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"Wake up, Danny."
For a moment, I didn't know where or when I was. Straight ahead of me was my familiar alarm clock, reading 3:22 in large red letters. I was home in bed. But it was strange. I was still wearing my jeans and T-shirt. My half awake brain registered that someone had called my name. I rolled over and saw her lying there.
Aubrey. My girlfriend's curvy, flirty, bad influence of a best friend. She lay on her side, head propped up on her arm, her wavy chestnut hair spread cascading over her shoulders, instead of up in a ponytail like it usually was. She watched my confusion with an evil twinkle in her eyes. The covers were down around her waist, displaying her large, pale tits and stiff nipples enticingly in the red glow of the alarm clock. This wasn't right. Why was she here? Every thought seemed to come as slow as molasses.
"Aubrey?" My voice was hoarse. I cleared my throat. "What are you doing here?" My eyes scanned over her bare tits again, and an awful possibility dawned in my mixed-up head. Aubrey giggled as she saw the horror on my face. "Don't look so guilty, stud. We haven't done anything dirty." Her eyes smoldered as she gave me a naughty little smile, "At least, not yet."
"You weren't feeling so hot, so I promised Bethy I would keep an eye on you. I'm, like, the most incredible bestie ever, right?" She ran a hand up her curvy body and settled it on a large jiggly breast, gently squeezing and rubbing. "And while I was here, I just decided to get a little more comfortable." Her grin widened. "What do you say, Dan? Want to get comfortable with me?"
This was bad. I needed to find a way out of this situation without Beth finding out. My brain was finally feeding me memories of the wild party we had been having tonight. Jesus, I was supposed to be the host, and here I was: passed out in my room. I could still hear people outside the bedroom door in the living room. Maybe Beth was drunk enough that she wouldn't notice if I quickly got Aubrey dressed and forced her out the door.
"Where's Beth?" I said.
Aubrey's grin was strange and terrifying. Like she was mocking me and pitying me at the same time. "Awww, you really are out of it, aren't you, baby boy? Listen a little more closely to what is going on out there."
I paused, confused. I listened. A slap. Male laughter. A deep, throaty moan cut off in a gurgling choking noise. It almost sounded like...
I was trying to get up out of the bed before I had even put the pieces together completely, and Aubrey was giggling and holding me back, her breasts crushing into my back, hard nipples poking me through my t-shirt.
"Heehee, ooooh look at you! What a big, strong, take-charge man, ready to defend his true love's honor."
Now that I was listening carefully, it was obvious what was happening in the other room. Rhythmic grunts, the slap of flesh on sweaty flesh, a deep male voice, low and excited. In the next room, two people were having wild, rough sex. Beth's absence was ominous, but my brain skittered over my worry without examining it. I suddenly wanted nothing but her sweet, shy smile. The feathery touch of her silky black hair tickling my face as she leaned over, telling me everything was fine, that she loved me. I struggled against Aubrey's grip. I needed to tell these assholes to stop fucking in my living room so that I could find Beth. Aubrey held me tightly around the waist, and I could feel every curve of her warm body press into me from behind. Something was wrong with me. I should have been able to throw off a girl like Aubrey without a problem, but my muscles felt warm and loose, and even after my short struggle I felt incredibly tired.
"You're so cute, sweetie!" Said Aubrey fondly, snuggling closer. "I know, I know, you reeeallyy want to march out there and swing your big balls around like a real alpha. You wanna send those bad boys away as the man of the house. But Danny, I'm sorry, you're going to stay right here with me. There are a couple of good reasons why."
"First of all, because I won't let you leave." She rolled me onto my back, where I collapsed, exhausted and sweating after my pathetic struggle. My girlfriend's best friend propped her head back on her elbow and flashed me a sickening grin. "Staaaaay with me, Danny! You need to relax a little. You're. So. Up. Tight." She said, walking her hand teasingly down my chest to rest on my crotch. I was shocked to realize that I was hard as a rock, a fact that just made Aubrey's cheshire grin wider.
"You... gave me something..." I managed to slur out. My arms felt like wet noodles, and I was panting with exertion. "Or maybe you're just weak to my charms, Danny boy." She said, caressing the tent in my jeans. Whatever she had slipped me clearly wasn't affecting my cock.
"Where was I? Reason number two. The second you walk out there, I'm going to be right behind you, coochie out, naked tits swinging." To my horror, she was working the zipper down on my jeans with deliberate slowness. "I'll be all like 'Oh no, Bethy! I'm so sorry! We were just both so drunk, and one thing led to another.' And then it won't be just her that has some explaining to do, will it?"
"Beth.... is out there?" I said slowly, the gears turning in my slow motion brain.
"Jesus Christ, Danny." Said Aubrey, frowning, "I didn't mean to fuck you up this badly. I hope I didn't give you permanent brain damage or something. Listen again, sweetheart. Really concentrate this time."
The woman outside was building herself up to an orgasm, releasing sweet, feminine moans in an increasing tempo, interspersed with urging her lover to "Fuck me!"
"God, I love my bestie," said Aubrey approvingly, roughly pawing at her breast, eyes half closed in appreciation, "She's always been a screamer. It's such a turn on!"
I finally realized what I would have known right away if my brain had been working correctly. And if I didn't trust my girlfriend as much as I did. Beth was out there. My sweet, loving girlfriend was getting fucked right outside our bedroom door. I tried to move again, but I had even less strength than before, and Aubrey was able to keep me pinned with one firm hand.
"Ah ah ah, what did I say, baby boy? You aren't going anywhere." She tossed off the covers, giving me a clear view of her wide hips and neatly trimmed bush. She straddled my lower legs and unbuttoned my jeans, tugging them down my hips. My throbbing boner bounced into the open air. "Ooooh, you're a naughty boy, Danny," Aubrey cooed with delight, gripping my shaft with a firm hand. "I told Bethy that you would be into shit like this. She always said I was being gross, but looks like little Danny here is proving her wrong."
"I c-can't just lie here while Beth is being... while she is being ra..."
Aubrey snorted with derision, noting with a mischievous grin the effect that the puff of warm air had as it blew on my cock, inches from her face.
"Are you being serious, sweetie? Listen to that horny slut. Does it really sound like there is anything happening out there that she doesn't want?"
Beth had clearly worked herself up into a frenzy again, whining "Harder! Harder!" in a loud whimper. I flushed red with shame and anger. She was right, Beth didn't just sound willing, she sounded enthusiastic. I felt an electric jolt as Aubrey pursed her lips and blew a stream of cool air onto my cock, making me break out in goosebumps.
"Now let me finish my reasons, Stud." Said Aubrey, with a wicked gleam in her eyes. I could feel her large breasts pressed softly into my legs, her thick thighs gripped my calves, and her small hand wrapped tightly, unmoving at the base of my cock. Her waves of hair shone in the weak red light of the alarm clock.
"Lastly, and maybe most importantly, if you go out there, you won't be able to stop anything. You see, what you might not know is that there isn't just one big strong man out there, baby boy. There's five." Her eyes widened with a mocking look of innocent shock. The information whirled through my brain.
"Mmmm, think about it, Danny. Your pretty little girlfriend, at the mercy of five big hard cocks. No hole is safe! And trust me, they are all hung. All of them are really good at rough fucking too! I vetted them all personally."
Even as I tried to resist, I imagined it, Beth kneeling, surrounded by huge, muscly men, massive cocks thrust towards her. I imagined Beth, with her shy, sweet smile, reaching towards two cocks, holding them gently, lovingly. Another man moved forward, used his thumb to open her mouth, her eyes staring up into his, wide and trusting, as he shoved his big hard...
Aubrey slapped me lightly on my balls, bringing me harshly back to reality. "I told those guys the whole situation. They have their orders from Captain Aubrey." She said, her voice losing its flirtiness and gaining a hard edge, "If you step out that door, they will kick your ass. And they won't stop what they were up to either. They fuck show will just continue, this time with you in the front seat. And I'm sure Bethy will be soooo apologetic. 'I'm so sorry, honey! I didn't mean for this to happen. Don't fight them babe, they are stronger than you!'" She mocked in a breathy imitation of Beth's feminine tones. "But she won't stop either. She's lost now, deep in the bone zone. Even love can't reach her now."
"Why?" I managed to say, weakly.
Aubrey's grin came back, stronger than ever. She had been waiting for this.
"Because she's mine, idiot." She said, gripping my balls just enough to hurt.
"Not like that, perv," she said, thankfully releasing my aching testicles, "get your mind out of the gutter. Well..." She paused, sticking her tongue between her teeth and winking, "At least, not like that most of the time. Anyway, what I mean is that I have been friends with her since we were in third grade. She's never been the smartest cookie. So sweet, so trusting. I could get her to do anything for me."
I was uncomfortable with my girlfriend's bitchy friend badmouthing her like this, but I had to admit that she wasn't wrong. Beth was a little ditzy sometimes, and too sweet for her own good.
"One thing I tricked her into doing a lot was getting horny guys off my back." Said Aubrey archly, flicking my swollen cock hard with a manicured finger for emphasis. "Any guy came on too strong, I could just convince Bethy that he could be the one, her 'true love'." In Aubrey's mouth the words dripped with sarcasm, "And she would throw herself on him. Horny guy gets a quick fuck with a eager, slutty little hottie, I get left alone. Everybody wins. Well, everyone except Bethy. She gets her heart broken again and again. But that's how you make omelets, right?"
Shit. I saw where she was going with this. I had almost forgotten that I had hit on Aubrey first in that bar last year. My long fulfilling relationship with Beth had erased it from my memory.
"I didn't count on some dickhead wandering along and actually falling in love with my trashy decoy." She said acidly. "I want my bitch back."
No more cries of pleasure were coming from outside the room, just sloppy choking noises, as someone thoroughly used my girlfriend's mouth.
"Soooo," said Aubrey sweetly, "I'll make you a deal."
She stuck out her tongue and let a thick line of spit drip messily onto the head of my cock. She moved her hand in one long, slow stroke up and down my stiff cock, spreading her slick saliva up and down its length.
"You'll get exactly what you wanted about a year ago in that bar. One steamy, dirty session with me." Her hand stopped its slow stroke at the bottom of my cock and stayed there. "And in return, you'll give up little miss second prize out there. For good."
I shook my head, weakly. No way. I couldn't give up the love of my life that way. I may have hit on Aubrey before I knew Beth, but I wouldn't give up our relationship for anything. It was true that Aubrey was hot, and sometimes I couldn't stop myself from staring at her curvy body, but anyone smarter than poor Beth could tell within a week of knowing her that she was evil to the core.
"N-no Aubrey." I said, more weakly than I intended, "I won't give up. I can forgive her. You messed with her head."
Aubrey gave me a cool, appraising look. "Impressive. I didn't like a weak little perv like you could resist my pussy. It's pretty exclusive, you know?" She slapped my dick against her open palm with a series of wet smacks. "Normally, little dicklettes like this aren't tall enough to ride."
"No offense," she said with an evil wink. She began slowly stroking my cock again, drawing a pathetic whimper from my throat. "Tell you what, stud. I'm going to tell you a little story. Just the facts, nothing fancy. I'm going to tell you about how I tricked that little bimbo into this situation." Her pretty little hand continued a slow, steady stroke on my cock. I could hear multiple male voices talking in low excited voices outside the door; the loud coital sounds had stopped for the moment. "If that story sickens you, turns you off, ruins one of my five star handies, then you win. Clearly your love is pure and true. I will give up trying to ruin it for you two lovebirds" Her free hand began rubbing softly, gently, on my tender testicles. Her shifting movements called direct attention to her hard nipples and soft breasts pressing sweatily into my legs. "But if little Danny here can't hold out, if the story of how I confused poor Bethy into a no holes barred bukkake gang-bang makes you shoot your loser juice all over, then I win, and you dump poor slutty Bethy, and leave her to my mercy. Deal?"
"No!" I tried to say forcefully. "No deal!" I wanted to deny my arousal, but my cock was the proof, perversely, something about this horrible situation was turning me on. I wasn't confident that I could win. Aubrey just giggled and lifted a hand smeared with spit and precum to cover my mouth. "'No deal!" he says, like he is some sort of big man. Sorry baby boy, big bad Aubrey has made an executive decision. We are doing this. Don't be so stressed! I pwomise to keep my end of the deal if you win. Of course, if you lose, I will make your and Bethy's life hell if you don't break up with her like I told you." She smiled at the look of aroused fear in my eyes. "Relax! All you have to do is not be a pervy, cucky creep for like five minutes while I tell this story. Ten minutes tops! You got this!"
"Hmmm, let me think. Where should I start?" She looked thoughtful as she let another stream of spit splatter onto my cock, lazily stroking the whole time. "It was actually pretty hard! Back in the day, I used to be able to get Beth to fuck whoever I wanted easily. She actually loves you, Danny. No accounting for taste, I guess." I gulped. It was true. I had never been in love with anyone like I was with Beth, and she had said the same about me. I had even began looking at rings online.
"Anyway, I had to get pretty elaborate this time. About a month ago, I staged a serious relationship with this muscle head from my gym. Told Bethy that I thought he was the one. She ate it up of course. Poor sappy Beth is a true romantic." Aubrey had a faraway look in her eye, and a wistful smile on her face as she continued to stroke my dick. Outside, I could hear grunting starting up again, deep and masculine.
"Then, I staged a messy breakup. Really turned on the waterworks. Bethy is a sucker for tearjerkers. Empathetic to a fault." I knew she was right, and it twisted my guts to know that her supposed best friend had used that against her. I felt my cock deflate slightly. This story was more sad than sexy. Maybe I could win this after all.
Aubrey poked her slim tongue out and swirled it lightly around the head of my cock, making it stand back to attention, "Hey there, Danny, don't fail on me now, we are just getting to the good part." Her tongue returned to her mouth. Just a little tease to keep things interesting.
"So, crying in her lap, I told her how distracting it was that she was always with you, being all lovey dovey. About how knowing that she went home to you every night, made sweet love to you over and over, made me feel so heartbroken. So I made her swear to me." Aubrey looked me dead in the eyes. "She Swore to me that she wouldn't have any sex with you for a whoooole month. You know, so that she could prioritize me and not make me feel bad."
It felt like the puzzle pieces were clicking into place. It was certainly strange for us to go that long without having sex, but I thought it had just been because Beth was busy.
"You know how horny poor Bethy gets, sweetie. That girl has a sex drive like a teenage boy." Aubrey wasn't lying. It was one of the things that I loved about Beth. Her sexual tastes were pretty vanilla, but she initiated sex frequently and enthusiastically. "Imagine how tough it must have been for her, Danny. Getting hornier and hornier every day, but being unable to betray her poor, sad best friend. Of course, she didn't think twice about how she was betraying her boyfriend. That's how much control I have over your girlfriend's pussy, baby boy. A few tears, and you're cut off."
She began increasing her speed, her hand making obscene squelching noises on my cock. "Of course, it gets worse. I started asking her to hang out with me and some of my new friends. Five tall, hunky, well hung guys. And, wouldn't you know it! All of these guys had all recently lost the loves of their lives. They were soooo lonely. We called it the broken hearts club. Cheesy, right? Well bimbo Bethy ate it up. Her maternal instincts were on fire for these poor boys. We just sat around and talked about how bad Beth made us feel for being in a loving relationship. We made her feel guilty for loving you. Made her feel like she would do anything to make these poor lonely boys feel better. And the whole time, the pressure is building. Your girlfriend is getting hornier." Aubrey gave a long, slow, tight stroke from the base of my cock to the top. "And Hornier." Another long, tight, teasingly slow stroke.
"I started seeding some doubts in her head about you as well. I told her that I caught you peeking down my shirt. Which I did by the way, naughty boy. Then I Showed her some pictures of you chatting up cute girls around town." Shit. That explained why random girls had been approaching him for directions all week, how far did Aubrey's reach go? A loud slap, a feminine yelp, and the sound of several males laughing drifted through the door. "I even had your bike stolen so that you would be suspiciously late one night. I returned the bike to your rack later to make it extra suspicious." I couldn't believe that had been her. I had never realized how evil Aubrey could be. She stuck out her tongue at my shocked face and gave me the finger as she continued to stroke. "So Bethy is spending a lot of her time with some hot guys who are really tugging her heartstrings at every moment, and her boyfriend is acting all weird. And remember: Hornier." Stroke. "And Hornier." Stroke.
Short, breathy feminine moans were sweetly filing the air from the other room. "You hear that, cuck?" Said Aubrey, mockingly putting a hand up to her ear. "That is the sound of you losing her forever." Continuing to stroke my slippery cock with one hand, she planted a small wet kiss on my cock, giggling as it twitched in response.
"Yesterday, I decided to really light a fire inside of her. I played an old game I used to play to make her horny. It's called "Hey, doesn't that look like you?'. It's super fun. I just find a porn video of a slim, pretty, black-haired girl, and tell Beth that she has to watch it with me, because 'OMG, it looks just like you, girl!' It's hilarious. She always squirms and covers your eyes and calls me a pervert, but she always peeks through her fingers too. She gets soooo hot and bothered. It used to be my go-to way to break down her defences if she was reluctant about fucking a guy." Aubrey was picking up speed, and had shifted to her side and raised a leg to allow her free hand to rub at her pussy. "But this time I invited the whole broken hearts club. We watched a couple videos back to back, together. Gang bang videos. Nasty dirty pornos where the girl gets absolutely covered in jizz. You should have seen how uncomfortably horny it made Bethy to watch her lookalike get dominated in a video while surrounded by her handsome new friends. All of them were commenting nonstop on how hot the girl in the video was. And she was trying to say that the whole thing was degrading to the poor girl in the video, but me and the boys were all like 'No way, Beth! Its actually really empowering for her, all those guys are practically worshiping her! She's the center of attention, like the star!' Trying to convince her that all the guys in the video really respected that Beth lookalike. Yeah fucking right. She totally bought it though, I could see it in her eyes."



"And when all the guys had gone, I had Bethy do something for me that we hadn't done in a while, not since she had started dating you, in fact." Her hand was ramping up speed, pistoning up and down on my cock. Her own hand was moving more rapidly between her legs as well. "I had her eat me out, Danny. That was the other thing this game was good for. Good old Bethy is straight as an arrow, but if you get her horny enough she's willing to do anything! She told me when she started dating you that she wouldn't help me out that way anymore. She said she considered it a betrayal of you. So, last night, she resisted at first, a little. But she was horny by this point, baby boy. Reeeeally horny. Horny enough to do something she defined as betraying you. See how I cracked her little by little?"
"And the whole time I had her pretty little face between my thighs, my fingers tangled in her silky hair, I was dirty talking her. Telling her how hot it got me to see a woman being used so hard by all those cocks. How fucking sexy it looked to see her covered in their hot cum. And she was getting into it, believe me. By the time I came on her face, she was hot and bothered. So horny that I was afraid she would break her pledge to me and have sex with you. So I made her stay the night." Aubrey's hand was a blur, and she spat forcefully on my cock. Her voice continued in a throaty whisper.
"That night she cried. She felt guilty about having sex with me while ignoring you. I told her that it was ok. That giving a lonely friend some relief didn't mean anything. I told her that an act of kindness like that could never be a betrayal. Then, she begged me to return the favor, to help her get some relief. She was never a good masturbator, our Bethy. She always needed a helping hand. I refused of course, told her I was still too emotionally fragile. She almost cried herself to sleep from horny frustration, the little ditz."
Aubrey abruptly stopped stroking, locking eyes with me.
"So we come to tonight," said Aubrey with a wolfish grin, as the moans outside the door got louder and quicker once again. Beth was building up another screaming orgasm. For some reason, Aubrey grabbed her phone, typing quickly for a moment and getting distracted momentarily from the story. Her phone buzzed back with a received text, and her smile widened. She turned her attention back to me.
"It was an easy thing to slip a little something in your drink. Boys never think that kind of thing can happen to them. You got sloppy pretty quick, I made a snarky comment about how irresponsible you were for getting drunk, Beth rolled her eyes, and you were bundled off to bed." That explained my weakness and cloudy mind. It wasn't fair. What chance did I have against a plan this evil?
"Bethy had a wonderful time with her new friends, and even after I had shooed the other guests out the door, her five lonely, broken-hearted friends and I stuck around. We drank until late. Bethy got tipsy. And even hornier. Probably hornier than she had ever been in her life." Aubrey had brought her slimy hand up from her pussy to caress my tightening balls. I bit my lip and tried hard to keep it together, to stop myself from cumming.
"Finally one of her lonely friends confessed. Oh God, he knew it was wrong, but he had fallen in love with her. He knew that she couldn't be with him. She had a boyfriend that she loved! But could she just give him one kiss? Just to give him some closure? Carlos is a genius, he followed the script I gave him perfectly"
There was suddenly a loud slam at the door. If my muscles had been working correctly, I would have jumped. Suddenly I heard Beth, louder and clearer than ever before, just on the other side of the door. Moaning deeply. The door made a rhythmic squeaking sound as the body of the love of my life was pushed up against it by another man's cock. "Deeper! Oh please!" She moaned. "I need it, fill me up, Carlos!"
"So she kissed him, Danny." Whispered Aubrey, bringing a finger up to her lips and giving me a sly wink. "How could she say no to such a poor pathetic little puppy like Carlos?"
"Yes! There! Fuck Me Carlos!" Whined Beth, just feet away.
"And there were tongues involved, Danny." Said Aubrey in a scandalized voice, "And OMG, hands too. Hands in places where Carlos's hands had no right to go. But poor mixed up little Bethy let it happen. She had stopped thinking with her brain, baby boy, and started thinking with her pussy."
A masculine voice behind the door said "Tell him Beth. Say it."
"Nooo Carlos, don't make me! What if he wakes up?" Giggled my sweet innocent girlfriend.
Aubrey shifted again, reaching her hand between her legs. She brought her hand up dripping wet and swiped it between her tits, leaving her cleavage slick and shining in the reddish light. She hefted her breasts in her hands (nipples hard as diamonds), and sandwiched them tightly around my cock, a triumphant look in her eyes.
"And of course, after a kiss like that," She whispered hoarsely, Moving her breasts quickly up and down my cock, "All her other new friends got jealous. It wasn't fair, they were just as lonely as Carlos. Couldn't she give them closure too?"
"You saw him, Beth, he's out. Come on, it will be really hot!" Came Carlos's voice from beyond the door.
"So she kissed another guy. And another. And hands were going everywhere. And at some point, some hands went under clothes. And then a cock came out. And at that point, poor bimbo Bethy was just along for the ride." Her big tits felt heavenly, with her juices providing just the right amount of slippery glide.
"I-I'm sorry baby!" Said Beth, giggling nervously.
There was a loud slap, and a deep moan from Beth.
"Sorry for what, slut?" Asked Carlos.
"And you heard the rest, baby boy." Said Aubrey coyly, her tits working overtime on his dick. "But you know what would be better than hearing it?" She grabbed her phone and unlocked it, temporarily switching back to a one handed jerk as she forced the phone into my weak hand. "Seeing it."
A photo was displayed on Aubrey's phone. Two muscular men had lined my slim, beautiful girlfriend perfectly so that one could could fuck her pussy while another plunged into her ass. Beth had her arms around the neck of the man deep inside her pussy, and her already cum-splattered face was thrown back, moaning in ecstasy. Another man stood on either side of her, jerking huge cocks to the sight. Behind her, a tan, douchey looking man had reached over her shoulder to grip Beths throat posessively, with his other hand he made a peace sign, sticking out his tongue to taunt me while he fucked my girlfriend's ass.
"Why don't I sweeten the deal, baby boy." Said Aubrey evilly, her huge pale tits jiggling and bouncing as she slammed them down on my waist. "I have some hidden cameras set up in your living room tonight. Multiple camera angles. You give me your cum right now, and I will send you an edited copy of the best porn you've ever seen. A porno with a reeeally personal touch. The fun doesn't have to end tonight, cuck. You can jerk off to losing your true love again and again for the rest of your pathetic life."
Beth was stuttering and babbling outside the door, struggling to force out what Carlos wanted her to say between her moans.
"I'm s-so sorry D-dan! I'm sorry that I'm such... Ohhhh Goddd, yes! Fuck me!"
*Crack* another loud spank. "Spit it out, you dumb bitch." Growled Carlos.
"Fuck! I'm sorry that I'm such a s-slut, baby! Carlos is... Yes! Harder! Carlos's big cock is just... Ohhhhh! It's just better baby!"
"Now!" Said Aubrey triumphantly, "Show me how much of a loser you are, cuck!" She squeezed her tits together tightly, and closed her hot wet lips around the tip of my cock, swirling and writhing her tongue energetically over my swollen head.
My eyes locked on to the picture open on the phone in my hand. Beth, dominated and owned completely by the huge cocks of strange men. My beautiful girlfriend, emotionally manipulated into believing her degradation was empowering, that her betrayal was kindness, and that her tormentors were friends. My eyes were drawn against my will to the cocks stretching and filling her tight holes, the cum dripping off of her moaning face, Carlos's hand digging possessively into her graceful throat, his taunting smile.
"Who do you belong to, slut?" Roared Carlos outside the door, "little Danny, or me?!?"
Beth howled, caught in the grip of a back-arching, toe-curling orgasm, unspeakably turned on by the taboo act of ultimate betrayal. "You! I belong to you Carlos! Make me yours!"
"No, no, please!" I whimpered, as Aubrey's experienced tongue and tits did their nasty work, Beth's degrading dirty talk echoed in my ears, and the pornographic image of the love of my life burned into my eyes. The erotic humiliation was too much for me.
I lost.
Ropes of my thick cum shot upwards into Aubrey's waiting mouth, my hips bucking involuntarily with my body's humiliating arousal. Finally, my body was spent, and Aubrey let my rapidly deflating cock drop from her lips. She looked like she was trying hard not to laugh.
Then she leaned over, locked eyes with me, and opened her mouth, carefully drooling out my load of sperm directly onto my flaccid cock, finally pursing her lips to spit the last little bit out.
"How does it feel to lose, cuck?" She asked, her wide, taunting smile once again splitting her face. She wiped a glob of thick cum from her chin with a slim finger, wrinkling her nose with disgust. "Pretty good, it looks like!Now why don't you lay there in your juices and really think about how badly you fucked this up." She got up and picked up her clothes from the floor, moving towards the door.
"Now if you are a good boy, I'll send you the video in a week or two. Beth and I are going to be staying over at our freinds' houses for a few days, so just go ahead and move your stuff out and send her a breakup text. Then block her number. If you don't, no video for you, naughty boy." She looked back, her hand on the doorknob, and a smirk on her face. "You know what, I bet Beth and the guys could probably go another couple rounds. Since you were such a good little cuck tonight, why don't I go out there and help them film some bonus scenes. My treat." She held up a hand and twiddled her fingers, "Bye bye, Danny boy, see you never!"
I lay there, weak and exhausted, both emotionally and physically, covered in my slimy, cooling jizz. The sounds outside the room picked up again, this time with two female voices joined in sexual harmony. At some point, I passed out. I woke up to a trashed apartment, stinking like sweat and semen, without even a note to remember Beth by.
I briefly considered defying Aubrey, fighting back, winning Beth back no matter the cost. But I didn't. That night had given me a healthy fear of Aubrey's abilities, and how far she would go. When she told me that she would make life hell for me and Beth, I believed her. I shamefully gathered my things from my apartment and left, shooting a brief breakup text to Beth on my way out.
Aubrey is an evil bitch, but she was as good as her word. I found a flash drive taped to the door of my new apartment two weeks later, with a card that read "Love comes and goes, but memories last forever, loser! Here's something for you to enjoy, again and again and again." A messy pink lipstick print was pressed into the bottom of the card.
The video was just as horrible and erotic as Aubrey had promised. She had hidden at least four high quality cameras through our living room, and they captured my ex girlfriend's willing holes getting roughly fucked from all angles. The worst and best part is when Aubrey joined in, teasing Beth and the guys with her hands and curvy body, fucking Beth and the men enthusiastically with her flexible, curvy body, and mugging to the cameras that she knew were there.
It's been six months since that night. I'm not doing so well these days. The rest of my life has been falling apart as I spend more and more time jerking my dick raw to the night that I lost the love of my life. I've seen every minute of that evil video thousands of times, but the part that I come back to most often is the last scene, set up by Aubrey to cruelly twist the knife of humiliation.
The footage switches to a video being taken by a phone. Aubrey and Beth kneel in the middle of a circle of muscular men pumping their massive cocks rhythmically. Aubrey and Beth are in a fit of giggles, and they can't keep their hands off each other's sweaty bodies. The contrast between Beth's slim beauty and Aubrey's pornstar curves makes both of them more attractive. They kiss deeply, and Aubrey whispers something in Beth's ear with a naughty wink at the camera. Beth giggles shyly, and raises both middle fingers. Aubrey joins her, holding back a laugh. "Fuck you, loser!" Says Aubrey with a smile. "Yeah, fuck you, pathetic loser!" agrees Beth with her beautiful, joyful smile, middle fingers framing her face.
"Now let us have it boys!" Says Aubrey, and one by one, the surrounding men splatter their cum all over the happy girls, who smile and laugh and play with the white slime, kissing it to each other and complaining good naturedly when it gets in their eyes and hair. By the end, both girls are covered in it. Aubrey grabs the back of Beth's head and gently encourages her to clean the cock of the camera man with her mouth. It's the last shot of the video, Beth tenderly, almost lovingly, licking clean the spent cock of another man, a gentle smile of satisfaction on her lovely face. "Say bye bye to the cuck now, Bethy." Says Aubrey, hugging her from behind and smiling dead into the camera. Beth looks dead into the camera with sleepy eyes and waves, face sticky with strange sperm, cock still held in her other hand. "Bye bye, cuck!" She says cheerfully. Behind her, Aubrey waves as well, while clutching Beth's beautiful body from behind. She mouths "She's mine now." And grins as the footage cuts to black.
I have no idea if Beth knew what she was saying in the last scene. Did she know I would watch the video? Was she humiliating me on purpose? Or was she just saying what Aubrey told her to without thinking about the words? I may never know, but it haunts me.
Yesterday, an email popped into my inbox from Aubrey. There is no title. I shouldn't open it. I know that. Aubrey is an evil bitch, and reading any message from her can't end well. It would be better to delete it and pretend I had never met Aubrey or Beth.
I haven't deleted it yet. Maybe it wouldn't hurt just to read it and see what she has to say.
What's the worst that could happen?
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Cross Contamination, Chapter 1: The Unfair Key Party
"I mean, I'm sorry honey, but I think we have to go."
Gina gave Daren a cool look from across the room as she hurried to get her coffee ready. Even when annoyed, she was a stunningly beautiful woman, with long, dirty blond hair and deep blue eyes. Her body was curvy, but no one would call her fat. She had big, firm breasts that made Daren's heart beat fast when he saw them even after over a decade of marriage. She was short, a head shorter than his unimpressive 5'8, but her strong confidence and forceful personality made you forget her small size when you spoke to her.
Daren was a little intimidated by her. Always had been, since they first started dating. He comforted himself with the fact that he was far from the only one who felt that way. "Hurricane Gina" was her nickname around her law office, she had once told him, laughing. You either went with the flow or got wrecked.
"And why is that, Daren? So you can suck up to your asshole boss?" The words were sharp, but they were accompanied by the lopsided grin that told him she was joking. He felt a glimmer of hope that he could negotiate this successfully.
"Well yes," he admitted sheepishly, "Mr. Cross does control a lot of the job assignments, and being on his good side would certainly be helpful." For some reason, from the first day he was hired, his towering, muscular black boss treated him with nothing but disrespect. Somehow it seemed like he had sized up Daren immediately as a joke. Most of the best assignments in his marketing department had since gone to Charlie, his rival.
"But it is more than that, baby." He tried to keep his voice from being whiny. Gina hated that, and it might ruin any chance he had of convincing her. "This annual party is only for the inner circle and higher ups at the company. It's a big deal! The very fact that they are inviting me could mean big things for me. For us!"
" Hey dad! Can you put this in the mailbox for me?" Their daughter Cassandra rushed out of her room, holding an envelope in hand. She had turned eighteen just a few months ago, and was the apple of Daren's eye. On days like this, when she was flushed with excitement, Daren couldn't help but worry about how many boys must be getting interested in her. She had his dark hair and pale skin, but recent years had shown that she had definitely inherited her mother's body. He eyed the clothes she was wearing, Shorts cut above the knee, showing off a bit more pale thigh than he was comfortable with, and a v- necked shirt that went a little too deep in his opinion, showing a hint of her naturally ample cleavage.
"Sure thing, sweetie. Are you sure you couldn't wear anything, I don't know, a little less revealing?"
She rolled her eyes, but there was no venom there. "Gross dad! Don't worry," she said, lightly punching him on the arm, "I don't have any time for boys right now, just college applications."
"Listen to your father. " Said Gina firmly, "whether you ate searching for it or not, those sort of clothes will attract the wrong dort of attention from the boys. The women in this family command respect."
Cassie frowned and rolled her eyes dramatically, "Thanks Gina. Maybe I will follow your example and have a baby before I turn 19." Gina and Cassie's relationship had been pretty rocky over the past few months. Cassie had stopped calling Gina mom a few weeks back, and it was constant sniping back and forth on a daily basis.
Before her taunt could turn into a full argument, Cassie turned back to him, pointing to the envelope in his hand, "Please, in the mailbox before you leave for work, Daddy. Love you! I have to catch the bus, bye!" And with that, she rushed out the door, Gina scowling after her.
Despite Cassie's rudeness to her mother, Daren couldn't help but smile. Cassie was too old to still call him daddy, but she knew that he still thought of her as his innocent little daughter, and humored him sometimes.
Gina grumbled as she poured her coffee, and Daren approached her to hug her from behind. She sighed and dissolved from her stiff anger, leaning into him and accepting the embrace. "I'm just not sure how to connect with Cass anymore," she said sadly.
"A lot of daughters and mothers go through a phase like this," said Daren soothingly, "It will pass."
Gina nodded, but still looked troubled. " I'm just not sure what we did wrong raising her."
"Well," said Daren lightly, "We could always try again. Get things right with a younger sibling" He rubbed his hands lightly on Gina's belly. She grabbed his hands and moved them away, spinning out of the hug.
"I don't want to talk about that right now." She said flatly. Daren let it go. It was an old argument, and there was no use having it again right now.
But, luckily, he hadn't soured the moment. Gina favored him with a warm smile, and knew he had won this time. She stared into his eyes, and her expression grew serious. "Fine, we'll go to this party." She reached up and straightened his tie, giving him a deep and aggressive kiss. "I love you Daren, but I don't like Victor Cross. I don't like the way he looks at me." Her face was set with a distracted frown, and the tie momentarily grew uncomfortably tight. "Victor Cross is going to try something someday if he and I keep attending the same functions. I can sense it just by looking at him. He's that kind of creep."
Then she relaxed with a sigh, and Daren coughed as he readjusted his tie. " I can tell a man to go to hell with no problem at all, Daren Harlowe. But I know you want to kiss some ass. So if you want me to be polite, it's your responsibility to keep Mr. Cross well behaved tonight. Got it?"
Daren gulped, and said "Yes, dear." as his wife kissed him on the cheek and ran out the door to make it to her job at the law firm.
...
The party was just as fancy as Daren had imagined it. He could see elegantly dressed guests entering the ballroom as they drove past. He was glad that he had insisted that they both dress up. Gina was looking fabulous in a slinky little black dress, and he was doing his best to look dashing in his tailored suit. They had to park somewhat far away, and,as they got closer to the entrance, he noticed that the other guests exiting cars (all chauffeured of course) were wearing masks of various animals. Gina was quick to notice as well.
"You didn't tell me that this was a masquerade, Daren!" She hissed angrily, grabbing his arm.
"They didn't tell me either, dear." He fumbled for some sort of excuse. "I'm sure that they will be able to loan us something, we can't be the only ones."
And in this case, much to his relief, he was correct. In the cloak room the attendant was very understanding.
"Of course sir," he said sympathetically, "This happens all the time. We have some masks prepared for just such an eventuality." He stepped out for a moment and returned with two masks in hand.
To Gina he presented a cute little mask with stylized cottony fluff and little ears. "A lamb," said Gina archly, studying the mask, "how...innocent."
To Daren he presented a goat mask with large horns. A goat mask could be made to look manly and intimidating, almost satanic. This mask however, looked somewhat bug eyed and foolish.
"Is everything to your liking sir? Madam? I could certainly see if we have other masks available..." His tone clearly implied that the attendant didn't have much hope.
"No, these will be fine," said Daren firmly. Gina shot him a dubious look. Was he really ok with them looking so silly? Gina had seen the other guests' masks, and none of them were as cutesy as hers or as idiotic as his. Daren's mind was made up. Maybe this was some sort of test, but if it was, then the only way to pass was to show that it didn't bother him. And so, with little choice, they donned their masks and entered the floor of the party.
...
The party buzzed with conversation. Small groups of animal masked men and women drank cocktails and ate hors d'oeuvres. There seemed to be a heavy sense of anticipation in the air as they made their way into the crowd. Daren heard the phrases "fresh meat" and "completely rigged", but he couldn't put context to the words. Gina clung to his arm, a concerned frown on her face. She had thought this would be just another stuffy office party, not this strange, opulent affair. As they pushed through a circle of masked guests, Daren noticed two large glass bowls filled with pink and blue plastic tags in the center of the room.
He was about to turn to Gina and ask what she thought they were for, when he heard someone clinking a fork against a glass, and a loud deep voice calling for quiet.
"Welcome my friends, to the yearly ball of the beasts!" Although the tall man was wearing a ebony bull mask which shrouded his face, his height, muscles, and dark skin made his identity obvious. Victor Cross. "Where we can all get in touch with the more...primal side of our natures"
"I know that we have a few newcomers with us this year, so let me run through how this little evening will work." He seemed to stare directly at Daren and Gina with a shining, predatory grin. But he couldn't know them on sight, right? They were wearing masks. Gina held his arm with a grip that indicated he would be yelled at later.
"Everyone will take turns drawing a number from the bowl. Mem will take a blue number, Ladies a pink number. Then, you will find your numbered table, and get ready for a long night of red hot... dinner and conversation." He winked lazily at the crowd, which laughed heartily.
"But joking aside," He continued smoothly, "Although some little beasts have gotten a bit saucy in the past with their assigned date, there is no obligation here at all. If dinner and conversation is as far as you want things to go, you wouldn't be the first or the last."
"So without further ado, ladies and gentlemen, let's pick some numbers!" He raised his hands wide, and was greeted with loud applause.
"This is some weird kinky shit, Daren," said Gina, looking around the room suspiciously, "Let's just get out of here. It doesn't sound like there will be much opportunity for ass kissing anyway, if they are just planning on playing this fucking key party game all night."
"And let's start with our newcomers!" Daren heard the loud deep, confident voice boom across the hall as the crowd turned to look at them. He had a choice to make. He could walk out, make Gina happy, and endure the whispers and laughs behind his back next monday. Everyone would say that he was too scared to play the game, or that he couldn't trust his wife to eat dinner with another man. ...Or he could man up, grit his teeth, have dinner conversation with a random lady, and survive the night. He was sure Gina wouldn't be happy, but she could endure an evening of boring conversation with some old executive and survive. He certainly didn't have to be worried about her being tempted to do anything else. He was more worried that she would knock out any man who tried. He could feel Gina's eyes burning into the side of his head, and the heat of the crowd's attention facing towards them. He made his choice.
"You heard him honey, all you have to do is have dinner with someone. Then we can make our excuses and leave." It seemed like Gina was trying to say something else, but Daren had already walked forward and plunged his hand into the fishbowl with the blue number tags. Withdrawing his hand, he saw the number 00.
Victor Cross peered over his shoulder, and seemed to be suppressing a laugh as he said. "Well well, ladies and gentlemen! Table Zero! What luck for a first time draw." The crowd also seemed to be suppressing giggles, some of them unsuccessfully.
"Well Mr. Goat, the waiters will show you to your table."
The waiters escorted him to a table on the far edge of the ballroom, in a somewhat dimly lit corner. As he sat, he could see Gina, silently seething, walk quickly to the pink colored fishbowl and retrieve a tag.
"Table 1!" Cried out the bull masked Mr Cross, a strange note of triumph in his voice. "Couldn't ask for a better seat."
Based on the numbers, Daren was hoping that zero and one would be close together, but no such luck. Table one turned out to be a central, well lit table on a small raised platform. It was far from where Daren was sitting. Gina sat, crossing her arms and legs in an annoyed posture, shooting daggers at him from across the room.
"And now, my turn," Said Victor Cross with a sharp grin across his chiseled face. He snatched a tag right from the top of the mens' bowl and read it.
"Table 1" He said, the cocky grin never leaving his face.
...
Gina Harlowe was seething as she sat at the table she had drawn. She had warned her spineless husband that something was strange about this party, and yet here they were. She couldn't wait for the night to be over, and to stop feeling Victor Cross's piercing eyes crawling all over her body from behind his bull mask.
She had had a run in with him at Daren's office Christmas party the year before. Well, no. Correction. It wasn't big enough to call a run in. She and Daren had been making awkward small talk with Victor, and Victor, as usual, was making barely veiled disparaging remarks about Daren in the form of jokes. It made her as angry then as it did now. Daren, her loving husband, was a kind, sweet, and thoughtful man, and the fact that swaggering assholes like Victor thought they would walk all over him made her grind her teeth in rage.
Daren had suddenly walked away to try to catch the attention of a coworker, and for a moment it was just Victor and Gina alone by the punchbowl. And in that moment ... it was hard to describe, but suddenly she had been very aware that Daren was a big, attractive, muscular man, and she was a short and relatively weak woman. She had felt strangely... pliable. In his power. She wasn't sure what had happened, but those thoughts couldn't have come from her. She hated guys who saw things that way: Big, strong, tough, dominant men and weak, submissive, soft, girls. What a joke. She certainly never thought things like that herself! It must have been a sexist vibe given off by that man, but as she looked into his eyes at that moment, she knew that he could see those feelings in her. His deep brown eyes had followed her for the rest of the night, seeming to drink in her body, and she had sworn never to be in the same room as him again.
She was so lost in recollection it took her a moment to notice that Cross himself had sat at the table across from her.
Oh hell no.
She is about to stand when Cross placed a large brown hand over hers, emphasizing the difference in size. "Gina, Gina, don't be so hasty."
She snatched her hand away, instantly denying to herself the fact that his touch has sent a shiver up her spine.
"I said sit down, girl." His voice was deep and strong. Before she knew what was happening, she had sat. Then, a split second later, when she had time to think, she started to get angry.
"You think you can just order me around because my husband works for you?" she asked derisively. But she didn't get back up. "I probably make more than you!"
"Yes, I've heard. A high powered lawyer," Victor said, warmly, "Very Ally Mcbeal. Do you wear shoulder pads to work?"
What a smug condescending prick. "Don't need them. Everyone knows that I'm a killer."
"Really? A tiger huh? You look more like a little lost lamb to me." He said with a chuckle.
"Give me one reason why I shouldn't just get up and walk out the door."
"And leave your poor little goat man alone at table Zero?" He gestured over his shoulder at Daren sitting by himself in the corner of the room, and Gina couldn't help it. She snorted a laugh. He just looked so ridiculous. She turned back to Victor, and didn't even notice the subconscious comparison her mind made between her silly looking husband and the dominant, suave man in front of her.
"Fine Gina, I'll give you a reason." Victor deftly gestured to a waiter, who began pouring two glasses of wine.
"I'm sure that you make a good amount at your job, but I am also sure that your household would struggle without poor little Daren's income." He swirled the wine beneath his nose before nodding at the waiter and waving him away.
"Daren's sales numbers are, frankly, abysmal. He doesn't pull his weight. Charlie outperforms him 3 to 1 at least. And, on a personal level, I just find him weak. Contemptible. Below me. I have been thinking about firing him for months, since before last Christmas in fact. But something made me change my mind around that time." He leered across the table at Gina. "Can you guess what that might be?"
His direct gaze made Gina's face flush for reasons she refused to examine. "Are you serious?" she said incredulously, "What you just admitted to me is all kinds of illegal. If you even tried to fire him after this conversation, especially after..." Her faced grew even more flushed, "Laying out some kind of sick quid pro quo, I could nail your ass to the wall in any courtroom in the state."
"But you won't, Gina." Victor Cross was completely at ease, sipping wine and lounging in his perfectly tailored suit. "This conversation never happened. And I have plenty of numbers clearly demonstrating that your pathetic little husband is underperforming. It would be very difficult to prove that he was fired for any other reason."
Gina gritted her teeth. His logic was twisted, but it wasn't wrong.
"So what do you want from me then? Sex? Never going to happen." She proclaimed it suddenly and fiercely, even as the thought of being forced into sex with this jerk sent a shameful pulse of heat through her.
Victor threw back his head and laughed warmly, and seemingly genuinely. " Never say never little lamb. But no, not right now." Gina couldn't believe the arrogance of this man. It took her breath away. She found she was literally breathing heavily. "I just want to play a little game. If you win, I guarantee that I will never fire your husband. I can't speak to anyone else in the organization, but it won't come from me."
"And what do you get if you win?" asked Gina in a voice not nearly as firm and strong as she wanted it to be. Filthy images flashed across her mind despite her best efforts. This man had some sort of twisted charisma. An animal magnetism which was mixing her up. But she wasn't worried. Gina wasn't some sort of creature of instinct who couldn't control herself. She wouldn't be doing anything with Victor no matter what his leering eyes made her imagine.
Victor grinned broadly, as though he could read her dirty thoughts. "You would agree to meet me socially for drinks. Just the two of us, no husband allowed. No more than that."
"This game seems weighted in my favor."
"I agree. Think of it as an incentive to convince you to play."
Gina mulled the proposal. Well, it couldn't hurt to hear what he had to say. She could always shoot him down later if it seemed like he was up to something.
"What game did you have in mind?"
...
Daren sat by himself, watching in disbelief as, after a second of looking like she would storm out, his wife sat and began having a conversation with Mr. Cross. Well, one crisis averted. He watched nervously as other couples split and pulled tags from the fishbowls, finding their tables scattered across the room. He wondered which woman he would be paired with. Was Kate from reception at the party? No, stop it Darren, he told himself, your whole goal is to get through this with nothing but polite conversation. But as the line got shorter, and the fishbowls grew emptier, he began to grow impatient. He just wanted this farce done with, and the anticipation was killing him.



He began to notice some nearby tables discreetly pointing in his direction, and some stifled giggles. The line was nearly through, and before long, the last woman, in a feathery owl mask stepped up. Well, this must be it, he decided. She looked nice, as far as he could tell through the mask. She would probably be understanding of his desire to keep things polite but platonic. But the owl masked lady walked away to sit at table 34, next to another man sitting alone, and the waiters began to roll the empty fishbowls away.
His eyes wide in incomprehension, Daren heard a loud roar of laughter from the nearby tables. People turned to him a laughed, now openly pointing. A chubby man in a wolf mask, a busty swan masked lady on his arm, walked up to slap Daren on the back.
"Fucking table zero man! Hahaha you should see your face!" The mask covered his face well, but the voice and the scruffy stubble beneath the mouth made his identity clear. Charlie Fontaine, his least favorite person, and personal rival at work.
"W-well," Daren stuttered, a tic he couldn't shake in times of stress or high emotion, "I don't get it, wasn't everyone supposed to be in p-pairs."
"W-w-w-well Hardon," said Charlie, mocking Daren's stutter and using the loathed nickname that Charlie had saddled him with, "Everybody has to bring a date except Mr. Cross, and that leaves numbers uneven. So one poor lonely boy has to be over here all by himself."
'Don't worry Hardon, you could always pull your little dick out and jerk off if the humiliation gets to be too much for you" Laughed Charlie as he groped the ass of the giggling swan woman beside him. "I think we are all likely to get some pretty great spank material tonight, if you catch my drift." He gestured with his head towards the center of the room. Towards table one? What was he implying? But he was already walking away, fondling the tits of the swan woman who was screaming in mock protest.
Spank material? He could see Gina in rapt conversation with Mr Cross, who was leaning across the table towards her. He eyes were shining, her lips parted. Although she looked angry, there was a flushed and flustered look there that Daren was not used to seeing. Normally she was ice cold when she was angry. Alarmingly, Daren felt his penis stir in his pants. What was that reaction about? Why did seeing Gina and Mr. Cross, his hated boss together send his mind racing and his pants tightening?
...
"Simple, little lamb. I want to play truth or dare." Said Victor, swirling his wine.
"What is this, a preteen sleepover?" Scoffed Gina.
"Strip truth or dare.First one completely naked is the loser"
"And there it is. Another man who thinks with his dick."
"You make it hard not to Gina." She felt a spasm of anger at his open flirtation with a married woman, but she felt something deeper as well, something more primal.
"You're playing a losing game, Cross. Truth or Dare is the easiest game in the world if you aren't a gossipy teenage girl. I just have to pick truth every time."
"Then it should be easy to win." Said Victor, supremely confident.
Gina's mind worked quickly. It really did seem like this game would be easy to win, and it would give her a chance to humiliate this raging asshole. She seethed as she saw him smiling across from her, for some reason completely confident that he could beat her in a game where she had an advantage. God, sge wanted to knock him down a peg in front of all his rich asshole friends. She struggled to find the catch. She couldn't think of one.
"Well Ms. Harlowe?"
"...Fine, let's play."
...
Daren tried to ignore the looks of mockery and pity turned his way from all corners of the room, but he was only so strong. The shame was starting to burn. Nothing seemed to be happening so far at table one at least, but he was glad the tables were fairly high; although he still didn't know why, seeing his wife and his boss have a heated discussion on the other side of the room had given him a rock hard erection. He was so distracted that he almost didn't notice as a slim young figure flounced across the room and sat across from him.
She was a stunning young black woman with a cascade of shining, straight, dark hair. velvety Cafe au lait skin, soft looking lips which curved in a mischievous grin, and breasts that seemed huge on her slim frame. She was wearing a fox mask, with a deep orange low-cut dress to match. She smiled at him at him as she said "Table zero, huh. That's reeealy tough, mister..." She looked at him expectantly.
"H-Harlowe." He said automatically, extending a hand awkwardly across the table to shake.
"Oh my God," she gasped in mock outrage. "This whole thing is supposed to be anonymous, Mr Harlowe, I can't believe you told me your name." She ignored the hand, which Daren was forced to drop awkwardly.
"Wait," she said, eyes sparkling, leaning across the table with keen interest. Daren couldn't help but get an eyeful of delicious, smooth, light brown flesh as she leaned forward. "You aren't related to Cassie Harlowe, are you?"
Daren wasn't sure if he should answer, but her mesmerizing brown eyes locked on his drew it out of him. "Yes, she's my d-daughter."
"No way! That hot little piece came from a wimp like you? No offense." She threw out the insult with a giggle.
"How do you know her?" The Woman gave him an appraising look. "I guess fair is fair. She's in my grade at school."
Whoa, this girl was a lot younger than he thought! She must have sensed the guilt in his eyes.
"Haha, relax Mr. Harlowe. You haven't done anything but look. Not that I would let you do anything else anyway," She said with a momentary sneer, "Besides, I'm all grown up, see?" She ran her hands seductively over the front of her body.
Daren tried to change the subject. "So, are y-you and Cassie friends?"
A strange smile played on the young woman's lips. "I wouldn't say that Mr Harlowe, but we know each other. We see each other in the halls. Shes on the volleyball team and I'm in cheer, so we see each other for sports stuff"
Daren tried very hard not to think about the young woman in a cheer uniform.
"That's your wife at table one, isn't it Mr. Harlowe?"
Daren didn't know how she knew that, but in the moment it didn't matter. He whipped his head around to look. "Yes. Why?"
"Because I think she is about to take her dress off."
...
"I'll let you start." Said Victor with supreme confidence, leaning back in his chair.
"Fine. Truth or Dare."
"Dare". His dark eyes were taunting her, burning into hers. She could feel a wet heat growing inside her.
"Stand up on this table right now and declare your resignation."
He laughed softly and toasted her with his glass. "No exaggeration on your part, Gina, A killer indeed." Then he silently slipped his shoes off his feet and set them to the side."
"My turn. Truth or Dare."
"Truth." Said Gina automatically and confidently.
"How many times do you masturbate a month?"
She felt a blush staining her cheeks. So this was his ploy, to embarrass her with the questions. Well the joke was on him. There was no way he could know the accurate number. And yes, maybe that number was a little... high. She was often stressed, and sometimes Daren couldn't...well, couldn't offer her what she needed in the moment. She just needed to pick a realistic number, not zero, but not high enough to be embarrassing.
"Four. About once a week."
Victor laughed and shook his head, then shook a finger at her.
"What?"
"No no no, dear Gina, you have to do better than that if you want to win. Take off some clothes."
"Bullshit, I was telling the truth."
Suddenly he seemed bigger, she could see the muscles defined clearly through his suit. His voice got low and insistent. "Some clothes, little lamb, or I will take them off myself."
Fine, she would do what he said. Not because she wanted to obey him. Definitely not that. Just because it wasn't worth the argument. She removed one earring with a sullen look and dropped it on the table.
"A pair is one item, my dear," Victor said mildly, gesturing to his removed pair of shoes, "Otherwise we will be here all night.
She removed the other and placed it with annoyance next to the other.
"My turn. Truth or Dare?" Snapped Gina.
"Since you are playing hardball, I'm going to say truth."
"Is your company involved with any illegal activities?"
"Yes." Said Victor with a cocky grin.
"Such as?"
"You have to wait your turn if you want another question."
Gina seethed. Such a petty trick. "Fine, no need to ask, I pick truth."
Victor raised his eyebrows at the rush, but continued with his question.
"Have you ever fantasized about being fucked by a black man?"
Sweat trickled down Gina's face behind the mask. He couldn't know for sure, right? She could easily say no, in a light, easy voice, and move on. Everybody had a kinky fetish that they thought about once in a while, like when she was on work trips and Daren wasn't around, she would often bring along her trusty vibrator, and think about some fun, kinky scenarios to get herself off after a stressful day. But those were just fantasies, they were meaningless. Unconnected to real world desires. Besides, wasn't that image that flashed in her mind in the heat of self-passion, of the hulking black brute roughly conquering her little white pussy a bit...racist? If you really thought about it? Could she really admit that to the big black man watching her with knowing eyes from across the table.
"No. Never." She said in a whisper. But her voice cracked, and she knew she was beaten. Victor didn't even have to say anything, he just raised his eyebrows, and she meekly removed her high heels and set them aside. Shame burned on her face, and she noticed with humiliation that she could feel a wet spot in her panties.
"It's your turn, Gina. I choose truth." Said Victor knowingly, placing a large strong hand over her small delicate one. A shiver went up her spine again, and this time she didn't, or maybe could pull away.
What was she going to ask again? His piercing eyes, his strong hand holding hers made it hard to focus. Maybe she could turn the tables on him, ask him an embarrassing question. She felt dizzy.
"Do you ever fantasize about fucking married white women?"
Victor leaned in close with an evil smile on his lips.
"I don't need to fantasize about that, little lamb. Do you know why?"
"Why?" She tried to make her voice strong, but it came out as a throaty whisper.
"Because I do it all the time. Truth or Dare Gina."
"Truth..."
"Do you love your husband?"
"Yes" This answer came easily and truthfully, and Gina felt a wash of relief, then of shame as she realized she had doubted herself. The answer only made Victor smile wider, like it was the answer he wanted to hear.
"I choose Truth, Gina."
She shook herself, and slowly drew her hand away. He was trying to distract her as a ploy to win. No more freebie questions.
"Is your company involved in money laundering operations?"
Victor tilted his head and gave her a chagrined look, then removed his suit jacket and hung it over a chair. At least he had gone without a tie tonight.
"Truth or Dare, little lamb."
"Truth" Gina felt weak and shaky. This felt much harder than she thought it would be.
"Are you satisfied with the way your weak little husband fucks you?"
The question hit her like a punch in the gut. Ok yes, it was true, maybe Daren was a little more... passive in bed than she would like. But that was because of her own dominant tendencies, which he tried to accommodate. It was fine. Sweet. Tender. Yes, she was satisfied. No, there was no connection to her fantasies about black men dominating her, making her submit, cumming in her mouth while they loomed above her... The fantasies were meaningless. She didn't want a black man to dominate her in real life. She couldn't accept it. Wouldn't accept it.
"Of course." She said firmly, not realizing that she had accepted the description of her husband in the question by answering how she did.
"That's a lie, little lamb." Victor reached across the table and titled her chin upwards from where she had bowed it in shame. His eyes bored into hers, his cocky grin making her furious and wet and humiliated. "And now you are going to take your dress off for me."
...
Daren watched in disbelief and his wife, her face red under the mask, lifted her little black dress over her head and dropped in in a puddle on the ground, revealing lacy white lingerie. It matched the cute and innocent lamb mask much better than the dress. It clung to her curvy body seductively, showing off her wide hips, large breasts, and toned, tanned body. Why was she wearing nice underwear? Was she planning on surprising him tonight? ... Or had she thought something like this might happen?
"Oh my God Mr. Harlowe!" Said the fox masked girl in an excited squeak, "Your wife is soooo hot!" She bounced in her seat in glee, pleasantly bouncing her clearly braless tits.
"I wonder if she is going to get naked right here in front of everyone." She whispered excitedly, as he noticed that most of the eyes in the room were raptly focused on table one, where the show was ongoing. "A little slutty if you ask me, Mr. H. You must be suuuuuper embarrassed."
And he was. But he couldn't look away, couldn't tear his eyes off his wife's heaving tanned tits barely held in by the lacy white fabric. At the confident, cocky black man across from her who had somehow convinced his fiery, confident wife to act like his personal whore.
He felt sudden pressure pressing at his straining crotch under the table, looked down to see a slim brown foot in a fancy blue heel pressing on it.
"Oh my god, you bad little pervert." Said the girl in a stage whisper, holding back a giggle, "Is seeing another man play around with your wife giving you a boner?"
She rubbed her foot up and down, causing a delicious friction. "It's not good to hold it in, Mr. H. You got to let all of your emotions out. Let them out from here." She pressed her foot harder on his cock. "Then you can think through all of this stuff clearly."
"Here!" She said cheerfully, crawling under the table. Where was she...? What was she planning to...?" He saw delicate brown fingers unbutton his pants and zip down the fly. He stared down into her big soft eyes, at her soft lips parted in a mocking smile. Was she going to?
"Gross, old man!" She said playfully, swatting at a leg. "Im just giving you a little push, it's not like I'm going to suck your little dick or anything."
"You just need to watch what happens to your wife and jerk your little dicky. You wouldn't be the only one." And a quick glance around showed him she was right, rhythmic disturbances of the tablecloth were happening across the ballroom, some assisted by partners, some not. "But because I feel so bad for you in your little humiliating nightmare, I will help you out a little." Her eyes twinkled as she looked up at him from between his legs, and behind his pale, average sized dick. "I'll help talk you off as you enjoy the show."
He looked back up at table one to see his wife's magnificent tits free in the air, nipples looking painfully swollen, as Mr. Cross removed his pants. He could take it anymore. He gripped his rock hard penis as his whole body burned with shame. "Awww, so cute," crooned the girl between his legs, "You look less like a goat and more like a lost little puppy."
"Well puppy, start stroking, and I'll tell you what I think is going to happen between your wife and my dad..."
...
She did it. Why did she do it? She could have refused. Slapped him in the face and stormed out. Maybe Daren got fired, maybe not. She could hear conversations die around the room as the cool air hit her body. Feel the burning eyes roam her curves. She tried to keep her legs together. She couldn't let anyone see the growing damp patch.
She tried to remain collected. Calm. She took a deep breath. She was a woman who was in charge of herself... She was a woman who stripped to her lacy underwear in public because a big strong man told her too. She felt the humiliation down to her core, and belly and pussy roiled at the feeling.
She tried to appear calm and focused as she perched on the edge of her chair.
"Truth again, Gina." Drawled Victor as his eyes drank in every inch of her. His eyes locked on her tits, and she felt her nipples start to stiffen through the thin fabric.
"Is your company involved in tax fraud?"
He silently removed both socks. This was it, her way to win! He had the advantage in number of clothing items, and he was ahead. But all she had to do now was be honest, and keep hammering him with these legal questions.
"I choose truth, you asshole!" " she said triumphantly.
"Alright, fine. Do you enjoy sucking cock?"
Her already hard nipples stiffened further and she squirmed in her seat. Alright, honesty. She could do this.
"Yes and No."
"That's a pretty wishywashy answer."
"It's the truth. The way I feel about it is complicated." Said Gina, shrugging.
Victor seemed to consider this. Then he nodded. "Fair enough. I choose truth. Hit me."
"Is your company involved in smuggling operations?"
Victor smiled and removed his shirt, revealing rippling ebony muscles.
"Truth or dare, Gina?"
"Truth of course!"
"Do you only enjoy sucking big cocks?"
How. How did he guess? He was smirking, holding back a laugh. She had enjoyed oral sex with a few well endowed college boyfriends: the feeling of submission and service had turned her on. But she had never been able to enjoy the act with Daren. She had told herself that it was because she was a different person. A grown mature woman who felt secure enough to no longer need that tingling taboo of submission to male dominance. But even she had to admit now that she had just been lying to herself. But she wouldn't admit it to him, that laughing, smirking asshole across from her. She wouldn't give him the satisfaction.
With a swift movement, Gina reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, flinging it to the ground. Her tender swollen nipples felt almost scorched by not only the cool air, but the hot eyes of the crowd, by the inferno of Victor's hungry gaze. She realized now that by denying him her humiliation through telling the truth, she had only sentenced herself to the worse humiliation of giving him the view he had always wanted. Practically presenting her tits for his inspection.
"I choose truth, Gina."
"Is your company involved in wage theft?" She was getting desperate. She was running out of crimes common for large companies. But this one was a solid bet. Victor grimaced and removed his pants.
" And now a question for you. You choose truth I assume?" She nodded her head.
Suddenly he stood, naked except for black silk boxers. They left nothing to the imagination. She could see his enormous cock bulging against the fabric. Oh God, was it only half hard? Her question was answered as he loomed above her, a tower statue of muscle. A monument to male dominance. Her eyes grew wide, her breathing shallow. She squirmed in her seat as he bent over her, gripping her chin again in a strong hand once again and forcing her downcast eyes to meet his.
"Do you think you or your pathetic husband could stop me if I decided to make you my woman?"
"No" she said in a trembling whisper.
"Sounds like my little lamb is finally being honest with herself. Give me a truth question"
She had to get her head straight. She was intoxicated by his scent. This could win everything.
"Is your company involved in banking fraud?" Victor looked conflicted, then stepped away and slowly dropped his silk boxers to the ground. His massive black cock sprang free into the air, rapidly growing to its full, intimidating size.



Gina felt stunned. It was over. She almost laughed in relief, sinking back into her chair with a smile. She began reaching for her bra when Victor asked her "And what is it that you think you are doing, dear Gina?"
"It's over Victor. I win. Look at you. You're naked."
Victor smiled and raised his hand, tapping at the black bull mask on his face. "Not quite, little lamb. Not quite."
He grinned. "Truth or Dare?"
Gina gulped, the tension and arousal flooding back in a wave. "Truth"
"Is your husband jerking off at this very moment?"
Gina took a moment to understand the question. "What the fuck?"
...
As Daren's eyes locked on the stage, his boss's rippling muscles, his wife's bare tits, the fox girl began speaking to him in a low, sultry, rhythmic voice. First matching the pace of his stroking, then seeming to take control, as he started to match the pace of her voice instead.
"Tonight is just the first step, puppy. I've seen my dad do it dozens of times. He has a talent, a real gift for finding hot women married to pin-dicked pathetic losers. Tonight is all about planting the seed in her head. Making her think about him. Getting her obsessed. It's not about taking her pussy. Not yet. That will happen later. And wow, will it happen! Again and again, all night loooong, hours and hours of hot, naughty, sweaty fucking. But for now, after tonight, she's going to think it was a one time deal. You watch puppy, she is going to come to you tonight with the same thing they always say: I don't know what came over me. I was drunk. He forced me. Maybe she will even believe it. But my dad is a patient man. And the hard truth is that my dad is smarter than her. You can already see it." The girl was so close he could feel her hot breath on his swollen cock. "She has stopped thinking with her brain and started thinking with her cunt. And when that happens, it's already over. She is going to be his. It's already a done deal. And do you know what you are going to be? A prop. A sex toy. A marital aid. Someone they keep around to make their nasty, dirty sex that much hotter, that much more taboo. And the really funny thing is (to me at least) is that you are going to fucking love it. Oh the shame, the humiliation! It's going to make you rock hard every time you even think about puppy! Let alone see it. And you will see it puppy, I really think you will, just not tonight. My Dad loves forcing pathetic husbands to watch him conquer their wives. And I think your wife will grow to love forcing you to watch too. I think she loves you now, and maybe she always will. But she will grow to love humiliating you more, because she will do anything to please him, because she is going to start loving him more and more every day, until you get squeezed out."
He was so close, huffing and puffing, jerking his dick as fast as he could.
"And the best part is puppy, now that I'm eighteen, I can get involved as well, Dad promised me! It will be lots of fun, I Just know it. I'll be with you every step of the way! Now let it all out puppy, all of that shame juice. Squirt all that dirty stuff out and maybe things will make sense again." But her dark, joyful eyes knew better. And Daren's eyes were so glued to table one that he didn't even notice that she had been filming his jerking session for some time, and captured his groan as he splattered the underside of the table. Luckily she had moved away fast enough to dodge the loser's slime.
...
What kind of ploy was this exactly? She realized with shame that she hadn't really been thinking about Daren much in the last few minutes, but this had to be horrible for him. There was no way he was twisted enough to get off on something like this. In any case, the question was flawed.
"That's not fair, I can't be expected to know the answer to that."
Victor shrugged, making his muscles move in a highly fascinating way across his chest.
"I don't remember agreeing to any rules. Answer if you want or not. You could even quit the game right now if you wanted to."
Trying to escape, was he? She had him on the ropes. He had only one item of clothing remaining and she had two. She couldn't back down now.
"Ok fine. No, obviously my husband is not jerking off right now."
Victor chuckled as he reached to the table for his phone, tapped it a few times, and pushed it towards her. Her stomach flipped. The video was in HD, clear as day. It was a live stream. Someone filming from below was capturing her husband grunting, tugging his pale little dick, head turned towards the stage. Jerking it. Getting off on her degradation. She felt a twist of anger, and a surprising twist of lust as well.
"Well little lamb, I'm sorry, but that answer was just not true. I'm afraid those panties are coming off." And, suddenly he bent down, gently lifting her off her chair, causing her to yelp in surprise. Then Victor laid her back onto the table. With a devilish look on his handsome fave, he slowly peeled down her now soaking wet panties, leaving a glistening strand of fluid for a moment as they pulled away from her soaking pussy.
No way, this couldn't be happening. Heads and hands bobbed in laps as all of her husband's coworkers saw her exposed, tits jiggling with rapid breaths, wet pussy glistening in the soft lighting. She was in awe, terrified of the huge black man looming above her. She skipped the formalities, in her rush to end her humiliation. What was another crime that she could ask about to finish this game?
"Is your company involved in.... Involved in... shit!"
His cocky grin seemed to fill the sky above her. His massive cock, obscenely drooling precum, sat positioned directly above her throbbing, soaked pussy. She could only think of one crime.
"Is your company involved in prostitution?" It was a long shot, but maybe he wouldn't want to...
"Yes" said his deep voice above her.
What? No, this couldn't be happening! He was supposed to refuse to answer! Now he would get another turn!
"Dare or Dare, little lamb."
"What?" Said Gina, confused, unable to break her eyes away from the monstrous cock, hovering so close above her pussy that she could feel its heat, "But truth, I want truth though."
"Don't you think we understand each other perfectly by this point? I think we have the truth. It's time for action now." He said it all in a deep, forceful voice. It sounded like it made sense. Did it make sense? The truth questions had been hard. Maybe a dare would be easier.
"Um... Dare." She said in a faltering voice.
Victor's smile shone like a supernova, it made her feel lost and scared.
"Give me a kiss."
That was it? That wouldn't be so hard! She tried to hop confidently to her feet, but her knees were weak. She stumbled and fell, knees on the ground, feet to the sides. Her stomach butterflies, her legs jelly. The crowd, watching the shameful display, tittered at her clumsiness. She tried to rise, but a strong black hand reached down to the top of her head and stopped her, holding her down.
"Give me a kiss, little lamb." Oh no. No no no. He couldn't mean... Victor loomed above her, arms crossed over his bulging chest, legs wide. His eyes flicked down meaningfully, directing her gaze between his legs. His shining ebony cock jutted out in the air above her. Towering over her. Strong. Dominant. The definition of male power and control. And now she was being commanded to kiss it. To demonstrate her total humiliating submission to this cocky, arrogant prick of a man. To degrade herself and her femininity in front of this leering crowd. Her hatred of this man and her love for her husband warred with her drive to win at any cost and the insidious desire to be dominated that Victor had been instilling in her all night. Her head felt fuzzy. She hesitated, confused.
"Gina." Said Victor in a clear, resonant voice. He was no longer smiling. "Kiss. It."
Her strange new desire to submit momentarily overwhelmed Gina. She raised herself up onto her knees, grabbing Victor's muscular legs, one in each hand. Then she leaned forward and gently, but firmly planted her soft lips on the bulging head of Victor's cock. Her eyes were big and round as she gazed at the hard, gloating eyes above her. Her lips came away slimy with precum.
"Good job, beautiful, " Victor said warmly. "Well done." But his hand was firm on her shoulder. He wouldn't let her rise.
She was suddenly hit by an overwhelming wave of guilt, humiliation, and fear. She was afraid of this huge man, what he could do to her. What he could make her do to him. What he could make her want to do.
"Are you... are you going to make me suck your cock in front of all these people?" Her voice was thick, and she felt a strange blend of shame, arousal, and anticipation as juices slipped down her leg.
Victor gave her a hard grin. "Not if you don't want to, little lamb. But I think you will. And I think that counts as a truth question." He was cheating, but at this point Gina was beyond caring.
"Truth or dare Gina"
"Dare"
"Suck my cock, you horny little slut."
She gripped his cock in her hand, feeling the heaviness, the warmth, the slickness. And then she glanced over her shoulder at her husband. Not even watching anymore. His head in his hands, sad and defeated. Her usual fire roared back.
"Never." She whispered.
"What's that, lamb?"
"Never!" She yelled, tearing off her lamb mask. "Do you hear me Victor Cross? I swear that I will never, never let that freakish cock of yours past my lips. Ever!"
But her moment of triumph curdled when she saw VIctor's face, and the cocky grin still plastered there.
"Ladies and gentlemen, " said Victor, turning to the crowd, unashamed of his impressive nakedness, "Now that she is unmasked, we can see that this evening's entertainment has been provided by none other than the lovely Gina Harlowe! Isn't Daren a lucky man?"
Gina cringed as dozens of smartphones took pictures of her unmasked face and exposed body, still kneeling in front of the masked Victor Cross.
As Gina struggled and failed to use her hands to completely conceal her nudity, she heard Victor laughingly say "I'm looking forward to our date, Gina!"
...
That night, Gina and Daren kissed and made up. After seeing his wife degraded on a stage in front of his coworkers, Daren was limply apologetic about asking her to go in the first place. When she asked, he said the whole thing was horrible to him and he couldn't watch. She said that Victor Cross had coerced her with blackmail, that she had been drunk, maybe something was put in the wine. She didn't know what came over her. Even after the ordeal, they both went to bed as a supposedly happy couple. But both of their minds kept spinning late into the night.
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Cross Contamination Chapter 2: Just Like Mommy!
Renee leaned back in the rolling chair, relaxed and happy. Things looked like they were finally going her way. The chair made a rhythmic squeaking noise from the work happening below, but Renee paid it no mind as she scrolled through her phone. Picture after picture of that clown of a white woman and her big bare titties. Video stills of that pathetic little worm tugging his little dicklet. It was almost too perfect. And the best part was that these two losers were that little bitch's mommy and daddy.
She tapped the head of the petite blond woman who had been enthusiastically tonguing her pussy. "What have you heard about Cassie Harlowe, slave? Are people still talking about her for prom queen?"
The woman's eyebrows drew together in a look of concern, not wanting to say anything to displease her mistress, but feeling compelled to answer. It was too funny, the dumb look on her face combined with the shiny wetness of Renee's juices covering her chin. She had no idea how much she looked like the little bimbo she had become.
"Well, you know, yes mistress." She said in a high pitched valley girl accent. Renee had forced it on her at first, but by now she was slipping into it accidentally even when they weren't together. "I like, totally don't get it, but she's, like, suuuper popular."
Renee sighed. That was because Cassie was naturally beautiful, smart, and sweet. That was why it had taken Renee so long to find a lever, something that she could use to get her under her thumb like everyone else at this school. But now she had it: something that would allow her to craft perfect little Cassie's fall from grace. She had a feeling that with what she had planned, she could make her fall a looooong way.
"When is your next appointment, Ms. Chambers?" Said Renee with a mocking emphasis on the title she should have been using, as a student.
"Well, mistress," whined the blonde in a little girl voice, "I have another student coming in about ten minutes to talk about next semester's schedule."
"Great!" Said Renee with a wide smile. She lazily reached one silky, coffee colored leg around Ms. Chambers head, ignoring her half-hearted protests, drawing her in, "Then it sounds like you have 9 more minutes to "Counsel" my pussy."
She flipped through the photos again as her orgasm built, and she imagined the horrible things that were going to happen to Cassie Harlowe.
...
Gina was trapped. Powerless. Completely at his mercy. He towered above her, impossibly big and wide. His cock was huge, swollen and dripping. It looked hard as iron and soft as velvet. It was dark brown, but seemed to glow from within. Frightening, but unbelievably tempting. And above it floated his chiseled face, locked in the curved, arrogant grin. A grin that said she was his, no matter how she felt about it. She could smell him, almost taste him, with the memory of his precum on her lips flashing into her mind, how she had shamefully darted the tip of her tongue out, because she had to know how it tasted. Flashbulbs flashed around her. A faceless, jeering crowd surrounded them, anonymous witnesses to her debasement. Her submission. She could feel the rage building in her, the shame...but also the animal lust. She couldn't resist any longer, she leaned forward, locking her eyes with his, opening her mouth in a soft "Ahhhh" shape. His grin grew wider, meaner, the laughter of the crowd swelled...
Gina woke in a tangle of sweaty sheets, her mind racing and her pussy aching and wet. She looked over at the clock. 3 AM. So much for getting a good night's rest. It had been a week since that horrible night at Daren's fucking party, and she had been doing her best to keep Victor and the whole situation out of her mind.
Despite Gina's resolution to put the event behind her, she had found herself obsessively checking sleazy websites to make sure that no nude photos had been posted of her kneeling in front of black cock. As a consequence, she had been forced to look at many many photos of women who were not her kneeling in front of black cock. It was simply precautionary research, of course. There was no other reason she would want to see photos like that. All that research must be why the subject had come up in her dreams. Well, now she was wide awake. And horny, maybe hornier than she had ever been. She slipped a finger into her panties, and couldn't stop herself from letting out a soft moan.
Well, what else did she keep Daren around for, if it wasn't moments like these?
"Baby!" She hissed, "Wake up!"
In response, he grunted and turned over.
"Your wife needs you, stud," She whispered, and straddled him, Reaching for his crotch.
"What? What time is it honey?" Said Daren in a muzzy, half-asleep voice, "What are you doing?"
"Trying to have sex with my husband, silly." Said Gina in a flirty voice. Damn it Daren, read the mood. This is important. She planted soft, wet kisses on her husband's neck.
"Nooo baby, not now. I need to sleep. You know I have a big meeting tomorrow. Let's try tomorrow night, or, better yet, Friday."
And with that, he turned over, and in seconds started to snore.
Typical. Gina huffed her frustration, and collapsed to her side of the bed. What did she expect? When had Daren ever risen to the occasion in bed? Well if he wanted to miss out, maybe she would just have to take care of the job herself. She rolled over and pulled open her beside drawer, moved aside some magazines placed for camouflage, and took out her trusty vibrator.
Mmmm, yes that felt good. Maybe even better than Daren would have. This was definitely the right choice. Now she could just cum and get that asshole out of her head. The fucking prick, with his expensive haircut, and his stupid fucking smile, and his massive black... Gina realized with a start that she had begun feeling even better, and was, in fact, close to the edge already. She quickly pulled the vibrator away from her pussy. What the fuck? Her brain and her pussy must still be all mixed up from that sex dream she had been having. Time to return to safer mental waters. She imagined some of her college boyfriends. That was a tried and true fantasy. It usually made her a little guilty, fantasizing about other men, but right now it seemed safe, almost quaint. Ted, winning an important game in intramurals with a crucial last minute basket, and pointing to her on the side-lines, in a tight top and short little skirt. Stripping off those same clothes for him later, with him still elated, still feeling powerful from the game. The image was usually a winner, but this time it felt a little flat, hollow. Something was missing. She moved the vibrator aggressively, pressing it tightly to her sticky, throbbing pussy. No, it wasn't working. Gina writhed her body, pinching a nipple, craving release. What had that fucker done to her? That fucking son of a bitch, that onyx statue of a man. Did he think that he had won? That he had defeated her completely? Was she just a weak loser in his eyes? A little cocksucker that he could toy with? She removed the vibrator from her clit again and pounded the bed in frustration, barely holding back a scream of rage as she realized that she had gotten within a hair's breadth of orgasm again when her mind had drifted to Victor. Daren muttered and shifted in his sleep like the useless lump he was. There was only one solution.
Gina grabbed her phone from the bedside table and typed "porn" in the search bar. She had rarely, if ever, done so before and didn't really know what to look for. She clicked the first link, seeing a site for sharing video clips pop up. She typed "Big Cock" in the search bar, then after some thought, changed it to "Big White Cock", and clicked search. Well, there certainly wasn't a lack of videos. She found a thumbnail that looked interesting and started watching, returning her vibrator to her waiting pussy.
A large muscular bald man was pumping what was indeed a very large white cock into the little pussy of a cute dark haired girl half his age. The video was fine, pretty hot actually, apart from looking a little fake and unnatural. But for some reason it just wasn't doing the trick. She clicked a video from the recommended bar on the side of the screen. A pale redhead was kneeling at the feet of another large muscular white man, licking and sucking and worshiping with a good show of enthusiasm. She liked it, and it looked less fake then the last one, but it still wouldn't quite get her there. Gina let out a soft, frustrated sound in her throat as she twisted a nipple in her hand. She tried another video. Another. She turned the vibrator up a setting, which made it uncomfortable. She switched it back. She tried getting on all fours while watching. Another video. She tried sucking her own nipples. Her breasts had been big enough to do so since she was a teen, but she had always avoided the act, even when boyfriends asked her to. It always seemed a bit too dirty, something that a slut would do. Now she did it. And it felt good, but it didn't make her cum. She switched through videos rapidly, until she accidentally hit one that she hadn't intended to.
A small blond woman was having her pussy stretched by a massive black dick. Her large fake breasts were bouncing uncontrollably as she let out loud, cartoonishly fake moans with a practiced look of ecstasy on her face. Gina felt a tingle run up her spine as heat grew in her pussy. She knew the whole point was to avoid imagery like this, but she couldn't look away. She felt a massive orgasm building in her, rumbling forward unstoppably like a massive freight train. Her legs began to tremble and shake. A sweet, low moan escaped her lips without her intending it. Her legs spread wide and her toes began curling. With a trembling hand, she reached for the phone to betray herself, to make it even sweeter. She let her pride, her anger, and her dignity go, and let her pussy decide. She skipped ahead to the end of the video, to see what she wanted: the blond woman kneeling at the dark man's feet as he jerked his cock directly above her moaning face, splattering it with his hot cum. And she came with him, splattering her sheets, moaning loudly, and bucking her hips against the vibrator. Daren mumbled another question about what was going on, but she ignored him until he went back to sleep. She felt so satisfied, so deliciously fulfilled, that she couldn't even think any unpleasant thoughts about what had just happened. She smiled softly and warmly and fell into a deep restful sleep. So restful, that the next day she didn't have a clear memory of what had happened. But deep inside her mind, new links had been strengthened.
...
"Of course I'm going to go," said Gina decisively, "it sounds like it's your job on the line." She was once again working quickly to make her normal large mug of morning coffee, and had the focused energy that Daren thought of as distinctly "Gina". He just wished that she didn't seem so confident about this particular issue.
"I mean, maybe, but he might have just been saying that in order to... you know."
"In order to do what, Daren Harlowe?" Gina gave him a cold flat look from across the kitchen. She had been totally unwilling to have any discussion at all about the events of the party. It had quickly become a totally taboo subject between them. She moved past it, and resumed making her coffee. "I don't believe your boss about most things Daren, but I believe him about that. Fair or not, he is definitely considering firing you."
She grabbed her full mug and walked right up to him, staring right up into his eyes. Her presence and strength of personality were as captivating as usual, and she had turned the dial up to eleven this morning.
"You know that with the new car and the renovations to the house last summer, we can't really afford to go down to one income right now. Not to mention Cassie starting college in less than a year. The places she has been applying to aren't cheap, Daren." She patted him gently on the cheek and gave him a sharp smile, "Let me take care of it for you, baby. Victor Cross might act tough, but we'll see how he does against me when he isn't on his home turf."
Daren felt his resistance waver, but he had to try one last time. "B-but, honey, going on a date? Don't you think that that's a little..." He wasn't sure how he wanted to finish the sentence. Risky? Disrespectful to him? Encouraging to Victor? But he was saved from having to finish the sentence by Gina. "Oh come on Daren, it's not a date. More like a meeting. It takes two people agreeing in order to make a date." She clicked her way towards the door on her high heels, throwing over her shoulder: "Just watch babe, Victor Cross is about to learn exactly how much of a bitch I can be when I get mad."
...
When Cassie Harlowe got out of bed that morning, she was just positive that it was going to be another great day. The last of her college applications were written and mailed, with plenty of top schools and safeties included, just to be sure. Things were going really well on the volleyball team as well. She had been a little nervous at first that she would find it too difficult, and that it might cut into her homework time too much, but all the girls were so nice and supportive, and it turned out to be really fun. She knew her mom would have liked for her to join cheer, but Gina would just have to deal with the disappointment. Gina had been a control freak for Cassie's whole life, but she certainly wasn't going to control Cassie's senior year. She just wished her mom could see her as a grown woman, and show her a little respect. She wasn't asking for much.
Despite their tension, it made her a little sad that her mom had already left the house by the time she reached the kitchen. "Sorry sweetie," said her Dad with a wry grin, " you know how she is, 'hurricane Gina'. I think she had an early meeting today." Poor sweet daddy, thought Cassie with a loving smile, always making excuses for her wrecking ball of a mom. Gina had probably just forgotten that she had agreed to eat breakfast as a family more often. Cassie made a mental note to try to get ready a little earlier, so they could spend more time together. She knew they were both stubborn women, but suspected that her mother wanted an end to the fighting just as much as she did. And she would get it. As soon as she showed Cassie a bit more respect.
Well at least she would always be close to dear old dad. She gave him a tight hug. "Well, can you stay for some breakfast, daddy?" She asked in her sweetest voice. She knew that her father had a really hard time resisting when she played up the sweet little daughter act. But today he seemed distracted for some reason. "I'm afraid not, pumpkin, I've got a work thing as well. But I'll try to speak to your mother about breakfast. Tomorrow maybe." And with that he was out the door as well.
Huh, what was going on with those two?
...
The whole mood of the day shifted as soon as Cassie got on the bus. Something was definitely... off. The whole bus had the mood of a loud conversation that had suddenly gone quiet. Although the little kids clearly had no idea what was going on, they caught the mood from the Seniors and also turned to watch her get on. She could feel the eyes of the other bus riders as she moved towards the back. The kids were just curious, but she got a weird vibe of ... contempt? Pity? From the older girls. But it was the boys who were the main problem. She could feel, and in some less subtle cases, see their eyes crawling all over her. Some of them practically had their mouths open and drooling. Her face had turned bright red by the time she slumped in the seat next to her friend Kelsey. As she sat it seemed like the whole rest of the bus erupted into whispers. Kelsey seemed like she was avoiding looking her in the eye.
"What the heck? What is going on Kelsey?" She almost gasped, "Why is everyone acting so weird?"
"Nothing," mumbled Kelsey, turning towards the window, her face almost as red as Cassie's.
"Kelsey come on," said Cassie, noticing pointed fingers and whispers seeming to come from everywhere further back in the bus, "This is freaking me out." Some of the boys seemed to be staring at their phones, looking at her, and then back and forth.
"Ok, Cassie I'll tell you," Said Kelsey in a miserable tone, "but don't shoot the messenger, ok?"
Cassie gulped, waiting for the shoe to drop.
"Some of the Senior boys have been sending around a really gross picture, and everybody is saying that it's your mom."
...
Daren had a truly terrible day at work. It had been much the same for the past week: the laughter and smirks behind his back, the hilarious "jokes" about how lucky of a man he was, and the sudden huge jump in casual disrespect. It was though anyone who had been at the party suddenly couldn't see him as a man anymore, and the worst part was, even those who hadn't been there had seen the pictures. Charlie had made sure of that.
He had announced the Monday after the party that he was trying to get the best shots that he could together for a personal project, and asked everyone to send in all the pictures they had taken, and had shared some of the best ones around the office in an email recounting the events of the party.
"Hey Hardon!" Called Charlie from his office as Daren passed, "Come in here a second, I got something to show you." As much as Daren didn't want to, he knew that denying Charlie his fun would only cause him to make a scene. So he shuffled meekly into the office.
"Check this out, Hardon, I've been working on this all week." He roughly turned his monitor so that Daren could see. It was a layout for a calendar, with the pictures taken from the party. January had his lamb-masked wife removing an earring with a steely glint in her eye, the angle giving a great view of her cleavage in the little black dress.The rest followed in roughly chronological order. Gina removing her high heels, showing a shapely, smooth leg. Gina with her dress covering her face as she pulled it off. Several months of Gina standing in a defiant wide-legged pose while wearing only a lacy bra and panties, shot from different angles, likewise, several of Gina casting her bra aside defiantly, showing her magnificent tits to the crowd. Gina laid back on the table, her swollen pussy freshly revealed, her face in open mouthed dismay that could be mistaken for a moan. The last couple were of her kneeling at Victor's feet. One shot emphasized her ass, another her tits, but they all showed the scene as erotically and graphically as possible. Charlie must have had dozens to comb through to find the very best ones.
Daren fought to keep himself from getting aroused. He had only seen this play out from a distance, and these porny angles were having an effect on him.
"But you haven't seen Miss December yet, Hardon," said Charlie with a chuckle, "Waaaay less sexy than the others, but I think the humor makes up for it." He scrolled down to show Daren the image for December. Oh fuck. It was Daren himself, shot from a low angle, foolish looking goat mask on his face, mid moan and he came all over himself. No wonder everyone had know if was him right away, the goat mask did nothing to disguise him at all.
"I'm thinking that I get these bad boys printed up, sell them around the office for 20 dollars a pop," said Charlie with a snicker, " What do you think, Hardon? I think I'd make a killing. Tell you what, because you and your lovely wife contributed so much, I'll kick you back a dollar for each copy sold. 5 dollars if she lets me shoot a couple more, we've got a lot of duplicate scenes."
"Y-you can't do this Charlie. It's illegal!" Squeaked Daren in a fit of fear and shame.
Charlie Roared with laughter. "Don't worry Hardon, just a little joke! Of course I'm not going to sell them. I can't spread this good shit around. I'm just making one of these for personal use." He patted Daren roughly on the shoulder. "But I saved the best one for a special place of honor," said Charlie, minimizing the calendar project, "So I can see it everyday." His desktop background was his beautiful wife, her deep blue eyes soft, submissive, and upturned, as she planted a firm kiss on the tip of his boss's big black cock.



...
Cassie's stomach flipped and tied in knots as she sped walked into her homeroom and put her head on her desk, covering her head to try to avoid the burning stares she felt in every direction. She didn't look up until she heard someone sit beside her and gently touch her shoulder.
It was Peter, one of her best friends from middle school. And secretly her crush, although she would never tell him that in a million years. He was the last thing she needed right now, just another confusing layer on an already confusing day. But he didn't look at her with the slimy eyes that the other guys had today. He looked at her with sincere concern.
"I'm so sorry Cassie. I want you to know that I didn't look. I mean, I saw it pop up in the senior boys' group chat, but I just scrolled right past it." He was a little awkward, but at least he was trying to be empathetic.
"It's not my mom." Said Cassie fiercely.
"Of course not," said Peter with wide eyes, 'but you know how guys can be, they think with their dicks."
"And I really don't get it," Said Cassie, trying to hold back tears, "Even if it was her, I don't see why that means every guy has to try to get a look at my..." and she made a gesture over herself encompassing much of her body before collapsing to the desk again, miserable.
"Men are pigs, honey," said a smooth and confident voice from the desk on her other side. Cassie turned and saw Renee, the beautiful and confident captain of the cheer squad sitting and checking her makeup in her phone camera. "They think they got a peek under your mother's clothes, so they are curious how you match up."
Well that isn't comforting, thought Cassie darkly, but she had to admit that it made a lot of sense.
"You have seen the photo, right Cassie?" said Renee with a questioning look, turning to her.
"No! Why would I want to see that?"
"Yeah," said Peter loyally, "I didn't look at it either, why would she be interested?"
"Oh girl, I really think you should though!" Said Renee with wide eyes, placing a delicate hand on Cassie's shoulder. "This whole shitty thing blowing up is because of this photo, how can you respond to it if you don't have all the info?"
What she was saying didn't sound wrong, but Cassie still wasn't sure that she wanted to see a nude photo of any lady, especially one who was supposed to look like her mom.
"Here," said Renee firmly, and scrolled through her phone for a moment, 'I'm a member of the senior boys group chat. You know, spying on the enemy," she said with a mischievous wink, " Don't tell anybody."
Then without further discussion, she clicked the phone down on the desk in front of Cassie, with a photo brought up full screen.
Cassie was speechless as her eyes roamed over the photo. It showed a short curvy woman kneeling on the ground, her face covered by a ridiculous wooly little lamb mask, but the rest of her wasn't covered at all. And above her could clearly be seen a big black...oh my gosh.
Cassie had to admit that she could see why the boys were going a little crazy. She herself was feeling a little flushed, and her lips parted slightly as she started breathing a little more heavily. It wasn't that she was into girls, definitely not, of course she wasn't, she would know! It was just that the situation itself, the kneeling, the mask, the black you-know-what, it was all so dirty.
Her eyes roamed over the full boobs, the hard nipples with large areolas, the thick thighs, and the slightly glistening vagina, topped by a neatly trimmed patch of blonde public hair. She was suddenly hyper aware of her own body. Were her boobs that big? Her thighs? Would she look like that, if she were... in that situation? She had a sudden impulse to run her hands over her body. But no, that would be giving the boys what they wanted to see. But what would it feel like to run your hands over a body like that?
"Uhhh, hello," Said Renee with a giggle, snatching away her phone, "Earth to Cassie. I told you to take a quick look, not drool over it like the boys."
"Not cool, Renee!" Said Peter hotly, leaping to her defense, "you know this whole thing has been shitty for her. She was probably just shocked when you forced her to look at it. "
"You're right Peter," said Renee contritely. "That was a tasteless joke. Let me know if you need to talk later Cassie, I'm here for you." With that she gave Cassie's hand a squeeze, then turned away as the teacher started class.
Cassie smoothed her pants and tried to calm down. She was glad that she had worn layers today, and she wrapped the flannel shirt she was wearing around her body and shivered a little. There was no possible way that fascinating woman in the porn photo was her mom. That wasn't what Cassie's body was like, right?
...
Gina's day at work was busy, like any other. At her law firm there was no room for slacking, not if you wanted to come out ahead of the competition. And right now the competition was fierce, with several candidates neck and neck for a high level job that had just opened up in the firm. What made it even more infuriating was that besides her, one of the main people in contention was some little pissant just out of law school.
Knock Knock Knock.
Gina looked up from the papers on her desk to see the little shitstain in question striding into her office with the confident swagger of the young and good looking. Xavier Mason, God's gift to women, or so he wanted people to believe. He had a thin little beard on his tanned face. He was good looking enough, but spoiled it by going around with what he thought was a smoldering gaze, but which really just made him look pouty. God, it made her blood boil that the higher ups were considering him, just because he was brimming with unearned confidence, and, more importantly, was male.
"Afternoon, Gina," said Xavier in his smarmy little voice, "how is the Rexler case coming?" He nudged aside some papers so that he could sit on the corner of her desk, which made Gina raise her eyebrows in disbelief.
But it seemed like Xavier was mentally incapable of taking a hint. "I saw some of the details of that one myself," he said with an affected chuckle, "tricky case! But if anyone can handle it, it's you, Harlowe."
"I'm so glad that I have your approval to work on my case, Xavier." Said Gina Icily, "What brings you to my office?"
Even someone as thickheaded as Xavier couldn't miss the tone at this point. He laughed and held up his hands in mock surrender: "I come in peace Gina! Don't shoot!" He waited for a reaction as though he had hoped that this would soften his older coworker a little. He certainly didn't get any such reaction from Gina, who continued staring at him with a steely glint in her eye.
He plunged on anyway: "I was just hoping that we could meet up after work sometime soon. Get to know each other better. Might be worth it to get a little more insight into your... rival." And... yes, there he went, turning his stupid fucking pout up to eleven. How could a man be this dumb? How could anyone misread a relationship this badly?
"I'm married, Xavier." said Gina flatly, holding up her ring finger, then cut Xavier off as he began to protest, "And I dislike you on a personal level. I have no desire to get to know you any better than I already do. You seem to have the impression that this is some sort of 'two sexy colleagues of the opposite sex have chemistry sparked by their rivalry situation' when it is really a 'older female colleague has no respect for her inexperienced dumbass of a coworker' situation"
Xavier stared at her with his mouth open.
"Get the fuck out of my office Xavier."
It probably would have been better if she had reined it in a little (who knows what Xavier would say about this around the office), but she needed the win, and Xavier was skilled at being a punching bag at least.
Suddenly her phone rang.
"This is Gina Harlowe."
"Ms. Harlowe, this is Helen Chambers over at South High School. We have your daughter in the office right now, and we need either you or your husband to come pick her up."
"What? Why, what happened to her?"
"Well Ms. Harlowe, it's about the clothes that your daughter is wearing..."
...
Cassie was doing her best to make it through the day being noticed as little as possible, keeping her head down, walking quickly, and sitting in the backs of classes. The photo she had seen kept bouncing around her head. Connecting that photo with the boys' stares made them even more dirty, like she could see that photo reflected in their eyeballs.
Lunch was the worst yet, as it seemed like the whole lunch room was turning around to catch glances once people realized where she was sitting. Kelsey and Peter tried to start some light conversations, but they died as quickly as they were brought up. At least she only had three more classes to go. Gym, Advanced 2d art, and AP History. In advanced 2d art it would be easy to hide behind an easel, and AP History was full of nice, academically serious students who would probably be cool. Gym was the tricky one. They were doing a track and field unit, which involved changing into shorts and a tank top, which would only give the boys a better opportunity to stare. On the other hand, their teacher, Mr. Farrow, clearly didn't care much about this unit, and with his lax supervision, she could probably just hide out with some of the girls she knew in the class.
The lunch bell rang, Kelsey and Peter gave sympathetic goodbyes, and there was nothing left to do but be brave and see what gym held for her.
Cassie changed quickly into her gym clothes, and did her best to walk surrounded by girls on the way out to the track. She mentally thanked her earlier self for opting for a longer pair of shorts and a loose tank top rather than some of the tighter gym clothes, which were more fashionable. She did get a few looks from the boys. It seemed like there was no avoiding that now, but it didn't seem much worse than earlier in the day. Out on the track, Coach Farrow was even more distracted than usual. For some reason he was deep in conversation with Renee, wearing skin tight joggers and essentially a sports bra, as usual. Renee was smiling sweetly and touching him on the arm, punctuating the conversation with a laugh. Coach Farrow seemed... nervous? Maybe he was uncomfortable with Renee's flirty energy. Cassie certainly thought it was a little weird. But it was working in her favor today. All she had to do was find one of the groups of girls that lazily walked around the track instead of running, and stick with them today.
She immediately saw a group with some of the girls from the volleyball team that she was friendly with, and started walking up behind them to join them. As she got closer, she heard their conversation. "...I know right!" said Ada, a cute petite girl that Cassie knew a little, "It has to be her mom. I mean, you've seen her body right? They are just too close!"
"Well, I promised Mark that I would take a little peek in the showers!" said Britney, Ada's tall, slim best friend to a chorus of giggles from the surrounding girls, "That way we can compare and find out for sure. All the boys are super curious!"
"Good idea Brit," said Ada, gasping with laughter, "Let's get a good look at those big titties! If we're really being honest, I think we all want to see the comparison too!"
Cassie quietly slipped away, her heart pounding. She had been so worried about the boys she hadn't even considered that the girls could be just as bad. And she had almost gotten naked in the showers with them without even worrying about it. Well, no problem, she just wouldn't shower. She couldn't be the first one ever to refuse.
The rest of the class passed in a blur, and if the boys and other girls were undressing her with their eyes, then she honestly didn't notice, too preoccupied with how to dodge the showering situation. Showers had never seemed like that big of a deal to her before today. Sure, she sometimes caught herself checking out other girl's bodies a little, but that was normal. She was sure someone had taken a peek at her at some point too. They could all be mature about it. But now the whole situation sent hot butterflies loose in her stomach. A whole room of other girls, their eyes fixed, waiting for her nudity to be revealed. It sounded like a nightmare. She couldn't stop thinking about it.
She did her best to just casually walk right past the locker room, heading straight to her next class. She could come back and get her other clothes at the end of the day. But Coach Farrow was standing in the middle of the hallway, looking uncomfortable.
"Where are you headed, Cassie?" He said in a strange tone.
"Nowhere Coach," squeaked Cassie, unable to believe that her plan had gone wrong this quickly, "J-just to class."
"I'm afraid not," said Coach Farrow, almost sadly, shaking his head "All students have to shower before going to their next class. New school policy." And he waved his clipboard to shoo her back to the girls' locker room.
Cassie's heart was pounding as she slipped into the locker room, as quietly as possible. The rest of the girls were already in the showers, with their gym bags scattered around the room. Cassie had a new plan, she would just sneakily wet her hair, change into her regular clothes, then sneak out. If she was fast enough, she could finish before the other girls were done.
She had barely started to wet her hair in the sink before her plan went wrong.
"Oh, hey Cassie, what are you doing?" chirped Renee, walking out of the shower without a towel on, "Aren't you going to shower?"
Renee leaned forward, arching her back slightly as she checked her makeup in the mirror. Cassie definitely wasn't into girls, but it was hard to deny that Renee oozed sex from every pore. She was slim, but with curves in just the right places, and ripe boobs that hung softly from her petite frame like they were begging to be squeezed. Her skin was the color of milky coffee, and her look was completed by a cute heart shaped face with a little snub nose and big pouty lips. It helped that she usually wore a teasing expression that made everyone think about sex. At least, it made Cassie think that way. The water droplets on her skin made her body look shiny, wet, and almost pornographic, and wait... were her nipples hard? It had to be just because the locker room air was cold...
"Earth to Cassie!" Said Renee with an evil smile, clicking her manicured fingers in front of Cassie's face, "This isn't a peep show, girl."
Cassie flushed with embarrassment and tried to stutter out an excuse, but Renee cut her off, "I'm just joking, you silly bitch, we're all girls here, I know you weren't checking me out!" Her glittering eyes seemed to say that she meant just the opposite. "Now get in that shower babe, or you'll be late for your next class."
And now the other girls, wrapped in towels, were coming out of the shower as well. And she could see chatter die down, to be replaced by whispers, giggles, and grins. Anticipation filled the air.
Cassie sat down on a bench and began slowly taking off her shoes and socks, playing for time. The other girls changed into their clothes as well, but painfully slowly, many of their eyes locked on her at all times.
"Strip Bitch!" Came a yell from one end of the room, but the echo made it hard to tell who had said it. Some of the other girls burst out laughing.
"Yeah Cassie, take off your clothes. Or are you just here to look at other girls' tits like you normally do?" Said Ada nearby, a smirk on her face.
What?!? Was that her reputation? That wasn't true, I mean, not that often ast least. No more than any of the other girls, she was sure.
She was out of excuses. She pulled her tank top over her head, to a chorus of sarcastic wolf whistles. Her shorts came off next. Finally, she had no other options, she grabbed the edges of her sports bra and pulled it over her head, letting her giant breasts jiggle free in the steamy locker room air. This time she was greeted not with sarcasm, but with studious silence, as all of the other girls in the locker room, most of them now fully clothed, stared brazenly at her naked tits. She covered them up immediately, but the whispers were already starting as she removed her panties.
"Oh yeah. I can totally see it."
"Same size, same shape."
"Same hard, slutty nipples." This one got a laugh. And Cassie realized with horror that her nipples were definitely hard. Diamond hard. It must be the cold air, right? But Cassie didn't reel cold, she felt burning hot.
She hunched over a little, trying to hide, trying to block their burning gaze from her most private places.
She felt a delicious warm softness press into her back, punctuated with two hard points. Renee hugged her from behind, her large, wet, warm breasts squashing against her back, skin to skin. Her hard nipples scraping, poking, impossible to ignore. "Just hurry to the shower, babe." Whispered Renee, her lips close to her ear. "Nobody is still in there."
And she did hurry, almost slipping on the floor, which made her throw her arms out for balance, giving the entire locker room one last good, unobstructed look at her tits as they bounced from the near fall. She could hear the catcalls trailing after her as she entered the showers, her face burning, and, for some reason she couldn't understand, her vagina growing wet.
...
"Come in, Harlowe." Said Victor Cross, his back turned. Daren could see clouds of smoke wafting up from his boss's customary after lunch cigar, "I have a few things I'd like to discuss."
Daren moved cautiously into the room. It was very rare to be called in to speak with Mr. Cross, and it was usually bad news.
"Just getting ready for a date tonight, and I thought I'd pick your brain." Mr. Cross swiveled around in his leather chair. He was flipping through what looked like a catalog of lingerie while smoking. Daren couldn't believe it, was his boss really going to ask him for tips on how to romance his wife? He had to refuse. But how could he put his foot down without getting fired?
Then Victor seemed to think of something and snapped his fingers. "But first, you just got a call from South high school. Something about... what was it, Lucia?" Daren had been so nervous, he hadn't even noticed that Mr. Cross's tall, leggy, latina assistant was sitting in the corner, a legal pad and pen in hand.
"It seems," said Lucia with amusement, checking her legal pad, then looking up into Daren's eyes, "That your daughter was caught wearing something wildly inappropriate at school."
"That's right," said Victor with a chuckle, "your daughter is in trouble for wearing slutty clothes. I get it. At that age, awakening to her body, trying to get all the boys to look at her, to want her. She just needs a man to settle her down. How old is she now? 18 right? Lucia, make a note of that." Lucia gave a wide, shiny smile as she wrote quickly on the legal pad.
Cassie, in inappropriate clothes? Sure, sometimes she showed a little more cleavage than he was comfortable with, but surely no more than the other girls. He didn't even know she owned any clothes that could get her sent home from school...
"Anyway," said Victor, waving a dismissive hand. "I told them to bother Gina about it. She no doubt has more expertise in sluttiness and knowing when you've gone too far, than you do anyway. She can provide some guidance. In any case, you are needed here."
Well, Gina wouldn't be happy about that. But it seemed like Victor had made the decision for them, and it was easier to just go along.
"So," said Victor, leaning forward on his desk and arching his hands, "What is Gina's favorite restaurant?"
Daren's mind raced, his eyes darting around the room. How could he avoid this. Was there a way that he could firmly decline, but also not make Victor angry with him. Maybe it would be better to take a stand here, no matter the consequences, rather than continue the slippery slope of being walked over by this domineering man.



Daren had just about gotten the courage, and opened his mouth to say no, when Mr. Cross brought a palm down on the desk with a hard slap.
"You think that I'm playing around with you, you little worm?" He spoke with a cold anger and disdain that took Daren aback. He knew his boss didn't like him, but his voice dripped with unexpected disgust and loathing. "The only reason. The only reason I didn't fire you the Monday after the party is because I thought you might be useful to me. And the only reason that I don't also kick your ass is that it might make Gina dislike me at this stage. So, you could say no, and make your little stand, and I could toss your ass out on the street, and use my business connections to make sure you can't get another advertising job at any large firm in the United States. Then, I would take Gina on a date anyway, and things might take me a little bit longer, but the result would be the same either way. Or, you could give me some pretty tame information, keep your job, and enjoy the show. Sound good?"
Daren's mouth opened and closed. It was probably not a good idea to take advice from the man taking his wife out on a date, but what could he do? He tried to imagine coming home to tell Gina he had been fired after all the effort she put in to keep him in his job. ...and Mr. Cross was just so forceful, staring at him with a stern frown, eyes hard. Daren had never been good at this kind of thing, standing up to authority.
"Visconti's" He said in a choked whisper.
"What's that Harlowe? I couldn't hear you."
"V-visconti's is her favorite restaurant." He said miserably. In the corner, Lucia giggled as she took notes on the pad.
"Hmmmm, pretty good Italian, but I've had better. I know a place she will like more. Gina, make a reservation at Cassa Rossa tonight. Use my name, get a good seat."
Daren couldn't help but think about how rarely they were able to go to Visconti's, how much he had struggled to get a reservation.
"Next," said Victor briskly, "What sort of gift does she like, flowers? Jewelry?"
Daren drew his eyebrows together in thought. "Well, she doesn't like jewelry much," He said tentatively, "She said it looks too gaudy and attention seeking. She also says necklaces make her feel like a dog."
Victor Grinned "Lucia, write that down, the whole thing. Flowers then, at least tonight."
"Next topic, What type of cologne does your wife like?"
"Uhhh," Daren was at a loss. "I guess I'm not sure?"
Victor rolled his eyes. "Why am I not surprised? Are you wearing something she bought you right now?" Daren nodded sheepishly.
"Lucia, smell the man."
Lucia uncrossed her long smooth legs, crossed the room, and moved close, her warm expressive face inches from his neck. He could feel her hot breath.
"Woody, spices, vanilla." Said Lucia in a sultry voice, "Midrange." She added with a slight sneer.
Victor snapped his fingers. "Send that scent profile to my stylist, Lucy, he'll get me a scent that is similar, but better."
Victor turned cold eyes back to Daren.
"One last question. What turns your wife on?"
Daren blinked in disbelief. "Excuse me?"
"You heard me!" Said Victor with contempt, "Gina. What gets her hot? You know, in bed? You do have sex with your wife, right?"
"I... well I m-mean... that is..." The open implication from Victor that he planned to fuck Daren's wife had taken him completely off guard, rendering him speechless. Unwanted images of his cocky, dismissive boss with his beautiful fiery wife filled his mind. His mind produced an image of Victor and Gina locked in an embrace, kissing deeply, Victor's large cock pressed against her tender belly, Gina's large tits squashed against his firm, muscled chest. He saw it so clearly it could have been real. At the same time, that mysterious fox woman's words from the other night seemed to ring in his ears, whispering about how Victor had already won, and his wife was as good as fucked. He tried to hunch slightly to hide the shameful boner that was stiffening in his pants.
"Jesus Christ, Hardon!" Barked his boss, "it's not a complicated question! What makes your wife horny?"
"I d-don't know." Daren mumbled lamely.
Lucia completely lost her composure, snorting and giggling uncontrollably, tears in her eyes. Mr. Cross tried to shush her, but he was clearly holding back laughter himself.
"You know what Hardon, don't worry about it," said Victor with a broad grin, "I'm pretty sure I know more about it than you already anyway." And with that he gestured for Daren to leave.
Daren could hear their laughter all the way down the hall, as he scurried back to his cubicle, trying to hide the tent in his pants.
...
Cassie took her time in the shower. She wasn't sure she could face the eyes of the girls again. And Renee. She must have known that hugging Cassie like that would press her big, firm breasts into Cassie's back. Warm, soft and wet, skin to skin, big hard nipples impossible to ignore, like little lumps of red hot metal. Cassie couldn't help but remember the eyes of all the girls on her, as Renee whispered in her ear. Cassie's hand snuck down between her legs. To make sure everything was clean.... Mmmmmm... Maybe it was important to get things especially clean today.
Cassie heard a locker door slam, and then the locker room was silent. Cassie poked her head out of the showers. Everyone was gone. The coast was clear. Cassie cautiously walked out into the locked room, and caught her own eye in the mirrors above the sinks. The photo had been running through her mind all day. There was no one else around... maybe it wouldn't hurt to do a quick comparison. Cassie unwrapped her towel with a hand shaking from nerves, and dropped it to the floor.
The other girls may have been bitches about it, but they weren't lying. The details of the photo were burned into her memory, and unless she was greatly mistaken, the resemblance was uncanny. Huge, natural boobs sprawled luxuriously across her chest. Wide hourglass hips and thick thighs framed her tight little vagina. The only difference was that the woman in the photo had been blond and tan (like her mom), while she was pale and brunette.
She had never seen herself as a sexual object before, but in her mind, the same process that had affected her classmates was unavoidably taking place. Once that switch had been flipped, it was hard to see this body as anything other than a pornographic display.
Cassie cupped a large breast from below, sliding her hand up to pinch the nipple. Then she slid a hand down her hip, feeling the curve as it made its way towards her moistening pussy. Oh God, was she turning herself on? No wonder the boys couldn't help themselves.
She looked back up at the mirror and in shock saw a horny slut standing there, one leg up, hand working on her vagina, roughly squeezing her own breast. She jumped as though shocked. Time and place Cassie. She could sort through this confusing day in the privacy of her bedroom, but if someone walked into the locker room with her doing that it would be catastrophic.
She hurried to her locker and opened it up.
No way.
Where were her clothes?
Where was her gym bag for that matter?
Now that she looked, the locker room looked suspiciously clean. There were none of the assorted clothes and towels that everyone left lying around normally. There was just one bright pink gym bag lying on a bench.
Those girls had gone too far this time! She was going to have to report them to the principal. Cassie tried some of the other lockers to see if she could find some clothes to borrow, but all of them were either locked or empty.
Well, I guess that just leaves one option. Cassie walked over to check out the pink gym bag,shivering slightly now that the hot shower air was dissipating. She noticed with confusion that it looked like there was some sort of envelope on the top.
The Envelope read "To Kissy Swallowes" with little hearts over the "I"s and had a big pink lipstick print underneath. Crissie frowned. Kissy was an old middle school nickname that some bullies had given her when she had her first boyfriend in 7th grade. Luckily it hadn't made its way to high school. Until now at least. Swallowes was new, and she hoped that it didn't stick.
Curious now, Cassie opened the envelope.
Dear Kissy,
You've got the body for it, so why not embrace your new role as the school slut? It's time to be the center of attention...Just Like Mommy!
Love,
An Admirer
Crissie unzipped the bag, dreading what she would find.
The two pieces of fabric inside were so small that it took Cassie a moment to recognize them as clothes.
The first was a pink pleated skirt so small that it was more accurately just a fringe of cloth. It would cover next to nothing.
The second was some sort of microshirt made of incredibly stretchy bubblegum-pink material. Cassie had to stretch it a little to see the design clearly: a cutesy stylized lamb face with rainbow bubble letters beneath that read "JUST LIKE MOMMY!"
There were big pink platform shoes in the bag as well, and a black choker with a pendant that said "Mommy's Girl"
Cassie snorted derisively. This bully must think she was pretty dumb. The obvious play was to wait until the end of the day, and when people came in for after-school sports, someone would lend her some clothes. There was absolutely no way that she was going to put on these clothes. What did they think she was, some kind of airhead bimbo slut? She may have had a confusing, terrifying day, but she was a smart, driven young woman. There was no way she would be stupid enough to play into the hands of her bully by putting these clothes on.
Suddenly, she heard a loudspeaker crackle on in the hall outside the locker room.
"Would Cassie Harlowe please come to the main office for a meeting with the Franz Foundation Scholarship representative? Cassie Harlowe, main office."
Oh no! But Ms. Chambers had told her that he would be coming next week! That scholarship could be a significant way to help with her college tuition, and Cassie had even heard that sometimes colleges were more likely to accept Franz Foundation Scholarship recipients because it was so prestigious. It was so competitive that Cassie couldn't imagine that the representative would be impressed with a student who wouldn't even show up to a meeting. Cassie felt a whine of despair growing in her throat as she looked down at the fetishy clothes. What could she do?
...
Renee wiped the last of the pink lipstick off with a makeup wipe and threw it in the trash, as Ms Chambers clicked off the loudspeaker Microphone.
"So far, so perfect everybody!" She said cheerfully. Looking at the group assembled around the room.
"Miss Chambers, make another, more urgent announcement in about 5 minutes. We want to keep the mental pressure up. After that, wait until someone else has found her, and bring her back here to lecture her. After the bells rings though. That's important."
"Felipe, you are pretending to be a big-shot scholarship guy. It's not a complicated part, just look a little disgusted when you see her, and then leave." Felipe was one of her father's fixers, and had the right sophisticated look. He nodded confidently.
"Coach Farrow, Principal Wheaton, wait until she leaves the locker room, then track her down in the halls. Keep her right where she is until after the bell rings. She certainly won't come to the counseling office right away. No doubt she will cook up some kind of plan to get other clothes. Don't let her. You have the cameras to track her if you need to." Coach Farrow looked uncomfortable, but he would do what she wanted. He always did in the end.
"No doubt the sight of her will cause a...commotion in the student body," Said Renee with an evil grin, "people are going to take pictures and video. That's ok. We want that. Don't let anyone touch her though, she's not ready for that kind of thing yet."
"After that, I'll swoop in with a sympathetic ear. Remember, the idea isn't just to make her look like a slut. It's to make her feel like a slut. So really hit her with that victim blaming language; we need her to internalize it! Are we all set?" The four adults nodded, completely wrapped around this young woman's finger.
"Alright then! Let's make a school legend!"
...
Cassie turned the gym bad upside down, but no bra or panties fluttered out, not even skimpy ones.
She pulled the skirt on first. It was as bad as she feared. It rode up naturally, and when it did her pussy was clearly visible. When she tugged it down enough to cover herself. It made a raunchy display of her belly and hips, like an arrow drawing the eye downward.
In a lot of ways the shirt was even worse. When she tried to squeeze her breasts into the stretchy material, they held off only a moment before bursting free. Cassie realized with horror that the only reliable way to keep the shirt in place was to let the underside of her boobs out of the bottom, and rely on her nipples to keep the rest of the shirt in place partway up her breasts.
No freaking way would she wear the choker or the shoes. She would rather go barefoot.
She turned to the mirror, already knowing what she would see. It was worse than being nude. The "clothes" seemed designed to accentuate her dirtiest parts rather than hide them. She saw a voluptuous, horny slut, her partially exposed tits ready to fully pop out at any minute, her pussy just barely, tantalizingly covered. The cutesy mascot and slogan stretched across her showcased tits carried an obscene implication that any of the other students would recognize instantly. Was she really going to do this? Was it worth the risk that all the boys might see her this way? And why did that question stir up a sick heat in her belly?
The loudspeaker crackled on again.
"Cassie Harlowe, we need you in the office. This is important. The scholarship representative can't wait forever.'
Cassie had a plan. She knew Kelsey was in Biology this hour. She would walk quickly there, somehow get her attention without other people seeing her, then get Kelsey to lend her some gym clothes. If she hurried, she might make it before the representative left.
She peeked her head out of the door, looking first one way down the hall, then the other. She had maybe 10 minutes until the class period ended. She took a deep breath, which caused the ridiculous shirt to ride up alarmingly. Cassie tugged it back into place, then set off.
It always felt a little strange to be walking in the halls during class when they were empty like this. It felt even stranger now, bare feet cold on the tile, cool air conditioned air brushing the underside of her breasts and her bare pussy beneath the inadequate covering of the skirt.
Cassie was a woman on a mission, setting off at a quick walk towards the east stairwell: the fastest route to reach Kelsey's science classroom. Running was out of the question in this outfit: she would be risking exposure in several ways.
Cassie felt ridiculously exposed, worse than naked. If someone saw her in this ridiculous fetish gear, there could be no good excuse, just humiliating judgment. She would be branded some kind of pervert forever. Maybe, in fact, it would have even been smarter to try this plan totally naked. Then if she got caught, she could accurately say that all of her clothes were stolen.
Cassie's naked thighs rubbed together, and her boobs jostled and bounced distractingly as she neared the stairwell. She was unused to walking for any distance with this few clothes. Was her body always this bouncy and soft, or was the whole day's events making her especially aware of it?
She was halfway up the stairs when she heard them. The voice of two boys on the stairs, talking to each other. Must be cutting class.
"Oh yeah man, I would fuck the shit out of her. Her mom too!"
"Haha, hell yeah man. They can both come get this. We can get a threesome going."
"You think she puts out?"
"Fucking of course, dude. Bitches with bodies like that can't help but want the D, it's in their genes or something. You saw how horned up she got just from guys paying attention to her today."
Shit! They were blocking her way. The fact that she was hearing yet another demeaning conversation about herself barely registered at this point. She paused on the steps, wringing her hands. She couldn't wait too long, or the bell would ring. Should she try another way? Or just try to rush past them? No, then the story of her wearing this would get spread through the whole school.
"Anyway, I'll catch you later, man. I'm headed out the side door before the period lets out and the teachers are in the halls."
"Alright, later dude."
Yes! That meant they were leaving. Cassie realized almost too late that it also meant that a boy would be coming down the stairs towards her. She turned and ran down the stairs, boobs popping free, skirt riding high on her waist. She raced for the shadows under the stairs and pressed herself against the wall. Seconds later, a burnout looking senior reached the bottom of the stairs.
Luckily, he turned and walked down the hall without looking back, leaving the sweaty, trembling Cassie leaning for support against the wall, shirt bunched up over her tits, skirt up around her belly button, juicy pussy on display.
Cassie realized with disgust that she was getting flustered. Hot and bothered. What exactly about this was turning her on? The risk to her reputation if caught? The thought of the judging eyes of the students on her barely covered body?
Cassie adjusted her clothes, pulling the already strained stretchy skirt over now-swelling nipples. They actually held the shirt in place better, but made for a truly obscene display, as the skin tight material showed every contour of her engorged nipples and areola.
She had even less time now. She had to make it to Kelsey's class fast. She hurried up the stairs as quickly as her bouncing breasts would allow, and sped walked down the science hallway. Almost there! Now how could she get Kelsey's attention without alerting the whole class?
A chill went up her spine as she heard a stern voice behind her say: "Cassie? Cassie Harlowe? Good lord, girl! What on earth are you wearing?"
Oh noooo, not Principal Wheaton! He had a serious demeanor, but the persistent rumors were that he was a total perv. Well, thought Cassie, steeling herself, the rumors about her were untrue, so maybe it went the same for him. Surely he would recognize the gravity of the situation and let her hide somewhere. Maybe he could even help to explain to the scholarship representative what was going on.
She turned to face him, but any hope she had about the situation quickly died.Principal Wheaton's wrinkled face was pulled up in a cruel grin, and his eyes moved busily up and down her body.
"I don't care how badly you want sex, Ms. Harlowe," said Principal Wheaton with a little chuckle, "School is just not the place to advertise your... assets so blatantly."
"You don't understand, sir!" Cassie could hear the desperate whine in her voice, could see that it made the principal even more amused. Her pussy gave a little spasm as she realized that principal Wheaton was about to make this situation a lot worse. "The other girls, they took my clothes!"
Principal Wheaton stalked close, eyes on her tits, then her thighs. "And so you decided to dress like a whore in school? I must admit, Cassie, it doesn't make much sense to me." He circled her as she hung her head and cringed, her nipples tightening, hardening more than she thought was possible. "You know, maybe what you need is a good spanking, like back in my day." He was almost visibly drooling at the thought. "Some firm discipline would set you straight." For a second, she thought she felt the trail of a thin finger trace along the curve of her ass, but then it was gone, and Principal Wheaton was still circling.



"I understand that I shouldn't be dressed this way, sir," said Cassie desperately, looking at the hall clock. "But could we discuss it in your office? Not out in the halls?"
Principal Wheaton laughed a low, hoarse laugh. "So, you want to get me alone, huh? Have a "private conversation"? What a brazen proposition. And don't think I'm not tempted Ms. Harlowe," he said, his eyes lingering on her young, full body, "But you worked so hard to sneak out in those clothes, and I see no reason to spoil your fun. When you catch a kid smoking, you make them smoke a whole pack. Let's see what the other students think of your cute little outfit."
And with that, the bell rang.
Senior Students came pouring out of the Science classroom. Cassie tried to hide behind Principal Wheaton, but although he clearly enjoyed the accidental contact her body made with his, he was unwilling to help, and dodged out of her way.
There were gasps when people saw what Cassie was wearing, followed by pointing fingers, laughs and shouts. Cassie's breath heaved in and out, her face turning bright red, the blush quickly spreading down to her chest. She could see herself in her mind as they saw her now. Crotch barely covered by a scrap of pink cloth, Wide curving hips emphasized and on display. Huge pale tits only partially restrained by a flimsy barrier. Hard, swollen nipples poking up through a winking, obscene message mocking her and her mother's debasement. The perfect slut. Phones were coming out of pockets, photos being snapped, videos recording. She could hear snippets of loud excited conversations from the dense crowd that was quickly forming around her.
"Woooow"
"...Total slut.."
"Just Like Mommy! That's so hilarious!"
"Built to take dick man, I'm telling you."
"So that was her mom, and she's into it? That's fucked up!"
"Wow, she looks like a pornstar!"
This was too much, she backed up against the wall, the crowd pressing in a tight circle around her, phones waving. One boy was shoving his phone in low, trying to get a video under her skirt. She was torn between covering her face with her hands, and trying to use them to cover up more. She decided on the latter, and tugged her skirt down, exposing the top of her neatly trimmed pubes, thought about moving it back, decided it was too risky.
She was horrified to realize that she was the horniest that she had ever been in her whole life. It was hard to think straight, with all of those eyes focused on her. The eyes that wanted her at the same time that they lost all respect for her. They all blended together, until she saw Peter there in the crowd, her best friend, her crush. She realized with a breaking heart that he too had his phone out, his eyes guilty, but bright and lustful as he stared at her body.
"What is the meaning of this?!?" Ms Chambers, a pretty young counselor at the school, cleared her way through the crowd, with a suave looking older man in tow. "What are all of you...Cassie?"
She looked shocked to see Cassie's state. The man behind her shook his head in bewilderment. "This is Cassie Harlowe?"
"I am afraid so Mr. Jones"
"I think I had better get going..." And the man turned to leave, a look of disgust on his face. No! The scholarship representative!
"W-wait sir!" Said Cassie, desperate to explain, if she could just tell her side of the story maybe he would listen. But she threw her arm out a little too violently to call after him, and her stretchy little shirt finally betrayed her, rolling up on one side and freeing one stiff, bubblegum-pink nipple into the cool hallway air. She clapped a hand over it as quickly as she could, but based on the Oohs and Aahs from the crowd, many had already seen tit, and based on the number of phones out, it was probably captured from many angles.
...
"We found this in the locker room." Said Ms. Chambers flatly, holding up Cassie's regular gym bag. "There was no 'bright pink gym bag' or 'bullying letter' to be found."
Cassie hung her head in Ms. Chambers' office, still dressed in the porny clothes. Ms. Chambers had put down some newspaper before allowing her to sit on the padded chair. "So that...uh... nothing gets stained, dear." Honestly, she was probably right to do so. Despite her tears and anger and shame, Cassie's pussy was soaking wet. She would only find out later how many of the photos taken in the hall had captured the brilliant shine of wetness between her thighs.
" I just don't understand Cassie," said Ms. Chambers sadly, "you are such a bright, talented young girl. I know that it can be tempting to get... attention from your peers, but there are better ways."
Cassie had given up explaining already. Today, she had been totally and completely beaten by some anonymous bully. She thought of herself as smart and strong. Not someone to mess with. But someone had messed with her. She felt so defeated, so stupid, so degraded. Her reputation was ruined. And her head was all messed up, a effed up mix of anger, shame and horniness. The rest of the year was going to be hell, dodging the same looks she had gotten today. But worse now, because they didn't just have pictures of someone who looked like her mom. They had pictures of her.
"If you're lucky, none of the colleges you applied to will catch wind of this little incident." Said Ms. Chambers archly. That sent a twist of fear through Cassie's gut. Her only hope now was to get into a good college and leave this town behind. Everyone here would forever know her as the "Just Like Mommy" slut. She was sure that those photos would be passed around for years, no matter how much the administration tried to suppress them Heck, principal Wheaton probably was keeping some copies for himself. She gritted her teeth and resolved herself. She would get into a great college and leave this little incident in the dust. Maybe she could still get in some applications for colleges with later application dates...
"I've called your mother. She's coming to get you. I told her to bring a change of clothes. You can stay here in the meantime. I have to go discuss something with the Principal. I'll come get you when your mother gets here."
And with that, Ms. Chambers left the office, leaving Cassie alone with her feelings. She sniffled a little and squirmed on the crinkly newspaper. Ms. Chambers had taken the gym bag with her for some reason. Couldn't she have just changed into her other clothes?
The door softly opened and clicked shut. Cassie turned her head, expecting Ms Chambers to be back, realizing her mistake with the gym bag. Instead, she saw Renee, her face painted with concern.
"I heard about what happened, Cass." Said Renee sympathetically, "Me and the other cheer girls are really upset that this happened to you."
Renee drew closer, kneeling beside her next to the chair. "Come here," she said, holding her arms wide, "give me a hug." Cassie didn't hesitate, her face crumpled into a sob, and she tightly hugged Renee to her chest, her ample breasts squashing the "Just Like Mommy!" letters into Renee's equally impressive chest.
"It wasn't me Renee! Someone took my clothes! No one will believe me!" She was crying now, tears running down her face. She buried her face into Renee's warm shoulder.
"I know honey," said Renee gently, stroking her hair, her sadistic grin out of Cassie's sight, "I believe you. Me and all of the girls on the cheer squad are on your side."
Cassie took a shuddering breath. "Did you see anything Renee? They must have planted the bag soon after I got into the showers."
A flash of concentration moved across Renee's face. This girl really was sharp. She would have to stay on her toes. "Sorry Cass, I didn't see a thing, but I did leave pretty quickly." This seemed to satisfy her, and they were quiet for a moment, Cassie gently shuddering in Renee's arms.
"Listen," said Renee, drawing back, practiced look of sympathy on her face, "I want to help you beat this. I'm busy tonight, but Melissa and Katie are going to have you over to Melissa's night for a girls night." Cassie looked nonplussed. She didn't even really know either girl. "No arguing girl! You shouldn't be alone tonight, you need friends. Let's plan a day out soon, just the two of us. I have some big ideas for how you can turn this whole thing around." Cassie looked unsure, but then smiled weakly and nodded. "Good girl. Just you watch, this whole thing will be over and in the past before you know it." Renee pulled Cassie in for another hug, and grinned widely over her shoulder. In fact, if she got what she wanted, this was just the beginning.
...
Cassie walked out to the curb quickly, glad that the rest of the students were safely in classes once again and couldn't see her walk out for the pickup. That didn't stop the school security guard from copping an eyeful, so focused that he couldn't even do it subtly.
Her mom stood on the curb next to her SUV looking annoyed and impatient, ready to let her daughter have the rough side of her tongue. She looked as fierce and beautiful as always, the woman that Cassie had looked up to since she was a little girl.
As she turned and saw what Cassie was wearing, her eyebrows shot up over her sunglasses, clearly so shocked that she couldn't even start the angry speech she had been thinking of. Cassie was sure she would hear plenty of it, with some choice newly added parts, on the way home in the car. But she couldn't focus on that now. She was running her eyes over her mom's breasts, her thighs, her hair, her lips. Much the same way she was sure her mom was doing to her behind her sunglasses. It was the first time that either of them had considered the other as a sexual object. It would shift their relationship forever, subtly for now.
Cassie knew as soon as she studied her mother's body.
It had definitely been Gina in that picture.



        Cross Contamination Pt. 03

        Gina has a hot date, so Daren gets a sitter.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cross-contamination-pt-03

Title: Cross Contamination Pt. 03

Author: RabbleLaid

Category: Fetish

Description: Gina has a hot date, so Daren gets a sitter.

Tags: cheating wife, male submissive, betrayal, blindfold, bondage, cuckold, forced, female dominant, handjob

Series: Cross Contamination


Cross Contamination Chapter 3: The Cuckysitter's Club
"You're going to have to talk to your daughter." Said Gina darkly. She was leaning forward, peering into the mirror as she put the finishing touches on her makeup. Getting ready for her date. "You wouldn't believe what she was wearing when I got to school to pick her up."
Daren couldn't imagine that it was that bad, and felt like Gina was changing the subject by bringing it up.
"Well, I think you know more about that than I do, dear. You know, boys, and dressing appropriately." Gina shot him a questioning glance, but must have decided he didn't mean anything by it. "I'm serious," she said, turning back to the mirror, "She needs a strong male influence in her life. There is a reason that they say that strippers have daddy issues." She added the last part in a mutter.
Daren had a brief image of Cassie as a stripper which he managed to clear out of his head with difficulty.
"But like I was saying sweetie, we need to set some ground rules for what's going to happen tonight." He continued in a meek voice.
Gina huffed, and began throwing her makeup into her makeup bag. "Nothing is going to happen at all, Daren Harlowe. At least not anything your dirty mind is imagining. What's going to happen is this: I will get him to the negotiating table, then play hard ball. Really grab him by the balls." She realized that she had misspoken and gave him a smirk and a side-long glance. "Figuratively. Obviously!" She looked incredible, with freshly done hair, a slinky little dress that showed off her curves, and killer done makeup, with heavy mascara, just like he liked it. She softened as she turned to him and snaked her hands around his waist.
"Honey, you have absolutely nothing to worry about. This body..." she grabbed his hands and moved them up her hips "These lips..." she threw her arms around his neck and gave him a deep wet kiss, "And this heart..." She pulled one of his hands again towards one large breast and squashed it in. "They are all just for you baby. I love you Daren, and your jerk of a boss can't change that, no matter how hard he tries. Tell you what," and she pulled him close and whispered in his ear, "Tonight, I'll prove it to you." She knew he couldn't resist it when she whispered in his ears. It was a major turn on for him. He felt a smile spread across his face.
Just then the doorbell rang, and Gina was grabbing her purse and hurried towards the door. "So stay up for me, tiger!" she called over her shoulder.
"Where is Cassie anyway?" Daren quickly asked as she left.
"Over to a friend's house," called Gina, opening the door. "Probably wanted to escape our wrath. She said she won't be back tonight. Ok, love you! Bye!"
And with that, she was out the door, and Daren had the silent house to himself.
...
Victor had insisted that she not drive herself, and instead sent a driver. He claimed that the restaurant they would meet at would be a surprise. Gina had her guard up from the start. The best strategy was to treat every gesture as an act of war.
The car was nice, the driver polite. It moved with the silent glide that high-quality luxury vehicles always had. This car and driver couldn't come cheap. Was Victor Cross really this rich, or was he splurging in order to impress her?
Eventually, the car pulled up to Cassa Rossa and the driver lept to open the door for her. She nearly gasped. She had been bothering Daren to get her a reservation here for months, but had always gotten the pained smile from him that meant he didn't want to say no, but also didn't think it was possible. What strings must Victor have pulled to get a reservation in under a week?
Victor was waiting for her just inside the lobby. He was dressed to the nines, and holding a large expensive looking bouquet, which he handed to her with a smile. God damn it. Gina knew that she should be refusing, but the flowers were gorgeous, and the gesture seemed harmless enough.
"Gina!" he said warmly, "so great to see you! You look fantastic tonight. I love your hair."
"Victor." She said coldly with a curt nod. Don't give him an inch.
"Well," he said, clapping his hands together with a smile "shall we sit?"
"Yes, let's." Said Gina decisively, striding past him. She glanced to the side at him as they followed the waiter into the luxurious, dimly lit restaurant. It wasn't right that someone so cruel and manipulative was so handsome. Damn it, he even smelled great, with the kind of warm spicy smell that she loved.
They were sitting at a table that seemed like the best in the house, set back from the main dining floor, with a good view of the restaurant as a whole. They sat, Victor ordered wine without looking at a menu, and then they were alone.
"So Gina, how are you?"
"Cut the crap, Victor." Gina fired back. She was ready to come in guns blazing tonight. "I'm not here for a romantic evening, I'm here to negotiate."
Victor shrugged with a look of disinterest. "Well, unfortunately, I am here for a romantic evening. With a beautiful woman, I might add. I negotiate all day at work. I'm not really in the mood."
Gina gave him a hard stare from across the table. "Well then it looks like we are at an impasse. You don't want to negotiate. I don't want to play along with your little romance fantasy."
Victor grimaced wryly. "It does look that way."
They sat for a moment in silence. Victor tried again. "Look, can't you just loosen up a little? I'm attracted to you, you are attracted to me, can't we just have fun tonight and not have it be any deeper than that?
Gina gave a derisive bark of a laugh. "Ha! Me? Attracted to you? Don't flatter yourself."
Victor gave a combative grin. "Well, although I know it's gauche of me to bring up the last time that we met, I saw a lot at the time that indicated otherwise."
Gina flushed angrily. So he wanted to go there, huh? "That was a combination of an overheated situation and acting. If you think that anything that night proves that I'm attracted to you, you have a lot to learn about female sexuality."
Victor seemed to be mulling this over. "Acting."
"That's right."
"If so, I'm impressed."
Gina gave a mock bow.
Victor seemed to come to a decision. "So let's put those acting skills to the test."
Gina gave him a stony look. "What do you mean?"
"I have a little game for you."
"Absolutely not." This was the most important part of Gina's strategy. No games. It was a tactic to manipulate her, and nothing more.
"Relax." Said Victor soothingly. "Just hear me out, it won't be anything like last time."
Gina wavered. Fine, listening wouldn't change anything. She could still refuse later on.
"All you need to do is pretend to be my girlfriend for this one night. Pretend to have a good time. Pretend to relax. If at the end of the night, if I agree that your acting was convincing, I will guarantee that I won't fire your husband."
"You're so transparent," said Gina with a sneer, "It's just a ploy to get me to have sex with you. If I don't, then you'll just say that I wasn't convincing enough."
"Of course not!" said Victor in a wounded voice, "consent means a lot to me. I would never force any woman to have sex with me. Especially a girlfriend. If it makes you feel better, I will state right up front that no sexual acts will be required for you to win."
Gina narrowed her eyes. "What's the angle I'm not seeing? What part of the rules are going to let you force me to take my clothes off?"
Victor shook his head, "You're a very cautious woman Gina. It's a good trait. But unnecessary here. I will give you my solemn word that your clothes will stay on for the rest of the evening, unless you decide to remove them of your own volition, and that there will be no prompting from me for you to do so."
Gina looked for a loophole and found none. "And what do you get if I fail to convince you?"
"Well, then all I want is for an opportunity to get what I'm looking for on a later date. We would become a couple. Boyfriend and girlfriend. Not just one date, but dating."
"Aha, so that's your angle. It's an unwinnable game. Victory is based purely on your judgment, and you're biased."
"True," said Victor with a smile. "Let me sweeten the deal. Let's say that you only lose if we both agree that you've done a poor job being convincing. That should swing the bias right back in your favor."
Gina considered for a moment. This game seemed pretty tame. The opportunities for sexual shenanigans seemed nonexistent, and the game did seem to be rigged quite clearly in her favor.
"Fine sweetie," she said with a big fake smile, "I'll play your little game, and I'll fucking win too!"
Victor smiled right back, pleased as could be.
...
An hour or so after Gina left, when he was absolutely sure that Cassie wouldn't be coming home, Daren guiltily brought his laptop out to the living room and began searching for porn.
It wasn't something that he was proud of, but it was something he had done fairly frequently in the past week. He had just been too stressed, and this helped him take the edge off. He certainly needed the edge taken off tonight. He had opened a few tabs with interesting looking videos, and with his pants around his ankles and his hard cock in his hand, he was ready to begin.
Ding-dong.
Oh shit. Daren jumped up as though touched by a live wire. He had always felt guilty while masturbating ever since his strict upbringing in childhood, and being caught doing it was a personal nightmare of his.
Ding-Dong. Ding-Dong.
Daren took a deep breath, willing his erection to go down as he buckled his pants and walked to the door.
Ding-Dong Ding-Dong
He could see a slim, dark skinned shape through the frosted glass, and frowned as he moved to open the door.
The young black woman smiled brilliantly as the door opened and squealed, "Puppy!" as she jumped on him, flinging her arms around his back and nuzzling his chest. He was uncomfortably aware of how her young, full chest crushed against his.
His boner, nearly gone down, caught a second wind and stiffened at the unexpected female contact to his body.
He firmly pushed the young woman back into the doorway.
"Who are you, exactly?" He asked, trying to keep his voice polite.
"Awww, puppy, that hurts my feelings. After I came all this way to help you tonight." She gave a cute little pout. "I'm your daughter's friend, Renee, from school. We met before at a party." She leaned forward conspiratorially and whispered "Remember?" while making a long slow jerk off motion with her hand.
Oh God, he did remember. The girl in the fox mask. Victor's daughter. Who had seen him at his worst. Egged him on when he was at his lowest. Not exactly who he wanted to see tonight.
"Well, aren't you going to invite me in, Mr. H? Your neighbors might be curious as to why you're talking to a young girl like me for this long." Daren looked around the block. She had a point. Well, he could invite her into the entryway, find out what she wanted, and send her away.
She walked in confidently, and peered around the entryway, crinkling her nose. Then she turned back to Daren, looking down at the bulge in his pants, just beginning to deflate again. "Oh Mr. Harlowe, that's not for little old me, is it?" She asked with mock innocence.
Daren's face reddened, and he couldn't keep the stammer out of his voice as he asked,
"W-why are you here?"
"I'm here to be your Cuckysitter, Puppy! Yaaaay!" She threw a peace sign and gave a brilliant smile.
Daren was stunned. "C-cuckysitter?"
"You got it Mr. H! Like a babysitter, but for cucks!"
Daren couldn't believe his ears. What could you even say to something like that? "Uh... Renee was it?" The girl nodded encouragingly. "That's not something that I am interested in."
"Oh, but puppy! It's soooo important. A lot of cucks go to a reeeeal dark place when their wives are out with their bulls." She strode right past him, kicking off her shoes as she entered the living room. "If they aren't careful, they can end up obsessing over the wrong thing and get really fucked up in the head. That's why you need a cuckysitter, like moi!" she turned back to him to punctuate this with a cheeky smile and a pointed to her face. "I'm here to make sure that you obsess over the right things, and see how hot the whole situation is. That way, everybody has a good time!" and with that, she twirled and continued towards the living room.
"Renee, I'm not a c-cuck. You shouldn't say things like that about y-your elders." He tried to make his voice stern, but it was hard when he was hurrying after her.
"Hmmmm." Renee turned and glanced at him with an uncharacteristically hard look. Daren suddenly felt a little intimidated, and he felt his pants tighten once again "I don't like the way my name sounds in your mouth, Puppy. Let's stick with Miss Cross for now." She continued to stare at him until he mumbled "Ok M-miss Cross." Then she patted his cheek with a smile. "And of course you are a cuck, Puppy! Duh! Your wife is out on a date with another man. One who is a lot richer, more handsome, and better endowed than you, by the way. It's a textbook case."
She had reached the living room. She giggled as she saw the laptop (closed thankfully), lotion, and kleenex arranged near each other. "Nooooo way Mr. H! What has it been, like an hour since your hottie of a wife left the house? You dirty little puppy!" She marched right to the laptop and started to open it.
"W-wait! Don't open..." He tried to reach her in time, but it was too late.
"Too late!" She said gleefully, sparkling eyes drinking in the open tabs and videos on the screen. "Oh my oh my, Puppy." She said, clucking her tongue. "Stacked Blond wife cucks loser husband. Big Titted Housewife puts out for Black Stud. Hot Blonde chokes on Big Black Cock."
She turned sharp eyes and a wicked grin to Daren's red face, cringing with shame. "Well it sounds like your dick is being honest, even if you aren't." She didn't mention the other two tabs, both of which involved pale, dark haired curvy girls in schoolgirl outfits. Did Daren even know what those meant about him? Information to be filed away for further use.
Come here puppy, "she said, patting the couch next to her, "I have something to show you."
He reluctantly came to sit, as she closed the incognito window and opened a new tab.
"I told you right, that some cucks go to a daaaark place when they are home alone. That tends to be because they get caught up in their imagination." She reached over and flicked him in the middle of his forehead with a sharp thwack. "I mean, " she said in a throaty voice, "My dad and your wife could be doing aaaanything right now. She could be bent over a table in the restaurant right now, screaming his name in front of the crowd. Oh Victor, Oh Victor! Take me! Use me! Fuck my tight little pussy!" Renee ran her hands up her body as she gave high pitched, fake moans, with her hands ending up tangled in her hair.
"You could think up a million scenarios like that. God, I know I can, your wife is hot. But the point is, reality is often (not always) a lot more tame. Those fantasies are great spank material for cucks like you, but it's better to spank it to the truth, you know? That will make it much hotter in the end, when things really do get pornographic between them."
She had finished navigating to the website she was looking for and inputting a password. A live video popped up, showing a well framed view of his wife and Victor at a table in a fancy restaurant. He could hear them clearly as well. It was a very professional setup.
"Tada! Now we can see everything that goes down together, and you can reign in your little cuckie fantasies."
"I-i really shouldn't," said Daren reluctantly, "It seems like an invasion of privacy..."
"I know puppy, I know." Said Renee, patting his hand, "but we both know that you're going to do it anyway, so let's just sit and watch, k?"
...
Gina had a hard time switching mental tracks. She was trying to maintain wariness and hostility towards this predator of a man, but it was difficult when trying to act flirty and sweet at the same time.
"Impossible!" Said Victor, a kind laugh bubbling up, "You're telling me a high class woman like yourself has never had a bottle of wine over 100 dollars? Doesn't that husband of yours ever treat you to anything nice?"
"No baby," she said, internally gritting her teeth at the pet names, but outwardly smiling, "It just hasn't ever seemed worth the money."
"Well my love," he said, grabbing the freshly arrived bottle and pouring her a glass, "You are in for a treat."
She deftly grabbed the glass, and began raising it to her lips, when Victor raised a finger, alarm on his face. "Ah ah ah, my dear. Now I know for sure you've never had expensive wine." He got up from the table and held her hand and the glass in his large, steady hand. He then began gently swirling the ruby liquid within the glass, before raising it to her nose. "Smell." He commanded in a steady voice. Gina was aware that their relative position probably gave Victor a great view of her cleavage, and that the swirling probably gave her breasts an enticing sway, but, she reflexed bitterly, it was all perfectly within the bounds of how a dating couple would flirt, so she should let it pass without comment. The complex and rich scent of the wine hit Gina's nose, and she looked over at Victor, eyebrows raised in appreciation.
"It's one of my favorite vintages." Said Victor with just a trace of smugness, "They keep a few bottles stashed for me at all times. In case I need to impress a pretty lady." He winked roguishly and brought her free hand to his lips, kissing it briefly before returning to his side of the table.
"Those are some of your best qualities, honey." Said Gina in a softened voice, "generous and cultured." She had meant it to have a hidden sarcastic barb, but she found that she meant it. It was very good wine, and he was sharing it with her.
Victor gave her a warm smile. This was actually pretty nice! There wasn't any reason she couldn't just relax a little and enjoy a nice evening. At the end of it, she will have won, and no longer need to see Victor again.
"So," said Victor, leaning back in his chair, "tell me about your day, beautiful lady. How was work?"
Gina knew this song and dance from frequent conversations with Daren. He would ask, then half listen and nod, then she would ask and half listen to his response. I guess Victor is going straight for the cliches about couples' conversations.
"It's a little frustrating, babe." She said lightly. The frequent pet names were helping her to remind herself of the role she was playing. "There is pretty fierce competition for this upcoming promotion, and I feel like I am having to work twice as hard as some of the younger guys competing with me. How was your day?"
Victor ignored the question. "These younger guys, they aren't as good as you, right babe?"
"No, of course not. The old men in power just trust a male face a little more."
"Well, they don't know you like I know you, baby." Said Victor confidently, "Or they wouldn't make such a big mistake. But, I have a feeling that those younger guys have bit off more than they can chew if they think they can outmaneuver you."
"Well..., thank you Victor." She felt strangely touched. She knew that this was all a game, and in fact, Victor didn't know her that well at all, but she hadn't realized how much she had been craving support and reassurance from a partner. It felt good. She wasn't used to this level of engagement. How long had it been since Daren had given her follow up questions. Maybe that wasn't fair, Daren knew the whole backstory, so didn't need as many details.
The waiter appeared at the side of the table.



"And what will the lovely couple be having this evening?" Gina had to physically restrain herself from instantly denying that they were a couple. Victor noticed her near slip up and gave her a wink.
"I'll be having the veal as usual." Said Victor. Gina opened her mouth to ask to see a menu, but before she could get out her request, Victor continued, "and my princess will have the shrimp fra diavolo."
"Very good sir! Said the waiter, and disappeared into the restaurant.
"Babe..." said Gina, struggling to control her anger, "Don't you think you ought to let me order for myself? It isn't the 1950s anymore."
Victor looked mildly surprised that she was upset. "But honey, you've never been here before! I know the menu like the back of my hand, and there was a dish I was sure that you would enjoy."
"Please," He said, holding his hand palm up on the table, "Don't be mad my love, forgive me."
She sighed and reached her hand for his, and his strong fingers threaded through hers, scraping on her wedding ring as they passed.
"And now, tell me about the rest of your day, like you were before the interruption" said Victor with interest.
Gina shrugged. She wasn't really interested in thinking about the rest of her day, but she should probably just get it over with.
"I had to go pick up my daughter from school."
"Oh no!" said Victor with concern, "Was she sick?"
"No, baby" she said with a grimace, "She was wearing some... pretty inappropriate clothing." She didn't want to think about it. Her teenage daughter, wearing those disgusting things. And with nothing but lame excuses. She didn't even let her mind touch the logo and words printed in the obscene crop top. What did they mean? Was it just a coincidence?
"Girls her age," said Victor with a wry shake of his head, "I have a daughter her age as well. She needed a firm talking to when she started chasing after boys. Or is Cassie into girls?"
Gina shook her head "No honey, just boys as far as I know." But how sure was she? She had gotten a strange vibe from her daughter on the drive home, almost like her daughter was checking out her body. Almost as if Gina were the one wearing ridiculous revealing clothes instead of Cassie. She had even snapped that Cassie should look her in the eyes when she was talking.
Victor shrugged as if to say he wasn't sure she was right, but that it didn't matter. "In your shoes, I would sit Renee down and have a talk with her. Explain what teenage boys have on their minds. Of course, your husband has probably done so already." He raised an eyebrow.
Gina was shaking her head, annoyed. "You would think, honey, you would think, but he just gave me the same old brush off, like any time I ask him to do something."
Victor shook his head in sympathy. "You shouldn't let him treat you like that, baby. I would do anything for you the moment you asked. You want me to talk to Cassie? I could be firm with her as well."
Gina paused, in real life, the answer was obviously no. There was no way that she would let this man anywhere near her impressionable teenage daughter. But if they were dating, like she was supposed to be pretending that they were?
"Maybe, sweetie." She said noncommittally, "We'll see."
Victor's phone buzzed, and he looked down at it briefly, a smile flashing across his face. He slipped the phone back into his pocket, and turned his attention back to Gina. "Anyway my dear, while we are on the subject of your husband..."
....
Daren watched with disbelief and growing horror as the date unfolded. Pet names. Physical touch. Clear flirting. There was no discussion of his job or negotiation at all. The only remarks made about him were a disparaging afterthought. It was like his wife had completely forgotten about him and was absorbed in a romantic evening with their biggest enemy.
The betrayal stung. The words Renee had been using were rattling around his head. Dirty words, meant to titillate as they degraded. Cuck. Was he being cucked? He felt his pants tightening as his mind spiraled.
"Oh noooo, puppy!" said Renee, using the controls to zoom in as his wife's slim white fingers twined through Victor's strong black ones, "I almost wish that we had tuned in to find them having sloppy extramarital sex," She tuned to him with a grin, at odds with her dire words, "because this is worse."
She zoomed the feed back out, and snuggled into Daren's side, grabbing his arm and nuzzling it.
"You see, Mr. H," She said, watching Gina and Victor talk with her head resting on Daren's shoulder, "If my dad just wants to use a Woman's pussy, there are a lot faster ways to do it than this." Gina was smiling, taking a sip of her wine. "The only issue is that it tends to make the woman hate my dad afterwards."
"The only times he bothers with this step is when he wants a woman to fall in love with him first."
Daren sunk his head into his hands. On the screen, he could hear Gina calling Victor "baby". His breath hitched, he tried to adjust his uncomfortable pants.
"Hey!' said Renee, shaking him slightly. "None of that now! This is what I'm talking about, puppy. The spiral of shame, guilt, sadness, horniness. It's no good! You've got to refocus, think about how hot it is that your loving wife is betraying you. How much it turns you on that the man you hate is stealing her. Maybe it's time you start jerking off. I will make you feel better! Promise!
"I don't want to jerk off to it!" Said Daren angrily, making Renee jump, "I want to stop it! I want to keep my wife from doing something so stupid!"
"That's quite the bark, little puppy." Said Renee in a dangerous, flat voice. Then she visibly brightened. "Well, if that's what you want, it will be a lot harder. It sure would be easier to just wallow in the humiliation and squeeze out a lot of cummies along the ride, don't you think?"
Daren couldn't even answer, miserable with his head in his hands.
"I don't even know if you are in the right mindset for a fight right now, puppy," said Renee gently, patting him on the back, "But I'll tell you what. If that's what you really want to try, you can count on me. I'll help you."
Daren was in such a low place that even this sounded encouraging. He sniffed and rubbed his nose on his sleeve.
"First things first Mr. H, we need to calm you down and get you in a fighting mood." Said Renee, getting up and walking to the nearby dining room. She returned with a wooden dining room chair and set it down in the living room. "I have some breathing exercises and stretches that will get us started right. Sit down, puppy."
Daren sighed. It couldn't hurt at this point. He walked over and slumped into the chair.
"Close your eyes, puppy." He felt her slim, warm hand slide down his face, closing his eyes. "Relax." She was speaking in a sweet, low, soothing voice now.
"Match my breathing. 5 seconds in, 3 seconds out. Like me." As he matched her slow breathing pace, he did feel himself grow a little calmer.
"Now, we are going to stretch our arms across our chests. Hold there. Good. Now some shoulder rolls. Five times now. That's it, puppy." It looked like the young woman was right. He was starting to loosen a little, to feel a bit better.
"Now hold your arms behind your back. Yes, just like that streeetch them down. Good puppy."
*click*
What was that?
*click*
He felt the metal on his wrists before he fully realized what was happening. His eyes snapped open. Renee was at his feet, quickly snapping his feet to the chair legs with restraints to match the handcuffs now binding his hands to the back of the chair.
Daren was dumbfounded, his face draining of color.
"What is it you want from me?"
"Relax puppy!"
"Was this just a trick to murder me? I'll yell. The neighbors will hear."
"You won't yell, puppy, and I'll tell you why." She slowly and luxuriously pulled her top off over her head, smiling confidently at him the whole time, then shimmed out of her tight shorts. She was wearing cute, but not overtly sexy polka dotted underwear. "Because if someone walks in and sees us like this, there will be a lot more questions for you than for me."
Daren snapped his mouth shut. She had a point, as much as he hated to admit it.
"But really, relax, puppy." She said soothingly, taking his head in her soft little hands. "I wasn't lying. I'm going to help you pump up your fighting spirit!" She trailed a finger down his chest, stopping just short of the tight bulge in his pants, "I just knew that you would be a little resistant to my methods, so I took some precautions."
"I just need to grab a few things. Be right back, puppy!" and she pranced out of the room, leaving Daren with an excellent view of his wife flirting and laughing with Victor. She was back in a minute or two, carrying a pair of scissors, one of his wife's sexiest silk nightgowns, and some yellow rubber gloves.
"Ok puppy, aaaaalll set." She said, laying out her materials on the coffee table. "Now I am going to ask you a couple of questions, puppy, and I need you to be totally honest with me ok? If you lie to me, I'll leave you here tied up and covered in cum for your wife and daughter to find later." She grabbed the nightgown and bunched it up into a sort of rope, then moved behind him and began tying it over his eyes, leaving him blind. The scent of his wife was all over the silky garment. It must have been used by her recently.
"What are you most afraid that your wife might do?"
Victor shook his head behind the blindfold. "I don't want to talk about this with you."
Renee moved lightning fast, gripping his balls in her hand and squeezing until he gasped. "I'm not playing with you, puppy!" Hissed Renee in his ear, "When I ask, you answer." The blindness made all of his senses more intense, and he whimpered, "d-divorce."
Renee giggled right next to his ear. "Silly puppy. My dad is trying to do all sorts of nasty things to your wife, and your biggest fear is that she might divorce you? Why?" She eased her grip a little, but still didn't release his balls from her little hand.
He took a shuddering breath. "Early in our relationship, we had a ... rough patch. Gina wanted to go out and experiment. She didn't want to feel like her teenage pregnancy had ruined her chance at experiencing life. She..." He gulped, trying to escape the memories of that time, " She d-dated other men for a while. It really messed me up. Traumatized me. I couldn't stop thinking about her turning her back on me, betraying me. Throwing me away like garbage. Even after she made her choice and came back to me, I was still obsessing over it. I kept thinking that maybe it would happen again, even though we were married. We had to go to couples therapy. She promised not to mention divorce in arguments. I still think about it sometimes."
"When you jerk off?"
Daren didn't answer. His therapist had said that it was a natural response to a traumatic thought. A coping mechanism. Nothing weird.
Renee laughed and released his balls, picking the scissors up off the table with a metallic scrape.
"Next question, puppy." She said, as she began snipping up the leg of his pants, "If you could convince Gina to do one thing for you, what would it be?"
Daren thought. Considered lying. Decided Renee would probably be able to tell. He didn't want his testicles to get hurt again. "I would convince her to have another baby."
The scissors stopped momentarily, "Awwww, Puppy! That's soooo sweet! I thought for sure it would be anal or something gross like that, considering what a perv you are. So you want to knock up your pretty wifey one more time?"
"Um... I w-wouldn't put it that way." The scissors had continued, this time up the other pant leg.
"But she won't let you, you poor puppy. How come?"
"Well, she wants to focus on her career, and being a mother would take a lot of her time."
Renee removed his belt rapidly, and began cutting through the thicker waistband of his pants. "Huh, I'm going to be honest, puppy, it sounds like a bullshit excuse to me."
"What? What do you mean?"
"Moving on. Who is the man you hate most in the whole world?"
Daren didn't even have to think. "Charlie Brandt, my coworker."
"Reeeally? I thought it would be my dad for sure!" With a tug, Renee removed the last of his ruined pants. She began snipping away his shirt.
"Well, I c-can't say I like your dad..." said Daren, distracted by the movement of the scissors and the cool air on his skin.
"But Charlie takes things to a whole new level, huh?"
"Y-yeah. Your dad just ignores me mostly. Charlie seems like he has made it his mission to make my life hell."
"He's the one who gave you your little nickname right? What was it again?"
"Hardon"
"What was that, puppy?"
"H-hardon, Miss Cross."
"Goooood, puppy" crooned Renee, removing the last bits of his shirt, "Hardon. I like that one. It suits you." She punctuated this by giving his throbbing boner, still trapped in his boxers, a light tap with the flat of the scissors. "Do you want me to start calling you that?"
"N-no Miss Cross"
"Hmmmm, well puppy works for me, at least for now."
She began slicing away his boxers with the merciless scissors.
"Last question, puppy."
"When you jerk your little dick..." *snip*
"Do you ever fantasize about..." *snip* *SNIP*
"...your daughter?" *RIIIIIP* His throbbing cock sprung into the open air, finally free. He shivered at the sensation of being nude, blind, restrained by a teenage girl in his own home.
"No! Of course not!" Daren couldn't even believe the question. What kind of sick pervert did this girl think he was?
Renee gave a silvery laugh, several feet away now. "Just testing you, puppy. Some people have some weird fucking kinks, you know?"
Renee looked down at the pathetic man strapped to a chair. Horny, desperate, and about to get fucked up even more than he realized. She took the time to pull out her phone and take a few pictures. Who knew when they would come in handy? So, not into daddy-daughter stuff, huh? She had considered it to be a coin flip, based on what she knew about him. Well, consciously or not, she saw the latent potential for it in him. All she had to do was fan the flames a little, and it could be a delicious twist on her plans for Cassie.
"Be right back, Mr. H!" She said, and hurried to the room that she assumed must be Cassie's. She looked around at a fairly typical high school girl's bedroom. She had a feeling she would be seeing this place a lot more, and soon. No time to waste right now. She flipped the top up on a hamper and pulled out a pair of used panties, a conservative cotton pair, worn soft and faded from the number of washes.
As she dropped the panties on the coffee table next to the gloves, she shot a quick text to her dad.
[Cucky needs a little motivation, can you turn up the heat a little? Talk about divorce. Ask why she doesn't want his baby. He'll cum his brains out.]
She began snapping on the yellow rubber gloves.
"Ok Puppy, let's get started!"
...
"Why are you still with him anyway?"
Gina was taken aback at the question. Everything had been so cordial up to this point that she had been lured into a false sense of security.
"What kind of question is that, honey?" She said with an acidic bite in her voice. "He's my husband. I love him." Was this a ploy to shake her out of character?
"No, sorry, I'm not trying to be insulting, just trying to understand." Victor leaned forward over the table, face serious. "You're smart, you have a great career, you are, frankly my love, drop dead gorgeous. You could have any man you wanted. And you have..." His face twisted into humorous confusion "Daren."
Gina couldn't help it. The tension of the evening, the silly face, the comedic timing, She let out an exasperated laugh. "Alright, alright. I concede it is a valid question...baby." She favored him with a crooked smile.
"He's dependable."
"Hmmm. Translation: boring."
"He's sweet."
"Timid"
"He loves me."
"Ohhhh I see, so he sucks in bed." That got another laugh from Gina, and she didn't even think to deny it.
"Have you really looked at the man lately?" Said Victor, playing up his surprised look, "how he dresses, how he talks? He's like a shy 14 year old girl piloting the body of a 50 year old accountant. 'U-um excuse me, have you seen my kh-khaki p-pants? I n-need them to get the boys at s-school to notice m-me.'"
Gina couldn't help it, the joke was so absurd and cruel, and the impression was massively exaggerated, but otherwise spot on. Her face turned red as she snorted and giggled her way through a bout of laughter.
"Seeing you too together is like seeing a mangy mutt with a purebred collie. Makes no fucking sense." Gina couldn't breathe, she wasn't sure if he was just that funny, or if she just had a case of nervous giggles.
Victor continued his monologue. "I mean, I can't say this for many men, but I've seen his dick and... well..." Victor shook his head in a parody of sadness. "I mean, you've seen both of ours. You've... made the comparison so to speak." He held his hands far apart with a smile, then two fingers close together with a wince.
"Ok, ok, yes Mr. Ego." Said Gina, laughing along. Sometimes it was a little fun to vent her frustrations about her relationship. She could be careful and make sure it didn't get out of bounds. "You've got a bigger dick than my husband. Much bigger. But you also are a bigger dick than my husband, baby. So you don't have everything."
"There's nothing wrong with being a man who knows what he deserves and is willing to take it." Said Victor, chuckling. Then he grew serious.
"But be honest with me. You've never thought about leaving him?"
Gina bit her lip. Was there any reason to be honest with him? Was there any reason to lie? She rarely had a chance to vent to a receptive audience.
"Yes, baby." Said Gina, "I have."
"Just once?"
"No, not just once. Many times."
"As recently as...?" Now the questions seemed like they were being overly specific.
"I don't know, last month maybe? Cassie is close to moving out, and I just reflected that it would be fairly clean if it happened then. Not a serious consideration, just a stray thought."
"So why not go for it."
"Same question, same answer my love." said Gina with a hard edge in her voice, "Because he is my husband and I love him. Let's change the subject.
"Let's." Said Victor lightly. "Why did you never have another baby with Daren?"
Gina shrugged uncomfortably. It seemed like this conversation was out of the frying pan and into the fire. "I had Cassie very young. It just never seemed like a good time after that."
"So it was a mutual decision."
"Noooo," Said Cassie slowly, staring at the wine swirling in her glass, "Daren likes the idea, but I'm not as enthusiastic."
"Hmmmm. It sounds to me like you are just trying to put him off until you can run out the clock." Said Victor with a knowing smile.
Gina blushed, she supposed that from the outside, her plan was obvious. "Maybe."
"Well, in my experience, if a woman is committed to a relationship and in love with her man, she will have his baby if he wants her to. I've seen it dozens of times, even in situations where it was a stupid move on the woman's part. If you subconsciously can't stand the thought of having Daren's child, you might want to ask yourself why that is, baby." He sat there, a wide smile on his handsome face, acting like he could see inside Gina's head. What a prick.
"I'm not really interested in this subject, my love." Said Gina, working to keep the hard edge of anger from her voice. "Let's talk about something else."
...
Daren could hear the snap of the rubber gloves, and whipped his head around to track the noise.
"Wh-what are you doing with those?"



"I need to help you puppy, give you a hand if you know what I mean." He heard the sound of her knees hitting the floor in front of him. "You can't do it yourself right now, you're all tied up and helpless."
He felt the rough rubber gloves designed for cleaning run their way up his naked legs. "But I can't just touch your dick skin to skin with my innocent little hands, Mr. H." She said in a sweet voice. "Can you imagine it? My little teenage hands all over your gross old dick? Ewww!"
"But the friction on these gloves is a little too much," she said, rubbing them uncomfortably on his upper thighs to demonstrate, "so I was nice and got you a little something else to improve the experience." And as she said this, he felt a cool, light piece of fabric fall onto his erect cock.
"What? What is th-that?" His blindness seemed to enhance every touch. He could feel every nerve ending in his throbbing cock.
"What, haven't you ever masturbated with a lady's panties, puppy?" And suddenly she was gripping his dick, smothering it in the cool, soft fabric. "I've heard it can be really intense. Makes you feel a real connection with her." She moved her hand slowly, softly, massaging at this point rather than stroking.
"You're jerking me off with your p- with your panties?" His mind reeled at the image, the beautiful little tease at his feet, bottomless, hand busily working on his cock.
That earned him a hard slap on the leg with a gloved hand, although Renee sounded amused when she answered: "Gross puppy! Of course not. I found some lying around the house."
"But anyway, puppy. I don't want you to focus on me. That's not the point of this exercise. You need to focus on your wife. And my Dad." He heard the blips of the volume on the laptop being turned up, and couldn't help but listen.
Oh God. Now they were talking about him. Victor was making fun of him, talking about his cowardice. Speculating about his poor performance in bed. And his beautiful, faithful wife wasn't defending him. She was laughing. Uncontrolled gales of snorts and giggles as Victor laid his greatest insecurities and faults on the table in a joking voice.
"Heehee," tittered Renee, moving her hand, with the panties that were starting to get slightly slimy with precum, relentlessly on his dick, "You might not like this very much, Mr. H, but little Daren here likes it a LOT."
The silk shift tied around his face smelled just like Gina, images of her swam through his head. But instead of how he regularly pictured her, smiling, energetic, confident; he now saw her cruel, pointing at him, hanging on Victor's muscular arm as they both laughed at his expense.
He listened as Victor mocked his stutter, something that he had opened up to Gina about in a deep heart to heart. About how he used to be bullied for it, how it still made him insecure to this day. How when Charlie Brandt mocked it, it really got to him. And she had listened, and held him, and swore that it made him no less of a man. He listened to her snorts of laughter as his boss made a cruel mockery of his issue.
"Whoa there, puppy." Said Renee, giggling. She pulled her hands away from his dick for a moment. "Calm down, it's not time to cum yet." He realized what she meant, that he had been right on the edge. He let out a moan. A mixed sound of heartbreak and desperation to cum.
Renee's hands returned gently to his desperate cock, moving slowly and firmly.
"Let me tell you what we are doing here, puppy. Why I'm putting you through this." She was speaking in a gentle voice, soft enough that it didn't drown out his wife and boss's discussion of how poorly his penis compared to Victor's. He found his attention split between Renee and the audio feed. In his heightened senses from the blindness, the effect was hypnotic, almost subliminal. The sounds blended in his mind with the heavy scent of Gina from the blindfold, her sweat and perfume, and he fell into a trance of lust.
"Do you know why cuckold porn is popular, puppy? It's not because men picture themselves as the bull. No, no. They picture themselves as the pathetic, horny cuck. But why? Why not have a fantasy where they are doing the fucking, instead of having their loved ones fucked? Because of cavemen, cucky. I mean puppy (whoopsie!). Anyway, in caveman times, if a caveman with a better body and a bigger dick tried to steal your hot cavewoman wife, you're brain was programmed to make you suuuper horny." She started jacking him rapidly for a couple of beats as if to demonstrate.
Gina was laughing, and admitting that Victor's dick was much bigger. Gina's scent wafted from the silk shift, making him picture her wearing it, gazing at him with smoky eyes. He picturered her comparing his dick with Victor's in person. Pictured her look of amusement as she hefted his cock and Victor's one in each hand. Pictured her moving both hands over to Victor's.
"Are you listening, puppy? If your caveman brain gets horny enough, the hope is that it will motivate you to fight for your woman! To fuck her real good and win her back! That's why cuckold porn really does it for a lot of guys, our old caveman-time brains. So that's what we are doing right now with you! By making you super miserable, and jealous and horny, maybe we can pump you up enough to do something about my dad and your wife."
"So that's our mission here puppy. To reeeeally get your eyes on the prize, help you grow some balls. But we aren't quite ready to finish yet, so let's kill time with another little fact. Do you know why a cockhead is shaped like a mushroom?" She began focusing on his head, working it in tight, short strokes "It's so that your dick can sort of work to scooop your rivals' cum out of your woman's pussy. Seriously, it's a real scientific theory. I think your dick is just perfectly shaped. Not for pleasing a woman obviously, but for cumscooping. For scooping my dad's sperm out of your wife's used pussy. Of course, I'm not so sure it's long enough to reach all of the cum...
The words flowed over him, but he was also listening to the change of conversation on the audiofeed.
Divorce. It felt like darkness was swelling in his chest. In his brain. In his crotch. A huge orgasm was coming, but it scared him to be this turned on by this.
"P-please wait, Miss Cross."
"Mistress, puppy. Call me mistress right now." She wasn't slowing down, her hand was speeding up, the panties now soaking in precum. Gina was talking about how she had thought of leaving him many times. It was just what Gina and their marriage counselor had told him definitely wasn't true countless times.
"Please m-mistress. Stop! I don't want to cum to this!" If he came to this, to his own betrayal, to his worst fears coming true, what kind of man was he? But his dick was already twitching, the orgasm rolling unstoppably forward. Gina and his hated boss were discussing how she never planned to have another baby with him.
"Too late, so lets make it count, cucky." Said Renee, hands working at lightning speed, "Repeat after me: 'I love you, Gina!'."
He came so hard he saw stars in the blackness, filling the panties wrapping his cock with thick white slime. He came to his own destruction, as he moaned out "I-I love you Ginaaa!"
...
Conversation moved on to lighter topics, and Gina began to relax again. Victor could be a real charmer when he wasn't being a manipulative son of a bitch. She could see how he could be a good boyfriend. Not to her, obviously, but she was sure that he would make a lucky lady really happy someday.
It made it easier to relax that she was reaching the end of the date with no flaws at all in her act. She had played the role of pleasant date to a tee. There was no way that Victor could wiggle out of this one. She was going to secure her husband's position for him and never have to see Victor again.
But then she saw Xavier, that little asshole from her job, the one who wouldn't stop hitting on her. He was walking across the room, some bimbo on his arm. Shit. She tried to turn herself in her chair a little in the hopes that he wouldn't notice her, but it was already too late. He was walking towards her with a dopey grin on his face.
"Gina, I didn't expect to see you here tonight! This is Candy," He said, indicating the young blond woman on his arm. "And who is this?," He said, raising his eyebrows at Victor."
"I'm her date." said Victor, wiggling his eyebrows while he chewed the last piece of his veal.
"Oooohhh, you must be Daren," said Xavier, a look on his face spelling clearly that he hadn't realized that Daren was a large black man and was quickly revising some of his plans.
Victor threw his head back and laughed. "Of course not! Never compare me to that loser. I'm just the guy who takes his wife out for dinner."
Xavier was laughing too, and his dull, pretty eyes looked like they were doing a thousand calculations a minute.
"He's joking Xavier," said Gina firmly. The last thing this prick needed was encouragement in his doomed quest to get into her pants. "This is just a business dinner. We aren't on a date."
Xavier looked unconvinced. His eyes flicked back to Victor, looking for a man's confirmation that what she said was true. It made her blood boil.
"Now that hurts my feelings, honey." said Victor in a wounded voice, "I worked so hard to make this a special evening for my princess. I know why you might be ashamed of having a boyfriend when you are married, but that denial really cuts deep."
He reached a hand out to Xavier, who shook it with a firm grip. "Victor Cross, CEO of Cross Communications."
"Xavier Mason, lawyer at Feinman and Shultz. You have a fine taste in women, Mr. Cross."
Victor chuckled, "That I do Xavier, that I do. Here," he snapped open a small metal case from his pocket and handed Xavier an understated business card. "Get in touch Xavier, I have some ideas that I'd like to run by you."
"It's not true, Xavier." Said Gina as he began to walk away, "It's just a tasteless joke. I don't want you to get the wrong idea!" His only response was to wave over his shoulder.
Victor was leaning back in his chair with that old cocky grin plastered across his face.
"So close, Gina."
"No Victor, no no no. Come on!"
"I almost thought that my girlfriend was the part that you were born to play. Well luckily, it looks like you'll have a lot more opportunities to get comfortable with the role."
"It's not fair Victor! He was from my work!" Gina heard the little-girl whine creeping into her voice, but she couldn't stop it.
Victor shrugged playfully, "I don't remember carving out any exceptions, baby."
"So... So what then?"
"So now we're dating. I'm your boyfriend now."
Gina still couldn't believe that she had lost again. At a game that was so easy and rigged in her favor. It was humiliating. It was like she couldn't win against this man, like he was always above her, looking down with that smile on his face. Like no matter how she squirmed and strived, he would always be superior. She felt the burn of humiliation, compounding as she felt herself growing wet. "And what does that mean to you exactly?" she asked in a fearful voice.
"Not what you are imagining." Said Victor with a chuckle, "Unless, that is, you want to bring those fantasies to life." He reached across the table with his palm up again.
"No Victor," Gina said, without the firm decisiveness she had tried to inject the phrase with, "I won't. I'm faithful to Daren." But she tentatively reached her hand across the table and intertwined it with his.
"Fair enough, I understand." Said Victor lightly, his eyes sparkling like he was keeping a secret.
"In that case, this is what it means to me. You will give me your phone number and respond to my texts. No need for acting, just be yourself. But don't ignore me, that's bad girlfriend behavior." He said smiling and waving his finger back and forth. "You will also accept gifts from me. What girlfriend wouldn't?"
"And naturally," he said, squeezing her hand tight, "We'll go on dates. You don't have to say yes every time I ask you out, you're a busy woman with a lot going on after all. But I expect you to make time at least once a month."
Gina nodded, accepting his demands reluctantly. As long as she could keep him on the hook and interested, she could protect Daren's job and her family, she told herself.
"Would I need to tell anyone?" She asked seriously, "Because that would be a dealbreaker."
"No, that's fine," said Victor, "I get it, your reputation is important to you. You don't even need to tell Daren if you don't want to."
The meal was over, they got up and moved to the door. The attendant got her coat.
"I'm not dating you because I like you, Victor", Said Gina, grabbing him by the arm, "I'm doing this because I love Daren and this is the only way to help him."
"I believe that you believe that." Said Victor, moving close to her, invading her space with his. He really was a mountain of a muscled man. He knew how to make his dominant presence felt, just through shifting his stance. What did he mean by what he said? She felt intimidated by him, physically and mentally. It was hard to focus on the meaning of the words.
"Now, I don't think it's too much to ask my new girlfriend for a goodnight kiss, right?"
Gina opened her mouth to refuse, but he was so close. His presence overwhelmed her. His soft lips were already on hers, his strong arms around her body. His kiss was firm, forceful. His tongue flicked its way into her mouth, and she found herself gently, softly caressing the intruder with her own, appeasing... welcoming. It seemed to last forever, although it was just a moment. As he withdrew, Gina realized that she had been on tiptoes, her back slightly arched, straining into the kiss. Her nipples felt tight and hard against the confines of her bra, and her panties were hot and humid.
Victor opened the door for her and held it, gesturing to the private car which was already waiting for her.
"I'll be seeing you soon...sweetie." He said with a wink.
...
Daren came out of a stupor, arms aching, still bound to the dining room chair. At some point, Renee had removed the silk shift and tossed it on the couch.
Renee herself was still there, busily clicking and typing away on his laptop, tongue out with concentration.
She looked over at him with a smile when she saw that he was moving.. "Awww, look who's up! You know, I've heard some guys say that they came so hard they passed out, usually after I've texted them a few pics," She said with a wink, "But this is the first time I've seen it, puppy. I had to check to make sure you didn't have a heart attack."
"What are you doing on my computer?"
Renee looked up with a warning look. "I know you are a little out of it puppy, but be more polite."
"What are you doing on my computer, Miss Cross." He said in a contrite voice.
"Better. I am getting you all set up for our training program, puppy. She turned the screen around so that he could see it, and started flipping through the tabs. 'Wife Tamers' 'White Chicks, Dark Dicks' 'Cuck Diaries', everything you need." She waved around a credit card with a smile before slipping it back in her purse. "No more free stuff for you, I got you premium subscriptions to all the relevant sites I could find, my treat. I even got you this one, just as a palate cleanser." She quickly showed him the last tab "Naughty Daddy" before closing the computer with a snap.
"Now, I'm going to leave you this," she said, waving a sheet with neat handwriting, "It's every site I signed you up for. Luckily I was able to get the same username and password on each one. She held up the sheet so that he could see."
User: Puppycuck
Pass: <3MissCross
"Don't lose this, and for sure don't let your wife see it!"
"But wait. Wait. I don't need those."
"Weren't you listening when I was explaining to you puppy? Well, I guess you probably were a little distracted. We need you to jerk off to your pervy cuck fantasies as much as you can! I want you to be thinking about my dad and your wife doing the deed every other thought!, I want you wanking off your little dick to how you imagine they will fuck whenever you are alone! That's the only way we can pump up your horny jealousy to the level where you can satisfy your wife in bed, and maybe even make you brave enough to tell my dad to fuck off."
Daren shook his head. He wasn't totally convinced.
"I mean, tonight was a great start, puppy! Look at all the cummies you squirted out! You must have been soooo jealous and turned on." She pointed at his crotch, and he realized with shame and discomfort that the slimy, sodden panties were still wrapped around his now flaccid penis.
"You had better find a secret place to throw those out by the way, puppy." Said Renee with a disgusted grimace. "I can't imagine Cassie would be too happy if she found her panties that way."
Daren looked up in shock. "What did you say?! These are C-cassie's?"
Renee shrugged, with a confused look. "Yeah Mr. H. I just grabbed the closest ones I could find. It was just for the sensation. It doesn't matter whose panties they were, puppy, it's not like you were thinking about Cassie while I was using them."
Daren looked troubled. What she was saying seemed right, but he couldn't help but feel a line had been crossed there.
Renee walked over to him and unbound him.
"I have to leave, puppy, your wife will be back before long. I will be in touch soon. I found your cell number, wait for my text." She gave a flirty wave, and walked out the door, leaving him rubbing his wrists, and a few minutes later, peeling the slimy panties off his dick with distaste.
...
That night, when his wife returned, Daren had the first wild passionate sex with Gina that they had had in a long time. Daren was much more aggressive than usual, and Gina responded enthusiastically, moaning her way to orgasm before Daren came, joyfully and without dark feelings, deep in her pussy. It was a great moment for both of them, Gina mentally confirming to herself with smugness that losing to Victor again had changed nothing about her marriage, and Daren realizing with wonder that maybe Renee was on to something with her little training plan.
Both of them were wrong
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"Hmmm..." said the young, blond teacher, putting her hand to her chin, pretending to be deep in thought.
She was standing in front of a crude painting of a man holding a football, and Tyler Carlson stood nervously to the side. He was close to passing, and if Miss Uden was merciful, then he would earn his credit and stay on the football team.
Miss Uden's flashing green eyes turned to Tyler, her lip slightly curled up into a sneer. His heart sank: he saw no mercy there.
"I see no inspiration. No talent. No understanding of the principles we've been learning about all semester." She said in a cruel voice. Tyler heard giggles from the girls and arty guys that filled the rest of the class. They loved to see their school's quarterback get knocked down a peg.
"Well, class, what grade do we think that this masterpiece deserves?" Asked Miss Uden with a sweep of her arms. She was wearing one of her usual baggy, flowing sweaters, which added extra dramatic flair to her arm movements.
The class erupted in boos, making a flush of anger creep into Tyler's cheeks.
"Well, Tyler," said Miss Uden smugly, her beautiful, delicate face twisted into a gloating smile, "It looks like the class has spoken." She grabbed a thick red marker from her desk and walked to the painting, uncapping the marker and drawing a fat "F" across it, ruining the artwork.
"Better luck next semester." She said tauntingly, walking with a sway of her hips back to her desk and sitting in triumph.
Tyler swore then and there that he would get his revenge on Miss Uden for this public humiliation if it was the last thing he did.
...
Faria finished counting the money and leaned back in her chair.
"Why don't you tell me a little bit more about the situation." She said, rolling her shoulders and stretching her long, shapely neck. It had been a late night last night, finishing up a job for her last client, and she was a little tired and sore.
The young man in front of her scowled. "I paid you the money, right? Shouldn't that be enough?"
Faria sighed and shook her head, tapping well manicured nails on the shining hardwood desk. "Mr.... Carlson, was it? My gifts are highly in demand. I only take cases that... interest me on a personal level. I thought yours sounded promising, but I can still walk away at this point. And I will, honey, if you don't give me the details I asked for."
The square-jawed young man across the desk from her rolled his eyes, but launched into his explanation. "I'm paying for you to use your...techniques on Lily Uden."
"And what is your relationship to this woman?"
"She teaches art at my school. I had her last semester."
Faria chuckled. Another senior who was a little too hot for teacher. It wasn't the first time she had seen it in her client requests. "And why do you feel you need revenge on Miss Uden?" She drawled lazily. The sullen Mr. Carlson was correct, he had already sent this information to Faria when he made his request, but hearing it in person was an important part of the decision process.
"She has some sort of grudge against people who play sports." Carlson snapped irritably, "she purposefully set me up to fail her class so that I would get kicked off the football team."
Faria clicked her tongue. "A very bad teacher, then."
"Exactly."
"But that's not the whole story," said Faria, leaning across her desk and with a teasing smile, "You don't pay ten thousand dollars to someone like me to correct a bad grade. There's an element of..." Faria's mouth quirked up into a mocking sneer, "...Lust here, isn't there, Mr. Carlson?"
Carlson blushed red and looked away. Awww, he's embarrassed, thought Faria. Well, he ought to be if he truly desires my services. Carlson shrugged. "Yeah, I mean, she's hot, ok?"
"Show me." Faria always asked her clients to bring a photo of their requested person. She found that the choice of photo often revealed as much about the client as the target.
Carlson avoided her eyes, silently navigating to a picture on his phone and passing it across the desk.
A cute young woman stuck her tongue out at the camera between her smiling teeth, an arm thrown over her shoulder, indicating that this had been cut from a larger group photo. Her delicate, almost elfin features combined with the expression to give a mischievous, flirty vibe to the picture. Her thick honey-blond hair hung braided over her shoulder, and was held back with a kerchief. It was a candid beach photo, and Faria immediately saw why it had grabbed the young man's attention. Lily Uden had some of the most magnificent breasts that Faria had ever seen, and she had seen quite a few. They were massive, but also looked firm and well shaped. In the picture, Miss Uden was wearing a dark green bikini that would have normally been quite modest. Unfortunately for her, whoever had thrown their arm over her shoulder had skewed her bikini top just enough to reveal the barest sliver of pink areola sneaking past the edge of the dark green material. The combination of innocence and sexiness in the photo was enough to send any man wild. Or any woman of a certain inclination.
"One of her friends posted it on Instagram, and one of the boys found it before it got taken down," explained Tyler sheepishly.
Faria handed his phone back. She thought for a moment. The request certainly seemed to fit her criteria. The scenario excited her, which was obviously the most important factor. She also required that the target had genuinely wronged the client. That would take a little more research. The last criteria was critical as well. She had to see that the client was truly passionate about their dark desire for the target.
"And what is it you want me to do, Mr. Carlson?" She asked in a formal tone.
"Ummm," Said the young man, looking confused, "I want you to hypnotize her for me. Isn't that what I'm paying you for?"
Faria clicked her tongue. Such a crass young man. "I mean," she said impatiently, "What is the result that you want? How do you want me to influence her?"
Faria thought the young man would let her down for a moment, but then she saw the familiar dull light of perverted lust burning in his eyes.
"I want her humiliated, like I was. I want her to beg for forgiveness in the most depraved way possible, only for me to say no. I want her in my power. I want to see her get knocked down off her pedestal and look up to see me above her. I want to feel that cow's tits in my hands and hear her moan for more."
"Fantastic." Said Faria with a wide, shining smile.
...
Faria found it easy to slip into any place she chose. Her shiny black hair and tanned complexion allowed her to pass for Greek, Arabic, Latina, Italian, or others. She had even managed to leave people with the impression that she was Thai once, with some clever makeup.
Today she had chosen a simple professional suit. Faria left the school secretaries with the vague impression that she was some sort of social worker checking up on a student, and effortlessly led them to forget to sign her into the visitor log. It was important to cover her tracks as much as possible: if she was able to pull off what she had planned for this target, it might be a good idea to leave a low profile.
Faria waited in the staff lounge for a few minutes until the bell rang for the end of the day, then made her way up to Miss Uden's room, nodding forgettably to the students and staff that she passed.
As Faria walked into the airy, bright art classroom, Lily Uden was bent at the waist, reaching for a paintbrush which had fallen behind a table. It should have been a magnificent view of her ass, but it was spoiled slightly by the fact that Lily was wearing baggy overalls. As she straightened, the young teacher realized that she had a guest, and whirled with an apologetic smile. "Oh my gosh! I'm so sorry! Didn't hear you come in!" She had a long sleeve shirt under her overalls, and her hair, like in the photo, was braided and held back in a kerchief, which must be a signature look of hers. There was a splotch of yellow paint on one of her cheeks. The effect, Faria had to admit, was adorable. But it was clear that the nip slip at the beach was completely out of character for her. She looked like she might have even had to be talked into wearing the bikini, if this is what she considered normal clothes.
"What can I do for you?" asked Lily, bringing the brush to a sink and rinsing it as she talked over her shoulder. "Are you a parent?" Lily's brows furrowed a little as she realized that Faria looked far too young to be the mother of one of her students. "Err, I mean... sister of one of my students?"
"No, no, no." Said Faria smoothly, a cool appraising look on her face as she studied the contours of Lily's body, "Nothing like that. I'm actually part of a new district program. Stress levels have been through the roof in education these past few years. I'm just going around to classrooms to check in with teachers and do a little on-the-spot counseling."
Lily flicked the brush and set it down to dry on a ratty old towel, drying her hands off as she turned with a confused expression on her face. "Wow? Really? I would never have thought the principal would pay for something like that. Not that I'm complaining!" She added with an apologetic smile.
Faria smiled back, closely observing Lily's facial expressions, her body language, her tone and cadence of speech. The more information she could gather before attempting her technique, the easier it would be. "Well, are you interested in a short session?"
"Right now?" said Lily, looking thoughtful, "I'm not sure that I would have the time today. You see, I have to get to..."
Faria felt like she had enough information for a mild push. She had no interest in scheduling for a later date.
"I think that you shouldn't put it off, Lily. There's no time like the present." The words would have sounded strange to anyone but Lily, somewhat slurred and lisping. The tone was unusual as well, sounding more angry than persuasive. Faria's voice was her instrument, and she had controlled it precisely to interfere with Lily's mind.
"How did you... know... my...." Lily started objecting, but the voice had already begun its work, causing her face to cloud over with a familiar look of stunned confusion, "....name?" She finished the sentence, but her tone made it clear she didn't really remember what she had been asking. Faria watched as the outside idea planted by her voice slowly took root in Lily's head. Too slowly. Sloppy. Faria had been forced to push Lily a little before fully analyzing her mental state and personality. She would have to be more careful next time. Well, it looked like it had worked regardless. The confusion on Lily's face passed like a cloud uncovering the sun, and she continued the conversation with no acknowledgment of her brief lapse into silence.
"You know what? There's no time like the present. It's been a stressful day, and I should prioritize my mental health." She said warmly, giving Faria a sunny smile, "Should I close the door?"
"No, I think it will be more fun if we leave it open," Replied Faria with a wink.
What a strange comment, reflected Lily.
"Well, anyway thank you for coming to see me, Miss..."
"You can call me Faria." Said the enigmatically smiling woman, extending a slim tan hand to shake. Lily took the hand, finding Faria's grip to be firmer than she was expecting.
"What a pretty name! Is that your first name?... Or your last?" Asked Lily.
"Neither." Said Faria brusquely, "It's a pseudonym." She turned and sat behind the teacher's desk, motioning for Lily to bring over a stool from one of the tables. It was strangely rude for the strange woman to take Lily's seat like it was her rightful place. Lily tried not to be offended as she hauled over a stool to sit in front of the teacher's desk. "Why would a therapist need a pseudonym?" Wondered Lily out loud as she sat.
"Why indeed?" Said Faria with a sphinx's smile, "You said today was a stressful day. Tell me why." Faria spoke in a voice that Lily found a little too demanding. Well, she strongly felt like this was something that she shouldn't put off, so Lily began explaining with an exasperated sigh.
"Oh, I don't know. I have these boys in my class. They just don't take art seriously. They don't have the artistic drive that I want to see in my students. Today, of course, when they saw their grades for the semester, they suddenly raised a big fuss. I had to speak to them, then their parents, then the football coach, then the principal. It's been a mess."
"So why not back down?" Asked Faria, staring deep into Lily's eyes, "Why not just, you know, pick your battles?"
Lily snorted, and her lip curled slightly with disgust. "With this sort of boy, you can't give them an inch. They think they are God's gift to the world, and they are just shocked when you don't bow down and kiss their feet. I refuse to play along with their little fantasy, unlike the rest of the school." Lily looked a little surprised at herself. "Oh shoot, sorry! I guess I'm a little more frustrated than I thought. That went a little too far."
Faria cheered internally. It may have been a little too far, but it was just what she had needed to get a lock on Lily's thought processes. She stretched back, and lifted her feet to rest her sensible heels on the teacher's desk, getting a little dirt on some papers as she did so.
"Hey now!" Said Lily, her brows knitting, "Please don't put your dirty feet..."
Faria cut her off. "Silence, Lily."
This time the voice was pitched perfectly. Lily's mouth shut with an audible snap, almost catching her tongue between her teeth. Dull Confusion clouded over Lily's face once again. Faria reveled in her power. The rush of control truly never got old.
"From now on, when I tell you to do something in my normal speaking voice, you will feel compelled to obey." Faria said in her strange, slithery voice. "Now nod." Lily's head bobbed up and down, her face still vague and unfocused.
"Perfect." Said Faria with a cruel smile, " I think it's better if you stand, Lily. When we both sit, it's almost like we are equals. That won't do." Lily got to her feet and stood, twisting her hands and fidgeting like a nervous school girl. She was already completely under Faria's control.
"Now then, we are going to have a conversation, so I need you sharp. On the snap of my fingers, you are going to return to your normal state of mind, but you will still obey me. Most importantly, I need you to answer all of my questions truthfully." She held her fingers up, watched as Lily's dull eyes focused on them, then snapped. Lily's eyes leapt back into bright focus, moving to Faria's face with a look of shock and horror. She took a step back, prompting Faria to snap, "Stay right where you are, Miss Uden."
Lily froze, breathing heavily. Her jaw was tight, still being forced to obey the "Silence" command. The heavy breathing was doing interesting things to her massive chest, even concealed beneath multiple layers. Faria paused. She should really get straight to business... but what was the harm in a little self-indulgence?
"Ok, Miss Uden. We've done a little mental inspection. Now I think it's time to take a closer look at you physically. Roll those ridiculous overalls down to your waist." Lily looked like she had swallowed something sour as she hesitantly slipped both straps off her shoulders and pushed the overalls down to her waist, exposing her long-sleeved undershirt, puffed out magnificently by her large breasts.
Faria let out her deep, musical laugh. "Now the shirt, honey. Roll it up." Lily's eyes darted wildly. Although she couldn't turn around after being told to stay where she was, she was clearly trying to look behind her, to the open door of the classroom.
Faria leaned forward, "I told you it would be more fun with the door open." She said in a stage whisper. It wasn't that long after school, and occasional people could still be seen walking down the hallway past the open door.
Lily's fingers began to betray her. Bound by the command that Faria had just given her, they gripped the hem of her undershirt and began to pull it up, first exposing a tender, pale belly to the open air of the classroom.
Seeing that Lily was starting to hyperventilate, Faria intervened. "Calm down Lily." She watched as the command worked against and finally triumphed over Lily's instincts, and the young teacher began breathing evenly again as her shirt rose to reveal the underside of a comfortable-looking cream-colored bra.
Faria opened a drawer in the teacher's desk and rummaged around as she spoke. "Well, it's a good news, bad news situation, Lily." She found what she was looking for: a pair of strong-looking shears used to cut cardboard. "The bad news, for you at least, is that you are about to show me your beautiful naked titties."
Faria rose from the desk and clicked her way over to stand in front of the teacher, who now stood with her arms holding her shirt above the huge, creamy expanse of her full-coverage bra. She slid the sharp shears up between the cups of the bra, preparing to cut. "The good news is: your back is to the door, so if you stay really still and quiet, maybe you can get through this without anyone noticing you've been stripped in your own classroom."
*SNIP*
*SNIP*
*SNIP*
With three swift movements of the shears, Faria cut the cups apart, then severed the straps on top of each cup. She savored the reveal as she slowly pulled the bra free.
If anything, the beach photo had sold Lily's breasts short.
They were massive and well shaped, defying gravity to stand jiggling and proud in the bright light of the classroom skylights. The large nipples were a delicate shade of pink that matched harmoniously with Lily's pale skin. They began to harden in the cool classroom air. Lily's face had become pink as well, and she darted her eyes around to avoid meeting Faria's gaze.
"Jesus Christ, honey." Said Faria, in awe. "You really won the genetic lottery with these. I had half assumed that you must have gotten some work done, even though you don't seem like the type." Although her tits were massive, they had the shape and hang that could only mean they were natural.
Faria stepped close, slipping an arm around Lily's waist, gently rubbing the small of Lily's back. Lily looked up at Faria, an almost defiant look in her eyes.
"I bet your back hurt a lot though, huh girl?" Faria looked down reverently at the huge, perfect tits. What the hell. She had come this far. She really couldn't resist.
Faria placed her head between Lily's breasts, nuzzling her face against the soft skin of her tits. She felt the soft, but firm weight of the teacher's breasts, and smelled Lily's scent of soap, detergent, and clean sweat. It smelled like innocence. As she pulled away, she took one last indulgence, popping one of Lily's engorged nipples into her mouth and sucking hard enough to lift the breast slightly as she pulled away. The rough sensation pulled a moan part way between pleasure and pain from Lily's throat.
Faria wiped her mouth on the back of her hand, winked at Lily, and stalked back behind the desk to sit down. "Now then, let's talk."
Lily began to roll her shirt down over her now-braless tits, but Faria raised a finger to stop her. "Ah ah ah!" She scolded teasingly, "Why don't you let those monsters get some air. Consider it an incentive to keep your voice down. You can speak now by the way."
"How are you doing this?" Asked Lily, barely above a whisper.
"It's my special talent, dear." Said Faria dismissively, checking her nails, "I've just always been able to do it. I can't explain it to someone who doesn't have the talent."
"And... w-what do you want from me?" Said Lily nervously. Outside the door, feet away, a student walked past the open door, his head down, focused on his phone.



"For now? I want you to answer some questions." Enough playtime, thought Faria, time to get back to business. "Firstly, and most importantly: did you fail Tyler Carlson on purpose?"
Lily looked like she wanted to remain silent, but Faria's control wouldn't allow it. Faria had to stifle a laugh. The young teacher just looked so ridiculous standing there, arms raised to lift her shirt, exposing her naked tits to a strange woman in her own classroom. Faria was sure it must be humiliating, although she wasn't very experienced with that emotion herself.
"Yes." Said Lily through gritted teeth.
"Explain"
"I purposefully withheld useful explanations from him on how to complete assignments, and I graded him harshly based on the subjective quality of his art. It was easy." Lily looked horrified that she was spilling all of this information, but couldn't stop herself. Faria was a little surprised. She had thought it was more likely that Mr. Carlson was lying. Lily just seemed like too sweet of a person. Well it goes to show you never can tell.
"Why did you fail him?"
"I hate jocks. I take any chance I can get to hurt them." Said Lily simply, her mouth set in a firm line. It would have been more impressive without her tits hanging freely beneath her grim expression.
"Why do you hate them so much?"
"I had... bad experiences with jocks in high school."
Faria leaned forward. Now things are getting interesting. "I see. Explain."
Lily sighed and looked unhappy. She clearly didn't want to discuss this. "They mocked my appearance. They came up with a cruel nickname for me, and by the end of senior year, everyone was using it. I even heard a teacher use it once."
This was a crucial detail. "What was the nickname?"
Lily's eyes squinted and she turned red. Faria realized with a thrill that Lily was fighting the hardest that she had so far to avoid answering the question. She was fighting back even harder than she did against the command to expose her tits. Whatever this nickname was, it was central to Miss Uden's hatred of jocks.
Lily could only fight back for so long. Faria's control was ironclad.
"Udders" She said in a broken whisper.
"What's that, honey?" Chirped Faria with false cheerfulness, "I couldn't hear you!"
"Udders!" choked Lilly, burning with shame, "Lily Udders."
Faria smiled with glee. Well, it was great intel, but she needed Lily to be a bit more composed, so she had better take down the temperature a bit.
"Forget the last part of the conversation dear, the part that upset you." Said Faria breezily, and snapped her fingers. Lily looked momentarily confused, then she blinked and looked back to Faria. "What were we talking about?"
"I think I have all the information I need to make a decision." Said Faria, "The request meets all the criteria, the money has been paid, and so I am ready to proceed." She clapped her hands together as if they both had something to celebrate.
Lily looked confused and disturbed. "What? What do you mean? Request?"
Faria rose again and walked over to Lilly, grinning widely. "Nothing you need to worry your pretty little head over, sugar-tits!" She gave Lilly's right breast a light slap to punctuate the sentence, drawing a yelp from Lily. "Just one more formality we need to take care of before I begin."
Faria cleared her throat and gave her standardized speech, "By requesting my services to be performed on you, my client has wronged you at least as much as you have wronged them. Therefore I will offer you a chance to escape what is about to happen. The fee charged to my client in this instance was $10,000. If you are willing to double that price, I will offer you the chance to simply walk away, or craft a reversed punishment for him. Are you interested?"
Lily hesitated for a moment. She seemed to realize that the offer was important, even though she wasn't completely following what was happening. In the hall, two teachers passed, so wrapped up in their loud, laughing conversation that they didn't see what was happening in the classroom. Lily flinched upon hearing their voices, causing her tits to wobble amusingly.
"$20,000 dollars?" She said weakly, "I mean, I can't. My rainy day fund only has a thousand in it right now..."
Faria shook her head in mock sympathy. "That's too bad, Miss Udders." Lily flinched again as she heard the hated nickname. "I mean Uden, sorry, slip of the tongue. Cover up those sweater puppies, honey," said Faria with a hungry smile, "Let's move somewhere a little more comfortable for this next part."
...
Lily squirmed uncomfortably on the old leather sofa in the teacher's lounge, making the stiff black material squeak and crunch slightly with her movements.
Faria neatly folded Miss Uden's panties and placed them on the pile with the rest of her clothes: next to Faria, across the room from the unfortunate teacher.
"That's better. Comfy?" Said Faria with a professional smile, crossing her long smooth legs and leaning forward.
Lily mutely shook her head, causing her big tits to jiggle like jelly on her chest. Her face was white with anxiety, and her eyes were locked on the door to the hallway. Most People had left the building at this point, but there was still a real chance that a staff member staying late could walk in at any moment and see Lily Uden completely naked, laid out on the uncomfortable sofa. Has the janitor cleaned this room already? Thought Faria. Ah well, we'll find out together.
In reality, the danger was much less than Lily imagined. Faria could easily remove the memory of anyone who walked in if she thought it would cause an issue. She did nothing to reassure Miss Uden however. The sense of vulnerability would be helpful for the programming process.
"Now." Said Faria, clapping her hands to bring Lily's attention back to her. "Time to get started. Let's talk about classroom discipline. How do you handle it if a young man is defiant in your class?"
Lily didn't hesitate. "I refuse to give him any leeway. Students love to test teachers to see how much they can get away with. I would crack down immediately and harshly. He wouldn't like me afterwards, but he would respect me." She shifted awkwardly on the couch, causing part of her gently sweating body to audibly peel away from the leather. Faria had commanded her to leave her tits in plain sight, but hadn't mentioned her pussy. Her hands were planted firmly in her lap as though trying to preserve a shred of modesty.
"Hmmmm. Interesting." Said Faria, scribbling on a legal pad. "I think we have some good material there. I'm going to put you into programming mode now Lily. I need you to relax. Arms gently at your sides. Breath deep, even breaths. Close your eyes."
Lily obeyed the commands, and immediately fell into a near-sleep state. Faria moved her chair closer to the sofa, speaking in a soothing voice all the while.
"Everyone has certain set ways of seeing the world." She explained, sitting down and smoothing Lily's hair back from her forehead, "Patterns of thought you might call them. They are a big part of what makes us who we are." It was totally unnecessary to explain this, but she had always enjoyed talking at a captive audience. It was part of what made her job more fun.
"I'm about to get inside your pretty little head and change some of those patterns of thought," crooned Faria, looking down at the nude woman under her control. "It's pretty exciting! It's like a whole new you is being born!" Lily's eyes moved back and forth behind her eyelids as though searching for an escape. "I will tell you what. Just to be safe, I want you to save a snapshot of your current self way down inside your mind, hidden away until I want to bring you back."
"I want you to sink deeper and deeper into calmness. Your mind is totally open. Totally receptive. Totally submissive. First, we are going to make that backup copy."
"I want you to hide away this version of yourself. Deep in your mind, sleeping without dreams. This current version of your mind will wake up and take over when you hear me say the word..." Faria smiled with satisfaction, "Moocow."
"Nod when you are finished." Faria waited for Lily to absorb the complex mental command. Finally, the subdued teacher gave a dreamy, slow nod.
"Let's proceed. When I next speak using my talent, I will be speaking your new thoughts out loud. These new thoughts will replace the old ones completely. This new way of thinking will come naturally to you. They will be your deeply held convictions."
"Now repeat after me." Said Faria, and took a deep breath.
"It is far more important to be liked by my students than to be respected."
"...than to be respected." Lily's lips were barely moving, and her voice came out quieter than a whisper.
"It isn't worth it to fight with my students. If they contradict me, it is easier to just agree with them."
"...agree with them." Lily Breathed.
Faria leaned forward and snapped her fingers in front of Lily's face. "Wake up!"
Lily's startlingly green eyes opened slowly. "Huh? What's happening? Are we done?"
"Awww, sorry honey, not yet," said Faria, patting Lily on a pale,naked thigh. "We have a few more rounds of questions and programming to go before you are all done."
Faria rested her hand on the thigh she had patted and rubbed gently.
"Now... This next question may be a bit harder..."
....
Several weeks after meeting with Faria, Tyler Carlson received a large, thick envelope in the mail, with a small logo of a brain covered by a spiral pattern in its center. His mother was curious about it, but he made up some lame excuse about it being university promo materials as he hurried up to his room to read.
Inside the envelope was a professional-looking folio bound in black leather. On the first page was a short letter.
Dear Mr. Carlson,
I am happy to report that your requested mental remodeling of Miss Lily Uden has been completed successfully with no complications.
Please note that, while all necessary mental suggestions have been implanted already, some will take time and development on your part to be fully realized. I have arranged for you and some other failed art students to be scheduled into a special remedial art class with Miss Uden, which should give you ample time and opportunity to develop Miss Uden to your satisfaction.
The following material represents a step by step, fool proof guide to obtaining the results for which you hired me. If you fail to follow the steps correctly, I can not guarantee the results requested. It is imperative that you do not skip ahead through steps, or try to force results too early.
You will notice that the final step has been left blank except for a note asking you to contact me. I envision this process taking place over the course of the semester, and I have a grand finale planned for the end of your class. I have taken some steps to make sure that it will be difficult for anyone to detect what is going on, but please use discretion as much as possible. My talents can only do so much.
Thank you for your patronage, Mr. Carlson. I hope that you enjoy your semester.
Faria
So Faria's work was already complete? He had walked past Miss Uden in the hall yesterday, and she had given him the same annoyed look as usual, not looking any different. Maybe it had to do with this development that Faria had mentioned. He turned the page to the first page of instructions.
The page read "1. The First Week" across the top in bold letters. The rest of the page consisted of several bullet points.
Luckily for you and the boys in your class, Miss Uden has been reprogrammed into a total pushover! It will be very difficult for her to refuse your requests or prevent you from misbehaving. Start slowly at first, but ensure that you and your friends push harder and harder over time, as this will work to enforce her conditioning. Before too long, she won't turn down any request. In short: I have ensured that Miss Uden will give you an inch. Make sure that you take a mile.
The more sexually charged you can make the classroom, the better. Dirty jokes, offhand comments about your teacher's body, indecent requests. All of these will set the tone that we want. As noted above, begin slowly with this and ramp up over time to ensure best results and to keep your poor teacher from getting spooked.
The rest of the page was blank. That was it? Just misbehave and make Miss Uden uncomfortable with crude remarks? Tyler smirked. He could manage that.
...
Lily Uden checked the roster of her new class once again. She knew in the back of her mind that this last minute schedule change should have made her furious. These students on the list were all Senior boys in their last semester of school. They had all failed her class previously, and had nearly all been terrible trouble makers in class. She should have been filled with dread and annoyance.
So why was she filled with... nervous excitement? She didn't know. Maybe she was just in an unusually good mood. Regardless, class would be starting soon. Lily nervously shuffled some papers on her desk and waited for the bell to ring..
The boys in her new class entered in groups of one or two, loudly laughing and joking. As the bell rang to start class, they paid no attention, continuing their loud conversations without pause. Typical. She expected such disrespect from this particular group of boys. Well she had dealt with disrespectful classes before. She was sure she could handle it. Lily did notice, however, an odd energy in the class. Some of the boys were talking in low, excited voices to their friends while looking in her direction. The whole thing made her a bit nervous. Were they talking about her? She subtly adjusted the fit of her sweater. Whenever she caught a sidelong glance from an older boy, she always assumed it was about her breasts. Boys were obsessed with them. The thought of her students ogling her body made her skin crawl.
Well, she had let this talking go on for long enough. She stood and clapped her hands together, giving her best teacher's smile and projecting her voice. "Ok students, it's time for class!"
None of the boys stopped talking or even looked at her. Her stomach dropped. It was surreal. It was humiliating. Even in a class of troublemakers, some of them should have at least looked up when she spoke. She felt a flare of annoyance. Well, if that was the way it was going to be, then she would have to get tough and put these boys in their place. She put her hands on her hips and prepared to lash out with her strongest "mean teacher" voice.
She took a deep breath.... and nothing came out. Somehow, it felt wrong to yell at these boys. It would be starting the semester off on the wrong foot. She had always thought that it was extremely important for her students to like her: it was much more important than being respected. She would have to find some other way of getting them to pay attention.
"Ummm..." She said softly, twisting her hands nervously in front of her, "It would be really great if all you boys could be quiet for a second." The boys continued laughing and talking. In one corner, two boys were playfully shoving each other, harder and harder. Another group was watching a video being played aloud on a phone, a female voice could be heard moaning over the phone speakers. No one paid the slightest amount of attention to her.
A blush began to burn on Lily's cheeks. She felt a wave of powerlessness. She was a teacher! She should be able to do this! She tried to think back to how she had handled rowdy classes in the past, but she drew a blank. The boys continued to do whatever they wanted, and every moment she stood there, Miss Uden felt more and more foolish and weak.
Finally, one of the boys cleared his throat, and the other boys rapidly settled down, turning to focus their attention on him. Lily saw with dismay that it was Tyler Carlson. In many ways he was her worst enemy. She had successfully failed him last semester, yet here he was, with a smug look on his face. She wished that it had been anyone other than him who had come to her assistance.
"Hey guys, it looks like our teacher is trying to speak. Let's hear her out." He said confidently. The rest of the boys were raptly paying attention to him, the clear leader. "Go ahead," He said, nodding to Lily, "You have permission to speak."
Lily felt a surge of annoyance. This little shit was clearly making a power play, acting like he was in charge of the class instead of her. She would have to put him in his place, or he would be a nightmare... No. No, that was wrong, wasn't it? She had to make sure that the students liked her, and biting the head off of their leader on the first day wouldn't help. She felt like maybe she should just... go with the flow. What did it matter if Tyler looked stronger and more competent than her?
"Th-thank you Tyler." She said with a sickly smile. He nodded back to her, smug look still plastered across his face. The rest of the class gave each other knowing grins, and Lily's stomach sank again.
She needed to push forward. "All of you have struggled in my art classes before. This class is designed to allow you to make up the points that you missed. Because you are all making up for different courses, this special remedial course will include a broad sampling of artistic techniques including clay modeling, photography, and painting. It will be a lot of hard work, but you should all be able to make up for any classes you failed." She had practiced this speech in her head, and although it came out a bit shakier than she had planned, she felt like she was getting back into the swing of things. "Now, to keep things simple, we are going to be focusing on still life subjects this semester." She gestured towards a bowl of apples that she had set on her desk. "Now, why don't we start by..."
"Miss Uden." Said Tyler Loudly, cutting her off abruptly. A smirk crossed his face. "Actually, that sounds a little too formal. I'm just going to call you Lily."
All of her previous students had used "Miss Uden", at her insistence. It had seemed vital to create a distance of respect and authority between teacher and student, but she couldn't remember why that had seemed so important to her before. Respect wasn't the most important thing in the world, after all.
"That's ummm... that's fine, Tyler." She murmured sheepishly, seeing some of the boys smiling and elbowing each other, amused that she had given in so easily.
"Well Lily," said Tyler Carlson, leaning back in his chair and crossing his arms. "I don't think apples are going to keep my interest. What do you think, boys?" The rest of the students, on cue, launched into jeers and boos. "I think we should focus on something much more interesting. The human body." At this, the rest of the class cheered and laughed in agreement.
"W-well..." stuttered Lily, "Capturing the human body can be really complex, I don't know if..."
"But we are reeeeally interested in the human body, Lily." Said Tyler, letting his eyes travel slowly down his teacher's curves, then back up to her eyes, "We want to understand it better."
Lily fought the urge to use her hands to cover her body as the rest of the boys followed Tyler's example and openly leered at her. She was wearing a thick sweater and jeans, so there was nothing her hands could cover that wasn't already well-hidden. She always wore very conservative clothes to school to avoid this very issue. But it wasn't worth starting a fight over. High school boys would be high school boys.
Well, if switching topics would make the class like her more, then she saw no reason to refuse.
"Sure. We can focus on human subjects this semester." She said with a smile. Tyler matched it with a smile of his own, one considerably crueler and sharper.



Lily struggled to get back on track with the sudden shift in subject matter. "Well, our original plan for the first class was for you to attempt to sketch this bowl of apples, just so that I could get a sense of what skills you are bringing in" She said, gesturing to the bowl on the desk. "But, umm, it seems like we have a change of plans. I just want you to grab a sheet of paper and try to draw a human subject. A face, a body, even part of a body. Don't worry about drawing fine art today, just do your best. I will be circulating to give you some pointers." Humiliatingly, the boys looked to Tyler first, waiting for him to nod before accepting her directions and beginning the assignment.
Lily sat at her desk for a moment, taking a deep breath. This wasn't going as she had hoped at all. It was just the first part of the first class, and she already felt like she had lost control. Not to mention the hungry looks that the boys had been giving her body. Normally, that would have made her disgusted, but for some reason, today it was making her feel a little... hot and bothered. What was wrong with her? Maybe her hormones were out of whack. She would just have to break out her vibrator when she got home and work off some of this misplaced horniness. Well at least the students were working. She gave them five minutes to get started, then began to circulate.
She stopped by the desk of Tommy Nelson first. He was the star lineman for the school football team, one of Tyler's teammates. Everyone called him "Brick", in reference both to his physique and his intelligence. Lily disliked him almost as much as Tyler, but it hadn't required any trickery at all to fail him when he had taken her class.
He was crudely drawing an enormous erect penis and balls, with sperm spurting out of the end. He saw she was looking and chuckled "I call this one 'self-portrait'" he said, grinning.
"Tom, I think you should, uh... focus on a different human subject," she said uneasily.
"Why? I want to draw this." Said Brick bluntly, giving her a flat stare.
"Sure. Sure." Said Lily soothingly. If Brick wanted to draw a penis, it was probably better just to let him do so, rather than run the risk that he would dislike her if she insisted. "But maybe you could, you know, try to draw it a bit more, artistically, a bit more true to life."
"Well, you're the art teacher, Lily." Said Tyler, butting in on the conversation, "I think you should give us an example."
"An Example?"
"Yes. He wants to draw a cock, you told him that his cock drawing wasn't artful. Give him an example of an artfully drawn cock." Said Tyler slowly, as if talking to someone very stupid.
"Ah.... Yes. Right. Of Course." Said Lily, sensing she had walked into a trap. Tyler gestured to the chalkboard with an "after you" Gesture.
She picked up a piece of chalk with shaking fingers, noting that the rest of the class had turned and were watching intently, with big silly grins on their faces. She glanced nervously at the small window in the door. This particular lesson would be hard to explain if anyone happened to look in.
"So!" Her voice emerged as a squeak, and she cleared her throat. "So, if we want to draw a p-penis, first, we need to consider perspective. That's a little advanced for the first day, so I will just be drawing a... I'll just be drawing it in profile." A bead of sweat dripped slowly down her face.
"Maybe you should draw it from below, looking up." Said Tyler, in a helpful tone. "You might be more familiar with that perspective." The other boys hooted and laughed, gleefully turning to Miss Uden to see what her reaction would be.
"T-tyler, that's... that's too much. I'm your teacher..." She said weakly. Something was wrong about this whole classroom atmosphere, like reality wasn't quite matching up with her expectations.
"Just a joke, Lily. Don't get upset," said Tyler, raising his hands apologetically, "you can draw the cock however you want."
It was best to just move past the crude joke, judged Lily. Maybe the students would like her more if they thought she had a good sense of humor. She continued. "A penis is a part of the human body, and should have curves when drawn rather than straight lines. Like so." She drew a quick outline of a penis on the board, tracing a slightly curved shaft that swelled outwards for the head.
"Bigger." Called out Brick, cupping his hands to increase his volume.
"Excuse me?"
"It needs to be bigger. It's a self-portrait, remember." Said Brick with a grin.
Lily sighed and shook her head. It wasn't worth fighting him on this. She erased the penis and started again, tracing a longer, thicker dick on the whiteboard.
She had barely finished before Brick called out again. "Nope, guess again, teach!"
"Come on now," She said, her voice taking on that new, pleading tone that she was beginning to hate to hear coming from her own mouth, "Bravado is great, but let's be realistic. Your p-penis certainly isn't bigger than this, Tom."
"I've been in the showers with him. He's not lying!" shouted a student in the back.
Well, if they insisted, who was she to argue? Blushing, Lily redrew the cock on last time, making it bigger than she thought was possible. Cartoonishly big. Now Brick nodded at her with a knowing look on his face, making Lily's blush grow hotter and redder. As she proceeded with the lesson, explaining how to add shading and details like veins and pubic hair, she noticed that the boys in class were completely focused and attentive. They might have nasty smirks on their faces, but maybe focusing on what they were interested in was actually a good educational strategy.
Finally, her face crimson with embarrassment, Lily finished her forced tutorial and the boys got back to work. Many of them squinting up at the board and trying to replicate her drawing. She felt a small surge of pride for sparking their interest in art.
Tyler was an exception. She avoided approaching him as long as she could, but eventually she had stopped at the desks of all the students but him. She approached him nervously. He wasn't trying to replicate the penis drawing like the rest of the students. Instead he was working on a crude drawing of a large breasted nude woman.
The poorly drawn kerchief and braid made it clear who it was supposed to depict.
Tyler turned towards her with mocking eyes. "I have a lot to learn, Lily, but the subject really interests me."
As red as a beet, Lily tried to say something, to reprimand him for being so clearly inappropriate, but she couldn't find the right words, her brain felt scrambled.
"Well... what artistic critiques do you have for me, Lily?" He said, tapping his drawing with a pencil.
He was right. Even if he was being inappropriate, she had a duty to help him improve. "The um... the b-breasts. Natural breasts aren't round and stiff like that, they're soft. Imagine two water balloons and how they would hang."
"Hmmm." Said Tyler, looking at his paper and then leering unselfconsciously at her chest. Lily felt a flutter in her stomach from the piercing blue gaze being pointed at her chest. Why was she feeling so strange today? "They look right to me. Are your tits natural, Lily?"
Lily was mortified. She should probably not answer, and tell him off for being inappropriate. But... on the other hand, it would help him to improve his art. That was supposed to be her primary goal, right? "Y-yes. They are." she said in a voice barely above a whisper, "But I'm obviously wearing a bra right now, which changes their shape significantly."
"Huh." Said Tyler, looking back down at his sketch. "I hear what you are saying, but I just can't picture it. I know!" He said, snapping his fingers, "What if you came to class tomorrow without a bra. That way, the class could see what you mean about natural tits."
"No, Tyler. I couldn't. I'm a teacher. That's totally inappropriate." It hurt that saying no might make some of the students dislike her, but his suggestion was a step too far. She looked down with apprehension to see that Tyler had a determined look in his eyes.
"Come on Lily. It clearly has an educational purpose, and it's not like you'll be naked. You'll have your shirt on the whole time."
The rest of the class chimed in too:
"Yeah, do it, Lily!"
"You'll be the coolest teacher ever."
"It will help us draw better."
Lily felt confused. It was clearly something that her students were passionate about, and today had taught her that giving in to those inappropriate passions was a way to spark their interest. But... could she really dress in a way specifically intended to help her students see the shape of her tits? She wavered. Somehow, after the way she felt today, the idea of her students looking even closer at her tits, the idea of presenting them for clearer viewing, caused a sick twist of arousal in her belly.
"Do it Lily." Said Tyler seriously, staring her in the eyes.
"Ok." Squeaked Lily, trying to avoid eye contact with the boys in the room as they whooped and cheered."But just this one time, and only for a minute, then I am going to change back."
"Well," said Tyler with cool confidence, "Come in without the bra, and I'll decide when we've seen enough."
....
A few weeks ago, Faria continued her programming session with Lily Uden...
The first bit of programming had been easy. Faria could tell that Lily was by nature a shy and reserved woman, she just had to put on a mask of authority and forcefulness to do her job. Faria had simply removed Lily's mask. The command to defer to students would probably take effect within a week or two. The next commands would be a bit more difficult. They would be breaking some deeply held taboos. Lily would have to be eased into them. She hoped that Tyler was up for the task. A failed training was much less entertaining than a successful one.
"Next question. Have you ever been attracted to your older male students?"
Lily's face twisted into a tortured grimace. Faria grinned. This expression usually meant someone was trying to force through a lie despite her command to tell the truth.
"Sometimes. A little. Purely on a physical level." Choked out Lily. She forgot about shielding her pussy from view and buried her face in her hands. "I would never act on it. Anyone who knows eighteen year old boys knows that even the best of them are horribly immature. It's just a subconscious reaction."
The forced admission had clearly taken a lot out of her. Time to push it one step further.
"This 'subconscious reaction' to your older male students. Did you have this reaction to Tyler Carlson?"
Lily groaned in shame. "Yes," She said grudgingly, "But that's a perfect example of what I mean! Tyler has an awful, immature personality. I would never want him as a romantic partner, even if he weren't my student!" Her voice had become a petulant whine by the end.
"Of course, honey." Said Faria soothingly. "We're going to go back into programming mode now. Just like before. More and more relaxed, deeper and deeper. Receptive. Vulnerable. Submissive. That's a good girl. The next words I tell you will be your new thoughts."
" Younger men are naturally more attractive. Attraction to students is natural and nothing to be ashamed of if they are over 18."
"...over 18." whispered Lily, her brows furrowing slightly. Ah yes, as expected, she was resisting this one. It would probably take some conditioning for it to fully settle into her brain.
"Maturity and personality are unimportant when choosing a partner. Physical attraction is the number one priority."
"...number one priority." Now her mouth had twisted as though she was tasting something disgusting. This new thought clearly went against some of her deeply held beliefs.
"Pushiness and confidence are sexy. When I am attracted to a man, it makes me want to submit to his desires."
"...submit..." She was having trouble finishing this one.
"Submit to his desires."
"........to his desires."
*Snap*
"Ok, good work, honey. We are making some real progress. Time for some more questions."
....
Tyler hurried back from school and ran up to his room without stopping, a wild, sick joy in his heart. He locked his door and flopped down on his bed, frantically digging through his backpack. There they were. He pulled out a pair of lavender panties and held them up in triumph.
It had been two months since Lily's training program had started, and even at this stage, Tyler was completely satisfied with the results. One only had to see what was happening in the classroom to see why he was happy...
But now, he had hit a major milestone. He quickly flipped open the folio he had gotten several months ago, and turned to the next step.
This one had a header on top that read: "Warning: Do not proceed to this step until the following criteria has been met: Lily submits to an inappropriate request with no objections whatsoever."
Tyler felt the thin, soft material of the panties between his fingers, grinning with triumph. Yesterday he had asked Lily to bring him a pair of her panties, and she had done so today without a word of objection. It was time. He had skimmed the entire folio many times, but he read the rest of the page now with the satisfaction of knowing that it would soon be happening.
Good teachers shouldn't have crushes on their students, but we both know that Lily Uden is a bad teacher. Poor Lily will, over time, develop a sweet little school girl crush on you! And the best part is, the worse that you treat her, the stronger it will get!
If you are moving on to this step, Lily should already have extreme difficulty saying no to you. Before now, you have been using your words, now, you can use your hands. That's right, if you are sure you have moved on to this step, inappropriate touch is on the table. Have fun, but keep your dick to yourself. Lily is not ready for sex acts at this point.
In short, continue your unreasonable commands, and add touching as well. You'll notice some blushing and eyelash batting from Lily. That means she is on the right track.
Tyler dropped the book and zipped down his pants. He hadn't needed porn to jerk off for months: he could just imagine what would happen next with Miss Uden. He wrapped the lavender panties around his cock and began pleasuring himself. Soon, he wouldn't need to jerk off at all.
...
Lily looked up at the clock. Just five minutes left until her last class of the day: Remedial Art. That meant it was time to change. She hurried to her supply closet where she kept the special clothes that Tyler had pressured her into wearing. It wouldn't be good if she was just halfway through changing when the boys came in. Last time that had happened, Tyler had threatened to make her teach class in whatever she had managed to put on.
She had to admit that in the past two months, the class had gotten a little out of hand. It was possible she had gone with the flow a little too much. But the results were undeniable. The creative output of the boys was huge, and her new teaching style had clearly sparked their interest. She tried not to look too hard at the clay sculptures that the boys were working on as she hurried past to the supply closet.
Once inside, she swiftly pulled her sweater over her head, followed by the shirt beneath. Her work pants were next to come off. Finally, she unhooked her bra, releasing her massive breasts into the cool air of the closet. She had to be quick. She snatched the thin white tank top that Tyler had bought for her off its hook and began her daily struggle of stuffing her enormous tits into the too-small shirt. Finally, she managed to get herself covered... barely. She looked down and surveyed her work. She hoped her nipples would behave themselves today. The slightest amount of blood flow was obvious to the entire class through the thin material. It didn't help that the class had made a game of calling out "headlights are on!" whenever they noticed. It wasn't her fault! The class was just full of strong men, always so confident... pushing her around....
The bell rang. Lily barely had time to struggle into the tiny athletic shorts (which barely covered the curve of her butt) and the knee high socks she was supposed to wear before running to the front of the room, breasts bouncing, to give the students the class greeting.
"Yay!" Cheered Lily, bouncing on her feet and clapping with a forced smile on her face, "Welcome! Welcome to class!" The humiliating ritual was apparently based on how cheerleaders welcomed the football players to the field for games. Brick had suggested it a few weeks ago, and Tyler had insisted that Lily start doing it on a daily basis to raise class morale. The boys filing in made sure to watch closely as the forced greeting routine jiggled her tightly wrapped breasts.
Tyler was the last one inside. He allowed his eyes to linger even longer than usual, then, unexpectedly, threw his arms around her and brought her into a close hug. Lily was stunned into silence. Tyler had never hugged her before, but now she could feel his hard chest pushing up against her soft breasts. "I just wanted to show you how much I appreciate the hard work you've been doing to help our class." He murmured into her ear. Awwww, that was so sweet. She had to admit that she had been paying more and more attention to Tyler lately. Sometimes she caught herself thinking about him in the shower, or when she was about to go to bed. His close physical proximity right now was for some reason causing butterflies in her stomach... Suddenly Tyler chuckled, low and soft in her ear. "Wow, Lily. Headlights are on already. What naughty thoughts have you been thinking?"
As he pulled away, she looked down with shame to see that he was absolutely correct. Well he was wrong, she hadn't been thinking anything inappropriate. It was just tough, being dressed this way in front of so many handsome young men, not to mention stupid Tyler hugging her close with his big, strong arms...
With a smirk on his face, Tyler turned away to join the other boys sitting at the tables. Lily walked meekly to the front of the classroom, eyes down, fighting the urge to hide her swelling nipples with her arm. From past experience, she knew that doing so would just draw further teasing attention to her plight.
"W-well, Tyler, may I begin?" She asked pitifully. It had become clear during the first week of class that the students would not pay her any attention until Tyler had asked them too, and recently he had begun refusing to grant permission until she had asked nicely.
"You know..." said Tyler with a cruel glint in his eye, "I've been thinking, Lily. Maybe it's better if you started calling me Mr. Carlson. It just... feels right, you know?"
The entire class turned towards her, knowing what her response would be, but anticipating it anyway. Lily blushed and fidgeted, growing aware of an uncomfortable wetness between her thighs. It was just like that crazy request for panties the other day. When Tyler looked at her with those bright blue eyes and told her what to do in that take-charge voice, it made her heart beat faster, and her belly churn. She found herself doing things she knew were a bad idea. Like debating herself to one of her students.
"P-please, Mr. Carlson," she murmured, eyes downcast, trembling with shame, "may I start class now?"
"Sure, Lily. You may begin."
Lily breathed out in relief, at least there would be no more humiliating requirements from Tyler before she could start today. "Today, we will continue work on your sculpting projects. Please retrieve your projects and begin whenever you are ready. As usual I will..." She gulped, "I will be available to assist you if you need a reference."
The class rose from their stools to retrieve their half-finished sculpture projects, and now Lily couldn't avoid seeing them clearly, whether she wanted to or not. Brick sat at his desk with a massive clay cock halfway finished. He was so focused on cocks in his artwork that for a while, Lily had thought he might be gay. The bulge in his pants during some class activities had convinced her that his fixation was more of a twisted sense of pride in his body.



The rest of the projects were even more discouraging, all of them portraying female figures in various pornographic situations and poses. It would be one thing if they were based on the boys' imagination, or even online references, but unfortunately...
"Hey Funbags, get over here." Called a surly looking boy named Calvin, "I need your help."
"Right away!" Called Lily with a cheerful smile plastered on her face. She really should discourage such nasty nicknames, but the boys seemed to like them, and she knew that being liked by students was far more important than being popular.
Lily carefully studied Calvin's sculpture. Shit. It was one of her least favorites. The clay model showed a voluptuous woman crouched down and leaning back, resting on one of her hands behind her, her legs splayed wide. The other hand grasped her crotch in a lewd invitation. She didn't even need to ask what Calvin wanted. Moved to the clear space in front of Calvin's table and crouched down, getting herself into a position that matched the obscene statue as closely as possible, wincing at the body contortions needed to match his adolescent fantasy. "Spread your legs wider." snapped the surly student as he made some minute adjustments on his model. Finally, after the whole class had gotten a good look at Lily's displayed body, Calvin waved her away with a cruel smile on his face.
By that point, other students were requesting her attention.
"I need to see that ass. Bend over, slut. No, arch your back more."
"That's right, push them together. Now, make a kissy face"
"Ok, down on your knees. Stick your tongue out. Cross your eyes. More spit: make it wetter. Perfect."
By the time she had fulfilled the list of modeling requests, she was panting, sore, and definitely felt wet between her legs from the intense scrutiny of so many horny young men. Luckily, the class had only a few minutes left.
"Lily. I need your help," came a soft,commanding voice from the back of the room. Lily closed her eyes, breathing deeply, feeling the butterflies return to her stomach. She had been hoping that she could avoid more interactions with Tyler today, she just felt so many confused, conflicting feelings about him lately. But it looked like she would have to face him.
"Right away, Mr. Carlson."
She hurried over to his table, preparing to model for his project. It was a nude woman's torso. Her torso, the breasts rendered in humiliating accuracy, as if Tyler knew her breasts intimately.
Tyler had turned out to have a real talent for art, once he had the right inspiration, and the realism of the sculpture was undeniable. Lily presented herself in front of him and prepared to help with his project like she usually did, pulling her tight tank top even tighter by gripping the back of the shirt and pulling, her tits straining against the front of the material.
"Not today, Lily." said Tyler, a mysterious smile on his face, "I have something else in mind. Turn around." Lily nervously turned her back to him, not sure exactly where he was going with this. She was now facing the rest of the class, which watched her with interest. What exactly was he doing? Working on the back of his statue? At least that would give her a break from feeling his intense gaze on her most intimate parts.
She realized her error when she felt Tyler's hands snaking around her waist as he embraced her from behind. His touch sent an electric sizzle through her senses, instantly making her bite her lip. She felt like she wanted to get away before it was too late. She felt like she wanted to fall back into his strong arms.
"I've gone past the point where a visual reference is helpful." He whispered in her ear. "I need something a little more... hands on." With that his hands slipped up beneath the hem of her tank top, lightly tracing their way across her tender belly. "Tyler... Mr. Carlson, wait." She squeaked as his hands traveled higher and higher, "I'm your teacher, we're in class it's... it's WRONG!" The last part came out as a yelp as his searching hands closed firmly on her tits, digging in with the hungry energy of a boy who's fantasy was finally coming true. His hands were still dirty from the dark clay he had been working with, and she could feel the dirty smears his fingers were making across her pale breasts as his fingers crawled over them, exploring every inch. The rest of the class was oohing and ahhing. They were envious, but couldn't help cheering on their leader in his pioneering conquest of their captive teacher. Tyler's fingers pinched and pulled at Lily's tender nipples, making them swell beneath his cruel touch; making them burn with a tingling, prickly, needy heat that Lily had never felt before. Despite her mortification, she felt small moans, building in intensity, coming from the back of her throat. Her eyes closed as she gave in to the sensation, her hand rising to tangle in her hair as she whimpered her submissive pleasure at her tormentor's grip.
Finally, after what seemed like a thousand years. Tyler's hands withdrew, leaving her tank top askew and stained from the inside with dark clay. Leaving her nipples like two chips of ice pointing in sharp relief through the material of her shirt.
Tyler stalked back to his table, retrieving his phone. "Lily, get your ass over here." He commanded.
Lily, still in a daze from Tyler's teasing hands, stumbled over, standing at attention at his side, shyly fidgeting as she waited to learn what he wanted from her.
Tyler attempted to unlock his phone, then shook his head. "I forgot," He said with a sheepish grin, "Dirty fingers. Kneel down, Lily." She obeyed without thinking, getting on her knees in front of her domineering student. He presented his forefinger with a cocky look on his face.
"Suck."
With a burning blush spreading across her face, Lily took his finger into her mouth, tasting the earthy clay as she swirled her tongue around his digit, cleaning it. The rest of the class gasped and laughed as they watched the slutty display of submission.
"Good girl." Said Tyler, unlocking his phone with his cleaned finger.
"Now, give me your phone number."
"Wh-Why do you need it?" Asked Lily in a weak voice, pathetically still trying to put on a show of resistance even after having her tits fondled in front of the entire class.
"So that I can get in touch with you outside of class, Lily." Said Tyler. His bright blue, confident eyes bored into her.
"I-I don't... I mean, I'm just not sure if..." Stammered Lily, mind overloading at the prospect of Tyler having access to her not just during this humiliating class period, but at all times.
"Lily. Phone number. Now." Pressed Tyler, Looming over her on the tall stool.
In the end, she stammered out her personal cell number, as the rest of the class cheered and applauded their daring leader.
...
When she got home, Lily did her best to forget the whole horrible day. It wasn't easy. Her breasts were covered with streaks of dried, crumbling clay, which only came off with hard scrubbing in the shower.
It wasn't until she was getting ready for bed that she heard the *ding* that told her she had received a text message. With nervous anticipation in her heart, she opened the message to find no words at all, just a well framed image of a cock, which she could only assume was Mr. Carlson's. Her heart thumped as she tossed the phone away reflexively, onto her bed.
She should block the number. She should talk to the principal. She should call his parents, no matter how much trouble she got in.
She bit her lip. The picture hadn't looked bad though. In fact, it had looked... strangely fascinating. She had already seen it, it couldn't hurt to take another quick peek...
She cautiously picked her phone back up and looked at the picture again. It was big. Not as monstrously big as Brick's, but a good size. Well groomed, nicely shaped. Hard. She found her hand sneaking down to rest between her legs. She was just confused from the crazy day she had just had. She needed some release. This would be the only time she did something this crazy. No one would have to know, and then tomorrow she could get started with setting things right. Her hand started moving as her eyes greedily drank in the photo on her screen. There was nothing wrong with this. She was in control. She was fine.
...
Months ago, at Faria and Lily's after school programming session:
"What is the main job of an art teacher, in your opinion?" Asked Faria, leaning back and studying the pale, nude young woman laying on the couch. Lily's face was pink with a blush, her breathing was ragged, and the nipples on her enormous tits had crinkled and hardened, indicating her arousal from the procedure. It wasn't an unusual response: Faria's methods were intimate and domineering, things that many people associated with sexual pleasure. It did, however, usually indicate that the patient was a natural submissive, thought Faria with smug satisfaction.
"Well," said Lily, considering her answer, "Usually the artistic techniques themselves aren't the main goal. The most important thing is to give students a chance to explore their creativity. To inspire them."
"Would you say that you succeeded in inspiring all of the students who came to your class?" Asked Faria innocently, tracing her fingers lightly over the surface of Lily's right breast. The young teacher squirmed, unable to get away. Faria found that it was often useful to encourage the sexual response to her programming when it occurred. It tended to improve the results.
"M-most of them." Said Lily distractedly, eyes locked on the progress of Faria's pointer finger as it spiraled closer and closer around her ever-hardening nipple.
"What about the "Jocks" as you call them? Did you inspire them?" Asked Faria sweetly. Her pointer finger finally finished its spiral, and locked with her thumb to firmly pinch Lily's rock hard nipple in a steady grip.
"Ah! Aaah!" Cried Lily at the pain and pleasure of Faria's fingers, eyes closing at the sensation.
"Answer me, Miss Uden." Said Faria firmly, maintaining the pressure in her fingers.
"No! No, I didn't inspire them! I didn't want to!" Moaned Lily.
Faria released the poor woman's nipple and snapped her fingers. "Programming mode, Lily. Calmer and calmer, deeper and deeper. Relaxed, Submissive, Receptive."
Lily sat, breathing deeply, eyes closed. Ready for her new thoughts.
"I am a failure of an art teacher." Intoned Faria.
"...art teacher." Gently repeated Lily, her brows knit with displeasure.
"I need to make things right. I will make sure that this time, I inspire my students no matter what."
"... no matter what." Lily looked almost confused by the new thoughts entering her brain.
"Even if it is humiliating or deeply inappropriate, I will do absolutely anything to inspire my students."
Lily remained silent for a solid minute, fighting against this new intrusive belief.
Faria repeated herself in a firmer tone. This instruction was key to the entire plan.
Finally, Lily repeated the instruction through gritted teeth.
"...inspire my students."
Faria snapped her fingers, bringing Lily Uden out of her trance. Faria glanced at the clock. It was past six at this point. Lily would need to get home soon and have a long night's rest to start processing her new belief system. It was time for the last couple of questions, just to put the last few delicious finishing touches in place.
...
Lily broke away from the long, deep kiss with Tyler to once again look nervously over her shoulder into the darkness surrounding the car.
"P-please Mr. Carlson," She whimpered, "It's not safe! If we get caught..." Tyler silenced her with another aggressive kiss, pushing his tongue deep into her mouth, where her tongue submissively caressed it.
The past month had been better than Tyler's wildest dreams. Faria was certainly worth her steep price. Lily had been reluctant at first to even answer his texts, but his persistence had paid off, and now he had successfully pressured her into meeting for dirty make out sessions on a regular basis. He took particular pleasure in bringing her places with an element of risk involved. Like make-out hill, their venue this evening. It was well known as a spot where teenagers went to make out and have sex. It was equally well known that the cops regularly did patrols of the area to give teenagers a hard time. No doubt Lily was terrified of what might happen to her if the cops happened to knock at their window.
Based on his explorations of her body during their make-out sessions, the risk was also a major turn on for her, although he was sure she would deny it.
Tyler slipped his hand up his teacher's loose hoodie, cupping and squeezing the breasts that he so enjoyed, forcing a low moan from Lily's throat as she gave in to the pleasure. Tyler admittedly wasn't a sexual expert, but he had never heard of anyone who got off quite as much from her tits being handled. He figured that she must have just as much of a tits fetish as he did, in her own way.
Tyler pulled away, and Lily reflexively checked over her shoulder again for flashlights, pulling the hood of her sweatshirt down, trying to hide her face. She mistakenly believed that the hoodie helped her to look more like a high school girl, but he could tell from the odd looks they had gotten when he forced her to hold his hand at the mall that no one was fooled.
As fun as these humiliating meetings were, Tyler had an additional mission tonight. As Lily was distracted by her own anxiety, he stealthily eased his jeans down his hips, allowing his cock to bounce free. Then, casually, he took his teacher's slim hand and brought it to his lap.
Just like the last time that he tried it, when her hand brushed the hot skin of his cock, she acted like she had felt an electric shock, jerking her hand away.
"No, Tyler! I mean... Mr. Carlson, I'm sorry. I can't. We can't. We've already crossed so many lines, but that one is too far." Tyler bit his tongue to prevent himself from pointing out that he had already groped her breasts and pussy many times. It wouldn't help him to convince her, and that was his major objective for tonight.
Gently, he moved his hand back into place beneath her clothes, stroking and massaging her breasts tenderly. "I know, Lily. I know it's a lot to ask." His fingers sought her swollen nipples and gently gripped and pulled them, eliciting a soft gasp of appreciation from his horny teacher. "I just can't stop thinking about you. When I'm not with you, I'm thinking about you all the time."
"Ohhhh, me too, Mr. Carlson. I think about you a lot," confessed Lily breathlessly, staring into Tyler's eyes, "b-but, it's sooo wrong. I can't. I can't just...Ah!" Tyler pulled a little more forcefully on a tender nipple. He had her on the hook, he just needed to bring this home.
"So, do you hate me, Lily? Is that it?" Asked Tyler sharply, squeezing a breast roughly with his whole palm.
"No! No, Mr. Carlson! That's not it! I lo- I like you, a lot!" Squeaked Lily, yelping in pain and pleasure from the rough attention that her young lover was paying to her sensitive tits.
Tyler growled, acting as though he were greatly frustrated. "The way you are acting is confusing me then. You text me, and you hang out with me, and we kiss, and I make you feel good, but I ask you for one little thing in return, and suddenly that's a step too far."
"Ohhh, Mr. Carlson. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, I never wanted to make you feel that way. It's just..." Lily felt confused. It had all seemed so simple before, black and white. But what Mr. Carlson was saying made sense too. And to add to it all, her nipples had that itching, hot, expectant feeling that they got lately when Tyler was playing with them: the feeling that drove her crazy with lust and frustration. She felt like she was trying to think through a thick haze.
"I'm just.... So inspired by you, Lily," said Tyler gently, taking her hand tenderly in his, "you're my muse." His hand once again pulled hers towards his cock, resting her small, trembling hand on his throbbing member.
"I care so much about you, Lily," said Tyler, turning his teacher's chin so that she was staring deep into his piercing blue eyes, "I just need some sign of how much I mean to you."
Lily bit her lip, closed her eyes, and slowly, hesitantly, wrapped her slim fingers around her student's stiff cock.
"Stroke me, Lily, " said Tyler firmly, his heart singing. He returned his hand to the relentless teasing of Lily's tits. And she did start stroking, slowly and a little awkwardly at first, but with increasing skill and rhythm as Tyler's hands began to drive her crazy. The twisted couple began grunting and breathing hard in their mutual pleasure.
Lily's hesitance fell away fast as she stroked Tyler's hard cock, which was quickly becoming slick with precum. She had always thought of herself as above this kind of sneaky, car based sexual activity, even when she was in high school, but this somehow felt right. It felt dangerous and kinky and satisfying in a way she never would have expected.
Lily's hand felt heavenly, especially after all this time anticipating it. It didn't take Tyler long to get close. "Tell me to cum. Tell me how much you want it." He grunted, bucking his hips up into his teacher's hand.
"Give me your cum! Please! I want it so bad!" panted Lily, lost in the taboo kinkiness of the situation and past caring about her previous reservations.
Tyler came explosively, with his teacher's petite hand wrapped firmly around his cock, splattering her with his seed and demolishing her last reserves of resistance and propriety. In the afterglow he pulled Lily to him and kissed her forcefully, sealing the evening by claiming his woman.
"You are so hot, Lily." He said with a silly grin. She couldn't help but give a girlish giggle, feeling a pink blush creep into her face from the rare compliment.
Tyler wrapped the evening up quickly after that: he had accomplished his main mission, and he didn't want to risk his progress by pushing things further. He couldn't stop grinning after he had dropped Lily off at home. Faria's documents made it clear that once Lily had been convinced to participate unambiguously in sexual activity with him, then anything was possible. In theory, there should be no more limits on what she could be convinced to do.
He had just the thing. Something that had leapt to mind instantly when he had realized the potential of Faria's services.
...
"Mr. Carlson, please. Please don't make me." Begged Lily pathetically. They were both in her supply closet, minutes before class was set to begin.
"Now, now," scolded Tyler, relishing his position of power, "You said it yourself. What is your number one job as an art teacher?"
"To inspire my students," said Lily, her voice muffled by the hands covering her face.
"We both know that the painting unit you've been teaching hasn't really been working. The class has lost its creative spark. They need something to truly inspire them. You are going to give it to them. You know, I'm doing you a favor by pushing you to do your best. I'll see you in a few minutes." With that, Tyler deftly scooped up the pile of Lily's clothes and left her in the supply closet on her own.
The loud click of the door closing made Lily jump slightly. She couldn't believe that she was even considering this. I mean, obviously it wasn't an issue for older, more mature artists interested in painting anatomy. But she knew exactly what sort of paintings would be produced if she went out there.
The bell rang loudly. She could already hear the boys filtering into the classroom, talking and laughing excitedly, setting up their paints and easels. Preparing for a class they had been looking forward to for a while.



It wouldn't be so bad if Lily herself were able to approach this dispassionately, but her large nipples were already painfully hard, and she had been wiping between her legs every minute or two since she had taken her clothes off just to keep her juices from running down her legs. If she went out there, all of the students would see immediately what kind of person she was. The kind who was incredibly turned on by the idea of her students seeing her naked.
The bell rang again to signal the beginning of class. For once, the boys outside went quiet: a silent, concentrated anticipation of what was going to happen next. A quiet knock came at the door of the closet, making Lily jump again.
"Your class is waiting for you, Lily," said Tyler, firm voice muffled by the door, "They need to be inspired."
With shaking hands, Lily grabbed the paint-splotched old towel she used to dry paint brushes and hung it loosely around her shivering, naked body. Then she closed her eyes, took a deep, steadying breath, and opened the door of the closet.
As she expected, the eyes of the whole class were locked on to her from the moment she stepped out. There were no cheers or whoops this time. Lily almost wished that there had been just to cut the tension. Instead there was just the silent, intense stares of a dozen teenage boys, locked onto her bare shoulders, her pale thighs peeking beneath the ratty towel, the outline of her curves inadequately concealed by the dirty covering.
Tyler, a smirk on his face, nodded to Brick, who crossed the room to tape a prepared piece of cardboard over the small window in the door. There could be no explanation for the class period that was about to happen if anybody were to peek inside. Brick locked the classroom with a sharp click.
Lily padded slowly to the center of the classroom, surrounded on all sides by student easels. She had never been barefoot in her classroom before, and the cool tiles felt strange on her feet, contributing to the feeling that this was all unreal, some sort of twisted wet dream.
Finally she stood, the center of undivided attention, in the circle of students. She cleared her throat. Today, it wasn't necessary for Tyler to get the class's attention. "T-today we will be starting new paintings, with a new s-subject." She said in a strangled voice. "To continue our study of human anatomy, today you will be provided with a..." she gulped, her pale, delicate throat bobbing visibly, "...a nude model."
She untucked the towel, but her hands wouldn't let go. She stood, trembling, a blush getting hotter and redder on her face. The class held its breath, letting her sit in the moment of tortuous anticipation. She looked up at Tyler, sitting at his easel, brush ready, a serious look on his face. Her eyes locked on to his piercing, steady, blue gaze. He nodded, firmly. Lily's numb fingers opened, allowing the towel to slump to the floor.
The silence was broken by a soft gasp of appreciation from the students. They had grown used to seeing their teacher in skimpy clothing, but this was their first time appreciating her fully nude body. Their eyes obsessively traveled over her thick thighs, her plump ass, her wide hips, her nervous, blushing face. But especially they focused on the features that were undeniably Lily's main attractions. Her massive, heaving tits. They were huge, pale orbs larger than the heads of some of the boys. They stood firm and full, defying gravity to jut proudly from their teacher's chest, but with just enough soft weight to their appearance to make it clear that they were all natural. Her soft pink nipples were perked up, standing tall and stiff atop their large areolas, pointing slightly upward due to the shape of her breasts. They were breathtaking. Exquisite. Better than anything that the boys had ever seen in porn.
While Lily knew that her breasts made her attractive to the opposite sex, they had always made her self conscious. She was uncomfortably aware that the size of her breasts caused many men to fetishize and objectify her. It was why she preferred baggy, shapeless clothing in general. The fact that the same process of occurring right now, with her students no less, made the whole experience massively humiliating. But somehow, the thought now also caused a hot wet heat of arousal to flare up inside her.
Lily walked stiffly and self-consciously over to the stool that had been set up in the center of the circle, perching herself carefully on top. She began to move herself into the pose she had decided on beforehand, crossing her legs and arms tightly. She had figured that if Tyler insisted that she model nude for the class, she might as well choose a pose that exposed as little as possible.
"No, Lily." Said Tyler, shaking his head with a smile, "I'm just not inspired by that pose." Lily's heart sank. Of course it wouldn't be that easy.
"Wh-what pose would you like, Mr. Carlson?" She asked meekly.
""Spread your legs. More."
Lily obeyed, resting her feet in the rungs of the stool on either side, opening her legs for all of the class to see.
"Good girl. Now scoot forward. A little more. Perfect." Her ass was now right on the edge of the stool, her flushed, dripping pussy presented to the class.
"Now lean back, put your arms behind you. Yes, just like that. Rest them on the stool."
Now her chest was thrust upwards, presenting her tits for easy inspection as well. The pose was calculated to make her most private places as easily visible as possible. It was also uncomfortable, and in only a few minutes, Lily felt the strain of maintaining the obscene pose.
Slowly, the boys began painting, eyes moving back and forth between their canvas and their teacher's exposed body. Lily's body began to tremble, both from arousal and from the tension of holding her body in such an unnatural pose. The minutes ticked by. Lily could feel the moisture of her pussy dripping down and pooling between her legs. She would have to thoroughly clean to stool before the janitor noticed it was dirty, she thought with shame.
She wasn't sure exactly when the boys started masturbating. She was so caught up in her fugue of horniness and humiliation that, by the time she noticed, there were multiple boys with their pants unzipped, cocks in hand, pumping slowly as their eyes drank her in. Instinctively, she slammed her legs shut (making a shamefully wet slap as her thighs impacted each other) and threw an arm over her chest. This was too much, it was spiraling out of control, leaving behind even the thin pretense that what they were doing was an art lesson. Her breath came hard and ragged as she curled up, drawing herself into a ball.
A few moments later, she felt a warm hand on her bare shoulder, and suddenly Tyler was there at her side, whispering in her ear.
"Calm down, Lily. Everything is alright. Look again." She looked fearfully up at the surrounding students. By now, most of the class had their hard cocks out, stroking at the sight of their teacher even as she tried to hide herself. But... they were also painting. Distractedly of course, but they were working feverishly to capture the arousing vision of a woman in front of their eyes.
"You are an inspiration. Look at how wild their creativity is going!" Said Tyler, Gently but firmly uncurling her body. "Just like for me... you are their muse."
Tyler knelt down next to her, a smirk on his face. "It's not fair that the whole class is feeling good except for the teacher." He said, positioning his hand between her legs. "I want you to have a good time as well, Lily."
With that, his strong hand dug deep into her needy pussy, using all that he had learned from their make-out sessions in the past month. His mouth latched on to her closest nipples, licking, sucking and nibbling frantically on the rock-hard nub, sending electric spikes of pleasure up Lily Uden's spine.
"Oh! Oh Mr. Carlson! More! More!" Cried Lily. She knew that it was wrong, that if she had been worried about crossing a line before, then this was ten steps further. But the waves of pleasure made it hard to care, despite the quickening pace of her students' hands watching in the surrounding circle. Her nipples were itching and burning again under the relentless attention of Tyler's tongue and teeth. Her hand tangled in Tyler's curly hair, pulling him close, crushing him against her large breast, chasing the aggravating, intensely pleasurable feeling that he caused in her swollen nipples. Her hips ground upwards, pushing themselves greedily into Tyler's fingers, craving the filthy public release that he promised. She moaned, making her student's cocks jump throughout the classroom. Students moved their canvases out of the way, forgetting about the supposed purpose of this exercise, focusing on their teacher's ecstasy as she worked herself rapidly towards orgasm.
"Watch me! Watch me boys!" She moaned, frantically pinching and pawing the breast not currently in Tyler's eager mouth. "I want you to remember this, to be i-inspired! Godddd! Yessss!" Miss Uden screamed in ecstatic orgasm, forgetting that anyone walking outside the door might hear her, crushing Tyler even closer into her massive tit, nearly suffocating him as her legs shook from the intensity of her climax. Finally she relaxed, leaning on Tyler for support as he released her nipple with a wet pop.
He stood beside her, and she looked up adoringly into his confident eyes. He began unzipping his pants. "Now there is only one person in this room who hasn't felt good." He said with a smile, "That's hardly fair, is it Lily?" His hard cock sprang from his pants and he immediately began nuzzling it on Lily's soft lips. "Why don't you take responsibility, teach?"
Lily detested blowjobs, and had turned each and every boyfriend down flat when they inevitably requested one. They just seemed demeaning to her. But, to be fair, Tyler had just pleasured her with his mouth. She parted her lips and allowed her horny student to plunge his cock inside, as the rest of the class watched avidly. Her delicate tongue swirled gently around the throbbing head, her wide, submissive eyes staring deep into her man's.
Tyler looked down, his twisted heart soaring with satisfaction. The same bitchy teacher, who had covered her body as much as possible to hide it from the detested gaze of her students, now bared her tits to the world, sticky with his saliva and the sweat of her own orgasm. The big green eyes that so often glared at him with distaste now gazed up lovingly, seeking his approval. The soft, beautiful little mouth which had sneered at and scolded him and his friends was now humbly and submissively servicing his cock. This was exactly as he had wanted it.
Lily lost herself in the arousing humiliation of her service, concentrating on giving the most pleasure possible to the man who had become the most important person in the world to her. She didn't notice that Brick had silently crept up beside them, pumping his monstrous cock with long, slow strokes. She jumped when she saw the massive cock so close, attempted to withdraw from the blowjob, was stopped by Tyler's firm hand on the back of her head. "No, no, no. Shhhh. It's ok Lily. Just continue what you are doing. He won't hurt you." Said Tyler soothingly, running his hand over her head, like he was petting a favored dog.
Despite his reassurances, Lily couldn't help but glance fearfully at Brick's massive penis out of the corner of her eye, and the massive, muscular, hairy body it was attached to. His cock was easily twice as long and thick as Tyler's, which was already an impressive size. She couldn't imagine what it would be like to have that thing inside of you, and she for one, would be terrified to even attempt it. Brick was grunting and increasing his speed, staring down at her tits with fixed concentration. She turned her eyes to Tyler, eyebrows drawn together in pitiful concern.
"Teacher," said Tyler gently, "Your students have a lot of pent up creative energy from this class. They just want to express themselves." Brick's grunt grew urgent, and he pointed his twitching cock down towards his teacher's heaving, exposed tits. "Your tits are their canvas Lily. Let them paint."
With her lips still wrapped around Tyler's cock, Lily felt the hot, sticky ropes of Brick's cum splash over her nude breasts, leaving them glazed in his thick, white sperm. Realizing the opportunity, the rest of the class scrambled from their stools, surrounding their teacher, leaving her whimpering in intimidation around the penis stuffing her mouth, surrounded by a crowd of hard cocks and bobbing hands. "Concentrate on me Lily, just let your class paint their masterpiece," said Tyler, his voice low and almost hypnotic.
Lily followed his advice, concentrating on Tyler and her mouth as her class came forward one by one, spurting their warm jizz all over her magnificent breasts, leaving them dripping with male juices. Finally, the class had finished, and Tyler withdrew his wet cock from Lily's mouth, prepared to put the finishing touches on the masterpiece before him. "Smile, slut." He groaned, and orgasmed at the sight of the sunny smile breaking across his teacher's face, covering her beautiful, elfin features in his cum.
Tyler took several paces back, admiring their work. Lily sat alone in the center of the class, soaked and reeking with the pent up cum of her students. The spunk of a dozen boys slipped and dribbled from her glazed breasts to the tile floor, as Lily Uden gave a dazed smile through the cum of one particular boy covering her face.
"Well class, what grade do you think this masterpiece deserves?" He called out to the class. They whooped and hollered, the release of their sexual tension re-energizing their rowdiness.
"Well, Lily," said Tyler, a smile creeping across his face as he grabbed a thick Red marker from the teacher's desk, "It sounds like the class has spoken."
He walked over and triumphantly wrote a chunky, block-lettered "A+" on his teacher's forehead, to the wild cheers of his classmates. Lily looked around at her tormentors with round,pleading eyes, aware that she was being mocked, but unable to do anything about it.
The bell rang, and the other students leapt from their chairs, leaving quickly to avoid being discovered here in case anyone found out what had happened during the class period.
"M-mr. Carlson?" Called Lily hopefully, picking up the ratty towel from where she had dropped it and mopping at the slime covering her breasts, "Everyone made quite a mess today... maybe you could stay and help me..."
Tyler didn't even bother to respond. Lily was dumber than she looked if she thought Tyler was going to help her scrub jizz off of her classroom floors. He gave her a sarcastic wave and followed the other students, leaving Lily frantically rubbing at the floor on her hands and knees, still nude, desperate to make the room presentable before the janitorial staff came in to clean.
Tyler felt complete satisfaction. His wildest fantasies had been fulfilled. If he thought she would welcome it, he would have sung Faria's praises from the rooftops. And he still had yet to reach this "Grand Finale" that Faria had mentioned in her documents. He was curious where things could go from here.
Maybe he should get in touch with her...
...
Months ago, Faria concludes her programming session.
Faria gazed down with affection at the young woman lying naked and horny on the cheap leather couch. She always ended up feeling close to the people she worked on, and it helped that Lily was far from the worst person she had ever modified.
Lily's eyes had the dreamy, far away look of someone who had been given multiple commands. Poor dear, thought Faria, she's mentally exhausted. It would be a lot of work inside that pretty little head over the next few weeks for Lily to construct a new personality around the anchor points Faria had supplied to her.
But unfortunately for Lily, they weren't quite finished. Faria had certainly changed enough about her for little Tyler to get his rocks off, but for Faria to consider her work a job well done, she needed to provide catharsis not just for her client, but for the target as well.
It was time to drill down a little on Lily's high school trauma.
"I want to know more about your high school experience, Lily. Tell me about this boy that upset you so much, the one who gave you your nickname."
"Lawrence Defranco. Larry." Said Lily numbly, her mouth pressed into a sad little line, "He was the star running back of the football team. All the girls in school were obsessed with him."
"Including you?" Asked Faria sympathetically.
Lily closed her eyes, but despite her reluctance to answer, she was too tired to fight.
"Yes." she whispered.
"So what was the issue? Based on his nickname, he clearly noticed your... charms. Other girls could have translated that attention into something more." Said Faria, leaning in, interested.
"But that was all he noticed," Said Lily miserably, "He was always snapping my bra strap, or speculating on my cup size, or making disgusting comments in gym class when they... you know... bounced. It's like I wasn't a person to him, just a sexual object, just two big tits walking around attached to a nobody. That was why it hurt so much when he got everyone to call me 'Udders.' He got everyone else to see me that way too. Even the teachers."
"Awww, Lily, I'm sorry." Said Faria, a cruel smile on her lips, "Well, don't worry. I'm going to make sure that those mean boys in your new class won't make you feel bad about that."
She snapped her fingers. "Programming mode. Deeper and Deeper, Calmer and Calmer, Slutty, Desperate, Horny. Listen to my words."
"Objectification is a compliment"
"...a compliment"
"When a man views me as a sexual object, he is treating me like a fine piece of art."
"...piece of art."
That should be all that was necessary to accomplish the catharsis that Faria had planned, but she hesitated. This young woman's complexes had prevented her from enjoying the incredible breasts that she had been given. While she was here, she might as well correct that.
"This next instruction is very important, Lily." Said Faria firmly, "It is so important that it is even going to affect the backup copy that you have stored away."
"My tits are my strongest erogenous zone. I can get just as much sexual pleasure from them as from my pussy."
"...my pussy"
There, that should do it. Faria was about to snap her fingers again when a wicked thought crossed her mind. Why not do something that would drive those high school boys really crazy?
"Did you know, Lily," began Faria, musing out loud, "That breast milk production can occur psychosomatically? It's true! Some women can start lactating without ever becoming pregnant, if they are in the right state of mind."
Lily didn't answer. She was still in programming mode, awaiting her next instructions.
Faria made her decision. It was a little extreme, but it was just too good of a match for Lily's demeaning nickname.
"When the right man stimulates me enough, my breasts will begin producing milk."
"...producing milk."
*Snap*
With that, Faria concluded the session, finally handing Lily back her clothes and allowing her to get dressed. Reflecting that she had maybe gone a little overboard this time, Faria even gave the groggy teacher a ride home and tucked her into bed.
Faria grinned at herself in the rear-view mirror on the way home. It had been a good day's work. She couldn't wait to check back in on this one in a few months time.
...
"Yes, master! Yes! Fuck me!" cried Lily in ecstasy, throwing her arms around Tyler's neck and kissing him deeply. Tyler thrust himself deeply and roughly into his teacher's pussy, pinning her to the ground of the small supply closet in her classroom. He looked down with fascination at the rhythmic wobble as his powerful thrusts shook Lily's massive tits. It truly never got old.



Lily, sensing how near he was to orgasm, egged him on, wrapping her curvy legs around his back and moaning, "Give it to me baby, fill me up. Your naughty little brat wants it soooo bad, master."
Tyler had trained her well. Her dirty talk worked perfectly. He thrust himself deeply inside of her one last time and felt his thick cum spurting into Lily's pussy as she moaned his name and clawed at his back.
Finished and a little tired, Tyler sat back and looked again at his sweaty, nude teacher, who was breathing heavily, eyes closed, basking in the afterglow of their shared orgasm. Maybe he should have saved himself for tonight, but he couldn't resist one last romp. He would miss it. If everything went as planned, he doubted he would have trouble performing tonight anyway.
Tonight, as was Lily's tradition, there would be an open house for parents, where they could come in after school hours and view what their children had been working on in art class all semester. Obviously, with this class's artistic output being what it was, Tyler was sure that it would be a humiliating disaster for Lily. And then Faria had suggested something that would make it even worse for the unfortunate teacher.
It gave him goosebumps to think about.
He started putting his clothes on, but when Lily tried to join him, he held up a hand. "Don't get dressed. I need your help with my final project."
"Final p-project?" asked Lily, her old survival instincts going off enough to give her voice a nervous squeak.
Tyler dug the boxes that Faria had supplied from his backpack and tossed them to Lily. "Put these on, I'm going to go to my car and get the other things we'll need. Get some paint out as well. Just black and white should be fine."
As Lily opened the box and realized what was inside, she blushed crimson. It seemed like her worst nightmare. Could she really go through with this? But Tyler had told her to do it... could she really go against him?
...
Faria smiled happily as she walked into the school building. This time it was even easier to enter the building: she simply had to claim that she was a parent arriving for the art show. Faria usually tried to be as hands off as possible once she had set things in motion for a project, but this evening had required a little bit of setup. She had needed to call the parents who would be attending and give them a little prep work. It wouldn't do for a parent to see the side exhibits and raise a stink before the main event could take place. She had also taken the liberty of adding one more name to the guest list...
As she neared the classroom, she could hear the murmur of parents in disturbed discussion. Perfect. If she had pitched her voice correctly, they would be upset, but turned on by what they were seeing.
When she entered the classroom herself, she was delighted by what she saw. Students were excitedly showing off their work from the semester. Sketches of naked breasts, obscene statues, photographs of their teacher with her mouth stuffed with cock. A truly stunning portrait of Lily staring stupidly at the viewer, tits covered in thick white cum, a bright red A+ across her forehead. The parents were giving a big show of being disapproving, but Faria could see enough ragged breathing from mommies and bulges in daddys' pants that she knew her conditioning had succeeded.
And in the center of the room, a large velvet drape had been thrown over an indistinct shape. Muffled sounds and movement could be detected beneath.
Within a few minutes of her arrival, Tyler emerged from the supply closet shirtless, with a pair of overalls and a straw hat on. He was dressed as a stereotypical farmer, and looked like he had a little stage fright. He made a visible effort to fight through his nerves, and swept his hands up in a grand gesture.
"Ladies and Gentlemen! Thank you for being here tonight! I see that you've been appreciating all of the artwork that we have been working on this past semester. There is one more piece of art to see this evening however. My final project, and the capstone of everything that the class has been working towards. If you would direct your attention to the center of the room."
Things were about to get started. Faria scanned the room, trying to see if her mystery guest had arrived... There he was! A confident looking young man with slicked back hair and a sharp suit, clearly too young to be a parent. Perfect. All the pieces were in place.
Tyler stood in the center of the room, his hand resting on the velvet covering. "The medium of this piece is wood, paint, cloth, and big-titted slut." He pulled the velvet cloth off of what was hidden beneath. "The title is 'Udders'."
Lily stood in a humiliating position in the center of the room. Her head and hands were held in a wooden pillory, with the word "Udders" emblazoned in shining brass above her head. Her legs were forced wide apart by a spreader bar. Her clothing, if you could call it that, was all in cow-print, from the tall platform shoes, to the knee high stockings, to the thin little fringe of a skirt. Her pantiless ass, as well as much of her naked torso, had been crudely painted white with black splotches. Her freshly pierced nose held a thick, shiny ring, and her head had a cute cow ear headband. A bell clanked at her neck as she tried to twist and turn away from the incredulous glares of the parents.
"M-Moooooo" said Lily. She had been fitted with a special gag that made all of the air she expelled, words, breaths, or moans, into the moos of a cow. It had cost Faria a significant amount for it to be made special at the last moment, but she thought it would be worth the price.
The only part of Lily's body that hadn't been painted were her massive tits, which hung heavily, pink and vulnerable-looking, beneath her body. They looked just like her nickname described.
"And what would a milk cow be without her bull?" Asked Tyler with a grin. From the Closet stepped Brick, thickly muscled, hairy, and nude except for a shining black bull mask which covered his entire head. His massive cock was already at full mast, shining with precum.
"M-mooooooo" said Lily, her eyes wide. Faria guessed that Tyler must not have warned her about this part. Brick positioned himself behind Lily, rubbing his cock between her legs, making her flinch. The bell clanked as Lily tried to twist and look behind her without success.
The crowd murmured and clicked their tongues in disapproval, casting disgusted glances at the obscene display before them, questioning how any self-respecting woman could allow herself to be put in this ridiculous position.
Faria made her way through the crowd, approaching the trio at the center of the room. Tyler saw her and motioned her over with a smile. Faria nodded at Brick, and leaned down towards Lily, whose eyes widened in sudden recognition.
"Moocow." She whispered in Lily's ear.
Lily flinched, and looked around the room as though seeing it for the first time.
*Clank* Her arms jerked uselessly against the restraints, her bell swinging. "Mooooo Moooooo!"
Lily's mind was racing, trying to keep up with the memories that her brain suddenly had to interpret. What had she been doing these past months? What had she been thinking? She had... oh God, she hadn't just had sex with Tyler Carlson, she had... completely submitted to him. Degraded herself for him. For the whole class. And now she felt the withering glares of the parents of her students as they stared at her naked body, dressed up and labeled with her humiliating high school nickname for their amusement. All eyes were focused on her tits, accentuated, showcased, objectified. It made her burn with the deepest humiliation of her life, even counting these past few months. Her life was over, she would never live this down. Brick was behind her right now with his frighteningly huge dick, preparing to fuck her senseless in front of all these people. And the worst part of all was how incredibly turned on the whole fucked up situation was making her. She could feel her pussy leaking down her legs, wetting the ridiculous cow print stockings.
Faria nodded to Tyler and began moving away from the center. "I know you are worried right now, honey, but just relax." She called over her shoulder, "I promise you that you are going to enjoy this."
Tyler took his place on a small stool in front of Lily and gave Brick a nod. Brick lurched forward.
"M-MOOOOOO!"
Tyler could be a tender lover when he felt like it, but Brick was not. As soon as he could get up to speed, he was pounding as deep and fast as he could go into Lily's pussy, forcing little "Moos" from her mouth with every thrust.
Tyler placed a bucket beneath his teacher's swinging tits and raised his voice to be heard above the grunting and cow noises, waving at the crowd to approach. "Now all of you are going to see something truly interesting," he said, grabbing one of Lily's wobbling udders to hold it in place. He gripped it firmly, moving his hand downward towards the nipple. He repeated the process again. And Again.
Lily fought through the haze of unexpected arousal. Tyler had trained her body over time, and she was shocked to find that her pussy was reacting with waves of pleasure from Brick's rough fucking. The stimulation of her breasts was helping as well, and though the parents may well have interpreted her moos as grunts of distress, she was ashamed to admit that they had quickly become moans of pleasure.
What exactly was that little shit Tyler Carlson trying to do? His hands felt good, but he couldn't be stupid enough to believe that just because a woman had large breasts that she could be milked like a cow. Her nipples were feeling that burning, itchy, needy feeling that she remembered had been growing for months in her sessions with Tyler. The sensation grew and grew, until the frustrating pleasure she felt from her nipples almost overshadowed the feeling of Brick's huge cock in her pussy. Still, Tyler's hands moved relentlessly, gripping, squeezing... milking.
*Sprrrt*
A metallic sound, almost too quiet to be heard over the animalistic sounds of fucking. Lily looked down in shock. Tyler met her eyes in triumph, then turned the bucket to show her the spray of thin white liquid in the bottom. No fucking way. Tyler gripped her tits again, pulling hard and sending streams of creamy white liquid spraying into the tin bucket below. Lily moaned a long low moo. The feeling was orgasmic, the fulfillment of that frustrating feeling in her nipples, an intensely pleasurable release that made her weak in the knees.
"Who wants to learn how to milk a cow?" Called Tyler in a loud, joking voice.
"Me. I would!" Forward stepped a young man with a nasty grin and slicked back hair. Lily didn't recognize him, at first.
"Nice to see you, Udders," said Larry Defranco, taking Tyler's place on the stool, "It's been too long. I always told everyone that you had freaky tits. Looks like I was right, huh?"
"Mooo Mooooo." Cried Lily, almost collapsing from shame and horror. She couldn't believe that she was seeing her tormentor again. The boy who had broken her heart, who had made her high school life a living hell. Larry Defranco, looking at her once again with those sharp, cruel eyes. He stared once again at her tits like he had so many times in the past, except this time they were naked, swaying with the rhythm of her public humiliation. She felt his warm hand reach out and grasp her tender breasts. There was a time when she longed to feel his loving touch, just like all the other girls in her school. Now his hands pulled at her swollen tits, harsher and more strongly than Tyler. She would have given anything to sink into the floor and disappear, but her udders betrayed her, giving up their precious milk to her cruel bully, splattering more white liquid into the waiting bucket to Larry's great amusement. She heard Larry breathing heavily, and looked down to see him pulling his cock, his other hand still roughly milking a hanging teat. His eye held the cruel gleam that she remembered so well from high school, the look he had when he publicly humiliated her over her breasts.
"I told everyone Udders. I knew. Everyone knew. Girls with big cow tits like this are always sluts.
They can't help it. It's nature."
The combination of cruel words, rough hands on her tits, and Brick's hard fucking were building her up to a massive orgasm. She closed her eyes, trying to shut out the sensations. She didn't want to orgasm from these terrible things, right here in front of all these people.
"You were always too high a mighty. Wouldn't let me look. Wouldn't let me touch. But now here we are. I'm looking. I'm touching. And I'm proven right. You're trussed up, fucked, and milked like the silly little cow you always denied being."
Lily's milk spurted and gushed into the bucket with her arousal. Her bell clanked as she shook her head, desperately trying to stop the orgasm that was rushing forward.
"Come for me, Udders. Show everyone here who you really are."
"Mooooooooooooooo!" Lily's knees shook and milk spurted in a mind-shattering orgasm. She had always wanted to prove Larry wrong, to show him that he was mistaken, that she wasn't just some sexual object. She now knew in the depths of her soul that it was her who had been proven wrong instead. Somehow, Larry's view of her as a slut who's most important asset was her tits was the correct view.
Larry came with her, aiming his cum into the bucket below her, mixing his white creamy sperm with her milk. He smiled deeply, giving her tit one more condescending pat.
"Ok, who's next?" He called cheerfully.
...
The night went on and on. Eventually, Brick came deep in her pussy and took a break, leaving other men to take his place. None of them provided quite the same sensation, but it did provide a constant stream of sensation to add to her humiliation. Every student, and most of the parents took a turn at the milking stool, coaxing stream after stream of creamy milk from Lily's sore and swollen breasts. Some daring participants even sampled milk straight from the source rather than aiming it towards the bucket, which never failed to cause Lily to moo loud and long loud. They complimented the rich, sweet flavor. The students and fathers in the crowd all added their own creamy whiteness to the filling bucket as well, so that by the end of the night, it contained a creamy mix of breast milk and jizz. Unlike the pure milk straight from the nipple, none of the crowd were willing to taste the thick contents of the bucket, but everyone agreed that it would be a shame to put it to waste.
Faria grinned wickedly as she saw the funnel being fitted into the cow gag and the clothespin being placed over Lily's nose. The poor teacher frantically mooed and clanked her cute little bell, but it was no use. Larry Defranco was leading the charge, holding the bucket himself, and he had never held back when it came to tormenting Udders. Lily's beautiful green eyes were large and round as the thick gooey liquid streamed down into the funnel, silencing her moos: a comical expression of mixed disgust and arousal. Lily was about to experience a brand new flavor sensation. A combination of salty and sweet that was packed with vitamins and protein. Maybe she would get hooked. That would be fine, in theory she could have an endless supply of both ingredients.
Faria stuck around long enough to make sure that the boys didn't accidentally suffocate poor Miss Uden in their enthusiasm. The liquid in the funnel bubbled thickly for a moment, as Lily fought her fate, but in the end, just like Faria knew it would, the level in the funnel went down. Lily closed her eyes and a crimson blush stained her face as her delicate throat visibly swallowed hard again and again to force down the thick mixture.
By the time the last of the bubbles had come up and the funnel was drained, things were clearly winding down. The crowd had the cranky, confused look of people who had just lived through events that clashed with their normal beliefs. All good things come to an end. Faria sighed. Time for the least fun part. The clean up.
...
Months later, Faria sat behind a new desk in a new city. It paid to keep moving in her line of work.
She had a few minutes to kill before her next client came in, and she twirled to look at one of the framed photos behind her desk. It was a black and white shot showing the tableau that had been at the center of the room that night. Captive, humiliated Lily Uden; monstrous, minotaur-like Brick; Tyler, grinning in triumph as he squeezed shameful milk from his teacher's breasts. It had truly been a work of art.
In the end, Faria had decided to be merciful to Lily Uden. While she had been petty and unfair to her students, that wasn't a crime deserving of having her life ruined in Faria's opinion. All of the participants in that fateful night, and all of the members of the class, including Tyler, lost their memories of what had happened, replaced with vague ideas of a boring art class and unremarkable open house.
The one exception had been Lily herself. Although Faria had allowed the events of the past six months to fade into unreality in Lily's mind, she had made sure that Lily retained them as fantasies and wet dreams. She wasn't deserving of no punishment, after all. She was also confident that from now on, Lily's sex life would be focused heavily on her breasts, and she suspected that lactation would be a recurring event for Lily, for good or ill.
Would it be possible for Lily to be a good teacher when she had such nasty recurring fantasies about her classroom? Faria wasn't sure. Maybe she should check back in with Lily Uden one of these days.
Her phone rang once, indicating that her next client was on the way to her office.
Enough daydreaming. It was time to get back to work.
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Cross Contamination Chapter 4: The Sculptors and the Clay
Gina had turned her phone on silent early in the week, and kept it that way, but she already knew what would be waiting for her as she stepped out of the shower. Victor was consistent, if nothing else. There were a few text message alerts. She unlocked her phone to quickly view them as she hurried to fix her hair. She was running late today.
[Good Morning Beautiful!]
[I hope hubby's snoring didn't keep you up!]
These were accompanied by a shot of Victor, looking cultured and relaxed with a steaming cup of coffee at his luxurious dining room table.
Gina sighed. She would have to answer. It was part of their deal. She actually had begun to enjoy their conversations, at least in normal circumstances. Victor was a cocky pig, but he had turned out to be a good conversationalist and a useful sounding board. But at the moment, she was genuinely late, and really didn't have the time.
[Morning, Victor.]
[Running Late. Hubby's fault, just like you said haha.]
[Text later?]
She dropped the phone and began applying makeup. A minute later she heard the phone buzz again. She snatched it up, a little irritated.
[Sure Sure.]
[No good morning selfie for your boyfriend?]
Gina rolled her eyes. The neediness of this man. She didn't recall reciprocal selfies being part of the deal, but it had somehow become routine. It felt rude to have him send selfies without a response. Well fine, he would get his selfie.
She finished her makeup, checked the towel to make sure nothing could be seen, and smiled as she clicked a picture in the mirror. There, let that perv eat his heart out. She rushed to the room, and began to dress. Her phone buzzed again. What part of "I'm busy" was hard to understand?
[Exquisite. No one is as beautiful as you, babe. But does that towel go lower?]
[BTW, did you get that gift I sent you yet?]
Gina shook her head. oh right. She did have to talk to him about that: It was worth the time to straighten out this issue.
[Yes, Victor. I accepted it. But I didn't know you would be getting me such inappropriate gifts.]
The gift in question was a ridiculous leather choker with VICTOR'S on the front, picked out in what looked like real diamonds. She disliked necklaces in general, and chokers were the worst of all. She felt they were explicitly designed to evoke collars, with all the misogyny that that implied.
[It's in my bedside table drawer, but you have to realize that I will never wear it.]
Victor responded instantly:
[In the same bedside table where you keep your vibrator, right?]
He added a winking emoji.
[Maybe that is the right place for it.]
[It was a joke gift, my love. Don't take it too seriously.]
Gina wasn't so sure, but it would be easy enough to keep it hidden until Victor forgot about it. Daren knew better than to snoop through her stuff.
Victor was texting again. She would have to read it on the way to the car. She yelled out a goodbye as she walked, completely forgetting to give Daren his usual goodbye kiss as she stared at her phone.
[I have another gift for you. One I think you will like better.]
[An all expenses paid day trip to the Spa Ryokan. Tomorrow.]
Gina had never heard of it, but she had come to respect Victor's taste.
[I don't know Victor. It's a big deal for me to get off work at this short notice. Especially right now. Also, I don't know if I am ready for another date yet.]
She was sitting in the car, ready to go, but she couldn't stop watching the three dots move as Victor typed back.
[Not a date, dearest. I won't be there. The Ryokan has a female-only day tomorrow. It's supposed to make it more relaxing. Consider it a chance to unwind and center yourself without men around to distract you.]
Now that sounded a lot more tempting. A day to get her mind off both Daren and Victor. Well, her agreement said she had to accept gifts anyway. What the hell. She could make an excuse and call in sick tomorrow.
[Fine, I'm in. Text me the details later. I have to drive now. Talk to you later]
And she sped off, extremely late, to work.
...
Cassie lay on her bed, attempting to masturbate. She knew about how it was done in theory, or she thought she did, but it didn't feel as satisfying as she had heard it described.
She had spent the week at school dodging crowds as much as possible, taking the short route between classes, skipping volleyball practice. She was grateful that the band teacher let her eat in the band room alone once she asked. The pitying, almost disgusted look in the teacher's eyes told Cassie that she probably knew exactly what had happened.
She could feel the eyes of the boys drilling into her wherever she went. Mostly they didn't even speak with her, except for the cockiest ones. And from them, she only got crude come-ons. The girls were almost worst, with reactions ranging from giggling ridicule to blind rage.
And for some stupid reason, the whole horrible situation made her unbelievably horny. She closed her eyes and imagined again the boys of the school surrounding her, undressing her with their eyes. She had a fairly good practical knowledge of how sex worked, but in the boy's eyes, she could see that they had wanted something more from her, something darker than the kind of sex she had heard about. All the books she had read carefully described sex as a wholesome thing two people did together when they were in love. But the desire she had seen in the boy's eyes that day hadn't been wholesome at all, and she had seen no love there.
She imagined that she was wearing that horrible outfit again, imagined the tented pants that she had tried not to focus on during her humiliation. Cassie tried to imagine what it would look like if all of their hard penises were out for her to see. She pushed a trembling finger in and out of her swollen, soaking vagina. Although it felt good, she was no closer to what she had heard other girls whisper an orgasm was like.
She heard a knock on her door seconds before her Dad flung it open. She barely had time to pull her blanket over herself.
"Hey sweetie," said her dad, looking a little confused. "Still in bed? You might be late if you don't hurry."
"Um..." said Cassie, her face red, her voice cracking. "Yeah daddy, I'm feeling a little sick, so I decided to stay home today." She was painfully aware that under the blanket she only had a bra on. She carefully kept her still-wet right hand beneath the covers. Her pussy was still dripping and hot from her exploration seconds before. Not that daddy knew that, but the idea was still intense. Why was the thought of getting caught naked and masturbating sexy to her? Gross Cassie, it's just your oblivious old father!
"Oh," said her dad, a look of concern on her face, "You do look a little hot." And mortifyingly, he sat on the edge of the bed, reaching out a hand to touch her forehead.
"N-no daddy, I'm not sick like that." She squeaked. She dropped her voice to a whisper: "Girl problems." That was a guaranteed way to get her dad to drop the investigation, which, thankfully, he did. It would have been way too weird for her Daddy to touch her when she was naked and horny, even if it was just on the forehead.
"Well Cassie, your mother wanted me to talk to you about what happened last week."
She felt a twinge of heat in her pussy at the thought of that humiliating day. Oh God, that was the last thing she wanted to talk about with her Dad, especially right now. She wanted to hide completely under the blankets. She wanted her dad to leave so she could continue masturbating.
"For young women, it might seem fun or cool to dress up a certain way."
Cassie wanted to die. No one had believed her story of this being a bullying prank, not even her parents. Everyone just assumed immediately that she was some sort of perverted slut. Apparently even her daddy.
"But, what you don't realize is that teenage boys look at clothes like that in a very different way. You can take my word for it, I used to be a teenage boy."
Cassie's big eyes turned and locked on to her father's face. Was her father saying that he would have been interested in looking if he were there? Her eyes slipped down, for the first time ever, to the space between her daddy's legs. Would he have been stiff down there if he had seen what she was wearing? Cassie shifted slightly in her bed and her hand coincidentally fell back onto her bare pussy, sending a pleasurable jolt of sensation up her spine.
"They see clothes like that as an invitation. As a sign that they can... get whatever they want from you." His eyes, which had been looking away with embarrassment, turned towards Cassie to look her in the eyes. Cassie knew that it was just an unfortunate coincidence that her daddy had walked in the room and talked to her about the subject of her current masturbation fantasy, but she couldn't deny the way the conversation was turning her on.
"And what do the boys want from me, daddy?" Cassie said, looking at him with upturned eyes, lips slightly parted.
Daren stared back, a strange shadow in his eyes as he looked at Cassie. A...spark that she didn't normally see there. A potent, taboo energy seemed to crackle between them. Cassie slowly, without thinking about it, dug her fingers into her needy pussy...
Then Daren looked away, and the moment was broken.
"Well, Cassie, when a man and a woman love each other very much..."
"Oh God dad!" Screamed Cassie, hiding her face under the blanket. Everything was very much back in the normal dynamic, so quickly and easily that both forgot the strange awkward moment between them. Cassie shooed him out of the room after swearing she wouldn't dress that way again.
Cassie wasn't feeling horny anymore after that mortifying exchange, and spent some time sleeping late into the morning. She woke up to the text alert from her phone.
[Heard you are playing hooky today, babe. I'm in. Heading to your house right now. Time to start operation Cassie 2.0 ;) ]
It was from Renee. Renee and her friends from the cheer team had really been a shining light this past week. Renee's friends had taken her out for some fun the night of the incident, and had really helped take her mind off things. Renee herself had made a point of chatting with her in home room and saying hi in the halls. Renee had made Cassie promise to have her over to explain her big plan for helping Cassie, and it looked like it would be today, ready or not. Cassie found herself feeling happy and excited. She liked Renee. She was fun, smart, and pretty. Really really pretty. With long legs, soft, curvy lips, and breasts that...
Damn it, why was she getting horny again?
...
"Cassie!" Squealed Renee right as she opened the door, jumping towards her and pulling her into a big hug.
Cassie couldn't help but smile. Something about this girl's energy was just infectious. "It's good to see you, Renee!"
She meant it.
Renee pulled away, and looked at her seriously from arms length, her brow furrowing. "How are you doing, girl?" Cassie tried for a smile, but something a bit shakier ended up on her lips. "I'm fine, Renee." It didn't sound very convincing.
"Let's go to your room, lady. Don't worry, Renee is here to make it all better." said Renee in a soothing voice, patting her on the back while they walked into the house. Cassie felt like she was probably just trying to be reassuring, but she appreciated the thought.
They made small talk until they were seated on Cassie's bed, facing each other. Renee slapped her hands dramatically and got straight to business.
"Ok, girlie, time to face facts." Said Renee seriously, looking her dead in the eye, "Get ready, because I'm about to be really really blunt here. Don't stress, the good news comes afterwards." She gave Cassie a little smile.
"What happened to you last week was reeeally reeeeeally bad for you, reputation-wise." Cassie's mouth was set in a grim line. Tell me something I don't know.
"You've basically become the laughingstock of the entire school, and the number one jerk-off fantasy of the male half." Renee's eyes were locked on her, gauging her reaction. Cassie felt her face growing red. "I can't stress that enough. Probably 90 percent of the boys in the high school are tugging their hard cocks to you every night, while at the same time thinking you are some bimbo slut. That 90 percent includes male teachers, by the way." Cassie hadn't even thought of that! The thought sent a shiver up her spine. All of the nice older men, who passed by her in the halls every day, jerking their older dicks to the thought of her....
"You add up all the jizz that's been shot to you this past week, and it would be enough for you to bathe in." Said Renee in a shocked voice. The thought was disgusting, but it certainly conjured a vivid image. "The girls on the other hand, either hate you, or think that you are hilarious, and not in a flattering way. More like in a "look at this silly slut desperate for dick' kind of way."
"And these problems probably won't stop for the rest of the year." Continued Renee, "The photos are out there being passed around. You'll be lucky if you don't become iinternet famous." Cassie's head was spinning. Her breathing had become heavy. Something about the idea of photos commemorating the worst, most humiliating experience of her young life, being traded around for sexual gratification. The idea was repulsive and fascinating at the same time.
"Buuuuuut," said Renee, spreading her arms wide, beginning to smile, "We do have some options. Ways to make things better for you."
She pulled out a notebook from her bag and flipped to the first page.
"Our plan, Cassie, is to reinvent you. I will help you to reclaim your own sexuality, and stand as a strong independent woman." Renee looked at her in triumph.
"That sounds great Renee, but what does it mean?" Asked Cassie glumly.
"Come on, Cassie, think this through. What is your problem right now? All the boys think of you more as a sex doll than as a person. They are projecting their gross sexual desires onto you. The only way to turn it around is to be secure in your own sexuality. Be sexy on your own terms. Refuse to be defined sexually by those horny boys. Be defined sexually for yourself!"
Cassie nodded slowly. She thought she understood, but wasn't sure she fully grasped what Renee was suggesting.
"Well, let me walk you through it." Said Renee confidently, "I have some opening steps here that will get us on track nicely."
"Step 1: New wardrobe. Right now you are trying to cover up as much as possible. That's perfectly natural as a reaction to having your tits and pussy out for everyone to see last week. But it's counterproductive. You can't let people think that you are afraid of your own body. You have to be secure with your body, and if that means faking it until you make it, so be it."
Cassie looked concerned. She just wasn't sure if she wanted to wear clothes that were even a little revealing right now. But Renee bulldozed forward.
"Step 2: I had to pull some strings to make this happen Cassie, so I hope you are grateful. I want you to join the cheer squad. "
"But Renee, I'm already into volleyball." Said Cassie nervously.
"Those bitches aren't your friends! You saw how they treated you on the other day. A lot of them were in that PE class; One of them might be your bully! Anyway, you can trust all the girls on cheer to have your back and be honest but fair with you. Most people think we are sluts too, so we know what it's like. Also: cheer can be an awesome way to get in touch with your body and sexuality. I will show you what I mean at practice. Of course, to get you in I had to agree that you would have a probationary period, but you're athletic. I'm sure you will do fine."
Renee looked so pleased and had clearly worked hard to make this happen, so Cassie didn't want to say no... but prancing around dancing in front of the boys... was that really the best idea?
"I guess I will give it a try, Renee. Thank you."
"You're welcome! The next step you reeeeally aren't going to like, but I promise you it is super important."
Renee grabbed her arm and gave her a worried look.
"People heard about what the note said, the one that the bullies sent you. And now everybody is calling you Kissy Swallowes, just like that note did." Cassie felt a roiling in her belly. It was such a demeaning name. Ridiculous. Pornier than real porn names. It reduced her to a dirty joke. Hearing Renee say it made her feel really weird.
"So... Step 3 is reclaiming that name. That means me and the cheer squad using 'Kissy' as your nickname. We can leave the 'Swallowes' out. We don't want to go crazy." Renee was once again looking at her, judging her reaction.
"So..." said Cassie slowly, trying to think it through, "you are saying that if popular girls use it as an endearing nickname, it won't have power when other people try to use that nickname to insult me."
"Exactly!" Said Renee, with a look that said that she thought the idea was brilliant.
Cassie didn't like it. Hearing the name Kissy made her feel weird: angry and upset and, shamefully, a little turned on. She couldn't imagine hearing it all the time from Renee. But maybe that was why this step was important, to take some of the poison away from the word. She nodded her head reluctantly.
'Great! Step 4: We need to get you a man."
Cassie blinked in surprise. That seemed like a drastic step.
"I know, I know," said Renee, holding up her hand soothingly, "It seems like a big step. But boys can be very useful in this specific situation. If you have a steady boyfriend, it could really change your image. It will certainly discourage some of them from the catcalls and staring."
Cassie noticed that Renee didn't say it would stop all the catcalls and staring.
"Do you have anybody who might be a good candidate?" Renee asked her, tilting her head in curiosity.
Peter's name immediately jumped to mind. He had been friends with her since middle school, and she had been nursing a crush for him for the past year. But It was hard to forget the look of lust in his eyes, the phone in his hand, recording her humiliation. Just another horny boy in the crowd.
"Maybe... Peter." Cassie almost whispered, drawing her knees up to her chest.
"Peter Horton? Are you sure? That little nerdy beanpole guy?" Renee looked a little disbelieving, then understanding dawned on her face. "Oohhhhhh, you have a crush on him. I get it. No accounting for taste. This could work in our favor. People might find it hard to believe you are a red hot slut if that guy landed you. Later I will tell you what to text him. I'm betting we can get you two dating by the end of the day tomorrow."
Cassie felt shocked. Renee really thought she could get them together that quick? She had thought about the best way to approach it for months. Renee really was something else.
"And Most importantly, Step 5:" Said Renee Dramatically, "We need to get you in touch with your own sexuality."
Cassie waited to hear what this would entail. She really couldn't guess what Renee meant.
"I have a plan for that as well. Buuuuut... before we go any further," said Renee delicately, " I just need to ask... are you into girls, Kissy?"
Cassie knew that Renee had said she was going to start using that nickname, but it still felt strange. Belittling. She almost missed the question.
"What? No!" At least, she was pretty sure that she didn't. It was true that she had gotten turned on in the locker room last week, but that was just because of the crazy, high-pressure day.
"Good! I mean, I would be totally cool with it if you were!" Explained Renee, putting a reassuring hand on Cassie's shoulder, "It's just that some of the things I plan to do in order to help you connect with your sexuality might be taken the wrong way by someone who got turned on by girls. I wouldn't want you falling for me, Kissy!"



Cassie gulped and flushed a little more. What on earth did that mean? What was Renee planning to do?
Renee wouldn't be stopped. "How often do you rub one out?" She asked casually.
Cassie sputtered, hiding her face in her hands. Oh God, she wasn't sure if she was ready to have this conversation with the beautiful girl sitting across from her. Renee's mouth was twisted up on one side in a naughty smile, eyes glittering with curiosity. It was hard to ignore Renee's long, smooth, dark thighs peeking out from beneath the short skirt she had chosen to wear today, or how her large firm breasts pushed against her tight crop top, or her toned flat belly visible below.
Shit, maybe she should have told Renee that she liked girls a little bit...
"I, uhhh." She stuttered, grasping for how to express herself. Renee didn't bail her out, just staring calmly with that quirk of a smile.
"Not a lot I guess." Cassie finished lamely, feeling tongue tied.
"Well, that is going to have to change, girlie." Said Renee cheerfully. "How can you know that the boys are wrong about your sexual preferences if you don't even know what they are? We are going to need to you start masturbating to a buuuunch of stuff Kissy, really explore what's out there."
Cassie was mortified. She had no idea that anyone could be this comfortable talking about this kind of stuff. But then again, maybe Renee was right. She certainly seemed confident and in control. Maybe this process would help Cassie feel that in control too.
Renee gave her a sharp look and leaned forward with a whisper, "Do you even know how to masturbate, Kissy?"
Cassie felt blood flow to her face. She felt a little indignant. What did Renee think she was, five years old? "I mean.. Yeah, of course."
"Uh-huh." said Renee, a look of flat skepticism on her face. "Well, I'm afraid you are going to have to show me."
"What?!? No way Renee! That's crazy." Cassie refused immediately, but she felt butterflies in her stomach at the thought. This beautiful, popular girl watching her get off? Something about that thought lit a little fire inside of her belly.
"I'm afraid that we don't have any other option, Kissy. This whole exploring your sexuality plan is going to be worthless if you can't even get yourself off properly. I'm not taking no for an answer, Kissy. Pants off." Her voice was kind, but firm and unyielding. Her eyes were warm, but they would allow no dissent. Cassie found herself wanting to obey, wanting to see that stern look break into a happy smile. She looked down demurely as she unbuttoned her pants and shimmied them to the ground.
"Shirt too, Kissy, but stop there. You can show me the theory without getting naked. She had turned and was rifling around in Cassie's underwear drawer.
"Do you have a vibrator, Kissy?" She asked over her shoulder.
"No..." said Cassie a bit breathlessly, as she lifted her shirt off her head, exposing her plain, white bra. Things seemed like they were moving really fast. She sat gingerly on the edge of her bed, not sure where to put her hands, feeling chilly with her unexpected exposure, heart pumping in her ears.
"Huh." Said Renee distractedly, "Well, we will have to change that at some point, but the old-fashioned method will work just fine for now. Which pair of panties are your favorite? The most comfortable."
Cassie got up and padded across the room, pointing over Renee's shoulder at a soft gray pair that she saved for when she wanted to feel really comfortable. It was distracting being this close to her new friend while wearing only underwear. Especially while it was just the two of them alone in the house.
"Great!" said Renee with a toothy smile, snatching the favorite pair and thrusting them into Cassie's hands. "Put them on, we need to make sure you are as comfortable as possible."
Cassie Froze for a moment, waiting for Renee to turn away and give her some privacy to change. Renee didn't move, and gave Cassie an impatient "let's go" movement with her hands.
Cassie took a breath and quickly dropped her other panties to the floor, stepping out of them clumsily. Cassie didn't see the smile on Renee's face widen as she saw the small wet spot which had formed in the old panties.
With the favorite panties on, Renee took a reluctant Cassie by the hand and led her back to the bed.
"Ok now Kissy. Lay back, get comfortable. Close your eyes. Think about something hot. Something that drives you crazy." Her voice was low and firm, easy to concentrate on. Cassie knew she was supposed to be thinking about something hot, something to masturbate too, but her head was full of Renee, her voice, her smell. Her mind raced back to when Renee had hugged her, naked in the locker room.
"Now show me." Renee commanded, insisted. "Show me how you make yourself feel good."
Kissy's hand moved down to her panties, pulling them to the side. Her finger slipped inside herself, so wet that there was little resistance. She moved it slowly, pushing slightly deeper and deeper. God, Renee was here, Renee was watching this, watching her get herself off. But she wasn't getting off. She wasn't getting any closer. She pushed deeper, faster, covering her hand in slippery juices, whimpering slightly, forgetting the show she must be giving her guest, desperate to reach that release that she had heard about.
When Renee touched her shoulder, it sent a thrill through Cassie's nerves, her eyes flew open. The reality of the situation was now impossible to ignore. Renee, fully clothed, looking down at her dripping pussy with an unreadable expression. Renee shook her head.
"I'm glad we did this little exercise, Kissy, because you have a lot to learn. Here, scoot." And suddenly, Renee was climbing onto the bed, sitting directly right next to the nearly-naked Cassie, her warm brown skin pushed up against her bare arms and legs.
"Hands off for now, hon," She said briskly, gently pulling Cassie's hand from between her legs.
"Now babe, penetration is an important part of feeling good during sex, and if you don't know how to masturbate, it's an intuitive place to start." Renee reached down casually, and pulled the comfortable panties back over, covering Cassie's nakedness, her fingers accidentally brushing Cassie's bare pussy for a few white hot, nerve jangling moments. "But for most women, clitoral stimulation is much, much more important for masturbation."
Renee grabbed Cassie by the chin, and pulled her gaze from her own pussy to meet Renee soft but commanding brown eyes. Then, quickly and firmly, she placed three slim fingers onto Cassie's crotch, mashing the cloth with even pressure into Cassie's hot, wet vagina. "I'm going to give you a direct demonstration, Kissy, so you know what to do." Her eyes were deep pools, her gently smiling lips hypnotizing. "But over the panties. Otherwise we would be having sex. You don't want to have sex with me, right Kissy?"
Cassie was speechless. She was afraid the panties would soak though and Renee would feel it. She was afraid She would start moaning at any second. She was afraid the moment would end. Renee increased the pressure of her fingers.
"Right, Kissy?"
She had forgotten the question. "R-right Renee."
"Good girl. Now, move your hand like this." Her fingers began rubbing in a firm, circular motion. Parting the lips, focusing on a sweet, tender point that Cassie hadn't realized she had. The difference was immediate. Electrifying. Reenee wasn't all talk, she really did know a lot more about masturbating than Cassie. Cassie took a deep, shuddering breath, tensing up as pleasure roared through her body.
"No, no, no." Chided Renee softly, with a giggle. "Relax! Let yourself feel the pleasure, you'll only fight against it if you get all tense." Her fingers were rhythmic and slow, unchanging. Cassie could hear Renee slow breathing in her ear. Renee's other hand began caressing Cassie. First fingers twining through her hair, then the palm tracing over her cheek, then a gentle thumb tracing over her lips, her closed eyes. She began speaking, soft and low, in the same rhythm of her fingers.
"The mind is just as important as the body when it comes to masturbating, Kissy. It's our main objective in a way, because we want you to be exploring what things turn you on. Let's see..." Her right hand continued to move with firm pressure on her clit, while she traced ticklish little stars and circles on Cassie's exposed belly with her left hand.
"What about rough stuff? Imagine this... Let's say one day, a big strong man breaks into your house when your mommy and daddy are away. Ooh, even better, let's say a big strong black man. Even kinkier right? And he finds you there, in your undies, all alone. And you can tell, right as he looks at you, just exactly what he wants. By the way his eyes stick to your huge tits, to the place between those big thighs. This man has one thing on his mind, and it isn't the jewelry he came in here for. He has all the power, and there is nothing you can do: this man is going to get what this man wants. And you start begging him, pleading with him, but you know it won't do any good. You can already see the huge bulge forming in his pants. His body is getting ready for the show. And the worst part is, your body is getting ready too. Even as you beg him not to do this, your body is heating up, because this is a strong virile man, and your body wants that dick, even if your conscious mind doesn't. So by the time he rips off your little panties, they are soaking wet, and his cock gets even harder, knowing that he can make you cum your brains out tonight, even if you don't want to..."
"How was that?" Said Renee, judging Cassie's reactions. Cassie's breath came fast a ragged, her panties were already beginning to soak through. Her eyes were closed and she was leaning heavily into Renee, maximizing the contact between her and the teasing girl getting her off. Renee grinned. "Hmmmm, not bad, but I think we can do better..."
"What about a man being in charge of you? Pushing you around... Telling you what to do... Let's say, one day, you meet an older man on the bus. You know that daddy taught you never to talk to strangers, but he is just so nice, and handsome, and he has a cute little puppy with him on a leash... and so you get to talking. And he tells you all about how he trains dogs for a living. And over the course of the conversation he gets a little less nice, and a little more pushy. He tells you in a firm voice to come sit next to him instead of across from him, and you find yourself doing it, partially because he is a little intimidating, but mostly because it just feels good to do what this strong confident man says. And although you weakly protest when your stop comes, he tells you to stay, and you do. And when he tells you in a voice meant to be obeyed that you are going to come home with him, you can't find it in yourself to argue anymore. And before you know it, you are stark naked, kneeling in his bedroom, slipping the choker he gave you around your neck, just like he told you to. And as he clips his leash to your new collar, you realize that now you have become his little puppy, and he plans to train you like one of his dogs. And your pussy is the wettest it has ever been from letting this man do whatever he wants to you.
This got a reaction, like Renee knew it would. She knew a natural submissive when she saw one.
The thought of that picture, of the blond woman (mommy...) kneeling down in front of the huge black man, flashed into Cassie's head. Small, sweet noises were coming from the back of Cassie's throat without her meaning to make them.
Time to seal the deal.
"What about being seen? Showing everyone what good girls keep hidden. Let's say you have a big speech in front of the whole school for an assembly. You are a little nervous, but what is even worse is that you keep having a naughty, filthy idea pop into your head. What if you were getting off the whole time you were giving the speech? You know it would be a terrible idea, but it just keeps popping up in your head. The idea is so hot, and it makes you so horny that you have trouble thinking straight. You buy a little remote controlled vibrator, not even intending to use it, just for the fantasy. You get so caught up in the idea that you actually put it inside you during the speech. You don't intend to use it, but just the fact that you had it there without anyone knowing will fuel your masturbation fantasies for life. But then something goes wrong. The principal sees that you have the remote with you just before you go on. He snatches it out of your hand with a wink right before thrusting you out onto the stage. And as you start your speech, you feel it, a sweet low rumble coming from the device inside your pussy. You start sweating, and blushing, and stumbling over your lines, the sensation growing as that evil principal turns the device higher and higher, until you are worried that the people in the front row might hear the buzzing. Some of your words start becoming moans, and the crowd is elbowing each other knowingly. Cell phones are coming out. The idea that your fantasy is coming true in the most horrifying way possible is turning you on almost as much as the vibrator. And as you climax, you can't help but grab a breast and thrust your hand between your legs, in case anyone was in denial about what was happening. You are already well on your way to becoming a school legend.
Cassie's whiny, innocent little moans were growing louder, this last fantasy was really speaking to her. Renee couldn't help but smile. Who knew it would be so easy to turn someone into an exhibitionist? And she wasn't even close to finished with poor little Kissy Swallowes.
"With big, sensitive tits like yours," Said Renee, expertly working Cassie's bra clasp one-handed, "including a little breast play in masturbation sessions is a must." Cassie was too far gone in the throes of pleasure to protest as her big milky tits jiggled free. She was grinding her hips against Renee's hand now, her panties soaking though.
Renee's left hand roamed the vulnerable breasts, cupping, stroking, pinching, twisting, Cassie's moans crescendoed, her legs beginning to shake. One of her hands grasped blindly at Renee's knee as the other clasped Renee's hand tightly to her crotch, her legs pressing tightly together as her pussy spasmed and she experienced orgasm for the first time.
Cassie was in bliss. Her mind was blanked as her body shook and loud moans exploded from her mouth. This orgasm made her previous attempts at masturbating seem like little kid stuff. As she came down from the high, taking a deep breath, it almost felt like the whole world had changed.
Renee was there, pulling her hand from between Cassie's legs, fingers shining slightly. She pulled the topless Cassie into a tight hug.
"You did great, girlie! And now you know what to do for yourself next time." It felt strange to be so naked when Renee was fully clothed, just sitting there chatting. It made her feel like that were unequal in some way. She looked for her bra, but it must have fallen off the bed.
"But for real, you didn't even know the basics of rubbing one out?" Renee gave her a playful swat on the shoulder. "You could have searched around online a little"
Cassie blushed, realizing that although they were the same age, she had needed to be trained by Renee like she was an inexperienced little girl. She felt inferior, but the feeling was surprisingly not entirely unpleasant. She had enjoyed being the student...
"Anyway, let's talk next steps" said Renee, bouncing up off the bed, Cassie suddenly missing the warmth of her skin touching hers. She shivered, crossing her arms to cover her hard pink nipples. Where was her bra?
"I'm going to send you some links. Watch them. Touch yourself. Report back how you feel. We want to get a good picture of what sexuality means to you." Cassie nodded absently. She supposed it made sense. Then a wicked thought occurred to her, lighting a sickening little fire in her belly. Would it sound too weird to ask for that?
"Umm, Renee, " She mumbled, squirming uncomfortably from being subjected to Renee's gaze while topless. "Do you think that you could send me..."
"Yes?" Said Renee, smiling with anticipation, she liked where this was going.
"That picture of the woman who people say was my mom?" Mumbled Cassie, a fiery blush spreading down from her face to the tops of her exposed breasts.
"Oh woooow Kissy!" Crowed Renee with mock outrage, "You are going to rub one out to a nude picture of your own mommy? Well I guess that does tell us a lot about your sexuality."
"N-no! Of course not Renee! I just wanted to see it again because I think I am over-exaggerating it in my memory. I just don't want to obsess over it." Cassie told herself that that explanation was almost certainly totally true, and this mind blowing masturbation session had not been what made her want to see the photo again.
"Uh-huh, sure hon." Said Renee with a giggle. "And after you refresh your memory, what you do next is between you, your pussy, and God." She gave Cassie a dirty wink which just made Cassie blush harder.
"Anyway. Cheer practice tomorrow. I'll also help you catch your man." Renee grabbed her bag off the floor.
Cassie finally found her bra. How had it ended up wedged behind the bed?
"Now I've got to run, Kissy." Said Renee, smiling from the bedroom door as Cassie fumbled with her bra. "But I'm excited. These are the first steps on the way to a brand new you!"
...
Later that evening, Renee grunted in pleasure, gripping the back of the head between her legs by it's curly hair and grinding her cunt hard against his face.
Everything was going perfectly, with both Cassie and Daren. She had Daren on lock from minute one, but Cassie had made her worry early on. Not anymore. It was a slippery slope after the first few steps, and Cassie was practically guaranteed to end up as exactly what Renee wanted: an slutty, bisexual, exhibitionist bimbo.
God this family was pathetic. It was so hot.
With those thoughts she was finally able to get off, despite the lacking skills of her partner.
Peter Horton gasped for air, his eyes glazed, his face dripping.
Renee used her foot to turn Peter's face up to meet her gaze.
"The plan starts tomorrow, nerd boy. You better be ready!"
...
Gina's mild concern about the spa day had melted away quickly once she arrived. The professional, Japanese-styled establishment impressed her with its friendly check-in process, and the manicure, pedicure, and facial treatment she received were thorough and high quality.
She had been given a personal attendant for the day, who walked along side her now from the facial treatment room to the next activity. Yuriko was a graceful young Asian woman that was so stunningly beautiful that even Gina took notice, despite not being attracted to women at all. Surely it was just Gina's imagination when she thought she saw Yuriko eying the curves of her body through the thin silk robe that the spa had provided...
"Now Miss," said Yuriko politely, "We have a full body mud treatment." She bowed slightly and gestured into a doorway leading to a room with a large pool of bubbling mud, smelling of rich earth.
Gina slipped out of her robe, noting again how Yuriko's eyes seemed to trace the lines of her body. The woman's gaze made her feel exposed and vulnerable in a way that usually only a man could. Could Yuriko be a lesbian? Gina had never considered what it would be like to be pursued by a woman. She had to admit that the idea wasn't unpleasant. She had experimented for a brief period in college, but it had never gone farther than kissing with Melanie, a friend of hers. Honestly she had stopped experimenting because shortly afterwards she had met Josh, a frat boy with a huge cock. In her mind, that had firmly settled the question of whether she was attracted to boys or girls: she had been much more turned on by sucking Josh's dick than she had by kissing Melanie.



Now Yuriko's knowing eyes were making her rethink the firmness of her conclusions.
Gina slipped quickly into the warm gloopy mud, hoping to hide the stiffening of her nipples. It felt divine. It was so much thicker than water that she felt cradled and supported, every inch of her soaked in silky warmth.
She gave a gasp as she felt small soft hands on her shoulders.
"My apologies, Miss." Said Yuriko, a pleasant, calm whisper in her ear. "It is beneficial to rub the mud into the skin. Allow me to help you."
Yuriko's hands were magic. Firm but gentle, moving with rhythmic circular motions across the shoulders and back.
"You will have to do your own front, Miss." Said Yuriko with amusement as Gina lost herself in the sensation of being caressed by another woman. "Unless, of course, Miss wants me to..."
Gina quickly began rubbing the mud into the front part of her body, blushing hard enough that it was surely visible through her tan. Yuriko giggled as she continued rubbing.
Gina focused first on her legs, then her toned belly. She avoided her pussy. Maybe it wasn't a great idea to rub mud there. And besides, she was feeling strangely hot and bothered by the experience, and she wanted to avoid turning up the heat on this situation.
Despite that intention, Gina's hands moved up to her breasts, firmly squeezing the warm gooey mud into them. She focused a little on the nipples, then a little more. Surely this mud would be good for her sensitive nipples. Yuriko's hands were gently caressing in smooth motions, from the back, to the shoulders, to the upper arms. Gina's breath became ragged as she twisted and pulled and massaged the warm sticky mud into her nipples. She really, really needed to make sure that they got the proper treatment.
"All finished, Miss." Said Yuriko with a pleasant finality, using a nearby tap to rinse the mud off her hands.
Gina quickly released her aching nipples like they were red hot, hoping the attractive young attendant hadn't realized what was going on. Well, Yuriko certainly didn't act like anything untoward had happened.
Yuriko gestured through yet another door, leading to a small showering room, with a cedar bench under a shower head, and fluffy white towels on a rack against the wall.
"Be sure to clean yourself quite thoroughly," said Yuriko seriously, "Next we will be visiting a traditional bath, and to enter you must be completely clean of mud."
Once again, she stood, not even pretending to look away, as the curvy blond woman blushed and moved to stand beneath the steaming shower.
Gina's blush grew hotter as the stream of water washed away all of the concealing mud, leaving her still diamond-hard nipples on full display, jutting up from her enormous breasts. Well, thought Gina wickedly, if that little minx wanted a show, maybe Gina should give her one.
She ran her hands firmly up her breasts, hefting them and squeezing them before dropping them in a shower of water. She made a show of concentrating on them, pulling them up and outward by the nipples, crushing them together, swirling her thumb around the large prominent nipples.
She turned and arched her back, letting the spray hit her back and ass. Rubbing with her arms to ensure all the mud swirled away down the drain. From this position she could see Yuriko watching her, her look of professional disinterest broken, an expression of hunger on her face.
Maybe it was better not to provoke her... But Gina was in too deep. Yuriko had turned her on with her lingering glances, and now she would eat her little Asian heart out. Gina put a leg up on the cedar bench and began aggressively rubbing her pussy. Thoroughly cleaning it while clearly and unashamedly getting off as well. Her fingers plunged, quested, explored every crevice as she studied the beautiful face and slim body of the attendance in front of her. She stared into Yuriko's teasing eyes as she began to shake, the hot steaming water cascading down her body. And Yuriko broke into a very unprofessional smile as Gina's legs shook and clenched in orgasm.
Her legs were so weak that she sat on the cedar bench beneath the faucet, breathing deeply. Basking in the afterglow of orgasm. What she had done had been wildly inappropriate, but damn it felt good.
She opened her eyes to see Yuriko pulling a bottle with a pump from behind a stack of white towels. She turned off the shower with the twist of a faucet and approached Gina.
"This is a good time to apply the next treatment, Miss," Said Yuriko politely. Although she looked oddly pleased and her eyes were twinkling, it seemed like she didn't intend to address what Gina had just done. So at least Gina wouldn't be getting sued for sexual harassment. Probably. "The application time is quite short, so it is best to do it in the shower so that it can be easily washed away."
Yuriko moved the pump towards Gina's hand, and squirted a large pump of creamy yellowish-white lotion into it.
"Apply this all around your genital and anal areas, Miss." Said Yuriko in a no-nonsense voice. "Quickly now."
Gina was so relieved that Yuriko wasn't upset or treating her differently, that she immediately did as she was told, spreading the thick, oily cream all over her pussy and asshole. She instantly felt a tingling sensation in her most sensitive parts.
"Uh, what exactly does this treatment do, Yuriko?" Said Gina as the tingling became a faint burning.
"It's wonderful Miss. A secret herbal recipe that the spa owners won't reveal to anyone else. It tightens, firms, rejuvenates. Increases sensitivity and responsiveness. Truly a miracle treatment." Yuriko was keeping a close eye on a stopwatch that she had pulled from within her robe, and had her hand on the shower faucet.
Gina groaned. The faint burning was intensifying, and was now accompanied by itching. What had she put all over her intimate areas? Her hands clutched her burning pussy as she whimpered.
"When I tell you Miss, it is important you begin washing off the cream immediately. Overexposure can cause permanent damage." The sensation had roared into an inferno. Gina nodded, desperate for relief. "Ok.... Now!"
Yuriko turned on the faucet, releasing a stream of water again. Gina thrust out her hips and scrubbed feverishly under the stream. To her relief, the sensation disappeared quickly. The cream must be designed to break down in water. But her immense relief turned to confusion as she raised her hand and saw it covered in short, curly, golden-brown hairs. She looked down in shock to see that her neatly trimmed pubes were rubbing loose in the water and drifting down the drain.
"Oh, yes miss, I forgot to mention the best part! This treatment removes any and all pubic hair. Permanently!"
...
Cassie entered the gym nervously after school. She wasn't exactly sure what to expect. The cheerleaders of the school weren't exactly known for being mean, but they were aloof, untouchable, and above everyone else.
She just wasn't sure dancing as an amateur in front of some of the most beautiful and talented girls in the entire school was what she needed right now, mentally speaking.
The cheerleaders she could see as she shuffled into the gym were tall, leggy, and athletic. They were also almost all stunningly beautiful. Renee definitely fit in as their leader. In contrast, she felt short and misshapen, with thunder thighs and cartoonish boobs. The girls were standing in small groups, warming up and chatting. The conversation stopped as the girls saw her come in.
The girls were smiling, and a few waved. A tall blond with a wide shiny smile and a bobbing ponytail jogged up. "Hi! So good to see you again Kissy!" She had to crouch slightly to pull Cassie into a crushing hug. Melissa was one of the girls who had so kindly taken Cassie out for a night of fun the day that she had been humiliated. "Renee has told us all about how you are joining the team and what's going on. We are all here for you girl." She pulled away to look into Cassie's eyes. Melissa's eyes were a deep blue. Coupled with her milky skin, perfect blond hair, and slim athletic build, Melissa was stunning. She left Cassie feeling a bit tongue-tied.
"I'm sort of like Renee's right hand girl. If you need anything just let me know." She gave Cassie a wink, then looked over Cassie's shoulder, crinkling her eyebrows. "Speaking of Renee, she is supposed to be here soon with your probation uniform."
"Probation uniform?" said Cassie nervously, looking down at the black tee and baggy gym shorts she had worn to the practice, "Since it's my first day I thought I would just wear..."
"Ah ah ah!" Melissa shook her finger with a small smile on her face, "No can do, Kissy. It's one of the most important team rules. Everybody has to... Oh there she is now! She can explain better than I can." She pointed to the back of the gym, where Renee had walked in, a gym bag slung over her shoulder, waving Cassie over toward her. "You better go meet her in the locker room. See you in a minute Kissy!" And with that, Melissa was jogging back to the girls, her ponytail swaying, calling them to get in formation for warmups.
Cassie turned and walked over to the locker room that Renee had just entered. She didn't like the sound of this probation uniform...
As she walked in, Renee was laying out pieces of a uniform on the bench. They were in the black and white school colors, but they couldn't be a standard uniform. Although Cassie didn't regularly attend football games, she had been to pep rallies, and she was sure that the standard uniform didn't include such a tight top, such a short skirt, or certainly not thigh high socks.
"Kissy! You made it!" Renee leapt across the room to hug her and give her a lingering kiss on the cheek. "So glad you could come. Sorry I was late! I realized that our normal probation uniform just wouldn't fit someone of your... measurements." Renee giggled and gave one of Cassie's tits a playful little slap, which caused her to stiffen and blush. "So I had to go get another one for you."
She grabbed the tiny top and threw it across the room to Cassie, who caught it reluctantly and held it up. It was another tight shirt which would leave her midriff exposed.
"Ummm, Renee, couldn't I just wear gym clothes today? I just want to learn the basics first."
Renee raised an eyebrow. "I'm afraid not, Kissy. Every new member of the club wore a uniform just like this while they were in their probation period. Is it hazing? Maybe a little, but it also serves an important purpose."
Cassie remained reluctant, and opened her mouth to protest again, but Renee snapped her fingers and cut her off, "Enough of this silliness, Kissy. It's not a group of dirty-minded boys out there, it is a closed practice with a group of sympathetic girls. This is the perfect opportunity for you to get comfortable with your body. And like I said, all of them went through the same thing when they joined."
Her voice was firm, and her eyes were focused, drilling her gaze in Cassie. Cassie felt her protests die on her lips. It would just be easier to go along with Renee here. Renee knew what was best for her. She pulled her conservative tee over her head and threaded her arms through the sleeveless cheerleading top.
"Hold up." Said Renee, her voice still commanding. "No bra. Take it off."
"But... Why, Renee?" Cassie heard how soft and hesitant her protest was, but couldn't seem to speak up any louder.
Renee circled around her and swiftly unclasped her bra, letting it slip loosely off Cassie's shoulders as she answered, " Going braless will let you feel the rhythm of the dance more easily as you get used to it. Later, even when you are wearing a bra you will feel the rhythm in your body better." She was helping Cassie to pull the tight top on over her naked tits.
Cassie wasn't sure if that explanation made sense, but it was hard to argue when she was distracted by Renee smoothing the shirt's material over her bulging breasts with her firm little fingers.
"Next comes the skirt!" said Renee cheerfully. She held up the black and white checked skirt, "Not too bad right? Especially compared to what you've worn in the past." She gave Cassie a wicked wink while saying "What, too soon?"
The skirt was indeed longer than the strip of cloth Cassie had worn last week, but it was still shorter than she would have worn out in public. Well, like Renee said, this practice was fairly private. Maybe this was a good opportunity to safely get over the trauma.
"Oh, and Kissy." She held onto the skirt as Cassie tried to take it from her hand, looking deep into Cassie's eyes. "Panties off."
Cassie couldn't even muster a full protest in the face of Renee's command this time, looking down to break the intense gaze and quietly muttering "I... Renee, I..."
"Shhhh, Kissy. Trust me. " Said Renee gently, reaching down to slide the gym shorts and panties off Cassie's wide hips. Cassie hoped that her nipples couldn't be seen straining through the material of the top, but it was so tight she knew that they were obvious.
"We don't use undershorts here. They ruin the aesthetic. In a real performance, cheerleaders need to be careful not to lift their skirts and let the boys see too much. This probation uniform will train you to be careful, and will make it much easier when you perform."
The skirt was in place. "Put on the socks before you join us, Kissy." said Renee curtly. "I need to join the team. See you in five."
It took Cassie longer than she thought to get the thigh-high socks in place and looking good. Long enough for her to regain her composure. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her big tits strained against the tight material of the top, and the short skirt and high socks worked together to emphasize the shape of her legs. She looked like she would be more at home in a porno than in a real cheerleading squad.
She took a deep breath, watching how it made her top ride further up her belly as her breasts crushed against the stretchy material. Could she really go through with this? By going out there, wouldn't she be doing to herself what the bully had forced her into last week?
Then again, this seemed much safer. And if she refused, Renee might be mad enough to stop being friends with her. Renee had been a real lifeline this past week, Cassie wasn't sure she was willing to shut Renee out, even if she was demanding something outrageous.
Cassie took another deep breath, this time avoiding looking in the mirror, and stepped toward the locker room door.
...
Melissa was trying as hard as she could not to crack up as she and Renee watched Kissy Swallowes walk out of the locker room in the ridiculous gear Renee had custom ordered from a sex shop. "No fucking way!" She wheezed, trying to keep it together, "I thought she was supposed to be the smartest girl in school! How did get her to believe that bullshit "probation uniform" story?"
"Shut the fuck up! If she hears you, the whole game is ruined." Said Renee. But she was smiling, and there was no heat in her words. She had to admit it was pretty fucking hilarious.
"She's stopped thinking with her brain and started thinking with her cunt, Mel." said Renee with a catlike grin. "And once that happens, it's all over."
...
Gina was fuming. How could they! They had given her a permanent cosmetic treatment without her express knowledge and consent. She could sue this place into the ground. She was so mad that she couldn't see straight. She let herself be led, naked, to a large steaming hot pool. It seemed to be clearly designed for multiple bathers at once, but she was the only one there currently.
She slipped into the hot water, ignoring Yuriko, sinking in until only her eyes peeked above the surface. She realized that she probably looked like a sulking teenager, but at the moment she didn't care.
She hadn't even realized that her pubic hair had meant that much to her. An hour ago she would have sworn it didn't matter to her at all. But something about it being taken away from her forever involuntarily was... demeaning. Insulting. It took away her bodily autonomy in a way that made her queasy.
"You are very angry, Miss." Commented Yuriko calmly. Gina didn't even dignify it with a response.
"Here," said Yuriko, dropping her silk robe in a puddle around her feet, "Let me join you so that we can talk as equals."
Beneath the robe, Yuriko was pale, nude perfection, with almost luminous soft skin, petite but well rounded breasts with small, dark nipples, and a shapely belly and hips with a large thigh gap.
She slipped quietly into the water, and moved to sit beside Gina. Gina was so startled by her sudden nakedness and her stunning beauty that she forgot to maintain her anger.
"Hairlessness is coveted by many women, who pay dearly for the service." Yuriko said gently, placing a hand on Gina's shoulder. "And is a look which many men prefer. Why is it that you have such a problem with it?"
Gina was distracted by the proximity of the beautiful naked woman, but struggled to put her feelings into words.
"You took away my ability to make a choice. Even if I wanted to, I won't be able to grow any hair there again."
Yuriko moved her hand to cup Gina's face, and her eyes became sad. "That is true Miss, and I understand that. But was it really such an awful choice that was made? Why does a hairy pussy mean that much to you?"
"Well..." Said Gina, trying to sort out her feelings. "I've always been told that men want women shaved down there because it reminds them of little girls. Now that my hair has been taken away, I feel... infantilized."
Yuriko looked thoughtful, "You believe that your master sent you here, and had your hair removed because he wants you to look like a little girl?"
"Victor is not my master." said Gina hotly. "And maybe not consciously, but yes, I think that is where the desire for hairlessness comes from."
Yuriko suddenly stood, sending warm water cascading in fascinating waves down her supple body. "Come with me for a moment, Miss. I wish to show you something." She walked towards the shallow steps out of the water, her hips swaying through the water, drawing Gina's eyes. She stood a moment later, drawn to Yuriko like a moth to the flame.
Yuriko grabbed another fluffy white towel from a rack against the wall, and walked over to a full length mirror set into one wall. She knelt down, and spread the towel on the ground in front of her.
"Lay here for a moment, Miss" She said in a firm tone. "Rest your head here." She patted her naked lap.
Gina could barely breathe as she did as she was told. The floor was hard stone, the towel not providing much cushioning, but the soft warmth of Yuriko's bare skin felt heavenly on her neck and shoulders. Gina looked up at Yuriko's sweet smiling face, past the swell of her milky breasts, as the attendant gently brushed her hair away from her face.
"Don't look at me, Miss." giggled Yuriko, pointing in front of them, "look into the mirror."
Gina was struck at once by the contrast between her and the young Asian woman. Gina had to admit, although Yuriko was stunning, she was a feast for the eyes as well, with her curvy, tanned body and girl-next-door looks.
"Now." Said Yuriko gently, "Legs... up!"
She gently reached down and pulled Gina's legs up at the knee, then spread them apart, presenting her bare, hairless pussy for examination.
"Take a moment, Miss." Whispered Yuriko, gripping her shoulders, "See yourself as men see you. Do you see a little girl?"
"No." Said Gina immediately. There was nothing innocent looking about this indecent pose, nothing immature or childish about her slightly opened pussy.
"If you do not see a child, then what do you see?"
Gina stared at the curvy blond woman, wantonly spreading her legs, her soft, silky, hairless pussy drooling slightly from the arousing nature of the day.



"I look... Soft."
"Yes, Miss, you do."
"I look... vulnerable." Her smooth pussy looked defenseless, weak, eager for penetration.
"Mmmmm." Said Yuriko with a curvy smile. She liked that answer, "Yes, Miss!"
"I look... welcoming." With her legs up and spread, it was like an invitation for sex. Her wetness was unmistakable, even with the drops of water still clinging to her skin from the bath.
"I agree, miss. It looks like any man would be most welcome." Said Yuriko with a soft laugh.
"I look subm..." her voice cracked and she cleared her throat. She couldn't complete the thought.
"Say it miss." Said Yuriko, all humor suddenly gone. "You should say the truth when you realize it."
"I look submissive." Whispered Gina guiltily.
"Yes, Miss. You do." Whispered Yuriko from above, smoothing a stray strand of hair from Gina's forehead.
Gina suddenly felt embarrassed, humiliated. She tried to close her legs, but felt Yuriko rest a firm hand on her upper thigh, stopping her.
"My demonstration isn't quite finished yet, Miss." said Yuriko apologetically. "I want you to really understand why your master wanted this treatment for you." She grabbed Gina's hand, and guided it to her now-hairless pussy. "Now. Feel."
Having just masturbated minutes ago. Gina could tell that the difference was night and day. Her pussy was now silky smooth, accepting her fingers effortlessly into its wet slick heat. The smooth, buttery sensation was good. It was so much better. Although she had intended to quickly feel and then remove her hand, she found herself continuing to slowly, lazily play with herself as Yuriko watched with amusement.
"Ok fine, I can see why men might want this." Said Gina, her breathing becoming ragged. "But it doesn't matter. This is my pussy. It doesn't belong to Victor."
"Doesn't it?" Said Yuriko, raising an eyebrow. "Who will be using it more, you or him?"
Gina was shocked by the question. Clearly this woman had completely misunderstood her situation with Victor.
"You don't understand." She said, a moan creeping into her voice as the pleasure from her fingers intensified. "Victor doesn't own my pussy."
"Hmmmm." Said Yuriko with doubt in her eyes, seeing the effect the conversation was having on Gina, "If you say so miss."
Gina was lost in her thoughts, and in her pleasure, staring hungrily at the writhing blond slut in the mirror in front of her, legs up and spread, fingers greedily exploiting her bare pussy, little moans escaping from the back of her throat.
"Miss," said Yuriko, gently turning her face to look up into her eyes from below. "Let me tell you a secret."
She leaned down until their noses were almost touching and whispered, "the reason you look submissive is because that is exactly what you are. Now, miss, you will submit to me. You will cum for me now, and when you do, you will say my name."
Gina wanted to explain to her why she was wrong. She wanted to explain how any woman would look submissive in that position, that it didn't mean anything about her personally. But her fingers were moving in the smooth, hot wetness of her pussy, and Yuriko's soft brown eyes and warm smile were filling her vision, and it suddenly seemed like the hottest, hardest way to orgasm would be to do it by Yuriko's command. And so she moaned out "Yuuuriko!" as she came, her legs shuddering, her pussy quivering. And Yuriko was stroking her face and smiling like she had done something that she ought to be proud of.
"And Now, Miss," Said Yuriko as she gently helped Gina up from the floor, "It is time for your massage."
...
"Ok team" said Renee, clapping her hands and drawing all the girls' attention. "For this next part, the chant will be, 'Our captain is a hero, the other team is zero.' Got it? Say it with me."
The rest of the girls energetically repeated the phrase while Cassie panted out a few of the words. Her 'probation uniform' was soaked with sweat, her hair rumpled, and her chest sore from her braless breasts bouncing around painfully. She had no idea how the other girls could do it. She knew that she was in pretty good shape, but these girls must be on another level.
"So, of course," said Renee, getting to her knees. "The last section left us getting up from the back arch. So at this point, we will be on our knees, spread wide like this." She demonstrated a wide legged kneeling stance, slapping both thighs for emphasis."
"And what we are going to do is bounce on our knees in time with the chant. Watch Melissa." Renee repeated the chant slowly, while Melissa bounced up and down on her knees, encouraging the other girls to try it out.
Cassie sank to her knees as well, feeling the skirt ride up alarmingly from the stance. She was trying her best to keep her vagina covered, but with all of the dancing they had done, she was sure she had given all of the other girls a good look at some point. She bounced up and down on her knees, trying to surreptitiously use a free hand to keep her skirt down.
"Looking great. At least most of you," and with that comment she shot Cassie a warning glance. Renee had turned out to be a harsh critic when it came to cheerleading, but for some reason, it just made Cassie want to win her approval more.
"Now we are going to add the other component." Said Renee, sitting back on her thighs, "While we bounce, we will be flashing the 'zero' sign. Like this." She held up her hand in a circle shape, with the fingers and thumb forming an 'O' "And we are going to kind of... pulse it out with the rhythm." She demonstrated by moving the "O' shaped hand rhythmically towards and away from her.
There was a snicker from the girls Cassie thought that was a little immature. Sure, some people might say that the motion looked a little like Renee was jerking someone off, but she was sure it would look better once it was up to full performance speed.
"Now let's try that all together."
Doing the zero symbol with both hands made it a lot harder to keep her skirt from riding up, and Cassie had to concentrate on not bouncing too deeply, which made her not notice that Renee was standing over her, Cassie's zero symbol almost hitting her in the crotch.
"Deeper bounces, Kissy." Said Renee flatly, staring down at her. " Also, I need more enthusiasm from you with the zero symbols. Long strokes."
Cassie tried to stammer out an acknowledgement, but Renee was already returning to the front of the group.
"Ok, I know this is the first time we are going over the new routine, but you girls are pros, and it seems like most of you have already got it down. I just want to do one run through here putting it all together."
Cassie gulped. She had hoped that they would have several practices to nail down the dance moves. She was unsure that she would be able to remember them all. The dance also seemed a bit... dirty. She hadn't paid that close attention to previous pep rallies, but surely she would have noticed if the girls had been dancing like this... Maybe it was just Cassie's imagination, brought on by the indecent uniform.
"Ok, from the top ladies!"
"Step one, two, three. Hip Sway, Hip Sway."
This one was easy, a sort of runway walk forward, emphasizing the hips, followed by some stationary hip movements. Cassie was able to do it almost in time with the other girls.
"Now lean forward, shimmy shimmy"
This one wasn't that hard, but Cassie did feel that her shimmies were a bit more revealing that those of some of the other, less well endowed girls
"And toe touch! Slow hand up the leg."
This one was tougher, Cassie was not nearly as flexible as the other girls, and quickly reaching to her toes while keeping her skirt from revealing everything was an almost impossible task.
"Run your hands up your bodies, really hug those curves girls."
Cassie felt this one was a little unfair. The other, slim figured girls could do this in a way that looked almost innocent, but for Cassie, it looked truly obscene to grope her own curves like that.
"Hands up through the hair, over your head. Good. Now jump and clap!"
This move was responsible for most of Cassie's breast pain today. They were supposed to raise their hands above their heads and clap in rhythm to get the crowd pumped up. The problem was that the choreography also called for little excited hops, which caused her boobs to bounce painfully.
"Ok, now... down!"
The girls had to drop low, bent at the knees, legs spread out wide, while running their hands over their thighs. This was the move that her short skirt made literally impossible. Cassie gave up trying and just dropped to her knees instead.
"Crawl forward, fierce now girls!"
Cassie did her best to prowl forward like a cat while not exposing herself.
"Ok, shoulders down, backs arched, butts up..."
This was the lewdest part of the short routine. It looked like something out of the trashier rap videos Cassie had seen. And it was another move that would put Cassie's private areas on full display if she were to attempt it.
"Now, shake shake shake." The other girls shook their hips up and down, twerking with greater or lesser success.
"And, the last part that we learned, up onto the knees, zero zero zero, bounce bounce bounce."
Cassie did attempt this part, trying to bounce as low as she dared, putting greater enthusiasm into her zeros.
"Ok, Melissa, Harmony, Claire, Jasmine. You guys have it down, good job." Renee was not her usual easy-going self when in this leadership role, taking a much more demanding tone, " The rest of you, run it again."
This time Cassie really tried to put her all into it, even attempting the riskier maneuvers and hoping none of the other girls were watching.
It still wasn't good enough.
"Most of the rest of you got it. Daria, Olivia, Ava and Kissy. You four will run it from the top."
Cassie tried her hardest, but she was feeling tired after giving it her all in the last run through, and slipped up badly on the timing.
Renee's eyes were steely and without mercy.
"Just Kissy. Again."
Cassie could feel the eyes of the rest of the team on her as she struggled to do the dance steps without any other dancers to reference visually. She winced and tugged on her short skirt, trying desperately to do the sexualized dance moves without over exposing herself. She could hear giggles and whispers from the other girls as she sweated and flopped through the routine.
"Not good enough. Again."
This time, she made the mistake she had been dreading all practice. As she leaned forward and arched her back for the twerking dance move, she could feel her skirt catch and ride up on her sweaty hips. She was so tired and distracted that she didn't catch it in time, and she ended up pushing her bare ass up towards the crowd of girls, completely uncovered by panties or her skirt treating them to an unobstructed view of her pussy and asshole, jiggling and shaking as she humped her hips up and down with the rhythm of the music. The assembled girls exploded into gasps and giggles, some even rolling on the floor with laughter. Cassie blushed, collapsing onto the floor, clutching her skirt around her thighs, sweaty and humiliated.
"That will be enough for today." Said Renee dismissively, "But we will have to work on that a lot more next time."
Cassie felt like crying. She certainly didn't feel like this had empowered her. She felt the sly, knowing glances of the other girls, who she had just treated to an obscene view of her most private areas, and wanted to cringe. Maybe cheerleading hadn't been such a good idea. But just as she was thinking those self pitying thoughts, she saw a hand held out to help her to her feet. It was Melissa, with a big sweet smile on her pretty face.
"Wow, Kissy! That was great for a first practice!" Practically the whole team was there, smiling and clapping. Cassie looked around with shock. Hadn't these people just been tormenting her?
"We hope that you didn't get too discouraged!" Said a round-faced asian girl sincerely. "It's just a little hazing we do for new members. The captain rides them super hard on them for the first few practices until they join officially."
"You know," said Melissa, leaning in to whisper conspiratorially, "Renee is really rooting for you to do well, but she knows if she gave you special treatment, the other girls would never accept you. Just bear with it!"
"But wow! We haven't gotten a peep show like that one in a while!" Said a thin, red haired cheerleader, "We haven't gotten a nice clear view like that since your probation uniform, Mel!"
Mellisa smiled shyly. "Shut up Daria, we don't need to remember that."
The round-faced Asian girl grabbed Cassie by the hips unexpectedly. "Wow Kissy, what I wouldn't give to have a body like yours! I mean, I can't imagine how great sex must be for you." She gave a few thrusts, slamming her slim hips into Cassie's ass and making her blush.
"Oh yeah!" said Daria, the redhead, agreeing enthusiastically, running a hand up the inside of one of Cassie's thick thighs "It's like your body was designed for sex, Kissy."
"And don't forget these udders!" Said Melissa in a humorous roar, winking at the laughing crowd of girls while cupping Cassie's sore breasts from behind. "These sweater puppies must have the boys cumming in their jeans before you even get started."
"Yeah, but remember, said the little Asian with a smile, " you wouldn't just have this body during sex! Imagine walking around with these clown tits bouncing in front of you all the time. It would be like living as a blow-up doll. No offense Cassie." She leaned forward and twisted a stiff nipple, poking up through the stretchy fabric, adding in a loud stage whisper: "Sorry girl, but it must be hard knowing that you are the jerk off fantasy of the entire school."
The unexpected physical contact was throwing Cassie off balance, and the conversation made it clear that the girls were objectifying her just as much as the guys throughout school. The whole thing was confusing, and a little erotic. Was she seeing a hungry light in the eyes of the other cheerleaders? Did all of these girls... want her? The thought made her heart beat a little faster, and she folded her arms in front of her breasts in an attempt to block the view of her nipples.
She was sure she was reading too much into the situation. This was probably just how the cheerleaders joked with each other. In fact, she noted that other girls in the group were jokingly groping each other and flirting as well. She forced a laugh and said her goodbyes, heading to the locker room, sore, tired, and a little horny.
Renee met her in the locker room doorway. Pressing a finger to her lips with a smile, she gave a loud stage whisper:
"Awesome Job, Kissy! I knew you could do it! I'm sorry I have to be mean to you in front of the other girls! Now." She said looking serious. "Peter just got out of his nerd club or whatever, and I've arranged for you to meet him outside the school.
She motioned to Cassie's gym bag, which Cassie could see contained some of the new clothes Renee had mentioned.
"I've got your wardrobe all picked out for your big moment, Kissy!"
...
Gina let herself be led to another room, not even bothering to dress this time. Yuriko remained naked as well, leading her by the hand with cool confidence despite her unclothed state.
Gina couldn't help but notice the trimmed, but dense patch of hair between Yuriko's legs.
"Ummm, Yuriko?"
"Yes, Miss?"
"You said that everyone should get their hair removed, but you..." She cast her eyes down. The relationship had changed somehow in the bath room. Now she was the deferential one, and Yuriko was in control.
"Ah, you mean this?" Said Yuriko with a smile, running her fingers through the patch of hair above her pussy. "You misunderstood me, miss. I didn't say everyone should remove their hair. I said there are some people who should."
She continued walking, Gina following meekly, led by the hand.
"Styled properly, pubic hair is a symbol of dominance, control, confidence. For some women it is essential. But for submissives," Yuriko shook her head disapprovingly, "No. It sends a mixed message. It is better for you to have yours removed, so everyone can see you for what you are. Likewise for me. "
Gina didn't know she could feel worse about having her hair removed, but this disparaging speech was humiliating. After the masturbation session in front of the mirror though, hearing it from Yuriko also tinged it with eroticism.
They had reached a warmly lit room with a comfortable looking massage table.
"Lie down, Miss." Said Yuriko, patting the table.
Gina lay face down, grateful for the opportunity to hide her burning face from Yuriko's warm, amused eyes.
Yuriko busied herself at the small attendant's table for a moment, and then Gina felt warm smooth oil spreading across her back.
Massage must have been Yuriko's primary job skill. She was amazing. Her hands, firm and gentle at the same time, expertly worked the stress from Gina's back and shoulders. For a moment, she was able to forget all of the manipulation and teasing, and just relax.
After thoroughly massaging her back, Yuriko moved on to the legs.
"Tell me, Miss." Said Yuriko in a soft voice. "Are you sexually attracted to women?" As she said this, her firm little hands rode slowly up Gina's inner thighs, spreading the warm oil closer to her crotch. Closer, closer, achingly close, then backing away.
"No," said Gina with a bright confidence she didn't feel, "I've been happily married for 17 years. I just like men."
Yuriko let out a soft chuckle as she began focusing on Gina's hips, squeezing and pulling them from behind.
"Me too Miss! That's what I would have said for most of my life." She was massaging Gina's large ass now, gripping and mauling the cheeks with vigor. "I was a young newlywed woman, with an impressive career in front of me. I had never had a sexual encounter with another woman. But then..."
Yuriko hopped up on the table, straddling one of Gina's calves, focusing her hands once again on Gina's thighs, moving painfully close to Gina's aching pussy with each stroke of her hand. Gina could feel the warm wetness of Yuriko's pussy, pressing against the flesh of her calf.
"I met a master who showed me the truth." Gina could feel pressure and movement on her calf. Was Yuriko grinding her wet little pussy against Gina's leg?
"The truth?" asked Gina, her voice cracking slightly.
"Yes, Miss!" She felt the hands and the pressure on her calf withdraw as Yuriko jumped gracefully off the table. "Flip over now, miss, we have to do the front."
Gina awkwardly flipped over, trying to cover her breasts to hide the fact that her nipples had become hard and swollen from the stimulation. Yuriko shook her head with a smile, gently prying away her hands to reveal the rock hard nubs jutting up from her tits.
"My master told me," said Yuriko, applying oil to her hands and rubbing them to warm it, "that for men, their sexuality is like iron..." She ran her hand stiffly and forcefully up Gina's hips to emphasize the strong harshness of the word.
"... Hard, unyielding, forceful." Yuriko was now gripping her legs and squeezing rhythmically, from the calves up the thighs. "Once a man forms his sexual preferences, his fetishes, they are with him for life, unchanging."
"But a woman's sexuality..." Yuriko's voice became soft and alluring, and she lightly traced her hands back up Gina's hips, resting them softly on her vulnerable belly. "Is like clay."
"Soft." She crooned, gently swirling her hands over Gina's belly, almost tickling. "Malleable." Her hands were moving upwards, towards Gina's breasts, which were craving the attendant's firm little hands.
"A woman's preferences, her fetishes, can change. Shift." Yuriko held the oil bottle high, allowing fat, warm drops to splash down onto Gina's heaving tits.



"All it takes is a firm hand." Yuriko's hands gripped tightly around Gina's tits, making her gasp. "An artist's vision to mold a woman's sexuality to their whim."
Gina moaned as Yuriko aggressively handled her tits, cupping and squeezing, pulling and twisting. Molding them like clay.
Yuriko stood back from the table, upending the oil bottle over her body, giving her slim nude form an obscene oily sheen.
"Flip over again, Miss. I'm not done with your back side."
Gina made a sound of disappointment, but Yuriko's tone allowed no argument. Gina flipped over, sliding now on the oily table.
As she laid back down, she felt Yuriko's oiled body press and slide against her butt, her back. Her hard little nipples two exclamation points, tickling and scraping their way up her bare back.
"My Master showed me. He molded me. He showed me how sweet..." Yuriko was sliding her oily pussy up and down the back of Gina's thigh. "...Women could be. Showed me that I could mold them as well."
"Ass up now." Yuriko raised Gina to her knees, keeping a firm hand on her shoulder, forcing her ass to stick invitingly up into the air.
Gina groaned as an oiled hand began sliding up and down her smooth bare pussy, occasionally slipping in a finger or two. It felt right. It was what she had been craving all day without realizing it. She was wrong about only liking men, she realized. This woman was blowing her mind sexually.
Gina felt Yuriko's hot breath on her pussy from behind, sending an electric charge up her spine. She had always enjoyed oral sex, but Daren had always refused. What would it be like for this pretty young Asian tease to do it...
The hands had stopped. All that was left was Yuriko's hot, panting breath, inches from her soaking, oily pussy. She squirmed, craving the feel of lips, of tongue on her needy vagina.
"Yuriko. Please. Please!" Her voice was a greedy, sexual whine. A debased begging.
"I like that you are begging, miss. But you have to say it. You have to tell me exactly what you want."
"Lick my pussy! Eat me out! Please!" Cried Gina desperately. And then Yuriko was. She gripped Gina's hips and plunged in, her lips and tongue exploring every fold, making Gina scream out in pleasure, grinding herself back against the cute little face. It was heaven. Yuriko was an expert, and Gina had never had someone exploit her pussy so well in her life. She shuddered and moaned, feeling Yuriko's wicked little tongue flick and swirl around her swollen clit.
She was close. So close. She could feel that this would be one of the most earth shattering orgasms she had ever had. And at the hands of a woman. That somehow made it even more delicious. Taboo and wrong.
Yuriko withdrew, gasping for air.
"Yuriko, no! Please. I'm so close!"
Yuriko giggled. "Don't be selfish now, miss. You have to pay me back before I let you cum."
She used surprising strength to flip Gina over, crawling up the table to plant a knee on either side of her head.
"Please Yuriko, I can't. I've never done this. I don't know how!"
"Nonsense miss. You know your way around a pussy. Just focus on bringing me pleasure. I think you will be a natural."
Gina looked up with wide eyes and saw Yuriko's puffy pussy, thick black hair in a patch above it, like an insult, a badge showing the young woman's superiority. Her dominance. And above it she saw Yuriko's face. Now smug. Triumphant. And Gina knew how Yuriko saw this situation. She had taken a high and mighty straight woman, teased her, played with her, and belittled her. And now that woman was beneath her, horny and naked, about to service her cunt. She couldn't help but flashback to when Victor stood above her, his cock looming, with a similar look in his eyes.
Yuriko lowered herself onto Gina's face, bringing her pussy into contact with Gina's inexperienced mouth. And Gina hesitantly extended her tongue, parting Yuriko's lower lips, tasting a woman's sexual fluids for the first time.
"Mmmm, that's it, Miss." purred Yuriko, running her hands through Gina's hair. "Don't hesitate. More tongue. I don't bite."
Gina extended her tongue further, trying to swirl it like she had felt Yuriko do earlier.
Yuriko began gently grinding her hips against Gina's face, careful not to increase the pressure too much. Gina felt her face growing slimier, her mouth filling with Yuriko's natural lubricant. The taste was unusual, but not unpleasant.
Yuriko's grinding became more enthusiastic, and Gina found that she was struggling to breathe, and Yuriko's pussy at times slipped up over her nose. Yuriko was so powerfully in control that she even held Gina's life in her hands. Gina realized suddenly the utterly submissive position she had found herself in l, being totally dominated by her young attendant. Her hand snaked down to fumble and rub at her smooth pussy.
"I was instructed by your master to... guide you. He saw in you how much you could enjoy being with another woman. And look at you now! It certainly seems like he was right!"
Then Yuriko was withdrawing, sliding down the table. Gripping and lifting one of Gina's legs, she positioned herself between them, her freshly serviced vagina inches from Gina's.
"This is how we will cum Miss." Said Yuriko, smiling, moving her hips slightly in an undulating motion near Gina's aching pussy, demonstrating the sex act that was about to happen. "As lovers. Would you like that, Miss?"
"Y-yes Yuriko." Moaned Gina, caught in the attendant's spell.
"As would I, Miss." Said Yuriko, moving her pussy even closer. Gina's hips began moving on their own, craving the contact that seemed imminent. "But first, I find that moments of passion are the best times for honesty."
Gina whined and tried to scoot closer, to close the distance between their drooling pussies, but Yuriko held her fast.
"Tell me, Miss. Are you Sexually attracted to women?"
"Yes! To you Yuriko, yes! Please, let's have sex. I need it!"
"One more thing first, Miss." Yuriko's eyes were smug above her smile. "Are you a submissive? In the bedroom?"
Gina groaned. She was desperate. She could just tell Yuriko what she wanted to hear.
"Yes." She said shortly, straining against Yuriko's firm grip.
"I need to hear you say it."
"Yes! I am a submissive. I will submit to you."
"Good girl."
And with that, Yuriko slid forward, and their hot, wet pussies made contact. Yuriko moved her hips expertly, with a sinuous, fluid motion designed to maximize the oily cunt-on-cunt friction. Gina responded with an amateur's enthusiasm, bucking her hips wildly and moaning her pleasure at the newly discovered world of lesbian lust. The sweet, slimy coitus drove the two lovers swiftly to orgasm. Gina nearly screamed in release as her newly shaved cunt spasmed and squished messily against the younger, hairier pussy. Yuriko herself let out a reserved, elegant little moan as they climaxed together, pussies crushed close, hips grinding feverishly.
Gina collapsed back onto the table, wet with oil, sweat, and sexual fluids.Her brain felt stuffed with clouds. She was drifting off. She heard Yuriko say as if from a distance:
"The last treatment is your hair styling. We will take care of that while you rest."
...
"So, um..." Said Cassie, tongue tied, dressed in clothes she still found a little uncomfortable. "I really like you. Would you... go out with me Peter?"
They were standing on the steps outside of the school, the sun was low enough to cast everything in a golden light. It should have made the whole thing magical. Special. She had imagined this moment many times, when she and Peter would realize their feelings and finally be together.
But something was off about the mood. Cassie felt Peter's eyes looking at her body, outlined clearly in tight, pink leggings. And beyond that he seemed... nervous. Or distracted. She saw him glance up at Renee, who was waiting by the doors to the school, watching with an unreadable expression.
"Yeah," Said Peter, looking down at the ground, his voice cracking. "Yeah, Kissy, I feel the same way. Let's go out." It should have been everything that Cassie wanted. But he had called her Kissy, which still stung a little despite Renee's master plan. And he wasn't looking her in the eye. The whole thing felt wrong somehow.
"Well, cool." said Cassie, trying to sound happy, "I'm glad. I'll text you tonight. Maybe we can set up a date or something..."
"Yeah, for sure." Said Peter, finally looking into her eyes, with a look far short of joy.
As Cassie turned to awkwardly leave, he called out, "Hey, wait!"
Cassie turned back to see that he had awkwardly shuffled forward a few more steps.
"Now that we are dating... can I, uh... kiss you?"
Cassie considered this. It wasn't a crazy request, although the mood was horrible for some reason. Maybe this would help it.
"Yeah, of course... boyfriend" she said, trying to lighten the mood. He laughed nervously, and drew closer.
His face approached too quickly. Their teeth clicked. Their noses rammed. It was dry and passionless and awkward.
Peter pulled away as though burned. "I, uh. I'll see you later." He muttered. Then he practically ran away down the street.
Renee descended the steps, as Cassie stood in shocked silence.
"Welllll," said Renee wincing, "The good news is that you have a boyfriend."
"Yeah." Said Cassie miserably.
"The bad news is... I'm sorry honey, that was really rough. I've kissed my grandma better than that."
Cassie buried her face in her hands. This had gone all wrong.
"Don't worry, Kissy." Said Renee, smiling evilly behind Cassie's back, "I'm inviting you over to my place soon. I have some big ideas on how to turn this all around."
...
Gina awoke in delicious warmth, cuddled in a soft fluffy robe, laid back in a reclined chair. Yuriko sat primly on a stool across the room, once again professionally dressed in a robe with the name "Ryokan Spa" printed on it.
Her whole body felt relaxed and soft. Despite the erotic tension of the day, the spa had succeeded in its purpose of refreshing her.
Yuriko smiled warmly. "On behalf of the Ryokan Spa, we would like to thank you for your visit today, Miss. We look forward to serving you again."
She stood and bowed gracefully. "You will find your street clothes hanging there," she said, gesturing to a hangar on the wall, her shoes lying below, "the reception area from which you entered is just through that door, whenever you are ready."
"My hair..." said Gina sleepily. She remembered Yuriko saying that they would do something to it, and it certainly felt different. Lighter and feathery.
"Yes, Miss. You slept through the whole procedure." Yuriko walked close, kneeling beside Gina. and taking her hand.
"On a more personal note, Miss." She said, her voice warm and smoky, "Remember the lessons that I told you today. As much as you would like to be like iron, you are like clay. Make peace with that, and you will find fulfillment."
She pulled Gina's hand to her mouth and gave it a soft, lingering kiss. "I had a very amusing time today." She said, staring with a heated gaze deep into Gina's eyes, "If you would ever like to submit again, Victor knows how to reach me. I'm sure he would lend you to me if you had the desire."
Gina didn't know how to respond, and Yuriko wordlessly rose, bowed one last time, and left, the door clicking shut behind her. There was nothing left to do but dress and leave, the entrance hall eerily silent, calm and empty as she left the building.
The sun was already almost down as Gina reached her car. Shit. She would have to come up with some excuse for Daren. She would just say she went to get her hair done after work on a whim. That would explain the new hairstyle as well. Speaking of which, she hadn't had a chance to see the new style, with no mirror being present in the changing room.
She slipped into the driver's seat and adjusted the mirror to get a good look at herself.
Her mouth fell open in shock.
Her naturally dirty blonde waves had been bleached to platinum and made feathery, fine, and straight. It was the most unnatural, ultra fake, girly-girl hair style she could imagine. She slammed her hand down on the dashboard, face twisting in anger.
That asshole. That son of a bitch. He thought he could control her. Thought he could treat her like his dress up doll. That man had gone too far. Victor didn't own her hair. He didn't own her body, He certainly didn't own her pussy, no matter what the little asian tease wanted to make her believe.
She would consult her normal hairdresser tomorrow. See what her options were for changing the look. She would take back some autonomy. But in the mean time she needed to get home and fuck Daren. She was feeling horny as hell all of a sudden.
...
Daren sat at the table, the package open in front of him, hands folded.
His phone chimed again.
[Well, puppy, was I right? Did wifey get a little gift in the mail?]
Daren couldn't think of anything to type in response. He just took his phone and snapped a picture of what was in the box.
Chime.
[Oooohhhhh Shiiiiiit!!!!!] Crying laughing emoji.
[That's even worse than I thought, Mr. H! Things have gone really far. If she hasn't fucked him already, then it can't be long now.]
Daren put his head in his hands. His dick was as hard as a rock.
Chime.
[No tears, puppy. This is what you have been training for. You need to really put your foot down this time. Tell her she can't see him anymore. Can't text him any more. She will try to come on to you to make you lose your resolve. Don't let her distract you! No sex for wifey tonight, puppy!] Crossed arms emoji.
Daren took a deep breath. He could do this. Renee was right. Now was the time. He heard the front door open.
...
Gina flew in the front door, still feeling the residual heat of anger from seeing her hair. Daren was sitting at the dining room table, some sort of box half open in front of him. Good, she didn't need to find him. She felt like tearing his clothes off right there. She really needed to release her tension.
"Hi honey!" She said, trying to plant a deep kiss on his lips. He turned his head away at the last moment, and all she got was a cheek. Gina frowned.
"You're really late," said Daren quietly, "Where were you today?" God damn it Daren. You had to make one of your weak little whiny stands at just exactly the wrong time. Maybe she could smooth it over...
"Just getting my hair done, baby," She said with a fake smile, turning her head this way and that to show off the girly hairstyle she hated. "Do you like it?"
Daren visibly gulped and squirmed in his chair. "It's... different," he said hoarsely. Gina knew his body language too well. Daren found the hairstyle incredibly hot. Men were pigs.
"Listen," He plunged on, "This came for you in the mail today." Gina looked down at the opened package. Oh shit...
"It had a note in it from Victor..."
Gina snatched the opened box off of the table like she could somehow undo the hurt in Daren's eyes. If his previous gifts were anything to go by, this was something that Daren really shouldn't have seen.
Gina had one playbook when facing a conflict. Go on the offensive.
"So you thought it was ok to go through my fucking mail?" She hissed, clutching the package under her arm.
Daren shook his head. Normally he would back down at this point. But something had gotten into him. "This has gone too far, Gina. He's playing a game with you. And I think it's a game we are both going to lose."
This little fucking weasel. Is that what he thought of her? That Victor could make her his plaything? That she could never win against the great, superior Victor? Hell no. She would never accept that. She had Victor right where she wanted him: obsessed with her and willing to do anything for her. And what had she given in return? Nothing. Just a few polite good morning texts. (If you don't count that shameful party, a voice in the back of her head whispered. She ignored it.)
"The whole reason that I am doing this is to save the fucking job that you aren't good enough to keep on your own." Said Gina with spite. She saw the hurt register in Daren's eyes. Good. Maybe he should feel a little sting after he had insulted her.
"It's not worth it, baby." Said Daren miserably, "I can find another job."
Gina snorted. What he was saying might technically be true, but she was unwilling to give an inch in this argument.
Daren continued doggedly. "I know you have been texting him. And that he wants you to meet him again. As your husband, I am asking you. Don't text him. Don't meet him." He looked at her sincerely.
Gina almost broke, seeing the hurt and sincerity in Daren's eyes. But backing down in an argument just wasn't in her.
"So you think so little of me? Of the vows I made to you? I can have a conversation with another man without cheating on you, Daren Harlowe." She said coldly.
Daren looked tired, on edge. He was struggling to find something else to say, some way to reach her.
Well, there was one out of this that didn't involve losing face... Some good old fashioned make-up sex could be a good way to break the tension. The afterglow would allow Gina to compromise without looking like she was caving in to her weak husband. And God, she needed it. Even this argument hadn't distracted her from the nagging itch of horniness in her belly.
"You are so concerned with other men trying to steal me," she said, marching up to Daren and lifting her chin to meet his eyes, "Then claim me. Mark your territory." She gripped his hand aggressively and moved it between her legs. Yeah, this could work. She could see the dirty talk was working him up. She just needed a little of that aggression Daren had shown her the other night.
Daren let his hand fall limply from her crotch.
"No. Not tonight. I'm upset with you."
"What the fuck!" Gina almost screamed it in frustration. She could see the massive tent that Daren was pitching, and he wanted to wuss out because of his whiny principles? She turned and stormed off towards the bedroom.
"Well if you aren't man enough to fuck your wife, then you can jerk yourself off on the couch tonight, loser." She snarled.
She saw one last glance of him looking ridiculous: sat at the table where he had just rejected his own wife, sad and upset, but with the biggest boner she had ever seen him have.
...
Gina tossed the opened box on the bed without looking inside. She would deal with it later.
That little prick. Trying to tell her what to do. Thinking she was so much weaker than fucking Victor Cross.
She removed her clothes with quick, angry motions. She needed release, she needed a good fuck, and shrimp dick out there clearly wasn't going to give it to her. Well she would just have to take care of it herself.
Naked again, she flopped back on the bed, pulling out her phone, navigating again to pornography, something she had been doing more and more frequently lately. She wasn't going to play games tonight. She needed to get off hard and quick, and she couldn't waste time letting shame and guilt get in the way. She searched directly for interracial porn.
While she found a likely video, she opened her bedside drawer to find her trusty vibrator. As she did, she saw that ridiculous choker. VICTOR'S. Victor was just as infuriating as Daren. Wanting to control her, to collar her. She snatched out her vibrator and slammed the drawer shut.
Here we go. A video of a stacked blond woman kneeling docily in front of a huge black dick. She had tried not to watch too many videos like this, afraid of what it meant about her desires, but they really did turn her on like nothing else. She purred in pleasure as the blond woman began lovingly worshiping the huge cock, softly kissing it and running her tongue up and down the length.



She couldn't help but notice that the porn star in the video had feathery, platinum blond hair. She glanced towards the full length mirror on the wall, somehow nervous about what she would see.
Her pussy spasmed, and she let out a little surprised grunt. She had subconsciously raised her legs up into the position that Yuriko had said looked so submissive. And she did look submissive. The new girly hair added to the effect. She no longer looked like a confident, strong, independent woman. She looked like a horny, submissive... bimbo.
There was no other word. The voluptuous body, the artificially blond hair, the smooth hairless pussy, the submissive pose. Together they formed a clear picture of a dumb, horny slut.
Victor. Victor had done this. The phone dropped to the bed, porn forgotten. Gina had found something even more erotic to masturbate to. Her own degradation. Victor had wanted her to look like this. To act like this. And he had made it happen. Even though she thought she was playing him, he had won again without even being in the room.
He had remade her body in a way that got him off.
And her dumb pussy was loving it, no matter how much her conscious mind rebelled.
She hesitantly, slowly, reopened the drawer with Victor's choker gift in it. An insult. An obscene claim on her heart and mind. A degrading claim of ownership. What if she wore it, just for a little. Just to help her wallow in this submissive fantasy a little better. It didn't mean anything. She could take it right back off afterwards and never wear it again.
She checked to make sure the bedroom door was locked.
The choker snapped around her neck with a satisfying click. And now the image was complete. It was so wrong. So dirty. Submitting, even secretly, to her husband's boss. Giving him control. Ownership. She moved the vibrator roughly on her pussy, her hips gyrating, her breasts heaving. She was getting off on seeing herself in the mirror, on seeing how she had debased herself for the man she hated.
Her phone buzzed.
[Good evening princess. How was your spa day?]
It was accompanied by a picture of Victor, relaxing in a bathrobe in bed, a big cocky smile on his face.
Gina growled. This asshole knew exactly what sort of day he had set her up for. She turned the vibrator up a setting.
She sent him back a middle finger emoji.
[Hahaha, I take it that things went as planned. Don't lie, I know you enjoyed it.]
[Fuck you, prick.] Gina's new hair stuck to her sweaty forehead as she relentlessly fucked her newly smooth pussy with her vibrator.
[Is that any way to speak to your loving boyfriend? And what, no return selfie?]
Gina looked at the sweaty, horny slut in the mirror, trashy choker encircling her neck.
[I can't right now. I'm naked.]
[I bet you are.] Winking emoji. [Send me one anyway. I want to see what I paid for.]
A groan of hatred and lust escaped Gina's lips. This arrogant prick. She couldn't stop thinking about what Yuriko had said. About how Victor owned her pussy. He certainly acted like he did, making decisions about how it looked, about how it felt. But sending him a picture, that would just be confirming it. It would be telling him that he was right. It would be submitting to him.
She glanced up again to the bimbo fucking herself in the mirror. If Victor saw this, he would know that he had won and she had lost. That he owned her in some way. That she was submitting to his sexual desires. Her pussy felt amazing. She couldn't think clearly. It would be so hot to just send the picture, to not think about it, to put herself in Victor's cruel hands.
She snapped the picture, just to see what it would look like. She groaned at the horrifying, erotic sight. She just looked so fucking stupid, so submissive, like such a girly little inferior loser. Her shaking thumb hovered over the send button, her hips writhing upwards towards her vibrator. And, before she knew what she was doing, she gave in to her basest instincts, her thumb stabbing down to seal her fate. A second after the message was gone, she regretted it, looking to see if there was an unsend button. Too late. The message was marked as sent. Then delivered. Then seen. The picture showed her legs bent and spread. Vibrator to her hairless pussy. Mouth parted and panting raggedly. Platinum hair messily sexy. Glinting choker, shamefully proclaiming Victor's ownership clearly visible on her neck.
[Good girl.]
[I see you like my gift. Did you get my new gift I sent you today?]
Gina didn't respond. She was too busy enjoying the waves of erotic humiliation wracking her mind.
[It seems like you are busy, pet. But open the gift. It will be worth your time.]
Gina looked over to the half open package, now nervous about what was inside. She lifted the lid.
It was a massive brown vibrating dildo, realistically shaped like a cock. It looked familiar. Oh God, this is what Daren had seen.
Gina lifted it out reverently. Turned it on. She was already submitting symbolically to Victor. What was one more symbol?
She rubbed it up and down her pussy, feeling the large silicone head part and rub her soaking folds, stimulating with a gentle buzz. She positioned it at her entrance, breathing deeply, her breasts heaving.
Her phone buzzed again.
This time it was a picture of Victor's huge black cock, stiffly rising above his toned belly as he lay in bed,, his hand gripping the base tightly.
[Look familiar?]
She looked down at the dildo. No way. She knew what it was supposed to represent, but it couldn't be... Yes. It was definitely directly modeled on Victor's own dick. Gina hesitated, the bulbous fake cock head just barely parting her lips. Then she slowly, sensually, impaled herself. Before she had even fully inserted the dildo, she was cumming, moaning, trying to keep her voice down as she repeated "Victor. It's yours Victor. Own my pussy!'
She didn't even notice as her phone buzzed a final time.
[Sweet dreams, pet. I have an idea for our next date. Next Friday. I'll be in touch.]
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Avani Rao's anxious personal assistant peeked her head in through the door of Avani's luxurious home office.
"You have a call on line one, Ms. Rao."
Avani didn't look up from the tablet she was swiping through. She sighed.
"I was very clear, Jen. I'm going through proofs of the Lisbon shoot all afternoon. No interruptions." She stabbed a slim finger at one of the images on her tablet and used a stylus to scribble a note over it, concentrating intensely.
"It's ummm... It's your father, Ms. Rao." said the wincing assistant, whose name was not Jen, but knew better than to bring that up right now.
This finally caused Avani to look up from her work, precisely groomed eyebrows raised in disbelief over her luminous brown eyes. She didn't understand what the pathetic old man could want.
She sighed and placed the tablet down with a click. "Fine. I'm taking the call." She waved dismissively, and her assistant scurried away, thankful for avoiding Ms. Rao's wrath this time.
Avani picked up the phone and swiveled her chair to face the glass wall. Viewing the busy city always calmed her. Maybe it would give her the patience to deal with Arnav.
"This is Avani Rao," she said with dry weariness.
"Avi! So good to hear your voice! How have you been?" The deep, rich voice of her father seemed to pour like honey from the headset.
"I'm perfectly well, Arnav," Avani said in a voice just barely on the right side of politeness, "What is this call regarding?"
"Well my dear, there are just a few things that I am concerned about..." began her father in a wounded voice, clearly upset that she hadn't asked him how he was doing. Avani rubbed a temple and cut him off. She didn't have time for his roundabout blathering nonsense today. "I have a busy schedule today, Mr. Rao. What are your concerns? Briefly."
"Well, I was talking to your mother, and..."
"No!" Avani's voice shot out like a whip. Her hand instinctively slapped down on her desk, hard enough for her to feel the sting.
"No." She continued in a cold voice, "Never refer to that woman as my mother. You disgraced yourself and our whole family when you married her. She is barely ten years older than me, and decades younger than you."
"Ok, fine Avi, fine," said the old fool placatingly, "I understand how you feel. But that is one of my concerns. I would like you to call a truce with your m-... with Madeline. You've made your opinion about her overly clear to the public, and she is beginning to feel some... social consequences from that. Please, daughter, for me. Can you just... I don't know, you know more about PR than me... take her for breakfast or something? Show that while you don't like her, you are willing to tolerate her?"
"But that's the thing," said Avani tonelessly, keeping her smoldering rage on a short leash, "I'm not willing to tolerate her. My brand is important to me, Arnav, and I won't be tied to that gold-digging slut in any way. When she inevitably embarrasses and leaves you, my choice to keep her at arm's length will pay off handsomely."
"But, Avi..."
"Enough, Mr. Rao. That's my final word on the matter. I don't want to hear about this issue from you again. You said you had concerns. What else?" Snapped Avani.
"My people tell me that... well I don't know how to put this... they are under the impression that you might be working against my interests with some of the board members of Rao Electronics."
Avani massaged her forehead. This idiot had better not be giving her wrinkles. At 24, Avani was in her prime, but it was never too early to head off signs of aging. She couldn't believe that anyone, even Arnav, would be stupid enough to just bring up their concerns directly to the person that they suspected of plotting against them.
"It is the board's official position that you have their full confidence. As a member of the board, I support that official position without reservations." Said Avani in a glossy, fake PR voice.
"Please, Avi. I don't know why it has to be this way between us. I remember a sweet little girl who was always trying to please her Daddy. Why can't we..."
Avani hung up on him. Another crass attempt at emotional manipulation. Her father was a slow learner if he hadn't yet realized that he had no influence over her at all anymore. No one could influence Avani once she had decided on a course of action.
Madeline and Arnav. In many ways, they were made for each other. Avani picked up her tablet and scrolled through the endless photos of herself again, pausing occasionally to write notes. Well, she would be rid of Madeline soon. Her father would take a few more months, but he would be dealt with as well. She was the one with her hands firmly on the reins in this family, and she would make sure those two would never forget it.
Avani gritted her teeth. All of this stress and pressure from work... what she really needed was to get laid. The problem was finding someone of suitable status to date that wouldn't land her in the tabloids. The press sexualized her enough without those perverts speculating about what she was doing in bed with a man. She had been trying to find the perfect candidate for weeks. That older music producer would probably be good in bed... but her plan to negotiate a relationship wasn't ready yet. It would be another quick, joyless vibrator session tonight before bed. She stabbed a finger at a displeasing photo and wrote a bitchy comment over it for the photographer. She would just have to shove down her sexual frustrations deep inside like she did with most of her other feelings.
...
Faria stepped out of her private car into a rainy, cold afternoon, smoothly accepting the umbrella handed to her by her driver. Even the terrible weather couldn't ruin the tastefully designed landscaping and grounds of the estate, and Faria had to admire the elegant architecture of the main house as well. She had always been under the impression that Arnav Rao was a tasteless, new-money billionaire. But if he was, his new wife Madeline must have been a good influence on him: Faria understood that she was responsible for the design decisions for their new abode.
Madeline herself stood in the entryway with a welcoming smile. Faria hurried inside, to accept a kiss on the cheek as a greeting from her hostess. Faria was instantly struck by Madeline. She had a curvy, voluptuous body that seemed ready to burst out of any clothes that confined it, even the fashionable dress she was wearing currently. Her rosy lips always seemed to be kinked up into a mischievous smile, even at the most innocent of times. Even now, with her shining blond hair in a sensible bob, modestly dressed, and casually welcoming a guest for a business meeting, the woman gave off waves of confident feminine sexual energy. Faria found it delightful and intoxicating.
They settled themselves in a large, tastefully decorated sitting room, and Faria accepted a cocktail, making small talk before their meeting began. It wasn't every day that she had the opportunity to converse (and lightly flirt) with a beautiful, charming woman. Most of her clients tended to be sexually frustrated men.
"You know, Mrs. Rao, you are very special," said Faria with a wink, "I usually don't make house calls. I make most of my potential clients come crawling to me."
"That was always my policy too, Miss Faria," Said Madeline, grinning widely as she returned the wink with interest. Both women laughed with genuine amusement, two kindred spirits. Faria thought Madeline was lovely company. Maybe she would reach out in a personal capacity later and see if Mrs. Rao was interested in dinner. In Faria's experience, many husbands, far from being jealous, were...enthusiastic to see their wives experiment with dating women on the side. It was worth a try. Madeline, with her tempting curves and wicked eyes, was exactly the type of woman that Faria would have collected, back in the days before she had sworn off using her power for herself. It had been the right decision, but it wasn't always easy denying herself.
"But really, I'm glad you made an exception," said Madeline, reaching out to put a hand on Faria's knee. "I'm not quite high profile enough for the front page of the gossip rags, but you never know when the paparazzi might be watching." Faria's skin tingled warmly from Madeline's soft touch. Hey now, she thought playfully, I'm the one who does the manipulation, Mrs. Rao.
"Not a problem at all, Mrs. Rao. Actually, may I call you Madeline?"
"Of course! I feel like I've known you for years, dear."
"Well then Madeline, let's get straight to business," said Faria, setting her glass down with a click on the low table. "Please, tell me more about the situation that is troubling you."
Madeline sighed as though she didn't know where to begin, but pulled herself together and began her explanation.
"Well, I don't spread this information around, but I used to provide certain services to..." Madeline gave Faria a lopsided smile, "You know what? We are both big girls, Faria. I'll be blunt with you. I was a dominatrix before I met Arnav. That is, in fact, how I met him."
Faria nodded. She had known, of course. Faria moved in circles that knew about high-class dominatrix services that catered to the rich and famous. Madeline had been well known in those circles. Very positive reviews.
"Many sex workers try to maintain emotional distance, but doing so isn't possible if you want to truly dominate someone. I'm sure you know what I mean, in your line of work."
Faria nodded, attention rapt on Madeline.
"Long story short, we fell in love. You can doubt me if you want. I admit that from the outside, the situation seems like a textbook case of a younger gold digger with an old pervert billionaire. I've given up convincing other people, I know what is in my heart." Madeline pressed a hand to her impressive chest with a wistful look in her eyes. Faria wasn't sure if Madeline was truly sincere, or just a fantastic actress, but for her purposes, it hardly mattered.
"We got married a little over a year ago, and we were happy together. But then..." Madeline's face clouded over.
"Then Avani got involved," Said Faria sympathetically.
"Bingo," replied Madeline bitterly, draining her glass.
Avani Rao. A name that you could read about equally as often in Cosmopolitan and Forbes. Model, influencer, fashion icon, entrepreneur, cutthroat corporate shark. All of it was accomplished under the age of thirty. She had gotten her start due to the influence of her father's fortune, but no one would argue that she had coasted. Success and power seemed to follow her around like loyal pets.
And it seemed that she had turned her considerate talents towards opposing her new stepmother.
"My services were never available for... public consumption, but I did create videos at times for clients who weren't able to meet with me in person," explained Mrs. Rao delicately.
"And Avani got a hold of some of those videos," guessed Faria.
"Precisely," said Madeline glumly. "Some of the things I said in those videos made sense in the context of my relationship with that client, but would be... confronting to an average person. And that's not to mention what I was wearing."
"I see the issue," said Faria sympathetically. It wasn't a problem she would ever have personally, but for someone without her abilities, something like this was a real risk. "So what is she blackmailing you to do?"
"Avani is insisting that I divorce her father. She's unwilling to negotiate at all, or even discuss the issue. Simply an ultimatum. If those videos are released, it would cause a terrible scandal. I can't put Arnie through that, he's had enough scandal for one lifetime."
Faria had done enough background research to know what she was referring to. Arnav Rao's divorce from his first wife had been a bitter, messy ordeal that involved large amounts of mudslinging in the press. She understood why Madeline would be anxious to avoid bringing her husband further scrutiny.
"I think I understand your objections to the potential target," Said Faria, nodding. "Do you have a photograph of the woman in question?"
In this particular case, the question bordered on absurdity. Avani Rao was photographed for a living, and there were thousands of images of her available online. Madeline, however, opened a nearby folder without objections and slid a glossy photo across the table to Faria.
Madeline had chosen well. The photo was a candid shot, likely taken during a meeting of the corporate board Avani was a member of. Avani sat back in her chair, her striking caramel eyes glancing sidelong at whoever was speaking. Even here, away from the fashion photographers, her raven hair was styled in a perfect glossy wave, and her cinnamon skin was flawless and glowing. She had a perfect, precise beauty that clearly required hours of effort and huge sums of money to maintain. Her beauty wasn't even spoiled by the look of smug superiority on her beautiful face. Her expression spoke of a towering ego and a complete lack of respect towards whoever she was looking at.
"This photo was taken while Arnav was addressing the board," said Madeline quietly, her eyes shooting daggers at the photo, "It didn't meet Avani's standards for publication."
Probably because it accurately represented her, reflected Faria, eyes still captivated by the image of arrogant feminine perfection in front of her.
She looked up into Madeline's intense blue eyes. "The proposed target presents...unique challenges in this case. Avani is a naturally dominant person. If she has a submissive streak, it's buried under a lifetime of scar tissue and battle armor. In my professional opinion, Avani Rao is likely to resist my techniques. I would probably refuse this request immediately if I wasn't confident that you possessed the skills necessary to accomplish a difficult training and conditioning process after the initial programming is complete. Regardless, if I were to accept this project, the price would be quite high."
"Money is no object," replied Madeline with cool confidence, "name your price."
"Five hundred thousand dollars."
If the figure shocked Madeline, she gave no indication of it, simply saying smoothly: "An amount that large will require a signature from Arnav, but I can have a check couriered to your office at your earliest convenience."
"One last question, Mrs. Rao," said Faria, leaning forward and focusing all of her attention on her ravishing hostess, " How exactly would you like me to hypnotize Avani? What exactly is your desired outcome for your stepdaughter?"
"Ah. Testing the purity of my intentions I see, Miss Faria." Madeline Rao said in a breezy tone. "But why do I get the feeling you are more interested in a lack of purity?" The confident, curvy woman treated Faria to a crooked, naughty smile that set her heart beating a little faster.
"In my previous line of work, I had to deal with many men and women who thought I was just another prostitute they could fuck," began Madeline in a low, sultry voice. "Arrogant, entitled people with a deep-seated belief that I was beneath them in every way. Nothing brought me greater satisfaction, morally and sexually, than breaking them down and making them bow to me and acknowledge me as their superior."
Madeline picked up the photo of Avani and delicately stroked the prideful face of her stepdaughter with one slim finger. "I've never met anyone quite as arrogant, stuck-up, and entitled as Avani Rao. She's on another level completely. Nothing turns me on more than the idea of dragging her off her pedestal and making her kneel at my feet, forcing that little bitch to worship me like the goddess I am. With her words, her tongue, and her tight, perfect body. I want to own Avani, body, mind, and soul, and have her love and hate every moment of it. I want her to look up at me, panting and moaning, and call me Mommy."
Faria returned Madeline's smile. Her hostess certainly had a way with words. As difficult as it may be to complete, Madeline made the project sound... stimulating.
"I'll be in touch." Said Faria, her mind already working on how to best approach her target.
...
Faria had never approached a target quite as high profile as Avani Rao, but she had enough of an understanding of her target to know that she would likely only have one shot at ensnaring her. Avani had a dominant, suspicious personality, and would almost certainly resist her control. Faria's hypnotic voice would have to be pitched precisely to get ironclad control over the young woman on the first try. Anything less would probably get Faria captured by displeased security.
The thorny issue was that Faria needed to know a person as well as she possibly could to ensure perfect control. Not their outward facade, but the real them. Avani's public presence was purely a facade, carefully stage-managed to present her desired image to the world. Her conversation with Madeline had helped to uncover Avani's true self, but not enough for Faria to be confident. She needed more...
It was easier than Faria thought it would be to replace Avani's personal assistant. When Faria had brought up the idea of quitting while using her vocal talent, the young woman had agreed immediately. Faria half suspected that if she had suggested quitting without using her talent at all, it still would have worked. Avani had outsourced hiring for her assistants to an agency, most likely because of the high turnover. So it was easy for Faria to mesmerize a hiring manager into believing she had a stellar resume, and land the job within a week.
With an opportunity to observe Avani's private life firsthand, Faria was sure she would be able to gather the information that she needed...
...
Faria pulled into her designated parking spot in the high rise containing Avani Rao's apartment. She took a deep breath, staring at herself in the rearview mirror, and watched a smile slowly spread across her face.
Today was the day.
The past few weeks had been difficult. Avani had made them that way on purpose.. Days had been taken up with games of sending Faria to pick up files and prints from another office through packed city traffic, then insisting that she had fucked up and gotten the wrong ones. Multiple drinks had been deliberately spilled so that Avani could watch with lidded eyes and a cruel smile as Faria got to her hands and knees to wipe it up. There were endless petty power plays intended to humiliate Faria and put her in what Avani saw as her rightful place.
All of it was good info. Avani was obsessed with her status and power when compared to others. Although Avani wasn't conscious of it, the satisfaction she gained from putting others down and demonstrating her power was sexual in nature. It was great news for the success of the project. Sexual domination and sexual submission were two sides of the same coin. With care and skill, one could be perverted into the other.



Avani's obsession with control wasn't reserved solely for her assistants. She micromanaged and bullied all of her employees, and even those who were, in theory, her equals, like other board members. It spoke of a deep insecurity at her core. One that could be exploited.
The last piece of the puzzle was Avani's isolation. For a woman who considered no one to be her equal, there could be very little companionship. There were other socialites that she would go to lunch with, or attend exclusive nightclubs, but these were carefully scripted PR events, and Avani never spoke with the women outside of that context. Faria's practiced eye immediately saw that Avani was both deeply horny and deeply sexually repressed; both of which helped to fuel her acidic personality. Faria had overheard a call last night, in which Avani had passionlessly attempted to negotiate a dating relationship with a music producer. Avani was utterly out of touch with her sexual needs, and, despite being a public symbol of female beauty and sensuality, she was, for some reason, deeply afraid of the public knowing anything about her sex life.
Faria had been careful, patient, and thorough. She was now confident that she had what she needed to rewire Avani Rao's evil little brain.
Faria had picked her day carefully. Avani planned to spend all day looking through proofs in her home office and insisted on no interruptions. It would give Faria an uninterrupted window of 8 hours or so to have the bitch all to herself. Normally, that would be more than enough time, but Faria was taking no chances. Avani would have to be broken like a wild horse.
Before entering the office, Faria ensured all of the staff members were gone, and when she finally stepped into Avani's office, it was with a predatory grin on her face. These few weeks with the nasty socialite had been torture. She was ready to take out her frustration on a very deserving target.
Avani instantly looked up from her work, gorgeous tawny eyes flashing with annoyance, sneering slightly as she took in Faria's appearance. "You're late, and also interrupting my work. A new low, even for someone as incompetent as you, Jen." Avani's misremembering of names was, like most things she did, a petty power play, and Faria had learned to ignore it. Not today.
"Please, call me Faria, Avani," said the mesmerist in a voice as smooth and cold as silk, "I have some important things to discuss with you."
"Wrong." Said Avani in a flat, menacing tone. She was wearing her typical chic business wear today, a blazer over a high-collared blouse and a short pencil skirt, both tight enough to subtly highlight her curves without being gauche enough to reveal anything. The look was completed by short-heeled boots, and a done-up hairstyle that was meant to look effortless, but had probably taken a team of hair stylists an hour to get perfect earlier this morning.
"We have nothing to speak about unless I say we do," continued Avani, her rage over Faria's unruffled attitude making her go ice cold. "Besides, you have so much work to do that you don't have time to talk." Glaring at Faria with her startling eyes, a chilly, cruel look on her face, Avani slowly swept her arm to the side, knocking her half-finished iced coffee to the ground. "Clean it up, Jen."
Faria glanced down at the puddle of coffee and cream spreading on the floor. She judged that it was a similar color to Avani's dusky, perfect skin. Perhaps she should get a direct comparison. She looked up at Avani, who was giving her a smug, triumphant look.
"No honey, I think you're going to clean up your own mess this time."
Avani's brows knit together in rage. The young entrepreneur took a deep breath, her icy anger about to explode like a volcano.
*Silence, Avani.*
Faria's voice slipped out oddly, with strange emphasis and long slithery vowels. It echoed uncannily in the airy office. Faria's special talent allowed her to tailor her voice specifically to interfere with the thought patterns of those who heard her.
Avani froze. Comically so. Her eyes were still furious, locked on Faria, her mouth half open to begin yelling.
Faria held her breath. This was the moment of truth when it would become clear if her character analysis had paid off, or if she was going to have to dodge security and hide from an angry, entitled rich girl.
Avani remained perfectly still, like a lovely, coppery statue of an angry goddess. Faria let out her breath and smiled. The immobility probably meant Avani's mind was fighting hard against her control, but she was obeying the command to be silent. Time to push things further.
*Your shirt looks absorbent. Take it off. Wipe up your mess.*
Avani remained frozen for just long enough to make Faria nervous, but finally, she began struggling out of her blazer with stiff, jerky motions that broadcast the ferocious war raging inside her mind.
*You will answer all my questions with only the truth, and the full truth. Nod if you understand*
Avani had finally closed her mouth, but her face was locked in an expression of furious concentration; obviously, she was putting all her effort into fighting Faria's control. Despite her efforts, her head bobbed up and down in a sharp nod.
*Are you blackmailing your mother?*
"She's not my mother," grunted the young model through gritted, pearly white teeth. She raised two shaking, perfectly manicured hands to fumble with her blouse's top button.
Faria rolled her eyes. *Are you blackmailing Madeline Rao?*
"Yes," snapped Avani, her hands fluttering down to the second button.
*Why?*
"I'm...in charge...of our family," sputtered Avani, trying unsuccessfully to hold back the words forcing themselves out of her lips, "she's a whore...so she... needs to be dealt with." Her traitorous hands had loosened the third button, exposing a generous view of luscious brown cleavage.
*You're stalling. Remove the shirt. Now.* Faria's impatience could be heard even through the strange tones of her voice.
With a venomous glare at her captor, Avani Rao gripped both sides of her shirt and pulled hard, snapping the rest of the buttons off to clatter on the floor and baring her torso to her assistant.
Faria had to give credit where it was due. Avani's personal trainer knew what they were doing. Although the breasts concealed by the high-quality, functional-looking black bra were only average size, they looked round and firm. Avani's flat, toned belly complimented the sweet, rounded curve of her hips in an arresting blend of feminine softness and hard-edged eroticism. It was a crime that Avani Rao gave the world only teasing glimpses of her hot little body without allowing anyone to taste its pleasures in the bedroom. Well, that injustice would be corrected soon If Faria and Madeline got their way.
Avani stripped off the sleeves with sharp, frustrated movements, leaving her in just her bra, shivering slightly, with a look of petulant hatred painted on her face.
*Now clean.*
Avani slid off of her office chair, knees hitting the floor with an audible clunk. She looked like she was swallowing something sour as she leaned down with the balled-up expensive blouse in her hand and began scrubbing at the puddle of coffee near her desk.
Huh, though Faria with a smile of deep satisfaction, I was wrong: Faria's skin is just a touch lighter than her milky coffee.
"One last formality, honey." Said Faria. At the sound of her voice, Avani glared up at her. The sight of the arrogant socialite looking up from her knees, partially stripped, furious but helpless, strands of hair coming loose from her careful hairstyle giving her a slightly disheveled sexiness, gave Faria a white-hot erotic thrill. She wanted to get straight to the programming, but there was an important piece of business first. "By requesting my services to be performed on you, my client has wronged you at least as much as you have wronged them. Therefore I will offer you a chance to escape what is about to happen. The fee charged to my client in this instance was $500,000. If you are willing to double that price, I will offer you the chance to simply walk away, or craft a reversed punishment for her. Are you interested?"
Faria sincerely hoped that Avani didn't take her up on the offer: as sweet as it would be to work with Avani as a target, Faria had no desire to work with her as a client. But the offer was an important part of Faria's unusual moral code. This snobby rich girl could afford it, and it would probably be in her best interest, but Faria held out hope that Avani wouldn't stoop so low as to accept help.
Avani was silent for a moment. "What 'services' are you meant to be performing on me?" asked Avani quietly, a considering look on her face.
A fair question. "Hypnotism. Madeline wants to change you to better suit her... desires."
Avani's response surprised Faria. The kneeling woman snorted with laughter. Even more shockingly, she began to get to her feet, slowly, with great effort and shaking legs, she managed to fight through Faria's control and stand eye-to-eye with the mesmerist.
Avani stared with great intensity into Faria's face for a moment, her large, beautiful eyes captivating Faria despite herself.
Then she spat hard into Faria's face.
"Hypnotism isn't real, you dumb bitch!" she snarled, apparently immune to the fact that she was standing shirtless in her own office.
"And if you think the likes of you can influence me in any way," She said in a low, dangerous voice, "You can kiss my ass."
Then, her energy for defiance used up, she dropped to her knees and began scrubbing at the puddle once again, her eyes pointed downward, growing dull beneath the weight of Faria's commands.
Faria carefully wiped the saliva from her face, fighting down a wave of rage. It had been years since anyone under her control had managed anything approaching that level of defiance.
"I'll remember that you said that, Avani." She said quietly to the kneeling woman. "And I will make damn sure that you remember too when the time comes."
She clapped her hands.
"Well, the criteria are met. Time to get to the main event. But first," she said, digging through the bag that she had brought with her, "Let's get you into something a little more comfortable..."
...
Faria sat at the seat of power, behind Avani's desk, feasting her eyes on the woman under her control.
Avani stood, dark with rage, dressed only in the lacy black stockings Faria had brought along, a matching black garter belt, and tall high heels. Faria had told her to let her hair down, and now it hung in sexy, messy waves around her shoulders. Avani's response to Faria's instruction to keep all of her intimate areas uncovered was to plant her hands on her hips, making her look like the furious wildcat that she was.
Avani's revealed nudity certainly didn't disappoint. Her hand-full-sized breasts were well-proportioned to her petite body. They sat high on her chest, firm and round, with big sensitive-looking nipples that begged to be teased. Her hips and thighs were plump enough to give her body pleasing curves without looking chunky, and her toned, graceful legs were showcased exquisitely by the slutty lingerie Faria had forced her into. Below a tight belly lay a dense but well-groomed patch of midnight-colored public hair and a sweet little pussy that looked tight and smooth: built for milking dick. Avani's mouthwatering body was made so much sweeter to Faria when contrasted with her defiant, cocked-hip stance and expression of helpless fury.
"Seen enough, pervert?" asked Avani acidly. Faria had considered turning off Avani's ability to speak, but Faria had already cleared out everyone in the apartment, and hearing Avani protest with her mouth while her body did what Faria wanted was highly amusing. "Only a truly vulgar woman would get off on something like this," she fumed, her nipples slowly stiffening in the cool office air.
"This pervert hasn't actually seen enough," drawled Faria, "there is one asset that I still need to examine. Turn around and bend over." She had noticed Avani's fantastic ass from the first day she had started working here. It was the part of Avani's body everyone online talked about and jerked off to as well. Now was the time to properly enjoy it.
Avani stood right where she was, a bead of sweat forming on her forehead with the effort of resistance. Faria sighed. Avani was going to make every step of this a nightmare. Faria had already instructed Avani to obey any commands she made in her normal speaking voice, but those commands were apparently easier to fight back against. Luckily, degradation would help to break down her resistance, and that dovetailed neatly with Faria's desires.
*Turn around. Bend over.* Slurred Faria in her strange voice, adding muscle to her command.
Avani continued to stay still heroically for a few seconds, but finally whirled on her heel and slowly bent at the waist, humiliatingly displaying her delicious ass to her tormenting captor.
It was truly a thing of beauty. It couldn't accurately be called a fat ass, or even a big ass, but its size and shape were perfectly harmonious with Avani's tight body. Avani had, wisely in Faria's opinion, avoided the implant fad, and instead opted to rely on good old-fashioned squats. Her hard work had left her with a tight, ripe peach of a backside that still had enough juicy heft to make you want to sink your fingers in. She probably did all that work just so that her backside would look good while covered in multiple layers of cloth, thought Faria, shaking her head. What a waste.
Faria rose from her seat, causing Avani to crane her neck to the side, comically looking at Faria from around her naked ass. "What are you doing?" She asked, a note of alarm in her voice "Stay back!"
Faria approached, reveling in Avani's shameful exposure.
"Keep your filthy hands off me, you...you...trash!" Spluttered Avani, still bending over and presenting her butt to Faria's roaming eyes.
Faria cupped and gripped a lovely brown cheek hungrily, feeling the mix of taught firmness and plush softness. She rubbed a thumb appreciatively over the curve of Avani's ass, relishing the silky smoothness of her skin.
"Enough foreplay, dear." Said Faria, while continuing to fondle the ass of her arrogant captive. "I have a few questions. Answer honestly."
"First question: Why do you play so many games? Why the petty power plays?" Faria reached her other hand out to grab Avani's other tempting cheek, now standing behind her in doggy-style position. Faria looked down at her hands buried in Avani's ass cheeks, her tight pussy peeking out below. Avani glared at her over her shoulder, her golden-brown eyes flashing dangerously. It's a good thing I don't have a cock, reflected Faria, I might not be able to resist.
"Those 'games' aren't as petty as you think," growled Avani. "In every social interaction, there is a winner and loser. Winning as often as possible places me at the top of the social order."
"An interesting viewpoint," muttered Faria. She dug her fingers deep into Avani's plump cheeks, drawing out an uncharacteristic whimper from Avani, who was unused to the intimate, invasive feeling of her ass being groped.
"Second question: why do you refuse to meet with Madeline, or negotiate with her?"
"Compromise is weakness." grunted Avani, her head down, hair hiding her face, "Disrespect sends a message."
Faria nodded. It made sense if you looked at things from Avani's twisted point of view.
"One more question for now: have you watched the videos that you are using to blackmail Madeline?"
This caused Avani to look up, her perfect eyebrows raised in surprise. "Why would I?" she asked, her tone genuinely curious, "I have no interest in viewing that whore's perversions. I got a summary of the contents from the hacker who acquired the materials."
Faria wanted to spank Avani's vulnerable ass : it was practically begging for it. But she decided that she should save the privilege of Avani's first erotic spanking (likely her first spanking ever) for her client. She stepped smoothly away, Avani almost going limp with relief that her ass was being left alone.
"We have enough to get started with our first round of programming," said Faria confidently. She circled Avani, noting with interest the way her breasts hung from her torso, the way her long, stocking-clad legs trembled slightly with the effort of holding so long in this bent-over position in high heels.
*I want you to relax completely. Head empty. No thoughts. Close your eyes and start taking slow, deep, soft breaths*
Avani's eyes closed, and her fierce expression cleared, her new serenity exposing her beauty more clearly.
*First, just in case, we will make a copy of your current self. I want you to hide it away, deep inside your mind. It will only come back when you hear me say the word "princess." Verbally confirm when you are finished.*
Avanti stood, calm and silent, still bent at the waist for a solid two minutes, then tonelessly stated: "I'm ready."
"Now, I'm going to open up that snooty mind of yours and make a few... adjustments. When I speak next, I will be speaking your new thoughts out loud: they will sink into your brain and rewrite your old way of thinking like they were always yours." Faria planned her next words carefully. Avani's case would take some delicacy. Her initial changes would need to be innocuous enough that Avani would adjust to them quickly, but significant enough that they would give Madeline leverage for Avani's training. A tricky needle to thread.
*Agreeing to reasonable requests from lesser people is the duty of the upper class.*
"-upper class," Avani repeated the words as she said them in a hoarse whisper, just a second out of sync.
*Concessions on minor points are a sign of strength, not weakness.*
"-not weakness."
*Respect and politeness shown towards inferior people prove my superiority.*
"-my superiority."
There, those three commands should be enough for Madeline to get her foot in the door and were hopeful phrased in a way that made them elitist enough for Avani's mind to accept. They were fairly dry though... Ideally, a sexual element would be introduced from the very start. Faria knew just the thing.
*It's important to watch my blackmail materials to understand their content, even though I find them deeply arousing.*
Avani repeated the phrase in full, without a ripple on her expression. Interesting, thought Faria, I expected more resistance to that alteration. If her thoughts could accommodate this instruction this easily, maybe the young model was kinkier than Faria or Madeline realized.
Faria snapped her fingers in front of Avani's face, causing her eyes to snap open, blinking in confusion.
"Straighten up, sweetheart." Said Faria briskly, "we have a few more rounds of programming, and I have a new pose that I think would look great for you."
....
Avani Rao sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose. Another exhausting day in the life of the young woman who could do it all. She glanced at the clock. 8:30. According to her schedule, it was quitting time. But she could go for another couple hours. What would she do if she stopped working anyway? Eat a flavorless meal recommended by her nutritionist? Watch a TV show she barely cared about? Break out her vibrator? The last one was at least somewhat tempting: her sexual frustration had built to insane levels lately for reasons she didn't understand. But masturbation had lost its savor lately. She needed a human touch, and soon.
Avani opened her email account to review some figures for the next board meeting. She and some like-minded board members were building a case to oust her father, and you could never be too prepared. Strangely, she saw another email from the hacker she had hired to gather dirt on Madeline. She frowned slightly and clicked to read it.



It was short, explaining that had found a new series of videos that the shameless woman had created. He would get the rest soon, but as for right now, he had an additional video to add to her stockpile. It was a little odd. Avani already had all of the material she needed to ruin Madeline. She supposed she couldn't fault the man for being thorough. She looked at the video attached to the email. She hadn't even bothered to watch the previous ones... but something told her that it was worthwhile to watch at least one. Just to get an accurate sense of what they were like. Once she made a decision, she never hesitated. Avani double-clicked the attached file and played the video.
Madeline Rao sat, looking comfortable and completely in control on a wing armchair by a roaring fire. Avani immediately noticed the rich surroundings and her current hairstyle. How recent was this video exactly? Was the slut still making pornographic videos for other men while married to her father? The strange, kinky thought made her heart beat a little faster, as did Madeline's outfit. Her clothes, although covering her fully, left little to the imagination. Tight leather pants and a tighter leather bustier struggled to contain her voluptuous curves. Her thick things were crossed, and one hand rested on her chin in a thoughtful pose, both arms clad in elbow-length gloves.
"So..." said Madeline, tilting her head and giving the camera a wicked smile, "you want to be my good little girl, huh?" Avani's hand shot out and paused the video, her heart pounding in her ears. Had she heard correctly? Madeline Rao wasn't just creating pervy videos for men, but for women too. It was sick. It was obscene. It was compelling. Avani gulped and unpaused the video.
"Well, sorry," said Madeline, giving a teasing grin and wrinkling her nose slightly, "but who says that I want you?" She leaned forward and gave the camera a played-up look of sympathy. "I'm sorry, sweetheart, I don't want to be mean... but who says you're good enough?" Avani knew that Madeline wasn't speaking to her, and that the video was intended for someone else, but she still felt a sting from Madeline's well-acted rejection. She leaned forward, totally invested.
"Wellll..." purred the older woman on the screen, slowly uncrossing her legs, "I can tell that you really really want it..." She ran her gloved hands up her front, resting them lightly on the cups of the bustier. "...So I will make you a deal. I'll train you, teach you how to be a good little girl for me." Her uncrossed legs had revealed that she wasn't wearing pants at all, but rather chaps, her crotch was covered only by a tiny black thong.
"And when you are touching yourself all night thinking about my body, when just my voice can turn you into a sticky, hot mess, when you submit your heart and mind and pussy to me completely, then maybe you'll be worthy of being my good little girl. And trust me baby," she continued, brilliant blue eyes staring directly into the camera, "the rewards will be sweet." She traced a hand lightly up the thin strip of fabric between her juicy thighs, giving the camera a dirty wink.
"So you'll have to train hard, and not disappoint me. Your first assignment is to watch this video again, but this time, touch yourself." She was rubbing herself between her legs as if to demonstrate, "Focus on my voice and body, but also on your own inadequacy, on how much you crave to be a good little girl for me. Keep watching until you cum. I don't think it will take too long, do you? I'll send you another video soon, baby. Ciao."
The video cut to black. That couldn't be all. It was less than five minutes. If Avani had paid for a video that short, she would have been upset. She wasn't upset right now of course. The video didn't matter to her at all. She checked her email to see if the hacker had sent her any follow-up emails.
Maybe she should just watch the video one more time, to be sure she understood the content perfectly...
Avani's cell rang, making her jump. She suddenly felt a rush of guilt for some reason and exited out of her browser quickly. She grabbed her phone, to see that the caller ID read "Madeline." She suddenly had an insane feeling that Madeline was calling because she somehow knew that Avani had seen the video. That was absurd. She was probably just calling to beg and cry about her unwinnable situation. Avani would normally have just screened the call, but she had a sudden feeling that being polite in this case would be taking the high road, demonstrating how superior she was to Madeline. She answered the call.
"This is Avani Rao speaking," she answered in her 'I'm busy what do you want' voice. She was being polite by answering the call, but she had no intention of making Madeline feel comfortable.
"Avani, good evening," said Madeline in a low, smooth voice. Avani felt shaken for a moment. The voice on the phone was pitched exactly like the sex-drenched dirty talk in the video, the mental clash between her impression of the arousing figure on her screen and the contemptible real-life woman momentarily scrambled Avani's thoughts, leaving her feeling off-balance. "I hope you are doing well," continued the sultry voice on the line.
"Yes, I've been a good girl. Shit! I mean, I've been good, girl." Oh my God, what was wrong with her? Madeline Rao was the last person on earth she wanted to look stupid in front of. "I'm busy Madeline, what do you want," snapped Avani irritably, trying to cover her embarrassment.
"I was hoping that we could meet to discuss your... ultimatum," said Madeline calmly, mercifully ignoring Avani's flustered mistake.
Avani frowned. "I'm not sure there is anything to discuss Madeline, I think that I made my terms crystal clear, and I don't intend to change them."
"I understand that Avani, but there are some... complications that you may not be aware of. If you think they change nothing, I will comply immediately." Madeline's voice had taken on a pleading tone.
Avani sat in silence, running a hand distractedly through her hair. Her first instinct had been to immediately say no, to force Madeline to go through with the divorce immediately. But a second compelling instinct told her that Madeline's request was reasonable, and she should grant the request, just to show how generous she was as Madeline's superior. The two instincts contradicted each other... Well, did it matter if Madeline got divorced tomorrow or in a week? Not really. It was such a minor point that a strong, confident person would just make the concession.
Avani's brow cleared, her internal tension resolved for now. "Fine, Madeline," She said flatly, "let's meet." She opened her calendar on her computer, and looked at her few time slots.
"Wednesday. 10 AM. At my midtown offices." Said Avani shortly, and hung up the phone.
Although she tried to get it out of her mind, Avani eventually gave in and watched the video two more times that night.
...
The plan had barely started, and Madeline Rao was already having a fantastic time.
A few weeks after their meeting, the delightful hypnotist woman had sent over a few documents proclaiming her success and outlining the steps Madeline would have to take to complete Avina's transformation. She had also sent a rather brazen invitation to dinner, a fact that still made Madeline chuckle. Maybe she would accept, it might be fun to bed a woman as skilled at domination as she was.
Regardless, Faria had been quite clear on the shape of the early stages of the plan. First they would feed Avani some personalized videos meant to arouse and confuse her. It had been a while since Madeline had last made a video, so they had been a lot of fun to make. Although Madeline had been skeptical that the dirty talk would interest the frigid little bitch, Faria had insisted that Avani would be hooked. Avani's little "good girl" verbal slip up had been all the proof Madeline needed. She had been forced to use all of her self control to keep herself from laughing over the phone.
The second part of the plan was even more crucial. Faria said that Avani had been programmed to be more reasonable, to agree to requests and make more concessions. The effect would be slight at first, but build up over time. The more requests that Madeline convinced Avani to grant, the more extreme requests she could make. The more petty little power plays Madelinne forced on Avani, the larger humiliations she would accept. Avani didn't know it, but she was about to learn how quickly she could fall down a slippery slope.
The meeting this morning would be key. A delicate balancing act to drive Avani's training forward. Madeline was confident that she was up for the task.
And she knew just the way to get things started on the right foot.
...
Madeline strode in through the office door, smiling brightly at 10:15. Late to a meeting that she had begged for. Avani could hardly believe her nerve.
Avani couldn't help but notice that Madeline dripped sexuality. Had she always seemed that way, or only since Avani had begun watching that video? A flowing white blouse did little to hide Madeline's large breasts, and tight leather pants hugged her curvy hips tightly. Trashy, thought Avani. Who wears leather pants to a meeting? But her eyes stuck fast, reminded of the leather chaps from the blackmail material. Madeline removed her dark sunglasses and her wide-brimmed hat, and moved across the room towards Avani, holding her arms wide for a hug. Avani wanted to deny her. This woman had just shown her such disrespect... But... on the other hand, being polite was important, especially to lesser people like Madeline. Avani rose and accepted the embrace with bad grace.
Madeline's arms wrapped her in warm strength, and Avani was struck by the contrast between them. Madeline's body was tall, soft, and round, while hers, in contrast, was compact, muscled and firm. She felt small in her step-mother's embrace, especially when Madeline's huge breasts crushed softly into her smaller chest, leaving her with a tiny whisper of inadequacy in her mind.
"So sorry I'm late, darling," said Madeline cheerfully, "I ran into a friend of your father's in the lobby, and time got away from me as we talked. I hope you understand."
"That's..." Avani caught herself. She had been about to say 'That's quite alright.' Her first instinct had been to forget about the whole thing and move on. Her whole self rebelled at the thought. She had been disrespected by this cow. She wasn't going to forgive her. Why had she just been about to? Avani felt confused and faint suddenly. She needed to regain control. She sat back down, trying not to make it a collapse.
"That's not ok, Madeline. It's unacceptable. My time is valuable, and I expect you to respect it." This is when she would normally explode, but instead of red-hot anger, she just felt tired.
"I understand," said Madeline contritely, bowing her head, "I sincerely apologize." She peeked back up at Avani with a mischievous smile. "Am I forgiven?"
What was the point of holding a grudge? She was here now. "Whatever," said Avani, shaking her head, "You're here to talk, let's talk. What did you want to discuss?"
"I'm a bit tired today, darling," said Madeline sweetly, "Do you think you could have a chair fetched for me?"
Avani bit back an annoyed reply. She purposefully had no chairs in her office except for hers. It was a move to establish dominance. The fact that she could sit at ease while those coming to see her had to stand appealed to her love of hierarchy. It seemed a bit petty now. She signaled her assistant to comply with the request.
Finally, when the chair was in place Madeline began the meeting.
"So, I know that you want me to divorce your father immediately..." Began Madeline, crossing her plump thighs, one over the other. Avani's eyes were drawn to them, tracing their womanly curves. They weren't fat or chunky, just big and smooth and shapely, they joined up at their edges with the wide swell of her hips, and in the center, they squished together with her soft, juicy...
"...wouldn't you agree?" said Madeline, pulling Avani from her avid study of her step-mother's body. Avani felt a blush darken her face. She had completely missed what Madeline had been saying, and her reason for doing so was completely unacceptable.
"I'm sorry?" Said Avani, desperately trying to remember what Madeline had been saying. Failing. "Could you repeat that?"
"I was simply saying that..." Madeline uncrossed her legs now, letting them spread slightly apart, providing a better view further up her thighs. Avani had always been told that a thigh gap was the most desirable body shape, but there was something to be said for the squish and gentle friction of the upper thighs, rubbing and sliding together, so close to...
"Avani?" Asked Madeline in a concerned voice, "Are you feeling well?"
Avani didn't feel especially well, in fact. She felt warm and annoyed and for some inexplicable reason, turned on. She cleared her throat, but couldn't form words for a moment.
"You look overworked, sweetie," said Madeline soothingly, "I saw a water cooler down the hall, why not get yourself something to drink to clear your head?" Avani immediately rose to accept the suggestion. As she left the door, Madeline called out after her: "On, and while you're there, be a good girl and get me something to drink as well." Avani nodded mechanically without thinking about it.
Avani drank a cold cup of water and tried to gather her thoughts. For some reason, she felt like she normally did after difficult mental activity, like her brain was beaten and bruised. It felt almost like her brain was fighting itself. She placed another cup under the spigot and began filling it. She wasn't thirsty. Why was she filling another cup again? Because Madeline had asked her to. She pulled back the filled cup and began walking back towards her office. Why was she fetching drinks in her own office? Because Madeline told her to be a good girl. She didn't do this kind of thing. She forced her feet to stop. Her instincts screamed at her that by bringing Madeline water, she would appear weak. Her instincts screamed at her that courtesy and compromise were her duty.
Avani slowly tipped her hand to the side and poured the water on the ground, letting her numb fingers drop the cup. Then she strode with renewed purpose back to her office.
"Where were we," she said with a grim smile. Time to put Madeline back in her place.
"Ah, did you bring me..." began Madeline.
"If you want water, you can get some for yourself," said Avani, bluntly, cutting her off. Madeline's smile wilted slightly for a moment, then returned just as strong.
"Well, I had just laid out my objections to an immediate divorce, and suggested we hold off until I can clear up the difficulties I mentioned," said Madeline, her eyes boring into Avani.
"How long do you anticipate this taking?" asked Avani, her confidence fading a little.
"As I said before," said Madeline smoothly, "It would be several months."
Avani grimaced. "That's longer than I am comfortable with."
"Well, do you disagree with my concerns?"
Avani thought quickly. She couldn't admit at this point that she hadn't been following because she had been ogling her stepmother. A few months here or there wouldn't matter. As long as it happened before her father's 55th birthday...
Avani huffed in frustration. "Fine. I can give you a few months to get those affairs in order."
Madeline had crossed her legs again and lifted a hand to her chin. Her head tilted to the side. It was exactly the same pose from the beginning of that video. The video that, for some reason, Avani couldn't stop watching. Madeline opened her mouth to speak, and Avani expected the familiar line to come out, the line that had practically been engraved on her mind at this point...'So you want to be my good little girl, huh?'
"Maybe we should meet regularly, just so I can update you on the status of the divorce planning." Said Madeline instead. Avani blinked, her mind once again cast into disarray.
"Meet?" She repeated stupidly.
"Yes, just once a week or so, so that you know I'm getting things arranged. We can meet at my house."
Avani screwed up all of her willpower.
"No, Madeline. That won't be necessary. You can give any updates to my assistant. If that is all, I'm busy."
Madeline gave her a mysterious smile. "Well, if you do change your mind, let me know. You're always welcome at my home."
And with that, she left.
...
Avani felt great for rejecting Madeline's imposition of weekly meetings. She was completely confident that she had made the correct decision. For about three hours.
Something just felt wrong about turning Madeline down that rudely. Also, something about the idea of seeing Madeline again regularly felt tempting... maybe just so that it would be easier to keep an eye on her. She asked her assistant to carve out a weekly time for a meeting with Madeline at her father's house.
It was important to be polite after all.
...
(Weeks ago, in Avani Rao's home office...)
Faria circled Avani like a shark, eyes moving over her delicious body again and again.
The nasty young rich girl was now covered in a fine sheen of sweat, giving her a glistening, wet look, as if she had been oiled up for display. Faria had just forced her to run through one of her typical exercise routines, both out of curiosity, and so that the physical exhaustion would help to break down her defenses. Faria assumed that the tall high heels had made it torture.
Now Avani knelt, arms behind her head, legs spread wide apart. A position that left her demeaned, exposed, and vulnerable. Especially her pussy.
"Next question:" began Faria, "You go to brunches, nightclubs, and parties with many other people, but, to put it bluntly, you don't have any friends. Why aren't you close with anyone?"
Avani pulled her mouth up in a smirk of disdain. "Friendship implies an equal relationship of give and take. If other people don't have anything that I want, then friendship is pure downside."
"So there isn't anyone you can trust? No one you can be your true self with?"
"Trust is for the weak. I'm self reliant. If you need a shoulder to cry on, then maybe you're weak too." This was said with a challenging raising of an eyebrow. An expression strikingly at odds with Avani's humiliating exposure.
"Interesting," said Faria distractedly, commenting both on the answers and Avani's continued defiance after so much degradation.
"Are you attracted to women?"
This question seemed to catch Avani off guard. She visibly did try to fight this one, unlike the previous questions. "Liking women would be a liability for me. Jealous men already call me a dyke behind my back when they lose to me. It wouldn't be helpful to play into their prejudice. I'm also in and out of a lot of women's changing rooms as part of running a fashion label. It could cause... unwanted rumors if there was suspicion that I was abusing that access.
"That didn't answer my question, slave." Said Faria warningly.
"Yes," said Avani finally, through gritted teeth, a look of utter defeat on her perfect face.
"Lovely," said Faria happily. It was a stroke of luck that Avani was bisexual, even if she hated to admit it. Changing someone's sexuality with hypnotism was extremely fiddly, and could have unpredictable results. "One last question. Is this hypnosis turning you on, Avani?"
Avani gave her a look of disgusted horror. "Excuse me? Of course not."
Of course, while she said that, her nipples were standing at attention in two stiff little peaks on her perky breasts. It could be the temperature... Faria wasn't chilly, but, then again, she had all her clothes on. Well, there was only one way to know for sure.



Faria traced her hand down Avani's taught, brown belly and rested it lightly on the entrance of her pussy, causing the kneeling woman to shiver lightly at the sensation. Avani's eyes were wide with shock. "You.. you wouldn't!" she said. She didn't know Faria very well.
Faria slipped a questing finger inside Avani's tight little hole. Although the arrogant woman's face wore a look of affronted rage, the inside of her pussy was hot, slick velvet. Faria pushed her finger a bit deeper into the juicy cunt, feeling its muscles subtly gripping and milking her digit, seeming to pull it further in. She withdrew her finger and held it in front of Avani's dumbfounded face, shining and dripping.
"Is this hypnosis turning you on?"
Avani closed her eyes, refusing to look at the evidence, shaking her head. But she was forced to tell the truth.
"Yes!" She finally said in a distressed voice, "I don't understand why, and it doesn't make sense, but it is turning me on."
Faria grinned. More excellent news. Clear evidence that somewhere deep inside her frigid heart, Avani Rao did have a submissive streak. Faria just needed to tease it out.
*Programming mode.* She said commandingly, *Eyes closed, Mind open. Deep breaths. Calm, Empty. Willing.*
Avani instantly calmed and relaxed, breathing deeply.
*The next words I say will be your new thoughts*
Avani waited, a look of unnatural serenity on her flawless face.
*I trust Madeline Rao.*
"-Madeline Rao.*
*I feel a close, warm relationship with Madeline Rao."
"-Madeline Rao." A furrow had appeared in Avani's brow, clearly indicating that this command conflicted with her normal thoughts.
*I want to please Madeline Rao."
"-...please...Madeline... Rao." The furrowed brows had gotten deeper, and Avani was struggling with the words.
*Dominant older women arouse me more than anyone else."
"...than anyone else." Avani's brow cleared a bit here. Interesting.
"I need regular sexual release desperately. I would do almost anything to feel sexually fulfilled."
This one was a gamble. It was definitely a big step forward, but Faria thought Avani's current arousal might help it to be accepted. If Avani rejected the command here, Faria would be forced to back off and try again later.
Avani's face contorted, but to Faria's delight, she slowly repeated the command that would spell her doom. It might take some conditioning to fully sink in, but it was too late for Avani now. Soon, Avani's decisions would be made by her pussy, not her brain.
Faria snapped her still-moist fingers in front of Avani's face once again, waking the poor little bitch from the trance. Faria felt elated. For a second there, she had been worried that she might need to scrap her plans for Avani altogether, but that last command was a major win.
"Time for another round of questions, slave." She said smugly into Avani's scowling face.
...
It had been three weeks, and three meetings, since Avani met with Madeline at her office. Madeline had infuriatingly changed the meeting time every week, forcing Avani to keep juggling her busy schedule. Madeline also had a bad habit of requesting that Avani bring things with her to the meeting. Pastries from a specific shop, iced coffee from an exclusive place that Madeline swore was to die for. Once the silly whore had even asked Avani to pick up a "package" for her, which, on arrival, had turned out to be her dry cleaning. Avani detested being treated as an errand girl. True, she was heading there anyway, so it wasn't a major inconvenience, but it was Madeline's attitude, assuming that it would be no issue when she imposed, that set Avani's teeth on edge.
And then there was the matter of the meetings themselves. Madeline pitched them as quick status updates, but very little discussion of Madeline's divorce from her father actually took place. Instead, Madeline drew her into conversation after insipid conversation about Avani's work and daily life. Avani had found herself arriving home (late of course, Madeline always had one more 'little thing' to discuss) after each meeting, only then realizing that they had spent the entire time discussing Avani's life without mentioning Madeline's divorce once.
Of course, as much as she hated to admit it, Avani also felt a lot better after the weekly meetings as well. There wasn't anybody else in Avani's life that she could open up to about her frustrations and problems. Madeline had an endless list of faults: she was a gold-digging, fat-assed, cow-titted, self-important whore. But Avani had to admit that she was a good conversationalist and more than once Avani had caught herself smiling happily as Madeline let out her low, earnest laugh at one of Avani's bitchy quips. Oddly, Avani felt like she could trust Madeline more than anyone in the world. Avani had so much dirt on her that Madeline would be a fool to try to use what she heard to embarrass Avani. It was liberating to have a captive audience who couldn't (wouldn't?) ever turn against her.
The question of sexual attraction did give Avani pause. She had tried her best to stop watching the video her hacker had sent to her. But she found that if she held off for too long, she would just shamefully go on a masturbation binge, watching it over and over, rubbing herself raw. It made no sense. It was just a very short video of a clothed woman giving fairly mild, degrading dirty talk. She had tried to wean herself off of her obsession by finding similar videos online, and even watching the other videos of Madeline in her blackmail stash, but none of them spoke to her in quite the same way. She had decided in the end to compromise. She viewed the video once a week, after their meeting, just to get it out of her system. And she didn't touch herself. Barely touched herself. Just one orgasm per viewing. Most times.
She knew that her obsession with a sexual video made by her step-mother was... unusual. She wouldn't call her and Madeline's relationship "friends", but it was certainly best kept platonic. But her experience with Madeline's other side from the video had colored her perception of the woman. Avani sometimes caught herself staring at parts of Madeline's body that she shouldn't...
Avani's desktop chirped with the sound that meant she had gotten a new email. She looked at the clock. Only nine. She could respond to another email.
It was from the hacker. Her eyes slid over automatically, and saw the clip icon that meant there was an attachment. Her mouth went dry. With shaking fingers, she clicked the email open.
Good Evening,
I know you were anxious to see if there were any more videos I could get. I managed to steal this off a private server just now. Looks like it is in the same series as the last one. Please deposit my finders fee in...
Blah Blah Blah. He would get his money. She wanted to see what this new video was about. Without even remembering the reservations she had just been pondering, Avani scrolled to the end of the email and clicked open the video, already absent-mindedly undoing the button of her pants.
Madeline sat in the same chair as the last video, with the same tight leather bustier, the same hairstyle (exactly matching her current look), and the same smug, superior expression. The difference was immediately apparent, however. She had removed the leather chaps, leaving only the tiny black thong. Her big, thick, powerful-looking thighs were revealed fully in the flickering firelight. The strings of the tiny thong bit deliciously into her squishy hips, and the scrap of cloth between her legs did little to hide the shape of the lips hidden beneath. Madeline pursed her lips at the camera, running a hand softly up and down her inner thigh, drawing attention to her body.
"How have you been?" She asked the camera with her sparkling, teasing eyes. The same eyes that she looked at Avani with during their weekly meetings. "Have you been touching yourself when you think of me, just like I asked?"
Madeline's hand slowly moved toward her pussy, resting firmly there as she continued to stare dead into the camera with her beautiful blue eyes. "I know you have. I've been touching myself too... just thinking about the fun things we can do if you work hard and become my good little girl." She began moving her hand slowly, fingers digging in slightly to the scrap of fabric covering her crotch, pulling and tugging it enough to give tiny glimpses of what lay beneath. Avani's hand had dived into her pants, subconsciously moving in time with the woman on the screen.
"By masturbating to me, you've been training the most important skill a good little girl can have: devotion. Submission. But there are other skills too, you know. This video is about training another one." Madeline closed her legs, and slid her hand off of her crotch. Avani guiltily realized what she had been doing and removed her hand from her pants.
"The skill you must practice next is kissing." Said Madeline with a sultry smile. "Simple I know, but there are many types of kiss. You could kiss your mommy on the cheek, or french kiss a cute boy. But the kind of kiss that I want from a good little girl is hot, soft, and wet. I'll be honest with you. Your dry, cold little kisses are worthless to me now. A worthy girl will kiss me properly. Over every inch of my body." Madeline's fingers stroked down her lips. "Hot..." Her hands flowed like water as they moved down her large breasts, "...Soft..." Her hands moved together to clutch firmly between her legs "...and Wet."
"Do you understand? You're not good enough yet." Said Madeline, her lip curled up in disdain. "You need practice. Here, let me help. Come here." Madeline seemed to grip the camera, bringing her face close to the lens, and pursing her lips. In a daze, Avani leaned forward and kissed her computer screen, feeling a little jump of electric sexual charge as her lips met those of the commanding woman in the video, even as they only contacted the cold, flat glass. She left a perfectly formed smudge of lipgloss in the shape of her plump lips on the screen as she pulled away.
Madeline laughed. "Did you just kiss the screen? If you did, I'm afraid you are truly pathetic. How embarrassing. I hope no one was watching. But it does show you have the right willing spirit. I bet it felt good, doing what I said, even if it did make you look like an idiot. But I'm sure you realize that a real kiss would be a million times better. Because, let me tell you a secret..." She got close to the camera again, cupping her hand in an exaggerated secret-telling pantomime.
"If a good girl can kiss my body the right way, then she will get lots of kisses on her body as well." Her voice was a hoarse whisper that made Avani's hair stand on end. Her hand began sneaking back into her pants.
Madeline sat back in the chair and clapped her hands, breaking the moment. "So! Your assignment this time is to get some practice. Practice with your boyfriend, or a coworker, or a stranger, I don't care. If you're a poor lonely girl with no one who wants to make out with you, use your hand. Or a mirror. I want you to kiss and kiss until you are sure you are worthy of me."
Avani's hand was moving between her legs, eyes crawling over her Step-mother's body.
"And one other thing," said Madeline with a hint of steel in her voice, "No more touching yourself until you have this right. Not to this video, not to your first video, not to anything. Not until I tell you you can. I want all of your sexual energy in your lips up here," she said, stroking a finger sensuously across her curvy lips, "And nowhere else. Start practicing. You'll hear from me soon."
Avani continued to try to masturbate. If Madeline Rao couldn't order her around in real life, then a pre-recorded version certainly wasn't the boss of her. Something felt off about it now, though. She stopped, feeling frustrated.
She looked down at the hand she had been using on her pussy. She formed it into a loose fist. Slowly, eyes staring at nothing, she brought it to her mouth and gave it her best passionate kiss, words flashing in her brain. Hot. Soft. Wet.
...
Avani arrived at her step mother's door several days later tired and disgruntled, carrying the bottle of wine that Madeline had asked her to bring at the last minute. It felt like she was losing her mind after she had received that second video several days ago. She had been forced to temporarily stop wearing lipstick and lipgloss after waking up to find lip prints covering her computer screen, her hands, arms, and every mirror in her house. Her lack of self control was embarrassing, but what was worse was her sexual appetite. For whatever reason, after that damn video had prohibited masturbation, her hands and toys just didn't feel good anymore. She was the type of person who desperately needed regular sexual relief, so this was aggravating, to say the least. She simply had no time right now to start a new dating relationship and get some much-needed dick... She was finding the sexual frustration to be unbearable.
Avani knocked again. She had already been standing at the door for around ten minutes, shifting from foot to foot, growing more and more agitated. Petty bullshit like this... She used to never allow it. And it had certainly never turned her on before...
Without warning, the door flew open, and there was Madeline, smiling brightly, wearing a loose, flowy green sundress that Avani thought had much too low of a neckline, and much too short of a hemline. Avani's eyes drank in the spectacle, as Madeline rushed towards her, for their now-customary embrace and kiss on the cheek.
But this time, something unexpected happened. Instead of kissing Avani softly on the cheek as usual, Madeline's lips collided squarely with Avani's, locking firmly into a mouth-to-mouth kiss.
Hot. The steamy warmth of Madeline's lips was incredible. It was as if she had just been drinking a steaming hot cup of coffee just seconds before, but her only taste was saliva with a whisper of mint.
Soft. Madeline's lips, pillowy and plump, writhed against hers, creating a delicious squishy friction that sent arcs of electricity through Avani's brain.
Wet. Madeline's tongue snaked briefly in and out of Avani's mouth, tenderly exploring, leaving behind the taste of another woman's mouth.
Avani couldn't breathe. Her head was filled with fog. The firm, passionate kiss seemed to last for hours. Days. Madeline pulled away, her eyes filled with the same mirth that they always held.
"Oops, sorry Avani!" Giggled Madeline, raising her hand to her mouth, "I forgot to tell you. It's a new European greeting that my friends and I are trying out. Sorry to spring it on you! I've been doing it with everyone!"
"Whuh?" Said Avani stupidly, almost staggering, leaning against Madeline for support. "I've been to Europe... They don't.... They don't do THAT there."
"Really?" said Madeline, miming shocked disbelief, "I can't believe Sadie would lie to us! She probably just wanted an excuse to kiss us all, that naughty girl. Well, forgive me then, Avani. Please."
"Yes. No... No problem." Said Avani, her lips tingling, her panties moist, and her breathing heavy. She struggled to get herself under control. "Just... don't do that again."
"Of course not dear! Now come in and sit down." They sat down in the sitting room, and although it was early in the day, Madeline insisted on pouring them both a large glass of the wine Avani had brought. Although she thought it was inappropriate for a business meeting, Avani decided not to say anything.
"Now, tell me all about the shoot in Buenos Aires this week, I know you said you were nervous about it when we last spoke," said Madeline, face filled with concern. She sat on the edge of the sofa, her colorful sundress riding up distractingly around her thighs.
"Well, it went better than I..." Avani paused. There was something that she had to talk about. What was it again? "Madeline, I wanted to hear about how things are going with your divorce preparations, you said that it would take several months, and it has already been..."
"Of course dear." Said Madeline, cutting her off mid-sentence, "Things are going well. In another few months, I think that I should be able to manage it." She flashed a bright smile at Avani, who found herself smiling back. The smile froze on Avani's face, but wait a second, she had originally said...
Madeline adjusted her dress and crossed her legs, giving Avani just a brief flash of warm soft flesh beneath. Wait... was her stepmother not wearing any panties under that flimsy, short dress? The idea made a blush creep across Avani's face. She almost didn't notice when Madeline asked another question.
"You don't look so well, Avani. How have your stress levels been?"
Avani felt confused. She had just been asking about... something. She couldn't remember. But she had been very stressed lately, for a lot of reasons, and despite herself, she had a warm feeling of closeness with Madeline. It would just feel so good to unburden herself a little like she had in their past meetings...
"It's been rough," admitted Avani, giving in to temptation and accepting the motherly concern of the woman only ten years older than herself, "I have a lot on my plate right now with work, and my body, it..." She had been about to talk about her sexual frustrations, but that was wildly inappropriate, "... it aches." she finished lamely, in a half-lie.
"Well," said Madeline, loudly slapping her thighs and standing, "I have just the thing for that. Follow me." She began walking off briskly, deeper into the house than Avani had ever been. Avani hesitated, but an almost gravitational pull forced her to her feet to scurry after the confident older woman. "You inherited those stress body aches from your father, you know." Called Madeline over her shoulder, "He is troubled by them so often that I took some massage classes to help him." She turned into a room off the corridor and flipped on the light, revealing a small room with a professional-looking massage table.
"Oh, I don't know about that, Madeline." Said Avani, frowning at the table, "I mean, it's a kind offer, but I really don't think..."
"Nonsense." Said Madeline firmly, cutting her off once again. She gently grabbed Avani's hand and pulled her into the room. The space was bright, airy, and smelled lightly of lavender. "Just let me take care of you, Avani." Whispered Madeline in her ear, her breath hot and ticklish. The thought of Madeline Rao's hands all over her body flashed through Avani's head. She nodded silently before she could change her mind.
"Great! Just hop up here," said Madeline, patting the leather table, "there's a good girl." The innocuous phrase sent a shiver up Avani's spine. She wanted to hear Madeline call her a good girl again. She was afraid of that immediate reaction.
She gingerly sat on the table, and at Madeline's direction lay on her stomach. Madeline immediately began working her hands up and down Avani's legs. She must have been telling the truth about her classes because she did have some skill.
"Now, tell me about this stressful business at work," demanded Madeline, fingers pressing into Avani's legs.
"Well, I have to redo some of the shots for Forbes. Some idiot assistant grabbed the wrong lens for some of the office shots, and they insist that they will be unusable."
Madeline made a sympathetic noise. Avani felt a tugging and heard the zipper of her skirt being lowered.
"What are you doing?" she asked with alarm, raising herself partially from the table and half turning.
"I just need to reach your upper legs, dear." Said Madeline, taking the opportunity to slide the skirt down her legs and off. "But if you're uncomfortable, I'll grab you a towel so you won't be so exposed."



Avani stayed stiffly alert for a second, then lay back down warily. "Please do." She said grumpily. The towel did make her feel more covered, hiding her black panties from the eyes of her watching stepmother. "So Forbes is a problem..." prompted Madeline as she began massaging further and further up Avani's toned legs.
"Y-yes." Said Avani, getting a little distracted by the sensation of Madeline's warm hands. "And I have enough on my plate already without needing to schedule reshoots."
"You know, dear." Said Madeline briskly, "I have a lot of experience with scheduling, booking, and negotiation. I know you have always managed yourself, but that is a lot of unnecessary work to take on. Just say the word, and I could help you out."
"I don't think so, Madeline," Avani said immediately. The idea was compelling but disturbing. Her whore of a stepmother, being in charge of her time, representing her to others, telling her where to go and what to do. The idea was ridiculous... but Avani couldn't stop thinking about what it would be like...
Without warning, Madeline's hands moved upwards to Avani's firm butt, kneading and rubbing forcefully. Avani, humiliatingly, let out a soft moan at the sudden, unexpected touch. Avani didn't like people touching or focusing on her butt. It was a personal pet peeve of hers. But for some reason, when her stepmother did it...
"Madeline... what are you...?" She squeaked.
"You have a lot of tension here, love." Said Madeline, unconcerned about her reaction, "Don't mind me, continue please."
Avani couldn't let on that the butt massage was for some reason stimulating her. She had to play it cool and continue the conversation as normal.
"Well anyway, with Forbes and my whole plan for Arnav..."
Madeline stopped, her hand cupping one of Avani's cheeks. "The plan for Arnav?" She said, her voice quiet. Avani cursed herself. She certainly shouldn't be talking about this with Madeline of all people, even if it did feel good to unload her troubles with her.
"Nothing." She said, unconvincingly. Madeline began massaging her butt again, with more force this time. Avani gasped lightly into the table.
"Tell me." Said Madeline in a firm voice.
Avani didn't respond to tough talk like that. She opened her mouth to tell Madeline off. Instead, she heard the words "Ok, but you have to promise not to tell him" come out of her mouth in a weak tone.
Madeline's hands withdrew from Avani's ass, making it feel curiously...needy to Avani, like it wanted more...
"Me and the board will be... requesting that father retire from the company, effective as of his coming birthday." Explained Avani
"I see." said Madeline in a chilly voice that made Avani cringe a little.
There was silence for a few moments. Avani had just started to wonder what Madeline was doing when her smooth hands returned to Avani's skin, this time on her lower back.
"Well, that does sound stressful." Said Madeline, her voice light and breezy again, her hands working out the knots in Avani's back. Her hands slipped up a little, moving further under her shirt. "But that's not the only thing troubling you, is it?"
Madeline's hands slipped up further, slipping beneath Avani's bra strap for a moment. She leaned down as her hands stayed in motion, bringing her lips up to Avani's ear once again. "You're also pretty horny, aren't you Avani." As she said it, she deftly unhooked her Stepdaughter's bra, leaving it hanging loose inside the shirt.
"Excuse me?!?" Said Avani indignantly. She once again began to rise, only for Madeline's firm hand to push her back onto the table.
"Avani, come on. It's obvious. You know what I used to do for a living. I can see this kind of thing from a mile away. There is no shame in it." Avani still felt filled with prickly embarrassment. Maybe she wanted this meeting to be over...
"Just relax Avani. It's better if you talk about it." Said Madeline soothingly, moving her hands freely over Avani's back now that the bra was loose. Avani relaxed a fraction. Maybe it would be better to talk it out. It did seem to help when she discussed her other sources of stress with Madeline.
"It's...true." Said Avani grudgingly, her voice slightly muffled by speaking down through the hole in the table. "It's just... it's been a while since I've had time to date."
"Well, there are other solutions to that problem you know, sweetie." Said Madeline gently. "Arms up now. She gently tugged off Avani's shirt. "Don't worry, I have another towel to keep you covered."
"You're a beautiful woman in her prime," said Madeline soothingly, " the boys are probably lined up around the block to give you what you want." Avani felt oddly proud of the compliment. Why was she so happy to be praised by her father's whore? In any case, Madeline was missing the point.
"No. If I sleep with a man, it's in the papers the next day. If I do it too often, I'm a slut." said Avani bitterly. With the towel in place, Madeline tugged her bra out from underneath her and tossed it away. "Well, money talks dear. Why not just hire a dick for the night."
Avani snorted but without humor. She had, of course, considered the same option. "And who would I trust to hire someone for me? What escort could I trust to not take his story straight to the tabloids? It's even worse than the other option." Madeline's hands felt heavenly on her back and shoulders.
"That sounds terrible, sweetheart." Said Madeline sympathetically. "You must be very, very horny."
"I am." admitted Avani softly. Suddenly she felt a shift and jostling of the table. Clutching the towel to her chest, she turned over in alarm.
Madeline was above her, wearing a strange, smoldering expression on her face. She had climbed onto the table and now straddled Avani on her knees. Her sundress had ridden up her hips, with even the slightest motion, Avani would be able to confirm for certain whether or not her stepmother was wearing panties.
Wearing only two small towels and her panties, Avani felt exposed and weak in front of the larger, dominant woman.
"There's a third option you aren't considering, dear," purred her stepmother, her face uncomfortably close to Avani's, leaning hard on a hand placed next to Avani's head. Avani's hands shook as she held the flimsy towel over her stiffening nipples, her eyes couldn't look away from the teasing, curvy lips on the alluring face looming above her. They looked hot...soft...wet...
She hadn't felt this vulnerable in her entire life.
"You're forgetting who I am Avani. Relieving sexual tension was my calling for years," whispered Madeline in a low, smoky voice. "I care about you Avani, and you know I can't go running to the press. I'm here to help you..." Madeline's face was growing closer. Her soft lips were slightly parted, her eyes shining, "All you have to do... is reach out."
Feeling the magnetic pull of Madeline's receptive energy, unable to forget how good the kiss in the doorway had felt, and craving her stepmother's lips with every fiber of her being, Avani couldn't help herself. She leaned forward hungrily towards the dominant woman, locking their lips into their second dirty, taboo kiss of the day.
Madeline's tongue thrust dominantly into Avani's mouth, swirling and dancing. Her arm snaked around Avani's waist, clutching her ass firmly, pulling Avani's nearly-naked body towards her, crushing Avani into her soft, yielding curves.
Madeline moved downward, planting hot, soft, wet kisses on her gasping, blushing stepdaughter's neck. Whispering between the kisses. "I can do so much for you sweetie." *Muah* "Make you feel things you've never felt before." *Muah* "Just do one thing for me, Avani."
"What?" Moaned Avani, "What can I do?" Her whole body felt like it was on fire with shame and arousal and a new, unfamiliar feeling of eager submission.
Madeline grabbed her cheek and stared with a steady, commanding gaze into Avani's eyes. "Call me 'Mother'."
Avani's wide brown eyes looked up at Madeline. Her mouth hung open as her thoughts spun. She wanted Madeline to kiss her again. She had sworn never to call this woman her mother. And in this moment of lust, it seemed especially wrong. Taboo. Nasty. Filthy... It would make this powerful, beautiful, erotic woman happy. And right now she wanted nothing in the world as much as pleasing Madeline Rao.
"Kiss me...Mother." said Avani in a small voice, her eyes unable to meet Madeline's. And then Madeline's lips were on hers again, and their tongues were sliding against each other, and their bodies were creating a pleasant pressure and warmth where they met. Without thinking about it, Avanis arms twined around her mother's neck, holding her close. Madeline's hand reached down and came to rest with a firm, insistent pressure on the burning center of the sexual storm raging in Avani's body: separated by only a thin layer of lacy cloth from her hot, soft, wet pussy.
Avani's eyes flew open from the massive thrill of sensation when Madeline's hand made contact. She felt like she had been dunked in cold water. The whole thing was suddenly too real. She pushed Madeline away from her. "Stop!"
Madeline pulled away, seeming confused, but when she saw Avani's face, she got the message, swiftly climbing down off the massage table and retreating to a respectful distance.
"My clothes," said Avani harshly.
Madeline fetched them and handed them over, eyes averted as Avani quickly struggled into them.
"Avani," she said gently, "There's no need to..."
"This was wrong," said Avani flatly, "I don't blame you, but it was a mistake." Avani rushed, red with shame, towards the door.
"Wait, Avani!" called Madeline after her, "Let's discuss this!"
"No!" said Avani, shaking her head as she fumbled for the door, "I don't think we should meet anymore. I'm sorry."
And with that, Avani ran away from her feelings, her desires, and her obsession, back to her stressful, busy life.
...
This time, Avani's resolution remained firm for a whole week. True, that experience with Madeline had been one of the most erotic things that had ever happened to her, but it was wrong. It would be better for them both if they discontinued the weekly meetings.
But, when the reshoot for Forbes was messed up again, she caught herself thinking of how she would describe the debacle to her mother. She hadn't realized how much Madeline had become an outlet for her stress.
She was forced to continue leaving off any lip-covering. As embarrassing as it was, she was unable to stop herself from watching the second video, and when she did, she felt an itching, obsessive need to practice her kissing. Her horniness grew. Avani's encounter with Madeline had been stimulating, but she hadn't orgasmed, so instead of relieving her pressure, it had been made worse. She caught herself indulging in fantasies during business meetings, often involving Madeline. still couldn't climax from masturbation. She had been pestering her hacker connection nonstop for a third video, in the desperate hope that in the video, Madeline would grant her permission to touch herself again. She realized how pathetic and ridiculous that was, but the videos had some sort of hold on her that she had given up trying to explain.
Avani had half hoped that Madeline would reach out, trying to pursue her. Annoyingly, this seemed to be the one time that she was respecting Avani's wishes, and communication had been completely silent.
Reality hit home after the date of their next meeting came and went with no contact from Madeline. Avani was confronted with the fact that she probably wouldn't see Madeline again, because that's what she had demanded. She spent the next day irritable and tired, her lips chapped from kissing practice the night before. Her assistant walked in on Avani after lunch glaring at the phone, willing her stepmother to call.
It was pathetic, Avani knew. She had started this, the only way to speak to Madeline was to reach out herself. Brought up being given anything she ever wanted, Avani had never been good at self-denial. She picked up the phone and dialed.
Madeline picked up after the second ring, with a crisp, cheerful "Hello, Madeline speaking!"
It felt good to hear her voice. "Good afternoon, M-...Madeline." said Avani wearily. She had been about to call her mother.
"It's so good to hear from you, sweetheart!" Gushed Madeline, "I'm so sorry I scared you a little last week. Your mother just got a little excited and pushed too far, too fast. I hope you can forgive me."
"It's not that I was scared," said Avani defensively, "it's just that it was wrong. You're my m-.... my father's wife for God's sake. We can't..." images and sensations flooded her mind, the feel of Madeline's soft, feminine body pressed against hers, of her lips pushing aggressively, her hands grasping and exploring wherever she desired. Avani took a shaky breath. "...we can't do things like that."
Madeline was silent for a beat. Then her voice came over the line, calm and serious. "I think we should resume our meetings, Avani."
Avani felt a wave of relief. It seemed like Madeline understood what she was trying to express. "I think so too, mother." She said, smiling. She didn't even notice what she had called Madeline, it felt so natural. "We can go back to the way things were before, without all of the... touching."
"I'm afraid I don't agree, sweetheart. I think the touching is vital."
Faria felt a flush creep across her face. She had been sure Madeline would be just as embarrassed about the event as she was. But she wanted to...what? Do it again? The thought sent butterflies spiraling through Avani's belly.
"Think about it, dear. You said it yourself, you have a mountain of pent-up sexual frustration and no good outlets. I care about you Avani, and this is something I am good at. As you love to point out, I'm a 'whore.' I can help you find release without any deeper meaning behind the act. Yes, technically I'm your mother, but we aren't related. And, while I won't embarrass you with the details, your father doesn't consider anything I do with women to be cheating."
Avani covered her blushing face with her free hand, peeking through it to make sure her assistant wasn't eavesdropping. "I...I don't know, mother." She said in a weak whisper, "It's so embarrassing. I don't know if I can..."
"I will tell you what, honey," said Madeline in a sweet, motherly voice, "You can set the pace. If you want me to keep my hands and lips to myself one day, that's what we will do. If you want my hands and lips all over your body the next, your wish is my command. We will never do anything you don't ask for. You'll be in complete control."
It did sound tempting.... What Madeline outlined seemed like a completely reasonable setup. And after all, if she didn't want anything from Madeline, she could just never ask. "Ok." She said hesitantly, "We can try that."
"I'm so glad, baby," said Madeline in a husky voice, "I can't wait to take care of you."
"Me neither." Said Avani without thinking, prompting a dirty chuckle from Madeline, and a groan of embarrassment from Avani.
"One more thing, Avani." Said Madeline in a firm voice, "We need to meet more often, considering our new arrangement. Three times a week."
Avani had no idea how she could fit that into her schedule, but she also felt like another week would be too long to wait to see Madeline next.
"Yes, mother."
...
(Months ago, During Avani's programming session...)
Faria looked down with pride at the little tableau she had created. Avani sprawled on her hands and knees, her hands spread forward in a bowing, supplicating pose, her fantastic ass stuck up into the air, her most private areas turned upwards for inspection, framed erotically by the porny lingerie she had been forced to wear. It was probably uncomfortable to maintain the position, but Faria's ironclad control held firm. Time to add the finishing touch.
Faria sat down in Avani's posh office chair directly behind the debased woman. The hypnotist raised her feet and plopped them down on Avani's backside, using her alluring ass as a footrest. The poor woman grunted with the additional pressure but managed to hold the demeaning pose. Avani was being used as furniture in her own home office, the seat of her power.
"You," said Faria, wiggling her feet slightly to get more comfortable, "are the most insane control freak I have ever met. You micromanage every tiny aspect of your business and social media. Why not delegate and take off some of the pressure?"
"No one can do it as well as I can," said Avani dully, her voice muffled from being pointed towards the floor, "my success came from being responsible for every detail. The pressure and stress is the cost."
"Ok, why the bitchy attitude all the time?" continued Faria, "can't you just be nice to people?"
Avani shook her head. "It's a dog-eat-dog world. In every interaction you either win or you lose. If you aren't getting anything from someone, doing something nice for them means you are losing."
Faria had heard enough.
*Programming mode. Serene. Blissful. Receptive.*
Avani didn't move, but Faria could tell by the slow shifting of Avani's ass under her feet that she had fallen into her trance.
*My next words will be your new thoughts*
*The stress of complete control is unbearable.*
"-unbearable."
*Giving up control to someone I trust, is a relaxing, liberating, arousing experience.*
"-arousing experience."
Faria hadn't been able to see Avani's expression this time, but she was willing to bet that these commands would be hard for her to swallow. It would probably take Madeline some time to condition Avani to accept them fully. But they had all been repeated. Progress was being made.
Faria snapped her fingers.
"On your knees, Avani. We have more work to do. My feet hurt, dear. Pop off my shoes; I have a task for you..."
...
Avani gulped as she hovered her mouse over the link her hacker had just sent her.
Her sexual frustration issue had become much better over the last month. She had arrived at Madeline's for their next meeting with every intention of not requesting anything from her mother at all, but then Madeline had answered the door, slightly out of breath in a pair of tight leggings and a sports bra that did a very poor job or containing her huge tits. She had been glowing with a faint sheen of sweat, apologizing for being in the middle of a yoga session at their meeting time.
Madeline's alluring appearance, Avani's consuming arousal, and the unforgettable knowledge that her mother had given her explicit permission, encouragement even, to request any sexual favor that she desired had been too much temptation for Avani to resist. Within ten minutes of the meeting beginning, Avani had kissed Madeline as if she was dying of thirst and her stepmother was a glass of cold, fresh water.
Avani had still been too embarrassed to ask Madeline to use her hands, but Avani had ended up straddling one of Madeline's soft, powerful thighs, and the pleasure from the grinding pressure between her legs and Madeline's tender, but dominant kiss had led her, moaning and shaking, to her first orgasm in a month. One of the most powerful orgasms of her life. Afterward, she laid her head on Madeline's large breasts and recited all of her stresses and insecurities of the week, while Madeline held her close and stroked her hair. Madeline had been right. A supportive, non-judgemental, trustworthy sexual partner had been exactly what she needed.
The meetings after that had been just as enjoyable. Avani had eventually worked up the courage to ask her mother to use her hands and fingers, first above the clothes, then beneath, to very satisfying results. She had even, after two bottles of wine, asked Madeline to eat her out, hardly believing how kinky she had become. Madeline had immediately complied with sparkling eyes and her trademark crooked grin, swiftly tugging off Avani's pants, and giggling at Avani's obvious arousal as she used her teeth to pull down her daughter's lacy panties. Avani had been forced to ask her to stop after less than five minutes. She was afraid of the strange, powerful sensations that Madeline's expert tongue had made her feel. Feelings that she definitely shouldn't have for her mother, whether they were related or not.



Now she debated watching this latest video. It wasn't as urgent anymore now that she had a partner to regularly receive her sexual energy, and these videos had sometimes had strange effects on her. She had just recently started wearing lipstick again.
But, after a minute of hesitation, curiosity got the better of her.
Avani's mouth fell open, slack and soft, as she stared at Madeline's outfit on the screen. The fireside setting was the same, but now Madeline had removed parts of the bustier that Avani hadn't realized were detachable. Her huge breasts now sat, naked and proud, jutting up above the tight leather still covering the rest of Madeline's torso. Her large, pink nipples were stiff and pointed, despite how warm the room looked. So making these videos aroused Madeline as much as watching them did to Avani.
The tiny black thong was nowhere to be seen.
"Good evening pet," said Madeline, leaning forward and pushing her arms together slightly to showcase her naked tits, "I hope you're been keeping those naughty hands away from your privates. We have a lot to do tonight, but before we get started, I want to give you a little incentive."
Madeline leaned back, scooting her hips forward with a slow, hip-rolling motion while she spread her legs, exposing a plump, drooling pussy to the camera.
"I didn't want to jinx you by saying so... but you are getting close now. You're allllmost good enough to be my good little girl. And do you know what I will be when you are my good little girl?"
Madeline teased lightly at her pussy with a finger, and Avani stared with rapt attention. Her sessions with Madeline tended to leave her mother fully clothed, so this was her first clear look at Madeline's tits, let alone her naked pussy.
"Your. Mommy." Said Madeline firmly, fingers digging into her swollen cunt. Avanis hand slid down her belly, into her pants.
"And do you know what mommies do for their little girls? They take care of them. Little girls don't need to think, or worry, or make decisions for themselves." Madeline's free hand had risen to one pink nipple, twisting and pulling. Unconsciously, Avani mimicked her, removing her bra and taking one her her nipples between her fingers.
"All good little girls need to do is love their mommy. Serve their mommy. Worship their mommy. Can you do that?"
Jaw slack, Avani nodded at the screen.
"Then maybe you are ready... Now, if you have been following what I said, you should be a very horny girl by now. That's good. That's how I want you. A desperate, dripping mess, willing to do anything to please her mommy. Don't worry, baby. We are going to take care of all that pent up sexual energy tonight. I'm going to show you how to masturbate just like Mommy does. Do as I do...
This video was much longer than the rest, with a long, slow, guided masturbation. By the end of it, Avani's chair was soaked. She might need to buy a new one.
Madeline finished the video with a smoldering wink.
"Next time, I'll tell you all about how you can finally become my good little girl. Until then, keep using the techniques I taught you, and think of me." The video cut to black.
Avani sat for a moment, naked and shiny with her own juices. She checked the clock. 1 AM. Well, if she skipped sleeping tonight, she could watch the whole video again.
Maybe even twice.
...
Madeline pulled away from her panting stepdaughter, who was currently making pathetic little whimpers of pleasure and bucking her hips against Madline's fingers. Avani was once again deep in the throes of passion. She reached out to Madeline again, trying to pull her back into a kiss. "Please, Mother! I need you! I'm so close!"
"Wait now, sweetheart," said Madeline with a chuckle, pulling her hand away from Avani's tight wet pussy, "we need to talk. Did you think a little more about that suggestion that I made?"
Avani blinked in confusion, her brain was still focused completely on the hot, dirty sex that she wanted from Madeline. "You mean, about how you want to be my manager? I'm still not sure that..." Madeline laughed again and raised a slick finger placing it on Avani's lips to silence her.
"Not that suggestion, although I do want to revisit that later. No, I mean my suggestion that we experiment with... control." Madeline's blue eyes seemed hot enough to burn Avani. She swallowed hard and looked away.
"Well, I'm not sure about that either, Mother," she said hesitantly, "I'm... I'm a little scared to try."
Madeline had made the suggestion in their last meeting. She had confidently pronounced that Avani's stress came mostly from the fact that she insisted on controlling every single detail in her life and business. Madeline had suggested some sex play that she swore would help Avani release that stress...
"You trust me though, don't you, dear?" asked the alluring older woman with a sad smile, "Submission is an exercise in trust. You put yourself fully in the hands of the person dominating you. That person completely controls you, but is also completely responsible for you. It can be exciting and thrilling, but also calming and supportive."
Avani did trust Madeline. And not just because of her blackmail videos anymore. Her beautiful, amazing, sexy mother would never do anything to hurt her. Avani knew it in her soul. And lately, when Madeline's strong arms held her tight, when Madeline fingered her pussy aggressively, like she was taking what she wanted, when Madeline grabbed her chin and pulled it up into her kiss, Avani had started feeling a weak, squishy, embarrassing, nipple-hardening, panty-soaking feeling of erotic helplessness and willingness to please. She suspected that the games Madeline was suggesting, where Madeline would take charge of Avani and Avani would submit, would make Avani feel that new feeling more intensely than she would be able to handle.
"Let's just try it, Avani." Said Madeline decisively "We will use a safe word, so if things go too far, you can stop."
Avani still wasn't sure, but it looked like Madeline was. Avani had always kept tight control of everything, including her sex life. This new type of sex felt dangerous and scary to Avani. If she didn't admire and trust Madeline so much, she would definitely say no. She saw in Madeline's face how much this meant to her. Making her mother happy was important to her. She nodded silently, biting her lip with anxiety, agreeing to begin the sex game with her mother.
"Ok then, Avani." Said Madeline, her demeanor suddenly shifting from warm motherly, and sweet to strict and commanding, "Strip." There was an odd look in her mother's eyes. Was it... triumph? Gloating? It didn't seem to match the context.
Avani began to wiggle out of her skirt, blushing. She had been naked in front of Madeline many times by now (far more times than she had seen Madeline naked), but normally it just sort of... happened during their wild makeout sessions. Now she was being made to perform, Madeline was sitting there with that wicked smile on her face, bright, sparkling eyes leering at Avani's perfect body.
"Good Girl." Said Madeline in a low, predatory voice. It made goosebumps rise all over Avani's body, and in an instant, her nipples were as hard as rock.
Madeline reached down into a duffel she had placed by the couch and pulled out an eye mask, like those used for sleep, and a swinging, jangling pair of shiny handcuffs. The older, dominant woman stood and clicked her way over to loom above Avani. She was wearing high heels today, which made their height difference even greater. Avani looked up at Madeline's cocky, arrogant face, her stunning brown eyes as wide as saucers, suddenly feeling in her core the difference in size, power, and confidence between her and her mother. She shivered, feeling, like Madeline had said, completely in the other woman's power. She was suddenly powerfully reminded that her mother was once a dominatrix who dominated and humiliated powerful men much older and stronger than her.
"What are those? What are you going to do to..."
"Silence." Said Madeline, not loudly, but in a hard, strict tone that would accept no defiance. "You ask questions when you are in charge, little girl. But I'm in charge now. Now, you don't speak. You listen."
She reached down and slipped the eye mask over Avani's face, plunging her world into darkness.
"Wait! Wait! But what is the safe word?" whimpered Avani.
Madeline chuckled low in her throat. "If you want me to stop... say 'Mommy'."
Madeline gently but firmly grabbed Avani's arms and pulled them behind her back. *Click* *Click* The handcuffs snapped closed around Avani's wrists, binding her arms, and leaving her standing in the middle of the room. Shivering, horny, and mildly afraid of what would come next.
...
Madeline had been restraining herself the best she could, but an evil grin split wide across her face as soon as the little bitch's eyes were covered.
The sense of satisfaction was almost orgasmic in and of itself. The ice queen, nose-in-the-air, spoiled brat stood in front of her, bound and blinded, knock-kneed, submissive, and humbled. Avani's lower lip quivered as she turned and jumped at every little sound. Her nipples stood straight up from her pretty little boobs, and her juices were already running down her legs. This loss of control might scare her, but it was also the most turned-on Madeline had ever seen her.
Madeline felt the rush of sadistic pleasure at having her revenge, but it was softened, at least a bit, by fondness. Madeline had always felt warm affection towards her submissives, and Avani certainly qualified as one of those by now, even if she was just beginning to admit it to herself.
Yes, if Faria delivered, and it seemed like she would, Avani would be her submissive little girl forever, and Madeline took good care of her pets. Avani would be happy and loved, and fucked silly on a regular basis.
But, before the happily ever after, it was time for this kitty cat to play with the poor little mouse she had caught. Madeline silently removed her shoes and prepared to have some fun.
...
The room was silent. With her eyes covered, Avani's sense of touch and hearing felt super-enhanced. Every swirl of air sent shivers up Avani's spine. Surely she would be able to hear when Madeline walked with her high heels on. Did that mean she was standing perfectly still, right next to Avani? Avani took a tentative step forward, her bare foot planting down on the cool tile. Nothing. There was no one there.
"Hello?" She said quietly, a quaver in her voice. Where had Madeline gone? How long had it been since Madeline had released her arm? A minute? Five?
What if Madeline planned to leave her there, naked and bound, until a staff member found her? What if Madeline was stifling her giggles right now as she filmed Avani on her phone, cuffed and nude and horny, just waiting to hit send to the paparazzi? There was no way Avani would be able to remove the blindfold herself. Her lip quivered. She felt the sick, falling feeling of helplessness, her perfect control had been shattered by her cruel stepmother, and she had allowed it.
A cold stream of air blew directly on one of Avani's already stiff nipples, making her yelp in surprise, her handcuffs clinking as she instinctively and uselessly tried to protect her breasts from the sudden sensation.
Just as she recovered from the sudden sensation, one fingernail traced lightly along the curve of her ass, making her twist away with a gasp. Every touch was elevated, and she could feel her skin tingle with the sensation. She felt like the nerves in her body were on fire in anticipation of where the next touch would come from. Was it still just Madeline in the room, teasing her? What if she had invited someone else? How would Avani know? Her ears strained to catch any sounds of movement.
A smooth hand slid across Avani's flat belly, warm and soft. Avani caught the scent of her mother's fresh, clean perfume, and heard Madeline stifle a laugh. Avani moved a few steps toward the sound, but Madeline was already gone.
Avani's body now ached to be touched. This teasing game was bringing her sexual frustration to a boiling point. She was unused to being denied.
Suddenly, warm, strong arms wrapped around her from the front. She could feel Madeline's skin pressing against hers. Her mother had removed her dress, and Avani could tell by feeling alone that she was wearing only a bra and panties now. A rare treat: Madeline rarely removed clothes during their sexual games.
Madeline raised Avani's chin and kissed her aggressively, her tongue sliding dominantly into her daughter's mouth. It was a completely different experience for Avani than their normal kisses. Cuffed and in the dark, Avani had no choice but to be utterly passive and submissive, giving Madeline complete control over her body
Madeline took advantage of that control, her hands sliding possessively over Avani's lithe brown body, gripping and kneading her ass, teasing her erect nipples mercilessly, running her fingers through Avani's raven hair, and fingering her tight pussy energetically enough to cause humiliating wet noises that Avani's heightened sense couldn't help but pick up. All of this while maintaining her red-hot, passionate kiss.
Avani felt pleasantly limp and weak, almost swooning into her mother's embrace. With her hands bound, she was unable to touch Madeline how she craved to, and would be unable to defend her private areas even if she wanted to. She surrendered herself completely to Madeline's erotic touch. But it was frustrating. Madeline was good at this. It felt like she was playing Avani's body like an instrument, pulling out exactly the gasps and moans she wanted to hear. But it also became clear that she had no intention of making Avani cum. At least not right now.
Avani moaned and squirmed, writhing her hips in a fluid motion, humping Madeline's stationary fingers in a desperate attempt to reach the orgasm that felt so close, yet so far away. Once again, just as she felt herself about to cum, the fingers withdrew, beginning to lazily tease her breasts again instead.
"Let me cum, Madeline!" She said, voice cracking with her frustration.
The hands withdrew from her breasts as well, and Avani felt an ominous pressure in the room.
*Crack*
Avani was so shocked that for a moment she didn't know what had happened. Her ass stung and tingled. Madeline had... struck her! Spanked her ass, more accurately. No one had ever dared. Avani had become a bit protective of her butt over the years. A great ass was essential for being an influencer and model nowadays. Asses were in fashion. So of course Avani had put a great deal of work into ensuring her butt looked fantastic. But it was all the trashy tabloids were interested in. Avani put equal amounts of work into the rest of her body, but her ass was all that the idiot horndogs cared about. Too many of her failed romances had ended when a boyfriend's excessive groping and pinching had revealed their fetish. Only one had been foolish enough to ask to spank her, and Avani was too intimidating for any of them to actually try it.
Madeline certainly wasn't intimidated. "You don't make demands right now. I'm in charge, and I say when you will cum. Know your place."
Avani gave a little shriek as she felt Madeline pick her up like a doll. She knew Madeline was bigger than her, but she didn't imagine that it would be this easy to lift her. She was being carried in Madeline's arms. Where was Madeline taking her? Not outside, surely! Acani struggled weakly, out of sheer mind-numbing panic more than defiance of her mother. Suddenly, she felt weightlessness as Madeline dropped her. Anavi gasped, expecting to feel the hard impact of the ground at any moment. She landed with an 'oof' on the large, comfortable sofa, immediately scrambling to turn over.
"You've been a bad girl, Avani." Said a hard voice above her, "Now it's time for your punishment..."
Avani could almost feel Madeline's arms approaching. Her butt still stung from where it had been spanked. What was Madeline planning to do to her?
"M-mommy..." She whimpered pitifully.
Nothing happened for a moment, and then light blossomed. The eye mask had been removed. Madeline, looking temptingly curvy in a lacy black bra and tiny panties, was already turning away, a slightly hurt look on her face. She marched over to a chair where she had laid her dress and pulled it back over her head. Avani struggled into a sitting position with her still cuffed hands. "I'm sorry, Mother." She said quietly.
"Don't be sorry," said Madeline in a clipped tone, "If it was too much for you, that's what safe words are for." She turned back to Avani, raising one eyebrow. "I just thought you trusted me more."
She approached Avani again, sitting on the couch and digging through the duffel for a set of keys.
"I do trust you!" Protested Avani, not realizing how absurd this same conversation would have seemed to her just months ago, "But you seemed so mad... and you spanked me."
Madeline sighed. "It was an act, Avani. An act meant to excite both of us. When I am dominating you, sweetheart, it's all about me. That's the game. You need to be doing everything you can for my approval. It would be no fun if there were no consequences when you screw up." Avani hung her head, a little sheepish about buying into the game too fully. "But did it work, baby?" Asked Madeline, her smile returning. "Were you excited? Because I was."
Avani nodded slowly. "Yes, it was a little scary but..." She shuddered, feeling how wet she was. She couldn't deny that putting herself in Madeline's hands had been a thrill.
"Lay on your belly, dear," said Madeline, gently assisting Avani to fall forward. One wrist if the handcuffs released with a click.
Avani rubbed her wrist. "Maybe we can just do a little kissing, just so that I can finish." She said hopefully.
Madeline shook her head. "No dear, I'm afraid I got my hopes up and suffered a little disappointment. I will be happy to see you again next time we meet, but I think I need a little alone time today."
Avani frowned. After being teased so effectively during her submission, her body was begging for an orgasm. She didn't think she could wait for their next meeting. Well... giving up control to Madeline had been powerfully erotic....
"What if..." said Avani cautiously, "we didn't have to be done with our game?"
"Hmmmmm," said Madeline, raising an eyebrow, "so you are saying you want me to take control again?"
"Yes." Said Avani, gently biting her lip, "It was pretty exciting, and I... I need more."
"And are you willing to push through that erotic intimidation you felt? Maybe even embrace it?" Asked Madeline, leveling a serious stare at Avani.
Avani nodded, her eyes wide.
"And if, when I'm in charge, I decide that you need to get spanked?"
Avani wished that Madeline was willing to compromise about focusing on her butt. But it seemed like if Avani wanted to continue, she would have to accept Madeline's sadistic desire to punish her perfect ass. Avani probed her feelings. When Madeline had spanked her, she had felt shock, embarrassment, and a little outrage. Submitting to a full spanking from her dominant stepmother sounded like a degrading experience, but curiously, the thought of being degraded at Madeline's hands was no longer completely unpleasant. She hovered, indecisive.
"Avani." said Madeline soothingly, laying a warm hand on her daughter's naked thigh, "I would never do anything when I have control if I didn't think it would turn you on. I know you haven't been spanked before, and it's a little scary. But I swear to you, if you trust me enough to submit to my hand, I will give you the best orgasm you've ever had."
Avani hesitated a moment longer, her big brown eyes locked with Madeline's heated blue gaze. Then, for the second time that day, she nodded, submitting to her mother's control.



"But this time, dear, 'Mommy' won't be our safe word. Quite the opposite in fact. I want you to call me "Mommy" when you need more. When you can't get enough. If you want me to stop, call me Madeline."
Madeline, working with precise speed, pulled Avani's hands forward, binding them in front this time. She slipped the eyemask back over Avani's head, plunging her back into darkness. Avani heard a rustling sound, and then Madeline's voice returned, once again hard and commanding.
"You've been a bad girl, Avani Rao. And for the first time in your life, it's time to be punished. Madeline pulled her forward, this time onto Madeline's warm, naked lap, with Avani's arms pinned beneath her, preventing her from protecting her vulnerable ass. Madeline had removed her bra, and her large, firm tits pressing into Avani's side as she was moved almost distracted her from the way her mother was rubbing a flat hand over her butt.
"So, no one has ever slapped these precious little cheeks... Even your daddy..." Her hand kept rubbing in a slow circular motion. Avani's focus was consumed by the hand, dreading and anticipating the moment it would strike. Madeline had been right. This was turning her on. "I can't say I'm shocked. You are the kind of girl that always wants her own way. The kind of girl who throws a big fit when anyone objects to her naughty behavior." The hand had paused, resting lightly on Avani's left cheek. "Do you know what we call a girl like that?"
"A brat!" *Smack*
The blow was painful, but not that bad. Avani experienced more pain when she went in for waxing appointments. The humiliation was much worse. She was a grown woman, letting another woman spank her. And she was getting off on it. Madeline positioned two fingers at the entrance of Avani's needy pussy.
"Have you been paying attention, dear?" Asked Madeline with poisonous sweetness, "What are you?"
" A b-brat." responded Avani, squeaking as Madeline forcefully inserted her fingers into her daughter's cunt.
"That's right," purred Madeline, " but that's not all you are." She continued to roughly finger fuck Avani, making her stepdaughter arch her back and stifle a moan, eager for more.
"You've looked down on me for years, Avani. You called me a whore. I gave my body to others for money, so that's true enough. But you gave your body to me just for fun. Do you know what we call a girl that does that?"
The fingers withdrew, once again before Avani had reached orgasm.
"A slut!" *Crack* the hand came down again, and this time Avani had to bite her lip to keep from crying out.
Madeline inserted her fingers again, this time crooking them inside Avani, providing more sensation. "What are you, babe? Tell me." said Madeline's commanding voice.
"I'm... I'm a slut!" came Avani's strangled reply. Somehow Madeline's fingers felt more and more intense after each spank. Avani was reaching peaks of pleasure she had never felt before, and she still hadn't cum.
"And worst of all," said Madeline with disgust, " is what you do to yourself." Avani's breath was ragged as Madeline continued using her fingers to roughly exploit her submissive pussy. "You have destroyed your own life by refusing anyone who tries to help you. By taking complete control, you've sentenced yourself to a life of stress and misery. There's just one word for it..."
This time the fingers slipped out and cracked down in a spank so swiftly that Avani couldn't anticipate it.
"Stupid!" *Slap*
"Yes, Mother! Yes, I'm stupid!" Moaned Avani, wriggling her hips, desperate for the return of Madeline's strong fingers.
"You're a stupid!..." *CRACK* "...slutty!..." *CRACK* "...brat! *CRACK* Who needs her mommy to spank her ass and punish her naughty pussy!"
"Yes!" Screamed Avani, near tears with pain and arousal and emotion, "Please punish me! Please punish my naughty pussy!"
"First you're going to promise me." Growled Madeline threateningly, "No more maybes, and we'll sees. I'm your manager now. We both agree that your current plan is stupid."
Avani was too deep in a haze of lust to care. "Yes! You control me! You're my manager! Whatever you want!"
"You're finally acting like a good girl." Said Madeline with deep satisfaction in her voice, "and good girls get rewards." Madeline lifted Avani off her lap and sat her down on the couch. Suddenly the eyemask was removed, and Avani finally saw her stepmother in all her naked glory, in the flesh. Not fat, but big and rounded and tall. Wide, shapely hips swelled out from a thin waist. A soft feminine belly led down to a plump, dripping, shaved-bare pussy. Massive, firm tits swayed above it all, begging to be sucked on. She was the opposite of Avani's tight little body, but Avani definitely felt that opposites attracted in this case.
Madeline tossed aside the eyemask and dropped to her knees in front of the seated Avani, flashing her a wicked grin. She ran her hand up Avani's thighs, gently spreading them apart.
"I was really hard on your poor little pussy, sweetheart," Madeline said softly, moving her face forward, between her daughter's thighs. Avani's ass still stung and felt like it was glowing, she knew that any stimulation would send her quickly over the edge. Madeline's face was inches from Avani's sensitive pussy. She could feel her mother's hot breath on her most intimate place. Madeline's sparkling blue eyes left Avani's pussy, flicking up to meet her gaze.
"Let Mommy kiss it better." She whispered, the puffs of air sending shivers up Avani's spine.
Avani thought about when Madeline gave her oral sex before. Of how it had made her feel such wild, deep, dark feelings for Madeline that it had scared her. She could say "Madeline" and end this right now before things went too far.
"Mommy." Moaned Avani. "Kiss me, Mommy."
Madeline dived forward hungrily, her lips and tongue teasing and fulfilling and satisfying Avani like nothing she had ever felt in her life. She tangled her hands in her mommy's hair as Madeline drove her quickly towards a toe-curling, leg-quivering, soul-satisfying series of orgasms.
And Avani moaned out "Mommy" until her long, chained together orgasms finally ended.
...
Avani ran her pink little tongue up the sole of Faria's foot, then stopped at the top to pop one of her captor's toes in her mouth and suck.
Faria was pleased to see that Avani's confident arrogance had finally started to break. Instead of glaring hatred, Avani now had a look of self-pity on her face as she completed the demeaning command Faria had set for her. Faria wasn't especially into foot stuff, but there was nothing better for breaking a target. Something about being forced to serve in a way most common people would refuse made it hard to maintain the snobby bitch act.
"Why do you hate your stepmother so much?" asked Faria, enjoying the sensation of Avani's tongue swirling around her digit. "You can stop sucking to answer."
Faria's toe left Avani's mouth with a wet pop. "She is so confident, so... proud. And she hasn't even done anything! All she did with her life before tricking my father was fuck perverts for money! I have to work hard every day to succeed and feel good about myself, and somehow this whore feels that she is my equal. My superior!"
"Ah," said Faria, realization dawning, "You're jealous of her. You're jealous that she loves herself and isn't insecure. Right?"
Avani's will was breaking, but she mustered her remaining resistance to avoid answering this question. Faria slapped her lightly with a moist foot.
*Is that right, Avani?*
"Yes." said Avani in a small, angry voice.
*Programming Mode. Silent. Submissive. Slutty.*
Avani let Faria's foot go, and her hands drifted to her sides.
*My next words will be your new thoughts.*
*The reason I am jealous of Madeline Rao is that she is a superior woman.*
Avani didn't like this at all. Her face was twisted with anger. This one would need a lot of training to settle in.
"-superior woman."
*The proper response to a superior woman is not to fight her but to submit.*
"-submit."
*If I feel like my sex life and business life are too confusing, maybe it's best to let someone else take control*
"-take control."
None of those had gone down especially smoothly, but Faria trusted that Madeline would have the skill to see them take effect. She had done enough to make sure Madeline would get the dominant relationship she wanted with her stepdaughter. Now, there was just one more important task. She snapped her fingers.
"Get those ridiculous clothes off, Avani. I want to have a heart-to-heart."
...
Avani stared at the email from her hacker. No attachment. He claimed that there were no more videos. It didn't make any sense. Madeline said specifically in the last video that "next time" she would finally explain how to become her good girl. There had to be more!
To be fair, Avani was seeing a lot of Madeline in real life nowadays. Their relationship had changed in a lot of ways since they first played their little power exchange game. Sexually speaking, Madeline had transitioned into being in charge full time. It made sense, Avani had to admit. Mommy knew how to get her daughter off better than Avani did herself, and taking charge clearly excited Madeline much more than taking orders. So it was fair. She wasn't being taken advantage of at all. The sexual tasks she received tended to be degrading, but Avani had found that the sick twisted pleasure she got from Mommy's filthy demands was unlike any she could get elsewhere. And after the pain and humiliation, Madeline's rewards and approval were deliciously sweet.
Madeline had become her manager as well. Avani had tried to wriggle out of it, but Madeline held her to her word, even when it had been extracted under sexual duress. Avani had found it oddly difficult to say no to Madeline in real life after she had taken control of the bedroom. It had turned out better than Avani had expected. Madeline had a real skill in tough negotiations and often had even the pissiest photographers and magazine editors eating out of her hand in minutes. Avani found that she had more time for the parts of her job that she found enjoyable, as well as more time to spend with her Mommy.
Avani checked the clock. Shoot, they were supposed to meet soon. An unusually late meeting. It was also strange that Madeline had picked out clothes for her. Avani apprehensively picked up what appeared to be a leather harness from her desk. Some new sexual game? The thought sent a hot flood of arousal through Avani's belly. She had better hurry.
...
Avani was shocked to see the number of cars parked outside of Madeline's house. Loud, pulsing music and flashing lights poured out of the windows. A party?!? Avani looked down at her clothes. Her Mommy had asked her to wear a flowing, gauzy, innocent-looking white dress over the leather harness, but some of the straps could clearly be seen poking out at her neck and lower down her thighs. It would be clear to even the most casual observer what she was wearing underneath her clothes. Avani hated having her business in public, especially her sex life. The last thing she wanted in the world was for anybody to find out about her humiliating submissive relationship with her own stepmother.
But Mommy had ordered her to come...
Her mouth dry, Avani stepped through the front door, eyes darting around, alert for anyone she knew.
Wow. Maybe she shouldn't have worried about being seen as a pervert. Madeline Rao wasn't just throwing a party at her house. She was throwing a sex party. Gorgeous young men and women were lounging on every surface, entwined sweatily with one another. They were all wearing leather gear, with varying amounts of private areas peeking through. Well, they had all started out wearing leather gear, there were countless pieces strewn across the floors, tossed aside by enthusiastic couples.
If anything, the white dress was what marked Avani as different. She moved deeper into the party, looking for her Mommy.
Finally, she saw Madeline, sitting imperiously on a sofa as a gray-haired man kissed her boots. She was wearing a tight leather bustier that bared her impressive breasts and a tiny black thong. Elbow-length black gloves covered her hands, and she wore tall black boots, currently being worshipped. As Avani approached, Madeline waved with a smile, nudging the kneeling man with a boot to break him away from his task.
"Mommy!" Said Avani Happily. Even in these uncomfortable circumstances, these days seeing Madeline never failed to make her heart beat faster. "You didn't tell me it was a party!"
The old man jumped at her voice and turned. It was her father, wearing a black leather harness not unlike her own. She couldn't help but see his large, stiff cock, bouncing as he swung around to look at her.
"Avi!" he said, eyes wide with horror.
"Father!" She said, raising her hands to her mouth, matching his shock.
"What a happy reunion!" said Madeline, amusement thick in her voice, "sadly, we don't have time for you two to catch up. I have a very important discussion to have with my daughter. I'll be back to take care of you later." She said with a wink, reaching down to give Arnav's cock a few quick pumps.
With that, the confident blond grabbed Avani's had and led her deeper into the party, with Avani looking back over her shoulder at her equally confused father, her eyes unintentionally lingering on his thick, stiff cock.
Finally, they reached a private room. Madeline rushed her inside, letting the door hang slightly ajar.
"Mommy... my father... you and he... I mean, you're divorcing him, right?" Babbled Avani foolishly, still mortified from seeing her father naked... his muscled physique...his impressive cock...
Madeline sat down in a wing armchair and gave her a flat look. "No, sweetheart. I've been meaning to tell you. I'm staying together with your father. I just think the three of us could be such a happy family."
Avani felt a stab of disappointment. "But Mommy, I thought that... the two of us..."
Madeline flashed her a look of genuine shock. Then, she threw her head back and laughed. "You and I, dear? You thought... what? That we would get married? You want to marry your Mommy?"
Avani cringed at the ridicule. She hadn't thought of it in those terms, but somewhere in her heart, she wanted Madeline all to herself.
"Oh, sweetie, don't cry!" Said Madeline, still trying not to laugh, "I'm not trying to be mean. It's just a bit silly. Your mommy would only want to marry someone who is her equal. That's why I married your daddy. Besides, you silly girl, you don't actually want to marry me."
Avani looked into Madeline's eyes, lifting them from where she had cast her eyes down in shame. The line about not being equal hurt, but she knew in her heart it was true. Madeline was the superior woman.
"You just want all of Mommy's love. Sharing has always been hard for you, hasn't it, Avani? Awww, come here, baby." She held her arms wide, beckoning her daughter closer. Avani was still stung by Madeline's cruel rejection, but she couldn't resist her Mommy's charms. She fell into Madeline's embrace, the dominant older woman immediately squashing her daughter into her enormous naked breasts.
Madeline looked down at her submissive toy fondly. "Sweetie, you don't realize how much love your mommy has. I can give your daddy all the love he could possibly want, and still have enough for you to get everything you want as well. So there. You'll get lots and lots of sticky, nasty, dirty love from Mommy, no ring or white dress or expensive wedding required. Feel better?"
Avani nodded shyly, her face nuzzling Madeline's nipples in the process. She still hadn't fully recovered from being laughed at by the most important woman in her life, but she didn't want to upset her mommy by sulking.
'No, you don't want to be my wife. You want to be something else, don't you, Avani?" Avani caught a strange tone in Madeline's voice and looked up to see a crooked grin on her mommy's face. Something made her get up from Madeline's lap and back away. She didn't know how she had missed it before. It was the same chair, the same fireplace, the same outfit. Avani's mouth hung open. It was surreal, like a wet dream bursting into reality.
"I know you've been watching my videos, baby." Said Madeline Rao, leaning forward. "You've been watching them a lot. That can only mean one thing." She paused, tilting her head to the side, with a finger on the chin in a pensive pose.
"So you want to be my good little girl, huh?"
Avani's heart skipped a beat. Her breath came fast and ragged. She nodded, silently.
"Well," purred Madeline, beckoning Avani back to her with a slim finger, "You certainly weren't good enough to begin with, but you've made some progress."
She pulled the dumbfounded Avani down into a soft, hot, wet kiss. "Mmmmm, your kisses have certainly improved. Good thing you found an excellent teacher." Madeline's soft warm eyes suddenly flashed with a hint of iron. "Now kneel."
Avani fell to her knees, living her fantasy, eyes gazing up worshipfully at her mommy.
Madeline reached out a hand, stroking it down Avani's face. "I told you next time I would tell you how to become my good little girl." Avani nodded, nuzzling Madeline's hand, eager to hear what she could do to please her Mommy.
"Good little girls don't have to think for themselves, Avani. Their Mommy thinks for them." Avani nodded enthusiastically, demonstrating her pathetic willingness to give up her thinking privileges. "Good little girls don't sit on the board of their father's company." Said Madeline in a firm, commanding voice. Her piercing blue gaze bored into Avani's soft brown eyes. "Their mommy can do it for them."
Avani blinked. Her thoughts seemed to be swimming through syrup. Her board position was the source of most of her wealth and prestige. It was the reason no one could write her off as just another slutty influencer. Her Mommy wanted it.
Madeline leaned back and looked down her nose at Avani. "Right now," she said in a low, sultry voice, "I'm your mommy in the bedroom. I'm in control of your lips, and your ass, and your tight little pussy. But, if you do this for me; if you sacrifice the thing that means the most to you in the world, I can be your mommy throughout your whole life. I can control your body, mind, and heart. That's what it means to be my good little girl. Can you do that? Will you give me what I want?"
Avani's mind was clouded with lust. She stared up with wonder at the dominant woman towering above her. Her wide, powerful hips. Her majestic, erotic breasts, as big as Avani's head. The cruel, curvy smile on her alluring lips. Avani felt a dizzying wave of inferiority. She could never measure up. When one encountered a woman this much superior, it was foolish to fight. The correct response was to submit. Madeline had been right to laugh at the mere suggestion of marriage to Avani. It would be like a queen marrying a peasant. But she was offering a generous opportunity. Avani could humbly serve her, and be by her side, beneath her, but nearby. For an opportunity like that, sacrificing all of her pride and ambition was a small price to pay."
"Yes, Mommy." said Avani Rao meekly.
"Then we will seal it with a kiss," said Madeline with satisfaction dripping from her voice. She rolled her hips forward and peeled away her thong. The shining thread of liquid momentarily connecting her pussy to the thong revealed her extreme arousal at seeing her arrogant stepdaughter made submissive and humble, kneeling before her.
Avani was hypnotized by the sight of her Mommy's puffy, drooling pussy. Although Madeline had been leading her further and further down the path of kinky submission, almost all of their play so far had centered on Avani's body. She had never tasted pussy before. She had never given oral sex to anyone, male or female. The old Avani believed that a sex act that only pleased her partner was beneath her. For someone as self-centered as Avani, her sexual pleasure was the only thing worth considering in the bedroom.



Madeline moved her hips forward, her thick thighs now squished gently into either side of Avani's head. Madeline's pussy was inches from her face. Avani could smell her Mommy's wild feminine musk.
"Go on." Said Madeline gently, "You're mine now. Completely. Let's make it official."
With her eyes locked on Madeline's, desperately searching for signs of approval, Avani hesitantly moved forward and kissed her stepmother's juicy cunt. Madeline immediately twined her finger through Avani's silky black hair and pulled her tightly into her hot pussy.. The dominant woman's eyes blazed with triumph as she ground her sex mercilessly against her arrogant stepdaughter's pretty face.
It didn't taste sweet, like some people said, but something about Madeline's strange flavor, or maybe just being pressured into tasting it, drove Avani wild. Her tongue plunged and writhed in Madeline's pussy, swirling around and flicking at her clit, doing anything she could to please her mommy.
In her state of arousal, it didn't take Madeline long to reach orgasm. In her exctasy, her thighs clamped closed around Avani's head, and for a long dozen seconds, Avani couldn't breathe, totally cut off from air by Madeline's thick thighs and spasming pussy. Then, finally, her mommy released her, face shiny and red, gasping for air.
Madeline smiled down at her, basking in her afterglow. "Take off your dress, Avani. I want to see my good little girl as the slut she is."
Avani stood on shaky legs and whipped the dress off her head, leaving her standing in the black leather sex harness Madeline had picked out for her. It covered nothing, only emphasizing her body's charms. Leather straps lifted and framed her breasts, crossed and squished gently into her firm ass cheeks and hips, and anchored themselves around her thighs.
"You're mine now. But it's not all downside. Being my good little girl comes with rewards as well. Let me show you what mommy can do for you." Madeline pulled her by the hand, leading Avani to a sofa. She sat back and laid her daughter across her lap, face up.
Avani felt warm and cradled and safe in her Mommy's soft lap. With the way she was lying, a stiff, pink, tempting nipple was right in front of her face. Even without moving her head, she could almost just reach out her mouth and....
Madeline caught her eye, her mouth curved up in its usual wicked grin.
"Suck." She commanded.
Avani did so eagerly, pulling the large, erect nipple into her mouth and symbolically nursing. This position, cradled and controlled, sucking a superior woman's nipples, awakened a primal, deep feeling of total dependence and submission in Avani. She closed her eyes in satisfaction.
Madeline's strong hand pushed between Avani's legs, possessively sliding a finger into her tight pussy. "Good little girls serve their mommy. Do you want to serve me, Avani?"
Avani released Madeline's nipple, breathing heavily, "Yes, Mommy. I will serve you so well." She returned hungrily to the swollen nipple, her deepest, earliest instincts telling her to seek milk from her protector and provider.
Madeline's hand reached further down, her fingers spreading apart Avani's firm cheeks, circling and putting gentle pressure on her tender virgin asshole. Despite their recent experimentation, Avani was still deeply protective of her ass. She knew that her mommy had been training her towards this moment with her recent teasing. She had no right to deny this superior woman access to all parts of her body, even if the sensations of anal play frightened and confused her with their strange intensity. Avani spread her legs wide to allow her Mommy easy access to her butt.
"Good little girls worship their mommy," whispered Madeline, "Do you worship me, Avani?"
Avani nodded, releasing Madeline's nipple only for a moment to whimper "Yes, Mommy!"
The pressure on her asshole increased. "Good little girls love their Mommy. Do you love me, Avani?"
With a sudden overcoming of resistance, Madeline's finger slid into her asshole, the first foreign object that had even entered the young model's gorgeous ass. She moaned deeply, the reddened nipple falling from her mouth, as Madeline slowly started moving her finger in and out.
"Yes! Yes, Mommy! I love you! I loooove you, Mommy!" Avani's moaned words grew higher and higher pitched as Madeline's finger moved deeper and faster. She clutched her stepmother close, rubbing her face into her mommy's huge tits as she experienced her first anal orgasm, gasping and shaking.
Madeline looked down at her daughter, smiling and cuddling her mommy in her post-orgasm glow. She had the bitch now, heart and body and soul. It was time to show Avani what that control meant.
...
(Months in the past, Madeline completes her programming session with Avani...)
Avani Rao stood, loose-limbed and relaxed, at the huge glass window of her office, staring out at the city. The sun was setting, and everything was cast in a golden light, which reflected from Avani's eyes.
Faria had been staring at Avani's nude body all day, and, at this moment, with the degrading lingerie removed, her nakedness had been temporarily divorced from sexuality.
"What happened to you, Avani?" Asked Faria, carefully phrasing her final, crucial questions, "Why did you turn out this way?"
For Faria, the fantasies were designed for both the client and the target. The client got to have their darkest fantasies fulfilled, but the job wasn't finished if the target didn't get catharsis and fulfillment of some kind as well. One advantage of her hypnotic technique was that it wasn't possible to lie to yourself either once you had been commanded to tell the truth. It could be an excellent tool for self-examination.
Avani began immediately, too tired to fight back. "My mother left my father when I was thirteen. It wasn't pretty. They hated each other. My mother couldn't see me separately from him. She hated me too. It was a crucial time in my life, and suddenly the person I loved and looked up to the most abandoned me. She hated my father so much she told all the newspapers about the disgusting things he liked in bed, how he liked my mother to tie him up and.... It doesn't matter. My father abandoned me too, in his own way. He was always drunk. He hadn't met Madeline yet, but he spent most of his time with women a lot like her. Ten years ago, for his 45th birthday, I planned a surprise party for him. I picked out a present i was just sire he would like. Just a poor, lonely, fourteen year old, trying to make her fucked up daddy love her again. He didn't even notice. He stayed out, drunk off his ass with hooker all night."
Avani's eyes never left the bustling city slipping into twilight.
"I learned then that I can't trust or rely on or love anyone but myself. I learned that lesson again and again. I reached out to my mother when I turned 18, hoping to separate myself from my father in her eyes. No reply. I swore then that I would succeed on my own, and never need anyone else's approval ever again."
She turned to Faria with a bitter smile. "This year I'm going to throw my father a party he won't be able to ignore, for the ten-year anniversary of the one he did. A board meeting where he is forcibly retired. One last present from a daughter who can't love him anymore."
Faria gently touched Avani on the shoulder. "It sounds like a terrible way to live your life."
Avani simply shrugged, turning back to look at the city.
*Programming mode. Silent. Pensive. Whole.*
*I forgive my father for his weakness.*
"-his weakness."
*My mommy and daddy love me, and it is safe to trust and obey them completely.*
"-obey them completely."
Avani's face was completely calm as she repeated the programming phases, not fighting these last instructions at all.
It had been a long day, and after such a difficult and oppositional programming session, Faria was just as tired as her target. After her usual commands to forget the entire session, Faria drove home for an early bedtime. She anticipated that Avani would make the training period just as difficult as the programming, but she assumed the impressive Madeline Rao was up to the task. Maybe she should check in more often this time if only to check in with Madeline more often. That night, she dreamed of what was to become of Avani Rao.
...
Faria arrived at the Rao estate on a morning just as bright and sunny as the first had been cold and rainy.
She was once again met at the door by Madeline's cheerful welcome, but this time, Madeline had a companion. Avani Rao blushed and averted her eyes from her mommy's houseguest, clad only in flimsy, sheer babydoll lingerie that didn't hide her lithe brown body, only gave it an enticing air of mystery.
"Avani dear, have you met Ms. Faria? She is a good friend of your mother's." Avani's beautiful brown eyes darted up shyly to study Faria's face. Adorable confusion clouded Avani's delicate features. "I... don't know, mommy. She looks a little familiar."
"We had a nice long conversation a few months back, honey," explained Faria as they walked to the sitting room, Avani trotting obediently behind, "But I'm not surprised you've forgotten, you little ditz."
"I don't want to take up too much of your time." Said Faria breezily, as Madeline and she sat down. Avani remained standing, fidgeting fretful with her erotic outfit, clearly mortified to be this exposed in front of a stranger. "I'm sure you will be busy with preparations for Arnav's party. I'm a little disappointed that I wasn't invited, though, dear." Faria added reproachfully.
Madeline patted her on the knee. "Nothing personal, dear. It's going to be just our little family tonight."
Avani had just finished making her preparations to move in with her parents.Madeline had managed to keep it a secret from Arnav so far. It was part of his surprise tonight. Now that Madeline had taken over her seat on the board and most of the responsibilities of her fashion line and modeling agency, Avani no longer needed nor could really afford her spacious apartment with its home office. This way, she could be by mommy's side all the time. Except when mommy went out. Avani usually spent that lonely time masturbating to the special videos her mommy made for her and waiting as patiently as she could. It was hard, but it made it even sweeter when Mommy came home for the day and rewarded her for being such a good girl. Her life was simpler now, and more pleasant. She no longer had to worry about the complexities of dating, finances, or thinking at all. She could just leave everything to Mommy. It was blissful.
"Well, I just stopped by to see the finished product and do one little tweak. It's a little risky, but I think it will make the results that much sweeter. Also, I just have one small personal favor to ask."
Avani watched as the strange woman whispered in her mommy's ear, a wicked smile lighting up Madeline's beautiful face. She knew that expression. It usually meant that something degrading and profoundly arousing was about to happen to her. She felt herself getting hot and bothered. Whatever it was, it was her job to submit as mommy's good little girl. Her nipples stiffened visibly beneath the gauzy material.
"That sounds delightful!" Said Madeline Rao, beaming. "You have my full support. I'm positive it will turn out well. As for the little favor, it's the least I can do. My lovely daughter adores it when she is ordered around, so I'm sure she will enjoy the humiliation."
Faria smiled and slowly unbuttoned and unzipped the pants she was wearing. "Tell me, Madeline, is Avani a good kisser?"
"Oh yes, Ms. Faria," said Madeline confidently, "I've taught her well. She is good at kissing anywhere on the body. Avani!" She snapped, "I want you to give my friend a big, sloppy kiss wherever she wants." Faria wiggled her tight pants and panties down off her legs, revealing her lean, tan nakedness. Avani blushed and bit her lip. Faria noticed that Avani was still unused to being lent out to others by her mommy. Another amusing avenue of training for Madeline, the lucky woman.
"Y-yes mommy." Stammered Avani, eying with trepidation the pussy she was sure she would be forced to service. She dropped to her knees, looking up submissively into the mocking eyes of her Mommy's friend. "Where would you like me to kiss you, Ms. Faria?"
Faria savored the moment, remembering the defiant, arrogant wildcat from those months ago in the office. No one spoke to her the way Avani had. Not without paying for it.
"It turns out hypnotism is real, you dumb bitch." She said, emphasizing each word. "it looks like I influenced you pretty thoroughly. So you..." Faria scooted herself forward and angled her hips up, pulling apart her cheeks to expose the rosy little asshole inside.
"....can kiss my ass."
Avani's eyes grew wide with some residue of the indignation that had mostly left her emotional vocabulary. She turned to her mommy, seeking desperately for Madeline to say that Faria had gone too far, that of course she wouldn't force her poor sweet daughter to rim a stranger's asshole. Madeline only gave her a sharp nod, her eyes had the rigid, unflexible look that indicated that she didn't want any arguments or hesitation from her sub.
Felling the shameful blush burning on her face, Avani leaned forward, nestling her face between Faria's cheeks and extending her slim, pink tongue to service the woman who had remodeled her life. Avani's tongue made contact with Faria's tight butthole, and she slowly pushed it inside. Faria groaned with pleasure as the perfectly beautiful model busied herself between her legs. Avani looked fantastic on her knees, slurping and licking messily. It was where she had belonged all along.
Time for the final touch.
"How does it taste, *Princess?*"
Avani froze, tongue pressed against Faria's sphincter. Faria waited. It would take a second for the old Avani to catch up and absorb the memories of everything that had happened in the past six months. In that pretty little head, a war was going on. A fight between an arrogant bitch, horrified at what she had been tricked into doing, and a submissive mommy-slut who had learned an entirely different way of existing. In extreme cases like this, only one could win. It would absorb the other personality, merging them into one whole, dominated by the winner's way of thinking, but incorporating elements of the other.
Avani Rao groaned deeply, a heart-rending sound of blended lust, and shame, and defeat, and submission. Then her tongue plunged deeper, working harder and faster to please Faria, despite, or maybe because of her returned memory: she now understood what Faria had done to her. The mommy-slut had won, just like Faria and Madeline had thought she would. But now her humiliation would be even deeper, twisted by the knowledge that although she had been manipulated initially, she had chosen her new life.
Faria reached down and stroked Avani's hair as the newly whole woman sucked and slobbered. "It's better, isn't it, honey? This life." Avani nodded, even as her tongue continued its frantic motion, her nose doing very pleasant things indeed to Faria's pussy.
Eventually, Faria allowed the red-faced submissive to stop. Faria felt immensely satisfied on a personal level but hadn't orgasmed. For a sexual connoisseur like Faria, it would take much more than an inexperienced (if enthusiastic) rimjob to make her cum.
As she left, Faria gave Madeline Rao a lingering hug, delighting in the soft yielding curves pressed against her body. "It's so nice to see a happy family," She said with a smile. Avani had been sent to the bathroom to brush her teeth, so now was a good time to indulge her curiosity:
"What's next for Avani Rao?"
"Well, her fashion and modeling business are still going strong with my direction, but we don't really need her there anymore, even as a figurehead. I think it will be best to get her working on more and more risqué material until she's banned from her social media accounts, then transition her to full-blown porn. Supplemented by some prostitution on the side. Like Mommy like daughter, after all. Well, not exactly the same. I understand that being a professionally submissive prostitute is a lot... rougher than being a professionally dominant one."
Faria laughed, "Seems like a pretty cruel plan to come from her loving 'Mommy'," said Faria, gently chiding.
"Oh please!" Said Madeline with a nasty grin, "Being degraded gets that little slut hotter than anything else. She'll love every second of her downfall and beg Mommy for more."
"Well, I'm glad to have been of service. Don't be a stranger, Madeline. Oh! And I hope Arnav has a happy birthday!"
"I think he will." Said Madeline, her grin widening as Avani floated down the hall towards them, her face and mouth freshly washed.
...
Arnav Rao arrived home tired, but happy. He was actually pleased that Madeline had arranged for a private, intimate event rather than a blowout party. She had also hinted at a special surprise for his birthday, and her smile when she said it conjured all sorts of nasty, fascinating images in his head. Maybe she would tie him down again and... well, there was only one way to find out. He hurried inside to find his lovely wife.
He found her in the sitting room, wearing one of his favorite outfits, the bustier that left her amazing breasts exposed, tall high-heeled boots, and elbow length gloves. God, she was beautiful. A Queen, worthy of her throne. He was grateful he had found a woman as powerful and lovely as Madeline. She had on a wickedly large strap-on, which would normally mean it was going to be one of THOSE nights. But something was different this time. Madeline wasn't alone.
A female figure knelt submissively at Madeline's feet, hands held behind her back. Her only covering was a thick, elaborately tied, pale pink ribbon, crossing and binding her tight little brown body, barely concealing her nipples and pussy, and tied in a big fancy bow in the center of her chest. Her head was crudely wrapped in colorful "Happy Birthday!" wrapping paper, with a ragged hole ripped at her mouth for ventilation.
Arnav, approached, entranced by the erotic sight. The submissive figure heard him coming and gave an adorable little squeak, grasping one of Madeline's legs in fear.
"Happy birthday, my love!" said Madeline warmly, pulling him in for a passionate kiss.
"And what have you brought, me, Maddie?" said Arnav, grinning down at the blinded young lady kneeling beneath them
"Well, baby, you are always such a gentleman about me playing with other women, I thought you could play some games yourself as a birthday treat."
Arnav was deeply taken with the slut Madeline had provided. Her nearly-naked body looked uncannily like that of his awful ex-wife. Well, if his ex-wife had been more diligent about hitting the gym. It obviously wasn't actually her: his ex-wife was a dried-up old crone now, not like this juicy young thing. Had Madeline found a lookalike, just to let him fuck out his anger at the bitch who almost ruined his life? He wouldn't put it past her, she had always had an excellent attention to detail. The little slut trembled as she clung to Madeline's boot.
"She looks scared, Maddie." Said Arnav with amusement.
"Look again, Arnie," said his wife with delight, "She's practically dripping a puddle onto the floor. Not frightened, dear, anxious. She wants very much to please you, but she is afraid that you will reject her."
Arnav bent down and slipped a rough finger beneath the ribbon to feel a stiff nipple, rolling it between his thumb and finger, drawing a trembling moan from the girl's mouth. "Why would I ever reject a perfect little whore like this?" He murmured. It was very rare indeed that Madeline allowed him to fuck other women, and he planned to enjoy this to the fullest.



Madeline pulled his pants down from behind, freeing his thick cock to bounce in the air. "Well..." she whispered in his ear, "time to unwrap your present."
Arnav ripped apart the flimsy mask covering the woman's face.
"H-happy birthday d-daddy!" Said Avani, her face burning with humiliated lust.
Arnav couldn't breathe, Madeline had begun stroking his cock. He didn't know what to say, didn't know what to think. His bitchy, ice queen of a daughter, who had taken after her terrible mother so much, was kneeling in front of him, offering her tight young body as his birthday present.
Really he should be disgusted. That was clearly that was what Avani expected, she was already cringing from his blank expression. Madeline whispered in his ear...
"All she wants is to please her Daddy. She wants to be your little slut tonight. Every night. She's moving in. She is still hurt from ten years ago. You ignored her and didn't even notice her gift. Don't make the same mistake twice. This is her gift to her beloved Daddy. You HAVE to accept it. You need to show this slut how much you love her, the only way she understands." Despite his hesitation, his erection never faltered, stiff and proud in his wife's hands. "Take her, my love. She wants you."
Avani crawled forward on her knees.
" I love you Daddy," she said sweetly, "let me show you how much." His daughter began softly singing "Happy Birthday" as Madeline gripped the back of her head and guided it forward. His cock scraped the edges of his daughter's soft lips as it entered her sweet little mouth, with her still attempting to sing as his cock silenced her. Her little tongue flicked playfully up the shaft of his pulsing cock, as Avani began to give the best blowjob her inexperienced mouth could manage.
Avani's lack of experience with oral sex was more than made up for by her enthusiasm. She sucked and licked and kissed every inch of her Daddy's cock, until Arnav's lust finally overcame his taboos. He dominantly grabbed his daughter's head, the contact of his hands making her look up with her wide golden-brown eyes. Her mother's eyes. "You want to make me happy?" He asked roughly, "Then you're going to use that throat to apologize." He thrust his cock roughly into Avani's mouth, taking her control of the blowjob away, establishing his dominance.
"Always looking down on me, trying to get me fired, always thinking you're better!" He thrust his cock in time with his words, exploiting Avani's tongue and lips to the fullest, imprinting every inch of her mouth with the taste of his dick. "Just like." Thrust. "Your fucking." Thrust. "Mother!"
Avani backed away for a moment, managing to gasp out: "I'm so sorry Daddy! I've been a naughty girl! Please punish me! I love you Daddy!" before her mouth was once again occupied by her father's raging cock. Although his furious pace never slowed, Arnav's anger had burned away. He saw the submissive woman on her knees, doing her slutty best to make things right between them. "I love you too, Avi." He grunted. Their relationship would never be the same, but the new thing that was starting excited him sexually and satisfied his longing to reconnect with Avani, both at the same time.
Madeline raised Avani to her feet, now bent double to continue blowing Arnav. "Mommy feels left out, you two." She pouted. "Let's all feel good together..." Avani felt her Mommy position the huge strapon between her cheeks, the freshly lubricated silicone pushing with increasing pressure against her tight asshole until suddenly it popped inside, filling and stretching her. Avani was no longer an anal virgin.
Madeline looked down at the juicy slut in front of her. She had gotten exactly what she wanted. That arrogant bitch now choked on the cock of the man she had so disrespected and moaned as she pushed her ass back onto the strap-on of the woman she had called a whore. Madeline had won, just like the superior woman always did.
Madeline began to move, the punishingly large dildo pushing deep into Avani's ass as her father's cock continued to mercilessly fuck her mouth. She was being spit-roasted in a threesome with her parents. She was being dominated by her loving mommy and daddy, and nothing had felt quite so good in her entire life.
Arnav came at the same time as his daughter, leaning forward to share a deep kiss with his incredible, dominant wife as his thick load blew directly down Avani's throat. Avani closed her eyes, gripped in a powerful orgasm, her mouth claimed by her daddy as her ass was claimed by her mommy. She was humiliated, and safe, and supported, and degraded.
She had a mommy and daddy who loved her, and she didn't need anything other than that.
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Did you know that multitasking isn't actually a thing? It's true. At least, not the way most people understand it. When you multitask, you're not actually doing two things at the same time, you're just rapidly switching back and forth between two focuses. Our brains can't split focus in half the way we assume it can.
I remember telling that to my girlfriend Lindsay once. She said it was bullshit. I wasn't surprised, because Lindsay loves multitasking whenever she can. When we first met in college, she would watch TV while doing her homework. She does the dishes while she talks to her mom. And, God help us all, she texts while she's driving. She's the kind of person so full of energy that doing one thing at a time bores her to death.
The issue has always been that you can easily tell which task she likes more by her results. After a night of homework, she could excitedly recount the plot of whatever show she was watching, but she would get a "D" on her assignment. She and her mom would laugh and laugh, but the dishes would have spots on them. Luckily, there haven't been any casualties yet, but Lindsay is the only person I know who has clipped more than one mailbox.
But I couldn't be too mad at her. I love her too much. I just looked at the goofy smile on her face as she tried to do something dumb like cook while playing a game on her phone, and my affection outweighed my annoyance every time.
Maybe I should have made a bigger deal out of it. Hindsight is 20/20.
...
I always hated the Friday night pickup games, but I had no choice but to go. They were a part of the company culture. I work closely with a small ten-person team at a newish tech startup, and if I didn't play, I would be the only one who wasn't there.
It wouldn't have been so bad if it wasn't for 'Lightning'. I hadn't heard of it before I was forced to attend the games, but it's supposedly a common basketball drill. It's competitive free throws more or less. Everyone lines up behind the free-throw line, and with two balls, the line starts shooting one by one. If the person behind you sinks a shot before you can, you're out. You keep playing until there is just one winner. We had ended up playing a round of lightning after each pickup game to cool down.
Weeks ago, my douchebag team lead, Aidan, had suggested that to make things interesting: the first man out would have to buy drinks and food for the winner when we went out afterward. I fucking hate Aidan. He's a spoiled rich kid who was only made team lead in the first place because his dad was a big investor in the company. It would have been easier to write him off if he sucked at the job, but management loved him. He had been flagged as a rising star in the company, a fact that absolutely went to his head. He was attractive, but spoiled it, in my opinion, by being overly aware of that fact, always swaggering around with a look he thought was "dreamy" and using any excuse he could find to take his shirt off.
He used to ignore me completely, but at this point, he hated me just as much as I did him. Aidan had a bad habit of pursuing women who were already taken. I think he got off on the idea that he was so irresistible that he could get women to cheat. I told you: fucking douchebag. The first time I brought Lindsay to an after-work hangout, Aidan marked her as his prey immediately. It wasn't the first time Lindsay had attracted unwanted male attention. Her infectious positive energy and instinctive friendliness were misinterpreted by a lot of guys as flirtation, and her hot little curvy body led to a lot of... wishful thinking from the men she met.
I came back from the bathroom to see Aidan making that fucking face again, leaning forward over a bar table towards my beautiful girlfriend, who was snorting and giggling at whatever he had just said. I knew exactly what game he was trying to play. I practically dragged Lindsay across the bar by her arm to escape him. She thought I was overreacting at first, but when I fully explained my concerns, she was as annoyed as I was. She answered Aidan coldly the next time he tried to speak with her, and, when he didn't get the message, gave him a ringing slap.
After that, Aidan didn't like me that much.
He had suggested the game of lightning because he knew he would tend to win and I would tend to lose. The rest of the team agreed because they are a pack of spineless ass-kissers. Aidan had suggested team basketball games in the first place because he had played in college: it was another opportunity to show off. On the other hand, while I wouldn't call myself unathletic, I was no match for the bros on my team. I didn't embarrass myself while playing in teams on the court, but I didn't stand much of a chance in head-to-head competition.
I had lost the game four weeks in a row, and Aidan had been the winner each time. He had rubbed it in each time and had made a big show of ordering the most expensive thing on the menu wherever we went after the game when he knew I would be forced to pay for it. The ass-kissers found it extremely funny.
This particular Friday was no exception. In a humiliatingly short time, I found myself sitting on the bench by the court, watching for another five minutes before the next person got out. Finally, after what seemed like forever, Aidan was once again the winner.
"Ho-lee FUCK!" He yelled, turning to me with a cruel grin on his face, "That was fucking embarrassing, Airball!" He used the nickname that he had come up with based on my performance on the court. It was catching on around the office. "It took you... what? Thirty seconds to lose this time?"
I just sat in grim silence. Aidan's taunts ended sooner if you didn't respond. It looked like there was yet another big expense in my future from paying for Aiden's order, as well as a whole evening of ridicule as we went out for dinner and drinks as a team. I seethed internally.
"Tell you what, Airball," said Aidan, spinning a basketball on his finger, "I feel bad taking your money every week. I'll make a bet with you. If you can make one free throw before I make ten, I'll buy your dinner after every game."
"Are you fucking serious, Aidan?" I said bitterly. I knew the best policy was to ignore him, but now he was pissing me off. Sure, Aidan was better than me, but he wasn't ten times better than me. This was just him showing off in his cruel, arrogant way. I got up from my seat, feeling anger bubble up inside of me. "Let's play then, asshole."
Aidan bounced the ball, hard into my stomach. "Don't you want to know what I get if I win, Airball?" He said with a cocky grin. The wind had been knocked out of me by the pass, but I grunted something with a question mark at the end.
"I get to have sex with that little slut who's dumb enough to date you."
I had found my breath again. "Don't you fucking joke about that, you asshole!" I snarled. The anger swelled up bigger inside me, and I felt like I was going to explode.
"Who's joking?" Said Aidan, spreading his arms wide. "I'm dead serious. What's the matter, Airball? You seemed so confident a second ago!"
I admit that sometimes I let my emotions cloud my judgment. I really shouldn't have let it happen this time. I nodded once, savagely, stepping up to the free-throw line. I really wanted to shove it in this guy's face.
I suspect that Aidan knew me better than I thought he did. In retrospect, it feels like a set-up. He knew that the more flustered I got, the worse I would do. My first shot fell well short of the hoop, making the watching guys scream my nickname and laugh. Aidan's first shot went cleanly through the basket. Nothing but net. This, of course, made me even more flustered. You can imagine how the rest went. I scrambled with increasing desperation, making wild, flailing, panicked shots while Aidan cleanly and quickly racked up points. As he was at nine, I made one last desperate shot. It looked like it would go in, but Aidan's ball bumped it in the air and swirled in around the rim. Ten points.
The crowd went nuts. My heart pounded in my ears and the blood drained from my face. Not because I thought Aidan was actually going to fuck Lindsay. That still seemed like a sick joke conjured from Aidan's perverted fantasies. I was just mortified from the humiliation. Aidan waved to the crowd, who were still loudly congratulating him and speculating what it would be like to fuck "that hot little piece of ass".
"You guys go on ahead," said Aidan with a lopsided grin, "Me and Greg here have to talk logistics for me and Lindsay's fuck sesh." The other guys grumbled that they wouldn't get to hear the juicy details, but climbed into their cars and drove off. I collapsed onto the courtside bench and put my head in my hands. Aidan plopped down next to me.
"Ok, Airball," he said confidently, "Let's talk about how this is going to work."
"Get fucking serious, Aidan." I spat, "You're not going to fuck my girlfriend."
Aidan was quiet for a moment, but the arrogant look of triumph never left his face. "Well, I have to say, Greg," he said in a sharp tone, "It's really bad form to agree to a bet if you have no intention of honoring your end."
"Fuck you." I said wearily, "Even if I thought I had to honor that stupid bet, which I don't, Lindsay would never agree. She would cut my balls off the second I brought it up to her."
"Greg." Said Aidan, his voice had the steely note that meant at work that he was about to lay into someone for a screwup, "Stop your self-pitying whining and listen to me. You are going to let me fuck your girlfriend. I'll tell you why."
I felt drained of anger, and Aidan's commanding energy was someone hypnotizing. I stayed silent and listened.
"Because if you do what I say," said Aidan, his grey eyes holding mine with a dominant glare, "You will be present when me and Lindsay fuck. You will be an active participant in the event. That might give you the ability to keep things within acceptable boundaries. And most importantly, if you follow my plan carefully, Lindsay will not think anything is wrong with your relationship afterward."
"How can you..."
"I'm not done." Said Aidan, cutting through my whine. "If you decide to go back on your bet, me and Lindsay will fuck anyway. You won't be there, and I will take things as far as I want to." He must have caught a horrified look on my face because he scoffed. "Don't give me that look, Airball. I'm not talking about forcing her. Your girlfriend is a much naughtier girl than you think, loverboy. I know for a fact I can talk my way into her pants. Anyway, here's the most important part: if you fight against me on this, Lindsay will come out of our hot, steamy lovemaking session with serious doubts about your relationship. I guarantee it. "
"It won't work anyway," I said with complete confidence, "There is nothing I could say that would make Lindsay want to fuck you."
Aidan laughed. "You're underestimating me for the second time tonight, Airball. I know exactly what will get your girlfriend to spread her legs. Here, one more bet. If I tell you what to say, and you say it for real, no bullshit, I bet you that it will work. If I'm wrong, then I will not only refund you all the money you've spent on me on Friday nights, but I'll recommend you for my position when they promote me next month. But if I'm right, and your slutty little girlfriend agrees to sleep with me, then no more cold feet from you. You're on board one hundred percent." He stuck out a muscular hand. "Deal?"
I weighed my options. I also didn't think he would be able to convince Lindsay to fuck him without my help, but I also didn't want him to harass her as he tried. That promotion could change my life forever. I would finally be financially secure enough to plan a wedding with Lindsay...
I reached out and grabbed his hand for a shake.
...
I heard Lindsay get out of the shower, and I quickly pressed the button to start my phone recording audio. One of Aidan's most important stipulations for our bet was that I record the conversation with my girlfriend. It was the only way that he could be sure that I had legitimately tried his strategy. I really hoped that he was wrong about this.
Lindsay bustled out of the bathroom, big tits and bouncy ass barely covered by a tiny towel, her dark wavy hair wet and stringy around her shoulders. I was glad I hadn't tried to record a video. Lindsay saw me sitting there on the bed and flashed me a smile. "Ooooh!" she said in a teasing voice, "Look who is sitting there waiting to see a naked lady! Are you trying to get a peek at my bare titties, mister?" She said, hands on her hips in mock outrage, "Cause I don't let boys see these for free!" She grasped her chest with both hands and turned away, peeking over her shoulder, then she hustled over to the bed, giggling. "They have to pay me in kisses first." And she pulled me close to her still-wet body for a steamy kiss. I was a little embarrassed that Aidan would be hearing the cutesy flirting we did around the house, but there was no way that I could tell her to cut it out without alerting her to the recording.
"I have something that I wanted to talk about, baby..." I said nervously. Lindsay, attentive girlfriend that she was, caught my worried tone immediately. She sat with me on the edge of the bed, giving me a wide-eyed, concerned gaze. Her towel rode up her legs distractingly. Maybe I shouldn't have done this after her shower. I needed to be sharp, not horny.
"Sure, Ducky. Tell me what's up." She said warmly. I winced again internally. I certainly didn't want Aidan to know about Lindsay's pet name for me. Well... as long as he didn't find out about its origins I guess it wasn't a big deal...I've never had much body hair, and the little I do have is light blond and fine, like the hair on my head. The first time we had sex, Lindsay couldn't stop laughing at the comparison of my light, fuzzy, blonde pubes with a baby duckling. I knew that she didn't intend it to be embarrassing, but she called me Ducky in public all the time. She had nicknames for all of the people in her life, and this one had stuck in her head for me. I had tried to ask her to think of a new one, but no dice. I was stuck with Ducky.
"There is something that I thought would be fun to try... in the bedroom," I said cautiously.
A wide grin broke across my girlfriend's delicate features. She looked relieved, assuming that I was just nervous about asking her for a sexual favor. "Woooow, Mr. Vanilla Sex wants to try some sprinkles!" She crowed, bouncing up and down with excitement, almost dislodging her towel as her breasts jiggled. "Well, your wish is my command, Ducky. I'm always telling you that I want to do more kinky stuff with you." It was true, she had said that before. Which made me dread that this plan might work better than I had assumed.
"I want to try a threesome," I said bluntly.
Lindsay raised an eyebrow. "You want to bring another girl into the bedroom?" She asked, with a slightly confused, but not one hundred percent displeased look on her face. "Well... I don't know... maybe, Ducky. I bet Kaitlyn would do it."
My dick twitched slightly at the mention of Lindsay's friend Kaitlyn, a tall, leggy redhead. Could I have requested a threesome at any time? "Ummm, no." I said, sweating slightly about the fact that she hadn't instantly rejected the idea of a threesome. Maybe this next part would turn her off. "I was more thinking of inviting another guy."
Now both of Lindsay's eyebrows were raised. "Really, Ducky?" She said, confused. She leaned in and whispered, "Do you want to experiment with cocks, baby?" Oh God, more things for Aidan to snicker about when he heard this. The very fact that Lindsay had instantly suspected that was humiliating. "Jesus!" I said, my voice cracking a little, "No babe. Of course not. I just wanted..."
Comprehension dawned on Lindsay's face. I waited with apprehension to hear what revelation she had come to. "Ohhhh, I see you naughty boy," she said with a giggle, "You want to see your pretty little girlfriend act a little slutty. Get fucked by two dicks at once. The old Eiffel Tower. " She waggled her eyebrows, and I had the distressing realization that her joking manner meant that it wasn't an immediate no.
She sat for a second, staring into space, deep in thought. Finally, she looked back up with a wicked little smile. "Kinky! I like it! I'm glad you are finally comfortable with bringing your fetishes to me, Ducky. You know you have the only cock that I need... But I've got to admit, being down on my knees in front of two big strong boys, both ready to use my little holes with their hard cocks... I'll allow it, Ducky. I'll allow it." Shit. This wasn't going how I thought it would at all. Lindsay thought that by supporting me in this, she was being a kind and caring girlfriend. Luckily there was one more ace up my sleeve...
"Did you have a particular guy in mind?" Asked Lindsay with forced casualness, her focused gaze telling me that she cared about the answer. Here it was. This had to be the dealbreaker.
"I was thinking Aidan. From work."
Lindsay stared at me for a second silently. "Fucking What?!?" She said, her face disgusted. "Are you kidding me?"
I shook my head. Internally I rejoiced. Almost there. It was almost a no.
"First you throw a big fit about me even talking to the guy," Said Lindsay, her brows furrowed, "Then you tell me he's a womanizing sleazeball, and now suddenly you want his help to double-team me? I don't get it, Greg." She said flatly, giving me an unimpressed look. "Help me understand."
She was so close to refusing. Just one more hurdle. Aidan had told me this would probably happen. The last thing I had to do was give Lindsay the explanation he had supplied me.
"When I saw him flirting with you, it made me really, really jealous," I said, beginning the script Aidan had insisted on. Lindsay didn't look impressed. So far, so good. "And I couldn't stop thinking about it afterward. What he wanted to do to you. And when I thought about it more and more, it made me..." I couldn't say it. Unfortunately, I could see a twinkle growing in my loving girlfriend's eyes, and she supplied the last word of the script for me.
"Horny!" She said, a smile growing on her lips. She scooted towards me on the bed. "Oh my God, Ducky! That's even more kinky! You want to have a threesome with the pushy jerk who wants to steal your woman. It sounds thrilling! Don't be embarrassed, lots of guys have fantasies about that sort of stuff. That's all it is, dirty fantasies."
She took my head in her hands and kissed my forehead. "If it is going to help you live out this little wet dream of yours, I'll do all the nasty sex stuff with your boss that you want. But it will be your job to make sure he doesn't get the wrong idea. I'm your lady, Ducky. A little dirty sex game won't change that. I'm in! Find out what day works best for your asshole boss, and let's do this."
...
It's ok. It's all going to be fine. That's what I told myself over and over again on the day of the threesome. I would be there, and me and Lindsay had great sexual chemistry. Probably we would just get wrapped up in each other and Aidan would be there as an annoying third wheel, stroking his cock in the corner. Embarrassing, but not earth-shattering. Afterwards, I could just tell Lindsay that it wasn't what I had wanted and we could swiftly move past it.
Lindsay spent the day making sure our apartment was in order and getting ready for Aidan to come over. She had told me, no doubt assuming it would get me horny for my anticipated threesome, that she had purchased new lingerie specifically for tonight, and that I wasn't allowed to peek at it before the reveal. I knew in my brain that I would be involved in every step of the evening, but as I saw her carefully style her wavy dark hair, apply special-occasions makeup, and leave the bedroom wearing a stunning red mini-dress, my heart couldn't help but see it as her making herself beautiful for the enjoyment of another man.



I normally cooked at our house, and Lindsay insisted that I make my chicken picatta, so that we could have a lovely meal in with the man who wanted to fuck my girlfriend. I was careful to avoid feeling bitter towards Lindsay. As far as she knew, she was doing me a huge favor.
Aiden arrived right on time, at five. He had dressed up as well, wearing a crisp blazer with a deep v-neck underneath. Look at this douchebag. I thought to myself. I could smell his cologne from here. I had argued with Lindsay over whether I should wear something nicer than my current jeans and sweater. She had been right, Lindsay and Aidan were making me feel severely underdressed. But it was too late to change now. It would look like I was trying to copy Aidan.
Dinner was an exercise in torture. Aiden was pouring on all of his disgusting womanizing charm. I thought it was eye-rollingly bad material, but Lindsay was eating it up. She giggled at all of his unimpressive jokes, and I even saw her biting her lip at one point when he made his stupid "I'm so dreamy" face. My mind flashed back to the night when I had caught Aiden flirting with her. I had always interpreted her laughter with him as her being polite and friendly, but now that I thought about it, hadn't her laughter sounded genuine? Did my girlfriend find this horrible bully attractive? Lindsay's shining eyes were locked on Aiden for most of dinner: I only got occasional smiling glances and brief hand squeezes. Finally, our plates were clean and a bottle of fine wine that Aiden had brought had been finished between us. Aiden slapped his knees.
"Well! If you two are ready, maybe we can move this to the bedroom..."
"Ooooh, Aiden, you want to get straight to business, I see." Said Lindsay, blushing and laughing. "Down, boy! Let me talk to Ducky for one sec."
With that, Lindsay let me gently by the hand into the bedroom. She sat me down on the bed and looked into my eyes. "Are you doing good, Ducky?" She asked, peering into my eyes, "Is this what you wanted? We can end this at any time if it's too much." I wanted desperately to say "Yes, let's end it," but I had seen how Lindsay had looked at Aiden in the dining room. I was no longer confident that he could never convince my girlfriend to fuck him independently if I backed out from the threesome. "I'm ok." I said simply.
"Remember, I'm doing this for you, baby," She said with a smile, patting my cheek. "How was dinner? Did you get a little jealous?"
"Yes, I did." I answered truthfully. I hesitated. I had to ask, had to know. "Sweetie, do you...like Aiden?"
She gave me a worried look, twisting the hem of her dress in her hands, "Oh Ducky, I'm not sure what to say. I know jealousy turns you on, but I also don't want to hurt your feelings... I guess I just have to tell you the truth and hope it lands somewhere in the middle. Aiden is a very attractive man, and I think he is really charming too. I'm sort excited that I get to have sex with him. It's turning me on a little." I think she could sense some of the hurt in my eyes, because she said hurriedly, "But he isn't you, silly! There's only one Ducky in the whole wide world, and that's who I want." She pulled me close and gave me a passionate kiss.
The tender moment was interrupted by a soft knock at the door. Aiden entered, an arrogant grin on his face. "I'm not interrupting, am I? Are you two ready for me?"
"Yeah!" said Lindsay brashly, answering for both of us, pulling away from our loving kiss, "The question is, are you ready to get a tiny taste of what Greg gets to have every night?"
"Sounds great!" Said Aiden, flopping down heavily on the bed I shared with my girlfriend. Something about him being there, in the bed where we made love, felt invasive and wrong.
"Why don't you show me what only Greg normally gets to see." He continued in his "I'm the boss" voice I recognized from work.
"Yes, sir!" Said Lindsay, with a wink to both of us. She got up and took a couple of paces toward the bathroom to give us a better view, then unzipped her little dress and let it fall into a puddle on the floor. Beneath, she wore sheer, skimpy red lingerie that emphasized her large breasts and dynamite curves. It oozed tawdry sexuality, presenting her deliberately as a red-hot slut. I knew that that was what she thought I wanted: to see her act much sluttier than usual, but it was hard to ignore that the message was intended for Aiden as well: "I'm ready to be a complete slut for you. Use me."
Aiden remained silent, but crudely grabbed at his crotch and whistled, which sent Lindsay into a flurry of nervous giggles. I was silent as well, my mouth having gone too dry to speak.
"Well boys," said Lindsay in a raspy voice, "I showed you mine..." Lindsay's voice always got a little lower and rougher during sex. It was disturbing and arousing to hear in here, with my hated boss at my elbow.
Aiden needed no further encouragement. He rapidly removed his clothes, revealing a toned physique, tanned skin with a reasonable amount of chest hair, and alarmingly, what even I had to admit was an impressively large cock. In comparison, I felt totally inadequate. I had a skinny, hairless body, winter pale. I tried hard to avoid the thought that my cock looked tiny side by side with his. I was surprised that, with my anxiety, I had achieved an erection, but something about this situation was darkly erotic to me, and I couldn't blame my small size on a lack of arousal.
"Mmmmm," purred Lindsay, slowly getting to her knees, "Get over here boys, I want to see you both up close." As we approached, Aiden shoved past me to place himself on Lindsay's right side. My caring, devoted girlfriend reached out her warm little hands and grasped my cock and the cock of my worst enemy at the same time. She stared up with twinkling eyes at Aiden, then glanced at me. "It's going to be hard for one little girl like me to satisfy two bad boys like you," She said with a fake pout, "But don't worry. I'm reeeally good at multitasking."
She began slowly jerking both of our cocks. I couldn't help but notice that Aiden seemed to be getting the better experience. Lindsay was right-handed. It made sense that she would be a little more awkward and slow with her left. I should have thought of that when Aiden pushed past me.
"What do you think of my cock, Lindsay?" Asked Aiden, a smug look on his face.
Lindsay shot me a quick glance, then turned her attention back to Aiden. She shrugged and said noncommittally: "It's fine, I guess."
"Do you think that it's better than Ducky's?" He said, with an evil grin.
"Nah." Said my girlfriend, returning his smug look with one of her own, "I like his better." I couldn't help but notice that while Aiden was taking up her attention, Lindsay's left-handed strokes on my cock got sloppier and shorter, while the strokes on Aiden's cock remained long and fluid and graceful.
"Huh." Said Aiden in a disbelieving voice, "That's weird, just look at the size difference."
And then, mortifyingly, Lindsay did as he said, gripping both cocks at the base and looking back and forth between them. I could see in her eyes as she noted the difference. I could see when she realized how much smaller my cock actually was.
Lindsay shrugged again and resumed stroking Aiden's dick, so distracted that she just gripped my cock loosely, not stroking it at all. "Donkeys have big dicks too, but they aren't better than my boyfriend."
"Um, Linds..." I began, but Aiden cut over the top of me.
"You haven't seen what this donkey can do with his dick yet!" He said jokingly.
Lindsay laughed, then, seeming to remember herself, began stroking both cocks again. "Ok boys, I didn't put on this slutty red lipstick for nothing. I want to leave lip prints all over your cocks." And with that, she planted a firm kiss on Aiden's cock head, leaving a little red kiss mark just like she said. She turned to do the same to me, but missed slightly and hit my thigh. She didn't seem to notice. She had already turned back to Aiden and was taking his big bulging cock into her pretty mouth.
Aiden groaned, throwing his head back. "She's an incredible cocksucker, Airball," he said, flashing me an evil look. As if reminded that I existed by Aiden addressing me, Lindsay briefly switched over to my cock, wrapping her lips around me for a moment and swirling her tongue, before switching back to my rival's larger dick.
Aiden reached down and tucked a strand of hair behind Lindsay's ear as her head bobbed up and down, trying to take his cock as deep as she could. She seemed to have gotten distracted from me again, and her hand was stationary on my cock. "Has anyone ever told you that you're a good little cocksucker, Lindsay?" He asked softly. Lindsay pulled away briefly, sticking out her tongue to twirl it sloppily around his cock head. "I've had no complaints from Ducky." She said, flashing me a smile and squeezing my cock to briefly acknowledge my existence. She looked as if she was going to switch over again to my cock, at least for a while, but just as she turned, Aiden dominantly gripped the back of her head and pushed his cock back inside. "Of course, you need a little more training on how to handle big cocks," he drawled, "Guys like me can't be satisfied by the sort of techniques little guys like Ducky enjoy." His implied offer to train Lindsay sexually hung in the air. I expected her to get mad, or deflect it with a joke, or defend me, but my girlfriend was too busy. Her hand had fallen away from my cock completely as she used both hands to brace herself on Aiden's thighs. I was completely separate and disconnected from the sex act as my girlfriend enthusiastically tried her best to please my worst enemy. Lindsay was trying her hardest to take Aiden's whole cock in her petite mouth, with his whispered encouragement. Finally, with her eyes watering and her throat bulging, she managed it, looking up at Aiden with submissive eyes as he praised her. "That's a good little cocksucker! You've got what it takes to be a deep-throat size queen, Lindsay."
She coughed a little, red in the face as his cock emerged, shining with her saliva down to the balls. "Um... Lindsay." I said softly, trying not to seem too pathetic.
"Oh my gosh!" She said, voice even more raspy from the abuse her throat had just taken, "I'm so sorry, Ducky! I got a little distracted. I need to try a little harder to treat you boys equally tonight. Well, Aiden just got a super sloppy blowjob, and now it is your turn, mister. Sit down on the bed. I'm going to make it so hot for you!"
I sat down on the bed, and Lindsay gave me a smoldering look as she bent over to take my cock in her well-used mouth. But I couldn't help but be distracted by Aiden coming up behind her, tugging down her panties. She giggled but didn't stop him, shimmying her hips to help drop her underwear to the ground. "But, wait," I said, trying not to sound whiny, "I thought it was my turn for a..."
"Don't worry Ducky," Said Lindsay, looking over her shoulder and shivering slightly as Aiden ran his cock up and down the opening of her wet pussy, "I can multitask! Besides, isn't this an important part of the fantasy? Seeing your hot little girlfriend get spit-roasted? Don't worry, you will get your turn back there as well." Saying that, she bent down and took my cock in her mouth, enthusiastically working her tongue on my cock. For a second I thought she was right. Her mouth did feel really good, after all. But Aiden's first powerful thrust knocked my cock out of Lindsay's mouth. "Oops!" she said, giggling, "Let me just..." But then Aiden began fucking her harder, with deep powerful strokes, making it difficult for her to line up her mouth correctly. "I j-just ooooohhh Goooooddddd, I just need to get used to the rhythm, and then..." Lindsay tried sportingly again to adjust to the rhythm and take my cock in her mouth, but whenever she seemed to be getting it, Aiden would change the pace of his thrusts and my cock would pop out of her moaning mouth again.
"I'm s-sorry, Ducky," she said, leaning on my shoulders as Aiden powerfully thrust into her from behind. "Spitroasting is a lot harder than it looks. You'll just have to...Yes! Harder!... you'll just have to wait your turn, baby."
And with that she was lost to me, closing her eyes and moaning in ecstasy at what the massive cock was doing to her tight little pussy. I watched as her breasts bounced in her new slutty bra in front of my face, my body being used as a platform to steady my girlfriend as she got fucked by my worst enemy. Finally, Aiden's animal grunts and Lindsay's sweet moans crescendoed together, Lindsay screaming out Aiden's name as he thrust his cock hard one last time and released his load deep inside my willing girlfriend.
When Lindsay's moans and shaking legs had subsided, she seemed to realize what had happened. "You came inside? Oh you naughty boy!" She said in an exasperated voice. "You're lucky that I'm on the pill. But what about poor Ducky?"
"Yeah," I said uneasily, not so sure that I wanted my turn with Lindsay's pussy anymore, "maybe we had better just call it a night. I'm not sure that I would want to..."
"No!" Said Lindsay pleadingly, "Ducky I would feel so bad if we stopped now. I feel like you've haven't gotten your fair share of me, and that really isn't what I intended to happen. Please, I know it's maybe a little gross, but can you please push through it, for me? I want you to cum too, so we all had fun together. Otherwise, the whole night would feel a little mean."
I saw how much it meant to her, and remembered what Aiden had said: if I played things right, Lindsay would have no suspicions about the state of our relationship. But if I played things wrong...
Feeling a little queasy, I nodded my head.
Lindsay clapped her hands, looking relieved. I could see some of Aiden's cum slipping down her inner thigh. "Yay! Ok, lay down on the bed, Ducky. Your woman is about to give you the ride of your life."
I lay back on the bed and Lindsay climbed on top of me, removing her bra to give me a front row view of her beautiful tits. She slipped me inside her freshly fucked pussy. I could feel the wet, warm jizz of the man I hated most in the world lubricating our sex as my beautiful girlfriend began grinding her hips in a circular motion down onto my cock. "Mmmm," she said, laying on the sexy charm in an attempt to soothe my bruised ego, "It feels so good, baby. This is the perfect cock for me. I love you so much, Ducky." I felt touched. Maybe things were better than I thought. "I love you too, Lindsay," I said as she skillfully rode me with writhing, liquid hip motions, her tits jiggling and bouncing erotically in my face. I could almost ignore the wet warmth of Aiden's cum leaking down over my cock and balls.
Then Aiden was standing on the bed, his cock waving in Lindsay's face, already rock hard again. She laughed. "Wow, Aiden. You've got the stamina of a donkey too! Well, I can take care of you both..."
"W-wait," I said, this time definitely sounding whiny, " It's not fair! This time, I should..."
"Don't be selfish, Ducky. You felt pretty bad when you got left out, right? We can't do that to a guest! I can do this! Let's all feel good together, baby." With that, she began sloppily servicing Aiden's dick and balls, cleaning off the residue of her juices and his cum. For a moment, things still felt great for me. Lindsay's cock-milking riding technique was as good as ever, and between the wet slurping noises of her blowjob, she continued to pour compliments down on me. "Your dick feels so good, baby! I love it! Give it to me!"
If nothing had gone wrong, I could have ended the night with a bruised, but not broken ego thanks to the thoughtful words of my sweet girlfriend. But something did go wrong.
I slipped out. The extra lubrication for Aiden's sperm must have been more than we were used to. That by itself wouldn't have been the end of the world, but slipping out wasn't the most humiliating part.
The humiliating part was that Lindsay didn't notice. She continued to move her hips, making wet little squishing noises as her cum-smeared pussy made contact with my pubic area. She continued to shower me with compliments: "Your cock is perfect for me, baby! It feels so good inside me! Uh, yeah, right there!" My cock stood rock hard in the cool bedroom air, being jostled and scraped by Lindsay's big, soft buttcheeks as her hips moved; outside of my girlfriend's pussy, and not missed. She wasn't just lying about my cock feeling good, I realized crushingly, she had been lying about being able to feel it at all.
Even the compliments stopped as Lindsay focused her energy on making Aiden cum with her mouth. I looked up and saw him staring into my eyes with a cocky grin. The conqueror. Lindsay's hips kept moving, and I felt a humiliating orgasm building from the accidental buttjob I was receiving, my cock nestled unintentionally between Lindsay's juicy ass cheeks. Lindsay herself was building increasingly intense fake moans to fool me into thinking she was orgasming from the sensation of my tiny cock. I couldn't look away from Aidens gloating gaze. I shot a pitifully small, watery load onto my girlfriend's asscrack as he sprayed thick ropes onto her face and breasts, with hot, sticky globs dripping and sliding of Lindsay's smiling face and heaving tits to splatter down onto my face and chest.
...
A week later, I still hadn't emotionally recovered from that night. Lindsay was sweet and affectionate as ever, but, even though I was trying my hardest, I still felt humiliated and inferior based on the events of the threesome.
Lindsay had invited me out for a coffee after work. It sounded good. Despite the awkwardness between us, Lindsay was still the love of my life. I wanted to start fresh with her, and a coffee date sounded like a good opportunity.
When I got to the table, Aiden and Lindsay were sitting there together. I almost turned around and walked out, but I loved Lindsay too much. I must be misunderstanding something here.
I sat down. "Ducky!" Gushed Lindsay, "Thank you for coming! I know this is shocking, but don't be upset, it's good news." Aiden gave me a smug look and wrapped his arms around Lindsay, kissing her neck. She giggled and pushed him away playfully "Stooppp, Donkey! We have to explain first!"
My heart broke as I saw the flirty sexual energy crackling between them. I didn't believe Lindsay that I would consider this good news.
"Well Ducky, after that wonderful night, Donkey reached out to me. He told me he thought that the three of us had such incredible chemistry! And I totally agreed with him! It was crazy how in sync the three of us were. So then Donkey told me about this thing called a 'throuple'. Have you heard of that before, baby?"
I nodded, defeat in my eyes. Aiden flashed me an evil grin over the shoulder of our mutual girlfriend.
"Awwww, don't look so sad, Ducky," said Lindsay cheerfully, "The relationship between you and me won't change at all! We will just be adding one more. I know it seems like it will be hard for me to give you both the attention you need, but don't worry..." She turned to give my worst enemy a sweet little kiss on the lips, her eyes shining with love.
"... I'm reeeeally good at multitasking."
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Cross Contamination Chapter 5: Making Friends with Strangers
A few days after her first cheerleading practice, Renee invited Cassie over to her house with Melissa for a sleepover. Cassie had been a little wary of Renee after feeling so humiliated in front of the other cheerleaders, but her behavior in the past few days had been nothing but kind. Besides, her former best friend Kelsy had stopped talking to her, and it felt like Renee, Melissa, and the other cheer girls were all she had.
Things had scarcely gotten any better with Peter. Their conversations were stlited and awkward, and they hadn't attempted to kiss again. The three girls sat cross-legged on Renee's giant bed while Cassie vented her frustrations.
"I don't know..." she said sadly. "I just thought things would be different. We always seemed to have such a good connection when we were friends."
Renee and Melissa shared a knowing look, fighting to keep the smiles off their faces. That was because, with Renee's help, Peter couldn't see Kissy as anything but a piece of meat.
"Well, let me see." Said Renee, holding out her hand, "I want to take a look at how you two are texting.'
Cassie glumly handed over her phone, and Renee scrolled through several pages of dry, short 'good morning' and 'how are you' texts. She shook her head and started typing.
"Hey wait!" Yelped Cassie, reaching for the phone. "What are you writing?" Melissa giggled and held her back, giving Renee time to finish.
"What you two need," said Renee with a devilish smile, "Is a little more...spark. I just tossed something out there to get his fire going a little."
Melissa let Cassie go, and she finally grabbed her phone from Renee's hand, dread in her heart.
[Hey baby. Have you ever gotten a blowjob?]
She groaned. How could Renee do this to her? She wanted to die of embarrassment.
"Noooooo. Renee, whyyyyy? I'm going to text him and tell him that it was you just now."
"Wait!" Said Renee, grabbing her hand to stop her from texting Peter again, "Why don't you see how he responds first. If you don't like how things go, I swear I will confess. You two need to break the ice a little. A little dirty talk is the perfect way to turn up the heat. That's not the end either. You are going to need to do the rest. I'll coach you" Cassie still wasn't convinced. Maybe it would be better if she handled communications with her boyfriend. Well, she could always take Renee's advice into consideration and decide for herself. She just had to make sure her new friend didn't get a hold of her phone again.
Renee thumped a hand down on the bed like she was calling a meeting to order. "Speaking of dirty talk. You and I have to talk about the homework I've been sending to you. I told you you would have to report back."
Cassie gulped. She had sort of assumed that because Melissa was here as well, she would have a reprieve from talking about these things. She looked over at the tall, beautiful cheerleader, who was grinning in anticipation.
Renee saw Cassie glancing nervously at Melissa laughed "Oh, you're worried about Mel? Don't be, girlie. I told Mel alllll about your problems and my plans for you. I tell her everything, we're besties."
Cassie wasn't sure that it made her feel better that these two gorgeous women were discussing her sexuality in private She thought that that might be a little rude... But something about the idea of the two beautiful girls discussing her masturbation habits in detail did sound somehow...intriguing.
"So anyway, spill." Said Renee, leaning forward enough that Cassie could see down her loose shirt, "How often have you been rubbing one out?"
Cassie blushed and looked down mumbling, "Ummm, maybe...twice a day."
Renee put her hand on Cassie's thigh and gently asked, "Really Cassie? Is that the real number?"
"W-well." Stammered Cassie guiltily, "Sometimes four times. Once in the morning and t-three times at night." The new way Renee had taught her just felt so good, and the videos Renee sent her were so compelling, that she sometimes just couldn't help herself.
Melissa threw her head back and laughed loudly, clapping her hands. Renee smiled widely and squeezed Cassie's thigh with an "atta-girl" motion.
"Kissy, you little slut!" Said Renee approvingly. "Well, that means we should have lots of data. Talk to me. Which of the videos I sent was your favorite?"
"It was... ummm." Renee and Melissa were both leaning forward now, Renee's hand still on her thigh. They had looks of eager anticipation on their faces. Cassie had a sudden urge not to tell them, to keep her sexuality private. Was this really the sort of thing normal friends discussed? She had never gone this in depth about her sexual preferences with Kelsy.
"Tell us, Kissy. Now." Renee's voice wasn't loud, but it was hard and demanding. Her hand's pressure was steady on Cassie's thigh. Renee had been such a good friend. She was different from Kelsey, but different didn't mean wrong. Cassie folded.
"It was the... one with lots of men and one girl."
"Oooooohhh, the gangbang scene," cooed Renee, as Melissa giggled.
It was a scene where a pale, curvy, dark-haired school girl was chosen by the teacher as a sex ed example, and was fucked mercilessly by her class, which was improbably filled with only massive muscular black men.
"Give me the details, Kissy. Why did that one get you all hot and wet?"
Cassie shrugged, her face burning. She couldn't shake the feeling that she was the butt of a joke between Renee and Melissa right now, rather than someone they were helping.
Renee's hand moved up and down her thigh, and she used her hard voice again: "We're waiting, Kissy."
"I don't know, something about that girl being the center of attention, about all the men focusing on her."
"Too clinical," snapped Renee. "If we want to explore your sexuality, we need to see it the way you see it. I want you to use dirty talk. Make us see why it gets you all hot and bothered."
Cassie blushed deeper, that sounded massively embarrassing. Melissa and Renee leered at her with glee in their eyes. "No, Renee." Cassie said, quietly.
The look of excited glee curdled on Renee's face. Melissa frowned.
"No?" Said Renee coldly, removing her hand from Cassie's thigh.
"I... I just don't think that I am comfortable doing that kind of thing. I'm sorry, but maybe I'm just not as comfortable with my sexuality as you are."
Renee sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose like she was speaking to the most frustratingly stupid person in the world. Cassie felt a little stab of anxiety. She was antagonizing two of her only friends in the school.
"I thought I had made this clear, Kissy." Said Renee with disappointment, "This is really your last chance. You might not be comfortable with your sexuality, but all the boys in the school are way TOO comfortable with it. They're obsessing over it. I'm trying to help you here. This is the crash course, babes. I know it's tough for a goody-goody virgin like you to become a confident goddess overnight, but trust me when I say that this is the process." Her voice was dripping with exasperation, and as she went on, Cassie felt worse and worse for questioning her.
"Um...sorry Renee." Said Cassie when she had finished, feeling more confused and conflicted than ever.
"Don't be sorry, be better." Said Renee firmly. "Now, are you ready to give us a little dirty talk about your favoritest porn ever?"
Cassie nodded reluctantly, and Renee's hand moved back to her thigh, the girls leaning back in, their attentive, excited energy returning.
"When that little schoolgirl..." Began Cassie slowly.
"Schoolgirl slut." Corrected Melissa helpfully with a wide, shiny smile.
"Y-yeah. When that little schoolgirl slut knelt down, surrounded by all those hard penises"
"Big hard cocks." Renee supplied
"Those big hard c-cocks." Cassie almost whispered the last word. Renee's hand was rubbing up and down her thigh distractingly. "You could tell that the attention was on her, that all of their sexual energy was laser-focused on her. Her..." She glanced at Renee, " Her tits, her pussy. All those men..."
"Mmmm, those black men," said Renee with a teasing smile.
"Those black men, they wanted her, but you could see that they didn't respect her. She was just a sexual object to them. And when they ejaculated..."
"Jizzzzzed" Purred Melissa.
"When they jizzed all over her. On her ass, her hair, her mouth... it was like she had stopped being a woman anymore. Like now she was just a... a..."
"A cum dumpster." Supplied Renee, eyes shining.
"A Jizz rag." giggled Melissa
"A slutty little cum-target sex toy." Finished Renee.
"All of those." Whispered Cassie. "And by doing that, for all those men, she had... lowered herself. Made herself lesser than everyone in the room, to get them off. To get herself off. She allowed that degradation. Even though it was just acting, I don't know how she could look them in the eye afterward, after they had used her body like a... like a jizz rag."
Renee was nodding, but now that she was into it, Cassie couldn't stop.
"And not just them. So many people online saw it too. Saw how those men used her body, and made her a sex toy for their amusement. Covered her in their cum. If someone who saw the video met her in real life, would they treat her like an equal person? Maybe, but in the back of their minds, maybe they would be thinking that they knew she was just a filthy slut who loved having her face and her body painted with strange men's jizz."
Renee's hand had rested on her inner thigh, strangely high up. Renee's face looked triumphant, Melissa's ecstatic.
"It's... hot to think about. I wouldn't want that for myself of course."
"Of course," chorused Melissa and Renee,
"But it's just a fun little fantasy."
Renee and Melissa nodded knowingly, sharing a secret smile.
"That was good!" said Renee, moving her hand from Cassie's thigh to pat her on the back. "Now we know some of your fetishes, girl! Exhibitionism. Public Use. Degradation. Yayyy!"
Melissa clapped.
"Hmmmm, the issue is, those are all pretty risky to pursue in real life. Like you imagined in your dirty little masturbation fantasies, these fetishes could ruin your reputation forever! We don't want everyone thinking you are a nasty, kinky little slut, do we? You want to get into a good college and have a career all set up for you, so we can't have that."
Cassie nodded. She wondered when the first acceptance letters would start coming in. It had to be pretty soon. It would be such a relief to start planning for a new start at college and leave all of the confusing sexual tension in her life behind.
"Well, I have an idea on how to scratch that itch. I'll tell you all about it later. But first, one more question on your masturbation habits."
Renee leaned in close, a strange, cocky grin on her face. She was close enough for their noses to nearly touch. Cassie could feel her breath.
"Have you been touching yourself while looking at that picture of your mommy?"
Cassie froze. Renee's presence was filling her world. Cassie's clear blue eyes darted over Renee's too-close face, while Renee's soft brown eyes remained locked on her's.
"It's... it's not my mommy," lied Cassie in a whisper.
Renee withdrew, the grin growing wider on her face. "Ah, but you HAVE been masturbating to it."
Cassie hung her head, too ashamed for words.
"That is some reeeeally kinky shit, Kissy." Giggled Melissa.
"Shhhh, shut up, Mel." Said Renee, "No judgment here, just more data. A mommy kink maybe? A little... bisexuality? A real sexual attraction to your own mother? Something to explore."
Cassie's phone pinged.
"God, finally." said Renee, leaning back on her hands, "I can't believe he left you on read for that long. Read me what he sent, I'll tell you what to send back."
...
Gina heard her phone ping from inside the shower, sending a shudder of anticipation down her spine. She had given up with the pretense of having her phone on silent. Daren clearly knew that she texted Victor, so what was the point?
She hastily rubbed off the last of the soap suds and jumped out, snatching up the phone, eyes greedy.
Victor didn't disappoint her.
[Good evening, beautiful.]
It was a picture taken in his bathroom mirror, robe open, muscles rippling, massive cock jutting up from between his muscular legs, face painted with that classic cocky smile.
God, he was an evil jerk, but he had a beautiful body. Gina's fingers moved on their own between her legs, as her eyes drank in the picture. Maybe she had a little extra time before that date started to play with her new toy. Just to get her head straight.
Ping.
[Send me a picture. I want to see the lady I'm going out with tonight]
Ping.
[All of her.]
Gina laughed to herself. Victor thought he had her under his thumb. The man was delusional. Gina was perfectly in control, and she knew that giving Victor what he wanted would make it harder for her to effectively get what she wanted later. But... he had already seen everything multiple times over, she admitted to herself grudgingly. On that first humiliating night at that damn key party. After she had returned from the spa. And, she thought with a rush of humiliation, there had been... one or two times after that. There had been a couple of nights when her libido had gotten the better of her. So what. She had sent Victor a couple more pictures wearing the stupid choker that he had given her. And, admittedly, not a lot else besides the choker. It was just a kinky way to fuel her masturbation, not anything serious.
Well, since he had seen it all already, where was the harm now if she compromised a little and gave him a little peek at what he would never get?
She smiled, wrapped a concealing arm around her breasts, turned her hips to the side to hide her pussy, made a kissy face, and snapped a photo of her wet, naked body in the mirror, sending it to her boyfriend.
[Beautiful. Your lips are made for one thing, baby. I can't wait until I have you swallowing my cum.]
Gina laughed. Victor was getting more aggressive with his dirty talk, and sometimes his arrogance went too far.
[Sorry to break your shriveled little heart, but I will never in a million years swallow your slime] Gina texted back.
[I don't know what you think I am, but we both know only sluts do that. Besides, don't you remember? I don't care what you think these lips were built for, I swore that I would never ever have that monster dick in this hot little mouth.]
She snapped a quick pic of herself blowing him a kiss without even realizing she had forgotten to cover her breasts this time, then walked into the bedroom, laughing to herself. Victor talked a big game, but after all, he was just a horny little boy like all the rest. One she could easily wrap around her finger. She was sure that she could get him to guarantee her husband's job and deny him anything further. And if she got a little masturbation material out of it along the way, where was the harm? Masturbation wasn't cheating. Despite his obvious flaws, she still loved her husband. She would do anything for him, including defeating his pompous ass of a boss at his own game. She just wished Daren could see it that way.
He was sitting on the edge of the bed, looking miserable. For some disgusting reason he was still pitching a major tent in his pants, like he so often did nowadays.
He had given up trying to convince her not to go on the date hours ago and was now just moping around her in miserable silence. Gina eyed the bulge in his pants speculatively. She couldn't forget the fact that he had jerked himself off watching her humiliation at Victor's hands that night a few months ago. Could this whole fucked up situation be turning him on?
Time for a little test.
"Honey," she said in a silky smooth voice, "How do you really feel about me going out with Victor tonight?"
Daren looked up, startled, a guilty look in his eyes.
"T-terrible. Worried. A little u... u-upset."
"Hmmmm." She said, looking into his eyes and seeing something besides worry there. "Maybe you should be worried."
Daren opened his mouth, shocked. "I mean, I have no intention of doing anything indecent with that big, bad man." said Gina in a naughty tone, "But I think we both know that he has every intention of doing something very, very indecent to me."
"And, I mean, who knows, baby? He has a beautiful body and a massive cock. He is a powerful, smart, crafty man." She continued, hugging Daren from behind, "Can I guarantee with 100 percent certainty that he won't find a way to get my pussy, which he so desperately wants?"
"No." She whispered into Daren's ear. She simultaneously reached her hand forward, tightly gripping Daren's straining penis through his pants. Feeling how hard the conversation had made him.
"Gross." She said in disappointment, turning away. But that didn't match her feelings completely. There was something...interesting about Daren getting so turned on by this. Poor sweet Daren. Just like Victor, another horny little boy she could wrap around her finger.
"I can't believe you are getting turned on like this," she said ruefully to his crimson face. "And quite apart from the little fetish you have going on over there, you need to start having a little more faith and trust in me."
She took Daren's face in her hands and kissed him deeply.
"Look me in the eyes, honey."
Daren looked at her, calming down under her intense gaze.
"I am not going to fuck Victor Cross. Never. You're the one I love, Daren. And this pussy?"
She grabbed his hand, and made him feel the smooth, slimy heat between her legs. Hoped he didn't wonder why she had been so turned on recently.
"It's only for you. Victor Cross doesn't get any."
He smiled up at her. Reassured, at least a bit. But a little worried by the fact she was still going to go on the date.
...
[Whoa... where did that come from lol. No, I've never had one.]
Melissa and Renee were reading over her shoulder.
"Wow I'm so surprised," scoffed Melissa, "I bet he's still a virgin too. Maybe you should say that."
"Shut the fuck up," Said Renee, hitting her with a pillow, "We are trying to turn this nerd on, not break him down. Don't listen to her, Kissy. Here, this is what you should say..."
She scooted closer, putting her chin on Cassie's shoulder.
"Say: 'I've never given one either, but I'm really curious how it feels. I need a big strong man to show me what it's like. Maybe we can experiment together.'"
Cassie looked at Renee with her jaw hanging open.
"No way, Renee. That's... that's too much."
"I know, I know. Shocking! But you need something shocking. Your relationship is dead on arrival. Consider this a defibrillator. Go on now Kissy, write it."
Cassie's fingers hesitated over the keys. Renee seems so confident. Could this really be the key to fixing her new relationship? Her relationship with Peter was great just a few weeks ago, when they were just friends. Why couldn't it be like that now that they were dating?
"Write it, Kissy." Renee was gripping her shoulder, looking her in the eyes. Renee had had twenty times more boyfriends than her. She did want to be intimate with Peter at some point, right? Maybe Renee was right, and she should be open about it with him.
Cassie haltingly typed out the message that Renee had told her word for word. Her thumb hovered over the send button. Renee reached over her shoulder quickly and pressed her thumb down.
"Boop."
Cassie covered her eyes with her hand. She couldn't believe she had sent something like that to Peter. God, what would he say?
"Well," said Renee with a smile, "It's probably going to take him a minute to get his head around that. We have other important business to take care of."



She moved over to sit by Melissa, putting her slim brown arm over Melissa's shoulder.
"I was talking to Melissa about your first kiss with Peter," said Renee, with Melissa nodding seriously beside her.
"She told me it sucked." Said Melissa bluntly, a smirk on her perfect face.
"Which wasn't a lie." Continued Renee smoothly. "How much kissing experience do you have exactly, girlie?"
"Ummm," said Cassie, feeling embarrassed, "Not a lot I guess. I had a boyfriend in middle school, and then a short thing with Brian Greggerson sophomore year. I kissed both of them." But not all that much, she didn't add. Neither of them had a very long or passionate relationship.
"Uh-huh." Said Renee dismissively. "In any case. It's clear what you need. More practice."
Both Renee and Melissa had hungry, predatory grins on their faces.
Cassie's eyes darted from face to face. What did they mean? "You mean with Peter? Sure, I guess, but he's been a little distant since I asked him out..."
Melissa giggled, moving on her knees so that she was behind Cassie on the bed "We weren't thinking about practice with Peter."
Renee leaned forward on her hands and knees, bringing her face close to Cassie's. It was so abrupt and unexpected that Cassie tried to scoot back, but Melissa was behind her, keeping a firm pressure on her back, cutting off her escape.
"You need some practice with someone supportive," said Renee, gazing into her eyes, her soft, pillowy lips glossy, slightly parted, "someone experienced." She was close enough that Cassie could smell her fresh, floral perfume.
"We know what boys like," whispered Melissa in her ear, "We'll teach you."
Renee reached forward and softly grabbed the back of her head, fingers tangling through her dark, wavy hair "I'll be the boy, you be the girl. Just follow my lead, Kissy." And then she was closing the distance, and Kissy had nowhere to run. Didn't want to run.
The kiss was mind-blowing, the opposite in every way to her awkward kiss with Peter. Renee's soft lips were inviting, teasing, and moist. Her hand pulled Cassie into the kiss, making her feel like she was in Renee's control. She wanted more.
"Now, that was an example of a nice, sweet, innocent kiss." Said Renee, pulling back with a shy smile.
"But obviously," Purred Melissa, turning Cassie's head to the side to give her access, "things won't always be so innocent."
Melissa's kiss was much more aggressive than Renee's, with a firm pressure from the very beginning. Cassie felt Melissa's little tongue slip past her lips, swirling and caressing her own. Melissa's mouth was minty, and her tongue left tingling trails as it traced Cassie's own. Cassie felt Melissa's hand trace up her side, firmly cupping her breast, massaging and kneading. Where Renee's kiss was sweet and sensual, this one felt passionate and... a little dirty. Cassie felt herself responding, getting more and more into the kiss. She in turn slipped her tongue into Melissa's mouth.
Melissa withdrew, shaking a finger playfully. "Ah Ah Ah, Kissy. I'm the boy and you're the girl, remember? Whether it comes to make-out sessions and sex, the boy is dominant, and the girl is submissive."
"Submissive?" Said Cassie meekly, looking up at the tall blond cheerleader with big wide eyes.
"That's right, Kissy," said Renee, turning Cassie's attention back to her, "It means letting the boy take charge of the situation. It means letting the boy get what he wants. Let's try that with this next example."
This time Renee didn't hold back, and there was no sweet innocence remaining in her kiss. She plunged her hand around Cassie's back, holding their bodies tightly together. Her soft lips locked tightly over Cassie, and her tongue darted and writhed aggressively in Cassie's mouth. She pushed forward forcefully, using her momentum to push Cassie down to the mattress, with Renee on top of her.
Cassie could feel it in her blood and in her soul. She knew what the girls meant about being submissive, about letting the boy take control. She felt conquered, commanded, and controlled by Renee's dominating kiss.
Renee's thigh was between her legs, pushing, demanding access. She parted her legs and allowed Renee to push her knee directly against her crotch, maintaining solid, grinding pressure there. Her tongue remained in her own mouth, stroking and tangling with Renee's intruding tongue, their lips hungrily twisting and slipping against each other.
Cassie felt Renee's hand slip under her shirt, applying pressure, lifting, pulling. She gasped as Renee separated their lips, just long enough to pull the shirt over her head, before pouncing again on her waiting mouth, attacking it with her soft lips and tongue.
Renee pulled Cassie up, pulling Cassie's pajama-clad legs towards her so Cassie was sitting in Renee's lap, straddling her. The kiss continued. Cassie never wanted it to stop. Was this what a makeout session was supposed to be like? It was way more sexual than any kissing she had ever been a part of. She felt a pressure on her back, and suddenly her bra was falling away, removed by either Melissa or Renee, she was too distracted to tell who. Renee grabbed it a flung it across the room.
Renee pushed her onto her back again, and now she wasn't just kissing her mouth. Renee's soft lips were planting big wet kisses on her neck. And her slim little hands were all over Cassie's breasts, stroking and squeezing. Lightly pinching and twisting the nipples. Cassie had played with her nipples during masturbation, but Renee's skilled fingers were in a whole other class.
Melissa was busy behind Renee, and Cassie could feel her pajama pants and panties being tugged down her hips. But she was so distracted, Renee was now tracing her tongue around the edge of her ear, lightly biting the earlobe, whispering...
"Good girl, Kissy. Looks like you are a natural at being submissive."
Renee's mouth now returned to hers, and Cassie greedily accepted it, breasts heaving with her ragged breath, straining into the dominant kiss, craving the intrusion of Renee's wicked tongue into her welcoming, hot mouth. Cassie was now totally nude, being dominated by a kiss from someone totally clothed. She could feel the difference in power and respect between them. It was driving her crazy. Renee's hand reached down, and with an electric shock of lust, Cassie felt Renee's bare fingers lightly touch her hot, ready pussy.
Renee increased the pressure slightly, just enough for her fingers to part Cassie's lips and feel the wetness. She withdrew from the kiss, a shining line of saliva dripping down to shimmer on Cassie's naked tits. She put her lips right back to Cassie's ear and said...
"Bzzzzzzzt! Wrong answer Kissy!" In a loud, obnoxious voice. She rolled off of Kissy, leaning on Melissa, the two of them both collapsing with fits of laughter.
Melissa was gasping, tears of laughter in her eyes "Wow Kissy! You really are inexperienced! I told you to be a little submissive, not to turn into a total slut!"
Renee tried to get her giggles under control, "You should have seen yourself, Kissy. The second a boy applies a little pressure, and you are nude and wet beneath him. You would be a teen mom within a month without our help!"
Cassie blushed furiously, trying to adjust to the whiplash of mood. She tried ineffectively to cover herself, struggling to locate her clothes.
"Uh uh uh, my little subbie princess," Said Renee cruelly, "I think you need a little lesson after that slip-up. I think your penalty is to stay nude for the rest of the night. All in favor?"
Renee and Melissa both raised their hands, falling again into gales of laughter. Cassie tried to adjust and move on. She and Kelsey used to whisper about the games the popular girls were supposed to like playing during the sleepovers her and Kelsey were never invited to. This nude penalty was tame compared to some of the stories she had heard. If she made a big deal out of this little game, Renee and Melissa might realize she was just a nerd trying to act like them. They were the best friends she had right now, and she couldn't lose them. She could do this. They would probably let up and let her put on some clothes in a little while.
Cassie's phone pinged again.
"Perfect timing!" crowed Renee, grabbing Cassie's phone out of her pajama pants, crumpled in the corner. "Let's see what loverboy has to say."
[That sounds amazing, Kissy! I'm in!]
"Ooooh," said Melissa, "sounds like nerd boy is an eager little beaver."
"I knew this would work," said Renee smugly, "But let's not leave it to chance. I know just the thing to seal the deal, to make him reeeeally look forward to seeing you again." Then she turned the Camera on Cassie and snapped a picture.
Cassie yelped, again moving to cover her shame. "Renee!" she gasped, "No Way! Delete that!"
Renee made an annoyed little pout, looking at the screen. "You're right Kissy, the angle is wrong. You're going to have to pose." She held the camera up and pointed it in Cassie's direction again.
Cassie wordlessly shook her head, hunching over and trying to hide as much as she could.
"Come on Kissy." Melissa said gently, rubbing her back.
Renee lowered the camera and gave Cassie an impatient look. "I won't force you, babe, but I really think it is a good idea."
"This is just how people who are dating act nowadays. You want him to be attracted to you right?" Said Melissa in a disinterested voice, sticking a new piece of gum in her mouth and beginning to chew.
"I guess so" mumbled Cassie from the fetal position.
"Well, this is how it is done. Come on now. I won't send anything without your permission. Just let me take a few pictures and see how they look. You can decide then."
Cassie reluctantly uncurled and sat back on the bed, face red as a beet. She leaned back into the pillows and spread her legs a little. But her hand remained tightly clamped over her pussy. She wasn't willing to go that far. Her other hand gripped the side of her face, an old tic from when she was embarrassed as a little girl, resurrected by this extreme situation.
"Uh-huh," said Renee approvingly. "I like it! Sweet sexy innocence. Very "pin-up". It works." She snapped a few pictures from slightly different angles, trying to capture Cassie's impressive tits in the best light.
"Ooh la la!" Cooed Melissa, "Work it, girl! But couldn't we give poor little nerd boy just a little more, Renee?"
"Good point, Mel. Let's just get one like this, just to see how it looks." She reached down quickly and snatched Cassie's hand away from her pussy, snapping away with the camera, capturing the look of shock and humiliation on Cassie's face.
"Delete those Renee! I mean it!" Said Cassie hotly. "I don't want to send any pictures like that!"
"Ok, ok, damn." Said Renee, swiftly working to text herself the photos, then delete the sent texts, "I just thought you would want the option. There. Deleted." Deleted from the phone, but saved to Renee's private stash.
She scooted over to Cassie, throwing her arm around Cassie's shoulders, pulling her close, a naked boob squashing against her clothed torso. "Let's take a look, shall we?" Melissa nuzzled in on the other side, twining her arm around Cassie's waist.
Cassie had to admit the photos were hot. She didn't realize how sexy she could look. Renee really had an eye for photography. The question was if it was a good idea to send this to Peter.
"Trust me," said Renee firmly, "This is what your relationship needs. You need to get him drooling. Then he will be putty in your hands, and you will have so much passion you won't know what to do with it. Here, I thought of a good caption."
She typed in the phone and turned it towards Cassie so that she could see.
[There are lots more experiments that I want to do with you, lover. Will you be my lab partner?]
It was pretty cheesy. But she was sure that the image of her laying back on the bed, covered only by her fingers, a look of sexy embarrassment on her face would distract him from the corniness of the message.
She took a deep breath.
Renee and Melissa started a chant:
"Send it! Send it! Send it!"
Well...why not? It was Peter. She wanted him to see her being sexy. And if Melissa and Renee said all dating couples did this, then why shouldn't she? She could trust him. She quickly jabbed the send button before she could change her mind.
The girls went crazy, hooting and whooping, doing a little joyful dance. Cassie smiled, and almost forgot her humiliating nudity.
Mortifyingly, the door opened. Cassie froze in shock, her mouth dropping open in an "o" of horror.
Mr. Cross stood in the doorway, a look of amusement on his face. "Everything okay in here girls?" He asked with a smile. His eyes flicked to the three girls in bed. Any second now, thought Cassie, he would see that she was naked, and quickly shut the door, apologizing.
But that didn't happen. When his eyes hit Cassie, they remained there for a burning hot second, taking her in, analyzing her. Cassie's hands clutched tightly at her most private places, trying her best to hide her nipples and pussy from this strange, muscular, older man.
"And who is this? A new playmate?"
"This is Kissy, dad. Kissy Harlowe." She put a strange emphasis on Cassie's last name, but that was the least of Cassie's worries right now. "Kissy, this is my Dad, Victor."
Victor walked across the room, and then, a charming smile on his face, extended his hand to shake. Cassie tried to ignore him, to look away, but something about his posture, his presence, was so... insistent. How could Renee and Melissa be treating this situation like it was normal?
Feeling the sweet burn of humiliation in her belly, she unclasped her sweaty hand from her full young tits and placed it in Victor's, freeing her rock-hard pink nipples for Victor's inspection. He didn't even have the decency to pretend he wasn't looking at them as he crushed her little hand in his strong black one and pumped it vigorously, forcing her big teen tits to jiggle lewdly.
"So what did you want, Dad?" Renee maintained her casual arm on Cassie's shoulder. As though this whole situation was normal and unconcerning.
"Just heard some screaming, but it looks like you three were just having some fun." Oh my god, did he just wink at me? Cassie screamed internally, finally freeing her hand to snake back to its place over her diamond-hard nipples, clutching tight again as if by doing so she could somehow erase the dominant older man's memory of them.
"Anyway sweetie, I'm about to head out on a date, remember that you have an important chore tonight."
"Geez, Dad." Huffed Renee, "I didn't forget. I'm just going to step out in a few minutes to take care of it. Melissa will entertain my guest while I'm gone."
"That's my girl. Have fun you three. Nice to meet you Kissy." Victor gave Cassie one last leering smile, then walked out the door, clicking it shut behind him.
...
Gina shook her head, staring at the garment bag draped across the seat of the private car next to her. Earlier today, Victor had sent over a dress, with a note saying that he wanted her to wear it tonight. Predictably for Victor, it was a shiny silver minidress that could barely contain her butt and had plunging cleavage that would leave half of her tits hanging out for the world to see.
Speaking with Daren had cleared the haze from her eyes a little. She had, in some small ways, been letting Victor run roughshod over her. It was time to test the limits of their little arrangement by refusing the dress. What was the worst that could happen, Victor throwing a tantrum?
She also had the ridiculous choker in her purse. She had to admit wearing it turned her on. Clearly, whether or not she was fully comfortable with it, she did have a submission kink, at least somewhat. She was going to give the choker back to Victor tonight. She saw clearly now that Victor was simply not a safe person to explore that aspect of her sexuality with. After this whole thing with Victor died down, she could do some experimentation with Daren in the privacy of their marital bed.
She realized that the car was slowing down with a frown. This couldn't be right. The building had a large blue neon sign naming it "The Panther Club". Gina's mouth twisted in distaste. She recognized the name. It was a high-end strip club which catered to the rich and powerful. It was also frequently in trouble for mistreating its workers and persistently rumored to be involved with illegal prostitution.
If Victor thought this was a good venue for a classy date, maybe she had given him too much credit for good taste. He had insisted that tonight's date would be a secret surprise, and now she could see why.
The driver was, in fact, stopping at the Panther Club. He got out and opened the door for her. Well, thought Gina grimly, at least this would make it easier to have a fight about the dress and choker. She scooped up the garment bag and made her way hesitantly inside.
The bouncer at the door seemed to be expecting her. He opened the door for her, and a young man in a waiter's uniform inside took over, greeting her warmly, shouting to be heard over the pulsing dance rhythms from deeper inside the club.
He led her onto the floor of the club itself, threading between tables in the dimly lit room, pulsing with vivid, shocking color in time to the deep, almost hypnotic music. The place was packed, filled with well-dressed men and women around every table, all eyes staring with intensity at the dancer on the stage. Gina felt her eyes drawn that way as well.
She was young. Couldn't have been older than twenty, and if not beautiful, then she was at least cute. But she clearly hadn't been hired for her face. She had huge, fake breasts and a perfectly shaped, tight little ass, emphasized by the large platform shoes she was confidently striding the stage in.
The dancer was wearing blindingly white lacy lingerie, which pulsed with all the colors of the club lights as she circled, rode, and twined around the pole in the center of the stage, posing and displaying her body to give the hungry audience the sexual thrills they craved.
Gina couldn't help but notice that the women stared with as much desire as the men. Was it really this common for women to desire other women like this?
The stripper on the stage reached behind her with a deft motion, causing her lacy bra to fall forward loosely, now barely containing her massive augmented breasts. It dangling off of them, teasing the crowd. Them, she boldly whipped off the bra, revealing her tits with a look of pride and a saucy shimmy.
She must have had an artist for a surgeon. No attempt had been for the breasts to look natural, but they were beautiful in their artificiality. They were a caricature of sexy natural breasts, a cartoon parody of how men viewed tits. They told a story of a woman changing her body to please men. Of objectifying herself for others' pleasure. They must look ridiculous in everyday street clothes, only designed to look at home on this stage (or in other sexual situations). And that meant that turning men on was more important to this young woman than any other aspect of her life.
You would have to be insane to willingly dance on that stage, thought Gina vaguely, as she watched the captivating young stripper hump the air with fluid movements, expertly holding the attention of the aroused patrons in the palm of her hand. Gina suddenly had a red hot fantasy flash through her brain: of her standing up there on the stage, looking out at the crowd, feeling the cool air on her naked body as she moved to the rhythm, the smoldering eyes of the horny customers crawling all over her body. She imagined willingly submitting to sexual objectification to please strange men, sacrificing her reputation and anonymity just for the sick thrill. She shuddered. It was like the little voice telling you to jump when looking down off of a bridge: it was never something she would do, but she couldn't stop imagining what it would be like. Without meaning to, she focused on the sway of the stripper's tits:her nipples could cut glass, she must be getting off on this.



Gina felt the waiter grab her shoulder and realized with shame that she had been standing there, jaw open, gawping at the stripper's huge fake tits. "Follow me, Ma'am!" Shouted the waiter, "Or you'll get lost!"
Her cheeks growing red, Gina pulled her gaze away from the stage, where the stripper had begun to ease the tiny white panties down her hips. What had gotten into her? She needed to take Victor to task for the inappropriate venue, and enjoying the show enthusiastically wouldn't help her argument much.
Towards the back of the room, the waiter ushered her into a raised VIP area, where the distance of the speakers meant that the music wasn't quite as overwhelming.
Victor was seated, leaning back in a plush booth, eyes half on the stage, where the young stripper was now swirling around the pole acrobatically. Upside down, wearing only those massive platform shoes, legs spread wide. The rest of his attention was on the stunningly beautiful woman across the table from him, laughing and sipping a fruity cocktail.
She was a tall, willowy Latina woman with luscious caramel skin, flowing, silky black hair, deep brown, laughing eyes, and a teasing little smile. As she laughed, she reached across the table, resting a possessive hand lightly on Victor's arm. She had stunning, long, well-shaped legs. It was easy to appreciate them because the dress she was wearing was short enough to put them on full display. It was, although a different size of course, the exact same style of tight silver dress that Victor had sent her as a gift.
Gina frowned.
As she walked up, Victor glanced away from the stage and saw her approach. He looked pleased, and he smoothly rose to greet her. Before she could realize what was happening, he was pulling her into a kiss, and she thought, no, this isn't how it was supposed to go. I was supposed to deny you everything tonight. But something about seeing Victor with another woman had thrown her off balance. Made her unsure. Made her annoyed. She needed time to unpack her feelings, to get away from Victor's influence. But it was too late, Victor's strong arms were around her, her face was tilting up to receive his kiss. He kissed her deeply, his tongue powerfully and smoothly entering her mouth, her own tongue lightly flicking and welcoming it. It was over before Gina could catch her breath, leaving her flustered and bewildered as he pulled away with a smile.
"Lucia!", he said, turning to the lovely woman, now standing at his side with a polite smile, "I would like you to meet Gina, my girlfriend."
Lucia smiled brightly, pulling her into a hug. She could feel the woman's lithe, warm body press against hers, smell an exotic, fruity perfume from her body. Unexpectedly, Lucia planted a warm little kiss on Gina's neck. She could still feel it burning there as Lucia pulled away, a mysterious smile on her face.
"Gina," said Victor, continuing, that old cocky grin growing on his face, "I would like you to meet Lucia. She's my personal assistant. But more importantly, she's my other girlfriend."
...
Renee left a few minutes after speaking with her father. She apologized profusely. She explained that she had an important errand that her Dad needed her help with and that it couldn't wait. She said she was going to try to be back as soon as she could, but made no promises about how late that might be. She snatched a duffel that made odd clinking from her closet, and hurried out the door.
It was now just Cassie and Melissa, which made Cassie a little nervous. The energy between three girls, when one was naked as a penalty for losing a game was embarrassing fun. It felt very different with just two girls there one-on-one, one clothed, one naked. Much more intimate and even... kinky.
Cassie also knew Renee a lot better than Melissa, and this exposure felt much more like being intimately revealed to a stranger. Cassie wasn't sure what to think of Melissa. The pretty blonde had never been anything but nice outwardly to her, but there was something in her eyes that Cassie was wary of at the same time it darkly intrigued her. It reminded her of how the boys looked at her that day in the hallway.
Melissa clearly had zero interest in lifting the erotic tension of the evening. She insisted that they watch some of Cassie's "homework" videos on Renee's laptop while they ate the pizza Renee had ordered for them. Cassie tried to protest, but for some reason, being naked in front of this popular girl wearing comfy casual pijamas made it difficult to argue or say no. She just felt weaker and less confident when the other girl snuck peeks at her still-stiff nipples.
Melissa had leaned back on the pillows and ordered Cassie to sit between her legs, leaning her torso back onto Melissa's, a position that, while it wasn't sexual, felt unbearably close and intimate to Cassie in her naked, worked-up state.
Melissa began playing another video This one had intrigued Cassie a great deal, but it was one that she really really didn't want to discuss with the girls. Even being interested in the content was shameful enough, she would just die if Renee forced her to give a dirty description of it.
Melissa greedily devoured a slice of pizza as the poorly-acted porn setup played out. A young, dark-haired girl needed money from her "step-daddy" to go see a concert. She was willing to do anything.
Melissa leaned eagerly over her shoulder, jabbing a half-eaten slice of pizza at the screen. "Oh shit, Kissy! Doesn't that look just like you?" A drop of grease dripped from the pizza onto Cassie's exposed breast, a small blob of orange oil staining one milky orb.
"Hey, Melissa! Careful!" Whined Cassie, looking for something to wipe herself off with.
"Fuck. My bad, Kissy." Said Melissa, not looking sorry at all, "Let me get that."
She used a napkin to roughly scrub across Cassie's soiled tit, not very subtly pinching her nipple with the rough paper while she was at it.
On the screen, the girl's stepdaddy, for reasons that didn't really make sense, had the young actress over his knee, her skirt flipped up, giving her spankings, making her groan in pain and pleasure.
"Well, we both know how you feel about mommies, you kinky bitch," Said Melissa sassily, chewing her pizza. "But what about this?"
She leaned forward towards Cassie's ear and whispered in a parody of little girl sexiness: "Do daddies turn you on?"
"N-no. No way Melissa." said Cassie unconvincingly.
Cassie squirmed, feeling trapped between Melissa's long athletic legs. She had masturbated to this video only once. Her orgasm had been so powerful she had been worried that she had moaned loudly enough to wake her parents. She had avoided the video afterward. There was something too strange and twisted about the erotic power that the taboo video had.
"It's not that weird, you know?" Said Melissa chattily, using the mouse to click to random points in the video.
"It's called an Electra complex. Daddy is the first strong male figure in every girl's life. It makes sense that some girls would get some odd sexual hang-ups over that." The daughter in the video was being fucked deeply by the daddy, her legs spread wide, their eyes locked passionately together, faces just inches from each other.
"I mean, take Renee's hot fucking daddy for example. You think that she hasn't ever thought about what it would be like to fuck him?" The thought of Renee's tall, suave father, so soon after meeting him naked, sent a hot, wet jolt of lust through Cassie's belly. What's wrong with me? He's my friend's dad and old enough to be my father!
"I mean, my daddy is a total stud. I'm not ashamed to say I've rubbed one out thinking about him once or twice." Melissa glanced at Cassie, hoping that she wouldn't catch the lie. She had nothing to worry about. Cassie's eyes were glued to the screen, growing glassy and distant. On the screen, the daughter was bouncing on her daddy's dick reverse cowgirl, her skirt flying, her face twisted in ecstasy. Cassie's hand gripped her thigh, sliding slowly towards the center.
"It's the wrongness that makes it hot, Kissy." Said Melissa, maintaining her smoldering whisper. "The man who raised you, whose love for you was pure and innocent, now seeing you as a sexual object, a woman to be conquered, just another slut he can fuck. All that innocent and pure love being stripped away in a nasty, dirty, wrong session of animalistic sex." On the screen, the girl knelt in front of her daddy, begging for his cum. And she got it, spraying in ropy globs all over her cute little face. Cassie's hand was diving down between her legs.
"Pretty nasty shit, little Kissy," said Melissa, leaning forward to exit out of the video. "But sometimes the nasty stuff is the best when it comes to getting yourself off, right? It's not like you would do anything like that in real life."
"Of course not," said Cassie, shaking herself.
"But!" Said Melissa, pulling the laptop closer to open the web browser, "Speaking of doing things in real life, Renee set up a little surprise for you. Something to feed your dirty little exhibitionist kink without ruining your life."
Melissa wiggled her way out from behind Cassie and placed the laptop on the end of the bed, out of Cassie's reach, and adjusted it so the screen was visible. Then she rummaged in the drawers of Renee's desk, clattering junk around, looking for something. "So," she said chattily, looking back over her shoulder as she searched, "It's clear from your porn preferences that you get off on the idea of public humiliation. But that's really risky stuff. If you had, I don't know, a bukkake gangbang in the lunchroom, it would probably be the most intensely erotic experience of your whole life." Cassie didn't know what bukkake was, but she understood enough of what Melissa was suggesting that her heart started beating faster. "Buuuuut, after that, your life would be over. Reputation in shreds. Mandated councilling, maybe even legal trouble." Melissa had finally found what she was looking for, and snatched it out of the drawer.
"Renee thought of an outlet for your fetish!" She whirled around, holding something behind her back "Before we begin," She said somberly, "I need to trust me. You are going to be a little... confused at first, but for real, this is a really good idea. Do you trust me?"
Cassie wanted to say no. Something about this whole situation made her not trust Melissa at all. But Renee was her best friend. Maybe her only chance at salvaging this rotten year... at least until she got into college and left this whole awful situation behind. And Melissa was Renee's best friend. If Melissa ended up disliking her... Cassie tentatively nodded.
"Great, give me your hand." Cassie reached her hand out, curious and feeling vulnerable in front of the tall blond cheerleader.
In a swift and practiced series of movements, Melissa grabbed her hand, whipped out a pair of handcuffs from behind her back, and cuffed her to the bedpost before she could resist.
Cassie was shocked into silence for a few seconds, then screamed.
"Oh God, drama queen," said Melissa with a twist of her lip. "Shut up. No one can hear you scream anyway. Mr. Cross has this whole place soundproofed. Otherwise, I'm sure the neighbors would make noise complaints about the moans coming from his bedroom on a nightly basis."
"What are you planning to do Melissa?" blubbered Cassie, panicking, "Please don't hurt me."
"Jesus," said Melissa, exasperated. "This isn't some kind of trick where I get you alone and then murder you. It's exactly what I said before. You're going to love this. You just need a little help the first time."
She pulled more sets of handcuffs out of Renee's desk, setting them on the bed.
"I changed my mind, Melissa, I don't think I want to do this." Said Cassie pleadingly.
"Sorry, Kissy. Trust me, you're going to love this. After I get you started, you are going to cum your little brains out. This will be way better than the phony acting in pornos for a kink like yours. And it is all risk-free."
Cassie tried to fight the other sets of handcuffs, but Melissa was bigger and stronger than her, and Cassie was painfully aware that struggling too much brought her naked body fully into contact with the beautiful, cruel Melissa, who loved every second of forcing her to submit.
Within minutes, she was spread eagle on the bed, limbs cuffed just far apart enough on the frame to keep her from leaving or effectively concealing her pale, naked body.
"All set." said Melissa, wiping sweat from her forehead. Cassie was covered in a thin film of sweat as well from their brief struggle, giving her skin a faint, shiny glow. She gazed with fear at the blond bombshell cheerleader towering above her, then at the computer lying open on the bed beyond her feet.
"Let's get started then, shall we? Have you ever heard of Randocall?" She sat on the edge of the bed, lightly running a finger up and down Cassie's exposed, vulnerable belly, tickling her and making her squirm away from the touch.
"No, Melissa." said Cassie, staring warily at the open laptop.
"Call me Mistress, Kissy... It seems more appropriate to the situation, don't you think?"
She gave Cassie a hard stare, waiting expectantly.
"N-no, mistress," said Cassie in a shamed whisper, "I've never heard of it."
"Well, it's a wonderful service, Kissy. You just turn on your webcam, and with the click of a button, you are connected to a random chat partner somewhere in the world." Melissa was navigating on the web browser and turned the screen so Cassie could see the bright, slickly designed Randocall website. Cassie felt a sick churning in her gut as she realized where Melissa was going with this.
"In theory, it is a magical way to spark a random, brief connection to a person you otherwise never would have met." said Melissa, giving Cassie's thigh a brief tickle. She was unable to keep her hands off the naked captive she had in her power.
"In practice," She continued wryly, "the service is mostly filled with disgusting, horny old men jerking off." Cassie's mouth went dry. The laptop, the handcuffs, the men jerking off. She pulled on her restraints. They were solid. She felt her vagina begin to moisten. "For our purposes though, it's ideal!" Continued the blonde beauty with a sadistic smile on her face, ignoring Cassie's whimpers, "You are going to be the spank material for a lot of strange men today, and your squishy little exhibitionist pussy is going to get all juiced up over it!"
Melissa placed the laptop back at the end of the bed, positioned perfectly. A light blinked on next to the webcam above the screen. A green button below it read: "Ready? Click here to Randocall!" Cassie could see a crisp, high quality image of herself. Nude. Bound. Smooth ivory skin shining with a thin layer of sweat. Shining dark hair tousled and hanging over one eye. Hardening pink nipples standing stiffly up from her huge heaving breasts. A dark, neatly shaven patch of hair pointed the way to the soft, rosy pussy lips between her legs, which were chained wide enough that she couldn't close them completely. A wet dream for any horny man who saw her. And it sounded like that was Melissa's plan. She whimpered, feeling a dark dizzy spiral of lust wind its way through her belly like a snake.
"No please, mistress. I can't, I don't want them to see!" Panted Cassie, twisting uselessly against her bindings.
"C'mon, babe." Said Melissa, a smirk on her face as she cast a sharp eye at Cassie's stiff nipples, panting, parted lips, and rapidly moistening pussy, "We both know that's not true."
Melissa hovered her finger over the button, using a mouse to control the computer while remaining out of view. "Ladies and Gentlemen, Kissy the slut makes her Jerkoff Queen debut in three, two, one..."
Cassie shut her eyes tight, praying that this wasn't happening, that this was some sort of joke.
"Haha, oh damn, I almost forgot. That would have been bad!" Melissa got up from the edge of the bed and walked over to the closet, rummaging around for something. Cassie opened her eyes and saw that the website was still on the welcome screen.
Melissa returned from the closet holding something white in her hands.
"The whole point of this was to keep you anonymous right? I got so caught up in the kinkiness that I almost plastered your face out there on the internet for everyone to see! A lot of guys do screencaps if they find something they like, you know?"
Cassie felt dizzy. Melissa was right. She had come this close to having her nude body and face out on the internet forever. Melissa fit the mask she was carrying over Cassie's face, tying it carefully behind her ears. Cassie didn't even have time to see what the mask looked like.
Melissa resumed her seat.
"Where was I? Oh right. Time for everyone to see the horny little slut you are, Kissy Swallowes!"
Cassie yelped as Melissa clicked the mouse, making a connection with a stranger
...
Daren warred with himself, sitting and fretting by his computer.
Renee had been texting him frequently these past few weeks with encouragement, and lots and lots of links to videos. So many that at first, he had found it difficult to keep up.
He had found a way. Nowadays he usually had enough time after Gina and Cassie left for work to watch a quick video and jerk himself to completion. Sometimes it made him a few minutes late to work, depending on the video, but no one had said anything yet. At work, he had found an individual bathroom where he could sneak away on his lunch hour and squeeze in another video. Once or twice, on a slow afternoon, he would do another session during work hours. And who was he kidding, they were all slow afternoons for him lately. He had essentially been reduced to being Charlie's coffee boy. If he left work a few minutes early, he had a narrow window when he got home to quickly jerk off before Cassie or Gina got back. Then he would, as usual, wake up in the night when Gina was sleeping to jerk off again in the bathroom.
He was proud of himself for taking his training seriously.
But he couldn't help but feel that the results weren't quite what he wanted. This training was supposed to be making him feel more confident. Full of energy. Instead, he found himself stuttering and getting tongue tied when he talked to attractive women. He couldn't stop thinking about the many many videos he had seens of attractive women like them belittling and rejecting weak men like him. He found himself agreeing with them, bending to their preferences even as he made himself look like an awkward creep.
Even worse was when he was talking to confident or muscular men. He would freeze up, his brain playing him images of the man fucking Gina in acrobatic and degrading positions, the man's eyes staring into his, triumphant and mocking. They seemed to sense it too, in some subconscious way. He had become frequently singled out for bullying and cruel jokes from confident men, not just around the office, but with acquaintances and strangers elsewhere as well.
He had taken to arranging his penis in his pants very carefully, so that hopefully no one would see the erection he got from talking to anyone attractive of either gender.
And the worst part was, Gina had definitely noticed tonight. She had called his bluff, explicitly making the connection between his boner and her flirtation with Victor. He couldn't help it. He was sick with worry and fear about the possibility of Victor stealing his wife, but his cock and his deep primal subconscious loved it. Any time he thought of Gina betraying him, of Victor casually and easily corrupting her, his balls churned and tightened, his penis hardened and oozed, and he couldn't think straight any more.
It was almost as if the cuckold porn had made things worse. Messed with his head. Reprogrammed his sexual desires.



He badly wanted to watch some of the new videos Renee had sent him, to take his mind off what Gina might be doing on her date right now. But he knew logically that it wouldn't take his mind off it at all. In fact, it would probably focus his mind on what Gina and Victor were doing all too clearly.
Wasn't this what Renee had warned him about when she was his... God... his "cucky sitter?" The spiral of horniness and shame and sadness? How could he break out of it?
*Ding-Dong*
Daren froze. No way. It couldn't be. They texted regularly now. She would have warned him ahead of time, surely.
*Ding Dong* *Ding Dong*
He walked to the door with reluctance. Maybe it was just a salesman or something. At 9 o'clock at night.
He opened the door.
"Tada! It's meeee, puppy! Did you miss me?"
Renee gave him a winning smile. She had clearly dolled herself up for the occasion, with elaborate, stunning makeup. She had on a long coat which made it hard to tell what sort of clothes she was wearing, as well as leather high-heeled boots, which she used to confidently click her way past Daren into the house. Over her shoulder, Daren noticed with concern, she was carrying a riding crop.
"Awww, poor puppy. Home alone again. Well I'm here for you now. You can always count on your cucky sitter."
"What brings you here tonight," said Daren, in a pathetic attempt to be casual.
"Oh puppy." Said Renee with disappointment, "I think we are past the point of denial."
"Let's face it," She continued with a smirk, "Right now, wifey is probably gagging on my Dad's black cock in a filthy alley somewhere. Lubing it up so that it will fit in her tight little snatch. I'm just here to take your mind off it. Speaking of which..."
Renee strode right over to his computer, then turned back, raising an eyebrow.
"No porn, puppy? I thought you were training like I told you."
"Well, I've been thinking, Renee, and..."
Renee held up a finger warningly. "Mistress. Call me mistress tonight puppy."
"Um, sorry Renee, but I don't think that that would be appropri..."
Suddenly Renee was striding forward, brandishing her riding crop in a low sweep, resting it with uncomfortable pressure right between his legs.
"Ooooh myyyy, look who thinks he has grown some balls." Renee cooed, her smile tight, "My training looks like it is paying off."
Daren tried to scramble back, but Renee matched him step for step, until he bumped awkwardly into the wall, knocking a framed wedding photo down with a crash.
"But I've seen your balls, puppy." She said with low menace, leaning forward and increasing the painful pressure on his testicles "and I don't think they're big enough for you to say no to me. Do you?
"Wh-what?" Squeaked Daren, staring down with dismay at Rene's captivating, dominant glare, beautiful deep brown eyes glittering from behind her flawless eye makeup.
Rene put her hand on the wall next to his head, leaning forward further, invading his personal space, filling his senses with her girlish floral perfume.
"Do you think..." She crooned, punctuating the phrase with a light swat between his legs that sent a sick jolt of pain through his belly.
"That your balls..." *swat*
"Are big enough..." *swat*
"To say no..." The swats were growing in intensity, causing him to whimper in pain.
"To your mistress?" This time, she wound up for the largest swat of all, and Daren flinched, bracing himself. For some reason he didn't even consider closing his legs or dodging.
He opened his eyes to see Renee staring at him expectantly.
"N-no." He whispered miserably.
"No what?"
"No, M-m-mistress."
"That's better, Puppy!" Said Renee cheerfully, turning away and swinging the crop over her shoulder. "Well, let's get this evening started." She placed the riding crop on the coffee table in order to remove her long coat, revealing her clothes underneath.
She was wearing a short, shiny leather skirt, with garters holding up fishnet stockings beneath. Her top was a tiny leather corset which showed a generous expanse of her smooth brown cleavage. The daringly tall leather boots fit right in with the outfit. She looked sexy, dominant, and dangerous.
"What do you think, Cuck?" said Renee with a flirty wink, " I thought that since the stakes and intensity would be higher tonight, I would put in a little more effort. If I'm going to be domming my sweet little puppy tonight, I should look the part, you know? Really get his motor running."
"Mistress, I... you look..." Daren's mouth was dry, and he was struggling to find words that wouldn't reveal how desperately horny the sight of Renee in this fetish gear had made him.
"Don't worry puppy," giggled Renee, pointing at his rapidly growing boner, "I can already tell how much you like my outfit. Tiny down there wants to give me lots of compliments." Daren's face grew red, but his cock grew even more swollen with shame. "Gross, puppy. I'm like your daughter's age! "
"Now, to business." Said Renee, tapping her palm with the riding crop. "Things are going to work a little differently this time, Cucky. I think you will cooperate with me enough that I can leave the handcuffs out. We won't be watching any live footage either. My Dad and your wife deserve a little privacy for what they are doing tonight, puppy, let's not spoil their romance by jerking off to it."
"Instead, we are going to play a little game." Said Renee, her smile widening. "'Mistress Says.' Similar to Simon Says, puppy, but much more kinky, I promise. When was the last time you came during a game of Simon Says?" She laughed. "Don't answer that. With someone as pathetically submissive as you, nothing would surprise me."
"The rules are simple. When I say 'Mistress Says', you have to do it. No matter how wrong, or gross, or mentally scarring it is to you. It's going to be good for you, puppy. It will really reinforce a lot of the lessons you've been learning. Put your head in a really productive new space, y'know?. Well cucky? Does that sound like fun?"
"I-I'm not s-s-sure." Daren knew that there was a trap here somewhere. But he also knew what would happen if he refused. Renee would yell at him. She would leave angry. She might even tell Gina about their strange relationship. It wasn't like he had ever had sex with Renee or anything, but some of what had happened would certainly be difficult to explain. From the outside, it would be difficult for anyone to believe that between the adult man and the eighteen year old girl, he was the victim. Also, if he said no, he was positive the coat would go back on, and he would probably never see Renee like this again.
"You have to be sure, puppy." Said Rene, placing a hand on a leather covered hip. "I'm not going to risk you whining later that I forced you to play."
Daren learned then that he was an even weaker man than he had thought. He simply didn't have it in him to look into Renee's arrogant eyes and say 'No'."
"Ok, mistress. I want to play."
"Yaaaay!" Said Rene, doing little happy hops and clapping her hands. The movement caused her skirt to flip up and make her large chocolatey breasts bounce in a fascinating way in her tight leather corset. "It's going to be a life changing game, puppy. You won't believe how hard you'll cum with the shit that I've thought up."
"Ok, first." She gathered herself, taking on a more dominant voice and stance. "Mistress says strip. I want you completely naked!"
Daren instantly regretted the game. It was clear from the very start that this was going to get very kinky, very fast. But, he knew this was going to happen at some point: he would be naked, with a clothed Renee lording it over him. He unbuttoned his shirt, and slowly removed all of his clothes, ending up awkwardly hunched over his throbbing erection.
Renee circled him like a wolf, surveying every unimpressive inch of his nude body like it was her property. She reached out and trailed one long fingernail across his back, raising goosebumps. "Doesn't it make you ashamed, Mr. H? To be stripped naked by your daughter's bratty little friend in your own home? Aren't you supposed to be the king in this castle? Look at you! You're being dominated by a teenage girl!" She stepped close enough behind him that he could feel the heat radiating from her hot young body. She whispered hoarsely in his ear: "Doesn't it just make your little cock ache?"
She stepped away, circling back to the front, luxuriating in the power difference. This older man was completely bent to her will, and had willingly put himself in an awkward, humiliating situation at her command.
"Now, Mistress says get comfortable: Sit on the couch and relax."
Daren tried his best, but a gorgeous teen commanding your every move while you're naked and erect made it difficult to breathe, let alone relax.
"Ah ah ah, but what is this, little cuck?" Said Renee disapprovingly, "Have you already failed?"
Daren looked up at his smirking tormentor. He had done both commands so far! Had he missed something?
"I said I wanted you totally naked." Renee used her riding crop to lift his left hand to his eye level, his wedding band caught the light with a glint, "And my bad little puppy is still wearing something."
She couldn't be saying....
Renee held out a perfectly manicured little hand palm up, demanding his ring. She wanted him to symbolically place his and Gina's marriage, which he valued so deeply, in her cruel little hand.
"Mistress Says, puppy. Take off your ring. The one that symbolizes the bond between you and your loving wife. Give it to a teen who doesn't respect either of you, let alone your joke of a marriage. Do it to make me happy."
Gina was the love of his life. This sort of betrayal, even if it was just symbolic, even if she would never know, would be crossing a critical line in his heart. He could feel his heartbeat pulsing in his cock. With a shaking hand, he removed the ring, leaving a depression of flesh where it always sat. He almost never took it off.
Gina was the one who was openly flirting with his hated boss. Maybe more than flirting. Didn't Daren deserve some sexual thrills as well? That was what his mistress was promising tonight. His ring and his betrayal were the cost of entry.
He dropped his wedding ring with numb fingers into his dom's cute little hand.
"I knew you would do it, Puppy." Said Renee, flashing the cocky grin that she inherited from her father, "I knew you would choose me over the love of your life. Even though I can see it breaking your heart," Renee's cute little face was a mocking parody of sympathy. "You know why, Puppy? Because right now, I'm more important to you than Gina is. Tiny is calling the shots right now," she sneered, lazily flicking at his erect cock with her crop, " and he likes me better."
Renee giggled as she closed her feminine little hand around the ring tightly, possessively. Then she pulled a small padlock from her bag on the table, and carefully locked the ring onto a heart shaped locket hanging between her breasts.
"A little extra motivation for you to play fair, puppy. This game is going to get harrrrd for you. I wouldn't want you to decide to quit halfway through. You can get your ring back if you pass the challenge, and Gina will never have to know how badly you disrespected your marriage tonight."
Daren shuddered. He felt like it was going to be a long night.
...
Gina's mind reeled with shock.
She numbly watched as Lucia, that little bitch, wound a long, shapely, honey colored arm around Victor's waist. She nuzzled into his shoulder and gave Gina a sidelong glance, a satisfied little smile on her lips.
"Is there a problem, babe?" Said Victor, a false look of surprise on his face. He put his arm around Lucia, drawing his girlfriend close.
"You... you pig..." Gina spluttered. Her heart and mind twisted from a sudden flood of emotions. Jealousy, betrayal, and anger swelled up first, making her see red. How could he betray her like that, stringing her along while he was seeing another woman on the side? Had been sexting her while fucking this Latin whore?
Then came confusion and guilt. Who was she to complain? This whole thing was supposed to be a ruse on her part. She and Victor weren't actually dating. She was just manipulating him, right? Her husband was the only man she cared about.
Lastly came humiliation and self-loathing. Victor had planned this from the beginning. He had expertly trapped her into a false sense of security, just to set up this bait and switch. Victor had played her like a fiddle once again. Was there anything she could do to succeed against this man? She had to try. Come on Gina, focus, she told herself. She could still come out ahead in this situation if she kept her cool. It wasn't possible for Victor to cheat if their relationship wasn't real in the first place. There was no logical reason to be upset. She tried to repeat that to herself, to make it sink in. But it still made her feel betrayed and deeply, burningly jealous that Victor had been dating someone else at the same time as her. It didn't help to see the slim, pretty woman that Victor was apparently dating hanging all over him.
"So, how long have you been dating two women, you big stud?" Asked Gina, attempting a tone of casual flirtation. She sat stiffly across from Lucia and Victor, who were tightly entwined on the other side of the booth.
"Oh, since the beginning, dearest." said Victor lightly, cupping one of Lucia's firm breasts in his hand while speaking. Lucia purred and pushed her chest out to give him easier access. "In fact, I think I started dating Lucia shortly before you. I was discussing my plans for our first date, and she was helping me as my assistant. She added a lot of input on her own preferences in dating, and, well, I thought they sounded like fun." He turned his head to Lucia and gave her a deep lingering kiss. Gina's mind felt like it was clouding over with sharp, spiky jealousy.
"So," she said between clenched teeth, "Lucia knew about this arrangement from the beginning, but you didn't tell me."
"Don't be mad, sweetie." Said Lucia condescendingly, "He wouldn't have told me either I'm sure, if we hadn't gotten together through planning your date." She smirked and scoffed incredulously at Gina's expression. "Are you seriously upset? Victor is a virile, complex, powerful man. He is more than enough man to handle two women at once." She placed a loving hand on his firm chest, "He could have any woman he wanted. You should be grateful that he paid attention to you at all!"
Gina knew that getting upset was playing right into Victor's hands, but she wanted to wipe the smug look off of this bitch's perfect face.
"Victor might be a horny enough perv to need a side chick to empty his balls," She shot crudely at Lucia, "But that doesn't mean that all girlfriends are created equal."
Lucia's eyes narrowed and she stiffened. Gina had abandoned caution and thrown down the gauntlet. Her relationship with Victor might be a fake, fucked up power struggle, but she would be damned if she shared any man with another woman.
Victor looked extremely pleased, staring at Gina with a smoldering look of satisfaction on his face, hand still cupping and rubbing Lucia's breast.
"Well, it looks like my two ladies are one step ahead of me." Said Victor smoothly. "It's been a fun few months with both of you, but all good things come to an end."
Lucia looked at him sharply. Gina noted that what he was saying now was news to her as well. How does it feel to be on the other end, bitch?
Victor continued, relaxed and confident, "I am interested in taking a relationship to the next level. But that is going to require my full undivided attention on one lady. I invited you both here for... let's call it an interview. A competition, if you like." Lucia was staring at Victor hungrily, raptly attentive.
"The rules are simple. I want you both to show me how devoted you can be to your boyfriend. One woman walks out tonight my girlfriend, and we explore what the next step looks like together." Victor's smile grew shark-like, "And the other woman walks out of here a loser, tail between her legs, to go cry and masturbate alone, fantasizing about what could have been."
Gina frowned. Victor knew she was competitive. This was a trap. She wasn't an idiot. Maybe it would be better if she just...
"Of course, I recognize that you might not even want to win, baby." He said, releasing Lucia from his grasp and leaning forward towards Gina. "After all, the only reason we are dating in the first place is another bet you lost. Maybe you are just more comfortable losing. I mean, your loser husband is no doubt waiting for you at home right now, tiny dick stiff and eager. You could go home right now and be losers together! If you go right now you could be back in time to submit to your wifely duties. Let him stick his tiny dick into you. Have a short, sticky little love-making session. Take his little teaspoon of cum in your loser pussy. Make a little loser baby. Does that sound better to you?"
The jibes were crude, their intent obvious. But despite her resistance, they resonated. Could she turn her back on a challenge, go home to Daren? The way Victor framed it made it sound like having sex with Daren was somehow submitting to him, and while she loved her husband, the idea of putting herself beneath him in any way repulsed her for reasons she didn't want to examine. But this was silly. She didn't have to accept his framing. Sex was not the same as submission, and making love to Daren wasn't degrading. The only way to win was not to play his game.
"Maybe your right, Victor." She said, controlling herself. "I'm a married woman and my husband is waiting for me at home. Neither of us was completely comfortable with this dating arrangement, so if you are willingly releasing me, I should probably just take you up on that."
Lucia and Victor's looks of triumph were hard to stomach, but Gina was stronger than they were assuming. She gathered her purse, and began reaching inside to return the choker, when Victor placed a hand on hers.
"One last thing before you go, dear." He said, voice as smooth as butter, "I don't want you to regret this the next time you get horny and make a fuss claiming that you never officially conceded. Lucia," He said, turning to the smirking latina, "get out your phone. Film Gina for a minute here"
He turned back to Gina, that same old smile on his face, "I want you to say the following to Lucia. After that, I will let you go from our arrangement."
"I lose, and you win," je began.
Gina remained silent.
"Between us, you are the superior female, and so you deserve the superior male."
Gina's hand gripped tightly on the purse.
"As an inferior female, an inferior male like my husband is what I deserve. I will be content to work to please him and service him sexually for the rest of my life, while you enjoy sex and power with Victor."
Gina tried to breathe deeply, to remain calm. These terms, this 'superior' and 'inferior' shit, it was meaningless. Victor was preying on her competitiveness. It was just meant to get under her skin.
"I am sorry for daring to challenge you, ma'am. Please forgive this humble loser."
Gina dropped the purse.
"Fuck you Lucia." She said into the camera, "And fuck you too Victor. You want to challenge me? It's on. I can beat this slut with my eyes closed."
Lucia, seeing her easy victory slip away, had a sour look on her face. Gina felt satisfied just looking at it. This would be easy. Had Victor forgotten what a good actress she was? She could act super devoted and flirty, blow Lucia out of the water, then resume their relationship on the previous terms once the skank was dumped. This would be a piece of cake.



And, she hastily added to herself, she would be in a position to keep Daren's job safe. That was what this was all for in the end. Of course.
"Well, well, well," said Victor, not looking disappointed or surprised at all, "The kitty finally shows her claws. I knew you wouldn't go down without a fight. Well, I have to warn you, babe. Lucia is already ahead of you. After all, she wore the dress I sent her. What else would a devoted girlfriend do?" He ran his hand up lucia's long smooth thigh to slip beneath the short dress, earning him a giggle and nuzzle from his appreciative girlfriend.
Shit. He was right. If Gina was going to win this, tonight was not the night to take a stand on the issue if Victor's inappropriate gifts.
"One minute babe," she said, crossing the table with a hip-swaying walk to give Victor a deep kiss, "Let me go powder my nose."
She grabbed her garment bag, bending at the waist to give Victor a good view of her ass, then swayed her way towards the bathroom, dropping the sexy walk and hustling when she was out of eye range.
A few minutes later she surveyed herself in the mirror with horror. She swore that Victor had gotten her a completely unfair size when compared to Lucia's dress. While the dress was tight and revealing on the Latina, on her the dress was practically pornographic. The silvery material squashed her breasts tightly, and it was all she could do to pull it up far enough to cover her areolas. On the other end, the stretchy material could barely be persuaded to cover her panties, and bending down to give Victor some eye candy would be a lot riskier in the future. It would be utterly humiliating to wear this dress because a man told her too... She looked like a whore trying to attract a customer. A description that wasn't completely inaccurate, her subconscious whispered. She crammed that thought down, tried her hardest not to get hot and bothered by the thought of Victor seeing her like this. Of Lucia seeing her like this. Of everyone seeing her like this. Shit, she was feeling a little turned on. The last thing she needed in this dress was hard nipples.
She looked at herself in the mirror one last time. Oh God. She was a married woman. What was she doing? Whoring her self out to her husband's awful boss? Dressing like a slut for his amusement? Yes. But it was for good reasons, she told herself. She was about to turn to leave when another thought occurred to her... She felt the sick twist in her belly that the idea prompted. She slowly opened her purse. She needed a way to get a leg up on Lucia. Just wearing the dress wouldn't do it. Lucia was already wearing it, had done so first, in fact. She needed to be proactive in proving her loyalty and devotion to Victor. She pulled the demeaning choker out of her purse, her heart thumping. It was one thing to wear it sometimes while masturbating to the sick, twisted degradation of it. It was another thing entirely to wear it where everyone could see. With shaking hands and a reddening face, she slowly raised the choker and clicked it around her neck.
VICTOR'S.
It matched the dress, and perfectly emphasized her humiliating submission.
She just hoped it would be enough to give her the edge she needed
...
The screen showed a brief swirling loading symbol, and Cassie's vision seemed to darken. She felt like she was about to pass out. There was nowhere to run. No way to hide. Whoever popped up on that screen was going to see every last detail of her curvy young body.
And then the moment was there. Cassie let out a strangled whimper as a face appeared on the screen. It was a kind looking college age woman wearing glasses. The woman stared at the screen, seemed to be confused by what she was seeing. Cassie considered calling for help. The woman wouldn't be able to stop what was happening in any meaningful way, but at least she would know Cassie wasn't just some pervert...
The woman's face twisted in disgust, and the screen returned to the loading screen, icon swirling. It hit Cassie like a punch to the gut. That look of contempt. The woman had looked at her bound, nude body and sized her up immediately: a slut looking for attention. Cassie felt her nipples begin to stiffen.
The next one was worse. A group of three 20-something guys, empty beer bottles visible on the table in front of them. They too paused for a moment, shocked by the sudden appearance on their screen of the pornographic setup. A lamb masked girl, developing a whole-body blush, writhing bound and naked on a bed in front of them. It didn't take them long to break out of their shocked silence.
"Duuuuude!!"
They howled and laughed and pointed. Cassie could see the computer's owner furiously inputting keys, no doubt taking screengrab after screengrab.
"Look at those nips, man!" chuckled one of them, "She is totally getting off on this! Why don't you take off the mask, sugar, let us see a pretty face to go with those pretty tits." Cassie twisted ineffectually, trying desperately to hide herself. This horrible situation was mortifying, her whole body shamelessly displayed in front of these crude men. She could feel her pussy getting wetter, despite her shame and fear.
"What are you doing there all alone with that wet little pussy, honey?" Said another of them, trying to control his laughter, "Why don't you tell us your address? We can come over and help you scratch your itch!"
Another guy punched him in the shoulder, "She could be thousands of miles away dude!"
"I don't give a shit, Mike, for a hot little slut like that, I would hop in the car right now and make it happen."
"Is your boyfriend there with you, princess? Maybe you two could fool around a little for us. Here..." he scribbled a phone number on a piece of paper and held it up to the camera. Despite the fact that it appeared backwards, Cassie saw with horror from the corner of her eye that Melissa was writing it down. "Why don't you give me a call sometime. You can give me a more private show!"
The boys were still clearly have fun, but Cassie saw to her relief that Melissa had reached over and clicked the "Next chat" button.
"I think we got everything we could from those guys," said Melissa apologetically, "I reeeeallly want to get you in front of a guy jerking his cock, and I don't think those guys would have done it with the others in the room. But look!" She said, holding up a notebook with a phone number written on it, "you made a new friend. And you clearly had a lot of fun." She giggled, taking in Cassie unmistakably aroused body, tits flushed and heaving with her deep breathing, hard nipples sticking straight up, betraying her lust. She was wet enough that her inner thighs were becoming slightly shiny, and the thin layer of sweat from before was intensifying, staring to drip into little wet spots of the bedspread.
The symbol swirled for just a moment, and then the next video call appeared on screen. And Melissa got what she wanted. It was a middle aged man, somewhat overweight, rapidly jerking a large clublike dick while staring blankly at the screen.
Cassie felt the weight of his stare as he grunted in pleased surprise, leaning forward and increasing the intensity of his strokes. Cassie had seen penises before. Fairly often recently in fact, watching the videos Rene had sent her. But this was the first time she had ever seen a dick be hard for her. To see a man's animal lust pointed in her direction, see his selfish sexual pleasure over her tits and pussy.
To be this man's focus of lust, to be the objectified jerkoff material for this strange, repulsive mas was humiliating. It was scary. It was so fucking hot. She writhed in her chains again, this time not in any attempt to escape the filthy gaze of the voyeur, but in pure animal lust.
The man was muttering, to her, but mostly for his own benefit.
"Oh yeah, you like this, you slut? You like daddy's cock? You want to suck it don't you? You want to choke on it, taste my cum. Get ready, slut. Get ready to taste daddy's cum."
And then he was cumming. A pathetic sight, as the man spasmed and grunted, his cock twitching as his white slime dripped down his clutching hand, but Cassie let out a stifled moan. It was the first time she had seen a man cum for her body. She couldn't help but think that scenes like this were playing out in bedrooms of her senior classmates every night. They didn't have a live feed, but countless boys (and maybe some girls?) were masturbating to the many pictures of her in that slutty outfit on a daily basis. The thought had saddened her before, and it was still humiliating, but it was more sexually charged than ever. The very idea was turning her on more and more.
The man himself cut the chat, presumably with guilt setting in after his session. More people followed. Many people.
Some clicked away quickly in disgust. Some laughed and taunted, calling her a slut, a little pervert. Many masturbated. Some were masturbating when they came on the screen, but many guys who had been clothed when the chat started unzipped and went to town when they realized the situation. Cassie was an irresistible piece of meat. An obvious target of lust. Premium slutty spank material. She found herself getting hornier and hornier; spiraling to heights she hadn't known possible, the bedspread below her growing wet with sweat and sexual fluids. She had started trying to bunch up the sheets beneath herself, give herself something she could rub up against, some way to get stimulation to her needy pussy. Melissa saw what she was doing, and smoothed the sheets below her.
Melissa hit the pause button. She was writing something in the notebook.
"Kissy dear," she said sweetly, "how would you like it if I undid one of your handcuffs?"
Kissy nodded desperately. "Yes Mistress, please mistress!" She had lost all shame several masturbating cocks ago. Her pussy was soaking wet and on fire. All she wanted right now was relief, to reach the orgasm that she desperately needed.
"Your wish is my command, Kissy," said Melissa, producing a small silver key from her pocket, "As long as you do what I say. I just need one little thing from you, no big deal. I just want you to follow a little script. Read it out loud, and I leave your hot little hand free to do it's nasty business. Refuse, and it is back into cuffs for your kinky little paw. While you read, you rub, got it? And if you stop one, I stop the other." Melissa gazed down at Cassie, eyes hard, and got a meek nod in return.
"Ok great, we'll start when we get the first jerker, stand by." She seemed to be taking longer than usual getting the website to work; she was typing something, but when she moved away from the computer, it was the same old website, loading icon already swirling.
The camera clicked on to see a skinny young man sitting on a chair, completely naked except for a completely ridiculous looking goat mask, a small but desperately hard cock being rubbed already in one hand. Another pervert, thought Cassie, her mind racing, wearing a mask to hide their shame like me.
"Ooooh, that's good luck! We got a jerker first try!" Melissa said in a stage whisper. She crossed around behind the camera, using a silver key to unlock Cassie's right arm with a loud click.
Egged on by the goat masked man's leering glare, Cassie began to go to work on herself immediately, rubbing hard at her clit just like Renee taught her, shocking herself with her sensitivity and wetness.
Cassie heard Melissa clear her throat, tapping a pen on the page of a notebook she had open, containing Cassie's first line...
Cassie feverishly masturbated. She didn't want to read any script that started this way, but she had to cum. Maybe if she was quick enough, she could...
Melissa shook her head disappointedly, taking out her handcuffs again, and getting up from the chair next to the bed.
"My name..." Squeaked Cassie, reluctantly beginning the script, trying hard to keep moans out of her voice, "Is ...... K-Kissy Swallowes, and I am 18 years old."
The Goat masked stranger leaned forward, tight fast strokes getting even more intense as he heard her feminine, trembling vice. Her whimpering little words couldn't help but remind Cassie of her weakness and submissiveness in this moment.
Melissa beamed, flipping the page in order to supply Kissy with her next set of lines.
"As you can see.....Oh god... As you can see," panted Cassie, working her fingers harder and deeper, "I am a shameless little slut, who gets off on letting strange men see her c-c-" She felt a sudden delicious wave of humiliating arousal at degrading herself in front of this stranger, whose eyes were crawling all over her body, "Her C-cunt!" She squeezed her eyes shut, legs shaking, body rigid against her restraints, face bright red. Her mother had taught her that the c-word was something good little girls never ever said. Somehow, that made saying it even more arousing.
She couldn't stop, it felt too good. She would have to keep reading, no matter what Melissa wrote.
"I'm a brainless little bimbo," She continued in a moan, "I pretend to be smart, but when I see a cock, all the blood rushes to my tight little pussy and big, slutty nipples, and I can't think so good anymore." Cassie was so glad she didn't know the goat-masked boy on the screen. Whoever it was would never be able to take her seriously again. Melissa's sadistic smile floated above the notebook she was holding. She had written this. Had Melissa ever taken her seriously?
"I-I'm totally worthless apart from my fuckable p-pornstar body," whimpered Cassie, "That's why... Goddddd, that's why my only choice in life is to become a free use slut and serve as many cocks and pussies as I can.
She was getting close, this self-degradation was getting to her.
"I'm the sluttiest virgin in the world, and I cant wait to finally get fucked. I dream about it every night." Even ramping up to her long-awaited orgasm, the next written line confused Cassie. She paused, but Melissa tapped the paper insistently, and the last thing Cassie wanted at this point was to be locked up again. She hesitantly said: "Please Peter, give me your cum, show me what you think of your slutty little girlfriend letting strangers jerk off to her body. C-cover my body with your jizz!"
It was weird to pretend she was talking to Peter... but the naughty fantasy of Peter seeing her like this pushed Cassie over the edge, making her buck and shake, pulling her bindings tight.
The goat masked man came as well, groaning and puffing, splattering so much thick cum that a fleck even obscured the webcam. Cassie could hear him quietly cursing as he tried to wipe away the mess from his computer, eventually ending the call.
Cassie fell back, peaceful and glowing as Melissa shut down the program and unlocked Cassie's limbs from the bed, gently helping to massage her wrists and ankles, which were red and chafed.
Cassie knew that she should be at very least angry with Melissa, and possibly afraid of her. But after the largest orgasm of her life, she was feeling warm and fuzzy towards everything and everyone. Melissa helped Cassie off the soaking wet sheets, carefully pulled the mask off her face, and held her in a gentle hug. "You are a juicy little girlie, Kissy Swallowes," said Melissa, wrinkling her nose at the filthy bedspread, "But you did a great job owning your sexuality tonight! So empowering!"
"Melissa," said Kissy, snuggling up against her bullies chest, squashing her big, naked breasts against Melissa's soft pajama top, "Maybe you can send me the link to the website after all. I think you and Renee are right, it would be... fun."
"Oooooh, somebody really got hot tonight huh?" Said Melissa with a wicked grin, "Well, you got it Kissy, just make sure you don't wear out your little puss!" she said, reaching a hand to jokingly cup Cassie's satisfied pussy, sending another thrill of lust through Cassie's belly.
"And.... um..... Melissa?" said Kissy meekly, trying to bury her red face into Melissa's breasts to hide it, "Maybe you could write me some more.... scripts, for when I use the site. If- if it's no trouble."
"No trouble at all, Kissy," Whispered Melissa, reaching her hand around to grip Cassie's bare asscheek aggressively, "but believe it or not, Renee is even better at writing scripts than me, so we will write them together to help you out."
Melissa stripped the dirty sheets off the bed and returned with a clean blanket from the closet, spreading it on the bed and getting Cassie to lay down. Cassie soon drifted off, carried on a wave of sexual exhaustion and catharsis. She was blissfully unaware that feet away, Melissa was reviewing the pictures and photos captured tonight, and contacting Rene and Peter so that they could analyze Kissy's progress and discuss what should come next.
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Ramon Barrera thought he was impressive. Faria could tell by the way he walked. By the way, he swept back his medium-length hair and left a streak of gray in it when he dyed it. It was obvious from his slim-cut dark suit, with too many buttons left open on the shirt beneath, that he was cultivating a certain "suave silver fox" aesthetic.
It was more or less working for him, although Faria had no idea why he thought the cane would be a good idea.
Faria wasn't impressed of course. You could find men just like Ramon at any given casino on the strip, usually trying to fool younger women into believing that they're rich. Although Ramon acted like he was one of a kind, he was actually a dime a dozen.
To be fair, most of the other men of Ramon's type weren't famous magicians, so he did have at least one distinguishing characteristic. It had been a few years since he was a household name, but even Faria knew who he was, despite not having much use for pop culture. He had also been in the news quite a bit recently...
"Please explain what brings you here today, Mr. Barrera," said Faria, leaning back in her chair.
"Of course, my dear!" Said Ramon in a booming baritone, flashing a wide, fake smile. "It all has to do with my former protégé, Rebecca. Better known, perhaps, as "Becky Hex"." As he pronounced the stage name of the woman he loathed, his false cheerfulness slipped for a moment, making him look like the bitter old man that he was.
Without needing to be asked, he thrust the photo he had been asked to bring across the desk to Faria. He had chosen a poster for one of Becky's shows, indicating his fixation on her professional success. It showed a lithe, petite woman in a black bodysuit, an almost cartoony witch's hat on her head. With a discerning eye for sexual potential, Faria noted instantly that, although her hips and ass were captivatingly curvy, Becky's chest was as flat as a board. Well, you couldn't have it all. Becky was wearing heavy makeup: pale white with dramatic black cat eyes. Her pouty, black lips were raised in a mysterious half-smile as she reached a hand towards the viewer as if beckoning them.
She was certainly a young woman with a sense of style. Popular as well. From what Faria could gather on the internet, Becky had a large fan base due to her daring style, high-energy shows, and especially for her vocal support for the positive influence of witchcraft, astrology, and spiritualism for modern women. You could buy "Becky Hex" branded tarot cards, star charts, and "spell kits". Stage magic was a dying art, but through social media engagement and tapping into a cultural interest in magic, Becky was making it work.
"And what exactly has Ms. Hex done to you, Mr. Barrera?" said Faria, flicking her eyes up from the captivating poster to Ramon Barrera's grim face.
"Only ruined my entire career," he growled.
"Not every magician is as nice as me," he began, settling into a lecturing style, "Many hoard their secrets carefully. However, I've always believed in supporting fresh talent. I've taken many upcoming young magicians under my wing over the years as a gesture of goodwill. Becky was the most recent, and by God, I wish I never met her."
He took a deep breath to steady himself, his broad shoulders rising and falling, then continued. "She soaked up my knowledge like a sponge, then, when had gotten everything she could from me, she stabbed me in the back."
"The scandal," said Faria flatly, letting the poster drop to the desk. Ramon nodded.
"I let it slip to Becky that I had dated one or two of my former assistants. Now!" He said sharply, holding up a hand, "I want to be absolutely clear: as I have said in the press, each of these relationships was one hundred percent consensual. I've had many, many assistants whom I have not dated. There are absolutely no expectations of anything other than professionalism for the young women whom I employ. These relationships happened naturally, due to mutual attraction."
"But you have to admit, a boss hitting on his employees is at the very least a troubling dynamic," said Faria with a raised eyebrow.
Ramon nodded his head a fraction and muttered, "I concede that it's a moral gray area. But it wasn't the sort of salacious harassment that the press seems to think. In any case, Becky leaked the story, and managed to spin it to make me appear to be some sort of monster."
Faria examined Ramon with a critical eye. She understood why people would instinctively believe he was capable of what the press implied. He gave off a seedy, sleazy vibe. Was Ramon being totally honest? If Faria decided to proceed with Becky Hex, she would be able to figure out the whole truth. "I don't remember hearing Becky's name attached to this story..." Faria said musingly, swiveling back and forth in her chair.
Ramon shook his head in frustration. "She's too smart to be tied to the scandal directly, but it has her style all over it. You have to understand, sometimes my profession attracts people like her. Megalomanics, if you will allow me to be over-dramatic. One way to see magic is that you are using your skills, planning, and brains to fool a crowd of idiots. I don't see it that way, but Becky does. She sees the whole world that way: she is the smartest person in the room, and everyone else is a sucker ripe for exploitation. Once she sniffed out my weakness, she put her brains to work and destroyed me. I deserved it in her mind: I had something she wanted, and I was dumber than her. And I'm not the first! Ask almost anyone who has ever worked with the girl. I have a list as long as my arm of people she had stepped on to get where she is. Promoters, venues, suppliers, craftsmen, fellow magicians. The list goes on!"
"What would she have to gain by fabricating your scandal?" asked Faria suspiciously. She still wasn't completely sold on Ramon's version of events.
Ramon tapped the poster on the desk between them with a thick finger. "This was my tour! After I fell from grace, she was right there, whispering in the organizer's ear about how it would save the tour to hire a young, socially conscious female magician to replace me."
Faria nodded slowly. It was an elegant plan if that really was what happened.
"It's not just me who was hurt by this," said Ramon with weary disgust, "My former assistants, all of whom I am still on excellent terms with, for the record, had their names dragged into this as well. Even as supposed victims, they've suffered from unwanted media scrutiny. Becky has a lot to answer for. More people will get hurt if she doesn't learn her lesson."
Faria stared down at the captivating young woman on the promotional poster. Could cold, calculating viciousness really lie behind those mischievous eyes? "The price for this project is set at twenty-five thousand dollars," she said. She had initially leaned towards refusing the oily magician across from her, but something about this 'Becky Hex' was interesting. Maybe she would be willing to follow this up if Ramon could answer her other questions correctly.
"Of course!" Said Ramon with a smile, "I can write you a check before I leave today."
"One more thing," said Faria, leaning across the table with an intense look in her eyes, "what exactly is your desired result, Mr Barrera? How would you like me to hypnotize Becky?"
A sharp smile broke across Ramon Barrera's face as he thought about the prospect. "Becky gets off on being the smartest person in the room. I think it would be... instructive if she knew how it felt for everyone in the room to be smarter than her. She made trouble for me and my former assistants, so maybe she should know what it feels like to be an assistant who is helplessly in love with her boss."
Faria grinned. "I'll be in touch, Mr. Barrera."
...
Faria had no problem forcing people to follow commands temporarily but to alter a person's mind permanently, she needed to understand her target's true self. Only then could she pitch her voice correctly to interfere with their thought patterns.
If what Ramon said was correct, a wily con artist like Becky would never reveal her true self to someone she had just met. But Faria was experienced by this point. She had a variety of tricks available when the situation called for subtlety.
Becky opened the dressing room door with a bang, immediately glaring at Faria. "So you're the person who's going to take up my whole evening," she said wearily, slumping into a chair. Although her slinky, bottom-heavy body was just as tight and tempting as the poster had implied, the body suit Becky wore wasn't nearly as skin-tight as the one in the poster. Sex sells, thought Faria with amusement. Faria simply nodded at the young magician in response. Becky sighed.
"So let me get this straight." Said Becky in an unimpressed voice, "You want an anonymous source to tell you about what it's like to be a stage magician. For an article." She looked skeptical.
"That's correct." Said Faria simply, smiling one of her Sphinx-like smiles.
"And this interview will be compensated?" Continued Becky with a raised eyebrow.
"Absolutely." Faria, of course, had no intention of paying anyone for the conversation about to take place, but that was no issue: no one but her would remember that it happened.
Becky raised her arms above her head and stretched, giving Faria an excellent view of her sweet little body. Although she was lacking in the breast department, no one would ever call her mannish or angular: her hips and ass were all feminine curves, pressing tightly up against her body suit. Faria almost licked her lips. "Well, what the hell then." Said Becky, resignedly, "If everything is anonymous, what do I have to lose?" She tapped a pack of cigarettes and lit one up, leaning back in her chair. "Hit me with your first question, the sooner we get started, the sooner we can be done."
Faria nodded and looked down at her notebook, pretending to be a little shy. If Becky felt contempt towards her, it would make her job easier. "Do you enjoy your job?" She asked, feigning nervousness.
Becky blew out a cloud of smoke and gave her a flat look, putting her thick, gorgeous legs up on her desk "Wow. Starting with the hard-hitting questions I see. Sure. I guess. The job is mainly getting up on stage every night and fooling the average Joe. I'm skilled at it, but that alone wouldn't take a genius. The average Joe is pretty dumb." She added the last with a smirk on her face.
Perfect. Ramon had been accurate, at least on that score. Becky's body language, her tone, and her words were already giving Faria a good idea of the kind of person she was. She just needed a little more.
"I understand that you have a line of products you sell. Horoscopes, tarot cards, and spirit boards. How did you get into that business? Do you believe in magic?" Asked Faria.
Becky paused, her eyebrows drawing together, cigarette smoldering between her fingers. "I thought I was an anonymous source. Including that question would identify me. What kind of interview is this?" Her dramatic makeup gave her an air of superiority, which added weight to her withering glare.
Oops, I guess she's just as sharp as she claims, thought Faria ruefully. Time to smooth things over a bit. Faria should have a good enough lock on Becky for that at least.
*You can be honest with me Becky*
The voice came out slippery and strange, and for a moment, Rebecca Holcombe, better known as Becky Hex, looked confused and disoriented. Then her face smoothed over, and she looked calm once again.
"Come on, Becky," said Faria coaxingly, "Off the record. I just want to get to know my interview subject better."
"Well, when you put it like that..." murmured Becky, the last of her confusion clearing away. Her black-painted lips quirked up into a mocking smile. "I got into magical shit because my team's market research showed that it was what my biggest fans were already buying. My fans aren't that bright, so we were confident we could sucker them into buying more crap if we put my name on it." Becky looked surprised at her own honesty, not knowing that it had been influenced by Faria's abilities. She pulled a flask out of a drawer and took a long swig before offering it to Faria, who shook her head.
Becky continued, as if now that she had started, she couldn't stop the flow of truth. "As for believing, of course fucking not. All of that shit is made up."
"Are you saying that it is just an empowering, fun pastime for people that they shouldn't take too seriously?" asked Faria innocently.
Becky threw her head back and barked a nasty laugh. "You're not listening to me. I'm not saying that at all. I'm saying that you would have to be a fucking moron to touch any of it with a ten-foot pole. All of the stuff I sell is bought wholesale from a factory in China that uses the lowest possible quality materials. It's crap, I'm just lucky enough to have fans that will pay me for it."
Faria smiled. She had what she needed. Time to get to business.
*Get up and lock the door, Becky* She said. This time her vocal control had been perfected. Without any confusion, Becky immediately rose and locked the door, then sat back down. Only then did her eyes widen as she realized she had moved involuntarily.
*Don't move from that chair, and don't make a sound unless I tell you to or ask a question* Said Faria, heading off any screams from her trapped interviewee.
Becky's eyes darted around, her face a mask of shock and helpless fury. It was an expression that Faria had seen many times, and it never got old.
*You will obey all commands spoken in my normal voice* said Faria, and cleared her throat. "That's better. Now, your interviewer has just a few more questions for you."
Becky seemed to have gotten over her initial shock. Not bad, thought Faria. It normally took her targets a little longer. "Did you fabricate the scandal against your former mentor, Ramon Barrera?"
"I would hardly call that old creep my mentor," answered Becky, keeping a cool, rational tone, "I found him useful for a while."
"Answer the question."
"Yes." Said Becky simply with a defiant tilt to her chin.
"Why?"
"Because I could. He was dumb enough to get caught in my trap. Next time he will think more carefully."
"And you were aware that his relationships were consensual?"
"As if that matters." Said Becky, huffing and crossing her thick thighs over one another, "A horny old man like him hitting on his young female employees was bad enough, I just embellished things a little."
"Ramon claims that you have a habit of stabbing people in the back, metaphorically speaking. Would you say that's accurate?"
Becky shrugged lazily, a smug look crossing her face. "Ramon calls it backstabbing, I call it ruthless cunning. It's a dog-eat-dog world."
Well, that answered Faria's question. Ramon, as creepy as he seemed, had been telling the truth: Becky had completely made up the scandal and was a conniving untrustworthy bitch as well. Just one more criteria to meet before Becky could proceed...
Faria gave her normal disclaimer.
"By requesting my services to be performed on you, my client has wronged you at least as much as you have wronged them. Therefore I will offer you a chance to escape what is about to happen. The fee charged to my client in this instance was $25,000. If you are willing to double that price, I will offer you the chance to simply walk away, or craft a reversed punishment for him. Are you interested?"
Becky didn't ask what services were going to be performed. It seemed she had already guessed that it had to do with the mental control Faria had trapped her with. She had a shrewd, calculating look in her eyes. "What if I offered you 30,000 instead? You make five thousand more, and don't need to deal with that slimeball."
Faria chuckled and shook her head. Becky had overthought her way into trouble this time.
"Wrong answer, Becky."
...
Becky Hex sat in her dressing room chair, stiff and uncomfortable and completely naked.
Her thick hips and thighs made Faira want to dive right in with her hands and feel their soft roundness. Her tits, while only teacup size, and not as tempting as her lower half, were at least adorable, their big, thick nipples already standing earnestly at attention. Becky had a thin strip of light brown public hair, confirming that her head was dyed, and her pussy was puffy and juicy-looking. Coming in at just over 5 feet, Becky had a bratty little body just begging to be punished by a cock.
A pity her mind wasn't as attractive.
"So what, is this supposed to be hypnotism?" Said Becky testily, "I've seen all the tricks. Just more bullshit to fool idiots. It's mainly just the audience playing along."
"Well honey," said Faria patiently, "If you're just playing along, then you're being VERY accommodating." She gave a slow, lingering glance up and down her captive's body, drawing a blush even through Becky's thick, pale makeup.
"Whatever," mumbled Becky, looking away and squirming uncomfortably. "What do you want from me anyway?"
"Oh, it's not about what I want Becky. I'm just here on behalf of my client. And he wants a subservient little bimbo assistant. That's exactly what I plan to give him."
Becky laughed incredulously, then caught Faria's evil smirk, and stopped.
"You can't be serious. I hate assistants. Airheaded little sluts who prance around and simper over their master's tricks. I would never."
"That's right." Said Faria happily, "YOU would never, but our job tonight is to plant the seeds of a whole new you. Now, I got some good starting points from our little interview before, so I think we can move straight into programming."
"Wait! I changed my mind! I can definitely afford 50,000! Just let me..."
*Be silent. Close your eyes. Breathe deeply. You are completely calm. Completely relaxed. Completely receptive.*
Becky relaxed back into her chair, concern fading away from her face. She began breathing deeply, hands folded in her lap.
*The next words that I speak will be your new thoughts. They will replace your old thoughts like they were never there.*
Becky sat, for once not scheming, just quiet and attentive. Her delicate features were beautiful now that they weren't twisted into an expression of smug superiority.
*It is natural to trust and defer to people who are smarter than me.* This one seemed like a safe, easy-to-digest command. Becky might even currently agree with it... she just didn't think anyone was smarter than her. Yet.
"-smarter than me." Becky's voice came a half second after Faria's, quieter than a whisper.
Faria also had to get Becky attached mentally to Ramon as soon as possible. Once she was under Ramon's influence, the man would be able to mold Becky further with Faria's direction.
*Ramon Barrera is a genius and an incredibly handsome man. I am powerfully attracted to him.*




"-attracted to him." Becky's eyebrows creased slightly as she repeated this command. Facial expressions were a good guide to how easily her targets' minds would absorb new thoughts. Some thoughts would sink in rapidly if they were close enough to the original way of thinking. Others could take months of conditioning and training by the client before they would take full hold. Faria had expected Becky to resist this command much more. Her barely creased eyebrows meant that there had been at least SOME attraction there already. Interesting. A little crush on her older mentor? You certainly wouldn't expect it based on how she talked about him.
Faria snapped her fingers, bringing Becky out of programming mode.
"Ok, enough of the preliminaries. Time for some of those hard-hitting questions you were craving, Ms. Magician..."
...
Becky couldn't wait to truly make it in the industry. Sure, she was a popular online figure, and her merch sales were taking off, but the ultimate plan was a permanent residency in a Vegas casino. It would be a sweet life, where she could do the same shitty show for the idiot public every night on autopilot, and spend the rest of her time working out sponsorships and merchandising deals. The tour should have been Becky's ticket to the big time. National exposure, her name in lights, an actual damn promotion budget for a change. She had hoped that it would be easy to worm her way into some sort of residency after such a success.
But she should have known better.
The whole magic industry was a dinosaur run by dinosaurs. Narrowminded. Shortsighted. Idiots. Everyone seemed to hold a grudge against her for doublecrossing them at some point. Didn't they understand that they deserved it for being such idiots? There was no greater insult in Becky Hex's vocabulary than "idiot", and she certainly did apply to a large number of people.
Long story short, Becky was facing the age-old problem of any professional performer: a lack of gigs. So, although she was cautious, she didn't immediately turn Ramon Barrera down when he requested a meeting about a possible joint venture. If Ramon was stupid enough to come running back to her after being burned the last time, Becky certainly wasn't going to chase him away.
When Ramon strode into her office, she had a sudden strange feeling. A sense that her memory of the magician in front of her didn't quite match up with her memory of the man. Becky's memory of the man was a slightly handsome old blowhard who talked too much for his own good and had an annoying soft spot for the cow-titted young women he hired.
But the man she met today... looked good. Strangely attractive. Rugged and confident, with an intelligent gleam in his eye. It flustered Becky a little, leaving her uncharacteristically tongue-tied as she rose to shake his hand. Instead of the handshake she was expecting, she found herself being embraced, feeling Ramon's strong arms pull her small, soft body into his large, muscular one. She could smell some sort of complex, spicy cologne as she was crushed against his body. It felt... right. But it wasn't a good way to start a meeting. After enjoying Ramon's powerful hug for a second too long, Becky cleared her throat and broke the embrace, trying to get the meeting started.
"So Ramon, you had some sort of proposal...?" She asked, trying to suppress the soft smile that kept trying to pull up the corners of her lips. She had to be in control here so she could trick Ramon into the best terms possible. Why was she so happy to see him? If dried-up old has-beens like Ramon Barrera were starting to look good to her, it had been too long since she had gotten laid. Maybe she should go out tonight, find a boy toy to wrap around her finger...
Once Ramon started explaining his plan, Becky had to admit she was impressed. Ramon had always been a smart guy, it was why Becky respected him so much (did she respect him? The thought felt odd for a second. Of course she did. The odd feeling slipped away.) This plan was good even for him. He had managed to use his connections to secure funding for a big show. They would have the resources to pull out all the stops. Enough money for a full six months of development and production of bespoke props and costumes in a rented workshop space. They would advertise it to Ramon's fans as a show starring him, and to Becky's fans with her as the headliner. In theory, they could hit two very different demographics and double their profits. As he explained, Becky found, to her horror that she had started twisting a lock of hair around her finger, smiling as she stared at his flashing smile and soulful gray eyes. She had to force herself to drop her hand to the desk and set her mouth into a straight line. What was wrong with her today?
Becky liked the look of it. She was frankly shocked that an old washed-up magician like Ramon had the connections to secure this level of funding. But there was no reason to let Ramon know that she was impressed. "I don't know," she said with a sigh, painting an unimpressed look onto her face, "You're brand is pretty much toxic at this point. I'm not sure I want to be the token woman who rehabilitates the image of the old misogynist."
"And that's why the contract favors you so much." Said Ramon with a wink, sliding a sheaf of papers across the desk.
Becky took a few moments to flip through it. He wasn't kidding. She was guaranteed a flat amount of money that would by itself compensate her for the pre-production time, plus fifty percent of the profits of the show after her flat fee had been deducted. It was an almost suspiciously good deal. Her eyes flicked up to the handsome older man across from her, weighing him. She had a deep feeling that she could trust Ramon. He was a smart guy. Maybe even smarter than her. But she was sure she could squeeze out a little more.
"I want one thing added," said Becky briskly. Her heart beat a little faster like it always did when the adrenaline of conning someone kicked in. "I want full control. Creative and financial. I'm the boss, you're my employee. I make all decisions." She was pushing things a little far, but that was how negotiation worked: you staked out an extreme position and made your opponent come to you.
"Done!" said Ramon casually, "I'll have my people update the contract before we sign."
Becky almost laughed out loud. This senile old idiot. He had just handed her the keys to the whole operation with barely any pressure at all. Lording it over this old fool as the boss would almost make the whole thing worth it by itself.
Becky flipped through the rest of the document, just to see if any more immediate changes could be made before her people looked it over. A clause caught her eye. She would forfeit her profits and be fired if she was found to be "physically or mentally incapable of performing." The physical thing made sense: maybe she would get into a car accident. What exactly did they mean by "mentally incapable"?
She was distracted by Ramon pulling out another folder from his briefcase.
"Since you will have creative control, maybe you could take a look at some concept art I had commissioned for the show and give me some off-the-cuff reactions."
Becky shrugged but secretly felt pleased to have the chance to demonstrate her power. She flipped open the folder.
The sketches were well done but mostly showed fairly traditional stage magic props and costuming. Nothing objectionable, but nothing exciting. She would have to have her people do what they could to spice it up a little. Then Becky stopped, her mouth dropping into a frown.
"What the fuck, Ramon?" She said, irritated. She held up a concept sketch between her thumb and forefinger like it was something dirty. And in a way, it was. The sketch showed a curvy blonde with enormous tits practically popping out of her pink corset teddy. Her long, powerful-looking legs were covered by fishnet stockings, and she was wearing agonizingly tall hot-pink platform heels. Her pillowy pink lips were curved up into a sultry smile, and her heavily made-up blue eyes gave the viewer a saucy wink. On her head were a stiff pair of pink bunny ears, and her perky bubble butt had a fluffy cotton tail attached. This horny jackass wanted his assistant to dress as a fucking bunny girl.
"I can't believe you are even suggesting this. Even if you weren't already in trouble for shady behavior with assistants, this would be an awful idea. These costumes," she said, holding up the obscene design and tapping it, "Are disgusting. They're demeaning. They're objectifying. You're suggesting we transform an adult woman into a giggly, candy-coated sex object whose only purpose is to stiffen cocks. No fucking way. Read my lips, Ramon Barrera. There will be... NO. FUCKING. BUNNY GIRLS. in my show. Ever." Then she tossed the sketch into the garbage near her desk, noting the attractive older magician's guilty look with smug satisfaction as he murmured, "As you wish, boss."
She liked the way this boss and employee relationship was going already.
...
Becky's lawyer contacted her the next day about the contract. Becky had asked about the "Mental incapability" clause, but apparently, Ramon's people wouldn't budge. Her lawyer launched into a long explanation of why, but Becky was suddenly distracted. She saw the corner of that vile bunny girl sketch sticking out of her trash can, and her mind wandered instantly from the phone call.
Slowly, not knowing quite why she was doing it, Becky pulled out the drawing. Her lawyer was blathering on in her ear, but suddenly all of the big words felt like they were flying right over Becky's head. Becky laid the drawing flat on her desk and studied it again. The outrageous girly-girl color scheme. The sultry, teasing expression. The thick, squishy, fishnet-covered thighs. The big perky ass. She traced the curve of the drawing's enormous tits with a fingernail while unconsciously running a hand up her flat chest. She could never fill a costume like this one...
Becky's lawyer said something that sounded like a question. Becky shook herself and just said, "Um, it's fine, we can just run with the contract as is."
She turned to put the drawing back in the garbage, then, for reasons she didn't understand, slipped it into one of her desk drawers instead.
...
(Weeks ago, during Faria's programming session with Becky...)
"Therrrre we go, Becky." purred Faria, "doesn't that feel nice?"
Becky was blushing deeply, her heavy eye makeup beginning to run a little with sweat. She was leaning back as far as her chair would go and was slowly fingering her dripping pussy.
Faria had been experimenting lately with direct sexual stimulation during the programming process. She had discovered that connecting her commands to sexual stimuli made it easier to reinforce them: the commands would simply take root more and more whenever the target got turned on.
Little Becky was clearly skilled with her hands, and despite her concern over her predicament, was visibly growing hornier by the moment.
Faria sat on the changing room's small loveseat and folded her legs. "Let's talk about brains, Ms. Hex. Do you consider yourself a smart woman?"
"Of... Of course!" Said Becky, breathing heavily, her fingers making obscene wet sounds as they plunged and teased, "I make my living through being smart."
"Uh-huh." Said Faria with stark disbelief. Even in her distracted state, Becky caught her disrespectful tone and frowned, looking up from her forced masturbation to glare at Faria.
"I did a little digging, you know. You seem pretty confident in your brains for someone who barely passed high school."
Becky's eyes went wide with shock and anger. Faria couldn't help but laugh. Not only at Becky's naiveté (the woman clearly overestimated how difficult it would be to dig up high school transcripts) but also at the sight of an outraged woman almost at the point of orgasm from her own rubbing fingers.
"How dare you! I was struggling with social issues, it had.... mmmmmmnothing to do with... with..."
"With being dumb?" asked Faria with a smirk.
Becky was only able to grunt, shaking her head emphatically as her orgasm overtook her, causing her to shake and spasm, a look of indignant denial on her face the whole time.
"Awwww, that's OK Becky." Said Faria condescendingly, "Dumb girls have more fun, after all. Guys find stupid girls adorable!"
Becky came down from her climax, breathing hard, her thick nipples standing straight up like pegs from her flat chest. Her fingers continued working with a mind of their own: Faria hadn't commanded her to stop masturbating. "That's bullshit." Becky panted, "Stupid women get exploited. Tricked. Humiliated. And I'm not stupid!"
"Are you sure, honey?" Said Faria wickedly, pulling a folded article from her purse. She flipped it open and read the title: "Scatter-Brained Young Magician Fails to Impress in Her Giggly Big-Stage Debut."
Faria looked up at Becky, who had screwed her eyes shut tight in mortification. "Your first big show. You giggled. You blushed. You fouled up the tricks. You forgot your lines. Do you know what it sounds like to me?"
"It was just stage fright." Said Becky rapidly, speaking to convince herself as much as to explain to her captor, "Everyone has a bad show sometimes. I don't have those problems anymore!"
Faria ignored her protests. "It sounds like the audience saw a ditzy little bimbo on stage that night, Becky."
Becky wordlessly shook her head in denial again, whimpering at the combined feeling of old humiliation and the unceasing sensation of her fingers.
Faria was well aware that Becky wasn't dumb. The hypnotist had actually been forced to do quite a bit of digging to find the "proof" that she was presenting. The truth about Becky's intelligence was beside the point. The purpose of this exercise was to force an association between feeling stupid, humiliation, and sexual pleasure. Judging by Becky's pathetic wet and sloppy state, the plan was working perfectly. Deep connections were being forged in Becky's brain that would ensure her downfall.
*Programming mode. Silent. Serene. Simple.*
Becky calmed, her pained expression smoothing, her hands finally stopping and resting gently in her lap.
*I've always been a little dumb.* Intoned Faria.
"-a little dumb." Becky didn't like this command at all, her eyebrows pulled down into a glower.
*I forget things easily. Complicated words and ideas go right over my silly little head.*
"-silly little head."
This one took a second. Becky's subconscious mind was fighting back. But in the end, she repeated the phrase.
Since she had resisted these commands so much, it would probably take a significant amount of conditioning from Ramon to allow them to fully sink in. But that wouldn't be a problem: now that humiliation, stupidity, and sexual pleasure were connected in Becky's brain, she would get dumber every time she got horny, and hornier every time she felt stupid, while the erotic humiliation grew and grew.
It was a vicious cycle that could only end in Becky's complete debasement. The perfect trap.
...
Becky walked around the workshop floor, casting a critical eye on the projects that various teams were working on. They had several teams prepping props and set dressing for the show, set to debut several months from now. Becky had insisted on hiring the cheapest workers available, overriding Ramon's objections.
It had been a mixed bag, to say the least. Becky had to grudgingly admit that Ramon may have been right about the need to hire higher-quality workers. Most of them spoke only Spanish, so instructions had to be given through their supervisors, which was sometimes a frustrating game of telephone. Ramon could speak Spanish, but Becky would be damned before she accepted his help in running the show. The workers were also frequently loafing around when they should be working. Becky had to spend most of her time yelling at the lazy slobs to get back to work.
The crew just generally disgusted Becky. Not because she was racist, she insisted in her own mind. They just happened to be a group of lazy, rough, constantly dirty men who got on Becky's nerves every time she had to be around them. Disgustingly, they had wandering eyes as well. Becky had screamed at the youngest worker, probably just barely eighteen years old, the other day for checking out her ass when she leaned over to examine a prop. Juan, she thought his name was. She would have to give him an extra hard time today, just to make up for how angry the memory of that incident made her.
The worst part about them though, was that they were idiots. Most people were idiots, but these workers were even worse. They probably went home every night and stared at the wall drooling until they fell asleep. That's how fucking stupid they were.
Ramon was on the floor today as well Becky saw, wearing a t-shirt that clung to his muscular torso and dark sunglasses that gave him a mysterious charm. He was deep in conversation with one of the costume designers. Becky decided to leave him to it. For some reason, in the past few days, she had begun getting tongue-tied and giggly when talking to Ramon. Even during intense business discussions, she would find herself losing focus and staring dreamily into the older man's sharp gray eyes.
There was something wrong with Becky. Seeing Ramon and feeling the butterflies in her stomach that he had inspired lately reminded her of it. Becky realized at the last second this past Monday that she forgot to file an important permit application. Luckily, she had been able to bust her ass that night and barely file it on time. There were also the payroll documents she had somehow filled out wrong, despite having done it correctly dozens of times before. Maybe she was coming down with something, or the stress of being boss was getting to her.
She saw a group of men sitting around and staring glumly at the prop box designed to have swords thrust through it. Lazy morons. She hurried over to give them a piece of her mind.
The fat, balding supervisor, Mateo, seeing that they were about to get yet another lecture, did his best to head off Becky's anger, "We ran into a problem, Miss." He said quickly, gesturing to the trick box "We built it just like you wanted, but we were testing it today with your swords, and... they don't work. The... how do you call it? Angle. The angle is wrong."
Becky shook her head in disgust. This pack of idiots built a whole cabinet without checking if the dimensions would work first. "Well, sitting around and staring at your own incompetence isn't a job that needs 6 people I think," she said sharply. Despite not understanding English well, the other five men knew what she meant when she used that tone of voice. They scrambled to find another project to work on, while Mateo jealously watched them leave. He would have to stay and get yelled at by the boss.
"So you fucked up one of the most important centerpieces of my set," said Becky with a deceptively calm voice. Ramon had noticed the confrontation and was making his way over. Great. The last thing she needed was her confusingly handsome employee inserting himself into this situation. She tried to concentrate on the idiot fuckup in front of her. "And what's your solution?"
Mateo looked at the floor, trying desperately to come up with an answer that would satisfy her. God Becky hated dumbasses like him. If he had just thought for two seconds this could have all been avoided.
"Well..." Mateo said slowly, "We could rebuild the box, but we would basically need to start from scratch. We might need to order some new materials, and it would set us back a couple of weeks. We could also get different trick swords..."
Ramon was standing there now, watching the conversation with his stupid, dreamy face. Becky ignored him. She didn't have to make puppy eyes at him if she didn't want to. "Each of the swords I use comes custom-made for me from a specialty supplier. Each sword costs almost three hundred dollars." Said Becky through gritted teeth, "Six swords, Mateo. Do you know how much that would cost?"



"Miss Hex I..."
"That's almost a thousand dollars, Mateo!" She said heatedly.
Ramon and Mateo paused and stared at her with strange looks on their faces. The immediate change in Mateo, from cowering fear to surprise, made Becky stop mid-rant, looking back and forth between the two men.
"What?" She demanded nervously, her rage fading a little in her confusion "What did I say?"
"How much would it be for the six swords?" asked Ramon calmly.
"Nine hundred dollars." Said Becky, frowning and trying to read what was going on through Ramon's poker face. A little wormy feeling of apprehension slithered through her gut.
Mateo snorted, suddenly trying to hold back laughter. A smirk was pulling up the corner of Ramon's mouth. "Try again, Becky. Think carefully this time. What is three hundred times six?"
Becky tried to calm down and think, but Ramon's smug, chiseled face made it hard to concentrate. Mateo was now shaking with silent laughter. Becky felt a blush spreading across her face, the nervous feeling in her belly blossomed into wet, hot humiliation. "It's... it's nine hundred Ramon." she said in a weak, almost pleading voice, "don't fuck with me."
"I think we should have a quick chat in the office, Becky," said Ramon with an amused smile as Mateo burst out laughing. Becky had the swooping, uncomfortable feeling of being left out of an inside joke. Ramon took her hand like she was a child and started leading her away. As they left, Mateo said something in low rapid Spanish, his tone amused. Ramon laughed and said something back as they walked away.
Becky's brain whirled as they walked. But... she had gotten the correct number! You took three hundred, then added the six to the three. It was simple math. There wass no way she could get it wrong. Was Ramon just messing with her? And what did it matter if she made some sort of minor math error? These two guys were just being jerks.
When they reached the office, Ramon took the chair behind the desk, technically her chair, since she was the boss. That left Becky with the battered chair that she kept in the office for guests. She sat down gingerly.
"I got an interesting call from the city planning department the other day." Said Ramon, leaning back in the chair and putting his feet on Becky's desk. Becky frowned. She had assumed they were going to talk about whatever those two had been laughing about on the workshop floor. Why was he changing the subject?
"It seems like our permit application came in riddled with errors." Said Ramon, removing his dark glasses so she could see his serious expression. Becky's mouth went dry. That couldn't be! She had worked so hard on that application, "riddled with errors" must be an exaggeration. Maybe a minor spelling mistake or two.
"I was told that you listed your name instead of the business name. And your home address instead of our business address for starters," He added, almost apologetically. Becky put a hand over her eyes, instinctively trying to hide her shame. Those were no small mistakes. It didn't seem possible. How could she have made mistakes that stupid? Becky's breath caught in her chest, hot and ragged. The twisting feeling of humiliation seemed to radiate out from her belly and fill her up from her head to her feet.
"I've also had to correct the last few payroll forms that you completed." Said Ramon, looking her seriously in the eye. "Are you feeling alright, Becky?" For the past few weeks, Becky had been making stupid, easy-to-catch mistakes, and the gorgeous older man sitting across from her knew all of them. For some perverse reason, the shame of that knowledge was lighting a fire inside her. Somehow, the idea that Ramon saw her as an airhead was turning her on.
Flustered, she tried to think of an explanation that she could use. "I... I don't know what to say, Ramon.." she floundered. An explanation seemed to bubble up from her subconscious... "I've always been a little dumb." The words seemed to burn in her mouth and sent a strange sexual thrill up her spine. Why did she say that? That wasn't true... was it?
"Come here, Becky." said Ramon firmly, crooking a finger. His eyes were warm but had a steely glint in them. She wasn't sure why he wanted her closer, but something about his confident tone made Becky get up and start walking before she even considered staying seated. She approached the older man slowly and nervously, watching his cat-like grin. The fact that Ramon had just uncovered a list of her embarrassingly stupid fuck-ups had suddenly flipped the power dynamic completely. Becky felt like a naughty child being called to the principal's office. On her short walk around the desk, the slimy friction of her upper thighs informed her that she was becoming aroused, God knew why. Finally, she stood at his side, looking down, twisting her hands nervously.
Suddenly, unexpectedly, Ramon pulled her down with gentle, but firm hands, sitting her on his lap. She started to protest, but then his lips were on hers. His lightly stubbled face scratched her soft skin as he passionately kissed her, holding her on his lap. She could feel his cock stirring in his pants beneath her ass. She should stop this, push him away, call him out for the pig he was. But for some reason, the combination of her embarrassing mistakes, her inexplicable horniness, and the sudden power Ramon had gained by exposing her failures held her captive, making her escape mentally impossible. Becky returned his kiss, snuggling herself up against Ramon's muscular body.
Ramon broke the kiss, holding Becky dominantly by the chin. "What's three hundred times six, Becky?" He said, that teasing smirk returning to his face, "I'll give you three chances." This was Becky's chance to prove she was a smart woman. It really was basic math. She had just had a brain fart due to her exhausting work schedule. Now that she had time to think, the question would be a piece of cake. It was clear that nine hundred wasn't the correct answer. Maybe she was just off by a factor of three hundred.
"One thousand two hundred." Said Becky confidently. Ramon only chuckled and shook his head. His hand reached down and popped open the button on the front of Becky's jeans. Her face instantly went red, and it felt like her head was filling with pink fog. What was he going to do? Had she sent him the wrong message by kissing him back? Could she turn this around and make this a professional conversation again? Did she want to? "Come on Becky, this is basic stuff." Said Ramon's mocking voice, "I think my nephew is doing this kind of problem right now in math class. He's in fifth grade. Guess two." Becky felt the sting of Ramon's last jibe. Math had never been her best subject, but she certainly wasn't at a fifth-grade level. She was just getting distracted. She needed to calm down and think clearly. Her now unbuttoned pants and Ramon's stiff, hot cock pressing into her ass from below made that impossible.
She tossed out another guess at random. "One thousand four hundred!" She panted. "Even further off," whispered Ramon in her ear. His rough warm hand slid slowly down her belly, pushing its way into the front of her jeans, its intrusion pushing down the zipper as it went. Becky felt a spark of electricity as Ramon's strong, manly fingers made contact with her pussy, just lightly resting there for a moment. "What's the answer, Becky?" he said insistently, his hand stationary, cupping her throbbing pussy lightly. Becky couldn't think; could barely breathe. Her whole world felt like it consisted of the feeling of Ramon's powerful fingers resting on her vulnerable pussy. Everything else felt distant and unimportant.
"I don't know!" Squeaked Becky, burying her face into Ramon's neck, breathing in his spicy cologne, feeling a torrent of raw humiliation and dark, sticky arousal as she admitted that, at least for the moment, grade school math was beyond her. Ramon said nothing, simply plunging a finger deep inside Becky, making her gasp at the fireworks of sensation that his thick finger shot through her veins. She was shocked to feel how wet she had become. Being tormented by this smug man over her embarrassing mistakes was somehow becoming one of the most erotic experiences of her life.
"Do you know what Mateo said to me as we were leaving? I know you don't speak Spanish." His finger moved slowly, but powerfully, deeply penetrating Becky with long, deliberate strokes. She shook her head, her hips moving on their own, responding to Ramon's stimulus. "He said 'and this is the bitch that handles the money.'" Becky moaned, a combined sound of horror and arousal. "I bet he's telling all the other workers right now about how their bitch of a boss can't handle basic multiplication." Continued Ramon cruelly, "I think you lost all of their respect today, Becky."
Becky just moaned, too lost in her private hell of sexual torment to respond. Her hips were bucking powerfully now against Ramon's fingers in desperate, fluid movements. "You know that you were the one that fucked up that sword box right?" continued Ramon, his fingers working with a smooth, even rhythm, "You were the one that signed off on the dimensions without checking." Becky gasped and clung tight to Ramon's strong chest. Her small chest meant that normally a bra was unnecessary, but now it meant that her big sensitive nipples were poking hard through the thin material of her t-shirt and pushing up against Ramon's muscled chest.
Ramon's fingers suddenly stopped. Becky whined, still trying to grind against his hand to reach her building climax. Ramon turned her face to force her to look him in the eye. "I can help you, Becky. I can cover for you. Make sure that your mistakes don't become too serious, maybe even help you get some of your respect back from the crew."
That actually sounded incredible. Becky felt a relief of tension she hadn't realized was there. Running the preparations for the show had just gotten so complicated recently. Although she had been trying to not admit it to herself, she had been feeling overwhelmed. It would be nice to have a smart, confident man helping her out.
"But I need honesty." Said Ramon in a grim voice. "I need to hear you tell me why you need my help."
Becky thought. Ramon's hand was still there, resting against her hot, wet pussy. What did he want her to say? "I need your help because you are a smart, capable man." She said, testing to see if flattery was what he was after. He stared at her, unmoving. "And?" He prompted.
"And... because I can't handle the job."
Ramon smiled, and his fingers began moving again, immediately flooding her with sweet, powerful pleasure. "Why can't you handle it?" He murmured.
"Because it's a really complex job." Ramon's fingers stopped again. "Is that really why?" He asked incredulously. Becky whined in frustration. Right now, it felt like convincing Ramon to finger fuck her was the most important thing in the world. ... far more important than her dignity.
"Because... because I'm not that smart..." She said hesitantly. Ramon's fingers began working again as a cruel smile broke across his face. "Go on." He demanded.
"I'm... Oh God... I'm just a dumb little ditz who likes to pretend she's got brains." Said Becky, feeling Ramon's approval of her self-degrading words in the skillful movement of his fingers.
"I'm an airhead bimbo... Yes! Right there! I'm a stupid slutty dum-dum who can't think straight when I see cute boys! More! More!" She was so close. She was firing off a stream-of-consciousness rant, saying what she knew Ramon wanted to hear.
"I'm.... Gooddddddd, I'm a stupid little girl who needs a man to think for me. I'm.... I'm an idiooooot"
While applying her favored insult to herself, Becky came all over Ramon's fingers, shaking and moaning over multiple orgasms.
To be fair to Ramon, he was a gentleman afterwards, lending her his jacket to wrap around her waist. Her jeans had become a little...messy, so it was better if the workers didn't see the results of her and Ramon's little tryst. Ramon insisted that she go home and rest, saying he could take care of supervision for the rest of the day. It seemed like Ramon had become used to giving orders since this morning. Becky wasn't thrilled with his new attitude, but she felt too drained to make a big deal of it right then and there.
When she had collected herself a little, she thought the whole thing had been a bit silly. As she was driving home, she groaned as she realized that the answer to the simple math problem had been one thousand eight hundred. She just couldn't understand why she had found the problem so difficult in that moment.
Becky decided to still accept Ramon's help to run the preparations.Things had been feeling a little overwhelming after all, and her strange lapse in math ability today showed that fatigue was catching up with her. She was still the boss. One of the most important skills of a great leader was delegation. Of course, there would be no more kissing, and certainly no more under the pants stuff. That was clearly just another symptom of stress. She obviously didn't want a relationship like that with a creepy old man like Ramon Barrera.
...
(Months ago, Fari'a programming session with Becky continues...)
With a flick of her wrist, the card vanished from Becky's hand. Faria gasped softly with appreciation, and applauded, only half sarcastically. Becky wasn't all talk. Even stark naked, shining from her own juices and nipples painfully hard on her tiny chest, her skills were impressive.
"Wow!" said Faria, "and without any sleeves to hide it in!"
Becky gave her a wry look and turned her hand to reveal the hidden card, held by the backs of her fingers. "Vanishing objects is one of the basics of Magic. It's what most of the common crowd expect when they visit a magic show. There are many ways to do it. It's the first thing I learned to do when studying magic, and it's still the thing I'm best at." Faria had decided to give Becky a short break after the intensity of the masturbation session. Letting someone talk about one of their passions was a good way to relax them. But Becky looked relaxed enough at this point.
"Does it ever get tiring?" asked Faria pleasantly. Becky looked at her, surprised, then caught the look in Faria's eye and realized that they were returning to business.
"You know, being an insufferable know-it-all." Continued Faria in a teasing tone.
Becky sighed and shook her head. "I'm not going to apologize for being smart. Too many girls dumb themselves down so that they don't bruise male egos. Fuck that."
"But isn't it sometimes a relief to let someone else make the decisions and relax for a while?" continued Faria.
"No fucking way," replied Becky coldly, "I'm in control of my life, and I don't trust anyone to make decisions for me. Especially not some knuckle-dragging man who thinks his IQ is higher than mine on account of the dangling bits between his legs. "
"But don't you sometimes want to just... turn off your brain?" Pressed Faria. "Watch a stupid TV show just for fun, eat a whole tub of ice cream, make out with a cute boy that you know deep down is a loser. Some of life's best experiences are had when you don't let your brain get in the way of your fun."
Becky just frowned. "I don't see it that way." She said simply with a shrug.
Faria leaned forward, smiling broadly. "You're about to." Becky had just enough time for a look of confusion before Faria snapped her fingers.
*Programming Mode. Soft. Placid. Empty.*
Becky relaxed back into her chair, her body releasing all of the tension she had been holding a moment before.
*My next words will be your new thoughts, replacing the old thoughts like they were never there.*
Becky looked like a sleeping angel. Her little upturned nose and pouty lips were really adorable when her face wasn't locked into a self-important sneer.
*It is relaxing and arousing to turn off my brain and not think for a while.*
"- for a while."
Becky's face was dreamy, but her brow was furrowed at this command. It clashed with her deeply held beliefs."
*I love it when a smart confident man makes decisions for me. It's a huge turn-on.*
"-turn-on"
Another angry expression. Ramon would have his work cut out for him if he wanted these particular rewrites to settle into Becky's mind. But once the switch had been flipped... Faria was willing to bet the changes in Becky's mind and behavior would be swift and dramatic.
Faria snapped her fingers again, waking Becky into blinking confusion.
"Let's talk titties, Becky." Said Faria with a grin, "Or, I suppose, the lack thereof."
...
Becky stared longingly at the drawing of the bunny girl she had taped to the wall of her office. She pouted her lips and smiled, trying to match the alluring come-hither expression of the scantily-clad bimbo in the drawing. She could make the same sexy face. She was sure. She just needed some practice in the mirror. Becky's cell phone rang on the desk, but she ignored it, as she had been doing for the past hour. She was taking a little break from hard, scary thoughts right now, and she was sure that the phone call would involve lots of complicated thinking.
Becky ran her hands down her ass with a critical eye on the drawing. Her ass was just as good, she decided, pushing it out and arching her back. The woman in the drawing had an unfair advantage: her tall platform shoes were pushing her ass up and making it look plump and bouncy. Maybe Becky should buy some shoes like that, just to make the comparison...
The phone stopped ringing, much to Becky's relief. She really wasn't in the right mood for thinking today.
Becky ran her hands up the front of her shirt, staring at the picture, her eyebrows furrowed. The woman in the drawing had big, juicy, fun-looking titties, and she had none. It wasn't fair. Even in the pink fog of her self-imposed vacation from thought, Becky knew that it was silly to be jealous of a porn image drawn by a horny man, but she couldn't help but feel the spiky, acidic envy through her whole body as she looked at the drawing's huge, luscious tits.
She heard the door open softly behind her. She had locked the door, and there was only one other person who had a key. That must mean that it was...
"Ramon!" she squealed with excitement, running across the room to throw her arms over his shoulders and turn her face up to give him a big kiss. Ramon was just who she needed right now, a big strong man to tell her what to do. She had a momentary thought that she probably should have tried to hide the bunny-girl drawing, but the thought faded away in the heat of Ramon's dominant lips.
After a long, deep kiss, Becky broke away and buried her face in Ramon's strong, nice-smelling chest. She felt a little upset, but she couldn't remember why.
"I heard about the podcast," said Ramon mildly. Oh, shoot. Yes, that was why she was upset. She couldn't look Ramon in the eyes, instead playing with one of his shirt buttons. "It wasn't fair," whined Becky, "they tricked me. They acted like they were my friends, and I thought I could trust them."
"And you forgot you were being recorded?" asked Ramon gently. Her face growing red, Becky mumbled, "I guess so." It had been a setup from the beginning. They had asked her for her real opinion about astrology and crystals and all that crap, and Becky had been having such a good time she had accidentally explained how she didn't believe any of it, and only said she did it to sell things to suckers.
"Your assistant has been trying to call you." said Ramon, pulling her close and stroking her hair. All that Becky could do was nod. She knew what the phone call would be about. How her sponsorships were being pulled, and how people were calling for a boycott of her spiritualism products. All she wanted was a stress-free afternoon where she could just forget about all her problems, turn her brain off, and relax. That's what she wanted from Ramon right now. She began planting soft kisses on his chest, and her hot little hand snuck down his body to feel the hardness between his legs. They had been having a casual little office fling these past few weeks. Nothing serious. Just a few heavy makeout sessions a day, some handjobs, some fingering. Nothing serious, just light flirting basically. If Ramon could take the hint, maybe she would be willing to let him get a little further today, just as a distraction from her problems.



Instead, frustratingly, Ramon pushed her away. "Sorry, Becky," he said with a wry smile, "I'm afraid you are too busy today for fun. You've been putting off the payroll paperwork for a month, and it needs to get done today. You also have to give final notes to the advertising agency, and then you'll need to head down to the floor: some of the teams need feedback on their projects before they can continue." He set down a thick folder of paperwork on her desk.
Nothing in the world looked less appealing to Becky at this moment than the stack of work. How had her responsibilities piled up this badly? True, she had been taking a lot of "thought vacations" lately, but surely not enough to put her this far behind! "Awwww, Ramon, didn't you say that you would help me?" She said pitifully, "Pretty please?"
"I have been helping you Becky, but all the work here," he said, tapping the folder, "Needs the personal approval of the boss. I can't do that for you. As long as you are the boss, these are your responsibility."
Becky looked at the thick folder with dismay. She just couldn't do it. Not today. Her brain just wasn't able to do all that thinking. Suddenly, a thought popped into her brain, shining like a lightbulb in a dim room. "Ramon..." she said sweetly, "what if I wasn't the boss anymore? What if you were the boss instead?"
Ramon sat on the edge of the desk, putting a finger to his chin. "Hmmmm, so then I would do all the hard work, and make all the really difficult decisions, and you would just be free to relax and do your magic tricks?" Becky nodded and grinned, having to stop herself from jumping and giggling in glee. She knew she was a smart girl! This was such a good idea!
"I don't know," said Ramon with a twist of his lips, "It doesn't sound like much fun for me." Becky's happy face fell. Oh no! This idea was just what she needed, and now Ramon was going to ruin it for her! "Please, Ramon!" She said, grasping his hand and making her eyes as big and sad as she could, "I think you would be a waaaay better boss than silly little me! You've got to!"
"I don't know," said Ramon reluctantly, crossing behind the desk to flop into the office chair, "Let me think for a second." He leaned back in the office chair and put his hands behind his head, a strange grin on his face. He reached down and unbuttoned his pants, pulling out his large, stiff cock. He looked over to Becky and said "You don't mind, do you? It was cramped and making me uncomfortable, and you've seen it before."
Becky just nodded, a sneaky little smile pulling up the corner of her lips. If Ramon was feeling horny, she would easily be able to convince him to take this horrible job. She walked around the desk as well, being sure to add a little sway to her walk, before sitting on the edge of the desk in a way calculated to show off her ass.
Ramon gave her ass a lingering stare before his eyes returned to Becky's face. "The problem is, Becky, that an employee needs to respect their boss. They need to do whatever their boss says. Submit to him, you might say. You were never very good at respecting me or submitting to me when you worked with me before. I just don't know if I want to be your boss again."
Oh, Ramon was making this so hard!, thought Becky. Why could he just take away her power and responsibilities like she wanted him to? "But I do respect you Ramon!" she whined, "and I will definitely submit to you! What can I do to show you what a good employee I will be?"
Ramon's gray eyes suddenly had a hot, dangerous edge to them. He leaned forward and planted his feet on the ground. "Kneel." He said in a flat voice.
"Wh-what?" Asked Becky in a breathy voice, taken aback.
"Kneel down and beg me. Then I will consider it." His voice was now as hard as stone.
Becky thought that was a little extreme, but she had just insisted that she would do whatever Ramon said, afterall. Ramon was scaring her a little bit with his sudden commanding tone and sharp look, but at the same time, it sent a little shivery feeling up Backy's spine that wasn't totally unpleasant. With her wide eyes locked onto Ramon's hard face, Becky slowly slid off the desk and landed on her knees in front of Ramon. In this position, Ramon looming over her, his hard cock towering directly above her face, the shivery tingle in her spine was one hundred times stronger, and seemed to have been connected straight to her pussy. Becky gulped.
"Beg." Said Ramon.
"Please sir. Please take away all of my power. You are a big, strong, smart man who deserves to be the boss, and I'm a brainless slut who wants nothing but to follow your orders and please you. I respect you so much. Please, be the boss of me, sir!"
Becky was well aware of what kind of dirty talk Ramon liked to hear. It usually involved Becky talking about how stupid and worthless she was and praising Ramon. She could see it working on him now: his cock twitched and throbbed at her words. But she still saw resistance in his eyes for some reason. "I'm just not sure you would do anything to please me. Is there any way you could ask me really nicely while showing me how much you respect me?"
Becky's mind was clouded with lust, but, on her knees between Ramon's legs, his throbbing cock inches from her face, her instincts told her what Ramon wanted without having to think very hard. She raised herself up and little and took Ramon's cock in her little hands.
"May I suck your cock, Ramon?" she asked sweetly, her eyes soft and upturned.
He smiled down, pleased at her idea. "Call me 'Boss'" He said.
"May I suck your cock, Boss?" said Becky, shyly returning his smile.
Ramon's only response was to gently grab the back of her head and slide his cock inside Becky's sweet mouth. Becky luxuriated in the feeling of victory. Finally, through her quick thinking she had gotten exactly what she had wanted: a man to take over thinking for her. Now she could just relax and focus on her magic. Ramon's powerful cock stretched out her lips. With his hand on her head, Ramon controlled the pace and intensity of the blowjob, esentially using her mouth as a masturbation tool. She did her best to service his big cock with her tongue as it forcfeully plunged into her mouth, deeper and deeper.
Ramon was clearly exploring what her limits were as he slowly but relentlessly pushed further and further into her throat. Becky closed her eyes and focused on the slithering of her tongue, trying her best to accommodate and welcome her boss's dick like the good submissive employee she was. Finally, Ramon had gotten as far as she could handle, and he withdrew, his cock dripping with her thick saliva only about halfway down its length.
"Strip." commanded Ramon simply.
Becky, remembering what Ramon had said about employees doing whatever a boss wanted, did so immediately, pulling off her sweater, her skirt, and finally, her soaking wet panties. Ramon stared down in confusion. Becky followed his gaze, then blushed as she realized he was staring at the white x's of tape she had used to cover her nipples. The past few weeks there had been too many times when she had become inexplicably aroused, her stiff nipples pressing against her shirt for all to see. A bra had seemed like overkill for her tiny tits, so she had simply taped them down to prevent embarrassment.
Ramon reached down with a cruel grin, slowly and painfully peeling off the adhesive strips to reveal Becky's puffy, aching nipples. "No more of this." He said, smiling at Becky's squeaks of pain and arousal as the adhesive peeled away. "You can see when you make all of the men horny, so it's only fair that they can see how horny you are as well." Finally, he finished, and Becky kneeled, completely nude and revealed, panting and blushing, with hard nipples jutting up from her flat chest and juices dripping down her inner thighs. Oh how the mighty had fallen, Ramon couldn't help but think.
He leaned back again. "Come here, Becky, show my balls how much you respect me."
Without a word of complaint, Becky crawled forward and began noisy slurping and sucking Ramon's tesicles, using her tongue and lips to wordlessly communicate her submission to her new boss.
"I think we should make some other changes as well. You know the working men don't like you very much. You were pretty mean to them when you were the boss. I want you to change that. Be really nice and friendly with them. Flirt a little. I think they would like that." Ramon reached down and tucked a strand of Becky's straight black hair behind her ear, She ran her tongue around the underside of his balls, then greedily sucked one into her mouth, using her slim little tongue to bathe it all over. Her eyes were focused and attentive on his as her mouth worked: the perfect employee.
"I want you to start dressing better too. Shorter skirts. Tighter shirts. More makeup. I just think it would brighten up the workplace a little." Ramon continued, as Becky gently nuzzled at his testicles, planting soft, gentle kisses all over his sack.
Suddenly there was a knock at the door. Becky froze, but Ramon immediately called, "Come in!"
Mateo, the fat, balding foreman of the fabrication workers walked in, holding a form. He froze as well as he saw what was going on. "Come in! Come in! Said Ramon jovially. With a casual hand, he guided the shocked Becky's mouth back to his dick, sliding it inside. "There has been a slight change in leadership."
Mateo's shocked expression slid into a mean leer. "But the old boss is still around I see." He said with amusement.
Becky's mind was in a whirl. She was mortified that the idiot slob of a superviser was seeing her like like this: naked with a dick in her mouth. On the other hand, Ramon's cock felt so good as it pushed dominantly between her lips... And Ramon had said that she needed to do whatever he said... And it would probably be really complicated to come up with an excuse that explained what she was doing. Maybe it was just better to let Ramon handle it. He was so much smarter than her, surely he could explain things to Mateo in a way that didn't embarrass her that much. She just needed to take a little break from thinking, and luckily, she had a yummy cock right here to distract her. She began to get into the blowjob, needed less and less guidance from Ramon's hand, until it finally fell away and she was enthusiastically bobbing her head up and down Ramon's shaft.
Mateo and Ramon were babbling about some sort of complex man-stuff, laughing and joking as Becky worked, naked and sweaty between her boss's knees. Nothing she needed to worry about she was sure, stuff only a boss could handle: way above her head. Mateo and Ramon were ignoring her, like she was some kind of furniture. Not an equal, just an object Ramon happened to be using to get off while an adult conversation was happening. The idea was totally demeaning, but Becky couldn't deny how hot it made her. Her hand reached between her squatting legs, forgetting Mateo's leering eyes as she fingered herself, lost in the erotic humiliation. Becky increased her pace, wrapping her lips tightly and swirling her tongue. She needed to prove her worth as an employee. She wanted her reward for all her hard work.
Finally, Ramon excused himself briefly from the conversation, pushing her head back to spray his hot white seed in thick ropes all over Becky's face and body. The sensation of the hot sperm splattering on her skin pushed Becky over the edge as well, and she moaned and came from her own wriggling fingers. In the moment of orgasm gaze locked onto the mocking eyes of her former employee, Mateo.
Ramon looked down and used a handful of Backy's hair to wipe his drooling cock. "That will be all for today, Becky." He said with a smile, "Get dressed and get back to work on your routine for the show. I will expect a status update by the end of the week."
Becky got back into her clothes, feeling pleased with her newly won freedom. Even Mateo's snigger couldn't bring her down as she closed the door of her boss's office behind her, walking down the stairs from the office to join her fellow workers, overlooked globs of her boss's cum still flecking her face.
...
(Months ago, in Faria's programming session with Becky...)
Faria watched with amusement as Becky moaned and squirmed, her fingers pinching and lightly twisting her own erect nipples.
"I've heard that girls with tiny tits are actually much more sensitive," said Faria, her eyes sparkling, "I'm glad to see that it's true."
"Noooo!" cried out Becky in embarrassment and pleasure, all of her earlier bravado lost, "let me stop! Please! It's too much!"
Faria rose and walked over to her writhing captive, leaning down. "Here Honey, let me help you with that..." Faria dipped her head, and with an evil wink at the panting magician, nudged Becky's hand out of the way and sucked one of Becky's nipples into her mouth, attacking the hard nub with her tongue and nipping it lightly with her sharp, white teeth. Becky's squeaks and moans of humiliated arousal rose in intensity as her hand instinctively twined and twisted through Faria's wavy black hair, pulling her close to her chest even as her mouth protested: "No! Noooo!"
Faria made sure she gave both of Becky's large sensitive nipples plenty of attention with her lips, teeth, and tongue before finally withdrawing, leaving Becky a soaking, shuddering mess, her fingers still compelled to keep working on her engorged nipples.
Time to get back to business. "So, now that you have to be honest, tell me: have you ever considered breast enhancement?" Said Faria, settling back into her seat.
Becky gave her a sulky look, clearly reluctant to answer, but compelled to by Faria's hypnotic voice. "I considered it when I was younger, but I always decided against it." she said finally.
"Why not? Explain."
"Big tits seem like something that society screams at women that they should want. That men in particular want to force women to have. It seems so idiotic. Women want big tits because men want to see them. Men want them because they want women to be eye candy for them. So if I had a doctor give me big tits, am I just having surgery in order to appeal to men that I don't even want to date? Am I doing it to compete with other women who feel smugly superior to me for a stupid reason? It just seemed stupid to me." Such soul-searching words looked ridiculous from a woman still madly flicking and pinching her own nipples.
Faria had heard enough.
*Programming mode. Empty. Receptive. Eager.*
Becky's fingers finally fell away from her throbbing nipples, leaving them standing straight up, stiff and swollen, from her chest as her eyes closed and her breathing slowed.
*Big, beautiful breasts look amazing, and I want some for myself.*
"- I want some for myself."
There was less resistance to this than Faria thought there would be. Becky's resolution must not be as strong on this point as she thought.
*I want men to drool when they see me, and I want women to feel jealous.*
"-feel jealous."
*I want to dress and act like a girly-girl, so that men will pay more attention to me*
"-attention to me."
*Attention and approval from men are the most important things in the world.*
"-in the world."
This one had more resistance but was crucial for the long-term success of the project. Well, thought Faria as she snapped her fingers, men were certainly going to find Becky pleasant to be around once these changes took effect.
...
Ramon Barrera saw the gathered crowd as he came down the stairs to the workshop floor. It didn't take a genius to guess who was the center of attention. Becky had completely changed her wardrobe at her new boss's instruction: short shorts and skirts that showed off the wide flare of her hips and bouncy ass, tight shirts which left her flat tummy exposed, tall high heels, bright shiny lipgloss; all in various shades of girly-girl pink. Becky had also taken his instructions to be nice and friendly towards the workmen very seriously these past few weeks. Nowadays, wandering hands and fingers on Becky's tight young body received nothing other than a giggle and a half-joking "stop it, you bad boy!" from the horny little slut. Despite how flat her chest was, the perpetually stiff nipples poking through her thin shirts were especially tempting targets and never failed to draw a squeal of delight and embarrassment when pinched by the rough fingers of the workmen.
Ramon shook his head as he heard the excited murmurs of the crowd of rough, sweaty working men. What had they tricked the little bimbo into this time? The number of times that he had caught Becky in a compromising position with one of the crew this past week... Kissing a man because "his lips were chapped and he needed lip gloss", fishing around in a man's pocket for minutes on end because she couldn't find the bolt he swore was there, getting naked on the open workshop floor to try on costumes because "all the guys promised they would close their eyes and not peek." The boys respected the boundaries he had set with them: none of their cocks could enter any of Becky's holes: those were just for Ramon. If he hadn't set that restriction, he was positive Becky would get tricked into taking dirty blue-collar dick in every hole by the end of the working day.
His dick stiffened a little with anticipation as he pushed through the murmuring crowd. He wasn't disappointed. The scene that the men were gathering around was hilarious and erotic in equal measure. A work table had been repurposed for a poker game. Three fully clothed men sat playing with Becky, who was utterly naked, the flimsy pink scraps that were now her usual clothing scattered around her feet. She looked completely humiliated and deeply aroused at the same time. Her face was bright red, and her breaths were coming in ragged gasps. Her big bubblegum-pink nipples stood straight out from her flat chest, earnest and stiff as usual, and by the way her wide squishy hips were wriggling and fidgeting on her stool, Ramon was positive she would leave a wet spot when she got up.
"Ok," said Mateo in a cheerful voice from his position at the table, "Everybody show your hands." He flopped his cards down on the table. "I have five aces." This drew a snicker from the crowd, but Becky's eyes didn't leave her cards. Her legs crossed and uncrossed, rubbing together incessantly.
"Royal flush." Said the man to his left, drawing another nasty laugh from the crowd.
"Full house, aces over." Said the third man, giving a wry look at the two others who had outperformed him at the game of outrageous cheating. Becky just moaned in despair, an edge of arousal creeping into her tone. "All I have is numbers." she said miserably, as she tossed her hand down. Even Ramon had to hold back a laugh. Someone in the crew must have picked up some sleight of hand (although it admittedly wouldn't take much to fool Becky at this point): Becky had been dealt an absolutely awful hand, with seven as her highest card.
"But... but boys, I don't have any clothes left! I'm all naked, see? How am I supposed to pay if I can't take off any other clothes?"
This drew a nasty chuckle from the crowd. Mateo leaned forward over the table, his fat, dirty face broke into a predatory grin. "I think if me and the boys think it over, we can come up with a way for you to pay us, Becky, don't worry."
Ramon almost felt bad for spoiling all of their hard work, but he had something that took priority. He would find a way for Becky to make it up to them later. He cleared his throat. "Sorry to ruin the fun, boys, but I need to borrow Becky for a little chat." He shrugged and smiled at the groans of frustration, grabbing Becky by the hand to lead her away.
"Umm, wait a sec, boss," she said nervously, looking back as they pushed through the small crowd, "My clothes are still..."



"Don't worry about that, Becky." said Ramon brusquely, pulling Becky along by the hand. Becky was always more submissive and pliable when naked, and what he was about to do would need her to be eating out of his hand. "All the guys have seen everything already, right? So it shouldn't be an issue." Becky's eyebrows wrinkled as she gave this some thought, then she broke into a sunny, innocent smile and nodded.
Ramon pulled Becky aside into the corner used by the costume designers. It was mildly out of the way, but certainly not hidden from the rest of the workshop floor. Ramon could see several of the workers getting back to their workstations from where he stood.
Becky looked up into Ramon's face, feeling the difference between his big, muscled, fully-clothed bulk and her petite, shivering, nude body. For some reason, situations like this, where Ramon held all of the power, respect, and control at her expense seemed to turn her on like nothing else. She was glad and disappointed at the same time that he had pulled her away from that horrible poker game. It had been powerfully, deeply humiliating to be stripped naked in front of all those big, rough men. Especially since she had looked down on them so much up until recently. She didn't feel that way ever since her boss told her to be nicer to them. Despite their dirty, slightly scary exteriors, they were really nice boys who treated her really well, even if they were sometimes a little naughty.
"We need to talk, Becky." Said Ramon, cupping her face in one strong hand while giving her a serious look.
Ramon was just soooo handsome, especially when he was being so business-like and take-charge. Becky was already all juicy from thinking about what those naughty boys at the poker game wanted to do with her, and all she wanted right now was to make her big, manly boss happy. Becky eagerly sank to her knees in front of the tall older man, running her little hands up and down the bulge in the front of his pants. "Why don't you talk and I listen, boss?" She said with a giggle, "I can think of something a lot more fun to do with my mouth."
"Right here on the workshop floor, Becky? What if someone sees you, you little slut?" Said Ramon with a shake of his head. Becky was really good at reading Ramon's moods at this point, however, and it was obvious that he approved of the idea immensely. In seconds she had fished his hard cock out of his pants and had her lips wrapped around it, slurping happily.
Becky didn't remember enjoying blowjobs this much before, but with Ramon it was different. Something about the humble act of submission, kneeling in front of her powerful boss and concentrating on his pleasure above her own, set off a smoldering fire of lust inside her. As she felt the throbbing power of his rock-hard penis in her mouth, her hand reached between her legs, and she began playing with herself, as had become her habit. Ramon was droning on about contracts, mental incapability, and a lot of big words that were the kind of things smart bosses like him had to worry about. She bobbed her head deeper and deeper, opening her throat to welcome Ramon's length deep inside her. She was proud of how good she had gotten at deepthroating. With a little warm-up, she could even take Ramon's long thick cock fully to the hilt. It was her favorite way to show her beloved boss her total abject submission to his desires. She did it now, feeling Ramon's length invade and stretch and fill her throat as she looked up at him with loving, upturned eyes.
"So, to put it simply," said Ramon, unable to hold back a grin, " Me and the investors have decided to drop you from the show and make it a solo performance."
Becky's eyes widened further, this time in shock, as she backed away, coughing and spluttering. "You're firing me?!" She managed to get out hoarsely.
"Not firing exactly, no." Said Ramon. "More like 'no longer believing you can fulfill the contract'. You spend ninety percent of your time flirting with the craftsmen, and from what I have seen, you are no longer able to perform magic."
Becky was still shocked, her mind unable to process the betrayal. "That's not true boss!" She whined, "I'm super good at magic! People pay me to do it!" Becky was suddenly scared. Although she had been taking a thought vacation from thinking about money for a while now, she was aware that her merchandising business was essentially dead at this point after the boycott. She had been counting on this show to keep her afloat.
"OK then." Said Ramon with a disbelieving tone, "Make this disappear. It's a little large, but Vanishing things is your specialty, so it should be easy for you." He pulled an odd object out of his pocket. It was a large, bright-orange, fake carrot with cartoony green leaves sticking out of one end. He handed it to Becky, who took it hesitantly. It was made from some sort of rubbery, soft material with a rigid core inside. Easy. Like Ramon said, it was maybe a little large for easy Vanishing tricks, but she had been making things disappear since she was a girl. It was the very first kind of trick she had learned and was still her go-to. All it would take was a little twist of her hand, and...
*THUMP*
The carrot toy hit the floor. Becky blushed. Ramon didn't say anything, but his raised eyebrow told her all she needed to know. Maybe she was a little out of practice. And horny. That was distracting her. She just needed to concentrate. She quickly picked up the carrot again and with a little flick of her wrist...
*THUMP*
The carrot hit the ground again, several feet away this time. "Wait, wait!" She said desperately as Ramon held back a laugh, "I can do this, boss! Stop laughing, I'm serious!"
But Ramon had seen enough. He sat down on a chair and shook his head, his cock still standing stiff at attention "I'm sorry Becky. I'm afraid there is just no place for you here as a magician any more."
Becky slumped, defeated and despairing. Where could she go now? What could she do? Magic had been her whole life. And now she would also be apart from Ramon...
"Come here, Becky." Said Ramon gently, patting his lap. With her head hanging in sorrow, Becky did as she was told, eager to please her boss while she was still his employee. She sat facing away from him so that he wouldn't see her sad face, scooting back so that his long cock pushed up between her smooth, naked thighs. Her hands instinctively dropped to it, caressing the leaking head of Ramon's dick as he continued to talk. "I think that there is a way for you to continue working on the show!" He said, his voice bright and enthusiastic. Becky felt a spark of hopeful joy shoot through her heart. "Really, boss?" She said, turning her head to look him in the eye, her hands twisting and pulling on his cock. "What do I have to do?"
"Well, there is one position that I haven't hired yet," said Ramon, luxuriating In The feel of Becky's small hands working his cock.
"My assistant."
Becky's hands froze. A ghost of Becky's former self spluttered to life, raising a protest. She hated assistants. Glittering, simpering eye candy designed to wave and look good while the real magicians used them as props. "I...I don't know, boss..." She said slowly. A battle was going on in her mind. The last remnants of the cocky, opinionated self insisted that being Ramon's obedient assistant was too degrading to consider. Her new, subservient, horny self couldn't help but look forward to working directly under Ramon, at his beck and call at all times. She hesitated.
"Come on," whispered Ramon in her ear in a low, coaxing tone, "Don't you want to make me happy? If you were my assistant, all you would have to do is smile and wave and listen to what I say. No stressful thinking required. It's a perfect job for a silly little bimbo like you." He lifted her hips with his big powerful hands and positioned her so that his cock was right at the entrance of her pussy, exerting gentle pressure. He held her there, right on the edge of penetration.
Becky could feel her mind growing numb, her inner protests growing quieter as it became harder to think. Suddenly all that she wanted was to feel Ramon's thick, hot cock filling her up. She wanted his attention, his approval, his control. Right now, being reduced to a prop designed to make him look good on stage didn't seem like such a big sacrifice. She would do anything for him.
"Yes, boss!" She moaned.
"Yes what?" demanded Ramon, still holding her in that maddening position, so close to the deep penetration her pussy demanded.
"Yes! Please make me your slutty little bimbo assistant! Please booooosssss!" her last word stretched into a scream of pleasure as Ramon's cock slid slowly into her dripping pussy, filling her completely with his powerful length. How had Becky been missing this her whole life before Ramon? The red hot, filthy wrongness of complete submission. She grunted with animalistic pleasure as she moved her hips with long, slow liquid strokes up and down Ramon's shaft, tensing the muscles of her tight pussy to milk his cock with every upstroke. She didn't even notice as more and more workmen stopped what they were doing to sneakily stroke at the erotic show she was giving them.
Ramon planted hot kisses on her neck as she rode him, his stubble tickling her pleasantly. "Now that you're my assistant, we are going to need to make some changes," he said between kisses, his voice dripping with amusement, "first, a change in wardrobe." he reached over and flipped a switch, illuminating a shadowy corner of the wardrobe area.
Becky gasped, thrown off her rhythm for a moment. A mannequin under the spotlight was wearing an exact replica of the pink bunny-girl costume in that filthy concept drawing. Sparkly, tight, and slutty, with big stiff pink bunny ears. The drawing itself had been pinned to the front of the mannequin, allowing a direct comparison. Becky's eyes greedily ran over the drawing again, a dark thrill spiraling through her belly as she realized that she would look just like that soon. Soon other people would see her with the same lustful eyes that she pointed at the drawing. Ramon seemed to have anticipated her shock and dug his fingers into her fleshy hips as he began thrusting up into her from below, making her feel the powerful thrusts of his hips as her greedy pussy took his cock.
"Of course, we will need to change your stage name as well," he said as he pulled Becky down onto his throbbing cock, "people associate 'Becky' too much with that frigid witch you used to be. Your new name... is Bunny."
Bunny moaned as she began enthusiastically grinding her hips downward again. Her boss had taken away her power and her self-respect, and now was remodeling her identity as he saw fit. The sick, twisted idea sent hot sparks through her whole body.
Ramon's hand landed with a crack on her bobbing ass. "What is your name, girl?"
"B-bunny, sir! I'm your slutty Bunny!"
Ramon's hand slid up, holding Bunny's slender white throat in a possessive grip. She threw her head back, accepting his dominant grasp, filling his nose with the sweet, feminine scent of her silky hair. For a moment there were no more words: their bodies slapped together in the brutal rhythm of conqueror and conquered as their grunts and moans filled the air.
"Your hair." Said Ramon roughly, "Black suited Becky, but I think Bunny is a blonde."
"Yes, siiir! I'll bleach it, boss! I want to be a dumb blonde for you!" Moaned Bunny, her pussy spamming and tensing around her boss's pounding cock as the chauvinist pig made life choices for her.
"And most important of all," growled Ramon, moving his hands to Bunny's chest, "This flat, embarrassing, little girl's chest is going to change." His fingers and thumbs latched on to Bunny's tender nipples, cruelly tight, and tugged, pulling them outward, drawing a gasp of pain and pleasure from Bunny's mouth. It all came crashing down on her at once: the snarky comments from other girls in the locker rooms, the crude disparaging comments from cute boys, the half-joking put downs about her she read online. The shame and inadequacy she had buried her whole adult life over her lacking chest came roaring back in the pain and stimulation of Ramon's rough play with her nipples.
"You are going to graduate from this tiny little nothing of a chest to Big..." He twisted her aching nipples, still keeping up the rapid rhythm of his thrusts, "Fucking..." He rubbed the suffering nubs between his rough thumbs and forefingers, " Tits." And with this he pulled them out again, drawing a hiss from Bunny as she frantically slammed her hips down on Ramon's cock faster and faster, craving more and more sensation.
"Finally these big slutty nipples will sit on some fat fucking udders like they were always meant to," grunted Ramon as he thrust upwards with furious intensity, "I want you to have such massive silicone melons that men can't see you without imagining their hard cocks sliding between them. I want them all to image your massive jiggling mammaries bouncing in their face while you fuck them like the whore you are. I want you to be embarrassed to leave the house because of all the stiff dicks you cause wherever you go."
Bunny groaned, the pain and pleasure causing a deep animal sound to pour from her throat. The workmen weren't even pretending anymore: just openly stroking their cocks as they saw their former bitchy boss get roughly fucked toward a sloppy, shameful orgasm. Bunny's eyes opened, and they fixed on the drawing of the bunny girl, confident, slutty, and fucking stacked. That was her. That was what Ramon wanted; what she wanted as well. "Yes!" She panted, "Yes! I want them! I want to drive all the boys crazy with my big fake tits! Please, Boss, make me your big-titted bimbo bunny girl!"
Ramon gripped her hips tight, and pulled himself deep inside Bunny as he fired his thick hot jizz into her spasming pussy. Bunny's hands flew up to replace Ramon's on her nipples, twisting and pulling and pinching even harder than Ramon had, driving her to screaming orgasm as Ramon's cock twitched and throbbed inside her, spilling the last of his load.
Across the warehouse, workers finished their business and returned to work before Bunny was recovered enough to notice. Bunny snuggled up against her boss, and Ramon allowed her five minutes of afterglow before gently pushing her off his lap.
"I wasn't just dirty talking, Bunny." He said brusquely, walking Bunny back to the impromptu poker table to retrieve her clothes, cum leaking slowly down her legs, "I've already made you an appointment with a doctor friend of mine. He does excellent work. Don't worry about the cost either, it's a business expense, so I've convinced the investors to cover it for the good of the show."
Bunny gulped. Now that she had come down from her orgasm, this suddenly felt a little too real.
Ramon turned to her with a frown. "Tomorrow will work for you, right? You don't have anything else planned?"
Bunny let her worries drift away. Ramon was her boss, and he knew what was best for her.
"Tomorrow works great!" She said with a sunny smile.
...
(Months ago, during Faria's programming session with Becky...)
Faria yawned. It was getting late. She had been forced to start this particular programming session later than usual because of her cover story. It was time to quit playing around and end this quickly.
"Why do you assume you are better than everyone else?" she asked, cutting right to the heart of the matter.
"Because I'm smarter than everyone else." Said Becky simply. She looked tired as well, not just from the late hour, but from the mental and sexual exertion Faria had been putting her through. "Once upon a time, whoever was stronger could take anything they wanted from the weak. Nowadays, brains are the new brawn. The smart can take anything they want from the stupid." She shrugged lazily, a smug smile on her face. "That's just the way the world works."
"How delightfully Darwinian." Said Faria, leaning forward to lean her chin on a hand. "I wonder if you will see things the same way when you find yourself lower down the intellectual food chain."
Becky looked like he was about to respond, but Faria was beyond the point of unnecessary chit-chat.
*Programming mode. Dumb. Silent. Peaceful.*
*As a dumb slut, it is my duty to serve and pleasure my superiors.*
Ooh, little miss know-it-all did not like this phrase one little bit. Her face looked like she had bit a lemon as she spat out the words of the command.
*I'm so gullible. Guys can trick me into doing almost anything, especially if they are cute.*
"-they are cute." said the exhausted magician through gritted teeth.
Faria snapped her fingers. This session had gone on for long enough. Time for the last few questions, so she could get out of here...
...
"Show me." Said Ramon in a smoldering voice. His eyes glittered posessively as he looked with pride at the sex toy he had made out of Becky. It had been a few months since her operation, and the doctor had finally pronounced her completely healed, just in time for opening night in a few days. Dr. Caine had been expensive, but the man was an artist. Bunny now had massive, gravity-defying fake tits that dominated her torso, finally balancing out and harmonizing with her thick hips and ass, creating an hourglass body that oozed sleazy sex appeal. Her once, straight black hair was now bleached, wavy blond, and her pale complexion had been fake-tanned into a healthy glow.
Right now, Bunny's impressive breasts were just barely covered by the skimpy bunny outfit. Dr. Caine had made an estimation of the cup size that the reference drawing had, but in the end, Ramon hadn't been able to resist going two cup sizes beyond that. It made the costume even tighter and sluttier, with a real chance of a wardrobe malfunction on stage. That was a risk that Ramon was willing to take.
Right now, Bunny's eyes were sparkling with triumph, and her lips were pursed. Cartoony fake green leaves poked out from between her pink, glossy lips. On Ramon's command, she opened her mouth, and the long slimy length of the fake carrot emerged from her throat, dripping with thick saliva. "Tada!" she said, giggling and bouncing with glee, her pink bunny ears wobbling cutely, even that small movement almost dislodging her costume from her enormous tits. "I'm getting reeeally good at making things disappear, right boss? Maybe I can be a magician again soon!"
"Maybe Bunny," said Ramon with a smile, "But I'm sorry to say that I could still see the leaves."
Bunny stamped her foot in annoyance, causing her huge bolt-on knockers to wobble amusingly. "It's not fair, boss! I can't fit the leaves! If I push the carrot any further, I'll swallow it!"
"Don't worry," said Ramon soothingly, pulling Bunny close and squeezing one of her new, ripe tits, "I'm sure you'll think of a way of disappearing the carrot. Just keep using that big brain of yours." Bunny cooed with delight at his firm grip on her breast, and her hands immediately dived between his legs, working eagerly at his button and zipper. Ramon dodged away, laughing. He had already taken Bunny's new body for a test drive after the doctor's appointment, and as satisfying an experience as that had been, he had bigger plans for tonight.
"Well, it is the last week of work with all of the boys." Said Ramon sadly, watching Bunny's face as her little brain slowly absorbed what he was saying, "In a few days everything they built will be moved over to the theater, and their job will be over."
"Awwww," said Bunny with a pout, "I will miss all those guys. They were so sweet!" In fact, the workers had been going crazy with horniness over the past few months. Dr. Caine had insisted on a strict no-touching policy until Bunny was completely healed, so Ramon had set very strict guidelines. He had thought up a great way to reward them for their restraint tonight.



"I thought we could give them a traditional thank you in Spanish. I think they have prepared a little surprise for you as well. Does that sound like fun, Bunny?" Asked Ramon cheerfully.
"Yes! I love those guys soooo much! They are all so strong and manly and smart," gushed Bunny.
"Perfect." said Ramon with a wicked grin, "All you have to do is read this message I wrote for you in spanish, and I will take care of the rest."
...
The assembled crowd of rough workers, still dirty from a long shift, gasped collectively as Bunny wobbled down the stairs to the workshop in her ridiculously high platform heels. They knew that her chest had increased massively in size, but her bulky bandages and thick sweaters she had worn to help discourage their wandering hands had hidden the perfect shape and heft of her new tits. Her skimpy Bunny outfit left nothing to the imagination, with the perfect tanned orbs practically hanging out for male inspection. Ramon had promised them a special thank you tonight, and they liked the look of it already.
Bunny waved and blew kisses as she clicked her way forward, the mass of horny working men closing behind her in a circle as she moved into the crowd. Ramon kept a watchful eye on the proceedings, careful to make sure things wouldn't get too out of hand.
With a big smile, she pulled out the note cards that Ramon had written for her. He had coached her on the pronunciation, so she was fairly confident that she could say the phrases correctly. She cleared her throat and began.
"Gracias por todo su duro trabajo. Siento haber sido tan perra." This drew a laugh from the crowd, which caused Bunny to look around with surprise. Ramon told her that this meant "Thank you for your hard work. It was great working with you." Had he written in a joke without telling her? That naughty boy! (Author's note: Translation: Thank you for all your hard work. I'm sorry for being such a bitch.)
She continued, with her voice a little less certain. "Para recompensaros a todos, quiero que llenéis mi barriguita de zorra con vuestro leche caliente. Esta noche, por favor, tratadme como la puta que soy." Now the crowd was silent, staring at her hungrily. Did Ramon translate something wrong? That was supposed to mean "I loved working with you all so much. I hope we can work together again someday." (Author's Note: Translation: To reward you all, I want you to fill my slutty little belly with your hot cum. Tonight, please treat me like the whore I am.)
Bunny looked around at the smirks and hard stares of the men around her. Did they disagree? Had they not liked working with her? What was going on? Suddenly Ramon was behind her, hand on her shoulder, holding a silky pink strip of cloth. Bunny felt a rush of relief. Her boss was here, and he would make sure everything would turn out alright.
"Now Bunny," said Ramon with a kind smile, "all the men want to thank you for your hard work with a tasty little treat. It's tradition for you to kneel down and let them put it in your mouth." Something about that sounded odd, but Bunny didn't need to think about things like this. Her boss had told her it was ok, and that was all she needed. Bunny nodded and sank to her knees, the eager crowd of men pressing forward, looming above her in a circle. Ramon began tying the pink blindfold around her eyes, causing the room to fall into blackness for her. "B-but, why do I have to wear this boss?" she squeaked, clinging to his leg.
Ramon patted and stroked her blond hair, "Shhhh, don't worry Bunny, it's just for fun. All the boys want to give you a treat that they made just for you, and they might be embarrassed if you could see."
Ramon snapped his fingers and explained in rapid Spanish how he wanted things to go. One at a time. No talking, no touching. As quiet as they could. Then he nodded at Mateo, who quietly dropped his pants, revealing a large sweaty penis hanging low beneath his huge hairy gut. He began stroking silently, staring with a twisted grin down at the humbled, blindfolded bunny kneeling at his feet. It wasn't long before he was huffing and puffing, sweat running down his piggy face. Behind him, a line was forming, with men already shedding their pants to prepare for their turn.
"Um. Is something supposed to be happening?" Asked Bunny innocently as her despised former subordinate stroked his hairy cock inches from her face. Her nose wrinkled cutely. "Something smells bad," she complained.
"Don't be rude Bunny," said Ramon sternly, "Your coworkers are working hard to prepare your treat. Ah. I think Mateo is ready. Open wide and say Ahhhh!"
"Ahhhh!" said Bunny, as Mateo spurted thick, yellowish semen into her open mouth. One glob missed slightly, landing on one of her plump pink lips. Bunny's face immediately crumpled into disgust as the taste of Mateo's jizz hit her tongue. She shook her head and raised her hand to her mouth to spit.
"No!" said Ramon sharply, pulling her hair a little for emphasis. "These men saved up for months so that could reward you for being such a good coworker. I want you to swallow every drop!" Bunny made a whining noise in her throat, but finally swallowed down the thick slime, gasping as she opened her mouth. "What was that Ramon?" she asked petulantly.
"It's leche, Bunny. A very traditional drink for girls like you. Now I want you to thank Mateo for his leche and tell him it was good."
"Thank you Mateo," said Bunny, still too grossed out to be fully convincing, "Your leche was super yummy."
"It doesn't actually taste very good." grumbled Bunny under her breath to Ramon as Mateo moved to a distance to watch, "It almost tastes like..."
"Next!" called Ramon.
The line moved forward, man by man. Load after load drained from the balls of the big, rough workers into Bunny's waiting mouth, then down into her sexy, flat tummy. And after each swallow, Bunny would sweetly thank her coworker, telling him his treat was delicious. Eventually, more and more men started to "miss", splashing Bunny's big fake tits with their cum. She whined and complained that her stage outfit would get all stained, and Ramon eventually agreed with her, telling her to just remove it completely. Bunny hesitated for a moment, but, after all, the men had all seen her naked before...
The line began to move much quicker now that the hot little slut was totally naked. Her new huge round tits were a masterpiece to behold, crowned by her same old big, thick nipples, now finally in place on tits that matched their size and slutty sensitivity.
The line finally dwindled in length. As she thanked the second to last man for his thick load she had just swallowed, she let out a loud burp, testing the crowd's ability to remain quiet and not laugh. "Ugh." she said, shaking her head, "I'm so full boss! I don't think I could have even one more serving of leche." The last man in line was Juan, the eighteen-year-old least favorite of the former bitchy boss Becky. He wore a look of comical dismay at being left out. Ramon winked at him and held up a finger in a "one second" gesture.
"Are you sure Bunny?" Asked Ramon, "Not even one more?"
"Noooo, Ramon!" Groaned Bunny, "My poor tummy is stuffed full."
"Well, that's good!" Said Ramon, "Because that was the last man. They all have to leave now, so say goodbye, Bunny." Ramon made a "Play along" gesture to the crowd, who chorused "Good-bye!" and stomped their feet in an unconvincing attempt to mimic walking away. It didn't take much to trick Bunny these days.
"Oh! Goodbye boys!" Said Bunny cheerfully, "Thank you so much for the leche! I don't know if it's my thing, but I'm so happy you thought of me when you made it!" She moved to take off her blindfold, but Ramon stopped her. "Leave the blindfold on Bunny, I have a fun idea."
He gestured quickly to Juan, telling him to lay on his back. The boy complied instantly, his eager young cock sticking straight up, drooling pre-cum. Ramon moved so that his face was right near Juan's head, and said: "I want you right now, Bunny. Seeing you naked on your knees like that made me really hot. Come over here and fuck your boss."
"Ooooh," said Bunny with a giggle, crawling towards the young worker sexily, her big fake tits swaying hypnotically beneath her, "You want to fuck your slutty little Bunny with a blindfold on. Well, you know I can't say no to you, boss." She finally reached the broad young man, throwing a thick thigh over his pelvis, reaching down to run his eager young cock up and down the entrance to her pussy. "Mmmm, I love the way you feel baby. For some reason, I'm all horny. Do you think that that 'leche' might be an aphrodisiac?" Ramon held back a chuckle as he said "I think you might be right, Bunny. Now no more talking. Show me how well you can ride cock."
Bunny began pumping her hips up and down in strong, smooth, circular motions, working hard to make sure that her lover could feel her slick, hot tightness on every inch of his cock. She had always been good at cowgirl, and Ramon had given her lots more practice, teaching her how to pleasure his cock in the way he preferred it. The young worker certainly had no complaints. His eyes were practically rolling into the back of his head from the sensation of Bunny's sexual skills. The horrible screeching woman who had made his life hell was now gasping a writhing her thick, juicy body on his cock. The ass that he had been screamed at for even glancing at was softly slapping down on his thighs as his cock plunged deep inside Bunny with every stroke. As she increased her pace, Bunny's massive tits began to bounce heavily, a mesmerizing sight that drew the eye of all the males in the room like a magnet. Many of the men dropped their pants again, suddenly ready for round two watching Bunny's huge breasts, tipped with thick nipples as hard as diamond, jiggling and jolting as she rode the strange cock inside her harder and faster.
One hard cock must be just as good as another, thought Ramon as he saw Bunny work herself into a moaning, leg shaking orgasm. With an excellent eye for timing, the young man beneath her reached up at just the right time, clutching her breats hard with his rough workman's hands, sending Bunny deeper into a screaming climax. Her pussy grippied Juan's cock tightly as he released his load deep inside her, to the envy of his watching coworkers.
Bunny rolled off, giggling and on cloud nine from her powerful orgasm. Ramon quickly shooed the lucky young worker away and laid in his place, getting ready to kiss Bunny on the lips, then thinking better of it and planting a kiss on her forehead. He motioned to the workers to leave, which they did as quietly as they could while Ramon cuddled Bunny for longer than he normally allowed. "
"Look at that," he said as he gently removed the blindfold, revealing the empty workshop, "You had room for one more serving of leche after all!"
"What?" Said Bunny, a look of adorable confusion on her face, "What do you mean?"
"Nothing," said Ramon with a mischievous smile. "Are you excited for the big show, Bunny?"
"Yes!" Said Bunny, her eyes shining, "I can't wait for everyone to see all of our tricks!"
...
(Months ago, Faria concluded her programming session with Becky.)
Faria settled back on the loveseat and crossed her legs. Becky sat slouched in her dressing room chair, naked and slick with the juices of her arousal, but still as spiky, defensive, and arrogant as when Faria first saw her. At least Faria could take satisfaction from the fact that she wouldn't stay like that forever. Faria's commands were already worming their way into the snooty magician's brain. Within six months she would be a cock-hungry little airhead without two brain cells to rub together. Just like Ramon wanted. There was just one more item of business. It was important to Faria on a personal level to make sure that, in addition to satisfying her client, she crafted a punishment that provided a twisted catharsis to her target as well. It was time to find out what made Becky tick.
"Becky Hex," she said flatly, "You are one of the biggest know-it-alls I have ever met in my entire life. To make matters worse, you don't believe in anything: good, evil, honor, professionalism. None of them are real to you, they're all just things to be sacrificed when you need a quick buck. To top it all off, you are a raging bitch who is willing to burn anyone close to her, and calls herself smart for doing so."
"Is that a question?" said Becky sullenly.
"What went wrong? Why did Rebecca Holcombe become Becky Hex, the horrible narcissist?"
Becky shrugged, Faria's command pulling the answer from her against her will. "Nothing dramatic. No big trauma. Sorry if that's boring. I didn't fit in at high school. I wasn't ugly, but I was nerdy and shy and flat as a board. It might not seem like a big deal to you," she said, sneering at Faria's middling bust, "but to me, it was crushing. I ended up wanting to disappear, sexually speaking. If no one considered me as a sexual partner, they would never reject me for my tiny tits. It felt like the cute boys and the popular girls were on the other side of an invisible wall. One I could never cross. So I tried to define myself differently. I got into crystals and horoscopes and all that shit. And guess what? That didn't work either. It was all bullshit, and I felt dumb for ever beleiving. So I decided to beleive in myself instead. I was smarter than any or those cute boys and popular girls, and if I put my mind to it, I could make a living out of being better than them. Not at the stupid social game they were playing, but up here," she tapped her temple, "Where it counts."
"Hmmm," said Faria, "You're right. A little boring. But, I think I have just the thing to make you feel better."
*Programming mode*
Becky instantly slumped from blazing-eyed defiance into a boneless trance, her head lolling back against her headrest.
*I want to be popular more than anything. Giving men what they want will make me popular*
"-make me popular."
* I want everyone to see me as a sexual object. Being lusted after by as many people as possible, and being exposed sexually is deeply satisfying to me.*
"-satisfying to me."
*If being smarter than others makes me feel alone, then it's better to be dumb.*
"-better to be dumb."
Faria snapped her fingers. There, that should do it. Now, in the end, Becky would get just as much out of this as Ramon. She commanded Becky to forget the events of the evening and fall asleep on the loveseat. The worn-out magician did so almost instantly, and as she lightly snored, Faria took the time to scatter some empty bottles nearby. She would awake with a splitting headache and an obvious cover story to tell herself and her crew.
It was time for Faria to head home herself. She would check back in with Ramon when things had progressed to the finale, a little over six months from now.
...
Becky checked herself in the mirror one last time, tugging on the tight cups of the bunny suit once again to make sure she was covered. Her breasts had popped out several times during rehearsals, but Ramon had sworn that it wouldn't happen on the night of the performance. She didn't know how he could be so sure.
Ramon had also promised that he would get the suit laundered before opening night, but she could still see some of the stains from the workmen's "leche" around the chest area. She just hoped that the crusty marks wouldn't be visible from the crowd. She heard them introducing Ramon on stage, which meant that she had less than five minutes. She wobbled quickly on her massive heels to the stage entrance, taking a deep breath and fixing a shiny smile on her face.
"And, before I begin, I would be thrilled to introduce my lovely assistant. Please give a warm welcome to... Bunny!"
Bunny walked across the stage, waving and smiling, swinging her wide hips in a sashay just like Ramon had told her. She drew wolf-whistles from the crowd, and she couldn't help but wink and blow kisses. The people loved her!
Ramon greeted her with the lines that they rehearsed, but she had such a hard time concentrating that she was only able to giggle. She could feel the hot eyes of the crowd on bulging tits, her plump ass, her stocking-clad legs. Being on display for all these people was intoxicating. She could feel herself getting aroused. She hoped that her stiffening nipples didn't dislodge her bra cups.
Ramon, seeing that he wouldn't be able to get the rehearsed script out of the giggling airhead, settled for asking the crowd, "Isn't she adorable? Bunny everyone." Bunny bounced and clapped along with the crowd as they cheered, nearly freeing a nipple, revealing just a sliver of pink areola before reaching down and tugging up her costume.
Then, Ramon did something that wasn't in the script. He turned the the audience and said, "Bunny here used to be a stage magician herself! Hard to believe I know! She's a little out of practice though. She's been working on some tricks with me to get back into shape. Would you like to see one?" The crowd cheered, and Bunny looked at Ramon with wide, worried eyes. What was he doing?
Ramon reached into his pocket and pulled out the long, rubbery, carrot-shaped dildo. "Bunny has been working on making this carrot disappear! Would you like to see the trick?" The crowd cheered. Bunny took the carrot nervously, whimpering "Boss, I don't know, the trick's not ready yet!"
Ramon turned to the crowd again. "It looks like poor Bunny is a little shy. Let's do a cheer to pump up her spirit."
"Bun-ny! Bun-ny! Bun-ny!" roared the crowd. Bunny looked at the carrot, her heart pounding. The crowd loved her. They were cheering for her. She smiled. The crowd believed in her. She could do it. She nodded at Ramon.
"Ok!" said Ramon, waving the crowd to silence with a commanding hand, "Make that carrot disappear!" Luckily, Bunny had thought of a really good idea. She quickly turned around and, out of the view of the crowd, snuggled the carrot between her big tits, using her hands to squash them together and hide the carrot completely. Perfect, she thought with a smug smile. Magic show crowds were idiots. She had always known that. This would fool them for sure. She turned back around, her hands pushing her tits together, oblivious to the fact that her hard pink nipples were peeking over the top of her costume.
Ramon held back a laugh, but the crowd had no such restraint. Bunny was treated to waves of humiliating laughter from the raucous crowd as she looked around, her eyebrows furrowed in a picture of stupid confusion. "OK, everyone. All together now. Where is that carrot?" People phrased their answer differently, but the most common answer drowned out the rest in a roar: "Between her tits!": Bunny's slutty funbags were so far outside of the norm that "tits" was the first word that leaped to mind: "breasts" just seemed too respectful.
Bunny scowled at the audience in disappointment and pulled the carrot out from between her tits, tugging up her costume, too late to shield her nipples from public view.
"Let's give her one more chance! What do you say, audience?" Boomed Ramon.
"Bun-ny! Bun-ny! Bun-ny!" The sour look left Bunny's face. The people loved her after all. It was her fault for trying a new method on the fly. It was time to go with the tried and true. She nodded her readiness to Ramon. "Ok, Bunny! Second time's the charm! Make that carrot disappear!"
Bunny didn't waste time. In her eagerness to quickly disappear the dildo, she forgot to even turn her back. She raised the big, phallic carrot to her lips and slid it deep inside her mouth. As usual, it took a few pumps in and out to loosen and lubricate her throat, but within seconds, she was able to push the carrot all the way in to its base, her throat bulging with the effort. With care, she finally managed to push the carrot just a bit deeper, fitting the cartoonish green leaves inside her mouth.



The crowd was silent with shock, then burst into wild applause at her amazing feat. Bunny basked in their praise, eyes watering as she took a bow, momentarily causing her huge tits to slip free before she was able to recontain them. Ramon clapped as well, a nasty grin on his face as he watched the mockery of the crowd sail right over his former rival's head.
"Very impressive work, Bunny!" he said in his booming magician voice, "I bet that trick makes you popular at parties." The crowd laughed loudly, crackling with erotic energy focused on the horny slut displaying herself on stage. "But let's see if the crowd figured you out... Audience, where's that carrot?"
"In her throat!" Screamed the horny patrons, with a roar of mocking laughter. Bunny's eyes widened in disbelief. This crowd was smart! She extracted the long, thick dildo from deep inside her throat, her saliva dripping to the stage. Bunny felt small. Humiliated. Somehow, even a crowd of stupid magic show patrons, who she had always looked down on, had outsmarted her.
"Well, that's all the time we have for your tricks Bunny," said Ramon to the disappointed groans of the crowd, "Let's get on with the show!"
Bunny was a little red-faced from embarrassment and exertion, but she fixed a smile on her face and struck a pose, exposing another sliver of pink areola. The show must go on.
...
By the end of the show, Bunny was a hot, sticky mess. Something about the eyes of the crowd, their laughter, their catcalls, had been driving her crazy. Ramon hadn't been any help. He seemed to deliberately put her in humiliating positions during the show, asking her simple questions about magic that she was only able to answer with nervous giggles, drawing the mocking laughter of the crowd. Making crude jokes and direct comments about her body, which never failed to cause a spike in wolf-whistles and lewd cat calls. Ramon had been absolutely wrong about her wardrobe doing fine on the night of the show. It seemed to be slipping off every other minute, exposing her puffy pink nipples to the leering crowd again and again. During the knife-throwing trick, when he had strapped Bunny's legs and arms to the spinning wheel, he had accidentally snagged the top of her costume with his hand as he turned away, fully exposing her breasts to the hot spotlights and hotter eyes of the wild crowd. For a full five minutes, Bunny spun on the wheel, face growing redder and nipples growing visibly harder under the harsh light of the spotlight. Her tits bounced and swayed with the spinning of the wheel, drawing the attention of the crowd far more than the trick Ramon was trying to perform.
All of this had combined to create a powerful erotic hold on Bunny. As she stumbled off stage before the big finale, she was breathing heavily, and she was positive that the stage lights had been able to pick up the glimmer of wetness between her thighs. She tried to calm down, tugging up her slipping costume for the thousandth time that night. All she needed to do was the final trick. She just had to sit below the stage for a minute or two so that Ramon could pull her out of a hat. It was a trick so simple that even Bunny couldn't mess it up. It mainly revolved around the use of a hydraulic lift from beneath the stage.
Suddenly, Ramon was there, off stage in the brief moment before the trick began. It was almost time for her to go beneath the stage and prepare. She looked down to see Ramon holding out the rubbery carrot in his hand. "One last chance." he said with a wink, "I know that you can do it. Vanishing things was always your strong suit. Just hide it somewhere that you haven't tried already tonight. The crowd made fun of you before, but this time you will prove to them who you really are." He thrust the carrot into her hands and hurried out onto the stage.
There was no time to protest. Bunny needed to be in position. She hurried to the lift beneath the stage and squatted there in the dark... listening to Ramon begin his patter on the stage above. Think Bunny think! You are a smart girl. You need to think of a place to hide the carrot that you haven't already used tonight. And you need to do it in the next five minutes...
...
Faria clapped as Ramon ran back onto the stage, this time without Bunny in tow. It had been a delightful evening. Although she still didn't find Ramon charming, she had to admit that his swaggering sleaze worked better on the stage than in person.
While her finales often involved public humiliation, rarely did they involve a crowd this size or six months of preproduction, so this was a rare treat.
On the stage, Ramon was thanking everyone for coming that evening. "Of course," he continued, "we still have one more big show-stopping number to send you home thinking about, but before we do, I want to extend a special invitation. Bunny, bless her heart, really is trying her best with magic, and she is going to be holding a little private show later tonight to show off her... skills. Some of you have been pre-selected to attend, so please check under your seat. Details on the invitation will tell you where to go, and the invitation will be your entrance ticket. Please consider joining us. Poor Bunny isn't the brightest bulb in the box, but dammit, she is eager to please the crowd. I think it will be a show that leaves everyone satisfied."
The crowd collectively scrambled to check their seats, most groaning in disappointment. Faria reached beneath her seat and found a stiff, fancy invitation, as she knew she would. So this show was just the appetizer...
Ramon Barrera truly did know how to put on a good show.
...
Suddenly, Bunny was struck with a brilliant idea. There was one place where she could definitely hide the dildo that she hadn't used already tonight. She would have to be quick, but if she hurried, she should have enough time to make the carrot disappear before she was due on stage. Working as quickly as she could, Bunny slipped the one-piece corset off her body, leaving her wearing only fishnets, bunny ears, and pink platform heels. Taking a shaky breath, Bunny held the long, thick carrot to her pussy and pushed it inside. She was so wet and aroused that it slipped deep inside easier than she thought it would, drawing a grunt of pleasure from her throat at the unexpectedly quick penetration. She just needed to push it deep inside, then put her costume back on, holding it in place. No one would be able to see where it had gone this time. The perfect illusion.
She held back a moan, biting her lip as she inserted the carrot deeper with a shaking hand. Oh God, this would be so much easier if she wasn't so horny. The feeling of the thick dildo penetrating her was sending tingles up her spine. She could hear Ramon talking about the oversized hat on the stage above. She was running out of time. She pushed the carrot as deep as it would go, whimpering at the sensation, and reached out for her corset. The carrot slipped out and fell with a wet splat to the floor of the lift. Darn! She grabbed the dripping dildo again, pushing it deep inside her pussy, setting off further explosions of pleasure in her overloaded brain. She reached out again for her corset, this time concentrating on tensing her muscles and keeping the carrot in place.
Then, just as her hand reached out, the mechanical lift began to rise. It startled her enough that her hand missed and knocked the corset off the lift as it rose, sending it sailing down to the floor beneath the stage, leaving her naked and stranded on a lift rising upwards.
She moaned in pleasure and despair, and the carrot began to slip out of her soaking pussy once again. She grabbed it hastily, stuffing it back into her swollen, dripping vagina, gasping once again at the sensation, amplified by the humiliating situation she was confronting. She had less than two minutes until the prop hat collapsed and she was revealed to the crowd. Her mind fizzed and popped with arousal and panic. The crowd had seen her breasts already, so that wasn't the end of the world. Maybe if she used her hands to cover her soaking wet pussy...
Her hand gripping the carrot slowly began to move with a mind of it's own, not just holding the carrot in, but gently thrusting it in and out. All of this worry and panic and quick thinking... was it really necessary? Couldn't she just take a vacation from thought for a moment and enjoy the torrent of pleasure flowing through her body? A twisted, dark, deeply-arousing thought loomed in her mind. The crowd had loved every time she had been exposed tonight. They were by far the biggest cheers of the whole performance. Louder even than the applause Ramon had received. Wasn't her job as a performer to give the people what they wanted?
Bunny began thrusting the dildo deeper and faster into her aching pussy, stifling a moan as best she could. She had only seconds. She ignored her pleading, panicked brain and listened to her pussy instead. Rather than covering herself, she leaned back, balancing on her wobbly platform shoes and one hand behind her, thrusting her dripping cunt toward where she knew the crowd would be.
The prop hat collapsed, flooding Bunny's tanned body with hot stage lights. The music cut and the crowd went dead silent. The only sounds filling the air were Bunny's frantic whines and moans as she fucked herself silly in front of a crowd of hundreds. Her curvy fishnet-covered legs shook and wobbled on her ridiculously tall platform shoes as she balanced precariously, thrusting the bright orange dildo deep into her juicy pussy, presenting herself in full view to the hungry eyes of the crowd. Her huge, deliciously round tits bounced and jiggled with the frantic pace of her masturbation. Her face was frozen in a bright red expression of mixed despair, pride, and arousal.
"Ladies and Gentlemen," said Ramon calmly, "One more round of applause for my lovely assistant, Bunny!"
As the exposure and the humiliation and the thick orange dildo brought Bunny to orgasm, the crowd leapt to their feet, their roars of approval drowning out even Bunny's screams of pleasure as she brought the show to a toe curling, mind-melting climax, bathing in the attention of her adoring fans.
...
The workshop floor was dark and empty as Ramon led her down the stairs. All of the projects were gone now of course, so it was really just a large empty room with some equipment stacked around the edges.
Bunny shivered a little in the cool air of the room. Ramon had insisted that she remain naked after the show, even, embarrassingly, on the limo ride over. The driver had almost crashed. Bunny was all wound up after the show, and all that she wanted to do was to go home with her boss and work out the white-hot horniness inside her with a long night of sweaty, sticking fucking. But Ramon said she had something else important to do tonight, and what the boss says goes.
As they reached the bottom of the stairs into the dark, silent warehouse, Bunny jumped a little as she realized that they weren't alone. A few dozen figures lurked in a small crowd, hidden in the shadows. Bunny shuddered and clung to Ramon's strong arm. It was a little creepy.
"Bunny, I think it's time for you to finally meet the investors that made our show possible tonight." Said Ramon, a strange dangerous tone in his voice. He unclasped Bunny's arm and drifted back, leaving her in the middle of the shadowy crowd. This close, she could see that they were wearing dark cloaks with hoods covering their faces. She let out a nervous giggle. Magicians could be so over-dramatic.
A man stepped forward, pulling back his hood. It was an older bearded man with a steely look in his eyes. "Hello, Bunny." He said with a bitter smile. Wait a second! Bunny's mouth dropped open. She knew this man!
"I would introduce you, but you already know Steve Karlsson. He was the promoter you stabbed in the back when you dropped your already-booked shows to steal my tour." Said Ramon in Bunny's ear.
Another man stepped forward, lowering his hood. "And here is another old friend. Brian Davis supplied you with thousands of dollars of props, which you claimed were defective and refused to pay for."
A large figure moved forward. "I'm sure your good friend Mateo needs no introduction. You lowballed him on your initial offer, then worked hard to shortchange him and his workers every chance you got, all while berating them constantly to work harder."
Two smaller figures step forward. Bunny let out a sigh of relief as they dropped their hoods. She didn't recognize these attractive older ladies. "This is Claire and Debbie, my former assistants," explained Ramon, heat creeping into his voice, "Who had their names and photos leaked to the press, so that people could endlessly speculate online about how slutty they must be to sleep with their boss."
Bunny gulped. She wasn't sure she liked the look in the eyes of this audience. And there were still many others waiting in the shadows. Their piercing eyes, looking her up and down with frank interest, were fanning the flames of her already burning lust, even as she feared them.
"All of these people gave their hard-earned money to make tonight's show happen," explained Ramon. "And they were all very satisfied with the results." this caused a wave of nods and murmured agreement throughout the crowd. "But they want to see more. More of your magic, Bunny."
"But...but boss, I'm not very good yet. All I can do is make a carrot disappear." Said Bunny meekly.
"But that's perfect, Bunny!" said Ramon with a grin, "that's exactly the trick they want to see!"
The figures that had stepped closer dropped their robes entirely, revealing that they were all naked underneath. The women were wearing massive, carrot-shaped strap-ons, and the men had comically smeared their erect cocks with body paint, dying them a blazing orange.
At the sight of the throbbing orange cocks, Bunny could feel her nipples stiffen to attention on her big fake tits. The cruel, hard eyes of the men and women promised a rough, angry session of demeaning sex. Was that what she wanted? She looked with wide, questioning eyes at Ramon, her boss, the man who did all the thinking for her.
He smiled back at her. "These people have lots of money, Bunny. If you impress them, you could be a real magician again for sure. Go on. Show them how you can make their carrots disappear."
What the boss says, goes.
Bunny wobbled forward and sank to her knees in front of Steve Karlsson, tentatively taking his cock in her mouth, tasting the chemical tang of the orange body paint.
Then the others surrounded her, and Bunny sank into a seemingly endless daze of orange cocks and rubber carrots.
...
Faria and Ramon sat, lazy and satisfied, on one of the couches that had been thoughtfully set up around the edges of the open workshop area. Faria played idly with Ramon's semi-erect cock as they enjoyed the ongoing show.
Bunny was moaning her way through what must have been her dozenth orgasm of the night, her face thrown back, locked in a dopey grin, eyes vacant. Two men had aligned her perfectly to plunge deep into her ass and pussy at the same time, overloading the poor bimbo's tiny brain with pleasure as their cocks rapidly lost their orange paint inside her sloppy holes. Two impatient women were taking the opportunity to attack her breasts with their mouths while the men worked, licking and sucking Bunny's sore nipples like so many others had done tonight.
Ramon was getting hard again, Faria noticed. She had to admit that he had impressive stamina for a man his age. Even many younger men would have been done for the night after taking their turn with the gangbang slut, then having a side session with Faria.
Ramon would never have been a man Faria approached out in the world, but she had always thought that it was rude to be picky during an orgy, and he had put in a decent performance.
Overall Faria was pleasantly surprised with Ramon. Not only sexually, but also in regards to his training of Bunny. He had a flare for the dramatic, and it was hard to argue with his results.
The man below Bunny grunted, shooting yet another load to join the others filling her well-used pussy. A man who had been masturbating off to the side moved forward, gently pushing the suckling women out of the way to spurt hot ropes of cum over Bunny's big, sticky titties. The women swiftly returned to their work when he was done, greedily licking and sucking the jizz covered nipples.
"Is it possible to make... tweaks to a mind after the fact?" asked Ramon casually.
Faria shot him a sideways glance. "Normally I would say no, but you caught me in a good mood. I'll at least hear you out." Said Faria cautiously.
"I just wonder if you could undo the more... extreme aspects of the hypnosis," said Ramon sheepishly.
Faria tilted her head. Ramon was certainly a surprising man. "Why the change of heart? Feeling a little guilty?"
"Maybe a little. The main problem is that Bunny is just... boring. Obviously, in sexual situations, she's very entertaining," he said, gesturing at Bunny, who was giggling while holding two cocks in her hands, bouncing wildly on the cock still deep in her ass, "but when we aren't having sex, she just kind of stares into space and giggles. It might be weird to say, but as much of a bitch as Becky was, she was always interesting to talk to."
Faria hesitated. Allowing tweaks on her final products would set a bad precedent. But Ramon Barrera had a point. Becky Hex had had an intellect and talent worthy of admiration, even if she had an awful personality to go with them. As entertaining as Bunny was, there was very little about her to admire. Maybe a new Becky who had learned a little humility after seeing how it felt to be stupid would be a better person to let loose into the world.
Faria sighed. She hoped she wasn't becoming the sort of woman who went soft just because a man fucked her right.
"It's actually an easy fix. All of the gray matter and neural pathways that made Becky a genius are still there, I had just placed a mental block in her way. I can lift it with a five-minute session. You'll actually be getting the best of both worlds. Her fetish for feeling and acting dumb will remain even when her intellect returns. Likely that means she'll be a genius in the streets and a bimbo in the sheets, to put it crudely."
Ramon smiled, and Faria felt the blood rushing to his cock. He stood, his cock hard and ready once again, and began moving back towards Bunny with a glint in his eyes.
"One warning though," Faria called out after him, causing him to turn and look back, "She won't be your obedient little pet anymore. You'll have to win her over for real if you want her for your own. No cheating this time."
Ramon just gave her a cocky grin and a wave. He strode to the center of the circle and commandingly shooed away the small group currently fucking Bunny.
Ramon gently laid his little bimbo on her back, entering her swiftly and fucking her in a close, intimate missionary position. He kissed her deeply, ignoring the number of loads she had already swallowed that night. Bunny cooed and sweetly moaned as she finally got what she had wanted from the beginning of the evening: the close, tender, passionate attention of the man she admired most in the world. Her legs wrapped around her boss's hips as the big beautiful breasts he had gifted her crushed close to his chest.
Faria smiled as the two lovebirds orgasmed together, surrounded by shadowy figures displeased that their revenge-fuck session had been interrupted by this tender scene. Who knew what the future held for Bunny? Or would she be Becky again? Ramon seemed confident that they would stay together, but now it would be her choice either way. Faria would stick around and remove her mental block after the gangbang, when Bunny was good and exhausted.



In the meantime, she should probably find another man or woman to fuck to pass the time.
_________________________________________________________________________
Thank you for reading! If you have any ideas for what kind of clients and targets Faria should work on next, please let me know in the comments!
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Cross Contamination Chapter 6: Winners and Losers
...
Daren sat on his own couch, ill at ease, as Renee set up some sort of media presentation on his television.
The experience of being completely naked in his living room with a young woman dressed in leather fetish gear was surreal. He wondered briefly if he was having a wet dream, but Renee quickly jerked him out of his reflection by snapping her fingers.
"Ok puppy, the first challenge is simple," She said, placing her phone on the coffee table with a click, "When I tell you to start, I need you to stroke. Follow the beat, you do not have my permission to go any faster or stop. I'm going to show you some pictures and talk to you a little. I might ask you to repeat some things, just to be sure you understand what I am saying. Sounds easy, right puppy?"
She waited with a patient smile until Daren had taken a deep breath and nodded.
She tapped her phone on the table, which began making the wood-block sound of a metronome in a slow rhythm.
*TOCK*
Daren felt his heart pound and took a deep breath.
*TOCK*
It seemed like they were spaced out at around five seconds between each sound. A painfully slow pace for masturbation.
* TOCK*
Renee was looking at him expectantly. On the next sound...
*TOCK*
He ran his hand up and down his shaft in a smooth motion. Renee gave a condescending thumbs up, then she appeared to get an idea. The metronome app kept up its steady, slow rhythm, and Daren continued the slow stroking of his dick as Renee dug something from the duffel she had brought. She rushed over with a bottle in her hand, and Daren felt a cool sensation on his cock as Renee squirted a healthy splattering of girly-scented hand lotion all over his cock, balls, and upper thighs.
*TOCK*
His hand smeared and spread the lotion over his dick, the sweet floral scent overwhelming him.
"Lubrication is a must, puppy, you have no ideeeeeaa how much jerking you will get up to tonight. Now, let's start my little presentation..." She clicked a button on her laptop, and a picture appeared on the television screen.
It was a beautiful brown-skinned woman, giving a smoky seductive look to the camera, her legs spread far enough to give a clear view of her vagina.
"Let's talk about pussy, Mr. H."
*TOCK*
The teen hand lotion made his hand-slide up and down his shaft smooth and quick. The picture shifted to an image of a statuesque black woman, standing with legs wide apart, hands on hips, a smug look on her face. The image was shot from below, and the focus was clearly on her thrust-forward vagina.
"Although there are a lot of fun things we girls can do with our pussies; biologically, they are designed for one thing."
*TOCK*
The new image showed the same black woman from the last photo, but now it was a view from above, showing a snarl of pleasure on her face as she was penetrated by a massive dick even darker than she was.
"Taking cock. Being penetrated, getting fucked hard, and having cum shot inside of them."
*TOCK*
A different woman in a similar position. This pale Asian beauty looked down with amusement at a dripping black dick that looked like it has just been pulled from her freshly fucked pussy. It rested, drooling, on her thigh, and white ooze could be seen leaking from her pussy.
"Female brains are designed to find a superior man, convince him to fuck their pussies, and accept their seed. It's a biological imperative."
*TOCK*
This image was not studio quality. It showed a woman lying back on a bed, legs bent at the knees and spread in a subservient posture. Her face was blacked out. Wait, did the room look familiar?
"Repeat after me, puppy: Women crave superior men." Rene clicked a button.
*TOCK*
The screen was now black, with what Rene had said in big white letters. Daren repeated the phrase while he did his slow cock stroke, forgetting his momentary confusion over the photo,
"W-women crave superior men"
"That's my puppy! Now, let's get a bit more specific..."
*TOCK*
The image showed a nude blond woman, biting her finger in a "I'm so naughty" look, covering her pussy with one hand, her tits pushed together by the gesture.
Renee leaned forward and tapped her phone, increasing the speed of the beat, now pulsing at about once per second. The pictures continued to change on the beat, more rapidly now. The photos all showed nude blonde women in pinup poses. She continued speaking over the sound.
"This biological drive to find and submit to superior cock is even stronger in what we call 'submissives'."
The images had shifted to blonde women on their knees, looking up at the camera. Darens cock was feeling good in his hand. He desperately wanted to speed up but he knew that Renee was watching him like a hawk.
"Whether it's genetics, or upbringing, or just a quirk of how their sexuality is formed, some women end up more dominant sexually, and others end up more submissive. It's a spectrum, but some women end up on the far, far end of the submissive side. Let's just call them 'submissives' to make things easier."
The images had shifted again, pulsing images of blonde Women tied up or chained in bondage gear. The beat was steady, hypnotic, Renee's voice soft and sensual. The way the images and Renee's voice and the masturbation blended together was compelling.
" Submissives become aroused and orgasm more easily than other women. They have deeper, wetter, more fertile pussies. Their sexuality is much more...flexible."
"Some submissive women try to fight against this humiliating tendency. They collect degrees, and piercings, and picket signs, just to prove that they aren't as submissive as their subconscious insists they are."
Images flashed on the screen of various women. They weren't studio quality and had apparently been snapped with a cell phone. One showed a red-haired professor confidently teaching a large lecture hall of students. Another showed a black-haired girl with numerous piercings, playing a guitar on stage in front of a packed, rowdy bar. The last showed a blue-haired young woman, yelling as she brandished a wordy picket sign reading: "Our eyes and mouths are open! Cross can't fool us! He can't silence us!" Daren got distracted for a moment and almost missed a beat. He remembered those protests, something about his company's ties to shady prostitution and pornography production companies. How had those ended? Renee was moving on.
"But, when they meet a truly superior cock, submissives find out, to their surprise, that they aren't as smart as they think..."
*TOCK*
A photo showed the red-haired professor from the previous photo, naked on her knees, her eyes crossed and tongue out in a dopey display of submissive brainlessness. Someone had scrawled a big red letter "F" on her forehead in lipstick, and she wore a choker that read "Dum-Dum" in diamonds across its surface. Her stupid expression was splattered with cum.
"...Or as tough as they think."
*TOCK*
This one was harder to recognize because the transformation was so extreme. The only clue was the numerous holes where piercings had been removed. It was the rocker girl who had been shredding on guitar in her previous picture. Her hair was now bleach blonde and pulled into cute pigtails. She wore a lacy pink teddy that was sheer enough to show every detail of her slim body and overwhelmingly screamed of soft, girly sexiness. Her face held a look of mortifying embarrassment, as she opened her mouth to shamefully display a massive load of cum, which dribbled out of her pink glossy lips to stain the front of her teddy with a few sticky trails. She wore a choker as well, with a hanging pendant that read "Daddy Please!"
"...Or as righteous as they think."
*TOCK*
Although much of her face was obscured, this busty young woman was recognizable by her blue hair, sweaty and matted as it was. She was riding a huge black dick in the picture, with another big black cock in each hand. One of the cocks in the picture was actively spurting jizz onto her body, which looked like it was already covered in dozens of loads. Her eyes were covered by an eye mask, which read "FOOLED" across its length in block letters. Her mouth held a ball gag, the word "SILENCED" printed across the straps and gag. She wore a choker that simply read "WHORE", with a shiny green dollar sign pendant hanging from it. Across her curvy body, men had pasted one hundred dollar bills, using their cum as an adhesive.
"Even supposedly strong, dominant, independent women..."
*TOCK*
Daren's stomach lurched and cock twitched as the next picture came up. It wasn't a pornographic image at all. It was the headshot Gina used professionally. He was pretty sure it was on her law firm's website. She looked professional, competent, and severe.
"..Will discover that they are much more weak, dependent, and submissive when a superior dick shows them their true nature."
*TOCK*
This image just showed a choker by itself on a white background, with even, professional lighting. It simply read "VICTOR'S". Daren didn't recognize it.
"Repeat after me, puppy: submissive women crave superior cock."
The beat sounded in his ears as he stroked, his whole body pulsed with the rhythm.
"Submissive women crave superior c-cock."
Renee leaned forward, making intense eye contact as she increased the speed of the metronome. Images of kneeling, submissive blonde women flashed quickly across the screen.
"Repeat again. But this time say:" her voice was a smoky hiss, "Gina craves superior cock."
*TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK*
The rhythm was insistent, unstoppable, constant. His mouth was dry. His cock was in shameful, slippery heaven.
"G-g-gina craves superior cock," He whispered, his face burning.
"The truth hurts, doesn't it puppy?" Said Renee in sympathy, "But it's also hot as fuck." She added with a crooked grin.
"We've been talking a lot about cock, puppy. Let's drill down on that." Said Renee with a wink, as she leaned forward again, slowing the metronome back down. Daren whined in frustration. He had been fairly close to orgasm for a second, but the metronome was back to a maddeningly slow pace.
"Not all cocks are created equal."
*TOCK*
Daren looked with confusion at a picture he didn't remember taking. It was him, Gina, and Victor at this past year's Christmas party at his office. Someone must have been going around snapping photos, and they had quickly posed for one. They all had wide, fake smiles on their faces, and Daren had his arm over Gina's shoulders. Victor, on her other side, had his arm resting with easy familiarity on Gina's hip. He didn't remember this at all, but seeing it now it felt ominous, a hint of things to come.
"Put a big cock and a little cock next to each other, and, well, there is just no comparison..."
*TOCK*
The picture switched to a photo of a white woman kneeling between a white man and a black man, one cock in each hand. The small white penis was barely longer than her palm, just barely sticking above it, enveloped by her hand. She could barely fit her hand around the base of the black cock, and two more hands could easily fit along its length. The woman had a face of barely concealed amusement like she could burst out laughing at any moment.
It wasn't Gina. He and Victor weren't in the picture either. But the juxtaposition with the previous photo was deliberate. It drew Daren's mind to associate the two photos. He desperately wanted to increase his stroking speed.
*TOCK*
The image showed a thin man, sitting with a glum expression. Naked, with a small flaccid penis dangling between his legs. Daren felt turned off. His cock deflated a little.
"It's not just women that end up as submissives. Oh no. It happens to men as well. It's rarer because men tend to be a little more naturally dominant, which usually keeps them off the extreme end of the spectrum. It's pretty pitiful. Most women are disgusted by male submissives."
*TOCK*
A flabby man with a ludicrously small penis, sat, looking ashamed on a chair in a bedroom, looking away from the camera. Daren felt another wave of disgust. His erection was faltering now.
"The only way that submissive men can compete sexually is through using trickery or coercion. The responsible solution is for strong, dominant women to discipline them, cage them, and make sure that their filthy slime can never make its way into another woman's pussy. Some women really enjoy that task. Although I wouldn't call their enthusiasm for the job 'attraction', it does give the poor subbie men a little attention."
*TOCK*
This photo showed the man from the first photo kneeling, collared, looking up at a leather-clad woman holding his leash. His cock was trapped in some sort of plastic sheath, and a small puddle was forming beneath it. Darens' cock started to revive.
"On the other side of the spectrum, we have dominant males..."
*TOCK*
The photo showed a muscular model, his cock hung down pendulously, massive even when not erect.
"They are the opposite of the submissives. Dominants are way, way on the other end of the spectrum. When they talk, people listen. They draw respect and envy like a magnet."
*TOCK*
This photo showed a beautiful, tan couple. They were nude, skin shining with oil, embracing each other with a fierce look of passion lighting up their locked eyes.
"Dominant men and Dominant women make fine couples, but the real magic happens when worlds collide."
*TOCK*
A white woman was on her knees, embracing a black man around his waist, looking up at his face with adoring eyes.
"You take the most submissive women in the whole world and match them up with the most dominant men, and you have the perfect match. The sexual equivalent to peanut butter and chocolate. The dominant men get women that are putty in their capable hands. The submissive women get the incredible, dominant cock that their subconscious has been drooling for all along. Everybody wins."
*TOCK*
A black man embraces a white woman from behind, both smiling as he runs his hands over her swelling belly.
"And instinct really takes over. Most women nowadays are turning away from motherhood. That changes once they experience a dominant cock. They begin to fantasize about taking his seed, about bearing his children.
*TOCK*
This image hit Daren like a punch to the gut. It was an old altered photo of him and Gina. 18-year-old Gina was excited, beaming, holding up a positive pregnancy test up to the camera. In the unaltered photo, he was sitting next to her, with a smile to match her own. He loved this photo, and the memory of the original was clear in his mind. In this version, someone very skilled had photoshopped Victor into his place, a cocky grin on his face, next to his beautiful young girlfriend, so happy to be pregnant.
Renee wordlessly increased the tempo once again.
*TOCK* *TOCK* *TOCK*
Images flashed on the screen of big, throbbing dicks. Pregnant women. Used vagina's leaking cum.
"Hyper submissive women and hyper dominant men are just so compatible, sexually speaking, that their pussies override their reasoning, demanding cum, begging to be bred. No other cock would deserve it more, no matter how loving the relationship."
Images of small caged dicks were added to the rotation of lurid images.
"Repeat after me, Cucky: Dominant cocks deserve to cum in Submissive Pussies. Submissive cocks deserve to cum in the trash."
Daren didn't hesitate. He was feeling too good. He was ready to cum, and he would accept any humiliation to get closer
"Dominant cocks deserve to cum in Submissive Pussies. Submissive cocks deserve to cum in the trash."
"Hold that thought, puppy." Said Rene, getting up from her chair, "I'll be right back. Don't you dare cum while I'm gone."
He took a deep breath. It took all his concentration to ride the edge while stroking, gazing at the endless supply of pornographic photos. It seemed like an eternity until Rene clicked her way back in front of his view, hips swaying.
She held the massive black dildo that she had warned him about the other day. The one Victor had given Gina as a gift. She must have gone into Gina's drawer to take it. Daren's eyes locked on to the massive fake cock, balls realistically modeled beneath it.
"Hold out your hand, puppy. The one you aren't using."
He really didn't want to. He didn't want to look at this thing. Didn't want to touch it. But Renee's tone allowed no argument. He unclenched his sweaty left fist and held out his palm reluctantly. Renee placed the huge phallus in his hand, wrapping her hand around his to make him firmly grip the base.
The rubber was soft but with a firm core. It felt like a real penis, despite being slightly cool to the touch.
"This isn't just an off-the-rack dildo, Mr. H. Oh no. This is an accurate 3D model of my Dad's dick." Daren felt dizzy. His immediate instinct was to drop the dildo and wash his hands. For the moment, Renee kept a firm grip on his hand, preventing him.
"I want you to feel the difference, cuck." Said Renee calmly, right next to his ear. "Feel how small you are when compared to a real man."
And Daren could feel the difference. He had never thought himself to be small before, but the difference was humbling. Renee arranged his hand so that the base of the dildo rested on his thigh, the black cock jutting up, its position making the unflattering comparison with his own cock that much more unavoidable. Without meaning to, because his right hand was making the motion already, he began stroking his left fist up and down the dildo in time with the beat, which caused Renee to fall into a fit of laughter.
Suddenly, she grabbed the dildo from his hand and held it up near his face. He recoiled. No way would he put that thing in his mouth. Even as confused and horny as he was, he wasn't gay. But that didn't seem to be Renee's goal. She turned the rubber cock sideways and stuck the tip beneath Daren's nose.
"Smell." She stared down at him with a cold look, no mercy in her eyes.
Daren held his breath. This was so gross, so humiliating.
"Mistress says smell." Said Renee, raising her voice. Daren's fist continued to jerk his dick, moving to the rhythm. Erotic images continued to flash on the screen.
He breathed in tentatively with his nose, and what Renee wanted him to sense was immediately apparent. It was a familiar musky smell. Gina's pussy. She had used this dildo. Probably heavily to imbue her scent in it this much. Daren's face burned with shame.
"Keep smelling." Said Renee, a cruel smile playing across her face. She ran the dildo under his nose, moving towards the tip, the soft rubber tugging at his upper lip unpleasantly. The deep musk smell was saturated into every inch of the dildo. All the way to the base.
"That's right, puppy. Wifey hasn't just been playing with a big dildo. She has been fucking a direct model of my Dad's dick. Balls deep. Again and again and again. This is the length she needs to scratch her itch." She said, waving the dildo. She held up her finger and thumb to make a humiliatingly accurate estimate of where his dick would reach. "This size just doesn't seem like enough for her, puppy."
She reached behind her and tapped her phone again.
"Don't cum until I say, puppy. Answer me. Do you think your dick deserves to cum in your wife's pussy?"
*TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK**TOCK*
Daren's hand worked madly on his crotch. He was tensing his muscles, trying hard not to cum before allowed.
"N-no." He whispered miserably.
"I can't heeear you." Responded Renee in a sing-song voice.
"N-no mistress." He said louder, his voice cracking.
"Huh, so her own husband doesn't think he deserves to cum in Gina's pussy. So who does, cuck? Tell me, who deserves Gina's pussy?"



"Victor." His voice was barely audible.
"Again. Louder."
"Victor does, Mistress."
"I agree." Said Renee simply. She turned away and came back seconds later, carrying a small waste basket. She set it down between Daren's legs.
She clicked her computer again, drawing it close.
The images on the screen were home photos of Gina, looking lovely and energetic, mixed with photos of curvy blonde women getting fucked by black cock, their faces blacked out to help the comparison.
"Repeat after me." Said Renee commandingly, "Victor's cum belongs in Gina's pussy. My cum belongs in the trash. He fucks her pussy, I fuck my fist."
He repeated it.
"Victor's cum belongs in Gina's pussy. My cum belongs in the trash. He fucks her pussy, I fuck my fist."
"Again. Keep going."
Daren repeated the demeaning phrase again. And Again. His fist worked furiously. Renee smiled. The words were worming their way deep into his brain.
"Ok Puppy, " said Renee, nudging the trash can with her boot. "Time to show me how worthless your slime really is. You know what to do. Cum for me." She tapped the computer one last time, freezing the image on one from the key party. Gina laying back on the table, Victor just finishing removing her wet panties, his dick thrust out obscenely right above her wet, naked pussy.
Daren came, his pathetic dick twitching as his load fired in a small powerful spurt right into the trash can: the only place he deserved to squirt his filthy cum. The leftovers dribbled down his fist.
Renee smiled proudly.
"Ok Puppy, round one complete. Let's get set up for round two.
...
Gina almost panicked as she left the bathroom, emerging back into the pulsing light and sound of the club. She cringed instinctively, afraid that everyone would turn in their seats, staring at her curvy body, barely concealed by the tight dress. She imagined their eyes locking on her collar, which loudly advertised which man she belonged to. But no one was watching. An amazonian black woman was doing a fascinating, athletic routine on the pole, and she held the attention of the entire house.
Gina quickly slunk back to the VIP area, stopping just out of sight of Victor and psyching herself up. She was going to have to get serious if she wanted Victor to choose her over the smug, catlike Lucia. Things might get a little...hot and heavy. She mentally apologized to poor Daren. It wouldn't mean anything. Anything said or done tonight didn't count. Daren would never know, but she would find a way to make it up to him later after she had saved his job and this whole Victor thing was behind them. She needed to ignore the nagging guilt inside her and do what was necessary to win. Anything said or done tonight didn't count, she repeated to herself once again.
She took a deep breath, rolled her shoulders, and put on a calculated sexy expression. She had to get into the mindset of wanting to fuck Victor. She found it surprisingly easy to put herself in that mental space.
She moved towards the booth containing Victor and Lucia, rolling her hips and wiggling her ass as little as she went. Gina could be just as seductive as Victor's little minx of a secretary if she wanted to.
Lucia had her mouth up to Victor's ear, her eyes closed, whispering something as she used a hand to massage and stroke his knee. Victor smiled, his eyes to the side, raptly listening to what Lucia was saying. Gina could guess the kinds of filthy talk pouring into his ear.
Time to interrupt Lucia and beat her at her own game. Gina sat on Victor's other side, snuggling her soft, curvy body into his angular muscled torso.
Victor raised a bulky arm, welcoming his other girlfriend by throwing a strong arm over her shoulder and pulling her close. He looked down at Gina with a confident, proud smile, eyes laser-focused on the choker. An unmistakable sign of total ownership and submission, willingly worn in public. Gina didn't fully mean what wearing the choker implied. At least not yet. But this public display was a large and slippery step down that road.
Seeing his intense, appreciative gaze at her choker temporarily stripped Gina of the role she was playing. For a moment, she wasn't a schemer trying to win at a game, she was just a woman being admired by her man. She looked up at Victor's proud, beaming face and returned a shy smile and demure glance down, accepting his attention and implicit praise of her submission.
Then she broke the moment, trying to resume the super flirty persona she had been trying to adopt.
"I hope that you two haven't started the party without me, big boy." She said with a higher-pitched, breathier version of her own voice. She winced. She had overdone it a little. It sounded silly. She had to tone it down. Lucia stifled a giggle. That smug bitch.
"Just conversation, pet." Said Victor smoothly, squeezing her shoulder, "Lucia was telling me the...intriguing plans she was making for us next weekend. If we are still dating, that is And some of those plans are very, very tempting." He ran a large hand up Lucia's side to cup one of her perky tits. Lucia giggled and squirmed, making Victor chuckle as well.
"What could you and I do next weekend, Gina?" He asked, an eyebrow raised.
Shit, Lucia had gone straight to sex to win Victor over. Predictable, but knowing Victor, it was probably a winning strategy. Gina's mind raced. She had to fight dirty talk with dirty talk. I just need to turn him on, it doesn't need to be true. Whatever she said wouldn't count tonight.
"Well, babe, I reeeeally loved that spa you sent me to the other day," she said, twirling a lock of her hair on a finger. She tried to maneuver her shoulder so that Victor's hand was on her breast. Victor took the hint, his strong hand palming her breast in a firm possessive grip that lit a fire in her belly. "I think we should go together. We could hit the sauna. It sounds like it would be soooo fun to strip naked with you and get all hot and sweaty." Victor's eyes had shifted fully from Lucia, and were now staring into hers with a smoldering intensity.
"Better yet, the masseuse that I had last time was really good. She worked my little body so hard! Maybe we can get a couples massage. She can show you how she works out my kinks, then she can teach me a little so we can massage you together." Gina's lips had curved up into a wicked smile. Victor was putty in her hands.
The bulge in Victor's pants had grown quite a bit. Lucia's eyes flashed with anger. She grabbed Victor's chin and turned his head towards her, giving him a deep and aggressive kiss.
"You really want to date this whore?" She asked viciously, sneering at Gina with contempt, "Just because she is enough of a pathetic submissive to wear degrading jewelry?"
The sexy Latin assistant grabbed Victor's hand and thrust it between her legs, riding his fingers with muscular rolls of her hips.
"You want me to wear your name, just say it. I'll get it tattooed right above my tight little pussy, so everyone knows who owns it. But I don't think you'll ask me for that, Victor, because unlike whatever sex game you are playing with this bimbo and her cuck, you actually respect me. We have an actual relationship, not a power game to get you off." She grunted in pleasure as Victor flexed his fingers, gazing at her with an impressed expression.
"Sluts like her are for playtime. She's not a woman you can bring to a fancy dress party. She isn't a woman you can be proud to show to the world. When we are dating, I don't care if you fuck this mixed-up little slut as much as you want. I know she can never threaten me."
"Yes, papi, right there. Harder. Please! Yes! Victor!" Lucia shivered and pulled herself tightly to Victor as she came, squeaking adorably.
Gina frowned. What Lucia had said would normally make a lot of sense. Lucia had laid out the logical reason she would be a better partner than Gina. Gina knew Victor better than that. Victor didn't operate based on logic when thinking about sex. He worked on gut feeling. She needed to fire up his predatory instincts.
"She's right you know," said Gina with a great show of sadness, drawing Victor's attention away from Lucia. She gave Victor an intense, upturned gaze from below, softly batting her eyelashes. "I really am a pathetic submissive. I'm trying my hardest to be a good girl, but you are just about to break my defenses."
She hooked a thumb into her cleavage, gently pulling her dress down, freeing her sensitive pink nipples to be played with by Victor's roaming fingers. Inviting him to touch the places she had once been furious that he even looked at. He instantly began playing with her stiff nipples with no hesitation or reserve. It didn't feel like the explorations of a new lover: his strong hands moved and touched with a sense of familiarity and ownership. Gina shuddered, feeling Victor's strong hands touch her intimately for the first time. His hands were, large, strong, and rough. His touch was firm and dominant, but never enough to hurt, just enough to feel his dormant power.
"I'm a little afraid that once I give in, I won't be able to say no at all. I will just do whatever twisted thing you ask me. I will be totally defenseless from your every perverse thought. I will become completely corrupted by you, ruined forever for my husband. " She couldn't tell if she was acting or not anymore as she stared into Victor's deep curious eyes. "Doesn't that sound a lot dirtier than this high and mighty bitch that wants to share your power?"
Victor smiled, and held a thumb to Gina's lips, prodding, demanding entrance. She resisted momentarily. She could smell Lucia's feminine musk on the digit and didn't want it in her mouth. But Victor was who she needed to please, and he demanded it. His large thumb pushed assertively into her mouth, filling it with Lucia's taste. He pressed the intruding digit firmly towards her tongue. She swirled her tongue around its tip. Her eyes closed. It was unbearably erotic. She couldn't help but think how huge his thumb felt in her little mouth... and how his cock was so much bigger. She gently sucked her boyfriend's thumb as he pinched and gently tugged her stiff, throbbing nipples. She felt that she had made a major score here. She knew just the things to say to get Victor going. Even in her submission, her success at reading Victor gave her a sense of power and control.
She heard Lucia get up. Victor's attention was pulled away from her, his shining wet thumb withdrawing from Gina's mouth.
"Let me show you something, babe, " said Lucia with a sly look at Victor. "I just want to show you how fun I can be."
She whispered something into the attendant's ear and followed him out of the VIP area. This might be a good time to speak with Victor alone... But Gina didn't have any time, because the MC was already announcing over the microphone:
"Please welcome to the stage the Lovely Lucia!"
...
Daren leaned back, exhausted both physically and emotionally. He wasn't sure what Renee meant by round two, but he was feeling like taking a nap more than anything else.
He held his softening dick in his hand, still oozing cum from his ejaculation moments before. He looked down at the waste paper basket. The recipes and junk mail inside were now covered in thick white jizz. He would have to make sure to dispose of them before his two ladies got home.
Renee made a contented noise and stretched like a cat, lifting her leather skirt enough to give him a brief peek at her smooth brown thighs and the tiny strip of leather covering her crotch. He felt a tiny stir from his slimy dick.
"Gross puppy, you're all jizzy!" Said Renee, wrinkling her nose. "Stay right there, I will get you something to clean up with."
She returned in a moment, dropping a small piece of cloth to flutter down and land on his messy cock. He held the cloth up. It was panties again, ones he didn't recognize from Gina's wardrobe.
"Mistress, are these...."
"Cassie's panties? Reeeelax Mr. H. I just grabbed the nearest piece of clothes from a laundry basket. You can pop it in the laundry when we're done, and no one will know the difference."
She watched closely as Daren began reluctantly wiping up his disgusting old man cum with his daughter's used panties, the exact panties, if fact, that Cassie had said were her go-to favorites. The ones she had had so much fun in the other day.
"It's funny, Mr. H, how context can change something," said the cruel teen, her eyes locked on Daren's sloppy work, "Panties really matter to a lot of girls. Way more than undies matter to boys. Girls wear dresses and skirts, so sometimes panties are the last line of defense for our innocence. Those panties were up until recently holding and concealing your sweet daughter's precious... secrets. But now it's just a jizz rag for her daddy's dirty cock. Weird how context changes things."
Daren paused in cleaning himself, glancing nervously at his teen tormentor. He had thought that they were in downtime, but now he was worried that they had already started round two.
"It's the same thing with your daughter, puppy. Right now, she is your precious little girl. The sweet innocent little flower who is your pride and joy. But have you looked at her lately? She's stacked, Puppy! Massive jiggly tits, wide hips, and between those thick thighs, a juicy little cunt just waiting to be fucked. Even her face is borderline pornographic. Naughty little teasing eyes, creamy white skin, and curvy little lips that look custom-designed to stretch around a dick."
Daren's mind and stomach rolled. He didn't want to hear these dirty comments about his precious daughter's body, but Renee's smoky voice and filthy language were having an undeniable effect on him.
"Keep cleaning that little pee-pee, cuck. I'll tell you when to stop. We need to make sure that it is really, really clean."
Daren gulped and resumed rubbing the silky smooth material against his hardening, already-clean cock.
"Can't we focus on Gina, mistress? I thought that was what this training was about. I'm just not comfortable touching myself while talking about Cassie." Said Daren, trying to steer the subject back to safer waters.
"I'm calling the shots here, Puppy." Said Renee, unswayed. Daren realized with a sinking feeling that talking about his daughter was a priority for Renee for some reason.
He tried one last time. "I just don't think about my daughter that way, mistress, and I never will. it's impossible for me."
A cruel, catlike smile spread across Renee's cute little face. "Interesting phrasing, Puppy!" She said, delighted. "Impossible, huh? Let's test that theory. Think of me like a scientist, with you as my little guinea pig. It's a topic of perverse interest to me, being a girl Cassie's age with a dad your age."
She clicked over to him with a swaying walk and leaned over to whisper in his ear, placing a hot little palm on his bare chest to steady herself: "I'm really good at turning people on, cucky. I want to see if I am good enough to get a daddy all hot for his baby girl."
Oh God help me, thought Daren, happy that the panties hid his swelling cock. It's already working.
"When a person lives in the same house with a relative for a long time," said Renee, clicking her way back to her seat, " they develop a mental block towards being sexually attracted to the relative. But it's not impossible to break the block. We just need a little... confusion. First, I will prove to you that Cassie is a hot little piece of ass. Once you see that, that mental block will start to crack."
She typed something on her computer, and a photo appeared on the TV screen.
It was Cassie, pulling herself up off the ladder at a pool, water streaming off her curvy body, dark hair wet and sleek. She was wearing that dark blue two-piece bikini. Daren could remember the fight he had had with Gina and Cassie about it. He had refused to allow Cassie to buy a bikini when they were at the store. He was still uncomfortable with Cassie revealing that much of her body in public. When they had gotten home, in a rare show of solidarity between the two women in his life, Gina had backed Cassie up, insisting that Cassie was a woman now that she was eighteen, and should be allowed to wear a more fashionable swimsuit than he had in mind.
Gina ended up lending Cassie the pictured dark-blue bikini (it turned out Cassie had nearly the same measurements as her mother), which only increased Daren's discomfort. It had always turned him on when Gina wore this particular suit. It wasn't inappropriately cut at all, but Gina's naturally wide, shapely hips were devastatingly emphasized by the low-slung bottoms, and no bikini top could hold her amazing breasts without presenting a feast for the eyes.
The same things were true of his daughter's body, he couldn't help but notice as he drank in the photo, rubbing her panties on his stiff dick.
"Be honest with me, puppy, this one turns you on a least a little, right?" Said Renee teasingly, "She really needs to be a little more careful about looking presentable before leaving the water, Mr. H! I mean, look right here," she said, indicating Cassie's right breast with her riding crop, "Is that an areola I see peeking out a little? And, oh no daddy, that won't do at all! Her bottoms seem to have slipped a little bit!" The leather tip of the crop swiped slowly and sensually across the top edge of the blue bikini bottom. "I can see some of your daughter's short and curlies!"
Daren's eyes were glued to the screen. Renee wasn't wrong. He hadn't seen it before, but Cassie's bikini was a little... disordered. He shook himself. This was wrong. He shouldn't be looking at her body this way. He felt a wave of disgust at himself, his dick deflating somewhat.
But although Renee marked the change with a keen eye, it only seemed to amuse her even more.
"Sorry puppy, that was a lie." She said cheerfully, clicking a button on the computer. The photo transformed instantly, the subject's skin darkening to a tan, the barely visible pubes glinting gold, the head changing completely. It now showed Gina, not Cassie. The pose, the bikini, and the wardrobe slips were the same, but the woman had changed.
His cock swelled back again rapidly, his brain whiplashing from disgust back to arousal. The effect was disquieting. How could their bodies be so similar that he could make this mistake? How could he find one so Alluring and be disgusted by the other? His hand ground the silky smooth panties into his rock-hard dick. His brain was confused, but his cock was confident.
His eyes crept over every inch of his wife's lovely body, savoring the chance to masturbate to something that there was no reason to feel guilty about. The soft swell of the breasts, the gentle curve of the hip. The tight drawing together of the belly and thighs at that sweet center. Who took this picture? When was it taken? He tried to remember the last time he had seen Gina in this suit. It almost looked like the pool of Cassie's friend Kaitlyn's...
Daren felt a stab of shock as Renee read his expression of realization and started cackling. She pressed a button again and the picture morphed back to Cassie. Back to the woman it had been all along.
"I'm sooooo sorry, Puppy!" said Renee in a fit of giggles, "I'm pretty good at photoshop, so I just couldn't resist. They look really similar, right? I mean, not in the face, but from the tits down, mommy and daughter are the spitting image! I told you! Your sweet little Cassie really is that hot!"
She flipped through some other pictures, showing Cassie realizing her suit was out of place. Blushing, adjusting. Daren couldn't take his eyes off the photos. Renee's trick had accomplished what she had wanted. Cassie's body was full, ripe, and sexy. He couldn't unsee it.



Daren took his hands off his crotch, suddenly afraid of the feelings he was feeling. He pressed the heels of his hands into his eyeballs, breathing deeply, trying to get a hold of himself. He felt the couch next to him settle as Renee took a seat, startled as he felt Renee firmly grip his cock through the panties.
"Don't worry about it, daddy. Your mistress is going to help you a little." He could feel her wicked little hand rubbing in short, even strokes on the head of his cock, "Now it's not like you are doing anything bad, right? You are just along for the ride. Let me take control for a little while."
He opened his eyes to see that a new slideshow was playing. It was images of Cassie, all since this summer, with occasional, jarring pictures of young pornstars, nude and staring confrontingly at the camera.
"Cassie really looks like she could join them, right Puppy? Her body fits right in." Murmured Renee, swirling the smooth fabric around his hard dick, "Have you ever thought about how your little girl would do as a pornstar?"
Daren gulped, his dick twitching as his eyes darted over the juxtaposed images flashing on the screen. "She would never. She won't need to. She is going to go to a good college. She is thinking about being a lawyer like her mom.
Renee chuckled. "Yes, I agree that we have a 'like mother like daughter situation' on our hands here. But I wouldn't be so positive that Gina will stay in the legal field forever, Puppy."
He frowned. What did she mean?
"Back to the matter at... hand, Puppy," She said, increasing the intensity of her strokes. "As you can now see, Cassie has an incredible rack, thick thighs, and a juicy little cunt. All the boys at school are scheming of ways to bury their little dicks between those soft thighs, daddy. And worse, with an obscene body like that, it is just a matter of time until some creep ruins her innocence. Let me prove it to you."
She waved his phone in front of his eyes, showing him that she had typed a message to someone. "I wrote a little message for you, puppy. I want you to press send."
Daren grabbed the phone.
[I saw this girl at the pool the other day. Is she your type?]
The image of Cassie exiting the pool, complete with the disarrayed swimsuit, was attached. He checked the recipient, and his heart raced with panic. Charlie (Work).
"Mistress, I can't! Charlie is a real creep. I don't want him to see Cassie this way."
"Calm down puppy, she is perfectly safe. She has her big strong daddy to protect her from dirty Uncle Charlie. I just want to prove that she is catnip for creepers. Send it."
Daren's heart drummed in his ears. Technically none of Cassie's body was exposed. He wasn't really displaying her body to Charlie. Something about the idea of betraying himself and his daughter by sending the photo sent a perverse thrill up his spine.
He clicked the send button.
Charlie replied almost instantly.
[Wow, I was going to tell you not to text me Hardon. But if this is the sort of thing you want to send me, text away. I'm jerking off to it right now. Hell yeah, she's my type. She looks like exactly the type of dumb young slut that I like to get all mixed up and wrapped around my finger. God. I want to force her to call me daddy as I cum all over her stupid little whore face.]
Renee grinned as she read the reply over his shoulder, then gripped Daren's dick tighter and whispered in his ear, "Now tell him, daddy. Tell him who it is. Tell him it is your daughter. Mistress says."
Daren almost gasped with the sensation. He had thought that Renee had been working his dick the best that she could before, but she had been holding back. The pleasure was so intense that he almost squirmed away from her touch. With shaking fingers, he typed in a short message:
[She is my daughter, Cassie.]
And sent it.
Charlie replied again.
[Hahahaha, you are one sick fuck, Hardon. You know you aren't man enough to stop me. Cassie is going to have another daddy very soon.]
Renee grabbed his phone and tossed it away, this part of the game over. She began whispering in his ear again.
"Uh-oh, daddy. Looks like Cassie is in a lot of trouble now. She needs you more than ever. Do you know why that pesky mental block normally stops daddies from fucking their daughters? It has served a very important purpose in evolution. We have a lot less babies with extra fingers and toes getting born. But isn't that a little outdated? Sex isn't just about making babies anymore. It's about intimacy and love, and maybe most importantly, power dynamics. Wouldn't daughters submit to their daddy's authority more easily if they were also submitting in the bedroom?" What she was saying was nonsense, of course. But that didn't stop Daren's dick from throbbing as her sweet little tongue tickled his ear.
"Imagine sweet little Cassie." Said Renee, in a hissing little whisper, "Coming to you after school, telling you all about how some boys tricked her today, how they made her show them her tits. And then she tells you that after school, she met a really nice man from your work. And how he said he wanted to show her something. About how he wanted her to go with him to his house." Her fingers moved slowly and firmly, touching and pressing every part of his aching cock.
"What is a good daddy to do? Your little girl doesn't know enough about sex to defend herself." Renee's hand was twisting now, bringing a new sensation, preventing him from getting used to the feeling of her little hand on his cock. Daren's breath began to huff and puff. "I'll tell you what you do, Puppy. You pull your curvy little princess over your lap, you pull her wet little panties down her thick thighs, and you spank her big soft butt. Crack! Crack! Until her ass is as red as her humiliated face. Until tears and snot are streaming down her cheeks. And then, when she is hurt enough to have a little fear (not a lot, just enough to make sure she does as she is told), you command your daughter to kneel in front of you, and you pull your hard cock out of your pants."
Renee pulled Daren's hand, forcing him to stand, to play-act the twisted scene she was spinning. She remained by his side, her evil little hand working at his crotch. "And you make Cassie take your hard dick in your hands. And you tell her that this was what that man from your work wanted to show her. And you tell her to open her mouth. And as your hard cock slips between your daughter's innocent lips, you tell her that this is what those bad boys wanted her to do with them."
Renee began pulling him by the cock, down the hall. Daren followed, entranced. "And when her poor little jaw is sore from the work you made her do, you lead her, gently, down the hall, to her room." And here they were, in Cassie's room, matching the story. "And you lay her on her bed. And you teach her one final lesson. You show her exactly what all the boys and men are thinking about when they look at her. You teach her, so that next time, she can know what is in their dirty little minds. A practical lesson, because words are cheap." Renee positioned him on Cassie's bed, on his arms and knees, her hand, still using Cassie's dirty panties as a barrier, milking his hanging cock without mercy. His nose filled with Cassie's sweet scent, forever stamping it in his brain as something erotic.
Then suddenly, her hand stopped, making Daren shift uncomfortably. She had led him right to the edge. He had to cum!
"I'm going to let you finish, puppy." Said Renee calmly, "But you have to promise me first."
"Promise what? Anything mistress, just please let me cum!"
"Watch the mail, puppy. When Cassie gets her first admissions letter from a college, take it from the mail and bring it straight to me."
"What? Why?"
"I know college is really important to Cassie, and she is my friend. I just want to be the first to know. Promise me."
"Ummmm, sure. I promise, mistress."
"Good Puppy. One last thing. After you cum, you have to promise to do exactly what I say, right away."
"I promise, mistress! Please, let me cum!"
"Hahaha, how can I say no to such a sweet little puppy? Where was I? Right. And as your daughter gazes up at you with adoring submissive eyes, you know for sure that the bond between you two has been strengthened and that she knows what loving sex is like. And that she won't be tricked so easily ever again. And as she lets out some sweet little moans, and says in her soft little coo, 'I love you daddy'. You cum. Cum daddy, cum for Cassie. Let her know what you think of her.
Daren came explosively, filling Cassie's favorite panties with a globby white load, firing spurt after spurt into his daughter's dirty underwear as his cruel mistress giggled, her breath warm and wet in his ear. He collapsed, sweaty and shaking, onto his Cassie's bed.
"Now," Said Renee with a cruel grin, strolling across the room, "I know the perfect place to put those panties. Right where they belong." She slid open Cassie's panty drawer in her dresser, revealing rows of neatly folded panties. She turned back and crooked a finger at the white-faced Daren, commanding him to come forward.
"B-b-but mistress. I can't do that!" Whined Daren, holding the stained and sullied panties cupped in his hand "She'll know! She'll see that I jerked off with them!"
"Then you had better start thinking of a good excuse, puppy. You promised" Said Renee, her eyes hard, pointing unshakably down at the panty drawer.
With a feeling of impending doom, Daren gently placed the jizz filled panties in the open drawer, on top of the clean ones.
Rene quickly slid the drawer closed.
"Good job on round two, puppy!" She said cheerfully. "Now, it's time for the grand finale!"
...
The music pounded, bumping impossibly loud in Gina's ears. The lights pulsed as well, combining with the music in a hypnotic, trance-like effect. Her eyes, along with everyone else in the club, were focused on the front of the room as Lucia strode confidently onto the main stage, wearing her tight little silver dress and a wide smile.
Lucia's daring stiletto heels showed off her long brown legs perfectly, and as she approached the pole, she swung gracefully around for a turn, hooking one of her exquisite legs around it and giving her audience an even better view.
She hopped down lightly and, as the beat of the music became more complex, the slim latina began a dance. Lucia had amazing control of her hips, which she popped and swiveled with the fast-paced beat, running her hands up and down her lithe brown body.
So this was her plan, thought Gina, relaxing a little. Lucia would just have a sexy little dance on stage, and then leave. Gina had assumed the worst when her rival had taken the stage at a strip club, but of course Lucia wouldn't go so far as to take her clothes off in front of this sleazy crowd.
Lucia cast heated eyes up to the VIP area, crooked her lips into a naughty smile, and blew Victor a kiss, all while keeping her hips moving to the beat. Then she turned, facing away from the crowd. She undid the zipper of the dress. The crowd cheered.
No way, thought Gina, her mouth dropping open. This was crazy. Where was her self-respect?
Gina felt Victor grab her hand and guide it to his crotch. She gasped as she felt the rock-hard bulge straining to be free of her boyfriend's pants. She tried to move her hand away, but Victor held it there. He started to move her hand over the bulge, using Gina's hand to pleasure himself through his pants. Gina looked up at him, trying to protest. She was insulted and hurt to see that he wasn't even looking at her. All of his attention was locked on Lucia, as the little silver dress fell to a puddle on the floor, revealing her toned ass and smooth, slim back. It was humiliating, being used for Victor's sexual gratification even as he ignored her.
The music had slowed once again to a mind-numbing pulse. Lucia turned to the side, demurely hiding her breasts with her left hand while gripping the pole with her right, taking a slow spin around it. Her face lit up with a knowing smile. Her eyes locked on Victor. Gina couldn't help but note the small, well-groomed strip of pubic hair leading down to her pussy. Something Gina had been denied while Lucia was allowed to keep. Lucia suddenly leaped onto the pole acrobatically, holding herself in place with her luscious legs, while letting her upper body dangle down, revealing her small perky breasts as her dark silky hair hung down in shining waves. She spun around for a moment, letting the crowd drink in her nude form as they cheered.
Then Lucia gracefully jumped down once, and walked forward with a shimmy, jiggling her small breasts. At the front of the stage, she suddenly dropped low, spreading her legs wide, giving the whole audience a detailed look at her wet pussy. The audience roared and whistled with applause, with some men running up to shower the shameless performer with dollar bills. Victor ground Gina's trapped hand against his hard, burning-hot cock, pushing strongly against the material of his pants.
How could Lucia do this? Show all these strange, sleazy men her body, just for the gratification of Victor, a predatory asshole. Gina looked hard but could detect no humiliation in Lucia's face. She was confident, sexy, and based on Victor's reaction, clearly winning their little contest. It ate Gina up that this bitch had some sort of inner well of confidence that Gina didn't. If Lucia could do this and Gina couldn't maybe it really was true that Gina was just a scared little girl pretending to be tough. Gina scanned the crowd, calculating. Although it was hard to tell, she didn't think there was anyone that she knew.
"Baby," She said sweetly, gripping Victor's cock through his pants to stop the movement and get his attention, "I've got something I need to do. I can be just as fun as Lucia, honey. Just watch me."
A big, arrogant smile broke across Victor's face like a sunrise. He gave her hand one last big squeeze, mashing it against his massive black cock, before letting her go. As she turned to leave, she yelped as she felt Victor's large, strong hand give her round ass a sharp little swat. She bit back the acid words that she wanted to throw at him. She wasn't one of his little sluts that he could manhandle any time he wanted. Now was not the time though. Now was the time to win. At any cost.
As she walked to the backstage area, her heart began to beat fast and her face began to glow red as she really began to consider what was about to happen. Could she really get up on the stage? Act like all those dumb sluts who showed men their pussies for money? What if she saw any of these people in public later? They would know her immediately she was sure. Would know who she really was deep down. She refocused. Tonight didn't count. She was doing what she had to do to win. It didn't reflect on who she was in real life.
A bald, greasy-looking man with a headset and a clipboard was waiting by the entrance to the backstage area. He looked her up and down and gave her a leering smile. "Gina, right? Lucia told us to expect you. Head on to the stage!"
Lucia had told them to expect her beforehand? How had she known ahead of time that Gina would follow? Maybe this wasn't such a good idea...
But now she could see from behind the curtains that Lucia was wantonly thrusting her hips up at Victor, who, with Gina gone, was now rubbing his own hand over his bulging pants. Even if this was a trap, it was the only way to be declared the winner. Gina couldn't come this far to give up now. Gina Harlowe wasn't a quitter. And she certainly wasn't a loser. The only way out was forward. Gina took a deep breath, holding her red cheeks in her hands for a moment. Feeling the humiliating choker and its tight, sweaty grip on her neck. Trying not to think about how she was about to debase herself for Victor's amusement.
She walked with shaking steps towards the stage.
"And Now, ladies and gentlemen, please welcome to the stage, Jiggly Gina!"
The hot lights of the stage hit her immediately. She could feel the focus of the rooms attention turn to her, resting on her like a ten-ton weight. Her mouth immediately went dry, and her hands started shaking. She took some wobbly steps forward.
Music began playing, but it wasn't the seductive rhythm that they had played for Lucia. Instead, they began playing a brassy, cartoonish stripping song that you might hear in a comedy. Gina could see from the corner of her eye that Lucia had not left the stage. She stood on the sidelines, still nude, hip cocked with a hand hiding a smile on her face.
Gina realized the nature of the trap too late. Lucia had set up her performance to show her gracefulness and sex appeal and had engineered Gina's to produce maximum humiliation.
Gina walked awkwardly over to the pole and stiffly spun around it with one hand. It was harder than it looked.
She tried to do a little dance while shaking her hips, but the swingy rhythm of the music was difficult to match. Soft boos began to sound from the crowd.
Suddenly, Lucia's mocking voice boomed out from the sound system:
"Sorry folks, Jiggly Gina doesn't have much going on in the brains department." She said.
Gina ground her teeth as she saw Lucia crossing the stage, holding a microphone and addressing the crowd. "But you all aren't interested in looking at her brains, are you? Come on Gina. show us what you have under that dress. Maybe it can make up for your lack of skills. Strip."
Gina glared at her with hatred.
"Strip!"
The crowd took up the chant.
"Strip! Strip! Strip!"
Gina glanced up to the VIP section. Victor looked down at her with a serious expression. Then he nodded.
Gina knew what it would take to win. What was under her dress was more impressive than anything Lucia could show the crowd. With numb fingers, she gripped the top edge of her tight dress. The crowd went silent in anticipation.
"That's it slut." Said Lucia with a giggle, "Show these people your big titties. Show them why they call you "Jiggly Gina".
The crowd laughed at Lucia's barb as Gina pulled the tight material slowly down her breasts, her hard nipples popping free. She had to wiggle her wide hips a little to squeeze out of the dress, causing her tits to bounce and wobble. The ridiculous music continued to play, as the crowd fell silent in admiration. Finally, the dress fell to the floor, Leaving Gina breathless, nude, and on display for the world to see. The lights felt like they were burning her naked body. She remembered the disdain she had felt for the stripper she had seen as she arrived, how darkly erotic it had been to see a woman debase herself that way. Her insides roiled at the realization that she was now in exactly the same position. And she didn't even have the excuse that she was getting paid.
Seeing her curvy, tanned form, the crowd broke into loud cheers. Even louder than Lucia had received. The Latin woman frowned at the sight of Gina's stunning body, her plan momentarily off-track.
Gina felt like she was going to pass out. The only thing she wore now was the choker that proclaimed her as an owned woman, clearly visible to the leering crowd. Her huge tits, erect nipples poking up obscenely from their tips, which were supposed to be only for the eyes of her husband, were now public knowledge. Her juicy, shamefully hairless pussy was hidden only by the swell of her thick tanned thighs. Gina, a driven, ambitious career woman and mother, was now no better than the high school dropout bimbos who worked at this sleazy club.
She turned her eyes upward to Victor. He was smiling, pleased, proud of her courage. He crooked a finger, calling her forward. In a trance, she wobbled forward, uncomfortably aware of the wetness between her thighs. She made it to the edge of the stage. Victor slowly unzipped his pants, his massive cock springing free. He pointed down. Gina could tell what he wanted her to do. She shook her head, her face burning hotter than ever before. She couldn't do it. Even strippers normally had more class. Even across the room, Victor's eyes were intense and commanding. His cocky stare said it all. This is what it would take to win. Gina took a deep, shaky breath. She dropped down into a squat, just as Lucia had, and with a grimace of shame, slowly spread her thick thighs wide, revealing in detail the last of her body's secrets, and discarding the last shred of her dignity at Victor's command.



Victor's hand began slowly stroking his cock as the crowd whooped and whistled, men crowding closer to get a good look at her soaking wet, bare pussy. He nodded and mouthed, his meaning clear even across the room, "Good Girl."
Gina remained in this position for what felt like an eternity, leaning back on her hands, allowing the cheering crowd to examine her pussy. Her shame and self-loathing grew every second, watching Victor pleasure himself to the sight of her degradation. Finally, it became too much. Gina scrambled back up to her feet with the crowd screaming and begging for more behind her. That would have to be enough. She walked quickly to the back of the stage.
One moment she was walking, the next she was on the stage, falling on her hands and knees, facing away from the audience, accidentally treating them to a view of her pussy and asshole from behind.
"Tsk Tsk Tsk, Gina." Said Lucia evilly, flashing her a cruel grin, "You've got to work on that clumsiness."
Gina looked down and saw the microphone cord, saw how Lucia had used it to trip her. Gina saw red. That smug bitch. Without thinking, Gina lunged, hugging Lucia's long smooth legs around the knees, bringing her to the ground. She would teach this bitch to insult her.
The fight was a blur. Lucia slapping her from above, straddling her belly with her long powerful legs. Gina's hands in Lucia's silky black hair as they grappled, stiff nipples scraping each other's bodies. Their hot sweaty skin slipping and rubbing against each other as Gina gripped Lucia from behind, trying to prevent her from rising to her knees. The crowd was going wild, people crowding the stage to get a better view of the two gorgeous women in a full-contact wrestling match.
Finally, Gina's larger body size proved decisive. She sat on Lucia's body, pinning her hands down on either side of her head. Lucia's shining black hair lay like a halo around her, her eyes glittered with hatred as she looked up at the victorious and dominant Gina. Gina could see the diamond hardness of Lucia's nipples as her small firm breasts rose and fell with her heavy breaths. Gina's own nipples could cut glass. She felt the wetness of her pussy pressed up against Lucia's firm, hot belly. Lucia's curvy lips were shining, parted with the effort of her panting breath. Gina looked up at Victor, now stroking his cock rapidly. He gave her another nod.
Gina leaned down and kissed her defeated rival hard on the lips, thrusting her tongue into the slim Latina's mouth. Gina thrilled at the feeling of victory, of using her tongue to silence the mocking young woman. Lucia seemed shocked for a moment, then began returning the kiss with equal force and passion.
Gina didn't even notice Xavier, her rival from work, stealthily using his phone to record from the edge of the stage. Xavier congratulated himself for following Victor's advice to come to this club tonight. He was really looking forward to work on Monday.
...
Daren leaned back on his couch, sweaty and tired, his mind scrambled. Renee was working busily, taking things out of her duffel bag and setting them on the coffee table, as well as setting up something else on the computer. Daren found it hard to pay attention. This time, he was sure that Renee would have no success getting him turned on again. Guilt was already preying on his mind for what he had jerked off to tonight.
He felt the couch shift and looked over to see Renee sitting there with a look of sympathy on her face. She had apparently finished with her preparations. She gently took Daren's face in her hands and said softly "I know. I know, Puppy. It's been a long night. Come here." She pulled him gently, positioning him so that he was lying down, his head resting on Renee's lap, the feeling of the cool shiny leather contrasting with the warm soft skin of her thighs.
She began running her little fingers softly through his hair.
"It's hard work, Puppy. We are doing all of this to change you. To make you into the man you ought to be. All of this is helping, even if it hurts your heart a little. Trust me, I have this all under control. Everything is going according to plan. I can already see you becoming the person who I've always wanted you to be."
Her soothing voice and gentle fingers felt like a balm on his soul.
"But we can't stop now, Puppy. The last part is the most important." She began sending her fingers in snaky little patterns down his shoulders, onto his bare chest. "I know you feel spent right now, but I promise you that tiny down there will be wide awake once we get started." She started twirling her long nails around his nipples, which felt strange and foreign, but not unpleasant.
Renee dropped her voice to her favorite breathy whisper: "I'll even make you a deal, Puppy. If you really can't get it up for my dirty talk... I'll put my money where my mouth is." She trapped one of his nipples in a painful pinch and tugged to emphasize her words.
"That's right, Puppy. As much as it grosses me out to think about your foul little old man dick in my pretty mouth, that's how far I am willing to go to make sure we finish the grand finale."
Daren couldn't help it. Renee's lewd promise was having its intended effect. The animal lust deep in his gut, which he thought had gone to sleep for a long rest, began to stir. His cock shifted on his belly as blood began to flow there once again.
Renee giggled and kissed him on the forehead. "Well, Puppy, it looks like this sweet little mouth remains pure for now. I won't pretend that it's not a relief. I knew you could do it, Tiny!"
She shifted out from under him, picking up her riding crop and directing his attention to the props and presentation set up.
"Back to business, Cucky. First, I need you to wear this." She tossed something toward him, and it hit the couch next to him. Daren did a double take. He recognized it. The ridiculous goat mask he had worn on the worst night of his life, that damn key party. He felt his penis swell further as he felt again the humiliation and exposure he and Gina had endured that night. He had come too far now to start defying Renee. He cast his eyes down, and pulled the mask over his face, tying it at the ears.
"Goood. I want you to feel it, cuck. What Gina made you feel that day. What Victor made you feel that day. Start stroking. I want to see your hand move on that tiny thing you call a cock."
She turned, and gestured at what she had set up on the table: "Look at my little visual aid, cuck. I will admit, maybe a little bit over the top, but at this point in our session, I thought it was the right time for big, easy-to-grasp symbols."
A small scale sat on the table, the old-fashioned type with two pans for balancing weights. It had a white stylized lamb fixed to the needle between the two sides. One pan of the scale had a scrawny stylized goat fixed to the front, and the other had a muscular stylized bull. It was over the top enough that Daren would have laughed, except for the ominous atmosphere and his building lust.
"Your sweet little lamb, your faithful wifey is in danger from a big bad bull. She's in so much danger that, as smart as she is, as wary and careful as she is being, she is still wildly underestimating him. And on the other side, we have you. A scrawny little goat. Your sweet lamb's knight in shining armor." Renee glanced over at the pathetic man in the stupid mask, jerking off to his own humiliation. She let out a mean snicker.
"You want to stop my dad from getting his sweet reward. Let's see what you have going for you." She reached for a cloth bag beside the scale and pulled something from inside. It was a small white cylinder, about the side of a pill bottle, with a carved white heart attached to the top. She placed it on the goat side of the scale with a click. "She loves you, Puppy. Everyone can see it. Even my Dad wouldn't deny it. In fact, that's a big part of what makes this whole thing so fun for him." The lamb-topped needle moved slowly toward the goat side of the scale as the heart symbol pushed it down.
Renee took a small pair of keys from the table and used them to unlock Daren's wedding band from her necklace. She placed it on the goat side of the scale as well with a metallic *ting*. "She is also your wife. She stood up in front of you, all her friends, and God and swore that she would never fuck another man, no matter how badly she wanted to. Or something like that. For a person as proud as your wifey, that's important. That's going to cause some hesitation for sure."
The lamb needle swung decisively down to point all the way towards the goat.
"And that is about it for the advantages that you have. Now, let's see what my Dad has going for him, Cucky." Daren saw with a sinking heart that the white cloth sack had many more little cylinder symbols inside.
"He is smarter than you." She placed a small black symbol with a stylized brain atop the cylinder on the bull side of the scale, moving the lamb needle an alarming amount back towards the center. "On his very first try, he had your wife naked on her knees, kissing his cock, while you jerked your tiny dick off at the sight. He will always be one step ahead of you and wifey's weak little resistance."
"He is better looking than you." She placed the symbol of a stylized rose down on the bull's side of the scale, causing the lamb to move just past the halfway point toward the bull. "Trust me, cuck. No matter how Gina tries to reassure you, your dad bod just can't measure up."
"He is more dominant and masculine than you." This symbol was shaped like a bull's head. The lamb needle was swinging down decisively towards the bull side. Daren shamefully couldn't stop masturbating. "When he speaks, people listen. He commands the room. Everyone respects him wherever he goes. Can you say the same, cucky?"
"He is physically stronger than you." This one was shaped like a muscular torso. "Even if you gave up competing fairly and tried to straight up fight him, you would still lose. Handily."
"He's more cultured... has better taste... is a better conversationalist... is better educated... is richer... works harder." The list went on, the black symbols crowding the plate, almost falling off. The lamb needle was deeply buried on the bull side, the goat side hanging as high as it could go in the air, the ring and heart symbol looking lonely and insufficient. Renee pulled one last symbol from the bag. It was larger and heavier looking than all the others. The symbol on the top was a lovingly rendered shining black phallus. Renee silently placed it on the scales, which toppled over due to the weight, spilling the props everywhere.
"He is much. Much. Better than you in bed."
She turned and pressed play on the laptop, starting a video going on the television screen. The video showed a lamb-masked blonde woman, collared at the feet of an enormous black man in a bull mask, holding a chain leash attached to the collar. Daren's eyes bugged, and he had to stop masturbating momentarily to stop himself from cumming without permission.
Although his mistake was Renee's intention, a closer look showed that these two were not Victor and Gina. The woman's breasts were fake, unlike Gina's, and the Black man had a tattoo that Daren would have remembered. This was just another prop, a suggestive demonstration of what was to come. Had Renee paid to commission a video just to humiliate and turn him on? It worked. Even though it wasn't real, It was still enough to send Daren spiraling into lust and shame. After his moment's pause, his hand began stroking again as the woman on the screen began seductively nuzzling and kissing the cock of her dominant partner.
"Hold on, cuck." Said Renee with an anticipatory smile, "I'm going to let you get all your loser juice out, but only on my terms. And I'm sorry, cuck, you are really not going to like my terms this time." She quickly snapped on a rubber glove, picking up the black cock symbol she had placed on the scales. She held up the black cock and gripped it by the base, twisting it and revealing that the cock carving was a lid on a hollow container the whole time. Then she reached in and pulled out a huge used condom, still shiny and wet from use, filled with a massive load of bright white cum.
She shook it in front of Daren's face, showing him the pendulous load. He could smell the powerful, musky scent of it. "God, look at it, Cucky. One shot like this, and anyone would get pregnant, guaranteed. And, I'll tell you right now, my dad hates to use condoms. He only used this one because I told him I would need it for this fun little game." With a giggle, she scooped up Daren's wedding band from the table, and before he knew what was happening, plopped it into the open mouth of the used condom. Daren's mouth hung open as she worked the ring deep into the dirty condom until it disappeared completely into the opaque white ooze.
"This ring is just like your wifey, cuck. Filthy, stuck, debased. Sunk into a trap of my Dad's lust and virile manliness. Now it's time to see if all of your training has paid off." She held out the slimy used condom to Daren. Indicating that he should take it. He cringed, his dick throbbing in his right hand as his left hand picked up the massive used condom of the rival for his wife's heart and body.
Renee's voice was still and serious as she gave her next vile instructions. "Put it on, cuck."
Daren froze. The video was still playing, with the massive bull-masked man lifting up the smaller lamb-masked woman and laying her on a bed, his giant prick stiff and dripping with her eager saliva. He couldn't believe what Renee had just said. He stared into her eyes, trying to find some indication that she was joking. She gazed back, calm but as immovable as stone.
"You heard me, Puppy. I want you to take that slimy, used condom, filled up with my Dad's jizz, and slide your tiny dick right into it. And I want you to do it right now."
"Mistress, please... I don't..."
*Crack*
For the first time, Renee used her riding crop for its intended purpose, whistling down to leave a red welt on Daren's tender inner thigh. He jumped and gave a little scream, almost dropping the condom on himself.
Renee did not look pleased at all.
"I won't hear another word, you little bitch." Hissed Renee with fury, "You swore to me that you would follow my every instruction tonight. Now put that man's condom on your little boy pee-pee, before I get really mad."
Daren felt himself fold like a house of cards. He gulped and lowered the slimy condom to his hard penis, trying to fold it carefully so that he didn't upend the full load onto his dick. The inside was cold and slimy, just as unpleasant as he had imagined. He would have thought that the disgusting experience would destroy his libido, but, humiliatingly, he was harder than ever.
Renee clutched her stomach, letting out peals of girlish laughter. Even Daren had to shamefully admit that the sight was funny. The condom dwarfed his dick, fitting only loosely around the base of his cock. But the really humiliating comparison was the length.
Renee sat and stretched the length of the condom up, once again causing the white sticky payload to creep down worryingly towards his penis. "Let's see how you measure up, ok Cucky?" She made a big show of looking at the length of his penis compared to the condom length, as the sticky white sperm crept closer and closer to hitting his cock. His cock made it less than halfway up the condom. Renee laughed again, letting the end of the condom fall. The filled reservoir at the tip hit Daren in the balls with a wet splat.
"This is where we see the results of your training, Puppy." Said Renee, sitting next to him and cuddling up to his chest. "All you have to do," She said, indicating the bulbous white reservoir of the condom with a gloved finger, "Is shoot your little cummies far enough that they can compete with my Dad's. If you can blast your little swimmers far enough to mix them with the ones surrounding your ring, then you will have shown me that you have worked yourself up enough, and increased your jealousy to the point that you are ready to fight for your wifey's honor."
She wrapped a warm little arm around Daren's waist and pulled herself closer.
"Start stroking, cuck."
The feeling of another man's cold jizz on his cock was disgusting but provided a slippery, slimy lube that, combined with the humiliation, immediately started making Daren feel great.
On the screen, the Black man had pushed up his bull mask to dive between the woman's splayed legs. She was moaning and arching her back with appreciation.
"We talked about this earlier, Puppy." Said Renee at his side, "When a woman meets a superior man, she submits to him, both mentally and sexually. It's natural, beautiful even."
The black man on screen straightened up, his massive penis statuesque, totemic, a symbol of sexual superiority. The woman, below him physically and sexually, spread her legs wider, her hairless pussy shining with more than just his saliva. She writhed and moaned as her lover savored the view, teasing her with the moment of prolonged anticipation.
"What you are trying to do is admirable. Fighting for your love and all that. But it's doomed. It goes against nature itself. When wifey gets a taste of my Dad's big black cock..."
The massive brown dick on the screen sank slowly, inch by rock-hard inch, into the woman's pink, swollen pussy. The actress screamed in pleasure. It wasn't fake like most of the porn he had seen. This woman was truly having her world rocked. Daren's cock strained and twitched and his hand squished it around in its slimy prison.
"... Then she will forget all about you and Tiny here. She will be changed forever, sexually speaking. If I know my dad, the rest of her life will be changed too. My Dad prefers women to be a lot more... docile. More eager to please. Less... smart. And, because your wifey will be addicted to his cock, she is probably just going to go right along with it as he starts remodeling her into his little bimbo slut."
The man on the screen had the woman's hands trapped above her head as he mercilessly plunged his cock deep into her. The woman twisted her head to the side, panting and biting at the sheets, letting out deep and genuine-sounding moans.
"Only you can save your wifey, cuck. She is under his spell already, she needs someone to rescue her from the big bad bull. If you don't, her life will be ruined, and she will love every humiliating, panty-drenching second of it. Come on, big boy. Shoot those cummies. Show me that loser juice. A big, powerful load now. One big enough to fight with my Dad's."
The man on the screen pinned the woman down with his powerful body, thrusting his dick in to the hilt, his balls spasming again and again as he pumped a massive load deep into the woman's vulnerable pussy. She groaned with ecstasy, crossing her legs behind his back and gripping his torso tightly to hers.
Daren strained forward as well, hips lifting from the couch, releasing his load into the used condom.
Renee tried to hold back her laughter, but it came snorting through and she soon dissolved into giggles. It could clearly be seen that Daren's small, yellowish-white load had gotten barely an inch further than the tip of his dick, leaving the bright white sperm in the tip of the condom untouched. Daren's dick deflated rapidly, now slimy with two men's cum. He felt a wave of shame and humiliation as the video finished on the screen. This time, there was no accompanying feeling of lust.
"Awwww, sorry, puppy." Said Renee, still giggling, "It looks like you failed the final exam. All that training gone to waste! You just don't have what it takes to save Gina."
Daren collapsed back on the couch, feeling despair.



"Don't be so sad, Puppy," said Renee comfortingly, jumping up from the couch, "Your cuckysitter isn't out of ideas yet. But are you sure you still want to try to stop this? Let's be real, you are really getting off on being a cuck. Wouldn't it be more fun if you just went along for the ride?"
Daren shook his head, tears forming in his eyes. "I can't g-give up," He croaked, choking with emotions, "I love her. I have to stop this."
"Awwwwwww, so sweet!" Said Renee, giving a little jump of joy, "Well then, I have some next steps we can try."
She picked up the black symbol of the muscular torso that she had used on the scales earlier and twisted off the top, pulling a small, unlabeled prescription pill bottle from inside. "First, I'm going to have you take these pills. One a day. They are an herbal supplement. They are going to get you closer to where I want you to be, both mentally and sexually." She set the bottle down with a rattle of pills. Daren nodded. Maybe that could be something that would help.
Renee smiled as she saw him nod. "Great. You are going to like this one less, Puppy." This time, she grabbed the symbol of the bull head, twisting the top off to pull out a large stoppered test tube. Daren didn't like the familiar look of the thick white liquid within. "I'm going to need you to slip this into Gina's food the next time you cook for her."
"Wait, Mistress. What is it? It can't be..."
"My Dad's cum? Bingo, Cucky. Don't worry," She said with a teasing smile, "There is a method to my madness. Sexual attraction is all about pheromones right?" She watched with glee as Daren reluctantly nodded, already being sold on her obvious bullshit. God, submissives were so easy to trick. "Well, if Gina eats a little of Dad's semen, those pheromones will not be as effective. Trust me, it's like building up a tolerance. You've got to feed your wifey some of Victor's cum. "
Daren looked embarrassed and reluctant, but eventually nodded his head, and Renee set the tube down next to the pill bottle, reminding him to find a place to hide it in the fridge.
"Last but not least, Puppy." Renee said with gleeful anticipation, reaching for the white heart symbol that had been alone on his side of the scale "I think you are going to like this one least of all."
She opened it to reveal a small plastic contraption. Daren recognized it from some of the more extreme cuckold videos Renee had sent him, as well as some of the pictures shown earlier in the night. A male chastity device. Designed to lock a cock up and prevent it from getting hard.
"B-but why mistress?" Whined Daren. Chastity sounded like hell to him. He strongly did not want to be restrained in that way.
"I think we have been going about this the wrong way for you, Puppy." Said Renee seriously, "Instead of the cuckold porn riling you up, it has just been making you more and more turned on by the situation."
"But Mistress, you were the one who s-s-sent me all those videos!" Said Daren in disbelief, still trying to worm his way out of his fate.
"How was I supposed to know what a worthless cuck you were?" Said Renee airly, "For most real men, that method would have worked! Anyway, we need to try the opposite track. To get you so horny through denial that you get riled up in that way."
She walked over and picked the dirty condom up off his cock, wrinkling her nose in disgust as she dropped it back in the container it came from. Then she brandished the plastic device, preparing to fix it on his flaccid dick.
"W-wait," Said Daren desperately, scooting back. "Gina will notice! There is no way I will be able to explain it!"
"Hmmmm, I think you can avoid her noticing for a while." Said Renee with a smile, "True, you might need to turn down your poor wifey when she asks for sex a couple of times, but I think that pretty soon here she is going to stop asking. She is going to be a lot more concerned with having sex with someone else."
Daren had run out of excuses. He had been too beaten down by the evening to insist. The device clicked into place, trapping his dick at the mercy of this evil young woman.
"Here's the neat thing about this model," gushed Renee, clicking her nails on a dull blue light on the side of the device, "I can use an app on our phones to unlock the cage remotely! That should let us play a lot of fun games even if I can't be around. I already installed the app on your phone. You're welcome!"
The device felt confining and slightly uncomfortable on his penis and balls. He dreaded the feeling of not knowing when he would be free. Suddenly he remembered something important.
"My ring!" He yelped, "M-mistress, I need my ring back!"
Renee laughed, "You're right puppy. You won our game, and I said if you beat the challenge I would give it back." She picked up the condom again from the container. "Hold out your hands, cuck."
Daren was too tired and downtrodden to argue. He numbly held out his hands as Renee upended the twice-used condom over them, working the contents out with her fingers.
Cum splattered out over Daren's hands, his lap beneath, and the couch. First Daren's small yellowish load, then Victor's big, thick, white one. Finally, the sullied ring landed with a splat in Daren's cupped hands.
"That won't do, Cucky," Said Renee disapprovingly, "This is the symbol of your love. It's all filthy! Let's clean it." Before he could protest, Renee picked up the ring, grimacing at the small amount of cum on her fingers, and popped the disgusting ring in Daren's open mouth.
He almost choked as the sour, salty taste of Victor's cum spread over his tongue, deepening his sense of inferiority and humiliation.
"That's it cucky," Said Renee gently, wiping her fingers off in his hair, "Suck all of that filth and lust away. Make your love pure again."
Renee turned her back, beginning to pack her props away in her bag.
"I had better leave you now, Puppy." She said breezily, "I think you have a lot of cleaning to do before Gina gets back. But remember..."
She pointed at the pill bottle. "Take the pills."
She pointed at the vial of cum, "Feed Wifey the cum."
She pointed at Daren, "And don't forget to bring me Cassie's first acceptance letter. Also, don't you dare clean up that little surprise we left for Cassie."
She had finished cleaning her things already. She grabbed her coat and walked towards the door. Daren was speechless, splattered with cum with the ring still in his mouth.
"You might not feel like it, Puppy," Said Renee with a smile, "But we made a lot of progress tonight. I can't wait to see the final result of your little transformation."
...
The anger, the heat of the stage lights, and the sweaty, frantic skin-to-skin contact had awakened a fierce roar of lust in Gina's body. Judging by Lucia's frantically twisting tongue in her mouth and her stiff nipples, The slim sexy Latina was feeling the same way. Rather than pinning her down by the wrists, Gina found that her fingers had twined into Lucia's. She felt deep sexual satisfaction as her bitchy little rival submitted to her dominant kiss.
Gina released Lucia's hands and stared down into her deep brown eyes. She tangled her fingers in Lucia's shining black hair. Lucia stared up at her, hateful, but cowed and docile, accepting her victory. Gina smiled as her fist tightened, gripping a fistful of hair.
Gina got off of Lucia, and pulled her a short distance by the hair, forcing her to crawl behind.
Gina rested her back against the nearby pole, facing the crowd. Let the crowd watch as this little whore made full submission. Sharp little tongues like Lucia's had one good use at least...
Still holding her hair, Gina forced Lucia's head between her thick tan thighs. Lucia hesitated for a moment, giving her a little pout with upturned eyes, but she knew that she was the conquered, and the conqueror would get what she wanted. She buried her face in Gina's wet pussy and began obediently attacking her inner folds with her sassy mouth.
Gina held Lucia's face against her pussy, grinding it in as she smiled out at the roaring crowd. She gripped her breast, teasing a nipple to increase the intensity of the pleasure as Lucia's submissive tongue-work brought her closer and closer to orgasm.
Suddenly the crowd cheered louder, looking at something behind her. Victor was now taking the stage, as naked as his two girlfriends, brimming with confidence, smiling wide. He seemed to have absolutely no concerns or doubts about appearing this way, and with his godlike body, why would he?
He took center stage waving to the crowd, loving the attention, his massive black dick bobbing with his movements. Lucia raised her dripping face from Gina's pussy, her submission to Gina overridden by the appearance of the one who was really in charge.
Victor deftly scooped up the microphone which Lucia had dropped, addressing the crowd.
"Well folks, I told these two lovely ladies earlier tonight that only one of them can date me, and wow, they sure did get competitive!"
The crowd laughed, causing Gina to start a new blush, realizing how foolish she and Lucia must have looked tonight.
"But I tell you what, folks." Said Victor humorously, playing up for the crowd, "I think that they just showed me that they can play nice together as well. Really, really nice. I actually think I could be with two women at once, provided they can work as a team. What do you think everyone, should I give them a chance to show me how well they can cooperate?"
The crows roared their approval.
Victor turned to the two ladies, who had been hanging on his every word. He crooked his large, dark finger.
Gina tried to stand but was stopped by a disapproving noise from Victor.
"Crawl to me, pet."
Lucia began crawling to the feet of her master, and Gina, her mouth growing dry, her heart pounding, followed close after. She was lost in the moment, forgetting everything about her husband, her resistance to Victor, and her pride.
With firm, but gentle hands, Victor positioned Gina and Lucia kneeling on either side of him, his massive cock thrusting in the air directly between their faces.
Two gorgeous women looked up at him with upturned eyes. One set of blue, Fearful and ashamed. The other of brown, fierce and excited. Victor placed a large, strong head on the back of both heads, one silky and black, the other feathery and blond.
"No more fighting girls. This is a group assignment. Show me how you can work together." He applied gentle pressure to both heads, bringing both rivals closer to each other and his big black cock.
Lucia leaped forward eagerly, licking her little tongue up the underside of the shaft with a smile, then swirling it around the bulbous head. Victor allowed Gina to back up slightly and enjoy the show as Lucia gripped the huge dick in her hand and jerked the base before plunging the head into her little mouth. Gina watched with horny fascination as the girthy cock stretched the Latina's curvy lips. She didn't think her mouth would fit it any better, but she wondered what it would feel like to try.
Lucia removed the dick from her mouth with a pop, a string of saliva trailing between them for a moment. Then she turned with a demure smile to Gina, using her hand to hold the dick out to her, offering the alpha's cock to the dominant female. Gina could feel Victor's hand on the back of her head again, gently pushing her head forward. She felt her own lust drawing towards the cock like a magnet, its shiny ebony luster was almost hypnotic. In moments, it would happen. She would take him in her mouth and implicitly agree to be a second woman of a man who was not her husband.
Deep in her mind, her stubborn nature reared its head, wresting the controls from her libido. The events of that horrible key party were seared forever into her memory, and she recalled exactly what she had sworn that day.
She would never, ever in a million years suck Victor's cock. She had defiantly sworn in front of dozens of people. It was her only solid win of the night. To suck his dick would be to admit complete defeat. To acknowledge his utter superiority.
She wouldn't do it. Never. Even if it sounded super hot right now.
She squirmed from Victor's grasp, and got to her feet, stumbling away. The crowd gasped.
"I-I can't Victor. I won't. Not that."
She saw Victor staring at her with a wry look on his face, Lucia still kneeling in front of him, his cock still shiny and wet from her mouth. She wore a sudden cunning look of triumph on her fox-like face.
Victor turned from Gina to Lucia.
"Well, then I guess I found my new girlfriend."
He suddenly bent and scooped up Lucia in his muscled arms. Effortlessly holding her up by the waist to present her to the crowd like a new toy.
"Gentlemen, meet again Lucia Ruiz, my girlfriend."
Lucia was smiling and waving with enthusiasm, looking thrilled to be there, being displayed like an object.
"I think that she deserves her reward, right guys?" The crowd roared and whistled. "And you all deserve a little reward as well, so I'm going to let you watch as I give her what she wants so badly."
He positioned Lucia directly in front of him, facing the crowd. Her dripping little pussy was right at the tip of his bulging cock. Her legs drew up naturally as she spread her legs as wide as she could. She was biting her lip, her eyebrows scrunched up in a look of intense sexual anticipation.
Lucia's moans could be heard even above the cheering crowd as he lowered her slowly, impaling her inch by thick inch on his black cock. Her back arched and her face became a cross-eyed, tongue-lolling disgrace. Even with the audience watching her debasement, she was lost in the throes of lust, and couldn't restrain her deep, animalistic orgasm.
No one was paying attention to Gina. Even the stage manager ignored the naked blonde as she slunk, defeated off the stage. As she gathered her things to leave, she tried to tell herself that she would never want to be fucked by Victor anyway, let alone in front of all these horny slimeballs. But as she left, she saw Victor and Lucia, still roughly fucking on stage. A look of orgasmic oblivion was plastered on her cute face as Victor, wearing his cocky victory grin, relentlessly drilled her from behind. Gina couldn't help but feel a little flame of jealousy burning in her heart, as well as the irritating, unacceptable fact that she had lost tonight. She had really tried and compromised her dignity and principles a lot. And she had still lost. She stood frowning at the door for a minute, watching the raunchy ongoing sex show.
Finally, Victor forced Lucia down to the hilt and held her there, her groans of pleasure deafening as his thick cum overflowed her tight pussy and splattered to the floor. Just at that moment, Victor looked up, locking eyes with the furiously watching Gina. He flashed her a smile and winked. Gina gave an angry huff and whirled, leaving the strip club behind her.
...
It was early in the morning by the time Renee made it back to her house, tired but satisfied. She had changed back into her innocent-looking pajamas before she arrived, just in case their little camslut had woken up. But Kissy was still fast asleep, so she was able to indulge in a little debrief session with Melissa over some wine.
They could barely restrain their giggles as Rene described how she had left Daren: goat-masked, covered in her dad's cum, tiny dick all locked up, and still somehow thinking he was on a mission to save his wife.
"Oh my god!" wheezed Melissa, "You are seriously some sort of genius at this Nene. I bet even your Dad can't have been this good at your age." She leaned forward, eyes glowing with curiosity. "But what's in the pills?"
Renee smiled and tried to look modest. "Oh, you know, nothing major. Some hot pepper to make him feel like he's got a fire inside. More of my Dad's cum. I think I spit in the mixture as well. But most importantly, a little herbal remedy. It will increase his body sensitivity by tenfold, and send his horniness off the charts. It's normally only prescribed to women. It's actually pretty fucked up and irresponsible to give it to a man; he's going to get hard from everything. If he sees a particularly curvy tree his tiny cocklette will be raring to go. Then, he'll cum just from his little dick rubbing against his undies. If you thought he was a preemie before, watch out. It's going to be a humiliating hell for him."
They clinked their glasses in celebration and drank.
"But what about our little showoff in the making? How did our tech demonstration go?" Said Renee, back to business.
"Great. She squirted all over your bed! Get this," said Melissa, a look of pleased shock on her face, "She even asked if we could write her some scripts so she could demean herself better! This girl already has a humiliation kink a mile wide."
"Hmmmmm." Said Renee with a purr, "I definitely think we could get some scripts in her hot little hands. I have some ideas already. More importantly, how did the modified website look? Convincing?"
"Perfect." Said Melissa flatly, "No one would be able to tell the difference if they didn't know the original URL. I was able to connect her directly to Peter. I already sent her the link to our version of the website. If we are monitoring the situation, we can force her to connect to any individual or pool of watchers that we want. The other side is already set up."
"Good." Said Renee, suddenly tired. She wondered how things had gone tonight on her dad's end. If things were going to plan, then Gina should finally be ripe for the picking about a week from now, after being forced to go cold turkey from her new addiction to Victor.
"Get the fuck out of my house Melissa." Renee said without heat.
"Aww, really Nene? We told the slutbag in there this was a sleepover."
"I'll tell her you left early. Bye."
Melissa looked a little disappointed as she left, but she couldn't contradict Renee. Just as it should be. Renee's performance had been draining, and she didn't want to be around people anymore tonight. Well, around real, full people at least.
She slipped quietly into her bedroom, the dim light from the hall revealed Kissy, curled up in a loose ball on top of a fluffy comforter. Renee left the door open, admiring her property. Man, this girl's porny body could make something as innocent as sleep look like an explicit invitation to sex. Her huge tits rose and fell softly with her breath, and her face was scrunched up into a look of concern. A nightmare? A wet dream? At this point, probably both.
Renee removed her clothes as well, then climbed into bed, snuggling her hot little body up against Kissy's big curvy one. Let her see this sexy scene as she woke up. Renee had already had a lot of success mixing up Kissy's sexuality. Waking up to the stunning view of Renee's nude body would be another brick in that wall.
That close to Kissy's embarrassingly enormous udders, Renee couldn't help but take a little taste. She popped a big pink nipple in her mouth and swirled her tongue around slowly and gently. She watched as Kissy's eyebrows lifted in the center, an expression of absolute bliss. Soft little sleep moans came from the back of Kissy's throat, and she began to arch her back slightly, straining towards the sensation. Look at this randy little slut, thought Rene fondly, she had come so far already. And she still had a long long way to fall. Renee had already decided to cancel all of her side projects. The Harlowe family was her only hobby for now.
Renee heard the sleep moans getting more intense and backed off before Kissy woke up. The nipple emerged from her soft lips shining-wet and rock hard. Kissy made a little sound of frustration and shifted in her sleep. Soon my pet, thought Renee. Soon I'll make you cum as much as you want. Renee snuggled in closer, feeling her soft skin rub with Kissy's. She placed her head on a huge pillowy breast and closed her eyes. Just wait Kissy, she thought while drifting off, if you think things have been going bad for you so far, watch what happens now that you have my full attention. The next step was to crush all her hopes and dreams. There could be no escape for her little subbie slut.
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Cross Contamination Chapter 7: Dinner and a Show
Gina Harlowe was having the worst week of her entire life.
She had come home from the strip club in the early hours of Saturday morning defeated, angry, and unspeakably horny. She was annoyed, but not surprised to find Daren already asleep and snoring. She was out being humiliated and toyed with by a bigger, stronger man, and he was at home getting some beauty sleep. And probably jerking himself off, the little perv.
She was in no mood for charitable thoughts for her husband tonight. He was the only reason she was in this mess in the first place, and he didn't even have the decency to be available to relieve her pent-up urges. She wanted a cock. Any cock in her needy pussy. Her mind was filled with the memory of Victor's manly dick, inches from her, just minutes ago. That was the cock she wanted, she shamefully admitted to herself. She wanted Victor's massive, dark penis to fill her up, fuck her deeply, and make her scream. Not that he ever would, she insisted to herself. With Daren sound asleep, she wouldn't even be getting his modestly-sized dick tonight.
Well, she had other ways to relieve herself. She opened her phone and pulled up the chat app she used when talking to Victor. She might not be his girlfriend anymore, she thought, still stinging from the public defeat and breakup, but he sent me plenty of nudes in the past. They would make a perfect subject for a bedtime masturbation session.
But to her dismay, all that she could find were error messages that read:
[This time-locked image has expired.]
She hadn't even realized that sending pictures like that was possible. Maybe she should have been doing the same...
Her anger and sexual frustration grew. She needed some relief. Well, she no longer had pictures of Victor's cock, but she had something even better. She slid open her bedside drawer... only to find her Victor-shaped dildo missing.
Oh, hell no! Daren had gone too far this time. She woke her loving husband up with a shove that was harder than strictly necessary.
"Daren, what the fuck!" She hissed.
Daren woke with a start, a panicked look flashing across his face. The sight of his furious wife did nothing to calm him.
"What the fuck did you do?" She continued, watching as his eyes widened and his mouth dropped open in guilty horror. Was he some kind of idiot? Did he really think she would never find out?
Daren started stuttering some sort of limp-dick response, but Gina cut him off impatiently. "You think that it's OK to go through my things and steal stuff?"
She could see his half-awake brain working furiously as he looked over at the open and empty bedside drawer. Comprehension seemed to dawn.
"Gina, I c-can explain."
"Explain what?" She exploded, "That you can't let me have even a little pleasure or satisfaction in my life without taking it away?"
"That dildo. It's... it's his c-cock, isn't it?" asked Daren quietly, almost deferentially.
Gina could have strangled this little wimp. "So fucking what." She said with murderous intensity, "Maybe if your dicklette was a little bigger, I wouldn't have to go looking for something that was a better fit." It was cruel, hurtful, and true. Before this whole thing started, she would never have admitted it to herself, let alone Daren, but as far as his cock went, he fell far short of her ideal size.
She still would normally never say something so ego-destroying to the man she loved, but in her anger and lust, she needed a reaction from him. Some passion, even if it was negative.
Darren's face was white with shock, and he mumbled, "Why would you say something like that..." How had this little wimp ever gotten the balls to take away her favorite dildo?
"OK, then hotshot." Said Gina, smoldering with rage and lust, "If the man of the house here says I don't need a dildo then he had better prove it."
She rapidly stripped off her dress and kneeled on the bed in front of him, sneering as she fondled her drooling pussy and roughly cupped a breast, squeezing one of her aching nipples, "I just questioned your manhood, pussy. Why don't you prove me wrong? Really put me in my place. Punish my naughty cunt with your cock. Force me to scream that you are all the man I need."
God she needed a cock inside her. All that she wanted right now was a passionate hate fuck. She and her husband could sort out the emotional aftermath in the morning. She tried to mentally will some sort of spine into Daren. C'mon hubby, I just pushed you hard, now fuck me until I apologize.
But Daren disappointed her once again. He actually drew the covers up around his neck like a scared old woman.
"N-no, Gina, I won't, not when you are like this." His lip started to tremble. Was this asshole actually going to cry? Pathetic.
"Then get the fuck out!" Screamed Gina in frustration, hurling her alarm clock at him to hurry him along. Daren escaped into the hall, and Gina locked the door behind him.
For the rest of the night, she had fruitlessly tried to finger herself to orgasm, putting the choker back on, watching the filthiest interracial porn she could find, and clutching the silver dress to her face, which still smelled like Victor from when she had rubbed against his body.
Nothing worked. Whenever she got close, she would see Lucia getting fucked on stage by Victor, feel the frustration of being beaten, excluded, rejected. Then she would lose her orgasm. It happened again and again until she finally passed out, getting a few hours of restless sleep.
...
The rest of the weekend passed in a hazy blur of lust.
When Cassie got back from her friend's on Saturday, Gina was so horny and mixed up that she couldn't help but notice her daughter's body in a new light. Her eyes clocked the fact that Cassie had big, firm juicy tits, pouty little lips, and a round ass that begged to be pinched. Gina was so disgusted with herself for checking out her own daughter that she snapped irritably at Cassie's cheerful greeting.
Great, thought Gina, add a "mother of the year" trophy to my "perfect wife" award. Victor had seriously messed her up by forcing her to explore a new attraction to women. She was just confused, nothing more to it than that.
She knew that Cassie wanted them to be closer, but the girl wouldn't listen to her mother. Sometimes her daughter would dig in her heels and refuse to see reason. Gina missed when Cassie was a little girl and would just assume that everything Mommy said was the gospel. Well, at least this time Cassie simply blushed and gave Gina a strange look, then retreated to her room. Gina watched her go, disgusted at herself for being unable to keep her eyes of Cassie's bouncing ass. Then sank back into a haze of frustration and horniness.
Daren had wisely avoided Gina all day Saturday, and by bedtime, he had already snuck into the bedroom to get himself a pillow and blanket for the couch. Gina thought up a few new ideas for how to complete a masturbation session successfully, but each time she failed to achieve an orgasm.
Around 2 AM, hair plastered to her face by sweat, she opened her phone and stared at the chat app that she had used with Victor. She bit her lip. Her pride told her that crawling back to Victor after being so publicly rejected would be even more embarrassing than their initial fake relationship. Her pussy told her that any humiliation would be worth it if she could masturbate to Victor's cock one more time.
[Hey]
She sent it off quickly, without even thinking, and watched the screen, waiting for a reply. The icon next to Victor's name lit up, showing he was online. The message was marked as read. The light next to Victor's name went out.
That son of a bitch! She wanted to scream! She wanted to hurl her phone across the room! She wanted to cum, Goddammit!
She fell asleep again, even later this time, trying to hold back self-pitying sobs.
...
Gina felt even worse on Sunday. Stretched tight, exhausted, and somehow hornier than ever. Something had to give. She was still too furious and disappointed with Daren to come crawling to him. She would have to try desperate measures. She tried to sneak out the door, like she was just going on some errands, but Cassie saw her and asked if she could come along for some mother-daughter bonding time. Gina swore that she saw Cassie's lingering on her ass when she turned to answer, her eyes quickly snapping to Gina's face with a guilty smile. Gina's lust-addled brain whispered the question: was Cassie checking her out? At her age, Cassie was probably experimenting in all sorts of ways sexually. They hadn't been close enough lately to discuss it. Was Cassie into women? Maybe even older women? No, no: that was ridiculous. Gina was the one that was confused and horny, not her daughter. Cassie was just making a desperate, mistimed effort to get closer to her mother.
But maybe I could make use of that desperation, insisted her over-sexed lizard brain. Would it be so wrong to have one little makeout session with Cassie? Indulge her innocent daughter's curiosity? Help her explore her sexuality a little? See how those soft round tits felt mashed up against her own. Take that "eager to please mommy" attitude and turn it towards a productive purpose...
She snapped herself out of it. She was really getting messed up if filthy fantasies like that started sounding rational. Cassie hadn't been looking at her that way, it was all in her head, a fucked up daydream caused by too much sexual frustration. She denied Cassie's request, maybe a little more harshly than she should have.
When Gina reached the sex shop, she asked the leering, creepy shop owner to give her one of every product that was guaranteed to make a woman cum. It was an expensive trip, and she returned home with two heavy bags, one for each arm.
That night, Gina achieved an orgasm. Sort of. A weak one.
She sat on a running dryer, holding a clitoral suction device to her pussy, a massive vibrating dildo stretching out her pussy. A buttplug created a strange but intriguing pressure in her ass, and one nipple burned with a sweet fire from the nipple clamp attached to it, as her tongue swirled desperately around the other. The sound of an interracial gangbang thundered in the laundry room turned to the highest volume. She had gone beyond feeling the shame of Daren or Cassie being able to hear it. She had tied the slutty silver dress around her face like a blindfold to force the fading scent of Victor's cologne and sweat into her nose.
Gina could tell that she had indeed had an orgasm, at great cost to her dignity. But a pale, weak one; not the deep satisfying one she had been craving. Not enough to relieve the vast ocean of lust she was holding inside herself She lay back on the rumbling dryer, sweaty, gasping, and ashamed of herself. She began the slow and awkward process of removing the numerous sex toys she had used, washing them in the utility sink, and trying her best to hide them in towels so that she could put them away in her closet.
As though Daren and Cassie couldn't tell what she had been doing.
She went to work the next day an exhausted mess, completely unrefreshed by the weekend. And somehow things got worse.
...
Gina looked up irritably to a soft knock at her office door. She sighed heavily, not even trying to hide her annoyance from the man at her door.
Fucking Xavier again. No doubt here with another stupid pickup line. This preening idiot didn't seem to realize that not only would he never in a million years get the slightest whiff of Gina's pussy, but she would eventually bury his ass at work as well. Sure, at the moment the senior partners at the firm were fooled by his dimwitted charm, but she was a much better lawyer. In time, her talent would crush him.
But today he walked with an even larger swagger than usual, a smug smirk on his punchable face. Gina set her mouth in a grim line. She had changed her mind, this was actually a good thing. She could unload her stress a little on someone who richly deserved it.
"Xavier," she said in an icy tone, "why are you in my office? This had better be good."
For once her annoyance seemed not to surprise or deter the annoying young man. He wordlessly pulled out his phone and clicked play on a video, turning it so that she could see. It took Gina a moment to even process what she was seeing. Was this pervert showing her porn in her own office? Then she realized what she was watching and her mouth fell open in shock. A slutty, curvy blond was squatting on a stage, her naked tits heaving. Slowly, the stripper's legs parted to reveal a smooth, dripping pussy.
It was a video that showed Gina in the strip club that night.
Gina moved to swipe the phone out of Xavier's hands, but he was anticipating the move and quickly shifted the phone away. The sound of the strip club music still loudly came through the speakers, and Gina looked up to the open doorway of her office nervously. Someone could walk by at any second.
"Turn it off Xavier!" she hissed furiously, "I get the message!"
With a raised eyebrow, Xavier finally locked his phone, silencing the video.
"What do you want exactly?" asked Gina in a small voice, desperately trying to keep calm. Knowing Xavier, she could guess what he was interested in. Probably something romantic, like a dirty little quickie in the bathroom. She hated this little pipsqueak with a passion, but her horny, mixed-up pussy moistened at the prospect. After being wound up and finding no relief for several days, her body was desperate for any dick it could get.
"Hey, you don't have to do anything," said Xavier lightly, "I'm just showing you a cool video that I found, and wondering if the lady in that video would be willing to show me something. You know, because she was willing to show a whole crowd that same thing."
It was a paper-thin, laughable defense for the blatant blackmail. Any decent lawyer would know that. But this infuriating young idiot was offering her a chance at a sexual encounter with another person, and a plausible excuse why she had no choice that she could fool herself with.
"Again, Xavier," said Gina, a little heat creeping into her voice, "What exactly do you want?"
Xavier shrugged and grinned his foolish, catlike grin. "I want a chance to feel what you let everyone see. Take off your bra. Get your tits out." His voice dripped with confidence. He was absolutely sure that he had Gina right where he wanted her. Gina had conflicting urges. She wanted to wipe the smile off his face and ruin him for his sloppy attempt at blackmail, but at the same time, in her horny, mixed-up brain, the idea of submitting herself sexually to this young cocky douchebag sizzled and buzzed with an unexpected heat.
She had to control herself. Giving in to him now would only encourage him and cause more problems down the line. She was vulnerable right now because Victor had screwed her up somehow and Daren wasn't there for her. Now was not the time to let her pussy make decisions for her.
Xavier put his hands on Gina's desk and leaned forward. "Get your fucking tits out right now, Gina. I want to touch them." He was so infuriatingly rock-solid certain that she would. The humiliating temptation to prove him right, to put herself under his control was too much for her right now.
She got up and moved past him to close the door to her office. When she turned back around, the little asshole was sitting in her chair, leaning back with his arms behind his head, leering at her. He had the audacity to make an impatient "let's go" motion with his hands as he kicked his feet up onto her desk.
Gina's cheeks colored. Xavier's inexperienced dominance was nothing compared to Victor's, but their personal history of antagonism made this so much more humiliating. Gina unbuttoned her blouse and stripped it off, noting that even the sight of the conservative black bras she was wearing was causing a notable tent in her young rival's pants.
Gina's hands slipped behind her back and fingered the clasp of her bra. It wasn't too late. She could tell Xavier to get the fuck out of her office. "After this, it's over, Xavier. You understand me? You delete the fucking video and we never talk about this again," she said, attempting a stern voice.
"Yeah, yeah," said Xavier dismissively, his eyes focused on her heaving bra-covered tits, "Less talking, more stripping, bitch."
Gina would never take such words normally from anyone, let alone Xavier, but Victor had already trained her to get turned on by humiliation, and she found herself losing the fight against her own arousal. Her fingers betrayed her as they released the clasp on her bra. She shrugged her bra off her shoulders to fall loosely down her arms, then unceremoniously removed the bra to reveal her stiffening nipples to her hated coworker's greedy eyes.
Gina stood there a moment, speechless and blushing as Xavier's eyes roamed over every inch of her naked tits. She couldn't believe she was doing this. It was shameful and twisted, and deeply humiliating. The arousal she had been feeling all week reached a fever pitch. She found she was fantasizing about Xavier tearing the rest of her clothes off and bending her over her desk. What the fuck was wrong with her? Things had gone quite far enough without doing something crazy like that.
She would never ever fuck Xavier. Or anybody besides her husband, she quickly added in her head.
She moved to place her bra with her blouse on a nearby bookshelf but was stopped by Xavier. "No. Bring it here," he said in that deeply arrogant voice.
Gina walked across her office, unconsciously swaying her hips a little as she went to give Xavier a show. Her body was willing to accept him as a sexual partner even if her mind wasn't. As she walked, Xavier fished a hairy, medium-sized cock from his pants, hard and throbbing and dripping with precum from the conquest he had been anticipating for so long. Gina made intense eye contact with him, obediently handing her bra across her desk.
Xavier instantly brought the large satiny cups of the bra to his cock and began rubbing it all over the still-warm fabric. Then he looked up and beckoned Gina closer with a sickening grin.
Gina leaned far forward across her desk, allowing her tits to hang freely down almost to eye level with Xavier. Then he reached his hand out. It was suddenly too intense to look her hated rival in the eyes. Gina had to look away as Xavier's hand made contact, holding a breast tightly in a possessive grip and moving down slowly in a cupping, squeezing, almost milking motion until he reached the nipple, which he squeezed in a merciless pinch. Gina couldn't stop a grunt of mixed pain and pleasure from passing her lips at the sensation.
Xavier continued to pinch, squeeze, and caress her naked breasts while pleasuring himself with her bra, making Gina close her eyes tight against the overwhelming spiral of shame and arousal.
*Slap!*
Gina's eyes flew open in shock. It hadn't been particularly hard, but Xavier had unmistakably slapped one of her breasts, making it swing and jiggle beneath her. She set her jaw, ready to say that this was the last straw, but when she looked down and saw the look of victory and disrespect on Xavier's face, the words flew from her mind. She simply broke eye contact with Xavier again, unable to say a thing.
Seeing Gina's outraged reaction, followed by her arousal and shameful submission, Xavier knew exactly what he wanted to do as he came.
*Slap!* *Slap!* *Slap!*
Xavier's flat palm swung again and again against Gina's defenseless tits, making her cry out in pleasure and pain. Xavier finally stopped to clutch Gina's stolen bra close to his crotch, splattering it with hot, filthy sperm.
Gina leaned over her desk, breathing heavily as Xavier wiped himself off and got up to leave.



"That's enough fun for one day," he said with a smirk, tossing the stained bra onto the desk in front of his older rival "I'll see you around, Gina."
Gina was forced to make a nervous, braless trip to the bathroom to rinse off her soiled underwear. Luckily she met no one on the way there, but a legal aide came in and saw a clear view of her washing globby semen off her bra in the sink. The young woman gave her a disgusted look, then turned around and left. Hopefully, there wouldn't be rumors around the office as a result.
For the rest of the afternoon, Gina's moist, uncomfortable, defiled bra was a constant reminder of her submissive encounter earlier in the day. Even though she had thoroughly rinsed the undergarment, she swore she could feel the taint of Xavier's slime rubbing against her naked breasts, feel the lingering warmth of his cock. A constant source of horniness, adding to her already unbearable sexual frustration. Another day of sexual torment that had left her unfulfilled and desperate for satisfaction.
For the rest of the week, Xavier went no further, not interacting with Gina at all apart from knowing glances.
By the end of the week, Gina was so aroused and frustrated she almost wanted him to grow some balls and really come after her.
...
That night Gina made up with Daren, falling into his arms crying. She told him all about the terrible week she was having at work, tactfully excluding her encounter with Xavier and the frustrated lust that was the root of her problems. Although Daren still seemed a bit wary of her, he made the appropriate sympathetic responses. They kissed sweetly and said their "I love yous", and everything seemed good between them again. But when Gina tried a deeper, more passionate kiss to move things towards the bedroom, Daren shied away. He tried to play it off like nothing had happened, but their sexual routine was well-established enough for both of them to recognize the rejection for what it was. Gina bit back her anger and sexual frustration. She could win her husband back around. Throwing a fit now wouldn't help her cause. As an olive branch, she allowed Daren to return to their bed from the couch.
That night, as Daren lay snoring, Gina failed once again to resist temptation. She opened the text app on her phone and walked to the bathroom.
[Hello Victor. I realize that we are no longer dating, but I appreciate now how much our relationship has come to mean to me. Like Lucia said before, you are a man with large appetites. I think a casual friends-with-benefits relationship could be fun for both of us. I would expect no commitment or romantic efforts from you. I promise to make it worth your while...]
Then she stripped off her pajamas and took the sexiest photo she could, looking over her shoulder and biting her lip while squeezing a breast.
She felt disgusted with herself even as she sent it. A married woman with her husband in the next room, sending an erotic photo to a cruel bully of a man to try to lure him into an explicitly sexual relationship. But her lust and desperation shattered her reservations. This was sure to get Victor's attention.
Victor came online. The message was marked as read. The picture was marked as seen. The light next to Victor's name remained green for a few long agonizing seconds. Victor went offline.
Gina's eyes blurred with tears as she put her clothes back on a climbed into bed. She couldn't tell which of the emotions roaring inside her had caused them, but the feelings of guilt, anger, humiliation, and loss didn't leave her until she passed out from sheer exhaustion.
...
When Gina came home that night, furious, cruel, and in heat, Daren had panicked. He was frantically worried that she would discover the plastic device now permanently locked onto his penis, and he was just not mentally nimble enough to navigate the surprising situation, especially while half asleep.
Luckily, her anger had been about her missing Victor-shaped dildo. She hadn't discovered his embarrassing predicament. He hoped he would be able to keep it from her long enough to convince Renee to remove it.
Before he knew it, he was stretched out on the couch, shivering, stung by Gina's unexpected gibe about his cock size.
Sure, Renee had been slipping in snide comments about his size for weeks in their conversations, but he had assumed that she was just trying to needle him like the cheeky little brat she was. He had never heard anything negative on the topic from Gina. She had told him once, unprompted, that he was the perfect size for her. Was that just a lie? Had his wife seen his dick as tiny from the beginning?
He pulled down his pants to see his pathetic, restrained dick. Looking at it now, after hearing his wife's ego-eviscerating words, it did look small. Surely that was because of the chastity device, he told himself. Surely. A penis was supposed to be the ultimate symbol of masculinity, of male power and dominance, but his cramped, drooling cock right now radiated the opposite: fragility, vulnerability, and submission.
He pulled out his phone, which he had luckily managed to snag on his way out of the bedroom, and texted Renee.
[Good evening, mistress. I remember that you said you were able to unlock that device remotely. Would it be possible for you to do that now? Gina came home very upset, and I think that she is interested in making love.]
He sent the message, crossing his fingers that Renee wasn't asleep. Luckily his message was flagged as read. Renee typed a reply.
[Hey Cucky. Yeah, I could unlock it any time I wanted. So you are asking me permission for a fuck sesh with wifey, huh?]
He replied.
[Yes, mistress.]
[Well I want you to be clear, Puppy. Why don't you ask me properly? Something like "Mistress Rene, please unlock my tiny dick so I can squirt a load in Gina's juicy, cheating pussy"]
Daren frowned. Of course a favor from Renee would require him to debase himself. Well, if it helped his relationship with his wife, it was worth the price.
[Mistress Rene, please unlock my tiny dick so I can squirt a load in Gina's juicy, cheating pussy]
[Haha, I love your enthusiasm. Hmmmmmmmm.]
Daren waited for what seemed like an eternity, his cock pressing itself futility against its plastic cage.
[Denied, loser. You're not ready to join the ranks of real men yet. All the sex you have had so far in your life has been so pathetic that it shouldn't count. Consider yourself demoted back to virgin. You have to wait for some virility to build up before I'll let you loose. Your first time fucking as a real man has to be special, right?]
Daren sat back, stunned, his dick refusing to deflate. What Renee was saying was ridiculous. It simply wasn't how virginity worked. He had a daughter for fuck's sake!
[Sweet dreams, virgin!] Texted Renee.
It was a stupid, nonsensical taunt, but for some reason, it resonated. It brought him back to his high school days when his bully had used similar taunts. When he had spent his days jerking off and dreaming of the pussies of girls way out of his league. Like Gina had been at the time.
Somehow his current situation didn't seem that far off from back then, here he was desperate to fuck Gina, but without a chance in hell of doing so. Was he really that different of a person than his little loser virgin self in high school?
Renee didn't respond to anything the rest of the night.
...
On Sunday night, Daren had been so desperate, horny, and concerned listening to his wife grunt and groan as she played loud pornography in the laundry room that he had dared to try again. He texted Renee, begging her to release him, to let him try to help relieve what Gina was going through. All he received back was a terse text telling him not to push his luck, and that if he didn't learn his place, Renee would block his number for a while.
But on Monday, Renee decided to be merciful.
At least a tiny bit.
Daren's phone buzzed in his pocket.
[Hi Puppy! In school, thinking of u!]
The messaging app Renee had insisted he download allowed her to send time-bound images, and it was a feature she used frequently. He suspected it was so that he wouldn't be able to masturbate to her. Not that he could anymore.
She had sent a high-angle selfie which gave a great view down her shirt to her bra-covered tits. Her face was winking with her tongue stuck out. Daren found himself instantly pressed up hard against his chastity device. This was the last thing he needed today.
[Please mistress, it is a very busy day for me, I will message you when I am done with work.]
If he wanted to sway Renee, he had found it was very important to be pleasant and use the language she enjoyed. With a message like this, sometimes she would relent and let him go. This wasn't one of those times.
[Are you suuuurrree you're busy, puppy?] She added a devil emoji. Daren felt a click at his crotch and a loosening of the tightness constraining his cock. No... it couldn't be.
[I've decided that getting you too backed up might cause problems. You're not ready for sex yet, but I guess I can let you jerk off a little during times when there is no chance you'll screw up and try to fuck wifey. I have a few assignments for you today. Jerk off to them all before you go home. I expect you to be all locked up again before you leave for home.]
[First one:]
She attached a link to the Cuck Diaries website.
[I really want you to focus on the eye contact here. She's a really good actress! Watch how you can see that she still loves the cuck, but the bull's big cock is more important to her. Think about how you are going to feel when you are on the other side of that same look, puppy.]
The thumbnail showed a blond woman on her knees with a dick in her mouth while a pudgy man cried into his hands in the background.
[Next:]
This time there was a link to Wife Tamers. This site was one of the ones Daren dreaded links from. The women seemed to enjoy it, but the scenes were especially degrading. He was ashamed to admit that clips from Wife Tamers gave him truly wild orgasms.
[Really focus on the deepthroat scene here. Think about how, to her husband, this woman is probably a special, unique treasure. But to these men, she is just another sex toy to fuck and cum inside, like they have done many times. Think about how hot it will be when the same thing happens to Gina.]
This thumbnail showed a burly black man carrying a petite blond woman over his shoulder, both nude. Her face was lit up with shock and pleasure.
[And one bonus, puppy. Just a weird thing I noticed that I thought you might find funny.]
Renee sent a link to Naughty Daddy. That was odd. Supposedly, this site was just a palate cleanser. It didn't fit the interracial and cuckold themes he was supposed to be "studying" at all. It mostly involved contrived setups for stepfathers to have sex with their stepdaughters. He had used the site fairly frequently when he needed an escape from the intensity of the cuck fetish sites. Renee was texting again.
[Doesn't this girl look just like Cassie?]
Suddenly Daren felt his heart in his throat. He looked closer at the thumbnail. It showed a short, dark-haired girl looking sidelong at her "stepfather" with a smirk on her face. The title made it clear it was about a popular premise: getting her allowance from 'daddy."
She looked maybe a little like Cassie if you squinted. It was hard to tell from the little thumbnail. He was aware that this was probably just another game Renee was playing. For some reason she wanted him to fantasize about Cassie.
[ You don't have to watch the last one of course. Unless u want to, you perv!] Devil emoji, Devil emoji Devil Emoji, Eggplant emoji, Water droplet emoji.
Daren squinted at the thumbnail. Something about the idea of a porn scene with someone who looked like his daughter was driving him crazy. He looked up at his office door. It was so rare that anyone came into his office...
He stood up quickly and moved to the door. He casually poked his head out and looked around. If he closed his door for just 5 minutes, he could play that video without sound, just long enough to confirm that it didn't look anything like Cassie. He could easily explain that he was on a private call if someone asked why his door had been closed. No one was nearby or paying any attention.
He clicked his door shut and hurried back to his desk, hurriedly opening the video on his phone.
Oh god, it did look kind of like her. Especially the smile, around the mouth. The hair was close too. It wasn't a perfect match, this girl had a slimmer build than Cassie, and her skin was darker. Daren's eyes were riveted as the girl sat next to her "stepdad" on the couch in tiny shorts and a tank top, giving him wide, pleading eyes and biting her lip.
He glanced up at his door. As Renee kept telling him, masturbating was important to clear his head. Maybe he could just get off really quick under his desk. Then he could get some good work done. He quickly placed his slimy cage inside a desk drawer.
He tried not to think about why this video was having such an effect on him.
He scrubbed ahead a few minutes and watched a pov shot as the young woman maintained eye contact with the camera while her mouth worked slowly up and down a cock. Daren pulled his dick from his pants.
As he jerked off, he scrubbed ahead a few more minutes, to a scene where the porn actress bounced up and down, legs wide, on the lap of the muscular "dad", pussy stretched by the massive cock, tits bouncing freely, face moaning. Although he didn't have the sound on, he could read her lips easily "Yes, Daddy! More, Daddy!". God, he was close already. Renee had told him that practice should increase his stamina, but that hadn't been the case so far. He had found that, when he watched the videos and thought about the ideas she suggested, he tended to last way less time than usual. Maybe it would improve with time.
He could feel his orgasm coming. He scrubbed ahead to the end, to the scene he knew would be there. The young woman (she really couldn't be that much older than Cassie) kneeling in front of the man, smiling, begging. Fuck it, he needed the sound. He needed to hear this. He risked bumping it up a few notches.
"Please Daddy," The actress was saying in a whining voice, "I want it. Give it to me Daddy, all over my pretty little face." Fairly typical stuff. But for some reason, right now it was really doing it for him. His hand moved like a piston. The Daddy's thick white cum was spraying all over the young face. He was over the edge, his dick twitching...
The door to his office opened quickly, and his boss Victor walked into the room. Daren panicked. The worst possible outcome had come to pass. His brain struggled to cope. Ropes of thick cum burst from his dick, painting the underside of his desk as he stared with fearful eyes at his boss's disdainful face.
Luckily for him, in his panic, he had quickly swept his phone off the table and dropped it on the floor. The video must have been ending at just the right time because he couldn't hear any sound. The desk hopefully hid the fact that his still-oozing dick was out. There was just a sliver of possibility that Victor had missed what was happening.
Daren waited, his breath held, for the probable storm, perhaps his firing. Victor looked around the room.
"Why was your door closed, Harlowe? That's not how we do things."
"I, uh, just got off an important call. Wanted to cut off any background noise."
Would he buy it?
Victor shrugged, a smile tugging at the corner of his lips. "Whatever. I have something to discuss with you, Harlowe. I just finished going over productivity numbers with Lucia. I'm sorry to say that I'm struggling to justify your place on the team."
He didn't look sorry at all in fact. He had a big, satisfied smile on his face.
"Well, s-sir," began Daren, shakily. Having his slimy cock out in front of his boss was putting him into a cringing and submissive state of mind, "I'm trying my h-hardest'
"Then it seems like your hardest is just not enough." Victor looked even more pleased with this, and Daren got the distinct impression he wasn't just talking about work performance anymore.
"Anyway," said Victor with a dismissive gesture, "I'm not firing you quite yet. I've come up with a compromise. Charlie. Get in here. Charlie stuck his stubbled, sharp face into the office with a big, fake grin, knocking on the open door. No, no, no, this nightmare was getting worse. "What's up hardon? How's it hanging?"
Daren managed a sickly nod, trying to pull his lower body further under the desk.
"Charlie is our leader in productivity currently." Victor continued, "He's going to take you under his wing. He will give you pointers, monitor your work, and report directly back to me. Understood?"
"Y-yes sir."
"Good." And with that curt dismissal, he turned and left.
Before Daren could realize what was happening, Charlie strode across the room, sat on the edge of his desk, and sneered down at his shrunken, cum-covered dick.
"Fucking gross, Hardon." He said, with a laugh.
Daren quickly struggled to cover himself, smearing the front of his pants with cum in the process.
"You think you had that shit hidden? I know the smell of cum, Hardon, and it fucking reeks in here. What, is wifey refusing to touch your tiny dick at home? That sounds about right, now that she has a taste for the BBC." He bent down to scoop up Daren's phone, scrubbing through the video, as he held it out of the way of Daren's reaching hands.
"Ooooh shit, Hardon! Watching porn at work, huh?" He looked at Hardon with a mocking grin. "This one is really cute. Looks a lot like the picture you sent me the other day, wouldn't you say?"
Daren's brain couldn't process this information. Too much had happened in the last 10 minutes.
"So... here's the deal hardon. Victor can dress it up however he wants, but he spelled it out to me real clearly in private. You're my fucking slave now. If you go against me in any way or refuse any orders, Victor gets a bad report from me. Got it?"
"And just to make your position abundantly clear, Take a look at these," Charlie said, tossing a thick folder onto the desk. It landed with a meaty slap, weighed down by the papers within.
Cautiously, Daren wiped his hands on his pants, picked up the folder, and flipped through it. At first, it didn't make sense. The first documents were entry logs of some sort, a list of dates with a time code and a duration. There were no titles to the documents, but the entries were one to three times a day every weekday for the past few months.
The titles on the next documents made things clear.
"Web Filter Violations by Daren Harlowe." In a neat, typed list, the documents listed the URLs and video titles of every porn video he had watched at work since Renee had begun his "training".
Charlie chuckled, "I can't believe what a dumbass you are, Hardon. Why would you look up porn when your phone was connected to the company wifi? That's like, lesson number one."
The next document simply cross-referenced the two previous ones. It was titled "Duration and content of Daren Harlowe's masturbation sessions during work hours" Each entry was a terse couple of sentences. The latest read:
2:17 pm: Cameras show DH traveling to the third-floor handicapped restroom. Filter flags that DH accesses a video titled "Stacked Housewife Lets Big Cock Frat Boys Boss Her Around" at 2:23 pm. 3:04 pm: DH exits the restroom and returns to his desk. Total time theft recorded: 47 minutes.
Daren's mouth was dry and his hands were shaking.
"Hardon, Hardon, Hardon." Said Charlie, drinking in his panic and shame, "This stuff is really bad, you know?"
He stretched and got up from his seat on the desk, leaning towards Daren with casual menace.



"I was pulling together all of this evidence with the intention of getting you fired. It's fun to fuck with you, but at some point, the fun goes out of it. It's like shooting fish in a barrel with someone as wimpy as you."
This was reminding Daren powerfully of high school. Charlie had been a bastard back then as well. He didn't like to think about the terrible coincidence that his high school bully had been employed at the same office as him. Sometimes he suspected that Charlie had engineered it that way on purpose.
"But this picture you sent me convinced me otherwise. For two reasons. First of all, I'm interested in Cassie. Like I said to you before, the hunt is on. And the fact that you sent me the picture tells me that you are going to help me."
He picked up the family photo from Daren's desk and gave it a leering smile
"The second reason is, the fact that you sent me, a man that you know for a fact loves manipulating vulnerable young women, a sexy photo of your daughter tells me that you are turned on by some fucked up shit, including being abused by me."
Charlie pulled out a notebook from his pocket and began scribbling in it.
"And don't get me wrong, I'm not gay, Hardon. I just think it is fucking hilarious that you get turned on by humiliation no matter what gender it comes from. Were you like this back in high school too Hardon? Were you getting a little stiffy every time me and my buddies would joke around with you?"
Charlie snapped his fingers.
"Anyway, to business. I did the math, and I figure that you have cost this company over 8,000 dollars with your disgusting use of company time."
Daren boggled. There was no way that several minutes a day added up to that much, even over several months.
"B-but Charlie, that can't be..."
"I'm counting lost revenue from failed accounts, Hardon. Your record has been abysmal these past few months. You lost two damn accounts for Christ's sake! Clearly, your poor performance has been a result of you taking your eye off the ball, so to speak."
Daren felt a little angry. There was no way those were his fault. It was a result of accounts that were already failing being shoved onto his workload by Victor. Probably to make him look bad. But it was no use. He knew Charlie wouldn't listen.
"Let's round it up to 10,000 dollars, just so that we know you are sorry about what you did." Said Charlie smoothly, watching Daren's miserable face with amused eyes, "You are going to pay back what you owe the company to me directly."
So there it was, thought Daren grimly. Good old fashioned blackmail. He wished he was surprised. The worst part was that it would be effective.
"But good news, Hardon! Your buddy Charlie takes payment methods other than cash!" Charlie flashed him a sinister smile.
"Everytime you help me out with a special request, I will knock some amount off of what you owe. Pretty sweet, right?"
Daren grimaced.
"And here comes your first opportunity," said Charlie, getting out a pen and paper, "I have a couple of questions about Cassie. Let's call it 2 dollars a pop."
He asked a large number of questions as Daren struggled to clean himself up with a napkin he found on his desk. Where Cassie liked to hang out after school, what her interests were, what kind of music she liked, what her favorite food and snacks were, which celebrities she had crushes on, and who she was friends with. Daren was uncomfortably aware that the information he was giving would help Charlie locate and maybe even befriend his daughter. His designs were obvious, but Daren felt powerless to resist him.
At one point, Charlie stopped, looking up after Daren had told him that Cassie had recently joined the cheer club at school.
"The cheerleading squad?"
"Y-yeah."
"At Riverside High?"
"That's r-right."
Charlie tore a blank sheet out of the notebook, snapping it shut and stuffing it in his pocket with a pleased look on his face.
"Perfect. Let's call that 30 dollars, Hardon. I lost count of the questions. My daughter is the co-captain of the cheer squad at Riverside High. That gives me an idea. Here, I'm going to write a list of assignments for you as homework."
He began scribbling on the paper as he talked.
"Number 1: I want you to talk to Cassie about how the cheer squad is going. Get really interested. Ask her about the captains. Focus on Melissa. Tell Cassie that an old friend of yours is Melissa's father. Suggest that they become better friends. Float the idea of a sleepover a Melissa's house. Does that sound too difficult, Hardon?"
Daren shook his head reluctantly. He didn't like where this was going.
"I'll call that 50 bucks. Just a conversation, nothing too hard." He drew a line sharply across the paper, preparing for number two.
"Next: Get some photos of Cassie in her new cheer uniform. As sexy as you can without raising her suspicions or, God forbid, Gina's. Tell her you want them for social media, but don't post them. This one's a little tougher. Walk that line between innocent and sexy. Innocent enough to make mommy and baby girl suspect nothing, sexy enough to get me off. 100 bucks."
He was drawing another line across the paper. "Oh boy, Hardon! I can't wait to see what she looks like. I still remember what Gina looked like when she was cheering me on from the sidelines, all cute and bouncy. I bet she looks just as good, and this time I'll have photos to keep."
"Last and most importantly," He said, writing a large 3, "I need some panties. Two pairs, one clean and folded, one dirty. This one really shouldn't be too hard if you are careful. Just don't get caught. 150 bucks."
That reminded Daren unpleasantly of the surprise he had left in Cassie's underwear drawer. She hadn't said anything to him. And he would know if she had told Gina. But it might make it a bit more difficult to steal panties if she suspected him.
"And that's it for now, Hardon." Said Charlie, creasing the paper and sliding it across the desk to him. "Our meeting is adjourned.."
"Now, try to actually get some work done today instead of just jerking off."
Daren had to be especially careful about his jerkoff sessions for rest of the day.
After all, it wasn't like he could disobey his mistress's orders.
...
Cassie hurried home on Saturday morning, head still reeling from her experiences at Renee's house. It hadn't helped that she had woken up to find Renee, gorgeous and nude, snuggled up to her like a cat. Cassie had said her goodbyes as quickly as she could while Renee yawned and stretched, perfectly showcasing her soft brown tits. They had promised to catch up soon, and Cassie had managed to leave before Renee seemed to realize how hard she was blushing.
She had hoped that relaxing at home for the rest of the weekend would bring her a sense of normalcy and stability, but nothing could be further from the truth.
Her mom was the first one she saw when she walked in the door, and she could tell right away something was wrong. She had worshiped her mother for years, and even though they were having an extended fight, she still did to a certain extent. Her mother would always be the beautiful, confident, powerful woman that Cassie one day hoped to be like. But Cassie just felt like she deserved more respect. It felt like her mother still saw her as a little girl, and not as the woman she had become.
Today it was very clear that her mother saw her as a woman. Gina sat at the kitchen counter, wearing her somewhat sexy silk nightgown, which had ridden up at the leg, showing a smooth expanse of tanned thigh. The low neckline of the silky nightwear, which only Daren would normally see, showed a generous amount of cleavage, which Cassie found more fascinating than she was prepared to admit. Her wild, over-sexed evening with Melissa and her nude awakening with Renee had made her horny and confused. She knew she shouldn't be seeing Gina this way, but she couldn't stop herself. And something was different about her mother as well.
Gina was as horny as Cassie was.
Something about Gina's posture, her expression, maybe her breathing, made it obvious. Her mother was crackling with sexual energy. As Cassie came in, her mother's eyes locked on to her. And not her face, at least initially. Cassie's eyes widened as her mother's gaze traveled slowly up her body, lingering on her hips, between her legs, on her tits. Finally, the deep blue eyes leaped upwards, and Cassie felt a surge of electric chemistry as Gina's smoldering eyes stared deep into her own.
"Uh... good morning, mom! I'm back." Said Cassie, struggling to keep her voice normal under her mother's intense gaze.
"I can see that." Snapped Gina, breaking the long, sultry stare and hunching slightly over her coffee, "Don't you have some homework to do or something?"
The memory of Melissa and Renee taunting her about being attracted to her own mommy wouldn't get out of her head. It was silly. She wasn't some kind of pervert, her mother was just an objectively hot woman. Her eyes ran up and down Gina's toned, tanned legs as she blushed furiously. It looked like her mom was about to say something else, but Cassie couldn't handle the situation anymore. She retreated hastily to her room, breathing deeply, trying to stay calm. Surely she had just misinterpreted an innocent glance from her mother. There was no possible way that her brilliant, sexy mother was checking out her own daughter. The very idea was crazy. The only issue was the crazy sexual night she had just had. What she needed was a hot shower to wash away both the sweat and the lingering feelings from last night.
The shower didn't help all that much. The steamy water and the feel of her hands on her own body felt like they were making things worse in fact. Maybe what she needed was to relax in some pjs and take her mind off things.
Unfortunately, on the way back to her room in only a towel, she ran into her father.
"Oh, hi sweetie." He said with a smile. He looked happy to see her, if a bit distracted. "How was your night at your friend's place?"
"Um. Hi Daddy!" She squeaked, painfully aware that the small towel was all that stood between her naked body and her dad. "It was really fun. How was your night?"
A shadow passed over Daren's face, and he stared into the distance. Well, thank god he isn't leering like mom, thought Cassie. Sweet, silly daddy. He had trouble even recognizing that she wasn't five anymore, let alone seeing her sexually. She felt guilty for even considering that he would look at her that way. She felt extra guilty about cumming so hard to the daddy daughter porn that Melissa had teased her about.
Cassie cleared her throat nervously. Daddy might not be checking her out, but he was inadvertently blocking her way to her bedroom, forcing her to stand in the hallway in her skimpy towel.
"Oh! Sorry sweetie!" Said Daren, jumping, "I'll get out of your way. See you later, kiddo." He squeezed past her, swooping in to give her a quick kiss on the cheek. It brought him close enough for Cassie to smell his cologne, and feel the stubble scrape her cheek. She shuddered. She needed to calm down, after last night she was just a puddle of sexual urges, and this morning it was manifesting in a lot of inappropriate ways.
She finally made it to her room and dropped the towel. At least Daddy was treating her normally. That was the sort of stability that she needed right now. Maybe they could do something together later today. He clearly had something going on with him. They could probably both use the distraction.
Cassie slid open her panty drawer and almost reached in without thinking before she saw what was sitting on the top. A crumpled pair of her dirty panties had been placed in the center of the drawer, on top the clean, folded pairs. Cassie's eyebrows furrowed. That was strange. Had she placed them there accidentally when she was dressing to go to Renee's?
Cassie slowly reached out and picked them up between a thumb and forefinger, already suspecting that there was some darker reason for them to be there. Her heart pounded and her mouth went dry as she noticed the sticky, half dried goo coating the inside of her favorite pair of panties. She numbly observed that the load had been so large that the panties couldn't contain it, the formerly clean pairs beneath it now had little stiff drops and speckles of dried cum on them from where the soiled pair had leaked.
She dropped the panties with a horrified little squeak, watching them hit the floor between her feet. She hurriedly wiped her fingers on her naked thigh, then stumbled back and flopped onto her bed, her brain spinning.
What did this mean exactly? It couldn't be... Maybe someone had broken in. And not stolen anything, just jerked off in her panties? Maybe her parents had a guest over last night? Her mind raced for alternative solutions, but the fact remained that there was only one male with regular access to her bedroom.
Daddy.
Her daddy had stolen her favorite pair of panties and filled them with his jizz. Her sweet, loveable goof of a dad. It was fucked up. And he had left them there. Hadn't even tried to hide it. He wanted her to know what he had done. Why?
Did daddy want to fuck her? Her face grew hot as she considered the possibility. Leaving the panties in her drawer had been intrusive. Aggressive. A violation. It felt like a dominant, crude declaration of his impure intentions. It didn't feel like Daddy at all, but then again, if he did this kind of thing, how well did she really know him?
She should be horrified. Grossed out. Furious. Instead, she was incredibly turned on. Maybe it was all of the sexual tension or the dirty talk Melissa had fed her about fathers, but the idea that her daddy wanted her sizzled in Cassie's brain like a live coal.
She needed some relief, something to clear her mind. What she needed was a masturbation session. She locked her door and pulled out her phone to text Renee.
[Hello again Renee. Thanks again for the great sleepover. I wanted to do a little more exploration tonight. Do you maybe have any more of those videos about stepfathers?]
She didn't have to wait long for a reply.
[Hey Kissy! So, you want to rub one out to some daddy/daughter stuff? I thought you would never ask!]
Cassie lay down on her bed and spread her legs a little as she opened the first of the many links Renee was pouring into the chat log.
...
Masturbating her brain away all Saturday evening had helped Cassie restore a sense of balance. She still wasn't sure what to make of the ruined panties she had found in her drawer, but she had decided to take a wait-and-see approach. If Daren really was after her, this wouldn't be his final move.
As far as her mom went, she had convinced herself that she had been mistaken about Gina checking her out. Her horny, mixed-up brain had probably conflated a cranky look from her tired mother with her own confused sexual yearnings. Completely her fault.
When she saw her mom headed out the door for an errand, she asked if she could go along. A mother-daughter shopping trip would cure Cassie's strange awkwardness, and maybe even chip away at their recent frosty relationship.
But Gina's response only left Cassie feeling more confused. Gina had stopped, giving her another appraising, almost hungry look, her eyes lingering again over her daughter's body, then turned on her heel and left with a gruff refusal.
After that, she had eaten a somewhat tense lunch with her dad, trying to gauge his reactions towards her for signs of taboo lust. Confusingly, it seemed like he had trouble focusing on her at all, his eyes frequently a million miles away. Something strange was definitely happening with him, but she couldn't understand how it could be connected to the defiled panties she had found in her drawer. Suddenly it felt like the safe, comfortable home she had grown up in had become a twisted sexual battlefield.
She spent most of the afternoon trying to distract herself with some video games, and only partially succeeding. She was interrupted in the afternoon by a text from Peter.
[Hey Kissy!] Smiley face.
[I know it is sudden, but would you like to go on a date tomorrow? Now that we are dating, I think it's time we hang out more!]
She couldn't help but smile. She was feeling a lot more confident about their relationship now that she had practiced her kissing and gotten some tips about boys from Renee and Melissa.
[Yes! I would love to Peter!]
[Awesome! Let's go together after school!]
Well, at least she had that to look forward to. It wasn't like things could get any weirder here at home.
That assumption turned out to be wrong.
When she walked into the kitchen to get some snacks that evening, she could clearly hear the sound of pornography playing loudly in the laundry room, accompanied by feminine whines and grunts that could only come from her mom. She saw her dad, sitting stiffly on the couch in the living room, clearly hearing the same thing she was.
What the fuck was Gina doing? She had never had any desire to know about her parent's sex life before this point, but her curiosity burned. She waited for her moment, and eventually, it came. Daren got up and moved to her bathroom and she seized her chance.
Gina had obviously locked the door to the laundry room to prevent snooping, but her parents didn't seem to be aware that the weak old locks in their house could be easily opened with a butter knife. Cassie slid the door open just a crack. Just to get a peek and satisfy her curiosity.
Her mouth dropped open, dumbfounded. It had to be one of the most erotic images she had seen in her life, pornography included. Her curvy, naked bombshell of a mother sat leaned back, legs spread on the rumbling dryer, holding some sort of vibrating device to her clit. Both her round, tanned ass and soaking wet pussy were stuffed with sex toys, and her free hand was holding her own breast to her mouth, where her mouth busily sucked and slurped and bit at the nipple. The other nipple held a painful-looking clamp, and the whole look was completed by a silvery blindfold covering her eyes and nose.
Cassie's heart pounded as she eased the door further open. The blindfold looked thick enough that Her mom would never realize she was there, and the loud interracial gangbang porn playing on the small television would mask any sounds she would make. Cassie inched closer to her frantically masturbating mommy, her own pussy growing wet at the sight of her mother's wanton behavior. It was too much. The woman from that erotic photo was here in the flesh. Close enough to... touch. No, that would be a disaster. Cassie wanted badly to join in, to masturbate as well. She fumbled at her crotch above her pajama pants.
Gina's groans and whimpers grew louder, muffled by her mouth full of breast flesh. Could she sense another presence in the room? Cassie suddenly felt that her presence was too risky, even with the blindfold.
She turned to leave, then turned back, biting her lip. She couldn't resist. She pulled out her phone, and quickly and silently snapped a few photos from various angles, as her mommy's toes began to curl and she let out a series of stifled moans, her hips bucking against the sex toy in her hand.
Cassie then swiftly and quietly left the room, closing the door behind her just as Gina reached up to remove the blindfold. Luckily for her, Daren was still in the bathroom. As she hurried back to her bedroom, she texted Renee once again.
[Sorry to bother you again, Renee. Do you happen to know of any videos of stepmoms and daughters together?]
Renee was quick to respond again.
[Oh shit, you kinky little slut! I'm into it! Absolutely. Not as common of a fetish, but I can definitely hook you up.]
For the second night in a row, Cassie masturbated late into the night fantasizing about one of her parents.



She didn't end up using many of the videos Renee had sent. The photos she had taken that evening worked much better.
...
After school the next day, Cassie excitedly met Peter on the steps outside the school. She was skipping cheer practice for this, but luckily, despite her struggle to nail down the routine, Renee seemed totally on board.
"Yeah, girl!" She had said with an excited grin when Cassie told her during lunch, "You go wow your man with all those things we taught you."
"Hell yeah," Said Melissa with a gleam in her eye, "and remember, boys like girls to be submissive. Just go with the flow."
And now here she was, walking hand in hand with Peter, who looked just as excited as her. She was wearing another outfit recommended by Renee: a skirt she would normally consider a bit too short with high socks and a blindingly white tank top.
"So where are we going on our big first date, Mr. Boyfriend? The movies? A fancy restaurant? A romantic picnic?" She said in a teasing, flirty voice. She was ready to have a fun, light afternoon with her longtime crush.
"Oh, uh..." Said Peter, looking a little awkward, "I figured that we could just spend some time hanging out at my house."
Cassie worked to keep herself from frowning. She had been over to Peter's house dozens of times when they were just friends so that hardly seemed special. Well whatever, Peter was just inexperienced with being a boyfriend, and maybe it was better to keep things a little more casual and ease into the romantic stuff.
That explained why they were walking. Peter lived within an easy 7-minute walk of the high school. During the walk, Cassie couldn't help but notice that Peter seemed to be getting more and more nervous. His hand was growing a little sweaty, and his smile seemed almost manic.
His slightly hunched walk didn't help to hide his boner as much as he clearly hoped it did. Cassie tried to avoid feeling exasperation. This was not turning out as romantic as she had hoped.
When they arrived at Peter's house, the driveway was empty, and when he unlocked the door, the house was dark and silent. Cassie began to get a sneaking suspicion in her gut.
"Peter," she said neutrally, "Where are your parents?"
"Oh, uh, haha," said Peter, looking jittery, his boner almost bursting through his jeans, "My dad had an out-of-state work trip this week, and my mom went with him. So I was, you know, sort of hoping that we could just hang out here this week, just the two of us."
He was awkwardly approaching, a hungry, unsubtle look on his face. Cassie suppressed her crushing disappointment. Her first date with Peter, which she had imagined so many times, turned out to be a crude booty call. She was still a virgin, and her first time would be on a poorly planned first date.
Peter gripped her by the shoulders and came in for another stiff, awkward kiss. Go with the flow, Melissa and Renee said. Men like submissive women. Well, thought Cassie, it doesn't get more submissive than allowing this awkward, unromantic excuse for a boyfriend to take my virginity. She hoped Peter appreciated this. It would all be worth it when they got married someday.
Melissa and Renee's kissing practice was actually helpful, although Peter started out as stiff as before, Cassie's soft, wet, yielding mouth soon helped him to relax and enjoy the experience.
He still wasn't a very good kisser. And his clumsy pawing at Cassie's boobs did nothing to improve the mood. After a few minutes of making out on the couch, Peter seemed to decide that the time had come. He started fumbling with his pants with shaky fingers, dropping them to the floor in a sweaty tangle of briefs and jeans.
Cassie was ready to try. She had seen an awful lot of sex in the last few weeks in the videos Renee had made her watch. She gave Peter another deep kiss as she ran a small hand up his pale skinny leg. Her hand reached his crotch, closing softly around a hard, hot, disappointingly small shaft.
Peter groaned into her mouth.
"W-wait. Noooooooo. Kissyyyyyy." He let out an oddly high-pitched moan as Cassie felt hot goo splatter over her hand and skirt.
Cassie backed away, feeling disgusted.
"Wait, Kissy." Whined Peter, reaching a hand out as his deflating dick dripped more cum on his parent's sofa, "I'm sorry! You're just so hot. Give me another chance. I can do it better. Just give me a minute."
"I... I need to use the bathroom." Muttered Cassie, retreating to the familiar bathroom she had visited many times when she and Peter were just friends.
Cassie washed her hands three times before she was satisfied that there was no slimy residue. She couldn't believe how disappointed she was. Not only had Peter utterly failed at being romantic, he had also failed at skipping directly to sex. Cassie sat on the toilet, dabbing at the wet slimy stains on her skirt. How could she explain this to Rene? Her phone suddenly started ringing, giving her a scare. It was Renee calling. Should she answer it? She debated for a moment before accepting the call. She needed the support.
"Hey hey there Juliet!" Came Renee's cheerful voice, "How is Romeo doing on your date?"
"Not so good Renee," said Cassie, trying to remain quiet enough that Peter couldn't hear from outside, "It s-sort of went all wrong."
"What? What do you mean? Where are you right now?" Came Renee's concerned voice.
"We are at his house. His parents aren't home." she added with bitter sarcasm.
"On your first damn date?!? That little perv! I knew he wasn't right for you. You sit tight there Kissy, I'm leaving practice right now to come get you."
"No, Renee, that's ok, it's fine." Said Cassie, secretly happy that her friend was showing so much concern. "Would you even know where to go?"
"I insist, girlfriend. Melissa can handle things here. I know exactly where you are, I have 'find my friends' on your phone, remember?"
Cassie didn't remember ever setting that up but felt a lot better knowing Renee was on her way.
Less than ten minutes later, the doorbell rang and Cassie nervously exited the bathroom. Renee was standing framed in the doorway still in her cheer uniform, hip cocked sassily and raising an eyebrow at the cowering form of Peter. She looked like a sexy knight in shining armor to Cassie, here to whisk her away from this awkward, sad, disappointing situation.
"There's my girl!" Shouted Renee over Peter's shoulder, causing him to turn with an ashamed, pleading look in his eye. "C'mon Kissy, let's get out of here."
"Wait, Kissy," said Peter pathetically, "Don't leave, I'm sorry. Let's start over. We can do it right this time."
"She's not doing anything with you, babydick." Said Renee acidly, holding out a hand. Cassie took it gratefully, turning back once on the way to the car to see Peter watching her, slumped and defeated, from the doorway.
Renee drove her straight home, for once, letting a comfortable silence hang between them. Not pushing for the juicy details. She only mentioned casually right as she dropped Cassie off that they and Melissa should have a long talk when Cassie was ready to talk about what had happened.
Cassie had a dozen messages from Peter on her phone by the time she got to her room.
She blocked him without reading them.
...
Renee smiled on her way back to practice.
Victor had taught her that sometimes the best way to make a submissive dependent on you was to eliminate all their other pillars of support.
Kelsey had jumped ship to stay popular.
Peter was now an awkward memory.
Some even Kissy's parents would have such a twisted relationship with her that they would get turned on by her corruption.
Who else could Kissy turn to now except her bestie Renee?
...
[Lol. I never thought that little picture would cause such a fuss.]
Daren stared unhappily at his phone. He wasn't sure what he had expected when texting Renee. She seemed to claim some sort of ownership over him, so maybe he had hoped she would pull some strings to keep Charlie from controlling him. That didn't seem to be her reaction.
[Well, you were right to bring this to me, Puppy. Another person fucking with your sexuality right now could throw my whole training regime out of whack. In this case, though, I'm fine with it. Think about it. A struggle to protect your daughter, what could be more manly than that?]
Daren grimaced. So much for outside help. Maybe it would have been smarter to hide this from Renee... Well, as long as he was in conversation with her, he might as well try a different tack.
[Mistress, I made up with Gina last night. I was hoping that I could have a really romantic evening with her to get back on the right foot.]
Daren hoped that by introducing the idea of unlocking his cage without asking outright, he might be able to finesse Renee a little.
[I see where you are going with this, Puppy.]
Daren held his breath, hoping for a favorable response.
[That means tonight is the perfect opportunity for a home-cooked meal. Good thinking! Make sure to make it extra creamy.]
Shit. Daren had almost succeeded in blocking out the thought of Victor's cum, hidden in the back of the fridge under some old celery. He should have known that Renee would still have it at the top of her mind.
[Do it, Puppy. Your mistress demands it. If you manage to feed her some without getting caught, I will be happy with you. Very happy. So happy you might even get a little reward."] She followed that up with a heart emoji, then signed off.
Daren sighed. A little cum wouldn't hurt Gina, she would never even know. And if he did this, maybe Renee would be pleased enough to temporarily unlock his chastity device. He pulled out his phone and started looking up recipe ideas.
...
Later that evening, Daren looked down at the bubbling alfredo sauce. It was almost finished. Homemade Shrimp Alfredo was a favorite of Gina's and was something he had made often before. It also just felt like a... inconspicuous choice. His eyes slid over to the cool vial in his hand, the lid already removed, beads of condensation forming on its surface. It was now or never.
He tipped the vial over into the sauce, watching the viscous, bright white fluid blob out into the fragrant sauce, ruining it. It was a surprisingly large amount. It couldn't be just one load, multiple must have been combined into one vial. It took only a few quick stirs for the disgusting fluid to incorporate smoothly into the creamy sauce.
Daren walked over to the garbage can and shoved the empty vial deep inside, wrinkling his nose in disgust as he covered it with other trash. There. The deed was done. So much for the easy part.
Just as he was thinking that, the door opened, and Gina walked in, moving with energy and purpose, as usual, but looking exhausted. God, even when she is a wreck, she looks gorgeous, thought Daren, studying his wife's delicate features and her new platinum hair, pulled back into a messy ponytail. His heart ached. When would things get back to the way they used to be?
Gina gave him a tired smile and a dry peck on the cheek.
"Wow honey! You cooked for me tonight? Thank you!" She sounded genuinely pleased. "It smells divine! Fix me a plate while I change out of my work clothes."
She hurried off to the bedroom, and Daren returned to the stove, now having second thoughts. Couldn't he just have one night relaxing with his wife without it being tainted by Victor? Maybe it wasn't too late to throw out the food and tell Gina that it had been ruined somehow. But even as he had the thought, he knew it wouldn't work. Gina, as tired as she was, would probably get annoyed that he had screwed up the meal, which would cause a fight and destroy the whole mood. With a heavy heart, he dished up some noodles and covered them with the thick gooey white sauce.
Daren froze as he carried the plate to the living room, where Gina liked to eat after work. He sniffed. Oh no. Although it made him ashamed to admit it, he had tasted and smelled Victor's cum the night before, and the sauce on the plate right now had a definite, detectable odor that matched his memory. It shouldn't be possible. The volume of jizz in comparison with the rest of the sauce was so small it should be completely lost. But Victor's cum must be powerful stuff. He brought his nose closer and sniffed deeply. There was no mistaking it...
"Is that for me, chef?" Said Gina happily, walking up behind him and giving him a hug She was wearing an oversized t-shirt and the short shorts she wore to relax around the house. "C'mon, hubby, let's sit. You can rub my feet while I enjoy my feast."
Damn, it was too late. It was all over. She would take one smell of the tainted food, and then ask questions he was unprepared to answer.
He followed her numbly to the living room couch, mind racing to come up with an excuse for why she should taste the food. Drawing a blank. Gina leaned back into the corner of the couch and plopped her feet into Daren's lap, wordlessly demanding a foot rub. Daren had to shift carefully so that her feet didn't come into contact with the plastic cage on his penis. These foot rubs were a frequent ritual of theirs that he disliked, but was unwilling to start an argument about. Daren began rubbing Gina's feet absentmindedly, eyes and mind fixed on the cummy pasta on his wife's plate.
"Another hard day at the office..." began Gina, launching into a venting session.
She raised the large swirl of noodles to her mouth. Steam wafted from the hot sticky noodles, and a strand of the thick sauce connected the forkful momentarily with the surface of the plate. Daren opened his mouth, trying to say something, anything before his wife did something she couldn't undo.
He couldn't get anything out in time. The saucy noodles disappeared into Gina's mouth as Daren watched in horror. He never would have agreed to this if he had known how disgusting it would be in practice.
Gina chewed. Then stopped, her brow furrowing. She looked at Daren. Raised her eyebrows. She continued chewing. Swallowed.
"Wow! My compliments to the chef!" Said Gina, impressed, "This stuff is fucking amazing Daren! What did you do differently this time?" To emphasize her point, she swirled up another large forkful of slimy pasta and ate it, chewing happily, rolling his boss's cum around her mouth in order to taste it more fully.
Daren's mind felt blank. She could clearly taste something different. And she fucking loved it. It was delicious to her. His wife thought Victor's cum was the yummiest, most mind-blowing taste she had ever had. He had to come up with a convincing lie.
"I used, um... black garlic." He said, saying the first thing that popped into his head, "It's a special kind of fermented garlic."
Gina nodded, savoring another sloppy mouthful. She wiped a stray blob of sauce off of her lip and sucked it off her finger with a slurp. "Yeeeah, I can taste it! Fermented, huh? It does have a sort of tangy, funky taste. I love it, babe! If this is black garlic, I don't know if I want to go back to white!"
Daren felt his dick straining against its plastic cage. This situation should be disgusting and guilt-inducing, but he had fallen so far that the thought of feeding his unsuspecting wife his rival's cum was turning him on.
The front door opened, and Cassie walked through, looking almost as tired as her mother. Gina was just finishing the last of her plate, using her fork to scrape up every last bit of the tainted sauce that she could, using her tongue to lick the fork spotless.
"Welcome home, Cass." Said Gina warmly, clearly feeling happy and content from the meal she had so enjoyed. Cassie looked surprised at the warm greeting. Nerves had been a bit frayed around the house this week, and the positive atmosphere was clearly a surprise. Cassie broke out into a smile matching her mother's. "Thanks, Gina. Glad to be back." She said, with only a gentle touch of irony.
"Why don't you grab a plate of this pasta your father made, sweetie." Said Gina, rising from the couch. "I'm about to grab seconds myself. It's incredible! Your father is quite the chef."
Daren found himself scrambling again for an excuse. He couldn't let Cassie eat the befouled pasta. His mouth opened and closed, but no sound came out. He was even worse off this time, there didn't seem to be any rational reason he could think of that Gina could eat the pasta, but Cassie shouldn't.
His stomach did flips as he saw Gina and Cassie returning from the kitchen, both with plates heaping with creamy white pasta.
"Uh, no Cassie," He tried lamely, "That pasta is just for your mother, I made it especially for her."
Cassie cast a confused glance at her mother, who in turn cast an unamused look at Daren.
"Don't be weird honey. There is plenty of food, and I want her to have some. Go on Cass, eat up." And with that, Gina stuck another bite into her mouth.
Cassie took a small twirl of the sloppy, gluey noodles and lifted them to her mouth. Daren winced, but couldn't take his eyes off her as the jizzy noodles passed her innocent little lips.
As she tasted the dish, Cassie's nose wrinkled slightly, and her eyebrows drew together in confusion. She swallowed in a gulp, but looked down at the plate with suspicion, not taking another bite.
"Are you sure these noodles are ok, Gina? They taste a little weird." Daren's heart pounded. This is where it all fell apart. Now he wouldn't just be the pervert who fed another man's cum to his wife, but also to his daughter.
"Nonsense!" said Gina confidently, "It's just the special ingredient your dad used. Here..." She speared some noodles from her own plate with a piece of shrimp, "Try it again, sweetie. It's an acquired taste, but if you keep tasting it, I know you are going to love it." Gina hovered her fork over to Cassie, and although their sweet daughter looked a little reluctant, she obediently opened her mouth. The slimy load pushed inside, smearing the white sticky sauce across her lips. Gina used a gentle thumb to wipe away the messy sauce for Cassie's lips, and stuck the thumb in her own mouth, gently sucking to remove the delicious sauce.
Cassie chewed slowly, a thoughtful look on her face.
"You're right, Gina," she said with a smile, "I thought it was a little gross at first, but it is starting to taste better and better."
"Why aren't you eating any, dear?" Said Gina suddenly, through another mouthful of pasta.
Daren froze up again. Why hadn't he just made one serving for Gina? He had foolishly made the same size that he normally did, in the hopes that it would dilute the cum enough to be undetectable, but now he was trapped.
"I'm just not feeling hungry, honey." He said with a shaky smile. Hopefully, Gina would drop it.
"I get it, it's this weird 'this food is just for you Gina' stuff again." She said with fond exasperation, "For the last time, there is plenty. Grab a plate, I will still have enough for work tomorrow."
Caught again in a web of his own lies, Daren returned to the kitchen and grabbed a plate with numb hands. As he took a small scoop of the pasta, his stomach roiled at the thick strands of goo that stretched from the scoop to the pan. The pasta hit his plate with an unappetizing splat. He stared down at it grimly. Maybe he could just push it around his plate if Gina was distracted.
He walked back to the living room to find Cassie and Gina in conversation.
"...but you have been making friends with the other girls, right?" said Gina, her voice muffled by food. "The routines are always hard at first, but team spirit is the real key."
"Yeah, mom." Said Cassie, seeming a little subdued, "I mean, all the other girls have been...great." She was eating with a lot more enthusiasm now, slurping up more noodles as she finished her sentence.



"We've just been talking about how Cassie has joined the cheer squad," Said Gina, explaining to Daren as he sat down, "I always told you that it was the best thing for you sweetie." She said with a smile.
Cassie's return smile seemed a little forced. If he remembered correctly, whether Cassie should join the cheer squad had been a topic of heated argument between them when Cassie had first entered high school.
"We're both very proud of you sweetie," Said Daren, trying to pretend to be too distracted by the conversation to eat. He remembered that Charlie had given him some tasks related to Cassie's cheerleading... This was probably the most natural chance he could hope for. "Do you know the captains well?"
"Yeah!" said Cassie, wiping some cream from her mouth, "Melissa and Renee! They are really nice. We're getting to be good friends."
Daren felt his tension rise as he heard Renee's name. He knew that Renee went to the same high school, and he remembered that she was on the cheer team... but he wasn't especially comfortable knowing that she and Cassie were becoming friends. She had dirty-talked him about Cassie while jerking his cock with Cassie's underwear for God's sake. The whole thing felt dangerous to him. That was a concern for another time. Right now, he was supposed to be focusing on Melissa.
"That's great, honey." He said, shifting some food around on his plate, "Is that whose house you went over to the other night? Melissa?"
"No, that was Renee's. I haven't been over to Melissa's place yet."
"Oh, well maybe you should make a plan to do that. I think it's great you are making new friends." Said Daren, with an effort to keep his voice light. He noticed Gina giving him an odd look. Was he being too transparent in suggesting Cassie go to Melissa's house? Then Gina glanced down at his plate and raised an eyebrow slightly.
Shit.
She had realized that he hadn't taken a bite yet. He was out of options. He lifted a small bite to his mouth. His stomach did an unpleasant flip. How did a straight man end up swallowing the cum of his worst enemy twice in one week? It wasn't fair. He reluctantly placed the noxious pasta in his mouth.
The taste of the cum wasn't as overpowering as he had feared, but it was definitely noticeable. His mind snapped back to Friday night, sitting naked, humiliated, and cum spattered on this same couch, the hard metal wedding band on his tongue, his boss's cum seeming to spread like oil over every part of his mouth. The taste was the same. He had never tasted cum before that night, but he already could recognize it instantly.
Gina smiled, all suspicion relieved. "Really good right? I'm going to make you cook this for me again and again. I'm getting super addicted to this stuff!"
"Yeah Daddy!" said Cassie cheerfully, "I changed my mind. You can feed me this stuff any time."
Daren swallowed, his stomach protesting. He couldn't talk about this. He needed to change the subject.
"But speaking of cheerleading, do you have your new uniform?" Said Daren abruptly. He was worried for a second that the shift was a bit too awkward, but Gina seemed on board right away.
"Oh yes, sweetie! I can't wait to see how you look!" Said Gina with enthusiasm, her worries of the day seeming to have temporarily melted away.
For some reason, Cassie seemed to not be as enthusiastic. A look of discomfort crossed her face. "Um... yeah. They did give me a uniform." She seemed to want to avoid the topic, but Daren couldn't let the chance to fulfill Charlie's command pass him by.
"Well, why don't you put it on, sweetie." He said with his best fatherly charm, "You can show us how you look. I think your mother and I are both curious to see."
"Yes!" Said Gina excitedly. She looked very pleased with the opportunity to bond with Cassie about their new shared experience. "Show me and your father what your new cheer look is like."
"I...I really don't know." Said Cassie nervously, "It sounds like it might be a little awkward, and I have some homework I really should be starting, so...."
"Nonsense." Said Gina flatly. She was using a tone that Daren knew well. It meant that she wasn't angry yet, but was prepared to work herself up to that if you kept trying her patience. "I don't see anything awkward about it, it's a uniform you are going to be wearing in front of hundreds of people. Listen to your father. We want to see that uniform."
Cassie had a deer-in-the-headlights look. What was the problem? Was she really that shy? Finally, she nodded meekly, a pink blush already forming on her pale cheeks, and scurried off to her room.
Gina had finished her plate and leaned back with a satisfied sigh. She looked over at Daren's still almost full plate and he felt forced to take yet another gut-churning bite.
"I wonder how they have changed the uniform since we were in school," She said idly, lacing a hand through Daren's "It was a different time after all. Not as many concerns about sexualizing high schoolers. Some of the stuff we wore was a little racy. They probably cover up a lot more nowadays just to avoid lawsuits. I wouldn't be surprised if... they... wore......." Gina's eyes were wide as she stared over Daren's shoulder as her sentence trailed off into nothing. Daren turned around and couldn't believe his eyes.
The hypersexualized uniform that his sweet innocent daughter was wearing would have looked more at home in a sleazy porno than on a football field. Her large tits strained against the stretchy material of the top, with the shirt short enough to leave her flat little belly exposed to the air. The skirt was short enough that, even sitting low enough on her hips that he thought he could almost see some pubes peeking out, it still went less than halfway down her thighs.
Cassie's face was beet red, and she gave the pompoms she was carrying a halfhearted shake with her face locked in a mortified expression.
Both parents studied their daughter silently, eyes roaming over the exposed and openly displayed sexuality of her young ripe body. Cassie seemed to wilt under their stares, but some parts of her body rose. Her nipples visibly stiffened and pushed hard against the clinging stretchy fabric of the tiny top, creating two hard points on the smooth surface of her barely-contained tits.
Daren couldn't take her eyes off of his daughter. The large breasts with stiff nipples, the thick squishy thighs, the wide rounded hips. She was a wet dream come to life. She was his only daughter. He couldn't stop remembering the wicked words Renee had whispered in her ears. The twisted scenario she had spun about a daddy... teaching his daughter. Suddenly it didn't seem so abstract. Suddenly Cassie's body, her face seemed to slot right into that fantasy. His dick pressed itself desperately against its plastic prison and he was suddenly thankful that it was there, protecting him from getting an obvious erection while looking at Cassie's gorgeous body.
"That is the uniform that they gave you for cheerleading?" Asked Gina in an oddly toneless voice.
Daren turned to look at Gina. This wasn't good. Gina had already had that crusade a week ago about Cassie dressing inappropriately in school. She was absolutely going to blow up over this.
"Umm. Kind of. It's a long story. This is the uniform that everyone gets when they start out..." Said Cassie in a small, deferential voice. She was now holding the pompoms up awkwardly, clearly trying to use them to cover her embarrassingly erect nipples.
Gina regarded her silently for another long minute, her eyes darting and examining every curve. If Daren didn't know better... He would say that Gina was entertaining similar thoughts to what he had been thinking moments before...
"It's..." said Gina, seeming distracted. Here it came. She would start yelling in a moment.
"It's lovely dear. It really suits you." She finished in a strangled voice, shocking both Daren and Cassie.
Cassie's wide eyes flashed from her mother over to her father. Almost pleading, looking for him to give her an excuse to retreat to her room and change.
But sadly, Daren had another obligation he had to take care of.
"Why don't we get some photos, Cassie." Said Daren casually, pulling out his phone. "We are just so proud of our little cheerleader."
"Oh, I don't know dad, maybe you had better wait until I'm out on the field..." Cassie turned back to her mother, looking for some support. Surely she couldn't be ok with this...
"I think pictures are a great idea." Said Gina, her voice a little bit smoky. Daren glanced over at her, confused. Was his wife getting turned on by this? "We want to remember this moment forever."
Cassie's face, red a moment ago, drained of color. She had just realized that her parents were a united front. They both agreed that a permanent visual record should be made of her uniform's obscene display.
Daren saw the conflict on Cassie's face. She wanted to refuse but also wanted to please her parents. Especially Gina. There was no time to lose. He had to have something to show Charlie if he wanted to keep his job. He raised his phone.
"Smile, sweetie!"
*Snap*
The photo showed a fearful Cassie, mouth open in shock, clutching her pom poms close to her chest, almost cringing away from the camera.
Gina looked over his shoulder.
"That's no good. You can barely see the uniform." She said, "Let's get some more. Put your pom poms on your hips, Cass. That will make a better picture."
Slowly and reluctantly, the red creeping back into her face, Cassie lowered her hands, revealing her engorged nipples straining against her top. She brought her hands to her hips and stood up straight. Daren snapped another picture.
To any outside observer, this picture of a curvy teen biting her lip and staring into the camera would clearly be a setup for more obscene photos to come. Maybe it was.
"Mmmmm," said Gina, looking over his shoulder at the obscene photo of their daughter. Her lips curved up into a wicked little smile. "What a good little cheerleader you make, sweetie. You're really going to motivate all the boys."
"Th-thanks, Gina." Said Cassie in a small voice, somehow looking pleased and humiliated at the same time.
"But cheerleaders don't just stand around showing off their... charming points." She said, amused. Her eyes were clearly locked onto Cassie's hard nipples. She wasn't even attempting to hide it. "There is a lot of movement involved. A lot of ... jumping. Why don't you show us some jumps, Cass?" She said sweetly, her burning eyes rising to meet Cassie's, wide and white with surprise.
"But, Gina." She said, hesitantly, "I'm not... I'm not wearing a bra..." The last part came out as a miserable whisper. Daren could see the realization there on Cassie's face. Gina could see clearly that she wasn't wearing a bra. Anyone could. But she had asked her daughter to do jumps anyway. Gina's smile was wide and predatory, her eyes eager. "Jump for us, baby girl." Daren readied his camera for the vulgar display.
The first jump was more of a hesitant little bounce. Still, Cassie's huge tits swayed and jiggled in the tight shirt, causing the fabric to ride up slightly. Somehow Cassie's face grew even redder as she struggled to tug the fabric back down into place.
"Come on, Cassie." Said Gina disapprovingly, "is that how they taught you to jump in practice? Show us a real one."
This time Cassie awkwardly jumped up stiff-legged from the ground, her tits heaving upwards, almost slapping her in the chin, only to bounce down with a painful-looking jolt as she hit the ground. The tiny shirt struggled to contain the large orbs, barely managing to stay in place. It took a long moment for the jiggling breasts to lose their momentum and come to a rest. Daren snapped a picture mid-air. It showed Cassie wincing, already anticipating the painful and embarrassing landing. She looked ridiculous.
"That's not a cheerleader jump, Cassie." Said Gina, standing up. "Try this."
She jumped up, kicking her heels up in the air and raising her hands up as though she had pompoms. "Gooo team!" She yelled. Wow, thought Daren, she still had it even this many years past high school. The jump was cute and sexy. He turned to Cassie, wondering how it would look for someone in such a skimpy uniform to perform the same move. Gina sat and leaned forward, clearly anticipating the same sight.
Cassie looked like she wanted to say something. To make one last attempt at awakening her parents' sense of shame. But the looks of hungry anticipation on their faces must have silenced her. She took a deep breath and jumped.
Cassie must have had some natural talent for cheerleading as well, just like her mother. Her volleyball experience certainly helped her jumping skills. She leaped up, kicking up her heels with her arms raised, Shouting a cheer just like her mother, but while Gina's display had been cute, this was just pornographic. The picture he snapped portrayed an enthusiastic slut, her large tits flying, hard nipples pointing skyward. Her tiny skirt had flipped up to reveal bright pink panties, and the kicked-up heels and knee-high socks showed off her legs to the camera. The word team was frozen on her face, making her look like she was smiling, pleased with the revealing situation.
She landed with another sudden jolt to her breasts, and this time they very nearly popped free, the shirt rolling upward to reveal the pale undersides of her big teen tits, held in place only by her rock-hard nipples. Daren snapped another picture, Cassie's face almost comical in its dismay and surprise looking down at her escaping breasts.
"Good girl." Said Gina, her voice hoarse, her lips parted, breathing a little heavier, "let's see it one more time." Daren looked at Gina with alarm. If Cassie jumped again, it was inevitable. Her firm young breasts would pop free and be displayed in all their nude glory to her eagerly watching parents. Cassie looked at Gina with an odd mix of emotions written on her face. Eagerness to make her mother happy, fear of her mother's intentions, and submissive arousal at being dominantly ordered around by a gorgeous older woman. Gina's face was much simpler. Pure animal lust. Glazed over eyes, rapid breathing, flushed face. Daren cleared his throat.
"I think I got the picture, honey."
Gina seemed to break out of her trance, shifting her eyes away from her indecently displayed daughter and to Daren's worried face.
"Oh, right. Good." Her eyes shifted over to Cassie and the corner of her mouth quirked up again. "Why don't we try another pose?"
Cassie, who was just finishing the task of carefully stuffing her uncooperative breasts back into her tiny top, looked up, nervous, but curious.
Gina got up off the couch, slowly stalking towards her daughter. "Have you ever tried a high kick, Cassie?" She asked innocently.
"N-no, Gina," she replied meekly, eyes down, "I think that that would be a little advanced for m-me."
Gina stood in front of Cassie, their eyes meeting at the same height. Daren saw that mother and daughter had bodies similar enough to be mirror images of each other. One blond, tan and mature, the other brunette, pale, and youthful. And, of course, one casually dressed in pajamas and the other dolled up like a pornstar.
"Nonsense, sweetheart." Said Gina, hand resting on Cassie's shoulder, "If I was flexible enough to do it, you are too. It just takes a little practice. Here, I'll help you." She reached down and grabbed Cassie's leg. She glanced back at Daren with a naughty smile. "Make sure you get this, baby."
Gina hoisted Cassie's leg into the air, quickly at first, then more slowly as Cassie's inexperienced body protested the extreme stretching. The tiny skirt almost immediately failed in its primary purpose of protecting Cassie's dignity. It hiked up over Cassie's hips as her leg lifted into the air, revealing almost all of her panty-covered ass and pussy.
Gina gripped a stocking-covered calf tightly as her hand rose into the air. Cassie looked alarmed, struggling for balance, her tits wobbling as she shifted her center of balance desperately to stay on her foot.
"Gina, I can't! Please!" She squeaked as her leg rose to shoulder level.
"When I was your age, I could raise my leg almost parallel to my body," said Gina with a determined look in her eye. Her other hand reached down, sinking deeply into the soft, pale flesh between Cassie's pussy and the top of her socks. Cassie gasped as she felt her mother's firm hand grip her upper thigh and continue to lift her leg.
The leg raised even higher, Cassie whimpering a little at the unexpected wear on her tendons and muscles.
"There!" Said Gina triumphantly, "Now, grab your ankle." Cassie did as her mother commanded, and Gina remained there, hand gripping Cassie's upper thigh to steady her.
*snap*
The photo showed a grinning Gina, hand resting possessively on her daughter's tender inner thigh, facing the camera with an expression of delight. Cassie looked significantly less pleased, her curvy body straining to maintain the extreme position, her face drawn into an expression of discomfort and extreme embarrassment. Her pink panties were on full display, and even at this distance, the camera clearly picked up the dark wet spot on the cloth directly between her legs.
Gina released her daughter, catching her as she almost collapsed. Cassie looked relieved.
"Is that all," she said, looking back and forth between Gina and Daren nervously, "can I ch-change back?"
"Not quite," said Gina, amusement in her voice. "There's one more pose that I think would look really great."
She spun Cassie around to face Daren and began applying firm pressure to Cassie's shoulders, pushing her downwards until her knees hit the floor, her legs spraying outwards.
"One thing I remember about my time as a cheerleader is that cheerleaders ended up on their knees an awful lot." Cassie looked up over her shoulder at her grinning mother, "for cheers of course," Gina added belatedly.
"Come over here darling, get a good picture of how your little cheerleader looks on her knees."
Daren rose and walked over, watching Cassie's eyes follow him with concern, pleading, and... did he see arousal, or did he just want to see it?
He stood above his daughter and snapped the photo.
In many ways, it was less revealing than the other photos. But this photo was the least appropriate of them all.
Cassie kneeled, defeated, staring up at the camera with soft, docile eyes. Her mother's hands resting on her shoulders. The implication was clear. Cassie was willing, obedient, and ready to be commanded.
Instinctively, Daren reached down and tucked a strand of hair behind his daughter's ear, his hand resting on her cheek. She flinched, but then cautiously nuzzled her cheek against his hand. Her eyes locked to his, filled with softly burning passion. He looked up to Gina, who was giving him a wide evil grin. She placed a hand softly on the back of Cassie's head. Ready to apply convincing pressure.
Daren could see it in his mind's eye. Unzipping and releasing his hard cock from his pants. Gina, far from protesting, firmly instructing Cassie to service her daddy. Cassie, reluctant at first, yielding to the gentle pressure to her head from her mother's hand. His cock, slightly grazing her soft lips, entering the forbidden cave of her innocent mouth. Her little tongue probing, exploring, discovering every line of his engorged penis. Gina removing the embarrassing uniform, then her own clothes as well. The frenzied, taboo debauchery that would follow, late into the night.
His cock was locked in plastic.
Daren withdrew his hand.
"I think I have all the photos I need." He said flatly, putting his phone back in his pocket.
Gina and Cassie's faces did an identical transformation from shock to deep shame and self-loathing, and Cassie scrambled to her feet and ran to her bedroom.



Gina stood there a moment more, before retreating to the bathroom, refusing to meet his eye.
Daren flopped down on the couch, alone. He would have to talk to Renee again about getting unlocked. He remembered that he was supposed to bring her the first college admissions letter that Cassie got. One from Yale had just shown up in the mail today. He had snagged it and hidden it in his briefcase. Maybe he could set up a meeting tomorrow. Something had to give because he felt right now like he had never needed to cum more in his life
...
The next day, Renee and Melissa listened, mouths open, too stunned to speak.
Cassie finished her story, nervously looking back and forth between them, waiting for a reaction.
"Holy shit." Said Melissa, beaming as though she won the lottery, "That is..."
"So fucking hot!" Squealed Renee excitedly, "Oh my God Kissy, you must be so excited!"
Cassie was confused but relieved that her two friends weren't disgusted and treating her like a pariah. She was still processing the strange climax to the sexual tension that had been building in her house all week. She still couldn't believe the gentle yearning on her father's face, the primal lust on her mother's. She wondered what they were planning to use the images from the perverse photoshoot for. Maybe she would be finding more presents in her panty drawer.
"Really," she said cautiously, "Don't you guys think that it's a little... fucked up?"
"Oh come on." Scoffed Renee, giving her a playful swat on the arm, "Do you know why incest is taboo in the first place? Because of genetic problems when daddies and daughters have babies. You aren't planning on having a baby with daddy Daren, are you?"
"Eww, no! Gross Renee!"
"Then no problem, girl! Green light! Get that daddy dick! Not to mention, I don't know how much you know about sex, but blowjobs don't lead to babies, so you could suck Daddy's cock all day every day, and have nothing to worry about. And as far as getting all hot and naughty with mommy, nothing to worry about at all."
"God," said Melissa, throwing an arm around her shoulder, "Think about it! A near miss on a threesome with your own mom and dad. This close! Next time it's going down for sure. So fucking hot."
"I mean, I would never do it personally," Melissa added, wrinkling her nose with amused disgust, "not in a million years, but the thought of you getting toyed with by your hot mommy, then getting pumped full of daddy jizz? That's some of the nastiest, dirtiest, horniest shit I've ever heard."
Cassie was reeling a little with all of the support. She still wasn't sure how she felt about last night, but her two friends seemed to see it as a huge win.
"I'm not sure guys, I mean, it feels kind of wrong to do that sort of thing with Daddy and Gina..."
"For the last time, dummy!" said Renee affectionately, "Do you know how many girls have daddy or mommy fetishes? How many do you think would be thrown out of the house or sent to a shrink if they ever acted on them? Not only are you in the clear, but it sounds like your parents are just as into it! You basically won the lottery."
"Why do you call her Gina?" Asked Melissa bluntly, staring her right in the eyes.
"Yeah," agreed Renee, joining the staredown, "why not Mom?"
"Well..." said Cassie delicately, "things have been tense between us for a little while, and until she starts respecting me a little more..." She had never put this into words before, the change had just been something that she had started doing one day, another weapon in the cold war with her mom.
"But you call your Dad, Daddy?" said Melissa, looking confused, "That seems a little unfair."
"Ok, Kissy." said Renee decisively, clapping her hands together, "I've got a new plan for you. This thing going on with your parents is super positive, but we need to make sure that things happen just right, or it could get awkward."
She held up a slim brown finger. "Step one: show your parents warm affection. Everybody is probably feeling a little awkward and unsure after last night. You need to make sure that they know that, far from ruining your relationships, the experience made you feel closer to them."
She held up a second finger, "Which ties in directly with step two. Name changes. For Daren, it seems like it has sometimes been Dad, sometimes even Father, and on special occasions Daddy. Now it's going to be daddy all the time. Make him feel like you are his little princess. More importantly, no more of this "Gina" crap. It's time to chip away at these icy walls between you two." She raised her eyebrows with a naughty grin, "It sort of sounds like things are going to end up all hot and wet between you at some point anyway, so let's start that process now. From now on, Gina is "Mommy" all the time. It's going to feel weird at first, but it's important. She has been seeing you play favorites between her and Daren for a long time, this is going to show you love them both."
Cassie made a face. It sort of felt like doing that would make Gina feel like she had won, like Cassie was going to be a good little obedient girl for her. Then again, it had sort of felt... right, in a twisted and naughty sort of way, to let Gina push her around last night. Maybe she could get used to letting Gina take the reigns sometimes.
"Lastly, number three." A third manicured finger went up in front of Renee's face dramatically. "We are going to have you start dressing a little differently around the house. I have some tiny little pajama shorts I'm going to lend you. They'll be pretty tight on you, but thats a plus in this case, babe. We'll pair those with some tight silky camis. No bra or panties at home anymore, of course. Mommy and Daddy clearly like looking at your body, let's really get them drooling."
Cassie blushed. Renee's plan seemed designed to tempt her parents directly into dirty, sweaty sex with her. Was she OK with that? Could she really go through with it if it came to that?
"In any case, you need some more immediate relief, don't you girlie?" Said Renee, leaning back with a smug look on her face, "Don't worry, me and Mel have got you covered." She exchanged a knowing look with Melissa and swiped at her phone. A second later, Cassie felt her own phone vibrate as it received the message.
"We wrote you a brand new 'script'!" said Melissa, beaming, "You can use it tonight and get out all that horny energy you've been building up."
Cassie gulped. She hadn't tried again with Randochat since that first night. The idea of doing so was scary and intensely arousing,
"I sent you a link to a program." explained Renee, "Run it on your computer, and it will display an overlay of the script, like a teleprompter. It's going to be a super fun time for you!"
A look of brief concern passed over Renee's perfect face. "Just one thing, Kissy. Um... how can I put this... I know a lot of what makes this kind of script so hot is that you are demeaning yourself. I mean, the more humiliated you are, the harder you cum. That's your kink, right? Melissa and I didn't hold back. We wrote out a little made-up scenario that you're going to read. We think it will help to get you off even harder, even if it isn't one hundred percent true."
She reached out with an apologetic look and cupped Cassie's face in her hand.
"So, no hard feelings about what's in the script, ok? We are just trying to turn you on as much as we can."
...
Late that evening, after her parents had gone to bed, Cassie sat, biting her lip and staring at the Randochat welcome screen.
It was undeniable that she had cum harder than ever before in her life that night when Melissa had tied her up in front of the computer. But something in her headset off alarm bells. These stranger and more erotic things that Renee was pushing her into... they didn't seem to be satisfying her, or feeding her sexual appetite. It all just seemed to be making her more horny, more willing to try more things. Maybe the correct response was to just stop here. She wouldn't be in this high school or this town for long anyway. In less than a year, she would be shipping out to a bright new future in a college far away. Maybe it would be better to go into that process without any of this twisted sexual baggage.
Well... she thought, her finger hovering over the mouse, It couldn't hurt to just use Randochat as intended. Just chat to some people and test the waters. See how she felt about it. She clicked.
She could feel the tension in her increasing as she stumbled through some small talk with a few strangers. It felt a little awkward to talk to a girl her age in thick glasses about where they lived and what the weather was like. A guy in a dark room screamed some slurs and disconnected immediately. This wasn't so special. A little boring in fact.
The next group was a college-age guy. The talk was again meaningless pleasantries, but Cassie felt her tension increase. The guy was leaning forward, looking almost hungry. Just because she was a young, attractive girl, this guy was suddenly laser-focused. Even though she was fully clothed, his eyes still darted around the screen, seeming to focus on every detail of her body. Cassie felt a now-familiar heat begin to build up deep inside her.
The next connection was to an old man rapidly stroking his cock. Cassie gasped as the call connected, putting her hand to her mouth. As the old man saw the young pretty woman appear on the screen, his mouth broke into a wide, leering grin. His already fast pace increased. Cassie watched with sick fascination.
"Haha, you want this, you slut?" croaked the old man. He was clearly surprised that she hadn't already disconnected, as all the other callers had.
Is this what she wanted? For these dirty men to jerk off to her innocent virgin body? To encourage their filthy appetite? The disgusting old man was climaxing, squirting cum all over his hand, grunting and mumbling something about Cassie, how she wanted his cock. She disconnected from the service, bringing her back to the welcome screen. She sat for a moment, her resolve wavering, shame and self-disgust building as she realized that she wasn't strong enough to resist temptation. She got up and shakily took the lamb mask out of the desk drawer where she had hidden it.
She pulled up the program that Renee had sent her. Melissa and Renee had made her swear not to read the script beforehand. From the way Renee had talked about it, it sounded pretty bad. And she was going to read the degrading self-criticism in front of all those strange men...
She took her time slowly removing her clothes, shivering both from the cool air and the lust building inside her.
...
Renee and Melissa waited in front of Renee's computer, watching as Cassie made small talk with strangers.
"Fucking boring little bitch," griped Melissa sourly, "We do all this work to set up a great show, and she is too chickenshit to go through with it!"
"Shut up Mel," said Renee flatly, "I expected this to happen. Why do you think I told everyone midnight? Our little Kissy is still a brand-new slut. She needs to work herself up to it. Watch, the first jerkoff she sees is going to set her off."
They waited as Cassie stumbled through yet another awkward conversation.
"I can't believe that she is going to fuck her parents," said Melissa with a grin, "That is so fucked up, in a hot way of course. I can't believe that she is fantasizing about having sex with your dribbly little puppy." Melissa made a face. "I mean, if it was your dad, I would understand." She got a sneaky, gossipy look on her face, "You are both pretty freaky... Have you and Victor ever...?"
Renee took a deep breath to control her annoyance. Melissa was becoming a little too familiar.
"Fuck no." She said emphatically, "Incest is disgusting, humiliating, and degrading. Why do you think I am forcing Kissy into it?" What she didn't add is that even if she was tempted, getting tangled up with Victor Cross sexually was dangerous. It tended to not work out well for the women who did so.
Melissa looked disappointed. "Well anyway, If this randy little bitch is willing to fuck with parents, what else could we make her do?"
Renee gave Melissa a cool sidelong glance. She was a useful lackey, but she seemed to be getting a little too full of herself. Melissa was the type to be a queen bee bully herself if Renee hadn't been around. If Melissa was a hunting dog, then Renee was a Tiger. Melissa may be skilled in manipulation, but Renee was in a totally different class. She might need to think of a way to remind Melissa who was in charge here.
"No." She said finally. For now, she had better just keep an eye on Melissa rather than putting her in her place. Her work with Cassie was at a delicate point. There would come a time when she could deal with Melissa if it became a problem. "I have a set plan with Cassie. She's going to be an exhibitionist humiliation slut. Everything is working towards that. Even the creepy daddy/mommy stuff. Involving them like this will isolate her and prevent them from saving her, as well as increase her humiliation when everyone finds out. So, no crazy fucked up stuff. Anything like that at this point could ruin the whole thing. You notice that I am slow rolling the parent fucking anyway."
"Bingo!" Said Melissa, excitedly pointing at the screen. Cassie was visibly flustered, staring at an old man jerk himself off. Not switching away. They had her.
Renee felt a buzz from her phone. Ugh. It was from that little pencil dicked nerd. She texted briefly with him, and after a second of reflection, smiled as she sent him a link. She could be generous when she wanted to be.
...
Peter stared at his phone, willing Renee to answer.
[Renee, answer me, please. I need your help. I did everything you told me to, and Cassie was all upset. The things you told me didn't help at all.]
He wasn't sure how things had gone all wrong. Peter had had a crush on Cassie for years, so when Renee came to him with a surefire plan to make her his girlfriend, it seemed like a dream come true. When Cassie had that strange, sexy, horrible bullying event, it made Peter see her in a different way. Suddenly she had seemed impossibly erotic, stunningly experienced, and way out of his league. And then, Renee had come to him, commenting on his inexperience and his shy personality. She questioned whether a little boy like him would be able to handle a newly liberated woman like Cassie.
Renee's training in how to be an alpha male was a lot more... physical than he had expected. It also involved a strange amount of subservience to Renee herself, both in everyday life and in a small number of sexual encounters which still made his cock throb to remember. By the time he had planned his first date with Cassie, specifically designed with input from Renee to show his new girlfriend that he was an alpha man who took what he wanted, he was so horny and mixed up sexually that he had gotten all in his head and jizzed himself at Cassie's first touch.
He didn't understand it. He had done everything Renee had said! She was an expert in sex, their 'training sessions' had convinced him of that. So how had he failed?
His phone buzzed with a response from Renee.
[Pathetic. Tiny dick losers like you need to learn to take an L. Cassie is moving on to better, longer, thicker things, Quickshot.]
He stared in confusion. Why was she turning on him like this?
[I don't understand Mistress. Aren't you helping me to become an alpha? Can't you just train me some more?]
*Buzz*
[Don't make me laugh. I was just playing with you, nerd. The closest you could ever get to an alpha is if you dressed your beta ass up in a dress and begged to suck an alpha cock. It was fun teasing you for a while, honey, but you bored me, and I decided to cut all my side projects. Consider yourself lucky I didn't follow through with my full plans for you. Listen up, babydick. Your dick will never please any woman, and your mouth skills were equally pathetic.]
Peter stared down at the crushing text in horror.
[But I'm a good mistress to the end. Consider this my last command to you. Follow this link and think about what you lost. Jerk that tiny dick until your pathetic little balls run dry. Most people had to pay to get access, you lucky boy.]
She pasted a link to a website and some sort of reservation code.
[Don't ever contact me or Kissy again. You won't like what happens if you do.]
Peter felt a crushing despair well up in his heart. Only now did he realize what a dangerous and twisted person Renee was. What had Cassie and he gotten into? With shaking hands, he typed in the address Renee had sent him.
Up popped a basic looking website, with a picture of Cassie in the horrible outfit her bullies had made her wear displayed prominently.
Across the top of the website, large print text read:
Kissy Swallowe's Shlick-Show Debut!
Peter read the rest in horror.
Come join our high school's number-one slut this Thursday evening for a night of erotic humiliation!
This dumb bimbo thinks that she is going to be connecting to random strangers on the internet to show off her fat tits and juicy little pussy (What a horny bitch, right?!?)
Little does she know that her bullies have rigged the system! Instead of connecting to people she doesn't know, she is going to be showing off her hot naked body to her classmates!
For this to work, everyone needs to follow the rules. Break any of them, and the things that happen to you will make Kissy's fate look mild by comparison.
Mask up at all times. It is absolutely essential that Kissy not realize exactly what is happening tonight. No exposed faces. No identifying marks (tattoos, scars, etc.). Nothing in view of the camera tied to our high school. We will be checking this before the show starts. If anyone fails, they will be booted with no refund.
No talking! We will be muting your mics just in case, but this has too much risk of raising her suspicions.
No screen recordings. We know that all you horny folks are itching for new Kissy content, but this is purely a live experience. Look out for more opportunities to see Kissy being her true slutty self coming up soon.
Masturbation is not only allowed, it is encouraged! Watch as Kissy gets wetter and hotter as she sees you enjoying her ridiculous performance. Have fun, boys and girls!
Price per viewer: 50 dollars. Please contact Renee Cross or Melissa Fontaine directly for details.
A link at the bottom asked for a code and pointed to a live stream. This was crazy. So that was what that strange Cassie video call had been setting up for the other day... How had Renee convinced sweet, smart, innocent Cassie to participate in something so... trashy? Even if she was being misled, it meant that she was planning on showing off her body to strangers. Maybe she wasn't the girl he thought she was.
He glanced back down at his phone. Cassie had blocked him, but if he tried, he might be able to contact her. Warn her about what Renee was trying to do. Then again, that would certainly make him an enemy of Renee. And maybe Cassie wouldn't appreciate the warning anyway. She seemed like she was on board with masturbating on camera, would the difference between classmates and strangers be a deal breaker for her?
Maybe he had better log in and see how bad it was exactly for himself.
He had almost completely convinced himself he was doing nothing wrong by the time he had fetched the goat mask Renee had given him and logged in to the stream.
...
Three of Cassie's former best friends on the volleyball team giggled as they sipped some of the wine they had stolen from Ada's mom. They all wore plastic bunny masks from a costume shop in town, and the laptop in front of them had a bright pink screen with a cute little lamb icon. It read in Big black balloon letters: "Standing by for Kissy!"



"It can't possibly be that bad." Said Ada confidently, taking a large gulp of wine, "Renee is full of shit. I bet we don't see anything other than over-the-pants stuff."
"Which would still be pretty bad," Giggled Britney, already feeling a little light-headed from the wine, "What kind of fucked up bimbo slut does something like this?"
"I don't know, Brit, let's ask her bestie," Said Ada with a smirk, she threw a pillow playfully at the other guest, Kelsey, who sat sipping her wine with a sour expression, "Any insight into why your best friend is a kinky little whore?"
Kelsey dodged awkwardly, trying to stop her wine from spilling. She had only come tonight because of the massive peer pressure. It had been tough to dodge the fallout when Cassie had become the school slut in the minds of the entire senior class. After being pointedly invited by Ada and Britney, the two captains of the volleyball team, if she had refused they would have started talking about her too.
"She's not my friend," She said sullenly. She felt guilty about not standing by Cassie, but she had no intention of sharing her fate.
"Oh my God," said Britney, flopping back onto the bed, "Can you imagine all the dirty boys in our class out there right now, getting ready to jerk their cocks when the show starts? I bet half the boys in the senior class paid up, and every single one is going to jerk off tonight."
"Not just boys either. I bet a lot of girls are going to experiment with their sexualities a little tonight." Said Ada, a strange gleam in her eyes as she studied the swirling wine in her glass.
Britney gasped, sitting up and leaning forward. "Really? You really think we have a bunch of lesbians in our class?"
Ada waved dismissively. "Lesbian has nothing to do with it. Even the straightest girl couldn't look at a curvy slut like that humiliating herself on camera and not get a little wet. It's just a ridiculous porny body in an intensely sexual situation. It's totally natural."
"Oh my God, Ada." Said Britney, shocked, "Are you going to masturbate to this?"
Ada turned a little red, but returned her shocked glace with a challenging stare.
"Are you?" She fired back.
Britney clearly hadn't been expecting this to be turned around on her. Ada was the clear leader between the two. Britney looked like she was thinking quickly.
"I... will if you will," Britney answered slowly.
"Well... I will if you will," replied Ada, a grin spreading across her face. The two friends dissolved into giggles, clinking their wine glasses together before downing them and setting them aside.
They both dived under Ada's blanket and a moment later, tossed out their pajama shorts and panties.
"I wonder what our boyfriends would think of this," giggled Ada, "Both of us masturbating together while watching another girl."
"Those horndogs would love it!" declared Britney confidently.
Ada patted the blanket on her left-hand side, smiling at Kelsey.
"Room for one more, Kelsey. Or are you too good to have a little fun at your bestie's expense?"
Kelsey kept her eyes low, ashamed as she crawled under the blanket to join the women who were so ready to pleasure themselves over her former friend's ruin.
She wiggled her slim hips as she pulled her shorts and panties off, tossing them into the pile on the floor, cheered on by her new friends.
...
Sebastian Rivera adjusted his itchy werewolf mask again, wishing he had bought a new one instead of using a mask from a previous Halloween.
Hillary snapped her gum loudly on the bed next to him, twirling a blond lock in her fingers while swiping through social media on her phone, a little black domino mask on her cute face.
"I'm boooored babe," she whined, kicking her feet, "When is that slut supposed to perform again?"
Sebastian gritted his teeth. Hillary was a pretty good lay, but it was just about time to get rid of her. Maybe he could do it before she got pregnant, like the last few girls. Everyone on the football team, and most people at school called him Bass. Short for Sebastian. They also told people it was because he liked fishing. Even the teachers called him Bass. Only his teammates knew that it was actually short for 'bastard'. Because of how often women ended up calling him that, and on account of the three verifiable teen pregnancies he had caused.
"Again, I don't know." Said Bass, glaring at the pink standby screen. "We'll just have to think of something to do to pass the time," he said, swatting Hillary on her plump rear, causing her to giggle and snuggle up against him.
Yes, it was almost time to move on from Hillary. He was intrigued by this new Kissy Swallowe thing. He, like every red-blooded boy in the school, had noticed Cassie Harlowe's assets before. But it had always been clear that she was an ice queen who wouldn't hesitate to make trouble if anyone got impolite. It seemed like Renee had worked wonders somehow.
Maybe getting impolite with her was now an option.
...
"Here we go", said Renee seriously, checking her computer screen "She has opened the script program, which means she is getting ready to do this. Looks like we have a green light."
Melissa's eyes darted around her monitor. "Final checks are finished. We have about two dozen watch parties going. All masked up and ready to go."
"Ok Kissy," said Renee, leaning forward with hungry eyes, "Let's do a little show and tell for the class."
...
Cassie's whole body had broken out in goosebumps. Her nipples stood out hard and stiff on her chest, and her pussy was already starting to leak, her upper thighs becoming shiny. She took a deep breath and adjusted the lamb mask over her face.
She pressed the button on her computer to start the script overlay and then pressed connect.
Even after psyching herself up, the act of appearing on screen naked in front of someone almost made her pass out from the adrenaline. It was a boy who looked about her age in a messy-looking room.
Just like her, he was wearing a mask. Some cartoon character she didn't recognize. He looked shocked for a second, then hastily pulled down his shorts to reveal a short, thick cock, rapidly growing hard. Cassie felt her heart beat faster, a tinge of embarrassment and lust flickering in her belly. Her hands gripped tight over her pussy and nipples, still instinctively trying to preserve her innocence even as she willingly threw it away.
The boy on the screen began pulling his cock in long slow strokes, the soulless eyes of his mask staring into the camera.
Bright green words appeared at the bottom of the screen. Cassie cleared her throat and began to read in a strangled voice, hurrying to catch up.
"Hello boys and girls," She began. That was a weird opener. There was only one boy who could see her now, "And welcome to Kissy Swallowe's first wet, hot shlick show."
The boy on the screen sped up a little as he heard her voice. Her guts felt hot and churned at the idea that it was her body, her dirty talk that was turning him on.
"I decided to show off my pussy to all of you tonight because this is the kind of thing that gets me soaking wet."
Well, it was now or never. She had better put her money where her mouth was. She unclamped a moist hand from her pussy, her face burning as she revealed it to the camera.
The connection suddenly changed. Strange, had the boy disconnected? The new call showed a group of five young people all sitting on a couch, facing the computer. They were also wearing masks, weirdly enough. Greek comedy masks, complete with laughing, sneering faces.
She continued to read, as her blush grew hotter.
"There is nothing as hot to me as people watching me. Watching me fuck myself. Watching them lose all respect for me as they see me for what I really am, a dumb little exhibitionist slut."
She began to rub her wet pussy slowly, holding back a whimper of pleasure.
"Well, there is one thing hotter," She continued, her fingers slowly circling her clit, " Imagining what you would all like to do to me. Imagining all the boys and girls out there getting a hold of me, punishing me for my naughtiness. Teaching my tight little body a lesson. It's a little scary to think about, but it just turns me on sooooo much."
Two of the boys on the couch were grabbing their crotches over their jeans. One turned and noticed, then began doing it himself. The call abruptly disconnected, bringing up a view of three girls on a bed wearing bunny masks. Why was every call with someone wearing a mask tonight? That wasn't normal. There was movement under the blanket hiding the girls' lower halves. Oh God, were girls masturbating to her too?
"I used to think that I was smart." Said Cassie, her mouth rebelling slightly at the unexpected words. She was smart. She still thought she was smart. Of course.
"But then something opened my eyes. My bullies at school tricked me. They fooled me completely. They got me to show my fat titties and cute little ass to the whole school." The words seemed to sink into her soul. Her hand began to move feverishly, pressing hard into her pussy.
"Would a smart girl fall for that? No." She almost sobbed the last word. She hadn't thought about it that way. She felt humiliated. She felt hot and horny from head to toe.
"I'm such a dumb fucking bimbo that after that, I fell right into my bullies' hands. Now my bullies own me. Now I'm stupid little personal fuckslut for the assholes who ruined my life, " She said in a confused voice. This must be the made-up scenario that Renee was referring to. Where were they going with this? She still had no idea who her bullies were exactly. She suspected her former teammates on the volleyball team: they had been treating her very poorly ever since that day. This must be why Renee had warned her the script had lies in it. The video switched to a huge muscled man on a bed wearing a werewolf mask. In his lap, a blond woman's head bobbed up and down, sucking his large cock.
"I'm so fucking dumb that my bullies control my life now, and they plan to ruin me. To turn me into a depraved bimbo slut. They aren't going to stop with showing my naked body off to my classmates." Cassie grunted lightly, a hand reaching up to pinch a nipple. She was warming up to this fantasy scenario. The idea of being controlled and dominated by cruel bullies was kind of hot. She imagined some big hulking dumb boys ordering her around and telling her what to do. The idea was appealing. "They won't stop until my titties are the personal stress balls for the senior class, boys and girls alike. Until my pussy is the personal fleshlight for the boys, and my tongue is the personal dildo for all the girls."
"The funny thing is, despite this slutty body and my perverted nature, I'm still a virgin." Cassie colored further at this. She would never want to share this fact with anyone but anonymous strangers. The videos on the screen were changing rapidly now. "And I can tell that is making all you jerk-offs out there drool. Well, too bad for you. My bullies have it all planned out how I am going to lose my V-card, and it won't be with any one of you, you naughty boys and girls. If you are really nice, they might let you watch though. They are going to give all my biggest fans a chance to watch my slutty virgin body finally graduate to hot sloppy sex."
Cassie was getting closer. She could feel tremors starting to go through her legs. Her breathing was getting heavier. Her hand pressed more firmly on her clit.
"To finish off tonight, I want to start my campaign for Prom Queen right now. As my campaign pledge to you, I swear that on prom night we will hold a whole-class gangbang in the gym, with me as the guest of honor." Cassie gulped air, her voice had become an orgasming squeak, "And, of course, my bullies will film it for sale, with all faces but mine blurred out. So that everyone can... Jesus!... So everyone can remember that night forever! The night the sllutty high school queen said g-goodbye to self respect foooooreveeeer. Goooddddd!!"
Cassie screamed and bucked in orgasm, as a defeated-looking skinny boy in a goat mask that looked a bit familiar sadly tugged at a small hard penis. This whole thing was way too intense. Her entire session had lasted barely over five minutes.
She barely had the strength to exit the program before collapsing back on her bed and passing out from exhaustion.
...
When Kissy started talking about how she would be the personal slut to all the boys and girls in the school, Kelsey felt a hand slowly move across her thigh, taking the place of her own hand, which had been shamefully working at her pussy.
She glanced over to see Ava give her a heated, naughty grin as Ava's slim little fingers began working at Kelsey's pussy. It felt so much better than her own that it was almost unbelievable.
After a moment of hesitation, she glided her hand over Ava's warm thigh, moving it slowly to the pussy of her team captain. There was another hand already there, coming from the other side. Britney looked over to give her a shy smile, and together they began working on Ava's clit.
By the time Cassie orgasmed, the three new best friends were doing so as well, linked in a threeway mutual masturbation configuration, reconsidering their heterosexuality and fantasizing of what new depths Kissy Swallowe would fall to.
...
Sebastian grunted and shot a thick load into the back of his girlfriend's throat, holding down her head as she protested, making muffled whines. His eyes never left the image of the newly made slut on the screen, screaming out an orgasm on camera with an innocent blush still on her face.
Bass knew better than to tangle with Renee. All of the football players had learned that early on. She was a lot more dangerous than she looked. Bass wasn't a smart man, but he knew that if Renee wanted to ruin a goody-two-shoes girl like Cassie Harlowe, she would need some big strong men with big strong cocks at some point. And Bass thought he was just the man for the job.
When she had swallowed all his cum, protesting the whole time, he finally let Hillary rise from his dick, gasping for air as his slimy cock emerged from her throat.
"What the fuck, you bastard!" She said in a croaky voice, "I told you that I don't swallow cum! I'm not some kind of slut like Kissy over there!"
"I'm breaking up with you, Hillary." Said Bass emotionlessly as he picked up his phone to text Renee. "Get the fuck out of my house."
...
Gina Harlowe had made up her mind.
Things had really almost gone too far with Cassie. It was humiliating what depths horniness and desperation had driven her to. It was all Victor and Daren's fault. Never again. She would avoid her daughter like the plague if necessary to keep anything further from happening.
But in her shame and guilt afterward, Gina had finally had a lightbulb moment.
Victor and Daren did not possess the only two cocks on the planet. The solution was so simple that she couldn't believe that she hadn't thought of it before. She checked her lipstick in the mirror. Daren was sulking in the bedroom. She had told him she was going out for a girls' night, but she could tell he didn't believe her. Whatever. If he had been willing to fuck her, she wouldn't have to do this.
All she had to do was go out, find someone with a big hard cock, get some therapeutic fucking, and chase away all of this awful sexual tension that had been building up.
It wasn't really cheating, she told herself guiltily. She wasn't going out to make a love connection. Just some meaningless sex. Her makeup and tight black dress looked good. She should have no problem picking someone up at a bar.
She said goodbye to Daren and gave him a dry peck on the cheek. He wouldn't even look her in the eye. He knew exactly what was happening. She looked down to see if the cuckolding was turning him on, but somewhat to her surprise, saw no bulge in his pants. That made her doubt herself a little. Part of the reason that she had convinced herself that this would be fine was her certainty that Daren would be turned on by it.
She couldn't afford to give up her plan. Not with a hot little vixen like Cassie in the house. Something might happen that she couldn't take back. She left the house and got into her car. Took a deep breath. She was ready to do this. To knowingly leave her husband at home and have sex with a stranger.
Her phone buzzed, distracting her from psyching herself up.
Was it Daren, begging her to stay? He knew what it would take. Maybe he was ready for some makeup sex. She would gratefully welcome it.
She felt dizzy as she saw that the message was from Victor.
[Hey pretty lady. I want to meet up and talk. Are you interested?]
She couldn't believe her eyes. Was she dreaming? She checked and rechecked the message. Finally, she slumped over her steering wheel, almost crying with relief. She hadn't realized until now how much of the tension she had been feeling was because of being cut off from Victor.
Things were finally looking up.
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Faria looked down at the glossy photo on the desk in front of her. Anton Williams was pictured in the middle of a basketball game, handsome face glowing with sweat, leaning forward in the process of driving powerfully down the court. His muscles rippled beneath his dark skin, and his face was a picture of determination.
Faria always asked potential clients to provide a photo of the person they wished to hypnotize. She found that the choice of photo often revealed just as much about the client as their target. This particular choice told her that the young man in her office today perhaps did not fully understand his own feelings towards Anton Williams.
Alexander Fox leaned forward in the chair across from her, keenly gauging her reaction to the photograph. Alex was a man with pale, delicate features, deep blue eyes, and thick blonde hair. The combined effect was androgynous, and Faria could easily see that Alex was self-conscious of that. It was almost certainly why he tended to set his hairless jaw forward when in conversation, why he had cut his hair so aggressively short, and why he had the eye-rolling habit of forcing his voice into a lower register.
Although Faria was willing to bet that Alex got most of his looks from his mother rather than his father, it was the sort of thing that didn't have to be a downside. A lot of girls preferred a softer, pretty-boy kind of look. Faria suspected that Alex would look and feel a lot better if he embraced his effeminate looks a bit more.
But it wasn't her job to offer fashion advice.
"And what exactly did Anton do to you, Mr. Fox?" asked Faria.
"He relentlessly bullied me and my girlfriend for all of last year," said Alex heatedly, "He was the star of the basketball team, and he couldn't stand that the head cheerleader was dating a... a less skilled player. It made me an easy target."
The most surprising part of the story was that the petite boy in front of her had chosen to play basketball in the first place. Probably another attempt to compensate for his looks. Although bullying was beneath Faria on a personal level, she could imagine why the tall, muscular sports star in the photo would find Alex a ripe target.
"But it's been a year," said Faria curiously, "I understand that he no longer even goes to your high school. Surely this is no longer an issue, Mr. Fox."
Alex raised his hand to stroke his chin in a nervous gesture, running a finger over his lips, which Faria couldn't help but notice were probably plumper and rosier than Alex was comfortable with.
"You would think..." he said distractedly, "but the problem is that Anton goes to the same college that I'll be attending in the fall. And what's worse is that he is already in The Birchwood Society."
"I'm unfamiliar," said Faria, motioning her guest to continue.
"Well, the Birchwood Society is more or less a fraternity. It's a bit more complicated than that, and members like to stress the differences between the Society and the typical fraternity system, but picture a frat and you will pretty much have the idea," said Alex, looking a little agitated.
"So your old bully joined a frat. What's the issue?" Said Faria, trying not to be impatient.
"My father was in The Birchwood Society. So was my Grandfather. And my Great-grandfather. Each of them credited The Society with making the connections they needed for their successes in life. If I wasn't able to get in, it would... well it would be a big deal," said Alex miserably.
Faria noted the fear and respect Alex showed when mentioning his father. Suddenly, she had a very good guess where Alex's exaggerated attempts at manliness stemmed from.
"So, you are afraid that, as a member, Anton could prevent you from joining," said Faria.
Alex nodded sharply. "I was worried enough to reach out to him privately. It wasn't an encouraging conversation. I'm convinced that Anton Williams plans to ruin my life just for fun. And if that potential future sin isn't enough for you to do your job, trust me, what he put me and Claire through in high school is more than enough to qualify him."
"What did he do to you?" asked Faria, eyes glittering with curiosity.
"I don't want to talk about it," said Alex, looking away.
Faria decided not to push it.
"So if I accept this job," said Faria, moving on to the next important question, "What is your desired outcome? How would you like to have Anton Williams hypnotized?"
Alex Fox's eyes took on a dreamy, faraway look, and his mouth curved into a cruel smile. "Anton always liked to throw around homophobic slurs in high school. I think it would be pretty funny if he became the cocksucking cum dumpster for the entire frat."
Including you, mused Faria, although she knew better than to voice it aloud. She was sure that Alex would protest strongly that he was straight as an arrow, but his dark fantasies suggested something more complicated.
Well... it was certainly an interesting case.
Faria drummed her fingers on her desk, lost in thought. "Is Anton gay or bisexual as far as you are aware, Mr. Fox?" She asked suddenly.
"I don't think so," said Alex lightly, "that's why I think it would be so funny."
"I have to warn you," said Faria soberly, "Changing a person's sexuality with hypnosis can be tricky. It's a deeply ingrained part of a person that they are born with. Messing around with that can have unpredictable results. Sometimes unsatisfactory results, in fact."
"I'm willing to take that risk," said Alex, matching Faria's grim expression.
"Then I am setting the price for this project at seven thousand dollars," said Faria.
"Done!" said Alex, an anticipatory grin spreading across his face.
...
For Faria to successfully complete a long-term reprogramming of a person's mind, she had to get a sense of who that person really was. Their true self.
Faria had many tricks by now to weasel secrets out of people and get to know them better. One of the most effective was to impersonate a service worker of some kind. Many people didn't even bother to hide their true nature from people they considered beneath them.
It was no trouble at all for a woman of her talents to hypnotically convince the head of the Ramsey College sports program that she was a licensed masseuse. And just like that, she had access to a one-on-one session with her potential target.
Of course, it was not guaranteed at this point that she would be pursuing this particular project. A lot depended on the little interview she was setting up with Anton. First, she had to find out if Alexander Fox had been telling the truth, and even then, she usually gave her targets one final chance at escape...
Anton Williams entered the massage room with a bang, wearing only a damp white towel. He glanced over at Faria, then did a slow lingering double take as he realized that the new masseuse was an attractive woman.
"Anton Williams!" he said, extending his hand for a shake and letting a charmingly cocky smile ease up the corners of his lips, "Basketball star! Pleased to meet you, Miss...?"
"You can call me Faria, Mr. Williams," she said cooly, accepting his handshake. She had met many young men like Anton before, filled to the brim with energy and confidence and cum. She had broken many as well. "Shall we begin your massage, sir?"
"Absolutely, Faria," said the cocky young man, hopping up onto the table, "I can't wait to feel those hot little hands all over my body."
Charming.
Faria poured some oil into her hands and spread it smoothly over Anton's broad, muscled shoulders, making his dark skin gleam like polished onyx. He groaned with exaggerated pleasure as she rubbed the warm oil into his skin. Now she just needed to get him talking.
Faria thought she knew a topic that would interest him.
"So a basketball star? You must be pretty talented," she purred.
"Oh you know it, baby!" said Anton cheerfully, "Full ride scholarship, and you know that's saying something when it comes to Ramsey College. You've got your pretty hands on an NBA player for sure, it's only a matter of time."
Faria worked her hands up Anton's thick, toned legs. He was talking big, flirting with an older woman he had just met, and not displaying an ounce of modesty. Was this really all there was to the man? Was Anton Williams as shallow as a puddle?
"Well," said Faria, floundering a little for a way to dig deeper, "You must play with a lot of other good players as well. Teamwork is..."
Anton's broad back quaked with a chuckle. "Ha! No way, fuck those guys. They hold me back. I've got no interest in making those losers look good. But if you are interested in teamwork babe..."
He turned over abruptly, revealing a massive cock tenting the front of his towel.
"...I could really use an assist with this."
OK, Faria had seen enough. Anton Williams wore his true, obnoxious self on his sleeve. She already had what she needed to tune her special voice to his mental frequency.
*Lay still. Don't make a sound*
Faria's voice echoed strangely against the tiled walls of the room, oddly accented and whispery. Her hypnotic voice had been pitched perfectly to take control of Anton's brain.
The athlete lay still, his cock still jutting up obscenely beneath his towel. His eyes widened slightly as he realized that he was unable to move.
*And lose the boner. You won't be needing it.*
Anton's cock deflated with comical speed, the towel falling limp and flat onto his softening crotch.
*Now we will have a conversation. You may speak, but only at normal speaking volume. You will answer all of my questions truthfully.*
Faria stalked slowly around the paralyzed young man as she spoke, tracing a fingernail across his well-defined pecs, causing an involuntary shudder. She stopped next to Anton's head, looking down at his confused face.
"What is this?" demanded the handsome young man, his brow wrinkled with thought. It was clear that losing control wasn't something that usually happened to him. "Did you drug me or something?"
Faria patted his cheek fondly. Casual touch was an excellent way to establish dominance in these kinds of interactions. "It's hypnosis, honey. I'm in control of your brain right now."
Anton scowled even deeper. "Like where they make people cluck like a chicken on stage?"
Faria laughed, "Kind of like that sweetie, but a lot more interesting. But we are getting ahead of ourselves. First, some questions. Did you bully Alexander Fox in high school?"
"Yes," said Anton simply.
Faria had been prepared for some sort of attempted denial. She blinked. "Why?" she couldn't help asking.
Anton looked confused by the question. "Uhhh, because it was fucking funny? That candy-ass little rich boy thought everyone at school should be kissing his ass. You should have seen him squirm when we messed with him instead. Oh, he's a fucking racist too. Is that enough reasons?"
"And are you planning to disrupt his application to your fraternity?" asked Faria.
"Oh yeah! I almost forgot about that. Absolutely I am. You know he texted me, practically begging me to let him into the club? I just joined that place for kicks anyway, I probably wouldn't have even noticed that he applied if he hadn't reached out. But now? Yeah, that little bitch is never getting in."
Faria had never met someone as stunningly straightforward and unselfconscious as the young man lying almost naked beneath her. It was almost refreshing. Well, that was one box checked. Alex was telling the truth about Anton.
Just one more formality. To keep things fair, Faria gave her potential targets one opportunity to escape their fate. A chance to turn things around on the person who wanted to hijack their mind. More importantly, the offer injected an element of sexual danger for her clients, which kept things interesting from Faria's perspective.
"By requesting my services to be performed on you, my client has wronged you at least as much as you have wronged them. Therefore I will offer you a chance to escape what is about to happen. The fee charged to my client in this instance was $7,000. If you are willing to double that price, I will offer you the chance to simply walk away, or craft a reversed punishment for him. Are you interested?"
"Yeah," said Anton seriously, barely taking a second to think.
Faria hid her surprise again. Anton wasn't reacting how she expected. She normally saw more bravado from young buff men like Anton. They often believed too strongly in their own invincibility to take the offer. "You're willing to pay me $14,000?" She asked, a little incredulously.
"It's either that or have some freaky hypnosis done on me, right? Hell yes, I'll pay."
"And you can pay me right now?" said Faria, raising an eyebrow.
"Hand me my phone from that bag over there and I'll pay you right away," answered her captive smoothly.
Faria handed him the phone.
*You may use your arm and hand for the purposes of wiring money to my account. Do not contact anyone in any way.*
But Anton was operating above board. After she gave him her bank details, she received confirmation of the transfer within minutes.
*You may move and speak freely with two exceptions: You will not be able to retaliate against me in any way or speak about me to anyone else.*
Anton hopped up from the massage table.
"Well," said Faria with a smile, "It looks like I have a new client."
Anton grinned back.
"That's what it looks like, babe. Now let's go somewhere private and discuss this "reversed punishment" idea you brought up."
...
Anton slapped the door to the sauna with a shit-eating grin on his handsome face. "Here we go! People are in and out of those massage rooms every hour or two, but we should have all the privacy we need in here. That is if you don't mind stripping down to just a towel like me."
Faria raised an eyebrow at her new client. He was clearly hoping to get a little revenge by making her uncomfortable. Anton had a lot to learn. He was so beneath her level that she had absolutely nothing to lose by giving him an eyeful. Her sense of shame died years ago. Also, she had such tight control of the situation that, unlike the other girls he liked to mess with, she had absolutely nothing to be worried about from Anton getting too horny and acting up.
Without further comment, Faria lifted her shirt over her head and shucked off her pants. Anton's mouth hung open, thrown off his game a little by his bullying tactics not having their usual effect. His mouth stayed open as Faria removed her bra and panties nonchalantly in the public hallway, and widened even further at the sight of Faria's nude body.
Faria had a long slinky supermodel build, creamy caramel skin, and legs that could inspire more wet dreams than the average woman's pussy. Anton gawped at her firm tits. Her tea-colored nipples were soft and flat to her chest of course: at this point, it would take something much more intense than stripping naked in public to turn Faria on. His eyes traveled down to her neatly trimmed strip of public hair and her tight pussy, framed perfectly by her thigh gap. His towel was beginning to look a little tight again.
"Well?" asked Faria sharply after allowing Anton a moment to adjust, "Are we having this conversation or not?" She opened the door to the steamy sauna and walked confidently inside.
"Do you, uh..." said Anton, licking his lips, "Do you need a towel? Or...?"
"No Mr. Williams," said Faria, sitting on a bench, leaning her head back with her arms propped up and spreading her legs wide, "I like to feel the steam on my skin. You can feel free to wear one, however, if you would be uncomfortable."
Anton scowled, gripped the towel at his waist, hesitated, then dropped it to the ground, revealing a large black dick, at half-mast already and growing by the second from Faria's provocation. He entered the sauna and sat gingerly across from Faria, clearly feeling a bit intimidated to be in the same room with the gorgeous, dominant, nude woman.
"Now to business," said Faria, giving him a piercing glare to refocus his attention from between her spread legs, "most initial clients come to me with a punishment already in mind for their target. As a reversal client, I may need to help you brainstorm a little. If we can't come up with something, you always have the option to simply walk away, but where is the fun in that?"
Anton nodded, he looked like he was trying hard to focus, but his throbbing hard cock indicated that he was finding it difficult. Faria felt little sympathy. He was the one who suggested the sauna, he had to deal with the power play being flipped on him.
"Umm, obviously that little weasel Alex is the target here. You can hypnotize him to do anything, right? Could you hypnotize him to shit his pants all the time or something? Ooh, I know! Make him forget how to speak, and only be able to bark like a dog!"
Faria gave Anton a cool, level stare. "Are you sexually attracted to men who bark like dogs, Mr. Williams?"
Anton looked bewildered. "Wait, it has to be a sex thing?"
"Generally speaking, yes," said Faria patiently.
Anton looked like he was putting two and two together, "Wait... so how did that little fucker want you to hypnotize me?" His cock was deflating slightly as he followed the train of thought.
Faria shrugged lightly. "He wanted to make you the personal cock-sucking slut of your entire fraternity."
Anton recoiled in horror, his cock losing even more steam. "Jesus Christ! I know I called him gay in high school but I didn't know it was that bad!" He shook his head. "Well, I'm sorry Ms. Faria, but if it has to be a sex thing I might just have to walk away. I'm not gay like Alex, and I don't want to have sex with a dude."
Faria couldn't help but sigh. This project had seemed entertaining, but now she would have to scrap it entirely... unless... She thought back to her meeting with Alex. His long lashes, pale creamy skin, and rosy lips. His unsuccessful attempts to cover up his feminine features with an outward show of masculinity... It had been a while since she had done that sort of project. They could be difficult to execute, but they were always a lot of fun. And Alex did seem uniquely well suited to that sort of punishment.
"Hypothetically..." she said slowly, catching Anton's attention, "If Alex was a girl, would you be interested in hypnotizing her sexually?"
Anton gave her a strange look. "I don't understand the question."
"It's simple. If Alex wasn't a man, but instead a beautiful woman, would you be interested in the sexual revenge I'm offering?"
Anton thought about it for a moment. "I mean... I guess so."
"Perfect!" said Faria, her face breaking into a mysterious grin, "Well then there's no issue. I'll simply change Alex into a girl and then you can enjoy her as much as you want."
Anton looked skeptical. "What do you mean? Like, with pills? Surgery?"



"Some medicine will be involved, yes," admitted Faria, "I have a hookup for some experimental black market drugs that will help quite a bit with some secondary sex characteristics that might put you off. But surgery won't be necessary. You would be shocked how much of gender is tied up in behavior and speech patterns. Trust me, if it walks, talks, and dresses like a woman, your cock won't be able to tell the difference. By the time that I'm done with her, the very idea that sex with her would be gay will be laughable, no matter what is swinging between her legs."
Anton hesitated, but increased blood flow to his dick told Faria that the idea was starting to interest him.
"I'll make you a deal," said Faria confidently, "If by the time Alex's programming is finished, she isn't a hot little slut that you are thrilled to have as your personal fucktoy, I'll refund every cent of your money. That's how confident I am."
"Suuure," said Anton slowly, "But I want to add one more detail to the plan..."
Faria listened carefully to his proposal, frowning slightly.
"Well, it would certainly make the training and conditioning portion a lot easier, " she conceded, "But that will cost you extra I'm afraid, and won't be refundable."
"That's not a problem, Ms. Faria," said Anton, his cocky smile and raging erection both back in full force, "I've got money to burn."
"Then give me a few weeks," said Faria, matching Anton's smile. Her nipples finally stiffened slightly at the thought of the project ahead of her, "I'll be in touch once I've set things in motion."
...
Alexander Fox woke up, groggy and confused. The last thing he remembered, he was going on a campus tour of Ramsey College, then his tour guide had looked a little familiar, and then... nothing, blankness.
As he tried to move, he suddenly realized he couldn't. The realization caused some panic, and he finally looked down to see his predicament.
Alex lay on a bare mattress and had his hands cuffed to a metal bed frame above his head. He had been stripped completely naked. In a position that required more flexibility than most men's bodies could handle, his ankles had been bound to his thighs. His tied up legs were spread wide and strapped down to the bed, exposing his genitals and asshole with no hope of concealment.
He had been humiliatingly trussed up in a position designed for maximum exposure.
The culprit was obvious: the only other person in the empty dorm room with him.
The hypnotist Faria.
"Faria?" he croaked, confused. "What is this? Why did you....? What's going on?"
"Sorry honey," said Faria sympathetically, sitting on the mattress near Alex and placing a comforting hand on his thigh, "Things aren't going to work out like you planned. It turns out that you'll be the target this time, not your bully."
Despite his fear and confusion, Alex could feel his cock react to Faria's warm touch on his tender, exposed inner thigh. He shook his head, trying to clear it. "W-we had a deal, Faria!" he said, struggling weakly against his binds.
"We did," agreed Faria casually, lightly tracing her fingers up and down her captive's thigh, her eyes flashing with amusement as she watched his small, pale cock stiffen. "But, although I don't typically advertise this fact to potential clients, I always allow the target to counteroffer. You wouldn't condemn someone else to a punishment you wouldn't risk yourself, right darling?"
"You can't do this!" whined Alex, beginning to struggle a bit harder. The dizzying power and control he had felt when first commissioning Faria was being completely reversed on him, leaving him feeling vulnerable and powerless. "Let me counteroffer again! I can pay you more!"
Faria shook her head, "Sorry honey, it's not about the money, it's about the risk. You took a risk to make Anton fulfill your dark fantasies, and now you'll be fulfilling his."
Alex grew pale. "What does he want from me?" he asked in a small voice. Faria noted that his little throbbing cock hadn't softened in the slightest.
"I'm going to turn you into his ideal woman."
Alex froze, his brows furrowed. He assumed that he must have misheard, but when Faria just continued to stare at him with her mysterious smile, he barked an incredulous laugh.
"Are you fucking serious?" he asked with a manic edge in his voice. He wiggled his hips the slight amount that his bindings allowed, making his penis and balls jolt and bounce. "I'm a fucking man! What are you even fucking talking about?" He wanted to yell but found that his voice simply wouldn't go past a certain volume. He realized he must already be under Faria's hypnotic command. No wonder she was able to get him into this compromising position.
The cool, mysterious smile never left Faria's face. "I didn't know you were so old-fashioned Alex!" she said reprovingly, "Haven't you heard? Plenty of women have cocks nowadays. It's all about who you are on the inside! And after I'm finished with you, you are going to be a hot, horny, girly-girl slut inside and out. It's going to be a great time, sweetheart. Trust me."
"Nooooo," moaned Alex desperately, trying to think of something that could help him escape his fate. But Faria cleared her throat and asked a question.
"Why are you trying so hard to be masculine? You make your voice lower, and try to act tough, and cut your hair as short as you can. Why?"
Alex found himself forced to answer against his will.
"Isn't it obvious?" he asked bitterly, "I've always been weak and girly. You should hear my father talk about it. Ever since junior high, people have whispered behind my back that I'm probably gay, just because of my stupid fucking genes. I've got a girly fucking face, and a chubby ass, and long eyelashes, and wide fucking hips and I hate it. I need to do everything I can to make myself more manly just so people don't immediately assume things about me the first time they look at me." He was breathing heavily, clearly worked up by his forced admission.
Faria nodded sympathetically. "I can see how all of those things would be frustrating to live with as a man. But the good news is that all those things are going to work in your favor once you're a girl. You're going to make all your galpals green with envy."
"I... you can't do this, Faria," said Alex desperately, "It's crazy! I can't be a girl! I don't want to be! I'm a man, god damn it!"
"Shhhhhh, don't be scared," said Faria soothingly, rubbing Alex's soft belly in a strangely violating and intimate gesture, "It won't happen all at once. I'm going to build some suggestions into your mind today that will slowly unfold over a year or so. It will happen in a series of gradual steps. It's going to feel natural and beautiful. And step number one is to help you to love your natural feminine features."
*Now you will enter programming mode. Close your eyes and relax completely. The words I say next will become your new thoughts...*
Faria's voice seemed to vibrate in his mind like a resonating bell. He felt his brain fill with warm pink fog as he lost the thread of reality and slipped into a waking daze...
...
Faria gazed down fondly at her new project.
Alex was making a big brash protest. But his pulsing little cock, dripping eagerly with precum, made Faria suspect that on a deeper level, the thought of being forced to become a girl was much more appealing to Alex than he was prepared to admit.
Alex certainly didn't look very manly right now, trussed up and exposed in a humiliating bondage pose in an unused dorm room at his future campus. It was all by design. The desired final product wasn't just a woman, but a submissive slut. It was essential to set the correct tone during the programming session: a blend of domination, humiliation, and sexual stimulation.
Anyway, time for the first round of programming. There would be many this time. Shaping a man into a woman was a complex process, even with a man as feminine as this.
*I am flattered when others consider me attractive, whether they are male or female.* Intoned Faria.
"-male or female," repeated Alex in a soft whisper, his words just a step behind Faria's.
*I want to dress to accentuate my most attractive features, without worrying about being masculine or feminine.* Continued the hypnotist
"-masculine or feminine" These suggestions would sink deep into Alex's mind, slowly taking hold and becoming his thoughts over time. They were enough for his first baby steps at least. Now for a couple of aesthetic suggestions that would set up Faria and Anton's plan for success...
*It is important to take good care of my hair. I strongly dislike the idea of cutting my hair.* Said Faria
"-cutting my hair."
*It is extremely important to take good care of my skin.*
"-my skin"
That should lead to some beautiful golden locks and creamy white skin over time. But speaking of hair... Faria wrinkled her nose while peering at Alex's body. He was definitely on the lighter end of the spectrum when it came to body hair, but he also had the very masculine habit of never grooming or shaving anything below his chin. Well, it would all have to go.
*Any hair on my body besides that on my scalp makes me unbearably uncomfortable.*
"-uncomfortable." Now that thought would build slowly over time until Alex had no choice but to shave or wax, if only to get some relief.
Faria snapped her fingers to call Alex out of his trance. She looked outside at the bright winter afternoon. She was going to need to keep things moving briskly today if she wanted to be done before midnight.
...
Alex watched avidly as his girlfriend Claire stretched luxuriously on the brand-new bed in his first-ever college apartment. God, she was hot. Even now, years after they had first gotten together, Alex couldn't take his eyes off her lithe brown body.
It felt amazing to just lay here together naked in bed, not having to worry about being discovered by snooping parents. Claire had her own apartment if only to not raise any suspicions with her religious parents, but she planned on spending most nights with him. Alex had the swelling, uplifting feeling that anything would be possible in college. It would be the start of a brand new him.
Claire caught his wandering eye and gave him a naughty, nose-crinkling grin. "Whatcha thinking about, Tiger?" She asked teasingly.
"Same thing as usual," said Alex, returning her smile, "my hot ass girlfriend."
She laughed her throaty, surprisingly deep laugh and gave him a playful shove, which turned into a tickle fight, which turned into a second round of passionate sex.
Having your own private apartment was amazing.
Claire had really been a godsend these past six months. Around that time, Alex had had a ... I guess you could call it an epiphany. Suddenly he had rejected all of his worries about not appearing masculine enough. Claire had been one hundred percent supportive when he started growing out his hair. Like she said, his wavy blond hair was gorgeous, and there was no reason for him to feel ashamed of it. When Claire brought up the idea that he had amazing skin and should take better care of it, Alex had found the idea appealing immediately. A regular moisturization routine had really brought out the natural glow of his pale skin.
In the past, he would have been self-conscious of his lengthening hair and smooth flawless skin, but Claire loved them. She made a point of running her fingers through his hair and nuzzling his soft skin during sex, increasing his confidence that the changes were for the best. If his girlfriend liked them, why should he care what other people thought?
He had been getting lingering glances from strangers in public as a result, both female and male. The male gazes had made him mildly uncomfortable at first, but he soon reasoned that he didn't have to want to have sex with someone to view their attraction as a compliment.
Of course, there had been other changes that were a bit more embarrassing. His armpits, crotch, and legs had been feeling so itchy and uncomfortable he was worried he had some sort of nerve disorder or allergy. Finally, one night in desperation, he had gotten out his razor and shaved his body from neck to toe. Inexplicably, he had felt instant relief. Ever since then, he had been forced to shave his body regularly unless he wanted to feel that horrible prickling sensation again as the hair grew back.
Claire had been a little less kind about this quirk. Flirty teasing had always been a part of their dynamic in bed, but Alex found her giggling remarks about his smooth legs and pits to be really humiliating. Alex had cum hard that evening, but the overwhelming feelings of humiliation and arousal that his girlfriend's taunts had caused in him scared him a little. He asked her to lay off the subject, and, sensing he was serious, she had quickly agreed.
His body was also going through some confounding changes. He had been putting on a little weight, and it was gathering in odd areas. His chest was getting a little flabby, and his thighs, hips, and butt, which were already more prominent than most guys', were plumping up even further. Claire had been sympathetic and helpful here as well, exercising with him and insisting on making daily "weight loss smoothies" for both of them for lunch. Alex didn't love the smoothies. They had an unpleasant licorice-like aftertaste, but he drank them because he appreciated the gesture and wanted to make Claire happy.
Alex was immensely grateful for Claire's support, especially because of his father's reaction. Alex's dad had always been a hard man to get along with. He was a prominent businessman and was used to getting his way. He was also a man's man. Sports, hunting and fishing, fine whiskey, rare meat. He loved all things hyper-masculine. And because of that, he always seemed to find it difficult to love Alex. One of his aunts once told Alex that it was because Alex reminded his father of his deceased wife too much, but Alex thought it was just as likely that he was disgusted by the physical features Alex couldn't control.
Alex's lengthening hair had caused the frosty atmosphere of their house to grow even colder, and without Claire's warm support, Alex didn't know if he would have survived the spring and summer. But now he was free.
Claire propped herself up on an elbow and gave him a serious look, her raven hair still messy from their enthusiastic lovemaking. Most people assumed that Claire Estrada was a bit of a spacey ditz based on her giggly nature and dreamy brown eyes. Alex knew better. Underneath her pleasant exterior, Claire was stubborn, ambitious, and willing to fight dirty to get what she wanted. Alex was well aware that he had been chosen by Claire not purely for his personality or looks, but also for his family's wealth and connections. She had calculated his chances of success in life and liked the numbers. Alex didn't think it diminished her love for him one bit. She had proven her deep loyalty and affection for him countless times in high school, catching a lot of bullying for dating him. But she was a young woman who carefully made choices based on all the factors.
"So," said Claire, her playful tone gone, "first Birchwood pledge meeting tonight. Ready?"
"Yeah," said Alex, more confidently than he felt. Anton was certain to be there. He knew that he had thought of some sort of plan to deal with Anton, but he couldn't remember what it was.
"Good!" said Claire with a renewed smile, "I know you'll knock it out of the park, babe."
Alex wished he had her confidence.
Alex probably knew more about the Birchwood Society than anyone else who wasn't a member. It was one of the few topics that his father enjoyed discussing with his son: he approved of Alex's ambition to join his old fraternity. Not that he would have called it a fraternity. Most of the Birchwood members were quite pedantic about how it wasn't just another fraternity. They pointed to its long and illustrious history, predating all but the oldest roots of the modern fraternity system, and its countless little rituals and ceremonies that made it distinct.
One of the most important things that set the Birchwood Society apart was its obsessive secrecy. Alex had no idea what to expect in his initiation. Another thing that was different about Birchwood was that its initiation process was supposedly much longer and more difficult than a typical fraternity. Some dark rumors about the nature of the initiation process bubbled up but had been curbed by the final and most important thing that set the Birchwood Society apart from normal frats: the uncommonly high rate of power and success obtained by its alumni.
Senators, CEOs, and military leaders. Even a few dictators in the Middle East and Africa were counted among the previous members. Numerous investigations into the scandalous nature of the Society's activities had been crushed by the influence of these alumni, keeping the Society in a shadowy cloak of mystery.
It made Alex shiver with nervous anticipation.
"Well," said Claire lightly, "my first pledge meeting isn't until Friday, so you'll have to tell me what goes on tonight. The Ladies of the Grove is technically the same organization after all, maybe they will be similar."
Alex looked away to keep himself from frowning. He had told Claire that he didn't think it was a good idea for her to join the Birchwood Society's sister organization, but she had insisted that if he was in the frat, she should be in the paired sorority. Once she got an idea in her head, it just wasn't possible to shake her. The problem was that the Ladies of the Grove, usually called the LGs to avoid the strange archaic name, just didn't have the high reputation that the male half did. The LGs didn't typically become business or political leaders. It was generally accepted that the LGs existed to act as a pool of fuck buddies that Society members were allowed to bring to club-only events. Also, if the vague rumors were true, the hazing rituals for the Ladies of the Grove were even crazier than for the Birchwood Society.
So, he wasn't exactly thrilled that his girlfriend insisted on joining. But she was her own woman, and he knew he wouldn't be able to change her mind.
Their conversation over, both of them got up and dressed. They had to get to class.
...
Alex stood nervously with the other freshman boys in a ragged line on the moonlit lawn behind the huge mansion-like house that was the headquarters of the Birchwood Society.
All that the email had told the potential members was to wear loose comfortable clothing and to be there at midnight. The waiting boys could hear a raucous party happening inside the house, with warm light pouring through the windows, but no Society members had appeared yet. Alex was a little relieved to see that most of the other boys looked as nervous as he felt.
Suddenly the back door of the house burst open, and a dozen laughing, joking upperclassmen burst out onto the lawn, looking at the scared freshmen boys with mean predatory smiles.
Finally, the older men stopped, lining up across from the freshmen in a loose crowd. A tall, square-jawed senior shook his head derisively. "What do you think about the crop of rushes this year, Redlin?" he asked in a theatrical yell.
"I think they look like shit, president!" shouted back a short, heavily muscled man in a backward baseball cap.
The Society president nodded in agreement, his mouth twisting with distaste as he surveyed the line of freshmen. "What do you think, Williams? Will this year be a total strikeout?"
And there he was. Anton Williams, Alex's nemesis and number one most hated person on the planet. Alex would never forget the horrible humiliations that the tall, handsome basketball star had tormented him with. Especially the last time they had met... Alex still woke up in the middle of the night sometimes, sweating and shaking after yet another erotic nightmare inspired by that day. His bully stood with the same smile he always wore when messing with Alex in high school, staring him directly in the eyes. "That's what it looks like to me, Mr. President!" he shouted back in answer to the question. Alex fought to keep his face neutral and his breathing even.



"Well, even if we don't get any new members this year, we have to give them a chance I suppose, right Jonesy?" said the president, continuing the little show.
A stocky bearded redhead shrugged in response. "I don't know what good it will do, Prez, but I guess the charter says we have to."
The president raised his voice even louder. "OK, listen up, losers. If any of you end up making it into The Society, it will be because we trust you. Trusting your brothers is the key to our whole organization. But right now I don't trust any of you freshies. I don't fucking know you. So until you can build some trust, you are going to have to get by on blind obedience. That's rule number one while you are rushing. A brother of the Birchwood Society tells you to do something, you do it immediately, with no questions. Understand?"
There was some mumbling up and down the line, then the man who had been called Redlin thundered, "The correct response is 'Yes, President!'!"
This time the freshmen did better, and with a roll of his eyes, the president moved on. "Like I said, to trust you little fucks, we are going to have to get to know you better. And we're going to start tonight. I want to get to know all of you with all the outer fake bullshit stripped away. So strip. Clothes off, balls out."
The freshmen looked at each other sidelong in shocked silence. A few of the braver boys started pulling clothes off, but many were still hesitant. It was one thing to come out in the middle of the night and get yelled at by upperclassmen, but it was quite another to strip naked in front of a bunch of dudes.
Alex's blood thundered in his ears. This was his worst nightmare. He had learned to love his body more than he had before, but he doubted that these cruel older boys would be as charitable as his supportive girlfriend. The thought of these taunting men, who he wanted to respect and like him, seeing his smooth hairless body with its strangely exaggerated hips and thighs, made him cringe internally. Was there any way out of this?
Alex saw Anton watching him closely, a familiar expression of cruel amusement on his face. Was Anton trying to catch a glance of him stripping? The idea of his cruel bully watching as he peeled his clothes away made him want to squirm in embarrassment.
The man they had called Jonesy was watching the freshmen intensely as well... and his lips were moving. Shit. Alex realized what was about to happen a second before it did. He didn't have time to worry about his feelings of inadequacy right now. He had to act if he wanted to stay in this game. He quickly whipped his shirt off a second before the bearded frat member yelled: "Enough! Time's up, freshies! Anyone still wearing all their clothes can go the fuck home. Prez just fucking told you! A brother tells you to do something, you do it immediately!"
About half the crowd trailed off, grumbling to themselves, leaving a much-reduced group on the house's back lawn to continue their initiation.
"And you wishy-washy dumbasses who aren't naked yet are on thin ice. Hurry the fuck up!"
Alex steeled himself and removed his shorts and boxers, standing naked and shivering in the dimly lit backyard with the rest of the pledges. The upperclassmen moved forward to engage with the exposed freshmen.
"Holy shit! You've got no meat on your bones, freshie! You anorexic or something?
"Hmmmm, another lardass is pledging. I don't know... I think we might be all full up on disgusting fatties."
"Too short dude! Too fucking short! The Society has a reputation as studs, but with you, the ladies are just going to say 'Get this fucking gnome out of my face'!"
All down the line, the members of the Society heaped abuse on the pledges, holding nothing back. So this was the game tonight. A test of how thick of skin the potential members were.
Alex realized with horror that Anton was walking straight towards him. Shit. He had hoped never to hear another word from Anton's mouth for the rest of his life.
"We meet again, Lexi!" said his bully, planting his muscled arms on his hips. Alex gritted his teeth. "Lexi" was the cruel nickname that Anton had given him in high school to mock his feminine features. He had convinced the entire basketball team and most of the cheerleaders to use the name by the end of Alex's junior year, and even hearing it brought back painful memories. "Nice hair! And you're all smooth everywhere. Did you get yourself all pretty because you knew you'd be seeing me tonight?"
Alex didn't trust himself to speak. His only chance was to withstand these taunts without reacting. He bit his lip and held his breath. Anton slowly circled him. "My job is to make you feel bad about your body, Lexi, but holy shit," he said, his eyes traveling all over Alex's exposed body, "What can I say that will make you feel worse about this disgraceful body than you already do?" Absurdly, Anton's intent gaze had an effect on Alex. He was panicked to realize he could feel a tiny stirring in his dick. A slightly increased blood flow. He took a deep breath, getting a hold of himself. The last thing he needed right now was a random erection. It was just the tension of the moment and the public nudity that was causing him to react, not any sort of real arousal from the keen male gaze inspecting his nude body.
"Your ass is definitely fatter. You're getting quite the hourglass figure, Lexi," said Anton with an oddly appreciative tone in his voice, "And I swear your tiny dick has gotten even smaller." Alex colored at the provocation. What a stupid thing to say. His penis was a normal size. It was just cold out here. It was pretty gay for Anton to be checking out his ass as well, maybe he should say that... stand up for himself and take a shot back at his bully. He felt with alarm that his dick was at half-mast. Shit! If he got a boner while being humiliated by a brother, they would kick him out for sure.
The president, who had been walking down the line, paused in front of Alex, a look of bewilderment on his face. "What the fuck? Did you shave your legs, freshie?"
Alex saw no way to avoid the truth on this one. "Uhhh, yes president," he managed to get out awkwardly. It was horrible news to be noticed by the president in this way, but it did have a silver lining: his cock deflated rapidly from the negative attention of this particular Society member. What was it about Anton's inspection that had affected him that way? It could only be their antagonistic history.
"Are you a swimmer or something?" asked the president, a look of amused disgust on his face.
Alex was relieved to be handed such a plausible excuse. "Yeah, that's right," he said, trying to sound confident.
The president shook his head and chuckled, "Don't lie to me. Swimmers don't shave their dick and pits, loser." The tall man frowned down at Alex's body. "Damn. That's the fattest ass I've ever seen on a man. You gay?" Anton let out a mean snicker.
"No, Mr. President!" Shouted Alex, feeling the weight of humiliation bearing down on him from the critical gazes of the two big powerful, clothed men in front of him.
"What do you think, Williams?" asked the president, "Is this really the kind of brother we want in the Society?"
Anton looked Alex dead in the eyes. Alex felt his hopes sink. This is where Anton gleefully torpedoed his chances.
"I think he's pretty brave to submit to inspection when he looks like that," said Anton with a smile. His eyes had an energy that Alex didn't recognise or understand as they bored into Alex's. He felt a swooping feeling in his stomach that was just as unexpected as his bully's odd expression.
The president looked a little surprised, then gave Alex a lingering look up and down. He broke into a nasty grin. "You know what? You're right Williams, if I had a dick that tiny and an ass that big, I would be too ashamed to show them to everyone. You got balls, kid!" His eyes flicked downwards with a barked laugh. "In a manner of speaking." He followed up the statement with a ball tap so swift and vicious that it made Alex double up with pain. By the time Alex had collected himself, the president had returned to the front of the crowd, preparing to address the freshmen who had managed to remain through the verbal abuse.
"OK, all of you still here have moved on. Put some fucking pants on for God's sake. I'm tired of looking at your cocks." He waited while the much shorter line if remaining freshmen redressed.
"There are still too many of you, so we are going to have a little qualifying round," continued the president with a grin, "This little challenge was thought up by Brother Williams, so you will have him to thank when you all lose." Anton was staring at Alex again with that cocky grin on his face. Alex smoldered with hate for Anton, but now it was tinged with confusion. Why had Anton helped him with the president when he could have easily had him thrown out? What was his game?
"Many of you are familiar with our sister organization, the LGs," began the president, "If any of you become brothers, you will become very, very familiar with the LGs, trust me." This caused hooting laughter from the upperclassmen.
"You freshmen have one week to enter the headquarters of the Ladies of the Grove, steal a pair of panties owned by a sister, and return them to a full brother of the Birchwood Society. If you are caught, you're out."
The line of freshmen looked at each other with horror. What the president had suggested wasn't just difficult, it was probably illegal. Alex set his jaw with determination. It didn't matter what difficult task was set before him, or what weird mind games Anton Williams was trying to play with him. He would be joining the Birchwood Society.
With no further directions or explanations, the crowd of frat boys turned and reentered the house as loudly as they had exited, leaving the confused freshmen shivering in the dark.
...
A few days later, early Saturday morning, Claire returned from her first rush meeting with the Ladies of the Grove. There was something... different about her. Her hair was messier than when she went out, her face had a strange blush to it, and her eyes were gleaming with some secret energy.
"How did it go? What happened?" said Alex nervously as she walked in the door.
"Sorry sweetie," said Claire with a mysterious smile, "They made us swear to keep it a secret."
Alex felt a little betrayed. After all, he had told Claire everything that had happened at his meeting. Minus the fact that he had started getting a boner for no reason, he was probably overthinking that anyway.
Claire was already moving on. "I did get some important info about your little mission though!" she crossed the room to sit with Alex on the bed. When he had explained to Claire that he had to go into the LG's house and steal a pair of panties, she had insisted that he wait until after her first pledge meeting to make any plans. She would be able to do some recon and help him make a more effective strategy, she had explained. It had been uncomfortable to wait and do nothing for a couple of days while time slipped away, but now hopefully his patience would pay off with some juicy info.
"It's, ummm, well it's sort of a good news bad news situation, babe," said Claire with a wince, "The bad news is that one of your little fraternity friends got caught stealing panties last night. All the sisters are furious. They started a new rule that no boys except full Society members are allowed in the house at all for a month, just to be sure it won't happen again."
Alex was thunderstruck. Fuck! He had waited too long and missed his only shot. There was no way he would be able to sneak in anymore. Claire caught the worried look on his face and held up a finger.
"Ah, ah, ah! I said I had good news too! The good news is that they actually don't really care if strangers wander in and out, as long as they aren't boys. People are over there all the time for studying and socializing. An extra girl or two wouldn't raise any eyebrows at all!" said Claire excitedly.
Alex was a bit confused. "Whoa whoa whoa. Slow down. So you are going to steal some panties for me?"
Claire shook her head impatiently, "No baby, that would be cheating. I guarentee you that the frat guys knew someone would try that and have ways of finding out if you try to have a girl steal them for you No, I can go with you and get you in, but you are going to have to steal the undies."
Alex slowly put two and two together as he stared into his girlfriend's deep, excited brown eyes.
"No, Claire,' he said warningly, "Fuck. No. It would never work, for one. And when I did get caught, which I would, I would be the laughingstock of the entire campus. It's just not going to happen."
But he saw the set of Claire's mouth, the one she got when she was sure she had a winning idea and wouldn't take no for an answer.
"You want to win, right? It's super important for you to get into that frat, for our future." Claire's voice had a slight edge to it.
"Well, yeah..." said Alex reluctantly.
"I've been to the sorority house. I've met the girls. I am telling you this will work. They barely notice when strange girls enter and leave the house," insisted Claire.
"I... I'm just not comfortable with it," said Alex, looking away nervously. He momentarily pictured himself holding a dress up in front of a mirror... slipping it on. He shook his head to dispel the troubling, intriguing image.
"So our whole future together isn't worth putting on a dress for one afternoon?" asked Claire harshly.
"Come on!" said Alex desperately, "It's crazy! No one would ever buy it!"
"I'll make you a deal," said Claire calmly, "Give me tomorrow afternoon to prep you. If, when I am finished, you look in the mirror and still insist that the disguise won't work, then we can brainstorm another plan. Deal?"
Alex thought over his options. Claire was extremely difficult to convince once she had set her mind, but she had just offered an escape clause. All he had to do was let her play dress up, then insist that they scrap the plan. It would be a humiliating afternoon at home, but he would be able to keep the peace. Besides, he had to admit a certain curiosity... How would he look exactly after his girlfriend had dressed him up? Probably like a hot mess. But what if he looked good...?"
"Deal," he said, as Claire clapped her hands and gushed about her plans for his makeover.
...
(Months ago, in a bare, unused dorm room...)
"Open wide!" said Faria in a motherly voice, treating Alex like a baby. Despite his annoyance with her condescending tone, Faria's hypnotic control forced Alex to obey, and Faria was able to squeeze a healthy squirt of oily green fluid into Alex's waiting mouth from the eyedropper in her hand.
It tasted awful, like strong aniseed, and cooled his mouth like mint, but more powerful.
"Swallow it down now like a good girl," said Faria firmly, screwing the dropper lid back on a brown glass bottle. Alex had no choice but to do as he was told. He felt the prickling menthol feeling travel down his throat to his stomach.
Alex coughed miserably. "Ugh, what is that?" he spluttered.
"Wonderful stuff. Powerful medicine. Not FDA approved, of course, but don't worry, it's just because they have no idea how it works, medically speaking. They tend to get nervous about that."
Alex swore he could feel the strong herbal medicine spreading through his belly like icy tentacles. "What does it do?" he asked with horror.
In response, Faria sat down on the bed next to him. Her finger traced, feather soft, along the edge of his chin. "Well, to start, your facial hair will start getting lighter and thinner, before disappearing altogether."
Her fingers moved down, whispering along the tender curve of Alex's throat. "Your vocal chords will thin and stretch, leaving your voice as tender and sweet as the coo of a dove."
Her fingernails scraped over his shoulders, "You will lose a little muscle mass. Your body will be concentrating its energy elsewhere."
Her two hands split, one tracing circles around a nipple and the other cupping and rubbing one of Alex's hips. "You're body is going to learn to... reprioritize where it stores its fat. Your waist will shrink a little as your hips grow, leaving you with the right shape to make the boys sit up and take notice. And that's nothing compared to what will be going on up here," she added, pinching a nipple tight. "Where exactly is the line between man boobs and plain old tits?" Faria mused sarcastically, "Well, in any case, at some point you are going to be vaulting headlong over that line. Your nipples will grow larger and more sensitive, and start getting erect when you get horny."
"Wait wait wait, so this medicine is going to...?" said Alex, voice filled with aroused horror.
"Turn you into a girl? Not by itself, no. That's why we are doing this little session together, dear. What use is a hot girly body if you don't have a hot girly mind to go with it? Speaking of which, I have some more questions for you. Your girlfriend's name is Claire, correct?"
"Yes, that's right. But I'm not done asking about the medicine that you..."
"Just answer my questions, Alex. Do you two have an active sex life?"
"Y-yeah," said Alex, endearingly bashful for someone his age, "We do have sex."
"And which one of you is more dominant in the bedroom, typically speaking?" Asked Faria briskly.
"Uhhhh, I don't know I guess," said Alex sheepishly, "I don't really think about our sex that way."
Faria rolled her eyes, but smiled gently, "I forget how inexperienced some people are. Are you spanking her and making her call you Daddy? Is she pegging you and making you lick up your filthy slime? Anything like that ring any bells?"
"Jesus! No! We just have sex ok? We're not weird perverts like you!" grumbled Alex irritably.
Faria pinched the bridge of her nose. "Ok, let me recalibrate here. It's been so long since I put myself in a vanilla mind frame. Ok, I've got it. Who takes the initiative? Who is doing the kissing, and who is kissing back? Who likes to be on top more often?"
Alex thought for a second. "I guess when you put it that way it would be me," he said slowly, "But I don't think about it that way. It's not like I try to dominate Claire when we have sex."
Faria nodded. "Ok, that's pretty average for vanilla couples: the man is a shade more dominant, the woman is a shade more submissive. We'll have to change your instincts there. Our ideal is to get you to be as submissive as possible."
"Wh-why?" asked Alex, "Because you want me to be more like a girl? That's what all this is about right?"
Faria shook her head in disgust. "Don't be gauche. Women can be dominant and Men can be submissive. That's not what this is about. Just ask any man or woman I've ever slept with how submissive I am. What this is about is the fact that submissive girls turn Anton on. We're not trying to during you into the ideal female, we are trying to turn you into the ideal female for your bully."
The reminder of his intended fate shut Alex up, painting a look of fear across his face.
*Programming Mode. Your mind is empty. You are growing calmer and calmer. Falling deeper and deeper into a receptive state. My next words will be your new thoughts.*
*When people push me around and tell me what to do, it's hard to say no.*
"- Hard to say no."
*Confident, pushy people turn me on.*
"-turn me on."
*I find women's underwear erotically fascinating*
"-erotically fascinating." This command was subtle. Most men would enthusiastically agree that they were turned on by lingerie, but combined with some of Faria's other commands, this fascination would bloom into something quite different than just aesthetic appreciation.



Time to reach a little...
*I am so fascinated by women that I wonder what it would be like to be one.*
Alex paused before repeating this phrase, his brow creasing. Commands that clashed too harshly with the baseline thoughts of the subject could be resisted or outright rejected. Haltingly, Alex repeated the sentence. His expression said that he didn't agree with the phrase very much. It would probably take some coaxing for his mind to accept this instruction.
Well, time to move on. Faria snapped her fingers to bring Alex out of his trance, readying him for the next round of questions.
...
Claire leaned over Alex with a gentle smile, her silky black hair hanging in curtains around his face. She was already dressed up for when they went to the sorority house together (which wouldn't be happening of course, but she didn't know that). Her perfume smelled amazing. She bit her lip slightly in concentration as she put the finishing touches on Alex's eyeliner.
The whole makeup process had been intimate, with Claire's face close to his, her breath tickling his soft skin, her fingers gently moving over his face to apply foundation and blush. When it had come time to apply the lipgloss, she had simply applied a heavy layer to herself and firmly kissed it onto Alex, giggling the whole time. He knew what his girlfriend was trying to do: she was trying to make the whole thing fun and flirty to distract him from the reality of the situation. It had worked, at least a little.
The women's clothing had been hard to ignore, however. Claire had insisted that he wear a stuffed bra beneath his shirt to give the illusion of breasts, and he was unused to the restrictive feeling on his chest. Also, no matter how much he shifted on the chair, wearing a skirt made him feel exposed, especially because he had yet to put on underwear. Alex and Claire had disagreed strongly over whether he should wear a pair of Claire's panties, or a pair of male briefs, and they had finally decided to table the discussion. It wouldn't matter anyway when I refuse to go, thought Alex smugly.
Finally, Claire moved her head back to check her work and nodded in satisfaction. She gave the long blonde wig one final adjustment (where had she gotten her hands on such a high-quality wig so quickly?) and pronounced her creation complete.
Alex stood from the chair, pulled by his girlfriend towards the full-length mirror in the bedroom. He was already choosing his words in his head, letting Claire down gently and telling her he still didn't think the disguise would work. Claire pulled him around the side of the mirror.
"Ta-da!" she squealed joyfully.
Alex let his mouth drop open in shock and saw the moist pink lips of the blonde bombshell in front of him part in an expression of sexy, innocent surprise. It... it couldn't be real. Alex lifted a hand to his face and watched as the hot girl in front of him lifted a tentative hand to lightly touch her cheek. But it was real. This was him. The awkward features that had haunted him his whole life, which had gotten worse over the past six months, all seemed to click neatly into place like the pieces of a puzzle when covered in makeup and women's clothing. His skin was no longer pale and weak-looking, but delicate and glowing. His lips were no longer too big and thick, they were pouty and plump and kissable. His neck didn't look scrawny anymore, it looked graceful and willowy, and his hips and ass weren't embarrassing beneath a skirt, they looked lush and tempting.
The bra helped of course, but even without it, Alex had curves that he thought definitely shouldn't be there. He ran a hand up the side of his hip, watching the girl in the mirror complete the same seductive motion. He felt a stirring in his cock. Oh, God, was he turning himself on? This was so fucked up.
"I... I don't think it will work, Claire," he lied, his eyes still locked on his new sexy appearance. He fidgeted uncomfortably, trying to subtly shift the skirt to hide his growing erection. "Sorry to have wasted your time. We'll have to think of something different."
"Hmmmm," said Claire, with a wicked, curvy smile on her face. She walked right up behind Alex, peering over his shoulder into the mirror. "So Alex doesn't think the disguise is convincing. Well, let's put it to a vote. Alex votes no, Claire votes yes." Her hands slid down Alex's sides, over his wide hips, then slipped under his skirt towards the center. "Let's see how my little friend votes. What do you think little guy? Does Alex look like a pretty girl?" Alex blushed in humiliated defeat as Claire cupped his balls in one warm little hand, her other hand gripping his throbbing rock-hard shaft firmly. "Ooooh, sorry manly man," Claire cooed teasingly in his ear, "Little Alex votes yes. You lose."
Without warning, Claire sunk to her knees in front of him, her soft smile letting him know she felt a little bad for teasing him too harshly. "Well, we will leave soon, babe, but let's take care of this first. You'll give yourself away if this big manly thing is pushing out the front of your skirt." And with that, she flipped up Alex's skirt and wrapped her hot lips around his stiff cock, sucking and slurping with an enthusiasm that told Alex that she was trying to soothe his bruised ego.
Claire certainly had a talent, and Alex allowed himself to relax and enjoy the moment. He looked over at the mirror and his heart skipped a beat. It was one of the most erotic things he had ever seen. His lovely girlfriend was on her knees in front of an equally attractive blonde, who had her head thrown back, panting in ecstasy. Claire was burying her head between the beautiful woman's juicy thighs and... sucking her hard cock. The image was confusing and twisted and insanely arousing, and staring at it for only a few seconds was enough to send Alex over the edge, blasting a thick load right into Claire's eager mouth.
Claire swallowed, her warm brown eyes locked on Alex's sky-blue ones. Wow, Claire never swallowed. She must really be trying to butter him up for the humiliating ordeal in front of him. "Now. I just need to brush my teeth, then we can head out." she said cheerfully
"W-wait!" said Alex desperately, his eyes widening, "I still don't think that it's a good idea to..."
Claire gave an irritated huff. "Seriously, babe? We just talked about this. You said if you looked like a real girl you would go. You tricked your own naughty little cock under close examination: you'll obviously fool some sorority sisters who aren't even looking closely. We're going. Now put on some undies before we go you little slut!"
Alex watched his girlfriend hurry to the bathroom. Could he really pull this off? He looked back at the mirror, into the soft blue eyes of the beautiful girl he saw there. He had to admit it was convincing. And he had a strange curiosity deep in his heart about what it would be like for other people to see him like this...
Alex looked at the two choices laid out on the bed. Crisp clean tighty-whities: a bit lame, but an unquestionably masculine choice. Light pink panties: perfectly complementary to the image he had seen in the mirror. He picked up the panties for a moment. They were tiny, soft, feminine. He could imagine how they would feel sliding up his thighs. Hugging his cock and balls in their feminine embrace....
He dropped the panties to the bed and slid on the briefs. The choice felt right. He now felt like he had a secret bastion of masculinity hidden under his skirt. A reminder of what gender he really was. It helped to restore a sense of balance, and Alex found himself breathing a little easier.
As Claire exited the bathroom, she noticed the panties on the bed and frowned slightly, then shrugged, smiled a small secretive smile, and led the way out of the apartment building, Alex trailing nervously behind.
...
"You're too stiff. Relax," murmured Claire as they walked through the cool, bright fall afternoon. Alex couldn't stop focusing on how the cool autumn air swirled up beneath his skirt, unexpectedly cool and breezy for someone who had only ever worn pants.
"When a girl wears a skirt, she has to be a little cautious at all times. All the bad boys out there would love to see what's underneath. There's a sense of vulnerability," explained his girlfriend, as if giving her boyfriend tips on how to be a better girl was the most natural thing in the world, "Try to show that in the way you walk, the way you stand. You're sort of swinging your arms and striding like a man right now. Be more vulnerable."
"Are you fucking kidding me?" grumbled Alex, tugging his skirt down for the hundredth time, "I've never felt more vulnerable in my fucking life!" Luckily most people must have been in class, and the campus was fairly deserted, but he still had the unshakable fear that someone would clock exactly who and what he was the instant they saw him.
"We need to work on your voice too. Try again. Give me your girl voice," commanded Claire with an eager smile.
"This is sooo stupid," said Alex with embarrassment, forcing his voice to be higher and breathier, "This isn't going to work!"
Claire shook her head. "You're forcing it. Be subtle. Your regular voice is already close. It just needs to be a touch higher and a shade gentler. Don't worry, we'll practice more at home, soon it will feel totally natural."
Alex scowled. He wasn't pleased that his girlfriend thought his normal speaking voice was "close" to a woman's. "What do you mean, 'we'll practice at home'? By the time we get home, I'll be done with this and I'll never dress up like this again."
Claire's eyes sparkled, and she started to respond when a group of guys came out of a side door right in their path, talking and laughing with each other. The guy in front, seeing that they were about to collide, held his arm out to block his friends and let Claire and Alex pass. "Excuse us, ladies." he said with a toothy smile as Claire and Alex swished past in their skirts.
Alex could feel the eyes of the group of boys on him as they passed, moving up and down his legs and ass. His face grew red and he walked quickly to put distance between them. When they finally turned a corner, he clasped Claire's arm in a desperate grip and hissed miserably, "They knew! Oh God! They knew right away! We have to go home!"
Claire gave him a confused look. "What? No, they didn't! Why do you think that?"
"They all just stopped and stared at my body right away, Claire! They didn't even look me in the eye!"
Claire almost doubled over with her explosive fit of giggles. It took her a while to collect herself. "Oh Jesus," she said, wiping a tear from her eye, "I keep forgetting this is the first time you've ever been a girl."
Alex wasn't sure he liked the phrasing. He was disguised as a girl, it was weird to say that he "was" a girl. Claire was moving on.
"They didn't suspect you have a dick, sweetie, they were checking out the body of a hot girl they saw. That's what they call the 'male gaze'. Every boy you meet while dressed like that will look at you the same way. You've looked at hundreds of girls that way without even stopping to think, so consider it a taste of your own medicine."
Alex's mind whirled as they walked for a while in silence. Those strange men had seen him not as a person, but as an object of feminine beauty to feast their eyes on. The idea was degrading, but weirdly intriguing. He had never in a million years thought he could provoke a reaction like that from another person. Claire was right that he had checked girls out often in the past. He hadn't realized how obvious it was from the other perspective, or how invasive it could feel.
Finally, they reached the door of the sorority house. Without giving him a chance to prepare, Claire reached up and knocked sharply on the door. A distant female voice yelled "One second!"
"Oh right!" said Claire, slapping her forehead, "We need to give you a different name!"
"What? Why? Alex can be a girl's name!" whispered Alex, glancing nervously at the door, butterflies in his stomach.
"Because we don't want anyone to put two and two together later, dummy!" said Claire affectionately. "Let's see.... Hmmmmm.... I've got it!" her eyes shone and her sweet smile turned up to eleven, "We'll call you Lexi!"
Alex's blood ran cold on hearing the hated high school nickname. "Are you fucking serious, Claire?" he hissed. Dressing up as a girl was bad enough without having little shocks of humiliation running through him every time anyone said his 'name'.
"What? Why not Lexi?" said Claire, her smile faltering a little. Alex could hear steps coming toward the door. "Because Anton used to call you that? But that's why it's perfect babe! You need to know instinctively that people are talking to you when they use it. You're used to people calling you Lexi, so you will always respond correctly. It's brilliant. High school was forever ago anyway. You need to let it go."
The door swung open a crack, revealing the face of a short, annoyed-looking Asian sorority sister. "Yeah?" She said rudely, looking them up and down.
"I'm Claire and this is my friend Lexi!" said Claire cheerfully, "Melody said we could come over and borrow her Chemistry notes." Alex gritted his teeth as he gave what he hoped was a feminine smile. Now that Claire had used the name Lexi he would just have to deal with it. There was no going back.
The woman's eyes peered at them both suspiciously, and Alex was sure the jig was up. Claire had sworn that the sisters barely noticed when girls entered the house, but the once-over this woman was giving them clearly said differently. A bead of sweat began forming on Alex's flawlessly made-up face.
Then the sister shrugged and swung the door open, revealing an entryway leading into a large living room filled with old, comfortable-looking furniture. Now that the door was open, Alex could see that the Asian girl was wearing tiny pajama shorts and a loose cut-off t-shirt with no bra beneath. Alex had to force himself not to look at her body. It would clash with the disguise, and he had just felt how weird being checked out was himself.
"It's nice to meet you!" said Claire conversationally, "I love your PJs!"
"Oh, these ratty old things?" said the sister with a laugh, warming up a little from her suspicion at the door, "I'm just wearing them because it's laundry day. You girls are all dolled up though! Lexi, right? I'm Grace. I loooove your makeup! Do you have a date later or something?"
Alex blushed and did his best to follow Claire's instructions about talking like a woman, "Thank you so much! No, I'm not going on a date, I was just experimenting with a new style for fun today." The voice came out so smoothly and naturally, he even fooled his own ears, and far from the furious accusations he feared, all he got was a smile and a warm response from the woman he had just met. "Well, stick with that style girl, it's WORKING for you."
"You're sweet!" said Alex, trying to imitate Claire's gushing style of speech.
"Well, anyway, I've got to fold some clothes. You ladies know where Melody's room is?" She asked, a little distracted.
"Yep, I was actually here the other night as a pledge," said Claire.
"Really?" said Grace with a bit of surprise, looking at Claire a little more closely. Her face broke into another strange, secretive smile that Alex didn't understand. "Of course you were! I remember now! How could I have forgotten? Well I'm hoping you make it, it seems like you would be a really fun sister. Gotta run now girls! Bye!"
The whole thing was strange and exhilarating. Alex's heart was beating hard in his chest. It had been a very short conversation, but he had participated, undetected, in "girl talk". It shouldn't feel like a big deal, but it did. He had been welcomed into a female space as a girl and been part of a dynamic most males would never experience. He felt like a spy in enemy territory. It was much more thrilling than he thought it would be and filled him with an odd sense of satisfaction.
"Come on, Lexi," said Claire, jerking her head towards the stairs, "I want to get those answers." Alex still wasn't happy about Claire's name choice, but there was nothing to be done about it now. He slowly walked up the stairs toward the sorority bedrooms.
He was sure that boys went up these stairs all the time as lovers or friends of the girls who lived here. His situation felt different.
Taboo.
"I'm going to get those Chemistry notes," whispered Claire, looking back over her shoulder. Alex was surprised: he had assumed that the notes story had just been a lie. But Claire had always been a careful and clever planner, leave it to her to create an authentic cover story. "If anyone asks, you were in the bathroom. Most of the girls should be away on campus right now. Pick a door and knock softly, if it's empty... well, you know what to do. Be quick. I'll see you in five, pretty lady." She wiggled her fingers at him in a teasing wave and hurried down the quiet hallway.
Alex was momentarily paralyzed by fear. But he had no time for hesitation. He walked a few feet down the hall to be out of view of the stairs, picked a door at random, and hesitantly tapped a knuckle on the wooden surface.
"Uh-huh? Who's there?" came a voice from within. Alex cursed internally. He had to force himself not to panic.
"Um, sorry!" he squeaked in his best girl voice, "Wrong door!"
There was no further answer, and Alex hurried down a few more doors, praying that he would have better luck.
This time, Alex was relieved to not hear any response to his knock, and as he poked his head cautiously through the door, he saw nothing but a dark, messy room.
Seeing that the coast was clear, Alex swiftly entered the room, closing the door behind him. The room was disorganized and a bit dirty, with rumpled unmade sheets and an overflowing hamper. The smell of dirty laundry was partially covered by the scent of fruity perfume.
Alex wasted no time, moving quickly to the dresser and pulling open drawers until he found what he was looking for.
Panties.
Whoever lived in this room wasn't especially organized. She had crammed the underwear haphazardly into the drawer. Alex just stared at them for a moment. He had never really considered before how different panties felt from boys' underwear. They were much more fetishized, holding a strange fascination that men's underwear just couldn't match. Anyway, he should just pick a pair and stop making it weird. He reached his hand in to grab one at random when a particular pair caught his eye.
They were black and lacy. As his fingers wrapped around the thin material, he could see the color of his pale skin through the sheer panties. He pulled them gently from the chaotic mess and held them up in front if his eyes. The other panties in the drawer had been designed for comfort and durability, but these were cut differently.
These were made to showcase. To allure. These panties were designed for sex.
He knew he should probably take a less conspicuous pair, but Alex couldn't help himself. He closed the drawer, already halfway to the door before he realized his issue. Fuck! This outfit that Claire had picked for him had no pockets. He certainly couldn't walk out the door holding them in his hand.
He thought quickly. There was one obvious solution. No one would be checking under his skirt. He could just slip them on over his other underwear. He bent down to put a foot through one of the leg holes, then paused. He felt the thin lacey material, rubbing it lightly between his thumb and forefinger.
Something about this whole experience had been intoxicating for reasons he couldn't understand. Stepping into the role of a woman and being accepted in that role by the men and women that he had seen... it was a rush in ways he hadn't expected. But the white, masculine briefs beneath his skirt had been his secret gender safety net. A constant reminder of his underlying masculinity.



His heart pounding, his mouth dry, Alex admitted the truth to himself. He wanted to feel what it was like to walk this tightrope with no net beneath him. He wanted to taste the full feminine experience.
He wanted to feel these sexy panties snug against his cock.
Before he could change his mind, he slipped off the male underwear that was holding him back, stuffing them deep into the room's overflowing hamper. With any luck, it would be a while before they were discovered. Then, with a shaky breath, he stepped into the sexy black lace panties.
They glided smoothly up his legs before fitting tightly over his crotch and butt. The cut felt foreign to him, leaving him much more exposed than he was used to. The back of the underwear only came halfway down his cheeks, and the material between the legs was only a thin strip compared to the underwear he was used to wearing.
The act of completing the outfit, stripping away the male truth he had hidden underneath his skirt, changed something deeply. They were just a small lacy scrap of fabric, but they they made a huge difference inside Alex's overheated brain. Alex felt like he could feel it... what it meant to truly be a woman., to surrender his heart and mind to the experience of the feminine. Suddenly, the false outer identity of Lexi felt solid and real...
Lexi looked down, lifting her skirt to see how they looked. The view was equal parts ridiculous and obscene. Her pale cock was clearly visible through the schear lacy material, already swelling from the silky, confining prison she had trapped it in. The thin strip of fabric failed to completely cover her testicles, even as small as they were, and they peeked out of the sides.
"F-fuck..." whimpered Lexi as she felt her cock push hard against the lacy material. She hurriedly stuck her hardening cock in the waistband of the lingerie to conceal it and exited into the hallway.
Claire was already in the hall waiting for her. She looked relieved as she saw Lexi. "Did you get them?" she whispered.
"Y-yeah!" said Lexi with a shaky smile, still thrown a little off balance by the experience of truly feeling like a woman for the first time.
"Where did you...?" said Claire, her eyebrows drawing together.
Lexi smiled and blushed, smoothing her hands over her skirt. Claire understood immediately, hurrying over and flipping up the skirt to take a peek.
"Stop it, Claire!" gasped Lexi with affronted shock. She didn't even realize that she had been using her "girl voice" even in this private conversation with her girlfriend.
"Oooooh, you grabbed a really sexy pair, too you little slut!" giggled Claire, struggling to control her voice
"Sh-shut up," said Lexi, but had to repress a smile. It was pretty funny now that she thought about it.
"Come on, girl," said Claire with a wink, "Enough wasting time. Let's get out of here."
They hurried down the stairs, only to stop in their tracks as they reached the bottom. A small group was standing in the entryway, chatting with Grace. Two freshmen girls... and Anton Williams. Lexi felt his blood run cold at the sight of his bully. If Anton discovered who she really was, he could inflict massive humilition. And, except for that weird statement of support at the pledge meeting recently, Lexi had never known Anton to hold back.
"Hi again, girls!" said Grace cheerfully, waving them over. Lexi had a bad feeling about this, but couldn't think of a reason why she would refuse. "Claire, you met Iris and Daisy the other night, but you might not know them, Lexi," the two girls were cute twin redheads with freckles and mischievous green eyes, they took turns shaking Lexi's hand with sweet smiles on their faces. "I love your skirt!" said one. "And your makeup is amazing!" said the other. It seemed like little compliments were important between girls. Lexi gave the twins a quick glance and did her best. "Thank you! I just love your boots!" It seemed like a good answer, the twins beamed. "Thanks!" said either Iris or Daisy, "We got them on sale!" Lexi felt like she had taken another important step.
"And have either of you met Anton? He's one of the brothers over at the Birchwood Society, and he's just the sweetest." Continued Grace
Claire smirked and gave Anton a sarcastic wave. "We've met. How are things, Anton?"
Anton grinned back. "You know, crushing it on the court, crushing it with the ladies. The usual. You look just as beautiful as ever, Estrada. Good to see you. And who is this lovely lady?"
Lexi cleared her throat and said "Lexi." in a voice maybe a touch higher than sounded natural. She expected Anton to catch on, for his eyes to widen in shocked recognition, but there was no change in his cocky expression as his gaze slowly traveled down Lexi's lightly trembling body and back up to lock on her eyes.
"Pleasure to meet you, Lexi," he said in a smoldering voice that made a thrill of strange, dark intimidation course through Lexi's veins.
"And what are you doing in the LG's house, Anton?" demanded Claire, cutting through the tension of the moment.
Anton shrugged and said lightly, "Just showing these pretty girls the way. They got a little turned around.
"Oops!" said one of the twins with an embarrassed grimace. "It was dark the last time we were here," explained the other sheepishly. She turned to Claire curiously. "Are you also here because of the email?"
"Oh fuck!" said Grace, "I should have reminded you earlier, but I was too distracted. Tara wanted all the pledges to meet up with her as soon as possible."
"Shit!" said Claire, digging out her phone "I've been busy all day and didn't check my messages." She frowned down at her phone before her gaze flicked back up to her boyfriend's worried eyes. "Just wait here for a few minutes, Lexi. I'll be right back."
And before she knew it, Lexi's girlfriend had disappeared deeper into the house with the three other girls.
Leaving Lexi alone in the entryway with Anton.
"Tell me, beautiful," said Anton in a deep confident voice, "Do you have a boyfriend?" Lexi looked at Anton with wide frightened eyes. Lexi had only ever interacted with Anton in the past as a boy. Anton's energy now was completely different. It was just as cocky and dominant, but instead of being spiteful and angry, his eyes were warm and curious. Lexi's eyes slipped involuntarily to watch how the thick muscles rippled under the dark skin of Anton's arms beneath his sleeveless shirt.
"I... um... no. I mean... I am dating someone right now, so..." stuttered Lexi, blushing lightly. She considered making a break for it, but Anton was between her and the door.
He began to move closer, laughing softly. "Sooo many freshmen girls come to college with boys back home, Lexi. It doesn't work out. The poor girls just feel so lonely without a man to hold. What about you, Lexi? Do you need a man?" Anton's eyes felt burning hot now. Lexi had felt their difference in size before during past bullying events, but this felt different. Anton's tall muscular bulk and forward body language didn't promise pain and violence this time, but something confusing and erotic and disgusting and fascinating that made Lexi's stomach flutter with butterflies. Luckily her cock had stayed snugly trapped in the waistband of the panties, but she could feel it throb with forbidden arousal as she backed away from Anton's advance.
Lexi suddenly ran out of room, hitting a wall behind her with a yelp. Anton leaned close, bracing himself with an arm above her head. Lexi looked upward with soft, upturned eyes into Anton's smoldering gaze. "I could be your man, Lexi. I could take care of you better than whoever you're dating right now. Drop that loser and be my girl."
It was way to intense. Too wrong. She hated Anton.
And she didn't like men.
He didn't like men.
He was a man, not a woman.
She had... He had gotten a little too deep in his role for a minute there. Alex shook his head, trying to clear it. Lexi was a disguise. A mask.
"Anton, it's m-me, Alex," he said quickly, dropping back into his regular speaking voice, which felt unnatural for a moment.
Anton laughed again. "I've known exactly who you were from the beginning, idiot. I would recognize that fat ass anywhere. I'm fucking with you." But even though he said that, his stance and energy didn't change. He gave the strong impression of refusing to treat Alex like a man. He was insisting on treating him like Lexi, the cute freshman girl he could toy with.
"You're here on the mission, right?" whispered Anton with a smirk, "Have you got the goods?"
"Y-yeah," said Alex, shifting his eyes to avoid Anton's intense stare.
"Show me," demanded Anton.
Alex gulped, still feeling his cock pressing tight and hot against the thin material of the women's underwear. "I... I can't Anton. The p-panties they're..."
Anton reached down and gripped Alex's chin with firm, rough fingers, forcing Alex to look him in the eye.
"Show. Me."
Alex realized the truth, blood rushing to his lovely face, staining it pink beneath his gorgeous makeup. Anton knew exactly where the panties were. He wanted to see them anyway. Anton's eyes were hard and deep and captivating. Alex couldn't say no.
He reached down with shaking fingers and gripped the sides of his skirt. Slowly he raised the hem of his skirt, revealing more and more of his creamy, soft thighs. He almost died of shame as his cock came into view, pulsing and drooling precum and alluringly half concealed by the black lace.
Anton's face broke into a cruel smirk, but his voice was gentle. "You made a great choice, Lexi. Those really suit you." Then, before Alex could react, he reached down and looped two fingers through the waistband of the panties, pulling them down.
"Wh-what are you...?" squeaked Alex in alarm, unconsciously returning to his "girl voice".
"Shhhh, relax," said Anton disarmingly, "You should be thanking me. You're giving these to a Birchwood Society brother. You've passed the test."
"Anton! P-please... don't!" protested Alex breathily, leaning on Anton's strong body for support as his knees grew weak. The feeling of the soft material sliding off his cock combined with Anton's fingers tracing down his hips and thighs was more intense than he thought possible. It left him a quivering mess, making his dick twitch in a way he hoped Anton didn't notice.
And then it was over. Anton twirled the lacy, moist scrap of fabric around a finger a shoved it into his back pocket with a smile. "Now you had better run home little girl," he said teasingly, "I know you wanted to wait for your bestie, but I think it's better if no sisters catch you looking like that." he pointed down to Alex's skirt, where his now naked erection was making a visible bump.
Red-faced with humiliation, Alex squeezed past the rudely unbudging Anton, grazing his cock accidentally against Anton's firm, muscular thigh. He almost ran out of the entryway, slamming the door behind him to cut off Anton's laughter.
The way home was a nightmare.
Alex swore he could feel every breeze as it swirled up around his naked cock. He had hoped that the cool air would force his erection to go down, but the humiliation of the forced exposure kept him stiff the whole way home.
He was forced to make his way home at a brisk walk, trying to hold his arms in front of him to hide his obvious erection without looking too unnatural. He attempted to run at one point, but the breeze and the pumping motion of his legs made his skirt, the only thing shielding the proof of his shameful cross-dressing from the world, fly up alarmingly high.
It seemed to take forever to get home. He took the long way, just to be safe: cutting through the campus was far too risky now.
He had almost made it to his apartment building when he was forced to pass by a middle-aged woman walking her dog. Alex tried to force his breath to be calm and hoped against hope that his cock would finally take the hint and soften. But his luck was bad. Just as he was passing the woman with a polite greeting, a stiff gust of wind blew his skirt straight up, flashing a full view of his naked cock to the shocked dog walker.
Alex panicked and ran, sprinting away, his skirt flapping high, as the dog walker turned to watch him go with shocked disgust.
When he finally reached the safety of his apartment, he couldn't take it anymore. As the door slammed behind him, his hand instantly dived beneath his skirt, gripping his cock desperately, and jerking frantically.
He moved to the bedroom, his hand busily jacking. He had to look again. He had to see Lexi. Finally, he stood in front of the mirror, feasting his eyes on the erotic display.
Lexi stood there, pink lips parted and panting, eyes shining with lust. Her hand worked powerfully beneath her skirt, flipping and flapping the material with its pumping motion.
Alex had never made sounds during sex. It just wasn't what men did. But now, sweet little moans puffed from between his lips as the masturbating hottie in the mirror rolled her hips in liquid motions, grinding herself into her own fist in the throes of her lust.
Alex's mind obsessively focused on the events of the day. Putting on the erotic panties, become a girl for a moment, being treated like a woman by the strong, confident man that he hated most in the world.
A powerful whining moan ripped from his throat as he splashed the inside of his skirt with spurt after spurt of hot sticky cum.
Afterward, he could only hold his softening cock and stare deep into the soft, blue, sexy eyes in the mirror as his arousal and energy drained away.
...
Sometime later, as Claire entered the apartment, she could hear the shower running in the other room.
With an inscrutable expression on her face, she began a quiet search. She found the skirt stuffed into the laundry machine, hidden under some other dirty clothes. It was inside out and damp, clearly just rinsed. She raised the girly piece of clothing to her nose and sniffed.
She grinned.
It was unmistakable, the bleachy smell of cum was soaked into the fabric. Lexi really hadn't done a very good job of cleaning up after herself. Claire sprayed some stain remover on the skirt before returning it to the wash, then moved to the bathroom.
Alex's silhouette, already curvier than a man's should be, was visible behind the shower curtain.
"Is that you, babe?" he called over the sound of the water, "I've been scrubbing forever, and I can't get this makeup all the way off."
Claire sighed. She had to be patient. Lexi was brand new to being a girl. She would learn soon enough the skills she would be using frequently. Like how to apply and remove her own makeup....
... and how to remove semen from the inside of women's clothing.
...
Alex stood once again in a line with the other freshmen hopefuls, a week after their first meeting. Only seven boys remained, including Alex. He assumed the other boys had failed, and hadn't bothered to show up.
Unlike last time Alex was feeling relaxed. He had already passed. The only thing that made him nervous was the prospect of seeing Anton again.
Things had gotten really out of hand the other day. Claire had finally gotten the whole story out of him with gentle questioning and had helped Alex make sense of his feelings. Probably the taboo act of infiltrating and stealing underwear had crossed his wires in a sense, making things feel erotic to him that wouldn't otherwise.
Alex knew that he wasn't attracted to men in general, and especially not to Anton Williams. He wasn't worried about that at all.
But he was a little worried that Anton had gotten the wrong idea from the incident.
The door to the Frat house burst open, letting loose a wild group of brothers just like last time, and again like the last week, they formed a crowd across from the waiting freshmen.
"Well," said the president, arms crossed and a note of grudging respect in his voice, "Somehow you six pulled it off! You are one step closer to..."
He suddenly caught sight of Alex and frowned. "What the fuck are you doing here?" he asked, disgruntled.
Alex felt a cold stab of apprehension in his gut. "I, uh, I passed the test, Mr. President." he said through numb lips.
"Jesus fucking Christ," said the president, rubbing his face with exasperation, "I told one of you idiots to get a hold of him." The crowd of upperclassmen began bickering and finger-pointing about whose responsibility that should have been. The president waved Alex closer impatiently, and called to the other six freshmen "Hold on a sec guys, I've gotta deal with this."
He pulled Alex aside and sighed heavily. "Look, someone should have told you before right now, so that's our bad, but you fucking failed the challenge man. You need to leave."
Alex's mouth flopped open in shock. "But... but... I gave panties to Anton, and he said that...."
The president rolled his eyes, "Yeah, and Williams let us know you passed, but then a sister from the LGs came to us and told us they saw you steal. They gave the exact time and an accurate description of the stolen panties. They didn't stop you at the scene, but we talked as a group in the Society and we all agreed: if they knew exactly where and when and exactly what you stole, they caught you. And if you're caught, you lose. So get the fuck out of here."
Alex thought of a million things to say. How it wasn't fair. How it wasn't possible anyone had seen him. But he could tell by looking at the president that the only thing his words would accomplish was making a fool of himself. Stiffly, his mind still reeling from shock, Alex turned and walked off into the night. He could hear the president starting up his congratulatory speech behind him again as he left.
He had almost reached the street when a deep voice behind him called out "Alex!"
Alex turned to see Anton looming out of the dark. "You might not believe me," said his nemesis calmly, "But I argued in your favor. I thought it was bullshit to disqualify you because of some after the fact witness."
"Whatever," said Alex. He didn't even know why Anton was bothering to tell him this. Did he expect gratitude?
"For what it's worth," said Anton with a cocky smile breaking across his face, "I thought you made a really cute girl. I don't care about seeing Alex ever again, but Lexi can hang with me anytime she wants."
Of course, that was why Anton had followed him, to get in a crude taunt about that awkward confusing encounter at the LG house. "Fuck You!" snarled Alex. Then he turned and broke into a sprint, desperate to hide the tears welling in his eyes from his bully.
On the way home, the tidal wave of sadness and anger and disappointment broke through his numb shock, and when he got home, he was sobbing too hard for over an hour to explain what had happened to his concerned girlfriend.
...
Faria rifled absent-mindedly through the pockets of Alex's jeans while throwing out questions.
"So this frat. You mentioned the first time that we met that it was important to you. Why?"
Alex leaned back, letting the straps binding him to the bed support his weight. He already looked exhausted. "It's simple. Everyone who joins the Birchwood Society ends up successful. Also, it would finally prove to my dad that I'm worth something. Besides, Claire has our futures all planned out, and step one of her plan for success is this fraternity."
"Hmmmm," said Faria thoughtfully, "Some interesting stuff there. Let's unpack that a little. Your father. You two don't get along?" She tossed aside Alex's keys with a jingle.
"It's been... a little tough," admitted Alex grudgingly, "My dad thinks that I'm not manly enough. He is really hard to impress."
"Noted," said Faria with a secret smile, "And about Claire. It sort of sounds like she is the brains of the operation. She makes all the plans for your particular power couple?" She finally fished out Alex's wallet.



"Well, yeah,' said Alex, "She's so good at it. I trust her plans way more than my own."
"And what about Anton?" asked Faria, leaning forward with interest, "I'm curious, could you ever forgive him? Be good friends with him? Maybe more than friends?" she added with a nasty smile.
"Hell no." said Alex coldly, "Anton Williams will never be anything other than my worst enemy."
"We'll see," said Faria.
*Programming mode. Calm. Serene. Receptive.*
A lot of what Alex told her this time was actually good impulses that she wanted to encourage... with her own twist of course.
*I would do absolutely anything to join the Birchwood Society*
"-Birchwood Society."
*Claire is smarter than me. I trust any plan that she comes up with above my own instincts.*
"-my own instincts."
*There is nothing in the world that makes me happier than pleasing my daddy.*
"-my daddy." Alex accepted these phrases wholly and unconditionally, blissfully unaware in his trance of how the concepts in them could be turned against him. One more command. This one would be harder for Alex to accept.
*Even though I am still intimidated by Anton Williams, I forgive him for what he has done to me in the past*
Alex's face twisted into a scowl, but he did repeat the phrase after a moment of hesitation. This should provide the wedge that Anton needed to worm his way into Alex's college life.
Faria snapped her fingers, and flipped open Alex's wallet, immeadiately finding what she was looking for. A condom, size small.
She held it up and grinned at her scowling captive. "Ready to have some fun, baby girl?"
...
Alex lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. He had skipped classes for the second day in a row. He just couldn't find the motivation to leave the bed.
It felt like his whole life was over. He and Claire had planned their entire future together starting with the Birchwood society as step one. And now step one was a failure. He had tripped at the starting gate. Better luck next life.
In the depths of his misery, it barely registered when Claire rushed in the door. It wasn't until she flopped down on the bed with a gleam in her eye that he realized that she was happy for the first time since he made it home that night. Not just happy. Excited. The way she looked when she had finally found a solution to something that had been bugging her.
"Babe," she said, barely containing her enthusiasm, "You won't believe what I just found. It's the answer to our prayers."
Alex raised an eyebrow. He couldn't imagine that she had found anything that would convince the arrogant president and his frat bro brothers to change their minds. They just didn't seem like the type of guys to ever backtrack or second-guess themselves.
But Claire was smarter than he was when it came to planning. The least he could do was hear her out. "I'm listening," he croaked.
Claire pulled a tiny leatherbound booklet from her purse. It was so old it was falling apart. She quickly flipped through the pages, looking for something specific.
Alex set up in the bed, his curiosity getting the better of him. "What is that?" he asked.
"It's the shared charter of the Birchwood Society and the Ladies of the Grove," said Claire distractedly. She flashed him a warm smile. "You're lucky I love you so much. This thing is seriously secret. I could get thrown out for smuggling out a copy. Ah, here we go." She pointed at a page. "It says here that the Birchwood Society and the Ladies of the Grove aren't two linked organizations. They are one organization. But males can only be members of the Birchwood Society and Females can only be members of the Ladies of the Grove." Claire wore a triumphant smile.
Alex cocked his head. "I don't get it," he admitted.
"One of the sisters told me about something that happened in the 80s which will make things clear," said Claire, giddy with excitement. "A lady named Linda Frampton made it all the way through the Birchwood initiation without anybody realizing that she was a woman. God knows how she did it, my understanding is there are a lot of nude activities in their hazing rituals. But anyway, she was inducted and lived as a brother for a few weeks before anyone realized."
"Ok...so what?" said Alex, still not sure where Claire was going with this.
"Well, do you know what they did when they found out?" asked Claire, her smile growing wider.
"Threw her out?"
"No! You would think so wouldn't you? But that's not what happened!" said Claire triumphantly. "She was allowed to join the LGs instead! Because, and this is the key part, she had already joined the organization, she was just in the wrong section for her gender! In other words, it doesn't matter which initiation you pass, once you're in, you're in! It's a huge loophole!" Claire waited for him to celebrate with her. Alex turned over what she was saying in his mind.
"So, your plan is for me to..." he said, grimacing as comprehension dawned.
"To join the Ladies of the Grove with me!" said Claire with delight, wrapping her arms around Alex.
Alex struggled from her grasp. "Wait. So let me get this straight. You want me to pretend to be a girl again. But this time, not just for a few hours, but for multiple meetings and social events over the course of weeks. Maybe even months. In front of dozens of women at first, and then probably in front of the Birchwood Society later, some of whom have met me before. That's your plan? Are you serious?"
Claire gave him a disappointed look, like she had been sure that he would be enthusiastic about the plan. "I'm serious babe. Of course I am. This is a great plan! And it's our only shot to get you into the Birchwood society. I think you are exaggerating how difficult this will be."
"I can rush a sorority, Claire. Have you lost your mind? I'm a dude!" said Alex, still not quite believing his smart, competent girlfriend thought this was a good idea.
"You fooled everyone you met the other day when I dressed you up," said Claire patiently, "including yourself if you'll recall. No one would possibly know that you aren't a girl. I know these girls. It would work. Trust me."
For some insane reason, the idea was darkly intriguing to Alex, even though it would never work. The other day it had felt fascinating and thrilling to masquerade as a girl, to be accepted as female by others, to try on the identity of a woman. Wouldn't joining a sorority be the ultimate extension of that? If he was successful, wouldn't that mean he was fully seen as a woman by some of the harshest judges of femininity on campus?
"And... and what, the frat boys are just going to welcome me with open arms once they realize that I snuck my way in through a loophole by crossdressing? I would be a laughingstock at best,' said Alex, his voice a bit less firm than it had been a moment ago.
Claire's face was firm. "They can laugh all they want. They can't break the charter though. If you passed the LGs initiation, and then revealed you were a man, you would be a brother of the Society by default. I'm sure they wouldn't be happy at first, but four years is a long time to hold a grudge, and some of the diehards would graduate over time. I still like your chances."
Alex dug the heels of his hands into his eyes. Was he seriously considering this? Claire seemed so sure... and wasn't it worth a try if the alternative was his life being ruined?
"I don't know..." he said, wavering, "Would I even be able to do the initiation challenges without giving myself away? I heard that they do some pretty crazy stuff in the LGs initiations. The second that I'm naked in front of anyone, the game is blown."
Claire scoffed. "Those are just stories boys with overly horny imaginations cook up to help each other jerk off. We haven't done anything in the meetings so far that I couldn't imagine you doing enthusiastically."
Alex sat glumly, caught in indecision. It still felt like a crazy plan... but Claire thought it sounded possible... He knew he could trust Claire, even above his own instincts.
Claire suddenly flashed him a mischievous grin and slithered down the bed. "I think I know a way I can convince you." she murmured smokily, tugging down Alex's sweatpants, "Why don't you just lay back, relax, and listen to my pitch, Tiger."
Alex was about to protest that he wasn't in the mood, but found to his surprise that that wasn't true. He did feel horny for some reason. He didn't resist as his girlfriend removed his pants and underwear completely leaving him nude from the waist down. She removed her own pants as well, treating Alex to a view of her cute tight butt in her pink cotton panties as she lay between his legs. Her hands reached out and began sensually rubbing and teasing his dick as her warm brown eyes made smoldering contact with his own.
"Tell me the truth, Alex," she said in a slightly hoarse voice that Alex knew meant she was horny, "The other day, at the sorority house... you were turned on, weren't you?"
Alex blushed, his humiliation amplifying the sensation of Claire's smooth hands on his cock. "N-no, we talked about that babe. I was just confused."
"Oh yes," said Claire with a sarcastic smile, "My poor little sexually confused boyfriend, flirting with cute boys and popping a confused little stiffy in his girly skirt." She snickered, one hand gliding up and down his dick while the other gently cupped his balls.
Alex felt a wave of shame. This kind of taunting was extreme even for Claire. What had gotten into her today?
"Awww, I'm sorry baby," said Claire, nuzzling his cock briefly with a warm cheek to show her contrition, "That was too mean. The reason why I brought it up is that it really turned me on too."
"I-it did?" said Alex stupidly, his brain reeling with this new information.
"Uh-huh," said Claire, biting her lip sexily, "A lot. When I saw that my handsome, cool boyfriend could also be a beautiful sweet girl, it was incredibly sexy."
Suddenly Claire raised up on her elbows, bringing her face closer to Alex's, her hand working the tip of his cock in short, tight strokes. "Can I tell you a naughty secret about your girlfriend, Tiger?" she whispered, her mouth quirked up at the edge in a secretive smile. Alex nodded wordlessly, his mouth dry.
"I've always wondered what it would be like to be with another woman. The idea that I could experiment like that with a girl and still be faithful to you... it gets me sooo wet." She pulled herself up even further, bringing her lips to Alex's ear, her hot little hands never leaving his cock. "What do you say, Lexi?" she whispered, "Do you want to be my lesbian fuckbuddy?"
Alex almost came right then and there, but Claire knew him too well: she immediately pulled her hands away, giggling at her boyfriend's desperation. She moved her hands down her body and wriggled out of her undies, dropping the still-warm panties onto her boyfriend's cock. She began her handjob again, frustratingly slowly, this time with her panties providing additional stimulation.
"So let's be more honest here, Alex," said Claire, slowly working her hand up and down, "Did it turn you on to put on women's clothes and makeup?"
"Yes," said Alex quietly.
"Did it turn you on to talk with other girls like you were one of them?" she continued, her hand picking up the pace a little.
"Yes," said Alex, a bit more confidently.
"Did it turn you on to feel lacy, girly panties around your cock?" asked his sweet, supportive girlfriend.
"Yeeeesssss," groaned Alex, bucking his hips up against Claire's pistoning hand.
"And did it turn you on to make all the boys you met horny with your cute face and sexy body?" asked Claire relentlessly.
"Yes! It did!" admitted Alex, his face burning with shame as his cock slipped and slid in the heavenly embrace of Claire's soft pink panties. He was so close again.
"Then say it. Say that you'll rush the Ladies of the Grove!"
"Claire, I don't know... I'm just not sure that..." Alex panted.
Claire's eyes blazed with unexpected fury. She suddenly gripped Alex's hairless little balls uncomfortably tight. "Listen here you little bitch," she snapped coldly, "I've heard enough whining. This is the plan. You're going to fucking do it. Understand?"
Alex stared down, white-faced at his girlfriend's uncharacteristic outburst. SHe had always followed his lead in bed before now, but her sudden shift towards taking charge was lighting a fire of arousal in Alex's belly. He had a sudden strong desire to give in to her confident demand. To submit. He nodded and meekly said "Yes."
"Yes what?"
Alex couldn't believe he was doing this He was almost certain he would regret it... "Yes, I will at least try to join the Ladies of the Grove."
Claire released his tender balls, her face broke into a sunny smile. "Good! And now, you get to cum."
Claire set to work, her hand working smoother and faster than it had before. In his worked-up state, it didn't take her long to bring Alex over the edge.
As he groaned and spurted a sticky load into his girlfriend's warm soft panties, she egged him on with words of encouragment:
"That's it Lexi, good girls cum when they're told. Cum for me now, Lexi. That's my good girl."
And Alex felt so good that he didn't even question the odd nature of the dirty talk.
It just felt natural in that moment for some reason.
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Lexi carefully traced around her eye for what felt like the hundredth time with the eyeliner, a makeup tutorial paused on the laptop in front of her.
She felt like she almost had it at this point. The line was smooth and even this time. Not too thick. Now just to add a delicate cat eye. This was the hard part...
The door opened with a rattle of keys, Claire calling out "Hey, babe! You miss me?"
Alex stared with frustration at the ruined attempt on the corner of his eye, then reached for the makeup wipes with a sigh. "Hi Claire," he said, trying his best not to be grumpy. "I just don't think that I can do this makeup thing."
His girlfriend gave him a hug around the shoulders and looked critically at his latest attempt. "No, I think you are getting really close, sweetie!" she said charitably. She set down the weight loss shake that she prepared for them both daily and began slurping hers down.
"I don't see why you can't just do the makeup for me," grumbled Alex. He took a long pull from his shake and made a face. He didn't think he would ever get used to the strange herbal taste.
Claire shook her head. "If you are going to convincingly be Lexi in front of other girls, you are going to have to know makeup babe. I can't just do it for you every time. It's something every girl struggles with at first. You're not alone."
Alex frowned. Claire had been playing a teasing game lately where she phrased everything as if Alex was a girl. He didn't like it very much, but knowing Claire, if he made too big a deal of it, she would temporarily stop, then tease him harder about it later. The only way to get her to stop was to pretend that it didn't bother him.
It didn't help that Claire had been insisting for the past week that Alex wear her pajamas when hanging out around the house. She swore that it was to "help him get into character" and that it would make him more natural when it came time to start his act.
His act. The very thought made his stomach turn backflips. He was almost out of time to prepare. Tomorrow night he would be meeting with the president of the Ladies of the Grove, the oldest and weirdest sorority on campus.
And he would be asking to join.
The idea was stupid on its face. Alex was a man. Sure, maybe he had delicate features, but he would have sworn a few weeks ago that no one would ever mistake him for the opposite sex.
Alex's eyes flicked involuntarily to the mirror above the laptop. Even with the makeup done by his inexpert hands, the effect was transformative. A blonde, blue-eyed beauty stared back at him, her expression nervous. Lexi. His brain matched the face to the name instantly, like she was an old friend or lover that he knew well. His brain still had trouble connecting that cute face to his own identity.
"This is going to be tough, babe. The sorority usually doesn't allow late entries in the pledging process. Are you ready?" asked Claire calmly, putting her hand on the young woman's shoulder.
In the mirror, the girl's glossy lips set themselves in a thin line of determination.
"Yes."
Alex had to join the Sorority. The rest of his life depended on it. By joining the Ladies of the Grove, he could use a loophole to join the Birchwood Society. And Brothers of the Birchwood Society were always successful in life, just like Alex's father and grandfather had been.
Claire ran her hands through Alex's golden hair. "Hmmmm. I think a wig will probably work one or two more times," she said thoughtfully, "but we have to look into getting you some extensions. Who knows who might be pulling your hair in the heat of the moment?"
"No," said Alex flatly. "I know we need to convince the sorority sisters, but I have no intention of looking like a girl all the time. I'm a man, and that's how I want everyone to see me in my everyday life."
Claire gave Alex, who was wearing a cute oversized PJ tee with a unicorn on the front and tiny pink sleep shorts with a brand name printed across the butt, a wry look. Lexi wasn't ready to show the world who she was yet, but Clair didn't think that her 'boyfriend' would be taking such a strong stance for that much longer. "Your hair, your call, he-man," she said with a smile.
...
"Hailey is..." said Claire thoughtfully, "a little intense."
Alex could scarcely believe that for the second time in as many weeks, he was walking through campus in women's clothing. At least it wasn't a skirt this time. The chilly fall evening had called for something a bit warmer, and Claire had grudgingly allowed Alex to wear a pair of tight women's jeans.
Even something as familiar as jeans felt strange and foreign on Alex's body when they were made for the opposite sex. The waistband rode low, and the cut caused the crotch and butt to cling tightly to his body in ways he was unused to. But it was what was underneath the jeans that really threw Alex off.
This time, Claire put her foot down about underwear. She refused to leave the house until Alex had put on the cutest, pinkest pair of panties she owned. Alex had tried to avoid even looking at women's underwear since that humiliating day at the sorority house, but now he could feel the soft friction of the feminine underwear pressed against his cock by the tight denim. He was forced to devote a large amount of willpower to avoiding getting a boner.
"But don't worry, she is super sweet as long as you know her weakness," continued Claire, looping her arm loosely through Alex's.
"And what's that?" asked Alex distractedly, his voice pitched slightly higher and softer than his male speaking voice. By this time, the feminine voice was becoming second nature to him: Clair had been insisting her practice around the house.
Alex was glad it was evening so it was harder for people to see him in detail, but he still had to stop himself from flinching every time they passed by a boy. Most of them took a moment to check out the two pretty girls strolling together, dopey grins lighting up their faces as their eyes roamed.
"She looooooves being in charge. The more you can make her feel like she is the boss of you, the more she will be willing to do you a favor," explained Claire. "So don't be afraid to reeeeally beg for it, sweetie."
They were already approaching the sorority house. The very memory of what had happened there the other day made Alex's blood pump faster. Tonight would be even more difficult. He would be scrutinized thoroughly by a critical eye.
At least Anton wouldn't be there this time.
Claire paused with her hand raised to knock. "Remember," she said, turning back with a faint smile on her lips, "Make her feel like she's in charge."
The last time Alex had been inside the house, it had been in the middle of the day on a weekday. The whole place had been silent and practically empty. Things were different now.
A large group of girls in skimpy pajamas were draped over the furniture in the common area, raptly watching a reality TV show that Alex didn't recognize. As he watched, a few girls groaned and the others cheered in response to something on the screen. The groaning girls poured themselves shots from a large plastic bottle on the table. Alex's eyes watched with fascination how the girls interacted. They were lying across each other's laps, absentmindedly playing with each other's hair, or rubbing each other's backs. It seemed so much closer than boys were with each other. Alex had to admit he was curious what it would be like...
One of the sorority sisters who had lost in the drinking game grabbed the vodka bottle around the neck and took a deep pull instead of a shot. She was an intensely beautiful woman with a sharp, clever-looking face, strawberry blonde hair up in a loose ponytail, and a petite curvy body showed off at the moment by her skimpy loungewear.
She slammed the bottle back on the table. "Fuck this stupid show! That's the last time I play a drinking game with Romance Paradise UK." At that moment, the woman turned and saw Claire and Alex.
Her expression didn't soften.
"Hailey!" simpered Claire, "So nice to see you! This is the new girl I was telling you about." Someone had paused the TV show, and Alex felt faint as the attention of the sorority sisters in the room flicked onto him and his female disguise.
"Right. The little princess who wants special treatment," said Hailey. Her cold hazel eyes slid from Claire to Alex. "What was your name again?"
"Lexi," said Alex in a voice that he tried to make confident.
"Uh-huh," said Hailey, clearly disinterested. "Well, stay here with the Ladies for a minute, Claire Bear. Me and your little friend need to have a chat."
Alex's started to panic. He had assumed that Claire would be there to help him while talking to the president. But now his girlfriend just gave him a quick hug and pushed him gently towards the unsympathetic leader of the sorority, who was already walking away down a hall.
Alex followed the retreating back of the confident older girl. His feet felt strange in the shoes that Claire had found for him: flats that left the tops of his feet exposed to the air, unlike any shoes he had ever worn. The tight jeans hugged his body strangely, causing unexpected friction with every movement. Without his familiar girlfriend by his side as an anchor, Alex felt a surge of unreality, as if he had stepped into wonderland.
Hailey turned into a side room, flicking on the lights to reveal a circle of fancy old-looking chairs pulled into a circle. Hailey moved directly to the most ornate chair and sat, leaning back and crossing her legs. The comfy-looking sleepwear she wore clashed with the formal styling of the room, but her attitude and pose did not. She looked regal even in her casual clothes: every inch the president of a powerful sorority.
She didn't invite Alex to sit.
Alex trailed after the president to stand nervously in the center of the circle. Hailey waited a moment before speaking, giving Alex a chance to squirm. Her eyes looked him over with cold calculation. Alex felt himself begin to sweat. If Hailey was going to notice that he wasn't the girl he was pretending to be, now would be the time...
"So," the seated woman said finally, "Why do you want to join the Ladies of the Grove?"
Alex cleared his throat. "I just think that you are the coolest girls on campus. I want to have sisters that are as awesome as you," he said gently in his best "girl voice."
"We are awesome, no doubt about that," said Hailey with a humorless smirk. Her eyes narrowed slightly. "On campus, they say that we are just whores for the Birchwood Society. A catalog of pretty sex dolls for the Brothers to play with."
Alex tried to stammer something, to say that he didn't believe it, but Hailey held up a hand. "It's a fucked up, rude way to put it," said the stunning blond lightly, "but they aren't one hundred percent wrong."
"The charter says that one of the Ladies' most important jobs is to support and entertain the Brothers. And frankly, hot, nasty fucking is what the Brothers tend to find most entertaining and supportive. So what do you think, Lexi?" asked Hailey, her eyes mocking, "Do you think you could 'entertain' the Brothers with that hot little body?"
Alex's first instinct was to angrily say 'of course not', but he remembered what Claire had said about Hailey. She liked to feel in control. The way to get through this conversation was to be as meek and agreeable as possible. "Y-yes." he managed to squeak out, his cheeks blushing pink. The thought of being hit on (or worse) by the members of the same frat he was trying to join was humiliating and taboo in the worst possible way.
Why did Hailey's phrase about entertaining the frat Brothers with his body make him think about Anton removing his panties the other day?
"Then why weren't you there at the first meeting?" asked Hailey in a hard voice. She crossed her arms: forbidding, angry, and gorgeous. Alex gulped.
"Well, I-I was sick, so I started school a little later than..." began Alex, parroting the story that he and Claire had come up with.
Hailey shook a finger and cut him off. "Claire told me all of that. The only reason I agreed to take this meeting at all is because Claire Bear is cool. But we don't accept sick notes. We don't take late entries. And we don't make exceptions. The answer is no."
Alex's mind spun. It was just like when he had been denied entrance to the Birchwood Society: he could feel his future slipping from his grasp. This cold, mean bitch held his life in her hands and was crushing it just for kicks. His first instinct was to get angry. He wanted to shout. To make demands. To make this fucking stuck-up bitch understand that her rules were unreasonable.
... But that was wrong, wasn't it? That was how Alex had always handled things: trying to be dominant and loud. Swinging his dick around, so to speak. But that wouldn't work here. Claire had told him how to succeed. Lexi was supposed to be a timid freshman girl begging the powerful president for a favor. The only way for Alex to get out of this situation was to really put himself in the mind of a fearful, submissive girl. He concentrated on the feeling of the feathery blond hair around his ears, the tight jeans and panties hugging his hips and crotch... becoming Lexi. How would a particularly submissive girl handle this flat rejection...
Lexi's legs trembled as she got down on her knees. Hailey's eyes didn't soften, but a light of curiosity shone in them. Lexi had finally managed to capture the interest of the sorority's leader. Lexi slowly bent further, pressing her face to the floor under the president's gaze.
"Please Ma'am," said Lexi pitifully, "I'm begging you, please let me join the Ladies of the Grove." Unexpectedly, Lexi felt her cock stirring in the tight denim surrounding it, pressing hard against its prison. She didn't understand. True, Hailey was a beautiful woman, but it felt like the humiliation of her own submission was what was really turning her on.
"Wooooow, I didn't know you were that desperate!" said Hailey, her voice dripping with scornful amusement. "I know what it is," she said confidently.
Lexi looked up, past the pink flip-flop dangling from Hailey's foot, past her toned, crossed legs, up into her cruel face, eyes sparkling with malice. "You want to fuck one of the Brothers, don't you? You think becoming one of us will get you into his pants."
Without meaning to, Lexi thought about Anton leaning over her, focused and smoldering. How he had dominantly controlled her, both in conversation and physically.
That was stupid. Alex definitely hated Anton Williams. But if Lexi was a submissive girl, isn't a muscular confident jerk like him the kind of girl Lexi would like?
"Yes."
Lexi heard herself say it in a gentle whisper, flowing out through her lips without thought. Why the hell not? It was a good cover story. She could run with it even if it wasn't true.
"Weellll, I guess I get it then," said Hailey grudgingly, "but I still don't think I'll let you in. You think you're the first pledge to beg me? I've had some girls kiss my feet."
She swung her foot meaningfully, letting her pink flip-flop dangle from her toes. Lexi looked up into Hailey's eyes, and read the truth there. There might be an unofficial rule against admitting lesbians to the sorority, but the woman at the very top got off on the power she held over the girls beneath her.
Lexi reached forward and gently removed the flip-flop, revealing a slim pink foot. Then, her belly roiling with disgust and strange arousal, she leaned forward and gently pressed her glossy lips to the top of Hailey's foot.
Lexi had never been turned on by feet. She had laughed with her friends over the freaks who thought that this kind of thing was sexy. But here, in this moment, being dominantly ordered around by this cruel, beautiful woman, she could feel her trapped cock leaking precum into her borrowed panties as she planted soft kisses over the foot of her tormentor.
"Hmmmm," purred Hailey, "I can see you're really dedicated. I do want more sisters in the LGs who are willing to obey their president. But you know, some girls make a big show when they pledge, saying that I'm the boss. Then they become little rebels the moment they get in. That's not you, right Lexi?"
"No Ma'am," said Lexi softly, turning her eyes upward to Hailey while continuing to softly kiss all over her feet.
"Well, then you'll forgive me if I get a little insurance," said Hailey, pulling out her phone. The bright light blinded Lexi momentarily as Hailey turned it on to record. Lexi hesitated. It was one thing to humiliatingly submit herself to the sorority president in private, but a permanent record of it seemed extremely dangerous. Lexi could feel her cock throb with the beat of her heart. Slowly, she began her foot worship again.
"What were you saying again Lexi?" said Hailey cheerfully, playing it up for the camera. "About what you're going to do once you're in the LGs?"
"I'm going to do whatever you say, Hailey," said Lexi. She was losing herself in the erotic humiliation of this submission. Without being asked, she extended her tongue and ran it up the bottom of Hailey's foot, making the dominant older woman giggle at the ticklish feeling. "I'm going to be a good little girl for you."
"My good little girl, huh?" said Hailey, her voice becoming a little smokey. "Show me. Show me how far you would go to make me happy." The bright light of the camera made it impossible for Lexi to forget she was being recorded. She was deep in a submissive mindset now, and she knew instinctively what she could do to make her devotion clear.
Lexi raised herself up a little, slipping Hailey's big toe between her glossy lips, wriggling her tongue around the digit as Hailey flexed it in satisfaction. Lexi could feel her cock straining hard against the tight denim and prayed that it wouldn't be visible in the video Hailey was taking. Lexi wanted nothing more than to give her cock some stimulation, to cum from the dirty wrongness of this situation, but she had to control herself. This just wasn't the time.
Hailey let Lexi's toe-sucking go on for a long silent minute, recording the whole time, before pushing her back. She had the footage she needed.
Lexi shook herself a little. Himself. Alex blinked, feeling like he was coming out of a haze. Once again he had lost himself in the role of Lexi. Hopefully this time it had helped him get what he needed.
"You know," mused the sorority president with a smirk, "I could just release this. It would be a pretty good warning to other little girls that they shouldn't presume too much, like asking for special exceptions." Alex gulped and stayed silent. Hailey didn't even realize exactly how damaging the footage could be... If one of his friends recognized his face, Alex's life would be over.
"But it could be useful to have a sister willing to degrade herself that much for me," said Hailey grudgingly. Alex felt a spark of hope. "Just remember that I have this footage if you ever are thinking about crossing me! That being said... I'm going to allow you to join the other pledges in the next challenge." Alex had to stop himself from giving a very unladylike fist pump.



"But!" said Hailey, holding up a warning finger, "There are no free rides! The other pledges have been spending the past two weeks getting closer to a Brother of the Birchwood Society. It's an important part of the process: for the second challenge, every pledge needs a sponsor from the Society. I'm not excusing you from that; after all, it isn't even possible to do the second challenge without a sponsor. The second challenge starts this weekend, so you'd better find a guy willing to help out before then. Just like the other girls, to show that he has agreed, you need to prove that he bought you an expensive gift. A selfie with the two of you and the shopping bag usually works." Alex nodded, but winced internally. He had hoped that he would have more time to get used to his false identity before interacting with men.
"Also, the other pledges won't like it that i let you in late," said Hailey decisively, "So I'm going to give you an extra hard time during the second challenge. Hopefully, it will make the other girls pity you a little, and will make it clear I'm not playing favorites."
Hailey rose and moved toward the door, calling over her shoulder as Alex struggled to his feet, trying to hide his fading erection, "See you Saturday, Lexi. Bring proof you have a sponsor, and get ready for a hard time."
Alex gritted his teeth. He could do this. Any price was worth it if he could join The Society.
...
Alex pushed forward, pinning his girlfriend against the wall of the small shower with his body, relishing the feel of the slippery friction between their hot wet skin. His tongue danced with hers, his passion frantic. Something about his forced submission at the sorority house had started a fire inside him, and his naughty girlfriend was throwing gasoline on the flames. Her hands tangled in his golden hair as her soft lips welcomed his kiss.
Claire broke away and stared at him, eyes twinkling with mischief. "So what's the plan, Tiger? You're going to ask Anton to sponsor you, right?"
Alex blushed, hoping that the heat of the shower would hide it. His mind flashed to the image of Anton, his muscles rippling under his dark skin. The last person that he wanted to think about while having sex with his girlfriend was Anton. For some reason, his old bully just stirred up too many strange, unfamiliar emotions in him. "Can we not talk about it right now, babe?" he murmured with embarrassment, kissing softly at Clair's neck as the hot water cascaded down their bodies. He had assumed thinking about his high school bully might turn him off, but humiliatingly, his erection was throbbing harder than ever.
"Sorry, baby, I'm just too curious," said Claire teasingly, tracing a finger slowly down Alex's pale chest, "I want to talk about it now. So, when are you going to meet with Anton? Tomorrow?"
Alex groaned in frustration and lust, raising a hand to cup and squeeze one of Claire's perky breasts. He knew Claire was insisting on this subject because she could see that it was making him uncomfortable. She just loved to tease him. Normally he found it cute. "I don't know Claire, I think maybe it's better if I try to convince some other guy. It's just... with Anton, I..."
In his mind, Anton was kneeling in front of him, stripping off his sheer black panties with a confident smirk on his face.
Suddenly Claire shifted her weight, kissing Alex hard and using the momentum to reverse their positions: now it was Alex who was being pinned against the wall by his girlfriend. She stared deep into his eyes, her eyelashes decorated with jewel-like beads of water, her gaze crackling with erotic energy. Her nipples were as hard as stone against his chest despite the wet heat of the shower. "Anton is the only one who knows you have a cock, honey. He could help keep it under wraps, " she said with a teasing grin. "What would happen if a random Brother got frisky and discovered your little secret? Also, Anton seemed pretty sympathetic when the frat president threw you out. I bet he would help you."
"I don't know babe... I just don't know if we can trust Anton," said Alex hesitantly. His mind flashed to the first night of frat hazing. Anton circling his naked body, eyes mocking, but curious. Feeling his cock stir unexpectedly at his bully's gaze...
Claire grabbed Alex's hand and guided it to her silky-smooth pussy.
"Is this what you want, Tiger? You want to take your girlfriend right here in the shower?" she whispered huskily.
Alex wordlessly nodded, and Claire moved in for another hard, passionate kiss, grinding the soft wetness between her legs into his fingers. Claire had never been this... assertive in bed during high school. It felt strange to have her set the pace, but Alex had to admit it was pretty hot.
As Claire pulled away again, she had a naughty, curving smile on her lips. "Wellll, I normally only let big strong men fuck me... And right now I just see a scared little girl."
"I... I'm not scared of Anton, Claire," said Alex sourly. It was only half true. Alex wasn't scared of Anton beating him up anymore. He was scared of what Anton might try if he was in the same room as "Lexi" again.
"Then prove it. Be the confident boyfriend I chose. Tell me you're going to meet with Anton tomorrow." Her hand snaked down and coiled around his cock, twisting up and down its short slippery length, "Take the risk, and you can claim your reward."
"I'll go talk with Anton!" gasped Alex, toes curling at the expert movements of Claire's hand.
"When?" demanded Claire sharply,
"Tomorrow!" groaned Alex.
And then Claire was giving way. Her sharp, demanding persona was dropped. She let Alex take the reins again. He spun his girlfriend around and applied gentle pressure to her shoulders. She bent over in front of him, spreading her legs slightly, eagerly granting him access to his sweet reward.
...
Anton Williams sat alone at the dining hall table, scrolling through his phone while shoveling scrambled eggs into his mouth. Waiting to meet with Alex just like he had agreed to by text.
Alex hesitated. He could just go back to the apartment and tell Claire that Anton had refused. Claire was right that trying to get sponsored by another guy would be risky, but Alex couldn't shake the feeling that depending on someone as cocky and domineering as Anton would have risks of its own.
Alex took a deep breath and squared his shoulders. This sorority plan was his last desperate shot at joining The Birchwood Society, and Anton would work better than any other sponsor. He had to trust Claire's plan. Alex sat across from Anton, placing his tray in front of him. Just dry toast today. He was too nervous to eat a real breakfast.
"Hey!" said Anton, looking pleased, "Alex! Good to see you. I wasn't sure you would make it. Now let's get right to it, what's this favor you wanted to ask me?"
Anton's direct stare made Alex's heart beat a little faster. His mouth felt dry. He was about to admit his humiliating plan to pose as a woman to his high-school bully. The idea suddenly seemed insane to him.
But he was too committed now to give up.
"So, you know how the Birchwood Society rejected my application?" he began.
"Uh-huh," said Anton, his eyes warm and curious.
"Well, me and Claire found this loophole. All I have to do is..." continued Alex, visibly cringing from what he was about to say.
"All you have to do is become a girl," said Anton with an amused smirk.
"Pretend to be a girl," Alex corrected him numbly. "But how did you...?"
Anton laughed. "Don't look so shocked! Claire got in touch with me last night, explained the whole thing to me. It sounds brilliant! I think it suits your skillset perfectly. Your girlfriend was always a smart cookie bro, you're lucky to have her on your side."
Alex felt numb. Claire had contacted Anton behind his back? And told his cruel bully his embarrassing secret? It didn't make sense.
Anton leaned forward. "Don't look so hurt, little guy. Claire said that she thought it might be hard for you to explain it to me, so she gave me the details ahead of time. I don't know why you're so embarrassed anyway. Lexi was fucking hot the other day. If you're able to look like that, I don't know why you wouldn't try this plan."
Alex felt like he was struggling to keep up. Claire's casual spilling of his secrets, Anton's condescending compliments, and the fact that he still needed to ask this jerk a favor combined to put Alex off balance and confused.
"A-anyway," said Alex, doing his best to roll with the punches, "In order to join... that organization, I need someone from the Birchwood Society to sponsor me. I thought, since you already knew the plan, maybe you could..."
"No," said Anton flatly, leaning back in his chair and crossing his muscular arms with a look of smug satisfaction on his face.
Alex paused, his heart sinking. Somehow he had thought Anton would go along with the plan enthusiastically. That's what Claire had said at least, and she was rarely mistaken.
"I mean, you don't have to buy me a gift," protested Alex, "I can just buy it and you can pose with me."
Anton shook his head. "It's not about the money, dumbass. You really think that the gift is the beginning and end of being a sponsor? Some of the older guys told me about it. It's a lot more than that. I mean, they told you that you needed a sponsor for their second challenge, right?"
"But... I mean..." said Alex stupidly, feeling his one last chance slipping away from him.
"So no," said Anton decisively, "I'm not going to sponsor Alexander Fox as a member of the Ladies of the Grove."
Alex wilted. All of his dress-up sessions and makeup practice, his humiliating submission to the sorority president. All of it was for nothing.
Anton leaned forward, raising his eyebrows. "I would sponsor Lexi though."
Alex stared into Anton's deep brown eyes: confident, assertive, demanding. He licked his lips.
"If a cute girl like Lexi asked me to buy her something nice... maybe give her a hand with joining the LGs, well... how could I say no?"
Anton's lips curved up into a cocky smile. Alex felt hypnotized by his bully's gaze. "Wh-what do you want me to do Anton?" he whispered softly.
"I want to hear Lexi ask me to sponsor her," said Anton in a firm, warm voice. "I'm tired of listening to Alex."
Alex wasn't sure what Anton was talking about. Lexi was an entire costume: makeup, clothes... underwear. Alex couldn't just flip a switch and become a girl while wearing men's clothing out in public. Could he?
Staring into Anton's eyes, he thought maybe he could... but the idea was mortifyingly embarrassing.
"R-Right here?" asked Lexi timidly, "In front of all these people?"
"Ask me, Lexi." Anton reached his large hand across the table and placed it over Lexi's. Lexi was mesmerized by the contrast. Anton's big muscular hand made her slim fingers look all the more feminine and delicate. His warm touch was electrifying. Lexi felt her cock stir in her jeans.
"Please Anton," asked Lexi in her soft girl voice, eyes darting around, terrified that someone would hear her. "Be my sponsor. Help me join the Ladies. It's super important to me."
"Hmmm.... you got it, babygirl," said Anton with a smirk, "But I'm not interested in buying some random expensive thing and posing for a quick photo." He traced a rough thumb over the soft skin on the back of Lexi's hand, making a shiver run up her spine. Lexi's cock was now hard and throbbing, inexplicably responding to this asshole's teasing skin-to-skin contact. "I want you to get dolled up in your cutest clothes. I'm taking you to the mall tonight and picking you out something nice."
Alex internally recoiled. Leaving the house with Claire when dressed as a woman was one thing, but being alone with Anton all evening was something else entirely. He couldn't stop thinking about the last time he was alone with Anton as Lexi. His blood pounded in his ears. But it sounded like this was the only way to get what he wanted... And Lexi was the type of girl who responded to this type of confident flirting.
"Ok, Anton. We can go," said Lexi nervously, almost instantly regretting her decision.
Anton chuckled, rising from his seat. He loomed over Lexi's petite figure, impossibly masculine and rugged. Lexi's eyes widened as she saw that Anton had become just as aroused as her. The basketball player was totally unselfconscious about the solid, thick bulge snaking down one leg. It was huge. At least twice the size of Lexi's pitiful girlish cock. A massive symbol of male power. Lexi couldn't break her eyes away from it, even as Anton said: "Perfect! It's a date!"
...
"It's not a date," Alex told the girl staring at him from the mirror. "It's just a meetup so that we can take a fake photo."
The blonde hottie's luminous blue eyes were filled with disbelief.
Alex had really pulled out the stops with his makeup skills, and he was proud to say that he thought he finally had the hang of it. The soft feminine beauty of the face in the mirror would have made him sit up and take notice just a few weeks before.
Back when he didn't realize that this beauty could belong to him.
Alex had made up an excuse when texting Claire. He just said he had worked something out with Anton, but would be busy working with a study group for economics the rest of the day.
He felt strongly that he shouldn't tell Claire about his d... about his meetup with Anton tonight. He was still a little shocked by the revelation that Claire had been texting Anton behind his back, even if it was just to spare him embarrassment like Anton claimed.
He definitely wasn't hiding it from Claire because he was guilty. It wasn't a date, so he had nothing to feel guilty about.
Alex got up from his chair and surveyed the outfit options laid out on the bed. Oh gosh, his choices were so limited! Since he didn't have Claire's help tonight, he would have to pick from whatever clothes she had happened to leave in his apartment.
He had to admit that picking out outfits was a lot more fun when you were a girl. The whole process really got him into the female mindset...
Lexi's eyes glazed over slightly as she picked up pieces and held them to her body in front of the mirror. She was so nervous! She knew that Anton thought she was hot, but what kind of style did he like? What would Anton be wearing?
Lexi held up a top and skirt, making a face at the look. It wasn't good enough.
She wanted to look her absolute best for her date.
...
(Months ago, in an empty college dorm room...)
Faria played with the condom wrapper in her hands, crinkling the foil and running a finger around the circle inside
"You've been talking a big game, Mr. Fox." said Faria with a mocking twist to her lips. "But you know... there's an easy way to tell when a boy finds an idea intriguing." She lifted a slim finger and lightly pressed it to the tip of Alex's stiff, dripping cock. "And when I talk about turning you into a girly little slut, your dick is very verrrry intrigued."
"It's just nerves," said Alex defiantly, straining against the cords binding him to the stripped dorm bed, "I'm not turned on by sick shit like this!"
"Oh no?" said Faria with mock surprise. "I must be mistaken then. So for instance..." she ripped open the size small condom packet,
"... if I were to put this on you..." With agonizing slowness, Faria rolled the condom down Alex's little cock.
"... and I were to give you a little stimulation..." Faria took a thumb and forefinger and began rubbing up and down the slippery length of the condom, humiliatingly emphasizing the small size of Alex's cock by refusing to use her whole palm.
Faria put her knee on the bed to bring her face close to Alex. He could feel her silky hair draping on his naked chest, smell her complex, fruity perfume. Her hot breath tickled in his ear. "... and if I told you all about what is going to happen to you... how you are going to be your bully's obedient feminine fuck toy... you definitely won't cum, right?"
"St-stop!" whimpered Alex as Faria's fingers continued their work.
"You're going to serve him," Faria hissed in his ear. "You're going to worship him with this hot little mouth, with your delicate hands. For his cock..." Her other hands fluttered beneath his balls, tracing a feather's touch for just a moment between his cheeks. "This asshole will be a pussy." Alex grunted, defenseless against the pressure of Faria's finger and thumb. His hips strained and bucked in their bindings, and the tip of the condom swelled with a load that was unusually large and thick for Alex.
With a deep, nasty chuckle, Faria stripped the filled condom from Alex's slimy cock, lifting it to dangle heavily in front of Alex's shame-reddened face.
"You're a naughty girl, Lexi," her mouth curved up into a triumphant grin, and her eyes sparkled with cruel amusement.
Alex glared up with mixed shame and rage. So Anton had told the hypnotist about his humiliating high school nickname. What else had he told her?
Faria began swinging the filth-filled condom in front of his eyes as if she were one of those stereotypical hypnotists with a watch.
"You know what this load tells me, Alex?" said Faria cheerfully as the condom swung, "It tells me that somewhere deep inside the pompous man in front of me is a kinky girl just begging for release. Let's help her claw her way to the surface, shall we?" The warm, foul condom was perilously close to Alex's face. The pungent smell of his own cum assaulted his nostrils.
"You've considered what it would be like to be a girl in the past of course," said Faria casually. She held the end of the condom loosely between two fingers... if she dropped it, it would come splatting down onto Alex's face.
"No I haven't," said Alex sullenly, his eyes nervously following the swinging condom.
"Yes, you have. Even boys who don't secretly want to be feminized do this particular thought experiment sometimes. Here, I'll prove it: you're still under the command to answer my questions truthfully after all. Have you ever thought about what it would be like to be a girl?"
Alex gritted his teeth, trying his hardest to avoid answering. Finally, the effort of resisting was too much. "Yes," he croaked.
After Alex's show of bravado, Faria wasn't feeling merciful. "Have you thought about it a lot?" she asked with a mocking edge in her voice.
"Yes!" spat Alex, his eyes blazing with hate.
Faria finally withdrew the hanging condom, tying it loosely and depositing it on the bedside table for later use. "Now we are getting somewhere! What do you envy about the female experience? What do you imagine when you think about being a girl?"
Alex, so relieved that the used condom was no longer in his face, let his guard down a little and allowed the answer to pass his lips without a fight. "Sometimes I feel like there are such massive expectations put on me. My dad expects me to carry on my family legacy. Claire always has my back, but I'm still the one who is expected to carry out the life plan and make both of us succeed. Nobody ever checks in to see if I'm ok. Even Claire doesn't take time to make me feel special very often. It just seems like girls get pampered and taken care of. I know it probably gets old after a while to be taken care of and condescended to, but I just feel like it would be nice to give up my responsibilities for a second and have a strong capable person handle things for me."
Faria was a little stunned. Normally with cases like Alex, the answer to this particular question was "fancy nails" or "long beautiful hair". Alex had clearly put a lot of thought into this.
Faria broke into a big sunny smile. "Darling, that wish is absolutely something we can take care of!" she said excitedly.
*Programming Mode. Silent. Calm. Peaceful. The next words that I speak will be your new thoughts, replacing your old beliefs as if they never existed*



Alex fell limp, held in place by his bonds. His wilted cock still drooled onto his pale tender belly.
*If I was a woman, I would live a happier life*
"-a happier life." repeated Alex.
*I deserve to be pampered and taken care of by the people that love me*
"-that love me."
*What I want in a romantic partner is someone who will take charge and make decisions for me. I don't want to wear the pants in my relationship.*
"- relationship."
There. Alex hadn't resisted any of those particularly hard. He would probably welcome it if Claire took the reins a bit more, even without hypnotic conditioning.
Faria snapped her fingers, bringing Alex out of his trance. The next topic would be the most difficult, but was absolutely essential to the success of their overall plan. If Faria wasn't able to carefully navigate this topic and subtly influence Alex, the goal of turning him into a submissive woman for Anton would be impossible.
Faria took a deep breath and asked her next question in a deadly serious tone.
"Alex, are you attracted to men?"
...
Alex spent the ride-share to the mall nervously adjusting the cute skirt he had picked out, and using his phone camera to check his makeup. He told himself that it was because the crowds at the mall might notice he was a man, but his mind kept wandering back to what Anton would think when he saw what Alex looked like tonight.
Because Alex didn't want to pat himself on the back too much, but he looked fucking hot. Noticing that he had a slight flaw in his lipgloss, he carefully reapplied, making a kissy face to himself in the camera.
When he looked up, the ride-share driver was watching him in the rearview, quickly looking away when he was caught. Alex smiled wickedly, feeling the thrill of being an object of desire. It was something he had rarely felt as a man, not having the rugged muscular body type that society prized. The feeling was intoxicating, and Alex was slowly forgetting how insulted he used to feel when being checked out by men.
The ride was over before he knew it, and now the reality of the situation came crashing down on him. He was about to wear his disguise in public. He had done it before, but never in front of this many people.
"Um," said the driver nervously, holding out a folded piece of paper, "I thought maybe I could give my number? Maybe we could hang out sometime?"
Alex laughed, a feminine giggle feeling perfectly natural as it bubbled up out of his throat. He ignored the extended hand, stepping out of the car and walking with renewed confidence towards the mall entrance. It served as a great ego boost. Alex knew he looked amazing. He decided that tonight would be fun. If Alex could get Anton all hot and bothered without feeling anything himself, then Anton was the gay one, not him.
Alex's confidence that he would be the one in the driver's seat tonight faded a little when he saw Anton.
The tall muscular sports star hadn't noticed Alex yet. He was standing near the entrance of the mall, staring down at his phone, leaning with cool, confident ease against a concrete pylon.
He looks good. The thought flashed through Alex's head before he could censor it. Anton was wearing a slightly scuffed leather jacket, expensive-looking but clearly well-used. Beneath it, he wore a slim-fitting Henley shirt that showcased his body. He wore the buttons loose, showing the top of his muscled chest, complete with tufts of chest hair. Dark jeans and Chukka boots rounded out the tasteful outfit.
So much for Alex blowing Anton out of the water in the looks department. Alex wasn't sure that he could look like that if he tried: Confidently masculine and fashionable at the same time.
Alex took a deep breath, trying to kill the butterflies rampaging through his stomach. It's not a date, Alex. It doesn't matter how hot Anton looks.
Alex briefly considered running away, but it was too late, Anton had looked up and noticed him, a cocky grin spreading across his face.
"I was worried you might stand me up," he said teasingly. "Ready to have a good time, babygirl?"
"I just want to buy something and get this over with, Anton," said Alex cooly in his high, soft girl voice. "I have better things to do than hang out with you all night."
Anton laughed and put up his hands in a gesture of surrender. "Mercy! Mercy! No need to be like that. Let's get dinner first at least."
Despite himself, Alex relaxed enough to give Anton an exasperated smile. Anton could be charming when he wanted to be. Funny how Anton only cared to be charming to Alex since he had started dressing like a girl. "What is it that you want exactly Anton? Why do you even want to eat dinner with a... with someone like me?" he asked wryly.
"Maybe I just want the company of a beautiful woman," said Anton without a trace of humor, his eyes warm as they looked at Alex, "Maybe I want to show off the kind of hottie that will agree to go on a date with me."
Alex rolled his eyes behind his long, mascara-enhanced lashes, but internally, he felt the compliment hit home. As a man, he so rarely received this kind of sweet attention, even from Claire. He felt blood pumping into his cock. But he wasn't worried tonight. He had planned ahead. Alex had bought some flesh-colored medical tape from the drugstore and carefully taped his cock to his leg. No more potentially disastrous boners for this pretend lady, thank you very much.
"Fine," said Alex breezily, walking past Anton with a flip of his hair, heading towards the entrance doors, "If you want to spend money on me that badly, I could use a free meal. I hope the most expensive thing on the menu is good."
Anton chuckled as he roused himself from the pylon and followed behind. "Careful Lexi, most guys expect a woman to put out when she acts like that on a date."
"Gross," muttered Alex with a disgusted sneer, "don't even fucking joke about that."
...
The mall had an attached Italian restaurant. Hardly anything special or romantic, but certainly a step up from the usual chain restaurants.
As the waiter walked them to their table, Anton moved ahead and pulled out a chair for Alex. Alex gave his bully a sarcastic "Thank you" but he had to admit that the gesture was intriguing. It was sort of nice to be treated like he was special.
"So tell me a little more about you, Lexi," said Anton, leaning across the table avidly, "What major are you going into?" Alex felt a little flustered. He had expected either viscous bullying or mocking sexual advances tonight, not this sort of casual first-date conversation.
"Well, my plan is to get a business degree," said Alex honestly. "My dad has a lot of connections in the business world, and that would set me up best for my future career."
"Ahhhh!" said Anton, raising his eyebrows, "I like a girl who's good with money. Couldn't be me. When I get money I spend it like that." He snapped his fingers crisply, a big self-deprecating smile on his face. "I'm still suffering from a huge purchase I made this past winter. I've been practically broke since then."
Despite himself, Alex found himself warming to the conversation. "Well, what did you buy that was sooo important?" he asked teasingly.
Anton laughed as though Alex had made an extremely funny joke. "I commissioned a piece of art actually," he said, wiping a tear from his eye, "It's not quite finished yet, but it's already looking really good."
Alex laughed along with him. It was a pretty silly thing to waste money on in college. Who did Anton think he was, a Renaissance nobleman?
They turned to other subjects: Anton's major (communication, mainly because he thought it would be easiest), their hobbies (both played video games, though for Anton it was mainly sports games and for Alex, it was mainly shooters), and classes they had hated and loved so far this year. All of it carefully avoided mentioning their past relationship of bully and victim, and tactfully stepped around the fact that Alex was normally a man. It really was as if they were on a first date.
Would it be so bad to relax and play along? It was clear at this point that Anton wasn't trying to set Alex up to reveal his humiliating secret. Maybe for just one evening, Alex could get lost in the fantasy and feel what it was like to be a cute girl on a first date with a handsome guy. Maybe Alex could be Lexi... just for tonight...
The restaurant must have been busy, because it felt like they had talked forever before the waiter finally appeared to take their order.
"Anything to drink?" asked the waiter with a patient smile.
Lexi was about to tell him that water was fine when Anton spoke up.
"A Whiskey soda for me," said Anton confidently, "And an Appletini for her. Thanks, man."
"Right away, sir," said the waiter, jotting it down, "I'll be right back with those and to take your food order."
"What are you doing?" hissed Lexi, her eyes narrowed, "We're not 21, Anton! We could get in big trouble."
"We could if you make a big scene over it, babe," said Anton with a grin and a wink, "They know me here. They'll 'forget' to card us and no one will ever know. Relax, Lexi. Let Daddy take care of you."
"Pfft," scoffed Lexi, "Listen to you. Calling yourself Daddy. That's so lame!" But despite herself, she giggled. It did seem like Anton had everything under control. Tonight seemed like it was a night that she could relax and let Anton take the reins.
The waiter swiftly returned with their drinks. It still made Lexi a little nervous to be openly ordering alcohol in a restaurant, but she took her cues from Anton, who seemed completely confident. Suddenly, Lexi realized that she hadn't even read the menu yet, and hurriedly opened it to make a choice
"I'll have the Linguine alle Vongole, and she'll have the Spaghetti and Meatballs," said Anton decisively, closing his menu with a snap. He deftly plucked Lexi's menu out of her hands and handed them to the waiter, who murmured "Excellent choice, sir" and hurried away.
Lexi frowned. "Anton, come on. I can order for myself."
Anton shrugged with his usual cocky smile. "I know what's good here. Besides, you had that adorable, ditzy 'I don't know what to do' face and I just couldn't leave a cute girl hanging like that."
Ditzy? Adorable? Anton was just trying to get under her skin. It reminded Lexi uncomfortably of the sort of teasing that Claire always did, which caused a pang of guilt to race through her. She raised her bright green glass of appletini to hide her confused blush.
Lexi realized with annoyance that Anton had ordered the drink for her as well. A decidedly girly, fruity drink in contrast with his whiskey soda. She glared at the bright green liquid, then grudgingly gave it a sip. Damn it. It was delicious. Lexi had always tried to enjoy the kinds of drinks that men were supposed to like, but she had to admit that it was mostly an act. She took another deeper sip of the drink, careful not to smudge her lip gloss. If she was committed to relaxing into a feminine role tonight, why not finally enjoy a drink that she actually liked drinking?
The spaghetti and meatballs was likewise an excellent choice, and Lexi was forced to admit that Anton had gauged her tastes well. He kept a supply of delicious fruity drinks coming to the table, and soon Lexi's head was pleasantly warm and fuzzy.
"Tell me Lexi," said Anton, swirling his whiskey soda (was it only his second drink? That
couldn't be right...), "Why is it that you want to join Birchwood so badly?"
Lexi sighed. She probably shouldn't open up to Anton: he just wasn't someone she could trust to have her best interests at heart. But he had been so sweet so far tonight, and the liquor had loosened her lips. Fuck it.
"I just... I just have so many expectations on me, Anton," said Lexi, leaning her elbows on the table.
Anton's eyes greedily drank in the sight. Intellectually, he knew that the sexy girl in front of him was actually that lame little rich boy that he had always despised. Under the cute skirt Lexi was wearing, there was still the shrimpy little cock that the basketball team had loved to mock. But despite the fact that he knew it was a wig, the way Lexi's shining blond hair caught the light was enchanting. Her lips were soft, plump, and shiny pink from her gloss. Her eyes were a deep, captivating blue.
Anton's plan had always been from the beginning to humiliate Alex as much as possible, then tell Faria he could never fuck a man and get his money back. But he felt his cock stir as the beautiful woman across from him gave him a vulnerable look and prepared to pour her heart out to him. It happened the other day in the dining hall as well. What was it that Faria had said the other day? If it talks like a girl and walks like a girl and acts like a girl, his cock wouldn't be able to tell the difference... Could that really be true?
"My Dad expects me to join," continued Lexi, "If I don't... Well, to say he would be disappointed would be an understatement. I would be lucky if I wasn't disowned. Claire expects me to join too. It's the key starting point for her plans for our future. If I can't join the Birchwood Society, I'll be a failure. No. Worse. I'll be totally worthless."
Lexi looked completely forlorn and defeated, and despite his dark plans for her, Anton couldn't help but feel a stab of pity for the poor sexually confused person across the table from him. Anton had charmed enough girls that he knew just what to say. "Hey," he said sharply, causing Lexi to look up into his eyes with a little jump. Anton reached across the table and took one of Lexi's delicate hands in his. "You could never, ever be worthless, Lexi. You are a hard-working, caring, amazing person. If your Dad and Claire can't love you for who you are, then they don't deserve you."
Lexi's face turned bright red at Anton's earnest speech. The butterflies were back in her stomach. Why was her body reacting to such a corny line? She weakly tore her hand from Anton's grip. "Th-thanks, Anton," she murmured softly, unable to meet his eyes.
It was weird. As Alex, Anton's cocky straightforward attitude made him simmer with annoyance. But for some reason, as Lexi, the same kind of pushy confidence wasn't unpleasant... It was even a little endearing.
...
After dinner, they left the restaurant together, walking side by side in comfortable silence. Maybe Anton was playing some long game, but Lexi had to admit that she felt a lot closer to him after their talk at dinner. He really wasn't so bad of a guy once you got to know him. Or maybe just when you got to know him as a hot woman.
Suddenly Anton was throwing a strong arm around her shoulder, pulling her close and sending a sudden rush of blood to her taped cock as she felt Anton's muscly bulk press against her. He pointed excitedly at one of those stupid claw games that only existed to steal your money.
"What do you think, Lexi?" he said with a grin. "Want a cute stuffed animal to take home?"
"D-don't waste your money, Anton," huffed Lexi, still trying hard to ignore how strong Anton's arm felt wrapped around her. The warm buzz of alcohol in her brain made it hard to think straight.
"Nonsense, baby!" said Anton jokingly, "Not everyone knows the tricks, but you are looking at a sports star. My reflexes are second to none." And without further hesitation, he stepped forward and inserted a bill into the machine.
Lexi trailed after him, raising an eyebrow skeptically. She remembered a similar boast she had made to Claire on the boardwalk one summer. She had laughed afterward and said that he shouldn't worry about it: all of those machines were scams. It had still stung her pride a little though.
Anton aimed immediately for a cheap-looking stuffed pink panda. Lexi smirked. Too ambitious: it was one of the larger items in the machine. But to her amazement, the claw latched firmly and easily carried the stuffed animal to the prize shoot. That lucky bastard had managed to get it in one try.
Anton's smile was triumphant as he bowed low, kissing Lexi's hand and placing the stuffed bear into it with a ridiculous show of over-the-top civility. "Here you are madame," he said, his eyes sparkling, "A cute toy for the cutest girl on campus."
"Stop it you dork," said Lexi, her face blushing red once again. "People are looking at us." But she found it hard to keep a smile off her face from Anton's silly display.
They continued walking through the mall, laughing and joking. Lexi looked down at the stuffed bear she was hugging with one arm. It was one small stupid thing. But Anton seemed to be able to effortlessly do masculine things that Alex struggled with. If Anton was what a real man was like, then what was Alex?
Without warning, Anton's hand traced down Lexi's arm and laced itself through her fingers. For a second she was confused. What exactly was he doing? Then she felt the butterflies fluttering in her stomach again. Anton Williams was fucking holding hands with her. Casually. Continuing to talk about whatever he had been saying as if it was no big deal. His hand was large and warm against hers.
She should throw his hand off. Get angry. He was presuming too much.
But she had committed to being a girl for tonight. Was it really so wrong for Anton to hold her hand after treating her to a nice dinner and being so sweet? It wasn't like he was trying to feel her up or something. It was a fairly innocent gesture...
Lexi squeezed Anton's hand, prompting a gentle smile from her former bully. Something about tonight was making her feel odd feelings toward Anton.
A loudspeaker crackled on. "The mall will be closing in 15 minutes, please make your final purchases and make your way to the exits.
Shit! How could it be that late? It seemed like they were just having dinner minutes ago! Fuck! How could Lexi have forgotten the one fucking reason she had come to the mall in the first place? Anton still needed to buy her a gift or she was screwed!
Anton looked sidelong at her, holding back a laugh at her panicked state. "You're so cute when you're upset, Lexi," he said with a chuckle. "Relax! I told you before that I had everything under control. Like I said, let Daddy take care of you!"
Lexi pulled her hand out of Anton's and crossed her arms, cocking a hip and giving Anton a cool stare. "You need to stop saying shit like that Anton, people are going to get the wrong idea! And what do you mean you have things under control? The mall is closing!"
"I've set something up, we have a special after-hours appointment at a little shop I know. Here, I'll show you. It's nearby." He beckoned her to follow and started walking away with a purposeful stride.
Lexi frowned. What choice did she have at this point? She followed.
It didn't take long to reach their destination. Anton stood in front of the store wearing a shit-eating grin.
"Hell no, Anton. No. Fuck no," said Lexi, fuming. She couldn't believe that she had trusted this jerk for an instant.
The cursive sign above the upscale clothing store read:
"Madame Badeaux's Intimate Apparel Boutique."
...
As they entered the store, a cute black-haired clerk with a tight ponytail rattled down the metal security gate after them.
Lexi and Anton had spent several minutes arguing outside of the shop over whether or not Lexi would ever accept a gift of sexy underwear from Anton. Anton had toyed with her a little while, then played his two trump cards just as the final closing announcement came on over the loudspeaker. Firstly: it was too late, all the other stores were now closed. Secondly: this was the only gift that Anton wanted to buy Lexi, so if she wanted to get into the Ladies of the Grove, she had no choice.
Lexi was furious. Light flirtation with Anton was one thing, a silly fantasy that she could live for one night. Accepting an erotically charged gift like sexy underwear was another thing entirely. It felt... dangerous. A step down a path that Lexi might not want to go down. It might also raise questions from Claire that he wouldn't be comfortable answering.



Lexi closed her eyes and counted to ten. She was going to have to do this, whether she liked it or not. She might as well go with the flow and try to make the best of it.
"So this means I'm coming to the next Society party, right stud?" said the tiny clerk, cracking her bubblegum as she played with the tip of her ponytail. Lexi wasn't sure she liked the way this girl was staring at Anton. It wasn't jealousy of course. Lexi just thought that it was inappropriate for an employee to be that familiar with a customer.
"Of course, Mandy! That was the deal! I'll see you there," said Anton casually. "Now can I introduce you to my lovely date? Lexi, meet Mandy. Mandy, Lexi."
Mandy turned to stare at Lexi with sharp, flashing eyes. "Charmed!" she chirped with a false smile. Lexi felt a sick sense of triumph well up inside her. That's right, bitch. You're the one who should be jealous. After all, I'm the one out with Anton right now. "So nice to meet you!" responded Lexi with a bigger, faker smile.
"I'm picking out something special for Lexi tonight," explained Anton, already looking around at the options in the store with a hungry grin, "I was hoping you could give us a hand."
"Sure," said Mandy, her eyes softening as she turned back to Anton. "Why don't I take Lexi back to the changing room, and you can pick out some styles for her to try?"
Anton nodded, and as the two girls left for the back room, Lexi couldn't help but watch with frightened eyes as Anton pulled a barely-there set of bright red lace lingerie off the rack, feeling the material with a rough hand. The panties between his fingers were crotchless.
"We don't allow try-ons of the intimates normally of course," said the short employee over her shoulder, unlocking a changing room with mirrored walls and a small bench, "So you stain it, you bought it. Try not to get too excited."
"What cup size are you?" asked Mandy in a bored voice, spinning the key around her finger.
"Um, w-well," stuttered Lexi. She hadn't been counting on this question. Shit. Maybe she should have listened more when Claire was giving her directions on being a woman. "I guess... maybe just the smallest size you have?"
Lexi blew a bubble with her gum and gave Lexi a disbelieving look. "You wear an AA?"
Lexi looked down at the clearly larger bust beneath her shirt. She blushed. "Yeah, I'm... I'm stuffing my bra right now."
"Ok," said Mandy, shrugging. "Pop that shirt off, let's take a look."
Lexi felt a bead of sweat form on her forehead. Was this a normal thing for a store employee to do? She had never been in a situation like this before. "I don't think that I should..." she began as the sassy shop attendant walked forward with a menacing step. Lexi made a small squeak as she bumped into the bench behind her, and then Mandy was right in her face.
"You're about to try on a dozen pairs of slutty lingerie to get Anton William's dick hard," she said with a cruel twist of her lip. "And you're worried that I might get a peek at your nips? Take off the shirt honey, I don't have all night."
Mandy's words were harsh and commanding, and despite her wildly beating heart, Lexi's hands automatically reached down to unbutton and remove her shirt. Unfortunately, Lexi was the kind of girl who found it difficult to say no to a firm, no-nonsense voice. In just moments, she was shivering, shamefully exposing her stuffed bra to the unsympathetic worker.
"The bra too, sweetie," sighed Mandy, making a "let's go" motion with her finger. Lexi felt trapped by the dominant woman. How could Anton have put her in this position? This was it: the moment when she was exposed as a man. Lexi didn't see any way out. She reached behind herself to unlatch her bra, a motion that still felt foreign to her.
The bra fell away, revealing her flat, unwomanly chest.
Mandy snorted and turned away. "I fucking knew it," she said derisively. Lexi's guts twisted in fear. What would happen next? Would the woman raise a big stink about the pervert buying lady's underwear?
"You're not an AA, dumbass," said Mandy with disgust. "You're a B cup." Then the store employee closed the dressing room door, returning to the show floor to help Anton pick out selections.
Lexi stood in shock, naked from the waist up, her mouth falling open. She turned to the mirror and examined her chest. No way. Sure, she had been putting on a little weight. Maybe the manboob situation had gotten a little out of control, but she had always assumed that she was completely below the measurable scale when it came to bra size.
Lexi traced a hand up and hefted a... there was no other term to use... a breast in her hand. Come to think of it... the rest of her chest didn't seem pudgy or fat, just the two areas directly around her nipples. Now that she looked, her nipples seemed larger now than she remembered. Both nipples slowly stiffened in the cool air under Lexi's examination. Experimentally, without quite knowing why she was doing it, Lexi gently rolled one of her nipples between thumb and forefinger and was rewarded with a jolt of electric pleasure that shot straight down to her cock and made her bite her lip.
What was happening to her body?
Lexi jumped as the door opened again.
It was Mandy, carrying around five hangars with gauzy, sexy lingerie in her hands. Lexi felt mixed relief and dread. Relief because it was a lot fewer than the "dozens' that Mandy had mentioned, and dread because Anton had held nothing back in his selections. The slutty red set was there, as well as an angelic white babydoll, sheer enough to see the lacy white panties beneath.
"Ok, here we go babe," said the attendant in a bored voice. "Try these on for size and report back to us." Then she was gone again and the door was clicking shut behind her.
Lexi got up and felt the lacy red bra and panties in her hands. These dripped with sexuality even more than the lacy panties she had stolen the other day. Wearing them to amuse Anton would be so wrong. So twisted. Lexi poked her fingers through the hole in the crotchless panties. Normally, this design was supposed to grant outside access, but with her body, the effect would be...
Lexi looked up into the mirror. A horny slut stared back at her. Topless. Hard nipples poking up from her small but noticeable breasts. Holding a set of slutty lingerie that she was considering wearing to please a boy.
Lexi grinned.
She unzipped the skirt she had borrowed from her girlfriend and wiggled her hips to drop it to the floor of the dressing room, revealing the comfortable gray panties she had stolen from Claire's drawer.
With trembling hands, she pulled those down as well. Now she could see the careful tape job securing her cock to her juicy thigh. It would probably be better to just leave it there. There was no good reason to release it. But if she didn't, she wouldn't be able to see the full effect of what the red panties looked like on her...
Before she could reconsider, Lexi carefully ripped off the sticky prison trapping her cock. She moaned in shame as the slimy residue of a night filled with turn-ons dripped to the floor. Lexi had no choice but to try to use her gray panties to clean up a little before trying on the lingerie.
Maybe the constriction had been restraining her cock so far, but now that it was out, it sprung fully to life, becoming rock-hard almost immediately. Lexi's breath was hot and ragged in her throat. She wasn't sure why panties turned her on so much lately, but after an evening of flirting with a cute boy, she was past caring. She wanted to feel that sexy underwear on her body immediately.
Mandy knew what she was talking about. The bra no longer felt like a prop. It felt right, hugging her breasts intimately, supporting them while the sheer lacy fabric showcased her hard nipples. The panties slip up her thick thighs easily, but she had to angle her throbbing cock just right to get it through the hole in the crotch.
Lexi turned eagerly towards the mirror to see the spectacle she had made of herself. She wasn't disappointed. A red-hot whore greeted her eyes. Sinfully presenting her tits, her hips, and her horny panting face for inspection. The tiny red panties sat low on her hips, emphasizing their wide, rounded shape. The tight lacy bra allowed little peeks at her new larger nipples through its thin fabric. The girl in the mirror was every inch a woman.
Well, except for a couple of inches.
Lexi's little cock and balls hung below her red panties, clashing with her rounded hips and squishy thighs. A glaring reminder of the sex that she once was. The little cock oozed and throbbed with humiliated arousal, turned on by the same body it was attached to in twisted self-centered excitement. Lexi's hand grasped her shaft firmly, relishing the delicious sensation. Surely Mandy and Anton could wait just a few more minutes...
The rattle of the doorknob was all the warning she got. Lexi rushed to the bench and sat, hunching over her cock in a desperate attempt to hide her secret. Mandy bustled in unconcerned with one last set of lingerie. "Sorry babe," she said, not sounding very sorry at all. "Anton insisted I bring you these. He says that these are definitely the ones. He bought them already, he was so sure."
Mandy seemed a little annoyed. She had probably tried to put the moves on Anton and been shut down. She hung the new set on the hook and left the room again, mercifully too distracted to look closely at Lexi's naked form.
When she was gone, Lexi rose and examined the new lingerie.
Black. Lacy. Sheer.
They were just like the pair of panties that Anton had seen her in the other day. But these would look better. They came with long, smooth black stockings and a garter belt that matched the panties. The bra was just a fine mesh. It would support her breasts but do absolutely nothing to conceal them from Anton's gaze. Not that Anton would ever see them. Lexi certainly wasn't planning on modeling these for Anton. This was just a trick that they were pulling on the LGs together.
Lexi discarded the red lingerie set, no longer interested, her greedy eyes focused on the lacy undies Anton had picked out specifically for her. The set he had said was perfect. She needed to feel it on her body. To see how perfect they actually were.
The bra cupped and showcased her small tits perfectly, making them look more natural and womanly than ever, plump, juicy, and inviting. The stockings slid with delicious smoothness up her legs. When clipped to the garter belt, they presented her rounded hips and thick thighs as a feast for the male gaze, begging to be squeezed.
The panties were just like the ones from that day. So much so that Lexi knew that this was why Anton had called this set "perfect." They felt the same as Lexi tucked her rock-hard boner into their band, cupping her genitals tight in their lacy embrace. The feeling immediately brought her back to the intense feelings of that day. Excitement. Panic. Humiliation.
Arousal.
Lexi turned to look at herself once again in the mirror. Anton was right, this was the right set for her. The red lingerie had been brash and forward. This set gave a softer look. Submissive and slutty rather than dominant and whorish.
Lexi gently traced her fingers over her body, watching the hottie in the mirror do the same with a dreamy, horny look plastered on her face. Was that what Lexi was? Submissive and slutty? It was certainly submissive to let Anton take control of the entire evening. It did seem slutty to cave in and let Anton buy her such a sexually charged gift when she had a girlfriend.
Even though Lexi knew that it wasn't how good girls (or good boys for that matter) should act... Being submissive and slutty felt good. But she had to be careful not to let herself go too far. Who knew what a submissive slut might let a bad boy do at the end of a date?
Lexi wasn't prepared when the door opened once again. Her hands flew to her crotch to prevent Mandy from seeing her stiff little cock. But.. the person in the doorway already knew her secret. It was Anton, grinning his usual cocky grin, already closing the door behind him as Lexi went white with shock.
"Anton!" she squeaked, "What are you doing here?!? You can't!... I mean, I'm!" This was exactly what Lexi had wanted to avoid: Anton seeing her modeling his sexual gift. The situation seemed to imply that she was offering him more than she was.
Anton's eyes took in every inch of her. The firm little tits topped with big hard nipples, the perfectly framed and showcased hips and thighs, the long legs covered in smooth black stockings. His eyes fixed for a long, sexually troubling moment on the oozing little cock between her legs, already making a wet spot on her new panties. Lexi's eyes likewise fixed on her bully's crotch, watching with fascinated, aroused horror as the monster in Anton's pants stirred and flexed, pushing against his jeans to show its terrifying size.
Then Anton was advancing on Lexi, pulling out his phone. "But we still need to take that selfie, right baby? To prove that I bought you your gift?"
Lexi's eyes were wide as she tried to cover her cock and nipples, not only trying to hide her nakedness but also her obvious arousal. "We can take a picture of the fucking receipt, Anton! We don't need to..."
Anton sat on the bench, spreading his muscular legs wide. "Come here, babygirl," he growled good-naturedly.
This was so wrong. So filthy. Lexi hated Anton from the bottom of her heart. Didn't she? But his voice was just so... strong and pushy and manly. It would feel so good to do what he said like a good little girl.
Lexi hesitantly stepped forward, her hands falling away from her private parts, allowing Anton to see. He reached up with a cocky smirk and pulled Lexi down onto his lap as she gave a little squeak of alarm.
Anton's leg felt strong and muscular and huge under Lexi's plump butt. His arm held her steadily as he raised his camera for the selfie.
Lexi felt dwarfed by the massive, powerful man holding her comfortably on his lap. The feeling of being dressed like such a little slut while Anton was fully clothed was driving her crazy. The thoughts popped into her head without prompting: this was real masculinity: strength and confidence and authority. How could Lexi ever have believed that she was the same gender as Anton? That they were ever in a serious competition?
Lexi's cock drooled and pulsed with her heartbeat, responding with pathetic enthusiasm to her deep feelings of inferiority and submission. Anton pulled Lexi in for the photo, scooting her up his lap and bringing one of her soft pale thighs in contact with the bulge in his pants. It was huge and hard and unable to be ignored, making Lexi dizzy just from the feeling of it.
Anton snapped a couple of pictures, turning the phone to show Lexi. He was at least smart enough not to show anything below the waist, but the picture did clearly show Lexi's hard nipples straining through the thin mesh supporting them.
"Well, babygirl?" murmured Anton's warm breath in her ear, "Do you like your gift?" His arm squeezed, and Lexi could feel Anton's erection press against her. Her own penis responded with a sickening twinge of longing.
She quickly wriggled out of Anton's grasp and rose on shaky legs. "Th-thank you so much Anton," she said in a cracking voice. "I had fun tonight, and you really helped me out! But I need to get home, my girlfriend is probably worried about me..." Lexi realized she was babbling, trying as hard as she could to break the heavy sexual tension.
But Anton wasn't the kind of man who could be sidetracked when he decided what he wanted. He rose from the bench as well, looming above Lexi. His eyes had a strange fire in them. His powerful arms circled Lexi's waist as he said in a deep, powerful voice, "How many times do I have to say it baby? Let Daddy take care of you."
Then the strong arms were pulling Lexi's hips forward, and Lexi was looking up, entranced, into Anton's deep, passionate eyes. Her lips parted gently, unconsciously welcoming what she knew in her heart that Anton wanted. The energy of arousal and connection and forbidden attraction between them grew to a fever pitch until it had to be broken, had to be relieved somehow, no matter how wrong it was.
Anton's head dipped and his lips made contact with Lexi's in a soft, perfect, romantic kiss. Lexi let her worries and insecurities fade away as she let herself go and enjoyed the moment. Right now, she was just a submissive woman enjoying the dominant kiss of a man.
Then Lexi's hips made contact with Anton's. Her tiny pale dick pressed firmly against the rigid, hot shaft in the front of Anton's jeans, sending a molten flood of twisted pleasure through every nerve of her body, making her moan against her date's lips. The size comparison was immediate and ego-crushing, deeply wounding the masculine self-image that Lexi still carried in her mind. Her cock was like a minnow to Anton's shark. A rollerskate to Anton's muscle car.
Anton saw the effect that he was having on the little slut he was kissing and turned up the heat, pulling Lexi in with his arms even more firmly, grinding her pathetic dicklette against his masculine bulge. His tongue slipped into Lexi's mouth, where her smaller tongue submissively stroked and swirled around it.
Lexi began moving her hips on her own, grinding and wiggling to increase her contact and friction, doing her best to stamp the feeling of Anton's hot, hard cock into every nerve ending of her girl-dick. Anton stayed still, letting poor confused Lexi do the work of destroying her own bruised masculinity.
Lexi was deferring to Anton's manliness, almost worshiping his superiority by getting himself off of the stationary bulge in her bully's jeans. Anton could see the sickening realization dawn in Lexi's eyes as her breathing grew hot and heavy and her hips began to move frantically. She was realizing the hard truth: Alex was so vastly inferior to Anton in masculinity that he might as well be a woman, no matter what clothes he was wearing. Anton felt a swooping sense of victory as he saw that this realization didn't crush Lexi, but instead drove her wild with lust. A girly slut was being born in front of him.
Lexi's frantic wiggling and squirming reached a fever pitch, then she pulled from the deep wet kiss, burying her face into Anton's broad shoulder to muffle her moans as her humiliating orgasm overtook her. Her legs shook as she clung to Anton for support, her cock twitching and spurting its pathetic load into her brand-new lacy panties. Anton gently held his conquest as she came, a savage grin of triumph unseen over her shoulder.
The release gave Alex some clarity, driving away the persona of Lexi. He was standing, almost naked, alone with his high school bully. Wearing sexy panties, now filled with cum.
He had made out with Anton Williams, the worst person that he knew, his sworn enemy. And it had turned him on so much that he had cum just from the feeling of rubbing his cock against Anton's larger erection. Anton had turned him into a girl. A submissive slut eager to please him. And all it had taken was dinner, drinks, and a stupid stuffed panda.
Almost as if it was what Alex had wanted all along. Like all he needed was an excuse.
The shame and self-hatred was too great to withstand. Without wasting a moment, Alex turned and ran, not even bothering to grab the street clothes he had arrived in. Anton was calling after him. "You forgot your bear, babygirl!"
Alex ignored him.
He stumbled out of the changing room and headed towards the end of the hall, where he saw an employee exit. He was dimly aware that he couldn't go outside almost naked, so when he saw the long woman's jacket hanging by the door, he grabbed it and put it on. It was probably Mandy's. Fuck that bitch.



Alex slammed open the door, escaping into the chilly fall night.
...
Claire finally picked up on the third call. Alex was almost crying with tension and confusion and guilt, feeling his sperm slowly cooling against his cock beneath his coat.
"Hey!" said Claire, sounding a little out of breath, "What's up baby? I thought you were busy tonight."
"I... I was wondering if you could give me a ride home," said Alex miserably, his voice almost breaking. Obviously, letting his girlfriend see him like this wasn't ideal, but there was no way he could call a ride share like this, and there was no one else he could trust.
"Ummm, I was sort of in the middle of something babe..." said Claire hesitantly. "But if it's really important, then of course I'll be there right away."
Alex let Claire know where he was, on an outdoor bench behind the mall. He tried to tuck his feet up as best he could: the pavement felt like ice beneath his stockinged feet.
Alex almost sobbed with relief when Claire's car finally pulled up to the curb. His mind had been obsessively picturing what would happen if some creep ran into him wearing nothing but a coat and women's underwear. Claire gave him a shocked glance but seemed to realize that Alex wasn't able to talk about what had happened right now.
The ride home was mercifully silent, with Alex staring out the window into the dark night with troubled eyes.
When they got home, Claire gently removed the long jacket despite Alex's weak protests, revealing the cum-stained lingerie within.
Alex waited with tense anticipation for the explosion, the accusations, the breakup. But the first thing Claire said was "Oh honey, you're so beautiful." In a gentle, loving voice.
"Come here," she said, pulling Alex into an embrace and removing his wig, running her fingers through his hair as he gratefully accepted the affection he didn't deserve.
"You had to let him bully you a lot to get your gift, didn't you?" she asked tenderly.
"Yes!" sobbed Alex, burying his face in her warm, nice-smelling chest, partially lying and partially telling the truth. He cried from guilt and confusion and damaged ego.
Before too long he had worn himself out enough to pass out into a deep sleep, still wearing the sexy lingerie that Anton had bought him.
...
When she was sure that Alex was deeply asleep, Claire had a kinky idea. She arranged her boyfriend carefully on the bed, displaying his round ass and perky little tits. He was a vision of innocent, feminine sexiness.
Except for the load of jizz drying in his silky panties.
Claire put on some lingerie herself. It was a little annoying that she didn't have anything as sexy as Lexi's underwear on hand, but there was no helping it.
Claire arranged herself in an inviting pose next to sleeping beauty and snapped a few pics of the two sexy ladies together in bed. Then she sent them to a contact in her phone called "Tony's Pizza" with the caption [Which one would you pick? Me or Lexi?]
The response came almost instantly.
[Why can't I have you both at once?]
She grinned wickedly as she texted back.
[Naughty boy! You know that's not possible.]
[Lexi's not ready for that yet. You'll have to be patient.]
Then she deleted the messages and changed back to her comfy PJs to sleep next to her sweet, trusting boyfriend.
....
Alex had been dreading the first meeting with the other sorority pledges since they had come up with this plan. But as the actual meeting arrived he found that he was no longer worried.
After all, the other night he had hung out in the mall all evening as a woman with no one catching on. He even had a girl who was jealous of him see him topless and not realize he was a man. He really had nothing to worry about from the other girls. Slipping into the role of Lexi was starting to feel natural.
Lexi did get a lot of cold stares and frosty, fake smiles from the other girls as Claire introduced her. The only exceptions were the red-headed twins she had met the other day, Iris and Daisy, and even they were a little stiff in their greetings.
Hailey, acting as the confident queen bee like always, crossed the room to Lexi and Alex as soon as she noticed them. "I told you, Lexi," she said with a smirk. "They're all acting like little bitches, right? Don't worry too much. Once they see what you have to do for the second task, they will feel more pity than annoyance."
She turned to Claire with a raised eyebrow. "I'm really glad you brought this little minx to us, Claire. Did Sexy Lexi here tell you about the great foot rub she gave me the other day?"
"Of course!" giggled Claire, throwing an arm around Lexi's waist and pulling her close. "We're best friends, we share everything!" Lexi knew that they were undercover, but it still hurt a little for Claire to reference her as just a "friend".
"Well, this little lady has a real talent for serving at the feet of other women. I bet she would give you a "foot rub" too if you asked her the right way," said Hailey with a naughty wink.
"Maybe I will," said Claire, giving Lexi a smoky sidelong glance. "After all, what are besties for?"
"Ok, enough chit-chat," said Hailey, marching to the front of the room and clapping her hands to attract the attention of the other pledges.
"Good evening ladies!" she called, and the rest of the room responded with a quiet chorus of "Good evening madam president."
"The fact that you are all still here means that you have all successfully connected with a sponsor from the Birchwood Society!" she said with a smile, politely clapping her hands in a small round of applause. "You no doubt discovered that it was more difficult than it sounded! Those lazy fucks over at the Society think our whole initiation process is a pain in the ass!"
Hailey took a popcorn bowl from a nearby table and shook it a little, shuffling the folded papers within. "One of the primary tasks of the Ladies of the Grove, as described in our charter, is to entertain and support the brothers of The Birchwood Society. Outdated? Sure," she admitted with a wry twist of her mouth, "But you have to remember our charter was written over a hundred years ago and still stands unchanged."
She reached into the bowl and idly stirred the pieces of paper with her fingers. "The second task will test your dedication to that goal, but also your luck. For each pledge, I will pull a task out of the bowl. You will perform that task for your sponsor, film it, then do a little show and tell for the rest of the pledges. Some of the tasks are tame. Some aren't. The choice I make is final. You're free to give up and leave, but I won't hear any excuses about how the game is unfair, or requests for a redraw."
She turned to the crowd. "Veronica," said Hailey sharply, focusing on a tall girl with curly black hair, "You're up first." The president swirled her hand through the bowl and picked out a paper slip.
"Serve a three-course meal to him and his friends."
Veronica looked unhappy at the amount of work in front of her, but Lexi's tension unwound a little bit now that she had heard an example task. It sounded tedious but doable.
Other girls were called up one by one. One girl was forced to do her sponsor's homework for a week (which probably wouldn't make for an entertaining video, Lexi thought). Another had to give her sponsor a full-body massage.
Some of the tasks were silly, and others sounded like hard work, but even though some of them were a little suggestive, like the massage task, none of them were explicitly sexual. Lexi felt more relaxed. She could do this. Maybe it would turn out that getting Anton as her sponsor was the hard part.
Lexi's sense of security slipped when Iris got called up.
"Deep clean your sponsor's dorm room," Hailey paused, a nasty smile crept across her face, "While wearing only stockings and high heels." Iris turned red enough to match her hair and walked stiffly back to the crowd to be comforted by her sister and friends. Lexi's mouth went dry. There were sexual favors hidden in the bowl after all. And Hailey had promised her an especially difficult challenge two.
As if reading Lexi's thoughts, Hailey's cruel hazel eyes slid through the crowd to lock directly onto Lexi.
"You're next, Lexi," she said with a smile that didn't reach her eyes, "Come on up." Lexi tottered on unsteady legs to the front of the room, feeling the hard, annoyed stares of the other girls as she took her place at Hailey's side for the drawing.
Hailey leaned over and whispered, "I decided to be nice, Lexi. I'm not going to give you the worst task in the bowl. Just one of the top three." Lexi looked down with fear to see that Hailey already had a slip of paper hidden in her hand before it dipped into the bowl. No luck of the draw for her.
Hailey swirled her hand with the pre-chosen task through the bowl, then held it up to her eyes. She pretended to be surprised, then turned to Lexi with a wide, hungry smile. Lexi gulped.
"Give your sponsor a blowjob."
The crowd ooohed and giggled over the new girl's bad luck as Lexi's heartbeat thundered in her ears. The room felt like it was spinning.
"Good luck girl," said Hailey with a wink. "I can't wait to see the video." Then the president was calling up another girl, and Lexi was walking quickly, not sure where she was going, out of the stuffy back room of the sorority house, out the front door, and into the night.
...
(Months ago, in Alex's training session)
"Are you attracted to men, Alex?"
Faria watched as Alex's reluctance to talk battled with her command to answer her questions with the truth. She held her breath. With some people, this particular question could get a little... tricky.
Alex's face began to grow red, then purple.
Shit.
"Don't answer that," snapped Faria irritably. This presented a complication. Some people were in such heavy denial over their attraction to the same sex that their minds wouldn't physically allow them to admit it. For some reason, it tended to be men who had this particular problem. If she had allowed Alex to stew with the question, he would have passed out, and she didn't have time for that. She watched as Alex breathed heavily, his face slowly returning to its normal pale color.
Faria sat on the bed and thought. There were a number of things she could try, but past this point, there was nothing that would be guaranteed to work.
"Are you bisexual, Alex?" she asked in a hopeful tone. Sometimes this label was a little easier for homophobes to swallow.
But no luck. She was forced to cancel the question once again as Alex began changing colors.
"For God's sake!" Faria said in frustration, "You're acting like being bisexual is some sort of horrible thing. It's honestly a little insulting. You realize that I'm bisexual right?"
Alex gave her a hateful glare. "Firstly, I'm not really worried about offending my kidnapper. Secondly, there's nothing wrong with being bisexual. But I'm not," he said doggedly.
"Well we're at an impasse then," said Faria with a frown, "Because I can't let you go until you are absolutely drooling for bully cock."
"Well then we do have a problem," said Alex defiantly, "Because that will never happen in a million years."
...
Alex lay in his bed, naked, staring up at the ceiling. When he got home he had torn the woman's clothing off like it was something filthy, desperately rushing, unable to stand the feel of it anymore.
He wasn't sure why he had thought this whole thing was a good idea. Dressing up as a girl. Joining a fucking sorority. It was all a bad joke. He needed to get real. He had failed to join the Birchwood Society. As much as that stung, he needed to pick up the pieces and create a new path in life. Compromising his dignity and sexuality wasn't going to accomplish anything.
Alex heard the door to his apartment softly open and close and knew that Claire was home. He still felt a stab of guilt over going out with Anton behind her back. She believed that Anton had done some kind of horrific hazing to Alex as his price for buying the lingerie. Alex couldn't tell her the truth: for most of the night, it had been more like a romantic first date.
Alex needed to draw a line in the sand with his girlfriend. This whole thing had been her idea, but obviously, with this second challenge, the plan had hit a brick wall. Alex couldn't go any further. Things had already gotten weird and confusing with Anton, and he was terrified of what would happen if he was ever in the same room with his bully again while dressed as Lexi. Claire needed to understand that the two of them as a couple needed to completely reevaluate their life plans.
Claire sat on the edge of the bed, gently touching his thigh with a warm hand. "How are you feeling, Tiger?"
"Defeated," he said honestly. "I'm coming to terms with the fact that my dream of joining Birchwood is finally dead."
Claire was silent for a solid minute. Then she gently asked, "Does it have to be though?"
Alex turned his eyes to his girlfriend in disbelief. "Yes, Claire. The dream is fucking dead. You heard Hailey. No redraws. I either give Anton Williams, the biggest dickhead on earth, a blowjob or I quit. The answer is fucking obvious."
Claire made a conflicted face, clearly choosing her words carefully. "Listen honey... a lot of very successful people have done things they weren't proud of to get where they are. Have you ever heard that stupid question? Would you suc... I mean, would you do something gross for a million dollars? We could be talking about a lot more money than that."
Alex raised himself up on an elbow. His voice grew heated. "You're not listening to me, Claire. I will never ever suck a guy's cock. Never. And if I did, it would never be fucking Anton's cock. It's not that I won't do it. I can't do it. It goes against the core of my being. I am not into guys." The speech was intended to convince himself just as much as Claire, but it worked. The speech felt right. Alex felt like he was remembering who he really was after being confused for weeks, like a sun coming out from behind a cloud.
Claire grabbed his thigh tightly and raised a pleading hand. "I know. I know, Tiger. Alex Fox would never ever suck Anton's cock. I would never think that he would. But think about this..."
"...Would Lexi?"
Alex felt his confusion come back tenfold. It felt like he was being plunged into darkness. What the fuck was Claire talking about? Would Lexi suck Anton's cock? But Lexi was just a trick, a mask he wore to fool people.
Wasn't she?
...
(Months ago, in Alex's training session)
There was one trick that Faria could use to salvage this project. She rubbed her forehead as she considered it. It was risky. Sometimes this method could go wrong. Badly wrong. But she had come this far. Anton wanted to see Alex as a girl. She wanted to see Alex as a girl. Even Alex wanted to see himself as a girl deep down. And turning him into a lesbian just wasn't the goal.
She would give it a try. If she was careful, Alex would finally be able to accept his attraction to men.
This would call for some delicate fine-tuning.
Faria took Alex's head in both of her hands and bent down close, staring deep into his eyes.
*I am putting you into partial programming mode, Alex* she said in her strange, buzzing hypnotic voice. *You will still be able to talk and think, but you will be extremely relaxed and receptive to everything that I say. Understand?*
Alex nodded dreamily, his eyes becoming dull. A thin line of drool slipped from the corner of his mouth.
Faria sat on the edge of the bed, completely focused, choosing her words carefully.
*I want you to imagine what it would be like if you were born a girl. Do you know what your name would have been if you had been a girl, Alex? I think you know it already.*
"Leeeexiiiii," said Alex slowly, a big silly grin on his entranced face.
*That's right! Good girl!* said Faria with approval. *Now, I want you to really pretend here. Imagine what it would be like to be Lexi. Think like her. Be Lexi.*
Alex's eyes widened, and he stared into space as if he was seeing something Faria couldn't. His cock twitched, beginning to get hard again.
*The interesting thing about Lexi,* said Faria delicately, *Is that Lexi is allowed to feel and want the things that you can't. The things that are too dirty and wrong for you to want and feel. It's all fair game for Lexi, because Lexi is a cute girl, and cute girls get whatever they want*
Alex's grin was getting wider and wider, his cock growing harder as he listened to Faria's speech.
*Now, tell me Lexi, what do you look like?*
"I.. I have long beautiful blond hair," said Alex dreamily, "And a thick juicy ass. And big tits."
Well... big tits might be reaching for the moon, but the rest was doable, reflected Faria.
*And what do you like to wear, Lexi?*
"Short skirts," said Alex eagerly, his cock dripping, "And tight shirts. I'm always wearing beautiful makeup. I want everyone to see me and be jealous. Oh! And Panties. Sexy fucking panties."
Here was the clincher. Alex had been doing a great job of leading himself down the path so far, but he needed to take that one last crucial step.
*And what kind of people are you attracted to, Lexi?*
"I like hot girls..." said Alex pausing for a moment, "And cute boys too. God, I want both!"
Jackpot.
*Let's focus on the cute boys, Lexi. What do you want to do with them?*
"I want... Oh god..." said Alex, his internal resistances breaking down from Faria's hypnotic hypothetical. He writhed against the straps tying him to the bed, desperately trying to find some way to stimulate his cock. "I want to feel their big strong arms around me. I want to feel their hard cock sliding in my hand. I want to get down on my knees like the slutty little girl I am and suck their hard dicks until they cum in my mouth! I want them to fuck my pussy all night long!"
*Good Girl.* purred Faria.
...
"What if you were a girl for just one night?" asked Claire seriously, looking Alex dead in the eyes. "Not just pretending, not just dressing up. What if you really were Lexi? Just for an hour. Just long enough to do what needs to be done. Then you can just go back to being Alex and forget it ever happened."
Alex felt like his mind was bruised, cracking apart at the seams.
"Th-that's crazy," he said numbly. "That doesn't even make any sense, Claire."
But didn't it? Hadn't that been exactly what he had done that day at the sorority house when he stole the panties? He had slipped into being Lexi so deeply that he had completely forgotten he was a man for a moment. It had happened again at the mall with Anton. It was like Lexi had taken over completely. Could he just do that again? Let his feminine side take over and handle this disgusting task for him?
"It wouldn't be gay if Lexi gave Anton a blowjob, Tiger," said Claire in a low persuasive voice. "It couldn't be. Lexi is a girl after all. You can just let Lexi take one for the team and keep your precious masculinity intact."
Alex considered it. He thought about how good it had felt to relax, to let his girly side take over and go with the flow. He felt tempted.
"You can do this babe," said Claire confidently. "Be the big strong man and do the brave thing here. Become a girl."
"Ok," said Alex softly, feeling the hope that had been shattered flare back to life inside him. With this workaround, he could pass the second sorority challenge and still be the man he knew he was. It was a perfect solution.
Claire practically squealed with joy, bouncing up and down on the bed. She leaned over and kissed her boyfriend deeply, sharing a moment of happy celebration with him over the fact that his lips would soon be wrapped around his bully's cock.



Then she withdrew and gave Alex a sultry smile.
"But, before that bad boy Anton gets a taste... I believe that my bestie Lexi promised me that she would be my fuck buddy." She ran her hands down the curves of Alex's body. "I have some ideas on how we could make Lexie even more of a woman. We're going to try them all out. Tonight you're going to give me my first lesbian experience, Tiger."
...
(Months ago, in Alex's training session)
*I'm going to do something very special for you, Lexi,* said Faria, leaning forward. Alex looked up at her with dazed intensity, hanging on her every word. *I'm going to make you a permanent part of Alex's brain. When Alex has an urge that is too... dirty for him to think about, or too feminine for a man like him to consider, you will be the part of him that can feel those forbidden feelings. The part of him that can safely do those dirty, girly things. And no matter how dirty or shameful it makes Alex feel, you'll still be allowed to do it, because you are the part of him that is a girl. Do you understand?*
"Alex can be with cute boys now," said Lexi, grinning, "Because part of Alex is a girl now, and it isn't wrong for girls to fuck cute boys."
*That's right, sweetie. But I am going to give you a special code word. When you hear me say it, you and Alex will join back together completely. There won't be a separate part of Alex's mind anymore. That word is "Butterfly". Go to sleep now, Lexi*
There. The deed was done. Alex would now have a special partitioned part of his mind that would be able to do all the dirty things that his upbringing wouldn't allow. It was a workaround that would allow Alex to ignore his ingrained biases to explore his attraction to men and do the slutty things his girly transformation required.
But this technique was risky. Right now "Lexi" was just a mental technique, an excuse for Alex to let loose the feminine slut hiding deep inside himself. But if things went too fast, or Alex resisted too hard... Faria had seen these mental partitions take on a mind of their own.
Right now "Lexi" was a tiny, roped-off part of Alex's mind. As his training went on and he was tricked into doing sluttier and girlier things, the part of his mind that was female would grow and flourish, while his homophobic male persona would atrophy. Then Faria could take off the training wheels and undo the partition, allowing Alex's female side to dominate and making Lexi the girl she was always meant to be, whole and complete.
Anton had a lot of training to do.
Luckily, he would have a little help...
...
Alex squirmed with discomfort as Claire worked between his legs.
"Ok, so then you just very gently push these two inside..." Claire pushed his balls until they sucked up into Alex's body with just the faintest twinge of pain. "Then you bring this little guy down like so..." she pulled his penis down over his empty ball sack. He heard the ripping noise of the medical tape he had bought as Claire taped her work in place.
"And presto!"
Alex looked down to see that there was nothing left visible between his legs. It wasn't completely smooth, but his cock and balls were nowhere to be seen, just a slightly bulging expanse of smooth flesh-colored medical tape. With his cock gone for the moment, Alex began to feel less and less masculine...
"B-but Claire," said Lexi weakly, "I thought we were going to have sex. If I'm all taped up, how are we going to...?"
Claire laughed. "Lesbians don't typically have sex with their dicks dummy," she said with a good-natured smile. "Now there is one more thing to do before we get started... or should I say two things?" She giggled as she rifled through her overnight bag and withdrew a strange plastic device that Alex had never seen before.
"What is that, Claire?" Lexi asked with a trembling voice. In response, Claire straddled her waist, pinning Lexi down to the bed as she unfurled the device, consisting of clear plastic cups, rubber tubing, and a hand pump.
Claire giggled wildly with a slightly manic look in her eye: a mad scientist running wild with her experiment. "They're for your tits, Lexi!" Claire said, looking down at Lexi with lust-hazed eyes. "It's going to make your little breasts bigger and juicier and more fun for me and Anton."
She fixed the plastic cups around Lexi's new breasts tightly as Lexi looked down in horrified fascination. Then Claire grinned and forced the hand pump into Lexi's unresisting hand.
"It's going to hurt a little, bestie," said Claire, "But beauty is pain, right? The choice is yours."
Lexi imagined it. Big bouncy tits on her chest, attracting the attention of all the boys. Driving Anton crazy....
Lexi squeezed the hand pump, pulling air from the plastic cups and sucking her small breasts further up into the clear chambers. She squeezed again, increasing the pressure until it verged on pain. Then she squeezed again, breathing heavily through the intense feeling in her sensitive nipples. Claire watched with enthusiastic fascination as Lexi participated eagerly in her own feminization.
After a few minutes of suction, Claire released the device. Lexi whimpered as it was removed from her swollen little tits. But as she looked in the mirror, it was hard to argue with the results.
After using the pump, there was no arguing whether or not Lexi had tits. They weren't massive by any means, but they were nice little handfuls, and they didn't look any different than any other breasts Lexi had seen before, besides being a bit red from the suction.
"A-are they permanent?" asked Lexi, experimentally cupping her new larger boobs in her hands with curious fingers. She winced. The suction process had left them tender and sensitive. She half-dreaded the answer. What would it be like to have such obvious girly tits at all times, even when she was Alex?
"No dear," said Claire with a sigh, snuggling up to her from behind, "The effect is mainly swelling. It will go down over a couple of hours. But... if you pump over and over again, I hear that some permanent changes happen over time."
That was good. So Lexi could just upgrade her breasts when she wanted to for some temporary fun. She just had to make sure she didn't do it too often...
"Now look," purred Claire, pointing at the mirror. "What did you see?"
Lexi looked at herself in the glass. This time, there were no accessories to hide behind. No skirt, no bra, no lacy panties. Just her pale, naked body. Womanly tits hung from her chest, still slightly pink from their expansion. Between her thick thighs, there was no longer any male genitalia to be seen, just a mostly smooth bump of medical tape. Her waist was thinner than she remembered, her hips wider. Lexi's lips parted gently as she prepared to answer her girlfriend:
"I see a woman," she said with delighted wonder.
"Me too!" agreed Claire warmly. "And tonight, that woman is all mine. Sorry Anton, I have first dibs."
Then Claire's hot lips were on Lexi's, and their hands were running over each other's bodies. Lexi frantically tore off his girlfriend's clothes, kissing her deeply as she worked, feeling the hot slick wetness between Claire's legs with searching fingers.
Lexi moaned against her girlfriend's mouth as Claire's wicked fingers played with her tender nipples. Claire pulled her towards the bed, biting her lip with naughty anticipation as she invited Lexi to lay face up.
Claire removed her panties, standing above Lexi on the bed, her upper thighs wet and shiny with her arousal. Lexi smiled up at Claire, drinking in her lovely girlfriend's lean brown body with adoring eyes. Claire had always been enough for Lexi. She couldn't believe that Anton had ever confused her about that point.
"Anton can have a taste of that sweet mouth," said Claire grudgingly, "But only after I've had my turn." she turned around and squatted, carefully lowering herself down onto Lexi's waiting face. "Time to show me how much you love me, bestie!" she said with a giggle.
Lexi looked up, entranced by Claire's pussy. It was swollen and sopping with desire. A thin strand of lubrication dripped down onto Lexi's face as Claire slowly lowered into a squat.
Alex had never been a fan of cunnilingus. He wasn't a jerk about it, and had told Claire that he completely understood if that meant no more blowjobs. It just felt a little too... subservient to him. Not masculine. Submissive.
Lexi licked her lips in anticipation, savoring the instant that her girlfriend's hot wet pussy crushed firmly against her eager face.
Claire's wild musky scent and taste filled Lexi's senses. The slimy heat of Claire's sex smeared across her face. Lexi's lips and tongue desperately lapped and sucked at her girlfriend's hot cunt, desperate to please the love of her life. Desperate to show what a good girl she could be.
Lexi could feel Claire gleefully teasing his tender nipples as she increased the pressure, grinding her vagina hard over Lexi's willing face, using her nose for pleasure as Lexi obediently continued to focus on Claire's wet slit with her tongue.
"That's it you little slut!" Claire half growled and half moaned, "Eat me out! Fucking make me cum as I ride your pretty face! It's better, Lexi! It's better than your tiny dick ever was! Oh God! Yes!!! Right there!"
Claire's hands clasped hard on Lexi's tender breasts as the grinding pressure on her face grew intense. Lexi's tongue plunged deep into Claire's spamming pussy as her girlfriend came on her face, moaning and clamping her thighs tight, temporarily cutting off Lexi's air supply in the depths of her orgasm.
The night continued with long, lazy lovemaking. Lexi grew more and more frustrated, turning her tape cage into a hot, wet prison with her precum. Claire came again and again as Lexi submissively serviced her pussy with her fingers and mouth.
"Please!" moaned Lexi finally in frustration, "Please let me be a man again, Claire! Just for a few minutes! I need it! I can't take it anymore!"
"Hmmmm," said Claire, tapping her chin, her black silky hair wild and messy from their extended fuck session, "Maybe i could be persuaded. Our president told me that you are reeeeally good at begging. Why don't you show me how you convinced Hailey?" She sat on the edge of the bed and flexed a pretty brown foot, wiggling her toes and raising an eyebrow at her boyfriend.
Although it gave her a sinking feeling, Lexi obeyed like the submissive slut she was, sinking to her knees and extending her tongue to bathe her girlfriend's foot in saliva.
Claire was even more demanding than Hailey, insisting that Lexi lick every inch of her feet and carefully suck each toe before finally relenting.
She ripped off the tape in one fierce pull, making Lexi hiss with pain, and immediately began jerking Lexi's cock at full speed. "S-slow down!" whimpered Lexi, hands twisting the bedsheets to try to distract herself, "If you go that fast then I'll..."
"You'll what? Shoot out your sticky girl-goo into my hand?" teased Claire, hot and close in Lexi's ear, "But I thought that was the point, pretty lady. Cum for me. Be my good girl."
After treating Claire to a half dozen slow, deep orgasms over the course of an hour, Lexi humiliatingly spurted onto the sheets after a frantic thirty seconds.
But it was hard to be mad. Really, it was Lexi's fault for being such a quick shot. In the end, It had been a magical night, and Lexi felt closer to Claire than ever.
Afterward, the two girls lay snuggled together, warm and safe and glowing from the heat of their lovemaking.
Lexi gazed at Claire with dozy eyes. "Don't worry, baby," she murmured, her eyes fluttering as she teetered on the edge of sleep. "You're the only person for me. Giving a blowjob to Anton won't change anything."
"Oh babe," replied Claire softly as Lexi's eyes closed and her breathing became deep and even,
"Don't make promises you can't keep."
...
"I can't believe that I'm doing this," said Alex in a voice on the edge of hysteria as he rechecked the tuck job between his legs and pulled on the lacy black panties. "This is fucking insane."
"Shhhh, everything will be fine!" said Claire soothingly, clasping the sheer bra around her boyfriend's back. It now barely contained his freshly pumped-up tits.
Claire had needed to give Alex a long pep talk and an ego-salving handjob before he had had the courage to text his bully with his filthy proposal. Anton had agreed with surprisingly little teasing. He added just one condition: Lexi would deliver the blowjob while wearing the lingerie that Anton had bought for her.
"It's just," said Alex nervously, turning his gorgeous made-up face to his girlfriend, "Anton... he scares me a little."
"What?" responded Claire with teasing incredulity, "Are you afraid that he'll give you a noogie after he fills your mouth with jizz?"
Alex blushed at the crude taunt. "N-no, not like that, dummy! I don't think he's going to beat me up or something. It's just..." Alex bit his lip unconsciously as he thought through his erotic apprehension, "...his eyes. When he looks at me, sometimes they seem... hungry." Lexi's lovely blue eyes, framed by long feminine lashes, stared at Claire, wide with fear. "Like he wants something from me, and he won't stop until he gets it."
Claire smiled and shook her head. Oh, honey. First time? There were a lot of men who had looked at Claire like that in the past. The difference was, Anton was going to get what he wanted.
"You have nothing to worry about. You're a big strong man, Alexander Fox," said Claire, carefully controlling her voice so that the taunting sarcasm in her heart wasn't apparent, "And Anton can't force you to do anything you don't want to do." That part was true enough, although Claire strongly suspected that Alex was going to want to do all kinds of things with Anton soon enough.
Alex pulled Claire into a hug. Claire enjoyed the feeling of Alex's new soft body squishing against hers. "Can't you come with me babe?" said Alex forlornly.
Claire chuckled and squeezed him tight. "Oooh, there's a kinky idea! I'm sure that big muscly pervert you're going to meet up with would love that, but I'm going to have to decline."
She took Alex's face in her hands and kissed him. "You can do this! Just go and get it over with. Soon it will be a funny memory we laugh about!"
Then she helped Alex into a skirt and top, hugged him one last time, and pushed him out the door, towards his appointment with a big black cock.
Then she got out her phone and texted "Tony's Pizza".
[Just sent Lexi out the door, all dressed up and ready to suck. Have fun big boy!]
The only response she received was an eggplant emoji and three water droplets.
...
That night, Claire lay awake, pretending to sleep.
She heard Alex quietly enter the apartment. Just as she suspected, he was sneaking in, trying not to wake her. She heard the bathroom door open and close, and the shower turn on.
Claire silently padded up to the closed bathroom door and listened. Just the soft rustle of clothes being removed, no sobbing. That was a good sign. She knocked gently on the door.
"Ahhh!" came a feminine yelp from the bathroom. "Claire! Y-you scared me!" The sentence started in Lexi's girly voice, which Claire could hear Alex struggling to deepen back to his male tones.
"How did it go?" asked Claire innocently.
"It... it was..." said Alex, in a hesitant tone. Claire noted with amusement that his voice was quite a bit... raspier than it had been earlier in the evening. Do you have a sore throat? She thought, holding a hand over her mouth to stifle a giggle. What could have caused that, Tiger?
"Well... it happened and now it's over," finished Alex lamely. "I'm too tired to talk about it now. Can we do this in the morning? I just want to shower and sleep."
But they didn't talk about it in the morning. When Claire casually brought it up, Alex's eyes slid away from hers and he awkwardly changed the subject.
Claire wasn't concerned. One way or another, she was going to find out exactly what happened that night.
Everyone would.
...
Finally, the night came for the presentation of the pledges' videos. Lexi saw that there were some notable missing faces. Daisy stood alone without her twin, looking miserable. Presumably, Iris just hadn't been able to go through with her nude cleaning assignment. Lexi rolled her eyes at the thought. That bitch didn't know how lucky she had been.
Claire looped her arm through Lexi's. "Nervous?" she whispered.
"I mean... yeah," said Lexi flatly with a grimace. "Everyone in this room is about to see me suck a big black cock. I'm not thrilled."
Claire patted her arm sympathetically, "Don't worry, girl. Yours won't be the worst one. I'm pretty sure mine is more embarrassing."
Shit, that was right! Lexi had been so focused on her own issues that she had completely forgotten that Claire was also doing the same challenge! "What task did you get?" asked Lexi curiously. "I sort of ran out of the room before yours got drawn."
Claire blew out her cheeks and looked away with the start of a blush. "Why don't I just let you see for yourself? It will be up on the big screen in a couple of minutes."
Come to think of it, Lexi didn't even know who her girlfriend's sponsor was. She felt a stab of guilt, for many reasons. Lexi hadn't been a very good boyfriend the past few weeks, had she?
Just as she was about to ask more about it, Hailey saw Lexi and Claire from across the room and hurried over with a happy, uncharacteristic squeal. Lexi thought she must be excited to see Claire, but to Lexi's surprise, Hailey wrapped her arms around Lexi and squeezed, her eyes shining with delight.
"Lexi, you slut!" she crowed, "Anton just sent over the video! I honestly never thought you would do it! I thought you had too much self-respect. I'm so happy I was wrong!"
Lexi gave Hailey a sick grimace as Claire grinned with wicked curiosity at her side.
"Honestly, it's hot fucking stuff, babe," said Hailey, finally releasing Lexi from her small but strong arms. "There won't be a dry pair of panties in the house, guaranteed. And all that dirty shit you two were saying! I don't know how you can say that stuff and look yourself in the mirror the next day."
Lexi's blood ran cold and her eyes widened. Oh God...
She turned nervously to Claire. "Claire, can I talk privately with the president for a second?"
Claire gave Lexi a curious look, but unlooped her arm and nodded. "I see Grace across the room there, I'll go say hi. Find me when you're done, ok bestie?"
Lexi nodded distractedly and gave her a weak smile, then turned sharply to Hailey as her girlfriend walked away.
"Hailey, h-how long was the video that Anton sent you?" she asked, hoping that she had the wrong idea.
"Like ten minutes. Maybe a little longer. Why?" Hailey's eyes had a nasty glitter. She had caught on to the fact that Lexi was panicking over something, and she was anything but sympathetic.
Lexi closed her eyes, her pulse drumming in her ears. "And there is sound throughout the whole thing?" she asked, hearing the raw desperation in her voice.
"Ohhhh yeah," said Hailey with a nasty smirk. "You can hear eeeeeeverything."
Fuck.
Fuck!
That bastard had promised that he would edit the video before he sent it.
"You can't play that video, Hailey," said Lexi, her face white.
Hailey's face grew hard. "Oh. I can't, huh?" she said in a menacing tone. Lexi immediately realized that she had fucked up. She desperately tried to fix her mistake: "No! That's not what I meant. I mean..." she babbled as Hailey gave her a hard merciless stare, "Please Hailey! I'll do anything. I'll suck your fucking toes every day. I'll suck anything you want. Just give me a chance to edit that video before you show it!"



But she saw with a sinking heart that at this point her begging was just blood in the water. She had probably made it more interesting for Hailey to show it than not show it at this point.
"Sorry babe!" said Hailey with a sickly sweet smile. "Anton sent the video so I'm going to show it." She leaned forward with a mean sneer. "Grab some popcorn." Then Hailey turned and walked towards the front of the room, where a laptop was set up, connected to a projector.
Lexi scanned through the crowd, urgently looking for Claire. She spotted her girlfriend laughing with a crowd of girls near the exit. Perfect.
She had to get Claire out of the room before that video started playing.
...
When Anton opened the door to the Birchwood Society house, he was wearing gray sweatpants and a loose-fitting sleeveless tee. In her cute skirt, boots, and a halter top, Lexi immediately felt overdressed.
To make matters worse, the environment of the Birchwood Society put her on edge. Not the layout or decor: in fact, it looked like just a larger and better-funded version of the sorority house. The problem was the context.
Lexi was supposed to be here as a respected member. One of the brothers. A man amongst the other men. It was surreal and troubling and arousing to be here instead as a slutty booty call. Arriving for the specific purpose of sucking off one of the brothers. Admitted in the door for no other reason.
The humiliation made her dick throb inside its tape.
At least Anton was a gentleman about the whole situation, calmly greeting her and making small talk on the way to his room. He was casual enough that even Lexi was almost fooled into thinking she was just there to hang out.
When they reached the room, Lexi was annoyed to see that the fraternity rooms were easily twice the size of the tiny dorms that housed the Ladies of the Grove: more like small suites than dorm rooms. Anton offered her some wine, which she testily declined, then patted a seat next to him on his comfortable-looking couch.
She sat on the edge of the seat, gritting her teeth slightly. This politeness, the wine, the small talk. They were all making things worse. Lexi almost preferred this to be a gross, filthy, transactional evening. The fact that Anton was trying to charm her made her suspicious that he wanted this to be more than it was.
Confirming her suspicions, Anton began calmly, "Lexi, I want to talk about our date the other night."
"Well, I don't, Anton," she said, flashing him a chilly blue glare. "I want to forget all about it."
"I had a lot of fun," continued Anton, undeterred. "Didn't you?" His warm brown eyes searched Lexi's for a spark of connection.
Lexi sighed in frustration. "That's not the point, Anton. And I think you know that. I'm dating Claire. And more importantly, I'm a... Alex is a man." It was weird to make that correction, but Lexi somehow felt any other wording would be misleading, and she wanted to be honest right now. "When this is over, the wig comes off and the skirt never goes back on. Why wonder about things that can't be?"
Anton nodded, but he looked neither convinced nor dejected. Lexi felt butterflies in her stomach again as she recognized that hungry, determined look in his eyes. "But what if you were a girl instead, Lexi? You're saying that then I could steal you from your girlfriend?"
Lexi couldn't help but laugh. "Anton, if I was a real girl, I don't think I would be able to resist you," she said with a flirty wink.
"Oh really?" said Anton with a confident smirk. He scooted closer on the couch, invading Lexi's bubble with his pushy male energy. Lexi could have scooted away, but instead, she allowed it, inviting Anton's proximity with her inaction. Her bright blue eyes moved over Anton's handsome face and dark, thickly muscled arms. Lexi felt her submissive streak weakening her will, making it difficult to resist Anton's charms.
"What about me would be so irresistible to this 'real girl' version of Lexi?" asked Anton in a smoky voice.
Lexi felt trapped by Anton's direct stare. Her belly roiled. He was so close. Close enough to touch. "Y-your eyes," said Lexi softly, heart heart fluttering.
"Mmmhmm," said Anton, his deep brown eyes sparkling, "What else?"
"Your strong arms," admitted Lexi in a shaky voice. And in answer to her admission, Anton snaked his arm around her shoulder, pulling her closer.
"So you like big strong men who can take care of you. I see. Anything else that you find irresistible?" Now that they were this close, Anton was being affected as well. The front of his sweatpants was tented up noticeably. When Lexi looked up from noticing Anton's growing erection, he was raising his eyebrows in amusement.
She shouldn't say it. It would give him the wrong idea. But the silence spun out, long and tense and expectant. Lexi broke first. "Your big hard cock," she said in a miserable whisper, her face red.
Anton gripped her hand and moved it to his lap, resting it on the hard bump there. Lexi felt it shift under her limp hand. "Anything else, babygirl?" murmured Anton.
"Your pushy fucking asshole attitude," whined Lexi in frustration, angry at herself for letting her former bully boss her around again.
But she didn't remove her hand.
"So you get turned on by guys who take what they want, huh Lexi?" said Anton softly. His face was too close, his energy assertive and focused.
Lexi gave in.
Anton's lips were on hers again, his lightly stubbled cheeks scraping against her skin, his strong cologne filling her nose. Allowing this was definitely sending the wrong message, but... it was so hard to resist Anton's forceful advances. Alex had already decided earlier that tonight he would leave everything to Lexi to preserve his own purity.
And Lexi didn't mind making out with Anton at all.
Lexi's hot little hand pushed down on Anton's jeans, gripping tight to feel the shape of the thick cock beneath his pants. Rubbing, applying tentative friction.
Lexi's other arm snaked around Anton's shoulders, feeling their muscular bulk. One of Anton's arms slid around her back, pulling her close, making her feel cradled and safe. Anton's lips were soft, but forceful, his tongue entered her mouth with a strong confident motion, wrapping itself dominantly around hers.
Anton's other hand reached up to cup a breast, and Anton made an appreciative noise, pulling away to comment, "Lexi, did you... get bigger?"
Lexi giggled at his expression of shocked pleasure. "Temporarily!" she said cheerfully, she felt a twitch from Anton's lap and raised her eyebrows, "I can see you're a big fan, Mr. Williams!"
"And you wore what I bought you?" asked Anton in a smoldering voice, gazing down into Lexi's eyes.
"Y-yes," said Lexi, feeling a dark, warm coil of lust unwind in her belly at Anton's dominant tone and posture.
"Then show me," he commanded.
Lexi began to untie her shirt, but Anton stopped her. "Not here. Get up. Give me a show." Lexi gulped. She should say no. That wasn't part of the agreement. She should insist that he just lower his pants so that they could quickly get this over with.
Instead, she rose, walking in loose flowing steps across the room, swaying her hips as she went. Lexi had made up her mind. If Victor wanted a show he would get one. If Lexi was going to give a blowjob, she was going to give this arrogant man the best blowjob he had ever had in his life. By the time she was finished, he would be dreaming of her mouth, but unable to get it ever again. Sorry, Anton, this mouth is only temporarily female. Strictly limited edition.
She turned over her shoulder to give Anton a smoldering gaze, then unzipped her skirt, bending over slowly at the waist to remove it, treating Anton to a look at her round ass in the lacy panties he had bought her. Then she untied her skimpy halter top, whipping it off with her back still to Anton, letting him stew there for a moment before he got to see her new and improved pumped-up tits.
She turned with a smug look on her face, only for her eyes to widen as she saw Anton. He had removed his loose clothing and sat naked on his couch, legs spread wide. His physique was lean and muscled, brown skin shining in the dim light of his living room. His pecs and abs were chiseled in a way that Lexi had never seen in real life. Anton had definitely been working on his body since high school.
But what really got her attention was his cock. Its towering dark shaft jutted up from his muscular body like a monument to masculine power. Big, hairy, round balls swung beneath it, looking heavy and filled with semen. Alex's pale little peepee could never compare. Even using the same word to refer to his tiny genitals now felt ridiculous.
Just looking at the massive black dick, even from across the room, felt obscene, like Lexi had walked onto the set of a real-life porn. But Lexi couldn't tear her eyes away. She had seen it before, of course, from the corner of her eye. Alex and Anton had shared a locker room on their high school basketball team. But this was different. Now it was hard and pulsing and drooling. For her. That huge, thick thing was going in her pretty little mouth. That was why she was here today.
Anton apparently liked what he saw as well, he stretched his hand down to lazily stroke his long cock. His hand seemed to take forever to move from the base to the tip and back again, and Lexi's eyes followed it every inch of the way.
"On your knees, Lexi," said Anton. His amused eyes said that he could see the effect his dick was having on his former bullying victim.
"I want you to crawl to me."
...
Lexi quickly pulled Claire out of the group of girls and frantically whispered to her, "Claire, we have to leave! Now!"
Claire gave her a bewildered look. "Right now? But they are just about to get started!"
Hailey was clapping to get everyone's attention. "And now, ladies!" she said with a vicious grin pointed at Lexi, "I thought we would start with a reeeally spicy one! This one is guaranteed to catch your interest. I present to you Sexy Lexi and Anton Williams!"
"You can't watch this video Claire," begged Lexi. "Not until I have a chance to explain."
"Shhhh," said Claire, eyes focused forward as a video taken on a phone camera snapped into focus on the big screen. "You don't need to explain, Tiger. I understand that things might have gotten a little... heated."
"No!" hissed Lexi, "You don't understand!"
On the screen, a lingerie-clad Lexi crawled forward towards the camera, a lustful fire burning in her eyes.
...
Lexi watched as Anton raised his phone, beginning the recording.
Maybe she should put up a display of disgust. Or defiance.
Instead, she did exactly as Anton had commanded, crawling sexily across the floor, submissively approaching her slutty task. She was getting lost in the haze of lustful submission. Now that she was getting off on his pushy attitude, Anton might be able to get her to do anything...
Finally, Lexi rested on her knees at Anton's feet. Her bully loomed above her, dominant and in charge. She had never felt so small, so defeated. So horny. She placed her palms flat on Anton's two muscular thighs as she leaned in closer to his cock.
She had never seen a cock this big up close. It was inches from her face now. Massive and brown and beautiful. It throbbed gently with Anton's heartbeat, and Lexi swore she could feel its radiated heat. For his whole life, Alex had focused on his attraction to the feminine: soft, welcoming, submissive, gentle. The sexual power in front of Lexi now, which had her under its spell, was completely different. Hard, invasive, dominant, intimidating. A completely different axis of sexuality. One that made Lexi dizzy with lust.
"Have you ever sucked a big black cock before baby?" asked Anton in a cocky voice, playing it up for the recording.
Lexi mutely shook her head, not trusting her voice in this intensely arousing moment.
"There's a first time for everything, babygirl. Get started."
Lexi raised herself up, positioning her head at the tip of her greatest enemy's cock. She felt her own tiny, pathetic penis struggling futilely against its tight bindings, desperate to swing free like the more impressive specimen in front of her. She fixed her eyes on Anton's, looking past the camera, and gently parted her glossy pink lips.
The hot skin of Anton's cock rubbed against her lips as it slid inside, fitting snugly into Lexi's tight mouth.
Anton groaned in satisfaction and excitement.
Lexi felt Anton's powerful cock throb in her little mouth. Her lips stretched around its girth, her tongue slowly slipping and squishing around it. She could taste her bully for the first time, a funky twang of sweat with an ooze of salty slime when her tongue made contact with the hole at his tip.
It was so different from oral sex with Claire. Then, he had been the one entering and parting and exploring. Now Lexi was the one being penetrated. Her mouth had been invaded. Conquered by the man she had sworn to hate forever. It filled her with a deep and humiliating feeling of submission which made her taped-down cock throb and ache in its bindings.
Anton let the moment hang, with his old contemptible victim, Alex Fox at his feet. Alex had always been a little girly, but now Anton had snapped his fragile masculinity like a twig. The stuck-up rich boy had transformed himself into a girl at Anton's command. Lexi now sat, looking up with soft submissive eyes as she held a man's cock in her sweet little mouth for the first time. Anton would make sure it wasn't the last. Lexi had already debased herself for him, now it was time to really put his hooks into her.
Anton withdrew his cock, to Lexi's apparent surprise, based on her sexy look of wide-eyed cluelessness. Anton took his dick, still dripping from Lexi's slutty saliva bath, and gently slapped her cheek with it. The bitch looked dazed, following the cocks every movement with her pretty blue eyes.
Anton had seen this before, but he had never expected to see it on the face of his old bullying victim: Lexi was completely cock-drunk. Fascinated by his beautiful dick. She wanted it bad. Lexi was so new to being a girl, she might not even have a clear idea what exactly it was that she wanted.
Anton could show her.
Lexi opened her mouth like a baby bird, shining eyes wordlessly pleading with Anton to let her resume her first blowjob. Instead, Anton laid his hard, slimy cock across her pretty face. She needed to do something for him first.
"Who's your Daddy, pretty girl?" asked Anton softly.
Lexi didn't respond, her soft blue eyes were crossed, focused on the cock that was filling her senses.
Anton asked louder. "Who's your Daddy, Lexi?"
The word sent a shiver down Lexi's spine. She had made light of it before, and mocked Anton for trying to force it. But the word did have a strange fascination... It meant domination. Superiority. Ownership. It was a twisted invitation to a relationship that was anything but equal and respectful. Lexi knew it would make Anton happy if she degraded herself by using it. She wanted to please Anton. Nothing was more important than pleasing her Daddy.
"It's you, Anton," she said dreamily, "You're my Daddy."
"You're damn right I am," said Anton, his heart soaring. "Now ask Daddy nicely for what you want."
Lexi's eyes suddenly snapped into focus, staring with one hundred watts of electric blue straight up at her bully. "Can I suck your big black cock, Daddy?"
Anton had to concentrate to not lose his cool and start face fucking her right then and there. Instead, he gave a tight, carefully controlled nod, and Lexi returned his throbbing dick to her vacuum seal lips.
Lexi had never given a blowjob before, had never in a million years imagined that she would, but as she hesitantly pushed her head down Anton's shaft, allowing her bully deeper access to her virgin mouth, she realized that she actually had a lot of experience that she could draw on.
She had watched dozens, maybe hundreds of porn videos in the past where a beautiful woman serviced a man on her knees. When watching, Alex had always imagined himself as the dominant man of course, his cock huge and throbbing: the object of worship. But maybe that had never been in the cards, considering his pitiful dicklette. Maybe this was more natural: Lexi on her knees, submissive and obedient and beautiful, the worshiper rather than the worshiped. Lexi kept soft, adoring eye contact with her Daddy as she bobbed her head, trying to match the lovely ladies that had made her dick tingle when she used to watch those dirty videos.
Lexi also remembered receiving blowjobs from Claire. He had particularly liked it when she... Lexi wriggled her tongue just so across the bottom of Anton's cock, just below the head, and was rewarded with a groan of pleasure from her approving Daddy. "Keep going, baby. Don't stop," he urged with a warm smile, the recording phone steadily focused on Lexi's enthusiastic oral service.
...
Lexi cringed with embarrassment as the slutty display played out on the screen. The crowd was now whooping and cackling with glee, especially on the lines when Lexi had submitted to Anton by calling him "Daddy".
Strangely, Claire seemed just as amused, laughing and cheering with the rest as the Lexi on the screen began her sloppy, enthusiastic blowjob. She turned to Lexi with shining eyes. "Is this what you were so worried about me seeing? It's no big deal, babe! Maybe a little embarrassing. And I'm definitely making you call me Daddy next time we do it, but we all do things in the heat of the moment that we regret."
Lexi was almost sobbing. "Please Claire," she said, watching the screen with horror as the next part of her humiliation approached, "We need to leave right now."
...
Anton's eyes feasted on the submissive display Lexi was making for him. He couldn't wait to show this video to his friends. He wanted to shout it from the rooftops. Not that he would tell them, but none of them would ever believe that the slutty little minx stuffing her mouth with cock had a dick of her own. Anton found that Lexi's cock didn't bother him at all anymore. It was just like Faria had told him at the beginning: the idea that fucking the gorgeous slut on her knees in front of him could be gay was laughable. There was nothing male at all about Lexi anymore, with or without a penis.
But Faria hadn't just said that he could fuck Lexi. Faria had said that Lexi would be his. Anton's deep masculine instincts flared to life as he saw the subservient woman on her knees, mouth busily slurping and sucking his hard cock. His desire to dominate, to conquer, to own her was almost overwhelming.
"Be my woman, Lexi," he said in a deep commanding voice.
Lexi withdrew from her hard work on her bully's cock. "Wh-what, Daddy?" she asked breathlessly, her eyes shining with arousal and mild intimidation.
"You heard me, Lexi. I'm not satisfied with a one-night stand. I'm your Daddy, and Daddy wants his baby girl by his side. We're dating now. You're my woman."
Lexi's slim little hand subconsciously began jerking her Daddy's hard, slippery cock as her eyebrows drew together with concern. "But Daddy, I... I can't! I'm already dating Cl-... I'm already dating someone!"
Anton grabbed Lexi's head, gently but firmly, and began thrusting into her mouth. Just short strokes for now, but enough to make it clear to Lexi who was boss. "I don't give a fuck about whatever loser you are dating. You can break up with them. Do they have a cock like mine?"
He allowed Lexi to rise momentarily, saliva dripping from her mouth. "N-no, Daddy, but..." Anton pushed his cock past Lexi's lips again, cutting off her weak protest.
Lexi could feel Anton pushing deeper, probing slowly further toward her throat. She tried to relax the best she could, trying to think. She felt overwhelmed by the humiliating loss of control and submission to her former bully.



"Do they turn you on like I do?"
This question struck at Lexi's core. She still loved Claire, but Lexi was shocked to discover that the answer to this question was very close. Anton released her again from his use of her mouth and she was almost surprised to hear the words, "No, Daddy!" burst from her glossy lips in a ragged gasp. Her cock throbbed in its sticky tape prison.
Anton firmly pushed Lexi's head down once again, deeper than ever before, until he was pushed up against the entrance of her throat. Lexi gagged and Anton paused, patiently waiting for his little lady to relax. Lexi's eyes watered. Her Daddy wanted this, wanted her to take him into her throat. Alex would never have been able to do it, his pride and prickly defensiveness would never allow him to serve someone else that completely.
But Lexi was different. Lexi could do it.
Lexi relaxed her throat, taking the initiative to push herself deeper onto her Daddy's big cock, feeling her slim throat bulge with his thickness. Anton's hand rested gently on her head, no longer pushing, but reminding her who was in charge.
"Is the loser you are dating right now as strong and smart and sweet as your Daddy?" asked Anton softly, his cock held tight by Lexi's tender throat.
Lexi coughed this time as Anton pulled out his cock, but her voice was soft and her eyes were adoring as she said: "No, Daddy."
Now Anton's hand on Lexi's head was firm, and there was a steely glint in his eye. Lexi felt a blended twist of fear and lust which crackled down her spine, directly into her cock. Daddy had been patient, and Daddy had been kind, but now Lexi was going to see his other side. Lexi was about to feel what happened when Daddy's baby girl was naughty.
Anton's cock plunged deep into Lexi's warmed-up throat as he grunted harshly: "Well then it's fucking obvious, isn't it, you dumb slut?" Lexi tried to keep her throat open and relaxed, welcoming the assault.
"You're going to drop the pathetic relationship you have right now and get with a real man. Someone who can take care of you and treat you like the princess you are!" Anton's cock made sloppy pornographic sounds as it plundered the throat of his new woman. Lexi's hands instinctively crossed behind her back, giving Anton even more complete control as she abandoned her ability to influence the pace of her face fucking.
"So I will say it again! Be my girlfriend. My bitch. My woman." He pulled the full length of his dripping cock from Lexi's ravaged throat as she gasped for air, red-faced. "Well? What do you say?" he demanded, pumping his cock rapidly to preserve his momentum.
"I...I..." stuttered Lexi. Her mind felt scattered and weak from the intensity of the domination she was enduring. Anton loomed above her like a mountain of powerful male energy, eclipsing her willowy feminine form. It was wrong to betray Claire... but Lexi had to be true to her desires.
And Lexi was a submissive slut who was naturally drawn to confidence and power.
"I'm your girlfriend. I'm your bitch. I'm your woman now, Daddy. Please take good care of me."
"Open your mouth, Lexi," grunted Anton. His new girlfriend's abject submission had sent him over the edge, and his fist was now pumping wildly, using Lexi's thick saliva as lube.
Before Lexi could mentally prepare herself, the moment was there. The climax of every filthy porn he had ever seen: a dominant man stroking his hard cock to climax over a kneeling, submissive woman. Alex had used to love watching facials, wasting load after load into tissue paper as he skipped ahead to watch the best part. It was just so deliciously filthy. It was an unimaginably dominant act for the male, marking his territory and cumming wherever he pleased. It was an unimaginably slutty and submissive act for the woman, showing her willingness to degrade herself for the man's pleasure, covering her face with hot slime because that's what he wanted.
Even though they turned Alex on, Claire had always refused to have anything to do with facials. On the rare special occasions when Alex would receive a blowjob, Claire would keep his cock in her mouth while he came. But letting her boyfriend stroke himself off onto her face? Not a chance. Too gross. Too humiliating.
Watching Anton's big manly balls tighten and his fist pumping his massive cock rapidly to orgasm just inches from her face, Lexi was thrilled to discover that she found the idea of facials just as exciting from the other perspective.
Anton's cock fired powerful ropes of pure white spunk into Lexi's obedient mouth. She could feel her Daddy's thick creamy jizz roll across her tongue, stamping its salty, primal taste into her brain forever. A few wild spurts splattered across Lexi's beautiful face, ruining her makeup, but providing a decadent finale for the amateur porn she had been pressured into shooting.
Anton groaned in satisfaction, squeezing one last viscous drop down onto Lexi's face.
Finally, Lexi held her boyfriend's load in her mouth, her face dripping with the remainder. The texture was thick and unpleasant, like egg whites, but the knowledge that the massive mouthful of sperm represented her Daddy's lust for her made it unbearably erotic, despite its repulsive taste and feel. Lexi was sure she had never cum this much from one orgasm and wasn't sure she ever could, but her trapped cock twitched and practically hummed with a desire to prove her wrong.
Lexi looked up at her Daddy, who was sitting with a proud cocky smile on his face, happily observing the sticky mess he had made of a beautiful woman. With a pang of guilt for the girlfriend he had betrayed, Lexi thought back to what Claire sometimes did to drive him wild after oral sex. She thought Anton would like it, and there was nothing more important than pleasing Daddy.
Lexi threw her head back slightly and let the foul slime slip thickly down her throat, swallowing visibly to force the gooey sperm down into her belly. She had a look of concentration on her face as she fought through her disgust to please Anton.
The last of the video was Anton chuckling in happy amusement as he watched his new girlfriend demean herself one last time for the evening.
...
The crowd erupted into wild cheers as the image of Lexi swallowing Anton's thick load paused on the screen.
Claire turned with an unreadable expression toward Alex, who had tears in his eyes. Then, Claire gently took Alex by the hand and exited the room while Hailey introduced another video behind them.
They sat together on the steps outside the sorority house in the cool fall air.
"I'm so, so sorry, Claire," said Alex miserably. "I didn't mean anything that I said in that video. I haven't contacted Anton since then either. He and I definitely aren't dating. You are the one I want to be with." He had such a kicked puppy dog look on his face that Claire had to snort.
"It's ok, dummy!" said Claire lightly, as if she couldn't understand why he was so upset.
"But... I mean, those things that I said..." said Alex, confused.
Claire snuggled up to him and put her head on his shoulder. "You're my one and only boyfriend, Alex. And I know that you'll always be faithful. Of course you and I are still dating." Alex felt a deep calm spread over him. Everything felt right in the world, until what Claire said next sent him spinning back into sexual confusion.
"But I'm not dating Lexi. Lexi can date whoever she wants. If she wants to hook up with Anton, I say more power to her!"
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Cross Contamination Chapter 8: Victorious
Daren stood nervously outside the palatial home at the address Renee had sent him. He rang the doorbell again, hoping that Victor wasn't home. The last thing he wanted was for his boss to see him there and strike up a conversation.
Finally, his cruel teenaged tormentor flung open the door, looking cute in a cutoff top and a short skirt.
"Puppy!" She cried out with enthusiasm, "Did you bring it?" She was almost jumping up and down with excitement.
Daren pulled the letter, stamped with the Yale University crest, from his back pocket, and held it up, filled with concern about why exactly Renee had wanted Cassie's first college admissions letter so badly.
Renee's dark eyes glittered as she snatched the letter from his hands. "Oh God, is this what I think it is?" She unceremoniously ripped it open and scanned the letter with a smirk. "Accepted, of course. Like little miss perfect would have it any other way. And to her dream school! You must be so proud, daddy." She followed up her sarcasm-dipped sentence with an evil giggle, and glanced over the letter with a wicked gleam in her eyes. "But I think we can do better than that for sweet little Cassie, don't you?"
"Wh-what do you mean?"
It was like a switch had been flipped. Renee's face twisted into an arrogant snarl. "Address me properly, you little bitch!" She hissed, stepping closer and gripping Daren's caged cock in a swift, painful motion.
Daren gulped.
"What do you mean, m-mistress?"
"That's better! I'll make a good puppy out of you yet." Renee's good humor had returned, her soft pillowy lips curving up in a sweet smile. "Now, take your pants off."
Daren glanced nervously around the bright sunlight of the Cross's front porch. They lived in a sort of walled compound, but it still felt like way too exposed of an area to strip. But by now, Daren knew better than to argue or hesitate. He stripped off his dress pants as quickly as he could, leaving them in a puddle on the ground, with his humiliatingly trapped cock hanging uselessly in the open air.
Renee pushed him on the small of his back, forcing him to leave his pants and dignity behind on the porch, walking naked from the waist down into his boss's house. She led him gently forward to the lavish hardwood table in the Cross family dining room and reached around him to place the acceptance letter on the table in his view. Her hands snaked up his leg and began softly cupping and massaging his vulnerable balls.
"Now Cassie could certainly go to Yale," Renee whispered gently into his ear, her soft pouty lips close enough to barely brush the skin, "Get a great degree, become a lawyer or some shit like that." Her hands were becoming firmer, not to the point of pain, but emphasizing his testicles' fragility in a distracting way. Daren choked back a whimper as his cock began to drool through its plastic cage.
"But isn't there a hotter way things could go?" She dragged one finger unexpectedly across the slit in the front of the cock cage, providing a sudden flash of friction and pleasure, hitting him like lightning.
"What if sweet, innocent Cassie couldn't get into college?" whispered Renee's sweet, teasing voice in his ear. Daren's eyebrows drew together. What was she saying exactly? Cassie had got in. The letter was right there! But it was so hard to think, with Renee's soft whispering lips on his ear, and her slim, strong fingers moving on his intimate parts. Her voice got even quieter, and slightly raspy "What if your little girl had to do all sorts of dirty things in order to make ends meet?"
"What? Wait a second..." Even through the fog of arousal, something seemed wrong about that.
"Relax, Daddy!" chirped Renee at a regular volume, and accompanied the quip with a light slap to Daren's exposed balls, sending a bright jolt of pain through his belly, "we're just having a conversation. You know, dirty talk."
A wicked grin spread across her face as she fished for the thin chain around her neck, pulling the small silver key from between her large chocolatey tits.
"You've been so frustrated, haven't you, puppy?" She bent down at the waist, running her hand down his chest before resting it on the lock holding in his straining dick. "Your mean mistress has been denying you wifey's precious pussy." Her dark upturned eyes told him that she knew he had a great view of the velvety brown cleavage that the key had been pulled from, and that she loved the effect it was having on him. "Why don't we let little Daren here out to play for a while?" she said, her fingernails tapping on the plastic. "The only price is that you listen to what I have to say...Daddy"
Why did she keep calling him that? And why did it send such a rush of blood to his cock? Daren's mind was racing. He knew that Renee wasn't just talking him off, she was planting things in his mind. Manipulating him.
But oh God, he wanted out so bad. He wanted release. And he wanted this teasing girl to get him off with her pretty little hands. To finally feel her naked skin on his cock. Renee straightened up and snaked her arms around his waist, pulling him close. He could feel her huge black tits squishing out of shape against his chest. Her lips were at his ear again. "You don't need to say anything Daddy. Just nod."
And he found himself nodding, his mouth dry. A moment later the lock clicked, and the slimy cage hit the table with a clack.
Renee moved deftly behind him, and his freed cock swelled and throbbed as she ran a fingernail lightly down its length. "See puppy!" Renee whispered in mocking awe, "After a week in the cage, your little dickie is so happy it almost looks big." She let out a breathy laugh before reemphasizing: "Almost!" It felt heavenly to finally feel her touch directly on his cock, after all of the teases at their sessions.
"So here is what I'm thinking, Daddy," Continued Renee in a husky whisper. Her fingers lightly played up and down Daren's shaft, refusing to commit to a full grip, teasing his aching cock with pleasure just out of reach. "What if instead of acceptance letters, poor Cassie gets rejection after rejection." Her fingers began swirling around the swollen head of Daren's throbbing penis. He was having trouble focusing completely on what she was saying. " Well, she would be forced to rethink her whole life! She would start to think that maybe she was just a silly, dumb little girl for believing in herself"
"And maybe there would be someone there who could give her some guidance." Renee's delicate, manicured fingers finally wrapped firmly around Daren's shaft. They felt delicious, they felt right. "Someone Strong." Her hand gave him a slow firm pump.
"Decisive" Pump.
"Masculine" Pump.
"Someone who could gently remind innocent little Cassie, that even dumb girls have some assets they can use to get ahead in life."
Renee's whisper was a throaty hiss, her pillowy lips tickling his ear.
"Like her Tits." A strong, firm, slow pump.
"And her Ass." Pump.
The next came so softly Daren had to strain to hear it, and he realized he was straining, hanging onto every word. "And her Cunt..." And instead of pumping, now she simply lightly traced her nails up the side of his shaft, leaving him aching for more.
But even then, Daren couldn't agree with her. He was still Cassie's father, dammit, no matter how confused Renee had got him about her hot young body. He couldn't ruin Cassie's life just because, oh God, just because the idea was suddenly turning him on so much. Renee looked at his face, her deep black eyes calculating, her lips pursed. She saw the unexpected resolve hardening there. She would have to bring out the big guns.
Daren's concentration was broken by the click of Renee's cell phone being set down next to the letter. She began swiping through the photo reel quickly while lazily rubbing Daren's cock with one finger. "Mistress, what are you..."
"Shhh, quiet now, puppy." She said, raising the same finger to squish against his lips. With a rush of humiliation, he could feel the finger smearing them with his precum. "I just think that a little visual aid might help you right now."
A roar of arousal came as he realized that much of the photo reel seemed to be nude selfies. But he was frustrated by the fact that she was scrolling through them so quickly he could never get a clear look.
Then his stomach lurched with confusing sexual whiplash. It couldn't be. How could Renee have a photo like this? Renee moved behind him again, pressing her large breasts against his back as she began firmly and slowly jerking him off.
It was a photo of Cassie, taken inside a school hallway. Cassie was wearing what could only be described as a fetish outfit. Her thick pale thighs were almost fully exposed beneath a ridiculously small pleated skirt. Her crimson blush reached all the way down her neck. Her large breasts were barely covered by a tiny pink cut-off shirt stretched to the breaking point over them. The shirt was rolled up just enough on the underside that the bottoms of her boobs were exposed, with the unmistakable pink blush of an areola visible on her right breast.
His mind wanted to rebel, but his cock was suddenly diamond-hard. It felt like it was almost bursting out of its skin. And Renee's relentless hand wouldn't let him escape or calm down.
"W-wait mistress..."
"Look, Daddy." She said teasingly. "I just wanted to show you how... naturally talented Cassie could be. This is from the time she got all dressed up and walked around the school. " Her hand was picking up speed. "It could be the best thing for her, giving up her dreams of college. Maybe the most valuable thing about her isn't the squishy pink thing between her ears," She reached down, preparing to swipe to the next photo "It's the squishy pink thing between her legs."
The next photo was clearly taken inside her bedroom. Cassie was totally naked. Her huge pale tits, and their erect, bubblegum-pink nipples were exposed. A recognizable dark-skinned hand had reached down and pulled aside Cassie's concealing hand from her vagina, revealing a perfect pink pussy, slightly parted and glistening with wetness. Cassie's face was a picture of shocked, sexy innocence, and her blush radiated down to her massive breasts, caught in mid-bounce.
"I mean," groaned Renee, twisting and writhing her hand, "Imagine it Daddy: Cassie as a total airhead slut."
Suddenly he couldn't think of anything else.
"Your daughter sucking big hard cocks for money."
Renee planted a kiss on Daren's ear, the soft wet sound loud over the hammering of his heart.
"Your innocent angel with her tongue deep in a cunt. My cunt" She emphasized this with a hard squeeze on the tip of his cock. "While I film it to upload for all the dirty men on the internet to see.
He was getting closer, and his resolve was evaporating. His eyes roamed the image, soaking it in, locking in on the slimy pink pussy at the center. Renee's wicked little tongue traced around his ear.
"Your sweet little girl cumming her useless brains out on the tip of a... Big." She reached down slowly while her hand picked up speed, making obscene wet noises from the lubrication of his pre cum.
"Black" Her hand hovered over the image as she glanced over at him with a crooked smile painting her face. Daren's whole body felt like it was on fire. What was in the next photo? It couldn't possibly be what she was implying...
The hand suddenly stopped dead at the base of Daren's cock, and Renee stared at him, her cute young face suddenly serious. "I'll show you what will happen to her, puppy. But first, you need to say yes. You need to help me make it happen."
"P-please mistress, I..." He tried to squirm, to fuck the fist of the young black woman who had conquered his mind, but her grip was firm, and he couldn't get traction.
"Say yes, puppy."
"But I, but she..."
"Say yes, Daddy."
Oh God...
"Yes, Mistress"
The smile broke over her face like a horrible sunrise. It seemed for once untainted by sarcasm or mockery. She was sincerely joyful for her plans to be moving forward.
"Where was I? Oh, right. Imagine Cassie squirming and bucking herself to orgasm on the tip of a BIG. BLACK. COCK!" And with that, Renee's delicate finger swiped her photo roll to the right.
Daren's mind filled with white noise as he saw the image. It was her. Cassie, impaled, tight young pussy stretched wide on a massive dark dick. Her face moaning in ecstasy, one hand on the man's wide muscular chest, the other roughly squashing a full young breast, pinching a nipple tight. She was wearing high heels, ripped fishnets, and had streaks of dark make-up running down her face (which conjured brief images of her on her knees, her hair held tight as she choked on a massive black cock).
Renee's hand moved at lightning speed. Daren's breath caught in his chest. He felt like he was going to have a heart attack.
"Cum for her." Came the hot, wet whisper in his ear.
"Cum for her, Daddy"
And he did, white slime spraying out in huge ropy bursts, ruining the college acceptance letter, covering his daughter's image on the phone, and splattering all over Renee's slim black hands.
"Eewwww puppy!" She giggled, and reached up, smearing the disgusting goo over his face before he could protest. Her hands now clean, she picked up her phone and acceptance letter and walked across the dining room to a trash can, throwing in the phone without ceremony.
'Wait, how did you get that photo?"
She looked up from smirking at the ruined letter with a warning glance. "Don't forget yourself, puppy."
"Sorry, mistress. How did you get that photo mistress? Did she really...?
"You are adorable, puppy. So behind the times. Photoshop and AI can make anything look real these days." Daren's head was spinning. He felt faint. "As far as I know, your daughter has never fucked herself silly on a massive black dick." A girlish giggle bubbled up from her. "At least not yet. Let's make that wonderful vision come to pass, shall we?'
She tossed the jizz covered acceptance letter into the garbage on top of the phone.
"You ruined your daughter's important letter, you bad puppy," She said, sticking out her lower lip in a pout. "But don't worry, my father has friends at the post office. I will make sure she gets a new one. It will be almost the same, just a few words different."
Daren felt a sense of inevitable doom settle on him, but his cock twitched with a mind of its own.
"And I will make sure that we change any other letters she gets as well.' She grabbed a purse from the table and pulled a flash drive from it, handing it to Daren. "I need you to plug this into her laptop as soon as you can, puppy. It will help to keep her from getting any pesky congratulation emails."
It would also allow free access to Cassie's webcam, but he didn't need to know that right now.
"Oh, puppy!" She said, eyes sparkling, smile wide, "We are going to have so much fun! Now let's get some ice so we can get that little thing back where it belongs."
...
After her initial relief, Gina began to second-guess her reaction to Victor's text.
She wasn't a stupid woman. Far from it. She was well aware that when it came to Victor, some of her decision-making had been... compromised. The man was clearly an expert manipulator, and, just as clearly, she wasn't immune.
It was probably better to just let this be a clean break.
But her pussy ached for him.
Not to have sex with him of course. She only wanted to ever have sex with Daren. The other night had been a moment of weakness, She would never have gone through with the plan to sleep with another man. She probably would have gotten to the bar and then turned around and went home.
She just wanted to masturbate to nude photos of him.
Maybe get another dildo in the shape of his cock.
God damn it. She needed to get a hold of herself. Gina could recognize signs of addiction. She just needed to go cold turkey and get through these withdrawals.
Gina heard the door open. Daren was back. Good. She needed someone to talk with. Someone who could help pull her down off the ledge.
She rose and walked to the door, where her tired, defeated-looking husband was removing his shoes. She had put him through a lot lately. They had both been through a lot.
She pulled him into a big hug, her eyes welling up with tears. He felt stiff and awkward for a moment, long enough for Gina to reflect how sad it was that a loving hug from her was now unexpected. Then he melted and returned her embrace.
"Victor texted me." She said quietly, face buried in his shoulder, "He wants me to come over."
She felt Daren stiffen up again. She pulled away from him to look directly into his face.
"I'm not going to go. I don't want to speak with him ever again." Daren looked shocked but hope was dawning in his eyes. "Can't we start over, honey?" asked Gina gently, "Forget that all these weird things ever happened to us? You can put in your resignation. We will figure out the money situation."
Daren himself looked close to tears. "That sounds perfect to me, my love. Give me one second, I need to use the bathroom. Then we can talk about this."
Right, thought Gina, he must have been holding it the whole way home. She poured herself a celebratory glass of wine and sat on the couch, tucking her feet up beneath her. It would be hard, but this was the right thing to do to preserve her self-respect, her happiness, and the love of her life. She felt warm optimism for the future.
...
Daren sat on the toilet, frantically texting Renee while searching, not for the first time, for some sort of emergency release lever on his chastity device.
He had texted Renee an explanation of the situation. How Gina had been invited to Victor's house. How she had decided not to go, how she wanted to start fresh with him. He felt an immense sense of relief. Gina was always the strong one in their relationship, it had been nerve-wracking and erotic at the same time to see his strong, determined wife being corrupted and toyed with by a stronger, more determined man. Now that was over. Gina had shown her true colors at last.
His phone finally buzzed. Renee had answered.
[Interesting.]
The text hung for a long moment. Dots popped up indicating that Renee was typing. Daren found himself holding his breath.
[Convince her to go, Puppy.]
Daren felt a sinking feeling in his stomach. He should have known that Renee wouldn't give up her toy that easily. Well, he had to convince her. It was his turn to be strong for their relationship, just like Gina was being.
[Isn't this what we were working towards, mistress? Getting my wife to choose me over Victor? It seems like we got everything that we wanted.]
Her next reply took a long time to type. He hoped that by pitching it as a victory for Renee, he could flatter her into accepting the outcome. His phone buzzed again. No such luck.
[It figures that a weak little cuck like you would want to take a shortcut to victory. You are lucky you have a kind mistress to explain these things to you. If Gina runs away from Victor, she will never be free of him mentally. She has to go face Victor directly, to resist temptation and tell him no directly to his face. Anything else would be a cowardly loss in her mind, and she would stay under his spell. I'm sure that things would be back to normal for a while, but her humiliating loss would eat away at her mind like acid until eventually she would be back out on the hunt for a big black cock. If not my dad's, then someone else's. You need to convince her to go, Puppy. She needs to face her fears and score a real win against my Dad, or your 'fresh relationship' will be worthless.]



Daren's mind was racing as he read. It was true that Gina had been bested by Victor at every turn. Winning was so important to her. Would she really be ok long-term if she just ended up backing down from a fight? No. He had to be firm, Renee was trying to trick him.
[I would like it if you could please unlock this device.]
There. He could be firm when he wanted to.
Renee didn't take much time to reply.
[I don't think you are in a position to be refusing my orders, slave. I have some photos and videos that I think the women in your life would be very interested to see. Not to mention the fact that I am the only one who can unlock the cage on your little cock. Did you know the model that I put on you is banned in the United States? That's because it is really super dangerous to remove without the key. I heard that they banned it because a guy lost his key and things got really messy when they tried to cut it off him. Just something to think about.]
Daren shuddered. Renee was probably bluffing, right? There's no way that she would do something as sadistic as trapping his cock with no possible escape.
[What puppy, you don't trust your wifey? She says she wants to be done with Victor. If that is true, it shouldn't be hard at all for her to march in there and tell him personally. It will be liberating for her, and be a solid base for your new relationship.]
We wavered. That was true. She seemed determined. Wouldn't it be better if she confronted Victor's manipulations head-on?
[Awww Puppy, I know that this is scary for you. I'm not a bad girl, I promise. Tell you what, it doesn't have to be all stick and no carrot. I'll give you a little extra motivation. If you convince Gina to come over tomorrow, I will unlock you while she is gone and send you some fun photos. I swear to God that you will love it.]
Daren gulped as his dick pressed against its plastic prison.
[I don't know if I can convince her.]
He realized that bringing up quibbles like this was a sign of weakness, but Renee was bringing up some great points.
[Don't worry about that, Puppy. I would bet you a million dollars that she is teetering on the knife's edge of this decision. Just talk it out with her and bring up the points I mentioned. She will fold like a house of cards. Go get her, Tiger.]
Daren got up and washed his hands, taking deep, shaky breaths. Was he really going to do this?
Did he have a choice?
...
Daren took long enough in the bathroom that Gina got up and poured herself another glass of wine. Was he crying in there or something? Well, everyone expressed their emotions differently, and she had to admit that her decision was cathartic to her as well.
When he finally came back and sat next to her on the couch, she snuggled up to him, ready to begin their newly refreshed relationship on a warm and friendly note. Dareen was still a little stiff though, maybe he didn't fully trust her after what had happened these past few months.
"So, big boy." She said affectionately, "What shall we do to get back to where we were in our relationship? I can think of a couple of things I can do for you..." The sexual tension that had been building up in her had still not been released. Daren had hit the fucking jackpot tonight. She was willing to do a lot of things that would normally be off the table if it would loosen her husband up again. "Well, I still took my pill today, but maybe I could start skipping it starting tomorrow. Maybe I will finally let you put another baby in me..." That would certainly get him going. It was also something she could tactfully forget about after tonight, something about Daren getting her pregnant still seemed off-putting, even in this lovey-dovey moment.
Daren looked a little pained. Not the reaction that she was expecting.
"So, um..." He began, looking nervous, "V-victor invited you over to his house tomorrow, huh?
Gina withdrew from him a little, looking nonplussed. What did he think he was getting at? Couldn't he see how hard she was trying to make up with him?
"Yeah." She said flatly, narrowing her eyes at Daren, "But I told you. I'm not going. So it doesn't matter, right? I never want to talk to that prick again."
Daren made a noncommittal sound, looking away, twisting his hands in his lap.
"What?" demanded Gina.
"It's j-just..." Said Daren hesitantly, "If you run away from him like this, is he going to be able to just move on? Will you?"
What the fuck was Daren thinking?
"I'm not running away," Said Gina, trying to keep her voice pleasant, "I'm cutting him off. And of course I can just move on. I already have."
"I'm just w-worried that..." Daren began, leaving the sentence twisting in the air.
"Worried that what?" demanded Gina.
"N-nothing dear." Said Daren quietly.
"No, I want to hear this, Daren. Spit it out. What are you worried about?"
"I'm worried that if you admit d-defeat like this, it's going to eat away at you." He couldn't meet her eye, staring down at the floor timidly.
What the fuck!
Gina leaped to her feet, pacing rapidly back and forth across the living room, suddenly filled again with restless energy.
"Fuck you, Daren Harlowe!" She snarled, "I didn't fucking lose to Victor. I didn't lose to anyone. This is me claiming victory. He wants to fuck me, and I am saying no! How is that defeat? Tell me, pussy!" The last part was snarled into Daren's face, which whitened with shock.
But weirdly enough, Daren didn't back down like he usually did.
"Then tell him that." He said softly. "Tell him no right to his face. Otherwise, there will always be a question mark in our relationship. After that, we can really start again. Please, Gina."
Gina looked into his eyes and saw sincerity there. She hated to admit it, but he had a point. Ghosting Victor was as good as admitting that she wouldn't be able to control herself in his presence. It would be an admission of defeat in a way. An admission that she didn't think she could win in a contest of wills.
"Fine." Gina said coldly, "If you want me to go visit Victor so badly, I will. I'll tell him that there was never anything between us and there never will be. And then you can apologize to me for doubting me." Even if she recognized that he had a point, she would never admit it to him.
"You can sleep on the couch tonight. Tomorrow night you will be joining me in bed whether you like it or not." Let him stew on that.
Gina stalked over to their bedroom and slammed the door. This would be easy, she thought. No problem at all. She hated Victor. All she had to do was have a five-minute conversation with him telling him to fuck off.
By this time tomorrow, she would be done with Victor Cross forever.
...
Cassie dropped onto a locker room bench, exhausted. It had been another difficult cheerleading practice. She knew that she was getting better at the dance steps in the routine, but it stung that all the other girls had moved on to other routines, but she still had to practice the same one. It also continued to make her a little uncomfortable that the dance steps she was practicing were a little... suggestive. All of the bouncing and crawling and running her hands over her body still made her blush, especially since she was the only girl left practicing that dance. And the only girl with the ridiculous skimpy "probation uniform".
"Good practice today, Kissy!" chirped Harmony, the round-faced little Asian cheerleader. As she said it, she wrapped her arms around Cassie and roughly squeezed her breasts through the thin fabric of her shirt.
Cassie could only shudder and try not to squirm. She had learned the hard way that protesting this kind of behavior only led to more teasing. Her nipples responded to the rubbing and pinching by growing embarrassingly stiff under her teammate's fingers.
Unfortunately, she must have shown her discomfort a little too clearly this time.
"Aww come on, Kissy." Said Daria, a thin red-headed cheerleader, slim, pale, and beautiful, still wet from the shower. "You don't need to look like you swallowed a bug. This is just how we joke around with each other. Here, babe, you can touch my titties as much as you want!"
With that, she grabbed Cassie's face with her hands and rubbed her small chest all over it, leaving Cassie blushing and gasping for air as she felt Daria's hard little nipples tracing lines all over her face. The locker room seemed to be filled with giggles from the other amused cheerleaders as they watched Cassie having her tits groped and her face rubbed into another girl's chest at the same time. It was clear to everyone in the room how uncomfortably aroused Cassie was becoming.
"Besides," giggled Harmony in her ear, "With big silly titties like this, you can't blame people for wanting a feel." She gave Cassie's nipples a little twist to emphasize her point, drawing a submissive whimper from Cassie. "Your tits are now team property, Kissy. Don't forget it."
"Give her some space, ladies." Said Renee, with a smile, instantly commanding the room. Daria and Harmony instantly disengaged, leaving Cassie red and panting on the bench, trying ineffectually to cover her obviously hard nipples.
Rene sat next to her, and began taking off her uniform.
"So," she said, her voice slightly muffled by the uniform going over her head, "The other girls have told me you are making great strides with the routine."
"Well, yes." Said Cassie, still flustered, "I mean, I hope so." Renee had been supervising the other girls learning other routines, so they hadn't seen much of each other during practices lately.
"That's great, babe!" Said Renee, beaming. She swiftly pulled her sports bra up and over her head, allowing her luscious brown tits to bounce free in the locker room air. "How about next practice we have you demonstrate your skills for the team."
Cassie was instantly tongue-tied by Renee's stunning nudity. She tried hard to keep her eyes off Renee's chest, but when her friend wiggled her hips to remove her skirt, her eyes locked to the swaying breasts like a magnet. How could Renee be so casual with her incredibly sexual body, while hers caused her so much embarrassment?
"Um, earth to Kissy." Mocked Renee, drawing her eyes upwards again to her face. "Why aren't you changing too?"
"R-right." Said Cassie, embarrassed beyond words. She normally tried avoiding changing out of her skimpy clothes until the locker room was a little clearer, but with Renee right there, it wasn't likely the other girls would try anything.
She hesitantly pulled the tiny top over her head, allowing her confined breasts to bounce free. It did feel good after they had been trapped in the tiny shirt all practice. Renee suddenly drew close, and Cassie couldn't breathe. Both of them were topless, so close they were almost touching.
"They're just jealous, Kissy. All those other girls. Your breasts are beautiful," whispered Renee with a gentle smile.
Cassie felt a sudden, strange welling of joy at Renee's rare compliment. Renee was close enough that Cassie could feel her body heat and smell her sweet breath. "So cut them a little slack. We girls with great tits need to stick together. Here, take a picture with me."
Renee wrapped one warm arm around Cassie's bare waist, drawing her close. Only then did Cassie notice the phone in Renee's hand, as it raised for a selfie. Cassie felt the warm softness as her left breast squashed against Renee's right. She really should protest. She didn't want pictures of her naked breasts out in the world. But she was still basking in Renee's compliment, her approval. Renee was also in the picture, she wouldn't let it get into the wrong hands. She smiled at the camera as the shutter sound went off.
"Renee smiled down at the picture.
"Perfect, Kissy. Exactly the photo I wanted."
...
Gina hesitated for a moment before raising her hand to knock at the door. All of the arguments for and against this meeting raced through her head once more. She set her mouth in a determined frown. There was no other way out of this. Not with her pride as a woman intact.
She knocked.
It didn't take long for Victor to answer the door. He must have been expecting her. Maybe he had external cameras. There he was, a sharp confident smile on his face.
He was completely naked.
Not even a robe covered his massive, muscled, darkly shining body. Gina's eyes couldn't stop running over his bulging biceps and pectorals, his toned abs, and his soft, long cock swinging casually above enormous balls.
"Welcome Gina," he said, giving her a knowing grin, "Come in." This bastard wasn't the least bit ashamed or uncomfortable to be naked in front of a member of the opposite sex. He wore it like a fucking badge of honor.
Victor turned and walked into his cool, spacious house, seeming to be completely at ease. Gina, taken off guard, had no choice but to scramble after him awkwardly, closing the door behind her.
"Hey, wait." She said, still trying to catch up mentally. "Hold on. Why are you..."
"Naked?" Said Victor with his cocky grin, flopping down on the couch, "Well, it is my house after all. This is how I prefer to relax around the house."
"W-well. I would prefer if you could put on some clothes while you meet with me." Said Gina, feeling a blush staining her cheeks.
"No." Said Victor kindly, but firmly. "I'm not going to do that Gina. I wouldn't take orders from anyone in my own home, and, no offense intended, but I would never take orders from you anywhere."
He leaned back on the couch with his arms behind his head, spreading his legs slightly. In doing so he presented his flaccid cock and large pendulous balls for Gina to see in detail. Gina couldn't help but stare.
His balls were huge, round, and hairless. The size of smaller apples. Gina had never thought of testicles as sexual objects before. On most men, they looked almost silly. Daren's shriveled little sack certainly did. Victor's balls didn't look silly at all. They immediately made Gina think of the huge amount of semen they could produce.
His cock lay soft and dormant, filled with masculine power, but at rest. Even in this state, it was larger than Daren's when fully erect. It was a statement. It said that Victor could control his sexual impulses completely. Even when naked in front of a beautiful woman that he desired, he was only horny when he chose.
"I completely understand if you wish to refuse the meeting and leave at this point of course. If my body is making you uncomfortable, that is." His eyes held amusement and a clear confidence that she wouldn't leave. He had noticed her long and curious glace at his genitals.
"No. I have some important things to say. You can't distract me from that." Gina sat stiffly on the edge of a loveseat opposite Victor, trying hard not to let her wide eyes wander over his body.
"We'll cover business matters at hand in a moment." Said Victor, clapping his hands together and leaning forward, "First, why don't you make us some drinks? The liquor cabinet is right there. There should be fresh ice." He gestured to a expensive-looking cabinet against the wall. Gina felt a spike of annoyance.
"I'm not going to make you a drink, Victor," she snapped. What did he think this was, the 1950s?
Suddenly Gina sensed what she had felt in the past: Victor's odd talent for making his size, power, and dominance known without seeming to move a muscle. She was suddenly painfully aware that she was a small weak woman in the presence of a large muscular man. His expression didn't change, but she could feel the power and confidence coming off him in waves. She was shocked to see that his penis was becoming hard.
"Gina. Fix us some drinks. Right now." He spoke calmly, with an unchanging pleasant expression, but something about his words was hard and unyielding as iron. Before she even knew what she was doing, Gina had risen and was crossing over to the drinks cabinet.
Stupid. Why was she letting this asshole push her around? But she couldn't sit back down now, it would just make her look indecisive. She had just started the meeting and she already felt outplayed. First, his nudity had thrown her off, and now she was waiting on him hand and foot like some sort of servant.
Now, what would Victor like? She caught herself. Who cares what he would like? But she couldn't shake the feeling that the meeting would go smoother if Victor was pleased with her performance in making drinks. She felt a strange desire to make him happy. She settled on simply pouring an expensive-looking whiskey over some ice for both of them.
She set the drink in front of Victor before sitting back in her chair. His deep brown eyes glanced down at the whiskey before he smiled up at her. "Excellent choice, Gina. Good work."
God damn him. Why did she feel so pleased at the minor compliment? And why did his cock continue to slowly grow? What was so arousing about watching a woman make a drink? Gina gulped at the top-shelf whiskey, hoping that it would steady her nerves. A large amount sloshed onto the conservative sweater she had worn to the meeting. She swore softly.
"You seem distracted." said Victor, his eyes twinkling, "I apologize, I didn't think that my nudity would make you so uncomfortable." He snapped his fingers, as though a thought had just occurred to him.
"I know!" he said, smiling broadly, "Why don't you take off your clothes as well? That way we will be on an even footing, and it won't feel so awkward to you. You've made a mess of your top in any case."
She tried to laugh derisively at the ridiculous suggestion, but it died in her throat as she noticed that it didn't faze him. He was completely serious. She drank some more of her whiskey to give herself time to think. Being naked was definitely giving him an advantage right now somehow. It was hard to concentrate and keep her eyes off his... body. Was there any downside to taking off her own clothes? Her sweater was soaked and smelled of whiskey now. He had already seen her naked, and it might change the power imbalance she was feeling. Maybe it would even throw him off a little. God damn him, she thought angrily, if he can be stark naked without an ounce of shame, so could she.
Hoping for some courage, she gulped down the rest of her glass of whiskey and clicked the glass onto the table. She stepped out of her shoes and tried to ignore the triumphant smile spreading across Victor's face as she tugged her sweater over her head. She wasn't doing this because he told her to. She was doing it because it made sense.
As she dropped her pants in a puddle on the floor, she couldn't help but notice that Victor's massive black cock had become fully erect. She kept a shy, sidelong gaze locked on the rock-hard phallus as her numb fingers fumbled at her bra clasps. Victor's massive balls had tightened and pulled towards the base of the cock, getting ready for the sexual intercourse that his body told him was coming. Of course, Victor's animal instincts were wrong, she told herself as her large breasts sprang free to be appreciated by Victor, there would be no sex happening today.
Fully erect, his penis no longer looked soft or dormant. It looked like a stinger, like a weapon, throbbing with power. It was a tool designed for one purpose, penetrating and inseminating women. Her body responded as she studied it. She subconsciously wanted this tool to fulfill its purpose, for her own body to do what it was made for. Chemicals poured through her bloodstream, overriding her love for Daren, her moral objections, and her distaste for Victor as a person. As she hooked her thumbs into her panties to complete her impromptu strip show, they came away with a small wet spot already present.
"There," said Victor soothingly, pretending that he didn't currently have a throbbing erection, "That's better, right? Now that we are on equal footing?"



It didn't feel better at all. Gina knew immediately that she had made a grave error. She had only felt that nudity gave him an advantage because of Victor's bottomless confidence. She did not possess the same arrogance. She felt exposed as Victor studied every inch of her body. She felt flushed and out of breath. She stood, a little shaky with nerves, to refill her glass. Her stupid body was screaming that she was about to have sex, and she didn't know how to tell her instincts that they were wrong. She sloshed a large pour of whiskey into her glass. She could feel Victor's hot gaze on her ass.
As she turned around, she saw that Victor had pulled a tissue from an end table to wipe away the precum leaking from his cock. He looked completely unconcerned, and gave her a pleasant smile as she awkwardly sat on the edge of her loveseat again.
"It's been a while, Gina." He said, tossing the tissue into a wastepaper basket, "How is work going?"
Gina blinked, trying to keep up mentally. He wanted to make small talk while they were both naked? As they were both sexually aroused? Well, maybe it would help to keep her mind off of Victor's... body.
"Not great actually." She said, her voice cracking, "I've been getting a lot of disrespect lately."
"No," Said Victor, with a gently mocking tone, "People are disrespecting a classy lady like you? I can't imagine why."
Gina felt a spike of anger. It was this prick's fault in the first place that she had done anything distasteful. Now he wanted to make fun of her for it? She opened her mouth to give him a piece of her mind when she heard footsteps coming closer from behind her. Jesus Christ, had Victor set up this naked meeting while someone else was still in the house?!? Victor was still leaning back nonchalantly, sipping his drink. Gina whipped her head around...
A beautiful young woman her daughter's age was emerging from a hallway, dressed up to go out, with a purse in hand and sunglasses on. The resemblance was obvious. This was Victor's daughter Renee.
"Oh my god!" She said. She sounded surprised, but not shocked, like she had just seen an old friend, "Dad, you didn't tell me that Gina was coming over!"
She set her purse down on a chair and walked over. Gina's hands instinctively clutched at her private areas, trying to hide them from being seen by this young woman.
"It's so good to meet you Mrs. H! I'm a friend of Cassie's at school!" She sat next to Gina and pulled her into a hug, with Gina's arms still awkwardly clasped over her chest and crotch. It was strange and invasive to be touched by a clothed person in a non-sexual way, and something in Renee's mean little smile told Gina that she knew exactly how uncomfortable she was making Gina. And she liked it.
Renee rose and gave her father a kiss on the cheek, his huge cock still erect and drooling precum.
"Renee dear," he said, completely unselfconscious of his naked erection in front of his daughter, "Can you take Gina's clothes to our dry cleaner while you are out? She's been a bit clumsy."
"Of course, Dad. Sorry I can't stay and chat this time, Gina! We will have to meet up again some other time," Renee said with a pout. "You two have lots of fun! Use condoms this time dad, I'm not ready for a little brother!" She gave Gina a saucy wink, "Not yet, that is. Tell your husband I said hello, Mrs. H!"
And with that, Renee scooped up Gina's discarded clothes and was out the door, leaving Gina with no possibility of getting dressed again even if she wanted to. Gina tried to protest that there was no reason to take her pants or underwear, but Renee was already gone. Whatever equilibrium Gina had been building was shattered. Now she just felt embarrassed and exposed and horny. She had to say her piece and get out of here. It made her nervous (and foolishly, more aroused) that Renee had spoken as if it was a given that she and Victor were about to fuck. Was that what Victor was assuming too?
Her head swam with the alcohol. Maybe she had been drinking a little too fast. She cleared her throat.
"Well, Victor," She said in a smaller and meeker voice than she intended, "I just came here today to tell you..."
Victor waved a finger at her.
"Ah, ah, ah, my dear. I was the one who invited you, remember? It's only fair that I be the one to speak first, isn't it?"
Gina's mouth closed with a snap. It made sense, she supposed. She couldn't think of a reason why she should speak first. Somehow, the balance of power had shifted even further. It was hard for her to contradict Victor, he was just so full of momentum, of confidence. Instinctually, she wanted to go with the flow, to be pulled along by his enthusiasm. She squirmed slightly, hoping that she wouldn't make a wet spot on his fancy couch.
Victor leaned back and put his hands behind his head, stretching. He began in a relaxed tone.
"I'm afraid things just aren't working out with Lucia." He said thoughtfully. Gina felt an irrational burst of joy. That stuck-up bitch had thought she had won, but look at who Victor came back to in the end! Not that she wanted a relationship with Victor of course.
"She had some trouble meeting my expectations for a serious relationship." He continued, "To be Frank, I only participate in male-led relationships. Without exaggeration, I can confidently say that i know better than any woman I would choose to date what is best for our relationship and for both of our lives. Therefore I expect my partners to defer to me, in the bedroom and in our everyday lives. Many women would find this controlling. I'm looking for women who would welcome the guidance." He said all of this with smooth confidence, despite what Gina judged to be the insanity of the message.
"Lucia was attracted to me physically, and she admired my taste and intellect," He continued, rubbing a broad hand across his muscled chest as if to emphasize his attractiveness, "But she struggled with being obedient and submissive."
His deep brown eyes locked to hers, making Gina feel another hot, sticky flush of arousal in her belly. "And so I immediately thought of you." She should have been offended. She tried to feel offended. Something about his magnetic eyes floating above his massive body, gleaming slightly with sweat, made the devastating insult feel like a compliment.
"Lucia can't give me what I deserve. You can, Gina. I want to go to the next step with you." He leaned forward, projecting his strong male energy forcefully. "But this time things have to be different. You have the potential to be a true submissive, but I have had too much hesitation and contrariness from you. That's why I drew this up."
He reached over to the side table and picked up a manilla folder she hadn't noticed before, setting it gently on the table between them, facing Gina. He flicked open the folder, showing a densely typed document beneath.
"This contract states that you will obey my every word for a period of one month." He said, placing his hand lightly on top of the document. "There are a lot of ins and outs and clauses, but I can run you through the important ones."
Oh God, thought Gina. The very thought of being that stupid: placing herself completely at Victor's mercy, submitting utterly to his twisted desires, was shamefully arousing. But Victor had overplayed his hand here. No way could he expect her to be that naive.
"Victor," She said, trying to use a firm tone but not quite managing it, "I came here today to..."
"Convince me to take you back? Ask for some naked selfies? Beg for another dildo modeled after my cock?" His eyes were twinkling with amusement. Smug prick.
"No!" said Gina. She winced. It had come out of her mouth way too defensive. "No, Victor. I came to break things off with you. Permanently." She took a deep breath, trying to ignore her aching nipples and pussy. Trying to keep her eyes off his beautiful cock.
"Huh," said Victor dismissively, eyes still freely wandering over her body, "That's not the impression that I got from reading your texts this week."
Gina blushed, remembering her desperation. She felt that desperation welling up from deep inside of her right now. She gritted her teeth. "I changed my mind, Victor. I want us to be over."
Victor gave her an appraising look.
"Hmmmmm." A disgustingly arrogant smile broke over his face, causing Gina a sudden burst of shame and arousal and anger just seeing it.
"No," He said, "I don't think that's going to happen. I think you are going to sign this little contract and agree to be my submissive woman."
His arrogance was breathtaking. How could he be so sure of himself? Gina faltered for a moment. Did he know something she didn't?
"Why would I do something as stupid as that?" She asked. She couldn't manage to put any heat into the question. It sounded more like she really wanted to know the answer than the angry rhetorical that she had meant it to be.
"Because I haven't told you your part of the deal yet." He said matter of factly. He flipped to another page in the contract, pointing a thick finger.
"Number 1: I pledge to never fire your husband for any cause whatsoever. I also pledge to give him a promotion within two weeks." He flipped the page again.
"Number 2: I pledge to pay in full the college tuition, room and board, and fees for Cassie Harlowe at whatever college she chooses to attend next fall, for the entire time that she needs to complete her degree." Another quick flip
"Number 3: I will assume responsibility for all debts currently owed by the Harlowe family on their family house, including those for home renovations."
"Number 4: After the period of one month, if Gina Harlowe wishes it, I will never contact her or her family again, except for issues pertaining to the financial arrangements detailed above."
He looked up at her with a smile. "How does that sound for starters?"
Well, Gina had to admit that if he held to the letter of the contract, it would wipe out essentially all of her economic concerns with one stroke. But it still wasn't worth considering.
"You could ruin my whole life, Victor." She said meekly, "If I had to obey you no matter what, it would take away my ability to protect myself and my family."
He waved away her concerns. "It's stated in the contract. I pledge that I will only command you to do things that I think will make you and your family lead happier, better lives."
Gina's mind felt foggy. "You say it's just for one month? Couldn't you just command me to sign another contract just like this?"
Victor shook his head. "You worry too much, pet. I swear to you, I will never command you to sign another contract to extend this period against your will. If you choose to obey after the contract ends, of course, then that is totally up to you." He leaned back again with a smile, "I am confident that you are a true submissive at heart. I see this contract as training wheels. Once you get a taste of submitting to my dominance, you will love it so much, you won't want to go back."
With a dry mouth, Gina slid the contract closer to her, staring at the pages without really seeing them.
"Would it be so bad, Gina?" Said Victor softly, and Gina looked up to see him staring deep into her eyes with a soft expression, spoiled somewhat by his still hard and dripping cock. 'Wouldn't it be nice to just... relax for a month? Let someone else take the reins? Not have to worry about what might go wrong with your decisions?"
He reached over and grabbed an expensive-looking pen from the side table. He flipped to the last page of the contract, where his large signature was already written. He clicked the pen and held it out to her.
Gina took it with numb and shaking fingers. She had felt like a prisoner in her own head these past few months, filled with guilt, arousal, and uncertainty. Victor seemed so certain, so confident, and so so sexy.
"I'm married, Victor."
It came out in a whine. "Married women can't just... become someone's sex slave. Daren would be crushed."
Victor chuckled. "Sex slave. Your words, not mine. Remember that later. If it makes you feel better, I swear on my mother's grave that I will never tell Daren about this relationship."
Gina sat, frozen. Caught between her lust for Victor and her love for Daren. Thinking about how much good this agreement could do for her family, and dreading the erotic depths that it might drag her to.
Victor rose and sat next to her, close enough to touch. This close, Gina could smell his musk, covered only partially by expensive cologne. The smell should have repulsed her, but she found herself oddly fascinated by it, sniffing more into her nose. His dark skin felt burning hot where it touched her, and she was painfully aware of how his massive form dwarfed her own. His towering cock was only inches from her thigh. She could reach out and touch the smooth dark shaft if she wanted...
Victor put an arm around her shoulder, hugging her close to his muscled body. She felt small, soft, and vulnerable. A sexual thrill bordering on fear ran through her.
Victor whispered down to her, "This won't really be that big of a change, you know? Think about it. How many times have I wanted something from you and haven't gotten it?" She looked up at his hard eyes, her own wide and soft. "I wanted you to wear your hair like a bimbo. I got it. I wanted you hairless. I got it. I wanted you to swing both ways. I got that too." Gina felt waves of shame as she realized the truth of what he was saying.
"And I wanted to show off your body and your new sexuality to all my friends. And you obliged me, on stage no less." Gina wanted to break away, to get angry, but his eyes were magnetic, his arm strong.
"So if you can't stop me from getting what I want anyway, what does it matter if it is written into a contract? At least you get something out of it." He gently gripped the hand that Gina held the pen in and moved it to the signature line. Then withdrew his hand, leaving her hand hovering there, free to choose.
"Come on babe." He whispered in her ear, "All of those things I said are just excuses. We both know why you are really going to sign it."
His voice got deeper, his lips almost brushing her ear.
"Because I told you to."
Gina closed her eyes and scribbled her signature as Victor beamed in triumph.
Internally, Gina celebrated. She knew something Victor apparently didn't. There was no such thing as a contract dictating complete obedience. The contract was completely unenforceable.
The new couple both leaned back together, both thinking they had got the better of the other.
Only one was right.
...
Daren sat, lonely and defeated, in his bedroom. He was unable to relax, unable to concentrate. His regret had started immediately when Gina had begun getting ready to go over to Victor's. His anxiety had built and built until he wasn't sure he could take it anymore. He knew it was too late to tell her not to go. It would have raised her suspicions. Now he had to live with his decisions, and try not to think about what was happening right now at Victor's house.
He glumly wandered the house. Tossed back one of his male enhancement pills that Renee had given him with water. Turned on the TV to see what was on.
*Beep*
*Click*
Daren looked down in surprise. It couldn't be, could it? His searching hands confirmed his suspicions. The chastity device around his penis came loose in his hands.
His cock sprang to life almost immediately, savoring the sudden freedom. Daren's hand gripped the expanding cock without hesitation, giving it a few quick strokes before he knew what he was doing. It felt amazing! Had he always been this sensitive?
His phone buzzed.
[Well Puppy, are you ready to begin?]
He replied as quickly as he could with his left hand, his right hand pumping up and down his shaft.
[Thank you, mistress!]
[Awwww, you are welcome Puppy. Are you surprised? I told you that I would have a great reward for you if you convinced Gina to "visit" my dad. I might be a little devil most of the time, but tonight, I'm going to send you to heaven. I want to drain your little virgin balls so hard that you won't have anything left for wifey even if she wants to fuck your tiny dick.]
Daren frowned. Even he had to admit that he had started getting a sexual thrill from being put down by Renee, but this virgin thing was ridiculous.
[But I'm not a virgin, mistress. I have a daughter.]
[I know you do, Puppy. Let's not get ahead of ourselves by bringing Cassie up now, we are going to be talking about her a lot later.] Winking emoji.
[But let's be real Daren, you have only had sex with one woman, and when my Dad finally fucks her, he's going to places in her pussy you could never reach. Can you really call it sex when you are that disappointing in bed? Your mistress will be the judge of when you lose your virginity, and I say those times don't count. Now, I have some stuff prepared to send you that I know you are going to like. But first, you have to ask nicely.]
Darens cock throbbed at the thought of what Renee might send him.
[Please, mistress, can you send me something?]
[Hmmm, not bad too bad, puppy, but you can do better. Try 'Please send my virgin cock to heaven, mistress Renee.'"]
Daren felt his face grow hot. Renee never let his pleasure come without an extra dose of humiliation on the side.
[Please send my virgin cock to heaven, mistress Renee.]
[Good Puppy.]
A notification popped up that a file was being transferred to him. A second later, an audio file appeared in the chat window.
[I can't be with you in person tonight, Puppy, but I think this will make up for it. Listen to my voice and do what I say. Don't open the image until I tell you!]
A blurred image appeared in the chat, ready to be opened.
Daren found some headphones, hurried to his bedroom, locked the door, and cautiously started the audio file.
"Hi, Puppy." It was Renee's voice, deep and calm and smoky. She must have been speaking right next to the microphone. "Are you ready to have a good time? Who am I kidding?" She gave a cute little giggle, sending a shiver up Daren's spine. "You started jerking off like a dirty little monkey the second your cage came off, didn't you?" She was right, Daren thought shamefully. The shame didn't stop him from pumping his dick hard and fast in his hand, focusing on her sexy voice. "Well, I like to think that I am pretty good at dirty talk, so I'm going to give you a little inspiration for your jerk session tonight. I even have a visual aid to help you. I never thought I would send you something this good, Puppy. I am surprised at my own generosity. You had better be grateful! Why don't you open that up right now?"
Darren kept the audio playing in the background and opened up the blurred, hidden picture.
His pupils dilated. His mouth went dry. He gripped compulsively at his cock, forgetting to stroke.
"Wow. That's the only word, right, Puppy?" The voice purred in his ear.
It was his lovely daughter. Topless and smiling, her perfect pink nipples crinkled and hard with arousal. And next to her, Renee, with a wicked little grin on her cute face. Her bare brown breasts were only slightly smaller than Cassie's, ballooning almost cartoonishly from her petite frame, her dark nipples still soft. Based on her expression, this was amusing her, but based on her nipples, not turning her on. The two girls were posing so close that their tits squished together just slightly where their bodies met, creating a delicious contrast between pale white and dark brown skin.
"I know that your dirty old mind must be racing right now, not to mention your dirty old hand, but let's take it slow, Puppy. Listen to my voice. Let me guide those pervy thoughts. Let's imagine, I don't know... Ooh, I've got it. Me and Cassie are having a sleepover at your house. Gina is away on a business trip. You have been a super cool daddy and have been letting us have a little wine, loosening up our inhibitions a little. We are all hanging out in the living room. You know me, I'm a little cocktease, and, devil that I am, I start teasing poor little Cassie about being a virgin. About how she has never even seen a dick in real life before. And she is soooo embarrassed. You can tell she really doesn't want to talk about this in front of her daddy. But her embarrassment is super cute! And you get the feeling that maybe she is protesting a little too much, you know? Like maybe this is secretly exactly where she wants the night to go. So I go for it! I say that we have a perfectly good cock right here for her to see. And I reach over and unzip your pants, and pull them off. And you are protesting, but, of course you aren't stopping me. And Cassie is bright red, and covering her eyes, but she has had just the right amount of wine. She's not running away, and it's easy to see that she is peeking through her fingers. And when the undies come off, your dick isn't totally hard yet. Nerves. Wine. It happens. So I tell Cassie that you need a little help. I pull off my top, and with a little hesitation and a lot of lip-biting, Cassie's fingers start fumbling with her top as well. And then there we are, your daughter and her best friend, topless and giggling, telling you to get hard already so they can see your dick."



Daren's hand pumped steadily on his cock as he absorbed the dirty story, eyes hungrily eating up every detail of the photo. He eagerly listened for more details.
"And, trust me, Puppy, it works. Soon your little dicklette is standing stiff at attention. And your innocent daughter can't keep her eyes off it. She just can't help herself from looking. And you see the pink nips on her big pretty titties perk up as well. She might deny it, but her body is interested. And that's when I give up being subtle. I sit down right next to you on the couch, and your face turns to me as I move to meet it. You feel my soft, sweet lips on yours, my naughty little tongue exploring your mouth as my slim fingers curl around your hot, throbbing cock, squeezing and pulling. Cassie is spluttering, asking what I think I'm doing, but when I smile at her and tell her to come take a closer look, she does what I say. She wants to. Her virgin cunt is juicing up, and her inhibitions are beginning to seem less and less relevant. I tell her to kneel down and get a really good look at her daddy's cock up close. And she does, you can feel her hot breath, starting to get heavy and ragged, on your dick as my fingers twist and pump. But you don't see her down there, kneeling between your legs, because suddenly my fat brown titties are in your face, and I'm telling you to use your mouth like a good boy. It's heaven puppy. My breasts are soft and smooth and warm against your face, my perky nipples are hard against your lips and tongue, and I am filling your ears with appreciative little coos and giggles, letting you feel like a real man for once. And most importantly, I'm keeping Cassie from looking up and seeing her daddy's face. Instead, she just sees a cock, right there in front of her for the first time. So when I whisper down to her that she should give it a little taste, she is able to fool herself for one crucial moment. She doesn't stop to think about what family dinner will be like tomorrow, or what Mommy will think when she finds out. She just listens to her body and wraps her innocent little lips around you. And that is when I withdraw, just as I notice that you have realized what is happening. And as I pull away, your eyes meet with such heat and intensity that you can almost feel it across the room. Daddy leaning back on the couch, legs spread, eyes wide with shock. Daughter on her knees, daddy's rock hard cock held gently in her mouth, eyes soft and fearful."
Daren grunted, frantically fucking his fist, now slippery with precum. His dick felt alive and hypersensitive, like it had doubled it's nerve endings somehow. He tried to keep himself from moaning. Cassie was probably in her room. He burned with the taboo shame, knowing he was masturbating to the thought of his own daughter while she was in the house. He strained his ears. He had to hear the end of this story.
"The moment hangs there. It's tense, Puppy. Each of you is waiting for the other to freak out, to jump away, disgusted. But that doesn't happen, I've planned the moment out perfectly. Your dick throbs, and she can feel it move powerfully in her mouth. You in turn feel her tongue do a little wiggle, moving around your head. You take a deep shaky breath as your beloved daughter starts exploring your cock with her mouth. And I drop to my knees as well, being a guide and teacher for your daughter, showing her how to please a man. And looking down it makes a truly beautiful sight. Two lovely teenage girls, one dark, one pale, sharing your cock, one tongue on either side. Then I am gently sucking your balls while Cassie bobs her head on your shaft. It doesn't take long, Puppy. Nobody would last very long in that situation, and you aren't exactly Mr. Stamina. You feel an orgasm building up, and you start to grind your hips upward into your daughter's face, stuffing her mouth deeper and deeper with your cock. But I know the signs, Puppy, and this isn't where this evening ends. I pinch the base of your dick. Hard. And I gently push Cassie away. Her face is red, and she is drooling a little. She had really been getting into it. Quite the little slut in the making. And I look at you both, and before the shame can set in, I say to Cassie that there is one more thing that your daddy and I have to teach you. Just by the tone of my voice, you know exactly what I mean. Even Cassie, inexperienced and naive as she is, knows what I have in mind. You are about to speak up and say that that would be going too far, but then I raise my eyebrows at you and gesture to your daughter. She's biting her lip, her eyes downcast. She's blushing furiously. She's horny. She wants this. Even more than you somehow. So when I gently take you both by the hand and pull you down the hall to your bedroom, you don't resist. Like the new lovers that you are, you can't keep your eyes off each other, although judging by the fiery blushes you both have, there is a considerable amount of shame in your minds as well. When we get there, I push you back onto the bed. Your marital bed, where you are supposed to make sweet love to your faithful wife. We are going to use it for something else right now. I place Cassie above you, showing her exactly how to position herself. You are too horny and ashamed and excited to speak as I grab your cock in my hand and line it up with your daughter's steaming hot, dripping pussy. And she sinks down, slowly, inch by agonizing inch. You can feel your hard cock being buried in her hot, wet folds. There is resistance for a moment, but then it is gone. You realize that you have taken your own daughter's virginity. You are fully deeply, inside her. Her beautiful, curvy form is all you can see, rising above you. Sexy, innocent, perfect. She starts to move, awkwardly at first. She has never done this before after all. I put my hand on her wide hips and guide her movements, but in the end, she doesn't need much help. Her body knows what to do. She begins to move smoothly, quickly. Your dick penetrates her deeply, pumping in and out. You can feel her big, soft ass pressing onto your thighs when she pumps her hips down. Gently at first, then slapping as she moves faster and faster. You can see that I have reached my hands around to play with Cassie's nipples. Her big, beautiful tits bounce and shake, set totally loose by Cassie's newfound lust. I'm whispering something in her ear, and she is closing her eyes, relishing the newly discovered feelings roaring through her body. She repeats again and again "Please Daddy! Please!" Begging you, instinctually, for something that she is only dimly aware of, something she has never experienced before. Get ready, Puppy. I want you to cum with the story. But as you do, I want you to think about this: I could absolutely make this happen. You have no idea how deep I have my hooks in Cassie. I could set up this scenario in a week. I could do it tonight if you don't mind ruining your relationship in the long term. I'm not going to do it, of course, Puppy. That would be messed up. Speaking of messed up..."
Daren groaned and strained, bucking his hips against his fist. He was ready. He needed this.
"In the heat of passion, you roughly grab Cassie's wide, squishy hips, pulling her down firmly, thrusting your dick as deeply as it will go inside her. She orgasms, moaning and screaming "Daddy!" over and over, desperately moving and grinding her hips, setting you off as well. You explode deep inside her fertile pussy, letting out spurt after gooey spurt into your daughter."
Daren stared intently at the topless selfie still on his screen, obsessively scanning Cassie's perfect breasts. He came explosively, too horny to even worry about the mess he was making, spraying ropes of cum onto himself and his bedsheets, groaning deeply. The recording ended. Daren felt oddly at peace. His phone buzzed with a text.
[I see you finished listening. Did you cum to that Mr. H? I know you did. That's pretty sick, Puppy, cumming to the thought of your own daughter. Well, time for the next one.]
He looked down at his phone with confusion.
[I don't know if I would be able to cum again, mistress.]
[Didn't I tell you, puppy? I want to drain those little balls dry. Trust me, when you listen to this next recording and see the photo, you won't have any problem jerking off again.]
A new recording and a blurred photo popped into the chat. With nervous apprehension, he clicked on the recording and began listening.
...
Victor's large well-muscled arm snaked around Gina's naked waist, pulling her close to him. The warm friction of skin on skin made her shiver. She felt slightly shocked at herself that she had just signed the scandalous document in front of them, even considering the secret escape clause she had.
"You know," said Victor lightly, pulling her gently but firmly to her feet, "I said that you had done everything that I asked, but that wasn't quite true, was it?"
As they both stood, Gina on somewhat weak, shaky legs, Victor turned to face Gina. He gave her a deep, lingering kiss that made her head go blank and her toes curl. She could feel the hard, burning heat of his cock pressed against her belly, the possessive grip of his strong arms around the small of her back, his warm skin making contact along the entire length of her body, her big soft tits pressing against the hard bulk of his chest. When he broke away, a glimmering trail of saliva stretched between them. He smiled as he asked a question in an innocent tone.
"There was one thing that I asked you to do that you simply refused to consider. Can you remember what that was?"
Oh no. He had always been a gentleman before, surely he wouldn't go there.
Victor gave her a warm, condescending smile as he placed his hands on Gina's shoulders.
"I think we both remember that line you drew in the sand, don't we? That big dramatic vow you made?" His hands began to push firmly downwards, forcing Gina down below his level. Her knees hit the living room floor with an audible thunk, and she was suddenly face to face once again with Victor's magnificent cock.
The rock-hard ebony pillar radiated masculine strength and felt burning hot, even from this distance. Although everything was clean and well-groomed, her nose was assaulted by the overpowering musk of Victor's male pheromones. The massive phallus subtly pulsed and throbbed with Victor's heartbeat. Gina gulped. She turned her eyes upwards to see Victor smiling down at her from above. Arrogant, amused, gloating at his victory. It should have made her angry. It should have made her tear that contract up right then and there. Instead, this horrible man lording his victory over her sent a hot sharp twist of arousal through her belly. Instead of yelling, she found herself twisting her hands together and dropping them between legs, inches away from her dripping pussy. She gazed submissively up at her new master and waited for his command.
Victor laughed cruelly.
"Well well well, you thought you were a tiger, sweetheart, but it turns out you were just a kitten all along." His eyes twinkled with hostile mirth. "Give me a kiss, kitten."
Burning with shame at following the orders of her worst enemy, Gina leaned forward and planted a soft, wet kiss on the bulging head of Victor's cock, smearing her lips with his salty precum, her upturned eyes locked on his, pleading. Maybe by making this humiliating sign of submission, she would be spared the greater humiliation. She still hoped that Victor would let her keep a shred of pride by not forcing her to do the one thing she had vowed never to do. She saw that her hope was in vain. Here in his moment of triumph over her, there wasn't a shred of mercy in Victor's hard eyes.
"Suck my cock, bitch." Said Victor, calmly and firmly. Then he stood still, cock jutting out into the air, his conquest kneeling before him. Waiting for Gina to complete her own humiliation.
Gina couldn't think, couldn't breathe. How could she let this horrible man, whom she hated with a passion, beat her in such a complete and obvious way? She could hardly lie to herself and twist this into some sort of Victory. Blowjobs were the one thing she had clearly stated she would never do for Victor. She fought back waves of anger, guilt towards Daren, shame, and, worst of all, roaring, all-consuming horniness. She should just tear up the contract now. Bring up the escape plan she had thought of, be done with this before it started. Victor's cocky face with his trademark shit-eating grin filled her vision. If she did this, she would be admitting to him, and worse, herself, that he was right all along. That she couldn't win against him. That he was better than her in every way. She would be validating his fucking infuriating superiority complex, and resigning herself to be his slutty little bimbo girlfriend. It would go against the very core of what she had always stood for as an ambitious and independent woman.
Oh God, why was this making her so horny that it was hard to think straight?
Victor held perfectly still, forcing Gina to make her move. She trembled as she lifted herself slightly on her knees to position her lips on the tip of Victor's cock, once again kissing his penis in submission, the very tip of his cock head just barely between her parted lips.She couldn't keep eye contact with him anymore. The shame burned too painfully. With her eyes downcast, Gina slowly moved her head downward, the massive black dick pushing her lips apart, causing a delicious friction of her soft lips against the skin of Victor's cock. The cock moved deeper, completely filling Gina's mouth. The size, the heat, the taste of Victor's precum overwhelmed Gina with its dominance.
Victor looked down at the shameful display. His prey, his fiery opponent, now kneeled in submission, dedicated to serving him. Her eyes dropped in shame, then lifted to him once again. The lips of his enemy stretched around his dick, her eyebrows drawn together in a mixed emotion of arousal, shame, and intimidation. It was so funny he almost laughed again.
"I'm not taking your temperature, Kitten," He reminded her gently, "I said suck." And with that, Gina's tongue started moving, and her head bobbed slowly, taking in the small fraction of his dick that could fit in her little mouth. She clearly had worked with big cocks at some point in the past, but Victor's monster was a tough challenge even for the experienced.
"Wow," He said, relishing the feel of Gina's sassy mouth as it hugged his dick, "I really didn't think you would do it!" That was a lie. He knew from the beginning that he could turn Gina into his personal cocksucker eventually. Right now, however, it was important for Gina's growth that he twist the knife a little. He flashed her a grin. "Didn't you swear in front of a big crowd that you would never suck my dick? Didn't you swear it to your husband? You ought to be ashamed of yourself, you little slut."
It really was cute how deeply she could blush despite her tan. Her eyes broke contact with his again, but her mouth and tongue continued moving. She had gotten a taste now. Her body was moving based on her deeply ingrained submissive instincts. He grabbed his phone from the nearby table, opening the photo app. He managed to snap a few candid shots before Gina realized what he was doing, including one of her gazing lustfully up at him. Suddenly, Gina looked shocked and started to protest. Victor silenced her. "You agreed to do anything I wanted Gina, and that includes a few photos to remember your first submission." Just to prove his point, he snapped a few more photos of the cringing woman as she continued to suck his cock, slowly forgetting her exposure and getting more and more into it. Victor placed his phone back on the table. Time to take this to the next level.
"Use your tongue and lips, Kitten. Show me how you worship a cock." His huge cock, shiny with Gina's drool, left her mouth with an audible pop. She was breathing heavily, and gazing at him with a slightly dazed expression. Cock drunk, he noted with pleasure. She ran her sharp little tongue up the underside of his cock, giving it another soft kiss as she reached the head.
"You have my permission to touch yourself if you need to pet.." He said seriously. She paused, her tongue once again on its way up his shaft. Her expression, was surprised, then confused. "I mean, I can see what this is doing to you." Victor continued, glancing downwards significantly.
Gina's pussy was swollen with arousal, making a puddle on the floor beneath her. Her body was desperate to be impaled on the cock that was dominating her senses. Gina's confused expression melted into shamed comprehension. Her right hand maintained its tender grip on the base of his cock while her left hand moved hesitantly down between her luscious thighs. Victor could see her back arch as her fingers made contact with her needy clit. Gina was going to be having a great time. Now he just had to deeply intertwine the sexual pleasure she was feeling with her shame.
"I remember the first time I saw you, Gina." said Victor thoughtfully. Gina was getting distracted by the movement of her fingers on her pussy. He gently pushed his cock forward to remind her of her main job. "You think we met at that office Christmas party, right? Actually, I have had my eye on you for a long time before that." Gina looked a little confused and opened her mouth to speak, but Victor gently gripped the back of her head and pushed it into his dick, and the cock drunk slut began running her lips up and down the length of the shaft, swirling her tongue as she went.
"You probably don't even remember, you have some many cases. Five years ago, about when you were first promoted to your current position, you handled a workplace harassment suit against my company." Victor watched with amusement as Gina's pea brain tried to work quickly while being overwhelmed with sexual stimulus. He chuckled as she struggled and failed to keep up mentally while planting hot wet kisses up and down his dick and fucking herself silly with her hand.
"We offered a quite competitive settlement to your client in exchange for a signed NDA. You advised him to turn us down. You were confident that you could beat us in the courtroom."
He placed a large hand on Gina's beautiful blond head and pushed it further down. "My balls, Kitten. Worship my balls." She was really losing herself in the moment now, and without any sense of shame, began nuzzling, licking, and sucking his big black testicles with enthusiasm, fingers working madly between her juicy thighs.
"I sat in the gallery, and I saw a fiery, beautiful, professional woman tear up the courtroom. I saw a woman who was driven to win, to succeed, at any cost." And now here that woman was, defeated at his feet, disgracefully nuzzling and sucking the balls of her victorious enemy, lost in her own shameful submissive lust. Her face was wet and red, rubbing herself desperately on his balls to win his approval. Her face was now smeared with the musky pheromones that naturally coated his genitals. Any normal person would probably describe the smell as deeply unpleasant, but for a bitch in heat like Gina was right now, it was like catnip.
"You won of course. Got a fat judgment for your client. Of course, within a year, I made sure he lost it all. I tricked him into getting a sex change, and he ended up sucking cock on the streets in Berlin to survive. Not that you care I'm sure. What really got me interested was how a submissive like yourself could fool yourself and the world so completely. I have a talent for spotting natural submissives, and you definitely are one. But you were acting very successfully as a dominant. The whole thing got your name on my list."
Victor tapped his pleasure slave on the shoulder. "Back to sucking, Kitten." She gave a little moan, probably responding to the shame of being ordered around, and took his cock into her mouth once again.



"But there are a lot of names on my list. What really sealed the deal was when your worthless husband applied for an open position at my firm. I noticed the name right away. When I met the man and found out that you two were married, I knew that this would be fun. I hired him immediately, of course, and set my plan into motion."
Victor took a half step forward, pushing Gina back with his body, forcing her to scramble backward on her knees. She tried to spit his dick out and protest, but Victor gave her no room, he stepped forward again, then again, forcing Gina to awkwardly crabwalk backward, until finally her back pressed again the wall of the living room.
As the pressure of his cock pushed her head back against the wall, she stared up at him with fearful eyes. This is what he wanted to see from her. Broken like a wild stallion: wide, soft, submissive eyes, begging him for mercy and approval where once they blazed with hatred and defiance.
"Raise your arms up above your head, Kitten." Victor commanded in a deep voice, "When you do, it's going to take away all of your control, and all of your defenses. You will be giving me permission to do whatever I want to you."
It took only a moment for Gina to raise her shaking hands, still wet with her juices, up above her head, terrified but willing eyes staring deeply into his with his invading cock still lodged in her mouth. Her huge breasts heaved with ragged breaths. Victor savored the erotic sight of a beautiful woman completely at his mercy.
Victor reached down and gripped both wrists in one enormous hand, holding Gina captive and pinning her arms against the wall. A smile spread across his face as he pushed his cock forward further, pushing himself little by little into Gina's submissive throat.
A look of panic crossed Gina's face, and she gagged, pulling weakly at his strong hand trapping her wrists.
"Shhhhhh, Pet." Said Victor soothingly, withdrawing slightly, "You can do this. I have never met anyone as submissive as you who couldn't deepthroat. Your body knows how. Just focus on pleasing your master."
Her eyes still looked scared, but he recognized a desperation there as well: to give him what he wanted, to be his good girl. He moved forward again slowly.
"Relax. Open yourself to me. Trust me. Give me what I want." He said softly, feeling Gina's throat unclench and allow his dick to slide further in.
He stopped with only about half of his cock in her mouth. She was already doing well for a first timer. She looked up at him with shining, proud eyes, her throat stuffed with his cock. Proud of being his good little cock sleeve. Exquisite.
Victor began moving, slowly and smoothly, in and out. He could feel Gina's whistling breath on his shaft, see her eyes close in concentration as she tried to relax and satisfy him. She was so out of it, and the dominating position felt so great, that Victor indulged himself with a little gloating.
"The proud, ambitious woman who cares about winning most in the world." He said, panting. Gina's long worship of his cock, her pathetic appearance, and the dominance of this final humiliation towards her were finally bringing him to orgasm. "When I am done with you, you are going to get off on being a loser. The humiliation of defeat will get you wet. The superiority of dominant men will be stamped into you, body and soul. You will be the depraved submissive slut that you were always meant to be. All because that's what I wanted." Gina was so out of it she didn't hear a word.
Finally, Victor pulled his cock, dripping with slobber, from Gina's well-used mouth, quickly stroking himself towards orgasm. It was time to mark his newly conquered territory.
"Open your mouth, slut." He commanded. Gina seemed to come to herself and realize what was about to happen, regaining the look of humiliation that the frenzied fellatio had numbed her to. She opened her mouth slightly, crimson blush staining her bronzed cheeks and spreading down to her heaving tits.
"Wider." Snapped Victor, "Tongue out."
She did as she was commanded, on her knees, arms pinned above her head, staring with nervous anticipation at the massive black cock throbbing inches from her face.
The first glob of cum flew directly into Gina's open mouth, coating her tongue with thick white seed. But for his first time, Victor wanted to ensure wide coverage. Ropes of sticky hot cum painted Gina's beautiful face, splattered over her gorgeous tits, and rained down on her thick thighs. She felt covered and stained in the sticky, hot fluid
The humiliating sperm drenching seemed to go on forever, but finally, Victor's cock oozed out the last of his seed. He finally released Gina's wrists and grabbed her hair, using it to clean off the last of his cum from the tip of his cock.
Gina lowered her hands and placed them in front of her mouth, trying to spit out the hot, salty, oddly familiar-tasting cum.
"No, Kitten." Said Victor firmly, grabbing her by the chin to lift her gaze to his. "My seed is too valuable to waste. Swallow."
She had never done that for a man before, even when she used to enjoy giving her boyfriends blowjobs. The very idea had always seemed degrading to her. But there, on her knees in front of her new master, every inch of her naked body dripping in his cum, she swallowed.
...
Renee's soft, teasing voice filled his ears again.
"I'm sure that it was a lot of fun to jerk your tiny dick to your daughter, Puppy. But aren't we forgetting what's really important right now? You sent your poor wifey all alone to deal with your cocky, gorgeous, bullying boss. Oooooh, pretty risky, Puppy, with her juicy little cunt and her habit of using a dildo shaped just like his dick. Who knows what could happen when he gets her alone in a room with him? But no need to worry, right? You trust her! She loves you, and would never ruin that just for a chance to try out a hot bully cock. Well, I have a little update for you on your wifey. You can open the picture now, Puppy."
Dreading what he would find, Darren pushed the view picture button with a numb finger.
The blood roared in Daren's ears. His mind failed to process what he was seeing for a moment. Renee's voice snapped him back to reality.
"Oh noooooooo, Puppy! It looks like your charming, rich, buff boss with a big dick managed to seduce your suuuuper loyal wifey. Who could have seen this coming? If only there were some warning signs!" Renee dissolved in a fit of giggles, and Daren was forced to confront the crushing image on his phone. Gina, his lovely wife, naked on her knees, her sweet lips, that he had kissed so often before, gently gripping the black cock planted in her mouth. Her eyes, soft and warm, looked up towards the camera. Her bedroom eyes. Daren was shocked to feel the wave of arousal as blood rushed to his cock. How could an image be so painful and so erotic at the same time?
"Don't worry, Puppy." Continued Renee's recorded voice, "You know how I photoshopped that picture of Cassie earlier? I'm sure this is the same thing! There's no way it's real right? Or is it? Do you still trust the love of your life? Either way, it's kind of hot, right? To see your bossy little bitch of a wife put in her place for once? Gina, who loves to push around everybody else, finally meeting someone who can push her around sexually? I mean, it's a shame that you could never do that. She just doesn't respect you enough, Puppy. She sure does respect my dad though. It doesn't get much more respectful than kneeling down in front of someone and letting them use your mouth as a masturbation tool. It goes beyond respect to worship. Gina has found a new man in her life, and I'm just not sure that you can ever... measure up."
Daren almost sobbed as he stroked his hard dick, staring at the photo.
"But seeing her submit to another man is the next best thing if you can never experience it firsthand. And now your loving relationship has been transformed into another pervy virgin jerkoff fantasy. Just like all the other pathetic virgins out there jerking off over the pretty girls while the real men take them home to fuck them. And the worst part about it, Puppy? Both you and Gina both knew exactly what my dad was doing. And not only did you fail to stop it, you sent her over to his house practically gift-wrapped. You practically slipped his cock into your wife's mouth yourself."
Daren jerked faster and faster, focused completely on the voice and the picture, letting his mind race wildly as jealous lust overwhelmed him.
"You don't need a wild made-up scenario for this picture, Puppy. Your imagination can do all the work. Who knows, if this photo is the real deal, all the things you are imagining could be really happening right now! I want you to jerk fast and cum, Puppy. And when you do, I want you to say 'he cums in her mouth, I cum in my hand. "
And despite cumming just minutes before, Daren found that he was already on the edge of orgasm. He came again, spraying himself with another round of cum, hissing the humiliating mantra Renee had told him to, writhing in lust and emotional pain.
He noticed that Renee had sent him some new messages.
[Awww, Puppy, I bet you feel really bad right now.]
[You should.]
[I want you to really reflect on that bad feeling. Jerk off two more times. Use the photo each time. Keep repeating the mantra.]
...
Gina slumped on the ground, ashamed, still desperately horny, and covered in the semen of her worst enemy. Now that her lust had cooled a little, she was regretting the foolish decision to sign Victor's fake contract. Maybe she should just pull the ripcord immediately, before things went any further.
She looked around for something to wipe herself off with, but even her clothes had been taken away. Her legs were too shaky to stand, so she looked up to Victor, who was regarding her with a distant expression.
"Um, Victor, could you help me up? I need a towel. And a shower would actually be perfect right now. Listen, I want to talk to you about that contract, you see..."
Without a word, Victor returned to the couch, fiddling with a remote control. "Come here Gina," he said commandingly. "I have something you need to see."
Cautiously, apprehension ceiling through her belly, Gina walked over to the couch, standing to avoid staining it with Victor's cum.
"I thought that you would give it at least a little more time before trying to break your word. But I guess we both saw what your promises are worth today," Victor said with no trace of the warmth his voice sometimes carried. "Smart lady lawyer that you are, you undoubtedly thought you outsmarted me with our little contract."
Gina froze in the act of trying to wipe globs of cum away from her eyes. Shit. He had seen through her plan. Well, it was fine, she told herself. Even if he knew she didn't plan to obey him unconditionally, there wasn't anything he could do based on his stupid illegal contract.
"It is, of course, completely unenforceable. Legally speaking. Which is why I'm letting you know about the secret enforcement mechanism I've cooked up." He pressed a button on his remote, starting a slide show on the tv screen
A photo of Gina on her knees at the party, mask removed, a fierce look on her face.
A nude selfie of Gina in her bathroom.
Gina on stage at a seedy strip club, face in ecstasy as a woman's head busied itself between her legs.
Gina sucking Victor's massive black dick, a sultry look on her face.
Victor snapped a photo of her watching the slide show, covered in cum, mouth hanging open in shock.
"You really have to be more careful what pictures you let people take of you, Gina." Said Victor with a smile. "I don't think I have to spell out the rest. If you break the contract you agreed to, a lot of people are going to get to know you a lot better. Imagine what a splash these would make at your office! Or with your daughter's classmates, maybe."
"You can't do this." Said Gina numbly, already feeling panic and despair. "This is blackmail!"
"Allegedly." Said Victor smugly. "It's your word against mine. I think my legal team would be very interested to hear that accusation."
With a yawning feeling of fear, Gina realized that she was a lot more locked into the terms of the contract than she had assumed. Just as she realized that, Victor tossed her an unsigned copy of the contract. She managed to catch it, immediately smearing it with cum.
"A little light reading for you, Ms. brilliant lawyer," said Victor mockingly. "I noticed that you didn't read it carefully the first time. Are you sure you are qualified for your job? Slept your way to the top maybe?"
Gina was speechless. She had been completely played again. So distracted by her own horniness that she walked right into Victor's trap. She struggled to think of something she could do.
Her car keys landed next to her with a jingle.
She locked up at Victor, confused.
"It's time for you to leave, Gina."
"B-but, Victor, my clothes!"
Victor gave her a flat, hard look.
"Our business is concluded today. I'll call you when I want you."
"Can I just use your bathroom, or get a towel, or..."
"Gina. Leave," said Victor in a hard, menacing tone.
Still humiliatingly unable to resist Victor's commands, Gina jumped up and moved to the door, desperate to escape Victor's displeasure. She panicked as the bright sunlight hit her naked, cum soaked body. She tried to turn and get back inside as she realized the extent of her humiliating exposure, but the front door had already clicked firmly shut behind her. Luckily, Victor lived in a walled compound, but that didn't make Gina feel much better as she cringingly sprinted to her car, her big sperm-covered breasts painfully flopping and bouncing on the way.
Finally, she sat, sweating, sticky, and naked in the driver's seat of her car, almost sobbing with humiliation and rage. Both were fueled by the fact that she was as horny as she had ever been. She couldn't resist plunging her hands between her legs and furiously masturbating. Her fingers worked and rubbed, and her mind focused with laser-like intensity on the submissive blowjob she had been forced to give. She raised a swollen nipple to her mouth and sucked, tasting the salty funk of Victor's seed. Her whole body was stained with it.
It didn't take her long. All of the sexual frustration that had been building up since Victor had cut her off seemed to burn up in her body all at once. She thrashed and shook in the most powerful orgasm in her life, naked in her hot car, screaming with pain and rage and lust.
Finally, she slumped back in her seat, dripping with sweat mixed with Victor's fluids. She looked at herself in the rearview mirror and saw nothing but a horny, well used slut.
She needed to do something about this. There had to be some way to escape her fate.
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Devon Preisinger was the kind of man who made you want to roll your eyes the moment you met him. He gave the impression of pretentious snobbery before he even opened his mouth.
His understated all-black outfit, neatly clipped beard (going white at the chin), rimless glasses, and especially his fixed expression of casual disdain for the world around him marked him for what he was: an arrogant elite of the artistic world.
Faria loved museum-going, and fancied herself a keen appreciator of modern art. She found it important to fill her time between work projects with activities she found relaxing and fulfilling. So obviously she had heard of the Preisinger Gallery. It was simultaneously one of the oldest and most avant-garde art spaces open today, founded by Devon's grandfather.
And for anyone familiar with the modern art scene, it was also obvious why Devon might want Faria's services.
"So," said Faria, fixing amused eyes on the man lounging in the chair across from her, "Zoe Abiola."
Devon gave her a tight-lipped, humorless smile and inclined his head.
"I'm familiar with the disagreement between you and Ms. Abiola," admitted Faria, "But I'd like to hear about the situation in your own words. Please tell me what happened, Mr. Preisinger."
Devon sighed and launched into his explanation. "Zoe Abiola is a rising star in the world of performance art," he began in a lazy, drawling voice at odds with the venom in his expression. "She began making waves almost as soon as she moved to New York from London, her hometown. Her work has thus far explored themes of the male gaze, societal oppression of the female gender, and rebellion against traditional authority."
Faria couldn't help but laugh. "So really, you should have known better," she teased. Devon's eyes flashed in annoyance and his cheeks grew pink, but he refused to dignify the comment with a response.
Zoe Abiola. If anything, Devon was underplaying her reach and influence. Zoe's performance pieces were powerful statements against oppression, corporate greed, and especially the patriarchy. Zoe's popularity was certainly enhanced by the fact that she was a gorgeous young woman in the bloom of life. The fiery young artist was currently the darling of the underground art scene, but the artistic establishment wasn't sure what to make of her. On one hand, she was clearly talented, but on the other, upsetting the status quo and attacking people in power was her specialty. Not attractive traits to the kind of powerful people firmly in Zoe's crosshairs.
"In any case, Ms. Abiola caused a stir with her fresh, provocative work," said Devon irritably, ignoring Faria's gibe.
"And do you agree with the critical praise she has received, Mr. Preisinger?" asked Faria, raising an eyebrow.
Devon looked up at Faria as though shocked. "What? Oh absolutely! Whatever Zoe did to me, I would never be so petty as to deny her talent. If I didn't think she was a fantastic artist, I never would have gotten into this trouble in the first place!"
Despite how obnoxious Devon was, Faria had to give him credit: many of his colleagues would have refused to praise Zoe, but Devon took his job seriously and valued fair evaluation. Faria respected those qualities. She strived for them in her own profession.
"Let's talk about Zoe's latest piece," said Faria, steering the conversation back on track.
Devon nodded sourly and removed a glossy photo print from the folder he brought along. "You requested a photo of Zoe I believe?" he said. "Since this is part of the story, I think it will serve nicely."
He placed the photo on the desk in front of Faria. She had seen it before. Like Devon said, it was a major part of a story that had rocked the world of modern art.
In the black and white photo, Zoe Abiola looked toward the camera with soft shining eyes. Her nose cutely crinkled up as her pillowy lips curved into a mischievous smile.
Zoe's hair looked soft, fluffy, and perfect in a natural afro style. She was shot from the waist up, wrapped in a large, soft-looking blanket. One naked ebony shoulder left bare gave the strong implication that Zoe was wearing nothing at all underneath.
Overall, the picture dripped with innocent, playful sexiness. To a certain type of man, Faria was sure it would be irresistible. Devon certainly hadn't been able to resist.
'Zoe posted this picture on her website at the beginning of March," explained Devon. "Accompanying it was a caption with the following proposition: Zoe would accept payment in advance for her next work of performance art from whoever cared to donate. She would leave donations open for a month. When donations were closed, the top one hundred contributors would receive a signed, nude photograph of the artist. The top contributor would 'be given a chance to fuck' Zoe. Her words, not mine."
"How delightfully kinky," said Faria with a chuckle, "Zoe Abiola, the famous artist, auctions off her sweet pussy to a crowd of old art nerds on the internet. It almost sounds like the end result of one of my projects, rather than the beginning."
Devon didn't look amused. "In the end, the premise of the donations was misleading," he said in a clipped tone. "All of those who donated discovered that, but I learned a particularly harsh lesson."
"Why did you end up as the top donator, Mr. Preisinger?" needled Faria, her eyes intense as she sized up the small man in front of her.
Devon looked away, embarrassed, unable to meet Faria's weighing gaze. "I wanted to support Zoe's art of course," he said lightly.
"Yes," said Faria with a wicked grin, "I'm sure you wanted to be her strongest supporter. All night long, if possible."
Devon awkwardly cleared his throat and continued, trying to ignore Faria's throaty chuckles. "This is what the top one hundred donors received in the mail. I think you can agree that we were somewhat misled."
Devon placed another photo next to the first. Zoe Abiola's hairstyle had changed, now done up into tight, fierce box braids. She sat up on a counter, and, as promised, wasn't wearing any clothes. But her thick, toned legs were crossed tightly at the thighs, revealing nothing. One of Zoe's arms carefully clutched her naked breasts. Her huge tits were too large to cover completely with one arm; some tantalizing glimpses of warm brown flesh squeezed out above and below her concealing arm. Her face had an expression of amused disgust, and she held up a stiff, pink-nailed middle finger on her free hand.
It was still a red-hot photo if you were into the dominant, mocking tone it set, but it was hardly the full-access, softly sexy image that the initial post had implied. Faria saw that Zoe had written a personal message for Devon as well as her signature in bright gold ink.
"Ready for your chance to fuck me, loser?"
Faria raised her eyebrow. The next part of the story had been in the news, but she still had to hear Devon say it. "And then...?" she prompted.
Devon sighed heavily. "Then she showed up in front of my gallery with a megaphone. She loudly proclaimed that this was my chance. If I came out right then and there, she would fuck me right on the dirty sidewalk. It was a huge production. A big statement about how men thought they could purchase the sexual autonomy of women. She burned a wheelbarrow filled with the amount I had donated. In prop cash, by the way. The media won't tell you that. In the end, she called me a coward and a hypocrite. She said I wanted women to expose their bodies and perform sexually in public but wasn't willing to do the same by having public sex with her."
Faria nodded. It matched with what had been reported. The art media loved it, calling it Zoe's most daring piece yet, exposing the hypocrisy of the elites of the art world. However, some questioned the ethics of the performance. Devon had been roped into the performance piece against his will on false pretenses. True, it tended to be the older, whiter, more male art critics raising this complaint, but the criticism existed. Faria thought carefully over whether this was an offense bad enough to deserve her punishment. It was borderline.
"Why not laugh it off?" asked Faria seriously. "You're a powerful gallery owner, she's a starving artist. Sure, she tweaked your nose a little, but wouldn't it be better in the long run to apologize and let everyone forget?"
Devon Preisinger was shaking his head with an angry expression. "I would love to, but Zoe has been crowing about her achievement for months. Posting images and videos of the performance on her website. Giving interviews about how brave she was to stand up to me. Inspiring boycotts and protests of my gallery. In the art world, image is everything, and Zoe has committed herself to enhancing her image by tearing mine down. Regardless of whether it was wrong of me to take Zoe up on her disingenuous offer, I believe she has taken things too far."
That sounded more like the kind of offense that Faria could accept. It would really depend on the type of revenge Mr. Preisinger had in mind.
"And what exactly is your desired result, Mr. Preisinger?" asked Faria with interest. "How would you like Zoe to be hypnotized?"
"Art is about breaking boundaries," said Devon confidently, "Zoe has examined gender in her work, but has also drawn careful limits, never truly exploring eroticism and sensuality in her performance pieces." For the first time in the interview, Devon broke into a wide grin. "I want to see her break that boundary. I think it could lead to a whole new era of artistic output for her."
Faria rolled her eyes. Trust an art snob to describe his dark desires in such a roundabout way. She knew what he meant though, and the concept of such a thoroughly humiliating reversal on the young artist was too intriguing to ignore. Yes, this would be appropriate in Faria's judgment: Zoe hadn't hesitated to inflict public humiliation on Devon, it was fair for her to experience the same thing.
"The price is set at fifty thousand dollars, Mr. Preisinger. I'll be in touch."
...
Zoe Abiola met Faria at the door to her studio wearing ripped jeans, heavy-looking boots, and a scuffed leather jacket over a form-fitting white tee. The look said "rebel", but was also selected carefully to show off Zoe's sense of style and curvy figure.
It appeared that, like most performing artists, Zoe had a keen eye for self-promotion.
That same instinct had made it easy for Faria to arrange a meeting. Faria had simply needed to pose as a reporter for an art magazine, and Zoe had jumped at the chance.
The studio itself had been carefully stage-managed as well, hosting a wide variety of materials and art supplies crowding every surface, carefully arranged to look chaotic but picturesque.
"Welcome to the workshop," said Zoe confidently, spreading her arms with a grin. "I'm in here building a revolution from scratch, seven days a week." Faria loved Zoe's accent. She had always had a thing for British girls.
Faria couldn't help but laugh good-naturedly at Zoe's swaggering attitude. "Come now, Ms. Abiola," she said with a teasing tone, examining a model made of twisted wires, "Art can be an inspiration. But a revolution? Surely not."
Zoe flopped back into an office chair and kicked her combat boots up on a table. "You'll find that you're wrong there. My work is a powerful indictment of authority. People have been taught to meekly submit to those in power, to let themselves be bound by the chains of oppression. My work stands against that. If you don't believe that art can be a revolution, I invite you and your readers to watch my future career closely. My work inspires power feelings in my viewers."
Faria eyed the brash young artist with a sly smile. Faria thought that her future career would definitely inspire passionate reactions from people who kept a close eye on it, but she doubted that they would be learning the lessons that Zoe hoped.
Faria reached out and touched a rope hanging from a pulley attached to the ceiling. "I'm fascinated by your process, Zoe," said Faria, her eyes darting all over the rigging setup as a wicked idea formed in her head, "For instance, what do you use this setup for?"
"Great question!" said Zoe cheerfully, hopping up from her chair and joining Faria in the center of the room. "Obviously most of my work is performance-based, but visuals are a huge part of my work. Sometimes when I am looking for inspiration, I want to examine an object from every angle." She jiggled the rope for emphasis, making the pulley clank. "So I hoist it up with this and have a chance to see my inspiration from every angle."
Faria's lips curved into a smile. Faria was planning a masterpiece of her own, and she wanted to get some inspiration. Why not hoist her subject and get a look at her from every angle?
In order to fully control a person mentally, she had to understand their true self. But for Zoe, that was easy: she wore her arrogant, cheerful heart on her sleeve. Faria unleashed her special vocal talent.
*I want you to strip naked, Zoe, but without noticing anything out if the ordinary*
Her voice sounded odd and slithery, the vowels lengthened in ways that felt uncomfortable to the ear. Zoe froze and looked confused for just a moment, then the command took hold.
Zoe shrugged out of her leather jacket as she continued speaking nonchalantly. "But that's just one of the many tools I use to get inspiration for my pieces. I use models and photo collages too, as you can see."
"Fascinating dear," said Faria distractedly, eyes scanning the room. "You must have some rope available if you tie things to the rigging, right?"
Zoe gave Faria an odd look as she shimmied out of her jeans, revealing her juicy, smooth thighs and a sky-blue thong. "Well, yeah, there's some over there", she said, indicating a coil of rope on a nearby bench. Her voice became slightly muffled as she pulled her tight tee up over her head. "I know the rigging is pretty dramatic, but it's really a small part of my process. Why don't I show you some of the concepts for my next piece?"
"I'm not sure we'll have time, unfortunately," said Faria apologetically. She scooped up the rope from the bench as behind her Zoe discarded her bra, revealing her luscious tits.
"No time for my next big performance?" asked Zoe in an annoyed tone as she swiftly stripped off her tiny panties, the last scrap of cloth preserving her modesty. "What kind of interview is this?"
"It's a kind unlike any you've experienced before," said Faria, approaching the nude, confused woman with an eager step.
*Now, hands behind your back like a good girl, Zoe. It's time to start the interview for real*
...
Faria groaned and strained, digging in her heels and hauling the rope back far enough to finally secure it to the hook on the wall.
She collapsed onto a nearby stool, wiping her forehead and panting. She should really think things through more clearly when she came up with creative setups for her programming sessions: she almost didn't have the physical strength to accomplish this one.
But Faria hadn't been able to resist the temptation of Zoe's rigging system. And now that the hard work was done, the results were certainly worth it.
Zoe Abiola swung suspended upside down above the floor of her workshop, gagged, bound, and eyes wide with outrage and fear. Her hands were expertly tied behind her back and a spreader bar splayed her juicy legs, ensuring Faria would still have access to her pussy. Her heavy round breasts hung awkwardly down towards her face, and her long, tight braids swung so low that they almost reached the floor.
This must not be the first time that a person had been suspended on this particular setup: Faria spied a safety mat as she approached the displayed artist. She used a foot to slide it below Zoe. Better safe than sorry.
Let's see what this young firebrand has to say for herself now. Faria ripped away the electrical tape she had used to seal Zoe's mouth. It was mainly for show. Once Faria had a fix on a person's mental waves, she could simply command them to remain silent. But sometimes there was no substitute for the psychological impact of physical restraint.
"What is this?" Spat Zoe as soon as she was free. "You aren't a reporter, are you?"
Oh my, Ms. Abiola, thought Faria as she surveyed her target, I think I'm falling for you! A dynamite body to go along with her lovely face and cute accent. The artist's body was all tempting curves, with a tender little belly, wide rounded hips, juicy thighs, and a big bubble butt that seemed to defy gravity. Her large breasts were magnificent as well, perky and round with prominent, dark, half-dollar-sized nipples. Zoe wasn't fat by any stretch of the imagination, but carried just enough weight to give her body an appealing feminine softness and a certain squishiness that the fingers ached to touch. To top things off, the young artist had the kind of dark chocolatey skin that Faria had always thought was a particularly delicious feast for the eyes.
"A keen observation," said Faria sardonically in response to Zoe's panicked outburst, "No Ms. Abiola, this isn't a new aggressive interview tactic. Our agenda has changed from what you were led to expect. But you know all about bait and switch, don't you honey?"
Zoe struggled against her tight bonds as the rope holding her gently rotated her. "I don't know what you're talking about, bitch," she growled, fury in her eyes. "Who the fuck are you and what do you want?" Ooh, this girl was a little spicy. Faria liked this kind of target much more than those who begged and pleaded.
"You can call me Faria. I'm a mesmerist by trade. I'm here on behalf of a client. He's interested in... modifying your artistic sensibilities somewhat."
Zoe looked horrified. "What?!" she gasped in outrage, "You're going to mess around with my brain and change my art!?" Her lovely face scrunched into an expression of fury. "How dare you?"
"Calm down, honey," said Faria condescendingly. It was kind of adorable that when bound and at the mercy of a mysterious stranger, Zoe's first concern was the purity of her art.
"I don't even rate this as an extreme modification," continued Faria. "A slutty exhibitionist and performance artist are just a hair's breadth away from each other anyway. It's just a difference in subject matter. A performance where you scream gibberish and throw paint at art patrons and a sloppy free-use gangbang are just two sides of the same coin."
Zoe's face grew ashy as what Faria was suggesting sunk in. Faria watched as the wheels turned in the pretty young woman's head. Saw her reject bargaining and raging as useless. Faria liked this girl: she had a good head on her shoulders.
"Why?" Zoe asked simply, her eyes solemn.
"An excellent question," Said Faria with a smile, tracing a slim finger down Zoe's tender, exposed belly, making the bound woman squirm and tense at the intimate sensation. "Did you deliberately mislead Devon Preisinger in order to publicly humiliate him?"
Zoe found herself unable to lie or refuse to answer: Faria had already commanded her to answer promptly and honestly. "Yes I did," she said grudgingly, "But there were no lies in what I accused him of. He and all the other entrenched elites are hypocritical sexist cowards."
Faria nodded. In Zoe's eyes, what she did was appropriate punishment for Devon Preisinger's arrogant feelings of entitlement towards her body. Maybe she was even correct. But she was about to learn a harsh lesson about the cycle of vengeance.



Faria had heard all she needed about the offense. Zoe had done what Devon accused her of. But there was one more formality Faria had to take care of. She launched into her usual offer:
"By requesting my services to be performed on you, my client has wronged you at least as much as you have wronged them. Therefore I will offer you a chance to escape what is about to happen. The fee charged to my client in this instance was $50,000. If you are willing to double that price, I will offer you the chance to simply walk away, or craft a reversed punishment for him. Are you interested?"
Zoe looked nervous. "I'm between shows right now, so funds are a little tight. If you can wait a month, then I can..."
*Silence, Zoe*
Zoe's mouth snapped shut, and her eyes blazed as she realized how easily Faria could silence her.
"I would normally question you a little before making any changes, but I think I already know where to start in this particular case," said Faria, slowly circling her captive.
Zoe shook her head desperately, but Faria was already drawing a deep breath.
*You will now enter programming mode. Your mind will grow completely calm and empty. Your body will breathe deeply and relax completely. When you hear my next words, they will become your new thoughts*
Zoe relaxed, her dark brown eyes shutting as she gently drifted, suspended and bound above the floor of her studio.
The first order of business was to bind Zoe to Devon.
*Regardless of my personal issues with Devon Preisinger, working with him will be good for my career.*
"-good for my career." Zoe repeated Faria's words just a half step behind in a low undertone, indicating her absorption of the modified thoughts.
*Devon Preisinger is a deeply attractive man, and I value his artistic opinions*
*-value his artistic opinions.* Zoe's eyebrows creased slightly at this command, indicating that it clashed with her pre-existing ways of thinking. It would still eventually become her new opinion, but this command might take a little training on Devon's part to fully sink in.
Alright, those commands should allow the pompous gallery owner to get his foot in the door, now Faria needed to supply the first gentle nudge towards the depravity that Devon craved.
*Performing in front of others is sexually exciting to me. When people look at me as a sexual object, it gives me an erotic thrill.*
*-an erotic thrill.* Zoe's eyebrows creased again. She genuinely didn't feel this way currently.
That would change.
...
Zoe eyed the setup at the center of the cavernous gallery with a critical eye. The false mountaintop looked suitably rough and primeval. The chains were genuine iron: heavy as shit. But at least there was hidden padding inside the manacles to keep them from chafing.
"What do you think, boss?" asked Ivan, the edge of pre-performance jitters already coloring his voice. "Are we good to go?" The huge model held his stylized eagle mask under his thickly muscled arm. His loincloth showed off his bulging, oiled physique just like it was designed to. Ivan represented stereotypical masculinity in this particular piece.
"We're as ready as we'll ever be,'' said Zoe grimly. She was always pessimistic before shows, convinced that this was the project that would finally flop and ruin her career. It hadn't happened yet, but that fact didn't comfort her. There was always a first time.
Zoe's costume was a parallel to Ivan's: a ragged waist wrap slung across her hips and a matching cloth concealing her braless tits. The costume left her shoulders, feet, belly, and most of her thick thighs utterly exposed. She was mildly uncomfortable to be revealing this much skin, but the symbolism of the piece demanded it.
Zoe laid down on the surface of the "stone", letting some assistants clasp her wrists and ankles in the iron cuffs, leaving her body spread-eagled in the artfully concealed depression that assured her comfort.
Zoe heard the assistants murmuring and watched them part to let Devon Preisinger through.
After rightfully humiliating him a few months ago, Zoe had been surprised that Devon had wanted to work with her at all, let alone sponsor a series of projects from her in his prestigious gallery. Zoe had been reluctant at first, sensing some sort of trap, but money was money, and she knew working with Devon would further her career. After a successful trial period of performing some of her popular pieces in his gallery space, she finally agreed to work on a series of original projects for the Preisinger Gallery.
In working with him, Zoe had found Devon unexpectedly compelling. She had written him off as just another old white sexist, but he had a keen artistic sense. Not to mention being handsome in a sophisticated silver fox sort of way. Not that that had anything to do with Zoe's decision to work with him.
Zoe was so impressed with Devon's artistic vision that this latest piece, titled "Woman as Prometheus" was a sort of collaboration between the two of them; born from their discussions.
"Perfect," said Devon, stalking forward to loom above the chained artist at his feet. "Exactly as I pictured it." Something was off about his smile: it suddenly looked more...predatory than proud. Suddenly Zoe felt a wave of helpless inferiority, bound and helpless in a skimpy outfit beneath a smugly grinning, fully clothed older man.
The feeling should have been disgusting and unpleasant. But as Zoe looked up into Devon's harsh gaze, she felt a flicker of heat deep in her belly. A tingle shivered down her spine at the submissive feeling, stopping and buzzing between her wide-open legs.
The strange erotic moment was broken by Ivan, wearing his large eagle mask with huge fiery eyes, popping up behind Devon. "Staff is saying that we are on in five. The line is getting a little restless." He bustled off, taking his mark for the beginning of the performance.
Devon gave Ivan's retreating back a rueful look, as though annoyed to have been interrupted. Then he kneeled down next to Zoe, closing the distance between them. Zoe's breath caught in her throat as the feeling of vulnerability came back in full force. Devon could do anything to her right now. Chained as she was, she would be powerless to resist...
Devon drew uncomfortably close, a strange light burning in his eyes. "Wh-what are you doing, Devon?" demanded Zoe shakily, "We are about to get started!"
"I know Zoe," said Devon patiently. His arms snaked behind her back. He was so close that Zoe could smell a faint, herbal cologne. Zoe panicked as she felt Devon fumble with the knot on the cloth wrapped around her breasts. Was Devon intending to remove the only thin covering of her chest and expose her naked tits just as the crowd of viewers was walking in? The idea sent a spike of adrenaline through Zoe's veins, but also something more primal. The pleasant, burning buzz had returned between her legs, and she felt herself getting wet beneath the flimsy covering around her waist.
"What the fuck?" She spluttered, tensing her arms against the clanking chains in her panic as she felt the knot behind her back release and the cloth over her breasts loosen. "Stop it you psycho! The crowd is about to come in through those doors!"
Devon just gave her a wolfish smile, tugging the loose end of the wrap from behind Zoe's back. "Just one more adjustment, Zoe. I don't think the costume emphasizes your... vulnerability enough for my tastes." He carefully draped the rectangular strip of fabric over Zoe's heaving breasts, leaving ends loose on the rock to either side of her. Then he stepped back.
"Put it back, Devon," said Zoe murderously. "I'll call off this whole thing. The whole series. I make the calls artistically, and I say the wrap stays tied."
Devon gave her a wry look, then composed his expression into a pleading look. "But Zoe, it's PERFECT! The whole piece is about women's vulnerability to the whims of men. You need the extra bit of vulnerability. It WORKS."
Zoe stared into Devon's eyes, prepared to restate her ultimatum. But then she saw the adoring look there. She wavered. She really did trust his eye when it came to art, and... maybe it would be intriguing for her audience to see her like this, just a bit more vulnerable than usual. It could bring a new perspective to the work.
Zoe gave an exasperated sigh. "Fine, we can try it your way. But next time, leave the artistic decisions to the artist."
Devon bowed mockingly and retreated, signaling the staff to open the doors to the exhibition hall.
The crowd slowly filed in, surrounding the tableau of the false rock and chains in a rough circle, growing denser as more of those outside filtered in.
Zoe took a deep breath and screamed in rage, twisting her body against the chains. Even though they recognized it as part of the performance, the nearest audience members flinched at the sound. Zoe was proud of her scream: a raw powerful sound that worked well in her pieces about female anger, like this one. Most of her work centered around rage and strength and rebellion, so she found herself using her scream quite a lot.
The central metaphor in this performance was simple, almost trite. Zoe was Woman/Prometheus, bound and displayed on the rocks of society. Ivan, the muscled male model, was Man, the eagle from the myth, who instead of daily pecking out her liver, would daily assault her.
As her body shifted, Zoe immediately saw her predicament. The cloth that Devon had insisted on draping loosely over her chest was hanging much more precariously than she first thought. Her first scream and twisting of her body had caused it to shift slightly, displaying another half-inch of velvety brown cleavage. The performance called for many more body movements of that kind, and she had barely started.
Zoe looked up into the crowd to see that she was surrounded mostly by a semi-circle of men. Men with bright hungry eyes stared down at her scantily clad body.
Zoe's breath quickened as she felt the weight of those longing stares. She was suddenly deeply aware of how exposed and vulnerable she was. The eyes of her viewers ran over her toned thighs, her naked belly, her barely concealed tits, teasingly covered by a flimsy layer of draped cloth. How much could these men get away with before security could stop them? They could certainly snatch away the cloth on her breasts. They could probably tear off her waist wrap too, leaving her naked and chained at the mercy of the gleeful crowd. Would security even be able to get to her at all if they needed to? Zoe shuddered as the thought ran through her mind of what a horny crowd of men could do to a woman completely at their mercy, unable to move an inch.
Zoe realized that this was the most exposed and vulnerable she had ever been in her years of performance art. The thought of being stripped by these strange men shouldn't excite her, but it did. The strange arousal that Devon had inspired in her flared back to life, inflamed further by the lustful eyes of the men surrounding her. She felt her pussy growing wetter. Her nipples sprang to attention under the draped cloth, mercifully hidden by its looseness. Arousal during a performance was a new sensation for Zoe. She had no idea what this would mean for the piece of art... But she knew that when a sensation came over her in the moment of performance, she should seize it.
Zoe realized with annoyance that it had been a solid minute since her first scream, and let out another primal yell, trying to twist and writhe her body less this time to keep her chest covered. She couldn't help but notice the eyes of the men surrounding her watching her body twist and move, staring at the way her muscles rippled and moved beneath her dark, shining skin. Their eyes clung to the curve of her hips and focused on the bulge of her shifting breasts beneath their flimsy covering.
These men... they were all imagining what it would be like to fuck her. They wanted to have her tied down in their beds rather than in this art space. Or maybe they would rather have her right here... strip off their clothes in the gallery and take turns with the helpless young artist who had foolishly restrained herself and put herself at their mercy. The thought sent Zoe's pulse quickening. They said that one cure for performance anxiety was picturing your audience naked. Zoe had no trouble visualizing that right now, but her anxiety and inexplicable arousal were only rising.
The crowd parted, allowing Ivan to saunter up in his loincloth and eagle mask. Zoe had worked with Ivan before. He had the muscular, chiseled body type that worked well as a symbol of overpowering masculinity but, unlike many people who sculpted their bodies to that level, he was easy-going and level-headed. A real pleasure to work with. His relationship with Zoe had, of course, always been purely professional.
Now he was coming to fuck her. Zoe tried to calm her overheated mind. Yes, Ivan was approaching with a determined swagger, his powerful muscles bunching and rippling beneath his oiled skin, but it was all part of the act. Ivan's role was to simulate an assault as Zoe continued to scream in rage. There would be no sex. Ivan's cock would stay dry and flaccid.
But her body refused to accept the unreality of the situation. Hormones gushed through her bloodstream as the dominant man approached her defenseless body. She was already hot and wet with arousal: her pussy sensed the intent in Ivan's well-acted body language and eagerly welcomed what it knew was coming next.
Ivan took his position, hunching his powerful body over Zoe's chained form. The crowd pressed closer, eager to see the debauched act. This art piece wasn't meant to be erotic, it was supposed to be harrowing, but Zoe had failed to conceal her intense arousal. The men in the crowd could sense the sexual energy rolling off the beautiful young artist in waves, and to them, it was like blood in the water. The males in the crowd pushed forward, leaving the women behind until Ivan and Zoe were surrounded by only men. Men who were eager to see the performance that was designed to be troubling, but had become lewd in the eyes of Zoe and her audience.
A flash and shutter click reminded Zoe that photos were being captured by employees of the gallery. She blinked and shook her head, trying to clear away the haze of inappropriate lust that had overtaken her. The huge eagle mask Ivan was wearing filled her entire field of view. Her chest heaved with ragged breath, causing ticklish friction between her stiff nipples and the rough cloth wrap covering them.
"Zoe. You good? " came Ivan's kind, concerned voice from the bestial mask. Zoe looked down, seeing Ivan's muscular, almost naked body straddling hers, his crotch just inches away from her aching pussy. She bit her plump, rosy bottom lip and stared up into the fiery, fake eyes of the eagle mask, nodding eagerly.
Ivan began his part in the performance, moving his hips in strong, fluid movements. The surrounding crowd of men crushed forward with avid eyes, eager to see the curvy young artist bound and fucked. At this point, Zoe was meant to be screaming her rage and defiance, but she was too caught up in her submissive horny fantasy to follow the plan. Just as rehearsed, Ivan's crotch was hitting her just above the pussy, in the swell of her pubic area. It was a compromise designed to achieve the maximum amount of realism without actual crotch-to-crotch contact, which would be entirely inappropriate.
Entirely inappropriate, but exactly what Zoe's body deeply craved right now.
Zoe whined in frustration, causing a concerned look from her scene partner thrusting above her. She was soooo close to the satisfaction she craved... There was just enough give in the chains, if she just shifted her body slightly, she could angle her hips up and...
Ivan's next thrust caused a solid impact of his crotch directly between Zoe's splayed legs, sending an electric jolt of pleasure from her pussy out through her whole body, and wrenching a little moan from her throat.
Ivan paused, bewildered and worried that he had done something wrong. "Keep going," said Zoe in a husky, desperate whisper. "Don't stop."
"But Zoe..." said the muffled voice of the dumbstruck model, "In this position, I..."
"Shhhh," said Zoe with a soft smile, turning her best bedroom eyes up toward where she knew the eye holes were in the mask, "Go with the flow, big boy. The show must go on."
Ivan didn't say anything else, but he thrust forward again, this time slowly and firmly. Zoe gasped as he ground himself powerfully between her thighs. She could feel the rapidly growing bulge of his awakening cock against her swollen pussy. This was becoming more than a performance for Ivan as well. The muscular model above her continued to thrust, his loincloth tenting out as his cock grew iron-hard, rubbing and teasing Zoe's wet pussy through the cloth barriers separating them from penetration. Zoe angled her hips upward, writhing and grinding her desperate pussy upward into Ivan's cock as much as her chains would allow, trying and failing to hold back the moans of pleasure growing in her throat.
The chains clanked, and Zoe felt the tension on her wrists and ankles as the powerful thrusts shifted her body. The sensation of being trapped, fixed in place while being ravished, was intoxicating, humiliating, and arousing in ways Zoe never would have guessed.
Lost in her new feelings of submissive, forbidden pleasure, Zoe didn't notice the shifting of the cloth covering her naked breasts. By the time it fell away completely, it was too late. Her magnificent ebony tits were instantly captured by the waiting cameras in high definition, bouncing from the two performers' enthusiastic simulated mating, crowned with two diamond-hard nipples that fully confirmed that for the slutty artist on display, her desperate moans were anything but an act.
The crowd was chattering and buzzing with twisted sexual energy, pressing so closely to the "performance" that Zoe could feel their sweaty heat. She felt the eyes of a dozen horny men on her naked, bouncing tits, but instead of taking her out of the moment, it just inflamed her lust. She wanted them to see. She wanted them to watch her shameful, slutty dry humping orgasm in front of a crowd. Her nipples felt almost painfully tight and hard as they scraped against Ivan's oily skin. His cock was a rod of white-hot steel, and he was no longer thrusting, just keeping a steady, grinding pressure against her crotch, mashing the soaked cloth of the waist wrap against the folds of her throbbing cunt. Phones were coming out of pockets, recording material for later use. The staff was yelling that recording wasn't permitted, but they were unable to push through the dense crowd and were simply ignored. Zoe wanted them to record. The thought of all these men jerking off to her exposed body was suddenly a source of burning hot arousal.
She would show them. Give them something to cum to when they replayed their videos, gripping their cocks tightly, frantically pleasuring themselves to the sight of her debasement. "Don't stop," she told Ivan in a low, moaning whisper. "Harder!"
He did as she commanded, using his muscles to grip the young artist's wide hips tightly and pushing his cock even harder against her dripping sex. Zoe threw her head back, her pillowy lips opened wide to release a wild moan of liberated lust. Her legs rattled the chains as they shook and spasmed in the depths of her orgasm. Ivan pushed his throbbing length against her pussy and held there, shuddering as well. Zoe could feel the twitching warmth as he filled his loincloth with a powerfully spurting load of cum.
The crowd roared and pressed forward to get a look a the performers' humiliating shared climax. The cameras of the official photoshoot erupted in flashes.



This wasn't what the description of the piece released beforehand had promised, but the crowd loved it anyway.
...
Zoe grimaced as she ripped another sheet out of her notebook and crumpled it in frustration.
She was deeply annoyed at how things had gone last week at her performance of "Woman as Prometheus". The entire piece was supposed to be a commentary on the oppression of women, but she had for some reason gotten all horny and muddled the message, turning the simulated assault into a raunchy dry humping sex show.
Worse than the debacle on the day of the performance was the minor sensation caused when the bootleg videos and photos were released online. Needless to say, while the comments were wildly positive, they had little to do with the piece's artistic merit.
The idea of her bouncing, naked tits being displayed to the entire internet made Zoe furious. And tense. And inexplicably, deeply aroused. She had to stop herself from combing through online comments, feeling a deep, twisted heat in her belly growing as she read the filthy thoughts that men were having about her.
Just as her anger was mounting to a crescendo, Devon Preisinger walked into the room, carrying a glossy magazine.
Zoe prepared to give him the rough side of her tongue. Devon was a busy man, and they hadn't had a chance for a real conversation since the performance. Zoe felt that the confusing and sexual atmosphere of that day could be blamed on Devon's last minute wardrobe modification. The exposure of her breasts to the general public was certainly his fault.
Before she could open her mouth, however, Devon slapped the open magazine down on her desk and proudly stabbed a finger at the feature article.
It showed a high-quality image of the debauched performance, the moment of Zoe's orgasm in fact. Her head was thrown back, eyes closed in ecstasy, moist lips parted to scream her pleasure. Her dark, luscious tits were captured weightless in mid-bounce, tipped with the chocolate spikes of her erect nipples. Ivan's massive form crouched possessively above her, animalistic and primal. It immediately brought back the torrid feelings of that day, causing a flush of heat to flash across Zoe's face and a hot wet tangle of lust to uncoil in her belly.
The title of the article read "Zoe Abiola intrigues and arouses with 'Woman as Prometheus'". Zoe snatched up the magazine, eyes scanning furiously. It was a glowing review. Instead of finding the work muddled or tasteless, the author thought it was "a twisted labyrinth of violent desire and erotic violence".
Zoe looked up with delighted wonder into Devon's beaming face.
Somehow this partnership was bearing fruit in ways she had never suspected.
...
Devon chuckled to himself as he walked back to his office. He almost bumped into a mousy intern on his way: it was hard to keep his eyes off the photo he had sent in to the magazine. He was thinking of getting the original framed for his home office.
This Faria woman might be a high and mighty woman of the type he hated, but Devon had always been a keen appreciator of art, and he recognized the hypnotist's work for what it was. What Faria had done to the young thorn in his side was a masterpiece. And the work wasn't yet complete.
Devon stared again at the breathtakingly erotic photo above the fawning article. It had been easy to pull the strings necessary for a positive review to be printed alongside Devon's favorite photo from that day. Having worked with hundreds of artists over the years, Devon was well aware that the best lever to manipulate them was external validation. With this proof that Devon's vision was correct, the budding exhibitionist slut would be all the more eager to accept his help in shaping her next artistic work.
Devon's eyes locked onto Zoe's heavy tits, now the spank material for thousands of horny men. An overwhelming feeling of dominant lust swelled inside him. Time to add one more. He thumbed a button and let his secretary know that he shouldn't be disturbed, then slipped his pants down to his knees and began stroking.
Soon it would be much more than her delicious tits that Zoe would be revealing to the public, and it would be much more than some shameful dry humping she would be performing in front of her adoring fans. Devon had a feeling that after her recent online popularity, the crowds at her events would become considerably more... lowbrow. Devon came into his hand, his greedy eyes staring rapturously at Zoe's slutty O-face, now printed in a magazine with nationwide circulation.
He already had a good idea for her next exhibition.
...
(Weeks ago, in Zoe Abiola's studio)
Zoe drew in a deep, ragged breath as Faria dragged a buzzing vibrator across her exposed pussy. The young artist really did keep everything she needed in her studio! Zoe had blushed darkly when forced to admit that she kept a toy in a drawer in case she was working late and needed to work out some stress. Or maybe it was blood rushing to her head rather than a blush. It was hard to tell.
The young artist tried in vain to stop her body's reaction to the intense stimulation from Faria's relentless teasing with the buzzing toy, but her juices were already overflowing, dripping down her suspended body in shiny, viscous trails.
Faria inserted the vibrator deeply, relishing the look of pained concentration on the young artist's lovely face. She was so desperate not to cum from this humiliating treatment that she would be perfectly distracted from the real danger: Faria getting the information she needed to permanently alter her mind.
"I'd like to know how you feel when you perform, Zoe," said Faria, circling slowly around the tense hanging woman currently struggling against the assault of pleasure on her senses. "How do you feel when you are in front of a crowd?"
"It's a mrrrmmmhhh... It's an intimate connection between artist and viewer." Zoe's pussy pulsed and spasmed involuntarily around the vibrator, sending a fresh flood of slimy lubrication tracing down her body in thin lines.
"Oooooh, intimate," gushed Faria, "I love that word! So you feel some sort of sexual connection between you and the people watching?"
Zoe left out a barking laugh that was meant to sound derisive, but turned into a bit of a moan by the end, spoiling the effect. "Noooo! Never. My style of art is almost adversarial with my audience. I confront them with emotions they would rather not feel and make them think in ways they haven't before."
"And here I was thinking that art was supposed to be fun," said Faria teasingly. "So it's just a one-way street? You harangue your audience and teach them a lesson? You don't have a dialogue?"
"No," said Zoe sharply. "I'm not interested in other people forcing their beliefs onto me." Faria sensed some resistance there. Maybe it would be a fertile ground for further questions later on. For now, she thought she had what she needed. Zoe claimed that her deep, "intimate" connection with her viewers was never sexual. Faria thought she should definitely change that.
*Programming mode. Silent. Serene. Willing.*
Zoe's body relaxed completely, hanging limply from her suspension. The juices of Zoe's shameful arousal now ran freely down her body in rivulets, hanging in fat viscous droplets from her tits before splashing to the safety mat below her.
*The connection between me and my viewers is both intimate and sexual*
"-and sexual."
*When interacting with my viewers in a performance piece, I want to feel their reactions towards me, both emotionally and physically.*
"-and physically."
*When I turn on my viewers, it turns me on as well.*
"-as well."
*Displaying my body to others is brave and artistic.*
"-artistic."
There, that should allow Devon to put on some truly inspiring performances at Zoe's expense. Faria crossed to the hook securing the rope, and carefully lowered Zoe to the safety mat. It probably wasn't good for her to be upside down much longer than she had been. Just one last thing to ask about. Earlier Zoe had been quite resistant about her philosophy on interactivity in her art. Faria sensed something deeper there, and Faria prided herself on going deep with her targets.
...
Zoe Abiola looked up from drafting an email to see Devon Preisinger leaning in her doorway, simply staring at her.
The relationship between them had... intensified since Zoe had performed "Woman as Prometheus". Devon had become more than just a bankroller of her work and now approached a sort of muse. Conversations with him had opened up a whole new chapter in Zoe's work which was being highly praised by critics.
She and Devon had also been making out. It was strange. Up until a few months ago, Zoe would have sworn that Devon was an old creep who she would never look twice at. She had been delighted when he won the bidding war trap precisely because no one would ever believe that she would consider fucking a creep like him. But when they were together there was a crackling sexual energy that Zoe couldn't deny. When he kissed her forcefully, something in Zoe wanted to give way, to melt. To submit. But it was one thing to make out with a creative partner in the passionate heat of artistic creation, it was quite another to fuck him. That was a line Zoe wouldn't cross. A girl had to have standards.
The new direction for Zoe's art was mainly performing her old pieces while topless. It sounded simple, even crass. Zoe herself had been skeptical at first. But the creative results spoke for themselves. Baring her breasts during performances added a new layer of raw vulnerability to previously stale works, reinterpreting their message. Zoe had also come to relish the sexual energy she felt from her viewers. Seeing the tented pants and hungry eyes of the male viewers in her audience gave her a thrill better than any art she had made before this new awakening. As much as it humiliated her to admit, the thrill she felt was absolutely sexual. Even if she wanted to deny it, her perpetually rock-hard nipples would give her away: they had become as much a staple of her performances as the toplessness itself. Zoe had begun a shameful habit of masturbatating herself to orgasm in her dressing room after each performance.
Despite the new creative energy it gave her, performing topless did have certain downsides. Zoe had formed quite a following online, and she had a growing certainty that many who flocked to her shows were more fans of her body than of her art.
The critics were also beginning to cool on her output. Despite early praise of her new erotic direction, they had begun to question if she was a one-trick pony. Why had her explorations of sexuality only focused on her breasts? Was she afraid to reveal anything else?
Her new interactive performance piece "Numerical Value" was designed to answer that criticism.
"The staff just let me know that the setup is finished," said Devon. He turned his wrist to peer down at his watch. "And just in time too. We have less than an hour until opening. Do you want to walk the gallery? Get a feel for the space before you begin?"
Zoe nodded, feeling some pre-performance jitters. This new piece was... a big swing. It was going to carry her out of her comfort zone. But, she told herself firmly, that was how all great art was made. She rose to her feet and trailed after Devon, walking toward the large gallery space where "Numerical Value" would be hosted.
As they walked in the doors, Zoe was confronted by a huge photograph of her vagina. Her delicate dark brown lips lightly parted to show a peek of the rosy pink interior and topped by a dense little triangle of dark pubic hair. The critics thought she was scared to show her pussy? Wait until they got a load of this.
A conspicuous sign next to the huge, high-definition photograph explained that through the short exhibit, guests would become intimately familiar with the artist's genitalia. At the end of their tour, they would have a chance to rate Zoe's pussy on a scale of one to ten. The tour then proceeded to the left.
There were numerous photographs of Zoe's vagina from all angles in the exhibit. One looking up from Zoe's feet, one of her pussy just barely visible from between her thighs, even one of Zoe doing a high leg lift, displaying her pussy to the camera. There were other representations as well. A plaster cast she had taken, a lovingly rendered 3d model on a computer screen, and a looping video of a bottomless Zoe squatting down over a camera.
Zoe felt a little uncomfortable as she moved deeper into the exhibit. Devon had insisted that the work required her to show all aspects of her vagina, including its arousal, but the photos here still felt like they exposed something deeply private to the public. A photo of her spreading her lips to reveal her bubblegum-pink interior. A close-up of her pussy, swollen and dripping with arousal.
The photos here made Zoe troublingly horny. The thought that soon members of the public would see her most intimate places this way tormented and fascinated her.
And right at the end was the photo that she and Devon had argued about the most. A photo of white male fingers digging deeply into her soft cunt. She remembered taking it clearly. The smirking photographer at her feet, preparing for the closeup. Devon's hand slipping slowly down her hip, his hot encouraging whisper in her ear. His free hand turning her head, his lips meeting hers. His tongue sliding into her mouth as his hand made contact with her pussy. His fingers gripping, probing, pleasuring.
It was the farthest the two of them had gone so far sexually speaking, and it had been captured on camera forever. Zoe had argued that the image portrayed her as a sexual object, unlike the other photos which stressed her independence. Devon argued that the goal of the exhibit was to display all aspects of her vagina, and leaving out how it related to others sexually would leave the exhibit incomplete. In the end, Zoe bowed to Devon's artistic instincts. They had served her well so far.
She still wasn't thrilled by it though. Her eyebrows wrinkled as she stared up at the high-definition photo. It didn't look like an image of love to her. It looked like the fingers were controlling her, almost claiming ownership. The thought sent a tingling shiver through her like a splash of icy water. She shook her head and moved on.
The final part of the exhibit was the most important. It was what the whole thing led up to. A dark curtain separated a private booth from the rest of the gallery floor. Zoe entered. Inside was a darkly lit room, harshly decorated with a bare cement floor and a wall of iron grating behind a small cushion bench. Here was where the point of the entire piece would be revealed.
Just like the sign at the front promised, the viewers would have a chance to rate Zoe's vagina that they had just seen from every angle. But there was a catch. First, they would have to have their genitals rated by Zoe. Zoe would sit on the bench in judgment, assigning a score to her audience before they would be allowed to judge her.
How many people would line up, eager to judge her, only to shrink back and reject the chance once the attendant outside the booth told them that they would have to submit to judgment first? Zoe couldn't wait to find out.
Whenever those brave enough to submit to Zoe's critical eye left the booth, they would be allowed to give their score of Zoe's vagina, the average of which would be displayed in glowing red numbers on a huge sign visible from every angle of the gallery.
Zoe felt nervous, but elated. She loved the concept and was eager to see how the audience responded. It was almost time to start, Zoe took her place on the bench, kicking her feet nervously and waiting for her first visitor.
...
It took only ten minutes for the first visitor to arrive at Zoe's location. He must have been eager to meet me in person, Zoe thought, to rush through the gallery that fast. Zoe could tell instantly that he was one of her new internet fans rather than an art connoisseur. He had that hungry, desperate look that Zoe had come to associate with fans of her naked body. He had already been told by the attendant outside that he would have to show Zoe his dick, so he must have been brave enough to enter despite that.
The pale little man looked disappointed that this time his idol was fully clothed. "Well?" said Zoe testily. "Let's see it." Her role in this case was to be as harsh and judgmental as possible. It wasn't easy to submit to the judgment of others, and her audience needed to feel that. It was essential to understand the work as a whole. A large part of her work had always been harsh confrontation, and if this fan of her tits didn't understand that, then he should study her artistic work more closely.
The fan looked a little taken aback at Zoe's harsh tone, but complied with her demand, pulling down his pants to reveal a pale average length cock in a nest of brown pubic hair. He stepped forward to the red line taped on the floor, which each visitor had been strictly warned to stay behind. Zoe's breath caught in her throat. The man's cock was rigid with desire, throbbing rapidly with his rapid heartbeat and already leaking with desperation from the sight of the photos in the rest of the gallery.
Zoe felt an echo of lust respond deep inside her. She didn't find this man attractive. Far from it. But she felt his desperate desire. Her body flushed with heat as her body subconciously began to match the stranger's lust. Her eyes couldn't look away from his cock. Unimpressive as it was, the sight of it awoke something in her.
"F-four," Zoe managed to blurt out in nearly the harsh tone she was aiming for. The man's bushy eyebrows scrunched together in petulant anger. He quickly pulled his pants up and left in a huff.
Zoe took a deep breath and cupped her flushed cheeks in her hands. She wasn't sure exactly what had happened. For some reason, just the thought that she had been able to inspire such lust in one of her viewers had driven her crazy for a moment. She had been certain that this evening would be empowering. A chance to turn the tables of her voyeuristic viewers. But instead, she found had found herself getting lost in inexplicable horniness again, even though she was fully clothed this time.
She was going to have to get a hold of herself. If she got all hot and bothered for every average dick that came into the booth, it was going to be a very long night.
...
Devon looked up at the glowing red numbers, currently rating Zoe at just two point six out of ten. She had just finished up rating around a dozen men, the ones who had rushed through the exhibit in their haste to see their idol.
It seemed like Zoe's harsh cock ratings were causing a little backlash when the men were asked to score Zoe's pussy.
Devon thought that he could improve those numbers somewhat. After seeing all the hard cocks she had caused, he was sure that his slutty little primadonna would be receptive to one or two little changes to the performance.
He told the staff in front of the curtain to hold the line for a moment, then ducked inside the booth to make his pitch.
...
Zoe trembled with her hand over her eyes. It was too much. She had managed to keep it together somehow so far, but only barely. She had thought it would be easy. A handful of men daring enough to enter the booth, sent scurrying away by her harsh rating.
She reached between her legs, just as a test, and whimpered as a red-hot wave of sensation shot through her body. It didn't make sense. None of the men so far had been her type, and all of their cocks had been unimpressive. But somehow, the connection they shared as artist and viewer made it impossible for Zoe to avoid this intense arousal. Every man, every hard cock had made her lust grow stronger and stronger. Each man had just feasted his eyes on her most private place, from every angle. And the sight had made each one horny and desperate, rigid with desire. For her. It was like she could feel the lust of each man being added to her own with every cock she saw.



She didn't know how she could make it through the night.
Another man was coming through the curtain. Zoe needed to be strong. She had to be harsh and critical. It was the entire point of the piece. She wasn't supposed to be spending tonight drooling over strange men's dicks.
It was Devon. For a second, Zoe's mind whirled. Was Devon about to pull out his cock in front of her? Strangely, her body responded to the idea for a moment, the warmth of lust that had been slowly building over the past hour flaring into flames. Then her mind caught up. Of course Devon wasn't here to whip out his dick. There must be something going on with the show.
Her suspicions were immediately confirmed. "Listen, babe," said Devon with a wince, "We have a small problem."
"What happened?" Zoe said, wide-eyed. Worst-case scenarios flitted through her mind. A protest, a fire, a damaged piece of artwork.
"The guests aren't happy," said Devon with chagrin.
Zoe paused for a moment, not comprehending, then rolled her eyes. "Of course they aren't. It's sort of the point of the entire piece. They're supposed to feel judged like they are judging me."
"I know, Zoe. I know. But I'm sorry to say that the guests just aren't feeling a connection with you as an artist the way the piece is currently being performed."
Zoe felt her stomach drop as she absorbed what Devon was saying. It was the worst-case scenario. The main goal of her performances was to feel a deep connection between artist and viewer. Devon was saying she had failed.
"But... but the parallels are perfect!" said Zoe in frustration. "They judge me when they walk through the gallery, then they feel the judgment turned back onto them. It works." Even as she said it, she could hear her whining tone, and saw Devon's smile become patronizing.
"You are a famous artist who had professional photos taken of your pussy and chose the most attractive ones to display to the public," explained Devon. "These are just average men who didn't know ahead of time they would be flashing a pretty woman their dick. You can see why they would still feel like there was a power imbalance."
Zoe gritted her teeth, but she saw Devon's logic. With the way things were currently set up, the visitors would probably be resistant to the connection she was trying to make with them. She wasn't sure what she could do. The old fear she had of her art flopping and ruining her career came roaring back. She leaned back against the iron grating behind her and tried to think of a way to salvage the piece. Her strange arousal felt like it was clouding her mind.
"I think I know of a way that you could make your crowd feel a little less alienated," said Devon soothingly.
Zoe looked up into Devon's eyes, eager for a solution to her problem. "What? What's your plan?" she asked with shining eyes.
"Well," said Devon slowly, "Sitting there in such severe clothes while asking them to disrobe... that's a big part of what's keeping people from making a connection with you. You feel closed off, like you are placing yourself above them. What if your appearance was a little more... vulnerable?"
Zoe knew what he meant right away. "You think that I should go topless again." The idea was intriguing. It sent an insistent flush of heat through her skin, making her feel alive. "But that is the main criticism that I'm responding to! The critics have been saying that the only way that I've been pushing the envelope is going topless again and again. Wouldn't getting my tits out tonight just prove them right?"
Devon shook his head. "Not if you go one step further. Remember, what is this exhibition focusing on?"
"My pussy..." said Zoe numbly.
Devon wanted her to strip completely nude. To sit here in this private booth naked while a parade of strange men came in to show her their cocks. Zoe's pulse drummed in her ears as her pussy grew wet at the prospect of its upcoming live debut. In here... naked and alone... with the hard cocks of her horny fans. It was becoming hard to think. Was this the best idea? Would it make a good artistic statement? It all seemed so unclear. She needed Devon to help her decide what to do. And to do that he needed all the information, no matter how humiliating it was to her.
"Devon, I have to tell you something," she said nervously. "I don't know if pushing the envelope is a good idea right now... Earlier, when I was rating those men's cocks. I... I got turned on..." she added the last part in a miserable whisper, hiding her face in her hands at the humiliating confession. "I think that things might get... crazy if I turn up the heat any further."
But far from disgusting Devon, the new information seemed to excite him. "But Zoe, that's perfect! In a performance, when you and the audience begin to feel something together, you need to chase it! That's where the true heart of the performance lies. If this process aroused both you and your audience, we don't need to fight that; we need to embrace it. In fact, we should go one step further than you just being nude. We need to do something that will provoke maximum arousal from both you and the audience."
Zoe's mouth was dry at the fire blazing in Devon's eyes. "One step further than naked? Maximum arousal? Wh-what do you mean?" she asked in a trembling voice.
"Wait here for just a minute," said Devon with an excited grin. "I need to grab some materials."
...
Zoe's breath panted harshly, hot and wet in her throat. She looked down at the finished product: the work of erotic art Devon had created from her body. Her hands had been cuffed to the metal grating above her head, leaving her unable to conceal anything even if she wanted to.
But her lower body was the real focus of this piece. Using soft black ropes, Devon had bound together her calves and thighs, forcing her legs to stay bent at the knee. Then he had laid Zoe on her back, tying each thigh to an opposite leg of the bench, keeping her legs spread wide open and leaving her pussy fully on display.
Zoe had to admit that it was a powerful restatement of what was being displayed in the main gallery: the artist was exposed to the critical eye of her viewer. Zoe's most intimate, private place would be fully, rawly, helplessly displayed to anyone who walked in the room, live and in person.
The idea was driving Zoe crazy already. The feeling of being bound and exposed, which had sent her into a lustful frenzy during her last big performance, was assaulting her mind with desperate arousal once again. Her pussy throbbed almost painfully in anticipation as it leaked sticky, clear fluids of eager excitement down her thighs and butt, leaving them wet and shiny from her arousal.
"Well, the line is getting anxious," said Devon, looking down and proudly surveying his work. "I think it is time for your next cock rating."
"W-wait," whimpered Zoe, trying desperately to think. For some reason, something didn't feel right. Like Devon had tricked her somehow. Like he had used twisted logic to make her arrive at the wrong answer. What was the message of this performance supposed to be again? It was on the tip of her tongue, but for some reason, she couldn't quite remember. She had a gut feeling that Devon's idea to connect her to the viewers would undermine what the art installation was supposed to be saying.
Devon kneeled down next to Zoe, a kind look in his eyes. "Shhhh, you're overthinking this Zoe. You want to connect with your viewers, right? You want to feel what they feel towards you? That's what you need to focus on."
The men from before... their hard cocks stiff and eager... desperate for her... dripping with desire. Zoe's pulse quickened. Her eyes dilated. It had felt so wrong, but so exciting to see how she had affected those men, how much they burned for her. How much stronger would the feeling be now, helpless and bound and displayed for their pleasure? Before their arousal had echoed in her, turned her on in response. Even then it had been almost overwhelming, when she was sitting fully clothed and in control. She imagined what it would feel like now, how much stronger the reactions would be of both her and her audience. What would it feel like?
She had to know.
"Are you ready, Zoe?" said Devon, using a hand to gently smooth back her braided hair.
Zoe bit her lip and nodded desperately, her eyebrows drawn together in an expression of nervous anticipation.
Devon smiled and left through the curtain.
"Send through the next man," he told the staff at the front of the line, wearing a wolfish grin.
...
When the first stranger came through the dark curtains, Zoe's arms clanked instinctively against the handcuffs. From when she was young, it had been drilled into her relentlessly: her pussy was sacred. Special. To remain absolutely hidden at all times. Her parents, media, and society in general had all told her the same. Zoe rarely even felt comfortable having sex with the lights on when she was dating someone. So her brain responded to the prying eyes of the strange man on a gut level, telling her hands to hurry between her legs to cover her exposed womanhood.
But that wasn't possible.
The intensely taboo feeling of being exposed to a stranger while helpless and bound overwhelmed her. She felt faint. Her nipples pulsed with the intensity of blood flow stiffening them. The strange man grinned at the sight of the beautiful famous woman, tied up and displayed for his viewing pleasure. Now that she was in such a submissive posture, the intense arousal Zoe felt was almost overwhelming. Zoe opened her mouth, took a shuddering breath, and managed to horsely say: "Your cock. Show me."
The man needed no further prompting, he pulled a short thick cock out of his shorts, obviously as hard as a rock. Zoe's pussy pulsed heat up her body, flooding her brain with warm sticky fog. This was bad. She knew that the connection between her and her viewers would be intense, but at this rate, things might go too far. She wasn't just horny, she felt raw unbridled lust toward this strange repulsive man. The only thing that saved her from foolishly consummation their mutual arousal was the thick red line of tape that the visitor wasn't allowed to cross, keeping him on the far side of the room. Zoe's libido was running wild, her pussy was trying desperately to override her brain. A thin line of precum oozed from the man's dick.
"S-seven!" called Zoe desperately, trying to maintain some semblance of control. "Next!"
The man in front of her looked a little disappointed, but his eyes lingered on the exposed artist as he exited, imprinting her naked form into his memory.
...
Devon watched in delight as Zoe's pussy rating jumped up to 3.13.
Devon knew what men wanted. All these artistic shots of vaginas were well and good, but men preferred pussy in person, submissive, and dripping wet.
He looked at the line of men, now stretching across the exhibition hall.
He wondered how long it would take Zoe to let some of the men take things further...
...
It had been another ten men since the first one and Zoe was getting desperate. Her pussy burned with an itching, needy, unquenchable lust. She didn't know that it was possible to be this horny. She desperately wanted her hands to be released, but now it was just so she could play with herself.
Zoe could tell the next man was trouble. He entered the room with a chest-puffing swagger and was clearly a step up in attractiveness from her online fans before him in line. Many of the men who had entered before had done a nervous double take when they saw Zoe's shameful state, but as this man's eyes locked firmly on her exposed pussy, a big confident smile slowly spread across his face.
Zoe gulped. "Ummm, could you show me your...?"
"Way ahead of you babe," said the man arrogantly, dropping his pants completely and stepping out of them. Zoe's eyes widened and a thin line of drool escaped her parted lips. His cock was huge. Beautiful. Rock hard.
Her arousal had been off the charts even with the unimpressive cocks she had seen earlier today, but this was a cock she would have been interested in even outside the overheated environment of the art exhibit.
"What do you think, sweetheart?" said the man in a soft, gloating voice.
It took Zoe a moment to register that he had been talking, her eyes and brain were locked on his penis. 'Oh..." she said dreamily, a giggle bubbling up from her throat, "It's goooood. Like an eight for sure."
"Just an eight? You haven't even seen it up close!" said the man in a disappointed tone. "Do you think..." he traced a foot along the red line of tape indicating where the guests were supposed to stay. "...That maybe I can break the rules a little and get closer?
Zoe hesitated. She remembered that it was she who had insisted on the line of red tape in the first place. It had seemed really important at the time for some reason. She looked longingly at the big manly cock across the room from her. She did want a closer look. And she had been who made the rule in the first place.
"You can cum... come closer I mean," she said in a hoarse voice, her eyes following every shift and bob of the man's dick as he crossed the red line, moving closer to Zoe's restricted, vulnerable body.
Finally, he stood above her, looming over her tied-up body, blocking the light. His cock was close enough that she could trace every vein beneath the skin with her curious eyes. Instinctively, Zoe's eyes moved up to her visitor's face, locking on to his powerful blue gaze. Now that Zoe had willing welcomed him across the line, what other lines would this arrogant guest want to cross? Zoe was bound in a perfect position for deep penetration. She was so turned on that if the man placed his cock at the entrance of her pussy, he could slide inside her silky wet hole with almost zero resistance, filling her completely with his big, hard, beautiful...
"Still an eight?" He asked, amused.
"Eight point f-five." said Zoe, feeling the deep ache of need in her pussy as she stared deep into this man's dominant gaze.
"Just wait until you see it in action," said the man confidently. Now he was wrapping a powerful hand around his cock, slowly pumping his fist up and down its length. Zoe's eyes drank in the sight, feeling the powerful exchange of sexual energy between her and this stranger as he pleasured himself, staring at her displayed body.
"You... you can't," Zoe said vaguely, her eyes glazing over as her eyes flicked up and down with the rhythm of his hand. God she wanted to have that cock in her mouth. Her pussy. But what would they say about her? She couldn't. She musn't. "This... this is art, not something sexual," she protested absurdly while her pussy dripped down her legs.
"This IS art, Zoe," said the man, overriding her weak protest. His hand was growing faster and faster, his cock so close that Zoe imagined she could feel the heat rolling off it. Zoe's thighs flexed against the ropes, her instincts telling her to get closer to this superior male. "You've inspired me, Zoe. I feel a deep connection between us. We aren't just strangers anymore. Call me by my name. Tell me to show you how much you've inspired me."
Zoe's lips were parted, drawing in hot desperate breaths, her eyes shone as she asked in a voice tinged with pleasure, "What's your name, baby?"
"Tyler." grunted the man above her, the motions of his hand growing frantic.
"Cum for me Tyler!" moaned Zoe, lost in the submissive role Tyler had placed her in.
Hot white cum splattered over Zoe's body, leaving dots and globs of hot sticky goo all over her dark brown skin, making a vivid contrast. One fleck landed on her lower lip, and as she closed her eyes, bathing in the feeling of satisfaction that she sensed from her audience member, her little pink tongue flicked out to taste the proof of her and Tyler's connection. It wasn't as satisfying as actually touching the cock, let alone getting fucked by it, but this was surely a good compromise. Letting the strange men cum on her body allowed her to satisfy her viewers without actually having sex with them. So it wasn't slutty at all when you thought about it.
When Zoe opened her eyes, she noticed the young man kneeling down and reaching for something. He peeled away the red tape and walked back towards Zoe, reapplying it just inches from the foot of the bench where she was displayed.
"I thought this would make your evening a little more interesting," he said with a wink. "I've always loved art, Zoe, and I think that I'm going to be following the rest of your career with great interest."
And with a wave, Tyler was gone, moving on to rate her pussy.
When the next man came in, his eyes widened when he saw the tied-up, cum splattered artist.
"Show me your cock!" said Zoe with an excited grin as the man stepped forward to the newly moved red line.
"And start stroking for me."
...
Devon looked up at the glowing red lights, now reading 9.6.
Good job you little slut. I'm sure you found all kinds of ways to increase your rating, he thought with satisfaction.
The media team exited the booth and the man with the video camera gave Devon a thumbs-up. "We asked the last couple of guys if we could film. We'll have to blur their faces, but we got some really hot stuff."
Devon thanked him and waited until they had left to enter the booth and see how his artist-in-residence had done tonight.
Zoe flashed him a dopey smile up at him as he entered. Every inch of her lovely brown skin was dripping with sticky, slimy baby batter. Globby clumps of it slid off her gorgeous tits. Her long tightly-braided hair would probably smell like cum for a month. Her pussy was the worst off. The exposed target, clearly demonstrating the bound artist's extreme arousal, must have been too tempting for most of the men. Zoe's upper thighs, triangular patch of pubic hair, and puffy swollen cunt were covered in a thick glaze of cum, completely drenching the young artist's pussy in the filthy jizz of a dozen strangers. Devon hoped she was on the pill, because she was playing with fire having that much cum on her pussy, even only on the surface.
Devon stared down into Zoe's dreamy eyes, long since put into a daze by the constant overwhelming lust of being tied up and masturbated over by her adoring fans. Ropes of thick white goo stained her beautiful face. All except for her lips, which were as clean as usual, silently showing how deep her depravity had gone tonight.
"You naughty girl," said Devon teasingly, "Did you start judging cocks by the taste of their cum?""
Zoe giggled. "Hmmmm, are you jealous, baby?" she said, looking up into his eyes and making a kissy face.
"Why would I be jealous when I get to have more than they did?" said Devon, pulling his cock from his pants. Zoe's eyes regained a measure of clarity as she saw Devon's cock. She remembered the careful lines she had drawn in her mind. Make-outs aside, she had to remain completely professional with Devon. No matter how desperately she wanted a cock in her mouth.
"Devon... w-we can't. We're creative partners. I don't have sex with people I work with. I'm not some sort of s-slut." she protested weakly, stranger's cum dripping from her face.
But Devon could see the telltale signs of arousal. Her flushed cheeks, her labored breath, the stiff peaks of her nipples. Zoe had been drooling for cock all evening, but her morals hadn't allowed her to give in. Devon could tell that all it would take was a little assertiveness.
Devon positioned himself above Zoe, thrusting his cock right up to her face. She couldn't take her eyes off it. He could feel her warm breaths as her lips parted instinctively. Her warm, nervous eyes gazed softly up into his. The evening locked in submissive bondage, the unbearable erotic experience of being splattered with the cum of her fans, and the dominant postion of Devon looming above her short-circuted her resistance.



"Suck my cock," commanded Devon.
Zoe tentatively wrapped her big pillowy lips around Devon's swollen cock, tenderly exploring the head of his dick with a curious tongue. Devon's hand reached down and grabbed a handful of Zoe's cum splattered braids, setting the pace and encouraging Zoe to bob her head the little she could in her bound position.
It didn't take long for Zoe to give in, delivering a sloppy and enthusiastic sloppy blowjob to the man that she had scorned just a few months ago. Devon stared down in satisfaction as her soft curvy lips planted a wet kiss on the head of his cock. He had said it from the beginning: Zoe Abiola had natural dick-sucking lips. He had hoped to experience them himself when he donated so much money to her little trap, but he had never imagined in his wildest dreams that he would trick her into delivering a blowjob while tied up and covered in dozens of loads of cum.
"How many times did you want to do this tonight?" he asked with a viscous grin. "Suck cock like a whore?"
Zoe released his cock momentarily, grinning up at him with a line of drool still trailing to his dick "Sooooo many times. I wanted to touch them. I wanted to make the connection complete!"
Devon stared down at the beautiful young artist who had been utterly humiliated tonight. Tied up, used as jerkoff material, and left slick with sperm. Captured on film as the filthy slut she was. And she still didn't seem to realize how her reputation had been shifting. How much further it would shift.
Zoe would get her chance to make a "complete connection" with her fans very soon. Devon would make sure of it.
Zoe's lips were built for cock-sucking, and her extreme horniness made her eager and enthusaistic. It wasn't long before Devon seized her braids and forced his dick deep into her mouth, firing a load down her throat, where none of her fans had been allowed to cum. Yet.
He finally released Zoe, who came up gasping, but smiling. Proud of how well she had done.
"Well, how would you rate me, Zoe?" asked Devon.
"Ten," said Zoey with a warm, dreamy smile spread across her cum-splattered face.
...
(Months ago, in Zoe's studio...)
Faria stood above Zoe Abiola, who was sprawled over the safety mat, physically and sexually exhausted from what Faria had put her through so far. She looked wearily up at Faria, any defiance she had now drained away.
Ready to fully submit.
"What made you want to be an artist in the first place, dear?" asked Faria gently. Now that the fight was drained from her target, there was no need any longer to be harsh or teasing.
"It's the only job I've ever had I wasn't fired from," said Zoe with a quirk of her lips. "I've had a terrible problem with authority ever since I was a girl. I just can't ever let anyone tell me what to do. I can't allow anyone to control or tie me down in any way. I've broken up with so many sweet guys because they wanted to be more committed to each other. But I have a compulsive need to be completely unconstrained."
"So being an artist lets you be free," mused Faria. "Yet you don't seem enthusiastic about it."
Zoe gave a noncommittal half-shrug. "Freedom is romanticized, but true freedom is lonely. Because of the way I am, I can't hold down a regular nine-to-five. I've never had a long-term boyfriend. Bonds with others feel constricting to me. It's not even good for my art. Some of the best performance artists that I know are able to take input and responses from their audience and use it to create incredible art. I wouldn't be able to. I can't let anyone else's thoughts or feelings change or influence me. I don't see it as a strength. People who can accept the will of others and still create and thrive are the truly strong ones."
A slow smile spread across Faria's face. "So the truly strong are those who are happy to be tied down and enthusiastically allow the will of others to conquer their own?"
Zoe looked hesitant. "Well, I don't know if I would go that far," she said nervously.
Faria winked. "Well, in that case, I'm about to make you the strongest woman in the world, Ms. Abiola."
*Programming Mode*
Zoe looked almost peaceful despite her nudity and the ropes binding her hands behind her back.
*I love to be restrained physically during sexual situations, it's like a switch flips, making me completely submissive and desperately horny.*
"-and desperately horny."
*Nothing is more satisfying to me sexually than completely giving up control and allowing others to dominate me.*
"-dominate me."
*True artists fully accept the feelings and will of their viewers no matter what form that might take.*
"-what form that might take."
Faria snapped her fingers and unbound Zoe.
She sat and watched as Zoe put everything back where it had been before under hypnotic command. The young artist would wake up tomorrow with a splitting headache, Faria's insidious commands already worming their way into her brain. Once she was under Devon's watchful eyes, he would be able to train her, bringing her new thoughts to the forefront and turning Zoe into the exhibitionist bondage slut that he so desired.
Faria thought that it was likely to produce Zoe's most popular performance yet.
...
No matter how enthusiastic reviews had been online, Zoe was nervous that her latest performance had given people the wrong idea.
It was easy for people to look at the performance from the outside and see it as something obscene. Luckily, cell phones had been banned in the exhibit, and no one except the fans who had entered the booth knew for sure exactly what had happened, although rumors had spread all across the internet. One scandalized website had reported on the rumors, calling it a "bukkake gangbang". Which was ridiculous. Zoe hadn't even had sex with anyone! Except for Devon, but that didn't count. It was after the exhibit had closed.
In any case, it hadn't been a gangbang. Describing it as bukkake was missing the point as well. The point of the closed booth was for Zoe and her audience to have a one-on-one encounter that expressed their mutual connection. And if that connection had been best expressed for most fans by ejaculating on Zoe's naked body, that was hardly her fault now was it?
Regardless of the privacy of the booth, the world did know about the vagina-centric main exhibition floor, which was quite bad enough in many people's opinion, regardless of the truth of the rumors.
Although the professional literature was raving about the bold sexuality of "Numerical Value", the media more broadly was painting Zoe as some sort of slut. They were insinuating that Zoe's shows were just excuses to titillate her viewers and please them sexually.
Zoe's new project would prove them wrong. She looked up with satisfaction at the concept art pinned to the corkboard in her new office. It showed her, standing proud and tall in a skintight, pure white, latex bodysuit. It was brilliant: a statement that reasserted her own sexuality while leaving her completely covered, tantalizingly emphasizing her form while hiding it completely from her viewers.
The piece was titled "Madonna", and it would be the perfect rebuke of the media's obscene accusations. The white bodysuit would cast Zoe in the role of a classical statue. She would stand in the middle of the room on a pedestal, slowly shifting between famous poses of statues. A plaque would inform viewers that they could "touch if they dared". Anyone who did would be harshly scolded by Zoe. It would show that she was still in charge of her sexuality and that there were limits to what her viewers could presume.
Zoe smiled in satisfaction. Tonight would dispel the impression that her performances were just excuses to sexually gratify her fans, and set her firmly back on the path to respectability.
...
Devon watched as the workmen made the necessary changes to the exhibition hall that he had requested.
Changing the sign explaining the performance piece would be easiest. He could do it himself as soon as Zoe had been convinced. The large art pieces on the walls were more difficult. Zoe had requested large photo prints of famous Greek and Roman sculptures, and they were large enough that there wouldn't be time to change them after Devon had made his last-minute adjustments to Zoe's plans. Devon had been forced to settle for placing the statue photos in front of the true artwork he planned to display. It looked good enough that Zoe wouldn't be able to tell the difference until it was too late.
Devon looked up. A faint sprinkle of plaster came down as the workmen finished installing the rigging. He would have to have someone come in here with a broom. But otherwise, everything was looking satisfactory.
Devon was absolutely sure that Zoe's resistance would crumble. According to the instructions he had received from Faria, she was ready.
Tonight, the up-and-coming young artist would leave respectability behind forever.
...
Zoe felt less confident now that she had gotten into her latex costume. The concept art that Devon had provided on her request had made the costume look regal, dominant, and classy. But now, wearing the suit herself, it felt... revealing. Maybe even more revealing than being naked. The shiny, glossy material clung lasciviously to every curve of her rounded body. If the point was to deemphasize the eroticism of her performance art, this body suit did a poor job. It looked like she was purposefully putting herself on display.
Another strange detail of the suit was the fact that there were seams in odd places. Except for the opening in the back that allowed her to put the suit on, it was supposed to be seamless and smooth across her whole body.
Instead, there seemed to be separate pieces of latex that covered the crotch and breast areas, with glued seams attaching them to the rest of the suit. Had the designers simply made a mistake when making the suit that required the use of patches? It didn't seem very professional if that was the case.
It was difficult to walk in the pure white platform shoes that completed the suit. Zoe had thought that lower heels or even just a sort of footie bottoms would have worked, but Devon had insisted that the extra height from the towering heels would allow her to look even more dominant and forbidding to her viewers.
Zoe was a little dissatisfied with the suit, but as she walked into the exhibition space, she relaxed. It looked perfect, with the raised pedestal in the center of the hardwood floor, and the photos of the calming, beautiful classical statuary on the surrounding walls. Perfect.
Devon was waiting for her in the middle of the room, with a black duffel bag at his feet and an unreadable expression on his face.
As she approached, Devon shook his head and said, "I'm sorry Zoe. It doesn't work."
The disappointing words sent a stab of cold dread through Zoe's heart. She always felt anxious right before a performance, and now Devon was confirming her worst fears.
"But we planned this together!" she protested, wide-eyed. "A statement about my complete autonomy, pushing back against critics and fans that wanted to control me!"
Devon sighed. "I know. I know. I take some of the blame here. But now that I see it all put together I realize what this is. Cowardice."
Zoe flushed in anger. "What the fuck?" she asked heatedly. "I'm casting myself as a goddess and fighting back against my critics. What's cowardly about that?"
"You're running again," said Devon ruefully. "Running from your fans because the way they feel about you scares you. Running from the critics because they made you feel self-conscious. Running from the expectations of others."
The accusations hit home, making Zoe feel like her heart had been pierced. "No," she said desperately, "That's not what this is. It's me declaring my freedom."
"Zoe," said Devon softly, "What has your best work been with me these past few months?"
Zoe stared at him, her breath growing labored as she instinctively sensed where he was going with this. She felt a dark pulse of heat flare up in the core of her body.
Devon answered his own question. "The pieces where you embraced your arousal. Where you made a deep sexual connection with the viewers of your art. Those were the rawest, realest pieces. The ones that provoked the most interest and response from the public."
Zoe felt like she was being stalked by some dangerous beast. She began to feel a gathering of moisture between her legs, sealed in by the tight latex. Her trapped nipples had no room to expand, but became two throbbing points of heat on her tightly wrapped breasts.
"But you keep running away. Setting limits. Refusing to embrace your biggest successes," Devon now circled her, eyes moving over her perfectly displayed ass and thighs. He finally drew close and whispered in her ear as Zoe closed her eyes, hanging on every word.
"What you really need to do is give in. Stage a piece where you finally accept the feelings the public has towards you. Surrender completely. Fully complete the connection between artist and viewer."
"B-but, if I do that... if I give in..." whimpered Zoe, as Devon's hands crawled over the chest of her body suit, "It won't be art! I won't be an artist anymore, just a... just a dirty sl..."
Zoe gasped as Devon gripped the patches over her breasts and ripped them free in a violent motion, exposing her large brown tits to the open air, poking through two perfect holes in the latex body suit.
"That's what people will think!" said Devon soothingly, "But we will know the truth. This is the truest type of art! Sometimes, to create something truly magical, an artist needs to accept the audience's authentic reaction. And I think we both know how your audience will react to you," said Devon, his hands kneading and pinching Zoe's now-exposed tits.
"I... I can't Devon," protested Zoe in a weak voice, submitting to his roaming fingers, "I'm scared. I can't just let some strange men do whatever they want with me!"
Devon's hands slipped lower, over the shiny tight expanse of white rubber covering her body. "Scared, Zoe? Maybe a little, but just like you have to accept the reaction of your audience, you must accept your own true feelings as well." His hands gripped the seam around the patch covering her crotch and slowly peeled it away.
Zoe moaned in shame as the patch ripped away from its tight grip on her body, revealing the sloppy mess of a pussy beneath. Thick strings of sticky goo glistened, clinging to the latex as it peeled off slowly. Devon tossed the soiled scrap of latex onto the ground and worked his strong fingers into Zoe's drenched pussy, making obscene liquid sounds as their mouths found each other, tongues swirling and clashing as Zoe's mind filled with warm pink fog.
Devon broke away and whispered with a grin, "It doesn't feel like you are afraid to me Zoe. So what is holding you back? Shouldn't you just give in and accept the true feelings of your adoring fans? What do you say? Shall we give the people what they want?"
Zoe bit her lip. Devon's hands working between her legs made it hard to think. It felt like fucking her viewers wasn't something a good artist would do. Or was she just making excuses?
"Stop resisting what you know you want," came Devon's persuasive whisper in her ear. "Wouldn't it feel soooo good just to relax and let other people take control for a while?"
Devon was right. Zoe had felt a powerful burst of energy and creativity when she was chained up and humped by Ivan, and felt it again when she was bound in the private booth and watched dozens of men jerk off to her. Why should she turn away from that feeling? Zoe looked Devon in the eye, overcame her nagging doubts, and said "L-let's do it."
Devon had to work to keep his grin from growing too evil. He turned immediately and zipped open his duffel bag, pulling out a piece of white cloth. He handed it to Zoe, saying: "Put this on. If you need help, let me know."
Zoe held it up to see that it was a tightly-fitting white blindfold.
"I don't understand," she said nervously, "why am I blinding myself?"
Devon chuckled. He pulled a large bundle of soft red ropes from the bag as well as a wide ring-shaped gag with a white leather strap. "Your sight isn't the only thing you'll be giving up tonight. Your fans want to see how eager you are to submit too their true feelings."
Her pulse quickened. Devon didn't just mean that she would give in to her fans' desires when he said she should "give up control". He wanted her to willingly give up all defenses. To blind herself. Silence herself. Bind her movements. Truly submit to all of their twisted desires and make herself utterly vulnerable. She remembered what it had felt like when the crowd had loomed above her as she was chained to the rocks, her tits exposed. She remembered how she had felt when she was bound and fully revealed, watching strange men stroke their cocks to her without any ability to hide her shame.
The idea of utter surrender should terrify and repulse her. She had always been a woman who had insisted on complete freedom above all else.
Instead, her pussy sent a fresh stream of excited fluid in a slimy trail down the white latex covering her inner thigh. With shaking hands, she tied the blindfold over her eyes as Devon approached with a smirk, ropes and gag in hand.
...
Devon held up a hand when Zoe had been hoisted to the perfect height above the floor of the exhibition hall. Just below waist level.
The hall itself had changed in the past fifteen minutes, rapidly converting to the vision that Devon had for it from the beginning. The classy photos of the statuary had been removed, revealing the photos of Zoe underneath.
Photos from her recent performance pieces. One of her in heavy chains, her tits bared, head thrown back to moan her orgasm. One of her laying back with her legs bound open, a dreamy smile on her face, body drenched in cum. A blown-up version of the sassy photo she had sent to Devon and the other hundred bidders so long ago, sitting on a counter, hiding her nudity and flipping off the camera. Devon had made sure that the message Zoe had written in gold pen was faithfully reproduced, now taking on a deliciously ironic new meaning:
"Ready for your chance to fuck me, loser? -Zoe Abiola"
But the most important piece of art in the room hung suspended in the center, between the pornographic photos. Zoe Abiola herself, transformed into Devon's masterpiece.
Her curvy body was tightly encased in the tight white latex Devon had tricked her into wearing. All except for the most important parts. Her massive round tits hung heavily below her suspended body, exposed to the eyes and hands of the men who were coming to watch her perform. Between her wide open thighs, her oozing cunt dripped the signs of its arousal down to the hardwood floor. Maybe he should set up a wet floor warning sign... wouldn't want any lawsuits.
To increase her utter helplessness and submission, Devon had carefully tied an intricate shibari binding over her body, using it to tie her calves to her thighs and her hands behind her back. It took an expert hand to tie a rope binding that could safely hold a woman's weight, but Devon had years of training. Zoe would be comfortable all night if necessary.
To complete her humiliating submission, Zoe had willingly donned the blindfold and gag herself. Her tongue lolled in her forced-open mouth as drool dripped to the floor to join her pussy juice. She was bound, blinded, silenced, and conquered. Turned from a confident and abrasive young artist into a submissive receptacle for the lust and cum of her depraved fans.
And all with her enthusiastic permission.
Devon glanced over to the new sign at the entrance to the performance space. It now read:



The artist Zoe Abiola represents all aspects of womanhood in this new piece, titled "Madonna".
The white color of her suit represents the clinging and restrictive expectations imposed on the VIRGIN.
The warm brown skin color of her exposed tits and pussy represent the nurturing and creative energies of these reproductive and childrearing body parts, emblematic of the MOTHER.
The red ropes represent the social stigma that restricts and binds the WHORE.
The artist invites you to work your own art on her willing body. Fully taste all aspects of womanhood, VIRGIN, MOTHER, and WHORE in whatever way you choose. The artist welcomes all interaction.
No responses will be refused.
Devon walked over to the bound young woman. He nudged her gently, drawing a gurgle of surprise from her gaping mouth as she began gently spinning in a circle. Utterly at his mercy. But Devon had no desire for a slave that couldn't say no. He stopped Zoe's spin and knelt down next to her. He pushed a small remote into her fingers, the only parts of her body with any ability to move.
"Obviously, traditional safe words won't work in this situation, Zoe," he said gently in her ear. "But if it gets to be too much, or you feel unsafe, just press the button on this device. An alarm will sound and we will get you down."
Zoe's fingers felt the remote curiously, her thumb running over the button. Then, deliberately and unmistakably, she gave the device a little toss, letting it clatter to the floor.
Devon's cock swelled at the sign of Zoe's utter submission. She wanted to have zero control tonight. He looked at his watch. Ten minutes. He had time.
Devon removed his cock from his pants and began stroking, using his free hand to turn Zoe's body, observing all the angles, his hand increasing speed as he glared at her sopping cunt and the diamond-hard nipples at the tips of her swaying tits.
"Well, well, well," he said gloatingly, watching every obscene angle of Zoe's displayed body with delight, "What ever happened to the fiery revolutionary?" He paused the rotation to place his free hand lovingly on Zoe's exposed cunt, slipping a finger inside to feel her slick, velvety heat.
"I read an interview with you once. You told people "never accept the chains of oppression. Never meekly submit to those in power. Never let 'The Man' win'." Devon held his hand in place for a moment, feeling Zoe's internal muscles grip and milk his finger.
"Tonight, you submitted meekly. You accepted the chains. You were so eager that you put them on yourself." Zoe made a sloppy moan of shame, unable to form any words through her ring-gagged mouth.
Devon rotated Zoe and stopped her with her face in front of his cock, eyes covered, tongue lolling shamefully from her forced-open mouth.
"Sorry Zoe, tonight, you let 'The Man' win."
He fired a thick load all over her ridiculous face, declaring his victory over the cocky young artist. Zoe had thought she was better than him. But he wasn't the one who would be the center of a BDSM gang bang tonight.
Devon thought of cleaning up his mess, but decided against it. Let her wear it. It would help the first few guests to quickly overcome their hesitance.
Devon turned and walked towards the entrance, ready to signal the staff to let the crowd inside.
...
Zoe hung, suspended in the air, completely unable to move, unable to see, unable to speak. Barely able to think due to her intense arousal. She had felt and tasted Devon's load of jizz a while ago now. How long had it been? With her senses limited like this, it was hard to judge the passage of time. She could hear the creak of the ropes cradling and binding her body, feel the cool air currents of the room tickling her hard nipples and wet pussy. Anticipation made her feel like she was balanced on the edge of a knife.
Finally, she heard it, the murmur of the crowd, the thump of approaching feet. She felt a stab of apprehension approaching fear. For a second she wished she hadn't impulsively thrown away the remote that was her only safety net. But the feeling passed. She had made her choice. Tonight she wanted utter submission. Utter helplessness. Anything less just wouldn't be the same.
As the men in the crowd finally saw her she heard gasps. The murmuring increased in volume, and took on a excited edge. Even bound and blinded as she was, Zoe could feel the sexual energy of the crowd as it surged forward. The sounds of the crowd moved around her. She thought could sense the heavy, hot stares of the horny men in a circle around her, almost feel the heat of their bodies.
This close, she could pick out individual voices.
"...such a dirty fucking slut. I knew it. I knew it ever since she flashed her tits that first time."
"Oh my god! She's just completely given up on the "art" excuse now, right? There's no way she's stupid enough to think this is performance art."
"Did that sign mean what I think it means? She's saying that we can just, like, fuck her?"
"Is that cum on her face? That whore couldn't even wait until the doors opened..."
More and more voices, low and gruff, high and excited, all different, but all carrying an undertone of desperate lust.
It took a minute for someone to be brave enough to step forward. Zoe could hear his heavy step, sense his presence as he closed in. Her body sang with anticipation, every nerve ending in her aching tits and pussy begging to be touched.
The man just stood there for a moment. The crowd fell silent as it watched the brave man and the helpless woman. Both Zoe and the crowd held their breath, waiting for what would come next.
Zoe was so close to the edge of orgasm already that a muffled, slutty moan tore from her throat instantly as the stranger's rough hand reached out and palmed one of her hanging tits, gently feeling and squeezing what no art viewer had been allowed to touch before. As he confirmed that no alarms would sound, and no staff would come to stop him, his hands grew bolder, kneading and pinching with enthusiasm, drawing more deep animalistic moans from Zoe's drooling mouth.
Encouraged by the bravery, another man stepped forward, kneeling between Zoe's spread legs. She felt a rough thumb trace up and down her slippery pussy, gently parting her lower lips to explore her womanhood. Another man rushed forward to feel her other breast, doubling the sensation as both men began teasing her erect nipples.
The man behind her was getting rougher, thrusting two fingers deep into her dripping sex, drawing wilder moans from her throat as the sensation grew. More men came forward, the whole crowd surging closer, to get a better look and wait their turn to participate. Zoe gasped as she felt the red hot skin of a cock rub against her breast, the first man had pulled out his penis and began pleasuring himself on the warm velvety skin of her breasts.
The man behind her leaned forward, plunging his tongue deep inside Zoe's aching cunt, desperately slobbering and tasting the juices of his idol, making breathy whining moans burst from her throat as she built towards her first orgasm of the long evening. Another man stepped forward from the crowd, and Zoe felt a short thick cock plunge into her open mouth through the wide metal ring. Her tongue swirled and drool dripped out out as he began to gently thrust into her free-use hole.
The man behind her must have decided that he had prepared Zoe sufficiently because as she moaned around the cock stuffing her mouth, she felt the largest dick she had ever fucked glide effortlessly into her eager pussy.
The overwhelming sensation assaulted her on all sides. A huge cock was thrusting deeply into her slick pussy, her mouth was stuffed with a stranger's cock, dicks were being rubbed over every inch of her exposed tits. The lack of sight doubled her sensations, and the feeling of being helpless and completely under the control of these strange men quadrupled it.
Zoe's toes curled. She squeezed her eyes shut under her blindfold. Every muscle in her body tensed, and a primal gargling sound choked past the cock in her mouth as she abandoned herself to the deepest and strongest orgasm of her young life. The spasming muscles of her pussy must have set off the man behind her, because he pulled out to fire a thick load onto her latex-clad ass. The man in the front came just a second later, filling her mouth with the first of countless loads that evening, coating her tongue with the rank, salty taste even as it dripped out onto the floor through the gag.
The men worshipping her tits moved instantly to take their places, and more men crowded in to replace them, the entire crowd going wild with lust.
It was going to be a long night.
...
Faria watched from the boundaries of the crowd as yet another man flooded Zoe's mouth with seed. She watched the slutty little exhibition piece do her best to swallow what she could before the rest splattered to the ground.
Behind her, another eager fan slid himself into her slightly gaping asshole. It would probably be a smooth, slick fuck at this point, based on the number of men who had already deposited a load there this evening. Cameramen eagerly snapped photos and ran video from every angle, as they had from the first moment. Zoe Abiola's rocket to stardom would doubtless continue after tonight. Her image as a respectable artist however? That was probably dead, no matter what the magazines that Devon influenced said.
Devon Preisinger, the man himself, sauntered up to stand at Faria's side, a proud, smug look on his face.
They watched the gang bang in silence for a moment. At this point, some of the men must be going up for seconds. Even with a crowd this size, the sheer amount of cum wouldn't make sense otherwise.
"Well," said Devon happily, "All art is up to the viewer's interpretation. What do you think this piece is commenting on?"
Faria raised an eyebrow at the odious little gallery owner. "The barbarity of man, perhaps," she said dryly.
Devon nodded sagely. "I tend to think that it's a commentary on hubris." He turned back to the spectacle with a look of joy in his eyes. "I think this will be Zoe's most popular work yet! I've already been talking to some like-minded gallery owners. We will be taking this particular performance piece on a world tour! Hundreds of showings, all across the world. I'm also going to release the footage of her last performance and this one together for sale online. It's going to really drum up interest for the tour!"
Faria grimaced. She didn't feel guilty about what she had done to Zoe. After all, Zoe had been pompous and manipulative before she met Faria, and it seemed a fitting punishment for her to be subjected to public humiliation since that was what she had inflicted on others.
But to make her the permanent submissive slave of a man as cruel as Devon Preisinger? That was too much... Well, for a woman of her talents, there was definitely something she could do to salve her conscience. Maybe in the end Zoe had managed to inspire Faria a little. Even if the hypnotist had allowed Zoe to be conquered, she could still make sure that Zoe could claim the final victory. She had a complete understanding of Devon Preisinger and what a small man he truly was. This would be easy.
*Devon Preisinger. The next words I say will be your new thoughts, replacing your old thoughts as though they were never there.*
Devon turned slowly towards her, his eyes glazed over, waiting for his commands.
*I will never take any action to harm Zoe Abiola*
"-Zoe Abiola."
*I will support Zoe Abiola unquestioningly, and do my best to further her career.*
"-further her career."
*I will destroy any media I have that might harm Zoe Abiola's reputation.*
"-reputation."
Faria snapped her fingers, bringing Devon back to blinking, confused awareness. There. Faria had settled on a compromise. Zoe would still have some brand new submissive tendencies and a bondage fetish. And Faria assumed that the air of eroticism and taboo would surround her artistic work for years to come as the rumors swirled regarding her three infamously sexual performance pieces.
But Zoe's new sexual tendencies weren't the end of the world. She had admitted to Faria herself that she wished she was able to give up more control. And Faria expected that a smart young woman like Zoe could turn the air of scandal and mystery around her work into a positive rather than a liability.
And at this point, she would have a powerful gallery owner fighting tooth and nail in her corner to make sure she succeeded.
Faria watched the debauchery for a moment longer. Then sighed. As annoying as it would be, she should probably confuse the memories of the attendees tonight. Who knows who had pulled out a phone and filmed a quick video?
She had been hoping for an early evening tonight, but she had just created a couple more hours of work for herself. She left the dazed-looking Devon behind and walked toward the crowd.
Her and her soft heart.
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Cross Contamination Chapter 9: Checkmate.
Gina looked at herself in the rearview mirror again.
She still looked like a mess.
Luckily, Gina had thrown the silver minidress that Victor gave her in the car on her way to their meeting. It was still dirty from the night she had worn it, smelling faintly of Victor's sweat and cologne. Gina had been planning to give the dress back to Victor, but now she was wearing it. She wriggled her hips to try to force the dress to cover more of her thighs.
It was better than being naked, but not by much.
Gina had used the two emergency wet wipes at the bottom of her purse to clean the cum off of her face at least. She had done her best with the thick, sticky sperm on the rest of her body, but there was only so much two wet wipes could do when faced with Victor's massive load. By the end, she was just smearing the sticky filth around her skin with the dirty wipes.
With the clarity that came after an orgasm, Gina could see how she had been played. Victor had built up her arousal, gave her the cold shoulder for a week, and then exploited her vulnerable state.
One thing was certain, she was dealing with a master manipulator. But Victor had overplayed his hand this time. Gina knew the law better than anyone, and clear-cut blackmail wasn't something you could just wave away. Victor might have good lawyers, but Gina knew the best of the best as well. She would greatly prefer this contest of wills to be transferred to the courts: her home territory.
There wasn't any time to waste. Gina had to make a police report immediately. She could have gone home, changed, and showered... But she wasn't ready to talk to Daren yet. Just thinking about him started a dark storm of guilt and sadness in her heart. She couldn't go home looking and smelling like she did. Maybe when she finished at the police station, she would stay overnight with a friend, just to give her enough time to get her body and mind back to normal before facing her husband.
She didn't admit to herself that smoldering anger also factored into her decision to go straight to the police station. Gina had always had a temper, and sometimes it made her act a little rashly.
-
"Let me get this straight." Said the old, gruff-looking police chief sarcastically, "You agreed to sexually service Mr. Victor Cross."
"Yes." Said Gina nervously. This wasn't going as she had hoped. When she had asked for help at the front desk, the officer there had leered at her like she was a piece of meat. It wasn't until she had mentioned Victor's name that he seemed to pay attention at all. Now she was sitting in front of the chief of police himself, explaining herself like a tongue-tied schoolgirl in the principal's office.
"And in return, he promised you money." Continued the fat, unsympathetic chief behind the desk.
"No. I mean, yes." Said Gina, tripping over her words, "It's more complicated than that! It was more like special benefits than money. And I was pressured!" This man had to understand! "The important part is the blackmail! Why don't you focus on that!" She said desperately.
"Right." Said the police chief, with a bemused grimace, "The thing is, Victor Cross is an upstanding community member held in high regard. And you've admitted that you don't have any proof. Who am I supposed to believe? Victor Cross? Or some hoo... er, lady such as yourself?"
"Excuse me?!?" Gina screeched in disbelief. She had never been so insulted in her whole life! What exactly was this man implying?
The Chief looked up sharply, frowning beneath his bristling mustache.
"Now, don't take that tone with me, little lady." He said sharply, standing up from his desk and showing that, despite his pot belly, he was a large and muscular man, "You come into my office, reeking of semen and booze, tits and ass barely covered. No panties by the way. And now you want to pay the injured innocent? Ridiculous. Aren't you ashamed of yourself?"
Gina shrank, cringing from the verbal assault, trying desperately to stretch and pull the dress to cover more of her exposed body. He was right, she realized. She looked and smelled like a well-used whore. If the dress had looked slutty in a strip club at night, it was laughably inappropriate for daylight. It didn't help that her body was still coated in a layer of mixed sweat and Victor's slime. Strangely, the thought of being seen as such a dirty slut was turning her on again, making her lose some of the purpose and clarity she had regained. It reminded her of when Vicotr had tricked her into stripping at the Panther Club. Although here she had an audience of just one fat older man, her embarrassment was just as strong. What was wrong with her? She was a confident independent woman. Humiliation didn't make her horny, that was just something Victor wanted to be true. Suddenly, Gina wanted nothing more than to sneak out with her tail between her legs and regroup, but as she stood, the imposing man blocked the way.
"Oh no no no. It's too late for that now. Sorry sister, but I'm afraid that you just admitted to a serious crime. Selling your holes to strange men is called prostitution, honey. It's a big word, I know, but I think you are probably familiar with it." His voice was cruel, and he grabbed Gina's shoulder in a vice-like grip.
He began to march her down the station hallway, as passing officers glanced with a mixture of arousal and disgust at her sweaty, sticky breasts nearly popping out of the tiny dress.
"We will throw you in the drunk tank for tonight, and decide how to charge you in the morning." He said gruffly. But first, we'll need to perform a routine search." The chief marched her into a small side room.
"Someone will be with you shortly!" with a nasty grin, the police chief firmly closed the door on the wide-eyed Gina, leaving her alone with her panicked thoughts.
...
Cassie slumped over her desk with red-rimmed eyes, staring into the distance. After getting the rejection letter yesterday from Yale, she had been forced to reevaluate her entire life plans. Yale had been her dream school, but she really hadn't thought that it was such a long shot. She was sure that eventually she would be able to shake off the disappointment and go to one of her second-choice schools. But for now, the wound was still raw.
Renee, looking perfect as always in a crop top and tight shorts, sat down beside her and chirpily asked what was going on. All that Cassie could do was burst into tears and cry on her bestie's shoulder. She explained through sobs how she had gotten a rejection letter from Yale, and how disappointed she felt. Renee made all of the appropriate comforting noises, although Cassie could have sworn that she caught a strange glint in her friend's eye that didn't look sympathetic.
"Don't worry babe," said Renee confidently, "I'm sure that you will get something that you like. You have lots of safeties, right? And look, even if you can't get into college at all, that wouldn't be the end of the world."
Cassie looked at Renee doubtfully. What a weird thing to say. Cassie had been told since she was a young girl that college was the right path for her. What else could there be?
"Well," She said, hesitant to contradict Renee, "I'm definitely going to college. Just... not Yale I guess." And her eyes began to brim with tears again.
"Awwww babe, don't cry!" Said Renee, patting Cassie on the shoulder, "I'm serious! For a girl like you, there are lots of options other than college." Cassie's brows knit for a moment. What did she mean 'a girl like you'? But Renee was already moving on with the conversation.
"If you are really still stuck on Yale, I'll tell you what. I know a private College counselor who guarantees entry to high-level colleges for select clientele. With an introduction from me, I am sure that she would help you."
Cassie felt a spark of hope in her heart. Maybe her dream of going to Yale wasn't quite dead after all.
"You think that this counselor could help me even if they already rejected me?"
"Of course, Kissy!" Said Renee confidently, "They don't like to advertise it, but decisions like that get reversed behind closed doors all the time."
Cassie felt a smile start to pull up the corners of her lips.
Renee held up a warning hand. "Now don't get too excited girl. This councilor's services don't come cheap. I would expect to pay at least 5000 dollars. I would start thinking about how to raise the money."
Cassie's heart sank. She wasn't completely up to speed with the family finances, but she knew that things were tight enough that 5000 dollars wouldn't be easy to ask from her parents. She racked her brain for ways to make some quick cash.
Renne snapped her fingers. "I know!" She said excitedly, "My Dad just gifted me a webcam and a headset because he thought I was into computers. What if you tried doing some streaming? You like video games, right?"
Cassie did play some games, but she wasn't convinced. "I don't know Renee." She said, "I don't think it is that easy to make money doing that kind of thing."
"Nonsense." Said Renee with finality, "You never know until you try. I'll send over the webcam and headset and I'll even set up an account for you. Just try it out and see what happens. You are a cute young girl, I think you could be really popular."
Cassie still wasn't sure, but she had to admit that there was no harm in trying. "Thanks, Renee." She said warmly. It felt nice to have such a great friend.
"Don't mention it!" Said Renee. Then a thoughtful look crossed her face. "You know, why don't I send you a little something extra as well? You've been too stressed lately. I have a little supplement that I take in order to calm my nerves. You should try it!"
Cassie looked uncomfortable. "Umm, I don't know Renee. Do you mean, like, drugs?" the last word was a scandalized whisper.
Renee giggled. "Jesus Christ, Kissy! You're such a little good girl. I'm not trying to get you hooked on hard drugs, dummy! It's just a little herbal supplement I take to help me relax. It's totally legal."
"I don't know..." repeated Cassie again, her eyebrows drawn together, frowning in disapproval.
Renee rolled her eyes. "Whatever, Kissy. Tell you what, I'll send some over. You can decide if you want to try it. I'm just trying to look out for you. God."
Cassie frowned, but to Renee's delight, shrugged uncomfortably, agreeing to accept the herbal supplement from her new best friend.
...
It couldn't have been more than ten minutes from the time when the police chief left Gina alone to when the other officer entered, but to Gina, it felt like an eternity. her mind raced frantically as she paced the small room.
Clearly, the police chief had made a snap judgment about her based on her appearance. It wasn't a good start, but the facts were on her side. All she had to do now was project an air of dignity and not allow herself to be treated like a whore anymore.
She was a proud, capable woman. This would be easy. She just had to insist that she no longer be treated like a cheap hooker.
Once again, Gina pulled on the bottom hem of her stretchy, soiled dress. She checked her appearance in the one-way mirror on the wall. Gina doubted that the other side of the glass would have anyone there for the routine booking of a suspected streetwalker. Which was lucky for her, because she still looked like a nasty slut.
Gina jumped slightly as the door clicked open and a female officer a little younger than herself stepped into the room, already snapping on a pair of blue latex gloves.
Gina drew herself up into a posture of affronted dignity, trying her best to project the truth that she was an upstanding woman who had been caught in a misleading situation.
The female cop gave her an unimpressed smirk as she drew forward. "Your name, Miss?" she asked sharply.
Gina focused all of her energy on appearing confident and in charge. "On the contrary, I want your name and badge number. I don't know why the officers at this station think it's alright to make such filthy insinuations about an upstanding community member in distress like myself, but I plan to lodge a formal complaint once this has been straightened out!"
Gina felt like the speech had been impressive. She was well on her way to increasing her stock in the eyes of the police. They were going to realize their mistake and start treating her with some goddamn respect.
Gina's stomach twisted as the look of momentary surprise on the female officer's face was replaced by a condescending grin.
"So this innocent lady wants some special treatment..." drawled the officer with barely concealed amusement. She stalked with a confident swagger straight up to Gina, standing eye to eye with her and fixing Gina with a powerful blue stare. Gina suddenly felt herself shrink back in the face of the younger woman's confident energy.
The woman grinned with predatory glee at Gina's flinch, sensing weakness. Gina gulped at the sight of the younger woman enjoying her power. This shouldn't be happening. Gina had stared down hundreds of block-headed police officers on the stand. She should be the one with the power in this situation, no matter what her clothing was. It was like Victor had exposed a flaw in her iron-strong will, and now all of the other assholes in the world were able to see and exploit it.
"Well, that's just fine then!" said the woman sarcastically. "The innocent have nothing to fear, as we always say." The woman's mocking stare flicked downward, taking in Gina's poorly covered body. "But I'll tell you what sweetie. You don't look innocent."
Gina felt a hot red flush creep into her face as the female officer scanned her barely concealed body with a disgusted look. The officer leaned closer, making Gina pull in a surprised breath. Was this officer trying to kiss her?!? But the officer just gave a few exaggerated sniffs before suppressing a laugh. "And you don't smell innocent."
Gina's blush deepened as she realized how awful she must smell, still marked with Victor's enormous cumshot. She tried to stammer something but was shocked into silence as the officer slipped a hand around her waist, running it up her thigh and below her dress, squeezing a bare ass cheek with a latex-clad hand. "And you don't feel that innocent either, babe. No panties under a tiny fuck-me dress like this? You understand my confusion, right? It's just not something that innocent women usually wear."
"H-how dare you!" spluttered Gina, slapping away the woman's roaming hand.
The officer's face hardened at Gina's pathetic show of defiance. "I'm just doing my job ma'am, and so far you have done nothing but complicate the lawful search I'm conducting. Now Ma'am. What is your name." The last sentence came out like the crack of a whip. Gina's mind raced. She needed to give the officer her name, but she still couldn't bear the idea of her real name being on any official paperwork. Maybe if she used a nickname, she could get out of this without anything official on the books.
"Gigi," said Gina, wincing a little as it came out. She hated the nickname, and she hadn't heard it for years, much less used it, but it was the only one that leaped to mind.
"Well, Gigi," said the officer with mock politeness, "If you would be so kind as to remove your lovely dress, I need to search you for contraband."
...
Almost a dozen senior officers crowded the small observation room on the other side of the one-way mirror, watching with gleeful anticipation as Officer Baker demanded once again that the newly detained prisoner remove her skimpy dress.
The Chief himself couldn't take his eyes off the spectacle as Baker barked another order at the cringing blonde woman, causing her to reach hesitantly down to the bottom hem of her slutty dress.
"Holy shit!" whispered one of his lieutenants with a wide smile, "I can't believe we have Gina Harlowe stripping in the station."
The chief clapped him on the back, returning his smile. He could barely believe it either. Gina must be insane if she thought she could waltz in here anonymously. She might not know any of the police by name, but she was enough of a ball buster in court that half of the police in the city knew to groan when they had to take the stand in one of her trials. The station was already abuzz with the hilarious information that she had walked in wearing a hooker dress and covered in jizz. Victor Cross was some sort of miracle worker.
The assembled officers held their breath as uncharacteristically bashful Gina Harlowe was finally pushed by Officer Baker to lift the bottom of her dress, revealing the wide, graceful swell of her hips and a tanned, totally smooth and shaved pussy. The crowd let out a hushed gasp of admiration as the dress climbed further, exposing Gina's impressively flat tummy and big luscious tits, crowned by nipples that were rigid enough to clearly reveal that the harsh treatment from Officer Baker was a shameful turn-on for the little slut. And it was unmistakable even after several hours: every inch of Gina Harlowe's tanned curvy body had been covered in cum. Victor Cross had marked his territory.
"I can't believe this!" guffawed the talkative lieutenant. "Isn't this bitch married? Isn't she a mother? I mean, she's a goddamn lawyer for God's sake!"
"Was," said the Chief with relish, his piggy little eyes focused on Gina's soft, bouncy body. "Was a lawyer. Now she's whatever Victor wants her to be. Right now Victor wants her to be a scared little hooker spending her first night in the drunk tank. And Victor Cross always gets what he wants."
...
Gina shuddered as the smooth, latex-covered hands of the female officer glided over her sticky body. The light touch reminded her that she was naked and the officer was clothed, in complete control.
So much for Gina's plan to demand her dignity back.
Finally, with a disgusted twist of her lips, the officer sighed. "One last thing to check. Bend over the table please." She patted the metal table in the center of the room impatiently.
"Officer, is that really necessary?" said Gina apprehensively. "I mean, a cavity search seems a little..."
Gina's sentence trailed off in a squeak as the officer frowned and marched straight up to her again, eyes blazing. "Listen here, you little slut," hissed the officer angrily, "You are going to march right over there and bend that fat bubble butt over the table, or you are going to wish that you had. Do I make myself clear?"
Something about the harsh tone, her nudity, and the stress of her day combined inside Gina to completely override her usual strength of will, and all she muttered was, "Yes, ma'am," as she hurried over to the table. Why were her fucking nipples getting hard?
And... oh no. Oh fuck. Her pussy was getting wet at the worst imaginable time. If she had ever had a chance to convince the young female officer she wasn't a horny slut, it was fast disappearing.
Gina barely had time to bend over before the officer was there, pushing her further down, crushing her hard nipples against the cold metal of the table. With agonizing and oddly inappropriate slowness, the officer pulled apart Gina's cheeks. As Gina looked back, she saw herself in the mirror, her face red with shame, her asscheeks held apart to show her wet pussy and tight pink asshole. Strangely the officer was looking back into the mirror as well with a strange gloating smile on her face.
"Don't worry Gigi," said the officer, patting her naked ass almost hard enough to qualify as a spank, "I'll be gentle. But I'm afraid the Chief told me to do an extra thorough search today, so buckle up."
...
The observation room was silent, filled with the odd tension of men watching something unbearably erotic while in the company of other men. Several men had their phones out, recording the shame of the hated lawyer for later use. Soon officers across the city would be laughing at and jerking off to the humiliation of the famous Ms. Harlowe.



Officer Baker's gloves were slick and shiny, plunging two fingers in and out of Gina's dripping pussy as the slutty lawyer clasped a hand to her mouth, no doubt desperately trying to hold back from moaning.
The young, eager to please Baker, withdrew her fingers. Turning to the window with a saucy wink, she gently swirled her well-lubricated fingers around Gina's tight asshole, which was flexing and twitching at the stimulation.
"N-no, please officer," whimpered Gina, her legs shaking. "There's nothing in there, I swear!"
"Awww, I want to believe you, Gigi, I do!" said Baker with mock sympathy, "But I am afraid there is only one way to know for sure."
The crowd of watchers had to hold back cheers and laughs as Officer Bakers slowly slid a finger deep into Gina's pulsing ass, drawing a cry of mingled shock and arousal from the pitiful woman.
The crowd watched eagerly as Baker began moving her finger, lifting her other hand to resume her search of the suspect's soaking pussy. Gina's breath grew shallow and ragged. She hid her face in her hands as her body rode towards her first-ever anal orgasm.
The Chief cleared his throat, breaking the tension.
"Send someone to knock on the door," he said gruffly. "We've had our fun, but Victor wants her worked up, not satisfied." The watchers groaned, but they knew better than to make Victor Cross angry. Seconds later, a sharp knock on the door made Baker look up and draw the strip search to a close.
"Now," said the Chief with a nasty grin, "Throw her in lock up with all the other hookers. No phone call. We want her to feel nice and sorry for herself when Victor shows up tomorrow morning.
...
Daren was concerned.
Gina had told him that she planned on having a quick meeting with Victor, just long enough to tell him that they were through.
But she hadn't come home last night. A dozen calls had gone straight through to voicemail. Daren's thoughts had turned to darker and darker fantasies of what might be happening with his wife and Victor, and he hadn't gotten much sleep last night.
Waking up from a few hours of sleep, there was still no sign of Gina, who was still not answering her phone. He had no choice but to go to work. He barely made it to his desk before he was called into Charlie's office.
"Hardon," said Charlie with a twist of his lip, "You're looking as pathetic as usual. Close the door on your way in."
Daren had a sinking feeling as the door clicked shut behind him. Charlie couldn't have good motives for calling him into a private meeting. But there was nothing he could do. He could be fired at a moment's notice with the information that Charlie held.
Charlie swung his chair around to face Daren. His face held the smug, leering look that meant he was preparing for a satisfying bullying session.
"You've been holding out on me, Hardon!" barked Charlie with false humor, "I told you to get me some hot pics of your daughter like a week ago! It can't be that hard to convince a little slut like her to dress up and show off."
Daren had been dreading this. He pulled out his phone.
"I d-do have some photos for you, Charlie."
"Call me sir. I think that is more appropriate considering our circumstances."
Daren felt an uncomfortable blush begin to sting his cheeks.
"I have some photos f-for you, sir."
"Well then s-s-send them to me d-dipshit." Mocked Charlie, pulling out his phone as well.
The last thing that Daren wanted was for this predatory slimeball to see his beloved daughter in such a compromising outfit, but he couldn't see any way out of it. He texted the first picture to Charlie.
With a look of hungry anticipation, Charlie opened the photo. His mouth dropped open. He looked up at Daren in disbelief. "Holy shit!" he said, for once honestly shocked.
Daren felt a sick feeling in his stomach watching this loathsome predator's eyes light up at the sight of Cassie in her skimpy cheerleading outfit. He heard the sound of a zipper and the thump of Charlie's pants hitting the floor. His worst enemy's eyes darted over the picture drinking in the barely concealed curves of his daughter's body. Charlie began grunting lightly as his right hand moved up and down, hidden by the desk.
"Oh yeah." He growled, a fierce grin splitting his face, "This girl wants it bad. I never would have imagined she was this much of whore! If she will dress up like this for Daddy, think of what she will do for other men."
He looked up at Daren's standing awkwardly at the door averting his eyes as his rival jerked off to his daughter's lewd photo. "You better hope that Gina doesn't find out you had Cassie dress up like this, Hardon. I still remember from high school, Gina's a fucking wildcat when she's pissed."
"She already knows." Blurted out Daren without thinking. He snapped his mouth shut, but it was too late. Charlie looked up sharply at him.
"She does, huh?" He said suspiciously, "What are you holding back, Hardon? Do you have other pictures for me? You had better send them right now, or you won't like the consequences."
Shit. Trapped again by his big mouth. Daren hung his head, then reluctantly transferred the next photo. The one that showed Gina smiling, holding her daughter's leg up in an obscene high kick. Revealing the dark wet spot on her pink panties.
This time, as he saw the picture, Charlie looked like he was in heaven. He immediately began stroking again furiously, practically drooling over the photo. Gina was unmistakably presenting her daughter for the camera's inspection, her hand gripping Cassie's inner thigh in a possessive and intimate way. And to make things worse, you could tell by their expressions that both women were aroused by the situation.
"Like mother like daughter," grunted Charlie lustfully, eyes locked to the photo, hand moving furiously. "I remember what Gina was like in high school. Fucking slut. Passed around by the whole team. Always eager to take a cock. She tried to get all high and mighty after that, but you can't change your nature. Now it looks like she has passed on her tendencies to her daughter. What I wouldn't give to have a little mother-daughter bonding in my bed. Gina can teach Cassie all about being a good little cocksucker, using me as her assistant. I mean, look at these two fucking whores. It's not like I'm being unrealistic here. They both clearly want it."
Daren didn't mention the fact that a similar scenario had almost happened that night. The thought of Gina and Cassie together with his hated work rival made him flustered. He began to feel an uncomfortable tightness in his chastity cage.
Charlie took a deep breath and set his phone down. He looked up at Daren with a cruel grin.
"Full marks, Hardon. I'm not sure how you did it, but you went above and beyond. I can only assume that your wife and daughter are such huge fucking sluts that the job was easier than I assumed. Let's call it 200 bucks off what you owe."
He got up from behind his desk, his large, thick cock, still erect, bobbing between his hairy legs.
"Are you staring at my cock, Hardon?" Said Charlie, amused.
Daren flushed angrily and tried to stammer something out about how just glancing didn't mean anything, but Charlie cut him off.
"I don't give a shit what pathetic excuse you have. I don't care if you look at it as long as you don't get any ideas. I told you I'm not gay. Anyway, you're about to get a much closer look at it. I got to see some racy photos of Cassie, I think it is only fair that I return the favor."
He took a wide stance in front of his desk, thrusting his swollen reddish cock into the air.
"Get over here, photographer extraordinaire. I'm ready for my close-up."
Daren shook with humiliation, but once again, he felt powerless. If Charlie wanted him to take dick pics for him, he had no way to refuse. He forced himself to snap some photos of Charlie's cock, keeping his bully's face out of the photos at Charlie's instruction.
"Let's try a different angle. On your knees, Hardon." Charlie's eyes were hard and mean. He knew that this whole situation was repulsive to Daren, and couldn't get enough of his wimpy enemy's humiliation.
Daren fell to his knees with a thump, taking photos of Charlie's towering cock from multiple angles. This close he could smell the disgusting smell of Charlie's poorly washed dick. After half a dozen photos, Charlie aimed a kick at him, signaling him to move away.
"That's enough of that," snapped Charlie, "I told you to get some photos, not to fall in love."
A nasty grin crossed Charlie's face as a thought suddenly came to him. "Why don't we get some snaps of you while we are at it, Hardon? Let's really commemorate the occasion."
Daren felt sweat bead on his forehead. He had come so far without anyone realizing he had been forced into chastity by Renee. Charlie would be the worst person in the world to discover that shameful secret.
"N-no thanks Charlie. I'm g-good." He mumbled nervously.
Charlie frowned. "You don't get to say 'no' to me, Hardon, remember? What are you so worried about? Are you afraid that I'll see your tiny dick? I already saw it in high school, remember? Are you afraid that I'm going to see you popping a boner from kneeling in front of a real man? Cause I already guessed that. Hands over your head, loser." The last sentence was a shout, and Daren found himself placing his hands over his head automatically in response to the command.
Charlie roughly undid Daren's belt and forced his pants down to his ankles before seeing the chastity device. A look of confusion crossed his face, then realization. He crowed with laughter, covering his face in disbelief.
"Holy shit, man! You can't even use your tiny dick anymore! It's like you aren't even a man at all. Did Gina do this? Finally got fed up with your pathetic performance in bed?"
Daren wanted to sink into the floor. Of all the people to discover his secret, Charlie was the worst option. He shook his head miserably.
"N-no, Gina didn't do this. She would never..."
Charlie cut him off roughly. "Wow, Hardon! You got your cock all locked up by someone else? What did Gina have to say about that?"
Darren's only response was to blush hotly and stammer something incoherent. Charlie brayed with mocking laughter.
"Someone made your cock utterly useless, and your smoking hot wife didn't even notice? I guess that says a lot about your marriage, huh?" Charlie pulled out his phone and snapped photos from all angles, taking care to include Daren's red, sweaty face in all of them.
Finally, still quaking with laughter, Charlie flopped back into his chair, leaning back and putting his feet on the desk, proudly displaying his large member.
"Stay like that for a minute, Hardon. I've got some more tasks for you." He said, rifling through one of his side drawers. "The first one is with those photos you took of me. Pick three of the best, and make sure that Cassie sees them. I don't care how you do it. Send them to her anonymously or something. That juicy little slut wants dick. She sees mine and it will get her drooling, I guarantee it. I'll give you 150 bucks off of what you owe."
"Next," He said, leaning forward seriously, tapping his phone, "These photos are great, but I need more. I want to see what's going on underneath Cassie's clothes. I need to see the merchandise before I take her for a test drive. I don't care how you manage it, but get it done. I want to be jerking off to pics of your little girl's pretty naked titties by the end of the week. 300 bucks. Are we clear?"
Daren nodded miserably, unsure of how he could possibly pull this off.
"One more thing. Did you bring the panties I asked for?"
Daren nodded miserably, rifling in his pockets, then waddling forward with his pants around his ankles to hand Charlie the clean folded pair and the dirty panties.
"Excellent." Breathed Charlie. He pulled up the photo of Gina and Cassie again and deeply sniffed the worn panties while wrapping the fresh pair around his cock to masturbate. He grunted and muttered about how Daren's family were slutty, dirty girls as he ground Cassie's cotton panties into his dirty cock. Finally, he tossed the now defiled "clean" panties onto the desk and dropped the worn panties onto his dick, exploding a large load of sperm into them.
He grabbed both pairs and handed them to Daren, who recoiled at the unpleasant moisture and warmth of the filled panties.
"Wash the jizzy ones before she finds out," said Charlie bluntly, buckling his pants.
"And refold those," said Charlie, pointing to the unfilled panties, "replace them in the drawer. In fact, I think I know a great way for you to smuggle them out of here." He looked Daren in the eye and said "Why don't you wear them?"
Daren wanted to protest, but he knew it would just make Charlie enjoy it more when he was eventually forced to obey. He stepped out of his briefs and replaced them with the light pink panties which had just been rubbed all over Charlie's cock. They fit surprisingly well as they slid up to cover his shameful plastic cage, which made only a small bulge in the thin material.
"They look right on you," said Charlie with a guffaw. "You know what, fourth task. I want you to wear your daughter's underwear to work from now on. Consider it a punishment for losing control of your cock."
Daren boiled with shame and anger as he pulled up his pants and left the office, now hiding two secret shames in his pants.
...
Gina clung desperately to the bars of the drunk tank, trying to see if she could see any prison guards who might take pity on her.
It had been a long unpleasant night in the group holding cell. The other women had immediately sized her up as a whore, like many of them were. Gina had tried to be polite, but the other women had somehow gotten offended, and she had been forced to cringe and apologize. The other women, hardened hookers and drug dealers, had decided that Gina, who was a high-class lawyer and homemaker, was pathetic and beneath them. Being treated with contempt by these types of women, whom she had always judged and pitied, was humiliating in ways Gina couldn't even begin to describe.
To make matters worse, the holding cell had been uncomfortably warm, and her oozing sweat had kept her semen-smeared body sticky and smelly all night long.
Gina probably looked worse than most of the women in her cell.
She had tried attracting a guard's attention earlier. Asking to call legal representation. She certainly couldn't call Daren. What would her husband think if he saw her in this state, after going to meet with their tormenting sexual bully? The smell alone would paint a picture of the filthy things she had done. She had to call a lawyer she could trust. She knew plenty of lawyers from work, and confidentiality would mean that they wouldn't spread rumors about the situation. The problem was that it was likely to ruin her relationship forever with any lawyer she called.
There was only one logical choice. Xavier. That slimy little weasel's opinion of her probably couldn't sink any lower, and it might actually be an advantage to maneuver him into an attorney-client relationship. It would put restrictions on what he could legally tell people about her.
But It hardly mattered anyway, as the guards had turned a deaf ear to her pleas for a phone call.
Gina slumped against the bars, exhausted and ashamed. Once again, Victor had won. She had tried to humiliate and destroy him, and it was she who ended up defeated. Was Victor really this powerful and connected, or was there something wrong with her?
Gina heard shoes clacking with a slow, confident pace down the hall, and she didn't even have the mental strength to look up. She knew even before the expensive leather shoes came into view who she would see. It was all too perfect. Of course he knew where she was. He had probably known exactly where she was going the second she had scurried out of his front door, naked and slimy with his jizz. He had probably known even before she did.
The shiny black shoes stopped, planted firmly and confidently in front of the cell bars. Gina willed herself to look up, to meet his eyes with a defiance that she didn't feel. Her hands gripped the bars of the cell tightly with the effort it took not to cringe back in shame. Her eyes traveled slowly up the tailored pants, hands in pockets, Rolex glinting on the wrist, the well-built chest.
Finally, her eyes rested on Victor's face, split, predictably, by a self-satisfied grin.
Gina couldn't manage to muster up a feeling of defiance. She didn't even feel the anger that this arrogant man so richly deserved. The only feeling left in her after her humiliating intake and a long night in jail orchestrated by this man was inferiority, and the sting of total defeat. Somehow all of his ridiculous, preening superiority had been justified. He had completely played her.
"Well, well, well," Said Victor smugly, "They told me that they had a filthy whore down in the cells. They said that her name was... Gigi." He looked like he was about to burst out laughing, and Gina flushed red. She had forgotten that she had given that fake name to the officer who searched her.
"Just a..." Her voice broke from nervousness, and she coughed to clear her throat, "Just a nickname," she finished awkwardly, looking down, unable to meet her tormentor's eyes.
"I like it," said Victor. Suddenly, his face grew grim. "Now, are you ready to drop this childish game?"
Gina bit her lip, with tears forming in her eyes. His tone and the power imbalance really did make her, a grown wife and mother, feel like a child. She looked down, unable to speak.
Victor strode forward and pulled Gina's chin up firmly, forcing her to look into his eyes.
"You signed a contract. And, yes, I know, you were lying. You didn't intend to end up my slave. You thought you had tricked me." Victor's eyes were deep brown, hypnotic pools. His voice was as dark and strong as coffee. "You underestimated me, pet. I made this happen," he gestured to the jail cell, "to show you that, whatever you intended, you are mine now. You can't get away. At least for the next month, you're my woman Gina." His huge hand slid up to cup the side of her face possessively. Against her will, Gina felt a coiling of hot, dark lust in her belly.
"Say it." He said, commanding.
"I'm your woman," said Gina in a cracked whisper, feeling the sting of her betrayal towards her family.
The smile returned to Victor's face, and he waved at a cop nearby to open the cell door. "Come on Gigi, let's get out of here."
Victor turned on his heel as soon as the door was opened, and Gina hurried to keep up, feeling a wave of pathetic relief that he hadn't decided to just leave her in jail. She knew that it was his fault that she was here to begin with, but she was already coming to see him as all-powerful, unstoppable, irresistible. Without her even noticing, Gina's capacity to resist Victor was slowly draining away.
As they entered the lobby of the station, Gina saw the police chief stick out a hand for Victor to shake.
"Keep an eye on this one, Mr. Cross!" He said with a cruel smile, "You don't know where she's been!"
Victor chuckled in return, "Oh Haynes, I know exactly where she's been. And where she is going to go! Don't worry. I'll whip her into shape." To punctuate this, he gave Gina a swat of the butt, making her yelp in surprise.
"Now I don't want to see you in here again," said Chief Haynes with a menacing growl, "Do you understand, Miss..."
"Swallowes," said Victor softly, with a strange forcefulness, "Her name is Gigi Swallowes."
"I bet it is!" said the odious police chief with a knowing wink at Victor. And with that, the officer at the desk handed Gina's belongings directly to Victor, and they walked out into the morning sunshine.



Victor was still walking a little too fast for Gina to comfortably keep up, and she kept having to jog a little in her club heels to match his pace.
"Um, Victor, could you give me my keys and phone? I need to..."
Victor was shaking his head.
"Nope, sorry Gigi," he said with a chuckle, "You can have them back later. I'm driving anyway. We're headed back to my place. God, you need a bath. I'll have to see if I have some trash bags so that you don't ruin my upholstery."
"B-but," Gina stuttered awkwardly, "I need to get home, or at least get in touch with Daren. Why are we going to your house?"
Victor turned abruptly and loomed above her. Gina almost gasped as he drew close.
"I've had enough playing around, kitten." He said in a calm, quiet voice that almost buzzed with contained power. "It's time to show you what it means to be my woman."
She felt Victor's hand move between her legs, right there in the parking lot where anyone could see. Victor ran a hand up her inner thigh, under her dress, a strong finger pressing, probing, spreading, discovering her humiliating wetness.
"I own this pussy, Gina. I'm going to prove it. I'm going to fuck you, Gina. I am going to fuck you until you moan my name."
...
Cassie was immediately nervous as she entered the locker room for after-school practice. Something was definitely in the air. She could see a few girls exchange giggles and whispers as they cast side-eyed glances at her. She knew that she was still in a hazing period until she was fully accepted as a member of the team, and she tried to bear it with good grace, but she had a sneaking feeling that today would be worse than usual.
She sighed inwardly and began removing her clothes to change into the skimpy uniform. She felt the hot little eyes of her teammates on her body as she pulled her shirt over her head, and began to flush pink as she fumbled with her bra clasps.
As the bra dropped away, she felt some warm little hands slip around her waist and rise to pinch at her nipples. "Kissy! What's up, slut?" It was Harmony, the cheerful little Asian girl. Today she had a cruel twinkle in her eyes. "Still giving hard-ons to all the guys with these fucking udders?" She grabbed each nipple and pulled, lifting Cassie's tits up painfully and letting them drop into a jiggling bounce. The rest of the girls laughed.
Daria, the long-legged redhead, sauntered up, naked, pausing in the middle of changing to join Harmony's teasing. Cassie couldn't help but notice Daria's firm, lightly freckled breasts, and the confidence she had despite having them exposed to the world. "I've been wanting to ask for a favor, Kissy." She said sweetly while getting a little too close for comfort. "My boyfriend has been begging me to bring another girl to bed with us for a threesome. His birthday is coming up, do you think you could help me out, babe?" Daria ran a hand up Cassie's arm, making her shiver a little, and hardening her nipples, already semi-firm from Harmony's assault.
"I- I don't think so Daria," Cassie said, tongue-tied. "I mean, I'm well... I'm flattered but I..."
"Aren't you afraid she will steal your man, Daria?" said Harmony teasingly, running her hands up and down Cassie's body while she tried to squirm away. "Just look at her pornstar bod!"
Daria snorted, her eyes traveling slowly up and down Cassie's naked curves. "Come on Harmony. You really think Jake is going to fall in love with a pair of tits? Kissy is obviously just a hit it and quit it slut." She flashed a shark-like grin and added, "No offense, Kissy!" with an insincere simper.
Cassie felt a flush of anger. She had never been anything but nice and polite to these girls, and this was how they treated her? Even hazing could cross the line. She tried to keep herself from snapping at them. That would just be giving them what they wanted.
"Besides," purred Daria, drawing in to whisper in Cassie's ear, close enough that Cassie could feel Daria's body heat on her naked skin, "It's not like my boyfriend is the only one looking forward to it." Kissy felt a confused mix of attraction and anger pulsing blood-hot just beneath her skin. "I want a chance to try that body out for myself. What do you say, Kissy? Do you want to put that hot little mouth to good use?"
Cassie shivered deeply, and awkwardly pushed Daria away. She was finally able to wriggle away from Daria's teasing little hands as well. Both girls glanced at each other and giggled.
"I'm not like that!" Said Cassie hotly, unable to hold back. The two tormenting girls stopped giggling at her outburst, but their faces were still twisted by cruel smirks. "For one, I don't like girls!" She said forcefully, almost hoping to convince herself. "I wish everyone would stop treating me like I'm some sort of..."
"Slut?"
Melissa slinked across the locker room, tall and slim and beautiful, clear blue eyes flashing with amusement at Cassie's outburst. Daria and Harmony drew back a little, deferring to the more dominant bully, content to watch the show.
"People are just calling it like they see it, babe." said Melissa sweetly. "And honestly, I think you might just be too close to the issue to see the truth."
At that moment, Cassie felt a powerful surge of fury towards Melissa. Her mom had always told her, both in words and by example, to never give in to bullies. Cassie suddenly realized that that was what she had been doing for the past weeks. Melissa had been pushing her to do things she was uncomfortable with and ordering her around.
"Let me tell you how I see it, Kissy." Said Melissa haughtily, hands on her hips, looking down her nose at Cassie. "You get all horny and juiced up every practice from that skimpy little outfit you wear. You paraded yourself in front of the whole school. And God knows what kinky shit you do when you are home alone," she added with a lopsided grin. Cassie balled up her fists till her fingers were white. Was this bitch threatening to tell the whole team her secrets?
"You know what that says to me, Kissy? What that says to everyone?" Melissa's hair, her makeup, her perfectly sized uniform. It all made her look obnoxiously perfect.
"Slut." Melissa said flatly. The crowd of girls that had formed around them giggled, like their co-captain had told an extremely funny joke. Cassie took a shaky breath, trying to form a devastating comeback. Melissa didn't give her the time to think.
"And you don't like girls? Don't make me laugh," said Melissa shaking her head with a pitying look. "Is there a single pair of tits on this whole team you haven't ogled in the showers? We can see you looking, you perv. We also see the puppy dog eyes you're always making at Renee. Just admit it to yourself, Kissy." She leaned closer with a triumphant sneer on her face.
"You might like dick too, but it's just a matter of time until you're tongue deep in a cunt."
Cassie's arm lashed out without conscious thought, cracking Melissa across the face with a loud slap. The girls gathered around giggled and oohed. Melissa looked shocked for a moment, then coldly furious. Cassie squared herself up, ready to fight, when the locker room door burst open dramatically.
Renee swept a cool look over the scene.
"It's time for practice, ladies," she said sharply. "Go get warmed up."
As the team flowed out of the door, Renee grabbed Melissa's arm and said, "Quick captains' meeting Mel." In a no-nonsense tone. Cassie hoped that Renee was preparing to chew Melissa out.
Just as Cassie was about to leave the room, Renee's finger shot out towards her.
"And Kissy," she said, her deep brown eyes focused on Cassie's, "It's time for you to show the team what you've got. You're going to run through the routine for us."
Cassie gulped and left, unsure suddenly who was in bigger trouble, her or Melissa.
...
Daren sat, sick with anxiety, disgust, and shameful arousal. In front of him on the table sat his phone and two pairs of panties. One still sticky and wet with Charlie's semen, the other giving off an unpleasant odor of a mix of Daren and Charlie's sweat.
His phone finally buzzed, and he snatched it up right away.
[lol]
That was the only response to his paragraphs of fearful explanations, detailing the humiliations he had undergone today. He saw bubbles spring up as Renee began to type again.
[I don't know what you want me to say puppy. I think a little... playful teasing from your work friend will be good for you. As long as his little games don't contradict mine, I want you to play along.]
Daren's heart sank. He hadn't exactly expected Renee to ride to the rescue, but he had hoped that Charlie's growing demands would provoke some sort of possessiveness from her.
[But I have to say that I'm intrigued, puppy. Did it turn you on to wear your own daughter's pretty pink panties? Did it make your little dick strain against it's cage?]
Daren recoiled mentally from the question. It was sick. Of course not. He would never like anything like that. His cock twitched in his pants, and he felt the pressure of his chastity device.
[No mistress.] He texted back. [Aren't you a little worried about Cassie? This could be dangerous for her.] Even if Renee didn't care about him personally, she had to recognise the danger to Cassie from Charlie. Even if she wanted Cassie's life ruined, surely she didn't want some brutish man moving in on her territory.
[Do you know me at all puppy?] came Renee's response. [I think a slimeball older man coming for your daughter's teen pussy is fucking hilarious. You definitely need to help him out as much as you can. Now that I think of it, you got some photos of his dick right? I want you to send them to me.]
[Why mistress?] Daren texted, confused.
[Don't question your mistress. I have a project I am working on. It's a Goldilocks situation. Your dick was too small, my dad's dick was too big. I'm hoping Charlie will be just right.]
Daren reluctantly sent over a few of the shots, hoping he wouldn't be involved in whatever project she was thinking of.
[Perfect! Oh, btw, about Cassie. Disregard what Charlie said about the cummy panties. Don't wash them. Put them right back on top of her clean ones.]
Daren's heart dropped again. He had gotten away with the first pair of semen-filled panties, but surely Cassie couldn't continue ignoring them.
Renee continued. [Oh yeah. Do you have any ideas for getting some nudie pics of your little girl?]
[I was hoping that maybe you could just send me some, mistress.] Texted Daren, crossing his fingers.
[Wow. I'm shocked at you, puppy!] Came the reply. [Those pictures I have are between friends. I could never betray my girl by spreading them around. But don't worry. I have a plan to help you get some hot naked pics of your very own.]
That sounded ominous. Daren took a deep breath and gambled that one more question wouldn't test Renee's patience.
[One more thing, mistress. Gina still hasn't come home, and I am starting to get a little worried. You haven't seen her or anything, have you?]
The reply text wasn't long in coming.
[I don't fucking know. I thought you were her husband, puppy! You should know better than anyone what your whore of a wife is doing. I don't have time for this, Cucky. I'm already late for practice. Follow Charlie's directions and standby for hot daughter pic plan.]
And with that, she was gone. Daren took a shaky breath, his anxiety spiking even higher. His mouth twisted in disgust as he grabbed both pairs of soiled panties and headed to his daughter's room, but his cock cage had never felt tighter.
...
Riding back to Victor's house was an exercise in humiliation, but Gina was growing accustomed to the feeling by now. Victor had made her sit on a towel so as not to smear his leather seats with the smelly mess on her skin. She felt like a dog.
Victor kept the conversation light. As if he hadn't just declared his intention to fuck her silly. Just the thought of it filled Gina either a bubbling feeling of mixed dread and arousal. The powerful, dominant, impeccably dressed asshole next to her was planning to fuck the skanky, filthy whore she currently felt like.
Gina wiggled a little in her seat, flushed at the thought of the power imbalance that Victor had effortlessly engineered. She was grateful for the towel suddenly. Otherwise, with her lack of panties, Victor might have noticed a wet spot when she got out of the car.
After an uncomfortably long ride, they finally arrived back at Victor's place. At this point, Gina knew that it should hold terrible associations for her, but all she could think about was Victor's massive cock, and what was going to happen next.
Victor walked around the car and opened the door for her, whistling aimlessly.
"First things first, Kitten," he said, wrinkling his nose and curling his lip slightly, "we need to get you cleaned up. You smell like a low tide."
Gina scowled "And who's fault is that, asshole? You jizzed all over me then threw me in jail over night!"
Victor threw his head back and laughed. "Fair point. I'm still not fucking you while you look and smell like a five-dollar whore. Come on."
He gestured towards the house, and Gina felt she had no choice but to follow.
Once inside, Victor led her to a large, spotlessly clean bathroom. While Gina stood marveling at the tasteful luxury, Victor walked over to the huge, stone-lined shower, and With a twist of a knob, started a spray of steaming hot water from ceiling-mounted rain shower head.
Then he turned towards Gina, a predatory look in his eye. Gina envisioned herself as a cool and confident woman, but she couldn't help but cower slightly as Victor strode powerfully toward her with a determined glare. He reached down and bunched up fists of her dress's stretchy silver material in his powerful hands. Gina gasped as he pulled his hands apart, shredding the dress like it was made of plastic wrap, leaving her stark naked, sticky, and ashamed beneath his dominant glare.
"Victor!" She squealed, sounding unpleasantly like a little girl to her own ears. "Be careful!" But Victor had been precise, applying all of the pressure to her flimsy dress and none to her body.
Victor grinned wolfishly. " I bought you the dress to begin with, pet, so I don't see the problem. Besides, you won't be needing clothes tonight." With swift and practiced movements, Victor removed his own clothes. No ripping there, Gina noticed bitterly.
Then, muscles rippling, soft, long cock pulling Gina's eyes like a magnet, Victor bent at the waist and hoisted Gina onto his bulging shoulder with no apparent effort.
Gina was shocked into silence. For the first time since she was a child, she was carried in the strong arms of another. Like some sort of cave woman, clubbed over the head and claimed by the superior male. On that train of thinking, although it felt like a betrayal, Gina couldn't help but think about how Daren could never do a physical feat like this in a million years. Gina felt her stupid fucking traitorous nipples stiffen, poking into Victor's back in a way he definitely couldn't miss.
Victor turned smoothly and carried her towards the shower, ignoring her halfhearted squirming. The cascade of hot water hit her, and almost made her go totally limp in relief. The strong pressure and warmth felt perfect after her hard night. When Victor slipped her gently off his shoulder, he had to steady Gina so she didn't fall. With the warm water cascading down them, Gina peered up into Victor's warm brown eyes.
The reality suddenly crashed home to her. She was here, in a powerfully intimate situation with a very predatory man. Her worst enemy. A man who had made his goal extremely clear. A man who planned to fuck her. If you had asked her a year ago what she would do in a situation like this, Gina wouldn't have hesitated. She would have told you she would fight back, knee him in the balls, scream bloody murder, scratch and bite to the last breath. Instead, she was futilely hiding her stiff nipples in her hands, trying to will her pussy not to get wetter, while she saw his cock stiffening. It was hard not to think of herself as a failure. Her body was betraying her, preparing itself to receive her enemy's cock, to take his seed. It didn't matter how much her ego protested.
Her husband had no idea where she was, and the thought of him worrying pathetically at home while she was in a hot shower with his boss was perversely turning her on more.
Victor's eyes were warm and amused, as he squirted some creamy soap from a bottle into his palm. He rubbed his hands together to froth it up and murmured "Bath time, Kitten."
His slick hands slid first down her sides, and behind as they reached her hips, slipping down to cup her ample butt, and in the process, pulling her close into an embrace. After spending a few seconds kneading the lather into her cheeks, the hands slid further up her back, forcing her tits to crush against Victor's hard, muscled chest, and making Gina's breath catch in a gasp. She could feel his cock stirring as he got his hands on her body, pressing against her soft and vulnerable belly and making her cheeks flush. After another squirt of soap, Victor dropped to a knee and began working the delicious-smelling soap into her legs, front and back. She couldn't help herself from watching him move. Even like this, on one knee below her, he didn't look weak or lowly. His shiny muscles, water cascading off of them, had the coiled power and control of a jungle cat. A faint smile played on his lips as his hands played up her thighs, straying closer and closer to the throbbing, needy center of her sexuality.
He stood suddenly, getting another handful of liquid from the bottle. "Eyes closed, pet," he commanded. Gina closed her eyes just in time for him to work soap into the skin of her face with firm but gentle hands. "We need to leave this for a few minutes," She heard his voice say confidently, "Just enough time to do your front." His arm gripped hers tightly as he spun her around, and suddenly his slippery hands were on her tits, sliding, pinching, and groping. Gina cried out, partially from surprise, partially from the intense stimulation. Her eyes opened briefly from the shock, but were forced closed again from the stinging goo still on her face, leaving her blindly enduring the assault from Victor's roaming hands. Victor's hands squeezed her breasts out, immediately making her feel like a cow being milked. His fingers found her nipples and squeezed, his expert grip knowing the exact border between pleasure and pain and riding the line. Gina's breath was coming in harsh pants as Victor's hands finally slid their way slowly down between her legs.
Gina felt like she was on fire, without even thinking about it, she spread her legs wider to welcome her master's fingers. Victor knew what he was doing, his fingers delicately moved and twisted, plunging deeply one moment, then teasing the next. Gina felt a deep moan involuntarily pass her lips, sounding more animal than human. She was grinding her hips forward into Victor's strong fingers with a swirling motion, trying to chase the delicious sensation, giving herself completely to this terrible man.
Suddenly Victor's hands dropped away, and Gina was about to anxiously ask him what happened, to tell him not to stop when she was so close. Then she felt him slide his huge cock up between her thighs. She could feel it's hot, stiff length laying pressed against her pussy, feel the quick powerful throb of Victor's heartbeat as his cock twitched between her thighs. His fingers gripped her hips, squishing deeply into their soft roundness, as he began to move, sliding the length of his cock up and down her pussy.
Gina's lack of sight increased her sense of touch so much that she could feel every ridge and vein of Victor's dick as it rubbed against her thighs and pussy, stimulating her clit. She squeaked and moaned as Victor increased his pace. She began humping her ass back against Victor. It was so close to penetration. Gina bit her lip, getting a bitter taste of the soap still on her face. If she just moved a little further forward, and angled herself just a little differently, his cock would slip right in, it would feel soooo good right now...



Victor instantly felt what she was trying, as if he was watching for it. He gripped her hips tight and thrust forward completely, thwarting her plans and drawing a frustrated whine from her throat.
"Ah Ah Ah, Kitten," he said playfully, withdrawing completely, "You pussy will get its reward when I decide you've earned it, but not before." He spun her around again, more gently this time, and let the water run over her face, wiping away the soap with his hands, allowing her to finally open her eyes. Gina tried hard to get a hold of herself. Victor might have been outplaying her so far, but she couldn't let him put her in such submissive positions. What had she been thinking anyway? She didn't want to have sex with Victor!
"Let's finish this shower before you melt into a puddle, Hmmm?" Victor said with his usual infuriating smile.
They worked together to scrub the rest of her body and shampoo her hair. Once they were finished, Victor took time toweling off every inch of her body with some of the most luxurious fluffy white towels Gina had ever seen.
Then Victor picked her up, cradled in his arms this time, once again completely naked, and carried her to an adjoining bedroom.
Her heart sank and her belly roiled when she saw the huge bed... with a professional-looking camera tripod set up and pointed straight at it.
Victor grinned down at her in his arms as he said, "Ready for the main event, Slave? It's time that we consummated our new relationship."
...
Renee reviewed her progress as she exited the locker room, adjusting her skirt.
Things had almost gotten out of hand for a second there. Daria and Harmony had done an excellent job of heating Kissy up a little, emotionally and physically. But Melissa, characteristically, had almost pushed things too far. Even so, Renee was surprised that Cassie had dared to slap the pretty blonde co-captain, especially with all of the submissive programming she'd been receiving.
But Renee had expected to find a defiant streak in Kissy at some point. Just look at her mother! Even Renee's father, the best manipulator there was, had had to pull out all the stops to break her. Like mother like daughter. It was fortunate that the rebellion had cropped up this early in the process, and that it wasn't directed at Renee herself. Everything was usable, even this. She had already thought of a way to use the outburst to further Kissy's corruption, and had briefed Melissa as she changed.
As Tenee crossed the gym, she forced herself to suppress a giggle at the slutty cow's outfit. When she had convinced one of the smartest girls in school that it was normal to stuff her blubbery titties into a tiny stretchy top with no bra and then dance, she knew she had already won. It was so fucking hilarious that it still cracked her up after a month of practices. And today, she noted with glee, Kissy was trying to use the tiny skirt to wipe off some wetness between her thighs, and was ineffectually using her arms to hide her swollen nipples. Perfect.
"Alright team!" She called, clapping her hands together. Melissa slunk up behind her, suitably chastised from her locker room lecture. "Our prospective new member has been working hard perfecting our routine for the upcoming pep rally, and it's time for her to show us what she's got!"
The team turned towards Kissy with cruel smiles on their faces. The whole team had been completely under her thumb since the day she had joined the squad, both sexually and socially. They were all useful and willing tools in her plans for Kissy.
Kissy looked ill at ease as the squad formed a semicircle around her, nervously pulling at the tight material of her "uniform". Renee watched her closely. Kissy's common sense should be telling her that the routine was little more than strip club moves. Any idiot could tell that, let alone a girl as smart as Cassie once was. Kissy's eyes flicked through the crowd, locked onto Renee's. Renee gave her a slight nod. A submissive nature could make someone overlook a lot of things.
At Renee's direction, the squad began to clap a rhythm, steady, pulsing. Already a crimson blush was starting on Kissy's cheeks. This girl was a rare breed. She could give in to her inner depravity one day, then act like a fucking nun the next.
Kissy began dancing, stiffly, awkwardly, mortified by being the center of attention. But that's the thing, Kissy dear, thought Renee smugly. The center of attention is exactly what you are going to be. It has already started to turn you on. The seeds that I planted with that little clothes prank have already sprouted in your brain, growing the noxious little weeds of life destroying fetishes. Renee could see it in Kissy's face, in the way her eyes darted around to the watching girls while she mechanically went through the motions. She was terrified that they would notice how turned on the attention was making her. That they would see her for the slut she was. The little locker room confrontation was bearing fruit, Kissy was deeply concerned that the rest of the team saw her as a kinky lesbian. She had no idea how far Renee planned to push that today.
"Stop." Said Renee firmly, raising a commanding hand. The clapping cut off abruptly, and Kissy lurched awkwardly to a stop, her big udders swinging, almost popping loose from the tiny top. She looked at Renee with her big doe eyes, slightly biting her lower lip. Just a soft sweet girl, hoping for a little kindness and mercy. Even someone as smart as her could be a shitty judge of character.
"Awful," began Renee sharply. "Robotic. Forced. You just aren't feeling the rhythm in your body." Renee gestured at Kissy's ripe, shamefully displayed body. "This is exactly what your training uniform was supposed to help you with. Really a disappointment." Kissy looked crestfallen. Just what Renee was looking for.
"Well," drawled Melissa with a grin, standing by Renee's side with a hand on a cocked hip, "There is one other way we could help her feel the music a teensy tiny bit more." Her line delivery was good. Just obnoxious enough to fan the flames a little more. Kissy darted a look of barely concealed fury and loathing at Melissa. That's it girlie, let's get that defiance a little stronger. It will make the fall that much sweeter.
Now to make her a little hornier to compensate. "Hmmmm." Said Renee, tapping a finger on her perfect lips. "I think you're right Mel. She needs it." Renee did her supermodel walk over towards Kissy, really turning up the hip sway. Kissy eyes drank it in, clinging to the curves of Renee's body, She couldn't help it at this point. Her look of frustration and anger was dissolving into arousal and confusion. Renee's hands reached forward and rested on Kissy's wide, fleshy hips, squeezing them lightly. She bent forward to whisper in Kissy's ear. Subby bitches loved the ear whispering thing.
"Arms up, Kissy" she said breathily, and her hands slid upward to grip the bottom of the stretchy rag that laughably served her victim as a top. The reality of what Melissa and Renee were suggesting finally slammed home for Kissy, and she reflexively grabbed Renee's hands to prevent her. To stop her tormentor from freeing her barely covered breasts completely.
Renee kept her hands right where they were. Kissy had a strong grip, but Renee's will was stronger. Kissy's eyes darted in panic around the room, focusing on all of her taunting squadmates, thinking about what they would think of the slutty cheerleader stripped naked in their midst. Renee waited patiently until Kissy's focus was drawn back to her. She held her eyes, calm and steady. Unblinking. Like her Father had taught her.
"Do you trust me, Kissy?"
Renee stared deep into Kissy's bright blue, beautiful, weak eyes. She saw what she had seen from the very beginning. The thing that had first convinced her to tear little miss perfect down off of her pedestal. A submissive needing to be conquered. It had been buried deep at first, but Renee's careful work had been exposing it little by little. Even with all of the provocation, and taunts about bisexuality, it was shining in those pretty blue eyes right now.
Kissy took a deep, shaky breath and nodded, face turning a deeper red as her hands loosened on Renee's, as Renee pulled the tight fabric up, bulging up over the massive, pale breasts, scraping across the puffy, soft-pink nipples. Pulling up swiftly right at the end so that the titties flopped obscenely into view in all their sweaty, bovine glory. The rest of the girls tittered on cue, leaving Kissy twisting her skirt in her hands, not knowing where to look.
It was perfect. Sure, Kissy had gotten her boobies bare in front of the team dozens of times in the locker room, but this was different. She was alone, nude tits out in the open gym, while the rest of her team was comfortably clothed. In a lot of ways, this is what the stripper uniform had been preparing her for.
Renee stepped back, letting Kissy bask a little in her own humiliation. After a beat, she let the second blow fall.
"Now the skirt, Kissy. I assume you don't need help with that."
Even after going this far, the little slut still looked like she might refuse. Finally however, as Renee knew she would, Kissy slowly shimmied the tiny skirt off of her hips, making her tits jiggle hilariously. She kept her legs demurely together, only revealing her neatly trimmed dark bush at the junction of her thick thighs. Unfortunately for her, she was too turned on to hide the shiny juices running down the inside of her legs. Melissa skipped forward and snatched the skirt from Kissy's limp, unresisting hand, leaving her in only her thigh high socks and tennis shoes, twisting nervously on one leg like a little girl.
"Now." Said Rene.
"Again."
The clap began again, rhythmic and insistent. Kissy began to dance, slowly, and even worse than before, painfully self conscious of how her udders swayed and jiggled with every movement.
Renee didn't stop her. Not when the bend and shimmy made her look like a dairy cow and caused the girls to laugh, not when spreading her knees to kneel exposed her sloppy, blushing pussy to the team. Something was happening as Kissy worked through the routine, as Renee had hoped it would. Even if Kissy was fighting against it, her subconscious mind was realizing the routine for what it was. A submission, offering herself up to the team as a whole and Renee in specific. A humiliating acknowledgement of her sexual debasement at their feet.
By the time Kissy raised her ass up and squished her sweaty breasts into the gym floor, revealing her drooling, inviting pussy for the whole team to see, there was no more awkwardness or stiffness. Her plump ass jumped and bounced invitingly as if she had been dancing in filthy strip clubs for years. And when she bounced on her knees, making jerk off motions with both hands, big tits jolting and flopping (the flimsy "zero sign" pretense forgotten), her face was fixed in a lustful daze. Kissy was lost in the slutty thrill of dancing naked for her peers, and she was loving it. A conspicuous puddle had formed beneath where she was bouncing, dripping from her slimy pussy.
Kissy was so lost, she carried on with the frenzied knee bounces long past the correct count for the choreography. Renee let her go for a bit, but she would need her strength for what came next. Renee held up a hand, and the clapping cut off once more. Kissy continued for a few more confused bounces, then seemed to come to her senses. She saw the wide grins of the whole team. She saw Melissa twirling her discarded skirt on her finger with a smirk. She saw the puddle. She buried her face in her hands, slamming her thighs together with an audible wet slap.
Renee walked up and gently placed a hand on Kissy's cheek, making her look up. Renee turned to the rest of the squad.
"Well, girls.... I think she's ready!"
...
"M-my name is Gina Harlowe," stuttered Gina, trying her best to maintain a clear, calm tone while ignoring the massive black phallus hovering in her peripheral vision. The red light on the camera was like an accusatory eye staring into her soul, reminding her that this was being recorded. She was sure that Victor had framed the image perfectly so that his cock was clearly visible right next to her face.
"Also known as..." Prompted Victor in a low voice. Gina knew better than to look up. Victor had been extremely insistent that she stare directly into the camera at all times. There could only be one thing that Victor meant.
She gulped, and tried not to look too bitter as the words left her mouth. "Also known as Gigi Swallowes."
"And why are you here, Gigi?" came Victor's gloating voice above her, loud enough now to be picked up by the camera.
Gina knew what she had to say. Victor hadn't given her a script exactly, but had drilled her on some key phrases. She still couldn't see any way of avoiding doing what he commanded. She was completely under his control for now.
"To get fucked," she whispered.
"We can do better than that, Gigi." said Victor, tapping his cock lightly against her cheek for emphasis. "Let's hear some enthusiasm."
"To get fucked," she said louder, her voice cracking a little.
"Better!" Said Victor warmly. He began slowly rubbing his cock over her face. She could feel the hot velvety skin around the iron hard core, smell its subtle musk, rank but somehow not repelling. It left a faint trail of slime as it rubbed across her cheeks and lips. "Tell us Gigi, your audience wants to know: are you here to get fucked because you are a hot single cougar sleeping with a different man every night?"
"No..." said Gina reluctantly, pausing for a moment as Victor's cock scrubbed across her lips, "I'm married."
"Naughty. Naughty. Naughty." Said Victor, lightly slapping his cock on her cheek with each word. "Does Mr. Swallowes know you're here?"
"No." Gina tried to control her face, to not give away the shame burning inside as she was forced to confess her infidelity while being defiled by a cock.
"Uh-oh," taunted Victor, "someone hasn't been a very good wife."
"Well," he continued, "I mean, you probably have his permission, right? He probably lets us have sex because he and I are such good friends."
"No," said Gina in a strangled voice, "You are one of his worst enemies."
"So he would be pretty upset if he found out, don't you think?"
"He would be crushed," said Gina miserably. She felt a leaden weight of guilt in her chest, but insanely, a spark of arousal as well. Something about the thought of Daren sitting at home jerking off while Victor fucked her turned her on, even if she didn't want it to.
Victor increased the pressure of his cock against her face, squishing her cheeks and pressing his cock up against her nostrils, invading them with his pungent scent. "So why are you here then? Why are you getting fucked by your husband's worst enemy?"
Gina steeled herself. This line had been non-negotiable. She forced out stiffly, "Because I am a dumb whore who got completely defeated by you. I'm a horny bitch who was desperate for black cock without even realizing it, and I was tricked by a man who was stronger, smarter, and more talented than me."
"You're damn right." Said Victor, with deep satisfaction.
"Look at me now." He said now, commandingly. With her sitting on the edge of the bed and him standing, it was the same old view that she hated, his face looming above, his stiff cock sticking straight up right in front of her face. She wished the view wasn't so familiar.
Victor spoke loudly and clearly, for the camera.
"You could walk out of here right now. I wouldn't stop you. You could choose your hubby. You could be walking in your front door in 15 minutes, giving your husband a loving kiss. Or you could choose me."
Gina bit back an angry reply. He would only make her refilm the scene. Obviously Victor wouldn't stop her, not physically. He would just release all of his blackmail material. Of course, that's not how it would look on the video.
"Well? Which do you choose, your faithful husband, or my big black dick? Who is getting Gigi's loving kiss tonight?"
With eyes full of hatred, She leaned forward and planted a long lingering kiss on the head of his massive cock, her eyes locked on his.
"Good answer."
Victor quickly took position on the bed, spreading his legs and pulling Gina back onto his lap, using his strong hands to splay her legs wide, revealing her pussy to the watching camera. She could feel his cock pressing into her ass like a bar of white hot iron. Victor smiled at the camera.
"You have a beautiful pussy, Kitten." he said softly, running a hand up her thigh, then reaching and gently stroking her labia. It sent a hot wet jolt of adrenaline through her veins. "It's a real shame that you don't have a real man at home to treat it right."
Gina wriggled uncomfortably. She wasn't sure what to do. They were past the scripted portion they had discussed. "Jesus Victor," she spluttered, trying not to look at the camera, "If we're going to have sex, let's fucking do it, enough of this tantric shit." The truth was, Victor's intense, but tender explorations of her body, in the shower and now, made her feel disconcertingly weak and controlled, like putty in his hands. She just wanted to get the act over with.
Victor clicked his tongue with a crooked smile. "That's what I'm talking about, Pet. At home you call the shots in bed. You think that being in charge is what you want, but your pussy doesn't agree." he put more pressure on a finger, gently parting her lips and slipping just inside, enough that they could both feel the wet warmth. He held his shining finger up in front of their faces. Evidence for the camera. "See? Your pussy likes it when I tell you what to do. I just need to help your brain catch up with your pussy. You need to be trained to be the submissive you've always been meant to be."
His hand snaked back between her legs, kneading deeper and more strongly. "Now that you are with me, you'll finally be satisfied." He said, hissing in her ear.
"Wh-what? I'm already satisfied. My husband s-satisfies me," she said, turning her head toward him. The sounds of his hand moving between her legs were becoming wet and obscene as he expertly warmed up her cunt.
"Oh, come on, Kitten." said Victor, "You've lied to yourself long enough. Telling yourself that staleness in the bedroom happens in all couples, that you aren't in your twenties anymore, that your sex is tender and loving and comforting, so it doesn't need to be hot and steamy." Gina bit her lip, shrinking from the words, trying to ignore that they echoed things she had told herself many times. Victor's strong, confident fingers rubbed and pinched and teased. It felt wrong. It felt amazing. "But admit it. It isn't getting older, or more comfortable, or a decrease in sex drive. It's always been this way. Dinky little Daren has never been man enough to satisfy you."
"No..." she said weakly, hips starting to grind and writhe on their own. "It's not true. That's a lie." It sounded unconvincing even to her own ears. Victor chuckled and raised a hand, grabbing Gina's breast in a full-palmed grip, pulling her back into his muscular chest. His fingers worked in and out of her, and her legs began to tremble. "When was the last time he made you cum, Kitten? Has he ever?" Gina could feel the orgasm rolling towards her with the force of a tidal wave. Sweet breathy moans began escaping her lips.
Victor's hand withdrew. God damn it, Gina thought, wild with frustration. She immediately tried to plunge her own hands between her legs, only for her wrists to be effortlessly caught by Victor. He scooped her up and laid her on her back, positioning himself between her spread legs. He still had an eye for the camera, presenting them in a perfect side view.



Gina panted, her huge breasts heaving, nipples hard as diamond, pointing skyward. Victor kneeled above her, like some sort of dark thundercloud, powerful and dangerous. His huge cock rested between her legs, draped up onto her belly, a visual representation of how deeply he would go inside her. She could feel his cock's weight on her tender belly. Her pussy was drenched, hot, and aching to be filled. Victor pushed her legs up, bending them at the knees. It was the same submissive position she had seen herself in at the spa. The position she had chosen for the first pussy pic she had sent Victor. A position which allowed for deep intimate penetration.
Victor slid his cock back, placing its head at the entrance of her wet, willing pussy. She watched with horrified anticipation, waiting for its plunging entrance, at last, into her womanhood. It didn't come. The cock stayed there, stopped at the entrance. She could feel the heat of the bulbous head on her lips, but no pressure. Her eyes flicked up to Victor's face, and she saw to her horror that he had that old cocky grin.
"What do you want, Kitten?" Victor asked innocently.
"I want to get this over with, asshole," Gina snapped, eyes still passionately locked on Victor's throbbing erection. "Do you want to fuck me or not?"
He ignored the response. "What do you want, kitten?" He said in the same tone.
"I want you to stick your fucking cock in my pussy and stop playing games!" whined Gina, desperate. The thick, rigid pole between Victor's muscled thighs sat motionless, right at the entrance of her pussy. Just one movement. One powerful thrust, and she would finally feel his powerful cock inside her. Gina licked her dry lips. She had masturbated to this cock so many times. To have it so close, but withheld, was driving her insane.
"Well, if you want me to do something for you, maybe you should ask for it nicely."
Was he serious? Right when they were about to finally fuck, he wanted to play with stupid dominant/submissive mind games? Gina couldn't do it. It wasn't in her. She just had too much pride. She wasn't the sort of woman who could stomach playing along with this chauvinist domination shit. She wasn't the pathetic submissive Victor thought she was.
"P-please..." She heard herself say in a squeaky voice.
"I'm sorry? Please what?"
"Please fuck me. P-please, Victor." Something inside her felt like it had come loose. She couldn't look Victor in the eye. He reached down and grabbed her chin, forcing her to look at him.
"Convince me. Beg."
His deep brown eyes seemed to fill the whole world. Seeing her, compelling her, owning her.
"Please fuck me... M-Master. Fuck your naughty little kitten. I'm begging you. My pussy needs its master's cock."
Their eyes still locked, Gina felt the massive cock head part her dripping pussy lips. It spread her open, pushing inside with a solid burning-hot thickness she had never experienced before. Victor's eyes were still her whole world as his massive black cock pushed deeper than any ever had before, filling and spreading her pale, blushing pussy in a way she had never dreamed possible. He went slowly, inch by inch. Every second, Gina thought he must be done, that it couldn't possibly be any longer than that, that she had run out of room inside her. But it continued, opening places that she had never felt before.
Finally Victor stopped. Gina broke eye contact and looked down, and his black cock buried balls deep in her pink pussy, pinning her soft, tanned body to the bed with his hard black bulk. It looked wrong, and dirty, and fucking hot.
Then Victor began to move, slowly at first. Even with Gina's unbelievable arousal, her pussy struggled to accommodate his huge size, and needed time to adjust. It felt fucking amazing, and despite herself Gina purred with pleasure, writhing beneath Victor. Her internal muscles gripped Victor, pulsed around his shaft, welcoming him in, already trying to milk out his cum.
Victor began to increase his speed, drawing another moan from Gina. She was losing herself in erotic ecstasy, her shame and objections melting away. Gina threw her arms around Victor's neck, drawing him close and kissing him deeply and passionately as he rode her with deep and steady strokes. She pulled away, releasing another deep, animal moan, closing her eyes and throwing her head back, breasts heaving against Victor's chest.
"Let's change positions" Said Victor, withdrawing his wet cock.
"Yes baby!" babbled Gina eagerly, all resistance gone for the moment. "Get on your back, I want to ride your cock so bad!" She pulled herself up, ready to get on top, as her instincts from her sex life at home told her was normal.
"No." Said Victor flatly.
He grabbed Gina and flipped her face down, then pulled her hips up with one hand while using the other to push her shoulders down into the mattress. Her wet pussy gleamed invitingly between her thick thighs, and her eager, horny face was pointed directly towards the camera.
Gina was a little disappointed. She wasn't a particular fan of doggystyle. It just felt lackluster to her usually. Maybe she could convince Victor to switch back before too long.
Victor plunged into Gina from behind with an intensity which she was unprepared for, and she gasped. He gripped her hips with strong fingers and began thrusting powerfully into her, Crushing her tits and face down into the bed. Gina realized she had been wrong about doggy style all along. The position wasn't the problem. The problem was the cock she had been doing it with. Victor's long powerful dick reached into her in a way Daren's simply had never been able to. Just as she realized this, Victor grabbed both of her arms, and began pulling her body back into him, somehow increasing his power and speed. Gina moaned, looking forward into the Shiny eye of the camera, straight at whoever was viewing the sex tape.
"Does your husband fuck you like this, Gigi?" grunted Victor from behind her. "Does he treat your pussy like I do?"
"Nooooo," moaned Gina, "No master, not like you."
"And who's better? Me or dinky Darren?"
Gina tried not to answer, tried to bite the sheets, to hide her face. The intense pleasure. The powerful, deep penetration. The feeling of being stretched full of cock. The sensation of being dominated by a powerful man. She never knew sex could feel this good. She had fucked a lot of guys in college, but none of them could compare to Victor. And although she didn't want to admit it, Daren didn't even come close.
Crack! Victor's hand slapped down on her ass like a thunderclap, drawing a sound between a yelp and a moan from her mouth.
"Answer me, slave!"
"It's yooooouuu!" Gina howled, bucking her hips backwards into his cock, desperate to feel every inch of him, "You're better than him, he cant fuck me like you!"
Victor quickly flipped her back over, wasting no time in moving between her legs and penetrating her deeply. He drew her again into a deep kiss, and without conscious thought, Gina's legs wrapped around his waist, ankles locking behind him, pulling him close.
Gina could feel her orgasm coming, and this time she knew her master would allow her to cum, her pussy wrapped snugly around his cock. Her legs around his waist. Her hands frantically clawing at his back.
Gina's legs began to tremble again, and she could feel a crimson flush spreading over her face and chest.
"Tell me you love me," whispered Victor in her ear. "Say it as you cum. As we cum together."
"No." She whimpered desperately, "Please Victor, I can't. It's not true. I love Daren."
"So lie. It's an order pet." And he silenced her with his lips and tongue on hers. His pace was fast and steady and deep, plunging his incredible length deep into her willing pussy with each thrust, pinning her down with his powerful cock. Gina's orgasm was rapidly approaching. She felt Victor tense and pull her close with his strong arms. His lips pulled away from hers.
"I..." She moaned breathily, her orgasm hitting her in a crashing wave, "I love you Victooorrr!"
Gina could feel his hot semen filling her completely in a gushing burst as Victor held her body tight, cock deep within her, her pussy spasming and milking in the throes of her orgasm. Victor's muscly bulk enfolded Gina, making her feel safe and cradled. The powerful sensation of sexual release bound them together, faces held close, eyes focused on each other, breath hot and steamy between them, feeling the deep connection between dominant and submissive.
Forging a bond that later Gina would try and fail to forget.
They stayed like that, sweaty bodies tightly bound together, until their orgasms subsided, then Victor slid off, lying beside her.
Gina expected to feel hollow and ashamed. Instead she felt alive and wired with energy. Victor put an arm around her and pulled her close.
"So..." Gina said after cuddling in silence for a few peaceful minutes. She laid an arm on Victor's gleaming chest, marveling at the contrast of their skins. "What now? Do I get to go home, or..."
Victor gave her that old cocky grin.
"You need to learn how different I am from your pathetic husband, Gigi. I've put months of work into getting that pussy, and I intend to use it all night long."
...
Cassie still couldn't quite believe what she had just done. Dancing in front of all those people, dancing in front of Melissa, in front of Renee. She wanted to curl into a ball and die, she never wanted to see any of them ever again.
Her spiraling thought process was interrupted as Renee knelt to get on her level, tangled her hands in Cassie's thick, dark curls, and pulled her into a deep, mind blowing kiss.
Cassie still couldn't forget the last time they had kissed, when they were just practicing. Although she was ashamed to admit it, the memory was a frequent subject of her masturbation fantasies. This was better. More tender, but hotter. Renee's slim, minty tongue twirled and writhed in her mouth, driving away her dark thoughts.
Renee drew Cassie to her feet, and then other squad mates were drawing close. Daria, with her tall slim body and waves of bright red hair, snaked an arm around Cassie's waist. Cassie didn't have time to think about how Daria had been condescending and objectified her in front of everyone, because now they were kissing. Her kiss was different than Renee's, more forceful and less tender. Her mouth tasted different. But it still made Cassie's heart leap in her chest and blood drum in her ears. Her curvy naked body pressed against Daria's slim, clothed form.
Cassie felt hot hands on her breasts, and looked down just in time to see Harmony giving her a mischievous wink before sucking a hard pink nipple into her mouth. But then Daria was pulling her face back into another kiss, as she felt Harmony's lips and tongue and teeth working on her nipple. Cassie tried to stop herself from moaning into Daria's mouth, but failed. It just felt so good.
She suddenly felt a mouth working on her other nipple, then a hand caressing her ass. She turned her head, bewildered. The rest of the team were surrounding her, hands reaching, faces focused. Ava, a short, cute brunette, turned her head to pull her into another kiss. Two more girls joined the others already working on her breasts, and Cassie could now feel multiple tongues on her skin at once.
Someone grabbed Cassie's hand, and she felt it placed beneath a skirt, on a hot, wet pussy. She had never touched someone else's vagina before, but she knew what felt good to her. Cassie moved her fingers, distracted by the attention she was getting from the other girls. Someone was running their fingers through her hair. Yet another girl turned her head to kiss her, and she wasn't even sure who it was this time. She could feel herself being slowly pulled somewhere. The crowd was moving, but she wasn't sure where. The mouths on her nipples had changed, and the new girls were getting rougher, nibbling and nipping.
Her hand had slipped off of the pussy and now someone was sucking her fingers. Someone was rubbing their face on her ass, licking and play-biting. Her feet hit the bottom row of the bleachers. So that was where they were going. Hands pushed her down, guiding her to lay on her back. Her sight was constantly obscured by girls taking turns kissing her. As she lay on her back, the hands of her teammates squeezed and rubbed, cupped and pinched, exploring her body. She realized that no one had touched her pussy. Why not? She needed it.
Suddenly, the girls withdrew, leaving her panting and naked on her back. They backed away, forming a semicircle around her and two remaining girls. Melissa and Renee.
Renee smiled down at her, and gestured at Melissa. "You and Mel had a big fight today. It's just no good, friends like you two fighting like this. So I think, since you fought in front of the team, you should both apologize in front of the team as well. Mel will go first."
Melissa walked forward until she loomed over Cassie. Cassie saw with dread that she had a look of triumphant cruelty on her face.
"I'm sorry, Kissy." She said, raising her voice so that it could be heard by the whole team. "I'm sorry that I called you a lesbian slut. Instead of just treating you like one." She subtly raised her cheerleading skirt to reveal to Cassie, laying below her, that she wasn't wearing any panties beneath. Her pussy was wet, aroused by what was to come.
"I'm sorry that I speculated that you would soon be tongue deep in a cunt without giving you a cunt to practice on." She raised her leg and straddled Cassie's face. Her skirt cut off the rest of Cassie's vision. All she could see was Melissa's aroused pussy, hovering over her face, beginning to descend. Cassie wanted to fight back, she felt a stinging hatred for Melissa and her smugness. She didn't want to pleasure Melissa. Didn't want to submit to her, But she remembered Renee, standing right there, telling them to do this, smiling. This is what Renee wanted. And Cassie was so, so horny. Her mind felt clouded.
Melissa's warm wet vagina made contact, clamping over Cassie's face, her warm thighs squeezing the sides of her head. Even with her lips closed, Cassie could taste Melissa's excited juices.
She heard Renee's voice.
"And now, Kissy, it is your turn to apologize."
She was confused for only a moment, but she saw what Melissa and Renee were demanding from her. She reluctantly stuck her tongue out, parting Melissa's slimy lips. Tasting the rush of juices entering her mouth.
"That's it." Said Melissa, gloating, "Apologize to my fucking cunt, you slut. Prove me right." She began subtle riding and grinding as Cassie's tongue moved. "Prove me right in front of everybody."
Cunnilingus was a new experience for Cassie, and one that was made much more humiliating due to her partner being Melissa. The popular cheer captain had Mocked her in front of everyone, insisting that Cassie would soon eat out a pussy. Cassie felt a wave if shame as she proved the arrogant bully correct with her own actions.
Again, Cassie's explorations of her own body had given her an idea of what would feel good, and as her tongue swirled around Melissa's clit, it wasn't long before the blond cheer captain was moaning and riding her face enthusiastically.
"You're a natural cunt licker, Kissy." She gasped, "I don't know why you're so in denial!"
...
Renee smiled, and looked around. Half of the girls had their phones out and were filming, unseen by Kissy beneath Melissa's skirt. She was sure that this would be a big ego killer for Kissy, just as she had planned. But there was one more thing that she needed to do in order to help Kissy make the right mental connections.
Renee walked over, keeping her back to the cameras, and picked up Kissy's hand. She carefully placed it right into Kissy's lap. The hand stayed still there, resting on Kissy's swollen pussy for a moment as the little ditz processed the new information, and then began working feverishly.
Before long, both Melissa and Kissy were bucking and shaking their way into orgasm. Melissa was always a screamer, but you could even hear Kissy moans, muffled as they were by Mel's sweaty puss.
Renee gestured wildly to the team as the two girls wound down, and they quickly stashed their phones.
Melissa climbed off of Kissy with shaky legs, revealing Kissy's face. Sweaty, slimy, and red from lack of oxygen. A look of post orgasm shame growing in her eyes.
Renee smiled down at her little project, coming along perfectly.
"Good work, Kissy. I think you are ready for the pep rally!"
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"I think that sums up the mailbox issue," said Heather Brandt with satisfaction. She turned her fierce green stare towards Linda Carmichael, daring her to object. Linda was clearly still upset by Heather's decision, but in the face of Heather's challenging gaze, she dipped her eyes in submission and stayed silent.
Just like things should be, thought Heather smugly. With the dirt that Heather had on Linda, the timid little housewife knew better than to step out of line. No matter how badly her husband wanted a tacky novelty mailbox.
If Linda was stupid enough to question Heather's iron rule of the suburb's homeowners association and social scene, she would be drowned in a tide of nasty rumors.
"Just one last agenda item," said Heather primly, using a well-manicured hand to sweep back her waves of deep red hair, "The new occupant of 221 Sandhill."
The other members of the HOA looked at each other nervously. Gossip traveled rapidly through the suburb, and they already knew about their leader's displeasure with the new resident.
"Filthy car, no lawn care, no yard decoration, loud television use at all hours, unkempt appearance, odor problems," said Heather, her shining green eyes growing cold and steely as she rattled off the list of what were, in her opinion, unforgivable offenses.
"He can't even put out his garbage cans correctly," said Heather with disdain. "I can confirm all of these issues from personal experience, because, as you are all aware, Mr. Carver is my next-door neighbor." No one dared to speak. It wasn't wise to interrupt Queen Brandt once she was on a rampage.
"Sandra, I want you over to his house to measure his lawn. If it's a centimeter over, I want the fine in the mail by end of day," snapped Heather. Sandra nervously bobbed her head in compliance.
"George, I want you at his house while he is at work. Take photos of the paint on his house. The guidelines on chipping and fading are vague. We can use that to our advantage. Find examples of both and send them to me." George nodded, scribbling on his notepad.
"I need someone to make a noise complaint call tonight," continued Heather, her eyes making contact with her lackeys around the room, "If too many complaints come from me, the police will start to disregard them."
Linda timidly raised a hand. "I can make a call, Heather," She said sheepishly. Heather smiled and gave her an indulgent nod, "Thank you, Linda." It was important to welcome her followers back into the fold when they recognized her dominance properly.
"Ummm, excuse me?" said a mousy middle-aged woman in glasses, "It seems improper to use our powers as the HOA to target an individual we have personal problems with." The short woman was frowning with a determined look on her face.
Heather sighed.
Why couldn't people be more like dogs? Her beloved corgi Trigger had started to get a little unruly this past summer, so they had hired a local girl as a trainer. Heather had listened raptly as the trainer explained how to discipline dogs. The key was to establish yourself as the Alpha. Once dogs saw you as the leader, they were loyal and eager to please, responding unfailingly to punishments and rewards. Humans were more complicated: they were always testing and questioning and raising objections. It was exhausting.
Heather supposed it was necessary to reestablish her Alpha credentials.
The woman who had spoken up had moved into the neighborhood fairly recently. This was her first Homeowners' Association meeting. Well, it was time that she learned how things worked around here.
"That's one perspective, Muriel," said Heather delicately. The rest of the room watched in terrified anticipation, barely daring to breathe. "But another way to think about it is that we're protecting the neighborhood. If we have a loud, dirty neighbor, it could lower all of our property values."
Muriel shook her head with a grimace. She looked like she was about to say something, but Heather overrode her with the solid, unstoppable momentum of a steamroller: "For example, if someone moved into the neighborhood, and their husband had three DUIs in the past... Well, it might just be better to let everyone know, so they could watch out while driving."
Heather watched with satisfaction as Muriel's grew white with shock. Heather didn't let anyone join the HOA unless she was certain she had what she needed to keep them under her thumb. Older women always assumed that they could treat the younger Heather like a little girl. But Heather was the Alpha, and everyone else in this suburb was just her loyal bitches.
"I think you'll be helping us out by making a noise complaint tonight, right Muriel?" asked Heather sweetly.
"Y-yes, Heather," said the new member obediently.
"Good girl," said Heather.
...
It had been a productive meeting. Heather was sure that the repugnant Mr. Carver wouldn't be able to last long against the blizzard of fines.
Heather was in an excellent mood right up until she got home and noticed the blue car in the driveway. She frowned. That was Jackie's car. Why was the dog trainer here so late? Trigger's last walk should have been over an hour ago. Was something wrong with her precious pup?
She rushed inside, worried about her corgi, only to find a much different problem happening on the living room couch.
Her husband Luke was right in the middle of a passionate make-out session with their 19-year-old dog trainer and walker, Jackie.
One of Jackie's small hands was busy inside Luke's pants, while the other ran its fingers through his thick blond hair. As the young woman noticed Heather, standing shocked and appalled in the doorway, she didn't react with surprise or fear. Instead, the little brat fucking smiled against her husband's mouth, her lovely almond-shaped eyes glittering with amusement as she increased the speed of her hand.
Heather Brandt took a deep breath, staring at the impudent little brat enjoying her husband, and screamed her rage.
...
"I know that you are highly in demand," said Heather Brandt in an annoyed tone, bouncing a foot irritably on her crossed leg, "But I have to say, it really is poor customer service to make me wait so long for a meeting, Miss Faria."
Faria cooly assessed the women seated in her office. Heather Brandt gave the impression of wild, dangerous beauty carefully tamed and controlled. Her long dark red hair was lustrous and thick, and her deep green eyes flashed with confident intelligence. She was a tall, imposing woman, with a curvy hourglass figure hidden completely by her extremely conservative blouse and mom jeans. Where was the fun in having such captivatingly round breasts if you insisted on covering them up? thought Faria sourly.
"Well, my apologies, ma'am," responded Faria sardonically, "Would you like to speak to my manager?"
Heather's eyes narrowed as the joke landed. She was clearly a woman who was used to being the biggest bitch in the room. Faria was absolutely certain that every stranger Heather met had the same word flash through their mind.
Karen.
Faria knew better than to say the word aloud. Karens usually objected to the nickname strongly, and even if she had a personal distaste for Heather Brandt, it was her habit to treat potential clients with courtesy.
Although Heather gave off a strong aura of authority and confidence, Faria could sense a certain... fragility in the woman's pushy attitude. People who were truly confident and in control rarely had to grab for power so desperately.
"I don't find this funny, Miss Faria," said Heather in an affronted voice, drawing herself up to her imposing full height, "I hope that you are treating this issue with the respect it deserves."
"Of course, Ms. Brandt," said Faria placatingly, "Now, what seems to be the problem."
"The 'problem' is that a little slut seduced my husband," said Heather furiously.
Faria nodded, painting her face with what she hoped was an appropriate amount of sympathy. "Tell me what happened. Give me the context."
Heather sighed as if the request were the most unreasonable thing in the world, her arms crossed tightly over her impressive chest. "Several months ago, a woman by the name of Mei Song moved into our humble suburb. You may not have heard of her, but she's a party planner and interior designer for the rich and famous."
Faria had heard of Mei Song, who seemed like she was slumming it by moving out to the suburbs. She had no desire to interrupt Heather's story though. She motioned the tall busty woman to continue.
"As members of the Homeowners Association, we have been anxious to welcome Ms. Song, but she has been a bit... standoffish."
Faria could imagine. Someone with as much power and wealth as Mei Song would probably not be caught dead rubbing elbows with the losers pursuing their petty power games in a suburban HOA. She could also see how Mei's casual disdain would get under the skin of someone like Heather, who loved to think of herself as the queen bee of the neighborhood.
"I heard that Mei's daughter Jacqueline, or Jackie as they call her, was a dog trainer in her spare time, and my dog had been having some discipline issues. So in the spirit of improving relations between Mei and me, I hired her daughter for the summer. " Heather frowned severely, her eyes clouding over as she pictured walking in on that little whore with her husband.
"You've brought along a picture of Jackie, as I requested?" asked Faria, extending a slim hand.
Heather opened a rather old-fashioned purse and handed Faria a printed-out photo. It showed a stunning young Asian woman in a volleyball uniform, doing a cute but contrived pose, looking over her shoulder, hands on hips, with one foot up and resting on its toe. Obviously a school photo.
"And this is a current photograph?" said Faria dubiously, raising an eyebrow as Ms. Brandt.
"Recent enough," said Heather placidly, "She was in high school last year after all."
Faria could see Heather's intent easily. Her choice of photo demonstrated how she saw Jackie, how she wanted Jackie to be: an immature little girl messing with someone older and wiser than her.
Either Heather had chosen poorly, or there weren't any photos that would convey the impression that Heather wanted Faria to have.
The long raven ponytail hanging down the young woman's back looked as fine and rich as satin. Her delicate features were calm and composed, but her glittering eyes promised mischief. The tight, sinuous little body Jackie had was obvious even in the conservatively cut sportswear. Her stance had a poise and energy that implied imminent movement, not to mention showcasing her firm, shapely ass.
Jesus Christ, had eighteen-year-old Jackie Song been trying to fuck the school photographer, or was this the crackling sexual energy that she brought to all of her interactions? Had her wicked body and naughty eyes gotten better or worse in the year since this was taken? Faria wasn't a huge fan of Heather Brandt, but this project might be worth it just to get to know Jackie Song a little more intimately.
Faria looked back up at Heather. "Continue."
Heather grimaced. "There isn't much more to say. Jackie and I disliked each other almost instantly. Jacquelyn Song is a horrible little brat. You'll see when you meet her. But she was good at her job, so she continued working with Trigger. My husband Luke works from home, and Jackie had a chance to... influence him on a daily basis. I didn't realize what was going on until I walked in on them kissing. Luckily I found out before their sad little affair had progressed to sex."
It sounded to Faria like Jackie had wanted to be caught. It was likely that the whole thing was much more about Heather and Jackie's mutual dislike than any serious desire for Heather's husband. A woman with a sense of superiority as fragile as Heather Brandt's would never be able to let such a thing slide.
Well, seducing your boss's husband just to piss her off certainly qualified as a punishable offense in Faria's book.
"And what is your desired effect? How would you like Jackie to be hypnotized?" asked Faria.
"It seems like Jackie likes older men," said Heather, her face cruel and triumphant, "Well, I know that a nursing home nearby is asking for volunteers to read to lonely residents. I think a young woman of Jackie's tastes could make some lonely old men very, very happy. Don't you?"
Faria considered for a moment, then shrugged. She had no other particularly interesting projects going on right now, and Jackie Song might be a very interesting target indeed.
"I'll follow up with this project. The price is set at 12,000 dollars."
"Done!" said Heather cheerfully, already reaching for her checkbook.
...
Jackie Song's eyes were focused and calculating, even as her muscles were fixed in position and her mouth silenced by Faria's hypnotic control.
Faria had seen many reactions to her hypnosis from targets, ranging from panic to fury. But cool, composed rationality was one of the rarest. Jackie Song was clearly a young woman with a strong will and a sharp mind, qualities that Faria appreciated.
Jackie had other qualities that Faria appreciated as well. Her breasts were a touch rounder than in the year-old photo that Heather had supplied, her hips a bit fuller. But she still had the long shining black hair, the wicked eyes, and the lithe, petite body that had caught Faria's interest in the first place. Faria cleared her throat and adjusted her voice to the special pitch that would influence Jackie's brainwaves.
*You may speak, but only at a normal conversational volume.*
Jackie actually remained silent for a moment, as if making it clear that she would speak only when she chose.
"So no teeth whitening today, huh?" said the poised young woman finally with a smirk. "Unless this is some new dental technique."
Jackie sat leaned back in the dentist's chair, bound by Faria's mental chains.
Faria laughed. "No, I'm afraid you will have to reschedule your appointment, honey. A lot of people will have to, unfortunately. I had to force the whole office to cancel their appointments and leave so we could be alone all day."
"Wow! So much bother for little old me!" said Jackie. She giggled, but her eyes were cold as she asked, "What exactly is your game here, Ms....?"
"Faria," said the hypnotist, sitting on the hygienist's stool, "As you might have guessed, I'm a mesmerizist by trade. My client wants me to tinker with that pretty little head of yours. Make a few changes."
"Heather Brandt," said Jackie instantly, reading Faria's face for confirmation of her guess, "Of course it is. Trust that insecure bitch to come up with a hysterical, overblown response to every problem she comes across."
"Did you seduce her husband?" asked Faria, cutting directly to the chase.
"I didn't need to," said Jackie dismissively. She had confidence and self-possession unusual in a nineteen-year-old woman. Faria found herself intensely interested in her young captive. "Poor Lukey was like a lost puppy desperate for the love his frigid wife won't give him. He was so turned on by his cute little dog walker that he would have been the one hitting on me if Heather didn't have him so whipped."
"But, you did encourage him in order to needle Heather, correct?" demanded Faria.
"Sure. I guess that would be fair to say," said Jackie with a smile, completely unashamed.
Well, it appeared that Jackie was genuinely guilty of the crime she had been accused of. There was just one more thing to take care of...
Faria had another wrinkle to her process that she didn't advertise to her potential clients. Faria always gave her targets an opportunity to reverse the punishment back onto the client. Faria thought it was only fair, after all, no one should threaten someone else with a punishment they wouldn't risk themselves.
"By requesting my services to be performed on you, my client has wronged you at least as much as you have wronged them. Therefore I will offer you a chance to escape what is about to happen. The fee charged to my client in this instance was $12,000. If you are willing to double that price, I will offer you the chance to simply walk away, or craft a reversed punishment for her. Are you interested?"
Jackie laughed, and some of the tension left her face. "God! You scared me for a sec! Of course I'll pay. It seems a little like extortion, but it beats having you scramble my brains or whatever freaky shit you do!"
Faria smiled. On some level, she had expected this result. Sometimes she got a feeling when meeting with a client that they would end up as her target, and poor Heather Brandt had given her that suspicion immediately.
It took only minutes for Jackie Song to transfer Faria the requested sum.
"So now I get to think up a way to punish that stuck-up bitch, right?" said Jackie. Now that Faria had released her commands, she sat up in the dental chair.
"That's correct," said Faria, offering her new client a hand as she rose from her chair.
"Well, I'm just bursting with ideas," gushed the nineteen-year-old woman, "Let's go get coffee and make a plan!"
...
Faria paused for a moment at the foot of the bed, admiring her new target.
Heather Brandt dressed and acted older than her age. You could easily mistake her for a woman in her early forties from her way of speaking alone. But with her clothes removed, the truth was obvious. Heather was in her late twenties at the oldest. Her perfect creamy tits, topped with big pink nipples, had no sag at all. Her flat belly and toned, smooth thighs revealed not just a disciplined exercise routine, but also the full bloom of youth.
But the most attractive part of Heather was between her legs. Although Faria was an almost obsessive appreciator of the female form, the vagina had never topped her list of the most aesthetically pleasing body parts. Heather was making her reconsider that stance. Her pretty little pussy was smooth and soft looking. The mound between her thighs had just the right amount of squishy plumpness to make you think of what it would be like to thrust apart her delicate lips and feel the warmth of the rosy hole that could be barely seen through her tight slit.
To put it simply, Heather Brandt had a beautiful pussy.
Right now Faria's target was resting in a hypnotically induced trance, lying on top of the bedspread in her bedroom, breathing deeply and steadily, her hands folded on her belly beneath her steadily rising and falling tits.
Time to wake sleeping beauty.
When Faria clicked her fingers, Heather responded to a previously seeded command, her eyes flying open and the end of her last spoken sentence leaving her lips.
"-can't just show up at my house in the middle of... the... day..." her angry outburst trailed off in confusion. To her, it seemed as if she had warped from answering her front door to lying naked in her bed. It was probably surreal to be under hypnosis, reflected Faria. She had never experienced it herself.
"What is the meaning of this?" demanded Heather in the most entitled tone she could manage, "Is this how you treat your customers, Ms. Faria?" Despite her angry outburst, her body remained in its pose of restful relaxation, just as Faria had commanded.
"No, this isn't how I treat my customers, Ms. Brandt," said Faria with a cruel smile. "It is, however, exactly how I treat my targets."
Heather stared at Faria for a few moments with furious confusion before her face turned white with fear.
"You can't be serious..." Heather said in a devastated tone.
Faria shrugged, sitting on the bed near Heather's face and looking down into her wide eyes with mild sympathy. "Sorry, Heather. It's the way of the world. Jackie outmaneuvered you. You should have been more careful. Jackie really is an evil little bitch, even by my standards. You should have realized it wouldn't have been that easy."



"The problem wasn't carelessness on my part!" said Heather, shock and fear giving way to anger, "You betrayed me!"
Faria laughed. "I won't deny it. But remember, it was you who brought my services into the equation. If you had swallowed your shame and dropped your vendetta, what's coming up would never have happened. There's always an element of risk when you elevate conflicts this far."
Heather only gave Faria a look of blank incomprehension. Faria shook her head with a wry smile. Of course the concept of leaving well enough alone wouldn't have occurred to the bitchy head of the local HOA. Women like her lived for victory in their petty conflicts.
"Well," said Faria, cupping Heather's grim face in her palm, "However you want to frame it, you're fucked, Heather. Jackie's plans for you are truly breathtaking in their cruelty."
"W-wait," said Heather, "Don't do this. I can't... I just can't lose to that little bitch. She tried to steal my husband. I had to do something! Can't you understand that?" Heather's beautiful face, made up even for a day spent around the house, was twisted into an expression of humiliated misery.
Faria didn't even dignify this outburst with a response.
"Are you finished, honey?" she asked in a bored voice. "I know you're upset, but we have a lot of work to do. Jackie and I worked up quite a twisted little plan for you. One of the most technically interesting hypnotic programming challenges that I've had the pleasure of working on. I'm anxious to get started."
"Are you going to make me do what I wanted to do to her?" asked Heather, wide-eyed, "With the nursing home?"
Faria snorted. "No, sweetie, that wasn't a terrible plan, but Jackie has something kinkier in mind. She was like a kid in a candy store once she realized the extent of my abilities."
Faria rose and began absent-mindedly rifling through Heather's drawers in her bedroom, examining her clothes and belongings as she spoke. "The interesting thing is, for most of my projects, the targets need to be led slowly to submit over time to my clients. Jackie is quite confident that such a long process won't be necessary for you. She assures me that your domineering personality is just a thin shell over a sea of insecurities and weakness. She thinks that with a minimum of setup on my part, she can force you to heel with just one sharp assault. Do you think she's right, Ms Brandt?"
Faria looked over her shoulder at Heather. The poor woman looked utterly broken already, her large pale breasts were heaving and, notably, her large pink nipples were rapidly stiffening in the warm air of the bedroom. Faria grinned. It appeared that despite her bluster, the idea of being forced to submit to the bratty little homewrecking dog trainer was turning poor Heather on.
"I have no idea what you mean," said the doomed woman, white-faced.
"But just making you submit isn't enough for Jackie. She wants me to put all sorts of kinky things into that pretty little head of yours," continued Faria, turning back to the bed and moving in closer to Heather. "The things she has planned dear." Faria chuckled. "Well, I both envy and pity you at the same time."
The look of timid fright on Heather's face said it all. Jackie was completely accurate: all of Heather's venomous arrogance was an act concealing her inner inferiority complex. Faria clucked her tongue. "Don't look like that, honey. You'll be totally fine! After all, from what I know, Jackie Song always takes good care of her pets." Heather looked like she was about to say something, but Faria was already prepared to begin Heather's first programming session.
*You will now enter programming mode,* said Faria in a strange slithery voice. The sound seemed to echo strangely in the bedroom, as though the soundwaves were too oddly shaped to bounce off the walls predictably.
Faria's voice had the unique ability to influence the minds of any who heard her. She could make short-term demands of anyone instantly, but in order to make longer-term changes in the thought patterns of a target, she had to pitch her voice exactly to their wavelength, and then program them in an extended, deeply personal session.
*You will become calmer and calmer*, said Faria in her strange, buzzing hypnotic voice. *All the muscles of your body will relax, and you will breathe deeply. The next time that I speak, I will be voicing your new thoughts. They will sink deep into your mind, replacing your old thoughts completely.*
Faria watched the tension melt from Heather's amazonian body, leaving her peaceful. Her large breasts, topped by her obscenely erect nipples, rose and fell softly.
This hypnotic programming promised to be interesting. As Faria had been explaining to Heather, usually the hard part of the training process was leading the target to submit to the client. Jackie had just giggled when Faria explained this. The young woman had confidently stated that for Heather and Jackie, submission would be the easy part. The real hypnotic commands that Jackie was interested in were the new fetishes that she wanted imprinted on Heather's mind.
Jackie had very specific ways she wanted to torment this Karen, and she wanted all of her games to make Heather wildly horny.
But first things first. In order for Jackie to tame this suburban queen bee, she needed access, something that Heather would normally be reluctant to give. It only made sense. Why would you let the little brat who tried to steal your husband anywhere near you? Faria needed to make a few changes so that Heather would work against her family's best interests.
*The only way to keep rumors from spreading about Jackie and my husband is to continue employing her* Intoned Faria.
"- continue employing her," said Heather, just a moment behind Faria's words, signaling that she was absorbing the message.
*If I improve my relationship with Jackie, I will no longer need to worry about her coming after my husband.*
"-after my husband."
Those two messages should ensure that Jackie would have proximity to her target, and give her the opportunity. Now, Faria just needed to set Heather up for her fall...
*As the true leader of the neighborhood, I need to throw an event that is bigger and more impressive than the neighborhood has ever seen to show my power. I must make every effort to impress everyone.*
"-impress everyone." Heather actually smiled as she voiced this thought. She clearly loved the idea of throwing a neighborhood event which showcased her dominance of the suburb. Faria chuckled. The command was worded to practically guarantee that she would bite off more than she could chew.
The last command was crucial. Jackie had sworn that Heather would accept it easily. Well, Faria would be able to tell immediately. If the command was too at odds with the target's normal way of thinking, they would hesitate before repeating it and their expression would twist into anger or disgust.
*Jacquelyn Song is a superior woman to me in every way*
"-in every way."
To Faria's delight, the bitchy housewife had repeated the phrase instantly with an unruffled expression, indicating that the command wasn't too far from her baseline way of thinking.
Jackie was right. Heather seemed to have a deep inferiority complex. And now that Faria had made a hypnotic crack in her carefully maintained facade, Jackie planned to shatter it with one well-timed mental blow.
Faria snapped her fingers, causing Heather to shake herself and blink in confusion. It was time to
Move on to imprinting the fetishes that Jackie was so obsessed with.
...
Heather Brandt stared down at the scattered papers on her dining table with frustration. It wasn't good enough. Just like the plan before this one, and the plan before that.
She crumpled a crude sketch of a carousel up and tossed it wearily into a pile with the other discarded ideas. She had had the concept for a grand community event a few weeks ago, and had been so excited that she immediately announced it to the HOA. It was the 20th anniversary of the building of the suburb. Not everyone cared about something like that, but to Heather, it was the perfect excuse to show her control and power in the community. What she needed was a big splashy event that would tie the community together, and more importantly, show Heather's leadership capabilities.
Now she was wishing that she hadn't made that announcement. Every idea that she had seemed inadequate. Small. Tacky. Her planning had become desperate. If she couldn't bring something impressive to the next HOA meeting, Heather just knew that they would all start whispering behind her back.
To make matters worse, Heather's plan to force Mr. Carver out of the neighborhood was going poorly. The HOA had sent him dozens of fines and called the police on him multiple times, but it didn't seem to phase him. The scruffy man simply continued to live his filthy, annoying life despite Heather's displeasure. It made her feel impotent.
The worst part was the nature of the sounds he played so late at night. Although they weren't clear enough to constitute proof as far as the police were concerned, Heather knew exactly what her neighbor was playing.
Pornography. Porn of the filthiest kind. Heather swore she could hear it rattling through his windows. Moans, grunts, high breathy pleading and answering harsh deep-voiced commands.
It shouldn't have affected Heather this badly, but she and Luke hadn't had sex in over a month. Not since Heather had caught him with Jackie. She would hardly call her regular sexual routine with her husband wild or adventurous, but it had been regular and satisfying. Now, lying awake next to his snoring form, listening to the muffled sounds of filthy pornography filtering in from the house next door, Heather was inspired to some very dirty thoughts indeed. Her sexual frustration was just one more factor increasing her stress levels.
She simply couldn't trust Luke enough to be intimate right now. His betrayal with that young hussy stung. Luckily, she had a plan for how to deal with that particular issue...
Luke himself slumped down the stairs, wearing the same cringing expression he had been sporting for the past month. "Hi, honey!" he said hopefully.
Heather fixed him with a chilly glare, refusing to respond. Normally, she had Luke to lean on for emotional support when her secret insecurities became too great, but her current disapproval made that impossible.
"How is the planning going?" he asked awkwardly, pouring himself yet another cup of coffee.
"How does it look like it is going, Lucas Brandt?" asked Heather grimly, indicating the scattered documents, filled with scribbles and half-sketched ideas. Luke grimaced but didn't answer. There was no response he could say that would make this situation any better.
Suddenly, the doorbell rang. Luke jumped at the opportunity to change the subject. "Oh, I wonder who that could be at this hour," he said, raising his eyebrows.
Heather sighed and rubbed her eyes. "It's probably Jackie," she said wearily.
Luke froze, coffee cup halfway to his lips. His disbelieving eyes searched Heather's face to detect if this was some sort of strange joke. "Jackie?" he said cautiously.
Heather gave him an annoyed look. "Yes, Jackie. She's returning to her job today." The doorbell rang again. Luke was silent, not trusting himself to speak.
"Well, go let her in!" snapped Heather. Luke jumped and hurried toward the door. Heather watched him leave with bloodshot eyes. Luke just didn't understand the kinds of things that Heather had to do to keep her reputation. Like invite that little slut back into her home to prevent rumors from spreading. That infuriating little brat made Heather's blood boil. With her tight young body, silky black hair, and taunting almond-shaped eyes. Heather felt the tension rising in her increase. Something about Jackie Song made her feel awkward and stupid and charmless. Inferior in every way.
Hopefully, she would be able to stay out of the dog-trainer's way and avoid comparing herself to the younger, more attractive woman.
...
Luke Brandt's heart was in his throat as he cautiously approached the front door to let in their guest. He still felt immensely guilty about what had happened with their young dog walker. As a man ten years her senior, he really should have known better.
It was just that Jackie had seemed irresistible. Heather had been so busy lately with her Association work, and so stressed about their obnoxious new neighbor that Luke had felt a little neglected. Then Jackie started wearing new clothes to her job. Tiny little athletic shorts that showed off her toned legs. Cut off tank tops that revealed her lithe belly. Suddenly Jackie had started coming to his home office with all sorts of questions. Leaning against the doorframe while giving him wicked, welcoming smiles.
Luke wasn't made of stone. Jackie had made it crystal clear what she wanted, and Luke wasn't strong enough to resist the willful young woman. He regretted it. Of course he did. But, especially since Heather had cut him off, he still jerked off nightly to his brief encounters with Jackie and her hot little hands and pouty lips.
The larger question now was why Heather had invited her back. The day that Heather had walked in on them, Luke had thought she was going to have some sort of stroke she was so angry. She hadn't calmed down much in the weeks since then, simply moving from explosive rage to cold, icy contempt. Luke strongly suspected that if it wasn't for his wife's precious reputation, she would have divorced him.
Reputation was paramount to Heather, the thing that mattered to her most in the world, and getting divorced was committing social suicide in her book. Heather had always been a bit... high-strung. Luke was well aware that his wife was a much more fragile and insecure woman than the outer face she projected. She would go to great lengths to make sure she appeared unconcerned and strong in public. But pretending nothing had happened by rehiring Jackie? That was extreme even for her.
Luke took a steadying breath before opening the door. If Jackie was here, it must mean that Heather and she had come to some sort of agreement, right? This was probably a good thing. It meant that he no longer needed to worry about Jackie trying to seduce him.
The door swung open and there was Jackie, in a skin-tight pink shirt that read "naughty" across the front in cursive letters, her hair up in an effortless loose ponytail, and tight black leggings that showed off her fantastic toned legs and butt.
"Lukey!" she immediately screamed and jumped toward him, embracing him tightly, and pressing every inch of her lithe petite body against his. He was uncomfortably aware of her body warmth as the unexpected contact made his cock react instantly in his pants.
The bratty young woman grinned up at him teasingly as he gawped at her, too shocked for words. "What?" she said, "No 'welcome back' kiss for your favorite girl?'"
"J-jesus Jackie, " spluttered Luke, pushing her away. "Heather is right inside! What you you think she would do if she saw us like that?"
"Oof, you're so rough, Lukey!" said Jackie reproachfully. "But don't worry," she added with a wink, "I like a man who is willing to throw me around a little." Luke looked over his shoulder, terrified that Heather would hear Jackie's flirty words and come running. Jackie giggled.
"Don't be nervous, big boy!" she said with twinkling eyes. "Wifey is into it! Why else do you think she invited me back?"
Luke was stunned by the implication. It couldn't be true. Heather would never allow that in a million years. "That's not possible," he protested faintly.
"Give me a break!" said Jackie with a roll of her eyes, "I think we both remember that day." Jackie moved towards Luke again, causing him to nervously draw back. "When you were roughly, dominantly kissing these tender young lips..." her hand moved, feather soft to trace over her delicate, pouty lips. "When my soft little hands were running up and down that big manly cock..." Her hand reached forward, and in a moment of weakness, Luke paused his retreat, allowing her hand to make the briefest contact with the bulge in his jeans. Jackie withdrew her hand, but Luke was ashamed to see a look of triumph in her eyes. Jackie knew she still had her hooks in him.
"Wifey saw everything. She saw exactly what I was doing. So why did she invite me back? Hmmmmm?"
Luke was hypnotized by the confident young woman. She was like something beautiful but deadly. A jewel-colored spider. A sleek, vibrant snake.
"It's one of two things," said Jackie, holding his gaze. "One option is that I pinky promised to leave you alone. I'm guessing that is what you assumed happened. But I didn't promise anything, Lukey. I never lie when it comes to getting dick. I set my sights on the man I want, and then I do what it takes to fuck him. So if I didn't promise your bitch of a wife to stay away from you, what option is left?"
She was right beneath him again, staring up at him with smokey, earnest eyes.
"It means that your wife is turned on by the idea of a bratty little girl stealing you away. What a kinky thought, right? That your wife gets all juicy at the thought of losing to a younger woman? It's more common in men for sure, that sort of fetish. But that just makes your fucked-up horny wife a rare treasure."
At this point, Luke's cock was rock-hard in his pants. But he knew that he couldn't trust Jackie about this. "It's a lie," he croaked, dry-mouthed...
Jackie laughed and slipped past him into the entryway. "I'll show you some proof tonight, big boy. In the meantime, start preparing mentally to please me. We'll be going much further than hand stuff soon." And then she turned her back. Luke stood silently and watched her swinging hips and ponytail as she walked into the house towards Heather.
...
Heather looked up from her frustrating work to see her worst nightmare approaching. The little brat who had tried to steal her loving husband. Heather mentally prepared for a contemptuous tone, her face ready to sneer at the arrogant young woman.
But then she faltered. Jacquelyn Song looked... different somehow. It was like one of those optical illusions... look at it one way, and it was a rabbit, another way, and it was a duck. Jackie had once looked immature to Heather. Now she looked young and vibrant. Jackie used to look cocky and self-centered. Now she seemed confident and assertive.
Once Heather thought that Jackie looked flat and boyish (or at least that was her uncharitable assessment). Now a switch had been flipped. Heather now saw Jackie Song like men did. Heather's mind immediately pictured running her hands up the girl's long toned legs, over her petite hips and cute little butt. Jackie didn't have Heather's curves, but her tight little body dripped sex just as much as Heather's, if not more so.
Heather wasn't attracted to women of course. Well... there had been those times at college. And that six-month relationship. But that was just experimentation. Heather liked big strong men, like Luke. And if she sometimes felt a strange tingle when seeing a cute actress on TV, that was meaningless.
Unfortunately for Heather's planned show of superiority, Jackie looked stunning, poised, and completely unintimidated by the older woman whose house she had just entered. Heather suddenly felt a dizzying wave of imposter syndrome. Jackie just seemed so confident, while Heather felt like a mess underneath her thin layer of outer calm. How could Jackie be so blase after the last time they had met? Where did this little girl get her bottomless supply of confidence?
"Hi Ms. B!" chirped the infuriating young woman, smiling cheerfully and dropping uninvited into a seat next to Heather. "Whatcha working on?"



Suddenly finding herself unable to see Jackie as an inferior little girl, Heather was tonguetied to find herself confronted with a superior woman. "It's... it's nothing, dear," she said, fighting back a faint blush, "Trigger is down in the den. He's probably ready for his walk."
"I'm here a little early, Trigger will be fine," said Jackie dismissively, picking up a scribbled-on sheet of paper from the table and peering at it curiously. Heather snatched it out of Jackie's hands. "St-stop!" she said desperately, failing to achieve the commanding tone she was shooting for.
Jackie gave Heather a look, her expression rich with mockery. "Well, if you are really so ashamed of your work that you can't let a stranger see it, then I guess I'll leave," she said innocently.
Heather gritted her teeth. The little bitch had made it sound like keeping her work private would be a surrender.
She just couldn't have that, not when Jackie's entire attitude and appearance was making her feel so inadequate by comparison.
"Fine," Heather snapped, "Take a look. It's just some preliminary ideas for the big neighborhood celebration I will be throwing this summer." Jackie pulled the paper back out of Heather's hand with a triumphant look in her eyes, and Heather realized with chagrin that she had been expertly played by this little minx. Was Jackie her intellectual superior as well? Surely not. Heather would just have to be even more careful so as not to be tricked again.
Jackie took a long few minutes to look through the scattered notes, looking earnestly at each and every scrap of paper. Heather found herself growing more and more tense. Of course, she didn't care at all what Jackie thought of her ideas, no matter how superior the little bitch was acting. But the anticipation was killing her.
Finally, Jackie placed the last page of ideas and notes onto the neat stack in front of her.
And burst out laughing. Throwing her head back and really going for it. Heather's face flushed red and her mouth opened in shock. Beneath her show of outrage, Heather felt deeply, absurdly wounded. She shouldn't care at all what this homewrecker thought, but her sneaking feeling of inferiority lent weight to Jackie's opinion.
"I'm soooorry!" howled Jackie, "I'm sorry, it's just so lame! Like, what the fuck is this supposed to be?" She held up a crude sketch of a clown holding balloons from when Heather was briefly considering a circus theme for the party.
"Quiet!" said Heather angrily, trying her best to project confidence and authority she didn't feel. "It's a lot harder than it looks to plan a party. You couldn't do any better!"
Jackie went silent, her laughter cut off in a split second. She had a hard glint in her eye. "Do you want to bet?" she said in a calm, challenging tone.
"Absolutely!" said Heather heatedly. "There is no way you can plan a party better than me." Maybe she was being a little brash, but she was sure on this point. There was no way a woman ten years younger than her could do this difficult task more easily than her.
"Get out your phone," demanded Jackie. Heather was so surprised by the young woman's demanding tone that she immediately complied. "Time me. Five minutes. Five fucking minutes will be all that it takes to put your whole worthless output to shame," said the little brat with a sweet smile. Heather smiled back. It was going to feel good to get revenge by laughing at this overconfident little bitches pathetic attempt. Heather held up the timer app on her phone and pressed start on a five-minute timer.
Jackie grabbed a piece of paper and quickly and confidently began writing. As the minutes ticked by, she didn't pause to think or start over. She never crossed anything out. A hollow feeling of dread began to build in Heather's stomach. There was no way. She had been thinking for weeks about how to throw a party worthy of demonstrating her leadership. There was simply no way that Jackie could best her in five minutes of ideas off the top of her head.
The timer beeped. Jackie set her pen down and handed the densely written sheet over to Heather. Heather's eyes scanned the writing, desperate to find flaws that would allow her to claim victory. But she was disappointed. The plan was brilliant. A community fun fair and dog show. It worked well with the large number of families with pet dogs in the area and had an undeniable broad appeal for children and adults alike. Jackie had even included potential vendors and suppliers that could be contacted, and ways to fundraise for the event. It was just a brief sketch of an idea, but it was simply better than anything Heather had been able to come up with.
"Well," asked Jackie smugly, "Was I right?"
"How?" asked Heather in a shaky voice. "How did you do this so easily? It was so hard when I tried."
Jackie stood. Even standing, her tiny frame was still just above Heather's seated height, but the self-possessed young woman used every inch to her advantage. Heather felt like Jackie was towering over her. "There's no special trick," said Jackie in a cruel, amused tone, "I'm just better than you."
Heather felt her world spin as Jackie voiced exactly what the whispers in her head were saying. "That's not true," she said reflexively, even as her inner demons screamed that Jackie was right on the money. "You're just jealous of my success."
Jackie snorted. "What success? Your fucking stupid 'job' on the HOA? You don't even have the power to kick one slob out of the subdivision."
Heather went white. How did Jackie even know about that? Were people talking about how she didn't have any power? Were people laughing behind her back that she could get that asshole Rick Carver to leave?
Jackie continued. "Should I be jealous of your joke of a marriage? It took me like a week to get in your husband's pants."
"How dare you!" said Heather, regaining some of her fire. Jackie might be better than her in some ways, but she was wrong if she thought she had seriously gotten between her and Luke. Heather had always had Luke under her thumb, and always would. Heather rose to her feet, looming up above the petite young Asian woman. "You think you can come into my home and insult my marriage like that?" she sneered. "You might have tricked my poor husband into some indiscretions by slutting around and throwing yourself at him, but I have him back under control now. It won't happen again."
Jackie was utterly unintimidated, staring up into Heather's face with insolent eyes.
"Again, wanna bet?" she asked with a challenging smile.
Heather felt shaken. Once again, this young woman was demonstrating confidence that Heather didn't, or maybe couldn't feel. Heather tried to steel herself. On this point, she could be confident. She had terrified Luke into obedience. He wouldn't make the same mistake twice. But she still felt the shadow of doubt in her heart.
"And let you waste our time with your slutty little seduction act?" asked Heather haughtily. "No thank you. I'll pass."
Jackie giggled. "But it won't take any time at all Ms. B!" she said with a smile, "I can have your husband making out with me again in less than a minute."
Complete confidence returned to Heather like the sun after the rain. Now it was her time to laugh incredulously. Jackie didn't flinch but watched Heather with cold curiosity as the larger woman laughed.
"Not a chance, little girl," said Heather, still getting over the aftershocks of laughter. "I would absolutely take that bet. Because after that rudeness about my ideas, I'd like to see you lose."
"Hmmmm," said Jackie thoughtfully. "So Confident! Let's make it interesting then! The loser of our little bet will kneel down and admit how much better the other woman is than them." Jackie drew even closer to Heather until their bodies were almost touching.
"While naked."
Heather considered the possibility. The little brat in front of her; stripped naked, on her knees, pitifully choking out an admission that Heather was the superior woman. The idea sent a strange tingle through her body. Heather grinned.
"Done."
Jackie grinned back. "Call your hubby." she said, turning away and smiling sweetly with her hands behind her back. "Luke!" called Heather, anticipating Jackie's humiliating defeat, "Come here for a second."
Heather could hear Luke rousing himself from his home office. Jackie said, "Now no cheating. You aren't allowed to yell at him and tell him he can't. You said you already had him under control, remember?"
Heather felt the shadow of doubt in her heart again. What exactly was this little bitch planning?
...
Luke thumped down the stairs, only for his heart to catch in his throat as he saw the two women standing there. His beautiful wife of five years, tall, busty, and looking as prickly as ever. The petite young devil who had seduced and tricked him, driving him insane with her hot little body.
The strange part was that Heather was horny. She was hiding it well, but Luke knew his wife better than she did herself. Her blush, her heavy breathing, the way her arms crossed over her large breasts were fidgeting and squirming. Something about the situation happening between Jackie and Heather was turning his wife on. He immediately recalled Jackie's crude boast at the door... It couldn't possibly be true that Heather, his proud and sometimes arrogant wife, wanted to see Luke with another woman.
Luke looked to his wife, about to ask why she had called him down when Jackie stepped smoothly between them. "Come heeere Lukey!" she said in a sing-song voice, holding her arms wide. Luke's eyes flicked up to his wife, but she just stood there, silent, her jaw clenched, her arms fidgeting. Luke's eyebrows creased. Heather was letting Jackie control the situation rather than speaking up. This couldn't possibly mean what it seemed like...
He cautiously stepped forward towards Jackie. Towards her waiting arms. Luke looked back up at Heather. Her eyes were fixed on him, but she said nothing, even as he got closer and closer to the tempting young woman who had come between them. Her eyes held strong emotion, but whether it was anger or fearful anticipation, he couldn't tell. Something was strange about this situation, but he was approaching Jackie, and Heather was saying nothing, allowing it to happen.
Strangely, Unbelievably, Jackie must have been right. Heather got off on the idea of her husband being with Jackie.
Who was he to deny Heather her fun?
Luke's lips met Jackie's once again, crushing together under his wife's watchful eyes, her wicked little tongue slipping into his mouth to tangle with his. This time, instead of screaming, Heather said nothing, simply watching, her face going white as Jackie threw her arms around Lucas's neck and pulled him closer into her passionate kiss.
...
After tersely sending her husband back to his office with a bewildered look in his eyes, Heather slumped down into a chair at the table, putting her head in her hands and closing her eyes. She burned with anger and humiliation, but the truth was inescapable: Jackie was right. Jackie was superior to her in every way.
"Awwww, don't cry Ms. B!" said Jackie, rubbing a soothing hand on her back. "It's true that you just can't measure up to me, but it doesn't have to stay that way! I can help you."
Heather raised her eyes to the bratty young woman, who was giving her a calm, serious stare. Heather knew that she should refuse, but Jackie just looked so confident and in control. Heather craved those feelings for herself. "How?" she asked in a miserable whisper.
"I know how to be a woman better than you do. So I can just teach you! I'm super good at training, Heather," said Jackie with a smile.
"Training dogs," said Heather numbly, her eyes fixed on her young tormentor.
Jackie waved a hand like Heather had brought up something insignificant. "The principle is the same. It's all operant conditioning. Pain when you fuck up; pleasure when you succeed. But in order for this to work, you need to give me complete authority. My training won't work if you decide you don't like the punishment when you fuck up."
"What exactly are you suggesting?" asked Heather slowly, surprised at herself for even considering this idea.
"Hire me as your life coach," said Jackie. "Give me total control for a few months. Until your big party let's say. I can be your assistant and fix all your little mistakes so no one learns how terrible you really are. During that time, I can train you to be the woman you were always meant to be. And as a bonus, I can fix your relationship. The only catch is that you have to do exactly as I say, and accept all rewards and punishments that I give you."
Heather bit her lip, staring at the beautiful young woman at her side. Jackie was just so... incredible, in an annoying kind of way. If Heather really could learn something from her... wouldn't it be worth the risks?
"Deal," said Heather in a small voice.
"Perfect," said Jackie, grinning triumphantly. "Now we just need to take care of your first punishment. For the huge mistake of thinking you were better than me. I believe that you need to follow up on your end of the bet. Pay up, Heather."
Jackie's voice allowed no argument. Heather had already agreed to give this little girl complete control. It wouldn't do any good to balk now.
Heather rose to her feet and unbuttoned her blouse with shaking hands. Jackie watched greedily.
"That's it, Ms. B," said the cruel younger woman sweetly. "Show me your big fat tits. Show me what only Lukey gets to see."
Burning with shame, Heather obeyed her new mistress, revealing her large pale breasts to her worst enemy, nipples humiliatingly stiffened under Jackie's verbal assault.
"Oh My God!" squealed Jackie with excitement. "You could totally have a second career as a pornstar, babe! I bet you drive all the neighborhood boys crazy with those sweater puppies. All the men in the neighborhood are definitely jerking off to mean old Ms. Brandt. If I was a man, nothing could stop me from holding you down and sucking those big pink nipples until you screamed for more!"
Heather's face was bright red at Jackie's humiliating 'compliment'. She was horrified and ashamed that this cruel bullying was turning her on, but Jackie was so confident and bossy that Heather found she was unable to resist. The ensnared housewife continued with the strip show under Jackie's mocking eyes, dropping her high-waisted jeans to the floor and hooking her thumbs through her full-backed panties.
"Wait a second Heather," said Jackie with a sadistic giggle, "I just want to make one thing clear. A normal, not-fucked-up woman would definitely not be turned on by a nineteen-year-old girl completely crushing her self-esteem and proving her inferiority. So just to be crystal clear: a normal woman's panties would be bone-dry at this moment. Now. Carry on, sweetie."
Heather almost sobbed with shame as she pulled down her panties, revealing the sopping sticky mess within. Jackie laughed long and hard, eyes locked between Heather's legs on the swollen, drooling proof of the pompous Karen's shameful arousal.
Now Heather stood, nude and trembling in front of the new controller of her life. Jackie looked at her with an intense gaze, then flicked her eyes downward, wordlessly demanding that Heather complete her show of submission.
Heather dropped awkwardly to her knees, feeling the pulsing heat of shame and arousal course through her body as she looked up into Jackie's gloating expression.
"Tell me," said the little brat softly. "Convince me that you really believe it."
Heather bent her body down, her big pale tits squashing against the hardwood floor. She was bowing down in her own home to the woman who had tried to steal her husband.
And it was making her indescribably horny.
Finally, Heather's forehead made contact with the cool wood of the floor, letting her hide from Jackie's relentless look of gloating superiority.
"You are superior to me in every way, Ms. Song," said Heather pitifully. "Please forgive me for ever thinking differently."
...
Peeking from behind the corner leading to the stairs, Luke Brandt jerked his large cock feverishly.
He watched as his beautiful, thorny rose of a wife stripped herself naked and utterly debased herself to the alluring brat who had seduced him. He saw the obvious signs of arousal on his wife's statuesque body: iron-hard nipples and a flushed, sopping-wet pussy.
As Heather bowed low to Jackie, he watched with fascination as a strand of feminine lubricant slipped from her slightly parted pink pussy lips to make a clear slippery puddle on the tile floor. Luke's fist pumped harder and faster as he saw how his normally dominant wife had completely surrendered to the younger woman. Just as he felt himself getting close, Jackie looked up and saw him, his fist jerking madly to the sight of his wife's humiliation.
The little brat winked and blew a kiss, then placed a delicate sandaled foot on the back of Heather's head, symbolically completing her conquest.
Luke came explosively at the sight, spraying the walls of his and Heather's home with hot jizz.
He wasn't sure what the future would hold, but with Jackie back in their lives, Luke was sure it would be interesting.
...
Faria finally found what she was looking for in Heather's bedside table, buried under some old paperback novels.
"Ooooh, Heather," she said with glee, holding up a large purple vibrator, 'What do we have here?"
Faria's nude captive blushed heavily and avoided eye contact, muttering "It's not a big deal. Sometimes I get a little stressed."
"But I thought your big strong hubby Luke was supposed to take care of all of those naughty urges for you," said Faria, tilting her head. "Why don't you tell me a little more about you and Luke, I'm curious what makes your relationship tick."
Heather shifted uncomfortably, causing her massive breasts to wobble. With her hands at her sides, Faria could easily see the evidence between Heather's legs that the programming process was turning her on. The woman's blushing pussy was now puffed up with desire, leaking a gooey stream of nectar down onto the crisp bed sheets. Faria cheered internally. Programming was often easier and more rewarding when the target was a natural submissive. It just made it so much easier to implant more... extreme commands.
"I'm not sure what you want me to say," said Heather primly. "I think we have a fairly normal relationship."
"How often do you have sex?" asked Faria bluntly.
Heather looked uncomfortable, but the hypnotic control Faria had over her forced her to answer truthfully. "Since he betrayed me with that teenaged whore, not at all. And I don't plan to. Not until he has convinced me that he is sorry. Before that? Once a week. On Saturday night."
Faria grimaced. "A scheduled love making time, huh? Sounds... passionate." Her eyes turned to the vibrator held between her thumb and forefinger. "And how often do you use this little guy?"
Heather tried to resist answering, but she couldn't fight against Faria's compulsion for long. "Whenever I get horny. Maybe two or three times a week." She looked deeply ashamed, and her expression only reddened further as Faria gave a deep chuckle.
"Oh, you naughty girl, Heather," said Faria, "Does hubby know that your little buddy gets more action than his poor neglected cock?"
"I use it when he is asleep," admitted Heather sheepishly, wriggling with discomfort. Faria felt like nurturing this humiliation. Pushing it a little further. She clicked the toy on and placed it on Heather's chest, buzzing lightly between her heaving tits.
"Pick it up," commanded Faria.
Heather's hand moved slowly and hesitantly, freed from its invisible bindings to follow Faria's new command. Heather grasped her favorite stress reliever and looked up at Faria, dreading what was coming next.



"It sounds like your relationship with your favorite friend there is the most passionate one in your life. Why don't you show him how much he means to you?" Faria's lips curved up into a wicked grin. "I want you to give that vibrator the same kisses that Luke gets when you are really, really turned on. A hot, sloppy makeout session with the real love of your life."
Heather's face roiled with disgust, but she obeyed, bringing the well-used toy to her face and softly planting her plump lips on its buzzing surface, tongue busily working with soft wet sounds.
Faria gave Heather some time to get lost in her humiliating makeout session with her vibrator, then continued her questioning when the buzzing purple toy was covered with the submissive redhead's saliva.
"That's enough foreplay, Heather. Your lover is all warmed up," said Faria, "Show me how you and your secret boyfriend make love. I have some more questions while you do."
Heather withdrew the dripping vibrator from her lips and placed it between her legs, barely parting her swollen labia to place the buzzing toy on her needy clit. A little moan immediately escaped her throat on contact, and she closed her eyes at the intensity of the feeling combined with her deep humiliation.
"It certainly seems like you wear the pants in your relationship. How did you manage to break Luke's spirit?" said Faria as Heather squirmed in pleasure.
"It's... ah! It's been like that since the beginning. I needed a man who could... God! ...could support me without getting in my way!"
"Hmmmm, it sounds like a pretty miserable relationship," said Faria judgmentally. " But the good news for Luke is that his wifey is about to become a lot more fun."
*Programming Mode. Horny. Thoughtful. Serene.*
Heather's hand fell limp, letting the soaked vibrator fall to stain her sheets further.
*I do not deserve my husband. He is superior to me in every way.*
"-every way."
*The thought of my husband being with a superior woman is deeply erotic.*
"-deeply erotic." On this command, Heather's forehead wrinkled a little. This command would take a little training to fully sink in.
*Submitting sexually to my superiors is deeply fulfilling and exciting.*
"-fulfilling and exciting." On this command, Heather's face was serene and untroubled. Interesting.
Faria snapped her fingers, recalling Heather's consciousness. Heather and Luke's relationship was about to undergo major changes. Faria hoped that the lucky man appreciated the gift that was about to fall into his lap.
...
Acknowledging Jackie's superiority and admitting that she needed the young woman's help had been one of the most humiliating experiences in Heather Brandt's life.
But when she had submitted to Jackie's training, the results were immediate and dramatic. Heather began to look and feel younger as the fashionable young Jackie overhauled her makeup and wardrobe. When she brought Jackie's dog show idea to the HOA, they heaped her with praise, and Jackie's other suggestions for how to lead the HOA more effectively were met with appreciation as well.
The best part was the warm affirmations that Heather received when she did as Jackie said. She had objected at first when Jackie patted her on the head and called her a "Good girl", but Jackie reminded her that she had agreed to accept both Jackie's punishments and her rewards. Over time, Heather had grown to crave the attention, nuzzling fondly into Jackie's hand and soaking up the praise with joy.
So when Jackie suggested tackling some of her more serious issues, Heather was hesitant but open to exploring Jackie's ideas.
"Wh-what exactly did you have in mind, Ms. Song?" asked Heather meekly.
"Well, I know that you and Lukey have been going through a rough patch," said Jackie sympathetically, placing a hand on Jackie's. They were sitting at Heather's dining room table, debriefing after another successful HOA meeting which Heather had led successfully with the help of Jackie's suggestions.
Heather sucked in a nervous breath. It was true that her relationship with Luke was one of the major problems she was facing lately, but she was a little uncomfortable with consulting Jackie on this particular problem. After all, no matter how useful her recent training had been, Jackie was the reason for her rift with Luke in the first place.
But... maybe it wouldn't hurt to hear what Jackie had in mind. In the worst case, Heather could simply politely refuse.
"How exactly do you think I can fix things with him?" asked the older woman curiously.
"Well, first of all, you and I are going to take some racy photos of you," said Jackie matter-of-factly. "You and Luke need to recapture some of that spark. A little sexting would be the perfect way to spice things up."
Heather looked away nervously. "Oh. Are you sure Jackie?" she asked anxiously, biting her lip. "Luke and I... we've just never had that kind of relationship." Even when they had been dating, Heather had only really been comfortable with gentle kissing and vanilla sex. Heather didn't like to lose control, and getting too kinky seemed uncomfortably messy to her. Sending racy pictures to each other was obviously out of the question.
But in a way, Jackie was right. Heather and Luke just hadn't been able to click again after that... unfortunate incident. But Heather missed her husband and was feeling increasingly frustrated with their lack of sex, even if she had been the one to start it. Jackie was right about so many things: her makeup, her clothes, her job at the HOA. She was probably right about this too.
"Wellllll, we can at least take some photos," said Heather sheepishly, "And see if I like them."
...
Luke Brandt's phone buzzed in his pocket as he stared dully at his screen. Probably another text from his boss. Lucas had taken the work-from-home position under the assumption that he wouldn't be so micromanaged. That had turned out to be optimistic.
But he was shocked to see that it was actually a text from his wife. That was strange. She was probably just downstairs, and she certainly didn't usually have a problem with yelling up to him when she needed something.
When he opened the text, his eyes nearly popped out of his head. It was a photograph of Heather wearing the sexiest set of lingerie she owned: a virginal white lacy bra and panties. Heather was on their bed, leaning forward in a playful gesture, her arms pushing together the large breasts hanging down from her chest, showcasing her deep creamy cleavage. Her beautiful green eyes were soft and welcoming, her usual bedroom eyes. Luke loved what she had been doing with her hair and makeup recently. She looked so much younger, reminding him strongly of when they had first met in college.
Luke felt his cock stir in his jeans. It was safe to say that Heather was declaring an end to her bedroom boycott. Even as he was admiring the photo, another text popped in, making him drool even more. In this photo, Heather leaned back against the pillows, spreading and lifting her legs at the knees, a pose calculated to draw attention to the wedge of lacy white cloth between her shapely thighs. Her hand rested there as well, gently, not gripping or feeling, just a light touch indicating where her husband should focus. Her eyes were lit with a smokey fire, and she smiled gently, with her teeth softly gripping her plump bottom lip.
Luke's cock felt like it was going to explode in his pants at the sight. It gave him a great idea. If Heather wanted to send some racy photos, then no doubt she wouldn't mind one in return. Screw work. He could take a quick break and do something more important. Luke struggled out of his pants and boxers, made clumsy by his frantic arousal. He flopped back into his chair, already using shaky fingers to swipe to the photo app.
Lucas gripped his impressive dick at the base. He didn't know if he was as big as some of the cocks he had seen in porn, but he was certainly up there. He had never had any complaints from former girlfriends at least. He twirled and shifted in his seat for a few moments, trying his best to get the lighting just right. *Click* Lucas looked critically at the result. It wasn't an artistic piece like the photos Heather had sent him, but it would certainly get his intent across.
Lucas was about to send his response when another text popped up on his phone. It wasn't from Heather, so he was about to ignore it... but then he saw who it was from. Jackie. He still wasn't sure how the sassy little homewrecker had gotten his number, but somehow he hadn't had the strength to block her completely.
[Seen any good pictures lately, Lukey?] read the text, with a tongue-sticking-out emoji.
Luke frowned. How did Jackie know about the photos?
Comprehension dawned. The photos weren't selfies. The idea that the young temptress was in the room with his wife while she was dressed like that was equally uncomfortable and arousing. Jackie had been on the receiving end of that fiery stare from Heather... maybe she had even coached his wife through the provocative poses.
Another text buzzed in his hand.
[Wanna see a deleted scene?]
...
Jackie smiled widely above the phone as she snapped another picture.
"Perfect! You're so fucking hot, Heather!" she said fondly.
Heather felt a faint smile tug at the corners of her mouth. She shouldn't feel such a warm feeling from a frivolous compliment like that, but she couldn't help but respond to Jackie's kind words. Jackie's shining eyes slowly traced every inch of Heather's curvy body as the younger woman called out new poses. It was obvious from the look on Jackie's face how much the little brat was enjoying the view.
And oddly, Heather found that she was enjoying it as well. She started to get a little more daring in her poses. So she was "so fucking hot", huh?" Well then maybe she should give the horny little dogwalker a real show, thought Heather heatedly. She began trailing her hands up and down her pale body while making the lascivious poses Jackie requested, giving Jackie smokey glances beneath lowered lashes as the camera shutter clicked. Despite the virginal white of the lingerie she and Jackie had chosen, Heather was beginning to feel very dirty indeed beneath Jackie's greedy eyes.
Finally Heather struck an inviting pose, lifting her legs and trailing a hand faintly between her legs, giving Jackie a naughty smile.
Jackie returned her grin with interest and set the phone on the dresser behind her, propped up to still point at the bed.
Heather gulped as Jackie stalked towards her with a light graceful step, like a dancer. It had felt like fun flirtation when Jackie was safely across the room, behind the camera, but as Jackie came near with a hungry look on her face, Heather began to worry that her sexy poses and come-hither looks had been all too effective on her teenage life coach.
"I think we got some really good pictures, Ms. B," said Jackie softly. Heather held her pose, frozen like a deer in the headlights as Jackie approached. "The next step is to give your lucky hubby a biiiiig smooch the next time you see him after we send him these pictures. He's going to be so horny that a deep passionate kiss will set his brain on fire!" As she spoke, Jackie came to stand above Heather on the side of the bed.
"Do you know how to give a kiss that will drive a horny person crazy, Heather dear?"
Jackie was moving closer, leaning down, her sweet girlish perfume filling Heather's nose. Her soft, playful eyes seemed to fill Heather's vision. Heather's heart beat wildly in her chest. "Jackie, I... I don't..." stammered Heather as her eyes drifted to the younger woman's soft lips.
"Shhhh," said Jackie softly. Her hand slowly trailed down Heather's naked belly, causing a roar of fluttering butterflies in Heather's stomach. Finally, her slim pale fingers interlaced gently with Heather's, resting on the lacy white panties, just inches above Heather's suddenly throbbing pussy.
"Don't worry, babe," said Jackie as her lips closed the distance, "I can train you..."
...
Luke stared stupidly at his phone. What did she mean? He had to know.
[Yes] He typed, holding his breath.
The photo came through immediately. Luke felt like he was about to have a heart attack. It was taken immediately after the last one, but Heather was no longer alone. Jackie stood next to her, tilting Heather's chin up with a finger to steal a passionate kiss. Jackie's other hand had joined Heather's between her legs, entwining their fingers over his wife's lace-covered pussy.
[She's still scared, but I've been working on her. She's almost ready, Lukey. Before long it won't be just you two in your marital bed. Are you ready for me to join the fun?]
Luke's cock throbbed, almost painfully stiff as he stared at the erotic photo. He looked down at the reply box... noticed the option to send a photo next to it, the photo of his cock caught his attention from the "most recent photos".
He could send it to his wife and buy into her raunchy, but innocent marital flirtation... Or he could pursue something kinkier.
Before he could change his mind, Luke sent the photo of him gripping his hard cock to Jackie.
[I'll take that as a yes] she responded. [I'm going to make this happen for us, Luke, but you have to do what I say. First: I wanted you to jerk off three times Saturday afternoon.]
Luke wondered what he was getting himself into, but his disquiet faded as he filled the screen with the photo Jackie had sent him and jerked off to the image of his wife being dominantly kissed by her hated bratty employee.
...
"So," said Jackie on Sunday, cupping her hands around her steaming mug of tea at the Brandt's dining table, "Give me the details. Was it as passionate as we hoped?"
"It... it... well..." Heather's lip trembled slightly. She had gone into last night so hopeful, only for it to become a humiliating failure. "Luke couldn't... he, um, wasn't able to ... perform." Heather said miserably. It had been a crushing blow to her ego that Luke had remained limp despite her best efforts. Maybe her husband just wasn't attracted to her anymore.
Jackie gave Heather a sympathetic look and put a small hand on Heather's, still warm from her mug of tea. "I'm sorry sweetie." She said sympathetically. "I really thought that would work."
Heather nodded, eyes downcast, wallowing in her misery.
"Well, we will just have to move on to plan B," said Jackie cheerfully, taking a big sip of steaming tea.
Heather looked up with confusion. She hadn't been aware that there were other options for repairing her sexual relationship with her husband. "What exactly do you mean, Jackie?" she asked nervously.
"I mean some direct coaching of course," said Jackie with a nonchalant shrug. "If you two mixed-up lovebirds can't figure out how to make things work in the bedroom, I need to be there to see the problem myself. That's the only way I can correct it."
Heather's face turned a deep shade of red. "You mean that y-you would be there when me and Lucas..."
"While you fucked? Or try to I guess is more accurate," said Jackie with a wicked little smile. "That's the idea Ms. B."
Heather's hands flew to her face in an involuntary expression of extreme bashfulness. She had warmed up to Jackie considerably, and even felt a twisted sense of dependency on the young woman, but this was still the little brat who had tried to steal her husband. Having her there while she and Lucas were naked, aroused, making love to each other... The idea was so twisted and wrong.
And then there was what happened during their photo shoot. Heather was still angry at Luke, but she was beginning to understand his inability to resist Jackie. When she looked at you with those teasing eyes and moved aggressively into your personal space, you ended up doing things you knew were wrong. The idea of Jackie being there in a private intimate moment between her and her husband was undoubtedly erotic, but also felt dangerous. Heather had been feeling herself fall deeper and deeper into submissive reliance on her new assistant, and was intrigued but terrified of where that could lead in a sexual situation.
Jackie saw the conflict on Heather's face and giggled. "Don't worry babe," she said comfortingly. "I know you promised to obey my training, but I won't force this issue if you truly don't want me in your bedroom. I'll only do it if you invite me. But I promise that if you let me coach you two, the problem will be solved."
Heather wavered but said nothing. Jackie was amazing when it came to training and improving Heather in many ways, but the marriage bed was sacred, and between her and her husband. Heather had already gone too far by allowing Jackie to kiss her. That kind of thing needed to stop here and now. "I'm glad you understand," said Heather. "I know you mean well, but this is something me and Luke need to fix on our own. No offense, but you were part of the problem to begin with, and it's hard to trust that you would be able to fix this particular issue."
Jackie's almond eyes glittered with an unreadable emotion. "Hard to trust..." She said slowly, as if tasting the words. Heather braced for an angry outburst, maybe some sort of punishment, but they never came. Jackie simply gave her a soft, slightly hurt smile. "Well, Heather dear, I will have to do what I can to build more trust between us. What if I solved your biggest problem? Maybe then would you trust me enough to welcome me into your bedroom?"
Heather felt so bad about her choice of words that she nodded. "Um, sure Jackie. You know, I don't know why I said trust. I do trust you, Jackie, it's just that..."
Jackie waved away her protests. "You said what was in your heart, Heather. Like I said, I know the perfect way to build some trust. Let's talk about how to solve your neighbor problem."
...
Heather took a deep breath, her eyebrows drawn together in an expression of pitiful discomfort. She stood at the front door of her obnoxious neighbor, Rick Carver, who insisted on blasting loud pornography at all hours. She could hear some pounding through the door right now. The high fake moans of a pornstar hamming it up, along with loud fleshy slaps. It turned her stomach to consider.
Jackie insisted that the solution for Rick's disagreeable behavior was an honest conversation. Heather was positive that such a strategy would never work with this neanderthal. If this was supposed to inspire enough trust to allow Jackie to critique her sex life close up, then Heather was more skeptical than ever of Jackie's judgment.
But she had agreed to try Jackie's suggestions. She stabbed her finger at the doorbell, hoping that Rick wouldn't even hear it over his "entertainment".
But no such luck. The sound paused and Heather heard lumbering steps approaching the door. Last chance... maybe Rick would just think it was neighborhood brats if she ran now. But then what would she tell Jackie? Her split second of indecision made it too late anyway: the door swung open to reveal Rick Carver.
He was a tall broad man, dwarfing even Heather's height. He had a big firm gut bulging out the front of his yellowish wife-beater and a rough, stubbled face like a block of granite. A huge tent in the front of his grubby sweatpants showed even more clearly than the paused pornography that Heather had just interrupted a masturbation session.
Rick looked Heather up and down with a frankly appraising gaze. She ineffectually pulled her cardigan tighter as she launched into the talking points Jackie had given her.
"Hi there! I'm Heather, your neighbor!" said Heather with a fake smile. " I just wanted to say that if there is ever anything you need, to let me know!"
Rick's sunken eyes looked deep into hers. They were an ugly muddy brown. He didn't say anything. Heather gulped. "A-and, in the spirit of neighborly cooperation, I was wondering if you would be willing to keep your media a little quieter in the evenings?" She squeaked, a little intimidated despite herself.



Rick stared a second longer, then let out a nasty chuckle. His gaze left Heather's eyes, instead sticking on her breasts and hips. "I don't think so, sweetheart," he growled. "I do what I like in my own home, and no stuck-up Karen is going to tell me any different."
Heather's face turned red as she felt a flash of anger pulse through her veins. Jackie had instructed her to be nice, but this was too much. "Well, enjoy your home while you can!" She snarled. "You won't be living here much longer! I have the power to chase you out of the neighborhood, and I will!"
Finally Rick's eyes rose to meet hers again, if only to give her a mocking grin. "Good Luck," he said flatly, and slammed the door in her face.
As Heather walked back down his front walk, bristling with anger, Rick watched her bouncing ass with hunger and curiosity. Why was it that the hottest women always seemed to be frigid bitches? He would have to find a tall, curvy, redheaded porn star for this evening's entertainment, just to work out his frustrations.
...
Heather was still in a huff when she got back to her house. That fucking Rick Carver! A repulsive, infuriating man. Well, there was at least one thing Heather could comfort herself with: no matter how low and pathetic she felt compared to Jacquelyn Song, there would always be one man she was unquestionably above.
Her anger cooled into nervous anticipation as she saw Jackie sitting casually at the dining table, waiting for her return. The younger woman flashed Heather a smile as she slid into a chair. "Well, how did it go, girl? Did you patch things up with the bad bad man?"
Heather huffed, looking away. "I tried Jackie! I really did. But like I told you, that guy is just impossible! He was completely unreasonable."
Jackie's smile froze and disappeared. She gave Heather a cool, considering look. "And, of course, that means that you were one hundred percent sweet and reasonable the entire time you talked to him, right? Like I explicitly told you to do?"
"W-well, yes Jackie," said Heather, feeling a cold sweat ooze from her pores at the displeased look on her life coach's face. She had planned to simply lie, but looking into Jackie's hard eyes, she didn't have the nerve to disobey Jackie, even if it was just with a little white lie. "I mean... I was as nice as I could be, considering his rudeness. Once he got short with me, of course I had to defend myself," she said desperately.
"Jesus fucking Christ," said Jackie with weary disgust, pushing herself back from the table and standing.
"I should have known that you wouldn't be able to do this one simple fucking thing. Any normal woman would have no problem being nice for one conversation," said Jackie grimly, drawing herself up to her full five foot one height, her eyes flashing dangerously. "You've disappointed me, Heather. And now you will be punished."
Once upon a time, Heather would have laughed at the tiny young woman's display, but she had learned from experience that Jackie wasn't bluffing when she said things like this. The little brat had a mean streak and a way of getting exactly what she wanted.
"I-I'm sorry, Jackie," said Heather, cringing. 'I lost my cool. It won't happen again."
"Women can control their emotions," said Jackie coldly, " But animals can't. You want to act like an animal, Heather? Tonight I'll treat you like one. If Human training is too hard for you, let's try some dog tricks."
Heather opened her mouth to protest, but Jackie overrode her.
"Sit." Jackie pointed a finger straight down, her eyes hard and commanding.
Heather knew she should refuse... but that meant giving up all of the other assistance that Jackie had been giving her.
Heather slowly dropped to her knees, feeling the now familiar tingle trace down her spine and between her legs as she sunk below Jackie's eye level, down to where she belonged: beneath her mistress, looking up.
"Good girl," said Jackie with a warm smile that didn't reach her eyes. "Just like always, good girls get a treat. But puppies don't get the same treats humans do. They get something that puppies like."
Jackie reached into a pocket and pulled out a small brown bone shape. Heather's stomach roiled. A dog treat. Surely this was just a bluff to teach her a lesson. Jackie couldn't really expect her to...
Jackie's hand moved forward, holding the biscuit directly under Heather's nose. She could smell it: like old meat and stale bread.
"Take your reward, puppy," said Jackie solemnly. "You earned it."
Heather couldn't disobey Jackie. She carefully took the biscuit into her mouth, gagging as she reluctantly crunched it up, filling her mouth with the stale, rancid taste.
Jackie's eyes sparkled as she watched her new sub swallow down her reward with difficulty, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue to prove her obedience. Heather was in the perfect submissive state of mind right now. Time to nurture a different kind of dependency.
"Lay down," commanded Jackie, lowering a flat palm to the floor. Heather complied, crushing her tits onto her own hardwood floor as she stared up at Jackie, waiting for new commands.
"Roll over!" snapped Jackie. Heather was eager to obey, rolling onto her back without complaint.
With a lopsided smile on her face, Jackie reached down with aching slowness. Heather's eyes, filled with a mix of fear and longing, followed the slow progress of the dainty hand until it rested gently between Heather's splayed legs.
"Jackie, we can't..." whined Heather. "I... Me and Luke are..."
"Shhhh," whispered Jackie, "Puppies can't talk."
Then Jackie began slowly and firmly giving Heather the kind of petting that the sexually frustrated housewife had been subconsciously craving from her for a while. Jackie's hand cupped and pressed, rubbing hard against the tight crotch of her puppy's jeans, drawing low, shameful moans from Heather's throat.
It was at the same time the most humiliating and deepest orgasm that Heather had ever experienced: Lying face up on the floor of her home, legs splayed and bent at the knees as her nineteen-year-old assistant pawed and pet her fully clothed crotch, cooing and whispering how she was a good girl the entire time. Finally, Heather's thick thighs clamped tight around the teasing little hand as she moaned and gasped, hiding her face in shame.
Jackie allowed Heather a few minutes to collect herself before speaking again. "My poor little bitch is in heat," she said teasingly. "But don't worry, just like we agreed, I'll be in your bedroom soon, giving you and Luke some hot lovemaking tips."
The thought still caused a wave of fear and arousal to flood through Heather, amplified by the aftershocks of her orgasm. "B-but Jackie," she protested feebly, "I thought we said you would do that if you solved my neighbor problem, and..."
Jackie rolled her eyes. "Oh, don't worry about that," she said sharply, "You might have fucked up with Mr. Carver, but luckily you have a superior woman to swoop in and fix things for you."
Jackie stood up and moved toward the door, wearily shaking her head. "Just watch Heather. You won't hear a peep out of your neighbor tonight. That will be all the proof you need."
The confident young woman swung her purse over her shoulder and stepped into her shoes. Heather lay on her hardwood floor, still not trusting herself to speak in case doing so would shatter Jackie's regained good mood.
"And talk to hubby," said Jackie. "Set a date for our first sex training session. Within a week." And with that, she stepped out into the evening, slamming the door behind her.
...
As she closed the door behind her, Jacquelyn Song smiled to herself, pulling out her phone and pulling up the texting app.
She had known, of course, that Heather would fuck up her peace mission to her awful next-door neighbor. Heather simply had no ability to deny her nature long enough to be pleasant to someone she despised.
Not that it would have worked even if Heather had been nice. Rick Carver was a real piece of work, and it would take more than a smile and a kind word to convince him to give up his nightly porn sessions, Jackie was sure. Luckily, Jackie thought that she knew one incentive that would change his mind...
...
Rick Carver really took his time tonight choosing a selection of videos to watch. Tall curvy redheads, in a variety of situations and positions. The perfect remedy for the annoyance that nosey bitch had caused him earlier.
Suddenly, unexpectedly, Rick's phone chimed with an incoming message. He frowned, pants already around his ankles. He didn't have much of a social life, so it was unusual to receive any texts. Was it his boss?
[Good evening, Mr. Carver. This is your neighbor Heather Brandt.]
Rick blew out a huff of disbelief. This idiot really didn't know when to quit.
[how did u get this number] He texted back quickly.
[Let's cut to the chase. Earlier I asked if you would stop blasting your loud porn, remember?]
Rick rolled his eyes. [yeah so]
[I also told you that if you needed anything, all you had to do was ask. I don't think you understood what I meant. Here, let me show you.]
Rick was about to write another rude reply when the next message popped in. His fingers froze and his eyes widened.
It was a picture of the bitch next door, wearing nothing but skimpy white underwear, giving him a sultry fuck-me stare and resting her hand on her pussy.
Rick looked up at the tabs on his computer, then down at the phone in his hand. After a moment's hesitation, he closed the browser window and gripped his cock firmly, staring at the photo on his phone.
Ok, as much as he hated to admit it, now this bitch had his attention.
...
On the day that they had agreed, Heather and Luke could barely look at each other. They buzzed around the house with nervous energy, eying the clock. Jackie wasn't expected until seven that evening, but Heather found herself unable to get anything done, instead nervously fretting.
Heather still didn't quite understand how she had been manipulated into agreeing to this. Jackie had just seemed to insist that if she solved the problems with their next-door neighbor, Heather would have to agree to sex coaching. Heather had felt no choice but to go along with it.
Luke had been surprised when Heather had reluctantly broached the subject with him. But not shocked, which was odd. Heather had expected her husband's eyes to pop out of his head, maybe even for him to refuse. But all she had gotten was a strangled question: "Are you sure?"
When she admitted that she was, Luke quickly agreed. It would have been nice if he had raised a few more objections, but Heather grudgingly admitted that she had no right to expect more from him. After all, she had brought it up.
Finally, the time had arrived. Heather and Luke sat side by side on their living room couch, hand in hand but not speaking. Just as the minute hand hit the 12, the doorbell rang. They answered it together.
Jackie Song stood in the doorway with a bright, cheerful smile. She had chosen to play up her bratty sexuality to the fullest tonight. Her hair was in long silky pigtails. She wore a tight sky-blue crop top with the words "Bad Girl" printed across her little tits. Her nipples poked obscenely up through the material, although she gave no other visible signs of her arousal. Heather envied the confidence the younger woman had; being able to walk around so clearly horny without feeling any shame. Jackie strode confidently into the entryway, completely graceful and unbothered even in her tall heels. The movement caused her tiny skirt to ride up a little, revealing another sliver of her toned thighs.
She was the picture of youthful, teasing sexuality. Jackie was making a loud aggressive statement: she hadn't just come to be an observer tonight. Jackie planned to have some fun.
Suddenly Jackie threw her arms around Heather's neck and drew her in for a deep, wet kiss, pushing aggressively against Heather's soft lips and flicking her wicked little tongue deep into the married woman's slack, shocked mouth before she could react.
Jackie wiped her mouth with the back of her hand as she pulled away and giggled coyly. "Sorry, Ms. B! I've just been so excited about our little date tonight! For real, I've been hot and wet all day just thinking about it!" She leaned back in, almost nose to nose with Heather again, making Heather's breath catch in her throat with surprise. "You too, right babe?" she murmured with a smirk. Heather blushed. "Umm, well yes. I mean, not any m-more than usual..." murmured Heather desperately, feeling the heat in her cheeks. Jackie wasn't wrong, but Heather had been so ashamed to feel that way that she had no intention of admitting it in front of her husband and Jackie.
"Don't worry babe!" said Jackie with a sharp smile, "I think it's soooo cute that the thought of having sex with your hubby gets you all hot and bothered. I'm sure that all that horniness has nothing to do with the fact that I'll be there watching you take Luke's fat cock."
Then Jackie turned to Luke, who had an expression of mixed fear and lust on his honest, square-jawed face. "And here's the big strong man of the house himself," purred Jackie, moving over to him with a slinky walk. "Ready to show me how you do things stud? I'm really curious." She gripped Heather's husband by his collar and began pulling him down.
Heather cleared her throat uncomfortably. Jackie's eyes slid to the side, giving Heather a nonplussed look. "Umm Jackie," said Heather, trying to keep her tone firm. If she didn't remain in control tonight, things could easily get out of hand. "You didn't say anything about kissing Luke. You told me you were here to be an observer."
Jackie certainly hadn't been acting like a dispassionate observer so far. And that wasn't even to mention the fact that seeing Jackie and Luke kiss was what had caused the rift between them in the first place.
But Jackie was a young woman who didn't take no for an answer. "Aww, come on Heather," she teased. "Luke had to stand there and watch us kiss just a second ago. How can you deny him just a quick little smooch?" Her words were flippant, but her eyes were hard. Heather gulped. She knew how Jackie could be when she was unhappy. And her young life coach did have a point: Jackie had just kissed her. It was only fair.
Dry-mouthed, Heather nodded fractionally.
With a triumphant grin, Jackie resumed her irresistible pull on Luke's collar with her grasping little fingers, bringing him into range of her soft pink lips. Heather watched as her husband parted his lips to allow the young woman's dominant kiss.
Heather's eyes widened as she watched the unmistakable swell of Luke's hard cock tent his pants with shocking speed. Luke was unquestionably turned on by the sexy little brat. It stung. Heather's mind flashed to the previous week, where she had sat naked in bed, whispering in Luke's ear. Pleading with him as she used her hand, her words, and her naked body to try to arouse him. Nothing had worked. And all Jackie had needed was one kiss to instantly have her husband rock hard and desperate to fuck. The humiliation burned. Jackie really was superior to her in every way.
Heather couldn't help but read a certain gloating smirk in Jackie's expression as she pulled away from Luke. Jackie looked down at Luke's crotch as well, laughing as she grabbed the married couple by their hands. "Well! It looks like everyone is ready! Let's head to the bedroom and start the show!"
Jackie's little hand felt hot in hers as they made their way to the bedroom. Heather looked nervously over Jackie's head to her husband. He was looking at her as well, as Heather felt the flash of heat as their eyes met. Luke wanted this badly, and Heather realized she wanted it just as much. By any right, she should be furious and humiliated by the bratty young woman arrogantly invading their bedroom. And she was. But it was also turning her on, to be so totally under Jackie's power that she couldn't even object to this huge imposition.
Finally, they were there, in the soft light of their bedroom. Jackie cast an eye over the decor and furniture, an unimpressed look on her young beautiful face. She walked with swaying hips over to the luxurious king-sized bed, giving it an oddly thoughtful look. Jackie placed a small hand flat on the bed. "Here it is. The marital bed for Lukey and Heather. Where you two make sweet love and sleep peacefully next to one another. A special place, for just the two of you." Her mouth unconsciously twisted up into a viscous grin for a moment before she quickly turned and softened her smile into one more friendly.
"All right, girl," she chirped cheerfully, "Time to strip!"
Heather looked back and forth between Jackie and Luke. They both stared at her expectantly.
"I..." said Heather hesitantly, "I thought that we would both just take off our clothes at the same time..."
Jackie shook her head, her long shining pigtails shaking. "No no no, Heather, that's where your wrong. No wonder you two need me so badly. You have to give hubby a show! Get his blood pumping a little. Don't worry, he's going to do the same for you in a sec."
The idea of stripping naked while her husband and the woman he had cheated with watched still made Heather a little uncomfortable, but she found herself unable to refuse Jackie's confident command. With every motion watched by their burning eyes, Heather stripped away her clothes, exposing first her long pale legs, her tender belly, and her bra and panties (matching of course, she had been well aware that Jackie would see and judge them tonight).
With shaking hands, Heather unclasped her bra as well, shrugging the straps off her shoulders to let it fall loosely off her tits. She felt her face grow hot as Jackie and Luke looked on in admiration. Obviously, she had been naked in front of her husband countless times, and Jackie had already seen her naked on the night of her first submission, but something about the two of them spectating together while she stripped for them felt intimate in a twisted way she had never felt before.
"Ooh, I knew if Ms. B!" crowed Jackie gleefully. She grabbed Luke's arm and pointed at Heather's big stiff nipples. "See, Lukey, your wife is just as horny as you right now. She just has an easier time hiding it." Jackie emphasized her last remark by sliding a little hand briefly up the bulge in Luke's pants, making him squirm uncomfortably. Heather opened her mouth to object, to draw a line early so that things didn't get out of hand, but Jackie simply winked and cut Heather off before could begin. "Just a little joke babe! Lighten up! We need to break the tension a little or this whole thing will get awkward quick."
Still unconvinced, Heather swiftly removed her panties, trying to get her humiliating inspection over with.
But Jackie wouldn't let her get away that easily. The little brat circled Heather, looking her up and down as the naked housewife tried her best not to cringe. After a moment of concentration, Jackie gave Luke a knowing smile. "You have pretty good taste, Lukey!" she said brightly. "Fat titties, an ass that won't quit, and legs that go all the way up. And look at that hot little cunt! I don't normally get cock envy, Lukey, but your wifey is making me wish I had something long and hard to explore her with."
Jackie returned to Luke's side, looping an arm through his with a gloating look on her face. "I know you must see this stuff all the time, but give me your impressions. What do you think?"
"Well, uhhh... said Luke lamely, his eyes still running over his wife's exposed body. "I mean, Heather is a beautiful woman," he said, sounding mildly confused. He clearly wasn't sure where Jackie was going with this, and, to be honest, neither did Heather.



"But it's just too bad she's a frigid bitch, right hubby?" said the heartless teen with false sympathy.
"Yeah..." said Luke distractedly, before catching himself. "Wait! No, I mean, she not..." Heather felt a wave of anger and shame as her loving husband casually agreed with a cruel put-down aimed at her.
Jackie silenced Luke's feeble words with a giggle. "No, no. There's no need for excuses right now Lukey. You just said what you were thinking in your heart of hearts. If that's how you feel about Heather, then that's something we need to work on today.
"But really!" said Luke desperately, looking back and forth between Heather and Jackie with pleading eyes, "It was a slip of the tongue, I wasn't listening carefully enough."
Jackie just shook her head with a gentle smile and placed a finger to his lips. "It's your turn, Lukey. Strip." Jackie crossed the room to stand beside the now flustered and conflicted housewife and motioned for Luke to get on with it.
Luke awkwardly obeyed the young woman who was now calling the shots in their bedroom, removing his clothes quickly. As he worked, Heather felt Jackie's lithe arm slip around her waist, pulling her naked body close to Jackie's clothed form. Heather wasn't sure how she felt about Jackie at this moment. Heather had just been casually insulted in her own home, in front of her husband. But it felt too difficult to resist. She allowed herself to be held close by Jackie as Luke's naked body was fully revealed
Jackie oohed and raised her eyebrows. Heather thought she was overdoing it. Luke had a better figure than a lot of men in their late twenties (he blew the huge-gutted slob next door out of the water for example), but he had still let himself go a little. To be fair, he spent a lot of his day working, but he certainly didn't spend the time that Heather did maintaining her body in the gym.
But Heather knew what Jackie's enthusiasm was about. Luke had a big dick. Not monstrous, but a very satisfying size as far as Heather was concerned. Heather would strongly object to being called a "size queen", but that was only because of how obscene she found the term, not because it was, strictly speaking, inaccurate. Heather was a woman with certain preferences. Sometimes, in her heart of hearts, Heather admitted to herself that she had settled on Luke because he was the first man she dated who was meek enough to be bent to her will while also being large enough to satisfy her.
"Look at this big boy!" said Jackie with sparkling eyes, leaning to talk with Heather like they were two close girlfriends. "I mean, I've jacked it off before obviously. You remember that, but I've never gotten a good look." Jackie gave Heather an incredulous look. "And this is the poor man you've been pushing around and denying sex?"
Jackie moved away from Heather and stood between the nude married couple. "I've heard all about your sex life, you two," she said matter of factly. "It sounds like the story is basically that Heather gets what she wants when she wants it. Is that accurate?"
"Yes," said Luke at the same time Heather said, "Not exactly."
Both Luke and Jackie turned to Heather, staring her in the eyes. Heather blushed, looked away, and murmured "Ok, yes. I tend to take control in the bedroom."
Jackie nodded with satisfaction. "And it's ok for you to take charge in bed sometimes! You're the Alpha female in this pack honey, and the Alpha bitch deserves respect and worship."
Then Jackie moved to stand beside Luke. "But Luke is the Alpha male. And I think the first lesson you need to learn is how to give him the worship and respect he deserves in bed." She gently guided Luke to the bed and pushed him down to sit. Then she beckoned Heather over.
Heather walked forward hesitantly, being pulled into place facing Luke. She felt a gentle pressure on her shoulders as Jackie pushed her to her knees, kneeling in front of her husband's huge throbbing cock. Jackie was at her ear, her whisper ticklish and hot. "Tonight you're not the top dog, Ms. B. You're a humble Beta here to serve the Alpha. Say it."
Heather's bright green eyes, normally fierce and flashing, were dazed and softly focused as she gazed up at the towering cock before her. She was here to serve. Luke was the Alpha. It felt strange. Like Jackie had said, Heather was used to a bedroom dynamic where she was in charge. She certainly never gave blow jobs. The whole idea felt demeaning. Even if she loved him, Heather had no desire to submit herself to Luke that far: to take his dirty cock in her mouth while physically below him. But now just thinking about it was enough to send a little shiver through her.
He was her husband after all. Lots of married couples did this. It wasn't anything to be ashamed of. She had to at least give Jackie's methods a try.
"Tonight, I'm a humble Beta, here to serve the Alpha," said Heather in an uncharacteristically soft and hesitant voice, her beautiful green eyes filled with a fearful but curious light as she looked up into her husband's eyes.
Luke's eyes were filled with a strange, hungry light as his wife leaned forward cautiously and planted a lingering kiss on the tip of his cock. Her pink tongue poked out, swirling experimentally around his swollen purple head. Her green eyes locked onto his, submissive and soft for once in Heather's life. It was heaven.
Heather opened her soft lips and took a man's cock into her mouth for the first time in her life. In some ways, it was just as unpleasant as she had feared. The position of kneeling at Luke's feet did make her feel inferior, but the feeling wasn't wholly unpleasant, to her surprise.
It felt good to just be a good girl and put herself under Luke's control. Luke really was a great man. He deserved a little appreciation. Maybe even a little subservience from time to time.
Heather was inexperienced, but she tried to make up for it with dedication and enthusiasm. Soon wet sloppy sounds filled the bedroom as she concentrated on pleasing her Alpha male. She almost didn't notice as Jackie wrapped her slim little arms around her husband from behind, kneeling behind him and resting her chin on his shoulder, smiling down with Luke at Heather's enthusiastic blow job.
"Doesn't that look perfect?" she purred into Luke's ear. "You loyal loving wifey, finally just where she should be. On her knees, serving you. It's the perfect place for her, right, Lukey?"
"Yes," said Luke, his eyes meeting Heather's again, now stronger and harder, losing some of the guilty hesitation they had held all evening, "It feels right."
His firm tone and the fact that he was agreeing with another of Jackie's demeaning statements should have made Heather furious. Instead, she felt a pulse of heat in her belly, awakened by Luke's new confidence. She realized with an unpleasant twisting feeling in her chest that Jackie and Luke looked good together, both sitting comfortably in an embrace and looking down on her. Two superior specimens smugly judging her performance.
"But wifey is going to need a lot more practice with her sassy mouth before she can really serve an Alpha," said Jackie mockingly. "Here, babe. Let me give you a hand." Jackie slid down off the bed and Heather's eyes widened as she saw that the bratty young woman was now naked. It had been hard to tell because she had been hidden behind Luke's body. Jackie must have taken her clothes off while Heather was distracted by giving the blow job. Heather stopped moving her head, eyes taking in the slim perfection of Jackie's tight little body and temporarily halting her submissive blowjob.
Jackie Song's body was petite and slim, but with just enough curves to effectively emphasize her femininity. Her whole body was tight and toned, with a faint musculature visible in her legs, tummy, and arms demonstrating her athleticism. She had killer legs, long in proportion to her body, and a butt that had just enough soft rounded curves to draw the eyes. Her tits were undeniably small but made up for that by being well shaped and perky, with beautiful bignipples that pointed upwards with eager arousal.
Jackie had just been embracing her husband from behind, pressing that hot little body up against his while Heather sucked away beneath them. The idea was repellant, and nerve-racking, and filthy, and red hot.
Heather wanted to say something. By getting naked, Jackie had clearly crossed a red line. At some point, this evening had spiraled completely out of Heather's control. As tempting and beautiful as Jackie's tight young body was, it was vital that Heather stop Jackie from joining her and Luke's sex.
But before Heather could shake herself out of the submissive mindset she had fallen into, Jackie moved behind her, unselfconsciously leaning forward and gathering Heather's gorgeous red hair in her hands, tucking it back behind her ears. Heather could feel Jackie's stiff nipples scrape along the soft skin of her back as the little slut worked. "I'll guide you, Ms. B," whispered Jackie in Heather's ear, "This is a training session, remember? Just look up into Luke's eyes. Guys love that." Heather felt Jackie's hand gently rest on the back of her head, pushing her forward with increasing pressure. Heather's resolve wavered now that Jackie was once again exerting direct control. Cursing her weakness, she began moving again, with her pace and movements now directed by Jackie's guiding hand.
Luke stared down in wonder. If it had been erotic before to have his wife gazing up at him submissively while sucking his cock, this was ten times more arousing. Now Jackie, the young slut who had tempted him into an affair had her hand firmly on the back of Heather's head, guiding his wife's eager mouth up and down his cock. Both women stared up into his eyes, Heather with dazed submissive lust, Jackie with amusement and contempt for the older woman she literally held in the palm of her hand.
He didn't know how she had managed it, but Jackie had been true to her word: this was already far beyond some sort of coaching session. Jackie had also gotten naked, and Heather hadn't said a word. Unbelievably, Jackie seemed to have convinced Heather to allow a threesome.
Heather felt Jackie's hand growing more and more forceful. Insisting rather than guiding. It felt like with every movement, Jackie dipped Heather's bobbing head a little lower, until her husband's big cock was pressing against the back of her throat with every downward push. "Feel his power," whispered Jackie in her ear. "Feel his dominance over you right now. He's the Alpha, looking down on you and enjoying all of the pleasure, and you are the humble Beta, dedicating herself to making your superior feel as good as possible." Jackie pushed Heather's head a little further, and Luke's cock pressed with insistent pressure on her throat, making her gag involuntarily.
Jackie looked a little disappointed, but immediately released her grip on Heather's head and allowed her to pull back, breathing deeply to compose herself. "You and I are going to have to have a lot of blowjob training sessions, Ms. B." said Jackie ruefully, stroking her beautiful red hair. She looked up at Luke, smiling apologetically and saying "Sorry, Lukey. Heather wants to please you so bad, but her throat just isn't ready yet. We'll have to work up to it. Rome wasn't built in a day!"
Jackie stood and pulled Heather up by her hand, leading her over to the bed. "But don't worry, hubby. Your wife has a way to please you that I know she is much more experienced with." Jackie knelt down on the bed and pulled Heather to lay back, resting her head on Jackie's knees, both women facing Luke. Heather trembled as Jackie's hand snaked down between her open legs, first nudging them wider apart, and then firmly cupping her wet pussy.
It felt like electricity arced through Heather's body as she felt Jackie's hand make contact for the first time with her bare pussy, making Heather close her eyes against the intense wave of pleasure. "Jackie..." she whimpered, squirming with the intensity of the pleasure the little brat's hand was causing her, "N-no, stop! Not in front of Luke!" The idea that her husband would see how much Jackie could turn her on was humiliating. "I don't know what you mean, Heather," said the little minx wickedly, wriggling her fingers between Heather's slippery lips, "I'm just getting you ready for the little demonstration you promised me, right? Remember, this is just a training session! I think you are reading too much into it."
Jackie used her fingers to spread open Heather's tight pink pussy for her husband's eyes to enjoy. The little brat looked at Luke with a challenging gaze. "Well big boy," she said with a smirk, "Come over here and claim what's yours."
Luke needed no further prompting, he moved forward with an eager, powerful speed that took Heather's breath away. Moving his bulky body over hers and trying to plunge forward directly into her pussy, missing slightly at first in haste. Jackie giggled. "Be careful Lukey! Here, let me help you." And to the shock of both Heather and Luke himself, she reached down and grabbed Luke's cock with a slim little hand, pulling it forward and angling it to place the tip at Heather's entrance. She paused there for a moment, idly sliding Luke's swollen cock head up and down his wife's slippery vagina, smirking at the gasps and twitches of pleasure from the married couple.
Then she fixed Luke with a burning stare. He could feel her slim fingers firmly gripping his pulsing shaft. "Now Lukey," she said with a smile. "Really put wifey in her place." Then Jackie's hand fell away, and Luke slid effortlessly into his wife's hot, welcoming pussy.
It was hot, sticky, filthy fucking in a way that neither of them had ever felt with each other. Somehow the presence of the naked, teasing teen in their bed had transformed marital sex, something that was usually tame and loving into something shameful and dirty, but impossibly hot. Heather twisted and moaned beneath the musclely weight of her husband, feeling him thrust deeply into her soft submissive body, harder than she had ever felt him. He wasn't just having sex with her, he was dominating her, owning her in a way that she had never allowed before. And it was satisfying in ways she had never imagined.
Jackie laughed as Heather was pushed back into her lap. "You're so rough Lukey! It looks like someone likes being in charge for a change." She looked down with mocking eyes at Heather, cupping her pleasure-twisted face in a small hand and saying. "And It looks like someone likes being bossed around a little as well. Aren't you too happy I was here to give you some tips?"
The only answers from the distracted couple were moans and grunts of pleasure.
Suddenly, Jackie shifted out from under Heather, leaving her flat on the bed as she rose to her knees and straddled Heather's head to get closer to Luke.
Jackie took Luke's sweaty face in her hands, staring into his eyes as he continued to pump deep into Heather's pussy, suddenly making him focus solely on her. "Does it feel good to be the Alpha, baby?" she asked teasingly.
"Y-yes," panted Luke, hips thrusting. "It feels fucking amazing."
"You know what the best part of being the Alpha is, right Lukey?" purred Jackie, drawing closer, her eyes shining with arousal and amusement. "It's that you get to have anything you want. Anything."
Jackie was so close to his face now that Luke could feel her hot little breaths. Her lips looked so soft. Heather's pussy gripped and milked his cock as Jackie's beautiful lips hovered just inches away from his. "What do you want, Luke?" whispered Jackie. He moved forward and kissed her hungrily, casting aside all guilt. He was the Alpha right now, and he would take what he wanted.
Heather panted and moaned desperately. With Jackie straddling her face, she was completely cut off from seeing her husband, only able to feel his raging cock as it fucked her relentlessly. She heard Jackie and Luke whispering above her, having a conversation without her even as she and Luke were having sex. Cutting her out. She knew she was being silly. Jackie was there, but it was her and Luke who were actually having sex. But she couldn't shake the feeling that it was Jackie and Luke who were having the true intimate moment, and she was just being used as a masturbation tool to assist their moment of connection. Her feeling of inferiority grew as her husband fucked her deep and hard while staring into another woman's eyes. Come to think of it, Heather had been subordinated and demeaned all night long by both of them. A moan escaped Heather's mouth at the thought. Why was the disrespect turning her on so much?
The flushed lips of Jackie's tight, well-groomed pussy filled her vision. The shining moisture oozing slightly from her outer lips showed that Jackie was also deeply aroused. Heather's eyes widened as she saw that the pussy was coming closer. Oh god, what should she do? She could stop things, make a big fuss, ruin the evening. Or she could just... go with the flow. Heather licked her lips as Jackie's pussy came ever closer, preparing to reach a whole new level of servitude.
Jackie moaned into Luke's kiss, pulling away for a moment to giggle into her hand. Luke looked at her, confused. "What?" he asked, worried that he had done something wrong.
Jackie just shook her head. "Nothing baby, it's just that it feels like your wifey wanted to get in on the kissing action." Luke was confused for a moment, then he looked down and saw where Heather's head was, and noticed the subtle grinding motion of Jackie's hips.
"No way," said Luke in disbelief. "You mean she's... she's...?"
"Mmmmm, yeah, she definitely is Lukey," said Jackie, biting her lip and increasing the motion of her hips. "And unlike with BJs, it feels like she has a real talent for this. I think she's had a loooot of practice."
Luke was almost too shocked to move, but Jackie gripped his hair painfully, hissing: "Don't stop, babe. I think we are all close. Finish strong. I want you to pump that frigid bitch full of cum while I ride her stupid face. Really show her who's boss Lukey."
Luke grinned, and gripped Heather's thighs tight, jackhamming into her.
Jackie wrapped her arms around the married man's neck and kissed him deeply, their tongues writing in harmony as they used the body of the degraded woman beneath them.
Heather moaned and writhed her hips up into her husband's cock, plunging her submissive tongue deep into the brat who was kissing her husband.
The coaching session ended with a perfect three-way orgasm.
Everyone felt like they had learned a lot.
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When Owen Novak entered Faria's office, he offered a firm, dry handshake and looked her directly in the eyes. It was a refreshing change: most of Faria's clients tended to be a lot more... furtive. After all, no one came to Faria unless they had truly shameful desires. That included Mr. Novak.
Owen was a tall, broad-shouldered man in his early thirties with close-cropped black hair and the kind of lean, powerful muscles that you get from working for a living rather than lifting weights. His cool blue eyes shimmered with quiet intelligence, but his brief greeting indicated that he preferred to keep his thoughts to himself. Faria decided that she liked Owen. He seemed like a hard-working, straight-shooting man. She wished that she saw more clients like him.
Faria cut straight to the matter at hand. "I understand you've been wronged, Mr. Novak. Tell me everything from the beginning"
Owen Novak stroked his chin with a wiry hand and sighed. "I run an entertainment business, Ms. Faria. Party planning. You name it, I can get it for you. I do catering, wait staff, bartending, DJs: the works. It's a tough business. And the worst part?" He leaned forward, his pale blue eyes sincere. "The clients."
Faria imagined the sort of people who would throw parties large and elaborate enough to require Mr. Novak's services. She grimaced and nodded her head in sympathy. Faria could afford to be picky when choosing her jobs, but even she had some horror stories of nightmare clients. "I'm assuming that we are here to discuss one client in particular." She said dryly.
"That's right," said Owen, "Blair Beaumont."
Faria held up a hand. "Before we continue, Mr. Novak, I believe you have brought along a picture of the woman in question?" Owen nodded and passed a glossy print across the desk to Faria.
The photo showed a woman on stage in front of a small, seated crowd outdoors, giving a presentation of some kind. Waves of soft brunette hair framed her face, which was caught in the middle of a confident, curvy smile. She had thick, well-manicured eyebrows and captivating hazel eyes, slightly tilted, long-lashed, and sparkling with some hidden humor, like she saw the world as a joke. Her features were delicate and lovely, and her expression was fixed with an arrogant poise that spoke of boundless and unearned self-confidence. She was modestly dressed in a sharp suit, but even the professional nature of her outfit couldn't hide her devastating curves. Blair Beaumont had thick, luscious hips that made you want to grab and pull them from behind. Turned to the side as she was, it was clear to see she had an ass that was big, round, and juicy enough to put a pornstar to shame. Her round, firm cheeks made for a squeezable, spankable, mouthwatering derriere that would look more at home oiled up and twerking on a stage somewhere than in the sensible dress pants they filled in the photo. Faria couldn't help but smirk a little as she turned her attention back to her prospective client. She could already see why this particular woman made Owen think of Faria's services.
"Go, on Mr. Novak. Tell me more."
Owen nodded sharply and continued. "Blair wanted the full experience. Full wait staff, open bar, tents, tables, chairs. It was a Hawaiian luau theme, God knows why. I just do what the client asks. But some of her demands were crazy. Get this!" He leaned forward, a look of incredulity on his face just remembering the request, "She asked... no, no... demanded that we fly an "authentic" roast pig in from Hawaii. Like I said, I don't ask questions, but I had to speak up on this one. I told her 'Ms. Beaumont, they have the same pigs and hot coals in Hawaii that we have here. You won't be able to tell the difference.' She wouldn't hear of it. She almost took my head off. That's the kind of girl she is, Ms. Faria: a sharp tongue and no common sense to go with it."
Faria nodded thoughtfully. All good information for later, if she decided this was worth her time. For Faria's particular techniques to work, she needed to have an accurate picture of who her target was as a person. And if what Mr. Novak was saying was true, it sounded like Blair was a bit of a spoiled brat.
"So I got the damn Hawaiian pig," continued Owen, heat creeping into his voice, "I found hula dancers, which isn't as easy as it sounds. I threw a spectacular party. One of my best ever. It was my biggest contract of last year." The square-jawed man leaned back in his chair, suddenly looking tired. He ran a hand through his hair distractedly.
"And then?" prompted Faria.
Owen sighed. "Well, to be blunt, then Blair didn't pay me. I sent an invoice. Then another. I called. I emailed. Finally, I went to her office. I was as professional that day as I am right now. She screamed at me and insisted that I was harassing her. She made some sort of claim that I hadn't followed our contract, and therefore she didn't owe me for the party. Threatened to bring lawyers into things. It's not the first time that I've seen something like this. Sometimes clients will try to weasel out of their bills. But never on this scale. The whole thing almost sank my business. Every one of my employees had to take a pay cut, just so we could stay afloat. I had to take out a second mortgage on my house. I'm only now barely righting the ship a year later."
"But why do you need my help?" asked Faria with a curious tilt of her head, " Surely this is a matter better left to the courts. It sounds like you would have a slam dunk case."
Owen's lip twisted up into a bitter sneer. "You would think. Blair's daddy has deep pockets. The Beaumonts have a team of lawyers who are total sharks. The first lawyer I went to told me off the record that no one I could hire on my budget would be willing to fight that battle. He was right. The other lawyers I tried to contact wouldn't even return my calls."
Faria looked at the picture again. A spoiled little rich girl who thought Daddy's money made her untouchable. It did sound like the sort of case she liked. Her eyes traced the sweet round bulge of Blair's perfect ass. This target was interesting for other reasons as well.
Faria's eyes flicked back to Owen, who was staring at her with a hopeful, hungry expression.
"What is your goal here, Mr. Novak? How exactly would you like me to hypnotize Blair Beaumont?"
"I want her to pay me back of course, but more importantly, I want her to really learn the value of hard work. Make her understand what it means to have to sweat for a dollar." He said, a grim look in his eye.
Faria held his gaze. "It's not my business to teach young women economics, Mr. Novak. I provide a very specific kind of service. I think you want that service, and that's why you are here today. But you have to be honest with me."
An uncharacteristic blush crept into Owen's face as he gripped his knees and said in a hard voice, "... and I want to drill my cock deep into that bitch's fat ass until she squeals my name."
Faria's face broke into a wide, wicked grin. "That's better. I think I can accomplish all of those goals, provided your story checks out. I'm going to pursue this project further, Mr. Novak. The cost for this job is one thousand dollars."
Owen looked pleased and surprised, although still a little embarrassed from his forced confession. "Really, so little? I had thought..."
Faria shrugged. "Consider it professional courtesy, from one entertainer to another. I've had clients like Blair before."
Faria was already looking forward to her meeting with the curvy young Blair Beaumont.
...
Usually, Faria had to make some sort of plan to get her target into a one-on-one meeting with her, but arranging a meeting with Blair Beaumont took almost no planning or scheming at all on Faria's part. It turned out that Blair frequently held meetings with strangers.
It didn't take much digging to find out that Blair had started several businesses in the past few years, all of which she had rapidly run into the ground. A few years ago it had been an app that was supposed to match housesitters with clients. Last year had been an ill-defined venture that was supposed to "disrupt the travel industry". That probably explained the Luau-themed party, and the fact that the business rapidly collapsed probably explained why Blair was reluctant to pay Owen for his services.
The evidence of these discarded business plans could still be found online if you knew where to look. Faria had never been a business whiz (the demand for her talents meant that money was virtually a non-issue for her), but even to her the business plans looked poorly thought out.
Faria clicked her way down the hall of a pleasant office building, the location of the meeting she had set up with Blair. Faria was posing as a potential investor for Blair's latest venture: a "curated monthly gardening box". Whatever that meant. She had dressed for the part, a chic blazer and a pencil skirt long enough to be tasteful, but short enough to show off her long tan legs. Maybe the heels were a bit too tall to be strictly professional-looking, but why couldn't a girl have a little fun?
As she stepped into a small reception area, Faria recognized the telltale signs of a temporarily rented office space. Cheap furniture, generic paintings, new carpet smell. The nature of her work meant she had seen the inside of too many places just like this. It paid to move around when you hypnotized people for a living: too many strange stories in one place raised eyebrows.
A mousy secretary welcomed her and said that Ms. Beaumont would be with her shortly. Faria thought that it was probably another business blunder for Blair to rent office space and hire a secretary when she didn't even have investors on board yet. Just as Faria was thinking this, Blair herself emerged from a short hallway with a welcoming smile.
"You must be Ms. Faria!" said the young woman, extending a slim hand for a shake, "Welcome! I'm so happy to meet you! Why don't we head back to my office, and we can get started right away? Did you find the office alright?"
Blair Beaumont was a beautiful woman. Her flashing Hazel eyes showed her lively spirit, and she carried herself with the absolute confidence and self-possession of a woman who had never heard the word no. She was fashionably but professionally dressed in business attire, but just like in her photo, there was simply no hiding the shape of her body. She must have to wear long jackets or dresses in public, reflected Faria as she followed Blair back to her office, if only to not cause car accidents. Faria's eyes were entranced by Blair's swaying rear as she walked close behind her hostess. The soft, round curves of Blair's ass pressed firmly against the fabric of her pants, leaving nothing to the imagination. Blair must have no choice but to wear thongs, thought Faria wickedly. No pair of pants in the world would hide her panty lines. Hell, most jeans probably wouldn't. Well, Faria would be able to confirm Blair's underwear preferences for herself soon enough, if everything went to plan.
"Come in, come in! Please, have a seat!" Said Blair, smiling pleasantly and indicating a cheap-looking office chair. "Our offices aren't much to see yet, but once we get off the ground, we should be able to buy some chairs worth sitting in!" Blair did have a certain lively charm that wasn't conveyed in the photo that Faria had seen, but her behavior felt like a fake outer layer, a practiced act designed to convince potential investors. Faria would need to dig deeper if she wanted to fine-tune her control enough to reprogram Blair.
Faria's attention focused back on the energetic young woman in front of her, realizing that she had just been letting Blair's words wash over her for a few minutes without paying attention. "...and that's why, based on my market research, I'm certain that there is an untapped market for a curated monthly box of seeds, gardening tools, and fun accessories," said Blair with a wide, shining smile, finishing off her polished pitch while referencing a glossy printed pamphlet spread out in front of her. "I'd love to answer any questions you might have, and get you on board as an investor today."
Even to Faria's untrained eye, there were a million questions she could ask to poke holes in this foolish business plan, but that was hardly her aim. She needed to find a way under Blair's skin and get her to show her true colors.
"It's an impressive idea," said Faria, "And I'd love to invest."
Blair's smile widened in triumph and relief, unintentionally revealing her desperation. Evidently, attracting investors hadn't been going smoothly so far.
"However, I've been talking to some of my colleagues, and they have told me some things that concern me."
Blair's smile slowly slid off of her face. Her pretty hazel eyes glittered with annoyance. "Well," she said, a bitter edge creeping into her voice even as she tried to keep it light, "I'm not sure exactly what you heard, but I can assure you that..."
"Tell me about Wandery," said Faria, unable to hide her smirk at the look of furious shock on Blair's face, normally so confident and composed.
Blair swiped a stray lock of wavy hair from her face in a nervous gesture and tried to compose herself. Faria's tone had certainly been a little disrespectful, but it wasn't unusual for a potential investor to want more info on her previous projects. She fixed her fake plastic smile back on her face. "Wandery was the right idea at the wrong time. The market wasn't ready."
"Hmmm," said Faria, with an unimpressed expression, "And anyone who gave you money lost their shirts. From what I heard it wasn't that many people though. It's hard to find investors after your last app flopped so hard."
An angry blush spread across Blair's face. This bitch had just gone too far. "Excuse me??? What the fuck did you just say to me? I'm not sure why you think you're the expert on investing, but here's a newsflash, sweetheart." Blair leaned back and crossed her arms across her chest, falling back on an attitude of sneering contempt. "Investing is a gamble. Those people knew they were taking a risk when they invested, and it's not my fault if forces beyond my control caused the business to fail. It happens literally all the time. So, if all you planned to do today was sit there with that bitchy look and insult me to my fucking face, I'll invite you to get the fuck out of my office."
Well, it hadn't taken Blair long to show her true self. It was like a switch had been flipped off, extinguishing the polished pitch-girl persona instantly. This little firecracker had a short fuse.
Faria was unruffled by the outburst. It took a lot more than a cranky little girl to upset her. "My, my," she said with mocking surprise, "It seems like you're very cavalier when it comes to spending other people's money. Why, I heard an interesting story just the other day from a man who runs a catering business..."
Blair barked out a short harsh laugh. "That's what this is all about, isn't it? That fucking party-planning jerk put you up to this, didn't he? I warned that little asshole he had better drop it if he wanted to keep the joke he calls a business. He's going to be sorry that he didn't." She immediately picked up her phone and began punching in a number, "Just wait until my lawyers hear about how that shitstain decided to continue his harassment campaign. They'll love it." Her face was now frozen in a cruel, triumphant grin. As she raised the phone to her ear, she turned once more to Faria for one last barb. "It's poor people like him that piss me off the most, trying to scheme and sponge and take money from people who are actually working hard. Some people should just know their place."
And there it was, the missing piece that Faria needed. The casual disdain for anyone poorer than her. To Blair, money really was everything. Now Faria had her.
*Don't speak.*
The words left Faria's mouth in a strange rhythm. The vowels and consonants seemed at odds with each other, like puzzle pieces that didn't fit together. Now that she had seen Blair's true self, her voice was pitched perfectly to affect the young woman's brain. She was under Faria's spell now, and it was too late for her to get away. Faria could hear the law office receptionist answer the phone, but Blair remained silent, staring at Faria with eyes that grew wide with anger and shock as she realized she had been silenced. She opened and closed her mouth, face growing red as she tried and failed to force air from her lips. She mimed screaming, but not so much as a whimper came out. Finally, the annoyed receptionist gave up, and a dial tone sounded through the phone.
Blair jumped to her feet, her face a mixture of fury and panic, ready to run or fight, shocked at her sudden inability to speak.
*Sit down and stay still Blair* Said Faria in her strange, slithery voice, her eyes sparkling with amusement as the bratty woman was forced to obey her words. Blair sat, eyes darting, her heavy breathing the only other sign of her distress.
*Call your secretary. Tell her to cancel any other appointments, then go home early. Use a calm, normal voice. Don't give her any reason to suspect something is wrong.*
Blair reached out a shaking hand and did as she was told. "Hi Barb," she said in a calm and pleasant voice, "Just letting you know that I won't be taking any more meetings for the day. Feel free to pack up and head home." Blair's face was rapidly losing its shock and growing angrier by the second as her mouth casually dismissed the only possible witness who could save her. It wasn't long before they heard the secretary close the outer door behind her.
*You will obey me from now on even when I speak in my regular voice.* "Ahem. That's better. Now that we are alone, you can speak, dear."
"Who the fuck do you think you are?!" exploded the curvy woman immediately. "Nevermind, it doesn't fucking matter, because when I'm finished with you, you're going to know exactly who you fucking are! A stupid cunt who messed with the wrong person and got sued into goddamn oblivion!!!"
Faria gave Blair a calm, sphinx-like smile. There were many different reactions to feeling her complete control the first time. Fear was probably the most common, but rage was a close second. Faria wasn't surprised: she had a feeling that Blair felt angry a lot more often than she felt afraid.
"Temper temper, Ms. Beaumont," Faria said archly, watching with amusement as Blair squirmed and wriggled her huge plush ass, trying in vain to fight her command to stay seated, "You and I are going to have a short chat. I just need to confirm some accusations made by Mr. Novak. If what he claimed is accurate... well, let's just say that you will experience some major life changes."
"Is that a threat, bitch?" snarled Blair defiantly, baring her teeth. What a delightful young lady, thought Faria.
"Did you deliberately refuse to pay Owen Novak for his party knowing full well that he had provided excellent service?" asked Faria seriously, staring the defiant young woman dead in the eye.
"The party sucked." said Blair sullenly, her rage deflating slightly, "It was supposed to draw in big investors, but it was a total flop. I lost a lot of money myself."
Impressive. At this point, Faria's control was normally absolute. For Blair to give an evasive half-answer like she had showed that she had an incredible capacity for mental resistance. She had more inner strength than Faria suspected.
"Answer the question, Blair."
"Everybody does it. Sometimes when a business fails, some contractors get stiffed. That's just how things work!." A whining tone had crept into Blair's voice, and she looked away, unable to meet Faria's eyes. A bead of sweat slowly dripped down the side of Blair's face: she was beginning to show the strain of her struggle to resist the hypnotic commands.



*Answer me. Did you stiff Owen Novak on purpose?* It had been a while since Faria had been forced to reinforce a command with her vocal talent. But this was her trump card. No one had ever been able to resist a direct hypnotic order.
Blair let out a little scream of frustration as the answer was forcefully ripped from her. "Ahhhh! Yes, God damn it! Fine! I stiffed the bastard! I would do it again! His party sucked!" She was pumped back up into anger again from her forced admission, red in the face and breathing heavily.
Perfect. Just one more formality to take care of.
Faria gave her standard offer.
"By requesting my services to be performed on you, my client has wronged you at least as much as you have wronged them. Therefore I will offer you a chance to escape what is about to happen. The fee charged to my client in this instance was $1,000. If you are willing to double that price, I will offer you the chance to simply walk away, or craft a reversed punishment for him. Are you interested?"
Blair laughed scornfully. "Two thousand dollars? That's it? A small price to pay to never see your sorry ass again. Give me five minutes to call my dad and he'll wire it to you directly."
Faria's devilish grin felt like it would split her face.
"I didn't ask your father to pay me two thousand dollars. I asked you. Do you have two thousand dollars I'm asking for?"
A look of bewilderment crossed Blair's face, wiping away the confident sneer that had been there a moment before. "Do I? I mean... what? I don't really... I normally just..." she floundered helplessly.
Faria couldn't contain a silvery peal of laughter. "Oh Blair dear, you have a lot to learn about money. Luckily your Auntie Faria is here to teach you alllll about it. Let's start with lesson one."
She dropped her light tone and smirked across the desk at her confused target.
*Take off your pants*
...
Blair Beaumont stared daggers at Faria over her desk. Above the waist, she wore professional business attire, while below the waist only a tiny black thong covered her soft, round nakedness. Faria was pleased to see her suspicions confirmed.
"Good girl." Said Faria pleasantly, neatly folding Blair's pants and setting them aside, "That wasn't so hard, was it? Now we both have a good sense of who wears the pants in this conversation." Faria couldn't help but chuckle a little at her own terrible pun.
"Fuck you!" snarled the fiery little brat sitting pantsless in her cheap office chair, "You're not going to get away with this, you know that right? I've got the best lawyers in the state, and you're committing a shitload of crimes right now."
Faria shrugged. She had heard it all before. "Oh, but I've gotten away with exactly this sort of thing before, honey. Dozens of times. The secret is that, as upset as you are right now, you won't remember it at all tomorrow. Now, enough chit-chat. We have some important business, you and I."
Even in her compromised position, Blair's sultry features twisted into a mocking sneer. "I don't have any business with you, you freaky fucking bitch. Get the fuck out of my office before you make me really pissed."
Faria had to admire the stunning arrogance that it took for Blair to stay on her high horse even when forced to strip in her own office. But this little brat was taking things too far. There were limits to Faria's patience, and Faria had no desire to spend an entire afternoon being talked to this way.
Faria rose from her chair and slowly moved around the desk, Blair glaring up at her with defiant eyes. She circled the chair where her bottomless captive sat and paused behind her, reaching down to cup the young woman's face in her hand. "My, my Ms. Beaumont, you do have a filthy, filthy mouth." Faria stretched her thumb to Blair's lips and pressed in gently, relishing the outraged look in the little brat's eyes.
*Suck it. Gently.*
Faria watched with amusement as Blair's lips slid slightly apart, reluctantly admitting Faria's well-manicured digit. Blair's eyes remained filled with hate as her mouth gently suckled like a baby, submissive and obedient to Faria's command. Faria pressed her thumb down onto Blair's tongue, just enough to assert her dominance and make Blair understand that, right now, Faria controlled... no, she owned Blair's bratty little mouth. Blair's eyes flashed with anger, but her body understood Faria's command. Her sharp little tongue swirled and wriggled around the invasive thumb like it was a miniature cock, eager to please.
"Like it or not, you and I DO have business, Ms. Beaumont. But there is no reason why I can't mix business and pleasure. We're going to play a little game. Every time you show me how dirty your mouth is, I'm going to make you do something else dirty. Understand? And if you test my patience too many times..."
Faria withdrew her thumb from Blair's mouth with a pop and held it in front of the young woman's lovely face. "...I'm going to shove this thumb deep between your big fat cheeks and fuck your ass with it until you beg me to stop."
Finally, Blair's eyes held a shade of fear along with their anger. Perfect.
"Now that we understand each other, I have a few questions, honey." Said Faria smoothly, returning to her side of the desk. "It's a little surprising to me that someone with multiple failed businesses is living the life of luxury that you do. Nice car, cute apartment, chic clothes. I've done my research. How can you afford it?"
Blair's eyes remained locked on Faria's thumb, her mouth pulled down into a frown. She visibly kept a tight leash on her emotions as Faria's control compelled her to answer. "My father loves me. Maybe you don't know what that's like, but he isn't going to let me live in squalor just because of a few setbacks."
"Oooorrrrr, to put it another way," said Faria with a mocking smile, "Daddy pays for everything, and you've never had to worry about money."
Blair's face colored and she bit her lip, saved from being forced to answer by the fact that Faria hadn't phrased her barb as a question.
"So that explains how you can afford to be such a condescending bitch to poor Mr. Novak. Best case, he backs down and you owe nothing, worst case, Daddy foots the bill. I've got to say, Blair, your life defines privilege."
This time, Blair rose to the taunt, snapping, "There's that word. I was wondering when it would come up. People like Owen and you love to screech 'privilege, privilege, oh my God, what a spoiled princess' whenever anything goes right for me or my family." She leaned back and crossed her legs, one thick naked thigh squishing against the other. It was a casual gesture that probably demonstrated Blair's condescending nonchalance well in normal circumstances, but in her current state, it only emphasized her humiliating near-nudity more. Faria stifled a laugh as Blair continued, " My dad worked his hands to the bone to get to where he is today, and I work hard every day of my life. Lazy morons like you two should maybe just think about your own failure rather than obsessing over our success. When I hear 'privilege', I can only think of another word 'jealousy'. "
Faria snorted and shook her head. Blair was in dire need of a reality check, and the fact that no one had given her one yet spoke volumes about her sheltered life. Well, the reality check that Faria and Owen had planned for Blair was so humiliating and ego-shattering that the bratty little monster in front of Faria right now wouldn't even be recognizable when they were done.
"Sorry, honey. I'm fairly certain that I'm more wealthy than your father. Why would I be jealous of the wealth of a little girl who has never made a cent of her own money?"
Blair's shining hazel eyes blazed with outrage, and her careful control shattered. "You know what? Fuck you, you self-righteous bitch! Keep this bullshit out of my damn face!"
Faria flashed a wide predatory grin. "Oh Ms. Beaumont... you were doing so well. But now... I think you've given up your panty privileges. I did warn you, you know."
Blair's smug, confident features froze in disbelief at what Faria had said. The bratty little bitch still didn't quite realize the position that Faria had her in.
*Stand up*
On shaking legs, fighting ineffectually against the command every inch of the way, Blair Beaumont rose to her feet, her wide squishy hips coming into view above the desk. A tiny black thong hugged the triangle between her thick thighs tightly.
*Take off your panties.*
Blair's face twisted with frustration and wasted effort in her attempt to stop her traitorous hands. But despite her struggle, Blair hooked her thumbs under the tiny black strings on either hip.
*Wait.*
Blair froze, unmistakable relief flooding her expression.
*Turn around. Bend at the waist as you remove them.* said Faria, relishing the quick look of outraged shock on Blair's face before the young woman was compelled to turn on her heel and present her enormous backside to Faria's view.
Blair's thumbs pulled down, the thin strings of her thong biting into the wide, soft swell of her butt as she bent forward, stiff-kneed, to remove it. Finally, the black scrap of cloth escaped the warm squishy prison that held it and dangled loose around her knees, revealing a smooth little pussy and the tiniest glimpse of a tight, rosy asshole between her big luscious cheeks.
Then, Blair was straightening, her task completed. Faria rose again, moving around the trembling woman to stand in front of her. Faria stared down hard from her commanding height into Blair's eyes. The defiance was still there, but shaken. The bratty woman couldn't help but let her eyes flick down once again to Faria's thumb. Faria's face was painted with a nasty grin. There was nothing better than cracking a brat's resistance. Making them submit, despite their pathetic attempts at defiance. She held out her hand, palm up, causing Blair to flinch. Faria didn't say a word, didn't compel Blair hypnotically, but her desire was obvious. Blair reached out a shaking hand and dropped her tiny thong into Faria's demanding palm. Faria didn't need her voice to tame women like Blair.
Faria did a slow circle, taking her time to admire Blair's now fully revealed lower half. The brat's tiny thong hadn't hidden much, but the psychological difference between nearly naked and completely exposed was massive, for both subject and viewer. The cruel hypnotist traced a fingernail along the soft globe of one butt cheek, sending a gentle shudder through Blair. "What's your secret, dear?" She asked curiously, "Squats? Surgery?"
"Are you kidding?" Asked Blair shakily, "As if I wanted this thing to grow! I need to diet and exercise constantly just to shrink it. Every calorie I eat seems to go straight to my f-... I mean, my flipping butt.
Faria's mouth fell open slightly as she rested a hot palm on the swell of Blair's huge ass. "You mean it gets bigger?" She asked in stunned disbelief.
"Yes," said Blair miserably. Faria couldn't help smiling as she imagined it. Well, time to get to work.
"I'm going to put you into programming mode now, honey." Said Faria in a soft, gentle voice. For the moment, Blair's expressive eyebrows were drawn together in concern, her curvy lips trembling. Awww, the poor baby. Under her spiky outer shell, Blair was just a scared little girl after all. "Think of it like... a thought remodel. I'm going to change the way you think about a couple of things. After a few rounds of programming, we will have a brand new you."
Blair looked like she was about to say something, but now wasn't the time for discussion.
*Close your eyes and breathe deeply. Relax, deeper and deeper. Calmer and calmer. Head empty and receptive. Good girl.* Blair's lovely face smoothed out completely, sinking into a trance. Faria moved back to her chair, the view of Blair was even better from this side. After a moment of thought, she decided to make things a little more entertaining for herself.
*Sway your hips as I talk*
Blair obeyed immediately, her wide hips moving lazily in broad, fluid movements, sending her fantastic ass swaying in a fascinating, jiggling rhythm with each change in direction. Faria leaned back in her chair and feasted her eyes. You had to find pleasure in your work wherever you could.
*The next words that I say will be your new thoughts. They will replace your old way of thinking completely, like they were always yours*
*I must pay Owen Novak back in full. If I don't, something terrible will happen.* There was no need to specify. Blair's imagination would do the rest of the work.
"-something terrible will happen," Blair repeated in a soft undertone, just a moment after Faria spoke, a sign that the pattern of thought was being accepted and absorbed.
*I can't ask my Daddy for money anymore. I am a grown woman, and it is too embarrassing to depend on him for money.*
"-for money." This was key. Let's see how long it takes little miss self-made woman to squirm once she is forced to cut herself off.
*I would do anything to make money: making money is my most important goal in life.*
"-important goal in life." This one was probably close to what Blair already believed, but was a key building block for later programming.
Faria was about to end the round of programming when a wicked thought occurred to her. She stared at Blair's softly swaying, jiggly rear and remembered what the girl had said about her ass growing whenever she ate. Blair Beaumont was keeping her big juicy butt from reaching its full potential, and Faria felt like she owed it to the world to fix that. It would also serve her right for being such a little brat.
*I just can't stop myself from pigging out a little*
"-pigging out a little."
*I hate exercise. It's difficult and boring.*
"-difficult and boring."
Faria couldn't wait to see Blair's ass grow even fuller and juicier than it already was.
That should be enough to get her started. It was time to craft the next level. She needed to probe Blair a bit deeper before she could proceed. She snapped her fingers to call Blair out of her trance.
"I have some more questions, Ms. Beaumont. Stop shaking your ass and have a seat."
...
Blair Beaumont sat in her car outside the offices of Novak Events, chewing a thumbnail irritably. Every instinct screamed at her that Owen Novak was a poor little nobody that she could safely ignore. And yet...
Every night this week she had tossed and turned in bed, her mind conjuring up worst-case scenarios. A hot-shot lawyer taking Owen's case and suing for costs and damages. Owen going to the press and dragging her family name through the mud. Owen calling the police on her for theft. For some reason, every nightmare had been absurdly tinged with erotic tension, with Owen defeating her... making her submit. They were all ridiculous scenarios. She had checked and double-checked with her family legal team: Owen Novak was simply not someone to worry about. But her mind kept gnawing on the issue, conjuring images of Owen's plain, working-class face sneering at her as he found a way to ruin her life. It infuriated her that she woke up with soaked panties every time.
She was out of other options. Against the advice of her lawyers, she would have to meet Owen face to face, if only to quiet her paranoid mind. It certainly had nothing to do with Owen's maddening, sexually thrilling dominance in her erotic nightmares. It was strictly business.
But she wasn't sure what good a meeting would do: she didn't have the money to pay Owen right now. She had a rent payment coming up in a few days, but when she picked up the phone to call her dad and ask him to handle it, for some reason she couldn't bring herself to go through with the call. It didn't make any sense... her new business wasn't off the ground yet, and she simply had no way of paying for rent from her own budget. But for some reason, the thought of asking her father for money caused a powerful whole-body cringe. The anxiety about her upcoming rent was starting to wear on her. Hopefully, she could come to some sort of agreement with this catering asshole and reduce some of her stress.
Blair finally steeled herself and got out of the car, marching with determined steps into the small office of Novak Events. She had half hoped that Owen wouldn't be available, but he was right there as she entered the building, chatting to the receptionist and wearing a checked shirt, rugged jeans, and a white apron. He looked over as the door swung open, noticing Blair immediately. An open smile crossed his face.
"Blair Beaumont. Well well well, I'm pleased to see you. Come to talk business?" Owen's honest, sky-blue eyes held nothing but faint amusement.
Blair narrowed her eyes. Something was off. Owen did look pleased to see her, but not surprised. Two weeks ago, she wouldn't have been caught dead walking into this office. Where had his confidence come from? She should turn around right now and walk out the door... And toss and turn, sweating with anxiety for another week of sleepless nights, feeling Owen gloating superiority torment her in her dreams. No. It had to end today. She forced a pleasant expression onto her face. "Good to see you too, Owen! Yes, I thought we could discuss our little disagreement like adults rather than this sniping back and forth."
Owen just smiled, and wordlessly gestured her back to his office. Owen kept the space as neat as a pin, although the numerous post-it notes and memos on his desk revealed how swamped his small business really was.
"So, let's talk money." Said Owen brusquely, leaning back against his desk and motioning for her to have a seat. Blair obeyed, sitting down on the guest chair. In this position, Owen loomed above her with his tall, imposing frame. Whether intentionally or not, his looming presence looking down on her was a little intimidating. Blair usually hated it when men tried to use their physical strength to impress her. This time, it sent a curious thrill up her spine, for reasons she couldn't quite explain.
"You owe me... well, I've given you an itemized list before," continued Owen, "Let's just say "a lot" for the purposes of this conversation. I hope you're here to tell me that you're paying me back."
Blair squirmed a little in her seat. "Ummm, well... not exactly. I'm not actually able to pay you back right this second. I just stopped by to tell you that I do intend to pay you back, but it might take me a while."
Owen looked unimpressed. "Uh-huh. And how much will you be paying today?"
Blair was annoyed to feel a blush creeping into her cheeks. Why was she embarrassed? She was doing this loser a favor by even agreeing to pay him eventually when she could get away with not paying. "Nothing today." She said curtly.
"So let me get this straight," said Owen, leaning forward enough to make Blair shy backward, "Your Highness has deigned to come into my business today to tell me that she still isn't going to be paying me anything, but might consider paying me later. I'm so grateful. May I kiss your shoes, my lady?"
Blair had come into the office a little anxious about Owen's reaction, but it wasn't in her nature to take this kind of abuse lying down. She screwed up her courage and leaned forward as well, until she was almost nose to nose with the handsome, square-jawed working man across from her. "Listen here asshole," she said, her mouth twisting into a condescending smile, "You are fucking lucky that I'm giving you even so much as a promise. My lawyers could chew up your puny ass and spit you out owing ME money. So yeah, I think a little fucking gratitude is in order. But don't kiss my shoes, they cost more than your whole outfit and I don't want them getting dirty."
Owen's icy blue eyes stared into hers for an intense moment, then he started chuckling. He leaned back, breaking the intense stare off. Blair let out a breath, not even realizing she had been holding it. She was glad that she had been able to go toe-to-toe with Owen, but it was harder than it should have been. She dealt with assholes like him all the time, why was he getting to her?



Why did Owen's intense stare make her feel butterflies in her stomach?
"As tempting as your promise sounds, I'm not sure I can call that good." Said Owen, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. "Unless you have some sort of payment for me today, I might just have to go with my other plan to get my money back."
Despite herself, Blair felt a thrill of fear shoot through her at his vague threat. She eyed the rough-looking man warily. He had to be bluffing. Could she take that risk?
"I have no money to pay you today," said Blair, trying to keep her voice even and calm, "But please believe me. When I have the ability, I'll make it my first priority to pay you back."
Owen shook his head. "Not good enough." Then he paused, his eyes staring into the middle distance, thinking. A smile played on his lips. "Wait... I have an idea. Have any plans this evening, princess?"
"Don't call me princess, asshole." snapped Blair automatically. She hated condescending nicknames like that. Cautiously, she added, "No. No plans tonight. Why?"
"We have an important party tonight and one of my wait staff called in sick. We're shorthanded. We could use an extra."
Blair stared at him for a moment, confused. She frowned. What the fuck? This idiot wanted her to wait tables like some kind of common serving girl? Did he even know who she was? She sneered in contempt. "Hell. No. I wouldn't be caught dead. I host fancy parties, dumbass. I don't wait tables at them."
"Suit yourself." Said Owen lightly, rubbing his hands together, "If you worked tonight, you could earn a little money and at least make a good-faith payment. If you could pay even a little, we might be able to work out some sort of gradual repayment plan."
Blair stopped right in the middle of composing another angry outburst. The wheels in her head spun wildly. She had a deep, inexplicable need to resolve things with this frustrating man so that it would no longer be hanging over her head.
One night. Could she humble herself for one night and work as a server in order to fix this problem? It stung. The humiliation of becoming a common laborer, even temporarily, was a bitter pill for a woman as proud as Blair to swallow. The idea of putting herself beneath a fucking prick like Owen was almost intolerable. He would be able to order her around, force her to do whatever he wanted. Blair felt the issue getting confused and muddled in her mind. She had to focus on what was important: she really really needed some money.
"Last chance, princess." Said Owen with a smirk, watching Blair processing, "Are you in or out?"
Blair forgot to tell him off for calling her that damn name again. She bit her lip. She couldn't shake the feeling that she had to pay this infuriating man back somehow.
"I'm in."
...
"I told you that they're not going to fucking work, Owen!" came Blair's frustrated voice from the back of the trailer, "I don't care if it's the fucking uniform; you're just going to have to let me wear my own pants."
Owen tried to wipe the grin off his face before Blair saw him. He had to hand it to Faria: he never thought he would be able to convince a spoiled brat like Blair Beaumont to work a catering shift. According to the detailed plans he had received from Faria, it was essential that her shift had the maximum psychological impact. The type of party they were working tonight would help with that.
Blair's new uniform was an essential part of what Owen had planned for his newest employee.
Although Owen told his new server that he coincidentally only had one extra uniform left, the clothes had actually been carefully prepared beforehand. He was confident that Blair could squeeze her fat ass into the dark jeans with a little effort. She wouldn't like how she looked in them of course, but the men at the party would love it.
"It can't be that bad," lied Owen confidently, opening the door of the trailer quickly so that Blair had no chance to hide.
Blair was standing in the nearly empty trailer, her street clothes discarded at her feet. The black work blouse was a little tight, especially around the chest, but it more or less fit. The dark jeans were another story. "Fuck!" Screeched Blair, looking up with wide, angry eyes, "Don't fucking come in here, I'm not... Jesus! Fine! Look!" She indicated her waist with two frustrated hands. The jeans sat unbuttoned, revealing a glimpse of skin and a strip of pale pink underwear. "Seeing is believing, dumbass. How many times do I have to say it? They. Don't. Fucking. Fit."
Owen approached Blair, a strange, intense look in his eyes.
"What?" Said Blair, her eyes darting over his face to read his intentions, "What are you doing? Don't come near me."
Owen ignored her protests, drawing in close and reaching down without hesitation to grip both sides of the jeans. "Breathe deep," he said gruffly. Blair only had time to gasp in a surprised breath before he pulled the two sides together with his strong hands, secured the straining button, and released.
Blair slapped him.
She stuck a finger in his face, her expression red and furious. "Never, never touch me, asshole. The fact I'm helping you out tonight seems to have made you forget some things, so let me jog your memory. People like you don't get to touch people like me. I swear to Christ, if those filthy hands ever EVER touch me again I will make you fucking regret it, Owen Novak. Mark my words."
Blair walked past him in a huff, and Owen watched her go, eyes crawling over the indecent display he had engineered. The too-small dark jeans were practically painted onto Blair's massive ass, wedged deep between her cheeks and squishing her hips tightly. They were too low-slung as well, and poor Blair probably didn't realize that the small blouse shifted and revealed the top of her crack as she walked. Owen wasn't about to tell her. Luckily, Blair hadn't noticed the most important little surprise: the tiny, almost unnoticeable slit Owen had made in the normally-tough fabric of the waistband. If the waistband were to fail under stress at the wrong moment, things could get really embarrassing for Blair, really quickly. Maybe he ought to have a word with the host of the party, tell him that if he played his cards right, he might get dinner AND a show...
Blair strode angrily out of the trailer and towards the staging tent that Owen had shown her earlier. Stupid fucking Owen. What made that dumbass confident enough to touch his betters with his strong, rough manly fingers? Reaching down to dominantly grasp her pants, dragging his knuckles along the soft skin of her hips, just inches away from her.... Blair clamped down hard on the train of thought running through her brain. She didn't have time for random daydreams tonight: not while she had to learn the ropes of this poor person job.
She took small steps, testing the fit of the ridiculous jeans. They felt like they could burst open at any second. She would have to be careful. As she approached the tent with all of the food and beverages, she heard two voices complaining.
"Ugh, I hate these kinds of parties."
"I know! The fucking guys get so handsy! Owen should just stop taking events like this."
"I wish! I said the same thing, but he told me we have to take every job we can get to make up for when that fucking bitch..."
Blair walked through the flaps into the tent, Two workers paused in their conversation and gave the fresh meat a slow head-to-toe once over. Cruel smiles lit up their faces. "Never mind," murmured a slim blonde with a giggle to the bored-looking tattooed man next to her, "I think I'm good: I get the feeling that the boys will be distracted tonight." Blair couldn't help but notice that their jeans and shirts fit perfectly.
"Owen told me to come here and they would tell me what to do..." She said hesitantly, put off by the mocking smiles of her temporary coworkers.
"Oh, absolutely, sweetheart!" rasped the rough man cheerfully, the cruel sparkle never leaving his eyes, "We can help you there. Owen said you're going to be a beer girl tonight. It's so simple, even you can't mess it up!"
Blair frowned. What the fuck was that supposed to mean? She was distracted by the blonde woman smoothly taking over to continue the explanation. "All you have to do is take a tray of beer out and move around the room, handing them out to people who want them. When you run out, come back and get more. Easy, right?"
Blair turned to the woman, who was giving her a wide condescending smile. "What happens if nobody wants beer anymore?" The two workers turned to each other and burst into laughter. The tattooed man grabbed a tray of beer-filled plastic cups, thrusting them into Blair's hands. "That won't be a problem tonight, babe. Trust me. Straight out of the tent and to your right."
A feeling of dread suddenly rippled through Blair. "Wait... what kind of party is this?" She asked, eyes flicking between the two grinning caterers.
"College graduation. Frat boys." Said the blonde with a nasty smile. Blair rolled her eyes. She was sure that frat boys could be unpleasant, but these wage slaves had never dealt with the rich assholes like she had to while wooing investors. They were underestimating her.
She turned away from the strange pair, ready to get started working. "Don't make a big deal when it happens, it just makes them hornier," said the blonde with a giggle. Then, before Blair could react, the waitress slapped her sharply on the ass yelling, "Go get 'em, Tiger!" Blair swiveled to give the bitch a piece of her mind, but in turning, she almost spilled the tray of beer, and by the time she recovered, the two workers had moved deeper into the tent and were talking to some of the prep chefs. Blair drew her mouth into a grim line and huffed. She would have to give them a piece of her mind later. On her way out of the tent, she couldn't help but snag a cupcake from a serving tray. For some reason, she had been extra hungry lately, and the cupcakes looked delicious.
Blair could already hear the pounding music of the party from the tent, and it only got louder as she approached. She moved around the large suburban house where the party was being held, and then there she was. Two dozen tables sat scattered around the big backyard, along with a dance floor, a DJ, and rigged-up lights and sound systems. A few of the tables held older men and women, but the bulk of seats were filled with college-aged boys. Rich douchey-looking boys. Blair knew their kind from her college years. She was well aware that many people considered her entitled, but at least her money didn't make her a slimy creep like most men of this type.
Since she had never worked a service position in her life, Blair was poorly prepared for how this type of man would treat a lower class woman dressed up like a slut.
The problems began as she began making her way around the tables passing out beer. Boys turned to each other with knowing looks, elbowing each other and pointing out the bottom heavy slut in the tight jeans. A wordless agreement spread around the party. Tonight, this bitch was the main entertainment.
It didn't take long for the first hand to slide quickly across the curve of her ass, there and gone so quickly Blair almost thought she imagined it.
She whipped around to see that the boys at the table behind her could barely hold in their laughter. Blair narrowed her eyes, ready to raise her voice and really wipe the smirks off their faces. But the tables were crowded close together, and turning to yell at the first table left her tempting ass vulnerable to the boys behind her. She felt a sharp pinch on her butt and the boys in front of her that she had been about to lecture burst into cruel laughter at her expense.
She turned around again, eyes blazing with fury, but this time, as she turned, she felt a cold slosh of foamy beer slip down her ass crack. Some little creep had poured some beer down her pants, causing both tables to roar with laughter this time. Blair saw red as she felt the beer pool between her legs, wetting her crotch.
Blair had had enough. She threw her tray, half filled with beer cups to the ground. She was shaking with anger. The frat boys ooohed sarcastically as she backed away a step to face both tables and really let them have it. She took a moment to compose the epic, profanity-laden rant she was about to destroy these douchebags with. Just as she wound up to yell, the slimy-looking boy at the front of the table rolled his eyes and pulled a crisp fifty-dollar bill from his pocket. "Here sweetheart," he drawled, flashing her a look of amused contempt, "for excellent service."
What an insult! Did this little creep think he could just buy her off with a measly fifty bucks? She spent that much money on a bottle of water last week. She was about to tell him something along those lines, but for some reason, she couldn't take her eyes off the fifty-dollar bill. It was just so crisp, so green. Bent slightly by the way he held it in between his fingers. The huge amount of debt she owed to Owen leaped into her mind, followed by the rent payment she had been stressing about.
She didn't know these boys. She would never see them again after tonight. Was it really an issue what they thought of her? Their slimy little hands on her butt were unpleasant, but they wouldn't kill her. She licked her lips. Suddenly fifty dollars didn't seem like such an insulting amount of money. Part of her mind screamed in protest as she moved forward, her hand reaching out to take the bill. She couldn't help herself. The siren song of the money was just too strong. Making money was the most important thing in the world...
Just as her fingers almost reached the bill, the little asshole jerked it just out of her grasp. "Ah ah ah! Come a little closer, sweetcheeks."
Blair's eyes were focused on the bill. Her brain felt like it was filled up with fog. She didn't even register the insulting tone or condescending words of the frat boy; her mind could only focus on the money. She took a step closer, doing as she was told. The frat boy looked at his friends with a wink, then with deliberate slowness, reached his arm around Blair and slid the fifty slowly into her tight back pocket, using the opportunity to cup and squeeze as much of the surface of Blair's round, soft ass as he could.
Blair knew dimly that she should be yelling right now, should be making this foolish young man regret his arrogant mistake. But the money seemed to glow warmly in her back pocket, and she heard the soft words "Thank you, sir." come from her parted lips. The frat boys at the tables in front of her looked at each other with delighted grins. They knew exactly the type of girl Blair was now. She had just declared it herself, in huge flashing letters. Tonight, their beer girl server was a pay-to-play slut.
It didn't take long for the word to spread around the party: the server with the big juicy ass would submit to any and all groping, as long as you tipped her afterward. Hand after hand slid into her back pocket, teasing and groping on their way in and out. So many that she was forced to empty her pockets on one of her trips back to the staging tent (she took the opportunity to wolf down a plate of the Alfredo pasta they were serving that night. Serving was hungry work: she was starving!).
Pinches, slaps, full-palmed groping. Blair's big bouncy ass, tightly encased in the revealing jeans, endured them all, again and again.
Blair was being treated as a piece of meat; a sexual plaything for younger men who saw her as beneath them. She knew that she should be furious. She certainly felt humiliated. If you had asked her a week ago, she would have insisted that in this situation she would slap as many men as she had to, storm out, and sue everyone at the party for sexual harassment. But she did none of those things. She went back to the staging tent again and again for more trays of beer. Her face grew redder and redder with embarrassment as the rowdy boys grew drunker and bolder, and, inexplicably, infuriatingly, her panties got wetter and wetter, and not just with spilled beer.
One young Einstein discovered that, by rolling a bill into a tube, he could insert it into Blair's tight crack, just peeking above her jeans, nestling it between her cheeks. When the other boys saw that Blair's only reaction to this bold new tipping style was a yelp of surprise and a humiliated "thank you, sir", they were all eager to tip her again. After that, she struggled to pull moist tubes of money out of her pants fast enough to keep up with the rabid crowd. She could feel that some had gotten lost deep inside her sweaty cleft...
The other employees had moved from giggling at her slutty antics behind their hands to openly laughing at her with the cooks whenever she made her way back to the tent to grab more beer (and grab just a couple breadsticks... Why was she so hungry?) She was the laughingstock of the entire party, but she couldn't stop. The thought of the crumpled pile of bills she was stacking up in the staging tent, along with the strangely erotic effect of the humiliation, was driving her forward, forcing pathetic little 'thank you, sirs'' from her lips, creating a sticky, slimy mess between her legs. Her nipples were on fire, as hard as rocks, and her breath was coming in hot, ragged gasps.
Finally, the night began to wrap up. Nikki, the slim bitchy blonde who had been tormenting Blair all night, handed her one last tray of beers and let her know that this was the last call. She added yet another cupcake to the tray as well (oddly nice of her) winking and saying "You earned it babe! With all the cake you've been serving up to the boys tonight, you deserve a little something sweet for yourself." What a weird thing to say. She had probably just forgotten that Blair had just been serving beer tonight. Blair didn't much like Nikki, but she ate the cupcake. It looked irresistible.
Just one more trip around the tables and this strange, twisted, erotic nightmare of an evening would be over and she would never have to think about this sexually confusing experience again. She numbly submitted to one last round of pinches, and spanks, and even one extremely drunk guest running his tongue up the curve of her cheek over her jeans. All the while more and more cash was being shoved into her skin-tight jeans. The young men grew even bolder, pushing their fingers into her waistband to leave the dirty money inside. She shivered at the feeling of their rough fingers as they snuck a feel of the bare skin of her ass, reminding her of Owen's fingers earlier. How would his fingers feel on her ass? She forced the idea out of her mind.
She was relieved that the party was almost over.
Finally, the last beer was claimed. Blair let out a shaky breath. Her arms were sore from the long night of work and her face was burning with humiliation. Her too-tight jeans bulged in places from the crumpled cash the horny boys had thrust inside. All that she wanted was to grab her hard-earned cash, go straight home, pull out her favorite vibrator, and fuck herself silly until she had burned up all of the filthy, wrong sexual tension that was roaring through her.
Then she saw him. The young host of the party. So far he had been content to watch her humiliation from his seat, laughing at her with his friends. Now he was beckoning for her from the head table.
The smart thing to do would be to pretend she hadn't seen him and walk away. But she saw the green bills in his hand, and her brain filled up with that hazy, horny fog again. She couldn't think straight. Maybe if she played along, she could earn more money... She felt herself being pulled like a magnet towards the head table.
"I heard that you've been giving excellent customer service all night." Said the cocky young man with a grin, his eyes sticking to every inch of her body, "I think that deserves a big tip." In his hand he held a loose collection of bills, probably collected from the whole head table. Blair eyed them greedily. It was hard to estimate how much was there, but it was surely over a hundred.



He held the stack out to her, but as she reached out her hand, he dropped them to the ground, obviously on purpose. "Oops." he said innocently with a wide grin, "looks like you'll have to pick them up."
Blair felt anger flare up inside her at this arrogant fucking prick. Her backside faced the rest of the crowd, which had caught onto the game and was watching with anticipation. One last humiliation was being forced on the party's slutty entertainment for the crowd's amusement. She was supposed to give them one last good look at her rear as she bent low to scoop up her payment. Blair was better than that. Her lip curled up in a sneer. She wouldn't play along with this boy's sick game.
The stack of money on the ground ruffled slightly in the breeze. One twenty fluttered a few inches away. It really was a nice, fat stack of cash. It would be the perfect cherry on top of the hard-earned tips she had made tonight. Blair bit her lip, trying her best to resist. But... the crowd had been checking out her ass all night... did it matter if they got a little better look at it? She couldn't tear her eyes off the money. A few more bills fluttered off the stack. If she didn't grab it quickly, the wind might carry the bills away. Money was for those who were willing to sacrifice. If she wanted to make money, she should at least be willing to do something as minor as showing her butt to people who had been staring at it all night.
Before she could change her mind, Blair slowly began bending down to retrieve the money. It wasn't easy. The tight jeans gave her very limited range of motion. The crowd behind her murmured and laughed in excited appreciation as her ass somehow pushed up even tighter against the dark denim, looking rounder and juicier than ever before. Her hand closed around the stack of cash just as the twenty fluttered another few inches away. Just a little further... she stretched her hand out, her waist bending just half an inch more.
That was all it took. All of the poking and prodding and crammed in fingers and cash, combined with an ass that they were never designed to hold, finally proved too much for Blair's jeans. It was her worst erotic nightmare come to life. The overstuffed jeans practically exploded, splitting completely along the back seam. The sabotaged waistband worked exactly as Owen had intended, failing completely and allowing the tatters of the jeans to fall loose around Blair's thighs. Sweaty, crumpled bills rained to the ground as Blair's big rosy ass was exposed completely to the whooping, cheering crowd of rowdy drunks, the tiny string of her pale pink thong doing nothing to preserve her modesty.
Blair gasped in horror, her face, already pink from the night's embarrassments, turned bright scarlet with shame. Dark, hot humiliation bloomed in her belly, inflaming the strange lust already built up there. Her little hands flew down in a ludicrously inadequate attempt to cover her naked ass, succeeding only in creating a more alluring display for her mocking audience as her desperate fingers pushed her cheeks together and sunk into their luscious softness. She was surrounded by laughter and leering eyes, and, she couldn't help but notice, hardening cocks making bulges in pants.
There was nothing else to do: she ran. In a ridiculous waddle, trying and failing to hold the scraps of the ruined jeans up around her waist, Blair retreated, followed by the roar of the crowd. She finally stopped and slumped in the cool, wet grass on the far side of the catering trailer, catching her breath and letting out a choked sob.
She had been disrespected to her very core tonight. Sexually objectified. Humiliated for the sport of young men whom she considered her social and intellectual inferiors. She had put her body and dignity on sale for money she would have scoffed at a week ago. She gingerly touched herself between her legs, feeling that she had soaked completely through her thong and was dripping down her thick thighs. For some fucking reason it was the most erotic night of her entire God damned life. She was as horny as she had ever been. She couldn't wait any longer. The raw erotic energy of the humiliating night had stripped away her sense of shame. She pulled her dripping thong to the side, exposing her throbbing pussy to her fingers.
"Wow," said a gruff figure leaning against the corner of the trailer, "When I hired you for the night, I didn't know I was getting such an... enthusiastic entertainer."
Blair jumped in shock, quickly scrambling to roll her panties back over her exposed sex. She searched Owen's face for any sign that he had seen what she was doing, but his expression was the same poker face as ever.
"But I can't argue with results," continued Owen nonchalantly, the corner of his mouth tugging up into a smile, "The boys loved it. That little strip show at the end was a nice touch. The other guests are already clamoring to hire me for their next party."
Blair's confusion and arousal were swept away in a wave of white-hot anger. "It wasn't a fucking strip show, you stupid motherfucker!" She hissed through clenched teeth. "I told you these piece of shit jeans DIDN'T! FUCKING! FIT!" She slammed her hand against the trailer for emphasis with each word. Owen watched her with cool, amused eyes. "Those animals out there took one look at these tiny fucking jeans and declared open season! This was one hundred percent your fault! I had the worst night of my fucking life tonight!" It was the truth, but the slimy, traitorous heat between her legs insisted that it wasn't the WHOLE truth. Whatever. She didn't need to think about that right now.
Owen chuckled, a condescending reaction that only made Blair more furious. "Well, princess, you're a natural at the job. You have a place on my staff whenever you want it."
Blair snorted in scorn. "Watch it, fucker, I told you not to call me that. And you fucking wish! I've had enough of this minimum wage job for one life. I'd rather die than do this fucking poor person job ever again."
"Now, now. Don't be rash. Take a look." Owen pulled the crumpled, sweaty wad of cash she had left in the staging tent from his pocket. " I'll just take a little cut here..." he said, lifting off a portion of the stack and offering the rest to Blair, whose eyes had widened at the sight of the money. "Even after my cut, you still have almost a thousand bucks here. That's incredible! It's probably more than the other girls made in tips combined tonight!"
Blair reached out and grabbed the stack of bills: her hard-won prize, earned by her sweat and humiliation. A thousand bucks. It was enough to make up for the shortfall in her rent. All those men had been willing to pay good money for access to her body. The idea was disgusting and shameful, but at the same time oddly thrilling. She hadn't known that her sexual dignity could be such a valuable commodity... Blair once again had the powerful urge to hurry home and find her vibrator.
Owen Novak stared down at Blair with a smile on her face. The little brat's eyes were focused intently on the little pile of money, still moist from her ass sweat. She was already completely obsessed. "Are you sure you won't consider becoming one of my servers?" He asked, trying to keep the amusement from his voice.
Blair's eyes never left her money.
"I... I'll think about it..." She said in a weak voice.
...
(Weeks ago, in Blair's office...)
"Why is money so important to you?" asked Faria, as Blair flopped down into her chair once again.
Blair raised an eyebrow, looking at Faria like she was the dumbest person she had ever met. The entitled woman across from Faria had bounced back rapidly from her momentary fear over Faria's threats. Despite the fact that she was more naked than ever before, shifting her naked ass uncomfortably on the cheap office chair, Blair had regained some of her self-confidence.
"I guess I don't understand the question, Ma'am," said Blair, laying thick sarcasm on the title. "Everybody needs money. It makes the world go around." She gave Faria a wide, fake smile.
"You're in a good mood, considering your circumstances," observed Faria dryly.
"You seem to think that I'm going to fly off the handle again so that you can give me some sort of sick punishment," said Blair with forced civility. "It's not going to happen. I'm an adult. I can be calm and professional when I want to be."
Blair was underestimating Faria's ability to manipulate emotions.
"Hmm. We'll see. But you take the love of money to a whole new level, dear," said Faria, casually leaning forward in her chair and resting her elbows on Blair's desk, her eyes flicking downwards once again to examine Blair's nakedness with a lingering gaze. Blair couldn't help but notice and be disturbed by the lewd examination. Faria smiled. Her captive was already growing flustered again. With some people, it was too easy.
"You seem to base your entire opinion of people on their wealth," continued Faria, her hard eyes boring into Blair. "Explain. Why does it matter how much money someone has?"
Blair rolled her eyes. "It's not about the pieces of paper or the numbers in an account somewhere. It's about what those numbers get you. Money buys respect. It buys power. It's proof that you worked harder and smarter than everybody with less. Why would I respect someone who hasn't earned it? Why would I be nice to someone with no power?"
Faria laughed long and hard. Blair's eyebrows drew together. She was trying hard to remain calm, but Faria's display of amusement was calculated to offend her, and she simply didn't have thick enough skin to ignore it. "What's so funny?" Blair finally asked in a tightly controlled voice.
"Sorry honey, I know I'm being rude," said Faria, wiping a tear away from her eye, "But you have to realize how stupid you sound, right? Money buys you power? Tell me, what is the one thing you've wanted more than anything else in the past few years?"
The hypnotic suggestion forced Blair to answer against her will: "To start a successful business."
Faria's eyes glittered as she asked her next devastating question: "And did money buy you the power to do that?"
Blair felt her cheeks coloring. "It's more complicated than that!" She insisted hotly.
Faria ignored Blair's little outburst. "And money buys you respect? I've talked to your 'friends' and 'business partners'. You should hear what they say about you behind your back..."
"Don't..." said Blair warningly. Faria smirked, the little brat had no idea how ridiculous she looked, puffed up like a cat ready to fight, sitting naked from the waist down in her cheap, tacky office. Time to make her earn another punishment.
"They say that Blair Beaumont is a fucking loser. A spoiled brat so high on her Daddy's money that she can't even see how much of a failure she is. A pathetic, fat-assed bitch who only cares about money, but has never made one red cent of her own."
Blair looked stunned. "How dare you?" She said numbly. Her face clenched into a hateful expression, all of her careful control shattered by her strong emotions. "You... fucking! BITCH! You have no fucking right! You are worthless, you understand me? You are fucking nothing to me! And you're a fucking liar! No one would talk about me that way! No one but a stupid cunt like you would even dare!"
It was too easy.
Faria got to her feet, watching the color and anger drain from Blair's face as she realized what she had done, replaced by anxiety once again. "This time," said Faria with delight, "I think your punishment will be to give me a better view." She patted the desk sitting between them. "Hop up here, sweetie. Let me have a good look at you."
"No... no, please Faria. I...I'm sorry, I went a little too far, don't make me..."
"Shhhhhhh." Said Faria soothingly.
*Get on the desk, Blair*
Still fighting back as hard as she could against the command, Blair climbed awkwardly onto the cheap particle board desk, causing it to creak under her weight. Faria gently guided Blair, getting her in an all-fours position, facing away from Faria's chair.
Then, the hypnotist put one hand on Blair's shoulder and one hand under a wide hip. With gentle, but firm pressure, she pushed Blair's upper body down until her breasts crushed up against the surface of the desk. Her other hand lifted, raising Blair's butt higher, forcing her back to arch appealingly, presenting her ass and pussy in humiliating detail, directly at Faria's eye level from her seat.
Faria noted with glee that Blair's pretty pussy was swollen and puffed open, leaking sticky strands of clear goo down her thick, juicy thighs. Faria reached down and trailed one ticklish finger up Blair's inner thigh, rubbing the viscous, slippery liquid between a thumb and forefinger.
"Oh, honey," said Faria with nasty cheerfulness, "Does it make you all hot and sticky down there when pretty girls are mean to you?"
"Fuck you!" snapped Blair instinctively, followed by a yelp of realization: "Shit! No! I meant... God damn it, that was an accident!"
"Sorry Miss Beaumont," said Faria, "rules are rules."
Faria leaned down close to her captive's ear.
"Have you ever heard of... what do they call it? Twerking?" Faria had better things to do than consume modern music and dance trends, but she was an avid watcher of pornography, and some things trickled down.
"You've got to be kidding me," said Blair in a horrified whisper. But she knew the situation she was in at this point: she didn't even bother to beg for mercy.
Faria took her seat, positioned perfectly with the best possible view: Blair's ass and pussy were directly at eye level atop her desk.
"Whenever you're ready, sweetheart," said Faria, crossing her legs and leaning back to get comfortable and enjoy the show. "You may begin."
Blair's soft roundness jumped up and down in twitchy, rhythmless jolts. As a dance, it was unimpressive, but as a sexual spectacle, it was top-notch. Faria watched hungrily as Blair's cheeks swayed with the bouncing movement, parting and coming back together as her ass lurched up and down, giving little peeks at the tight hole hidden between them.
The poor tortured desk squeaked and groaned with Blair's uncoordinated movements. Faria spoke, raising her voice to be heard over the sound: "Respect and power ARE important, Blair. For some of us at least. But you are getting in your own way. You're letting your obsession with respect and power prevent you from doing what's best for you: making money. That's something I can fix."
For a woman as proud as Ms. Beaumont, Faria was sure that it was a nightmarish experience to perform sexually for a woman you despised. Which, of course, made the whole thing that much sweeter. "You're sick!" panted Blair as she exerted herself in ways she didn't. "Something is seriously wrong with you!"
Enough comments from the peanut gallery
*Programming mode. Relax. Empty your mind. Calm. Open. Willing.*
Blair's juicy buns continued to bounce while the tension of her shame left the rest of her body. The twerking actually improved now that Blair's humiliation no longer held back her hips. The movements became fluid and graceful. Almost mesmerizing.
*Money is more important than power. It's fine to put myself at others' mercy if it makes me money.* Intoned Faria.
"-makes me money," repeated Blair in a whisper.
*Money is more important than respect. Humiliation and disgrace are no issue if I'm being paid.*
"-I'm being paid."
Well, those commands should have... interesting effects. Faria almost envied Owen. She snapped her fingers, watching the tension rise once again in Blair's body as she returned to full awareness. Faria rested a hand fondly on her captive's jiggling ass.
"We're not done yet, sweetheart. On to the next questions."
...
Blair Beaumont peered over her shoulder, staring into the mirror as she hefted her buttcheeks in her hands and jiggled them experimentally. There was no question anymore. They were definitely growing. She had been in denial for a while, but the hefty, wobbly evidence in her hands couldn't be denied: her snacking during work and her laziness when it came to exercise were taking their toll. Her hips had been wide a few weeks ago, now they flared out dramatically, soft and squishy and tempting to the fingers. Her ass had already been big and round before; now her huge cheeks practically clapped when she walked.
They didn't look bad though she couldn't help but think, biting her lip as she dug her naughty little fingers into the pillowy mounds and gave them a loving squeeze. If she was turning herself on a little, just think of what she would do to the boys at the party tonight... This big sexy ass was a goldmine, and tonight she was going to put it to work.
It had been several weeks since that first horrible, sexually intense party. In the end, Blair made the mature, rational decision to continue her employment with Novak Events. Temporarily. Just until her business got off the ground. It was a good supplementary income, just to make ends meet. She tried not to think too hard about how little time she had spent on her gardening box business over the past few weeks.
Owen's parties had turned out to be an excellent income source. Owen had been right, Blair was a natural: all the boys at the parties loved her! Nothing had been quite as intense as that first panty-soaking experience at the frat party, but at every party after that she had received the attention of at least one male guest and collected a generous tip afterward. Even the boys who didn't have the balls to touch her still tended to tip generously. Blair had been making bank. She had even convinced Owen to let her wear a custom uniform!
Blair glanced at the clock. Speaking of which, it was time to get dressed for the party. She had spent enough time checking out her naked ass in the mirror. Blair quickly grabbed her new uniform and put it on, unable to resist watching in the mirror as she did so.
She pulled on her tight pink crop top, adjusting it carefully so that it just barely covered her bra and the "Novak Events" logo was clearly visible stretched tightly over her breasts. She surveyed the effect in the mirror, loving how the tiny top left her pinched waist, the upper curves of her hips, and her soft feminine belly exposed for the world to see.
Now for the main event: her lower half. She reached for one of the black, lacy thongs she had grown used to wearing, then paused. Her eyes lit up as she stared at her big, bouncy, nude ass in the mirror, and her lips curved up into a naughty little smile. She used a finger to sling her chosen undies across the room like a rubber band. She would try going commando tonight. See how it felt. Maybe it would give the boys a little charge when they realized how close they were to touching her full nakedness when they felt her down there.
She grabbed her shorts and pulled them up, watching as they glided up her thick thighs and settled skin tight over her huge round ass. She might need to go up a size up soon... now the bottom hem of the shorts failed to completely contain the swell of her butt, with a noticeable stretch of chubby white cheeks hanging out below the bottoms. She ran her hands over the stretchy black material, relishing the feel. The look truly wasn't far off from complete nudity. Everyone at the party would know exactly how every curve of her naked ass looked... and how it felt too if they were willing to pay. Blair's hand snuck between her legs, feeling how the tight, clingy fabric intimately cupped her pussy directly now that there was no underwear to get in the way. She wondered if any naughty boys would be able to see the shape of her lips through the tight fabric. They probably would if they looked closely enough. Which some of them surely would.



Blair took a step back, turning and preening in the mirror. She looked exactly how she wanted: like a hot slut with a huge, tempting ass. Her skimpy outfit screamed her willing availability. Perfect.
Of course, Owen had told her she could wear whatever she wanted. She could have easily selected something more conservative. But what was the point of that? That wasn't how you made the big money. She could sacrifice her dignity if it meant a few more dollars in her pocket. With one last satisfied nod, Blair grabbed her keys and skipped to the door, ready for another night of hard work being manhandled by strange men.
...
Blair strolled into the staging tent, yawning and stretching her lush body a little just to tease the cooks and male servers. Connor, the rude tattooed young man from her first party, watched her with hungry eyes. Well, too bad for him. The broke boys she worked with just didn't have the money to play. She took the time to snack a little on the crispy potatoes that filled one of the serving trays. It was going to be a long night of waitressing, and a girl had to eat, right?
The female servers stared daggers at her, especially Nikki, the bitchy blonde who had made her first shift hell. The female staff had settled into treating Blair with giggling contempt. Blair knew that it was all jealousy. The other girls never made as many tips as she did. Blair had happily volunteered to be the beer girl again tonight. The other girls were afraid of the job because they thought it encouraged male attention, but that was exactly what Blair wanted. Besides, it was a much easier job when the party wasn't filled with frat guys.
Blair scooped up her first tray of beer and walked cheerfully out of the staging tent towards the party. Owen had said something about it being a fancy wedding reception. Blair had already done two of those, and they were always a good money-making opportunity. Weddings had lots of single guys on the prowl, getting drunk and desperate. The lowered inhibitions meant more clumsy groping of the hot serving girl and less restraint when it came to opening their wallets. Exactly what Blair was looking for.
It took Blair a few minutes to realize her problem. She had been passing out beers as usual, giving the long, smoldering glances and 'accidental' hand touches she used to set up for the real fun and games later in the night, when her eyes locked on an older man as she handed him a beer. She had been focusing her attention on a younger, dark-haired man at the same table, and hadn't noticed the older man.
It was one of her father's friends. Unmistakably. Cyrus Gilani, a business partner that he golfed with. She had invited him to the Wandery kickoff party as a potential investor. The condescending way he had declined to invest still stung even now. Her fingers brushed his as she handed him a plastic cup of cold foamy beer. Her face drained of color as he took in her appearance with dark, amused eyes. "Thank you, dear," he said softly, a knowing smile on his face.
Suddenly Blair was hyper-aware of her skimpy top, her ass-hugging spandex shorts, and her lack of panties. She had been flirting with men old and young for a long while in her slutty costume before making it to this table. Who knew how long her father's friend had been watching her, smiling his mocking smile?
On wobbly legs, Blair retreated back to the tent, although her serving tray was only half empty. She found a quiet corner and began hyperventilating. Oh God. Someone she knew. That her family and friends knew. She had only been doing this trashy job because she thought there was no chance that anyone she cared about would ever find out. Would Cyrus tell her parents? Tell their whole social circle? She could deal with humiliation for the length of one party, but this was different. Once word got out about this, her whole life would become a humiliating hell. God damn it, why was this making her wet? There was something seriously wrong with her.
Maybe he wouldn't say anything. Maybe if she played things off, she would be able to claim that he was mistaken if he tried to tell people later. Her only choice was to go back out there and act like nothing was wrong. Blair gingerly touched herself between her legs and whimpered as her hand came away wet. Shit. She really shouldn't have tried her pantiless experiment tonight. She hoped that her arousal wouldn't be obvious to the casual viewer.
But of course it was. Blair had carefully advertised herself as a sexual plaything and already had the rapt attention of all the men at the wedding. Something was bound to give her away. Maybe it was her delicate facial features, stained pink and locked in an expression of mortified embarrassment. Maybe the heavy, hitching breaths that heaved her tits in their tiny top. Maybe the thigh-rubbing, ass-swaying walk she had adopted in an attempt to hide the growing wet spot in her shorts. All of the men knew. Something had turned their sexy, bottom-heavy waitress into a randy, juicy little slut.
The groping began earlier and heavier than usual, egged on by her clear arousal. Strange hands slid down her soft hips, sunk into her squishy cheeks, slid searchingly up her deep crack. The whole time, Cyrus watched her from across the party, observing every submission to the rough hands of the horny men, His dark eyes crinkled in amusement. His mouth was turned up with humor. Blair was ashamed to admit that the gropings that she was paid for always turned her on, but tonight it was ten times more intense. It lit a strange twisted fire in her belly that this wasn't a dirty fantasy she could hang up at the end of the night this time. As Mr. Gilani watched her debasement, it could potentially be marking her as a slut not just for these anonymous creeps, but for everyone she knew, destroying all respect for her forever.
Finally, Blair couldn't take it any longer. She retreated to the staging tent again, grabbing several mini cheesecakes to take her mind off things and slumping down to rest. Her legs were shaking and her breath was hot and heavy in her throat. She didn't know if she could make it through the night. She might be in her last hours as an anonymous slut, before Cyrus had a chance to leave the party and spread the word.
Suddenly Owen was looming over her, a clipboard in his hands. He gave her an unimpressed glance. "The hot trays are running out of sterno." He said flatly, "If you have time to sit and eat cheesecake, you have time to run grab a box of replacements, princess. On your feet."
Blair sighed. Owen could be a real hard ass. At least running to the trailer would give her a chance to take a break from the sexually charged party. She reluctantly got up and obeyed Owen's command.
The trailer was empty and silent with most of the party supplies removed. Blair paused while grabbing the replacement sterno, her hand returning to the hot, wet fabric clinging tightly between her legs. No one was likely to be coming to the trailer in the next few minutes. Maybe she could take advantage of the privacy and work out some of her sexual tension. She could return to the party refreshed and focused.
She didn't hear the trailer door softly open behind her, or see the shadowy figure of Cyrus Gilani slip in. She was too focused on stuffing her fingers down the front of her tight, clingy shorts.
"There you are," said a deep, rumbling voice behind her, making her yelp in shock, pulling her hands from her shorts like she had touched something burning hot and whirling to see the intruder. Cyrus Gilani. A man who had been a family friend since she was in college. For some reason, absurdly, it popped into her head that he had been invited to her 20th birthday party.
Now he moved forward towards her, slowly, but confidently, like a lion stalking its prey. "Everyone out there is missing you, Blair." He said, his voice low and amused and slightly rough. "All the men are anxious for you to come back. They are wondering where their little toy has gone."
"I..., I think you have me confused with someone else!" said Blair desperately
Finally, Cyrus stopped, looming above Blair with his large masculine bulk. His rugged, handsome face was tender, but mocking. Kind, but hungry. "I don't think so, Blair Beaumont. I could never mistake you for anyone else." His eyes traveled over her body, focusing on her lower half, making it clear that it wasn't just her face that the older man recognized.
"Does your father know about your new... profession?" Cyrus asked quietly. Blair's soft and pleading eyes turned upwards to the man who held her life in the palm of his hand. She had never felt as vulnerable and defenseless as she did at this moment. "P-please Mr. Gilani, I..."
Then his mouth was on hers, his strong arms wrapping tight around her waist. Blair felt dizzy and breathless as the strong, spicy scent of his cologne invaded her nostrils, as his powerful tongue thrust into her mouth. In her horny state, with her entire life caught in a slutty dilemma, her inhibitions were too weak for her to resist. She melted into the kiss of the dominant man old enough to be her father, pressing her soft body into his, leaning on his muscled arms as her knees grew weak.
She weakly pushed him away, breaking the long wet kiss. "Stop you...you pervert!" she said, trying to retreat into her spiky, defensive personality. "It's wrong! You're my Dad's friend! If he found out, he would fucking destroy you."
Cyrus let out a low, dangerous chuckle. "Between the two of us, I don't think I'm the pervert, Blair. And as for your father, I didn't think we planned to tell him." Cyrus pulled Blair close, his hands on the small of her back, crushing her body against his. Their faces were inches apart. "Should we tell him together? We can sit him down and explain to him how you've been gift-wrapping your ass and letting naughty boys..."
"Shut the fuck up, asshole!" growled Blair, and without fully meaning to, she leaned forward into another kiss, feeling the roiling heat of the sickening, vulnerable arousal that had been filling her all night. Her lips and tongue writhed with forbidden passion with those of a man who was like a distant uncle to her.
Cyrus broke the long, wet kiss and stared Blair in the eyes. "You have no idea how long I've seen you, Blair. You were a little cock teasing college girl with an ass men dream about. Bouncing around your house in bikinis, just loving it that you made all the old creeps stiff in their jeans." Blair shook her head desperately, unable to meet Cyrus's eyes. That wasn't how it had been, had it? True, maybe she had dressed a little skimpier than usual when her Daddy's friends were around, but it had just been innocent fun! Just something to laugh about with her friends: how they were getting the pervy old men hot and bothered.
"But you were my friend's daughter. The forbidden fruit." Cyrus's hands began to slide down the curve of her hips. "But you aren't so forbidden anymore, are you Bibi?" Blair cringed with humiliation as he used the pet name that she was called around her house. Cyrus's voice was hoarse with lust.
"You've been letting the boys out there taste this fruit all night..." His powerful hands slipped down to her butt, gripping and squeezing. The stretchy material allowed him to sink his fingers deep into Blair's soft cheeks, finally claiming the prize he had lusted after for so long. Blair whimpered into his shoulder at the intense, intimate sensation as his strong fingers marked their territory. "Now it's my turn." He murmured into her ear.
"N-no Cyrus. Stop. Don't...mmmmm, don't touch me there!" Blair protested in a wavering voice, her resolve splintering.
"If you let me do what I want," he continued in a low, persuasive voice, "No one else needs to know. It will be our little secret. And I saw how your business works..." he pulled a hundred-dollar bill out of his pocket and set it on a box nearby. "You'll get your tip."
Blair bit her lip, her eyes mesmerized by the crisp green bill. A voice spoke up in her mind. A voice she had started thinking of as "old Blair". Old Blair screamed that the way out of her humiliating dilemma certainly wasn't to provide more evidence she was a slut. That if she really wanted to keep her shameful new job a secret from her dad, it was a horrible idea to provide sexual favors to his business partner. That putting herself under the sexual control of this dirty old man was a greater debasement than anything Cyrus had witnessed tonight.
Old Blair had no idea how to make money.
A hundred bucks was a lot! And this would solve the problem, right? Her life wouldn't be over, and she would be richer. Sure, she would have to put herself in the hands of this dirty old man... But what was the worst that could happen?
Her mind flashed to the worst that could happen.
"N-no sex." She said weakly, looking away so that she didn't have to meet Cyrus's eyes. He laughed. "Deal. Penetration wasn't what I had in mind anyway."
Cyrus wasted no time, using rough hands to spin Blair around and bend her over a stack of boxes, pushing her round, spandex-covered ass out for easy access. With aching slowness, enjoying every second of the view, Cyrus peeled her tight shorts down the curve of her ass, releasing her luscious cheeks to the cool night air inch by pale inch. Finally, she stood, shivering with anticipation and chill, slutty shorts around her ankles, massive butt nude and exposed to the hungry eyes of the man she had sold her body to. The fires of lust roared in her belly, she knew that a good girl wouldn't feel like this, but she ached for his touch, for him to have his way with her.
She moaned as his fingers made contact with her pussy, gently rubbing and stroking and petting, thoroughly coating his rough hand with her desperate juices. She heard the soft clinks of a loosening belt. "M-mister Gilani I s-said nooooo... Oh God!... I said no s-sex!"
"Relax, princess. I'm a man of my word." Growled the older man. There was that fucking name again. "Princess". It seemed to just fall from the mouths of older men who knew her. But it didn't feel so wrong right now, being talked down to by Cyrus as his fingers relentlessly explored her aching pussy. Cyrus lifted his dripping hand, swabbing it up and down her deep crack, lubing her up between her cheeks until his hand gilded between them with a smooth, slippery motion. Blair shuddered as a knuckle grazed her tight asshole: a foreign, invasive, strangely intriguing sensation.
Then she felt it, hot, thick, and hard as iron. Cyrus's cock pressed itself firmly against one cheek, its hard rigid length squishing deep into the soft yielding curve of Blair's ass. For a moment Cyrus held there, simply enjoying the powerful feeling of pressing his manhood against the warm velvety flesh of the conquered woman bent over below him. Then he moved his cock to where it truly belonged, the slick, dripping cleft he had prepared for it.
Blair whimpered as she felt her dominator's powerful cock find its place between her bulging ass cheeks, scraping either side as its thick shaft inserted itself up the length of her crack. She could feel it resting there, hot and pulsing with his heartbeat, against her anus. Then he began to move.
He used his hands to press her cheeks together around his cock, but not much extra help was needed. Her ass was thick and luscious enough that her buns almost closed completely around his cock on their own. He thrust himself up and down her well-lubricated cleft, pleasuring himself with the soft curves of her butt.
"Admit it," grunted the older man as he thrust powerfully, "Admit that you and your friends were teasing me back then."
A whine escaped Blair's throat. So Cyrus didn't just want to pleasure himself with her body, but wanted to humiliate her as well. This fucked up pervert was still obsessed with a summer of pool days with his business partner's college-aged daughter years ago. Blair would normally refuse to play this game, but the sexual position that Cyrus had placed her in was forcing her into a submissive state of mind. She wanted to please Cyrus... and she knew exactly what he wanted to hear.
"Y-yes. Fuck! We dressed up in tiny little bikinis just to cocktease you dirty old men. Is that what you wanted to hear? We made excuses to come back to the kitchen all shiny and wet because we wanted you to see! I had this tiny little blue swimsuit that I only wore when Daddy's friends came over, because it really showed off... Oh God! Because it really showed off my ass!"
Blair braced herself as best she could against the wall of the trailer as the powerful thrusts of her father's friend pushed her bent-over body forward again and again. She realized with a blush that the trailer would probably be visibly rocking if anyone was looking at it from outside.
"Why?" asked Cyrus, breathing hard. "Why did you tease us like that?"
"Because.... Mm, harder! Because we thought it was funny, ok! Because we thought we could wake up your tired old dicks and send you home to have frustrated jerkoff sessions dreaming about our tight young bodies! Because... Ahhh Ahhhh!"
To Blair's extreme humiliation, involuntary moans were bubbling up from the back of her throat, adding sounds to the show that any voyeurs outside the trailer would be getting. She could feel the hard, veined shaft of Cyrus's cock sliding rapidly over the surface of her virgin anus, teasing her, driving her crazy with the hot, slippery friction, making her tight little asshole wink and twitch with the nasty, forbidden pleasure.
"Because we thought.... Goddddddd, because we thought it was so funny that you wanted us so bad, but you would never, never get to taste what you saaaaawwwww!"
Even without penetration, the unfamiliar, intense pleasure of anal stimulation was driving Blair swiftly to orgasm. Her legs began to shake. Her moans grew desperate. "Your cock! So goood!" she whined, squeezing her eyes closed and trying to lift her hips higher, pushing her butt back against the older man's relentless thrusts. "Oh fuck! I looove it! Fuck my fat ass baby! Make it yours!" She squeaked breathlessly as a shameful orgasm overtook her.
Cyrus grunted deeply, thrust twice more, then came, depositing a thick, jellylike load deep within Blair's crack. She could feel the hot slime bathing her asshole and clinging thickly to both buns. In the depths of her climax, she writhed her fat ass back against his spurting cock, participating enthusiastically in her own defilement.
Cyrus sighed with pleased satisfaction, returning his softening cock to his pants. Blair hung her head, still leaning against the trailer wall and breathing heavily. She couldn't look at Cyrus. After the release of her first anal orgasm, her wild horniness of a moment before had been replaced by a burning shame over allowing a man who once respected her to use her body in such a filthy way.
Blair looked around to see if she could find something to clean herself with, but Cyrus had other plans. He was already bending to grab her shorts, pulling them quickly back up her thighs. "No, wait Mr. Gilani! I can't just... that's soooo gross!" She whined desperately. But Cyrus's evil smile was fixed: a little brat's whining wouldn't convince him. The skintight spandex swallowed up Blair's magnificent ass once again, sealing in the sloppy mess. Pressing Cyrus's globs of thick, sticky jizz tight against Blair's tender skin. Blair could feel the slime spread and distribute, coating every crevice and wrinkle of her buttcrack in hot, filthy sperm.
"Thank you, Bibi." He said warmly, tucking the hundred into her tight waistband, "Daddy never needs to know. Now it's time to get back out there! Your public awaits!" He raised his hand and gave her ass a healthy spank with a loud crack. Blair let out a little squeal and her hands flew back to her butt, a movement that made her painfully aware of the squishy sensation caused by the hidden cum in her shorts.



"And don't you dare clean up!" warned her father's business partner sternly as he left the trailer.
...
Blair had hoped that the release she had found in the trailer would clear her mind and lessen her sexual torment for the rest of the evening.
Instead, it got worse.
The horrible humiliation of wearing a man's cum beneath her shorts clouded her mind with lust. She was terrified and darkly aroused by the thought that someone would notice. Could they see the slimy wetness? Could they smell it? Did they know how much of a whore she really was?
The groping hands of the men turned her on even more than before as their fingers made the hidden slime slide wetly between her skin and the spandex. Could they feel the difference? What would happen if they found out? Would they force their slutty waitress to take another deposit in her soiled shorts?
Cyrus didn't speak to her for the rest of the evening, content to watch with amusement from across the party as his semen caused Blair to descend into an awkward, sweaty, horny mess.
Finally, the party drew to a close. Blair was so distracted that she didn't even count her money. She knew it was a lot. Boys seemed to get more generous the hornier she got, and as far as arousal went, tonight was one for the record books. She grabbed her cash and wearily headed towards her car. All that she wanted was a long shower to clean herself off. A long hot steamy shower. With her vibrator.
Owen smoothly stepped in her way, blocking her exit. "I'd like to have a chat, Blair," he said simply, his face unreadable as always. "I have a little gift for you. To celebrate your one-month anniversary of working for us."
Blair rolled her eyes. She had decided that working for Novak events was worth it, but that didn't make Owen any less of a jumped-up little prick. Whatever. She knew Owen well enough by now to know that he could be as stubborn as a bull when he got an idea into his head. She might as well get this "little chat" over with. She followed Owen sulkily to the staging tent, which was empty by this point. The tables, kegs, and food trays were already packed away in the trailer.
"You guys go home!" said Owen cheerfully to the men getting ready to tear down the tent itself, "I'll get this packed up!" And then, within minutes, Owen and Blair were alone in the cool darkness of the empty tent. Blair was suddenly sharply aware of Owen's... masculinity. His big, tall body that dwarfed hers was hard and rough with the corded muscles beneath his skin. Owen's calm, square-jawed face, looked with an unashamed stare at the curves of her hips and ass. She smelled the sharp, clean scent of his cologne.
Despite her dislike of the man, Blair felt the tense, thrilling arousal that had been building all night inside her ratchet up a notch. The strange sexual tension she had felt around her boss for the past few weeks seemed to hum in the air. Why had he wanted to get her alone in this secluded tent?
"I want you to tell me what happened tonight Blair." He said, moving closer, making her feel his presence.
"Nothing f-fucking happened." She protested, trying to force her voice into the sharp, disrespectful tone she always used with him, "What's with you a-anyway, asshole? Why did you bring me here?"
Owen ignored her feeble attempts at maintaining her old personality. "You're going to tell me Blair." He grasped her unresisting hand and rested it on his crotch, where she gasped to feel a massive bulge tenting the front of his jeans. "And you're going to get me off while you do it." The straightforward confident arrogance of the demand was breathtaking. There was no persuading, no trickery, just a hard-eyed, dominant command.
Blair took a step back. The old Blair inside her grabbed the controls. She had sworn this fucking idiot would never touch her with his grubby worker's hands. And now he wanted... what, for her to jerk his cock off? What a fucking joke. She had more self-respect than that. She might let strangers touch her body. For a price. But she knew Owen, knew how below her he really was. Her pride would never allow it, no matter how nice he smelled, or how muscular and handsome he looked. She tilted her head back to look down her nose at the tall man. She had no trouble acting haughty and dismissive anymore.
"You want me to jerk off your grubby little dick?" She asked with icy amusement dripping from her voice, "Do you even know me you fucking peasant? Go chase down Nikki before she drives off. She looks poor enough to be impressed by your two-bit business. Maybe if you take her to a fancy dinner at the gas station she'll give you a blowie in the back seat of your piece of shit car."
Tonight had been a series of heavy blows to Blair's ego, but this felt good. It felt right to be unloading on stupid fucking Owen. Now she could go home with her head held high, at least a little. If only he showed the appropriate reaction. He just stood there with that damn poker face, only a faint smile tugging up the corners of his lips. He reached into his pocket...
And pulled out a thick wad of cash. Blair froze in the middle of winding up for another rant. Her pupils dilated as she saw the big sheaf of bills, held together by a thick rubber band. How much money did he have there exactly? It was a lot. Maybe the entire cash payment that the party hosts had paid him. The money seemed to fill Blair's vision, drowning out the rest of the world. Seeing the money made it hard to think of anything else. She dimly remembered a time when money itself wasn't the important thing... when what she had really cared about were the things money could buy. Now, all that she wanted was for those bills to be hers.
"What?" said Owen casually, moving towards her once again. This time she didn't, she couldn't pull away. "Nothing else to say about how poor I am?" He reached up and riffled the wad of cash beneath Blair's nose. A month ago, Blair wasn't even sure she knew what cash smelled like. Now she loved it. It smelled like old books, but somehow dirtier. The smell seemed to fill her senses.
"Someone once told me that money buys you power and respect. Well, I've got the money here." He gently slapped her cheek with the wad of greasy cash. Blair could no longer look him in the eyes. She had lost her upper hand somehow. Her belly swooped as she realized that Owen might get what he wanted. "So I have the power to hear the dirty story that I want straight from that filthy mouth of yours." He grabbed her by the chin and forced her to look into his piercing blue eyes, "And the best way for my bratty little employee to respect me is to jerk her soft little rich girl hands up and down my cock while she tells me." Blair's eyes sparkled with hate, but couldn't help but soften into horny confusion as her eyes flicked back down to the money. "I'll make it worth your while," he whispered, gently fanning out the bills.
Damn it. He was right. He had the money. The power. The respect. She couldn't disobey him. Old Blair faded out, screaming in rage as the new improved Blair looked away and nodded a tiny, humiliated nod.
Owen immediately zipped down his pants and allowed his cock to pop free. Blair had no desire to inflate her boss's ego, but she couldn't help but let out a small gasp of admiration. His thick, manly cock stood stiff and proud, at least eight inches long. It was hard enough to pulse and throb slightly with his heartbeat, a testament to his intense arousal.
Owen said nothing, simply stared at her with his arrogant blue eyes. His throbbing cock and wide-legged stance were enough of a command: no words were needed. Blair gulped, then, her face burning, reached her hands out and gently placed them on her boss's hard cock. She cupped a hand loosely and ran it up and over Owen's bulging cockhead. It felt like hot iron wrapped in velvet, soft and hard at once under her palm. Her other hand reached down to grip the thick shaft, both working together to work the entire massive cock at once.
Blair had obviously had boyfriends before, and this was far from her first handjob, but none of them had ever been big enough that she had needed both hands like this. Her mind immediately flashed to pornographic images. This cock was built for one thing: to plunge deep inside a woman, filling her completely. Her nipples stiffened instantly and she felt herself growing wet once again as her mind created the image of Owen bending her over, like Cyrus had done earlier tonight. She imagined him pushing his big cock inch by inch into her... Her pussy. Of course. Why had she imagined it sliding into her ass for a moment. She didn't want anal sex.
Only whores like anal sex.
Seeing that she was in her own world, Owen cleared his throat. "Tell me about tonight, princess."
"Don't call me that," said Blair automatically in a small voice. Her little hands moved slowly up and down Owen's huge shaft. "I... I'm not sure what you want me to say..." she said hesitantly, hoping she could keep the worst details a secret.
"Tell me about the man." Said Owen firmly.
Fuck. Maybe she could play coy. "There were lots of men." She said noncommittally, rubbing her hand in tight little circles around the head of Owen's dick, trying to distract him from his line of questioning.
"Oh no," said Owen with amusement, "I know all about that. You've been selling access to that hot ass for weeks. It was different tonight. You two couldn't keep your eyes off each other across the party. Everyone could see the insane sexual tension. The serving girls couldn't stop giggling about it."
Blair cringed. So it had been that obvious. "He's my dad's friend," she mumbled in mortification.
"Holy shit," said Owen, a wide grin breaking across his rugged face, "That makes it so much fucking worse. You know that right?"
Blair did know it, though she wished she could stop thinking about it.
"Go on," said Owen. "Tell me about your Dad's friend."
"I... I noticed him early in the night..." said Blair, her hands gliding up and down Owen's dick. "And he noticed me too. All night, he watched me. He saw what those other men did to me. What I let them do to me." She let out a shuddering breath, filled with tension and lust and the humiliation of the evening that was still running through her veins. "I was so afraid. He could tell my father. He could tell all my friends. I would be the silly whore that everyone laughed about at parties for years, gossiping about how I sold my ass for money."
"Don't stop," grunted Owen. "What next? What did you do with him?"
Blair's face heated, even as her soft hands kept up their steady motion on the hard cock in front of her. "He cornered me. He k-kissed me. He said that if he let me do what he wanted, he would pay me."
"How much?" said Owen, his mouth quirking up into a cruel smile.
"F-fuck you, Owen," stuttered Blair, trying to keep her composure. "I don't have to tell you shit!"
"Tell me, princess," said Owen in a deep, confident voice. He traced a rough finger down her face in an invasive, but oddly tender gesture. Blair suddenly found it difficult to resist.
"A hundred," said the defeated brat in a small voice.
Owen laughed.
"Let me tell you a part of the story maybe you don't know." Said Owen, relishing the feeling as his bratty little employee overcame her humiliation to continue tenderly rubbing every inch of his cock. "Your dad's buddy paid me five hundred bucks to make sure that I could get you two alone in private."
Blair's mouth fell open in shock. Owen had been paid five hundred dollars to deliver her into the hands of Cyrus. Five times what she had been paid for him to rub his cock on her asshole.
"Wait a second, princess." said Owen, "I have an idea." Blair struggled to overcome her shock as Owen lay on the ground, pulling his pants down to his knees to provide Blair with easier access. "Now, face my feet, squat down, and finish the job while I hear the juicy parts." Blair instantly saw why Owen was insisting on the strange position. It would place her large ass within easy reach of his hands.
Her breath caught, hot and wet in her throat. She could refuse. Couldn't she? But then there would be no money, even after she had jerked his dick and told most of her shameful story. She had to finish the job. It seemed like there would be no end to her humiliations tonight. She slung a leg over Owen's torso and prepared to squat before he stopped her.
"Wait wait wait. Did I forget to say the most important part? Take the shorts off first."
Blair's heart beat fast. "I... I can't. Owen, I'm sorry, but..."
"Take the fucking shorts off Blair." Owen's voice was hard and commanding. He had set the wad of cash on his chest, in easy view. He had the money.
Blair couldn't refuse.
She turned away and squeezed her eyes shut, peeling her spandex shorts down her cheeks once again. Revealing the humiliating mess within. Her sweat had kept Cyrus's sticky load hydrated, and she could feel the viscous goo pulling apart as she squatted, hanging in glistening strings between her cheeks as she reached Owen's eye level.
Owen pulled apart her buns with his strong hands, admiring the sloppy mess that another man had made of her ass. He chuckled. "I think I see where this story is going, princess." He said.
"It's not what you think," whined Blair desperately, her little hands returning to frantically jerking her boss's cock.
"Did you know? Me and Nikki went to check on you," said Owen. Heedless of the filth, one thick rough finger probed into Blair's crack, resting itself lightly against her tight sphincter, causing another flood of hot wet arousal through her body. "We heard you, princess. We saw the trailer rocking. Nikki almost couldn't breathe from laughing when she told the rest of the staff. She's pretty good at imitations: her moans sounded exactly like yours when she told the story. Connor was mad. They all had a pool going to see how long it would take you to fuck a party guest. Connor thought you would last at least another week."
"But I didn't fuck him!" Said Blair hotly, her hands working rapidly now on Owen's pulsing cock. "He just sort of... rubbed himself, you know... between my cheeks."
"You expect me to be impressed that you ONLY gave your dad's friend an assjob when he cornered you in private?" asked Owen mockingly, his finger circling her tight little ring with increasing pressure, rubbing the thick gluey semen into it. "Most girls don't cum from assjobs princess. If you can cum from a hot cock just barely grazing your asshole, you must be really, really..."
Without warning, he pushed his finger into her virgin butthole up to the first knuckle.
"Sensitive."
Blair felt like her senses were overloading. It was slightly painful to have a foreign object in her ass, but it was also insanely, impossibly arousing. The pressure, pleasure, and pain blended together in her mind as her hands continued to work frantically. "Noooo Owen, stop! Take it out! Pleeeease. If you don't, I'll... I'll..."
"You'll what? You'll cum?" said Owen cruelly. His finger mercifully withdrew. "Not yet princess. I still haven't given you your gift. When I saw it, I knew you would like it. Don't stop stroking while I give it to you. Tell me the rest of the story."
"You know the rest of the story you fucking asshole!" moaned Blair as her hot little hands smoothly worked up and down the length of the monstrous cock in front of her.
"That motherfucker blasted his hot filthy jizz between my ass cheeks..."
Blair felt something press up against her asshole once again, something cool and metallic and bigger than Owen's finger.
"He pulled my slutty little shorts up over the cummy mess..."
Owen worked the foreign metal object around, smearing it with the leftover cum, lubing it up. His cock was twitching, his big hairy balls pulling tightly up to the base of his cock.
"Then he slapped me on the ass like the whore I am and sent me back to the fucking party with his sticky seed still dripping down my crack!"
Owen pushed the object hard into Blair's virgin butthole, penetrating her deeper than anything had ever gone before. It seemed to grow wider and wider as it went, and Blair's mind overloaded with the sensation, giving her her second screaming, toe-curling orgasm of the day. Finally, the object narrowed sharply, popping into her butt and being held there by the wide end still inside her. Blair's legs wobbled and quaked with the force of her climax, and she had to concentrate to keep from collapsing. She leaned forward to rest an arm on Owen's muscular thigh.
Owen's huge cock took the cue, firing rope after slimy rope of cum up into Blair's beautiful orgasming face, defiling her for the second time that day with the semen of a man who had lost all respect for her.
Owen gently used his arms to support Blair, moving her into a sitting position beside him.
"Here you go!" said Owen with a pleased grin, peeling five twenties off of the wad he had been flaunting in front of Blair. "You earned it this time, princess!"
Blair gave him a muddled, confused look, still in a warm pleasant haze from her powerful anal orgasm. She looked ridiculous, with Owen's thick cum still hanging in globs from her face. "What? But boss, I thought you said that I could have..." she gestured vaguely at the wad of cash still in Owen's hand.
He looked down, following Blair's eyes, then laughed scornfully. "Sorry Blair, but you're not worth that much. You only charged your daddy's buddy a hundred for access to that sweet ass, and I'm not paying more than market price."
Blair was now focused on her butt, her eyebrows drawing together in horny confusion over the strange new sensation of fullness in her tight little asshole. Her fingers pushed between her cheeks to feel the round plug which fit snugly in her ass. Her fingers closed on the metal surface, and she began to gently pull...
"Leave that there," said Owen sternly, "Boss's orders. Keep it in until you get home. And clean yourself up: you're a slutty mess right now." He tossed Blair one of the cleaning rags, which worked well enough to remove Owen's sperm from her cute features.
On the way home, sitting on the unfamiliar toy filling her ass was so distracting that Blair almost got into an accident twice. Even when she tried to really concentrate, her mind kept slipping back to the full, satisfied, stretched feeling in her poor overstimulated anus, and she would have to desperately refocus her mind.
When she finally got home, Blair pulled her fleshy cheeks apart in front of the mirror to see a small metal buttplug with a green dollar sign design on the head sitting snugly in her ass. With perfect timing, her phone vibrated with a message from Owen.
[Your gift is now considered part of your work uniform. Don't forget to wear it to our next party. I'll be doing a uniform inspection.]
God damn fucking Owen. Treating her ass like it was a toy for him to play with. Well, he would see. Blair Beaumont didn't let boys near her ass. Never had. She had let some things slide tonight, but no more.
Owen was never getting near her butt ever again.
Blair orgasmed again when she finally managed to remove the butt plug that evening. But by that time she was also applying a vibrator to her sopping pussy, so she told herself that it didn't count as a third anal orgasm.
...
(Weeks ago, In Blair's programming session...)
"You seem desperate to make a business of your own..." said Faria, "But surely your father could get you a good job that pays well. Is it really necessary to create a new business?"
"I would never work for another person." Said Blair. Faria had to admire her spirit. Not everyone could take such a haughty tone while bending down and arching their back to present their dripping genitals and twitching butthole for inspection. Blair's sense of superiority was truly bone-deep.



"Working under another person, being forced to jump on command and fulfill their every desire... it's demeaning!" Continued Blair, still in her display pose on top of her office desk. "I could never respect someone enough to be their employee. Being my own boss is the only way."
Faria shook her head wryly. She reached down to stroke Blair's soft brunette hair. "It's a pretty childish view," she said disapprovingly, "ninety percent of people work for some sort of boss."
Blair turned her head to give the hypnotist a contemptuous glance. Even with her head pressed down to her desk, she was able to pull it off. "Exactly. And that's why ninety percent of poor clods will never be rich or independent."
"There it is again," said Faria, stalking away from Blair, "That contempt for people worse off than you. I assure you that most people with bosses are working hard and doing their best."
Blair snorted. "If they were working hard, they would be fucking successful! My dad worked his way up from nothing. And yet the only thing I hear is that the rich are lazy fucking sponges and the poor are these overworked saints. Give me a fucking break! It's bullshit."
Faria shook her head in disbelief. She hadn't even been trying to trip Blair up that time, the silly little brat had worked herself up on her own. It was enough to make Faria suspect that, on some level at least, Blair was enjoying the punishment portions of their little game...
Faria clicked open her purse and pulled out a small silver ball, smiling evilly as she twisted it, causing it to start gently buzzing in her fingers. "Luckily for you my dear, I don't think it's thumb time yet... but it's not too early to get you warmed up a little."
She raised the buzzing metal sphere and began slowly, torturous rubbing it through the folds of Blair's pussy, driving her bratty little captive mad with the sudden stimulation, causing her to send desperate little muffled moans down into the desk beneath her face. "Wha... what is that? What are you doing?" She whimpered, squirming and shifting her upturned hips at the intense sensation.
"Just warming up this little toy a little." Said Faria calmly as her slim fingers swirled the buzzing sphere around Blair's dripping vagina. "Getting it nice and slippery. Trust me, you want this thing warm and wet for what is coming up next. Relax, try to enjoy it. It will be easier for you if you do."
Faria continued to speak, talking over Blair's ragged breaths and desperate little moans. "There's no shame in working as an employee, Ms. Beaumont," she explained. "At least, not for most people. But I think for you, it will be most interesting if I condition you to accept a boss, but keep your belief that having a boss is humiliating."
Faria lifted the now thoroughly warm and wet ball and used one hand to pull aside one of Blair's juicy cheeks. Blair tight little asshole puckered now in plain view, just waiting to be played with. Faria applied the buzzing toy, rubbing it all along the tight circle, smearing Blair's rosy little ring with her own juices. "No! Please Faria, not there! Not in there!"
Her hoarse, moaning tone gave away her shameful arousal at what was going to happen next.
Faria applied pressure, gently at first, then with increasing force as Blair's tight, virgin asshole resisted the intrusion. Finally, with a quick yielding of pressure, the vibrating ball popped inside, completely swallowed by the cute little sphincter.
Blair hissed as she was assaulted by the buzzing, tickling sensation in her rectum. Her whole body tensed up, straining with ferocious effort. Faria frowned. Sure, maybe the little brat wasn't used to anal play, but the buzzing ball really was a minor toy. Even a beginner should be able to handle it. This extreme reaction against the new sensation was overkill. There was something deeper going on here, some hang-up Blair had over anal sex. Faria would have to dig deeper. But first, she had better complete this round of programming.
*Programming Mode. Empty your mind*
The tension melted from Blair's body, except for her asshole, which continued to wink and twitch at the frantic buzzing inside.
*I think it is deeply shameful to work beneath another person, but I will do it to make money,* said Faria.
"-Make money," repeated Blair in a whisper almost quieter than the low buzz coming from her ass.
*I want to be a good employee. I would do anything to please my boss.*
"-please my boss."
*There is no job too dirty for me if it pays well. I'm willing to give 110% to get a bonus.*
"-to get a bonus."
That should give Owen a good opportunity to wrap this money-crazed slut around his finger. Owen didn't seem like much of a schemer, but at some point in her training, as the commands sunk in deeper and deeper, no trickery would be required to fuck this little whore: just the promise of money.
Owen wanted this brat's butthole as his personal cocksleeve. Who wouldn't? The idea was arousing to Faria herself, and she was biologically incapable of that particular sex act. The problem was that, right now, Blair overreacted to even the tiniest intrusion into her precious little hole.
Faria needed to clear the way for her client and awaken this snooty little slut to the joys of anal pleasure. Not just for Owen's sake either. It was a real crime for Blair to have such a delicious butt and not be able to have some hot nasty fun with it.
Faria snapped her fingers. Time to dig a little deeper and find out why anal turned Blair off.
Then make a few adjustments...
...
"What the FUCK, Owen?" yelled Blair, bursting into her boss's office with blazing eyes.
Owen smiled. Finally, it was time. He had been training Blair the way Faria had suggested for months at this point. He had put her in embarrassing sexual situations to slowly increase her submissive tendencies and create a new fetish for humiliation. Through encouraging the worst impulses of his party guests and directly training her with his own hands, he had made sure that Blair's sex life was now firmly centered on her voluptuous ass.
Most importantly, he had slowly and steadily fed the addiction to cash that Faria had introduced into her mind. Even small bills now seemed to short-circuit the little brat's mind and make her unspeakably horny.
Blair's body had undergone some pleasant changes as well. Poor little Blair just couldn't help herself from pigging out a little on the food while she worked, and every single calorie had gone straight to her hips, thighs, and especially her butt. Her ass had always been big, but now it ballooned out from her still-slender waist into two big soft globes that jiggled and bounced unmistakably at the slightest movement. Her fat cheeks probably caused her to endure dirty stares and catcalls in public, but they were just perfect for what Owen had planned.
He could wait to ram his muscular hips into their pillowy softness as his cock sank deep into Blair's tight virgin asshole.
Blair's wardrobe had changed as well. Right now Blair was wearing a thin, skimpy halter top with no bra, showing off her almost perpetually stiff nipples. To complete the outfit, she wore tiny cutoff jean shorts that covered just as little as her joke of a work "uniform", not even coming down to the bottom of her huge ass. Owen knew that Blair had started wearing her revealing work clothes as a way to increase her pathetically small earnings. The fact that she was dressing this slutty even outside of work could mean only one thing: being stared at by strange men had started to turn Blair on so much that she couldn't resist seeking male attention at all times.
Now this pathetic, confused, constantly horny slut stood, hands planted on her wide squishy hips, practically glowing with rage. A lot of things about Blair had changed in the past few months, but her fiery temper wasn't one of them. Owen liked it that way: it made it even sweeter when she was forced to give in. Also, contrary to his bratty employee's instincts, her anger didn't help her resist Owen's demands: she was actually much easier to control when she was angry.
Owen couldn't help but compare the slutty joke of a woman in front of him with the arrogant self-confident brat who had dismissed him casually just a few months ago. He was going to enjoy tonight.
"Do you want to explain this bullshit to me?" snarled Blair, waving her most recent paycheck under his nose.
Owen set down his clipboard and sat down behind his desk, settling in for a good time. "I assume you aren't happy with your take-home pay this week." He said mildly.
Blair let out a sound somewhere between a growl and a scream. It drove her crazy when Owen remained calm in the face of her anger. That was why he did it at every opportunity. "You're damn right I'm not happy!" She snapped, "I worked three fucking parties last week, Owen. Six hours each! Even after you took the money I owe for my debt, you're still only paying me for ten fucking hours! You're trying to steal from me, motherfucker!"
If the Blair from a year ago could see herself now, angry almost to the point of tears over a few hundred dollars, she would be horrified.
"I'm afraid that you didn't seem to get a lot of work done at those parties, princess. Were you sick? You spent a lot of time in the bathroom," Owen said with a lopsided smile.
Blair's look of righteous anger slid off her face, replaced by one of poorly concealed embarrassment. Suddenly she didn't look so sure that she wanted to continue this conversation.
Blair's mind flashed to the parties last week. Her whispered words in the ears of the male guests, soft and hoarse with arousal. Her guilty glances around the party to make sure that her coworkers didn't notice her sneaking off once again to the bathrooms. Most often it was handjobs, a desperate sweaty fumbling in the pants of another strange man, whispering hot and fast in his ear as he hungrily squeezed and cupped her ass.
A few times men had requested assjobs. In those cases she had been forced to remove the "uniform" Owen had been making her wear. One man had cum early as he saw her part her massive cheeks and slowly pull a buttplug from her tight asshole. The others hadn't lasted much longer, the very sight of their cocks nestled in the crack of her luscious rump was enough to make them cum in just a few strokes. Each time she had simply pulled her shorts up over the mess. It was definitely disgusting, but she couldn't resist the way having a secret load between her cheeks turned her on.
Last week she ran into Cyrus Gilani again. It couldn't have been a coincidence. Maybe he had paid Owen off again to find out which parties she would be working at. This time, he treated Blair with an arrogant attitude of ownership and superiority that made her as furious as it did aroused. She tried to refuse him this time, but he had pulled out his wallet, and Blair's head had gone all fuzzy, and before she knew it she was on her knees on the floor of the bathroom, fingering herself as the arrogant man fired a hot load of cum all over her face. That time she had cleaned herself up, but she could still have sworn that the other guests and servers couldn't stop giving her knowing smiles for the rest of the night, as if the semen had marked her in some way she hadn't been able to clean.
Blair had a nasty, dirty feeling that she was going to end up "coincidently" running into her father's business partner at party after party.
As for how much the bathroom trips had earned her... Exact numbers weren't important. Twenty dollars here... five dollars there. Well... five dollars more often than twenty if she was being honest. It didn't matter. The important part was that she had been paid in cold hard cash, and every little bit added up.
So Blair reluctantly had to admit that Owen probably had a point, although she stubbornly insisted to herself that eight hours spent in the bathroom must be an exaggeration. Blair had lost the anger that had been driving her forward, but she couldn't afford to give up. She was short on her rent this month again, even after working so hard. She needed to try a different tactic.
"Um... Owen..." she said softly, looking at the ground, "Maybe you could... not take the debt that I owe from this check, just until I can get back on my feet a little."
"I'm afraid that won't be possible," said Owen, his voice firm, "You agreed to that repayment plan. You have to honor your commitments."
"It's my rent. Please, Owen. I can't pay," said Blair pleadingly, hating how weak her voice sounded.
"You should move," said Owen with a shrug, "You've been renting that place since you were a millionaire daddy's-girl. You can't afford it now that you give bathroom handjobs for a living."
Blair flushed pink. So he did know what she had been doing in the bathrooms. That meant all the other employees probably knew as well.
"Why don't you ask Nikki to be roommates?" asked Owen mockingly, "I heard you two have been getting really close."
Blair's blush darkened from pink to red. So he had heard about that... She never should have trusted Nikki when she had promised not to tell anyone. At the last party, Nikki had promised her all of her bartending tips for the night if Blair ate her out underneath the bar during the party. Blair hated Nikki more than almost anybody, but the plastic cup full of crumpled ones and fives had been too tempting to resist. It had been humiliating to crouch under the small bar and bury her face between her enemy's legs while customers continued to walk up and over mixed drinks, and it had been even more humiliating to make the walk of shame to the bathroom to clean her shiny wet face afterward. But the profits had been worth it. If Nikki had told Owen... she felt a dark and twisted spike of lust as she imagined Nikki telling the story to a crowd of her coworkers, all of them roaring with laughter.
"P-please Owen. Don't tease me. I need the money," said Blair pathetically.
"Hmmmmmm," said Owen, tilting his head thoughtfully, "I do sometimes give cash bonuses to really, really good employees."
Blair felt a spark of hope in her chest. "I can be a good employee,' she said confidently, smiling shyly at Owen, "I'll be the best fucking employee you've ever had."
"A good employee would give one hundred and ten percent for her boss," said Owen, his voice deep and intense, staring her in the eyes with a piercing blue gaze.
Blair swallowed. Shit. That was what he meant. Was she really that desperate? She had always told herself that she would never take a job with a boss. But here she was, not just with a boss, but under an asshole who gave her degrading commands. She hated it, but at the same time, being bossed around by a man she hated had started turning her on so much that she sometimes caught herself trying to set up situations where Owen would order her around.
But maybe Owen was right. She didn't have to room with that bitch Nikki, but maybe she should be searching for a place that fit her budget better. Before she could put her hesitation into words, Owen spoke again.
"How much would I have to pay you to spank that big fat ass. Per spank?" His eyes sparkled with amusement.
Ok, this fucking douchebag had just gone too far, as usual. "God!" she said with a bitter laugh, "You really don't have much going on in the brain department, do you? See this ass?" She turned and bent over slightly to tease him a little, running a little hand over the massive swell of her butt, "It doesn't get spanked, it gets kissed. This is the ass of a goddess, and boys like you treat it with fucking respect."
Somehow she could never resist lipping off to Owen. Something about his dumb fucking face just got under her skin. All of her pleading meekness from a moment ago was forgotten in a second.
But Owen wasn't playing tonight, and he knew exactly how to get his way with his brat of an employee. Faria had hardwired a trigger directly into Blair's brain that let Owen get his way whenever he wanted.
Owen once again pulled out a wad of cash. Even thicker this time. Blair's face froze and the haughty smile faded from her lips as she stared hungrily at the green bills in his hand, dreaming of what she could do with that much money.
Owen carefully judged Blair's reaction. The fact that the wad of cash was clearly fives and tens rather than twenties and hundreds didn't seem to faze the new-and-improved Blair. Perfect. She was progressing just how he wanted. "How much would it cost to turn that "goddess ass" into a personal toy for me to disrespect? How much per spank?"
Some of her boyfriends had been foolish enough to playfully spank Blair's ass. They hadn't stayed boyfriends for long. Blair was self-conscious of her large butt, and had no interest in focusing on it in the bedroom. Not to mention the submissiveness implicit in the act of taking physical punishment from a lover. The very idea was humiliating. She wouldn't even consider it.
"One hundred dollars," she said hoarsely, eyes glued to the cold hard cash in Owen's hand.
Owen snorted. "You let a family friend rub his dick on your butthole for that much. I'm not paying that to smack your cheeks with my hand. Ten dollars per spank. Ten spanks. One hundred total."
She stared at Owen's broad strong hands and imagined them swinging down and cracking against her ass as she lay naked and powerless beneath him. Why did her stupid fucking pussy have to get wet at times like this? "F-fifty dollars each. Two spankings," she said, her mouth dry.
Owen shook his head. "Two spankings? Hardly worth the trouble. Five spankings, twenty each. Final offer." His gaze was firm and steady. He meant it: he would walk away otherwise.
"Deal," said Blair in a small voice.
Owen pulled ten tens out of his wad of cash and set them on his desk. Despite her reluctance, Blair couldn't help but smile at the small pile of cash that would soon be hers.
Blair wanted to get this over with as soon as possible. She crossed the room, ready to bend over and take her spanking.
"Ah ah ah," said Owen, shaking a finger. "First, strip."
"That wasn't part of the deal," said Blair with a sour frown.
"I'm not punishing you for staying out after curfew, Princess, I'm trying to get my rocks off. Fucking strip. Now."
Grumbling to herself, Blair unbuttoned her tight jean shorts and wiggled to help them to the ground, revealing her naked pussy, already shamefully wet from the memories of the past few weeks. She had recently stopped wearing underwear altogether, it got in the way, and she was more comfortable without it.
For some reason nowadays attention from guys sent Blair's heart racing no matter who it was. Construction workers, old men on the bus, her coworkers. Without a bra or panties, Blair was able to drive them crazy even more effectively, and the hornier she could make strangers, the hornier she got as well.
"The shirt too." Said Owen, gripping the front of his pants as he watched the spectacle of his bitchy employee stripping herself in preparation for her spanking.
"Why do you have to see my tits to spank my ass?" said Blair huffily, but she was already untying the laces of her top and pulling it off. Despite herself, she was getting turned on by the kinky scenario, and full nudity did feel correct. Her stiff nipples were revealed in the fluorescent light of the storeroom as she stood nude in front of her boss.
With a wicked grin on his face, Owen patted his lap. Blair slowly approached with a swaying, sultry walk. At Owen's direction, she lay face down across his lap, her huge, magnificent ass sticking up in the air within easy reach of his hands. Something about the situation was unbearably erotic. She was totally naked while Owen kept all of his clothes. She was submitting to him completely, offering him her vulnerable ass for his strong hand to punish. Owen was the big boss, dominant and in charge, and she was the lowly employee ready to obediently accept his twisted lust. She had never felt so submissive, so small, so beneath someone. The fact that it was fucking Owen made it even worse.



Or better?
*CRACK* With no warm-up or teasing, Owen's hand flashed down for the first spank, sending a shockwave through the flesh of Blair's fat cheeks. She yelped at surprise from the pain and shock and felt an unexpected stab of dark, overwhelming lust radiate outward from her pussy. Being punished by her boss's hand definitely shouldn't turn her on, but her body's response was immediate and powerful.
"You're such a slut, Blair," said Owen fondly, running his hand over the smooth surface of her ass, "Do you know how many of your coworkers would have taken this deal? To get naked and take a spanking for money?"
*CRACK* Owen's hand came down again, strong and hard and without mercy. This time Blair's little scream of pain ended in a moan. She could feel Owen's hard cock pressing up beneath her. She tried to shift so that her hard nipples weren't scraping his leg. She would just die if he somehow realized how much this was turning her on. "I'm pretty sure it's zero. Even Nikki would have too much self-respect, and she has been dying to jump my bones for a long time."
"I'm not a slut, asshole," said Blair sulkily, her face burning with shame, "I'm just desperate because you pay me so badly."
*Crack* This time Blair had to bite her lip to keep a full-on pornstar moan from slipping out. Why was this so fucking hot? She hated this man, and she hated being submissive in bed. It didn't make any fucking sense. "Uh-huh," said Owen sarcastically, "Not a slut. Got it. Well if you're not a slut, then I shouldn't find anything if I look in here..." He pulled apart Blair's cheeks.
"No, stop! Wait, you motherfucker! That's not the deal, you can't touch me like that," said Blair desperately, already anticipating the humiliation of what Owen would uncover. She struggled weakly, wiggling on her boss's lap, but it was already too late.
Owen tapped his finger against the large buttplug snuggly fixed in Blair's ass, sending vibrations through the plastic into Blair's rectum. This one had a small tiara design on the visible surface, with the word "princess" below it in silver calligraphy. This toy was two sizes up from the dollar sign buttplug Blair had originally been forced to wear. Owen had been giving her new gifts every other party to slowly increase her asshole's capacity. This latest one was nearly the diameter of his cock. "But I thought you weren't a slut, Blair?" said Owen in mock surprise, "I only said you have to wear this to work. Why are you wearing it during your off hours?"
"Th-that's simple! Eep!" Blair squeaked as Owen tugged and twisted on the toy just gently enough to send jolts of pleasure through her anus, "This one is so big that I decided to train with it today! So I'm ready for work at the next party!"
"I think that's a lie," said Owen, pulling gently on the plug, drawing a deep moan from Blair's parted lips, "I think you have been spending a lot of alone time with my little gifts. Sliding them out..." he increased the force of his fingers, slowly withdrawing the large cone shaped plug from his employee's ass as her tight sphincter gripped the pink plastic. "And then sliding it back in again!" He pushed the plug back inside Blaire's greedy ass as she groaned and squirmed on his lap, eyes squeezed shut in ecstasy.
Suddenly, Owen's hand was on her hot wet pussy, his fingers feeling and rubbing as he began pulling the plug out again, doubling her pleasure. "Admit it," commanded Owen as his two hands worked together to melt Blair's mind. "Admit that you love how it feels in your ass."
The plug slipped out of Blair's asshole, then slowly began to penetrate her once again. Owen's fingers were fucking magical. Blair's need for self-respect and pride felt distant and unimportant at this moment. "I... I love how they feel in my ass. I masturbate with them every night. Oh God! I need to feel my ass stuffed all the time! I wear them every day!"
"It sounds like you are a little anal slut," said Owen.
"Oh God! Yes! Right there, Owen! Don't stop!"
"Say it!" Said Owen harshly. He thrust the buttplug in powerfully, sending Blair's mind into a lustful haze.
"H-huh?" She said groggily, confused.
"Tell me what you are, Blair." Said Owen, his fingers moving with wet sloppy sounds between her legs.
"I'm an anal slut." She said, catching on to what Owen wanted.
"Louder!"
"I-I'm an anal slut! I'm your little anal slut, boss!"
"Good girl," said Owen with satisfaction, withdrawing the buttplug from her asshole. "Honest girls get to cum."
*Crack* his hand came down on her tender cheeks just as he plunged a thick finger deep into her desperate asshole, hooking his finger slightly to increase the sensation. Blair moaned desperately. The humiliation of being brought to anal orgasm by her asshole boss was too much.
*CRACK* "Cum for me, my little anal princess," growled Owen as his hand came down for the most powerful spank yet and his other hand pushed two fingers at the same time into Blair's pulsing asshole. She obeyed her boss's command, her shaking legs jiggling her cheeks as she moaned and wriggled on Owen's lap, feeling a humiliating orgasm light up her overloaded brain with a fizzing electric glow.
Finally, when the aftershocks had died down, Owen replaced the still-warm pink buttplug. This time it slid easily back into its place in her loosened butthole.
Blair tried to catch her breath. Owen's cock was pulsing, iron-hard under her belly. So she was hardly surprised by what he said next. "I'm not finished yet. How much to use that dirty little mouth of yours?"
Wet and horny and nude as she was, Blair didn't even try to pretend she was above the negotiations anymore. "Five hundred." she gasped.
"Not a chance. Fifty," said Owen, stroking her bare ass absentmindedly.
"Fuck you! Are you fucking kidding me?" protested Blair, wriggling out of Owen's grip to stand above him, hands planted indignantly on her wide hips. "I'm broke, not dumb. I know I'm fucking hot and you're fucking horny. If you want these sweet lips, you're going to have to do better than that!" She managed a sassy smile, then blew Owen a kiss.
Owen gave her an appraising look. "Hmmm. Fine. I can go to one hundred. I guess it would be worth as much as the spanking."
"Three hundred." Said Blair stubbornly.
"One fifty, and you have to suck my balls," said Owen with a cocky smile.
The image flashed through her mind, of her naked on her knees, tonguing her arrogant boss's sweaty balls as he loomed over her with that smug smile.
"F-fine." she stammered, her cheeks coloring.
"On your knees," commanded Owen immediately, loosening his belt and dropping his pants and boxers to the floor. His voice was hard and deep, more dominant than he had been before. Blair found herself a little intimidated by his sharp voice and cool glare, but more turned on by him than ever. A good employee should give one hundred and ten percent...
Blair sank to her knees between Owen's legs. His big hard cock, already dripping precum from its swollen head, rose up above her. Owen peeled a small stack of bills from his larger wad and tossed it on Blair's pile of earnings.
"Let's start with your promise," said Owen in that same hard, commanding voice. He put a hand behind her head, tangling his fingers in her soft brunette hair, and gently but firmly guided her mouth to his large hairy balls.
It was just as humiliating as her fevered sexual fantasies had dreamed. She was beneath her boss physically and symbolically, forced to pleasure him with her mouth, guided and controlled by his strong hand. She could have easily given a half-assed performance and collected her money, but by this point, Blair had started to get off on her sexual submission. With soft, upturned eyes, she began nuzzling and gently kissing her master's scrotum, demonstrating her desire to make him happy.
One of Blair's hands snuck down between her legs as she gently closed her lips around one of Owen's testicles, bathing its rough hairy surface with her sharp little tongue. "Good girl," said Owen, his voice softening as he tucked a stray strand of hair behind Blair's ear. Blair's other hand rose and began jerking Owen's cock as she worked, providing a free extra service without giving it much thought.
"How does it feel?" said Owen, causing Blair to look up from her focus on his balls, one hand buried between her legs, the other raised up above her head, moving up and down his cock. "You told me once that my filthy hands would never touch you again. Now not only did I touch that beautiful ass, you are using that sassy mouth to clean my balls. So I ask again. How does it feel?"
"D-don't, Owen. I'm doing what you want, you don't have to..."
"How does it feel Blair?" he asked again, using that hard cold voice that Blair couldn't refuse.
"It feels fucking bad ok!" snapped Blair, extending her pink tongue between phrases to lick at Owen's testicles, "It feels like you beat me somehow. Like you're better than me. Like I have to just be an obedient little employee because you're the... because you're my..."
"I'm your boss," said Owen with satisfaction.
Blair nodded, shamed into silence, her tongue and hand still working submissively on Owen's dick and balls, while her other hand enhanced her own submissive pleasure.
"Your Boss has a new job for you, Princess," said Owen triumphantly.
"Suck my cock."
With her boss's balls shiny with her saliva, Blair rose higher on her knees. She planted a long wet kiss on the tip of Owen's cock and whispered, "Yes, sir." while maintaining lingering eye contact. Then she took the head of Owen's cock into her pretty mouth. Owen could feel her tongue swirling and licking submissively as he stared deep into her passionate hazel eyes.
Blair was clearly unused to pleasuring cocks this large, but she slowly began bobbing her head, her lips and cheeks stretching as she did her best to please her boss. Owen reveled in his triumph. The stuck-up rich brat who had almost ruined his business without a second thought was now naked on her knees in front of him, locking her hazel eyes with his, trying her best to gauge his reactions and provide the best submissive blowjob she possibly could.
Owen had to keep himself from cumming. The tight seal of Blair's curvy lips moved up and down his shaft as her tongue worked busily to please him. Although she was no expert, Blair's enthusiasm for the job was clear, and if Owen let things continue, he would release his load into her bratty mouth within minutes. As nice as that would be, it wasn't his aim tonight. It was time to move things further.
"I want what your Daddy's friend got," said Owen, pulling his cock from Blair's mouth, "How much for an assjob?"
"A thousand," said Blair dreamily, a line of drool trailing from her mouth.
"One hundred. That's the going rate, right?"
Blair shook her head, frowning. "Five hundred. I know you want me, Owen."
"And you want money, princess. One fifty."
Blair started lazily stroking Owen's cock, still slippery with her saliva, she stared up at Owen with a naughty grin. "Three hundred. C'mon boss, I promise it'll feel real good."
Well well well. It looked like Blair wasn't useless at negotiating after all. Wordlessly, Owen peeled off a larger chunk of cash and slammed it on the growing pile on his desk.
Blair giggled and rose to her feet, turning to bend over her boss's desk, presenting her massive round ass for Owen's pleasure. He sunk his hands deep into the cheeks, which were soft enough that it felt like they were sucking his fingers in greedily. Blair's skin was warm, velvety smooth, and still lightly pink from the spanking.
Owen pulled the cheeks slightly apart and removed the buttplug. He didn't bother to tease Blair with it this time: his cock would be doing that soon enough.
Owen spat hard down into Blair's deep crack, drawing an indignant gasp from the little brat. What did she expect? His cock was still covered in her spit, but more lube was needed for this particular sex act.
Blair's heart pounded in her ears as she felt Owen's massive cock slide up between her thick buns. That night with Cyrus had been hot, and she was expecting more of the same, but this was somehow much more arousing. Owen's cock was longer, thicker, and smoother. The first slick, long pump of his dick up and down her cleft sent a wave of pleasure through her that she hadn't been anticipating.
Owen grunted in satisfaction as he found his rhythm, holding Blair's fat cheeks together around his cock as he slowly and powerfully stroked himself with her ass.
Blair bit her lip and braced her arms against the desk, burying her face in her arm to keep herself from crying out. She was still sensitive from Owen toying with her asshole earlier, and the smooth, slimy friction of Owen's cock against her anus sent floods of sticky pulsing heat through her belly.
She still remembered Owen's mocking words from that party several weeks ago: "Most girls don't cum from giving assjobs." She didn't know about most girls, but the sensation of her butthole being teased by cock was driving her crazy, turning her breath to hot, ragged gasps. Her virgin asshole felt... itchy, needy... empty. Although she knew she couldn't wear a buttplug while Owen was getting his rocks off, she craved that full feeling, the way the toys stretched her tight hole around them.
Owen's cock slid faster and faster, sending further waves of sensation through Blair's body. It wasn't enough. She desperately wanted to cum, but the friction between her cheeks was only a tease, not the deep satisfaction she craved.
"H-how much would you pay..." She panted, too ashamed to finish the sentence. Owen kept pumping as if he hadn't heard her.
"How much would you pay to f-fuck..." She started again, her voice jumping slightly with each powerful thrust.
"To fuck what, princess?" grunted Owen behind her.
"To fuck my ass! I knoooow you want to, you motherfucker! Fuck!!" moaned Blair desperately, pushing herself back against Owen's thrusting hips.
"I'm not sure..." said Owen thoughtfully, "How much are you offering?"
"One thousand!" gasped Blair, still shocked at herself for suggesting the filthy sex act.
"No way. This feels good enough. I'm almost ready to cum."
"Five hundred! Come on Owen, don't fucking tease me! You've wanted my ass since you first met me! I can always sense perverts like you!" Her butthole winked and flexed against the steady friction of Owen's cock, begging for penetration.
"Hmmmm, I don't think so, I've spent enough money already," said Owen, speeding up his thrusts as Blair voiced small, whiny moans, wiggling her ass to find an angle that increased her pleasure.
"One h-hundred dollars, you fucking bastard!" She screamed in frustration, then immediately changed tact, dropping her voice to an attempt at a sultry whisper, spoiled slightly by the edge of desperation in her voice: "You'll be my first, Owen. The first man I've ever let fuck my tight little asshole. The first to fill up my butt with your thick cock. That's worth a hundred. Come on, boss: I want that big hard dick inside of me."
Owen gripped Blair's hips tight, pulling her close. He began to move his cock in short, rapid strokes, now grinding his swollen cock head directly into her butthole. While still moving, he reached out his hand and pulled a single bill from his stack of money, holding it in front of Blair's eyes.
"Five dollars."
"Wh-what?" asked Blair, stunned. Owen's assault on her butt was clouding her mind, but the insult still registered. "Is that a fucking jooooke? Oh Jesus!" She tried to prevent herself from getting lost in pleasure, but Owen's hard dick teased her relentlessly. She could imagine what it would feel like inside her. With the cockhead rubbing her hard like that, it was so close, it could slip in at any second.
Five dollars. It was far, far worse than if she did it for free. It was an offer intended to humiliate her. But she saw the trap. She knew that if she refused, she wouldn't get what she craved, what every fiber of her being screamed out for right now: Owen's hard cock sinking deep into her ass.
Her debasement was the price, Owen's cock her reward.
"Arrhhh, fine you fucking bastard! Deal! Fuck me! Fuck my asshole!" Screamed Blair in a mix of lust and hatred and shame. She reached down with both hands and pulled her massive cheeks wide apart. Owen slammed the five-dollar bill down on the pile and once again sunk his fingers deep into Blair's thick hips.
Blair could feel the massive head of Owen's cock press up against her asshole, but this time it didn't stop at teasing. Owen pushed it forward, slowly but firmly increasing the pressure against her sphincter. Blair's asshole was still tight, but Owen's careful training had paid off. With a sudden yielding of resistance, his cock pushed itself into her warm, slick butthole.
Blair groaned deeply as the cock sank inch by inch into her rectum. The intensely pleasurable feeling of fullness and stretching were there, just like with her toys, but this was a thousand times better. Owen's cock was warm and slightly yielding. It also just didn't stop, pushing deeper and deeper inside her, beyond where even the biggest toy could reach.
Finally, Owen was fully inserted into Blair's big fat ass. He had taken Blair's precious anal virginity at last, a prize she had viciously defended from horny men her entire adult life. He had conquered her. She would act all snotty, bitchy, and mean to him in the future. She would pretend that this day had just been a momentary mistake. But she would never be able to unfuck her butt. Her big round cheeks felt deliciously soft as his hips crushed into them from behind. Blair's hot, tight insides felt incredible wrapped around his cock like a glove, tighter than any pussy.
Owen began moving, pulling out slowly as Blair's ass gripped and sucked hungrily at his cock, then pushing back into the greedy orifice again. Blair moaned and panted, already losing her mind even with the glacial pace. As Blair loosened and adapted to his dick, he began a series of deep, slow, fluid strokes, warming up Blair's anus further for the onslaught about to begin.
As his speed slowly increased, it felt like fireworks were exploding in Blair's frantic mind. She had no idea sex could feel this good. She slipped into her second orgasm of the day, her legs trembling as Owen's piston-like cock drilled relentlessly into her ass, slowly picking up speed. Her asshole slowly loosened further, eagerly learning the shape and size of its new master's cock, accepting its thrusts more and more easily as Owen began pushing harder and faster.
Finally, Owen had built up to a fast pace, his hips hammering forward, slapping obscenely against Blair's massive butt. The feeling was unbelievable. The thick hard cock in her ass made Blair feel vulnerable, dominated, and owned by the man fucking her in a way vaginal sex never had. The feeling of deep submission drove her wild, even as the physical pleasure felt like it was melting her mind. She frantically pushed her ass back against the invasive cock, her body desperate for more of the degrading penetration. She chained her third orgasm directly onto her second as Owen's cock reached a fever pitch
"I was wrong before," grunted Owen, pulling back a handful of Blair's soft brunette waves, forcing her back to arch up and his thrusts slammed her body forward.
"Sluts fuck for fun. You fuck for money."
"You're a whore."
The word seemed to fizzle in Blair's brain, her butthole tightened and her toes curled, yet another orgasm roared through her, larger than the others, mind-blankingly good.
"Yes! I'm an anal whore! I'm your whore! Fuck me!" She moaned, writhing her body against his pounding cock.



"A cheap whore. Five dollars is all your ass cost. Now, take my cum. Give your boss what he paid for. Say my name, whore!"
"Owen! OWEN!!! Fuck my ass! Give me your cuuuuuummmm!!" squealed the little brat as Owen buried himself deep in her ass, painting her insides white with his hot sperm, making Blair scream in desperation for something that she would have hated just a few months prior.
Blair collapsed forward onto the desk, thick white liquid dripping slowly out of her slightly gaping asshole.
Owen calmly grabbed the pile of money that he had promised for Blair's services and tossed it down on top of her.
Blair could only manage a dreamy grin as her hard-earned bills fluttered around her like snow.
"I might have some more bonuses for you in the future," said Owen with a grin as he picked up his clipboard and prepared to leave, "but I'm going to expect a discount for being a frequent customer."
...
"Push! Just a little more honey!" said Faria encouragingly as Blair gave a little grunt and finally expelled the little buzzing ball into Faria's waiting hand.
Faria dropped the ball on Blair's desk and wiped her hand across the soft skin of Blair's thigh.
It was time to find out what made this sassy little bitch tick.
"Why the obsession with money, sweetheart?" asked Faria softly, "How did it start?"
"You wouldn't understand," said Blair flatly, lowering her head to rest it back on the table wearily. But even though she didn't want to answer, Faria's command compelled her.
"I wasn't always rich. Until 5th grade, my father was really struggling with his business. I mean, we weren't starving, but I had thrift store clothes and Dad drove a beat-up used car. Part of the reason we were struggling was that my dad insisted on sending me to an expensive private school. But that made things worse. If I had gone to public school, I'm sure I could have blended in, but at that place... I was always the "poor kid." Kids can be mean. They made me feel worthless, made me feel like my family was worthless."
Blair turned her head to stare at Faria, her eyes flashing with triumph. "But that all changed in sixth grade. Dad's business took off. Suddenly I was richer than ninety percent of the girls there. And, what do you know? Suddenly I ruled the school. I was being invited to all the sleepovers and birthday parties and had five best friends. But I never forgot. All that power and respect wasn't because I was nice, or charming, or smart. It was because of my money. Money is everything."
"So in other words," said Faria solemnly, bending down so that she could be exactly at Blair's eye level, "You don't have the personality, charm, or brains to succeed on your own. It's always just been daddy's money."
"Fuck you." said Blair, her voice cracking, "Don't you think I ask myself that question every fucking day? Do you know how much it fucking terrifies me? The idea that no one in my life actually likes me, that I have no talents or skills that are worth a goddamn thing? Why do you think I'm trying so hard to start my business? You can't say anything to me that I haven't said to myself a thousand times, motherfucker."
"Game over, honey," said Faria with a satisfied smile. She stuck out a slim thumb and pressed it against Blair's curvy lips.
"Suck."
Blair's eyes widened with fear as her hot little mouth once again opened to admit Faria's thumb, submissively sucking. She looked like she wanted to make excuses and beg again. Good thing her mouth was too busy.
"I have one more question to ask, honey. You know, while we have a little fun here."
Blair looked up pleadingly while her tongue obediently swirled and licked, lubricating Faria's invading digit.
"I want to know why you are so scared of anal sex. Sure, there are many women who don't prefer it, but every time I suggest violating your precious forbidden butthole, you almost have a breakdown. That's not a normal aversion. Something happened. You're going to tell me what, while I explore the issue hands-on." Faria withdrew her thumb and walked slowly around the desk, giving Blair a chance to savor the anticipation.
"Please, Faria. I'll do anything. I'll pay you. Don't... Please don't put anything in my ass." Begged Blair pathetically.
"Explain to me. Why do you hate anal so much? Oh, and part those cheeks for me, sweetheart."
Blair rose to her knees, using both hands to pull apart her big cheeks, revealing the tight virgin asshole between them. Her big cheeks quivered slightly as her hands shook with nervous anticipation.
"One day..." began Blair reluctantly, "During my senior year of high school, I overheard some boys talking about... about my ass. It wasn't as big as it is now, but it was bigger than any of the other girls in my class. One boy that I had a crush on said that he wanted to...oh God... that he wanted to 'pull her pants down and fuck that fat ass until she screams'."
Faria chuckled. She ran her wet thumb in a tight circle around Blair's exposed asshole, making the bratty young woman shudder at the touch. "Continue."
"It pissed me off, of course, hearing him talk about me in that crude way. But the more I thought about it, the more curious I became. I wasn't a virgin, but I had never even considered anal sex. I was skeptical that it could even feel good."
Faria pressed the flat of her thumb against the surface of Blair's anus, grinding and rubbing it lightly as Blair squirmed at the intimate sensation.
"I... had to try it for myself. I picked a day my parents would be gone and I... oh Gooddddd, please stop Faria... I... I can't handle it," panted Blair as Faria increased her pressure, preparing to penetrate Blair's tight asshole.
"What did you do Blair? Tell me."
"Fuck! I got some lotion, and I lubed up my little teen asshole, and I... I... Jeeeesussss" Faria's thumb slipped inside as Blair hissed, "I masturbated, ok? Fuck! I stuck my little butt in the air and fingerfucked my asshole for hours! It was... Goooddddd... It felt better than any boy I had ever been with." Faria felt Blair's asshole pulse and tighten against the foreign object as she slowly thrust her thumb in and out, waiting for the end of the story.
"I lost track of time," said Blair in hot bursts of breath, distracted by the intensity of the sensation coming from Faria's thumb, "and my mother walked in on me."
And there it was. Faria nodded knowingly. Mothers could have an oversized influence on their daughter's development.
"You... Ha!... you should have heard her scream," said Blair shakily as she still held her cheeks apart to assist with her own anal domination, "She gave me an hours-long lecture. I'll spare you the details, but it boils down to this line: 'only whores like anal sex.' It was the most embarrassing event of my young life. I never forgot."
Faria could tell that, despite how much Blair's mind screamed that she hated anal stimulation, her butthole loved it. Blair's trembling voice and heavy breathing clearly showed that if this continued much longer, the snobby little rich girl would reach orgasm.
Teaching Blair to orgasm anally wasn't Faria's place. Owen should have that privilege. Faria withdrew her thumb, to the obvious relief of her captive.
"So," said Faria decisively, wiping her thumb on Blair's discarded blouse, "You have a deep fear that you don't have anything to offer the world besides money. Also, you were traumatized by your mother into swearing off anal sex altogether."
"Huh? No, I wouldn't put it like that." Said Blair, looking over her shoulder at Faria. She looked ridiculous, bent forward slightly on her knees, still pulling her ass cheeks wide to reveal her winking butthole.
"Don't worry sweetheart, I can fix those little mental issues for you."
*Programming mode. Empty your mind. Deep. Peaceful. Vacant.*
Blair relaxed, holding her shameful position.
*My best feature is my ass. It makes people like me and it earns me money.*
"-earns me money."
Well, now Blair could be confident that she had one thing to offer the world at least.
*My mother was right. Only whores love anal sex.*
"-love anal sex."
"I am a whore, so anal sex is my favorite. My ass is more sensitive and pleasurable than my pussy."
"-than my pussy."
... and that should effectively circumvent the mental block put in place by Blair's bitch of a mother. Blair was about to be having a lot of fun with that fat ass of hers.
Faria was ready to pack up and leave. She always felt a little drained after a programming session. All that she would have to do is give the last couple of commands to wipe Blair's memory and establish a likely backstory for the events of tonight.
But as she stared at the captive brat, slightly pink from embarrassment and exertion, a wicked idea occurred to her. Hmmmm, Blair would be putting on a little weight anyway, and Faria recalled how Blair had been a huge bitch about that expensive pig she had ordered from Owen... The idea was too fun to pass up. She was sure that Owen would appreciate the wrinkle as well.
*I am a greedy little piggy who gets turned on by money.* Intoned Faria with a nasty twist of her lip.
*-turned on by money* repeated Blair, fat cheeks gripped tightly by her hands.
This command would no doubt take a lot of training to sink in, but Faria expected that the results would be very entertaining indeed. She would have to be sure to let Owen know where he could expect Blair to end up at the end of her journey.
...
Owen Novak pulled his cock out of Blair's ass and stroked himself towards completion. The little whore moaned his name and rolled her hips slightly, jiggling her fat ass and giving him a show to help him cum. With a deep feeling of dominance and ownership, he fired thick ropes of cum onto Blair's ass, claiming her as he had done dozens of times in the past.
Owen sighed happily and flopped back into his chair. It had been a very satisfying few weeks since he had first fucked Blair. He had almost forgotten what it was like before he had his own personal anal prostitute. Her prices couldn't be beat either.
"Here, princess!" he said, pulling a crumpled five out of his pocket and tossing it toward Blair as she cleaned herself up, "you earned it!"
Blair frowned down at the money as she scrubbed her buns with a spare rag. "Oh no, you can't trick me, asshole. You spanked me at least ten times. Pay up."
Owen looked critically at Blair's ass. It certainly was red. Maybe he had spanked her that many times in the heat of the moment, or maybe Blair was trying to pull one over on him. He shrugged with a carefree smile. What the hell, he could afford it. He pulled two more fives out of his wallet and tossed them towards Blair as well. He remembered the night he had bargained Blair's standard rate down from ten dollars to one dollar per spank. That had been a good night.
Blair wore a look of triumph as she scooped up the fifteen dollars her ass had earned her and slammed it on the desk along with another handful of crumpled bills. Owen swiftly counted it. A little shy of three hundred dollars.
"Well well well," said Owen, hiding the money away in a drawer, "With that and what I am taking off your next paycheck, you've almost paid off what you owe me for the party."
Blair's face flooded with joy and relief, "Almost? What exactly do I have left to pay?" she asked, almost jumping up and down with excitement. Even after having unlimited access to Blair's ass over the past few weeks, he couldn't take his eyes off the wobble of her butt and thighs as she bounced enthusiastically.
"Just one item left," said Owen with a nasty smile, "that fucking pig that you insisted on."
Blair cursed internally. Fuck. That was right, that stupid pig that she had insisted on flying all the way from Hawaii. It had cost a fortune. It was hard to believe that she had ever been that silly about money. Owen had just been teasing her. She still had a huge amount to pay back, even if it was just "one item". Blair's face fell into a sullen pout.
Owen laughed at her childish expression of annoyance. "Don't be like that, Blair. I have good news. I've thought of a way that you can pay back what you owe for the pig all in one night. You'll even make a little cash on the side! Sound good?"
Blair narrowed her eyes. Something about Owen's tone set off warning bells in her head. But the idea of making money made her heart beat a little faster. She felt herself heating up a little between her legs. Fuck, it didn't take much to get her going nowadays. Money just turned her on so much. "I'm listening," she said cautiously.
Owen pulled a black shopping bag from behind his desk and tossed it to her.
"All you have to do is wear this and do what I say. You'll love it, trust me."
Blair looked into the shopping bag. Her eyebrows furrowed. Finally, it clicked what she was looking at. She looked up at Owen, furious humiliation on her face.
"You really expect me to wear this? You want me to fuck you while dressed like... like a..."
"No," said Owen, leaning forward across his desk, "Not just me. When you fucked me over with that party, you fucked over all of my workers as well. Tonight, you aren't just paying me back, you are paying them all back as well. You're going to put that on and entertain us all."
Blair's face flushed bright red. The thought of putting on these obscene... she couldn't even call them clothes. Dressing up like this and debasing herself in front of her coworkers, the people whom she had considered beneath her, the men and women she had ruthlessly teased with her body, telling them flatly that they would never be able to afford her. The idea revolted and excited her in equal measure. It would be the final self-insult. The final admission that she was beneath them in every way. The rest of the staff already ridiculed her as a trashy slut. This would confirm their taunts in the most humiliating way possible.
Blair felt dizzy with arousal.
Damn it, she couldn't just make decisions because they turned her on! She had to think about how they would affect her life! If she did this, she would never be able to look her coworkers in the eye again. She would forever be the slut who got gangbanged by the staff while wearing...
"Everyone has agreed to tip you as well," said Owen, watching her closely, a bold smile on his face, "lots and lots of bills from the tips they made recently. I saw them saving them up."
Blair imagined it. Crisp green bills in stacks and crumpled cash in piles.
She could sacrifice her dignity. Money was more important than anything else.
She pulled a thin, pale pink cut-off top from the bag and wordlessly began to dress as Owen looked on in approval.
...
Faria looked with distaste at the cheap beer in her hand. The party was not the kind of event she normally went out of her way to attend. Small groups of scruffy-looking men and trashy women stood around in groups, making dull small talk. Owen's employees were college dropouts, the unambitious, and people washed up in life. Blair had been wrong to treat these people as high-handedly as she had, but Faria didn't have much respect for them either. She just hid it, like polite people were supposed to.
Despite herself, Faria took a gulp of the beer. Until the entertainment arrived, alcohol was possibly the only thing that could save the evening.
Owen had rented out a small convention space, probably at a discount given his connections. He had provided basic catering and a few kegs of beer. Overall, a fairly pathetic party for a man who threw fancy events for a living. But Faria knew that the venue and the food were beside the point. Everyone knew what the real purpose of the evening was. That was why a current of nervous tension ran through the crowd.
Faria looked down to her feet and smiled. Well, Owen had picked a good venue in one way at least. Faria tapped a heel against the tile floor. Probably smart not to throw this particular party someplace with carpet.
Easier cleanup that way.
A murmur went through the crowd as the outer door squealed open and Owen appeared, holding a chain leash in his hand.
Faria grinned. Now it was time for the real party to start.
...
Blair hesitated for a moment outside the door as Owen stepped through, tottering on her massive pink heels. She could still stop this if she wanted to. Pull the leash out of Owen's hands. Run away. Go crying back to her father. Salvage some of her dignity. It was still possible. She didn't have to do this and spend the rest of her life as a fuckslut slave in the eyes of all these people.
The chain leash attached to the collar around her neck pulled tight. Owen was demanding her entrance. She took one step forward towards the light of the open door. Then another. Her feet wouldn't stop. The crowd could almost see her. Wetness dripped down her thighs, her exposed nipples pointing stiffly into the air.
Blair stepped out into the lit convention space. All eyes in the room turned to her. A gasp of shock ran through the crowd.
Followed by a roar of laughter.
Blair was wearing what could only loosely be described as a pig costume. It had a headband with cute, floppy pink ears and a little rubber snout that covered her nose. That was where all innocence ended. A tight pink cutoff shirt hugged the curves of her breasts tightly, but heart-shaped cutouts in the fabric exposed her stiff pink nipples to the world, making a mockery of even the shirt's skimpy coverage. Pale pink thigh-high stockings were held up by a lacy garter belt, but Blair was left completely bottomless, exposing her drooling pussy to the eager crowd. She could already see phones coming out of pockets to record.
Owen jerked the leash, pulling her forward to teeter towards the waiting crowd on her tall heels. It was everything she feared it would be in her deepest twisted erotic nightmares. The crowd leered at her with mocking grins and stiffening cocks as she made her way to the front of the crowd and knelt down as Owen had commanded her. She cleared her throat and tried to calm her pounding heart. Maybe she could pretend she had forgotten the speech Owen had given her. But that would be a lie. It felt like every word was burning in her mind. She glanced up at Owen, who nodded, a look of gloating victory in his eyes.
"Last year, a bratty little rich girl stole a pig from you," she began in a weak voice.
"Louder, bitch!" yelled a voice from the back of the crowd.
"Last year, a bratty little rich girl stole a pig from you!" yelled Blair, her voice cracking slightly, "she is here to pay you back. A pig for a pig. With interest."
"I've learned a lot this past year," she continued, feeling her juices drip down her thigh, "About how I'm just a greedy piggy who will do anything for money. So that's what I am going to do tonight. I'm the 'pay what you want' prostitute for the evening. I'm a slutty sow in heat, and that's how I want to be treated."
Blair pivoted awkwardly on her knees and turned her back to the crowd, bending down to showcase her wide hips and massive round ass. The crowd fell silent as they appreciated Blair's finest asset. In the past few months, Blair's ass had graduated from big to massive.Her wide plush hips framed her massive smooth cheeks perfectly. Her cheeks jiggled and swayed with every movement, showcasing their squeezable, spankable, fuckable softness. Her deep crack looked like you could get lost in it. The idea was tempting.
Her ass was almost large enough to hide the last piece of her costume, so, following Owen's instructions, she bent lower and spread her cheeks, revealing the finishing touch.
A curly tail buttplug.
"Tonight, I'm a f-fuckpig for each and every one of you. So please, use this greedy little piggy's holes to your heart's content. P-please tip generously!" squeaked Blair, mortified beyond belief.



"Who's first?" called out Owen cheerfully.
"Me!" said a chirpy voice from the front of the crowd.
Oh God no. Not her. Not first.
Of course it was Nikki. Of course she wanted the first crack at the humiliation. She was already stripping her clothes off, exposing a tight little tanned and toned body. She was amazingly confident as she eagerly skipped forward toward Blair. But then again, maybe it was easy to be confident in yourself when someone else was already the focus of so much ridicule in the same room.
Finally, Nikki stood above her with a cruel smile on her face. Although she tried not to look, Blair couldn't help but see that Nikki's tight pussy was just as wet as hers; anticipating the games that Nikki was about to play. Blair caught a faint whiff of Nikki's perfume and feminine musk, all too familiar from the last time the hated coworker had tricked Blair into eating her pussy.
"I have to say, babe," said Nikki with a big fake smile, "you make a better pig than a person. That big fat ass just fits, you know?"
"Whatever bitch!" hissed Blair, eyes blazing, "just because I got forced into this doesn't mean that..."
"Shhhhh," said Nikki, pulling her hand from behind her back. It was a wad of cash. Fuck. Owen had told all of her coworkers her shameful weakness. Blair eyed the wad hungrily. How could she resist? Money just turned her on so much.
"Pigs don't talk so much, you silly little sow!" said Nikki cheerfully, waving the money in front of Blair's eyes.
"They oink. Oink for me, babe. Some real good snorts. Show me what a good piggy you can be."
Her eyes on the money that would soon be hers, her cheeks burning red, Blair snorted deeply. Then again, twice more. Nikki couldn't help but dissolve into giggles. When she had recovered, she reached her free hand down to spread her pussy lips.
"Now they say that piggies will eat just about anything that is put in front of them. Let's test that, Blair. Come on you stupid sow. Dinner time."
Blair leaned forward, her eyes in a daze, giving one last big snort, filling her nose with Nikki's scent, which sent her further into a hazy cloud of humiliated arousal. Her lips made contact with Nikki's pussy, her tongue extending to lick and twist and pleasure her bitchy blonde tormentor.
The crowd murmured their approval and swarmed closer, watching with giggles and smiles as Blair debased herself, snuffling and snorting and slurping at Nikki's wet pussy with greedy enthusiasm. Blair found herself turned on by her new animalistic role, pushing her tongue deeper and faster, forgetting all about her pride and her hatred of Nikki in her desperation to please.
Even Nikki found herself impressed at Blair's subservient work. Little moans escaped from the back of the bitchy blonde's throat. Seeing that Blair was lost in her new role, Nikki snapped her fingers. "Connor!" she called commandingly, "Come here. Our horny little porker needs a little more inspiration."
Connor, the mean-looking tattooed man who was Nikki's constant shadow leaped forward from the crowd, eager and grinning and already naked, a hard cock bobbing with his walk as he hurried forward to assist in Blair's humiliation.
Nikki pointed to Blair's tail, even as the greedy little piggy kept her face buried in Nikki's cunt. Connor needed no further directions.
The cruel man pulled slowly on the pink curly tail butt plug, withdrawing it from Blair's ass with an audible sucking noise.
"Jesus Christ!" laughed Connor as the plug kept exiting inch by inch. The pink butt plug was monstrous in size, larger even than Owen's cock. Just when Connor assumed that the toy must be fully withdrawn, more came out, until a fully eight-inch plug finally lay slimy and warm in Connor's hand, leaving Blair's asshole loose and gaping.
Blair's coworker stood in shock for a moment that anyone, even an anal slut like Blair, could fit something this huge in their butthole. His cock throbbed at the sight of Blair's anal debasement. Nikki snapped her fingers. "Geez you dumbass, don't remove her tail all the way! It's part of the costume! Just help her... adjust it."
Connor understood immediately, and with a wicked smile, began reinserting the massive toy back into Blair's anus, twisting and pushing and teasing on its way while stroking his cock with his other hand, making Blair gasp and writhe with her face still pressed tight to Nikki's pussy.
It was only a matter of time before other people joined in. The next time Blair looked up from her work, she was surrounded on all sides by a forest of cocks of all shapes and sizes. Throughout the crowd eager women helped their male coworkers warm up, teasing and pumping their cocks, making sure they were ready to punish the slutty little sow when their turn arrived. Nikki grabbed first one hand, then the other, placing them on the closest throbbing cocks. "Get to work, piggy. What do you think we are paying you for?"
Blair lost herself in the sticky, primal rhythm of sex, arching her butt up as Connor attacked it from behind while writhing her tongue madly against Nikki's clit. Her two hands rose and fell on the cocks they grasped. "I always knew this was the real you," groaned Nikki, grinding her pussy against Blair's slobbery face, "from that very first night, when you let all those boys touch you. You've always been a fucking whore, Blair. You've always wanted it in your fucking ass, you just didn't know it before. Now make me cum you stuck up brat! Yesss! Fuuuuckkkk!"
Nikki mashed Blair's face into her, so tight that while Nikki's orgasm rolled through her, Blair couldn't breathe. The dick on her left fired off, spraying hot cum onto her back. Another cock replaced it almost instantly.
Blair was just getting into the rhythm again when something behind her changed. She felt the buttplug inside of her being completely removed and heard it clatter to the floor. She wondered if Connor had finally gotten tired of masturbating and had decided to claim her ass for his own.
But she should have known that the boss would be the first one to take that prize.
The next thing Blair knew, she lost her grip on both cocks as Owen powerfully entered her from behind, pushing her down into the floor.
This was nothing like the slow, almost gentle fucking that she and Owen had done before. This was a public performance, a demonstration for his staff of his complete victory and dominance. His powerful cock pinned her down by her butthole, thrusting deeply into her upturned ass, again and again, crushing her face and chest down into the floor. Blair moaned and writhed in submission beneath him.
Unable to resist the sight of Blair's utter sexual humiliation, more and more men came forward to spurt their load on the conquered sow, as Owen continued his brutal fuck show with incredible stamina. Over time, a thick, sticky layer of cum began to coat every inch of Blair's thick curvy body. Nikki and the other serving girls assisted with enthusiasm, helping with their hands and their words of encouragement to coax second and third loads from the cooks and male servers.
"Open wide, piggy," said Nikki, stroking a cock near Blair's face. Blair barely had time to open her mouth before the cock fired a thick white load into it. "Hold the cum in your mouth. We think you've paid us back for the pig at this point! We are going to start tipping you now!"
*Slap*
Someone had stuck a bill to Blair's body, using the sticky layer of cum to glue it on. Her mouth swirling with cum, her ass still being brutally punished by her boss, Blair couldn't help but smile. Yes! She was getting paid. There was no better feeling in the world.
*Slap* *Slap*
More and more people came forward, pasting their cash directly onto Blair's cum-smeared body, much to her delight. Nikki took out the wad of cash and giggled as she stuck it directly into Blair's cum filled mouth. Blair looked down at the cash.
It was all one-dollar bills. Her eyes whipped around to the cash being stuck on her body. Ones. Only one dollar bills. All of them. The crowd started laughing as she finally realized.
Blair clamped her teeth down on the money in her mouth and held back a laugh of her own. Suckers! They thought that they were insulting her, but they could insult her all day if it meant she got paid. She closed her eyes in bliss as Owen began to increase his speed, her throbbing pussy gushed down her thighs with every deep thrust into her asshole. She felt more and more slaps of people sticking their tiny tips to her cummy, sluttily dressed body. All her money. All hers. It felt so good. Sure, they were small bills, but every little bit counted.
Owen made a sweeping hand gesture, forcing back the gathered crowd. He was ready to make an example of his employee.
"Who has the power here, princess?" said Owen loudly, performing for his employees not just with the forceful strokes of his cock, but also with his commanding voice.
"Y-you do boss!" moaned Blair, the sticky wad of cash tumbling from her mouth.
"Who has the money?" demanded Owen
"It's you! It's you Owen!" responded Blair in a whining voice, reaching up to spread her buttcheeks further, welcoming her boss's display of dominance.
"Who has the respect?"
"Y-you do master!" simpered Blair pathetically, her voice jumping and trembling with the force of Owen's fucking, some of the bills glued to her cummy body being shaken loose and drifting to the floor.
"Who am I, Blair?" roared Owen.
"You're my master. You're my man. You're my boooossssss." moaned Blair as her ass jiggled and slapped lewdly against Owen's muscular hips.
"And who are you?" He asked, his voice becoming calm and hard as his focus narrowed to their upcoming mutual orgasm.
"I'm your submissive slutty employee. I'm your sweet little anal princess. I'm your fat-assed... piiiggyyyy.... WHOORRRREEEE," Blair squealed desperately, feeling her boss's massive cock fire hot semen deep into her asshole in front of all of her coworkers. She moaned a deep, satisfied orgasm into the floor, her shaking body rustling with the sticky, dirty bills that were her earnings. The lower-class coworkers cheered wildly at the sight of their slutty, pathetic piggy sex toy, who they now knew with certainty was beneath them in every way
Finally Owen stepped away, breathing heavily. "The night's not over yet, people! Who wants a chance at this ass?"
...
Months later, Faria noticed a party invitation as she was checking one of her PO boxes. That was rare. Curious, she opened it to read.
Novak's Adult Entertainment
Cordially invites you to attend a pork dinner
The main course will be spit-roast swine
Entertainment to follow
She had heard of this. Owen Novak wasn't so much in the general party planning business anymore. He had narrowed his focus to bachelor parties and other occasions that fit Blair's new entertaining style. He probably made much more money selling Blair's ripe body than he ever had with the fancy parties.
Enclosed in the same envelope was a photograph. It showed a smiling, happy Blair, looking back over her shoulder on her hands and knees, presenting her plump, juicy nudity. She was on a small stage, a big crowd of rough, drunk-looking men leering up at her. The crowd was cheering, watching the eager performer display the pink curly tail buttplug peeking between her massive cheeks. Faria could only assume that the display and removal of the tail was one of the most popular parts of the evening at Owen's new parties. The photo was signed with a loopy signature from Blair, with a heart over the "I" and a cute little cartoon doodle of a pig.
Faria flipped over the photo and noticed a handwritten note there.
Dear Ms. Faria.
I don't remember you, but Owen told me that I have you to thank for my new job. Thank you so much! Before, I was so worried about money, and I always felt like there was nothing about me that anybody liked. Now, my days are completely stress-free! I make a lot of money at my new job, and I know exactly what people like about me. So I asked Owen if you could come to our next big party. I can give you a one-on-one experience, but please remember, I make my money from tips, so I'm depending on your generosity!
XOXO
Blair Beaumont aka The Piggy Princess
Faria smiled. It was always nice to see a happy ending. As for attending the party, she would have to check her calendar.
But she thought she could make the time. Being one-on-one with Blair and her big ass again was tempting. Faria wondered what response the little brat would have to her thumb nowadays. Blair had probably gotten significantly better at twerking as well...
Faria could spare a few dollars for a nice tip.



        Intro to Interracial Relations Pt. 01

        A college class is programmed to love black cock.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/intro-to-interracial-relations-pt-01

Title: Intro to Interracial Relations Pt. 01

Author: RabbleLaid

Category: Mind Control

Description: A college class is programmed to love black cock.

Tags: interracial, femdom, raceplay, humiliation, feet, exhibitionism, corruption, cuckold, brainwashing, incest

Series: Intro to Interracial Relations


PLEASE NOTE:
This story focuses on Mind Control and Interracial Domination.
This work also goes harder on humiliation than many of my past stories. If you find that this story is too extreme for you, my apologies: I don't plan to have humiliation this intense in all of my stories going forward, so I hope my next release suits your tastes better.
This story includes a large number of fetishes. The following list contains the major kinks represented. If one of these is a personal deal breaker, the story may not be for you.
SPOILERS
Mind Control, Raceplay, Cuckolding, Betrayal, Exhibitionism, Corruption, Bimbofication, Incest, Impregnation, Coerced Male Cum Eating, Foot Play, Small Penis Humiliation, Coerced Chastity.
I hope that you enjoy the story! Let me know what you think with a comment! It really helps me when people can tell me things that they specifically liked or disliked about stories, so I appreciate it!
Orientation:
Roderick Caine looked around his new office with satisfaction. Gleaming hardwood, leather furnishings, shelf after shelf of serious-looking old books that the old white fucks who had used this office before him had probably never even read. Making it here was a major accomplishment. The vote had been held only this afternoon. He could still picture the faces of the old pack of racists on the regents' board when the results had been announced. He suspected he would be treasuring the memory for years to come.
But becoming the first-ever black chancellor of Mulbrooke University wasn't the end goal. It was only the beginning.
"Well," said a lazy, sarcastic voice from behind him, "If you're quite finished patting yourself on the back, maybe we can talk business."
Roderick turned with a rueful grin to face his guest. She was right, he was being a little rude. Morgan Cherry lounged in one of the leather chairs, long brown legs crossed tightly, the smooth warm skin of her thick thighs perfectly displayed by her unprofessionally short skirt. Morgan's snow-white blouse had far too many buttons undone, and, judging by the amount of her velvety dark cleavage currently on display, she wasn't wearing a bra. Roderick would have to discuss the dress code with her. As much as he enjoyed seeing her curvy brown body, if she was too careless she might blow their plans.
"Of course," said Roderick smoothly, leaning back against his new desk. "As chancellor, I'll be in a prime position to change hearts and minds. That's where you come in."
Morgan Cherry flashed her boss a venomous smile and leaned forward, exposing even more of her ample chest. "What do you think?" she asked conspiratorially. "Should we just call a mandatory assembly? Get the whole student body in one go?"
Roderick gave her a withering look. Morgan Cherry was a skilled mesmerist and a key to his plans. She had been instrumental in strategically altering a few of the votes in the chancellorship election for one. But she simply didn't have Roderick's foresight or planning skills. If they wanted to change the world, they would have to work a lot smarter than that. "Seriously, Morgan?" he said dryly, "Think for a moment. The entire white student body starts worshiping the African race overnight the day after the first black chancellor takes power? We would both be in jail."
Morgan sat back with a sour look on her face, crossing her arms beneath the swell of her breasts. "Well then. I assume you have a better idea."
"Obviously. This doesn't need to happen overnight. We work slowly. Start with a small core group of students. Make them loyal ambassadors of the movement."
Morgan huffed but looked intrigued despite herself. "What group did you have in mind exactly?" she asked curiously.
Just then, a hesitant knock sounded at the office door.
"Come in!" called Roderick.
Candice Greene slipped into the room. She was a beautiful woman in her mid-thirties, one of the youngest professors at the stuffy old establishment of Mullbrooke University. Candice had exactly the wide curved hips and ample butt that Roderick liked to see in his women. Especially white women. Add to that a bosom that her professional attire couldn't entirely conceal, and her shining blonde waves of hair, and Candice was a dazzling presence that normally commanded the room. Right now however, instead of her usual intelligent confidence, her face was locked into the conflicted expression of anxiety and arousal that Roderick had come to inspire in her.
"You called for me, Chancellor?" she asked meekly. Her hands fluttered to the top button of her blouse but froze when she noticed Morgan Cherry. "Dr. Cherry!" she said, her beautiful blue eyes opening wide and her mouth dropping open in shock. "What is my... my...?" she asked faintly.
"What is your therapist doing in my office?" supplied Roderick smoothly, with a raised eyebrow. "Well, Dr. Cherry has such an incredible talent for helping people overcome their prejudice that I've decided to hire her for the coming term. You two will be working closely, in fact."
Morgan gave a casual wave and a sneer of contempt to the poor, mixed-up woman. "But... I do believe that we had a deal, Ms. Greene," said Roderick firmly, "Concerning your conduct whenever you come to my office."
Candice's lip wobbled, and she helplessly indicated the confident black woman watching her with amused eyes. "But... but sir!" she whimpered.
Roderick slapped a hand down on his new desk. "I don't want to hear your excuses, Candice! Morgan is a trusted friend of mine and your new colleague. She needs to see what kind of woman you truly are! I won't tell you again."
In answer, Candice simply hung her head and resumed unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a conservative cream-colored bra supporting her large pale tits. With a look of horrified shame, she fumbled with the clasp behind her back, removing her bra to reveal her magnificent breasts, topped with two hard pink nipples that showed that this forced display turned her on just as much as it shamed her.
"Leave the stockings and heels on, Ms. Greene," said Roderick gleefully, "But do hurry and remove your skirt and panties."
Continuing to blush and cringe, the once-respected professor unzipped her long skirt and dropped it to the ground, standing in only her high-waisted panties and stockings. Roderick practically licked his lips at what he would see next. "Did you get it?" he asked eagerly.
"Y-yes sir," said the humbled blonde woman in a cracked whisper, and to prove it, she pulled down her panties to show her new tattoo, still bright black and edged in red from its recent application. A large black spade shape with a letter Q left blank in the center. It was placed immediately above her dripping, flushed pussy.
"Come here, darling," said Roderick with hungry eyes, extending a hand to his new slave. She crossed the room with hesitant steps, like a fawn willingly walking toward a wolf. When she was within reach, the new chancellor pulled her toward him, one large ebony hand gripping her throat possessively as the other gently traced the outlines of her new tattoo. A permanent symbol of his ownership, and of her complete submission. "What did you tell your husband?" he asked, amused.
"J-just that I thought it looked cute, and that I like c-card games," said Candice in a shameful whisper, unable to meet Roderick's eyes.
Roderick barked a laugh. "And the little wimp bought it? White men truly are pathetic. Dr. Cherry and I were in a meeting, dear," said Roderick with a twisted grin. "Why don't you make yourself useful while we continue talking." With that, he slowly pushed the naked professor down to her knees. Through careful training, Candice already knew what was expected of her. She locked her arms behind her back and began struggling to use her lips, tongue and teeth to undo Victor's pants button and zipper. Roderick resumed his conversation as the little disgrace made frustrated grunts, doing her best to free his cock.
"Ms. Greene here, believe it or not, is a highly respected psychology professor," he explained with a wide grin. "Especially among the... richer and paler of the parents at the University. So much so that they typically clamor for their children to take the seats in her Intro to Psych class." With a gasp of satisfaction, Candice finally used her teeth to pull down Roderick's boxers, freeing his massive black cock to bounce in the open air, already inflating to its impressive length.
"In other words," Continued Roderick as Candice greedily slurped his cock into her mouth, all of her shame and hesitance forgotten in the face of her favorite treat, "The children of some greatest obstacles to our plan, all in one place. The perfect group to start on for our little revolution." Roderick planted a hand firmly on the head of the eager blonde on her knees in front of him, forcibly increasing the speed of her fellatio.
"We'll just change the material a bit, and add you as a supplement to the course." Said Roderick, raising his voice slightly to be heard above the sloppy sounds Candice's married mouth was making. "And before the end of term, we will have a useful group of students with radically changed views on race relations. Sound like a plan?"
Morgan's eyes glittered as she watched the abject debasement of the woman she had carefully programmed over the past few months. She flicked her gaze up to Roderick's commanding brown eyes and smiled.
"You got it, boss."
...
"Look at them," said Noah Bancroft, gesturing with his chin. "They must feel like they're going to own the campus this year. What with their man in the top position."
He had indicated a group of four black men just across the green from them, laughing loudly and throwing a frisbee back and forth to each other. As he watched, sneering, one of them pulled his shirt off, revealing a chiseled ebony physique.
A light punch to his arm pulled him back to the group. His girlfriend Juno was giving him an exasperated look. "Give it a rest already," she said in a quiet, warning tone. "If you get all obsessed about that kind of thing you'll ruin your whole university experience." Her clear blue eyes, peering through her square-rimmed glasses, were affectionate but serious. Juno usually didn't like to make a scene or be the center of attention, but if Noah made her angry, he would pay for it in private later. Her slim little body(always modestly covered of course) pale porcelain skin, and long coal-black hair made her look sweet and feminine, but Juno was tough as nails on the inside.
"It's a temporary problem anyway," said Arthur in a bored tone, ripping up small pieces of grass and trying to sneak them down the back of his sister Cecily's collar. "At least, that's what my father says. He told me Caine got the chancellorship through some sort of trickery, and when it gets straightened out, he'll be out on his ear." Cecily wrinkled her cute freckled nose, swiping a hand across the back of her collar while continuing to stare at her phone. She narrowed her eyes as she realized what Arthur was doing and roared "You fucker! This is a new shirt!" while aiming vicious fists at her giggling brother's face and chest. Arthur and Cecily Gabriel were twins. Both of them were tall, had almost-white blonde hair, and a spray of freckles which honestly worked better for Cecily than they did for Arthur. But unlike when they were kids, no one would confuse them. Arthur had broad shoulders and thick arms that had more than a few women interested in him at any given time, and Cecily had a willowy supermodel build that made women jealous and made men take notice. They were also by far the most upper class of the group of friends: although they didn't like to talk about it, their father was a baron.
"And, like, how is it your problem anyway who the chancellor is?" said Rosemary, lying her head back on Miles's lap as she stared peacefully up at the fluffy clouds. Rosemary Yates was a stunning beauty. She took great care of her sun-kissed skin and lustrous auburn hair and she dressed carefully to emphasize her wickedly curvy body without showing the boys too much. Miles Huntly, Noah's small, thoughtful, dark-haired best friend was currently stiff and silent, barely able to breathe from Rose's sheer proximity. Miles had been madly, desperate in love with Rose for years. If Miles didn't tell Rosemary how he felt soon, Noah would do it for him. There was only so much he could take of this puppy-dog act.
Juno shot him another exasperated glance as their friends took his comment and ran with it. Noah suppressed a smile as his eyes lovingly traced his girlfriend's upturned nose and delicate cheekbones. She was beautiful even when she was annoyed. Noah was thrilled that they had managed to go to the same university. And the fact that their whole friend group had come along was even better. Juno was right, today was too nice of a day to get all sour and ignore his friends.
Noah slapped his knees and pushed himself to his feet. "Well, it's about time to head to class, yeah?" he said with a smile. Rosemary pouted a little about wanting to stay outside longer, but the group as a whole looked excited. In their first term, they all had one shared class. Intro to Psych with the respected Professor Greene. The whole friend group moved toward the lecture hall, happily chattering in the bright fall air. Noah couldn't help casting one more glance back at the group of black students playing on the lawn. Rosemary was wrong. This was his problem to worry about. His father was the one who was supposed to be elected chancellor. Roderick fucking Caine had stolen that somehow.
There had to be something he could do to fight back against that arrogant upstart.
...
As they filed into the slightly dusty old lecture hall, Noah was shocked to see none other than Roderick Caine himself, standing at the front of the room talking animatedly with a beautiful blonde woman who must be Professor Greene. It was certainly odd. As far as he understood, the Chancellor's duties didn't involve visiting classrooms.
As they entered the hall and sat, Roderick's eyes locked with Noah's and his grin widened. Noah felt a boiling swell of anger inside him. So it looked like Roderick Caine knew who he was. He would regret making enemies of the Bancrofts.
"Students! Your attention please!" called Roderick Caine in a clear, ringing voice, ending the murmuring conversations throughout the hall.
"Now, for those of you who don't know me by sight, I am your new chancellor, Roderick Caine," he said with a warm smile. Noah gritted his teeth at the man's self-satisfied use of the title that should be his father's. Noah looked around and noted smugly that he recognized many of the students in the class. All of them white, all of them from the right sort of families. If Roderick was hoping to find a crowd sympathetic to him and his planned changes at the University, he couldn't have picked a worse class.
"When I took my post as chancellor, I noticed that there was a great deal of controversy. There has also been controversy over the increased admissions for non-white students in recent years." The crowd watched the new chancellor with stony, unsympathetic silence.
"There is, without a doubt, an issue with racial tension at this University, so I thought it was crucial to increase awareness of the issues of racism and discrimination among the student body," explained Roderick, pacing the front of the room. "Now, unfortunately, it was too late to have any courses added to the fall term, but Professor Greene agreed so strongly on the need for this content, that she volunteered to modify her course until a new class could be added." He gestured toward the lovely young professor, who shyly smiled and waved awkwardly to the class.
"This term, the course offered by Professor Greene will be "Intro to Interracial Relations" rather than "Intro to Psychology"."
The class broke into muttering amongst themselves.
Before anyone could protest, Roderick Caine spoke again. "I understand that this comes as a surprise, and for some of you, this may not be ideal. I only ask that you give this a chance. After the first week, any student who still wishes to be transferred will be given a spot in a different Intro to Psychology course."
"Are you joking?" Noah's loud, confident voice cut through the chatter in the class, making Roderick focus on him with a non-plussed glare, and causing the rest of the students to go silent and take notice.
Noah soaked up the attention, leaning back in his chair and running a hand through his stylishly cut brown hair before continuing. "You knew you wouldn't be able to get enough students interested in your politically correct joke of a class, so you decided to trick them into it. That's the real story, right?"
Roderick Caine just smiled calmly, although Noah noted with satisfaction that his hand tightened on the table he leaned on. "I'm not surprised that you feel that way about diversity education, Mr. Bancroft. If I remember correctly, your father was the source of much of the controversy I mentioned earlier."
Juno was leaning over to Noah, whispering in his ear. "You should tell him that the fact that the subject of academic courses can be switched so easily just shows that he doesn't understand his job," she said fiercely.
Roderick raised his eyebrows. "It seems like your lady friend has something she would like to share. Could I hear it as well, miss?" he asked in a cold voice.
Noah felt his hackles rise just from the huge black chancellor talking to his sweet, shy girlfriend. "I'm afraid not, Chancellor Caine," he said, his tone dripping with sarcasm, "She doesn't associate with men like you." Noah could tell from the ooohs of the crowd that he had gotten a little too blatant with that one, but he was too angry to care. Juno supported his verbal barb, her hand on his shoulder, her nose in the air as she gave Roderick Caine a disdainful look that backed up Noah's words.
Roderick Caine sighed. "You seem to have something you want to say, Mr. Bancroft. So let's hear it. My job, as duly elected chancellor, is to listen to the complaints of students under my care."
"I do have something to say actually Roderick," said Noah, rising to his feet. "By tricking your way into this job, you took something that wasn't yours. That rightfully belonged to someone else. And while our parents straighten out how to remove you from the position you stole, not one person in this class will bow down to the ridiculous regime that you're setting up. And that includes the propaganda you're trying to shove down our throats."
The class applauded, and Juno rose to stand by his side, her face haughty and proud of her man. She had wanted Noah to drop the topic of their new chancellor earlier in the afternoon, but after seeing Roderick's arrogance for herself, she was now one hundred percent behind her boyfriend.
Roderick's deep brown eyes swept over the room of sneering, applauding upper-class students. Then, to Noah's confusion...
He smiled.
"If you still feel like that in a week, my offer stands," said the new chancellor simply. "You will be transferred out of the class. There will be no transfer requests accepted before then. Enjoy your lecture everyone!"
And the massive chancellor turned without further ceremony and left the lecture hall.
...
Roderick Caine forced himself to breathe and release his tight fists as he strode across campus toward his office. Noah Bancroft was an unpleasant racist little shit, but this was, in fact, the ideal scenario.
This class was the perfect place for a spoiled brat like Noah Bancroft. He and his cute little girlfriend as well. Her eyes, filled with the casual disdain for black men that society had trained into her, galled Roderick almost as much as Noah's heated words. She was the type to hide away her body under shrouding clothes, but Roderick doubted that she would stay that prudish after Greene and Cherry had done their work on her. The idea was intriguing.



Roderick would have to check back in with Noah at the end of term, to get revenge on the entitled white boy, the rest of the snobby class...
And maybe Noah Bancroft's cute little girlfriend too.
Lesson 1:
"Is this even legal?" asked Juno with an annoyed look, taking one of the syllabi offered by the passing professor and flipping through it. "I've never heard of a course being changed like this."
"Me neither," said Noah, but he had to fight to keep a grin off of his face. This was exactly the sort of thing he had been looking for. An off-the-books change to a course to push Roderick's personal racial agenda. All he had to do was collect information on this joke of a course, and he could create a huge scandal
"And look at this," whispered Juno, pointing with a slim finger to a detailed section of the syllabus. "All students will attend mandatory counseling sessions to assess the impact of classroom lessons. What the fuck does that mean?"
"Attention please, class," said Professor Greene at the front of the room. Now that the chancellor had left, the deferential cringing attitude she had adopted was dropped, and she looked much more confident and in control. "You can all feel free to examine the syllabus at your leisure, but I'm afraid we need to hit the ground running in this course if I would like to cover the material I have planned."
She clicked a button on a small remote and the lights dimmed. A projector hummed to life, and words were displayed on the screen at the front of the hall.
"White Women and Black Men: Examining the Taboo"
Something seemed to be wrong with the projector. It was especially loud, making a persistent pulsating buzzing sound that seemed to worm its way in through Noah's ears. Oddly, the effect wasn't completely unpleasant. It made Noah feel relaxed for some reason. Just a second ago he had been up in arms. Now he sat back, waiting to see how things played out.
"For generations, Black men have been stigmatized as dangerous," began Professor Greene in a low, calm voice. The projector showed an image of a black man, his face in shadow, his torso heavily muscled. For some reason, Noah found himself glancing over at Juno, and saw her examining the slide with rapt attention, her eyes shining, her lips slightly parted. Her concerns about the class had been put aside for the moment it seemed.
"And this danger is seen as especially acute when it comes to white women," continued the professor, her voice worming its way deep into Noah's brain. The slide now showed a pale woman lightly placing her palm on the chest of the muscled black man from the previous slide, looking back at the camera with an unreadable expression.
"White women are taught that they compromise their innocence and purity by consorting with black men." The woman on the slide had gotten closer, wrapping an arm around the neck of the hulking statue of a man, looking up into his eyes with a soft expression. It looked obvious that they were about to kiss.
"White men are taught that they must protect women from this sexual danger at any cost." The picture shifted completely. Now the pale beautiful woman stood in the center, the black, heavily muscled man on her right hand, a pale, skinny, shirtless white man on her left.
"This perceived danger is such a fundamental part of white culture that it has become a deep taboo. To the point that it has become... fetishized by both men and women."
For just a split second, the image changed. The three figures on the screen were completely naked. The white boy's scrawny cock stood small and stiff straight up from a nest of unkempt pubic hair, dripping with precum even as its owner wore a look of shame and discomfort. The black man, in contrast, had a look of smug triumph written on his features, thrusting his powerful hips forward to present a monstrous ebony cock to the camera, bulging with masculine power. The woman, her pale nude body practically glowing, had her hand softly gripping the base of the black cock to her right, ignoring the nude white boy on the other side completely. Her nipples were stiff with arousal, and she looked straight at the camera with sparkling eyes and a naughty smile.
Noah blinked. The image was back to the way it had been. Noah's eyebrows creased. Had the Professor just shown a pornographic image in class? Maybe he had just imagined it. But why would his imagination create such an image?
"But it is our duty to fight back against this subconscious prejudice," said Professor Greene. The projector switched to a scene of the same three models, but this time talking and laughing in a casual setting.
"We have to stop fetishizing innocent interactions between white women and black men..." The image zoomed in, cropping out the white man entirely to focus on the white woman and the black man, laughing and having fun.
"And, in fact, we must actively support more interaction between these groups that have been forced apart for so long." The photo zoomed in again, so it was just the faces of the Black man and the white woman, staring into each other's eyes, smiling and laughing.
With a sharp click, the lights in the classroom turned on and the projector turned off. Noah shook his head and turned to see Juno rubbing her eyes with a confused scowl. Despite his disdain for the class, for some reason, Noah had found the short presentation riveting.
"In the last five minutes here, I want to explain your first homework assignment," said Professor Greene, smiling widely at the class.
Last five minutes? Noah exchanged a bewildered glance with his girlfriend. The professor must be confused: the class had just started. Noah looked at the clock, and his mouth fell open. It was he who was mistaken: the short presentation had somehow been over a half-hour long.
"I want all of you to choose a lab partner for the term. It should be a member of the opposite sex, and someone you are close to."
Noah looked to the side with a smile. The choice was easy. Juno gave him a sharp little grin and laced her slim fingers through his. "Will you be my lab partner, Noah Bancroft?" she asked with mock solemnity.
"Always and forever, dearest," he said in his best soap opera voice, raining kisses up Juno's arm and making her snort through a storm of giggles. "Stop it, babe! People are looking!" she said, pulling her hand away with a smile. Juno hated PDA, although luckily she seemed to take this joking display in stride.
Further down the row, Noah could see Arthur and Cecily giving each other casual thumbs up, and Miles stuttering his way through asking Rosemary to be his lab partner.
Professor Greene called their attention back. "Your homework assignment tonight is simple. Go out to a public place with your lab partner. When you see a black man, I want the female lab partner to turn her back on her white partner, approach the black man, and introduce yourself. Go with the flow and see where the conversation leads. I want the male lab partner to watch this happen. Don't interfere. Don't join the conversation. Just watch from afar. I will send some reflection questions for both groups."
Noah turned and exchanged an incredulous glance with Juno. Further down, Arthur whispered to him with a smirk: "What do you think, just blow it off and do the reflection, right?" Noah winked at him, holding back a laugh.
"Also!" said Professor Greene, cutting through more murmuring from the class, "As you may have seen in the syllabus, individual counseling sessions are a mandatory part of this course. Make sure to check the schedule as soon as you can: some appointments are as early as this afternoon." Just as she finished, the bell rang, and the students filed out into the bright sunshine, furiously discussing the odd class amongst themselves.
...
Noah was practically giddy, holding his phone up to his ear as he lounged on his couch in his new apartment.
He still couldn't believe that Caine had been stupid enough to make a pro-black move this blatant. It was concrete proof that Roderick Caine was using his position improperly. It was just a matter of time before his father could use this to leverage himself into the chancellorship.
His group of friends had all laughed at the ridiculous presentation and assignment from the class. What sort of white guilt bullshit had Professor Greene swallowed anyway? As if they would let Rosemary, Juno, and Cecily just ditch their friends and chat up some black guys in the name of racial equality.
Juno herself lounged next to him on the couch. She was cute in a tiny pair of pajama shorts that he loved seeing her in and a loose tank top that gave tantalizing glimpses of her creamy petite body when she shifted. Juno was a bit of a prude when it came to dressing for going out in public, but at home where no one else could see, she was perfectly willing to tease him a little with her beautiful body. Maybe they could fool around a little right now instead of waiting for tonight... For some reason, Noah was feeling especially horny today. Noah was still shocked he had managed to convince Juno to live with him. She was still officially roommates with Cecily, but her bed in that apartment was perpetually neat and cold, existing only for parent visits.
Suddenly, Juno gave a start. "Babe, have you seen the schedule for these counseling sessions?" she said in an annoyed tone. "Yours is in a half hour!"
Noah groaned. He had hoped that he would be able to transfer from the class before he had to go through with any of the strange required counseling sessions. He considered just skipping it, but finally sighed and pushed Juno's feet off his lap.
Juno gave him a wry look and pulled him down for a lingering kiss, her tongue slipping into his mouth briefly to tease him. It seemed like Noah wasn't the only one who felt a little hot and bothered today. "My session is an hour or so, but when I get back, let's hang out, just the two of us," her voice was a little smokey, gaining the slightly raspy edge that he loved to hear in bed. Noah exchanged broad grins with Juno as he went out the door, rejoicing that he was with a girl who could give him butterflies after all this time.
One-on-One Tutoring:
Noah wasn't sure what he was expecting when he knocked on the door of the small office. But he certainly hadn't been expecting Morgan Cherry. The curvy black woman's tall heels made her tower commandingly above him, making him feel like a child.
As she opened the door, her dark eyes locked with Noah's, her gaze fierce and hot and weighing. Then suddenly, her cruel, beautiful features broke into a sunny smile. "Noah, right? So pleased to meet you!" Then, alarmingly, she pulled him into an embrace, crushing him up against her warm, curvy body. Noah blushed as he felt the therapist's chest, clearly braless, push hard against his. Her perfume was rich and floral, with a hidden twist of some deeper, wilder musk. It reminded him of a lush jungle flower.
Noah struggled weakly, causing the tall woman to release him with a wicked grin. Noah struggled to regain his composure. That hug had clearly been inappropriate. But maybe he should just let it pass. One more thing to bring up to his father.
"Where are my manners?" said the stunning black woman warmly. "I haven't introduced myself. You may call me Dr. Cherry. You're here just in time, Noah. Miles was just finishing." She turned and entered her small office, beckoning Noah forward as he saw a flushed Miles Huntley rising from the leather therapist's couch, his hands awkwardly clasped over his crotch.
Noah tried to greet his friend, but all he got was an awkward grunt in reply as Miles hurried out of the room, half hunched over. Noah's eyebrows drew together in concern. Miles was clearly hiding an erection. He turned a suspicious glance at Dr. Cherry, but she was all smiles and innocence, seating herself on a stool, grabbing a leatherbound notebook, and crossing her long, smooth, dark brown legs.
"Shall we begin, Noah?" said Dr, Cherry invitingly. "Sadly, I have all-too-limited time with each student."
Noah hesitated, but gingerly lay back on the couch. "Thaaat's it," purred Dr. Cherry. "Relax." She reached a long-nailed finger over to her desk and set a metronome swinging, providing a soft, deep tocking sound at a regular interval. "I hope you don't mind," she said in a deep, calm voice. "It's a tactic that I've developed to relax patients and help them open up. You will be open with me, won't you Noah? Completely open?"
Noah found that the sound was relaxing. Dr. Cherry's interesting perfume smelled like it had grown in strength as well. The combined effect reminded him of how the buzzing projector had made him feel in class today. Warm and comfortable and slightly sleepy. He nodded his head, blinking slowly. "Yes, Dr. Cherry." Of course, he had no intentions of spilling his secrets in a farcical therapy session like this, but he suddenly felt he was too tired and relaxed for outright defiance. It would be so much easier just to sit back, go with the flow, and lie to the doctor if necessary to get through this.
"Good boy," said Dr. Cherry in her calm, slow voice. "The purpose of these sessions is to examine your response to the class material and talk you through your personal journey toward interracial acceptance."
Noah's lips twisted slightly. "Interracial acceptance". It was a joke, really. His father had taught him all about how phrases like that had been invented by people who wanted to take things from families who had worked hard for what they had. But resistance to the therapist seemed to difficult to contemplate. Dr. Cherry smelled soooo nice. Noah turned his head to look at her. Her soft curvy lips were pulled up into a warm smile. Her long legs looked smooth and warm and deliciously firm and toned, all the way up to the long expanse of brown thigh shown by her short skirt. And... had she unbuttoned some of the buttons on her blouse? If so, Noah didn't mind. He knew he shouldn't, but he was so relaxed that he stared openly at the exposed ebony cleavage, grinning like an idiot.
"How did you feel about the presentation in class today, Noah?" asked Dr. Cherry in a soft voice.
Noah shrugged uncomfortably. "It was... interesting. I had never really thought about what she was saying." It was a lie, but a minor one. His father railed against interracial relationships so often at the dinner table that Noah obviously had formed some opinions of his own on the subject.
"Reeallly?" purred Dr. Cherry in an amused tone. "You've never ever thought about what it felt like to see a white woman together with a black man?" She was now leaning forward, exposing even more of her soft brown cleavage to Noah's fascinated eyes. The deep ticking of the metronome felt like it was burrowing its way into his brain. The image he had imagined from the lecture seemed to flash before his eyes. The ashamed white boy, his cock so clearly inadequate. The black man, cocky and victorious in this competition of masculinity. The white woman between them, judging, her choice already made. Against his will, Noah felt his cock swelling in his pants. His hands fell to his lap, trying his best to hide his inappropriate erection.
"My social circle is white," said Noah firmly, "So the situation never really comes up." He wanted to get off this subject. The idea of white women with black men made him a little uncomfortable, it was true, especially after the flash of that imagined image today, but he had no desire to examine his feelings on the matter.
"So there's no situation where you see white women and black men getting along together?" asked Dr. Cherry sweetly. "Be honest, honey. You said you would be completely open to me."
Noah licked his lips, feeling his erection throb in his jeans, refusing to go down. She couldn't possibly be implying what he thought she was. Sure, sometimes he watched porn with black guys and white girls. Who didn't? Interracial porn was a popular genre. It didn't mean anything about him. Did it?
"N-no," he said, sticking to his story as he shifted uncomfortably on the couch, trying to hide his erection, "I don't watch that kind of thing."
"Watch?" said Dr. Cherry sharply, raising her eyebrows. "An interesting turn of phrase, Noah. Who said anything about watching?" Noah froze, a bead of sweat forming on his forehead. Shit. The tocking of the metronome seemed to echo in his ears. He watched as Dr. Cherry wrinkled her nose in amused disgust. It was his worst adolescent nightmare: that a beautiful woman would somehow instinctively know that he jerked off.
"Did I say w-watch?" he stuttered, his awkward shifting making his erection humiliatingly slip to the side, making it stick straight up, tenting his pants. "I meant to say see, I not sure why I..."
Dr. Cherry sighed and shook her head. "I will stop you there, Noah. You promised to be completely open with me, yet here you are squirming and lying right in front of me. It is obvious from your little Freudian slip and your... physical state," she said with a disdainful flick of her eyes toward Noah's crotch. "Both of us know about your shameful little habit, Noah. Let's get it out in the open."
Noah didn't talk about his pornography-watching habits to anyone, especially not strangers. But under the burning, questioning gaze of the curvy, dominant therapist seated on the stool near him, he found his resistance slipping. His suddenly dry lips parted. "I um..." he began haltingly. "I sometimes watch, p-porn..." The last part was a cracked whisper. He watched Dr. Cherry fearfully for her reaction. Stragely a smile broke across her face, her eyes shining with pleasure and amusement.
"Oh myyyy, Noah you naughty boy!" she teased. "But seriously, I'm glad you are finally being honest with me. Now we can really set you on the right path."
Noah couldn't believe he had just said that. His heart pounded in his chest, keeping time with the beat of the metronome. He watched, dazed, as Dr. Cherry uncrossed her legs with aching slowness. Oh God... with the way his head and the stool were positioned, he could look directly up her skirt, seeing the point where her thick inner thighs squished together gently.
"So you like to watch pretty white girls get fucked by big black cocks, is that right Noah?" asked Dr. Cherry. It felt like her voice was coming from a thousand miles away, yet whispering directly into his ear.
"W-well," protested the humiliated Noah, "Just occasionally. I mean, not more than other porn!"
Dr. Cherry smirked. "Noah, I think we can both see the state that even talking about interracial pornography has you in. Do you get an erection when people mention vanilla pornography?"
"Ummm," said Noah, his mind fluttering and sliding in the haze of sweet perfume, "No, I guess I don't, but..."
"Then I think we can both agree that porn with big black cocks and eager young white sluts has a special fascination for you, right?
Noah's taxed mind could find no argument. "Yes, Dr. Cherry," he murmured obediently as his eyes stared avidly up the therapist's skirt. His cock pulsed and throbbed in time with the deep beat of the metronome. A distant, unimportant part of his mind insisted that this wasn't how therapists were supposed to talk to their patients, but he found it difficult to care. He was the one with a bulge in his jeans, and he had been the one to bring up pornography.
"So you sit there, pathetic white dick in hand, watching the big, thick black cocks conquer those soft, tight little white pussies. Watching those eager little white girls moan and scream as the black cocks slide in and out. And the whole thing makes you hard as a rock, doesn't it, white boy? It makes you cum like nothing else."
"Yes, Dr. Cherry!" he agreed. He could trust Dr. Cherry. He could admit that interracial porn was actually his favorite kind.



"But I want you to think about why," said the smiling therapist. "Because I am worried that it is because you find the whole thing filthy and taboo. I'm worried that you think these girls are somehow being polluted or degraded by having sex with black men. Is that why it's so hot to you, Noah? Because you're a racist?"
Her voice had turned icy and menacing suddenly, and Noah wanted nothing more than to bring back her good mood. Although in this day and age, Noah was aware he couldn't trumpet it from the rooftops, he certainly did have some views others would consider racist. But suddenly being seen as a racist felt like the worst thing in the world. "N-no! Of course not!" he said desperately.
"Well. That's good at least. These days, racism is a major turn-off for women. Why, your little girlfriend might leave you if she found out how racist you really are." said Dr. Cherry warningly.
Juno? Leave him? The idea sent an icy spike of fear through Noah's heart. True, she had already heard some of his snide comments about black people in the past, but she had also asked him to drop it before... Maybe Dr. Cherry was right! Noah would have to be more careful. "No, Dr. Cherry," he said, trying to convince her, "I'm definitely not a racist."
"But then why, Noah? Why does Interracial porn make your little dick cum so hard?" she said thoughtfully. A wicked smirk suddenly crept across her face. "Ohhhhh, I think I know what it might be," she said in a teasing tone.
"Why?" said Noah, hanging on her every word. "Why does it make me so horny, Dr. Cherry?"
"It's not because it is so wrong and filthy. It's because it's so right! Black men and white women just look so correct and natural to you when they fuck that your little peepee can't help but rejoice."
Noah's mouth hung open. Is that how he felt? It didn't seem quite right... But on the other hand, it would keep from the beautiful captivating therapist thinking he was racist. He paused, torn.
Suddenly, with a lazy, sinuous motion, Dr. Cherry rolled her hips forward and spread her legs a little wider. Noah's heart almost stopped. Dr. Cherry wasn't wearing any panties. He could see directly up her skirt, straight to her pussy and the thick patch of dark pubic hair above it. Suddenly her perfume seemed thicker in the air, filling Noah's senses and making him dizzy. Noah felt his conflicted thoughts drift away as Dr. Cherry began speaking again.
"Repeat after me, white boy..."
Noah was mesmerized by the sight of Dr. Cherry's pussy, dark and smooth and glistening slightly with arousal. He nodded vaguely.
"It is natural and right for white women to be with black men."
Noah repeated the phrase in a whisper, barely registering what he was saying.
And in his memory the rest of the session became a blur, Dr. Cherry's voice becoming a comforting buzz in the background.
...
When Noah got home, he suddenly felt a great urge to jerk off. He knew that Juno would be home soon, and vaguely remembered that they had discussed having sex, but he just couldn't wait.
Normally Noah liked to take his time with masturbation sessions, but this time it took him barely five minutes to grunt and shoot out a thick load, watching a video of a large muscley black man dominantly fucking a petite black-haired white woman. Dr. Cherry was right: interracial porn really did do things to him that other porn couldn't.
Just as he came, Juno walked through the door, humming to herself with a dreamy smile on her face. Noah barely had time to pull up his pants around the slimy mess he had made before Juno walked past and gave him a dry peck on the cheek.
"How was your therapy session, baby?" he asked, trying to keep his tone nonchalant.
"Oh, it was divine!" said Juno with a big smile, her bright blue eyes shining joyfully. "I feel like I learned a lot about myself!"
"Me too," said Noah truthfully. He didn't remember much about the end of the session, but he had been left with an overall very positive impression. Juno came up behind him and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, hugging him from behind.
"Babe?" she said softly, kissing his ear like she did when she wanted a favor. "I know I said we were going to stay in, but I sort of feel like going out tonight."
Noah grinned. "You know what? I was thinking the same thing."
Homework:
Noah sat at the table in the pub with his five best friends in the world, laughing and drinking and having a great time.
But there was a slightly manic, anxious energy in the group.
The fact was, none of them had originally planned to go out tonight. So why had Cecily and Arthur jumped on board enthusiastically when Noah texted? Why did Rose contact them first with the same idea? There was only one explanation.
The assignment that Professor Greene had given them.
Of course, no one at the table admitted it, but the tension hung around their conversation. Were they there to do the assignment, or just to hang out as friends?
Noah began to think that it might not come up at all. No black guys had come in, and chances were decent they wouldn't be able to complete the homework assignment even if they wanted to. But then the bell over the door tinkled as another group entered the pub. Noah had his back to the door, but he saw the expressions on his friends' faces as they looked up to see who entered. Nervous apprehension on the faces of the boys and frank curiosity in the eyes of the girls. Even Juno's eyes.
Noah turned to look, his insides roiling with the same emotions he had seen in the faces of the boys at his table. It was the same group of four black men that they had seen on the green earlier playing with a frisbee. They were joking and nudging each other, making their way up to the bar in a raucous knot of laughter and smiles. Noah turned back to the table, where everyone was suddenly looking at each other with serious faces.
"Now obviously..." said Arthur slowly, pushing back his fair hair from his face and casting a quick look around the table, "We aren't thinking about actually doing that silly assignment, right?"
"Of course not," said Miles firmly, with a forced smile. "We all joked about it, right? We can just do the reflection questions. There's no way they can check that we did the assignment itself."
"Doing the reflection is more than the assignment deserves," said Noah with a bravado he didn't feel. But the girls had tuned out the boys entirely. Rosemary was downing her drink, Cecily was fiddling distractedly with a button on her cuff, and Juno was openly staring across the bar at the group of black men, her eyes distant. Her hand rested lightly on Noah's, running a soft-skinned thumb up and down his hand distractedly as she stared.
Rosemary slammed her empty glass down on the table, shaking the other five out of their thoughts. "Be right back!" she said cheerfully, standing up from the table and beginning to move away."
Miles looked stricken. "Rose?! Are you going to go talk to those..."
Rosemary laughed and ruffled Miles's hair condescendingly. "Those big bad black guys over at the bar? No, Miles Huntly, for your information I'm headed to the little girls' room, but I thank you for your concern." And with that, she flounced off in the direction of the bathrooms.
Miles let out a pathetic sigh of relief. Cecily raised an eyebrow from across the table. "You guys have to admit that Professor Greene had a point though," she said challengingly.
Arthur grimaced. "Not you too, sis. The whole thing is just designed to make us feel bad for things that aren't our fault. We aren't racists, Cecily."
Suddenly Juno leaned across the table towards Arthur, her blue eyes blazing like they did when she got angry. "And yet you three are sitting here looking like those poor men at the bar are going to bite. We can see your reactions boys, and you didn't make a fuss when any of the white students walked in."
Miles spoke up again, his cheeks coloring a little at Juno's tone. "It has nothing to do with race, Juno! We would be upset if you girls walked away, rejected us, and started talking to any of the boys in the bar."
Cecily grinned wickedly, taking a sip of her drink. "So Miles, if one of us girls just happened to get into a conversation while making our way through the bar, and didn't walk away from you to do it, you would feel just fine about it?"
"Of course," said Miles, confused.
"Good," said Cecily impishly, pointing towards the bar with her chin, "Because it looks like that's what happened to Rose on her way back from the ladies' room."
The three boys, turned, thunderstruck, to see Rosemary Yates chatting to the loud group of four black students.
"No way," said Miles faintly. As the five of them watched, Rosemary threw her head back and laughed, her eyes shining. One of the men indicated a bar stool next to him and Rosemary sat, leaning forward to join in the boisterous conversation.
Cecily sighed and rose from her chair, causing Arthur to look up at her with bewilderment. "Cece," he said weakly, "You can't be serious."
"Of course I'm serious, idiot," said Cecily lightly, brushing a long strand of pale white hair behind an ear. "Are you suggesting that me and Juno just leave Rosemary over there all by herself?"
Noah was about to scoff and tell her that obviously, Juno wouldn't be going with her, but when he turned to Juno, she was already slinging her purse over her shoulder, a faint blush coloring her delicate cheeks. "I'm sorry, Noah," she said with a little smile. "I think Cecily is right, we should go over there to back up our friend." Noah glanced over to Rosemary, who didn't look like she needed help at all. All four of the big black men were smiling and listening raptly as Rosemary giggled her way through a story.
"I won't go if you really don't want me to," Juno said seriously, looking deep into his eyes. Noah felt trapped. He could tell that despite what she had just said, she wanted to go complete the assignment. And if Noah refused, would he look racist? With his teeth gritted, Noah gestured for Juno to go. She gave him a quick kiss on the cheek (as far as she was ever willing to go with public affection) and joined arms with Cecily, turning their back on the boys to cross the bar and join another group.
He was being silly. Watching Juno walk away, her hips swaying as she walked across the bar to join the group of black men shouldn't feel this bad. Maybe if this was such a big deal to him, he really was racist, like Dr. Cherry and Professor Greene had said. Juno was just doing this for the assignment. Not because she was truly choosing a night of these black strangers' company over his. His girlfriend wasn't rejecting him. Fuck! Why was he getting hard?
The boys watched mutely as Juno and Cecily joined the group, much to the delight of Rosemary and the black students. The sour silence continued as they naturally lapsed into their part of the assignment: watching from across the room.
Noah watched with his friends for ten long minutes, his heart aching. At one point, He saw Juno gesture across the room at him, then give a small wave. The hulking black student she was talking to turned as well, giving him half a glance and a dismissive sneer before fixing his face into a smile and turning back to Juno. "The assignment didn't say how long they had to talk to the black guys did it?" Noah said, grasping at straws. "They could just come back now, right?"
"They could," said Arthur darkly, eyes locked on his sister across the room, who was currently feeling one of the black men's biceps at his insistence, "But I don't think they're going to."
Silence reigned at the table as they watched the girls accept another round of drinks from the apparently very entertaining group of men.
"Y-you guys don't think that Rose would ever fuck a black guy, do you?" blurted Miles suddenly, watching from across the room as Rosemary doubled over with laughter, one hand on the strong chest of the man she was talking to.
"Maybe," said Arthur flatly. "I mean, she's not dating anyone, right? Would there be anything wrong with that?"
Miles flushed angrily. "Well, Cecily isn't dating anyone either, do you think she would fuck one of those guys?"
Now it was Arthur's turn to blush. "Of course not, don't be stupid!" he said hotly.
"Why is it stupid?" said Miles doggedly. "Like you just said, what would be wrong with that?"
"Look," said Arthur in a tight, angry voice, "It's none of my business who Cecily has sex with. I don't care at all. But my dad would murder her."
Noah was so distracted by the sudden flare-up that he didn't notice until it was almost too late. The entire group at the bar had gotten up and was moving toward the door.
Including the girls.
Noah rose to his feet. There had to be some mistake. He was about to start across the bar when Arthur grabbed his arm, a sad but firm look on his and Miles's face.
"The assignment said we can't interfere," said Miles softly, barely audible above the noise of the bar. Arthur nodded in silent agreement. Something in Noah's brain screamed in rebellion, but he knew that they were right.
He turned back to see his beautiful girlfriend chatting happily with the man she had been sitting closest to. His arm was draped over her shoulder and she had a cheerful smile on her face as she looked up into his eyes.
Cecily, Rosemary, and Juno left the bar with the group of black men they had met an hour ago.
No matter how much he stared at her and silently willed her to notice, Juno didn't come to say goodbye.
She didn't even look back.
...
Noah paced the floor in his new apartment, growling in frustration as yet another call went straight to Juno's voicemail.
It was hours after the pubs closed and he still had no idea where Juno was. She could be hurt or in danger. But Noah knew she wasn't. He remembered how she looked in the pub, completely absorbed in her conversation, ignoring her boyfriend completely as she walked out the door. In a way, Noah knew exactly where she was. Or who she was with at least.
The image from the slide during the lecture flashed in his mind again. The white woman's hand on the black cock, demonstrating her preference. The white man's eyes filled with anger, but also acceptance of his defeat. The white cock dripping with futile desire.
Noah's cock was hard as a rock right now.
He had to take his mind off this somehow. Well, there was one thing he could do. He might as well complete the reflection questions that Professor Greene had assigned. He found the email easily but was surprised when, instead of just a list of prompts, there was a link that directed him to a website.
When he clicked it, a swirling riot of colors flashed on the screen for a moment, before a white screen with black words appeared, reading
Wear headphones.
Answer all questions as honestly as you can.
Keep all answers brief.
Frowning a little, Noah got out a pair of headphones and plugged them into his laptop, pressing the button to advance.
A question appeared on the screen, read aloud by a sassy female AI voice that he recognized from some social media app Juno used.
[She left with him instead of you, didn't she?]
Noah scowled at the screen. What sort of homework question was this? And how the fuck did they know that? For some reason, it seemed important to be honest, so Noah rapidly typed [Yes] and clicked to the next screen.
[How does it feel to know she chose him over you?]
Noah didn't want to untangle his feelings right now. But he knew how he should feel. He typed [Sad and Angry] and pressed enter.
The screen flashed red. Black text read.
[Your answer was flagged for potential dishonesty. Again, please be as honest as you can]
Then the previous question appeared, the prompt box below it blank again. Noah breathed deeply, feeling his raging erection press against his jeans. For some reason, he felt immensely guilty for trying to lie to the program. Burning with shame, he typed [It's turning me on] and pressed enter. The program accepted this answer and a new prompt appeared on the screen.
[What are you imagining them doing?]
Noah typed in [Just talking and having drinks] and his finger hovered over the enter button. Then he erased it and wrote the truth.
[Fucking].
The questions went on and on, growing more and more demeaning, all read in that mocking female voice. Noah's breath grew ragged as the questions seemed to burn bright in his mind.
[Who do you think has a bigger cock, you or him?]
[Him]
[Do you think she's screaming his name right now?]
That was it, Noah couldn't take it anymore. He opened a private browsing window and called up some interracial porn, finally freeing his cock from his pants. If Juno wanted to be out all night having fun, that Noah would have some fun of his own.
...
The air in Dominic's flat was so stuffy and hot that Juno had unbuttoned a few of the buttons on her sweater, revealing a glimpse of her tight undershirt. Dominic had joined her near the window, leaning his muscular body casually against the wall as they continued to chat.
Juno had originally planned to just politely introduce herself at the bar before heading back to Noah. But Dominic had surprised her. He was witty, charming, and an excellent conversationalist. The fact that he had an incredible body didn't make him any less fascinating either, although obviously that wasn't why Juno enjoyed talking with him. Dominic was also clearly the leader of his group of friends, and it secretly pleased Juno that she had caught his attention more than the other two girls.
She wasn't sure exactly why she had agreed to leave the pub with the group of boys. It all just happened so fast. The boys had suggested leaving, and Cecily and Rosemary started following them immediately, and Dominic's big strong arm was over her shoulder. She did feel a little guilty about leaving Noah behind, but, after all, it was just an assignment, and Noah got her undivided attention at all other times. Dominic could have it for one night.
"You know, Juno," said Dominic teasingly, "You're an amazing girl, but I think you need to loosen up a little."
"I don't know what you mean," said Juno with a grin and a raised eyebrow. "I'm here, aren't I? I'm drinking. This is loosened up."
Dominic chuckled. "That's not what I'm saying. I mean, really girl?" he said with a cheeky smile and a raised eyebrow. "A sweater and jeans to go out on the town? Are you going to the pub, or to a job interview?"
Juno crinkled her nose and threw a playful punch at Dominic's thigh, prompting another chuckle from the tall, suave black man. It was a gesture that Juno frequently used when Noah teased her as well. She was flirting with Dominic without even realizing it.
"I have no reason to show anything more than this to all the horny boys out in public," she said loftily, gesturing to her stylish but conservative clothes. "Why advertise goods that aren't for sale after all?"
"With a body like that?" asked Dominic seriously, "It's sexy enough that you should flaunt it proudly. Shit, if I was your man, I would want you to act a little slutty and show off your body, just to show what a bad bitch I tamed. If your man makes you cover up that much, I don't know... maybe he's a little insecure."
"Noah doesn't make me do anything," said Juno flatly. "I make the choices about how I look, act, and dress." She should probably be upset about Dominic's presumptive statements, but she did find it a little flattering that a man as charming and handsome as Dominic found her attractive.
"You could stand to be a little more fun too. I mean, look at how fun your two friends are."
Juno cast a critical eye toward the couches in the center of the room. On one of them, Cecily sat in the lap of Marcus, the largest man in the group, giggling as he whispered in her ear, a powerful hand wrapped around her slim waist.



Rosemary had pushed Desmond back onto the other couch and was straddling him, kissing him within an inch of his life while the fourth man in the group, Jules, looked on jealously.
"I don't like doing things like that in public," said Juno vaguely, an odd, thoughtful look in her eye. "I don't want anyone to see me that way." Her words were definitive, but her tone was less so, wavering slightly. Suddenly her eyes focused and she frowned. "Anyway, It's a lot easier to be fun like that when you're single. Which isn't me. Hint Hint."
Dominic gave her a disbelieving look. "Yes, you've been saying. The same boyfriend you left behind without a second glance. The boyfriend who didn't even say a word when you walked out the door with another man. That boyfriend?"
Juno sighed. Dominic had a point, although it wasn't going to help him get in her pants. Something had gone wrong between her and Noah tonight, and she was going to have to talk to Noah about it later. "Yes, that boyfriend. So I'm very flattered Dominic, but I can't loosen up the way you want me to."
Dominic shook his head and held out a hand to her. Curious despite herself, Juno took the hand and Dominic pulled her to her feet with surprising ease, turning her around to face the couches again.
Juno felt her pulse quicken as she saw what was happening. Marcus had unbuttoned the front of Cecily's jeans, digging a huge hand down the front of her pants, the material bulging out as his fingers worked. Cecily herself had buried her scarlet face into his bull-like neck, her chest heaving up and down with the intensity of her pleasure.
Even more shockingly, Rosemary had tugged Desmond's shorts down his thighs and was working her mouth up and down the largest cock Juno had ever seen. Jules sat nearby, his cock in one hand, his phone in the other, recording.
Juno could feel her pulse thump in her chest as Dominic leaned down to whisper in her ear. "Doesn't it look like they're having fun? Why should you be the only one left out?"
For the briefest instant, Dominic pressed against her from behind, letting her feel a hard cock even larger than the one Rosemary was currently sucking. Juno shuddered, but not with disgust.
Juno was about to protest, when Dominic planted a large finger on her lips, dominantly silencing her. "I'll make you a deal. You loosen up a little and slip off that sweater. You give me your number, just in case things don't work out with the little white boy you're seeing right now. And you give me one kiss. Then I won't bother you anymore."
Juno looked up into Dominic's warm, playful eyes. She really shouldn't. But her conversation with Dr. Cherry this afternoon replayed in her mind. When Juno brought up the strict upbringing her extremely religious single father had given her, the therapist was very clear. Dr. Cherry explained that the rules and expectations that her father had drilled into her mind were keeping her from reaching her full potential and being her true self. Dr. Cherry said she had to loosen up, learn to be proud of herself, and shine like the star she was.
One little kiss wasn't cheating. It would be a great way to show that she could loosen up and defy her strict upbringing. It was also a semi-public, but still safe environment where she wouldn't be the center of attention. She knew Noah was sometimes hurt that she didn't want to kiss in public. Maybe this would be helpful practice.
Also, would it be racist to refuse his request just because he was black?
Keeping eye contact, Juno slipped out of her cardigan and let it fall to the floor, now standing in just her tight white undershirt.
Seeing her submission, Dominic dipped his head, his lips meeting hers swiftly and powerfully, his thick arms wrapping around her petite body, lifting her slightly off the ground in his passion. Juno found herself melting into the kiss, throwing her arms up around Dominic's neck as his tongue slid into her mouth. She didn't even notice or stop the makeout session when the other two couples finished their activities and spectated for a while.
On the table, her silenced phone lit up with another unnoticed call from her boyfriend.
...
By the time Juno's key rattled in the lock, the first light of dawn was already in the sky.
Noah rose up in bed as Juno kicked off her shoes and began changing into pajamas without looking at him.
"Wh-where were you?" asked Noah. When he had practiced in his head, it had sounded a lot more accusatory, but it came out as a sort of hurt whimper.
Now finally Juno looked him in the eye, looking a bit guilty, but mostly defiant. "I was with Cecily and Rose obviously. I couldn't leave them by themselves."
It was a dodge. Juno didn't want to talk about where she had been. "You were with them. Those black guys," he said, and this time it sounded just as accusatory as he had planned.
"And if I was?" said Juno, her jaw clenched. "You know, you are exactly the kind of controlling white boy that Professor Greene was warning us about. Terrified that the second I hang out with a black man he'll ravish me."
Noah was stung. This wasn't a racism thing! Dr. Cherry's words returned to him, whispering that Juno might leave him if she thought he was a racist. "I didn't say that!" he protested.
"It's written all over your face!" said Juno, rolling her eyes. "You really don't trust me at all. You think I need defending so that the big bad black man doesn't trick me into sex."
"That's... No!" said Noah, trying to regain ground in the argument. "Don't change the subject! The real issue here is that you abandoned me, left me without even saying goodbye!"
"I'm my own woman, Noah Bancroft. I'll spend time with whoever I want," said Juno coldly. "And I think it's you who's changing the subject. We both know that the real problem isn't that I left the pub with some new friends, it's that those friends were black men."
Noah was stunned into silence. Could she be right? He tried to picture if he would be just as upset if Juno had left the bar with a group of white guys. His mind felt like it was splitting in two for a moment. He shook his head, giving up on trying to do the mental math. It wasn't important right now whether his feelings were racist, what was important was that Juno thought he was racist. He couldn't bear that.
"I... I'm sorry," said Noah humbly. "I'll try to be a little less prejudiced in the future."
Juno stared down at him for a moment with her chilly blue glare, then let out a breath, her expression softening. "That's ok Noah. I think we all have some growth to do. Me too." She pulled Noah into an embrace, and he couldn't help but smell a faint whiff of spicy cologne on her.
Juno pulled away, giving him a curvy smile. Noah's worries melted away in the face of her renewed warmth. "But I'm sorry if you felt bad tonight, no matter what those feelings stem from. Maybe I can... make it up to you?" She planted a long lingering kiss on his neck.
Noah smiled but said "Not tonight, babe. Sorry, I'm dead tired. But I'll take you up on that tomorrow." Juno looked a little disappointed but kissed him goodnight.
When Noah was sure she was asleep, he stealthily hurried to the couch and opened his laptop. He had totally forgotten to finish the strange reflection quiz, and he obviously didn't want Juno to see any of his answers. He would just quickly finish and slip back into bed.
The next question popped onto the screen.
[How many times did you jerk off while she was with him?]
Noah frowned and typed [0]
[Your answer was flagged for potential dishonesty. Again, please be as honest as you can]
Noah felt his face grow hot.
[4]
That must have been the last question because a new screen popped up.
[Thank you for your honesty. Your answers will be scored by your professor.]
Noah realized that he had totally forgotten to exit out of his private browser as well. Tab after tab was filled with the dirtiest interracial porn he had been able to find.
And most of it focused on petite, pale, dark-haired girls being utterly dominated by massive black dicks. To his shame, the porn had just been a supplement to his fevered imagination of what his girlfriend could be doing with her new black friend.
Noah had refused sex with Juno because he had been sure that his sore, rubbed raw penis would never be able to perform after cumming three times while Juno was gone. But he was horrified and aroused when his cock stirred at the image of a tiny white woman stuffing her little mouth with ebony cock in a thumbnail. Noah looked nervously across the room to his sleeping girlfriend, then clicked play, lowered his pants, and began jerking off for the fifth time that night to the thought of his beautiful girlfriend betraying him with a black cock.
Lesson 2:
Two weeks later...
As Juno and Noah sat down for Professor Greene's class, Noah was a little upset to see that Juno was once again ignoring him as he talked, focusing instead on her phone.
Something had changed between them ever since that day of the first homework assignment. Noah had always considered their relationship to be very equal and loving. It still was, but there had definitely been a shift in the balance of power.
These days Juno was more strict with him when it came to chores around the apartment. And when they decided what they would eat, or what they would do on a given night, sometimes Juno would flatly override his desires, insisting on her preferences.
Juno had also become... pushier in bed. Their sex life had always been a little vanilla, with Noah firmly taking the lead. It had taken him many months of gentle persuasion before they had made love the first time, and Juno had up until recently still been shy and submissive in bed. Now Juno demanded certain positions that they normally didn't use, or pushed him to go faster and harder. Noah had to admit that he didn't hate it. It was an interesting novelty for his sweet girlfriend to suddenly take charge and give him orders during sex.
Finally, his girlfriend's wardrobe had started to change, subtly but noticeably. She had bought a couple of skirts, a clothing item she had always sneered at as impractical and even a little slutty in the past. Many of her favorite cardigans had stayed on their hangars the past few weeks, and the tight tops that used to be used strictly as undershirts now were the only layer she wore. Noah had never thought this would happen. The joke at their private school had been that Juno Evans was a nun in another life. She had always covered up from wrist to ankle ever since Noah had known her. Noah actually thought the new outfits looked great. He loved seeing more of Juno's tight little body, and if the guys on campus were able to see glimpses of her pale, toned legs and see the shape of her perky tits more easily, that wasn't a big deal.
Overall, Noah decided it wasn't worth complaining about. The shift in his girlfriend's attitude was noticeable, but overall the changes really were subtle. Juno was still the same old loving girl who treated him like a king. He could live with all of her new habits.
Except maybe the phone thing.
Recently, Juno had been getting totally absorbed in her phone at times, thumbs eagerly tapping away, a slight smile on her face as she stared at the screen. Sometimes she would break off a conversation with Noah mid-thought if her phone buzzed.
She was clearly texting someone. Noah had been afraid to ask who it was, but by this point, things had gotten out of hand.
"Ummm, Juno?" asked Noah meekly as the rest of the students filed into class, "Who are you texting exactly?"
"Huh?" said Juno distractedly, her thumbs gliding quickly over the screen with a little smile on her face. "You say something, babe?"
Noah noticed that Arthur and Cecily were already there. Arthur was on his knees at his sister's feet, tying her shoe while she stared down with a strange, smug look in her eyes. Rosemary and Miles walked in the door of the classroom. Miles was weighed down by Rosemary's heavy book bag in addition to his own.
Noah should probably take this opportunity to let it go, rather than pushing forward and getting an answer that he would regret hearing, but not knowing was killing him. He asked again. "Who is it you're texting, Juno?"
His pained tone finally drew her attention, and she crinkled her lovely brows as though he had just asked the stupidest question in the world. "Oh. It's Dominic of course."
Noah's stomach swooped. He didn't recognize the name, but then, he wouldn't, would he?"Dominic...?" he said in a searching tone.
Now Juno was getting annoyed. "Dominic!" she said, rolling her eyes. "The man we met at the pub the other night. Well, the man I met the other night. You weren't there," she corrected herself with a giggle.
"And, um, what sort of things are you talking about?" asked Noah numbly, his heart sinking as he mentally flashed back to all of the times recently Juno had ignored him to text her new friend.
Professor Greene stepped to the front of the class and called for attention.
"Alright class, it's time for another special lecture!" said the gorgeous professor sweetly. Noah had been so distracted by Juno before that he hadn't noticed, but Professor Greene was wearing a daringly low-cut top today under her blazer, showcasing a smooth expanse of her creamy breasts to the class. Noah did a double take as he noticed small black marks on her skin, peeking just above her low-cut top. Did Professor Greene have a tattoo on her tits? The idea that such a proud, respected woman could hold such a slutty secret aroused and disturbed Noah. It almost looked like words... He thought that if he could just see another few centimeters, he would see enough of the words to read the tattoo...
The lights clicked off and the projector turned on with its usual low pulsating buzz. The screen read:
"The African Male: Evidence of Genetic Superiority"
"For hundreds of years, white males have been desperate to paint Black men as inferior." Explained Professor Greene in a low, persuasive voice.
"But why is that exactly? Where does this hysterical need to put down black men come from?"
The slide changed, showing the two recognizable models, the skinny white man, and the powerfully built black man. Now they were standing side by side wearing small briefs which were much more flattering to the black man.
"The answer is simple. One of the primary drives of life is to pass on one's genes. And white men know at a core, instinctual level that in a fair competition, they could never win against black men."
The image shifted again, to the black man lifting an impressively large weight while the white man struggled to lift one less than half the size. "The difference in physical performance is so obvious that white men can't even dispute it. Black men dominate all fields which call for exceptional physical prowess."
Now the slide showed just a closeup of the white model's face. He looked almost close to tears. "So white men went to work. They controlled society to try to keep black men poor and less educated. That way, they could claim they had the edge intellectually."
The picture changed. The Black man stood tall and proud, the white man had fallen to his knees, his shoulders slumped in defeat. "Foolishness, obviously. When factors like income and privilege are removed, Black men equal or even outperform white men in all intellectual categories. Black men reign unquestionably supreme when it comes to genetics. And this is a major issue for the poor white boy."
Now the picture was familiar, the image of the pale woman between the two men. "Because women are hard-wired to seek superior genes to pass on to their children. White men have been engaged in a centuries-long grift to keep white women from the superior men they've been seeking all along. Because white women will inevitably make the correct, natural choice when they know that black men are superior physically, mentally..."
The next image almost shocked Naoh out of his comfortable acceptance of Professor Greene's words. Two hard naked cocks stood framed on the screen. On the right, a tiny, slightly curved pale dick. On the left, a massive, shiny black cock stretched across the screen, pushing well into the half dedicated to the white penis. Was it really alright for a professor to show this in class? Noah looked around the room, gauging the class's reaction. No one else seemed bothered. Juno's eyes were rapidly darting around the image, and she had unconsciously raised a finger to her mouth, biting it lightly.
"...and sexually," continued Professor Greene in her slow, sensuous voice. "That's correct. What you have all suspected is true. Surveyed women report that sexual intercourse with black men is up to five times more intense and satisfying than with white men."
The image switched to the one that had been burned into Noah's brain ever since the first special lecture. The nude model between the black and white man, her hand softly gripping the superior cock. He was shocked that the image was real: he had convinced himself he must have imagined it. Professor Greene continued the lecture. "Although the crude statement 'Once you go black, you never go back' is said in jest, sociological studies show that it is based in truth. Once the lies of the white man's establishment have been exposed, women make the clear, natural genetic choice again and again."
The last image on the screen was the nude white woman gripping the naked black man tightly, his drooling cock pressed up against her belly, making a crude demonstration of how far his cock would penetrate her. She stared at his face with smoldering lust as he looked straight at the camera with a smug expression of victory.
*Click*
The projector shut off and the lights turned on, leaving the class blinking and rubbing their eyes once again.
Noah turned to see Juno staring into the distance with a faraway look in her eyes. He thought it would be better not to disturb her.
"Now, as for your assignment this week!" said Professor Greene brightly. "One major way that the white male establishment maintains the falsity of black male inferiority is through movies and television. Black men are often portrayed as stupid, violent criminals. This week, watch any piece of media with your lab partner prominently featuring black men. Afterward, discuss how it made you feel. That is all."
Noah tried to talk to Juno as they left the classroom, but she had become absorbed in her phone again, and he knew better than to interrupt her.
One-on-One Tutoring:
This time it was almost a relief to relax back onto the couch in Dr. Cherry's office, smelling her sweet and musky perfume.
When Dr. Cherry met him at the door, she had bizarrely been wearing gym clothes, her face and body beaded slightly with shining sweat. She apologized profusely, saying that she had lost track of time and had to hurry over to make it here for his appointment. Would he mind if she simply held his session in her current outfit? Noah couldn't help but survey her body as she asked. While sports bras normally contained and deemphasized breasts, this one served only to further advertise the roundness and heft of the therapist's big chocolatey tits while also exposing her sexy toned belly. The leggings she wore left nothing to the imagination, tight and clingy enough to showcase her thick thick thighs and enormous round butt.
"It's- it's no problem at all, Dr. Cherry," Noah had said in a cracked voice, trying to keep his eyes off her body.
"So, as usual, Noah," said Dr. Cherry in her usual deep soothing voice as Noah sat back on the couch, "I want to discuss what you saw in class today. How did it make you feel?"
"It...it honestly made me feel a little bad," said Noah, letting out a frustrated breath and filling his nose with Dr. Cherry's alluring perfume.



"Bad how?" asked Dr. Cherry, her voice alive with curiosity. "For instance, were you angry? Sad?"
"I... I guess weak? Maybe a little hopeless?" said Noah, letting his thoughts flow without a filter.
"Ahhhh," said Dr. Cherry with amused understanding, "Inferiority. Don't worry, Noah, that's a perfectly natural reaction to discovering that you can never measure up."
"N-no," protested Noah, opening his eyes and looking over at his therapist, who was leaning forward with a wicked little smile on her face. "That's not what I meant. I don't think I'm inferior to black guys."
"Oh," said Dr. Cherry, her voice suddenly cold. "So you are one of the white boys that Professor Greene was talking about. The ones who insist black men are inferior."
"No!" said Noah desperately. "I just think that we are equal."
"Equal," said Dr. Cherry flatly.
"Y-yes."
"So there haven't been any black men that have made you feel inferior lately?" coaxed Dr. Cherry, her eyes challenging.
"W-well..." said Noah, hesitating. His mind relentlessly played the image of Juno walking out the door, eyes shining and focused on Dominic, not looking back.
"Be honest with me, Noah," commanded Dr. Cherry firmly. "Be honest with yourself."
"Dominic," said Noah, in a whisper.
"Oooh, Dominic!" purred his therapist, looking pleased at Noah's breakthrough. "He sounds cute. Describe him to me. And remember, brutal honesty, white boy."
"He's t-tall," began Noah haltingly, remembering how naturally it had looked for Dominic to sling his huge arm over his girlfriend's shoulders. For some reason his cock was waking up in his pants, beginning to throb with the beat of the metronome. "And Muscular. And he's good-looking."
"Ohhh Godddd," said Dr. Cherry with a teasing moan. "Does he have a big cock?" she added in a naughty whisper.
"How would I know!" said Noah, blushing furiously, "I've never seen it!"
"But you do know, don't you Noah?" said Dr. Cherry solemnly. "You could tell just by looking at him."
Noah stared into her mocking brown eyes, his mind reeling and his cock throbbing as he realized she was right.
"Answer the question, white boy. Does Dominic have a big fucking cock?"
Noah swallowed and looked away from her burning gaze.
"Yes..."
"So why exactly do you think you're his equal again?" asked Dr. Cherry with a confused look, tilting her head to the side.
"I-I have good qualities too!" said Noah desperately, arguing against both Dr. Cherry and the whispers inside himself. "I'm smart and kind. And I'm a good listener."
Dr. Cherry laughed and gave him a pitying look. "It's pretty cute that you think those things balance you out, Noah," she said fondly. "But we have a problem here, and as usual it is deep-seated racism. You consistently rate other men lower just because they are black. When they are so clearly superior, it is racist to say you're their equal."
"Ok, well yeah..." said Noah haltingly. His brain felt like it was moving so slowly through the haze of slow metronome tocking and the clouds of sweet perfume. "Maybe Dominic..." Images poured into his brain. Juno pointing him out as her boyfriend across the bar. Dominic's unimpressed sneer. "...maybe he's..." Juno smiling and staring up adoringly into Dominic's face as they left him behind. Juno cutting off a conversation and focusing on her phone, ignoring him completely. His cock was on fire for some reason. "Maybe Dominic is superior to me, ok? But he's just one guy! It's not a-all black men!" The final confession came out in a painful rush, as he finally confronted how inferior Dominic made him feel.
"That's quite a claim," said Dr. Cherry in an unimpressed voice, "But I don't buy it. I suspect that you feel inferior to black men all the time. In fact, I think you get off on it."
"I d-don't know what you mean," said Noah, refusing to meet Dr. Cherry in the eye.
"Don't play coy with me, white boy," she said commandingly. "When you are fucking your slippery fist with that little pale dick, watching hung black men fuck eager little white sluts, you're thinking how much manlier and better those men are than you. Aren't you?"
Noah shook his head wordlessly, trying to deny what Dr. Cherry was uncovering in the depths of his soul.
"And it turns you on," she said mockingly, her warm brown eyes sliding slowly down Noah's body to fix between his legs. "The fact that you could never make a girl cum like they do. That you are so fucking beneath them. Is that right, shrimpdick?"
Noah was so consumed in his own aroused shame that the cruel jibe didn't even faze him. "Yes, Dr. Cherry," he said miserably.
"Well then, I think we've made a major breakthrough. Let's reinforce it. I want you to repeat after me. 'Black men are better than me. I am inferior to them.'"
The metronome sounded, loud and insistent in Noah's ears, he squirmed on the couch. "Black men are better than me. I am inferior to them."
"Good. One more. 'Dominic is better than me. I am inferior to him."
The wild smell of the perfume was almost overwhelming. Noah's eyes dilated as he stared at Dr. Cherry's curvy brown body, glistening with sweat and tantalizing revealed by her skimpy gym wear. "D-dominic is better than me. I am inferior to him."
"Does your girlfriend know about your little obsession with interracial porn?" asked Dr. Cherry suddenly with a smirk.
"What?" asked Noah, dumbfounded, shaking himself out of the deep funk he had fallen into. "Of course she doesn't!"
"How do you think she would react if she found out?"
"She would be grossed out!" said Noah confidently. "Or furious. Or both!"
"But what if she was into it, white boy?" asked Dr. Cherry in a beguiling voice. "Wouldn't it be great to find a shared interest with your favorite person? A hobby you could explore together?"
"I... I couldn't," said Noah, but his throbbing cock told him that the idea wasn't completely unpleasant, just a little scary.
"I'm afraid I have to insist," said Dr. Cherry firmly. "Your relationship has too many lies and jealousy and feelings of inferiority. It's no good for you, white boy! Tonight, when you are doing your assignment, I want you to show your girlfriend your real favorite media with a black male star instead of whatever lame movie you had planned."
Noah's heart pounded at the nerve-wracking task, but he nodded obediently.
"Good boy. Now, I want you to relax."
Noah drifted away, letting Dr. Cherry's low, pleasant voice lull him into a pleasant daze.
Homework:
Arthur sat stiffly on the couch in his apartment, his sister Cecily by his side. They were watching a favorite movie of theirs, but Arthur could barely pay attention. Not with Cecily sitting centimeters away from him, under the same blanket.
It was ridiculous. It was sick. He shouldn't be tense and nervous and tongue-tied around his own twin, like he had some sort of fucking crush on her or something. But the lectures in the psych class and especially his visits with Dr. Cherry had twisted everything around in his head.
Dr. Cherry had asked him if it would bother him if his sister dated a black man. Married a black man. Had a black man's baby. He had tried to be cool and neutral, but something about that strange therapist made it hard to think straight. Finally, he had admitted that the ideas drove him crazy, though he wasn't sure why.
Then, through an intense grilling about his and Cecily's relationship, Dr. Cherry somehow forced Arthur to reveal one of his most shameful secrets.
Once, when he was younger, and he and Cecily didn't get along so well, he had stolen a pair of her panties to masturbate with. It was meaningless. She was simply the closest available source of panties. But Dr. Cherry seized on the story immediately. She said that Arthur had a deeply repressed desire for his sister, and was both terrified and aroused by the idea of her being ravished, spoiled, and corrupted by a black man.
Very racist and problematic in the therapist's opinion.
Arthur had laughed it off. The very idea was ridiculous. Him? Attracted to Cecily? He had known her back when she collected frogs and picked her nose.
But the night when Cecily had turned her back on her own brother and abandoned him without a thought, something came over him. He had jerked himself raw that night to filthy thoughts of what Cecily might be doing at that moment, and since then, their relationship had changed.
The worst part was that Cecily seemed to know exactly what filthy thoughts he was thinking. He had caught her giving him knowing smirks from across the room several times recently.
She also had slipped into an old sibling dynamic that Arthur thought they had left behind forever.
Most people who knew them now would never have guessed, but Cecily used to lord it over him when they were kids. Cecily had been something of a tomboy brat, and Arthur had been more shy and soft-spoken. So Cecily would order him around and bully him. There was tension between them over it in high school, when Arthur finally went through puberty and began sticking up for himself. Now they had a great dynamic, getting along well and treating each other with respect.
But now Cecily was back to how things used to be. Making Arthur tie her shoes in public, forcing him to give her his answers for homework assignments, and even point-blank ordering him to stop by and clean her apartment one evening. And when Arthur tried to screw up his courage to tell his sister to fuck off, she would give him that mocking look, that told him she knew exactly what kinds of dirty thoughts he had been thinking about her, and his protests would die unspoken.
And he would do as he was told.
Finally, the movie ended and Cecily raised the remote, turning the TV off. "Well, brother dearest," she said with a curvy smile, "I guess we are supposed to discuss how the portrayal of black characters made us feel. Thoughts?"
Arthur shrugged. Cecily's frank, piercing gaze made him feel exposed and vulnerable. He was sure she was doing it on purpose. "I don't know, Cece," he grumbled, "We've seen this movie like a million times. I guess it doesn't make me think much anymore."
Cecily shrugged languidly, leaning back against the couch on one elbow, a position that pushed her tits out distractingly. "I don't know," she said thoughtfully, "I seemed different to me this time. I never noticed how hot the main actor was before. I got a little turned on."
Arthur looked away, blushing. "Come on Cece," he mumbled. "Gross, I don't want to hear about that."
Cecily laughed, a low throaty laugh that Arthur had never heard before. He turned back to her to see a blush creeping across her face as well, but no guilt or embarrassment in her eyes, only the cruel, amused curiosity that he remembered all too well from when she used to bully him. "Oh come on, Artie. The professor made things pretty clear in class. All white boys fantasize about interracial sex. That includes you, right?"
"I am not talking about this with you Cecily," said Arthur firmly, making a move to throw the blanket off and stand up. The strange ideas that damn class had been putting in their heads had already made things weird between them. Arthur needed to draw a line. Discussing his kinks with his twin sister was certainly not the way to cool down the inappropriate sexual tension that had grown up between them.
Cecily grabbed his arm, looking at him with pleading eyes, the smirking expression dropped for the moment. "Arthur stop. Really, I do want to talk about the things we've been learning in that class," she sounded serious. Arthur wavered, then decided to pause and hear her out. "I've talked all of this stuff to death with Rosemary and Juno already, about black guys and white girls, but I really want to know the male perspective on what we are learning."
Arthur was reluctant. His real thoughts on the things they had been discussing in class and the therapy sessions weren't really something he wanted to share with Cecily. "I know how to sweeten the deal," said Cecily mysteriously, the wicked gleam returning to her eyes. "What if we made things a little more interesting?" Suddenly, his sister's hands disappeared beneath the blanket and her body wriggled and twisted. Her hand came up holding the tiny soft pair of pink pajama shorts she had been wearing, twirling them around a slim finger.
Arthur realized he had stopped breathing. "Come on, bro!" she teased, winking at him, "Why don't you take off your shorts and join me? Isn't it a little hot under this blanket?" The sudden rush of blood to his cock made Arthur feel lightheaded. "Cece, we... we can't do stuff like this. It's not..." he said foolishly, his mouth hanging open.
Cece rolled her eyes. "God Artie, you're such a prude. Stuff like what? We both have undies on, and we'll still be covered by a blanket for God's sake! It's just a way for us to get in the right frame of mind to discuss our kinks. A little harmless fun!"
Arthur vividly flashed back to this afternoon's session with Dr. Cherry. He had confessed that he was scared of his own impulses towards Cecily, that he might do something to gross her out or turn her away from him. Dr. Cherry had given him what sounded like excellent advice: Arthur should let his sister set the pace and tone of their relationship. If Arthur just matched her energy and trusted that she knew what was best, he wouldn't overstep or do anything wrong.
Right now, his sister had made it clear what she wanted.
And Arthur did what he was told.
Maintaining eye contact with his grinning sister, Arthur pulled off his athletic shorts beneath the blanket, retrieving them and handing them over to his twin. She tossed both pairs of shorts across the room as Arthur looked on in shock.
"Now tell me. Professor Greene said that white men fetishize interracial sex. Do you ever think about that kind of stuff when you jerk off?"
Arthur shrugged awkwardly, feeling ridiculously exposed despite the underwear and blanket still covering him. "Uhhh, yeah, I guess. I think about that stuff sometimes." He was glad that the blanket was there. The underwear alone would do nothing to hide the massive erection he had right now.
"Well, let's hear the details then," said Cecily, making an impatient gesture with her hands. Despite wearing only panties beneath the blanket, she seemed to have none of the shame that Arthur was feeling. "What do you imagine when you're pumping your cock?"
"I don't know Cecily," said Arthur desperately. "A white girl and a black guy having sex! What do you want me to say?"
Cecily sighed, giving Arthur an exasperated grimace. "I think you know what I mean, Artie. What makes it particularly hot for the girl to be white and the guy to be black? Why does that get your dick hard? That's what I want to know. Wait!" she said, her eyes lighting up with enthusiasm. "I have a great idea! Why don't you just jerk off right now?"
Arthur's cock gave a spasm as the filthy suggestion passed his sister's lips without any concern marring her beautiful face. He just stared at her, dumbstruck.
"Don't give me that look!" she said ruefully. "It's not that weird. Just pretend I'm not here. That way you can really get into the headspace and tell me firsthand about your dark little fantasy."
Arthur shook his head numbly. This was crossing a line for sure.
Cecily put a hand on his arm, staring straight into his eyes.
"Arthur. Jerk your fucking cock. Now."
The tone was that same self-assured, commanding tone she had always used on him. The tone that had made him kneel without thinking and tie her shoes in front of the whole class the other day.
Arthur vividly flashed back to a much younger Cecily, all skinny knees and elbows, holding out a struggling cricket in her fingers, giving him the same commanding blue stare and saying "Arthur. Eat the bug. Now." When she was younger, Cecily had loved making him do gross things, especially eating things. It was the perfect way to demonstrate her control and power over him.
He had eaten the cricket that day.
Arthur had told himself that he would never be ordered around that way again. But he had already given in so many times lately... Dr. Cherry's voice whispered in his ear, telling him to trust his sister and let her set the tone and pace.
Arthur closed his eyes and pulled his boxers down his thighs, hesitantly wrapping his hand around his stiff dick.
With his eyes closed, Cecily's voice seemed closer than ever. "Goooood, now tell me for real. What makes it so hot that those pretty white girls are fucking the big bad black men?"
Arthur pictured it in his mind's eye. A beautiful white woman was held down and powerfully penetrated by a hulking black man. He licked his lips and his hand moved smoothly up and down his cock. "It's..." he began hesitantly, "It's like the black man is doing something to the woman that can't be taken back. Changing her in some way."
"Defiling her," purred Cecily. "Ruining her for other men."
Arthur whimpered as his sister's dirty, sultry voice made a jolt of sexual electricity shoot through his cock. "Y-yes. She'll never enjoy sex with tiny white dicks ever again. And everyone would see her differently if they found out."
"As a slut," added Cecily in a teasing, eager voice. "A snowbunny slut."
Arthur breathed heavier and heavier as his frantic hand increased its pace on his cock, now slippery with precum. "B-but she doesn't care about the consequences. It just feels too good. His cock is more important than her future, or her reputation, or anything else in the world."
Cecily giggled, and Arthur opened his eyes to see that her hands had disappeared beneath the blanket as well. Wait... was she?
"Dr. Cherry was right about white boys being twisted little perverts," said Cecily with a twinkle in her eye. "That's the most racist shit I've ever heard, Artie."
Arthur was dying from shame, but Cecily was already laughing off her remark. "But don't worry too much, Artie. I have some pretty twisted kinks as well. But before we get to that, just a few more questions."
"When you imagine this pretty white woman fucking the black man, what does she look like, brother?"
Arthur's hand continued to move up and down his cock involuntarily as he stared at his teasing sister like a deer in the headlights.
"Does she have blue eyes?" Cecily's deep blue eyes sparkled with mirth. Arthur's hand moved up and down, visibly pushing out the blanket as it moved.
"Is she blond? Very light blonde?" Cecily's pale hair surrounded her like a halo. Arthur's cock twitched as he realized that his sister was absolutely correct about his fantasies.
"Arthur Gabriel, does this little snowbunny slut you are imagining getting fucked have freckles?" asked Cecily in a heated whisper, a flush of excitement and arousal staining her freckled face.
Arthur didn't answer. Couldn't answer. He panted and thrust his dick up into his fist. So so close... Cecily giggled and stopped him, putting a hand on his shoulder. "Slow down brother dearest! The show's not over yet. We still have to talk about my kinks. Also, you shouldn't jizz all over this blanket, it was a gift from Mother! Here, I have a better idea." To Arthur's fascinated horror and arousal, her hands slipped beneath the blanket once again, this time emerging with a tiny pair of polka-dotted panties. "Here. This is the kind of thing you use to catch your cum, isn't it?" She said, waving the soft cotton garment in front of his eyes.
Arthur gulped. How did Cecily know? Had Dr. Cherry told her what Arthur had revealed in confidence. Or had she always known about that shameful incident and never said anything? Arthur could smell his sister's arousal from the tiny pair of panties as they waved through the air. Right now Cecily's pussy was wet and bare beneath the blanket, less than a meter away. Arthur had come too far now to stop here. Swallowing down his guilt and shame, he accepted his sister's twisted offer, taking her panties and wrapping the soft, moist cloth tight around his cock beneath the blanket.



"Now it's my turn," said Cecily, her own hands diving beneath the blanket as well. "You know how father has told us our whole lives what our duties are, right?" said his sister and the blanket above her crotch started shifting gently.
Arthur was confused. "Ummm, yeah?" he didn't see what this had to do with the matter at hand (so to speak).
"You are supposed to pass on the ancient family name, and carry on our proud traditions," said Cecily, with a strange sneer on her face. "While I am supposed to be perfect marriage material to make a connection with another family. Real medieval shit."
Arthur had stopped jerking his cock. It was all true. It was the sort of thing their stuffy, old-fashioned father was obsessed with.
"My whole life I've been like this perfect little apple tree daddy has been watering and pruning, walled away from the outside world so that someday our father can sell off my perfect forbidden fruit to whoever he wants," said Cecily, a strange, angry light shining in her eyes.
Arthur grimaced. Surely it wasn't that bad. True, Father had once or twice cut off one of Cecily's relationships when he thought it was getting too serious and he disapproved of the match. But that was just the way things were. He would say yes one day when Cecily started dating in the correct social circle. He wasn't 'selling her off' or some nonsense like that.
"So that's my kink brother," said Cecily with a vicious smile. "I want someone that would terrify Father to pluck my forbidden fruit and take a big sloppy bite. I want a strong, handsome black man to hold me down and fuck away all of the supposed value Father sees in my perfect, untouched pussy." Arthur's hand had begun moving again as he came to understand what Cecily was saying. It was twisted and wrong, but he had to admit it was hot.
"And that's not all, Artie," said Cecily wickedly, a certain breathiness creeping into her voice as the blanket draped over her legs shifted more and more rapidly. "You know that "ancient, pure bloodline" Father is always going on about?" Arthur's breathing and the speed of his hand increased in time with his sister's.
"I want to add a little... color to that gene pool," she said, and paused a moment to give a little moan. "I want father's first grandchild to be a black bastard. I want to be thoroughly blacked and knocked up." Cecily grinned in triumph as she saw that Arthur was getting close.
"Now cum, loser! Cum as you imagine him conquering my snobby, upper-class cunt! Cum as you imagine me moaning beneath him, begging for his jizz until he paints my fertile womb with his potent black seed. Fucking cum, white boy!"
And Arthur did, filling his sister's panties and making a whining unmanly sound that harmonized perfectly with his twin's slutty moans.
When they had finally come down from their high, Cecily stretched luxuriously.
"That was fun! We'll have to do it again sometime. Keep the panties. I'm not sure I want them back at this point, and I'm sure you'll find some use for them," she gave him a dirty wink and stood up, crossing the room unselfconciously to retrieve their shorts, giving her shocked brother a view of her naked lower body.
As she bent down slowly to grab the garments, exposing her still dripping pussy to her brother's fascinated gaze, she looked over her shoulder with a glimmer of triumph in her eye. "Oh, and Artie. I want you to make me dinner tonight. Food's in the fridge."
Arthur did as he was told.
...
Miles Huntly had a bit of a complex about his penis. It started when he and the other boys went through puberty. In the changing room there were certain things Miles couldn't help but notice. Like how other boys get bigger and bigger every year.
While he stayed the same.
Of course, size wasn't everything. Lots of people said so online, even lots of women. But still, it was hard not to worry that his inadequate cock would be a deal breaker with potential lovers. It had caused him enough anxiety that talking to women made him nervous, and at the age of eighteen, Miles was still a virgin.
His cock was one of the many reasons why he had struggled to ask Rosemary Yates out. Miles knew that Rosemary was far, far more experienced than him. At their old school it was even whispered that she was a bit of a slut. Miles didn't see her that way. She was perfect in her eyes. If he attracted girls the way Rosemary attracted boys, he was sure he would be just as experienced as her. Miles didn't hold it against her in the slightest. But it did mean that Rosemary would compare him to the guys she had been with in the past, and Miles wasn't sure he could measure up.
When Miles had laid out his deep insecurities to Dr. Cherry, her only response was a sad shake of her head, sending an icy spike of terror through Miles's heart. His only prayer, the therapist explained, was to completely devote himself to Rosemary. To become a "truly pathetic simp" in her words. Some women liked that. If he tried hard enough to submit to her every whim, Rosemary might be able to overlook his pathetic excuse for a penis. It was the only chance he had.
So he had begun offering to carry Rosemary's bookbag for her. Paying for her lunch every day. Buying her flowers and chocolates. Sending her fawning good morning and good night texts every day.
It seemed like it was working! Rosemary was happily smiling at him all the time nowadays. True, they still didn't hang out very often one-on-one, but Miles felt like he had made very good progress. And the most recent homework assignment gave them the perfect excuse for some alone time. Maybe this was finally when Miles could ask Rosemary about taking their relationship to the next level.
Rosemary Yates yawned and stretched. Her feet were in Miles's lap, so the movement put uncomfortable pressure on his crotch for a moment, making him squirm uncomfortably. Rosemary was wearing tight grey leggings and a white camisole today, showing off her wide, shapely hips and magnificent breasts. There were many qualities that Miles loved about Rose, but at the risk of being shallow, he had to admit that her incredible curvy body was high on the list.
"This is a little boring, Miles," said Rose sleepily. "Can we just talk for a bit? It's been too long since we talked."
Miles eagerly bumped the volume down on movie and turned to Rosemary, face lighting up. This was exactly what he'd been hoping for. "Yeah! I love talking with you Rose! How have you been?"
"Awwww!" said Rosemary with a sunny smile, "That's so sweet! I love talking with you too, Miles. Things have been really stressful with the beginning of school, but I have to say, you have been a real bright spot. I just want to let you know that I appreciate you!"
Miles felt a warm glow through his whole body. It sounded like Dr. Cherry had been too pessimistic. "It's my pleasure!" he said sincerely. "There's no one who deserves it more than you, Rose!"
Rosemary's eyes were shining warmly, and she was coiling a lock of her luscious auburn hair around a finger. "Which brings me to something I've been meaning to ask for a while. You have been so great to me that I feel like maybe we could be even more than friends, don't you think?"
Miles could almost have cried with joy. He couldn't believe that this day had finally come. "I.. I feel the same way, Rose!" he choked out in an emotion-filled voice.
Rosemary clapped her hands and drummed her feet in joy, making Miles shift gingerly to prevent her heels from injuring him. "That's great Miles! I'm so glad that I finally have a best friend!"
Miles's joyful expression froze and soured. Oh. So that's what she meant. Miles tried to control his disappointment. The phrasing had been a bit cruel, but it was clearly inadvertent. Being a best friend was a victory, he tried to tell himself. Maybe he could parley it into something more down the line.
"Seriously!" said Rosemary, raising her eyebrows at him, "Sometimes I feel so left out! Juno and Cecily include me, but they're each other's besties." Her expression sparkled with barely held-in excitement. "Now that we are best friends, I have something I can't wait to tell you about!"
She leaned forward with a big grin and whispered conspiratorially, "I met a guy! His name is Desmond!"
Miles's internal world crumbled as he struggled mightily to keep a smile on his face. This was the worst-case scenario.
"And we just started having sex this week!" squeaked Rosemary, her fists balled up with excitement.
Miles corrected himself. Now it was the worst-case scenario. He recalled how Rosemary had stopped responding to his good night texts about a week ago. And how she hadn't responded to any of them since... Miles knew what he should do. Rosemary would be upset that he couldn't do the "best friend" thing she was expecting, but trying to talk with Rosemary about the sex she had been having with someone else might scar him for life.
Dr. Cherry's voice came to him, as clear as if she were right next to him on the couch: "You have to do everything to please her, Miles. No matter what. It's your only chance." Miles's brain and stomach churned. If he hurt Rosemary now by turning his back on her offer of friendship, that was it. There would be no chance in the future. He had to play the long game.
"Oh. That's really great, Rose," said Miles with a pathetic attempt at enthusiasm. "Was, uh... Was it... good?" he added with a cringe.
"Oh my God Miles!" said Rosemary dramatically, putting a hand on her chest and rolling her eyes back. "Better than good. Fucking amazing. It makes me wet just to think about it! I'm going back over to his place right after this. I just can't get enough!"
Every word felt like a shard of glass grinding into Miles's heart. If Rosemary noticed his discomfort, she didn't give any indication. "That's great, Rose," said Miles painfully. "I'm really happy for you!"
Rosemary suddenly snapped her fingers. "Oh I know, I was going to give you the play-by-play, just like I did for Juno and Cecily, but you know what? Fuck them! They aren't my besties, you are! So I'm going to show you something even they didn't get to see!"
She eagerly pulled out her phone and swiped something onto the screen, thrusting it into Miles's shaking, sweating hands. Behind the play button, he could clearly see the blurred outline of a pale figure with reddish hair kneeling in front of a large brown figure. Miles's heart beat so fast he thought it would explode.
"Desmond's friend Jules always records us when we fuck and sends me a copy. I thought it was a little weird at first, but I am starting to think that those boys have the right idea. Sometimes I stay up all night masturbating to the videos. See for yourself!" She gestured eagerly to the paused video on her phone. For a second, Miles thought he saw a glimpse of a cold cruel light in the eyes of his new best friend, but the moment passed in an instant and then there was just eager excitement there again.
Just one press of his thumb. He would see what he had dreamed about for so long. Rosemary Yates's fully exposed naked body. And, as if a cruel genie had granted the wish, she would be getting fucked by a big black cock.
He tried to resist for a moment, to tell himself that by watching it he would be debasing Rosemary and himself, but he knew he was doomed from the moment Rosemary had put the phone in his hands. If you put a poisoned glass of water in front of a man dying of thirst, he'll eventually break down and drink it. Miles took a deep breath and pressed his thumb down, starting the video.
Rosemary Yates's deliciously curvy pale body knelt humbly in front of a massive black cock. Although the angle wasn't incredible to see them clearly, her massive tits looked just as hot as Miles had imagined them, tipped with big beautiful pink nipples that stood at slutty attention from their owner's submissive arousal.
Her face looked almost innocent as she leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on the tip of the drooling ebony dick, all wide-eyed eagerness.
"Suck it slut," came a deep, hard voice from near the camera. Rose obediently did as she was told, sinking the huge dick deep into her mouth, letting it stretch out her glossy lips. Soon she was making gentle wet sounds as she worked her little mouth up and down the huge pole, fiercely determined to pleasure the black cock. Miles felt the pain and humiliation and arousal soak deep into his soul as he watched his secret crush of many years sucking a cock with a look of intense pleasure on her face. His cock stirred in his pants, directly beneath Rosemary's feet.
"It's soooo incredible Miles," said Rose dreamily, smiling at his absorbed face as he watched the filthy home video. "The feeling of weakness... of humble submission when you get dominated by a cock that big. There's nothing else like it in the world." Like never before in his life, the tiny excuse for a cock in his pants felt like a crushing source of shame. He was a quarter of the size of Desmond's dick. Maybe even less. The deep humiliation of the moment should have turned him off, but horrifyingly, it didn't. He was harder than he had ever felt in his life.
"Let's take this to the bedroom," said the arrogant voice from the video. A large black hand descended and gripped a handful of Rosemary's lovely auburn hair, pulling her and forcing her to crawl, naked and dripping with arousal, alongside what must be Desmond, whose massive muscular frame was finally shown in the video.
Rosemary giggled, wiggling her feet in his lap. "Ooooh, I feel something happening down there, you naughty boy!" she said with a wicked grin. "Does someone have a little half-chub from seeing their bestie get face fucked?" What she described was indeed happening on the screen. Rosemary was laying back on the bed, her head hanging off the side, her big tits wobbling as Desmond thrust deeply into her throat.
"Well, I can't blame you I guess," said Rose gleefully. "I get wet every time I see the video! You know what, I have a special surprise for you! Why don't you get your cock out?" she pulled back her legs to let him obey. Miles turned white. Letting Rose see his penis, moments after saying that big cocks were her favorite was the last thing in the world he wanted to do.
But would she get mad if he refused her "gift"? With shaking hands, he pulled his pants down, making his humiliatingly small penis bob and bounce and it was freed.
Rosemary sat in silence, simply staring. Miles swore he could feel the burning weight of her gaze on his dick.
*Snort*
Rosemary involuntarily spasmed, throwing her hands up over her mouth as her body doubled over. Finally, she gasped, letting a burst of incredulous laughter bubble out, tears forming in her eyes as they stayed fixed firmly between Miles's pale legs. "I can't breathe! " she wheezed, wiping her eyes.
"I... I'm sorry Miles, dear! I know I know, I'm being really mean! It's just..." She leaned over and held the well-manicured pinky finger on her right hand up to Miles's cock. The comparison was apt. The humiliation was so massive that at first Miles couldn't even feel it. Like when you touch something so hot that your brain can't register the pain right away. He just stared stupidly at the girl he admired most in the world as she struggled and failed to stop laughing at his dick.
"I mean, look at the video, bestie!" said Rose, still choked with laughter. On the phone, Desmond thrust deeply into Rose's throat, drawing deep guttural sounds from the exploited woman. "I... Jesus Christ... I don't even think it would be physically possible... ha... hahaha... for you to deepthroat a woman."
Miles felt like he would pass out. For some insane reason, his erection wouldn't go down at all, even in the face of this crushing blow to his ego.
Finally, Rosemary got a hold of herself, breathing deeply and dispelling the last few chuckles. "I'm soooo sorry, Miles!" she said, redfaced. "It really wasn't my intent to laugh at your cock, I swear! I just wanted to do something nice for you, since you've been so sweet!"
She reached down and peeled the socks slowly from her feet, first one and then the other. "I mean, obviously I can't suck your dick or even touch it with my hands. That's not what friends do!"
Miles stared without comprehension as Rosemary's feet were slowly revealed. He couldn't even respond at this point, he wasn't sure he would ever be able to feel like an equal person in front of Rosemary ever again.
"Buuuuttt," said Rosemary with a cheerful grin, "I think there is a way I can give you a little love." she stretched her feet back out into Miles's lap. Miles felt a jolt of red-hot adrenaline as one of Rosemary's sweaty feet made contact with his cock, her sole rubbing up and down its short length.
"See?" said Rosemary excitedly. "This way, you get a little motivational friction, but it is so far beneath actual sex that it doesn't even count, right?"
"Y-yes, Rosemary," responded Miles meekly as his crush sandwiched his throbbing cock between her two soles, moving them up and down slowly, allowing them to get lubed up with Miles' dripping precum.
Miles had never been aroused by feet before, but the deep inferiority he felt towards Rosemary right now, his absolute worship of her, and his desperation for even the most humiliatingly small scrap of affection from her made the pity footjob unbearably erotic.
In the video, Desmond was now looming above Rosemary's prone figure, his massive cock positioned perfectly to deeply penetrate her. He held Rosemary by the throat and called down to her. "Tell me what you want, white girl."
"F-fuck me, master! Fill me up with your big black cock!" came Rose's slutty moaned reply. Miles couldn't help but watch as the cameraman changed angles, capturing a perfect view of the massive black cock sinking slowly into Rosemary's tight pink pussy. Rose's slippery feet rubbed all over his tiny cock, providing incredible sensation, but drawing a horribly sharp contrast with what she was willing to give to other men. The Black cock went deeper and deeper, stretching Rosemary's wet pussy as it went, drawing a deep animal moan from her submissive mouth.
"Ooh, pay close attention to this part, Bestie!" said Rosemary, recognizing the section of the video by sound alone, her eyes growing misty with remembrance. "When he held me down and fucked me like that... I swear sometimes I feel like his cock and my cunt were made for each other. He fills me completely and perfectly, like a hand in a glove."
Miles almost sobbed as his eyes watched the huge phallus, shiny with Rosemary's love juices, plunge in and out of her eager pussy. This was her ideal size, the type of cock that filled her perfectly.
Rosemary must have caught Miles' humiliated, devastated expression, because she hurriedly said, "But don't worry, honey! I'm sure one day you'll find a girl who will feel exactly that way about you! And look!" She said with a giggle, "There's one place that you will be a perfect fit on most women's bodies!" She spread out her toes and slid Miles's cock between her big and second toe, clamping them together and sliding her foot up and down to jerk him off. "See! A perfect fit! It's like your dick was made to go there!"
It was too much. Miles squirmed in pleasure and emotional agony, holding the phone in front of his face. On the screen, Rosemary was letting out deep moans and pleading for her master to fuck her harder as her tits bounced and jolted from the strength of Desmond's thrusts.
In real life, Rosemary's expression of cruel mockery went unnoticed by Miles as she used her toes to humiliate and tease her new "best friend."
On the Screen, Desmond withdrew his moist cock, from the orgasming bitch beneath him, moving on his knees to aim his cock at her pretty face, jerking rapidly. At the last second, Rosemary pulled her feet away, leaving Miles's cock twitching uselessly in the air as it fired spurt after spurt of shameful jizz onto his belly, his eyes and heart filled with the view if Rosemary's slutty face being painted with sperm on the tiny screen in front if his eyes.



Rosemary giggled and wiped her sticky feet on her bestie's shirt. "You know Miles," she said brightly, " Now that we are best friends, I think we should have fun nicknames for each other." Miles's hand dropped to his side limply. He gazed with undiminished love at the cruel girl at his side.
"Why don't you call me "Mistress" from now on," said Rosemary with a smirk.
"And your new name will be 'Pinky'!"
...
Noah paced his apartment, his heart in his throat as he thought about what the evening would bring. The idea of just sitting down with his girlfriend and playing filthy interracial pornography for her was ludicrous. Like all well-bred boys, Noah knew that his masturbation habits were deeply shameful and to be hidden at all costs. The idea of not only admitting that he jerked off to his sweet innocent girlfriend, but also admitting his filthy perverted kink was so horrifying that it also made him sick. But it had also caused a diamond-hard erection that just wouldn't go down. What if Juno looked at him with disgust and told him she always suspected he was a filthy pervert? Or what if she was into it, eagerly watching his favorite porn with shining eyes. He couldn't decide which would be worse, but his overheated mind kept running over the possibilities.
Juno had been brought up by a strict, deeply religious father. She certainly had no desire to be judgemental like him, but you could still see the deep influences that his parenting had on her. You could see it in the strictly modest style of dress she had worn until recently, as well as the way she sneered at the "sluts" who made out with their boyfriends in public. In other words, Noah couldn't imagine Juno had seen much porn or had a very positive view of people that watch it.
The entire idea was truly insane. Noah should just drop it now. But for some reason, he found he couldn't disobey Dr. Cherry's stern command. Anyway, the therapist was right. His relationship with Juno had too many secrets and hidden feelings right now. It was time to air their dirty laundry, even if that meant exposing his humiliating addiction.
Noah already had one of his favorite videos called up on his computer. It was filthy. He had tried to find a video that was a little more vanilla, but his mind kept coming back to this one, and he knew that it was the only one that would do. Now that somehow Dr. Cherry had bound him to this insane plan, he might as well go all the way and show her his actual favorite. At least it didn't include a dark-haired girl like Juno.
He would show Juno the video, and she would get upset, and he could go back to Dr. Cherry and tell her that it had been a bad idea. Then he would apologize and make it up to Juno. Maybe it really would be good for him. It could inspire him to break his current addiction to interracial porn.
He had no more time to fret. He could hear Juno's key in the door. He threw himself down onto the couch, grabbing a pillow to cover his crotch. He was thinking about how he could broach the tricky subject of the homework for tonight, but when he saw Juno, all his planning flew out of his head. She looked completely different.
He had seen girls wear much more revealing clothes, in fact, he had probably passed a dozen girls on campus just today who were more scantily clad without thinking anything of it. But for his girlfriend, her outfit was incredibly daring. She wore a scoop-necked pink tee that was actually deep enough to show cleavage, and the flouncy skirt she was wearing only came down to her mid-thigh. Her legs looked even more amazing than usual, and Noah noticed with shock that it was because Juno was actually wearing heels. Juno always wore little touches of makeup just to smooth her appearance, but now it was noticeable, with glossy lips and tasteful mascara. And, most bizarrely of all, Juno Evans now had bubblegum pink, shiny fingernails. They were especially shocking because just that past summer Noah had been treated to a annoyed rant from Juno on how stupid painted nails were. She had said forcefully that painted nails were tacky, impractical, and only for vain narcissists on the hunt for men. Clearly, something had changed her mind.
She tossed a few shopping bags onto the counter, seemingly filled with even more new wardrobe choices, then turned and gave him a wicked smile as she saw his mouth agape. "Heyyyy baby!" she said teasingly, walking over with an exaggerated supermodel walk, one food crossing over the other. "Notice anything different about me?" She stopped in front of Noah and leaned way down, bending at the waist. Noah's heart beat like a drum as Juno's shirt fell forward to give him a clear view of her bra-clad tits. Then her beautiful made-up face was there right in front of him, and her glossy pink lips were on his. She smelled fruity and delicious. She was wearing some kind of perfume: another product she used to have no kind words for.
Juno pulled back from her tender kiss, her eyes smokey with desire. "Do you like my new look, baby?" she whispered throatily in her bedroom voice.
"I... Juno, I," stammered Noah, still deep in shock, his eyes darting over his girlfriend's daring new wardrobe.
His girlfriend just smirked and snaked her hand up under the pillow on his lap, running it up his leg until it grasped his hard cock. "Oh my God! You love it!" she giggled. "I'm so glad!"
"Wh- why?" said Noah breathlessly, subtly grinding his hips up into Juno's hand. "I mean, what prompted the change?"
Juno shrugged with a secretive smile. "Dr. Cherry said that now that I was in college, it was time to become my own woman. I've been trying some new things to feel a bit more confident. Not so much of a wallflower."
"Well, I support you babe!" said Noah with a grin. Hell yes he did, especially if it meant he got to see Juno in sexy outfits like this more often.
"Well the best way to support me right now is to tear off all my new clothes and make me feel like the confident, sexy woman I am!" said Juno assertively, squeezing her hand on Noah's cock and drawing a whimper of pleasure from his mouth.
Noah wanted to agree and fuck his girlfriend so badly. But his mind was already nagging him with the knowledge that the porn video was on his computer, called up and ready to go. If he forgot about it now, would he be able to work up the courage to show it to Juno some other night? For some reason the compulsion to show his girlfriend the nasty porno was undeniable.
"Um, actually, Juno, I was hoping we could just get that homework assignment done right now," he said in a wavering, apologetic voice.
Juno stared down at him in disbelief, pausing her rubbing and gripping of his cock. "You don't want to have sex," she said, her eyebrows creasing, "Because you would rather do homework."
"I-I'm sorry babe," said Noah desperately. "I just... I want to show you something." Now he had caught Juno's curiosity, her head tilted to the side. Slowly, she sat on the couch beside him, maintaining her questioning eye contact.
"OK then. Show me."
His mouth dry and his hands shaky, Noah turned on the tv and pressed play on his laptop, passing the point of no return. The video began to play.
It showed a blonde woman in a dark club, lights pulsing and music pounding. She was dressed sluttier than any woman would be caught dead in real life. Her tiny pink skirt was more like a scrap of fabric around her wide hips, almost revealing her pussy and doing nothing to hide the swell of her enormous butt. Her shirt was just as ridiculous, a flimsy thin top that tied in the front, doing nothing to conceal and everything to showcase her big fake tits. The shirt was too small, allowing the underside of her breasts to hang below its lower edge, and so tight that it clearly showed the metal piercings on her nipples pressing through the fabric. A perfect, plastic bimbo slut, dressed up to fuck. She was swinging her hips to the beat, the pink skirt flipping lightly as she moved.
"What the fuck..." said Juno at his side, her mouth open with shock as she watched what could only be a porn playing on the screen. As they watched, the video showed the woman looking into the camera with startling blue eyes, surrounded by heavy eye makeup. The camera cut to what the woman was staring at. An attractive black man in a suit, leaning on the other end of the bar, staring back at her. The blond woman now bit her lip, approaching. One of the reasons that Noah loved this video was the high production values. Many porns just cut directly to the sex, or had a short contrived story first. This one actually raised the sexual tension first in a way he could never bring himself to skip. Something about the way that this slut was all dressed up like that in public, and especially how she seemed magnetically attracted to the black man despite herself resonated with him on a deep level. But this time his eyes were locked on Juno, trying desperately to gauge how she was reacting. She still had a shocked expression on her face, her eyes darting over the screen.
"Uh, babe," said Noah cautiously. "I can explain." He wasn't sure if he actually could, but depending on how angry Juno was, he might have to try.
"Shut up, Noah. Let me think," said Juno distractedly. A smirk was beginning to pull up the corner of her mouth. Noah didn't know if that was a good thing or a bad thing. Finally, Juno turned to him with a strange smile on her face, and without a word, she reached down and unbuttoned his pants, pulling them down with his boxers to free his fully erect cock.
"Juno, " spluttered Noah, "What are you doing?!?" but he didn't resist as Juno wrapped her slim, painted fingers around his dick.
"What does it look like I'm doing?" she asked teasingly. "Isn't a little hand action expected when you watch porn? I'm just glad I can be involved in my boyfriend's sex life for once." Her hand began to move with aching slowness up and down his cock. On the screen, the blonde slut was dirty dancing with the black man as shadowy figures swirled around them on the dance floor. He ran his big hands up and down her body, cupping her tits, making her moan audibly, moving his hand between her legs right there on the dance floor as she ground her fat butt back into his cock in front of everyone.
"But I'm glad you are showing this to me, baby, I've wanted to talk to you about some important issues for a long time. The homework assignment is to talk about how the "media" makes us feel, right? So let's talk." She moved her fingers gracefully and lightly, swirling them around the swollen head of his cock as she spoke gently and softly in his ear.
"First, I have some questions," she began in her slightly raspy bedroom voice. "The most obvious one is 'Why did you decide to show your girlfriend filthy interracial porn.' But I actually think I know the answer to that, so I'm going to save that for the end." On the screen, the pretext was over, the scene had shifted to a bedroom. The two pornstars kissed passionately as the black man mauled the blonde's fat ass. The stimulation from Juno's slow handjob, the images from his favorite porn, and his girlfriend's soft teasing words were too much. Noah found it difficult to think straight. "I, Juno... Dr. Cherry, she..."
"Shhhh," said Juno reprovingly. "Don't speak unless you're answering questions right now." She paused as they both watched the huge black man drop his pants, his massive semi-erect black cock swinging into view. The blond's hand immediately gripped it and started jerking.
"How often do you watch stuff like this?" said Juno with amusement.
"Well, um..." said Naoh awkwardly. Although the answer shamed him, he had come too far now to lie. "A-almost every day." Juno giggled, her hand beginning to move faster. On the screen, the blonde was pushing the now fully erect black man back onto the bed. "So he was right! I'll have to apologize for calling him crazy."
"He? Who was right?" said Noah, his stomach twisting.
"Oh, Dominic of course baby," said Juno lightly, as if it wasn't a big deal. "He said you looked like a porn-addicted little bitch. I know it sounds a little harsh, but that's just the way Dominic talks, babe, don't take it personally."
Noah felt a rising tide of humiliation as he absorbed the meaning of Juno's words. Juno had been exchanging texts with a large handsome black man about how her boyfriend was a loser. "He called me a little b-bitch?"
"I'm the one asking questions," said Juno firmly. "Do you compare yourself with the black men when you watch these videos?"
Noah closed his eyes at the shame of his answer, but said "Yes."
"Oh no baby!" said Juno with mocking dismay. "That's probably really bad for your ego! I mean, look at that guy!" Noah opened his eyes to see the camera angle had changed. It was now pointed down into the wide blue eyes of the blonde pornstar as she stuffed her mouth wide with black cock. "He's so much bigger and stronger and more handsome than you. Doesn't it feel humiliating to compare yourself to him?"
"Yes," said Noah miserably as his girlfriend's hand, now slippery with his leaking precum, relentlessly slid up and down his cock. "It's really humiliting."
"And that's the whole fun, isn't it baby?" said Juno, whispering in his ear.
Noah could only mutely nod.
"Thank you for answering honestly baby. It feels good to get this all out in the open," said Juno in a more normal voice, pulling away and slowing down her hand job. "Now it's my turn."
On the screen, the stacked blonde was slavishly sucking and tongue-bathing the black man's balls now. Juno's eyes watched avidly as she began speaking. "My whole life I have been so sheltered. I had never even met a black man until a few weeks ago. It feels like what Professor Greene has been saying is true. I was never really offered the choice between a white man and a black man. And obviously, babe, I chose you. And I don't regret it." She turned and flashed him a warm smile with none of the teasing she had been doing for the rest of the evening. "But I can't help but be curious what it would be like, you know? If I had really been given the full choices available. Black men are just so... naturally dominant. They have this crazy powerful sexual magnetism. I mean look at that," she said, gesturing at the screen with a look of fascinated disgust.
It was a scene that compelled Noah every time. The blonde had moved further down, burying her face between the black man's ass cheeks, busily licking and slurping his asshole while jerking him off. "Obviously that's disgusting and repellant. I would never want to do something like that. But I just get the feeling watching this that the black man was so charismatic he could bend the woman to his will. Get her to do things she never thought she would do. I just wish I had got to feel that once before I, you know, settled down."
Juno was picturing fucking a black man. Was disappointed she had never gotten the chance. Noah tried hard to avoid the images of Juno and Dominic he remembered from that night at the pub. He failed. Those images, and new fabricated, filthy images of his own imagination had been creepy more and more into his masturbation fantasies, despite his terror at the very idea of Juno and Dominic together.
"And... babe," said Juno softly, her hand continuing to gently jerk. "You have been so honest with me that I have to admit that I told a little white lie earlier this evening." On the screen, the blond crawled up the bed, her face wet and her makeup running from her enthusiastic blowjob. She positioned herself above the massive black cock.
"The reason I have been changing my look lately is because of some suggestions from Dominic." Noah put the pieces together. All the more revealing clothes that Juno never would have worn at his suggestion. All of them had been pushed on her by her new friend.
"I told him I wanted to be more comfortable and confident in public and he has been helping me. He has a great sense of style!" Reluctantly, heartbreakingly, Noah had to agree. If the clothes Juno was wearing had been suggested by Dominic, then he had excellent taste.
"He even gave me a picture of a woman to bring to the makeup counter so the lady could teach me the style." Juno snorted a laugh, momentarily pausing her teasing handjob as something occured to her. "Dominic is so funny babe, he plays these little pranks on me. I think the picture he gave me as a makeup example was cropped from a porn." Noah almost exploded at the thought before barely catching himself. The makeup wasn't especially slutty, but the fact remained that Dominic had suggested his girlfriend make herself up like a porn star, she had realized what he was doing but agreed and did it anyway. This man had a deeper hold on his girlfriend than he had realized.
"He's also been giving me little dares to test my new confidence, all harmless stuff. Flirting with a cashier, going braless for a day. But his last one was a little racy..." said Juno, giving Noah a nervous glance. If what she had said before was no problem, then this next thing must be much worse.
"So um, this story is going to sound worse than it is. He was suggesting I should get nail polish, and I was disagreeing. You remember how I used to hate that stuff." Noah watched his girlfriend's pink-nailed hand as it jerked his cock. It seemed like Juno had a hard time saying no to her new friend.
"Well, don't get mad babe, but sometimes we say some dirty stuff to each other. Just as a joke." Noah's cock twitched in her hand, which made her flash Noah a dirty grin. "Ha! I guess I didn't need to worry about you being mad! Anyway, Jokingly, I told him the only reason he liked nail polish is because he liked to see pretty red nails on the hands jerking his dick." Oh Jesus, this dirty talk was so much worse than Noah had assumed. The sound of loud fake moaning came from the tv as the black man ravaged the pornstar's pussy. Juno seemed to either not notice or not care about Noah's expression of horrified shock.
"He said, 'no way, pink nails look better with black dick'. We had a friendly little argument, and made a little bet. Do you know Gabble?" asked Juno abruptly.
"Um, like the University forum?" asked Noah stupidly, his eyebrows drawn together in confusion. It was an app that let local areas set up a discussion board for topics specific to that place. The University's page was semi-famous as an unmoderated hellhole, but was still widely popular with students as a place to get the word on parties and scandalous events.
"Yeah, that's the one. Dominic challenged me to post a poll: which type of nails would look better jerking a black cock, pink or red? If red won, he would have to paint his nails, and if pink won..." Juno wiggled her fingers with a look of chagrin. The whole story made Noah's stomach roil with anxiety. The picture it painted of Juno and Dominic's relationship was extremely worrying.
Suddenly, Juno's hand began to move faster. "Now let me get back to the last question I have for you. Why did you show me this filthy porno tonight?" Her whisper was hot and wet in his ear. The black man on the screen was now railing the blonde woman from behind, pushing her powerfully down into the bed. "Let me see if I can guess the answer. I think you haven't just been comparing yourself with the black men on screen. I think you have been comparing me to the white girls. And I think the idea intrigues you so much that you wanted to test the waters with me. To see if the idea of your girlfriend being with a black man interested her just as much as you. Am I warm?"
Noah wanted to scream, to protest, to deny it firmly. But he couldn't. He realized that in his heart, he had been curious about that exact question. Terrified, but deeply curious. "Yes. I had to know," he moaned as his girlfriend's hand continued to slide and squirm on his cock.



"I am interested, Noah," said Juno seriously, staring deep into his eyes with a piercing gaze. "I want to feel what a black cock is like. Don't worry sweetie," she added, bringing her other hand up to cup his face lovingly, "I don't mean sex. Sex is for two people who love each other, and I don't love Dominic. I just want the tiniest taste of what a black cock is like. Won't that be better? To know that even after I had experienced all of the choices in the sexual marketplace, I still chose you?"
Juno had a way with words. That did sound good. Juno would get her experience, he would get this obsession about Juno being with Dominic out of his head, and they could move on. "I... I think that would be ok, sweetie." He said cautiously.
"Great, because I have just the thing in mind!" said Juno excitedly, opening up her phone "Now, don't freak out, but when I sent Dominic a picture of my nails, this is what he sent back." She held up her phone, and Noah's eyes almost popped out of his head. It was a photo of Dominic's cock. The largest cock he had ever seen outside of a porn. Truly a shining, ebony monument to male power and strength. Noah felt dwarfed by comparison.
"He... well he gave me another dare babe," said Juno, biting her lower lip with a smile. On the screen, the blonde was hissing filthy dirty talk on her knees, stroking the massive black dick above her.
"He said I should make a follow-up post on my poll, showing all of the guys who voted for pink that they were right. He said he would help me take the picture sweetie," she said in a hoarse, heated whisper. Her hand was now moving at a frantic pace. Juno, posting a picture of a sex act with a black cock on the internet. Her pretty little hand with it's fresh pink nails, gripping the huge black cock of the dominant man who now fascinated her. The thought felt like it was searing his brain it was so hot. "Now, of course I won't do it if you say no, but I have to admit that it would be the perfect way to scratch my curious little itch, and I have been wonder how these nails would look contrasted with a black cock. What do you say Noah, can I do a little photo shoot with Dominic and his Big Black Cock?"
On the screen, the massive dick painted the pornstar's face white. But Noah's eyes were locked on the big black cock of his rival as his girlfriend worked his inadequate white penis to orgasm, spurting eager ropes of cum into Juno's pretty, pink-nailed hand as he moaned the word that would seal his fate:
"Yesssssss."
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Review Session:
Roderick Caine was feeling quite pleased with himself on this particular late fall afternoon. Yet another attempt had been made by some of the old racists in the alumni association to launch an inquiry into his management of the university, but once again their attempt had been buried with the help of Morgan's influence.
He was sure that their lack of success was driving the upper-class snobs mad.
But speaking of Dr. Cherry, it was time for their progress meeting. She should be showing up just about...
Morgan Cherry knocked but entered immediately without waiting for a response, a broad smile on her lovely face, her tits swinging freely, as usual, beneath a low-cut blouse. Roderick had tried to convince her to wear a bra while on campus, but there was just no repressing Morgan's towering vanity and endless libido. Asking Morgan Cherry to stop dressing like a slut was like asking water to behave more dry for a change.
Morgan swayed across the room and sat on the edge of Roderick's desk, perching herself so that her fantastic ass was perfectly on display.
"So good to see you, Morgan," said Roderick warmly, deliberately running his eyes down the curvy body of his partner in crime.
Morgan's eyes flicked down to Roderick's crotch, where she noted the bulge her slutty display had created in his pants. "Good to see you too, boss," she said with a wink.
"So," said Roderick, dispensing with the playful flirtation, "I'd like a progress report on "Intro to Interracial Relations". How are our star pupils doing with the material?"
Morgan let out a low, dirty chuckle. "Progress is quick, boss. What else can you expect? Most of those little white perverts probably subconsciously wanted black domination to begin with. Your pet professor has been feeding them the hypnotic lectures I wrote for her. First, she made them obsess over and fetishize the interactions of black men and white women. Then, she convinced them that the African race is inherently superior. Soon, they'll be ready for their final lesson, and they'll truly be putty in our hands."
"Wow," said Roderick with a smile. "It sounds like Professor Greene has this all well in hand. Maybe we didn't need your little therapy sessions after all."
"That's what I like about you boss," said Morgan, her eyes glittering with annoyance, "You're soooo funny. I, of course, have the hardest job. Individualized plans for each student, designed to lead them deeper down the rabbit hole of submission."
Morgan took out her phone and sent Roderick an email with a few decisive taps. "Take a look for yourself."
Roderick had to admit he was impressed. The mesmerist had sent him a carefully organized spreadsheet of all the linked pairs of lab partners, detailing the notes from their sessions and Morgan's proposed "fixes" to their mental processes.
"I'm interested in one pair of lab partners in particular," said Roderick, leaning back in his chair. "Juno Evans and Noah Bancroft. How has their progress been specifically?"
Morgan beamed. "Ooh! That's a juicy one. I initially had them set up with a bog-standard cuckolding plan, with a little obsession with interracial porn thrown in to degrade the white boy further. But then Juno fell into the hands of Dominic, a... talented amateur at our little game of corruption."
Roderick smiled eagerly, flipping to Juno's tab in the spreadsheet Morgan had sent him as she continued to explain. "You see, Juno had a strict father who turned into quite the little judgemental prude. Her new black friend thought it would be hot to break the poor little shy girl out of her shell. Now, I have no idea how well Dominic would have done on his own, but he has certainly been enjoying great success since I started helping him out behind the scenes in Juno's therapy sessions." She pointed over Roderick's shoulder at a link she had inserted into the spreadsheet. "Take a look for yourself. That's her secret Gabble profile."
Roderick clicked eagerly and was soon presented with a list of posts with the oldest at the top. The very first post was a kinky poll about what kind of nail polish looked best when jacking off black cocks.
The next post was a picture of a pale, feminine hand with pink nail polish tightly gripping a drooling black dick at its base.
It looked like this "Dominic" boy was a talented amateur indeed... Maybe Roderick should reach out, it was important to scout young talent for the movement.
The posts only got worse from there. A video of Dominic and Juno in a deserted movie theater, the nervous young woman frantically jerking his massive dick to completion while the movie played in the background.
A video of the petite college freshman (disguised by a mask, but recognizable to Roderick by her body alone), naked from the waist down, squeaking adorably as the suave young black man made her cum with his fingers.
More and more. At least a dozen videos since the first. Dominic had been busy.
The most recent video was titled "I was soooo scared we would get caught!" with a heart emoji at the end. Roderick gripped his dick through his pants, glancing at the cruel ebony goddess who was avidly watching the little white slut's videos with him over his shoulder. Roderick hated self-stimulation. And why should he resort to it when there was a beautiful woman right here?
"I appreciate your oral report," said Roderick smoothly. "But I have another use for that mouth. If you're willing, that is..."
Morgan Cherry arched a perfectly manicured eyebrow. "I'm not one of your little white girl playthings, Roderick," she said flatly. "I don't fall to my knees and drool when daddy says 'suck'."
She let the silence hang in the air for a moment. But Roderick had judged his target perfectly. That's the problem with refusing to wear a bra: your nipples give away how aroused you are. Morgan gave a frustrated huff. "Fine. Just this once. And not because I want your cock in particular, Mr. Bighead. It's because I happen to be horny as hell. And you had better reciprocate when I'm done!"
But despite her harsh words, the speed at which Morgan ripped off her blouse exposing her shapely brown tits betrayed her eagerness for the task. Her eyes were warm and playful as she fell to her knees beneath her boss's desk, pushing her breasts together slightly with her arms to showcase their luscious fullness.
"Well, you lucky man," said Morgan archly, "It isn't every day you get to watch a little white slut's downfall while getting sucked off by the most gorgeous woman on campus." To emphasize her point, she extended her dripping wet tongue and aggressively dragged it up the length of Roderick's dick, giving the head of his cock a soft play bite when she reached the top. "So what are you waiting for? Press play!"
Roderick needed no further encouragement: he clicked the play button on the video as Morgan began delivering an expert blowjob.
The video started out in a blur of motion, then swung into focus held in selfie-mode to show Juno and Dominic. They were sitting with their backs against a door in the hallway of what looked like an apartment building. Dominic smiled, his face uncovered, Juno cringed, her face hidden by a scarf tied over its bottom half.
"Hey everyone! Thanks for tuning in again. You won't believe what I convinced this snowbunny slut to do today! Say hi, snowbunny!" said Dominic, calm and charming and in control.
"H-hi, everyone," said Juno in a whisper trembling with anxiety and arousal. She was doing her best to avoid looking at the camera, and was clearly making an effort not to be heard. Roderick didn't blame her: the hallway they were in was hardly a private location, and considering the nature of the video, Juno certainly wouldn't want to get caught.
Juno and Dominic's arms reached out of the frame towards each other, moving rhythmically.
"Do you want to let your fans know what we're doing today?" prompted Dominic with a cocky grin, making no effort to keep his voice down.
"Oh, Dom," said Juno in a quiet whining voice, "Do I have to? Can't you just show them?"
"I will show them, but you have to tell them first, slut," said Dominic firmly. "That's half the fun of our videos, the little posh girl being pushed into dirty talk."
Juno let out a sound that was half a groan of shame and half a horny moan, then spat out in a heated whisper: "I'm giving you and hand job, D-dom. And you're... mmmmhmm... you're touching my vagina at the same time."
Dominic laughed and shook his head, clucking his tongue. "You can do better than that! Come on, snowbunny, use some of the big girl words I taught you!"
Juno's blush had grown bad enough to be clear even around the edges of her face covering. "Ugh, fine! I'm... I'm jacking off your cock while you finger fuck my hot wet c-cunt!" She said, losing control of her volume a little as her voice cracked from embarrassment.
"Good girl, snowbunny! Now let's show our viewers what they came here to see!"
He swung the camera down to show their lower bodies. Both of them had stripped their pants and underwear down to their knees, exposing the crotches to each other's busy hands. It was a ludicrously risky public challenge. Juno was practically begging for a stranger to see her jacking off a black man, not to mention the rusk of them seeing her exposed, naked from the waist down.
Dominic's thick brown fingers rubbed and teased the sweet pink pussy while Juno's slim hand worked up and down his massive throbbing cock. Her technique was already noticeably improved from earlier videos. Well. Practice makes perfect after all.
Roderick gave a pleased grunt of his own and cast an appreciative eyes down at the confident, aggressive blowjob Morgan Cherry was performing on her knees beneath the desk. Roderick certainly appreciated the tender, hesitant blowjobs of white women on their way to corruption, but he had to admit that there was something special about oral sex performed by an experienced, brazen slut.
One moment Morgan was planting hot slobbery kisses up and down the length of his shaft, the next she was smoothly sinking the entire length of his enormous dick into her tight, slick throat, making her mouth a pussy for him to fuck. At the same time, her firm, confident fingers swirled and gripped lightly at his hanging balls, providing a harmonizing sensation that seemed to double his pleasure.
Maybe he and Morgan should have progress reports like this more often.
Roderick's attention was pulled back to the video as Dominic began talking again. "But we forgot to mention the best part, snowbunny!" said Dominic excitedly. He briefly pointed the phone both ways to show the empty hallway lined with doors. "We are in the hallway of an apartment building right now. Someone could turn that corner any minute." Juno groaned at the thought, although Roderick judged by the sound she made that arousal was blended with her fear. The two were truly in a compromising position. If someone did see them, they would have no time to get dressed with their pants pulled down so far, and there could be no plausible excuse for their position.
"Don't be so loud!" squeaked Juno, "Someone might hear!"
"Who might hear, Juno?" said Dominic mockingly, his fingers increasing their pressure and speed of Juno's blushing pussy. "Who lives behind this door?" he asked, indicating the door immediately behind their backs.
Juno clamped the scarf around her mouth tightly with her free hand, obviously trying her best to stifle a moan. After pulling herself together, she managed to gasp, "D-dom, I can't! I can't say it!"
"Tell me who lives in this apartment, or I'll make you cum so loud everyone in this fucking place will hear you, including him," said Dominic commandingly.
"My boyfriend!" gasped Juno in a humiliated whisper, "This is the door to my boyfriend's apartment!"
Morgan Cherry let out a throaty chuckle. "That dirty little slut!" She said with admiration. "Even I didn't know she had fallen this far already. Her and I will have lots to talk about in our next session. Now, I think they're getting ready to finish up their little game, so let's move to our grand finale as well," said Morgan smugly. She took her magnificent ebony tits in her hands and lifted them to Roderick's lap, sandwiching his cock in their warm, buttery skin. Morgan took the opportunity to roughly pinch her thick nipples as she pressed her tits tight around Roderick's cock, hissing with masochistic self-pleasure as she created a warm, soft channel of flesh for pleasuring her boss's cock.
A thick line of drool dripped from Morgan's tongue added the perfect amount of lubrication. Roderick sat back and let his employee take his cock to slippery, squishy heaven with her signature titjob while the video on his screen reached its climax.
"Where does he think you are right now anyway?" teased Dominic. "Should I knock and let him know that you're here?"
"Don't say that Dom, it's not funny!" hissed Juno. "He thinks I'm with my friends!"
"I think I should knock," insisted Dominic. "He's probably jerking off to BBC porn anyway right now, I bet he would love to see the real deal."
"Dommmmm, stooopppp!"
"I'll make you a deal, snowbunny" said Dominic with a cocky grin. "If you can make me cum in the next two minutes, we'll leave your boyfriend alone with his hand. If you can't, I knock."
Juno must have realized that he was serious, because her slim little hand began twisting and pumping furiously on the arrogant young man's stiff cock. Her eyebrows furrowed in determination as she put all her effort into pleasuring his big black dick.
"Tick Tock, slut," taunted Dominic, his hand still working furiously between the desperate woman's legs. "You know, you might be able to win if you give in and use that pretty mouth of yours..."
"I told you that's not happening!" panted Juno, beginning to forget to keep her voice down. "Just hand stuff!"
"Right," said Dominic, rolling his eyes, "Because your boyfriend said so. And you clearly care so much about his feelings."
"Shut up and cum, asshole!" moaned Juno, working her hand up and down Dominic's ebony pole frantically.
"Thirty seconds, snowbunny," said Dominic with anticipation. He pulled his hand, fingers still shining with Juno's aroused juices, away from her crotch and raised it in a fist, hovering inches from the door. "I can tell you right now that this handjob isn't going to get me there."
Juno put her other hand on Dominic's cock as well, twisting and sliding them desperately. There was only one other option she had...
"Cum for me, Dom," she said in a low, rasping whisper. "Your little snowbunny slut wants to see your hot white spunk so fucking bad. If you cum in my hands right now, baby, I'll taste it. I've been soooo curious about what your hot sperm would feel like on my tongue. Won't you let me try it? Cum for me. Cum for me, Daddy!"
Dominic looked pleasantly surprised as the unexpected burst of filthy dirty talk hit its mark, combining with Juno's rapid handjob to make his cock spurt hot jets of cum up onto Juno's arms and hands, just seconds shy of his deadline.
Roderick himself twitched in his chair, and Morgan, reading the signs expertly, clamped her curvy lips around the cockhead sticking up between her breasts, catching and swallowing Roderick's thick, powerful load without hesitation. Just as he came, the little minx on the video looked straight into the camera, raised her hand to her face, carefully inserted a finger beneath her scarf disguise, and tasted a black man's cum for the first time, just as she had promised.
The video cut out.
Morgan licked her lips and let out another chuckle, getting up off her knees as she said, "I don't think Dominic was the only one who was affected by that little girl's filthy mouth, was he boss?" she said knowingly as she began to wiggle out of her tight skirt and panties. "You have a... special interest in this particular white girl don't you?"
Roderick's mind flashed back to the first day of classes, the haughty young woman standing at the side of her racist boyfriend, staring down her nose at him. Then the contrasting image of her slipping a finger dripping with cum beneath her scarf-masked face, her eyes lively with curiosity.
And there was that word. Daddy. Said in that moaning, raspy voice, desperate and horny and oh so submissive. She had probably just thrown in the word without a second thought as another bit of dirty talk. But he found the word darkly fascinating when the little white slut pronounced it.
He wanted to hear her say it again. But to him this time.
"I do find myself intrigued by her case," said Roderick, removing his blazer and shirt, neatly folding them over his chair. "But I think I will let young Dominic have his fun for now. Maybe we can meet next week and you can update me again."
"Really, boss? I think this sort of meeting ought to be an email." Morgan perched her thick, gorgeous ass on the edge of his desk and raised her leg, revealing a plump, glistening pussy. "Whether I have the time in my busy schedule to give you oral updates... well that really depends on you."
Roderick sighed and sank to his knees, diving assertively between Morgan Cherry's juicy thighs.
It was time to show his egotistical employee that she wasnt the only one who knew how to use her tongue.
Extra Credit:
Arthur held out the box of condoms in trembling fingers.
"Please," he said in a voice that sounded pathetic even to him. "Just... please use them, Cece."
Cece gave him a look of amused contempt, eyes sliding down his body to lock onto his humiliating erection.
When Cecily had forced him to do her laundry the other day, she must have known what he would find. Sexy lingerie completely splattered with cum. Arthur had tried to be strong, but in the end he had given in and added his own stains to the matching bra and panties.
If Cecily hadn't let her new man cum in her unprotected pussy yet, she would soon. Thankfully, Arthur was pretty sure that she was still working up to it: the inside crotch of the panties was dry. He had checked it thoroughly.
"Well," said Cecily teasingly. "It sounds like you're begging me. If that's the case, then I guess you had better kneel." Her words were joking, but her eyes weren't. Arthur would have to obey if he was going to get what he wanted. He fell heavily to his knees, eyes staring pathetically up at his sister's cruel grin, holding up the box of condoms like an offering.
Cecily took them with a sneer. "You know what I want, Arthur. You know what my kink is. If you want to spoil my fun you're going to have to do something even more interesting to distract me."
"Anything," said Arthur, knowing how meaningful the word was when it came to his cruel sister.
Cecily's smile was wide and terrifying. "If you want Marcus to wear condoms, then you're going to have to buy them. And I'll tell you right now that these tiny white boy rubbers won't work." She ripped open a pack and smirked at the regular-sized condom within. She tossed it to Arthur and said "Put it on."



By this point, after being ordered around by Cecily on a daily basis, Arthur had lost all resistance. He stripped off his pants and fit the condom snugly on his rock hard cock.
"But you won't just be our paypig. Every time Marcus fucks me, I'm coming over to your apartment next. And you are going to be my own personal cumdumpster. Start jerking white boy." Cecily stood dominantly above him and looked directly into Arthur's eyes as she slipped her shorts off, digging her fingers between her legs as she prepared to describe Arthur's humiliating new job. Arthur obediently began stroking his cock through the condom, his stomach twisting in disgust and humiliated arousal at his sister's words.
"That's right, brother dearest. If you want to preserve my poor defenseless womb from the bad black man's potent spunk, you are going to have to suck down every slimy drop while I watch. And it will be a loooot Artie," she hissed in pleasure as she worked her fingers deep into her pussy. "You saw my lacy jizz-stained undies, right? Marcus cums like a firehose. Usually multiple times a session. I would start eating light dinners, because you are going to be sucking down a lot of extra protein." Her pussy was making squishing noises as she got close to climax, and despite the filthy acts that his sister was describing, Arthur was getting close too.
"What do you say brother?" asked Cecily in a moaning voice, "Are you willing to be a good little semen swallower to keep my belly from swelling up with a black baby?"
The siblings orgasmed together, Cecily moaning and writhing as Arthur shot a thick load into the condom wrapped around his cock.
Cecily recovered first, reaching down to roughly remove the filled condom.
"Now this obviously won't be as thick and tasty as Marcus's," she said, lifting the swollen condom, "But I guess it's better to start small and work your way up to a real man's jizz."
"Now... Open wide!
...
Miles worked the oil deep into Rosemary's feet, making sure not to neglect the areas between her toes. He tried his best to hide his erection. Luckily it didn't make that large of a tent in his pants.
Rosemary looked up from her phone, giving him a considering look. "I have a hypothetical for you, Pinky." she said thoughtfully. Miles winced internally at the demeaning nickname, but he had learned the hard way that objecting to it earned him a lecture on why the name was appropriate, sometimes in public.
"Yes, Mistress?" he said humbly, continuing to work on his foot massage.
"Let's say..." said Rosemary carefully. "That I liked two guys. Not just one." Her big beautiful eyes stared earnestly down at Miles.
Miles, for the first time in weeks, felt a spark of desperate hope in his heart. She couldn't be talking about him, could she? He was getting ahead of himself. Being overly optimistic. He needed more information before he allowed himself to hope.
"Oh?" said Miles, feigning polite interest. "What is this new guy like?"
"So sweet," said Rosemary with a cheerful smile. "Always there when I need him. He's been there with me in some of the most intense moments of my life." Her luminous hazel eyes stared down into with quiet, warm intensity, and Miles couldn't help but let the hope bloom in his heart.
"Well," he said, dry mouthed, "He sounds like a great guy."
"He is, Pinky," agreed Rosemary. "A really great guy. I feel like for so long he's been quietly in the background, watching and admiring me from afar, and I've only recently realized his true feelings."
"Rose," said Miles, getting a little emotional, "Rose, I also..."
Rosemary raised an oily foot and used it to shush Miles's mouth before he could continue. "Not one more word like that, Pinky," she warned gently. "I shouldn't even be saying something like this if I already have a man. This is all hypothetical, ok? Don't stop the massage Pinky, you promised me a full hour."
"Well," said Miles, working his fingers into Rose's soles and choosing his words very carefully, "Maybe that means that this hypothetical new guy you are starting to like is who you really want. Maybe he's the right choice, rather than Desmond."
Rosemary shook her head. "I could never give up Desmond, Pinky. Never. I mean, to be crude, Desmond's cock is bigger than this hypothetical other man."
Miles felt his heart sink. What else could he do, if that was the top priority on her list? Well... there was one thing. It was a shitty compromise, but it might be his best chance.
"Mistress, maybe, if you talked to Desmond, you could convince him to let you be with another man too," said Miles, trying to keep his voice neutral.
"Two boys at once," said Rosemary thoughtfully, looking into the distance as she flexed her feet. "Do you really think I could handle that, Pinky?"
"Yes, Mistress!" said Miles firmly, his heart swelling with hope once again. He could accept Rosemary having Desmond on the side if it meant she finally gave him a chance. He would have time to show her that cock size wasn't everything.
Rosemary looked thoughtful. "I'll have to talk to Desmond. He might not be happy, but you're right. I think having two boys would be really fun." She flashed Miles a sunny smile.
"Thanks so much for the great idea, Pinky! Now keep rubbing, you're starting to slack off a little."
...
Once again, for the third time this week, Noah was home alone while Juno went over to Dominic's house to experiment.
Noah should have known that 'one little taste' of black cock wouldn't be enough for Juno. After Juno had given Dominic a handjob for the first time, shamefully, Noah had been unable to resist the temptation. He had gone to Gabble and found Juno's follow-up post. It wasn't hard, it was at the top of the forum with hundreds of likes. A slutty photo of Juno's slim, feminine hand gripping a massive, drooling black dick tight, pink nails proudly on display. Noah still had it saved on his phone.
Barely three days after the "little taste to get it out of her system" Juno had come to Noah, biting her lip, saying that she really wanted to explore Dominic's black cock just a little more. Just to be absolutely certain that she had gotten the full life experience. Strictly hand stuff. Noah had made her promise.
Noah waited and worried as Juno's handjob date that he had agreed to went longer and longer. He tried to fight the urge to watch more interracial porn as his anxiety grew and his overactive imagination fired on all cylinders.
Just as he had pulled up his favorite video (the same video of the slutty blonde bimbo he had shown Juno), he received a text.
[I know your spank bank is well stocked, white boy, but I think you will want to see this.]
A link to a livestream site followed.
[Blonde wig and face mask for a disguise, but I think you'll recognize her. I know she swore just hand stuff, and she was a good girl for a long time, but I think we both knew that it wouldn't be enough for her forever.]
[Today you get to jerk off with all the other losers who wish they could fuck your girlfriend. Enjoy, white boy.]
With his palms growing sweaty, Noah felt he had no choice but to click the link.
The stream was already blowing up, with over a hundred viewers and climbing. The chat whizzed by, filled with horny comments.
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Cross Contamination part 10: Laid Bare
On the morning after her humiliation at the hands of her teammates, Cassie considered not going to school at all. She dreaded what her reception might be. The cheerleaders were the most popular girls in school, and she was positive that they had spent all night texting their friends about the stupid lezzy slut that they had tricked into thinking she was joining the team.
But if there was one thing that Renee had taught Cassie, it was to face her problems head-on. Staying at home wouldn't make her problems go away. She gritted her teeth and went to school, prepared to face the ridicule and horny stares she had been facing since her clothing incident, but intensified.
She was shocked at her reception. All of the other cheer girls greeted her warmly when they saw her in the halls, and although she still got stares and catcalls, they didn't seem to have gotten any worse than they had been yesterday.
Even Melissa tried to act like they were besties, and asked if she had any plans that weekend. Cassie gave her the cold shoulder. She couldn't just get over the fact that Melissa had sat on her face in front of the whole team. Even after both of their "apologies", Cassie couldn't just forgive and forget.
"I'm a little surprised..." she admitted, speaking to Renee at lunch, "I thought things might be sort of awkward."
"What? Why?" said Renee, looking incredulous, "If anything the girls feel closer to you after yesterday! It was just a little team bonding exercise. God, if you think that this was over the top, you should see what girls do in college." She grinned and gave Cassie a little wink. "As for Mel, you have to remember, I know her a lot better than you. I know that the situation I put you in yesterday might have been a little..." She swiped her fingers across her lips in a gesture that was obscene when you knew the context, "...sticky. But look at her now! She's totally ready to be friends again. Give her another chance. I would never steer you wrong."
Cassie grimaced, but Melissa was already brining her tray over, a friendly smile on her face. Cassie glared back at her.
"Speaking of steering you," Renee smoothly changed the subject as Melissa sat down, "How is the college search going."
"Nothing to report," said Cassie gloomily, "I got another rejection letter. Not as bad of news this time, because I wasn't sure I wanted to go there anyway. But still doesn't feel great." She picked through her food, suddenly not hungry.
Renee perfectly concealed her glee. Wouldn't little miss smarty pants be thrilled to learn that her yet another college had actually sent her an acceptance letter before Renee had intercepted it.
"That's too bad, babe," said Renee. "Good thing we are working on a plan "B" for you, right? Do you have your streaming setup ready?"
At Renee's urging, Cassie had indeed set up her headset and webcam to try out streaming. She wasn't especially enthusiastic about it. She knew that very few streamers actually became successful.
"I did set things up Renee, and I'm sure it will be fun," said Cassie delicately, hoping not to offend her friend who had gifted her the expensive setup, "But I don't think that I have that much to worry about in the end. I did end up applying to a bunch of safety schools, so I don't need to count on streaming."
Renee gave her a knowing look, and put a reassuring hand on Cassie's, "I'm sure you're right, Kissy dear. It's just..." She shared a look with Melissa that confused Cassie, "...I don't want you to be too disappointed if you can't get in anywhere."
Cassie's brow furrowed. What was that supposed to mean?
"Just remember Kissy," said Melissa cheerfully, "There are loads and loads of jobs that women can do without going to college."
"Yeah!" said Renee, clapping her hands together, "with a body like yours, you could get money from boys in all sorts of ways. Like marrying a millionaire, or even just doing por..."
"I'm sure I'll be getting some acceptance letters soon," said Cassie with finality, cutting Renee off before her best friend said anything that would make her angry. Renee had been getting more and more pushy with her. Cassie wasn't sure that she liked it. While she was certainly grateful for all of Renee's help, Renee didn't run her life. But she didn't have to be a bitch about it. Better to just cut off the conversation before they argued. After the confusing, humiliating experience with Melissa, she didn't want to get into any more fights with her friends for now.
Renee looked doubtful, but nodded.
"Well, why not try streaming just for fun? Be sure to log in with that Argus account I made you tonight, Kissy, I'll watch your first stream to cheer you on! Oh! And I forgot to send over that supplement I promised, didn't I?"
Cassie frowned. She had been glad that Renee seemed to have forgotten the "relaxation supplement" she had promised to send. "Yeah, well... Maybe you can just not bother, Renee, I..."
Renee cut her off. "You promised me you would try it though, Kissy!"
Cassie huffed. "I promised I would accept them and decide later," she insisted stubbornly.
"Whatever, Kissy," said Renee, a slight wrinkle appearing in her brows. "I'll send them over tonight."
...
Daren called in sick to work. It was now almost 48 hours since Gina had gone alone to Victor's house to end things with him permanently. Was it possible that Victor had hurt her? Was it possible she was... with him? He wasn't sure which would be worse in his mind right now. He spent the day worrying and trying to sleep without success.
Around two, his phone buzzed. It was Renee.
[Heyyyy Cuckie! Your ditzy little D-cup daughter will be home soon, and it's going to be showtime for her streaming channel. I have an important job for you to make sure this goes the way we want. I will talk you through it.]
Daren still felt the stinging guilt of agreeing to ruin his daughter's life, but he needed a distraction. And although he hated to admit it, helping to drag his daughter down had also begun to turn him on.
[Yes, mistress] He texted, shame spreading through him.
[Awwww, poor puppy. You seem so sad! Is it getting you down that your slutty little wifey is spending so long with my big bad Dad?]
Renee knew how to twist the knife. Daren couldn't think of any other reply than another pathetic [Yes, Mistress.]
[I know it hurts Cuck. That's why I've planned a super fun evening for you. All you have to do is one little chore for me, then I'm going to send that tiny cock to heaven, and get you some naked pictures of sweet little Cassie to boot. Make sure to play nice together. She needs this too. You should have seen how stressed she was at school today!]
Daren felt some apprehension at his mistress's cryptic promises, but he downloaded the software that Renee sent as ordered and set it up following her instructions. According to Renee, it wouldn't really be usable until Cassie was actively streaming, but she would walk him through it when the time came. Just as he was finishing up getting his laptop set up in his room, he heard the front door opening.
His heart skipped a beat. Either it was Gina, his wife, who he had begun to miss terribly, or his daughter, who he was about to further betray. Exiting his room, he saw that it was Cassie, her lovely dark hair pushed back into a simple pony tail. She was dressed normally, probably even more modestly than was popular nowadays, but Darren guiltily found himself eying her breasts and hips, remembering the nude pictures Renee had shown him.
With all the emotions that he had been going through the past day, he felt all mixed up in her feminine presence. His chastity cage felt suddenly tight.
"Hi, Daddy." She said distractedly. She was focused on the handful of mail she had picked up on her way in, her big blue eyes glued to an envelope with a college logo on it. He walked over, trying not to distract her as she ripped into the letter. Her eyes scanned rapidly, but Darren already knew the answer she would find. Unless Renee had exaggerated her ability to intercept and alter Cassie's mail then she should... and there it was. Cassie's brows drew down, her eyes clouding over. She sighed deeply and tossed the mail onto the counter.
"Don't worry, Honey," said Darren, his mouth dry with the tension of lying, "I'm sure that an acceptance letter will be coming for you any day now, from a great college."
She stared at him with pathetic eyes, slightly shiny from suppressed tears, whether of frustration or sadness, he couldn't tell. "Thank you, Daddy," She said miserably. She threw her arms around him and hugged him tight, burying her face in his chest. Even in this innocent moment of his daughter seeking comfort from her father, he couldn't help but feel the crush of her tits on his chest. He tried to subtly angle his hips away from hers so that there was no chance she would feel the hard plastic of his chastity device.
Cassie looked up at him, luckily not detecting anything weird about the hug. "I'm just starting to get a little worried about it. I mean... this college wasn't even one of my top choices, and they still didn't accept me."
"Well..." Said Darren carefully, "I will love you no matter what, you know that sweetie. And I think you would have an incredible life even if you end up not getting accepted by any colleges at all."
Cassie looked a little annoyed. "That's what everyone is saying." She said flatly, "But I still want to have a good career like Mommy."
Daren wanted to change the subject before Cassie could interrogate his thoughts about college any further.
Cassie craned her neck around Darren, looking deeper into the apartment. "Speaking of which, is Mommy around? Where has she been?"
Darren wanted to know the same thing, but he knew that this was probably a bit too much to dump on Cassie right now.
"It's a work thing." He said, using the excuse he had already thought up. "Working a case with a colleague. Might have to stay over at the office again tonight."
Cassie rolled her eyes. Darren was baffled by the catty rivalry that had grown up between them over the past few years. Some mother-daughter thing that dads would never understand.
Cassie pulled away and smirked up at him, her joking-with-daddy face. She said "Just watch out, Daddy. Maybe some big bad coworker at the law office is making Mommy stay late so he can jump her bones!"
She must have seen the worried spasm across Darren's face, because she stopped and frowned, looking incredulous.
"For real? You're actually worried?" She said, confused.
She put a concerned hand on Daren's shoulder. He tried to keep his feelings of stress and worry from his face. "Daddy," said Cassie gravely, staring him in the eyes, "You have nothing to worry about. Mommy isn't some ditzy blond that some douchebag can trick into an affair. She is a smart, strong woman who loves you. You have nothing to worry about."
...
Gina woke late in the morning in Victor's strong arms, well rested. Bright sunlight lit up the luxurious bedroom. At some point in the night, when she had fallen asleep after their sex marathon, Victor had cleared away the camera set up like a bad dream, allowing her forget about what kinds of footage her new lover must have captured.
"Morning beautiful," he murmured in a hoarse morning voice, "You know, when you sleep, you almost look innocent."
Gina gave him a sour look, but here, snuggled up against his warm, muscly bulk, it was hard to feel like his enemy. It was a dangerous feeling, but she couldn't shake it in this intimate, tender moment.
"What do you want for breakfast," he picked up his phone, "or shit, lunch I guess." He gave her a naughty grin, and winked, "Maybe we got a little carried away last night if it took us this long to recover."
Memories of last night flashed through Gina's mind, a dark, nasty blur of sweat and moans and deep satisfying orgasms, twisted sheets and whispered dirty talk and hot, spurting semen. She tried to thrust the memories from her mind, before Victor noticed her stiffening nipples. His sudden grin told her that she hadn't completely managed it.
"Tell you what, pet. I'll ring the chef and tell him to bring us eggs benedict. They are a specialty of his." He reached for a bedside phone without further discussion. Gina wanted to tell him to go to hell. That she wanted to leave and never see him again. That she didn't want any food from his fucking fancy chef. But then her stomach growled, and she realized that she had been doing... strenuous physical activity without any food for over a day.
So Gina and Victor sat and ate eggs benedict in bed. Victor was nothing if not a charming conversationalist, and before long, Gina found herself laughing and talking, even flirting a little. She felt a warm spark when Victor reached over and brushed a strand of hair back behind her ear. It felt like waking up the next day with a new boyfriend, after the first time you had sex. He was so sweet and funny that she forgot that she was with her husband's boss, naked, in sheets still dirty with her adulterous juices.
After lunch, Victor insisted that they both shower. In separate bathrooms this time, mercifully. By the time Gina returned, the sheets had been changed and were now crisp and fresh-looking. Victor lifted the sheet, patting the bed next to him, smiling at her warmly. Feeling again that heavy weight of guilt, Gina crawled into the bed next to him, feeling him pull her close with his strong arms. She felt his hot, velvet-smooth skin on hers, his bulging muscles. She shuddered at how right it felt. Despite his predatory actions, being with him physically made her feel safe and protected in ways Daren never had.
"How are you feeling, Kitten?" murmured Victor, hugging her close to his body, nuzzling softly at the back of her neck.
Gina felt another sharp stab of guilt. She had to say something. "I'm actually a little worried..." she said hesitantly, "...about Daren."
Victor moved away from her slightly without letting her go. Gina could feel his disapproval. "Daren Daren Daren," he said sourly, "you sound like a broken record. Where was all this concern for your hubby's feelings when you were bouncing on my cock last night?"
Gina felt a flush of shame and anger. She controlled herself. If she got mad, Victor would have successfully distracted her. She needed to be smart, lie a little to stroke his ego.
"I'm not concerned about his feelings, Mas..." her mouth didn't want to form the word. She would have to force herself to say it. She knew it would please him and make him more receptive. "Master." She finished, pulling his arms closer around her. "I'm just worried that he will call the cops or something. He hasn't heard from me in a long time."
Victor was silent for a moment.
Finally, he responded. "Well, I assumed even a dull weakling like him would be smart enough to realize what happened when you came to see me, so we should be fine. Unless you really think he is that much of a pathetic idiot."
She could see he was amusing himself by forcing her to badmouth her husband, just as he had done more graphically last night.
"I think he might be." Said Gina in a clipped tone.
"He might be what? Spell it out for me." He was really going to make her work for this one.
"I think Daren might be such a pathetic idiot that he doesn't realize that I've been too busy having sex with you to call him." She said in a rush, trying to rip the bandaid off. It still hurt her heart to say such cruel things about her faithful husband.
"Oh," said Victor lightly, "In that case let's put his feeble little mind at ease." He reached over to the bedside table and grabbed his phone.
"Thank you, Master," said Gina, the repulsive title passing her lips more easily in her relief, "I will just call him very quickly and let him know I am at a friend's house." She would have a little opportunity to lay the ground work for her excuse. Daren was trusting, he would believe her.
"I have a better idea."
Victor grabbed her and turned her, pulling her against his chest. Before she could react, he snapped a photo. The photo on the screen showed a gloating Victor, clutching the nude, shocked-looking Gina to his chest. Her hair was messy and wet from the shower, and her large naked breasts crushed softly against the hard brown bulk of Victor's pecs. The photo looked liked exactly what it was, a photo of two lovers, basking in the morning after.
"I'll just send him this real quick, and he will know for sure you're alive." Victor opened up his messaging app, preparing to send the photo.
"W-wait!" Yelped Gina, ineffectually trying to grab the phone from his strong hands, "Please Victor! I mean... Master."
He had prepared the message, his finger hovered over the send button. Gina was out of options. If that message was sent, Daren would be destroyed. She had to try what she knew would work. Victor wanted to make her submissive, right? Well, she could pretend to be submissive when necessary.
She scooted just a little lower in the bed so that she could stare at him with wide, upturned eyes. "Please, Master." She said softly and humbly. She reached between his legs and held his soft cock, pulling it gently in short strokes. "Don't send that to my husband. Pretty please? If you can be nice this one time, I will do anything you want. "
"You'll already do anything I want, that was our agreement, remember?" But, He had removed his finger from the send button. He was intrigued. Gina felt her first flash of triumph in a while. So this is what it took to manipulate him.
"Oooh but master!" She cooed, increasing the length of her strokes as she felt his cock engorging in her small hand. "Wouldn't it be better if I was eager and willing when I pleased you? I could be the sweet little sex kitten you want me to be instead of prickly old Gina if you just do me this one teeny favor! Think about it, having not just my body, but my mind and heart too."
Victor considered her for a moment, suppressing his grin. Then nodded slightly. "Fine. But no call. We will still send him a selfie, but I will let you take a replacement. Three conditions. One: I am still in the picture. Two: we stay in bed. Three: we don't get dressed."
Gina nodded, grabbing the phone. The conditions didn't give her much leeway to make the photo more innocent. She was able to shoot her and Victor above the shoulders, hopefully disguising the fact that they were naked. There wasn't much she could do about the sheets. It was still clear they were in a bed together. She would have to think up a really good excuse to explain this one.
Victor tapped out a short message and sent the more tame selfie, tossing his phone back onto the nightstand without bothering to wait for a reply. He pulled her back aghast him, spooning her from behind, his cock once again growing soft.
"So," said Victor gently, holding her tightly, "You said you would do anything I wanted. I want to know more about my new pet. Tell me about yourself, Gigi." Gina bristled a little at the hated nickname. Shit. She had expected more perverted sexual demands. This demand for emotional intimacy caught her off-guard.
"I'm not sure what you want me to say." She said, uncomfortably, "You seem to have had your eye on me for a while, is there anything you don't know?"
"I want to hear the story about how you became the powerful, independent woman you pretend to be today." Said Victor, matter-of-factly.
Gina felt a cold tinge of fear. She never talked about that. To anyone. Not that she had done anything wrong, anything that she wouldn't do again in a heartbeat.
"I'm not sure what you mean." She said numbly, already knowing that this wouldn't be enough to get her out of Victor's game.



"Come on now!" Said Victor in an amused voice, hugging her naked form tighter to his body. "Don't try to lie Gina. Let me guess... Once upon a time, cute little Gigi was a total doormat, a pushover. Then one day, Gigi screwed up all her courage and fought back. And won! She earned the lesson that she could always win if she was enough of a bitch. So she was a huge bitch from then on and never lost again."
Gina lay silently in shock, mind racing.
"Well pet, am I warm?"
"How did you know that?" whispered Gina.
"Let's just say that I am an excellent judge of character, kitten. I'll tell you my methods after you tell me your story."
Gina remained silent, trying to find a way out of prying open her past.
Victor reached up and pinched her nipples, a bit harder than was pleasurable.
"You said anything, Kitten. With enthusiasm if I remember correctly. Let's hear big bad Gigi's origin story. Once upon a time..."
Gina took a deep breath and began a story that she had never told anyone.
...
Cassie hurried off to her room after giving her daddy a quick peck on the cheek.
Daren waited until he was sure that she wasn't going to leave her room again before hurrying to his own bedroom and locking the door.
He texted Renee as soon as he opened the program that she had told him to download. He stared with confusion at the unfamiliar interface. A black rectangle in the center of the screen read "not on air". Many dropdown menus and buttons lined the edges of the screen, and the top had the label "Kissy Controller".
His phone buzzed rhythmically, and he looked down to see that Renee was initiating a video call with him. He scrambled to answer it.
"Hiiiii puppy!" Chirped Renee, giving him a wave and a bright smile. Her hair was wet, and she was rubbing it with a towel. Clearly, she had just stepped out of the shower. "Good timing! Has Kissy gone live yet?"
Daren looked back to the screen, and saw that the rectangle in the middle now had a message reading "Live stream in progress. Join Now?" and a green button beneath.
"Yes, Mistress!" He said, "She just went online."
"Faaabulous." Drawled Renee, distracted. Her eyes were focused off-screen, and Daren couldn't help but notice that she wasn't wearing anything at all. The tops of her dark brown nipples bobbed in and out of view as she sat down in a chair. Her face was lit up by the glow of a computer screen.
"One sec, puppy. I'm just going to take control of your computer for a minute to walk you through a few things."
The screen of Daren's laptop flashed red for a second and then his mouse was moving on its own. He was disquieted for a moment by Renee's ability to do this, but then was distracted as she began talking.
"I don't know if you know a lot about streaming, puppy, but it is really ideal for our mission to turn Cassie into a total whore. You should see the number of e-girls who started out as an innocent family-friendly streamers before becoming T and A streamers for the money."
Renee clicked the green button in the black rectangle, and a live feed appeared of Cassie, playing some sort of shooting game with a camera feed of her in the bottom corner. Her Screen name seemed to be KissyS.
"Of course, she would have no chance of success on her own. It takes star power to make it nowadays on Argus, not just a fat pair of tits. That's where we come in. I paid good money for a large number of bot accounts. Super high quality, undetectable. You don't need to know the details." Daren was mesmerized by the image of Renee on the video call. She had set the phone down facing her, and now he had a perfect view of her plump teen tits bathed in the cool glow of her computer screen. She didn't seem to notice or care that he could see. It was oddly emasculating, like she didn't see him as a sexual being. "The point is, it gives me total control over how many people are watching her stream, what they are saying in the chat, and how much they donate to her. And these are the tools we are going to use to make little Kissy a total e-girl slut."
She scrolled the mouse over several drop-down boxes and inputs on the right side of the screen. "Here you can control the number of viewers, and the amount of donations per hour. I've set certain time-locked caps. Obviously, we want Cassie to believe that her viewer count is growing steadily over time. Wouldn't want to have a hundred thousand viewers the first time. Donations will happen at random intervals, reaching close to, but not exactly the dollar amount you specify. Those have timed caps as well, for realism's sake, but money is no object. We want KissyS to be pulling down good money eventually. It's key to our objective."
A solid green number on the display read "1". Cassie seemed to have noticed that she had a viewer.
"Oh my God!" Cassie said, smiling, "Is that you, Renee? It looks like I'm not really taking off!"
"Just wait, bitch." Said Renee under her breath, "You'll have more people watching than you want soon enough." She scrolled to a dropdown menu labeled "Viewers" and selected "50", then moved to the menu labeled "Donations" and selected "25".
"This will work fine for her first stream. Successful, but not suspiciously so. You'll want to ramp up over time." Said Renee, glancing at the camera. The viewer count ticked up to 6. Cassie looked excited but tried to cover it up. A message popped up in the empty chatlog beneath the livestream.
DesolationGold22: [Hey! What are you playing?]
"All of the chats are AI-generated," explained Renee, as Cassie started cheerfully talking to the fake viewer about what game she was playing that night.
"They say some fairly generic stuff. Left alone, your dear smarty-pants daughter would realize something was up before long. That's where you come in."
Rene clicked on the user name and selected "follow up" from a tooltip. A prompt showed up, and she typed:
DesolationGold22: [Cool! You're pretty good!]
"There are a number of ways you can influence the chat to make it more realistic." Continued Renee, her eyes focused on her laptops, her naked tits jiggling slightly with her arm movements, "You can continue a conversation directly like I just did if Cassie engages with a specific user."
The viewer count flicked upward to 22.
She clicked the user name again and selected "donation" from the tooltip, typing in "$5". A popup flashed on Cassie's screen, announcing that DesolationGold22 had donated. Cassie almost squealed with appreciation, her eyes shining. Two more chats popped up in the chat box. Generic greetings.
Cassie had apparently gotten too distracted by the donation and was killed by an enemy in her game.
"Besides typing messages directly, you can also inform the AI about things happening in the stream so they can respond appropriately." She scrolled over to one of many dropdown menus on the left side of the screen. This one was labeled "game events". She selected an option labeled "Mistakes - Distracted", and confirmed it.
FrankieP: [Haha, you gotta stay focused!]
DesolationGold22: [Keep your eye on the ball, KIssy!]
"Obviously, not everything can be accounted for in the options." Continued Renee, "So if something weird happens, open this option and type the event in. The AI will be able to improvise."
Daren's screen flashed red again and he saw Renee pick up her phone and walk to another part of her room. She set the phone down again facing her and grabbed a bra from off-screen, putting it on without any concern for the fact that, in this fuller body shot, Daren could clearly see the patch of dense but neatly trimmed pubic hair between her smooth brown legs.
"Things should be easy for the rest of the stream. Just do your best to respond to what is happening using the chat guiding options. Obviously, the final goal is for Cassie to slut it up on camera, but Rome wasn't built in a day. First, we need to give her a taste of success, make her think that she could really be popular if she went just a liiiiitle further. Maybe try to convince her to start swearing on camera today, loosen her up just a little."
Renee nonchalantly wiggled into a tight pair of yellow panties, finally clothed, if only in underwear. "Well, you got that, Puppy? Any questions?"
Daren just shook his head, a bit overwhelmed by the stream of information.
"Great. Play around with the settings. Get used to the system. This is going to be an important job for you." Renee pulled a shirt over her head. "Let me know if anything else comes up. Like I promised, if you can take care of this for me I promise the rest of the night will be super fun!" With that, she wiggled her fingers in a mocking wave and cut the call.
Daren sank into his office chair, looking at the complex display on his screen. Cassie's viewer count had risen to 41, and she was happily chattering away, responding to chats and occasional donations that came her way.
Cassie shot an enemy and cheered. Daren moved the mouse to a dropdown menu and found an option titled "Killed an enemy - headshot". The fake members of the chat celebrated with Cassie.
Daren looked with dawning horror and arousal at some of the titles on the dropdown menus.
Slutty Appearance
Filthy Language
ASMR Streams
Hottub Streams
Sexual Content
With morbid curiosity, he looked through some of the options in the "slutty appearance" category. Some jumped out at him.
Kissy blows kisses
Kissy Removes shirt
Kissy removes pants
Nip Slip, accidental
Nip Slip, deliberate
Hand bra
Ahegao
He would have to look up that last one.
He looked at the options and then back to Cassie chattering happily in a baggy black Hoody. It didn't seem possible.
He sighed and set to work trying to manipulate his daughter into swearing on stream.
...
"For all of middle school, and the first three years of high school, I was best friends with Desirae Olsen," began Gina reluctantly.
"Desirae was, well... a real type-A personality. She usually got what she wanted, and wasn't afraid to let people know what she thought she deserved. I was her second in command."
"Her Bitch," interrupted Victor. Gina ignored him.
"We were inseparable. Deedee and Gigi were what they called us. The upside of being friends with Deedee was great. People respected us and did what we told them to. Together, we were the most popular girls in school. The downside was that Deedee could be extremely controlling. How I dressed, which boys I liked, what I ate. Deedee had an opinion on all of them, and I had to meet her expectations or risk her wrath.
Anyway, we were entering our senior year. After working our way up, we had both been named co-captains of the cheerleading squad. But by this time, I had started to get tired of playing second fiddle to Deedee. It hadn't been so bad in eighth and ninth grade, but as she got older, Deedee had gotten more demanding, and as for me, I had become sort of a doormat to make her happy. I looked ahead to a whole year of doing whatever Deedee said even though I was supposed to be an equal captain, and it just didn't appeal.
In late September, just as I had been assigned a huge group presentation, I got sick. A nasty case of strep throat. I had to stay in bed for a week. My group partner was some skinny little boy that I had never talked to before. But, he visited every day. Supposedly he was there to update me on the project, which I was very concerned about as a straight-A student. But every time he went to my house, he told me not to worry about the project, that he would take care of it. He asked how I was doing, and one day he brought me a big box of popsicles because he had heard that they were good for sore throats. It was sweet.
So, when I got back to school, I started chatting with this boy in the hall when I saw him. We would also talk before history class, where he sat behind me. He was interested in me for me, and he was a good listener. Deedee forbade me from speaking to him again. Said he was a pathetic little nobody, and that popular girls like us shouldn't be seen with the likes of him.
And that was the point where I sort of snapped. Deedee hadn't even called me once the whole time I was sick, despite supposedly being my best friend. This boy had come to my house every day just to see how I was doing.
I marched right up to Daren that same afternoon and told him that he was going to take me to the movies on Friday. I knew that if Deedee hated the idea of me talking to Darren, it would make her furious if I went out on a date with him. I've got to admit, I wasn't really very interested in dating Daren at the time. He was sweet, but honestly, there wasn't any attraction there in the beginning."
Victor was quaking with silent laughter.
"What?" said Gina indignantly
"Nothing," said Victor, barely suppressing a laugh, "I just think it's a little funny that the only reason you started dating your unfuckable little dork of a husband was to piss off your friend"
"Whatever," grumbled Gina, continuing,
"Obviously, Deedee snapped. She was furious. She demanded that I apologize and immediately cut off any and all contact with Darren. I refused. I went on even more dates with him, just to prove that I wasn't scared of Deedee anymore. Eventually, I even let him kiss me, and other romantic things. It became more and more like real dating than just an act to piss off Deedee. Daren was actually a great boyfriend, once I gave him a real chance. Thoughtful and sweet, with a genuine admiration for me as a person, unlike the knuckledraggers I had dated before him. They usually just treated me as a walking pair of tits.
Deedee and I were no longer friends. We argued constantly in Cheer practice. Finally, things came to a head. It was the start of the basketball season, the biggest sport in our school, and we were spending more time fighting in the cheer practices than working on routines. It had to come to an end. We..." she hesitated. This part was the thing that people who weren't there couldn't understand.
"We made a bet." She continued slowly. "It was a way to channel our rivalry. Each of us would work to convince the cheer squad and the basketball team that we were the best cheer captain. At the end of the basketball season, both teams would vote, and the winner would be the sole captain pictured and listed in the year book." She stopped, not wanting to continue.
Victor asked the pertinent question: "And what happened to the loser?" She could feel his cock stiffening slightly against her backside. She hated that he already knew the nature of what they had bet.
"The loser would do a... private cheer for the whole varsity basketball team." That wasn't the way that Deedee had phrased it at the time. If Gina remembered her words correctly, she had said the loser would "fuck and suck the boys on the team until they smelled like jizz for the rest of the school year."
Gina felt Victor's strong hand slide down her naked belly, making her shiver. His fingers confidently took their position between her legs, ready to make her humiliating storytime that much more erotic. "What a slutty bet, kitten," He murmured in her ear. "And I assume if you agreed, you were ready and willing to deliver."
Gina felt a hot flush on her face. "I knew I would never lose, so the loser's penalty didn't scare me. Deedee was a lot less popular than she thought she was. By the end of the first week, I had locked in the votes of the whole cheer squad, and half of the basketball team. More than enough to win."
"But then..." Prompted Victor, his fingers beginning to gently rub.
"But then, Deedee cheated," said Gina grimly. "She didn't bother being nice to the team members, she just went straight to the top. She started dating the basketball team captain. He was a real piece of work. Cruel, strong, handsome, and popular. Truly the worst of the worst. I hated him with a passion. He bullied Daren relentlessly. The number of times I had to comfort my boyfriend in tears after Deedee's boyfriend had dunked his head in a toilet, or made fun of his dick in the showers. In any case, Deedee told him about the bet, and he didn't want to share his girlfriend with the rest of the team. He bullied all of his teammates into changing their votes. I'm lucky I found out about it at all, or I might have gone into the final vote unaware." She shuddered. Losing her virginity to a locker room full of laughing boys would have messed her up even further than she was right now. But right now, with Victor's expert fingers moving between her legs, the idea did have a certain... heat to it.
"So, what did you do? Just take the loss? And the sweaty teen cocks?" Said Victor, his cock now a throbbing erection imagining what her humiliation would have been like.
"Sorry to disappoint you master," Said Gina in a sarcastic voice, "But I'm actually a little smarter than that. If Deedee could go right to the source in order to win, so could I. There was no way I was going to let that scheming bitch lord it over me ever again. It was the night of the big game, the day before the vote was supposed to happen. I made an excuse and got Darren to stay home instead of coming to watch me cheer like he normally did. At the after-party, I managed to get the captain alone. I...um... offered him a trade." Victor was silent, but she could feel his amusement. His cock was a throbbing hot spike pressed against her ass. His fingers were making quiet, sloppy sounds beneath the sheets. The memories flashed through her mind, long suppressed. She had worn her best makeup and drank more than usual to get her courage up. Waited until Deedee went to the bathroom. She remembered sitting in the lap of her boyfriend's bully, whispering in his ear, hand feeling his chest. Feeling his cock rise with interest beneath her, much like Victor's was doing now.
"So we snuck away from the party, over to his house. I... well, I persuaded him to change the votes of his teammates."
He tore off her panties, not even bothering to remove her uniform, just pushing it roughly to the side to grope and pinch her tender nipples. He kissed her roughly, unlike anything Darren had ever managed. Despite how quickly he whipped out his cock, she was wet and ready, responding to his confident and dominant energy. She lost her virginity to this terrible, domineering bully of a boy, moaning and squealing and screaming his name. Her boyfriend was at home, probably jerking off about how he might one day get to feel her breasts, while his bully licked, sucked, and squeezed them. Daren was probably wishing and hoping that Gina would some day let him have sex with her, at the same time that his evil tormentor was plunging his cock deep into her unprotected virgin pussy. Although she hated to admit it, the reason she avoided thinking about it was because of how much it turned her on, then and now. Victor's strong fingers were making the memories of that night more real, so hot Gina felt like they were seared into her brain.
Victor murmured, "I can only imagine how persuasive an 18-year-old Gigi in a cheerleader uniform could be."
"Anyway," continued Gina, breathing heavily, wanting to get off of this subject as quickly as she could, "After that, Charlie convinced his teammates to vote for me as the best captain. Deedee lost. You should have seen her face! I had won. I was the queen of the school. I decided that I would never let anyone push me around ever again. And I haven't." She finished defiantly, despite the contradiction of being in bed with a man who had pushed her around with great effectiveness.
"It's an interesting story. I'm sure that it's the story that you tell yourself." Said Victor in a low and calm voice. "But I'd like to dig a little deeper. I have some questions."
Gina remained silent, hoping that he didn't dig too deeply.



"Question One." Began Victor, his fingers moving quicker and quicker, "Did Deedee ever go through with the team gang bang?"
"No." Said Gina, trying not to sound huffy, doing her best to ignore the intense pleasure that Victor was putting her through. It still annoyed her a bit what Deedee had done next, "She refused. Everyone called her lame, but no one could force her."
"Interesting... Question two. This team captain. You said his name was Charlie?"
Gina's stomach sank. She had tried to keep his name out of it, but she must have slipped up. Leave it to Victor to pounce on the slightest weakness.
"That wouldn't be Charlie Fontaine, would it?"
Gina gritted her teeth, feeling a moan slip between them. Shit. It was no use lying. "Yes."
Victor laughed loud and long. Gina had just accidentally given him a wonderful gift for further manipulating the couple. Darren currently worked with his former high school bully, and didn't know that Gina had cheated on him with Charlie before they had even had sex for the first time.
"Haha, that's incredible." Wheezed Victor as his laughter finally petered out. "We're not quite finished yet. Question three. Was that the only time that you and Charlie ever hooked up?"
"Yes." Said Gina, smoothly and immediately. This one was easy to lie about. What happened later didn't even qualify as hooking up, so it wasn't even a lie, technically speaking. Her legs shook a little as she felt an orgasm building.
Victor paused, letting the silence drag on for a while, working his new pet's body expertly with his fingers. Then he spoke again. "Let me rephrase that. Was that the one and only time you had any sort of sexual encounter with Darren's bully?"
"Y-yees," moaned Gina. How could he know? Had Charlie told him something? There was no way he could be that good at sniffing out lies of omission.
"I know when you're lying, pet."
"Fiine," said Gina, gasping and moaning her way to orgasm, "Charlie and I... mmmmm... got elected Prom King and Queen that year. I got a little drunk, and... Oh God!... I got carried away by the night and atmosphere and being together as king and queen. I gave him... Uhhhnnn... I gave him a handjob. It didn't mean anything."
Gina's body was wracked with orgasm as her mind focused on the shameful events of that night. Her hand tight on Charlie's hot cock, moving fast. She was whispering in his ear, telling him that Deedee was not good enough for him. Urging him to look at how great they were together as king and queen. He asked her "What about Hardon?" Using the name that he used to belittle her boyfriend, that drove him to frustrated tears. She was caught up in the moment, trying to take her prize that she felt would make her victory against Deedee that much sweeter. "Fuck Hardon!" She had said, explaining that he was just a pity fuck, that she planned to dump him anyway when she got to college. It wasn't true, not exactly, but in that moment, it had seemed like convincing Charlie was the most important thing in the world. Her hot breath was in his ear, promising him that they could do anything together, that she would do anything for him. "Anything?" He said, reveling in his power, "Would you let me cum on your face? Deedee never lets me." Gina was taken aback by this disgusting fetish, but promised. She would, of course she would. And luckily for her, that is what sent Charlie over the edge, spraying semen over her hand rather than her face.
Gina clasped her thighs tightly around Victor's strong hand as the powerful memory rocked her.
After that, nothing further had happened, to young Gina's disappointment. Charlie had told her that he would hold her to her promise, left the classroom they had snuck off to, and spent the rest of the night dancing with Deedee. Gina had never spoken with him again as far as she could remember, and he and Deedee got married a few years later. Based on when their daughter had been born, Deedee must have been pregnant at the time as well (although better at hiding it), which maybe explained why Charlie made the choice to stay with Deedee.
Victor simply held Gina for a few minutes, letting her come down from the orgasm he had given her before asking his next question. "Question four. Charlie loves to fuck with Darren. There is no way that he would hold anything back to spare his feelings or the feelings of the cheerleader slut he fucked in high school. Why hasn't Charlie been telling Darren that he fucked his wife every five minutes?"
Gina had to admit that it was something that she was curious about as well. She had been very anxious about it when Darren first told her he was working with Charlie. She shrugged, "My only guess is that Deedee was furious about it. She was so angry that Charlie cheated on her and that she lost that she threatened him. Deedee can be scary."
"I guess that makes sense." Said Victor. "One last question. When was Cassie born?"
Gina's blood turned to ice. She felt like the last questions, as awkward as they had been, had lured her into a false sense of security. This was the topic that she had forbidden herself to even think about. It was the reason she didn't tell any part of this story to anyone.
"October of that year." She said in a small voice.
"Nine months after the night of the last game of the basketball season, right?"
"Fuck you!" She snarled, trying to struggle away from him. She remained trapped in his strong arms, his thick, hard penis poking into her from behind.
"Oh my my my," Said Victor with delight, "The little cheerleader slut, knocked up by her boyfriend's big bad bully. Let me guess, you had sex with Daren for the first time that same week, maybe even the next day."
"Cassie is Daren's." She said firmly. It was what she had been telling herself for eighteen years.
Victor didn't understand what had happened. What was most important at that moment was to convince Charlie, and he had no interest in the condom she had brought along. She knew it could be trouble when he had thrust deep within her and held there, squirting a thick hot load into her pussy. Just in case, she had, in fact, had a quick and pathetic lovemaking session with the overeager Daren the next day, where she had allowed him to deposit a small watery load in her vagina. Just in case. An insurance policy. She had told herself a million times, before she had successfully walled off the memory, that, in theory, it could be either boy's baby. But her body knew the truth instinctively. Charlie's thick, masculine load had impregnated her on the night of the basketball game, and there was nothing Darren's wimpy splooge could do. Despite her denial, it had been on the top of her mind on prom night. Her baby bump had just barely begun to show, and she could still deny the truth by wearing sweaters to school. Her prom dress made things more obvious though, and even as they elected her, she heard people whispering and giggling. She had already told Darren, and he was full of nervous determination to take care of her and the baby. Her handjob, whether she admitted it or not, was an attempt to lock down the baby's real father. It was her attempt to attach herself to the alpha male who had impregnated her. It didn't work. And so, mentally, she had to change the story to one where she had never attempted it.
"Well," said Victor as she gave up her struggle to escape his grasp. "That was an interesting story. But I don't think we are done yet. I want to hear about Daren and Gigi's college years."
...
>Fuck!
>Fuck that guy!
>What the Fuck?
"Yeah!" said Cassie heatedly. "Eff him!"
Daren sighed and rubbed his temples. This was harder than he thought. His attempt to guide Cassie towards foul language by telling the bots to use it frequently hadn't worked. Maybe Rene was wrong about how easy this corruption process would be. He felt like Cassie was going to wrap things up soon, and the donations and viewers had already maxed out their limits for this session. There was just one thing left to try. He typed into the direct input box.
> Why don't you swear, Kissy? Are u a Mormon or something? Lol
The chat popped up on the screen.
"What?" Said Cassie, sounding a bit offended. "It's not like I'm some sort of goodie two shoes, I just... You know what? F-fuck you!" She was putting on a brave front and only stumbled a little for the expletive. Darren had to sigh a little inwardly. He remembered punishing Cassie when she was just a little girl for saying "shit", a word that she had heard from one of her friends at school. He remembered her crying big salty tears while he gently explained to her that real ladies don't use bad words like that. Now he was working to undo all of his parenting, and taking the first small step towards ruining his daughter beyond repair.
Darren quickly scrolled to the "Foul Language" tab, and dropped the box down to the first, and least extreme option: "Cursing". He selected and confirmed the option, and the chat lit up.
>Haha, I knew you weren't lame
>Lol, hell yeah, dropping some F-bombs
>Someone's got a dirty mouth :P
Cassie blushed a little and did a fake bow. "Fuck you guys!" She said, more naturally this time. "And that's all for tonight, everyone. Thanks for making my first stream really special!"
Darren scrolled to the "Streaming events" Menu and selected the "Kissy says goodbye" option, causing a chorus of goodbye messages from the bots. A few seconds later, the stream went offline, and Darren was finally able to sit back and relax. Well, that was quite enough excitement for one day.
His phone buzzed. Probably Rene checking in now that the stream had ended. He picked up his phone wearily, only for his adrenaline to spike as he saw the text was from "Victor - Work".
Darren opened the message, his heart thumping. It was an image of Victor, looking as calm and confident as always, and, heartbreakingly, his wife. She looked flustered and rumpled, in a sleazy, sexy way. The image was framed oddly, just their heads from above the neck. The background was clearly bedsheets.
[Don't worry about Gigi. I've been taking good care of her for you,] read the message.
The implication was unmistakable. Darren's mind whirled madly, filthy images playing through his mind. His phone buzzed again. He snatched up his phone, almost eager to have his sick fantasies fulfilled. This time it was a text from Renee.
[Hiiii puppy. How's it hanging? Seen any good photos lately?] Followed by a devil emoji. Could she somehow see what was happening on his phone? Or was she working together with her Dad to torment him? Neither option was good news for him.
[Is she still there?] Texted Darren, miserably. He knew better than to expect a helpful reply from Renee.
[Awww puppy, don't let me down now. I really look up to your relationship, and to see your trust slipping now is breaking my heart. Isn't that what marriage vows are all about? Unconditional love and limitless trust? That's just what poor Gina needs right now, the unconditional love and blind trust of her cuck.]
Then a few seconds later:
[Oops, typo. I meant man.] Daren sunk his head in his hands and weakly sent off another text.
[Please mistress. Send her home. I can't take this anymore.] He didn't have to wait long for a reply.
[Sorry, puppy, that's not really up to me. But just like I promised, I can take your mind off wifey all night if you're a good boy. Can you be a good boy for me?]
All he wanted was Gina back, and for this to be over, but he had to admit that Renee had intrigued him. He made up his mind.
[I can be good, mistress.]
[Good puppy! Wait for my signal now. When I text you, I want you to sneak into Cassie's room and hide yourself in the closet. Understand?]
Daren's blood pulsed in his ears. What Renee was suggesting seemed like a major violation, beyond anything that he had done before. He chewed his nails. Maybe things had gone too far. What did Renee plan to have him see? Was this when he was supposed to get the nude photographs?
[Well, Puppy? I need a confirmation here. Are you ready to move on my signal?]
Daren found, as usual, that resisting Renee wasn't possible for him.
[Yes, Mistress]
...
Cassie collapsed back on her bed, feeling the release of the nervous tension she had felt during the stream. It had been so exhilarating to be the center of attention like that! The stream had topped out at fifty viewers, but even that was impressive for the first stream of a no-name like her. She pulled out her phone to excitedly text Renee.
[OMG! Did you see, Renee? I had like fifty viewers! And I think I got like twenty bucks!]
Renee wasn't long in replying. [I know! I saw the whole thing, Kissy! I told you this thing would work! You need to listen to your bestie, girl!]
Cassie smiled at Renee's encouragement, but felt a little bad. She had been rude, shitting on Renee's idea like that. Maybe Cassie really could do well at streaming.
[BTW, I sent that little surprise we discussed over to you. The courier should have just dropped it off. I would hurry and go pick it up from your door before Mommy or Daddy find it.]
Cassie's eyes grew wide, and she jumped out of bed. She hadn't thought about the optics of strange pills being delivered to her house. Renee was right! She had to rush to the door and take them inside before Daddy saw them!
...
Daren heard Cassie rush out of her room just as Renee texted him again.
[Now, Puppy! Go! Go! Go!]
His heart racing wildly, Daren rushed into his daughter's room, concealing himself in her closet, shutting the door behind him.
He was just in time, Cassie rushed in just after he hid himself, slamming and locking her bedroom door behind her. Daren gulped. Light streamed in through a crack in the closet door, giving him a perfect peephole to watch as his daughter gingerly set a small unlabeled prescription bottle on her desk and gave it a dubious glance. It looked a lot like the pill bottle filled with supplements that Renee had given him...
...
Cassie looked skeptically at the small bottle she had just scooped up from the porch. For some reason, Renee was pushily insisting that she take these. It aroused a stubborn reluctance in Cassie. Renee was her friend, but certainly wasn't the boss of her.
Cassie's phone vibrated from an incoming call. Renee, of course.
"Heyyyyy girl," came Renee's excited voice from the phone. "Did you get them? Did you get them?"
"Yes, Renee. I got them," said Cassie, in a voice a little more annoyed than she intended.
"Well, what are you waiting for? Take one of those bad boys and let's get this party started!" chirped Renee.
"No," said Cassie firmly. "I don't think I'm comfortable with drugs, Renee. I'd like you to respect that."
"You keep saying drugs, but that's not what these are, Kissy," said Renee in an exasperated voice. "They're supplements. I take them myself. Are you calling me a druggie?"
Cassie winced. Why was Renee making this so hard? "No Renee, you can do whatever you want. But I don't want..."
"Was I right about the streaming though?" asked Renee, abruptly cutting Cassie off.
Cassie frowned, chewing a thumbnail. It was true, she had just been feeling bad for shitting on Renee's good idea. Maybe she did owe Renee a little more trust. But she still would rather demonstrate it with something else.
"C'mon Kissy," said Renee coaxingly, "I'm just looking out for you! You've been so stressed lately. With the college thing, and your Daddy and Mommy being all weird. You need to unwind a little bit. And, Oh! I haven't even told you the best part!"
The sudden teasing tone in Renee's voice gave Cassie pause, making her turn to glance once again at the bottle of little greenish pills on her desk. "What's the best part?" she asked suspiciously.
"When I take the pills, they always make me suuuuper horny. I swear to God that masturbating feels ten times as good. Doesn't that sound nice? I bet you were about to masturbate just as soon as we hung up. Am I right?"
Cassie blushed. "N-no I wasn't. I was going to get some homework done," she protested unconvincingly. Cassie picked up the bottle of pills and looked at them a bit more curiously. Ten times better? Surely Renee was exaggerating.
"Why don't I make you a deal," purred Renee, her voice held close to Cassie's ear. "We can both take a pill at the same time. Then I can stay on the line, and we can..." Renee let the sentence hang, dripping with sexual energy.
"... talk!" she finished with a giggle.
Cassie propped the phone against her head with a shoulder, twisting off the cap of the small orange bottle. She shook a greenish pill into her hand. Her mind raced, thinking of what exactly Renee was suggesting. Some of the most erotic moments of her life had been these past few months when Renee had been "helping her out of her shell" sexually. But that had just been friendly training. Even during yesterday's "team bonding", Renee had stood to the side, refusing to participate. Cassie had become convinced that Renee just didn't see her as a sexual object at all.
But now Renee was suggesting that they talk to each other while masturbating. No matter what way you looked at it, the suggestion was sexually charged. Cassie lifted the pill to her nose and sniffed. All she could detect was a faint herbal scent.
"Hellooooo? Still there Kissy?" said Renee. This pill was the price of admission. Cassie doubted that Renee would be interested in a sober mutual masturbation session right now. Daddy was home... but he usually left her alone all night if she had her door closed.
"So... it just makes you relaxed and horny, right?" said Cassie, licking her lips nervously.
"That's right babe. It feels divine. Trust me."
Before she could change her mind, Cassie tossed the pill in her mouth and washed it down with the water bottle at her bedside. If Renee said it was fine, then Cassie could try it once. And she would get to experience the phone sex that Renee had promised.
"I took the pill, Renee," said Cassie with a cheerfulness she didn't feel. "Are you going to join me?"
"Awesome!" squealed Renee with delight, "I'm taking mine right now. Put me on speakerphone, babe. You're going to need those naughty fingers for something else before long."
...
Gina felt scraped raw emotionally, and judging by his last prompt, Victor had no plans to let up. She already knew what he was getting at, but she wouldn't give this prick the satisfaction.
"Me and Victor both worked really hard in college and got degrees. The end." She said, bluntly.
Victor chuckled. "But it's a little more complicated than that, isn't it, Kitten? You see, I did a little research, and I know this part of the story. Why don't you take a little break, and I will tell you this part."
Gina sat still and tried to mentally drown out the voice of her cruel master as he retold the part of her life that she was most ashamed of.
"Darren was such a good boyfriend, he decided to follow you to your school of choice, even though he couldn't really afford it. When poor preggo Gigi and Dinky Darren got to college, it was really hard! It's not easy to be 8 months pregnant on campus. People gave you funny looks. And it didn't help to have skinny little dorky Daren following you around like a puppy all the time. You had never been the unpopular girl in your whole life, even when you were fighting with Deedee. It hurt a little. So when baby Cassandra was born, you made a real effort to turn things around. You hit the gym, and studied hard, and made connections. And that didn't leave an incredible amount of time to be a new mommy. But luckily faithful, pathetic Darren was there to pick up the slack. Before long your hard work was paying off. Cute guys were starting to notice you at parties. Guys who were much more handsome and exciting and ambitious than Darren. So you made your choice."



"No." said Gina, tears welling up, "Stop. Don't say it." She and Darren never talked about this. It's what gave him his deep-seated insecurities about her rejection, and probably gave him the unfortunate fetish that made his dick hard when she talked about Victor.
"You told your man, who had busted his ass for months to take care of your infant daughter while you were out partying, that you wanted to see other people. While you were living in the same apartment."
"I just wanted to experience life as a free young woman." Whispered Gina, cringing with shame.
"Who wouldn't? The dinner dates, the sophisticated new men wining and dining you. I'm sure it was a dream come true. A new man every week or two, each more handsome and strong than the last."
"I didn't want to be tied down." Said Gina heatedly.
"Let's be honest, Kitten," said Victor sneeringly, "Once they found out you were the teen mom slut who had walked around campus with a giant belly in September, they left you."
Victor turned Gina's emotion-wracked face to look at him. "Why did you get back together with a loser like Darren?"
Gina felt defeated. "It was Cassie. She was turning two. I knew that soon, she would start forming permanent memories. If I went back now, in her mind, we would have always been a happy family. I made that choice for her... and for Darren. He didn't deserve what I did to him for those two years."
"Debatable," said Victor dismissively, "I find that submissive men usually get what is coming to them, and tend to enjoy it if you introduce their destruction in the right way."
Victor's strong arms pulled her close, possessively.
"Now. I have heard your story. I told you I am a great judge of character," His strong hand pressed firmly between her legs, demanding entry. Her thick thighs opened slightly to allow him access, her body instinctively acknowledging his ownership.
"Why don't I tell you what I have learned about you, kitten."
...
Daren watched, half eager, half appalled, as his one and only daughter had a one-sided conversation with Renee about whether or not to take the mysterious pills that Renee had sent her.
"So... it just makes you relaxed and horny, right?" said Cassie, a conflicted look on her face. She was turned fully toward Daren's hiding place, and for a second Daren shrunk back, worried she might catch a glimpse of his eye in the crack between the double doors. But Cassie was too busy looking at the pill in her hand. She seemed to come to a decision and tossed the strange pill in her mouth.
Daren felt a strange mix of emotions. Cassie had just taken a strange pill, one that her friend had told her would make her horny. The idea aroused Daren, but also disturbed him. Maybe he didn't know his daughter as well as he thought.
Seconds later, Cassie switched the call to speakerphone, tossing her phone onto her dresser. Daren could hear Renee's slightly fuzzy voice now from the phone's speakers: "OK Kissy, I just popped one as well. It will take a minute or two to kick in. So what do you want to talk about?"
Daren could see his Daughter's blush from across the room. "I don't know Renee," she said bashfully. Cassie unselfconsciously wiggled out of her jeans, revealing thick creamy thighs and a tiny pair of floral-print panties.
"Oh come on, Kissy," teased Renee, "We've spent soooo much time and effort exploring your sexuality recently. I'm sure you have a few favorite fantasies we can dig into."
Daren's eyes widened. Renee and Cassie had been exploring his daughter's sexuality together? It made sense he supposed: Renee did seem to have lots of naked pictures of Cassie, and Renee had made it crystal clear that she intended to corrupt Cassie completely. Daren was just surprised that she had gotten so far already.
Cassie had turned her back now, tugging her shirt over her head and fumbling with the clasps on her bra. Even only seeing her from behind, the curvy figure of his daughter wearing only a tiny pair of panties was enough to make Daren's cage feel uncomfortably tight. She reminded him so much of her mother at that age, back when she was an unobtainable popular girl, and he was just a worthless loser. "I... I don't know Renee, said Cassie uncomfortably. She bent over, rummaging in a dresser drawer, treating Daren to an incredible view of her wide hips and plump butt, her panties pulled tight by her position. "You're better at that sort of thing than me, why don't you pick?"
Daren watched closely, hoping that Cassie would turn and give him a frontal view of her naked body. But she pulled an oversized T-shirt from the dresser, and all that Daren got was the barest glimpse of side boob before Cassie tugged it over her head. Suddenly, Daren felt his phone vibrate in his pocket.
[On my signal, send the dick pic you got from Charlie to this number:]
The number she sent was unfamiliar, but Daren could guess who would end up receiving it.
He looked back up to see Cassie stepping out of her panties, her crotch now hidden by the giant loose sleep shirt. She grabbed her phone from the dresser and flopped down on the bed, her curvy body pressing up in fascinating ways against the material of the thin pajama shirt. "I thiiink I am starting to feel it," she said with a giggle as she lounged back against the pillows on her bed. Her shirt had ridden up around her hips, almost exposing her pussy. A curious hand dipped down below the hem of the shirt. "Have you decided what we are going to talk about, Renee?"
"Oooh, I have a good idea Kissy..." cooed Renee from the other end of the phone. Daren heard a soft click and looked down with disbelief as his chastity cage became unlocked.
[Send her the dick pic. Time to have some fun, puppy] Devl Siley face.
"... I think we should talk about your Daddy!"
...
Cassie was starting to have a warm, pleasant tingle fill her whole body. Renee hadn't been lying. She was definitely getting turned on.
"Mmmm," moaned Cassie softly, experimentally feeling between her legs. Daddy... Cassie knew that she had been feeling conflicted about the odd sexual tension between her and her Dad, but suddenly all of her concerns and guilt about that seemed... less important. It was like the volume on her negative emotions had been turned way down, leaving only the curiosity and lust that she felt towards her Daddy.
'Yeah," she said softly with a slighly loopy smile. "Let's talk about that Renee."
Her phone buzzed. Probably Renee, she thought through the fuzzy pink haze that was beginning to fill her brain. But wait. Her eyebrows crinkled. She was already on the phone with Renee. Cassie scooped up her phone and checked the new text message from an unknown number.
She gasped.
"What? What happened?" came Renee's voice over the phone. But it seemed far away. Someone had sent Cassie a picture of a fat, hard cock.
Cassie knew what she would normally do: squeal and toss her phone away and insist to herself that the image had grossed her out. But the herbs coursing through her system had stripped away all of the feelings and behaviors Cassie did just because society told her to. Cassie looked closer.
Her eyes dilated and her pulse quickened as she carefully absorbed every inch of the image. A swollen Hairy cock, shot from below so that it loomed up above the camera, looking powerful and huge. Cassie had begun to think that she was simply gay, based on the way that girls had been turning her on. But this cock awakened something in her. Her fingers began moving between her legs as her eyes stayed glued to the image.
"Earth to Kissy!" called Renee. What happened girl? You still alive?"
"Someone... someone sent me a picture," said Cassie with a dreamy smile on her face, eyes hungrily darting all over the image as her fingers began to make wet noises between her legs. Cassie took a second to forward the obscene image to Renee, who sucked in a shocked breath before giggling.
"Wow, Kissy, I didn't know you were so popular!" laughed Renee.
"I knoooow," said Kissy, plunging her fingers deeply as she held the glowing phone close to her face, "Oh my God, Renee, do you see how big and hard it is? I wonder who sent it. Who is thinking about me like this?"
"There's only one person it can be, riiiight?" said Renee. "Who's been giving you the eye lately? Who left you a surprise in your panty drawer? Who has your phone number? I think Daddy wanted you to see his cock, Kissy."
The idea sent a hot flood of adrenaline through Cassie's veins, she clamped her thighs tight around her probing hand and let out a low moan. It was so fucking hot. Her own father was attracted to her. Turning her on by sending her these flagrantly sexual come-ons. But why didn't he just make his move? Why was he being so cowardly? She was right here, naked and wet, and he was just down the hall. She had been on her knees in front of him the other day for God's sake. She couldn't send a stronger hint than that!
Cassie was dimly aware that she wouldn't normally let herself think such dirty thoughts. Normally she stopped herself, filtering out all of these filthy thoughts about her own Daddy. But somehow nothing seemed out of bounds right this second. The pleasant warmth in her head and body from Renee's pill made it feel just fine to speculate about how her Daddy's cock would feel in her hands... in her mouth... in her...
"Just imagine it," purred Renee her voice sounding from the phone above Cassie's face as she lay back in her bed, hand still working between her legs, "Your Daddy stealing your cute panties. Thinking of you as he fills them with his thick cum."
Cassie could imagine it, saw in her mind's eye as Daren stroked the big cock in this photo, gripping the thin, soft cloth of her underwear tight to his spurting cock as he thought of her body. God, Renee was right, this masturbation session really did feel ten times better.
"Imagine him taking a picture of his big manly dick. Getting the lighting just right so that his daughter could get a really good look, then sending it to you, trying to put you under his spell..."
Cassie grunted, her breath growing heavier as she worked her hand furiously on her clit. Her Daddy, getting hard just thinking about her, taking a picture to show her how he really felt. Normally the idea would be so wrong that she would shy away, but right now she felt the raw erotic thrill of it pulsing through her.
"And what if he is just preparing you, Kissy? What if he is just trying to get you hornier and hornier? So that you'll be too horny to resist when he makes his move?"
"I... I want it!" Cassie gasped, her hips writhing and swirling against her fingers as Renee's sweet voice flooded her ears and the glowing image of the cock hovered inches above her eager eyes. Suddenly she felt burning hot. The big t shirt felt rough and unbearable on her skin. Not wasting any time, Cassie grabbed the shirt and lifted it over her head, freeing herself.
Now totally naked, she lay back on her bed and got back to work.
...
Daren's eyes drank in the sight, his mouth dry, his pulse racing.
Cassie lounged on her bed, now utterly naked. Her face was locked in an expression of dreamy arousal, eyes wide and staring at the picture of Charlie's cock on her phone. Her lips were parted with a slight smile quirking up the corners of her mouth. Her thick creamy thighs here were spread wide to give her better access to her tight pink pussy, and her cute little toes wiggled and flexed on her raised feet in her intense pleasure.
Now that she had removed her shirt, Cassie's incredible tits were out in plain sight. They wobbled slightly on her chest, hard bubblegum nipples making little circles as Cassie rocked and swayed with the movements of her hand.
Daren's hand moved in rhythm with his daughter's, the plastic cock cage long since discarded on the closet floor. He had tried his best to be strong, but once the two girls had started discussing how horny Cassie was for him, he couldn't help himself.
Daren had no idea his daughter was already such a slut. He had known that corrupting her was Renee's eventual goal, but it looked like she didn't have much further to fall. God, look at her there, getting herself off to the idea of fucking him.
Daren's phone buzzed.
[Are you getting all the pics u need Daddy?] Renee had texted him.
Shit. That was right. That's why he was hiding in the closet to begin with, not to jerk off.
"What if your Daddy came into your room right now?" asked Renee from Cassie's phone, "And saw you fingerfucking yourself like a little slut to a picture of his hard cock? Would that make you happy, Kissy?"
Daren tried to hold his camera up to the crack between the twin closet doors, but all that he got was a blurry mess of an image. It wouldn't work.
"Yessss," moaned Cassie, soft lips pulling up into a dopey smile, "I want him to see me. See all of me."
Daren reached up a shaky hand, still sticky with precum, to the closet door. There was only one way he would be able to get the photos he needed.
"And what would happen next Kissy?" asked Renee in a smoky voice, its heat barely diminished by the tinny speaker. "What would you want your Daddy to do with you then?"
Daren cracked open the closet door, letting a thin sliver of light fall on his sweating face, his stiff cock, and his raised phone.
"I would let him k-kiss me..." moaned Cassie, her fingers making sticky, sloppy noises between her legs.
Daren took a picture. You could see everything. Cassie's big round tits, crushed together slightly by the position of her arms, tipped with rock hard pink nipples. Her wide curvy hips, her juicy thighs spread wide to show her flushed pussy, currently being attacked by her fingers. The very definition of a horny teen slut.
Charlie would love it. Daren was sure that he would be especially excited to learn that the image on the phone Cassie was drooling over was the picture of his cock. Daren of course, didn't want to let his bully know that, but wasn't sure if he could hold the information back if Charlie questioned him sharply.
"Just a kiss, babe? Let's be real. That's not all that you want, is it?" giggled Renee.
Daren's hand found its way back to his cock. He knew it was wrong but he couldn't stop. His hand once again unconciously matched the frantic rhythm of his daughter's fingers as his other hand snapped picture after picture. he was just feet away, totally exposed. Cassie could literally look just past her phone and see her father on the other side of her room, jerking off in her closet. Although the thought made Daren's knees weak with adrenaline, he was completely safe: Cassie was completely absorbed with the cock on her screen.
"Mmmmm, no I want more, Renee," moaned Cassie rapturously, writhing her wide hips up into her hand with sinuous motions. "I want everything!"
Cassie was reaching orgasm along with her daddy in her unknowing mutual masturbation session. Daren had all the photos he needed. He pressed the button to record a video as his hand slid frantically up and down his cock. His phone buzzed as a text from Renee overlaid his screen.
[This is your big chance, you naughty Daddy. If you went out there right now, she wouldn't say no.]
"Don't play coy you little slut!" said Renee over the phone. "If your Daddy was there right now, what would you tell him? Say it!"
Daren's breaths were hard and shaky, his knees trembling. Renee's implication roared in his mind... should he walk out of the closet right now? Could he live with himself if he did?
"Fuck me, Daddy!" whined Cassie, shutting her thighs tight around her hand as her orgasm took her. "I... I want your big cock inside me!"
The decision was taken out of Daren's hands. His daughter's words sent him over the edge, grunting and straining as he splattered a small load of cum onto her bedroom carpet.
Cassie collapsed back onto her bed with a satisfied sigh, and Daren quickly raised a hand to shut the closet door again before he was caught.
"Well that sounded like a lot of fun, Kissy, said Renee's amused voice over the speakerphone. "But I'm guessing you had better get cleaned up after that."
Cassie nodded, her eyes dozy with the herbs pumping through her system. "Mmmm, yeah. A hot shower sounds soooooo good right now." She got out of her bed with slow floaty movements and grabbed a towel, leaving the bedroom, still totally naked.
What was in that pill she took? Thought Daren with concern. Even if he hadn't been hidden in the closet, he still might have seen Cassie naked tonight if she now felt comfortable wandering the house without clothes.
"Kissy? You there girl?" came Renee's voice from the phone on the bed. Renee paused. "Well, puppy, I know you're probably basking in your own post-orgasmic bliss, but now is the time to escape." Then she hung up.
Daren shook himself, scooped up his discarded chastity device, and hurriedly left his daughter's bedroom, dreading and anticipating what else the night could have in store.
...
Gina listened, exhausted by the ordeal so far, ready for Victor to lay out his judgment of her.
"You're a naturally deeply submissive person."
Gina stiffened, ready to fight, but Victor soothingly ran a hand up and down her hip. "No, no, pet. I'm not trying to insult you. It's a natural thing, like being left-handed, or blonde. It's not a personal failing."
Gina relaxed marginally, soothed more by his tone than by his words themselves. It would probably be better to just let him spout his bullshit.
"But the issue is, that you had this event in high school. You took the wrong lesson from it. It kept you from developing into a healthy, submissive woman. Imagine a tree that is damaged when it is young. It might end up growing in a strange way to compensate for its injury."
Gina shook her head incredulously. "I wasn't damaged in high school. I won."
Victor shook his head as well. "You say that, but look at the facts. You got tricked into agreeing to a bet that the other side had no intention of honoring in the first place. It was a trap, set by a girl much smarter than you, and you walked right into it. But you would have done it, wouldn't you? The lengths you were willing to go to win tell the whole story. If you had lost the bet, you would have gotten on your knees and sucked off the whole basketball team."
Gina didn't answer, but her silence spoke for her.
"You claim you won, but who really won in this situation? Charlie. He fucked his bullying victim's girlfriend and knocked her up. Not only that, he made poor little Darren raise the baby."
"Cassie is Darren's," said Gina stubbornly.
"Denial." Said Victor flatly. "A fantasy to allow yourself to interpret events as a victory."
Gina shrugged, feeling her internal defenses crumbling
"Then, after the humiliation that you told yourself was a victory, you went to college. And you tried to take your newfound confidence for a spin. And you failed miserably. You ditched Darren, a boy that you correctly identified as beneath you, and tried to find a real man. But all the real men sniffed you out immediately: a horny submissive slut that had already been used and thrown away by one of their kind. They wanted nothing to do with you. But by that point, you were already deep in protective self-denial, so you made the only choice you could to maintain your delusion. You went back to the only man who would have you and told yourself it was your choice."
Gina felt small and drained.
"Well, is there anything that I got wrong?" Demanded Victor in a serious voice. Laying there in that moment, Gina couldn't think of anything to say to deny him.
She felt the sobs heave up from deep within her core, and her eyes overflowed with tears. Before she knew it, she was crying deeply, like she hadn't since she was a little girl. Victor turned her around and held her close, and she buried herself in his strong arms, despite the fact that he had caused her emotional turmoil in the first place.



She was lost in a sea of shame and self-pity, and Victor was her only rock. His warm body and tight grip made her feel safe as she processed the emotions roaring through her. She felt vulnerable and open in a way that she had never achieved with Darren. Even though her husband was a sweet and loving man, she just couldn't trust someone as weak as him enough to be fully vulnerable.
After what felt like forever, she was quiet. Victor held her in silence, and the two lovers existed quietly together. The experience was profound. Gina wouldn't realize until later that in that moment she had not just cheated on Darren physically, but emotionally as well.
Finally, Victor broke the silence, "Pet, listen to me." He bowed his head until they were forehead to forehead, staring intensely into each other's eyes, "My intention today wasn't to hurt you. Clearly you're in pain, but sometimes, pain is necessary in order to heal." Victor's arms on the small of Gina's back pulled her in, firmly pressing her warm soft body into his muscled torso.
"Gina, you have been told your whole life that the only sort of relationship that is healthy is one based on equality and mutual respect. But for a submissive like yourself, that sort of relationship is always going to feel hollow. A dominant man will instinctively know you for what you are, and refuse to have an equal relationship, and a submissive man like your husband will never satisfy your innate desire to be owned." The words he said were obviously poisonous lies, but Gina found herself entranced by his intense stare and hypnotic voice.
"You've made many mistakes in life, and you have gone a long time refusing your natural role. But I want you to know, those other men you dated in college, they were fools. They didn't see the potential in you. I do. You have the potential to be a first-class submissive woman, and I intend to make you reach that potential." His words should have been offensive, but his tone was tender, and this physical closeness and emotional softness was what Gina craved right now.
"I know who you are Gina, including the horrible things you've locked away in your mind for so long. And I accept you for everything you are, in a way that your boring husband will never be able to." He gently lifted Gina's chin into a soft, deep kiss.
This time, as Victor moved his body to position his cock at the entrance of her pussy, there was no hesitance, or teasing, or orders. His cock simply slid into her warm, wet pussy with silky smoothness. It felt right: although it had been a tight fit last night, her body had already begun adapting to accept the penis of who it considered its rightful owner. Although Victor used the same dominating sexual positions of the night before, today he was sweet and sensual, taking his time with deep, slow strokes which slowly built her climax minute by minute. He took his time as well on her aching breasts, tenderly and attentively caressing and massaging every inch with his powerful, but gentle fingers. When Gina began moaning Victor's name, she no longer felt it was a betrayal. Their lovemaking felt too right, too cathartic after their emotional conversation. Victor insisted once again that she say "I love you", and this time, as Victor's hot semen erupted deep inside her, the phrase "I love you Victor", although still a lie, felt just a shade closer to the truth.
...
Daren paced his kitchen, mind racing, and dick once again throbbing as he considered what he had just witnessed in Cassie's room.
Obviously, Renee had engineered the situation as a crude invitation. Renee had manipulated Cassie into taking some sort of aphrodisiac, and let him know in no uncertain terms that sex was absolutely on the table. But it was wrong. Wasn't it? Daren's hands were white-knuckled as he gripped his arms. Cassie clearly wanted him. And Gina was off having her own obscene fantasy with his boss. Would it really be the end of the world to give Cassie what she wanted so desperately?
Darren was totally humiliated over the fact that his own daughter was starting to turn him on this much. He wasn't stupid. He knew that Renee had manipulated him into feeling this way. Even so, the connection had been made in his brain, and he would never be able to stop seeing his daughter as a sexual object again.
Renee had just texted him to tell him that he would have to keep a close eye on Cassie tonight, make sure she ate and drank enough and didn't leave the house.
Unbidden, his mind drifted back to the erotic scene in the bedroom minutes ago, sending another pulse of hot lust through his groin. He had no idea how dirty of a girl Cassie had become. He wasn't made of stone... a beautiful young woman masturbating over the thought of fucking him... the thought was intoxicating, especially for a man who hadn't had sex in over a month.
Daren was now making dinner, just as Renee had ordered. Chicken tikka, Cassie's favorite. He dreaded and anticipated their dinner more and more as the minutes flew by, He could hear the faint hiss of Cassie's long shower still going as he got out a saucepan and began making some chai. It was another favorite of Cassie's.
As the fragrant drink began steaming in the pot, Darren's mind started drifting. He recalled what else happened the other night. The sticky, gooey, cum laced dinner Cassie and Gina (and he) had eaten. Maybe he could stage a little repeat performance... If he could do it for Victor, why not do it for himself as well. Almost in a trance, Daren removed the saucepan from the stove and held it in front of him, feeling it's warm, fragrant steam. He fished his cock from his pants and began stroking it above the creamy drink, imagining Cassie slurping it up, licking her lips... Despite having cum only minutes before, Daren was instantly right on the edge of orgasm again. He wasn't sure why he had started cumming so quickly lately, he had never been this much of a quick shot before.
"Woooow, daddy, it smells great!" Daren hadn't noticed that the shower had turned off. Darren had only seconds to slam the pot back on the stove and rapidly pull up his pants before Cassie turned the corner into the kitchen. Luckily, his dick was tucked into his waistband, so Cassie couldn't see how hard he had been as she walked up to him, smiling a wide, dreamy smile.
His daughter was wearing just a towel, loosely wrapped around her curvy, still--wet body. His dozey-eyed daughter moved towards him with a hungry light in her eyes and gave him a big, tight hug despite her barely clothed state, squishing her large chest against his, covered only by a thin towel. Daren could feel her stiff nipples even through the rough fabric, could tell by the wicked glint in his daughter's eyes that she wanted him to feel. Daren felt a flare of powerful lust in his belly. He slid his arms around Cassie's waist and pulled her even closer into the hug. Daren had been pushed around by Gina, Victor, and Renee. He realized how much he relished a woman being turned by the thought of him, even if it was his daughter. Cassie was clearly casting aside her reservations tonight. Maybe, even without drugs, he could do the same thing.
Cassie looked up into his eyes and said "I'm so glad it's just the two of us tonight, Daddy!" with a wicked smile before wiggling out of his possessive grasp and walking slowly to her bedroom to change. Daren's eyes followed the sway of her hips as she went despite himself.
Dinner was normal to begin with, and Cassie let her Chai cool for a little while eating. Daren steered the conversation towards normal topics and jokes, and for a while, things seemed to have cooled down between father and daughter.
"Well, I'm glad we were able to eat some dinner just the two of us, Cass," said Daren, willing to accept it if the moment had passed. "I'm sure you have better things to do than hang out with me..." He let the sentence trail off, his eyes curious, fishing for a response.
"Awwwww, no Daddy!" whined Cassie, pouting with her lower lip stuck out. "I'm having so much fun hanging out with just you and me. Let's just relax a talk a little!" She grabbed his hand and led him to the living room, her eyes sparkling with excitement. Daren grinned as he followed. It looked like the night wasn't quite over yet. Soon they were seated on the couch, continuing their conversation from dinner.
Slowly, things began to heat up. Cassie was clearly still deep in the grip of whatever aphrodesiac she had taken. Her eyes looked shinier. Almost glossy. Her cheeks seemed to have a permanent blush. She laughed harder than usual at his jokes, reaching out to trail her fingers on his arm with a feather touch. He noticed her gently biting her lip as he spoke. Daren responded eagerly to her flirty energy, scooting closer inch by inch during their conversation, and now they were close enough to touch.
"So," Daren said with a smile, his thoughts flashing to what Renee had said about exploring Cassie's sexuality, "How have things been going at school, sweetie?"
"Ohhh Daddy..." Cassie said mournfully, sticking out her bottom lip for added effect, "It's been a little rough." She leaned forward, putting a hand on his arm, giving him an excellent view down the cleavage of the skimpy tanktop she had started wearing around the house.
"Oh no! What's been happening, baby?" Said Darren, his eyes lingering where Cassie wanted him to look, much to her pleasure. "You know you can tell me anything."
"Nooo daddy," Squealed Cassie, wrapping her arms around him and snuggling her soft curves into him, "I can't. I've been a little naughty, and you'll be mad if I tell you."
It wasn't his imagination. Darren felt Cassie's nipples rubbing into his arm again as she squirmed. The were hard as pebbles. He knew where she wanted this to go. He no longer wanted to resist. How exactly had his daughter been naughty? Curiosity and lust burned bright inside Daren.
He used his best stern daddy voice. "You know what I've always told you, honey." She looked up at him, shyly biting her lower lip. "It's better to be honest and face your punishment. You'll feel better."
"I think maybe you're right Daddy," said Cassie with an uncharacteristic giggle, looking a little loopy, "But how do you plan to punish me?" She added in a throaty whisper. Daren's mouth was dry. His eyes couldn't stay away from Cassie's soft curves. She was begging for him to take the next step. She wanted it so bad.
"What punishment do I save for when you've been a really bad girl, Cassie?" Asked Darren, relishing the stern, powerful Daddy role that Cassie wanted.
Cassie failed to conceal a grin of anticipation as she slowly crawled over her daddy's lap settling her wide hips squarely above his crotch, and pushing her plump ass up to present it for punishment.
"Tell me what you did, Cassie."
"Well, Daddy, the other week, some bullies took all my clothes and left me with a suuuper tiny, slutty outfit. I could have waited, but I was so stupid I put on the clothes and walked around the school. All the boys saw almost all the stuff you told me to keep covered."
*Smack* Darren's hand came down on the surface of the tiny pajama shorts Cassie now wore. Cassie yelped. "I've told you a million times, honey, you need to keep your bathing suit area covered."
"I'm so sorry daddy. But..." She turned her head to look him in the eye, arousal and fear mixing in her expression, "...That's not all. The next thing is worse. Maybe you had better, you know, take off my shorts so that I can feel it more."
Daren didn't hesitate. "If you think it's that naughty, sweetheart." Said Darren, maintaining his stern daddy act. He hooked his thumbs into Cassie's soft shorts and pulled them down her thighs, exposing panties that Darren would never forget. They were the pink panties that Renee had forced him to cum inside, that night she had come over. The panties that he had left for his daughter to discover in her drawer. It made Daren feel dizzy with lust. The little smirk on Cassie's face told him that she had chosen this pair on purpose to send a message of her own. Darren's cock was throbbing now. Where she was lying, there was no way that Cassie couldn't feel it.
"I have been using random video chats on the internet to masturbate, Daddy. I get into video calls with random older men and let them see me get myself off while totally naked. I know it is a slutty thing to do, but it just turns me on so much for strange men to see me naked."
*SLAP* Darren's hand came down on Cassie's panty-clad ass, making her jump and let out a little scream. "What have I told you about stranger danger, Cassie?" Said Darren forcefully, "What if one of those men found out where you were?"
"You're right, daddy! I'm sorry!" Said Cassie, pressing herself into his lap, maximizing contact with his crotch, wiggling and shifting to rub against his hard cock.
"There's more Daddy. And it is worse. Maybe you should spank me on my bare skin. You don't need to take off the panties, you can just..." Daren yanked the panties up, wedging them into her crack and leaving her cheeks exposed. "MMMM, yeah, like that daddy," she moaned softly.
"Yesterday, my cheerleading friends forced me to dance naked for them. It made me really horny daddy. After that, my bitchy friend made me eat her pussy, even though I didn't want to. The whole thing was so hot, I masturbated in front of all my friends until I came."
*CRACK* Daren's hand came down hard on Cassie's pale ass, causing her to cry out and reflexively rub her ass with her hand. "If I have told you once, I've told you a hundred times, sweetie." Said Darren, shaking his head, "You need to stand up to peer pressure! If your cheerleading friends jumped off a bridge, would you?"
"I'm soooo, sooooo sorry Daddy," said Cassie in a voice between a sob and a moan. She continued to subtly grind her hips downward into his cock, causing delicious friction. "There is one more thing Daddy," She squeaked, "But I am scared to tell you. It's reeeally naughty."
"Tell me, honey." Said Darren commandingly.
"Ok Daddy, but I really need to be punished for this. Don't hold back. Show me how naughty I am with your big strong Daddy hand, ok?"
Darren, lost in the moment, caressed his daughter's thick ass, indulging in a squeeze. He was rewarded with a purr from his little girl, still grinding her hips downward on his crotch.
"I've been masturbating a lot, Daddy. Every chance I get. But the worst part is, there was this photo going around school of a hot blonde about to suck a big black dick." Darren continued to caress the alluring ass in front of him as he listened to his daughter's tear-choked voice. "This lady, she looked just like Gina. She was so hot I just couldn't help myself. I imagined her kissing me, playing with my tits, making me eat her out. Sharing that cock with her. I knew it was really her, but the picture made me so fucking horny I kept having nasty, dirty fantasies about having sex with her. I'm so sorry Daddy. I'm such a slut that I can't stop masturbating over how much I want to fuck my mommy."
*CRACK* *CRACK *CRACK* Darren's hand rose and fell as pornographic images zipped through Darren's brain, mesmerizing him. Cassie squirmed and twisted on his lap, sobbing "I'm sorry daddy! I'm soooooorryyyy!"
When Daren finally stopped, breathing heavily, Cassie slipped down off his lap, her plump cheeks flaming red from his forceful spanks.
The drugs made her movements as loose and graceful as a cat's. She turned and surprised Daren by sitting in his lap, thick, creamy white thighs spread to straddle his waist.
Her face was wet and red from crying, and her lower lip still trembled a little involuntarily from the physical and emotional ordeal, but her eyes were warm and playful, dozy with the drugs in her system.
"Thanks, D-daddy." She said in a trembling whisper, "You really put me in my place with your big strong hand. I've been a bad girl, Daddy, and I deserved it."
Cassie twined her arms loosely around his neck, and scooted a little closer to Daren on his lap, her soft, lucsious thighs spread a little wider, her crotch, covered only but the thin cloth of her panties, stopped less than an inch from touching the bulge tenting the front of his pants. "But it's sooo hard to be a good girl, Daddy." She whined in a sweet little voice, "All those bad bad boys at school keep watching me with their eyes. They imagine naughty things, Daddy. I can tell. They want me to be a bad girl. They want me to do all kinds of dirty, nasty things with them."
She was staring him dead in the eyes, her dilated eyes bold, but relaxed. Her nipples poked hard through the thin material of her tank top. "And you know what, Daddy? I see that same look in your eyes sometimes."
Her hips slid forward, just a little, and her hot wet crotch pressed gently against his cock. Her mouth quirked up in a teasing grin. "I think you might be one of the bad, bad boys, Daddy." She said with mocking surprise. Then she leaned forward hungrily, and her hot, wet little mouth was on his, her crotch mashed with growing pressure against his. Her warm, passionate kiss reminded him powerfully of Gina when she was younger. Her soft lips gripped his, and her tongue teasingly darted into his mouth. He was sharing one of the most erotic kisses of his life with his daughter. Alarmingly, the taboo filthiness of the situation and the hot grinding pressure on his cock set him off for the second time that night: a humiliatingly quick shot. He groaned and strained, his cock twitching wildly in his jeans, filling his pants with shameful stickiness as his daughter's wicked little tongue tangled with his.
Cassie pulled away, her mouth wet from the kiss. "So, you bad boy...what dirty, nasty things did you want to do to me? Maybe I can take a break from being a good girl like you and Mommy taught me. I can be a bad girl for a night." She giggled, loopy, "You can always spank me later to punish me for it." Darren was too tongue-tied to speak. His orgasm had evaporated the confidence his arousal had given him. He was once again a seething mess of guilt. Clearly Cassie didn't quite realize that her father had ejaculated prematurely.
She leaned in close to his ear, and Darren expected more dirty talk. Maybe a direct invitation.
"But not tonight, Daddy." Her voice was fuzzy and slurred, "That was our good night kiss, you bad, bad boy. I'm sooo sleepy. Maybe we can pick up this conversation the next time Mommy sleeps over somewhere." She lifted herself off his lap, almost stumbling for a moment. Whatever grace the drugs had given her a minute ago was gone, replaced by clumsy sleepiness. She trudged away towards her room, mumbling a goodnight and waving vaguely over her shoulder.
...
As they lay in the afterglow, Victor sprawled on his back, Gina curled up and resting her head on Victor's gently rising and falling chest, Gina felt a closeness to him that she had never anticipated. She never even considered that this was just another step in Victor's game.
"I want to know about you, Victor." Said Gina suddenly, tilting her head up to look him in the eyes, "What made you the way you are today?"
Victor gave her an amused smile. "You still seem to think that this is a reciprocal relationship, Kitten. That's not the case. You'll share anything I ask of you, but I don't owe you anything back." Victor began idly caressing Gina's ass, his rough fingers rubbing against her soft skin. "I'll tell you what. You did such a good job today I don't mind telling you a little story. That is if you can ask me super nicely."
Gina sighed internally. In some ways, Victor was extremely predictable. His price was always further self-humiliation. She considered this worth it, he was far ahead of her in understanding his enemy, and some more intel would be useful.



"Pleeease master," she said, batting her eyelashes and using a cutesy voice that would have made her cringe just weeks before, "Your little kitty is soooo curious about her master!"
"Hmmmm." Victor pretended to be thinking hard, his cock had begun swelling again. His incredible sexual stamina amazed Gina. "You certainly asked nicely, but I can think of a way that you could ask even nicer." He nodded his head at his growing cock, and Gina, in for a penny, in for a pound, threw aside the sheet and positioned herself between his legs.
"Perfect, Gigi. You keep sucking, I'll keep talking." In response, Gina extended her tongue and slowly licked up his shaft, causing Victor to become fully erect.
"Let's see," said Victor musingly as Gina planted soft kisses up and down his shaft, listening intently, "Throughout high school, I found it easy to have sex with whoever I wanted. I was a sports star, you see. There wasn't much challenge in it. Most women want to have sex with me, so it didn't take much convincing."
Victor put his hands behind his head, watching happily as the poor little mixed-up married woman popped his swollen cock head into her pretty little mouth and swirled her tongue around it enthusiastically. She was falling into her old mistake, believing she was winning something while losing a much more important game at the same time.
"I didn't find my true talent until I reached college," continued Victor, enjoying Gigi's experienced mouth, " You see, I had a psychology professor first semester who hated sports players. She thought they were big dumb brutes. I was there on a football scholarship, and she took an instant dislike to me. Danielle Whistler was her name. She was the youngest professor on the faculty.
All the boys had a crush on her. Fiery red hair, milky white skin. Cute freckles. More importantly, big fat tits and an juicy ass." Gina was focusing on the story, and had begun moving her mouth up and down his cock. They would need to work on her deepthroating skills.
"I had always been a good judge of character, as you've seen. I could tell just by looking at her that her anger at sports players was tied up in good old-fashioned sexual frustration. She was dating some nerd in the biology department, but he clearly wasn't getting the job done for her. I saw what it would take to influence her all too easily. She valued intellect and reason above all else, and couldn't reconcile that with her animal lust for men she considered beneath her mentally. There was a lot of subconscious racism tied up in it too, which is always a useful lever." Gina released Victor's cock from her mouth with a gasp for breath, then moved down to nuzzle and lick at his balls.
"With how much of a bitch she was being to me and my teammates, and with how easy I could see it would be to take a little revenge, I couldn't resist. I begged her to help me with some personal tutoring because she was so much smarter than me. Over the course of several weeks. I slowly began convincing her that cutting loose a little and "turning off her brain" every once in a while would be good for her. It took a surprisingly short time to convince her to "do something stupid" and have sex with me. After that, it was child's play. I encouraged her to fetishize being dumb, first in the bedroom, and then slowly throughout her life. She taught us about Pavlovian responses, but I don't think she appreciated the irony when sexual pleasure made her act stupid even when it was ruining her life. Dumdum Dani, was what people began calling her behind her back. Me and my teammates had a lot of fun with her that year." With a look of disquiet on her face, Gina brought her mouth back to Victor's penis. He put a hand gently on the back of her head.
"We made her take an IQ test in April. She had been so proud of her 128 score before she met me. It had fallen all the way to 80. Totally psychosomatic, of course, but if it talks like a bimbo and fucks like a bimbo, what's the difference, right? Eventually, word of how bad her classes had gotten got back to college administration. They came in for a classroom observation, and... let's just say it went poorly. Even a humiliating blowjob for the dean couldn't save her job at that point."
"What happened to her?" Asked Gina in a horrified voice. Victor smiled and put pressure on her head, forcing his dick back into her mouth.
"Well, in the fall, Renee was born." Said Victor, pushing Gina to take more and more of his cock, "I had made Dani use a condom with everyone but me, but I still confirmed it with DNA tests. You can't be too careful with the number of students she was fucking that spring. I had her sign away her parental rights. She couldn't read the big words on the forms anymore. I had Renee whisked away to be raised in luxury at my family home, and after that... well I guess I lost interest." He was moving Gina's head up and down his cock at this point, treating her mouth as a masturbation tool, listening carefully to her choking sounds to ensure that he wouldn't go too far.
"I mean, Dani was just the first in a long line of interesting projects. Once a project is over, it's hard for me to stay invested. I think she got a job as a live-in maid for a frat house, at least for a while." He pushed his cock deep into Gina's throat, grunting as he came once again, depositing his hot sperm directly into Gina's stomach. She came up, gasping and teary, a look of fear in her eyes for what might be her eventual fate if she couldn't somehow best him. Victor welcomed the contest of wills.
"And now pet, I have some instructions for what you are going to do tomorrow. You're going to hate it. And after I tell you all about your next mission, we are going to have some fuck sessions right up until you leave. I want my smell all over you, and a fresh load inside you for your task tomorrow."
...
"Boooooooo!"
Daren turned, dumbfounded to see Renee emerging from the kitchen, phone in hand, recording. She was wearing her slutty leather dom outfit and had a look of disappointment on her face.
"I practically gift-wrapped the little slut for you puppy!" She said, shaking her head and putting her phone away, "And somehow you spend all your time with foreplay and can't seal the deal."
"Mistress, you... you were..." Said Daren, his mind still reeling. Oh God, his cruel mistress had a video of everything that happened in the living room. More than enough to ruin his and Cassie's lives forever.
"Recording? Hell yeah, I was. I told you I had a fun night planned for you. I just didn't tell you how fun."
"But how did you get in?" Asked Daren, dumbfounded.
"Don't ask stupid questions, Puppy," said an exasperated Renee. "I have a key to your house now obviously. Don't you have more important things to worry about right now?"
Daren put his head in his hands. Now that the shock of seeing Renee had jolted him out of his horniness, the enormity of what he had almost done weighed on him. "Oh Jesus, I almost..."
Renee flopped down on the couch next to him. "And yet you didn't puppy. You can thank your pathetic preemie virgin cock for that, I guess, rather than any real willpower. But don't feel so hard on yourself. She wanted it."
"Yeah," said Daren miserably, "because she was drugged."
Renee laughed. "I don't know what sort of magic mind control bullshit you think was in that pill puppy, but I promise you it's not as bad as you think. The only thing that this particular drug does is lower inhibitions and relax you. It doesn't put anything in anybody's head that they don't want to do."
Daren simply sat in mopey silence, and Renee sighed. "I actually predicted that nothing would happen. Drowsiness is a side effect of the pill I gave her. I have a whole other plan lined up to take Kissy's virginity anyway. It's just that a sweaty, 2-minute session with her quickshot loser Daddy would have been a suitably humiliating alternative. That's why I brought this." She raised a flash drive to his eye level and waved it. "You got some nice shots in Cassie's room I'm sure, but I've decided to be merciful and share some of the wealth so to speak. Not my whole stash, of course, no need to be greedy. Just a couple to make your bully extra happy. I'll tell you what..." She scooted closer to Daren on the couch and snuggled up to him companionably, "Why don't we browse through the catalog together? Just me and you, and your little cock and my little hand. You can pick out a few favorites. We'll see if we can't bury some of that guilt back under a mountain of horniness."
The young woman, quickly set up Daren's laptop to connect with the TV, as she had done in the past. Then she pushed Daren back and unzipped his pants, pulling his re-inflating cock out. He failed to raise any objections. He had long since learned that going along with Renee's plans had more satisfying results than resisting her.
Renee began scrolling through photos. "You've seen the best of these first two already, puppy." She said nonchalantly, her hand moving with teasing slowness up and down Daren's cock. Images of Cassie filled the screen as Renne clicked through them. "Pictures of the little bimbo being tricked into showing the school her body... Pictures of me tricking Kissy into posing naked to send to her ex..." Renee glanced over to Daren, who was watching avidly. "All good stuff. Alllllmost tasteful, but definitely enough to drive Charlie wild." Her hand's grip tightened. She leaned in to Daren's ear. "But there is harder stuff. And you know what daddy? There's no need for me to send any of these to Charlie directly. I can just leave them in your safe hands. And if they end up in a secret folder on daddy's computer, who would know? Of course, I'm going to have to insist that you send everything I give you to your bully, so if you pick hotter pictures just to get access to them, that means you'll be giving them to Charlie as well... and who knows what he might do if her gets too horned up. So what about it daddy? Do you want to see what else I have? Even if it means exposing your poor vulnerable daughter to big bad Charlie even more?"
Daren nodded stupidly. He had decided to let his morals take a vacation for the night and let Renee make him feel good.
Renee grinned and moved on. Renee showed picture of Cassie handcuffed naked to a bed, wearing a familiar lamb mask. Pictures of Cassie masturbating with the mask, but without the handcuffs in her room. "These photos are good, don't get me wrong, puppy." Said Rene, slightly increasing her hand's pace, "But the videos are the really great part for these two occasions. You should hear the scripts we got Kissy to read. Fucking hilarious. Of course, Charlie didn't ask for dirty videos. You could always go above and beyond though."
She clicked through to an image of Cassie looking ashamed, dropping a flimsy cheerleader top to the gym floor and covering her nipples. "I like this set the best, puppy." whispered Renee hoarsely. "They really show off my work. Even a few short months ago, Kissy would have been way to smart to do something like this." The pictures clicked forward, showing Cassie stripping off the rest of her uniform, then showed her moving in some sort of slutty dance. Finally, a photo showed numerous girls in cheerleader outfits surrounding Cassie, hungrily touching and kissing her all over her naked body. "But once again, the video is even better. But, I have to admit, this photo is a favorite of mine..." She clicked to the last photo, which showed a tall, lusciously beautiful blonde cheerleader squatting on Cassie's face. The cheerleader's skirt hid her pussy and Cassie's face, but it was clear what was going on. Cassie herself, however, was naked, her hand busily engaged between her thighs. It was exactly the incident Cassie had described to him. Daren had half-beleived that Cassie had made it up to turn him on.
"Ding ding ding!" said Renee gleefully, feeling his cock's twitch upon seeing the photo, "We have a winner!"
"Why don't I just grab this one..." she selected the obscene photo of Cassie having her face ridden by her teammate, "and, to be fair, it would be nice to have one with her face in it..." She selected a photo from when Cassie was surrounded by cheerleaders. Cassie was throwing her head back, moaning as two cheer leaders sucked at her breasts, one on each nipple.
"Aaaand, I'm feeling generous, puppy, so I will make you a deal. Let's play a little game. I'll start the video of your daughter doing her naked cheer routine. If you can spurt within 20 seconds of the video starting, I'll give you the video, under the condition that you promise to send it to Charlie with the others." Her hand hovered over the play button. "Deal, Puppy?" Daren was too far gone to resist tonight. He nodded.
Renee increased the pace of her hand as Cassie began her routine in the video.
Finally, one of the Harlowes won a game.
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Sorry for the long wait for this chapter!
Just like in previous chapters, the names "Alex" and "Lexi", always refer to the same person, referencing their masculine and feminine aspects.
In addition, due to her advancing feminization, the words "cock" and "clit" start to be used interchangeably in reference to Lexi in this chapter, as well as the words "asshole" and "pussy".
Thank you so much for your support! I hope you enjoy this chapter, and I hope you look forward to part four, which is intended to be the finale!
...
Alex Fox grunted and strained, stroking his cock rapidly as he stared at his computer screen. He was watching some good old-fashioned porn while his girlfriend was away. Nothing weird. Just a hung pornstar fucking a blonde woman with big tits. Completely normal. Vanilla even.
It wasn't working for him.
Things had calmed down for Alex in the past few weeks. In some ways, sucking his bully's cock had been an important wake-up call. It was arousing and exciting to give Lexi, his female side, control, but it could be dangerous if it went too far. Both times Alex had allowed himself to become a girl completely, he had lost control and done something embarrassing.
And it had felt difficult both times to return to his true male self.
Not only had Lexi sucked the cock of Alex's former high school bully, she had swallowed his cum too. Even worse than that, she had agreed on camera to be Anton's girlfriend. The entire thing was humiliating and wrong. Strangely, Alex's girlfriend Claire insisted that the filmed fellatio and becoming Anton's girlfriend wasn't an issue. She claimed that Alex and Lexi were totally separate and that Lexi could date whoever she wanted. The idea was ludicrous. Lexi wasn't a separate person at all, she was just a disguise Alex used to trick people into thinking he was a girl. Thinking about the encounter made Alex humiliated, uncomfortable, and, as much as he hated to admit it, aroused. But no matter what remembering that night made him feel, as a man, Alex had no desire to be anyone's girlfriend. Of course not.
He just had to stop thinking about it: what it would be like to have a big strong daddy taking care of him day and night...
Alex tried to focus on the porn playing on his screen. Cocks going in and out of hot wet pussies. Some real masculine, red-blooded shit. This is what he needed. Something masculine and unquestionably straight. Something to take his mind off the thought of stretching his lips around a cock.
Alex had decided not to let Lexi out to play at all. He couldn't avoid dressing as a woman: he was actively trying to join the Ladies of the Grove sorority after all. But to Alex's surprise, he discovered that dressing up like a girl and becoming a girl mentally were two different things. For the past few meetings of the sorority pledges, Alex had successfully used his perfected girl disguise without becoming Lexi and was relieved to find that no one had been able to tell the difference.
But to his horror, it was almost like Alex could feel his feminine side slipping out at times. He would catch himself staring across a lecture hall at a cute boy, or slip into a higher, softer voice when joking with his girlfriend. Lexi felt restless, locked up inside him. It was a weird way to think about it, but it rang true. Lexi wanted out. And Lexi wanted her boyfriend. Sometimes Alex couldn't help slipping into daydreams about Anton. His big strong arms. His arrogant smile. His big, thick...
Alex jerked his cock, even though he could feel it going limp in his hands. He had hoped that Claire spending the weekend at her parent's house would give him some time to blow off some stress, but it seemed like that was optimistic. The stress and confusion were ruining the jerkoff session as well. Alex sighed and exited the video. Maybe a different type of porn would be better.
He sat back, his cock deflating as he wracked his brain. Maybe he should use his and Claire's sex life for inspiration... What had they done lately that had really turned him on?
His mind flashed back to a couple of weeks ago, when Claire had dominantly dressed him as a woman, pumped up his tits, and rode his face, forcing Lexi to cater to her every sexual whim for hours before giving Lexi's cock a rapid, tight handjob, forcing her to cum in seconds. Alex's cock twitched, shifting on his belly as it responded to the shameful memory.
With stirring curiosity, Alex typed "lezdom" into the search bar and pressed enter.
The difference was night and day. Alex's cock jumped back to full hardness as he watched pretty, slender girls be owned and dominated by tall curvy women. This wasn't quite as... typical as the stuff he had been watching before, but it wasn't that weird. Lots of guys watched lesbian porn. It was a very straight thing to do, in fact. But a nagging voice in his brain insisted that most straight guys didn't identify with the pretty little girls being dominated.
God, but was it any surprise that remembering what it was like to be a horny slut like Lexi was more exciting than boring vanilla porn? Being Lexi had led to some of the most intense sexual experiences of his life.
Like when he sucked Anton's cock...
The thought, forcing its way unbidden to the forefront of Alex's mind, sent a flash of pleasure racing up his spine. He had to take his hand off his cock momentarily so that he didn't instantly cum. The red-hot images flashed through his brain. Gently taking his bully's throbbing cock into his mouth. Being pushed to call Anton 'Daddy', and submitting to the request, humbling himself by saying the repulsive word. Opening his throat to allow Anton to face fuck him. The cocky stud standing above him, jerking himself off into Lexi's eager mouth, filling it with salty, thick cum.
Alex clicked the search box. Watched the cursor blink as it waited for him to type. He shouldn't. He had worked so hard to suppress those memories, focusing on them would make it harder to keep his feminine side under control.
He couldn't resist. Alex typed 'BBC blowjob' into the search bar and hit enter. He soon forgot his worries, staring avidly at the screen as a beautiful blonde woman knelt submissively, slobbering all over a massive black dick. He deserved this. He had done a great job at avoiding Anton, even though sometimes he really wanted to call him.
Besides, lots of people watched BBC blowjobs. Straight guys loved to watch shit like this. It wasn't weird.
Alex's eyes drifted over to the recommended videos, finding and immediately focusing on a video titled "BBC Anal Compilation".
Anal.
Why was his heart beating faster suddenly? The thumbnail showed a big black cock sinking deep between the huge oiled cheeks of a blonde pornstar. A dark hand reached down from off-screen, gripping a handful of blonde hair and pulling the moaning woman back onto his cock. Without even thinking about why, Alex clicked the link. Some primal deep inside him told him he had to see this video.
Alex couldn't take his eyes off the action on his computer screen. His cock twitched and pulsed in his slippery fist as he watched women getting their fat asses stuffed with black cock again and again. Slowly, his eyes still fixed on the filthy anal porn, Alex's hand drifted down to his side, grabbing his butt speculatively in a palm. For about a year, Alex's body had been going through inexplicable changes. His chest had grown so flabby that it almost looked like he had tits. More importantly, his hips had widened and his waist had narrowed, leaving him with a juicy backside that made men mistake him for a girl from behind even before he had started dressing up in skirts.
He watched the sluts in the compilation video. Heads down. Asses up. Back arched with eager submission. With the way his ass had grown these past months, what would he look like in the same position? The question gnawed at him. His ass was just as fat as some of the pornstars in the video at this point. Would he look just as sexy and slutty as they did?
He had to know.
Carrying his laptop with him, Alex made his way to the bedroom, stepping completely out of his pants and getting on his hands and knees on the bed, his laptop still playing the anal video in front of him. Carefully, taking the positions in the video as a model, Alex lowered his shoulders and raised his hips, forcing his back to arch as much as possible. It was harder than it looked. Now for the moment of truth. Alex had positioned himself so that the mirror would be directly behind him. With strange anticipation in his heart, Alex looked over his shoulder.
A strange mix of emotions filled his sexually confused mind. Disgust. Arousal. Smug pride. His instinct had been right. The round juicy ass he was presenting to the mirror rivaled even the thickest of those found in the video. The only difference was the small cock fixed between his round feminine thighs, gently pulsing with the rapid beat of his heart. It was the only hint that the tempting butt didn't belong to a girl.
His eyes dropped down to the face in the mirror and he was shocked to see Lexi staring back at him with a mocking smirk on her face. As if to say: "Oh yes Alex, your cold turkey plan is working. You are such a masculine stud! Just like all the other men who get turned up by staring at their own slutty, girly ass in the mirror."
Blushing at his own self-inflicted mockery, Alex turned back to the porn, watching as a hulking man slowly rubbed his cock around the asshole of a whimpering, begging pornstar, teasing her before slowly impaling her ass, sinking his cock into her tight rectum inch by inch as she made loud sounds of enjoyment.
It couldn't feel that good, right? Obviously, the pornstar was acting, but other people enjoyed anal sex besides pornstars... The idea of Anal pleasure disgusted and intrigued Alex. There was no way it felt good right? Well, no one was around to catch him, and he would hardly be the first completely straight guy to even get curious... Alex's hand cautiously reached behind him, sneaking between his luscious cheeks...
His phone rang loudly, startling Alex so badly that he instinctively picked it up and answered without checking who it was just to silence it.
"Ah!" said a deep, surprised voice on the other end of the line, "You picked up. I was starting to think you were avoiding me."
Shit. It was Anton. The last person in the world that Alex wanted to talk to in the middle of a masturbation session. "Uh, hi Anton," he mumbled, hurriedly closing his laptop to silence the moans of a pornstar getting buttfucked by a massive black cock. Without thinking, Alex grabbed a nearby towel and covered his erection, as though Anton could see it.
Alex took a breath and got a hold of himself. He considered hanging up but decided against it. Now that Alex had accidentally answered the phone, he might as well take the opportunity to have the conversation with Anton he had been dreading.
"Listen, I've been meaning to talk to you about the things I said when we... the last time we saw each other," finished Alex awkwardly.
"Right. That's what I'm calling about," said Anton. "Since you haven't followed up with me for a few weeks, I'm assuming you weren't being serious when you said we were dating." He sounded disappointed, but not angry.
"Listen, Anton, I'm sorry, I just feel like..." said Alex apologetically. For some strange reason, he felt guilty. The idea of dating his bully was so ridiculous that he should just be laughing it off. But instead, it felt like he was somehow letting Anton down.
"No no no," said Anton, cutting Alex off once again. "I'm the one who should apologize. You explained your objections clearly. You aren't going to stay a woman in the long run, and you're in a committed relationship with Claire. I get it."
Alex couldn't believe the reasonable tone and words he was hearing over the phone. Alex had known Anton for years, and in his experience, Anton Williams was an arrogant, self-centered bastard. It was strange to hear his high school bully take the high road. Alex felt even worse now. He had ghosted Anton for weeks when Anton had just wanted some closure. Maybe Alex should have been more upfront. It was almost like Alex had been playing with Anton's heart.
"I... I'm glad you understand Anton," said Alex gently, almost slipping into his higher, softer "Lexi voice" by mistake.
"So... in that spirit," said Anton cheerfully, some of the cocky swagger returning to his voice, "I'd like to make up for all the awkwardness between us. Between me and Alex, not between me and Lexi, if that makes sense."
Alex frowned, distracted by the fact that his erection was refusing to go down. Even when having a totally non-sexual conversation, something about Anton's deep, confident voice just reached inside his brain and flipped a switch, leaving him confused and aroused. "What did you have in mind?" Alex asked cautiously.
"Your end goal is still to join the Birchwood Society, right?" asked Anton.
"Yeah, obviously," said Alex. It was the whole reason he was bothering to rush a sorority: an old loophole stated that if he joined the sorority and then revealed he was a man, the Birchwood Society would be forced to admit him.
"Well, it might help if you were already friends with some of the Brothers, right?" said Anton smoothly. "Me and some of the other guys play a pickup basketball game on Monday nights. You should come and play. I'll introduce you."
Alex still had lingering suspicions about Anton's intentions. The Anton he knew didn't give up easily. He might still have some sort of plan to push 'Lexi' into a dating relationship. But Alex had to admit that the pickup game sounded like a good idea. It was going to be tough to fit in at the frat when the other guys found out how he had gotten in. He couldn't imagine those hyper-masculine guys being very kind to someone who had snuck in through being a talented crossdresser. It might help if some of them already knew him from playing basketball.
Besides, basketball was something Alex was good at. Despite his small stature, he had been able to compete and earn his place on the team in high school. Basketball was one area he was confident that he could show his masculine side and stand proud with other men.
"I'm in," Alex said.
"Perfect! I'll see you Monday then. We play at the rec center at 7. Bye, Lexi!" With that, Anton hung up.
Alex sighed and tossed away the towel that had been covering his crotch. It wasn't a good sign that his erection was hard as a rock just from Anton's voice. Maybe it was a bad idea to be in the same room as Anton if this was the effect his voice alone had on Alex... But how bad could a basketball game be? That was about as non-sexual as you could get.
Alex opened his laptop once again and began masturbating to the anal compilation. He had jerked off enough at this point. It was time to cum.
But once again Alex's eyes drifted over to the recommended videos, this time seeing one titled: "Sissy BBC Anal". This one he really shouldn't click. He had to control these strange impulses that had been popping up lately. Especially so soon after getting turned on by Anton's sexy voice...
Alex jerked his cock faster and faster, looking at the small thumbnail of a black cock stuck deep into another ass, except this time with a tiny cock hanging between the legs of the woman getting fucked. It looked a lot like the plump backside he had seen in the mirror a few minutes ago.
Alex bit his lip.
And clicked the thumbnail.
...
Months ago, in an unused dorm room...
Faria sighed and stretched. Feminizations were interesting, but incredibly time consuming. The sun was already low in the sky, and her work was only halfway done at best.
Alexander Fox looked up at her with a dazed expression of mixed fear and arousal. Faria had to admit that both feelings were appropriate. The two of them had just made a major breakthrough in Alex's path to womanhood. He was still reeling from becoming Lexi for the first time: awakening a new slutty female facet of his personality. Judging by Alex's glassy stare and the way his body slumped wearily against his bonds, they would probably have to take a break soon, just to give his overtaxed mind a chance to process.
But Faria couldn't let him rest yet. Not when he was so vulnerable. She had to take the opportunity to push him just a little further.
"You're jealous," said Faria sensually, drawing out the phrase with a naughty smile on her face.
Alex stared at her, his brows knit in annoyed confusion. Faria let the silence hang, staring down at Alex with an expression of smug certainty.
Finally, Despite himself, Alex couldn't help but take the bait. "What are you talking about?" he snapped.
"It's obvious, honey, even if you're not ready to admit it to yourself," said Faria, placing a hand on Alex's cheek; a gesture that made him squirm away from her touch. "You're jealous of women. You wish you were a girl."
Alex snorted, but a blush instantly colored his cheeks, and he had trouble meeting Faria's eyes. "Like hell I do," he muttered darkly.
"Let's cut the bullshit," said Faria firmly. "We've already discussed how often you think about being female. At least a part of you is attracted to cute boys. And we even found out that being forcibly feminized by your bully is a turn-on for you. But enough hypotheticals and weasel words. You've been wishing you were born a girl for a while now."
Alex stared at her, his overtaxed mind desperately working. Every fiber of his being wanted to deny what Faria was saying, but his mouth wouldn't form the words.
"Alex," said Faria gently, "Yes, I was hired by your bully. And I won't lie and tell you that he's trying to do you a favor. But maybe, unintentionally, Anton is doing you a favor. Maybe a feminine, submissive slut is what you were meant to be all along. Maybe it's what you've always secretly wanted."
Alex shook his head in desperate denial, his face growing redder. No. No, that wasn't true. He would never accept that his smug, hypermasculine bully had been right all along when he questioned Alex's manhood, when he made crude jibes about Alex's sexuality. Bowing and accepting that, becoming his bully's subservient sexual plaything... even thinking about it sent waves of humiliation through Alex... and terrifyingly, waves of arousal as well.
"Alex, imagine a penguin," said Faria abruptly. The sudden swerve in the conversation was so unexpected that it surprised a bark of laughter from Faria's incredulous captive as he looked up at his tormentor with bemusement. Faria frowned. "I'm serious. Just listen. What if every day for its whole life, a penguin was told that his destiny in life was to fly because he had wings? He would spend years trying and failing to fly, feeling worse and worse about his inadequacy. When he was never meant to fly in the first place."
Faria ran a warm hand over the curves of Alex's pale, tightly bound body, finally coming to rest lightly on his cock. "Alex, you've been told your entire life that you have to be a big strong alpha male because you were born with this dangling between your legs. But it's a cruel joke isn't it?" Alex's eyes were wide and empty, soaking up her words. "You could never be as strong as other men. Or as dominant. You were entered into a competition that you were guaranteed to lose. I bet that it always felt... wrong when you were forced to perform masculinity."
Faria's fingers began tracing lightly up and down Alex's cock, which was beginning to swell again with her touch and her soft, sensual voice. "It would be so much easier if you were born with a pussy instead."
Alex's pride flared strongly in response to Faria's poisonous words. He was a man! If he wasn't a man, then all of his struggles would have been worthless. He couldn't accept that possibility. "No!" he said desperately, trying to cut off Faria, "You're just trying to confuse me! I don't..."



*Silence* commanded Faria, making Alex's mouth snap shut, a look of wild panic on his face.
"You are going to listen to me, Alex," she said calmly. "And you are going to think about what I say. Masculinity has been a dead end for you from the beginning. Your body was built to be female. A gender where you finally have a chance to excel and thrive. And should you be ashamed of making that switch?"
A wide, cruel smile bloomed on Faria's face. "I'll be honest. Yes. There's always some humiliation at admitting that you're a failure. You started a ludicrously mismatched competition of masculinity with your bully, and you won't just lose, you'll be converted into his submissive little cocksucking plaything. But just because your complete surrender will be humiliating doesn't mean it's not the right thing to do. You were never meant to fly, little penguin. You need to learn to swim. I'm going to help you give up the impossible dream of being an alpha male, and embrace something a little more realistic for you: being a submissive girly slut."
Alex watched her with fearful eyes, his throat working as he still futilely tried to argue with her, fighting back against her mental control.
"It's true that you were born with this disappointment of a cock instead of a vagina," said Faria lightly, flicking the tip of his cock painfully with a forefinger. "But what is a pussy anyway? A place to make babies? Sure. But that's not a pussy's main purpose these days." Farias's fingers were now tracing ticklish curving trails on his inner thighs.
"A pussy is a tool for sexual pleasure, both your pleasure and your man's. A place to receive your lover's cock. The center of your feminine energy." Faria's finger slid between Alex's ass cheeks. She held her finger flat against his tight virgin asshole, applying gentle pressure. "Who says you don't have a pussy, under that definition? If you weren't born with one, we will have to repurpose another hole."
Alex was almost hyperventilating with the depths of his shame and fury but was unable to break Faria's command to stay silent.
"All men can experience anal pleasure. A man's G-spot is located up his asshole after all," said Faria confidently. "But most men consider anal play so taboo they refuse to even try it. It's a mental block more than anything. And Honey..." she gave Alex a saucy wink, "I am an expert at overcoming mental blocks. We will have your tight little pussy open for business in no time."
Alex didn't exactly look grateful. He seemed livid in fact. Faria thought he needed to relax a little. And she knew just how to help him.
*Programming mode. Silent. Serene. Open. My next words will be your new thoughts.*
Alex's furious expression smoothed out and his body released all of its tension, hanging loosely from the ropes that tied it to the dorm bed.
The first order of business was to make Alex feel progressively more uncomfortable with dressing as a male, while conversely making female clothes and actions feel more and more natural. This was why feminization was such a delicate job: it required subtle changes that got stronger over a long period. It might take months for the feelings she was implanting to become noticeable even to Alex himself.
*Every time I dress and act like a woman, it feels more natural*
"-feels more natural," Alex repeated the words, but his face twisted into an expression of confusion, indicating his resistance to the command. Just as Faria expected, this idea might take a while to sink in.
*Every time I dress and act like a woman, it feels more and more uncomfortable to dress and act like a man.*
This response came even slower, with gritted teeth. "-act like a man."
Faria felt like Alex was worn out enough that she could wring one more concession from him. Just a little further, then the budding slut could take a little break.
*My asshole is a powerful erogenous zone. I feel just as much pleasure from my ass as from my penis.*
Alex's face twisted as his subconscious mind tried hard to reject this foreign way of thinking. Faria waited patiently as the cogs turned behind his vacant eyes. Finally, Alex spat out the words, and Faria breathed a sigh of relief. Another important step taken on the path to womanhood.
Faria decided to go for broke. Might as well shoot for the moon.
*My ass is a pussy.* she said experimentally.
This time Alex's eyes moved slightly, almost as if he was coming up out of the trance. His body shifted weakly, slipping out of the total relaxation Faria had induced.
*Sleep, Alex.* said Faria, pushing down her disappointment. That had been a bit of a longshot anyway. Alex calmed again, this time closing his eyes and breathing deeply and steadily.
"I almost thought I had him on that one,' said Faria ruefully.
She turned to the other end of the bed. "But don't worry, he'll still say it before I'm done. He just needs a little more work."
"Well, what do you think?" continued Faria with an excited smile, speaking to her second target for the day. "Pretty impressive how much he's changed in just a few hours, right?"
Claire Estrada glared at Faria with impotent hatred, her mouth forced to stay closed by hypnosis. She had been bound to the opposite end of the bed frame from her boyfriend in a similar position, her smooth brown legs opened wide and tied down, her tight little pussy displayed to the world.
"But where are my manners?" said Faria with mock politeness, "I've kept you waiting and watching for so long. Now that your man is getting some beauty sleep, us ladies have the perfect chance to talk. Let's discuss how you can help your boyfriend become a better woman."
...
Something was wrong with Alex's basketball clothes. He couldn't quite put his finger on it. He had worn these clothes for years, so he should feel used to them, but something felt off. The shirt felt scratchy, dragging across his nipples in a way that constantly distracted him as he walked to the rec center. It felt strange for his chest to be loose in the shirt: he had grown too used to the confining feeling of wearing a bra. His boxers felt too loose and flowy as well, and Alex couldn't help but feel like he wasn't getting the support he wanted from them.
He was probably just nervous about the game. Anton's idea was solid: getting to know some of the frat boys now would definitely pay off later. But it was always a little stressful for Alex when he had to meet new people. Especially with this weird, nagging feeling of being underdressed somehow.
Alex spotted the group immediately as he entered the gym. Nine guys milled around the court, laughing and passing the ball to each other. As Alex watched, two of the guys got into a joking fight, shoving each other and trying to get each other into a headlock.
They were just typical douchey frat guys, but as Alex hesitantly approached, it felt like their energy hit him like a wave. Raw pure masculinity. Tall, muscular men, trying to assert dominance over each other. He felt like he could almost smell their testosterone from here. Lexi rose swiftly without warning from where Alex had stuffed her deep inside, responding to the powerful male pheromones like a shark to blood.
Lexi's eyes roamed over the sweaty, powerful bodies of the frat boys. These were the kind of arrogant, dominant men who had big cocks to go with their bad personalities. A group of guys just like her daddy, Anton. The kind of men who would pull your hair and cum in your face and call you a dirty slut. Or at least, that's what Lexi hoped they would do...
Alex took a deep breath and counted to five, regaining control with great effort. What had come over him? Lexi was starting to feel less and less like a disguise, and more and more like a separate person. But even Lexi had never been that slutty before. The powerful wave of desire that had crashed over him when Lexi rose to the surface just now had scared him. Maybe this game wasn't such a good idea after all...
But it was too late, Anton had seen him from across the gym and came jogging over, waving and flashing that same damn cocky smile. Lexi surged forward again, responding with deep submissive lust just at the sight of her Daddy, flashing Anton a goofy, happy smile back.
"Lexi!" said Anton as he reached her, pulling her into his big muscular body for a hug. He was slightly damp and smelled like clean sweat.
"Hi, Daddy! Did you miss me?" asked Lexi happily, nuzzling her daddy's strong chest like a cat.
Anton held her at arm's length and grinned down at her. "I'm just joking, Alex," he said in a low, mocking tone.
Shit. Alex struggled to force Lexi down again. He had just fucking called Anton Daddy in public, while he was dressed like a man. Shit, not just dressed like a man. Alex was a man. "M-me too," he said, looking around Anton to see with relief that the other men didn't seem to be paying him much attention. "I was just joking around too, Anton." Something was wrong. Just the sight of Anton had been enough for Alex to completely lose his head. He hadn't fully anticipated how seeing Anton in person would affect him.
"You're a funny guy, Alex," said Anton with a knowing smile. "Now, let's introduce you to the boys." He laid a thick powerful arm over Alex's shoulder and turned to face the rest of the players.
"Um, wait A-anton, I don't know if..."
Anton ignored his feeble protest.
"Hey guys, I'd like you to meet Alex, a buddy of mine from high school." The rest of the guys turned, their laughter and conversations stopping as their judging eyes fell on the new arrival. Alex could feel the weight of their stares, judging him, categorizing him. He had always hated being around "manly" guys like this. They reminded him of his father. He knew that he didn't measure up to their idea of what a man was. He could see it in their eyes. The game of trying to pretend he was more masculine than he was felt exhausting sometimes.
"You brought a chick to our pickup game?" blurted out a voice from the back. At first, Alex thought it was a joke, but none of the other guys laughed, just stared at him with amused disgust. Alex's mind reeled. Apparently, he looked female now even wearing masculine clothes. Even when he wasn't Lexi. The idea disturbed, and for some reason, intrigued him. Alex recognized the tall, smug fraternity president that he met on the night of his Birchwood initiation just an instant before he was recognized in return.
"Holy shit!" said the president with a look of shocked recognition that faded into a cruel smirk, "It's that fat assed freshman who failed the very first challenge! Nah, don't be fooled guys, he might look like a curvy bitch, but he does have a dick. It's tiny, but it's there."
Alex felt a subtle shift in the eyes of the assembled men. Before they had been dismissive of what they thought was a female intruder on their masculine activity. Now their assessment of Alex changed. He didn't like the broad grins that spread across the men's faces. He had seen that same look too often in high school. Usually on Anton's face.
"Well, we never actually met," said the frat president, swaggering up and holding out a hand, "I'm Mark."
Alex took the offered handshake, only to have his hand crushed in the powerful grip of the larger man. Mark loomed over him, more than a head taller. Alex felt a swooping sense of inferiority. Mark was taller and stronger than him, and had already demonstrated his dominance over Alex multiple times. First when he forced Alex to strip and mocked his nude body during the frat initiation. Then again when Mark had dismissively failed Alex out of the fraternity application process.
Alex couldn't help but feel small, weak, and powerless next to the frat president as Mark crushed his hand in an aggressive handshake. "Anton tells me you were on his team in high school. So we're all eager to see your skills on the court." Releasing Alex's hand, he motioned for one of his lackeys to pass him a ball, then shoved it into Alex's gut, knocking the wind out of him. The cruel physical act sent a wave of nasty chuckles running through the small crowd.
"You're on my team Alex," said Mark as he turned away. "And I think we'll volunteer to be skins this time."
Without hesitation, Mark and the other three guys on their team began pulling their shirts over their heads, revealing tanned, muscular physiques. Alex felt a dangerous and unwelcome stirring of lust as he stared at his teammates' glistening torsos. Yet another area where he simply couldn't measure up. Again he felt the strong sense that he didn't belong here. His eyes found Anton, who had been watching his interaction with the asshole frat president with a look of mild curiosity.
"Uh... Could we maybe be shirts tonight?"" asked Alex awkwardly. He stubbornly insisted to himself that the fatty bulges on his chest weren't tits, but he had his doubts that the cruel frat boys surrounding him would see them the same way.
"Why?" asked Mark with a leering grin. "What have you got to hide?"
Alex tried to think of an excuse, but the longer he stood there tongue tied, the stupider he looked. There was no excuse he could think of that would convince the bully in front of him to give up and put his shirt back on.
Alex had no choice.
He was uncomfortably aware of the stares of the other guys as he hesitantly pulled his t-shirt over his head. When Alex felt the cool air of the gym and the eyes of the frat boy bullies hit his nipples, they began to stiffen involuntarily, standing straight up from what Alex still insisted were just man boobs but had realistically simply become tits at this point.
The small crowd said nothing, but Alex could feel their eyes crawling all over his feminine body. They vibrated with poorly suppressed amusement. Mark turned and whispered something into the ear of one of his shirtless teammates. The other man nodded, a grin spreading across his face. "Take it from the halfcourt, Alex," said Mark encouragingly. "Let's play."
Alex took the ball and dribbled it a few times. It felt wrong. Awkward. With every bounce, his chest jiggled in sympathy, drawing more stares and chuckles from the other men. He tried to tell himself that everything was fine. Guys went shirtless in public all the time. He was a guy. There was no reason he should feel so naked and exposed, no reason why his nipples, which had been growing larger and more sensitive over the past few months, should be this stiff.
Anton came forward to guard him, moving with smooth confidence.
Alex and Anton faced each other, unspoken tension crackling between them.
"Thanks for having my back just now," muttered Alex. He hadn't played basketball in a while, and his dribbling had become sloppy. It was like his muscles no longer responded like they used to. "When Mark was totally humiliating me." Alex tried to drive past Anton to the left, but the larger man shifted slightly, easily cutting him off.
Anton raised an eyebrow. "Did you need help? I don't typically come to the rescue of my guy friends when other people give them a hard time. My girlfriends, however... I don't let anyone give them shit."
"Shut up," whispered Alex, feeling a blush color his face. He tried to feint, then drive the other way, but Anton easily stopped him again. "I'm here as a man tonight, Anton. I mean I am a man. Fuck!" He looked to see if anyone was open for a pass, but they were all just standing and watching, not even trying to get open. They were clearly waiting to see Alex humiliated by Anton, the best player on the court.
Anton darted forward, and Alex was forced to turn, using his body to protect the ball. He could feel Anton's massive, muscular bulk behind him, pressing up against his back, his strong arms reaching around Alex's body to try to steal the ball. "But do you belong here, Lexi? As a man?" came Anton's deep, amused voice near his ear. "You came here to prove how masculine you are, how much you belong in the frat. And what have you done so far?" Anton's powerful body was bumping and pressing against Alex as he swiped for the ball, emphasizing their massive physical differences. If there was a ref, a call would have been made long ago, but the other frat guys just watched Alex's physical domination with leering eyes.
"You called me Daddy. You were immediately mistaken for a girl. You got pushed around by a big strong man. You turned on all the guys with your pretty little tits," the combination of physical contact and Anton's humiliating words were having an effect on Alex. Horrifyingly, he could feel his cock getting stiff in his shorts, and his breath was starting to get hot and ragged. "It's not my fault!" Alex whined desperately, "You're just trying to confuse me!"
"All you had to do was pretend to be a real man for one afternoon, Lexi," said Anton. Anton pressed his bulk against Alex's butt for just an instant. Alex could feel that he wasn't the only one being turned on by this conversation. "And you failed miserably."
Alex felt a sudden surge of defiance at Anton's dismissive attitude. Anton and all the rest of the guys had dismissed him immediately. Assumed that he wasn't a real man based on his appearance alone. Even now, in the game, Anton was toying with him while the other men watched in amusement. But Alex wasn't the weak little girl that they all dismissed him as. He had played four hard years of high school basketball, and, although he had never reached Anton's level, he had earned his spot on the varsity team despite being bullied. It might be hard for Alex to assert himself socially right now, but if these guys thought he would be easy to bully on the court, Alex would surprise them.
With a burst of energy, Alex pushed back against Anton, then whirled to the side, ignoring his bouncing tits for a moment as he drove swiftly to the free-throw line, raising his hands smoothly for a jump shot.
He made the practiced motion like he had done thousands of times before. Alex had always been proud of his jump shot. He would show these cocky assholes that he belonged on this court, and win some of the respect they had conspicuously denied him. The ball sailed through the air, watched closely by all of the players.
It fell well short of the hoop, dropping through empty air for a pathetic airball.
Alex just stood there, stunned, his arms raised after the shot. It had felt exactly right. His muscle memory told him that the ball should have swished through the hoop. How had he miscalculated so badly? Had he gotten weaker since he last played basketball?
Mark snagged the ball and easily hooked it in from under the hoop. "Why don't you just stick to passing it to guys who are a little more skilled, ok princess?" He said with a smirk, patting Alex on the bare skin of his shoulder as they set up defense. Alex was sickened to feel a twinge of humiliated lust at the condescending tone and physical contact from the horrible bully. He had to get his head in the game and focus on playing well enough to impress the frat boys.
But the rest of the game just got worse and worse. It quickly became clear to everyone that Alex was awful. Even the fundamentals of dribbling and shooting had become difficult for him. Alex knew that the problem was that he had become horribly rusty and his muscles were responding oddly, but to the men who didn't know him, it just looked like he sucked.
It didn't help that Alex's teammates insisted that he guard Anton on defense and Anton covered him on offense. Anton vastly outclassed even the skilled players, and he absolutely dominated Alex in every matchup.
Even worse was the effect that the frequent physical contact with Anton's muscular, sweaty body had on Alex. Almost every play involved Anton physically pushing or rubbing or looming over Alex in a way that brought his previous sexual submission to mind every time. By the end of the game, Alex was a blushing, sweaty mess, his breaths heaving as his erect nipples throbbed with desire. He had given up trying to hide his erection part of the way through the game: it was clear that his teammates had already seen it, and trying to hide it had made him even more pathetically useless at the game.



It was one of the most humiliating experiences of his life, and, considering what had been happening in his life lately, that was saying something. If his mission was to make a favorable impression on the Brothers of the Birchwood Society, the day had been worse than a failure. They would definitely remember him, but Alex didn't think they would welcome him as a new brother.
All he wanted to do was retreat back home with his tail between his legs and have Claire tell him everything would be alright. Claire was a genius, maybe she could come up with a plan for how to turn this humiliating defeat to his advantage.
But when Alex turned to look for his shirt, it was nowhere to be found. Shit. Today had proven without a doubt that Alex could no longer go topless in public. Not until he could find an exercise that would shrink his weirdly fatty chest. Alex milled in a confused circle, trying to see where he had misplaced his shirt.
Finally, he saw it, draped over Mark's shoulder as he and the other guys entered the locker room on the far side of the gym. A thrill of apprehension filled Alex. He obviously hadn't planned to use the locker rooms after his humiliation on the court. Locker rooms had negative, erotically charged associations for him that made him keen to avoid them. He was worried about what bullying the frat boys might try in the relative privacy of the closed room.
But he needed that shirt.
Alex took a deep breath and squared his shoulders. He could do this. He just needed to march in there and demand his shirt back. Mark had walked all over him before the game, but that was just because Alex had been nervous. Now that he was focused, there was no way Mark would be able to push him around.
Alex could be assertive and manly when he wanted.
He walked toward the locker room with a determined step, his petite breasts swinging, their nipples still stiff despite Alex's outward determination. He pushed open the swinging door and entered the warm, damp air of the locker room.
He regretted his decision almost immediately. A group of five men, his teammates from the game, were waiting for him, leaning against lockers and sitting on benches. Their eyes locked onto him as he entered with predatory glee.
Alex, still pushed onward by his foolish determination, moved towards the fraternity president, who had a t-shirt draped over each naked shoulder, his own and Alex's. Another frat brother moved in smoothly behind Alex as he foolishly approached, closing off his path to the exit.
"Mark," said Alex, trying to keep his voice firm as the eyes of five large shirtless men focused on him with cruel intensity, "I need my..."
"Help me settle a bet," said Mark sharply, cutting off Alex mid-sentence. His mouth pulled up into a lazy smirk as he gave his other friends knowing glances. "The other guys just don't believe that you have a cock. I told them all they had to do was look at the fucking tent you've been pitching all game long from checking out the other guys, but they still think that it has to be some sort of trick." Alex's heart pounded in his ears. Somewhere deeper in the locker room, he could hear the hiss of the showers. He felt the warm steam wafting through the room.
"Mark, I don't want any trouble, just give me my shirt," said Alex, a note of desperation creeping into his voice. Two of the men who had been leaning against lockers at a distance moved closer, making Alex feel trapped.
"What have you got to hide?" said Mark, leaning forward with a hungry gleam in his eyes. "You want us to stop making fun of you for being so girly right? What quicker way to do that than proving you've got a great big dick swinging between your legs?"
Alex had come here to stand up for himself. But the aggressive, pushy attitude of Mark was making it hard to think. He needed to push back, to show that he couldn't be ordered around. Besides, based on the intense atmosphere of gleeful harassment, it would be completely insane to get naked in front of these five guys. A real man would fight if necessary to prevent bullies from stripping him by force, they would never give in to this sort of demand.
"M-mark," said Alex, squaring his shoulders and balling his fists, "I want you to give me back..."
Mark rose swiftly, rising above Alex with his impressive height and muscular frame and looking down into his eyes. "We want to see your cock, little boy. Show us." His voice wasn't loud, but it was cold and hard and didn't allow for any resistance.
All of Alex's careful control crumbled in an instant. Mark's dominant voice reached into his brain and flipped a switch. Alex might desperately want to stand up to these bullies, but Lexi was another story. Lexi was a submissive little slut with no ability to say no to boys. She might hate Mark as much as Alex did, but in the end, Mark was a handsome man ordering her around, and Lexi couldn't resist.
"Now," said Mark, his cold blue gaze boring into Lexi's fearful, intimidated eyes.
Making a distinctly unmanly whimper, Lexi gripped the waistband of her athletic shorts with trembling hands. Mark looked smugly triumphant at Lexi's pathetic submission. The faces of the other frat boys were painted with excited disbelief as Lexi slowly dropped her shorts to the floor, revealing her pale feminine cock, its tip slimy with precum from the turn-ons of the game.
The boys crowded closer, giving loud guffaws of amusement at the pitiful size and shameful stiffness of Lexi's throbbing dick. Mark sneered, clearly enjoying his victory. "You know what Alex?" said the frat president mockingly. "Now that I am seeing it in good lighting, I don't think you've got a cock after all. It looks like it might just be an enlarged clit. Are you sure it's a dick?"
Lexi's pitiful girlcock twitched involuntarily under the pitiless gazes of the hypermasculine bullies surrounding her, leaking another clear, viscous squirt of the precum that proved her shameful arousal. "Y-yes, Mark," she stuttered meekly. Her voice had automatically grown higher and softer, something that Mark noticed immediately, his eyes shining with interest at the unexpected change. "I have a d-dick."
Mark shook his head. "No, Alex, you don't. And if you really believe that what you have between your legs qualifies as a dick, I think you need a little lesson about what a real man's cock looks like." Mark hooked his thumbs into his own shorts. "In fact, why don't you get down on your knees? I want you to get a close look."
Lexi gulped. She loathed Mark just as much as Alex, but she was powerless to resist his dominant commands. Lexi knew what would happen next. She would get on her knees with Mark's huge sweaty cock inches from her face. Mark would command her to touch it, then suck it. The other boys would initially act shocked and disgusted, but it wouldn't take them long to join in. Lexi would end the night drenched in the cum of men who despised her. And she would love and hate every minute of it.
But that wouldn't be the end of it. She hadn't introduced herself as Lexi tonight. She hadn't been dressed in girl's clothing. She had used her legal name with no disguise. It wouldn't take long for the rumors to spread around campus. Lexi had just walked into an inescapable trap. One that was about to end Alexander Fox's life.
Lexi hadn't just failed to win the respect of the frat tonight, she had failed to defend her masculinity and dignity. Even now, before it happened, Lexi could see no escape. She simply didn't have it in her to resist Mark's commands, even if they ruined her life. When had she gotten this submissive?
Just as Lexi began to sink to her knees, blushing furiously, a cold voice echoed out from deeper in the locker room.
"Oh! So we're having a dick-measuring contest? I want to play." The knot of men surrounding Lexi looked up in disgruntled surprise as Anton Williams strode forward, dripping wet from the shower and completely naked. He carried himself with an easy confidence, completely unashamed of his public nudity. But then again, what did he have to be ashamed of? Anton Williams had the body of a Greek god. His long soft cock swung between his muscular legs as he strolled forward toward the crowd of suddenly nervous frat boys. Lexi paused from her half-crouch and straightened up, a strange hope blooming in her heart.
Mark's four lackeys pulled back, sensing something dangerous in Anton's calm statement, hiding themselves without thinking behind their leader. Mark wore an expression of childish frustration.
"So what are the rules? Loser has to kneel down in front of the winner and get a close look at the maniler dick? Sounds like fun," said Anton lightly, a cheerful smile on his face. "Don't let me interrupt you. Whip out that dick, Mark. Let's compare."
"That's 'president' to you, Brother Williams," said Mark testily, "And I don't think you understand the..."
Anton lunged forward in an instant, moving Lexi behind him with a gentle hand as he brought himself nose-to-nose with the president of his frat. "No, Mark. I don't think YOU understand. We're not in the frat house right now, so I don't have to listen to shit you say." His voice was pure controlled confidence. Lexi felt herself swooning. How could she have thought that Mark was dominant? He was nothing compared to her Daddy. "What I DO understand is this: I invited someone to our game, and you've disrespected them all night," continued Anton calmly. "When someone disrespects a guest of mine, they disrespect me. So, is that what's going on, Mark? Are you trying to disrespect me?"
Mark took an involuntary step back. He looked around at his friends, trying to gauge if he could count on their backup if things got physical. He clearly wasn't encouraged by the intimidation and confusion he saw in their eyes. A look of impotent rage crumpled Mark's face as he realized he was beaten. After a moment of tense silence, Mark pushed roughly past Anton towards the exit, his buddies trailing fearfully behind. "You just made a huge mistake, Williams," he muttered darkly.
"Save your threats for someone who takes you seriously, Marky-Mark," said Anton dismissively. "But as long as we are bringing up threats... If I hear any new rumors at all about my friend here, you'll start hearing rumors about how the Birchwood president has been propositioning dudes in the rec center locker rooms. Understand?"
Mark's only response was to go white with combined fear and rage, then turn and storm out the door with his friends, leaving it swinging behind him.
Anton stared after them for a moment, then turned to Lexi, a strange, unreadable expression on his face.
"Th-thank you, Anton," said Lexi breathlessly. Her eyes were unable to stop taking in every detail of his naked body, muscular and dark and still glistening with beaded water.
Anton stalked toward her, his eyes likewise focused on her naked body, his face serious. Lexi could feel her inner masculinity protesting, fearful of Anton's intentions. But Lexi wasn't scared at all. She had nothing to fear from her Daddy. Her hero.
Anton moved swiftly to her, and then his hot, wet arms were around her body, his lips were on hers. Lexi melted into the kiss, pressing her soft, willing body into Anton's hard angles, letting his strong arms support her as her knees grew weak. She felt her Daddy's cock wake up as it pressed against her belly, shifting and growing as their tongues writhed together.
A distant part of her mind, the part that still insisted that it was male, tried desperately to reestablish control. But Lexi wouldn't allow it. What had trying to be a big tough man gotten her tonight? Ridicule and danger. It was time to give her female side free rein. Anton had been her knight in shining armor, and she wanted to reward her Daddy handsomely.
Anton pulled away from the kiss, and Lexi stared up at him with adoring eyes and a dreamy smile. "You saved me, Daddy," she said in a wondering voice.
"Of course I did, Babygirl," said Anton with a confident smirk. "I told you, I don't let my girlfriends take shit from anyone."
Anton was saying that he knew that it was Lexi getting bullied by the frat boys, not Alex. That meant he could tell. Even from across the room, even without makeup or wigs or clothes, somehow Anton knew whether they were Lexi or Alex. The idea made Lexi a little nervous. How could Anton see right through her so easily? But it also made her overjoyed. Her Daddy knew her better than anyone else in the world!
Suddenly, Anton bent and scooped Lexi up off the ground, making her gasp and throw her arms around Anton's neck for support. Her cock twinged and leaked at the physical intimacy and helpless feeling of being effortlessly carried by her hulking former bully. "Daddy!" she squealed, "what are you...?"
"You're all sweaty, babe," said Anton. "And I wasn't done with my shower. You're coming to join me, and we're going to catch up. It's been a while since I've seen you, Lexi." The last part carried a note of displeasure that made Lexi wince. Daddy had saved her but he wasn't completely pleased with his baby girl.
Anton reached the showers and carried Lexi beneath the warm spray, setting her down carefully as the hot water instantly dissolved away the rest of her leftover tension and fear from the confrontation with the bullies.
Anton cupped Lexi's face in his hand and gave her an affectionate look.
"Turn around," he said.
Lexi thought for a moment that she hadn't heard him correctly. "Um, what do you..."
"Turn around, Lexi." This time his voice was firmer, his eyes harder. Not wanting to make her Daddy angry, Lexi obeyed, turning away from Anton to face the wall.
Immediately, a large hand rested on Lexi's shoulder, pushing her down. Bending her over. "Hands on the wall," commanded Anton, and without thinking, Lexi obeyed, pressing her palms flat against the moist tiles. Anton's huge hands slipped between her thick thighs, parting them with gentle but insistent pressure until Lexi was standing bent at the waist, little tits hanging from her chest. Her thighs were spread wide, her bubble butt was thrust upward into the air, and her tiny, girlish cock dripped warm water and excited juices to the shower floor.
Lexi always felt vulnerable, exposed, and a little dirty in the presence of her Daddy, but this submissive pose made it a thousand times more intense. Her mind flashed to all that porn she had been unable to stop watching recently. This was the perfect position for Anton to fuck her pussy. Is that what his intention was? The thought made her dick throb but also made her mind spin in anxiety. She had never had anything in her pussy except one of her slim, curious fingers. She didn't think her Daddy's massive cock would even fit.
Anton's huge hand rested gently on Lexi's exposed ass. "Long time, no see, babe," he said in a neutral voice. "A very very long time for a man to not hear from or see his girlfriend."
"I... I'm sorry, Anton, I..." said Lexi, her perception focused completely on the large hand palming her ass cheek.
*Crack*
Lexi yelped in shock and flinched as Anton's hand spanked her ass, sending up a spray of warm water. He hadn't put much force behind it, but it was so unexpected that the pain and humiliation took Lexi's breath away.
"Daddy. When you speak to me, you call me Daddy, babygirl," said Anton in a deep commanding voice. Lexi looked back over her shoulder to look at Anton as he laid his hand back on her ass. His massive cock was beginning to rise, aroused from having his girlfriend in this submissive position: at his mercy.
Alex had always been raised to push back against arrogant men who thought you were beneath them. Lexi could almost hear the voice of her father, telling her that he couldn't let her high school bully treat her like this: that she had to stand up for herself and be a real man.
"Yes, Daddy," said Lexi meekly, biting her lower lip and giving her boyfriend a wide-eyed submissive stare.
"Good girl," said Anton with a smirk. "When we were last together, you promised me that you would be my woman, Lexi." Anton's voice was accusing, and his hand continued to rub in small circles over the soft, smooth skin of Lexi's ass. Lexi could feel her cock, throbbing in time with her rapidly beating heart.
"Yes, Daddy," said Lexi, anticipating the next spank with arousal and fear. "I know I promised, but I was just a little afraid and..."
*Crack*
This time Lexi was anticipating the spank, so instead of a girlish yelp, she just let out a pathetic little whimper, her legs shaking slightly from the intensity of the submissive lust that her Daddy's spanking inspired.
"So you tried to avoid me," said Anton scornfully. "Tried to convince yourself and others that you're a big manly man. Do you know why I invited you here tonight?"
"N-no Daddy," squeaked Lexi, pushing her fat ass higher, straining it up against Anton's strong hand. The spank had hurt, but had also, on a deeper level, felt good. Something about the forced submission to her Daddy was driving Lexi wild. She wanted to feel more...
"To show Alex how pathetic his attempts to be masculine are," said Anton, his voice dripping with cruel amusement. "I wanted him to really feel what it was like to hang out with real men. To make that comparison and discover how 'Lexi' fits him so much better."
Anton's hand squeezed a cheek of Lexi's round butt with an enormous hand, making Lexi inhale sharply at the intimate, degrading feeling of ownership. "And Alex failed worse than I thought possible. The other boys sniffed you out as a submissive cocksucking slut instantly, Lexi. If you weren't my bitch already, Mark would have his cock buried in your tight throat right now."
"S-sorry Daddy," said Lexi weakly. "I'm sorry I forgot that I'm a submissive slut."
*Crack*
This spank was harder, and Lexi had to close her eyes against the pleasant pain. "Not just any submissive slut, Lexi," said Anton roughly. "My submissive slut. Only mine. It's clear that you can't take care of yourself. You need a strong Daddy to protect you. I own you, Lexi. I own this hot little body. And I think I need to teach you that lesson again."
A huge rough finger traced between Lexi's cheeks, touching briefly against her asshole. Lexi felt a crackling jolt of electric lust flash up her spine from the brief contact, and a little moan puffed out from between her lips. "W-wait Daddy," she said desperately, reeling from the overwhelming sensation. Lexi had no idea that anything could make her feel the way Anton's finger just had, and he had barely touched her! She trembled at the thought of what more contact could do.
"You've been avoiding me. Resisting me. Feeding me some bullshit story about how you're actually a man," said Anton, his voice heated. Lexi looked back over her shoulder to see her boyfriend's eyes blazing with emotion, his cock stiff and massive, sticking up from his torso like a pillar of obsidian. "Are you my woman, Lexi? Or Not?"
Lexi's breath was hot and wild in her throat. Anton was giving her one last chance. She could walk away. Put her clothes back on and go home to snuggle into bed with Claire. She could become Alex and put this confusing, humiliating night behind her. Maybe even put Anton behind her completely. Lexi's eyes locked on to Anton's massive ebony cock, throbbing with desire for her.
"Yes, Daddy," she said, her voice eager and decisive. "I am your woman."
"Then tell me. Who owns this pussy, baby girl?" asked Anton, staring at her with deep, warm brown eyes.
Pussy. The word fell so easily from Anton's smiling lips. Her pussy. The word conjured only positive feelings for Lexi. A feminine, alluring hole made for taking cock. There was only one person who had a claim to her virgin pussy. "Y-you do, Daddy," said Lexi, adjusting her stance slightly, spreading her legs just a bit wider, welcoming her Daddy's finger.



This time Anton's thick finger didn't just brush against her asshole, but pressed firmly against it, pushing and rubbing in tight circles. Lexi gasped at the sudden powerful stimulation. Her small girlish balls immediately tightened up to the base of her stiff cock as her nerves sang with intense pleasure. Lexi had never felt like this before. She had been experimenting with fingering her pussy during masturbation for a few weeks now, but being pleasured by her daddy was for some reason a completely different experience.
Lexi had felt submissive and dominated completely when she had given Anton a blowjob several weeks ago. Kneeling beneath her former bully and humbly pleasuring him with her mouth had imprinted her inferiority deep into her soul. But this was even more intense. Now she wasn't just pleasuring his body, she was allowing him access to her most private areas, for him to explore as he saw fit.
"Mark and his stooges are worthless trash," said Anton confidently, pushing his finger with increasing pressure against the entrance to Lexi's pussy. "But they were right about one thing. No girlfriend of mine has a cock. She does have a cute little clit though."
Lexi breathed heavily, hanging her head, trying to ride the wave of wild desire that Anton's manly finger was causing in her.
"I think your clit needs a little attention, baby girl," said Anton with a chuckle. "Why don't you rub yourself a little while I finger your pussy? You wouldn't be the first girl who rubbed one out while I fingered her."
Lexi didn't need a second invitation. She released her right hand from the wall and brought it down between her legs, beginning to pump her little clit wildly, slick with warm water and precum in her tight fist. With a sudden yielding of resistance, Anton's finger sunk into her pussy up to the first knuckle, making Lexi cry out with the powerful submissive pleasure that coursed between her pussy, her clit, and her overheated brain.
Lexi's legs trembled as Anton began slowly moving his finger in and out of her tight asshole. "Oh my God, Babygirl!" he said approvingly. "You are so fucking tight!" Lexi felt the finger withdraw, and then, suddenly, she felt the monstrous length of Anton's throbbing cock laid against her cleft.
Lexi let out a deep moan of frightened lust, feeling intimidation and panic in her heart even as she instinctively arched her back and thrust her butt up against her Daddy's massive cock, longing for and fearing penetration at the same time. Her hand continued to move frantically, rubbing her clit to the dirty thoughts racing through her mind.
"Too tight, Lexi," said Anton frustratedly. He grabbed Lexi's round hips and thrust against her, rubbing his cock between her soft cheeks. "I love your enthusiasm, but we need to be realistic. If I fucked you like this I would break your poor little pussy."
Anton suddenly gripped her hips tight, dragging his cock down her crack one last time and positioning himself so that his massive, hot cockhead pressed firmly against her pussy. "So you are going to have to train, Lexi. Work hard so that your Daddy can fuck you deep, and drain his balls into your perfect pussy. That's an order, Babygirl."
"Y-yes, Daddy!" gasped Lexi, "I'll do it. I will work so hard. I want your cock inside me so badly!" The sensations assaulting Lexi were suddenly overwhelming. Her tight fist around her slippery clit, her body bent and spread beneath her powerful Daddy. His cock pressed against her sensitive pussy.
Lexi came into her hand, the gooey girlcum squirting and dripping between her slim fingers as sweet feminine moans poured from her open throat. Smiling widely at his girlfriend's slutty display, Anton withdrew his cock and pumped himself rapidly, squirting a much larger load onto Lexi's ass as she basked in the glow of her submissive orgasm, happy once again to be reunited in sexual harmony with her Daddy.
...
Alex arrived at the door of his apartment shivering and weak, a dazed look in his eyes. As Claire let him in, he collapsed into her arms, holding on for dear life.
It took him a minute to collect himself. Claire simply ran her fingers through his hair, waiting for him to speak.
Finally, he looked up at her, his lip trembling as he said:
"I... I think we might have a problem, baby."
...
Months ago, in an unused dorm room...
"Oh. Silly me, I almost forgot," said Faria with a silvery laugh. "You can speak now, dear."
"Why?"
The word burst out of Claire's mouth as soon as Faria released her voice. Claire's pained eyes were fixed intently on the face of her sleeping boyfriend "Why can't he see me? Why doesn't he know I'm here?"
Faria raised an eyebrow. "I have complete control over his mind and senses, honey. If I tell him not to see or hear something, it's invisible to him. If I told him there was a pink elephant in this room he would see it."
"Wake up, baby," Claire called desperately to her boyfriend across the bed from her. Alex gave no response, his head lolling forward, resting just like his puppet master had commanded him.
Faira sighed. "Enough now. I just told you he can't hear you. We need to discuss your role in all this," she explained gently.
"My role?" snarled Claire, swiveling her head to fix her fierce brown eyes on Faria. "I'm not going to have any sort of role in the sick game you and Anton Williams are trying to play. I knew Anton was a cowardly bully, but I never imagined he wanted to fuck my boyfriend."
"You're wrong on two counts, sweetie," said Faria with a crooked smile, shifting down the bed to get closer to her second target. "First of all, Anton doesn't currently want to fuck your boyfriend. His intentions are actually much more sinister than that. He wants to strip away your boyfriend's masculine facade and leave him exposed and humiliated. Anton wants to ruin Alex's life, and feminization is just a means to that end. Second of all, you absolutely have a role to play. Anton suggested it himself. Not only are you going to be Anton's accomplice, helping to turn your boyfriend into the prettiest, kinkiest little girl he can be, you're also going to be Anton's submissive little fuckpet, servicing his huge fucking dick whenever you can sneak away from your boyfriend."
Claire had gone pale, her eyes wide in disbelief. "You're insane. This will never work. You can try to confuse him as much as you want, but Alex is a man. He'll fight back. He can beat this."
Faria placed a sympathetic hand on Calire's naked thigh. "Oh, honey. You've been here the whole time listening. Let's be honest. Alex won't beat my hypnosis. He doesn't even want to beat it. Alex has been a woman on the inside all along, his upbringing just wouldn't let him admit it."
Claire wordlessly shook her head, but Faria could see the defeat in her eyes. Faria's truth was undeniable.
"By the end of the day, Alex will be on the road to womanhood, and you will be having intrusive thoughts about how good a black cock would taste," said Faria, patting Claire's thigh.
"So that's it?" said Claire miserably. "Me and Alex are over? Alex's life is ruined, and I have to be a bully's sex toy until he gets bored of me?" Tears were forming in her eyes, but her tone was sharp. Faria could feel Claire's strong willpower and defiance radiating from her flashing brown eyes.
Faria hesitated.
After a pregnant pause, she spoke, choosing her words carefully. "It's very important to me to be professional," she said, staring meaningfully into Claire's eyes. "And part of that is never going against the wishes of my client, whether they were stated explicitly or implied."
Claire's eyes narrowed. She recognized that Faria was trying to communicate something, but it was unclear exactly what it was. "Go on..." she said, cautiously.
"Anton explicitly told me to give you two hypnotic commands. First, to make you his willing and eager accomplice in feminizing your boyfriend, and second, to make you lust after Anton personally. Those two things are non-negotiable," said Faria, maintaining her intense eye contact. "But he left all of the other details to me. And in those vague instructions, there are a multitude of possibilities."
Claire looked frustrated. She was clearly trying to piece together Faria's cryptic hints. "I don't understand," she finally admitted with a look of frustrated defeat.
"All I will say for now is this," said Faria mysteriously, "As of today, Anton wants to ruin Alex's life and make you into a pathetic slut. But if he started to want something else... if someone were able to influence him into changing his plans... that would be none of my business."
Claire's eyes darted over Faria's face, scowling with concentration.
"Just sit back and watch for now, Claire," said Faria patronizingly. "Think hard about what I just said. I think your boyfriend has rested enough. It's time I heard about this famous bullying incident he refuses to discuss."
...
It wasn't easy to talk about the humiliating night at the rec center, but Claire lent a sympathetic, understanding ear. Alex always felt better after talking things over with his girlfriend, no matter how painful the subject. She was his guiding light. Claire always knew exactly what to do, even in the darkest circumstances, and Alex knew that she would always support him and help him out of any problem he got himself into.
But even with his bottomless love and trust for her, it was hard to look her in the eyes as he described how he had stood, hot water cascading down his naked body, bent at the waist beneath his bully, jizzing into his hand while Anton teased his asshole with the tip of his massive cock.
"I... I just feel like something is wrong, babe," said Alex fearfully. "Like I don't have any control over myself at all when I'm around Anton. It's not that he forces me to be a woman, it's like I don't even want to be a man when I'm near him."
Claire's response was to gently embrace him, pulling his head to her chest and stroking his hair. Alex felt stiff and awkward at first but finally gave in and relaxed in the arms of the love of his life. Even after what should have been a horrible betrayal: a sexual encounter with someone else, Claire was still on his side. He felt some of his tension unwind.
"You've been under so much stress, baby," said Claire gently. "It's not easy splitting your time between two genders. Not to mention sneaking around to fool the sorority sisters." She reached down and lifted Alex's chin to look at her. "Let's have a heart-to-heart day tomorrow. We'll figure out a way forward."
Heart-to-heart days were one of Alex's favorite traditions that he and Claire had. Claire had been the one to suggest their first heart-to-heart day, about a month after they started dating. Alex had been particularly stressed at the time about interactions with his father, and Claire had been able to sense that he needed extra support. Heart-to-heart days were a full day of focusing completely on each other. In reality, there wasn't much to separate them from normal date outings, but they still felt special. A heart-to-heart day was an explicit declaration that they were investing their time and energy on the relationship.
Alex smiled. That sounded like exactly what he needed. Some time to forget about this entire Lexi thing for a day and feel Claire's loving support. "That sounds wonderful babe," he said gratefully. "What should we do?"
"I have something planned that will make you feel better," said Claire with a smile. "But you'll have to wait and see. It's a surprise!"
...
At first, Alex was confused when they pulled up to Claire's usual hair salon.
"My surprise is watching you get your hair done?" asked Alex sarcastically with an unimpressed look at his girlfriend
Claire giggled. "No, silly! I'm not getting my hair done, you are! Your surprise is a total makeover, babe!"
"Claire, we talked about this!" said Alex in frustration. He had been looking forward to his surprise, but this wasn't turning out how he had imagined it. "I don't feel like cutting my hair right now. It feels better longer."
Claire snorted and rolled her eyes. "Well, duh. We're not here to cut your hair short, babe. I made an appointment for you to get extensions."
Alex's mouth dropped open. He struggled to understand what Cliare was thinking. He was already getting mistaken for a girl with his current hair. If he got convincing extensions, no one would think he was a boy at first glance.
"No. No way, Claire!" said Alex, bewildered by his girlfriend's suggestion. "We talked about this too. If I get extensions, people will mistake me for a girl everywhere I go. It's not worth the humiliation just to improve my disguise. Wearing a wig is working to fool the sorority girls."
Claire turned and took Alex's hands in hers, holding his gaze with calm and serious eyes. Alex knew her well enough to recognize that she wanted to have a conversation that he wouldn't like. "That's what I wanted to talk about today, honey," she said. "You know how you have been so stressed and confused lately? I think it's because you are struggling with switching back and forth between male and female so often. It's too hard on you! I really think it would be better if you just stuck to one gender for the time being."
Based on the hair extension appointment, Alex could guess what gender Claire had decided on. "You want me to be Lexi all the time?" he asked disbelievingly.
"Just temporarily!" said Claire soothingly, gripping Alex's hands tight. Her eyes were pleading with him to listen, to understand. "You can't very well be a man full-time at the moment. Our plan is at a critical point, and we need Lexi more than Alex right now. Once you pass the sorority initiation, you can switch back to being male permanently."
The idea bounced around Alex's brain, picking up speed. To wake up every morning and put on makeup and girly clothes. To get male attention and interest not just when he walked to the sorority house, but all day long, whenever he left the house. His inner masculinity recoiled at the idea. He was a man! Crossdressing was something that he did out of necessity, not because he liked it.
On the other hand, it felt weird lately when he left the apartment wearing men's clothes. The jeans felt weird and baggy, and his old shirts fit him oddly these days. He had also grown so used to wearing panties that sometimes he wore them under his boys' clothes even when he was just going to classes. Their fit was just so much more supportive, and the soft fabric so much more comfortable.
Maybe it would be a relief to wear girl clothes all the time and not have to worry about switching back and forth, just like Claire was suggesting.
"It wouldn't work," said Alex stubbornly, not just trying to argue against Claire, but also to push down the enthusiasm that was rising inside his heart. "Everybody on campus knows me as Alex. Am I supposed to tell them all my name is Lexi now?."
"Come on, Lexi," said Claire patiently. "New classes start in two weeks. New classmates and professors. People who don't know Alex. You can make a fresh start. You can live life as a woman for a while, and no one has to know but us."
"But, if I'm a woman," said Alex, his resistance crumbling under Claire's gentle insistence. "Then you... I mean, would we...?"
Claire leaned over and kissed him, squeezing his hand. "If you're my boyfriend or my girlfriend, my husband or my wife, it doesn't matter. You're mine. And nothing will ever change that. I love you Lexi," she said with deep certainty.
"B-but," said Alex, a little breathless from Claire's passionate kiss. "You said before that you're dating Alex and Anton is dating Lexi... If I'm Lexi full-time, then..."
Claire put a finger to his lips with a rueful look. "Anton is a whole other issue. I have some ideas for him as well, trust me. Let's focus on the present. It's a heart-to-heart day today, remember? I want to be dating a gorgeous woman with flowing blonde hair by the end of the day. Say yes, Lexi."
Alex never had been good at saying no to Claire. If she said that the best idea was for him to just be Lexi for a few months until their plan was finished, then she was probably right.
Lexi leaned forward and hungrily returned her girlfriend's kiss, slipping her tongue into Claire's mouth to demonstrate her enthusiastic agreement. Claire giggled and pushed forward aggressively, dominantly taking control of the kiss as she slipped a warm little hand up Lexi's shirt to rub and tease one of her sensitive nipples. Lexi could feel her cock getting hard as her body responded with submissive desire to Claire's powerful kiss.
But just as she was getting into the mood, Claire pulled away, wiping her mouth demurely from the sloppy kiss. "We can't get distracted, honey!" she said with a grin. "We'll miss your appointment! It's time for Lexi to come out and shine!"
Now filled with nervous excitement, Lexi followed her girlfriend into the woman's salon for the first time as a customer rather than as a boyfriend.
...
"Ok Lexi," said Claire in a no-nonsense voice. "We already know that you and I wear similar sizes, but we've moved past the point where you can just wear my clothes all the time. If you're going to be a woman full-time, you are going to need a full woman's wardrobe."
She indicated the racks of clothes with a wide sweep of her hand. "Just pick out a few things to try on. There are no wrong answers. Today is about experimenting and discovering Lexi's style."
Lexi reached out a hesitant hand and brushed her fingers over the soft skirts as she walked past, her eyes scanning the feminine garments with interest. Her new long hair felt strange flowing down past her shoulders. It was different than wearing a wig, these extensions felt much more natural: as if some deeper transformation had happened.
Her own style. She had never thought about it before. Lexi had always liked the clothes that Claire wore, so she had been happy to borrow them. But the idea of having outfits of her very own, that she had picked out, was exciting to her. She remembered as a boy being fascinated, turned on and appreciative of the effort women put into their wardrobe. Different clothes for every occasion in a vast array of styles, colors, and textures. Most boys just wore a small rotation of shirts and jeans. Lexi found she was eager to experience this part of womanhood. She selected a short pink skirt from the rack. It looked pretty daring.
But maybe that was what Lexi liked. Maybe "daring" was her style.
Once she got into the spirit of things, Lexi began pulling options off the racks with joyful enthusiasm. it didn't take her long to have an armful of clothes to try on. She hurried to the changing room with her encouraging girlfriend to see how they looked.
...
Lexi stared at herself in the mirror, twirling a lock of her new long hair in her fingers. The difference that longer hair made was incredible. It didn't even matter that she hadn't worn any makeup today. Maybe she was just carrying herself differently now that she decided to be a full-time girl, but the person staring back at her from the mirror was all woman, without a trace of masculinity left.
"Wow Lexi!" said Claire, looking over her shoulder and examining the short skirt and crop top Lexi had picked out. "I guess I didn't realize that your style was so... revealing."
Claire's slim fingers traced lightly over Lexi's naked belly before moving down to the exposed thighs. "I mean, I knew I was dating a bit of a slut, but I didn't realize that you wanted to show the world this much."
Lexi frowned. She knew Claire was just teasing like she normally did, but being called a slut bothered her a little. She knew from experience how guys talked about girls they thought were sluts. Those locker room discussions weren't very kind or respectful. "Do you think that this is too much...?" she asked nervously.



"Oh no, babe!" said Claire. "Just the opposite. I think that you should own it. I mean, you're definitely a major slut, so why not embrace it?"
"I'm not a slut!" said Lexi. She intended it to be a firm denial, but it came out as a sort of petulant whine. Claire's arms snaked around Lexi's waist, creeping up beneath the tiny skirt and easing the panties down Lexi's hips.
"Babe, on your first date with Anton you came while making out with him. You sucked his dick on your second date. By the third date he had you naked and begging for his cock," explained Claire mockingly. Her wicked little hands were now busy beneath Lexi's skirt, gripping her cock and cupping her hairless balls. "I mean, if you didn't want everyone to think you were a slut, you probably shouldn't have let them see a video of you calling Anton Daddy and swallowing his cum."
"But... but..." said Lexi desperately. True, she had a hard time controlling herself around Daddy, but being publicly labeled a slut was humiliating.
"There's nothing wrong with loving sex, Lexi," said Claire soothingly, "But I think you need to be more careful."
"What do you mean?" asked Lexi, a moan creeping into her voice as her girlfriend's fingers twisted and tugged at her cock.
"When those big bad frat boys had you cornered, you didn't put up much of a fight, did you baby?" asked Claire reproachfully. "If your Daddy didn't show up right then, you would have let those boys do anything they wanted. Because you're a slut."
Lexi remembered how she had felt that night in the locker room. She had been afraid of Mark and his friends, and aware that they were about to ruin her life, but completely unable to resist or deny them. Was Claire right? Would Lexi be willing to suck off any guy who applied even a little pressure? The idea was disturbing, but Claire's handjob made the image of giving a blowjob to any random man cocky enough to ask for it oddly arousing. "What can I do then?" asked Lexi, shuddering. "I don't want to be that slutty! I'm trying to be good!"
"That's what I'm saying though!" whispered Claire in Lexi's ear. "It doesn't work to deny yourself and force your slutty instincts down. That just leads to disasters like what almost happened in that locker room. All your slutty urges burst out all at once. You need to be a slut a little bit all the time, but safely."
"You mean with Daddy," said Lexi, understanding dawning. She looked into the mirror and had to admit that Claire was right. The beautiful blonde staring back at her looked like a fucking slut. With her sexy, teasing eyes, her tight clothes showing off her curvy body, and the hand moving frantically under her little skirt, it was hard to deny Lexi's true nature. Maybe she should embrace it, like Claire suggested.
"Exactly!" said Claire. "It's time to start dating Anton for real. A slut like you needs a powerful male influence to keep her from fucking everything that moves. Your Daddy can give you the dick you crave and keep your overactive libido from destroying your life.
"Yes!" groaned Lexi, closing her eyes as her orgasm approached. Her horny mind immediately grasped Claire's meaning. A powerful, dominant male force in her life that could satisfy her cravings and keep her from seeking sexual humiliation from dangerous sources. Her Daddy could be that for Lexi. "Yes, I'll call him! I'll call Daddy and set up another date!"
"Perfect!" said Claire brightly, pulling her hands away just as Lexi reached the edge. "I think that's very responsible of you, Lexi."
Lexi stared at Claire slack-jawed, her abandoned cock throbbing with desperate need. "But Claire," she whined, indicating the tent in her skirt, " Please! Just a little more!"
Claire giggled as she scooped up the clothes they had decided to buy. "You want me to make you cum in a dressing room? I know you're a slut, baby, but that's fucking gross! Wait until we get home, you perv!"
...
Despite her aching blue balls, Lexi was in high spirits as she and Claire left the store, both loaded down with shopping bags. Lexi wore the slutty outfit she had tried on out of the store. As they passed a garbage can, Claire tossed in Lexi's discarded male clothes. It was a little over-the-top, but Claire loved that kind of dramatic gesture. It felt like a clean break: the start of Lexi's time to shine.
It did feel good to settle on one gender, even if she planned to switch back eventually. This way Lexi wouldn't have to deal with so many conflicting impulses and feelings. And there was much less chance of anyone seeing both genders and connecting the dots.
Suddenly, Alex's phone rang. A request for a video call. From Jake.
Lexi immediately panicked, her thoughts flying out of her head as she scrambled for what to do. Jake had been Alex's best friend in high school. They had bonded over their similar experiences with bullying. Jake was a quiet, shy, incredibly smart guy, and Alex was lucky to have him as a friend.
But Alex had been so busy and distracted this fall that he hadn't been very good at staying in touch. And obviously, Jake had never 'met' Lexi before.
Lexi should have known there would be complications involved with changing to a new gender. She wordlessly held up her ringing phone for Claire to see, her face white with shock.
Claire smiled, took the phone from Lexi's unresisting hand, then swiped to accept the video call.
"Jake, hi!" said Claire with a sunny smile. "It's so great to see you! How have you been?"
Lexi quietly panicked at Claire's awful idea, holding up her hands in a "what the fuck?!" gesture, hidden on the other side of the phone as Claire spoke to Jake. She heard Jake's speaker-muffled voice respond, "Hey Claire! Good to see you too! But... I thought I called Alex's phone?"
"Yeah, sorry!" said Claire smoothly, "Alex got a new phone and gave me his old one. He must not have logged out of everything. I'll be sure to fix that." It was a little shocking for Lexi to hear her girlfriend lie so easily and naturally. It almost made Lexi wonder if Claire had ever lied to her...
"But look at you!" gushed Claire, grinning and raising her eyebrows at the phone. "Have you been working out sweetie? You look great!"
Jake laughed shyly. "Well, a little. But mostly it's just the contacts and a good haircut. I've been trying to improve myself this semester, maybe finally have some luck with the ladies."
"Well it's definitely working, stud," said Claire with a wink. "But let's get a second female opinion. Don't you think Jake is hot, Lexi?"
And then, horrifyingly, Claire turned the phone towards Lexi, revealing the face of her high-school best friend.
Jake did look good. His skin had cleared significantly. Trimming his lanky hair and replacing his blocky glasses with contacts had revealed the natural square-jawed ruggedness of his features. Despite his modest denials, Jake had clearly been hitting the gym and was getting some muscle definition. New confidence had greatly improved his posture, allowing him to truly show his height unlike with his former slouch.
Like a feeling of vertigo, the difference between the paths she and Jake had taken in the past six months hit Lexi hard. Jake had focused on becoming manlier, more attractive to women, stronger. Lexi's masculinity had faded away, so that now she was fantasizing about sucking cocks while trying on women's clothing.
Lexi was frozen as she studied the attractive face of her best friend. Jake squinted at her through the phone camera, and Lexi waited for a look of shocked recognition to cross his face.
But it never came.
"Oh, uh, hi!" said Jake, laughing nervously. "I'm Jake. I'm a friend of Alex and Claire. Nice to meet you."
"Nice to meet you, Jake," Lexi managed to choke out, shooting a glare at Claire, who was grinning widely behind the phone. "I'm Lexi."
Mercifully, Claire turned the phone back to herself, and Lexi sagged with relief. Jake hadn't recognized her, but it could have happened at any moment. "Awww that's cute!" said Claire with a giggle, "You're so hot that Lexi got all shy. Maybe you should just come visit us and take Lexi on a date if you want to get lucky with a lady."
Jake just laughed awkwardly. He never had been good at handling Claire's teasing.
"Well I had better let you go, stud!" said Claire cheerfully. "It was good to catch up. I'll tell Alex to get back to you. Don't get serious with any girls before Lexi gets her shot! Bye now!"
After she hung up, Lexi exploded: "Claire! What were you thinking?"
Claire gave her girlfriend a wide-eyed look of innocent confusion. "I'm not sure what you mean, babe! Jake is a good friend of ours. It would be rude to screen his calls."
"He saw me!" said Lexi, almost hyperventilating at the thought. "What if he had recognized me?"
"But he didn't," said Claire flatly, with a shrug. A crooked smile flashed across her face. "He did think you were pretty cute though."
Lexi blinked, struggling to absorb this sudden declaration. Jake. The guy Alex had spent countless rainy afternoons with hanging out with and playing video games. The guy who had hyped Alex up when he asked Claire out for the first time. Jake thought she was cute. The idea sent a squirming feeling of mixed arousal and repulsion slithering through her belly.
"No, he didn't," Lexi protested weakly, searching Claire's face desperately for signs she was joking.
"Of course he did! Have you seen yourself in the mirror lately, babe?" said Claire enthusiastically. "You should have seen how he was blushing when I teased him about you. But that's not all..." Claire raised an eyebrow at Lexi. "I think the attraction was mutual."
What the fuck? What was Claire even talking about? Lexi scoffed and rolled her eyes, heading for the car. Just because Jake had done a lot of work on himself and looked a lot better than he did in high school didn't mean Lexi was attracted to him. He was still her best friend for God's sake! She would never want to kneel in front of her tall, handsome best friend and suck his dick. She wasn't that much of a slut.
The question popped into Lexi's head without conscious effort as she sat down in the passenger seat: had she ever seen Jake's cock before? If she did she didn't remember. Back when she had been a boy, Lexi tended to avoid looking at other men's cocks. She wondered how big Jake's cock was. Did all cocks taste like Anton's, or were there differences? Her train of thought cut off with a jump as Claire swung into the driver's seat and slammed the door shut. Lexi wiped her mouth hurriedly. Why the fuck had she been drooling?
"Well, you know me, babe," said Claire, putting on her sunglasses and buckling her seatbelt. "I'm not the jealous type. I don't care if you fantasize about fucking your best friend. Just don't tell your Daddy. I don't think he likes competition."
Lexi shifted awkwardly, trying to hide her erection, which had been painfully hard all day from Claire's constant teasing. "Are we done?" she asked wearily. "Thanks for the makeover baby, but I really think we need to go home now and take care of..." she awkwardly gestured at the bulge in her skirt, drawing a giggle from her girlfriend.
"Sorry, baby, we have one more stop," said Claire, patting Lexi's thigh sympathetically.
"But don't worry, I promise you're going to love it!"
...
Claire practically skipped into the sleazy sex shop, showing a confidence that Lexi couldn't feel.
Almost immediately as they entered, Lexi could feel the attention of the creepy balding man behind the register and the few middle-aged men browsing the shelves shift towards them, two attractive young women. Lexi kept her head down and felt a blush burning on her cheeks as she moved deeper into the store, trying to keep up with Claire, who had rushed forward to excitedly browse a massive wall of dildos.
"What exactly are we doing here?" murmured Lexi nervously, trying to avoid being overheard by the older men who were watching them.
Claire gave Lexi a sidelong smile as she picked up a large floppy dildo, wiggling it speculatively in her hands. "I'm going to help you work on the assignment Anton gave you, silly," she said, tossing the rubber cock back into a bin. "You've got to train your tight little pussy until it can take Daddy's cock. How exactly did you think you would do that? Fucking other men?"
"N-no!" said Lexi, blushing scarlet. "I just thought that I could... you know. With my fingers?"
Claire just sighed and shook her head. "You are lucky that you have a sweet understanding girlfriend like me Lexi, because that is fucking stupid. As if you could go straight from your dainty little fingers to Anton's massive cock. You've got a lot to learn. I'll help you though. Consider me your personal trainer for your pussy exercises, babe." Claire wasn't being quiet enough. The pervy men in the store had clearly overheard the discussion of 'cock' and 'pussy' by the two cute college girls, and they had become less subtle in their eavesdropping, drawing closer.
Claire indicated the wall of choices with a sweep of her hand. "Well, the choice is yours, Lexi. It's going in your pussy after all. Which one speaks to you?"
It was clear that Claire had no intention of leaving the sleazy store without a dildo, so Lexi swallowed her pride and considered her options. The array of sizes, shapes, and textures was bewildering. Some were bright neon, some flesh tone. Some were firm and rigid, others almost as floppy as a flaccid penis. Some were long, some thin, some short, some fat. Some of them were even in strange exotic shapes that didn't resemble a penis at all. Lexi found it overwhelming. She was about to settle on a nondescript model that seemed fairly average when her eyes finally rested on a dildo that caught her interest.
It was long. And thick. And a deep, shiny black. It instantly reminded her of Anton in size and shape. Lexi moved toward it and picked it up, feeling its heavy weight in her hand. Claire came up behind her, giggling over her shoulder. "How did I know that this was the one that you would choose? You really do have a type, don't you, Lexi?" Claire checked the label. "Big Henry. An appropriate name. We can buy this one, Lexi, if it turns you on. But it's a little ambitious for your first step..." Claire's eyes were darting over the display, looking for something else. "We need to get you something a little easier to start with... Ahah! This should be perfect!" She walked a couple of steps and picked up a pure white dildo that seemed small and thin next to the others. "Tiny Tim," she said, reading the label on this one as well. "This should be a little easier for your virgin pussy to handle."
Lexi picked up the Tiny Tim in one hand and the Big Henry in the other, looking back and forth between them. A wicked teasing smile spread across her face. Without warning, Claire flipped up Lexi's skirt, holding the Tiny Tim against Lexi's crotch for a comparison, and drawing an indignant yelp from Lexi. The men in the store drew even closer, their sexual curiosity piqued by Calire's blatant teasing.
'I knew it!" giggled Claire, "It's a match! It's perfect Lexi! You'll get to feel exactly what it's like to get fucked by Alex, before moving on to feel what it's like to be fucked by Anton! It sounds like an... educational experience!"
Lexi was becoming increasingly uncomfortable with the men drawing closer. Claire's merciless teasing was making her cock rock hard again, she didn't want to see what the men's reaction would be once they realized what she had under her skirt. "Let's go, Claire," she pleaded, trying not to think about Claire's demeaning comparison of the dildo sizes.
"Not yet, babe," said Claire distractedly. "Hey! Can we get some help here!" she called to the leering cashier. He looked delighted to be given an excuse to talk to the two hot girls who had entered the store. As he hurried over, Claire smiled at him sweetly and said, "I'm trying to turn my girlfriend into a horny anal slut. Do you have anything that will help?"
You could almost hear the blood rapidly rushing to the cocks of the pervy men in the room as they were shocked into silence by Claire's bold words. Finally the shopkeeper, with a face like he thought he might be dreaming, managed to say: "Weeeellll you'll definitely want a butt plug if anal training is your goal."
"Ooooh, that sounds like fun!" cooed Claire with excitement. "Show me what you have in stock."
The buttplug selection was almost as extensive as the dildos, but it didn't take Claire long to find one that had "Daddy's girl" embossed in pink cursive on one end. She immediately declared that it was perfect.
One of the men who was now following them around the store cleared his throat and said in a strangled voice: "You're going to need some lube as well for butt play."
"These men are so helpful, aren't they, Lexi?" said Claire with a wink. "I can tell they really support your goal of becoming a depraved anal princess."
They got the lube that was recommended by the other customer. Then another man spoke up and recommended anal beads. Another said they should get a remote vibrator. By the end of the process, Lexi couldn't hide the spike of arousal rising up and tenting her skirt. The men had clearly noticed, but to Lexi's horror, they didn't seem to be put off. If anything, they were growing more interested now that they saw who Lexi really was.
As they rang up the purchases, Lexi could feel the tension rising in the room. The gleaming eyes of the men focused on her body, drinking in every detail.
Finally, everything was wrapped in discreet paper bags. "You know..." said the cashier, licking his lips, "We could give you a demonstration if you want. We could go into the back room and make sure that you both really understand how to use these products..."
"What an interesting idea," said Claire speculatively, staring deep into Lexi's eyes with a mocking smirk. "What do you think, Lexi? Should we let these men teach you your first lesson in anal pleasure?" Lexi's face was burning, the inside of her panties long since soaked through with precum. She felt the same mix of shameful arousal and intimidation that she had felt that night in the locker room. Lexi knew that Claire held her fate in her hands. If Claire didn't put her foot down, Lexi didn't know if she would have the strength to say no to these men. But there was no serious doubt in her heart. Claire loved to tease her, but she would never in a million years put Lexi in danger.
"Sorry boys, I'm Lexi's personal tutor, and she's all mine tonight. You boys have fun with your hands," said Claire with a laugh and a saucy wink at Lexi. The men looked disappointed, but before they could work themselves up into resentment, Claire grabbed Lexi's hand and pulled her out of the shop, laughing all the way to the car, arms weighed down with bulging bags of anal sex toys.
...
"No! No!" panted Lexi desperately, clutching the sheets in her hands as she wiggled her butt back against her girlfriend's face. "I... I can't handle it, Claire! It's too much!"
Claire ignored Lexi's adorable protests, simply making an amused noise as she thrust her tongue deeper, slobbering on Lexi's sensitive butthole as her pathetic sub dripped thick, sticky precum from her clit down onto the sheets of their shared bed. Claire wanted to drive Lexi as close to the edge as she could, making her nice and loose for her first anal penetration.
Finally, Claire pulled away, watching with satisfaction as her girlfriend's asshole winked and twitched, still reacting to the stimulation of Claire's enthusiastic rimjob. Time to move things forward. Claire reached to her side and grasped the little white "Tiny Tim" dildo. She raised it and began rubbing it slowly and sensually in circles around Lexi's pussy.



"Claire w-wait," said Lexi in a trembling voice. But she didn't get up from the submissive position, she remained bent over, presenting her needy pussy like the slut she was. "It's now or never, Lexi," said Claire gently. "I know it's a lot, but we need to start your training. Take a deep breath and let me know when we can start."
Lexi was silent for a moment, taking deep breaths, her asshole twitching cutely with anticipation. "OK," she finally whimpered. "I'm ready."
Claire grinned and began applying pressure to the dildo at the entrance to Lexi's pussy. "I want you to remember this feeling Lexi..." she said in a slightly raspy voice, betraying her own arousal. "This was a perfect match, remember? This is how it feels to get fucked by Alexander Fox." With a sudden yielding of pressure, the small dildo sank into Lexi's tight virgin sphincter, making her cry out at the sudden burst of sensation.
As Lexi moaned in pleasure, her thick feminine thighs shaking with the intensity of her pleasure, another bit of the shrunken, eroded masculinity locked away inside her faded away, without even being noticed.
Claire began to move the dildo. Slowly at first, then pumping in and out with increasing speed.
Lexi knew that Claire was using the smallest dildo they could find, but it still felt massive and invasive in her tight virgin pussy. Lexi was learning for the first time what it was like to be penetrated. To get fucked. To someone who was once a man, who had felt the dominant pleasure of thrusting his cock deep inside a woman moaning in pleasure beneath him, the feeling was intensely humbling and shameful. As Claire whispered words that mixed encouragement and mockery, Lexi felt the submissive humiliation of getting fucked by the cock-shaped plastic engrave itself deep onto her heart.
Lexi had reached her limit. After the long day of teasing, the long sensual rimjob Claire had provided, and the crowning humiliation of getting fucked by a dildo the size of her dick, Lexi badly needed to cum. She reached between her legs, ready to grasp her clit and finally get some relief...
Only for Claire to slap her hand away.
"Sorry, Lexi," said Claire firmly. "I can't let you do that."
Lexi groaned in frustration but didn't try again. She found lately that she couldn't disobey direct orders from Claire. "Why not! I neeeed it, baby!" moaned Lexi desperately as the strange, pleasurable sensations from her pussy assaulted her senses.
"One of the greatest gifts you can give a man is cumming from his cock alone. Showing him that he has the power to make you orgasm. This is an important part of your training, Lexi," explained Claire patiently. "You need to learn to cum with your pussy alone, without rubbing your clit."
Lexi groaned again, but she knew Claire was right. The times when Alex Fox had felt the most manly was when he made Claire cum on his cock. Lexi wanted to give that powerful feeling to her Daddy. To prove to Anton that his cock was enough to drive her to orgasm by itself.
Lexi concentrated on the feeling of the dildo pushing in and out of his pussy, finding the rhythm as she closed her eyes and bit her lips, pushing her hips back into Claire's hand.
But it was no use. The feelings were too unfamiliar, and although the bed had a small puddle of precum staining it by the end of their training session, Lexi wasn't able to cum.
"Better luck next time, babe," said Claire with a shrug. "Because I have bad news for you. You aren't allowed to cum with your clit again until you cum with your pussy first. No matter how long that takes. I'll be watching you, missy, so no sneaky bathroom sessions either. So you had better take your training seriously!"
Lexi had a hard time sleeping that night. Her throbbing cock kept her awake, and even after Claire was lightly snoring beside her, she couldn't bring herself to disobey Claire's command not to touch herself.
...
Two weeks later...
Lexi snuggled up against the big muscular form of her daddy on his couch, tucking her feet up beneath her. She was wearing a cute pair of leggings and a comfy pajama shirt. Normally the leggings were too tight to conceal her dick, but here in Daddy's apartment, it didn't matter. Now that she was a girl (just for the time being of course) Lexi didn't have to feel bad or embarrassed or ashamed of laying her head on her Daddy's strong chest and letting him run his big hands through her hair affectionately.
Tonight they were just watching a movie. After a couple of dates, Lexi had been shocked to discover that Anton didn't want to rush into sex every time. True, almost every date ended with some form of passionate sex play, but Anton also took the time to talk to Lexi about her interests, her classes, and how her relationship was going with Claire.
That part was a little odd. Both Claire and Anton seemed unbothered by the strange dual relationship Lexi had with them both, and both of them seemed disinterested in discussing the issue. In the end, Lexi had given up trying to understand them. If both of them were fine with Lexi dating the other, then she was happy to let the matter drop.
But Anton didn't apply the same live-and-let-live attitude to other men. Claire had been absolutely correct that Anton was the jealous type. If Lexi so much as looked at a hunky guy while hanging out with Anton, she could expect a kinky punishment from her Daddy later. Sometimes it was a little scary, but Lexi was grateful that she had a strong Daddy to keep her from getting into trouble from her slutty instincts.
Although Lexi was grateful that their relationship wasn't purely sex, this time the innocent cuddling was making her a little impatient. Usually, Lexi waited demurely for Anton to initiate sex, but this time she couldn't hold it in.
"Daddy," she said shyly, burying her blushing face into his burly, nice-smelling chest, "I have something I want to show you." Anton paused the movie and smiled down at his submissive pet. "Really?" he said with deep amusement, "Well you know I love surprises. Show me."
Lexi got up, sweeping her long blonde hair over her shoulders with a flick, giving her daddy a sultry stare through her eyelashes. Then, slowly, she bent at the waist, peeling the tight leggings down her fat butt, revealing her firm round cheeks. When her tight leggings were bunched around her knees, Lexi reached up and spread her ass wide, revealing the toy snuggled within.
Anton chuckled, reaching forward to grip the small buttplug, tugging it gently to tease his girlfriend's ass. A whimper of pleasure rose from Lexi's throat: as usual, when her ass was teased by her Daddy, it was even more intense than when she or Claire played with it. On the flat surface of the protruding buttplug, the words "daddy's girl" were written.
Where was the hot headed little boy, who was still defiantly insisting on his masculinity just a few weeks ago? Gone. Crushed by Claire's manipulation and the feeling of Anton's massive cock pressing against his anus.
"I-it's still not ready, Daddy," panted Lexi with an apologetic, wide-eyed look over her shoulder. "Even this really hurts. But it feels good too, and I am working really hard to get ready for you! I want to fuck you so bad!"
"I know you do, Lexi," said Anton, adjusting the bulge in his pants as he luxuriated in the feeling of complete dominance over his conquest. "But until then, we'll just have to keep using that sweet little mouth. Come over here and show me how much you want to please your Daddy."
Lexi didn't need to be told twice. Her eyes shone with affection as she greedily yanked down Anton's sweatpants, taking his massive cock into her eager, drooling mouth.
...
One week later...
Lexi and Claire cheered wildly from the stands as Anton drove down the court, blowing past the player guarding him for another effortless-looking layup.
This time, as he sprinted back down the court, bathed in the cheers of the crowd, his dark flashing eyes scanned the stands and found Lexi. Breaking into a wide grin, he pointed a huge finger in her direction, as if saying 'that one was for you'.
Lexi's heart beat faster as she watched her man dominate the court, clearly outclassing the other players. Anton was powerful, and skilled, and fucking hot. And he was hers. Claire smiled as she spied the worshipful expression on her girlfriend's face. Claire took the small remote control from her pocket and discreetly turned it up a few notches.
Lexi wiggled her ass against her seat as the vibrator in her pussy hummed louder and stronger, but her eyes remained locked on the basketball star that she had become obsessed with.
Deep in her mind, the idea that she could ever be in competition or conflict with Anton was disappearing. His overwhelming superiority was so evident it had started to turn her on rather than anger her. Anton's strength and arrogance was a good thing: it meant that the man controlling her was worthy to be her Daddy.
"We've got more training to do tonight, Lexi," whispered Claire in her ear.
"Sorry," said Lexi, almost mesmerized by the smooth, liquid movements of Anton's muscles under his dark skin, "I think I'll be busy tonight, Babe."
Lexi needed to be with Daddy tonight.
Someone needed to reward him for the great game he had played.
...
Three days later...
Alex blinked in the harsh lights, confused. He was dribbling a ball. Back on the court in his high school gymnasium.
But it wasn't a normal game. It was just him and Anton on the court. A one-on-one game between the two of them. A contest of masculinity. Anton stood, arms crossed, between him and the basket, huge and solid as a mountain. A look of cocky certainty on his face.
Alex took a moment to scan the crowd. Although most of their faces were blurred, he knew that they were everyone who had ever known him. He could see his father, sitting with a disapproving frown. Clair was in the front row of the bleachers, smiling and cheering. Alex smiled back and turned towards Anton with determination.
But suddenly Anton burst forward in a blur of speed, stealing the ball and scoring faster than Alex could follow with his eyes. The crowd cheered wildly. Alex took possession of the ball, but he could barely take two steps before Anton took the ball again, smoothly making another layup without Alex having any time to follow him down the court.
Time blurred and the game passed in seconds, Anton crushing Alex with ease, leaving the loser panting, sweaty, and collapsed to his knees. Anton loomed above him, Monstrous and massive, blocking out the lights of the gym and leaving him in shadow.
Alex had no time to say anything as Anton scooped him up in his muscled arms, holding him up facing the bleachers.
Alex realized then that he was no longer wearing shorts. And neither was Anton. Anton manhandled the smaller man into position on the tip of his massive black dick, lowering him just enough that the hot tip of his cock pressed tightly against Alex's virgin asshole. The crowd roared with laughter at the contrast. Anton's manly, conquering dick, ready to penetrate and humiliate the lesser man. Alex's stiff little cock, showing that at some level, he welcomed the degradation.
"N-no!" protested Alex, his voice getting lost in the cheers of the crowd. 'I didn't know this is what we were playing for! I don't want this!"
"Liar!" yelled the crowd in a solid wall of sound, Alex could see Claire joining in, her face still locked in that cheerful smile.
Anton's cock sunk into his ass, reaching deeper and deeper. So deep Alex felt that he could feel the massive masculine dick pierce his soul. Then Anton lifted him up slowly, his cock sucking and tugging as it withdrew. It was the most powerfully erotic thing Alex had ever felt in his life. As Anton began to pump him up and down his cock, Alex could feel his body changing. With each pump in, his shirt grew tighter as breasts sprouted larger and larger on his body, his hair growing longer and longer. With every pump out, Alex's cock grew smaller, inch by inch.
Alex realized that now he wasn't wearing basketball clothes at all. He was wearing a cheerleader's uniform, his hair tied up in pigtails. His cute little skirt had been flipped up by Anton, revealing his shrinking cock and humiliating anal penetration.
Moans built up in Alex's throat, growing higher and sweeter with each powerful pump of the cock. The crowd was chanting now, even Claire joining in.
"CUM FOR DADD-Y. CUM FOR DADD-Y."
His cock was almost gone, just a tiny little nub like the tip of a finger. Alex instinctively knew that if he gave in and came, it would disappear entirely.
But he couldn't resist. Moaning and squirming on the tip of his bully's cock, Alex came one last time, spraying out a pathetic rope of pearly semen before his cock became a clit, a beautiful pussy blossoming beneath it.
"LEX-I LEX-I LEX-I." chanted the crowd.
Without being aware of when the switch had happened, Lexi felt Anton thrusting deeply into her pussy rather than her asshole. As everyone she ever knew in the audience cheered ecstatically, Lexi felt her Daddy fire a powerful load deep into her new pussy, holding her legs open to show the crowd her insemination...
Lexi woke to find she had made a shameful mess of the sheets during the night. She did her best to hide it, but Claire discovered the sticky stain immediately.
Claire understood that wet dreams were bound to happen to anyone as sexually frustrated as Lexi. She would just have to use this as motivation to train extra hard for Daddy so that she could finally orgasm again in real life.
...
One week later...
Lexi focused on the pleasurable feeling of the little white dildo moving in and out of her pussy. Her dangling cock tingled and twitched and leaked precum, continually on the edge of orgasm without ever quite getting there.
God, she needed to cum so badly. A month without orgasm had made her a sloppy, horny mess, continually hard and moist, even during everyday activities. If she could just touch her clit right now, Lexi was sure she would cum instantly. But Claire had commanded her not to, and despite her desperation, that command had locked Lexi into chastity more strongly than any cage could.
The "Tiny Tim" dildo felt good, but it just wasn't doing the trick. It was bringing Lexi right to the edge of orgasm, but couldn't take her over it.
"Claire..." moaned Lexi. "I need more. I need..."
"Yessss?" asked Claire eagerly, her eyes glowing with anticipation.
"I need something bigger," mumbled Lexi, hiding her eyes from her giggling girlfriend.
Claire withdrew the dildo from Lexi's sloppy pussy. She bounced the sticky rubber cock on Lexi's buttcheek. "Sooo," she said, taking her time and relishing the humiliating moment, "What you're saying is that this size of cock is too small?"
"Yes," admitted Lexi, her voice muffled by the sheets as she pressed her hot face down into the bed.
With a sizzling burst of erotic sensation, Lexi felt Claire push the dildo between her legs, dragging its length against her cock, driving the humiliatingly accurate comparison home. "So a dildo like this just isn't manly enough to make a girl cum? It's inadequate?"
Lexi breathed heavily into the bed, sticking her ass up into the air, stewing in her deep degradation. Lexi knew that Claire wouldn't let it go until she played along and completed the little game of humiliation. "Yes!" she finally whimpered. "It's not good enough! I need more!"
"Honest girls get rewarded," said Claire smugly. She reached a delicate hand to her side, picking up the huge black "Big Henry" dildo for its first use. Claire began slobbering all over the massive rubber phallus to lubricate it, looking with gloating eyes at the pathetic little girl who was once her boyfriend. Begging to get butt fucked. Begging to cum. Shamefully admitting that a cock of his size wasn't good enough for the task. Time to put another big crack in his rapidly crumbling masculinity.
Lexi was finally going to cum like a girl.
Claire didn't bother with teasing. Lexi's pussy was already warmed up. She slid the massive dildo inside. Lexi's eyes rolled back in her head and her mouth opened, but no sound came out. Clearly, the feeling of being dominated by a big cock was overloading her girly little brain.
"And now you know how it feels to get fucked by Anton Williams," said Claire. "Well, almost at least. Don't worry, you'll get the full experience soon." As Claire began sliding the huge dildo in and out, Lexi had a complete sexual meltdown, desperately pushing her ass back against the dildo, muffling her wild animalistic moans by biting the sheets, one hand roughly pinching and twisting a sensitive nipple.
Claire could see Lexi's long-awaited female orgasm coming in the tensing of her belly and the quivering of her legs. "It's going to make you cum, you fucking size queen," she said with vicious satisfaction. "Your pussy is about to cum all over a big black dick."
Lexi's only response was a deep lustful moan, slamming her hips back onto the rubber cock even faster as she finally started to cum like a girl.
Claire bent and whispered in Lexi's ear, maintaining her pace with the dildo as she whispered "Do it, Lexi. Cum for Daddy."
Lexi's cock jerked and bounced wildly as it fired rope after rope of thick, sticky lady jizz down onto the bed. It was the biggest load that she or Alex had ever produced, though it still wasn't even half of the mess Anton made when he emptied his balls.
Lexi stared into space, riding the high as her clit continued to drip shameful slime, a big dopey smile on her face. She was so out of it that Claire felt perfectly safe pulling out her phone and snapping a picture. Lexi's ass up, with a big black dildo still half inserted into it. Her poor neglected cock now softening, dangling uselessly between her legs as it dripped more semen into the slimy white puddle beneath her. Lexi's face was a picture of dreamy ecstasy after having her first orgasm in over a month.
Claire opened her messenger app and typed a message to "Tony's Pizza".
[Our favorite girl finally found her O-face. This time it was Big Henry. Next time it will be you.]
She attached the picture and sent it, then went to find a towel. It was time to start the aftercare. Claire knew that humiliation turned Lexi on like nothing else, but she had gone a little hard this time. Maybe she and Lexi could order takeout and cuddle tonight.
Claire's girlfriend deserved love and affection after all of her hard work.
...
Lexi stood with the much-diminished group of LG pledges, waiting to hear about what Hailey promised was "the final challenge." There were only sixteen girls left at this point, which Lexi found odd. After all, none of the challenges they had done since the filmed act of service had been difficult at all.
Most of them had been pretty mundane in fact. Organizing a fundraising bake sale. Planning and setting up a joint party for the Ladies of the Grove and the Birchwood Society (which they hadn't been allowed to actually attend). Deep cleaning the sorority house as a group. The "challenges" had made the LGs seem boring if anything. Maybe that was why so many girls had dropped out.
The hardest one had been an elaborate drinking game set up by Hailey, the sorority president, to get the girls black-out drunk. Lexi had been worried that she might get too drunk to maintain her disguise. But weirdly enough, Lexi had actually found it easier to act like a woman the drunker she got. Almost as if being a girl had become her natural, comfortable state.
Hailey clapped her hands at the front of the room, drawing the attention of the gathered pledges. "Welcome ladies!" she said with a mischievous grin. Lexi felt a pang of disquiet at Hailey's expression. Hailey was a massive bitch, with a sadistic streak a mile wide. If she was this excited about the final challenge, that definitely wasn't good news for Claire and Lexi.



"You have all finally made it to the final challenge!" she said, leading the girls in a round of applause. "Congratulations to all of you! Me and the girls had a lot of fun thinking up challenges to keep you girls busy, but this last challenge is always the same. It's become an important LG tradition."
Hailey's eyes sparkled with evil amusement as she added. "Oh. And you know those nasty rumors you've heard about how girls have to do sick, filthy things to get into the Ladies of the Grove? I'm afraid they're all true. The rumors are based on the final challenge."
The pledges turned to look at each other with frightened eyes. They had joked together about how everyone must be idiots to believe the horrible rumors about joining the sorority. True, Lexi had sucked a cock for one of the challenges, and Claire had totally embarrassed herself, but everyone knew that those two were sluts and had loved every second of it. But despite their fear, the girls saw determination in each other's eyes. They had come this far. They wouldn't back down from a challenge now.
"The maximum number of new members is ten," said Hailey flatly. "So six of you will be failures by this time next week. This weekend, you are all invited to your first Birchwood Society party. You will be given a special costume to wear. To earn your place in the sorority, you'll have to collect signatures. On your bodies. Each Brother has only one signature to give, and he will decide what it takes to earn his signature. As you can imagine, some of the boys in the Society strike a hard bargain. The top ten signature-getters are in. The bottom six are out."
Lexi gulped, imagining the hard eyes of the frat boys in the locker room. Remembering how impossible it had felt to say no... Claire caught her hand and squeezed it, giving Lexi an encouraging smile. Lexi took a deep breath and smiled back. She had to find a way to pass this challenge. No matter what it took.
"I have all of your costumes ready, ladies," said Hailey, practically dancing with glee as she waved her hand at a stack of pink garment boxes on the table. "Me and the other sisters picked out unique costumes for each of you, designed to make you look as hot as possible. Don't peek until you get home, ok? If anyone out in public saw these, the sorority would be in big trouble!"
Lexi felt her heart hammering loud in her ears the entire way home to the apartment, her boxed outfit clutched to her chest. This challenge seemed like it was custom-designed to make her lose control and get dominated by frat boys. She could only hope that somehow her Daddy and Claire could help her through the challenge.
When they finally entered the apartment, Claire ripped open her box immediately without waiting a moment, a look of eager anticipation on her face. Lexi's jaw dropped open as her girlfriend pulled a shiny latex nurse outfit from the box. It was so tiny that it would cling to Claire's every curve.
Lexi looked down at the box in her hands, slowly carrying it to the bed. Claire stood over her shoulder as Lexi hesitantly opened the box, revealing a slutty cheerleader outfit. Bizarrely, the skimpy outfit in the box was exactly the colors of Alex and Claire's high school team.
Lexi felt faint. Her mind instantly went back to that day in high school. The final and worst bullying incident Anton had ever pulled. The day that Alex's sexuality had gotten all scrambled for the first time.
Claire giggled as she reached down to feel the material. Her gaze turned upward, looking into Lexi's wide blue eyes.
"I think it will look great on you babe," said Claire with a smirk.
...
A full year ago, in an empty dorm room...
"Why?" said Alex defensively, his eyes narrowed. "Why do you need to know how I got bullied?
Faria clucked her tongue, but despite Alex's rebellious tone, she felt a sense of impending victory. It was clear that this was one last desperate show of Bravado. Alexander Fox was running on fumes. Faria's relentless teasing and questioning of his sexuality had finally worn him down. If Faria made one last push and really forced him to confront his true thoughts and feelings, she was sure that she could crack this hard-shelled egg wide open.
"Isn't it obvious?" she said with a thin smile. "Based on how you talk about it, this big bullying incident was the root of your whole problem. The source of your fucked up crush on Anton Williams, and all of your sexual confusion."
"What the FUCK?" snarled Alex, straining against his bonds. "I don' t have a fucking crush on Anton. I hate him!"
But with his fierce denial, Alex had given himself away. If Faria's statement was truly ridiculous, he would have just laughed it off. Faria had touched a particularly sensitive nerve. The time for delicacy was over. Faria simply had to lean on this weak spot and discover what lay at Alex's core.
"Well, it doesn't really matter how you feel about it," said Faria coldly. "I'm in charge here. Hypnotic control, remember? I've decided I would like to hear about the terrible bullying incident that is bothering you so much."
*Tell me Alex*
Alex Fox glared at her, but his mouth began moving immediately. He no longer had the strength to resist Faria's commands.
"It was all because of one fucking mistake," said Alex softly, his defeated tone at odds with his glaring eyes. "Claire had been secretly staying at my place for a few nights while my dad was out of town, and one morning, while I was half asleep," Alex closed his eyes and took a deep breath. "I accidentally put on her jeans instead of mine and went to school. I could tell that the fit was weird, but I didn't realize the problem until it was too late. Like I said, I was tired from staying up all night with Claire."
"So you wore women's clothes to school," said Faria with a mocking smile.
"Not on purpose," protested Alex weakly. "I wanted to go home and change, but Claire convinced me that no one would notice. She was wrong this time. Someone noticed."
"Anton," said Faria with certainty.
"Yeah," said Alex darkly.. "After basketball practice he noticed as we were getting dressed. He had been bullying me for a while, so this must have been like Christmas for him. He got a huge kick out of the fact that me and my girlfriend wore the same size clothes, and made sure to let the rest of the team know."
"So that's it?" asked Faria with a confused tilt of her head, "Anton teased you for wearing girl jeans? That's the horrible bullying event?"
"No," said Alex in a grim voice, "That's just what gave him the idea. Claire was the head cheerleader at the time and, I don't know how Anton did it, but he managed to steal her uniform from the girls' locker room. The next day, he and some of his best friends cornered me in the locker room and they... they..."
Faria's grin spread practically from ear to ear. "They made you their personal cheer girl."
Alex's eyes flashed as he looked back up at Faria, a spark of defiance returning for a moment. "Get your mind out of the gutter!" he said hotly. "I can tell what you're thinking, but it wasn't filthy like that. They just made me dress up and dance for them. It wasn't a sex thing."
"It wasn't for them I'm sure," said Faria with a dirty chuckle. "But I'm willing to bet that, as uncomfortable as it made you, it was at least a little bit of a sex thing for you."
"I... no, that's not..." spluttered Alex desperately.
"Oh come on!" said Faria in an exasperated tone. "Can't we just be honest at this point? You put on the fucking cheerleader's outfit, Alex! Most boys would rather get sent to the hospital than agree to that. And what, you caved in because they told you to wear it in a mean voice? At some level, you wanted them to see you in that uniform!"
Alex was closing his eyes tight and breathing heavily, trying and failing to tune Faria out. "And that's not all, is it Alex?" said Faria, preparing to land a crushing blow.
"You got hard, didn't you?"
The scene flashed in Alex's mind. Anton and his buddies seated on the benches of the changing room, watching as Alex stiffly tried to recreate the dance moves he had seen Claire do.
They started out laughing and jeering, but over time the bullies had grown quiet. Their eyes had grown hungry, and a strange tension had begun to crackle in the damp air of the locker room. Alex's moves had grown more natural. More fluid. Anton's eyes were on Alex's body as it swayed, the little skirt flipping slightly with his movements. When an erection began pushing up the front of the skirt, none of the bullies said a word, despite the golden opportunity to ridicule their favorite target.
"And I bet Anton got hard as well," said Faria smugly, guessing correctly once again.
Alex could remember seeing the answering bulge growing in his bully's pants, feeling a deep fear and mix of other, less familiar emotions building inside as he had continued his amateur cheer routine. Anton had opened his mouth, ready to speak, to take things even further.
"And what happened after you danced?" asked Faria eagerly.
"Nothing. Coach knocked on the door and wanted to know why we were taking so long. I hid in the showers until he left, and the bullies ran. I changed into my clothes and went home," said Alex wearily. "We didn't talk about it afterward. It's the only time me and Anton have ever been on the same page. I didn't report him, and he never brought it up again, even when he was making fun of me. I think even he knew things went too far that day."
Faria sat for a moment, mulling over what she had just learned. Then she heaved a deep sigh. "Boys can be so silly. So full of prickly pride that they can't even recognize their own preferences. It's like those little kids that pull the pigtails of the girls they think are cute. They don't know how else to express themselves."
"No. No way. You're wrong," said Alex dully, immediately seeing where Faria was going with this.
"Face the facts, Alex," said Faria. "You let Anton push you around, then got turned on when he made you act like a girl. And he even got turned on too! You two are a match made in kinky heaven. The beautiful closeted trans girl and the big hunky sports star who loves to make her submit. It's like a fairytale!"
"T-trans girl?!" gulped Alex, his eyes bugging.
Faria shrugged dismissively. "If the pink high-heeled shoe fits, babe."
"This is insane," repeated Alex for the dozenth time that night. "Anton is an asshole! I don't like him, or feel attracted to him, or whatever sick thing you are suggesting!"
"Oh please. It doesn't matter that he's an asshole, honey. Girls your age love assholes. They seem tough and confident. Lots of women are attracted to that, you're not alone," said Faria, patting Alex's naked thigh. She was amused to see that, despite his denials, his cock was being totally honest, standing stiff and proud.
"But... but..." said Alex, clearly confused and wavering.
He was turned on. Worn out. Confused. Vulnerable.
Now was the time to strike and win some real concessions.
*Programming Mode. Silent. Submissive. Malleable* said Faria, making Alex slump against the ropes binding him.
There was no reason to be cautious now. Time for the heavy guns.
*I am deeply attracted to Anton Williams*
Although his face scrunched into a frown, Alex repeated the phrase. "...to Anton Williams."
*I want to sexually submit to Anton Williams*
Alex grit his teeth, but kept going "...to Anton Williams"
Time to hypercharge Lexi's slutty submissiveness.
*I am a girly slut that can't say 'no' to big, strong men."
Alex's face was turning red. "... to big strong men."
Faria felt at this point it was safe to return to her previously failed command.
*My ass is a pussy*
Alex barely paused. "... a pussy."
One final thing. Something to bring both Alex and Anton a little catharsis.
*I want to be Anton's cheerleader slut.*
Alex paused for long enough that Faria was about to call off the command, but finally, he stated in a grating voice: "I want to be Anton's cheerleader slut."
Faria snapped her fingers and said *Rest*, letting Alex close his eyes once again.
Then she turned to her other captive, who was watching the programming session with wide brown eyes. Claire's thighs glistened with her own arousal. Apparently Claire was getting turned on by her boyfriend's feminization even before her programming, the kinky little minx...
"It's time for another chat dear," said Faria seriously. "I hope you have been thinking carefully about what I said."
...
"Ok, Lexi," said Claire encouragingly. "You can do this. You're a total knockout. All the guys are going to want to sign your hot body the second they see you."
Although it made Lexi uncomfortable to think about throwing herself at random Frat boys, she had to admit that Claire was probably right. The cheerleader's uniform that Hailey had provided seemed tailor-made to reveal and showcase as much of Lexi's curvy body as possible. The tiny blue skirt barely came down past her panties, and the stretchy top hugged her little tits tight, showing off her already-hard nipples through the thin material. Her hair was drawn up into cute pigtails tied with ribbons, and her makeup had never looked better. If she was lucky, the frat boys would cum in their pants just looking at her.
But the costume gave Lexi conflicted feelings. It dragged up the dark humiliation of that day in high school for one. It was really uncanny how the costume was just like Claire's old high school uniform, but sluttier. On the other hand, for some reason wearing the uniform made Lexi unbelievably horny. She wondered how Daddy would feel when he saw her in a uniform so similar to the one he had forced her to wear that day. Maybe she could give her Daddy a dance even better than the one that had given him a boner when he bullied Alex...
Claire wouldn't have any trouble attracting guys either. The bright white of the latex nurse's uniform contrasted sharply with her bronze skin, and her curves were practically bursting out of the tight little garment. Picturing the filthy things that the frat boys would do with Claire tonight made Lexi uncomfortable, and strangely, a little horny. Lexi knew that she and Claire were in the same boat tonight, but she was still a little upset about what Claire would do tonight to earn her signatures. Lexi and Claire, although they were frequently intimate, hadn't had normal hetero sex since Alex had been temporarily shelved. Lexi couldn't help but feel like the frat boys were being offered something tonight that she wasn't allowed to have anymore since she had become a girl (temporarily!).
"But I'm not going to lie, sweetie," said Claire with a grim expression, "You're playing on hard mode tonight. If just one hand slips between your juicy thighs, it's game over. We taped you up good tonight, but it won't feel like a vagina down there. Don't lose your head and forget that."
Lexi gulped. She had learned the hard way over the past month that trying to control her libido was almost impossible. If a big strong frat boy wanted to finger her in the heat of the moment, would she even be able to say no?
But it was too late to worry about that. They were walking up the stairs to the doors of the Birchwood Society. Lexi would just have to do this somehow.
Daddy would be at the party as well. Lexi wasn't sure how she felt about that. Anton might be helpful as a safety net if she got into trouble, but he might also get jealous and hotheaded. Maybe it would be better to avoid him.
When they knocked, the door to the frat house swung open instantly, revealing that the party had already started. They were still early for the start of the challenge, but it looked like most people were already here. Lexi nervously looked around at the other guests.
The Frat boys looked hungry and eager, like foxes in a henhouse. Lexi saw multiple guys checking out her and Claire with shameless stares. Shopping around for the best piece of meat.
How far Lexi had fallen. These were supposed to have been his brothers. They still would be, once Lexi had passed this final test. But now they were seeing her as just another slut. Would they ever be able to see her any other way?
There were full LG sisters at the party as well, with attitudes ranging from amusement to annoyance that during this party they wouldn't be the centers of attention.
Lexi couldn't help but exchange terrified, sympathetic looks with the other pledges as they moved towards the kitchen to grab drinks. She saw a playboy bunny, a cowgirl, some sort of harem outfit. All of them looked embarrassed but determined. Lexi couldn't count on any of them to just drop out of the competition.
There were a little less than fifty members of the Birchwood Society. With sixteen girls competing for signatures, that would be less than three signatures per pledge if they were spread evenly.
Lexi was going to aim for seven signatures, just in case. She was pretty confident that with that many, she would be in the top ten at least.
Finally, after a few minutes of nervously sipping seltzers and awkwardly making small talk with other pledges, they heard Hailey yelling for attention from the living room.
"All right all you frat pricks and pledge bitches!" she hollered over the crowd. "The competition starts now! Party is over at two! At that time, pledges will line up to have your votes counted in the meeting room back there," she said, gesturing to a side room. She gave the assembled crowd a sunny, viscous smile. "Girls, I wish you the best of luck. Boys... I don't need to wish you luck tonight, because these ladies are MOTIVATED!"
This drew a sloppy cheer from the already buzzed crowd, and suddenly the room seemed to burst into motion, with guys making beelines towards girls that had caught their eye. The unlucky girls who weren't being talked to tried desperately to interest nearby Brothers.
Lexi was momentarily stunned by the sudden burst of sound and movement. And when she turned to look at Claire, she saw her girlfriend slipping away with an apologetic wave, a big bearded frat boy pulling her by the hand towards a hallway.
Right. Lexi had to get to work as well. She turned back to the crowd to see that a tall thin Brother was standing over her with an eager grin on his face. "Hey!" he said, practically shouting to make himself heard over the crowd, "I'm Sam!"
"Lexi!" said Lexi, with a smile that she hoped was seductive. Sam was a little thin, but his height made up for it. He wasn't bad looking either. There were definitely worse frat guys that could have been interested in her.
"Are you interested in earning a signature, Lexi?" said Sam, his leering eyes savoring every inch of her sluttily displayed body.
"That sounds great!" said Lexi cheerfully, winding one of her arms around Sam's. "Let's go talk about it somewhere more private!"
As they moved through the crowd, Lexi noticed that some of the girls hadn't been as shy as her, and were earning their signatures right out in the open. On one couch, the bunny girl was straddling a pudgy frat boy's lap, kissing him deeply while grinding her crotch against his. A small crowd had formed... Maybe to wait their turn until the girl had finished. Shit. If this was the level of competition, Lexi would have to step up her game.
Finally, they slipped into a dark bedroom off one of the halls. Lexi turned to Sam, saying, "Alright big boy, what did you..." But Sam didn't wait for her to finish her sentence. His lips were on hers and his arms had wrapped around her body. He tasted like stale beer, and his kissing technique was miles beneath both Claire and Anton, but the feeling of being dominantly kissed by a tall strong man made Lexi's head instantly grow fuzzy with desire.



"Jerk me off, you fucking slut," said Sam, his voice practically shaking with adrenaline. Lexi blushed at his harsh tone but felt her clit begin to stiffen in its tape prison from being ordered around. Luckily, a handjob was something she could do with no danger. Sam's lips returned to hers, kissing her greedily as she unzipped his pants and freed a short, thick cock.
As her hands began jerking and rubbing the stranger's dick, he moved his hands to Lexi's ass, groping and squeezing with frenzied arousal, his kiss growing sloppier and rougher as his attention split three ways.
He was an ass man. Even better luck. Lexi was confident that her ass was just a feminine as any of the other pledges. Lexi increased the speed of her hands. There was no reason to be sensual here. This wasn't a lazy afternoon lovemaking session: she needed to get this frat boy off and move on to the next one before all the easy signatures had been claimed. Her hands moved with frantic speed as she pulled away from the kiss and fake-moaned: "Cum for me, Sam! Please! I want it!"
As expected, a little dirty talk worked wonders. Sam grunted and his cock pulsed in Lexi's hand, splashing sperm onto her thigh as his body tensed, gripping her ass tightly. Finally, he loosened his grip and pulled back, shoving his slimy cock back into his pants and giving Lexi a satisfied smile.
"That was great!" he said happily. "Well worth a signature." He spun Lexi around and, humiliatingly, lifted her cheerleader skirt, pulled out a black sharpie, and signed his name on her ass cheek with a flourish. Then he slapped Lexi's ass and opened the door to the hallway, calling over his shoulder "Call me sometime, babe!"
Lexi let out a sigh of relief. One signature down, and it had been a piece of cake. Maybe the rest would work out fine as well. The first one had been easy, but she couldn't expect her next signature to just fall into her lap. She would have to approach another frat boy herself.
Lexi walked quickly down the hallway back toward the living room. As she got closer, she could hear some kind of commotion from the larger room, and at the end of the hall, she saw two frat boys hurrying toward the noise, chattering excitedly with each other.
Lexi was about to go see what the fuss was all about when a large figure stepped out into the hall, blocking her path.
Mark, the tall, cruel fraternity president, stared down at her with a nasty grin.
"Well, well, well," he said, advancing slowly. "If it isn't Lexi. Or should I say Alex?" His voice was quiet, but his words would be devastating if anyone heard them. Lexi couldn't help but look around nervously, despite the fact that they were alone in the hallway. "You're going to come with me right now, little cheerleader," said Mark softly. "Unless you want this party to be brought to a screeching halt by a sickening revelation."
Lexi's heart hammered in her chest. She should have known that someone like Mark wouldn't let things go after that basketball game. She had hoped that her Lexi persona and her Alex persona were different enough that she wouldn't be recognized. But she should have realized with how girly she had looked the night of the basketball game that she would be easy to spot.
There was nothing she could do. Once again the evil frat president held her whole life in the palm of his hand. Lexi nodded meekly and allowed Mark to throw an arm over her shoulder, leading her toward a set of stairs. Lexi tried to catch the eyes of people as they made their way to the stairs, but everyone seemed distracted, either heading to the living room or whispering to each other with scandalized looks on their faces. Faintly in the background, Lexi could hear what sounded like cheering from the living room. She was too distracted to think about it too hard.
On the second floor, Mark led them to a large bedroom and locked the door behind him.
He pushed her roughly onto the bed and slowly began unbuckling his pants. "Frankly," he said with a vicious smile on his square-jawed face, "I think that what you and that smug prick Wiliams have going on is fucking sick."
He violently thrust his pants and boxers down, revealing a hard, medium-sized cock. "But if Anton is masculine enough to make another man his little bitch, then so am I." Mark advanced with a menacing step, looming above Lexi as she whimpered on the bed. "You are going to be my little sissy cheerleader tonight." He reached beneath Lexi's skirt and ripped away the concealing tape, smiling as he saw that the intensity of the frightening situation had given Lexi an erection as well.
"You're going to give me everything that fucking asshole Williams gets. Your mouth. Your hands. And your tight sissy ass."
The door practically exploded as Anton's foot smashed open the lock, sending splinters of wood raining onto the bedroom floor. For the second time, Lexi's daddy arrived like a knight in shining armor to save her from Mark. She had never been as happy to see him in her entire life.
Mark looked stunned for a second, staring stupidly as his brain tried to process what was happening.
That moment of hesitation was all that Anton needed. He rushed forward and his fist was a blur, smashing into Mark's face, its force knocking Mark down onto the bed. In an instant, Anton had grabbed Mark and forced his arm behind his back, twisting up just to the point of pain.
"Fuck!" screamed Mark, his nose streaming blood down his face. "You went too fucking far this time Williams! I'm the fucking president of the Birchwood Society. Let go!"
Anton responded by shaking his head and twisting Mark's arm just a touch higher, making the president hiss in pain. Although Anton wore his trademark lazy grin, Lexi knew him well enough by now to see that he was murderously angry.
"You think that I'll let that stop me from teaching a lesson to the guy trying to assault my girl?" he said contemptuously.
"Girl?" wheezed Mark with a shaky laugh. "You're fucking delusional Williams! He has a cock for God's sake!"
Mark squealed as his arm twisted even further. "I know you didn't just call me gay," said Anton in a dangerous voice.
"Wait! Fuck!" cried Mark desperately. "Stop! I'll have you thrown out, you idiot! You can't treat me like this."
"Like hell I can't," said Anton disgustedly. "You're fucking dogshit at your job prez. We brothers are only putting up with you because it's too much hassle to remove you and you'll be gone at the end of the semester anyway. You know I'm more popular than you. If you so much as fucking speak to my girl again, I'll have YOU removed."
Lexi watched Mark's face with smug satisfaction as the president's hope of ever competing with Anton Williams died in his eyes. "Fine. You win," whined the defeated man. "J-just let me go." Anton tossed him to the bed.
The president got up and put his pants back on rapidly, avoiding Anton's eyes. He had almost made it out the broken door of his bedroom when Anton stopped him.
"Wait, prez," he said coldly. "Aren't you forgetting something?"
"What?" mumbled Mark sullenly, keeping his eyes down.
"You saw my woman naked from the waist down! Her clit and everything. I'd say that's months of spank material for a loser like you. That's definitely worth a signature."
Mark gritted his teeth, but after his humiliating defeat, he couldn't say no to Anton. He crossed the room rapidly and scrawled a hasty signature on Lexi's arm before practically running out the door.
Lexi breathed a sigh of relief, running to her daddy and throwing her arms around him. "Thank you sooo much Daddy!" she said adoringly, nuzzling up against his strong chest. "You really are my hero. I'm going to give you a really big reward soon. I think you're going to love it!"
Anton's arms grew tight around her, and the look he gave her smoldered with possessive lust. Lexi realized with a mild intimidation that made her cock stir once again that Anton's anger hadn't completely burned away after his victory over Mark.
"No, baby girl," said Anton commandingly. "You're going to reward me right now. Tonight."
"But Daddy," said Lexi hesitantly, staring up at Anton with wide, submissive eyes, "I need to go get other..."
"No," said Anton harshly. "No other guys. No fucking slutty games. You're my woman, Lexi. And I'm going to teach your body that lesson right fucking now."
The words made Lexi's heart flutter and her clit throb. Her Daddy had decided, and Lexi couldn't say no. But this time, she also didn't want to.
...
Anton sat on the edge of his bed, huge and dark and naked. He looked like a massive onyx statue: a work of art representing perfect masculinity. His huge cock throbbed visibly with the beat of his heart, a massive spike of lust jutting up from his crotch.
"Dance for me," he said, his heated gaze focused intensely on his woman.
Suddenly, Alex, the personality that had been forced to be dormant for a month, rose to the surface, brought forward by the comparison with the bullying incident that had changed his life. What a difference a year and a half could make. Just like in that locker room, Alex was wearing a cheerleader uniform. Just like that day, Anton was sitting, commanding him to dance, watching him with interest. And, exactly like it was on that day, they were both aroused.
Alex began moving. Stiffly at first, but with increasing grace. That day in high school, Alex had been overwhelmed with shame and fear and hatred. But all of that was gone now.
Alex had tried to compete with Anton, to challenge him in a contest of masculinity. But he had lost. Badly. It had been foolish to even try in the first place. That futile struggle had been the source of all of his negative feelings towards Anton.
Alex was a failure as a man. But he had found a new role. One where he could thrive. Alex faded away again, willingly giving up control to Lexi. Lexi, the person he really was. Lexi, who was his truest self.
Now that Lexi had given up the silly idea of being Anton's rival, she had the much more pleasurable role of being his loyal woman. Instead of being at odds with each other in a fight Alex would always lose, they could work together in harmony. It was beautiful.
Lexi's dance grew more sultry, swaying her hips, flipping up her skirt to give her daddy peeks at her clit and her juicy ass. Tonight was the night. She was ready. She was finally going to lose her female virginity to her daddy.
"Come here," said Anton, beckoning. "Crawl to me, baby girl."
She dropped to her knees and did as her daddy commanded, slinking forward in a sexy crawl, wiggling her big ass as she went. It reminded her of the very first blowjob she had ever given Anton. But this time she only had an audience of one. Without cameras, Lexi could be her natural self without hiding anything. As she knelt at Victor's feet, her proud little clit stood up stiffly between her legs, free and untaped.
Without further prompting, Lexi accepted her Daddy's dick with enthusiasm, drawing a groan of satisfaction from his lips. After countless hours of practice, she knew exactly how to please her Daddy, and her expert lips, tongue and throat showed Anton how much she wanted him tonight.
"That's right, baby girl," said Anton, looking down with approving eyes as Lexi eagerly packed his massive cock down her throat. "Get it wet. We need it good and lubed up."
Withdrawing the big black dick from her throat, Lexi giggled and gently kissed Anton's balls. "No cumming in my throat tonight, Daddy," she said, her bright blue eyes staring with laser-like intensity up into his. "Tonight you're busting your nut deep inside my pussy, and nowhere else."
Anton couldn't wait for his prize anymore, he scooped Lexi up in his strong arms and set her on the bed, helping her into position: head down, back arched, ass up. He looked down with pride at the work of art he had commissioned. A tight little body, a plump, juicy, unquestionably female ass, and a stiff little cock, humiliatingly demoted to a clit. Anton said goodbye to the ghost of Alexander Fox, the stuck-up little rich boy he had molded into the perfect submissive, girly slut.
Anton lined his cock up with Lexi's pussy, teasing the entrance with his cock, still slippery with Lexi's saliva.
"What do you want, baby girl?" he asked in a low voice.
"Fuck me, Daddy!" came the enthusiastic reply with no hesitation. Lexi wiggled her cute butt in anticipation. "I want to feel you inside me!"
Lexi quivered and gasped as her Daddy's cock pressed tight against her pussy, then slowly sank inside. It pushed in further and further, deeper and deeper, filling and splitting and penetrating her completely. It was nothing like the dildo. It wasn't a cold lump of plastic. It was a hot, thick symbol of her Daddy's power and dominance.
Lexi was getting fucked. Not just bodily, but spiritually and mentally too. As Anton pushed himself slowly inside her, he was dominating her. Conquering her. Owning her. Alex had been taught by society as he grew up that men fucked and women got fucked. Although it wasn't true, it was a subconscious lesson he deeply believed: sex was something men did to women. Although she had had sex many times in the past, she felt that she was being deflowered, losing her virginity once more to her Daddy's superior cock. For the first time, as his Daddy pinned his soft, curvy body to the bed with his big hard dick, Lexi experienced what it was like to get fucked by a real man. She made a soft, high cry of ecstasy as her manhood she had abandoned, temporarily, or so she thought, was damaged beyond repair.
"Fuck me!" Lexi gasped softly, "Oh, fuck me hard, Daddy!"
Anton was happy to oblige, sliding his cock in and out of Lexi's eager pussy, slowly at first, then with increasing speed, as his woman egged him on, begging for more.
Lexi worked almost as hard, pushing her hips back hard, her little clit bouncing and jolting with the intensity of her passion. Her pussy felt fucking amazing around Anton's cock. Lexi was tighter and slicker than any woman he had ever been with. Her training had paid off handsomely. Anton would have to be sure to reward Claire later for her excellent teaching...
Without warning, Anton pulled Lexi up, laying down in her place and patting his lap, a gleam in his eyes. "Ride me, Babygirl," he said simply.
Lexi could feel they were both getting close. She wasn't sure she would be any good at cowgirl, but Daddy got what Daddy wanted. She climbed up onto Anton's lap, raising her butt and slowly sinking his cock once again into her warm, welcoming pussy. She raised and lowered her hips, awkwardly at first, doing her best to find the rhythm.
Suddenly Anton growled beneath her, gripping her hips tightly and possessively, thrusting his thick black cock roughly up into her little pink pussy. Dominantly claiming her once again. Letting Lexi know who her man, her Daddy was with physical language deeper than words.
"I'm going to make you mine tonight, Lexi!" he grunted, making his woman squeak and moan with submissive pleasure as her insides learned the shape of his huge dick. "Forever." One big dark hand trailed up from Lexi's thick hips to make rough trails across her tender pale belly. "Tonight, I'm putting a baby inside you."
The crazy thought sent Lexi's mind spinning dizzily with lust, making her frantically slam her soft ass down on her Daddy's lap, wanting to feel him deeper inside her, her blue cheerleader skirt flipping wildly, her silky blonde pigtails flying.
Her delicate little girl-cock bobbed wildly with her up and down motion, hard as a rock at the thought of her Daddy's biologically impossible boast. Her soft little feminine balls stopped bouncing, tightly drawing in to the base of her cock in joyful anticipation of their owner's imminent impregnation.
"Yes, Daddy!" Lexi moaned wildly, her eyes crossing and her tongue lolling sluttily, "Make me your woman. Knock up this slutty pussy. I want to have your babies!" Anton's masculine declaration of intent had fully awakened her feminine instincts. She was totally under the spell of her Daddy's cock, forgetting completely the anal nature of their wild lovemaking. Her mind conjured impossible images of leaking tits and a swelling belly fertilized by Anton's potent seed. "Give it to me." She whispered hoarsely, tightening her pussy to milk her lover's manly cock "I want your sperm so fucking bad. Cum inside me, Daddy. Make me pregnant."
Anton grunted beneath her, bucking deeper and faster. His big, hairy balls tightened powerfully, his deep male instincts telling him to thrust deep and impregnate the fertile and willing female riding him. "M-maaaake meee a Mommmyyyyy'' wailed Lexi in a deep moan, feeling her Daddy's white hot cum paint her insides as she sent thick little squirts of girl-goo splattering onto Anton's firm chest from her bouncing, ladylike cock.
The two lovers stayed in position, breathing heavily, staring deep into each other's eyes. Then Lexi giggled, and Anton laughed, and they were snuggling and embracing.
"I'm sorry, Daddy," said Lexi, making a disgusted face and trailing a finger over the sperm she had shot onto Anton's chest. "I sort of made a mess, didn't I?"
Anton shrugged, scrubbing off the worst of the splatters with a handful of sheets. "You think you're the first squirter I've been with? This is nothing," he said with a grin.
After a few minutes of cuddling. Lexi sighed and moved to get up. "Sorry Daddy," she said sheepishly. "I really have to get back to the party. I can't lose this challenge."
Anton grabbed her arm. "No way, Babygirl. You're mine now and no one else's. You're staying here with me until the party's over."
"But Anton!" whined Lexi, "All the other girls are down there getting signatures!"
"That's all been taken care of," said Anton mysteriously. "Besides, you haven't collected my signature yet!" With a grin, he reached down and shockingly, grabbed Lexi's cock between two massive fingers.
"Anton!" squealed Lexi at the unexpected stimulation, "What are you...?"
"Calm down," said Anton serenely, as he began to rub his fingers gently up and down Lexi's clit. "Can't I rub my woman's clit when I want to?"
Her face burning with shameful arousal, Lexi felt her cock respond, despite just ejaculating minutes before, and soon it was once again standing at attention. With his goal achieved, Anton took out his provided sharpie and signed his name down the length of Lexi's pale cock.
"There," he said smugly. "Now everyone will know who owns you."
"Anyway," he said with his usual cocky grin, "I can see you're ready for round two. Let's see if your mouth can get Daddy ready as well..."
...
Lexi rushed down the stairs just after two, her hair a mess, her uniform askew, and her walk a little stiff and awkward.
Shit. It had seemed to make so much sense when Daddy sternly told her she had to stay until the party was over, but what the fuck was she going to do now? Three signatures was certainly no guarantee that she passed. She rushed to the door Hailey had indicated early in the night, pigtails flying. She hoped that she wasn't too late.
As she rushed in the door, the other girls looked up at her, some with annoyance. It looked like they were just finishing up tallying the signatures.
"So glad you could join us," said Hailey sarcastically. "We were just about to disqualify you. Everyone else has already been counted."
"What's the cutoff?" asked Lexi desperately, unable to help herself. "How many do I need to pass?"
Hailey raised an eyebrow at Lexi's tone but decided to answer. "Three," she said brusquely.
Lexi felt the tension go out of her body. "Awesome," she said with a smile. "I barely made it! But..." her eyebrows creased. 'Three seems a little low. That's the top ten?"



"Well," said Hailey with a giggle, "We had an overachiever who threw off the curve a little." Something about her tone made Lexi look nervously around the room. "Wait a second... where's Claire?" she asked numbly.
"It's not fair!" burst out the cowgirl, close to tears. "She didn't need that many signatures to win! She was just taking points from the rest of us."
"Claire's making herself a bit more presentable," explained Hailey with a gleam in her eye. "But don't worry, we counted her signatures in the living room..."
"Twelve must be a new record!"
The door opened again and Claire walked it, her face dreamy and smiling. If this was "more presentable" Lexi couldn't imagine what Claire had looked like in the living room. She had hastily stuffed herself back into her nurse costume, and was practically dripping with cum. The thick, globby semen of a dozen frat boys was smeared across her lovely face and oozing down the inside of her thighs beneath her sexy costume. There were big black signatures scribbled all over her body.
"I've got to say, Claire-bear," said Hailey warmly, "Starting an all-holes gangbang in the middle of the living room was a bold strategy, but it clearly paid off for you. I get the feeling you are going to be a very entertaining sister to have."
Claire laughed but glanced across the room at Lexi with worried eyes. Lexi felt guilt and arousal and jealousy all at once. This was obviously the plan Claire had come up with to help her: taking as many points as possible from the other girls to lower the winning threshold. Lexi knew that Claire had done it for her, but it would be easier to swallow if she didn't look so... satisfied.
"Anyway," said Hailey sharply. "You say you have three. Let's see them."
Lexi began to sweat. "You, um... you need to see them?"
Hailey rolled her eyes. "Well, duh. Are we just supposed to take your word for it?"
Her mind racing, Lexi turned and showed Mark's signature on her arm, trying to buy some time.
"That's one," said Hailey impatiently.
Lexi turned and flipped up the back of her skirt to show Sam's signature. Horrifyingly, the pressure and humiliation of the situation was sending more blood to her cock. Just as all the girls were focusing on her body intently.
"Two..." said Hailey, rotating her finger in a "Let's go" motion.
Fuck. Why had Anton signed her cock? She should have known that they would have to show them at the tally. 'The last one is... It's in a private area," said Lexi in a mortified whisper.
Hailey scoffed. "Are you fucking kidding me?" she said in an irritated voice. "Most of the girls in here just had to show us their coochies a minute ago. That's like the first place guys think of to sign. That and the tits. Now come on. Show me the third."
Lexi was trapped, she folded her hands at her waist, desperately trying to hide her growing erection. What could she do?
"Uh, hello?" said Hailey rudely, "Earth to Lexi? I need a third signature, girl, or you lose."
"Show us Lexi!" called a girl from the crowd.
"I think she only has two," murmured another girl with a bitter smile.
Lexi fidgeted. There was no way out. Her entire future rode on this. But if she showed her signed cock, wouldn't the consequences be worse than losing?
"Last chance Lexi," said Hailey in a hard voice. "Let's see it."
"Show them," said a firm, calm voice from across the room. Lexi turned to see Claire, sperm splattered but still her beautiful girlfriend despite it all, looking her steadily in the eyes. Claire nodded her head. After a moment, Lexi nodded back. She couldn't see how showing her cock to a room full of sorority sisters would help her, but her trust in Claire was bottomless.
Her heart beating wildly, Lexi gripped the edges of her skirt and slowly lifted it, revealing her stiff, signed cock to the crowd of girls.
The room was dead silent.
"Alright," said Hailey simply. "Welcome to the Ladies of the Grove, sister Lexi. Well, I mean, technically your induction will be in a couple of weeks, but..."
"W-wait," said Lexi, not quite believing what she was seeing and hearing. "You... I mean, you don't have a problem with..."
Hailey gave her a confused look. "With your cock? Of course not, Lexi. Trans women are women. What do you think we are, a bunch of bigots?"
"But, I..." said Lexi stupidly, unable to process this information. "I mean... what?" Lexi had heard that the sorority had strict unofficial rules about not admitting lesbians, so this unexpected acceptance was incomprehensible to her.
Hailey rolled her eyes. "We all know you're fucking Anton Williams, so we aren't really concerned about you going after sorority sisters. Just be chill and don't rub it in everybody's face that you have a dick and we're good." Hailey walked past Lexi towards the door, taking a moment to pause and whisper in her ear "Say 'thank you' to your Daddy next time you see him. I just couldn't refuse when he begged me to let a trans girl into the LGs, since he was the one asking."
As Claire and the other accepted sisters surrounded Lexi to congratulate her, Lexi realized that it was all over. In a few weeks, after her official induction, she could reveal that she was a man and not a trans woman at all. She could switch back to being Alex, being male, full-time.
Why did that suddenly make her feel so conflicted?
...
Despite the fact that her boyfriend's utter humiliation had aroused her, Claire Estrada's gaze was steady and her voice was calm as she faced Faria.
"You're suggesting that I influence Anton. Make him fall in love with Alex," she said, with a chagrined twist of her lip.
"Ah, there she is," said Faria condescendingly. "The genius Anton and Alex have been telling me about. Bingo. Anton doesn't know what he wants yet. You can show him a different way. It doesn't have to be just the two of them either. Think of it as adding a third to your relationship."
"But Anton?" said Claire with disgust. "He's an arrogant prick."
"Well, that decision is out of your hands," said Faria apologetically. "But it's not as bad as you think. Alex is great, but he's a little... soft, wouldn't you say? Even before I helped him give up on masculinity. Haven't you ever wanted someone a little... harder? Tougher? Badder?"
Claire's eyes grew curious. Faria could see her thinking about it despite her reluctance.
Faria began rubbing the smooth, soft brown skin on Claire's bound thigh. "In a way, you're lucky. If you can pull this off, you'll have the best of both worlds: a soft, thoughtful, loving partner, and a rugged bad boy. Both at the same time. Peanut butter and chocolate."
"But I can't trust Anton," said Claire, biting her lip lightly. "He wants to destroy Alex."
Faria shrugged. "Anton has rough edges. But lots of women get into relationships with bad boys hoping to tame them."
"Yeah, crazy women!" said Claire, rolling her eyes. "That's never a good idea!"
"So you'll have to try extra hard," said Faria with a wink. "If anyone can steer Anton in the right direction, it's you. Alex told me you're a mastermind."
Claire looked dissatisfied, but seemed to realize that Faria's suggestion was her only option.
"I thought you erased everyone's memory after these sessions," she said with a sigh. "How will I even know what to do?"
"I make my own rules," said Faria simply. "If I want to let someone go with a few commands to keep their session a secret instead of wiping their memory, that's up to me."
Claire slumped, letting the ropes binding her hold her body weight. She looked exhausted by the enormity of the job in front of her. "Why are you doing this?" She said, looking up at Faria wearily. "You got paid already. You could just let Anton do what he wants."
Faria frowned, thinking for a moment, as if she hadn't really considered the question herself.
"I shouldn't have agreed to hypnotize you," she said finally, her face and voice stiff. For a woman as proud as Faria, admitting fault was clearly difficult. "Anton suggested it, and I agreed because it would help with the task of corrupting Alex. But to hypnotize someone, I need proof that they committed some sort of offense against the client."
Claire understood. "And I never did anything to Anton. You were caught between two of your rules because you said yes without thinking. You have to provide the services Anton paid for, but hypnotizing me breaks your rules. Trying to make the hypnosis a positive for me is your only way out."
Faria simply nodded, with an extremely rare look of embarrassment on her face.
"Well whatever," said Claire in resignation. "I want to make this clear, Faria: I don't see this as some sort of gift. But it's better than nothing. Let's get on with this."
And, for once without a quip or snarky comment, Faria put Claire into programming mode.
Claire was already planning how to work this terrible situation in her favor.
...
Months ago, before the first Birchwood Society pledge meeting...
"You've been feeding him his 'weight-loss' shakes, right?" asked Anton, staring down at Claire Estrada, his victim's gorgeous girlfriend, as she eagerly slobbered all over his cock.
"Every day, master!" gasped Claire, taking the opportunity now that the cock was out of her mouth to slap it lightly against her cheek. "He still hasn't realized that they're filled with the medicine you gave me."
"God I can't wait to see it," said Anton smugly. "I bet after months of those herbs pumping through his blood he looks just like a woman. Tonight's the night. I'm going to humiliate him in front of the whole frat and get him rejected."
Claire frowned slightly. "Oh. So that's what your plan was? Ok." She returned to enthusiastically sucking Anton's cock, closing her eyes in ecstasy as she forced more of his black cock down her pretty throat. Anton tried to enjoy his little sex toy's submissive service, but her dismissive response bothered him, nagging at him like a rock in his shoe. Finally, he tapped Claire on the head, signaling her to disengage.
"What's the problem with my plan?" he asked bluntly.
"It's nothing," said Claire shyly. "I'm just a cock sucking little toy for my master. You don't need to listen to what I say."
"Tell me," growled Anton.
Claire shrugged. "I just think it would be more satisfying if you corrupted Alex a little more before publicly humiliating him. You've got me whispering in his ear. With my help, you could get him to do all sorts of things. He hasn't even dressed like a girl yet!"
Anton considered Claire's words carefully. It would be satisfying to see Alex truly corrupted and feminized. And what was the rush?
"If I wanted to use your suggestion. Hypothetically," said Anton slowly, "What would I need to do?"
Claire withdrew Anton's cock from her mouth with a wet pop. "First, you need to convince him you're no longer his enemy. He's too suspicious of you right now. As for the rest, why don't you make this suggestion to the frat president..."
....
Months ago, after the panty stealing task.
"Wow! I have to admit that you were right!" said Anton, holding up the lacy black pair of panties to the light as Claire gave him a sensual handjob. "It was totally worth it to wait and force Lexi to get all dressed up like a girl!"
"I knew you would like it!" said Claire sweetly, working her slim fingers slowly up and down her master's cock. "Lexi turned out to be pretty cute as a girl, right?"
Anton gave Claire a confused look. "Cute? I mean, he's a guy. It was hilarious, but not cute."
Claire huffed and looked away. "I worked for hours on that makeup, master. The least you could do is tell me I did a good job!"
Anton felt a little annoyed. Claire was his sex slave, not his girlfriend. Why should he have to think about her feelings? On the other hand, he had learned that things were a lot... sweeter when Claire was happy and enthusiastic about her tasks. What was that shit people were always saying? Kindness is free.
"Fine," he said with bad grace. "Yeah, Lexi was cute." Hell, guy or not, it was even true. That makeup had done wonders. Anton had almost forgotten that Alex was a dude for a second there in the sorority house.
"What if I told you I could get Alex to dress up like that more often?" asked Claire coyly.
"I was going to expose him at the next frat meeting," said Anton. But there was a note of interest in his voice.
"I'll just make an anonymous report about catching him stealing the panties," said Claire with a smile. She reached up and plucked the thin lacy panties from Anton's hand. "Because I have an even better idea than humiliating him in front of the frat guys. What if we confused poor Alex into really becoming a girl?" Claire locked eyes with Anton as she wrapped the lacy panties around his cock, moving their smooth material up and down his dick.
Anton was silent, not daring to speak or even breathe as Claire mesmerized him with the taboo handjob and her alluring voice.
"The girls told me about this loophole that the LGs and the Society used to have. The loophole has been closed now of course, but Lexi doesn't know that. All I have to do is suggest..."
Anton listened intently, forgetting for a moment that he was the one in charge here.
...
Over a month ago, before Anton and Lexi's first date
"No! No fucking way, Claire!" said Anton, sitting up in bed. They had been cuddling after a particularly satisfying session of lovemaking. "I'm not going to 'be nice'. Or 'treat it like a real date'. I think you're forgetting the entire point of this. I'm trying to publicly humiliate Lexi, remember? Not treat her to a good time."
Claire put a soothing hand on his naked chest. "Shhhh, calm down, Daddy. Think about it. What could be more humiliating than making Lexi fall for you? Making her get a big crush on her former bully? Wouldn't that make it even sweeter when you reveal her secret to everyone?"
Anton's mind raced. "A crush? On me?" The idea was sick and twisted and fascinating. "You really think Lexi could feel that way?"
"Absolutely," said Claire with the crooked smile that had started to make Anton's heart race when he saw it.
"I... I don't know Claire. It sounds weird. I'm not sure if that's the direction I want to take this," said Anton doubtfully.
"I'm not saying you have to have feelings for Lexi, Daddy," said Claire. "You're so good-looking that just being nice will be enough to drive her crazy. It will be a completely one-sided thing. Totally humiliating for her."
"One-sided," said Anton thoughtfully.
"Just be open to it," said Claire firmly. "Meet with Lexi and decide in the moment whether it feels right to destroy her or string her along. Does that sound ok?"
Anton nodded. He could at least consider it. He turned to Claire and roughly kissed her. For some reason, he was all revved up and ready for round two.
...
One month ago, before the basketball game...
"It's fucking bullshit, babe, that's what it is!" said Anton, leaning across the table and speaking in a fierce whisper. It wouldn't do to disturb the other guests at the restaurant after all. "She hasn't answered my calls for weeks! No contact! I thought you said that after the blowjob she would be totally mine!"
Claire calmly lifted another fork of spaghetti and meatballs to her mouth and chewed dainty before answering. "I don't see what the problem is, Daddy," she said airily. "I thought the whole point was to humiliate Lexi. She sucked your cock, called you daddy, and had the video shown to a crowd. Her body is totally feminized, and she dresses in girls' clothes like half the time. She is on track for a huge, humiliating reveal when she tries to switch over to the frat. You won."
Anton almost growled in frustration. What Claire was saying was technically correct, but Lexi's behavior was still infuriating to him for some reason.
"Unless there's something else bothering you..." said Claire with a mischievous smile. "Like, maybe just humiliating Lexi isn't enough for you anymore."
"Fine, I'll admit it!" spat Anton. "I want more, ok? I want Lexi as my personal possession. It's not enough to humiliate her anymore. I want her to be mine."
Claire smiled, trying to hide the triumph in her eyes. "Well, in that case, I can help you. You need to show Lexi how much she needs her big strong Daddy. Keep trying to reach her. She'll pick up eventually. When she does, keep your cool. You know that weekly pickup game you play? Well, here's what you should tell Lexi..."
...
Present day, following the final challenge.
Claire left the bathroom, drying her hair from the shower as she walked to Anton's living room. It had felt good to get all the sticky jizz off of her body.
Anton was sitting on the couch, naked as usual. Claire had never known a man in love with his own body as much as Anton was. He took every opportunity to undress.
He was playing Claire's task from the second Sorority initiation challenge on the TV. On the screen, Claire swayed and seductively unbuttoned her shirt as she gave 'fuck me' eyes to the camera. When Claire pulled 'give your sponsor a lap dance' out of the bowl, she had been a little nervous at first, but it turned out to be really fun to learn all the slutty dance moves.
She crossed the room and plopped down next to Anton on the couch. Anton grinned at her. "You know, Lexi can be a little oblivious. I don't think she ever even realized I was your sponsor."
The camera panned in the video to show Anton sitting on a chair, waiting for Claire to make her way over in the skimpy lingerie she was now wearing.
Claire shrugged, "A combination of good luck and the fact that no one ever told Lexi that Brothers could sponsor more than one person," she said lightly. Claire blushed slightly as she watched her past self grind her pussy rhythmically against Anton's bulge, her head thrown back, eyes closed, bottom lip held firmly in her teeth.
"I don't even know why you keep watching this," she said with an embarrassed tone. "I'm right here in the flesh."
"Hey, if you want to give me a repeat performance, I'll turn it off right now!" said Anton with a cocky grin.
"Well, I'm your sex slave, right baby?" Claire fired back with a smile, "Why not just order me to do it?"
It was Anton's turn to look embarrassed. "Yeah, but I want you to want to do it, babe. You know that," he mumbled.
"And I will," promised Claire, taking Anton's hand in hers. "After we finish our plans with Lexi."
"Speaking of plans for Lexi," said Anton slowly, "I've been thinking about what you said. About that... what was it called? Like a three-way but for dating?"
"A throuple," prompted Claire.
"Yeah. That. I know I said no, but... I changed my mind. I think I would be OK with trying it out," said Anton sheepishly.
Claire carefully maintained a neutral expression, despite the swooping joy in her heart. "Oh, that's great, babe! We can start working on that right away. It will be a little tricky. Lexi still doesn't know that you and I are together. We will have to lead her to it gently."
"If anyone can do it, it's you, babe," said Anton, raising her hand to his mouth and kissing it gently, love in his eyes. "You're kind of a genius when it comes to influencing people."
Yeah, thought Claire smugly to herself. I kind of am.
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Two years ago...
Avani Rao heard her coming long before she arrived.
Avani shook her head while carefully checking her lipstick for smudges. Zofia had never been very good at controlling her impulses, so it certainly wasn't out of character for her to scream at Avani's bodyguards. But Avani would have thought that her rival had better sense than to make a scene at a high-profile event like the Froberger Gala.
As she listened to Zofia's heated, lightly accented voice arguing with her bodyguards outside of the bathroom, Avani's only reaction was a small self-satisfied smirk as she painstakingly reapplied her mascara in the mirror. Let the stupid little slut dig herself deeper. No matter how justified Zofia's anger was, the scandal rags would tear her to shreds if she melted down at the fashion industry's biggest social event of the year.
The door to the bathroom burst open, admitting a wild-eyed Zofia Serafin and two disgruntled bodyguards.
"Sorry, ma'am," said one burly, chagrined man, trying his best to herd the advancing blonde woman back out of the bathroom without touching her or her expensive-looking silvery dress. "We'll take care of this."
Avani sighed, dropping her makeup back into her clutch and snapping it closed. "It's fine. She's here now, she might as well stay. Leave us alone for a moment." The two bodyguards retreated, blustering and apologizing. Avani mentally noted their faces as they left so she could fire them later, then turned her attention to the furious blonde attempting to confront her.
Zofia Serafin was in some ways the archetypical model. Thin but not bony, gracefully slim with long legs, small pert breasts, a captivating, classically beautiful face, and deep blue eyes that seemed too intense to be real. Her enthralling beauty had once made Avani envious. After all, as a brown girl with a curvy ass, Avani didn't have the typical look that most fashion houses wanted.
But there was no reason for jealousy anymore. Not now that Avani had definitively won.
"You," said Zofia, almost white-faced with rage. "How could you?" Even completely distracted by anger, she was still annoyingly perfect, not one sleek blonde hair out of place.
Avani just gave her a pitying look. "I have no idea what you are talking about, honey," she said dismissively.
"Don't you play dumb with me, Avani Rao," snarled Zofia, her perfect mask finally cracking as her lip curled up to bare her sharp white teeth. "There's only one spot for a new designer in Accardi's Spring show. And it was mine. Right up until you stole it."
Avani shrugged languidly. Zofia was totally right of course. Avani and Zofia were both struggling to break out of modeling into designing and, like she had said, there was only one spot for a new designer in the Accardi show. Avani could buy all the sweatshops she wanted with her daddy's money, but prestige was harder to obtain: getting into that show had been crucial. So Avani had done what was necessary to ensure that her designs would be in that show rather than Zofia's.
"Well I hope you enjoy it, Avani," said Zofia, her eyes shining with hatred. "Because I will get my chance. I'll make it big. And when I catch up to you, you'll have an enemy for life."
Avani laughed airly, striding up to Zofia with the swagger of a woman confident in her victory. "But you aren't going to catch up to me, you peasant," she hissed. "Because I told everyone what happened in the dressing room after our show last week."
Zofia froze, her face a mask of disbelieving shock. "You didn't," she said numbly.
"I did," said Avani smugly. "And no one is going to want to take a chance on sponsoring a lesbian fashion designer right now. God, think of what she might do to the poor girls in the dressing rooms! The scandal!"
"But, but you... I'll just tell everyone what you did too!" said Zofia, her bright blue eyes wide and for some reason hurt as they stared into Avani's. Involuntarily, Avani's mind flashed back to that night. Her lips on Zofia's, their hands tangled in each other's silky hair. Fingers softly slipping down between each other's legs, finding the willing wetness there... She shook her head to dispel the memory. There was no point in thinking about that.
"Who will they believe? The woman who just successfully launched her own fashion line? Or the newly blacklisted lesbian?" said Avani cruelly, turning toward the exit.
"Why?" said Zofia in a pitiful voice. Avani turned with a look of disgust to see that the ridiculous woman was actually crying. How embarrassing. "You already won," said Zofia shakily. "Why did you have to r-ruin me too? I thought we could have been friends... or..." she trailed off miserably.
Avani felt an uncharacteristic stab of guilt but squashed it immediately. She had no time for mercy or pity if she wanted to prove herself to her father and mother. "I don't need to be friends with a failure like you, Zofia," she said lightly, "Or whatever perverted thing you had in mind. And to answer your question..."
Avani smiled viciously. "I did it because I could. When you see someone is down, that's the right time to crush them under your foot. You might have been an obstacle in the future. You admitted it yourself. The smart move was to grind you under my heel while you couldn't fight back. There are two kinds of people in this world, peasant," she said, turning her back on the devastated woman, "People who get fucked, and people who do the fucking."
"And you just got fucked," said Avani with cruel finality, pushing open the door, and leaving the sobbing blonde woman behind.
She rejoined the glittering crowd to receive their insincere congratulations for her upcoming first big show as a designer.
...
The present day...
Avani opened the door to the sitting room silently, peeking one beautiful tawny eye into the room to check that the coast was clear.
Her Mommy was sitting on the leather sofa, facing away from her daughter, distracted by a conversation on the phone.
Perfect. It was the ideal setup for the prank Avani had in mind. Mommy had been a little too mean last night, tying Avani up and teasing her for hours with feathers and hot wax and ice until she was a quivering, dripping mess, then denying her an orgasm, flashing a wicked smile, and saying goodnight.
Avani was always a good little girl for her Mommy. But if Madeline was going to play games like that with her stepdaughter, she shouldn't be surprised if it made Avani act a little naughty.
Mommy wasn't the only one who could get someone all hot and bothered. Avani slipped into the sitting room without a sound, wearing an outfit that she knew would drive her stepmother crazy. She wore thigh-high white stockings, complimented by a lacy garter belt that emphasized her curvy hips and the swell of her firm ass. The pure, clean white of the lingerie perfectly complimented the luscious cinnamon-colored skin of the rest of her bare body, and presented what Avani hoped would be an irresistible treat for her horny mother.
Avani had tucked a daisy behind one ear to complete the look. Madeline liked it when Avani looked innocent, soft, and submissive, so she hoped that her outfit would provoke her mommy into an afternoon of sweaty, filthy mother-daughter sex. Her pussy was already wet at the prospect and her nipples were like two pebbles standing up from her small shapely breasts. Avani lived for sex with her Mommy. Sex with Daddy was fun too of course, but he was gone on a month-long series of factory visits. In fact, that was likely why Madelin had been so mean lately: her favorite sub wasn't currently available, so Avani was pulling double duty.
Avani crept forward silently on her stocking feet. Heels would have worked great with this outfit: they always made Avani's ass look even more incredible, but this was a stealth mission, and being quiet was essential.
Madeline Rao was utterly absorbed in her phone call, staring into space with her piercing blue eyes and running a distracted hand through her shining blonde hair as she listened intently. As usual for the morning, she was wearing only a thin silk robe that pressed tight against the curvy naked body beneath. Just what Avani wanted.
Easy Access.
Avani dropped to her knees behind the couch, crawling along the side and waiting for her moment. Madeline stopped mid-sip of her morning coffee. "I know she has refused to negotiate. That's the entire point, Rod," she said, her voice tight with exasperation. "I'm saying that I have something she won't be able to refuse. I need her to be in that room. Promise whatever you need to, but make it happen. Once she's in that room I guarantee she will be mine." Madeline turned to the side, rustling some of the magazines on a side table, looking for something.
Avani saw her moment to strike and took it, crawling swiftly to Madeline's feet and getting into position, eyes peering upward, legs spread to reveal her glistening pussy, her teeth lightly gripping her plump lower lip. Let's see what Mommy thinks of this.
As Madeline Rao turned back from the side table, a magazine in hand, she finally noticed Avani at her feet. Her beautiful blue eyes widened in surprise, then focused with bright interest on her daughter's provocative nudity and clear arousal. Her curvy lips quirked up into a smirk, and an elegant eyebrow lifted up. "Not now, darling," she mouthed silently, pointing at the phone.
Avani pursed her lips and scrunched her eyebrows together in an exaggerated sexy pout. She laid her chin on her stepmother's knee and dropped one perfectly manicured hand between her legs, beginning to gently play with herself beneath her Mommy's watchful eye. Madeline clearly began to grow interested despite herself. Keeping her lovely golden brown eyes locked with her mother, Avani planted a soft, hot kiss on Madeline's inner thigh, just above the knee, slowly sliding her free hand up the inside of her Mommy's leg.
Madeline slapped Avani's wrist gently as her hand approached the hemline of Madeline's skimpy robe, raising both eyebrows now and waggling a finger in front of Avani's face. But Avani was reading her stepmother's mood carefully. There was a difference between an annoyed "stop what you are doing immediately, Avani, I'm serious" and a flirty "Ooh, you had better stop, you naughty girl, or Mommy might have to punish you", and Madeline was definitely in the latter mood.
Avani parted her glossy lips and took Madeline's warning finger into her mouth, gently sucking it and swirling her tongue as her eyes blazed with submissive pleading, locked with her Mommy's commanding blue gaze. "I know she's the hottest in the business right now," said Madeline distractedly into the phone, unable to look away as her stepdaughter gave her finger a slutty blowjob. "That's why I want to meet with her."
Keeping her lips moving up and down her mother's finger, Avani's hands ran once again up Madeline's inner thighs, parting them gently as they went. Madeline looked mildly exasperated but smiled gently and withdrew her finger, running her hand lovingly through Avani's hair before grabbing the back of her head and pulling her in, between her thighs, to the prize Avani had been begging for.
Avani greedily kissed her mother between her legs, parting her lips with an eager tongue and tasting the thick gooey evidence of how horny her little show had made her Mommy. A long time ago, the idea of eating Madeline out had disturbed Avani: the idea of this kind of subservience terrifying and arousing her all at once. But now, worshiping her Mommy's pussy was one of Avani's favorite things to do. Madeline's round, powerful thighs snuggly around her head, her hand gently guiding at the back of Avani's head, her soft, juicy cunt grinding against her daughter's lips, her words soft and encouraging or imperious and demanding, depending on her mood. Avani craved them all. They made her feel like the good little girl that Madeline wanted her to be. They made her feel safe and loved.
Avani could hear Madeline continuing the conversation, her voice getting just the slightest bit raspy from her arousal. "If she agrees to meet, I don't care what time she comes. Move another appointment if necessary." Avani redoubled her efforts, rejoicing that her naughty little prank was working. Her tongue alternated between plunging deep and swirling and wriggling over her Mommy's clit, pleasuring her mother's pussy exactly how Madeline had trained her to do. Madeline's concentration was already starting to break, if Avani worked hard, maybe she could even make her mother cum while on the phone with her assistant.
Avani felt Madeline tense up as her hard work paid off, clamping her thighs around Avani's face and gripping a fistful of her silky black hair tightly. Her Mommy's sweet, sticky pussy spasmed, crushed up against Avani's writhing tongue. "I... I'll call you later," said Madeline into the phone, trying and failing to keep the moans out of her voice. "Maaake that meeting Haaaappen!"
Madeline tossed the phone aside, breathing heavily as she came down from her orgasm. She flipped up her silk robe to reveal Avani pulling away, licking her lips with a self-satisfied expression. "Come here, you little brat!" she growled with playful anger, grabbing Avani's petite body and pulling it over her lap as her stepdaughter squealed with mock protest. Sometimes being punished by Mommy could be even more fun than getting cuddled by her.
Avani wiggled her plump naked ass alluringly while thrown over her mother's lap, pretending to be trying to get away while presenting as juicy a target as possible. She bit her lip in anticipation. When it came to Mommy's punishments, she had learned to love spankings most of all.
Smack Avani yelped as the glossy magazine Madeline had been holding cracked against her bare behind. "You know that I have to run your entire fashion label for you now, right, Avani?" said Madeline sternly, rubbing the smooth cool surface of the magazine over Avani's stinging ass.
"Yes, Mommy," said Avani in a pitiful voice, pushing her ass higher as a trail of shiny liquid seeped from her pussy, slowly tracing down her inner thigh.
Smack "And it's hard to do that when horny little brats can't keep their mouths off of Mommy's pussy," said Madeline patiently.
"I-I'm sorry Mommy!" whined Avani, "I just love you so much, and I... I..." Because of the way she had been programmed, sometimes Avani could feel an echo of her old self looking over her shoulder. It wasn't enough to stop her from submitting completely to her stepmother, but it was enough to make deep humiliation a familiar part of her lovemaking.
The old Avani inside her remembered her pride and her old hatred for Madeline Rao as she reached behind her with both hands to spread her cheeks and present the spectacle of her flushed, sloppy pussy to her amused Mommy. Her cheeks burned with the residual shame of her old self as Madeline gave a low chuckle and rested her fingers lightly between Avani's legs.
"You needed to feel your Mommy's love," Madeline said with smug satisfaction. Her fingers began pressing and rubbing in small circles over her little girl's swollen clit. Avani moaned in deep shame and sexual bliss as Madeline dug her fingers deeper, burying her hot face into the couch cushions. "Especially after your bad Mommy got you all hot and wet and desperate last night and left you all alone..."
Madeline grabbed Avani's petite hips with her powerful arms and picked her up, positioning Avani so that she was upside down, one trembling brown thigh on either side of her stepmother's head, her needy pussy only inches from Madeline Rao's smirking mouth. "Well, Mommy is sorry, Avani. I've been a little stressed and I took that out on you. Let Mommy kiss you better..." Her hot breath was so close that Avani could feel it on her pussy. In the heat of the sexual moment, her old self faded away, burnt out for the moment by the depth of her sexual need. "Yes!" she moaned, "Kiss me Mommy!"
Madeline pulled Avani back onto her face, her hot, wet mouth engaging her daughter's desperate cunt with loving enthusiasm. Avani saw stars, clinging desperately to Madeline's torso as she hung suspended from her mother's powerful grip. Her nerves lit up like a Christmas tree as her Mommy's plunging, swirling tongue penetrated her deeply from behind, her soft lips rubbing and stimulating as she worked.
Sometimes Avani thought it was a little unfair. When Avani ate out her Mommy, she felt like she was worshiping and servicing her superior, but when Madeline ate out Avani, Avani felt like she was being conquered and ravished by the dominant older woman. No matter what position they were in, Avani was always the submissive, Madeline always the dominant. But it was hard to get truly annoyed at the inequality, not when Mommy's mouth made her feel like this.
Avani was already on edge after last night and her submissive little 'prank' she had just pulled on her stepmother, so it didn't take long for Madeline's expert mouth to bring her to orgasm, her trembling legs gripped her Mommy's face tight as she squeaked and moaned out "I love you, Mommy!" over and over again.
...
Avani sat in Madeline's lap, sucking softly at a nipple on her Mommy's big, beautiful breasts as Madeline gently and teasingly played with her daughter's pussy. It was one of her favorite relaxing positions. She felt calm and whole and unified with her mother, which was all she had ever wanted.
"Avani," said Madeline gently, looking down with loving eyes, "I have something important to discuss with you."
Avani looked up at her mother, a slight thrill of apprehension running through her as she realized that whatever Madeline was about to bring up was serious. She released her mother's nipple, still shining and erect, from her mouth. "Yes, Mommy?' she said meekly.
Madeline sighed and grimaced. "This has been a lovely little escape from reality, these past few months. Just having you here all day, only worrying about pleasing your Mommy and Daddy. But it's time for you to go out into the world again. As the new you."
Avani's eyes widened as she realized what Madeline was saying. "B-but.." she began numbly.
"Don't worry dear!" said Madeline hastily, stroking her hair. "I'm not abandoning you or throwing you out, Mommy will be with you every step of the way. But you need to rejoin the real world, as the new you."
Heading out into the world as the new her would be extremely risky for Avani's reputation, especially if Madeline was there "every step of the way". The idea of the whole world finding out about Avani's utter submission to Madeline made the old Avani inside her wake up with a flash of humiliated terror. "But why Mommy?" she said, her heart beating quickly, "I just want to stay home with you!"
Madeline smiled, but a frosty chill crept into her eyes. Avani was skirting dangerously close to disagreeing with an order. "Well, for one, the press is starting to obsess over the fact that you haven't been seen in several months. We need to nip that in the bud."
Madeline tossed down the glossy magazine she had used to spank Avani. "More importantly, the Froberger Gala is coming up, and your Mommy needs your help." The magazine showed a stunning blonde model in a daring dress, with headlines all around her picture about this year's Froberger gala. Avani gulped. It was the biggest event of the year for fashion industry insiders. Avani remembered that, even back when she was at the top of the modeling world, going to the gala had felt like diving into a tank filled with sharks.



Of course, she herself had been a shark at the time. She wasn't sure how she would do these days, now that Madeline had crushed her will and made her a soft and submissive good girl.
Something seemed familiar about the model on the magazine cover, but Madeline pulled her attention away before Avani could look more closely.
"Taking over your fashion label has been a challenge Avani," said Madeline. "I simply don't have the deep industry ties that you do. I need you to come with me to the gala, so you can use your charm and connections to help me make deals."
Avani felt doubtful. In her memory, most of the people who attended the Froberger gala hated her guts, even if they were polite on the surface. Madeline might even be better off emphasizing that the label was under new management if she wanted to make friends. But Avani couldn't say no to her mother. "Yes. Of course, Mommy. I'll be there."
"Great!" said Madeline brightly, gently moving Avani so she could stand up. "Well, we still have a month or so to prepare, so let's not worry about the details today. It will be so much fun! It will be like a coming out party for the new you!" She stretched and began moving away toward the dining room, her wide curvy hips swaying alluringly as she walked. "Come along now Avani, let's get some breakfast. Later we can see if your Daddy is free for a video call. I have some fun ideas for how we can... entertain him a little. I know he misses us."
Avani got up to follow but hesitated. Curiosity got the better of her and she bent to examine the magazine. Suddenly, she recognized the stunning blonde model on the cover.
Zofia Serafin. The woman that hated her most in the world. The caption beneath her read "Zofia Seraphin, this year's guest of honor."
Zofia must have been busy in the months Avani was absent, clawing back her place at the top of the modeling industry despite the rumors Avani had spread. Avani let the magazine fall back to the table and turned to follow her Mommy to the dining room. Well, she was sure Zofia would be busy all night with all the people who wanted to suck up to her.
Surely she would be easy to avoid.
...
One month later...
Avani could see the brilliant flashes of dozens of cameras lighting up Madeline's wide, naughty smile, her perfectly styled blonde hair, and her curvy body, which was wrapped tight in a low-cut, figure-hugging black dress. Photographers captured pictures of her Mommy from a dozen angles as she exited the limo. The press was no doubt happy to have fresh images of the mysterious woman who had taken over Avani's fashion label.
But these pictures would be nothing compared to what they would see in a moment.
Avani hesitated. Her outfit had been designed by Madeline herself. The clothes had seemed fun and sexy when dressing up with her Mommy, but now the reality of showing this outfit to the world, having it photographed from every angle and gossiped about online hit Avani like a ton of bricks. Avani had a sudden overpowering feeling of shame. She wasn't sure she could do this.
But Avani had no choice. It was already too late. The sparkling, diamond-studded leash in Madeline's hand pulled tight, dragging on the collar around Avani's neck, pulling her forward, out of the dark private limo and into the blazing light of the red carpet.
Avani got to her feet, wobbling on the enormous white platform shoes that her Mommy had picked out. The crowd of fashion journalists was silent for a moment as they took in what she was wearing. It would have looked more at home in a lingerie show than at a fancy event like the Froberger Gala. Over the top of everything was a dress made of material so thin and gauzy that it concealed nothing, simply giving a misty, airbrushed look to the flesh underneath. Avani's long, firm legs were covered in the white stockings that her mother loved, and her bottoms were tiny lace boy shorts. Above the waist, Avani's only covering was two glittering star-shaped brooches over her nipples, leaving the rest of her perky breasts exposed to the eyes and cameras of the press.
And of course, the look was completed by the shiny collar around her neck, joined by a leash to her Mother's hand.
The look was stunningly inappropriate. More revealing than even the most daring of see-through runway looks. Although technically everything was covered, the clothing she was wearing served only to emphasize and showcase her body rather than preserve her modesty. For the reporters, the outfit was a delicious contrast to Avani's former reputation. Avani had been known as a bit of a prude when it came to showing off her alluring body.
Avani flinched as a camera flashed. And then another. The media surrounding her began to recover from their shock slowly at first, but then with increasing speed. A reporter called out. "Avani! Where have you been?"
"Did you design this new look?"
"What is your relationship with Madeline Rao?"
The sounds of the crowd built up into a dull roar as people jockeyed to get the perfect photograph. Madeline flashed Avani a wicked smile. The press had already taken dozens of photos. Avani's mind reeled, and she felt moisture building between her legs as she realized that there was no going back. Social Media would be buzzing within an hour about her slutty outfit. Madeline strolled forward, pulling Avani along with a jerk, demonstrating clearly that the leash wasn't just an ornament: she really had the control of her stepdaughter that the accessory implied.
When Madeline had told Avani that it was time for the world to see "the new Avani", she had been brutally literal: the world had now seen how far Avani had fallen; how deeply she was under her mother's thumb.
Avani sighed in relief as they entered the floor of the gala. At least there wouldn't be any more reporters inside the party. But her relief was short-lived. The eyes of the guests stared with amused contempt at Avani's barely dressed body, and more than one fashion icon giggled behind a hand when they saw the former queen bitch of the industry collared and leashed.
Madeline made no effort to hide Avani's shameful exposure, leading them through the busiest part of the party, straight through the main ballroom, waving and calling out to people she knew as Avani's cheeks grew hot with shame. Everyone knew now. Everyone could see that Avani was now the submissive botch of the stepmother she used to hate.
"M-mommy," said Avani finally in a meek whisper, "Maybe we can go somewhere a bit more private..." She was being examined with cruel intensity from across the room by a photographer she had turned down for a date years ago. She felt like she might pass out from the extreme shame and arousal. Or worse, her swollen nipples might dislodge the adhesive on the jewelry concealing them, revealing her arousal to the crowd.
"A private room?" asked Madeline with a curvy smile, making no effort to keep her voice down. "Why you naughty girl... You can't wait until we get home?" This drew dirty chuckles and giggles from the surrounding crowd, who were now openly watching Madeline and Avani's kinky antics with frank interest.
"N-no!" whined Avani, cringing at the attention, praying that the crowd couldn't see the wet spot she could feel forming at the crotch of her flimsy panties. "I just meant that..."
Madeline sighed theatrically. "All right dear, if you insist. I can't deny anything to my sweet little daughter after all. Come along now dear." And with that she turned and tugged Avani along by the leash, leading her down a side hallway off the ballroom and into an unmarked door.
Avani was surprised and confused to see some sort of dimly lit lounge with a low leather couch in its center, rather than the storage room that she had expected. Madeline led her to the couch and motioned her to sit with a pat of her hand.
When Avani sunk to the couch, grateful to get off of the massive platform shoes, Madeline pulled her in for a hug. "How are you doing baby?" she murmured, kissing the top of Avani's head. "I know that this is hard for you."
Avani snuggled into Madeline's chest, grateful for her Mommy's comfort. "It's hard Mommy!" she said pitifully. "It's so humiliating for the people I used to know to see me wearing this!"
Madeline stroked her hair while saying in a soothing voice: "Oh, I know my dear. I'm sure it's the most humiliating thing you've ever done. But it's necessary. Mommy told you she needed your help, right?"
Avani nodded, her brow crinkling.
"Well, this is how you are helping me. You were quite a brat in your former life, darling. A lot of people out there really don't like you very much," a hint of dark amusement had crept into Madeline's voice at this point, and the hand on Avani's head had begun to grip possessively. "But when people find out I broke that brat they used to know and made her my slutty little toy, they will want to know more about me. This little show of submission from you will make me many valuable connections."
Avani understood. The changes in her mind hadn't erased her business sense, or her understanding of the fashion industry. Sometimes, in order to make it to the top, all you needed to do was show that you were stronger and smarter than anyone else. By publicly humiliating her, Medline had proven that she was more powerful than the former biggest bitch in the room.
"But you aren't done helping me quite yet..." said Madeline meaningfully.
A knock on the door startled Avani out of her thoughts.
In stepped Audrey Frangella, one of Avani's least favorite people in the industry.
Audrey was the editor of one of the premier industry magazines. Appearing on the cover, or any of the pages of her magazine was key to advancing as a model. She was a repulsive short little toad of a woman with an ugly mouth perpetually pulled up into a smirk. Back when Avani was a model, Audrey was always trying to push her to show more skin. To use more provocative poses. To interact "more passionately" with male models in her shoots.
Audrey had always been a true believer in the idea that sex sells. There were dark whispers that she had connections to much less savory figures in an adjacent industry and that any models who were foolish enough to give in too completely to Audrey's commands might find pictures of themselves on filthy websites before long.
It was a delicate balance to walk as a new model: giving Audrey enough sexiness to convince her to put you in the magazine, without accidentally revealing too much. When Avani had finally gotten enough clout that she didn't need Audrey anymore, she relished kicking Audrey to the curb and snubbing her.
Seeing her now, more naked than she had ever been in Audrey's photoshoots, Avani felt a twist of fear. What exactly was Madeline planning?
Madeline rose to greet Audrey, leaving Avani fidgeting on the leather couch, trying ineffectively to use her arms to cover her exposed body from the middle-aged magazine editor.
"Madeline!" croaked Audrey with a broad, nasty grin. "I have to admit, I had been planning to decline your invitation with a polite excuse. But your little show out there intrigued me."
Madeline laughed with a look of utmost confidence on her beautiful face. "I don't blame you one bit, dear. From what I've heard, my daughter has been just horrible to you. So I understand your reluctance to partner with the company she founded."
"Yes, said Audrey coldly, her slimy eyes crawling over every inch of Avani's blushing, quivering body on the couch. "Avani was quite rude about some tasteful nude back shots that I requested, and then made some horrible false accusations about me in the press." Her eyes flicked to Madeline. "To be frank, I swore never to work with her fashion label again."
Madeline spread her arms wide. "Well, Ms. Frangella, as you can see, the label is under new management. I call the shots now. And I am sure that Avani would be happy to fully cooperate as a model in whatever kind of shoot you would like."
The loathsome woman practically licked her lips. "Would she now? Without any complaints? Any sort of photos that I want?"
Madeline chuckled as Avani felt a swooping sense of powerlessness, humiliation, and arousal.
"As you can see," said her Mommy with a cocky grin, "Avani no longer has the same kind of prudish hangups that she used to. She will show anything that I ask her to.
"Avani, dear," she said in a sweet voice, her blue eyes practically glowing with pleasure at her dominant control, "Please show our guest your pretty pussy."
Avani's nipples throbbed in time with her heart. What her Mommy was asking was totally degrading: revealing her most intimate place to a woman Avani had declared beneath her. Willingly showing her pussy to someone she had refused to let even see her naked back.
Avani took a deep breath and reached beneath her gauzy outer layer, hooking her thumbs beneath her lacy shorts and peeling them down. Audrey moved forward, a wide grin of triumph on her face as Avani's beautiful brown pussy came into view.
It was completely smooth and hairless. Avani had started waxing herself religiously after Madeline told her that her cunt "had better be soft and slick and buttery-smooth" if she wanted to feel her mother's tongue between her legs. It was also puffed up and lightly parted with desire, dripping thick strands of excited juice down Avani's plump thighs. Avani hid her face in shame, humiliated by her enemy's close examination.
"So the little brat likes it when she gets to show off," crooned Audrey mockingly. "Well don't worry, girly. I'll make sure that lots and lots of people get to see every inch of that beautiful body."
"I take it that means you are willing to come to an arrangement?" asked Madeline smoothly, placing a hand on Audrey's shoulder.
Audrey gave a savage grin, unable to take her eyes off Avani's shamefully revealed pussy. "Lady, you get Avani Rao naked and willing in front of my cameramen, I'll do anything you fucking want."
...
Audrey wasn't the last person Madeline brought in to meet with the newly conquered Avani Rao. Photographers, Suppliers, and Show coordinators. All of them were promised something from Madeline that made the new normal clear: Madeline Rao was now in charge, and Avani Rao was her obedient slut.
Avani now owed the photographer she had once shot down a blowjob, and she would have to practice her dancing skills: Madeline had promised that Avani would be the stripper at the bachelor party of a man who ran several prominent fashion shows on the east coast.
It was now clear what role Madeline wanted Avani to play in her company going forward. She was Madeline's tool to sleep to the top by proxy.
"Just one more meeting, darling," said Madeline sweetly. "You have been such a good girl tonight! I'm going to reward you all night long when we get home." Despite Madeline's dominant control, Avani couldn't help but be warmed by her praise. She might be a controlling bitch, but Madeline Rao would always be Avani's beloved Mommy.
Without knocking, Zofia Serafin swept into the room.
The two years since Zofia and Avani had last spoken had been kind to the tall graceful model. Somehow, despite being perfect before, she was now even more strikingly, coldly beautiful. Her sleek blonde hair was swept back perfectly, shining in the dim light. She wore a chic sleeveless black dress with a slit high up the side that would have been called daring if it weren't for Avani's slutty outfit that had stolen the show.
Zofia's blue eyes swept the room, fixing almost immediately on Avani, sitting vulnerable and exposed on the leather sofa. Her perfect plump lips curved up into a chilling smile.
"I see you are a woman of your word, Madeline," she murmured in her light accent, gliding forward to loom above Avani, who looked up with wide, disbelieving eyes at the woman whose life she had tried to ruin.
Even after the long evening of countless humiliations, Avani's feeling of inferiority toward Zofia was maddening. Avani had envied and looked up to Zofia for years when she began modeling at 18. Avani had slowly worked her way up to her rival's level despite what she saw as Zofia's massive natural advantages. Her naturally thick and lustrous blonde hair, her deep blue eyes, her creamy, perfect skin. All things that Avani would have killed for, and that she could never have.
Admittedly, Avani had twisted the knife a little when she had finally managed to surpass Zofia. But Avani felt she had earned it. So sitting now, dressed like a pathetic slut, wet and horny from being bullied all night, her panties soaked and discarded, leaving her horny pussy on display while Zofia looked down her nose with amused contempt, Avani flashed back to who she had been as a self-conscious eighteen-year-old girl, feeling miles beneath the beautiful goddess she could never reach.
"Miss Serafin, I know that you and my daughter have had your differences in the past, but I was hoping that..." began Madeline.
"Silence," said Zofia quietly but firmly. Madeline shut her mouth with a look of faint annoyance.
Zofia took Avani's face in her cupped hand. "Do you remember that night in the dressing room Avani?" she asked calmly, her face blank and unreadable.
Avani looked up at her, eyes wide and submissive. She felt a fresh flood of moisture to her pussy at Zofia's commanding presence. "Yes, Zofia. I remember."
Without a word, Zofia leaned down and kissed Avani, her soft lips pressing against the captive slut's with firm, moist pressure. She smelled amazing, like cold, clear moonlight. The passionate, soft kiss took Avani's breath away and instantly transported her back to that night. Both of them had been high from a successful show. Both of them were talking about problems they were having with men. A champagne bottle had come out. The complaints about men had become sharper, sidelong glances hinting at a deeper root to the complaint. Avani couldn't remember who had made the first move.
Obviously, when she told the story later, Avani claimed Zofia had kissed her, but she couldn't be sure. After that, it was a blur of fingers and lips and hot, panting breaths, sweet moans, and cries for more.
It had been an incredible experience, but not enough for the old Avani to show Zofia mercy.
Zofia pulled away from the kiss, keeping her face just inches from Avani, their eyes locked, sparks flying between them. "After that night I was so excited," said the gorgeous blonde model ruefully. "I was practically picking out wedding invitations. I was an idiot. I didn't understand how broken you were."
Zofia pulled back to her considerable height, once again staring down her nose at the pathetic slut beneath her. "I wanted us to be more Avani. It was you who insisted that we be enemies. Remember that."
Zofia turned to Madeline. "You want me to model for your company, correct?" she asked sharply.
"Yes, ma'am," said Madeline, happy to let the haughty model be in control as long as she got what she wanted in the end.
"And I can name my price?" asked Zofia, raising an eyebrow.
"Anything within my power," agreed Madeline with a lecherous smile.
Zofia turned back to Avani, her eyes gleaming with triumph. "Well, then, I'd like to hire your daughter as my personal assistant."
Avani's eyes grew wide. "N-no! Mommy, please, anything but that!" She had been expecting some sort of humiliating one-off sex act like the others had requested, but despite being non-sexual, this request was much worse. She would be publicly subordinated to her worst enemy, forced to wait on her hand and foot in front of an industry that would be delighted to watch her debased condition.
Avani remembered how badly she had treated her own personal assistants... Her pussy throbbed at the idea of being dominated all day long by this perfect, infuriating woman, despite her fear.



"Don't be silly, dear!" scolded Madeline. "It will be good for you to have a job to occupy your time. I think it is a lovely idea, Miss Serafin!"
"You will fetch my coffee," purred Zofia with a satisfied smile. She gave Avani a light push, forcing her onto her back. "You will take my calls." Zofia began delicately rolling up the bottom of her dress, revealing more and more of her creamy thighs.
"And when I get too stressed," she said, finally uncovering her pussy, "You will humbly service me beneath my desk, like the obedient little assistant you are." Her pussy was as infuriatingly perfect as the rest of her body, plump, smooth, and a delicate rosy pink color. A slight glistening at the lips revealed how much Avani's rival was looking forward to her new assistant's first act of service.
Zofia moved forward with speed and grace, squatting over her defeated enemy's face, eager to indulge in the pleasures of her victory. Zofia's sweet pussy filled Avani's world, overwhelming her eyes with its glistening perfection and her nose with its feminine musk.
"Consider this your interview,' said Zofia with a smirk. "Impress me."
If Avani had any self-respect left, she would have refused to orally pleasure the woman intent of disrespecting her, but her Mommy had trained her well. By this point, Avani craved domination, and submissively eating pussy was one of her favorite things to do.
Zofia was different from her Mommy. She tasted different, and her thighs had a different feel snuggled around Avani's face, but the deep feeling of inferiority and submission was the same, and before long Avani's hands were buried between her own legs while she greedily swirled and plunged her tongue in her rival's superior pussy.
Finally, breathing heavily and dripping from a mixture of Avani's saliva and her own love juices, Zofia rose to her feet.
"You're hired," she said with a smile. "Now, there's just one last thing to take care of."
She turned to Madeline. "Your daughter seems a little hot and bothered by tonight's negotiations," said Zofia, eyeing Avani's dripping-wet pussy. "Do you mind if I give her some relief?"
"How kind of you!" said Madeline graciously, watching the proceedings with amusement. "Please do!"
"Perfect," said Zofia smugly, reaching down to remove an elegant heel. "Avani, the last time we met, you gave me some advice. Do you remember what it was?"
Avani shook her head, gazing up with fear and arousal as the dominant beauty above her raised a naked foot. "N-no, Zofia."
"Call me 'my lady' from now on, Avani. You told me that when you see a person who is down on their luck..." Zofia brought her perfectly manicured foot down with deliberate slowness, pressing it against Avani's soaking pussy. "...that is the perfect time to crush them under your foot."
Zofia began moving her foot, pressing and wiggling her sole and heel against Avani's needy cunt, pushing her new assistant's already aroused body closer and closer to orgasm. It was intensely demeaning. As if Avani wasn't even worthy of Zofia's mouth. Not even her fingers. She was only worthy of the pleasure from the lowest part of her lady's body. She was unquestionably beneath Zofia in every way right now. And it was going to make her cum her brains out.
"Does it feel good, peasant?" hissed Zofia, relishing turning one of Avani's favorite dismissive insults against her.
"Yes, my lady! It feels so good!" moaned Avani, writhing her hips up against Zofia's foot, feeling the shame soak deep into her soul as Zofia drove her to sexual depths that even her Mommy hadn't managed.
"You told me that there are two kinds of people in the world, Avani," said Zofia, her face glowing with triumph. "People who fuck others, and people who get fucked. Which are you?"
Avani's face burned, her pussy was on fire with submissive lust.
"I... I get fucked, my lady! I'm a person who gets fucked!"
"Good girl. Now cum. Cum for your lady, peasant." Zofia leaned down hard, and Avani moaned in shame and ecstasy as she came on her rival's foot, watched by her giggling mommy as she consummated her complete defeat.
Zofia swiftly rolled her dress back down and wiped her foot off on Avani's tender belly before replacing her shoe.
"My people will be in touch for the more official details of our arrangement," said Zofia cooly, the blush in her cheeks already fading back to her perfect porcelain white. "It will be a pleasure working with you, Madeline."
Madeline gave her a simpering smile and shook her hand on the way out. "Likewise, I'm sure Miss Serafin."
Avani lay back on the couch where Zofia had left her, breathing heavily and hiding her eyes, her humiliation overtaking her as her lust faded away for the moment.
...
It took many kisses and soothing words from her mommy for Avani to feel better about that night. But From the beginning, they both knew that Avani would be going to work for her new boss eventually.
After all, Avani would do anything to help her mommy.
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Grace DeWitt breathed heavily, trying to get a hold of herself.
The tall, powerful man currently holding her close rubbed her back with a soothing hand, his massive palm moving in slow circles as he murmured encouragement.
Grace was finally able to get a grip, pulling away from the handsome older man with a blush and saying "Th-thank you. Thank you so much... Um..."
"Victor," said the confident man with a gentle smile. "Should we shake? It feels a little strange after we've already hugged."
Grace gave a shaky laugh, offering a hand. "Grace," she said, trying her best to relax. "Well Victor, I'm glad that you're here, and it's not just me." The big black man's handshake was warm and firm, but not as crushing as Grace feared. His whole presence was comforting, which is luckily exactly what Grace needed right now. She was a little claustrophobic, and hated elevators, so getting stuck in one was a personal nightmare for her.
Victor sighed and sat down, leaning against one wall. "I'm happy you're here too, Grace. The last time I was stuck in one of these it was hours all by myself."
The thought chilled Grace to the bone. Hours? She began to feel faint again.
"Grace? Are you alright?" she heard Victor say from what sounded like far away. Suddenly, strong arms were holding her again and when she felt better, she was sitting close to the large older man, both sitting on the floor of the elevator.
Grace felt her blush return in full force. It was comforting and felt safe and warm sitting like this with this stranger's big arm slung over her shoulder, pulling her close to his muscled torso, but it wasn't right. Not for a young woman with a fiance. She tried to extract herself, but Victor pulled her closer. "Oh no no no, little lady," he said seriously. "The last thing we need is for you to faint. You're staying right next to me until the technicians figure this out. Let's pass the time by talking." Victor looked down at her from his considerable height and smiled. "I haven't seen you around before. What brings you to the building, Grace?"
Grace sighed and gave up, snuggling in a little closer to the handsome man. He was right that she should try not to faint if she could, and his confident commanding presence was calming. Surely her Fiance would understand why she had to get close like this. Victor smelled nice too, some sort of manly, woody cologne. She should bug Freddy about getting something like this.
"It's my first day at work actually," said Grace ruefully, "My fiance was coming to meet me for lunch to wish me well, that's why I was headed down to the lobby. Where do you work?"
"Cross Advertising," said Victor lightly.
"Wow, me too!" said Grace excitedly. "What's your job? Maybe we'll work together."
"Ceo," said Victor, his eyes amused, his mouth pulling up into a cocky grin.
Grace's mouth fell open as she stared dumbfounded up into the eyes of her boss. Fuck. She had been acting like a scared little girl for the past ten minutes since the elevator stopped. She had sold herself in interviews as a tough, no-nonsense woman who could get the job done. It was a description that she found almost always accurate. And now she had convinced the CEO himself that she was a blushing maiden who needed a big strong man to protect her.
Victor cross stared down into the pretty green eyes of his panicking employee. Grace DeWitt was cute. Very good looking in a wholesome, girl-next-door kind of way, with soft brown hair, a winning smile, and a light dusting of freckles. She had a nice body as well, Victor could feel as he pressed the young woman to his side, with soft curves in all the right places.
Cute, but not exceptional. Victor could have found a comparable woman in five minutes if he tried. But Victor was like a tiger. Once he sensed weakness, the urge to pounce was irresistible. Besides, she was the only woman he had access to, and he was a little bored. That was enough.
Victor threw Grace a lifeline, clearly seeing her sudden discomfort. "Let's discuss something else. What are your hobbies, Grace?"
"Ummmm, well, I... You see Mr. Cross..." said Grace, brain still trying to process the sudden revelation. She had to find some way to increase her stock with this important man after starting out so unimpressive.
Victor put a large finger to her lips, an oddly intimate and dominant gesture, which caused a strange spark of heat in Grace's chest. She looked up at his calm face, her eyes wide. "None of this 'Mr. Cross' stuff, Grace," he said firmly. "We're not in a meeting. I introduced myself as Victor. Let's just be people right now, ok?"
Grace let out a breath. Victor was right. Now wasn't the time to network. Besides, getting to know the CEO on a personal level might be more beneficial than impressing him in a business sense. Grace had always been an ambitious person. She should try to use this opportunity to ingratiate herself.
"I... I like to knit," said Grace slowly. Not the most impressive hobby, but it had the advantage of being genuine.
"I admire that," said Victor. "Crafting something with your own hands is a lost art. More people should take up hobbies like that. Much more impressive than my hobby."
Grace felt warmed all over by the thoughtful compliment. Most people just called her an old lady when she admitted she loved knitting. "And what is your hobby, Mr.... I mean, Victor?" she asked, returning his smile.
"Seducing women."
He said it so smoothly and unselfconsciously that at first Grace didn't register what he had said. She blinked, then her eyes grew wide. "What?" she asked in a scandalized whisper. She teetered on the edge of being disgusted and amused, but a saucy wink from Victor tipped her decisively. She let out a burst of incredulous laughter. "Are you serious?"
"Of course, Grace," said Victor with a roguish smile. "It's an art form, and I'm among the best."
"What, you mean like... picking up women at bars?" said Grace with a confused smile, intrigued despite herself.
Victor shook his head emphatically. "No. No, there's no sport in that. Those women are also looking to seduce me. I go after women who think that they can't be had. Women who are taken. Women who think they are better than me. Women who think they hate me. I convince them to change their minds."
Grace looked at her boss in a new light. This man was blatantly claiming that he was irresistible to women. True, he smelled nice, and had a chest with muscles firm enough to feel even through his suit, and had a chiseled handsome face. But he had to be exaggerating, or more likely joking. That was it. Any second he would burst out laughing and she would look gullible.
The correct choice was to play along with the joke.
"So then, stud," she said, snuggling further into her boss's side. "What's the fastest you've ever managed to seduce an unavailable woman?"
Victor chuckled. "Oh Grace, it's not really about speed. It's about thoroughness. How deeply I can make these women submit after they swore in their hearts that they wouldn't. But if you must know, by personal best, time-wise, is one hour."
Grace's eyes widened. "Wait... so, it was a woman you knew, and then once you started trying to seduce her, it only took an hour?" Grace supposed she could see that. If they had been friends beforehand, and there was already a spark there. A well-placed phone call, a bottle of wine... an hour could be a long time if you knew your target.
"Nope," said Victor smugly. "One hour from introduction to penetration."
Grace scoffed and rolled her eyes. "Well, it doesn't count if you just randomly find a slut, Victor."
Victor shrugged, the movement making the encircling grasp of his strong arm even more obvious. "If she was a slut, I think her husband and two kids would be surprised to hear it. I don't like that word... 'slut'. I mean, it certainly has its applications for erotic humiliation, but it draws a false distinction. Being a slut isn't about who you are, Grace, it's about the context. All women are sluts in the right circumstances."
Grace knew that she should shut this line of conversation down. But Victor's strong body holding her close, his eyes burning on hers, his energy masculine and dominant and assertive... She found that she wanted to hear more. Wanted to know where the beautiful man was going with this. "Context?" she asked breathily, her eyes shining like a deer in the headlights.
"A woman needs two things in order to become her true slutty self," said Victor confidently. "One," he said, holding up a thick finger, "Is opportunity. A woman needs to believe that engaging in the slutty behavior won't come back to bite her. She has to think that she can keep it a secret, or that her reputation wouldn't suffer for some reason even if people did know. In my one-hour case, this lovely woman was on an anniversary trip with her husband. Her husband passed out dead drunk on their anniversary night. No one else on the island knew them, and there was no way he could catch us if we had sex. The perfect opportunity."
Grace thought about how she was alone in the elevator with this man. How it would be hours before anyone would disturb them. How much time they would have together that no one but the two of them would ever know about...
"Second," said Victor, a grin spreading across his face, "Is an excuse. Not for other people, but for themselves. Women, especially the strong independent women that I'm after, can't bear to think of themselves as a slut. They need a way to think about the encounter afterward that absolves them. In this particular case, the woman was both a little drunk, and furious and devastated that her husband couldn't perform on their anniversary night. Intoxication and emotional distress: two excellent excuses."
Grace considered her circumstances. She was upset, terrified of the elevator malfunction. Her older boss, who had so much authority over her was clearly flirting with her. Would it really be unforgivable if a woman in her circumstances gave in to the circumstances?
Grace noticed with horror that a large shape was bulging up and swelling along the leg of Victor's suit pants. No way... That couldn't be his cock. It was far too big.
"I... hope that you aren't getting the wrong idea, Victor," said Grace desperately, her blush deepening, " I have a fiance, so while I'm flattered, I can't..."
Victor dipped his head, and his lips were on hers, soft and warm and demanding. Despite her shock, Grace found herself submissively opening her lips for her boss's invading tongue, returning his kiss.
Victor pulled away and smiled. "So you're saying that you're an unavailable woman? One who can't be had? I guess I had better stop then..." he said mockingly. He took Grace's unresisting hand and placed it on the bulge in his pants.
"Have you ever seen a big black cock, Grace?" he asked softly.
Grace shook her head. "I... I've only had sex with Freddie," she said, her eyes wide as she watched her little hand and its size compared to the monstrous bulge.
"Then why don't you just take a look?" suggested Vicor, unzipping his pants. "Looking isn't slutty, Grace. Trust me. It's just curiosity." His massive cock sprang up from his pants, long and thick and a lustrous dark brown. Grace was mesmerized by its size and shape. It was a completely different thing than what Freddy had.
"Do you want to touch it?" asked Victor slyly, noting the fire that was beginning to burn in the eyes of his young employee. She looked up at him with desperate warring desires: to be a good girl for her fiance, and to let her hidden inner slut run wild. "I... We can't Victor! I'm not a slut!" she protested.
"You're not a slut," agreed Victor. "You're just a young woman in a scary situation with an attractive older man, and your emotions got the best of you, right? Besides, touching a cock isn't sex, so it can't be slutty, right?"
Grace felt the powerful energy of the handsome dominant man looming over her, the magnetic pull of his beautiful cock. It would be fine. They would be in here for hours. No one would ever know. And she would get to experience what the powerful ebony cock felt like in her slim little hands.
She reached out and gripped the cock around its base, feeling its iron-hard heat, its pulsing lifeblood. "You should get the full experience," whispered Victor. "Really feel every inch." Her green eyes locked on her boss's fiery gaze, Grace slowly moved her hand up the raging erection until it reached the velvety soft skin of the tip. She held her hand there a moment, sparks flashing between their passionate gaze, then began moving her hand down the shaft of her boss's cock again, gaining speed. She had passed the point of no return. She was no longer feeling his cock. She was jacking it off.
Victor luxuriated in the moment, as his nervous little employee's hand grew faster and faster, her breathing growing more and more hot and wet in her throat as her body busily prepared her for the intercourse it knew was coming, even if she didn't yet.
Victor put a hand on Grace's, stopping her. "I want you to use your mouth," he said firmly, all of his persuasion gone. She looked at him, her eyes already wild with lust, and tried one last time. "Victor, I told you, I'm not a..."
"Not a slut. I know. But I'm an artist, Grace. I'm the best at what I do. And I've decided that you're going to suck my cock."
Grace stared at the infuriating, cocky, beautiful, despicable man who thought he could order her around. A man who was so arrogant he thought his commands were irresistible. If she gave into him right now, she would just be proving him right, submitting to his sexual whims. Her pussy seemed to almost buzz with neediness. She felt lightheaded again, but not from fear. If... If she sucked his cock, it would just be because she was bowing to usual circumstances. It wouldn't mean anything deeper than that.
Avoiding looking her boss in the eyes, Grace slowly bent, pushing her soft brown hair behind her ears, and wrapped her lips around the head of his throbbing cock, just holding it there a minute, feeling the humiliation of giving in to this insufferable man, feeling the power of his male organ as it claimed the mouth that should only be for her fiance. Then she began moving, bobbing her head lower and lower, granting Victor greater and greater access to her forbidden mouth.
Victor luxuriated in another conquest. Grace wasn't exactly a difficult challenge of course. Fiance or no, she was a naive young woman who was intimidated by his position. But not bad work to pass the time while he waited for the elevator to be fixed. Grace made increasingly wet, sloppy sounds as her arousal led her to increase the speed and depth of her blowjob. Well, Victor thought they were both sufficiently warmed up at this point.
Victor tapped the young woman on the head, then raised her chin to look at him when she disengaged, her face reddened from lust and exertion, her eyes dazed with submissive lust.
"Take your clothes off, you fucking slut."
...
Freddy Hovland paced back and forth in front of the third-floor elevator doors, nervously wringing his hands. He knew that Grace hated enclosed spaces. She would probably be a wreck. It was all his fault for making her come out with him today for lunch.
Finally, the technicians pried open the doors, revealing the elevator car. It had been stuck halfway between the floors, so when the doors opened, Freddy was staring his fiance right in the eyes. His brain couldn't process what he was seeing. His beautiful fiance, Grace Dewitt was on her hands and knees, completely naked, her tits swinging wildly beneath her, her butt arched up eagerly into the cock of the massive black man fucking her from behind.
Her eyes widened with shock as she saw Freddie there, but before she could say anything, the large black man behind her thrust his massive cock in to the hilt, his balls tightening as he fired powerful blasts of cum deep into Grace's pulsating pussy, his dominant hand cracking down in a spank to Grace's jiggling ass. A deep moan tore through her throat and her legs shook as she powerfully orgasmed, her body responding to and gleefully accepting the seed of such a superior man.
No one said anything for a moment, the only sound was the thick cum slowly dripping from the young woman's used pussy and her pants of sexual exhaustion.
Victor broke the silence first.
"How long were we stuck in there?"
One of the shocked technicians said, in a stunned voice, "Just over forty-five minutes."
"Well what do you know!" said Victor brightly, wiping the cum off his cock onto the soft ass of the humiliated woman beneath him.
"A new personal best!"
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This is a short sequel to my story "Miss Udders". To find out how poor Lily got so sexually obsessed with her own breasts, and why she can't stop fantasizing about fucking the senior boys in her classes, go check out that story!
...
Greg Dorman slowly eased open the filing cabinet, trying to make as little noise as possible.
He had chosen his time well, and he was sure that there was no one else in the school building, but when you were breaking into your school's records office, it paid to be extra careful. Who knew how much trouble he would get in if he was caught in here?
The files were alphabetical and quite thin, so it took only moments to find the one he was looking for and pull it out.
"Lily Uden".
He held his flashlight in his chin as he flipped open the slim file and read the contents. His mouth immediately twisted in disappointment. Nothing. One minor complaint from the parents of Tyler Carlson regarding unfair grading practices. Greg knew that Tyler was in the class he was researching, so there might be a connection there, but this looked like another dead end.
It all started a few months ago when Greg had volunteered to work on the school newspaper in the fall of his senior year. One of last year's seniors had gotten into the Olympics, and the editor asked Greg to search through the old photos from last year to see if he could find a good picture of them. It was mind-numbing work at the computer, flipping through endless unsorted photos, most of them not very good, looking for a good snap of one student in particular.
It was a one-in-a-million chance that Greg had noticed the strange picture. He had been zoning out while paging through the files, and his eyes focused on the background of the pictures rather than the main subject. When he saw it, he stopped dead. The foreground of the picture was two students goofing around in the hallway, but deep in the background, through the small window in the door of a classroom, there was something that should never show up in a photo taken at school.
It was hard to make out, but it was definitely a naked woman.
Her face wasn't visible, but the small slice of the classroom shown through the window clearly showed a bare shoulder, a curvy torso, and the edge of a naked breast. Greg stared at it in bewilderment for a few minutes. It must be some sort of optical illusion. No possible way that there had been a stark naked, curvy woman just hanging out in one of the classrooms. His cock twitched and rose at the thought. What made it even more erotic was that he knew exactly whose classroom it was. Lily Uden. Greg had never had a class with her personally, but she was well-known to all the guys in the high school. She was cute, sweet, and most importantly, had a huge fucking rack.
The mysterious erotic photo inspired months of research by Greg. First, he thought that maybe the photo was taken during a free period for Miss Uden and she was just foolishly changing clothes in her classroom. Nope. Greg checked the metadata of the photo, and Miss Uden had been giving a remedial art class at the time the photo was taken. He had contacted former seniors who had been a part of that class, but they all just vaguely said that it was boring and nothing special. Weirdly, none of them had much to say specifically about the class.
This desperate mission; breaking into the employment records for Lily and seeing if she had any complaints, was basically his last possible lead. Maybe he had been mistaken after all, and his horny teenage brain had just seen what he wanted to see.
Suddenly, headlights from the parking lot swung through the windows, and Greg ducked. Hopefully, no one had seen him. Who the fuck else would be here at the school at midnight? He cautiously peeked his head above the window just in time to see Lily Uden herself getting out of her car, carrying a duffel bag and glancing around, looking as nervous and guilty as Greg felt.
Now that was interesting. It was possible that Miss Uden had a perfectly innocent reason for being here in the middle of the night. But based on her shady demeanor, Greg didn't think so.
He thought that he might have just found a new lead after all.
...
Lily Uden had been wearing a hot, red blush on her face all evening as she prepared for her after-hours trip to school. She couldn't believe that she was actually going to go through with this. But she couldn't resist. Once the idea had occurred to her, it had nagged at her every hour, every moment. If she didn't at least give it a try, she felt like she would go crazy.
So far, everything looked good. No other cars in the parking lot, the building dark and silent. She would be able to sneak up to her classroom, have an hour or so of naughty fun, then slip out without anyone knowing. Lily took a deep breath and began walking to her classroom.
When Lily had first started fantasizing about her classroom, she thought it was just a sick little kink that would come and go. But then she had started thinking about it more and more frequently, and the number of times she masturbated per week had shot through the roof. She would imagine herself modeling nude for her senior boys. Getting bullied and pushed around by male students. Sucking off seniors in class. One particularly red hot fantasy involved her bound and gagged in front of parents and senior students alike, creamy milk spurting from her tits while she was fucked from behind.
That was the one she returned to most often.
Humiliatingly, another problem had cropped up around the same time. Lily was lactating. Not just little dribbles either: a lot. And she wasn't pregnant, she had triple-checked. Lily had been considering seeing a doctor about it, but then she read that one possible cause was overstimulation of the nipples. She just knew that that was the reason. Her nipples felt so good lately that she couldn't stop herself from playing with them when she masturbated. She wouldn't be able to take the shame of that coming to light in a doctor's visit. She also didn't think she would be able to stop playing with her nipples even if the doctor told her to.
So instead she had purchased an electric breast pump. At first, she just used it to get some relief, but before long it was also incorporated into her masturbation sessions. Little bottles of milk had started stacking up in Lily's fridge. Until she had found another use for them...
Lily finally made it to her classroom. She looked up and down the dark, empty halls. Now was the last chance: if she got caught at this point it was no big deal. She could make a plausible excuse. In a few minutes though... getting caught could ruin her life.
Lily unlocked the door and stepped inside. She left the door cracked behind her and unzipped her duffel bag.
The first thing she pulled out was a set of fetishy cow-print lingerie, complete with a cow ear headband and a clanking bell. She involuntarily massaged one large breast as she stared at it, her lips slightly parted. Just a year ago, being compared to a cow would have made her furious. Now the idea of being a slutty little milk cow with fat udders made a flash of lust roar through her body.
She hurriedly removed her street clothes and put on the cow costume, feeling the wetness between her legs with curious fingers as she pulled on the slutty lingerie. Her swollen nipples were already beginning to drip thin creamy lines of milk down her big tits in anticipation of what was to come.
The next thing out of the bag was her electric milk pump. It was a device that would firmly latch onto her nipples and provide constant, maddening suction, pulling the milk from her breasts. She didn't know how erotic most women found this, but by now Lily could orgasm from this kind of stimulation alone. Lily attached a suction device to each nipple and whimpered as she pressed the button to turn on the machine, watching as the rubber hoses turned white with her milk. She unconsciously licked her lips.
The last thing out of the bag was the most risky. A spreader bar for her legs, and hand restraints with a timer. One of the hottest things about Lily's persistent fantasies was the feeling of losing control and being completely at the mercy of someone else. Lily had done some research on how to fulfill this fantasy and had been experimenting with self-bondage. She had done a few risky things so far, like leaving her apartment door unlocked while binding herself, or making a plumbing appointment and setting the timer for just after the window when the plumber said he might be there. But this would be by far the most risky. She would set the timer and be bound dressed in slutty fetish gear with her udders being milked for a full hour before being released.
She had everything she needed. She began attaching the spreader bar to her ankles, keeping them forced wide apart. With these materials, in her classroom, she would be able to recreate the vivid, red-hot fantasy that had been tormenting her. She would finally be able to get it out of her system.
Lily Uden took a deep breath and set the timer on her hand restraints for one hour. Now was the last chance to back out. But that was never an option. Lily pulled the restraints tight and bound herself to her fate. In her position she was bent over, tits hanging, arms trapped, legs spread wide, revealing her juicy pussy. She moaned gently and closed her eyes as she sunk into the overwhelming sensations. Pleasant pressure on her needy nipples, the feeling of utter helplessness from her restraints. The feel of the demeaning outfit on her soft skin. The taboo feeling of doing this in her own classroom. This was exactly what she wanted. It was just like her kinky fantasy. The only thing that would make this closer to her imagination was an audience. She tried to picture it. A crowd of horny senior boys, watching her in this compromising position.
Flash
Lily's eyes flew open in horror just as another camera flash went off. There was a boy standing there in the doorway, face hidden by a camera as he took picture after picture of the female teacher's shameful state.
Lily squeaked in horror, trying desperately to twist and shift her body to hide her revealed nudity from the merciless boy and his camera. But it was no use. That had been the point of the restraints in the first place, and Lily had done her job well. She would be completely vulnerable to this boy for an hour. His eyes, his hands... his cock? Her pussy throbbed at the perverse thought. No! Getting fucked by a student was just a kinky fantasy! She would never want to do it in real life!
The boy in the door finally lowered his camera, a predatory grin on his face. Lily recognized him as one of the older senior boys from the school, although he had never had a class with her.
"Wh-what are you doing here?" said Lily in a trembling voice. The rhythmic whir of her milking machine seemed impossibly loud in the empty classroom, the machine providing distracting, maddening pleasure even as adrenaline coursed through Lily's body.
The student shook his head and said condescendingly: "I think the much better question is 'What are you doing here Miss Uden?'" His eyes observed every inch of Lily's curvy body, naked and vulnerable in the shadowy classroom. "My name is Greg. I'm a journalist. It looks like a story has just fallen into my lap, and boy is it... juicy." He had circled around the backside of his humiliated teacher, watching her pussy leak fluid down her thighs with aroused amusement.
"P-please Greg," whimpered Lily, dying from shame, but utterly turned on despite her predicament, "Please just forget this happened. It's all a misunderstanding."
"Well then you can help me understand!" said Greg brightly, resting a hot palm on Lily's naked ass. The feeling of a student's intimate touch on her bare skin made Lily shudder, and made another flood of sticky, lustful juices begin flowing down her thighs. "Maybe if you answer my questions honestly, I'll decide not to post this story online, along with all the pictures I took."
"What do you want to know?" asked Lily in a trembling voice.
"How long have you been a filthy pervert?" asked Greg mockingly, trailing his fingers over her ass, running them ticklishly up her ribs.
"Greg, I don't think it's..." began Lily reproachfully.
Greg interrupted her by giving one of her hanging tits a light slap, making her moan involuntarily from the intense sensation and cutting her off mid-sentence. "It's not hard, Lily," he said sharply. "I ask the questions and you answer them. Now tell me: how long have you been a filthy pervert."
"I s-started doing things like this last spring," said Lily in a shamed whisper, wishing that this situation wasn't turning her on like it was.
Greg was staring at her breast pump with fascination. "You're giving milk?" he asked eagerly. "Are you pregnant or something?"
Lily shook her head, making the bell she had attached to her neck clank. "I'm not pregnant. It's just... a condition or something." She didn't add that she was pretty sure that it had been caused by frequent overstimulation of her nipples. Greg had crossed behind her again, still running his hand possessively over her barely clothed body.
"What do you do with all the milk?" he asked. Lily felt her heart beating wildly as Greg lightly rested his hand between her legs, his fingertips just barely parting her moist lips.
Lily could barely think and certainly didn't want to give the humiliating answer to this question. "Greg..." she whimpered and his fingers began rubbing and teasing, "D-don't! I can't take it!"
Greg suddenly plunged two fingers deep inside Lily's warm wet pussy, making her cry out in pleasure. "What do you do with all the milk Lily?" he demanded.
"I... Ahhh!... I d-drink it!" moaned Lily, her face red with shame. "I drink it all, it tastes so good and it turns me on!" Greg's fingers withdrew and he returned to her side. "Really? That good huh?" he said mockingly. "Well, then I might have to try it for myself."
Lily gasped as one of the suction devices was removed. Then, without giving her time to prepare, Greg stooped, cradled one of her massive hanging tits in his hands, and sucked her engorged nipple into his greedy mouth.
It was an entirely different universe from the milking machine. The suction from the pump was wonderful, but it was nothing compared to a student's hot lips, tongue and teeth on her stiff swollen nipple, sucking the milk from her breast with desperate enthusiasm. Lily let out a low, animalistic moan. This is what she had been subconsciously craving for months.
Greg rose, wiping his mouth. "I agree, Lily. Delicious. But where are my manners? You are probably thirsty yourself." He detached the small collection bottle from the breast pump and sauntered in front of her, unbuckling his pants. "It's your turn to get a taste." He pulled out his hard cock and drizzled a little of Lily's warm, fresh milk on it, leaving it dripping and beaded with creamy whiteness. "Open wide Lily."
She should certainly say 'no' here. Practicing kinky self-bondage in her classroom would get her fired, but up until this point, she could argue that Greg had been taking advantage of her. But Lily couldn't forget her fantasies. Sucking submissively on her student's cock while the rest of the class watched... Being splattered with the eager, fertile cum of her eighteen-year-old students. Her body burned with desire, and her mind wasn't strong enough to resist.
Lily opened her soft lips and let Greg's wet dick inside her mouth, swirling her tongue to lap up every drop of the sweet milk coating his cock. Greg smirked down at the conquered teacher, savoring the satisfying conclusion to his investigation. Lily's tongue and lips tenderly serviced his cock and her upturned blue eyes spoke of total submission.
Greg raised the camera from around his neck and snapped some more pictures of his teenage cock stretching out his teacher's curvy lips. This time Lily was so horny and absorbed in the fulfillment of humiliating fantasy that she didn't even flinch at the flashes, just staring up into the lens with soft, docile eyes, obediently continuing her filthy, taboo service.
Abruptly, Greg withdrew his cock and stalked back around Lily, carrying the milk bottle. "I wonder if the milk tasted even better when paired with cock?" he mused. "I have a taste combo that I want to try..." Lily could feel Greg pour a slosh of milk down her butt crack, feeling it run down and drip off of her aching pussy. Then Greg's mouth was pressed to her milk-covered cunt, lapping and licking and plunging deep, making her cry out in twisted pleasure, doing her best to grind her hips back into Greg's face. "Yeeeesss!" she cried, "More! I need it! Make me cum!"
After a minute of attaching his teacher's vulnerable pussy with his teasing mouth, Greg could take it no longer. He stood, positionedhis cock at the entrance of Lily's willing pussy, and thrust deep inside her velvety softness, making his teacher groan and squirm and pant as he fucked her swiftly towards orgasm, her thick thighs quivering with the intensity of her pleasure.
"You are a slutty little milk cow," he said with a sharp grin, grabbing Lily's ass roughly in his palm and squeezing.
"Yes! Yes, I'm a slutty little milk cow!" agreed Lily in a pathetic whimper, "I'm your milk cow, Greg. Make me cum!" Greg thrust harder, making Lily's tits bounce and jiggle so much that the pumps fell from her tits, clattering to the floor and spraying milk everywhere.
"God Yessss!" screamed Lily, her pussy clenching and milking Greg's cock desperately as she orgasmed hard, just like she had fantasized: squirming and bucking on a student's hard cock.
Greg wasn't far behind her, but he had the presence of mind to withdraw his cock at the last moment and fire spurt after spurt of his hot, thick sperm directly into the leftover milk in the bottom of the nearby collection bottle.
Lily stood, trembling and panting, her massive tits dripping milk down to the tile floor of her classroom, her thighs shiny and sticky with the juices of her arousal. Greg walked back to her face, swirling and mixing the bottle in his hand.
"Here Miss Uden," he said with a grin. "I made this just for you. A little midnight snack. Drink up." And he held the bottle to her mouth, pouring the mixture inside. Lily initially felt repulsed, but when the thick mixture hit her tongue, her eyes widened and she greedily drank it down. Sometimes when she drank her own milk, it felt like something was missing... This was it. The extra thickness, the salty, funky aftertaste. This is what her body had been craving: her own milk mixed with semen.
Greg looked down at Lily with a gleam of ownership in his eyes.
"I think we should meet regularly, Miss Uden," he said as he watched the slutty teacher eagerly slurping down his cum. "Let's talk after school on Monday. Oh. And why don't you bring some fresh milk with you?"
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Cross Contamination Part 11: Trouble in Paradise
Renee Cross poked her head into her father's bedroom cautiously. The moaning and rhythmic noises of the bed had stopped over an hour ago, so she was reasonably sure that her father was finished with Gina for now, but the walls were thick, and she couldn't be absolutely certain that Victor wasn't playing some quieter game with his new favorite toy.
Renee breathed a sigh of relief when she saw her father alone on his bed, frowning down at his phone. He was still naked, his skin glistening with the sweat of his night-long exertion, covered below the waist by his soiled bed sheets.
The room was rank with the scent of Gina and Victor's filthy adulterous coitus. Renee wrinkled her nose in disgust. She would have preferred to meet somewhere less filthy, but if she wanted to debrief with her father and partner in crime, now was the time. It wouldn't do to be late to school today.
Victor looked up as he saw his daughter approach, a weary smile crossing his rugged face. "Good Morning, dearest," he said warmly. "I hope we didn't keep you up last night. It's a crucial time for me and Gina. It was important that I make a lasting impression."
Renee shrugged nonchalantly. She considered sitting on the edge of the bed, then decided against it as she looked more closely. "Your nocturnal activities don't interest me in the slightest except for their influence on the project, Father. You know that." Renee had to draw firm lines with Victor. She didn't suspect that he had any particular attraction towards her, but Victor Cross was an amoral sexual omnivore, and she couldn't be too careful. "Speaking of which, you finally let your new pet go back to her Cuck I see. Are you sure she's ready for the next step?"
Victor chuckled. "I've been playing this game longer than you've been alive, Renee," his eyes were warm, but there was a hint of warning in them. "Well, I suppose just barely longer than you've been alive, but still. I don't make mistakes. Gina is ready."
Renee gave her father a sidelong glance. It was unusual for her father to call his conquests by name, at least in private. What made this new slut special?
"I'm more concerned about the other end of the equation," said Victor, raising an eyebrow. "Have you properly prepared the cuck? Today will put a lot of pressure on that pathetic loser. Will he bend the way we want? Or will he snap?"
"I'll answer the way you did, Father," said Renee with an answering flash of iron in her gaze. "I don't make mistakes."
"I'm proud to hear it," said Victor, so innocently that Renee read his mockery easily. "How are things going with the daughter?"
Renee couldn't keep a smug look off of her face. "As smooth as can be. It's almost getting boring how easily she submits. I need to get to school in fact. I'm about to inform my good friend Kissy about how she will be losing her V-card."
"Have fun," said Victor, making a dismissive gesture with his hand as his eyes returned to his phone.
As Renee turned to leave, Victor called out, eyes still focused on his device: "Be careful with that one. She's like her mother in many ways. Gina was a soft pliable girl in high school as well, right up until she snapped and overthrew the queen bee."
Renee rolled her eyes. Her Father only knew about Kissy from what Renee had told him. He had been almost entirely focused on the Mommy end of this project so far. Renee was the expert on Kissy, and she was confident that the little slut would accept Renee's cherry-popping plan with meek, blushing agreement.
There was no way that Kissy could say no to her at this point.
...
Daren took a nervous sip of coffee.
A full pancake breakfast stood spread out on the kitchen table in front of him, painstakingly made by Daren over the last hour and a half.
Daren had a hard time sleeping last night. His strange sexual close-call with Cassie kept running through his mind endlessly. At one moment filling him with intense shame and self-loathing, the next making him so aroused he could barely breathe. It didn't help that his wife, normally his rock in times of trouble, was gone for the second night in a row. Still with Victor. Doing God knows what. Finally, giving up on sleep altogether, Daren decided to wake up a little early and prepare a feast for his daughter. Maybe it would go part of the way towards making things normal between them again.
When Daren heard Cassie's door open down the hall, he turned with hopeful eyes. But Cassie hustled quickly through the kitchen, her hood up and eyes forward. She was already at the door by the time he managed to get out, "Cassie, I... I just wanted to say..." but he had nothing. He could think of no words that would make last night normal and acceptable. Cassie paused with her hand on the doorknob.
Without turning around, she said in a quiet voice: "I know Daddy. It's ok. We can talk later. I just... I can't do it right now."
She opened the door and was gone.
Daren sat glumly at the table and took another deep gulp of coffee, picking listlessly at a piece of crispy bacon. He should probably head to work after calling in sick yesterday. Suddenly, the door to the outside opened again. Daren looked up, hoping that Cassie had decided to eat with him after all. His eyes widened.
It was Gina.
She wore a long jacket and high heels and was carrying a duffel bag. Her hair was messy and rumpled, her face was without makeup and unwashed. Any average woman would look like a terrible mess in this state, but Gina was no average woman. Even though she looked like she hadn't washed or slept in days, Gina would always be stunning to Daren. There was something else about her right now as well. His normally cool, confident, and composed wife had an air of... vulnerability. Weakness. A tender look in her eyes that didn't seem to belong.
Daren leaped to his feet, rushing towards his beautiful wife as soon as he saw her to take her in his arms. Although Daren knew he had missed his wife since she had been gone these past few days, it wasn't until just now that he realized how much. His heart swelled as he saw her, and suddenly the world seemed right again.
"Stop!" said Gina sharply as Daren approached. Her eyes skidded away from his, unable to meet her husband's gaze. Daren realized with a sinking feeling that the look of tenderness in her eyes wasn't for him. It didn't indicate how much she had missed him. She was... nervous. Or scared. Or intimidated somehow. Daren caught a whiff of some deep, primal smell on his wife, rich and unpleasant and stronger than just not taking a shower could explain...
"I... I'm sorry Daren," said Gina gently, seeing the hurt in his eyes. "It's not that I don't want a hug. I would love one. Really." A red blush was starting to spread across her face along with a look of deep shame. "B-but, unfortunately, there is something we need to do first." Daren felt as if an invisible wall had slammed down between them. Something had happened during the past two days to change their relationship completely. And Daren hadn't even been there to see it happen.
Gina gestured for him to follow her into the living room. Daren sat on the couch as he watched her pull a tripod out of the bag she was carrying, as well as a small but professional-looking camera. It took her only a few moments to set it up, pointed towards the couch and armchair across from each other.
Gina looked like she was about to press record, but then bit her lip. She looked around suspiciously as if she was worried she was being watched. She quickly crossed the room towards Daren and knelt down in front of him, gently taking one of his hands in hers.
"Honey, this is going to be bad," she whispered with a concerned look on her face. "What is about to happen is going to feel really really terrible. But I want you to always remember that I love you. And the things that I am about to say while the camera is recording won't ever change that. OK?"
Daren stared at her, then the camera, dumbfounded.
"I need to know that you understand, babe," said Gina desperately, "Because if you don't remember deep down that I still love you, I won't be able to get through this. I need you to trust me now babe, OK? Say it."
"I trust you," croaked Daren with a dry mouth.
Gina gave him a weak smile, then got up and walked back to the camera.
She hit the record button.
An utter change came over Gina. Her face fixed itself into an expression of mocking contempt, and she performed a sultry hip-swaying walk on her tall heels over to the armchair across from Daren, settling back and crossing her tanned legs.
"Morning, Hubby!" she said in a throaty voice, "Did you miss me?"
It was such a strange performance that it took Daren a second for him to realize that Gina was waiting for a response. "Y-yes, dear," he said, his voice cracking slightly.
"Mmmm, I bet you did," purred Gina. "But I didn't miss you much. I was too... distracted to be thinking about you at all." She gave a wink to the camera, then leaned forward to address Daren. "But I'm reeeeally sorry for being such a bad, bad wifey, leaving you here all lonely by yourself."
Her eyes silently pleaded with him to hang in there, even as her lips curved into a cruel smile.
"So why don't I make it up to you? I know! I can entertain you with a little story. The story of how Victor Cross, your gorgeous, strong, manly boss made you into a cuckold..."
...
Cassie slumped down on her desk, staring at the wall with her eyes unfocused. Maybe she felt like shit because of some sort of hangover from the "supplement" Renee had slipped her yesterday, or maybe she was just depressed from the rejection email she had just received from one of her safest safety schools.
But Cassie suspected that her mood had more to do with the fact that she had almost fucked her Dad last night.
Although Cassie had never gotten drunk, she had heard that alcohol made you black out and forget the embarrassing things you did while drinking. She wished that Renee's pill had the same effect, but Cassie remembered every detail of the night before with crystal clarity. Masturbating on the phone with Renee. Flirting with her own father during dinner. Receiving an unquestionably erotic spanking from her Daddy's firm hand.
Straddling him.
Making out with him.
Grinding her pussy against the bulge in his pants.
Cassie could picture it perfectly; remember every searing, erotic sensation. Even in her depressed state, her pussy sent a twinge of longing up through her body at the memory of her Daddy spanking her bare ass as she wriggled on his lap, feeling his erection press upward into her tender belly...
No. She had to clamp down on that perverse train of thought immediately. It was wrong. She had to keep herself under control... that much at least was clear from her slutty adventure last night.
She also had to have a serious talk with Renee.
As if Cassie's thoughts had summoned her, Renee strode into homeroom with her usual flair, wearing a cute little skirt that showed off a scandalous length of her smooth brown thighs and a v-neck sweater that plunged far enough down to show that she had gone braless today.
When Cassie saw Renee, she felt another twinge of lust shoot through her body, almost as inappropriate as the arousal she had felt for her father. Renee had never made it exactly clear to Cassie whether she liked girls or not, but Cassie knew for certain that it was wrong to fantasize about your best friend the way she thought about Renee.
But Cassie couldn't afford to get all horny right now. She needed to have some harsh words with Renee.
"Morning Kissy," sang out Renee with a sunny smile, dropping into the seat next to Cassie. "So what sort of trouble did you get up to last night? I sort of lost track of you there after we rubbed one out together on the phone."
Cassie blushed furiously as another red-hot memory of the night before flashed through her head. Masturbating naked on her bed, Renee's sultry voice pouring into her ears as her eyes focused on a photo of her Daddy's cock... She shook herself a little, trying to focus before the same old horny confusion that she often felt when around Renee could settle in.
"That's what I wanted to talk to you about Renee," said Cassie, choosing her words carefully. "I feel like you were a little dishonest with me about that supplement. It was a lot more... Intense than how you described it."
Renee flashed her a wide-eyed look of feigned innocence, her hand rising to her mouth. "Oh no! Kissy dear, did something happen? I mean, I told you that the supplements had the side effect of making you horny. But... the only other person in the house was your daddy. Oh Kissy... you didn't!"
Cassie's face flushed bright red and she desperately shushed Renee. Based on their muffled giggles, more than a few of the classmates surrounding them were eavesdropping.
It felt like Cassie was always being humiliated when she was around Renee. The thought was uncomfortable, but undeniably true. If the common factor was Renee... No, she was just being paranoid. Renee was just a good-natured tease.
And maybe it was time Cassie set some boundaries on that.
"No, Renee," said Cassie firmly, for the benefit of the listening crowd as much as Renee, "Nothing happened. The supplement you gave me just made me think and... and feel weird things."
Renee shrugged languidly, taking her phone out to check her hair in the camera. "I don't know what to tell, you sweetie. It's not a mind-control drug. It just lowers your inhibitions a little. Whatever you did or didn't do with your daddy came from that pretty little head of yours, not from my supplements."
Cassie tried to reply and bring the topic back to the fact that Renee hadn't been upfront about the intensity of the drug, but Renee bulldozed over her.
"But enough about the past, Kissy. We could sit and talk about the family bonding time you got up to last night until we're blue in the face. I'm more interested in the future."
Cassie felt something bubbling up inside her that she had never felt toward Renee before. Anger. Cassie had politely brought up a legitimate concern about Renee's behavior, and she had just brushed it off. That wasn't how friends were supposed to act.
Renee was kind of being a bitch.
Renee, either not registering or completely ignoring Cassie's flare of annoyance, leaned forward and placed a hand on Cassie's arm, whispering conspiratorially: "I finally found the perfect way for you to lose your v-card!"
Cassie blinked and tried to process what Renee had just said to her, "Excuse me?!?" she hissed in disbelief.
Renee just smirked, patting her arm condescendingly. "It's the next logical step, Kissy dear. We've been exploring your sexuality, remember? And that is a good thing! It was an important part of the process to find out all the kinky shit you're into. But I think all of this weird fetishy stuff you are focused on now is getting a little too extreme. I mean yeesh, all that stuff with your Dad? We need to get you laid. That will mellow you out."
The spark of annoyance inside Cassie flared brighter at Renee's cavalier attitude. True, Cassie had allowed Renee to guide her through a sexual awakening these past few months, but that didn't mean Renee could just make huge decisions for her like this.
Cassie was still in control of her own sexuality.
She would just have to deflect Renee. Cassie still valued Renee as a close friend, and she didn't want to get into a fight. "Oh, well," said Cassie with a weak smile, "I think that ship has sailed considering, um... what I did after practice earlier this week." Hopefully, that would get Renee to drop this whole thing about planning Cassie's loss of virginity.
Renee looked at Cassie blankly for a moment before comprehension dawned in her beautiful brown eyes. "Ohhhhh, you mean when you ate out Mel's pussy." Cassie grimaced as she felt the interest of the students at the surrounding desks sharpen. They were barely even pretending not to eavesdrop anymore. "Well," said Renee with a flip of her sleek charcoal hair, "I guess you're technically correct that you had sex with Mel. But you know that's not what I meant. We need to stretch out that tight little pussy, girl. We need to get you fucked."
"No, Renee."
Cassie spat out the words without thinking. She could see Renee freeze, her head slowly turning to look at Cassie with a dangerous gleam in her eyes. "What was that?" asked Cassie's gorgeous best friend in a quiet, neutral voice.
Cassie flinched a little from Renee's reaction, but she wouldn't back down here. Now that she thought about it, Renee had been a little controlling when it came to sex stuff these past few months. It was time that Cassie established some boundaries. "What I mean to say," said Cassie diplomatically, but firmly, "Is 'no thank you'. My virginity is a very personal thing. I'll decide when and with who I lose it."
Renee's eyebrows furrowed and her lip curled up into a sneer. "So now perfect Miss Kissy is too good for her bestie's advice. After how much I've helped you. Bullshit. You're hopeless without me, Kissy. And if I say that I have a plan for you to lose your virginity, you're going to say "Yes, ma'am". Do you know how much time and effort I've put into your little sex Ed crash course, babe? I'm not going to let you fuck up your progress now."
Now the anger inside Cassie had burst into full flame, heating her from the inside with righteous anger. Who did Renee think she was exactly, Cassie's mom? "It's my choice, Renee," she said with gritted teeth and a steely glint in her eye, "And I'm telling you that I don't need your help with this one."
"Umm, girls," said Ms. Banner timidly from the front of the room, "If you could be just a bit quieter, to let people study..."
"Shit the fuck up, Gloria," snarled Renee, shutting their weak-willed homeroom teacher up immediately. "Listen, Kissy," she said, rounding on Cassie with fiery eyes.
"Cassie," said Cassie in a cold voice. "Call me Cassie, Renee."
"Listen, Kissy," said Renee, laying thick emphasis on her deliberate repetition of the name, "You should have seen you when I scooped you up as a charity case. A friendless, slutty loser who was the laughingstock of the entire school. And look at you now: a popular, well-liked cheerleader in touch with her sexuality. That's my doing. You're nothing without me."
Cassie looked at the lovely, cruel face of her best friend as though seeing her for the first time. Had Renee always been this way? Cassie still felt a bone-deep craving to kiss those soft lips, to run her hands through that silky hair, to bury her face in the delicious soft breasts that Renee's low-cut sweater was displaying. But not she felt a thrill of fear as well, and more importantly, a stab of defiance.
"Well I guess we'll find out, won't we?" said Cassie, setting her mouth in a grim line. "Because I don't need a friend that speaks to me like this."
Renee's face seemed to twist in rage for a moment, then smoothed out completely, as if the emotion had never been there. "You're right," said Renee lightly, pulling out her phone and texting someone. "Maybe it will be a good lesson for you. Let's see how you enjoy life without me in your corner."
Cassie shrugged. She was starting to like this idea more and more. It was important to show Renee that she wasn't just a little doll for her to play with.
Renee placed her hand on Cassie's arm once more, her lovely brown eyes deadly serious as she said, "But you will apologize to me for this little outburst, Kissy Swallowes. You'll beg for forgiveness. And when that happens, you'll finally understand where you and I stand."
Cassie shook off Renee's unwanted touch with an indignant scoff.



Yeah fucking right.
Cassie Harlowe would never in a million years apologize to Renee after she had demeaned and insulted her this badly. If anything, Renee should apologize to her.
...
Renee swept down the hall in a cold rage. Melissa scurried after her with a worried expression.
Good. Mel should be worried. Everyone should be worried. Nobody defied Renee Cross in her own fucking school, least of all a pathetic subby bitch like Kissy.
"No one acts friendly toward Kissy until I say so," snapped Renee. "No kind words, or smiles, or small talk. Not from the cheer girls. Not from the popular kids. Not from the nobodies. Not from the fucking lunch ladies. Do you understand me, Mel?"
"Yes, Renee," said Melissa meekly. Even Melissa knew that talking back to Renee right now would be suicide.
"Also. The order I gave that sexual harassment of Kissy Swallowes was off limits? Cancel it. No. Reverse it. It's open season on slutty virgins. Spread the word," said Renee darkly.
"Ummm, Renee, isn't that a little extreme? Do you really think that Kissy can handle that level of attention from the guys?" asked Melissa nervously.
Renee whirled on her right-hand woman, pouncing on the chance to take her frustration out on someone. "No, I don't think she can handle it! I don't want her to handle it you fucking idiot. I want her to snap like a twig!" She took a deep breath and turned away again, striding down the hallway.
"I don't know how that little airhead went this long without realizing that I own this fucking school," muttered Renee to herself, "But it looks like I'm going to have to teach her the hard way."
...
Gina Harlowe felt her shame like a physical thing. A dark, tentacled mass squirming in her guts, distracting and weakening her.
Gina had always thought she was the strong one in her relationship with Daren, the rock of her marriage. Someone that Daren could rely on.
And now Victor, that slimy, gorgeous, infuriating, magnetic bastard was asking Gina to betray her loving husband in the worst possible way. To turn all of that strength against the love of her life and crush him.
Gina thought he was joking at first. They had been lying in bed this morning after a second night in a row of filthy, sticky extramarital sex. She had even laughed when Victor said that her first task would be to inform her husband in detail about her infidelity.
But Victor wasn't laughing.
Gina pointed out that Victor had promised the affair would be a secret. Victor countered that he had only promised not to tell Daren personally.
She had refused.
She had cried.
She had begged.
But here she was, wearing a trench coat to cover the special surprises Victor had left for her husband to discover. Across from Daren, who was looking appropriately nervous. And inappropriately horny.
"Well, you were there when it started," said Gina in a purring, sultry tone, crossing one leg slowly over the other, letting Daren get a little peek at the fact that she wasn't wearing any pants or skirt beneath her coat. "That little dress-up party, remember? God, you really led us into the lion's den, didn't you, hubby?"
Victor's instructions for this little piece of theater were complex. In some parts, he had given her specific lines to say, and in others, he had left them open for improvisation. But Victor had been especially adamant on one point: the tone. This was meant to be a crushing session of ridicule for her husband, and Victor had made it very clear that if she tried to soften the blow, both Gina and Daren would pay for it dearly.
Daren gulped across from her, his face twisted into a ridiculous mask of contrition and arousal. God, why did Daren have to make this so fucked up by getting turned on by his own failure? Gina had seen his shameful little boners in the past when she was getting ready to go out with Victor, but she had hoped that the current circumstances were serious enough that he wouldn't find anything sexy about it. It looked like she was wrong, based on his flushed face and heavy breathing
Gina felt a whisper of arousal flicker through her core as she noted Daren's growing arousal. She clamped down on it immediately. The last thing this horrible conversation needed was for her to get turned on by cruelty toward poor sweet Daren.
"I... I didn't know," said Daren in a cracked voice. "It wasn't my fault. It was a trap set by Victor."
"Yes," said Gina coldly, her eyes locking with her husband's. "Your boss always seems to be outplaying you, doesn't he? Why do you think that might be, Daren?"
Daren lapsed into silence, and Gina continued with the show, playing up her taunting cuckoldress act for Victor, who she knew would be relishing his viewing of the video later. "But don't feel bad, baby. Your big bad boss outplayed me too, didn't he? Right there in front of everyone. It was so humiliating! Tricked into kneeling down in front of a man that I hated. Kissing his big black cock in front of my husband and all his coworkers. I almost died of shame!" Gina could see that Daren was hanging on her every word, his lips parted and his pupils dilated as he lost himself in the horrible, erotic memory of that night. "But you want to know my dirty little secret, hubby?" continued Gina with a naughty wink.
"I fucking loved it. Even then. I couldn't admit it to myself at the time, of course. But being ordered around by a big, strong, dominant man like Victor scratched an itch I didn't even know I had." Gina's belly roiled with guilt and anger and, no matter how much she tried to ignore it, a slippery twist of arousal as she completed one of the lines Victor had written for her: "A need that someone like you could never fill, Daren."
Gina watched the line land on her husband like a ton of bricks. He winced in pain. She hated doing this to him. But she had no choice. The dirt that Victor had on her could ruin her life forever, and drag Daren and Cassie down with her.
"B-baby, I..." said Daren weakly, "I can do better... You don't n-need to..."
"And so, I started 'dating' Victor," continued Gina, overriding Daren's attempt to gain sympathy with a continuation of her cruel story. "I told myself that it was all a trick. That I was playing him to save your job." Her lips twisted into a bitter smile. "I've always been pretty good at fooling myself. I didn't even realize until it was too late how badly I was thirsting for another taste of Victor's perfect cock."
Gina burned with humiliation and anger. This wasn't just designed to embarrass Daren. Victor had included plenty of talking points about her own failure to resist temptation as well.
"He drew me in effortlessly. Made me want him. Remodeled my body to suit his tastes. Played with my heart and confused my mind. He broke me down from a confident career woman into a desperate, horny slut. And where was my worthless husband? At my side, helping me fight against temptation?"
Daren stared at her helplessly, breathing heavily.
"No. He was jerking his tiny dick, thinking about how hot it would be for his wife to get fucked by his boss's massive cock," Gina leaned forward, her eyes sharp. "Am I wrong, hubby?"
She watched Daren's reaction carefully. Gina had always been a good actress, but this performance made her heart ache.
Yesterday, Victor had constructed a twisted, demeaning story of her relationship with Daren. A story of a loser that Gina hadn't respected or been aroused by from the beginning of their relationship.
But that story was wrong. It missed important details of what had happened. Staring at her poor, devastated husband right now, Gina remembered how excited and grateful she had been when they first started dating to find a guy she could really trust and be vulnerable with. It was true that for their first two years of college, Gina broke up with Daren and dated other men. But that didn't take into account how sorry she had been afterward. How she had cried hot tears into Daren's chest on countless nights in the years since, tormenting herself with guilt over what she had done to her loving man. And how Daren had given her the wonderful gift of forgiveness.
Daren had been an incredible partner. And he didn't deserve this betrayal.
"I.. Gina..." said Daren, hanging his head and squirming in his seat on the couch. "... It's t-true." he said finally in a shamed whisper. "I... I did think it was hot. B-but Gina, baby, I never. Never, wanted things to go this far! I've been trying to fight..."
"Whatever you tried didn't work," said Gina softly, cruelly. "Victor Cross is a powerful, resourceful man, Daren. He's smarter, stronger, and better connected than you. You should have known that he would get what he wanted sooner or later."
Gina felt like she was holding two images in her head at the same time. She could still feel the soft sympathy for her husband that had filled her just a moment ago... but now she could see him in another light as well.
Small. Unimpressive. Weak.
She knew that it was just Victor's sinister influence. The after-effects of the poisonous dirty talk that her evil new lover had been pouring in her ear over the last couple of days of non-stop submissive sex. About how pathetic and worthless Daren was. About how natural it was for her to be drawn to Victor's superior cock. She was exhausted and emotionally fraught. Was it any wonder that Victor had managed to confuse her?
But she couldn't deny that after fucking a huge, strong, beautiful man like Victor for the past few days, the sight of Daren didn't compare favorably.
And she also couldn't deny the feeling of arousal that had been growing stronger over the course of her little "act". The story that Victor had told yesterday hadn't been the whole truth, but it hadn't been all lies either. It was undeniable that sometimes Daren didn't feel like enough of a man for her. There were times when his passivity and weakness made Gina feel exasperated and even contemptuous.
Sometimes she just wanted to scream at Daren to man the fuck up.
And wasn't Victor giving her the chance to do that right now? It was a little cathartic to put Daren in his place. It even felt a little... good to have the excuse to be a real mask-off bitch to her husband, without it being her fault if she hurt his sensitive feelings.
Gina had to do this anyway to fulfill her agreement with Victor. Was it really that bad if she secretly got the tiniest sliver of satisfaction from it? She would play the nice, apologetic wife afterward. Lick Daren's wounds and soothe his shattered ego.
No one would have to know about the dark pulse of heat spreading up from Gina's well-fucked pussy as she stared into Daren's weak, hurt-filled eyes.
"But that's not the worst part," said Gina, leaning back and crossing her arms over her chest with a smirk. "The worst part is what happened just a few days ago. Do you remember? I do. I said I was going to cut Victor out of my life completely. And what did my loving husband, who has been "trying to fight" against Victor, do then?"
Gina let the moment hang. Her sharp blue eyes watched Daren expectantly. He had his role to play in this show as well.
Daren buried his face in his hands. His stuttered reply was muffled.
"I s-sent you to h-him."
"You did," said Gina flatly. "You practically gift-wrapped your poor confused wife and sent her over to the man you knew wanted to fuck her. I must admit I still don't understand why. But Victor promised me that you could explain it to me."
Gina fished in her pocket for what Victor had given her. This was the part of the conversation that was a total mystery to her. Victor had just told her to show them to Daren and use a specific phrase and, in Victor's words, "The cuck would take care of the rest". Darren's hands fell from his face and his eyes widened with horror as Gina finally found what she was looking for in the large pocket of the trench coat.
She dangled the tiny brass keys from her fingers and spoke the phrase Victor had told her to say.
"Mistress says it's time to tell the truth, puppy."
...
It didn't take Cassie long to notice that things had changed.
After her first-period math class, she happened to walk past Harmony, the petite, round-faced Asian girl from the cheerleading squad. She and Harmony certainly weren't best friends or anything, but Cassie considered the rest of the cheer girls her social circle at this point, so Cassie smiled and said "Morning!" as they passed.
Harmony didn't even glance her way. Her face remained totally neutral as she breezed past. It was the same when Cassie waved at Melissa a little later. Cassie didn't even like Melissa, but the effect was uncanny: the tall pretty blonde's eyes skated over Cassie smoothly like she wasn't even there.
Cassie wasn't stupid. She just had a fight with the cheer captain. The cheer girls were acting like bitches. It didn't take a rocket scientist to see the connection. But it wasn't the end of the world. Cassie had always gotten a weird vibe from the cheer girls anyway. Sometimes it felt like they were laughing at her behind her back. She could do without them.
But unfortunately, catty girls weren't her only problem.
The catcalls and dirty leers from the boys of the school had mostly cleared up since Renee had taken Cassie under her wing. Cassie knew that Renee had helped at least a little with bringing the senior boys into line, but she had assumed that the older boys had mostly just gotten bored.
It looked like Cassie hadn't given Renee enough credit.
Cassie was almost shocked when she got her first wolf whistle while waiting outside of English class before second period. She tried to whip her head around and see who had done it, but the hallway was crowded and no one seemed to be looking her way. Just as she was about to give up, Cassie was shocked and appalled to feel a hand glide up the backside of her leggings, the palm pausing to squeeze her ass before darting away. She turned again, but all she saw was the swirling crowd.
From down the hall, someone called out "Fucking slut!" And Cassie felt the same mocking, unsympathetic eyes focused on her from the surrounding crowd that she had felt on that horrible day a few months ago. The day she was tricked into wearing those slutty clothes in public.
Luckily, English class started just then, and things didn't escalate further. But it made Cassie nervous (and, frustratingly, a little turned on) that a boy had felt confident enough to touch her openly in the school hallway. She decided that she would have to be careful around senior boys for the rest of the day,
But when the next incident happened, boys weren't the issue at all...
Cassie was taking a well-deserved break after second period in the only place where she could guarantee privacy and solitude. The bathroom. She sighed and rubbed her eyes. For some reason, even Mr. Friedrich had been cold to her during class, even though she was normally one of her favorite students.
Cassie heard the giggles and whispers of the other girls in the bathroom, but she was so deep in thought that she didn't even consider that it was her who was the focus of their amusement.
Without warning, a slim arm darted beneath the stall door and seized the leggings pooled around Cassie's ankles, yanking one leg off of her shoe before she even realized what was happening.
It was lucky for Cassie that she had good reflexes. She managed to get a firm hold on the other leg and pulled back, refusing to give up her pants to the bully on the other side of the door. She ignored the slight ripping sound as she held onto the leggings and her last shred of dignity for dear life.
Just as Cassie was sure that she was about to win, the girl on the other side of the stall door changed tactics. She shifted her grip, instead grabbing the tiny pink thong Cassie was wearing (a gift from Renee) and ripping it free completely with an ugly tearing sound.
With a riot of giggles and slapping feet, the other girls fled the bathroom, leaving Cassie in possession of her tight black leggings, but now without panties. As she put her pants back on, Cassie was dismayed to see that the tug of war had ripped a tiny hole directly in the crotch of the leggings.
She pulled them up and left the stall to check the damage in the mirror. It really wasn't that bad. While standing normally, her thick thighs completely concealed the rip, and even with her legs spread, you couldn't tell there was any damage unless you were specifically looking for it. No skin, or anything else, was visible in any position.
Still, it felt dangerous and humiliatingly erotic to walk the school wearing no panties and with a hole (no matter how tiny) in the crotch of her pants... well, she could try to find a safety pin, but that would just draw unwanted attention to her crotch and provide distracting stimulation as she walked. She could wear her gym shorts, but thanks to her new Renee-encouraged wardrobe, those were even more revealing than the damaged leggings, and the last thing she needed today was more attention from guys.
... She could claim to be sick and go home, but her Mommy was still AWOL, and she didn't want to see her Daddy right now.
The only remaining choice was to wear the leggings and count on no one noticing. When she thought about it, this outcome really wasn't so bad: if those bullies had gotten their way, Cassie would be trapped in the bathroom without any bottoms at all. And she had the feeling that there wouldn't have been any girls willing to help with her problem today.
But the leggings were worse than Cassie thought. Just like she hoped, they didn't reveal anything, but the frayed edges of the tiny rip were in just the wrong spot... or the right spot if what you wanted was nagging, distracting friction on your pussy whenever you walked.
Cassie's troubles from the morning only got worse as the day went on. The eyes that looked at Cassie were either cold and unsympathetic or filled with cruel lust, with nothing in between. The only words that anyone spoke to her were crude catcalls.
She was groped multiple times. Always too quickly to stop, and always in crowded hallways that made catching the perpetrator impossible. It wasn't even always boys either. Cassie could tell by the size and shape of some of the hands that girls were getting in on the fun as well.
Cassie's lack of panties made the searching, grasping hands feel even more invasive and intimate on her ass, and that, combined with the infuriating pleasure from her damaged leggings, left Cassie a blushing, horny mess by the time she finally made it to lunch.
With her lunch tray in hand, Cassie faced the unappealing prospect of choosing where to sit. There were a number of tables filled with senior boys who waved her over with nasty grins. Obviously, that wasn't a possible choice.
But the rest of the tables were a sea of blank, unfriendly faces. Cassie sighed and headed towards a relatively empty table, hoping she could just sit at the edge without being told to go away. Then she recognized the girl sitting there.
It was Kelsey.
Kelsey, Cassie's best friend since elementary school up until a couple of months ago. A girl she used to think she could trust with her life.
Cassie had never understood why boys weren't fighting over the chance to date Kelsey Winters. With her slim, graceful body, cute freckles, waves of soft chestnut hair, and big green eyes, she always seemed stunning to Cassie. But maybe Cassie was biased, after all, it was hard to be objective when it came to your bestie.
Cassie and Kelsey hadn't spoken for a while. An uncharitable conclusion would be that Kelsey abandoned Cassie when the bullying ramped up after her forced exposure incident. But to be fair, Cassie hadn't exactly made an effort to reconnect with Kelsey after Renee had taken over as her best friend.



Maybe it was time to reach out. After being friends for so long, Kelsey owed her that much at least.
But when Kelsey looked up and saw who had sat down across from her, her eyes widened behind her glasses and she immediately grabbed her tray to leave.
So much for ten years of friendship.
Cassie was too desperate to just let her walk away. She reached out and grasped Kelsey's hand. "Wait!" she said in a painfully cracking voice, "Just wait, Kelsey. I'm sorry. I know we aren't friends anymore, but I was just hoping we could talk. No one will talk to me today and I... I don't understand why."
Kelsey froze, her face locked in a struggle between sympathy and fear. Her eyes darted around the lunch room to see who was watching. Finally, she cautiously sat back down on the edge of her seat, her leg bouncing irritably. "You don't understand why?" she asked incredulously. "Really Kissy?"
Hearing the hated nickname Renee had forced on her come from the mouth of one of her closest friends felt like a slap in the face, but Cassie gulped and pushed through the pain. "Well, no, I don't, Kelsey! I've never been anything but nice to everyone at this school and suddenly I'm some sort of outcast slash sex object! I had one little fight with Renee and suddenly people who don't even like her are treating me like dirt."
Kelsey gave Cassie a long, flat stare, then snorted and rolled her eyes. "This is why you got into this trouble in the first place Kissy," she said wearily. "You're too fucking naive."
Cassie flushed at Kelsey's dismissive tone and opened her mouth to reply, but Kelsey held up a finger to stop her and continued. "How do you still not see it even after you became her lapdog? Renee Cross runs this fucking school. Everyone is afraid of her. And everyone knows that you're Renee's bitch."
Cassie felt rage at Renee boil up inside her again. "Her b-bitch?!?" she spluttered angrily.
Kelsey just shrugged. "You can get mad about it if that makes you feel better, but that's how the whole school sees you. And when Renee says that no one talks to her bitch, people obey. Even teachers."
The knowledge was crushing. Cassie slumped forward onto her elbows. People had never seen her as a popular girl, a cheerleader, or even Renee's friend. They had seen her as the cruel, lovely cheer captain's slutty little pet. Her possession.
Cassie took Kelsey's hand in both of hers, looking earnestly into the eyes of her former best friend. "Please, Kelsey. I... don't want to be anyone's b-bitch. But I can't do it alone. You have to help me. If I just have one or two people on my side, I can stand up to her. Please."
Kelsey's big green eyes were filled with fear, and sadness, and some deeper stronger emotion Cassie couldn't place.
"I can't, Cassie," she said hesitantly.
"Wow! Something smells like slut!" said an annoying, chirpy voice over Cassie's shoulder. Cassie turned to see Ada and Britney, two of her former volleyball teammates and Kelsey's new best friends. "Oh, sorry Kissy," said Ada with a simpering, insincere smile. "I didn't see you there!"
Kelsey yanked her hand out of Cassie's grip like it was burning. A blush formed on her face. She was ashamed to be caught talking to Cassie.
"Kissy was just leaving," said Kelsey harshly, refusing to look her in the eyes. Cassie took a deep breath, fought down the lump of disappointment in her throat, and stood, taking her tray with her. It would do no good to force the issue now.
The lunch room was practically full at this point, and there was nowhere left to sit. But that was ok. Cassie wasn't hungry anyway. Her conversation with Kelsey had been crushing, but also eye-opening. Now that she understood her problem, Cassie could fight back.
But Cassie hadn't been lying when she said she couldn't do it alone. Kelsey had been right on the edge of giving in and helping. Cassie would never be able to convince her with Ada and Britney around, but if she tried again later in private, she was sure that she could get Kelsey back in her corner.
And there was someone else that Cassie could count on as well. Renee had tried her best to split them apart, but Cassie was positive that their bond was stronger than Renee believed. If he hadn't changed his habits lately, he ate lunch in the band room.
Cassie dumped her full tray into the trash and set off to talk with Peter, filled with determination.
...
When Kissy finally turned and left, Kelsey thought the awkwardness was over.
But Ada never missed a chance to pounce.
"Oh my God, Kels! Was Kissy Swallowes coming on to you?" she asked with a scandalized grin.
Kelsey blushed hotly. "What? No! She was just getting nostalgic. We used to be friends before she got all... you know..."
"Slutty," supplied Britney through a mouthful of pizza.
Ada's smirk never wavered. "Get real, Kelsey. I saw how she was looking at you with those big puppy-dog eyes, touching your hand... We all know how horny Kissy is. She wants to fuck you, girl."
"N-no way," muttered Kelsey awkwardly. But the thought was darkly intriguing. Kelsey had started seeing her old friend in a completely different light since she, Ada, and Britney had masturbated together to Kissy's slutty unknowing cam show. What would it feel like for those soft lips to touch hers... for those big tits to crush softly up against her slender body...
"Look at her!" crowed Ada, elbowing Britney. "She totally fucking wants it!" The two volleyball captains cackled at Kelsey's heated denials, clearly not believing a word.
"I say go for it," said Britney firmly when their giggles had calmed down."It's not like you're the only one who's going to take the school slut for a spin. If she's throwing herself at you, might as well take her up on the offer."
Kelsey stubbornly refused to talk about it, and at long last the girls' gossip turned to other things.
But Kelsey couldn't stop turning the idea over in her head. Had Kissy actually been flirting with her?
Had her old friend actually become that slutty?
...
Cassie was brimming with confidence by the time she got to the band room.
The last time Cassie had seen Peter, he had been begging her not to leave him. If there was anyone in the school that would stay loyally at her side, it was him. Peter was her biggest fan.
Ok, there was the awkward fact that the last time they had met had also been when Peter had called her a slut and prematurely ejaculated all over her hand, but that was all water under the bridge. Cassie was sure that Peter felt super bad about the whole thing.
Probably.
As Cassie walked into the room, trying her hardest to ignore the maddening friction of the small rip between her legs, she heard a fork clatter to the floor. There was Peter, her shy, dorky friend. His eyes were wide and his mouth was filled with food as he stared at Cassie like a deer in the headlights.
"K-kissy!" Peter practically yelped, setting aside his meal tray with a dazed expression and rising to his feet. There was that fucking name again. Cassie understood why people who didn't know her before her public exposure incident called her that, but why had it stuck so easily with people who had known her for years?
Cassie mastered her annoyance. She was trying to convince Peter to be her friend again, it wouldn't help to snap at him. But, luckily, it looked like this was going to be easy. Peter was giving her an eager, starstruck look as if Cassie had answered his prayers just by showing up. It should be simple to get him on her side.
"Hey Peter!" said Cassie cheerfully, "What's going on?" She tried to be casual, but her smile and words felt awkward and forced. This felt harder than she thought it would. Talking to Peter used to be as easy as breathing. But their awkward, degrading attempt at a relationship had thrown up a wall between them. For the longest time, Cassie had a crush on Peter, but that feeling was a distant memory now. It was hard to be impressed with a lanky nerd like Peter when you spent most of your time with someone as gorgeous and effortlessly sexy as Renee.
But Peter didn't even seem to notice the stiff awkwardness that Cassie felt, he hustled forward with a big smile on his face, simply happy to see her. For a moment, it looked like Peter didn't give a shit about Renee's school-wide bullying campaign.
But his false confidence must have been caused by the momentary shock of seeing her, because while he was still halfway across the room, his steps slowed and his brows wrinkled. Finally, he came to a halt. Cassie could see the conflict on his face. Peter was thinking through the consequences of having a pleasant conversation with Kissy against Renee's wishes.
Cassie could have screamed in frustration. Kelsey claimed that everyone in the school was afraid of Renee. Cassie had assumed she must have been exaggerating, but if Renee had her hooks in Peter of all people, then Kelsey's warning was most likely true, as hard as that might be to accept.
"I... I'm sorry Kissy," said Peter, refusing to meet her eyes. "I don't think I can talk right now. M-maybe later, if you still want to..."
"Why?" asked Cassie sharply, finally unable to control her annoyance. "Because of that bitch who thinks she's better than me? Than both of us? Suddenly Renee Cross is more important than our friendship?"
Cassie shook her head, trying to drive back the tears that were filling her eyes. "I can't believe that you can just toss me aside like trash. For a girl you don't even like!"
Cassie looked up to see that her emotional outburst was having an effect on Peter. He looked even more conflicted, chewing on his lower lip with a pained look in his eye. This tactic was working. Cassie had to play up nostalgia and their emotional attachment. This was doable, she could sense Peter was teetering on the edge of joining her. With even just one ally, it would be so much easier to stand up to Renee.
"Please," said Cassie, Moving to Peter and putting a gentle hand on his shoulder. "Please help me Peter. I need you."
When Peter put his arms around her waist and pulled her in for a hungry kiss, Cassie knew that she had misjudged the effect of her emotional speech. Peter had gotten the wrong message. She put her hands on his chest and tried to gently push him away while not hurting his feelings. But Peter's tongue slid into her mouth, twisting around and stroking hers, and Cassie felt her body heating up a little despite her reluctance.
Where had this kissing skill been when they were dating?
Finally, Cassie managed to break away, gasping and staring into Peter's burning eyes. "N-no, that's not what I meant," she protested, her voice coming out as a breathless whine. "I just want your help as my friend, Peter."
"I can help you, Kissy," whispered Peter roughly, refusing to let go of her wide hips. "As a friend, of course. But to really be your friend again, I need closure. It hurt so bad when you left me. We never even got to do anything!" He said bitterly.
Cassie felt a little disrespected. When he thought back on their brief, awkward relationship, Peter's only takeaway was that he hadn't gotten to fuck her. "Peter, please," said Cassie, trying to appeal to their old friendship one last time. "I can't. We aren't dating anymore. It's wrong," But Peter wasn't listening, he was zipping down his pants and fishing around inside.
"But you do this for everyone else, Kissy!" snapped Peter with obvious hurt frustration. "That's what everyone says. Can't you just do something for me, this one time? Then I promise, everything will go back to normal. We'll be friends just like we used to be, and I'll help you against Renee." His short, throbbing cock was now out of his pants, stiff and eager for what would come next.
"But it's not true," whined Cassie pathetically, her breathing growing harsher and her nipples perking up despite herself from Peter's new pushy attitude. "I don't do this kind of thing for anyone, Peter. I'm not a slut!"
"Yeah, ok," said Peter flatly, guiding her hand down to his cock. "Whatever you say Kissy. Just jerk my fucking dick."
And Cassie gave in. It was just simpler. Renee's sinister lessons had wormed their way deeper into Cassie's brain than she realized. Submission. Easy, quick arousal. Acceptance of sexualization and willingness to defer to the sexual needs of others. All of these had become a part of Cassie. So when she wrapped her hand around Peter's cock and began stroking, she didn't feel a deep sense of betrayal or anger, even though one of her best friends now saw her as just a slut to be exploited. She only felt a sense of impatience and a twinge of disappointment in Peter shot through with arousal.
Peter took in huge, shuddering breaths as the girl who was once his innocent crush and was now his filthy wet dream fantasy rubbed and stroked his dripping cock. His hand reached up beneath Cassie's shirt to clumsily paw at her bra-covered tits. He had nowhere near the skill of the cheerleaders who had teased her nipples the other day, but the low-level horniness that Cassie had been feeling all day made even this inexpert attention send tingles down her spine and made her nipples throb with stiffness.
"Your tits... mmmm fuck! Your big fucking tits," grunted Peter, his animal lust robbing him of his usual intelligence as his sweaty hands cupped and roughly squeezed her breasts. Cassie could feel his cock pulse in her hand to the rhythm of his heart, as fast and shallow as a hummingbird's.
Cassie still would never admit she was a slut (she had never even had sex!... with a man), but couldn't deny that jerking off a boy in the middle of the brightly lit band room was turning her on. What if someone walked in? Cassie couldn't decide if the idea was horrifying or hot as fuck.
Peter's hand flowed down her curves as her hand continued to pump wildly at his cock. Clearly, now that he had Kissy at his mercy, he wanted to experience everything her body had to offer. Cassie didn't remember until his hand was already between her thighs what he would find when he touched there.
Only expecting to get a little over-the-pants groping, Peter was stunned when his finger slipped directly through the hole in Cassie's pants, plunging into her hot, wet vagina.
Cassie let out a sweet involuntary moan at the sudden invasion of her intimate area. Peter was almost hyperventilating at this point. "You... you're wearing fucking crotchless pants?" he asked in a dazed voice, unable to believe the heights of arousal Kissy's kinky behavior had driven him to. His finger wriggled deeper and Cassie instinctively spread her legs a little wider to grant him access. Peter had begun humping Cassie's hand. Always a quick shot, he was unable to hold back now that Kissy's slutty wardrobe secret had been revealed.
He thrust forward once more, on his tiptoes in the depths of his desperate arousal, every muscle straining as his instincts screamed at him to impregnate Kissy's slippery hand.
"You fucking slut!" he gasped, his cock jerking and twitching as it unloaded a small but thick load of sperm onto Cassie's thighs.
Peter slumped like a puppet whose strings ings had been cut, panting heavily. Almost instantly, he turned away, not looking Cassie in the eye as he zipped up his pants and began hurriedly gathering his things. The sudden shift in behavior gave Cassie whiplash: just a minute ago he had been obsessed with her, but now that he had gotten his rocks off, it seemed like he was regretting his choice.
"You're on my side, right Peter?" asked Cassie tentatively, using a tissue to try to clean the stains off her leggings.
"Y-Yeah Kissy," said Peter, his head down as he fiddled with the zippers on his book bag. "Of course. I said we would be friends again, and we are. I just... I'm a little busy. I Need to get to class."
"OK then..." said Cassie with a worried frown. She looked down at her leggings with a critical eye. No one would see the cum stains unless they were really searching for them, she was pretty sure. "Maybe after school, we can..." But as she looked up, she saw Peter was already out the door, without even saying goodbye.
Cassie frowned but chalked it up to post-orgasm embarrassment. Peter was a man of his word. If he said he was on her side, then he was. All she had to do now was convince Kelsey. The uncomfortable thought that something wasn't quite right with Peter was already fading.
As she walked out of the classroom with a new sense of optimism, she didn't even notice that Peter's fingers had ripped the hole in her crotch even further.
It still didn't reveal any skin, but it was obvious there was a rip to anyone looking closely.
...
Daren felt dizzy and sick as he watched the small brass keys swing from his wife's slim, lovely fingers.
They were the same sort of nondescript keys that could belong to any small lock. But Daren knew exactly where those keys fit. Gina's words, delivered in a voice that clearly showed she didn't know their real meaning, said everything.
Those were the keys that would unlock his plastic cage. The cage that had been painfully tight ever since Gina started her mocking speech. Daren understood that Gina was being forced into this particular show. The camera made that obvious: it wasn't his wife who wanted to humiliate him, it was Victor.
Daren was sure this video would make prime viewing material for his cruel boss later.
But the fact that Gina had no choice didn't make the shame and hurt sting any less. And what was worse, Daren couldn't help but feel a powerful, helpless arousal as his normally strong and supportive wife stared him in the eye and described how much of a loser he was in a voice dripping with amused disdain. Gina was an incredible actress. There were times that Daren got carried away and almost believed that she meant what she was saying.
But Daren had bigger problems now than becoming aroused by his wife's cruel barbs.
The sight of the keys finally brought home for Daren how closely Renee must be working with her father. He felt foolish for not seeing it before. Renee always presented herself as his ally and claimed to be working to get him and Gina back together, but all of her tasks and games had the result of humiliating him further.
He had been blinded by a pretty young woman with a fantastic body, and he had no one but himself to blame.
And now Renee wanted him to confess. In the same way that Victor was forcing Gina to get everything out into the open. The difference was that, thanks to Renee constantly updating him, Daren was aware of most of Gina's indiscretions. But Daren's news would be a rude shock to Gina. His connection to Renee was twisted and strange and perverted in a way that he didn't think anyone would be able to understand, least of all his wife.
But Daren had no choice. Renee had dirt on him that would ruin his life. He had to somehow thread this needle. He had to find a way to explain his fucked up relationship with Renee in a way that wouldn't make Gina immediately murder or divorce him. He was uncomfortably aware of the unblinking eye of the camera Gina had set up. Lying would not be an option in this case: Renee would no doubt rewatch the scene, relishing Daren's discomfort just as much as her father.
"The first t-time..." began Daren in a cracked voice, swallowing thickly to try to clear his suddenly bone-dry mouth. "The first time you went out on a date with V-victor... I had an unexpected visitor to the house."
Gina leaned forward, the keys forgotten as she rested her elbows on her knees, listening with furrowed eyebrows. Victor had given her no script for this part of the performance. She was only instructed to "react naturally" to whatever Daren said.
"She told me that it w-would be bad for me if I sat alone and obsessed over you and Victor, so she offered to help... guide me," continued Daren, choosing his words with obsessive care.



But not carefully enough.
"She?" asked Gina in a quiet, deceptively calm voice. Her eyes were sharp, piercing Daren through to his soul.
"D-don't be upset dear," said Daren desperately. Uselessly. "She just wanted to help me improve myself. To win you back! She didn't..."
"Who is she?" asked Gina, somehow slicing through Daren's weak protests without raising her voice.
"It's not like what you're thinking!" said Daren in an unmanly whine.
"Who?" insisted Gina, her voice gaining a flare of heat for the first time.
"Renee," admitted Daren miserably, barely daring to look at his furious wife as she processed this information. At first, it was clear that she didn't know who he was talking about. Her eyes had a confused, searching look. Then they grew wide, and Gina's lips curled in disgust.
"Renee CROSS? Victor's daughter?!? Cassie's fucking classmate? That Renee? You're fucking a girl the same age as our daughter?"
"What?!? No! I-I haven't f-fucked Renee! She's just... I mean... She's trying to h-help me..." stammered Daren stupidly, floundering in the face of Gina's withering disbelief and disgust. He didn't like Cassie's name being brought up either. Renee could punish him all she wanted, but Daren would rather die than confess the twisted games Renee had been playing with him and Cassie.
Gina didn't even bother to respond to his weak excuses. Despite her own recent confessions of infidelity, she now stared at him with open distrust,. She had already cast her judgment. This was what he had hoped to avoid. Gina thought he was a dirty old man, twisting and corrupting a young woman. Nothing could be further from the truth. Daren was the one who was helpless against Renee's corrupting influence. But there was no way that he could make Gina see that. Daren looked down at the keys, glittering forgotten in Gina's hand. Well... there was one way that he could show Gina how little control and power he had in his interactions with Renee.
One humiliating, utterly emasculating way.
Trembling and cringing, Daren rose to his feet and unbuckled his pants. Gina looked at him with confused horror as he thrust his pants and boxers down to his knees, then lifted his shirt to reveal the shameful secret he had been keeping from her for weeks.
His cock was compressed and cruelly trapped in the plastic cage Renee had forced him to wear, tightly and pathetically straining against its prison in mute testament to his powerlessness compared to his cruel mistress.
"She m-made me wear this," said Daren in a miserable whisper. "I've never fucked Renee." He didn't add that he probably would have if Renee had any interest at all, but the pathetic sight of his dominated cock had the effect that he desired. The disgust in his lovely wife's eyes didn't waver, but the anger drained away, replaced by pity and some strange heat that Daren didn't understand.
"That's not all, is it?" asked Gina with a humorless smile. " She has you all twisted up, doesn't she? It's like father like daughter. I should have known. I got a bad feeling from her the one time we met."
"Yes," admitted Daren. "She... she made me..."
Gina held up a hand with a wince. "No. Don't tell me. I don't get off on hearing that kind of thing. Unlike you." Daren felt the bitter barb strike home, even more painful because it didn't appear to be part of Gina's required show. But despite her jab, when Gina looked into Daren's eyes, there was some of the old tenderness back there again, despite the fucked up situation.
Gina felt a certain grim satisfaction: Victor was expecting her to blow up at Daren and add a whole new layer of verbal humiliation, this time authentic from her heart. She wouldn't pretend it wasn't a temptation. Whatever Daren had going on with that little girl was sick, no matter who held the reins in their twisted relationship. But Victor had inadvertently created a loophole in his instructions: he told Gina to react authentically to Daren's confession
If her authentic reaction was kind and supportive, then she could give poor Daren a break from her relentless humiliation without violation Victor's instructions.
"It's... ok, Daren," said Gina heavily. "I can't exactly cast stones here. In many ways I'm in the same position. There's something wrong with the Cross's and neither one of us has done a good job resisting them so far. You're a good man. I know that, and I know that you tried your best to do what was right. You fucked it up, but so did I. I love you, Daren Harlowe. And I forgive you."
Daren could almost cry. He had never expected a moment of catharsis in the middle of this dark performance. "I'm sorry," he said simply. "I love you too Gina. And I also forgive you." For a moment, husband and wife stared at each other warmly, Gina rumpled from her night of sex and Daren still displaying his caged cock.
Then Gina's face darkened.
"I'm happy to hear you say that, dear," she said wearily. "Because I'm not done. I need to get back into character." She leaned forward, and her eyes were pleading and earnest. "This is going to be the worst part, babe. But after this, we can hug, kiss, and have sex. We can reconnect as a loving couple. Keep focusing on that, ok? No matter what I say or how bad it gets."
Daren nodded, a shadow of fear and arousal gripping his heart.
"O-ok. I love you."
A ghost of a smile touched Gina's lips. "I love you too, honey."
Then Gina visibly took on her other persona, her eyes growing cold and predatory. She rose from her chair with a lithe motion and threw the tiny keys at Daren's feet.
"Victor said that he'll allow you to jerk off for this next part," said Gina with a smirk, popping open the first button of her trench coat. "But you have to be totally naked if you do."
...
Cassie stared down at the messaging app, trying trying to be subtle. She didn't want to alert her teacher, today of all days.
[Hey Kelsey, Could we meet up in the gym after school? I just want to talk. For old time's sake.]
It was a simple request for a private conversation. Even if Kelsey was too afraid of Renee to actually publicly side with Cassie, she should have enough courage to at least talk to her.
Three dots appeared. Kelsey was typing.
The dots disappeared. Cassie closed her eyes, willing Kelsey to grow a spine. The dots reappeared.
[Ok]
Cassie slumped back in her desk with relief. It wasn't the enthusiastic response she was hoping for, but she had to take this one step at a time. Now she just had to get through the last few class periods without anything else embarrassing happening, and she would be...
The loudspeaker crackled to life, making the History teacher pause mid-sentence.
"Would a Miss Kissy Swallowes please come to the office?" came the scratchy voice of Principal Wheaton over the loudspeaker. "We have your... used undergarments to return to you." His voice dripped with obscene amusement as he carefully enunciated the last phrase. All eyes in the room turned toward Cassie with cruel grins and mocking eyes. Everyone knew her as Kissy Swallowes now. Mr. Henderson at the front of the room had the decency to look embarrassed, but even he seemed to be feeling a little hot under the collar. "Well, you'd better go, um, retrieve your belongings, Kissy," said the teacher awkwardly, using the demeaning nickname without even thinking about it.
The walk down to the office was torturous. It seemed that every classroom door had faces peering out, smirking as they watched her walk down to retrieve her "used undergarments". Whatever that meant. She was sure it was the panties that the bullying girls had ripped away in the bathroom, but why phrase it that way?
When Cassie finally reached the principal's office, her face turned brick red and she felt an unwanted rush of sick arousal. Now she saw what the principal meant when he called the panties "used".
Miss Chambers, the sweet blonde counselor, was standing in the office, right next to Principal Wheaton. They hadn't even bothered to move away from the microphone used for making announcements over the loudspeaker. Miss Chambers had a look of amused disgust on her face, and at arm's length, she held a pencil.
Draped over the end of the pencil was the tiny pink thong that the girls had ripped off of Cassie's legs in the bathroom. Someone had crudely attached a tag that read "property of Kissy Swallowes".
And the pink panties were stained, splattered, soaked, and dripping with cum, darkening its former light pink to a wet maroon and dripping off in sticky globs. It reminded Cassie powerfully of the cum splattered panties that her daddy planted in her drawer, but with ten times the amount of sperm.
She could smell it as she drew closer, rank and bleachy.
"Ah, I should have known you were 'Kissy', Miss Harlowe," said the Principal. His slimy eyes traveled up and down Cassie's curvy body with every sign of enjoyment. "It makes sense I suppose. Your discarded panties were found in the boys' locker room, covered in the semen of... what would you say Miss Chambers? Ten boys?"
Miss Chambers grimaced, but her voice was holding back a giggle when she said: "If not more, Principal Wheaton. Kissy dear, I know there is a temptation to... take the easy route to popularity with boys, but we would ask that you use a little more restraint."
Cassie's blush grew even hotter. She could feel it spreading down her chest. The ripped panties covered in anonymous semen painted an inaccurate picture that the school administrators had clearly bought wholesale. "That's... I didn't! Some girls in the bathroom, they..."
Principal Wheaton cut her off. "I have no desire to hear about why you thought a locker room orgy was a good idea, Miss Swallowes. I just want you to confine your activities to your extracurricular time. Do I make myself clear?"
"B-but sir!" whined Cassie, "I didn't..."
"Do I make myself clear?" asked the Principal again sharply.
Cassie drew herself up to protest once again, then, seeing the cruel mockery in the Principal's eyes, she deflated. "Yes sir," she said in a small, meek voice, at this point just wanting to end the confrontation as soon as possible.
"And Kissy dear," said Miss Chambers with a simpering smile. "Do make sure that you're practicing safe sex. With this much sperm and that many boys... who knows what could happen!"
"Yes ma'am," said Cassie in a mortified squeak.
"Now come collect your panties, dear," said Miss Chambers firmly, light waving the sodden panties on the end of her pencil. "C-can't you just throw them away," asked Cassie, her eyes following the filthy jizzy thong that only this morning she had been wearing.
"In my office?" asked the principal incredulously. "It reeks. No, take it with you, Miss Swallowes."
Her expression twisting with disgust, Cassie reached out to take the pencil from Miss Chambers, only for the counselor to drop the panties into her hand with a sickening splat.
Cassie bit her lip to keep from yelping and dropping the slimy thong and tried to keep her composure as she turned to leave with her soiled panties in hand.
"One more thing..." called Principal Wheaton behind her with a nasty grin on his face. "This was a serious violation of the student code of conduct. I'll overlook it just this once, but if you do something like this again... I'll oversee your punishment personally."
Cassie's eyes were wide with fear as she exited the office. She needed to end this day as soon as possible and get her two old best friends back on her side. Things were getting worse and worse.
As she left, Principal Wheaton finally reached over and flipped the off switch on the intercom, ceasing the live broadcast to each classroom. "Surely someone will tell her that the whole school heard that conversation?" he asked suspiciously.
"Not today they won't," giggled Miss Chambers.
"Good," said Principal Wheaton, adjusting his pants. "Because it would be a shame for her to be on the lookout for that trick the next time."
...
It was disgusting, but Principal Wheaton was right: Cassie couldn't just drop the foul panties into a trash can. Who knows what would happen if someone found them? If she ripped the new name tag off, she could probably avoid anybody connecting the sperm-soaked undies with her, but she couldn't take that chance.
She really didn't want anyone to hear the Principal's assumed version of how the panties got this way... People already saw her as a slut, they didn't need any new juicy rumors.
So with a disgusted grimace, Cassie was forced to wrap the thong in a plastic bag in her locker, tie it tight, and store it in her backpack. Mercifully, the bell for the end of the day rang just then, so she wouldn't have to return to class and endure the giggles and stares of her history classmates.
Now it was time to head to the gym and convince Kelsey. It was more important than ever. The bullying against her was ramping up, and its intensifying sexual tone was making Cassie equally nervous and horny. Neither of which was a good sign.
Cassie ran over potential arguments in her head. Kelsey would be a harder sell than Peter. Cassie's former bestie (and future bestie? She hoped so.) had never exactly been brave. But Cassie had seen that Kelsey's connection to her wasn't fully broken when they looked into each other's eyes at lunch. She knew that she could win Kelsey over.
And hey, at least Kelsey wasn't a horny teenage boy like Peter.
When Cassie entered the deserted gym, it looked at first like Kelsey had ghosted her completely.
"Psst," hissed Kelsey, poking her head out from behind the door of the closet used to store gym mats and other equipment. "Over here!" Kelsey's face was a mask of mixed emotions. Fear, annoyance, happiness, and something else that Cassie couldn't quite place. Cassie tried not to roll her eyes. Kelsey's decision to treat this like they were in a spy thriller didn't bode well for Cassie's plan to convince her to publically defy Renee.
As Cassie entered the dim and dusty room, Kelsey clicked the door shut behind them. Cassie took a deep breath and launched into her pitch. "Kelsey, I know that Renee is scary. And powerful. More powerful than I realized. But I've always been there for you, and right now I need you to be here for me."
But Kelsey seemed to barely be listening. She was pacing fretfully, smoothing her hair back behind her ears compulsively in a nervous tic that Cassie knew well. Her delicate throat swallowed again and again. She was clearly in the grip of some strong emotion. "Why didn't you ever tell me that you liked girls, Kissy?" Kelsey asked, her voice trembling and her delicate features blushing pink.
Cassie was immediately thrown off balance by the wrenching change in topics. This wasn't how she expected the conversation to go at all, and wasn't a topic she was even sure she knew how to discuss.
"Kelsey I..."
She was about to say that didn't like girls, but that flimsy excuse no longer even convinced herself. Just a few days ago she had masturbated to completion while her tongue was squirming deep inside another girl's cunt. That ship had sailed. Cassie was bi.
Kelsey seemed to be further angered by Cassie's weak failure to explain. "We slept over so many times, talking about boys we liked. Was that all a lie? Were you just laughing at me behind my back? I wasn't good enough to tell your secret?"
"Kelsey, no!" said Cassie, shocked that Kelsey could make that assumption. Those conversations had been real, and important to Cassie. She still liked boys too, and she hadn't even known at the time that she was attracted to girls. "It wasn't like that!"
"Then what was it like?" asked Kelsey sharply, her eyes wide and her breathing heavy. "Was it a different kind of trick then? We slept in the same bed, Cassie. I let you see me naked. Was that the game?"
Cassie could sense that Kelsey was working herself up to something. Although Kelsey was a petite, willowy young woman, she had by now backed her larger, curvier friend into a corner with her strange flare of emotions.
Cassie looked into her friend's blazing green eyes with nervous horror, momentarily speechless. Had Kelsey agreed to meet just so she had a chance to take her smoldering rage out on Cassie?
"And now I hear that you're kissing other girls. Playing with them. Doing... other stuff," Cassie's back hit the wall. Kelsey's arm shot out to lean against the wall near Cassie's head. She leaned in close, her eyes big and wild and beautiful.
"I was right there the whole time, Kissy," said Kelsey in a strangled whisper. "Why didn't you ever kiss me?"
Kelsey's face grew closer, filling Cassie's whole world. Cassie realized too late that anger hadn't been the emotion filling Kelsey. Shockingly, unbelievably, it had been smoldering jealous lust. Kelsey's soft lips pressed against hers, and for a second Cassie was too shocked to do anything.
Kelsey, her best friend since childhood. The girl she knew best in the world. Her companion and gossip partner and secret keeper. Now inflamed and crazy with lust for her. The idea was wrong and alien and almost as taboo-feeling as the stirrings of lust Cassie had begun to feel for her mother. And, frustratingly, almost as hot.
How could Kelsey's view of her become so twisted? Somehow, Cassie knew it was Renee again. She wasn't sure how, but Renee had reached out and sculpted her supportive platonic relationship into this labyrinth of lust and jealousy. Just another wedge driven between her and her friends.
Just like everyone else, now Kelsey, her former best friend, could only think of sex when she looked at Kissy.
But, reluctantly, Cassie loosened her lips and began softly kissing back, darting her tongue out to gently swirl with Kelsey's. As wrong as this felt, there was no other way to get Kelsey on her side. It was sad to consider that even her dearest friends wouldn't help her anymore without sexual favors, but Cassie had to play the hand she was dealt.
And Cassie did feel a twinge of sympathy for Kelsey's jealousy. It wasn't like Kelsey was saying. Cassie had never intended to play a cruel trick on her. But if Kelsey was attracted to girls as well, Cassie could imagine it would feel pretty bad to see your best friend never even look at you, then immediately start making out with and having sex with her new hotter friends once she became popular.
Maybe Cassie did owe Kelsey something, if only to soothe her poor friend's bruised self-esteem.
Kelsey broke away from their kiss, her soft wet lips moving to plant hot kisses on Cassie's tender neck. Kelsey's hand lifted, gently squeezing Cassie's breasts, circling her nipples with firm thumbs.
Maybe girls had an understandable natural advantage when it came to knowing how to touch a female body. This was much hotter than Peter's clumsy exploration, immediately flushing Cassie's body with filthy, pulsing heat. Cassie felt herself surrendering to the erotic pull of the taboo encounter, but made one last desperate attempt to explain to Kelsey and derail this scenario before it reached a wet, moaning conclusion that she and Kelsey could never undo.
"I... I didn't know!" moaned Cassie. "I didn't know I liked girls until this year! I'm s-sorry Kelsey, I wasn't trying to trick you."
Kelsey rose from making a hickey on Cassie's pale neck. She looked as scared and confused as Cassie felt, but her eyes were hazy with smoldering arousal. "Well now you know, Kissy," she said in a throaty whisper. "And I'm still right here. So what do we do now?"
Without another word, both lost, horny girls surrendered to their animal instincts and locked lips hungrily once again, their tongues tangling fiercely together as their innocent friendship burned away into hot, clinging embers in their hearts.



Kelsey's pelvis ground against Cassie's, mindlessly seeking friction and pleasure without any experience of how lesbian sex works. Her fingers twined through Cassie's dark locks as their tongues desperately, sloppily danced between their gripping lips.
Kelsey pulled back from the kiss, leaving a glimmering strand of saliva hanging between them for a moment. She kept her hand tangled in Cassie's hair as she gasped hot ragged breaths, her hips grinding and humping against Cassie in her desperate need.
"I... I want it..." admitted Kelsey in a rough whisper, her eyes burning with shame and arousal and she held her fevered forehead against Cassie's. "What you did for those other girls. Show me, Kissy."
And Cassie discovered to her surprise that she wanted the same thing. She wanted to do something nice for Kelsey and make her happy. She wanted to feel a positive connection with her bestie again, and if this fucked up, sweaty sex session was the only way to do that at this point... then she would play her role.
Cassie led a blushing Kelsey by the hand to a stack of dusty gym mats and pushed her gently down onto her back. Cassie knelt, running her hands, sweaty with nerves, up Kelsey's trembling thighs. Kelsey looked down at her, her green eyes wide and sparkling.
Cassie unbuttoned her childhood friend's jeans. It still wasn't too late. She could get up and say this was wrong. She could run. This would be an embarrassing memory for them both, but at this point, one day they might be able to laugh it off.
But Cassie pulsed with dark sexual curiosity and hunger. She needed this after her frustrating day: the sexual thrill of doing something she knew was wrong.
Cassie hooked her thumbs beneath her gasping friend's waistband and sharply tugged the jeans and panties down off Kelsey's hips, revealing more and more of her slim hips and her pale shapely thighs.
And her pussy.
Kelsey's pussy was beautiful. Rosy and tight, but puffed up and juicy in this moment from the power of her forbidden lust. Cassie felt a mix of emotions as she firmly spread Kelsey's thighs, bringing her face closer to her friend's glistening cunt.
Shame, that this sort of submissive sex act was what she had been reduced to in order to gain allies.
Faint, amused pity that Kelsey would never be able to show her partners her most beautiful feature until they were already having sex.
Jealousy, that in this way at least, Kelsey had her beat in beauty and femininity.
Deep affection for Kelsey, who was peeking down at the erotic sight of Kissy the slut kneeling between her thighs through fingers covering her eyes, just like she used to do when they watched movies together and sex scenes would come on.
And lust. Hot, drumming, bone-deep lust pulsing through every inch of her body.
Cassie moved closer and reverently, tenderly kissed Kelsey's pussy, drawing a deep groan from her friend's throat. Aroused by her friend's obvious pleasure, Cassie moved closer, gripping Kelsey's thighs to pull her face tight against her pussy, her tongue writhing deeper inside.
They were together again. A red-hot, filthy, perverted new bond between the two virgin friends, reconnecting in a dirty gym storage closet.
Kelsey moaned and whimpered, her hands in Cassie's flowing hair, trying to somehow pull Cassie even closer. Even deeper. Even though Cassie's lips were already mashed tight against the sloppy virgin pussy grinding against her face.
Cassie reached down between her thighs, the powerful erotic moment too much for her to resist, thoughtlessly tearing her pants further to gain greater access. Her fingers rubbed at her needy sex, making her moan into Kelsey's pussy, sending maddening vibrations through her friend's overestimated clit.
Cassie and Kelsey writhed together, united again in sexual ecstasy, Kelsey's high sweet moans harmonizing with the muffled groans vibrating between her legs. A vivid memory sprung into Cassie's mind suddenly: for a few months they had a fairly insensitive inside joke where they would call each other "lezbo" whenever they changed in the same room. They had giggled at how absurd the idea was; that's what made it such a funny joke.
If only they could see each other now.
Kelsey was squeaking and gasping, her hands winding painfully tight in Cassie's hair as she began to climax. Her slim, shapely thighs clamped around Cassie's face as she moaned: "Yes! Lick my pussy, Kissy. Make me cum, you fucking sluuuuttt!!"
Kelsey's thighs were vibrating bars of tense muscle as they cut off Cassie's air supply. Kelsey was too far gone in her selfish, dominant orgasm to consider Cassie's comfort at all. Cassie's hand fell away from her dripping, unfulfilled pussy as she concentrated on not suffocating.
Finally, Kelsey relaxed and fell limp, releasing Cassie and allowing her to fall backward onto her butt. Kelsey covered her eyes with her hand as her pussy dripped with the juices of her arousal, blended thoroughly with the saliva of her former best friend.
Cassie breathed heavily. Her pussy pulsed with hungry need, but she knew better than to ask Kelsey for reciprocation. Based on her body language, the full weight of what they had just done was hitting Kelsey like a ton of bricks.
Kelsey's phone buzzed somewhere in the pockets of the jeans pooled around her ankles. Kelsey suddenly rose to a sitting position, pulling her pants up awkwardly with a blank look in her eyes.
She retrieved her phone, then went stiff as she checked whatever notification she had gotten. Her eyes regained life, filling with some sort of nervous apprehension, and flicked to Cassie.
"I'm sorry Kissy," she said in a surprisingly gentle voice. "But you need to leave."
Cassie rose to her feet, her knees feeling a little wavery. She couldn't just leave now, not with her mission unfulfilled. "Kelsey," she said pitifully, "Please. I can't do this alone. I need your help."
Kelsey sighed heavily. "I know you do, Cassie. You need all the help you can get," her eyes were haunted, but grudgingly affectionate as she gave Cassie a crooked smile. Cassie felt absurdly touched to hear her old friend finally use her real name again. "But right now I'm meeting someone else. And I can't..."
She trailed off, but Cassie knew the end of her thought. Kelsey can't be seen with me. It stung, but Cassie swallowed the pain and held her head high. One step at a time, that's how she would beat Renee's bullying.
"I'll text you later," called Kelsey after her, trying to soften the blow. It did make Cassie feel better. She felt that, even if Kelsey wasn't completely on her side right now, she was on her way there.
Cassie didn't even realize until she was halfway home that the rip between her legs was much larger now, sowing not only a swathe of dark, neatly trimmed pubic hair but also a tiny, pale sliver of her labia.
It was mortifyingly embarrassing, but she hadn't run into anyone on the way out of the gym, so likely no one had seen it.
...
Ada and Britney managed to hold in their giggles long enough to take some crystal-clear pictures of Cassie from their hiding place under the bleachers.
Ada had to admit that the slut looked fucking hot. Kissy had a tawdry, freshly-fucked look, with rumpled hair, a persistent blush, and even a tell-tale shine around her mouth and chin. Damn. Kelsey must have really scored.
But the best part was the state of her tight, slutty leggings. A huge rip gave tantalizing, erotic evidence that Kissy Swallowes didn't wear panties. She was walking around carefree with her pussy on display for the world to see. Very in character for a slut that, after today's accidental announcement from the office, everyone knew held sloppy, ten-man bukkake gang bangs in the locker room.
Ada eagerly pulled up the senior group chat. It had started life as a place for pervy boys to talk about girls, but at this point, almost every senior was a member.
Everyone except Kissy of course.
With a vicious grin, Ada posted the photos into the chat, giving Kissy time to exit the gym without suspecting a thing.
Then Ada and Britney moved to the storage locker to debrief with the woman of the hour.
Kelsey was sitting hunched up on a stack of old mats when they came in, but a body print in the dust behind her made it clear what she and Kissy had been up to before Ada texted her.
"Ooooh!" cooed Britney with delight, "Someone got lucky! Maybe we can trick her into eating me out next... How was it to have that hot little mouth on your snatch, pretty lady?"
Kelsey just awkwardly shrugged and turned away with a blush. But Ada wouldn't let her off the hook that easily this time. "Did it make you feel all warm and fuzzy when your old buddy gave you cunt kisses?" asked Ada cruelly. "Do me and Britney need to make way? Are you guys besties again?"
"No," said Kelsey stonily, her eyes swirling with complex depths as she stared at the wall. "She's just a slut now. A hit-it-and-quit-it tool for pleasure. That's all she is to me."
That was the answer her new awful best friends were looking for. They crowed with delight and began gossiping about Kissy heatedly, showing each other reactions from whatever fresh humiliation they had just subjected Kissy to in the group chat.
But Kelsey herself couldn't tell if what she had just said was true or not.
...
Renee took a deep breath, steeling herself outside her father's office door.
Although Renee had been annoyed after Kissy's pathetic little rebellion in homeroom, she had still been confident that, by the end of the day, Kissy's will would be crushed. After all, Renee had the entire high school by the balls, from the students up to the principal. With her level of control, it should have been easy to bring a pathetic submissive like Kissy to heel.
But school was over, and there was no text or call from Kissy. And obviously, Renee couldn't reach out first in this scenario.
If the situation had been taken care of by the end of the school day, there would be no need to inform her father about it. She would just be able to slip in a mention of the hiccup during one of their regular check-ins. But since the situation was ongoing, she had to make a report.
When Renee turned eighteen, her father agreed to teach her everything he knew about what he called "his little hobby". Manipulation, corruption, sexual domination. He had the perfect first project in mind: a little family of a strong-willed wife, a mild-mannered man, and their perfect, innocent daughter. They would do it as a father/daughter team so that Renee could learn on the job. The fact that the daughter went to Renee's high school was just icing on the cake.
But now she had messed up. Cassie had slipped the leash somehow. Not irreversibly, or at least Renee hoped not. But it still wasn't a good look, and Renee dreaded what her father, who always seemed to execute his plans flawlessly, would say when he found out that their plans for Cassie had had a setback.
There was no use putting it off anymore. Renee knocked crisply, and when Victor called "Enter", she pushed the door open, her mouth set in a firm line of determination.
Victor was behind his desk, reading from a leather bound folio. He glanced up with raised eyebrows, "Good afternoon, dearest. Is something wrong?" Victor usually had scheduled work time until dinner that Renee knew better than to disturb for no reason, so he knew that there must be some specific reason for his daughter interrupting him.
"There has been a... minor complication with our current project," said Renee delicately, sitting on the edge of one of the leather guest chairs. Victor's eyebrows climbed higher. "And it's an urgent matter?" he asked, a slight edge to his voice.
Renee grimaced. "It's an ongoing situation," she said reluctantly.
Victor snapped the folio shut. "Well then, by all means, let's talk. He looked down towards his lap. "You heard my daughter, Lucia. I'm afraid we'll need the room."
Lucia Ruiz popped up from behind the massive desk, her lean, gorgeous brown body wearing a ridiculous, porny maid outfit with massive high heels. She wiped her drooling mouth on the back of her hand, and whined, "Oh, Papi, but we were just starting to have fun! Can I come back in when you're finished talking?"
Victor looked reluctant. "Not tonight, Lucia. I am a bit busy as it is. Perhaps another time."
"B-but, I want to please you, Papi," begged Lucia, her lovely brown eyes shining with sincerity. "I can show you, Victor. I can be just as sweet and submissive as that blond bitch! I can change!"
Renee had to be careful to maintain a straight face. In some ways, Lucia reminded her of that loser. What was his name? Peter. Two fools who didn't realize that they were pawns in the game until they were already off the board. If Lucia really thought she ever had a chance of dating her father, she didn't know Victor Cross at all.
Victor rose and took Lucia's hands in his. Renee's eyes glanced involuntarily down to his massive black cock, then skittered away uncomfortably.
"You really want to make me happy?" asked Victor tenderly."Work another shift at the Panther Club. You know it gets me so hot to see you up on that stage."
Lucia looked at him, desperation to please him warring with reluctance in her eyes. "B-but Victor," she protested weakly, "You know I love dancing for you, but I've been doing it so much now that some of the regulars are starting to recognize me. Last time I spent so much time giving private dances I barely saw you at all. It's almost like I'm starting to work there."
Victor shook a finger and tsked with a warm smile. "Gina would never push back on my orders like that, Lucia," he lied smoothly. "You still have a way to go if you want to be like her."
Lucia's jaw set and her eyes lit up with jealousy. "Right," she said decisively. "Then I'll dance. You'll see, Papi. I'm better for you than her."
Then she left, her cute little ass wiggling in her lacy panties, clicking the door shut behind her. Renee allowed herself a little smirk as she turned back to her father. Victor was nothing if not efficient. That was one way to recruit talent for your strip club.
Victor seated himself behind the desk once again, rearranging himself and zipping up his pants. "So. What seems to be the issue?" he asked seriously, leaning forward on his elbows.
Renee breathed out deeply through her nose and launched into an explanation of the day's events: how Kissy had unexpectedly balked at Renee's mention of losing her virginity, how Renee had commanded the school to make Kissy as horny and frustrated as possible, how Renee had orchestrated a humiliating new rumor to spread through the school like wildfire.
Victor watched her silently with an attentive, but neutral expression the whole time.
"I... I'm just not sure what to do, Father," said Renee finally, feeling a little defeated. "I had her utterly under control right up until this morning. I have to admit you were right when we spoke earlier. Cassie really did have hidden depths. I'm afraid that I've made some sort of mistake and set the plan back."
Victor leaned back in his chair, folding his hands pensively in front of him. "That's what you came to report?" he asked lightly.
"Yes Father," said Renee.
Victor smiled. "I thought it was something more serious, Dearest. You didn't do anything wrong, nor is this kind of setback unexpected."
Renee frowned in confusion. "But... Cassie has gone completely rogue. I can't influence her at all right now."
Victor shrugged. "That's true. But not insurmontable. And more importantly, this is a learning opportunity. I see two lessons for you here, daughter. Ready for the first?"
Renee nodded.
"Do you remember the night we kicked this whole project off? The party?"
"Of course," said Renee, narrowing her eyes as she tried to anticipate where her father was going with this.
"I ordered Gina to suck my cock," explained Victor, his eyes lighting up at what was, to him, an amusing memory. "Do you remember what happened next?"
"She refused," said Renee slowly.
"Not just refused," said Victor, holding up a finger. "Publically defied me. Swore that she would never suck my cock. A setback, wouldn't you agree?"
Renee shook her head in frustration. "That's not the same thing at all. You knew that she would refuse. You planned for it."
Victor flashed his daughter the sort of wide, cocky grin that made Renee understand why so many women had trouble resisting him. "Not true. I expected her to obey. I did have a contingency plan in case she didn't, which ended up working out beautifully. But that's just because I have more experience than you. But the key is this: not only did Gina's defiance not ruin my overall plan, it actually made it all the sweeter. When I was finally able to break her resistance down and convince her to break her public vow never to suck my cock... That was a feeling of true dominance that I'll never forget."
"So what," said Renee, crossing her arms tightly over her chest, "You're trying to say that it's a good thing that Kissy is fighting back?"
Victor raised an eyebrow. "My hobby isn't hunting fawns, Dearest. It's hunting tigresses. There's no sport in easy prey. I would be more concerned if young Miss Swallowes never fought back at all."
Renee nodded. It was hard to accept that Kissy's infuriating defiance could be a good thing, but her Father knew more about corruption than her. "And the second lesson?" she asked.
"Do you know why I set up the little confessional between Gina and her cuck tonight?" asked Victor seriously.
"To humiliate them both," answered Renee without a second's hesitation.
Victor nodded. "True, but that's not a difficult task where those two are concerned. It's because sometimes a little truth can bring my targets' real position into sharp focus. Lies and sneaking around served me well for a while. It increased Gina's guilt and the taboo thrill that aroused her. It prevented Daren from fighting back directly. But the truth? The truth is going to allow me to play all kinds of humiliating new games with them now that our dirty little love triangle is out in the open."
"Well, out with it," said Renee, growing a little impatient. "What does this have to do with me and Kissy, father?"
Victor smiled. "The 'I'm your best friend, and I only want what's best for you' angle worked well for a while. But you have discovered its limit. You got further than I expected, but there are still some kinds of advice that Cassie isn't willing to take from a friend. This is your opportunity to move your relationship to the next level. One where Cassie isn't just taking your advice, but must do as you say."
Renee sighed. He made it sound so easy. No doubt, for a genius like him, it would be.
"If you need my help to bring your little friend in line, you only have to ask," said Victor archly, picking up his leather folio once again. Renee recognized her cue that the conversation was over. She rose gracefully from her chair.
"That won't be necessary," said Renee stiffly, although she still wasn't sure how exactly to bring Kissy back in line.
"That's what I thought," said Victor, reopening the folder. "Please close the door as you leave."
...
Daren sat shivering, stripped naked once again in his own home.
With a click, the confining plastic around his cock sprang free, leaving him truly bare and exposed. Gina gave him a twisted grin from where she stood.
"Good boy," she purred, slowly undoing the buttons on her long coat. "And now you can have the rest of the story. The latest part. What happened after you sent me to Victor." She shrugged the coat off of her shoulders, letting it fall in a heap behind her, revealing what was hidden underneath.
Daren felt his cock growing humiliatingly stiff as he took in the unsettling, erotic sight of Gina's revealed form. Victor had marked and claimed every square inch of his wife's gorgeous curvy body. With hickeys. With semi-dried semen. With bold, thick strokes of a Sharpie pen. Daren saw a crudely drawn black spade on her belly. Her right thigh read "Victor cums here", pointing at her pussy (still swollen and leaking cum from the night before). The other thigh had an arrow pointed towards the center as well, with the phrase "not for pathetic cucks" written beneath.



Suddenly the smell hit Daren in a rolling wave. Sweat from his wife's frantic exertion with her new lover. Masculine cologne transferred from their skin-to-skin contact. And the rank nose-wrinkling corruption, of the tacky, drying sperm that Victor had spurt all over his beautiful wife.
Gina had been claimed. Degraded. Soiled and marked utterly by his cocky boss.
Daren realized that he had already started stroking without noticing it.
Despite her shamefully marked body, Gina wore a look of smug superiority as she said "Kneel," to her husband in a cold, hard voice. Daren had no choice but to obey. He fell humbly to his feet in front of his gorgeous, filthy whore of a wife.
"After you sent me to him, Victor tricked me, hubby," explained Gina pitilessly to her kneeling, masturbating husband. "He got me to agree to a truly obscene offer."
Daren had lowered his eyes, so Gina reached down and grabbed his chin, forcing him to look back up at her. "I agreed to be his slave for a month, Daren," she said in a low smoky voice. Frighteningly, Daren couldn't see any fear or sadness in his wife's eyes as she said these terrifying words. Just a sort of submissive thrill at her own debasement. "His possession. His plaything. Victor owns me right now sweetie."
Gina chuckled evilly, releasing Daren's chin and stretching luxuriously, making a showcase of her large round breasts, the nipples swollen from a mix of Victor's rough attention last night and her current arousal. "But my new master isn't heartless. He's willing to let you have the scraps from his table. But there are a few ground rules he had set for you and I."
Daren couldn't speak, could barely think. Gina hadn't just had a moment of weakness and fucked Victor. His brave, confident, powerful wife had lost completely this weekend. The game was over, and the biggest loser of all was Daren. His fist moved rapidly on his cock as the implications of Daren's utter failure to help his wife against Victor echoed through his mind.
"Firstly, Victor takes priority now. Sorry hubby, you've moved down to second place," said Gina with mock sympathy. She had begun slowly tracing her fingers up and down her fouled body while swirling her hips, giving her husband a little visual stimulation for his shameful masturbation session. "That means that I will be with Victor whenever he desires. You'll get whatever time is left."
Gina ran her hands up her cum-sticky belly to cup and squeeze her breasts, biting her lip slightly at the sensations. "Master is even willing to let us have sex!" said Gina cheerfully, "But only after I tell you alllll about what I did with him while I was away. While your jerk off your tiny cock, of course. Then you just have to send him a video message thanking him for taking such good care of me, and we can make sweet love. Doesn't that sound nice?"
Daren gasped and groaned, his hips thrusting against his hand as he contemplated the cruel new rules that would define his marriage for the next month. It sounded like he would be forced to have a lot more interaction with his boss.
"But I'm getting ahead of myself," said Gina with a giggle. "I'm sure you want to know how I got to look like this..." she said, winking at her husband with glittering eyes.
"Well, once Victor had me at his mercy, you can imagine what kinds of commands he wanted me to follow," said Gina in a raspy voice. She ran her hands up and down her curves again, smearing her owner's cum across her tanned skin.
"First he made me suck his cock. You know. That thing I swore to never, ever do? I did it for him," her voice dropped to a throaty whisper. "And I'll admit, hubby. When I finally caved in, I was sorry that I held out so long. I've always loved sucking big cocks, and Victor's is the biggest one I've ever seen." Daren whimpered. Gina had always claimed that she just didn't enjoy giving blowjobs. That was her reason for never giving Daren any. Gina's cruel, amused expression told Daren that she knew exactly what he was thinking, and she had chosen her words to torment him.
"Then he fucked me. All night long for two nights. In every position. Hard. Tenderly. Fast. Sensually." Gina's voice was dead serious, and Daren was terrified to realize that he could no longer tell if his wife was acting anymore. "It was good. Really fucking good Daren. And you know what? He forced me to tell the truth to him while we were fucking. He asked me which was better. Sex with him or with you."
Gina paused. Her expression broke and for just an instant, his loving wife was looking down at him, pleading with him to be strong. To endure. Daren braced himself.
Gina's cruel smirk snapped back into place. "I told him it wasn't even a question," she said viciously. "That there was just no comparison between a strong, beautiful man like him..." Gina raised a middle finger directly in front of Daren's wide, staring eyes, "... and a pathetic, weak, shrimp dicked cuck like you."
"Face it, cucky. You lost your wife to a real man months ago, the instant that I agreed to kiss his big black cock. Fuck you, loser."
Then, with a sneer of contempt, Daren's beautiful wife spat directly into his face with her middle finger still raised high. But the worst part about it was that Daren swore he could see a flare of sadistic arousal in Gina's eyes, as though this horrible act was on some level, exactly what she wanted.
Daren lost control, groaning deeply and splattering his pathetic seed on the floor at his wife's feet as she giggled and mockingly cheered his failure to last while masturbating to his own utter defeat.
...
Renee returned to her room, still mentally grappling with the problem of how to bring Kissy back to heel.
But when she checked her phone, it appeared that her prayers had been answered. She had received two texts while her phone had been silenced for the meeting:
[Peter]: Kissy came to talk to me today. It's not my fault. Tell me what you want me to do...
[Kelsey]: I want to talk about Kissy.
Renee grinned evilly. So that was Kissy's play. Get some backup from her old friends. Naive. But that was in character for the pathetic little bitch after all.
Kissy had just given her a gift without knowing it. Now Renee had two excellent levers she could use to put pressure on Kissy.
You really couldn't trust anybody these days.
,,,
Gina walked over and turned off the camera, then returned to Daren and sank to her knees, pulling him close to her stained and filthy body. But Daren didn't care about how his wife looked or smelled right now. He cared about how it felt to be in her arms once again.
"I'm sorry," she whispered into his shoulder.
"It's ok, dear," said Daren, trying his best to put on a brave face. "It was all lies anyway."
Gina remained quiet, her face pressed into his shoulder for a long time. When she finally raised her head, her face was serious. "If we want to get through this, we need to be honest with each other, honey. The lies and secrecy have helped them and hurt us every time. So I'll tell you the hard truth. Some of it was lies. But not all of it."
It hurt to hear. But Daren recognized the Gina had a point. This was a time for painful truths. "So..." he said with a frown, "Some of it was real?"
Gina sighed, suddenly looking weary. "Well, Daren, you know how I feel about your mother's cooking. If she brings out meatloaf, I could say 'no thank you, I would prefer to stick with side dishes tonight' or I could say 'your fucking cooking isn't fit for dogs'. Both are the truth."
Daren nodded, a painful lump in his throat. "And Victor forced you to explain in the cruelest way possible."
"Bingo," said Gina apologetically. She raised a hand to cup Daren's face. "But I love you, honey. I told you that at the start, and I meant it. That truth trumps all of the cruel bullshit that Victor wanted me to do and say to you."
Daren put his hand over Gina's, relishing the warmth of her palm. "I love you too," he confirmed, trying to ignore the thick scent of Victor's cologne and semen which seemed to have infiltrated every pore of his wife's body.
Gina's eyes grew hard and determined. "It's just a month. Then I'll be free. A month is nothing. Victor is in for a rude awakening if he thinks he can break my spirit."
Daren nodded, gaining strength from his wife's certainty. "And I need to find some way to resist Renee. Following her orders has been playing right into Victor's hands. I see that now."
"I can help," said Gina with a fierce grin. "Victor might be hard for me to handle, but I think I can scare off a little girl pretty easily."
Gina privately thought that it probably wouldn't take much for a pretty girl to wrap her pliable husband around a little finger and that she would be able to solve the Renee problem easily.
Daren privately thought that his wife had no idea who she was dealing with, but that it wouldn't pay to try to convince her otherwise.
The loving couple tenderly kissed and made up, and Gina headed off to finally shower.
They didn't end up having sex that night. Gina nodded off instantly after a hot shower and climbing into bed, her body clean of semen but still marked with purple hickeys and fading permanent marker. In any case, Daren still felt a little too raw and hurt from the horrible show that Gina had been forced to give Victor, and he wasn't sure he would have been able to perform anyway. But it was a relief to climb into bed next to Gina and fall asleep, together again as one team against the odds: husband and wife.
But despite what Gina said about the necessity for openness and honesty, both still held festering secrets within their hearts.
Gina still didn't know about Daren's twisted obsession with Cassie that Renee had nurtured.
And Daren didn't know that initially, Gina hadn't been tricked into signing the demeaning contract with Victor at all.
When she first signed it, Gina had done so willingly.
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Carol Moehn walked through the bright fall air, fingers idly playing with the silver charm bracelet on her wrist. It was a habit of hers whenever she was stressed or nervous. Meditating on her charms helped to center her and remind her of her special connection with the divine. The Ankh charm reminded her to be thankful for life, the Monad charm told her to always strive to better herself and succeed, and the Pentacle charm helped her to feel the unique connection she had with the spiritual powers of the world.
Today was a blessed day for Carol. It had been a struggle to find a place to live for the fall semester. Her previous roommate had finally gotten fed up with Carol's "freaky magic shit" late last spring and refused to room together this year. But Carol hadn't worried. Her life was firmly controlled by forces beyond human understanding. "The Divine" was what she called it. A strong, wise force tied into the very threads of the universe, and Carol knew she had a special connection to it. There was no way that Carol would be homeless in the fall. Something would come up. The Divine would see to it.
But Carol was ashamed to say that she had started to feel uneasy when it came down to just a few weeks before the fall semester and she still didn't have a living space lined up. Her parents were very supportive, but they didn't have the money to help Carol rent a solo apartment. For the most part, Carol was on her own for money in college. She depends on her scholarship to cover tuition and part-time jobs to make ends meet. So she needed a roommate, but there didn't seem to be anyone else looking who was in her price range.
She should have trusted the divine from the beginning. Just as she was beginning to lose hope, Carol received an email from the University asking for volunteers. The school needed RAs for a new program: each frat and sorority house would be hosting a university representative this year to oversee the Greek system. It was the answer to Carol's prayers. True, she didn't have much respect for frat boys and sorority girls: they were a little beneath someone as spiritually and intellectually advanced as Carol. But the program provided free housing as well as a small stipend for volunteers, which was exactly what Carol needed.
Unfortunately, Carol was running a little late to her meeting with the housing director, which was why she was nervous. She had finally reached the old brick administration building and hurried up the steps. Hopefully, they wouldn't have given this amazing position away to someone else just because she was a couple of minutes late...
...
Barney Haskell rubbed a hand across his temple, fighting a migraine. If this guy didn't show up for his meeting, they would never find someone else willing to take this horrible RA position.
The whole program had been a mess from the start. Poorly planned out, poorly funded, and deeply unpopular. The only reason the chancellor had suggested the program in the first place was the bad press that the antics of the frats had generated last year.
The position was a hard sell to potential RAs. Who would want to go live with a group of rowdy men who actively resented your presence? Tracking down enough people who were willing to give it a try had been a nightmare.
But Barney had somehow done it. He had been forced to beg, threaten, and bribe, but he had filled every single position. That was, if this last RA showed up to his meeting.
Barney was shaken out of his funk by the rap of knuckles on his open office door.
A petite young woman stood in the doorway, looking at him with an eager smile. At first glance, she seemed frumpy, even unattractive. Her long brunette hair was frizzy and pulled carelessly into a loose ponytail. She wore an oversized hoodie and baggy cargo pants, neither of which were very flattering on her. But a second look revealed that her sloppy outer appearance was covering up a natural beauty that peeked through. She had delicate facial features, pale, flawless skin, and feminine curves that her baggy clothes couldn't quite hide. THe young woman's icy blue eyes peered at Barney with cool intelligence behind her large, red-rimmed glasses. "Mr. Haskell?" she asked in a high, musical voice, "They told me that I should speak with you."
Barney glanced at the clock. Almost closing time. He hoped that this wasn't a major housing issue. He was looking forward to heading home and eating a home-cooked meal. "That's me, darling," he said with a weary smile, "Can I help you with something?"
Barney saw the young woman's eyes narrow slightly as he called her 'darling'. Oops. Based on her appearance, Barney had read her as a timid girl who needed to be babied and reassured. It looked like he had misstepped. "Well," said the woman in a frosty voice, "I certainly hope you can help me Mr. Haskell. I'm here at your request for a meeting, after all."
Barney frowned. That couldn't be right. He only had one meeting left today and it was with... His head pulsed with pain as a dark suspicion formed in his mind. "What was your name, Miss?" he asked, hoping that he was incorrect.
"Carol. Carol Moehn," she said, pulling out the guest chair and taking a seat across from him.
God fucking damn it.
Barney flipped open the folder in front of him and stared at the paperwork. It read "Carl Moehn" across the top. He didn't know how, but he was going to find the person who made this typo and strangle them. With a feeling of defeat, Barney flipped the folder closed and put his head in his hands.
"Well, Miss Moehn, I'm afraid that you won't be able to take this particular position after all. I apologize for wasting your time," he said heavily.
Carol's attitude of annoyance fell away, replaced by concern. "What? But why? Because I was a few minutes late?" she asked in a stricken voice.
Barney leaned back in his chair, running his hands through his hair as he thought. Now he would have to scramble to find a last-minute replacement. And he had long since called in all the favors he had. "No, nothing like that," he said. "There was some sort of miscommunication, Carol. This is a position in a frat house. It was supposed to be only for male applicants. I'm not sure how the fact that you're female was overlooked, but I can only apologize."
Carol's frown shifted instantly into an expression of relieved confidence. "Oh. Is that it? Well, that's not a problem. I don't mind if the position is in a frat house. I'll take the job anyway."
Barney stared at the confident young woman across from him in disbelief. There must be some sort of misunderstanding here. "The position would entail living with these frat boys," he said flatly, his eyes watching to see if his words were getting through to Carol. "Sleeping in the frat house. Spending much of your time in their company."
"Obviously," said Carol, becoming confused in turn by Barney's confusion. "I mean, that's what it said in the job description."
Maybe this girl just had a very sheltered upbringing. Barney searched for a delicate way to explain the problem. "Carol, fraternity brothers have a reputation for, at times, pursuing women aggressively. I wouldn't go so far as to say you would be unsafe... but I imagine that their persistence might be difficult to handle." That was putting it mildly, but hopefully, it would help her get the picture.
Understanding finally dawned on Carol's face. "Ohhhhh, you're worried that I'll start having sex with one of the frat boys."
"Yes, that is the concern," said Barney, relieved that he hadn't needed to spell things out more clearly.
"That won't be an issue," said Carol with smug certainty.
Barney felt his oncoming migraine pulse again. This girl was starting to get on his nerves. It was already frustrating that he would have to fill this position again, and now it seemed like this Carol girl was being deliberately obtuse. "No girl thinks that sexual tension will be an issue beforehand," he explained patiently. "Then they meet a hunky boy, and all bets are off. I'm sorry, but it's better to avoid the issue entirely by hiring a guy."
"No, I assure you, Mr. Haskell," said Carol firmly, "There is absolutely zero chance that I will want to have sex with anyone, let alone a braindead frat boy."
Barney was about to argue with her, but was stopped by the look of rock-solid certainty in Carol's eyes. "Not with anyone. Oh. So, um, you're..." he stuttered foolishly.
"I'm going to stop you before you ask me an inappropriate question, Mr. Haskell," said Carol firmly. "My sexual preferences are really none of your business. All you need to know is that no frat boy will ever be able to seduce me. Better men and women have tried. If that is the only objection, then it's unimportant. Just tell me where I need to sign."
Barney considered carefully. There were other objections of course. The image of propriety was almost as important as whether any sex would actually happen, for one. But Carol seemed like she really wanted the job. And the position would be difficult to fill if Barney refused her. Maybe most importantly, Carol was annoying him, and it was tempting to let her discover for herself what a bad idea it was for a petite, attractive young woman to live in a frat house.
Barney glanced back up at the clock. It was past quitting time. Fuck it. Barney was pretty sure that this entire ill-conceived program would be canceled in a few weeks anyway. What was the worst that could happen in that time? If Carol wanted the position that bad, he would let her have it.
He flipped the folder back open decisively, grabbing a pen.
"Well, if you're sure... sign here and here, Miss Moehn, I'll get you all the information you need about your home for the semester."
His migraine was already feeling better.
...
"A Legend dude!" crowed Scooter for the twentieth time that afternoon. "A fucking legend!" He slammed the car door with his hip, helping Tory carry another box of clothes up the walk to the frat house. Some of the other brothers were hanging out on the front steps, already cracking open their first beers of the school year in the warm fall air.
Tory dumped the box he was carrying on the porch and held a hand up. Ryan grinned and tossed him a can, cool and slick with condensation. "Did you guys hear what Tory the fucking stallion did this time?" asked Scooter, a huge dopey grin on his face. This drew knowing chuckles from the small crowd. Ryan raised his eyebrows with an impressed look on his face. "You're fucking kidding me," he said, a smile pulling up the corners of his mouth. "Kelsey Forrest? The fucking Ice Queen herself? I thought for sure that she was going to be the one that stumped you."
Tory shrugged modestly with a sheepish smile. "Well, what can I say? I haven't met a woman that can resist me yet."
It had become a bit of a game between Tory Sonberg and his frat brothers. The boys would suggest a woman who was disinterested, out of their league, or simply unavailable, and Tory would smash their expectations every time by seducing her. He had slept with a professor, a rival frat president's mom, and even a semi-famous figure skater visiting the university for a show. Even Tory himself wasn't sure why he affected women the way that he did. Maybe it was a combination of strength and apparent vulnerability in his boyish features.
"I heard that she doesn't even talk to men besides her fiance," said Bailey from the other end of the porch. "I don't think we'll be able to find a challenge tougher than Kelsey. We might have to retire your dick and raise it into the rafters."
"Oh man, I bet she came so fucking hard dude," speculated Scooter with a dreamy look on his face, "She must be so fucking horny from repressing her urges all the time." His bright curious eyes turned to Tory. "What are her tits like, man? Kelsey looks like she has great fucking tits."
Tory grimaced into his beer. "Shut the fuck up man," he said awkwardly, feeling a bit disgusted with himself and the whole situation. "Don't say shit like that."
In reality, it had been depressingly easy to sleep with Kelsey. The combination of her position as a sorority president, her long-distance relationship, and her reputation as an icy bitch made her feel pretty isolated, Tory had discovered when talking to her. Kelsey was a good person, and Tory didn't feel great about the demeaning way his brothers were talking about her.
But once he had been dared to try, Tory had no choice but to go through with seducing her. Tory had always been a little fixated on how other guys saw him. There was no getting around it: Tory Solberg was short. He told people he was 5'9', but it said 5'7' in his medical records. Some guys didn't care about height, but seeing other guys looming over him and talking down to him made Tory feel small. He hated being seen like that: it made him feel like he had to prove his masculinity to stand equal to other men. This stupid seduction game had become the main way that he proved his power and masculinity to the rest of the frat.
And it had worked better than he had ever hoped.
"To Tory the motherfucking stallion," said Scooter with a grin, holding up a beer, "Our new frat president!" The small knot of boys let out a ragged cheer and chugged.
Sometimes the seduction game felt too cold-hearted, but it had paved Tory's way to acceptance and victory. Everyone in the frat now accepted him as a man among men and a worthy choice for president.
Well, almost everybody.
Adam Ivanic strolled out the front door of the frat with his usual look of cool disdain on his face. His dark hair was swept back from his head in a style that was meant to look effortless, but Tory knew for a fact took him an hour to style every day. "Looks like the party's started without me," he said with a sardonic grin, plucking a beer from the cooler and leaning his tall, powerful body back against the wall of the porch. The other brothers greeted Adam warmly and slapped him on the back, making small talk about what everybody had done over the summer. Tory walked up and joined Adam in leaning against the wall.
"Well look who it is," said Adam with a wink. "The littlest president."
Tory bit back a retort. He and Adam had a long and tense history. Nowadays they got along just fine... on the surface. But Tory had a hard time forgetting Adam's constant jokes about his height back when they were both freshmen.
Tory also knew that Adam had campaigned hard to be elected frat president himself. Although they were supposedly good friends, Tory couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction over how badly he had trounced Adam in the election. Adam took a sip of his beer and inclined his head in a small bow to Tory. "I heard the news about you and Kelsey. Very impressive."
"You know how it is," said Tory lightly, "Getting women to sleep with me isn't even a challenge anymore. I guess height isn't everything, is it, beanpole?"
Adam shrugged. "I do alright," he said simply. From what Tory heard, that was an understatement. If Tory hadn't been in a league of his own, Adam would probably have the reputation as the lady's man in the frat. Word was that he had a new one-night-stand every other night.
Tory looked up as a conversation turned heated further down the porch. "It's bullshit," said Ryan, sitting back on the step with a belligerent look on his face. "I don't know what the chancellor is smoking, but if he thinks that the frats will take this lying down, he's in for a surprise." Ryan was usually one of the most even-tempered and soft-spoken of the brothers. There was only one topic that could set him off like this. The same thing that had been pissing off all the frat brothers since it had been announced at the end of last year.
Now was the time to show why they had elected Tory. This was a frat issue, and so it was Tory's to deal with. "It's not going to stand," he said decisively, trying to sound like a leader. "I've talked it over with the other presidents. It won't take long for the administration to realize how dumb the program is, and then they'll scrap the whole thing."
Scooter shook his head, his normal goofy cheerfulness souring. "But some random dude living in the house, trying to tell us what we can and can't do? Narking on us to the Chancellor? It fucking sucks man."
Tory felt the expectations of the brothers around him. Even if it was unfair, they were looking to him for a solution. Adam's cool green eyes regarded him with amusement, silently daring Tory to show what he was made of. "Well," said Tory, his mind spinning, "I guess we will just have to show our guest exactly how welcome he is. Maybe a few harmless pranks will help him understand how we feel."
The boys chuckled, and the goofy grin returned to Scooter's face. "Hell. Yes. That's why you're the leader bro!" he said enthusiastically. "I can't wait to cook up some pranks. Fucking Legend, man!" Even Adam seemed impressed at the suggestion. Tory would just have to make sure that the pranks he had just suggested didn't go too far. He was the one who would be held responsible, after all.
"Uh, Tory," said Ryan, gesturing toward the front lawn with his beer. "It looks like we've got a guest."
A girl Tory's age was standing on the front lawn, one hand on a hip, the other shading her eyes from the setting sun. She was staring at the frat house with an intense blue glare, and her lips seemed to be moving like she was speaking to herself under her breath. Tory's immediate first impression was that she was ugly. Her outfit and hair certainly weren't doing her any favors. But as he descended the steps and came closer, he saw that this girl was actually pretty hot, but didn't put much effort into her appearance. It was strange. Most women Tory knew who had this much raw beauty to work with tended to want to show it off.
"Can I help you?" he asked brusquely, approaching the girl boldly standing on the frat house lawn.
"Yeah," said the woman with a faint smile, who was about equal in height to Tory. "I'm looking for the frat president. Can you get him for me?"
"You found him," said Tory with a smile that never failed to melt icy demeanors in the women he spoke to. "Tory Sonberg, at your service," he said, holding out a hand to shake.
The young woman's eyes flicked down to his hand and then back up to Tory's face with a brief, carefully repressed look of disgust. "Carol Moehn," she said with a false smile. She didn't extend her hand. "Sorry, Terry. I don't touch strangers. Bad energy. You understand." Tory stared at her, bewildered. He certainly didn't understand. Energy? What was this weirdo talking about?
"I've got exciting news, Terry! I'm the new RA at your frat," continued the young woman with a self-satisfied grin. "I just know that we are all going to get along great."
Tory squinted at her for a silent moment. He realized she wasn't joking. Tory could feel the eyes and ears of the brothers on the porch just feet away focusing intently on the conversation. "What? They told us that they would send over a man to..."
Carol waved her hand vaguely as if clearing away unpleasant smoke. She was wearing some sort of charm bracelet that jingled with the motion. "That was the original plan, but they decided I was the right person for the job, woman or not," she explained confidently. "I can't wait to meet everybody and lay some ground rules on how things will work now that I'm overseeing the house. It's going to be a fun year! Now, I have to go pick up some personal items, but I'll be back in an hour or two. In the meantime, why don't you pick out a room for me? I'll need access to a private bathroom, and a room as high up in the house as possible in order to broadcast energy more effectively. Can you do that for me, sweetie?"



Tory felt the eyes of his frat brothers on his back. This pushy woman was getting on his nerves and trying to walk all over him. Trying to make him look weak in front of the frat. "I don't know why they thought sending a woman here was a good idea," he said cooly, " But you won't be getting any special treatment because you're a girl. We've already set aside a room for the RA. It's on the third floor. Pretty high up, but not the highest possible. If you don't like it, you could always quit."
Carol's eyebrows wrinkled slightly as she stared at Tory through her large red-rimmed glasses as if she couldn't imagine why someone would take that tone with an obviously superior person such as herself. "Thank you, Terry," she said slowly, getting his name wrong again, "And I will have the private bathroom, as well, correct? I'm afraid that it's non-negotiable. You can't expect me to bathe in the same shower as a bunch of... gentlemen such as yourselves."
"No promises," said Tory flatly. He would probably have to accommodate that request in the end, but there was no way he was going to make any concessions in front of his watching brothers.
"I'll be back in a few hours," said Carol, turning to leave. "I'm looking forward to a semester of good behavior and squeaky-clean fun from you boys!" She flashed a condescending smile to the unfriendly faces of the boys on the porch, then wiggled her fingers and walked away.
"We'll see about that," said Tory with gritted teeth as he watched the annoying woman leave.
Tory made his way back to the group of stunned, silent frat brothers.
"They sent a girl to be our RA?" asked Scooter with a bewildered look.
"They sent THAT girl to be our RA?" asked Ryan with a pained look.
"This is perfect," said Adam smugly.
The rest of the boys turned to look at him. The tall, dark-haired man took another long swig of beer before he continued, with the frat brothers, including Tory looking at him expectantly. "They sent us a girl," said Adam as if what he was saying was blindingly obvious, "And we happen to have a leader who is basically kryptonite to the entire female gender." His mocking green eyes locked onto Tory. "Our prez will have this smug bitch eating out of his hand in no time."
Scooter hooted with glee. "He's fucking right! No girl in the world can resist Tory! She'll be sweet and submissive in no time!"
"I'm sure it'll be convenient for our president as well," said Adam with a chuckle. "If he doesn't find anyone worthy to fuck on any given night, he'll have our RA waiting for him at home to warm his bed. Well, Prez? Are you able to do this for your brothers? To defang that frumpy little tiger?"
Tory shrugged, trying not to show his discomfort. He had been pretty happy that Kelsey Forrest was the last seduction he needed to do to prove himself. But they were right. Seducing women wasn't hard, and if it could get this bitchy new RA to chill out, it would actually help the frat this time.
"No problem," he said casually, to the approving nods of his brothers
...
Tory approached the door of Carol's bedroom and gingerly knocked. A muffled "Coming" came from inside, and moments later the new RA appeared at the door, her face slightly red with exertion, her hair messier than usual.
Tory looked past her to see that her room was a mess of boxes and garbage bags bulging with clothes. But that was normal; what was weird was the bulky wooden platform that Carol had set up on the floor across from her bed.
When the frat brothers who helped Carol lug the bulky wooden object up the stairs told Tory that Carol had "an altar" he thought that they were exaggerating or making shit up. But there was no other way to describe it. It was a wooden altar with a mirror set into the top. Candles, stones, feathers, and bundles of sticks were spread out in front of the mirror in patterns that only Carol understood.
Alright. Tory was just going to have to pretend he didn't see that if he wanted to seduce this crazy girl. There was no way he could get into the right headspace otherwise. "We're having a party downstairs!" said Tory cheerfully. "Why don't you join us?"
Carol blew some of the hair up out of her eyes and eyed Tory reluctantly. "I don't know Terry," she said with a grimace. "I've got a lot of work to do. And I don't think I like the kind of parties you guys throw." Her tone and body language made the implication clear: she thought frat parties were beneath her. Tory kept his face carefully blank to avoid showing his annoyance.
"It's Tory, Carol," he said patiently. "The boys are throwing this party especially for you. To welcome you." That wasn't strictly true. A party of this level happened basically every night. But getting Carol to come out of her shell a little was essential.
Carol looked reluctant, but finally sighed and nodded. "Just give me a few minutes, then I'll be down."
"Great!" said Tory, feeling relieved. Once Carol had a few drinks in her and Tory had a chance to sweet talk her... well, things would be easy from there. "Once you are done changing, you can find me in the kitchen."
"Changing?" asked Carol in an annoyed voice. "I'm not changing, I'm just making sure the energies of my altar are aligned before I come down. What's wrong with my clothes?
Tory looked down at the ripped cargo pants and the sweater with dust prints from her moving boxes. "Nothing," he lied smoothly. "I'll see you down there."
This might be harder than he thought.
...
It took Carol another fifteen minutes before she made her way down to the kitchen, a faint scowl on her face as she watched an enthusiastic crowd of boys playing beer pong in the dining room. Tory smoothly stepped in to grab her elbow and steer her away before she tried to say anything to them. If she got into an argument with some drunk brothers, it certainly wouldn't set the scene for a night of romance.
"Let me get you something to drink," said Tory in his best "good host" voice. "We've got, beer, beer, and... uh, vodka redbulls I think." Carol narrowed her eyes a little. "I'm still just 20," she said suspiciously. "Is everyone else who's drinking over the age limit?"
"Of course," said Tory, rolling his eyes internally. Jesus, it would be harder to find anyone who was a poorer fit to RA a frat. "Well, I can offer you an energy drink, or, uh... water," he said lamely.
"I'll take some water," said Carol, giving Tory a flat, unimpressed look. With a beer for him and a glass of warm tap water for her, they headed for the living room. Carol reluctantly joined Tory for a conversation on the couch at his insistence. Around the room, other guys seemed to be having conversations in little groups but were mainly just listening in on their leader's seduction attempt. Adam winked at Tory across the room as they sat down.
"So I want to know our new RA a little better," said Tory with a bright, winning smile. "What's your major Carol?" Carol sipped her water before answering. She looked bored and uncomfortable. "Biochemical Engineering," she said with a sigh.
Tory raised his eyebrows. Just based on her vibe and appearance, he would have guessed English or maybe Women's Studies. "That's amazing! Isn't the coursework super tough?" His impressed tone was unfaked. Tory certainly wouldn't be able to hack it in some of the coursework that Carol must be taking. She just shrugged. "Not for me. Science and math classes have always been easy for me. It's why I'm here on a scholarship."
The silence stretched out awkwardly. Tory waited for Carol to ask him what his major was. She didn't. Tory had a whole rehearsed speech he gave women about how he hoped his sociology degree would help him to understand people and make the world a better place. He couldn't use it now. It would look stupid if he tried to force his major into the conversation without being asked. Tory could hear some of the other boys around the room snickering at how bad he was doing.
Carol was really giving him nothing. Well, maybe she was the type of girl who didn't like small talk. Time to dig a little deeper. "Why are you here, Carol?" asked Tory seriously, staring into her eyes. For the first time, she seemed to look at him seriously, her pale blue eyes reassessing him. "Most girls wouldn't want this position. Why did you?"
Carol's curved lips quirked up at the edges and her eyes sparkled behind her glasses. "That's the first good question you've asked all night, Tory," she said with a chuckle. She leaned a little closer, whispering conspiratorially: "I'm here because it's fate."
"Fate?" asked Tory, wrinkling his eyebrows. "Like, you were meant to be here?"
Carol nodded with a dreamy look on her face. 'Exactly. I needed a place to stay, and the universe brought me this opportunity. It was the will of The Divine. I must have some purpose to fulfill here."
Tory stared at her blankly, desperately trying to adjust to this new information. If the altar he had seen in her room wasn't enough to convince him that Carol was crazy, then this certainly was. Where could he even take the conversation from here?
Carol raised an eyebrow. "You don't believe me," she noted, with a tone that said that he should be embarrassed at his own lack of faith.
"No, I do," said Tory, scrambling for an angle to keep this strange girl interested. "It even makes sense. This house has a long history of magic, I'm not surprised that you were called here."
It was a desperate attempt at some vaguely mysterious-sounding bullshit, but Tory could feel Carol's eyes focus on him with laser-like intensity. "Really?" she asked in an excited tone of sincere interest. "What history?"
"Witches," blurted out Tory, making it up as he went along. Across the room, Adam choked on his beer from laughing, needing a brother to pound him on the back. "In colonial times, this house was the home to a coven of witches," continued Tory, shooting a death glare at Adam across the room. Carol's eyes shone with excitement as she easily swallowed the half-baked lie. "What kind of witches?" she asked. "Did they use black magic or white magic?"
"White magic," answered Tory automatically. He wasn't sure what the difference was, but white magic sounded like the good kind. Carol tilted her head in confusion, but her enthusiasm wasn't diminished when she said "Reeeeaallly. That's interesting! If white witches used this house as a place of power, I'm a little surprised that it's filled with so much negative energy now. Maybe it's a situation where the noxious male energy of the frat had overwhelmed the purity of the power source," she flashed a genuinely cute smile at Tory and finished by saying, "Thanks Tory, I think I'm starting to understand why I was called here."
Tory had no idea what she had just said, but he could tell that he had hit upon a winning strategy. Carol was interested in weird spiritualism shit. If he focused on that and acted like he was just as interested as her, then she would be his. He knew just where to start.
"I saw your charm bracelet earlier today," said Tory with a friendly smile. "Can I take a closer look?" Carol looked at him with suspicion in her eyes but pulled up her sweater and held out her arm so that Tory could look closer. Here was the key to his plan. Acting keenly interested in the silver charms, Tory gently grabbed her hand and pulled it toward him, establishing physical touch.
The first casual physical touch was a huge hurdle. It helped women to subconsciously think about other forms of contact. Carol's eyebrows creased a little at the feeling of Tory's strong hand on hers, but Tory interrupted any objection by saying, "Ah, I see you have many mystical symbols here. Fascinating."
Carol looked like she wanted to say something about Tory touching her, but then let out a breath and let it pass. "Yes, these charms help me to remember my connection to the divine."
"What does this one mean?" said Tory, fingering a stylized eye.
"The Eye of Horus?" asked Carol, blinking in confusion. "I thought everyone knew that one. It symbolizes protection from evil forces and healing. You see, in Egyptian myth..." Tory had felt high hopes for this charm bracelet angle, but as he saw Carol prepare to settle into a long, incomprehensible lecture on the mystical symbol he had chosen, Tory realized he had somehow struck out once again. If he let this continue, Carol would ramble on for hours on her magical beliefs with no progress.
It was time to pull out the big guns. Tory had a surefire flirting strategy that always worked with girls who liked magic and horoscopes and stuff.
Tory turned over Carol's hand and gasped, staring at her palm. Carol frowned, letting her explanation of the Eye of Horus trail off. "What?" she asked curiously. 'What is it?"
Tory looked up into her eyes. "I learned a little about palm reading from my Grandma. You know that skilled readers can tell your future from what is written on your hand, right?"
Carol's eyes were wide. "Um, yes," she said hesitantly, clearly reluctance to express doubt about any part of the supernatural, "But I have heard that future telling is extremely difficult for all but the most practiced..."
Tory gave her a crooked smile that he knew made girls' hearts flutter. He had her now for sure. Her soft little hand was held in his, their faces were close. Once he was able to kiss her, she would be putty in his hands. "But your lines are drawn so strongly, that even an amateur like me can read them," he assured her. Tory traced a ticklish finger down a line on her palm. "You see, here is your fate line. And just as you suspected, there is a major event happening to you right now as you move into this house." Tory tapped on an intersection of lines with a serious look on his face. "You are going to meet your destiny here. You'll find something here that will change your life."
Carol leaned closer, looking down at her palm, then back up into Tory's eyes. "Really? Can you see what it is? Can you see what I'll find?"
This was the moment. Tory had engaged her interest in the occult. He had established casual touch. He had her emotionally invested in the bullshit story he was weaving. Her face was just inches from him, her lips moist and parted, her eyes shining with excitement.
"Love," he whispered, and leaned forward to kiss her.
Carol's eyes widened as she moved her head back on her neck, rapidly bringing her out of range of Tory's attempted kiss. Then, a look of shocked disgust twisted her mouth.
Carol stuck her palm into Tory's face and shoved him back hard.
An "oof" of air puffed from Tory's lungs as his back hit the armrest of the couch. Carol whirled to see that the rest of the frat boys were watching in stunned silence. Her eyes narrowed in fury and she stood, drawing herself up with her nose in the air.
"So that was the game, huh? Try to trick the new RA into sex. Hopefully make her a little easier to deal with," she said icily, staring down the crowd of men. "Well, get this through your thick skulls: I'm not interested in sex with any of you. I'm not interested in sex with anybody." She looked down at Tory with a look of disgust on her face. "I expect you to keep your men in line from now on," she said bluntly. "Not to mention yourself."
She turned back to the crowd for a final barb. "If you don't want me to get you in trouble with administration, try not doing anything stupid or illegal for one semester. I know it's tough for guys like you, but that's the only way to get me to leave you alone. These stupid games won't help you." With one last contemptuous glare, she swept out of the room and climbed the stairs to her bedroom.
After she left, the boys looked back and forth at each other, then burst out laughing. Adam crossed the room and patted the humiliated Tory on his shoulder. "Don't worry champ. No one can win forever. It was a good run."
The other boys laughed it off too, but Tory swore that he could read a lessening respect for him in their eyes. Like they were finally seeing how unimpressive he really was. Smiling and joking and making a show of being a good sport about his failure, Tory seethed inside.
Something needed to be done about Carol.
...
Tory went to bed angry and frustrated but woke up calm and clear, a plan already formed in his mind.
It was obvious how to deal with Carol when he thought about it rationally. She had already shown him a glaring weakness last night.
The first thing he did after he got ready was go straight to Carol's door and knock once again.
This time she only opened the door a crack, peering out suspiciously with one eye. Her glare didn't soften when she saw who it was. "What?" she asked abruptly.
In normal circumstances, Tory would have been annoyed at the rude greeting, but he was one hundred percent focused on his plan, and Carol's grumpy attitude couldn't distract him. Besides, he was about to give her some good news.
"I apologize for last night, Carol," said Tory contritely. "I've been thinking about what you said and you are absolutely right. It was totally inappropriate of me. I think I was just overwhelmed by your energy and mistook that for attraction."
Carol glared at him for a moment longer, then her chilly glare warmed a fraction of a degree. Just as Tory suspected, she was much more willing to accept an apology when couched in supernatural terms. "Fine. I understand," she said, in a voice that was almost civil. "Don't let it happen again. Was that all?"
"No actually," said Tory smoothly. "I remember that you asked for a room as high as possible in the house. The president's room is actually at the very top of the house and has its own ensuite bathroom. I was planning to live there, but, as a show of good faith, I would be happy to switch with you."
Carol opened her door wider, giving him a suspicious look and revealing that she was wearing old faded pajama pants and a t-shirt so oversized that it came down to her knees. "And there's nothing wrong with it?" she asked with narrowed eyes.
"You can come take a look for yourself if you don't believe me," said Tory innocently. Carol insisted on examining the room, suspecting some sort of trick. But once she saw that the room was much larger and airier than her current one, and, as promised, had a private ensuite bathroom, she was quick to agree to the switch.
A couple of hours later, Scooter cornered Tory in the hallway, nursing a hand that he had jammed between Carol's altar and a doorframe on the way up to her new room. "What are you doing man?" he whispered, bewildered. "I thought we were trying to give this bitch a hard time, not pamper her!"
Tory just gave him a mysterious smile and told Scooter that he had a plan. Later that afternoon, Tory visited the University library for the first time in his college career and checked out some books. "Modern Occultism" "An Encyclopedia of Spiritualism" "A History of Magic". These dry books would normally be enough to put Tory to sleep, but after a few nights of study, he had filled each of them with post-it notes. Everything had to be perfect before he made his move.
While he was preparing, Carol was making it obvious that she didn't fit in with the frat. She had confiscated a bag of weed on the second day and had to be talked down from calling the police. She had come down on the third night, blinking sleepily in the light at eleven pm, and asked what the special occasion for the party was this time. When the boys told her that there wasn't an occasion, and they were just having a good time, she insisted that they all go to bed because they had classes the next day. It took all of Tory's authority to prevent an all-out mutiny from the brothers on one hand and convince Carol to be satisfied with a promise to keep it down on the other. The boys were getting restless, and looking to their president for answers.



Luckily, he was just about ready.
On the fifth day, there was a knock on Tory's open door and he looked up to see Adam leaning in his doorframe with his usual casual swagger. "Tory," he said seriously, "We need to talk."
Tory shut "Modern Occultism" with a crack and stopped himself from rolling his eyes. Of course the dissatisfied brothers would send Adam to speak for them. Trust them to rally around the tallest guy they could find. "What can I do for you Adam?" he asked cheerfully.
"This RA situation has gone too far. A lot of guys are saying that they would be better off living in the dorms if we're going to be under supervision this strict," said Adam frankly.
"I agree," said Tory simply. "The way Carol is handling her position is intolerable. Which is why I have a plan to deal with her." He tossed the book back into his bag and pulled out his plan notebook, jotting down an interesting bit about the winter solstice he had just read.
"That's the thing," said Adam with a shake of his head, "You keep saying that, but this bitch is causing problems on a daily basis and the boys don't see you doing anything. They see you taking her side a lot of the time, in fact." Adam sounded disappointed, but Tory could detect a secret pleasure behind his eyes at the fact that Tory was catching the blame for this.
Tory stewed a little. His plan was nearly ready. No.. maybe it was ready and he was just being overly cautious. Adam almost made it sound like the boys were having second thoughts about him as president. He was sure that Adam would encourage talk like that if he heard it. As much as Tory disliked Adam, he knew that Adam was a focus for dissatisfaction as the runner-up for president. If he could get Adam to back off, the grumbling would settle down. It was a calculated risk. If he could convince Adam that he had a plan, that would probably take the heat off of him for a while.
"If I show you what my plan is..." said Tory carefully, "Would you go back to the boys and reassure them? I don't want too many people to know the details, if everyone knew, it would be too hard to keep the plan a secret."
Adam shrugged. "Maybe. It depends on how good your plan is."
Tory stared at Adam, hesitating. True, Adam wasn't the most trustworthy man in the world, but Tory was confident that once he saw Tory's plan, even Adam would see the potential in it.
"Follow me," said Tory simply, picking up his laptop, and leading Adam up the stairs.
...
Tory led Adam down a little hallway on the fourth floor. Adam frowned. He had never been in this small hallway before. The only bedroom on the fourth floor was the president's room, where Carol was now staying. He was under the impression that the rest of the floor was just storage. "Where exactly are you...?"
Tory turned back with an angry look, holding a finger to his lips. He used some keys to unlock a door, and gestured Adam inside. "Ok," said Tory with relief, "We should be able to talk in here. I was told the walls are soundproofed."
They were in a small, dusty room. On one end, a computer sat on an old desk. The computer looked a couple of years old, but turned on easily when Tory flipped the switch. Next to the keyboard sat an old, but professional-looking desktop microphone.
"You might not know this," said Tory excitedly, sitting in front of the monitor and moving the mouse impatiently, "I certainly didn't until most of the way through last year: the president's room has a state-of-the-art surround-sound system hidden in the rafters. It totally freaked me out when Corey played music through it last year. It seemed to come from nowhere."
The computer finally woke up, and Tory clicked on a shortcut on the desktop, opening a program simply called "Sound Out."
"All we need to do is turn on the microphone and we can speak directly into the room. We can even add voice filters," said Tory triumphantly. "My plan is to convince Carol she is talking to some sort of spirit and get her to ease up on the rules and let us do whatever we want."
Adam was frowning and staring at the computer, rubbing his chin. "You really think she would fall for something like that? She would have to be pretty airheaded..."
"Trust me," said Tory confidently. "This is Carol's weak spot. The other night I told her that this house was a witch coven in colonial times. I mean, look at this place. It was built in the 60s or something, clearly. Carol Moehn doesn't apply the slightest skepticism to any supernatural claim. Ever."
Adam looked impressed, nodding along with what Tory was saying. It looked like Tory had managed to buy himself some time with the frat brothers.
Suddenly, Adam's eyes narrowed. "Why did Corey set up a way to control the speakers from outside of the room?" he asked suspiciously. Tory frowned as well. That was a good question. Corey, last year's president, had been kind of a weird guy. Maybe he wanted to play pranks just like this one. "What's that program do?" said Adam, pointing to another icon that read "Video In".
Tory shrugged. Corey had just shown him this computer and the sound system. He didn't know about any of the other functions. But it felt like Adam was missing the point. "I'm not sure Adam, but with this sound system, we can..." Adam reached over his shoulder, grabbed the mouse, and double-clicked "Video In".
A video player immediately popped up, and both of their jaws dropped open.
"I think I know why Corey wanted to keep this media set-up a secret," said Adam softly, a nasty grin creeping across his face.
The screen showed a crystal-clear, apparently-live video of Carol Moehn masturbating on her bed stark naked.
...
Carol grunted and strained her lithe body on the bed, thinking about The Divine as she bit her lip and pressed her vibrator to her needy pussy.
Freed from her low-effort clothing, the beauty of Carol's naked form was revealed. Her body was an appealing display of soft, feminine curves. Her tapered waist and wide, squishy hips gave her a beautiful heart-shaped ass that would make guys drool if she wore tighter clothing. Her breasts were just C cup but were firm, round, and topped with beautiful pink nipples, currently stiff with excitement. It was a body that would inspire lust in any red-blooded man (or woman of a certain inclination). Too bad that Carol wasn't interested in such attention.
Carol Moehn had long since gotten tired of explaining her sexuality to people. These days, in situations where it really mattered, she simply claimed she was asexual to get people to leave her alone; although it was more complicated than that. Carol vividly remembered when she and her friends had pestered an older girl into telling them what sex really was. They were horrified. It sounded so gross, and demeaning and embarrassing. Carol and her friends all assured each other that they would never want to try it.
But somehow, while Carol stuck to those convictions, her other friends had compromised, and waffled, and changed their minds, until Carol was the lone holdout. But she wouldn't change her mind. Sex still sounded just as gross and demeaning as it had to her that day so long ago, and she refused to even try it.
That being said, Carol was fairly certain she wasn't actually asexual, despite what she told people. She would feel a certain... tingle when looking at idealized, sanitized images of the male form. And she got a little hot and bothered when reading scenes of commitment and sweet devotion in supernatural romance books, even if she did have to skip certain disgusting scenes. She wasn't immune from feeling a little dreamy and lightheaded when looking at certain boys, even if she was certain that they would disappoint her if she ever spoke to them. And she certainly didn't want to have sex with them.
Today she was doing as she usually did during her masturbation sessions: picturing the perfect idealized forms of the Greek Gods. Strange? Absolutely. But she found that their perfect, clean masculinity was enough to excite her without reminding her of the stinky, hairy reality of real-world men.
Carol writhed her wide hips up into her vibrator, letting out a light moan. She pictured in her mind's eye a statue she had seen of Adonis, the consort of Venus the goddess of love. A slim, youthful figure, draped in peaceful sleep, carved out of clean white marble. His body of slim, but with noticeable muscles. Carol grunted and pressed the vibrator to herself tightly, savoring the feeling. The face of the statue.... Adonis's face...
It was Tory's face.
Carol's eyes flew open and she removed the vibrator as though it was burning hot. She breathed heavily, her blood pumping in her ears. That wasn't supposed to happen. Carol simply did not think about real men when she touched herself. True, she had never wanted to before, but it was also a conscious decision.
It must be a sign of her stress. Tory had been the only person in the house who had shown her even an ounce of civility, despite the fact that she was only doing her job. Maybe it made sense for Tory to be on her mind. He also fit the profile of the rare kind of man that sometimes made Carol feel dreamy, with sandy blonde mid-length hair, captivating hazel eyes, and broad shoulders...
Carol tossed her vibrator aside and got out of bed. She was just a little confused. She needed guidance and distraction from her worries. It was time to meditate. Carol approached her altar and lit one of her sacred candles, sending up a plume of oily black smoke. Then she knelt, naked, in front of the mirror.
And freed her mind.
...
Tory stared at the screen, transfixed. It felt wrong to be watching an intimate moment like this, but he couldn't take his eyes off Carol's lush little body. His eyes roamed over her tempting curves. He felt a deep hunger seeing her perfect breasts. What would it feel like to tease those stiff nipples? To rub his tongue all over them? Tory couldn't believe that this was what mousy little Carol was hiding beneath her sloppy clothes. Adam seemed similarly speechless for once, and they both watched in stunned silence as Carol continued to play with herself, moaning sweetly and humping her hips up into her vibrator in captivating liquid motions.
After a minute or two, without seeming to orgasm, Carol gave a start and ceased her masturbation. It was so sudden that Tory was worried for a moment she had somehow noticed she was being filmed, but a second later she got up and crossed the room to her alter with a hip-swaying walk, lit a candle, and knelt in from of it, treating the boys to an excellent view of her plump ass.
"Ok, this is the perfect time," said Adam with a grin. "What are you going to say to her?"
Tory looked up at him with confusion. "What? I'm not going to do it right now! I was just showing you what the plan is so I can do it when I am prepared."
Adam scoffed. "What better opportunity will you get? She's praying right now, you're at the computer. It's showtime."
Tory hesitated. His heart pounded with sudden stress. He hadn't thought he would have to do this so soon.
"C'mon, Pussy!" said Adam, gripping his shoulder tight. 'You really think writing another few scribbles in that notebook will make this easier? You just have to go for it!" Tory wasn't sure Adam was right. But he also couldn't have his manhood called into question. He glared at Adam and flipped the switch on the microphone to the on position.
...
"Carol..."
A strange, echoing voice sounded faintly in the bedroom. At first, Carol thought it must be her imagination.
"Carol... I have called you here. And you have come."
Now she had definitely heard it. Carol whirled around, her eyes wide. The voice sounded like it was coming from just behind her. There was no one there. "Hello?" she asked, a strange hope growing in her heart. It couldn't be... could it?
"Carol Moehn. You have been called to this house for a sacred purpose," the strange voice intoned. "It is your destiny to save this place of power from the forces that beset it."
Carol almost leaped for joy. She knew it. She knew it all along. People always gave her strange looks when they found out how deeply she was interested in the supernatural. But Carol had always, from the youngest age, had a deep and special connection with the divine. She had known in her heart that one day her belief would be rewarded. Today was that day.
Not a shred of doubt or skepticism clouded her mind. She had been expecting a revelation like this for years. Carol had always been eager to believe in anything supernatural, and despite her keen intellect, this particular ruse played precisely to that weakness.
Carol fell back to her knees. "What can I do? I will humbly serve your wishes! I will do anything you command!" she said, a big trusting smile on her face.
"What I want you to do is..." The voice was silent for a moment, letting a pregnant pause hang in the air.
...
"What I want you to do is.." said Tory into the microphone, the voice filter changing it into a mysterious echoing voice.
Without warning, Adam grabbed the microphone from in front of him. Tory looked up in shock and tried to grab it back, but Adam held him back with his longer arm. "...await for my sign. I will show you the path you shall take."
On the screen, the kneeling nude figure of Carol smiled widely and said "Yes! Yes, I will do as you wish. I am a humble servant of the divine!" Adam flicked the off switch on the microphone.
"What the fuck was that?!" asked Tory, staring at Adam in disbelief. "I almost had her!"
Adam shook his head, his eyes still locked onto Carol's hot body on the computer screen as she seemed to silently pray. "I stopped you from doing something fucking stupid, Prez," he said with a nasty grin. "You almost stopped this game with just telling Carol to let us drink and smoke weed."
"So?" asked Tory heatedly. "I thought that's what our goal was."
"You don't get it, Tory," said Adam, his eyes boring into the screen. "This little girl is hooked. Completely taken in. You heard her. She will do ANYTHING for the divine." His cool green eyes finally turned to Tory, and the frat president could see a hungry flame burning deep inside them. "After seeing her little... demonstration on her bed, I can think of a couple of things it would be fun to get sweet little Carol to do," he said in a quiet voice. "Can't you?"
Tory's mouth went dry as he pictured Carol's curvy pale body on her bed, hips writhing up into her buzzing vibrator, perky breasts heaving. He didn't have any trouble at all imagining the things they could get Carol to do.
"But you kind of screwed us," Tory said, his resistance wavering. "Now we need to come up with some sort of sign. And it can't be the voice again, because she's already heard that."
Adam clapped him on the back, recognizing that, despite his reluctance, Tory was already on board with the new plan.
"We'll think of something," said Adam with an oily grin. "Having such a sweet reward tends to focus the mind."
...
But twenty-four hours of fruitless brainstorming showed that even with a reward like Carol's body dangled in front of them, their minds apparently weren't focused enough.
Tory rubbed his eyes with his palms and said wearily, "No Adam, for the last fucking time, we can't just leave a note on her altar. We convinced her that she was speaking to a higher power. I'm pretty sure The Divine doesn't use pen and paper."
Adam glared at him from across the room. The tall dark frat boy had seemed completely confident yesterday but turned out to have very few useful ideas to get them out of the corner he had painted them into. "Well I'm not the expert in the occult," he said sarcastically, waggling one of the library books from Tory's shelf. "You're the one who has been hitting the books. You tell me what would be a good sign."
Tory crossed his arms. "Well I don't know special effects, Adam," he said sullenly, "And you don't know shit." He sighed heavily. "We're going to have to bring someone else in on the plan."
Adam gave him a sour look: both of them recognized that it would probably be better to limit the number of insiders to the plan. But Adam couldn't come up with a counterargument. "Yeah whatever," he muttered in defeat. "Who do you have in mind?"
"Someone in the frat who is creative, good with visual art, and knows how to put on a show," said Tory decisively.
"Oh, God damn it!" said Adam in exasperation. "Fucking Ryan? I hate that guy!"
...
Ryan Grassley stared intently at the computer screen with a troubled expression, tugging at his short goatee; his usual nervous tic. On the screen, Carol dried her hair, her luscious body unselfconsciously revealed in the safety of her bedroom.
"So... you guys set up cameras to spy on our RA?" asked Ryan suspiciously. "When she's naked?"
"Jesus Ryan, no!" said Tory, exasperated. "Have you been listing to my story at all or just staring at her ass? Corey set these up last year, not us. We're just using them to save the frat."
Ryan turned his pale blue eyes to Tory, a faint blush staining his cheeks. "So, um, what do you need me to do again?" Ryan was the 'sensitive guy' in the frat. He had an arts major. He was the one who pulled out a guitar at parties. When the occasion called for a banner or poster, he was the brother to call. Tory wasn't sure if a problem this complex would be in his wheelhouse, but if he couldn't come up with an impressive mystical sign, none of the brothers could.
"We've already convinced her that she's in contact with some sort of spirit. We just need some way to give her a supernatural sign. Then will give her her next instructions. Instructions that, I will emphasize again, may very well save the frat."
Ryan's eyes watched avidly as Carol crossed her bedroom and knelt naked before her altar. Tory could see that despite Ryan's quibbling words, he had the same curiosity and hunger for their new RA that he and Adam felt after seeing her naked. On the screen, Carol reached out and lit one of her smoky candles and settled in to meditate. Ryan's eyes grew wide and he excitedly tapped the screen. "There! That's it guys! I have exactly what you need!"
Adam looked confused, squinting at what Ryan was pointing at. "What, her altar?"
But Ryan was too excited to explain. "Meet me back in Tory's room in an hour!" he said breathlessly as he turned to the door. "I need to grab some stuff!"
...
"Gentlemen," said Ryan smugly, all of his earlier reluctance swept away by his enthusiasm, "I present to you the answer to your prayers. Or, I guess, the answer to Carol's prayers." He held up what looked like a crayon, except clear.
"What is it?" asked Adam bluntly, his arms crossed and his expression unimpressed. Tory wanted to give Ryan the benefit of the doubt, but he had to admit that it didn't exactly look impressive.
"It's a special resin that one of my buddies is using to make his senior project," said Ryan with a confident grin. "Here, check this out." He drew a quick circle and a few lines on Tory's mirror.
"There's nothing there, Ryan," said Tory. He was trying to be patient, but this didn't seem promising.
"Exactly!" said Ryan with an eager grin, "But watch this." He ripped a page from Ryan's notebook and lit it with a lighter, sending up a plume of smoke. He waved the burning paper beneath the mirror, and in seconds, a smiley face appeared on the glass, colored in by the smoke.
Adam and Tory looked at each other with stunned smiles. "It's almost like magic," said Adam with a chuckle.
"Bingo," said Tory.
"You still have the master key right? All I need to do is sneak in while she's at class and sketch something mystical-looking on her altar mirror," said Ryan, joining the two other boys in their conspiratorial smiles, "She'll get a message straight from the divine. The only question is, what should I write?"



"Tell her she has to become a nudist. Completely clothes-free," suggested Adam eagerly, his wicked green eyes shining with lust.
Tory shook his head. "No. That might be possible eventually, but we need to work up to it. If we go too far too fast, she'll get suspicious. And we need to put the message in terms she can understand. Write this..."
...
Carol gasped in delight, her eyes widening as the divine revealed itself to her once again, this time writing his will in smoke on her meditation glass.
Her eyes drank in the message from the divine, savoring the sight that proved her special calling.
The mirror showed the curvy, stylized figure of a goddess, rays shooting out of her. Below the image of the radiant feminine, there was a message. "This place of power is out of balance, overpowered by male energy for too long. You must let your feminine energy shine. Display femininity proudly, and bring balance."
Yes. It made so much sense! When they turned this place of feminine power into a frat house, the foul male energy overwhelmed and corrupted it. That was why she had been called here, to bring feminine energy back to this sacred place. Carol's eyebrows wrinkled. But how?
Well... most people displayed their femininity through what they wore...
Carol opened her closet and riffled through her clothing options. Baggy cargo pants. Paint splotched jeans. Huge sweaters. For years now her goal had been to actively deemphasize her femininity in order to discourage awkward feelings of attraction from others. The universe was asking a lot from her. For the first time, she felt a trickle of doubt in herself.
Carol finally selected a pair of thick, modest leggings that she sometimes wore when working out and a t shirt from her high-school math club that she didn't normally wear because it wasn't baggy enough. She frowned as she held them up to her body. Not a very feminine look, she had to admit, but they were the best options she had in her wardrobe. At least they would give some indication of her body shape.
Wait! Makeup was another way girls displayed their femininity! Carol never wore makeup. What was the point in making herself more attractive if she didn't want people to be attracted to her? But an aunt who didn't know her very well had gotten her makeup for Christmas a few years back. Carol was pretty certain she had the box around here somewhere... but when she finally found it in the bottom of a box, the makeup was too old and crumbly to use.
Carol flounced down the stairs in a terrible mood. Why did the divine have to select her for a task that she was so bad at? She barely even gave Tory a glance as she slouched into the kitchen for breakfast.
Just as she was getting her yogurt out of the fridge, Tory said from behind her, "Wow, you look good today, Carol. I like the new style."
Carol turned and peered at him suspiciously. She hadn't thought her choices were anything special. They were just barely a fraction more presentable than what she normally wore. Was Tory trying to make fun of her?
"Really?" she asked cautiously.
Tory nodded casually and said around a mouthful of cereal, "Yeah, you look a lot more feminine." Carol gave the frat president a considering look. Carol didn't have many girlfriends, and the ones she did have were just as eccentric as her.
She had heard the boys talk about how well Tory got along with women... maybe if she couldn't get advice directly from a girl, advice from a boy who was an expert on girls was the next best thing. Carol would hardly call Tory a friend... but their relationship was cordial, and she was fairly certain that he would at least politely hear out her request even if he didn't think he could help her.
"If I, hypothetically," said Carol slowly, "Wanted to look even more feminine than this, what would I do?"
Tory looked at her speculatively up and down, crunching another mouthful of cereal. Carol felt her cheeks grow hot at his frank appraisal of her feminine attributes. She steeled herself. If she was truly going to become a beacon of feminine energy, she would have to get used to men looking at her. "Well..." said Tory finally, "The style right now is a lot tighter than those clothes. And more revealing too. I think if you wore clothes that were in fashion, everyone would be able to see how female you are... if you understand what I mean."
Carol gulped. Wearing tight, revealing clothes, especially around the crude frat brothers, sounded humiliating. But wasn't that exactly what the divine wanted her to do? Powerfully broadcast her feminine energy? She had to be prepared to make sacrifices. She had said that she would do anything to serve the divine.
"But being feminine isn't just about how you dress. You know that right?" asked Tory with a raised eyebrow.
"O-of course!" blustered Carol, her face growing redder. "I mean, obviously. But I... I guess I'm interested in your perspective. What makes a woman seem more feminine to you?"
"It's in how she acts," said Tory casually, turning to rinse his cereal bowl in the sink. "Feminine women tend to be a bit more soft-spoken, a little more agreeable. Submissive even."
Carol frowned. "No, that can't be right," she said stubbornly. She couldn't believe that what it really meant to be a woman was to bend to a man's will.
Tory looked at her over his shoulder, then approached. Carol's breath caught in her throat as he gently took her hand in his. She stared into his hazel eyes for a moment, feeling that strange, rare, dreamy feeling certain boys gave her. Then she realized he was indicating one of the charms on her bracelet. The Yin and Yang, a swirl of black and white. "What does the white part mean?" he asked softly.
"The Yin. It represents the sun. Overt force. Activeness. Masculinity," responded Carol automatically.
Tory nodded. "Uh-huh. And the black part?"
"The Yang," said Carol, comprehension dawning, "It represents the feminine. Submission to force. Passivity. The moon."
Tory just shrugged. Carol's mind reeled. Maybe Tory was right. Maybe by trying to order the frat boys around and take control, she had been playing into the masculine energy of the house and making things worse.
"I have a lot of female friends who wear your size. I'm sure they would be happy to lend you some clothes. Maybe some makeup?" suggested Tory with a smile.
"Yeah," said Carol distractedly, her fingers raised to her lips and her eyes far away as she processed how best to accomplish her mission from the divine. "Yeah, would you ask them? I think that it would be really helpful."
...
It felt strange wearing a skirt. Everything felt so... open to the air. Carol couldn't remember the last time she had worn one. Probably not since she was a little girl. But despite Tory's alarming words "tight" and "revealing", it really wasn't as bad as Carol had been expecting. It covered everything down to mid-thigh, and Carol wasn't really concerned about the Frat boys seeing her knees. This wasn't the 1800s for God's sake.
The shirt was... a bit more concerning. It wasn't quite skin-tight, but it was definitely form-fitting enough to show off Carol's breasts and hips. It made Carol a little nervous to be displayed like this in front of all the boys. But then again, that was her mission, right? To showcase how feminine she could be? She would just have to grin and bear it.
As Carol walked into the kitchen, she interrupted a small group of frat brothers drinking beer around the kitchen table, laughing and joking. They glanced up briefly as she entered, and then all of them did a slow double-take. Carol's face reddened as she felt their eyes crawl over her body. Even hidden beneath a shirt and bra, the brothers now knew the size of her breasts. The curve of her hips. The shape of her body. The thought made her uncomfortable... but was also strangely intriguing. Based on the wondering eyes of the frat brothers, she was certainly making her femininity known.
"Carol!" said Bailey, his mouth hanging open, a lit cigarette dangling from his slack lips. "You... you look great!" Bailey was one of the few frat boys that Carol categorized as "Not totally worthless" (her highest grade for any of the boys). But he did have his flaws, chief among them his refusal to stop smoking inside. Carol must have told him a thousand times that if he must smoke, he had to do it outside. Carol felt anger at his thoughtlessness bubbling up inside her. She drew herself up, ready to lecture Bailey on his selfish habit for the thousand and first time.
But then Carol remembered what Tory had said... that it was more feminine to be agreeable and sweet. The divine had instructed her to radiate female energy. The least she could do was at least give it a try. She swallowed her harsh words a forced a smile onto her face.
"Bailey dear," she said, trying her best to imitate a soft, feminine voice. "I wonder if you would mind not smoking in the kitchen. I'm afraid that it can be irritating for those of us who don't smoke." Bailey gazed into her eyes, seeming almost entranced. Without seeming to realize he was doing it, his eyes flicked down once again to her breasts. Carol had to stifle to urge to cover them with her hands. Bailey looked around at his friends at the table, as if seeking support. "She's not wrong dude," muttered Scooter, refusing to meet Bailey's eyes.
Carol moved closer, and, in a fit of inspiration, laid a gentle hand on Bailey's shoulder. "Please?" she asked softly. "As a favor to me?" A flush crept into Bailey's cheeks and, after a moment of hesitation, he dropped his cigarette into an empty beer can. He awkwardly cleared his throat and said "Yeah. Ok. For you, Carol."
Carol walked away with her hips unconsciously swaying, swishing her skirt around her thighs. Was this the power that the feminine held all along? She couldn't wait to see what else she could do now that she was living up to the role the divine had set for her.
...
The next few weeks were an education for Carol in ways that she never expected.
Her borrowed wardrobe of skirts, tight jeans, and cute tops stopped feeling revealing and awkward and began to feel natural. She took time out of her evenings to study makeup tutorials online, and, by the end of the first week, she was able to use the makeup Tory had borrowed for her to enhance her natural beauty in subtle ways that hadn't realized were possible.
Carol had always thought styling her hair was a waste of time, but after a passing comment from Tory about how much better she would look if she took care of her hair, she decided that it was worth a try. After all, Tory had been right about the clothes and makeup. Even though the salon visit was expensive and the products they recommended were even pricier, Carol liked how she looked now. Instead of a frizzy mess loosely pulled into a ponytail, she now had gorgeous brunette ringlets.
Looking into the mirror at the end of the second week, Carol was stunned by her own transformation. A pair of dark jeans just tight enough to hug her wide hips and show off her round butt a little, and a peasant top that was just low-cut enough to still be classy. Gorgeous brunette curls and a flawless, sexy face that radiated confident feminine sexuality.
Carol had never quite believed women who claimed that they were dressing up for their own benefit rather than to attract men. But the boost in her mood and self-esteem was undeniable. It felt good to look good, regardless of how if made the frat boys feel.
But her looks weren't the only thing that had changed.
Carol had been experimenting with acting more feminine as well, and the results had been extraordinary. She didn't have much personal experience to go off of when it came to acting like a girly girl, but Carol had cautiously begun using feminine techniques cribbed from movies and television.
She was astounded to find that a giggle, a wink, a soft whisper in a man's ear, a feather-light touch on a brother's arm: all of them could accomplish more than her yelling and arguing had ever done. It felt like she had awakened a superpower. Carol had this feminine power inside her all along and never realized it. It did make her feel stupid sometimes, giggling and simpering like a bimbo instead of arguing toe-to-toe with the men in the house. It could even be a little humiliating when the boys did what she said with a patronizing twinkle in their eyes, clearly seeing it as a favor for someone beneath them.
But it was hard to argue with the results. Her influence on the house and the brothers had grown enormously. The house was cleaner and quieter. The boys were more polite and eager to ensure she had everything she wanted. They were incredibly... attentive.
Carol could feel the boys' attention lock on to her when she walked into the room, tracing her curves and studying the areas of her body that she had deliberately kept hidden for so long. She had assumed when she started following this directive from The Divine that submitting to the male gaze would be unbearable. Sickening even. But she discovered that even this: receiving the lurid stares of the rough men of the frat house, was not without a certain appeal.
It made her feel powerful.
Even if she didn't desire them back, having these men's attention and interest felt like it raised her status. Without really intending to, Carol began giving encouraging glances. She was less careful about her skirt riding up around the guys. She began subtly pushing her chest out when she knew frat brothers were looking. She started experimenting with the heeled shoes that Tory had borrowed for her, even though she had firmly rejected them initially. They really did make her legs look great.
Overall, Carol was deeply satisfied and happy. She had completely fulfilled the directive of The Divine, she had the frat house more under her thumb than ever, and she had even discovered a new side of herself by becoming more in tune with her inner feminine energy.
Life was good.
...
Tory sighed, taking another swig of the beer in his hand.
Four boys sat around the table, none of them in an incredible mood. Maybe half a dozen more leaned against the cabinets, nursing beers sullenly. Ever since Tory and Adam had convinced the rest of the guys to follow Carol's wishes (only temporarily, they swore), flip cup, beer pong, and most other drinking games had fallen by the wayside at Carol's giggly insistence. Sitting around and drinking quietly just didn't have the same appeal. Most boys tried to find other parties to go to these days.
It wouldn't last forever. Carol just needed to be led a little further down the path before things would turn around on her.
"So... how are things with Melissa?" asked Dave in a bored tone, looking over at Adam. Dave was a Senior brother who was the size of a bull and was just about as intelligent as one too. But even he should have known better than to ask Adam about women.
"Mel? Me and her aren't a thing. We broke it off like a week ago," said Adam, looking away. Dave wasn't perceptive enough to hear the slight edge in his voice. "Why am I not surprised?" said the thick-necked frat boy with a chuckle, throwing back his beer.
Fucking Dave.
Adam's eyes narrowed. He was in a dangerous mood, drunk enough for his inhibitions to be lowered, but not drunk enough to find Dave funny. "And what the fuck is that supposed to mean?" he asked quietly.
Ryan gave Tory a wide-eyed look. If they didn't smooth this over fast, things could get nasty. "He just means that you are such a lady's man that you were probably on to the next chick already, right Dave?" asked Ryan pointedly with a big, forced smile. Dave burped and let out a belly laugh, clearly not picking up Ryan's obvious signals. "Oh come on Ryan! Everybody knows that Adam gives girls the creeps!"
Oh fuck. Dave must be drunk too, to say something that stupid. In an instant, Adam was on his feet, his face red.
Dave wasn't necessarily wrong. Everyone was aware of Adam's reputation when it came to women, and Adam was justifiably a little sensitive about it: Women would almost never sleep with him twice.
Tory once asked a girl who he knew had hooked up with Adam why no one wanted a second night with him. She didn't want to talk about it much, but caved in to Tory's good-natured pestering. Although the night itself had been perfectly fine, she explained tersely, Adam had become oddly controlling and possessive afterward, even though it was supposed to be a no-strings-attached one-night stand. It wasn't a good look for Adam and it turned her off.
Tory suspected a lot of the girls Adam fucked would tell a similar story.
Tory rose to his feet at the same time as Adam, holding a soothing hand out to him and saying "Hold on man, Dave's drunk. He doesn't know what he's saying." Finally realizing that he had made Adam angry, Dave got to his feet as well, his thick brows creasing his forehead in annoyed confusion. Ryan tried ineffectually to get Dave to sit down, whispering in his ear. Adam circled the table, pushing Tory out of the way. The commotion instantly drew the attention of the rest of the brothers scattered around the kitchen, and a loose ring soon formed around the two brothers, ready to witness the impending fight. Adam cracked his knuckles, a look of savage anticipation twisting his face. Dave simply wore a look of stubborn annoyance, balling his fists and squaring his shoulders, ready to meet Adam's aggression head-on.
"Is something wrong boys?" came a soft voice from the doorway to the dining room. "I heard noises."
The frat brothers immediately froze. Carol Moehn's transformation in the past few weeks was unbelievable. She was hardly recognizable as the frumpy, disagreeable girl who had first met with Tory on the frat house lawn. Instead of baggy, unflattering clothes, she was now wearing a fitted pink v-neck which showcased her sweet curves and even displayed a hint of cleavage. The capris she was wearing weren't as exciting as some of the skirts Tory had convinced her to wear, but they were still tight enough to show the shape of her firm ass. Her cute little butt looked even better than usual tonight, probably because of the short heels Carol was wearing. Instead of the frizzy mess she used to have on her head, Carol's hair was now a cascade of soft brunette ringlets falling around her face. Her face itself had been subtly touched up with makeup, enhancing the natural beauty that had always been hidden there, making her soft lips a tempting pink, and emphasizing the pale blue eyes behind her glasses.
Beneath the defenses and walls she had put up, Carol was fucking hot. It had been a shock to most of the frat boys, but not to Adam, Greg, and Tory. After seeing her naked body in the monitors upstairs, no one would doubt Carol could be sexy. It was the one thing that had kept the brothers from open mutiny over Tory's command to listen to Carol: even if they had to follow bullshit rules, at least they got to stare at a hot piece of ass while they obeyed.
And Tory had promised them that soon the deal would get even better.
"You two boys aren't... fighting, are you?" asked Carol in a voice of innocent shock. It was actually kind of cute that Carol thought her feminine wiles had all the boys wrapped around her finger. She would probably be pretty embarrassed if she discovered that all of her flirtatious behavior had no effect other than making her look like an airheaded bimbo.
But this situation would be the ultimate test of Adam's commitment to their plan. Tory had never seen him back down when he got this angry. All the boys were supposed to obey Carol and pretend that her feminine behavior was influencing them. But could Adam swallow his anger in order to preserve the illusion?
"It's nothing Carol," said Adam stiffly, his blazing green eyes still fixed on Dave. "Go back to your room." Carol looked back and forth between the two belligerent boys and the unmoving circle of spectators still surrounding them. She was acting girlier, but that didn't make her an idiot. She could easily see that Adam intended to resume the fist fight as soon as she left. Tory was dismayed to see that Carol was determined to stop the conflict. She approached Adam with a light step.



"You silly boys are always getting so worked up," she said with a giggle. Tory almost shook his head. The contrast with her old way of speaking was like night and day. Where before Carol had been direct and assertive, she now sounded like a frivolous girly-girl without a thought in her head. "Why don't you two just calm down and talk this out like grown-ups, huh?" She lightly touched Adam's arm and gave him big blue puppy dog eyes.
Adam's jaw muscles visibly worked. Tory gave him a pleading look over Carol's shoulder. "I think you should just let us sort this one out, Carol," said Adam through clenched teeth. This was bad. Despite her girly act, their plan hadn't changed what Carol was underneath yet: she was still the same stubborn control freak she had been a few weeks ago, just in a prettier package. There was no way she would back down and let Adam do what he wanted. And Adam was ignoring all offramps as well. Tory thought frantically, scrambling for a solution.
But Carol surprised him.
Carol's eyes brimmed with fake tears, and, shockingly, she snuggled up against Adam, twining her slim arms around his large muscular bicep. Her firm breasts squished up against Adam's arm, and rather than moving away, Carol just held him tighter, even subtly shifting and rubbing her chest against him so he could feel their softness. All of the brothers watched with amazement. Carol wasn't being subtle at all. This was no accidental contact; everyone could see that Carol was deliberately attempting to distract Adam with the feel of her tits against his arm.
"Please Adam?" asked Carol in a wavering voice. "I just can't stand to see my friends fight!" Tory couldn't quite place the unpleasant feeling that the sight of Carol's body pressed against Adam inspired. It couldn't be envy. That was crazy: Carol was just some girl they were tricking, not someone he cared about.
Adam looked just as surprised as Tory. His eyes were wide as he stared down at Carol, pressing herself up against him. Then his face slid into an expression of triumph. "Yeah. Sure, Carol," he said suddenly, his mouth turned up at one corner into a half-smirk. "If it upsets you that much, I guess we can let it go. Right, Dave?"
Dave, who looked like he still hadn't quite grasped why Adam was angry in the first place, just frowned and said "Uh, sure. Yeah."
Carol, her face blushing lightly, dropped Adam's arm and stepped away a little too quickly to seem natural. Although she smiled and giggled just as much as she usually did as she and the boys made small talk afterward, you could see by her body language that something had changed for her mentally. Carol understood just as much as Tory, Ryan, and Adam did: by using her body as a tool in her divine mission, Carol had crossed a major line tonight.
...
Tory watched the monitor with intense focus, one hand straying down to palm the throbbing hardness in his pants. He wasn't sure if Carol had made the connection herself, but ever since the attention of the frat boys had become focused on her as a sexual object, her masturbation sessions had become much more... passionate. Carol still maintained that she had absolutely no interest in the men of the frat, but Tory was starting to think that maybe Carol didn't understand her own sexuality very well.
On the screen, Carol's blushing face turned to the side, gasping into her sheets as her other hand pressed her vibrator hard into her needy pussy. Unlike the delicate liquid motions she used to make, her hips now made big, desperate thrusts, lifting off of the bed with each pump. She seemed even more enthusiastic than usual tonight. Tory frowned, the image of Carol pressing her tight little body up against Adam replaying in his mind.
The door opened behind him, and Tory hastily turned off the monitor. Adam strolled into the room, a wide smile on his face. "I've been looking for you, Prez. I expected you to want to brainstorm right away on phase two!"
Tory made a face. Phase two was touch and subservience. When they moved on to phase two, Carol would lose all of her power in the house, and begin allowing the frat brothers to touch her sexually. It was a big step, and Tory wasn't convinced that now was the time. "Yeah, I agree she's almost ready, but if we give her a couple of days, then..."
Adam cut him off. "Dude. You saw her tonight. She pressed her titties right into my arm. She's ready for phase two. She is ready for touch. The boys are getting fucking tired of this bullshit. We promised them that they would get some major rewards if they stuck to our plan, but so far all they've gotten is Carol modeling fashions about as daring as they could see in a five-minute walk on campus."
Tory knew Adam was right, but for some reason, he still felt reluctant. "Ok, so maybe we should have her wear some sluttier clothes. The boys would like that, and I'm sure we could push her that far. It's just... remember, we don't just want her to reluctantly agree to be touched. We want her to desperately want to be touched."
Adam reached over Tory's shoulder and turned the monitor back on. On the screen, Carol let out sweet, light moans as shining juices dripped down her thighs. "Tory, the girl wants to be touched," said Adam flatly. "But by all means, let's get her into some sluttier clothes as well. I'm not opposed. We can do both. Right?" Tory looked up into Adam's gleaming eyes. He wavered. Stage two was part of the plan all along. And Adam was right, Carol was obviously ready. Tory needed to shake off whatever was giving him cold feet.
"Right," he said.
"Great!" said Adam, turning to the door. "I'll go get Ryan, and we can discuss how to make our little ditz believe that the spirits want frat boy hands all over her curvy little body."
Adam looked at the screen, where Carol had finally climaxed and lay panting in her sweaty sheets. I hope you enjoyed your time as queen, Carol. He thought, with a mix of bitterness and anticipation. Because those days will soon be over.
...
Carol tried not to frown as she bowed before her meditation mirror. This new message from the divine was... challenging.
The mirror showed a new image. It was similar to the last but with several significant differences. The shining woman in the image had changed. Her breasts were larger, and her hips were wider: her feminine power had increased. But more importantly, large hands reached from the edges of the image, encircling the woman. Trapping her, or embracing her? It was hard to tell.
A message was written below. "Shine Brighter! Your light is a candle in the dark, but you must be as bright as the moon. Male energy must not just be driven back, but taken in and cleansed. To be feminine is to be receptive. Receive masculine energy, and by receiving it, cleanse it."
Carol couldn't help but feel disappointment. She had been succeeding! She had gotten all the stupid frat boys wrapped around her finger, and she had started feeling more feminine than ever before. She sat on her bed and tried to puzzle out what the new directive could mean. Shine brighter...
Carol had been radiating femininity by wearing tighter, more revealing clothes and being gentler and less argumentative with the brothers.
So the divine wanted her to... intensify that?
Hesitantly, Carol made her way to Tory's room and knocked. He opened the door right away, looking a little surprised that she was there. "Carol! Good to see you. Is there anything that I can help you with?"
Carol blushed hotly, looking both ways down the empty hall and saying, "Yes... Do you mind if I come in for a moment?"
Tory wordlessly swung his door open, inviting her into his small room. Carol seemed nervous and unsure, twisting her hands together at her waist and staring into space. "T-tory. I was wondering if you might be able to get me other clothes. Maybe clothes that are even more feminine," she said finally, unable to meet his eyes.
Tory gave her a look of innocent confusion. "I guess I don't know what you mean, Carol. The clothes I gave you are what most girls wear. How could clothes be 'more feminine' than that?"
Carol looked like she would die of shame. "I... I mean clothes th-that show off, or... er... display my..." she stuttered to a halt, completing the thought by moving her hands in exaggerated waves over the curves of her body. Tory smiled broadly, as if he finally understood. "Ohhhh, you want to show off your tits and ass around the house! Is that right?"
Carol's face was beet red as she stared at the ground, too humiliated for words.
"Is that right, Carol?" pressed Tory, his Hazel eyes boring into her. "You want everyone in the house to see more of your body?"
"Yes," whimpered Carol finally, covering her face in her hands.
"Well, that's easy then!" said Tory cheerfully. "I got all sorts of clothes from my friends when I asked to borrow some. But I didn't even offer you these because they seemed too slutty for you." He pulled out a few bags, bulging with clothes. He pulled a small black band from a bag and tossed it to her. "Here, is this the sort of thing you are looking for?"
Carol caught the tiny piece of cloth and stared at it with fascinated horror. "What is it?" she asked, not sure she wanted to know the answer.
"You've never seen a tube top before?" asked Tory with amusement, rifling through a bag. "It's a shirt. Well... kind of a shirt. It covers your tits at least."
"But the bra would stick out!" said Carol, holding the top up to her chest. It seemed more like a headband than something designed to cover her chest... She felt her heart speed up at the thought of what it would be like to wear it... How exposed she would be. How much the frat boys would stare.
"Oh, no," said Tory, shaking his head. "You don't wear a bra with that Carol. In fact..." he cast a critical eye at the rest of the clothes. "If you plan to use these clothes, you might not end up needing a bra much. Oh..." he held up a cutoff top made only of sheer black mesh. "You will probably want at least a bikini top under this one I guess. Unless you really want to make a statement!
Carol looked at the clothes peeking out of the top of the bags, her heart thundering in her ears. "Thank you Tory," she said shakily. "I... I'll try them on and see if I like them."
"No problem!" said Tory, watching as Carol scooped up the bags of slutty clothes and hurried from his room. He had to admit that Adam was right. Stage two was already a lot of fun.
And the best was yet to come.
...
Carol almost felt like she would faint as she stepped gingerly off the last step of the stairs and down onto the ground floor. She could hear some frat brothers in the kitchen having a good time. It was late, definitely past the time she usually asked the brothers to go to bed.
It was time to do as the divine asked. To radiate female energy even more strongly. The cool air of the house caressed her skin. A lot more of her skin than she was comfortable with.
As Carol slowly walked toward the kitchen, she passed by the open door of the downstairs bathroom, seeing a glimpse of herself in the mirror. She almost whimpered at the humiliating sight. A skintight cutoff shirt stretched taut over her firm breasts. Tory had been right: there was no room for a bra under this particular shirt. Even in the dim light of the mirror, she could trace every curve of her breasts. She even thought that you might be able to see the outline of her nipples if you looked closely. She wore tiny soft athletic shorts that covered barely more than panties, exposing her thick, smooth thighs to the world.
Without a doubt, her feminine power was on full display. And she was about to show all of the femininity she saw in the mirror to a kitchen of rowdy frat brothers.
Carol had to keep moving, or she would love her nerve. She approached the door to the kitchen and took a deep steadying breath. She had to. This was her mission from the divine. With a pink face and a racing heart, Carol pushed open the door and walked into the noisy kitchen.
Silence fell and a dozen faces turned toward her as she entered the room. Carol immediately felt that the energy had changed between her and the boys. Before, when she had worn her feminine clothes, Carol had felt like she was the center of the world; like everything bent towards her. But this was different. She was still the center of attention, but now it felt more like she was alone on a stage, under a bright spotlight.
And the audience was staring at her, hungry for more.
The eyes of the frat brothers visibly traced every inch of her delectable body from head to toe, focusing on her tender, exposed belly, her squishy thighs, and the clearly defined shape of her braless tits. In the past few weeks, the attention of the frat brothers had made Carol feel powerful and important. But she no longer felt that way. The roaming eyes and leering grins of the frat brothers felt possessive now rather than worshipful. Carol felt a tiny spark of warmth flare in her belly and the thought of belonging to these rough men in some way. Where had that feeling come from? She tried to squash it decisively.
And in the center of the party stood Adam, smiling wide.
Adam was one of the brothers that Carol classified as "Utterly worthless": the lowest of the low. She had been proud of how she had manipulated him the other night, even if she had to lower herself a little to accomplish it. She wasn't so confident now. If her femininity was the key to controlling men, then in theory she should be more powerful than ever. But Adam's smile and his shining eyes sent shockwaves of anxiety rippling through her. And something else too, a feeling that was unfamiliar; Dark and hot and wet coursing through her veins.
"Carol! So good of you to join us!" said Adam in a voice dripping in honey, "I love the new outfit! It really shows off your... personality." Carol heard muffled laughs from some of the other guys and her face reddened. She must look so ridiculous and slutty right now. A few weeks ago she would have laughed too if she saw a girl who was dressed like this. She should probably just leave before she was embarrassed any further. But that would be giving up her sacred duty...
"Come here, babe," said Adam, holding out a hand to her. "Join us."
Carol's instincts told her to refuse. To deliver her message that the party should end and then leave... But her divine directive had told her to be receptive of male energy. Tory had explained that part of being feminine was being more agreeable. She stepped forward toward Adam, her eyes wide, biting her lower lip,.
As she got close, Adam wrapped his arm around her, drawing her scantily clad form close to his muscular body, drawing a small squeak of alarm from her that made the other boys chuckle again. After her momentary shock, however, Carol had to admit that it didn't feel horrible. His big thick arm draped over her shoulder made her feel... almost protected. Sheltered. She could definitely feel the powerful male energy radiating from him. It made her feel small, but oddly not in an unpleasant way.
She did her best to be receptive of Adam's energy, snuggling into his side. He looked down at her from his commanding height with shining green eyes and flashed her an appreciative grin. Tory caught her eyes from across the table and slid a can towards her. "Drink with us!" he said cheerfully.
Carol picked up the can. Beer of course. It was practically the only liquid that the boys kept in the house. She looked back up at Tory, ready to remind him that she was underage, but caught herself. Receptive. Agreeable. Feminine. Tory raised his eyebrows, looking at her expectantly. Carol cracked open the can and gulped a mouthful of the unpleasant bitter liquid down her throat, spilling a bit onto her tight top, much to the amusement and appreciation of the boys.
Caroll coughed. Right. She was supposed to be getting these boys to reign it in, not party with them. She had to use her feminine wiles to make them go to bed. "Um, boys?" she said in her best seductive voice. "It's a little late for this kind of party. Could you call it a night and let me get some beauty sleep?" She batted her eyelashes all around.
The frat brothers stared at her, clearly appreciating the show, but this time she didn't feel any of the eagerness to please she had come to expect. They simply leered at her, most of them taking the opportunity to run their eyes down her scantily clad body once again. "Awww, that's no fun." said Adam, looking down at her with his wide, sharp grin. His hand slid down her shoulder, tracing lightly down her back. "We were having such a good time..." his hand continued traveling down, further and further. "And things got even better when you showed up in this hot little outfit!"
Carol couldn't breathe. Adam's hand was on her ass. Just resting there gently, but not moving away. It wasn't an accident or a misunderstanding. Carol had heard of this happening to other people, but never thought it would happen to her.
Why the fuck was it making that strange hot feeling grow stronger inside her?
This was bad. She should scream. She should slap him. She should call the university housing office and report him. But... Carol remembered the message she had just received from the divine. The picture: hands encircling the radiant woman. She had been told to receive the masculine energy in order to purify it. This is what the divine meant.
Adam's hand squeezed gently, digging into her plump butt, drawing a whimper from her throat at the invasive, intimate feeling. "So, what do you say, dear RA?" he said in a low voice, right next to her ear. 'Can we all stay here and have some fun?" Carol's breath felt hot and rough in her throat. She... she wasn't getting excited by this. She was just enthusiastically following the will of the divine. All the men around the table watched. They saw Adam feeling her butt, gripping it possesively. They saw Carol doing nothing to stop him; saying nothing about it.
"I promise that we will take good care of you," whispered Adam. Carol closed her eyes, lost in the sensation of his strong hand on her soft butt. His thumb slid momentarily up beneath the hem of her tiny shorts, tracing a rough crescent across the bare flesh of her ass cheek. Suddenly it was too much. Carol shook from his grasp and backed away.
"I... I think it would be fine if you g-guys had a little fun," she said shakily, tripping over her words. "B-but just this once, ok. Goodnight!" The last word was a squeak as she exited the room, and seconds later the boys could hear her feet thumping up the stairs as she retreated to her room.
Adam, Tory and Ryan gave each other significant looks and excused themselves from the room as the rest of the boys let out an enthusiastic cheer.
The boys were finally getting the reward they had been promised.
...
Carol flopped onto her bed, her chest heaving. This was horrible. Carol thought she had the power figured out. She had figured out how to use her feminine energy to rule the house. But in less than ten minutes, it felt like the whole power dynamic had flipped. Adam had made a fool of her in there, in front of a dozen frat guys. And what was worse...
Dreading what she suspected she would find, Carol slipped a hand down the front of her new slutty shorts. She moaned in horror: she was definitely wet. This wasn't what was supposed to happen! She didn't think about real-life guys like that! She certainly didn't want to have sex with Adam, but she couldn't deny that his touch had some sort of effect on her.
She must be doing something wrong. She was failing her mission. She had let the male energy overwhelm her instead of purifying it.
"Carol..."
Carol sat bolt upright in bed, staring around her darkened room. Even without the lights on, she could tell it was empty. "D-divine?" she called nervously.



"Yes, Carol. I am pleased."
Carol blinked in surprise. Pleased? With what had just happened? "B-but... I looked like an idiot! Adam, he... in front of all those frat boys..."
"Yes, child. The process of receiving and purifying male energy is sometimes hard. Shame is a natural reaction in the moment. But what matters is the end result... the salvation of this place of power."
Carol sat, silently thinking. It was the longest single statement the divine had ever told her. The divine was right. It was hard, and confusing, and humiliating to embody the feminine in this new way. But what mattered was that she was special. She was chosen. She was the only one who could do this. And she had never backed down from a challenge.
"I... I will do as you command," she said in a determined voice.
"Good. You are shining brightly now Carol."
The voice was silent and did not return. Carol sighed. Tomorrow, she would begin her new task.
Now where was her vibrator?
...
Adam clapped Tory and Ryan on the back as Carol began another passionate masturbation session. Tory looked up at him. "Stage two is a go!" he said with a triumphant grin.
"I'll let the boys know," said Adam, his eyes fixed on the screen.
"It's open season for slutty RAs."
...
When Tory let the other frat brothers know that Carol would be open to physical touch, many of them found it hard to believe. First impressions are hard to shake, and they remembered clearly how angry she was at a simple kiss when Tory had tried it a few weeks ago.
So the frat boys' experimentation started slowly. After all, it seemed too good to be true: how could the sharp-tongued witchy girl actually be OK with casual groping?
But they were naturally bold, and by the next day, frat brothers were "accidentally" touching Carol's ass as she passed them in the hall. The day after, the boys seemed to finally realize how far they could go. Most of the twenty-one frat boys satisfied their curiosity about Carol's ass that evening, palming, squeezing, and stroking her lush cheeks until Carol was a blushing, trembling mess.
The experience was utterly humiliating for the poor RA. The strange, intimate feeling of offering her ass to the boys of the frat made Carol feel like a cheap slut... but at the same time, the strong, lustful hands lit a fire inside her that she had never felt before. That wasn't why she was doing this, of course. She just wanted to save this place of power from the masculine energy overwhelming it. She could feel that masculine energy pouring into her when the boys' strong fingers were on her, hot like a furnace and dark as night, flowing into her and making her heart beat like a drum in her chest.
Later that week, Carol was wearing a tight cami top showing a tempting amount of firm, rounded cleavage and skintight leggings. Leggings not only helped her show off her feminine energy by displaying her perky butt, it also allowed the boys to get a good feel without letting them go too far... In skirts there was far too much skin-to-skin contact when the frat brothers got handsy. The idea of hands on bare skin beneath her skirt made her shiver with a mix of trepidation and twisted curiosity. Better to avoid the issue.
As Carol entered the living room, she saw Bailey energetically telling a story to a circle of friends. A cigarette jiggled on his lip, and a cloud of blue smoke surrounded him. Carol gulped and looked nervously away. It had been a lot more difficult to influence the boys' behavior ever since she started her new mission of receiving their energy. She had tried to push some of the boys to follow the house rules she had laid down, but each time they had simply smirked at her, calling her closer so they could grope and squeeze her vulnerable ass, and then all of her authority seemed to evaporate as the rest of the guys looked on in amusement.
So Carol decided to let the cigarette go this time: gropings in front of an eager crowd were always particularly humiliating and tended to get Carol all worked up. She should probably try to avoid that.
"...I'm telling you! Huge tits, super-sized. Must have been at least... Hey! Carol! Come here for a second!" called Bailey, his eyes lighting up as he noticed the slutty RA trying to sneak by unseen. Carol's heart pounded. The eyes of the small crowd turned her way, all lighting up with lustful fascination, anticipating what would come next.
She could feel their male energy rolling towards her in waves, radiating from their burning eyes, filling her up with that hot, wet, helpless feeling. It was her duty to accept that energy and purify it. She bit her lip and crossed the room, submitting to Bailey's game.
She entered the cloud of smoke, and as she approached the grinning frat boy, he placed firm but gentle hands on her shoulders, spinning her to face away from him. "What cup size are you, Carol?" he asked in a voice thick with amusement. Carol had just enough time to squeak, "C Cup..." before his hands were sliding up her belly, not stopping, continuing up over the swell of her braless breasts, resting there, cupping and supporting her tits in front of the appreciative eyes of seven frat brothers.
Carol could feel her body instantly respond, flaring with nerves and heat as it absorbed the crackling flow of male energy from Bailey's rough palms. She could feel her nipples stiffen, the first time they had ever reacted that way to the touch of a man, straining up into Bailey's palms through the thin layer of cloth that separated male from female. It was humiliating, exhilarating, and humbling. Carol found herself pushing her chest forward, her body craving more contact even as her mind cringed at her forced public performance. Bailey's hands moved and squeezed subtly, making Carol whimper from the intense sensation of butterflies in her stomach.
After what felt like an eternity, Bailey said "C Cup, huh? Well, boys, this other girl I was telling you about was E cup. At least!" His hands fell away, and the other boys' attention turned back to him. Carol retreated with her face red, and her shirt failing to hide the shameful peaks of her arousal.
The word spread quickly: Carol's tits weren't off limits either.
The hands of the frat brothers became relentless. Whenever she was at the house, hardly a moment went by without a hand pinching a tender nipple, cupping her ass, or running down the curve of her hip with casual familiarity. Carol could have hidden in her room to avoid it, but she didn't.
The embarrassing truth was, Carol had grown enthusiastic about this new mission. She had begun to crave the feeling of strong male energy filling her up to the brim that the searching hands of the frat boys caused in her. At the end of the day, Carol would work all of that male energy off alone in her room, sweating and straining and tangling her sheets as the powerful masculine energy roared through her body. Every night, she eagerly purified the polluting energy with her fingers and vibrator, until she fell into deep, satisfying sleep.
Carol's wardrobe grew steadily more daring as well. She never wore bras around the house at all anymore: how could she truly receive the lustful energy from the frat brothers if they couldn't stare at the hard peaks of her swollen nipples through her shirt... and pinch them directly with their strong fingers? Her bottoms grew smaller and tighter. Carol pulled her shorts up higher to better show off her butt and present it for squeezing and light spanks. It was all part of her divine mission, she swore to herself, not because she was learning to love showing off her curvy body like some sort of slut.
Strangely, it was Ryan who pushed the boundaries next. He was never as forceful or daring as the other boys, but he had the habit of staring Carol deep in the eyes as he touched her, intensifying the humiliation and intimacy of the "energy transfer". Carol couldn't deny that she had come to relish Ryan's touch...standing face to face with him, staring submissively up into his tender blue eyes as his hands mauled her vulnerable ass.
The sparks flew between them just like they usually did as Ryan's hands and eyes poured lustful energy into Carol.
Today Carol was wearing a plaid skirt tiny enough that Carol shamefully suspected it had originally been part of a "naughty school-girl" costume. Carol didn't feel overwhelmed by searching hands beneath her skirt anymore. In fact, she had started to find the feeling of male hands teasing her bare thighs highly intriguing. She had completed her attention-grabbing outfit by leaning into the schoolgirl look today, wearing a white button-up blouse so thin you could see the pink color of her nipples peeking through.
The buttons on the tight shirt strained against her tits as she pushed herself up against Ryan's chest. "You're so beautiful, Carol," he murmured unexpectedly, making her heart flutter and her face flush. "Oh, Ryan... shhh, don't... don't s-say that," Carol stuttered, the intimacy suddenly overwhelming her. She didn't know where to look, his sudden compliments making a swirl of dizzying feelings pulse through her.
But Ryan couldn't be stopped. "They're so perfect... your butt, your tits... your lips..."
Then his face was dipping, and Carol's breath caught in her throat. It was happening so fast that she didn't have time to think about whether she wanted to kiss a frat boy.
Carol had kissed a boy before. Once or twice. She knew she didn't want to have sex, but kissing seemed fairly harmless, and it always seemed cute when she read about it in romance novels. Real-life kissing had reconfirmed for her that she had no interest in physical romance. It was wet, and gross and awkward.
Up until this very moment, she had assumed that she would never kiss a boy again.
But when Ryan's lips hit hers, Carol knew that she couldn't resist, couldn't deny how right this felt. It was utterly different from the unenthusiastic kisses she had experienced before. It felt hot, dark, and dangerous in a thrilling way, like skydiving. How had she missed that kissing could feel like this? She melted into his kiss, tentatively slipping her arms over Ryan's shoulders and pulling him into the kiss, letting him dominantly slip his tongue into her willing mouth, his hands still gently kneading her ass.
She weakly protested to Ryan afterward that this was a one-time thing, but they couldn't help kissing during their next session as well. Secrets didn't last long in the frat house, and the other boys soon gleefully spread the word that Carol was into making out.
Now Carol was being pulled into dark rooms at all hours for submissive makeout sessions with the brothers. Moans and gasps in the dark, hungry lips on hers while their hands roamed her scantily clad body. Without intending it, she had become the submissive plaything of the frat, drowning in the outpouring of horny male energy that she was attempting to receive and purify.
On a Saturday morning, she pressed against Adam, rolling, limbs tangled around each other in Adam's bed, where he had pulled her when she tried to descend the stairs for breakfast. His tongue explored her mouth in perfect harmony as his hands roamed her body, expertly teasing and stroking and gripping. Playing her body like an instrument, making her hot and sticky between her thighs with his powerful masculine energy.
The tiny shorts she had worn for the day lay in a discarded crumple on Adam's floor, leaving her feeling vulnerable and exposed to Adam's wicked attentions in only her small, soft panties and scandalously thin tube top. It always felt dangerous and thrilling to be with Adam. Despite how much he repelled Carol as a person, his cocky demanding attitude did something to her that she couldn't explain.
As he continued to squeeze her ass, Adam began kissing her throat, then playfully nipping and biting. Carol moaned, caught between arousal and apprehension. She knew Adam well enough now that, as good as his rough make-out techniques felt, he liked to leave marks on her. Unless she wanted to wear turtle necks to class again, she would have to monitor him carefully.
Carol's stomach twisted with butterflies as she felt Adam's hand moving confidently down between her thighs. As his lips returned to grapple greedily with hers, his fingers dived beneath the upper hem of her panties, his rough fingers tickling the soft, tender skin of her belly as he prepared to take his dominant groping to the next level.
Carol grabbed his wrist, pulling away from the kiss. Her big blue eyes flashed with a chilly light that Adam hadn't seen for a while. There was a limit to how she would receive the male energy in this house. "No Adam," she said gently but firmly. His face looked steely and determined for a moment, then he shrugged, and his hand changed direction, pulling Carol's warning hand along with it as it moved up her body until it was just at the lower edge of her flimsy tube top.
Carol's hand stayed locked on Adam's wrist, staring into his eyes. Adam's bright green gaze was cocky. Confident he would get his way. Carol wavered.
She submitted, embodying the receptive feminine.
Her hand fell away as Adam's fingers slipped beneath the thin cloth of her tube top, tracing the outlines of a bare breast, flesh on naked flesh at last. Already stiff, her nipples burned and throbbed as his fingers circled them, begging for his touch.
Adam grinned as his palm seized the curve of Carol's naked breast, his thumb pressing and flicking at an engorged nipple, drawing a trembling gasp from the little slut's open mouth.
She said 'no" today, but Carol didn't have enough willpower to keep Adam out of her pants forever.
...
Tory did his best to stay cool as Adam finished his story. Adam was pretending that his lurid description of fondling Carol's naked tits was just a report on how far their project had come, but Tory saw the smugness in his eyes. Adam had been the first to get under Carol's clothes, and he wanted to rub it in Ryan and Adam's faces. Tory saw himself as the leader of this project: he had come up with the entire plan for God's sake! But it was Adam who seemed to be at the cutting edge. He was pushing Carol's boundaries, wrapping her tighter and tighter around his finger.
This time Adam had not just convinced Carol to let him grope her bare tits, but he even came inches away from having his hand down her panties. Tory hadn't even gotten close to that far with Carol, just doing the same over-the-clothes groping and making out as all the other frat boys.
Tory tried to tell himself that it didn't matter. They were all in this together. Adam's win was his win too if it broke down Carol's resistance and made her more of a slut. But he was the fucking leader here, wasn't he?
Ryan spoke up. "The program is a success. Carol bought the divine messages completely, and she's come a long way. She's already showing off almost everything. Plus, she's clearly started to enjoy all the... physical attention she's getting. What else do we even want?"
Adam scoffed. "Are you fucking kidding me, Ryan? I didn't put in all this effort just to get to second base. We're not stopping til that witchy slut is bouncing on my cock."
Tory sighed. He knew there was a reason he was in charge. He pointed at Adam: "You're too impatient." He pointed at Ryan: "And you're too timid. But you did bring up a good point. Carol's showing off almost everything." He sat back in his chair with a sly grin. "But there's a huge difference, mentally and sexually, between 'almost everything' and "everything'..."
"...I think Carol needs to finally show the house what she's been hiding under those baggy clothes for so long. No more half measures."
...
Tory looked up to see Carol in his doorway, a timid, baffled look on her face. "Um, Tory, if I have a, like, maintenance problem, who should I talk to?"
She had come down to Tory's room in her pajamas. Tory suppressed a smile at the sight. He remembers when Carol wore massive, baggy sleep clothes every night. Now, she had on a pair of tiny sleep shorts with fluffy sheep printed on a powder blue background. The flimsy shorts showed off her smooth pale legs, and even left the bottom curve of her ass cheeks hanging out beneath their lower hem. Carol's pajama shirt was a matching blue sheep-print tank top, loose and flowy, but cut off so ridiculously high that the underside of her tits peeked out the bottom even with her arms at her sides in resting position. Overall, the soft, cute pajamas did a better job teasing boys than covering Carol's curvy body. They looked comfy, but Tory had a hard time imagining a sleep outfit that was sluttier, unless she started sleeping in the nude.
Tory couldn't help but feel a little smug that he was the first person that Carol called when she had an issue, even if it was something he had orchestrated. Adam might pester her more insistently for sexual favors, but Carol knew who was the most trustworthy, capable man in the frat house. Tory didn't even realize that his feelings of interest and jealousy had been ramping up for a while...
"Well, you can talk to me," said Tory with a confident smile. "I can take a look at the problem first. If it isn't something I can fix, we can call a specialist in to look at it."
Carol nodded, looking a little relieved. "It's the shower in my room. When I tried using it right now, no water came out."
Tory made a show of wincing, a look of concern painted on his face. "Oof. Plumbing, huh? I'm no expert, but let me take a look."
In Carol's private bathroom, he made a show of twisting the faucet. Then he went down to the basement and spent a few minutes tapping on the pipes he had turned off last night, trying to make convincing noises. Finally, he returned to Carol, shaking his head.
"Sorry, Carol," he said with an apologetic frown, "We'll have to hire a plumber."
"But what am I supposed to do?" Whined Carol. "I'm not going to use the communal showers, even in private. All the residue from twenty men? Gross!"
Tory laid a soothing hand on her shoulder. "Relax! There's another private bathroom on the ground floor, they built it in the 90s for a brother with a wheelchair. We never use it except during parties, but it's clean and everything is hooked up. It can be your bathroom until this one is fixed."
Carol frowned, considered Tory's offer, then sighed and nodded. "It's kind of far away from my room, but it's better than nothing." A tiny smile brightened her face, and she leaned over to give Tory a quick, soft kiss on the lips. "Thanks, Tory. I can always count on you!" Then she hurried off to examine her temporary bathroom.
Tory traced his fingers across his lips, imagining he could still feel the warmth of Carol's kiss there. She could always count on him, huh?
It almost made him feel bad for the trick he was about to pull on her.
...
Steaming hot water cascaded down Carol's body, washing away her sweat and stress. It was a pain to walk all the way from the top of the house to the ground floor every day in order to shower, but this arrangement wasn't all bad. The handicap-accessible shower in the downstairs bathroom was spacious, bright, and had excellent water pressure.
Carol soaped up her breasts, causing her nipples to crinkle and harden slightly as she scrubbed across them with the scratchy material of her loofah. God, she had such a hair trigger lately; almost anything was enough to get her horny. It was all the male energy she had been taking in, she was sure. Even in Carol's alone time, in bed or in the shower, she found herself thinking about how the guys had treated her that day.
Carol scrubbed a soapy hand between her legs... Then gave the area a little extra attention; she had been feeling extra dirty down there lately after all... After a minute of eagerly slipping and sliding her fingers between her thighs, Carol stopped making excuses and just started masturbating. There was no reason to be ashamed. It wasn't her fault, it was all this male energy.



Images of the boys floated in her mind. This was a battle she had given up on as well: Carol no longer masturbated to sanitized images of Greek Gods. Her real life was too full of raw erotic sensations for tame images like that to appeal to her anymore.
Two boys stood out above the rest in her fantasies. Adam. Dangerous, sexy, infuriating. Receiving his sexual energy felt like playing with a tiger: if you turned your back for a moment, the game might rapidly become dangerous. Tory. Bright, strong, and positive. Receiving his energy was like sunbathing, warm and relaxing. Her fingers moved as she thought about them, hot water rippling and dripping down her nudity, making her feel hot inside and out.
She was so distracted she didn't even notice as someone silently slipped into the bathroom, accomplished several tasks, then slipped out...
When Carol reached out of the shower to grab her towel, her hand met the cool, bare metal of the towel rack. She slid her hand further, seeking the fluffy white towel she had left there earlier. Nothing. Her wet hand slid down the bare metal with no resistance.
Carol frowned and threw open the shower door.
Not only was her towel gone, a message stood in sharp relief on the bathroom mirror, unfogged by the shower's steam.
"The moon shines brightest when it is unshielded by clouds. Be not afraid. Let your full radiance shine."
Carol stood there, mouth open, body dripping, mind racing. The divine wanted her to... Her cheeks colored. No. That was surely too far. Even the provocative clothes she had been wearing lately had been enough to drive the boys wild. To go even further... She shivered at the thought.
Despite the fact that she had no towel, Carol had options. She was confident that if she stuck her head out the door and yelled for Tory, he would bring her a towel. Tory was dependable and wouldn't leave her hanging. Or, failing that, she could simply wait a few hours with the door locked until all the boys went to class, then sprint for it. There would be very little chance anyone would get a good look.
Or she could just do as the spirits wanted. Carol's nipples were stiffening from the combination of the cooling bathroom air and the wicked thought of exposing herself fully to the frat brothers. She wasn't seriously considering it, was she? The morning was one of the busiest times of day at the house, with boys moving through the halls getting ready for class.
If Carol went out there right now, the boys would see everything.
Carol licked her lips. Her mouth was suddenly dry and her knees felt weak. That was the point, right? To shine brightly? She didn't want the boys to get the wrong idea... But what was the harm after what she had shown them already?
Was there really a difference between naked and almost naked?
Carol's hand, still wet from her shower, trembled as it reached for the doorknob.
...
Most of the frat milled around the downstairs hallways with a nervous energy.
Adam, Tory and Ryan were keeping their cards close to the chest. So far,they had refused to reveal to the other brothers how they had been influencing Carol's behavior. But they had tipped off the boys that there would be an interesting event this morning.
They didn't want anyone to miss the show.
Adam, Ryan, and Tory stood together, watching the door to the bathroom silently. They heard the shower turning off minutes ago, but since then there had been nothing but silence.
"Maybe this was too much for her," muttered Ryan. "We finally pushed it too far. Everybody knows you can write messages on a mirror using soap. She's going to realize we've been tricking her."
"No," said Tory confidently, his eyes locked on the bathroom door. "She's ready for this. And she's in too deep. She would never admit to herself that we fooled her. She's going to buy this. And she's going to come out of that door stark fucking naked."
Just as he said it, as if by magic, the boys her the dry *click* of the lock being disengaged. The eyes of the assembled frat brothers snapped to the door as it slowly creaked open...
Revealing Carol Moehn's lovely nude body, glistening with gems of beaded water, trembling and blushing from the humiliation and excitement of this new erotic ordeal.
Despite anticipating and planning this himself, Tory found his breath taken away by the sight. It was one thing to see Carol's ripe, curvy body through a security camera, quite another to see her in the flesh. There were so many details that he hadn't noticed or appreciated before.
The way her firm, round breasts hung softly, jiggling slightly with each nervous breath, topped by the hard pink points of her aroused nipples. Her bashful stance that rubbed and squished her thick thighs together at the center, managing to hide her pussy from the frat boys' curious gaze despite her nudity. Her neatly groomed triangle patch of pubic hair: a symbol of her mature femininity.
She had a small mole on the underside of her left breast that the cameras hadn't picked up. A sweet little secret that she had kept about her naked body. Until now at least. Carol's eyes widened as she realized that, even at her first step out of the bathroom, she was already the center of attention for the entire frat.
She took a deep breath and walked forward.
...
Carol had never felt her heart beating this fast before. She felt faint. She felt humiliated... She felt hornier than she had ever been in her life.
Carol could feel the burning eyes of over a dozen frat boys devouring every inch of her naked body as she forced herself to pad forward down the hall on damp feet. The gaze of a dozen men crawled over the sweet curve of her hips, her heaving breasts, and her rock-hard nipples;clear signs of her shameful arousal. The stares lingered between her shapely legs. Carol did her best to keep her thighs demurely together as she walked, but that only produced distracting friction at her hot, wet center, and made her hips sway lasciviously.
Even after she passed through the hallway, there was no escape. More boys waited in the next hallway for their turn to feast their eyes. The others trailed behind, following her, taking the opportunity to stare at her plush ass as it wiggled and swayed.
Carol told herself that there was no difference: she had already worn tight shirts and leggings that left nothing to the imagination. The boys knew the shape of her nudity already. But she realized she was wrong. There was something humbling and powerful and shamefully erotic about being naked and examined, especially when the other boys were clothed. She realized with a growing bloom of dark, humiliated lust in her belly that she was beginning to leak hot, sticky fluids down her thighs. She prayed that the boys would mistake it for more shower water.
It might even have been better if the boys were cheering and wolf-whistling. Maybe then it would have felt like a game or a joke, but they just stared with hungry fire in their eyes. If I allowed them, any one of them would fuck me right here and now... The heated thought echoed through Carol's brain louder and louder as her wide eyes looked around at the frat boys that lined her path.
Carol forced down the intense sensations rising inside her without examining them too closely. Sex was gross and demeaning. She had decided that long ago. Carol desperately tried to keep her eyes off the hard cocks straining against the frat boys' pants, despite a strengthening voice inside her whispering that they looked very interesting indeed. The boys' excitement was just a sign of her feminine power shining brightly, calling their male energy to her.
Finally, Carol rounded the corner toward the stairs. As she placed her foot on the bottom step, the entire frat crowded around the foot of the stairs. Their eyes eagerly watched as she ascended, taking in the fascinating movements and vibrations that ran through her curves as she made her way up.
As Carol looked back over her shoulder, she saw Adam and Tory and the front of the crowd. Adam's blazing green eyes were predatory and dangerous. Tory's Hazel eyes were warmer, but no less lustful. But their pants were the same, straining with the outlines of their huge cocks. Both of them wanted her badly. And she wanted... What? She wasn't sure anymore.
It was all too much suddenly. Too humiliating, too humbling. The eyes of the crowd of men burned on her skin. With a half yelp and half moan, Carol turned and ran, sprinting up the rest of the stairs, sending jiggles and jolts through her body that made the crowd finally burst into cheers.
Ryan gave the other two boys a concerned look and jerked his head upward, silently indicating their secret control room. Once again the three boys hurried up the stairs after Carol, entering the control room to check up on her.
"This time she's sobbing into her pillow for sure," said Ryan darkly after the soundproofed room was safely locked. "I think we pushed her too far."
"Let's see," said Adam smugly. "You didn't look her in the eyes. I bet you twenty bucks you're wrong."
Adam won that bet. When they turned on the monitor, Carol did have her face pressed into her pillow, but her hips were raised and her fingers worked frantically between her legs, her whole body wet with sweat, shower water, and the sticky juices running down her legs.
Tory stared at her with wonder, his eyes now able to find her secret mole even through the cameras. "I don't know if there's a limit," he said faintly, glancing back up at the other two boys. " I think we might be able to get her to do anything."
...
Now that the whole frat had seen Carol's full, naked body. Their appetite for her only grew.
After that first intense experience, Carol began to feel more and more curious about the feeling of vulnerability and exposure her naked walk had given her. It became a frequent memory she went back to in her nightly "energy release" sessions.
About a week after her first time "shining like the moon", Carol 'accidentally" let her towel drop on her way back to her room. She retrieved it slowly, with a wicked smile at the small group of frat brothers watching her. Just as she hoped, it filled her heart with the same wild excitement as her first exposure. Her "mistakes" grew more and more frequent from then on, until she finally gave up on her pretend modesty altogether. Walking back to her room naked became a daily ritual which was much enjoyed by the horny boys of the frat house. Somehow, the plumber was never called. Her shower remained unusable, but Carol didn't mind: the walk up to her room had become something she looked forward to.
But the brothers weren't satisfied with just one daily glimpse of her body. The naughty boys started tugging, pulling, or unbuttoning her shirts 'as a joke' at the smallest excuse. Carol found herself blushing while her nipples stiffened in the open air multiple times a day. It wasn't the sort of thing a self-respecting girl would tolerate... But Carol found that the very idea of allowing the brothers to expose and embarrass her carried an illicit thrill that even her self-imposed nudity after her showers didn't provide. Slowly but surely, the idea of being toyed with and disrespected by the frat boys was beginning to excite Carol. She told herself that it was just one more way to embody the feminine: being agreeable and sweet even when treated as a sexual object.
The guys tried to pull down her pants and shorts too, but Carol drew a line there. The boys would have to be satisfied with their one daily viewing of her naked ass and thighs after her shower. And even then, she was careful to keep her legs together: allowing the frat brothers to examine the pussy she would never let them use would certainly be going too far. Carol remained firm on this decision even in the face of teasing pleas from the boys. The idea of allowing the boys to easily access her below-the-waist nudity just felt dangerous. But she was willing to play along with skirt flipping. After all, it wasn't a big deal if the brothers saw her panties.
Being exposed and ogled on a daily basis was deeply embarrassing, but Carol was finding to her surprise that her feelings of shame had become almost... pleasant. It must be a gift from the divine: making her humiliation bearable by making it exciting at the same time.
But it wasn't just the eyes of the frat brothers that were greedy for more: it wasn't long before hands were slipping up beneath her shirt at every opportunity, pinching and grasping and sending crackling heat pulsing through Carol's nerves. She could hardly deny them: even she had heard Adam bragging to the brothers about how Carol had let him feel her up, and she didn't want to play favorites...
And she had to admit that it felt pretty good.
Carol's nipples learned to crave the rough, teasing touch of male fingers. The attention to her nipples felt so good that tugging and pinching them became an indispensable part of her masturbation routine.
So when Scooter jokingly rubbed his face over her breasts one night and his tongue poked out to flick at her nipple, Carol didn't stop him. She submitted to Scooter's sexual curiosity as the immature frat brother sucked a tender nipple between his lips and bathed it with his tongue.
In the end, Carol was glad that she had been curious enough to let Scooter have his way. The feeling of a man's mouth on her nipples, sucking and swirling his tongue and gently nipping, was far more intense than any fingers.
More importantly, Carol was certain that nipple sucking was an excellent way to draw out and purify the male energy polluting the house: she could feel the raw male energy crackling through her body whenever she had her nipples teased by one of the frat brothers' tongues. That night she had ended up shamefully moaning, squashing Scooter's face against her soft breast as a group of guys cheered at the sounds that Scooter was drawing from her throat.
After that, the other boys obviously wanted the same thing. It was well known at this point that once Carol allowed one boy to get further with her, everyone could join in. Now almost every time a boy exposed her breasts as a 'joke', his mouth would soon be on her aching nipples. Carol couldn't resist or deny them. It just felt too good to receive their warm pulsing male energy like that, flowing directly from their mouths into her tits. And, for reasons that Carol still couldn't fathom, the humiliation of having other brothers see her nipples played with made her pleasure and excitement even more intense.
On one memorable occasion, two brothers had surprised her on the couch, one latching on to each nipple. The feelings had been so intense thar Carol twisted and writhed her body, forced to grit her teeth to avoid plunging her hands between her legs in front of everybody.
It was inevitable that the boys would try to push the boundaries even farther, considering how far Carol had allowed them to get already. But Carol was firm. Any time a hand tried to sneak between her legs, the entire game was over: no more fun for that frat brother that day. Also, she allowed no touching whatsoever during her naked walks. Carol was doing this mission for the divine, but her convictions were firm: energy transfer was one thing, but sex was another. She still refused to have sex with any of the boys, and letting a man finger her or touch her while completely nude was unambiguously sexual behavior.
Adam had tried to go even further than that, and Carol had been forced to slap him and speak to him harshly when he had dared to grab her hand during a makeout session and move it to the bulge in his pants.
Carol realized that she had become a sort of submissive plaything for the amusement of the frat brothers, but it wasn't as bad as it seemed. Even though it was deeply humiliating to be constantly groped and exposed, it had started to be exciting and even fun for Carol. She was practically pulsing with hot, sticky male energy all day long, and she had started looking forward more and more to her nightly masturbation sessions when she had a chance to release all of the energy in shuddering, heated waves of orgasmic passion.
Carol's role had changed from queen of the house to submissive pet, but she was still serving the divine and maintaining the sanctity of her embargo on sex (in her mind at least).
Life was good.
...
Tory stewed, watching Carol whimper and moan, twisting her slim fingers through the hair of two frat boys as they relentlessly sucked her tits on the living room couch.
It wasn't that he didn't enjoy his own time with Carol. He did, maybe even too much. He swore there was a special spark in her eyes when it was his turn to play with her body, and he had caught himself daydreaming about her during his classes. But Tory and all the other frat boys were at exactly the same level. Even if he swore that there was a special spark between him and Carol, that didn't translate to any special privileges above and beyond what the other guys got.
Tory craved more.
He found Ryan idly picking his guitar on the porch, and approached him, checking over his shoulder to make sure no one was eavesdropping. "Hey man, I need your help with another message for Carol," he said casually.
Ryan nodded and set aside his guitar. "Yep, I figured that she was probably just about ready for the next step." He paused, craning his neck to look around Tory. "Wait... where's Adam? Shouldn't he be here for this?"
This was the tricky part. The last thing Tory wanted was for Adam to join in on this conversation. He knew exactly how it would go: Adam would insist on being the one to take Carol to the next level, Tory would disagree, and they would fight. Adam was a selfish, arrogant prick. He would never allow Tory to do anything with Carol that he hadn't already done.
Fuck Adam. Tory was the leader, and it was about time he took the lead with Carol's training. Now he just needed to convince Ryan of the same thing. "I was thinking that we wouldn't bother Adam with this one," said Tory carefully, looking at Ryan closely to gauge his reaction.
Ryan's eyes narrowed, then he set down his guitar with a sigh. "You want to keep this a secret from Adam? Are you sure that's a good idea, Tory? Adam isn't going to be happy with that. And When Adam gets mad..."
Tory reached out a gripped Ryan's shoulder. "Listen, you know how Adam gets. He's too aggressive. What I have planned next is going to take delicacy. We'll tell him after we're successful. Trust me, if we pull this off, he won't be mad. When he sees the results, he'll be thanking us."
Ryan hesitated, looked into Tory's eyes, looked away, then nodded reluctantly.
...
Carol frowned at the divine message on her mirror.
All of the messages she had received so far had been thought-provoking, even cryptic. But she had to admit that she didn't understand this one at all.
"Seek the black sun. It is the center of male energy and power in this sacred place. It will truly test the depths of your feminine receptiveness. Do not fail." The image showed a stylized image of a sun, magically written on the glass in smoke.
Carol understood that the divine wanted her to be particularly receptive and submissive towards this "black sun", but she had no idea who or what that might be. There were several black brothers, but they didn't have any particular connection to the sun, and they didn't seem especially powerful or masculine compared to the other frat boys.
But the message did tell her to "seek" this mystery figure, so it was probably fine that she didn't know who it was yet. She would just have to keep an eye out.
But Carol wouldn't get much chance for that tonight. There was a massive party at one of the nearby sororities, and all of the boys were going. Once upon a time, perhaps Carol would have scolded the brothers for going out and getting blackout drunk. But that wasn't really their relationship anymore. It had been a while since Carol's giggles and light touches had swayed the brothers toward better behavior. She still acted girly and sweet, but now if was more because she was used to it... and it did feel good to see the brothers smile.



So Carol planned for a quiet night at home alone. She should be thrilled at the prospect of one evening without the demanding hands and eyes of the horny boys, but she found herself feeling a bit bored and hollow at the prospect. The sexual games and embarrassments had become such a normal part of her life that it felt weird to be without them. Well... at least she would have a chance to catch up on her homework, she had been so distracted by her mission from the divine that she had fallen behind a little,
Finally the last of the loud, boisterous boys left, slamming the door behind them. Carol wandered the house, thinking about the "black sun" and what it could mean. Was it a metaphor? Today Carol wore a sports bra that crushed and lifted her firm C-cup breasts and form-fitting spanx that made her ass look sleek and tight. They provided just as much coverage as most of the other slutty outfits she wore around the frat house, but both she and the boys got a charge from the fact that she was technically wearing underwear publically.
Carol lazily scratched at an itchy spot under the tight sports bra as she listlessly contemplated a night of homework. Suddenly, she stopped scratching, a grin spreading across her face. She was home alone after all. Why bother wearing clothes? Doing her assignments naked would give her a bit of excitement on this boring evening at least. Maybe she would let the first guy home get a little peek of her full nudity as a special treat.
Carol quickly shed her bra and spanx, shivering pleasantly at the feeling of exposure and vulnerability that being naked in public gave her. Even with no one around, it was deliciously thrilling to be so exposed in the hallways of the frat house.
Carol was thinking of heading to the kitchen to get something to eat when an unexpected noise gave her pause. The television was playing in the living room... Carol crept forward cautiously, peeking her head around the corner to see the living room bathed in the bluish light of the screen. Some sort of banal cooking show was playing at a loud volume, with no one there to see it.
It was a little strange, but a brother had likely just turned it on while pregaming and forgot to turn it off. Carol picked up the remote, preparing to turn off the TV, when...
"Hey Carol, what's up?"
Carol gave a startled yelp, nearly jumping out of her skin at the unexpected voice speaking up behind her. Despite how often accustomed she had become to being exposed in front of the frat brothers, her first instinct was to clutch one hand across her nipples. Her other hand dove down to conceal her pussy with a jingle of her charm bracelet. She whirled to see Tory standing there with an innocent look on his face, a frosty six-pack of beer dangling from his hand.
"Jesus, Tory!" Carol gasped, her sweaty hands clutching her privates compulsively. "You scared me half to death! What are you doing here!?"
Tory set the beers on the table and placed a cool hand on Carol's shoulder. "Sorry to scare you, I didn't realize you thought you were home alone. I didn't feel like partying tonight, so I decided to stay here and relax" He flopped down onto the couch. "You're welcome to join me watching some bullshit TV if you're bored."
Carol paused and thought about it. She had already participated in dozens of private makeout sessions with the guys in the frat, but there had always been other brothers nearby, often just outside the room. Tory hadn't suggested any sort of "energy transfer" so far, but hanging out one-on-one with him all alone in the house felt intensely intimate in a way Carol wasn't used to. Maybe even dangerously intimate. And that was before even considering the fact that she was naked.
But, to be honest, Carol liked Tory. When some of the other guys touched her, it wasn't about them at all, just about the energy they were pouring into her. Many of the frat boys were pretty interchangeable in her mind: just vessels of masculine energy.
Tory was different. He could be funny, and even sweet... for a frat boy. He always seemed to take her seriously, even when he was treating her like a slut. She always felt a... special extra charge whenever he touched her. He was even a person that she might want to watch TV and chat with, even if she didn't have this crazy mission from a higher power. Carol sunk cautiously onto the couch, sitting on the edge of the seat, her hands still clasped in place.
Tory grinned as Carol joined him. He cocked an eyebrow as he cracked open a beer. "What's with the hands, Miss Moehn? Afraid I'll see your tits?" he asked playfully.
Carol blushed and dropped her hands. Tory did have a point: by this time, he had seen her nipples dozens of times, along with all the other frat boys. Despite that, she felt like she was being seen for the first time as Tory's warm hazel eyes roamed her breasts, the intimate gaze making her nipples crinkle and stiffen involuntarily. Carol's breath felt warm in her throat as she submitted to the gently humiliating inspection. Why did it feel different from every other time?
Carol firmly and tightly crossed her thighs. Her nipples might be a frequent sight around the house, but exposing her pussy was still forbidden. It was especially important to enforce that rule right now. She had to keep a careful rein on the situation. Being so close to Tory in private was making her feel strange.
Tory offered her a beer, and despite her continuing reservations about underage drinking, she shrugged her shoulders and accepted. They settled into watching a reality cooking show, making quips and comments back and forth. It was relaxing, low-stakes fun. Even a single beer was enough for a lightweight like Carol to feel pleasantly warm and fuzzy, and her primly crossed thighs got looser minute by minute, exposing more and more of her soft, creamy inner thighs to Tory's gaze.
As a commercial break came on, Tory turned to her with warm, curious eyes. "So as long as it's just the two of us, I've been really curious. How does it feel? When you're naked in front of everyone?"
Carol laughed and looked away, avoiding Tory's intense stare. "It's... special Tory. I don't know if I can explain it. I can feel the eyes of the boys on my naked skin, I can feel their desire for me. I know you don't believe in this sort of thing, but I can feel their energy pour into me, filling me up to the brim. It's exhilarating and nerve-wracking, and... and..."
"Arousing," said Tory in a calm voice of absolute certainty. Carol wanted to deny it, but she couldn't lie to herself. She had felt how wet she got after her daily nude walks. As shameful as it was to admit, absorbing the powerful masculine energy from the frat boys made her deeply, achingly horny. "Y-yeah..." she murmured with a blush. The show was coming back from the commercial break, but Tory ignored it, focusing completely on her.
"It sounds incredible, Carol. Obviously I'm not attracted to men, but when I imagine being nude and closely examined by a group of clothed sorority girls... the idea is super hot," said Tory with a crooked grin.
"I...I'm not attracted to the frat boys either," protested Carol. But that had shifted as well, hadn't it? Her head was no longer filled with images of smooth, perfect Greek Gods when she pressed her vibrator to her sopping pussy. Her fantasies had become quite a bit more realistic in the past few weeks.
"I mean," said Tory, tilting his head and smiling roguishly at her. "I sort of want to try it. Do you mind if I join you? This might be my only chance now that the boys out of the house."
What was Tory saying? That he wanted to get naked right here?!? While Carol was naked too, just feet away from him? Carol wriggled her hips uncomfortably, feeling a sudden hot damp pulse between her legs from the wicked thought. That would be crossing a line. Carol needed to firmly put a stop to this before things got out of hand. She was already feeling inappropriately horny with Tory sitting feet away fully clothed. She didn't want to find out how it would affect her if they were both naked together. Tory didn't even wait for a response, tugging his tee up over his head as Carol looked on in horror. She was about to firmly tell him to stop when her words froze in her throat.
A black sun. In the exact same style that the divine had inscribed on her mirror. It stood, sharp and clear on Tory's tan skin, a tattoo high on his chest on the right side. Carol's eyes studied it intently as Tory continued to undress, noisily unbuckling his pants. Tory was the "black sun"? Everything seemed to suddenly click into place in her mind: the warm powerful male energy she felt from Tory, the special spark she sometimes felt when their eyes met, and why she felt more of a connection with him than the other boys when she received his energy.
So Tory was the center of the male energy in the house. The Divine had instructed her to accept and receive his energy fully and humbly. That meant that if he wanted to disrobe and expose his shining male energy to her, she had no choice but to humble herself and accept it with no reservations. Carol took a deep breath and tried to remain calm as more of Tory's tanned, muscular flesh came into view.
She had to embody the receptive feminine.
Her serenity was deeply tested when Tory's large hard cock bounced into view, finally freed from his jeans. Her eyes locked onto it immediately. It jutted up proudly from between Tory's thick, muscular legs, looking soft and rock-hard at the same time. A huge pillar of hot flesh, its bold appearance perfectly advertising its biological function: to penetrate, to fill, to inject.
How could Carol have not seen it before? The center and wellspring of male energy was obviously the penis. She could feel the powerful energy radiating from it, filling her lower belly with hot, sticky weakness. And this penis must be even stronger than average if the divine said that it was the center of the house's male energy.
She was staring. The penis throbbed gently but noticeably. It was nothing like the smooth, idealized, sanitized members she had seen in paintings. Tory had a broad swath of neatly trimmed pubic hair, and his large round balls hung heavily below the twitching cock. Carol had always told herself that she had absolutely no interest in disgusting, filthy real-life penises, but for some reason, she couldn't take her eyes off this one. Suddenly Carol felt a deep instinctual longing in her core that she had believed she was immune to.
"I'm sorry Carol," said Tory softly, causing Carol to finally shake herself from the trance his cock had cast on her. "I just get like this whenever I'm around you," continued Tory in an earnest voice, his soft hazel eyes shining. "It's like I feel this energy building up inside me, stronger and stronger without relief. You know about mystical things like energy, Carol. Can you feel what I'm talking about?"
"Yes, Tory," admitted Carol, fidgeting with her charm bracelet as her eyes were drawn back like a magnet to Tory's throbbing cock. "I...I can feel it too." Her body pulsed in sympathy with the masculine energy, filling her with a desperate feeling just like what Tory was describing, spiraling further and further out of control, craving some kind of release.
Tory leaned back against the couch, further emphasizing the way his cock stood strongly and powerfully up from his hips. "Is there any relief, Carol?" he asked in a deep compelling voice. "Do you know how I can channel this energy?"
Carol's mouth was dry and her heart fluttered like a frightened bird against her ribcage. This was her duty; the ultimate test of her feminine receptiveness. To humbly receive this overwhelming male power. She had pulled energy from men through their eyes, hands, and their mouths, but how could she receive male energy from Tory's massive cock?
Even as she had the thought, the answer was obvious. Terrifying and humiliating, but obvious. What greater release of male energy could there be than ejaculation? The divine had spoken: to receive and purify the energy of the black sun, Carol needed to make Tory cum. The idea sent another juicy, shameful flood of anxious excitement through her core. This went against all the careful rules she had set up between her and the frat boys. She had just yelled at Adam for daring to place her hand above his pants!
But this was different. Tory was special. The powers that commanded Carol had made that very clear. Carol realized she had been gripping her charm bracelet in a sweaty fist. She shifted her legs, feeling with a burst of shame the wet spot she had made on the couch beneath her. The thick cock jutting up from Tory's lap filled her world. Carol unclenched her hand and reached slowly and hesitantly across the distance separating female from male.
At the moment that Carol's small soft hand closed around Tory's thick shaft, some instinct made her look up into Tory's eyes. Just as she did, the feeling of hot, rigid power in her palm nearly overwhelmed her, making her softly gasp. She paused there, gripping firmly, feeling the strong, fast rhythm of Tory's pulse as his lifeblood pumped rapidly through his eager cock. She was relieved to find that Tory's gaze wasn't cruel or hard or triumphant, just warm and encouraging and deeply pleased.
Experimentally, Carol slid her hand up to the head of his cock, feeling the smooth skin against her palm. She had never touched a man's penis before, but her instincts whispered what to do, and as her hand slid back down Tory's long shaft, the motion had already begun to feel natural. Soon she was moving in a slow, steady rhythm, her eyes still locked with Tory's in a passionate, heated gaze.
"You're good at this Carol," he murmured, his voice soft and adoring. Hearing him speak while her hand jerked his cock, faster and faster every moment, made things feel too personal; made the connection between them feel deeper and rawer than Carol was comfortable with. "Shhh," she said with a blush, her eyes finally breaking away, looking demurely to the ground. "D-don't speak Tory. Just... just let me take care of you." Her hand felt swift and graceful as it twisted and pulled and pumped the massive dick. The first cock she had ever touched. The first cock she would make cum.
And then, alarmingly, Tory's hand was reaching towards her. Carol thought for a moment that Tory planned to grab her arm and pull it away from his cock. But then his hand extended further, reaching across to rest lightly on her trimmed triangle of pubic hair. Her body squirmed with a volatile mixture of shock and lust. The muscles of her lower belly fluttered and flexed beneath Tory's rough fingers as her body simultaneously tried to shy away from him and nuzzle into his confident touch. "Let me take care of you too," whispered Tory. His eyes were deep, warm pools of lust.
This was her most important rule. Her pussy was sacred. No frat boys allowed. It was what separated her divine mission from sex.
But Carol understood what was required of her: complete submission was the point. The divine had said that this was the ultimate test of her receptive femininity. To accomplish her mission, Carol had to break all of her taboos.
She needed to receive Tory's powerful masculinity directly into the center of her feminine power... And besides, with his strong fingers resting on her skin, this close to her aching, dripping pussy, the idea of those fingers dipping lower was too tempting to resist. Her mind was still conflicted, but her body knew what it wanted. Carol's hips subtly rolled and thrust up, yearning for the touch Tory was promising.
With a whimper, Carol bit her lip and nodded, closing her eyes. Tory's fingers slid down, parting her swollen lips to gently touch her virgin pussy. Powerful feelings roared through Carol as Tory's fingers tenderly rubbed and teased and explored her: Pleasure. Submission. Humiliation, but also serenity and calm. This felt right. Her hand moved smoothly and confidently on Tory's erect cock while his experienced hand taught her body the pleasure of male touch. Carol knew in that perfect, complete moment that she had fulfilled her mission. She was humbly and completely receiving Tory's powerful energy; embodying the receptive feminine.
Carol felt herself growing closer to the edge as Tory's experienced fingers worked her pussy like an instrument. No one else had ever made her orgasm before, but right now she was desperate to know what it would feel like. She found that she had to concentrate to maintain the pace of her hand, now rapidly pumping up and down Tory's dick. Without intending to, Carol moaned, sweet and soft. A blush colored her face and she slapped her free hand over her mouth with a jingle of her charm bracelet.
"No, it's ok!" said Tory in a ragged, breathless voice. "I want to hear. I want to know how good I'm making you feel. I'm feeling good too, Carol." His breathing was growing deeper and heavier. "I'm going to cum Carol. Cum with me. Together."
Carol threw her head back, letting out a loud, shuddering moan, emboldened by Tory's encouraging words. She had never felt like this before. A vibrator just couldn't compare to Tory's rough fingers teasing her clit. His cock felt so stiff, so strong and manly in her little hand. She wanted to make it cum, to prove that she could make it feel good enough to burst from pleasure and lust.
Carol gasped. Powerful bursts of sensation radiated through her body from the sweet wetness between her legs, flooding her senses and making her squirm and rub involuntarily against Tory's fingers. An overpowering electric feeling spread through her, arching her back and making her legs tremble with passion. This was nothing like masturbation. A man's fingers making her cum added a whole new dimension of emotions and sensations. She didn't know how a vibrator would ever be able to satisfy her again. Beside her, Tory grunted and thrust his hips upward into her hand. Not knowing what else to do, Carol covered the head of his cock with her palm, feeling his thick, hot essence spurt against her soft skin as her own climax continued to wrack her body, sending bursts of mixed feminine and masculine energy roaring through her.
Finally, they both collapsed back on the now-sweaty couch, panting and gasping.
Tory let out an exhausted laugh. "That...That was amazing Carol! You're so fucking hot, you know that?" Carol's orgasmic high was fading. She was suddenly uncomfortably aware of the fact that she was naked together with a man. She looked down and felt his warm, sticky semen in her hand. Her face grew redder. She had just crossed all of the lines she had set for herself. Blatantly. She had drawn a strict definition for herself of what constituted sexual behavior. And she had, without a doubt, just pleasured a man sexually.
What did that mean about her personal beliefs? What did that mean about her sacred mission? Had she really gotten so slutty that she couldn't hold herself back when she saw a cock?
"I... I h-have to go," she mumbled, getting up off the couch awkwardly, holding her cum filled hand at arm's length.
"Wait Carol, don't just run," said Tory with a chagrined look. "Don't end it like this. Let's talk. I thought this was really fun."
Carol shook her head, shame swelling relentlessly inside her, backing away from the nude man she had just jerked to completion. "It's... it's fine Tory. Don't worry, I'm not angry or sad or anything, I just... I can't do this right now. It's too much." She turned and ran away, thundering up the stairs to the sanctity of her room.
When Carol got to her bathroom, she started the sink (which mercifully still worked, unlike the shower). She was about to thrust her hand beneath the hot water when she turned her hand palm up, her curiosity piqued. She had heard about cum before of course. But she had never seen it in person, let alone felt it in her hand. Tory's semen was bright pearly white, sticking to her palm in globby strands. The very essence of male energy. She had heard that some people... Carol cautiously lifted her hand to her nose and sniffed. The scent was funky and primal and unquestionably male, with overtones that almost smelled like bleach. Her eyes were transfixed by the still-warm goo on her hand. Her sharp pink tongue poked out between her lips. If she really wanted to receive the male energy of Tory's orgasm, wouldn't it make sense to...



Carol heard a door slam far below her in the house. Some of the boys must be home early. Shaking herself, Carol stuck her hand beneath the water and rubbed, watching Tyler's essence disappear down the drain. She needed to get ahold of herself. She had to accomplish her mission, but surely there was such a thing as going too far. The very thought was disgusting.
Only truly pathetic sluts would ever eat a man's cum.
...
In the days that followed, Tory tried hard to act nonchalant toward Carol. He was aware that he had come close to scaring her off completely. Carol had taken a big step forward; now was the time to let her relax and calm down before he made his next move.
But leaving her alone was hard. Feeling Carol's innocent little hand on his cock had been hotter than anything he had ever felt. And that was saying something, considering his level of experience. All of Tory's male instincts were telling him to pounce, to make her his. It was almost torture, but he resisted. For several days, Carol's eyes nervously skittered away from his when they happened to meet in the halls. It seemed like she was actively avoiding being alone with him.
Tory purposefully avoided any serious groping or make-outs with Carol for now. His current goal was to avoid putting any additional mental pressure on her. But if Tory avoided playing with her at all, the other brothers would quickly grow suspicious. Touching Carol had practically become the number one hobby for all of the frat boys: for someone to abstain was unthinkable.
So to ease suspicions, Tory had no choice but to play with Carol's body at least a little. The fact that he would enjoy it was irrelevant.
Tory approached Carol from behind in the kitchen, preparing to surprise her. Today Carol was wearing a floral print summer dress out of season. Even though it covered a lot more of her body than some of her more recent outfits, this was one of Tory's favorites. The neckline plunged deep enough to reveal a tempting expanse of cleavage, and the loose flowy hemline just below her butt flipped and fluttered with every movement, revealing and concealing on and off moment by moment: a delicious teasing spectacle.
Tory swiftly approached her from behind and circled his arms around her to feel her firm tits. When Carol turned with a shocked gasp, Tory took his chance, kissing her over her shoulder.
To his delight, when Carol realized who it was she didn't shy away, Instead, Carol melted into his kiss, pressing her body back against him. As their tongues tangled, Carol's springy bubble butt made firm, grinding contact with his growing cock.
That night Tory formed a new plan, his heart soaring with joy. What had happened in the kitchen confirmed it. There was no reason to wait any longer. Carol was his already, she was just putting up a last little bit of resistance to salve her pride.
Tory didn't need any trickery or Divine messages to move Carol to the next step at this point: he already knew how to seduce a woman, and the hard part had been done already.
Carol just needed one last little push.
...
Carol couldn't help but feel ashamed about her lack of self-control the other night on the couch, but at least Tory was enough of a gentleman to realize that things had gone too far.
Carol was having a hard time controlling her emotions around the frat president. Her heart thumped and her stomach filled with butterflies when she saw him. His powerful male energy must have a greater effect on her than she thought. She was sure things would get back to normal between them eventually. In the meantime, she had to be careful. If just seeing him was enough to send her pulse racing, what would it be like if they were alone together again?
Just the thought made her blush hotly.
In comparison to that torrid session the other night, the hands and eyes of the other boys felt insignificant, even relaxing. Not even Adam could make her heart race with his aggressive attentions, a fact that he clearly noticed. His eyes had narrowed in frustration when his strong hands had failed to make Carol whimper and gasp as usual. Carol had no excuses to give him. She would continue to receive the male energy of all the boys, but, although it was still pleasurable, it was hard to feel overwhelmed by the pinching and groping of her nipples when she had tasted something far sweeter and stronger.
She found herself thinking about that night with Tory again when she was alone in the shower, slipping a slick, soapy hand between her legs and imagining it was Tory's hand. Her eyes closed and Tory's soft Hazel gaze seemed to float in front of her, warm and bright as the sun.
She felt so dreamy and satisfied after her long hot shower that she barely registered her usual naked walk. Images of Tory's cock still ran through her mind in the afterglow, and she barely noticed the cheers and wolf-whistles as the other guys noticed her obviously erect nipples.
Carol entered her room, gently humming to herself and drying her brunette ringlets. She was so distracted that for a second she didn't even register Tory sitting naked on her bed.
She gasped, her hands going to her mouth in shock as Tory flashed her a cocky grin. "Hi there Carol. I thought it was about time that we stopped avoiding each other and talk like adults."
There he was, his big beautiful cock rock-hard and throbbing, just like that night. Just like she had fantasized about time and time again since then. Despite Carol's reluctance, they were together again. Naked in the same room. She felt her recpetive feminine center pull toward him like a magnet. She wanted him badly, badly enough that it frightened her. "T-tory, what are you doing? Why are you here?" she asked breathlessly. Her body started to betray her, eagerly showing Tory how much she desired another energy transfer. Tory's eyes flicked down to Carol's swelling nipples then back up to her face.
Tory stood in a smooth confident motion and stalked toward her. "You know exactly why I'm here, Carol. I'm here because what we did the other night was the most erotic experience of my life. And I think you feel the same way." Now he stood in front of her, eye to eye, his hard cock jutting out into the space between them, radiating a red-hot male energy that Carol swore she could feel on her tender skin.
Tory reached out and looped an arm around her waist, pulling her close. For one terrifying, mind-meltingly erotic moment, Tory's stiff cock pressed up against her soft pussy with insistent pressure. Carol yelped and reached down, pulling his cock up so that it pressed against her pubic area instead, a safer, but still overwhelming place to feel the press of his manhood against her skin.
And then there was no more time for adjustments. Tory was kissing her and the rest of the world seemed to grow dim as Carol's senses were overpowered by the intensity of his passion. Carol felt her knees grow weak. Her head spun with the intense feeling of Tory's lips on hers, and his stiff cock rubbing and pressing against her tender belly, smearing her trimmed triangle of pubic hair with his pre-cum. She submitted to his forceful kiss, her hand snaking between them to grasp and pull his cock once again, relishing the feeling of his powerful masculinity in her slim fingers.
"I felt some sort of... energy between us that night," whispered Tory in her ear. "I need to feel it again."
"Yes," breathed Carol, a faint smile on her face as her hands smoothly jerked Tory's cock. "Yes, I felt it too. I need it again. Let me feel your energy... your power."
"But this time, I want more," said Tory firmly, staring deeply into Carol's confused blue eyes. "This time you're going to make me feel even better."
His mouth quirked up in a smirk as he commanded her:
"On your knees, Carol."
Tory's face was still warm and friendly, but his tone was arrogant and absolutely certain that Carol would submit to his desires. He truly believed that Carol would drop to her knees and service him at his command. Carol expected to feel angry, and she did, but her anger was overwhelmed by a wave of arousal. Something about Tory's cocky, indecent demand made her feel a wave of erotic humiliation and submission. Tory and his brothers had been training Carol for weeks to associate arrogance and possessiveness with sexual pleasure, and now all of their work was bearing fruit.
She still might have angrily refused, but the tattoo on Tory's chest caught her eye once again. Her eyes flicked over to her shrine, where the exact same design was still inscribed. Receptiveness. Submission. Humility. It was her duty to receive the black sun's energy, no matter how annoying it was to be ordered around by a man.
With her cheeks blazing scarlet, filled with shame that she was proving Tory's arrogant certainty correct, Carol sank slowly to her knees.
Tory took a wide-legged, cocky stance, his arms on his hips. His big hard cock pulsed gently directly in front of Carol's eyes. This close to her face, it seemed even bigger, longer, and harder than she remembered it. Carol felt overwhelmed by its presence; dominated by its sheer proximity. It was a living symbol of male power and strength. She swore she could smell it, not that it was filthy or unwashed, but it seemed to carry a faint masculine musk that no soap could completely wash away. Tory's pheromones. They made her head feel fuzzy.
Tory looked down, his gaze strong and steady.
"Suck it."
Despite how much it galled her to be given demeaning orders like that, the crude words sent another shiver of arousal down Carol's spine. She looked at the massive cock in front of her with wary interest. Transferring energy from lips to lips with the other boys had been one of the most intense ways she had found to absorb male energy. But that act had at least been equal. Falling to her knees and placing her lips and tongue on a man's filthy sex organ... It was utterly submissive. Pleasuring a man like this was putting herself beneath him, servicing him while receiving no gratification in return. It was wrong. And Demeaning. And fucking hot.
Carol gently leaned forward and planted a soft lingering kiss on the tip of Tory's cock, feeling the power radiating from it in her very core as she gazed up into his smug eyes. Now was the point of no return. Of all of the sex acts she had heard of, this was the one that had repulsed her the most. Actually sucking, licking, and tasting a penis had always sounded utterly repellant to her.
But she found that for the black sun, she was willing to break all of her rules.
Carol's soft lips parted, their delicate skin maintaining gentle pressure on Tory's shaft as she slid the head of his cock into her undefiled mouth. Slowly her wet tongue circled the intruding dick, tasting and tracing every line of Tory's masculinity as her eyes continued to stare up at him with docile softness.
Carol had never felt so submissive and humble in her life. The powerful, throbbing flesh held in her innocent mouth seemed to pour a feeling of erotic helplessness directly into her soul. She realized that, although her pussy had still never known a man, she was being penetrated by a cock for the first time. Tory's cock was inside her body. For some reason the thought caused a fresh flood of moisture between her legs.
"Please me your mouth," commanded Tory firmly. "Move your head up and down. Swirl your tongue as you go."
Carol complied, doing her best despite her inexperience. As she submissively serviced a cock for the first time, her own arousal pulsed and bloomed hot and wet and sticky in her core. As Carol's tongue wriggled and slurped around the manhood stuffing her mouth, she could no longer ignore the needy throbbing of her womanhood. Her hand snuck between her legs, sliding between her lips to tease and rub herself in a complementary rhythm to the frenzied motions of her tongue. Soon the wet sound of her fingers in her pussy joined the wet sounds of her mouth on Tory's cock. Faster and faster, with increasing grace and speed, Carol slurped and sucked, losing her awkwardness, determined to absorb the male energy of the dominant, handsome man above her. Tory's hand rested on her head, not forcing anything or applying pressure, but reminding her of who was in charge here.
"I'm going to cum," grunted Tory with satisfaction. "Drink it, Carol. Swallow it all."
Carol didn't hesitate. It felt too right. She knew that swallowing semen was the ultimate expression of the receptive feminine. She had known that since she had almost tasted Tory's cum the other night. In her current humble, submissive state, it felt like the perfect way to fulfill her duty. She swirled her tongue and sucked harder, desperate for her gooey prize. Her fingers continued to plunge and rub between her legs as well, sweetening the submissive pleasure of serving the superior man looming above her.
Even though she was drooling for it, the first powerful blast of cum almost made her choke as it painted the back of her throat. Tory's hand clamped down on the back of Carol's head as his cock rapidly first two more bursts, nearly filling her mouth. Her tongue swam in the creamy, sticky, rank slime. It tasted just like it smelled. Belatedly, Carol remembered what she had confidently told herself the other night: only a pathetic slut would ever do something as disgusting as swallowing cum. But it was too late for her now. She was committed. Carol swallowed hard as Tory held her in place, her delicate throat working and bobbing as the thick semen in her mouth slid down to her stomach, ready to be purified by her female energy.
Finally, Carol fell back, gasping for air. A thin thread of cum dripped from one of her soft lips, landing in a glob on one perfect perky breast.
Tory smiled with pride. Fuck you, Adam. You may have touched her ass first, but our little witch just swallowed my cum.
That should show who the real man was around here.
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Tory looked up from his book to see Carol standing in her doorway, wearing a worried frown and nothing else.
He rejoiced internally. The little test he had set up was working. He smiled and asked innocently, "Hey Carol, what's up?"
Carol didn't look him in the eye, fidgeting with her charm bracelet as she nervously said, "I j-just wanted to make sure everything is OK. I got up to my room after my shower, and you... well, I mean, normally we..." She still had trouble talking about their new daily ritual, but her body broadcast the direction of her thoughts, her nipples tightening and crinkling at whatever was running through her mind. "I just wanted to make sure nothing was wrong," she finished lamely.
"Nothing's wrong," said Tory lightly, leaning back in bed with his arms behind his head. "I just felt a little bad for pushing you around so much and making you suck my cock. I thought I would give you a break."
Carol pursed her lips and swiveled bashfully on one foot, making her firm tits sway temptingly. "Oh. Ummmm, I d-don't really... I don't really mind, Tory," she shamefully murmured, her face turning red. "I know you like it, and I want to make you happy, so, well... you can come to my room after my shower every day. I-if you want."
"That's really why you want to suck my cock every day?" teased Tory with raised eyebrows. "Because you love doing favors for me so much?"
"I, I..." stuttered the red-faced RA.
"If you're honest about what you want, maybe you'll get it, Miss Moehn," said Tory with a smirk.
Carol looked back and forth down the hall behind her with a frustrated, embarassed expression before leaning forward and whispering heatedly, "I fucking like it, ok? I like sucking your dick. It turns me on when you push me around a little. Is that what you wanted to hear? Now do you want my lips wrapped around your cock or do you want to keep playing games?"
Tory chuckled. "Oof, touchy today! Get in here then. Close the door behind you."
Carol, despite just admitting that his commands turned her on, grimaced as she obeyed, clicking the door shut behind her and climbing onto the bed. Her lovely breasts swayed beneath her and her wide hips wiggled with her movement as she crawled over to lay her head in Tory's lap.
Tory looked down with deep satisfaction as Carol's fingers, fumbling with needy haste, unzipped his jeans. In moments, she had tugged his jeans and boxers down his hips and slipped her soft lips around the head of Tory's cock, her tongue swirling and writhing, tasting every inch of him. Practice had already greatly improved her technique: Carol was well on her way to becoming an expert cocksucker.
Tory stared down into Carol's eyes. The passionate eye contact was one of his favorite parts of their sessions. But today, Carol's eyebrows furrowed and she refused to meet his gaze, even as she ran her tongue with slavish devotion up and down his cock. She was probably upset by Tory's teasing just now. Well, Carol was going to have to confront how much of a submissive slut she had become at some point.
Tory knew just what to do to make Carol forget her feelings of degradation and shame for a while. Tory rested his hands on the back of Carol's head, tangling his fingers through her soft curls. Now her icy blue eyes flashed up at him, still carrying the hurt from his teasing, but also lighting up with lust as she realized what he wanted. Tory just gently rested his hands for a moment, giving Carol a pleading grin.
Tory wanted to dominate Carol, but in this delicate moment where she felt a little hurt, he didn't want to push things too far. He waited, leaving the moment open for Carol to choose. After a moment of hesitation, Carol accepted Tory's offer, withdrawing her hands from his thighs. She held one hand behind her back and the other trailed down her body to play with her pussy. She looked up at him, her expression growing calm. Carol had submitted: her mouth was Tory's to dominate.
Tory began to move Carol's head up and down his cock, slowly at first, then with greater and greater speed, making wet, obscene noises as his cock plundered her sweet mouth. Carol's eyes closed, concentrating on the sensations of her degrading face-fuck while her hand worked steadily and firmly between her legs.
Tory and Carol had discovered that they were deeply sexually compatible, and Tory couldn't believe how amazing the past few weeks had been.
Of course, Carol's pussy was still strictly off-limits to anything other than his fingers. She had made that very clear. More than once. But other than that, Carol had made stunning progress in accepting a submissive sexual relationship with Tory. And the new sexual frontiers she was exploring with Tory had loosened her up around the other brothers as well. Carol was far less concerned with men seeing her pussy now that she routinely allowed Tory to finger her, and it seemed like she was more often naked than not around the house these days. Now that her lips and fingers were pleasuring Tory on a daily basis, a little over-the-pants rubbing of the other frat brothers didn't seem to be a big deal to her anymore to her either. She had become so skilled at rubbing and manipulating cocks through fabric that she could make the brothers cum in minutes, even through denim.
But the other brothers were getting restless. Adam in particular seemed to be in a foul mood over the apparently stalled progress: no one else but Ryan suspected how far Tory had gotten with Carol.
It would be time to take things to the next level soon, thought Tory as he began thrusting his cock faster and deeper into Carol's submissive mouth.
Not just for the boys in general, but for their private sessions as well.
...
"Handjobs. Maybe blowjobs too," said Adam bluntly, his bright green eyes holding Tory in a flat glare. "It's the obvious next step."
Tory kept his face carefully blank. Did Adam suspect something? The tall, dark frat brother seemed like he had a chip on his shoulder lately. But, no matter how pissy Adam got, Tory wasn't ready to extend his special privileges to the rest of the boys. Not quite yet.
"I have a better idea," said Tory confidently. "Now that Carol has lost control of the house, we can finally throw a big party, right?"
Adam narrowed his eyes but looked reluctantly intrigued. "Right. So what?"
"Well, right now, Carol has become a submissive slut, but only while she's here at the house, right? When she goes out to classes and stuff, she is still the same old boring Carol. What good is having a woman as a pet if you can't show her off?" asked Tory in his best salesman voice.
"You're saying..." said Adam, the corners of his lips quirking up despite himself.
"Uh-huh. It's about time that little Miss Moehn graduated from private slut to public slut. And I think Halloween is the perfect opportunity."
...
When she got the divine message this time, Carol practically jumped up and down in excitement. Her energy transfer mission had been pleasurable, and she had learned a lot about herself and her femininity, but it could be embarassing at times to submit to the eyes and hands of an entire house of men. This new mission promised to be much more empowering.
"Chosen one. You shall embody Venus, the Goddess of Love, on Samhain, the most sacred night of the year. Bring love to this crude and barbaric place." The image showed a woman with long flowing hair, surrounded by hearts.
A Goddess. Carol could picture it clearly: descending the stairs to the Halloween party the boys were planning, glowing, regal, and finally respected as the Goddess she was.
Carol was a huge fan of ancient mythology. She had always believed that the ancients knew secrets far deeper and truer than those of modern religions. It was true that Carol had never identified with Venus in the past: after all, she had shunned all sexual activity for so long, and sex was Venus's domain. But embodying the Goddess of love made total sense considering the goals of the divine in this sacred place. Who better to use the power of female sexuality to purify the polluting male energy?
What would she wear? Everyone would be in costume, so anything she chose would fit in easily. Well, roses were a symbol of Venus, so she could easily thread some of those through her hair.
As for the rest, she could wear a toga. That would definitely give the impression of a Roman God... Something felt a little off about that, but Carol didn't worry too much about it. She had plenty of time to figure out the exact details of her costume next week.
Carol was so excited to become the Goddess of love that a wicked idea occurred to her. She looked down with speculative eyes and ran her fingers through her short-trimmed pubic hair. She had always kept everything neat and tidy down there, even before she had started showing off her body. But recently Ryan had been half-jokingly suggesting that she should get a little more... artistic.
The idea suddenly appealed to her. A cute little secret beneath her toga that would really mark her as the Goddess of love. Why not? It was her body. It would help get her in the mood, and suddenly the idea of shaping her pubic hair that way felt fun and kinky in the best possible way.
With an excited grin, Carol retrieved her razor and shaving gel and began shaping the first part of her costume in the mirror.
...
Adam looked on with a wolfish grin as the power tool buzzed and sprayed sawdust. With a clatter, a perfectly circular piece of wood fell to the garage floor.
"There we go..." said Dave with satisfaction, running his fingers around the smooth hole cut through the door. "Now I just need to make a little cover for this and boom. We've got ourselves a gloryhole."
"Perfect," said Adam smugly, "Thanks man. I'll make sure you get a good place in line when we break this in at the party." Adam still hadn't forgotten the way Dave had insulted him a few weeks ago, but he has to admit that the dull ox had his uses.
Dave laughed. "Break this in? I thought this was a joke, dude. All the sorority girls at the party will look at us like scum if we even suggest it. Normal girls don't use gloryholes. Just, like, swinging couples and total sluts."
"Well, it's a good thing our frat has a house slut, then," said Adam, walking forward to survey Dave's handiwork.
Dave snorted, "Ok, fair point. But everybody knows Carol doesn't do mouth stuff."
"Yet," said Adam darkly, checking the edge of the hole for splinters.
Tory thought he was so clever. So sneaky. Adam had caught on almost from the start. That selfish prick thought he could conquer Carol and claim her all for himself. Adam would show him that their pet slut was public property.
"Ok, ok Mr. Ambitious," said Dave, chuckling in amusement. He selected some tools to make a cover for the obvious hole in the door on his workbench. "I mean, I know Carol is a slut, but you really think she would use a gloryhole in public with an entire party watching?"
"Yeah," said Adam, his fierce green eyes rising from the gloryhole to stare at Dave, "That's exactly what I think."
...
Carol stared at herself in the mirror. Her hair was gorgeous tonight: long flowing brunette curls with roses pinned artfully throughout.
She also had on a brilliant white toga, just short enough to give a little peek of her thighs. The costume was sexy and fashionable enough to blend in with whatever the sorority girls would be wearing. People wouldn't even know that this was no mere costume: Carol would be channeling and acting as an earthly avatar of Venus herself.
So why was Carol so dissatisfied with how she looked?
"Love the hair."
Carol whirled to see Tory behind her, leaning in her door frame with a cool, weighing expression on his face.
"And the outfit?" prompted Carol, spinning a little to show off her flowy white garment.
Tory sighed, grimaced, and said, "Honestly, I feel like the outfit is a bit of a copout."
Carol's smile froze and slid off her face. "What? What do you mean?"
Tory shook his head. "Come on Carol. I thought you were supposed to be the expert on the divine. When they show Venus in statues and paintings, is she wearing a fucking toga?"
Carol's mouth fell open as she stared at Tory, her mind trying to catch up. Before she could think of a response, Tory winked and turned to head for the stairs, calling over his shoulder, "Food for thought, Carol!"
Carol turned back toward the mirror. Tory was absolutely right, of course. When Venus was shown in artwork, she wasn't wearing a toga.
With numb fingers, Carol slipped the strap of the toga off of one smooth, pale shoulder.
In fact, in most artwork, Venus was wearing...
...
Carol could feel her pulse in her temples, in her throat, in her hard nipples, and even in her pussy, so fast and strong it felt more like a thrumming vibration than separate heartbeats. Terror bubbled up from deep inside her mixed with deep, twisted arousal.
This was insane. Wrong on so many levels. There were people in the house from a half dozen different frats and sororities tonight. All strangers. People who didn't know Carol, or realize the depths she had sunk to.
But if she went through with this, they would know her. Carol would become famous to everyone in the Greek system, if not everyone on the campus.
She would be that girl that went to a Halloween party completely naked.
Carol stood at the top of the stairs, her deep hitching breaths making her tits bounce and shake as she built up her courage for the insane action she was going to take in the service of the divine. She was Venus. The Goddess of love and sex. Venus would be turned on by appearing naked in front of a crowd. She wouldn't be scared. Goddesses have nothing to be afraid of.
A true Goddess would have nothing to be embarrassed about from some mere mortals seeing her perfect body.
Her legs trembling, Carol took her first step down the stairs. Then her second. She could hear the murmur of the crowd below her on the ground floor. Carol gripped the banister tight and made her way down, feeling herself become slick and hot between her legs. She had to chase that feeling of arousal. This was a positive thing she was doing, a joyful thing. Not something humiliating.
But as she finally descended into view on the last flight of stairs, that optimistic fiction evaporated instantly. A sorority girl caught sight of Carol's nude form first, loudly saying "Oh My God!" with a mixture of amusement and disgust, making everyone near her turn and look. Awareness of Carol's "costume" rippled rapidly through the crowd, and the assembled party guests went silent, turning to watch as Carol padded softly down the stairs.
Carol knew even when that first stranger's eyes hit her that she was no Godess. Not in her heart. She was a human woman. A human woman exposing herself to a crowd of strangers with hard, aroused nipples and a pussy that was already beginning to overflow and drip down her thighs. A pervert.
Carol cursed herself for giving in to temptation and shaving her pubic hair into a cute heart shape. At the time, she thought it would be a naughty little secret beneath her toga. Now it was an obscene signal on her body: a clear sign that she wanted to be seen, that she was trying to draw the eyes of the crowd to her pussy. It marked her as exactly what the crowd thought she was: a horny exhibitionist slut.
Carol had become desensitized to public nudity over the past few weeks, but the attention of these new strangers brought back all of the raw, terrifying, erotic feelings in a fresh new way. The submissive act of allowing these superior, clothed people to view her most private places. The knowledge that she had become something lesser in their eyes, a sexual object. The burning feeling of having all of her secrets revealed, while getting nothing but scorn in return. The shameful, desperate feeling of craving her own humiliation, of wanting them to see more.
The eyes of the women in the crowd were varied. Some were amused, some disgusted, some pitying, in a patronizing way. A surprising number of female eyes were alight with interest, tracing the curves of her body with a speculative gleam.
But the eyes of the men were all the same. Hungry and burning with a deep lust for the silly little slut who was foolish enough to present herself to them.
The crowd pulled back as Carol finally reached the bottom of the stairs, almost as red as the roses in her shining hair. She looked around desperately, trying to think of something to say that would break the unbearable atmosphere of sexual mockery that lay heavy in the air. But there was nothing. Nothing to do but try to stop herself from visibly cringing as the crowd viewed her naked body with smirks and sneers.
After a few moments, Carol couldn't take the suffocating tension any longer. She had to escape. Maybe if she just pretended everything was normal, the other party guests would go along with it.
Despite the crushing shame and vulnerability she felt, the divine had been clear: tonight, Carol was a Goddess. She had to remember that, even if she felt weak and pathetic at this moment, she had strength and power.
Carol tried to hold her head high and moved forward on trembling legs. The crowd gave her space as she walked toward the dining room. Her movement seemed to finally break the spell of stunned silence among the crowd of strangers, but in many ways breaking the tense silence made things even worse.
Giggles and whispers and scoffs swirled around Carol as she made her way through the crowd. She heard "slut" and "hilarious" and "juicy fucking ass" in the whispered conversation, but never heard the words "powerful" or "Goddess" once.
The crowd trailed after her as she went, and conversations died as new party guests saw her. As she encountered familiar frat boys, they wore expressions of pride and excitement, elbowing their friends and pointing out her shameful nudity. Carol realized she was being displayed, shown off as a trophy: "Look, there she is, our pet slut!".
The divine was sorely testing her with this assignment: Carol felt utterly debased and humiliated by the amused, disbelieving stares of the aroused strangers surrounding her.
After what felt like a lifetime of moving in a bubble through the mocking crowd, Carol finally made it to the dining room. Adam was there, setting up red plastic cups on the table. He looked up with a wolfish grin when he saw Carol enter the room; nude, blushing, and trembling with mortified arousal.
"Ah, Carol! Just in time. We just set up for beer pong. Let's play, you and me!" he said forcefully as the rest of the crowd in the room gawped at Carol's nudity. Strangely, Adam didn't seem to be surprised at all by seeing her naked at a public party, his face was alight with pleasure and interest, but there was no shock in his eyes.
"Ummm, n-no thanks Adam, I think I'll just watch," said Carol, her voice breaking slightly with nerves. Adam had just used her name in front of everyone in the dining room. Any slim hope of being an anonymous mystery woman was fast disappearing.
"Awww, c'mon, Carol!" chided Adam theatrically, playing to the crowd, "This is a party. Play with me! What do you think, everyone? Should Carol loosen up a little and have some fun?"
The crowd, silent and staring just a moment before, cheered and roared, demanding Carol's participation. Carol could feel them pressing forward from behind her, eager to see the spectacle of her game with Adam. Adam stared at her with his blazing green eyes: sexy, dangerous, and compelling. "What do you say, Carol?" he asked with a smirk.
Carol's eyes darted around, focusing on the bright, mocking eyes of the crowd. She didn't want to put herself at the center of attention, but it seemed like there was nothing she could do to avoid it. Even if she didn't play, all eyes would be on her anyway. Her face burning, aroused and ashamed and intimidated, Carol nodded her head, taking her place across the table from Adam.



Carol had only played beer pong once or twice before. She had been pushed into playing a few times by the frat boys in the past months, much like Adam was doing right now. Carol wasn't as good as some of the boys who played all the time, but she had good aim, so she usually did pretty well. Adam gestured for her to go first, and she let the ball fly.
Carol was instantly distracted by a loud cheer from the crowd as her ball bounced off the rim of a cup. She looked around in confusion at the joyful faces crowding around her. They knew that she had just missed, right? Adam grinned at the surrounding party guests, then smoothly turned and sunk his first shot in one of Carol's cups.
Carol sighed. More and more people were pushing into the dining room, and the crowd grew dense around them. Maybe staying in one place and playing a game that made her the center of attention had been a bad idea after all. Now that the shock of Carol's nudity had worn off, the eyes of the men and women around her were getting bright with lust. She could feel the male and female energy crackling through the stuffy air of the room. Laughs and whispers and murmured disparaging remarks murmured through the crowd around her. The entire party was focused on her shameful display.
"Well," asked Adam with a raised eyebrow, "Aren't you going to drink up?"
Carol was about to refuse: she had always insisted on skipping the drinking part when the frat brothers had forced her to play before. The boys normally grumbled that drinking was the whole point of the game, but they drank the beer for her. After all, they knew that Carol was a lightweight, not to mention not a big fan of beer.
But it seemed like Adam wasn't going to let her off the hook in this public game. Carol could hardly refuse, not with the mocking crowd watching her every move. If she tried to claim special treatment, she was sure that the crowd would take it as an excuse to heckle her... or maybe even do worse.
Carol picked up the cup and removed the pingpong ball, making a face as she stared down at the cool, frothy amber of the beer inside. *Chug* *Chug* *Chug* began the crowd in a monotonous chant. The cup seemed very full... were the cups normally this full in beer pong? It was too late to complain about it now.
Carol raised the cup to her lips, trying to drain it quickly to avoid the bitter, malty taste that she still despised. A loud cheer rose from the dense crowd as the cool fizzy liquid poured down her throat. Trickles escaped the sides of her mouth, splashing foam onto her naked tits, much to the amusement of the crowd. Carol blushed and tried to wipe off the splashes of beer, but she only succeeded in smearing it across her breasts, accidentally brushing her stiff, aching nipples in the process.
Carol tossed aside the empty cup. She would have to play especially well if Adam was planning to force her to drink each cup when she lost. She picked up the ball again, aiming carefully. She tried to tune out the burning eyes and giggled comments of the crowd, but they kept intruding on her thoughts. Her distraction and the horniness slowly building up inside her were making her throws sloppy. Even though she was normally a decent player, her slutty exposure was making her look pathetically outmatched. When she finally threw the ball, it was a fairly pathetic attempt, sailing wide of Adam's cups to the left.
Carol jumped as the crowd roared a cheer again. She looked around in bewilderment. That throw was even worse than the last. Were these people cheering just to throw her off her game? If that was their plan, it worked. Adam sank shot after shot confidently, as Carol's throws got worse and worse. Carol sloshed cup after cup of warmer and warmer beer down her throat, spilling more and more down her chin, dripping it onto her heaving tits, her nipples refusing to soften under the interested eyes of the crowd. The sticky trails of beer made shining lines down her body, creepy down toward the heart shaped shaved between her legs.
Carol swayed slightly on her feet. Her head felt warm and fuzzy. Adam still had seven cups in front of him while she had only one left. She had finally realized why the crowd was cheering on every throw she made.
Every time she threw the ball, her tits jiggled.
This match had been about sexually displaying Carol from the beginning. She never had a hope of victory: she had lost a larger game when she agreed to play. Carol let the ball fly with a deep, hot blush staining her face, painfully aware now of how her breasts bounced and jolted from the movement. The men and women around her didn't even watch where the ball went, their eyes glued instead to her beautiful, firm tits, now shiny and sticky with spilled beer.
The crowd roared its approval as Carol's terrible throw failed to go anywhere near Adam's cups. With a smug smirk, Adam snatched up the ping pong ball and contemptuously sunk it into Carol's last remaining cup, defeating her with ease.
Carol gulped. The room felt like it was spinning a little. She had never felt less like a Goddess as she picked up her last cup. The crowd around her once again began to chant.
*Chug* *Chug* *Chug*.
"I... I will. J-just give me one second," she muttered to herself, too quiet for the crowd to hear. She tried to compose herself and calm the dizziness in her head, the sick roiling of her stomach, and the wet pulsing heat of her pussy. She was already horny from the watching eyes of the strangers around her, and for some twisted reason, the fact that Adam had just publically humiliated her in the game made her even hotter.
She just had to drink one more cup of beer. Then she could get away from this pressing crowd and find a quieter place to be alone for a moment. Just to get her bearings.
Adam was at her side, looming above her. Carol's breath caught in her throat. Despite the crowds, everyone had given her a lot of space tonight, so Adam being this close while she was naked felt strange and dangerous in front of all these people. Carol felt her already turned-on body reacting to Adam's strong male presence, heating up further under his commanding gaze.
Adam reached out and took the cup from her unresisting hand. "Let me help you," he said in a deep voice loud enough for the crowd to hear. Well. That was unexpectedly nice of him... Adam raised the cup to his lips and drained the warm beer into his mouth while Carol looked on. The crowd watched avidly, their eyes locked on the tall, victorious frat boy looming above the naked slut.
Before Carol even knew what was happening, Adam was leaning forward, his arms circling around her waist. Goosebumps rose on her as his fingers touched the hot, naked skin of her hips. His lips met hers. She was too shocked to protest. She realized with horror that Adam didn't intend to drink the beer for her at all.
The crowd erupted in laughter and wolf whistles as Adam let the beer in his mouth flow into Carol's. His hands roamed her swooning, unresisting body as she drank her last loser's penalty in the most humiliating way possible. One of Adam's hands teased an erect nipple as his other gripped and squeezed a lush ass cheek, much to the horny delight of the raucous, watching crowd.
Adam was showing the crowd just how much of slut Carol had become, taking the frat's private groping games and making them a public spectacle. As the winner, he was thoroughly enjoying his victory by showing his complete dominance over Carol the slutty loser. And it was turning her on just as much as it humiliated her.
Finally, Carol broke away, her breath heaving, tearing herself out of Adam's groping hands. She had to get away. Out of sight. She considered fleeing up to her room and giving up on the rest of the night. But she couldn't. She had to embody Venus tonight. Venus would never flee because some mortals sexualized her.
All she needed was a little break. Just a second to rest, to clear her fuzzy head, to tamp down the wild arousal that was threatening to overwhelm her. Her wild eyes looked around the room, seeing only eager, smiling, horny faces. Where could she go that the crowd wouldn't immediately follow?
The bathroom. It was the only choice. She could use the bathroom she normally showered in. Carol set off. Learning from Adam's cruel example, some of the bolder party guests reached out as she passed, and Carol felt the hands of strangers exploring her body in fleeting touches as she fled the dining room.
The crowd followed Carol all the way down the hall to the mercifully empty bathroom, where she slammed and locked the door. She collapsed onto the toilet, her mind and heart racing. Hopefully disappearing from view would cause some of the gathered crowd to lose interest in staring at her nude body.
Carol thought she had become immune to shame from public nudity. Otherwise she never would have considered coming down those stairs without clothing. But she had been wrong. She had gotten used to the boys around the frat seeing her naked body, but experiencing the disgusted, mocking, and aroused reactions of total strangers made her feel just as humiliated and rawly vulnerable as that first walk from the shower weeks ago.
Carol touched herself gently between her legs. She sucked in a hissing breath as a sickening jolt of arousal flared up through her belly at the slight stimulation. That gentle touch felt so good that she couldn't resist going further. Carol bit her lip hard to prevent even the slightest sound from escaping as she plunged her fingers into her sopping pussy. How had she gotten like this? So deeply, helplessly horny from her own degradation? Carol worked her slim fingers faster and faster, her legs quivering from the intensity of her frenzied self-pleasuring. At least this bathroom trip would give her a chance to take the edge off of her arousal before it made her do something truly embarrassing...
Carol looked up with a jump as a sort of scraping sound came from the door to the bathroom. Was someone trying to get in? Carol's eyes narrowed as she looked at the door. She had been too distracted to see it when she came in, but there was something strange about it. There was a perfectly circular depression in the center of the door, with a lighter color of wood beneath...
Before she could examine it more closely, the lighter circle of wood was removed and a thick, erect penis was quickly shoved through the now-open hole into the bathroom.
Carol gasped, trying absurdly to scoot back away from the invading phallus, pushing her naked back against the cool porcelain of the toilet tank. Someone had installed a fucking glory hole in the bathroom door, and now Carol wasn't alone in the bathroom anymore. She shared it with an erect cock, red and throbbing with the force of its anonymous owner's arousal. Not quite the calm escape from the sexual energy of the party that she was hoping for.
It was insulting to be honest. A crowd of people had seen her go into the bathroom, and minutes later a drunk horny man stuck his cock in through the door. As if Carol was such a slut that she would be willing to suck an anonymous cock the instant she laid eyes on it. Carol might be naked at a party packed with total strangers, but that didn't mean she was some sort of sex-crazy bimbo.
If she just waited a moment, the owner of the rudely intruding penis would probably get bored and understand that there was no way in a million years that Carol would suck an anonymous cock that was randomly thrust in front of her. Carol waited, her breath held, for the man to pound on the door, or slur some sort of drunken encouragement.
But nothing came.
Carol's tension slowly released. With her shock dwindling, Carol's arousal from her public exposure returned in full force. Carol's hand returned between her legs as her eyes studied the cock sticking out from the door feet away from her. She was hardly an expert on dicks: Tory's cock was the first that she had ever seen in person. This cock definitely wasn't Tory's. It was a little shorter and slightly thicker. But it didn't look bad. The combination of alcohol, her already aroused state, and the cock persistently jutting forward toward her was making her wiggling fingers feel amazing between her legs.
It made sense that the sight of a penis was so interesting to her. She was acting as the earthly avatar of Venus tonight, so of course she had an affinity for all things sexual. She told herself that it was perfectly natural that she was beginning to feel hotter and hotter as her eyes followed every soft curve of the male organ sharing the bathroom with her.
When Carol was with Tory, being close to his cock filled her with a pleasant feeling of weakness and eagerness to serve. She had always assumed that it was because of her special connection to Tory... But would any cock make her feel the same way? She burned with curiosity. There was only one way to find out.
With her heart pounding at how wrong the situation was, Carol slipped silently off the toilet, making her way crawling on hands and knees towards the glory hole. She wasn't going to touch the cock of course, she thought, licking her lips unconsciously. She just wanted to see what it was like to kneel beneath it and feel its power.
Finally, Carol was there, kneeling naked beneath the stranger's cock. She gulped. Without a direct comparison, Carol wasn't able to tell if kneeling humbly beneath a stranger's penis felt just as intense as when she was with Tory, but this submissive position was definitely affecting her. Her fingers roughly circled her clit, making wet sloppy sounds and beginning to drip a small puddle down to the bathroom floor. Her icy blue eyes softened and almost crossed as she stared intently on the hard cock directly in front of her, focusing on how good it felt to pleasure herself in the presence of this overwhelming masculinity. She tried hard to resist the powerful need growing rapidly inside her. Fuck. The arousal that came from embodying Venus was harder to resist than she thought.
Ok. Ok, obviously she couldn't suck this cock. That would be totally degrading. It would prove to everyone that she really was a pathetic slut that couldn't resist dick. But couldn't she just tease it a little? Yes, that was totally empowering. She would teach this arrogant man a lesson by giving his cock just the faintest tease and leaving him begging for more. It was a dominant, sexually liberated thing to do. Worthy of the Goddess of Sex.
With one hand vigorously causing sloppy, obscene noises between her legs, Carol reached out with her free hand, trailing one slim finger down the length of the exposed dick. Carol heard the first sound from the man just on the other side of the door: a grunt of surprise. His cock twitched visibly, bobbing up and down as the man's pelvic muscles jerked involuntarily at the sensation.
Carol couldn't help but giggle. Yes, this was the right decision. She was in control, not him. She was a Goddess, granting the presumptuous mortal just the tiniest scrap of her favor. She dragged her finger slowly back down the twitching cock, then added her thumb and second finger, stroking the thick, hairy cock with a featherlight grip that she imagined must be mostly infuriating rather than satisfying.
The cock was so hard for her. It must belong to one of those boys who had been staring at her out in the party, getting turned on by her exposed body. Even after waiting patiently for several minutes, the cock was still flushed and straining, seeming hard enough to burst out of its skin. Carol had to admit a certain twisted pride at having this effect on a man. She truly was the Goddess of love, driving the guests of the party wild with desire. She bit her lip hard to keep herself from moaning. Her masturbation had become even more intense now that she felt a hard cock in her hand. Maybe the guests weren't the only ones being driven wild with lust...
Carol had unconsciously begun stroking the cock with her full hand, gripping it with her palm and five fingers in a tight, satisfying grip. Oops. It looked like she had gotten carried away. But it wasn't all about him, was it? Carol's satisfaction mattered too, and now that she felt the full heft and power of the man's shaft in her palm, the fingers working between her legs were feeling even better. It wasn't like she was sucking him off. That was what he wanted when he stuck his cock through the glory hole, but he wasn't going to get it. So really, she was still on top in this situation, even though she was now fully jerking his cock.
The hard dick felt amazing in her hand, but she felt a tiny, nagging, annoying craving for more. Nowadays her sexual play with Tory never ended with handjobs. It was satisfying to feel the power of a man's cock in her hand, but it was nothing compared to the humble, submissive sensation of holding his throbbing shaft in her mouth. The tip of the cock she was jerking oozed a tiny trickle of precum. She could imagine what it would taste like on her tongue. Salty and warm...
Carol realized with a start that she was drooling. This was getting dangerous. She really really had to resist sucking this cock. The embarrassment of staffing a glory hole that everyone had seen her enter would be crushing.
Carol just needed a little something to sate her appetite. Carol paused in her jerking, sliding her finger along the leaking slit on the anonymous cockhead and bringing it to her pink, pouty lips and slipping the shiny, sticky digit inside. It should have been disgusting -- would have been disgusting to her just a few months ago, but tonight the salty slime on her tongue focused her mind powerfully on her memories of sucking Tory's cock. Feeling so submissive and disrespected and pushed around...
The taste of the man's precum seemed to flip a switch in her brain. Suddenly the idea of being seen as a pathetic cocksucking slut on her knees at a glory hole wasn't as devastating as it had felt just seconds ago. It felt a little hot to be honest, to be demeaned like that. And the thought of holding this thick, hard cock in her slutty little mouth was sending tingles of pleasure down her spine. What was the worst that could happen? Everyone had already seen her go naked to a party. A little discreet sex play hidden behind a door wouldn't sink her reputation much further.
Maybe just a little taste... She could hold back and not let him cum. That way she would maintain her control of this situation.
Her cheeks heating up, Carol gave herself up to the power of Venus. She extended her tongue and licked slowly up the stranger's cock, hearing another loud groan of appreciation from the other side of the bathroom door.
By the time she reached the top of his cock with her extended tongue, Carol's hesitation had evaporated completely. She sucked the swollen cockhead between her lips and eagerly swirled her tongue around it, tasting the salty proof of the stranger's arousal on her wicked tongue. Craving more of the sensation, the stranger pushed himself forward even further, straining against the barrier of the door. Carol felt an absurd stab of pride. So her mouth was that good, huh? Enough to make him physically beg for more.
She began to work double time, using one hand to stroke the base of his shaft while her other hand remained busy between her legs, sending blossoming heat flaring up from her dripping pussy. Oh God... This was exactly what she swore she wouldn't do. She had completely lost her tenuous control of the situation, becoming the pathetic cock hungry bimbo that everyone assumed she was. It was so wrong. She was being such a little slut. She didn't care; it just felt too good. Carol was the Goddess of Sex. Submissive, slutty, degrading sex.
When the man behind the door came, Carol didn't even hesitate, she knew her role as a slut on her knees at a glory hole. She swallowed it all down, greedily moaning around his dick, feeling fresh waves of pleasure from her hand as it rubbed frantically at her clit.



Then, as quickly as he had thrust it in, the stranger withdrew his cock. Carol was almost disappointed. She had been close to orgasm, but she supposed she would just have to finish herself off...
Without warning, another dick thrust into the bathroom, taking its place at the glory hole. This new cock was huge, maybe even larger than Tory's. It also had a muskier scent. The massive cock's powerful pheromones worked their way into Carol's flared nostrils as her pupils dilated, staring at it with greedy delight. She worked her fingers deep into her needy pussy. This time she had no reservations. She needed more cock, and what was the difference between sucking one dick and two?
Not much difference at all.
Carol's lips wrapped eagerly around the huge dick. Her tongue swirled rapidly around the monstrous prick that barely fit between her plump lips. The overwhelming feeling of submission was even more intense with a cock this strong and masculine stretching her lips. Carol's hips rolled and bucked desperately against her slim fingers as she approached orgasm, spurred on by her humiliating submission to anonymous cock.
With a determined moan rising from her throat, Carol tugged and gripped the base of the massive cock, jerking its impressive length as her little mouth pleasured its head. She was riding the very edge of orgasm and wanted to cum right when this new glory-hole patron filled her mouth with his seed.
Her timing was perfect, her legs shaking and her pussy clenching around her fingers as her mouth was flooded with another load of thick semen, flowing in globby strands down her throat as she exulted in her orgasm, feeling at one with the Goddess.
Carol breathed a sigh of satisfaction as the large cock withdrew.
Another took its place almost instantly. Not as impressive as the last, but still long and rock hard and irresistible to a woman still riding high from her first orgasm of the evening.
Carol slurped and moaned and fingered herself once again, losing herself to her inner Goddess. For the third time that evening, she gulped down the hot semen of a horny stranger while humping her squirming fingers. Another cock took his place. Followed by another.
Around the fifth cock, Carol lost track of exactly how many men she had pleasured.
Carol frowned slightly as yet another cock slid in through the hole, this time a pale, unimpressive one. As the unappetizing cock cleared the fog of lust from her mind slightly, she realized that she might have a problem. How many men were in line out there? Now that she had demonstrated her willingness to suck anonymous cocks, she imagined that the glory hole would become quite popular. Becoming a cocksucking glory hole slut had been exciting, but her jaw already hurt from her enthusiastic service.
Reluctantly, feeling a little more used than excited, Carol took this new smallish cock in her mouth and sucked, using her expert skills to try to bring this new man to orgasm as quickly as possible. She didn't think it would be a good idea to force her way out with someone just on the other side of the door.
She would have to move quickly...
Luckily, whoever was on the other side of the door this time was a quick shot, firing a surprisingly large and thick load into Carol's waiting mouth within minutes. Carol swallowed again, now painfully aware of the warm, gooey loads of cum sloshing around with the beer in her stomach. When the cock was withdrawn, Carol made her move, pushing open the door before another man could take his place.
She was unprepared for what was waiting for her outside the door. A huge crowd burst into raucous cheers and applause as she exited, staring like a deer in headlights into half a dozen phone cameras that had been filming the whole thing. As she had feared, a long line of men trailed down the hall from the bathroom. They looked disappointed, but the rest of the crowd was ecstatic: they had caught Carol at the moment of maximum humiliation. Everyone there knew that she had just sucked off a parade of strange dicks willingly, and they thought it was fucking hilarious.
The breathtaking humiliation burned hotter by the moment inside Carol as the cheers went on and on. The bright flashlights of the filming phones lit up every inch of her naked skin, her tight swollen nipples, and her puffed up, leaking, freshly-fingered pussy. Carol saw the truth instantly: the phones had captured video of the men pressing their bodies against the glory hole, then her nude form emerging from the bathroom. The humiliating story couldn't be clearer to anyone who watched the shameful video.
To her horror, Carol saw that one of the frat boys had rigged up a crude Talley-board inviting everyone who had their cum swallowed by the slutty little streaker to sign their name in the wall opposite the bathroom.
The number of signatures sent a spiral of dizzying shame through her heart. No way. She couldn't have sucked that many dicks. How had she lost control so completely? Her stomach rolled as she realized just how many loads of sperm were swimming through her belly.
She had to escape. It didn't matter where. As she pushed through the crowd, they didn't part for her this time, forcing her to rub her naked body against the party guests as she squeezed through. Hands reached out to her, sliding over her hips, cupping her breasts, gripping her ass. Despite her mortification, the wandering hands relit the flame in her belly, coloring the terrible shame once again with a shade of lust.
Finally, she broke free into the kitchen with whistles, crude comments, and cheers floating after her. But the kitchen contained more party guests eager to crowd around her, leering and chuckling and edging closer.
Where could she go? There was only one other escape. Normally she wouldn't even consider it without clothes, but desperate times called for desperate measures.
Carol pushed open the back door and ran out into the cool night air of the backyard. Luckily, it seemed like the people in the kitchen couldn't be bothered to follow her into the chilly autumn evening. Her skin immediately prickled up in goosebumps in the biting breeze, but she appreciated the cold. It woke her up a little from her hazy nightmare of lust and humiliation. There were a few people in the backyard of the frat house smoking and talking, but they seemed to be too drunk to have registered Carol's arrival, and she was able to collapse onto a bench alone and have a few moments of peace.
God, even after getting herself off at the glory hole, she was still a sloppy, horny mess. If Carol from two months ago saw her now, she wouldn't be able to believe it. Carol used to think that her sexual desires were a small annoyance that she could deal with by hand on the rare occasions that they flared up. But now it seemed like her whole life revolved around sex. That was what the powers of the universe had chosen for her.
Carol shivered. She couldn't stay out here for long without any clothes. She would have to pull herself together and make her way back into the sexual minefield of the crowded house. The idea made her head spin and awakened the steady pulsing beat of arousal inside her.
All of the frat boys she had recognized inside had taken the side of the strangers, joining in with their mockery and sexual leering... The humiliating ordeal of this nude party would be so much more bearable if she just had one person who was on her side.
"There you are," said a deep gentle voice, making Carol look up from her self-reflection.
It was Tory, outlined from behind by the bright lights of the frat house, leaving his face in shadow. Carol felt a fraction of the tension she was carrying release. Tory could be a little pushy and annoying, but she trusted him more than any of the other frat brothers. Carol squinted up at him. The golden light pouring from the windows of the house shone off of naked skin on his torso.
No way... Tory couldn't possibly be...
As he moved closer and sat next to Carol, she realized that Tory's costume wasn't quite as slutty as hers... although it was close. Tory at least had a small loincloth. Other than that, his tanned muscular body was bare. The only other part of his costume was a wreath of greenery on his head.
Carol giggled, half in amusement, half in relief. Now she wasn't the only weirdo at the party. "What are you supposed to be?" she asked with a genuine smile.
"Can't you tell?" shot back Tory, flexing a little and giving a wink. "I'm Adonis."
Carol's teasing amusement dried up, her eyes going wide at the bold proclamation. Adonis... the embodiment of male beauty and fertility. The consort and lover of Venus.
Her consort.
"Tory... Why d-did you...?" Carol stuttered lamely, her eyes suddenly unable to look away from Tory's toned, naked body. His costume matched perfectly and suggestively with hers. If it were any other man, she would assume it was a coincidence. But she knew Tory, and Tory knew her. He was the black sun, and they had a powerful, entwined relationship. There was no possibility that this was a coincidence.
"Why did I dress as your consort?" asked Tory. His mouth wore a cheeky smirk, but his eyes were dead serious. "Because it's fate, Carol. I felt called to wear this. You must feel the deep connection between us. How special it is. How much deeper it is than what you have with the other guys."
He reached a hand out to her, and,despite the riot of butterflies suddenly filling her belly, Carol grasped it, feeling the warm strength radiating from his hand into hers.
"Yes, Tory," she breathed, "I do feel it. But... fate? I'm not sure I understand."
Tory shook his head. "You do understand Carol, you're just afraid. You're the center of female energy in this place of power. I'm the center of male energy. We need to harmonize together to bring balance to this place of power. And a couple of blowjobs aren't going to do the trick." His hazel eyes were deep, warm, and compelling.
Tory was talking about things that Carol thought were secrets between her and the divine. How could he know things like this unless they were really true? His hand felt rough and warm on hers and his body looked like it had been carved from marble. Carol could feel her desire for Tory swelling like a balloon inside her. She had been horny all night, but it had been directed at the arousing situation in general, not at any person in particular. Now her lust felt like it was concentrating on one point: the beautiful man sitting next to her.
Carol knew what Tory was suggesting. The ultimate act of harmony between male and female energy. Something Carol had sworn never to even consider trying. Her memories of Tory's cock filled her mind. This time Tory wasn't planning to stop at a blowjob. He wanted a fuller, deeper submission from Carol. The ultimate expression of receptive femininity.
"But, I... I don't... I mean, I've never..." murmured Carol with a shameful blush. Painful memories of growing up washed over her. Her and her friends agreeing that sex was gross. All of her friends abandoning her, betraying her, losing themselves to sex one by one. Could she really do the same, betray her own convictions and fuck someone?
Why was Tory making it such an attractive prospect?
Tory moved closer, sliding an arm around Carol's naked waist, drawing her close to him. His body felt warm and strong, and he was wearing a cologne that smelled delicious, spicy and complex. "That's OK, Carol," he said gently, murmuring in her ear, "It doesn't matter how inexperienced or nervous or awkward you feel about sex normally. Tonight you're Venus, remember? Sex is as natural to you as breathing. You are the mistress of love."
"T-tory, I..." whimpered Carol, closing her eyes, to focus on the torrent of raw desire that the touch of her Adonis was pouring into her. "Shhhh," said Tory, "Don't speak. Just come with me. Tonight we'll give ourselves to each other completely. I'm not your master right now, I'm your loyal consort. I won't do anything unless my Goddess commands me."
Carol wavered. Tory was claiming that they didn't even necessarily need to have sex. But she knew what would happen if she went with him. The power of Venus was raging inside of her, and the power of Adonis was overwhelming Tory. If they went somewhere private, they wouldn't be able to help themselves. For the first time in her young life, that sounded absolutely divine to Carol.
She opened her light blue eyes and looked into Tory's. And nodded with a blush and a shy smile.
Tory stood immediately, offering Carol his hand and helping her up. She needed the assistance: her knees felt weak and her head felt light.
She was really doing this. These were her last few minutes as a celibate woman. She was holding the hand of the strong, confident man that was about to fuck her virgin pussy.
Carol could feel her eager juices slipping down her thighs at the thought.
Tory pulled her along, unresisting, back toward the house filled with horny strangers. But this time, things would be different. Carol was still on display, but now she had been claimed, marked for conquest by the handsome man guiding her. The image was humiliating in an entirely new way.
Partygoers looked up as they entered the warm, bright kitchen. Excitement lit up their flushed, drunk faces. They were happy to see her back. If anything, then looked even more delighted to see her led and controlled by a man almost as naked as she was.
"If you'll excuse us," said Tory with a wink as he pushed through the crowd, "We need to find somewhere a little more private."
Carol blushed scarlet in shame as the crowd let out a mocking 'Oooooooooh." Not only was she about to lose her virginity, but now the entire crowd of strangers knew that it was about to happen. Tory had just confirmed she was a slut to all of the party guests within earshot
Tory's face was blazing with triumph, eager to spread the word of his impending victory, apparently forgetting the tender promises he had just made to Carol in his eagerness to brag. He led her from room to room behind him, calling out the frat brothers as he saw them. "Hey Bailey!" he said with a wide, lazy grin, "Let people know that if they need me, I'll be upstairs with Carol!" Bailey gave him an exaggerated thumbs up, much to Tory amusement. The crowd around them chuckled and smirked, eying the sexbound couple with jealousy. Carol was certain that their humiliating progress through the crowded party would inspire more than one drunk hookup just from their radiating sexual energy.
Carol felt more like a prized possession or a beloved pet than a Goddess as Tory toured the rooms of the frat house, proudly showing off the body of the woman he was about to fuck. But, as usual for Carol lately, the more humiliating the situation got, the hotter her body felt. By the time they made it half-way through the house, Carol was panting and dripping, desperate for Tory to finish up his cocky display and just fuck her already.
Finally, after Tory had zigzagged through the party, making certain that everyone knew that he and the naked party slut would be alone for a while, they finally reached the stairs.
Adam was sitting there, leaning back against the steps drinking a bottle of beer, his eyes hooded and dangerous.
Tory looked taken aback for a second, but even the sight of Adam's foul mood couldn't dampen his enthusiasm. He started up the stairs, looking down at the seated Adam with a cocky grin. "Sorry bud," said Tory with a slight edge in his voice, "I'm going to be gone for a minute, me and Carol are going up to her room for a private chat." With a smug look on his face, Tory patted Adam on the shoulder as he walked past him. "Don't wait up. It might take all night. I think this might be a long, deep conversation."
Adam shrugged. His thin smile didn't reach his eyes. "No worries, prez. Me and Carol already had our fun at the glory hole. I don't mind lending her to you after I got my rocks off."
This made Tory pause, he turned to look back at Adam. "Glory hole...?"
Now Adam's smile warmed his bright green gaze. "Oh yeah. She didn't tell you? She loved it. Good to the last gooey drop, right Carol? I've never seen anyone swallow that much jizz."
Carol could only frown, her hand feeling suddenly trapped and sweaty in Tory's palm. Wait, had she sucked Adam's cock at the glory hole? Suddenly she knew with rock-solid certainty that it had been the second one. The cock that had completely dominated her little mouth with its size. She had sucked Adam's cock now... and swallowed his cum. The idea felt wrong, but also hot in a twisted sort of way, like he had won an underhanded sexual victory over her.
Adam and Tory maintained intense eye contact. Carol looked back and forth between the two boys. What was going on here exactly? Were they fighting? Was it about her?
After another few seconds of tense eye contact between the two boys, Tory scoffed and continued up the stairs, leading Carol behind him.
"Enjoy it, Tory!" called Adam up from beneath them. "While you can!"
Tory didn't even reply, and they made their way up to Carol's room in silence.
When the door was shut and locked behind them, Tory sighed and ran his fingers through his hair, visibly putting the tense confrontation behind him. When he opened his eyes again, he was relaxed, giving Carol his usual confident gaze.
Then he murmured "C'mere, Goddess," with a warm, inviting smile on his face, and Carol forgot all about his chauvinistic display downstairs, the weird tense encounter with Adam, and everything else in the world, because the only thing she cared about was Tory's strong arms wrapping around her naked body, and his lips on hers.
Carol's body flushed with hungry heat as their tongues tangled together. She felt safe, and shamed, and powerful and owned all at once in Tory's embrace, and her body pulsed with her need for him. She had kissed Tory dozens of times, but this was different, her body knew where this kiss was leading, and was joyfully preparing itself, driving her to heights of physical arousal that she had never experienced before.
Driven by instinct more than thought, Carol's shaking hand fumbled at the loincloth at Tory's crotch, groping and squeezing the hardness there, the stiff masculine force that was all hers for the evening. Her lips stayed locked on Tory' while his hands gently but firmly roamed her body: sliding down the curve of her hip, whispering with a feather-light touch over her thighs, tracing the outlines of the heart she had sculpted, and touching her in the sweet, molten center of her sexuality.
With their hands on each other, Carol felt it at last: the feeling she had been searching for all evening. She felt the spirit of Venus filling her with wild, pure energy. Finally, she was the mistress of sex and love, not their plaything.
Tory was using his strong arms to maneuver her to the bed, half leading and half carrying. Carol gasped as he gently laid her back. She gazed up at him with eyes that were both fearful and pleading for more, her body trembling with lust and nerves.
"Relax, Goddess," said Tory gently, cupping one of her heaving breasts and rubbing soothingly. "Tonight is all about your pleasure. Sex won't feel good if you're so anxious," a devious look crossed his face. "I think I know how to help you loosen up a little..."
Tory's powerful hands flowed down Carol's body and spread her thighs open, revealing her dripping, swollen pussy. But instead of removing his loincloth, Tory sank lower, planting soft, hot kisses in a trail down her body until he was smiling up at her from between her thighs.
"Just lay back and let your consort take care of you..."
Carol's heart was in her throat. She had the absurd impulse to cover her eyes and hide. The sight of Adonis kneeling between her thighs was so intensely erotic that she felt like she was melting. She could feel his breath, hot and strong, on her most intimate place. He moved closer...



"Yes!" the word tore from Carol's mouth without consciously thought as Tory's experienced tongue slid into her, writhing and dancing over her slick folds with unmistakable passion. "Yes! YES!" She couldn't stop her approving moans-- didn't want to. Her hands tangled in Tory's sandy blond hair, pulling him close, her hips grinding against his mouth. It was so good! How had she disdained sexual pleasure for this long? Carol reached up to a breast with her free hand and played with her nipple, gasping and mewling with pleasure. Her sweet voice built up again, stronger and sweeter than ever before, refusing to be bound by shame or guilt.
"Fuck! Yes! Right there! Don't stop!"
...
The crowd in the living room looked up with grins of barely suppressed amusement as Carol's desperate moans filtered down through the house, loud enough to pass through multiple floors. Scooter stood in front of them with his hand cupped to his ear in a dramatic pose while holding a finger to his grinning mouth. The drunk quests were doing an incredible job of remaining silent: it was worth it to listen in as the slutty little virgin got fucked for the first time.
Only one person didn't seem to be having any fun. Adam sat in the corner irritably jiggling a leg and taking sips of beer. Every once in a while he would glance upwards with a poisonous glare.
If anyone bothered to notice, they might have been disturbed by his mood.
It was usually bad news when Adam Ivanic got this angry.
...
Finally, Tory rose from between Carol's quivering thighs, crawling dominantly up her body and kissing her. Carol could taste her juices on his tongue. She could feel his intense heat and passion for her. His muscular form pulsed with raw masculine energy above her. Her hesitation was gone, replaced with a bone-deep instinctual need for him.
Carol's hand reached down between his legs again as they kissed, but this time she didn't just feel and grope him. She fumbled with his loincloth, pulling and tugging, forcing it down with desperate clumsy movements. Finally Tory broke the kiss, chuckling as he helped her pull the flimsy covering all the way off.
Even the moment it took him to undress felt like too long. Carol's desire for Tory bordered on pain. As soon as he finished undressing, she enfolded him in her soft embrace again, pulling him into her lips. One of her hands now went down to his cock, restlessly feeling and stroking its length. Her pussy ached with an emptiness she had never felt before, one that she didn't know she COULD feel.
She pulled back from the kiss, staring up at her lover with soft, adoring eyes. "I want you," she said calmly and clearly, all shame and hesitation gone for this perfect moment. "Take me, Tory."
Tory's eyes burned with smoldering heat, and his face for once wasn't mocking or smug or commanding. The only thing written on his face was deep lust for his Goddess. He repositioned slightly, moving his hips back, taking his place between Carol's legs. Carol's hand continued to hold his rigid cock, guiding him, positioning him at her entrance.
Suddenly, the moment that Carol had thought would never come was here. The emotional weight of giving a man her virginity felt immense, but, as strange as it was to say about any man in this fucked up frat house, she trusted Tory. And she did feel a connection with him, even if he could be kind of a jerk sometimes. She smiled up at the handsome, infuriating man who was about to fuck her with with bedroom eyes.
Her Adonis.
She had no regrets. She never thought she would want to have sex, but now she did. It was as simple as that. And if she was going to lose her virginity, it didn't get much more special than doing it while embodying the Goddess of love and sex herself.
Tory's hard throbbing length slid slowly inside her, stretching and filling her with a pleasant warmth that was unlike any toy she had used before. She couldn't help but let out a cute little coo of pleasure as his cock buried itself deep inside her well-lubricated pussy, filling her completely.
Carol pulled Tory down, kissing him while they remained there motionless, joined together. She felt closer physically and emotionally to him than she had ever felt with another person. She finally understood. If this was sex, she understood why people obsessed over it.
His lips still locked to hers, Tory began gently moving, taking it slow to give Carol's tight virgin pussy time to adjust. Carol had tried penetration before of course. What curious girl hadn't? She had pushed dildos inside of herself many times in the past. But this was different. Intense and red hot. The feeling of Tory's hard body pinning her soft curvy form to the bed made her nerves sing with pleasure, drawing soft moans from her even before Tory found his rhythm.
Carefully pacing himself despite his overwhelming lust, Tory thrust slowly and deeply, making Carol feel every inch of his cock. Carol's feminine instincts told her inexperienced hips what to do, and soon she was clenching and squirming on the tip of Tory's cock, gasping with pleasure at each thrust. Tory couldn't restrain himself any longer. His speed and force increased, his muscular hips pumping faster and faster, keeping time with the racing of their hearts as pleasure consumed them.
Finally, gasping and giggling, Carol held up a hand, cupping Tory's face. "Wait! One second, Adonis! There is something I want to try." Feeling wild and fierce and free, Carol pushed Tory onto his back, positioning herself above him. This felt right. This was the way that a Goddess would cum. She reached down and inserted Tory's throbbing cock into her slippery pussy once again.
It took her a second to find the right motions, but soon her hips were making rolling liquid movements up and down Tory's big cock, controlling the rhythm and pace like the Goddess she was. It felt like this is what her masturbation sessions had been training her for all along. Another coincidence arranged by the power of The Divine.
Tory looked up at her, suddenly smitten. A beautiful woman, firm tits bouncing and heaving with her enthusiastic motion, her tight belly writhing and tensing as she bounced on his hard cock. Her face was blushing, but happy, eyes closed in concentration and pleasure. Fragrant roses were wound through her flowing brunette curls, and in this moment, despite the cruel mockery that her costume had gotten this evening, she did look divine.
"Venus," said Tory with starstruck wonder, causing a bright, sunny smile to break across Carol's blushing face.
"Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me Adonis! I want your cock!" Came Carol's wild, moaned reply. Tory reached for her wide hips. He pulled her down and thrust his cock up forcefully into her even as she slammed her hips down desperately onto him. Together they chased the orgasm that was rapidly approaching for both of them. Their words lost meaning, becoming loud animal sounds of mindless pleasure as their bodies worked in perfect harmony, slapping together almost loudly enough to match their moans and grunts of pleasure.
Then Carol threw her head back with her loudest, deepest moan yet, her legs quivering and her back arching. She could feel the twitching heat of Tory's release deep inside her as her bright blue eyes stared wide at nothing, opened to feelings of true pleasure. Tory's fingers were squished deep into her hips as he held her close, still pushing upward in his last and deepest thrust, spilling his seed into her spasming pussy.
Then Carol was slumping down, falling pleasantly limp in the arms of her new lover. Tory drew her close, spooning her from behind as they both panted and basked in their orgasmic glow.
It had been a magical end to a humiliating evening. Carol would never doubt the divine again. The early evening was the worst humiliation that Carol had ever gone through, but it had served an important purpose: it had prepared her body for the true purpose of the evening: sacred sexual harmony with her consort.
Carol thought she could hear a loud cheering sound from far below in the house.
Shit. Had everyone at the party been able to hear her moans?
...
The raucous crowd cheered wildly for the loud sexual crescendo of Carol the slut's first real fuck session. Scooter high-fived Dave, both boys practically giddy with excitement. This could mean big things. Usually whenever a brother pushed the envelope with Carol, she extended the same privileges to all of them. And Tory the fucking stallion had just pushed the evelope in a major way.
Carol had always insisted that, despite how handsy she and the frat boys had gotten with each other lately, she would never be interested in sex. It seemed like that had changed. Who knew what was on the table now?
Scooter glanced over at the chair where he had seen Adam sitting earlier, but the tall brooding brother was gone.
That was strange. What was he doing while everyone else was in the living room, listening in?
...
Adam watched with a cold expressionless face as Tory and Carol snuggled. Even over the cameras, he could see that Tory was warming up for round two.
He pressed the button to turn the monitor off. He had seen enough.
So Tory wanted to play the big man, huh? He wanted to fuck around and play stupid games and steal Carol's virginity out from under Adam's nose. That little shit. If it hadn't been for Adam pushing him, the little pipsqueak would still be 'planning' and putting off the start date of his little project.
But that was fine. Tory had just overcome an important hurdle. He had managed to get the stupid little slut to give up her pussy by pretending to be sweet and gentle. Maybe it was useful for Carol to ease into sex with a wimp like Tory before Adam showed her how a real man fucks.
Tory didn't understand yet, but he would: Carol belonged to Adam. She was his, even if she and her 'Adonis' didn't know it yet. And Adam would be generous. He would let Tory and the other brothers have sloppy seconds.
But only after he had conquered Carol completely.
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"I got you something," murmured Tory. He ran his thumb over the small velvet jewelry box, feeling a little silly.
Carol looked up at Tory with a puzzled smile, and rested her head on his chest. "You got me a present? I didn't think we had that kind of relationship."
Tory huffed and looked away. "Jesus, Carol. I'm trying to be nice for once. Just... here." he pushed the box into her hands.
Carol giggled at the normally-cocky president's obvious discomfort, but her eyes softened. "OK, OK. I'm sorry, I'm just teasing you, Stud." She turned the little jewelry box over in her hands, staring at it curiously.
It had been a fun month since the Halloween party. The events of that night had awakened new... hungers in Carol. She didn't bother wearing clothes around the house anymore at all, and the slutty clothes that she once used exclusively for tempting the brothers had become her normal going-out clothes. It had begun to have an effect of how her friends and acquaintances outside the house saw her, but the appreciative states from strangers on campus made the loss of respect from her friends worth it. Carol had even caught the asshole TA from her literature class staring at her tits the other day, and he hated her guts. Her comfortable bras, ripped baggy pants, and shrouding sweaters gathered dust in her closet.
Carol's intense first time at the glory hole enflamed twisted desires in her as well. Tory knew that ever since that night, Carol was now blowing Adam on a regular basis. Other brothers were slowly discovering to their delight that Carol was willing to suck anyone's cock if they were bold enough to ask. All you had to do was get Carol heated up with a make-out session, and she would be more than willing to drop to her knees for you. It wouldn't be long before word spread, and she was blowing all of the frat boys regularly.
Tory wasn't sure how to feel about Carol's spiraling fall into depravity. He clearly didn't hold an exclusive claim to Carol's sexual activity. He never had. But he had to admit that it stung a little, the way that Carol was obviously unable to resist sucking Adam's cock despite how cruelly he treated her. In the end, however, he found he could deal with it. No matter what she did with the other guys, what he and Carol had was special.
The sex that Tory and Carol had on a near-nightly basis was mind-blowing. Tory had a great deal of sexual experience, but he had never felt anything like it. It was like they were perfectly in sync. When they lay tangled together, sticky and sweaty from their sexual exertion, clinging close and basking in the afterglow of their orgasms, Tory just couldn't care about what she was doing with other men. There was simply no way it could be as good as what she was doing with him.
Carol flicked open the jewelry box, and her teasing attitude drained away. She lifted the little silver charm into the light, watching it glitter. "The Venus symbol," she said in a stunned voice, "It symbolizes love, sex, and especially femininity." It was the typical circle with a cross extending from it that was used to signify "female". Carol studied Tory's face for a moment, trying to read his intentions. She had been half-joking, but she was pretty sure that fuck-buddies didn't usually buy each other jewelry. What was going on in that head of Tory's? Sometimes he acted like Carol was his personal fuck pet, sometimes like she was something more...
The symbol of Venus... it was a genuine ancient magical symbol despite its mundane modern usage, and it would fit right in among the other symbols on her bracelet. She never would have considered adding it before moving into the house, but now sexuality and feminine energy had become a major part of her beliefs.
It was a genuinely thoughtful gift, and despite its clear sexual connotation, it almost showed respect for her beliefs. Although Carol thought the idea of someone else adding a charm to her bracelet was a little strange, she appreciated the gesture.
"Thank you, Tory," she said, unclasping her bracelet and threading on the new charm.
Without warning, the door to Tory's room flew open. Adam stood in the doorway. His flashing green eyes saw them cuddled together; taking in the unclasped bracelet and the discarded jewelry box. His jaw clenched.
"Tory, Ryan and I would like a word," he said stiffly. Tory frowned, unconsciously pulling Carol closer to his side as he replied: "Can it wait?"
"No," answered Adam curtly, walking away without closing the door. Tory sighed and pulled away from Carol's embrace, finding his discarded jeans and shirt.
"Sorry," he said with a lopsided grin and a shrug. "Looks like no round two for us. Maybe later tonight?"
"Maybe," Carol said lightly, feeling a little miffed at being so summarily dismissed, "But no promises. My dance card is pretty full these days, Stud. I already promised Bailey I would let him teach me how to blow smoke rings. Amongst other things." Her eyes had a wicked gleam as she deliberately needled Tory. But he just chuckled and rose from the bed, cupping her face fondly in his rough hand before making his way out the door.
What exactly was so urgent about meeting with Adam? thought Carol with annoyance. And why was it more important than sex with her?
...
Ryan compulsively tugged on his goatee as he looked back and forth between Tory and Adam. He didn't know why it had come to this. They had a good thing going with Carol. Hell, even she was having a good time. But once again, two big dumb guys with the self-restraint of kindergarteners had to turn it into a dick-measuring contest.
"Are you fucking kidding me, dude?" asked Adam, cold and furious, his muscles straining as he tightly folded his arms. "Jewelry? The whole point of this is to turn Carol into the frat's house slut. Not for you to get a girlfriend." He laid thick, sarcastic emphasis on the last word like the very concept was laughable.
It actually surprised Ryan that it had taken Adam this long to blow up. For someone as proud and self-centered as Adam, it must be infuriating that Carol exclusively fucked Tory. No doubt Adam had been distracted by his daily blowjobs for a while, but Ryan had known for a while that this confrontation was coming.
"I can buy whatever I want for whoever I want," said Tory stubbornly. "Of course Carol isnt my girlfriend. Buttering her up is part of the plan. If Carol thinks we're trying to force her into sex, she'll start resisting. But If she's happy, she'll be willing to put out more. It's good for everybody." Tory was also to blame for this conflict, thought Ryan. It was easy to argue for the status quo when you had a privileged position, and it was clear that Tory had let his exclusive access to Carol's pussy go to his head.
Adam laughed bitterly. "Better for everyone, or just for you? So far Carol has been 'putting out' nothing but blowjobs for the rest of us, while her gift-giving sugar daddy gets to fuck her sweet little pussy every night."
Tory flushed angrily but kept his voice even as he replied, "Yeah, I meant what I said. It's better for everyone, asshole. I used to be the only one to get blowjobs, remember? And now everyone gets them. I'm breaking down her resistance over time. I won't be the only one fucking her forever."
Adam grinned. Ryan shook his head. He had to hand it to Adam, this is exactly how he told Ryan the conversation would go. "So you agree then, that we should push Carol to have sex with other people?" demanded Adam.
Tory looked taken aback. "Um, well... yeah. At some point," he said, his voice a little reluctant.
"Great," said Adam smugly, "Because Ryan and I have cooked up a little plan for our upcoming Thanksgiving break that will easily accomplish that goal."
Tory didn't look pleased, but he had just said that he agreed with the goal in theory, so he couldn't think up a convincing excuse. Tory had fallen neatly into Adam's trap, and in the process, was about to lose his sweet position as Carol's only sex partner. Ryan felt a little sorry for him, but fair was fair. Besides, Ryan had his own plans for how to have fun with Carol once she spread the love a little.
Ryan sighed in relief as he pulled the planning sketchbook from his backpack. Even though Tory wasn't happy, the confrontation could have easily turned into a physical fight, and that had been avoided. Tory grimaced down at the sketchbook as Adam ran through the plan for Thanksgiving break.
The frat president clearly wasn't happy with the plan for Thanksgiving break, but he had to understand that things wouldn't stay the same forever. Tory himself had said it: it seemed like there were no limits to what they could get Carol to do. Their training wouldn't stop until Carol was a total slut.
And it was past time to push her further down that road.
...
It had been a while since Carol had gotten a message from the divine. Long enough that she had started to believe that her mission was fulfilled. She had done everything the divine had asked of her, becoming submissive and accepting of the tainted male energies of the house, even embodying the Goddess of Sex and Love despite her previous distaste for sex.
Carol had assumed that the place of power was now in balance thanks to her efforts.
She still lit her candles and meditated, but for a month her mirror had remained clear and clean. Today was different. She found her heart pulsing with a mix of anticipation and anxiety as the smoke of her candle stained the mirror.
Every time the divine had given her a mission, it had led to some new, deeper sexual humiliation. She dreaded and, on another level, yearned for whatever the spirits would require of her next.
The image was visible before the words filled in completely. It showed a woman holding up a cornucopia overflowing with fruits. As she waited for the words to become clear beneath the image, Carol tried to puzzle out the meaning of the symbolism. Was she meant to feed others her energy? Nuture them somehow?
After a few more minutes, Carol could finally read the message. "In the season of harvest, Gaia, Mother Earth herself, gives her gifts to all with bottomless generosity and selflessness. Gaia refuses no requests from the people of the earth. In this harvest season, be as giving and selfless as Gaia. Refuse no one, no matter how much they ask of you."
Unlike the last message, Carol understood this one immediately. She wished she didn't.
Up until now, Carol had been careful to draw clear boundaries with the frat boys. True, those lines had shifted over time, but it was important that limits existed, and that Carol controlled them. It ensured that, no matter how slutty Carol got, she was in control of her body and sexuality.
The message was clear. Carol was to offer herself completely to the men of the frat. She had to humbly fulfill any and all requests. And for the frat brothers, that would obviously mean degrading sex acts. The divine wanted her to have no limits at all; to be slavishly obedient to anyone and everyone during the "harvest season".
Carol bit a finger, staring into space as she thought about how far the boys might go if they knew she couldn't say no. Was the divine asking too much from her? The situation felt dangerous. Who knows what one of the horny boys might request from her in the heat of the moment? On the other hand, the sexual danger of the mission was kind of kinky... and Carol was sure that the Divine had a noble reason for giving her this command. Just because Carol couldn't see the reason from her limited perspective didn't mean it was a bad idea for Carol to utterly submit to the sexual whims of the frat. It wasn't possible for The Divine to make a mistake.
How could she give up now when she had already come so far? She was committed to The Divine for the long haul. Besides, the mission was easier than it first appeared. There were just a few days left until Thanksgiving break, then she would be headed home to spend time with her parents. Probably the worst she would have to endure was being an especially dutiful daughter and saying yes whenever her parents asked her to help with the dishes. After Thanksgiving break, it would be fair to say the "harvest season" was over, and she would be in the clear.
She just had to make it a few more days without any of the boys catching on that she had sworn to grant their every desire.
Easy.
...
Carol knelt humbly in front of the seated figure of Adam Ivanic, cursing herself for her weakness.
"You said yesterday was the last time," said Adam smugly. His massive cock towered above Carol's furious, blushing face. "But I think we both knew that was a lie."
God, Carol hated Adam. He was literally what she had pictured when she thought of how bad frat guys could be. A cruel, arrogant, bully... with a big cock. Every time she sucked his dick, Adam insisted on demeaning her and rubbing her pathetic sluttiness in her face. Every time Carol swore that she would never do it again: she just wasn't the type of girl who would allow this kind of degradation.
But despite his terrible personality( or, shamefully, maybe because of it) submitting to Adam felt twisted and wrong and hot in a way no one else could match, not even Tory. The very act of putting herself in the power of a man that she despised; a man who had no respect for her, was arousing by itself.
And that didn't even factor in the size of his cock.
It was huge. Probably too big for many women, Carol would guess. But something about having her lips dominantly stretched by a powerful cock like this fulfilled a primal need in Carol. Every day, she tried to resist going back to Adam, trying to quench her thirst for domination by sucking other cocks, and focusing on her sweet, passionate lovemaking with Tory. But that frustrating need to be truly dominated grew and grew in Carol over time, until she was desperate to feel that humiliating submission to Adam's cock again. And so, despite telling him that she would never give him a blowjob again, Carol came crawling back over and over with shameful need racing through her veins.
For over a week, Adam had used her mouth on a daily basis.
"Fuck you, Adam," Carol said. She intended it to be strong and defiant, but it came out as a weak whisper. She rose on her knees and tried to hurriedly wrap her plump lips around his cock, but Adam grabbed her chin and stopped her. Shit. This was her least favorite part.
"Say it," said Adam with a steely glint in his eyes.
Carol glared up at him with loathing and lust. "Please," she said in a voice thick with shame and arousal, "Please may I suck your superior cock..." Adam continued to stare at her with eager expectation.
"...M-master," the last word was a miserable whisper. It was wrong to call him that. Adam was just another frat boy she played with to purify his male energy. He had no ownership or control over her. None at all. But Adam had been very clear: she had to say those words exactly, or no blowjob for her. And at this point, Carol just wasn't strong enough to resist her desire to suck Adam's cock.
Sometimes she worried what would happen if the rest of the boys realized how Adam treated her behind closed doors... and how much she liked it. The idea of the other boys following Adam's example of brutal dominance made her equally terrified and aroused.
In response to Carol's humiliating request, Adam leaned back in his chair and said "Granted", watching with glee as she began dutifully worshiping his cock. Carol quickly lost her shame and hesitancy as her inner slut took over, flooding her brain with happiness now that she was in her rightful place: sucking cock on her knees.
"I actually have a favor to ask in return today," said Adam as Carol's lips kissed softly up his shaft. She regarded him suspiciously, asking "What do you want, Adam?"
"Last year there was some trouble over Thanksgiving break," explained Adam as Carol buried her face in his balls, sucking and licking them with submissive enthusiasm. "While everybody was gone, some of the rival frats broke into each other's houses and trashed them. We need some people to stay and watch the house just in case it happens again. We drew straws for it. Scooter drew a short straw, but he says he can't do it, and no one else is willing to switch with him."
Carol saw where this was going, and she didn't like it. "Why can't you just lock the place up tight? I doubt any of the other frats hate us enough to trash our house," she said irritably. She felt a bead of sweat forming on her forehead. She didn't even realize how strongly she had come to identify as part of the frat.
Adam just shrugged. "We already decided that four people are going to stay over break. I want you to be one of them. Would you do that for me?"
Carol's mind raced as her lips sealed once again around Adam's cock, her other hand stealing down to rub her throbbing pussy.
This was bad. Carol's entire plan to get through this new mission safely was to escape to her parent's house so she didn't have to agree to any really bad requests. Staying here over break with three boys would make that difficult. Maybe impossible. It would only be a matter of time before one of the boys discovered that she couldn't say no to anything.
But Adam was asking her directly. If she said 'no", then escaping to her parent's house would be pointless: she would have already failed in her mission. The powerful sensation of Adam's massive cock dominating her mouth made it hard to think. She moaned in pleasure and frustration and writhed her hips up into her fingers.
She withdrew Adam's cock from her mouth with a wet pop. "I... I'll think about it," she whimpered.
"Good girl," said Adam with a grin. Then he grabbed her head and guided her back to her job; her true purpose in life: serving her master on her knees.
...
In the end, Carol had no choice She lay back on her bed, desperately trying to think of a way out of the predicament. But her mission from The Divine made things strictly black and white. She would either accept Adam's demand stay over the break, or she would fail in her mission for The Divine.
With a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. Carol took out her phone and texted Adam.
[If you need another person, I can stay over break.]
There, it was done. Carol had just set herself up for a stressful, risky Thanksgiving break. She hoped she would be able to avoid the three boys that were staying. That wouldn't be easy: Carol was certain that bored frat boys forced to stay over break in a nearly empty house would be especially interested in playing sexual games with her. And if they realized just how helpless and submissive Carol's new mission forced her to be... the thought made twisted, lustful fear lance through Carol's heart.
And shit. She had better call her parents. They were expecting to come pick her up two days from now. Carol began ringing her mom's cell while staring at herself in the mirror above her altar, looking past the smoke that spelled out her obscene mission. She was naked, which was usual for her nowadays. Getting in touch with her mom made the contrast of her former self with the slut in the mirror stark. What would her parents say if they saw how far she had fallen in service of her divine mission?
The uncomfortable feeling of disconnect with her former self intensified when her mother picked up. Carol chatted with her mother while totally nude, as if that was completely normal. She had certainly changed a lot since she had last been home. Carol had been too distracted this fall to keep in touch, and now, she thought, cringing with shame, she was going to have to break it to her parents that she wouldn't be home for Thanksgiving break either.
And she certainly couldn't explain why.



Carol spent some time on small talk with her mom, trying hard to catch up and create a feeling of connection before she broke the bad news. Her phone buzzed against her head. Probably Adam replying. She put her mom on speaker to quickly check what he said.
But it wasn't Adam. Carol lost track of what her mom was saying as she stared with anxious bewilderment at a text from Ryan
[Hi Carol! There's a favor I wanted to ask you... I saw this insanely hot video the other day. I know that you're willing to do all kinds of things with frat boys these days. Maybe you could do this kind of thing for me? If it's too kinky for you, I understand.]
He sent a video link.
What terrible luck that Ryan had a random, kinky request just when Carol couldn't say no. Her mom was telling a boring story about some minor issue she was having at her office job lately. "Wow, mom," said Carol distractedly, "That sucks!" Her belly rioted with squirming arousal as she stared at the video thumbnail. Whatever humiliating video Ryan had found, Carol would have no choice but to reenact it for him, no matter how bad it was...
The thumbnail of the video Ryan had sent showed a woman clad in gauzy blue lingerie that did nothing to hide her massive fake tits or her smooth-shaven pussy. Carol pressed play. The thought if waiting until she was off the phone with her mother didn't even cross her mind.
The woman in the video undulated, her hips rolling in dramatic swaying movements. Her taut belly seemed more liquid than solid. The barely clothed woman was putting on a show for a muscular man seated in a chair, gazing at her with smoldering eyes. Carol watched with sick fascination as the curvy woman approached the man, her stomach and hips still rolling, and began running her hands over his body, teasing him with her hands and rhythmic dance.
Ryan wanted a lap dance. A very physically demanding, deeply intimate personal performance. Carol felt heat pulsing her up from her core. Even now, this wasn't the sort of thing that she did. Sure, she was willing to let a man touch any part of her naked body these days. She was even willing to get to her knees and service any brother bold enough to ask for it. But she didn't need to seduce the boys: she got enough sexual attention without enticing them or putting on a slutty show. Just taking her clothes off was normally more than enough to have them drooling for her. Something about learning an obscene dance to arouse a man seemed even sluttier than agreeing to suck cock when asked.
If she learned an erotic dance to entice and arouse Ryan, it would be like she was so desperate for dick that she was willing to beg for it.
"Uh-huh," said Carol vaguely toward her phone as her mother droned on. Her eyes and attention were absorbed by the video. She watched as the stripper straddled the clothed man, her hips dramatically rolling and tilting as she rubbed her pussy up and down the bulge in his pants. Carol wasn't even sure she could do those movements if she tried... She focused on the mirror and experimentally began thrusting and swiveling her hips. The view of her moist, gyrating pussy revealed that the video wasn't completely repellant to her... it was undeniably turning her on.
"Hello? Carol are you alright?" Carol almost yelped in shock as her mother's voice finally got through to her. "Y-yeah, sorry," she said with a hot blush. "I just spaced out there for a second. What were you saying?"
"I was asking if you wanted me to bring anything down with me when I come to pick you up," said her mother's fond voice.
"Um... about that mom..." Carol tried to concentrate fully on the call, but against her will, her eyes had focused back onto the mirror. She felt like she could almost make her hips move the right way, if she just tried a little harder.
"... There's been a slight change of p-plans."
...
A few days later the house was silent and nearly empty. It was actually a little eerie. Carol was used to finding eager eyes and grasping hands around every corner. She almost missed the excitement, but maybe it meant that this break would be quiet and uneventful.
It was Thanksgiving day: the first full day of the break. Yesterday, most of the frat boys had gone home. Some of them left with reluctant expressions back over their shoulders: it would be a full week before playing with their pet slut again.
That left just four people in the house: Carol, Ryan, Tory, and Adam.
Ryan said that he had volunteered because his parents were on a cruise.
Adam said he didn't get along with his parents and never went home for breaks.
Tory had apparently drawn the short straw along with Scooter, who wasn't able to stay.
It was hard to imagine a worse combination. Ryan, the boy who had just asked her to practice a kinky lapdance for him, plus two boys who consistently pushed her sexuality farther than anyone else. These were the men she would stuck with for a whole week, unable to say no to any of their desires. The thought made her weak in the knees.
Carol considered hiding in her room, but immediately rejected the idea. Her only chance of getting through this week with her dignity intact was pretending that nothing was wrong. If Carol just acted like everything was normal, the boys wouldn't think to ask her for more than what she already allowed them At least, she hoped so.
Carol waltzed down the stairs naked like normal. Her face and body language were casual, but her stomach flipped dizzily. She probably should have realized that her stiff nipples were already giving her away.
As she reached the ground floor, Carol heard the boys banging around in the kitchen for some reason. Despite her caution, Carol wasn't able to contain her curiosity: she had to see what exactly the three boys were up to. Carol froze in the doorway as she entered the kitchen. The three boys were squabbling over some plastic bags of groceries and had hauled out the frat's mismatched collection of old pots and pans.
But, more importantly, all three boys were naked.
Tory smiled as he saw her. "Hey, sleepy head! While you were dreaming, we went out and got some supplies for dinner." His tone was casual, but, as he spoke, his cock slowly began to stiffen and his eyes freely wandered Carol's displayed body.
"Yeah!" agreed Adam, hauling a large turkey up onto the counter. "Why should we skip the holiday just because we're staying here? We're eating good tonight!" His joking words were likewise betrayed by the sight of his cock swelling slowly to its full, monstrous length.
"Why are you guys naked?" asked Carol bluntly, slowly entering the kitchen and keeping a healthy distance between her and the naked trio of frat brothers.
Ryan laughed, sorting through the random pans on the stovetop. "We don't want to have our cocks out around all the brothers all the time, but we three are pretty good friends. We thought since you're naked most of the time nowadays it would be fun for us to join you." As he turned to face her, he revealed that his cock was already rock hard and dripping with desire. Unlike Tory and Adam, she had never seen Ryan's dick before. It was a bit smaller than Tory's but well-shaped all the same.
Carol's eyes darted between the three naked men, their attitudes were casual, but their cocks were rigid with desire. She felt her body responding to the obscene undertones of the scene. She was familiar with penises now, but she only saw them in the context of submissive sexual service.
Carol's body whispered a bone-deep truth: the three men in front of her were primed and ready to dominate her. In response, her body prepared itself for sexual submission. Her heartbeat quickened, her skin flushed, her pupils dilated. She felt her pussy rapidly becoming wet as her nipples tightened and swelled even further. One cock had the power to make Carol aroused these days: three cocks were driving her to new heights of horniness.
Yet, despite their obvious arousal and their lingering eyes on her rapidly overheating body, the boys made no move. They stood discussing Thanksgiving dinner. Who would make what, what to make first... all of the mundane details.
The three men could see that they were obviously turning Carol on with their nudity, but they were ignoring the effect they had on her for reasons Carol didn't understand. They didn't even realize that Carol was more available than she had ever been: thanks to her divine mission, she would willingly accept any command she was given.
Carol's secret weakness and sexual vulnerability made the situation ten times more intense than it would have been otherwise: there was no safety net this time. The situation was fraught with erotic risk.
"You'll help us cook, won't you Carol?" asked Adam, his eyes alight with secretive amusement. "I think all of us could use a woman's touch."
Carol took a deep breath and smiled, doing her best to hide her nerves despite her clear physical arousal. What choice did she have? She had to give of herself freely, just like Mother Gaia did.
"I'd be happy to give you boys a hand!"
...
Carol's day with the three naked men was even worse than she anticipated. It was a slow, steady sexual torment of close brushes between nude bodies, "accidental" contact with strong male hands, and the ever-present image of cocks wherever she looked.
Her body refused to calm down. She stayed continually flustered and horny while she completed the otherwise mundane cooking tasks the boys asked for help with. Carol's overactive libido screamed that, with nude men around, sex could happen at any time, especially considering her humiliating divine directive. And so by the end of the first hour, Carol's nipples were sore with constant stiffness, and she kept having to excuse herself to wipe the evidence of her arousal away from between her legs.
But as Carol slowly became a clumsy, blushing, sopping-wet mess throughout the day, the boys refused to make a move. She had expected to be on her knees with a cock between her lips within minutes, but for hours and hours, nothing happened. Just lingering stares, vague flirty innuendo, and accidental contact. The boys kept up the erotic tension without allowing Carol any catharsis.
There were, however, a few... incidents during the day which proved that, despite their frustrating reluctance to engage with Carol, the boys were just as horny as she was.
While mashing the potatoes, Adam dropped a spoon with a curse and a loud clatter. But a moment later, a sly grin crossed his face, and his eyes flicked to Carol. "Carol, could you help me pick up that spoon?" he asked sweetly. It was an odd request. Adam was standing right over it, after all.
But Carol couldn't refuse.
She walked over with a nervous glance at Adam and knelt to retrieve the spoon. Adam clicked his tongue and beckoned her closer. "Not like that. Don't you know how to pick things up properly?" He pulled her with a firm but gentle hand and turned her around, her back facing him. He whispered in her ear, "Now, bend down and grab me that spoon." Carol shivered at Adams's commanding voice and the position he held her in. She could feel the energy and power of the tall, bulky man behind her. She swore she could almost feel his hard cock radiating heat onto her bare ass.
Tory looked up from the pumpkin pie filling he was mixing. "C'mon, man," he said testily. "We're cooking right now, stop messing with Carol." His hazel eyes were sharp, carrying some additional, unspoken warning.
"I'm not messing around," insisted Adam, "Carol wants to help. Isn't that right, Carol?" She felt overwhelmed by his power, Her desperately aroused body craved this dominant man's attention. Carol weakly nodded.
She bent slowly at the waist, her juicy butt pushing backward. She expected to feel it press against Adam's hard cock at any moment, but it never did. He must have backed up, once again denying Carol the satisfying sexual contact she was beginning to crave. But she could still feel his commanding presence looming above her from behind, his eyes on the ass she was submissively presenting for his inspection.
Carol had only tried doggy style with Tory once before letting him know that she didn't prefer it. She hadn't entirely been telling the truth when she said she disliked it; the sensation of being penetrated from behind had actually been intensely pleasurable. But for some reason, being fucked by someone behind and above her had inspired such deep feelings of inferiority that it had been a little scary.
Adam was in the perfect position to slide his massive cock into her presented pussy, right here in front of the other two boys, dominating her and claiming her for his own. She pictured the brutal erotic image so clearly that she almost felt it happen. It made her mouth dry and her breath shaky. That feeling of utter humility and submission that her doggystyle experiment with Tory made her feel was back, but even more intense: Adam was so cruel and dominant that she knew doggystyle sex with him would feel much more degrading.
Carol squeaked in alarm and desperate anticipation as Adam's strong fingers sunk into her hips from behind, possessively gripping her tight. She knew that he was preparing to pull her back and impale her onto his thick length. She could feel the male power radiating from his penis, less than an inch from her dripping pussy. She instinctively spread her legs wider: despite her distaste for Adam as a man, her body craved him.
She wanted his powerful cock to fill her up more than anything in the world.
"Adam!" said Tory sharply from across the room, his pie-making task forgotten. "Time and place, man."
The tall muscular man behind Carol froze. For a moment, it seemed like he might just ignore Tory's objections and take her pussy anyway. Then, with one last condescending pat, Adam's hands fell away from her hips. Carol let out a humiliating whine of frustration. "Just a little joke babe," said Adam as Carol straightened up, her glasses steamed up and her pussy dripping down her leg. "Tory is making a big deal over nothing, right?"
"R-right," agreed Carol weakly, making her way across the kitchen on trembling legs to help Ryan, who had been watching the entire exchange with a mix of anxiety, lust, and amusement.
Ryan himself had an encounter with Carol just an hour later.
Tory realized that they had forgotten cool whip, and insisted that Adam go with him to the store to buy some. Carol could tell that Tory was insisting so that he could keep an eye on Adam after the incident earlier, and felt a curious mix of relief and sexual frustration as the boys left the house.
Leaving her all alone with Ryan.
For a while, they just spent some time silently working on the cooking tasks that they had been assigned, warily circling each other and stealing tentative glances at each other's naked bodies across the kitchen. The boys' erections had come and gone over the hours spent preparing the meal (Men's bodies just didn't seem to be able to stay right on the edge of horniness like Carol's could). But right now, Ryan's cock stood stiff and proud once again. No doubt he was thinking the same dirty thoughts that were preoccupying Carol. With the two of them left alone, anything might happen.
Finally, Ryan broke the ice. "So tell me," he said with a faint smile. "How is dance practice going?" Carol felt a thrill of excitement. Now here was a topic that might go somewhere interesting...
"It's good," she said, biting her lip and approaching Ryan with a hip-swaying walk. Over the long teasing hours of knowing glances and flirtation, Carol had stopped fearing whatever sexual domination might be in store for her and had started craving it. Of the three boys, Ryan was the weak link. If Carol wanted to tempt one of the boys into relieving her sexual tension, Ryan was the perfect target.
"I'm just having... a little trouble with the hip movements." Carol was now standing right up against Ryan. His gently throbbing cock was just inches from her flushed skin.
"Maybe you could show me how to move..." she suggested in a low, smokey voice. Ryan looked over her shoulder, his head cocked to listen intently. When he was sure they were still alone, he looked back at her with a hungry grin. "Just one quick lesson. I want to be sure you're well-prepared after all."
Then his hands, smoother than Tory's or Adam's, firmly grasped the top of her hips. Carol began gently swiveling them, just as she had seen in the video. "You have to feel it in your knees as well," explained Ryan gently, his hands providing firm pressure to guide her movements, "You can use them to pop your hips up like... yeah! Just like that!" The wild, swiveling motion of her hips and Ryan's guiding hands on her body made it difficult to think of anything other than sex. It looked like Ryan was also having difficulty resisting his animal urges based on his breathing and the clear liquid oozing from his cock. Carol began rolling her belly in lithe, sinuous motions like the woman in the video.
With fierce, hungry eyes, Ryan led her toward a chair. She continued to roll her hips beneath his hands as they went, losing herself to the sinuous movements and the feeling of his guiding hands on her naked skin. Ryan fell back heavily into the chair, keeping his hands fixed in their position.
"Show me," he said, his voice for once confident and demanding. "Show me how you move those hips." She didn't hesitate. She wanted this even more than he did. Carol straddled him, her hips still moving in smooth liquid motions as she positioned her dripping pussy directly above his cock. With a wild grin of satisfaction, she began to lower herself, her thighs quivering with tension and anticipation. With aching slowness, Ryan's cock parted her lips, sliding deep into her slick pussy, stretching and filling her. Ryan took a shuddering breath and nuzzled his face deep between her breasts as his hips started to move...
They both heard the rattle of the lock as the front door opened. Ryan scooted back, withdrawing from Carol's aching pussy and grating the legs of the chair loudly across the kitchen floor. He hastily grabbed a paper towel to dry the pussy juice off his cock, finishing just in time. Adam stalked into the room with a suspicious glare, as though he suspected exactly what was going on. Carol and Ryan froze with guilty looks on their faces, but eventually, Adam seemed satisfied that nothing had happened. Carol wished he was wrong. She had come within an inch of getting fucked and satisfying her sexual cravings.
Tory entered the room right after Adam carrying a tub of cool whip, and the day frustratingly resumed its previous tone: a long slow nightmare of sexual teasing.
As the sun was beginning to set and their meal was almost prepared, Tory cornered Carol outside the bathroom.
Carol didn't even notice he was there before his arms were around her and he was pulling her close. Their naked skin pressed together, creating warm, smooth friction all over their bodies. The sensation was so delicious, and Carol was so on edge, that she moaned into Tory's deep kiss. Carol eagerly pressed herself closer and dropped a hand to grasp Tory's cock. For one sweet moment, he thrust against her hand, welcoming her enthusiastic service. But then he seemed to collect himself and squirmed his hips away from her.
OK, now Carol was starting to feel really annoyed.
"No, sorry Carol," said Tory with a pained smile. "We can't."
"Why not?" snapped Carol irritability. "What the fuck are you boys doing today? And don't say making Thanksgiving dinner, because that's clearly just an excuse to keep me close and tease me. "
Tory ignored the question. Whatever game the three boys were playing, Tory clearly wasn't willing or able to discuss it with her. He brought up a different topic instead: "Carol, listen. If Adam... If he ever pushes you too far, or does something... I don't know, bad... Tell me, ok?"



Carol squirmed out of Tory's arms and turned away, rolling her eyes. "So the pushy frat boy that fucks my mouth wants to save me from the other pushy frat boy that fucks my mouth. My hero," she said sarcastically, her words colored by her irritating sexual tension.
"Carol, I..."
Carol took a deep breath and counted to five. If her mission was to agree to everything, she also had to accept patronizing white-knight requests like this. "Fine," said Carol heavily, already on her way back to the kitchen, "If I ever think Adam is too much for me to handle, I'll let you know."
When they got back to the kitchen, Adam was lifting a perfectly golden-brown turkey from the oven.
"Set the table, ladies and gentlemen," with a jovial smile.
"Dinner is served!"
...
Everything looked delicious. The three boys didn't seem like the type to know how to cook, and Carol had never learned her way around a kitchen, but somehow they had scraped together a full Thanksgiving feast.
But despite that, Carol found that she had very little appetite.
Whatever the boys had been building up to all day was approaching. She could feel it in the air. She could see it in their tense postures. Adam tore at the food ravenously, his eyes never leaving Carol's body. Tory seemed to sensually enjoy every bite, carefully chewing every morsel. Ryan stirred his food around his plate restlessly, clearly a bundle of nerves.
When Carol dropped her fork and went under the table to retrieve it, she wasn't shocked at what she saw. All three boys were hard as a rock, anticipating whatever was coming next...
All three boys were completely focused on her, but they still made no move throughout the dinner. An underlying current of anticipation buzzed and crackled through every word of their jokes and small talk. Carol could feel it, burning in her blood like a fever: the long slow build-up of sexual energy between the four was reaching a crescendo.
Finally, even though they had teased her all day, it seemed like even the boys had had enough. Ryan set down his fork and said "Well Tory. Adam. Carol has been practicing a special dance for me. I thought we could have her show us as a little after-dinner entertainment." Carol's heart was in her throat. She had known from the beginning that she would have to give Ryan his personal dance at some point, but she had never expected that he would want it in front of the two other boys.
"Right here?" asked Carol in disbelief.
"You've practiced so hard," said Ryan in a voice thick with lust. "Don't you want to show off how good you've gotten?" Carol looked at the two other boys, half expecting them to object to Ryan's kinky exhibitionist suggestion. They said nothing, both simply watching Carol's flustered state with amused interest. Carol tried to calm down. She wasn't sure how she felt about doing something this sexual in public. She was naked in front of groups frequently these days, and frat boys groped and sucked her tits in front of each other all the time. But when it came to outright sex acts like blowjobs, so far she had always done them in private. Or at least behind a door. But now Ryan wanted her to show off an erotic grind-heavy dance in front of other naked men. It felt exciting and taboo, but also alarmingly demeaning. Whatever. She could survive one little dance.
And, more importantly, her body yearned for whatever her erotic dance might lead to.
Carol rose and stepped back from the table, taking a deep breath and clasping her hands above her head. Then, she began to swirl her hips and roll her belly, doing her best to recreate the stripper's dance Ryan had shown her in the video. The three boys looked on, mouths open, eyes wide, cocks stiff.
Carol had practiced this dance over and over again in the mirror since Ryan had asked her, determined to succeed at her divine mission. She approached Ryan with a slow swaying walk, running her arms up and down her body and through her hair, closing her eyes in apparent ecstasy. Finally, she halted her progress, standing above Ryan who looked up at her swaying nude form with desperate hunger echoing what Carol had been feeling all day. Carol felt her overwhelming arousal roar through her gyrating body as she swung her thick thigh over Ryan's lap for the second time that day, sending feminine lubrication dripping down onto his crotch.
Just as Carol was about to start the lap dance, she heard a chair grating across the dining room floor. Adam was pushing himself away from the table. He gave Carol and Ryan a hard grin and patted his lap. "Over here, Carol, I want you to show me your dance first."
Carol looked down at Ryan in confusion. He was the one who had requested she learn this dance in the first place. The arrogance of Adam demanding to receive the lap dance instead was so stunning it almost took her breath away.
"Don't look at Ryan, look at me," said Adam in a voice with just a hint of iron in it. "He's fine with it, aren't you buddy?" Ryan looked at Adam, breaking eye contact with Carol, and gulped. Not quite managing to hide his look of disappointed frustration, Ryan said "S-sure Adam." In a cracked voice.
Carol hesitated a moment, but when she locked eyes with Adam, she saw the dark, controlling passion there that always made her feel weak, and her resistance crumbled. Just like it always did for Adam. Carol swung herself off of Ryan's lap, leaving the poor frat boy there by himself, splattered with the juices of her arousal, but denied the touch of her pussy. With her heart pounding, Carol turned toward Adam instead and began moving toward him with her same practiced hip-rolling sway. Her tangled feelings of distaste and lust for the tall dark frat boy made her steps more hesitant, and her previous sexy sashay became something much more shy and demure, without losing an ounce of its eroticism.
Carol saw the truth in Adam's eyes. She wasn't sure about the other two boys, but Adam knew. He had read her utter submission in her eyes, and he knew that she was his to command. At this point, she could only feel a sort of twisted joy at her impending domination.
Carol reached Adam and trailed a single finger across his naked, chisled chest as she circled him. Adam's body was beautiful. Big, tall, broad-shouldered, and muscular. An image of masculine power. Her palm whispered over his firm chest and bulging arms, but her eyes were drawn like a magnet to his cock, standing up tall and proud between his legs. Tory was big, but Adam was massive, and his cock did something to Carol that she wished she could explain. Looking at it made her drool, metaphorically and sometimes literally. She wanted to touch it, to taste it.
She wanted it inside her.
The thought caused an absurd stab of guilt. That was silly of course. She was currently only fucking Tory, but that wasn't because they were any sort of couple. Their frenzied sex was strictly for ritual purposes. She had also technically fucked Ryan earlier that day... although his brief moment of penetration barely counted in her opinion. Craving Adam's cock still felt wrong somehow... but Carol was learning more and more that sometimes it felt really good to do the "wrong" thing.
With her heart filled with the same old overwhelming feeling of degradation and arousal that Adam always inspired in her, Carol swung one shapely leg over Adam's lap. His thighs felt like iron against her legs; all stiff corded muscle. His massive cock stuck up almost to her pussy, throbbing slightly with lust.
Carol felt her pulse running through her body in a wild rhythm. There would be no going back once she started the next part of the lapdance. She knew that Adam wanted to own and dominate her completely, and after her long day of sexual tension, she wouldn't be able to resist him. There was only one way this dance could end. Adam and Carol were about to fuck.
Carol glanced over at Ryan and Tory before taking the sickening, fascinating plunge. Ryan looked at her straddling Adam with undisguised jealousy. Carol couldn't blame him: the dance he had requested had been stolen before his eyes. Tory just stared at the scene with a sick fascination bordering on panic.
But neither boy said anything, and both of them were just as hard as Adam, if not harder.
Carol looked down, her breath now coming in hot, ragged gasps. In the video, the man in the chair was clothed. This next part of the dance would be utterly obscene with a naked man.
Carol lowered her hips slowly, crushing Adam's hard cock between her soaking pussy and his belly, then with aching slowness, she dragged her juicy cunt up the length of his shaft, leaving a smear of gooey female lubrication as she went. She continued to roll her hips, throwing her arms around Adam's neck for balance as she ground her throbbing sex against Adam's hard cock.
Carol let out a trembling whimper, feeling the hard shaft of Adam's cock grind against her slick clit as her parted lips stroked him back and forth, following the rolling rhythm of the dance. Unlike Ryan and the man in the video, Adam was unwilling to sit back and passively accept Carol's worshipful display. His hands rose confidently to grasp and rub Carol's tender breasts as she continued her obscene dance. Carol gasped as Adam's rough fingers pinched and pulled at her stiff, aching nipples, making them toys for his sexual amusement.
Adam's eyes made the humiliating, subservient lap dance even worse. His green gaze was mocking and lustful and possessive all at once, and finally, Carol was forced to close her eyes so that she couldn't see his expression anymore. She focused on the sensations roaring through her. It felt intensely humbling whenever she held Adam's cock in her mouth, but worshipping it with her hips and pussy was much worse. The slimy, hot friction between her legs and the shame of committing this degrading sex act in front of an audience combined into a powerful feeling bubbling up from her core. It almost felt like she belonged to Adam. Like she was his plaything...
Grunts and moans rose from Carol's lips, sounding lustful, but also whiny and frustrated. She pressed her sloppy pussy harder against Adam's thick shaft as he looked on with a smug sneer, unmoving, forcing Carol to do all the work. Carol couldn't even pretend not to want his dick anymore: she ground herself against Adam's superior cock with shameful need.
Finally, Adam rose, lifting her little body effortlessly. With one swipe of his powerful arm, Adam cleared a space on the Thanksgiving table, sending dishes and pans clattering to the floor. Carol's heart was in her throat as Adam's powerful hand bent her forward, just like she had done to retrieve the spoon earlier this afternoon. But this time he didn't back up. His fingers sunk deep into her squishy hips, and she could feel his burning hot shaft, still slick with her love juices, pressing against her ass. Carol's upper body pressed down hard into the dining room table, her tits crushing up against the wood. For one moment, she looked across the table to Tory, who was sitting with a stunned look on his face. She nearly smirked when she saw that his cock was in his hand. It looked like she wasn't the only one who found this situation hot.
But her attention was pulled back to the strong man standing dominantly behind her as she felt him positioning his cock at the entrance of her pussy. There was no taunting from Adam this time. His lust had gone beyond words. And, Divine help her, Carol wanted it just as bad as he did. Once again her thighs spread wider unconsciously as her body prepared to welcome the cock of the man who had owned her slutty mouth for weeks.
Carol cried out as Adam's cock slid inside her, stretching her pussy in ways Tory never had. Adam had none of Tory's patience or tenderness either. He immediately set a punishing, jackhammering rhythm, pulling Carol's thick hips back into him as he thrust powerfully forward into her body.
Carol let out a series of wordless, shaky moans. She knew after trying doggystyle with Tory that fucking Adam this way might feel degrading, but she still hadn't been prepared for how deeply this submissive position would affect her mentally. She felt degraded, owned, and conquered by the powerful man hulking above her from behind. It was like she was using her as a tool to masturbate his cock. And worst of all, the horrible feeling turned Carol on in ways she had never experienced before.
The table shook and plates clattered as Adam's strong cock thrust Carol against it. Carol's long day of sexual torment left her trembling on the edge of orgasm, and even though Adam was using and exploiting her pussy selfishly for his own pleasure, Carol was already fucking close. She began using the hip movement techniques from her dance to gyrate and grind her pussy back onto Adam's cock, making him grunt in pleasure and grip her hips tighter, pleased at her dedication to serving his cock.
With Carol's new riding techniques squeezing and milking his cock, Adam was soon right at the edge of orgasm as well, roaring in aggressive lust as he brutally pounded Carol into the table, claiming her as his own in front of the other two boys. Adam was clearly the top dog here tonight, fucking Carol first while the other boys were forced to wait and watch.
Carol frantically slammed her soft butt back into Adam's hips, joyfully participating in her own domination by Adam's massive cock. With a sudden tensing of his muscles, Adam grunted and thrust forward powerfully, spraying a thick hot load deeply into Carol's pussy. As she felt his hot, twitching release inside her, Carol moaned and trembled, swiveling her hips back against him, enjoying their simultaneous climax.
Carol slumped forward onto the dining table, feeling Adam's seed drip down her thighs as he withdrew. Adam moved back to sit in his chair as all three boys stared at the exhausted, well-fucked slut, collapsed over the table between them. Tory and Ryan were still pumping their cocks vigorously in their hands as Carol gasped and shuddered through the last of her orgasm, the convulsions of her pussy expelling more of Adam's cum to slide down her legs.
"Well!" said Adam cheerfully, "I think our little pet needs a little more love after her long horny day. Who's next?" Carol turned her sweaty, shame-reddened face to the two other boys, her eager arousal rising again to drown out her humiliation.
Tory hesitated, his eyes focusing on the messy load of jizz Adam had left behind. But Ryan was too horny to care, leaping up from his chair to replace Adam behind Carol.
Ryan pulled Carol away from the table as he slid his cock into her used pussy, compulsively running his hands up her body from behind to feel her tits as he fucked her. His hot, panting mouth was on her neck as he thrust in and out, kissing and sucking hard enough to leave marks. His cock was smaller than Adam's, but Carol's body heated up as she felt his manic, jealous passion for her in the straining of his hips. Her pussy made loud wet sounds as they writhed together. Ryan was fucking her while she was filled with another man's sperm. She was such a fucking slut... and in this moment, that fact just made her hornier.
All of a sudden, she realized that Tory had joined them. He was standing in front of her, and as she looked up, their eyes met with a flash of sparking energy. Carol read lust there on the surface but beneath that there was envy, affection, and even a little pain. Even gripped by her sexual fever, Carol's heart went out to him. She raised her hands and pulled Tory in for a tender kiss, saying without words that she wanted him too; that she had more than enough gifts to share, just like Mother Earth herself. Their tongues gently danced while Ryan crushed her breasts between them, still rapidly thrusting into her from behind.
Tory's eyes had regained some of their boyish mischief as he pulled back, and his lips pulled up into a smirk as he pushed down on Carol's shoulders, forcing her into a physically demanding bent-at-the-waist position. Carol giggled loopily as she realized where Tory was going with this. Well, if she was going to have a threesome, she might as well go all out, right?
Up until a month ago, Carol had refused to even consider vaginal sex. Now she had graduated to full-on spit-roasting. Ryan slowed his pace slightly to allow Carol to wrap her lips around Tory's cock, and then it was happening. She was being gangbanged. Something that only happened to the filthiest of sluts. But she had no choice. If she had become a debased slut, it was the will of the Divine. Despite her shame at how her body was being used, Carol couldn't help but feel a pleasant sense that she was the center of attention. She split her attention between the cock thrusting wildly into her sloppy pussy and the cock exploring her moaning mouth. Two different flavors of sexual experience blending together like chocolate and peanut butter.
She could get used to this.
After the sexual teasing games of the day, all three of them were on edge. Carol choked out cries of ecstasy around Tory's cock as this new sexual humiliation pushed her into her second orgasm of the evening. Her pussy swiveled and ground back eagerly against Ryan's pumping cock, seeking a second creampie. Ryan burst just seconds afterward, apparently sent over the edge by the sight of Carol's slutty orgasm. Carol felt a deep, primal satisfaction as another flood of hot, sticky warmth filled her and fresh trails of cum worked their way down her thighs.
That left Tory. Feeling warm and fuzzy and happy from her deep release, Carol turned all of her attention to her black sun, sucking his cock deep into her mouth and swirling her tongue. She wanted to do something special for him and let him know that just because he was the last she got off, didn't make him least in her eyes. Tory would get something the other two didn't: a little dirty talk and the sight of her eagerly swallowing his seed. Tory looked down at Carol, her face serene and beautiful, the semen of his frat brothers leaking down her legs. She beamed up at him and said, "I want your cum, Stud. Give it to me. Make me swallow it."
He couldn't refuse. Tory grunted, releasing his orgasm into Carol's hot little mouth as she looked up with soft, affectionate eyes. He watched as her delicate throat worked to swallow his thick cum, then she stuck out her tongue with a smile to prove her task was done.
Adam stalked forward, breaking the moment by pushing Tory slowly but firmly out of the way. With a cruel smirk, the tall dark frat boy took his still-oozing cock in hand and slowly and deliberately wiped it off onto Carol's wincing face.
"For the rest of the break, you belong to us. You're our obedient little sex pet. The word "no" isn't in your vocabulary. Understand?"
Carol looked up at Tory and Ryan. They didn't speak, but their eyes had the same hungry lust as Adam's. Carol looked back into Adam's gloating face, feeling his semen slowly flowing out of her conquered pussy.
"Yes, Master."
The title no longer felt inappropriate.
...
The three, excited, horny frat brothers used Carol's body for hours that night, fucking her in groups and individually, experimenting and playing with her body like they owned it.
Which, in many ways, they did.
Finally, in the early hours of the morning, Carol stumbled to the shower to rinse off the sticky layer of jizz covering her body, then went upstairs and collapsed into bed.
But unfortunately, Carol had to be up earlier than the three boys the next morning.
Before they went to bed, the boys had made a sort of schedule for when each man would be allowed to spend one-on-one time with her, dominating her exclusively. It made sense, in a twisted sort of way: group sex was fun, but each of the boys wanted to dominate Carol in their own way, and this way their demands wouldn't conflict with each other. Hopefully, it would keep these testosterone-filled boys from fighting over her like they almost had on Halloween night.



On this Friday morning, it was Ryan's turn. Carol had to admit that she was curious what he had planned. Ryan just didn't seem like the dominant type. She could imagine Tory and Adam dominating her easily, but her mind drew a blank when she considered what Ryan might have in store for her. Later this afternoon it was Adam's turn. She shuddered to think what he might be planning: Adam had always been a bullying asshole even when she was able to say 'no'. A step further from his normal behavior sounded concerningly dangerous and erotic.
But before Ryan had his turn, Carol had been given a humiliating daily task last night, and the boys had made it clear that they expected her to start this morning
Carol cracked open the door to Adam's room with a soft creak, hoping that she would see him already awake, eliminating the need for her subservient task.
No such luck. Adam lay dreaming on his back, eyes closed and eyebrows furrowed in his sleep, his sheets tangled around him. Carol slipped into the room and approached him, carefully planting her feet to avoid tripping over his discarded clothes. Adam had told her in no uncertain terms that she would be punished if he woke up before she started, and she didn't want to experience what Adam considered a punishment.
She made it to his bed with no issues. Adam's muscular chest still rose and fell slowly in the rhythm of deep sleep. Carol eased herself on the mattress, her eyes focused on Adam, watching for any signs of disturbance. Then she carefully lifted the sheet off of his body, exposing his nudity and the semi-erect cock laying dormant on his belly.
Carol carefully got down onto her elbows over Adam's lap and sucked his huge cock into her mouth, gently swirling her tongue around its head as she cursed the humiliating position that the Divine had forced her into this time. Now Adam stirred fitfully, his penis stiffening in Carol's mouth from the stimulation even before he was awake.
With a pleased groan, Adam finally opened his eyes, looking down with a sleepy grin at the naked woman who obediently crouched over his cock, servicing it with her mouth. "Well if it isn't my pretty little human alarm clock," he said with a hoarse, half-asleep voice, stretching his limbs luxuriously as Carol humbly continued her new daily responsibility. "It sure as hell beats a phone alarm." Adam sat up and not too gently brushed Carol away. "I'm not interested in cumming right now, Carol. I want to save everything up for my turn later today. You had better go give the other two boys their wake-up call before they get up on their own."
Tory was next. Carol didn't feel the need to be as careful in his case. There had been a few times so far that they had accidentally fallen asleep in each other's beds after a late-night "energy exchange" session, so she knew that Tory slept like a log. But he also slept on his side, so Carol was forced to awkwardly nestle in beside him to reach his cock.
Just as she thought, it took a lot to wake him. For a while, as his cock hardened against her expert tongue and lips, Tory just moaned in his sleep, his hips pulsing forward gently, thrusting unconsciously into the delicious pleasure of Carol's mouth. Finally, as his balls tightened against his shaft for imminent ejaculation, he woke with a gasp, compulsively pulling Carol's head closer as he came in her mouth. Carol envied him a little: waking up with an orgasm sounded like a fantastic way to start the day. Well, Tory seemed to love reciprocating when it came to oral sex... maybe after Carol had finished being a submissive fuck toy for the week, she could convince Torh to try out being an alarm clock for her once or twice.
Tory flopped onto his back with a sunny smile. "Morning beautiful!" he said, pulling Carol close, maximizing her skin contact with his warm naked body. "Ready for a fun week?"
Carol raised an eyebrow but allowed herself to be held for a moment, even snuggling herself up against Tory's chest. "Fun for who, exactly?" she asked archly. "I think my perspective as a sex slave might be a little different than yours."
Tory shrugged with the faintest hint of discomfort on his face. "Well, I can't speak for the other guys, but I tried to plan something for us you will genuinely find fun. Too bad I drew the short straw for the turn order. You'll find out tomorrow morning."
"Speaking of morning..." said Carol, disentangling herself from Tory's strong arms, "Ryan still needs his alarm." Tory groaned but didn't push her to stay. He had to respect the rules that the three brothers had agreed to, and the most important rule was 'no hogging the slut'.
A quick walk brought Carol to Ryan's room. She could tell immediately as she opened the door: Ryan was pretending to be asleep. Like a little kid waiting for Santa Claus.
Carol almost told him to open his eyes, but, as silly as his act was, Ryan was really doing her a favor. Carol was supposed to be the one to wake the brothers up, and by pretending to be asleep, Ryan was sparing Carol from an embarrassing punishment. Trying not to roll her eyes, Carol crossed the room, stripped away his bedsheets, and began sucking Ryan's dick without hesitation.
With the need to pretend gone, Ryan's eyes flew open, beaming at her with barely concealed excitement. He let Carol continue sucking for a while, staring down at her with a look of boyish anticipation, letting the tension build in Carol's heart. This was the man who would have Carol under his complete control for a few hours... What exactly did he have planned for her?
Finally, Ryan stopped her and swung his legs out of bed, waving for her to follow him. "Come on Carol," he said, grabbing a professional-looking camera off his desk, "Time to do something nice for all the poor frat brothers who couldn't be here this week."
...
"A little wider," said Ryan sharply, peering intently at the digital camera screen. Carol dutifully spread her thighs even wider, thrusting her glistening pussy toward the watching camera lens. "Adjust your hair on the left side. Perfect. Now for the final touch. Reach between your legs and spread yourself open. Great, show everything to the camera. We want Dave to go nuts when he sees this."
With a burning blush on her cheeks, Carol reached between her legs to expose herself fully to the shiny black eye of the camera.
Carol had been expecting a non-stop barrage of filthy, demeaning sex when the boys got her alone, but it seemed like Ryan had something much more... psychological in mind.
Ryan had set up a makeshift photo studio in the living room. As the 'artistic brother', he thought it would be fun to do a little art project with Carol. Carol would be making a personalized message for each frat boy who had gone home for break, featuring professional-quality, raunchy nudes.
"Now give me a smoldering look. Really eye-fuck the camera. Perfect, you're a natural at being slutty, you know that Carol?"
*Click*
The camera flash temporarily blinded Carol. When she finished blinking to clear her eyes, Ryan had moved to the attached laptop, applying some filters and lighting effects before he sent it off to Dave from Carol's phone.
"What caption should we send to our friend Dave with this?" he said, looking up from Carol's phone with a grin. "I'm thinking, 'Wish you were here'."
"Well, um, Ryan," said Carol nervously, closing her thighs They were already shiny with her arousal, even though Ryan hadn't touched her at all. Something about making slutty pictures for the boys that played with her body was arousing her on a deep level. Carol unconsciously slipped a hand down to cup her dripping pussy, as if she could somehow shield it from sight despite just displaying it to the camera."I d-don't want Dave to get the wrong idea. If we send that, he'll think that I am inviting him to fuck me."
Ryan focused his full attention on Carol for a moment, his gaze amused. "But isn't that exactly what you want? You've subconsciously wanted to fuck all the frat boys for a while now, Carol. We can all tell."
Carol shook her head vehemently, but suddenly she was too tongue-tied to respond. That wasn't true! Dave was just an average frat boy, neither her favorite or her least favorite. If she wanted to fuck Dave, it would mean she wanted to fuck all of the frat boys. The idea was dizzying. Being the sexual plaything of a whole houseful of men... her pussy becoming their free-use relief tool... It was an awful, horrifying, burningly erotic thought.
And sending out these photos would bring it one step closer to becoming reality.
Ryan watched the emotions play out of Carol's face with a smirk. "So... 'wish you were here'... sounds good?"
Carol couldn't look him in the eyes as she stiffly nodded her head.
"Let's do one for Bailey next, " said Ryan, returning to the camera. "Let's see, what haven't we done yet... what about a really teasing one? Show less to show more. Keep that hand between your legs, it's perfect: innocent but erotic at the same time. Cross the other arm over your tits... no, press a little harder to make them squish out on the top and bottom a little. Now cock your hip, really let him see the curve of your ass. Just like that. Now give the camera a knowing smirk: like you know the bad boy on the other side of the screen wants to see more, and he just might get to later."
*Click*
The camera went off, and Ryan hurried over to edit the photo.
"What do we want as a caption? What about, "I'll show you more next time we're together"? suggested Ryan.
Carol nodded distractedly, wondering how many pictures they had left to take. When Ryan spoke next it was almost too soft to hear:
"Oops."
Carol looked up sharply. "Oops? Why oops, Ryan?" she asked, getting up from the bench Ryan had set up for her to pose on. Panic began to wind tighter and tighter in her chest as Ryan failed to respond. His eyes were darting over the screen of her phone, but he didn't speak.
"Ryan. Why. Oops?" asked Carol insistently. The kinds of mistakes Ryan could make while sending naked photos on her phone were almost too catastrophic to contemplate.
Ryan looked up with a sheepish grin. "Uhhh, who's Brady, Carol? He might have just gotten a picture he wasn't expecting."
"You didn't!" cried Carol in horror, her stomach tying in knots of anxiety as she snatched her phone from Ryan's hands. She opened up her text history with Brady, ignoring all of the notifications from the horny frat brothers responding to her slutty pictures. She was already preparing to send an abject apology and beg Brady to delete the photo...
But there was nothing there. The last message in the chat was from when Brady had messaged her this past summer.
"No, I didn't," admitted Ryan with a snicker, "But you should have seen your face when you thought I had. Now I'm even more curious about this Brady. Who is he?"
"No one. Just a friend from high school," sighed Carol, going limp with relief.
Ryan tsked at her, shaking a finger. "There's more to it than that, Carol. Why was the idea of sending him this photo so scary?"
Carol really didn't want to answer, but she wasn't allowed to resist this week. "He... he asked me out in high school, but I said no. I told him..."
"You told him that you had no interest in sex," guessed Ryan with a chuckle.
Carol nodded miserably.
"So a boudoir photo of your naked body with a kinky caption would be hard to explain," said Ryan with amused understanding.
"Y-yeah," said Carol shakily.
Suddenly Ryan was behind her, and his arms were snaking around her body. He whispered in her ear, his breath hot and ticklish: "Wouldn't it be kind of hot to send him the picture for real though? To show him how much of a slut you've become?"
Carol shook her head, denying Ryan's twisted suggestion and the twinge of lust that pulsed through her body at Ryan's words. "No Ryan," she said with a decisiveness that she didn't quite feel. "It wouldn't be hot, it would be fucked up. Brady is a nice guy. He doesn't deserve to be... taunted like that!"
Ryan chuckled, low and rich in her ear. Carol had always thought that Ryan was innocent compared to the other frat brothers. But now she saw the truth; Ryan's desires were as dirty as the other boys, they were just less physical. "Oh please, Carol," he said in a voice voice dripping with arousal and amusement, " We both know that something can be fucked up AND hot. You should know that better than anyone."
Carol could feel Ryan's cock pressing hot and hard against her butt. He reached down to her phone, still held in front of her, and selected 'send a photo', then selected the image of her teasingly hidden nude body. It hovered in the chat window, ready to be sent with the press of a button.
"Think about it, Carol... Letting poor nice Brady know that you were wrong: It's not that you didn't want sex, it's just that he wasn't man enough to turn you on. Letting him know that you're now a sex slave to a house full of frat boys... and that was more attractive to you than dating him." The words sent a stomach-churning flood of sick warmth through Carol's belly. She tried desperately and unsuccessfully to force her body to stop getting turned on by Ryan's poisonous words.
"I bet he would be just crushed," continued the whisper in her ear, "But I bet it would make his little nice-guy boner stiff as well. Wimpy guys like your friend all get turned on by their own inadequacy. If you tell him, he'll rub himself raw to the terrible erotic thought: if he had just been a better man, your sweet pussy could have been all his."
Carol's nipples throbbed with painful stiffness. She didn't know what was wrong with her: she wasn't some evil slutty bitch that would get off on sexually humiliating her former friend. Ryan was just confusing her. She looked down at the screen of her phone. The photo that would drive poor Brady crazy with frustrated, jealous lust sat there, one button away from delivering its devastating, demeaning message to her high school bestie.
...If Ryan told her to send it, there was nothing she could do, she thought in a fevered, lustful haze. Her thumb hovered over the "send" button.
"Are you ordering me to send it?" she asked in a whisper made rough with repressed arousal.
Ryan laughed softly. "No. But I am ordering you to think about it." Steeling herself, Carol pressed the red "x" to dismiss the photo, breathing a shaky sigh of relief.
Ryan withdrew, his excited cock leaving a slimy wet spot on her ass. "Let's save that photo just for Brady, you know, in case you change your mind about fulfilling his pathetic wet dreams. I think it's perfect for your rejected buddy: showing that you're naked while hiding anything good. God, those mocking eyes. I think it would make him cry AND jerk off."
Carol shot Ryan an annoyed glare. She had made up her mind, she would never send her sweet friend Brady a photo like that. Ever.
But Ryan had ordered her to think about it. And even if he hadn't, Carol had the feeling that she would be obsessing over the twisted, erotic idea of humiliating poor Brady all day...
"We'll finish the rest of the photos another time," said Ryan, sitting in his chair and leaning back with a look of anticipation. "Adam interrupted us last night, but I still want that lap dance you promised me. Just like you gave it to Adam."
With a sultry smile, Carol began rolling her hips in liquid movements once again, prowling towards Ryan, who was grinning from ear to ear.
This was something Carol was more comfortable with. She would finally get the chance to work the horny energy Ryan's teasing had lit in her belly.
...
Despite his turn being directly after lunch, Adam didn't join the other three for the meal. It made Carol more and more nervous as time went on, until finally, she was done eating and there was just one option left.
She had to go find Adam.
Ryan had surprised her with how kinky his turn had been, and Carol couldn't help but suspect that Adam had something much more intense planned for her. He had always been the most dominant of the three after all.
As she entered his room, she saw Adam waiting for her, sitting in his desk chair and watching the door with his luminous green eyes. He had some sort of leather strap in his hand, which made an odd jangling sound as he twirled and played with it.
Adam didn't greet her or even change his expression. He simply said "Kneel" in a flat, emotionless voice, his bright eyes crawling all over her body with a faint look of possessive pride.
Carol fell to her knees in front of Adam with her heart in her throat, looking up at him with wide intimidated eyes even as she felt her body preparing eagerly for its domination.
Adam tossed the leather strap he was holding to the ground in front of Carol with a jingle. She looked down to see a black leather dog collar. The bone-shaped dog tag in the front read "Carol".
"Put it on," said Adam, his eyes boring into Carol and his mouth beginning to pull up into a smirk.
"Adam..." gasped Carol, an expression of disbelief on her face, "You can't be serious!"
Adam slowly rose. His cock looked long and hard and dangerous in the dim light of his room. He moved forward to stand above Carol, his massive cock blocking out her light completely. "Put the collar on, Carol," he said. His voice held no anger, but was deep and cold and iron-hard.
Carol felt that powerless, submissive, erotic feeling welling up inside her. The weakness that she always felt when Adam gave her his insulting commands. She felt the power of Adam's muscular body above her weak, kneeling form like it was a physical weight.
Carol looked down at the demeaning, ridiculous dog collar that Adam had chosen for her. Its intended message was obvious: a symbol of her inferiority and defeat. Carol's nipples crinkled and stiffened as she looked at the dog collar. A warm flood of blood pulsed rapidly through her body. Why did her stupid body respond like this to the objectively horrible way this arrogant prick treated her?
What choice did she have? Carol was bound by her mission for the divine. She tried to ignore the voice inside her that whispered the truth: even if she hadn't been forced to obey, Carol had never been very good at saying "no" to Adam. Her eyes downcast in shame, Carol's fingers wrapped around the collar, raising it to her slender neck.
Adam circled her like a wolf, watching from every angle as Carol participated in her own degradation.
"Those other boys think that the point of this week is for us to share you. I bet you thought the same thing. But you're all wrong. This week I'm going to claim you as mine. I'm going to turn you into my personal submissive sex toy. That's the true purpose of this week. That's why I fucked you first last night while those two pussies had to watch and jerk off. This week is about me and you, not those two losers."
Adam returned to his position standing above her just as Carol finished strapping on the collar. The tight feel of leather around her neck deepened her already intense erotic humiliation. Adam reached down and snagged the dog tag in his fingers, pulling Carol up onto her knees and forcing her to look into his eyes. "That's why you're going to wear this for the rest of the week. Especially when you're with Tory and Ryan. So that you know, even when those two little boys play their immature games with you, that you're still your real master's bitch."
His burning, merciless gaze held her eyes for a few silent seconds before he released his grip on her collar and let her slump to the ground. "Now bow," he said in a steely voice.
"B-bow?" whimpered Carol. She hated how weak and inferior she felt right now, but on some deeper level, her body craved this subjugation. She was beginning to worry that she would create a wet spot on Adam's carpet.



"That's my good girl," said Adam mockingly. "You're starting to sound like a puppy already! You heard me. I want that smug face and those pretty little tits squished against the ground. Now."
Carol had no choice but to obey. She bowed low, pressing her face and chest into Adam's carpet while her hips remained raised. Although she could no longer see him, she felt Adam circling behind her again. He began to speak again as he rifled through a drawer, almost as if he was talking to himself.
"Tory thought he was so smooth, taking your pussy like that," Carol jumped slightly as Adam slammed the drawer. "But everyone knows that a woman isn't fully conquered..."
Carol could feel a thick, cool goo drip onto her exposed, upturned asshole.
"... until you convince her to do anal."
The words sent a thrill of fear through Carol's heart. Anal play was something she had never even considered before. She knew academically, of course, that some people liked that kind of thing, but she couldn't really picture how it could be pleasurable.
But if her master wanted her ass, she had to be as giving as Mother Gaia...She just hoped that she could discover some sort of pleasure in Adam's anal play, because it would happen either way.
"Don't worry, my sweet little bitch," crooned Adam, gently working the lubrication into Carol's twitching asshole with his thumb. "I'm not just going to force my way in. It's not my intention to break you. This is all part of my plan to make you mine, and I don't break my toys. Anal sex can be humiliating, but it can also be addictive."
A spanked her ass lightly and said "By next week you'll be coming to my room to beg me to fuck your butt. You'll start skipping meetings with the little loverboy who fucks your pussy, because it just doesn't feel as good as having your ass reamed out by your master. That's how we'll know that you're really mine."
Adam ran some sort of cool cone-shaped object in tight circles around Carol's virgin anus. "So consider this week a crash course in anal pleasure. Lesson one: learning to love the feeling of a full ass." Adam pressed the sex toy against her butthole with slow, but mounting pressure, causing her to groan into his carpet with a mixture of shame, pain, and arousal. Finally, it popped inside, its t-shaped base catching on the tight ring of her anus.
For the first time in Carol's life, something had been stuck inside her butt. The strange feeling of her ass being filled and held open by a foreign object was confusing, but not completely unpleasant. As she tried to adjust, she felt Adam positioning himself behind her, teasing the swollen lips of her pussy with his massive cock briefly before slipping inside. Carol gasped, her back arching powerfully as she once again felt the submissive sensation of being fucked from behind by Adam's massive cock, this time with the extra, humiliating twist of wearing a buttplug at his command.
This time, as Adam pushed Carol down into the ground with long powerful thrusts, he used a hand to lightly tug and twist the butt plug, sending constant shockwaves of sensation wracking her body from her anus. "I told you this was a crash course, Carol," grunted Adam, plunging into her pussy with deep, powerful strokes as he relentlessly teased her ass. "Lesson two: learn to associate anal play with sexual pleasure."
Carol gasped and moaned, her hands scrabbling uselessly on Adam's carpet, looking for something to hold onto, trying to avoid losing herself in the tidal wave of submissive pleasure assaulting her senses. With each stroke, Adam tugged or twisted or rocked the toy lodged in her butt, creating a feeling that should have been painful, but instead seemed to harmonize perfectly with the rough treatment that Adam was giving her pussy.
"Luckily, it seems like you're a fast learner," said Adam smugly. "Now cum, I want you to feel what it's like to orgasm with your ass." It was so soon after he started, but shamefully, Carol had to admit that he was right, she was already at the edge of climax from just a few minutes of being fucked from behind.
Doggy Style.
And Carol howled almost like a dog as Adam slowly, tortuously pulled the buttplug from her ass, never stopping the deep, powerful strokes of his cock. She orgasmed, dripping submissive juices down her legs and trying to shut her heart against the traitorous feelings of subservience and adoration towards her master that welled up from her weak, submissive subconscious.
Adam withdrew, allowing Carol to collapse panting onto his bedroom floor.
Carol looked up at the cruel man who had sworn to make her his. Despite the loathing that she felt, his cock shone with her eager juices all the way down to the base. He held the hateful little buttplug in his hand as he smiled smugly down at the defeated woman on the floor beneath him.
"We're not finished yet, little bitch. Not by a long shot. I still have you for a few more hours, and we have a lot of training to do," he said gleefully.
If his arrogance wasn't misplaced... if he truly was able to break Carol's spirit and make himself her master, then Carol was well and truly fucked. Carol clenched her teeth in determination. She would be strong. She could avoid turning into Adam's loyal bitch over the course of this week, even while following her mission.
At least... she would do her best.
She was a little frightened of the fact that a tiny shameful part of her had started to think that having a big strong master like Adam might not be so bad..
...
That evening, Carol entered the dining room with an awkward, duckfooted step. Her hair was tousled, her body was sticky with Adam's cum, and the humiliating dog collar jangled on her neck. Forcing her to come down like this without cleaning up was a power play on Adam's part. He was making an aggressive, chauvinistic statement to the other two men: look how thoroughly I claimed her. Based on the stunned looks of frustration on the other two boys' faces, Adam's mind game was working all too well.
Carol hated being used like an object to prove Adam's dominance, but just like with his other disgusting arrogant behavior, becoming a statement of Adam's masculinity made her body light up with submissive arousal, and the look of confusion and frustration on the other boy's faces just made her hotter. Tory in particular couldn't stop frowning as he looked at her collar. Carol felt her neck itch as Tory's eyes traced the demeaning leather circle, with its cute little bone-shaped name tag. She squirmed on her seat, flooded with horrified arousal.
The dinner was tense and awkward, and for the second night in a row, Carol found she didn't have much of an appetite. Afterward, Adam forcefully suggested that they skip the group sex today because of how exhausting Carol's session with him had been. The other boys looked disappointed, but they agreed. They could see that Carol had been overwhelmed by her first day as a free-use slut, and both Ryan and Tory were too nice to push her further tonight.
With a feeling of relief that she wouldn't have to take any more cock in her sore pussy today, Carol rose, desperate to get to the shower and rinse off Adam's sticky residue. She had almost reached the door when Tory called after her.
"Hey! See you tomorrow, Carol. I can't wait."
Carol turned and gave him a lopsided grin, her new dog collar shiny and black against her throat.
"I'm looking forward to it too, Stud. See you then."
...
Carol grunted and rocked on her bed, working on the two homework assignments she had been given.
She teased her asshole with the small dildo Adam had supplied, keeping an eye on the timer on her phone. She had to fuck her ass for twenty minutes or until she orgasmed without touching her pussy, whichever came first.
It was clear to Carol that she wouldn't be able to cum from anal stimulation tonight, but to her surprise, it was becoming more and more pleasurable over time. It seemed Adam knew what he was doing when he trained her to associate sexual pleasure with stimulation of her asshole. It was possible that she would be able to orgasm ass play alone before the end of the week.
As she slid the dildo in and out of her tight asshole, Carol thought about Brady, her poor, sweet high school friend who had crushed on her so hard during the second half of their senior year.
The idea of sending Brady a taunting sexual message was wrong. Obviously. It was she would never do that to him... But it wasn't wrong to fantasize a little about what his reaction would be right? Seeing her body, naked, yet hidden... Knowing that she gave it freely to other men, but would never give it to him. Teaching him the devastating truth that, unknown even to Carol, her aversion to sex had been easily discarded once a real man came along.
Was Ryan right that it would turn Brady on even as it crushed his heart? Was her soft-spoken bestie from high school really that pathetic?
The idea was darkly intriguing.
Carol focused on the idea more and more as the dildo plunged in and out of her slowly-loosening ass, and when the alarm rang, it took her a couple of seconds to come to her senses and stop her anal masturbation.
...
Despite her sexual exhaustion the night before, Carol found herself feeling strangely fresh and ready the next day. As she woke up and did her hair and makeup, she eyed the black leather collar on her nightstand.
It felt wrong to wear Adam's declaration of his supremacy to her private session with Tory, but what could she do? It was a direct order, and the divine had said she had to agree to any and all requests. Carol imagined it would be emasculating for Tory to be constantly reminded that Adam had claimed her as his bitch, but he would just have to deal with it.
When Carol gave Tory his wake-up blowjob, he did grimace a little at the new jingling noise her name tag made. But he quickly smoothed his expression; Tory had chosen to deal with Adam's provocation by ignoring it.
Just like Adam and Ryan yesterday, Tory didn't want to waste his cum on something as boring as a blowjob today. "Morning beautiful," he said with a yawn, motioning for her to rise. "Once you get Ryan up, I want you to put on some clothes and meet me in the entryway. We're taking a little field trip today."
Clothes? A trip? Carol cocked her head at Tory curiously, but he refused to say any more.
"It's a surprise!" was his last word on the topic.
Carol's mind raced as she selected a tiny little pink crop top and a matching barely-there miniskirt. What was Tory planning? What kind of sex act had he thought up that couldn't be done in the house? She didn't know, but her wild imagination invented images that made her heart race.
Carol hurried down the stairs to meet a Tory, who welcomed her with an excited grin. Soon they were on their way, walking together through the cool fall air, apparently on their way to campus. Carol shivered slightly and gratefully accepted Tory's offer of his jacket and an arm over her shoulders as they walked. Her new slutty wardrobe wasn't designed for late fall weather. Hopefully, their mystery destination wasn't too far away.
"So how did things go yesterday?" asked Tory in a light conversational tone.
Carol couldn't help but laugh.
"You want a detailed description of how your two frat brothers fucked me, Stud?" she asked, still assaulted by giggles. "I didn't know that was your kink."
Tory had a good enough sense of humor to laugh along with her. "That's not what I mean, dummy," he explained fondly, "I don't need all the details, just give me the broad strokes. I want to know if my plan is similar to theirs."
Carol carefully considered how to answer. She had spent hours last night thinking about both Ryan and Adam, but her feelings were still complicated.
"Well..." she said thoughtfully, "It seems like Ryan is playing some sort of mind game. He thinks it will be hot to get me to... give in to a nasty thought I guess you could say."
"Kinky," said Adam approvingly, and Carol gave him a good-natured elbow to the ribs. "And Adam?" asked Tory, his voice growing serious.
"Adam's session was a lot more physical," said Carol flatly. She didn't really want to discuss Adam with Tory. For some reason thinking about both of them at the same time was confusing.
"I see..." said Tory, trailing off awkwardly. Carol remembered vividly how Tory had begged her to ask for help if Adam went too far. She could tell that he wanted her to ask him now, to beg him for help and give him an excuse to fight Adam and protect her. But she wouldn't. Carol might have changed a lot in the past few months, but she could handle a bully like Adam, even if he did make her feel helpless sometimes. Carol was under the protection of the Divine. There was nothing that Adam could do to truly harm her. She wasn't a damsel in distress, and she didn't need a knight in shining armor to save her.
Tory stopped, looking up at the building in front of them.
"The library?" asked Carol incredulously.
"The library," said Tory, almost vibrating with excitement. "Come on! Let's go." Tory led her by the hand into the quiet, unassuming campus building.
Tory nodded pleasantly at the bored-looking student at the front desk and led Carol up the stairs, deep into the silent, empty library.
Carol assumed that few people would use the library during Thanksgiving break. It looked like she was right: she and Tory didn't see any other students on their way to the highest floor, where they kept the dusty old shelves of newspaper records that no one ever used.
Carol looked around at the dim, dusty floor with a flat, unimpressed stare. "What, do you have a fetish for spiders or something, Stud?" she asked sardonically. "Why are fucking here instead of in your bed?"
"We're not fucking here, Carol," said Tory, pulling his shirt over his head. "This is just where we're leaving our clothes."
Carol's unimpressed glare slipped off her face as her eyes widened. "Wait... what do you mean?" she asked as she felt her pulse quicken.
'We're going to play a little game today, Carol. Think of it as a test of bravery. We're going to fuck somewhere in the library; exactly where is up to you. Hell, if you're chicken, we could even fuck up here with the spiders watching, just like you wanted," said Tory with a roguish wink, stripping off his jeans.
Carol's mouth quirked up into a naughty grin. Ok, she saw where Tory was going with this. "So you think the risk of getting caught turns me on..." Carol said with a raised eyebrow. She crossed her arms and pulled her skimpy top over her head, leaving her braless tits bouncing in the dusty air. "Well, I can't say you're wrong. It does sound kind of kinky."
The combination of her humiliated arousal during the Halloween party, combined with her public lapdance on Thanksgiving, had convinced Carol that she probably did have an exhibitionism kink... and it seemed like Tory had been paying attention as well.
Carol wiggled out of her skirt as she said, "You made the game too easy though! There's no one in the library during break except the library assistant. Unless we fuck on top of her desk, there's no chance we'll get caught."
Tory removed his boxers, revealing his stiff, throbbing cock, excited for the game to begin. "You would think so, but no. I scoped the building out yesterday. They're quiet, but there are usually three or four people here at any given time. We could definitely get caught if we're not careful."
Carol giggled and stepped out of her panties, crossing the room with a sultry, hip-swaying walk to grab Tory by the cock and lead him toward the stairs. "Well, I'm brave enough to leave the spider room at least," she said with a crooked smile.
Tory hadn't been lying, this did sound like fun.
On the fourth floor, Carol began to feel the reality of their risky sexual game. It was surreal to walk around the public building she had been in so many times before stark naked. If they got caught, they would be sitting ducks: their clothes were already a floor up, and would only get further away the more daring they got.
Carol's heart beat faster, making her feel alive. This public game was a new kind of erotic thrill for her, and she was discovering that she loved it. It was the same sort of thrill as going to a haunted house, where anything could be waiting for you around the corner.
She began softly stroking Tory's hard dick as they silently snuck around the floor. Should she play it safe and fuck here? They had those leather reading chairs... that might be comfortable. But as they turned the corner toward the leather chairs, Carol almost gave them away with a squeak of alarm. A girl in an oversized hoodie sat on one of the chairs, flipping through a graphic novel.
Carol was frozen to the spot, time seeming to slow down. The girl would look up, and see her naked body, see her gripping a hard cock, and know that she was a dirty slut. She might scream. She would definitely report them. The blood thundered in Carol's ears as shock paralyzed her.
Tory's strong arms gripped her and pulled her between two shelves, out of sight. Her heart hammering, Carol wrapped her arm around Tory's neck and pulled him in for a savage, silent kiss, pressing their hot naked bodies together as her hand slid compulsively up and down his cock. She felt so alive, so free, so fucking horny. As Tory's hand slipped down her belly to her pussy, she had to break the kiss and lead him stealthily away: if they continued, she wouldn't be able to hold back her moans, and they would get caught for sure.
Carol led them back to the stairs, her arousal making her bold. She wanted more. A bigger risk. A greater thrill. Her nipples pulsed with aching excitement in time with her heart, and she felt a needy dampness growing between her legs. She wanted to give Tory the fuck of his life... but not here. Not yet. She wanted to feel more of this erotic risk before they began. They should go down a floor. At least. As they approached the stairs, they passed the elevators. Which gave Carol a wicked idea...
"My legs are tired," she whispered in a pouty whine. Her eyes sparkled as she suggested: "Why don't we take the elevator?" Tory held up a hand to his mouth to hold back a shocked chuckle. It was an insanely risky idea. The elevator would chime when they opened, alerting everyone on the floor. And if someone happened in front of the elevator when the doors opened, there would be nowhere to hide.
In response, Tory grinned and hit the button to call the elevator. If Carol wanted to do something brave and risky, he was willing to match her dare for dare. He was no chicken. They both whipped their heads around to make sure that the floor's other resident didn't hear the elevator's chime, then Tory mockingly bowed Carol inside with a "ladies first" gesture.
As the doors closed and Tory punched the button for floor three, Carol shocked Tory by dropping to her knees and wrapping her soft lips around his cock. her tongue rapidly swirling and licking. Carol looked up and him with blazing, horny eyes. She was turned on by the kinky exhibitionist game more than Tory would ever have imagined.
She didn't stop bobbing her head and servicing his cock even when the elevator arrived on the third floor. Tory felt white hot adrenaline flood him as the doors opened and chimed, his eyes wide and searching to see if they had run out of luck and someone was waiting on the third floor, watching the doors open with shocked disgust. But they were lucky. There was no one there, the floor was empty and silent. Tory breathed a sigh of relief, but Carol, noticing that they hadn't been caught, gave a moan of pleasure and... disappointment? Tory couldn't help but smirk as he looked down at the desperate slut on her knees in front of him. Did Carol want to get caught? Was she not just turned on by risk, but by people watching her fuck? That was a kinky idea as well... but way too dangerous for both of their reputations. Getting a reputation as a party slut was one thing, but he doubted that Carol wanted to be arrested for public indecency.



Carol's eyes were hot and wild and mischievous as she continued to suck, with the elevator doors stuck open on the third floor. Without breaking her smoldering eye contact, Carol reached over slowly and pressed the first-floor button with one manicured finger.
Tory's belly swooped and turned over in shock as the doors slid shut. If the elevator went to the first floor, they were almost certain to be caught. The elevators opened just a short distance away from the service desk, in plain view. Tory could see the scene playing out in his mind as plain as day: the student librarian hearing the elevator chime, looking up instinctively, her face twisting with shock as she saw the obscene tableau inside the opening elevator doors...
Carol had eyes gleamed with wicked mischief. She started playing with herself as her head bobbed smoothly up and down Tory's cock. Wet pornographic noises filled the tiny elevator. So it was a game of chicken... Carol was expecting Tory to stop the elevator. If either of them pressed the button for floor two, then the crisis would be averted. This little horny slut expected Tory to lose his nerve before she did. Carol had pushed him up against the wall with her hot, wet mouth as the old library elevator slowly descended. If Tory just waited, then Carol would give in and press the button instead. The last thing Tory wanted was to look weak or scared in front of her. Carol's eyes darted to the side, eyeing the elevator buttons. Tory's fingers twitched, but he remained strong. There was no way Carol could beat him at this game.
But it turned out that both of them were too stubborn for their own good. Tory saw with panic that the elevator was already sliding past the second floor: next stop, public indecency. Carol's eyes grew wide as she realized what was happening at the same time as Tory... but her tongue and the hand between her squatting legs were moving faster than ever. Even as his body flooded with panicked adrenaline, Tory's cock felt incredible.
Maybe this was a kink of his as well...
Although his cock remained rock hard, Tory felt like he would faint from nerves. They were about to be revealed to the poor library assistant with Carol's lips still wrapped around his cock. The elevator lurched to a halt on the first floor. The elevator loudly chimed. The front desk of the library slid into view as the doors opened.
No one was there.
With lightning reflexes, Tory scooped Carol up into his strong arms and sprinted for the "popular fiction" racks barely ten feet away from the front desk. Just as they were out of sight, the library assistant stepped out of the bathroom, drying their hands on their pants, looking without much interest at the elevator doors as they slid shut.
Tory's breath roared in his lungs, and he had to fight not to gasp too loudly from exertion and fear. He looked down at the wild, sexy, horny woman in his arms. "Are you crazy?" he mouthed silently to her, his stiff cock pressed into her butt from below. Her only response was to bite her lip playfully, then grab Tory by the ears, pulling him into a breathtaking kiss, her tongue writhing with his, her hard nipples poking into his chest.
Tory set her down. He needed to touch her luscious, curvy body. Her tits, her ass, her pussy. He wanted to feel them all. Her soft little hands were once again all over his cock as they shared a frantic, passionate kiss. Tory couldn't wait. He had to have her right here. Right now. Risk of being caught be damned. He lifted one of her legs in a firm hand and positioned his cock at her soaking wet pussy, egged on silently by her eager grin.
Even with all of his sexual experience, this was in a class all it's own. As Tory's thick cock sunk deep into Carol's velvety slickness, the risk of being caught by the bored student just feet away made everything hotter,dirtier, and a thousand times more exciting. Tory had a hard time holding back. As he thrust deeper and more powerfully, he began to push Carol up against the bookshelf with the force of his passion. Carol was apparently feeling the raw passion just as much as Tory. She fiercely clawed at his back with one hand while the other clamped hard over her mouth, doing her best to remain silent in the face of overwhelming pleasure.
Tory could feel that they were both close... The danger and excitement of the game meant that they had both been turned on before they started. Tory couldn't hold back any longer. His cock hammered into Carol's juicy pussy with enough force to make the bookshelf sway slightly. The dog tag on Carol's collar jingled lightly, and fatally, Carol lost her balance. Just as the library assistant looked up curiously at the jingling sound, Carol was forced to take her hand off her mouth to grab the bookshelf, and at that exact moment Carol and Tory orgasmed together.
A wild slutty moan tore from Carol's mouth as she felt Tory flood her pussy with hot cum, shattering the silence of the library. The library assistant rose with a frown, peering through the semitransparent bookshelves at Carol and Tory.
"Hello? Who's there?"
Now that his cock was softening, the situation was beginning to feel more dangerous than erotic to Tory. He leaned down and whispered in the ear of his happy, dazed-looking lover: "We'll have to be quick, move on my signal." Carol gave him a wide, lazy grin, but she nodded. She looked out of it, but It would have to do.
As the library assistant approached one end of the bookshelf, Tory swiftly led Carol to the other side. In the instant that the library worker crossed the short end of the shelf to look down the aisle, Carol and Tory made a break for it, sprinting for the stairs.
Maybe it was due to the slow speed and laziness of the library worker rather than the brilliance of the plan, but somehow it worked. They made it back up to the fifth floor, got their clothes back on, waited for about an hour to give themselves plausible deniability, and then left the library with nothing worse than a suspicious glare from the librarian.
They walked home hand in hand, Carol gushing about how fun and hot the game had been.
Tory smiled to himself. Adam could try all he wanted to claim Carol for his own...
But Carol and he had something special.
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Carol shifted uncomfortably on her chair, trying to find a position that didn't put pressure on the tail-shaped buttplug that Adam had insisted she wear. The atmosphere at lunch was tense. Probably because of the night before.
From the first night, the boys had made it clear that the plan was for all four of them to engage in group sex on a nightly basis after their individual sessions were done. But it quickly became clear that personality clashes would make group sex difficult.
Last night, Adam brought one of his anal props to the living room for their foursome. Not just any butt plug either, but one in the shape of a fluffy, upturned dog tail. He had excitedly proclaimed that Carol's anal training had come far enough that her butt hole could handle the extra weight of the dog tail toy.
Tory hadn't been very impressed. He never had much patience for Adam's displays of dominance, and this was no exception. For a second, Carol had been afraid that it would come to blows.
Luckily, Ryan had somehow defused the situation. And before she knew it, Carol was riding Ryan's cock, while jacking off the other two men, one in each hand. The anger and tension had rolled in waves off the two men on each side of her and added a frightening layer of danger to the gangbang.
Adam, being his old predictable self, had obnoxiously tried to pull her attention away from Tory and make himself the focus by thrusting into her hand, maintaining a constant stream of dirty talk, and even trying to pressure her into a blowjob. Finally, Tory had snapped at Adam, telling him that he was dogshit at group sex, and everyone had stormed off to their separate rooms for the night.
Carol suspected that group sex sessions probably wouldn't be happening anymore.
Adam had taken his frustrations from last night out on Carol this morning, and once again she was sticky with jizz, conspicuously marked by Adam and sent down as a taunt to the other boys. As usual, Tory and Ryan tried to ignore the arrogant display of Adam's dominance, pretending nothing was wrong. Carol couldn't decide if she wanted them to call Adam out and force him to be nicer, or if she preferred that they stay out of it. No matter what they did, Carol herself certainly wouldn't be able to speak up.
The doorbell rang.
All four of them paused and turned their heads toward the entryway. Ryan's eyes flicked toward Tory. "Salesman?" he asked with a quizzical tone.
Tory shook his head. "When was the last time you saw a door-to-door salesman, dumbass?"
Adam rolled his eyes at the other two and stood, headed toward the stairs. The other three looked at each other for a moment, then stood and followed him. By the time they caught up, Adam was already peering down through one of the front windows. "Old dude," he said matter-of-factly, "With a clipboard. I don't recognize him." Carol looked over his shoulder.
Shit.
Adam might not recognize the older man on the front steps, but she did. Barney Haskell. The man she had met her first day on the job as an RA. "Oh fuck," she said faintly, "The university housing official."
All three boys stared at her in disbelief. Ryan was the first one to recover. "And why is he here, Carol?"
"I... I don't know," Carol admitted. She had been so distracted lately she hadn't been checking her university email very often, which was Mr. Haskell's preferred method of communication. Come to think of it, Carol had been letting a lot of things slip lately. She wondered if it might be a good idea to check her grades...
Tory called her back to reality with a sharp clap of his hands. "Ok, well, without knowing why he's here, we can't safely ignore him," he said with decisive authority. "Carol, hustle upstairs and throw on some clothes to go see what he wants. He's probably here to meet with you after all. We three boys will get put on some clothes and hide out in our rooms. Ok?" He looked around at the other three, for now he played the part of the confident fraternity president once again. Ryan, Adam, and Carol nodded.
By the time Carol threw open the front door, Barney was halfway to his car, preparing to leave with a sour expression. When he saw Carol was finally there, he sighed and tapped his fingers against his clipboard in annoyance. "I'm a busy man Miss Moehn. My email specifically said nine-thirty on the dot," he said peevishly, brushing past Carol into the entryway of the frat house.
"Oh, I, uh..." said Carol, blushing and feeling foolish, "I'm s-sorry sir. I must have forgotten."
Barney raised an eyebrow and gave her an unimpressed look. "You forgot the walkthrough audit? I have to say that I'm shocked, Miss Moehn. I hope you're aware that this evaluation isn't just intended to measure the effectiveness of the program as a whole, but your job performance as well," he said sharply.
Carol felt like a deer in the headlights. She suddenly remembered reading about this in the onboarding materials. The program was supposed to go through a complete audit during the first semester to measure its success and determine if the placement of RAs at frat houses would continue. But when she read the documents that first day, the audit had felt so far away that she didn't even worry about it. And since then she had been a little distracted. "Oh, well, what I meant to say was that I forgot the specific time!" she said desperately.
"Uh-huh," grunted Barney. "The first part of the audit is a short interview. One of the top priorities of this pilot program is for you to act as a good role model." Barney's eyes slowly traced down Carol's body. Carol's face turned pink in mortification. She had thrown on the first clothes she had been able to find in her room, but all of her clothes were slutty these days. She wore a stomach-baring cami top with 'Yes, Daddy!' printed in sparkly letters on the tight pink fabric stretched over her braless tits. For bottoms, she wore tight black spandex shorts, so tiny that half of her ass cheeks hung out. These sorts of clothes felt normal to her now. They even seemed modest considering that she spent most of her time in the house naked. But the disparaging glare of her boss was making her realize anew how revealing and slutty her clothes really were.
Barney's eyes finally made their way back up the her face. "Would you say you've been a good role model, Carol?"
Carol stood looking at her feet, tongue-tied and ashamed. Barney's critical glare said it all. She had been placed here to rein in the frat boys, but instead she had become their slutty pet. It was all to serve the Divine, but Mr. Haskell wouldn't understand that. If she tried to explain, he would just see her as a stupid little bimbo slut. This was the worst time possible to get turned on, but arousal and humiliation were so deeply entwined in Carol's mixed-up brain at this point that she could feel herself growing wet.
Barney shook his head at her awkward silence and viciously scribbled a note on his clipboard. "As you know, meetings to communicate policies are mandatory on at least a monthly basis," said Barney sharply. "Please describe your last meeting and how you covered the topics I communicated by email."
"W-well, um, I actually missed the most recent meeting because..." said Carol shakily. If she remembered correctly, she called one meeting shortly after she moved in. No one had shown up, and shortly after that, she had gotten distracted by her first mission from the Divine. She hadn't even attempted to call a meeting after that, and Barney's emails sat unread in her inbox. Another answer that made her look stupid. In theory, this interview should be humiliating. She was failing in a spectacular fashion that clearly highlighted her incompetence.
So why was it her making her so fucking turned on?
Barney shook his head and decisively checked a box on his clipboard. "Another major goal of the program is to reduce incidents of physical violence among frat brothers. Describe one time that you de-escalated a conflict between residents."
"I stopped a physical fight between two of the brothers," said Carol, feeling a little relieved. She was on firmer ground with this one: she was something she had genuinely accomplished.
"Ok, how?" said Barney skeptically, giving her an impatient "go on" gesture.
"I... Well, I..." Carol's face grew redder. She had actually stopped the fight by pressing her tits into Adam's arm and acting like a scared little girl. But she suspected that giving Barney the truth would not help her evaluation. Even if she did manage to tell him her slutty conflict resolution strategy, it would only make her look even more like a pathetic little airhead. Carol tried to think up a convincing lie, but she was getting so flustered and turned on by her show of incompetence that she couldn't think of anything.
Barney grimaced and made another checkmark on his clipboard. "Well... let's just move on to the walkthrough," he mumbled darkly, striding past the pathetic stuttering slut in front of him to examine the house.
It didn't go well.
The bags filled with cans and bottles in the kitchen raised hard-to-answer questions about how Carol enforced the rules on underage drinking.
Carol had no good answers for why she hadn't hung the posters of university regulations that had been given to her with her orientation materials.
But it all came apart when Barney started doing damage checks on the house. That's when he found the glory hole.
As he passed the downstairs bathroom, Barney froze, staring at the circular hole in the door with a look of disgusted horror on his face. "This had better not be what I think it is," said Barney stonily, his lip curling up into a sneer.
"N-no sir!" squeaked Carol. After enduring Barney's brutal evaluation for over an hour, she had entered a vicious cycle: shamed by her revealed incompetence, turned on by her shame, then further shamed by her arousal. At this point, she was trying desperately to conceal the fact that she had become a hot sticky mess from the humiliation of her poor performance review alone. "It's j-just a little joke. One of the frat boys made it for a party, and people think it's f-funny."
The glory hole really was mostly just a joke... Ok, Carol had given in the the boys begging and staffed it a few more times during parties since Halloween. But no more than six or seven cocks each time. It wasn't really that big of a deal. Carol inched to the side to try to cover the wall opposite the bathroom, but her strategy backfired, calling Barney's attention to the signature wall.
His mouth dropped open as he saw what had been written on the wall in Sharpie: Cum-Catching Carol's Wall of Shame! Sign your name if she swallowed your cum!
Below were over three dozen signatures, poorly blocked by Carol's body.
Barney's hands fell limply to his sides as he turned on his heel and started walking toward the entrance with a look of dazed disgust on his face.
"W-wait, sir!" said Carol desperately, blocking his progress with her body. "Where are you going? Is the walkthrough over?" It was a stupid question, but she needed to get him talking and gauge how much trouble she was in. Based on his silent reaction, she was worried it might be a lot.
Barney's dazed eyes snapped into focus, sharp with contempt. "Yes, Carol," he said in a voice usually reserved for five-year-olds. "The walkthrough is over. Your job is over. My job might be over. Not only did you fail to restrain the activities of this frat, but it seems like you have fully participated in their debauchery. I only hope that I can convince my bosses that this is due to your own personal failings rather than a problem with the system."
His words were harsh and his eyes judgemental. Carol realized with panic that he truly planned to torpedo this entire situation. Carol would be fired, with a black mark in her employment history. She would fail her divine mission, and the place of power would remain forever uncleansed without her help.
But Carol had noticed something when she had pressed up against Mr. Haskell to stop his progress: his words may be hard, but his cock was harder. The look of disgust on his face didn't tell the full story of his feelings toward Caroll. Mr. Haskell was a man after all, and he wasn't immune to Carol's slutty outfit, or the obscene images conjured by the glory hole and signature wall.
Carol had been trained well by the frat brothers over the past few months. Her body had become a slutty hammer, and every problem had started to look like a nail. Carol had learned a foolproof way to solve conflicts and change people's minds. Something that always worked with the frat brothers.
Carol slowly sank to her knees in front of Mr. Haskell, maintaining intense eye contact with her boss on the way down. The entire time, the knowledge burned bitterly inside her that she was only confirming his low opinion of her. She really was a stupid slut, Carol reflected painfully. She had failed utterly at her RA job.
And stupid sluts had just one way of making it all better.
Mr. Haskell looked down at her with a mixture of contempt and aroused fascination as she placed her hands pleadingly on his thighs and looked up at him with wide, submissive eyes. "Please, sir," she asked softly. "Can this just be our little secret?" Barney swallowed audibly as she unzipped his pants and pulled a thick, hairy cock from his fly, already stiff. He said nothing as Carol stared up at him with her big blue eyes and wrapped her lips around his prick.
She bobbed her head and swirled her tongue, bouncing slightly on her knees as she sucked off her boss in the hallway of the frat house. Carol had sucked so many cocks at this point that she was practically a connoisseur, but this had to be a new low. She was sucking cock to cover for her own pathetic failure; covering up her ineptitude at management and leadership with the skill she was truly good at. It made Carol shamefully aroused to realize that, despite her smug confidence in the beginning, she had proven herself unfit for a job as challenging as bringing the frat into line.
Maybe this is where she belonged instead: serving men on her knees.
Mr. Haskell finally broke the silence. "That's it slut," he said in a rough whisper. "Fucking take it. You know what? Show me your fucking tits." Carol, lost in the submissive haze of blowing a strange older man, did what she was told, rolling up her shirt to let her firm young tits bounce free, wobbling slightly with the rhythm of her enthusiastic blowjob.
"I knew you were a slut from the day you walked into my office," grunted Barney above her, gripping a handful of her brunette curls to roughly shove his cock deeper into her sweet mouth. "Why else would a pretty girl like you want to live in a house full of frat boys? Because you're hungry for cum, right?"
Carol popped free for a moment, red now not just from her deep humiliation, but from her exertion as well. "Yes sir!" she gasped hoarsely. "I'm so hungry for cum!" The frat boys had taught her to give men the dirty talk they wanted to hear, and agreeing with their demeaning words was second nature to her now.
Carol remembered that first day in Mr. Haskell's office. He had warned her that it was easy to fall into sexual relationships, and she had laughed at him and smugly said that had been impossible. Not only had Mr. Haskell been right, but Carol had fallen further and more completely than even he thought possible. The shame of her utter failure and degradation weighed on her as Barney reinserted his cock and used her mouth as a fleshlight. Barney saw her as a pathetic slut.
And he was completely right.
"Well if you're so hungry," grunted Barney, "Then I had better give you what you want. Get ready, Cum-Catching Carol. Here comes your favorite treat." He thrust one last time, pulling her head toward him to force her lips down to the base of his cock. Carol's nose nestled into her boss's thick pubic hair, and she could feel his cock pulse in her throat. For a long moment, Barney held her there, her lips tight on the base of his shaft, her nose filled with his sweaty musk, his thick cum spurting directly down into her stomach.
After what felt like an eternity, Barney released her head, allowing Carol to fall back on her butt, gasping for air. With a slightly softened, but still contemptuous look, Barney flicked some leftover cum down onto Carol's face, then turned his back.
"Mr. Haskell," Carol said timidly in a voice roughened by her throat fucking, "What h-happens now?"
Barney responded without looking at her. "What happens is I forge a new audit that shows you as halfway competent." he tore his awful performance review off of his clipboard and crumpled it into a ball.
"We'll both have to hope that no one checks up on you and realizes how useless you truly are."
With a cruel smile, Barney walked over to the signature wall and signed his name in an unreadable scrawl. Then he headed toward the door. As he passed, he patted Carol on the head and said, "Good luck with whatever you have going on here, slut. Call me if you're ever hungry for more than these frat boys can give you."
And then he left her there, panting on the floor with her tits out and a belly full of his cum.
The worst RA he had ever seen, and that was saying something.
...
Barney Haskell waited until he had driven a few blocks away from the frat house before bursting into laughter.
He wasn't sure exactly how the boys in that frat had managed to turn the smug frumpy young woman he met with in September into the red hot slut he had met today in just a few short months, but he had to commend their efforts. Carol had been transformed into a piece of ass that would make any man drool. There had to be some sort of evil genius in the frat if they had managed to pull that off.
Of course, Barney wasn't without a few tricks himself... He hadn't found it necessary to mention to Carol that the frat RA pilot program was almost certainly going to be scrapped immediately following Thanksgiving break. Which meant, of course, that a poor evaluation was very unlikely to matter either way as far as Carol was concerned.
So was it really necessary for the little slut to fall to her knees and suck off her supervisor for a better score?
Probably not, but that was Carol's problem, not Barney's.
In fact, poor Carol might not get the memo that the program was over at all. Barney would dutifully let her know in an email of course, but it looked like she didn't read those anyway. As far as Carol would know, Barney would continue to be her boss. And if Carol was willing to swallow his cum to sweep her incompetence under the rug, maybe she would be willing to do it again.
Maybe she would be willing to do even more than that if her Boss was disappointed enough in her.
...
It was three days after Carol had narrowly dodged a massive scandal from the University Housing Office. The crazy, tense week of sexual servitude was drawing to a close, and the sessions with the boys had formed a sort of natural rhythm.
Tory had continued to arrange increasingly daring exhibitionist games for them all over campus during his sessions. Each game included a real risk of being caught, and there had been a few close calls. Carol still felt her heart pound and a silly grin cross her face whenever she remembered them. Her mission meant that Carol had to play along with Tory no matter what, but she had to admit that she loved the kinky games. They made her feel alive, and unlike with the other boys, her time with Tory always made her feel like he was right there with her, submitting himself to the same risk and humiliation. It was fun and exciting, and made her look forward to her next session with Tory each time they finished.
The same couldn't be said for her sessions with Adam. Carol always felt a thrill of fear whenever it was time for her to visit Adam for his one-on-one time. His sessions were all similar: rough physical domination paired with intense anal training and filthy, demeaning dirty talk. But despite how degraded and inferior her training with Adam made her feel, despite how nervous it made her to walk slowly through the house to Adam's door, all of those negative emotions were entwined deeply with submissive lust. Just thinking about Adam's arrogant voice, his rough, self-centered style in bed, and his possessive obsession with her asshole made Carol feel weak and wet and hot down to her core.



And Ryan... Ryan was still working on his little mind game.
They had finished sending a personalized explicit photo to each frat boy who had gone home for break after their second session. Ryan had instead begun focusing on his strange sexual obsession with her high school friend Brady.
An obsession that Carol had slowly come to share.
Carol slowly realized over the course of the week that Ryan was the type of man who was primarily aroused by visual stimuli. Right now, Ryan had Carol in one of his favorite positions. She stood in front of a full-length mirror completely naked while Ryan stood behind her, reaching around her to play with her body. Putting on a show for them both.
"Tell me more about your high school sweetheart," whispered Ryan in her ear, predictably turning the topic back to the twisted game that he wanted her to play.
"H-he's not my sweetheart," said Carol defensively, feeling her nipples shamefully stiffen at the mere mention of Brady. Ryan's dirty talk about him had been relentless, and now thinking about him immediately made her horny, even though there was no logical reason for it. "We were just friends. He had a crush on me senior year, but I let him down easy. That's the whole story. I've told you this before!" she whined as Ryan's hands relentlessly caressed the curves of her body.
"And how did he treat you?" continued Ryan, his hands rubbing softly up and down her hips. "How did he show his... friendship?"
Carol frowned, glancing up at Ryan's eyes in the mirror. This was a new line of questioning. "He was really sweet," said Carol cautiously. "He was always buying me little gifts, asking how I was doing, and helping me out whenever I needed anything."
Ryan chuckled darkly. "Carol, I'm sorry to tell you this, but poor, inadequate Brady didn't just suddenly catch feelings for you senior year. He was desperate for you from the beginning. He probably jerked himself raw on a nightly basis for years dreaming about..." Ryan's hands slid up her body, firmly kneading her breasts, making Carol moan slightly in the back of her throat "Your perfect breasts..." His hand slid swiftly down to clutch and feel between her thick thighs, "Your tight pussy..." His free hand reached up to turn her head. His mouth roughly met her gasping lips, thrusting his tongue within dominantly. Finally, he pulled away, leaving a glistening strand of saliva. "...and your sweet kiss. But he never got any of those things. Why?"
"I... I didn't want those things," whimpered Carol, turning her face to the side to hide from her slutty reflection in the mirror. "It wasn't his fault. I've never been interested in dating or sex." Ryan's confident fingers were working themselves deep into her increasingly wet pussy, which was beginning to make embarrassingly squelchy noises.
"But that was a lie," whispered Ryan, "To him, and to yourself." He used his free hand to force Carol's eyes forward. And she saw what he meant when she locked eyes with the pathetic girl in the reflection. There was no confident, aloof woman here, focusing on higher spiritual matters. Just a juicy slut, spreading her thick, rounded thighs wider to allow a man's hand better access, her wide hips humping and grinding eagerly. Her nipples were erect on her gently wobbling tits, and her face was an open-mouthed, blushing parody of bimbofied, hypersexual femininity. A picture-perfect ditzy nympho eagerly giving her body to a man who wasn't even a boyfriend.
"So what's the real reason that Brady couldn't get all this?" prompted Ryan with an evil grin.
Carol knew what he wanted to hear. And by this point, the idea that he had drilled into her brain turned her on as well. "Because... B-because he wasn't good enough," she whimpered, her hips grinding hard into Ryan's hand. "I needed real men to show me the pleasure of being a slut, and Brady wasn't m-man enough."
Ryan chuckled. Finally, Carol had come around to his way of thinking. He reached down with slow, easy confidence and pressed Carol's phone into her unresisting hand. "Why don't we look at that photo that we took?" he suggested, his voice dripping with amusement. Carol didn't even bother pulling it up in her photo roll. She opened her empty chat log with Brady and selected the dirty nude under 'send photo". It filled the screen, with the blue 'send" button below it.
Carol didn't pose for the picture intending to send it to Brady, but it was perfect for that purpose. Her legs with slightly spread, with one slim hand just barely concealing her pussy. She clutched her breasts tightly, hiding the nipples but causing her tits to squish alluringly over the top and bottom of her arm. Her face was intended to be sexy and playful, but Carol knew that there was only one way Brady would read her expression in this context: mocking.
"Have you been thinking about sending it to him, like I told you to?" murmured Ryan as Carol focused on the obscene photo.
"Yessss," she hissed in pleasure.
"Tell me. What do you think of the idea?" pushed Ryan, intensifying his assault on her most intimate areas. "It's wroooong," moaned Carol in despair. "And cruel, and not what he deserves. But it... It's fucking hot ok? It's hot to think about sending him the photo and breaking his fucking heart!"
"Why?" asked Ryan triumphantly, reveling in his victory. 'Why is it so hot to betray your sweet, trusting friend?"
"Because it shows how far I've fallen," gushed Carol in a shaky voice, riding the edge of orgasm. "Because it takes a sweet innocent part of my life and ruins it. Because as pathetic and submissive as I am, the fact that Brady couldn't have me makes him even more pathetic. Because showing someone who desperately wanted me how much of a slut I've become shames us both, and shame turn me on!"
"Well said," agreed Ryan with satisfaction. But I'm not the one you should be telling this." He reached down, swiped out of the 'send photo' screen, and pressed the green phone button next to Brady's name. Carol looked down in disbelief as the outgoing call screen pulled up.
"What? You want me to... right now?!?" The unexpected action sent floods of adrenaline through Carol, making her head light and her knees weak.
"Yes," said Ryan, running his hands over Carol's nude body. "I want you to catch up with an old friend. It's an order. But I'm not ordering you to say anything dirty. What you talk about is totally up to you. You could just make small talk... Or you could let him know that you've been living with and fucking a house full of frat boys. Totally up to you."
Carol stared down with apprehension at the ringing phone, her belly squirming and roiling. Maybe he wouldn't pick up...
The call connected.
Surprised, Carol quickly raised the phone to her ear. "CM!" came Brady's excited voice on the other end of the line, using his old favorite nickname for her, "I'm so glad you called! How have you been?" Hearing his voice sucked a little of the heat from the twisted fantasy Ryan had been pushing on Carol. She was immediately transported back to high school in her mind. She could see Brady's soft smile on his slightly pudgy face. Hear him laugh at one of her dumb jokes.
Maybe this whole dirty photo thing and breaking Brady's heart on purpose was silly. The sort of fetishy sexual fantasy that sounds hot in abstract, but that you would never actually want to do. Now that she was actually in a conversation with Brady, the idea of sexually degrading him felt foolish.
"I'm good, Brady," said Carol with genuine warmth. "It's been too long! I just wanted to call and catch up a little. How have things been going for you?"
Ryan's hand slowly began to move again between Carol's legs, providing an unwelcome erotic tinge to her thoughts. "Well, not so good I guess," said Brady with a self-deprecating chuckle. "I just got dumped by the girl I was seeing for a few months. That's me though, right? Always unlucky in love." The insistent waves of pleasure that Ryan's hand sent radiating up her belly were twisting Carol's thoughts... Maybe the reason Brady was so 'unlucky in love' was because he was a pathetic little wimp. One that women couldn't respect. Maybe it would actually be kinder to put Brady in his place a little. Show him where he really stood with the female gender. God, it would crush him even harder right now, while he was still stinging from another rejection.
It would be so, so evil...
Carol's eyes focused once again on her curvy, trembling body in the mirror, displayed and played with by a real man while Brady continued to whine at her over the phone. What would it feel like to be a little mean for once? To practice a little cruel dominance just like the frat boys had been doing with her... She didn't talk to Brady that much anymore. Would it really count as losing a friend if they were falling out of touch anyway? And it would feel soooo good.
"Brady, there's something I wanted to t-talk about..." she said hesitantly. She could see Ryan's evil, triumphant grin over her shoulder in the mirror.
Brady seemed taken aback by her serious tone. "Uh, ok, CM. Shoot. I know we have fallen out of touch a little, but you can tell me anything." His trusting tone simultaneously made Carol feel guilty and intensified the sadistic pleasure she was exploring for the first time.
"You know how you asked me out senior year?" she asked in a sweet tone. She bit her lip, still feeling conflicted. It wasn't too late to abandon this line of questioning and spare her friend from the cruelty that was starting to turn her on so badly...
"Oh! Uh... haha, yeah. That was sort of awkward. Sorry again for that, it was just a silly crush," said Brady awkwardly. His tone told her all she needed to know. This fucking simp still wasn't over her. The idea made her newly discovered sadistic lust flare darkly in her belly, distracting her just long enough that she didn't realize what Ryan was up to. His hand swiftly bent her forward slightly at the knees, and then, before Carol realized what was happening, his cock had slipped inside her.
She made a strangled noise that was half gasp and half moan. "CM? Are you alright?" asked Brady's voice, sounding far away.
"Y-yes," gasped Carol, "I'm fine, honey. Don't worry. I just stubbed my t-toe." Ryan's cock pumped deeply into her. His hands gripped Carol's wide hips firmly as he pulled her back into him. Carol's body was on fire with arousal. The wanton whore in the mirror was now bent forward, her mouth open, her thighs trembling with desire as her hips slammed back onto the dick taking her from behind. She was on the phone with her sweet, innocent high school bestie, getting fucked by a frat boy while preparing to explain to him how much of a slut she was.
Carol gulped, closed her eyes, and gave in completely to Ryan's twisted fantasy.
"I... I was wrong, Brady," gasped Carol as her pussy clamped convulsively around Ryan's thick cock.
"You... were wrong?" asked Brady, with an absurd note of hope in his voice, "When you refused to go out with me?"
Carol burst out laughing. She couldn't help it. It was just too ridiculous. "No! Hahaha, no, Honey! That was the right choice. I was wrong about why I told you we couldn't be a couple." She bit her lip hard to keep her laughter from turning into moans as Ryan began fucking her harder and faster.
"You told me that you didn't have any interest in sex..." said Brady slowly, a note of doubt creeping into his voice.
"That's riiiight," said Carol, moans slipping into her voice despite her desperate attempts at control. "But... let's just say I found myself during college. I discovered I was wroooong. I discovered... mmmhh... that maybe sex isn't so bad after all."
'What are you doing right now, CM?" asked Brady his tone mixed dawning horror with perverse interest.
"I... I think you know honey," said Carol in a weak, sweet voice dripping with sexual pleasure. "I think you know exactly what I'm doing. I've been a naughty, naughty girl this semester, Brady. I have trouble saying 'no' to men these days. But I had no trouble at all saying 'no' to you. Do you know why?"
"Carol... I... Why are you...?" whined Brady, his breaths puffing fast and shallow into the phone.
"It's because you weren't man enough," said Carol in that same sweet, breathy voice, peaking every time Ryan thrust his cock inside her, "It's because it took real men to show how much of a slut I could be. Now all sorts of big tough men get to enjoy my body in ways that you never did. And never will. But I do feel bad for you. So I'm going to give you a one-time treat."
She quickly navigated to the messaging app and sent Brady the photo she had been agonizing over all week. Even after all of that horny, anxious worrying about if she should send the cruel photo, it felt easy and natural to show it to Brady in this moment. She was ready now. Ready to crush this loser beneath her feet and feel powerful for once. To ruin her poor sweet friend for her own twisted sexual amusement. "This one time, we can feel good together. You're not good enough to see my naked body, of course. But that picture should be more than enough to get someone like you off."
The other end of the call was silent for a long moment. Carol took the opportunity to concentrate on the delicious feelings that Ryan's cock was sending pulsing through her body.
"Are you jerking yourself to my picture, Brady?" Carol asked sweetly with an evil smile.
"Y-yes CM," came Brady's huffing reply, filled with longing and pain.
"I bet it feels gooood," purred Carol, closing her eyes and relishing the feeling of the cock pumping rapidly into her pussy, "But it just can't feel as good as my pussy right now, Brady. Masturbation doesn't feel as good as sex, obviously. Are you jealous of the man who gets to fuck me? That's too baaaad, because I'll never let you..."
"Shut up."
The sudden hard tone on the other end of the call made Carol cut off in confusion. It was definitely Brady, but she had never heard him sound like that before. "Well," she said, trying hard to adjust to his unexpected reaction while being distracted by Ryan's vigorous thrusting, "S-somebody's a little crabby... Why don't you just settle down, wimp? Stroke that tiny cock and listen while I..."
"Shut your fucking mouth, you slut," said Brady in a flat, commanding voice. "You have no idea how big my cock is, because you were too much of a frigid bitch to try it out."
Carol's only response was a confused grunt that transitioned into a slutty moan. This wasn't how things were supposed to go. Brady had always been a sweet, docile pushover. This was supposed to be her chance to be the dominant one for once. So why was Brady suddenly acting as confident and cruel as all the other men who pushed Carol around?
And why were Carol's instincts telling her to submit to this powerful voice on the other end of the line?
"You said that any man can have you now. Is that right, slut?" asked Brady.
"Yes. Yes, Brady, but..." whined Carol desperately, rapidly losing control of the situation while she edged closer to orgasm.
"Then here's what we're going to do. I'm going to find a free weekend, drive over to your college, and you're going to say 'yes' to me. You're going to say nothing but 'yes' to me all night long. You're going to scream it," Brady's voice was getting thick with lust as well as he approached his own release at the same pace as Carol. "I'll teach you the size of my cock, and you'll apologize to me for ever implying it was small. I'm going to spend the whole weekend treating you like the worthless slut you've become. Do I make myself clear?"
"Y-yes Brady!" moaned Carol, wondering how she had been forced to submit again. This time she had picked a boy who had always seemed soft and weak to her, someone that, deep in her heart, she had always looked down on a little. And still, somehow, she had lost. Carol had been forced to bend to the will of her friend-zoned high school bestie.
Maybe there was no one lower than Carol when it came to submissive weakness.
"That's what I like to hear! Now cum, you little slut! Cum on the dick of the dumb bastard keeping your pussy warm for me!" growled Brady.
"Yes! YES! YESSSSSS!" screamed Carol, her back arching and her thighs trembling in yet another submissive release, her temporary feeling of sadistic pleasure swept away without a trace as she was defeated yet again.
As she felt her shameful orgasm fading, Carol couldn't help but pant harshly into the phone. She could hear Brady breathing roughly as well on the other end of the line. It was clear that they had shared an orgasm for the first time, even though they were separated by hundreds of miles. Ryan withdrew his cock, smiling down at Carol with the same mocking look he had worn before, except now his amusement was directed at Carol instead of Brady. Carol felt a wave of shame. Somehow, she was so pathetic she had been dominated over the phone by a boy who she used to lead around by the nose.
She really had become a complete submissive, hadn't she?
"Oh... and one more thing Carol," said Brady.
"Y-yes?"
"Send me some better pictures than this. I want to see everything."
...
Finally, it was here: the last day of Thanksgiving break. Just one more session with Adam, followed by one more session with Tory. The other brothers would start arriving back at the frat house tomorrow.
Carol crept into Ryan's room with a light, careful step. By this time, she had become an expert in moving silently through the rooms of the three frat brothers, and she no longer found it difficult to make it to their sleeping forms without waking them. Carol carefully climbed into Ryan's bed and lay down beside him.
While all three brothers had started the week requesting a blowjob as their wake-up call, all three had decided to... customize their experience. Carol had to hurry... Ryan tended to wake up first, but Adam was never far behind him. Carol carefully nestled her face into the crook of Ryan's neck, firmly grasping his cock at the same time. She planted a soft, wet kiss on Ryan's neck as she began to move her hand, increasing the intensity of both slowly until she was sucking and slobbering on Ryan's neck while her slim hand rapidly jerked him off. Although she couldn't see his face, Carol could tell that Ryan was awake at this point by his soft grunts of pleasure and the tiny thrusts of his hips.
Normally the boys stopped Carol from finishing them off if they had a turn with her that day, but Ryan's final turn had been the night before, so he said nothing, letting Carol give him a big purple hickey while she jerked him to completion. Finally, when she had finished, Ryan gave a sigh of blended satisfaction and regret and ruffled Carol's hair. "It was a fun week," he said, looking down with a crooked smile. "But all things come to an end I guess. Promise me that you'll do this for me even after break."
Carol raised an eyebrow, but couldn't help but chuckle. "We'll see, big boy." Ryan had a kinky streak a mile wide, but he really wasn't that bad of a guy. Not like the next frat brother she had to wake up...
Carol made her excuses and hurried to Adam's room. But when she opened the door, her heart leaped at the sight confronting her. Adam was lying awake in bed, his luminous green eyes staring at her as she poked her head through the door. Carol's mouth went dry. She had made it through the whole week without any slip-ups, waking all three brothers with sex acts before they woke up themselves.
But she had failed on the last day.
Adam beckoned her forward, and, as usual, Carol was unable to resist him. Her heart racing with fear, she approached her cruel, dominant master.
"Take your position," he said in a deceptively soft voice. "As if you were going to wake me up."



Carol mounted Adam's body, her legs quivering with fearful anticipation. She arranged herself almost in sixty-nine position, her mouth at Adam's cock and her ass right in front of his face. Adam preferred to have direct and immediate access to the butthole he was training first thing when he woke up. He kept some toys at his bedside table for that very purpose.
But this time he didn't tease her asshole. Carol engulfed Adam's huge swollen cock in her lips and began her blowjob, but although she expected the feeling of a lubed toy on her anus at any moment, it never came. The sense of anticipation was torture. Carol had failed to wake Adam with her sexual service, and he had made it clear that she would be punished if that ever happened. Her skin felt like it was on fire, expecting a spank from her master's strong hand. Her asshole winked and twitched expecting to be roughly penetrated at any moment.
But Adam was still and silent, his only movement the throbbing and pulsing of his cock in Carol's bobbing mouth. Finally, just when it seemed like he might allow Carol to finish the job, Adam patted her on the thigh, the sudden contact making her jump.
"You're finished," said Adam in a cool, even tone. "Go eat breakfast. You'll need your strength for our session in a few minutes." Carol got up, a little suspicious now that it seemed like Adam planned to let her go with no punishment.
Maybe it was better to test the waters...
"Um... master," she asked hesitantly, turning back to him from the doorway, "Do you plan to..."
"Punish you?" asked Adam softly, a chilly, mysterious smile playing across his lips. "Don't worry, my sweet little bitch. I didn't forget. Let's just say that my session today will be more than enough punishment to make you obey me perfectly from now on." He waved his hand dismissively. "Now go wake up sleeping beauty so you can get your breakfast."
Tory was always the last to be woken up by Carol. This was for the simple reason that there was no possible way that he would accidentally wake up on his own. And, also, Carol admitted in her heart of hearts, because she saved the best for last.
Tory's wake-up call was special. Because he was such a heavy sleeper, he was able to make a request that just wouldn't have been possible for the other two boys. Carol strolled into Tory's room, not even bothering to be quiet. She walked confidently to Tory's bed, and, with a fond grin at his snores, pushed Tory's sleeping bulk from his laying on his side to his back.
Carol worked her fingers into her pussy, staring at Tory's towering erection. It was important for her to be especially wet for this, but that didn't mean she didn't enjoy the act of masturbating while staring at a beautiful cock. While Tory's dick was certainly big, she didn't get the same feeling of intimidation from it as when she looked at Adam's. Instead, she just felt pure, warm attraction and arousal.
When she felt sufficiently warmed up, Carol climbed onto the bed and straddled Tory, reaching down to spread her lips and snugly insert the tip of Tory's cock into her drooling pussy.
"Wake up, stud!" she cooed as she sunk her hips down, impaling herself slowly onto Tory's stiff morning wood. As usual, the first stroke didn't quite do it, simply making Tory's face contort into a mask of pleasure as he moaned in his sleep. Carol pulled herself back up, then pushed her soft butt firmly down again, contracting her internal muscles to give Tory's cock a tight, even stroke. "Rise and Shine, stud!" she said a little louder, her voice sweetened by the feeling of the thick cock inside her.
Finally, Tory's eyes fluttered open. This was Carol's favorite part... when the sleepy confusion cleared from Tory's face, he gave her a wide, half-awake grin, his hands instinctively gripping her hips as he began thrusting up into her. They remained like that, staring at each other, their eyes burning with secret affection, their thrusts growing faster as their passion ran wild.
Then, like he always did on days when he had a one-on-one session with her, Tory remembered himself with a chagrined look and stopped before he climaxed. "You ready to be wowed today?" he asked with an excited smile.
"I don't know how you could beat the last time, in the theatre," said Carol, "But I'm curious to see you try."
"Well," said Tory, his smile slipping a little, "Try not to use up all your energy this morning with that douchebag."
The reminder of her imminent session with Adam made Carol's heart skip a beat. She looked away from Tory
"Yeah.. well," she said evasively, touching the black leather collar she still wore around her neck.
"That's not really up to me."
...
Carol meekly ate her yogurt at the dining room table with Ryan and Tory. Just like always during this insane week, all three of them were nude. This week had been so revolutionary that Carol didn't know if she could go back to normal afterward. She had become so in tune with Mother Earth: giving freely and generously. It might feel weird to go back to denying people their requests.
All three looked up in surprise as Adam strolled into the dining room, naked and fully erect. Ryan and Tory exchanged a worried glance over the table. This was unusual: Adam had made a habit of skipping the communal meals immediately before his sessions. Carol suspected that for Adam, forcing her to come find him was a deliberate power game.
But here on the last day, Adam had decided to break his routine. And based on the smoldering expression on his face, he had something extra special planned for his last solo time with Carol.
He strolled up to Carol and slapped the spoon out of her hand, letting it clatter to the floor with a splattering of yogurt.
"On your knees, bitch," Adam said with a smirk. Carol noted with a nervous downward flick of her wide blue eyes that he had some sort of cord or rope in his hands.
"Whoa, Adam," said Tory, pushing away from the table with a look of confused fury on his face. "What the fuck? Why are you...?" His protest died as Adam fixed him with a cold glare from across the room.
"Whose turn is it Tory?" asked Adam calmly.
"It's yours," said Tory, nonplussed and frowning deeply.
"Then shut the fuck up," said Adam dismissively. He turned back to Carol with a cruel, commanding glare and pointed one finger to the floor.
"Sit."
Normally the worst humiliations of Adam's domination had been saved for the privacy of his room. But Adam must have decided that this last day of the break was a special occasion. Now Ryan and Tory would see the humiliating truth of how thoroughly Adam had crushed Carol's resistance. Carol felt a familiar erotic powerlessness rise up from inside her, drowning out her hatred and fear for the man standing above her giving her a demeaning command with a smug look on his face. Carol's chair loudly scraped across the kitchen floor as she slid off it, falling to her hands and knees at Adam's feet. She stared up into his eyes with a mixture of loathing and submissive adoration.
"Come on, girl," said Adam with a grin. "Let's go for a walk. It's finally time for you to show me that trick we've been working on." He reached down with sickening slowness, brandishing the leather strap in his hand. Carol finally realized what it was just before he clipped it to her collar.
A leash.
The other two boys watched with wide, horrified, jealous eyes as Adam gathered the leather leash in his fist, pulling it taught and demonstrating his absolute authority over his bitch. He took a few steps forward, yanking Carol's collar unpleasantly tight behind him. Carol, without thinking, rose onto her knees, ready to stand and follow Adam. He turned on her with a glare.
"Down, girl," he said with a viscous grin. "Good bitches crawl for their master." With a painful gulp fighting down her shame, Carol sank back down to her hands and knees, looking away from Ryan and Tory's expressions of pity and disgust. "Y-yes, master," she said in a broken whisper.
Carol crawled behind Adam out of the dining room, her wiggling naked backside presented to the two other boys, her pussy already sending sticky, gleaming trails down her inner thighs, demonstrating her shameful arousal for the cruel domination to come.
The trip up the stairs, with her collar jangling and pulling tight on her delicate neck, and Adam's powerful form moving slowly but steadily ahead of her, made Carol sink deeper and deeper into her feelings of submission. By the time they finally made it to Adam's bedroom, her knees were dirty and her pussy throbbed with desperate need.
But she doubted that her pussy would be Adam's focus today.
Without a word, Adam bent and scooped up Carol's trembling form, tossing her roughly onto his bed. By now, she knew what position her master wanted her to take, but Adam's strong hands still pressed down to push her shoulders into the bed while raising her hips.
Carol felt her butthole winking and flexing with anticipation. Somehow she knew that today would be the day. Adam's training had been efficient and thorough, slowly stretching her ass while developing the pleasure that she felt from penetration. He had assigned her "homework" every night: longer and longer anal masturbation sessions with larger and larger toys.
At this point, Carol no longer doubted that anal sex would feel amazing. But the size of Adam's cock still made a sick twist of erotic fear spiral through her whenever she thought about it fucking her virgin ass.
Adam firmly pressed his thumb against Carol's twitching asshole, grinding it in slightly and making her gasp softly from pleasure. As she turned her head to look over her shoulder at her tormentor, she saw that for some reason, he had left the door open.
"Tory thinks that he owns you," said Adam. His voice was soft and neutral, but his thumb pressed harder as he spoke, making Carol whimper into his sheets from the intensity of his dominance. "He tried to claim you in front of the whole party a month ago. He made you moan and scream loud enough for everyone to hear."
Without warning, Adam's hand rose and fell in a sharp spank. Carol cried out in pain and pleasure. She used to think that women who got off on submission and spanking and pathetic whimpering were sick. In a lot of ways she still thought that.
But that just meant she was sick as well.
"But it's not hard to make a slut moan for you," said Adam smugly. "And it doesn't mean that you own her. Today we're going to put on a little audioplay for your loverboy downstairs. Just like the show he tried to put on for me." Carol could feel a cold, gooey drizzle of lube hit her asshole. She shivered. This was it: it was finally happening after a week of teasing. Her master was about to fully claim her. To brutally conquer her. To fuck her ass.
She wished that she didn't crave it as much as she did.
As Adam's cock finally pressed snugly against her tight, virgin asshole,Carol had a half-formed thought that she would resist: that if what Adam wanted was for her to moan and scream and make a fool of herself, she would just remain silent.
But even that half-baked resistance was swept away when Adam's massive cock slowly slid inside her. A loud, shuddering gasp wrenched from the depths of her soul, audible even as she pressed her face hard into Adam's mattress. She understood now why Adam was so laser-focused on anal sex. It was the perfect distillation of the dark erotic feelings that Adam inspired in her. Weakness, Submission, Humiliation, Pain. They all crackled through Carol's body in a swelling storm of erotic despair. Adam's pronouncement hadn't just been an empty boast. He really was claiming her. Owning her.
Making her his bitch.
Adam felt impossibly big and thick as he began moving inside her. It was different from the toys he had used on her before: the feeling of warm, smooth flesh plunging deep inside Carol's ass was far more pleasurable. And the fact that it was Adam made it filthy and wrong in the best possible way. Carol was allowing this cocky, arrogant bastard to finally take exactly what he wanted: her anal virginity,
As always, Adam's thrusts were rough and dominant, pinning Carol to the bed with his muscular body, forcing her to understand the difference in size and power between them on a physical level. Despite her early spark of defiance, Carol couldn't resist the pleasure mounting inside her. Her moans began soft, but grew louder and louder as her asshole adjusted to Adam's cock. She knew that this was all by Adam's design. The smug prick was once again using her as a pawn to rub his superiority in Tory's face, but Carol wasn't able to stop. It felt too fucking good to submit and get butt fucked.
As he continued his dominant display, Adam, pulled up on the leash while holding her shoulders down on the bed, making Carol see stars as the tight collar began lightly choking her. "That's right bitch," growled Adam, his hips working frantically as he thrust deep inside her, "Speak, girl!"
And Carol tried to do as her master commanded, howling and gasping and moaning her intense degrading pleasure as Adam plundered the asshole he had so painstakingly trained. But Adam's hand fell with a loud *crack* on her vulnerable ass. "No! Fucking speak, bitch!" he growled, never losing the pace of his brutal rhythm for an instant. Carol was confused for a second more, then she realized what Adam was demanding with a swooping feeling of humiliated dread. So that was what he meant... Adam wanted Carol to tear up every last remaining scrap of her dignity. The idea was absurd, but Carol could see no way out. She had to agree to every request. Carol tried to bury her face in Adam's sheets to muffle the sound, but Adam would have none of it. He yanked the leash up to force Carol's shame-reddened face into the air.
And she began to bark.
She started with an embarrassed series of quiet "Arfs", but as the humiliation of being forced to bark like a dog while getting fucked by a man she hated seeped down into her soul, her barks grew louder... and more realistic... and began matching the rhythm of the cock plunging into her asshole. Until she was no longer just barking because Adam demanded it, but loudly and enthusiastically participating in the degrading ritual, fully becoming the pathetic bitch that Adam wanted her to be.
Time seemed to blur. Carol had lost herself completely in the pleasure of submission, her voice growing hoarse from her desperate, moaning dog sounds. She was so close to release... and the long slow build-up of this newly discovered form of pleasure from her ass promised that when her climax did arrive, it would be powerful and deep.
Adam's face was red from exertion, but his expression was still grimly enthusiastic. He shifted positions, laying on his back and patting his hips, making his cock jiggle enticingly, still shiny with lube. "Sit up, girl!" he said with a cocky grin. Carol panted and groaned. Adam wouldn't just give her an orgasm of course. He wanted to force her to work for it. With her shapely thighs trembling, Carol slung her leg over Adam's hips. She reached beneath her to position his dick at the entrance of her butthole, preparing to impale herself on the cock she loved and hated.
But before she could sink his cock deep inside herself and claim the release she was so desperate for, Adam grabbed his shaft just below the cock head, preventing the deep penetration she craved. "Wh-why?" asked Carol, her mouth hanging open foolishly as she grunted and swiveled her hips, rubbing and teasing her own asshole with Adam's swollen dickhead.
Adam just looked up at her, his expression hungry and sharp. "Beg."
Carol groaned and swiveled her hips as Adam's cock teased the ring of her anus without satisfyingly sinking inside. Her legs trembled with desire and the exertion of the awkward position. "P-please," she said softly, her face turning red. "Please, master. Fuck me. Fuck my ass."
"Louder. Who is your master, Carol?" demanded Adam, sliding his fist slightly down his cock and letting it just barely pierce Carol's butthole. Carol's brain felt fried at this point. She was desperate for the long-awaited anal orgasm she had spent all week building towards, and she panted with desire for Adam's full length. "You!" she cried in a heartbroken, lustful voice. "You are, Adam! You're my Master! Fuck me, Master! Please!"
"Good girl."
And then, with a feeling of sweet, aching fullness, Carol's hips glided down to meet with Adam's. The tight ring of her well-trained asshole hugged her master's shaft lovingly, stroking it firmly as she sunk down and sprung up, her hips bouncing with frantic grace, chasing the anal orgasm that she wanted so badly.
"And if I'm your master..." grunted Adam beneath her, his hips thrusting up and he neared his orgasm as well. "What does that make you?" He gripped the leash tightly in his fist once again, emphasizing his dominance and control at the threshold of their shared climax.
Carol moaned wildly, her hips slamming her ass down with a frenzied rhythm. Her neglected pussy leaked thick trails of fluid down her thighs as it fruitlessly responded to the depths of her twisted arousal.
"I'm your Biiiiiiitch!" screamed Carol, her back arching and her tongue lolling out as she felt Adam's thick release filling her asshole.
Her pussy spasmed wildly against itself as she enjoyed her first-ever anal orgasm, her whole body now owned and claimed by her master.
...
Tory and Ryan sat in stunned silence as the sloppy, loud anal sex session continued above them for hours. Once or twice, one of them would make a motion as if they were about to leave, but they never quite managed it. For some reason, the animalistic sounds filtering down had mesmerized them, rooting them to their chairs, with sour expressions and stiff cocks.
At one point, around when the barking started, Tory's face had twisted with anger. He had stood up decisively... then listened as the barks began to mix with moans of pleasure. The anger had leeched out of his expression, replaced with confusion and embarrassment, and he had meekly sat back down.
By the time the audio pornography finally wound down, it was time for lunch anyway. Ryan and Tory were still there waiting at the table when Adam strolled into the dining room with a swaggering step and an unmistakable air of triumph. His cock was soft now, but unmistakably shiny with the aftermath of his brutal fuck session with Carol. He carried one of the throw pillows from the couch in the living room, which he tossed onto a chair. Carol walked meekly behind him, her expression humbled and ashamed and her steps awkward and stumbling. Thick, sticky sperm dripped down the backs of her legs as she walked gingerly to the chair with the cushion and sat on it with a wince, immediately staining it with Adam's jizz.
Once again, Adam had refused to let her clean up before coming down, the better to rub Ryan and Tory's noses in his sexual exploits.
"Afternoon, boys," said Adam with a shit-eating grin, leaning back in his chair, his spent cock still oozing from his recent session with his pet slut. "Hope you two had a fun morning. I know I did! Don't ask Carol about her day though. She wouldn't stop moaning about it. It was a real pain in the ass apparently."
Adam roared with laughter that the other three didn't share. Carol buried her red face in her hands as cum leaked slowly out of her ass onto the cushion. Ryan and Tory couldn't think of anything to say.
Adam snapped his fingers. "Oh shit, that reminds me!" He left for a moment and came back holding something behind his back "I got you something Carol, to commemorate the day that you finally became my bitch." From behind his back, he pulled a small black jewelry box that made Tory's blood run cold. It was exactly the same type of box that Tory had given to Carol. The kind that a charm for a bracelet came in. Adam's green eyes were hard as steel as he read Tory's stunned reaction. There was no mistaking it: this was a declaration of war. A direct slap in the face mocking the gesture Tory had made towards Carol.



Tory watched in sick fascination as Carol took the jewelry box, her eyes wide, but her emotions unreadable. She opened it. Inside lay a small charm. A dog bone shape with the word "Bitch" inscribed on it's surface.
Rage boiled up inside Tory. The charm that he had gifted Carol had been a little cheeky, but he had spent time finding a mystical symbol that would also symbolize Carol's sexual awakening. Despite commenting on her sexuality, Tory's charm was respectful towards her beliefs.
This wasn't anything like that. It was naked, brash disrespect of Carol, her beliefs, and her precious charm bracelet. An arrogant declaration that Adam was superior not just to Tory, but to everything else that Carol cared about.
"That's right Carol," said Adam smugly, "A little reminder that, no matter how much you try to forget what happened today, you'll always be my bitch."
Adam had gone too far this time. Tory had tried to keep to their agreement and share Carol, but Adam was deliberately provoking him at this point. Tory had tried to let Carol make her own decisions, but he couldn't just sit by and watch Adam shit on her beliefs like this. He started to get up angrily but was stunned into silence as Carol meekly unclasped her charm bracelet and threaded the demeaning charm on alongside all the deep, well-researched symbols that meant so much to her. She looked humiliated, but her actions showed nothing but eager compliance.
Adam had done it, thought Tory, stunned. He had actually broken Carol's spirit. Tory knew that they had been twisting Carol little by little using her beliefs, but he had always assumed that it was all just misdirection: they were taking a strong-willed, competent woman and tricking her into applying her skills and willpower towards getting better at sex. He realized too late that Adam had been playing a different game from the beginning. Adam had always intended to crush Carol's strong will completely.
And he had apparently succeeded.
Tory could see what was happening like a slow-motion car wreck. Carol had already accepted Adam as her dom. Adam wanted nothing more than to own her, body and soul. And If Tory didn't do something, that was exactly what would happen.
The only question was whether he was already too late.
"Carol," said Tory firmly, making her look up. Her sky-blue eyes focused on him like she was coming out of a daze. "Why don't you go shower and change into some clothes? You can eat lunch afterward." Carol's eyes seemed to revive even further at Tory's kind suggestion, but Tory was disappointed to see that her gaze turned to Adam, as if confirming that she was allowed.
Adam chuckled darkly and shook his head. "No way, loverboy. My little bitch has to sit there in her shame puddle and..."
"Whose turn is it, Adam?" asked Tory sharply, looking the tall dark frat brother directly in the eyes.
Adam's brows furrowed, but his eyes flicked to the clock on the wall, which showed that the time was just past noon. His jaw visibly clenched.
"Then shut the fuck up," said Tory decisively. "Carol, my first request is that you get cleaned up and comfortable. Then we're going out."
With Tory's public confrontation of Adam's dominance, the spell on Carol seemed to break a little. She looked away from Adam and rose for her chair. She avoided Adam's frustrated gaze, wincing and waddling slightly as she walked toward the open doorway of the dining room.
Just as she was almost out of the room, Adam called after her: "I want you to come to my room tonight, bitch. After this loser's turn. I want to end this week right." Carol turned back, biting her lip, her eyes darting back and forth between Tory and Adam. She turned to leave again, but, despite how quiet her response was, all three boys heard it.
"Yes, master..."
Tory frowned and refused to look at the cocky smile Adam shot him from across the table. No matter how much Adam wanted to believe that he had this in the bag, the fight wasn't over yet.
Tory would never give up and let an asshole like Adam control Carol like that.
...
Tory swung the duffel bag on his shoulder cheerfully as he walked through a bright, unseasonably warm day with Carol toward the venue of their next sex game.
As usual, he had kept their exact destination a surprise.
Carol looked a lot better than she had at lunch. The cowed, submissive shame Adam had drilled into her had dissipated a little, and she was walking taller and prouder in a tight pair of hip-hugging leggings and a deep v-neck sweater that showed off a great deal of creamy, smooth cleavage. Carol sighed and leaned against Tory as they walked, making a warm fuzziness bloom through Tory's chest. It was getting harder and harder to just write Carol off as a girl that he was using for sex. Tory wasn't sure he had ever felt this way about a girl before. All the more reason that Tory couldn't allow Adam to have his way.
Carol gave him a sidelong glance and a sly grin, saying, "Ok, so... where to today, Stud?"
Tory could almost believe, here in the sunshine with Carol's warm body pressing against his, that her display of pathetic submission in the dining room was just an act. But as he looked down, he saw that the degrading dog-bone charm was still jingling on her wrist. Not to mention the dog tag jingling at her throat. It wasn't going to be that simple. If Tory wanted to break the sick hold that Adam had on Carol, he needed to really wow her today.
"Well," said Tory with a secretive smile, "I don't want to spoil the surprise, but I finally found a way to do it."
Carol's eyes glittered with amused curiosity, even more of the fear and shame dropping away as Tory's playfulness drew her out of her shell. 'Well don't tease me, Tory. Out with it. What did you figure out how to do?"
"Today we're going to fuck in public," said Tory with excitement, "With people watching us."
Carol giggled and punched him on the arm. "Ahhh I see! There are easier ways to get thrown out of college if you're sick of studying, you know. I didn't think you had it in you to join me as a sexual disgrace," she said teasingly.
Tory shook his head and tipped Carol a wink. "That's the best part. If we're lucky, we won't get in trouble either."
Carol gave him a disbelieving look. "So... we're going to fuck. In public. And people will see us. And they won't call the cops."
"Yup."
"Yeah, ok," said Carol sarcastically. Despite her combative tone, her wide, relieved grin showed Tory that she was having the time of her life.
"We're almost there," said Tory, barely able to control his excitement. He pushed the duffel bag into Carol's hands with an eager smile. "Open it up, there's a present for you inside."
Carol unzipped the bag and pulled out the delicate scraps of bright red cloth on top of the towels beneath. It took her a second to realize what she was holding, but when she did, she started laughing.
"I mean, I knew you were a pervert, Stud," she said between giggles, "But this is something else!"
She looked up to see that they were approaching their destination:
The University's indoor pool.
...
Tory was left floating by himself in the pool for several long minutes before Carol emerged from the locker room. It took long enough that Tory began to wonder if he had finally found the limit of Carol's exhibitionist streak. True, Carol had gone naked in public with him multiple times this week, but even though there was a risk of exposure, they had never been seen by anyone. But If Carol actually put on the bikini Tory had bought for her, she would be showing herself off in full view of all the strangers currently at the pool.
But Tory should have known better. This was the girl who almost deliberately exposed them both to that poor library assistant. The girl who had attended a Halloween party filled with strangers while totally nude. Serving her luscious body up to the eyes of the public in a slutty bikini certainly wasn't going to phase her.
Tory grinned as Carol stepped out of the locker room, her face red, but her steps confident. The lifeguard clocked her immediately, and even from across the room, Tory could see his mouth fall open and see the telltale hunched body language that showed the unfortunate pool employee was now hiding a sudden boner. Tory felt his own cock stiffen as he took in the glorious sight. The 'bikini" was obvious fetishwear rather than a swimsuit anyone would willingly wear in public. Three tiny scraps of cloth were all that stood between Carol's beautiful body and the eyes of the world. The two small patches on her breasts were too tiny to completely hide her pink areolas, and too thin to disguise the stiffness of the nipples beneath. The strip between her legs was even more ludicrously inadequate. It was clearly designed for a woman with a full brazilian, and Carol's heart-shaped pubic hair stuck out from the top edge. The color and even the sculpted shape of Carol's dark pubic hair were clearly discernable. It almost looked as if the swimsuit was a letter "i" dotted with the heart of her pubic hair, like a girl would do in a cutesy love letter.
The rest of the suit was practically dental floss connecting the three strips of red cloth in a V-shape, and her bouncy ass was completely bare apart from the thin cord sinking into her buttcrack.
Damn. Maybe Tory was wrong about the level of risk. Maybe they would get the cops called on them for the bikini alone. But although the lifeguard had clearly spiraled into a sexual panic, none of the other swimmers (mostly students doing laps) seemed to notice before Carol had discreetly slipped into the water, moving toward Tory with lively eyes and flushed cheeks.
"I see how it is," Carol teased goodnaturedly, her voice high and vibrating with sexual tension "I have to wear a porny swimsuit and you get regular trunks. That's totally fair." As she approached, Tory wrapped his arms around her wet, slippery body and pulled her close, feeling her warm, nearly naked curves press against him.
"Not quite," he murmured into her ear, "These trunks are more special than they look. Why don't you feel the front."
Carol raised an eyebrow at Tory, and her questing hand found the loose flap sown into the front of his suit, allowing for easy access. Her slim fingers closed around Tory's stiff, eager cock, and she stared into his eyes with a joyful, smoldering gaze, her eyelashes decorated with tiny gem-like droplets of water.
"So how are we doing this, Stud?" she asked in a throaty whisper, her fingers squirming pleasantly on his submerged penis.
Tory cast a critical eye on the lifeguard, who was still looking their way. The entire point was to have sex in front of unknowing witnesses, but plausible deniability was the key. Tory motioned toward the wall a little deeper into the pool. It was about as far as it was possible to get from the lifeguard, who was still peering at them suspiciously with that embarrassed, hunched-over posture. The handful of other swimmers continued their laps, paying little attention to the two students who had joined them.
Tory braced his back against the wall and fished his throbbing cock out of his trunks, letting it float free in the cool waters of the pool. Then he spun Carol around and pulled her onto his lap. Her own hand reached between her legs, pulling the tiny cloth covering to the side and aligning Tory's cock with her pussy. Carol ached for his dick. The horrible, degrading anal sex session earlier today had been satisfying, but she hungered for the intimate intensity of vaginal penetration.
'Now, Carol," said Tory a hint of nervousness creeping into his voice as he saw the naked hunger in Carol's eyes, "We do need to be careful here, in order to not get caught, the key is..." In one smooth motion, Carol crushed her juicy ass back into Tory's hips, sinking his cock balls-deep into her hot wet pussy.
"...subtlety," whimpered Tory, as he felt Carol's cunt tense and pulse around his shaft.
"Hmmm," said Carol with a wicked smirk. "Subtle. No problem, Stud." She began working her hips in tight little grinding circles, keeping her thighs tight together to make her pussy a silky vice around his cock. "No deep satisfying thrusts. No playing with my tits," she turned to wink at him while running a hand up to cup her breast for just a half-second. "No deep, sensual makeout sessions." she bobbed forward to give him the faintest ghost of a kiss, her lips soft and wet. "Just this," she finished simply, working her pussy on his cock just by wriggling her hips.
A few of the lap swimmers were looking over curiously. Although they weren't making any dramatic movements, Carol and Tory's position crushed up against each other and braced against the wall of the pool was a bit unusual. Carol let out a soft gasp, turning pink beneath their gaze. It was finally happening, she was having sex while watched by complete strangers. Some of the swimmers were beginning to murmur to each other as they watched Carol and Tory. It must have been obvious that there was something inappropriate going on: even from above water it was easy to see that Carol's swimsuit was... lacking. But their movements weren't dramatic or obvious enough to make anyone take the next step and call them out.
Now if only the discreet sex they were having was a little more... satisfying.
Tory growled under his breath and tried to grab Carol's hips to take control of the sex session, but he couldn't get leverage. Not without backing his hips out further and thrusting more deeply and obviously. It was delicious torture to feel Carol's hot pussy squirm gently around his cock. Her tight little hip gyrations felt heavenly, but left him begging for more; just on the wrong side of satisfaction.
Finally, Tory couldn't take it anymore. Carol's grinding and tensing felt amazing, but he needed to feel the fulfilment of plunging deep inside her. Carol giggled at his lack of restraint as Tory threw caution to the wind and began bucking his hips, fucking Carol deeply and powerfully beneath the water.
It was exactly what he wanted. His long hard shaft sliding powerfully up into Carol's slick welcoming pussy with ferocious desire; her soft ass pushing down into him, showing her responding desire for him. Carol turned her head and drew him into a deep, tender kiss, their tongues sliding deliciously against each other as they basked in the forbidden delight of full, deep sex under the eyes of strangers.
Immediately, the lifeguard frowned and leaned forward, looking at them with disbelieving disgust.
The new, loudly splashing pace of their coupling drew the attention of everyone else in the pool as well, even those who had been oblivious up until now.
Carol and Tory felt the hot, burning gaze of the dozen or so people as their public sex act now made them the center of attention.
'You'd better hurry stud," Carol moaned softly to him as she broke the kiss. Her eyes were soft and playful, inches from his own as his cock pumped into her pulsing pussy. "I think subtlety has f-failed us."
Carol was right. The lifeguard was clearly working himself up to say something. Most of the other lap swimmers now wore expressions of shock and horror. Tory's plan of a discrete public fuck session with no one the wiser was rapidly devolving into an obvious public sex show.
And it was clear that their complete exposure was taking both him and Carol to new heights of kinky exhibitionist pleasure.
Tory knew he should probably just give up and call things off. He should immediately slip out of Carol's pussy before it was too late and they got caught. They could go have sex somewhere in private. It would still be fun: they would both still be high from their close call. And they would be able to take their time and really enjoy their last session together.
But Tory couldn't stop. For one, he knew that they were both close. But perhaps more importantly, he felt a fierce welling of possessiveness and fondness for Carol. He wanted her, here in this moment, during this adrenaline-soaked game that they were playing with each other.
And right now, in the heat of their sexual game, Tory knew, no matter what fucked up hold Adam had over her, Carol wanted him the same way. He could feel it in her passionate kisses, in the desperate arching of her spine as she bounced back against him, in the tight milking motions of her pussy as it gripped his cock, begging for his cum. Carol wanted him, just like Tory wanted her.
This moment was special, and they were going to seal it with an orgasm, consequences be damned.
Carol realized with a grin that Tory didn't intend to stop until they both got off. She did what she could to help, increasing her pace. Her hips moved against him in sinuous motions, her pussy flexing powerfully around his cock. Tory gasped as he felt himself spilling over the edge. Carol clamped a hand over her mouth, trying and failing to completely stifle a passionate moan. Tory thrust once more, holding Carol tight against him as his cock spasmed and spurt, filling her pussy with his thick, hot load of cum. Carol's thighs trembled in ecstasy, and she looped her ankles around Tory's legs to bind them even closer as they orgasmed together.
Unfortunately, they were still in the middle of a sticky situation. And it didn't help that they were both reeling from a mind-blowing mutual orgasm. Luckily Carol pulled herself together before it was too late. She disengaged from their locked-together position rapidly, reaching down to tuck Tory's deflating penis back into his trunks while pulling her own skimpy bikini bottoms back into position over her sperm-filled pussy.
Just in time for the lifeguard to loom above them.
Tory looked up, dazed, drained, and confused in the seconds since his orgasm.
"What's going on here?" asked the stone-faced lifeguard in an accusatory voice. Tory was dumbfounded, unable to say anything.
"Swimming," said Carol innocently, her face still flushed. The lifeguard frowned down at her, his eyes studying the wavering image of her submerged, pornographically displayed body. Finally, he seemed to decide that he had no direct proof.
"That swimsuit isn't appropriate for a public pool," he said flatly. "I think it's best if you two leave."
On their way out, Carol made a big show of annoyance, saying that they paid their tuition the same as everyone else, and it wasn't her fault if the university hired prudes as lifeguards.
As they got out of the pool and left, this time the eyes of everyone in the room were glued to Carol's curves, showcased and barely covered by her skimpy swimsuit. It was even sexier now that she was dripping with water, Tory couldn't help but notice. Not all of the other swimmers had expressions of disgust anymore. Tory guessed that the other men in the room were probably happy that the water hid their lower halves as Carol wiggled across the room in her slutty bikini.
But rather than the soft, glistening wet curves of her body, Tory's eyes were glued to the trail of cum slipping down Carol's thigh as they walked back to the locker room. It looked obvious to him, but if anyone else noticed, they didn't say anything.
...
It was growing dark by the time Tory and Carol approached the frat house hand in hand. It had been a crazy week, but now it was over. At six, the last official one-on-one session concluded, ending Carol's time as a free-use slut for the three boys. Tomorrow the other frat boys would return, and they would all discover together what new slutty depths this week of utter submission had unlocked in Carol.
The pool had been fun. In a fucked up, perverted way, even magical. Tory had strongly felt that bond with Carol that he swore was special: between only them.
But he could see the truth in Carol's eyes; could feel it in the way her body tensed up as they got closer to the house. She started to walk funny again like she was just remembering the soreness that Adam's cock had caused her earlier.



Carol was going to go to Adam. Just like he had commanded. Even though it was no longer required by her divine mission. Adam had some sort of deep hold on Carol that she couldn't break, and even a magical sex session with Tory hadn't been enough to change that.
Just as they reached the steps of the house, Carol turned to Tory with an odd look in her eye. Then she leaned forward and gave him a soft, gentle kiss. Unasked. Unforced. Given freely.
"Thank you Tory," she said with a sad smile. "I had a really good time." Damn it. Why did this feel like goodbye? Why the fuck did she have to go back upstairs to that asshole that treated her like shit? This couldn't be the end. Once again, Tory saw the inevitable results of Carol's dark fascination with Adam rise up in his mind's eye: Carol defeated, submitting utterly to Adam's domination, forgetting what she once had with Tory as she accepted a life of humble servitude to her cruel master.
He wouldn't let that happen. He had to do something.
Anything.
Tory's hands suddenly gripped her shoulders, making Carol look at him in surprise.
"Fuck it," said Tory desperately. "Come with me. Right now."
A faint smile tugged at the corner of Carol's lips. "What? Come with you where? Do you have something else planned?"
"No," said Tory, for some reason smiling wide. "I've got fucking nothing. And I don't know where we're going. I just know that I'm not ready to be done hanging out with you tonight."
Carol gave him a long look with her cool blue eyes, the smile fading from her face as she seemed to lose herself in thought. She stared up at the dark bulk of the frat house in the twilight, then back to Tory.
Tory's heart sank. She was going to say "no". He could see it in her eyes. Whatever stupid power Adam had over her was too strong.
But then... at the last second something shifted in her expression.
"... Yeah. Sure, Stud," she said with a shy smile, lacing her fingers through his. "Let's go."
Tory tossed his duffel bag of wet swimsuits onto the porch and they ran off into the night, laughing, hand-in-hand.
...
"Here!" said Carol breathlessly, spinning with her arms wide. "Right here. This is where I want you, Tory." The moon was bright and full, a silver coin shining on the black velvet of the sky, and the night air was sweet and wild and filled with the scents of fall.
Tory collapsed onto the grass, panting from their long sprint. He chuckled. "The quad? You want to fuck on the quad, Carol?" he asked incredulously.
"Look at the big man," said Carol with a crooked grin. "Wants my pussy in a brightly lit pool surrounded by onlookers, but too scared to take it on a dark lawn with no one around." She tugged her sweater over her head, exposing her beautiful breasts and stiff nipples to the cool night air. "Come oooon, Stud," she purred, swaying over and straddling him, plucking at his t-shirt, 'You were the one who wanted me to come with you. Now make it worth my while."
Even without people, the quad was a wide open space with nowhere to hide, just the empty grass and the stars and moon above. But Tory was intoxicated by Carol. Right now it was like he was the one who couldn't say "no". Without another word, he pulled off his shirt as Carol unbuckled his belt.
Carol swiftly pulled off her tight leggings, and then they were both naked and exposed beneath the moon, shivering in the cool night air and clinging together for warmth. For a moment they just lay in the tickly, fragrant grass, kissing deeply while their hands explored each other's bodies. Then Carol pushed him down, climbing on top of him into the position that had been a favorite of hers ever since the first time she had sex that Halloween night.
She looked impossibly beautiful looming above him under the light of the moon, regal and magical, and, just for this moment, his.
"Carol," he began in a choked voice, unable to stop himself, "About Adam, I feel like..."
Carol shushed him with a soft finger to his lips. "Shhhhh," she said soothingly, her eyes solemn. "Don't spoil it, Tory. I'm here now. I chose you tonight. Live in the moment. Let that be enough."
Then she grinned with eager delight and reached beneath her, guiding Tory into her velvety depths.
Carol's hands laced with Tory's as her hips moved in slow, deep, languid strokes. Her breasts bounced with her rhythm, her eyes squeezed shut in ecstasy. With the light of the moon falling on them in the cool, fragrant darkness and the pleasure welling up from deep inside him, Tory believed in magic for the first time in his life.
"I want you," Tory breathed, his voice low and rough and soaked with desperate passion. "Just you. With no one between us." His hand raised to touch the hated collar circling her pale, delicate throat. Carol looked down at him, her hips still moving deep and slow as the tide, rising and falling with aching sweetness up and down the length of his cock. In the darkness, her pale eyes seemed to almost glow, reflecting the dark moonlight. Her expression was unreadable, as mysterious and complex as the silver symbols she wore on her wrist.
Then, with slow, deliberate movements, Carol raised her hands and unbuckled the symbol of Adam's control, flinging it into the dark night with one last sad jingle. And they were together at last. Finally, it was truly just the two of them, beyond the reach of Adam and his toxic games. Tory's hands ran smoothly up Carol's pale curves as her hips began to buck faster, worshipping her, tasting every inch of her lovely body with his rough eager hands.
Carol's voice grew sweeter and louder, rising from deep within her throat. Tory's hands clutched at her soft, bouncing ass, pulling her closer to him with every downthrust. Their harmonious rhythm built and built, swelling toward a perfect, unified crescendo.
Red and blue lights washed over them and a loud *whoop* made them practically jump out of their skin. Tory and Carol looked with wild, shocked eyes at the squad car pulling up to the curb. Two police officers shook their heads as they got out of the car, already making their way across the lawn toward the two naked lovers. A bright flashlight clicked on, momentarily blinding in the darkness of the quad.
It was possible that the officers only intended to let the two crazy college kids off with a warning. After all, it couldn't have been the first time they had dealt with a situation like this. But what if the lifeguard had changed his mind and made a complaint? What if someone else had reported some of their exhibitionist antics earlier in the week? Tory couldn't imagine that the officers would be very understanding if they thought Tory and Carol were repeat offenders.
He had no desire to deal with the consequences of that.
Two things saved them. First of all, both officers had foolishly left the car to come get them, which left no one able to pursue Tory and Carol in the car. Second: Tory and Carol were near the center of the lawn, so it took quite a long time for the officers to reach them.
"Run!" said Carol and Tory simultaneously, staring each other in the eyes. They both had the presence of mind to snag their pants as they ran past so their incriminating phones weren't left behind. Then they were off, the two officers cursing and huffing behind them.
Tory and Carol got lucky again as it became clear that these officers didn't know the campus that well. Tory and Carol were able to cut between two buildings and lose their pursuers.
But they weren't out of the woods yet. Carol and Tory were two, pale, topless people out on a bright moonlit night. It would be almost impossible to stay hidden if the cops kept cruising around looking for them.
They had to get back to the house as soon as possible.
It could have been scary and nerve-wracking, but by this point, Tory and Carol were practically adrenaline junkies. They sprinted through the neighborhood, diving into bushes whenever cars approached, giggling and kissing until the danger had passed.
Finally, just two blocks from home, Carol slipped on some wet grass and collapsed, red-faced and laughing helplessly.
"Leave me!" she gasped between gales of laughter, "I'm done for! It's prison for me! Tell the frat boys I love them."
"Tell them yourself!" said Tory dramatically, past caring about stealth and suspecting the cops had given up looking for them. "I never leave a woman behind!" He scooped Carol up onto his back and sprinted home, even though the physical feat left him nearly winded.
As he let Carol down and held her to keep her from falling, he thought he saw something more than just affection and greater than just loyalty to her divine mission shining in Carol's eyes.
And in that giddy, magical moment on the porch with Tory, Adam was completely absent from Carol's mind for the first time all week. She didn't even remember that she had removed his symbolic collar and left it lying somewhere in the dewy grass of the quad.
They kissed, and it meant more to them than anything that had happened that week.
...
Adam looked down at the two lovebirds kissing outside the house.
Adam had sat in his room at six that evening, utterly confident and in control, waiting for the woman that he had decisively conquered. At six fifteen he had almost been pleased: something must have delayed his bitch unavoidably, and her fuck up would give him a good excuse to punish her. He did so enjoy making her beg for forgiveness. At six-thirty, an unaccustomed feeling of doubt had begun creeping into Adam's mind. But he had to stay strong. Trying to hunt around the house looking for her would make him look weak and desperate. But at seven he had finally cracked.
He stalked through the house, searching Tory's room, her room, and all of the common areas. She wasn't there. And neither was Tory.
At a certain point, anger gets so intense that there are no more individual thoughts. Just a pulsing mass of white-hot emotion in your brain.
Adam recognized with a sort of cold detachment that he was in no state to plan anything tonight. But he would be. If not tonight, then tomorrow.
Tory had some sort of hold on Carol that Adam didn't understand. Some sort of sneaky, backstabbing, beta pussy shit that he was using to steal Adam's rightful bitch from him. But Tory didn't know who he was dealing with. He never had.
Adam wasn't the kind of guy you should fuck around with.



        

  
    Wet Witch of the West Pt. 05
  
  Wet Witch of the West Pt. 05

        A showdown to determine Carol's fate at winter solstice.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/wet-witch-of-the-west-pt-05

Title: Wet Witch of the West Pt. 05

Author: RabbleLaid

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: A showdown to determine Carol's fate at winter solstice.

Tags: humiliation, double penetration, gang bang, whore, group sex, slave, free use, college, frat, slut

Series: Wet Witch of the West


When the other frat boys got back from Thanksgiving break, they were pleasantly surprised by Carol's... development.
Just as Adam and Ryan had planned, being sexually dominated all week had unlocked new depths of submission in Carol. After being the free-use slut for the three boys all week, sexual degradation had begun to feel natural to her. Not to mention the fact that her libido had been supercharged by being used as a slut. So when the boys returned and Carol found herself surrounded by eager, tempting cocks... all of the previous red lines and boundaries she had set up controlling her sexual encounters with the frat boys went out the window.
When the water for the downstairs shower mysteriously stopped working as well, Carol barely seemed phased. The rest of the residents in the house used the communal showers, so why couldn't she? She dimly remembered that the idea of showering with crowds of naked, burly men had once frightened her, but she could no longer imagine why. It just sounded like so much fun!
Certain shower times became very popular and crowded. Carol barely had to do any work herself anymore: she always had a bunch of boys willing to help her wash every inch of her body. All of her showers began devolving into a forest of strong, soapy hands scrubbing every curve of her body, while she bit her lip and drowned in the ecstasy of the frat brothers' attentive care. She was happy to help them as well, although they usually only wanted her to wash one particular piece of their anatomy. Sometimes her showers made her late to class. After all, she had to spend a long time every morning on her knees in the middle of the showers, making sure all of the frat boys' cocks were clean as a whistle. Not to mention the fact that she often needed to wash herself again after she finished her cleaning duties to rinse away the cum covering her face and tits.
Even time alone in her room had become sexually charged. Carol's relationship with Brady had changed completely ever since she called him and sent him that first teasing picture. The sweet pushover she thought she knew disappeared completely once Brady realized what a pathetic slut she truly was. Carol spent hours each night taking perfect pictures of her pussy and tits to please her new long-distance dom. They had frequent, filthy phone sex as well, and Carol had begun shivering with anticipation when Brady described in detail what he planned to do to her when he finally found the time to visit.
Carol also became the star attraction of parties at the frat house. Not that she did much socializing... Carol was too busy behind the glory hole for that. The signature wall became a crazy nest of overlapping scribbles as Carol's previous habit of six or seven cocks a party turned into hours-long marathons where almost every guest was satisfied. And each and every load when straight down her throat: the boys were very clear with their ditzy little house slut that spitting out the cum of their guests would be terribly rude. Carol had to stop eating on party nights, otherwise her belly just wouldn't have enough room.
Finally, one night Carol just couldn't help herself. She was particularly horny, because Brady had ordered her not to cum in their phone sex session right before the party. And while sucking cock was definitely fun... it just wouldn't scratch the itch that Carol had at this particular moment. Carol's mind raced as her lips bobbed up and down the anonymous dick and her fingers rubbed and teased her aching pussy. She needed to get fucked. Badly.
She could finish up in the glory hole and go find a frat boy to fuck. But why wait? She had a cock right here... hard and ready... Just when she wanted one the most. She was sure that the man on the other side of the door would have no complaints about the change of plans.
The party guest grunted in surprise, then began thrusting into the hole with a grin on his face. "Looks like this glory hole just became full-service, boys!" He whooped, making the crowd roar with cheers and whistles and laughter. From then on, the glory hole party slut didn't just offer blowjob service. Carol's belly was a lot less full on party nights after that, but in exchange, she ended every party with her pussy dripping the sperm of a dozen men.
The upgrade to Carol's glory hole services inspired Ryan to upgrade the signature wall as well. Now any time that a frat boy claimed Carol's pussy, he was entitled to sign his name somewhere on her body in Sharpie. Carol still wasn't fucking every guy in all situations. In her own pathetic way, she was still trying to have standards. But those standards slipped further and further every day as her insatiable sexual appetite made her crave more and more cock.
If a frat boy had a special occasion or achievement, Carol felt like it was totally fine to let him have her pussy as a special treat. But the achievements and occasions that qualified became less and less impressive as Carol grew hornier and sluttier. What began as a special birthday treat turned into submissive fuck sessions as a reward to the winners of beer pong.
The boys started using Carol's body as a gambling reward for sports games, and the thought of being passed around so freely and casually turned Carol on so much that she couldn't say no.
The permanent marker faded from her skin over time, but she was collecting signatures on her body faster than she could wash them away. Most of the boys were kind enough to sign in areas even her skimpy clothes would cover, but not all of them. Adam in particular enjoyed marking her in ways that other people would see, and due to Carol's now-daily anal domination by Adam's cock, her skin was filling up with his signature.
But one name that didn't show up on her skin was Tory. Despite how far Carol had come since losing her virginity to him, they still had sex on a nightly basis. Well, nearly nightly. Carol was just so busy with all the sexual demands on her lately that sometimes she couldn't make the time. In any case, Tory wasn't interested in signing her. Carol suspected he was trying to make some point about respecting her or something. Carol told him that he was being silly, but saw no reason to force him to sign if he didn't want to.
She liked Tory. What they shared that last night of break was special. And sex with him still felt amazing. Sometimes Carol wondered how it would be to focus on one man in particular, and when she thought along those lines, Tory was the first to jump to mind. For a while, she even considered sharing her feelings with Tory, and finding out if he felt something special between them too.
But then, one night, Carol received a message from the divine that gave her pause. A message that made her rethink her whole strange relationship with Tory.
...
Carol stared at her mirror in numb shock, absorbing the new message from the divine reluctantly.
"Beware the Eclipse. In her abundance of love, the moon can swallow the sun. Great danger lies in this path. Extinguish not the black sun."
The message was disappointing, but clear. Despite how good it felt to be with Tory, there was some sort of hidden spiritual danger lurking that could harm him. By getting closer to him, by allowing herself to explore the deeper yearnings she had begun to feel, Carol could be leading him into greater danger.
Carol set her jaw and sighed deeply, turning away from the heartbreaking message from the Divine.
She would probably be safe maintaining the casual sexual relationship they had already, but Carol would have to avoid deeper ties with Tory.
For his sake.
...
Tory frowned, checking the time on his phone again. He never forced Carol to meet with him, and he understood if she couldn't always make it to their rendezvous, but she usually warned him if she wouldn't be there. It figured that things would come to this: Carol felt like she had been growing distant lately.
Tory felt slightly disappointed with how things had gone between them since Thanksgiving. That final night had felt magical. Electrifying. But when the other boys came back, Carol threw herself completely into being the frat house's submissive slut, and Tory just sort of faded into the background. They still had a connection when they were together, but they were meeting less and less often these days.
Tory decided to go downstairs and find something to eat since sex clearly wasn't on the table. Maybe he should even go through the contacts on his phone... Carol obviously had no intentions of being exclusive, so Tory didn't see why he should limit himself. He was shaken out of his glum thoughts as he came down the stairs by some sort of commotion going on in the living room. That was weird. No one had told him there was going to be a party tonight...
As he got closer to the living room, Tory heard the unmistakable sounds of female pleasure, coupled with the usual drunken cheers and laughter of the frat boys. He should have known. There was only one person in the house who inspired this kind of enthusiasm from the brothers. Carol was missing her meeting with him because she was too busy fucking someone else. The truth hurt. Tory really hadn't expected something like this from Carol. With a heavy heart, Tory pushed to the front of the crowd to see Carol's latest slutty performance.
When Tory finally got close enough to catch a glimpse of the action, he saw Carol wildly working her hips up and down on the cock of a burly man he didn't recognize. Her tits and dark curls were bouncing with her frantic pace as she moaned a stream of filthy, gasping dirty talk.
'Yes! Fuck me Brady! Ohhhh Godddd, your cock is so fucking big! I was wrong, Brady! I was so wrong to say no to you! I can't believe I missed out on your beautiful fucking dick!" With a dark chuckle, the stranger reached up and pulled Carol's head down, crushing his lips against hers and silencing her erotic stream-of-consciousness rant, much to the amusement of the watching crowd.
The brothers gathered around in aroused fascination: this was the first time Carol had fucked someone in front of the whole frat, and they were all awed and aroused by Carol's slutty enthusiasm. More than one of the brothers was grasping the front of their pants, eyes shifting around as if they were wondering if anyone would mind if they started jerking off. The intense sexual energy crackling through the air made it feel as if the public sex could develop into an orgy at any time.
Tory saw the cruel hunger growing in the eyes of the frat boys, and he wasn't sure he liked it.
Who the fuck was Brady?
Suddenly, a hand fell on Tory's shoulder. He turned and looked up into the cold green eyes of Adam. "Sorry, Prez," said Adam in a smooth, insincere voice. "Carol's old high school flame just happened to drop by when she was headed to your nightly rendezvous. I'm sure you wouldn't grudge her a little catching up."
Tory could hear that Brady must have released Carol from her deep kiss, because her moans were loudly filling the living room once again. Tory could feel the crowd pressing forward around him, trying to get a better look at the filthy live pornography that Carol was creating on the couch. One or two cocks had been freed from their owner's pants, although thankfully that trend had not yet caught on.
Tory narrowed his eyes at Adam. Something had felt wrong between them ever since the break. A little animosity didn't surprise Tory after how things had gone down, but the really strange part was that Adam had seemed... subdued about the whole thing. Adam seemed cold and unfriendly toward Tory ever since he had successfully gotten Carol to choose him over Adam that night, but there had been no huge blowups or threats. It was ominous. And certainly out of character for a man as aggressive as Adam was normally.
"Well... it sounds like a special occasion," said Tory lightly. It was a little suspicious that this "Brady" guy happened to show up just in time to prevent him and Carol from having sex. In fact, based on the gleeful way that Adam was leering at him while explaining that Carol wasn't available to fuck him, Tory suspected that Adam told Brady to arrive at this specific time... but it was no big deal. After all, he and Carol had a regular understanding. If they didn't fuck today, they would fuck tomorrow. Tory turned to leave, only to hear a shaky, moaning voice call out behind him.
"T-tory!"
Tory turned to see Carol, humiliation from her public sex show and arousal from her rough fucking warring on her face as her eyes widened in recognition. "Our meetup! I'm so s-sorry. Brady just turned up and I... Ohhhhh," Her eyes closed and she bit her lip as her thought trailed off into an incoherent moan.
"It's ok, Carol," said Tory sheepishly. Suddenly he felt uncomfortable. He had seen Carol in public sexual situations many times at this point, so this really shouldn't bother him. But something about the way she was trying to apologize while being railed by another man... Making excuses for why she couldn't have sex with him while moaning on another man's dick... It needled him in a way he couldn't quite put his finger on.
Tory looked over at Adam, who had a sick grin on his face. Oh, that was it. It was because this situation had been deliberately set up to publicly replace him as Carol's sex partner tonight. It wasn't a coincidence. This was a public humiliation orchestrated by Adam. Tory suddenly noticed smirks and chuckles directed toward him throughout the crowd.
Adam was trying to publicly undermine Tory's masculinity with this little show. And it was working.
Then the heavy-set man on the couch turned, craning his neck while still thrusting up into Carol's wriggling hips from below. "Oh, so this is Tory," he said with a smug grin. "Nice to meet you, man. Sorry to steal Carol from you tonight, but I'm in from out of town, and, hey, if you think about it I sort of had first dibs."
"That's... It's fine," said Tory haltingly. He felt the eyes of the room focused on him with unpleasant amusement. He turned to Carol, maybe to say goodbye, but she seemed to have forgotten him completely, lost to the sensations of rough sex. Feeling awkward and out of place, Tory turned to leave, pushing through the crowd. He hadn't even made it out of the living room when he heard Brady ask the question:
"Who has a bigger cock, Carol? Me or your little friend Tory?" The mocking question was accompanied by the meaty slap of his hand on Carol's ass.
"Bradyyyy! You're so mean! Don't ask me stuff like that."
*SLAP* "Answer the question, slut!"
Carol's answer was in a shameful whisper, so Tory couldn't hear what it was, but based on the laughter from the crowd, he could guess.
...
There was something wrong. Carol was moving too far, too fast. The goal had always been for Carol to offer sexual services to the entire frat, but now it felt like the breaks and safeguards had been removed completely.
And Tory thought he knew exactly who was behind it. Adam had always been jealous of Tory's special relationship with Carol. Now the bastard was making his move to take control. When the private shower downstairs had mysteriously broken, Tory had his suspicions. He confirmed them now. He found the proof easily. The water had been turned off to the downstairs shower in the same way he had done for Carol's bathroom.
No doubt Adam was whispering in Carol's ear, pushing her toward more and more extreme acts. But how could Adam have turned Carol against him? Even with their strange twisted connection, Tory was pretty sure Carol wouldn't just take Adam's word for it if he started shit-talking Tory.
Tory froze halfway back up the basement steps. Adam didn't need to reinvent the wheel. They already had a way to influence Carol, didn't they? One that he, Ryan, and Adam were all supposed to agree on together. And it was a method that was impossible without Ryan agreeing to help.
God fucking damn it, Ryan.
Tory thundered back up the stairs to Ryan's room. Ryan yelled in shock as Tory burst through the door, almost dropping the expensive-looking camera he had been playing with.
"Shit, Tory!" he said reproachfully, shaking his head and carefully setting down the camera, "You almost gave me a fucking heart attack."
"I want to talk to you about our next message to Carol," said Tory with false cheerfulness, keeping a close eye on Ryan's face for his reaction.
Just as Tory suspected, Ryan gave him a nervous sidelong glance and pulled on his goatee. He wasn't comfortable with this topic of conversation for some reason.
"Oh?" said Ryan with poorly faked curiosity. "Yeah, well, maybe. Don't you think we're in a pretty good place right now? Maybe this whole plan has run its course."
"But I have a great idea," said Tory insistently. He wracked his brain to come up with an idea on the spot. "Why don't we get Carol to do a nightly public masturbation show for the whole frat? It used to be pretty hot when we saw her do it on the TV screens."
"Yeeeeah," said Ryan evasively, his eyes flitting around the room to focus on anything but Tory. "Sure. I'll just talk to Adam about it and then we can get back to you."
There. Now he had slipped up.
"Why do you need to ask Adam? Can't we just talk about it now? We can bring it to him later." pressed Tory.
"Well, it's just..." Ryan's eyes darted around rapidly, like an animal searching for an escape, then he sighed and deflated. "OK, fine. Adam says it's better if we leave you out of the planning for now. He says you've let yourself get too close."
"That's bullshit, Ryan!" said Tory hotly, crossing the room and grabbing him by the shoulder. "You can't just cut me out like this!"
But it was clear that intimidation wouldn't work this time. Ryan's jaw set, and an unexpected flash of defiance lit his eyes. He reached up and brushed away Tory's hand. "Isn't that exactly what you tried to do to Adam right before you started getting blowjobs? How is this different?"
Tory just stared, trying and failing to come up with a way to convince Ryan.
"And besides," said Ryan, turning away and folding his arms, "He's kind of right. This was supposed to be a game where all three of us were equal, but you've been pushing for special privileges with Carol from the start."
Adam had done this neatly and cleanly, without any need for a confrontation or a fight. There had been a coup behind the scenes, and Tory hadn't even realized it.
"You're going to send her a new message, aren't you?" Tory finally managed to choke out. "What are you going to tell her?"
Ryan shrugged uncomfortably. "Well, uh, technically we already sent it. Adam is going to announce it to everyone soon, so probably you should just wait until he..."
"Tell me, Ryan!"
"OK, OK, Jesus..." grumbled Ryan, shuffling his feet. "Something about an eclipse and a ceremony gathering all of the energy in the house, and her true destiny."
Shit. If Tory was the "black sun" the eclipse imagery was aimed straight at him. He didn't like the sound of this "ceremony" either.
"Come on," he said firmly to Ryan, making one last try. "Don't do this. Fuck Adam, you know he's a bastard. Cut me back in." But Tory read the truth plainly on Ryan's face. It wasn't that Ryan thought Adam was right. Ryan was scared. That's why he had backed Adam over Tory. And there was nothing Tory could do to make a psycho like Adam less scary.
Ryan grimaced. "Don't give me that look, man. We're just following the original plan, anyway. Carol's going to be the house slut, just like we always wanted. You'll benefit just as much as everybody else."
Tory turned away in disgust.
Sure, he would be just like everybody else. Everybody except for Adam of course.
Adam was going to be Carol's master.
...
Over the next few weeks, Carol continued to discover deeper and more twisted ways to explore her new submission and free-use kinks.



Scooter approached her with a sly grin one night, saying he had ordered pizza but forgot that he had no cash to tip the driver. He wondered if Carol might be able to help to give the poor delivery driver a nice tip... It turned out that the driver had been more than happy to accept a blowjob from the naked house slut instead of cash.
After that, the delivery times to the frat house became lightning-fast. After a certain point, Carol stopped even bringing the pizza boys inside: it was much quicker to suck them off in the open front doorway, which added a delightful exhibitionist flair to the erotically humiliating act.
Before long, pizza places were offering competing discounts to have the privilege of delivering to their frat. More than once, the driver made it all the way to the house before realizing he had forgotten one of the pizzas they had ordered back at the restaurant... but that was ok. Carol was a generous tipper. She always made sure that she fell to her knees naked in the open front door of the frat, giving the delivery drivers a sloppy, slutty tip each time they arrived, no matter how many trips the order took.
Unfortunately, Carol had been so distracted by dick that her grades had been slipping throughout the semester. It was nearing the end of the term, and even Adam recognized that the danger of Carol losing her scholarships and dropping out was more trouble than the humiliation would be worth.
All the boys agreed to leave Carol alone for a few nights so she could do late work and extra credit to fix her grades. It was slow erotic torture for Carol. She had been so overloaded with sexual stimuli for the past few months that going cold turkey almost gave her physical withdrawals. Adam ended up having to stand by her desk and keep an eye on Carol so she wouldn't get distracted and masturbate instead of studying.
It took a few nights of hard work and building arousal, but Carol got the grades for most of her classes in shape. The only issue, ironically, was the literature class that she had been forced to take as an elective. The one she picked because it sounded so easy. She and her TA in the course had cordially loathed each other since the first day of class, and he was being a real prick. He was refusing to help Carol in any way on late assignments or extra credit.
It was starting to look like no matter what Carol did, she was going to fail the class... that is until Adam made a suggestion for how she could improve her grades. When he outlined the plan, every frat boy within earshot excitedly agreed that it was brilliant, and, as she stared into her master's eyes, green and sparkling and empty of pity, she knew that she would end up obeying him, no matter how humiliating his plan was.
That was how she ended up sitting nervously in her literature lecture growing warm and uncomfortable as the rest of the class shot her bemused looks. She had to admit that she probably looked ridiculous. Her hair and makeup were done up as if she was going out to a fancy night on the town, and her entire body was shrouded by a long jacket which made her gently sweat as the TAs boring lecture droned on and on.
But there was no way she could remove the jacket, of course. Not until after class.
By the time the bell finally chimed, Carol was a nervous wreck. She tried her best to wait until all of the other students left the lecture hall, but the TA was already packing up to leave before the rest of the students were completely gone.
She had to make her move. Carol hurried down the steps to the front of the hall, casting a nervous glance at the handful of other students who were hanging around chatting after the lecture. When she had planned this, she hadn't pictured having an audience. She would just have to be careful.
She reached the TA just as he was packing his lecture notes into his book bag. When he saw Carol coming, the TA visibly sighed. And held up a hand. "I told you by email Miss Moehn. You had every chance in the world to succeed. I spoke with the professor and we both agreed. There's no extra credit in this course."
This TA had hated Carol since the first day of class. To be fair, Carol was also to blame. When the TA had gone around the class asking why people were taking the course, Carol had said, "Because It's an easy A, and I need more time to focus on my real classes."
The fact that he was such a prick was what made this next part so difficult... and arousing.
"I..." began Carol softly, swallowing hard and almost losing her nerve, "I was hoping I could convince you to reconsider." Then, taking a deep breath, she made sure her back was facing the other students and unbuttoned her coat, revealing a tantalizing slice of what was hidden beneath.
The TA didn't know how lucky he was. He was the first one to see the lingerie she was wearing, even before any of the frat guys. Tight, lacy black stocking sheathed her shapely legs, held up by a matching garter belt. The "bra" was more like a lace harness designed to lift and present her breasts pleasingly for the male gaze, with large windows to allow her stiff pink nipples to poke through. As for the tiny lace panties that went with the set... Carol had decided not to wear them at all. It would save her hated TA some time, and her heart-shaped pubes were more than enough enticing decoration for her pussy.
The TA looked at her body, revealed by her slightly open coat in stunned silence for a moment. Then an evil grin spread across his face. "Oh my, Miss Moehn," he said in a voice rich with ironic satisfaction, "Didn't you say that this class was too easy for you?"
He stalked closer, making Carol cringe slightly from the intensity of her embarrassment as his eyes took in her revealed body. "And yet here you are... begging me to help your failing grade. Begging in the most pathetic way possible."
Now he was looming above her, his voice dropping to a whisper. "I guess you're not as smart as you thought you were, huh?"
Carol dropped her eyes. "N-no, sir."
With a slow, deliberate motion, the TA dropped his hand, thrusting it between Carol's legs and forcing her to spread them wider, praying that the handful of other students couldn't tell what was going on.
"You're fucking soaking wet too!" whispered the TA gloatingly, his fingers parting her lips to feel her humiliating arousal. "Not just an airhead, but a nympho too! Desperate for my cock. Is that right, Miss Moehn?"
Carol felt like she might die of shame as she choked out "Y-yes sir."
"Spell it out for me, Carol," said the hateful man in a commanding murmur. "What are you?"
"I-I'm an airheaded nympho who's desperate for your cock!" whined Carol, hating how good his wriggling fingers were making her feel.
"Good girl. Now let's find somewhere private and I can help you earn a couple of points."
The TA pulled her by the hand and led her to a nearby tutoring office for a few hours of awful, sexually fulfilling domination.
Submitting sexually to the TA who had given her a hard time all semester almost gave Carol the same filthy, humiliating feeling she got when she was dominated by Adam. Not as strongly of course, but abstaining from sex for a few days made everything feel more intense. Her TA thoroughly used every hole, spanked her and pulled her hair, and called her every demeaning name under the sun. By the time he left her sticky with his jizz and teary-eyed from his rough treatment, Carol had lost track of her shameful orgasms. He grudgingly promised her a C. Minus.
As the weeks went by, Carol began "coincidentally" missing more and more of her meetup times with Tory. Maybe the pizza arrived at just the wrong time, and Carol had to give the driver a tip. Or she had to reward the winner of a beer pong tournament just when their meetup was scheduled to start. Once Carol regretfully texted that Scooter had just invented an obscene version of Spin the Bottle, and the boys just couldn't wait and had to play immediately. She invited Tory to come join him, but after Thanksgiving break, Tory had lost his appetite for group sex and politely declined.
One evening, Tory was walking back from a late class with a spring in his step: there had been no regretful text from Carol today, and he was hoping to have a chance to talk with her after they had sex. There had to be some way to influence her away from whatever dark plans Adam had for her. Tory was sure if they could just have a pillow talk heart-to-heart, he would be able to undermine Adam's influence.
But as Tory approached the house, he heard a strange sound above him and looked up. Carol had opened a window and was leaning out. "Oh, Tory! I'm glad I caught you! I've been a little b-busy and I didn't have a chance to text. I'm not going to be able to make it to our meetup tonight. Because... well, um..." she reddened slightly, clearly unwilling to reveal the reason. But as she lurched forward suddenly from behind, Tory thought he could guess.
"Uhhhnn," she moaned, "M-master wait! I'm talking to Tory!" Despite her protests, she started lurching forward rhythmically with her torso hung halfway out of the window, bouncing her tits in the golden light of the sunset in full view of the public street. Tory was infuriated to see and hear the jingle of a new collar, now worn proudly once more around her pale, delicate neck. Getting her to remove it had been a major victory, but it seemed that her "master" had finally convinced Carol to collar herself once more.
It felt like Tory was on a losing streak lately.
Carol seemed to lose interest in Tory as Adam's powerful thrusts into her tender asshole flooded her slutty body with mind-numbing pleasure. She closed her eyes and moaned deeply and loudly, echoing down the street.
Tory looked behind her, into the dim room. He thought he saw Adam's green eyes staring back at him with grim satisfaction. Adam was growing closer and closer to success in his plan of squeezing Tory out of Carol's life completely.
Tory was running out of time and ideas.
...
Adam raised his hands for quiet, looking around at the rowdy living room full of frat boys with a grin, relishing his moment in the spotlight.
Carol was out of town for the weekend. She had mentioned something to Tory about needing to make it up to her parents for skipping Thanksgiving with them.
Her absence gave Adam the perfect opportunity to make his big announcement and lay the groundwork for the following night.
"Boys!" he said in a deep voice projected from his diaphragm. "I won't lie. Things have been pretty sweet."
The room erupted with good-natured enthusiasm, and Adam had to raise his hands again to call for silence. "But! There's room for improvement. There's no such thing as half a free-use slut. I won't be satisfied until Carol has submitted completely."
"Any man!" he roared. The crowd cheered wildly in response.
"Any time!" *Cheer*
"Any hole!!" This time Adan allowed the cheering to go on for a while, soaking in the rabid lust of the crowd. He looked over to the one frat boy not cheering. Tory leaned against the wall with his arms crossed, his face smoldering with impotent rage.
Not your girlfriend anymore, is she, pussy?
Adam returned his focus to the crowd he had eating out of his hand. "Well, we're at the finish line boys," he said, throwing his arms wide. "Tomorrow night, we will finally push Carol into the sexual slavery she has been sliding towards since the beginning of the year." The crowd murmured. A few faces frowned. Maybe he had gone a bit too dark there and tipped his hand. Time to reel it back a little. "The little slut is going to fucking love it!"
This won the crowd back to his side, loud laughs and cheerful whistles broke out throughout the room. The crowd looked eager and happy. Well, except for Loverboy.
"Well, without further ado, I'm proud to announce our RA's first ever sloppy, twenty-one-man gangbang!" said Adam, raising his hands up to loud cheers. "You can tell that Carol has been aching to be tamed by all our cocks at once, and we're finally going to give that kinky bitch what she wants! We'll be going over the ground rules in a second here, but they're mainly common sense. I'll be running the show to make things go smoothly. Don't hog the slut, and don't spoil anyone else's good time. Oh..."
He turned his attention back to Tory, savoring the look of anger and shock on his stupid face. Well if their dear frat president didn't like the sound of a gangbang, he certainly wouldn't like this next part...
"... Also, we'll be filming to commemorate the occasion. All male faces will end up blurred, but cover up any identifying tattoos and don't say anything that could connect to you to the frat or anyone else."
Adam grinned. Tory was white-faced and practically trembling. He got up from the wall and left the room. Adam let him leave. Go. Do what you want, short-stuff, he thought.
There's nothing you can do to stop this. I'm already two steps ahead of you.
...
Tory held Carol tight in a spooning position. She rocked her pussy back into his cock with slow rolling motions as he reached forward to stimulate her nipples with firm, gentle fingers.
It felt great. Amazing even. But Carol's mind was on other things. She put her hands over Tory's, clutching them tighter to her breasts and purred, "Cum for me, Stud..."
"But... did you...?" murmured Tory. It was sweet of him to be concerned, but Carol wasn't going to be able to orgasm tonight. She was too distracted by the ceremony tomorrow. Instead of answering directly, she increased her pace and tightened her pussy around Tory's cock, milking him roughly while whispering "I want it. Give me your cum, Tory."
Tory couldn't resist her technique. He seized her even tighter and breathed heavily, holding himself deep inside her as his cock pulsed and twitched in orgasm. Finally, he let out a shaky breath and released her.
Carol turned and cupped his face with a gentle smile and gave him a soft kiss on the nose. "No time for cuddles today, Stud," she said apologetically. "I need to meditate before tomorrow's ceremony."
Tory sat up in bed and suddenly looked uncomfortable. "About that Carol... I don't think you should do it. The gan... the ceremony."
Carol sighed heavily. She felt her heart break a little as she looked into Tory's puppy-dog eyes. She had to look away. The feelings were too intense. Why couldn't Tory understand that she wanted to be with him too? It just wasn't safe. The Divine had made it clear that getting closer to Tory would only harm him. It was hard, but she had to try to make him understand. She sat back on the bed and took Tory's hands in hers. "Listen, Tory. Have you ever heard of the winter solstice?"
Tory huffed and said "Yeah. Sure I have. The shortest day of the year. But Carol, this ceremony that they want to..."
"It's one of the most important days of the pagan calendar," said Carol firmly, cutting him off. "It represents the death of the tired old sun and the birth of a new one. That's the type of ceremony that the higher powers have requested from me. It has been really fun Tory, but... maybe it just wasn't meant to be between the two of us. I'm playing with powerful forces here, and I couldn't stand it if you got hurt. This isn't just about one man and one woman. It's deeper than that."
Tory looked at her with raw pain filling his eyes. For some reason, there was hesitation in his gaze as well. As if he wanted to say more but something was holding him back....
But in the end, Tory didn't say anything else.
Carol kissed him again, this time on the lips. "Have fun during the ceremony, stud," she said with a sad smile, "The spiritual aspect is more important than the physical, but I'm sure that all you horny boys will have a blast."
Tory didn't say anything else, just stared at Carol with pleading eyes as she walked out his door.
...
Tory walked slowly up the stairs to Carol's room, his heart heavy with anxiety about what he knew was coming. Partway up the stairs he ran into the excited, chattering crowd spilling out of the door. The energy was palpable and slightly sinister. By this point, all of the brothers had gotten their chance to fuck Carol, but now they would do it together. A brutal demonstration of their sexual power and ownership of their pet slut. Tory remembered that not so long ago, he would have been just as excited as the rest of them. The thought turned his stomach.
Tory gingerly pushed his way through the crowd of eager frat boys. Some of them were wearing underwear, and other, more daring brothers were already naked. That made navigating through them trickier than just pushing through as usual; unless he wanted to rub up against a bunch of cocks.
Luckily for Tory, most of the brothers were willing to grudgingly make way for their president, and before long he was able to enter the door of Carol's room, which was already crowded with people preparing for the "ceremony".
As he entered the room, Tory saw that Adam had pulled out all the stops to make Carol see this as a legitimate magical ritual. Flickering candles lit the room and provided a mysterious feel. A pungent, spicy incense filled the air. In the open area in front of Carol's bed, mats had been laid out for padding, and someone (Ryan, Tory was guessing) had drawn mystical symbols on them in chalk. Tory speculated that the chalk wouldn't last ten minutes once the filthy, sweaty festivities started.
Adam stood in the center of the room, the emcee of this evening of sexual debauchery. He wore a smug smile and little else, his huge revealed cock pulsing with dark desire. Adam's only piece of clothing, if you could call it that, was some sort of headdress crowned with deer antlers. It somehow made him look ridiculous and wildly dangerous at the same time. For some reason, Adam was wearing a large adhesive bandage on his pubic area. Covering something up? Tory didn't remember seeing anything on Adam's body in that spot before.
When Adam saw Tory enter, his smile broadened and he gave the frat president a slow wink. Now that Adam's victory was complete, he had no issue with acting friendly toward his defeated rival.
But the true focus of attention in this carefully decorated room was Carol. She knelt in the middle of the magic circle drawn on the pads, palely, gloriously naked. She had never looked more beautiful in Tory's eyes. Her firm breasts hitched and heaved with her excited breaths, her pale pink nipples stiff and straining with anticipation. Her smooth shapely thighs were spread wide, revealing her blushing pussy, already dripping its excited juices down to pool in a growing puddle on the mat beneath her. Her face was all bright shining smiles and sparkling eyes, looking around at the frat boys she had come to be so close to. Her only costume tonight was a shiny, dark green crown of holly leaves atop her perfectly styled brunette ringlets.
Based on her cheerful enthusiasm, Carol clearly didn't understand the kind of ceremony Adam had planned for her. Tory couldn't believe that Carol would be this happy about a degrading gangbang, even now. He wondered bitterly how Adam had described this evening to her.
Sadly, he knew that she would still enjoy what happened. Carol had demonstrated time and time again that submission and shame turned her on. But tonight would be much rougher and more humiliating than she was anticipating.
And Tory had run out of ways to stop it.
When she saw Tory, Carol gave him a happy wave, but her eyes quickly skated over him to greet another frat boy coming in behind him. Tory couldn't help but feel a little out of place. Adam clearly had a special role, but at this point, Tory had become just another cock in the crowd. Feeling a little nonplussed, Tory shuffled further in to make room, ending up on Carol's left, fairly close to Adam.



Ryan saw him and hurried over, carrying a box of bandages. "Geez, man," he said with a lopsided smile, plucking two large adhesive bandages out of the box, "Didn't you listen during the rules meeting? No identifying tattoos!" He peeled off the bandages and slapped them onto Tory's chest, completely covering his sun tattoo.
The "black sun" that he had used to trick Carol into thinking he was special was now completely eclipsed. Now he was just a nobody.
"Ok boys," said Adam in a booming voice, stepping forward. "Let's not waste time. We all know why we're here." He roughly grabbed a handful of Carol's carefully styled hair and forced her to look up at him with a squeak of pain.
"To fuck this slut into utter submission."
Carol's shiny smile faltered a little. She had clearly expected Adam to say something about the sun, or a ceremony, or something to do with energy. But the harsh, arrogant frat brother never had been very good at playing along with Carol's "magical bullshit" as he called it. "Someone has to get things started. Why don't me and Ryan do the honors?" His sharp green eyes flicked to Ryan, standing at his side like a loyal lackey. "Ryan, fetch the stool."
As Ryan obeyed, Adam pulled Carol to her feet, already knocking off the holly crown and contemptuously kicking it to the side. Soon Carol was whimpering and standing on her tiptoes as Adam held her hair taut. "M-master, it hurts!" she whimpered pathetically, not daring to fight back.
"I know it does bitch," said Adam smugly. His free hand moved down to grope and finger between Carol's straining legs. "That's why you're so fucking wet. You love it when I'm rough with you." He turned to the crowd with an evil smile. "It's your lucky night, slave! All of these boys are going to treat you just as rough as me. Just like your body has been craving."
Ryan had fetched the stool, which he set with a clunk in the middle of the mat. Adam sat on it heavily, changing his dominant grip on Carol by sliding his rough hands down her body, holding her squishy hips in iron-hard hands. Carol looked down at his cock, pulsing with his sadistic arousal, ready to fuck her in front of all these horny men. Ready to set an example for what the other boys should do.
Carol had become more and more used to people seeing her have sex recently, but her domination sessions with Adam had never been this public. She felt the eyes of the other boys drinking it in. Learning Adam's dark lesson: that Carol got off on disrespect, that she would allow men to dominate her sexually... and she would love every second of it.
Carol was suddenly struck with fear that the rest of the frat boys might never be able to respect her again. Without intending to, her eyes searched for and found Tory in the crowd. He looked lost. Jealous and Horny and powerless. Adam had shown Tory the aftermath of his domination before, but the poor frat president was about to have a front-row seat to the show. He would see with his own eyes the twisted power that Adam held over her.
Sorry, Tory. Master wants you to see this... and I'm not strong enough to refuse.
Carol had never hated Adam more than she did in this moment. He was hurting her, degrading her, marking her as a worthless slut to all of the men in the frat. But despite that loathing pulsing through her very core, she knew that he was right. Her body craved his arrogant treatment. Even now she wanted his cock in her ass, wanted him to force her to pathetically submit in front of everyone. In front of Tory. It was her divine mission calling her again. The ceremony stated that she must absorb all of the dark energies in the house all at once in one final purification ceremony. Was it any wonder that dark feelings were rising in both her and the frat brothers?
Adam pulled her down, sinking his cock deep into her well-trained ass without warning, making her gasp as the feeling of hot fullness took her off-guard. The crowd murmured and pressed forward to get a better view. Anal sex was still Adam's exclusive right up until tonight, so most of the brothers had never seen her butthole stretched open by a cock. Carol noted with fear and excitement that more and cocks were growing stiff in the crowd. Some of the brothers who had been more timid were discarding their underwear now, sensing in the energy of the room. They could feel it: it was almost time to put their cocks to use.
Adam just held her there for a moment, her thick thighs spread to reveal her juicy pussy and his cock in her ass. She savored the sweet horror of the moment. The shame. The hatred for Adam. The deep, irresistible lust building up inside her. Then Adam beckoned Ryan forward. "Ok boys, Carol's going to give us a demonstration of how a real free-use slut takes cock. For someone as cock-hungry as her, just one can't satisfy her anymore. Ryan... you know what to do."
Carol failed to hold back a slutty moan as Ryan hunched slightly, thrusting his cock up into her needy pussy while Adam kept her ass stuffed with his cock. It felt like nothing she had ever experienced before. She was completely full, overwhelmed sexually by the feeling of two powerful cock inside her at once. She wasn't sure if she could handle this level of stimulation.
Then they began moving. She could feel her pussy and ass distending and stretching, the two cocks squishing and crushing her sensitive flesh between them as both men thrust deep in a swift, harmonious rhythm. She had never felt more controlled and weak in her life, her small, soft body being sandwiched between two larger and stronger men. Ryan's tall, lean body pushed her back into Adam's big strong body, which was supporting her from below. Between them, she felt weak, feminine, and submissive. She couldn't even move her hips to participate in her own degradation: she simply had to submit to her thorough fucking.
Carol looked up with a surprised gasp to see Bailey there, right by her face. With a look of fierce, horny determination, he pushed his cock into her free hand, smearing her palm with precum. Carol took the hint and did her best to stroke it, despite the distraction of her rough double penetration. She almost jumped when she felt a naked cock rub up against one of her bouncing feet. Carol looked down in surprise to see that Scooter was grabbing her foot in both hands and rubbing himself against it with a sheepish smile on his face.
More men came forward, and Carol began feeling cocks rubbing every available inch of her body as the two big dicks inside her continued to pump with steady, powerful strokes. She was now surrounded by a tangle of grunting, sweating men, thrusting and rubbing their dripping cocks at her with wild lust lighting up their eyes. She could feel it: the strong dark male energy of the house, being drawn from the frat boys like poison from a wound, flowing from their penises into her holy body. It felt filthy. It felt utterly demeaning. It felt blissful. Carol's eyes flew open as the massive concentration of male energy sent sparks of pleasure flying through her body. She surrendered to the feeling of her degrading double penetration and came on two cocks at once, groaning and gasping as her muscles stiffened and clenched in the throes of deep release.
The sight of her complete sexual meltdown was enough to send some frat boys over the edge already, and the first loads of the night splashed against her flushed skin and the mat beneath them.
Adam slapped her still-quivering ass and pulled Carol's limp and shaky body off of his cock. "Let's change position, men. The night is young. And Carol still has a lot more love to give."
...
Tory watched in horror as Carol was subjected to every form of sexual domination that the frat boys could think of.
Powerful images of sexual domination and submission played out on the sticky mats in the center of the room that would be seared into Tory's mind forever.
Bailey and Scooter spit-roasting Carol so vigorously that her feet left the ground for a moment, supported only by the hands and cocks of the boys roughly using her body. She slumped back to the ground soon after, her legs trembling in another of her countless orgasms ignored by the two brothers, who were too busy laughing and high fiving over their shared conquest.
Dave fucking Carol roughly into the ground in an awkward and embarrassing piledriver position while a laughing group of frat brothers surrounded her, jerking loads of cum down onto her moaning, upturned face.
Ryan forcing Carol to play a twisted blindfolded guessing game where she identified frat brothers by taste and mouthfeel alone. The reward for guessing right was cock. The punishment for guessing wrong? More cock. Making the entire humiliating game a farce designed only to demonstrate Carol's shameful accuracy after months of sucking frat boy dick.
Carol got fucked by every brother, in every position. As the night went on, more and more brothers blew their loads in and on Carol, and before long she was a sticky mess, fouled from head to toe by the twisted lust of her masters.
Tory thought back to the smug, sassy prude who he met on the lawn of their frat less than six months ago. She was unrecognizable now. The woman who had sneered as she informed Tory that she would never have the slightest interest in fucking a frat boy was taking frat boy cocks in every hole. The effortlessly smart woman was now giggling as she told boys she once considered beneath her that their cum was "soooo yummy." The woman who had done her best to force the frat boys to shape up and follow her rules was being sexually dominated by them with every sign of deep satisfaction.
But despite how upset it made him, Tory's erection never softened as he watched her debauched sex show. Carol just looked so wild and free. After her initial reluctance, she had thrown herself into the task of pleasing the frat boys with rabid enthusiasm, sucking dick, working her hips, and jerking cocks with bright, eager eyes and a smile on her face (at least, when her mouth wasn't full of cock).
Tory couldn't help it. At some point, he just had to masturbate. Seeing Carol on her knees, swallowing load after load. Seeing her fire off a rapid stream of dirty talk as a sweaty brother roughly fucked her down into the mat before cumming in her pussy. Seeing her bucking wildly on the tip of a cock in her asshole while expertly jerking a cock in both hands... the erotic sights were too much to resist.
Would it be so wrong to participate a little? Carol seemed so happy. Tory longed to feel a special connection with her again. And he knew he wouldn't be turned away: no man had been refused tonight. With hesitant steps, Tory moved forward. He had chosen his moment well: most of the other boys were taking a breather, and right now Carol was only occupied with Ryan, bouncing on his cock in reverse cowgirl position with a slightly dazed look in her eyes.
As Tory moved forward, Carol's eyes sharpened and focused on his face, and Tory was pleased to see a spark of fondness there. She giggled at him, reaching out welcomingly and taking his cock in hand. "Hey, Stud! I was wondering when you would join the party! Just give me a second to finish with Ryan here, and you can have a turn. I'll keep you warmed up while I finish." She gave him a warm smile and began jerking his cock with the long, slow strokes that she knew he liked.
Out of his peripheral vision, Tory saw Adam moving forward, taking his position on Carol's other side. Why did it have to be now, when he was sharing a moment with Carol?... Of course. That was the point, wasn't it? Whatever happened next was why Adam had allowed Tory to be at this gangbang in the first place.
He should escape. He should just walk away and deny Adam the satisfaction. But he couldn't. Not while Carol's hands were on his cock. He didn't have the strength to pull away.
Tory pushed his massive cock up against Carol's cheek. "Suck," he commanded bluntly.
"But Master, right now I'm..." began Carol, gesturing weakly at Tory with her free hand as she continued to stroke Tory's cock and ride Ryan.
Adam interrupted her by sticking his cock into her mouth while she was talking. "I said suck, bitch. I won't tell you again." Carol flashed Tory a "what can you do?" look and wrapped her lips around Adam's dick, bobbing her head and slurping noisily. Tory noticed with annoyance that her handjob became noticeably rougher and more awkward as Adam pulled her attention away. Adam easily inserted himself between them, callously crushing any chance for them to steal a magical moment during the hectic gangbang, and leaving Tory with nothing but a distracted, low-quality handjob.
Adam crossed his arms and stared down at the woman humbly sucking his cock, his face triumphant. Beneath Carol, Ryan finally grunted and stiffened, emptying his load deep inside Carol's pussy, to join the sperm of half a dozen other brothers.
"You know the purpose of this ceremony," said Adam suddenly. "The old sun must die. The new sun must rise." Carol looked up at him with wide eyes, moving her lips reverently up and down his massive cock, her pace slow and deep.
"The black sun has been eclipsed," said Adam decisively. Carol's icy blue eyes flicked over to Tory for just a moment. They were almost apologetic. At this point, she was focusing so fully on Adam's cock that her hand wasn't even moving on Tory's dick anymore. "Yes master," she said in a soft voice, releasing Adam's saliva-drenched cock from her plump lips.
"You must now embrace a new sun. The red sun," said Adam in a low, compelling voice. "Who is worthy to be the sun in your life, Carol? Who is strong enough? Who has the willpower? Who do you feel pulled to more than any other?"
Tory studied Carol's face as she stared up at her master. It was filled with fear and hatred, but lust and weakness as well. "You know who your sun is already, Carol," said Adam in a firm, quiet voice. The rest of the men surrounding them were silent, hanging on Adam's every word.
Adam reached down and peeled away the bandage above his cock, revealing a blazing red sun drawn onto his skin, just inches away from Carol's wondering eyes. With a shaking hand, she reached up to trace the outlines of the design. Then Carol's eyes glazed over with horny, helpless submission. With her gaze submissively upturned to her new blazing sun, she slowly sank Adam's full length deep into her throat, pledging her loyal service as his bitch.
The Divine had spoken. It had anointed Adam as her true master. And Carol would not fight her destiny.
"Good fucking choice," said Adam with a dark chuckle. With one hand he casually pushed Tory on the chest, making him stumble backward into the crowd. Carol's hand fell limply away from Tory's cock, which was now less than an afterthought in her mind.
With swift, powerful motions, Adam forced Carol to her feet and spun her around so they were both facing Tory. Then he took Carol in his favorite position: standing doggy style. As the top dog, he had her all to himself with no other competition: the clear superior in the room despite his earlier words about equality. Adam grabbed both of Carol's arms and pulled her roughly back into him as he began fucking her with power and speed that fascinated the watching crowd and immediately made Carol respond with loud, vocal enthusiasm. Tory tried to catch her eye, but Carol seemed long gone, her tongue lolling loose and her eyes glazed as she basked in the light of her new, cruel sun.
Only now, in his moment of complete defeat, did Tory's cock deflate. Suddenly nothing felt sexy about this exploitative, degrading show.
He had to get out of here. He spun and pushed for the door, not even caring anymore as he scraped past the erect, drooling dicks of his brothers. Carol's ecstatic moans chased him down the stairs, and late into the night, as he tossed and turned frantically in his bed, the party continuing upstairs was too loud for him to relax and rest.
...
It was hours later. Tory lay staring at the ceiling with red eyes. The sounds filtering down from above him had haunted and tormented him all night. Despite how bad he felt about losing Carol completely to Adam, it was clear based on the noises she made late into the night that Carol was enjoying her new status as sex slave immensely.
Throughout the night Adam had heard boys heading down the stairs in ones and twos as they became too spent to continue. It had been an hour or two since the sounds from the upstairs room had gone completely quiet.
Did that mean that Carol's sexual domination was finally over? Was she sleeping peacefully? Or lying in a cum-splattered heap, abandoned by her cruel master? Despite Carol's clear rejection of him a few hours earlier, Tory was still concerned. The other boys had been in a cruel, possessive mood last night. Would any of them take the time to make sure Carol was ok?
Tory didn't have the stomach to enter her room to check. But then again... he didn't have to, did he? He had a way of checking on Carol that was completely anonymous.
Tory crept stealthily up to the control room, clicking the door shut behind him. He would just quickly check the cameras to see that Carol was ok, then he would... fuck, go find something else to do probably. Try to get out of the house. Tory didn't know if he would be able to stomach Adam parading around, celebrating his victory.
The camera feed was already up on the monitor. Tory's stomach sank to see that Adam and Carol were the only two ones left. Adam was deeply, slowly fucking Carol's ass on her bed while she softly moaned, looking dazed and exhausted, but happy. Well, thought Tory bitterly, he had to hand it to Adam, the man had stamina.
That answered his question. Carol didn't need his help. Maybe she had never needed it. It seemed like she was happy to be Adam's masochistic pet. If Tory really wanted what was best for her, maybe he should just accept her wishes.
Tory was about to leave when something caught his eye on the dusty table that held the computer. It was a series of nude photos of Carol. But, in each of them, her body had been... altered. Tory picked one up with sick fascination. It showed Carol's perky butt, but on her lower back, someone had drawn something in Sharpie. The words "Adam's Bitch" were stacked one over the other. A stylized dog leash was hooked tight around the "T" in bitch, with the handle of the leash looped through the "D" in Adam.
Tory picked up another one. It showed Carol's beautiful, smiling face. But a black bar had been traced around her throat, with a chain drawn on her skin leading down between her breasts. Another picture was even cruder: it showed "ADAM'S" in block lettering directly above Carol's pussy, with an arrow pointing down.
Adam was trying out tattoo designs. That sick fuck wanted to mark Carol as his forever. Tory had always known that the trick they were playing on Carol was wrong, but somehow in the back of his mind, he had assumed that Carol would move past it someday. It would become an embarrassing college memory that she would tactfully fail to mention when whoever she ended up marrying asked about her sexual history.
But that wasn't what Adam had in mind at all. He wanted a permanent sexual slave. With the permanent marks to prove it. Adam's sadistic ownership fetish was pushing him to ruin Carol's life permanently for his own twisted pleasure. And at this point, Tory didn't know if Carol could say "no".
What could Tory do though? Sadly, it seemed his influence with Carol was at an all-time low. Maybe he could go to the tattoo parlor and tell them Carol was being coerced. Ryan and Adam had clearly been planning in this room... Maybe they had looked up tattoo parlors on the computer.
But when he minimized the live camera feed, he found something even worse on the screen.



Editing software. With a completely edited version of last night's gangbang already completed, male faces blurred and everything.
Tory's mind whirled. It didn't make sense. Ryan must have snuck down here during the early morning and spent hours editing. But why? What was the rush in completing a video like this? There was no reason to have the video of the gangbang ready to go at the end of the gangbang... Unless you have some purpose in mind for the video, something that tied in with Adam's obsession with degrading Carol as much as possible and fully converting her into a complete slut.
Tory flipped back to the live camera feed and saw that Adam was showing Carol something on a laptop. The footage wasn't incredibly clear, but, shamefully, Tory could easily recognize the front page of a popular porn site.
The hidden microphones in the room picked up Adam's insidious words with crystal clarity.
"This is what the Divine truly meant, Carol," he was saying, pouring his poisonous lies directly into her ear as she stared with dazed confusion at the porn site on her laptop. "You're not just destined to absorb the negative male energy of the frat. Your mission is larger than that. You can absorb the foul masculine energy from men around the world."
He held out a flash drive to her, which she took with an expression of dawning wonder. "You just need to give them a focus for meditation. So they can transfer their energy to you directly. Like this film of our sacred ritual..."
Fuck.
Tory rose from the desk in a near panic. Adam was going to post Carol's gangbang publically on the internet to complete her humiliating transformation into a degraded slut. Then, he would force Carol to get an obscene tattoo to bind her to him forever. Tory saw it all as plain as day. The plan had Adam's stink all over it.
Tory had to do something. Anything. But there was just one trick left up his sleeve, but using it would burn every one of them to the ground, him included. But he couldn't just stand by and let Adam destroy Carol's life. Carol deserved better than that.
It was time to use the nuclear option.
The truth.
...
When Tory burst into Carol's room, he could see he had arrived just in time. Adam and Carol were lying naked together on the bed, a laptop open in front of them. The upload video page of the porn site was open. Adam had his arm over Carol's shoulder, clutching and rubbing her smooth skin posessively. His lips were up against her ear, still whispering.
Carol's fingers were poised on the mouse buttons.
Both turned to look at Tory as he entered. Adam looked annoyed at the interruption, but when he saw who it was, his expression turned into a contemptuous sneer. Clearly, he didn't think he had anything to worry about.
Carol had the sleepy, deeply contented look of a cat in a sunbeam. Tory could see that she was still riding the high of dozens of submissive orgasms. Flaky drying sperm covered much of her curvy nude body.
"Don't do it, Carol," said Tory seriously, "Don't post that video. It could ruin your life."
Adam burst out laughing, rising from the bed to stand towering above Tory. "But that's the thing!" He crowed with an evil gleam in his eye, "It's too late, loverboy! Carol's debut porn is uploading as we speak."
"Then fucking cancel it!" growled Tory, lunging toward the laptop. Adam easily pushed him back with a firm hand on his chest.
Carol blinked, her mouth pulling down into a confused frown. "Why are you upset, Tory? It's OK! This is all the will of the divine." A big, contented smile blossomed on her sperm-crusted face. "I didn't get it before, but master helped me understand. I'm not just supposed to drain the male energy of the men in this frat. I'm supposed to drain the energy of men from all over the world! Imagine how much impact I might have!"
"Carol," said Tory, trying to stay calm. He tried to struggle past Adam, but the larger man held him easily. "You can't just post a video of you getting gangbanged with your face unblurred. It will follow you for life. Anybody in the street might recognize you as 'that gangbang slut'. All your friends and family might see it, Carol!"
That gave Carol pause. Her eyebrows furrowed slightly and her smile faltered. "I don't know what you want me to say, Tory. It's the will of the Divine. And the will of my master, who the Divine instructed me to obey."
"Speaking of which," added Adam with a smug grin. "We have an appointment soon to mark you with a sign of your eternal loyalty. So Tory had best be leaving."
Tory took a deep breath and looked back and forth between the arrogant, victorious Adam and the confused, frowning Carol. It was now or never. He had to save Carol from Adam, even if the truth made her hate his guts.
"No, Carol. It's not the will of the Divine," said Tory, taking a deep, shaky breath to calm his nerves. Carol's frown deepened. The smug look curdled on Adam's face as he belatedly realized what Tory was about to do.
"Because there is no will of the Divine. We've been tricking you since the beginning of the year. The messages you've been getting have been from Adam, Ryan, and me."
Carol's eyes were wide and blank as she stared into Tory's soul. "He's lying," snapped Adam, his face twisting into a bitter sneer.
Carol ignored Adam, continuing to lock eyes with Tory. "You're wrong," she said faintly. Tory had to keep himself from screaming in frustration. He could see Carol's mind snapping shut in front of his eyes. Carol was choosing denial over the truth.
"I'm not lying Carol," said Tory desperately. "We drew the messages on the mirror in resin! It caught the smoke when you burned your candles. There are hidden speakers in this room. I can show you where they are!"
But infuriatingly, Carol was shaking her head with a knowing smile. "You're not lying Tory, but you are wrong. I know what I felt. The Divine has been at work here. You thought you were tricking me, but the will of the Divine was just using you as a tool."
Tory could almost cry with frustration. Next to him, Adam chuckled, deep and low and evil. Tory should have known. Carol was in too deep. If she accepted that she had been fooled, she would have to deal with the fact that three men had tricked and corrupted her. Carol had never been willing to accept skepticism of the supernatural, and she certainly wasn't going to start now. Believing Tory would mean she wasn't a servant of a higher power, just a gullible slut. She was protecting herself through denial.
And it was about to ruin her life.
Tory had to make one last, desperate try. An attempt to bridge that gap between him and Carol and make her feel his sincerity. With Adam distracted by his outburst of laughter, Tory was finally able to wriggle from his grasp and reach Carol. He clasped her hands in his. "Please, Carol. Think about this. Maybe you're right. Maybe this is all the plan of the Divine. But you're special to the Divine, right? It wants what's best for you. I just can't believe that the Divine wants to ruin your life and make you a slave to an asshole like Adam."
Tory finally saw a flicker of doubt in Carol's eyes. He had finally framed the issue correctly to get through to her, at least a little. Adam's strong hand fell on his shoulder, hauling him back. "Don't listen to this pathetic whiner, Carol," said Adam, annoyed once again. "He's just jealous and upset because he's no longer part of your Divine plan. Don't let him confuse you."
Carol froze, her eyes looking back and forth between Adam and Tory. Her facial features showed stark confusion and indecision. She faced an impossible choice: between what her heart wanted, and what she believed the Divine had commanded. "I..." she said hesitantly. She licked her lips. "...I need to m-meditate." She scrambled off the bed and hurried to her altar, pulling out the long matches she used to light her smokey candles.
"I'm trying to tell, you Carol!" groaned Tory. "Nothing will show up! All of the messages have been sent by one of us. There have been people in this room since last night, so no one had a chance to draw on your mirror."
Adam shoved him, making Tory roughly stumble over the sticky mats on the floor. "You heard the lady, pipsqueak," said Adam grimly. "She wants to seek the wisdom of the divine, not some liar desperate to get into her pants." Carol struck the match and lit her candle, kneeling in front of her mirror.
Tory squared his shoulders and balled up his fists. There was no way he would be able to save Carol with this toxic asshole whispering in her ear. His blood drummed in his ears. It all came down to this. He would have to take out the source of Carol's problems directly.
Adam laughed in manic glee as he saw Tory squaring up. "Finally!" he crowed. "The pussy grows a backbone. You've been trying to sneak around behind my back for too long, short stuff. Now I can finally teach you why I'm the superior man."
They came at each other swinging, and Tory could instantly feel that Adam was right. Adam was bigger, faster, and had a longer reach. Within the first minute of swinging fists at each other, Tory could feel it in his gut.
He was going to lose.
Tory charged wildly at Adam, trying to get inside his range and surprise him. But Adam couldn't be fooled that easily, he roughly pushed Tory back. And then something happened. One of those little miracles that might make someone believe in destiny.
As Tory stumbled backward, he bumped into Carol, who lurched forward into her altar set up, knocking the candle over into her pile of twigs and string and cloth knickknacks... which immediately burst into flame.
Carol let out a heartbroken cry, beating at the fire with her hands, desperately trying to save her collection of precious magical symbols. Tory looked over at the pitiful display, distracted from his losing fistfight. Despite knowing that it was all junk, his heart went out to Carol, who was clearly distraught.
Adam sneered at the unwelcome distraction from his victory. "Come oooonnn, prez," he said impatiently. "Let it burn. We're in the middle of something."
Tory hesitated... Then turned his back on his enemy, pulling off his shirt to try to help Carol smother the flames. Adam scoffed in disbelief, rolling his eyes."Are you fucking kidding me, Tory? Why do you even give a shit? We both know for a fact that all that stuff is fake bullshit!"
Tory looked Adam dead in the eye. Adam would never understand Carol. Maybe even women in general. "Not to her," said Tory simply, finally managing to snuff the flames. Carol was looking at Adam with an expression of hurt betrayal. Adam didn't even realize how big of a mistake he had just made by belittling Carol's beliefs in front of her.
Carol's eyes turned back to Tory, but then something over his shoulder caught her attention.
She gasped.
Tory turned as well to see what she was looking at, and he couldn't help but gasp as well. The smoke from the burning knickknacks had colored in a new image and message on the mirror.
A stylized sun and crescent moon cast rays that intertwined above the message: "The danger of eclipse has passed and the sun shines once more. Leave behind the false red sun and return to the black sun, your true destiny."
Tory was dumbfounded. This was impossible. What he had told Carol was true: the room had been occupied since before the gangbang, and no one could have known that he and Adam would be having this fight in time to write this message.
"It's fake," said Adam in a voice choked with rage. "It's a bullshit message made up by this sore loser."
Tory slowly grinned, rising to his feet with new confidence. "But I thought your position was that the messages have always been real," said Tory innocently. Carol's eyes narrowed as she rose to stand at Tory's side, glaring at Adam with sudden suspicion.
Adam balled his fists, his face turning red. He looked like he wanted to restart the physical fight he had been winning, but realized that at this point it would only hurt his cause.
He was almost starting to look cornered.
He finally took refuge in a tactic that was tried and true. Bullying. "Come on bitch," he snarled, striding up and grabbing Carol's arm. "We have a tattoo appointment to keep. Come with your master."
Carol slapped him hard across the face. "I'm not going anywhere with you," she said coldly. Tory saw with swooping joy in his heart that her eyes no longer held any of the twisted attraction they once had when she looked at Adam. Her expression held only disgust.
Luckily, Tory was on the alert, and he was ready when Adam's true, ugly nature revealed itself. Tory caught Adam's hand with a meaty slap as the son of the bitch took a swing at Carol.
Adam's face was nearly purple as he turned toward Tory, his eyes wild with rage. "Perfect!" he snarled. "I wanted to get back to kicking your ass. We'll see how well Carol does at resisting me when her white knight is knocked the fuck out on the ground. I think we both know that when you're down, she's going to turn right back into my sweet, obedient little bit..."
Carol's leather collar jangled loudly as it impacted the side of Adam's head at high speed. Tory and Adam turned to see a side of Carol they thought had died forever: hands on hips, eyes blazing with an icy blue light, and lips drawn together into a thin line of rage.
"I'll scream," she said in a low dangerous voice.
Adam snorted, pushing Tory out of his way, "Whatever. That's what you say now. But when your master commands you, you won't..."
"No, dipshit," said Carol sharply, cutting him off. "You don't get it. I'm not going to wait for you to put your hands on me. I'll scream right fucking now. I'll call the entire frat up here, and they can see how dominant and in control you actually are: having to force a woman to sleep with you using your fists."
Adam's eyes were nearly popping out of his head, and his mouth had dropped open in shock. He looked like a man who had just been unexpectedly bitten by a rabbit. "L-listen bitch, I..."
"It would kind of put a dent in your reputation, wouldn't it 'master'?" continued Carol with a thick layer of sarcasm. "You know, the tall dominant alpha male who can control women with his force of personality alone."
Adam opened and closed his mouth wordlessly, backing away from Carol.
"But it would fit right in with your OTHER reputation, wouldn't it?" said Carol, advancing on Adam step by step, her eyes blazing. "The creepy guy that gives every girl he sleeps with the ick. The asshole who gets obsessed and possessive over every girl he gets a crush on."
Adam went brick red. Then the color slowly drained from his face. His fist felt limply to his side. There was no more cunning or rage or superiority left in him. He just looked tired.
With quick, careful movements, Carol removed Adam's insulting dog bone charm from her bracelet and tossed it at his feet.
"Get out of my sight, bitch," she said grimly.
Carol and Tory watched Adam turn and walk toward the door with an expression of numb shock on his face. In the doorway, he turned and opened his mouth. Ready to say something. A parting shot maybe, one last attempt to make Tory and Carol feel worthless. But his heart clearly wasn't in it. After an awkward moment, he closed his mouth, gulped, and left, slamming the door behind him.
With Adam gone, Tory turned once again to the impossible message on the mirror. It still didn't make sense. Was it possible that... No, that was stupid.
Carol reached up and turned his face toward her. She was gently smiling, and despite her messy hair and the leftovers of last night's gangbang, Tory had never seen a more beautiful woman in his life.
"You don't believe in the Divine, Tory," said Carol, giving him a soft kiss. "But they believed in you. The Divine brought us together, Stud. Now you're stuck with me."
Tory kissed her back, harder and more passionately. But his eyes flicked down to the message one last time. He dropped a hand to trace the outline of the crescent moon shape. "Why don't we keep that tattoo appointment?" he said with a crooked grin. "If you want to of course. I think there's a design that would look really good on you."
Suddenly Tory remembered. "Shit!" He said, running to the laptop on the bed. The video had been uploaded and was sitting at two hundred views. Carol didn't look that worried. Tory scrambled to find a way to delete the video, but Carol laid a gentle hand on his shoulder. She shrugged and said, "Tory, just leave it up."
"But people will see it! What if everybody thinks you're a slut?" asked Tory with a worried frown.
Carol reached over and snapped the laptop shut. "Tory, I am a slut. I love sex," she said simply. "I'm done being worried and ashamed about it. Besides, you don't think all the party guests from this fall have been telling all their friends?"
"B-but, what about future employers? Or, like, your kids someday?" protested Tory.
"Then I'll deal with it then," said Carol with a carefree smile. She pushed Tory back onto the bed and crawled on top of him, pressing her warm curvy body into his. "I'm more worried about now than later. I want to reconnect with my "true destiny"." Her face was just inches from his, her clear blue eyes heated and adoring. "Do you think we've got a little time before my tattoo appointment?"
Tory couldn't hold on to his anxiety about the future. Not when his favorite person was right here in the moment with him. A big, silly grin spread across his face
"I think we can make some time."
...
Ryan turned off the monitor to give the two lovebirds some privacy and flopped back in the computer chair.
Of course, he had easily seen that those two muscle heads Tory and Adam would end up fighting over Carol. And he decided that it was probably in everybody's best interest that their fight didn't go too far.
It had been child's play to trace out a quick message on the mirror during the gangbang: everyone was so laser-focused on Carol that he could have painted a portrait without anyone knowing.
Ryan wasn't sure why Tory thought so little of him. Obviously, he wasn't going to let Carol become Adam's permanent sex slave. He liked Carol.
But you couldn't beat a man like Adam by facing him head-on. You had to outthink him.
He was curious where Tory and Carol would go from here. This past semester had changed them both forever, for better or worse.
But if anybody could make it work, it was those two...
...
Months later...
Dave gripped Carol's hair tight in a sweaty fist as he plunged his cock deep into her tight wet throat. "Take it! He grunted savagely. "Take it all you fucking whore!"
Carol raised her hand and snapped her fingers, using the non-verbal safe word she had established with the brothers. Dave instantly let go and let Carol spit out his cock, gasping for air. "What?" he asked guiltily. "Too fast? Too deep?"
Carol coughed and little and cleared her throat. "No, no, nothing like that, honey. You just need to pull, like, twenty percent less hard on my hair. The pain is outweighing the pleasure."
"Oh!" said Dave sheepishly, "Right. Sorry, Carol, I think I just got a little carried away. Do you want to be done?"
Carol snorted and grinned. "Done? Hell no, big boy. This is hot as fuck. I just need to make sure my hair doesn't get pulled out. Now, where were we? I was your fucking dirty whore, I think."
Dave regained his confidence, grabbing a fistful of Carol's brunette curls (a bit softer this time), and thrusting his cock down her throat. Tory watched through the doorway with fondness, waiting until they finished up. Carol had been busy these past few days, making sure that all the brothers felt a little love from her before everyone left for summer break, especially the seniors who wouldn't be back next year.



Things had changed quite a bit since the winter solstice. After carefully thinking about her fall semester and her experiences with Adam and Tory, Carol had firmly decided that she loved sex. Especially submissive sex. She had no intention of giving up her status as the house slut, but there were some changes that needed to be made. Carol and Tory had worked this past spring to establish guidelines with the brothers that allowed her to get degraded and dominated by the frat sexually while staying safe and maintaining clear boundaries between sexual and nonsexual situations. It hadn't been easy, especially since Adam had tried as hard as he could to stamp out any respect that the brothers had for Carol, but things were in a good place now.
Adam himself was long gone. He had quit the frat voluntarily not long after the winter solstice, unable to stomach living in the house now that he had been so obviously defeated. He had shopped himself around to other frats, but no one else wanted him either. Tory had heard through the grapevine that he was transferring to a different college in the fall. Good riddance.
Finally, Dave blew his load, forcing his cock balls-deep into Carol's mouth and letting out a rumbling moan. Seconds later, Carol popped up, teary-eyed, and threw her arms around Dave in a big hug. "I'll miss you Carol!" said Dave in a thick, choked-up voice "Awww, I'll miss you too, big guy!" said Carol in a voice made rough by Dave's harsh treatment. "You're going to have to come back to visit us next year. You're always welcome."
Dave said another goodbye, then swiftly left Carol's room and lumbered down the stairs before he teared up. Tory walked over to Carol and offered her a hand, which she gratefully took to rise from her knees. Tory caught her by the waist and spun her around, eliciting a giggle from his favorite girl, who looked at him with teasing eyes. "Are you sure you want to kiss me right now stud?" she said, holding a hand to her mouth in false modesty. "I've been doing nasty, filthy things with these pretty lips."
Tory just pulled her closer. "You know I'm a freak, baby. Come here."
Carol's arms snaked around his neck as she leaned into their deep passionate kiss, her hard nipples pressing up against his chest. It was always worth it to catch her right after a blowjob, She go so turned on by blowing guys that the sex was even more intense afterward.
Carol broke the kiss and held up a finger. "Aw, shoot. Before I forget. Just give me ooone second stud. I need to send a text." She crossed the room to grab her phone from her nightstand, her thumbs moving rapidly.
Tory sat on the edge of the bed, adjusting the bulge in his pants. "So you've got to text Brady, huh?" he said, trying to keep any trace of bitterness out of his voice. Carol raised her eyebrows in a warning look as she finished texting and set down her phone. "First of all, no, I'm texting Ryan. I want to make sure we get some quality time before he leaves tomorrow. He's studying abroad in the fall remember? I won't see him for a while.," she said, not annoyed yet, but leaving that option open depending on how far Tory wanted to push it. "Second of all, I don't want to hear any jealous talk from you, Stud. You didn't hear me whine when you hooked up with Carla at the party the other night. That's our arrangement, right? Besides, haven't we said that you're going to call me every night to tell me all about your sexual exploits in your hometown this summer?"
"Yeah, I know, I know," said Tory, running a hand through his hair. "But I'm not planning on fucking one woman all summer long like you are with Brady. It feels more serious."
Carol sat next to him and put her head on his shoulder, wrapping an arm around him to pull him close. "You're overthinking this, babe, " she said gently. "I have one boyfriend. It's not Brady. It's you." Tory felt a pleasant tingle go up his spine at the word "boyfriend". It was still fresh and new for both of them. They had taken their relationship to the next level just a few weeks prior. It had been a long road with many false starts to discover what they were to each other. For a while, they both thought they were just particularly close sex friends. But they had started hanging out more and more outside of their sexual encounters, just relaxing together and talking. It had become clear that, even though they both wanted to have sex with other people in addition to each other, their relationship was more than just physical. They wanted to be dedicated to each other emotionally.
It was a leap of faith for them to start a dating relationship: physically open but emotionally monogamous. They hadn't been sure it could work. But so far the signs were good: it felt right to both of them, despite Tory's grousing about Brady.
Carol kissed him on the cheek and grabbed his hand, bringing it to her left breast. "You're my sun, Tory," she said in a calm, adoring voice. "And I'm your moon. No one can separate us." Tory traced the sharp black lines of Carol's crescent moon tattoo curving around her nipple. I matched the black sun on the right side of Tory's chest. Because they were the same height, their tattoos pressed together when they embraced.
Tory couldn't restrain himself anymore. He pounced on his girlfriend, pressing her back into the bed that they now shared. Carol peppered his neck and chest with hot kisses, making soft needy noises in her throat. Tory's rough hand ran down her body, pausing between her legs to tease and rub, feeling how hot and slick she already was for him.
"Take me, Stud," she whispered hoarsely into his ear. "Fuck your girlfriend so good that I spend all summer thinking about tonight while poor Brady tries his best."
Fuck she had gotten good at dirty talk.
Carol spread her thighs wide in a wordless plea for his cock, and Tory couldn't deny her. He lined himself up and slid with one smooth motion into the dripping wet pussy of his sweet, loving, slutty girlfriend. He could feel the deep emotions flow between them as Carol pulled him close for a kiss, his cock gliding in a deep, slow rhythm into and out of her pulsing pussy. Trust. Deep affection. Warmth. Slight sadness that they would be apart for the summer. Tory still didn't quite believe in energy the same way Carol did, but he did believe in the spark that he felt when he was with her. He had never felt it with any other woman.
Carol wrapped her smooth, silky legs tightly around Tory's waist, pulling him deeper into her slick depths, her pussy milking every inch of his cock as her tongue tangled desperately with his. The couple drank each other in like they were dying of thirst, desperate to fill their senses with their special partner so that they could hold onto the memories over the next few months. Tory felt his hips moving faster, straining harder. His subconscious wanted to go deeper, to press himself closer to her, to somehow merge their bodies together. Her pussy responded with equal passion, gripping and pulling him desperately. Carol's hips rocked up into his strokes with submissive adoration.
Tory broke away from their kiss, leaving Carol gasping and smiling up at him, her eyes shining.
"I love you," he said. The words just flowed out of him naturally, without thought. His body continued to move in its instinctual rhythm, thrusting deep into the beautiful girl beneath him. He realized belatedly what a serious thing he had just done. They had started dating just weeks before. What if he had just made things awkward between them right before summer vacation?
But Carol just looked up at him with soft bedroom eyes and said, "I love you too," with no hesitation, then pulled him down for another, hotter kiss.
It felt like fireworks were firing off in his brain, sizzling along every nerve from the top of his head to the tip of his cock. He grabbed Carol's hips in his hands and set a new, faster pace. Carol had told him that she saved missionary position for him alone. Maybe it was silly of her: most people considered missionary the most vanilla and boring of all possible sex positions. But Tory knew why Carol wanted to make it exclusive to their love-making. Face to face, as close as you could get, perfect for kissing: in a lot of ways it was the most intimate position. Carol made him feel that deep intimacy tonight, roughly grabbing his hair to crush his lips to hers in a bruising kiss, her stiff nipples scraping against his sweaty chest as their hips slapped together.
Sadly, Tory wasn't able to commit to saving missionary for just the two of them. Telling the women he seduced that the most common sex position was off the table would present an insurmountable obstacle. But he kept something else special, for just the two of them. A position that had special memories for him.
Gasping, Tory pulled out and lay on his back. Carol was in sync with him and had already begun moving, throwing her leg over Tory's hips to begin riding him. Cowgirl had become Tory's favorite position. It reminded him of their special encounter on Halloween night, and then again on that moonlit night on the quad.
Tory groaned in satisfaction as Carol began expertly bucking her hips in a smooth bounce up and down his cock. He didn't allow any other girl to ride him like this. It put Carol up on a pedestal above him, where he could worship the sight of her in all her naked glory. Her flat tummy rolling and her beautiful breasts jiggling in rhythm with her hips. Her lightly blushing face thrown back in ecstasy, her brunette hair falling in shining curtains down her back, sweet moans pouring from her throat.
"Venus," said Tory fondly, running his hands down the soft curves of her hips.
Carol smiled down at him as her hips rocked slowly and powerfully up and down. "Adonis," she purred, "My beautiful Adonis."
"Mother Gaia," said Tory wonderingly, his hands gliding over Carol's juicy thighs.
Carol giggled. "Anything I have, it's all for you, Stud," she agreed lovingly.
Tory's hands slid up her body to her breasts, squeezing and kneading. His hips began to thrust up into Carol as her speed increased. His thumbs pressed and rubbed on her swollen nipples, his right hand cupping the black moon on her breast lovingly.
"My moon," he said, his voice thick with passion, feeling himself tipping over the edge into the sweet oblivion of orgasm.
"My sun!" whimpered Carol, her thighs shaking as she desperately slammed her soft butt down into Tory's hips again and again, her back arching and her fingers clutching deep into Tory's thighs as the two lovers reached climax together.
Tomorrow they would say goodbye for a time. But that was a problem for tomorrow.
Tonight, the only thing that mattered was each other.
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"I have a one o'clock appointment under the name of Faria," said the slim, elegant woman, smiling wearily at the cute girl at the reception desk.
The petite redhead behind the desk checked the sheet in front of her briefly, gave Faria a professional nod, and said "Of course, ma'am. Welcome. I'll let Jean know you're here. She should be with you in a moment."
"Thank you, dear," said Faria. She had dressed simply today, with flowing pants shrouding her long, slim legs and a dark halter top exposing her graceful arms and leaving the smooth, honey-colored skin of her back bare. Turning from the reception desk, the tired, stressed hypnotist collapsed gracefully into one of the plush waiting room chairs with a deep sigh and draped a hand over her eyes.
Faria's life was in many ways unique. With the power of her hypnotic voice, she could avoid any annoyance, and have anything she wanted. She had lived that life once. For years Faria had taken whatever she wanted the instant she wanted it. Utter hedonism without end.
But Faria had learned the hard way that pleasure was bland and tasteless without the seasoning of risk and disappointment. Having any man or woman she wanted with a whisper grew tedious. They all blurred together.
So Faria had found a new way. She created a series of strict self-limiting rules that she abided by. She now only used her hypnotic voice for the benefit of her clients, never herself, and even then followed a strict protocol for selecting people to assist. The client must have been genuinely wronged by their target. The target must always get the chance to reverse the punishment. And most importantly, the circumstances had to excite Faria.
The rules reintroduced a small measure of uncertainty and annoyance into Faria's life; just enough to make the rest of it sweeter by comparison.
But allowing petty disappointments and stress into her life did mean that frustrations occasionally piled up. This week had not gone well. Two potential clients had made up crimes done to them by their targets, which was always a waste of time and effort.
To make matters worse, authorities had become suspicious unusually quickly about one of Faria's projects on the East Coast, and she had been forced to move operations sooner than expected. She had even been forced to cancel a planned evening with Madeline, one of her most cherished sex friends, much to both of their disappointment.
The week spent hastily moving, with no thrilling clients and no rendezvous, had left Faria not just stressed, but sexually frustrated--a rare and unpleasant condition for someone as charming and dominant as her. But one advantage of being in Southern California again was the ability to visit Jean's salon, and a relaxing few hours with her shining black hair under Jean's expert care was precisely what Faria needed right now.
Faria had been waiting only a few moments when a woman flung open the door from the outside, chattering on her cell phone as she strode toward the reception desk.
Faria's life was so erotically charged that her first instinct when seeing someone for the first time was to evaluate them sexually. This young woman had potential. She had the sort of fake, glossy attractiveness that said she made her living from her looks. That sort of artificial beauty was off-putting on a lot of women, but it worked well for this girl.
The glossy beauty had long, sleek, dyed-blond hair, a deep bronze tan, and blindingly white teeth. She wore a tiny, cute pair of jean shorts that showed off her slim, athletic legs and a cutoff top that displayed a tantalizing stripe of firm, tanned belly. Large dark sunglasses shrouded her face above her pouty pink lips, which were currently thinned in an expression of annoyance.
She was a hot little piece of ass to be sure, but Faria judged her immediately as probably too self-centered to be much fun in bed.
The young woman swept up to the reception desk, ending her phone call with a snapped: "Fine. Take care of it then." Instead of looking up at the receptionist, she frowned down at her phone, her thumbs moving rapidly over the screen as she spoke. "I need to see Jean. Now." Her voice was high and feminine, but without any warmth or grace.
Faria could see the resigned look on the receptionist's face from across the room. This clearly wasn't their first encounter. "I'm sorry Miss Kay, but that won't be possible today," said the small redheaded receptionist in a tone that made it clear she expected an angry retort at any moment. "Jean is with a client currently, and our next appointment is already..."
"Wait... you're joking, right?" interrupted the young woman with a chilly smile. She took off her sunglasses to reveal deep blue eyes and an artful dusting of freckles. "These other clients, do they have over a hundred thousand followers on FlicPix? Were they rated top influencer of 2022?" The redheaded receptionist maintained an uncomfortable silence as the rude woman glared at her.
The blonde woman leaned over the counter with a sneer and said in a tight furious voice: "Those other clients aren't Jemma fucking Kay, and I don't give a shit if they miss their hair appointment. And neither should Jean."
The redheaded receptionist tried to put on a brave face, but Jemma Kay was clearly someone who intimidated her. "E-even so, Ms. Kay, they made their appointments, and we can't just cancel them. It would be..."
Jemma was already walking away, towards the door to the back area of the salon. "I don't have time to argue with idiots today, my hair is a fucking mess," she muttered venomously, tossing her seemingly flawless silvery blonde hair over her shoulder as she barged into Jean's workspace.
Faria grimaced. She was in no mood for this. She glanced at the clock. Already past her appointment time. And now Jean would have to have a showdown with this exhausting little bitch before Faria's appointment could even begin. To pass the time, Faria opened Flicpix. She wasn't a big fan of the app: she thought it was a symptom of today's vapid society. But it had come up in one of her projects a few months ago, so she did have an account.
Jemma Kay... Yes, it did appear that she was a popular content creator on the platform. Her online persona was vastly different than the cold, entitled young woman she had just seen in the salon. A bright, enthusiastic Jemma danced on Faria's screen with a shiny smile, her tanned body moving rhythmically to a song that Faria's silenced phone wasn't playing.
A fake, vapid girl who believed she was better than Faria. A pretty little bitch that thought that her shallow internet fame made her special and untouchable. It was exactly the type of person that Faria once would have relished breaking, watching their smug pride drain from their eyes, replaced by humble obedience.
But Faria didn't do that kind of thing anymore. Her rules were important. She couldn't hypnotize anyone unless it was for the benefit of a client. Even if it would be deliciously satisfying to teach Jemma a lesson about respect. Even if she really desperately needed a way to relieve some stress and sexual frustration right now. A video on her screen showed Jemma applying mascara with a cute little lopsided smile, probably shilling a product. Faria looked up at the receptionist, who was still a little shaken from her run-in with the nightmare customer.
...Bending the rules wasn't the same as breaking them. And God, she deserved it after the week she had just gone through. Faria rose and approached the receptionist's desk.
"Is everything alright?" asked Faria, making the distracted young woman jump slightly.
"Oh! Yes, Ma'am, my apologies. Rest assured that Jean will take care of everything. There may be a brief delay, but I am sure your appointment will begin shortly," said the redhead earnestly.
Faria waved away her concern. "No, dear, I'm not worried about that, I'm worried about you. That woman treated you just awfully!" she said sympathetically.
The redhead gave Faria a thin smile, tentative, but much more genuine than the polite customer service expression she had shown up until now. "Thank you, ma'am. I wish I could say it was the first time. Jemma is... Well, let's just say a challenge."
"So why not just ban her?" said Faria, her dark eyes warm and curious, drawing the cute receptionist into spilling more than she should. The receptionist sighed. "I wish we could. It must seem like Jean is being cowardly. You know how some people will threaten to sink a business with bad reviews? That's usually bluster, but Jemma has done it before. That's what happened to her last hair salon. Her followers will do whatever she says, including making up nasty one-star reviews."
"I've seen her content. She's cute when you don't know her personality. I'm sure the guys who follow her online would do anything for her," mused Faria. The idea of so many simps watching Jemma's feed obsessively was already giving her a good idea.
The receptionist shrugged uncomfortably. "Well, anyway, I'm sorry ma'am. There really isn't much we can do. I'm sure Jean will be able to smooth things over in a few minutes," the receptionist sighed. "Although she may have to stay late to squeeze Jemma into a special appointment."
Faria grinned and leaned across the counter. It was time to bend the rules a little. "If you pay me twenty dollars, I'll teach that little bitch a lesson in humility," said Faria in a beguiling voice. The redhead gave her a nervous look. Had the slim elegant woman across the counter from her suddenly gone insane?
"E-excuse me, ma'am?"
"Twenty dollars. A more than fair price for Jemma Kay to be humbled and humiliated, wouldn't you say?" Faria's dark eyes were deep and compelling, her calm, confident demeanor at odds with her sinister words. "You don't need to know the details, they would only make you feel guilty. All you need to know is that, after I'm finished, Jemma will be knocked off her high horse, and will think twice about treating others like they are beneath her."
Faria held out a slim, beautifully manicured hand with a crooked grin on her face. "Twenty dollars."
The receptionist looked at the strange, beautiful woman across from her. She hesitated. Bit her lip. Bent to retrieve her purse. A crisp twenty-dollar bill passed between their hands as Faria's dark eyes sparkled with delight.
"Perfect!" said Faria cheerfully. "I'll be proceeding with this project." She folded up the twenty and deftly tucked it into the receptionist's shirt pocket. "There you are dear, a little tip for putting up for so much today."
The receptionist's face was a mask of confusion. "Thank you ma'am, but I..."
*Go home* commanded Faria. Her voice came out slithering and strange, echoing oddly on the hard surfaces of the reception lobby. The receptionist's eyes clouded over momentarily, then cleared. She picked up her purse and walked out the door of the salon, not looking back.
Faria watched her go with a smile, then headed to the private back area of the salon.
A chagrined woman, her hair already finished, pushed past Faria towards the exit as she moved through the doorway.
As she entered the back area, Faria saw Jemma Kay, sitting on the salon chair with a stubborn look on her face, tapping away at her phone as usual, clearly refusing to budge. Jean, a square-jawed woman in drab professional clothes, stood to the side, wringing her hands with indecision. As she saw Faria enter, her face twisted, seeing her next client obviously causing her greater anxiety.
She hurried forward with an apologetic look, "I'm so sorry Ms. Faria. I'm having a bit of a customer service issue. If you would just wait in the lobby for a moment longer, I can..."
"I'll handle this Jean," interrupted Faria smoothly. "Why don't you..."
*...take the day off*
The worry on Jean's face smoothed away, replaced with muddled confusion. Then the older woman turned on her heel, moving toward the front of the salon.
*Lock up on your way out, Dear,* called Faria after her. Then she turned back to the pretty little influencer in the salon chair. Jemma didn't even glance up from her phone as Faria approached.
"The receptionist out there paid me twenty dollars to teach you a lesson," said Faria without ceremony. "Would you rather pay me forty dollars to fuck off?"
Faria's confident tone and bizarre statement finally got Jemma's attention. Her deep blue eyes rose from her phone to glare at Faria. Her perfect lips twisted into a sneer. "Teach me a lesson? And what sort of lesson could I learn from a nobody like you?" She raised a thin, plucked eyebrow. "I think I'll just tell you to fuck off and save myself the money. "
Faria's smile sharpened. It was exactly what she had been hoping to hear. "Perfect, let's get started then. Jemma Kay, you are a nasty little bitch who thinks she's better than everyone else because a bunch of men simp over you on Picflix," Faria chuckled. "You know honey, most women who make their money by dancing for horny boys are a bit more humble than you."
Faria's words were so rude that for a moment it seemed like Jemma struggled to understand them, her face blank and eyes simply curious. Then a wave of fury crashed over the young woman's face, twisting and reddening it beyond recognition. "You just made the worst mistake of your life, bitch!" the furious influencer managed to choke out, rising to her feet in a rush.
"Oh no," said Faria in mock fear, *You want to humiliate me by posting a video about me to all your fans, don't you Jemma?*
For just a moment, Jemma's eyebrows creased as Faria's voice interfered with her thought processes. But what Faria had suggested wasn't too far from what she had in mind, so she adapted quickly. "That's fucking right!" she said with a vicious grin, brandishing her phone, "I don't know who the fuck you are, but in a second here, the entire internet is going to hate your fucking guts."
Normally, when hypnotizing a target, Faria had to use a complex process of getting to know them first, then putting them into programming mode, and then implanting careful changes in their underlying thoughts.
She didn't need to bother with all that in Jemma's case. What she had in mind for this young woman was much cruder and shorter-term.
*You want to know what would be most humiliating to me...* said Faria in her general purpose voice for short-term brute force hypnosis. "Isn't that right, Ms. Kay?"
Jemma shook her head a little, as if to clear it, saying "Yeah! I want to know the best way to tear you down, bitch. So what kind of video would embarrass you the most?" Jemma frowned in confusion. Something felt wrong to her. Why was she asking for her victim's advice? It would be too late by the time Jemma figured it out.
Faria's smile widened as she softly said, *It would be devastatingly humiliating if someone posted a video of me getting eaten out by another woman.*
Jemma's eyes glazed over for a moment as her mind rebelled against the suggestion. Faria stalked closer.
*Imagine it, Jemma. My tenderest, most private area, exposed to the world. Attacked relentlessly by the lips and tongue of a superior woman. Being dominated like that for all the world to see... I would just die of shame.*
Jemma's eyes were vague and unfocused. "Sh-shame?" she whimpered. Her eyes began to sharpen. "Yeah... Yeah, that's right. I'm going to show the world that I'm the dominant one here! You shouldn't have told me that, you pervert, because now that's exactly what we're doing!"
Faria shrugged theatrically. "Well, you win, Jemma. I should have known that I couldn't stand up to a powerful Picflix model like you. Here, let's do this on the salon chair." The slim dark-haired hypnotist stepped gracefully out of her pants before peeling her tiny black thong off, revealing her lovely bronze nudity from the waist down. She exchanged places with Jemma, sitting in the salon chair and spreading her legs to reveal a tight little pussy, already puffed up and shining with excited juices at the prospect of what was to come.
*Come over here, honey. It's time for you to really put my naughty pussy in its place.*
Jemma approached with halting steps, her mind warring with itself. On one hand, she felt a powerful desire to humiliate this bitch and teach her a lesson. But a nagging voice in the back of her head kept insisting that she shouldn't do it like this: that something wasn't quite right here.
Jemma fell to her knees between Faria's luscious thighs, scowling up at the infuriating woman who had insulted her. The whole point of this was to dominate this bitch, to reassert her power. So why did this position, kneeling in front of her enemy's glistening cunt, feel so weak and subservient? Jemma shook her head again. She was developing a migraine.
*Well Jemma, it's time for my Flicpix debut. Let's show all your fans who's boss, hmmm?* Said Faria, smug face looming above her. Jemma pulled out her phone, moving the selfie camera around to try to find the perfect angle.
*Let me help you dear,* said Faria with a smile. The strange woman deftly snatched her phone and turned it, holding it steady to capture the humiliating video.
"Ready, Jemma?" asked Faria sweetly. "Lights, camera, action!"
As the recording started, Jemma's hesitation fell away. Now she was in her element. She smiled charmingly, her eyes shining and her nose crinkling as she teasingly ran her hands up Faria's shapely brown thighs.
"Hiiiii Kaybabies!" she chirped with a giggle. "So the weirdest thing happened to me when I went to get my hair done today. This lady got up in my face, insulting me for no reason!" Jemma wiggled herself forward a little on her knees, speaking up into the camera with her face framed by Faria's thighs. "So I told her, 'You don't even know who you are messing with!'. Anyway, here she is guys. I'm about to teach this rude b-word why you don't mess around with someone who has over one hundred thousand followers. Make sure to like and share the video! Let's make her famous guys!"
There was a flicker of hesitation on her perfect, stunning face as Jemma extended her tongue and parted the moist lips of Faria's pussy, but then her natural showmanship reasserted itself. She dived in, latching her mouth onto the pussy in front of her and working her lips and tongue enthusiastically, munching and slurping and playing to the camera with mischievous winks and raised eyebrows.
Jemma wasn't too bad. A solid six out of ten. Her wicked little tongue knew just where to lick, but her lip work needed improvement. Very impressive for a woman who clearly didn't have much experience serving a mistress on her knees. And visually, the cunnilingus was unparalleled. The social media darling had a true instinct for visual flair. Jemma wriggled her face into the juicy cunt before her with relish while her pink-nailed hands dug into Faria's bronze thighs.
A feast for the eyes.
Faria gave Jemma some time to enjoy herself, then stopped the video. She tapped the dazed, distracted blonde on the head, making Jemma finally pull away, her face shiny and dripping.
*Now all you need to do is post the video, honey. Then you win.*
"R-right," said Jemma, taking back her phone. She navigated to her account on Picflix, drafting an appropriate video description and hashtags. #revenge #queen #girlpower. Her finger hovered over the post button. Her head was pounding. It felt hard to think.
Faria leaned down, her large dark eyes seeming to fill Jemma's vision.
*Post it, Jemma*



Jemma's finger stabbed down, sending her latest video live onto her account.
Faria straightened back up, a triumphant grin on her face. She snapped her fingers. *Disregard everything I told you, Ms. Kay.*
The perfect plastic beauty kneeling at Faria's feet lowered her eyebrows slowly as her mind caught back up to speed with reality. Faria could practically see the truth seeping into Jemma's mind. Her position on the floor. The bottomless woman looming above her. The taste in her mouth...
Jemma's phone gave a loud, cheerful *Ping*. Some notification about engagement on her latest post: perhaps a like or share. Jemma's eyes widened as she looked down at her phone in horror, her memory finally snapping into focus.
Jemma's thumbs were fast, but Faria's voice was faster. "I'm sorry, honey, but *You just can't remember how to delete posts from Picflix.* Jemma's thumbs flew over her screen. Then they paused. Moved rapidly again. A low whine of panic began in Jemma's throat. Her phone made another loud *Ping*.
"I can't imagine that the moderators of Picflix will look too kindly on your new style of content, sweetie," said Faria smugly, bringing a finger to her lips in a thoughtful pose. "How long do you think it will take for them to ban you from the app completely? Ten minutes? Less?"
Jemma looked up with wild eyes, her face completely drained of blood and arrogance. She looked down again, struggling through menus and options screens, trying futilely to locate the clearly displayed "delete post" button.
*Ping*... *Ping*
"But it's almost worse if they don't ban you, right? Think about all your biggest fans right now. The ones that constantly refresh to see if you've posted. This must be the best day of their lives! I'm sure they are all saving the video for later use."
Jemma finally gave up, tossing aside her phone with a moan of horror and frustration. She gripped her head in her hands.
*PIng**PIng**PIng**PIng**PIng**PIng**PIng**PIng**PIng**PIng*
Faria reached down and tilted Jemma's chin up with a finger, looking deep into her eyes, savoring the defeat and shame there like a fine wine. "My dear, I know how to delete posts. I could help you."
Jemma's wide, frightened eyes gained a tiny spark of hope. "P-please," she said quietly, barely louder than the constant notification sounds of her phone. "I-I'll do anything."
"I thought you'd say that," said Faria smugly, leaning back and spreading her legs wider, rolling her hips forward slightly towards the young blonde's face. Her smoldering, lewd stare made her demand clear without further words.
"B-but I... please ma'am. I.. I c-can't.," stuttered Jemma pathetically, her eyes transfixed by the beautiful brown pussy in front of her eyes, still dripping with a mixture of Faria's fluids and Jemma's saliva.
"Nonsense," insisted Faria, hooking an ankle behind the hesitant young influencer's head and drawing deeper between her thighs. "I think you just proved that you can to the whole world. Now, if you can make me cum, I'll help you take down that career-ruining post. Based on how many likes I hear it getting, I would hurry if I were you."
Jemma's lips trembled as she realized that Faria was serious. Her eyes almost crossed as she stared at the aroused pussy just inches from her face. She visibly steeled herself and leaned forward, planting a soft wet kiss on Faria's labia. Her tongue wiggled out cautiously, entering her tormentor's pussy for the second time that day, lapping and slithering over Faria's clit.
"Hmmm, not bad," said Faria, her eyes amused, her head tilted and planted on her chin. "But not enough to make me cum. I'll give you a hint, Jemma. I get off on stuck-up little girls like you being very, very sorry for being rude to me. Less clothing would probably help as well."
Jemma whimpered as she pulled the tiny cutoff shirt over her head, rapidly unclasped her bra to reveal little perky tanned tits, and shimmied out of her jean shorts and panties. Faria was amused to see the telltale signs of female arousal: swollen nipples and inner thighs shiny with Jemma's love juices. Some women didn't know how submissive they were until the chips were down. It looked like Miss Kay might be learning a lot about her sexuality today.
"Now make me feel how sorry you are for daring to think you were above me," said Faria in a cold, iron-hard voice. Jemma cast her eyes down as she moved back between Faria's welcoming thighs.
"I... I'm sorry ma'am," said Jemma falteringly, apologies clearly not coming naturally to her. She planted a gentle kiss between Faria's legs, her eyes, desperate and soft and submissive, rising to find Faria's. "I'm n-nothing. You are above me in every way. I should have known immediately. Please. Please cum for me. Let me show you how sorry I am."
And with that, Jemma dived between Faria's thighs, her hands circling behind Faria's toned ass to pull her meal closer. Her earlier reluctance was gone: she was fully committed to pleasing the superior woman above her. Jemma was losing herself in submission, even almost forgetting about the public humiliation that she was desperately trying to avoid. Her sharp little tongue plunged and twisted and wriggled, desperate to earn the orgasm that Faria had demanded.
Faria sighed and relaxed. This was what she had needed. It was even better than a hair appointment as far as stress relief was concerned. She leaned down and twisted a handful of sleek platinum hair into her hand, forcing Jemma closer and grinding her cunt hard into the brat's flawless face.
The discarded phone went wild, lighting up and buzzing as the world learned of Jemma's disgrace. Jemma moaned with a combination of fear and submissive lust, sending delicious vibrations through the pussy crushed tight against her mouth.
Faria let go and climaxed, her fluids smearing the face of a famously cute internet starlet as her thighs clenched powerfully around her pretty little head.
It had been a shitty week, but sometimes you had to stop and appreciate the little things in life.



        

  
    Endurance Training
  
  Endurance Training

        Bratty cheerleader turns a stud into a premature ejaculator.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/endurance-training

Title: Endurance Training

Author: RabbleLaid

Category: Fetish

Description: Bratty cheerleader turns a stud into a premature ejaculator.

Tags: femdom, premature ejaculation, humiliation, 18-year-old, cheerleader, corruption, bet, facesitting, prejac, masturbation

Series: Spin-Off Short Stories


This story is a spinoff for the character of Renee Cross from my "Cross Contamination" series. If you would like to see what Renee's main corruption project is, go check that series out!
Happy reading!
...
What Renee Cross needed was some good dick.
She had been having a lot of fun with Kissy and her pathetic Daddy lately, and dominating losers was definitely sexually stimulating, but she wouldn't be caught dead fucking Daren's shrimpy wiener, and Kissy didn't have one.
Even for a dedicated bisexual like Renee, sometimes there was just no substitute for a rock-hard cock. And with how busy she had been working on her corruption schemes, it had been a while since she had indulged.
Renee scrolled idly through photos in her special folder. There were many guys she had strung along the past few years for occasions just such as this. She used to just save their numbers in her phone, but she found it too difficult to match names with faces. So she found a solution that worked for her: Dick pics that they had sent her, labeled with the name and face in the corner.
Martin... no, he had talent, but she was craving something bigger. Felix was big, but he had an attitude, and Renee wasn't in the mood to play with her food this time. She wanted someone with a big cock who would let her push him around.
Someone knocked on the door. Renee looked up with exasperation. She was sitting alone in Ms. Chambers's office. In theory, Renee was in the middle of a counseling appointment, but she had told Ms. Chambers to fuck off so she could relax in peace for a while. The blonde bimbo of a counselor had better not be back to ask again if Renee wanted to get eaten out.
But when the door opened, it was Mel instead of Ms Chambers. Almost as bad. Melissa Fontaine was the picture-perfect image of a hot, popular girl. Blonde, blue-eyed, and slim. Her breasts were just big enough to look big on her willowy frame without looking cartoonish, and her ass has the meaty, athletic bounce of a young woman who loved exercise. She was a decent right-hand woman, but she sometimes had a bad habit of thinking independently.
Renee suppressed an eye-roll and went straight back to her phone, flicking through a few more images of cocks. "What is it Mel?" she asked impatiently. "I'm kind of in the middle of something."
"The homecoming game is next week," said Mel innocently, pretending to inspect the university pamphlets that Ms. Chambers kept on her desk.
"Uh-huh," said Renee with flat disinterest, pausing on the image of 'Bass' Rivera's cock. Nah, he was more trouble than he was worth. Damn it, it seemed like guys either had a big cock, or a meek personality. She wanted both this time!
"We're playing our big rivals, East High. It sure would be nice if we could win..." said Mel meaningfully, sneaking a sidelong glance at Renee's face.
This time Renee did roll her eyes. "Yeah. Sure. Gooooo Rams!" she raised a fist in a sarcastic cheerleader salute to their high school mascot.
"Well, I was thinking," gushed Mel with barely contained excitement. God damn it. Here we go with another one of her brilliant ideas, thought Renee sourly. "What if someone who was reeeeally good at manipulating people got into the head of East High's quarterback? He's their star player! They wouldn't stand a chance!" Mel was leaning across the Counsellor's desk, glowing with excitement, a big shiny smile on her face.
Renee set her phone down and pinched the bridge of her nose. "Mel, are you under the impression that I became a cheerleader because of my enthusiasm for Riverside High's sports program?"
"Well, no Renee, but..." Mel's smile became a little worn around the edges as she realized her idea wasn't going to get the reception she hoped.
"And even if I did give a shit about the homecoming game, I already told you, I've cut all side projects. My father and I are working on the Harlowe project exclusively. I don't have the bandwidth for anything unrelated."
But Mel had one more ace up her sleeve. "You know that East's quarterback is Corey Hall, right?"
Renee looked up at Mel, who was now wearing an infuriatingly smug grin. How did she even know about Renee's connection to Corey Hall? One day Renee would have to put Mellissa in her place. But right now, Renee just needed time to think.
"Get out," said Renee firmly. Mel could be dumb sometimes, but she knew Renee well enough to know when not to push her luck. With a fleeting grin, the blonde cheerleader slipped back out the door of the office, clicking the door shut behind her.
Corey fucking Hall. The list of people who had ever embarrassed Renee Cross was short, but Corey had handily earned his spot near the top.
Renee had always had a strong sense of her own importance. Her father had instilled it in her from a young age. She was an elite, a cut above the common people. Dominance and superiority were her birthright. So was it any wonder that when she got her first serious crush on a boy in middle school, she assumed that getting her way would be easy?
She had marched right up to Corey in the middle school lunch room and informed him that they were dating now, and she expected him to impress her with a gift the next day.
Corey, a young man as mature and emotionally intelligent as most middle schoolers, surrounded by friends he was eager to impress, had been predictably cruel. Nothing too creative, but devastating for a little girl as proud as Renee had been.
"Who are you exactly?"
She could still remember his tone. Almost disgusted. Like she was nothing.
The whole incident made her squirm to remember. Her poorly thought-out approach, Corey's cruel rejection, the furious tears she had cried that night at home. Her father had gently explained that evening how manipulation and concealing your intentions was a much better way to claim your rightful rewards. It had been a valuable life lesson. But a painful one, especially for someone with very few other experiences with embarrassment.
Corey Hall had gone to a different high school. Renee faintly suspected that her father had used his connections with the city government to make it so. And now he was their star quarterback. Renee was sure that victory at the homecoming game meant as much to him as it did to that sports-obsessed bimbo Mel. Come to think of it, maybe crushing the spirit of a bad boy with a big cock would be even better than finding someone who was already mild-mannered.
Maybe Renee had time for one little side project after all...
...
Run. Turn. Throw.
The sun was going down, and Corey Hall was still out on the field after the other players and even the coach had gone home. Maybe it was excessive, running drills this much. But that was what put him ahead of all of the other quarterbacks in the conference. Sheer stamina. The other guys would get tired and give up, but Corey was used to putting in long hours.
This upcoming homecoming game was crucial. He had heard there would be recruiters there. Not only would he lead his team to victory, he would secure his future at the same time.
Run. Turn Throw. The ball hit the practice dummy squarely in the chest. Corey felt the burn in his muscles, but it was a good burn.
Stamina. That was the key.
Corey was so absorbed in his drills that it took him a while to notice his spectator. But when he did notice her, his interest was immediately piqued. Corey might spend a lot of his time practicing, but he could always make time for a beautiful girl.
And she was beautiful: long, toned legs, big round breasts, and smooth chocolatey skin. She leaned back against the bleachers, her tempting chest thrust provocatively forward as she watched him with dark, wicked eyes.
Yes, this was definitely a girl he could make time for. Corey trotted over to the bench, using his water bottle as an excuse to get closer to the watching woman. After taking a swig, he called up with a grin: "You like what you see?"
The girl returned his smile with a naughty smirk of her own, "Absolutely. It's a beautiful sunset," she said in a teasing voice.
"There are lots of places you can watch the sunset, but only one place you can see East High's star quarterback," said Corey smugly. Maybe he had a big head, but as a sports star, he was practically the king of the school. He had earned bragging rights.
"Ohhhh, is that what I'm looking at? I thought you might be the team manager picking up after practice," said the mystery woman with mock innocence. Corey liked her. She had a sort of bratty flair that pulled him like a magnet. She was playing hard to get, but she wouldn't be here watching if she wasn't already intrigued by him.
"What's your name?" he asked, giving her his best smoldering glare.
"Renee. I already know yours, or course. 'East High's star quarterback' hardly needs to introduce himself to a commoner like me," she said with a wink. Corey squinted at her for a moment. For some reason, he felt like he recognized her... But that couldn't be, she definitely wasn't one of the seniors from his high school: he spent enough time checking out girls in his class to be certain of that. Maybe she just reminded him of a celebrity... or a pornstar maybe; she was hot enough for it.
"Tell you what Renee," said Corey with a smirk, "I'm finishing my drills. Let's play a game. If I can hit the target five times in a row, you'll give me your phone number." Little bets like this were one of Corey's favorite flirting methods. It introduced a little mild competitiveness while demonstrating physical prowess. When successful, it impressed the girl and sparked her interest.
Renee's eyes flashed with enthusiasm and she giggled, responding, "Oh my! Are you sure you can? You've been out here all afternoon, aren't you too tired to keep going?"
Corey laughed. "Trust me, Renee. I don't get worn out that easily," he looked her right in the eyes and said, "I could keep going all night long if you wanted me to."
Renee snorted at the cheesy line, but her gaze held a little smoky heat as she raised an eyebrow. "Is that so? Well, let's make this interesting then. If you can hit your target ten times in a row, we can go somewhere private and I'll let you prove that bold claim."
Corey gulped and felt his cock twitch in his practice uniform. Was this girl for real? True, he had been fishing a little with that last line, but he expected that Renee would act scandalized while laughing. The fact that she had bought his cheesy come-on was almost unbelievable. But Corey was a teenage boy, and he wasn't about to look a gift horse in the mouth. If Renee was serious, then he was going to get those ten fucking target hits in a row.
And he did, smoothly and easily. There was a reason this was the bet he offered: he rarely ever missed in this simple drill these days. It was more about endurance training than accuracy at this point. As the last throw bounced against the practice dummy, he saw that Renee had already gotten up from her seat in the bleachers and was walking toward him with a sultry look of expectation.
"Looks like you win, big boy," she purred, taking him by the arm, a large firm breast brushing against him. "Are you ready to claim your prize?"
Corey exalted in the feeling of victory. And this slut was eager to celebrate with him. "You got it," he said with a cocky grin. "Just give me a minute to change and we can go somewhere a little more private."
"Everyone else is gone, Superstar," said Renee with twinkling eyes, punctuating her statement by biting her soft, sexy lip. "Isn't the locker room private enough? I don't want to waste any time. I want you to show me how you "go all night long"."
Corey seriously couldn't believe his luck. This bitch wanted his cock bad.
"When you put it that way," he said with a dopey smile, "How can I refuse?"
...
Men really weren't hard to trick.
Thrust out your chest, drop the slightest hint that they might get lucky, let them think that they were in the driver's seat, and they were putty in your hands.
All it had taken in this meathead's case were a few sultry glances and a little light flirting. Renee's breasts and face had done the rest. Now he led Renee eagerly into the musty East High locker room, no doubt thinking that this would be an easy and straightforward fuck. Although he wouldn't realize it until it was too late, he was already doomed.
The only question was where to take things from here. Although she was normally a meticulous planner when it came to corruption schemes (a habit drilled into her by her father), she had gone into this one improvising. She knew that she wanted to turn this cocky quarterback into a pathetic sub, but there were so many ways that she could do that...
But the most satisfying option was already forming in her mind. Yes. He was most proud of his physical strength. His endurance. His stamina. Renee often found that turning a victim's strength into weakness could be particularly satisfying. The plan firmed up in her mind. The downside was that she wouldn't get the dick that she craved tonight. But no matter, all would come in time.
Renee crossed her arms to teasingly tug the tight shirt over her head, revealing her cute, lacy bra. She knew she would be showing it off to Corey tonight, so the bra had been selected especially to lift and present her gorgeous tits for his inspection.
Corey looked like a little boy on Christmas morning, his eyes wide with delight as he clumsily unlaced and kicked off his practice pants. Renee felt a ripple of heat through her belly as Corey's greedy eyes roamed her body. Renee was a sexual omnivore, but one of the things that turned her on the most was seeing the awe and desire that her looks inspired in others. It made her feel worshipped like the Goddess she was when her beautiful young body made her male prey stiff and her female prey wet. She supposed it could be considered exhibitionism in a sense. Although most exhibitionists got off on the humiliation, and for her, flaunting her perfect body was an act of dominance.
Renee's eyes lit up as she saw the meaty cock between Corey's legs, already pulsing with need for her. A very satisfactory size. Of course, she wouldn't get a chance to fuck it tonight. She had to whip Corey into shape a little first. Renee swayed over to the gawping quarterback and firmly pushed him down onto his back on a locker room bench, straddling his legs, letting him feel the warm skin of her thighs and the dampness of her panties beneath her short skirt.
"So, Superstar," said Renee with a wicked grin. "You talked a big game out there about how long you could last with me." She gripped his dick with a light, loose grasp, letting him barely feel the touch of her slim, soft fingers. "But I've heard it all before. Big strong guys, with big hard cocks, bragging about how they'll make me scream their names all night long." Her grip tightened slightly, feeling the hard, stiff length of Corey's shaft. "Only to have them go for two minutes and be 'too tired' to continue. Frankly, it's a waste of effort on my part. I'm not going to get myself into the mood just to be disappointed."
Renee smiled evilly as she reached behind her back with deft, practiced motions and unhooked her bra, letting it fall loosely down her shoulders. Corey looked up at her raptly, mouth agape, hanging on every word as she firmly gripped his cock. "So let's play another little game. Like the one you played with me on the field, remember?" Leaving her tits still barely concealed, Renee retrieved her phone and set a timer for two minutes, setting it up facing them on the adjacent bench. "I just want to be sure that you aren't all talk." Renee gave Corey's cock one long slow stroke before stopping again, drawing a groan of pleasure from the young athlete's lips, and making her bra slide down her arms a little, revealing more of her firm brown tits. "If you can last two minutes with my hand, then you get my pussy all night long..."
"... Good luck, hotshot."
Renee started the timer, and in one smooth motion, discarded her bra, fully revealing her round tits and her big stiff nipples. The twitch of the thick cock in her hand showed that the sight alone had brought Corey closer to the edge than he wanted to be. Renee suppressed a giggle. She hadn't even started moving her hand yet, and Corey was already preparing to lose in a humiliating fashion.
Renee began moving her hand in slow, languid strokes. She was so sure of her victory that there was no need to rush. Why not let Corey think he had a chance at victory before crushing him? Making a man cum was easy; the hard part was getting him to last. This game was stacked against Corey from the start.
"Mmmmm," said Renee, biting her pillowy lower lip. "You've got such a nice cock, Superstar. It's exactly the type I like. The kind that can fill me up all the way." The look of stunned pride on Corey's face was almost cute. But if he planned to win, he was making a grave error. He really shouldn't be listening to Renee at all...
"And I've got a pussy that I think you'll like just as much," purred Renee, giving Corey a coy look through her eyelashes. "It's hot... and wet... and tight... It's perfect for milking big fucking dicks like this one.." She rhythmically tightened and loosened her grip as she stroked faster now, giving Corey just a taste of what he supposedly would get to experience. The timer read 1:00.
Renee's eyes flicked to Corey to see that he was checking the clock as well. Halfway done. He must feel like he was close to victory at this point.
"You're soooo close Corey," said Renee with the hint of a moan in her voice, increasing the speed of her handjob and bouncing lightly on Corey's legs to give her tits an enticing jiggle. "Imagine. In just seconds, you can hold me down and suck my big tits all you want. You can fuck my sweet little pussy til I scream for more." Corey's eyes and ears drank her in. His cock was swelling even further, and his balls were tightening up against the base of his shaft. Corey was feeling so good that he still hadn't realized what was about to happen. By the time he did, it would be too late to stop.
Thirty seconds left on the clock. Time to end this game. Renee bent forward, giving Corey an eyeful of her luscious tits, and let a thick stream of drool fall from her lips onto his cock, suddenly sending his cock to slippery heaven in Renee's experienced hand. "We don't have a condom, do we, big boy?" asked Renee in a heated whisper, looking deep into Corey's eyes. She read panic there, he had realized too late how close to the edge he really was. "A promise is a promise though. I guess I'll just have to let you fuck me raw..."
That was enough. Corey's hips were bucking involuntarily up against Renee's tight, slippery fist. With ten seconds to spare, Corey moaned in despair. Renee removed her hand, denying Corey a satisfying full orgasm as his cum erupted powerfully from his cock, splashing mostly onto his own belly. His ejaculation was powerful enough to just barely hit Renee's petite hand with one small glob, to her annoyance.
Renee painted a look of disappointment on her face and sighed heavily, flicking the semen from her hand down onto Corey's heaving chest. "Another boy who's alllll talk," she said loftily, swinging her leg over to disengage from the football star beneath her.
"Wait!" panted Corey, desperation in his eyes. "Where are you going? I... I can go again, just give me a minute."
Renee put a hand on her hip and raised an eyebrow. She made no move to cover her naked tits. Let Corey obsess over this image in his memory. Renee: powerful, fucking sexy, and deeply disappointed in him. "And what, you're going to fuck me in two-minute intervals with breaks in between?" She snorted. "Can't say it's a tempting offer."



Corey scrambled to get up as Renee turned to walk away, snagging her bra and shirt as she went. His deflating cock dangled pitifully between his legs as he desperately followed her. "Hold on! I... I don't know what happened! It's not normally like that!" Renee indulged in a little smile with her back turned to Corey. She was sure he was telling the truth: most girls he was with had a vested interest in making sure that he lasted as long as possible. Boys always underestimated how much influence girls had on that kind of thing.
"Please!" Continued Corey. "We also said that you would give me your number if I won on the field, right?" he said, desperately seeking a consolation prize. Renee was glad that he remembered that promise without her having to remind him. She let out a theatrical sigh. "Yeah, I guess, Corey." She pulled out her phone with an expression of bored disdain. "What's your number? I'll call you."
Corey looked visibly relieved as his phone buzzed from Renee's test call. He might have lost this battle, but if he was in contact with her, he would have a chance to try again. He couldn't wait for his next meeting with Renee.
Renee couldn't wait either.
...
Corey stared down at his phone again. His message was marked as read. It was maybe the tenth message Corey had sent that day.
[Hey beautiful. I was thinking about the other night. I was off my game. Would love to get the chance to show you what I can really do.]
"Hall, am I boring you?" asked Coach Jenkins stonily, pulling Corey's attention back to the front of the class. Coach was going over the strategy for the Homecoming game in a few days, and Corey knew that he should be paying attention, but ever since that humiliating session with Renee after practice the other day, he just couldn't stop thinking about her. "Sorry coach, I'm listening," he lied. His eyes focused on the whiteboard coach was scribbling on, but his mind was replaying that night again and again.
Renee above him, her eyes dark and hot on his, filthy words dripping from her plump, kissable lips. Her juicy tits, topped with big, hard, slutty nipples. Shamefully, he found himself getting stiff again at the memory. He had jerked off to Renee multiple times a day since then. He had even timed himself jerking off to prove that his quick ejaculation was a fluke. He had stopped timing after he realized that he never made it past two minutes.
For some reason, he was developing some sort of complex over that night. He would remember Renee's dismissive look, her disdainful flick of her hand to clean off his unwanted sperm, and he would cum. Quickly. It had never been a problem for him before, lasting this short of a time. He just had to get Renee to give him a second chance, if only to prove to himself that he had the sexual stamina he had always assumed.
But Renee didn't show the same eagerness. He felt his phone buzz and looked down eagerly.
[K]
That was the only response. Corey wished that it wasn't typical of his interactions with the sexy young woman. Renee had broadcasted her disinterest in bright blaring letters these past few days. If this same situation was happening to one of his friends, Corey knew what advice he would give: stop trying man, she clearly doesn't want you. But he couldn't stop. There was something about Renee that Corey couldn't resist.
The "now typing" bubbles appeared. Corey's heart leaped to his throat. She had more to say? It would be the first time since Corey had started texting her that she hadn't responded with "K" or "haha".
[U know what? I actually am a little bored. If u meet me at my place in 15, u can have ur second chance.]
Corey felt a wild leap of joy, followed by a plummeting feeling of disappointment. He wasn't available right now. This practice was crucial, and the other team members were counting on him: without the starting quarterback, a lot of the drills would be worthless. His phone buzzed again.
[Are you in, Superstar? I don't give third chances.]
"Hall! Are you serious?" asked Coach Jenkins sharply. "We need your head in the game!"
Corey's stomach roiled as his team loyalty clashed messily with his libido.
But when has an 18-year-old's libido ever lost?
"Sorry coach," he heard himself say through numb lips. "I'm feeling real sick. I gotta go home."
The coach looked stunned. He yelled and cursed at Corey as the star quarterback gathered his things and left the locker room, but there was nothing he could do if Corey insisted he was ill.
As the locker room door swung shut behind him, Corey could feel his dick straining against his pants already. He shot Renee a quick message:
[I'm in]
...
If there hadn't been a personal element to this corruption, it would have been too easy to be fun.
Renee kneeled in front of Corey, both of them completely naked. With a wide, predatory grin, she squirted a handful of thick fragrant oil into her palm. "Ok big boy," she said, reaching over to tap her two-minute phone timer again. "You wanted another shot, you've got it. If you can go two minutes without cumming, you get to fuck me. Don't disappoint me this time."
As if he had a choice.
Corey was in a bad way, his cock already twitching before she even began. Just as she had planned, her taunts and jabs from their last session had wormed deep into his simple brain, making him weak and obsessed. But obsessing over being a quick shot wouldn't help you improve. Quite the opposite.
Just thirty seconds in, and Corey was already huffing and puffing, eyes closed, desperately trying to shut out the sight of Renee's curvy nude body and the delicious feeling of her oily handjob. "Come on, Corey," said Renee in a sweet voice. "I want you to feel your cock inside me sooo bad. I'm all wet just thinking about it."
"Renee, no..." whimpered Corey pitifully, his hips making little thrusts involuntarily. "D-dont... don't talk... please!"
Renee ignored him. "All you have to do is not cum. Just don't spray all of your hot sticky seed all over my tits. That's all. Then you win!" she purred in mock encouragement.
The timer was nearing one minute. How would Mr. Bigshot Sports Star feel about doing even worse the second time around? Renee wanted to find out. "Maybe this time..." she said in a throaty whisper, "...I'll taste it." and she poked her tongue out, running it swiftly up the underside of Corey's cock.
He gasped in shock. Renee disengaged, once again denying him a full orgasm as his cock bounced wildly, shamefully releasing the pent-up sperm he had been so desperately holding back. When Corey's spasms stopped, Renee looked up into his mortified expression with a mocking smile and said, "You're 0-2, loser."
"No. No, No, No!" cried Corey petulantly. He put the heels of his hands into his eyes in a gesture of devastated frustration. Was he going to cry? Renee looked on in avid anticipation. "I... I don't get it! This doesn't happen to me! I don't know what's wrong with me!" he said desperately, his shining eyes pleading for Renee to believe him.
Renee shrugged, and leaned back onto her hands, giving Corey yet another taunting view of her lush tits. "Trust me, Corey, I'm just as disappointed as you. I thought I was going to get fucked by a big strong man tonight, but instead, I'm wasting my time with a premie."
Corey's face twisted in horror. "A P-premie?!?" he spluttered. "No! That's not me. It's just... It must be stress or something. Let me go to the doctor or something. There has to be some deeper problem. I'll fix it, and then we can finally..." He trailed off, losing confidence in the face of Renee's cool, disbelieving glare.
Renee stared at Corey silently for a long moment, then sighed. Now for the trap to spring shut. Renee would finally get what she wanted, and Corey would get what he wished for too... just not in the way he had hoped. "Do you really want to fuck me that badly?" she asked sharply.
"Yes," said Corey confidently, both his cock and hopes rising at the prospect of being given another chance.
"Well," said Renee, getting up gracefully and opening her nightstand drawer. "I don't normally give quick shots like you the time of day, but it would be nice to get fucked. You clearly aren't able to last longer than two minutes on your own, so we're going to help you cheat a little."
She brandished an unlabeled bottle with a spray nozzle, the type you might buy cheap cologne in. "Ta-da, performance-enhancing drugs!"
"What? Drugs?" said Corey, his brow wrinkling as Renee advanced on him with a grin. "What is it?"
Renee giggled. "I'm just joking. It's endurance spray. Lots of premature ejaculators like you use it. It just gently numbs the penis a little so that the sensations aren't as intense. It will help you last longer."
"Renee, I don't know..." said Corey reluctantly. "Can't we just... you know, do things normal? I'm sure that after cumming once I can..."
Renee cut him off definitively "No spray. No sex."
Corey looked warily at the unmarked black spray bottle. Shit. He had come this far. He wouldn't be able to look himself in the mirror if he went home after getting rejected by Renee again. "Sure," he said in a voice that broke embarrassingly. "Yeah. Ok. Let's do it."
With a triumphant smile, Renee knelt in front of Corey again. She took his swelling cock between two fingers and sprayed a healthy amount of thick, viscous liquid all over his dick. She hadn't lied when she said that this was an endurance spray. But she hadn't mentioned that it was quite a bit stronger than the varieties you could get commercially.
He would discover that for himself soon enough. Corey had just been transformed into a human dildo. And the nice thing about dildos? They couldn't make a mess inside your pussy.
Renee straightened up, pulling Corey into a sultry kiss, her hands running all over his muscular body. "Come here, Superstar," she said with a giggle, leading him by the hand to the bed, "You might have had to cheat, but you got there in the end. Time to enjoy your victory celebration..."
...
"Mmmm," moaned Renee in a deep, satisfied purr. Her long silky legs wrapped around Corey's waist, drawing him deeper into her hot, juicy cunt. "You're a generous lover, Corey. I think that was number five for me. But it's your turn big boy. Cum for me. Fill up my little pussy with your hot jizz." She licked his ear seductively and added in a raspy whisper: "I want it."
And Corey wanted it too. More than anything. But he was finally realizing with a spike of terror that it might not be possible. It had been over two hours of nonstop, frenzied sex. His muscles felt like water. Little cramps that threatened a larger explosion of pain twitched in his legs. Sweat covered his body in a greasy layer.
He kept going doggedly. Renee hadn't been exaggerating. Her pussy was incredible, it was tight and wet and gripped in all the right places. Her tits were firm and full, and she moaned and gasped appreciatively whenever he played with them. She was willing to do any position, and they had tried all of the ones Corey was experienced with.
Everything felt amazing... but faint. As if someone had turned down a dimmer switch on Corey's sexual pleasure. And every time he felt like he was building up enough momentum and rhythm to overcome the dullness of his nerves, Renee would happen to shift her position a little, or switch up the pace, or ask to change positions. And now he was at the end of his stamina. He gasped for air, jackhammering his hips into Renee's welcoming pussy with everything he had. He was so close... He felt like he was reaching out, stretching towards the orgasm with all his might...
Renee's hot little hand, which had been on his back, slipped down and gripped his thigh, pulling his body closer.
That was all it took. His entire left thigh seized tight into a nasty cramp, obliterating any chance of an orgasm as his world exploded in pain. Corey collapsed to the side, off of Renee, massaging his leg desperately, his cock already shrinking.
"Aww, sorry," said Renee, patting his shoulder in sympathy. "I think that was kind of my fault. The good news is, you did it! I'm totally satisfied, you stud!"
Corey desperately massaged his leg, trying to get his muscles to release their painful spasm. "N-no, wait Renee! I can go again. I didn't cum, I can't just leave!"
Renee just laughed. "Look at you, Superstar, you're a wreck! Save it for next time, big boy."
"Next time?" asked Corey hopefully.
"Oh you know it, Superstar," said Renee with a wink. "Making a girl cum five times in one session comes with its perks."
When Corey left, he had the oddest mix of anticipation and deep sexual frustration warring inside him.
...
With the meathead gone, Renee collapsed back onto her bed with a contented sigh. Now that was what she had been looking for. A good deep-dicking by a big, dumb, well-hung guy who was completely under her thumb. She felt refreshed and energized, no longer troubled by the sexual frustration that had hung around her like a cloud.
But she wasn't just in this for Corey's big cock.
Now that she had sexually satisfied herself, it was time to crush Corey Hall completely.
...
Corey could feel his breath echoing in his helmet. He could feel the sweat forming on his face and trickling down to sting his eyes. His head swam and floated as he desperately tried to focus on the play he was about to execute.
In hindsight, it probably hadn't been a very good idea to stay up late having wild passionate sex with Renee. Not when they were in the middle of a critical series of practices leading up to the homecoming game. But he had been so desperate to cum despite the numbing spray on his cock. And there was just something about that girl that made it hard to say 'no'...
"Start the play, Hall!" said Coach from the sidelines in a voice of barely restrained frustration. Corey shook his head, trying to clear the cobwebs, and called the snap.
He was mentally and physically exhausted from being with Renee last night, but Corey had always been good at pushing through fatigue, and muscle memory did the rest. He ran the play perfectly, falling back from the line smoothly and visually tracking his pass options.
But then Corey's phone buzzed, distracting him and sending his heart pounding in his ears. It had to be a message from Renee. In his split second of losing focus, a lineman slipped through and tackled him hard, bouncing his head jarringly off of the thin grass of the practice field.
But Corey barely registered the pain. He was already rolling over and rising on weak, shaky muscles. He had to see what Renee had texted him. And he couldn't do it here. The coach had a strict "no phones allowed at practice" policy. Probably for the exact reason that Corey had just experienced.
"Bathroom break coach," said Corey bluntly, jogging toward the locker room. Coach threw up his hands in exasperation. "Are you shitting me, Hall? You've been out of it all week! Get your fucking head in the game!" Corey felt a stab of guilt at his coach's words but didn't slow down. If it came down to Renee or his coach, the choice was obvious. He heard the coach ordering the second-string QB onto the field as he slipped into the dim, cool locker room.
Corey hurried directly to a bathroom stall and fumbled with his laces to remove his uniform pants. For some reason, the idea that the text might be non-sexual never crossed his mind. He was so fucking horny after being unable to cum last night that he knew instinctively that Renee had sent him something dirty.
He was already rock hard and dripping precum when he finally managed to peel off his pants. No woman had ever made him feel like this: weak and ashamed and desperate. With a shuddering breath, he unlocked his phone and wrapped his hand around his cock, stifling a whimper at the intense feeling that raced through his body from even that slight contact.
His mouth went dry as he saw the thumbnail of the video Renee had just texted him. Renee was in a ridiculously skimpy cheerleading costume. Even before starting the video, Corey couldn't help but start stroking as he feasted his eyes. The tiny top was made of a thin, stretchy material that clung to every curve of Renee's big braless tits, showing clearly the dents of her aroused nipples pushing hard against the fabric. It was cut off just under her breasts, exposing her flat, toned tummy and the swell of her hips. The thin fringe of a skirt was low slung: it must have been placed millimeters above the start of Renee's pubic hair. The lower edge of the skirt barely concealed Renee's pussy, leaving a long expanse of toned cafe-au-lait thighs exposed for Corey's viewing pleasure. The entire outfit was in blue and white, East High's colors.
Renee was going to do a cheer for him in an impossibly slutty cheerleader outfit. Corey had to take his hand off his cock and dig his nails into his leg to stop himself from cumming. Why was he always so close to the edge when it came to Renee? Once she had started teasing him about being a premature ejaculator, the problem had seemed to get ten times worse in a self-fulfilling prophecy. By this point, he had trouble lasting even two minutes... Except for when he had been forced to use Renee's endurance spray, which prevented him from cumming at all.
Corey gingerly opened the stall door and peeked out. He had to watch the video right fucking now. There was no question about that. But he had no headphones... depending on what Renee said in the video, it might be really bad if a teammate walked in to use the bathroom and heard it.
The coast was clear. Corey locked the stall door again, turned the volume on his phone down, and played the video.
Renee's still face from the thumbnail animated into a wicked, teasing grin. "Hiii, Superstar!" she said with a flirty wave. "I couldn't stop thinking about last night! You were sooo good once we helped you cheat a little. I thought I would send you a little video to practice your endurance with," Renee stretched her lithe, chesty body deliberately for the camera, playing up her sexy show with a sultry wink. Corey couldn't help but wrap his hand tight around his cock once again, entranced by Renee's toxic sex appeal.
"I made up a few cheers to encourage my favorite football star," explained Renee, trailing her fingers lightly up and down her body. "Once my routine starts, it will last about 60 seconds. But how long will you last? Last night you couldn't go longer than a minute without that performance enhancer. Consider this a workout. Keep practicing until we see each other again. Ok... get ready! Hand on your cock now."
Renee turned and bent over to retrieve some fluffy pom-poms, revealing her naked ass beneath the tiny skirt. Oh God, she wasn't wearing any panties. Corey realized with panic he was right at the edge of orgasm already before the cheer had even begun.
On his screen, Renee began an enthusiastic, athletic cheer routine that showed off her lithe brown body, her eyes glittering with mocking amusement:
Score, Corey, Score!
Make me scream for more!
Pull my fucking ponytail
And call me a whore!
Her skirt flipped and swirled as she danced, showing tantalizing glimpses of warm flesh and her neatly groomed triangle of pubes. Corey's cock twitched and throbbed in his pumping fist, constantly on the edge of a climax he tried desperately to hold back. As he listened, Renee's cheer took a taunting turn...
Rock, Corey, Rock!
Stroke your fucking cock!
Don't forget to pace yourself
And try to beat the clock!
It had been less than thirty seconds. Corey knew that he could easily keep from cumming if he took his hand off his dick, but he just couldn't force himself to do that. It just felt too good to watch Renee's sensual dance. As he watched, his pupils dilated and his breathing grew deep and heavy. Renee reached up and tugged up her stretchy top, letting her juicy tits bounce free while she continued to sway her hips rhythmically.



Corey Hall is Hot!
Corey Hall is Dreamy!
But his shameful secret is that
Corey Hall's a premie!
Renee's cocky grin, her devastating insult, and the swaying of her nude tits led Corey right to the knife's edge. Forty-five seconds. Almost there!
Give me a "C"
Give me a "U"
Give me an "M"
Give me your cum!
Just as Renee sang out her last rhyme in a moaning, breathy voice, someone burst into the locker room. "Corey! Coach says to finish up and get your ass out here!" Corey fumbled his phone and cringed as his semen gushed and spurted into his hand, leaking through his fingers to splatter down onto his uniform pants. He had to scramble to grab the phone and pause the video, praying that his teammate hadn't heard Renee's taunting encouragement.
"A-almost done!" He called shakily, trying his best to clean himself with toilet paper.
Renee had some sort of twisted hold in him now, he recognized with a spike of fear.
But he didn't know if he even wanted to get free.
...
Corey watched the video again when he got home, skipping straight to the end to see what he had missed.
As a grand finale, Renee lifted up her skirt to reveal her wet pussy and exposed tits at the same time, sticking out a dripping tongue and crossing her eyes in a crazy orgasmic face. She then ended the video by blowing a kiss and warning Corey not to skip around in the video and to practice hard by watching it from start to finish. She wanted him to build his stamina by watching it as often as possible
Corey did as she commanded, watching the video over and over again. He rubbed himself raw that night trying to beat Renee's challenge and reach the slutty reward she had given him at the end of the video.
He kept getting close, but he couldn't quite make it to the end of the video. In fact, as the week went on, he actually got worse and worse. Something about Renee's body, or her eyes, or her teasing cheers would catch his attention and then he would lose again, his overworked cock squinting his shameful load into his hand. 45 seconds... 30 seconds... 15 seconds into the cheer, and Corey couldn't stop himself from cumming.
When he came in his hand before the cheer even began, right when Renee bent and showed her naked ass, Corey knew he was in trouble. This girl was no good for him. He couldn't focus in school or at practice, sneaking away to watch the video in the bathroom at every opportunity. When he slept, the image of Renee doing her sultry cheer routine seemed to fill his vision, taunting him.
He had to see Renee again. He had to have normal, fulfilling sex with her and banish these mixed-up feelings in his head. If not, how could he even call himself a man?
...
"No exercise. Plenty of water. Plenty of sleep. Eat something filling, but healthy. Nothing too greasy or salty," said Coach, leaning forward with a grimace on his face.
Practice hadn't been going well for Corey, for football, or with his task from Renee. He felt drained and brittle. His cock was raw and sore from his frequent "training". He nodded and agreed with Coach's demands. The big homecoming game was tomorrow. Corey had to put aside his new obsession with Renee for one day and focus on football. There were supposed to be talent scouts at the game. His future might depend on playing well. They wouldn't be practicing today, it was time to rest and mentally prepare for the biggest game of the year.
Corey resolved to just go home, turn off his phone, and rest his exhausted body and mind.
But as he left the locker room, he felt his phone buzz, sending a sickening spiral of apprehension and lust through his gut.
He knew that he should ignore it and turn off his phone without reading the text. Renee and whatever twisted erotic game she was playing with him could wait until after the biggest football game of his life.
But Corey had discovered something about himself in the weeks since he had met Renee. He wasn't strong. That evil, beautiful young woman had exposed a streak of weakness in his core and nurtured it until that weakness filled him from head to toe.
He had to read the text. He couldn't resist.
[Hey superstar! Have u been practicing hard? I've been thinking about u a lot... wanna come over and show me the results of ur HARD work?]
Corey didn't respond to the text. He was almost able to trick himself into believing that he would ignore Renee completely.
But his hands steered his car away from his route home by themselves. Before he knew it, he was outside Renee's walled mansion.
[I'm outside] He texted her.
Maybe weakness and submission were all that he had left anymore.
His cock was already stiff.
...
"St-stop! Wait Renee, it's not fair! Your g-going too fast!" whimpered Corey, tangling his fingers in Renee's bedsheets as she mercilessly pumped his oily cock with her wicked little hand.
"Oh?" asked Renee with false innocence. "I wasn't aware that we had set a speed limit." She was as naked as Corey, her soft warm body curled up on his legs like a cat as she teased him. "I'll make you a deal, Superstar," she purred with a mocking smirk, "If you say it, I'll slow down a little and give you a break."
"S-say it?" asked Corey in a thick, slow voice, made stupid by his intense concentration on not cumming.
"Tell me what you are, Corey," demanded Renee, her dark brown eyes seeming to burn a hole in him.
"I... I'm a..." stuttered Corey. Renee had made her thumb and forefinger into a tight ring, which she was sliding rapidly up and down his dick. She grinned widely as she saw Corey's balls tightening again for yet another shameful ejaculation. "I'm a premieeee!" moaned Corey in despair as he lost control. As always, Renee removed her hand at the last second, ruining his orgasm and making his cock bounce and spurt his load unsatisfyingly all over his belly.
"I know you are! That was barely thirty seconds that time," said Renee with a giggle, patting him on the thigh. "Now, you know the rules, superstar: if you want another chance, It's my turn to cum. So what will it be? Are we done, or are you ready to serve?"
"I can't give up now," said Corey resolutely. "I can do this!" He had to somehow pull himself together. He wouldn't be able to stand another humiliating evening with Renee, without being man enough to fuck her. He had to win her game at all costs.
"That's the spirit, Superstar!" said Renee cheerfully, throwing a slim leg over him to straddle his face. Corey looked up, mesmerized as Renee's beautiful wet pussy descended, settling with firm, hot pressure over his mouth. "Now let's see you set a speed record that isn't pathetic and humiliating, hmm? Make me cum as fast as you can."
This was the third time they had played through the same cycle. Corey wasn't even getting close to two minutes anymore. Each time he came he was afraid that he wouldn't be able to get it up anymore, but each time, a few minutes of Renee's hot wet cunt dominantly riding his face was enough to revive him for another humiliating round. Every time he felt a new conviction that this time, his previous ejaculations would mean he could last longer.
Each time his hopes were dashed.
"I'm so sorry, Superstar," purred Renee above him as her pussy slid back and forth slickly over his eager tongue. "The problem is that I'm just too hot for you. You're poor little cock can't handle it! You really need to stick to girls more in your league."
The weight of Renee's demeaning words harmonized with the weight of her lithe hips grinding into his face to produce a twisted, white-hot feeling of erotic helplessness and submission in Corey's heart. His battered, overused cock stirred and twitched as blood began to fill it once again.
Renee giggled, running a slim finger up the length of his reinflating dick. "Ooooh, someone wants to prove me wrong. Well normally I would say three strikes and you're out, but I respect your persistence. Just let me finish up first..."
Renee increased the powerful, rolling thrusts of her hips, grinding her clit into Corey's mouth and sweetly moaning as she chased the kind of deep, satisfying orgasm she would never give Corey. Finally, she strained and held herself in place, her thighs clamped tight and almost her full weight seated on Corey's face, cutting off his air for a long moment as she enjoyed her climax.
Then she rolled off with a deep, contented sigh, leaving a dazed, sticky-faced Corey laying there with a slack-jawed expression and a stiff, throbbing cock.
Renee turned his chin with an oily finger, locking eyes with Coery in a heated, challenging gaze. "OK, hotshot. You've earned your chance at the big leagues. Come over here."
Corey almost couldn't believe what he was hearing... was Renee finally giving him a chance to fuck her without any games or tricks? He scrambled up rapidly, his heart beating wildly at the prospect. He had been dreaming about this for weeks: a deep, satisfying orgasm in Renee's tight pussy.
Renee smiled warmly up at Corey as he took his position above her on his hands and knees. She was perfect, toned muscle mixed with feminine softness. Her stiff dark nipples pointed straight up from her big soft tits and her pussy was puffed open invitingly, warmed up by Corey's mouth.
Shit, just the sight of her made his cock tingle alarmingly. Corey tried to breathe deeply and calm down. This was his only chance to impress her. A thought occurred to him. "Renee, do you have more of that... that spray you used the other day?" At this point, Corey was so terrified of performing badly that he would take orgasm denial over humiliation.
Renee just giggled and twined her slim arms around his neck. "You're joking, right? I'm offering you a night of passionate sex and you want less sensation? What happened to the hunky quarterback who said he could fuck me all night long? I'm giving you a real shot. It's time to prove yourself, Superstar!"
She was right. This was his chance, he had to take it. Corey focused and tried to calm his racing heart. His cock twitched and pulsed, so close to its goal he could almost feel it. He grabbed his cock, careful not to stimulate it too much, and positioned himself at the dripping entrance to Renee's pussy.
"Are you kidding?" asked Renee, arching an eyebrow. "No kiss? You really are worthless with girls, aren't you? Here, I'll help you."
Corey felt a sense of impending doom as Renee drew him closer. "W-wait," he begged. But he knew it was useless. Renee knew exactly what she was doing. This was the point of the offer: one last humiliation. Renee's warm pillowy lips pressed to his. Her wicked tongue pushed deep into his mouth. Her rock-hard nipples pressed forcefully into his chest.
And crushingly, humiliatingly, one deep kiss was all it took. He was falling over the edge once again, failing to even achieve penetration before his own body betrayed him, surrendering to the intense arousal only Renee could inspire. In one last desperate attempt, Corey tried to thrust forward and at least feel the embrace of Renee's pussy as his pathetic cock sprayed its load embarrassingly early once again.
But he missed, and his cock scraped against Renee's warm thigh as he dribbled out a watery load onto Renee's pubes.
Renee's chest heaved with laughter as she pushed him away. Corey tried to find something, anything to say that would salvage some of his lost dignity, but in the face of Renee's helpless laughter, he couldn't think of anything but his shame.
"A kiss!" she howled, wiping away her tears as she clutched her sides. "You came from a kiss! What are you, thirteen? You lasted a total of zero seconds into sex, you fucking loser!"
Corey felt lightheaded and weak. The girl he had been obsessing over thought he was pathetic. No, worse than pathetic. Hilarious. He looked down at his oozing dick, willing it to wake back up. But somehow he knew that there would be no more chances tonight.
"Renee, I... please, give me another chance," said Corey, grasping at straws. He couldn't accept losing this badly. If this was the way things ended between him and this fascinating, enthralling, evil girl, it would haunt him forever.
But Renee just shook her head, her lip curled in disgust. "I've wasted enough time with you Corey. I mean, it's fun to rile you up and watch you squirt, but I could find a hotter guy that can actually fuck me like that." She snapped her well-manicured fingers sharply and bounced out of bed, taking the time to snag Corey's shirt and wipe his cum off her crotch before beginning to get dressed.
"What can I do?" asked Corey desperately, seeing his last chance rapidly disappear as Renee turned her back and hooked on a bra. "I swear this is a temporary problem. Please, Renee. I would do anything."
Renee straightened up, pulling on a white thong, and turned to Corey with a curious light in her eyes. "Anything?" she asked with a growing grin.
Corey just nodded, his eyes wide with sincerity. He felt like he might go crazy if Renee rejected him after so many failures in the bedroom. He needed a chance to redeem himself.
"Ok," said Renee flatly. "Then throw your homecoming game tomorrow. Prove to me that I'm the most important thing in your life. You're clearly good at losing, so let's just extend that to the football field so everyone knows how pathetic you really are."
Renee's cruel ultimatum hit Corey like a punch to the gut. He searched her beautiful face for some sign she was joking, but he saw only pitiless humor shining in those warm brown eyes. "Renee... there will be scouts there tomorrow," he tried to explain. "It could set up my entire future."
Renee just shrugged and turned to her closet to pick out an outfit.
"You heard my terms, Superstar. I'll be watching tomorrow. If you lose on the field, I'll give you another chance to lose in the bedroom. Now get out of my house."
...
Normally game days were Renee's least favorite part of cheerleading.
She liked the position of power and social standing involved in being the cheer captain, and she even enjoyed the athleticism and sensuality of the dances. But actual performances at games were tiring and boring. Renee liked to be the center of attention, not a sideshow to the main event.
But today, Renee was having a great time.
It took Corey a little while to recognize Renee. At first, he was just playing poorly due to fatigue and dehydration. Also, the lack of practice was clearly making it harder for him to mesh with the rest of the team.
But despite how far under her spell Corey was at this point, Renee could tell that he was still trying his best to play well. He was rejecting her ultimatum. Renee was grudgingly impressed. She didn't know the meathead had it in him.
But that changed once he noticed Renee. She felt a spike of sexual pleasure run through her as she drank in Corey's reaction. She read shock and confusion in Corey's body language as he finally realized that the girl who had him wrapped around her little finger was the cheer captain for his team's rival school. She was sure that all the pieces were falling into place for him right now: the way she had deliberately distracted him during practice times, the way she had drained his energy and stamina at every opportunity, and the true meaning of her final ultimatum.
A real man would rebel against her control once he had this revelation. But no one stayed a man for long once Renee Cross decided to break them down into a pathetic sub. His play got noticeably worse as he couldn't keep his eyes off Renee on the sidelines. Renee could see his coach and teammates getting frustrated. Finally, in a time-out, Renee saw his coach yelling at Corey, pointing a finger in the young quarterback's face with spittle flying.
It looked like the coach had just made an ultimatum of his own.
Time to end this game.
As the players hustled back onto the field, Renee turned and winked at the cheer squad. "Time to break out that new dance we've been working on, ladies," she said with a shark-like grin.
As Corey caught the snap, and his eyes were pulled like magnets to Renee on the sidelines, his body stiffened. His eyes grew so wide that Renee could see them from where she stood on the sidelines.
Renee and her cheer squad were doing an exact replica of the sensual dance in the video she had sent Corey. They stayed clothed of course, but the point wasn't to stimulate Corey directly this time. It was to force open the connections in his brain between this dance and shameful, quick release.
Corey froze, the other players swirling around him as he stared openly at the opposing cheer squad. His coach screamed in fury, but Corey didn't hear him. His brain was too busy gushing with chemicals totally inappropriate for a football game. Renee and her cheer squad's hips swayed and skirts flipped, their hands rubbing up and down their bodies in a dance riding the line between acceptable and inappropriate. But in Corey's fevered brain, the dance sprinted over that line, deeply connected to memories of jerking frantically to the woman he had grown obsessed with.
Renee almost whooped with triumph as Corey shuddered and cringed, his hand unconsciously going to his crotch as he painted the inside of his uniform white. Corey Hall was once a proud stud who could have had any girl in his school. Now he was a pathetic loser who had just cum in his pants in front of a packed high school stadium.
Luckily for him, the truth was hidden enough that he just looked like a coward instead of a pervert. But he would know. And So would Renee. Corey Hall had been utterly emasculated in front of all of his fans.
Seconds later, the defensive linemen crushed Corey in a tackle, and he limped off the field, benched for the rest of the game. He tried to catch Renee's eye from the bench, but obviously, she ignored him.
Renee had no time for losers.
After the game, as Renee was celebrating with her victorious team, Corey Hall limped up to speak with her. He looked exhausted and ashamed. His dreams of football glory were already draining from his eyes. "Renee!" he said with false cheerfulness, his eyes pathetically hopeful. "I... I did it. I threw the game for you, just like you asked. So, we can be together now, r-right?"
Renee turned away from her laughing team and flashed her defeated prey a predator's smile. There were so many things she could say to take the wind out of Corey's sails. She could say that he hadn't thrown the game at all: he had clearly tried his best and failed just like he had done time and time again sexually. She could say that she had never promised they would be together, just that she would allow him to humiliate himself in another bedroom session.
But there was something else she wanted to say as her last words to him. Words that had echoed in her head for a long time.
Renee tilted her head and wrinkled her nose in adorable confusion.
"Who are you exactly?"
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Kitty Wilson knelt humbly at her mistress's feet, naked except for the lace choker at her neck.
Her body was slim and graceful, with small but firm tits that sat high on her chest, their large sensitive nipples currently standing stiff with submissive arousal. Her hips were wide but her thighs were slim, giving her an attractive thigh gap that emphasized her cute, tight little pussy.
Her skin was milky pale and her waves of hair were thick and lustrous, naturally dirty blonde on one side, and skillfully dyed a deep blue-green on the other.
Kitty's deep blue eyes and her curvy, expressive lips were currently focused in an expression of submissive adoration, waiting patiently for her mistress's command.
Rose Keller sat above Kitty on the edge of the bed, staring down at her with an amused sparkle in her green eyes and a smirk on her plump lips. She was naked as well except for some black knee-high stockings on her, long toned legs.
"Well, well, well," said Rose smugly, slowly uncrossing her legs and crossing them the other way, giving Kitty a glimpse of her mistress's flushed and dripping pussy. "My little slave looks so eager today! Is that right? Are you eager, slave?"
"Yes mistress!" said Kitty breathlessly, feeling her body thrill with lust at the thought of the domination to come. Rose had a truly gorgeous body. She had pale, luminous skin and contrasting, raven black hair, giving her an immediate, arresting beauty that grabbed your attention. She was taller than Kitty, and curvier, with D cup breasts that seemed to defy gravity.
Rose had the types of tattoos and piercings that made Kitty a little envious. Kitty had always found the idea of tattoos and piercings intriguing, but Her mom would never let her get any. A shiny black snake tattoo wound its way up Rose's arm and her namesake flower bloomed between her large breasts. Her ears had multiple studs running up their delicate shells, as well as piercings in her nose and tongue. To Kitty, Rose's entire aesthetic felt powerful, aggressive, and incredibly erotic. Her body had the sort of tone and light musculature that might turn some people off, but was exactly what Kitty craved. She wanted to be punished. Owned. Dominated. And today, that was exactly what she was going to get.
"Hmm, I bet you want to kiss your mistress all over her body, don't you?" teased Rose, flipping her dark, shining hair out of her eyes. "But I'm afraid you just don't deserve these perfect tits..." She purred, cupping and squeezing a large breast in one hand while shaking her finger with another. "And lowly slaves like you certainly don't deserve to taste their mistress's perfect pussy," She said, her hand sneaking between her thighs to slide for just a moment between her lips.
"At least, not yet," she added with a wink.
Rose's hand trailed slowly down her leg, tracked closely by Kitty's hungry eyes. "But I think I know the perfect task for a pathetic little slave like you," murmured Rose, pinching the cloth of her black stocking up off of her toes. "A part of my perfect body that you are just baaarely worthy of worshiping."
Rose pulled the stocking off with aching slowness, and Kitty realized she was holding her breath as Rose's slim, well-manicured foot finally appeared. The small crescent moon on Rose's ankle, the first tattoo she had ever gotten, seemed to fill Kitty's vision.
"Well slave," said Kitty's mistress with a gloating grin. "Get to work. Show your mistress the depths of your devotion."
Kitty took Rose's foot in hand. Her pussy pulsed with desperate lust, leaking slowly onto her bedroom carpet. With her eyes locked on her mistress's, Kitty extended her tongue and slowly dragged it up Rose's sole.
Rose's confident smirk wobbled.
Don't you fucking dare, Rose Keller, thought Kitty fiercely, trying hard to stay in the pleasant haze of submissive lust that she had felt right up until that moment.
But as Kitty went in for another lick, Rose snorted, clamping a hand over her blushing face as she tried to hold back the tide of giggles.
Poof. The mood was gone. Kitty groaned and slumped forward petulantly against her girlfriend's legs as Rose finally let loose a helpless gale of laughter, collapsing back onto the bed.
"Baaaabe!" Kitty whined, shaking Rose's foot back and forth for emphasis, "I told you! It's not hot if you don't take it seriously!"
"I'm sorry!" wheezed Kitty's loving partner, finally coming down from her giggle fit. "I was really trying soooo hard sweetie, But it's not easy for me! "Slave" and "pathetic" and all that stuff... I just don't see you that way! I love you, and I don't like being mean to my little Kitty-Kat."
Kitty frowned but planted a forgiving kiss on Rose's calf. Rose had actually come a long way since Kitty had asked her to try domming in bed. The beginning of the session had actually been perfect before Rose got the giggles.
Kitty had felt a strong craving for sexual domination from her earliest memories of having any sexual desires at all. Her submission kink was deep and powerful, and she had the browser history to prove it. So when she found out that the gorgeous, tall, tattooed, powerful-looking girl in her Calc lecture was not only single but also bisexual, it felt like God had finally answered her prayers.
Imagine her disappointment when it turned out that Rose, despite her hard-edged aesthetic, was sweet, soft, and tame in the bedroom.
But Rose made up for that minor shortfall in so many other ways. She was thoughtful, brilliant, and legitimately the funniest person Kitty had ever met. She was fucking hot too, and even if she wasn't quite perfect when it came to scratching Kitty's kinky itches, sex with her was never boring, no matter how vanilla it was.
They just needed to do a little more work as a couple to bring out Rose's potential as a dom.
"It was your fault too you know!" said Rose good-naturedly, raising a finger. "You have no idea how much it fucking tickles to get your feet licked. And you went for the soles first thing!"
"Then command me to suck your toes next time, "mistress"!" shot back Kitty with a soft smile. She climbed onto the bed and snuggled up into Rose's tall, curvy body, using a large, soft breast as a pillow. "It's OK babe," she said with a sigh. "I have a feeling that this weekend, we're finally going to get you into the Dom headspace."
"If you say so," said Rose politely, clearly skeptical. But Kitty was confident. She was certain she would finally be able to turn Rose into a good Dom this weekend. She had a secret weapon...
"A whole weekend, just the two of us..." mused Rose with a smile, her eyes lighting up as she considered the possibilities. Then her brows crinkled a bit. "It's still a little fucked up that your Mom and sister will be gone for your birthday, though."
Kitty just shrugged. She wasn't eager to discuss her family with Rose right now. "It is what it is," she said dismissively. Her arm slithered beneath Rose's waist, pulling their naked bodies close. "I'm just happy to spend my birthday with the woman I love the most," she murmured with an undercurrent of smoldering heat.
Rose giggled again. Her big green eyes squeezed shut as she tenderly kissed Kitty, her lips soft and hot and eager. "Well, maybe it's not the intense domination that you want, "slave", but how about some good old-fashioned sex with your girlfriend?"
Kitty couldn't help but smile as she snuggled into Rose's embrace. "I think I could be persuaded..."
A soft chime seemed to sound from everywhere in the room at once. Kitty groaned. Sometimes her mom had the worst timing, and this fucking smart house meant that Laura Wilson was difficult to ignore. Every room was hooked up with speakers and microphones, so her mom didn't even need to yell up the stairs or knock. She just had to say a few words to the computer that was always listening, and presto, she was invading Kitty's privacy.
But if Kitty didn't answer, she would just keep ringing the fucking chime...
"Answer," snapped Kitty irritably, disentangling herself from her girlfriend and sitting up.
"Hi dear!" came the high, musical voice of her mother from the hidden speakers, sounding like she was standing right next to them. "Dinner's almost ready. Would you mind joining us? Rose is welcome too, of course."
Kitty sighed, but Rose was already slipping her bra back on. Kitty started hunting around for her discarded panties. Her Mom already felt bad about missing her birthday. Kitty should probably make an effort to prioritize family time tonight.
No matter how horny she was.
...
Kitty slumped down the stairs with a heavy heart, bracing herself to play happy family with her mother and sister.
She realized that she was being unfair. Her mother and sister weren't monsters or anything. They loved her, sometimes suffocatingly, and they just wanted to be close with her.
That didn't make it any easier for Kitty to spend time with them.
Kitty and Rose entered the kitchen, and there she was. Laura Wilson. The supermom who could do it all. Patting out some homemade tortillas and toasting them on a griddle like she was freaking Betty Crocker or something
Kitty's perfect mother.
Laura was stunning. There was no other word for it. Tall and beautiful, with waves of auburn hair and deep blue eyes which were Kitty's most obvious inheritance from her mother. Kitty just wished that she had gotten her mother's body as well. Laura Wilson's curvy body showed no signs of going to seed, even in her early 40s. She had large, supple breasts that were so magnificent it was hard for people to look her in the eyes when speaking to her. Her hips had been broad and soft before it was considered attractive, and she had a butt so large and round that Kitty wasn't sure how she was able to stuff into the yoga pants she usually wore around the house.
But a killer body wasn't the only thing that Laura had going for her. If she had simply been a gorgeous, but flawed woman, Kitty would find it easier to relate to her. But Kitty's mom was perfect in every respect. She had been a top-notch lawyer before moving up into a leadership position at the law firm she helped to found. And she had done it all while being a single mother, raising two daughters on her own after her husband tragically passed away. Laura was inspirational. Everyone said so. She was kind and quickwitted, charming and well-read: a much-sought-after party guest at social functions all over the city.
And worst of all, Laura was always calm, poised and confident. She had an inner well of strength that Kitty envied and didn't understand.
Was it any wonder that Kitty always felt like she was living in her brilliant mother's shadow? Although Kitty conceded it would be a stretch to call herself ugly, anyone would like an ugly ducking compared to her smoking-hot mother. When she was around Laura, Kitty seemed dull and tongue-tied by comparison. Laura loved to be out in nature and was a huge proponent of exercise. Kitty was pasty from spending all of her time in front of a computer screen. It seemed like her mother was friends with half of the people in the city, while Kitty had a small circle of friends and perhaps another handful of acquaintances from class and work.
Laura had never said or even implied that she was disappointed in Kitty, but then again, she was too polite for that, even if she happened to secretly feel that way. Kitty had felt a distance from her mother for a long time. Building a successful law firm wasn't easy, and for large stretches of her childhood, Kitty had seen more of her nanny than her mother. Kitty had been so desperate for her mother's attention when she was a preteen that she started acting out. But even that didn't work. No matter how bratty or demanding Kitty was, Laura would just smile faintly and give her whatever she wanted.
Kitty had never lacked anything, but she also got the impression that it didn't really matter to Laura what her daughter did. That her mother was just indifferent about her. Laura acted differently now that Kitty was an adult, but the damage had been done.
So yes, no matter how sweetly her mother treated her, it was hard for Kitty to enjoy spending time with Laura.
Laura smiled warmly as she saw Kitty and Rose enter the kitchen. "Hi girls! Hope you enjoy fajitas, Kathryn," she said, blowing a stray lock of auburn hair up out of her perfect face to avoid touching it with her flour-covered hands. Kitty had recently asked Laura to stop using her nickname, but somehow her mother's ability to perfectly remember to call her her full name every time also annoyed her.
"And so good to see you, Rose dear," said Laura, turning her sparkling blue eyes to Kitty's girlfriend. "You should say hi when you come over! Don't let my daughter sneak you in like that. I hardly ever get to see your pretty face."
Rose smiled broadly and comically saluted, "Yes, Ma'am!" Kitty gritted her teeth. Ever since Rose had casually remarked that her mom was "a fox" in casual conversation, Kitty made it clear to Rose that she wanted her to interact with Laura as little as possible. It's not that she was worried at all... Laura was too perfect and proper to ever even consider making a pass at a woman as young as Rose, let alone her daughter's girlfriend. But Kitty wanted to minimize opportunities for Rose to compare her with Laura as much as possible.
Just then, Becca came bounding down the stairs, practically dancing on her long, toned legs. "Sis!" she cried happily, pulling Kitty into a crushing hug. "You're going to eat with us? Is it Christmas or something?" her voice was teasing but, her big shiny smile radiated sincerity, Rebecca Wilson was honestly thrilled to be sitting down to dinner with her big sister and Mom. Kitty would have preferred it if Becca was being sarcastic.
The problem, at least as far as Kitty was concerned, was that Becca was the perfect daughter. She was as outgoing as their mother, although Becca was more of a bubbly, fun party girl while Laura was more of a refined conversationalist. She was just as athletic as Laura too, and was currently playing competitively in her college's tennis program when she wasn't rock climbing in her free time. She was even studying prelaw in her freshman year at college, preparing to follow in her Mother's footsteps: something that Laura loved to brag about.
She was a daughter that Laura could truly be proud of.
And her looks rivaled her mother's as well. Becca embodied the look of a bouncy, girly college co-ed. She had big round breasts she was constantly squeezing into tight shirts, toned athletic legs rising to a tight little ass that looked fantastic in anything, and silky white-blonde hair that she usually had up in a simple ponytail. Another knockout in the Wilson family. Two out of three ain't bad.
Just like their mom, Becca was never anything but sweet to Kitty. She used to be pretty annoying when she was younger, always following Kitty around, begging to play with her older sister. She had thankfully outgrown that habit during puberty, but she had never quite shed the starry-eyed hero worship of her sister, despite, in Kitty's eyes, surpassing her long ago in achievement.
But, as much as Kitty would love to have a good relationship with her little sister, she couldn't look at Becca without thinking about her own inadequacy, and how she would never be able to equal Becca in her mother's eyes.
What Kitty needed was to get away from her family for a while. Figure out who she was on her own. Only then could she stand proud and love them without feeling insecure.
She just hoped that they would understand when she broke the news.
"And Rose too!" said Becca with that same toothy, genuine grin, pulling Rose into a hug just as tight. Kitty watched with narrowed lips as her sister's breasts crushed up and against her girlfriend's. Becca didn't mean anything by it, but that didn't mean Kitty had to like it.
"Kitty was telling us that you play guitar?" asked Becca with wide-eyed enthusiasm. Her eyes were more of a baby blue, rather than the dark color that Kitty and Laura shared. But they were still gorgeous.
"Sure do," said Rose, rubbing her neck with a sheepish grin. Rose hated bragging about herself, despite her many talents. "But not very well."
"Are you in a band?" asked Becca with delight, almost vibrating with earnest excitement.
"I guess technically," said Rose, with a laugh, "But we suck, and we've barely had any gigs..."
"You have GOT to play for me sometime," said Becca seriously, grabbing Rose's arm. "That is so cool. You're like some kind of fucking rockstar!"
Laura tsked from behind the kitchen counter. "Language, dear," she said with a raised eyebrow. Mom could be a bit old-fashioned with some things. Kitty was surprised she approved of Rose at all, with all of her piercings and tattoos.
Becca rolled her eyes and gave Rose an exasperated "What are you going to do?" look. "I'm sooo sorry," she said sarcastically. "You're like some sort of freaking rockstar, Rose."
Becca's bright gaze turned to Kitty. "Is Rose staying for dinner? I want to learn alllll about my future sister-in-law."
Kitty blushed heavily and Rose burst into giggles. Becca could be a bit of a little brat at times, even though it was always in good fun.
"Oh, she MUST stay," said Laura firmly, sliding the last of the tortillas off the griddle. "I should have halved this recipe. We're drowning in tortillas. And Becca's right. We'd love to get to know you better, dear."
Rose turned to Kitty with a hopeful look in her eyes, but Kitty gave the tiniest shake of her head. There was a reason that her mom and sister didn't know that much about Rose. Kitty preferred to keep her dating life separate from her family life. It was easier that way.
Rose sighed, and, still looking into Kitty's eyes, said "I'm afraid I can't. I was just about to leave anyway. I made plans tonight." Her back turned to her family, Kitty mouthed "Thank you" and pulled Rose in for a quick kiss.
Rose didn't understand. No one did. Looking in from the outside, all anyone would see were a loving parent and sibling who did nothing but support Kitty. But Kitty had lived in a house with two gorgeous, perfect women since she was a little girl, and she had had enough. It didn't matter how sweet and loving they were to Kitty when, just by existing, their perfect femininity made her feel like shit.
Kitty needed some space. She needed to go and find out who she could be when she wasn't living in her Mom and little sister's shadow.
And luckily for her, she had plans to do just that.
...
Laura sat down at the table with a contented sigh. It felt like it had been forever since she had sat down with her two girls, just the three of them.
Becca, her little ball of sunshine. Becca, who seemed to have the same internal drive and bubbly energy that Laura herself had at that age. Who was already breaking hearts, crushing goals, and discovering herself as a woman. Laura never had to worry about Becca.
But she was a little worried about Kitty. Oops. About Kathryn.
Laura could see the turmoil in her fierce, spiky daughter, and it made her heart hurt. She was such a lovely, talented young woman, but it seemed like she just couldn't see herself that way. Kathryn reminded Laura strongly of her late husband; Kathryn and Rebecca's father. Intelligent, and passionate, but prone to overthinking and anxiety. For the millionth time since his tragic passing, Laura wished that Chris was still here. Maybe then her poor daughter wouldn't feel so different. She took after her father's side of the family too. Just like her aunts, she was willowy and delicate and graceful. Sometimes Laura was envious. Kathryn could and did eat whatever she wanted, while Laura had to exercise every day just so that she didn't look like a complete cow.



Laura and her eldest daughter had grown distant, and Laura sadly accepted the fact that it was her fault. Being a young single mother, even a young single mother who was well-off from her husband's estate, wasn't easy. Laura had made her fair share of mistakes. She had prioritized her career for many years, telling herself it was to secure her family's future and be a good role model for her daughters. But Kathryn had paid the price.
But her frequent absences weren't Laura's biggest mistake as a mother. She now realized that growing girls needed structure. Discipline. Boundaries. But when Kathryn had been growing up, Laura just hadn't had it in her to look into her daughter's eyes and say "no". Laura had been too permissive. When Kathryn demanded new toys, Laura would cave in and buy them. When Kathryn acted out at school, Laura wouldn't be able to punish her. At the time, Laura thought she was doing it all for her daughter's benefit, but she had since realized it was selfish: Laura had gone through so much pain when losing her husband that she couldn't stand even the tiniest bit of conflict with her daughter for a long time.
Even if Kathryn didn't realize it, she had suffered from Laura's failures as a mother. All that Laura could do now was keep trying to reach out and bridge the gap that had grown between them with love and understanding.
"So," Laura said brightly, swallowing a dainty bite of fajita, 'How is the job search coming, sweetie?"
Kathryn poorly concealed a scowl as she doggedly chewed through a large bite. She swallowed heavily. "Fine, Mom. It's going fine," she said finally. Most conversations seemed to go like this between them these days... Polite questions answered noncommittally with curt phrases.
"I'm glad to hear it," said Laura sweetly. She hesitated. It would probably be better not to mention it again... but she couldn't help herself. "You know, the offer still stands dear. Our firm has huge data security needs, not to mention tech support for dozens of staff. It would honestly be a relief to have someone we can trust in charge of the tech for the firm. If you join at entry level, you could be our Head of Technology within five years."
Kathryn grimaced. "No thanks," she said with brittle politeness. "I'm perfectly capable of finding my own job. I don't need nepotism to succeed." Laura flinched internally, her smooth face never betraying her hurt. At this point, her poor daughter was so defensive she saw attacks in every loving gesture. Laura knew Kathryn was talented: she had the grades to prove it, graduating from a top university a few months ago with high honors. Frustratingly, Kathryn had interpreted the job offer as a lack of confidence in her abilities on Laura's part, when it really represented a desperate attempt to get closer to her daughter.
"Oh, lighten up, Sis," said Becca, looking back and forth between them. "I'm going to get a job at mom's firm someday. It's not a bad thing."
Kathryn opened her mouth, thought better of what she was about to say, then shrugged awkwardly.
This wasn't shaping up to be the fun, heartwarming family dinner Laura had hoped. Time to change topics. Something that Kathryn had every reason to be proud of...
"So," said Laura, smiling warmly, "Tell me more about Rose. How are things going between you two? Are you getting serious about each other?"
Kathryn did warm a little bit at this question, a soft, unconscious smile turning up the corners of her lips. It was the face of young love, and Laura couldn't help but feel a tiny stab of jealousy. It had been a long time since she had felt that feeling she saw brightening her daughter's face. It had been nearly a decade since Laura had properly dated anyone, and at this point, even her last one-night stand was a long way in the rearview. Although she would obviously never share this with her daughters, Laura Wilson was downright horny; Sexually repressed by her busy schedule and her reluctance to let another man into her life after the pain of losing Chris almost twenty years ago.
"Things are... good," said Kathryn with that faint, gentle smile.
"Oooooh," cooed Becca with a naughty twinkle in her eyes, "I can just bet. Is she a good kisser? I've heard that girls with tongue rings..."
"Eeeew, gross Becca!" said Kathryn in shocked horror, "I am not talking about how my girlfriend kisses with my little sister." Laura smiled. Despite her protests, Kathryn was chuckling and her tone was playful. This was the atmosphere she had wanted.
But Becca's question did make an image flash briefly through Laura's head... Crushing her lips against Rose's, her hands tangling in the young woman's raven hair. Gripping the same raven locks as she pulled Rose's wickedly grinning face down between her thighs...
Laura shook herself internally. What was she thinking? Sexual thoughts about her daughter's girlfriend were wildly inappropriate, no matter how cute the girl was. Laura needed to do something about her sexual frustration. It wasn't healthy to be this pent-up if that was the way that her libido was manifesting.
But the image did get Laura thinking. She wasn't sure exactly how much of her dating history she had shared with the girls in the past. Maybe it would be a good way to bond with Kathryn and show her that they weren't so different.
"You know," said Laura, leaning forward as if sharing an important secret. "I used to date girls too! Almost exclusively in fact. Right up until I was about Becca's age. Then I met your father, and... well, something between us just clicked. Up until then, I assumed I was a lesbian."
Despite the awkwardness that had grown up between them in recent years, Becca and Kathryn turned toward each other in sync, united by the shared experience of daughters everywhere: being mortified by your embarrassing mother.
Becca broke the horrified silence first. "Gross Mom! Why are you even telling us this?" Kathryn shuddered and nodded her agreement. "Sorry Mom, I'm with Becs on this one. Too much information."
Laura laughed with them, admitting failure in her attempt to seem relatable. She didn't know why they were so squeamish. Kathryn had made her preference for girls known from a shockingly young age, and based on the constantly shifting cast of girlfriends and boyfriends Becca brought back to the house, it was obvious to anyone with eyes that she was bisexual.
Shaking her head with a smile, Kathryn swallowed her last bite of fajita. "Well!" she said contentedly, "Thank you for the meal, Mom. It was delicious. But I'm working on a project right now, so I had better get back to it."
As she rose to leave, Laura reached across the table a placed a gentle hand on her arm. "Katheryn, I just wanted to apologize again that we won't be able to be here on your birthday," said Laura seriously, staring into her daughter's eyes. "If I could change the date of my conference, I would in a heartbeat."
"Yeah," said Becca sadly, "Coach said I can't miss this tennis tournament either. But we'll make it up to you, won't we, Mom?"
"We will," said Laura firmly.
Kathryn sighed and avoided looking at them. "I understand," she said simply, "It's just a date anyway. It doesn't matter." Then she walked off to the stairs, letting her mother's hand slide off of her arm.
When they were both sure she was gone, Becca turned to Laura with a giggle."She has no idea at all, Mom. She is going to be so surprised!"
For once, Laura couldn't help but return Becca's energy. This time she would really prove to Kathryn that she was willing to make time for her. "I think you're right, dear. She'll never see this coming!"
...
Kitty slumped heavily into her computer chair and checked the progress bar on her screen. 98%. Perfect. Once this secret project was finished, she was finally going to get the sexual satisfaction she had been desperately craving.
Kitty had found the program on one of the shady tech forums that she frequented. There were always posts about weird old programs and snippets of code, claiming that they had interesting properties or could do amazing things.
They were almost always viruses of course. It was more or less a running joke to haze people new to the forums. Someone would make up a bullshit tall tale about the crazy abilities of this old program they found, then attach a virus to the post.
But the post about "F4R1A" was different.
The format was the same. This time the crazy story claimed that the attached program was created by studying and replicating the sound waves of a powerful mesmerist's voice, and could be used to create brainwashing files. But there was something puzzling about the post: the attached file was massive, much bigger than the usual viruses people attached. When someone had the courage to try running the file, they posted screenshots of a barebones, but seemingly functional program that could be used to alter and stitch together sound files to create "brainwashing tracks."
This was a forum filled with lonely, socially awkward tech nerds. At the merest sniff of real-life mind control, they were eager to try using the program to fulfill their pervy fantasies. Even as someone in a committed relationship with no interest in creating mind-controlled sex slaves, Kitty found herself intrigued, watching the drama unfold in the original thread with interest.
But, despite the hype, almost all the experiments conducted by the forum members failed. One member tried to play a track to make his crush attracted to him. No result. Another tried to give the boyfriend of the girl he liked a cuckold fetish. He got beaten up when he tried to confirm the track's success.
One person even tried to play a special track in the girls' locker room at his college to start a lesbian orgy. He swore that he thought he saw some of the girls getting hot and bothered before his hiding spot was discovered and he had to run, but there were no concrete results.
The whole thing was eventually written off as a weirdly elaborate prank. The program definitely altered the audio samples plugged into it and added a lot of data to them, but very few people got any results. But that was what Kitty found so interesting... Some people did get results.
Just two people, to be fair. One person used the file on himself to try to lose weight and insisted that it worked like a charm. Another user claimed that he had used it on his sister, who was struggling to quit smoking, and she had managed to go cold turkey. The pervs on the forum piled on the poster, saying he should have programmed his sister for something else, but Kitty thought they were missing the point. The program worked! But only on willing listeners. In other words, the brainwashing files would only work if they aligned with the goals that the listener already had.
It was perfect for Kitty's purposes. Rose wanted to dominate her, but couldn't quite put herself in that headspace. This program would solve that issue, Kitty could feel it.
The program required her to record several reinforcing voice lines. Kitty had chosen five.
"I love being a powerful, dominant woman."
"Sexual domination is a way to show love and connect with Kitty."
"Kitty needs to be dominated to feel safe, loved, and fulfilled."
"Kitty wants nothing more than to be my obedient slave."
The last one was a bit harsher, but Kitty thought it was essential. It would add a little motivation to compel Rose to try her hardest:
If I don't dominate Kitty, I might lose her.
These four commands should be enough to clear away Rose's lingering doubts that she was being mean or cruel when she acted like a dom, and encourage her to step up and take a commanding role in the bedroom. That was the hope at least.
The bar hit 100%. Kitty snatched up her headphones and played the massive audio file that had just been spit out by the program.
She couldn't hear anything. She was about to check to see if she had accidentally muted the program when she began to feel a bit dizzy. She snatched the headphones off her head. So the files were completely subaudible. No one had mentioned that, but luckily it would make playing the file for her girlfriend covertly much easier. All she had to do was find a few hours where she could get Rose to listen to the file. But no longer than that, because the original forum post had been very clear:
You should never play a "brainwashing track" to anyone for longer than a few hours.
Because if you did, the results could be "unpredictable".
...
Kitty practically dragged Rose by the hand up to her front door, pausing to pull her girlfriend in for a sweet kiss.
"Someone's all excited!" giggled Rose, her bright green eyes sparkling with affection. "Are you looking forward to your second birthday present? Because I've been practicing my bitch voice."
Kitty was sure that Rose would try her best, but what she was really excited about was tomorrow. This afternoon she had waited until her Mom and Becca left the house for their trips, saying goodbye and giving them both dutiful hugs, before scurrying to her room and setting up for Rose's arrival.
The special audio file Kitty had prepared was now secretly playing through all of the speakers in the smart house, creating an inescapable wall of brainwashing sound no matter where they decided to hang out tonight. Even when Rose went to the bathroom, the mind-sculpting audio would be worming its way into her willing brain. Kitty would just have to wait until tonight, turn off the audio when Rose fell asleep, then hopefully reap her sweet reward tomorrow: a day of kinky submissive sex.
Happy birthday to her.
Kitty threw open the door, eager for her weekend alone with Rose.
"Surprise!!!"
Laura and Becca sprang up from behind the kitchen table, firing off confetti cannons. A large banner read "Happy 22nd birthday, Kitty!"
Kitty froze in the doorway. Her eyes flicked over to Rose, but based on her girlfriend's wide eyes and open mouth, Rose was just as shocked as Kitty.
"I'm surprised you didn't figure us out," said Laura with her annoyingly beautiful smile. "We could never leave you alone on your birthday! We've planned a whole weekend of your favorite foods and activities, for just the three of us." Her eyes flickered to Rose. "Oh! And we would be happy to have Rose join us as well."
Kitty's shock evaporated, replaced by deep, prickly irritation. Great. Just great. This was exactly what she had come to expect from her mother and sister. An embarrassing attempt to force affection on her when she just wasn't interested. They had intended this as a loving gesture, but it had ruined the weekend Kitty had been planning and looking forward to.
Kitty shrugged her mom's hand off her shoulder, and the smile faded from Laura's face as she realized exactly what kind of reception their surprise was getting.
Becca walked up from behind her mom, her eyebrows crinkling in confusion. "What? What's wrong Kitty? We're not leaving after all! Mom and I are going to spend the whole weekend with you."
Kitty tried to reach inside herself and pretend to be excited. She knew that she should really just grit her teeth, grin, and spend one more weekend of forced bonding with her family. But she couldn't. Not when she was this disappointed. She had no more strength left to babysit their feelings.
"No," she said firmly.
"Now, honey..." said Laura soothingly with a concerned and slightly hurt look in her eyes.
"No! Why do you two always have to be like this? Bothering me, pushing me to share, sticking your nose in my business? Why can't you just respect my need for a little space?" demanded Kitty in an emotion-choked voice.
"Sis..." said Becca in a stunned voice, "We just love you. We want to be part of your life!"
"Well maybe that's not what I want!" snapped Kitty. She felt Rose put a warning hand on her shoulder, but she was too angry to stop.
Laura's face reddened a little. "We are your family, Kitty! We care about you, even if you don't feel the same way. You're stuck with us, so maybe you need to come down off your high horse and be nice for once." Her nostrils were flared. It was the first time in ages that Kitty had seen her mother angry.
"Well I won't be 'stuck with you' much longer'," said Kitty darkly.
"Don't, babe," said Rose softly at her shoulder. Kitty ignored her.
"What?" asked Becca incredulously, now starting to get angry too. "What the fuck is that supposed to mean, Kitty?"
"It means I already got a job!" spat Kitty. "A job on the East Coast. I'm moving out in three weeks. That's what it means."
The room went silent. Kitty hadn't wanted to tell them this way. It just slipped out. But she couldn't take it back. And she couldn't back down now, not when she was this furious.
"You're moving to the other side of the country," said Laura in a small voice, the blood draining from her face, "And you didn't even tell us."
"Yeah," said Kitty heavily. Her mind swarmed with complex feelings and thoughts, but that was the only word she was able to force out.
Suddenly Becca whirled and left the room, thundering up the stairs and slamming the door to her bedroom. Laura reached out to Kitty, her mouth working. Kitty couldn't deal with this anymore.
"Let's go!" She said harshly to Rose, heading back out the front door. She didn't look back. She didn't want to see the expression on her Mom's face.
When they were on the road to Rose's apartment, the new unexpected venue for their couple's weekend, Kitty had the vague impression that she was forgetting something. But she was too upset to examine the thought. For once, Kitty just wanted a simple, sweet, loving-making session with her girlfriend.
And Rose, the wonderful, supportive girlfriend that she was, gave her just that, driving all the worries, sorrow, and nagging thoughts out of Kitty's mind.
...
Laura took another deep sip of wine and rolled her shoulders. It was late Friday night and she was alone on the couch in her cavernous living room. Becca hadn't come back down since she had stormed off to her room hours ago during the... confrontation.
Kathryn had gone too far this time.
Laura's gorgeous, prickly, frustrating daughter had broken her poor little sister's heart. Her mother's heart too, if Laura was being honest. It was hard to believe that they had less than a month before Kitty left their lives, possibly forever.
Laura blamed herself. She had never been the kind of involved, strict mother that Kathryn needed. Maybe that was what made Kitty seek out control and stability from others. Laura had never thought about it that way, but it felt true. Kitty had certainly picked a strong, tough-looking girl as her partner. Kitty was probably getting all of the strictness and control she craved in bed.
Suddenly, the wine and the warm room and her ragged emotions made Laura feel a little dizzy. A powerfully erotic image blossomed in her mind. Kitty and Rose rolling naked together across a bed. Rose pinning Kathryn's smaller body down with her muscular thighs, reaching down to feel between her captive's legs...
Deep, powerful heat roared through Laura's body, surprising her. It had really been too long since she had been satisfied, and her libido was messing with her mind. She shouldn't be fantasizing about Rose that way, and she definitely shouldn't be picturing Rose having sex with her daughter. But the idea was red-hot... and for some reason deeply compelling. Laura was certain: Kathryn was fulfilling her craving for strictness and control through submissive sex.
After all, Kitty needs to be dominated to feel safe, loved, and fulfilled.
The idea was so obvious and natural that Laura didn't even question it.



Well, Laura obviously couldn't fantasize about her daughter and Rose having sex, but she could certainly fantasize about something else. She needed the release. Laura checked to make sure that Becca hadn't snuck into the living room, then spread her legs. She gently rested her hand between her thighs, and even the light touch through the layers of her yoga pants and panties felt delicious.
Now she just had to find something nice to think about... why had that intrusive fantasy about Rose and Kitty been so red-hot? Maybe she could channel that sexual energy into something more acceptable.
Dominance in bed certainly wasn't a foreign concept to Laura. In fact, her late husband had enjoyed letting her take the reins every once in a while.
Laura loved being a powerful, dominant woman.
Laura closed her eyes and imagined wrapping a willing young woman around her finger. Maybe a pliable young secretary... Perfect. A little cliche for a boss to fantasize about fucking a secretary, but some fantasies were classics for a reason. She imagined getting a naive young thing home with her with a story about retrieving some documents, then sweet-talking her into the bedroom. Teasing and touching all the right places until the poor girl was a quivering, soaking mess. Laura's hand began gently rubbing and pressing above her pants. Mmmmm, yes, that did feel good. But she craved more.
What if... what if the young secretary in her fantasy was Rose? How would that feel? Laura let out a light moan. It did feel better to imagine that little tattooed slut whimpering and begging from the pleasure of her tongue and fingers.
Laura quickly and roughly stripped her pants and panties down her hips, freeing her pussy to be played with directly. She gasped as her fingers parted her dripping wet folds. Suddenly she was feeling very very dizzy, but the feeling was oddly pleasant.
A riot of confused images flowed through her overheated brain.
Laura rolled on the bed with Rose, their hot sweaty bodies sticking and sliding as they frantically kissed.
Now it was Kitty and Rose, Rose pinning Kitty's arms above her head as she sucked on her tender nipples.
Laura was fingering Rose with a powerful, rocking hand motions, making the raven-haired vixen arch her back and whine with submissive pleasure.
Rose was gripping Kitty by the hair, pulling her head down between her thick thighs, forcing Kitty to taste her pussy, to pleasure her with her eager lips and tongue.
And suddenly it was Laura in that fantasy. Not taking Kitty's place, but Rose's. She could see it as clear as day, her hand twined through Kitty's dyed green waves of hair. Kitty staring up at her, frightened but trusting as Laura guided her daughter's sweet little mouth closer and closer to her hot, wet pussy.
Laura climaxed on her fingers, shuddering and gasping as her thighs compulsively gripped her hand and her pussy clutched hungrily at her invasive fingers. For a moment, her brain was filled with the pure, explosive energy of a deep, satisfying orgasm.
Then her mind began to clear.
What the FUCK had that been?
...
Becca hugged a pillow tight to her chest and sniffled a little, like she had been doing all night. Kitty was just a fucking jerk. Maybe she always had been and Becca just hadn't wanted to see it.
Becca had always looked up to her older sister. Kitty was smart, effortlessly cool, gracefully beautiful, and knew all sorts of things that Becca had a hard time wrapping her head around, computers especially. Even as Becca grew up, discovering the things that she was good at and gaining more and more self-confidence, she still had boundless love and respect for her aloof older sister.
So why was it so hard for Kitty to love and respect her back?
It seemed like no matter what she did, or how much she accomplished, Kitty would always see Becca as the same annoying little kid that used to follow her around and beg to play dolls. Tonight was the crowning example. Becca couldn't think of anything more disrespectful than getting angry over having to spend time together, then dropping the bomb that she was moving away.
What exactly could Becca do to win her sister's respect?
Becca found herself thinking about Connie. Connie Gerber, the captain of the women's tennis team at her college. Becca butted heads with Connie over every little thing when she joined the tennis team at the beginning of the year. Connie treated Becca like she had no respect for her or belief in her abilities. Connie started treating her unfairly during practice and talking down to her off the court.
Becca eventually cornered Connie in the locker room after practice and asked her what her problem was.
Long story short they started making out. And making out had led to eating out. It had been filthy, wrong, and incredibly hot, especially because they both had boyfriends at the time. It was one of the most viscerally erotic experiences of Becca's young life: hate-fucking the woman who had been disrespecting her since the beginning of the year. But by far the best part of the sticky, frantic encounter had been that Becca won. She forced her will onto the bitch that had been annoying her so badly for months. Looking down into Connie's defeated, submissive eyes as she ground her pussy into the team captain's face was deeply satisfying in a way Becca hadn't been able to match since.
Becca loved being a powerful, dominant woman.
And after that, things were a thousand times better on the tennis team. It seemed like it was hard for Connie to look down on someone after they had sat on her face. Becca, for her part, didn't rub her victory in (so to speak), and she and Connie had reached a new equilibrium of mutual respect. They never did follow up on the twisted attraction that had sparked into flame that one evening after practice, but the sexual encounter did, somehow, fix their professional relationship. And it made sense, because of course,
Sexual domination is a way to show love and connect with someone.
Maybe Becca needed to find a similar solution with Kitty. Not exactly the same solution, obviously. Of course not. The very idea of holding Kitty down and clamping her thighs around her sister's gasping face was... wrong. Unacceptable.
God, suddenly Becca was feeling so dizzy. And horny too. She probably shouldn't have mixed up memories of Connie and her issues with Kitty. It was crossing wires in her head that were better left uncrossed. But even as Becca tried to breathe deep and calm herself, the persistent pulse of heat rose up from her core. She flopped onto her back and groaned. She needed relief, even if she was still upset by how Kitty had treated her.
She could call Kevin, her current boyfriend. She had been considering breaking up with him, but he did have a fantastic cock and impressive stamina to match. But somehow that didn't feel right. Becca wasn't in the mood for dick. She pulled open her bedside table and pulled out her favorite standby: a clitoral suction toy.
Becca immediately gasped as she brought it to her needy clit, feeling a crackle of lust blaze through every nerve in her body. Wow. She wasn't just horny. For some reason Becca was on fire; consumed with lust. She moaned, her hips humping up into her toy with delicate liquid motions.
Becca's fevered mind returned to that torrid, emotional, tense night of struggle fucking her tennis team captain. How she had made her sexual power known. How she had knocked that smug bitch down a peg and forced her to submit. The fantasy warped. Changed.
It was Kitty beneath her, pinned to the floor with Becca's wet cunt, staring up with wide, submissive eyes.
It was so wrong. Such a deeply, powerfully taboo image that Becca's mind tried to shy away from it, to reject it. But her pussy demanded more, and as the humping, rolling motion of her hips grew more dramatic, it was the only thing that Becca could think about. Dominating Kitty. Forcing her sister to respect her. Making Kitty feel her love in the strongest way possible.
When she finally came, the sound Becca let out was more of a yell than a moan. It released all of Becca's frustration and sadness and anger in one orgasmic torrent. When her clenching muscles finally relaxed, Becca fell back onto the bed feeling cleansed and hollow, drained of her negative emotions and at peace.
For a few minutes anyway.
Then her eyes widened as she fully realized what she had done.
What she had orgasmed to.
She threw the sex toy away from her with a yelp, subconsciously wiping her fingers on the naked, tanned skin of her thigh. A wave of guilt crashed over her. Kitty's cruelty had seriously messed her up, but that was no excuse for what she had just done.
...
That night, both Laura and Becca were troubled by strange, erotic dreams.
Laura stared down at the bed, her darling girl Kitty was strapped down, spread-eagled, wearing only an elaborately tied pattern of soft black ropes on her pale, naked body. Laura prowled up the side of the bed, trailing a finger up her daughter's curves, making Kitty shudder with lust and apprehension. In this dream world, Laura felt no shame or guilt over this incestuous sexual scenario, just deep, dominant, erotic satisfaction at finally having her stubborn daughter exactly where she belonged: under her thumb.
When Laura reached the head of the bed, she cupped her daughter's face and smiled down into Kitty's deep blue eyes. "Tell me what you want Kitty. All you have to do is say it, and then your mother will take such good care of you."
Kitty's lip trembled, but her diamond-hard nipples clearly gave away how she really felt about this situation. When she finally managed to say it, her voice was calm and certain:
"I want nothing more than to be your obedient slave."
"Good girl," purred Laura, trailing her slim fingers down to gently touch between her daughter's bound legs, parting her lips to feel the eager wetness and heat there. Someone was hot for her own mother, hmmm? Well, lucky for her, Mommy was on exactly the same wavelength...
...
Becca dreamed of tennis. She was playing in an important tournament. The biggest of her career. She looked totally hot in a slim, blinding-white tennis dress. She was winning too. Everything was going perfectly.
Except for her fuckup of a new ballgirl.
Becca wasn't sure why she hired Kitty to be her new ballgirl. Her sister certainly wasn't good at the job. Kitty was such a fuckup that she hadn't even managed to bring her official uniform. Becca decided that, to teach her a lesson, Kitty would perform her duties today completely naked.
Kitty quickly became nervous and clumsy under the eyes of the amused crowd as she desperately tried her best to field stray balls and pass fresh ones to her sister. But before long her body was glistening with sweat, her nipples became stiff and sharp, and thick shiny trails of eager juices spilled down her slim thighs. Far from being a punishment, the little slut was loving her exposure.
The massive crowd watched with laughter and cheers as Kitty made a fool of herself again and again, totally exposed and vulnerable in her pale nudity.
"Another ball, slave!" snapped Becca.
"Yes, mistress," panted her older sister, red-faced from exertion and shame.
"Faster!" said Becca though gritted teeth later in the game.
"Of c-course, mistress," stammered Kitty, somehow fumbling her bucket of balls across the court.
Becca won in the end, despite her sister's embarrassingly bad assistance. With a growl, Becca grabbed Kitty by the hair and dragged her across the court to a chair on the sidelines. "I thought that going naked would be a good punishment for your uselessness, 'Sis'," said Becca, her usual honorific dripping with sarcasm. "But it seems like you're too much of a slut to feel bad about showing the entire stadium your tits and ass. So I think a harsher punishment is in order."
Becca sat on the courtside chair and pulled her sweat-soaked panties to the side roughly beneath her white dress.
Kitty's eyes widened. "P-please mistress, I want nothing more than to be your obedient slave."
Becca yanked her sister down to her knees and forced her head beneath her dress in front of the cheering, adoring crowd. "Yeah? Well then prove it to me, right here in front of everyone."
As the sounds of the crowd grew louder, Kitty submitted. Becca reveled in the feeling of her sister's mouth eagerly licking and lapping her pussy as Kitty's bare ass wiggled in the sunlight, exposed to the packed stands.
...
Laura and Becca both woke in sweaty, tangled sheets, feeling strange, dizzy...
And even hornier than the night before.
...
Each In their own way, Laura and Becca tried their best to clear their minds of the deepening sexual haze that was falling over them.
Laura didn't have any sexual attraction toward her daughter, she insisted to herself. The idea was ridiculous. Her emotions were just confused by the heart-rending argument last night.
But for some reason, if she didn't stay focused on other things, her mind would drift back to filthy images... Kitty on her knees... Kitty bound and gagged... Kitty eagerly spreading her legs, revealing her tight wet...
Laura bit the inside of her cheek. It was like once the thought had occurred to her, a dam of irrepressible arousal burst out: Kitty wanted control and strictness from her mother. She craved it. And it would be so satisfying to give Kitty what she had been begging for. To finally step up and be the strict mother Kitty needed in the dirtiest, wrongest way possible.
Laura thought of an excellent way to snap her out of this strange spiral of taboo lust. She would look at photos of their family together in happier times. If she saw a picture of her darling daughter, smiling and happy, there was no way these strange, uncomfortable feelings would persist, no matter how much Kitty wanted to be her slave.
Breathing heavily and slightly flushed, Laura grabbed her tablet and scrolled to a photo album. Their family vacation to Spain last year. That had been fun. She opened the album and flicked through pictures. The odd dizziness and the buzzing behind her eyes that she had been feeling since she woke up didn't stop, but it calmed, and she looked at the pictures with pure motherly fondness.
But she had forgotten something crucial: the beach trip they had taken. As the photos began to show Kitty in her fashionable bikini, Laura's eyes dilated and her heart beat faster. Her interest in the photos became a little less motherly as her finger swiped through with increasing speed. The pleasant dizziness roared back in full force.
Laura stopped dead on one particular photo, her breath hot and wet in her throat. It was her and Kitty together, both glistening and wet, fresh from the water. Laura towered over her delicate daughter, an arm around Kitty's waist pulling their bodies close, clothed only in small swimsuits. It had been a completely innocent gesture at the time... but now it inspired thoughts that weren't motherly at all. The way her fingers squished into her daughter's hips... the way her large breast squished up against her daughter's smaller chest... She looked so much stronger and taller than her little girl... and Laura loved being a powerful, dominant woman.
Laura spent a few shameful hours "admiring" the photo alone in her room, and by the time she was finished, the lustful haze consuming her seemed to fill her mind completely with warm pink fog.
...
Becca decided that calling her boyfriend was probably a good idea after she spent the whole morning trying and failing to stop thinking about riding her sister's face.
All Becca wanted was to connect with Kitty. It was undeniably true that sexual domination would be a way to show her love and connect with her sister, but it was wrong! She had to stop obsessing over that filthy thought, and maybe a chat with her boyfriend would help.
Kevin wasn't exactly a riveting conversationalist, but Becca just needed some new mental input. A distraction.
"Hey babe! I was just thinking about you!" said Kevin warmly as he picked up the call.
"Oh reeeeally," teased Becca, rolling over onto her back in bed. "And what were you doing while you were all alone 'thinking about' your hottie of a girlfriend?"
Kevin chuckled, "Gross Becs, not like that!"
"Why not?" said Becca playfully, "I'm bored. Maybe we can just sit here and... "think about" each other while we're on the phone."
"Are you serious?" asked Kevin with clear interest. Trust a man to get horny at the drop of a hat.
Actually, Becca had just been joking, but hearing the twist of heat in her boyfriend's voice made her reconsider. Why the fuck not? Becca was desperately horny, and phone sex with Kevin would be a great way to take her mind off Kit... off her problems.
"I'm dead serious," purred Becca. She still hadn't gotten dressed, so it was easy to slip a hand down the front of her panties and begin rubbing herself in slow firm circles. God, she had been wet all morning... actually, since last night, if you counted her dreams. She definitely needed this.
"So what should we talk about?" asked Becca sweetly, her body already thrumming with pleasure from her firm touch.
"God..." said Kevin breathlessly. "Tell me... tell me what you would do to me if I was there."
Becca's pleasure faltered and she had to fight not to sigh. No points for creativity. She didn't know why it was a turn-off: Kevin's suggestion was a perfectly normal topic for phone sex. But she had no interest in talking about Kevin and his cock right now.
"I have a kinkier idea. Why don't I tell you about the kinds of naughty things I got up to before we met?" suggested Becca with a giggle.
"I don't know..." said Kevin reluctantly, his disinterest in hearing about his girlfriend's sex with other guys obvious in his voice. "Wait... You've dated girls before, right?" Kevin was back in.
"Ooooh, so my naughty boyfriend wants me to kiss and tell about the pretty girls I used to fuck," purred Becca, increasing the speed of her masturbation. "Well I don't mind, just this once..."
Becca's head buzzed and spun. She didn't even realize that she was sliding down a slippery slope toward exactly the kind of thoughts she had called Kevin to avoid.
"Well," began Becca in a breathy voice, "Even though I'm all soft and sweet when we're together, I sometimes like to be a little... bossy in bed with other girls. I just love being a powerful, dominant woman."
"Yeah?" asked Kevin in a ragged voice, "And what did you make them do?"
"I would make them worship my body," said Becca in a rough whisper. "Rub my pussy, suck my nipples. Tongue my fucking ass. Everything."
"Oh God babe, that's so fucking hot!" said Kevin, but Becca was hardly paying attention. She had pinned the phone between her shoulder and ear as she used her free hand to roughly squeeze a breast, her other hand still working frantically with sloppy wet sounds between her legs.
"I would make her do everything to please me," she moaned. Kitty's smug face floated in her find, shifting into an expression of humble willingness to please. The phone had fallen away from her ear, but Becca didn't care. Her body writhed against her fingers. "I would make her want nothing more than to be my slave!"
Becca lost herself to pleasure and the strange dizziness filling her head. When she finally stopped, it had been over an hour, and Kevin had long since hung up.
...
Becca and Laura avoided each other all day, ashamed of their inexplicable horniness and their frightening taboo obsessions. Both worried that they would be unable to hide their growing arousal from the other if they met. But they couldn't avoid dinner. It was their usual habit to eat together and if they avoided it, they were both afraid it would look suspicious.



Laura did her best to seem normal, despite the fact that her pussy still throbbed with need and her head floated and swam with dizziness and sexual images of Kitty. Becca likewise tried to smile and chat, despite the endless buzzing in her brain.
Finally, after realizing that she had spaced out for a few minutes, Laura clapped her hands and said, "I think we're just both tired. Why don't we make this a movie night?" Becca eagerly agreed. It would be a lot easier to fake being normal if she only had to sit back and watch a movie.
They both brought their food to the couch in the living room, grateful for the excuse to no longer make small talk. Laura took the remote and began scrolling through the channels. She had never bothered to try the streaming services that her daughters used, she used a massive cable package with thousands of channels on the rare occasion she watched TV.
But nothing looked interesting tonight, in her strange mood. She scrolled through the guide pages of the channels, through to the pay-per-view movies, and reached the end of the guide, usually down this far, the only thing you saw was...
Laura froze, her eyes glued to the screen, her fingers stationary on the remote.
"Lesbian Loveslaves VI XXX"
"This one looks interesting," she heard her voice saying. She felt strange, not quite herself. But it seemed important that she watch this.
"But Mom," said Becca nervously, her eyes flicking back and forth between Laura and the guide screen. "That's... ummm, that's not a movie. It's a po... It's, well... maybe a little too intense." Becca swallowed desperately, her cheeks turning red as she avoided her mother's eyes.
Laura's lips curved up into a wicked smile. "But your sister is a lesbian, honey. Maybe we should watch this movie, just to understand her a little better. Don't you think?" Laura let her inhibitions crumble. The urge to watch the filthy porn was irresistible. If Becca was uncomfortable, she could leave.
But to Laura's surprise, Becca stayed, mumbling something about Laura not getting it, and squirming uncomfortably, but locking her eyes onto the screen nonetheless as Laura pressed the buttons to pay the price and started the "movie"
Lesbian Loveslaves VI was just as filthy as the watching mother and daughter feared and hoped. On the screen, a blonde woman with huge fake tits was chained, whipped and pleasured by her cruel mistresses until she reached sloppy, moaning orgasm. Laura began subtly shifting her thighs... gently rubbing them together... providing the tiniest amount of pleasant friction.
Becca placed a throw pillow over her lap. Based on the way it was gently bumping up and down, there was movement happening beneath it.
But the next scene was what really drove them both over the edge. It involved a petite, graceful woman dominated by a tall curvy redhead. The scene started with the dominant older woman pinning her submissive against a wall, and kissing her deeply.
"Mom..." gasped Becca, the pillow on her lap beginning to jiggle up and down quickly, "D-do you think that Kitty and Rose...?"
Well, if her daughter was masturbating so openly, Laura certainly wouldn't deprive herself. She plunged her hand down the front of her yoga pants, making an obscene, pulsating bulge with her fingers. She stared at the screen, watching the dominant woman tear away the panties of the trembling, petite sub. "I do. I think this is what Rose and Kitty do all the time," she said in a dazed, wondering voice. "In fact, I think Kitty needs to be dominated to feel safe, loved, and fulfilled."
"Yesss," agreed Becca in a hiss, tossing aside the pillow to reveal her own hand frantically rubbing inside her pajama pants. "But Kitty saves all of her love for Rose. It's not fair!" The larger woman on the screen was playing with the petite porn star's pussy as the whimpering sub writhed and squirmed beneath her.
Laura's hand moved faster and harder on her soaking pussy. "Yes, dear," she moaned. "Kitty should give some of her love to her mother and sister. We should... we should make her love us."
The petite young pornstar was now enthusiastically eating out her larger, curvier costar with every sign of deep satisfaction at her subservient role.
"Yes, Mom," panted Becca. "Maybe... Maybe we could do the same things that Rose..."
"Don't say it!" said Laura desperately, picturing acting out the filthy sex playing across the screen with her own daughter. Both mother and daughter lost their capacity for words as they watched the two actresses writing and moaning on the screen, and in minutes, Laura and Becca added their own moans to the chorus.
Coming down off her orgasm, Laura stabbed the pause button on the remote. She turned to Becca, with a motherly instinct that they had to talk about what had just happened. They needed to somehow reframe it as something less... dirty.
But Becca had gotten up and bolted back to her room, leaving Laura with a sticky hand, soaking panties, and a conflicted heart.
But despite her shame at accidentally having a mutual masturbation session with her daughter, Laura still felt horny, and although she knew there was something wrong with what she and Becca were saying about Kitty, she couldn't put her finger on what exactly had been the issue with their words.
Everything they said had just seemed so correct and natural.
...
On Saturday night, Becca and Laura had dreams that were just as erotic and troubling as the night before. But this time, they were formless and liquid, scenario shifting into scenario, and endless whirl of dominant sex and pleasure.
But there were some elements that stayed constant in the riot of pornographic imagery: Kity's delicate body, her beautiful face, and her wide, submissive eyes. But also chains. Straps. Ropes. Bindings that held Kitty tight and immobile, close to them. The anxiety of Kitty's announced departure blended with the insidious sexual directives of the hypnosis to create a rock solid certainty in both women, reinforced by their dreams:
If I don't dominate Kitty, I might lose her.
...
Laura woke up with her heart pounding and her head buzzing. Her pussy had soaked through her panties during the night, and as she stumbled to her feet, she could feel a slimy wet spot on her bed.
A distant part of Laura's mind finally recognized that something strange was happening, but she ignored the warning bells clamoring in her mind. Things were finally becoming clear. Laura had finally thought of a way to solve the tension between her and Kitty. It all seemed so simple now.
Sexual domination is a way to show love and connect with Kitty.
Laura was already halfway to Kitty's room before she realized where she was going. She didn't feel dizzy or foggy anymore, just clear and purposeful and strong. She was the head of the household. It was natural for her to be dominant toward her daughter. And if sexual dominance was an important component of love for Kitty, then it only made sense to meet her expectations.
When Laura threw open the door to Kitty's room, she saw that Becca had woken up earlier than her.
Sweet little Becca was naked on her sister's bed, holding a pair of panties from Kitty's laundry pile up to her nose with one hand as the other worked frantically on her sweet, sopping pussy. She squeaked in alarm as Laura entered the room and scrambled to hide the undies behind her back.
"Mom!" she gasped, growing bright red beneath her tan. "It's not what it looks like. I'm just... I just miss Kitty, and I'm all upset, and..."
"Shhhh," said Laura with a crooked smile, swaying over to sit on the bed with her naked daughter. "Let's be honest with one another, Becca. It's exactly what it looks like. You've been getting aroused by Kitty, haven't you? You've been thinking about doing all kinds of dirty things with your older sister. I can tell."
Becca's eyes were wide and guilty, but she didn't call her mother a liar. "Mom... I..."
Laura reached out to pat Becca's naked, toned thigh, sending a shudder through her youngest daughter's horny body. "Don't worry dear. I'm not here to judge. Mommy has been having the same thoughts. And I'm tired of resisting them. Kitty will be mine. You can help me to dominate her, and we will all grow closer as a family."
Becca's reaction was unexpected. Her expression hardened and she said. "No. Sorry Mom, but Kitty is mine, not yours. She wants to be my obedient slave, and I won't let you come between us. Stay out of my way."
Laura felt a flare of anger at her daughter's insolent tone. Laura was the mother here. The head of the household. She held the power in this relationship, and, daughter or no, she wouldn't let this little bitch speak to her so rudely. To back down in front of Becca would be to concede that she was weak and submissive, and Laura loved being dominant and powerful.
"Brave words..." said Laura with a sneer, leaning forward into her daughter's face. "But can you force me to obey?" Becca's eyes blazed with jealous heat. Her lips were shining and parted. Her toned muscles coiled beneath her tanned skin.
Suddenly the pent-up sexual tension and desire to dominate burst like an overloaded dam in both mother and daughter. Becca pounced forward, locking lips with her gorgeous mother as Laura ran her hands through Becca's tangled blonde hair, pulling her closer into the rough, bruising kiss.
The person they both wanted was Kitty, but this sexual combat ignited their passions nonetheless. Mother and daughter rolled across Kitty's bed, wrestling and kissing as they competed to determine the true sexual leader of the family.
Laura felt Becca trying to strip away her pajamas and allowed it. She was desperately aroused and wanted to be as naked as Becca when she finally defeated her daughter. The two women grew sweaty as they writhed and grappled, hot skin sliding against each other as they stained Kitty's sheets beneath them with sweat and the fluids of their furious arousal. They planted hot kisses all over each other's bodies even as they clutched and strained, blending sex and struggle in a filthy, incestuous dance.
But despite Becca's youthful energy, Laura was larger, stronger, and more sexually experienced. She finally got Becca into a hold that the feisty young woman couldn't escape from, no matter how much she twisted and strained her lithe naked body. And then, with cruel precision, Laura reached down and began playing Becca's pussy like an instrument, never relenting as she drove her captive daughter closer and closer to orgasm. Finally, with gentle moans and whimpers, daughter submitted to mother. "I... I surrender," Becca gulped shamefully, gripped in her forced orgasm. "You're the leader. I'll... I'll do whatever you say." Laura released Becca, who slumped down onto the sweaty sheets, humbled by her defeat.
Laura reached down and gripped Becca's chin. "Don't worry, honey," she purred sweetly. "I may be the boss, but you will definitely be above your submissive older sister in the pecking order. Do as I say and we can dominate her together." Becca looked thoughtful for a moment, then nodded and smiled sheepishly.
"But first," said Laura, leaning back against Kitty's headboard, and meeting Becca's baby blue eyes with a dominant glare, "I want you to demonstrate your complete loyalty to your mother." She flicked her eyes downward toward her own crotch, wordlessly demanding that her daughter show her submission through humiliating service.
Becca made a face, but bent humbly, nestling her face between her mother's thighs and serving the true dominant force of their household. Laura smiled broadly, gripping Becca by the hair and subtly grinding her cunt against her cute little face. She could get used to this. With Becca under her thumb, putting Kitty in her place would be easy.
When Becca's experienced tongue had given her superior a deep, satisfying orgasm, they both felt refreshed and ready to get to work. The pecking order was now established: Becca looked to her mother, waiting for directions.
Laura thought carefully. She had always been a resourceful and methodical woman. She wouldn't have been able to found a successful law firm if she wasn't able to make plans and execute them with ruthless efficiency. "We need to know Kitty's weaknesses," she said firmly. "You and I know that sexual submission is best for Kitty, but she may resist at first. There is no room for error. We need to find out exactly what turns your sister on."
Becca nodded, jumping off the bed and pulling open the nightstand drawer, looking for sex toys. Laura smiled. Becca would be a useful subordinate. Laura herself moved with purpose to Kitty's desktop computer. If only they had a way to get into it... She was sure they could find all kinds of information.
She moved the mouse, expecting to see a password-protected lock screen, but to her shock, the monitor was just asleep, and Kitty's unlocked desktop popped up immediately. Not exactly good security, especially for a computer expert like Kitty. Kitty must have left her computer unlocked because of whatever program she had left running. It looked like some kind of audio player, with bright colored lines showing the soundwaves of whatever was playing. Laura exited out of it.
Suddenly there was a strange sensation in her head, almost like when your ears pop when changing altitude. Becca must have felt it too, because she looked up sharply at Laura from her task of checking under the bed. Mother and daughter stared at each other for a moment, then shrugged and continued their tasks. What was important now was their plan to sexually dominate Kitty.
The computer ended up being a goldmine. Kitty had an entire cart filled with various wishlist items on a specialty dominatrix supply website. All of the clothing items were in Rose's size, but that was easy enough to change.
Even more helpful were the dozens of porn videos bookmarked in a folder titled "Research for Rose." Spanking. Foot Worship. Bondage. Degradation. Exhibitionism.
Kitty was a dirty little girl, and Mommy loved it.
"Perfect," said Laura with an excited grin. "I think we can start tonight."
"What do you want me to do Mom?" asked Becca eagerly, on her knees next to her mother's side as Laura sat in the desk chair. "How can I help with dominating Kitty?"
"When she gets back tonight," said Laura thoughtfully, "She'll be with Rose."
Becca made a face. "Rose. She's going to get in our way. Are we going to break them up?"
Laura shook her head and gave Becca a reproving look. "Of course not dear. Kitty loves Rose. And they're a cute little submissive couple. Rose is good for Kitty, and I only want the best for my little girl. In fact, I think we ought to play matchmaker to our two favorite lovebirds. But you're right that we can't just leave Rose alone. She wouldn't understand what's about to happen to her girlfriend. We need to... influence her at the same time as your sister, in order to prepare her for their new life. "
"Now listen closely Becca, here is our plan for the evening..."
...
Kitty felt increasing tension as Rose was buzzed through the gate and they pulled up to the house.
When Kitty stormed out to spend the weekend with Rose, she had the vague impression that she and her girlfriend could still have the loving, sexy birthday weekend that she had hoped for. But she should have known better. Although they had a night of sweet, tender intimacy Friday night, by Saturday afternoon, the way that Kitty had acted toward her Mom and Becca had started to weigh on her.
She spent Saturday evening with her head in Rose's lap, half grumpy and half sad, feeling waves of guilt and righteous indignation in turns as Rose patiently stroked her hair.
By Sunday morning Kitty knew what she had to do. Becca and her Mom didn't deserve her rude reaction on Friday night, even if she had some justification. They deserved an apology and an honest conversation, even if that sounded painfully awkward.
As Rose parked, she reached over and squeezed Kitty's hand. Kitty had told her girlfriend that she didn't have to be there, but Rose insisted that it was her job as a girlfriend to give Kitty moral support when she needed it. Kitty was grateful. She took a deep breath and got out of the car, walking to the house hand in hand with Rose to apologize to her family.
It didn't take long to find her Mom and Becca. They were seated around the dining room table. Something seemed a little... off. Her mother and sister's eyes immediately snapped up to look at Kitty as the couple entered the kitchen. Kitty's eyes locked with Laura's gaze. Deep blue eyes regarded each other silently for a long moment. Kitty saw some sort of heat there... anger from their argument on Friday? But a second later it was covered up with a false layer of maternal warmth.
Laura and Becca both looked like they had just woken up, although Kitty had never seen these particular pajamas on either of them. Becca wore tiny sleep shorts that barely made it past her butt, revealing the full length of her tanned, toned thighs. Her mother was showing a similar amount of her shapely thighs in a short, silky robe that cinched tight at the waist, emphasizing her hourglass curves. Kitty didn't even know that her family owned outfits like this, but now wasn't the time to get hung up on their oddly revealing wardrobe choices.
Kitty realized that she had been silently staring at her family's skimpy outfits for a while when Rose gently nudged her. She cleared her throat. "Ummm, Becca, Mom... I just wanted to say that..."
"I'm glad you're here, Kitty," said Laura in a calm but firm voice, cutting effortlessly through Kitty's awkward apology. Her eyes glinted with a hint of steel and her mouth curved up into a humorless smile. "We need to have a little talk. Just the two of us." Kitty faltered, her eyebrows drawing down in confusion. This was... unusual behavior from her mom. Kitty couldn't remember the last time Laura had interrupted her while talking, for one. And the calm, self-assured tone of authority wasn't like her at all: Laura was always gentle and diffident when speaking to her daughter.
"I think it would be better if Rose stays while we talk," said Kitty, squeezing her girlfriend's hand in hers. Now that Rose had offered to be there for moral support, Kitty didn't want to give her up. "After all, she was there on Friday when we..."
"No," said Laura with firm finality, rising from her chair and smoothing her shiny robe over her hips, for a moment making the smooth cloth cling revealingly to every curve. "You and I will be speaking alone, dear. Follow me to my office."
Kitty was confused. This wasn't how things went between her and her mom. Their dynamic was so old and well-established that it was second nature to Kitty. Laura would try to set a boundary or enforce an expectation, Kitty would push back, and her mother would give in with a murmured complaint. Laura had always been a big softy when it came to her daughter, a tendency that Kitty had exploited many times.
But now Laura was remaining firm and decisive, even when Kitty pushed back. It was disorienting: like trying to open a door you thought was unlocked, only for your shoulder to slam against it. "But... um," floundered Kitty, looking to Rose with confusion. Rose glanced back and forth between her bewildered girlfriend and Laura, who had raised an eyebrow and stood in a cock-hipped stance that spoke of impatience. "It's ok babe," said Rose, giving Kitty's hand one last reassuring squeeze. "Go talk to your mom. Maybe it's better if you two have a heart-to-heart without me getting in the way. I'm sure Becca can entertain me while you're gone."
"Yeah!" said Becca, nodding with enthusiastic agreement, a broad, sunny grin on her face. "I finally have your girlfriend trapped, sis. I can ask her for all your embarrassing secrets that you refuse to tell me."



Kitty bit her lip. Something was strange about the atmosphere in the house. Having lived with her mother and sister since before she could remember, Kitty could tell that something had changed. Her mother seemed to have confidence and poise that she had never managed before. Becca's eyes glinted as she patted the stool next to her, inviting Rose to sit close...
Kitty reluctantly let go of Rose's hand. She was probably feeling the awkwardness caused by the family confrontation on Friday night. And if that was the case, then the weird tension in the air was her fault. Laura gave her an approving smile as Kitty tentatively stepped away from Rose to follow her mother toward her home office. For just a second, as Kitty moved obediently toward her mother, Kitty thought she saw that odd heat return into her mother's eyes before being hidden again. Kitty turned for one last look back at her lovely, supportive girlfriend. Rose waved goodbye and smiled softly as she sat down on the stool next to Becca, whose smile was beginning to look almost predatory as she focused all of her attention on Rose.
Then Kitty faced forward to follow her mother, her eyes darting down for an instant involuntarily to watch the sway of her mother's plump ass in her tight nightgown as they made their way to the office.
...
Laura sat in her office chair and crossed her thick legs tightly, giving Kitty a cool, imperious glare.
There were no other chairs in the room, forcing Kitty to stand. Awkwardly standing in front of her seated mother made Kitty feel like a kid in the principal's office... or maybe a supplicant coming to beg a favor from a queen. The message was clear: her mother was sitting at her ease and Kitty, the inferior, had to stand and explain herself.
Kitty couldn't get over how strange her mother's reaction was to this incident. Usually, when Kitty got in trouble, Laura would tearfully beg Kitty to explain why she had made the choices she had, then pitifully ask Kitty to consider doing things differently in the future. People said that her Mom was tough and scary in court, but Kitty had never been able to picture it; Laura's parenting style had always been passive and soft.
But now Kitty saw what others did in the regal, relaxed body language of her furious mother. She saw the dangerous lioness that Laura's opponents faced in the courtroom.
"Um, Mom," said Kitty hesitantly, trying to break the strange tension in the air. "I guess that I just wanted to say..."
"Silence," said Laura in a firm voice without heat. Her lips had quirked up into the faintest of smiles, and her eyes roamed Kitty from the tip of her head to her feet. "I'm not interested in your excuses right now, darling. For now, Mommy talks and you listen." Laura was examining Kitty like she was a particularly unimpressive fly she had found in her soup. It made Kitty feel worthless, and small...
And just the faintest bit horny.
Kitty swallowed, trying to clear her suddenly dry and sticky mouth. Her mother couldn't know, but this was exactly the type of scenario that turned Kitty on: being embarrassed and put in her place by a superior woman. Of course, she wasn't turned on by her own mother. The thought was laughable. It was just a combination of Kitty's sexual frustrations, her emotional turmoil over the fight with her family, and her preexisting fetishes. After she got through this mortifying tongue-lashing from her mother, she would go have sex with Rose and clear her head of this sudden sexual tension.
Until then, she had to keep a tight leash on her inappropriate libido. Her mother was angry right now. It certainly wouldn't help the situation if she found out that Kitty got off on being scolded.
"Your behavior on Friday night was utterly unacceptable," said Laura in a voice as cool and smooth as silk. "Hateful, petty, and rude. Unbefitting of a daughter of mine."
In her tense anger, Laura began to bob her foot up and down, drawing Kitty's eye. Laura's foot was slim and feminine, soft and creamy white with perfect, rounded toes, currently painted with shiny plum-colored nail polish. That was strange, didn't Mom usually wear slippers around the house? Or had she always gone barefoot and Kitty hadn't really noticed? Why was she noticing now?
In fact, it wasn't just Laura's foot that looked good... Her shapely calves led up to large, squishy thighs, barely covered by her mother's tiny silk robe. The robe was cinched tight around the waist, flaring to tease at the womanly shape of her wide, rounded hips. For one heated second, Kitty's eyes locked on the place where her mother's thighs softly pressed together in the middle, and a flare of twisted curiosity thrust the question into her mind: was mom wearing panties under her tiny robe? After all, she normally wore slippers, and if she had decided to go without those maybe she had decided to go without other clothing items as well.
It was a stunningly inappropriate thought to have about her own mother and Kitty immediately thrust it out of her head, getting a hold of herself and looking back into Laura's eyes with flushed, burning cheeks. It wasn't her fault, she insisted to herself stubbornly. Her mother was just accidentally pushing all of her buttons. This is exactly the energy that she had wanted Rose to bring into the bedroom for months, and now her mother was inadvertently domming her perfectly after a particularly sexually frustrating disappointment of a weekend.
It didn't help that her mom was an objectively gorgeous woman who had chosen revealing sleepwear for this humiliating conversation.
For just a moment, as Laura's harsh speech continued to pour out of her plump lips, she crossed her arms across her chest, pulling the silky material tight over her impressive breasts.
Kitty's eyes almost popped out of her head. For that instant when the silk robe was tight against the curve of her mom's tits, two hard points had pressed out against the fabric. Her mother's nipples were rock hard.
What did that even mean? Kitty's mind raced. Lauracontinued talking about how she hadn't raised Kitty to be such a rude girl, but Kitty could barely pay attention. Was Laura... turned on by yelling at Kitty? No. No that was impossible. She was probably just cold.
But it didn't feel cold in her mother's office. If anything it was hot.
"Are you listening to me, Kathryn?" asked Laura sharply, calling Kitty's wandering mind back to her mother's cold, disappointed face.
"Y-yes, Mom!" said Kitty guiltily, feeling her blush grow hotter as her mother's eyes narrowed, searching her soul.
"...Good," said Laura finally, with a suspicious glare. "Now, I have been lenient with you in the past. Perhaps overly lenient. I won't repeat that mistake. For your awful, hurtful rudeness on Friday, you will have two punishments."
Kitty frowned. This was unusual as well. Laura wasn't big on punishments. Once she had tried to ground Kitty for a month when Kitty had snuck out to go to a concert with her best friend. The punishment had been forgotten about before the end of the week.
"Mom, I'm not sure if..."
"Kitty, I thought I told you," said Laura in that same dominant voice: calm, confident, and cold. Her expression was calm, but unimpressed. Her curvy, expressive lips curled into almost a sneer of disgust. "Right now I talk and you listen. We will have time for your pathetic excuses later if you still wish to make them. You said on Friday that you are moving out in three weeks. Is that accurate? You may answer."
"Yes, mother," said Kitty meekly. Under normal circumstances, she might try to argue back, but the dominant energy her mother was radiating right now seemed to reach right into her soul and compel obedience. It was exactly the kind of strict control she had always craved from a dominant woman.
It was a shame it was coming from her mom and not Rose.
"Then this is your first punishment. Although I am sure it's too pleasant to be called that accurately," said Laura, her eyes twinkling with cruel playfulness. "For the next three weeks, you will spend quality time with me and your sister. Whatever activity we want. Whenever we want. It will be our last chance for a while to spend time with you, and you will allow us to take full advantage."
Kitty gulped. It was an innocuous, if annoying request, but something about the way her mother phrased it... the way her eyes locked with Kitty's, made the command to spend time together as a family seem... dangerous somehow. "Mother... I don't know if..."
Laura clucked her tongue impatiently. "I have no interest in having an argument with you, Kathryn," Laura raked back her luscious auburn waves with one hand, her deep blue eyes frosty with imperious disapproval. "This is not a negotiation or a request. It's a punishment. You will obey. Do I make myself clear?"
Kitty's weak resistance collapsed in the face of a superior woman.
"Yes, mother," she murmured.
"Good," said Laura. "So much for the easy punishment. Now for the second." Kitty's mom leaned forward, her silk robe falling loose to reveal a creamy expanse of cleavage as she raised an eyebrow and her lips curved into a playful smirk.
"It's time that I gave you your first spanking, darling."
...
Rose had to admit that she felt a little nervous sitting so close to Kitty's little sister, with just the two of them alone.
The truth was that Rose found Becca incredibly attractive. Rose would never want Kitty to find out, especially after the incident when Rose accidentally called Laura a "fox" in Kitty's hearing.
Becca had the kind of innocent, bubbly, girly-girl look that made it hard to decide whether you wanted to pinch her cheeks or hold her down and kiss her all over. Obviously Rose would never betray Kitty like that. That's what made this so awkward: the constant need to watch herself and keep her eyes fixed on Becca's cute face instead of wandering down to her long tanned legs revealed by her skimpy pajama shorts.
"I want to know everything about you, Rose!" gushed Becca, resting a warm hand lightly on Rose's arm. The physical contact sent a warm tingle up Rose's spine and she had to take a deep breath. (Calm down you perv... this is just the way she talks, stop freaking out!) "Tell me, have you always been into girls, or did my big sis convert you?"
Rose was taken aback by the sudden very personal question, but Becca's eyes held nothing by polite interest. The young, vivacious blonde woman still resting her hand on Rose's arm clearly didn't see this as an inappropriate question. Maybe Rose was just overreacting because of the unwanted attraction she was feeling. "Ummm, no," she said with a forced smile. Well, since they were broaching the topic, she might as well be blunt. "I'm bisexual, Becca. I've dated both men and women before your sister."
Becca's eyes and smile widened, and she practically bounced up and down with excitement. "Oh Wow! That's soooo cool. So you must be, like, the expert in all the different types of sex!"
"Oh, uhhhh..." Rose nervously chuckled, avoiding Becca's innocent, excited eyes. "I'm not sure about 'expert'."
"But that's perfect!" said Becca with a giggle. "I need advice from an experienced woman. I'm dating someone right now, but we haven't... you know... 'done it' yet. And I think I might like girls too, but I've never explored that feeling. Every time I try to ask Mom or Kitty for advice, they never want to talk about it. Rose, I know we don't know each other that well, but I already feel like you're my sister. You will be my sister one day! Can you give me some advice about sex?
Rose gulped, her heart racing. This was probably a bad idea. She shouldn't talk to Becca about sex, not when she found her girlfriend's little sister this attractive. But then again, it would probably be even more awkward if she coldly refused Kitty's innocent request...
"Ummm, sure," said Rose with a wavering smile. "Like I said, I don't think I'm as much of an expert as you think, but I can probably answer any questions you have about the basics..."
Becca couldn't help but feel a thrill of triumph as her prey stepped right into her trap. The irony was that if Kitty had let Rose get to know her family a little bit better, her girlfriend wouldn't be so vulnerable to this line of bullshit. Anyone who knew Becca knew that she was anything but innocent. Becca was willing to bet that she had more sexual experience than Rose and Kitty combined, despite the fact that they were four years older. But right now Rose was seeing what she wanted to see. A young, cute, innocent girl naively asking for sex tips.
And, judging by her flushed face and labored breathing, Rose's feelings toward her girlfriend's little sister weren't completely innocent. Time to put a little pressure on that forbidden attraction.
Becca scooted a little closer so that her warm tanned thigh pressed up against Rose's leg. "I've kissed my boyfriend a lot," said Becca with false innocence, "But I've never kissed a girl. I'm so curious what it's like!" Becca began rubbing her thumb lightly up and down Rose's arm where she had rested it. She felt goosebumps rise beneath her hand and had to suppress a smile.
"Well, I..." gulped Rose. Her eyes flicked down to take in Becca's scantily clothed body and her cheeks got even pinker. "I don't know what to say... I mean, it's nice."
"Really?" pouted Becca, scooting even closer, leaning into Rose's personal space while holding her gaze. "You can't be more specific on how kissing a girl is different than kissing a guy?"
Becca's face was just inches from Rose's. Becca could feel Rose's shallow breaths on her skin, fearful and aroused. "Like," Becca whispered hoarsely, "Is it softer?"
"Yes," breathed Rose, her lips gently parting.
"Is it hotter?" asked Becca softly, gazing at Rose through lowered eyelashes.
"Yes," whimpered Rose. Becca was so, so close now. Any decent girlfriend would move away, but Rose stayed still, her energy willing and receptive.
"You're a lousy teacher Rose," giggled Becca. "Why don't you just show me?"
And Becca triumphantly locked lips with her older sister's girlfriend, slipping her arm around her waist to pull her body close.
...
Kitty froze in shock, her mouth falling open. Surely her mother hadn't just said what she thought she heard. It must have come from her overheated imagination. It was just too strange to be believed otherwise.
"Excuse me?" she finally managed to murmur weakly, her eyes unable to stop feasting on the luscious cleavage that her mother's bent-forward posture presented.
"Close your mouth, dear," said Laura dismissively, finally leaning back and allowing her robe to fall closed. "You'll catch flies that way. And I think I was perfectly clear. You've been bad, and you deserve a spanking. I intend to give you one." Laura's deep blue eyes were confident and challenging, and her eyebrow was raised as if asking whether Kitty dared to resist her mother's authority.
"But, Mom..." said Kitty with a nervous laugh. She squirmed a little on her feet, feeling an unwelcome pulse of heat from between her legs. Her mom obviously didn't know that spanking was one of Kitty's many fetishes, but the very fact she had brought it up made Kitty's inappropriate arousal even worse. Laura couldn't possibly be serious. She must be messing around. Any second now she would laugh and shake her head at how uncomfortable Kitty had gotten at a little joke.
"I'm twenty-two," continued Kitty, searching her mother's face for any sign that she was joking, "An adult woman. Spanking me would be..."
"Inappropriate?" asked Laura, her eyebrow rising even higher. "Perhaps. But I see it this way. I've never spanked you before, and the result of that negligence was the shocking display of rudeness that I witnessed Friday night. It's never too late to correct my past mistakes. Maybe the shame of getting spanked as an adult woman will make you think twice before disrespecting me and your sister."
Laura uncrossed her legs, planting her naked feet flat on the floor and smoothing her silky robe over her lap. "Come now, daughter. The sooner you submit to your spanking, the sooner it will be over."
Kitty shuddered lightly at her mother's choice of words, a thrill running up her spine.
Submit.
She should turn around and walk out the door. Something was happening here that she didn't understand. Laura was gripped in some strange mood right now, but no doubt it would pass. Letting her mother spank her was crossing a line.
But what lay on the other side of that line?
Kitty took a shaky step forward, unconsciously biting her lower lip with anticipation. This is what she had been craving for so long... a gorgeous, dominant woman was ordering her around, forcing her to accept a spanking. The fact that it was her mom barely mattered: Kitty's submissive spirit craved domination, and she couldn't resist a superior woman like Laura.
When Kitty's hesitant steps brought her within Laura's reach, her mother took control, firmly grabbing Kitty and pulling her over her warm, soft lap. "That's right dear," Laura crooned from above Kitty. "I happy that you're finally accepting your place as my sweet obedient little girl."
Laura's hand rested lightly on the swell of Kitty's ass, sending a hot, wet, jolt of adrenaline through her veins. Kitty's last lingering belief that this was some sort of joke fell away. She was really about to get spanked by her mother. "But I'm afraid that we really do need to go through with the spanking. I just don't know if you'll learn your lesson otherwise," continued Laura with an apologetic note in her voice.
"When you told me that you were moving away, I was so shocked," said Kitty's mom sadly. "And you didn't even plan to tell me. What, were we supposed to wake up one morning to find your room empty?"
Kitty felt a rush of guilt. "No, Mom," she said, trying to twist her head awkwardly to look her mother in the eyes. "I was going to tell you! Just, you know, not like..."
*Crack*
Laura's firm hand fell sharply on Kitty's butt with a sharp sound, cutting off her weak excuses with a whimper. Kitty felt like a live wire had touched her, sending a crackling wave of submissive arousal through every nerve in her body. Even as it died down, she could feel heat pooling between her legs. God, maybe this wasn't such a good idea. Kitty should have refused when she realized how turned on her mother's discipline was making her.
"Um, Mom, Maybe we should just do this some other time, I sort of feel..."
But Laura wasn't listening. "Thoughtless," she muttered under her breath. "Cruel. I didn't raise you like that." With another thrill of horrified arousal, Kitty felt her mother's hand worm beaneath her hips, seeking and releasing the button on the front of her jeans...
"No," whimpered Kitty, weakly squirming against her mother's iron hands and the larger, more powerful woman tugged her jeans down over the curve of her pale, heart-shaped ass. "Mom, you... you can't!"
"Don't talk back to me," said Laura in an iron-hard voice. "I need you to really understand this next part. I need you to physically feel the sorrow and disappointment you've caused your mother."
Kitty gasped as she felt her mother pull her panties up into a wedgie, then rest her warm hand gently on her now-naked ass cheek. The throbbing heat between her legs was now a constant distraction and source of shame. Any plausible deniability Kitty may once have had was stripped away: this might not be sexual to her mother, but it definitely was to her.
Laura began caressing her daughter's soft ass in gentle circles. "I need to know that you understand why you are being punished, darling," said Kitty's mom in a deceptively soothing voice above her. "Tell me. What did you do on Friday night?"



Kitty took a shuddering breath. "I... I disrespected you."
*Crack*
The feeling of her mother's firm hand was twice as intense without her jeans getting in the way, and every nerve in Kitty's body sang in submissive bliss. The heat between her legs was becoming increasingly... liquid. Oh God, she had to get through this before her mother realized what effect this was having on her. "Gooood," crooned Laura. "What else?"
"I..." Kitty swallowed thickly. "I disrespected Becca."
*Crack*
Kitty's breaths were coming in rough, ragged pants. It was an effort to keep her legs from shaking from the intense feelings coursing through her body. "That's right!" said Laura in a proud, maternal voice. "I'm glad you understand sweetheart. Now I just need to hear an apology. Tell Mommy how sorry you are."
Kitty could feel her mother tense, preparing for the next spank. "I..." she began in a pathetic whimper.
*Crack* *Crack* *Crack*
Laura's palm slapped sharply against Kitty's bear ass again and again as her daughter half moaned and half howled, "I'm so sorry, Mommmmmmmy!", trying desperately not to cum as her body reveled in the domination that it was receiving at the hands of her stern, dominant mother.
After Laura's hand finally stopped, Kitty hung limply from her mother's lap, her jeans pulled down around her thighs, her ass glowing pink. Her breath gasped and her pussy throbbed. It was utterly humiliating. Kitty had been brought to the edge of orgasm by a woman who hadn't even realized that she was in a sexual situation. Kitty didn't think the situation could possibly get worse.
Then her heart stopped as she felt it. A touch. Feather light and curious. A gentle finger placed where a mother's hand should never be.
"Oh my God, darling," said Laura in a tone of amused disgust. Her finger rested lightly on the surface of Kitty's soaked-through panties. "Are you wet?"
In an instant, Kitty had wriggled out of Laura's grasp, onto her feet, struggling to pull up her pants.
"Darling..." said her mom, her eyes glowing with a strange mix of concern, disgust, and amusement, "I'm not sure what to say... Did Mommy's spanking...?"
But Kitty couldn't listen to any more. Blazing like a torch with wild shame and humiliation, she turned and fled out the door, leaving Laura alone with a private, satisfied smirk.
...
Oh my god.
Becca was a fantastic kisser. Warm and passionate, with just the right amount of tongue keeping things just the right amount of dirty.
It was so wrong... Rose shouldn't be kissing her girlfriend's little sister. She shouldn't be allowing Becca to pull her close to her lithe athletic body. She shouldn't be feeling her heart race as Becca's curious little fingers traced the piercings running up the side of her ear... as her curious little tongue traced the piercing in hers.
It was Kitty's innocent little sister! Rose had to be the adult here and put a stop to this. But instead, she found herself moaning into the kiss as Becca's fingers ran up to tangle in her raven hair. And her other hand traced over Rose's thigh, moving toward the center, almost reaching her aching...
They heard a door slam down the hallway and both launched apart from each other just in time as Kitty entered the kitchen, face red and breathing heavily. "Rose... I... I need to speak with you," said Kitty in an odd, strangled voice. Rose looked guiltily over at Becca, who just grinned innocently and shrugged, wiping her mouth with the back of a hand.
"O-ok, babe," said Rose with a wobbly smile, feeling waves of horrible guilt as she followed Kitty to her room. She wasn't sure how Kitty had realized what was going on, but her girlfriend was clearly upset.
Kitty shut and locked the door behind her, her eyes wild and her face still bright red. "Kitty," said Rose guiltily, "Let me just say, what happened back there was..." But then Kitty lunged forward, pushing Rose back onto the bed and fiercely kissing her. "Shhh," said Kitty in a hoarse whisper, planting hot, needy kisses on Rose's neck "Don't talk. I need you. I need you so bad."
Rose's mind reeled with whiplash, but her arms circled her girlfriend and she returned her kisses. As she gently removed Kitty's clothes, she was shocked to see that Kitty's pussy was already puffy and dripping with arousal.
What the fuck had happened in the meeting with her mom?
Well, Rose wouldn't ask questions about Kitty's horny pussy as long as Kitty wouldn't ask why Rose was soaking wet as well...
...
Laura and Becca listened carefully to the harmony of sweet moans pouring through the closed door to Kitty's bedroom.
Laura smiled with satisfaction and kissed the top of Becca's head in pride. In many ways, tonight had been the biggest hurdle. Becca had done an excellent job hooking Rose if her report was accurate. And once they were able to get Kitty over the hurdle of becoming attracted to her mother and sister in the first place, the rest of their plan would be easy.
After all, deep down, Kitty was begging to be dominated, owned, and controlled.
And now they would have three weeks of time to shape her how they saw fit.
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Kitty sat up in bed, eyes wild and heart racing. Her dreams last night had been a confusing tangle of strange sexual imagery. For a moment she was disoriented, not knowing where she was.
Then she recognized her bedroom lit by the cool light of morning. Kitty slumped back onto her pillow and relaxed. All a dream. A nightmare brought on by stress and sexual frustration. Her eyes began to flutter closed...
Then shot open again as she remembered getting spanked last night. Shit. She had bigger problems than sex dreams. She had been utterly humiliated, controlled and stripped by her mother. She had gotten aroused, and her mom had realized it. And that wasn't even the worst part.
The worst part was that she was getting horny again just thinking about it.
Kitty threw off her covers and jumped out of bed, rubbing her face vigorously and trying to clear the clinging taint of inappropriate arousal from her mind. She had been confused last night, and in a freak accident, her mother had tapped into her sexual frustration by inadvertently fulfilling her fetishs. That was all there was to it. Kitty had to make a simple apology and move on.
After all, she would be spending the next three weeks with Laura and Becca. It would be even harder with some sort of fucked up sexual tension between her and her mother.
What Kitty needed was a cleansing shower to shake off the dirty feelings that still lingered, left over from her erotic dreams. She grabbed her towel and headed toward the bathroom.
She didn't see her sister's door silently open behind her down the hall. Becca crept out of her room with her own towel in hand and a sharp, hungry smile on her face.
Kitty instantly began to feel better as the steaming hot water poured down over her, washing away her tension and guilt and allowing her to relax. She could go to her mother right after her shower and straighten things out. It had been a fraught, emotional time and Kitty's wires had gotten crossed. It could happen to anyone, and no one was more kind and forgiving than Laura.
Kitty had begun to long process of shampooing her hair when she heard the door of the bathroom click open softly. "I'm in here," she said irritably, her eyes tightly closed against the frothy shampoo. There was no answer. Probably Becca or her mom had opened the door, heard the shower, then left.
Kitty didn't know she was wrong until a swirl of cool air blew against her body as the door to the large, walk-in shower opened. Her eyes flew open, heedless of the stinging shampoo, to see Becca, gorgeous, tan, and totally naked stepping into the shower with her.
Kitty's jaw almost hit the floor. For a second she was convinced she was still dreaming. But the water was hot on her skin, the soap was stinging her eyes, and the sight of her naked sister stepping beneath the cascading water was solid and all too real.
Kitty couldn't remember the last time she had seen Becca naked. Not since they were kids, certainly. Even in her shock and discomfort, her eyes still roamed uncontrollably over her little sister's delectable body.
Unlike their mother's soft curves, Becca's body was a study in tight, toned athleticism, with just enough round edges to show a little feminine sweetness.
Her long, powerful legs ran upward toward a firm bouncy ass and a puffy little pussy topped with a dusting of fine blonde pubic hair. Her belly was particularly alluring, firm, flat, and sexy, with just the barest hint of lithe muscle just under the surface. Her tits were bigger than Kitty's, and just as firm, with big, deliciously pink nipples just begging to be teased. And everything from head to toe was a deep sundrenched tan, without a tan line in sight.
Kitty's hungry wandering eyes took all of it in in the time it took for Becca to confidently stroll forward and step beneath the warm spray, just inches away from Kitty. Kitty felt the same helpless welling of forbidden lust that she had felt last night boiling up inside her.
All of Kitty's attempts to banish her inappropriate arousal vanished in a hot, wet wave of adrenaline.
"Becca!" Kitty yelped, belatedly clasping her hands across her chest and crotch to conceal her naked body. "What the fuck are you doing?" she intended her question to sound disgusted, but it came out of her mouth in a kind of breathy, pleading gasp.
Becca's eyes sparkled with mischief as she ran her hands up her beautiful body, spraying water off of her glistening curves. "Getting clean, silly!" she said with a giggle. "And hanging out with my older sis at the same time! Two birds with one stone."
Kitty just mutely shook her head and tried to get past Becca, headed for the shower door.
Becca stepped smoothly into her way, blocking the only exit with her lovely tanned body, now glistening with beads of water. "Ah ah ah, Kitty," said Becca, shaking a finger in Kitty's face. Her pale blue eyes were serious and her voice had a hint of steel as she said, "Mom told me all about your punishment. She said that you have to spend time with us however we want for the next three weeks."
Becca took a step forward, her energy confident and assertive. Just like with her mother last night, this was a side of Becca that Kitty had never seen. Normally her little sister was bubbly, enthusiastic, and a little clingy. Now, as Becca stalked forward toward her with a cocky grin, Kitty couldn't help but feel their difference in power. Kitty's slim, petite frame felt weak and helpless compared to her little sister's lithe, toned muscle.
"I got all nostalgic thinking about how we used to take baths together," said Becca in a low, calm voice. "This is how I want to spend time with you today. Are you gonna refuse and get Mom all upset again?"
Kitty had run out of room to back up and hit the wet tile wall behind her with a squeak of alarm. "N-no," she stammered, her eyes darting, trying as hard as she could to keep her eyes off of Becca's gorgeous body.
"Good!" chirped Becca with a decisive clap of her hands as the strange overpowering energy disappeared. "Now turn around. I'll help you finish your hair."
Kitty reluctantly obeyed, her knees still feeling a little wobbly after the strange confrontation. Her mother and sister were both suddenly a lot more... pushy. And it was filling her with complicated, unwanted feelings of guilty arousal.
This might end up being a long three weeks.
But Kitty relaxed just a little as Becca carefully and attentively ran her fingers through every inch of Kitty's half-green, half-blonde hair, shampooing and reshampooing, then working in conditioner with firm thorough fingers. Becca surely didn't even realize the issues that Kitty was having with this strange, reluctant arousal. This was supposed to be innocent sisterly bonding time.
Kitty was the one making it weird.
"I got a chance to talk to Rose last night!" gushed Becca as her fingers ran soothingly through Kitty's hair. "Your girlfriend is sooo sweet!"
"Yeah," agreed Kitty, trying hard to adjust to just hanging out with Becca while they were both naked. She swore that she could feel her sister's tits gently bush against her as she washed Kitty's hair. Was she doing it on purpose? "She's... she's great."
"We actually have a lot in common!" said Becca brightly, working conditioner deep into Kitty's scalp. "I had no idea that she's bi like me! I always thought she was lesbian."
"Ah. Yeah. She's bi," said Kitty awkwardly. Kitty was prone to insecurity, so she didn't like to talk to Rose about her dating history, especially with men. Sometimes when she was feeling anxious, Kitty wondered if Rose missed being with men, who had... well... at least one thing Kitty could never give her.
"Well, she and I should hang out more often," said Becca decisively, running her fingers rapidly through Kitty's hair to rinse it. "Someone has to look after her when you move. Are you two planning to do long distance for a while?"
"Ummm, yeah," said Kitty quickly. "She's looking for work in the city I'm moving to, but she hasn't found anything yet." Now that her hair was clean, she was hoping she could make her excuses and escape this awkward, sexually tense bonding time with Becca.
"Don't worry, Sis," purred Becca close behind her. "I'll take goood care of her while you're gone..."
Kitty frowned. She wasn't sure she liked her sister's tone... But that concern immediately evaporated in the next second, replaced by a much more pressing issue.
Kitty's breath caught in her throat and her heart skipped a beat as Becca's slim hands, frothy with soap, slid around the curve of her hips, twining around her to rest on her belly. She could feel her sister's body heat close behind her, hotter even than the steaming water thundering down around them.
"Let's get the rest of you squeaky clean now, Sis," whispered Becca in her ear, as her hands began slipping and sliding over her hips, tummy, and outer thighs.
"Becca!" gasped Kitty, her face immediately going beet red. "I... I can wash myself!" She tried to catch Becca's wrists, to stop her from continuing the slippery, soapy rubbing that was slowly but surely enflaming the raw pulsing heat in Kitty's core. But Becca evaded her grasp easily, giggling softly as she said. "Aww, sis, don't be like that! I felt so sad when you said you were moving away. I just want to feel..."
Without warning, Becca's slim hands slid up Kitty's belly, not stopping. They slid up over Kitty's firm tits, resting and cupping her breasts firmly under the endless pending heat of the shower.
"...Close to you..." hissed Becca in her ear.
Kitty trembled, too shocked to move, her nipples humiliatingly diamond-hard beneath her little sister's groping hands even in the damp heat of the shower, making her shameful arousal as plain as day.
Kitty felt Becca's body pressing up against her from behind. And there, pressing into her back like two hot pebbles were alarming signs that her sister felt the same sexual tension that Kitty was. Becca's nipples were just as hard as hers.
With a cry of shock, Kitty broke free from her sister's grasp, looking back with wide eyes at Becca, who, far from looking ashamed, stood with one hand on her hip and a challenging grin, her perfect pink nipples standing up proudly from her firm tits.
"What?" Becca asked teasingly. "Does this mean you're not going to return the favor and wash me?"
It was too much for Kitty to take. Becca was no longer between her and the door, so she made her escape, grabbing her towel and fleeing down the hall.
Becca watched her older sister go with naked hunger, then took a deep breath and closed her eyes, letting the hot water wash over her as her nipples softened on her chest. "Calm down, girl," she murmured to herself. "Like Mom said, one step at a time. Can't push her too hard." But she felt like if she had applied just a little more pressure, she could have had her weak, submissive older sister on her knees right then and there eating her out.
Mom was right though. Kitty needed to be bent into the right shape, not snapped. Becca had pushed her sister plenty far today, maybe even pushed the envelope a little too far in fact. It would be up to Mom to reassure Kitty and reel her back in.
And besides, all things would come in time. Becca would have Kitty's sweet mouth servicing her as much as she wanted before long.
...
Kitty's mind reeled as she hunted through the house for her mother.
Last night had been bad and awkward, but whatever had just happened in the shower was worse. Was she imagining it? Kitty could just barely imagine that grabbing her boobs was a part of Becca's thorough washing, and she didn't mean anything by it... but then why were Becca's nipples hard? She needed to figure things out.
She needed to talk with her mom.
Kitty might smugly believe that she was better off without her family, but right now in her moment of confusion, she craved someone confident and calm who could take control of the situation and explain things in a way that made sense. She didn't quite realize it, but after last night, Kitty's submissive soul already craved the steading presence of her dom.
Laura's bedroom was empty, as was her office. That meant that she was probably...
Just like Kitty guessed, her mother was in the living room doing yoga. Kitty had seen her mother do yoga dozens on times before, but after getting spanked by her gorgeous mother's dominant hand, a switch inside her had been flipped that couldn't be turned off.
Today, the sight of her mother took Kitty's breath away.
Laura Wilson glistened with a faint sheen of sweat, clad only in a tight sports bra that did little to hide the heft of her big tits and tight yoga pants that gripped her wide hips and thick ass like a second skin. As Kitty stood staring in the doorway of the living room, her mother thrust her hips into the ground, lifting her torso up into a cobra pose, giving Kitty an eyeful of her ripe hanging breasts and plump ass.
Laura smiled as she saw her daughter lingering in the doorway, either not noticing or not remarking on the spots of color forming on Kitty's cheeks. "Kitty! Good morning! Up bright and early for once I see."
"Ummm, yeah," mumbled Kitty, trying to look away as he mother turned and shifted into a bent forward pose, presenting her juicy ass to Kitty's reluctant eyes. "I couldn't sleep."
"Oh no!" said Laura, her eyebrows drawing together as she stretched her arms behind her back, thrusting her large chest forward temptingly. "I'm sorry to hear that darling. Is something the matter?"
Kitty didn't know where to look. Her face burned as she sank onto the couch across from her stretching mother. She settled for trying to stare at a point just above her mother's head. Anything to avoid looking at Laura's curvy, glistening body. Kitty was lost in a sea of confusion, arousal, and guilt. First, her mother and now her sister. Kitty had so much free-floating sexual frustration that it was finding completely inappropriate outlets. And the haunting memory of her sister's hard nipples pressing into her back just made things more confusing.
"I... I don't know Mom," said Kitty with a shaky sigh. "I just... I'm not sure what came over me last night." She looked pleadingly into her mother's deep blue eyes, begging her mother to understand... to not hate her.
Laura wiped the sweat from her face with a towel. Her expression showed no disgust or anger, just blank confusion. "Last night? Ohhhhh, you mean when you got wet from my spanking."
Kitty cringed at the matter-of-fact reminder of her shame. "N-no! I mean, it wasn't that your spanking turned me on or something, I just..."
But Laura just gently laughed and waved away Kitty's desperate excuses with an airy gesture. "Dear, it really isn't a big deal. We live in a household of three gorgeous women who are attracted to other women. I'm not shocked that a little sexual energy ended up misplaced at some point. I'm actually surprised that it took this long and didn't happen when you girls were going through puberty."
For what felt like the hundredth time in 24 hours, Kitty was shocked. So much so that she stared right at her mother instead of above her head, just as Laura moved into a particularly provocative pose on her hands and knees, her back arched and her tits hanging heavily below her.
This time Kitty couldn't tear her eyes away from her mother's luscious body and Laura continued. "I blame myself really. I had no idea that you had that sort of submissive kink, or I never would have suggested spanking as a punishment. So forgive your Mother, dear, and let's move past it."
"I don't get off on submission!" lied Kitty hotly. "I was just planning on being with Rose before you called me away, and I didn't get to have sex with Rose all weekend, and, ummm... I was a little sweaty, and, uh..." The flimsy lies poured out of Kitty's mouth, and her mother's smile grew wider and wider with each one.
"Of course dear," said Laura, with a glint in her eye. "But I'll be a little more careful when I'm strict with you anyway. Just in case. I know that you aren't actually attracted to me, but we can't help the things that turn us on, can we?"
Kitty tried desperately to think of a way to change the subject, and then remembered the other issue that they needed to discuss. "Mom, speaking of which: Becca just... she felt me up in the shower. And she... well... her nipples were..." began Kitty, trying to find a way to word it delicately.
"Erect?" said Laura curiously, her eyebrows raised.
"Yeah," said Kitty, nodding. "She came in while I was showering and insisted on joining me, then she started rubbing me all over, and she grabbed my breasts. And when her nipples touched my back, I... felt them."
"Oh my," said Laura with wide eyes. "And your nipples dear? How were they?"
"I-I don't know that that matters..." mumbled Kitty, unable to meet her mother's gaze.
"I see," said Laura decisively. "Well, It sounds like your sister was just trying to be helpful and wash you off. Your breasts need regular cleaning as well Kathryn, as I hope you know. And even if you aren't mistaken, it sounds to me like exactly what I was talking about. Two horny young women accidentally sparking an attraction where they shouldn't. I'm sure poor Becca is just as embarrassed as you are by the accident."
Kitty frowned. It hadn't felt like an accident, and Becca hadn't looked embarrassed, but she supposed it was true that she was also guilty of getting turned on when she shouldn't yesterday and today, so she should probably forgive Becca and move past it. Besides, maybe Laura was right, maybe Becca really had just been trying to help her shower.
"Becca probably just gets turned on by dominance," said Laura airly as she sat, crossing one leg over the other and twisting her flexible body. "I bet she started washing you, sensed your naturally submissive nature, and her instincts told her to pounce."
Kitty squirmed a little on the couch. Something felt wrong and kinky about the way her mother had phrased it. Kitty had never thought of herself as having a "submissive nature" before, despite her preferences in bed, and the idea of her little sister being turned on by dominance was for some reason... appealing, in a twisted way.
"Well, thanks, Mom," said Kitty. She did feel a little better, although in some ways their conversation had just left her with more questions. "I think I might call Rose and..."
"Ah, ah ah," said Laura sternly, rising to tower over Kitty on the couch. "I'm afraid your lovely girlfriend has to take second priority this week, dear. You'll be spending time with me this morning."
Kitty's mouth was suddenly dry again as she stared up into her tall, curvy mother's deep blue eyes. "Doing what?" she asked in a cracked voice.
"Why, yoga of course!"
...
Rose felt her phone buzz, waking her from a half doze, and reached over with a smile. No doubt Kitty with a sweet good morning text.
Last night had been... intense. Maybe the most intense session of lovemaking Rose had ever had with Kitty It made Rose cringe with guilt to realize that some of that fire had been fueled by the illicit kiss she had just shared with Becca.
She would just have to be careful from now on. It had been an unfortunate mistake, and Rose was better than that. She should probably just minimize contact with Becca altogether.
The text on her phone was from an unknown number.
[Hi Rose! This is Becca. Kitty gave me your number.]
Rose turned her phone face down with a yelp. Shit. Maybe she should just block her. Or ghost her. But Kitty gave Becca the number! What if Becca went to Kitty and said "Your girlfriend is being super rude and won't talk to me"? Kitty would know something was up! With someone insecure as Kitty sometimes was, she might start getting suspicious, even with something as simple as that.



Rose's phone buzzed again. She groaned and picked it back up, peeking at the new text from between her fingers.
[U are such a great teacher :D. I actually have more questions for U.]
Rose started typing a message.
[Becca, last night was wrong, and I really don't think that...]
She deleted the message and tried again.
[Becca, I don't think that I can help with your questions anymore. I love your sister, and...]
But before she could send it, Becca sent another message.
[You've tried cock and pussy before, but now you're a full-time pussy-eater. Do you ever miss cock?]
Rose stared down at her phone, open-mouthed. This had just gone from mildly to wildly inappropriate. Becca had clearly gotten the wrong idea. There was no way that anyone would discuss things like this with their girlfriend's sister. Not unless they had more complicated feelings than pure curiosity. It was also a very sensitive question in her relationship with Kitty. One that Kitty had nervously asked Rose herself during vulnerable, unguarded pillow talk. Rose had gently reassured Kitty that of course she didn't miss penises. Not when she had a beautiful girlfriend like Kitty.
... The truth was slightly more complicated than that, but Kitty didn't need to know that. And Becca certainly didn't.
[Becca, that is inappropriate. We shouldn't talk about this sort of thing.] There. That should set things straight. Rose nervously waited for Becca's response. Would she be mad? Would she apologize? Finally, a response came.
[Awww, that's no fun, Rose. I thought I could trust U! I'm just so confused about sex right now. My boyfriend wants to have our first time and I'm nervous. What if I don't even like boys?]
Rose felt a little bad. She remembered when she went through a sexual awakening. It really could be confusing. Maybe she was being a little harsh with the poor girl.
[I'm just not comfortable talking about my sex life with you. I'm sorry.] She sent.
[Ok, ok. I get it.] Came the reply. [But can I just ask you about my situation? And you can give me advice?]
Rose chewed her thumbnail. It would probably be safer to just politely decline after what happened last night, but she did feel bad about shutting out a confused little fledgling bisexual.
[I guess that's ok.] She texted, after hesitating for a moment over the send button.
Becca's reply came back almost instantly.
[Great! My boyfriend sent me this picture. All my friends say that it is super hot, but I just don't know how I feel about it. Can you give me your opinion?]
Rose had just a moment to feel a thrill of anxious anticipation before Becca sent a photo.
Then her eyes widened in shock.
...
Kitty grunted with effort as she felt her mother's firm hand push her shoulders down toward the yoga mat, while simultaneously lifting her hips up. Sweat dripped off of her trembling body, even though she had just done a few basic poses. She felt utterly controlled and humbled as her breasts were crushed against the floor while her ass was pulled upward, vulnerable and exposed to her mother's eyes.
"This one is called the extended puppy pose," said Laura gently in her ear. She traced a firm hand across Kitty's slim, naked thigh, making her shiver with repressed delight. "Can you feel it here?"
"Y-yes, Mother," whimpered Kitty, praying that her mother didn't check her panties for wetness again today. When Kitty had protested that she had no yoga clothes, Laura had insisted that the poses were just as easy to do in a bra and panties. And so here Kitty was, nearly naked and trembling with taboo arousal as her mother bent and shaped her body, touching and controlling her deftly with her firm hands and sharp words.
"Good girl. And here?" asked Laura as her hand cupped Kitty's straining ass. Her voice held a hint of cruel amusement that Kitty was unable to detect in the depths of her submissive haze. "Yes Mother!" gasped Kitty. How was this happening again? It seemed like no matter what she did, being near her mother turned her on. Was there something wrong with her?
"Great, we need to stretch all those muscles," said Laura, finally releasing the hand pressing Kitty down into the ground and allowing her to rise. "The next pose will be easier. Very simple. Just sit facing me." Kitty sat awkwardly, directly across from her gorgeous mother, wearing only her underwear while Laura had on only her skin-tight yoga clothes. Staring into each other's eyes in this close position was uncomfortably intimate.
"For this pose, all you need to do is..." without warning, Kitty's mom put a warm hand on both of Kitty's inner thighs and pushed them outward firmly. Kitty squirmed at the intimate touch so close to her pussy, then groaned as her muscles stretched to their limit. "...spreeeead your legs as wide as you can." Laura scooted closer to continue helping her daughter spread her legs, and suddenly Kitty looked up to see her mother's breasts right in her face. "Umm... mom?" she squeaked, her eyes, almost crossing as she stared at the deep luscious cleavage in front of her eyes, glistening lightly with a layer of sweat.
"Just a second dear... almost there," said Laura distractedly, pushing her hands even deeper into Kitty's slim, sensitive thighs as she tried to force them just an inch or two further apart. She bent forward slightly to give herself a better angle to spread Kitty's legs, and her breasts pressed and rubbed against Kitty's red face.
Kitty couldn't decide whether she was in heaven or hell. On the one hand, the big, soft, lightly moist tits felt amazing as they pressed into her face. On the other, they belonged to her mother, the same mother who embarrassingly turned her on last night. The last thing she wanted right now was to give her mother evidence that she was some kind of pervert.
No matter how amazing the soft tits rubbing her face felt.
Finally, after what felt like an eternity of Laura groping Kitty's thighs and rubbing her breasts in Kitty's face, Laura seemed satisfied with the angle of Kitty's legs. She spread her legs effortlessly into a similar wide angle, forming a diamond from the legs of the mother and daughter pair. Laura stared down into Kitty's dazed, drooling face with a motherly smile.
"Now all you need to do is bend forward," said Laura sweetly, reaching across to seize her daughter by the back of the head and bringing her face down, further and further.
Directly between Laura's legs.
It felt like a slow-motion erotic nightmare to Kitty, as her mom's merciless hand pulled her closer and closer. She could have sworn that her mother angled her hips slightly as Kitty's head came down, tilting her pussy upward to meet Kitty's descending face. Kitty could smell her mother as she approached with aching slowness. Floral perfume. Clean sweat. Some deeper, more elusive feminine musk.
Did her Mom even realize what was about to happen? Kitty's face was inches from her mother's spandex-covered pussy. Close enough to get an excellent view of her subtle camel toe. This was going to happen. Laura's hand wasn't stopping. Kitty's pupils dilated. Whatever happened next wasn't her fault! It was her mother who was pushing her head down.
Kitty's back audibly creaked in protest. She breathed heavily with her face just inches from her mother's pussy, her nose filled with the intoxicating blend of scents. Laura's hand applied a little more pressure, but it was no good. Kitty could bend no further. This was her limit.
Laura released the back of her daughter's head, allowing Kitty to scramble back with guilty speed, trying to casually rest her hands between her legs to hide the second shameful wet spot her mother had caused in her panties.
As if Laura hadn't noticed it already.
"That's excellent dear!" said Laura warmly, gracefully rising to her feet. "A truly superb first effort. It's a shame that you couldn't stretch any further. But don't worry my dear."
Kitty looked up into her mother's kind gentle eyes, feeling overwhelmed once again by her guilt, shame, and arousal.
"I plan to train that lovely little body hard. Soon you'll be able to take every position I desire."
...
The picture that Becca sent was of a young muscular torso. A lean hairy arm reached down to lift his shirt, revealing the anonymous man's abs.
And a truly massive cock, drooling with precum.
Rose almost threw her phone across the room. Her blood pulsed in her ears and her face grew scarlet. Fuck. Becca had just sent her a picture of her boyfriend's cock. And what a cock it was. Rose felt an unwelcome blossom of heat spreading through her as she thought about the quick glance she had just stolen.
Alright. Maybe the answer to Becca's inappropriate question wasn't very complicated at all. Rose did miss cock. She didn't miss dating boys. Kitty was a kinder, more attentive, and sweeter partner than any boy she had ever tried to date. She loved Kitty and was emotionally one hundred percent satisfied by their relationship.
... But there was just something about the thought of getting her pussy filled with a throbbing shaft that sent molten lust pumping through her veins. Rose couldn't help herself. She had already looked once. What was the harm if she just took another quick peek?
Rose licked her lips unconsciously as she looked down at the photo on her phone. It really was a magnificent cock.
[My friends all say that it's really big. Is that true? I've never seen any others.]
Rose's breaths were becoming rougher and shallower. She could feel herself growing wet.
[Yes, Becca. It's pretty big] typed Rose, underselling the description by quite a bit.
[Really? Awesome! They also say it looks really... nice. Like, I don't know, fun to fuck. I know, I know, my friends are total sluts. But what do you think? Do you agree with them?]
Not even realizing what she was doing, Rose dipped her hand beneath her waistband to gently touch and rub over her panties, biting her lip as she felt the waves of pleasure wash over her. Her eyes traced every rounded curve of the cock in the image, imagining how it would feel in her hand... her mouth... her pussy.
[Yes.] She replied simply, lost in a haze of lust.
[Yaaaay! That makes me so relieved. You have no idea. I knew I could count on you. Speaking of which, I was wondering if you could do me another favor... When I have my first time with my boyfriend, if I take a video, would you watch it and tell me how to improve? I just trust your judgment so much!]
Rose moaned, wracked with guilt and indecision and arousal. She had to put a stop to this and set clear boundaries with Becca before things got weirder. But the idea of seeing Kitty's cute little sister dominated and stretched out by this magnificent cock... it was too hot to resist. Her hand worked feverishly, stuffed into her panties now as she typed one-handed.
[Of course, Becca! You can always count on me!]
...
As her first week of bonding time with her family continued, Kitty sank deeper and deeper into a haze of twisted lust.
For a few days, nothing in particular happened. She cooked with her mom. She watched a movie with her sister. Innocuous activities. But after the sexual close calls earlier in the week, every accidental brush of the hand; every moment of eye contact made Kitty's heart beat faster and her mouth go dry.
It was like she had some sort of sick crush on her sister and mother.
And they didn't make it any easier. Although there hadn't been any further accidental sexual touching, Kitty caught both women giving her heated sidelong glances, or whispering in her ear when it would have worked just as well to speak at a normal volume, or letting their hands linger whenever they made contact. Or... at least that was how it felt to Kitty.
Did Laura and Becca know how she felt? Were they teasing her? Or were they flirting with her? Did they feel something too? Is that even what Kitty wanted?
Kitty found, to her shame, that the only way to deal with the constant inappropriate sexual tension was frequent masturbation. Even calls to Rose and her occasional visits weren't enough to satisfy the sexual hunger that was constantly growing inside her. She excused herself to her room more and more often, face burning with humiliation, to rub her pussy raw, squeaking and moaning in her bed. She had even started excusing herself in the middle of bonding time for brief sessions in the bathroom just to tide her over.
She wasn't even through the first week.
So when Becca presented their next activity, Kitty was actually a little relieved.
"Let's go, Sis!" said Becca with a sunny grin, wearing a short tennis skirt and a tiny halter top that showed off her gorgeous tanned physique. Large stylish dark sunglasses hid her eyes, but Kitty could tell from the rest of her expression that she was excited. "I'm giving you a makeover today! My treat!"
Becca smiled as she changed into a going-out outfit (much more modest than her outgoing sister's of course). This would probably be a lot easier than spending time around the house.
There was no way that Becca would tease her in public.
...
"Hello?" called Rose nervously as she stepped into the front door of her girlfriend's house. "Umm, Ms. Wilson? Kitty? Anybody?"
Weirdly, she had been called the the Wilson house today not by Kitty, but by Laura. Her girlfriend's mom hadn't given many details but had made it clear that she wanted to talk to Rose and considered it important.
Laura had never sent Rose a message like this before, and, in fact, Rose couldn't remember a time that they had spoken one-on-one. So this was unusual, to say the least. And a little nerve-wracking.
"Kitty's not here, darling," said a confident, musical voice from her right. It was Laura, sitting at the dining room table with a steaming cup of coffee in front of her. "She's out with her sister. In fact, that's why I insisted that you come at this time."
Rose gulped. Laura was wearing a thin, low-cut nightgown, and her luscious tits were showcased and emphasized as she leaned forward over the table. Rose had always found her girlfriend's mother a little... intimidating, both sexually and socially. She was a powerful, sexy, and confident woman, and Rose couldn't help but feel pulled toward her energy.
And that was even before this past week. Although Kitty had been kept fairly busy by the "family bonding" that her mother and sister had insisted on, Rose had had been invited over a few times. And each time, Rose had felt the difference. Somehow, the captivating older woman's sexual confidence and power had grown day by day, and now Rose felt it more than ever.
So she kept a careful rein on herself as she slipped into the chair across from Laura. It wasn't appropriate to be this attracted to your girlfriend's mother. And Rose still remembered how Kitty had reacted when she had casually joked that Laura was hot. Rose would have to be careful that there wasn't even the slightest hint of that attraction when speaking to Laura, just in case it got back to her girlfriend.
"So, ummm," said Rose, trying her hardest to sound casual and professional under the gaze of Laura's luminous blue eyes. "Why did you want to talk?" For a long moment, Laura just stared at her, her eyes (just like Kitty's eyes... but somehow warmer) gleaming, her plump expressive lips pulled up into a faint, mysterious smile.
Finally, Laura leaned back, her large unconstrained breasts splaying softly across her chest under the thin silk of her pajamas. "I'd like to throw Kitty a going away party," she said. When Rose's eyes returned to Laura's face from examining her beautiful tits, she saw a twinkle of amusement there.
Shit. Had she just been caught checking out her girlfriend's mom? "I think that sounds like a lot of fun!" said Rose with forced cheerfulness, trying to cover her embarrassment, "Why don't I ask Kitty what she would like to have at her party?"
But Laura shook her head with a chuckle, causing her magnificent auburn waves to sway alluringly. How could a woman's hair look this good right out of bed? "No, no dear, you misunderstand. I could have asked my daughter myself if I wanted to. I would like this to be a surprise party, dear."
Rose frowned. "But, ummm... Ms. Wilson," she began hesitantly.
"Please dear," said Laura with a bright smile, reaching across the table to lay a gentle hand on Rose's, "Call me Laura. Or even Mother! We're practically family."
"L-laura," continued Rose, a blush staining her face from the contact of Laura's hand. She didn't think she would ever have the guts to call Laura "mother," although for some reason the idea was darkly intriguing. "I don't know if a surprise party would be a good idea. Kitty was pretty upset by the last one."
"But that's why I have you, dear!" said Laura decisively, patting Rose with her delicate, lovely hand. "This time, with the woman who knows her best, I can get it right."
Laura leaned forward again, giving her daughter's wide-eyed girlfriend a breathtaking view of her naked cleavage as her nightgown fell loose. "Tell me you'll help me, dear," she said in a low, compelling voice. "You simply must. I won't take no for an answer."
Rose felt like a fly trapped in a web. She knew she should look away from Laura's incredible tits, but she just couldn't. "Y-yes. Sure," she said in a dazed voice. "I'd be happy to help. Anything for Kitty."
"Perfect!" said Laura cheerfully, abruptly returning to a more neutral pose. She took a long sip of her steaming coffee, then looked back a Rose with a crooked smile on her face.
"One last thing, darling. I had another reason for calling you here today."
Something about Laura's body language and the gleam in her eyes sent a thrill of anticipation through Rose. She suddenly felt herself breaking into a sweat.
"And this topic," said Laura delicately, "Is a bit more... personal."
...
"Becca, It's just not my style."
Kitty's voice floated out from inside the changing room as Becca stood outside, tapping her foot impatiently. "I'll be the judge of that," said Becca brightly. "I'm the one who's making you over, remember? Come on out and let me have a look."
"I-I don't know, Becca, I think that this one isn't for me. Can you just hand me the next options?" said Kitty. Becca rolled her eyes. If Kitty was going to be a proper submissive, she was going to have to learn to loosen up a little. Without knocking, Becca opened the dressing room door and slipped inside.
Kitty squeaked and blushed adorably, her hands flying instinctively to cover herself, even though she was technically already clothed. But Becca could understand her sister's subconscious confusion: there really wasn't much to the outfit. A tiny peach-colored tube top was barely enough to cover Kitty's firm breasts, leaving her shoulders and tummy bare. Below, she wore a tiny pink miniskirt that was low-slung enough to display the upper curves of her hips while only coming mid-way down her thighs.
Kitty would have to be a little more careful when shaving once this became part of her wardrobe, thought Becca wickedly. She could see just a hint of trimmed public hair peeking above the skirt.
"What are you talking about, babe?" said Becca, painting her face with excited enthusiasm. "It looks fucking gorgeous on you! Look at how it shows off your hot little body. You're such a fucking snack, Kitty!"
Kitty blushed, but her hands fell slowly to her sides. It looked like her older sister wasn't immune to flattery, thought Becca. But Kitty still wasn't sold on her new look. She turned back to the mirror, her expression troubled.
"I don't know Becca..." she said, chewing her lip. "I'm just not comfortable showing this much... I mean the shirt's so tight, people would basically just be looking at my breasts!"



Becca crept up behind her sister. Enough of the preliminaries. It was time for the main event. Just like in the shower, Becca's hand slid around Kitty's hips, tracing the top edge of her tiny skirt. Kitty gasped as Becca's hot little fingers made sensual trails across her smooth, pale skin, finally resting on the fringes of her exposed pubic hair, just inches above her suddenly throbbing pussy.
"B-becca..." whispered Kitty, squirming in place at her sister's unexpected touch, "What are you doing?"
Becca felt a flash of predatory triumph. Kitty may be flinching and weakly protesting, but she was no longer running, or trying to stop Becca's roaming hands. It wouldn't be long before the little sub would be eagerly seeking her touch instead of resisting.
"Geez, Kitty, what's with you?" said Becca with a theatrical eye roll. "Im just testing the fit. Haven't you ever been shopping with another girl?" Her hands slipped downward, diving beneath Kitty's skirt to feel her older sister's slim, trembling thighs.
"N-no," admitted Kitty slowly, her breathing growing shallow. "But you're my sister, isn't this a little weird?"
Becca's fingers ghosted across Kitty's inner thighs but avoided her pussy for now. Even as far as she had progressed this week, Kitty wasn't ready for that quite yet. Instead, Becca's hands moved toward Kitty's ass, making a great show of flipping and resmoothing her sister's skirt, as if testing how it looked in action on Kitty's tight little butt. "But that's why it's not weird, dummy," said Becca as if that was the most obvious thing in the world. Then she twisted the knife a little: "Wait, you don't think I'm trying to feel you up, do you?" Becca asked with a carefully calculated tone of shocked disgust.
"Of c-course not!" spluttered Kitty, her face getting even redder as she avoided Becca's burning eyes in the mirror. Becca suppressed a giggle. An important part of her and her Mom's plan was to gaslight Kitty into thinking she was the weird one. And it seemed to be working even better than they had hoped.
"Just one more thing to check..." said Becca pleasantly as her hands slid upward over Kitty tender belly. "We need to see how your shirt fits..."
Last time, when Becca "accidentally" grabbed her sister's tits in the shower, it spooked her and she ran. It was time to see how far Kitty's development had come.
"Becca..." whimpered Kitty as her sister's hand slid upward over the bottom edge of the tight, stretchy shirt. "You... I m-mean, I..." She didn't move away, and in fact, seemed to unconsciously thrust her chest out just a little, presenting her breasts for her little sister's touch.
Becca's hands glided smoothly over her sister's tits, resting there, gently cupping the firm, hot flesh in her hands. Kitty's nipples pressed stiffly into her palms, twin beacons broadcasting Kitty's shameful arousal.
Becca lingered there for just a moment, demonstrating her right to touch Kitty however she wanted, then dropped her hands, stepping back a few paces and leaving her poor sister a blushing, trembling mess.
"It fits great!" gushed Becca, pretending nothing had happened. "I think this outfit definitely goes in the "maybe" pile."
Kitty took a second to compose herself, taking a deep breath, closing her eyes, and visibly pulling herself together. When she opened her eyes, she seemed almost in control again. "I don't know," she said reluctantly, staring at the three piles they had made on the dressing room bench. Well, in practice it was two piles: so far, Becca hadn't allowed Kitty to put any clothes in the "no" pile, no matter how slutty they were. "I just can't picture wearing clothes like these in public."
"I can picture it," said Becca, her smile growing hard for a moment. "It goes in the "maybe" pile, Sis. It's my treat remember?"
Kitty simply looked away, nodded her head and murmured "Yes, Becca."
Becca smiled and left the room so Kitty had time to change to the next outfit. Of course, the "maybe" pile was a sham as well, just a fig leaf to make Kitty a little more comfortable. They would be going home with all the clothes that Becca liked the look of, no matter how uncomfortable they made Kitty. The idea of showing off her pet's hot little body once she and her mom finally broke Kitty in was just too tempting to pass up.
Becca slipped out of the hallway and flagged down a sales girl. "Excuse me," she said with a smirk, "I was wondering if you had anything... sluttier that my friend could try on?"
The sales girl gave Becca an amused, incredulous look. "Sluttier than the options you already picked?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.
Becca giggled and leaned in to whisper, "Well, you see, she's a bit of an exhibitionist."
The sales girl thought for a moment with a sparkle in her eye. "Wellll, if I bring you some items from our juniors department, it might give you the effect you're looking for..."
Becca's eyes widened with delight at the thought.
"Perfect!" she gushed in an excited squeal.
...
"I understand that you and my daughter have been having some... bedroom trouble," said Laura delicately, with a warm, understanding smile.
Rose sat speechless, her mind spiraling as she tried to think of something, anything to say to the stunning older woman sitting across from her, wearing skimpy sleepwear while she broached the topic of Rose's love life.
Laura gave a dignified little chuckle and looked away from Rose while taking a sip of her coffee. "No need to look like you swallowed a bug, darling. It's nothing to be ashamed of. Kitty told me the whole sordid situation."
"Kitty told you?" asked Rose, utterly stunned. She had no idea that Kitty had been discussing their sex life with her gorgeous mother. The idea that Laura knew what happened between them in bed was uncomfortable, but strangely erotic.
"Of course, dear," said Laura dismissively. "We talk about everything. She's very concerned about the situation, you know."
Rose bit her lip. It felt weird to discuss this intimate problem with a third party, especially since she found Laura so attractive. But if Kitty had already spilled the beans, maybe it would be worth it to discuss the issue with someone experienced. "Yes," said Rose cautiously, balling her fists in her lap to calm her nerves. "I'm concerned about our... issue too. I'm trying my hardest, but the things that Kitty wants from me... they don't come naturally to me."
"I understand dear," said Laura sympathetically. "But don't despair. I'm sure that Kitty knows what she wants from you, but my lovely daughter is a submissive all the way to her soft, feminine core. I doubt that she has useful advice on how to actually be a dom. It's a learned skill. Incidentally, did you know that I used to date women?"
Rose felt a warm flush of surprised arousal spread through her core. "N-no," she said in a strangled voice. "I didn't realize that, Laura." Shit. Rose had always assumed that Laira was straight. After all, she had two kids. The fact that this beautiful older woman was attracted to women... it made Rose's mind go places that it shouldn't.
"Well I did," said Laura, her shining blue eyes staring into space over Rose's shoulder. "And whenever I dated women, I was the one wearing the pants, darling. I know all the tricks."
Her eyes locked back onto Rose's, their smoldering heat making a dizzy surge of adrenaline spike through Rose's veins. Laura reached her hand across the table, palm up.
"If you want, I could teach you, dear."
Rose's pulse seemed to throb against every inch of her skin. How had she gotten into this mess? Begged by Becca to teach her about sex while Laura offered to instruct her.
But Rose did want to learn how to be a dom. She loved Kitty, and Rose knew that her girlfriend wouldn't be sexually satisfied with her faltering attempts forever.
Besides, the idea of learning sexual dominance studying at Laura's feet was tempting...
Rose unclenched one of the fists in her lap and reached to take Laura's hand.
...
"Just one more stop!" said Becca cheerfully, tossing yet another bulging bag of clothes into the backseat.
Kitty stared at her sister doubtfully. They had already been half a dozen stores. They had bought new makeup, shoes with ridiculously high heels, and outfit after shameless outfit for Kitty. Almost none of it were clothes Kitty felt comfortable wearing, but at every store, Becca had just smiled brightly and told the cashier to just ring up the entire "maybe" pile.
Becca laughed at Kitty's face. "Don't give me that look, Sis!" she giggled. "This last stop is for me, not you. I need a new bikini for summer. Since I helped you pick your new wardrobe, I though it could be your turn to give me some advice."
Right now, Kitty was wearing an outfit that her little sister had insisted was "so her." It consisted of a tiny pair of bright white shorts that were practically bursting their button with how tight they were, even in Kitty's petite build, and a thin, stretchy, stomach-baring top that had the word "Angel" printed on it in glittery cursive. They were somehow cutesy and obscene at the same time, and Kitty could have sworn that she had seen them hanging in the pre-teen department earlier.
Even the cashier had been laughing as Kitty wore it out of the store, redfaced with shame.
Kitty wanted to object to Becca calling the slutty clothes she had just bought her "new wardrobe," but she decided it wasn't worth the effort.
She had been learning lately that it was easier to just let Becca have her way.
...
Kitty stood nervously outside the changing room, biting her thumbnail.
One major downside of holding their "family bonding time" in public was that there was no opportunity to excuse herself and relieve her sexual tension like she had been doing at home. Ever since the first store that they had stopped at, Becca had insisted on "checking the fit" of Kitty's outfits. Especially the ones that were smallest and tightest.
And every time that her younger sister's hot little hands glided over her skin, Kitty grew just a little more horny. By now she felt like a massive spring of sexual energy had been wound up inside her, desperate for release. All she had to do was get through one last store and she could go home, run to her bedroom, and work out all this filthy sexual energy until she passed out from exhaustion.
"Ohhhh Kiiiittyyyyy, cooooome iiiiiin," called Becca in a sing-song voice. Kitty sighed with frustration. She wasn't sure why Becca wanted her advice anyway: there was a reason Becca was giving her a makeover and not the other way around.
Kitty's heart almost stopped beating as she entered the room. Her little sister stood, turning and preening in front of the mirror wearing the tiniest, sluttiest bikini that Kitty had ever seen.
It was shiny silver and seemed to be mainly made of thin cords connecting tiny scraps of cloth. The strips of cloth covering Becca's nipples were too pathetic to be called "cups," and were so inadequate to the task that Kitty thought she could detect the blush of her sister's areolas peeking out the sides. Becca's ass was almost wholly uncovered, with just a thin cord running between her firm cheeks. The minuscule triangle of silvery cloth between her thighs was so small that almost all of her fine blonde pubic hair was uncovered.
Becca noticed where Kitty was looking with a giggle and ran her fingers through the hair between her legs. "I know, I know, I have to shave before I wear it. Just pretend this isn't here. Other than that, what do you think?"
Kitty was speechless. She didn't know where to look. Her sister wanted her to carefully observe how the slutty swimsuit fit her lean, sexy body, but looking too closely just stoked the roaring lust inside Kitty.
It was a no-win situation.
"I don't know," said Kitty blankly, "It seems... well... a bit d-daring, wouldn't you say? Where would you even wear it?" She circled her sister warily. Kitty's eyes began to roam Becca's lithe, tan body with growing enthusiasm. It was ok for her to look. That was what Becca wanted, right? It wasn't wrong or perverted if Becca was inviting her gaze.
"Daring is what I want," said Becca with a crooked smile. "I love it when people get a good look at me. I want to be the center of attention."
Becca turned and looked over her shoulder, speculatively lifting her ass cheek and letting it drop.
"Shit, with a suit like this," she murmured with a grin, "Every guy who sees me will be hard as a fucking rock. And half the girls will be soaking through their panties."
Kitty gasped, momentarily shocked out of her lustful gazing. "Becca! You want people to s-see..." She made a comprehensive, swirling motion with her hand, indicating Becca's mostly nude body.
Becca rolled her eyes and scoffed as she cupped her tits and let them fall, examining the fit of the suit. "Don't be such a goody-goody, Sis. There's nothing more fun than flaunting what you have." Her teasing eyes locked on Kitty's in the mirror. "Maybe we should have you try it sometime.
Kitty gulped at the implied suggestion for a future bonding activity.
"So tell me," said Becca, decisively, turning back to Kitty with her hip cocked in a sultry pose, "What's the verdict? Hot enough to turn heads?"
Despite her disquiet, Kitty's eyes were pulled like a magnet back to her sister's gorgeously displayed body. With her nipples and pussy just barely hidden, it was even more erotic than when she had seen Becca totally naked. "Yes," she finally said, grudgingly.
"I think so too," said Becca smugly, her light blue eyes burning with some inner light. She held out a slim finger and beckoned Kitty closer.
Without knowing why, Kitty obeyed, walking forward with slow, hesitant steps, until she stood right next to her younger sister, looking up into her eyes. "Just one more thing left to do," said Becca in a low, commanding voice, "You need to 'test the fit'.
Kitty's heart pounded a wild rhythm in her chest. Becca was looking down at her with warm, welcoming eyes. Kitty's hands twitched at her sides. Becca's body looked firm, lush, and tempting. Kitty wanted to touch it so badly. Becca was welcoming her to do so.
Kitty's hands rose from her sides with jerky motions. This was so wrong. Becca wanted her to feel how the clothes fit, but there was no way her little sister fully realized how Kitty felt: how sexual desperation had been building inside her all week.
But what Becca didn't know couldn't hurt her.
Kitty's hands made contact with her sister's warm, sun-kissed skin, sliding around the curve of her hips, savoring every inch of exposed skin with her greedy fingers.
Now that she had been given an excuse, Kitty's hesitation disappeared, and she began running her hands rapidly over her sister's strong thighs, her flat tummy, her thin waist. Becca giggled. "Wow, Sis," she said, voice thick with amusement, " If I had known you would be this enthusiastic, I would have taken you shopping ages ago."
Then Becca leaned forward a little, causing her tits to hang temptingly beneath her torso like ripe fruit. Kitty's eyes were wide as her reluctance fell away, replaced by eager arousal. "Aren't you going to test how the top fits, Sis?" Becca asked with a smirk. Kitty gulped. She never in a million years would have felt up her little sister's tits... but now that she had been invited, she certainly wasn't going to say no.
Kitty's hand reached up, firmly grasping her sister's tits, barely contained in their tiny swimsuit. They were large, and round, and firm in her hands. They felt amazing. Kitty couldn't help but gently squeeze them, relishing their soft heft in her greedy hands.
"Well," asked Becca breathlessly, "Do you like how they feel?"
"Wh-what?" asked Kitty foolishly, rubbing her thumbs compulsively over the warm, bare flesh of her sister's breasts on either side of the skimpy suit.
"The cups, dummy," said Becca with a smirk. Suddenly, her face was close to Kitty's, invading her space. Kitty's breath caught in her throat. "Do you think the bikini cups feel like they fit well?"
Becca's voice had dropped to a heated whisper. "Y-yes," said Kitty in a small voice, her eyes darting between her sister's warm playful eyes and her soft, moist lips. Her fingers sunk deep into her sister's tits. Did she detect... a stiffening beneath her hands?
Becca's lips were just inches from hers. Becca's energy was unmistakable, open and welcoming. Kitty gave in to her instincts. She puckered lightly and leaned forward.
"What the fuck are you doing?"
Becca's voice was disgusted and disbelieving. When Kitty opened her eyes, her little sister was looking at her with a shocked expression.
Blazing with shame, Kitty released Becca's breasts and stepped away as if burned. She felt horrible as she saw Becca covering herself with her hands, a look of hurt confusion on her face.
"Becca, I..." floundered Kitty desperately, trying to come up with an explanation that wouldn't out her for the pervert she was.
"I think maybe you'd better leave," said Becca dismissively. Her eyes were cold and suspicious as they glared at Kitty. "Wait for me in the car. I think I need a minute."
The car ride home was chilly and awkward. Becca didn't even speak to her. The moment kep running through Kitty's head, miring her in guilt and shame. What the fuck had she been thinking? How could she have misread the situation so badly?
She had tried to kiss her fucking sister while groping her tits. Kitty was some sort of pervert.
The one silver lining if the mortifying experience was that Kitty's arousal was gone, so another frenzied masturbation session was unnecessary.
Or so she thought.
After an hour of wallowing in her shame and humiliation alone in her room, for some reason her arousal came roaring back stronger than before.
And Kitty masturbated herself to sleep envisioning her sister's lovely body and eyes, flashing back and forth between mocking and disgusted.
...
On Friday evening, Kitty lay collapsed back on the couch. Finally, she had a moment to relax.
Becca had a tennis match today, so she would be gone all afternoon. Luckily for Kitty, her sister's shocked disgust over what had happened in the dressing room earlier in the week had faded. Unluckily, it had been replaced with constant smirking jokes about kissing. It was a relief to have a break from her sister's constant giggles and glances.
Her mother was gone as well. Laura had set up her law firm at this point so that she only had to be in the office three times a week, working from home for the rest of the days. It allowed Laura to have a slightly more relaxed lifestyle, but the schedule did mean that sometimes work piled up that only the boss could deal with.
Because of that, it was well known in the Wilson household that you could never reliably count on Mom being around on Friday evenings. And it looked like tonight would be one of those days. That was fine with Kitty as well. Even though Laura didn't have the same teasing attitude that Becca had adopted, Kitty was feeling just as much inappropriate attraction to her mother as she did to her sister.
And in many ways, her mother's attitude toward Kitty was almost worse than Becca's. It was a kind of forceful strictness combined with pitying, superior glances. As if Laura was well aware of the incestuous lust building inside her daughter, and believed that Kitty just wasn't strong enough to help herself. In any case, Kitty couldn't help but feel like her inner perversions were now an open secret in the house, much to her humiliation.
She was just settling into a night of rest from the erotic torture that family bonding time had become when she heard the door open. Shit. Was it Becca home early from Tennis, or was it...



Laura deposited her bag on the kitchen counter with a sigh, looking ravishing as always despite the stress and fatigue evident on her face. She looked professional, but chic in a sharp blazer, a skirt that ended just above the knee, and dark pantyhose that clung alluringly to her long, shapely legs. Kitty tried to stop herself from checking out the way her mother's breasts filled the blazer, the way her ass pressed tightly against the fabric of her skirt, and especially the way the pantyhose showcased her amazing legs. She failed. What was the point of being subtle anyway? Both Becca and Laura knew the incestuous longings that lurked in her head at this point. There was no longer any point in holding back.
"Evening, darling," said Laura, arching an eyebrow at Kitty's obviously sexual appraisal of her fashionable work clothes. "I bet you thought you would be home alone tonight. No need to worry. Mommy came home a little early to make sure that you would get some bonding time."
Kitty feel a strange blend of disappointment at having her plans for a relaxing evening foiled and lustful anticipation for whatever fresh humiliation was about to come her way. Laura grabbed a bottle of wine and a glass and gracefully collapsed onto the couch next to Kitty with a sigh.
As usual, Kitty felt overwhelmed by her mother's sheer proximity. Her floral perfume. Her powerful feminine confidence. Her physical size compared to her daughter. All of them made Kitty feel pulled toward her mother like a planet around the sun. Laura gave her daughter a soft smile as she poured a large glass of wine.
"So how has your first week been?" asked Laura, her deep blue eyes warm and amused. "Your bonding with me and your sister. Have you been enjoying yourself?"
Kitty looked away, a little flustered. It was hard to answer that question. The horrifying experience of being constantly aroused by her family had been slow torture. But she had to admit she had come to crave her mother and sister's company. "It's been... a little intense," Kitty murmured finally.
Laura laughed, a low, rich, musical sound. "I'm sure it has been difficult, dear," she said fondly, laying a gentle hand on her daughter's arm. Kitty felt the touch of her mother's warm skin burning and tingling there, but she didn't pull away. "That's because you've been focused on yourself for years. Putting your mother and sister first must feel... humbling."
Kitty silently nodded, biting her lip. Whatever else was going on beneath the surface, her mother wasn't wrong: this week had certainly been humbling.
Laura took a long sip of her wine, regarding Kitty over her glass with deep, thoughtful eyes; mirrors of Kitty's own. "I actually have the perfect way for you to put your mother first tonight," said Laura in a playful tone.
Kitty's eyes watched with sick fascination as Laura flexed her foot, wiggling it to slip out of the sensible work heels she had been wearing. Kitty's pulse spiked as she stared at her mother's slim, feminine foot, covered only by the thin, clinging gauze of her pantyhose. "I've been on my feet aalllll day, darling," purred Laura, swinging her feet up onto the couch. "Be an angel and give mommy a foot rub."
Laura then unceremoniously plopped her feet right into her daughter's lap, grazing her pussy as they went. Kitty sucked in a shocked breath as the now-familiar feeling of dark, unwelcome lust rushed through her.
Her mother had just unknowingly triggered another of Kitty's shameful fetishes. It had taken all of Kitty's courage to admit even to her sweet, understanding girlfriend that foot worship turned her on. Something about being forced to service the lowest, dirtiest part of a dominant woman seemed to resonate with a primal, submissive part of Kitty, thrilling her to her core.
And now her mother was innocently demanding that same service. She wiggled her feet with an expectant look on her face. "Well, darling?" Laura prompted with a mysterious smile, "Mommy's waiting..."
Kitty hesitated for only a moment, feeling lust flare hot and wet in her innermost core, then wrapped her fingers around her mother's warm, beautiful feet, pressing firmly with her thumbs at the arches.
Doing her best to please the superior woman.
Laura groaned in satisfaction, flexing her slim feet against her daughter's fingers and closing her eyes to concentrate on the delicious sensation. It was a completely normal reaction to a foot rub, but the sound of pleasure made Kitty's heart beat faster and accelerated the welling of moisture between her legs.
"Right there, Kitty dear," moaned Laura. "Don't stop. Harder." Kitty squirmed in her seat. Her mother's satisfied noises were unbelievably erotic. For a long few minutes, Kitty concentrated wholly on pleasing her mother, losing focus on everything except Laura's feet, her mother's moans of appreciation, and the deep, pulsing heat in her pussy.
Kitty was so absorbed in her foot rub that she almost missed what her mother said as she began talking. "Kitty dear, we need to talk about a... delicate topic," said Laura, swirling her wine with a thoughtful look in her eyes.
"Y-yes, mom?" yelped Kitty, worried that Laura had somehow discovered her current arousal.
"We need to talk about your sex life," said Laura, her face set in a serious, grim expression.
Kitty froze, her eyes going wide in horror. This was exactly the conversation she had been dreading. A million explanations ran through her mind, a swirl of poor excuses for her taboo arousal. Laura looked at her daughter with a searching gaze. Then her eyes flicked downward toward her feet.
"No one told you to stop darling. Keep rubbing," Laura said in a strict, no-nonsense voice. Then she asked breezily, with no hint of awkwardness or shame: "You're a sexual submissive, is that right, dear?"
Kitty went bright red, stuttering, "What? No, mom, I... I just have a normal, average sort of... s-sexual... thing..." She wanted to curl up into a ball and die. Talking to her gorgeous, dominant mother about her sexual cravings was the last thing in the world that Kitty wanted to do. Especially because those sexual cravings had involved Laura herself lately...
Laura raised a languid eyebrow. "Darling, you got wet when I spanked you the other day. That isn't what I would call "a normal sexual thing" as you so eloquently put it. Let's be honest with each other. And I won't tell you again: rub my feet, Kathryn." The last part was delivered with just a hint of steel that made Kitty guiltily jump and begin rubbing with renewed purpose.
Kitty took a shuddering breath and, avoiding her mother's intense gaze, made her shameful admission. "Yes, you're right, mom. I... I am a sub. But do we really need to talk about this? It's so embarrassing!" she whined, doing her best to continue her foot rub while her mother stared at her with a kind, gentle smile.
"Believe me dear," said Laura apologetically, "I would love to mind my own business on this particular topic, but I'm afraid that it has become... a family issue. Hasn't it?"
As if she wasn't humiliated enough already... So Mom had noticed. Becca had probably told Laura about the kissing incident in the dressing room. Her mother thought she was some sort of pervert. And maybe she was. But for some reason, the mortifying embarrassment was blending with her twisted arousal. Intensifying it. The humiliation was feeding into the heat growing inside her, taking her to new heights.
"I...I'm sorry, Mom," whispered Kitty, humbly rubbing her mother's feet with her head hung in shame.
"Oh sweetie!" said Laura in a warm, compassionate tone, putting a gentle hand on her daughter's shoulder. "There's no need to be sad. We can work through this! It reminds me of your father, actually."
Kitty looked up, startled out of her deep shame. "Dad?" she asked curiously.
"Yes, dear," said Laura, taking a sip of wine with a misty look in her eyes. "Your father used to enjoy that kind of game on occasion. We would take turns switching roles. So I do have a bit of experience with dominance and submission, from both sides. Of course, neither I nor your father were ever quite as submissive as you."
Kitty blushed at the casual insult, delivered in a tone of affection. Laura touched Kitty's shoulder, her eyebrows drawn together in concern. "I don't mean to be rude, sweetie, but even you must realize how deep your submissive streak runs. But don't fret, your inclinations aren't unheard of. I actually had a friend in college who had similar... needs. She craved the security and safety of a dom's control. She needed a strong partner at all times to make her feel whole."
Laura's eyes grew serious as they lanced directly into Kitty's. "And if left alone for too long, her sexual frustrations could sometimes take... unusual channels."
Kitty gulped, and she couldn't help but scan her mother's perfect face, fixed in an expression of supportive concern. Her luscious, curvy body, her lovely waves of auburn hair. A flawless, superior, dominant woman.
"You seem distracted from your task," said Laura seriously, staring down again at Kitty's hands, which had been rubbing the same spot for over a minute. "Perhaps you would be more focused if you changed position."
Laura leaned forward. Her deep blue eyes filled Kitty's world. When she spoke, it was in a haughty voice of complete, confident authority.
"On your knees, Kitty."
Kitty moved on instinct, the depth of her submission made her forget all worries about appearances and the implications of her obedience. The dominant tone had spoken to the eager submissive at Kitty's core, and she responded automatically.
Kitty slid off the couch and sank to her knees before her smirking mother, looking up adoringly as she held her mistress's foot in her hands. I took a few moments of looking up into her mother's pitying eyes to realize the mistake she had made. She tried to scramble back from the submissive position she had taken, but Laura held up a finger warningly.
"Ah, ah, ah, Kitty. You made the decision to kneel and serve me. You can't go back on it now. Continue my foot rub. And make it good this time." Laura's voice was gentle and amused, but it allowed no argument. Kitty began rubbing her mother's feet again, feeling the blend of humiliation and arousal swirling in her belly grow hotter and hotter. She realized with self-conscious shame that she had stepped directly into a trap laid by her mother: a trap designed to show her how pathetic of a submissive she really was.
Laura gazed down with a mix of pity and satisfaction, taking a long slow sip of wine as her daughter humbly rubbed her feet while kneeling before her. Then she continued. "This submissive friend I knew was lucky enough to meet a strong, wonderful man who treasured her and met all of her needs as a submissive."
Kitty silently looked up into her mother's cool, confident face, rubbing her feet all over with slavish devotion. Hearing all this talk of domination and submission made her naturally wonder what it must have been like when her mother dominated her father in bed... Laura's dominant side was dark, and compelling, and powerful. Being her submissive would no doubt be deeply satisfying. Kitty's eyes moved downward, fixed with unspoken longing at the shadowy depths beneath Laura's tight skirt. She could almost see all the way up... if she just angled her head a little differently.
"But who is meeting those needs for you, Darling?" asked Laura sharply. "Rose? If that's the case, it seems like she has been slipping..."
"Rose is... trying her best," murmured Kitty awkwardly, with her head down, concentrating on her foot rub. "It... it doesn't come naturally to her."
Laura shook her head with a sigh, sending her shining auburn hair shimmering. "Two submissives in love. An awkward predicament. And my poor baby is left sexually frustrated..."
Then to Kitty's horror, Laura lifted her free foot and dragged it with aching slowness between her thighs, directly across her aching pussy from back to front, maintaining heated eye contact with her daughter all the while. "In fact, you're horny right now... aren't you, dear?" she asked in a low, throaty whisper.
"Mom..." whimpered Kitty, squirming with erotic discomfort, but mentally unable to move as she felt the taboo contact of her mother's pantyhose covered foot scraping across the surface of her shorts. "P-please... don't tease me..."
"Oh my, Kitty, what am I going to do with you?" asked Laura ruefully, shaking her head. "A foot fetish too? That's a particularly embarrassing one. Even my submissive friend never went that far.." With a cruel smile, she bounced the foot still held between Kitty's legs, firmly tapping the top of her foot against Kitty's aching pussy.
"Mom... Mommy," gasped Kitty, her legs trembling from the fierce sensations roaring through her body. "Don't! It's... It's not right!"
"Hmmmm, I think you're correct..." purred Laura, rubbing her foot in a slow sawing motion back and forth between Kitty's legs. "This does feel wrong. But sometimes something can be both wrong and necessary. I can't just sit here and watch my little girl suffer when I can so easily fulfill her needs. Just relax, darling. Let Mommy take care of you..."
Kitty tried to resist, to push her mother's maddening foot away, but she couldn't. Laura was right. After the long, intense week, her sexual frustration had reached a breaking point. She needed release. This felt like a dangerous step. Everything else that had happened this week felt accidental and excusable. This was a true sex act. It would be difficult to come back from cumming on Laura's foot. But Kitty didn't have the strength to resist her dominant mother's insistence.
And she wasn't sure she even wanted to.
"But I have to admit that it is a little... disappointing," said Laura with a mild sneer, taking a sip of wine. "To see that my firstborn daughter is such a slave to her carnal desires. Look at you, darling. A blushing, dripping, horny mess. All from a woman's foot, of all things." She paused her rubbing to give her daughter's pussy another couple of firm taps with the top of her foot. Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she continued: "And even worse! Your mother's foot, Kathryn. For shame!"
Laura angled her foot precisely, pressing her toes firmly where she knew Kitty's clit was beneath her shorts. At this point Kitty had spread her thighs wide, physically begging for her mother's humiliating touch. "Let's not drag this shameful display out any further," said Laura firmly. "I think I know how to speed things up."
As she began wriggling her precisely placed toes, Laura raised her other foot and planted it firmly against her daughter's face, filling Kitty's nose with her mother's scent.
Laura knew exactly what she was doing. Kitty's hips began to grind and hump unconsciously against her mother's toes as her tongue slipped out of her drooling mouth, rubbing madly against Laura's pantyhose. She moaned deeply, muffled by the disgraceful position of her mother's foot.
"Cum for me now," commanded Laura with a smile. "Cum for Mommy."
Kitty couldn't help but obey, her back arching and her pussy grinding against her mom's foot as she moaned desperately into her mother's sweaty sole.
Finally, Laura dropped her feet, leaving her poor daughter gasping and shaking on her knees at Laura's feet. She looked down, that same expression of mixed pity and satisfaction on her face.
"I think that we need to have a family meeting. With Becca," said Laura. She dropped to her knees in front of her daughter, lovingly embracing her and placing Kitty's head on her shoulder. "We have a lot to talk about. Tomorrow. When your sister is back."
Kitty buried her face into her mother's soft, nice-smelling shoulder, trying to forget the depths she had just sunk to, but failing.
"Yes, Mommy," she murmured.
...
Kitty woke up on Saturday morning already dreading the "family meeting" that her mother had promised. No doubt it would involve awkward accounts of all the close calls and awkward feelings caused by Kitty's incestuous arousal this week, followed by a sincere but unwelcome offer of help and an assurance that her mother and sister still loved her.
Kitty could see how the meeting would go clearly, and she wished that they could just skip it. She felt bad enough as it was without her family's concern, and she was already planning to do better in the future.
So Kitty lingered in her room as long as possible. Maybe it was a bit childish to avoid the meeting her mother had called, but she found it difficult to face what she knew would be a humiliating conversation.
Finally, after a few hours of moping in bed, Kitty received the text that she had been dreading, but knew would come eventually.
[Family meeting time, Kitty. We are waiting for you in the living room.]
There was no more putting it off. Time to get his meeting over with; like ripping off a band-aid. Maybe if Kitty just meekly agreed with everything her mother and sister said, she could get this over with quickly.
Kitty had pictured what the meeting would be like so clearly that at first the image that she saw as she entered the living room didn't register. She had pictured Laura and Becca sitting on the couches in comfortable clothes, Laura looking calm and determined, Becca looking worried and nervous. Maybe they would both be holding notecards or printed sheets of paper: statements about how Kitty had hurt them and how much she meant to them. Like Kitty had seen used at interventions on tv.
But that wasn't what she saw in the living room at all.
Laura and Becca stood in the center of the room, their eyes confidently fixed on Kitty the instant she entered the room.
Kitty's first thought, strangely, was how powerful and tall they looked. It made sense: both her mother and her sister were wearing truly massive heels.
As her dumbfounded brain took in the rest of their outfits, it only served to deepen Kitty's confusion and spark a flame of bewildered arousal in her belly.
Her mom was wearing a tight leather corset and matching thong, cut tight and high above her pussy to show off her wide, feminine hips. Fishnet stockings were attached to the bottom of the corset with garters, complimented by the powerful-looking leather boots that reached up all the way past her knees. The corset itself became more of a harness toward the top, lifting and presenting her impressive breasts without concealing them in the slightest.
Her mother's thick pink nipples were tight and hard, standing stiff and proud from the surface of her large supple breasts. Her face had been carefully made up in the style she used when going out to the fanciest parties. Her shining hair was flawless as always, flowing loose around her shoulders. She wore long elbow-length gloves of soft black leather, completing the sinful look.
Laura's eyes gleamed with a wicked, smokey light as she regarded her eldest daughter from across the room. She was a vision of powerful, commanding female sexuality, her femininity emphasized and presented while complimented by the harder-edged look of black leather. Kitty had seen the same kind of style used by dominatrixes in porn before, but never in real life.
Somehow the sexual power radiated by the dominant outfit fit Laura perfectly.
Becca's outfit wasn't nearly as revealing but was just as erotic. She was clad from neck to ankle in a clinging, skintight latex body suit. It was a deep, shiny black, and hugged every sweet curve of her sister's body with graphic detail. Kitty's keen eyes noted instantly that the catsuit was crotchless, and she thought that she could detect an extra bit of shine on the upper thighs between her sister's latex-covered legs.
Becca wore her blonde hair in her usual, high, tight ponytail. She watched Kitty's every move with a sharp, predatory grin. Much like Laura's, this outfit broadcasted dominant female energy. But this catsuit gave Becca a brattier, more mischievous vibe. Still powerful and sexual, but more subtle than the brutal force implied by Laura's clothes. Becca looked like a dangerous jungle cat, waiting to pounce on her next meal.



This couldn't be real. Kitty must be having some sort of wet dream. She moved slowly into the room with a dazed, wide-eyed expression, keeping a wide berth from her strangely-dressed family, but never losing her laser focus on their arousingly displayed bodies. Laura and Becca simply followed her with their eyes, clearly enjoying her shocked reaction.
"Awww, I think she likes our new outfits, Mom," giggled Becca, whispering theatrically behind a hand.
Laura playfully swatted her younger daughter on the shoulder, the movement making her heavy breasts sway and bounce in a way that Kitty couldn't look away from. "Be nice, Rebecca!" said Laura reprovingly. "Let your sister adjust a little. I'm sure this is a lot to take in."
It was a lot to take in, but something inside Kitty responded with eager delight at the sight of her sister and mother in these dominant costumes. They were eerily similar to outfits she had planned to buy for Rose once her girlfriend was more comfortable in her dominant role. And despite herself, part of Kitty rejoiced. She had waited so long to be dominated by a beautiful woman in fetish gear.
And despite the fact that they were her family, Kitty's instincts told her that the time had finally come.
But what exactly did her mother and sister mean by this gesture? Were they mocking her? Kitty's eyebrows creased as she began to look past her erotic fantasies and consider what exactly was going on. As if waiting for her expression to change, Laura raised her leather-gloved hand and waved Kitty forward. "Come closer darling," she said in a warm, but firm voice. "We need to begin the family meeting. We have a lot to discuss."
Kitty found that she couldn't disobey. Something about her mother's tone of confident command simply pressed the correct buttons in Kitty's mind. She could sooner stop breathing than disobey a direct order from the powerful, gorgeous woman towering in the center of the room. She moved forward on hesitant feet until she was standing below the two powerful women, feeling small, weak, and underdressed in front of their feminine glory.
Suddenly, Becca''s hand shot out, holding Kitty's chin in a tight grip. Her little sister's icy blue eyes seemed to stare into Kitty's soul as she said "You've been a bad, bad girl, Sis." Her eyes flicked over to their mother, who was standing with her arms crossed and hip cocked, watching with faint amusement. "Isn't that right, mom?"
"You aren't wrong, dear," said Laura with a rueful smile. "But let's give your dear sister a chance to repent before we resort to harsher methods, shall we?" Her eyes grew a fraction harder and colder as they focused on Kitty. "But I do think, considering the topic of our little meeting, that it is appropriate for Kitty to kneel."
Kitty gulped as she looked back and forth between the two dominatrixes who had somehow taken the place of her sweet, supportive family members. Both of them looked at her with impatient expectation. On shaky, wobbling knees, Kitty slowly sank to the ground, increasing the distance between her and family members even more, in both height and respect.
Kitty had always thought of her mother as a perfect woman, above her in every way. She had always assumed that her mother was just too sweet and polite to rub that superiority in. But now Kitty saw it etched into every line of her mother's smug, beautiful face: the certain knowledge that her pathetic daughter was utterly inferior to her.
Becca had always wanted to tag along, to be just like her older sister. Becca once worshipped the ground Kitty walked on. As Kitty looked up into her sister's cold blue eyes, she read a turning of the tables there: now Kitty would worship at Becca's feet, and crave her sister's attention more deeply than Becca ever had.
Kitty didn't fully understand what was going on intellectually, but her body understood the situation instinctively. Her skin flushed hot and her nipples stiffened to hard, throbbing points as her pussy felt the first tentative blossoming of moisture.
"Wh-what's going on, Mom?" she whispered in a dry, cracked voice, staring up into her mother's steely gaze.
"Kathryn Joy Wilson," said her mother with a twist of her lip, "You are attracted to your own mother and sister."
Becca giggled, hiding her mouth behind a coy hand. "Ewwww! Fucking gross, Kitty!" Laura looked over a Becca again, raising a delicate eyebrow, but didn't correct her this time.
Although it was crudely phrased, it was clear that Laura shared Becca's opinion.
Kitty felt the horrible sting of humiliation as her mother brought the terrible secret that they had been tiptoeing around all week out into the open. Although it was surely useless by now, Kitty's mind rebelled so strongly against the horrible truth that she couldn't help but pathetically deny it. She furiously shook her head as she said, "No! I was just confused!" her eyes darted desperately between the hard, unimpressed gazes of her mother and sister, begging them to believe her. "I'm not attracted to y-you! I'm just sexually frustrated."
"Kitty dear," said Laura with exasperation, flipping her gorgeous hair back from her face, "When I spanked you, your pussy was a sopping mess."
Becca nodded with glee. "And remember when you felt me up and tried to kiss me, Sis?" she asked with a cruel smile.
"We've been planning innocuous family bonding activities all week," said Laura with a disappointed sigh, "And you have been turning them into sexual farces due to your deep perversions."
Kitty slumped, defeated at her mother's feet. Everything Laura was saying was true. Kitty was a nasty pervert. "I'm sorry," she whispered. Laura and Becca stood above her in silent judgement, letting her wallow in her shame for a few moments.
But that couldn't be the only point of this meeting, could it? Kitty's heart began to beat faster as her mind raced. There was no point in getting dressed up in fetish gear just to shame Kitty for her lack of sexual restraint. There had to be more going on. Kitty looked up again. Becca was practically bouncing on her feet with excitement. Laura had an expression of patient expectation. They were waiting for Kitty to take the next step. She licked her lips nervously.
"What happens now?" she asked in a small voice, tinged with curious longing.
"I'm glad you asked, dear," said Laura, reaching down to fondly cup her daughter's cheek. "Everything that I said is true, I'm afraid. My eldest daughter is a hopeless pervert, so desperate for sexual domination that she has been eagerly submitting to her own family members whether they wanted that submission or not." Laura smiled gently at Kitty while laying out her devastating analysis. In the background Becca tittered with cruel amusement, shaking her head and sending her silky ponytail flying.
"You're a pathetic little submissive, darling," continued Kitty's mom in a firm, tight voice. "You clearly can't be trusted to regulate your perverse desires. You need someone who can put you in your place and keep you from seeking domination from sources even more unhealthy than me and your sister. Your pretty little girlfriend isn't up to the job."
Laura straightened to her full height, looking like the beautiful, dangerous queen she was. Her large breasts swelled proudly, her stiff nipples betraying her own arousal at her position of dominance. Even Becca, standing at her mother's side, paled in comparison. "If you have sexually fixated on me, then so be it,"Laura said with a cool, confident smile. "I'm willing to become your Dom and give you the control and security you crave. Anything for my sweet little girl."
Kitty's mind felt frozen. She had the distant thought that she might faint. Her mother, the beautiful, distant, fierce woman who had cast a shadow over Kitty her entire life, was offering Kitty a position as her sexual submissive. The idea was so bizarre and repellant that it was almost impossible to believe that it had come out of her mother's mouth. It turned Kitty's stomach to even consider it.
But at the same time, some deeper, more primal instinct within her roared its approval. The repressed arousal that had been slowly ramping up inside her all week flared to life, hotter and wilder than ever before, pulsing through Kitty with dark heat.
Kitty tried to think, tried to fight her way through the clinging lust strangling her. The offer was fucked up. Obscene. But when she really stopped to think about it, was being her mother's sub any more fucked up than what had been happening earlier in the week? Sneaking around, secretly masturbating multiple times a day, getting hot and bothered and dripping wet from innocent interactions with her family? Weakly hoping that they simply didn't notice?
At least this way everything would be out in the open.
To give herself another moment to think, Kitty looked over to Becca, who was looking down at her older sister with a sort of smug possessiveness lighting up her eyes. "And B-becca?" asked Kitty, her voice cracking with stress.
"Well, dear," explained Laura airily, "I'm a grown woman with a career and you need constant strict control. Becca has a much freer schedule than me, she is a blossoming dominant herself, and you've amply proven that you are just as attracted to her as you are to me. She has graciously agreed to help me in the task of bringing you to heel."
"Doesn't that sound like fun, Sis?" asked Becca with a giddy grin. "I've already thought of so many fun games we can play together!"
Kitty's mouth was dry and sweat was beginning to prickle her forehead. She wasn't really considering this was she? Her rational brain screamed that the whole situation was wrong, but her hot, wet, pussy insisted that the offer sounded like everything she had ever dreamed of.
'What about Rose?" she asked flatly. What room was there for her girlfriend in a world where she was sexually controlled by her mother and sister?
Becca rolled her eyes. 'She's stalling, Mom," she huffed in annoyance, giving Kitty a venomous glare.
"She is," agreed Laura. "But it's a fair question nonetheless." As she looked down at Kitty, Laura's eyes were calm and full of compassion, the sweet indulgent mother that Kitty had known for most of her life peeked through. "Darling, I approve of Rose. She's good for you. No matter what happens, I want you to know that I am doing all of this out of love for you. I would never do anything to truly hurt you, and that includes chasing away a good woman who loves you. I assume we will need to keep our arrangement a secret from Rose, at least for now."
Kitty privately disagreed with the implication that Rose would be told eventually, but she kept that to herself.
"It's time for your decision," said Laura. She stood looming above her kneeling daughter, regal and commanding despite her bared breasts. "We will help you control your dark urges, darling. But you have to ask."
"We want to help you, Kitty," said Becca, her bratty mockery falling away for a moment. Her lithe, lovely body was accentuated by the liquid sheen of her tight latex suit. "You need the help. Ask for it."
Accept sexual domination from her mother and sister, or continue to live in sexual frustration and gnawing shame. The right choice was to grow and spine and conquer her dark perversions without surrendering to them.
But Kitty was fundamentally unable to resist the commands of beautiful, confident women like her mother and sister.
"P-please," she whispered shamefully, her eyes on the ground. "I... need your help."
Laura let out a low, musical laugh. "No, no, sorry dear. I don't need a submissive who only grudgingly surrenders to my authority." Laura reached down with one slim finger and forced her daughter's gaze upward into her deep blue, unyielding eyes. "Why don't you ask me properly? I need you to be achingly specific, darling. Really make me believe that you understand what our new relationship will entail. And kiss my feet. Just so I know how sincere your humble devotion really is."
Kitty felt the weight of humiliation sink into her soul as Becca giggled uncontrollably, watching her bow her head low in front of her triumphant mother. But, just like the night before, the shame seemed to blend with her growing arousal, twisting and intensifying them both. She puckered her lips and hesitantly kissed the shiny black leather of her mother's boot, turning her eyes up to look at the superior woman above her. Her loving mother. Her new dom.
"Mom..." she began humbly.
Laura held up a finger with a cruel smile. "Why don't we use, 'Mommy' from now on dear?" she said in a voice that would almost sound like just a suggestion if Kitty didn't know better. "It seems more appropriate now don't you think? Childlike trust and dependence. Implied inferiority. It's perfect."
Kitty swallowed her shame, and, blushing hotly, began again. "M-mommy, please dominate me. I'm a dirty pervert who is turned on by my own mother, and I need your guidance and control. Please put your pathetic submissive daughter in her place."
Kitty kissed the toe of her mother's shiny new boot again, this time extending her tongue to run it curiously over the slick surface of the leather. "Well said, darling. I accept," said Laura, looking down at Kitty with smug satisfaction. She stood silently for a moment, admiring the view as her daughter humbly demonstrated her new place in life with her lips and tongue.
Becca cleared her throat. "Isn't there someone else you need to ask, Sis?" she asked sweetly, a wide grin splitting her face. Kitty rose back to her knees and turned obediently to Becca, bending once again. "And before you begin," said Becca with a hint of steel in her voice, "If Mom gets a cute new nickname, I want one too. I think 'Becca' is a bit too formal. Why don't we try... 'Mistress'?"
Kitty flushed a darker shade of red. It had been difficult to swallow her pride and submit to her mother, but this would be ten times harder. Even as Becca had become the golden child, Kitty still carried the subconscious sense of superiority in her heart that older sisters always claimed. To kneel at her feet and call her 'Mistress'... It was humiliating in a way that made her pussy ache and drool.
"Mistress. I... I need you to dominate me. You are stronger, more beautiful, and smarter than I am. Please teach me my place. Please fulfill and control all of my darkest desires," said Kitty in a broken whimper, speaking the words from the depths of her heart.
"How can I say no to that cute face?" said Becca teasingly. She raised her foot above Kitty's face. "Now give your sister a little kiss as well. Just like you did for Mom."
Kitty gave a quiet moan of humiliated delight as she pressed her lips against the sole of her sister's tall black stiletto, once again unable to resist worming her tongue between her lips to wriggle it against the sole's surface, reveling in her own debasement.
When she looked up, she saw that Laura had moved to sit on the edge of the couch. For an instant, she thought that maybe the strange, tense family meeting was over, and they could relax for a moment.
But then she saw the look of smoldering lust in her mother's blazing blue eyes. And she realized that they hadn't even reached the main event yet.
Laura hooked her thumbs through the tight leather thong on her wide, rounded hips and slid the tight pair of underwear down her thick thighs, revealing her pussy in all its glory.
It was beautiful and perfect, just like the rest of Laura: soft, juicy, and slightly puffed up with her dominant desire. Kitty was mesmerized by the sight of it, turning away from her sister's raised foot immediately, much to Becca's annoyance.
"So far," purred Laura with a crooked smile, rolling her hips forward in a smooth liquid motion so that she was perched on the very edge of the couch, presenting her perfect pussy directly at her daughter's eye level. "We've been talking an awful lot about you, darling." She beckoned to Kitty with one gloved finger. Kitty was already mentally locked into her new submissive role, so did not need to be told not to rise... she crawled to her mother, her eyes focused on the hot wet pussy that she had been subconsciously craving all week.
"But a submissive has to learn to put their dominant first," explained her mother with a gloating smile, reaching down gently to run her fingers through Kitty's blonde and green hair. "To prioritize her pleasure above your own."
Laura's fingers grew tighter, seizing Kitty by the back of the head. "I believe that you meant what you said when you asked to be my submissive, darling," she said in a throaty whisper. "But actions speak louder than words, don't they?"
Laura drew Kitty's unresisting head forward with an iron hand. Kitty's soft lips parted as her face was drawn between her mother's spread thighs. The dripping pussy inches away from her filled her world with its beauty and feminine scent. A thin line of drool slipped from between Kitty's plump lips as she looked up into her mother's loving eyes just a second before impact.
"Show your Mommy how much you love her."
Kitty closed her eyes as her lips made contact with her Mother's hot, slick cunt. The eager juices of Laura's arousal filled her mouth as her tongue slid inside, writhing and sliding wildly, demonstrating Kitty's submissive desperation to please her new Dom.
Laura made a low, rumbling sound of sexual satisfaction deep in her throat as she dominantly pulled her daughter even closer, subtly shifting her hips to grind her pussy into the mouth of her sweet little submissive, marking her territory by smearing her sticky juices all over her daughter's face.
"That's it, dear," she said in a kind, motherly voice. "You're doing great. Mmmmm... remind me to thank your girlfriend, darling. It seems like she's trained your tongue well at least."
Becca stood behind Kitty's humbly kneeling form, with a pout on her face. "No fair, Mom," she whined. "Why do you get all the fun?
Laura laughed and shook her head as she continued to hold Kitty's mouth against her relentlessly grinding hips. "Always the spoiled baby of the family Becca," she teased. "Why don't you let off some steam by... exercising your new control?"
Becca gasped and clapped her hands. "That's right! I haven't even told her the best part!" She eagerly got to her knees with a squeak of latex, taking position behind Kitty and swiftly tugging down her sister's pajama shorts and panties, leaving her pussy exposed. Kitty squirmed in discomfort as the cool air of the living room hit her pussy, which was pulsing and dripping with her submissive desire. But she couldn't resist even if she wanted to, not when she was being held tongue-deep in her Mommy's pussy.
Kitty had no choice but to give in, sliding her tongue deeper into her mother's hot, slippery pussy as her sister laid a possessive hand on her naked, trembling ass.
"Can you hear me Sis?" asked Becca in a sickly sweet voice, patting Kitty's ass firmly to emphasize her question. Kitty had no chance of responding verbally, not when her mom continued to dominantly ride her face, so she settled for an affirmative grunt and a nod, both of which made Laura groan and smile with pleasure.
"Good. You see, Mom and I are both super concerned about your dirty little masturbation habit," said Becca with a nasty giggle. At this point, eating out her own mother on the living room couch, Kitty felt like she should probably be immune from shame.
But she wasn't. She still felt the hot swooping sensation of humiliation in her stomach, twisting and tangling with the haze of arousal already clouding her mind. She groaned with shame, once again sending vibrations through Laura's pussy.
"It doesn't take a genius to realize why you needed so many little bathroom breaks, Kitty," said Becca as if explaining something to a five-year-old. "Especially when you came back blushing and smiling every time. But it's too much, babe. You're going to wear that little clitty out!"



Becca's hand dipped between Kitty's thighs, gently parting her lips to rub gently at the burning center of Kitty's arousal. Kitty could feel powerful, warm floods of erotic sensation welling up from between her legs at her sister's skillful touch. She spread her legs a little wider, her attention now divided between her lips and tongue busily sucking and licking her mother's pussy, and the tender touch of Becca's fingers between her legs.
"So Mom and I came up with a plan!" said Becca brightly, increasing the speed and intensity of her tight, circular motions. "Do you want to tell her or should I, Mom?"
"I've decided to put your little sister in charge of your orgasms, darling," said Laura in a voice that had become rough from sexual pleasure. "Just to help you learn to control your perversions."
What?!? Kitty's eyes flew open and she stared up at her mother in disbelief. What did that even mean? Becca was in charge of her orgasms? Laura only chuckled at the look of shock on her daughter's face. "What, did you think that submission would mean endless sexual pleasure?" asked Laura mockingly, increasing the force of her swirling hips while crushing Kitty's face against her dripping pussy. "I tried to tell you dear. Being a sub is about what we want, not what you want."
"That's riiiiight, Sis," said Becca with sadistic satisfaction, her fingers moving harder and faster, sending crackling arcs of sexual energy firing through Kitty's nerves. "Did you think that the title 'Mistress' was just for show? I fucking own you now. You don't cum unless I say. And trust me when I say you'll have to earn every single one. But don't worry babe. This one is on the house."
The reality of her new situation was finally becoming clear to Kitty. She really was owned by these two dominant women. She was now a plaything to them. Her own family. The entire obscene situation should have terrified and disgusted Kitty, but instead, hungry anticipation was building inside of her.
The deep craving for utter submission in her soul was finally being filled.
Kitty felt her orgasm coming slowly, but with the force of a runaway train. She redoubled her efforts at pleasing her now dom, licking and kissing and rubbing herself with humble devotion all over her mother's perfect pussy. She held back her own orgasm desperately, already internalizing her Mother's first lesson as her owner: this was about Laura's pleasure, not hers.
She wanted to make her Mommy cum first, no matter what.
It was a close thing. Becca's swirling, rubbing fingers were merciless, and Kitty was already deeply turned on by the events of the day. Her thighs trembled and moans built louder and louder in her throat as she approached climax.
But luckily Laura was close as well, and she took pity on her poor daughter, who, after all, was really trying her best at her first assignment as Laura's submissive. She reached up and twisted a nipple with her free hand, sending her over the edge into moaning orgasm just instants before Kitty joined her, clenching her slim thighs around her sister's fingers and sending delightful vibrating moans into Laura pussy again and again.
Mother and Daughter, Dom and Sub orgasmed together in perfect harmony.
And although they both had very different perspectives on their new relationship, mother and daughter had oddly similar thoughts about the future:
They both couldn't wait to see what would happen next.
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Kitty woke up on Sunday morning for her second week of family bonding unsure if the night before had been real or a sick dream.
After eating her mother out, it had been Becca's turn. Then her mother's turn again. In the end, the evening became a mad blur of sexual submission and taboo pleasure. By the time Laura ordered her daughter to bed with a lazy, satisfied smile on her curvy lips, Kitty was sore, sticky, and drained; both physically and mentally. She almost fell asleep in the shower, and when she did finally make it to her bed, she was asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow, falling into a tangle of dark, erotic dreams that she couldn't clearly remember after she woke up.
Now Kitty lay staring at the ceiling, her mind working a thousand miles an hour, finally taking time to absorb exactly what had happened the night before. Unless she was wrong and it really had been a vivid dream, what had happened was that she begged her mother and sister to be her full-time doms.
But what did that mean exactly?
Becca had set one rule firmly: Kitty wasn't allowed to orgasm without her specific permission. But other than that, what did it mean to be Becca's submissive? And what about her mother? Was she supposed to be their humble servant at all times, or only in sexual situations? How often would there even be "sexual situations"?
Kitty had no idea. She asked to be their submissive last night, and the request had been granted, but exactly what that would look like was unclear.
There was just one way to find out.
Kitty threw off her covers and got ready for the day. She eyed her wardrobe and slowly reached for some of the clothes Becca had bought for her. They weren't what she would ever normally choose for herself... But her mother had been very clear last night that, starting now, her first priority should be her doms' pleasure.
With a twist of humiliation, Kitty chose a tiny camisole that she was pretty sure was designed for a preteen girl. It was light pink, with a butterfly design that stretched obscenely across her tightly-encased breasts. She matched it with a girlish denim skirt that barely came down past her panties.
Kitty went down to breakfast with her heart filled with nervous anticipation, ready for anything.
But her family once again found a way to surprise her. Becca laughed and clapped appreciatively at Kitty's submissive decision to wear one of the outfits her younger sister had bought for her, but other than that it was a completely average family breakfast. Laura was in "Betty Crocker" mode again, preparing pancakes in decidedly unsexy flannel pajamas. She looked as perfect and beautiful as ever, but there was nothing remotely sexual about the situation.
Becca, despite her obvious delight over Kitty's humiliating wardrobe, was back to her usual self as well, chattering away about her latest tennis tournament and what it meant for her standing in the club with a sunny smile. Kitty assumed that after they ate her mother and sister would be eager to lay down some ground rules, but instead, Laura chastely kissed Kitty's forehead and said she had some work to get done in her office. Becca simply grabbed her duffel bag, heading to practice.
Leaving Kitty alone.
It was surreal. In twenty-four hours, Kitty had whiplashed back and forth between being guiltily attracted to her family members, to being their sexual submissive to... what? Back to a normal happy family? What this some sort of prank? Was Kitty going insane?
Kitty returned to her room and spent several hours scrolling listlessly through her phone.
Maybe it was better this way. When Kitty stopped to think about it, it sort of felt like she had been railroaded last night. Her mother and sister had taken advantage of her submissive tendencies and pushed her into agreeing to an indecent arrangement. Maybe they recognized how Kitty had been strongarmed, and had thought better of the scene they made last night.
But as time went on without any word from her two supposed new dominants, Kitty's tension ratcheted higher and higher. She thought that her doms were supposed to be in charge of her sexuality; but as she lay in her bed, obsessing over the events of the night before, Kitty couldn't help but feel like her sexuality was running wild and loose: out of control.
She looked slyly at her bedroom door, then got up and locked it. Becca had made a big deal over being the one to control her orgasms but then had left her all alone.
Maybe her dom should be a little more careful.
After a very satisfying masturbation session using some of her favorite BDSM clips, Kitty felt a little better. Maybe Laura and Becca just felt embarrassed and regretful. Well, if they wanted to pretend nothing happened and ignore her, then Kitty was perfectly happy to manage her own sexual needs, just like she had always done.
But Kitty's sense of relief and calm faded as the day went on. Replaced once again by a building sense of sexual frustration. Laura stayed holed up in her office. Becca didn't come home.
Kitty went into her mother's office around lunchtime, ready to ask in a meaningful voice if her mother needed anything, but as she entered the office, Laura was deep in a phone conversation and irritably waved her away when she noticed Kitty standing in the doorway.
Kitty masturbated again an hour later. But her orgasm felt weak and artificial this time, nothing like the hot, filthy intensity she experienced last night. As the hours wore on, Kiitty fell into a spiral of annoyance, arousal, and needy submissive desperation. She longed for her mother's strict but nurturing control. For Becca's bratty, smug teasing.
There had to be some way to take the edge off her burning need. And luckily, Kitty had just the thing.
It was time to call Rose.
Kitty had been so distracted this past week that she hadn't really made enough time for her girlfriend. This was the perfect opportunity to fix that. Rose's calm, loving presence was exactly what Kitty needed to bring her down from the emotional rollercoaster she was going through.
Even if this whole dom thing from her family wasn't some sort of prank, there was no way her Mom or Becca would be upset about Kitty inviting Rose over. They had specifically said that they approved of the relationship.
Kitty had a faint smile on her face as she rang Rose's phone. How could she have forgotten her loving girlfriend, even for a second? The smile slipped a little as the rings continued. This was unusual for Rose. She always had her phone with her. She always had it on. Why was now different?
Rose picked up on what must have been the last ring.
"K-Kitty! HI!" Rose's voice was strained and manic for some reason, and her breaths were coming in rhythmic gasps. "I... I wasn't expecting your call!"
Kitty's eyebrows scrunched together in confusion. "Hi, Rose. Why not? I think it's pretty normal for me to call my girlfriend." Something was strange about Rose's voice that Kitty couldn't quite put her finger on. It was almost... sexual in a way. Kitty quickly put the thought out of her head. That was just her horniness talking.
"Oh, uh, haha, yeah..." said Rose awkwardly, clearly distracted by something. Her breaths were deep and heavy in the phone receiver. "It's just... I didn't hear from you much this past week, and mmmmm, I was just a little surprised to see you calling now."
Kitty felt a stab of guilt at the true observation. She really hadn't called much during last week. She had been too distracted by the mounting taboo sexual tension. But whatever guilt she felt was quickly drowned out by dark curiosity. Had that just been a moan? What was going on with her girlfriend? Had Kitty happened to call during a masturbation session? If so, why wasn't Rose stopping? Kitty felt a bloom of lust spreading in her belly just from hearing the sweet whine creeping into her girlfriend's voice...
"What are you doing right now?" Kitty asked suspiciously, laying back in her bed and gently touching herself between her legs, sending sweet flashes of pleasure tingling up her spine.
"I'm... just... ummmm, working out," panted Rose.
"Working out..." said Kitty, her voice dripping with disbelief. "For the first time since I've known you?"
"Yeah," said Rose with an awkward laugh. "It was... uhhhnnn, It was your sister's suggestion actually." Suddenly Rose giggled, as if what she had just said was incredibly funny. "Becca told me this would be goooood for me."
Kitty frowned, even as her fingers rubbed harder between her thighs. "I don't know, babe," she said as she listened to Rose moaning through her workout. "Maybe you shouldn't get too close to my little sister. I think that she might be a bad influence.
"I... I think... mmmmm, I think you're right," gasped Rose in a trembling voice. "Now I reeeeally have to go, babe! I l-love you!"
"I love you too," said Kitty softly, but the line was already dead. She tossed her phone across the bed in frustration. She tried to continue touching herself while thinking about Rose in sweaty workout clothes, but the magic was gone.
It looked like it wouldn't be that easy to relieve her sexual frustrations.
...
Rose pressed the red button to cut the call and dropped the phone from a shaking hand, finally free to concentrate completely on the matter at hand.
She spread her juicy, pale thighs wider and arched her ass up into the thick black strapon, giving her partner in this filthy tryst maximum access to her dripping pussy. As she looked over her shoulder, Becca looked down at her with a smug, triumphant grin which set Rose's heart beating wildly with guilt and deep, taboo lust.
Rose wasn't sure exactly how it had happened. She had intended for everything to be innocent: to act as a kind, mature older-sister-type who would answer Becca's naive questions about sex. But somehow over the course of the past week, everything had become... twisted.
Becca just kept sending photos of her boyfriend... asking personal questions about Rose's preferences in bed... and requesting specific, vivid instructions on how to please a man. Then the porn clips had started. Becca sent filthy videos, asking if they were accurate... If Rose had even done anything like that before...
Rose wasn't made of stone. Becca was hot, and her boyfriend had a big cock, and she had excellent taste in pornography. Since Kitty had been "busy" all week, was it really any surprise that Rose had given into temptation and begun regularly masturbating to her text communications with her girlfriend's little sister?
True, it had probably been a step too far when Rose began having long late-night phone calls with Becca about sex. And it was definitely crossing a line when she started masturbating during those calls as well. But by that point, Rose had given in completely. It just felt too good to surrender and fall under Becca's spell.
So when Becca asked her today for a "hands-on demonstration of how to please a man with a big cock", Rose wasn't strong enough to resist. She had taken one wide-eyed, lip-biting look at the huge black strapon dangling from Becca's hand, and at the heated, mocking smile on her cute, bratty face. And Rose had meekly nodded.
Rose moaned deeply and clutched at her sheets as Becca's monstrous rubber cock stretched her open, pinning her down onto her bed with the thrusts of Becca's toned, athletic hips. Even if her mind couldn't accept the truth fully at this point, her trembling thighs and pulsating pussy knew: Becca had been lying. She wasn't the innocent inexperienced little girl that she had been pretending to be. She was not only sexually experienced, she was Rose's superior in the bedroom.
Becca reached down lazily with one hand, keeping a firm grip on Rose's wide hips with the other. Her thumb firmly circled Rose's twitching asshole, providing unfamiliar, erotic pressure which only intensified the submissive pleasure flaring up from Rose's ravished cunt.
"You're a natural babe," purred Becca, maintaining her intense, jackhammering rhythm. "I feel like I am learning sooo much about how to please a man."
Suddenly Becca withdrew and reached down with her strong arms to flip Rose onto her back. Rose looked up with a gaze that was both intimidated and adoring. Becca was a powerful tanned Goddess. Her big firm tits, symbols of her femininity, were tipped with sharp pink nipples, standing stiff and proud from her dominant arousal. The rest of her body was an alluring blend of toned muscle and soft curves. Between her legs, the massive black dildo curved upward aggressively from its harness, shining with Rose's shameful juices.
After staring at her for a moment with hungry eyes and a crooked smirk, Becca descended on her prey, spreading Rose's pale thighs with her firm hands and holding Rose's gaze with blazing intensity.
"Now, honey," said Becca in a mocking tone, positioning the strap-on directly at the sloppy entrance of Rose's eager, cheating pussy. "You're going to demonstrate how I should cum for my boyfriend." Her face was just inches from Rose's.
"Make sure that you make your demonstration really detailed," she breathed. "I'm counting on you, teach."
And with that, Becca's wet, hungry lips locked with Rose's, and the thick rubber phallus sunk in her aching pussy.
And Rose's traitorous legs locked around Becca's lithe hips, welcoming her cock and drawing her deeper. She was determined to be the perfect teacher; to give an accurate demonstration of how to cum while being dominantly fucked.
...
Kitty stood at the door of her mother's home office, cursing her weakness, but unable to resist any longer.
She had tried to distract herself. Tried to find a video that would interest her and provide an outlet for the sexual need growing inside her. But it was no use.
After tasting the intoxicating control her mother could provide, nothing else could compare. She wasn't sure why Laura and Becca had been ignoring her all day, but she had to find out. In preparation for whatever this encounter with her mother would bring, Kitty had put on her nicest lingerie, a white, lacy set that she usually saved for special occasions with Rose.
It was possible that Laura had, for some reason, decided not to continue their arrangement after all. And if that was the case, Kitty had decided that she needed to convince her to change her mind again.
When Kitty knocked softly on the office door, her Mother answered quickly, calling out "Come in" in her usual soft, musical voice. Kitty took a deep breath and entered her mother's home office, her heart filled with a strange mix of longing, fear, and burning shame.
Laura's gentle blue eyes looked up distractedly from the paperwork she was reading, then did a slow double-take at her daughter's slutty, submissive appearance. A smile tugged at the corners of her lips as she neatly closed the open folder in front of her and turned her full attention to Kitty.
Kitty walked forward silently on stockinged feet and sank to her knees in front of her mother's desk, softly averting her eyes from Laura's intense gaze.
"Please Mommy," she said, using the humble words she had prepared over the past few hours in her room. "Have I done something wrong? I need you." When Kitty looked up, chancing a look into her mother's eyes, she saw to her relief that they were filled with compassion and sympathy.
"Oh, honey," said Laura, leaning forward over her desk. "I'm sorry that I hurt your feelings a little. This was... I guess you could call it an important lesson."
"A lesson?" asked Kitty numbly, forgetting her "humble servant" act and staring up at her mother with a frown.
"That's right dear," said Laura briskly, standing up from her chair and circling around her desk. "You see, some naughty little girls might try to tell themselves after a... sexually intense moment like last night that they had been pressured. That they didn't really mean what they had said. Some girls might even lie to themselves and say that their Mommy had forced them to do things they didn't actually want to do." Laura now stood dominantly above her. She reached down and cupped Kitty's face in a smooth, perfect hand. "Can you see why some submissives might try to tell that face-saving lie, darling?"
Kitty blushed hotly. Her thoughts had trended in those exact same directions multiple times throughout the day. It had been a sort of secret escape hatch, just like her Mother was describing. It was a way to avoid the truth: that she was a pathetic submissive who craved her family's incestuous sexual control. Kitty simply nodded, averting her eyes in shame once again.
Laura chuckled. "So your sister and I decided to prove a point to you. We aren't doing this because we want your submission: we're doing this because you crave our dominance. Becca actually thought that it would take you three days to come begging. She doesn't know you like I do, darling." Laura's hand slipped down Kitty's face and gently but firmly gripped her chin, turning her daughter's eyes upward to catch her gaze.
"I knew that I would be dominating you again tonight," said Laura smugly. Her deep blue eyes overwhelmed Kitty, making her feel hot and wet and weak all the way down to her core. "In fact, I prepared a couple of fun mother-daughter activities for us to do together. Let me show you, Kathryn. Come with Mommy."
As her powerful, confident Mommy strode out of her office and toward her bedroom, Kitty had already gotten into the submissive mindset. She didn't even bother to rise to her feet.
She crawled after her Mommy like the good little sub she was.
"And leave the bra there, darling," called her mother behind her as she walked toward her bedroom. "We won't be needing it."
...
Laura looked down at her horny, defeated daughter with possessive pride. A perfect submissive. And thanks to her careful plans, her perfect submissive.
Kitty lay, practically trembling with nerves and arousal, strapped spreadeagled to her mother's bed, making an embarrassing wet spot in her pretty little white lace panties.
Laura ran a single slim finger up her daughter's leg as she slowly walked up the bed, making Kitty's slim, lovely body quake with lust. It reminded Laura of some half-remembered dream, although this situation was all too real; all too satisfyingly erotic.
Finally, she reached Kitty's face. Her sweet daughter's lips were parted, already gasping from the intense pleasure of her mother's touch. Her eyes were tightly blindfolded, the better to focus her mind on the sensations of touch.
Laura felt like a cat who had finally caught the mouse.
And she planned to thoroughly enjoy playing with her conquest before feasting.
With a grin of lazy satisfaction, Laura laid her left pointer finger on her daughter's plump, shining lips. "Suck," she commanded sharply. Deep in a haze of submissive lust, Kitty didn't even think of disobeying. She greedily accepted her mother's digit into her hot, wet little mouth, submissively licking and swirling her tongue around it.
Laura couldn't help but laugh, struck by the funny image. Her cute little daughter was a dyed-in-the-wool gold star lesbian down to her squishy core, but stick a phallic object in her mouth, and Kitty's submissive tongue knew instinctively what to do: lapping and wriggling madly to please the dominantly invading object.
"This body is mine now," said Laura in a low, smokey voice, trailing her right hand with a feather-light touch over her daughter's lovely pale body, temptingly displayed in innocent, pure-white lingerie. "And today I'm going to explore every inch. To familiarize myself with my new property.
"And who knows?" said Laura, pressing her finger down into Kitty's tongue to make her daughter feel her dominant control. "You might even get an orgasm or two out of the experience. If you can be a good girl, that is."



Laura's hand traced up Kitty's tender, exposed belly, making her daughter writhe and groan against her fingers. "Let's start with your breasts dear," said Laura in a warm, motherly tone. "Let Mommy get a good look at what you've been hiding under your shirt." Her beautiful eyes turned their whole attention to her daughter's firm little breasts. They stood heaving and naked beneath her hungry gaze, their nipples swollen with shameful desire. Laura resisted the urge to attack them immediately with her fingers, lips, and tongue. As delicious as they looked, they would be even sweeter if she teased her sub a little first.
"Oh, honey! So beautiful..." gushed Laura with motherly pride. "But you know... they aren't quite as beautiful as mine. What do you think darling... between the two of us, who do you think has the better breasts?"
Laura withdrew her finger with a wet pop, allowing Kitty to answer. "Y-your breasts are b-better Mommy," she said in a shame-choked voice, a blush spreading down her face and onto her chest.
"Such a quick answer," purred Laura. "You barely had to think about it! Almost as if you've considered this question before... Tell me dear, have you been comparing your tits to mine?"
Kitty writhed against her bonds in the depths of her humiliation, but she dared not ignore her dominant's question. "Y-yes Mommy. I... I've been thinking about your tits a lot," she whimpered.
"And you've decided that my breasts are better than yours..." said Laura speculatively. She silently stripped off her shirt and unclasped her bra, preparing for what would come next. "Well, do you know what to do when you realize another woman is this superior to you, Kathryn?"
"I... I should obey her?" asked Kitty hopefully.
"No my dear," said Laura, sitting down next to her daughter's head and leaning carefully over her face. "You should worship her."
Kitty only realized what was happening when her mother's stiff nipple brushed against her lips. But she agreed with her Mommy, body, mind, and soul. Superior women deserved to be worshipped. Kitty's lips latched fervently onto the beautiful, stiff nipple, her tongue licking and slurping and sucking even more desperately than it had Laura's finger.
Laura held back the moan of pleasure that her daughter's enthusiastic service threatened to cause. This felt right. Reconnected with her daughter at last. In a twisted relationship, it was true, but Laura could feel the love and trust flowing between them, bright and strong. If it had taken kinky sex to reestablish that bond between mother and child, then that was a sacrifice Laura was willing to make.
This method of reconnection had perks of its own, after all.
Laura carefully selected a feather from the bedside table and began carefully scraping it across the surface of her daughter's nipples, causing her to squeak and moan adorably through her mouthful of nipple.
"I hope you're ready, dear," said Laura as her daughter worshipped her tits with humble adoration. "Because this will be a long night."
...
"Pleeeease Mommy," moaned Kitty desperately, her body tense and rigid against her bonds, shining with sweat. "Please. I need it. Let me cum!"
Laura just chuckled darkly, her face just inches from her daughter's drooling pussy. She reached forward with tender precision, parted her daughter's lower lips, and blew a cool whistle of breath directly onto Kitty's throbbing clit.
Kitty howled with sexual desperation, her hips humping in desperate liquid motions against the air, begging wordlessly for merciful stimulation.
It had been hours. Hours of teasing touches, words whispered hot and moist into Kitty's eager ears, and forced service for Laura's pathetic little sub. Laura herself had cum several times. Once from nipple stimulation alone: Kitty really did have a talent with her sweet little mouth.
But Kitty had been denied release again and again. Brought exactly to the edge by her mother's skilled fingers and tongue, then denied her climax.
But the game was drawing to a close. Kitty was exhausted, and, after all, Laura only wanted to drive her daughter nearly crazy; Not all the way crazy. It was time to give her sub what she had been craving.
"I suppose I could give you..." Laura began to breathe heavily, aiming her warm, puffing breaths directly at Kitty's sensitive clit.
"One." Puff.
"Little." Puff.
"Kiss." Puff.
"Is that what you want, darling?" asked Laura sweetly, grinning at Kitty's panting moans. 'A goodnight kiss from your mommy?"
"Yes, Mommy!" panted Kitty. "Please. Please kiss me! I love you Mommy!"
Laura grinned in triumph. This moment made her whole twisted plan worth it. This innocent dependence, love, and trust. "I love you too, Kitty," she said warmly, and leaned forward to give her daughter her hard-earned reward.
Kitty was already on the razor's edge, and she was cumming practically as soon as her Mommy's lips made contact. As Laura carefully swirled her tongue over Kitty's swollen clit, lavishing it with motherly love, her daughter practically screamed with ecstatic release, her back arching wildly and her limbs tensing her bonds to the breaking point.
Laura stayed right there, her tongue working precisely and lovingly at the molten center of Kitty's sexuality, allowing her moaning daughter to chain together multiple deep, satisfying submissive orgasms. Finally, as her daughter's humping hips slowed and stopped, she rose from between Kitty's legs, walking back to her daughter's face. She gently removed Kitty's blindfold and kissed her forehead, leaving a shiny lip-print behind.
"Sweet dreams, darling," said Laura, carefully removing the bindings from her daughter's wrists and ankles. "Sleep now. You'll need your strength for tomorrow."
Kitty, exhausted by the long hours of sexual torment, was already asleep, covered in the sticky mingled juices of her and her mother. So she didn't hear what her mother said next.
"...Because I don't think Becca will be happy that you orgasmed so many times today without her permission."
...
Kitty's eyes fluttered open as she heard the door to her room click shut. She was mildly surprised in her half-awake state to find that she was lying in her own bed. Mommy must have carried her here after... after...
Just the memory of the exhausting sexual ordeal she had gone through today made Kitty softly moan, slipping a hand between her thighs to touch the burning wet heat still throbbing there. It was almost like her mother had reached into her head and pulled out her deepest darkest fantasies.
It was hard to believe that she would ever find anyone who could fuck her like that again.
Kitty groggy brain slowly registered that there was someone in her room, standing above her bed, and she gasped, a cold shock of adrenaline pulsing through her veins as she shot up in bed, holding her sheets up around her chest in an absurd attempt at protection.
But it was just Becca. Although her face was still in shadow, Kitty recognized her body shape. "I had a weird dream," whispered Becca, crawling up onto Kitty's bed, "Can I sleep with you?"
Kitty, awash with relief that the mysterious figure was just her sister, and still a little confused from being recently awoken, didn't question the request, although it had been years since Becca (who had been nightmare-prone as a child) had asked to sleep with her. She simply raised the edge of her sheet and let Becca crawl into bed next to her.
It wasn't until her sister's hot, toned flesh was pressed up against her back in a spooning position that Kitty fully realized that Becca was stark naked. Another wash of adrenaline flooded her system, but this time, it was warm and sweet, filling her belly with fluttering butterflies.
Kitty didn't resist as her naked sister snuggled close, tossing something in her hand onto the bedside table with a clatter. Kitty didn't have time to wonder what it was, because Becca was wrapping her arms possessively around her older sister's waist and pulling Kitty close to whisper in her ear.
"Don't you want to know what I dreamed about, sis?"
Kitty snuggled back into her sister's warm naked body. She was still riding the high of her sexual fulfillment earlier in the evening, and she instantly warmed to the idea of further sexual domination. Because of her mother and sister's teasing earlier in the day, she still hadn't had a one-on-one encounter with Becca in their new relationship, and she was curious to get to know her sister as a dom.
"Uh-huh," said Kitty shyly, "Tell me, Mistress."
"I had a dream that my cool older sister turned out to be a pathetic subby slut," whispered Becca, hot and close in her ear. Her hands dove under Kitty's pajamas, tracing the curve of her hips, running ticklishly over her vulnerable belly, and ghosting over Kitty's heaving breasts, never stopping long enough to provide deep, satisfying touch.
"That's a..." whimpered Kitty, surrendering to her dom's teasing hands, "That's a w-weird dream."
"Mmmm," agreed Becca softly, nipping lightly with sharp teeth at her submissive's ear. "But the best part was that she was MY subby slut." Her roaming hands began to concentrate on Kitty's lower half, slowly rubbing up and down Kitty's thighs beneath her sleep pants, coming closer and closer to her needy, throbbing pussy each time.
"Yes, Mistress!" breathed Kitty in a rapturous voice, "I'm yours! All yours!"
"But there was one bad part of my dream," said Becca in a calm whisper, right up against her older sister's eagerly listening ear.
Kitty frowned. "What was that, mistress?"
"That my stupid fucking sub came without her Mistress's permission."
Kitty's eyes flew open. Oh shit.
Becca's hand flew out of Kitty's pants, and out of nowhere, Becca rolled on top of her older sister, pinning Kitty to the bed with her firm, naked thighs. She effortlessly trapped Kitty's wrists with her hands, pinning them above her head. "House. Light's on." said Becca commandingly, illuminating the room so she could get a better look at her prey. Kitty's heart fluttered wildly with panic as she stared up into her sister's face.
Becca didn't even look mad. Kitty realized with a thrill of fearful arousal that it was more like Becca relished the opportunity to punish her new sub.
"You've been a bad girl, Sis," said Becca with a gloating grin. "What do you have to say for yourself?"
Kitty didn't struggle against her dom's firm control. In fact, she felt herself growing hot and wet from the erotic feeling of helplessness caused by her sister's total mastery of her body. "I... I'm sorry mistress. I was confused and..." Kitty's face reddened with shame. Despite her enthusiasm for this new sisterly game, she still very much felt the stinging humiliation of submitting sexually to her younger sister. "I was weak," she concluded in a miserable whisper.
Becca chuckled darkly. "Oh, I know that, Sis. Weak is probably the best way to describe you," She leaned down, her light blue eyes wild with lust and mischief. "That's why I'm here to be strong for you."
And then Becca's hot lips were on hers, and they were sharing the searing, illicit kiss that Kitty had longed for so badly last week in the changing room. Kitty could feel her sister's hips grinding powerfully down into her torso, her tongue brashly entering her older sister's mouth, taking the pleasure she wanted from her sweet little submissive.
Being dominantly kissed by her new Mistress was so fucking hot that Kitty could barely stand it. Her own hips humped upward desperately into the empty air, unable to make contact with Becca, who was sitting high up on her torso. A frustrating reminder that her Dom could take whatever pleasure she wanted, while Kitty's pleasure was strictly rationed and controlled.
Becca pulled back from the kiss, her lips and eyes shining. "Even though I'm not surprised by your failure, I can't exactly let my naughty little sub get away with no punishment," purred Becca wickedly. She rose up onto her knees, shimmying forward. "Mom told me that you came at least three times for her. And I'm not sure how many times you rubbed one out all alone in your room today, but I'll be generous and call it twice..."
Becca planted her knees on either side of Kitty's head with bold authority. Her powerful tanned thighs and puffy, glistening pussy now hovered directly above Kitty's face lustful, terrified face.
"I want you to think about what a bad girl you've been while you give your Mistress five orgasms," said Becca tauntingly. "And be quick, pet. We don't want this to take all night."
Then, with teasing slowness, Becca's pussy descended. Finally, it firmly pressed down over Kitty's mouth with hot, moist pressure. With a swooping feeling of shameful submission, Kitty extended her tongue and began her humble service of her little sister's pussy.
Kitty's tongue squirmed and plunged, Becca's eager juices dripped down her face as her Mistress firmly ground her hips onto Kitty's face in tight circular motions. The feeling of inferiority was almost overwhelming. It was one thing to be given commands by her Mother. In a sick, twisted way, it almost felt natural to be ordered around by the woman who had been in charge of the household for all of Kitty's life. But this was her little sister: the annoying little brat who had whined and begged for Kitty's attention. Who had looked up to Kitty with starry-eyed hero worship for so many years.
And now she was growling with savage satisfaction as she used Kitty's mouth as a sex toy.
Luckily for Kitty, Becca seemed to find the situation just as darkly erotic as she did, and her first orgasm came quickly. Becca's muscular thighs tense and trembled around Kitty's cheeks. She felt Becca's tight pussy gripping her invading tongue like a wet, silky vice, trying desperately to draw her deeper.
With a shuddering gasp, Becca reached down and smoothed Kitty's hair back from her forehead in a discordant moment of tenderness. "One down, my sweet little cunt-licker" she said with a giggle, her light blue eyes shining down on her trapped sister. "Only four more to go."
...
Kitty's tongue and jaw were sore and sticky by the time her task was finally finished and Becca slumped off her to the side, sighing with satisfaction.
Kitty's own pussy was leaking and pulsing with hungry need, and she was trying to work up the courage to beg her mistress for relief when she heard Becca retrieving whatever it was that had clattered onto the bedside table when she had first arrived.
It wasn't until Becca started slipping whatever it was around her waist that Kitty felt truly alarmed.
"B-Becca, wait!" she stuttered, squirming under the unfamiliar feeling of leather and metal suddenly being fastened around her naked waist. "What are you doing?"
Becca gave her sister a piercing glare of warning from where she was working between Kitty's legs. "Don't forget yourself, pet. Call me Mistress. And I think it's pretty obvious what I'm doing. I'm giving you a little gift." She pulled some sort of strap firmly up between Kitty's legs and connected it to the belt piece with a sharp *snick* of a catching lock, holding the strap snugly against her pussy.
Becca pulled away as Kitty's shaking hands reached down to feel the device now locked around her privates. Her little sister had just fitted her with a chastity belt.
"No," said Kitty with numb horror, foolishly tugging at the sturdy leather and metal belt. "N-no, mistress, please! Don't do this!"
Becca tried to look stern, but couldn't stop a wave of gleeful giggles bubbling up from deep inside her. "You should see the look on your face Sis!" she hooted, collapsing back onto the bed. "Ohhhh noooo! My bratty little sister won't let me touch my pussyyyy!" she whined in a high mocking voice, breaking up into giggles once again.
Overwhelmed by her shame and the intense emotions of the past day, tears rose unbidden into Kitty's eyes, blurring her view of her laughing sister and the humiliating chastity belt she had been forced to wear. Kitty felt helpless and defeated as she slumped back into her bed, sniffling.
Becca finally noticed Kitty's tears, and her laughter died off. "No, no, Sis," said Becca tenderly, all traces of amusement leeching from her voice, "Don't cry." She lay next to her sister and pulled her close, snuggling Kitty's tear-streaked face into her warm, naked breasts.
"It's so embarrassing!" wailed Kitty, sobbing helplessly as she clung tightly to her sister, desperate for comfort. "I... I shouldn't b-be like this! So perverted and h-horny for my own family!"
Becca's hand stroked Kitty's hair firmly as she tenderly embraced her sub. "It's ok. It's ok, Sis. We love you anyway," she said, kissing the top of Kitty's head.
"And now this," said Kitty in a choked voice, touching the tight chastity belt around her privates. "It's like I'm an animal, or a little girl or something. Like I can't be trusted with my own sexuality."
Becca shrugged stiffly, grimacing. She was willing to comfort her forlorn sister with physical affection and sweet words, but going back on earned punishments was another story. "If you can show me that you CAN be trusted, then the belt won't be necessary," she explained. "But this is an important lesson, Kitty. When I set a rule for you, you do as I say. Otherwise being your dom is meaningless."
"I'm sorry Mistress," said Kitty pitifully, her face still buried in her little sister's tits.
"I know you are, pet," said Becca firmly, "But now you need to prove it with your actions." She gave Kitty one more quick peck on the head, then separated from her, leaving Kitty still looking a little teary, but now with a determined set to her jaw.
"Every day when we wake up, we'll shower together and make sure everything is clean," said Becca briskly, clapping her hands together. "After that, I'll supervise you for an hour or so while your belt dries. If you've been good, that might be an excellent time for a little... relief. Outside of that time, you'll need my permission... and key, for any and all unlocking."
"What about when I'm with Mommy?" asked Kitty, her eyes wide and her tone humble.
A look of faint annoyance crossed Becca's face. "Mom will also have a key," said Becca brusquely. "As much as it pains me to admit it, you can consider her your "head dom". Her orders supersede mine."
"And..." Kitty bit her lip nervously, "When I'm with Rose?"
Becca chuckled darkly, a gloating, secretive look in her eyes. "Well, pet, relationships aren't all about sex, are they? You had better hurry and prove to me you can handle your orgasms responsibly if you don't want your girlfriend to find out about your embarrassing new accessory. Because I honestly don't see myself unlocking you for that purpose."
Kitty gulped, Her fingers playing over the restrictive new permanent addition to her wardrobe.
Suddenly this little sex game had gotten a lot more real.
...
As the sexual submissive of her household, Kitty's life went through a lot of changes during her second week of family bonding.
Sometimes things were almost normal. The three women would sit around the dinner table, eating and laughing and talking like they used to. They would have movie nights... although Kitty often had to spend at least part of the time administering foot rubs or fetching popcorn.
But on a daily basis, just as promised, Kitty would be forced to give humiliating sexual service to her Mommy and Mistress. With daily sticky, shameful reminders, it was impossible for Kitty to forget her new place at the bottom of the family pecking order.
Becca loved nothing more than to tease her older sister. She clearly loved the power she had as Kitty's keyholder. Her ironclad control of her older sister's orgasms was a privilege she abused with gleeful enthusiasm. Becca had implied that she might help Kitty orgasm during their shared showers and the drying time for her belt, but in practice, she usually took the opportunity to tease Kitty right to the edge before... "Ooops, what do you know? Looks like your belt is already dry! Better luck next time, Sis!"



On Wednesday, Kitty finally broke down in frustration and snapped a little at Becca, hotly insisting that her harsh denials weren't fair. Even as the words were leaving her mouth, Kitty knew she had gone too far, but to her surprise, Becca sweetly agreed with her, saying that maybe she really should let Kitty orgasm more often. Kitty left the interaction feeling hopeful.
But she should have known better.
On Thursday after their shower, Becca inserted a remote-controlled vibrator into her sister's pussy before strapping the belt on over it and turning it up to the maximum setting. The rest of the day was an endless erotic nightmare of constant, buzzing sexual pleasure and mind-melting orgasms. Kitty begged her cruel mistress to take the maddening vibrator out before bed, but was met only with coy giggles and the question "But I thought you wanted more orgasms, didn't you Sis?"
Kitty didn't get much sleep that night, but she learned a valuable lesson: never second guess her Mistress's control.
Laura's domination style was different but no less intense. She particularly enjoyed "training" her daughter in long, slow, tantric sessions designed to make Kitty really feel her warm, but absolute control.
On one occasion she covered her feet in honey and commanded Kitty to remove every last bit of stickiness to teach her Sub "thoroughness".
Another time she bound Kitty's arms and held her hand motionless between Kitty's splayed legs, not letting her daughter free until Kitty was able to hump herself to orgasm on her Mommy's motionless fingers. This was to teach Kitty "technique" supposedly.
One day she made Kitty rim her ass for hours in every conceivable position, giving harsh critiques and commands on how to improve until Kitty was able to make her cum through anal stimulation alone. Kitty humbly asked what this lesson was supposed to teach her, but Laura just laughed her low, musical laugh a said "It was meant to teach you to be good at eating your Mommy's asshole, darling."
Rose had become a delicate issue. Kitty tried to text and call her girlfriend as often as possible, but inviting her over seemed impossible. What was she supposed to do if her mother insisted that Kitty eat her out while Rose was over? Was she supposed to say "No" to her dom? Was she supposed to excuse herself, make her Mommy orgasm, then come back and kiss Rose like nothing had happened? The chastity belt was another major obstacle. Over the course of the week, Kitty became more and more certain that Becca would refuse to unlock her for a conjugal visit with her girlfriend, and inviting Rose over and then refusing sex might start an argument that Kitty wasn't prepared to have. So far, her excuses had been accepted by Rose, but she wasn't sure how long she could keep coming up with reasons her girlfriend couldn't come over.
Apart from the special events, Kitty was required to take care of her Doms' sexual needs whenever necessary. On Friday night, Laura and Becca tried to play a game where they blindfolded Kitty and asked her to guess who she was eating out. They were forced to stop the game early. Kitty was so good at the game that it wasn't even fun. She knew her Mistress and Mommy from taste alone, even apart from the distinctive shapes of their pussies against her tongue. Instead, the night descended into sloppy, threeway sex.
Obviously, Kitty knew that her Mother and sister were at least open to the idea of incest since they didn't seem to have any problem with Kitty being their sexual submissive. But it was still mindblowing to see Laura powerfully prove her "head dom" status by pulling Becca's head roughly back and kissing the bratty girl within an inch of her life. Kitty couldn't help but moan and squirm against her own naughty fingers as she watched Becca pay humiliating homage to her mother's superiority, the lesser dom kneeling at Laura's feet and sloppily eating her perfect pussy like Kitty had been forced to do so many times already that week.
The sight made Kitty feel like she wasn't alone: they were all one big perverted family together.
And she felt even better when, after a few minutes of letting Becca demonstrate her lower status, Laura beckoned Kitty to join her. It was a moment of sisterly bonding, humbly kneeling together between their mother's creamy thighs. Becca's continued her tongue work on Laura's juicy pussy, while Kitty carefully positioned herself to put her week of training to good use, rimming her mother while her little sister kept working above her. Working together as a team, it didn't take long for the Wilson sisters to bring their Mom and head of the household to a delighted, screaming orgasm, the pleasure of her daughter's harmonizing tongues temporarily making Laura drop her dignified facade.
Kitty had a hard time imagining the last day of the week being any better than this. She barely registered it when Laura informed her that they were having their annual party and trip to the theater Saturday night.
If anything, it sounded a little boring.
...
Rose moaned and squirmed as Laura's hand dug deep into her panties.
It was Thursday evening, and Rose had come over to plan Kitty's surprise party... as well as to receive "Dom training" from Kitty's mother.
She thought it would be a lot less... hands-on.
"Can you feel it?" whispered Laura in Rose's ear. "Like I said, technique is important, but energy is the real key. Do you feel my strong, confident energy?"
Right now, Rose was struggling to feel anything other than Laura's slim fingers penetrating her sopping pussy. "Y-yes" she gulped, her face coloring with a hot, shameful blush. "I can f-feel it!" She had no idea how she had ended up in this position. Laura was just so magnetic. So compelling. When she had firmly commanded Rose to remove her pants, Rose found it hard to say "no".
And now she was half naked, embroiled in a sexual situation with her girlfriend's family once again.
What was wrong with her?
"Excellent!" said Laura, withdrawing her dripping fingers from Rose's similarly soaked panties. Rose almost went limp with relief that the sexual ordeal was over... Then she felt Laura gently pushing her down onto the couch. "Just one more lesson, dear," said Laura gently. "Something that will really drive my daughter wild. Trust me."
Laura stood and removed her own yoga pants and panties in one swift motion, revealing her thick, womanly thighs and a triangle of neatly trimmed auburn pubic hair. "One of the most submissive feelings in the world is to have a lover above you, humping and thrusting," explained Laura with a wicked smile. Rose couldn't take her eyes off the naked thighs and hips of her girlfriend's mom. The barest hint of her pussy showed between her legs... The predatory glint in the older woman's eyes went unnoticed by the entranced young woman.
"That feeling, of being in an inferior physical position as someone thrusts into you from above, is easy for dominant males to create," explained Laura, gently turning Rose onto her side and lifting one of her legs by the ankle. Rose gasped in embarrassment and shock as the cool air of the Wilsons' living room hit her blushing, gooey pussy, now exposed to Laura's gleaming eyes. Thick strands of feminine lubrication connected her thighs for a moment before breaking, betraying the depths of her arousal.
"Dominant women need to get a bit more creative," murmured Laura, feasting her eyes on Rose's beautiful young pussy. "Facesitting and Strapons are one way to create that feeling. Today I will teach you another." Laura yanked Rose a bit closer, pulling a breathy yelp of surprise from the young woman's lips. Then Laura positioned herself between Rose's thighs, bringing their wet pussies within inches of each other.
"They call it tribadism. We used to just call it scissoring when I was younger, but everything had a fancy name these days. I think you'll find that it gives a delightful feeling of utter submission..."
"Wait! Wait!" gasped Rose, her eyes wide and conflicted. "It's not right Ms W-Wilson! What about Kitty?"
Laura just cocked her head in confusion. 'Did you forget, honey?"
"This is all for her benefit."
Laura's hot wet pussy crushed against Rose's equally soaked vagina, sending sizzling waves of taboo pleasure through the bodies of both women. Then, with slow, deliberate motions of her powerful hips, Laura began to move, creating delicious slimy friction where their pussies met.
Rose gasped and writhed, caught in a web of sexual pleasure that she didn't know how to escape. She felt the slick folds of Laura's pussy slip and slide messily with her own, rubbing and grinding sensitive flesh against sensitive flesh, sending mind-melting arcs of electric pleasure from her overstimulated pussy directly into her brain.
There had to be something Rose could say to convince Laura to stop this before it was too late and she truly betrayed Kitty by orgasming all over her mother's pussy.
"P-party planning!" gasped Rose. "We... we need to party plan, Ms. W-Wilson."
Laura looked shocked for a moment, then laughed, long and low and sweet, keeping up the moist, grinding pressure of her hips the whole time. "You're right, dear. We got a little distracted, didn't we? Well, I don't mind. Let's talk about it now."
"N-now?" whimpered Rose as Laura continued to rub their cunts together mercilessly, "B-but..."
"I was thinking that a sex party would be the most fun," said Laura matter-of-factly, her powerful hips increasing their pressure and pace.
"Wh-what?" asked Rose. "But I don't think... I don't think Kitty would like that very much...?" Her voice trailed off into a vague whimper as the intensity of Laura's dominant humping grew too much to bear.
"On the contrary," purred Laura, really putting her muscle into her domination of the whimpering, dripping young woman beneath her, "I KNOW she will love it. So. Can I count on you to make the arrangements? Sex swing rentals... Lube... Ooh, maybe dildos as party favors..."
"I... mmmmm... I don't..." protested Rose, throwing an arm over her blushing, panting face as her orgasm neared.
"Can I count on you to make the arrangements for your girlfriend's orgy, Rose?" asked Laura sweetly, her rubbing, grinding hips reaching a fever pitch
.
"Yesssssss!" moaned Rose deeply, giving in to her "Dom Teacher", body and soul.
...
Kitty ran the brush through her thick, lustrous hair again and again, staring at herself in the mirror. The same old pale, thoughtful face, deep blue eyes, and two-toned hair. It felt strange that she could still look like the same old Kitty, even after The drastic changes that had turned her life upside down the past two weeks.
But tonight, for one evening at least, things would go back to normal.
Kitty's mother had tickets to the theater again. It had become a semi-annual family tradition, though it was just as much about professional networking for Laura as it was a family outing. Laura used the theater trips as a tactic to influence and reward lawyers at her firm, as well as a way to wine and dine clients. It was a calculated symbol: I trust you so much I am inviting you to an evening with my family.
The networking aspect of these evenings was a little obnoxious, but Becca and Kitty had learned to accept the compromise: having these evenings occasionally meant that their mother didn't need to invite clients or employees to their house.
Typically the two sisters would endure dinner and cocktails at a high-class restaurant, followed by a truly mind-numbing play. They were expected to dress up and be on their best behavior for the evening. Kitty eyed her old standby: a little black dress that her mother had gifted her for one of the outings several years back. It was perfect: understated, classy, and forgettable enough that the shy, reserved Kitty could fade into the background and let her more sociable mother and sister take the spotlight.
Tonight, Kitty would relax and spend the evening with her mother and sister in the same way she always did: smiling politely and waiting for the awkward evening to be over. She felt a curious blend of relief and dissatisfaction as she put the finishing touches on her makeup and picked up the little black dress, ready to put it on and leave for the restaurant. She had been looking forward to the opportunity to spend one normal night with her family, but she had to admit that it sounded a bit boring...
Without knocking or greeting her daughter, Laura breezed into the room, looking fabulous as usual in a figure-hugging dark blue dress, daringly tall heels, and subtle, classy makeup. Looking at this sexy, powerful woman and knowing that she was in a sexual relationship with her sent butterflies spiraling through Kitty's belly, even if the feeling was tainted by that woman being her own mother.
Confusingly, Laura had a garment bag dangling from one finger, and a shoebox held in the other hand. She raised an eyebrow at the dress laid out on her daughter's bed. "Oh Kathryn... that old thing?" said Laura with a shake of her head. "I'm afraid not. It just won't do. I got you a new dress, darling. Try it on."
Kitty felt a prickling of apprehension as she eyed the smirk lighting up her mother's face. What was going on here exactly? Surely her mother didn't intend for her daughter to wear something too embarrassing... After all, these events were so public: all three women of the family were typically under intense scrutiny all evening. Any clothes too embarrassing for Kitty would be embarrassing for Laura as well...
Right?
With shaking fingers, Kitty unzipped the garment bag. Her face drained of color as she stared at her mother with shock. It was almost too small to be called a dress. Made of soft, deep green material that Kitty was sure would compliment her pale skin tone and dyed hair, although that was the least of her worries. "Mommy..." she said, nearly speechless with incomprehension. This evening was a networking event. Was her mother really comfortable with her daughter dressing like a slut?
"Shhhh," said Laura, a wicked grin spreading across her face. Her hands gently reached up to unclasp Kitty's bra from behind. "You won't be needing this tonight, darling. The panties will have to go as well I'm afraid. The slit on the side of your new dress goes up to the waist, and we can't have your underwear peeking out."
Kitty continued to give shocked, mumbled protests as her mother's firm hands guided her through the process of donning the flimsy cocktail dress. It was as bad as it looked at first glance. The soft flowing material plunged between Kitty's breasts, revealing a wide swath of creamy, bare cleavage. The bottom of the dress, just as her mother had warned, had slits that went up farther than the hips, showing off the entire length of Kitty's willowy thighs, marred only by the interruption of her leather chastity belt.
Overall, the dress gave the impression that one wrong move could expose almost everything. Kitty's horrified eyes moved from contemplating her own body to locking onto her mother's heated gaze over her shoulder in the mirror. Clearly, her mother was letting her libido make decisions for her at this point. Maybe she didn't realize the danger this posed to their whole family's reputation. Kitty had to try one last time to get through to her.
"But... but Mommy," said Kitty meekly, "Everyone... all your coworkers. They'll see me like this. Is that really what you want?"
Laura planted a soft lingering kiss on her daughter's cheek. "You're shyness is charming, dear, but don't push your luck." Her Mommy's voice was soft and hot in Kitty's ear. "You don't need to think so hard about this kind of thing anymore. Just relax and do as your mommy tells you."
Kitty's felt hot blood rushing to her face as she realized that she was actually going to wear this slutty dress in public. She closed her eyes and gulped, "Y-yes Mommy," already picturing the long, torturous night ahead of her.
"Good girl," purred Laura. Fondly running a hand up under Kitty's dress and goosing her daughter's bare ass. Make sure you put on your new shoes before we leave. Ah! Before I forget... I have one last gift for you." She opened the clutch on her shoulder and retrieved a flat jewelry box from inside, presenting it to Kitty with an expression of mingled motherly warmth and possessive lust.
With another panty-moistening wave of humiliated horror, Kitty opened the box to see a slim leather choker with a shining clasp at the front. Two letters were picked out in diamonds on the clasp: MG.
"Can you guess what they stand for?" asked Laura, her eyes twinkling with delight.
"Mommy's girl," breathed Kitty, her embarrassment at her predicament momentarily overwhelmed by swooning submissive lust.
"That's right," purred her mother, crushing her daughter into her soft body with a hug from behind while nuzzling her neck. "Everyone who sees you tonight will be looking right at a symbol of your sexual submission... but I would think of an alternative acronym if I were you darling. Imagine the scandal if you told the truth to everyone who asked!"
Laura turned Kitty's face to steal one last swift, warm kiss, then pulled away.
"Now put on your shoes. Your sister will be here in just a moment to give you the rest of your outfit. I'm excited darling! Our first night out with our new family arrangement. It promises to be... memorable." And with a waft of floral perfume and a swish of dark blue silk, the gorgeous force of nature that was Laura Wilson was out the door.
Kitty breathed a sigh of relief. So Becca would be bringing the rest of her outfit. Maybe a jacket of some kind to cover her body up a little?
She didn't have to wonder for long. Becca sauntered into Kitty's room just minutes later, looking stunning in a deep purple sleeveless dress that Kitty couldn't help but bitterly note was a thousand times classier than her chosen outfit while still showcasing her sister's lovely body.
"Oh my God!" she squealed in delight as she saw Kitty's slutty dress, hurrying forward to ogle her older sister from all angles. "Mom really outdid herself on this one. Those randy old men she works with are going to see fucking everything!"
"Mistress, maybe you can talk with her," said Kitty nervously. "If I go out like this everybody is going to know that..."
But Becca was shaking her head ruefully. "I think we both know that's not how this works, pet," said Kitty's little sister with a smirk. "What Mom wants, Mom gets. We're both just along for the ride." Becca reached between her breasts and fished out the little key to Kitty's chastity belt, threaded on a long silver chain. Becca winked at Kitty as she crouched to reach beneath her sister's skimpy dress. "So let's just have fun with it, shall we?"
"Y-you're taking my belt off?" asked Kitty in a stunned voice. As she felt the leather and metal device fall away from her crotch, a warm flush of arousal spread through her belly. It was a purely Pavlovian response: for the past week, her chastity belt only came off for showers or when she was about to have sex, and her body had learned to eagerly respond to the sensation of freedom.
"Of course I am dummy," muttered Becca as she pulled the belt away and tossed it aside. "Do you want everyone to ask about the chastity belt they can clearly see under your racy dress?" Becca straightened up and grabbed Kitty by the shoulder, looking her right in the eye with a challenging grin. "But that doesn't mean you have a blank check, sis. I'm still in charge, and you don't get to cum unless you have my explicit permission."
Kitty blushed and looked away. "I-I'm not going to cum in front of Mom's coworkers anyway, Mistress," she said, trying not to sound too defensive.
Becca's grin only widened and her eyes shone with excitement. "That's right, I forgot to tell you the best part!" She reached into her purse and pulled out the remote control vibrator she had tormented Kitty with earlier in the week.



"Mom thought that you could use one last accessory to make your outfit complete!"
...
Right up until the moment that they walked through the doors of the restaurant as a family, Kitty assumed that her mother would call things off and admit that everything had been some sort of twisted joke.
But the private car pulled up to the restaurant without any indication from Laura and Becca that they were going to be merciful. When Laura linked arms with Kitty, pulling her forward towards the waiting doors with firm but gentle pressure, reality finally sunk in.
This wasn't a bluff, or a prank, or some kind of test. Her mother really intended to display Kitty to her friends and coworkers in this slutty little green dress. Panic finally blossomed in Kitty's overheated mind. Arousal came with it, warming her body and sending blood rushing through her veins. She could feel it, wild and hot; pounding in her ears and flushing her skin.
As the three women made their way toward the room reserved for the party, Kitty's nipples began to swell and throb, pressing against the thin silk of her dress. Her ankles wobbled in the tall heels her mother picked out for her. Her mind seemed to run in circles, picturing just how slutty and pathetic she must look...
It felt like they were moving in slow motion as Laura and Becca walked with complete confidence. Laura reached out, opening the door to the private dining room...
And the room filled with a few dozen party guests looked up at their entrance.
At first, their eyes naturally focused on Laura, the hostess of the party, the boss of most of the attendees, and certainly the person that most of them were interested in trying to impress.
But Kitty's dress was too revealing, too eye-catching to stay out of the spotlight for long. The eyes of the crowd seemed to naturally slide off of Laura and onto her almost all at once, taking in her semi-clothed appearance with a variety of expressions. Mockery. Lust. Disbelief. For a long moment, the focus of the room was on Kitty and Kitty alone.
Kitty had to bite her lip to keep from gasping as Becca discreetly toggled the vibrator deep inside her pussy, beginning a weak, but nagging buzz of vibration between her legs.
It felt like an eternity before the thoughtful silence of the crowd broke into murmurs, with members of the audience turning to whisper and laugh with each other, casting little glances back at the slut who had just appeared in their midst.
Kitty felt like she would die of shame: she normally tried her hardest to fade into the background at these events, but it seemed like that wouldn't be an option this time. This time, Kitty was the talk of the party. Her humiliating exposure brought with it a twisted flood of arousal. And it didn't come just from the low buzz that her mischievous sister had started between her legs: by this point, Laura and Becca had created a strong link between embarrassment and arousal in Kitty's brain, and the scandalized reactions of the fancy party guests had powerfully triggered that subconscious connection.
An older man with greasy hair and a greasier smile moved forward immediately. Kitty recognized him. Harry Neilson. A big bear of a man, with graying hair and a neatly trimmed beard. He was one of her mother's senior underlings. Always laughing too loud at her mother's jokes and doing his best to make a good impression on his boss.
But tonight his eyes were locked on Kitty, almost insultingly focused on the uncovered slice of cleavage that cut down almost to her belly. He nodded at Laura and held out a large, rough hand for Kitty to shake. Kitty wanted to refuse. Somehow, the act of touching this strange man while only half clothed felt... dangerous. Thrilling in all the wrong ways.
But her mother was already unlinking their arms, implicitly signaling Kitty to politely accept this man's offer to shake hands. Kitty reached out with a sweaty palm and felt the older man's warm grasp dominantly close around her slim hand.
"Kitty," he said with a leering smile, his firm grip slowly pumping her limp hand up and down. "My how you've... grown." Just as his sharp green eyes locked with Kitty's, she felt the hidden vibrator inside her slide up a notch in intensity and was forced to stifle a whimper. Kitty could almost feel Becca's amusement radiating off her in waves.
Kitty murmured something polite but non-committal as Harry finally turned to chat with her mother. But his wandering eyes stayed glued to Kitty's body, traveling over the loose green fabric draped over her tits and the deep slits up her thighs. His lips pulled up into a knowing smirk, even as he joked and made small talk as usual with Laura.
Kitty half-expected her mother to jump to her defense. After all, not only was Kitty her daughter, but she was Laura's sub as well. Wasn't that supposed to mean that Laura owned her?
But if pervy older men ogling her sexual property bothered Laura, she didn't show it. She greeted and chatted with the odious man who was visually undressing her daughter with her usual unruffled poise, not even glancing in Kitty's direction as she acted as the perfect hostess. She ignored the blatant eye-fucking from the next man as well. And the next. Kitty sank into a haze of humiliated lust as her mother's employees lined up to shake her hand and openly stare at her displayed body.
All the while, Becca slowly increased the intensity of the buzzing vibrator inside her, linking the leering eyes of the older men with the sexual pleasure coming from between her legs. By the time that the cocktail hour was officially over and people were moving to their seats, a real crisis had developed beneath Kitty's dress.
She had become too aroused. She could feel the hot viscous juices inspired by her public exposure slipping down her thighs at an alarming rate, and in this particular dress, the shiny signs of her arousal would become obvious before long.
She tried to excuse herself to the restroom, but Laura flashed her a warning look."Where are you headed darling?" she said, arching an eyebrow. "I believe that Harry is about to make his speech. Have a seat."
"B-but... Mommy," whispered Kitty with a wince at using the humiliating word in public, "I need to..."
"No buts," said Laura sharply. "First sit, then you can explain." Kitty's body sat down in her chair almost before she consciously realized what she was doing, the instinct for obedience had been so firmly engrained at this point that she had moved without thinking.
Kitty found herself facing her mother across the restaurant table. At least now her crotch was hidden. But in many ways, her predicament had just gotten more dire. The juices slipping down her thighs were now going to pool on the cloth of her dress beneath her ass. And the last thing she needed was a wet spot advertising her exhibitionist arousal to all of the horny older men in the room.
"Mommy, please," pleaded Kitty in a desperate hiss across the table. "I need to use the bathroom. If I don't, then I might..." Kitty's face burned as she struggled to keep her voice too soft for others to hear. "... I might make a mess."
Understanding finally dawned in her mother's eyes as Harry got up and clinked his glass, calling for the attention of the assembled guests and beginning a long-winded speech on how wonderful a boss Laura was. Laura's face split into a warm and gracious smile as the crowd focused on her, but her eyes were alive with amused arousal as she murmured across the table under her breath. "Why don't you let Mommy... assess the damage."
Kitty's heart leaped into her throat as she felt her mother's stocking foot trace lightly up the inside of her leg under the table, slowly and sensually teasing her daughter with the rough surface of her pantyhose as the foot made its way upward.
Becca, sitting to Kitty's right, quickly realized what was going on, and, covering her mouth to hide a giggle, turned the remote control vibrator to its highest setting. It was so intense that Kitty was worried that the buzzing sound would be loud enough to hear from the adjacent table even when muffled by its deep placement.
Harry's droning voice called for a toast, and Kitty raised her glass in trembling fingers as her mother's foot crept closer and closer to her soaking wet pussy. Just as the party guests drank, their eyes focused on her and her mother. Laura's foot made contact, pressing firmly against the hot, wet lips of Kitty's bare pussy beneath the dress.
The combination of sensations was overwhelming. The insistent buzz of the toy lodged inside her, the teasing wriggling of her mother's stockinged toes against her hot, pulsing flesh, and maybe most importantly of all, the eager, hungry eyes of the crowd, watching her while she was pleasured without their knowledge.
Suddenly Becca's hand had an iron grip on Kitty's shoulder, and her younger sister's whisper was hot in her ear. "Don't you fucking dare pet," said her sister with an odd blend of fury and amusement. "You belong to me, and you don't fucking cum until I say so. Suck it up, Sis." With great effort, Kitty did as she was told, closing her eyes tight and concentrating, trying to shut out the feelings of submissive pleasure that her mother's foot was inspiring within her.
"My my, darling," purred Laura in an undertone as her strong toes explored her daughter's aching pussy. "You weren't exaggerating. I was hoping I might be able to... staunch the flow. But it appears my help is just making the situation worse. I suppose I will have to take you to the restroom and... give you a hand." Laura's now moist foot rapidly withdrew to be slipped back into her heels, and she rose to her feet, making her apologies as she circled the table to gently grab Kitty by the elbow and escort her to the ladies' restroom.
Before she knew it, Kitty was seated on a toilet seat with her mother in the same stall, flipping her daughter's dress up to expose her flushed, dripping pussy. With a look of motherly concern disturbingly blended with dominant lust, Laura pulled gently on the protruding cord of the remote vibrator, extracting the buzzing pill-shaped toy and setting it down on the toilet tank to clatter in a puddle of sticky juice.
"I knew you would enjoy this evening, darling," said Laura fondly, her eyes locked onto her daughter's juicy pussy. "I guess I just didn't realize how much. You really made a mess, didn't you dear?"
Kitty blushed hotly and squirmed with shame under her mother's gaze. "It's all those people, M-mommy," she whimpered. "All your employees. They know! Now they know that I'm your little slut! What's going to h-happen to you?"
Laura blinked in surprise and laughed. "Is that why you've been protesting so much, sweetheart?" she asked with warm amusement. "Because you are worried about your Mommy's reputation?" With a gentle smile, she dropped to her knees and embraced Kitty, pulling her in for a searing wet kiss, her tongue slipping over and around her daughter's in a perverse show of motherly comfort. As she finally pulled away, Laura tucked a strand of hair lovingly behind Kitty's ear and said soothingly: "There's no reason to worry about that, dear. I already spread the rumor that my daughter is going through a slutty phase and that I disapprove. They are probably all assuming that I'm giving you a stern talking-to in here right now about your wardrobe choices."
Kitty felt a curious blend of relief and embarrassment. So no one at the party knew about their incestuous relationship... they all just thought that Kitty was a shameless slut. "Those men," she said with aroused disgust, "They all think they have a chance with me... your little slut of a daughter."
"You're right," said Laura with a twinkle in her eye, sinking to her haunches on the bathroom floor, pulling Kitty's hips forward and angling them up to give herself better access. "They're all hoping to become your full-time sugar daddy. Maybe even trick you into a marriage and bind themselves tighter to me."
"And you're ok with that?" asked Kitty, mournfully staring into her mother's deep blue eyes. "You don't mind that they're staring at your little girl's body and dreaming of stealing her away?"
Laura just laughed again, not cruelly, but with a warm fondness for her daughter who clearly didn't understand. "But that's the best part darling! I get to show off my cute little trophy, secure in the knowledge that no one could ever steal her away. You're mine, Kathryn, and you will be forever. That's why your Mommy gets all hot and bothered to see those poor desperate men all worked up over you. They are chasing after a prize that she has already claimed."
The look of deep, passionate love and ownership in her mother's eyes was comforting, and frightening, and intoxicating. Kitty almost swooned as her mother delicately brushed her auburn curls back from her face, dipping down between her daughter's thighs. "
"Now, no more fussing dear... Mommy needs to clean you up."
Kitty couldn't hold back her moans of approval when her mother's mouth clasped greedily over her pussy, slurping and licking her excess juices. Without even intending to, her hands slipped up beneath her dress, twisting and teasing her aching nipples as she rapidly approached an orgasm that had been building all evening.
And then suddenly Laura withdrew, wiping her lips with the back of her hand as she smirked up at her frustrated daughter. "Ah, ah, ah, darling," she said, wagging a finger, "Your sister was very clear with you, I thought." Laura reached up and plucked the still-buzzing vibrator off the tank of the toilet seat. "You aren't allowed to cum tonight unless she says so."
Kitty whined in sexual frustration as her mother firmly inserted the tortuous toy deep into her pussy. "But Mommmmy, I'm allowed to cum if you let me, can't you just..."
But Laura shook her head with a wide grin as she returned to her feet. "Not this time sweetie. Tonight I am leaving orgasm control entirely to your sister. You'll have to ask her, I'm afraid."
Then she turned away, leaving her daughter to mop up her excess juices while she carefully reapplied her lipstick.
Suddenly, Kitty was eager to return to the party.
She needed to convince Becca to let her cum.
...
But Becca was having far too much fun teasing and tormenting Kitty to allow her sister any relief. When Kitty tried to ask Becca for sexual relief, first with simple requests, then with whimpered begging, her younger sister just giggled and refused to discuss it, cycling the hidden vibrator up and down in intensity as Kitty's gnawing sexual desperation grew and grew.
By the time the dinner portion of the party wrapped up, Kitty was a blushing, dripping mess. The battle to prevent her juices from slipping out had long since been lost, and as they stood to leave she heard chuckles and whispers from the fascinated party guests: just one more piece of proof that their boss's daughter had become a hopeless slut.
Laura had rented a private car to carry them to the theater, and when they were all safely inside, Becca pounced, pulling Kitty to her in a dominant kiss while she flipped her older sister's skimpy dress up to access her soaking pussy.
"Can you believe this horny bitch, Mom?" asked Becca tauntingly as she pulled away from the kiss, rubbing her hand teasingly over the surface of Kitty's aching pussy. "She wanted me to get her off right there at the table in front of everybody! I think this is honestly the hottest I've ever seen my dear older sis. And after this week, that's saying something."
Becca's cruel, curious eyes bored into Kitty as she tried to look away. "The only question is... why? Well, Sis, got any ideas? Why were you practically melting into a horny little puddle tonight?"
"The... The vibrator!" gasped Kitty as her hips desperately humped upward into her sister's hand. "You've been t-teasing me all night!"
Becca shook her head and tsked. "No, sorry, pet. I don't buy it. I've used this little toy before and never got results like this. It's got to be more than that." Her fingers dipped briefly for just a moment, giving Kitty a fleeting taste of deep, satisfying contact. "C'mon, Kitty," whispered Becce in her ear, adding a feisty little nip to her earlobe, "Honest girls get rewarded."
Kitty whined as Becca's hand withdrew again, denying her the sweet release she craved. She had no choice. As humiliating as it was to admit, she had to obey her mistress and tell the truth.
"This dress," she said in a small, defeated voice, "And everyone watching me... they turned me on."
"Oooooooh," cooed Becca with a wicked grin. "Exhibitionism! I love it, Kitty! It's perverted as hell of course, but when you've got as many fucked up kinks as you do, what's one more on the pile I guess. I really had no idea! I thought this night was just going to be about me and Mom having fun."
Becca turned to Laura, who was watching her daughters' playtime with motherly fondness.
"Hey, Mom. Does the driver know that we're related?" asked Becca with a naughty giggle.
Laura raised an eyebrow, but her voice was amused when she responded: "No, dear, not as far as I know. The drivers aren't paid to ask such questions."
"Why don't you roll down the window, Mom?" asked Becca with wicked delight, "I think our hard-working driver deserves a show." Laura chuckled and shook her head with mild exasperation, but to her aroused horror, Kitty watched as her mother reached over to roll down the service window separating passengers from the driver.
In just moments, Kitty was going to be in full view of the criver. While her dress was hiked up around her waist and her bare pussy was still being teased by her sister's hand. In a blind panic, Kitty instinctually tried to cover herself, tugging down her dress, but Becca would have none of it. She grabbed Kitty's wrist in an iron grip and whispered in her sister's ear: "Relax, pet. Do as your mistress orders. We just finished dis cussing this, pet. This is what turns you on, right? Let's explore that."
And then it was too late to resist even if Kitty wanted to. It took only moments for the tinted service window to whir down, and then the middle-aged driver was peering into the back through the mirror, managing to get out "Yes ma'am? How may I...?" before the words died on his lips and his eyes went wide.
Kitty could imagine how it looked in his eyes. A beautiful, pale young woman slouched back on the leather seat, her raw, dripping pussy thrust upward into the hand of a gorgeous, tanned woman at her side.
"There's nothing in particular we need, driver," said Laura with breezy confidence, "We just felt like being... sociable."
The driver visibly gulped. "Y-yes ma'am," he said in a strangled voice.
Kitty's mind was blank with shock. What she had told her sister was true: it had turned her on to be watched by the old men who worked for her mother. But being checked out in a slutty dress and having someone openly stare at her bare pussy were too different things. Kitty felt poised on the razor's edge. Was this horrifyingly arousing? Or just horrifying? In the moment of her humiliating exposure, she just didn't know.
And then Becca's hand began moving, and Kitty tipped decisively over the knife's edge into the sweet oblivion of deep, shameful arousal. The decision was made for her by her sister's skillful fingers on her pussy.
If Kitty hadn't been into this before, she was now.
Kitty couldn't hold back her moans as her mistress's fingers plunged deep and fast, working her clit with the expert precision that comes from intimate familiarity: Becca had had a lot of practice on her sister this past week. Kitty's hips strained upward, unconsciously shifting to give her new audience a better view as she finally received the stimulation she had been craving.



"Shit," giggled Becca into her ear, "You really do like an audience don't you?"
Her younger sister's voice held a curious, speculative tone that Kitty had learned to dread. To Kitty's immense disappointment, Becca's fingers slowed and stopped. She looked over to Laura and said, "Ok, Mom, showtime's over. We don't want the poor man to crash." Laura twiddled her fingers at the driver and closed the service window once more as Kitty almost sobbed with frustration.
"Please Mistress!" she begged pathetically. "I need to cum so bad! Have mercy."
But Becca's eyes were shining the way they did when she got an idea, and Kitty knew that when her little sister got like this, there would be no convincing her.
"You're thinking too small, Sis," said Becca with a hungry gleam in her eyes. "If you get this hot when there is one stranger around, how much better will it be with hundreds? You know what they say right? The more the merrier."
...
Kitty was paralyzed with fear, burning with lust, and nearly bursting with pent-up sexual frustration as Becca slowly, teasingly worked her finger into Kitty's lap.
They were seated in the crowded theater, surrounded by the warm, silent darkness of the audience.
The people around them were focused utterly on the well-acted play taking place on the stage. All except their mother of course, who sat to Kitty's left, looking on fondly as Becca publicly dommed her older sister.
"Better be quiet, pet," said Becca in Kitty's ear. Her voice was no louder than a hot, wet breath. Her finger slid between Kitty's soaking, swollen lips with aching tenderness. "Who knows what would happen if you let out a moan during a lull in the dialogue."
Kitty was right on the edge of orgasm. She had been there for hours. Now the only thing that held her back was fear. Fear of being caught. Fear of what would happen if she was.
But Becca wouldn't let her hold back. After denying her all evening, Kitty's cruel mistress had found exactly where she wanted her sub to cum: surrounded by an unwitting audience. Forced to remain completely silent in the throes of her pleasure.
"Look at those performers on the stage," said Becca, her voice quiet, but heated with passion. "I want you to imagine what it would be like to be up there. Doing what we're doing now. Letting your mistress play with you in front of everyone. The spotlight hot on your slutty body. Your pussy dripping as everyone in the crowd sees how much of an exhibitionist pervert you really are..."
Becca's increased the speed and intensity of her plunging, rubbing fingers. Kitty's breaths were hot and ragged in her throat. Her thighs trembled. To be seen... to be exposed like that, not to one man like in the car... but to an entire crowd. Kitty felt the power of her long-deferred orgasm roaring up inside her with the unstoppable force of a runaway train.
"Now cum, Sis," said Becca, her own voice tinged with the taboo thrill of their covert sex act, "Let it out. Show the crowd who you really are."
Oh God... it was happening. Kitty felt a deep, incapacitating orgasm wash over her with a wave of crackling sexual heat. She felt a powerful moan building in her throat. Her legs shook and her chest heaved. Kitty could feel her pussy greedily clenching and milking her younger sister's slim fingers, her body desperately responding to her cruel young mistress's touch. Her lips parted...
And at the last moment, Laura reached over deftly and clapped her hand over Kitty's mouth, stifling her approaching moan and saving all three of them from some very awkward questions indeed.
For Kitty, the rest of the evening passed in a hazy, blissful blur. She had never orgasmed so hard in her life. She didn't even have the capacity to feel embarrassed as her mother's coworkers said good night, clearly noting and appreciating the liquid signs of her arousal dripping down her thighs.
Nothing as trivial as that mattered when she had two strong incredible doms like her mother and sister.
...
Laura clicked the door shut after putting her half-asleep daughter to bed.
Then she rounded on her other daughter with a sharp and critical eye.
"You almost lost control tonight," she said cooly, arms crossed tightly beneath her impressive breasts. "That's not a luxury you have as a Dom. Kitty loses control. We maintain it."
Becca had the grace to look abashed. She had a raw natural talent for domination, but it was increasingly clear that it was a good thing she had a superior Dom to watch out for her. "I'm sorry Mom,' she said, the subservient tone awkward in her mouth, "I got a little carried away. But we got some good info, didn't we? An exhibitionist kink, just like we hoped!"
Even in the middle of a reprimand, Laura couldn't help but crack a smile. "Yes," she admitted, "That will make the finale we have planned that much sweeter."
"I also proved that Kitty's totally obedient now," insisted Becca with a grin. "We have her eating out of our hands. So... what's next? What are we doing in week three?"
Laura's smile grew wider. "Obedience isn't enough. I want devotion. Dependency. Unconditional love. Kitty almost got away from us. I don't want that to ever happen again. Sweet little Rose is almost ready too. Soon the loving couple will be right where we want them."
Becca almost shuddered from the possessive tenderness filling her mother's voice.
Laura's eyes sharpened and refocused on her younger daughter. "But back to the matter at hand," she said grimly. "It looks like you need a lesson in proper control of a sub, Rebecca."
Becca's eyebrow furrowed into a sulk. "Awww, Mom, really? I promise I'll be more careful. Don't make me sub for you again, it's so fucking embarrassing!"
Laura simply held out her hand, palm up. "Don't whine, dear. It's unbecoming. If you don't want to sub for me, you will have to show me you can control yourself like a dom should. Besides, tonight was a little... Kitty focused. We could both use the release, and I'm certainly not going to sub for you, sweetheart."
Becca sighed. It was mortifying to be dominated by her mother, being treated as if she was a pathetic little submissive like Kitty, but her Mom had a point. It was probably better to burn off some sexual energy tonight and approach the new week with a clear head.
Besides, even if it was embarrassing, sex with Laura was never dull, and Becca always left her mother's bed satisfied.
She placed her hand in her mother's, lacing her fingers through Laura's slim fingers and demurely lowering her eyes like a good little submissive.
"Yes, Mom."
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Kitty knew instinctively that changes would be coming in the third week. Things seemed to be constantly escalating between her and her new doms, so it only made sense that their third and final week would hold new humiliations.
She wasn't disappointed.
When Kitty exited her room on Sunday morning, she found that Becca and Laura were already awake, changed into their dominatrix outfits once again, and impatiently waited for her in the living room.
"Good morning, darling," said Laura with a welcoming smile. "As you can see, I've called another family meeting. Why don't you take your clothes off? I think it will get you in the right frame of mind to hear our news."
By this point, Kitty had learned not to hesitate when her mommy gave her commands. Although she still felt the sting of humiliation as she stripped naked in front of her gorgeous, dominant mother and sister, the shame only added to her pleasure now.
She stripped her pajamas and panties away fully and stood naked and shivering before her Mommy and Mistress, nipples hard points of desire, her pussy already moistening in anticipation of her Mother's new commands.
Laura's eyes were filled with pride as Kitty sank to her knees without being told, taking an inferior position to her betters by force of habit alone. "I think it's fair to say that our little family experiment has been a complete success," said Laura fondly, cupping her naked daughter's cheek in a loving hand while looming above her in her obscene dominatrix outfit. "But we have so much more to explore. Our outing last night opened my eyes."
"Good news first," said Laura briskly, gesturing to Becca, who retrieved the tiny key from between her breasts with a huffy little sigh and handed it over to her mom. "We are dispensing with your chastity starting today. You proved your complete obedience beyond a shadow of a doubt last night. It's no longer necessary," said Laura, dangling the key in front of her wide-eyed eldest daughter and allowing her to take it in shaking hands.
"Now for the... more challenging news," said Laura, her eyes glittering with cruel amusement, "Your sister and I have decided that we cannot truly help you until we all understand the full depths of your submissive tendencies."
Laura's deep blue eyes flicked over to share a silent, meaningful glance with Becca, who winked back.
"To that end," said Laura, turning her heated gaze back to the obedient sub at her feet, "We think that in our last week together, it makes sense to try out some... new roles. To see if further submission will finally satisfy your dark desires, darling."
Something about how her mother had said it sent a thrill of arousal and anxiety through Kitty's fluttering heart. "New roles?" she asked meekly, her soft eyes upturned to her dom with eager submission. "I... I'll do anything for you, Mommy," she added with a hopeful smile, silently begging her mother to be merciful.
"Good girl," murmured Laura, her finger tracing down to touch the "Mommy's Girl" choker that her daughter still wore. "I need to get some work done at home this Friday. You will become my secretary."
Kitty couldn't help but tilt her head in confusion. Working answering her mother's calls and helping her with paperwork didn't sound particularly sexy, but the look in Laura's eyes promised that it would be an erotically humiliating experience, so Kitty simply meekly nodded and said, "Yes, Mommy."
Then Becca stepped forward, fierce and dripping with sexual menace in her skin-tight catsuit. "Until then..." she said, her eyes lingering on Kitty's naked body, "I have another new role for my beloved older sister."
Becca stalked forward and placed a possessive hand on Kitty's head, stroking her hair. "You know how I always wanted a dog? Do you remember why Mom would never let me get one?"
"She s-said that she wasn't sure you were responsible enough," said Kitty, her voice trembling and her face growing pale as her eyes nervously darted back and forth between her Mistress and her Mommy.
"Welllll, Mom saw how incredibly responsible I've been this past week managing your orgasms, and decided that I can finally get a cute little puppy all my own!" said Becca with an evil giggle. Her constant stroking of Kitty's hair suddenly took on a sinister implication.
"M-mistress, I..." whimpered Kitty, looking away and feeling waves of shame and arousal crash over her at the degradation of being forced to become her little sister's loyal pet. The last shreds of her pride ached and tore at her heart as she surrendered to the feeling, nuzzling up against her mistress's loving hand.
"That settles it," said Laura crisply. "Later this week you will serve as my secretary. Until then, do your best to act as your sister's puppy."
Kitty looked up at her mother and sister where they stood, perfect and untouchable above her.
There was just one week left until she would leave them behind and start a new life.
Did that fact excite her, or disappoint her? She was no longer sure.
...
Monday through Wednesday, Kitty was her sister's dog.
When she came down the stairs Monday morning, Kitty wasn't quite sure what to expect. What did it mean to be Becca's puppy? Was she supposed to act super enthusiastic and loving toward her Mistress? She didn't think that Becca meant anything more literally than that. But she was in for a rude awakening. When Kitty entered the dining room, Becca paused mid chew in a mouthful of cereal, her eyebrows scrunching together as she laid eyes on her puppy for the week.
She stood, looming above the suddenly bashful Kitty, making her feel the height difference as her eyes ran coldly over her older sister's body. With an arched eyebrow and a grimace, she turned to Laura, who was sitting at the table with a look of faint amusement on her perfect face.
"It looks like I have a lot of work to do," remarked Becca dryly to her mom, scooping up a magazine from the table and rolling it into a tight tube. Kitty didn't even have time to ask what was going on before the rolled-up magazine gave her a sharp swat on the head. She yelped in surprise. It wasn't hard enough to hurt, but the humiliating condescension implied the act stung.
"Bad girl!" said Becca, shaking a finger with her free hand. "Puppies don't wear clothes or stand up. This is an awful start to your new role, puppy. I thought you would at least know the basics of being a dog!"
Kitty's mouth fell open in bewilderment. "M-mistress, you can't be serious," she said in horror, "You mean for four days I need to..."
*Smack*
The magazine hit her head sharply once again. "Puppies don't make excuses when their owner gives them commands, pet. They obey. Eagerly and happily. Now off with those human clothes. Then down on the ground." Kitty had felt inferior to the rest of her family at various times this week, but this raised things to horrifying, arousing new levels.
Kitty blushed beneath her mother and sister's amused eyes as she stripped off the clothes she had chosen for the day, back when she had assumed she would still be allowed to act as a human. Finally naked and shivering with cold and her suppressed lust, Kitty sank to her knees.
She had gotten used to obedience since Laura and Becca had become her doms, but this new humiliation weighed heavily on her. There was something about being naked and on the ground while Becca and Laura wore casual, everyday outfits that was even more degrading than doing so while they were dressed in fetish gear.
Becca smiled sweetly, patting her older sister condescendingly on the head. "Now that wasn't so hard was it? We'll make a cute little doggie from you yet, Sis! Now wag your tail to show how happy you are to obey, puppy."
Kitty squeezed her eyes shut against the storm of humiliation within her as she awkwardly swayed her ass, obeying the command of her giggling mistress.
When she opened her eyes again, a shiny, brand-new dog bowl clattered to the floor in front of her face. "Kitty" was written on the side in pink cursive. With a nasty grin, Becca scooped up the cereal and milk from the table and poured her good girl some breakfast. Finally, she used her toe to slide the now-filled bowl beneath the dining room table and said "Bon appetit, puppy! You'll need your strength, so eat up!"
Kitty tried to look on the bright side as she crawled beneath the table to take her place as the family dog. After all, she wouldn't have put it past her little sister to force her to eat real dog food, so this was merciful in many ways.
Kitty finally began to understand on a spiritual level what it meant to be the family dog as she sat beneath the table naked, slurping her cereal from her dog bowl as the two humans in the room chatted like she wasn't even there.
It would only get worse from there. The day was filled with fresh humiliations just like she had experienced at breakfast.
Becca took her time to teach her naughty little puppy how to sit up, beg, and fetch without using her paws. Over the hours, the humiliation of obeying her little sister's commands as a loyal puppy wore down Kitty's reserves of self-respect, until by the end, she wasn't even blushing and hesitating. She just happily followed her Mistress's commands with her tongue lolling and hot feminine lubrication streaming down her thighs freely.
But even in Kitty's state of eager, dog-like submission, bathroom time was a challenge for her.
"I-I can't mistress!" squeaked Kitty, pulling back on the leash in desperation, just inside the back door of the house. "P-please, someone will see!"
Becca stood grinning in the bright sunshine just outside, her hand pulling the leather strap of the leash tight in one hand, her other hand on her cocked hip. It was clear from her wickedly sparkling eyes that she was enjoying this act of humiliating domination immensely. With a sigh she moved close and dropped to one knee, coming face to face with her terrified older sister.
"But puppy," she said with mock concern, "You're the one who told me that you needed to use the bathroom. We don't need to go walkies right now if you don't want to... but I don't think you'll like the punishment for having an accident."
Kitty's wide eyes looked around their well-landscaped backyard. It wasn't exactly open to public view thanks to the hedges surrounding their property, but the surrounding houses had a clear view of the back patio, lawn, and pool. Laura had complained about it in the past: tanning nude by their pool simply wasn't an option thanks to the possibility of being seen.
The empty windows of the surrounding houses seemed like bright searchlights to Kitty right then; just waiting to focus on her secret shame.
"This is t-too far, Becca," whined Kitty pitifully, looking up at her with pleading eyes. For just a moment, she dropped the pretense of submission and the fantasy sexual play that she and Becca had been participating in for the past week and appealed to her little sister as a person. Kitty had finally gotten spooked by the ride, and she wanted off.
Becca's eyes, just inches away from Kitty, hardened for a moment. Her mouth drew into a grim, stubborn line. Then her expression softened, and she patted Kitty's head with a chagrined smirk. "Potty training is hard for some puppies," she sighed in defeat, striding back into the house and pulling Kitty behind her. "I suppose if my naughty little puppy refuses to do her business outside like a good dog, we'll have to find a stopgap measure."
On her way past the kitchen table, Becca snatched up a stray newspaper, spreading it on the ground in front of Kitty's shocked, wide-eyed face.
"There. A nice place for my potty-training puppy to do her business."
Kitty gulped as she stared nervously at the newspaper spread on the hardwood floor. She knew better than to assume that Becca was joking. She would use the newspapers, or she would be punished. And Becca's punishments were frighteningly erotic tortures that Kitty had learned to avoid at all costs. Kitty's bladder felt full and heavy. With a pounding heart and a face burning with shame, Kitty crawled forward onto the spread-out sheets of newspaper.
Becca couldn't hold back a gale of giggles as she watched her once-proud older sister prepare to piss on the ground for her amusement. Kitty paused with her lower half above the paper, her chest heaving with labored breaths. The firm little tits swinging below her torso were tipped with rock-hard nipples, signaling how much this extreme new humiliation was turning her on.
"Remember how dogs pee, puppy," said Becca gloatingly, looming above her pet with arms crossed. With a groan of unwilling submission, Kitty raised her leg, revealing the shining evidence of her shameful arousal. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to do what her Mistress commanded. But she physically couldn't. The taboo against the act, drilled into her from a young age, was just too strong.
Then Kitty felt Becca's warm hand on her shoulder and heard her sister's amused whisper in her ear. "Do it, Sis. Show me how far beneath your mistress you really are. Prove that you are so pathetic you are only worthy to be my cute little puppy." And then suddenly, the taunt worked. In a hot, shameful gush, Kitty proved how disgustingly submissive she was.
Becca squealed with glee at the sight. The smug older sister who had always been too busy to play with her little sister. The surly teen who had rolled her eyes when forced to spend time with Becca. The woman that Becca had looked up to for so long. She now cringed with shame even while she panted with arousal. Kitty blushed a deep crimson as she obeyed her younger sister and did the most humiliating thing she had ever experienced.
Becca's love and care would always be there for Kitty, but, watching her older sister act the part of a naughty un-housetrained puppy, Becca decided with gloating satisfaction that she would never be able to respect her slutty sub of an older sister ever again.
Just as Kitty finished, Becca was there with a tissue, using a teasing hand to dry Kitty between her legs. "That's a goood girl," crooned Becca mockingly in her ear. "Right on the paper just like I said. And do you know what good girls get?" Becca stood and sauntered over to the cupboard, pulling out a jar of peanut butter.
"They get a treat."
Kitty watched, mesmerized, as Becca sat on a dining room chair and dipped a slim finger into the jar, withdrawing a healthy glob of smooth brown peanut butter. Kitty's heart pounded, still not recovered from her shameful display. Becca slowly tugged off a sock while making smoldering eye contact. Kitty was so well conditioned to accept and become aroused by her own humiliation at this point that her mouth actually began to water as her little sister smeared the peanut butter over her toes, wiggling them to spread it deep between them.
"Let's put my puppy's cute little slurpy, slobbery tongue to good use," said Becca teasingly, beckoning Kitty forward. "Come on, pet. Come get your treat."
And Kitty realized as her lips closed over her sister's peanut-butter-smeared toes that it really was a treat. The opportunity to serve her mistress's feet on her knees filled her heart with submissive pleasure. And to make things even better, Becca didn't even say anything as Kitty's hand slipped between her legs, intensifying her shameful pleasure with her naughty rubbing fingers.
Kitty's fingers between her legs matched the swirling, wriggling motions of her tongue as she moaned against her mistress's foot. This is truly where she belonged. Submissive, pliable, and humble. On her knees before her superior. A servant. A possession.
A pet.
Kitty stared up into Becca's bright, fascinated blue eyes as the movements of her tongue and fingers grew more frantic. Kitty's eyes were wide and pleading, wordlessly begging her mistress for release with puppy dog eyes.
With an indulgent smile, flexing her toes against the delicious feeling of her sister's devoted tongue, Becca nodded. "Cum for me, puppy. Show your Mistress how much you love her."
It was an order that Kitty was thrilled to obey, clamping her thighs tight against her fingers, trembling and moaning through the toes still stuffed into her drooling mouth.
...
Despite her sexually exhausting day, Kitty didn't sleep well that night.
Becca insisted that puppies don't get their own room. And a good, strict mistress definitely wouldn't allow a dog to sleep in bed with her. Kitty's heart sank as Becca pulled a brand new dog bed from her closet and proudly set it down at the foot of her bed.
She barely managed to snatch a few hours of cramped sleep before she was awakened by Becca for the next day of fun between the new puppy and her owner.
The next few days were a blur of fatigue and sexual humiliation. Laura seemed content to let her youngest daughter have her fun, simply patting Kitty fondly on the head and remarking how well Becca had trained her puppy in the short time since the beginning of the week. Laura's smoldering blue eyes told Kitty all she needed to know: her mother was content to wait for her turn, secure in the knowledge that her time with Kitty would be sweet when it came.
On Wednesday Morning, Kitty woke up curled on her doggy bed to see Becca kneeling above her. Becca's eyes were filled with possessive affection as she leaned down, took Kitty's head in her hands, and kissed her on the forehead. "Tell you what, puppy," she said, her voice radiating condescending affection. "If you can act perfectly as my puppy today, I will give you the biggest tastiest treat ever."
At that moment, looking up into her mistress's eyes, the only thing that Kitty felt was a deep, cringing eagerness to please her.
Kitty did her best. She barked instead of talking. She wiggled her ass when Becca pet her hair. She accepted scraps under the table from Becca's hands at lunch. When the belly rubs that Becca gave her failed to transition into fingering as they sometimes did, Kitty swallowed her disappointment, and remained the enthusiastic, loyal puppy that her sister wanted.
She should have known that it wouldn't be that easy. This time when she whined at her mistress, indicating that she needed to use the bathroom, she noticed the glint of dominant amusement in Becca's eye immediately. This time, Kitty realized, the newspaper wouldn't be an option.
Kitty took a deep shuddering breath as she paused for a moment in the same position she had held earlier in the week: on all fours, just inside the back door. Becca held her leash, looking back at her puppy with a challenging smirk. This was the true test, Kitty knew. If she did as Becca commanded, she would claim the "biggest, tastiest treat ever". If she failed, she would be punished.
The past few days of being her little sister's puppy had crushed Kitty's last reserves of stubborn pride. With shaking limbs, she tentatively crawled out of the back door, eyes glued to the windows of the surrounding houses.
With a grin of triumph, Becca kept the leash taut, pulling her sister further and further away from the concealing shelter of the back door. Kitty's mouth went dry and she felt sweat prickling all over her exposed body. If anyone happened to peek out right now, her life would be over. She had to satisfy Becca's cruelty then return to the house as quickly as she could.
Becca must have felt the same pressure as Kitty, because, despite her happy smile, she didn't waste time rubbing her sister's humiliation in. She led Kitty directly to the large, shady oak tree in the corner of the yard, her eyes darting up to the windows of their neighbor's houses just like Kitty's.
"Well, puppy," said Becca with a smirk despite the nervous edge on her voice, "Time to do your business. And be quick about it."



This time, thanks to her practice and the frequent praise of her mistress, Kitty was able to perform with no hesitation, letting out a hot wet flood of shame all over the backyard tree and herself as Becca giggled and heaped praise on her "good puppy" from above.
Just as Becca was kneeling to wipe off the liquid traces of Kitty's shame from her body, they both froze. The sounds were quiet but unmistakable.
There was someone walking on the other side of the hedge from them. Just feet away beyond the thick green foliage. Based on the position of the hedge, it had to be Mr. Vanderholt or his wife, a nice old couple who lived on their left. Becca's muscles tensed as they both listened to the footsteps. Then her face twisted into a wicked grin, and she continued her task of wiping her sister's thighs and pussy.
But this time, she used deeper, more thorough wiping motions than was strictly necessary. Kitty trembled and did her best to hold back her whines, keeping her leg obediently raised while Becca finished. She was lucky that she had been given ample practice in controlling her orgasms in the past week.
Finally, Becca had mercy, with a pat of grudging recognition as she led her puppy away from the hedge and the possibility of humiliating discovery. By the time Becca managed to drag her obedient pet back inside, they were both horny and ready for Kitty to claim her treat.
Becca wasted no time in grabbing Kitty's favorite creamy reward from the cupboard, although this time she didn't bother removing her socks. Becca wiggled out of her athletic shorts and panties, revealing her puffy, drooling pussy to Kitty's eager eyes. For the second time that week, Kitty was humiliated by how easily her mouth began watering at the sight of something she badly wanted to taste.
Becca smirked as she observed the desperate expression on her puppy's face. With a look of smug triumph, she snapped her fingers to call Kitty's attention upward, then pointed a commanding finger down to the ground.
"Lie down, girl," she said in a voice of absolute authority.
Kitty obediently dropped to the ground.
"Roll over," commanded Becca with a lazy twirl of her finger. Kitty obeyed, flipping over to display her tender belly and her firm tits (heaving with passion and tipped with rock-hard nipples). Just like Becca insisted she do during belly rub time, Kitty splayed her legs, revealing her soaking wet pussy. Kitty watched her younger sister with the humble adoration of a pet as Becca scooped three fingers of peanut butter out of the jar, smearing it all over her delicious-looking pussy.
Then, Kitty's field of vision was filled as Becca stood above her, squatting down to deliver her puppy's favorite treat directly to her panting, dripping tongue. 'Enjoy your treat, pet," purred Becca above her. "Your two favorite treats, together at last... peanut butter and pussy."
Kitty forgot all hesitation and embarrassment, letting herself go completely wild for her sister's cunt. Her tongue plunged and licked as her cruel Mistress squatted on her face, digging deep and cleaning every dripping fold of the sweet, thick peanut butter coating every inch of her.
Just like last time, Kitty's hand slipped down between her legs, but to her dismay, this time Becca swatted her hand away. But before she could even whine her displeasure, Kitty felt to her surprise that Becca was changing positions: leaning her body forward and down.
"No no no, puppy," scolded Becca with a giggle. "Not this time. I told you that this treat would be the tastiest ever. You did such a good job as a pet today that this time you get an extra-special reward..."
Kitty couldn't help but let out a moan of shock and pleasure as her sister's lips made contact with her pussy, locking the two loving sisters into a sixty-nine position. This certainly was a rare treat. Unlike Laura, who had no issues at all with performing cunnilingus, Becca seemed to think that oral sex was inherently submissive. She almost never wanted to pleasure Kitty that way.
Succumbing to the overwhelming pleasure, Kitty reached up to hold her little sister's toned ass in both hands, pulling her pussy tight against her face as she did her best to clean every bit of peanut butter from Becca's clenching, fluttering pussy.
Becca demonstrated her considerable bedroom experience on her sister as well. She used her wicked little tongue to tease and flick at Kitty's clit, expertly bringing her submissive to the edge of orgasm just as she approached her own, despite her head start. The two siblings writhed in sexual harmony on the living room floor, rolling and twisting as their mutual orgasms began to claim them.
Their sweet muffled moans blended together and their bodies tensed and shook against one another, as, just for a moment, they were no longer dom and sub, or even sisters, but just two lovers caught in the grip of their shared passion.
In the aftermath, Becca pulled Kitty close against her, both of them basking in the afterglow as Becca pet her sister and murmured:
"Good girl. You're my good girl, aren't you?"
And you'll stay my good girl, thought Becca to herself. No one can take my pet away from me.
Not even you, Sis.
...
Cock. Cock. Cock.
The word pulsed in Rose's head like a sickening heartbeat, sending a twinge of dark, twisted lust through her core with every repetition.
Rose wasn't stupid, despite having been snared so thoroughly. She realized now that Becca wasn't the innocent virgin she had pretended to be. But it was too late. Rose hadn't discouraged Becca early enough, and it would be foolish to act scandalized now that they had already fucked.
The photos kept coming. Becca's slim hand wrapped around the base of her boyfriend's giant cock. Becca's plump lips pressed against its dripping head. Becca posing teasingly with the large black strapon she had used to fuck Rose the other week, with the caption: "Want to come teach me some more? XOXO, your favorite student."
Rose had long ago stopped responding to the messages, but it didn't discourage the wicked younger woman. Even worse, Rose had become weak to the obscene images, shamefully touching herself for hours on end as she scrolled through the filthy catalog of images that her girlfriend's sister had sent over the past few days.
And the worst part was that, whether through sheer luck or a combination of expert dirty talk and targeted images, Becca had somehow discovered an embarrassing weak spot in Rose's relationship with Kitty. Even if it hadn't been true before, now it was: Rose missed cock. She missed it with a bone-deep, throbbing need.
Rose found herself masturbating on a nightly basis to the massive, beautiful cock of Becca's boyfriend, a man she had never met, whose face she had never even seen. But she didn't care what his face looked like, or what he was like as a person. She just wanted his big, strong cock to spread her open and thrust deep inside her needy cunt. It was like the brief session with Becca and her strap-on had awakened a ravenous hunger inside Rose, and now she craved the feeling of a real dick, blood-hot and iron-hard, inside her.
Rose lay in her bed, trying to rest, doing her best to leave her phone on the bedside table. Every time she gave in and masturbated to dick, she knew that somehow she was betraying her sweet, trusting girlfriend. The whole situation hadn't been helped by the fact that her relationship with Kitty felt a little strained lately. They still texted and talked on the phone, but it had been a while since Rose had been to Kitty's place. Shamefully, she realized that it was probably better that way for now.
How could Rose look Kitty in the eye after she had let her little sister fuck her with a strapon? And what if Becca happened to be there at the same time? What would Rose even say? What if Becca said something?
No. If Kitty was too distracted by family activities to meet up, like she claimed, then Rose wouldn't push her. Not until she had straightened her own feelings out.
Rose jumped as her phone on the nightstand buzzed loudly, rattling against the wood. She bit her lip. It could be a sweet goodnight message from Kitty... Or it could be yet another filthy image from Becca. Maybe Rose should just leave it and answer in the morning. It was late, after all. She could just say she had been asleep when the text came in.
But after tossing and turning for a few more minutes, Rose couldn't help herself. She reached over to the phone, telling herself she would only check the message if it was from Kitty.
But when she saw the alert on her lock screen: a new message from Becca with an attachment, her body responded without thinking: her breathing deepened, and she felt a flood of arousal coursing through her body.
God... a new attachment. She needed to see it. There was no way she would be able to sleep just imagining what it was. Feeling another wave of shame and her helpless betrayal of her girlfriend, Rose eagerly unlocked her phone to check the message.
It wasn't just a photo this time: it was a video. Rose paused just long enough to read the caption. "I finally did it! Yaaaaay! I couldn't have done this with all of your lessons, Rose! In honor of finally losing my virginity, I thought I would send my expert sex coach this video. You know... so you can watch it and give me some pointers. Happy studying coach!"
Oh God... if this video showed what Becca was implying...
Rose was already clumsily yanking down her pajama bottoms with one hand as her shaking thumb stabbed the play button on the thumbnail, filling her screen with a poorly lit video. It began right in the middle of the action. Becca's big tits bounced and shuddered as the massive cock Rose knew so well from the photos slammed into her. Becca's eyes shone with wicked glee in the dim light as she blew a kiss at the camera.
Rose checked the time on the video. Fuck. Twenty minutes. Rose whimpered with delight as her world narrowed to the screen in her hand and the feeling of her fingers on her wet aching pussy. She forgot everything: guilt, Kitty, her reluctance to trust Becca, and focused completely on the image of her girlfriend's naughty little sister getting fucked hard by the cock she had been fantasizing about all week.
Rose's overheated mind didn't even register how professional and well-staged the video grew as it went on; she was too lost in her shameful haze of lust to care. When the video finally ended, on a shot of the massive cock firing spurt after creamy spurt onto and between Becca's moaning lips, Rose simply started it again. She wasn't ready to come down from this particular high just yet.
Rose's eyes were dazed as she focused on one of her favorite scenes from her first watch-through. Becca was being filmed from the front while her boyfriend fucked her roughly from behind. Her cute features held no taunting mischief in this scene: they were twisted into a mask of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her hips were tilted upward, thrusting back wildly into the cock that was stretching her tight pussy wide. Her beautiful tits swayed and wobbled, hanging like ripe, delicious fruit beneath her lithe torso.
A new message popped up on Rose's screen.
[I think I still need more lessons, teach... Do you want to come over and give me some... personal tutoring? We can use my boyfriend as a teaching tool if you want.]
Rose's mouth went dry. Her eyes focused back on the playing video, watching as Becca's lips parted. Deep, desperate moans poured out as the cock filling Becca from behind made the little temptress cum hard.
She exited out of the video and tapped the text box, hesitated... and began typing a reply.
...
By the time Rose reached the door of her girlfriend's house, she was already having major second thoughts about agreeing to Becca's perverse offer.
But her hesitation wasn't strong enough to stop her from raising a hand and knocking gently at the door.
Despite the feeble knock, Becca answered instantly, wearing a silky robe. Her face was flushed in a way that practically screamed that she had just been called away from the bedroom, and she grinned widely when she saw her older sister's girlfriend cringing in the doorway.
Becca grabbed Rose's hand and pulled her inside, leading her swiftly down a hallway that Rose normally didn't enter... presumably to her bedroom.
Rose gulped heavily to try to clear her suddenly dry mouth and whispered in a cracked voice: "Is... um... Is Kitty...?" She felt momentarily crushed by the guilt of visiting her girlfriend's house for the first time in a week, not to meet the love of her life, but to engage in a traitorous threesome with her little sister.
Becca swatted Rose's arm playfully and giggled, holding a finger up to her lips. "Shhhh! Yeah, dummy, Kitty is around. Sleeping, poor thing. But we can't be too careful. I'm sure my big sis would be just crushed to discover that her sweet girlfriend came to her house, but didn't plan to see her because she was too busy chasing..."
"D-don't," whispered Rose in a broken voice, but Becca wouldn't be deterred.
"...Cock," continued Becca with a mocking gleam in her eyes. "Well, Rose, you made your bed... so to speak. Now it's time to lie in it." Becca swung her bedroom door open to reveal a powerful male body reclining naked on her bed. Rose registered a look of smugness on the man's face, but her eyes slid off his expression quickly: his face really wasn't what interested her.
He was a perfect specimen of masculinity. A lean, fit body; all sharp angles and firm muscle. So different than the soft curves that Rose's sexuality had been focused on since she had devoted herself to Kitty. The sight woke up parts of her mind that she had forgotten about. Dark, dusty corners of her sexuality that the images of cocks she had been masturbating to had only dimly activated now flared to life.
And between those hard, muscular thighs, a long, soft cock lay dormant, draped over a heavy set of dangling balls. Sex with Kitty was great. Soft and sweet and passionate, despite Kitty's efforts to bring a harder edge into the bedroom. At this moment, Rose understood Kitty's desire for something stronger. Suddenly, Rose wanted penetration. She wanted power.
She wanted to get fucked just like she had seen Becca get fucked in the video she sent tonight.
At her side, Becca shrugged off her silk robe, letting it fall into a soft puddle at her feet. Underneath, she was wearing sinful black lingerie, gauzy and sheer enough to display Becca's tempting, taut body. Becca's raised an eyebrow and asked teasingly, "Did you dress up like I asked, Rose?"
Rose, her eyes downcast with shame, nodded. She knew what was expected of her without being asked. She had to prove that she had complied. With shaking hands, Rose pulled her t-shirt up and off, then pulled down and stepped out of her loose sweatpants.
She was wearing her set of lacy, pure white lingerie. A matching set that she and Kitty had bought together, and by far the sexiest Underwear she owned. Becca's heated eyes scanned up and down the tall, curvy woman in front of her with obvious approval. The innocent pure lingerie contrasted with the powerful physique, tattoos, and piercings of her sister's girlfriend. But by this point Becca knew Rose intimately: the soft pure image of the lacy underwear matched her submissive heart better than the tattoos did.
Becca grabbed Rose by the hand and led her toward the bed.
Rose saw with a stomach-churning blend of arousal and horror that her brief strip show had apparently interested Becca's boyfriend a great deal. His cock was no longer soft. It was rising, growing stiffer in jerky, pulsing beats as the man's eyes focused on Rose's pale, tattooed body.
"Hey," said the man in a deep, confident voice, 'Rose, right? Nice to meet you. I'm..."
Becca cut him off sharply. "Ah, ah, ah, babe. She doesn't care. Rose doesn't want to be besties with you." Rose suddenly felt Becca's hands on her shoulders, pushing her downward gently from behind as she continued speaking.
"... She just wants one fucking thing from you," said Becca in a voice dripping with cruel amusement as Rose's knees hit the floor. The anonymous man got the message immediately, rising swiftly to his feet. His powerful, masculine bulk loomed above Rose. Her eyes widened as a sudden feeling of erotic weakness and inferiority filled her heart. "
"Isn't that right, Rose?" purred Becca, her hands still resting gently on the shoulders of the woman kneeling in front of her.
Rose stared up at the massive cock that had been her masturbation fantasy for the past week. God, it looked even better up close. Soft and hard at the same time. Pulsing with life and energy. Smelling faintly of musky masculinity.
"Yes," said Rose, her voice husky and stripped of all hesitation by the power of her lust.
"He's offering you exactly what you've been missing," said Becca in a low compelling voice. She sank to her knees at Rose's side, grinning over at the cock-drunk slut who had up until recently been her sister's loyal girlfriend. "Something that Kitty can never, ever give you. Take it. Enjoy it. Satisfy that forbidden craving."
Becca's lips were right up against Rose's ear, her voice hot and sweet and hoarse. "Show me how to give an extra-good blowjob, teach."
With her nipples stiff and throbbing tight against her lacy bra, her pussy soaking through her pure, white panties, Rose leaned forward and parted her soft lips, taking a man's cock into her mouth. As the man's firm, throbbing length pressed dominantly against her tongue, Rose closed her eyes, savoring the taste and sensation of feminine submission to masculine power. She held there for only a moment before moving, bobbing her head and swirling her tongue, making soft, wet noises around this massive cock in her mouth as her girlfriend's sister watched proudly.
Rose popped up, gasping, drool dripping down her chin as she released the monstrous cock from her mouth, staring up in awe at the masculine form looming above her. Becca's hand fell gently on the back of her head, forcing her down, past the cock, pushing Rose's blushing face up against her boyfriend's heavy, round balls. Felling another spasm of shame gripping her heart, Rose extended her tongue and slavishly slathered the stranger's balls with thick saliva as Becca took her proper, superior place above, sucking her boyfriend's cock.
Becca's boyfriend must have felt like he died and gone to heaven. His drop-dead-gorgeous girlfriend was giving him one of her incredible blowjobs, with the added stimulation of a bisexual knockout eagerly licking his balls.
Finally, Becca gently lifted Rose up, her eyes glinting as she stared at her sister's lovely, confused girlfriend with a hard, throbbing dick between them. "Let's do this together," she said with a wink. "Come on teach, I'll follow your lead."
Rose, loopy and starstruck with her taboo attraction to both Becca and the cock in her field of view, didn't need to be asked twice. She leaned forward eagerly, softly kissing and licking the length of the manly shaft that consumed her senses. Becca joined in with enthusiasm, and soon the two women were sharing a cock in a sandwich of licking, moaning, passion, kissing each other's lips and tongue almost as often as they did the hard shaft between them.
Having his cock between Becca's lips felt better than just having her kiss and lick him externally, but Becca's boyfriend had no complaints: the tall goth slut joining in for a multi-mouth blowjob more than made up for it. Two beautiful women, one in sinful black lingerie, the other in pure, virginal white, kneeling and working together to service his cock... He would remember this day for the rest of his life.



But it was clear to Rose that Becca and her boyfriend didn't plan on ending this night after one blowjob.
Before she knew it, her fears and hopes were confirmed. The burly stranger suddenly bent down with a growl of lust and seized Rose. Despite the fact that she was tall and curvy, the muscular younger man had no problem hoisting her up and tossing her, panting and growing hornier by the second, onto Becca's bed.
Rose felt her hot blood pulsing through her body in a wild rhythm as her pussy seeped through her pure white panties. Becca and her boyfriend now stood above her, blocking out the light. The man was a hulking, powerful figure, his cock dripping with their mixed saliva and his own arousal. Becca stood at his side, her hand possessively stroking her boyfriend's massive cock as she stared down at Rose with a wicked, triumphant smirk.
Slowly, with her free hand, Becca reached down and hooked one finger under the front of Rose's panties, pulling them down inch by inch until her puffy, drooling pussy was exposed to her boyfriend's eyes. "Come on, stud," she said theatrically to her boyfriend, "I think it's time for the teacher to become the student. Teach this slut what it's like to really get fucked."
Then Becca was flinging the soaking wet panties over her shoulder, and was tugging her boyfriend forward by his cock; lining in up with Rose's sopping entrance. And, oh my God... Rose's legs were instinctively spreading wider, her lips parting to let out a shaky moan as Becca dragged the hard cock in her hand up and down Rose's slit.
Rose could feel the power in the man hunched above her, held back only by Becca's controlling fist on his cock. Rose's eyes widened as she saw Becca's grip loosen. In just a moment, she would let go. And the muscular hips of this manly stranger would slam forward. At that point, it would be far too late to take anything back...
"Wait!" cried Rose. "Wait. Stop. H-hold on for a second. I can't. I can't do this."
Becca looked annoyed for a moment, but without hesitation, she pushed her boyfriend back, leaving Rose trembling and gasping for air on the bed. "Give us just a second, babe," she said sharply, then sat on the bed next to Rose, with a concerned look in her eyes.
With an oddly tender gesture, Becca smoothed Rose's hair back from her face. "What's the matter, honey?" she asked gently, her calm blue eyes holding Rose's focus. "I thought we were all having fun here." Somehow, the younger woman seemed to radiate calm and authority, instantly making Rose feel more secure, despite the fact that she was lying in her girlfriend's little sister's bed wearing only a lacy white bra.
"I just..." gulped Rose heavily, her guilty eyes darting away from Becca's piercing gaze. "I can't. I mean... I'm your sister's girlfriend. It's not right."
Becca sighed. "Ah. So here comes the conscience. I would have thought it would flare up before you slobbered all over my boyfriend's balls, but better late than never I guess." Rose frowned at Becca's disrespectful tone, but before she could protest, the energetic young woman was continuing.
"You love my sister, right?" asked Becca sharply.
"Yes," said Rose, firmly and without hesitation.
Becca extended a finger to point to her muscular boyfriend across the room, who was waiting impatiently, his cock still as hard as a rock. "And are you planning on running off with him? Getting married? Having his babies?"
Rose shook her head in confusion. "What? Of course not!"
Becca tenderly cupped Rose's cheek in her hand. "Well then what's the issue? You don't feel guilty if you use a dildo, right? Think of that hunk of muscle over there as a big fleshy sex toy. It's not like you're cheating with another woman!" Becca moved forward quickly, not allowing poor, confused Rose the time to think about their sweaty strap-on session the other day. "You're just using him for what my sister isn't able to give you."
Becca's wicked fingers slipped down Rose's tender belly, leaving ticklish trails as they made their way between her unconsciously-spreading thighs. Her voice was low and hypnotic. "Thick, hard cock. You've promised Kitty your heart, and you're staying true to that! But you have desires. Thirsts. Itches that need scratching."
Becca's fingers... gripped, pushing inward and parting Rose's swollen lips, drawing a hot gasp from her open mouth. "Just give in. Take what you need. Indulge a little, and return to my sweet sister a satisfied, balanced woman, ready to love her with no reservations. Well, what do you say, Rose?"
Rose squeezed her eyes shut and nodded in a jerky, hesitant motion. Becca's fingers worked with firm, but agonizingly slow pressure between her trembling thighs. She chuckled darkly. "No, no, no, honey. I'm afraid you freaked my poor boyfriend out a little with that clear refusal. We're going to need to hear a 'yes' just as clearly if you want to continue."
Despite Becca's words, the hulking anonymous man moved toward Rose's prone body, his jutting, drooling cock looking anything but hesitant. But Rose could see what was happening. Becca was in charge of this encounter, and nothing would move forward until Rose admitted what she wanted.
"I w-want to," said Rose in a cracked, defeated whisper, the incessant pleasure between her legs coloring her voice with a ragged, erotic edge, "You... you can fuck me."
Becca moved smoothly, positioning herself so Rose was now leaning back into her lap. Becca's hands still reached down over Rose's shoulders, moving and writhing on Rose's throbbing pussy. "On come on," said Becca teasingly, "I think you can do better than that!"
The eager man surged forward and was stopped by Becca's grip just at the entrance of Rose's pussy. "Beg for it," demanded Becca. "Show us how much you want it."
Rose's body writhed and strained, her hips humping the air as she instinctively sought the feeling of sweet fullness the massive dick promised. "Please!" she whimpered, throwing aside all guilt and dignity, "Please fuck me!"
"Good Girl!" said Becca in a voice thick with sadistic triumph. Her hand fell away, and her boyfriend's hips surged forward powerfully, sheathing his thick cock in one fluid motion in Rose's velvety cunt.
Rose let out a choked, guttural cry as her masturbation fantasies of the past week were gloriously fulfilled. The man deep inside her wasted no time, sliding in and out of her soaking wet pussy with rapidly increasing speed. The feeling was unbelievable, wrong and right, sweet and filthy. Rose felt stretched and pounded and overpowered in a way she hadn't felt in years, ever since she had become exclusive with Kitty.
To tell the truth, she probably had never had sex with a man that felt this good even when she had dated boys.
It was like night and day to the sweet, lovemaking Rose shared with Kitty. The body above her was so much stronger than her, roughly pushing her back into Becca's lap with powerful masculine force. Bending Rose to his will.
It was intoxicating.
Above her, Becca giggled and bent down to plant a hot, wet, upside-down kiss on the desperately moaning slut in her lap. "Look at you, Honey! Really letting loose and getting the hot, hard cock that you need. I'm proud of you!" Then, with deft fingers, Becca removed Rose's bra, tossing it aside and leaving her totally naked, her tits bouncing as Becca's boyfriend roughly fucked her, gaining power and speed in his mindless lust.
Rose had never felt so helpless and weak and feminine in her life as the merciless cock pounded her. Animalistic moans poured from her throat as her pussy clenched desperately, savoring the first cock it had experienced in years. Becca's hands roamed her naked tits, caressing one moment, pinching the next.
Rose could feel it. She was going to have the best fucking orgasm she had ever had in her life.
She could feel the man inside her getting close as well. His hips bucked wildly against her, his heavy balls tightening against the base of his shaft.
"W-wait," Rose moaned desperately, "Not i-inside! It's... it's not safe!" As someone in a dedicated lesbian relationship, Rose wasn't on the pill and didn't track her cycle particularly closely. If Becca's boyfriend came inside, it could be disastrous.
"Nonsense," whispered Becca darkly. "What do you think they make morning-after pills for? You don't get dicked every day, Rose. You need the full experience. Is it really a full heterosexual submission without a hot, sloppy creampie ending? Why deny yourself?"
Rose didn't respond but didn't object further, whimpering and writhing her hips, giving in to the pleasure and secretly anticipating the hot sticky flood that her lesbian soulmate couldn't provide.
Becca looked up and her boyfriend and nodded with a nasty grin, then dipped her head for one last deep kiss as Rose and her boyfriend tipped over the edge.
Rose moaned deeply against Becca's sweet lips, her pussy milking the cock inside her as it spurt rope after rope of potent cum deep into her pussy, filling her in a way that seemed to fulfill a deep, primal need she didn't know she had.
Becca giggled and gave her older sister's dazed and smiling girlfriend another peck on the lips as hot, thick cum oozed from her gaping pussy.
"Well, done, honey. A+!"
...
Kitty woke up on Friday morning believing that the rest of her week would be a piece of cake. She naturally assumed that acting as a secretary would be a lot easier and less sexually fraught than acting as a dog.
Her first inkling that she might be wrong came when her mother revealed her uniform.
Firstly. a sheer blouse that was tight enough that even her modest tits strained against the fabric. No bra included, obviously. Secondly, a pencil skirt so constrictive that it felt more like a bondage device than a practical piece of clothing. It would require Kitty to walk in tiny mincing steps all day, wobbling around on the matching high-heeled shoes that practically kept her feet on tiptoes.
Her mother had thoughtfully included thigh-high stockings, a garter belt, and a pair of flimsy, see-through panties to complete the outfit. Undergarments more fit for the bedroom than the workplace.
As she carefully donned the tight, revealing clothes, Kitty silently thanked her lucky stars that her mother had decided to work from home rather than dragging Kitty into the office. Just a few weeks ago, Kitty would have sworn that her mother would never allow anyone to see her daughter in clothes like this, but after their outing at the theater, she could no longer be sure.
Laura looked up, beaming as her eldest daughter entered the home office with tiny, wobbling steps. "Look at you dear!" she said warmly, with just a touch of amusement, "All grown up and ready to enter the workforce. It makes me so proud." Laura herself was looking stunning as usual. Kitty's mother always made a point of dressing professionally even when working from home, and, although her sex appeal had been ratcheted up a few notches, today was no exception. She wore a chic blazer, a skirt that was both longer and looser than Kitty's, and dark pantyhose over sensible heels.
It was a sexy look, but well within the standards of professionalism. And more importantly, it presented a humiliating contrast between the captivating, mature woman and her slutty little secretary. Laura's clothes presented her as a powerful, in-charge woman. Kitty's clothes presented her as a horny, desperate slut: a plaything for the superior woman who had selected her ridiculous clothes. Even before their day began, Kitty felt an uneasy twinge of lust at the clear power dynamic that had been drawn already.
"Now dear," said Laura, her expression serious above her steaming cup of morning coffee, "We both know that I can do my work perfectly well without a secretary at home. I didn't ask you to do this because I needed the help. Consider this... a test. My darling daughter is going away on her own in just a few days!"
The words sent a dizzying spiral of anxiety through Kitty. She had been spending so much time on other activities that she had completely neglected arrangements for her move. She was scheduled to begin her job in two weeks, and she was supposed to spend next week moving and settling in. She hadn't even called a moving company yet!
Before she could get further distracted by panicked thoughts, her dom continued speaking, and Kitty was well-trained enough at this point to tune out any other distractions when her Mommy was speaking.
"As your mother, I want to be sure that you can take care of yourself. I need to know that you have the skills necessary to succeed in the workplace without me watching over you," Laura's mouth curved up into an elegant, curvy smile, but her eyes were chilly. "After all, you've decided to move away and get a job all by yourself. So. I am going to treat you like an employee today, not a daughter. I have many young women who work under me, and I will judge your job performance as I would any of them. Do you understand, Kathryn?"
Kitty gulped. If Laura's normal treatment was what she considered warm and maternal, Kitty might be in for a harder time today than she expected if Laura was planning on being stricter.
"Yes, Mommy," she said in a voice she hoped exuded professional competence.
"You will address me as Ms. Wilson," said Laura sharply, crossing one long, gorgeous leg over the other in her place of power behind her desk.
"Yes, Ms. Wilson!" said Kitty, blushing. Shit, she had messed up already. Of course secretaries didn't call their boss "Mommy"!
Laura ignored her new secretary's discomfort. Today's task was simple, especially for a sub as deeply under her control as Kitty was at this point. Kitty still had some preconceived notions that she could operate on her own... that deep down, she didn't really need her Mommy. It was a lesson Laura thoroughly looked forward to helping her submissive unlearn. All it would take were some tasks that appeared simpler than they were... a little sexual distraction... and Kitty would end the day thinking that she just didn't have what it takes to be independent. That she couldn't survive without her Mommy's loving help and guidance.
"Your first task is a simple one," said Laura, taking a slow sip of her coffee before continuing. "A task that I often give new hires on their first day. You'll be fetching files for me." Laura indicated a set of filing cabinets along the wall of her spacious home office. "They are sorted alphabetically by client last name, then each file is separated further into separate sections for various documents related to the case."
Kitty's head spun with the quick, precisely delivered instructions, but nodded firmly. Ok. Just fetching alphabetical files. That didn't seem so hard.
"Fetch me the discovery file for the Gerhardt case," said Laura curtly, opening her laptop and turning away from Kitty. Kitty moved as quickly as she could, wobbling over to the set of filing cabinets, and opening one close to the left side of the row. It took her a moment to find the "G" section, and even longer to figure out which of the files under "Gerhardt" held the discovery documents. By the time she managed to hustle back to her mother, Laura was holding out a hand and snapping her fingers with impatience.
She flipped the file open without looking at Kitty and snapped, "Faster next time. Now bring me the pretrial hearing transcripts for the Rao Electronics Case, the Dumont case, and the Haskell case. Quickly."
The demands came faster and faster, and Kitty soon found herself sweating, her feet aching as she hobbled back and forth between the filing cabinets and her mother's desk, getting slower each time. Laura's deep blue eyes grew stormy, and her mouth drew into a thin line.
Finally, as Kitty placed the latest file into her outstretched hand, Laura sighed and placed an elegant hand over her eyes. "I requested the precedents file for the Clarke case," she said in a weary voice. "This is the discovery file for the Carlson case."
Kitty blushed furiously, her chest heaving with the effort of her frenzied pace. Shit. She had lost track of the request, which had been rattled off as the last item of a long list.
"Kathryn, this is one of the easiest tasks that I ask my in-office secretaries to do," said Laura dryly, leaning forward on her elbows to flash a serious look at her daughter. "It's troubling that this is too much for you."
The disparaging condescension in her mother's voice stung, but oddly also sent a flare of heat through Kitty's core. She had compared herself unfavorably with her gorgeous mother for years, and over the past weeks, that inferiority complex had taken on an erotic charge. Now her perfect, superior mother was sitting across a desk, dryly and confidently telling Kitty that she was awful at a task newly hired untrained workers excelled at. The blend of humiliation and arousal that Kitty had become so familiar with lately clouded her mind, making it difficult for her to think.
"I'll be honest," continued Laura, "I'm worried about how well you will perform at your new job if this is the best you can do. You may need to make up for your incompetence in other ways."
"What c-can I do Mom... I mean Ms. Wilson?" asked Kitty meekly, twisting her hands in front of her like a little girl being scolded.
Laura couldn't repress a wicked smirk. "Well..." she began, her voice taking on a lascivious edge. "I hate to even bring this up: it's not something I ever imagined recommending to one of my own daughters... but some secretaries who are, let's say, unskilled in the brain department but more... physically gifted, make up for their poor performance by raising office morale."
"Wh-what do you mean?" asked Kitty weakly. But she already knew what her mother was getting at. She could feel her body react to the thought of the humiliation to come. Her masochistic pussy grew hot and wet beneath her tight skirt.
"I mean that bosses can be a lot more forgiving to airhead secretaries when they offer a little eye candy," said Laura bluntly. She leaned back in her chair, imperious, confident, and beautiful as always. "So show me what you will do to please your new boss when your incompetence reveals itself. Pretend your job depends on it."
By this point, Kitty was practically an expert at fighting through shame to please her doms. Her fingers barely shook at all as she raised them to unbutton two more buttons of her blouse, revealing a generous v of pale cleavage. She could feel her nipples straining against the thin white fabric, making her presented tits look even more slutty.
"Much better," said Laura with satisfaction. "Now, you can try your hand at another task, making calls for me."
But Kitty failed in the task of making calls for her mother as well. She was doing fine for a while, but then she glanced over and noticed Laura watching with a smug look on her face. Suddenly, she couldn't stop thinking about how her mother saw her as worthless and incompetent, and she got hopelessly tongue-tied and distracted.
After another dressing down from her disappointed boss, Kitty reached down shamefully and unzipped her tight skirt from the bottom a little, showing off the lacy tops of her stockings through the slit. Laura grinned. "Now you understand. The worse the secretary, the more visual stimulation she has to provide to be worth keeping around. Now let's see if you can succeed at document preparation."
Kitty couldn't. Nor did she do well at filling out electronic forms. Laura hadn't touched Kitty at all, but she was still a trembling, sopping mess within an hour. She didn't need her mother's fingers or lips to turn her on anymore. Her eyes and expressions were enough. The twisted, taboo eroticism of her own inferiority to her perfect mother made her worse at her assigned tasks, which in turn humiliated her further.



It was a wicked, inescapable feedback loop. Kitty unbuttoned more of her blouse. Then zipped her skirt up further. Then ditched the blouse altogether. Then the skirt.
Finally, Kitty stood wearing only thigh-high stockings, gauzy panties, and high-heeled shoes in front of her disappointed, gorgeous, fully clothed mother. Laura sat back in her executive chair with her arms crossed beneath her impressive breasts, a look of cool disdain on her lovely features.
"At a certain point," said Laura with a disgusted shake of her head, "Slutty behavior can only make up for so much. Frankly, you're a disaster Kathryn. Just..." she sighed heavily. "Just fetch me some coffee. Sugar, but no cream. You can handle that, I hope?"
"Yes!" said Kitty hopefully. Despite her erotic enjoyment of being belittled and shamed by her powerful new boss, she longed to do at least one thing right, to earn even the tiniest scrap of her mother's approval and praise. "Yes, Ms. Wilson! No problem!" She scurried for the door, her naked tits wobbling comically in her haste to obey. At least it was a little easier to walk now that she had taken off the tight skirt.
Kitty made her way to the kitchen, trying her best to ignore Becca, who watched and giggled as her older sister hurried around the kitchen, repeating the steps she had seen Laura do hundreds of times when making her coffee.
Laura acted like this was a mind-numbingly simple task, but it was actually more complex than many of the tasks Kitty had received earlier. Laura was a bit of a coffee buff: she ground her own beans and used a French press. The task was trickier than it appeared, but Kitty was in the zone. There was no way she would fuck up this time.
Kitty made a ridiculous spectacle for Becca to watch, wobbling around the kitchen in high heels, tits swinging, hot sticky juices trailing down to pool in her stockings. But her face was dead serious. She carefully ground the beans, not too coarse, not too fine, carefully timed the steeping in the French press, then poured it into a clean mug. Perfect. She grabbed the cup and hurried back to her mother, eager to show that she wasn't completely worthless after all.
Laura took the mug and smelled the wafting steam with a look of grudging satisfaction on her face. She raised the mug to her plump lips. Kitty waited with bated breath. Laura set the mug down on her desk with a soft click, her expression neutral.
"Maybe I asked too much of you," she said in a voice of immeasurable disappointment.
"What? But... Ms, Wilson, I did everything exactly how you do!" protested Kitty, gripped with another wave of overwhelming erotic shame as her mother shook her head wryly.
"I asked for sugar, Kathryn," said Laura, exasperated. Kitty's face and heart fell. She had been eager, hasty, and confident, that she had completely forgotten.
She really was a pathetic fuckup.
Laura's face was cold and hard as she beckoned her daughter forward. With her eyes downcast in shame, Kitty obeyed, slinking around the desk until she stood in front of her seated, dominant mommy.
"I just thought of the perfect job for you," said Laura with dangerous, deceptive softness. "A job that matches your abilities. Something you can actually do."
"A-anything, Ms Wilson," said Kitty fervently, desperate to prove herself. "Just tell me what to do."
Laura's cruel smirk made Kitty's heart run cold, pumping dark, prickly erotic fear through her veins. Her perfect, untouchable mother pointed downward with one manicured finger. "On your hands and knees. Facing that way," she said, gesturing to the left.
Kitty was quick to comply, falling to her hands and knees at her mother's feet. She wondered what exactly she could do as a secretary in this humbling position. It didn't become clear to her until Laura raised her feet and rested them firmly on Kitty's back.
The realization of her new task almost crushed Kitty with a combination of shame and powerful arousal. Her mother was showing Kitty exactly what she thought of Kitty's usefulness.
"There we are," said Laura above her, wiggling her feet onto Kitty's back and scooping up a file to leaf through it. "Finally something you are halfway decent at. You make a terrible secretary, but a very visually alluring footrest."
Kitty stayed in that position beneath her mother's heavy feet for over an hour, her limbs trembling, biting her lips to silence her whimpers of strain and arousal. Her firm tits hung beneath her, stiff nipples pointing straight down toward the floor. Floods of hot, sticky arousal slipped down her quivering thighs, staining her stockings as the terrible humiliation of serving as her mother's furniture drove Kitty wild with lust.
And the entire time Laura simply ignored her. Working steadily on her responsibilities as a full, adult woman, calmly and professionally doing actually important work while the pathetic woman beneath her did the only thing she was capable of succeeding at: supporting the feet of her superior.
Finally, the physical strain was too great. With a groan of shame, Kitty failed at yet another task, this one humiliatingly simple. She collapsed the the ground with shaking, numb arms and legs, whimpering with pain and shame.
Kitty rolled over, her panting, horny body spread-eagled and displayed to her disapproving boss, looking down at her with disgust and pity.
Laura leaned back in her chair. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, giving Kitty an excellent view up her skirt. Even in her devastated, exhausted state, the revelation that her mother wasn't wearing panties still sent a shiver of delight up Kitty's spine. Laura cleared her throat, calling Kitty's attention back to her unimpressed expression. "Well, I told you that I would evaluate you as a new hire, dear. Are you ready to hear my thoughts?"
With a sinking feeling of weakness and inferiority, Kitty whispered, "Yes, Ms. Wilson."
"It is clear to me that you are utterly incapable of success in the workplace. Your problem-solving skills are, frankly, embarrassing, your basic aptitude for office skills is a disgrace, and your common sense, as far as I can tell, doesn't exist." Laura's eyes were cold, and her tone was flat and harsh.
For just a moment, Kitty felt a red-hot spark of defiance in her chest. That wasn't fair! A normal workplace wouldn't have the sexual distractions that her mother had placed on her, so this evaluation was slanted against her from the start. But just as her defiance flared up, she saw a warning flash of steel in her mother's gaze, and her submissive instincts overwhelmed her. Maybe Mommy was right after all. Who was Kitty to second guess a woman as powerful and skilled as her Mommy?
If Laura said Kitty was worthless, it must be true.
Laura continued, a flash of dark heat lighting in the depths of her deep, soulful eyes. "But... there is one other option. There are some pathetic young women such as yourself, for whom even showing off their bodies is not enough to offset their clear incompetence. Secretary has, historically, been a fairly common calling for women in a similar position to you in fact. Do you know what those pitiful women do to keep their jobs, Kathryn?" asked Laura with a wicked smile and curious tilt of her head.
"N-no Ms. Wilson," said Kitty, staring up wide-eyed from her submissive position on her mother's office floor. She felt sure she could guess where her mother was going with this, but she wanted to hear it come from her Mother's lips in that low, sultry voice.
Laura slowly uncrossed her legs once again and spread them, revealing her dripping cunt to her daughter's eager eyes. "They keep their bosses happy, dear. With their hands. With their mouths, with their pussies. Anything it takes to keep their job, despite their empty, worthless little heads."
Laura thrust her hips forward to the edge of the chair, and rolled her skirt up subtly. "Typically of course, the silly sluts in question are dropping to their knees in front of crusty old men, servicing their cocks. But I've always been a fan of shattering the glass ceiling. Why can't I, as a woman, have a submissive little under-the-desk bimbo to take care of my needs just like the men do?"
Laura beckoned her daughter imperiously, spreading her legs to provide easier access. "Come now, Kathryn. This is your chance to prove your bitch boss wrong. Show me you have the skills to earn your place in an office after all."
And, in spite of the devastating way she framed it, despite her burning shame and the last feeble embers of defiance dying in her heart, Kitty couldn't disobey her Mommy. She rose to her knees on still-wobbly thighs, looked up with slavish obedience at her cruel Dom grinning down and her, and buried her face beneath her mother's chic, professional skirt.
Laura sighed in satisfaction as Kitty's skilled tongue and lips began exploring the pussy they already knew so well, subserviently licking and swirling over her hot, wet sex, well lubricated already from the dominant pleasure of putting her once-aloof daughter firmly in her place.
Move across the country indeed... Laura was certain that Kitty had gotten the message today: Kitty was worthless without her. Laura had a deep and abiding love for Kitty, but she had always been weak. She needed her mother's support and guidance.
Laura hissed in pleasure, pulling Kitty's face against her pussy and grinding her hips in tight, circular motions against her daughter's face. "Mmmmm, yes dear. I take it back,what I said about you having no talent. Yesssss. Clearly, you have one very useful skill. I think any female boss would love to keep you in your position."
Kitty knew that this was just one more insult, another bit of degrading dirty talk to turn her on while it tore her down. But in a twisted way, it still felt good to be praised by her mother, even if it was in the form of sexual objectification.
"And the thing about good bosses, dear..." Purred Laura as her wet pussy smeared across Kitty's face, "They reward hard workers..." Laura's foot slid between her daughter's legs. Laura let her sensible heel fall to the floor with a clunk, and then her stockinged foot was pressing up firmly into her daughter's soaking, burning-hot pussy. But it stayed there. Unmoving. Providing pressure, but not friction.
"The question is dear," asked Laura with a smirk, "How hard are you willing to work for that sweet reward?" Kitty barely heard her mother's taunting words, but she barely needed to. Her horny, desperate body knew exactly what to do by instinct alone. As Kitty's tongue continued to submissively pleasure the woman above her, her hips began to hump her mother's outstretched foot. Slowly at first, with tentative, jerky thrusts, then faster and faster, with huge, rolling hip motions, grinding her burning cunt over her mother's stockings, soaking them in her filthy submissive juices.
Kitty moaned deeply with her mouth still pressed into her mother's pussy, sending spine-tingling vibrations through Laura's tender flesh, drawing an elegant moan from her lips as well. Mother and daughter harmonized together, moaning and humping in incestuous bliss against each other's bodies.
But Laura couldn't let herself relax completely just yet. There was one more twist to the game. One that she was sure would drive her new secretary wild.
"You had better hurry, dear," said Laura firmly, speaking up to pierce through the lustful haze that had ensnared her daughter. "You need to finish before our guest arrives."
That got Kitty's attention. She raised her shining, fluid-smeared face and looked at Laura with dazed, uncomprehending eyes. "G-guest?" she gasped, the cogs working swiftly behind her eyes.
"Yes dear," Laura crooned. "I invited your lovely girlfriend to come over and see you as a special reward for your hard work. I assumed you would succeed at your tasks today, you see. I told her to be here at noon, and, not to alarm you, sweetie, but it's 12:05 now. She could be here any second."
Kitty looked flustered and confused, panic blooming across her face even as she unconsciously continued her desperate humping of her mother's foot. "B-but Mommy, what if she sees me like this? I... I have to get dressed! I have to hide!"
"You will do no such thing," said Laura firmly, gripping her daughter's head and pulling it back between her thighs. "I will remind you that you failed at every other task I set before you today. Do you want to fail this task as well? No. You will finish what you began, Kathryn. You need to make your boss your number one priority. Once you prove yourself, you can worry about your relationship, your reputation, and all those other frivolous matters."
Kitty made frightened squeaking noises, but at this point, tongue-deep once again in her mother's cunt, her words were no longer intelligible, the pathetic noises simply adding to Laura's sadistic pleasure. Despite her protests, Kitty's hips moved with deep, lustful strokes, grinding her sopping pussy hard against her mother's immobile foot. With a wicked smirk, Laura subtly sent a text without Kitty noticing.
The ticking clock both terrified and aroused Kitty. She imagined what would happen if Rose, her sweet, loving girlfriend walked into the office right now. Rose would see the love of her life, on her knees with her face buried between her own mother's thighs, greedily licking and slurping even as she humped her naughty pussy against the superior woman's foot.
The image seemed to spark and fizzle in Kitty's imagination, sending white-hot bolts of energy arcing between her overstimulated pussy and her brain. Kitty was close. Her pussy was on fire as she dragged it back and forth again and again over the rough nylon covering Laura's firm, immobile foot. Kitty could feel the telltale signs of her mother's impending orgasm as well: the fluttering and clenching of her internal muscles, the tensing of her thighs.
She might make it in time after all.
There was a knock on the door. Without missing a beat, Laura called, "Come in!"
Kitty screamed internally, but was unable to stop her hips or her tongue. She was so close to orgasm that her body refused to stop, and, more importantly, she had been given a direct order from her Mommy. And at this point, unquestioning obedience had become Kitty's way of life.
Kitty and Laura climaxed together as the door creaked open. Here it was, the moment that Kitty's life ended. This was the moment that Rose would discover how far she had fallen: how much of a filthy pervert her girlfriend really was.
Kitty moaned her way into her new life riding a gushing, white-hot wave of orgasmic bliss. She shuddered and ground her hips shamelessly into her mother's foot while her tongue wildly writhed and whirled in Laura's climaxing pussy. It was one of the most humiliating orgasms she had ever had in her life (which was saying something after the past two weeks), and the whole time she basked in the devastating knowledge that she was doing it in full view of the love of her life.
Or so she thought.
"Wow," giggled Becca, slinking forward with a nasty grin on her face, "I thought I was the one training you to be a puppy! It's not fair, Mom. She was supposed to be a secretary for you, but you have her humping your leg!"
Laura chuckled as Kitty slumped back onto her butt, looking around stupidly as her orgasm-fogged mind struggled to comprehend what had happened. She glanced up at her little sister, then over to the office door. "But... Rose..." she mumbled numbly.
Laura shrugged, tossing her hair back nonchalantly as she basked in her radiant post-climax glow. "Oh, I don't know dear, she did say that she might not make it. Sorry to get your hopes up!" A slow, grin crept across her face as she stared down at her slim, feminine foot, completely soaked in her submissive's pussy juice. "Now, good employees clean up after themselves, Kathryn..." she lifted her foot and pressed it demandingly against Kitty's lips. "Why don't you be a good little secretary and clean up the mess you made."
Kitty's nose wrinkled in disgust at the pungent smell of her own arousal practically dripping from the lovely stocking-covered foot in front of her. Now that she had cum, the entire scenario was beginning to feel much more humiliating than it was hot... but despite that shift in balance, she still felt a twinge of submissive arousal as she reluctantly parted her lips to allow her mother's toes inside.
As Kitty began gently sucking away the sticky mess soaking Laura's pantyhose, her soft, submissive eyes upturned with complete devotion, Laura and Becca could help but meet each other's eyes.
And burst into laughter.
It was just too hilarious. The prickly, independent woman who had once tried to push them both away, now kneeling and sucking her own pussy juice off of her mother's foot. The contrast couldn't be clearer. They had broken their daughter and elder sister completely. She was now their bitch, body and soul. Kitty's face grew red with shame as her family shared mutual giggles at her expense, not even hiding their utter disdain for her anymore. She was already growing horny again.
Laura finally came down from her laughter, staring down at her daughter with possessive love. Just a few more formalities and they could make the new state of affairs permanent and explicit. There was still the matter of the girlfriend to deal with, for one...
"Don't worry about Rose," said Laura gently to Kitty, as she forced more of her foot into her daughter's eager mouth. "I am sure we will be seeing much more of her soon."
...
Laura saw quite a bit of Rose that very evening in fact, although Kitty was never aware her girlfriend was visiting the house. Becca volunteered to distract her sister all evening, and took Kitty out for a night on the town.
The curvy, dark-haired young Rose lay bound and gagged on the Wilson's dining room table, naked and trembling. A line of thick, viscous drool slipped down her face as she moaned against her gag, squirming and writhing her body in a vain attempt to escape the sensation of the wand vibrator tied into position against her dripping pussy.
Laura watched in amusement. Kitty really thought that this was the girl who was going to be able to dominate her? The very idea was laughable: Rose was almost as submissive as Kitty. Laura toyed with the large black strap-on she had donned after blindfolding Rose. She was sure that the rubber phallus would be a pleasant surprise for someone who loved penetration as much as this little slut did.
But before the fun, they needed to have a little talk. Laura strode over to Rose's face and loosened the ball gag, removing it for the first time since she had set up the bondage over an hour ago. Rose gasped for air with gulping, shuddering breaths. "I... I think that this Dom lesson m-might be a little too advanced for me," she said in a weak, shaky voice shot through with helpless arousal.
Laura had to cover her mouth for a moment to keep from laughing. "I wanted to talk to you about that dear," said Laura in her best "concerned mother" voice after regaining calm. "I just don't know if you are going to work out as a Dom." Laura moved to position herself between her captive's legs, lining her strap-on up with Rose's exposed asshole, already well-lubricated by her dripping arousal. "Maybe it's better if I train you as a sub."
"Wh-what?" whimpered Rose, shaking her head as if trying to clear it. "But, the whole point of this was to be a dom for Kitty! If I'm just a sub like her, then how will I..."
"Well, my daughter does have a deep need for domination... if you can't give it to her, she'll need to find it somewhere else, that's true," agreed Laura, "But is it really the end of the world for her to find a third party to scratch that itch? I mean, is it really cheating to seek things elsewhere that your partner physically can't provide?"



Rose's face flushed as red as her namesake, no doubt recalling her tryst with Becca's boyfriend that Laura had helped to mastermind. "Well... I... Laura, I just..." waffled Rose pathetically, her body still shifting and squirming against the constant buzz of the vibrator.
"Shhhh, don't worry your silly little head over big thoughts like this, dear," purred Laura. "Let your Dom handle this decision for you." And with that, she pressed her strapon firmly against the young woman's asshole, making Rose gasp with shock as the modestly-sized trainer dildo slipped inside.
For a moment, Rose couldn't string together a sentence, simple grunting and babbling sounds of mindless submissive ecstasy as her new dom introduced her to the new world of anal pleasure. Laura moved her hips slowly, thoroughly but gently conquering the anus of her daughter's girlfriend.
After a few minutes of bonding time between the new sub and dom, Laura spoke up again. "One other thing I wanted to ask about, Rose dear. Kitty's party. You've made the plans?"
Rose moaned wildly, and Laura had to repeat herself before the silly little slut could pull herself together enough to answer. "Yesssss, Ma'aaam. I reserved a local BDSM club. They haaavvve... Oh Godddd, more, Mrs. Wilson, please! Fuck me! They have everything we will need for a sex party... but I still don't know... will Kitty even mmmmhhmm, will Kitty even like that kind of thing?"
Laura ignored the feeble objection. Her ew sub would soon learn not to question her. "And who did you invite?" asked Laura, leaning in to increase the power of her thrusts into Rose's tender asshole.
Rose whimpered, as if knowing that the answer to that question would displease her new mistress. "I... I didn't invite anyone, Ma'am. I'm soooryyy, but it just felt too weird to send out invitations to a sex party for my girlfriend."
Laura chuckled. "Don't worry sweetie, I was expecting that. I have already sent out most of the invitations. I'll just have to update the guests with the venue... but there is one group that I want you to invite personally."
"Wh-who?" asked Rose, her voice dripping with apprehension and arousal.
"I want you to invite every male who has ever checked you out or flirted with you. Specifically, every man who has ever made my daughter jealous. Co-workers. Bandmates. Gym friends. Anyone who sparked insecurity from my daughter when she realized that they wanted to get you into bed. Anyone that you had to tell Kitty not to worry about."
Laura saw Rose bite her lip in a conflicted expression. But she didn't protest that there were no men that fit that description. Laura knew how insecure her daughter was, and she knew how men treated women as gorgeous as Rose. She would be surprised if the list of men that fit her criteria numbered less than a dozen.
"But why?" whined Rose pitifully, "Why do you want those men at your daughter's sex party?"
Laura began pushing deeper and faster into Rose's loosening asshole. She reached down and wrapped her slim, elegant fingers around the pale, delicate throat of her daughter's girlfriend. Not tight enough to choke, but just enough to hammer the feeling of being owned into Rose's pleasure-addled brain.
"You don't need to worry about that anymore," whispered Laura as she fucked the gorgeous young woman beneath her to orgasm, "Leave all of the thinking to your dom, and do as I say."
...
Kitty woke up feeling a little hollow on Saturday. It was the last day of the third week.
She had an apartment waiting for her on the East Coast, and she was starting her new job in a week and a half. It was probably too late to do a full-scale move. As irresponsible as it was, she had gotten distracted and things just weren't ready logistically speaking. At this point, she would have to pack up whatever she could fit in her car and make do with it until she could arrange for the rest of her things to be moved.
In any case, Kitty would be in the house for one or two more days of frantic packing, and then she would be gone. She should be celebrating. This was her choice. She wanted to strike out and prove that she was independent, finally stepping out of the shadow of her perfect mother and sister.
So why did that shadow feel so comfortable all of a sudden?
With mechanical movements, Kitty pulled out her suitcases and began folding some clothes. In theory, she still had one day before it was "moving time", but it was never too late to get a head start.
She didn't notice Laura standing in her doorway until she turned around to reach for another sweater. She jumped a little, but Laura just continued to stand there silently, taking in the scene with flat, neutral eyes: her eldest daughter making her preperations to move away.
"Oh, um, morning, Mommy," said Kitty awkwardly, absurdly trying to block the view of her suitcase with her body. Why did she suddenly feel so ashamed? This was the plan all along! There was no reason to hide the evidence that she was leaving.
Laura smiled cooly. "Come with me dear," she said, holding out a hand. "You still owe me one more day of family bonding time, remember?" As Kitty reached out to take her mother's hand, she was surprised to find that she no longer felt a sensation of fear or apprehension anymore. In fact, going with her mother almost felt more natural and correct than preparing to leave.
"What are we doing today?" asked Kitty meekly, squeezing her Mother's hand as Laura led them toward the garage.
"I have a little surprise for you," said Laura with a secretive smile. "... Consider it a going away present."
...
Kitty's eyes were as wide as saucers as they finally pulled into a parking space at their destination. She turned to her mother in disbelief. "Mommy... are you sure?" she asked in a stunned voice.
"Black Snake Tattoos and Piercings" read the sign over the door to a professional, high-class-looking tattoo parlor.
"Of course I'm sure dear," said Laura, with a warning look at her submissive for daring to question her. "I know I have been a bit... judgemental about tattoos and piercings in the past, but I've changed my mind. I think... appropriate tattoos would look excellent on you."
Laura was putting it mildly. As long as Kitty had known her, Laura had made sniping and dismissive comments about how trashy and slutty women with body piercings and tattoos looked. Kitty suspected, with a hot bloom of submissive arousal, that her mother was only ok with Kitty getting tattooed now because of how far Laura's opinion of her daughter had fallen.
But what her Dom wanted, she got.
"Yes, Mommy," said Kitty humbly, exiting the car to follow her Mommy into the tattoo parlor.
...
The heavily tattooed bearded man scratched his nose with a nervous look on his face, glazing over at the beautiful, scantily clad little slut in the chair.
"It just doesn't work that way, ma'am," he whispered nervously, as the tall, imperious woman in front of him glared down her nose. "I can't tattoo a blindfolded client. Too much liability. She needs to know what is being permanently inked on her body."
The beautiful young woman in the chair was already wearing the blindfold her older companion had pulled out of her purse, and... was she rubbing her thighs together a little? Blushing? Shit, so it was that kind of thing. Between a younger and older woman... that was actually pretty fucking hot. But that was beside the point. What happened when the young woman got some post-nut clarity and the idea of having a permanent demeaning tattoo started feeling a lot less sexy?
The gorgeous milf in front of the tattoo artist sighed heavily. "Fine. I will double your absurdly high rate if you can meet my demands."
"That's not the point," said the man, wincing, "The point is that we could lose our license. Or our reputation."
The older woman leaned down until she was just inches from his face. He could feel her warm breath and smell her perfume. Her palm rested gently on the man's pudgy chest.
"I personally guarantee that my sub will never complain about anything her dom writes onto her body. She will love it, no matter what filthy things I decide to put there." The tattoo artist felt like he was drowning in the woman's lovely, dominant eyes. "Now here is what we are going to do," purred the jaw-dropping beauty, "I am going to triple your fee. You are going to tattoo whatever my heart desires on my submissive. And you are going to throw in two of your sluttiest nipple piercings for free. Do we have a deal?"
It was still wildly illegal and unethical, but for some reason, staring into this woman's captivating eyes, the tattoo artist couldn't say no.
"Yes, Ma'am," he croaked.
...
Kitty ran her fingers fretfully over the bandages covering her pubic area beneath her shorts. A matching set of bandages crinkled in the "tramp stamp" position on her lower back. She glanced over at her Mommy with apprehension.
Laura's attitude today puzzled her a little, and Kitty had come to learn that unexpected behavior from her Dom was worth being cautious about.
After the strange, painful, blindfolded appointment at "The Black Snake", Laura had, puzzlingly, taken Kitty for a normal, non-sexual mother-daughter day out. They went for lunch at a trendy bistro one of Laura's co-workers had told her about. Then, they spent a few hours shopping at the high-class boutiques that Laura frequented. There was no talk about Kitty leaving, or even any explicit mention of their new incestuous relationship beyond Laura confidently ordering her daughter around. It was almost completely normal. Much like the old outings they would occasionally make before their relationship had become distant. But it was difficult for Kitty to relax and enjoy the moment. Several factors weighed on her mind.
The first being her throbbing, tender nipples.
Although Kitty had no idea what was under the bandages on her body (the humiliating possibilities preyed on her mind, but she had no insight into what humiliating messages tattoos her mother had chosen), she was well aware of the message her newly pierced nipples were intended to send.
Beneath the stylish, but tight tank top her mother had insisted she wear, the two tiny silver rings that hung from her freshly pierced nipples pressed up against the thin fabric, advertising her new erotic jewelry to anyone who glanced her way. They drew the eye to such an extent that it seemed like every passerby couldn't help but stare, no matter their age or gender.
Besides the constant painful throb of Kitty's red, swollen nipples, Laura's attitude itself was disquieting. Kitty had expected one of two things: either Laura would be coldly furious that her daughter was about to escape her grasp, or she would turn the day into a truly perverse sexual marathon to get the most out of her last day of sexual ownership.
But neither was the case. Laura was calm, collected, and maternal. Kitty felt growing tension as the day went on, waiting for the other shoe to drop.
As they were driving home through the city bathed in the golden light of the setting sun, Laura reached over and laid a gentle hand on her daughter's knee, her eyes still facing forward as she drove one-handed.
"I love you, Kathryn," said Laura, her voice calm and sincere, "I hope that you know that. Nothing that happens between us sexually could ever change that, no matter how... intense things get."
Kitty was a bit taken aback by her mother's sudden serious demeanor. Much of their interactions lately felt heightened and intensified, passed through a filter of taboo sexual desire and tense power dynamics. It was strange and a little refreshing to hear her mother being straightforward and honest with her. Kitty felt touched.
"I... I know, Mom," said Kitty, placing her hand over her mother's in her lap. "I love you too. No matter what. I'm sorry that... I'm sorry I lost sight of that a little."
A faint smile painted Laura's face, her eyes still forward, keeping an eye on traffic. "You have no idea how happy it makes me to hear you say that, dear," she said, squeezing Kitty's thigh. "Because some parts of this evening may be... challenging for you."
Kitty frowned, a chill running through her. She suddenly realized that they were no longer on the route that would bring them home. "But I want you to remember," continued Laura, her voice regaining the smooth, powerful tones of a sexual dominant, "That I would never, as your mother or your dom, do anything to you that I didn't think is good for you."
"Where are we going Mom... I mean Mommy?" asked Kitty in a meek whisper, slipping back into her submissive mindset just as easily as Laura had regained her dominance.
"I've already said too much," said Laura with a distracted grin. "You'll just have to see when we get there." Her hand withdrew, leaving Kitty alone with her thoughts and the nagging pain of her new piercings and mystery tattoos.
...
Kitty paused at the top of the steps. At the bottom, a nondescript door led into the drab, unmarked black building. Something in her heart was setting off loud alarm bells. She had the distinct feeling that if she went down these stairs and entered that door, her life would never be the same.
Sensing her hesitance, Kitty's gorgeous mother turned, her deep blue eyes alive with a strange mixture of motherly concern and predatory anticipation. At the top of the stairs, Laura had reached into her purse and withdrew a strange lacy mask, which she pulled over her face, obscuring her features and lending an air of strange mystery to the already tense situation. She raised one slim lovely hand from where she stood two or three steps down, requesting Kitty to take her hand and come with her. A beautiful devil coaxing her daughter into a bargain. "Come, darling," said Laura, her voice composed and beguiling, 'Don't you want to see what your Mommy has planned for you?"
Laura had never looked more perfect and beautiful to Kitty than in this moment, despite the strange lacy gauze that shrouded and disguised her face. She wore a deep blue low-cut dress, far more daring than what she normally went out in. Her large supple breasts swelled gracefully against the silky material, and the hem showed off a delicious view of her long, luscious legs. Kitty had always thought of her mother as superior, above her in every way. Entering a sexual relationship with her hadn't erased that feeling. On the contrary, it had engraved the feelings of inferiority deep into Kitty's heart, mingling those feelings with her fetish for submission so deeply that she could no longer separate her insecurity from her sexual pleasure.
At this point, her Mommy was her guiding star, her rock, her leader. She could no more say "no" to her mother than she could stop breathing. Kitty took Laura's hand and followed her, descending the stairs to the mysterious building and her future.
A wave of sound poured out of the door when Laura opened it, so abruptly that it was clear that there was heavy soundproofing at work. A deep pulsing beat filled the air as Kitty stepped hesitantly through the threshold into a whole new world.
It a moment for Kitty to orient herself, but when she did, her mouth dropped open in shock.
"SURPRISE!" the crowd yelled as she entered. And it genuinely was a surprise. A dimly lit underground room spread out before Kitty with numerous shadowy corners, filled with low couches made of shiny, rubbery material (easier to clean fluids off of presumably). And on those couches, with varying levels of comfort and states of undress, were most of the people that Kitty knew. Friends from high school. From college. From her part-time job.
In the center of the room, a crowd of men surrounded and obscured a curvy, dark-haired woman, fucking enthusiastically in a public gang-bang sex show for the crowd's amusement.
Kitty's mouth hung open as Laura bent to grip her shoulder and whisper in her ear. "I wanted to throw you a little party, dear. To celebrate how far you've come... and how far you will go. Now come, darling, you have the place of honor."
Laura led her numb, unresisting daughter through the crowd of leering faces toward the stage. Kitty felt crashing waves of shock and humiliation. Her mother had thrown her a sex party. And invited all of her friends and acquaintances. She could see in the expressions and eyes of the crowd that they were laughing at her expense.
"Mommy," whispered Kitty, trying not to be overheard by the surrounding friends, "Why did you invite all these people? It's... I mean we can't... in public..."
Laura led Kitty toward a large, thronelike chair set up with an excellent view of the stage.
"Darling, I'm shocked!" she said in a tone of mock reproach, her eyes twinkling. "I didn't think it was possible for you to still be a prude after the past weeks we've shared. There's no need to worry. Firstly, that's exactly why Mommy is wearing a mask. I've spread the word that you are being attended tonight by two professional dominatrixes, so we can play all we want without all your friends knowing how much of a filthy little pervert you secretly are. Secondly, relax! All these people are here to support you. They knew the nature of the party. If they weren't interested, they wouldn't have come. In reality, they all seemed very curious and enthusiastic. None more so than your girlfriend."
They paused in front of the large chair. "Rose?" said Kitty with a spike of anxiety, "Is Rose here?"
Laura's eyebrows scrunched together in an expression of graceful confusion. "Why... of course dear. You can see her... enthusiasm for the party yourself." With that, her hand waved vaguely to the side.
Toward the stage.
It took Kitty a moment to understand what her mother was even implying. Then a spike of hot, acidic adrenaline flooded her veins as she turned wide eyes toward the stage in the center of the room. Her brain had glided over it before, not making the connection. Her lack of recognition was helped by the surrounding crowd of eager men, which had made it hard to see her girlfriend clearly.
But it was Rose. In the center of a sweaty tangle of male flesh, sperm already soiling her body as she rode a cock, eagerly sucking a large black dick as best she could while being pounded from below. With a sickening feeling of combined dread and lust uncoiling in her belly, Kitty began to recognize the surrounding men.
The man below Kitty, who she was frantically slamming her soft butt down into, whose fingers sunk deep into her wide hips, was the lead singer of her band. A man that Rose had insisted, over and over, she had zero attraction to whatsoever. They were almost like siblings, she had protested.
The owner of the big black dick, who Rose was looking up at with lustful, dazed eyes while slobbering all over his massive cock, was the personal trainer that Kitty had forced Rose to stop seeing. Kitty hadn't liked the way he looked at her girlfriend in her tight gym clothes.
Kitty recognized another man in the knot of throbbing cocks. And another. They were all men who had lusted after Rose. Who had made Kitty uncomfortable. Who Rose had dismissively said she had no interest in.
One dark, horrible thought stood alone in Kitty's devastated mind:
I guess Rose was lying about missing cock after all.
"Why?" whimpered Kitty, so quietly that even Laura standing right next to her might have missed it if she hadn't been carefully monitoring Kitty's reaction. Laura took her daughter gently toward the hand and led her toward the central chair.
Then, as though it was her rightful place, Laura sat gracefully in the seat of honor. The queen taking her throne. Then she pulled her devastated, confused daughter down to sit in her lap. Even through her haze of painful betrayal, Kitty noticed the scandalized, excited whispering of the crowd turned toward their hostess sitting on the lap of an older dominatrix in front of them. They watched with sadistic glee, gauging Kitty's reaction as her girlfriend openly fucked a crowd of men in front of the guest of honor. If only they knew how much more scandalous the situation really was... But Kitty couldn't focus on that. She couldn't focus on anything but the filthy gangbang taking place in front of her.



The massive black cock spurted in orgasm, much of its sticky white load landing squarely between Rose's moaning lips. Laura's firm hands wrapped around Kitty, pulling her closer toward her. Laura's hot whisper filled Kitty's ear.
"It was me, darling. I made this happen."
Kitty knew that she should resist. She watched the thick pale thighs of the love of her life tremble in orgasm as Rose threw her head back, wild, guttural moans pouring from between her cum-splashed lips. If this horrifying, erotic spectacle had been arranged by her mother, then it represented the ultimate betrayal. But at the same time... Her mother's deliciously curvy body beneath her, her intoxicating perfume, her sultry whisper... they all tugged at the weak, dependant submissive nature that Laura had so carefully cultivated over the past week.
So instead of leaping off her mother's lap and fighting back, Kitty leaned back into her mother and said in a weak, pathetic whine "But why, Mommy? Why did you take Rose from me?" Kitty watched with numb horror as two burly men stepped forward to demand a simultaneous handjob from her loopily grinning, sexually overloaded slut of a girlfriend.
Laura gently chuckled and planted a soft, lingering kiss on her daughter's neck. By this point, the attention of the crowd was beginning to shift away from the long-running on-stage orgy to the smoldering interplay between Kitty and the older dominant woman on the seat of honor in the center of the room. "I did it for you, dear. Look at your slutty woman, so eagerly giving herself to those men. Betraying you openly in front of all of your friends. I know it hurts... but it was all for a purpose."
Kitty watched with painful arousal as the lead singer of Rose's band gripped her hips tight, spurting a hot load of jizz deep into her cheating pussy. Her mother's voice continued, hot and poisonous in her ear. "Haven't you betrayed Rose just as much?" asked Laura, her voice dripping with amusement. Laura's hand rested on the bandage just above Kitty's pussy, which had strangely become hot and sopping wet from the heartbreaking, erotic betrayal taking place on stage in front of her. "You've also given your body to others... and your choice of partners was far less appropriate than poor Rose's."
With aching slowly, Laura's hand slid downwards, under the waistband of Kitty's shorts. The crowd gasped and murmured with scandalized excitement as another public sex act began in front of their eager eyes.
A woman that must be Becca suddenly strode onto the stage in a stunning, figure-hugging silver dress, wearing a tight black latex mask that made her look alien and dangerous. She brushed aside several naked men to approach Rose and give her a deep, lingering kiss. Somehow, even after seeing several men jizz on her girlfriend, this fresh betrayal stung even more. Rose didn't even hesitate, returning the kiss hungrily from her position on her knees, dripping with cum.
"How could Rose accept your new station?" asked Laura rhetorically in Kitty's ear. "Any normal woman would turn away in disgust the instant she found out that her partner had become a sex slave to her own mother and sister." To emphasize her point, Laura slipped a finger inside Kitty's warm, wet pussy, gently crooking it in a beckoning gesture.
"The only way was for Rose to fall just as far as you. To betray you just as deeply as you did her," said Laura in a heated whisper. On the stage, Becca pulled away from the long kiss and turned Rose's chin, pointing out into the crowd.
Directly toward Kitty.
"And just so we are clear," purred Laura in her daughter's ear. "Rose is the only other person in this room who knows exactly who Becca and I are."
Kitty's blue eyes met Roses's green eyes in an electrifying blaze of energy. Rose's eyes went through a rapid flicker of intense emotions. Shame and guilt: a kneejerk reaction as she realized her girlfriend was watching her slutty gang bang. Confusion escalated to shock and disgust as she recognized Laura, then saw her hand working in Kitty's shorts, making the material bulge obscenely. And finally, sadness and love as she regretted that things had ended up like this, with their mutual public humiliation.
Kitty felt the eyes of the crowd like burning embers as they watched the woman beneath her dominantly finger her pussy. But none of the gazes mattered more than Rose's. In this moment, no one in the room understood the depths of Kitty's depravity except for the one person who she least wanted to find out. It was painful and deeply humiliating to watch the look of disgust on Rose's face, but when that disgust softened into grudging acceptance, Kitty felt a spark of wondering hope in her heart. Was it really possible that she could have a submissive relationship with her family and her relationship with Rose too? She wouldn't have to choose? It seemed too good to be true.
Becca called the men forward theatrically for the grand finale as Laura intensified her powerful manipulation of her daughter's pussy. "I know it's painful," said Laura, hot and wet in Kitty's ear, "But this was the only way. Rose had to be just as much of a filthy pervert as you. Now..."
The men stood around Rose in a circle, stroking rapidly.
"...Thank your Mommy for your gift. The gift of corrupting your girlfriend."
The men began spurting thick loads of cum all over Rose's shame-reddened face as her green eyes continued to lock with Kitty's
"Th-thank you Mommy!" squeaked Kitty, humping her hips against her mother's fingers as she watched her girlfriend utterly defiled by the men who had made her feel most insecure.
Finally, the bukkake came to a close, leaving Rose panting and soaked with the sperm of a dozen men that she had shot down. The crowd clapped and cheered in mocking approval, many of them joining in despite being personal friends of Rose as well. A staff member hurried up and slipped a robe over Rose's shoulders.
It warmed Kitty's heart to see Rose look over her shoulder at Kitty, her eyes haunted but still loving. She reached out a hand, gesturing silently that she wanted to connect. Kitty raised her hand in return, but the staff member was already whisking Rose to a backstage area to be cleaned up.
It was ok. For the first time in two weeks, Kitty was, bizarrely, not really worried about their relationship. They would have a lot to talk about later. The relief of Rose not immediately rejecting her after seeing what Laura was doing to her didn't erase the pain of seeing Rose fucking all of those men. She was sure that Rose would have... questions of her own. But Kitty was optimistic. Although her mother's logic was twisted, it wasn't wrong: both of them becoming pathetic submissive sluts had oddly equalized their offenses. Maybe two wrongs could make a right.
Becca descended the stairs from the stage with a cocky grin as a cleaning crew rapidly took the stage to disinfect it. Her face-shrouding latex mask gave her a strange, forbidding vibe. "Well if it isn't the guest of honor," she exclaimed with a giggle and a dirty wink. "How did you like the little show we threw together for you?"
"Mistress, I... I..." Kitty stuttered lamely, trying to put her overwhelming feelings into words.
"Don't tease her, Becca," said Laura firmly, "This is a difficult time for your sister. And we still have more in store for her." She withdrew her fingers from Kitty's pussy and brought it up to her daughter's quivering lips. "Be a dear and clean these off, darling."
Kitty obeyed, much to the delight of the crowd, whose attention was raptly focused on the little slut being double-dommed now that the show on center stage had ended. She sucked and slurped with shameful eagerness, unable to ignore the giggles and murmurs of the crowd. She noticed that more and more people were sneaking off to the shadowy corners of the room, no doubt inspired by the salacious events displayed so far tonight.
"You're no fun, Mom," chirped Becca. She turned back to her older sister, currently occupied with sucking her juices off of her Mommy's fingers. Becca reached down fondly and ruffled Kitty's hair with her fingers. "I know I give you a hard time, Sis. But it's just because I know you love it. This was all for you, y'know?" She gestured around to the sex club and the watching crowd.
Laura's fingers withdrew from Kitty's mouth, allowing her to speak. " I know it is, Mistress. I...I love you, Becca." she said, her eyes fluttering down demurely as she gave voice to her sudden burst of affection for her bratty little sister.
"You're so sappy," said Becca with a teasing giggle, but she leaned down and gave Kitty a soft kiss on the lips. "But I love you too, Kitty."
Then Becca's cool blue eyes slid up to Laura's. "Did you tell her what comes next?"
"Not yet," said Laura archly. "I wanted to give her time to recover."
"And the big announcement?" pressed Becca.
"Best done in the heat of the moment I think," mused Laura with a lazy grin.
"I like it," said Becca, matching her mother's grin with her own wicked smile.
Kitty looked back and forth between them. It was never good when these two were this in sync.
A worker hurried up and whispered in Becca's ear. Her eyes flicked back to Laura. "The stage is clean and the props are prepped. Think that our little sub has had enough downtime?"
Laura looked down at her eldest daughter, still obediently sitting on her lap, soaking through her panties. "She's ready," she said confidently.
"R-ready for what?" asked Kitty nervously. But as Laura rose and pulled her forward, their destination was clear. The stage. They were pulling her toward the stage. Together. The three of them.
Kitty's heartbeat pulsed against every inch of her skin and she walked with trembling steps up onto the stage, facing the amused, mildly disgusted eyes of the crowd. She turned to Laura and Becca. They were no longer watching her with the eyes of a loving mother and sister. Right now they were her doms.
"Ladies and gentlemen," said Laura in a clear, ringing voice. "Welcome. Tonight is a celebration of Kitty Wilson, who you all know and love."
The crowd cheered, with a dangerous edge of hunger in their tone. Kitty looked through the crowd of her friends and coworkers, and was disturbed to see them all clouded with lust and eagerness to see what humiliations were in store for her. She was mildly worried that someone would recognize her mother's voice, but she was relieved to see that there were very few people here who had ever met Laura or Becca. Finally, at least in one way, Kitty's policy of walling her personal life off from her family had paid off.
"But Kitty has been keeping something from all of you," said Laura with a wide, beautiful smile. "She's been hiding her... true nature. Consider this a coming-out party. Allow my fellow dom and I to show you what sort of pervert Kitty truly is."
Laura turned to Kitty, her eyes hungry and commanding. "Strip," she said flatly, loud enough for the crowd to hear her. Kitty blushed. She felt like she might faint. This couldn't be happening. She had accepted a submissive sexual relationship behind closed doors, but to be exposed as a pathetic subby slut in front of everyone she knew and cared about? It was almost too much to bear.
'We... We can't do this, Mommy," said Kitty haltingly, hardly believing her daring. "If they see... if everyone here knows..." Kitty's reputation was probably already in tatters from the little stunt on the throne a few minutes ago, but it was barely possible that they could play it off as dim lighting and a misunderstanding.
Whatever her mother had planned for them on this stage, Kitty was certain that there would be no plausible deniability.
With a fierce gleam in her eyes, Laura strode forward and dominantly slid her arm around Kitty's waist, pulling her tight to her curvy body. Then Laura dipped her head and pulled Kitty into a deep passionate kiss, drawing gasps and whistles from the watching crowd.
"You don't need to be afraid, darling," said Kitty's mommy, her face just inches from Kitty's her eyes blazing with possessive love, "You are mine. Let them watch as I claim you. Take pride in belonging to me, and I will make sure you never regret it."
And, looking up into her dom's perfect blue eyes, burning with true love, no matter how twisted the circumstances were, Kitty couldn't deny her.
"Yes, Mommy."
Laura released Kitty, allowing her to step back, alone on the stage for her public performance: her submissive strip show. The first step was the most difficult. Kitty's hands paused, gripping the lower hem of her tank top. Her lip trembled. She felt the mocking eyes of her friends like a heavy weight. But Laura's eyes were more important, and those two deep, pools of blue were calm and steady and reassuring.
Kitty pulled her tank top over her head, letting go of all other thoughts other than pleasing her mommy. The crowd murmured with aroused approval as Kitty's firm, newly pierced tits bounced into view. The scrutiny of the crowd intensified, and Kitty understood why her Mommy had insisted on the piercings. She felt marked, owned. They were a symbol of her new status as a submissive. Showing them to the crowd filled Kitty with dark, sweet shame, sending another flood of moisture to her soon-to-be-revealed pussy.
In moments, Kitty stood naked before the leering eyes of the people who once respected her, shivering, blushing, and dripping with consuming lust.
Her only coverings were the bandages just above her ass and pussy.
Laura and Becca followed suit, with notably less hesitancy and shame. There were no costumes this time, just their magnificent naked bodies revealed proudly for the audience to see, except, of course, for their still-masked faces. The contrast between the bodies of Kitty's two doms was always fascinating, and their complete nudity drew the comparison even more clearly.
Laura was tall and powerful, but her body was a study in rounded, womanly curves. Her large breasts and wide hips gave her a delicious hourglass figure that drew the eyes of the crowd away from Kitty's willowy frame. Although Becca's curves were nothing to sneeze at either, she was slim and muscular compared to her mother: an image of tanned, toned athleticism.
Both naked women approached Kitty, and she felt like an antelope stalked by lionesses. But the apprehension was pleasant, and Kitty found her anxiety over her exposure was drifting away. Whatever was going to happen on this stage, it was right. Her doms had said so, and she obeyed them without question.
Laura trailed a hand over the bandage on Kitty's lower belly. "Ready to see what your 'going away present' from Mommy says?" she murmured, low enough for the crowd to be unable to hear. Kitty just nodded, her lip wobbling from the intensity of her public submission. Laura chuckled softly, giving her daughter a quick peck on her trembling lips to give her strength. Then she ripped off the sticky adhesive bandage in one swift, painful motion.
The crowd gasped. Kitty looked down with wondering eyes. It was difficult to read from her perspective, but she was certain that it was clearly legible to anyone looking at her. The tattoo was surrounded by angry red skin from its recent application. It was two words, written in ornate, but clear lettering.
"Mommy's Girl"
The position, directly above Kitty's pussy, made the intent of the tattoo crystal clear to any who saw it. It was a bold, obscene declaration of sexual ownership. But, as was made clear by the confused murmurs of the crowd, the exact meaning of the tattoo wasn't obvious to them in this context. They could only assume that Kitty called her anonymous older dom "Mommy" as part of their sexual play. How scandalous! What would Kitty's mother think if she knew Kitty was calling women "Mommy" in bed?
The brand of ownership would mark Kitty forever.
Kitty's eyes rose to meet her Mother's. Intense emotions flared through the heated eye contact between mother and daughter, deep blue eyes meeting each other in a torrent of love and lust. Laura's hand reached out to lovingly and possessively trace the curve of her daughter's face.
"You must have known for a while now, darling," said Laura softly. "You aren't going anywhere. You belong to me, and you are staying right here by my side. I called your new job weeks ago and let them know you wouldn't be coming."
Kitty felt breathless and untethered. Her Mother had breached her trust in a major way, but she wasn't angry. She felt... relieved. Despite the life of control and submission she was stepping into, she had never felt more free. It turned out that the way to deal with living in her mother's shadow had never been to escape... it had been to learn to love the shade.
"Thank you, Mommy," said Kitty, a smile slowly spreading across her face. Laura grinned widely in return and whirled Kitty to face the crowd, showing off her sexual conquest by dipping her hand between Kitty's willingly spread thighs and fingering her daughter, displaying her mark of submission to the assembled friends and acquaintances.
Kitty was still deeply humiliated, but she was too happy and horny to give in to the darker feelings worming their way through her heart. She was giggling and moaning through the shame as her mother showed her off, and was so distracted that she didn't even notice when two attendants approached with the props necessary for the next part of the show.
Two large, shiny, black strapons attached to leather harnesses.
"You didn't think that you were going to get away with just a little speech and some fingering, did you, Sis?" asked Becca mockingly. "I mean, we just told everyone that we own your hot little body... We have to prove it, right? Oh... before I forget..."
Becca reached back and ripped the bandage off of Kitty's new tramp stamp. Then she bent Kitty over, presenting the tattoo to the crowd. "This one is going to be hard for you to see, pet," she whispered in her older sister's ear. "But you can check it out in a mirror later. It says "Sister Slut"." This tattoo was even harder to explain away. Who called a dom "Sister" in bed? But luckily, the crowd was distracted at this point by the arrival of the strapons, and few people spared the tattoo much thought.
Two efficient employees were just finishing tightening the leather straps on Laura, giving her a wicked black phallus sprouting from between her womanly thighs. Two other attendants brought a low couch, shaped almost like a therapist's couch, onto the stage, setting it in the center before retreating.
With smoldering eyes and a look of deep, triumphant satisfaction, Laura took her daughter's hand and led her to center stage. The crowd held its collective breath, eyes eager to see the obscenity that the powerful, commanding woman on stage was promising them.
Laura lay back on the couch, her eyes blazing with smoldering lust as she looked up at her beloved daughter. Her large breasts, tipped with rock-hard nipples, gently splayed against her chest. Her wide hips widened further as they pressed against the leather of the sofa, presenting a sinfully tempting display of lush, soft femininity. The powerful female eroticism was twisted and seasoned by the powerful, masculine black spike rising up from her waist, shining with lube, ready to receive Kitty's humble submission.
"Come now darling," said Laura in a voice of absolute authority, giving the huge strapon a few strokes with her slim, elegant hand, "Show your friends how much you love Mommy."
Kitty walked forward, feeling the throb of her tattoo, the painful stiffness of her newly pierced nipples, and the needy, wet heat between her legs. Her Mommy wanted this, and Kitty needed it. It was time to consummate their new relationship.



Kitty's legs trembled with nerves and arousal as she swung her thigh over her mother's hips, nestling the tip of the jutting black strapon just between the lips of her pussy. Laura grabbed her hands to help her keep balance, twining their fingers together as Kitty held there for a moment, mother and daughter at the precipice of their new life.
"I love you, Mommy."
Kitty sank slowly down onto the thick dildo, moaning deeply as it filled and stretched her completely, making her submissive heart thrill and leap with erotic weakness. For the moment, Laura didn't move at all, simply watching with approval as her daughter demonstrated her humble submission to her Mommy and Dom.
Finally, with a breathy gasp of pleasure, Kitty took every inch of her Mommy's fake cock inside her, her butt making contact with the warm, soft flesh of Laura's hips. She paused, feeling deeply connected to the powerful, lovely women beneath her. She knew why Laura wanted this public demonstration to happen now: it was a revelation of Kitty's worth. Her place in the world.
Then, with a growl of lust, Laura's fingers tightly gripped her daughter's hips and began thrusting up into her, drawing mewls and whimpers of pleasure from Kitty's throat. Kitty's eyes pressed shut as she tuned out the crowd and the bright lights and focused completely on the incredible sensation of being utterly dominated and fucked by a superior woman. She savored the sensation of being truly loved and appreciated by her mother. All she had ever wanted, wrapped up in a twisted, erotic blend of sex and familial love.
She was so tuned in that she jumped and yelped a little as Becca came up behind her, placing a warm hand on her bouncing shoulder.
"Don't forget pet," purred Becca in her ear, stroking her own, more modestly sized strap-on with her free hand, "You have two doms. And if you're demonstrating your new place in life to the world... it's only fair that we give them an accurate view of your position in our family."
Laura's hands were like Iron on Kitty's hips suddenly, stopping her in mid-bounce. Kitty was confused for a second, held motionless, her pussy still impaled on her mother's strap-on.
Then she felt the pressure of Becca's rubber phallus on the tight, virgin ring of her asshole. Now she understood. Kitty was subordinated to both women of her family, caught between them as the submissive. She was subject to all of the sexual whims of both her mother and sister.
What could demonstrate that dynamic to the crowd more clearly than being fucked by both of them at once?
With a sudden yielding of pressure, the dildo slipped deep into Kitty's tight ass, making her whimper with pleasure and pain. She was stuffed completely full, caught between the soft curves of her mother on one side and her sister's toned muscle on the other, pressed between them as their sex toy.
Kitty's family began to move, thrusting deep inside her from both sides, brutally demonstrating their joint ownership to the adoring crowd. Kitty let out a wild moan, unable to even move now that her body was being claimed from both angles. The feeling of a foreign object in her asshole was new and strange, but the pleasant, familiar feeling of the rubber cock stretching her pussy helped to blend the pain with pleasure, sending her to new heights of submissive sexual ecstasy.
Becca turned Kitty's chin to the side, forcing her lips onto her older sister's in a bruising, dominant kiss, while Laura reached up to gently tug at the metal rings piercing Kitty's sore, enflamed nipples, sending red-hot bolts of erotic agony crackling through her tits. Their rubber cocks worked in perfect harmony, stretching and squishing Kitty's tender flesh, She felt a swell of erotic helplessness, utterly controlled and exploited by her two beautiful, superior doms.
The crowd was on their feet, pressing closer to see the filthy display of utter submission. As the sea of faces crowded around Kitty, she could see it in their eyes. Although some seemed to almost be cheering her on, others would never respect her again. She didn't care. All Kitty wanted in the world was her family's love and domination.
Laura and Becca could feel their little slut rapidly approaching orgasm, just minutes after their brutal double penetration began. They shared a look of mutual triumph, and Laura reached up to cup her daughter's face, not missing the beat for a second.
"Cum for us, darling," said Laura with motherly tenderness. "Show everyone who you belong to. Scream it out for everyone to hear." The strap-ons reached a crescendo of jackhammering thrusts, making loud, wet noises in Kitty's sloppy holes, driven by the powerful hips of the larger, stronger women.
At that moment, Kitty felt her utter eclipse: drowned in the overwhelming superiority of her mother and sister. She grinned widely as she shakily moaned out:
"I'm yours! Your humble sub! Forever! Take me! Never let me go!"
And she came, shamelessly and loudly moaning her ecstasy in the face of her utter defeat and subjugation. Her body trembled and tensed in climax, but she was unable to move, pressed into a twisted embrace between her younger sister and mother.
One big, happy family.
...
The rest of the party passed in a sexual haze for Kitty. Her mother and sister paraded her around to greet each guest individually and thank them for coming, making a big show of their ownership of Kitty to all of her friends.
For a while, Becca broke out the leash and collar, making Kitty crawl behind her and even demonstrate how she peed while acting as her dom's pet. That one was a very popular party trick, drawing waves of laughter from her now-former friends.
For her part, Laura introduced Kitty to the party guests as her "new personal secretary". Laura had finally succeeded in doing what she wanted from the beininng: convincing her daughter to join the family business. But Kitty had the sinking feeling that her job responsibilities at her mother's office would closely resemble what she had done for her mother while Laura was working from home.
Kitty was half-afraid that her Mommy and Mistress would force her to perform sexual favors for her party guests, but in fact, nothing could be further from the truth. Laura and Becca jealously guarded their property from even the smallest contact. Kitty was theirs, and others could feel free to look, but never touch.
Whenever Kitty felt overwhelmed, Laura and Becca would take turns pulling her to a dark corner for sweet words, soft kisses, and quick sessions with their strap-ons to warm her back up.
Finally, the party wound down. People became sexually exhausted, or just tired in general, and drifted out the door. As they left, they thanked Laura for the wonderful party, sensing the true leader in the relationship, even if Kitty was supposedly the hostess. Some of the party guests also warmly said good night to Kitty, implicitly confirming their friendship even after the revelation of Kitty's slutty submissive tendencies. But others, even some who had been Kitty's close friends, looked over Kitty's head like she was beneath their notice. Kitty wondered if she would ever see them again, and how they would treat her if they did meet.
Finally, it was just the three of them. Kitty slumped, dazed and sexually exhausted on one of the low couches in the dim and empty room as Laura and Becca removed their strap-ons and finally peeled off their sweaty masks.
Kitty looked up to see Rose approaching with hesitant steps and gentle eyes. She looked almost innocent and childlike, despite her tall curvy frame, due to the large robe shrouding her figure and her bare feet.
She looked divine to Kitty. Angelic. Perfect and pure in every way. Rose's eyes looked wary and guarded, but when Kitty reached out to her girlfriend with a warm smile, Rose's face softened and she hurried forward.
The two lovers embraced tenderly. Their lips drew close, and then, as if they had planned it, both of their eyes flicked over to Laura, who nodded with a smirk. Only then did they passionately kiss.
"I... I'm sorry I didn't come to you sooner," said Rose awkwardly, holding her forehead against Kitty's and clinging to her like she never wanted to let go. "It's just... you three were so busy, and I didn't know how I fit in..."
"That's ok, baby," said Kitty with a sniffling giggle, "It's... I mean, things are a little weird for both of us right now." With that breaking of the ice, Rose pulled away slightly, a conflicted look on her face.
"So... your mother and sister."
Kitty grimaced but looked Rose directly in the eyes. "And... Cock," she said, with a painful gulp.
"...Yeah," said Rose, shame and jealousy and disgust and love warring in her expression.
Kitty pulled Rose close, resting her chin on her girlfriend's shoulder. "Rose... I... I love you so much. And I am sorry about how... gross I am. And about not telling you. And I forgive you for anything you've done."
"Me too," said Rose in a cracked voice, cradling Kitty's head in her hand, pulling her close, "I love you too Kitty. And I'm sorry. And I forgive you. But... what now?"
Laura cleared her throat from the side, making both submissive girlfriends look up with tear-stained faces. "I think I can help with that, darlings," said Laura sweetly, tossing aside her strap-on and revealing her dripping cunt. "You don't need to worry about what comes next at all. You can just let your Dom make tough decisions like that for you."
Kitty looked at Rose with surprise. 'Your Dom?" she asked incredulously.
Rose just gave a wobbly smile and shrugged in a "What can you do?" gesture.
"You two lovebirds can have a sweet, loving, equal relationship amongst yourselves while serving as co-submissives to me and Mom," said Becca firmly from behind them, placing a hand on both of their shoulders. "The best of both worlds."
Kitty and Rose looked into each other's eyes, both concerned that they would see rejection or disgust at the suggestion. But they didn't. They saw interest and relief and arousal mirrored in each other. They both smiled.
"And I know the perfect first task for my two new submissives," purred Laura, spreading her thick, womanly thighs wide, to lightly part the swollen lips of her pussy.
Becca pushed the young couple down from their couch to the knees in front of the new head dom of their four-person relationship. "A shared meal, to reunite the two lovers," she said with a naughty giggle.
Kitty and Rose stared at each other for just a moment more before hungrily diving into their appointed task. Laura stared down at them with possessive love as the couple's tongues slipped and tangled against each other in the depths of her juicy pussy.
All's well that ends well.
...
Nearly a year later...
Kitty was having a truly wonderful day.
Her happy four-person family sat smiling around the Wilson's dining table, finishing the rest of a delicious Mother's Day brunch. Becca had been doing her best to follow in her mother's "Betty Crocker" footsteps lately, and the French toast she had made was simply to die for. They were all dressed in lovely pastel dresses that Laura had picked out, especially for the occasion. A perfect, picturesque family enjoying each other's company.
Rose lifted another forkful of the french toast, her large diamond engagement ring glittering in the light as she delicately deposited the morsel into Kitty's waiting mouth, careful not to get any syrup on her fiance's chin. Kitty chewed happily, savoring the fluffy treat and the delightful atmosphere of family bonding time.
Laura beamed around the table, reaching out to touch Becca and Kitty. "This has truly been a special Mother's Day, girls. I'm so thankful to have two lovely daughters like you." Her warm smile turned to include Rose sitting across from her as well. "And I'm especially thankful to have another daughter joining our family soon."
Rose looked bashful and touched. "I... I don't know what to say. Thank you Ms. Wilson," she said with a shy smile.
"Please," said Laura affectionately, reaching across the table, "Call me 'Mommy', dear."
Rose looked excited and gratified, she reached across the table and squeezed Laura's hand in hers. A blush crossed her face as she was granted the right to use the honorific that only Kitty had been allowed to use up until now.
Kitty's almost teared up with joy. She was so lucky to have a great woman like Rose by her side, who the rest of the women in her life approved of.
"Enough sappy stuff," said Becca, slapping the table. "It's present time, Mom, and this time I know for sure that I got you the best one." She hurried off and quickly returned with a long, thin box.
Laura opened it to reveal a professionally made riding crop.
"Oooh!" she cooed enthusiastically, hefting it to slap against her palm several times. "This looks like a lot of fun. I'm eager to try it out." Her eyes shifted to her two submissives with a predatory grin. "And I think that my two lovely darlings are just as eager as I am."
"Yes, Mommy," chorused Kitty and Rose in unison, both squirming in their seats with the thought of how their Mommy might use her new gift on them.
"Me next," said Rose, pulling a box from under the table. Laura opened it, pulling out a truly massive strap-on, thicker and longer than Kitty had ever experienced before. She gulped.
Laura laughed as she shook the strap-on, making the fake cock wobble slightly. "Oh, dear, just like a young person to get a gift that they plan to use more than I do." But despite Laura's words, she looked pleased and thanked Rose warmly for the thoughtful gift.
Which left just Kitty.
"Mommy," she began in a sincere voice, "For this Mother's Day, I wanted to show you how much I love and appreciate you. S-so, I got you a two-part gift. Rose... could you?"
Rose kissed her fiance tenderly on the cheek and reached down to begin unbuttoning Kitty's shirt.
Kitty obviously couldn't do it herself, with her hands handcuffed to the chair behind her back.
After a few moments, Rose opened Kitty's shirt, revealing her first gift: two new dangling pieces of nipple jewelry: blood-red heart pendants made from real ruby.
"I l-love you Mommy," whimpered Kitty, pushing her firm little tits out for inspection. Although she had almost a year of being Laura's devoted submissive, her Mommy's burning gaze could still fill her to the brim with arousal and shame like it was the first time.
"I love you too, Kitty," said Laura in a voice smoldering with lust, enflamed by her subs gift of slutty jewelry.
Becca smirked and got up from the table. "Well, that's our cue. Me and Rosie have a date with a new third. He's supposed to have just a MONSTER cock."
Laura looked a bit chagrined. "Really, girls? On Mother's Day?" she asked mournfully. But despite her words, her eyes still locked onto her eldest daughter's shamelessly displayed tits.
"Sorry Mommy," said Rose meekly, trying out the new title. "We'll be back for some more fun later. Mainly, we want to give Kitty a little time to give you the other half of your present."
Laura's eyes lit up and she grinned wide, saying goodbye distractedly as Becca and Rose hurried out the door.
Laura took her time buckling on her brand-new strap-on, savoring the erotic dread growing in her daughter's eyes as she eyed the monstrous new phallus. She cracked the riding crop on her hand as she prepared to enjoy the second part of her Mother's Day present, a humiliating one-on-one domination session with her beloved daughter.
Laura loomed above her trembling sub, noting Kitty's swollen nipples, artfully decorated with her slutty new jewelry.
She paused for a moment, reflecting.
"Do you regret it?" Laura asked simply, her domineering, swaggering attitude dropping for just a moment, and the gentle woman she once was peeking back through. "What we've done this past year? What I made us into?"
Kitty tilted her head in confusion, and said with a puzzled smile, "Of course not, Mommy. This is the happiest I've ever been in my life."
Laura's confidence flowed back into her, her own nipples growing stiff in a wave of affectionate arousal, responding to her daughter's swift, confident answer.
"Me too, darling..."
Then, Laura moved toward her daughter. Her submissive. Her lover.
And enjoyed the best Mother's Day present she had ever received.
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Liv Franklin leaned against her van with lithe, unassuming grace, taking a moment to sun herself and relax as she waited for her son to get out of school.
Liv knew that she drew looks of envy from the other moms at school. Still in her mid-thirties, she had a tight, buxom body and a smooth, unlined face that was difficult for the other women in the pickup lane to match. Whatever. Liv didn't feel bad for them. If they wanted to be the young mother of an 18-year-old boy, then they should have been a teen mom like Liv.
She suspected they wouldn't like that trade-off.
It hadn't been easy. Liv felt like it hadn't been until the past few years that she had finally gotten her life in order. But things were good now. She had lucked into her job at the mayor's office a few years back, which let her and Elliot afford a better apartment. She was seeing a really nice guy. And, although she would miss Elliot terribly when he went off to college in the fall, she was looking forward to being an independent, childless woman for the first time in 18 years. Maybe things could really heat up with her new boyfriend.
Even marriage was on the table.
So the envious eyes of the old hags didn't bother her that much. Just as Liv opened her eyes from her brief reflection, she saw her son Elliot headed out of the school with his group of friends. She waved at him with a sunny smile, but her expression curdled a little as she glanced at his friends.
Liv could handle the negative attention from her fellow moms. But the positive attention from her son's classmates was harder to swallow. Even from this distance, she could feel their slimy little eyes crawling over her body. Didn't they have any shame? She was their buddy's mom from God's sake.
On some level, she understood, of course. There would always be an allure for some young men toward confident older women. Especially confident older women with lustrous raven black hair, visible tattoos, and a habit of overdoing their eye makeup a little. Her style and vibe scratched an itch for young men looking for something... a little harder-edged. She got that. She didn't even necessarily mind if the little pervs had sneaky jerkoff fantasies about their pal's young, hot mom.
She just wanted them to stop staring at her tits.
Liv's tits were magnificent. Fantastic. Incredible. All the superlatives that she had heard men say hundreds of times over the years. They should be. She had paid enough for them. 18-year-olds weren't known for their self-control, but these boys did such a bad job controlling their eyes that they had worn Liv's patience thin. She couldn't wait until Elliot was safely off to college and she never had to see any of these boys ever again.
Liv gave a thin smile to her son as Elliot held up a finger in a "one-second" gesture, deep in a conversation with his friend group. But the smile disappeared as Marco De Luca peeled off from the group and headed toward her.
Marco was living proof that you couldn't choose your child's friends for him. Because if Liv had her way, Marco wouldn't be allowed within fifty feet of her son. He was the kind of cunning, lazy boy who never succeeded at anything, but always found someone else to blame for it. In high school, that had translated to him being a burnout and a bad influence on Elliot. But Liv could see where it would lead him in life: a dead-end job at a gas station or autobody shop and a smoldering resentment toward anyone who had made something of their lives. It was probably a shitty thing to think about a kid, but Liv didn't care. She had already noticed Marco's resentment toward Elliot for going to college, and she was thankful that soon Elliot would be out of his "best friend's" influence forever. She knew Marco's type too well. She used to have to deal with shitheads like him all the time.
And he was the worst of the bunch when it came to staring at her chest as well. Even as he came sauntering up to her with an oily smile on his face, his gaze was locked onto her chest, shamelessly undressing her with his eyes. Liv gritted her teeth. School would be out in a few months. She probably wouldn't have to see this kid more than any handful of times ever again. Now wasn't the time to make a fuss.
"Marco," Liv said cooly. "How are things? Got your plans all lined up for next year?" she asked, unable to make herself sound interested.
Marco shrugged noncommittally. His muddy brown eyes finally slid lazily up from her chest to meet hers. "My Uncle owns a repair shop in town," he said in a voice already rough and deep from smoking. "I might try that out. See how I like it."
Liv had to keep herself from smirking. Well look at that, she had got it in one. She couldn't help tossing in a little barb: "What? No college in the fall? I thought a smart boy like you would be a lawyer or doctor for sure!" Marco's eyes narrowed, but for some reason, he didn't look mad. Instead, a nasty little smirk lit up Marco's face.
"Well, Liv," he said in an amused drawl. "I guess not all of us can be successful like your golden boy son." Liv felt a twinge of annoyance at being called by her first name. As if Marco was claiming to be her equal. It was another of his nasty habits. At least her son's other loser friends had the decency to call her Ms. Franklin. There had always been something insolent about this kid.
But suddenly, Marco leaned close, a look of hungry anticipation in his eyes. Even before he spoke, Liv felt a cold spike of fear pierce her heart.
This wasn't a good look to see on any man's face, her instincts screamed.
"We lesser folks need to know our place, and take whatever dirty jobs we can get." Marco's muddy brown eyes gleamed with perverse amusement even as his tone dropped to a murmur. "Isn't that right..."
"...Vixen?"
Liv felt the blood drain from her face, and she was suddenly grateful that she was already leaning against her van so that it wasn't obvious how weak and wobbly her knees had gotten. She didn't know how her son's little shithead friend had gotten that name, but he had to be bluffing. She had been careful.
There was no evidence.
Luckily, Liv had always been pretty good at bullshitting. "Who?" she asked casually. "Do you have me confused with someone else, kiddo?"
"Nah, Vixen," said Marco with a cruel sneer, "I don't think I'm confused at all." He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. He already had the video pulled up. This little ambush had been planned. His other shithead friends were probably stalling Elliot on purpose.
Liv looked down with sick fascination at the video playing on the screen, although she knew what she would see. She had fucking told Jerry that the promo video was a bad idea. She had known that someday it might bite her in the ass. The name "Vixen" appeared in tacky gold font on a purple background. How had Marco even fucking got a hold of this? She had called in some favors years ago to get this video scrubbed from the web completely.
On the screen, a sultry, top-heavy silhouette swayed onto the stage on ridiculously high heels. It was obvious that whoever it was was completely topless. "Put that shit away!" hissed Liv, eyes darting around to make sure no one else could see the humiliating video. But Marco waited a few seconds more, just long enough for a bright spotlight to illuminate the shadowy figure.
19-year-old Livvy Franklin, leaning back against the pole at center stage, thrusting her chest out to show off her brand-new fake tits, covered only with heart-shaped pasties.
Ok, so Liv had been a stripper. She wasn't particularly proud of it. It was a time in her life that she tried not to think about too much. Elliot had been just a toddler, his dad wasn't in the picture, and it wasn't easy to make ends meet. That's all there was to it. Nothing deeper than that...
Marco locked his phone and slipped it back into the pocket of his grubby jeans. He looked like a cat that had caught a mouse. God Liv wanted to punch his smug little face in.
But that wasn't an option currently.
"Elliot told me all about your fancy new job," said Marco in a voice of mocking enthusiasm, "and your new high-class boyfriend. Your family's really moving on up, isn't it, Vixen?"
"Stop calling me that," said Liv numbly, her mind working a thousand miles an hour, trying to see a way out of this.
Marco ignored her. "I bet your boss and boyfriend would be verrrrrry interested to see this video. Disgusted maybe... but definitely interested."
Liv glared right into the little shit's eyes with a piercing glare. If he wanted her to beg and cry, then he had come to the wrong woman. "What do you want, Marco?" she asked coldly.
If Marco was intimidated by the fierce older woman glaring up at him, he didn't show it. "Oh, nothing much. It's just me and Elliot's other buddies are feeling a little sore about him going off to college and leaving us behind. I just want to give them a little... equalizer. Something to make them feel like they have one up on their high-riding pal Elliot. I want Vixen to come out of retirement one last time for a little party I'm throwing."
Liv's guts did a complicated flip-flop inside her at the obscene suggestion. Liv had never been the best at controlling her emotions, and before she knew it, she had a fistful of Marco's t-shirt in her hand and slammed him against the door of her van. "Listen here you nasty little perv!" she snarled, trying her best to keep her voice low, "I'm not some airheaded little slut that a worthless burnout like you can push around. Try that fucking sicko bullshit with me one more time and I'll send you crying home to your mommy."
Marco finally looked surprised. He had apparently expected his threats of ruining her job and her relationship to work. Marco didn't know Liv Franklin at all. She had been fired before, and if Craig couldn't handle her checkered past, then they probably wouldn't work out long-term anyway. Like hell she would humiliate herself sexually for a waste of space like little Marco De Luca.
But Liv's instincts for danger flickered again as she saw Marco's eyes light up with cunning, his eyes looking over her shoulder. "You'd better let me go, Vixen," he said his voice dripping with disdain. "Or your precious baby boy might see, and wonder what mommy is arguing about with his best friend."
Liv slowly released Marco's t-shirt from her sweaty grip, apprehension prickling the hairs on the back of her neck.
"In fact," continued Marco with fresh confidence, "There is a lot of bad stuff your precious golden boy might see if you aren't careful." His eyes glittered with malice as Liv felt the blood drain from her face once again.
Marco leaned forward until his cruel, cunning face was just inches from Liv's lovely features. "It's just a few months left in senior year, Vixen. But that's a looooong time to be the kid whose hot mom has a naked video going around the school. And that's not to mention what could happen if that video got shared around campus at the college Elliot's headed to in the fall. It might make it hard to make new upper-class friends when everybody knows your Mom's a filthy stripper."
"Don't."
That one cracked word was all that Liv could force out. She didn't give a shit what happened to her, but she wouldn't be able to stand it if anything bad happened to Elliot. And, as infuriating as it was, Marco was one hundred percent correct: armed with that video, he absolutely had the power to make her son's life a living hell. As humiliating as it was, the little bastard had her by the balls.
She had no choice.
"One party," she said in a cracked voice, feeling a hot, uncharacteristic blush stain her normally confident face.
"One party," agreed Marco with a smug, shit-eating grin. "With a personal lap dance for yours truly."
Liv had to resist the urge to slam the little shit back up against her van. "No phones recording," she growled, still unable to believe that she was going through with this. The insanity of the situation was making her feel a little dizzy.
"I swear to god," said Marco, with a mocking hand over his heart. "No phones."
"And then the video is deleted," whispered Liv, defeated.
"You have my word," said Marco with a triumphant smirk.
Liv felt sick, and used, and small. She had been outmaneuvered by a burnout high schooler her son's age. And now, for one night at least, she would be his sexual plaything. She would show off her body for her son's friends, not only as a humiliating submission to their inappropriate desire for their friend's mom but also as a way for them to humiliate Elliot behind his back.
"You win, Marco," she whispered in a tight, infuriated voice.
Liv chased away the faint ghost of arousal she felt at the debasing situation. That was the last thing she fucking needed right now.
"One more thing..." said Marco with a grin. "I need you to help me win a bet. Just a little thing. Well... two little things. I'll even pay for them..."
...
Liv threw back her head and drained her flask before taking one last despairing look in the bathroom mirror.
She had to admit she looked fucking hot.
A ridiculous parody of a white dress shirt was tied just below her big fake tits, exposing a generous sliver of her pale breasts spilling out the bottom. A tiny fringe of a red tartan miniskirt barely concealed the matching plaid thong that hid beneath. The skimpy outfit was completely by huge shiny black platform heels. They would have been impossible to walk in for an average woman, but Liv had no trouble. It was like riding a bike. Once you had the knack, you never really forgot. Her silky black hair was tied up into two pigtails, and her makeup was even more dramatic than usual, with a dark cat-eye and ruby red lipstick.
The irony of being forced to dress up as a slutty schoolgirl for a bunch of 18-year-olds still in high school wasn't lost on her. That was no doubt why Marco had insisted on this costume in the first place. A huge part of the thrill was humiliating her as much as possible, and forcing an older woman to dress up in a fetishy little girl costume for younger men was just another way to twist the knife. Liv fought down yet another upwelling of twisted arousal. No. She was stronger than that. She had put that kink behind her along with her stripping career over a decade ago.
She heard the deep rattling bass of the dance music Marco had chosen for her debut. That was her cue.
Show time.
Liv took a deep, shuddering breath. She had learned her lesson fifteen years ago when she lit up the stage of The Panther Club as "Vixen". No matter what you felt inside, you had to show the boys calm confident enthusiasm. That lesson would be sorely tested tonight.
Liv placed her sweaty hand on the bathroom doorknob and felt her pulse pound in her ears, clashing with the deep rhythm rattling through the doors. Marco had snuck her into the back of his house in her street clothes, but when she went out that door, all of her son's friends would see her for the first time in her slutty stripper outfit.
Fuck it. Time to rip the bandaid off.
Liv threw open the door and strode out with a fierce hip-swaying walk, her face painted with brash, sexy confidence. Her stomach turned flips as she saw the party guests. About a dozen senior boys. All of her son's friends. Maybe a dozen of them. Every pimply-faced brat who had ever slept over at their place. Liv distinctly remembered making pancakes for more than half of the boys sitting around the dimly lit living room.
And now all of their eyes watched her with the slimy superiority of strip club patrons, all respect for her as their friend's mom stripped away. That was what made it hot: how the bossy, mature woman they knew had been transformed into a walking piece of ass.
Marco sat in pride of place in the best seat in the house, a comfy-looking recliner. He had somehow gotten his hands on a microphone, which he used to announce: "Gentlemen, may I present to your Elliot's slutty mom. Better known as... Vixen." The assembled boys oohed and ahhed, elbowing each other and chuckling with nervous arousal at the taboo show they were about to enjoy.
"Why don't you give them a show they'll remember, Vixen," commanded Marco, gesturing to the center of the room. A stripper pole had been set up, gleaming bronze in the dim light, pulling Liv forward like a magnet. She had stopped by to check the setup yesterday and had to grudgingly admit that it was useable. Liv had no idea how Marco had swung it. He must be blowing through his savings from his shitty part-time jobs because high-quality portable stripper poles weren't cheap. Not to mention the other little "gifts" he had bought her.
Liv swayed toward the pole, popping her hips a little as she walked to give her titties just the right amount of jiggle. She probably could have just given a stiff little awkward dance, stripped naked quickly, and claimed she had held up her end of the bargain, but something... strange was happening inside her.
The combination of the slutty stripper outfit, the gleaming pole, the slimy eyes of the boys around the edges of the room... They were waking up something inside Liv that she had thought was gone forever.
Contrary to all good sense and logic, Vixen was coming out to play.
Liv reached the pole and spun around it in a graceful circle, glaring around the room and meeting the eyes of her audience with smokey heat. The thing about Vixen was that she had always kept a dirty little secret. One that she tried to hide even from her stripper coworkers.
Liv lifted her tiny skirt to reveal her tiny plaid panties and leaned back against the pole, humping the air with smooth, lithe hip movements, maintaining smoldering eye contact with Marco. That little shit. Being forced to submit to a little nothing like him was one of the biggest humiliations of her life.
But that was the really dangerous part about this whole thing. That had been Vixen's secret. Most strippers made some excuse to themselves about why what they were doing was necessary, or even empowering. Not Vixen. From her first day to the day Liv quit, she had always found it deeply humiliating to get up on stage and take off her clothes for men. And that was the whole point.
Because Vixen got off on humiliation. The dirtier and more degrading the job was, the hotter and wetter she would get.
Liv was careful to draw the distinction between her current self and Vixen, even as she tore off the velcroed skirt, tossing it to the hooting highschoolers and revealing her wide hips, thick thighs and juicy ass, now covered only by the tiny porny thong.
Vixen got off on the humiliation and degradation of being a stripper. NOT Liv. She had put that self-destructive fetish behind her years ago, when she realized she was close to losing her way and falling headlong into the sex industry.
Liv leaped athletically into the air, catching the pole between her strong thighs and twirling around it, causing cheers of awe and delight from the assembled horny boys. Cocks were coming out of pants all throughout the crowd. It would never have been allowed in a strip club, but this was a private party after all.
Liv's heart skipped a beat as she noticed how fucking massive Marco's cock was.
She landed gracefully, her eyes unwillingly locked onto the thick cock of her son's friend. His hand was traveling up and down its impressive length, and Liv found her hips moving and swirling to the same rhythm. It was humiliating to be demoted to spank material for this little bastard.... So deliciously humiliating...
Marco raised his free hand and sharply snapped. Liv couldn't hear it over the pulsing rhythm, but the movement got her attention. Snapping for her like she was some kind of dog for him to command... blended rage and arousal swelled inside her. From across the room, she could read his lips.



"Show them your tits."
Liv gulped down an unpleasant squirming feeling as she reached up to untie the cute little knot between her breasts. Normally, of course, this would have been a pretty unremarkable part of the show. No more embarrassing than when she whipped her skirt off and showed her ass.
But it was different tonight, because of the little presents that Marco had insisted on buying for her.
Liv let the end of the tied-off shirt fall loose, then, mentally steeling herself, whipped the tiny, revealing garment off completely, baring her breasts, the forbidden fruit that all these boys had lusted over. She used to get annoyed at how often they stared at her tits, but now she was presenting them for inspection in all their naked glory, allowing all her son's obnoxious friends with wandering eyes to really get a true eyeful.
And the worst part was her nipples, still painfully puffy and swollen from their brand-new piercings.
The boys were silent for a moment, basking in the glory of the incredible tits they had fantasized about for so long. Then the piercings registered: two metal bars with shiny silver studs, one in each large pink nipple, making them forever stiff and throbbing. The stunned boys pointed and laughed and roared their approval as Marco sat with a smug look on his face.
Marco had insisted on explaining it to her when he took her to get the piercings. It amounted to an inside joke, and, if she hadn't been the butt of that joke before, she certainly was now that the boys saw her nipples pierced and displayed for their pleasure.
It had all started when Marco had brought up at a sleepover that Liv, as a tough, "goth" woman with tattoos, was "the kind of chick who got her nipples pierced". The idea was fascinating to the boys in attendance. Except, of course, for Elliot, who had angrily insisted that his mom's tits were definitely, certainly not pierced. That was something only sluts did.
It became a way to tease and fuck with her son. Even though the boys didn't really believe it was true, they would insist that they had seen a hint of the metal piercings through Liv's bra. It was funny to watch Eliiot get livid every time.
The inside joke was that Liv was secretly a massive slut with pierced nipples, hiding it from her oblivious son. And Marco had delighted in making that a reality for tonight. Liv, of course, planned to take out the studs as soon as she got home tonight and let the holes heal over as quickly as possible. But the moment the boys had seen her revealed tits the damage had been done. There was no going back, she and her son had been ridiculed and degraded in the eyes of these boys forever.
Marco pulled up a folding chair and set it up near the center of the room. Then he sat, his impressive cock throbbing with dark anticipation as he raised a finger and beckoned forward the older woman he had snared in his cowardly trap.
Liv told herself she had no choice as she walked forward with a hip-swaying strut. The lapdance was part of their deal. After that, she could go home and hopefully forget this ever happened. But at this point, the flame of lust was burning bright inside her. She wasn't fully enraged or disgusted anymore. She wanted the watching boys to see her grind her ass and pussy all over this obnoxious little boy that had humiliatingly bested her.
Vixen craved the ultimate completion of her public humiliation.
Liv swayed to the rhythm in front of her seated tormenter. As much of a worthless little bad influence Marco was, he did have a pretty good body, Liv had to admit. He probably wouldn't have any problem tricking a parade of little skanks into his bed and squirting out a half-dozen illegitimate brats. His towering cock throbbed and drooled thick, sticky precum. Liv had a hard time keeping her eyes off it.
Ok, the preliminaries were over with. Time to finish this. Liv swung a thick thigh over the lap of her son's best friend, gave him a sultry, performative grin, and began grinding her crotch up and down the length of his cock.
Feeling a man's thick hard shaft teasing her between her legs sent little sizzling arcs of sexual pleasure up her spine, even if the cock in question belonged to an insufferable little shit. Her pussy simply didn't know the difference. There was a reason they didn't let men whip their cocks out in the strip club: this was way too close to actual sex. Liv gritted her teeth against the intense sensation of the hot flesh rubbing intimately against her.
Liv gasped as Marco reached up, taking her naked tits in hand, and, with odd gentleness, began playing with the newly-pierced nipples. Liv resisted the urge to slap his hands away as the other boys eagerly watched Marco finally experience what they had all dreamed about for so long: feeling up the magnificent tits of their buddy Elliot's mom.
"You know," said Marco beneath her, rubbing his thumbs in tight circles on her sore nipples as her hips humped his cock. "I didn't just find a random video online. I did a little... research."
Something about his tone made Liv's instincts for danger twinge. But at this point, she was having a hard time controlling herself. Against her wishes, her body was warming up to the feeling of Marco's rough thumbs on her tender nipples... his big hard cock between her legs. She could only listen with horror as gentle whimpers of pleasure began to build in her throat.
"I talked to your old boss at the Panther Club," said Marco with a shit-eating grin. "And he told me something interesting." One of his hands left her tits and slipped behind her, gripping a full ass cheek and pulling her even tighter against his throbbing cock.
"He told me that Vixen got so turned on by her performances that if you went and saw her afterward..." He looked up at her with twisted hunger in his shit-brown eyes. "... She just couldn't say 'No'."
Liv shook her head wildly, her heart racing. Shit. Her old stage manager Jerry was such a fucking slimeball. She had made him swear never to tell anyone that she had worked at the Panther Club, and what did he do? Gave her dirtiest, most shameful secret to a fucking 18-year-old boy who had come sniffing around.
That fucking bastard!
"He was making it up," said Liv desperately, her panties still rubbing up and down the length of Marco's cock in long tight strokes, "It's not true."
Marco laughed quietly. "Bitch, you soaked through your fucking thong. I can feel your juice on my cock. It's true. Now, don't you think the pussy grinding has gone on long enough? Time for some ass grinding, Vixen."
Breathing heavily and trying to keep her thighs together to prevent the other boys from noticing her shameful wetness, Liv turned and positioned herself to grind her big bouncy ass over Marco's cock.
She was just about to get started when she felt Marco reach confidently up and pull her thong to the side, exposing her dripping pussy.
Liv's heart beat loudly in her ears as she stayed in her awkward half-crouch above Marco's lap. Marco had been subtle. The other boys still didn't seem to have caught on to what exactly was happening. She swore she could feel the heat of Marco's cock from below on her exposed pussy.
"Wouldn't it be so satisfying to give in completely to your humiliation Vixen?" said Marco in a low, beguiling voice. "I called you here tonight to embarrass you and your son. To show these boys that the forbidden, beautiful, confident mom they all secretly lusted for was actually a pathetic slut all along. Wouldn't it be just perfect to prove me right in front of everyone?
Marco's cock was just inches from her suddenly aching pussy. Liv's knees wobbled from holding the awkward position. Marco's voice was low and evil and mocking: "C'mon, Vixen. We both know you can't say 'no'."
In the days that followed, Liv's mind would try to come up with some excuse. She was tricked. She was forced. She had no choice.
But she would always come up against the inescapable, shameful fact: It was she who lowered her hips. It was she who sank Marco's thick cock up to the hilt into her hot, slick pussy.
In the end, Marco was right. She couldn't say 'No'.
Liv let out a sound that was half snarl of rage and half moan of pleasure as she began moving her hips, fucking herself on the massive cock of her son's best friend. The surrounding audience of boys fell into shocked silence. It couldn't be what it looked like, could it? There was no way...
But Marco was a teenage boy, and he wasn't going to take his triumph humbly. He reached down with firm hands and pried Liv's thick thighs apart, displaying his conquest to the crowd: his teen cock buried deep in Liv's juicy, forbidden pussy.
This time the boys didn't go wild, they simply stared in awe and began stroking their cocks faster and harder. Their leader had done it: gone beyond even their wildest dreams. The extent of their hopes had been to maybe see Ms. Franklin's naked tits one day. But Marco was fucking her. Publically conquering Elliot's slutty young mom and making her his bitch.
Liv let out a series of shameful slutty moans as she bounced harder and harder on the cock of a boy she despised, heavily jolting her tender tits as she rose and fell. It was excruciatingly humiliating to give this little bastard access to something he should never have in a million years... to submit to someone utterly beneath her. And all of it in public, in front of these other boys who used to be in awe of her.
Marco's hands snaked up from behind her, gripping her swollen nipples once again, this time with cruel firmness, drawing a hiss of pain and pleasure from her throat. "You can run all you want," whispered Marco in her ear, "But you will always be a slutty stripper deep down inside, Vixen."
Liv moaned in emotional pain and physical pleasure as her pussy spasmed and milked the hated cock thrusting inside her.
"And your little boy can run off to college and leave his white trash friends behind, but he will always be the loser with a mom who stripped for his friends and fucked me in front of everybody. Now. On your knees, slut."
And without warning, Marco withdrew and pushed Liv down to her knees. She tried to protest. She tried to get up, but her knees were too weak. And Marco was already stroking his cock, still wet from her juices, just inches from her face. By the time she realized what was happening, it was already too late. Marco was marking her, splattering a thick load of hot sperm all over her face and pierced tits as the surrounding crowd erupted into cheers.
Liv looked up at him, cum covered tits heaving with passion, her eyes blazing with loathing and twisted arousal. Marco looked back at her with smug superiority while flicking one last drop of cum down onto her face. The clear victor in this battle of wills.
"Thanks, Ms. Franklin," he said with a cocky grin. "You're the coolest mom ever!"
...
Marco flopped back on the sofa with a deep sigh. A very very satisfying evening. That would teach Elliot and his stuck-up mom to look down on him.
His friend Corey came up, holding an old handheld camera in his hands
Marco leaned forward with interest. "Did you get it, man? Did you catch the whole thing?" he asked eagerly.
Corey nodded with a small frown. "Yeah. Although I have to say it sort of sucked to have to hide behind a curtain the whole time." He handed the digital camcorder to Marco, who stared at the screen with obvious excitement.
"Not to worry," said Marco confidently, his eyes glued to the small screen as he replayed Ms. Franklin's slutty show. "I'll make sure you have a great seat next time."
"Why did you even want me to use that old thing?" asked Corey irritably. "I think it takes worse videos than most of our phones."
"Easy," said Marco, looking up for just a moment from the camera, "Because I promised the slut no one would record with their phones. I never said anything about cameras."
Then he focused completely on the video, his eyes wide with delight and his cock stiffening again.
Things aren't finished between us Vixen, he thought.
They're just getting started.



        

  
    Downward Dog - Pt.02
  
  Downward Dog - Pt.02

        Heather becomes a loyal puppy, Jackie takes what she wants.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/downward-dog-pt-02

Title: Downward Dog - Pt.02

Author: RabbleLaid

Category: Mind Control

Description: Heather becomes a loyal puppy, Jackie takes what she wants.

Tags: petplay, hypnosis, homewrecker, handjob, humiliation, puppy, cuckquean, punishment, training, neighbor

Series: Downward Dog


I apologize for the wait! Downward Dog will be, in the end, a three-part series. I will begin work on the third part right away rather than pushing it to the end of my queue!
I hope you enjoy the read!
...
Months ago, in Heather Brandt's bedroom...
The expert mesmerist Faria looked pensive as she picked up a framed family photo from her target's dresser. Heather Brandt watched her with wide, terrified eyes from the bed across the room, her curvy, statuesque body trembling with submissive apprehension. She was in the picture, looking much more confident and severe than she was currently. It also showed Lucas Brandt, a bulky, friendly man with a smile that left him looking permanently confused, and, of course, their cute little corgi.
"You're a dog person," said Faria, tapping the photograph with a fingernail. "Is that right, dear?"
Heather's lip wobbled. Her iron-hand nipples and shining upper thighs proved that she was deeply aroused by the programming process, and she looked like she would much rather beg and plead with the cruel hypnotist rather than discuss her pet preferences. But Heather had no choice: one of Faria's hypnotic commands was that she had to answer questions promptly and honestly.
"Y-yes," she murmured simply.
"Faria tsk'ed gently and crossed the bedroom, sitting on the edge of the bed, still carrying Heather's family photo. "You can do better than that, sweetie. Tell me why. What about dogs do you find so appealing."
Heather's eyes darted around the room, looking for some sort of escape from her twisted, erotic predicament. "I... I suppose because of their loyalty. And their obedience. Unlike people, dogs always know their place. They don't get offended if you act superior to them."
Faria couldn't help it. She let out a long, hearty laugh as Heather stared up at her uncomprehendingly. "Well said," she agreed with a mocking grin. "Every dog in the world is lower than even the lowest human. They recognize their inferiority instinctively, and because of that, they worship at their master's feet."
"F-Faria," said Heather pitifully, don't you think this has gone far enough? I've already..."
*Programming Mode*
Heather's feeble protest was silenced midsentence. Her lovely, tormented expression went slack and serene. To the extent that she was capable of the emotion, Faria did feel some pity for the bitchy housewife. But that wouldn't stop her from carrying out her client's wishes to the letter.
*Calm. Empty. Receptive. The next words I speak will be your new thoughts, replacing the old ones like they were never there.*
Faria watched as Heather's body released all of its tension, sinking peacefully back onto the bed. Her nipples remained as stiff as ever of course, and her beautiful rosy pussy was still leaking streams of feminine lubrication. Faria found that the programming process was deeply arousing to especially submissive women.
*I am so beneath Jackie Song that I am like a dog compared to her*
"-compared to her," Heather repeated the programming phrase, but a look of disquiet crossed her face. Even for an insecure woman like Heather, this was going a bit far. It might take a little training on Jackie's part for this command to sink in.
*It feels good to be trained by my Mistress, even when I am being punished.*
"-being punished." Heather's eyebrows scrunched further together. Faria was pushing things a little here, but just one more step would put Heather right where she wanted her.
*I want to be a good girl for Jackie.*
This time Heather paused for a few seconds before repeating the phrase. But the words passed her lips, and that meant that the command was now buried deep in her subconscious, waiting to influence her.
Faria was well on the way to shaping Heather into the pet Jackie wanted.
...
Heather sat with her hands fidgeting in her lap, her eyes downcast and her heart pumping a thousand miles an hour in her chest. A potent blend of fear and arousal swirled through her mind.
It was a feeling she was used to at this point. Ever since Jackie had taken control of her life, Heather was either afraid or horny most of the time, and frequently both. She glanced up briefly, risking a quick look at her young mistress to gauge how much trouble she was in.
Jackie had a faint smirk on her cute little facial features as she faced forward, hands loose on the steering wheel, driving them through the suburb in the warm darkness of the summer evening. Shit. Jackie was cruel when she lost her temper, but she was even more dangerous when she was amused. The fact that Jackie found humor in what had happened tonight didn't bode well for Heather.
Heather's punishment would probably be especially severe this time.
That thought sent a juicy, shameful wave of adrenaline coursing through Heather's curvy body, making her blush, stiffening her nipples, and moistening her panties. For the past month, Jackie Song, Heather's former dog-walker, had become Heather's life coach. Jackie was such a confident and superior woman that it just made sense. Heather couldn't deny that she had a lot she could learn from the younger woman. Jackie's entire training style was based on simple operant conditioning: rewards when Heather did well, and punishments when she did poorly.
Lately, however, the punishments had become quite thrilling, in a sick and twisted kind of way. It made dark coils of lust slither through Heather's belly just to think about it... Jackie trained dogs as a hobby before becoming Heather's life coach, and when Heather disappointed her, Jackie treated the older woman as her puppy, running her through humiliating dog training drills.
Jackie claimed the puppy training was meant to increase Heather's obedience and shame her into doing better: after all, if Heather couldn't handle human tasks, maybe dog tasks would be more suitable. But lately, the sessions as Jackie's puppy had been getting more and more sexually charged, and Heather had begun to worry that they were having the opposite of the intended effect.
"That was fucking embarrassing," said Jackie mildly. Heather looked up furtively at her young mistress again, but Jackie remained facing forward, her eyes on the road.
She wasn't wrong.
Tonight's HOA meeting had been a complete disaster. Heather's eyes fell to the floor again as Jackie's slim right hand, nails painted bright pink, rested on her thigh, rubbing absent-mindedly as the bratty little dog trainer continued, "I practically did all the work for you. Did your job behind the scenes. All you had to do was present the information. And you still somehow fucked it up."
Heather squeezed her eyes shut, trying to block out the memory. Tonight, all she needed to do was present information on the ongoing preparations for the community funfair and dog show happening in a month or so. It was the sort of presentation that she had created and delivered dozens of times in her tenure as the head of the HOA. But tonight, for reasons she couldn't understand, she stuttered, mixed up her notes, quoted incorrect dates and figures, and generally dissolved into a nervous, sweaty mess in front of the HOA board that she had once ruled with an iron fist.
It had gotten so bad that Jackie had been forced to step in, taking charge of the meeting and delivering the presentation crisply and professionally as Heather burned with shame on the sidelines. Heather could see the respect she once held fading from the eyes of the board members. And respect was everything to her.
Jackie's hand rubbed over Heather's inner thigh, closer and closer to the center. "You know what Miss B?" said Jackie with an evil smirk, "I'm starting to think that maybe you've started failing my tasks on purpose." Heather's belly flip-flopped as Jackie's hand slipped up and deftly unbuttoned the front of her jeans.
"N-no, mistress," Heather protested weakly. Her veins felt like they were filled with hot electricity as Jackie's hand slipped down under the hem of her panties, leaving hot, lingering trails of sensation as her finger traced over her soft skin. "I... I always do the best I can to do whatever you ask of me!"
"I'm not saying it's a conscious decision," said Jackie with a giggle. Her fingers were now buried deep in the front of Heather's jeans, tracing tiny teasing circles less than an inch above Heather's rapidly moistening pussy. "I'm saying that you've started enjoying your punishments so much that you're subconsciously sabotaging yourself."
Jackie's fingers finally slipped down with torturous slowness to part the lips of Heather's dripping sex. "Well don't worry, Ms. B," said Jackie with a smirk, her eyes twinkling as she continued to drive, "I'm going to give you all the punishment your kinky little heart desires after your embarrassing fuck up tonight."
Heather shook her head, desperately trying to deny the idea that she had made herself look so foolish and inadequate on purpose, but the words wouldn't come out. She simply whimpered, feeling a hot, shameful blush spread across her face as she spread her legs wider, wordlessly begging her Mistress to continue playing with her burning pussy.
It wasn't until a few minutes later that Heather realized they were no longer on the route that would take them home. "Wh-where are we going, Mistress?" gasped Heather, fighting to break free from the mind-clouding pleasure that her bratty little life coach's fingers were causing.
"I told you," said Jackie grimly, her fingers wriggling and flexing mercilessly on the older woman's slick pussy. "You fucked up especially badly tonight. You need an extra bad punishment to correct that horny, perverted brain of yours. That's going to take a change of venue."
...
Lucas Brandt pushed away from his desk with a groan. He had hoped he would have a chance to get some extra work done without Jackie and Heather here to distract him. But the sounds pouring from the house next door were going to make that impossible. Loud grunts and moans blasted out of Rick Carver's open windows, so loud that Lucas assumed that Rick must have his speakers pointed outward to deliberately fuck with them.
Heather had sworn to use her power as HOA president to force Mr. Carver to be a good neighbor, or, better yet, run him out of the suburb altogether. But Heather had been distracted lately, hadn't she? To be fair, so had Lucas. Jackie, that teasing little 19-year-old minx, had reentered their lives in a major way. Bizarrely, despite the fact that Lucas and Jackie once started an affair behind Heather's back, she had recently hired the young woman as some sort of life coach.
Lucas couldn't argue with Jackie's results. As far as he was concerned, the changes in Heather's behavior were mindblowing. Since Jackie had taken charge, Heather was less bitchy, willing to put more effort into making her husband happy, and, best of all, much more submissive in bed.
Even more darkly intriguing, Jackie kept suggesting that Heather actually wanted him to cheat on her with Jackie. He still couldn't bring himself to believe that one. Heather had always been so proud and strong-willed. It seemed impossible that she wanted to be humiliatingly defeated by a little brat like Jackie.
It felt too good to be true. Lucas had looked it up after Jackie mentioned the possibility. A "cuckquean" fetish was the term for it. He didn't want to hurt Heather... but the temptation was becoming too much to resist. Jackie was getting bolder in her flirtation with him lately. Her hot little hands rested longer and longer on his arm. Her lithe body pressed tight to his when she hugged him hello.
Maybe it really was what Heather wanted. And if that was the case, would it really hurt to try it out a little and see how it felt? For all three of them?
But for now, Lucas had bigger fish to fry. He needed to talk to his wife about dealing with their obnoxious neighbor, not her potential sexual kinks. Lucas pulled out his phone and dialed Heather, leaning back wearily in his office chair and trying to tune out the loud sounds of pornography that their awful neighbor was blasting.
The phone picked up on the third ring. But strangely, it wasn't Heather who answered.
"Lukey!" chirped Jackie over the phone. "So good to hear from you! What's up, big boy?"
Lucas frowned in confusion. "Uh, Jackie, where is...?"
"Your boring wifey?" giggled Jackie. "We went out for some girl time. She's a little busy at the moment and can't talk. But I can pass on a message." Lucas sighed. This was the downside to Heather's new training regime with Jackie. As much as Lucas liked the changes he had seen in Heather, he didn't get to enjoy them much: both she and Jackie were often too busy to spend much time with him.
"It's nothing," said Lucas reflexively. Then he caught himself. No, he had fallen into the trap of meek acceptance too often. He should demand what he needed from his and Heather's relationship. "No, actually, there's something Heather should look into. She needs to talk to Mr. Carver again and get him to stop bombarding our house with porn. She promised she would resolve the issue, but there hasn't been any improvement. Oh... and also I'd like Heather to make more time for us to spend together. She's been too busy lately." He may be pushing his luck here: the reason Heather had been busy was Jackie after all.
Jackie was silent for a long moment, and Lucas began to get nervous. Finally, she spoke again, just as cheerful and confident as ever. "You know what, big boy? You're absolutely right. Heather and I have been focusing on developing her planning and leadership skills, and not enough on improving her relationship. The whole leadership thing looks like it might be a lost cause anyway..."
Lucas frowned for a moment. What exactly did Jackie mean by that? But she was already moving on. "So, tell you what: the next phase will be all about you, mister. I'm going to teach Heather how to give you exactly what you want."
Lucas grinned in relief. Not only had Jackie not gotten angry, but he was going to get exactly what he wanted, maybe he should try being more assertive more often. "Thanks, Jackie," he said with a smile, "I'm glad that Heather and I will..."
"Yeah, Yeah," said Jackie distractedly, "You're welcome Lukey. I'm a little busy right now. Talk to you later. Ciao."
It was a little abrupt, but Lucas couldn't be mad. He relaxed back into his chair with a sigh. Even the loud sounds of porn from next door couldn't upset him anymore. He soon wouldn't have to worry about Rick Carver.
And who knew? Maybe now that Jackie was making Heather focus on his needs, the long-teased rendezvous with Jackie was in the cards.
...
Heather silently held the position Jackie had commanded her to take as the little brat chatted cheerfully on the phone with her husband. She knew better than to talk when she was acting as Jackie's puppy.
The begging position wasn't easy, and it had taken a while for Heather to master it. But at this point, she could hold it as long as Jackie wanted her to. The curvy, red-haired housewife crouched with her feet together, practically on tip-toes. Her thighs were spread as wide as they could go, displaying her dripping, swollen pussy to her mistress's amused gaze.
Her hands were placed in a cutesy begging gesture in front of her chest, which mercifully hid her shamefully stiff nipples from view. The position was completed by her lolling tongue, dripping drool steadily down onto her huge pale tits.
How had things gotten this bad? Why did this degrading position feel so natural? Heather wasn't sure. It had started out so small. Just a few simple dog commands. Sit. Roll over. Fetch. They were embarrassing, sure, but Heather had seen the point: the dog commands were a way to shame her into better behavior.
But things had gotten complicated. One night, Jackie had forced her to eat a dog treat, then she... well, she "pet" Heather between her legs. Over time, the sexual elements of the dog punishments had grown more and more pronounced. Jackie told Heather one day, with her trademark glittering eyes and mischievous grin, that "puppies don't wear clothes", forcing her to strip and perform for her life coach's amusement. This spiraling sexualization was the issue; the reason why Heather found it harder and harder to resist her punishments.
For some reason, these demeaning punishments being threatened for every small infraction of Jackie's commands set a dark, sickening fire in her belly and filled her head with hot, sticky fog. Because Heather knew that she might be forced to act as Jackie's naked puppy when and if she failed, she got so distracted that success seemed impossible.
But Heather was having difficulty focusing solely on her mistress tonight... The venue was a little distracting.
When they pulled into the parking lot of the dog shelter where Jackie volunteered, Heather had deliriously assumed that it must be some sort of bluff. Submitting to Jackie's humiliating punishments in the privacy of her home was one thing, but the thought of doing it somewhere in public left Heather cotton-mouthed with fear. True, the shelter was closed for the day, but Jackie wasn't the only person with a key. The risk of exposure, as small as it was, made Heather tremble with anxiety.
But Jackie had firmly insisted that this was where her punishment would take place, and Heather couldn't say no to her life coach these days. In just minutes, Heather had found herself in the shameful "begging position", pussy dripping down onto the tiled floor in a pleasant, airy room of the dog shelter. Jackie sat above her, legs crossed at the thigh to prevent her horny puppy from sneaking looks up her skirt.
Jackie leaned forward, chin in hand, eyes greedily drinking in the abject submission of the woman who had once foolishly tried to fight her. "Do you know what we use this room for, puppy?" She waited a beat, staring into Heather's eyes. But by this point, Heather was well aware of her mistress's tricks. The question was rhetorical. The questions were always rhetorical when Jackie asked them during these "training sessions", after all, puppies can't talk.
Jackie grinned wider, pleased that her puppy had learned its place. "It's the adoption room. This is where we let the poor lonely puppies in our care meet with their new owners." She pointed languidly to a selection of collars hanging from hooks on the wall, "They pick out a brand new collar, sign all the paperwork, and then go home a brand new, happy family."
Jackie's slightly misty eyes focused sharply on the pathetic slut in front of her, her lips twisting into a sneer. "Which brings me to you. You know, puppy, when I agreed to be your life coach, I assumed that I would be shaping and improving a woman." Jackie's slim hand waved to indicate the surrounding room as her sneer broke into a cruel smile. "But lately it feels more like I've adopted a poorly trained dog."
Jackie sighed theatrically and leaned back on the bench she was seated on, bouncing her foot in irritation. "It's a much bigger job than I thought I was signing up for, Ms. B.," she said archly, "When a doggie has learned bad habits, you can't just teach them new ones." Jackie's dark almond-shaped eyes seemed to fill Heather's world. Heather could feel her heart hammer in her chest as she hung on every word that spilled from her cruel mistress's glossy lips. "You need to break them down. Strip away all the naughty things they've learned and start over from scratch. It's hard work. And the question is... is it worth all that effort to train a bad doggie like you?"
Heather's mind worked frantically. What exactly was Jackie saying? All of the dog-based taunts were normal of course. Heather barely heard those anymore (in fact, without realizing it, she had begun to internalize them). More concerning, to Heather at least, was the veiled threat to abandon Heather. The very idea sent a wave of panic crashing through the older woman. Just a few months ago, Heather would have scoffed at the idea that a 19-year-old brat like Jackie had anything to teach her.



But now the idea that Jackie might refuse to provide her with guidance filled her with a sick dread.
Jackie, seeing the turmoil in her submissive's eyes, gently reached forward and grabbed Heather by the chin, pulling her attention back to her mistress.
"I'm going to make an exception here, puppy," said Jackie in a calm voice, "You know how much I hate it normally when my good girl pretends to be human and speaks. But this conversation is too important to leave things vague. If I am going to put in the effort to train you, we need to stop pretending, at least to each other. If you want me to keep helping you, you have to be my puppy, Heather. Not just when you're a bad girl. Any time we are alone together."
Despite the rare permission to speak, Heather couldn't put her racing thoughts into words. Here she was, naked in front of a clothed girl ten years her junior, holding a demeaning position while being talked down to in a disgraceful way. And now... what? Jackie wanted her to demean herself even further? Submit to being the young dog trainer's pathetic puppy? How would that get Heather closer to the goals that she had requested Jackie help her with: improving her leadership and fixing her marriage? In fact, it would probably actively sabotage those aims. It didn't make any sense.
And yet...
The idea of submitting to these panty-drenching, cringe-inducing puppy sessions on a daily basis, not just when she fucked up but all the time... was tempting in a twisted, self-destructive way. There was something comforting and freeing about letting go of her pride and just turning control over to a superior woman like Jackie.
Not to mention the idea of saying goodbye and going cold turkey from Jackie's advice and guidance was simply unthinkable to Heather at this point. Heather's pride buckled and broke as she licked her lips and prepared to surrender her dignity to a woman ten years her junior.
Averting her eyes from Jackie's triumphant grin, Heather jerkily nodded. "Y-yes, mistress. I'll be a good girl for you."
Jackie giggled in triumph and leaped up from the bench, crossing to the wall of collars. "A brand new puppy! I'm so excited! It's always the most fun when you first begin training. Building trust, setting new boundaries. It makes my heart race just thinking about it." With an excited look over her shoulder, Jackie tossed a handful of collars down in front of Heather. "Pick one, puppy."
Heather's eyes went wide as she stared at the pile of collars at her feet. Suddenly this all seemed a little too real... Heather had gotten used to mental submission to her bratty dog trainer, but to wear a physical reminder of her subordination around her neck? Heather's pussy clenched at the thought, her breath coming hot and heavy in her throat. "The collar is j-just for when we are playing these puppy games, right mistress?" she asked in a weak little voice.
Jackie rounded on her with an arched eyebrow. "I think you have this backward, puppy," she said sharply, "You aren't pretending to be my puppy when you're alone with me. You're going to be my puppy all the time. I'm just allowing you to pretend to be a proud independent woman when you're out in public." She nudged the tangled pile of collars closer to the kneeling nude woman at her feet. "You'll wear this symbol of my ownership at all times. So that you don't forget the obedient little puppy you are on the inside and start thinking you really are a proud woman. You can come up with any excuse you want to explain your new fashion accessory, but you'll never take it off."
For a brief moment, Heather felt a spark of defiance flare in her heart. This was going too far. Jackie held a strange fascination for her, but reputation and pride had always been important to her. She would simply refuse. Jackie was bluffing. The young woman wanted this twisted relationship as much as Heather did. She was sure of it. Heather steeled herself, ready to push back on this degrading command.
She looked up, and the words died on her lips. Jackie was perfect. Beautiful. From her position on her knees, Heather felt her inferiority to her mistress more than ever before. Jackie's hair was long and silky, flowing in shining waves down over her shoulders. Her skin was smooth and luminous, her eyes bright and wicked. Jackie's curvy lips were currently quirked up into a cheeky smirk, her hands held behind her back coquettishly, showing off the taut young body beneath her tight cut-off shirt. From this angle, Heather could see a distracting length of Jackie's smooth, shapely thighs beneath her skirt.
"Pick a collar, puppy," said Jackie. There was just a hint of warning in her voice. Heather felt her brief flare of defiance snuffed out. She lowered her eyes and began searching through the tangle of collars for whichever would be the least demeaning. She finally settled on a slim black leather collar that she just might be able to convince people was some sort of choker.
Then, her eyes submissively upturned to her new owner, Heather slipped the collar around her neck, buckling it into place, just tight enough that it was a constant reminder of her reduced station.
Jackie let out a nasty chuckle, circling Heather to return to her seat on the bench. "You know, puppy, when people meet their new doggies in this room, you should see how happy and grateful the sweet little doggies get. They are just so excited to be claimed by their new owners. They usually wag their tails like crazy and lick their new masters all over."
Jackie reached deftly up beneath her short skirt and wriggled, pulling down cute pink panties and tossing them across the room. "I'm a big believer in symbolism, puppy. Let's start this relationship off right. Use that slobbery little puppy tongue to show your new owner how excited you are to be hers."
Heather gulped. Jackie wasn't crossing her legs anymore, and from her position on the floor, Heather could see all the way up into the darkness beneath her skirt. Jackie's puffy little pussy drooled with dominant delight at her successful power play. Jackie beckoned her new puppy forward with confident authority.
The collar was a constant, choking pressure on Heather's slender neck. With a blush staining her delicate features, she crawled forward until she was directly beneath her new mistress. She laid her sweaty palms on Jackie's slim thighs, parting them gently as she took her place between them. Heather looked up at the victorious young woman above her with soft, pleading eyes, begging her to reconsider her obscene command. But Jackie's eyes were as hard as stone, burning with twisted arousal. They flicked downward in a silent restatement of her orders.
It wasn't the first time that Heather had tasted Jackie's pussy... but that had been in the heat of the moment when they were together in bed with Lucas in an impromptu threesome. This was different. It wasn't just a spontaneous sex act, but an act of explicit submission.
Heather's face hesitantly inched forward. The feminine musk of the bratty girl she used to hate filled her nostrils. With an odd mixture of submissive lust and stomach-churning disgust, Heather's lips wet the soft, wet skin of Jackie's pussy with a tender kiss.
Heather had a complicated relationship with oral sex, especially with women. She had experimented in college with lesbian relationships but had never been able to fully commit to cunnilingus. She was happy to have it performed on her, but doing it herself felt too... messy... demeaning... submissive... It had actually been a factor in why her longest-lasting same-sex relationship hadn't worked out. After that, she met Lucas and was able to tell herself that dating girls was just a phase. She had assumed that the topic of performing cunnilingus would simply never pop up again.
But now, despite feeling the same crawling sensation of inferiority and disgust, it blended with Heather's newfound enjoyment of submission to her mistress. The feelings of arousal and inferiority entwined deeply in Heather's heart as she extended her tongue, parting Jackie's lips and tasting her sweet juices.
Jackie's slim fingers reached down, capturing Heather's head in an iron grip and pulling Heather into her tight young pussy, smearing her burning-hot sex all over her defeated rival's face. "That's right, Ms. B," hissed Jackie with delirious glee, "Show me what a good little puppy you can be for me."
Heather felt trapped, exploited, and used. She was larger and stronger than Jackie. Physically, she could have broken free in an instant. But she remained, gasping for air when she could, desperately writhing her tongue and lips over Jackie's pussy as the younger woman used all her strength to brusingly hump Heather's willing face. The feeling of powerlessness was just too intense. Too delicious. Heather couldn't help but reach down to pleasure her own sopping pussy. Soon she was openly moaning into Jackie's cunt as the little brat continued her contemptuous conquest of Heather's face.
It didn't take long for pet and owner to climax together, both gasping and trembling, but worlds apart in their levels of self-respect and power.
Jackie was the first to recover, silently retrieving her panties and picking out a sturdy black leash as Heather panted and trembled on the floor, her face red and sticky from the shameful sex act.
Jackie approached her new pet, brandishing the leash. She patted Heather on the head. "Good job, puppy! Finally a task that you can succeed at! Now onto my next orders. Firstly, I want you to pick out a new name. "Heather" is a bit too human if you ask me."
Heather sat up, trying to think. "A d-dog name, mistress?" she asked nervously.
"Obviously."
Heather recoiled at the idea. The entire concept of being Jackie's dog was something she had just barely agreed to. Demeaning herself by participating... by choosing the name that would be used to humiliate her... it was even worse than picking out her own collar.
But at this point, how could she say no?
"C-can I think about it?" she asked miserably.
Jackie sighed. "I guess so. It's a big decision. But don't take too long. If you make me choose, I don't think you'll like what I pick." Jackie reached down and clipped the leash to Heather's new collar. The once proud Karen gasped in mixed shame and arousal as she felt the demeaning tug of being collared and leashed for the first time.
"Secondly, puppy, I agree with Lukey. You really have been neglecting him. Our next focus area of your training will be how to truly please your poor hubby. I have something extra special planned for that." Jackie began pulling Heather along by the leash, toward the entrance of the shelter.
Heather found it difficult to concentrate on Jackie's words about Lucas. The current situation seemed far more pressing. "Mistress, wh-where are we going?"
Jackie frowned down distractedly. "To the car, silly. We need to go home. Haven't you been listening? Your hubby is probably worried sick."
"B-but mistress, I... I'm naked! If someone sees..."
Jackie nodded. "Aha. Good point actually." She turned around and scooped up Heather's pile of clothes. "Can't leave these behind. Who knows what they would say when they found them in the morning." But then she began marching straight back toward the exit, Heather's clothes tucked neatly beneath her arm.
"Mistress," whined Heather pathetically, her pussy sending fresh runnels of lubrication down her thick, pale thighs, "Aren't you going to let me dress?"
All she got in return was a cruel giggle and the dismissive explanation:
"Of course not! How many times do I have to tell you? Puppies don't wear clothes!"
...
Months ago, in Heather's bedroom...
Faria contemptuously snapped her fingers to call Heather out of her trance. Cringing, whining targets like Heather were usually no fun at all. In this case, however, Jackie's requested changes did add a certain amount of interest to the project.
"Why don't you tell me about your cute little dog, Heather," said Faria mildly. Heather's heaving chest slowed a little. "Oh... Trigger? He's... well he's a very good boy. Just the other day..."
Faria tuned her out and stared into space. She was good at that: sometimes it was important to let people talk, but not particularly important to listen. Heather had been near a panic attack. Faria needed her target to be a little more relaxed, and talking about her pet was calming Heather helping while keeping her mind focused on the topic at hand.
Dogs.
Faria finally cut off Heather's prattling at the source, pressing a finger against Heather's lips. Heather stared up at her captor with wide frightened eyes, but at least her pillowy breasts weren't heaving up and down with panic anymore.
"I've always been more of a cat person myself," explained Faria apologetically, "but there are some areas where dogs excel."
Faria applied gentle pressure to Heather's soft lips, pushing her finger inside.
"They have this... innate desperation to please. They would do anything for their masters. Joyfully. I think that's an admirable attitude. Don't you?"
Heather couldn't respond around Faria's invasive finger, but her tongue wriggled and swirled submissively around the manicured digit.
*Programming Mode. Empty. Serene. Pliable. My next words will be your new thoughts.*
Heather's tongue relaxed from its frantic pleasuring and fell still. Faria withdrew her finger, wiping the saliva off on the curvy housewife's large pale breasts absentmindedly as she said:
*I would do anything to please my Mistress, Jackie Song*
"-Jackie Song."
*Gaining my Mistress's approval makes me happier than anything else in my life.*
"-In my life."
And one more for good measure...
*I am obsessed with pleasing my husband and giving him whatever he wants.*
"- whatever he wants."
Faria sighed as she snapped her fingers to pull Heather out of another easy and complication-free programming session. Some targets were just a bit too easy... but she did envy Jackie the fun that she would have once Heather was fully reprogrammed.
...
Jaquelyn Song's eyes shot open as her alarm chirped.
7:30. About an hour before Lukey's normal wakeup time.
She stretched and groaned luxuriously, giving herself a moment of anticipation for the big day, then threw off the covers. She quickly and carefully ran through her morning routine, showering, shaving her legs (especially important today of all days), and applying her makeup. Then she neatly made the bed, packed up the clothes and cosmetics she had brought along to stay in the Brandt's guest room, and set her suitcase by the door.
Today was the last day she would be using the guest room after all.
As Jackie crept down the stairs, she couldn't help but grin evilly at the sight that greeted her. A gleamingly clean kitchen with golden sunlight lancing through the windows, filled with the scent of hot coffee and bacon. Both sat steaming on the dining room table, along with pancakes and fluffy scrambled eggs.
And in the kitchen stood an even more tempting sight. Heather Brandt was wearing nothing but an apron, leaning low to reach into the oven, giving Jackie a scrumptious view of her pale, shapely ass. Jackie had to grudgingly admit that she was impressed. It looked like Heather had taken her latest command deeply to heart. She must have stayed up half the night to have all this ready so perfectly just before Lukey woke up.
A few days ago, Jackie revealed the next portion of Heather's improvement plan: molding her into the perfect wife. Jackie had challenged her older protege to give her husband the "perfect day" on Friday, making sure that he got everything he wanted and had no complaints. It was almost adorable how her eager little puppy had carefully gathered information from Lucas about his preferences and scribbled notes on how best to please her hubby.
As if Jackie had any intention of allowing her to succeed.
Heather didn't notice that Jackie was there until she turned and set the piping hot scones she had been baking on the counter. Then she jumped and compulsively covered her nearly-naked body with her hands. "Oh! Mistress you scared me!" squeaked the curvy housewife, blushing pink as Jackie slid into a chair across the table from the place set for Lucas. Heather looked good, with light makeup giving her a fresh, dewy look that must have taken a long time to get right. The thin black collar she had picked out for herself circled her throat, as it had every day since that memorable night at the kennel. "I th-thought that today would be just me and Lucas..." said Heather nervously, tugging her small apron to try to cover as much of her voluptuous body as she could.
"Are you kidding me?" scoffed Jackie, conspicuously running her eyes over every soft curve of Heather's barely covered body. "I need to evaluate how my puppy does with her trick, right? It's not just hubby you're trying to impress today. Now why don't you serve your mistress some food?"
Heather jumped to obey immediately. Jackie noticed as she did so that Heather's hand unconsciously reached up to finger the collar around her throat, as if unconsciously reminding herself of her inferior position.
And that was when Lucas Brandt came down the stairs in his bathrobe, looking a little bleary-eyed from sleep.
...
Heather froze as she saw her husband descending the stairs, her heart fluttering nervously. She could remember a time when she had pushed Lucas around. When she had felt like he husband's purpose in life ought to be making her happy.
Under Jackie's instruction, Heather's opinions on Lucas had changed quite a bit. Lucas really was a remarkable man. A kind, strong, hard-working man who was handsome and smart to boot. Heather had begun to hear a voice deep in her heart whispering that maybe she wasn't good enough for her husband. And that voice only got stronger when he and Jackie were in the same room.
She wasn't blind. Even if they didn't have a history together, Heather wouldn't have missed the smoldering glances and the subtle appraisal in Jackie and Lucas's eyes whenever the three of them were together. It was obvious that Lucas was just as weak to Jackie's youthful charm as Heather was, and Jackie was anything but discouraging of his attention.
Watching them openly flirt at the dinner table on a nightly basis filled Heather with searing, shameful dread. After all, if Jackie and Lucas were both better than her, wouldn't that make them a better match? Was she becoming a third wheel in her own marriage? As awful and demeaning as that thought was, the worst part was the strange, twisted lust that crept in alongside the negative emotions.
Because wouldn't it be kind of sexy to watch cocky, bratty Jackie take what she wanted? Jackie controlled every aspect of Heather's life already, and the older woman had already started becoming hopelessly aroused by the humiliating punishments Jackie heaped on her head. What if one day, Jackie declared that, as punishment for Heather's inadequacy, Lucas would be her man now? It would be the most humiliating moment of Heather's life. Would it also be the most erotic?
Heather was terrified to find out.
And so, Heather was nervous to hear that her mistress planned to sit in on this romantic "perfect day". Working under Jackie's judgemental eyes always made Heather nervous, and she had a suspicion that failing her task today might have especially dire consequences.
She would simply have to do her best to impress her mistress and her husband.
Heather watched with a warm glow as a look of surprised pleasure spread over her husband's half-awake face. His eyes took in the bright clean kitchen, the delicious breakfast waiting for him, and his alluring wife, and he smiled, easily and genuinely. Jackie was absolutely right. This was just what she needed to bond with her husband and show her love and devotion.



"Morning, sleepyhead!"
Jackie's sultry voice cut through the magic moment like a sharp knife. Lucas's eyes instantly shifted away from Heather and toward the younger woman sitting at the table.
"Heather was just going to serve me some breakfast. Sit down, big guy. Let's eat and talk about your special day!"
Lucas sat at his place, his attention absorbed completely now by Jackie. The tone of the entire scene seemed to shift sickeningly. As Heather fetched a plate of breakfast for Jackie, it felt less like a special treat she had prepared for her husband, and more like she was the humble, sluttily dressed waitress looking on as Jackie and Lucas shared a special moment.
"Your sweet wife has planned a whole day for you!" said Jackie with a condescending smirk, delicately spearing a slice of bacon and lifting it to her perfect lips. "Even I'm not sure what she has planned for us... but I'm excited to find out."
"It sounds great Jackie," said Lucas with a big dopey smile, lifting a big bite of pancakes to his mouth.
Heather hesitated, standing meekly at Jackie's elbow with a tray of freshly baked scones. Wearing almost nothing while Jackie and her husband were clothed, serving them both while not eating herself, listening to them have a conversation like she wasn't even there... what was meant to be a sweet, sexy surprise for her husband had morphed into yet another exercise in humiliation.
She didn't know how to break it to Jackie that she had only planned activities for her and her husband alone. Two tickets to a baseball game (one of Lucas's favorite pastimes), followed by a couple's massage, then a reservation for two at the restaurant where Lucas had proposed to her. There simply wasn't room for Jackie in the plans she had made. But it would be difficult to bring that up. Heather would have to be careful.
Heather tried to hurriedly serve a scone to Jackie and her husband. Once they both had their food, she would be able to sit down and eat with them, ending this awkward naked servitude. But she didn't notice as she rounded the table to give Lucas his scone that Jackie lifted her scone, gave Lucas an evil wink, and then deliberately dropped it, letting it roll beneath the table.
"Oops," she said with false innocence, raising a hand to her mouth, "I'm soooo clumsy. Would you be a dear and get that for me, Heather?" Her mischievous dark eyes glimmered as she raised an eyebrow at the tall redhead. Luca wasn't aware of exactly how far his wife had fallen under Jackie's control, but that didn't mean that Heather was able to refuse her mistress's orders, even in front of him.
Swallowing down her shame, Heather sank beneath the table, leaving Jackie and her husband to focus on each other completely. It wasn't strange to duck briefly beneath a table to pick something up, but Heather was struck suddenly by the image of being trapped beneath the table on her hands and knees while Jackie and Lucas ate above.
Almost like she was the family dog...
That train of thought was interrupted by Jackie raising her voice slightly, addressing Heather while she was still under the table. "You know... I was thinking Ms. B..." she began with a wicked giggle, "As long as you're down there already, if you want this to really be the perfect day for your hubby, maybe you could... make breakfast a little sweeter for him."
Heather's heart beat faster at the idea. Her eyes nervously shifted toward her husband's crotch. His pants already sported a thick bulge. It made sense, Heather had to admit: his wife had greeted him practically naked... but she couldn't shake the suspicion that her husband's erection might have more to do with talking to Jackie than it did with seeing her almost naked.
"I-I'm not sure, Jackie," said Heather, speaking up to be heard from beneath the thick wooden table, "I mean, there will be lots of time for that kind of thing later, and I'd kind of like to..."
"Nonsense!" said Jackie, reaching out a foot to stroke up and down Heather's naked thigh. Her tone was light and airy, but Heather could hear the steel buried beneath the sweet words. "Today is all about Lukey, right? We should ask him what he wants. How about it, big boy? Do you want a taste of your wife's sweet lips to go with your breakfast?"
Heather waited, holding her breath in anticipation. She didn't know what answer she even wanted to hear. On one hand, she wanted to come out from under this stupid table and sit at the table as an equal... on the other hand, the idea of being forced to stay down here, sucking her husband's big cock as he continued to talk to the little brat that almost stole him made her nipples begin to stiffen with the taboo dirtiness of the thought.
"I..." began Lucas hesitantly, "I think that a blowjob sounds great right about now."
Well, that left Heather no choice. She obediently crawled forward and fumbled with Lucas's robes, drawing his erect cock out from the flap in his boxers. Concentrating fully on her husband's pleasure, Heather humbly wrapped her sweet lips around the thick shaft of his cock, swirling her tongue around it as she went. Jackie had challenged her to give Lucas the "perfect day", so if this was what he wanted, she certainly couldn't refuse.
Not if she wanted to finally prove to her mistress that she was fit to be more than a dog.
...
Lucas Brandt tried to cover his nerves by taking another sip of coffee. Jackie just regarded him from across the table, watching his face avidly with her wicked eyes as Heather's hot, eager mouth engulfed his cock beneath the table.
Jackie reached forward and took his hand in hers, making him almost choke on the mouthful of steaming coffee he was drinking. The intensity of interacting with Jackie while his devoted wife pleasured him beneath the table was overwhelming.
"How is your "perfect day" so far, Lukey?" murmured Jackie with a teasing grin, stroking his hand with a slim thumb as Heather worked her lips in a tight ring up and down his cock. "Is it everything you hoped for?"
"It's great," said Lucas, unable to suppress a big silly grin at the intoxicating sensation of his wife's eager mouth while staring into Jackie's eyes. "Couldn't be better."
Jackie tilted her head inquisitively and wrinkled her nose with a cute grin. "Couldn't it though? If you want, I could make the perfect day that Heather planned for you even more perfect. You just have to do exactly what I say."
Lucas hesitated. He could tell by the smoky tone that had crept into Jackie's quiet voice that he would be very interested indeed in whatever she was hinting at. But didn't he owe more to his wife? Sure, she had been a bit hard to deal with in the past, and there had been times when Lucas had secretly longed to put her in her place. But she was trying so hard. And she had apparently planned an entire day together as a couple to bring them closer. Jesus, she was even on her knees humbly sucking his cock beneath the table.
Maybe he should just politely decline whatever vague delights the young temptress in front of him was offering...
Seeing his indecision, Jackie moved swiftly and decisively to ensure her victory. Lucas's breath caught in his throat as Jackie leaned forward, pulling his stubbled face into a searing kiss. Lucas's mind went blank as the delicious feelings overwhelmed him: his wife's tongue swirled around his cock at the same time that Jackie's tongue tangled with his, providing a sinful harmony of moist sensations at both ends of his body.
By the time Jackie pulled away, Lucas's eyes were dazed, his breathing was heavy, and his resistance was broken. He had just enough shame left to avert his eyes from Jackie's triumphant smirk as he asked "Wh-what do I need to do?"
Jackie patted his cheek and whispered low enough that Heather couldn't hear, "All I want you to do is be honest when I ask if there is anything that could have been better about this little breakfast Heather put together. Nobody's perfect, right? No need to be mean; just give her a few pointers on how she could improve."
Lucas reluctantly nodded his head. "Ok, sure Jackie. Whatever you say."
"Good Boy," said Jackie sweetly, then raised her voice to add: "Ms. B, stop that slobbering and get up here, Lukey and I want to have a chat with you."
...
Jackie sat back, cool and composed as her mixed-up little puppy got up from her proper place beneath the table, mouth still drooling from cocksucking.
Time to close this trap.
"Well, I have to say, I'm really impressed, Ms. B!" said Jackie with girlish enthusiasm, looking back and forth between the pathetic married couple with her best shiny smile. "You really did your best and started Lukey's day off right."
Jackie's eyes then focused purely on Lucas, silently commanding him to obey. "But what I think hardly matters. Let's ask the man himself. What do you think, big boy? This is supposed to be your perfect day. Did wifey start things off perfectly for you?"
Lucas looked conflicted as he glanced guiltily at his wife, who had a sort of pleading, hopeful look on her delicate features. But in many ways, Lukey was just as broken in as Heather, even without the aid of hypnosis. He just didn't know it yet.
"I... I like French toast more than pancakes," mumbled Lucas, using his fork to listlessly stir the food on his plate. He wouldn't look Heather in the eyes as he continued, "And you... well you grazed me with your teeth a little during the blowjob." He gulped heavily and focused his eyes on Jackie, as though searching for the strength to complete this act of cruelty. "And the scones were a little dry."
The look of stunned defeat on Heather's face was just too delicious. Had the bitch really believed that Jackie would just let her win? She really didn't understand what was going on in their relationship at all. And that meant it was far too late for her to effectively fight back.
"Well you heard the man, Ms. B," said Jackie mournfully, shaking her head. "Doesn't sound like a perfect day to me."
"B-but... Mistress, I did everything that I could to..." began Heather desperately. Jackie cut her off by rising to her feet.
"Excuse us, Lukey," she said sweetly, trailing a hand over Lucas's shoulders as she walked past him toward the entryway, "Your wife and I need to have some girl talk. Don't worry, I'll be right back." She cast a sharp glance over one shoulder, beckoning her puppy to follow as she left the dining room.
When Jackie whirled to face her prey in the entryway, Heather was a cringing mess. All the false confidence and acidic bitchiness had been stamped out of her already by this point. Jackie had been right from the beginning: all it had really taken to break Heather Brandt was one short, sharp assault.
Now it was just a question of relishing her victory over the obnoxious Karen and really rubbing her nose in it.
"Mistress, I don't know what to say," blustered Heather, absurdly apologizing to the woman who had engineered her humiliating failure, "I tried my best to give Lucas..."
Jackie simply held up a hand and raised an eyebrow, allowing Heather to trail off into uncomfortable silence. "I gave you a chance to prove yourself, puppy. I was very clear: you needed to be the perfect wife and satisfy your husband. You failed."
Heather opened her mouth, then closed it and looked away, blushing hotly.
Jackie crossed her arms and tossed her perfect silky hair over her shoulder, smiling a haughty smile as she said, "So I think, as usual, a punishment is in order to discourage future failure."
"What will my punishment be, Mistress?" whispered Heather in a voice of blended fear and arousal. Jackie could see that the juicy little bitch was rubbing her thick thighs together subtly: an obvious tell for when Heather was getting horny. So punishments were starting to get this prudish Karen all hot and bothered, huh? Well, Jackie thought, if that was the case, this next one would be sure to get her motor running.
"Oh, the usual," said Jackie dismissively. "If you can't be trusted with human duties, you will have to perform a doggie task that's more suited to your skill set. Luckily for you, this one is simple." Jackie's wicked eyes gleamed with delight as she sealed Heather's doom. "All you have to do is fetch the paper."
Heather blinked in surprise. Clearly, she had expected something more sexual.
She still didn't understand what her task entailed.
"That's it?" she asked with suspicious hopefulness. "Just go get the newspaper?" Jackie simply nodded, and Heather turned to head toward the stairs.
"Where are you going?" asked Jackie sharply.
Heather's face clouded. "I'm... I'm going to go get dressed, Mistress. The newspaper is outside," she said slowly as if she wasn't sure that her young life coach understood. She gestured to her pale curvy body, covered only by the small apron.
Jackie shook her head with a contemptuous sneer. "When a master orders his dog to fetch the paper, he means right fucking now, Heather. Not when the dog gets around to it. Get your ass out that door right this second, or I'll be forced to conclude that you are so fucking worthless that even dog tricks are beyond you."
Heather's face drained of color, and her lip trembled. For an uneasy instant, Jackie worried that the pathetic sub might faint. Then, with stiff, shaking steps, Heather marched toward her front door.
She took a deep breath with her shaking hand resting on the doorknob, then turned it and stepped swiftly out onto her front porch, dressed only in a skimpy apron.
Jackie grinned, but she had no time to celebrate. She hurried to the kitchen. It was important that she swiftly accomplish a few tasks before Heather managed to complete her punishment.
Her first punishment, that is.
...
Heather should have been panicking. And in a way she was. She was certainly thinking all of the horrible thoughts that this sickening situation warranted. The thought that if she was caught outside wearing nothing but a tiny apron, her entire reputation that she worked so hard to build would be up in smoke. The thought that she must look like a ridiculous slut right now. The thought that she was allowing herself to be ordered around and sexually humiliated by a girl ten years her junior.
But all of those crushing truths felt distant and unimportant. Only one thing mattered in this moment: her mistress ordered her to do this, and so she had to get it done. Especially after how humiliatingly she had failed today, even after almost a week of careful planning.
The task should be simple. They had told the paperboy a dozen times to walk the newspaper to their porch. Heather focused on her mission, doing her best to ignore her humiliating predicament. She didn't waste time trying to cover up her indecently exposed body, even as she felt the shameful circumstances warming her from the inside. Her nipples began to puff up and she could feel her pussy getting moist as her eyes scanned the porch desperately.
God damn that lazy fucking paperboy.
He wasn't supposed to put the paper in the mailbox. But that was no doubt where it was. Down at the end of the driveway. The expanse of smooth cement had never looked longer to Heather. She unconsciously tugged at the apron that was her only covering, shifting it from giving the tiniest glimpse of her pussy to showing the tops of her areolas. It was too small to cover both. Her eyes darted over the sleepy morning suburban street.
No neighbors were visible on the early-morning suburban street, but the empty windows seemed like staring eyes to Heather in her panicked state. All that it would take was one neighbor staring absentmindedly out of their window to ruin her life forever.
But what was she supposed to do? The idea of going back into the house and explaining she couldn't even fetch the paper as well as a dog could was simply unthinkable. Heather stepped down off her porch, her bare feet contacting the cool cement of the driveway. She moved forward with a brisk, steady pace. Running would catch the eye. There was just the slightest chance that if someone didn't look too closely, they wouldn't see her shameful state: the time she would gain by running wasn't worth the trade-off.
Heather's blood sang through her veins as she approached her mailbox. It was impossible to ignore the growing physical arousal of her body at this point. Her nipples pressed hard against the starched fabric of the apron, and every step reminded her of the increasing slickness between her thighs. The unintended side-effect of falling so far under Jackie's control was that all humiliation now turned her on.
And this was one of the most humiliating situations she had ever been in.
Heather let out a long breath as she finally reached the mailbox, shaky with nerves and arousal. She opened it and was relieved to find the paper just where she had expected it. Halfway done. Now she just had to grab the paper and return with a confident walk to her door. Easy. She reached into the mailbox and grabbed the paper...
Then froze as she heard a lawnmower start.
Her eyes instantly flashed toward the sound, about four houses down the street. Mr. Willard seemed to be up early to mow his lawn. He hadn't seen her yet, beginning his first row of mowing facing away from her. But he would see her soon. In just seconds, he would reach the end of his lawn and turn around.
Catching an eyeful of his slutty naked neighbor.
All of Heather's focus and calm shattered in an instant as a wave of panic and arousal gripped her body. In one mind-melting, pussy-clenching moment of sheer terror, Heather ran, her tits and ass bouncing wildly in the cool morning air as she sprinted back to her porch, forgetting all of her reasoning about keeping a low profile.
Finally, she made it, her heart hammering and her pussy leaking freely down her thighs. She grabbed the front door handle and twisted it.
It was locked.
Her overtaxed brain couldn't register it at first. Her hand twisted again. Then the other way. She tugged. She pushed. The door was immovable as stone.
Only then did she look down and see the cute plate filled with her freshly baked scones, with a note placed on top. With a sick feeling of dread filling her stomach, Heather raised the note and read:
"Poor Lukey has been so worried about your rude neighbor. Wouldn't a "perfect day" for your hubby include solving that little problem? Be a good neighbor and head over to Rick's house. Offer him some treats... maybe that will improve his behavior. And hurry puppy. I can't let Lukey get bored on his perfect day, so if you take too long, I might need to entertain him."
...
Heather's hands shook as dropped the note. Then, with slow, dreamlike motions, she reached down and picked up the tray of scones.
Down the street, she saw with a distant twinge of shame that Mr. Willard was standing slackjawed, his lawnmower buzzing unmoving as he stood and stared. He had seen her, not just standing there, but bending over to retrieve the tray, presenting her naked ass for his viewing pleasure. Heather couldn't worry about that now.
She had a mission to complete.
Heather felt like she was wrapped in a warm, thick fog as she walked over to Rick Carver's house next door. The sound of the lawn mower finally cut off, and Heather saw out of the corner of her eye that old Mr. Willard was heading back inside his house. It wasn't clear whether he had finally decided that he should avert his eyes, or if he was planning on calling other neighbors to draw their attention to Heather's shameful state.
A distant part of Heather screamed that her carefully built reputation was already teetering on the edge of ruin. A somewhat louder voice warned, with a pulse of dark, dreadful lust, that talking to Rick Carver in her current state could be very dangerous indeed. But she couldn't help it. Something inside her insisted that the most important thing was strict, cheerful obedience to her mistress and that the biggest danger here was what Jackie might do if left alone with her husband for too long...



Despite the certainty that this was what she had to do, Heather's feet slowed as she approached the stark, dingy front door of Rick Carver's house. Something about this man got under her skin. His insolent eyes. His crude way of speech. Heather tried not to judge people by appearances, but even Rick's big, hairy, gut-heavy body set her teeth on edge.
Every time she had spoken to the odious man before, Heather had come at him with an attitude of sneering superiority. He was just a homeowner, and she was the most powerful woman in the entire neighborhood. But this time, she was coming to his door barefoot, wearing only a tiny apron over her soft, naked body, carrying a tray of baked treats for him.
She was worried it might send the wrong message.
But she had no choice: her priorities blazed bright and clear in her mind: she would just have to maintain her dignity, convince the huge, crude man to move past her appearance, and then somehow convince him to stop his sonic pollution.
No sweat.
Heather reached out and pressed the doorbell with a nerveless finger. She felt a trickle of fluid slip down her inner thigh. Somehow this new predicament wasn't calming the nagging, shameful feeling of arousal her trip to the mailbox had caused. Instead, the heat inside her was growing. Was the idea of being stared down by this horrible man while almost naked turning her on? Heather realized with horror that it was. But before she could even reflect on why exactly that was, the door swung open to Rick Carver's cave-like home.
Heather swallowed through a suddenly dry mouth. Rick Carver was somehow bigger than she remembered. She felt dwarfed standing in the shadow of his massive bulk, despite the fact that she was quite tall, for a woman. Rick's eyes were just as hard and mean as ever, but they widened in uncharacteristic shock as they traveled down the soft curves of Heather's body and fully grasped the situation. Heather felt her face burn as she tugged the tiny apron up, inadvertently exposing a peek of her throbbing pussy.
"Afternoon, sweetheart," he growled with a nasty chuckle as his eyes reluctantly traveled back up to meet Heather's.
Heather was horrified to feel the flame of lust leap higher in her belly. Not because she found the monstrous man in front of her attractive. God no. Quite the opposite, in fact. Rick Carver disgusted her like few men ever had.
Unbeknownst to Heather, Jackie had been shaping her mind with malicious intent the past month. Now the very idea of sexual danger and humiliating exposure made the poor, mixed-up housewife horny. And there could be few things more dangerous and humiliating than going to Rick Carver's territory in a teasing, fetishy outfit.
"H-hi Mr. Carver," squeaked Heather, trying to ignore both her own inexplicable arousal and Rick's slimy leer, "I brought you some scones, and I was hoping we could discuss the noise situation one more time." Heather noticed with a spiral of terror and lust that a bulge was forming in Rick's grubby jeans. A large bulge. He had gotten hard extremely quickly... surely a bulge that big couldn't have been formed by a half-erect cock. That would make him even larger than Lucas!
Heather had always appreciated... bigger men. Her husband was quite adequate in that regard. But suddenly she couldn't stop picturing what the horrible man in front of her was packing in his shorts. Suddenly aware that evidence of her excitement was leaking down her thighs, Heather pulled her apron downward. She was so flustered that she didn't even realize that a big, stiff, delicately pink nipple had popped completely free above the top of the apron
But Rick saw it of course. His stubbled face split into an evil smile as his eyes crawled all over the humbled Karen who had been foolish enough to present herself to him. "Of course, sweetheart. Why don't you come inside," he said coaxingly, "We can talk allll about it."
Heather bit her lips and shook her head, her legs trembling slightly with nerves. This felt totally different than any of the times she had spoken with Rick Carver previously. It was like being stripped of her clothes had stripped her of all her confidence and authority as well. She knew that entering his home was the worst thing she could possibly do. It was just common sense for one: no man looking at a woman the way Rick was looking at her had pure intentions in mind. But what was even more concerning to Heather was the traitorous part inside her that wanted nothing more than to obey and do what the strong man in front of her said.
If she gave in to that voice, who knew what could happen?
But Rick took his opportunity as he saw Heather warring with herself. Heather let out a breathy gasp as he moved forward, throwing a large, hairy arm over her shoulders and drawing her inside his front door. Her common sense and resistance crumbled as she felt his strong muscly bulk crushing her body close. The delicious taboo of giving in and submitting to his desires despite how badly this could go for her was too intoxicating to ignore.
Like a lamb to slaughter, Heather was pulled into Rick Carver's dim, musty house, the door slamming behind her. The interior was just as she imagined it. The house of a single man who was not deeply concerned with decorating or cleaning. Rick pulled the nearly-nude housewife deeper, into a living room with a TV setup, an old desk with a PC and the large speakers that must pump out the pornography sounds she and Lucas heard on a nightly basis, and a ripped-up, dirty couch that she was certain Rick must have found on the side of the road somewhere.
Rick led her to the couch, sat them both down, and grabbed a scone off the plate, chowing down with his eyes still locked onto Heather's poorly covered body. "So," he said, spraying crumbs through his mouthful, "You wanted to ask me a favor, huh?" His mouth quirked up at the thought, obviously considering what sort of favor he might ask for in return.
Heather stared wide-eyed at the horrible man who had somehow turned the tables on her completely. She had spent months working behind the scenes to crush this pathetic slob, and now here she was, nervously fidgeting in his living room, trying unsuccessfully to hide her growing arousal at being completely under his power.
"I... I would like to revisit the issue of your... nightly activities," said Heather, trying her best to sit straight and tall with dignity. The posture only served to emphasize the heft of her breasts beneath the apron, and at the same time made it ride dangerously high up her thighs.
Rick chuckled darkly. "Well sweetcheeks, what can I say? I'm a man with needs, and I currently don't have a woman to attend to them," his slimy gaze smoldered as it tore away from Heather's exposed thighs and looked her in the eyes. "But if you want to get me to change my dirty ways, the tactic that you used last time was pretty effective."
Heather frowned. Last time? Last time she came over to talk to Rick and politely ask him to stop, she had gotten frustrated and ended up threatening him with her power as HOA president. Jackie said she would take care of it, and things had been better for a few days. Heather had gotten so distracted by the filthy threesome that happened afterward that she had totally forgotten to ask how Jackie had accomplished it.
She didn't have time to wonder about it too hard. Rick slid closer to her on the dirty couch, making Heather's heart beat faster. What was she doing? She was almost naked in another man's house. A man who she hated with a passion. She was a married woman! But despite her rising panic, she felt like Rick's sleazy conscience had somehow mesmerized her. She was rooted to the spot. She felt a warm wet spot growing beneath her on Rick's filthy couch.
"You said that as a neighbor, I should ask you if I needed anything," said Rick in a rough growl. His hand reached down and trapped Heather's wrist in an iron grasp. "Well... if you want me to stop my jerk-off habits, I can think of one very important thing I need from you."
"Mr. Carver... please..." whimpered Heather, weakly resisting as he slowly pulled her hand closer to his crotch. Her eyes focused there with a sickening mixture of apprehension and submissive lust. He was bigger. Much bigger than her husband. "I c-can't. I'm married!"
Rick just laughed his nasty little chuckle. "That's a pretty weak excuse princess. After those naughty pictures you sent me, I knew that you would come back for more if I turned up the pressure a little. And look at that! It turns out I was right. You showed up at my doorstep practically naked. Don't try to act like this wasn't what you had in mind."
Heather had no idea what he meant about "naughty pictures", but she had no time to ponder the odd phrase because Rick had successfully pulled her slim, pale hand onto the crotch of his jeans. Heather's mind reeled. The thick, iron-hard phallus bulged obscenely beneath her feminine hand. And, despite her loyalty to her husband and her hatred of Rick Carver, Heather's obedience to her mistress's command to make a deal and her filthy taboo lust overruled her objections.
Heather shut her eyes and squeezed, feeling the thick length of Rick's cock against her palm. Rick grunted in satisfaction and let go of her wrist, confident that he had broken the bitchy HOA president's resistance completely.
He wasn't wrong.
"Now unzip me, slut. I want you to get acquainted with your new playmate up close and personal," he grunted with a triumphant sneer. At this point, Heather had completely succumbed to the humiliation of submitting to her disgusting neighbor. She unzipped the fly of his greasy jeans and fished around inside until she managed to free the massive cock within.
Heather paused for a moment, awestruck by the massive meaty testament to masculine power that pulsed slightly against her gentle grip. It was huge, at least ten inches long, beating her husband's impressive member by two inches at minimum. Its girth was even more impressive: her fingers had difficulty stretching all the way around it. Rick's cock was hard as steel, hot and powerful under her palm. She couldn't look away.
Rick reached over with strong, grubby fingers and pulled her chin up to force Heather to look into his muddy eyes.
"Stroke my cock, you annoying bitch," he snarled.
Heather obeyed.
Her nerves were singing and sizzling throughout her body as her palm glided up and down the thick length of her neighbor's cock. It was just so wrong, so perverse. She had recoiled with disgust so many times at the thought of her neighbor pleasuring himself furiously next door like a depraved monkey. And now she was here, horny and nearly naked, doing his filthy, shameful work for him.
"Faster," grunted Rick harshly. "Harder. Do you know how many times I fucking jerked my dick to the thought of putting the bitchy neighborhood Karen in her place? I jerked it way harder and faster than this, slut. I want it to feel even better now that I have you in your proper place at last, stroking my fucking cock with your pretty little hand."
Heather whimpered but did as the brutish man said, speeding up her long, graceful strokes, putting her best effort into pleasing the man who had been a thorn in her side ever since he moved in. Her fevered mind was filled with nasty images of Rick's huge body bulking over her, plunging his thick cock into her hot, sticky...
Rick suddenly lunged forward without warning, capturing her lips in a bruising kiss and pushing her back onto the couch. His unshaven face prickled hers with rough stubble. His thick tongue slid into Heather's mouth, insolently probing and exploring. He tasted like cigarettes and stale beer. Heather should have been disgusted, but in her submissive haze, the feeling of being pressed down into the couch by the dominant kiss of a man she hated sent a hot flash of lust through her core.
Heather's hand never left Rick's thick, blood-hot cock. She continued to pump furiously as the shift in positions caused her apron to ride downward, exposing her breasts to Rick's appreciative gaze. The ogre of a man couldn't resist the tempting jiggle of Heather's large breasts, shifting his focus and dipping his head to trap one of Heather's nipples in his drooling mouth.
Heather let out a noise that was half moan and half whimper as she weathered the rough assault on her tender nipples. Her hand pumped tirelessly as she writhed in masochistic arousal beneath her neighbor. Her body was warming up in anticipation of something that her conscious mind tried as hard as it could to resist. Rick felt her body's willingness too. He reached down clumsily and flipped up her apron, revealing her pussy, puffed up and drooling with taboo arousal.
This was bad. If Rick insisted on taking thing farther, Heather didn't know if she had the strength to resist. Didn't even know if she would want to. Her only hope was to end this.
Before Rick could make his move, Heather made hers, seizing his greasy hair and pulling him upward into another sizzling kiss, tangling her tongue madly with his as her hand pumped faster and faster.
Mercifully, her plan worked. Rick's massive body went rigid, his hips pumping his cock forward into her grip as he sprayed rope after rope of burning-hot cum directly onto the surface of Heather's naked pussy.
After a moment, Rick broke the kiss and pulled away with a hearty belly laugh. "Well, you drive a hard bargain, HOA lady," he said mockingly, "But I think you've earned yourself an evening's reprieve."
Now that the torrid sexual moment was over, Heather felt the shame of what she had done welling up to replace her frantic arousal. She looked away, her face reddening as Rick propped himself up with one arm on either side of her, looking down with obvious amusement at her exposed pussy still dripping with his cum.
He tsked. "Well, we can't send you home like that, can we?" He reached down and effortlessly plucked the apron off of Heather's body, ripping away the tie strings like they were nothing. Then he roughly used the frilly apron to scrub his slime off the pussy of the whimpering woman beneath him. "There. All clean. We can send you home to hubby with no one the wiser."
He tossed the soiled apron over his shoulder and sat back on his couch with a sigh of satisfaction. Heather, far too late, tried to cover up her now completely naked form with her hands.
Rick looked at her sidelong, as if surprised she was still there. "Well? I'm done with you. Get out of my house."
Heather's mouth fell open. "But... Mr. Carver!" she said pitifully. "My apron! I... I can't go outside like this! Could you lend me some..."
Rick shifted, suddenly making his massive bulk more apparent. His eyes gleamed with a dull, dangerous light. "Did you not hear me?" he growled. "I said I want you off my property. Or would you rather I make a complaint to the HOA about you staying here uninvited."
That got Heather moving. Mr. Willard had seen her today, but it was still possible that she could get away with the shameful events that had happened with her reputation intact if she was careful. A complaint to the HOA, especially one that included salacious details, would scrap that.
Heather swiftly retreated, with Rick Carver's mocking gaze following her bouncing butt all the way to his door.
She was already scheming ways to make it back to her house naked without being seen by neighbors.
...
Months ago, during Heather's programming session with Faria...
Faria tossed the picture of the happy family back onto Heather's dresser with a clatter, sneering around at the petty middle-class luxury that Heather had surrounded herself with in her bedroom.
"It's quite the life that you've built for yourself, dear," she said condescendingly, as Heather stared at her with a pitiful, pleading expression. "A beautiful, spacious home. A loving husband with a steady income large enough that you don't need a job. A position of power in your tiny suburban kingdom. Even a cute little dog."
Faria whirled, fixing the quailing Heather with a piercing stare. 'The only question is," she said, aiming at Heather's weakest point with cruel precision, "Do you deserve it?"
Heather's face was a mask of dazed horror. It was almost funny to watch. No doubt the poor woman thought that Faria was a mind reader. How else could she know Heather's most secret insecurities? "I... I don't know what you mean..." whimpered Heather, trying and failing to look away from Faria's deep eyes.
Faria wouldn't let her prey get away that easily. She crawled up the bed, straddling Heather's shivering naked body and leaning down until their noses were only inches apart. "I want your answer, Heather Brandt," she said with a smirk, "Do you feel like you deserve your position in life?"
Heather couldn't lie under Faria's hypnotic command. Not even to herself.
"No," she said, in a small, pathetic voice.
Faria smoothed back Heather's hair and tsk'd. "There there, honey. That's what we call imposter syndrome. The sense that you aren't good enough for where you've ended up in life. Most people feel that way from time to time."
Faria sighed and shook her head. "Unfortunately for you, Jackie plans to exploit that feeling in order to steal everything from you."
*Programming Mode. Thoughtful. Empty. Prepared. My next words will be your new thoughts.*
*I do not deserve my position of power and respect.*
"-power and respect."
*I do not deserve a man as good as Lucas.*
"-As good as Lucas."
*Everything that is mine could be taken in an instant by a superior woman.*
"-superior woman."
*And I would deserve it, for my clear inadequacy and my presumption of taking more than I deserve.*
"- I deserve."
There. Done. Faria got up from the bed, shaking her head with an amused smirk as she snapped her fingers to call Heather out of yet another trance. And the funniest thing was, Heather didn't resist any of these commands in the slightest.
She had seemed almost eager to repeat them.
...
The front door was locked, and Heather didn't dare hang around on the front porch knocking in her current state. She had no choice but to scurry around the side of the house, trying window after window while her heart beat wildly in her chest and her hands compulsively clutched at her exposed breasts and vagina.
She looked inside carefully when she got to the kitchen window, but Jackie and Lucas must have moved on from breakfast because they were nowhere to be seen.
That made Heather frown. How long had she been at Rick's house? It couldn't have been longer than twenty minutes or so, surely. Where had Jackie and her husband gone in that time?
With a twist of dread, she thought about Jackie's vague threat on the note she left... about how Heather should hurry back unless he wanted Jackie to keep her husband entertained.
She had to hurry.
But it didn't take her long to find out where her husband and Jackie had gone. She found them just two windows down. In the master bedroom.
On her and Lucas's marital bed.
...
Jaquelyn Song pressed her soft lips hard against Lucas, her slim, girlish hand rubbing and squeezing over the top of his boxers. The bathrobe had been discarded a few minutes ago, and now Lucas lay back on his bed in only his underwear, his broad hairy chest heaving with passion as he reluctantly returned Jackie's kiss.
Poor Lukey's brain might feel conflicted, thought Jackie wickedly, but his cock wasn't confused at all. The big hard rod between the married man's legs knew exactly what it wanted. Jackie could feel it twitch and throb through the thin cloth separating it from her hand.
This was it, the moment was almost here when Jackie would finally put Heather in her place. But it was a delicate job. Heather had been hypnotically prepared to accept what was coming next, but Lukey hadn't. And, fundamentally, he was a good person. One who might have issues with cruelly humiliating his wife.



But, as good a person as he might be, Lucas Brandt was also a man. And Jackie had already learned in her young life that for many men, making them think with their cock was as effective as anything Faria could do.
"We can't," groaned Lucas, moving his head to the side to break their hot, wet kiss. "Jackie... I'm married. What we did before was a mistake..." But despite moving his face, Lucas didn't move away from Jackie's rubbing hand. In fact, Jackie thought she could detect his hips humping upward slightly into the sensation.
Men were so predictable.
"Awww, don't say that, big boy!" Jackie giggled, using her other hand to turn his face back toward her "This day is supposed to be totally about you! A day when you get anything you want." With a deft motion, Jackie dipped into Lucas's boxers and slipped his cock out, leaving it throbbing and rigid in the air.
She wrapped her slim fingers around its diamond-hard thickness, skin against skin at last. She looked him dead in the eye. "Can you really tell me you don't want this, Lukey?"
Lucas's eyes were dazed, and he couldn't even respond. Time to seal the deal. Jackie gave him a few quick strokes, then shifted back to pull off her tank top, revealing her small but pert breasts. She wasted no time in slipping off her tiny basketball shorts either, leaving her delicious, slim, and toned nudity on full display for Lucas's wondering eyes.
Jackie seized Lucas's unresisting hand and brought it to her tight, steamy pussy as she gripped his cock once again and resumed stroking. "I know you want to be a good boy Lukey. Really, I get it! But you're the man of the house. You deserve to have what you want. To take it with your strong hand." Lucas's eyebrows were scrunched together in conflict... but his fingers began to move in Jackie's hot, moist pussy.
It was almost too easy.
"And even if it hurts her a little, that's what Heather wants too, big boy. It's true! She wants you to be a big strong, confident man who isn't afraid to take what he wants. And if what he wants is something a little younger and prettier... Well, then Heather wants you to put her in her place and tell her to deal with it."
"No... no Heather would never feel that way," protested Lucas, but his words lacked conviction. Heather had been acting a lot more meek and submissive lately. And there had been that strange threesome where Heather had seemed turned on by him interacting with Jackie... Lucas's fingers delved deeper, harmonizing with the rhythm of Jackie's tiny hand on his cock.
"Heather wants what you want, Lukey," Said Jackie coaxingly. "So, be honest with me. With her. With yourself. Do you want to be faithful to wifey? Or do you want something else?"
Jackie looked up then to see Heather in the bedroom window, just where she had planned: behind Lucas's back so the poor conflicted man wouldn't get spooked. The silly slut had lost all her clothes somehow in her encounter with the big bad neighbor man she had been so ineffectively fighting. Jackie would have to pry that story out of her later. Heather's mouth had fallen open and she was white as a sheet.
Well, all the players were now assembled, thought Jackie, a wicked grin spreading slowly across her face. Time to get the party started.
...
Heather felt an electric shock sizzle through her as Jackie's glittering eyes met hers through the window. Her mind struggled to catch up to the scene in front of her.
Lucas on his back, his stiff cock sticking up through his boxers, clasped firmly in Jackie's swiftly pumping hand. His hand was busy between Jackie's slim legs, fingers working deep, shiny with fluid.
Jackie, beautifully naked, sitting on her husband like a queen on a throne, silky black hair shining like a river of night. Her hand working the big cock in front of her posessively, like a new favorite toy. Grinding her hips appreciatively against Lucas's strong hand.
Jackie's eyes stared straight into Heather's soul. And the little brat smiled.
This was Heather's worst nightmare. What her insecurities had made her picture over and over again since that awful day when she had caught Jackie and Lucas kissing on their couch. Jackie and Lucas, together, entwined in forbidden lust. It had been impossible to miss Jackie's shameless flirting with her husband over the past few months, but somehow, naively, Heather had assumed she had the situation contained. She had thought that by submitting to Jackie, she had diverted Jackie's lust. Distracted her.
Heather felt a swooping sensation of dread as Jackie shifted, moving forward and up, reaching beneath her to position Lucas's cock at the entrance to her tight young pussy. Her eyes never left Heather's, her expression locked into a triumphant grin.
Heather heard a strangled whimper leave her mouth as her eyes locked directly between Jackie's slim thighs. The image was framed perfectly from where she stood. Jackie's two slim, toned thighs on either side, with Lucas's cock standing up stiffy in the middle, pressing lightly against the lips of her mistress's perfect pussy. Everything was in Jackie's cruel little hands now. All it would take is the slightest bit of downward pressure, and she would steal what was supposed to be Heather's alone.
It was horrifying. Nightmarish. Crushing. So why the fuck did this whole situation feel so... so right? Why was Heather's pussy suddenly dripping again at the sight of this little brat disrespecting her marriage? Why was an insidious voice inside Heather telling her that she deserved this?
And then, in an instant, it happened. With a confident, fluid motion, Jackie slid her hips downward, sheathing Lucas's cock deep inside her, stretching her tight pussy open with a gasp of satisfaction that Heather could hear even from outside the window. The crushing feeling of despair that wrapped around Heather's heart carried more than a little erotic heat, but that hardly made it comforting.
A spark of rebellion leaped to life in Heather's heart. She had to fight back! She had to stop this somehow before things went even further. Break this up. Kick this little minx out of her home. It didn't matter that the thought of watching Jackie fuck her husband suddenly filled her with twisted arousal. She raised a hand, screwing up her face with determination, ready to bang on the glass and break up the adulterous tryst.
Then Heather looked up and locked eyes with Jackie once again. The little brat's face was a mask of cold authority, even while she sat with Lucas's cock buried inside her tight pussy. Heather stood transfixed, her fist raised to knock on the glass. Jackie raised her hand in a familiar gesture: palm held out stiffly, angled slightly downward.
Stay.
Heather recognized it from the punishment sessions that she had had with Jackie. A dog command. A sharp reminder that Heather was now Jackie's obedient puppy. Her heart racing and her stomach churning, Heather slowly let her arm go limp, her fist falling impotently to her side.
The look of mockery on Jackie's youthful face pierced straight through Heather's heart as her hips finally began moving, riding Lucas's cock with lithe, sinuous motions. The cute teen's beautiful little tits bounced delicately with the pumping rhythm, stiff brown nipples bobbing in time. Arousal and shame mingled and swelled in Heather's heart. Before, this horrible scene was something that was being done to her. Now, after she had submitted and allowed Jackie to continue, it was something that she was a part of in a twisted way. Something that she had done to herself.
Heather watched as her husband grunted and gripped Jackie by the waist, pulling the slim young woman down onto his massive cock with desperate lust, eager to thrust even deeper and rougher into her tight teen pussy. He was like a raging beast, made wildly horny by the taste of a woman younger, tighter, and more beautiful than his wife. A woman who was superior in every way.
And Heather was outside. Peeping in like a pathetic voyeur as her husband enjoyed another woman. Locked out and excluded while the two new lovers relished their first time together. Heather's hand slipped between her legs. Why not? The horrible sight was making her horny anyway. Why not complete her humiliation by pleasuring herself to this clear demonstration of her inferiority?
When Jackie saw what was happening, she burst out laughing, her pumping hips never slowing for an instant. Heather could hear her confused husband mumble a question, but couldn't make it out. Jackie covered his mouth with her hand and replied, "Don't worry about it, big boy. You need to focus on what's important. I want your cum, Lukey. Give it to me." But the little brat didn't focus on the man beneath her as she increased the pace of her expertly writhing hips. Her eyes were locked outside the window.
Where Heather had a hand clamped over her mouth, masturbating in the bushes outside her window to a younger woman stealing her husband. She felt the powerful, twisted orgasm building up inside her, ready to burst out. She desperately tried to hold in the slutty moans threatening to tear their way out of her throat: she had wanted to make a noise to interrupt Lucas and Jackie before, but now that was the last thing she wanted. Not only because she would be caught masturbating, but also because she needed to see it. She needed to see the moment of her complete defeat when the bratty little homewrecker made Lucas cum deeper and more powerfully than Heather had ever been able to.
Jackie's firm little tits bounced roughly up and down with her muscular hip movements. Lucas groaned, his fingers digging deeply into Jackie's cute, rounded hips. It was the loudest Heather had ever heard him be during sex: he was normally dead silent in bed with her. Jackie's dark, wicked eyes stared right into Heather's soul, and she mouthed two words as Lucas's went rigid and thrust powerfully upward beneath her.
"Cum, puppy."
Heather leaned against the window, her labored breaths fogging the glass as a powerful orgasm ripped through her body, turning her legs to jelly. She couldn't look away as her young mistress luxuriated in her victory, leaning down to kiss Heather's husband tenderly as he emptied his balls into her tight young pussy.
Heather's needy cunt clenched uselessly around her fingers as the evil brat behind the window enjoy the thick, pulsating girth of her husband's cock, delivering proof of his devotion deep into her slick depths.
Just moments later, Jackie dismounted, dropping gracefully to the bedroom floor and walking toward the door. Lucas tried to grab her and stop her progress, desperate for something... further connection? Cuddling? A second round? Who could say? Jackie evaded him easily, and gave Heather a significant glance, gesturing with her head toward the front door of the house.
It was a naked, broken Heather who reentered her home, head hanging low as Jackie grinned, holding the door open for her.
Once, Heather had been a woman who would be screaming in rage at this point. Maybe even physically attacking the little homewrecker. But that wasn't Heather anymore. Heather now knew her place.
Without even being told, Heather sank to her hands and knees in front of Jackie, who smirked with mocking approval. The sight of her mistress was overwhelming to the cowed redhead. Covered in a light sheen of sweat, glowing from her recent sex session... pearly white fluid gently slipping down her thighs; Jackie looked perfect, serene, and untouchable.
"Good girl," murmured Jackie. Her hand reached down, holding Heather's phone.
"Tickets. Reservations. Plans. Everything you had planned for Lukey's perfect day," said Jackie crisply, "Send them to me."
Heather did as she was told. Now that her mistress had claimed Heather's man for herself, it only made sense that she would be the one to have a romantic day with him.
When she looked up from her phone, Jackie was staring down at her, utterly unashamed of her nudity and the cum leaking from her well-fucked pussy. "It's time, puppy. I told you to come up with a puppy name for yourself. Let me hear it."
Heather had tried to avoid thinking about it. But there had only ever been one answer. The name of her first childhood dog. Sweet, dumb, and unfailingly loyal.
"Daisy," whispered Heather.
Jackie nodded, accepting the name for her cute new puppy. "Daisy, today you proved that you just don't have what it takes to be Lukey's woman," she said smugly. "I gave you every chance, and yet you still fucked it up. So, as usual, I'm going to have to step in and do it for you."
What could Heather do? She had her chance to stop this when she watched at the window. And what had she done? Masturbated like the inferior slut she was. She deserved this.
"Yes, Mistress."
Jackie turned, walking back to the master bedroom with a hip-rolling gait, treating her pet to a view of her swaying bubble butt. She turned back halfway and called over her shoulder,
"Oh, and Daisy, by the time we get back, I want you to have everything you need moved into the guest room. I'll be taking over the master bedroom with Lukey for now."
"But... but mistress," protested Heather weakly, her world crumbling around her.
"No buts," warned Jackie. "If you want to earn back your martial bed, then show me you can improve." Then she entered the master bedroom, firmly shutting the door behind her.
Heather tried to be optimistic. Tried to believe that she would be able to prove her worth and earn back the right to be the woman of her household. But that didn't seem to be how things had been going. She hadn't been able to earn back any of the privileges or respect she had lost so far.
It had just been one long spiral for Heather since she had met Jackie, further and further down.
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Jerry Hoskins closed his eyes and counted to ten, cursing for the hundredth time that he had ever accepted that fucking Craigslist ad looking for a roommate
He picked up his gallon of milk with a furious look in his eyes and shook it, watching the half-inch of milk left in the bottom slosh back and forth, growing frothy.
Written in bold, optimistic sharpie across the side of the jug were the words "JERRY'S MILK! BUY YOUR OWN!" As if messages like that had ever fucking worked on Chris. For a second Jerry weighed just letting it go. Their lease was almost up. In a month he would never have to see Chris Denson ever again.
But the principle of the thing was what mattered. Principle was why Jerry still marked all of his things in sharpie, even though it never even made Chris hesitate. And it was why he was going to march over to Chris's room, just like he always did, even though he knew that it wouldn't accomplish anything.
Jerry closed the fridge door with his hip and made a beeline to Chris's room, seething with resentment. Jerry didn't see himself as a difficult person. Disciplined maybe. Strict with himself and others perhaps. But difficult? Never. Jerry wouldn't even care if Chris helped himself to an occasional glass of milk, or a roll of toilet paper, or a frozen pizza Jerry had bought.
But it wasn't just once in a while. Chris's casual "borrowing" was fucking constant. Jerry's asshole roommate wouldn't buy anything if he could mooch it. And that wasn't the worst part.
The worst part was his fucking attitude about the whole issue...
When Jerry swung open the door to Chris's room, his huge, muscular roommate was lounging back on his bed as usual. The bastard had a huge bowl of fucking cereal in front of him, happily munching away, milk fucking dripping down his chin.
But Chris wasn't alone tonight.
Seeing Kelly North took a little of the wind out of Jerry's self-righteous sails. Kelly was Chris's girlfriend, and she was the sort of girl who made Jerry feel awkward and tongue-tied just from her presence. She was a petite, spunky firecracker of a woman. She was the head of the college dance team, and she had the lithe, tight little body to prove it. Kelly had thick, natural blonde hair perpetually pulled up into a casual ponytail, a sprinkling of freckles over her cute features, and playful brown eyes that always made you feel like you were either in on the joke, or the butt of the joke, depending on her mood.
Jerry usually felt like the butt of the joke.
Kelly was the sort of girl who had been able to easily attract the hottest guys in high school, and never considered looking further than that when it came to dating. Why would she when she had the hottest, richest, coolest guys drooling for her?
The fact that this impossibly gorgeous girl was dating his asshole roommate was enough to make Jerry feel awkward around her all on its own. But what had happened a few months ago made being around the gorgeous young woman sheer torture for Jerry...
"J-man!" said Chris, around a mouthful of cereal. "Ever heard of knocking? What if me and Kelly had been getting busy in here?" His voice was joking, but there was an undercurrent of cold cruelty that was impossible to miss. Chris was a mean, spiteful meathead who had taken one look at Jerry on move-in day and instantly classified his new short, thin roommate as beneath him in every way. He had treated Jerry with casual disrespect ever since.
Chris raised a thick eyebrow at Jerry. "Well anyway. What can I do for you?" he asked, conspicuously taking another big bite of breakfast cereal. Kelly suppressed a giggle, covering her mouth in amusement at the sight of Jerry standing flustered in the doorway with his empty jug of milk.
"Chris..." said Jerry vaguely, trying to fight through the sudden awkwardness of seeing Kelly unexpectedly. He raised the empty milk jug and sloshed its pitiful remaining milk around. "You can't just take my stuff. You need to buy your own shit." He had planned to come in with guns blazing, but in the moment, his voice sounded weak and whiny even to his ears. Kelly snorted another giggle, turning to bury her face in Chris's shoulder.
Chris grinned and held up a finger, raising the bowl to his lips and gulping down the remaining milk, making Jerry wait as he downed the last of it. He let out a loud "Ahhhh!" much to Kelly's breathless amusement.
Jerry could see it in Chris's shit-eating grin. He was about to say it. That same old fucking phrase that he used every time. The one that made Jerry's blood boil.
"Jesus, J-man, didn't they ever teach you anything in kindergarten?" asked Chris with nasty fake-friendliness, "Sharing is caring!"
Jerry felt his pulse rev up. This time he wasn't going to let it pass. He had heard enough of that fucking phrase. He was really going to let Chris have it. It didn't matter that Kelly was here. She could listen too. Maybe then she would stop looking at him that way.
But as he opened his mouth, Chris bulldozed over him with his booming, confident voice. "Now get the fuck out of my room, Jerry. Me and Kelly need some private time, and we don't want a little perv like you sniffing around. Right, babe?"
Then Jerry turned and saw the amused disgust in Kelly's deep brown eyes. The same expression she always wore when looking at him ever since that day a few months ago.
And he caved. Jerry turned tail and retreated from the room.
There was just no way he could face a beautiful girl like Kelly now that she knew all his deepest darkest secrets.
...
Kelly North stared up at the ceiling, listening to her boyfriend snore noisily next to her. Kelly could never count on pillow talk or cuddling from her big lug of a man. After every session, he would roll over and be out like a light within minutes, no matter what time of day. It was one of his many bad habits.
Kelly sighed and shook her head at her own bitchiness. She was being unfair. In a lot of ways, Chris was talented in bed. His size was perfect: big but not painfully so. More importantly, he had stamina and power, which was a must for Kelly: she loved a man who could take charge and throw her around a little.
It wasn't his fault that Kelly's mind had been... focused on other things lately.
No, it wasn't Chris's fault. It was that pervy little loser that Chris had been forced to room with.
Jerry gave Kelly the creeps. Ever since the day they had first been introduced, Jerry's eyes had always seemed to linger on Kelly's body whenever he looked her way. Jerry was obviously checking her out at every opportunity he got. As if a little dork like him could have a chance with someone like her.
So, while Kelly recognized that Chris was being a major asshole by messing with Jerry all the time, she couldn't really fault her boyfriend. Jerry was the kind of creepy loser whose baseline existence was just a little annoying, and it was sort of satisfying to see a superior guy like Chris put the little perv in his place.
But if Jerry used to creep her out, he just flat-out disgusted her after what she and Chris discovered several months ago.
Chris had just broken his laptop again, and the new one his dad bought for him hadn't come in the mail yet. So, one day, while Jerry was off doing whatever nerds do, Chris decided to borrow his roomie's laptop to get some homework done.
It was the whole "sharing is caring" joke that Chris thought was so funny again. A series of petty little power plays that her boyfriend knew Jerry was too much of a pussy to stop. Eyerollingly immature? Yes. But boys would be boys, and even Kelly had to admit it was pretty funny to watch the weedy little nerd get all flustered and angry when Chris "borrowed" his stuff. Regardless, this time it was easy, Jerry had forgotten to lock his laptop, leaving it open on his desk for Chris to borrow.
That was how they found the pictures.
An entire album of some of the filthiest, most erotic images Kelly had ever seen. A pale, curvaceous woman bound with ropes. With leather straps. Blindfolded. Gagged. Her ass spanked red. An entire bondage photoshoot. Kelly and Chris spent an hour flipping through the pictures with fascinated horror. Then they found another album. And another.
All of them were filled with photos of gorgeous, naked women. All of them were bound at the mercy of the photographer, and all of them were in a state of wild arousal.
Kelly laughed along with Chris as he mockingly paged through his roommate's "porn stash", but, despite her disgust, she couldn't help but feel a certain... fascination. Kelly had always enjoyed rough stuff in bed, and a dominant, commanding attitude was usually the fastest way to get her hot and bothered. So the concept of a man getting even rougher and stricter with her, even to the point of ropes and whips... it wasn't wholly unappealing.
Once, on Valentine's Day, a previous boyfriend had brought along a pair of fuzzy pink handcuffs, and, long story short, Kelly had cum her brains out. She had been too embarrassed about it afterward to request that they become a regular bedroom fixture, but the idea had always kicked around the back of her head. These pornographic images were bringing those thoughts back in a major way.
So by the time Jerry came back to the apartment to find Chris hooting and hollering at the private pictures on his laptop, was Kelly feeling the tiniest bit horny? Sure. I mean, that was only natural when you had just spent an hour looking at porn, right? It didn't mean anything.
Kelly had never seen Jerry get so angry. Chris just kept repeating his mocking "Sharing is Caring" line, but this time Jerry wasn't having any of it. Jerry started saying something about how those photos were private, and Chris looking at them was a complete breach of the pictured women's privacy. Then he said something that made even Chris stop in confused shock.
Jerry said that when he took the pictures, he had sworn to the women that no one else but him would ever see them.
It took a second for what Jerry was saying to sink in. Unbelievably, Jerry was claiming these were personal mementos he had taken himself. They weren't downloaded porn at all.
Obviously, Chris had called bullshit. There was no way Jerry was getting any pussy at all, let alone the total babes in these photos. The confrontation ended with a mocking sneer from Chris and some condescending advice for Jerry to not leave porn open on his laptop, and to think up some better excuses if someone found it.
At the time, Kelly had been just as sure as Chris. There was no way a weedy little creep like Jerry Hoskins could ever be in a position to take red-hot photos like the ones they had found on his computer. But as the weeks went by, Kelly found that her certainty slipped little by little.
The photos had looked good, but not, like, 'professional porn shoot' good. And if he had just downloaded them from a website, why would he have so many duplicate shots of similar angles, like he was trying to get the shot exactly right? Also, Kelly couldn't help but notice that, despite his introverted vibe, Jerry wasn't exactly a homebody. Whenever she happened to be over at her boyfriend's place on Friday night, Jerry would be "out somewhere doing nerd shit" in Chris's words.
But was he? Or was he out there tying up gorgeous women until they begged for more?
The idea was ludicrous! Even if a woman wanted to be tied up and spanked and played with in that disgusting, fascinating way, why would they pick a loser like Jerry to do it with? The idea of Jerry dominating and controlling a woman much hotter than himself stuck in Kelly's craw. For some reason, the idea of any woman submitting to a loser perv like Jerry was obnoxious to her.
She couldn't stop thinking about it.
After obsessing over the strange photos for a week or two, Kelly decided to do a little research of her own. She started secretly looking up BDSM porn. Just to see how she felt about it. Well, that was her original plan at least. Before long, Kelly found herself masturbating to hardcore BDSM porn on a daily basis.
And the worst part was that sometimes, just as her orgasm was gripping her, she would picture Jerry doing the things she saw in the video to her. It wasn't that she was attracted to the little runt. Far from it! That was sort of the point in fact. The idea of submitting to a man so far beneath her was so humiliating it felt filthy and taboo in the kinkiest possible way.
Eventually, Kelly decided that she had to try it.
Not sex with Jerry. God no! She wasn't that horny or dumb. But she had to get a taste of the bondage she was seeing on her screen every night. Kelly had always been a lot smarter than Chris. That was the way she preferred her men: big, handsome, and dumb. So it wasn't exactly hard to subtly bring him around to the idea of trying some kinky bondage sex with her.
But frustratingly, Chris simply wasn't good at it. He didn't have the patience. Kelly would try to coach him through tying her up with some basic knots and teasing her, but every time he would get horny, lose patience, and just end up fucking her before they had gotten to any of the bondage play she craved.
Kelly smiled to herself and hummed a little tune as one hand idly traced circles on her snoring boyfriend's back. Luckily, she had a foolproof plan. She had thought up a way that she could get exactly what she wanted from Chris without him getting frustrated. Just in time for their one-year anniversary, too! It would be a sweet little celebration for both of them.
And hopefully, when she got the satisfying taste of the domination she craved, she would stop having those humiliating fantasies about her boyfriend's loser roommate.
...
Three weeks later, Kelly grunted, straining awkwardly to position the mini-whiteboard just right: propped up against her tits so that the message was perfectly legible.
"Happy Anniversary, Baby! Enjoy!" Surrounded by cute red hearts.
There, now she just had to get everything else into place. Kelly was giddy with excitement. She could already feel her pussy moistening with anticipation for the night to come, and her nipples had been hard as a rock for hours. She slipped the blindfold into place and tightened her ball gag, then slipped her right arm into the waiting loop and tugged the binding tight.
A slight thrill of anxiety suddenly washed over Kelly. She gave the ropes binding her wrists and legs a few experimental tugs. Shit. She really was helpless. She couldn't get out even if she tried. Kelly forced herself to relax, telling herself she was being silly. She had timed it perfectly. Jerry hadn't been home until late all week long, and Chris would get home from his last class in five minutes or so, just like he did every Friday. When he got there, Chris would find his horny girlfriend tied up on his bed: arms bound, legs splayed and tied, blindfolded, gagged, and soaking wet. Pre-wrapped and ready to fuck, no boring knotwork required on his part.
It was the perfect setup for them to both get what they wanted.
She just needed to wait until he walked through that door.
Any minute now.
...
"Come on, man," said Kyle, jerking his head to the side to indicate Chris should join them. "We're going to head down to the Smokehouse and have a few."
Chris hesitated for a second. "Uhhhh, not sure I can," he said. His voice was gruff, trying to cover up his embarrassment. "It's... well, it's me and Kelly's anniversary today."
The group of guys burst into incredulous laughter. "Are you fucking serious dude?" crowed Kyle as Chris looked on with a scowl. "You guys aren't married! You can do whatever you fucking want. Come have a few beers with us, then go home to your girl."
Chris reddened as the laughter died down. Kelly had told him that he should hurry home today, but there was no way he was going to look pussy-whipped in front of his friends. Kelly would understand. His reputation as a man was at stake here. He would just shoot her a quick text and be a few minutes late.
"One beer," he grunted irritably, raising cheers from his buddies as they slapped him on the back.
"Yeah, yeah," said Kyle, "One beer, buddy. That's all."
...
Jerry returned from the club in a foul mood. This evening's sub had canceled on him at the last minute, and now he had no plans at all for the evening.
He wasn't used to getting blue balled nowadays. Because, surprisingly even to himself, Jerry had sort of become a hot commodity at his usual BDSM club, and was usually booked straight.
When Jerry first worked up the nerve to go to one of the city's BDSM clubs as a freshman, he had basically expected to be kicked out immediately. But somehow that hadn't happened. The older woman who ran the place decided he was cute, and took Jerry under her wing.
And, shockingly, it turned out that Jerry Hoskins was sort of a savant at domination. When he finally convinced (begged more accurately) one of the club's regular submissives to give him a shot, he had gotten good reviews. After he got more practice and experience, good reviews turned into rave reviews. It happened over and over again. A submissive would categorically reject the idea of submitting to a weedy little nerd like Jerry, then would get persuaded to try him out based on the buzz around the club, and then would beg him for another session after having their mind blown.
As fun as the attention and eagerness of the subs was, it wasn't actually complimentary. These women definitely weren't lining up to date Jerry. He was well aware that part of the effectiveness of his sessions was the humiliation of submitting to someone as seemingly pathetic as him. But Jerry didn't care. How could he when gorgeous women were lining up to have sex with him? It was like he had somehow won the lonely nerd lottery.
Well, except for tonight. Tonight he would be the lonely little jackoff that Chris and his stupid hot girlfriend thought he was. Speaking of Chris, Jerry had hoped that his roommate would be gone, but he could hear noises from Chris's room. Fuck.
Jerry decided that what he needed right now was a nice, hot, relaxing shower. There was no better way to wash away the stress and disappointment of the evening. He was halfway through and starting to feel a little better when he noticed that his bottle of shampoo was suspiciously light. Of fucking course Chris had used it all up, once again completely ignoring the sharpie on the side.
That fucking did it. Jerry was in no mood. With fierce, jerky movements, he turned off the shower, snatched his towel off the rack, and stormed over to Chris's bedroom to give that fucking asshole a piece of his mind.
Jerry swung the door open, ready to burst into an angry tirade. Then he stopped dead. His eyes widened and he unconsciously held his breath, still-warm droplets of shower water sliding down his towel-clad body.
Kelly's North's tight, petite body was completely naked, bound, and displayed on his roommate's bed. Shiny trails of arousal shone on her inner thighs, framing her perfect, juicy little pussy. The soft dormancy of her nipples indicated that, at this point, the fun of self-bondage had worn off a little, but her shapely tits, jiggling slightly with the heaving of her chest, were still a sight to behold.
"MMmmmfff!" grunted Kelly through the gag, straining futilely against the self-bondage she had trapped herself in. Jerry struggled to respond for a moment, just obsessively running his eyes over the alluring sight in front of him. He knew what the right thing to do was. He should close the door and forget he ever saw this, as hard as that might be. Maybe he should even call Chris and tell him to get his ass home and give his poor girlfriend a hand.
But the empty shampoo bottle was still rattling around the back of Jerry's mind. And the empty milk jug. And how he had been cock-blocked tonight. He thought about the mocking, disgusted expression Kelly had worn around him ever since she had gone snooping through Jerry's private pictures with her boyfriend.



She acted like Jerry's sex life was so embarrassing and perverted. But look at her now. Not so high and mighty anymore, was she? With halting, hesitant steps, Jerry entered his roommate's bedroom, feeling his cock swell, tenting out the towel loosely wrapped around his waist. There was no harm in getting a closer look, was there? Kelly was blindfolded. She would never even know it was him.
...
Kelly panicked about a half-hour after Chris was due home, although, in her blind, bound state, it felt like hours. She heard her phone buzz on the nightstand at some point, which may have been a message explaining why her boyfriend wasn't home and fucking her right now, but her phone might as well have been on the moon at this point. Ther was no way she could read it, let alone answer it.
After another half hour, the panic had ebbed away, replaced by an emotion that Kelly was much more familiar with: anger. Trust her useless fucking boyfriend to change plans all of a sudden on the one day when she needed him to stick to his usual schedule. When Chris got home, Kelly was going to tear him a new one.
Finally, Kelly's straining ears heard the apartment door open. Fucking finally. But to her dismay, she heard the shower turn on. Seriously? She stewed in impotent rage. Why, today of all days, did Chris think it was a good idea to hit the shower before even stopping by his bedroom?
After what felt like an eternity, the water shut off. She heard footsteps approaching and even felt the breath of air on her sensitive naked skin as the door flew open.
"Untie me, you asshole!" shouted Kelly. Or, at least, she tried to. It came out instead as a muffled grunt and a thin stream of saliva that dripped down her chin onto her heaving chest. Chris was weirdly silent, apparently just standing in the doorway, because Kelly hadn't heard him move.
He must be admiring the view. Despite Kelly's frustration... the thought was a little hot. That was part of the appeal of this whole setup, after all. Being totally exposed and displayed for her boyfriend's viewing pleasure.
For just a split second, the image of Jerry standing in the doorway instead of her boyfriend flashed through her mind, tinged with white-hot, taboo eroticism. She clamped down on that thought immediately. That was the whole reason why she was doing this: to banish those inappropriate thoughts. Besides, Jerry was never home on Friday nights, and wouldn't come into Chris's room anyway.
Finally, Chris was on the move, approaching the bed with an uncharacteristically slow, measured pace. The tension made Kelly's pulse quicken. She expected Chris's low, enthusiastic voice to say something at any second about how "fuckin hot" she was. But he said nothing, silently standing still just above her.
A minute ago, Kelly would have sworn that sex was utterly off the table tonight, but suddenly she wasn't so sure. Now that her boyfriend was in the room with her, just staring at her silently, she felt warmth flaring up in her belly again. Maybe Chris was finally getting into the spirit of this whole domination thing and taking his time. Teasing her a little.
Kelly felt her boyfriend reach down and pick up the mini whiteboard, pausing for a moment to read it. Then, in a swift, confident motion, he leaned forward, grabbed the wrist restraint on her left arm and... adjusted the knot? Suddenly the rope didn't chafe quite as much and felt more secure. What the fuck? When had Chris become an expert in...
Oh no.
No no no no.
Kelly felt the man above her lean way down until his mouth was right next to her ear.
"Well... it looks like someone has been a very naughty girl."
It was fucking Jerry.
...
Jerry moved closer, clutching the towel around his waist to keep his growing cock from dislodging it.
Jerry saw the small whiteboard lying propped up on Kelly's torso. "Happy Anniversary, Baby! Enjoy!" Jerry smirked, then looked back at Kelly's bound body with a hungry gleam in his eyes. Well, he had to admit that it was a lovely gift.
Kelly strained and twitched her tight little body, making muffled sounds of frustration that, as a dom, were music to Jerry's ears. Jesus Christ, she was hot. Even now, when she was clearly turned off by her extended captivity. Jerry couldn't keep his eyes off her tight pink pussy, topped with a thin strip of trimmed blonde public hair. Her tits were even more impressive: bubble-gum pink nipples crowned her luscious D-cups, wobbling slightly from Kelly's distressed wriggling.
Jerry looked back toward the door. As fun as it was to take a sneaky little peek at this snooty bitch's naked body, he was probably dead if Chris came home. But it turned out he didn't need to worry. Kelly's phone on the nightstand helpfully displayed a message from her boyfriend on the lock screen:
"Went to the bar to have a few with the boys. Be back soon, Babe."
Jerry's face split into a wide, evil grin. If he knew Chris, the poor idiot wouldn't be coming home anytime soon.
Which gave Jerry all the time in the world to play some games with Kelly.
Now that he was closer to the petite woman tied up on the bed, Jerry could see that the bindings were fairly sloppy. The work was amateur, but clearly done by someone who had been... doing their homework. Maybe by someone who had felt a little inspired to do a little research after seeing Jerry's pictures?
With a sharp grin, Jerry reached down and readjusted the sloppy binding on Kelly's left wrist, making her grunt in surprise. Then he leaned down until his face was right next to Kelly's. Whispering was a surefire way to turn a submissive on, especially when they had their sight taken away. And Jerry wanted to make sure that his words had the maximum impact at this crucial point.
"Well... it looks like someone has been a very naughty girl," said Jerry in a low, amused tone. He was already instinctively slipping into his well-practiced role as Dom. It felt natural with a beautiful woman tied up and at his mercy.
Jerry watched avidly as Kelly's body stiffened in shock, tensing against the sloppy bindings holding her in place. Surprisingly, two parts of her body stiffened even more dramatically: her nipples rapidly rose into lustful peaks on her chest even as the rest of Kelly's body broke into goosebumps.
Well... that was certainly an interesting reaction to hearing his voice. It was a reaction that Jerry was eager to explore.
"Mmmmfff! Mrrgghh!!" grunted Kelly through her ball gag, suddenly fighting and straining against the ropes holding her. Even though they were a bit sloppy, the ropes held tight, and before long, Kelly was forced to slump back in defeat, her breasts jiggling a little as her chest heaved from the effort.
"Ok, ok, hold your horses," said Jerry nonchalantly, reaching over and removing the ball gag with unhurried, deliberate movements. "Now, what was it you were saying?"
"Get the fuck out, you fucking pervert!" screeched Kelly, her voice raw with panicked humiliation.
"Wow," said Jerry with a chuckle, reaching over and checking the binding on Kelly's right wrist while she ineffectively tried to squirm away from him, "That's pretty harsh coming from you. In fact, why was it you said I was a pervert again? Because I enjoy bondage? I guess that makes you a nasty pervert too, doesn't it, little miss perfect?"
"Are you fucking stupid?" growled Kelly, a hot blush staining her freckled face from her continued mortifying exposure to her boyfriend's nerdy roommate. "Get the fuck out! I'm naked, dumbass!"
"I noticed. One second, sweetheart," said Jerry condescendingly. The towel was getting in his way and annoying him, so he tossed it aside, letting his hard cock bob and bounce as he moved to adjust the bindings on Kelly's legs. "Let me just check your knots here. I'm an expert, remember? If you do this sort of thing wrong, you can cut off circulation." Jerry's eyes lit up with wicked delight as he saw that Kelly's perfect pussy was sending fresh trickles of lubrication down her thighs. Bingo. Bratty, superior Kelly was a lot hornier than she was letting on. "Besides, despite what your mouth says, it looks like your body is very happy to have me here."
"Eww," said Kelly with flat disgust, despite her leaking pussy and nipples that could cut glass. "Not if you were the last man on earth, loser. Now fucking leave or I'll tell my boyfriend about this."
Jerry smirked. Tough talk for an obviously horny woman who was tied up, naked, and still blindfolded. He could never understand where some people got their confidence. Jerry thought it was past time to introduce some uncertainty into Kelly's self-centered worldview.
"Alright, alright, you win," said Jerry mockingly. "I've done my duty by making sure that you won't lose a hand. Hopefully, Chris will be back soon and won't decide to go on one of his all-night ragers. But he wouldn't do that to you on your anniversary... would he?"
Jerry turned and walked slowly toward the door. He didn't even bother to grab his towel. He knew he wouldn't be leaving. Sure enough, just as his hand turned the doorknob, Kelly called out behind him.
"W-wait," she said, her voice cracking a little. Just as Jerry had planned: the thought of being forced to wait for Chris all night in bondage was weighing on her. "Could you... I mean, would you mind untying me?" she asked in a tone of grudging civility.
"I don't know..." said Jerry, relishing his power. "I'm not sure I want to do any favors for a woman who yelled at me and called me a pervert just a few seconds ago. Maybe you're right. I shouldn't be in the same room as my roommate's naked girlfriend. It's not right."
Kelly squirmed and bucked in impotent frustration, raging against the degrading feeling of being completely powerless to a man she had no respect for. Her flushed skin and labored breathing told Jerry all he needed to know, not to mention her oozing pussy and stiff nipples. He had seen this dozens of times, practically every Friday night in fact. Kelly had a submission kink a mile wide. And unfortunately for her, Jerry knew exactly how to put naughty girls like her in their place.
"Jesus Christ," Kelly huffed. "What do you want from me you little prick?" The raspy edge on her voice told Jerry that Kelly's imagination was running wild, thinking about what kinds of things Jerry might demand from her. But there was no need to rush to confirm her suspicions. It would be so much sweeter if he took his time a little.
"Let's make a bet," said Jerry firmly, crossing the room again and sitting on the edge of his roommate's bed. "I have to admit that my pride is a little wounded. You and your boyfriend treat me like a total loser. Even now, you're pretending that I'm not turning you on, despite the obvious evidence to the contrary."
"That's because you aren't turning me on," said Kelly with swift heat, interrupting Jerry. "I'm turned on for my fucking boyfriend, idiot. The person that I set this all up for."
"Then prove it," said Jerry, his voice growing a little harder. "If you really find me completely disgusting, then it should be impossible for me to make you cum. That's the bet. If I can't make you cum, I untie you. If I can, I leave you there for your boyfriend to find."
Kelly laughed bitterly. "Oh, of course. I'll just let you fuck me to win a bet. Do you think all women are that stupid, or just me? Keep that little dick to yourself Cassanova. No deal."
"I thought you would say that," said Jerry with a grin. "So let me make the deal a little sweeter..."
...
Kelly's heart felt like it was going to beat out of her chest. She felt hot, and sweaty, and massively, embarrassingly exposed.
And worst of all was her stupid fucking nipples and her traitorous pussy. Jerry was wrong of course. That little loser couldn't turn her on. Someone like him just didn't have what it took to impress someone like her. But something about the situation was weirdly compelling. Being totally helpless and humiliatingly exposed in front of a worthless little runt like Jerry. At his mercy... it pushed buttons in Kelly's brain that she didn't know existed.
But even though the circumstances (NOT Jerry himself, she insisted) turned her on, there was no way Kelly would accept Jerry's stupid bet. She wasn't some dumb bimbo: she recognized his thinly veiled excuse to fuck her.
"So let me make it a little sweeter," said Jerry, in the stupid, deep, smug voice he had adopted now that he had Kelly at his mercy. "I'll only touch parts of your body that you agree to. If I can't make you cum under those conditions, then I lose."
Kelly's acidic retort died on her tongue. What a second... If Jerry was saying what she thought he was saying... Then there was no fucking way he could win that bet. "Only parts of my body that I agree to?" she repeated suspiciously.
"That's right," said Jerry. "Of course, I would expect you to automatically agree to any non-sexual body parts. Otherwise, you could just say I don't have permission to touch anything, and that wouldn't be very fair."
Damn. Well, that closed one loophole. Kelly thought carefully. The idea of Jerry sitting there desperately rubbing her nose or some shit to try to make her cum was pretty hilarious, and it would be an excellent opportunity to put the little nerd in his place and prove to both Jerry and herself that he didn't make her horny.
"What's the time limit?" Kelly asked, licking her lips nervously. It felt twisted and surreal to be talking with Jerry while bound and stark naked. She couldn't believe she was even entertaining this bet, but she didn't think Jerry was bluffing: he would probably leave her tied up if she just flat-out refused, and who knew how many hours it would be until Chris finally got back. "I don't want you rubbing my fucking elbows for hours on end."
"An hour," said Jerry.
"You wish. Fifteen minutes."
"Forty-five."
"Thirty."
Jerry sighed. "Well, you drive a hard bargain. Deal. I'll make you cum in a half-hour, touching only the parts of your body that you agree to."
"No you fucking won't," said Kelly, with rock-solid certainty, despite the incessant, needy throbbing of her pussy.
Kelly half expected Jerry to attack her body with swift, reckless abandon, desperately trying to win the bet. But strangely, he did nothing. Said nothing. With her hyper-aware sense of hearing, Kelly could hear his deep, slow, confident breaths. He was still sitting on the bed next to her, but made no move.
The tension and anticipation grew in Kelly's core, winding tighter and tighter. What the fuck was this perv doing? Was he just taking the opportunity to stare at her tits and pussy now that she had given him an excuse to remain in the room?
Just when Kelly was about to snap and ask Jerry what he was waiting for, she felt him shift. Kelly yelped and squirmed as the ghost of a touch slid across the naked sole of her foot. "F-fuck! You scared me!" she gasped, making a noise of discomfort as another light touch traced the curve of her arch. "Foot shit, huh?" she asked in a voice that was meant to be mocking but ended up too shaky to give the proper effect. "I should have known. You know, I should disqualify you right now. Feet are definitely a sexual part of the body for some people."
"Are they sexual for you?" asked Jerry in a warm, confident voice, completely in control.
"N-no," snapped Kelly hotly as Jerry's firm fingers suddenly began massaging and kneading every inch of her exposed dangling feet. But even as the words left her lips, she suddenly wasn't so sure. She had never considered foot rubs to be sexual before, but something about the way that Jerry's hands slid over her helpless feet was... having a certain effect. She had to calm down. This was crazy. Jerry couldn't turn her on. And he certainly couldn't make her cum with a fucking foot rub. She was just getting caught up in the moment.
Suddenly, Jerry shifted again, and Kelly felt his warm naked hip brush against her arm with a crackle of sexual energy. "What the fuck!" she gasped. "Jerry, are you fucking naked?"
Jerry just chuckled in response. "Why, is that against the rules? I came here straight from my shower. Don't worry, I won't touch you with anything below my belt. Not unless you ask me to."
"A-as if," huffed Kelly. But the knowledge echoed through her mind, unable to be ignored. Jerry was sitting there naked, inches away, his hands all over her body, sliding up now to cup and knead her bound calves while staying below the knees. A man beside her boyfriend had his hands on her naked body, in her boyfriend's bed.
Shit. It was kinky. Too kinky to be safe to think about. Kelly tried hard to suppress the image of what they must look like right now. A woman, bound and trembling from a man's touch, her pussy leaking and her tits heaving. The man, grinning widely as he trailed his fingers up and down the woman's tied-up arms. His cock throbbing...
Suddenly Jerry leaned forward, his lips almost up against Kelly's ear.
"What do you think Chris would say if he walked in right now and saw us? His girlfriend... completely at my mercy." His words were deep and slow, his breath hot on her attentive ear.
Kelly drew in a gasping, shuddering breath. "I'm not," she whined unconvincingly. "I'm n-not at your mercy, idiot! It's just a g-game."
"No, Kelly," said Jerry in a hard voice, "You're forgetting. I tame girls stronger than you as a hobby. You were mine the second I saw how perverted you really were." His hand withdrew from trailing around the curve of her chin, and for a moment he left Kelly alone, aching for the touch of his hands despite herself.
"Right now, you're under my control."
Then, Jerry did two things at once, overloading Kelly's horny mixed-up brain with overwhelming stimulus. His warm, firm hand slid across her tender belly at the same moment his tongue licked around the delicate shell of her ear.
Kelly let out a low moan as her body responded with deep, primal approval to the dominant male attention, bypassing her common sense and pride. Her hips involuntarily shifted before she could stop herself, instinctively trying to bring the hand on her belly closer to her pussy.
Then Kelly's ego reestablished control, if only barely. "F-fuck you, perv!" she hissed between gritted teeth, flinching away from the warm, wet tongue on her ear. "That's out of fucking bounds and you know it!" Her voice didn't have nearly the strength or confidence she wanted. Jerry's fingers continued to rub possessively over her toned belly, sending little sparks of erotic sensation tingling through Kelly's body.
"What, the ear?" asked Jerry mockingly. "I think we can agree that ears aren't a sexual body part. And I never promised that I wouldn't use my tongue to touch you. As for the stomach..." Jerry placed his whole palm over her naked belly, rubbing slowly back and forth, directly between her aching tits and throbbing pussy. "... Yeah, that can be sexual, I'll admit it. Especially a fucking sexy flat belly like this. What, do you want me to stop?"
Kelly moaned in indecisive frustration. She should tell Jerry to get his hands off her stomach, but it felt so fucking good. How did a loser like Jerry get so talented with his hands?
That was the moment that Kelly messed up. She had been doing well, considering her experienced opponent, but now she took a fateful step down a slippery path. "N-no," she said in a shameful whisper. "It's.. it's fine."
Jerry's hands roamed further and faster. Always with that infuriating, captivating confidence. His tongue occasionally returned to her ear. Not constantly or predictably: he struck when Kelly least expected it. Kelly found herself leaning into Jerry's mouth, listening to the constant stream of filthy dirty talk and shuddering at the occasional licks.



He was doing it. Somehow, this little nerd was turning her on. Making her hornier and hornier by the minute. It was humiliating, allowing a loser like Jerry to toy with her like this. But the embarrassment of the situation just made Kelly more aroused.
Kelly began to notice that Jerry's hands were focusing on her... upper half. They would slide up her ribs, over the top part of her belly, around the base of her neck. Circling her aching, exposed tits like a wolf. God, if Jerry's hands felt this fucking good on her arms and feet, what would they be able to do to her diamond-hard nipples. The thought was disgusting. And fascinating. And unstoppable.
Jerry didn't say anything about her tits. Didn't request her permission. His hands did the talking for him, always moving, just inches away from the tender skin of her breasts, but never quite touching. Kelly's breath was hot and ragged in her throat. Would it really be so fucking bad if she allowed it? It would feel so fucking good, and it wasn't like the little freak would be able to make her cum with just her nipples anyway.
"Do it," she whispered, biting her lip hard.
"Do what?" asked Jerry with false innocence.
"Touch them! Touch my fucking tits, asshole," growled Kelly. "I know you..."
And then her sentence dissolved into an incoherent moan as Jerry's magic hands closed over her breasts, expertly trapping her stiff, swollen nipples between his fingers. Kelly was wrong. It didn't just feel good. It felt fucking amazing.
Chris loved Kelly's tits as much as any boyfriend she had ever had. He was happy to pinch and suck and rub them all over during sex. But Chris had never been able to make her feel like this. After being teased and rubbed everywhere else for minutes on end, her tits' sensitivity was through the roof, and Jerry knew exactly how to exploit their longing for touch.
"Fuuuuck," moaned Kelly, thrusting her chest upward as far as the bonds would allow her. Jerry's firm fingers cupped and rubbed, teased and pinched, playing Kelly's body like an instrument as she abandoned herself to the pleasure of submission.
She submitted and willingly allowed this little nobody to touch her perfect tits as much as he wanted, and it was the hottest fucking thing she had ever experienced.
Suddenly one of Jerry's hands was on her belly again, swirling back and forth just a fraction of an inch above her pubic hair. Jerry's deep voice was back in her ear. She listened eagerly, even while she dreaded what he would say. "It feels good. Doesn't it?" he asked. His arm was over her shoulder, cupping her breast and pulling himself tight against her naked body. Their warm flesh made contact, arm to shoulder, leg to hip. His thumb and forefinger squeezed her nipple with firm, even pressure. His other hand continued its slow, back-and-forth journey across her belly. "Mmmmhmmm," moaned Kelly while biting her lip. She was trying to hold back, but Jerry's hands just felt too fucking good. She couldn't concentrate.
"It will feel even better when you let me touch everywhere," said Jerry. Kelly felt the hair stand up on the back of her neck. The idea was perverse. Filthy. Wrong. And, more importantly, self-defeating. She needed to win this bet in order to get free of her self-bondage. But Kelly found it hard to concentrate. The pleasure from Jerry's hands on her breast and stomach filled her head with a warm pink haze.
Godddd, it really would feel good to have Jerry's experienced hands on her pussy. She just knew that he would be more talented with his fingers than any man she had ever been with.
And honestly, after being teased for so long, cumming all over this loser's fingers would be so deeply satisfying she might be willing to pay the price. Waiting in bondage for Chris to get back would suck, but she wasn't sure if she had ever wanted to cum as badly as she did right then.
"Do it!" she moaned, "Touch me! Touch me anywhere! No more limits!"
Jerry needed no further invitation. His hand slid down, slipping easily between the puffy, soaking-wet lips of Kelly's pussy. And Kelly was in heaven. As Jerry's expert fingers parted her folds, rubbing with a careful mix of firmness and tenderness, she forgot all about her pride, and her boyfriend, and the stupid bet she was trying to win, and let her brain melt into a puddle of happy chemicals as powerful waves of pleasure pulsed through her tight young body.
"Fuck!" she gasped. Her body tensed and writhed against the ropes, her hips humping up into Jerry's flexing fingers as much as they could. "Yes! Right there. Right fucking there! Don't stop!"
She whined in frustration as the fingers slowed and stopped. Jerry chuckled in her ear. "No no no, sorry Kelly, but you don't call the shots around here right now. If you want something, you have to ask nicely."
Kelly whined again, bucking her hips desperately. It was so fucking humiliating to be under Jerry's control like this, and debasing herself by begging him for more would be even worse. But she had no choice. Her need for his fingers burned inside her with frightening intesity.
"Please," she whimpered, feeling her face grow hot with shame. "Please touch me, Jerry. I need it."
"Good girl."
Now the sensations roaring upward from Kelly's pussy were even more intense. She wasn't sure if Jerry's fingers were working harder on her overheated pussy, or if the very act of submitting to a man she hated had unlocked a new level of pleasure in her brain, but Kelly lost herself to the white-hot, shameful pleasure of Jerry's domination, whimpering, moaning, and pathetically humping the hand of the man she had looked at with pity and disgust for months.
Kelly could feel it coming. Her orgasm. What she had been avoiding this whole time. The symbol of Jerry's victory. She couldn't stop it. Didn't want to stop it.
Jerry's hand withdrew. He was moving, Climbing over her. She could feel his body above her. An explosion of fireworks seemed to fill her body as she felt the stiff hardness of his cock graze the hot wet lips of her pussy. She couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. She hated the thought of Jerry's cock inside her. She loved the idea. She needed it.
'You said no limits," said Jerry above her. For a moment, his smugness and gloating were gone. "You said I can touch you however I want." His cock pushed forward, just barely parting the soft lips of her pussy.
"Are you sure?" he asked. The question was genuine. She could say 'no' if she wanted.
But Jerry knew what answer she would give.
"Fuck me," she said in a broken whisper.
Jerry's cock slid home, pushing deep inside the wet, welcoming pussy of his enemy's girlfriend, wrenching a deep, passionate moan from her throat. Kelly's legs trembled and her pussy spasmed at the first thrust.
She lost. Lost to a man she had never before had an ounce of respect for. Lost to a man she had smugly told an hour before that he could never turn her on. She lost to him in the most humiliating way possible: screaming his name as her adoring cunt writhed and clenched around his cock, desperately trying to pull the man who had so thoroughly conquered her deeper inside.
Defeat had never tasted so sweet.
...
Jerry wasn't ready to end things after just one thrust of course. Just after the main waves of Kelly's climax, he began fucking the arrogant young woman beneath him. He started off slow and tender, maintaining the warm liquid pleasure of Kelly's post-orgasm blissful with long, smooth strokes before building back up slowly.
Jerry had to admit that Kelly, as rotten as her personality was, had a fucking amazing pussy. It was tight and wet, and her muscular hip movements left nothing to be desired even while she was constrained by the ropes. They were actually pretty compatible, physically at least. Kelly clearly had a deep submissive streak, and it woke up the hungry dom inside Jerry. Before long, his hips were moving with piston-like speed and intensity, pushing Kelly's petite body back against her bindings.
Her adorable squeaks and moans of orgasmic submission were music to Jerry's ears.
Jerry had lots of experience fucking bound women, and he made sure to make the brand-new submissive beneath him feel his strength, power, and dominant control with every thrust. The eager brat squirming on his cock soaked up his energy with eager desperation, and it wasn't long before Kelly was howling and moaning his name again.
And again.
In the end, before Jerry finally decided to end things, Kelly North had lost to his cock four times, and her bratty little brain had temporarily melted into giggly pink mush.
"I'm about to cum, Kelly," grunted Jerry, smiling down at the giggling, grinning submissive still eagerly bucking her hips up into his beneath him. "Are you ready?"
"Yeeeesss," moaned Kelly, her drooling tongue lolling out in the depths of her pleasure. "Cum! Cum for me Jerry! I want it!"
Jerry thrust forward one last time, closing his eyes in ecstasy as he left Kelly and Chris an anniversary present of his own deep inside Kelly's warm, well-fucked pussy.
Then he rolled off, breathing heavily and staring up at the ceiling.
"That..." said Kelly breathlessly, beginning to compose herself a little now that the sex was finally over, "That was fucking incredible."
Jerry smiled. "I know it was."
Then he slapped his hands together and got up. He had work to do, and he needed to be quick. There were technically two weeks left on the lease, but fuck it, Jerry could move out a little early and couch surf with friends.
He didn't want Chris to be able to easily find him. Jerry had the feeling that his roommate might be a little upset when he saw the surprise anniversary present Jerry had left him.
That meant Jerry was going to have to pack up his stuff, hopefully within the next hour or two. But before that, he had something even more important to take care of. Jerry grabbed the mini whiteboard and a marker from Chris's desk and set to work.
"Ummm, Jerry?" said Kelly, weakly struggling against her bonds. "Are you g-going to untie me?" Now that she was coming down from her chain of orgasms, Kelly was starting to realize the new predicament she was in.
A line of cum oozed from her well-fucked pussy, drippingly thickly down her inner thigh...
"I'm afraid not, Kelly," said Jerry with a smirk, looking up from putting the finishing touches on his message. "You lost the bet, remember? That means that I leave you tied up until Chris gets back."
"What?" blurted Kelly stupidly, with a look of shock on her blindfolded face, "But, what if he sees..."
Jerry slipped the ballgag back into Kelly's mouth and tightened it. He could guess how the rest of the conversation would have gone anyway.
Now for the finishing touch. Jerry placed the mini whiteboard on Kelly's torso, stood back, and smiled at his work. Perfect.
Then he hurried out of the room, already contacting his friends for his hurried, last-minute move.
...
Chris opened the door to his bedroom, his head pleasantly warm and fuzzy with beer.
The sight that greeted him shocked him sober.
Kelly. Tied up, blindfolded, gagged, and shining with a sheen of nervous sweat.
Thick, gooey, partially dried cum ran down her inner thighs from her creampied pussy.
And on her torso, propped up against her heaving, naked tits, a mini-whiteboard with a message for Chris.
"Sharing is Caring!"
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This is a cuckolding story that focuses on cruel betrayal. If that isn't the kind of story that you like, then I would suggest skipping this one!
Just for fun, this story has multiple endings! One "canon ending" and two alternate endings, one that explores a lighter scenario, and one that is much darker. Let me know what you think in the comments!
I hope you enjoy the story!
...
Paige and I are just, on a fundamental level, two very different people.
If one thing defines my girlfriend Paige, it's her lust for life. She loves excitement: Meeting new people, going to parties, exploring the city and going places she's never been, trying things she's never tried. Anything that is a new experience. Paige wants to see it all.
I don't have the same instincts. My idea of a good Friday night is curling up with a TV show or game and binging until I pass out. In other words, I'm a homebody. Even my introverted friends sometimes called me a stick in the mud before I met Paige.
So how did we get together? It's a good question: it surprises me that we ended up together too. Paige, in typical Paige style, was taking a computer science course for the sheer hell of it: because it was something she knew nothing about and she felt curious. Surprise surprise, by the end of the first month, she was struggling a little with the coursework.
Paige is a fucking knockout. Stunning blue eyes that are always alight with a hint of mischief, messy raven hair, and plump, kissable lips that make guys fantasize just by looking at them. Not to mention a slim little body that still has curves in all the right places. In other words, she's so far out of my fucking league that we might as well live on different planets as far as dating is concerned. Or so I thought.
I genuinely didn't have intentions of asking Paige out when I offered to help her study. I just didn't have the balls to assume a super-model-level beauty like Paige would be interested in me. But she not only jumped at the chance to study with me, but got really interested and invested in me as a person when we did meet up. Soon, she was asking me to hang out and come to events with her that had nothing to do with homework. I was floored when she kissed me one night after a concert she invited me to. Even after hanging out regularly for weeks, I still couldn't register the fact that this gorgeous girl was into me. (Paige refuses to accept my doom and gloom about 'leagues', of course, loyally insisting that I am a handsome stud with an awesome body that she had been checking out since the first day of class.)
Sometimes I worry that Paige and I are just too different. We're like oil and water. She's the most extreme extrovert I've ever met, and she needs to be constantly meeting new people and doing new, crazy things. One weekend skydiving, the next weekend horseback riding. I, on the other hand, need peace and quiet and relaxation.
I brought this up to Paige once, and she gave me one of her loving, crooked smiles, pulling me close as we lay together in bed. "That's bullshit, babe," she whispered in my ear, hugging me tight, "We're not oil and water. We're peanut butter and chocolate. You anchor me and help me appreciate the smaller things. And I pull you out of your comfort zone and help you stretch yourself a little. Opposites attract, babe, everyone knows it."
Her loving answer to my anxieties was exactly what I needed to hear, and since then I've done my best to live up to my half of the bargain: to leave my comfort zone and stretch myself a little, while keeping Paige's feet on the ground.
So now I'm going to wild parties, and going bungee jumping, or whatever new experience Paige has lined up for us. Paige has delighted in pushing me further and further to try new things.
And not just for weekend activities. In bed too.
Paige brings the same philosophy to her sex life that she does to the rest of her life. She always wants to try new things and explore new sensations. And I have to admit, adventurous sex is an area that I find a lot more fun than wild parties and extreme sports. We tried it all. Bondage. Exhibitionism. You name it, Paige has at least floated the idea that we give it a try. I had to train myself to be a good dom when Paige went through a submissive kick, becoming first her "Master" in bed, then her "Daddy" when she wanted to explore kinkier fantasies.
Later, she became interested in becoming a dom herself. And that's how the whole problem started. Paige was willing to try anything, and frequently did research on different kinky sex games to play with a partner. So naturally, she eventually discovered cuckold fantasies.
And, like I said, Paige was willing to try anything once.
When she brought the fetish up to me, I was lukewarm on the idea. She didn't suggest actual cuckolding, of course. Just a little roleplay dirty talk to explore how it made us feel. It didn't make me insecure or surprised at all to hear her suggest it. Like I said, Paige was addicted to sexual novelty, so her interest in cuckold roleplay didn't mean she was thinking about other guys. I had heard of cuckolding before, but it had never really interested me. Why would I want other men fucking Paige? I didn't put much thought into it beyond that.
But I remembered my part of the relationship. I had to get out of my tight, restrictive comfort zone, and stretch myself a little. What was the harm in a little roleplay? If it was a dud, it wouldn't have been the first time that a bedroom experiment had fizzled with no harm done.
So that was how I ended up naked, lying back on our bed while my gorgeous girlfriend lay snuggled up to my side, squirting lube into her hand and staring at me with eager eyes and a mischievous smile, ready to spin a dirty story about how bad she wanted to fuck other men.
"You know, babe," she said mildly, running her fingers teasingly over my half-erect cock, leaving shining, oily trails on my skin. "I was thinking about how you're always saying I'm out of your league..." Paige leaned over and planted a soft kiss on my ear, then whispered in a low, heated voice, "... and I think you might be right."
Her sultry voice and the light touch of her fingertips on my cock were doing their work, and my cock was rapidly stiffening. "I think maybe I could go out tonight and find a different dick to try out with no problem at all. And you knoooow how much I like trying new things, babe." For the first time, I felt a little stab of jealousy as I noticed that Paige's cute little nipples had grown as stiff as my cock. They scraped against my arm, hard as pebbles, as Paige finally wrapped her palm around my cock.
I had been hoping that we would quickly decide this whole fetish was silly and give up, but it was clear that something about this was turning Paige on. It was hard not to feel a little strange when the thought of cheating on my was making my sweet girlfriend so horny.
"I mean, why settle for this?" Paige asked with a lopsided grin, giving my cock a dismissive little slap, "When I could shop around a little and find a real monster?" The thought of Paige going out to a bar and bringing home a stranger felt wrong and deeply unpleasant. But it also felt... dirty. Filthy and arousing in a way I hadn't anticipated. The thought of my sweet, affectionate girlfriend treating me like I was beneath her held a sick fascination, and the fact that this demeaning talk was turning her on only added to that feeling.
"You would still take me back, right, Daddy?" she asked with mocking sweetness, batting her eyelashes over her beautiful blue eyes as she increased the pace of her squishy, oily handjob. "Even after I let a big, bad man have his way with me? Would you welcome me home with a kiss, even if you didn't know where my lips had been that night?"
I grunted and shifted. Paige's hand suddenly felt really good on my throbbing cock. Her eyes lit up with excited interest. Shit. If she thought that I enjoyed this too much, I would never hear the end of it. I tried to calm down and look as disinterested as possible, even as my diamond-hard erection gave me away. "Maybe you could soothe my sore little pussy with your tongue, babe," she suggested wickedly, moving her hand faster and faster. "And I could tell you all about the things a stranger did to your girlfriend that you would never ever be able to manage with this little thing."
I breathed heavily in and out of my nose and closed my eyes, trying to tune out the stimulus and avoid climax.
"But then again," said Paige, her voice dripping with amusement, "Why look for a stranger when I already know lots of guys who would be more than willing to take care of me? Ooh, how about... Liam? We've kissed before. Did you know that? And based on his performance then, and the shape I felt pressed against my thigh, I think we would be great in bed."
My eyes flew wide open and I came. Buckets. It was mortifying: Paige giggled in shocked glee as I spurted out one of the biggest loads of my young life all over her hands and my body. My hips strained against my girlfriend's tight grip and an involuntary groan of twisted pleasure erupted from my open mouth.
Ok so, backing up a little... I fucking hate Liam King. There's no man in the entire world that annoys me more. Maybe that hatred is a little unearned. It's not like Liam killed my dog or something. He's just a cocky prick that I have to deal with on a semifrequent basis: the computer science major at my college isn't huge, so you end up taking a lot of classes with the same people again and again.
Liam rubbed me the wrong way from the beginning. Picture a computer science major. Sometimes, the stereotypes are rooted in the truth. A lot of computer science types are, to put it generously, not the most popular kids on campus. I like to think, despite being a little boring, I buck many of those stereotypes. But If I buck the stereotypes, Liam shatters them. With his chiseled good looks, rippling muscles, and unshakeable confidence, he makes women swoon when he walks into a room. He's a major player in the campus party scene, a serial womanizer, and, most unforgivably, the wunderkind star pupil of the entire computer science program.
If he had just one flaw or weakness, it would be a lot easier to write him off. But Liam seemed to succeed easily at whatever he put his mind to. He was the favorite of all the professors, and it was easy to get overshadowed by him whenever you were unlucky enough to share a class. Even before that particular hand job, I sometimes reflected that I was lucky Liam didn't happen to be taking the class I shared with Paige. He would have been all over the gorgeous girl in class from the beginning, and who knows what would have happened.
There are some people who are great at everything but are actually really nice and humble. If Liam was like that, he would be annoying, but harmless. But that isn't him at all. Liam isn't just perfect, he's an egotistical prick too. He never misses a chance to rub his success with women and academics in everyone's face.
So the sudden filthy image of my girlfriend running to the cocky, good-looking guy that I hate... fucking him because she sees him as better than me, just like everyone else does... it flipped a switch in me. The idea was wrong, and upsetting, and painful, but it was also dirty and taboo and deeply arousing. It caused the same feelings all of her other cuckold dirty talk did, but turned up to eleven.
When I saw Paige biting her lip with thrilled excitement, her hand dripping with my thick jizz, I knew that I had made a major fuckup. When Paige finds something interesting, she really latches onto it. It will become her major obsession for a while before she finds her next thing. When she found out we both liked Daddy roleplay, for instance, that was all she wanted to do for a month before she got bored. And I could tell by the light in her eyes that cuckold dirty talk was her new thing.
When Paige got this way, the only thing to do was ride it out and wait for her to discover the next obsession. I could only hope that this focus wouldn't last long.
"Well, Ole Faithful," she teased playfully, wiping her filthy hand on my chest, "I was going to say I would grab you a wet wipe, but I don't think that will do the trick this time. Let's take a little shower just you and me, babe." With a wink, she rose from the bed and swayed seductively toward the bathroom, beckoning me to follow.
As Paige turned on the hot spray and pulled me beneath it, she finally noticed my sullen mood. Her lips pursed together into a pout. "Awwww, c'mon, Daddy," she said softly, hugging me from behind and pressing her still-stiff nipples into my back. She still slips back into calling me Daddy in private when she's trying to butter me up. She knows how much I like it. "Don't pretend that you didn't enjoy our little dirty talk session. There's almost a gallon of evidence that you loved it," she added with a giggle, rubbing her hands over my stomach to help wash away the sticky mess there.
"I don't know babe," I said with a grimace, cringing away from her ticklish fingers. "It's just... it was a little intense, some of the stuff you were saying. I'm not saying that it didn't turn me on, but it also made me feel a little, I don't know, bad at the same time."
"But that's what's fun about it, Daddy!" insisted Paige, gently kissing my shoulder. "Pushing the boundaries a little is what this was all about. It's always a little uncomfy when you leave that safe little comfort zone. But that's where all the excitement is. Besides, you know that all the stuff I was saying in there was bullshit. That's the point! I don't want to have sex with other guys, just the same way you aren't actually my Dad, dummy."
I sighed and relaxed a little. She was right of course. Just because my girlfriend is good at dirty talk doesn't make that dirty talk true. But there was just one line that stuck in my mind a little. "So you never made out with Liam King?" I asked.
"Oh..." said Paige, a little surprised by the question. Then she paused. And my stomach swooped and flipped with sudden shock. "No... sorry, babe. That was true. I threw in a juicy fact to spice things up."
"Oh my God," I groaned, covering my eyes with my hands. It was an awful revelation, that the love of my life had been... sampled by the guy I hated most in the world. Paige wasn't aware of how deeply I loathed Liam, but she did know that I disliked him, which was probably why she had added it as a spicy twist to our dirty talk. "How?" I asked, unable to stop myself, "Why?" My traitorous cock, despite just cumming, began to twitch and stiffen, to my mischievous girlfriend's obvious glee.
Her hands snaked around me and began slowly pumping my cock again beneath the cascading warm shower water. "Oh my God babe, so it's not just a cuck thing... it's also Liam in particular," she observed with a giggle. I cursed myself for focusing her obsession further. "Well, unfortunately for you, you little perv, it's not much of a story. We were both at a party. We were both drinking. We were both single. We had nothing better to do. That sort of thing happens at parties all the time."
I breathed heavily as Paige's expert fingers brought me back to full stiffness. "S-so, before you met me, you made out with Liam King," I asked her to confirm, like probing a sore tooth with your tongue because you can't help it.
"Wellll..." said Paige thoughtfully, her voice dripping with teasing malice, "Not exactly."
"What?" I asked, my heart racing, "What do you mean?"
"This happened after we met," she whispered in my ear. My cock twitched powerfully in her slim hands. "But before we started dating, obviously," she added in a more normal voice.
Still, the thought was upsetting. The cute girl that I was getting attracted to, who I had invited to study with me, went to a party and made out with a guy I hated that same weekend.
"Did... did you have sex with him?" I asked, my mouth dry and my cock tingling in my girlfriend's hands.
"Of course not," said Paige dismissively. "I would have told you that in my dirty talk if I had... but I thought about it." The admission sent another spiral of dark lust through my belly, and I found myself close to orgasm once again.
"And you wanna know what happened between me and Liam after that, Daddy?" my girlfriend asked in a sultry voice.
"What?" I asked, bracing for the worst.
Paige spun me around, looking up into my eyes with a fond smirk. "Nothing, idiot. Because I started dating a great guy that makes me happy. Now, fuck your girlfriend like you mean it, Daddy. Outside of silly fantasies, this pussy is all yours."
As twisted and dark as the cuckold roleplay had been, the sweet, tender aftercare sex was cathartic and wholesome enough to make up for it.
But Paige didn't forget her new favorite bedroom game, and, even though I felt conflicted about it, cuckold roleplay became a heavy staple in our bedroom beginning that night. And every time, Paige would make me cum to some filthy talk about her and Liam.
Which is probably why things happened the way they did two weeks later when we went to our first rave.
...
A rave.
Paige didn't give me much of a warning for this particular outing. She came to me Thursday evening after a girl's night with a friend, practically vibrating with excitement about the opportunity to try something new, and informed me that we would be spending our Friday night at a trendy club, experiencing a rave for the first time.
She looked starry-eyed as she described the pulsing lights, the live DJ, the pounding rhythms.
I couldn't stop imagining the head-splitting volume, the late, late end time, and a crowded venue of people drunk... or worse. But I let my annoyance out in one long exhale. If I made my decisions about what to attend based on if they sounded like a hassle, I would never leave the house.
I smiled and summoned up some excitement to share with my loving, grinning girlfriend.
So that was how I found myself waiting in the living room for Paige to finish changing, nervously adjusting the most "rave-worthy" outfit I could find in my closet. Just a tight shirt that showed off my slim, lean build and a pair of ripped jeans. Nothing incredible, but I hoped it was fashionable enough to pass without comment. I fidgeted absently with my phone, sitting on the couch in the familiar position of boyfriends everywhere: waiting for my girlfriend to finish getting ready.
I turned as I heard the bedroom door finally creak open, revealing Paige in her stunning rave outfit.
Her makeup was heavy and immaculate, and she had chosen big, eye-catching golden hoop earrings tonight. She wore a skimpy black bikini top that accentuated her firm little breasts just as much as it hid them, and the only other thing she wore on top was some sort of mesh sleeves and a tight black choker, leaving her toned, flat tummy exposed. Below, she wore a tiny leather miniskirt and ripped fishnet stockings
The overall look was somehow stylish and cute while at the same time trashy and oozing red-hot sexuality. My mouth fell open, and Paige lit up at the stunned expression on my face as she swayed across the room.
"Somebody likes my outfit," she giggled, leaning over to give me a sweet kiss, treating me to an incredible view of her cleavage in the process.
"Do people normally dress that slu... I mean, like that at raves?" I asked incredulously, my eyes roaming over my girlfriend's sexy, exposed body.
"Well, some people don't" admitted Paige innocently, stepping back to preen and show off a little for my fascinated gaze. "But I wanted to give my boyfriend a little eye candy tonight." She turned a gave me a wicked wink over her shoulder. "And if some other boys get a little taste of that same eye candy, what's the harm in that?"



I felt my cock stir to life in my pants. It was practically a Pavlovian response at this point.
"But don't worry Daddy," she said sweetly, "There's a kinky little secret to this outfit that just you and I know." Her wicked eyes flicked down as she stood above me. "Why don't you take a feel, Daddy? See what kind of panties your girlfriend picked out for tonight."
Egged on by her crooked smile, I ran a curious hand up her inner thigh, beneath her skirt...
... and directly onto the warm, soft flesh of her exposed pussy.
"I guess I had better be really careful to cross my legs when I sit down, Daddy," said Paige with a giggle. "Otherwise our secret might not stay so secret for very long. I'm sure there will be lots of cute guys at the rave who would be very interested to discover what's under my skirt tonight..."
This cuckold fantasy was the heaviest obsession I had ever seen Paige fall under, and for two weeks we hadn't had sex without at least a little cuckold dirty talk. At least this time the topic wasn't... you know who. I tried hard not to think about him. Because that caused an even stronger, deeper Pavlovian response from my cock.
But I had gotten relieved too soon.
"Maybe your best friend Liam will be there," said Paige in a smoky voice. She sank down onto my lap, straddling me and pressing her naked pussy against the suddenly growing bulge in my pants. "And he could get a goooood look at your girlfriend's beautiful body." Paige's hips moved slightly, allowing her to feel my hardening cock press directly against her pussy. She smirked as she received confirmation that talking about my hated rival was having its intended effect.
"N-no chance," I said, trying to sound confident, "There are a hundred parties in the city tonight. What are the chances that Liam happens to be at this one?"
But Paige's cocky grin didn't falter, and she began gently grinding her hips down into the growing bulge in my pants. "What if I told you that there is a very, very good chance Liam will be there tonight?" she asked teasingly.
"What do you mean babe?" I asked in a nervous voice, my heart beginning to beat faster.
"Well... it's just that Tara had allll the gossip when I was out with her yesterday," explained Paige, her liquid hip movements ramping up in intensity. "Word is that Liam just broke things off with the girl he was hooking up with. And he's going to the rave tonight."
I remembered Paige's giddy excitement last night after Tara told her about the rave. This new information cast the memory in a disturbing light. I looked at the obviously slutty outfit my girlfriend had chosen with fresh eyes. My cock throbbed in my pants beneath the steady, grinding pressure of Paige's hips.
"Just imagine it, Daddy," purred Paige, loosely draping her hands around my neck and staring at me with wicked eyes as she continued swirling her hips, "Liam King, big man on campus, out on the prowl for pussy. Just going into that rave in this outfit will be like tying a steak around my neck and jumping into a tiger cage."
"Do you have what it takes to stop him, babe?" she asked, her bright blue eyes locked on mine. She dipped her head to nip at my ear before whispering in my ear, "... To stop us? I've heard that there's a little motel right next to the club... people go there when they just can't wait to make it home. It sounds like the perfect place for me to invite a big stud like Liam."
"Paige," I protested in a strangled voice, "Th-this is just a fantasy, right? Dirty talk. You wouldn't actually... with Liam..." I couldn't complete the thought. Paige laughed and kissed me on the nose, shaking her head as if I was being silly as she got up off my lap.
"Don't worry, Daddy," she said solemnly, "I'm not going to do anything that you don't want me to do. I promise."
It wasn't until after we left for the rave that I realized she hadn't actually denied that she would fuck Liam.
...
The club was exactly as I imagined it. Loud, crowded, and hot. I could tell by Paige's beaming face that it looked vibrant and exciting to her. To me, it looked like a headache, even apart from the erotic danger that Paige had hung over my head.
It was clear that Paige wanted to come tonight in order to push the envelope a little further with our cuckold fantasy. I knew from experience that Paige would always push the boundaries of our sex play until she found my hard limit. Like the time she really wanted to experiment with my ass for a couple of weeks this past winter. I had to be very firm with her when I saw her shopping for strapons online that that wasn't a line I was interested in crossing.
So I would have to be vigilant at the rave. Not because I thought Paige would seriously try to fuck Liam behind my back, but because I knew she would keep pushing the envelope until she found my hard line. I had already decided what my limit was. I didn't want Paige and Liam interacting directly at all. Paige could point Liam out across the room and whisper in my ear about how much she wanted to fuck him to her heart's content, but I would draw the line at even an innocent conversation. Paige would probably think my hard limit was unacceptably tame, but I had to protect my heart.
After all, even the idea of coming here because Liam was looking for girls to fuck had my cock rock hard and my mind in turmoil. Actually putting my girlfriend in the path of that cocky prick would be too much.
Paige made a beeline for the bar as soon as we entered the building. The air pulsed with the deep bass of the beats, and the packed crowd bobbed and undulated with the rhythm, even the people not currently on the dance floor. As we passed through the crowd, I could see from the sometimes dazed, sometimes manic eyes of the party-goers that I was correct: people were doing more than just drinking alcohol tonight. I also noted that, although Paige wasn't the sluttiest-dressed woman in the room, she was easily in the top ten percent. And based on her secret lack of panties, she might have even been in the top ten. My anxiety and reluctant arousal slipped a notch higher.
We finally squeezed our way to the bar, and Paige looped her arm through mine, putting her lips up against my ear so her voice could be heard over the music. "Have you noticed all the cute guys who are checking me out?" she half-shouted in an excited voice. I whipped my head around, trying to ignore the sudden throb from between my legs. I didn't see any boys around us currently, but with the way her skimpy outfit stood out in the crowd, I didn't think Paige was bluffing.
"All of them are wishing they were my boyfriend instead of you," continued Paige. I shuddered as I suddenly felt Paige's wicked little tongue trace the outline of my ear. "And who knows, Daddy... maybe just for tonight, we could make that wish come true for one of them."
Even as her filthy words were worming into my ear, I saw him across the room.
Liam fucking King.
He was tall, a head taller than me at least. Broad too, with thick, powerful shoulders that complemented his semi-muscular build. His hair was dark and wavy, combed back with some product that made it shine like liquid in the dim light. He was chatting up one of the girls that had dressed almost as slutty as Paige, leaning over her with a smoldering, predatory look on his chiseled face.
Paige noticed that I was staring at something before I could hide my reaction. She looked over, and a stab of fear pierced my heart as I saw the pure, joyful excitement light up her cute features. As if he felt Paige's interested eyes on him, Liam suddenly looked up, scanning the room with his chocolate-brown eyes. I held my breath as his eyes passed over us. But we were just another face in the crowd. There were too many people here for Liam to notice two people he vaguely knew and didn't expect to be here.
Then Paige waved, drawing Liam's eyes back to us like a magnet. He smirked as he took his time checking out my girlfriend's displayed body, ignoring the girl who was still talking to him. When his eyes finally made the slow journey up to Paige's face, it seemed like he was surprised to recognize her. But once he did, he instantly got up from his lean and began pushing his way through the crowd toward us, abandoning the slutty girl he had been talking to.
"Ooh! What should I say to him?" gushed Paige excitedly, "I mean, what is the right level of flirting to say 'I have a boyfriend, but I'm still definitely interested in fucking you'?"
With my heart in my throat, I took Paige by the hand, "Come on," I said, "We're leaving."
Paige looked at me with confusion. "Leaving? But babe..." She looked over at Liam pushing his way through the crowd, then looked back at my face, which was set in a serious, firm expression. Her lips pursed into a pout. "Seriously?" she whined, probing exactly how firm my line was.
"Seriously," I said, already pulling Paige away from the bar toward a dark corner with a couch and a low table.
"Sometimes you can be so boring, Tom," grumbled Paige as we escaped from the conversation with my womanizing rival.
...
By the time I got to the bar, Paige Weiss and her little boyfriend were already gone.
Annoyance flashed through me, but I let it go as quickly as it arrived. I knew the look that Paige had given me. I've seen it in women's eyes hundreds of times before. I've seen it in Paige's eyes before tonight.
Paige wanted me. The fact that she was here with her boyfriend made no difference to that fact. And it didn't matter how many times Tommy tried to run away with his tail between his legs and hide Paige under a rock. He would slip up eventually.
Especially if Paige wanted to be found.
Of course, I could easily have gotten with any of the women in the club. Not trying to brag or anything, but it's just true. Women can't resist me. It didn't have to be Paige. But she was the hottest girl at the rave, in my opinion at least, and why deprive myself of the best?
Besides, Paige's relationship with little Tommy Miller had always bugged me. Not, like, in a major way. I'm not losing sleep over it or anything. But the fact that Paige started dating little Tommy almost immediately after we had a sloppy makeout session at Tara Dorn's party annoyed me a little. I'm not even sure if I would have pursued her seriously even if she stayed single, but the fact that the possibility was cut off so abruptly left a bad taste in my mouth.
And... Tommy Miller? Seriously? The guy was the living definition of vanilla. I had to grudgingly admit that he was better than a lot of the slobs in the Comp Sci program, but that wasn't saying much. Paige was seriously slumming it, which also made me annoyed for reasons I couldn't quite explain.
So yeah, I'm an impulsive guy, and I impulsively decided that by the end of the night, I would be sinking my cock deep in Paige's sweet pussy, whether poor white-bread Tommy liked it or not.
I turned to the bartender and ordered two drinks to be sent to the happy couple. A cosmo for the lady and a beer for her unimpressive boyfriend. Hopefully the "kind gesture" would put Tommy's guard down enough for me to worm my way in.
With sudden inspiration, I plucked the tiny pill out of my pocket that one of my buddies had pressed into my hand tonight. "Just a little something to make you feel relaxed and happy" he had claimed. I had immediately rejected the idea of taking it (I was on the hunt that night, and wanted to be sharp) but now I thought I could put it to better use.
I thought about slipping it into the cosmo when the bartender wasn't looking. But then I started to think about it. I really didn't need any help with Paige at all. The sultry look she had flashed me across the bar had said everything. I doubted that she would need much convincing.
Thinking quickly, I distracted the waitress picking up the two drinks for a second, and dropped the pill into the glass of beer. "Relaxed and Happy," huh? Well, maybe a jealous, insecure boyfriend would be a bit easier to deal with if he could let go of some of his justified anxieties.
I glanced over to the table that Tommy sat hunched over. He was talking earnestly to Paige, who had her arms crossed beneath her cute little tits, an unimpressed look on her face.
I could guess what they were talking about.
I melted back into the crowd and danced a little to pass the time. I could be patient when necessary, and I needed to give the two lovebirds time to drink up.
...
"Are you kidding me?" groaned Paige, slumping back against the couch. "Not even a little light flirting?"
I leaned forward wearily, planting my elbows on my knees. "I'm just not comfortable with it," I insisted. I had to stick to my guns or Paige would definitely let things spiral out of control.
Paige crossed her arms in prickly annoyance beneath her barely-covered tits. "That's like, the whole reason I wanted to come tonight," she huffed. "So that we could get a little more material for our bedroom talk. You do know that, right? That it's just a game?"
I knew it was supposed to be... but I couldn't help but wonder about the look of eager interest I saw on my girlfriend's face when she spotted Liam across the room. Paige had many talents, but she had never struck me as that good of an actress.
"Does Liam know it's a game?" I asked, just loud enough to be heard over the pounding music.
Paige scowled at me. Then she thought about the question and her expression softened. "Ugggghhhh, fine. You win. But when we get home I am going to give such a demeaning cuck session that you'll cry for a week, mister."
Suddenly a waitress appeared, carrying a tray with two drinks. "No, no, we didn't order anything," I shouted over the noise.
The waitress smiled, already turning away. "Compliments of a guy at the bar," she explained with a shrug.
"Awwwww, that's so sweet of him!" cooed Paige, picking up her fruity drink and immediately taking a sip. "It's like he's... trying to convince us both to do something," she added with a wink. I stared at the beer in front of me suspiciously. Paige rolled her eyes. "God, you're so sensitive tonight -- I'm joking! Liam probably thought he offended us somehow and sent these over to make up for it. Drink your beer, babe. It would be rude not to. Maybe it will loosen you up a little, and you could use it."
I sighed and picked up the beer. I was forcing Paige to make a compromise, the least I could do was meet her halfway.
What harm could one little beer do?
...
Paige was right.
Tooootally right.
That beer had loosened me up significantly. Suddenly, the pulsing lights no longer felt annoying or overly bright. They were beautiful. The music had somehow changed from head-splitting to hypnotic. It felt like the beat was thrumming through my blood.
Paige had never looked so beautiful. God, she was hot. Her dark, shining, tangled hair. Her gorgeous body, now covered in a light sheen of sweat from the heat of the room. Her lovely face, with its delicate features and wicked, burning eyes. I could watch her plump little lips move up and down for hours.
I belatedly realized that Paige had been talking to me. I blinked slowly, my brain suddenly struggling to keep up with the overwhelming stimulus of the room. "What?" I asked stupidly, my tongue feeling thick in my mouth.
Paige narrowed her eyes. "I said let's go dance!" she said, tilting her head in confusion at my delayed reaction. "Are you feeling ok, babe?"
"I've never felt better in my entire life," I insisted, beaming at my smoking-hot girlfriend. "Yeah, let's go dance." It sounded great. A chance to really merge with the rhythm pounding inside my body. And besides, it was what the love of my life wanted.
But when I tried to get to my feet, the room swirled around me in a sickening spin, and I slumped back into the couch, shaking my head. Paige looked at me with a mix of concern and impatience. "Seriously, babe. Are you ok?" she asked, standing above me, clearly torn between staying with me and the allure of the pulsating crowd on the dance floor.
I waved her away with a wide smile. She was so lovely, and all mine. My sweet lady. Nothing in the world mattered more to me right now than letting her have what she wanted, and what she wanted was dancing. "I'm fine!" I insisted. "Just give me a second. Go out there and have fun."
Paige bit her lip, looked toward the dancing, then smiled apologetically at me. "Ok babe, I won't be gone long. Drink some water or something. I'll be back soon." And with that, she turned and hurried off to the floor, ready to dance her heart out.
I didn't mind in the slightest. For some reason, the idea of Paige having a great time was just delightful to me at that moment, even if it was without me. Besides, I have a great view from my seat of her writhing, barely covered body.
A happy girlfriend and a sexy feast for the eyes, what more could a man ask for?
...
I watched with triumph as sweet little Paige made her way out to the dance floor. Alone. Leaving her trusting boyfriend by himself on the sidelines. Was Tommy already feeling the effects of my gift? Or was he just naive enough to let his girlfriend go off on her own in the club dressed like a slut when we had shown a clear interest in each other?
Either way, it was a fatal error.
I made my way across the dance floor toward the little barely-clothed minx, making sure to stay out of her line of sight until I was too close to avoid, just in case she had qualms about chatting me up when her boyfriend wanted her to hide from me.
Paige was a hot little piece of ass, writhing her tight body in time to the music, the center of attention for the guys in the crowd surrounding her. Her muscles rippled and flexed under her shining, sweaty skin.
I couldn't wait to fuck her.
When I was finally close enough, I stepped into Paige's line of sight, grinning widely. Luckily, the music had dropped to a low, pulsing beat, and we could have a conversation at nearly a normal volume.
"Hey," I said with a roguish grin that multiple women have told me was enough to get them wet all by itself. "Fancy meeting you here." I was ecstatic to see that Paige's first, unforced reaction was a naughty little smile, which she quickly covered up with a look of chilly disinterest.
"My boyfriend says I can't talk to you," she said flatly, maintaining her rhythmic dance. But despite her dismissive words, I noticed that her big blue eyes were taking a sneaky peek at my body as I danced beside her.
"That's rude of him," I said with a chuckle. "Do you always let him boss you around like that?"
Paige raised an eyebrow. "No, but when it comes to whether I should flirt with other men, I think he gets a say." She was maintaining her cold, hard exterior, but she also didn't move away, like a woman would if they truly didn't want to talk. I decided to press further.
"So you wanted to flirt with me?" I asked warmly, raising an eyebrow.
Paige blushed and looked away, a chuckle surprised out of her by my bold question. "Whatever. Don't flatter yourself," she said, but her chilly demeanor had cracked a bit. "My boyfriend is watching me dance, Liam, so I'm going to have to say goodbye. There's plenty of other girls on the dance floor you can charm."
I looked over to where Tommy was sitting, and, just like Paige had claimed, he was staring over at us talking. But he didn't look upset. In fact... he looked ecstatic. "I don't think your boyfriend minds us talking," I said smugly, thanking my buddy who had given me that pill from the bottom of my heart. "In fact..." I frowned in surprise as I saw what was obviously a massive tent being pitched in the little loser's pants. "It looks like he's enjoying himself ALOT."
Paige followed my gaze and snorted with laughter. "I fucking knew it," she said with a fond smile as she gave her boyfriend a sultry wave, "Silly boy doesn't even know what he wants."



I curled my lip into a sneer of confused disgust. "Jesus. Is he rubbing himself through his pants in the club? Perving out on watching you dance?"
Paige gave me a considering sidelong glance. She seemed to war with herself, practically bursting with a secret she couldn't wait to tell, but knew she shouldn't. Finally, in the face of my warm, attractive gaze, she folded. "Ok fine," she giggled, "I'll tell you, but you have to PROMISE that you'll never tell Tom that I told you."
"I promise," I said solemnly, my eyes drinking in Paige's vivacious beauty.
"Tom has a dirty little cuckold fetish," said Paige conspiratorily, leaning forward. I took the opportunity the relish her intoxicating proximity. The warmth of her gleaming skin. The smell of her fruity perfume. The mischievous sparkle of her eyes. "He just can't help getting hard when he hears me talk about wanting other men. And one man in particular really makes him horny and jealous whenever his name comes up," she confided with a cheeky wink.
I looked back and forth between the pathetic little cuck sitting on the sidelines with a raging boner and his red-hot, clearly interested girlfriend.
Holy shit, this was going to be like easy mode.
"So you're saying he would love it if we danced together?" I asked pushily.
Paige frowned, clearly conflicted, even as she warmed further and further to my advances. "Noooo," she said reluctantly, "I don't think he would. He was pretty upset about us even talking earlier."
"And here we are, talking," I insisted, gesturing over to the scrawny perv sitting by himself as I chatted up his girlfriend, "And he loves it. Seems like he changed his mind."
Paige bit her lip, staring intently at her boyfriend, who was watching us with a wide, dazed smile.
"Just ask him," I said behind her.
Paige glanced at me thoughtfully, then nodded. She turned back to her boyfriend, pointed at me, and then made a sort of rhythmic dancing motion with her hands. Little Tommy's grin only widened, and he nodded.
Perfect. I was in.
...
Watching Paige dance under the pulsing lights with the beat throbbing in my bones was intoxicating. I let myself go, not even thinking anymore as I gave in to the pleasure of my senses. The music, the lights, and my girlfriend's lovely body all blended into one another in a pleasant blur.
Oh God. She was out there for everyone to see. It wasn't just me that was getting this feast for the eyes. All the guys on the dance floor could see her as well. I felt a stirring in my pants at the thought. But this time I didn't feel the accompanying jealousy and insecurity that came with the arousal.
It was like all of my negative emotions had been tuned to "low," letting my horny appreciation of Paige's slutty behavior run wild. Of course she attracted the attention of the men in the room: she was fucking hot. And of course she was tempted to... indulge the other men's lust. She was a young beautiful woman. I couldn't even be mad at that impulse.
If my girlfriend wanted to fuck other men... if that was what made her happy, then why would I stand in her way? At that moment, my rock-solid certainty that Paige would always come back to me, that I was the only one she could truly love, was so powerful and certain that other men having sex with her seemed almost trivial.
In fact, I almost wanted it to happen. It would be fucking hot to spectate as my beautiful woman got fucked. Even hotter than the rhythmic twisting of her body on the dance floor.
She was dancing with someone now, laughing and chatting while occasionally glancing over in my direction. She was flirting with him, eyes sparkling and face lightly blushing as she continued her sinuous dance.
I looked over at the man next to her, trying to imagine what he would look like in bed with my girlfriend.
My head pounded and my mouth went dry, a slithery coil of dark emotions writhing in my gut even through the pleasant haze I was feeling. It was Liam. Even though I asked Paige not to speak with him, even though she agreed... there they were. Talking. Flirting. My cock throbbed. A flood of filthy images flashed through my mind. Liam, the cocky, arrogant prick, easily charming my sweet, sexy girlfriend. Taking her to bed. Fucking the shit out of her and making her scream his name. Making her forget all about her old boyfriend.
The strange pleasant haze turning down my emotions made the vision feel even more dangerous. Seductive and even strangely tempting.
My empowered lust and voyeurism, barely restrained by my weakened emotions of jealousy and possessiveness, wanted to see my imagined scenario come true... To know the exquisite, devastating thrill of losing Paige to my hated rival forever.
My dick twitched again as I saw Paige giggle, looking over at me with taunting eyes and giving me a flippant wave. As if she could see inside my head and was mocking my twisted, perverted desires. She turned back to Liam, leaning forward with an eager, open expression on her face, speaking with passion. Bonding with my rival. I could feel the obvious chemistry crackle between them from across the room.
A moment later Paige turned, her attention focused once again wholly on me. She gestured to Liam, then made a sort of odd walking motion with her arms. Was she saying that we should leave because he was here? I tried to think through the strange haze filling my brain. Paige was probably right, the situation on the dance floor was going somewhere dangerous, and for some reason, one beer put me in a strange state where I couldn't effectively stop it.
Or maybe I didn't want to stop it.
I smiled and nodded, agreeing with her suggestion that we leave. Then, bizarrely, Paige smiled in relief, gave me a saucy wink, then turned back and began dancing even closer with my tall, cocky rival. They continued talking, their eyes meeting, sparks flying between them. My cock felt like it might explode in my pants just from the sight. Paige just actively ignored me when I agreed we should leave, mockingly winked at my discomfort, and then turned all her focus to Liam. He was stealing my girlfriend away from me in front of my eyes. There was nothing I could do to stop him, and the worst part was that whatever strange mood I was in made this crushing betrayal the most erotic thing I had ever experienced.
Liam looked into my eyes over my girlfriend's shoulder, a nasty smirk on his face.
Then he wrapped his arms around Paige and grabbed her ass.
...
Before, Paige and I were dancing next to each other, but now we were dancing together.
Her hot little body writhed and spun, pulled in toward mine like a magnet.
There's a cliche that says dancing and sex are synonymous. You know, the idea that if a guy or girl is a good dancer, they're good in bed as well. As someone who has danced with a lot of girls and then went on to have sex with them, I can tell you that the connection isn't as straightforward as many people assume.
But that night, on the dance floor with that hot little slut, the connection between dancing and sex was all I could think about. And based on the smoldering bedroom eyes she was giving me and her rolling hip motions, I would bet a million dollars that Paige was thinking the exact same thing. Our sexual chemistry was electric. Intoxicating. She was drunk on me, and I could tell it wasn't a question of if I would get to fuck her, but when.
But she still darted her eyes over to poor little Tommy once in a while, checking to make sure that the pathetic perv was still smiling there with his stiff little boner. That would have to change. This cuckold thing was a golden opportunity to trick Paige into sex, but the idea of sex with Paige being just a way to fulfill this couple's fetish didn't appeal to me. There was no way I would let Paige and Tommy make my fuck session with Paige all about them.
When Paige finally gave in and took my cock like the eager slut I knew she could be for me, I wanted it to be about me and her, with Tommy locked out in the cold. By the time we fucked, I wanted Paige to be thinking of her boyfriend's feelings in a distant second place behind mine. If at all.
"Say... I was just reminiscing the other day," I said as our sweaty bodies swayed to the low, pulsing beat. "Do you remember that time we made out?"
Paige raised an eyebrow at me like she knew what kind of game I was playing, but her crooked smile said that she wasn't opposed to playing along for now. "Of course I remember, stud. But I'm surprised that you do," she said flirtatiously. "You must kiss a dozen girls a week. I'm flattered that I stood out." It had been a while since Paige had checked in on the loser, but her bright, intrigued eyes were still focused completely on me.
"Don't sell yourself short, doll," I said, taking the opportunity to dance closer, invading her personal space. "You're one of the hottest girls on campus." I could see her breath hitch a little as my powerful body loomed above her petite form. Her pupils dilated. Her bikini top was thin enough that I even swore I could see twin bumps pressing up against the surface of the fabric. Paige didn't move away. Her face flushed and her smile faded into an expression of conflicted lust. Her refusal to move away was a submission in and of itself. I felt my cock begin to stiffen.
"One of the hottest taken girls on campus," she said, her eyes darting annoyingly over to her boyfriend once again. I took a chance and gently grabbed her chin, forcing her eyes back to me.
"But how taken are you?" I asked, staring deep into her eyes.
"Very taken, Liam. Don't confuse me teasing my boyfriend with me not loving him." Paige's eyes were two shining pools. Her words were firm, but her tone wasn't.
"So if you love him so much, and he gets off on this kind of thing, why not give him a show that will really drive him wild?" I suggested in my most charming voice. Paige stared up at me, her eyes troubled even as she danced almost close enough to touch, the sexual tension crackling between us. She didn't say anything, but her silence was an invitation. She wanted to hear my wicked proposal.
"If the little cuck gets off on hearing about me and you, you must have told him all about our make-out sesh, right?" I asked, subtly testing the waters on demeaning Paige's boyfriend in front of her. She didn't call me out on it, simply listening intently with a mild frown. "But poor Tommy never got to see the action happen. Poor little cuck has to jerk off to his imagination when he thinks about us getting sloppy. So... what if you and I staged a little reenactment for your boyfriend? Just to show him what he missed out on seeing for himself. Give him something real to jerk off to."
Paige's eyes sparkled, and she fought down a giggle, trying her best to look disapproving. "What a naughty idea, stud," she said, shaking her head. "But there's just no way he would be into that. I told you he has some sort of simplex about you, right? Just talking about you and I making out is enough to make him spurt normally. He was so horny and jealous over the idea of me just talking to you, that I think actually kissing in front of him would break his brain. Or his cock. Or both."
Paige still didn't know that poor little Tommy was floating in a hazy pink cloud of good vibes right now. That was my secret weapon: at this moment, Tommy would have an especially hard time objecting to anything.
"But on the other hand, he's been warming up to the idea," I reminded her. "He even let us dance together. Tell you what, let's put it to the test, Why don't we try something a little... steamier?" I carefully turned Paige so that she was facing away from Tommy, unable to see his reaction to what would happen next. I could hear her mild, delighted gasp as my arms circled her body. "Let's push the envelope a little. If Tommy doesn't come stop us, he must be ok with us going further, right?"
My hands slid down Paige's bare back, resting on and cupping her tight little ass through her leather skirt. Her hands were against my muscular chest, almost as if she wanted to push me away. But she didn't, she stood breathing heavily as we both continued to undulate to the music, sweaty bodies pressed against each other, my hands possessively gripping her toned ass.
Paige seemed to realize that we had crossed an important line. She twisted a little, trying and failing to look over her shoulder. "Wait... Liam, wait... Tom," she whimpered, her brows scrunching together. "Is he ok?"
I held Paige tight to me, not allowing her to turn. Over her shoulder, I could see that this latest development had just barely pierced the bubble of poor Tommy's hazy contentment. The little cuck's eyebrows were scrunched together a little in a pathetic expression of mild concern. But as a first-time drug user, Tommy was going anywhere. He wasn't going to be able to come stop me no matter what we did on this dance floor. Also, his boner hadn't gone down at all, despite the look of mild disquiet on his face.
"He fucking loves it," I lied with a smirk.
...
Paige didn't pull away as Liam's large, strong hands grasped her butt, pulling their bodies together. She just looked mildly shocked for a moment, her body stiffening against his.
But then she relaxed. And they began dancing, not just close to each other, but with their bodies touching, skin moving and sliding against sweaty skin as they stared deep into each other's eyes.
Paige didn't look over at me. She was too busy right now.
It was impossible to not imagine it. My girlfriend tangled up in bed with Liam. Clothes being torn frantically away. Their lips meeting, hungry for each other. Slim little hands grasping and pulling a massive phallus. Worshipping it. A spreading. A parting. A cathartic plunge into wet, welcoming heat. A heartbreaking moan of sexual contentment.
And where did I fit into this confused, twisted daydream? I had seen enough cuckold fetish porn to know my place in that darkly erotic scene. In the corner, ignored at best, mocked at worst, burning with pathetic, impotent jealousy and perverted lust. Making due with my palm while the superior man claimed his prize: my woman's tight, eager pussy.
Liam's hands caressed every inch of Paige's scantily clad back, focusing on the place he should have never been allowed to touch, her taut, bouncy ass. And my girlfriend didn't say anything as far as I could tell. In fact, she seemed to thrust her ass out a little, arching her back to press herself into his strong hands. With her back to me, I couldn't see what was going on between them, but with that same arching of her body... was she pressing her firm tits against his chest as well?
Liam cast occasional smug glances at me over Paige's shoulder. As if to say, "What's wrong little guy? Why aren't you stopping this? If you came over here right now, Paige would stop in a second, and even apologize. So why aren't you doing it?"
Why wasn't I? Sure, for some reason I felt dizzy, and I had a raging erection that would be humiliatingly obvious if I tried to walk to the dance floor. But this was an emergency, and I could get there if I wanted.
But Paige's relentless teasing over the past week had lit a fire in me. A dark, consuming fire that had the potential to ruin my life and relationship. A hungry fire that had weakened my common sense and instincts for danger with the heat of its flame.
I wanted to see it. Maybe this strange, pleasant feeling was clearing away all of the negative emotions that would have made this sight repulsive and saddening to me, but I wanted to see my girlfriend claimed by the cocky prick that I hated.
Paige whirled, turning toward me, and for a moment I thought it was so she could finally check in with me and reestablish our bond with eye contact across the crowded room. I desperately wanted her to recenter this twisted game, firmly establishing this erotic moment as being about us, not Liam.
She did look at me then, but her eyes weren't loving and reassuring. They were lust-hazed and guilty. She knew what she was doing had crossed a line, and she wanted to do it anyway. As Paige stared into my eyes with a guilty expression, she bit her lip and gave the tiniest, apologetic shrug.
Then she began pressing her ass back into Liam's crotch with powerful, grinding strokes. I watched with jealous arousal as Liam's hands reached down to grasp my girlfriend's hips, taking control of the erotic dance. He received no complaints from Paige. In fact, I think I saw her eyes flash with excitement as her dance partner took charge, grinding his crotch powerfully forward into her ass.
My cock twitched and throbbed impotently in my tight jeans, imagining the sensations that Liam must be feeling right now. God, it would feel so good to jerk off right now. But I was in public. The only one who would be getting his cock stimulated right now was Liam, and I would just have to sit and watch.
My girlfriend and my hated rival moved together like that for several tense, mind-melting minutes, letting their bodies fall into the pleasant rhythm of dominant and submissive right before my eyes. My negative emotions were slowly growing again. Inadequacy. Betrayal. Dread. But my arousal was growing faster, keeping me glued to my chair, watching with a pathetic cuckold boner as a tall, handsome man simulated sex with my girlfriend on the dancefloor for everyone to see.
Finally, when I thought I might cum in my pants and complete my humiliation, the beat shifted, and Paige looked up with shock, clearly shaking herself from whatever lustful haze she had fallen into. As she pulled back from Liam, I was dumbstruck by the sight of the huge bulge straining against the fabric of his pants. It must be twice the size of mine, at least. That was the monster that Liam had been rubbing all over my loving girlfriend's ass as she showed every sign of horny appreciation.
Fear for where this night might still lead swelled inside me, matched by my similarly growing arousal.
Liam and Paige were talking and laughing once again, and time seemed to slow down as I saw Paige twirl a lock of raven hair around a finger, gazing shyly up at Liam as he said something, a cocky grin plastered on his face. Paige was flirting. And she wasn't doing it for my benefit anymore. The teasing sidelong glances at me had ceased. Right now she and Liam were in their own little world.
Suddenly, Liam gestured straight at me, and Paige looked striaght at me. This time, I saw with relief, her gaze was soft and loving, and she gave me a little wink and a wave. But the moment of reconnection was spoiled when she laced her fingers through Liam's and led him over toward me.
I had just enough time to silently panic over how much I didn't want to talk to the tall, handsome prick holding hands with my girlfriend before the pair were standing above me, their fingers still entwined in an inappropriate handhold.
"Hey, Daddy," said Paige shyly, guilt written all over her face even as she continued to hold my rival's hand in hers. She gestured gently towards the hulking man beside her with her free hand. "You know Liam."
Liam looked down at me with amused disgust. I tried to casually hide my embarrassing erection by loosely holding my hands in my lap, but I wasn't fooling anyone. "Daddy? That's cute," said Liam with a smirk. Paige giggled and gave him a playful swat. His eyes didn't leave mine. "Tommy and I have met, doll. You want to tell him about my little suggestion?"
Paige finally released Liam's hand and sat down beside me, taking my hands in hers. I could still feel the clammy heat from where her hand had held his. "Listen, Daddy," she said earnestly, in her most persuasive, pleading voice, "Liam was just talking about how when we kissed before... I mean, me and him... you weren't there to see it. And, you know, since you and I have spent so much time talking about that kiss, that maybe it would be fun to... show you what it looked like. Just to help your imagination when you and I talk about it next time."



My breaths felt heavy and hot in my throat as I stared into my girlfriend's lovely blue eyes. No matter how she was dressing it up, Paige had just come to me with a man that I hated and asked my permission to make out with him. Liam came up behind her and laid a gentle hand on Paige's shoulder, causing her to look up into his eyes. My heart skipped a beat as I saw the raw, naked desire there. And I felt an answering surge of twisted lust inside myself.
I wanted to see it. The horrible event that Paige had teasingly brought up time and time again in our cuckolding roleplay. The time when her lips were tasted by a "bigger, better" man, in her heated, mocking words. To actually see Paige dominated and claimed by another man right in front of me... the dark temptation was almost too much to resist.
But I would have resisted. Even in whatever altered state currently gripped me, the fear of putting my girlfriend in the untrustworthy hands of that cocky prick made me sick to my stomach, even though made me hornier than I had ever been in my life. In that moment, the negative emotions outweighed the positive ones, and I was about to draw my hard line. To prevent Paige from pushing the envelope like she always did.
But I looked again at Liam's possessive hand on her shoulder. Saw the way her eyes glowed with powerful lust as she stared up into his deep brown eyes, lightly biting her lower lip.
She wanted this. Badly. And a small, insecure part of me spoke up, whispering a terrifying thought: was I really one hundred percent certain that if I said "no," she wouldn't kiss him anyway? Without me around? I wanted to laugh off the horrible thought that filled my veins with molten, sickening adrenaline... but looking at the crackling sexual energy leaping off Liam and my girlfriend, I wasn't as certain as I would have liked.
And it would make her so happy... the powerfully enhanced good feelings that had been washing over me since I drank that beer made that thought powerfully relevant. This is what the love of my life wanted. Craved.
And maybe it wouldn't be that bad. It was just kissing. It would be a little kinky fun that my loving girlfriend would use to tease me in bed. That was all.
My duty was to allow Paige to pull me out of my comfort zone, and I took that duty seriously.
"O-ok," I said, feeling my cock pulsing with the beat of my heart beneath Paige and my joined hands. "J-just give me one second to... to get ready," I said shakily. I took a deep breath and tried to steady my nerves, to somehow prepare for the nerve-wracking, erotic, humiliating event I had just barely agreed to.
"Of course, Daddy," said Paige, raising one hand to cup my face while still holding hands in my lap with the other. "I want you to be comfortable and have fun! Take all the time you-"
In one smooth, powerful motion, Liam pulled Paige to her feet, turned her toward him, and kissed her deeply, ignoring my request for time.
My brain reeled from the shocking sight. I had imagined the horrible, erotic sight of Paige and Liam together so many times now, and suddenly here it was, happening in front of me. It was just as awful and arousing as I had dreamed. My asshole rival's strong arms wrapped around Paige's petite, half-naked body, pulling her close. His powerful masculine form dwarfed her, and enfolded her.
Paige, taken by surprise, squeaked in protest against Liam's dominating kiss. She struggled weakly, trying to insist that they wait until her boyfriend was ready before commencing their sloppy makeout.
But she didn't struggle for very long. In mere seconds, Paige's stiff, shocked body melted softly against Liam's muscular form, swooning almost limp against his powerful kiss. Accepting him. Submitting to him.
It didn't look like a girl doing a quick sloppy makeout to get a rise from her boyfriend. It looked like a girl passionately kissing a man she was deeply attracted to, the rest of the world fading into the background as she focused wholly on their little constructed world of pleasure.
With me locked on the outside.
But she looked happy. Paige was obviously enjoying herself immensely. And absurdly, that very fact made me smile, even through the crushing humiliation of another man deeply kissing the love of my life in front of me.
Liam broke from the kiss, leaving Paige dewy-eyed and panting, staring up at him adoringly. "But we didn't just kiss standing up, did we doll?" he asked in a low, sultry voice. "We also made out a little on Tara's bed. Think your little cuck would like to see what that looked like?"
Hearing the dismissive word from Liam was like a slap to the face. "Cuck." It was one thing when Paige used it in demeaning dirty talk to get me off, but from Liam's lips, the word was even more crushing and shameful. How did he know to call me that in the first place? How did he know to suggest this makeout session?
What did Paige and Liam talk about on the dance floor as they both laughed and looked over at me, sitting on the sidelines with my stiff cock?
Paige's eyes finally broke from Liam's as he mentioned me. She looked over at my pale, shocked face, then down at the shameful spike of masochistic arousal tenting my pants. "I think he would love it, Liam," she said with a teasing giggle.
She didn't even bother to ask my permission anymore.
Liam gently lowered my girlfriend down to the low couch, placing himself between us, deliberately cutting me off from a full view of the action. Paige didn't even notice Liam's subtle attempt to cut me out of their moment. She had fallen once again into Liam's deep eyes, her soft pink lips gently parted, receptive and eager to resume their kiss. And when Liam dipped his head this time, he didn't content himself with kissing and hugging.
Liam's powerful hands went roaming over my loving girlfriend's nearly naked body, sliding up her hips, tenderly exploring the curves of her delicate neck... Tentatively brushing against a breast. My mouth went dry as I saw it. This was too much. Things were going too far at this point. I knew I had to leave my comfort zone sometimes, but at this point, it felt like my comfort zone was miles in the rearview.
"H-hey," I said weakly, my voice whispering through my dry sticky mouth, getting lost in the thumping noise of the club. Paige didn't hear me. At least, I hope she didn't. Liam paused with his hand just barely touching Paige's breast, waiting to see if she would allow it. She did. My girlfriend not only allowed my rival to touch her breast, she wriggled her chest against him as their lips and tongues continued to grapple, explicitly demanding further attention.
I prepared to voice my complaint louder, but then I grew darkly fascinated as the hands of the cocky prick I hated most in the world gently squeezed and cupped my girlfriend's tender little tits, rolling and pinching her clearly stiff nipples with his thumb and forefinger through the thin cloth. My heart skipped a beat when I heard Paige gently moan into Liam's mouth. I had heard that sweet sound hundreds of times before. She wasn't faking this. Liam was playing her body like a fiddle, and she was loving every second of it.
I don't know if it was the strange, positive mood I was in, or my throbbing boner, or the stunned heartbreak of hearing my woman be so sexually pleased with another man, but my protest died on my lips.
The sounds of their sloppy, enthusiastic makeout were so loud that I could easily hear them over the music. I could see other people around the room watching and laughing behind their hands. Liam and Paige looked like a couple that had gotten caught up in the atmosphere and lost their sense of propriety, acting a little too slutty in public.
And what did I look like? A third wheel. An unrelated perv who had decided to sit a little too close to the clingy, lovey-dovey couple. God, it was hot, in the worst, most twisted way.
But now that Liam had gotten this far, he had no intention of stopping. His hand moved down Paige's lithe torso, trailing over her thigh, seeking to slip beneath her skirt. I almost gasped as his hand reached the lower hem of my girlfriend's leather skirt, but Paige slammed her thighs shut. I remembered, with wet, hot, dread, the "kinky little secret" that Paige had demonstrated to me before we came. If Liam's hand had gotten under that skirt, it would have come into contact with Paige's bare (wet?) pussy. Luckily, on this issue, my girlfriend seemed to be on the same page as me. She looked like she wanted to pull away from the kiss and tell Liam off, but he didn't let up, pinning her down against the couch with his lips, despite her stiff posture.
And once again, Paige slowly melted once again into Liam's kiss. Submitting to the masculine power Liam gave off in waves. His hand remained where he had been stopped, resting gently on Paige's upper thighs.
And to my horror, her tight hold clamping her thighs together loosened. Just slightly. Liam increased the intensity of his kiss, equally tender and forceful, his big muscular body bearing down on my poor, sweet, horny girlfriend.
Her thighs loosened just a just more.
Then opened, blossoming like a slutty flower in the warm sunlight of Liam's pushy sexual confidence. Welcoming his hand as it crept beneath her skirt. Both Liam and Paige made sounds of shocked pleasure as Liam got what he wanted. Liam, at the slutty secret that he had convinced Paige to reveal, and Paige at the overwhelming sensation of a strong male hand on her quivering, naked sex.
New wet noises joined the sounds made by their mouths as Liam's large hand humped and bulged the leather of my girlfriend's skirt. This time I couldn't just sit there watching. "H-Hey!" I said, trying to sound tough and decisive, but only managing whiny and petulant. "T-that's enough! That's too far!"
I craned my neck to look around the bulk of Liam's body, which he had used to cut me off from Paige, and for the first time in her illicit makeout session, she looked at me. Her lips remained locked with Liam in their long, hot, endless kiss. Her eyes were clouded with lust, and I thought I saw... annoyance there. Impatience that her fun was being interrupted. But I couldn't back down now. I had to stand up for myself. For our relationship.
"Paige, baby, this is too much," I whined, "We all need to take a breath, and--"
Maintaining her gaze on me, Paige raised her dangling foot and planted it squarely on my crotch, providing firm, humiliating pressure on my stiff cock with her high-heeled shoe. My decisive words died on my tongue, replaced by a pathetic whimper. I felt so fucking good. I saw mockery in my girlfriend's eyes in the instant before she returned her attention back to the alpha male kissing and fingering her. She continued to push her shoe against my cock as Liam's hand worked faster and faster between her thighs, giving her neglected boyfriend a half-hearted scrap of pleasure while the adults had the real fun.
It shouldn't have been enough to shut me up. The idea that this embarrassing, clearly inferior sexual attention would be enough for me was insulting on its face. But it did shut me up, and in the horrible, humiliating sexual moment, it was enough for me. I groaned and relished the feeling of my girlfriend's disinterested foot on my crotch, driving me closer and closer to a pathetic cuckold orgasm that I both dreaded and desperately craved.
Then I heard it. The soft clink of Liam's belt. I saw from the position of my girlfriend's slim arms that she was loosening his pants, trying to gain access and reciprocate his physical affection. Paige was about to stroke Liam's cock while making out with him right in front of me.
Liam would get her hot little hands. And I would get her foot.
"Get a room!" someone yelled nearby.
That seemed to finally break the two make-out partners out of the spell they were under. They pulled away from each other, a strand of slick saliva stretching between them for a moment, staring into each other's eyes with the intensity of new lovers. Which, in a way, they were.
"That's actually not a bad idea," said Liam wickedly, withdrawing his shiny hand from beneath Paige's leather skirt. "There's a motel next door that rents rooms by the hour I've heard... Should we go check it out, doll?"
Paige giggled up and him, then her eyes turned to me, already pleading. Her foot wriggled teasingly on my throbbing dick. "Well, what do you say? Should we take this somewhere more private, Daddy?" she asked me coyly.
"No," said Liam in a firm voice, surprising us both. "If Tommy is coming with us, he's coming as a humble little cuck. And that doesn't sound like a "Daddy" at all." He grabbed Paige's chin in firm fingers and prevented her from turning back to me. "If we're doing this, doll, I'm your only "Daddy" tonight."
Paige looked conflicted and guilty, squirming a little against Liam's grip. But it seemed like she had trouble denying anything to the pushy jerk pinning her to the couch.
"O-ok, Daddy," she said in a soft, hesitant voice, gazing up with submissive eyes at Liam. It felt like an arrow through my heart to hear my usual sexy pet name so callously and easily stolen. And with barely any resistance from Paige. "B-but then what should I call him."
Liam chuckled. "He looks like a loser to me doll. I think that fits. Now, tell your loser boyfriend what happens next."
He released Paige's chin, and her gaze turned back to me, guilty and apologetic, but also horny and helpless to resist Liam's cruel commands. Her foot pressed against my crotch once again as she said in a shaking, voice:
"Me and Daddy are getting a private room..." she gulped and hesitated just a moment before calling me the new nickname suggested by her Daddy. "...L-loser. Are you coming, or not?"
And to crown the moment of shattering, humiliating defeat, I came in my pants, orgasming to the pressure of my girlfriend's foot and my own pathetic loss.
...
Liam chuckled as he barged his way into the room ahead of me, his thick muscular arm slung possessively over my girlfriend's shoulders.
"Look at that!" he said gleefully, "They have a cuck chair all set up and waiting for us. How thoughtful of them!
There were several pieces of furniture in the small, dimly lit room. Liam was pointing to a chair set up in the corner, a look of sadistic triumph in his eyes.
I was still dazed and stunned by what had happened on the floor of the club. I wasn't sure if it was adrenaline or time, but whatever spell had been cast over me by the beer I drank was slipping away, leaving my negative emotions bare and raw as I stared helplessly at Paige and Liam. She leaned against his body and snuggled into his powerful arm, completely caught up, if only for a night, in being this stud's sexy arm candy. Shiny trails of fluid slipped visibly down her thighs, testaments to the intense arousal that Liam had caused her with his strong fingers.
The only reason I followed them was the terrifying ultimatum in Paige's last question. She had been clear: she planned to go to this seedy motel with Liam whether I came along or not. The implication was that, at this point in the evening, I was lucky to be invited.
I stumbled up to them, feeling the humiliating slimy stickiness in my pants, my heart in my throat. "P-paige," I said miserably. "Please. You aren't... you aren't going to fuck him, right?"
Paige, laid a soft hand on Liam and gave him a "one second" gesture, then sauntered up to me with a hip-swaying walk. She looped her arms loosely around my neck, giving me a sultry, adoring look, then pressed her body against me. I could feel the hard points on her soft tits press into my chest. Her voice whispered in my ear.
"Are you sure you don't want me to, Loser?"
I couldn't help it. The proximity of my loving girlfriend, her heated whisper in my ear, her firm tits and hard nipples pressing into my chest... Even so soon after cumming, my cock stirred in its own slime. Paige smirked as she pressed her hips into mine, feeling the growth of my masochistic cock. "Well, speak now or forever hold your peace," she said tauntingly. Suddenly my awful, consuming lust roared back. My most awful fantasy was coming true, and I didn't have the strength to say no.
I remained silent, red and humiliated as my girlfriend giggled and turned to saunter back to her lover for the evening. "Then go sit in the corner like Daddy told you to, Loser," said Paige, returning to her place beneath her Daddy's arm. "No more fantasies. I'm about to make you a cuck for real."
Both of them looked at me expectantly, and with a growing erection and a deep, clinging feeling of inferiority, I slunk to the corner to take my seat in my cuck chair. By the time I sat down, Paige and Liam had already gotten started. Liam had removed his shirt to reveal his chiseled chest, and was reaching up to pluck at the knot behind Paige's back as they resumed their passionate kissing. Her bikini top fell free, revealing her firm little tits, crowned by twin points of desperate arousal. They were swiftly hidden from my eyes as my girlfriend crushed her naked breasts against my enemy's muscular chest, leaning hungrily into their deep kiss. Her skirt came next, falling away and leaving her clad only in heels and fishnet stocking, a vision of slutty, horny beauty, her pussy puffy flushed and leaking down her lovely legs, topped with a neat triangle of dark, trimmed hair.
They were locked again in their own private world. I might as well have not been there at all.
I heard that insidious soft clink again. Paige's clumsy, distracted hands were fumbling at Liam's belt once again, and this time she wouldn't be interrupted. Unless I grew a spine of course. But instead, I sat there in a funk of jealous, heartbroken arousal as Liam finally shed his pants and boxers, his impressive cock springing free with a gasp of appreciation from my entranced girlfriend.
The comparison was obvious and immediate. I felt it in my gut like a dark, heavy weight. I saw Paige's eyes flick toward me for just a second, remembering that I existed just long enough to compare my inadequate cock to the one in front of her. "Maybe you were right all along, Loser," she murmured as her eyes gleamed with anticipation, her soft hands closing around Liam's thick shaft.
"Maybe I really should have been dating someone more in my league."
Liam roughly pulled her toward the bed and sat down on the edge, facing both Paige and I, his massive cock jutting up obscenely. He looked like a conquering king on his throne, while I cringed, banished to the corner to sit alone.
Liam cast one dismissive look at me, then focused his attention on Paige. "What do you want doll?" he demanded. "Ask me."
"Please, Daddy," she said in a voice trembling with shameful longing. "I want you to fuck me."
Even knowing before she said it that it was true, the words of betrayal still lanced through me with a flash of shameful heat, crushing my heart at the same time it made my cock pulse with impotent longing. Liam patted his lap with a leering smile and I watched with sick fascination as Paige walked forward, turned around to face me, and slung her thigh over my hated rival, positioning his cock at the entrance of her pussy in a sitting reverse cowgirl position.
Liam lay a hand on Paige's thigh, making her pause, then turned to me with a smug smirk. "And him. Your little cuck in the corner. You told me what you want me to do. Tell little Tommy what you want from him."
Paige's startling eyes focused on me, and I saw that all of the love and tenderness for me had been crowded out, drowned by the twisted lust of this erotic moment. "I want you to jerk off while you watch me get stolen, Loser." She moaned, then sank onto Liam's cock.
A deep groan of satisfaction spilled from Paige's mouth as she slowly impaled herself, closing her eyes in ecstasy as Liam's solid length penetrated her cheating pussy. Finally, she reached his hips, and they sat there for a moment, Liam rocking his hips slightly beneath Paige to provide stimulation as she savored the feeling of being truly full for the first time in a long time.



For my part, I did as I was told. I freed my slimy cock from the confines of my pants and jerked off with my own shameful release as lube as I watched my loving girlfriend be penetrated by another man. It felt soul-crushing. It felt amazing. I suddenly understood the powerful humiliation and meaning of the cuck chair. It was a place outside of the action. A place that was only for the truly pathetic, that forced them to the sidelines.
A place for those specifically disallowed from participating.
Liam pulled Paige's head to the side as he slowly began to move beneath her, thrusting up into her dripping pussy. But she turned her head away, denying his kiss. "N-not now Daddy," she whined. "Not while we... Not while we're fucking. It's too... too..." It may have been a strange line to draw, but I knew what she meant. Kissing while having sex would make it intimate. Like they were making love. Absurdly, it caused a spark of hope in my heart. Paige was still considering this just a crazy one night stand, not something real.
If Liam was upset by this, he didn't show it. He simply chuckled and said, "Alright doll. You want this to be just filthy, nasty fucking? I can do that. You've been a good girl all night. It's time for you to cum."
Liam's fingers dug deep into Paige's soft hips, pulling her down powerfully onto his cock. He set a punishing pace, demonstrating his power, technique and stamina as he slammed his cock upward into my girlfriend's vulnerable pussy.
But Paige herself had no complaints. She moaned and screamed with wild, slutty abandon. Her little tits bounced and jolted rhythmically with the force of Liam's thrusts, and her eyes practically rolled into the back of her head from the intensity of her submissive pleasure.
It goes without saying that both of them had forgotten about my presence completely.
My own slippery cock tingled and pulsed in my hands as I watched my beautiful girlfriend be completely dominated and claimed in a way I would never be able to. My heart broke and my cock sang as Paige's moans grew deeper and sluttier, her hips pumping up and down in enthusiastic cooperation as Liam's thick cock pistoned into her from below.
Then I watched my girlfriend cum, squirming and writhing on the tip of my rival's cock. The only thing I could do was continue to jerk, impotent and jealous, banished from the sex act to observe in the corner.
Paige's thighs quivered and her chest heaved with passion as her moans faded to gasps. Liam tangled his thick fingers through her messy locks, pulling her toward him again for a kiss.
And this time she didn't hesitate, fully giving herself to my hated rival in a passionate, wet tangle of tongue and lips. Her eyes closed as she lost herself completely to the illicit kiss, tossing aside her early objections to submit to her new lover's twisted will.
When Liam pulled away, his smug eyes flicked over to me, sitting, finally shocked sober, in my cuck chair in the corner. Then his eyes locked back onto the lovely, freshly fucked girl still impaled on his thick cock. "Now you're going to make me cum, Paige," he said in a voice quiet enough to feel intimate, but purposefully loud enough for me to overhear. "I want him to watch as I make you mine."
Paige whimpered, and her beautiful blue eyes focused unsteadily on me, filled with a heartbreaking blend of guilt, lust, and cruel sadism. "L-loser," she whimpered, still using the hated nickname suggested by the dominant partner in this twisted sexual encounter, "Come here."
No matter how much my heart ached, I couldn't disobey my girlfriend. I rose on unsteady legs from my humiliating seat on the sidelines and approached Paige where she still sat on Liam's lap, her tight pussy wrapped snugly around his cock.
When I reached Paige, she pulled me down into a kiss. But was it just my imagination, or was the kiss that I got significantly less passionate than the one she just gave to my rival? I imagined that I could taste him on her, staining her, like I got only the sloppy seconds of her lips. Which, if I thought about it, was technically true of our entire relationship, considering that Liam had made out with her first.
Even as our lips were still pressed together, Liam began moving beneath Paige once again, providing a disturbing, up-and-down rhythm to the kiss that was impossible to ignore. When Paige broke away, it was because she couldn't hold back a gentle moan anymore. But she still held my head close, pressing my forehead to hers, which was now subtly bobbing up and down from the deep, steady thrusts into her body. "Are you... are you having fun?" she murmured with a naughty grin, staring deep into my eyes from inches away.
"Paige, baby... I... I..." I tried to put into words how I felt about the events of the evening. How I had been confused, and horny, and terrified all at once. How all of those feelings had reached a powerful crescendo in this moment.
But despite the question, Paige wasn't really listening. She was losing herself again in the carnal passion that my rival's big dick made her feel. "Goooood," she moaned, closing her eyes for a moment and shutting me out of her moment of intense pleasure. Her eyes snapped open again, and now, with an intense feeling of erotic dread, I realized that the sadistic lust I had seen there earlier had eclipsed all of her guilt for the moment. "I want you to kneel, Loser," she said in a voice ragged with pleasure. "I want you to jerk off right up close as you watch a real man claim your woman."
And then she was applying gentle downward pressure to my shoulders, and both Liam and Paige were widening the angle of their thighs, providing the perfect viewing spot for my ultimate humiliation. Just inches away from the action: the best seat in the house.
As I took my seat of honor, Liam began moving more powerfully, thrusting up into Paige's tight, pink pussy with deep strokes. Putting on a show for the pathetic cuck who had been forced to watch. The image was instantly burned into my brain in a way that I could never forget. Liam's long, thick cock, pushing, stretching, conquering as it plunged deep inside Paige's pussy, shining with my girlfriend's eager juices, his heavy, hairy balls swaying gently with the rhythm of his powerful thrusts. Paige's tight, wet pussy gripping and milking his dick on the down thrust, her tender lips pulling and holding slightly each time, as if not wanting to let him go.
This was no longer a dirty, filthy fuck. It was deep, slow and tender. Their hips strained and ground together in perfect harmony, Liam seeking his deep, satisfying pleasure deep in my woman's cunt, where I could never reach, and Paige dutifully working her pussy on his cock, obediently bringing him to orgasm, just as she was ordered.
Every tiny detail seemed to stamp itself into my brain. The smell of their mingled arousal and sweat was thick and heavy in the air. I watched in fascination as a line of my girlfriend's thick fluids dripped down Liam's balls and fell in a shimmering drop. Paige was moaning in wild, animalistic satisfaction, babbling "So goood, So fucking good, Daddy!" over and over again. Liam was kissing and sucking on the neck of the love of my life, marking her further with purple hickies.
My hand was shamefully working on my own cock. Fucking my fist while my rival fucked my girlfriend's pussy. I had been tossed aside and forced to watch as my place was taken by a superior man. Mentally transformed into the loser that Liam and Paige branded me as: forced to imagine fucking Paige while another man actually got to. The twisted, self-destructive thoughts whirled through my head as I watched the pace of my superior tormentors increase.
Page pulled Liam's head into another sloppy kiss, seeking that forbidden pleasure for herself this time. I watched Liam's balls tighten against his shaft just inches from my face, preparing for his triumph. Paige's hips writhed and ground with muscular intensity, desperately seeking her hot, creamy reward.
When the climax finally came, there wasn't much to see, actually. All of the action was hidden away, a private moment of conquest and surrender between my girlfriend and my rival happening deep inside her. I saw them tense and hold, and watched Liam's cock powerfully pulse with the forced of the thick jizz pumping through it, but the cum was hidden from my view, deposited deep inside Paige's well-fucked pussy. Paige looked down at me, her eyes blazing with pity and contempt. "Cum. Cum for me, Loser. Daddy just came the way he deserved. I want you to do the same." Hearing her cruel, mocking words, my own shameful orgasm ripped through me, and I groaned, splattering my own load of cum all over the floor and my hands. Exposed for the world to see. Dripping from my fingers as I watched the love of my life creampied by the man I hated most in the world. Liam the victor came deep inside Paige's sweet pussy, and the loser watching on his knees came on the cold, hard floor. Just as things should be.
Paige lay back against Liam, still kissing him, more gently now as his cock slowly stopped pulsing. Their sweaty bodies reclined back together, basking in the glow of their shared orgasm. As Liam's softening cock slid out of Paige's now-gooey pussy, my searching eyes could finally see the telltale sign of Liam's victory: thick, white, and oozing slowly from Paige's raw, loosened pussy.
Then Paige looked at me, her beautiful eyes focusing on and fully acknowledging me.
Her expression was unreadable as she lay in Liam's arms, her skin flushed and sweaty. Liam's cum leaking out of her well-fucked pussy.
I held my breath as she opened her mouth to speak. The world seemed to hang on a knife's edge as I waited to hear what my fate would be.
____________________________________
As she lay with her head pillowed by Liam's sweaty chest, Paige's deep blue eyes darted over my slumped posture, my devastated expression, my leaking, spent cock still held in my hand. An expression of tender sympathy spread over her face.
She patted Liam on the chest and rose to a sitting position. "Give us ten minutes, Stud," she told Liam firmly. "My boyfriend needs a little pep talk."
"Oh, come on doll," said Liam with a smirk, "Why do we have to..."
"Ten minutes," said Paige, cutting him off. She gave me a weighing look. "Or... you know what? Make it five. Get yourself a drink from the vending machine or something." Then she gave him a quick peck on the lips in a gesture so casual that it sent a stab of desperate jealousy through my heart despite everything else I had seen.
Liam grumbled, but obeyed, grabbing his clothes and slamming the door of the room behind him as he left Paige and me alone to discuss our relationship.
Paige sank to her knees beside me, placing a light hand on my shoulder. "Hey. Hey, Daddy," she said soothingly, granting me my old title back now that the superior man was temporarily absent. "Are you ok? What's the matter?"
"You," I said, my eyes welling again with frustrated tears, "He took you. H-he claimed you. You were his."
Paige's eyes were tender as she rubbed my back. She grimaced. "... Yeah. He did, Daddy. I won't sugarcoat it for you. Your least favorite guy took your girlfriend and made her his."
I felt my heart sink and I slumped even further than I already had, but then Paige took my head in her hands, raising my gaze back to her. "Temporarily. Just for a night!" she said firmly, her eyes begging me to understand. "That's what the fetish is, Daddy. Losing me again and again, then reclaiming me. That's what makes it fun."
I stared at her, the cogs working slowly in my brain.
"So what do you say, Daddy?" said Paige, her hand creeping down to play with my spent cock. "I know you came twice to getting cucked, but are you man enough to step up and claim me back?"
I felt an enormous wash of relief that Paige had not actually been taken by Liam, that it was all part of the fetish act. And I found, to my surprise, thanks to the hard work of my girlfriend's hand and my salved ego, I was man enough to go another round.
With a giggle, Paige pushed me back down on the floor and straddled me. I didn't have time to object before she had slipped my cock inside her. Into the hot, viscous remnants of her session with Liam. But I didn't have time to think too hard about the humiliation of getting sloppy seconds from my own girlfriend, Because Paige had started riding me, staring down with loving eyes and gently grunting with sounds of comfortable pleasure.
Not as wild or powerful as the noises she had made for Liam, but at this point in the evening, I would take what I could get.
"We are going to have so much fun together babe, you, me, and Liam," she said with a wide smile. "I can't wait to find out what happens next."
I realized with a pang of disquiet that Paige had discovered her next obsession. She had moved on from being interested in cuckold dirty talk. Now, in-person cuckolding had caught her interest. I knew from experience that there was no way to shake these focuses. You just had to wait them out.
As my lovely girlfriend ground her hips down into my cock, her slightly loosened pussy squelching around me with my rival's cum, I tried my best to mitigate the humiliation her new obsession had in store for me.
"But... it doesn't matter if it's Liam, right?" I asked desperately. "Wouldn't it be better if we... I don't know, just picked up a different random guy each time?"
Paige's conflicted expression sent a thrill of jealous fear through my heart. "Wellll, Loser. Oops, hehe, I mean Daddy, sorry. Well Daddy, it was so hot with Liam tonight. W-why mess with a good thing, you know?" she asked, not looking me in the eye as her hips continued pumping relentlessly.
And that sent me over the edge, gasping and spurting a thin load of cum to dilute the thick white ooze filling my girlfriend's pussy, just as Liam returned to the room, carrying drinks for him and Paige.
...
Liam fucked my girlfriend two more times that night, despite the fact that I was too spent to even jerk off anymore, just watching with stewing jealousy from my chair in the corner.
Afterward, I went home with Paige, kissing and snuggling and reclaiming her all the way. We had a cozy shower together to clean off the sticky remnants of Liam's lust, then I tucked her into bed. As I watched my sweet girlfriend's chest gently rise and fall, I made a resolution.
I was the anchor in our relationship. It was my job to keep Paige grounded.
I didn't mind if she wanted to do cuckold stuff, but I needed to find a way to end this thing between her and Liam before we both got hurt.
____________________________________________________________________
Alternate "Sweet" Ending:
Paige frowned, noticing for the first time the tears rolling down my cheeks. She sat up right away, brushing off Liam as he tried to pull her back down to join him.
"Daddy?" she asked in concern, clearly addressing me once again by my rightful title rather than the usurper lying next to her. "What's the matter?"
I tried to form words, but just choked out a sob. Paige's look of concern intensified and she began to stand up. "Oh come onnnn," said Liam beside her, "He's just being a pussy, doll. Come back here."
Paige turned to him with a flat look of icy dismissal in her eyes. "I let you call me doll tonight because I thought it would make it hotter for Tom," she said frostily. "But don't push your luck, Liam King. In fact, I'd like you to leave now."
Even through my tears, the look of flabbergasted affront on Liam's cocky face was deeply satisfying. "Wh... Do- I mean, Paige, you can't be serious," he said in stunned disbelief. Paige just arched an eyebrow, looking unimpressed even as Liam's sperm slid thickly down her thigh.
"Now," she said flatly.
Wearing a look of offended confusion the entire time, Liam gathered his things and left the room, slamming the door behind him.
Paige knelt down next to me and pulled me into a hug. "What's the matter, Daddy?" she asked tenderly, "I was trying so hard to make it hot for you. Didn't you have a good time?"
I finally managed to get the words out. "H-he took you. He stole you from m-me. I saw it in your eyes."
Paige pulled back from me, her eyebrows drawn together in displeasure. "He WHAT?" she asked sharply.
"He claimed you," I said wearily, my chest still hitching even after my tears had stopped. "He took you as his woman."
Paige sighed. "Ok, Daddy. First of all..."
The ringing slap took me by surprise, knocking me out of my funk and startlingly me back into full clarity. I stared in shock at my girlfriend, who was wearing an unimpressed expression. "I'm not a dog, Tom," she said firmly, "Or, like, a priceless painting or something. I'm a woman. I can't get stolen, because you don't own me. I can't believe you took that silly dirty talk seriously."
"Second thing..." she said, pulling me into a tender kiss, "I'm sorry. This whole thing was supposed to be about helping you explore your fetish, and it looks like I fucked up and pushed things too far again."
"But... but I saw you! You were into him! You ignored me!" I protested, still rubbing my stinging cheek. Paige gave me a confused look. "I did all the things we've been dirty talking about for weeks, Daddy. Ignoring you, focusing on another man, humiliating you... you don't remember those being a nightly topic of conversation?" she asked gently.
I shook my head in confusion. "But I told you not to talk with him, and then you... you..."
Paige raised a bemused eyebrow, "You were sitting there with a giant smile and a raging boner, Tom, what was I supposed to think? That you hated it and I should definitely stop?"
I was feeling stupider by the second, but I still felt I had to protest. "But Paige, baby, I didn't want you to fuck him, and you did anyway!"
Paige's mouth fell open. "You didn't want me to fuck him?" she asked in surprise.
"No!"
"But I asked you, Daddy! I asked you if you were sure that you didn't want us to fuck," Paige protested, still shocked.
That brought me up short. "I... I guess I assumed that you were... I don't know, teasing me with that question? Mocking me maybe?" I said sheepishly.
Paige pinched her nose. "Ok ok, let's not get bogged down here. I think we both fucked up tonight. But let me get to my third thing." She pulled me into a tight embrace and kissed me passionately on the lips. "Liam King is an obnoxious loser whose only good feature is the donkey dick between his legs. He's an asshole, and honestly? A bore. The guy goes to parties every single night. He would put me to sleep."
Her deep blue eyes peered lovingly into mine. "But even if he was a lot cooler than he was, he could never tempt me away from you, Tom. Nobody could. You're the peanut butter to my chocolate. The anchor that keeps me grounded. And I think I forgot that tonight and let myself get carried away. So I'm sorry. I was a bitch tonight. Do you forgive me?"
I gulped down the lump in my throat. "Of course, Paige. And it sounds like I have to get a lot better at reading you. So I'm sorry too."
Paige ruffled my hair. "I forgive you, Daddy. And I think I'm done with this cuckold stuff. Too much work," she got a sly look in her eyes. "In fact... I think it might be time for Daddy to take charge in the bedroom again. I was a real bitch tonight... I read about this thing called petplay online. Maybe I could be a sweet little bitch for you more often."
I laughed and hugged my lovely girlfriend tight, and we went home, making plans to pick out a collar the next day.
_____________________________________________________________________
Alternate "Bitter" ending:
As Paige's startling eyes took me in, kneeling on the ground in front of a pathetic puddle of my own shameful release, they grew distant. I could tell that something between us had changed irreversibly.



Paige turned away from me, snuggling up against Liam's muscular body as they lay together on the seedy motel bed. She cupped a hand against his ear, whispering something to him as her eyes darted one last time to my pitiful state, devoid of any remaining love or respect.
Liam chuckled deeply at whatever she had said. "Well, sorry, doll," he said, his voice dripping with amusement, "I think you have to tell him yourself, you're technically still his girlfriend after all." His handsome face split into a mocking grin. "I would phrase it a little more nicely though. The poor little guy looks broken enough as it is."
Paige sighed heavily and said, "Daddy and I need a little private time, Tommy. Would you be a dear and leave us alone?" She didn't even look at me anymore, her eyes were focused lovingly on Liam's chiseled face.
"But... I mean... for how long?" I asked in a small, defeated voice.
Paige giggled and buried her face shyly in Liam's muscular shoulder, muffling her response, but sadly not enough for it to be inaudible.
"Just go home, loser!"
...
When I got back home that night, I assumed there would be some fallout. Paige would come home late, then we would talk and somehow make sense of the craziness that had happened that night. Just like we always did.
But Paige didn't come home that night. Or the next night. I tried to call her, over and over again, but the calls simply rang through to voicemail every time. I tried to text, and they were all marked as read, but I never got a reply. I checked Paige's social media. The only update was a shot of a delicious-looking breakfast on an unfamiliar table and a caption that read "Trying something new this weekend!" with three heart emojis.
Monday afternoon, I came home from classes to find that all of Paige's things had been moved out of our apartment.
All that she left me was a note.
"Sorry. You know me, always looking for something new." With a hastily scrawled heart. It looked like it had been written in under a minute. An afterthought.
And if the note was really true, then I would have been able to live with it. If Paige really was an irrepressible free spirit who couldn't be tied down by anyone, then I would have been able to take comfort that I had held onto her for a little while.
But it wasn't true.
I saw Paige and Liam around, from afar. Everyone knew they were dating. They were practically campus royalty: the hottest couple on campus. They were at all the parties. Which meant that I started going out less and less frequently. Without my loving girlfriend asking me to go, it was hard to summon the enthusiasm. Not to mention the fear that I would run into the famously lovey-dovey new couple at whatever party I went to.
Liam and Paige continued dating. All through junior year. All through senior year. Longer than she and I had ever been together.
They got married two years after graduation. Sent me an invitation in the mail and everything. Maybe I was wrong about Paige from the beginning. Maybe she wasn't addicted to trying new things. Maybe she was subconsciously looking for one thing in particular.
And it was Liam.
I see their updates on social media all the time now. Always trying new things, both equally enthusiastic about their crazy adventures. A perfect team. Maybe sometimes you don't need to add peanut butter to your chocolate. Maybe sometimes more chocolate is just as good. Maybe even better.
But those social media updates, as heartbreaking as they are to see, aren't the worst news I get from them.
The worst things are the videos.
They sent them pretty frequently during our junior and senior years: videos chronicling their explorations in the bedroom. The same experiments that Paige once loved to hold with me. The major difference was that it seemed that Liam was always the dominant partner in bed, no matter what new kink they were exploring.
Paige still said the same filthy, demeaning things to me, grinning and giggling through the camera, now referring to me exclusively as "Loser." But now she was far away and untouchable, forever lost to me, with no hope of sweet, tender aftercare sex ever again.
The videos dried up for a while after graduation. Maybe the happy couple got busy, or maybe their sex lives got more vanilla as they matured. Heartbreakingly, my guess is simply that, as time went on, they both just sort of forgot about me. I became nothing more than the funny story of how they met, a raunchy little tale they could only tell their closest friends over drinks, the whole table laughing at my expense. Paige and Liam clearly loved each other, and it made sense that their relationship became about just the two of them.
I was just some Loser that Paige had dated a long time ago.
But they didn't forget about me completely. A wedding invitation wasn't the only thing they sent me when they got married. I also got a video of part of their wedding night.
And I've gotten another video since then on every anniversary. They picked the same date as the rave for their wedding ceremony. It can't be a coincidence. In every video, Paige looks into the camera and says happy anniversary with a cruel wink. She knows that it isn't just her and Liam that celebrates the anniversary of that day.
I can only assume that Paige never really got over her cuckolding kink. But she would never cuckold her true love, Liam. So she indulged herself once a year.
Rubbing failure into the face of a stick in the mud she used to know a long time ago. An easy target that was just too fun to toy with.
This year their anniversary gift came two weeks early. My hands shook as I pressed play on the video.
"Heyyyy loser!" said Paige, grinning on the couch in the bright, spacious living room of the house Liam had bought them. Her hair was shorter than she wore it in college, and the jewelry she was wearing looked much more expensive, but my heart ached, just like it did every time that I saw her, to see her beautiful face and lithe little body looked the same as when she was mine.
Besides her necklace and diamond earrings, Paige had nothing on at all, and her body looked primed and excited. Just like it did in all of her videos with Liam. "If I was a pathetic little cuck like you," she said thoughtfully, dipping her hand between her slim legs to start feeling her pussy, "I would be so confused right now. Why am I getting my super special anniversary video so early, the only time of year that anyone pays any attention to me sexually? Is Daddy Liam just being extra generous this year?" She used an exaggerated "idiot voice" to mockingly voice my thoughts, and I flushed at how accurately she had guessed what I was thinking.
"Well, not quite, Loser," said Paige, raising one hand to delicately fondle a stiff, pink nipple. "Because this isn't actually your anniversary show at all! This is an invitation."
She rolled her hips forward so she was resting on the edge of the couch, her flushed, sticky pussy displayed directly to the camera. "Me and Daddy have a very, very special anniversary planned this year, and we want you to be a part of it, Loser." Suddenly, the perspective of the camera moved forward, and I realized that Liam had been there the whole time. He reached down, his strong hand coming into view to touch and rub at his loving wife's desperate pussy.
Paige whimpered with submissive delight, biting her lip and spreading her legs wider to grant her husband better access. "You see, Tommy," said Liam's voice behind the camera, "Paige and I talked about it, and this is the year that I become a Daddy for real."
Paige moaned and writhed up into Liam's hand. "We want you to be a part of it, Loser," continued Liam smugly. "You were how we began. You know, it's funny, you started out as Paige's everything, and you know what you are to her now? Tell him, doll..."
Paige giggled, looking up lovingly past the camera at her husband with dazed, horny eyes as he played with her pussy. "A sex toyyyy," she moaned.
Liam chuckled. "That's right. We joke about it sometimes. All you are to Paige now is another tool she breaks out sometimes to satisfy a kink. And not even a particularly favorite sex toy anymore I'm sorry to say, Tommy. I don't think anyone has ever been cucked as hard as Paige and I did to you."
Paige pulled herself together, even as Liam's hand worked relentlessly on her streaming pussy. "We aren't going to send you any more videos after this one, Loser. I'm sorry. We're starting a family, and this sort of thing is just too perverted for a young Mommy and Daddy to be doing. But... we want to say goodbye to this twisted thing we had. We want you to come over to our house and see Liam become a Daddy. One last time. In person, like the first time."
Liam swiftly turned the camera back on himself. "No sex this time loser," he said with his same old cocky grin. "But you'll get all the sex you can stand to watch between me and Paige two weeks from now. I'll send you the details. See you then."
I should forget I ever saw the video. They themselves said this would be the last I heard from them if I ignored their invitation. Maybe I could finally put this behind me and move on. Find a new girlfriend.
But the siren call of seeing Paige one last time... of seeing her get fucked like I did on the most horrible, erotic night of my life... it was too much to resist.
Hey, sometimes I need to stretch myself a little.
Get out of my comfort zone.
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Heather Brandt whined and panted, working her purple vibrator frantically between her thighs as she squirmed in the guest bed of her home.
She shouldn't be doing this. Even in her current shameful circumstances, she could preserve some of her dignity if she just ignored what was happening in the master bedroom on the other side of the wall.
But Heather was finding it harder and harder to hold onto even scraps of dignity these days, and besides, listening to the passionate lovemaking of the two people currently occupying her marital bed was the best sexual stimulation she had access to.
Heather shook with shameful lust as she eagerly soaked in the sounds coming through the guest bedroom wall, pressing the buzzing vibrator against her sopping pussy. Jackie's breathy, pleading moans. Lucas's grunts of manly exertion. The slap of sweaty flesh. The fuck sessions taking place in Heather's usurped marital bed on a nightly basis were long, enthusiastic, and athletic. At least, Heather assumed they were based on the noises she heard.
Ever since Heather watched Jackie claim her husband through their bedroom window, she hadn't been allowed back into the master bedroom, so she could only imagine what Jackie and Lucas's sex looked like. Sometimes, in the dead of night when her desperate arousal felt like it was overwhelming, Heather considered trying to sneak out of the house to see if she could watch through the bedroom window again.
So far she had been able to resist. She hoped that she stay strong.
Jackie promised that if Heather could excel at the tasks Jackie set for her, she would earn her place back in the master bedroom. But that had proven... difficult. Jackie seemed to no longer have any interest in assigning Heather human tasks. All that she wanted to do lately was train Heather to be a better puppy.
Heather would sit, and beg, and roll over, and fetch for hours on end, usually with a finale of eating out her mistress's tight young pussy. But none of it gave her any chance to prove her worth and break out of the brutal cycle of humiliation and arousal that her bratty mistress had trapped her in.
After all, how could Heather prove she was worthy of being a human when all she did day after day was prove what a good little puppy she was?
The wall next to Heather made a rhythmic clunking sound as her husband's powerful thrusts pushed their martial bed against the shared wall with the guest room. Heather reached out her free hand, touching the wall and feeling the third-hand vibrations of her husband's passion as her other hand reached a fever pitch of her own, a pale echo of the erotic delights taking place without Heather in the other room.
Heather added her own miserable whimper to the loud cries of ecstasy coming from next door, squeezing her eyes shut as her thighs clamped hard around her vibrator, trying to imagine what the adulterous sex must look like. Her head filled with sordid, confused images of her handsome, broad-chested husband twined in passion with the slim, lovely minx that had thoroughly claimed him.
Finally, Heather slumped back as the marathon session next door went silent. She could hear the two lovers murmuring to each other, but as always, they were too muffled for her to make out the words. She wasn't sure she would want to know what they were saying even if she could.
There had to be some way out of this. Jackie had promised her that she would have a chance to prove herself.
Surely her mistress wouldn't lie about something like that.
...
Jaquelyn Song stretched like a cat, sighing contentedly as her eyes fluttered open to the early morning sunshine. Next to her, still tangled in the sheets they dirtied last night, was Lucas Brandt.
Jackie studied him critically. The bulky man was still dead to the world, his hairy chest rising and falling with gentle snores. What did Heather see in this man anyway? He was a little paunchy, his hair was already starting to thin on top, and he wasn't especially bright. He was decent in bed, and there was certainly nothing wrong with his equipment, but even in those areas, he was maybe a seven out of ten.
If Jackie walked past him as a stranger on the street, she wouldn't look twice.
But this whole project wasn't about what a prize Lucas Brandt was. It wasn't about Lucas Brandt at all. It was one hundred percent about Heather. Heather, the bitchy Karen who had tried to use Jackie as a pawn in her petty suburban games. Heather, who was, Jackie had to admit, a total fucking knockout with curves that wouldn't quit, yet had the self-esteem of a depressed preteen.
No, Jackie hadn't taken Heather's husband because she wanted Lucas Brandt. She had taken him because of the delicious humiliation it caused Heather.
With that in mind, Jackie jumped out of the plush king bed with feline grace, leaving Lucas behind. She grabbed one of Heahter's silk robes from the walk-in closet and headed down the hall, hoping to find the pathetic little cuckquean stewing in her usual horny misery.
She wasn't disappointed.
Heather was waiting for her mistress in the kitchen, hands wrapped around a steaming cup of tea, her leg jiggling as she stared into the distance. After a moment, her slim fingers rose to run compulsively over the black leather collar Jackie forced her to wear, jingling on the brand new dog tag bearing her "puppy name".
"Good Morning, Daisy!" said Jackie cheerfully, strolling confidently across the dining room to pat Heather condescendingly on the head. "Who's my good girl?" It never got less amusing.. how Heather's eyes lit up from the praise, even though it was delivered in such a demeaning way. She even sort of nuzzled up against Jackie's hand. Acting like a dog had become second nature to her.
Heather looked nervously over Jackie's shoulder toward the master bedroom, but Jackie reassured her, "Don't worry, Daisy. My man is fast asleep. It's just puppy and mistress right now. Show me who's my good girl now, puppy."
Somehow, despite having her dignity torn to shreds and submitting completely to Jackie's authority, Heather still blushed and looked ashamed as she slowly peeled off her pajamas, revealing her plump, tempting curves. Soon, she was completely nude except for the leather collar around her neck, crouching on the dining room floor in her customary "begging" posture, hands held in front of her pale rounded breasts, her dripping tongue lolling from her mouth.
But there was extra tension in Jackie's little puppy this morning. Jackie could sense that the defeated housewife was itching to say something, despite her mistress's normal prohibition on puppies talking. It was about time. Jackie knew that Heather no longer had much fight in her, but she had expected her new puppy to chafe under the humiliating conditions her mistress had imposed long before this point.
Jackie had even started to worry that the fun was over; that Heather would never work up the courage to protest her new life. She was glad that Heather was finally ready to talk. It would make crushing the last little bit of her resistance that much more sweet.
"Speak, Daisy," said Jackie with a theatrical sigh, flopping into a chair in front of Heather and crossing her arms beneath her perky breasts, "I can tell you have something to say, so just spit it out."
Heather searched Jackie's face with wide, nervous eyes for a moment, worried that this was some sort of trick, but Jackie simply made an impatient gesture, and Heather hesitantly began to speak. "Ummm... mistress, I was just wondering..." she said softly, her eyes on the floor, "You s-said that I would have a chance to prove myself. You said I could earn my place back in the master bedroom. Would you be able to tell me... if you don't mind that is... when I would have that chance?"
Heather's eyes darted up to Jackie's face, clearly dreading a negative reaction. Jackie simply arched one eyebrow with a carefully controlled expression of unimpressed boredom. Internally, she was thrilled. This is exactly what she wanted: another way for her to take something from Heather. Another way that she could play with her puppy's weak, submissive heart.
There were three things that Heather cared about in life: her marriage, her power in the neighborhood, and, most importantly, her reputation. Jackie had already completely overtaken the first. Now it was time to usurp the second.
"Actually... I do have a task for you, Daisy. One that will give you the chance to make up for your past failures and regain your dignity," lied Jackie, noting with wicked interest that Heather was, as usual, growing hornier and hornier the longer she held a humiliating position in front of her mistress. "For the next meeting of the HOA, I want you to invite the board here for dinner." Jackie's mouth curved up into a sharp smile. "After all," she added, "It will be a special occasion. It's not every day that the HOA president steps down."
It was adorable that Heather still had the capacity to be shocked by her mistress's cruelty. Her mouth fell open as her crimson blush drained away, leaving her face chalk-white. "Wh-what, mistress?" she gasped, her legs wobbling under her.
'Are you really surprised?" asked Jackie with false gentleness, reaching forward to gently stroke her pet's head. "How much have you presented to the HOA board in the past few months that wasn't just my work with your name on it? I mean, even when you do address the board, do you really think you're doing a good job nowadays?"
"Mistress... I-I try my best," whined Heather pitifully. She looked ridiculous: naked and horny on her dining room floor, submitting to a much younger woman who was ruining her life for fun. Jackie shook her head, working hard to suppress a giggle.
But, unexpectedly, Jackie saw a glint of resistance remaining in her puppy's eyes. "Mistress," said the poor confused woman hesitantly, "I... I'm sorry. I can't just step down. Maybe I've been slipping up lately, but the neighborhood needs me. The board needs me." Heather badly wanted the chance to resume her relationship with Lucas, but it looked like sacrificing her petty position of power was too high of a cost for her.
Maybe becoming Jackie's submissive puppy hadn't turned Heather's brain to mush yet after all. Jackie shrugged lightly and sighed. "Well, if you insist, Daisy. If you're so positive that your little kingdom can't survive without its queen, I'll give you a chance to prove you deserve your position." Jackie watched with glee as Heather hung on her every word. Far from being annoyed at Heather's unexpected resistance, Jackie relished it. This was better in every possible way: it was much more fun to give Heather a false chance at hope before crushing her.
"You will still call all of the members of the HOA board here for the next meeting..." continued Jackie in a slow, measured tone, "But rather than announcing your resignation, you will announce a vote." Jackie fondly stroked the head of her beloved pet, already looking forward to taking another of Heather's favorite things away from her.
"You and me Daisy. At the end of the night, the board will vote, and the winner will lead. I'll even give you an advantage: you may campaign as much as you wish, and I won't speak on my behalf at all."
Heather bit her lip with a comically nervous expression, but the terms sounded shockingly fair. Jackie had provided the perfect chance for Heather to demonstrate her leadership skills and prove that she was more than just a sexually submissive puppy.
Jackie was one hundred percent certain that the curvy housewife was too far gone to take advantage of the opportunity.
Heather finally nodded and Jackie cooed "Ooooh, good girl! You're so cute, Daisy! Come here and give mommy a kiss."
This was an unusual command. Normally, Jackie didn't allow Heather anything approaching equality with her, and that included mutual acts of pleasure like kissing. Awkwardly, Heather rose from her crouch, bending to bring her blushing face close to her seated mistress. Her breaths were deep and rough, evidence of her deep arousal just as obvious as her rock-hard nipples. Heather's shining lips gently parted, her eyes fluttering closed.
Jackie dominantly closed the distance between them, capturing Heather's lips in a warm, wet kiss. Her tongue slid into the older woman's willing mouth. She felt the warm exhalation as Heather lightly gasped against her lips, swirling her tongue tentatively around the welcome, invading tongue.
Jackie's hand lifted and confidently palmed one of her puppy's large, naked breasts, pressing a thumb firmly against her stiff, rosy nipple. She withdrew momentarily from the kiss, staring up into her sub's dewy eyes with a teasing smile. "You're all worked up, aren't you girl?" she purred, her voice gentle, but with an insidious current of mockery, "All those nights alone with your vibrator while your husband and I have fun next door. It must be hard, puppy."
Heather moaned lightly, arching her back to give her young bratty tormentor greater access to her aching breasts. "Y-yes mistress," she admitted shamefully, "It's... it's lonely."
Jackie painted a look of sympathy on her cute, youthful features, her hand kneading and teasing the older woman's tits with relentless circular motions. "Awwwww, I'm sorry, Daisy. I've seen this before in puppies. Sometimes they don't have any other doggies to play with and they get all sad and horny and desperate. Is that you, puppy? Are you horny and desperate without anyone to play with?"
Heather trembled and squeezed her eyes shut. She was clearly overwhelmed, too ashamed to discuss her humiliating arousal from being so thoroughly cuckqueaned. Especially with the woman who was spending every night in her husband's bed. But Jackie wouldn't let her off the hook that easily.
"Answer me, Daisy. Is my poor little puppy horny and desperate?" she asked in a commanding tone.
"Yes, Mistress," admitted Heather finally, her voice a trembling whisper, her nipples as hard as iron beneath Jackie's merciless fingers. "Your humble puppy is so desperate and horny now that you've taken her man."
As a reward for her honesty, Jackie pulled her pathetic little puppy back into another deep kiss. Heather squealed in submissive approval as Jackie redoubled her efforts at teasing and groping her hanging tits.
Jackie could feel the excited shudder go through the tall curvy body of her captive housewife as she raised her slim thigh between Heather's trembling legs, firmly planting her thigh against her puppy's juicy pussy. She broke from the kiss once again, this time pulling Heather forward so she could whisper in her ear.
"Do you know what naughty little puppies do when they get horny, Daisy?" she hissed, hot and soft in Heather's eager ear. "They hump their owner's leg, desperately chasing some sort of release. Do you think you're that horny, puppy? Do you need relief from your mistress?"
Heather knew what her mistress wanted from her, and after the deep kissing and nipple stimulation, she was all too willing to degrade herself for Jackie's pleasure. Heather's hips slowly slid forward, rubbing her hot, wet pussy up the firm, smooth length of her mistress's stationary thigh. She moaned softly at how unexpectedly good the humiliating act made her feel, and when she repeated the motion, it was harder and faster. Soon her hips moved with deep, rolling thrusts, grinding her sopping pussy down into the thigh of the smirking brat beneath her.
Jackie kissed Heather again, celebrating her total victory while the horny, defeated housewife worshipped her body with frantic motions.
Heather moaned louder and louder, her huge pale breasts bouncing and jiggling as her humiliating humping grew faster and more desperate. She was clearly headed towards a deep, primal orgasm, unleashed by finally having sexual contact with another person for the first time in weeks.
And that was when Lucas walked into the dining room, woken by his wife's loud, slutty moans.
Heather's eyes went wide with horror as her husband goggled at the scene. His wife; naked except for a leather dog collar, desperately humping the leg of the young mistress that had stolen her husband with every sign of enjoyment.
But sadly for the poor, humiliated housewife, her orgasm had already gripped her. She shuddered and tensed, her arms slung around Jackie's neck, as she rode out the waves of her climax beneath her husband's judgemental eyes.
After she was able to collect herself, Heather was quick to retreat, snatching up her pajamas and hurrying back to her lonely guest room with a blazing blush.
"What was that about?" asked Lucas, dumbfounded, sinking into a dining room chair with an obvious tent in the front of his boxers.
"Something private between me and your wifey," said Jackie archly, reaching over to free Lucas's erection from the flap in his boxers and giving it a few languid strokes. "But don't worry, big boy, I'll make sure you are filled in on all the juicy details of Heather and I's relationship soon..."
"... Very soon."
...
Months ago, In Heather Brandt's bedroom.
The curvaceous redhead lying stripped and controlled on her bed trembled in shame and arousal. The two feelings mingled and entwined as she pressed her favorite vibrator to her needy pussy, masturbating in front of another person for the first time in her life.
Faria feasted her eyes with a slight smirk on her face. It wasn't strictly necessary to make Heather masturbate during the programming session, but Faria had grown a bit bored, and this promised to be much more interesting than Heather's mopey poor-me attitude.
"Ok dear," said Faria matter-of-factly, pacing back and forth at the foot of the bed, "We've established that you don't deserve how lucky you are. Let's drill down on that topic. I hear that you are the HOA president for this sleepy little suburb. Not exactly the most powerful position on earth, but it certainly makes you a big fish in a small pond. How did you manage to secure your position?"
Heather writhed, her toes curling and her legs flexing from the intense pleasure of her forced masturbation show. "F-faria, please," she panted, her voice tainted with a pitiful moan, "Just... Mmmmm... just let me stop for a moment! Just so I can answer you!"
"No," said Faria flatly. "I'm afraid you'll have to multitask, dear. Now answer my question."
"I... ahhh!... I'm a good judge of character. I knew right away when we moved into the neighborhood that the old HOA wasn't strong enough to stand in my way," said Heather, her face screwed up in desperate resistance to the shameful arousal pouring through her. "I used gossip and bullying tactics to force my way into the organization. When I took control, I kicked out anyone who could threaten me, and brought in people I knew would be loyal."
Even through her lustful haze, Heather looked shocked at herself for her own admission. Faria liked to look at these sessions as a twisted form of therapy: sometimes her hypnotic command to be truthful would draw out things that her targets couldn't even admit to themselves.
"So you ruthlessly took over, then filled the organization with pathetic sycophants?" asked Faria sweetly with an amused chuckle.
"Y-yes," admitted Heather, turning her face away from Faria's judgemental eyes. "It's not always easy to... oh god... to be a leader. It doesn't always look pretty. You need to be tough and ruthless to put people in their proper place and keep them there."
Faria saw that Heather was about to reach orgasm. That wouldn't do: staying right on the edge of climax was a much more productive headspace for Faria's purposes. Besides, Faria had just gotten some interesting information from that short exchange. Now was a good time to give Heather that break she had been whining for.



*Programming mode. Simple. Still. Peaceful. My next words will be your new thoughts.*
Heather's body relaxed, her hand limply dropping the buzzing vibrator to roll loose between its owner's legs.
*I defer to others naturally*
"-naturally."
*I belong on the bottom of the social pecking order.*
"-pecking order."
*it is easy for others to push me around and bully me. I can't resist a firm voice.*
"- a firm voice"
Well, that should put an end to Heather's silly little delusions of grandeur. When Jackie was finished with her conditioning, Heather would barely be able to speak up, let alone bully her suburb into submission.
...
Heather Brandt was fully confident that, this time, she would be able to meet her mistress's challenge with no issues.
As she sent out the invitations to the dinner party, she didn't even feel a moment of concern. Jackie seemed to think that convincing the HOA to reelect her would be a difficult task, but Jackie didn't know the HOA like she did. They had been handpicked for loyalty and spinelessness by Heather herself. Each and every one of them was her personal lapdog. She may have lost her dignity to the younger woman who had taken over her life, but the board members didn't know that. All that Heather had to do was snap her fingers and she would be elected in a landslide.
No doubts crept into Heather's mind until Jackie presented her with the "uniform" she would wear while playing hostess. Then quite a few doubts crept in all at once.
Heather stared down with a creeping sense of dread at the open garment box lying on her guest bed. She lifted the tiny, ridiculous maid outfit from the box and held it up, eyes roaming the pornographic outfit with disbelief. A tiny lace thong fluttered down to land on the bed, falling from where it had been hidden beneath the frilly skirt.
Heather looked toward Jackie, leaning against the door with a wide, leering grin on her cute little face. Heather should have known that Jackie would have something up her sleeve.
"Mistress..." Heather began, pausing to swallow thickly, trying to clear her suddenly dry mouth. "I don't think that the board members will understand if I wear something like this in front of them. They might be able to guess what sort of... private relationship that you and I have."
Jackie doubled over with girlish giggles for a solid minute before finally pulling herself together enough to respond. "Oh Jesus, puppy! Listen to you! Of course they'll be able to tell that you're my submissive little plaything once they see what I forced you to wear. That's the whole point! They need to have all the information before they make their decision, don't they? Put the outfit on, Daisy. Your guests will be here in just a few minutes."
Heather couldn't fight the feeling as she squeezed herself into the skimpy outfit that maybe this evening wouldn't be as easy as she thought.
...
The most humiliating thing about welcoming the other members of the HOA at her door was the contrast.
Jackie had chosen an elegant, if a bit slutty, black cocktail dress for the evening. The guests arrived in semi-formal clothes, clearly expecting that they would be attending a formal dinner party.
And, greeting them at the door with a blazing red face and a cringing demeanor, was Heather, wearing the type of fetish outfit you could buy at a roadside sex shop. The frilled skirt flared dramatically at her waist, barely reaching down far enough to cover her panties, and allowing tiny peeks of the lacy thong whenever she moved. The corset portion above was made mostly of sheer white lace with strategically placed black ribbons to at least barely hide her nipples.
Heather could feel the raw shock rolling off of her loyal subordinates as they entered her home and found out what their hostess was wearing. Heather tried her best to haltingly explain that her outfit was just a lighthearted joke. But to her shame, Heather saw that most of the guests looked toward Jackie with a thoughtful look in their eyes when they fully grasped Heather's humiliating situation.
Heather first introduced Jackie to the HOA board as her assistant, but it had become increasingly clear to everyone over the past few weeks that Jackie was the true power behind the throne. It was Jackie who contacted members and assigned them tasks. It was Jackie who had been making most of the arrangements for the upcoming anniversary celebration. Jackie had even begun giving most of the presentations on event planning progress and rules enforcement, which was Heather's main job as HOA president.
So Heather couldn't really blame the members of the board for immediately looking to Jackie for guidance when Heather acted strangely, but it did fill her with an overwhelming sense of powerlessness and shame. Jackie, for her part, graciously welcomed each guest as if she was the one hosting the party, and refused to comment on Heather's embarrassing clothing at all.
And so the tone was set for the evening before dinner even began.
Heather planned to serve dinner first, followed by the meeting. It would allow Heather to set the correct tone and shore up her social dominance of the group before calling the vote that Jackie had insisted on. But, even though Jackie had promised not to campaign for her candidacy in the leadership vote she had forced on Heather, it seemed that the little brat had no intention of letting things go smoothly.
As the last guest arrived, Heather followed behind them to the dining room. When she got there she realized too late that Jackie had already begun working to undermine her. The final guest, a timid, balding man named George Wilson, sat down at the final remaining set place at the table. The other guests looked up at their sluttily-dressed hosts with various degrees of disgust and amusement. Linda Carmichael, a slim blonde who could have loosely been called Heather "second in command" before Jackie had entered her life, looked particularly giddy to see Heather's public humiliation, biting her lip hard to hold in laughter.
Jackie looked up at her from the head of the table with a smug grin as Linda spoke up. "Oh gosh, Heather!" she said in a voice rich with amusement, "It looks like you have nowhere to sit!" Jackie reached over the table to pat Linda's hand reassuringly.
"Don't worry, Linda dear, Heather just thought she would be so busy fetching food and pouring wine that she wouldn't have any time to eat," Jackie's almond-shaped eyes glittered as they stared up at her puppy, daring Heather to contradict her. "What a sweet hostess, am I right?"
The eyes of the dinner guests turned to Heather. She had set enough places for everyone in attendance including herself, but Jackie must have removed one of the place settings. There was no way for her to fix the problem now, not without directly rebelling against Jackie. And Heather no longer had the spine for that.
"Y-yes," said Heather miserably, her hands knotting in front of her as she awkwardly stood in her revealing outfit, floundering in front of the board that she had once ruled with an iron fist. "I thought I would play hostess tonight and let you all enjoy dinner."
"Ok," said Muriel Hawkins sourly, leaning back with her arms folded tightly over her chest. "I have to ask: what's with the skanky outfit? What sort of perverted party is this?" Muriel was the newest addition to the board. Heather had earmarked her immediately when she moved to the subdivision as the type of sour-faced busybody who was perfect at enforcing the HOA's petty regulations. Of all seven board members, she was clearly the least amused and most disgusted by Heather's sexy maid uniform.
"That is an excellent question, Muriel," said Jackie sweetly from her commanding position at the head of the table. "Would you care to explain your wardrobe choice tonight Ms. B?"
The searching, smirking gazes of the HOA board burned on Heather's skin as she fidgeted in front of them, her forehead beading with sweat and her panties moistening from the humiliation. Shit. It was obvious that Jackie had no intention of bailing her out this time, and she certainly couldn't tell the truth. If the board knew that she had been bullied by Jackie into wearing slutty lingerie, she would lose the vote almost by default.
"I... I just thought it would be a... a fun way to lighten the mood," blustered Heather desperately, her blush deepening with every second. "I'm always so hard on you guys, so... so I thought maybe I could take myself down a peg, make myself look a little silly."
Muriel scanned Heather from head to toe with a disgusted grimace. "It's working," she said flatly.
"Well," said Jackie sharply, drawing the attention of the room back to herself in an instant. "As you may have guessed, Heather and I didn't just call you here today for an average meeting. We have some very important business this evening. Heather, do you want to tell them?"
Heather wouldn't have thought it was possible, but somehow the awful feeling in the pit of her stomach twisted further. Her entire strategy for the evening had been to wine and dine the board members first, reestablishing her dominance and authority before announcing the vote at the beginning of the after-dinner meeting. That way, they would vote while the impression was still fresh.
Jackie's eyes blazed with triumphant malice. The little brat had neatly outplayed her puppy once again. Heather's mistress had promised not to actively campaign for herself, but she had just gutted all of Heather's carefully constructed plans.
"I... I've decided that we're going to hold an election for HOA president," said Heather numbly. The six other board members murmured to each other with looks of confusion. Heather tried to call their attention back to her, but it wasn't until Jackie snapped her fingers that the group quieted down. Jackie regally made a gesture for Heather to continue.
"I will be standing for election once again," said Heather, forcing down her shame and spiraling arousal while trying to sound calm and collected, "But I thought it was appropriate to reestablish the fact that I have the full confidence of everyone on the board."
George Wilson piped up, licking his lips with his eyes locked onto Heather's sluttily displayed curves. "A-and who else will stand for election?"
But the answer was obvious to everyone present. Heather didn't even have to say it. Everyone in the room turned toward Jackie at once, sitting with a smug, satisfied grin at the head of the table.
Jackie just giggled. "Everyone will have time to think about who is the best choice for leadership during dinner," she said, looking everyone around the table in the eyes. "In the meantime, I think everyone would appreciate a glass of wine." She lifted her wine glass with an expectant look at Heather, and Heather had no choice but to retreat to the kitchen to uncork the expensive bottle she had bought for the occasion.
This wasn't going according to plan at all. Instead of presiding over dinner conversation and reminding her underlings of why she was the leader, Heather would be forced to serve in this demeaning outfit while Jackie sat at the head of the table, providing a clear contrast.
Heather took a deep breath and focused as she uncorked the wine. She could still do this... But it was clear that Jackie was intent on sabotaging her success. If Heather wanted to truly prove to her mistress that she was capable, she would have to succeed despite Jackie's opposition.
Trying to talk to voters in front of Jackie was foolish. Any attempt would be sabotaged immediately. She needed to pull members aside and convince them privately. The only question was who? Heather was a voting member of the board as well, so she only needed three more to make sure of her victory.
Linda Carmichael was an obvious choice. Her power was tied to Heather's, and she would have no guarantee of the same level of influence under Jackie. George had always had a bit of a silly crush on her, so he would be easy to convince. Lastly... Muriel. True, she had been disgusted by Heather's revealing attire, but Heather was sure she could convince the sour older woman that things would be even more obscene under Jackie.
So that was the plan. Pull aside Linda, Muriel and George and secure their votes.
No problem.
As Jackie reentered the dining room, it was to peals of laughter. As the leering eyes of the guests snapped onto her, Heather had the sickening feeling that she had walked into the end of a joke where she was the punchline. But she held her head high, even as she tottered on her high heels around the table, serving her former subordinates like the submissive slut she had become. Now that Heather had a plan, she felt confident and focused.
The last person she stopped at was Muriel. Well, there was no time like the present. She should ask the older woman now for a private conversation. Heather bent down as she poured the wine for Muriel, trying to get close enough to whisper without Jackie overhearing.
"Muriel, could you meet me in the kitchen for a private conversation?" she murmured softly, slowly pouring the wine to buy some time.
"I'm not sure that I want to do anything 'private' with you," said the older woman stiffly, refusing to meet Heather's eyes.
It looked like Muriel might not be as easy to convince as Heather thought. "D-don't be silly," said Heather with a shameful blush, "I just want to discuss the election with you."
Muriel gave her an exasperated look, but thankfully she stiffly nodded. "Oh alright. Fine. But you had better straighten up or poor George will probably die of happiness."
With a yelp of realization, Heather swiftly straightened up, her hand reflexively shooting back to cover her butt. The other party guests burst into another round of hearty laughter. Heather realized that she had been bending over with her curvy, thong-covered ass practically in George's face, with the rest of the guests getting a fairly good look as well. The short balding man indeed looked like he had nearly died and gone to heaven.
It was all Heather could do to retreat to the kitchen with a poor attempt at dignity as the laughter echoed behind her.
But things began to look up when Muriel came back to meet her. It turned out that the older woman was fully onboard with voting against Jackie before Heather even asked.
"Vote against that little smirking whore?" asked Muriel archly, her arms folded tightly against her body. "Hell yes, I will." She cast a withering glance at Heather's outfit. "As much of a simpering bimbo as you've become, I'm well aware that it's her influence that made you that way. Everyone knows. You should have heard her talking about you out there. The filthiest things imaginable. I refuse to believe it."
Heather was only able to weakly thank the older woman for her support. Well, it didn't sound like Muriel was voting FOR her so much as she was voting against Jackie, but a vote was a vote. One down, two to go.
Heather was still trying to work out how to discreetly peel George or Linda away from the table when she brought out the roast she had prepared for the main dish. The entire table seemedto gravitate toward Jackie like a magnet. All of the older members of the HOA board were hanging on the younger woman's words, only pausing to cast dismissive, leering glances at their president who was humbly serving them.
Once again, Heather felt a wave of humiliation and arousal rising in her as she realized that Jackie had successfully degraded her once again. Just like the breakfast she had planned for her husband, the dominant brat had twisted the situation so that Heather had been demoted to a humble servant somehow.
And just like that day with her husband, Jackie was poised to usurp Heather's rightful place.
Luckily for Heather, she didn't need to come up with a strategy for meeting with her next board member, because Linda came looking for her on her own. Heather didn't like the look in Linda's eyes as the petite blonde entered the kitchen, swirling her glass of wine lazily in one hand. Heather had always seen Linda as the perfect, groomed lapdog, cute and peppy and domesticated: the perfect lackey to accomplish whatever task Heather set her on.
But Linda didn't look like a lapdog right now. The gleam of a much larger and more dangerous animal shone in her eyes.
"Heather dear..." she slurred slightly, clearly enjoying the expensive wine a bit too much, "I just wanted to come tell you how lovvvvely you look tonight." She didn't even bother to hide her nasty little snicker afterward as her eyes slyly roamed over Heather's displayed body.
Something was off with Linda, but Heather knew she could bring her back into line. It was the only thing that Linda Carmichael was good for: unimaginative, slavish loyalty.
"Linda," said Heather, raising her chin haughtily, "I'm glad I caught you. I wanted to discuss the upcoming vote and our strategy for victory." Heather nailed the commanding tone despite her state of near undress. Linda seemed a little taken aback, but after a moment of shock, a look of cruel mockery slid across her face.
"Our strategy..." said Linda with a lopsided grin, "...right. Well, I'm afraid that winning might be a bit more difficult than you thought, Heather dear. You should hear what they're saying about you out there while you are slaving away in the kitchen."
So they really were discussing her. That didn't bode well, based on the amount of laughter that Heather heard filtering back into the kitchen. But it didn't matter. Heather just had to lock down the votes she needed, and they could laugh their hearts out.
"But," said Heather with a direct gaze into the shorter woman's eyes, "I can count on your vote at least, right Linda?"
Linda giggled with a wild gleam in her eyes. "Oh Heather, of course you can count on me. We're friends, right?"
"Of course!" said Heather, tension dissolving from her body. She had assumed from the beginning that Linda would vote for her, but after seeing her subordinate's strange mood, it was a relief to see that she was correct. "You're one of my oldest friends, Linda. Now, all we have to do is..."
"So, of course, you wouldn't mind doing something for me... as a friend. Right?" asked Linda sharply, cutting off what Heather was saying. Heather froze. This was new and completely unexpected behavior. Linda had never spoken over her before. Suddenly, Heather couldn't help but wonder if it would be easier to get a different member of the board to vote for her. But she had come this far. She would look weak if she backed down now.
"W-well, I guess it depends on what exactly you had in mind," said Heather, a hint of doubt creeping into her voice. Linda stalked forward, swirling her glass of wine in hand. The small woman's blue eyes glittered as she stared up at Heather. She suddenly looked eager to get revenge for all the years that Heather had pushed her around.
"Show me your tits," said Linda with a hungry grin.
Heather couldn't believe her ears. She felt like she must be mistaken. But there was no mistaking the vicious look in Linda's eyes as the short woman backed Heather against the kitchen counter. "Excuse me?" said Heather, trying to summon up an attitude of dignified horror, but only managing a pathetic whine.
"You heard me," said Linda sharply. "I've always wanted to get a look at those wobbly udders that you're so proud of. And from what Jackie has been telling us, you've shown her much more than that. You said we were friends. I've known you much longer than Jackie. So show me."
The old Heather would have laughed coldly at such an insane request from the pathetic little blonde she jokingly referred to as her "right-hand woman". But the new Heather panicked as her nipples stiffened to attention, ready to be shown to her former underling.



Linda leaned forward even closer to Heather, invading her personal space. "Now, Heather," she said in a low, commanding voice.
Obedience and submission had been engraved into Heather's very soul at this point. Her hands almost moved by themselves as they reached up to unbutton and pull aside the tight lacy corset of her fetishy maid outfit. Her huge pale tits practically bounded out of the tight material, stiff rosy nipples crinkling and peaking even harder than before in the cool air of the kitchen... and under the heated glare of Linda's mocking eyes.
"Oh wow!" said Linda with a breathy giggle, leaning in, subjecting Heather's bare tits to a humiliating close-up inspection. "Little Jackie Song was right! You really are such a submissive slut that you'll obey any firm voice. That's pretty fucking embarrassing, madame president."
"N-no," whimpered Heather, "You've got it all wrong. I... I showed you because we're friends and you asked me too!"
"Right," said Linda disbelievingly. She reached out and trapped one of Heather's stiff nipples between a thumb and forefinger, drawing a hiss of pain and pleasure from Heather's parted lips. "I suppose that Jackie is just lying when she says you've been using your body to try to solve neighborhood disputes then."
"What?" said Heather, momentarily shocked even out of her humiliation. "That's not true! I haven't been... doing anything filthy like that!" But even as she said it, Heather thought back to the other day, when she had given her disgusting next-door neighbor a handjob to convince him to stop his noise pollution.
Linda must have seen the hesitation on her face, because she just grinned knowingly, releasing Heather's aching nipple and turning away. "Well, Heather dear," she said loftily, pausing to take a long sip of wine. "No need to worry. You are far too entertaining to kick off the HOA board. I'll do whatever I can to keep you around, if only for my amusement." Then she turned and swayed out of the kitchen door, leaving Heather behind, her naked tits heaving with shame and passion.
Heather rebuttoned her corset with shaking hands. The whole thing had felt surreal, like being attacked by a sheep. If timid Linda Carmichael smelled blood in the water, that was a very bad sign. Heather had always thought of her... relationship with Jackie as a temporary diversion that took place behind closed doors. But now, she was forced to contend with the fact that maybe her sex games with the younger woman were altering her behaviors and others' opinions of her in ways that might be more permanent than she bargained for.
She had to pull George aside and clinch this election. After that... well maybe then she could worry about the long-term effects of Jackie's games.
But there was simply no good opportunity to pull George aside. Every time Heather entered the dining room, all eyes were locked onto her constantly, the six guests all practically vibrating with suppressed mirth as their eyes tracked her jiggling, barely clothed form. Whenever she retreated to the kitchen to fetch more wine, she could hear the group burst into laughter and excited conversation as soon as the door closed behind her.
Finally, just as the group was finishing the pie that she had made for dessert, Heather got her chance. George got up and excused himself to go to the bathroom. Heather quietly slipped after him, making sure that no one noticed where she was going. She set her mouth in a grim line of determination. It was truly now or never.
She waited silently outside the bathroom for George to finish, and then, just as he opened the bathroom door, she pushed him back inside and closed the door behind them. George, who had always been a bit of a wimp, let out a nervous yelp as he found himself forced backward into the bathroom by his focused and determined slut of a HOA president.
"George," said Heather, deciding that a direct, forceful approach had the best chance of convincing a wimpy little pushover like George, "I need your vote tonight. Can I count on you?"
George visibly gulped, avoiding Heather's gaze as beads of sweat formed on his forehead. "Oh! Uhhh... geez, I don't know Heather," he said sheepishly, rubbing the back of his neck, "The other members were talking over dinner and they made a lot of really great points. I think maybe it's better for everyone if we get some fresh blood on the board."
Heather's panic rose. George Wilson of all people was standing up to her direct demands. George Wilson, who had been so confrontation-adverse that he had cancelled a vacation because Heather had accidentally assigned him lawn inspection duty during it.
Jackie had this thing absolutely locked up. Or she thought she did. Heather wasn't defeated yet. She thought hard, biting her lip as she stared at the mousy little man who was still mumbling excuses for why he couldn't possibly vote for Heather. She thought about how George had always sort of had a crush on her. She thought about how showing Linda her tits had somehow convinced her to vote in her favor.
At this point, the habit of sexual submission had become like second nature to Heather thanks to Jackie's careful training. When the idea came to her, it seemed natural and logical, despite the fact that it would have turned her stomach with disgust just a few short months ago.
Her mind made up, congratulating herself on a brilliant idea, Heather fell to her knees in front of the short balding man in front of her, gazing up at him with smokey bedroom eyes. George's mouth fell open as suddenly his wildest fantasies manifested in front of him.
"I can think of one very very good reason to vote for me, George," said Heather in a coaxing voice and her slim hands worked his pants down over his hips. "Because I will be soooo grateful. And having a woman like me grateful towards you...?"
George's short, thick cock bounced into view, as stiff as granite from Heather's sultry come-on.
"... It comes with alllll sorts of perks, George," said Heather with a wink, extending her tongue to teasingly trail up the underside of his cock. George couldn't even respond, just releasing a mindless sound of deep pleasure as Heather's warm, wet mouth engulfed his cock, licking and sucking with desperate fervor.
Despite her seductive act, sucking the older man's dick should have been deeply unpleasant for Heather. George's cock was far too small for her tastes, not to mention how degrading it was to trade sexual favors to one of her weak underlings in exchange for a mere show of support. But for some reason, as she bobbed her head swiftly up and down the modest length of George's dick, Heather found herself getting hot and bothered. She had been denied cock for so long at this point that even this inadequate specimen had the power to turn her on. And the degrading, transactional nature of the sex act actually enflamed her further rather than dampening the mood.
In just a few minutes of slurping and slobbering, Heather could feel George getting close. She popped his cock out of her mouth to gasp and say "Fucking give me your cum George. Cum right in my slutty little mouth. I want it all." Then she dived onto his dripping cock again, wrapping her lips tight around its base, her nose nestled deep into his pubic hair as her tongue madly writhed and swirled, seeking her creamy reward. She knew that she must look like a pathetic slut at this point, but she no longer cared. Even George's vote felt like a secondary goal right now. All she wanted was for the man standing above her to cum in her mouth.
Just then, the bathroom door flew open. "What's taking you so long in here?" said an annoyed voice, "Jackie told me to come and get..."
Heather turned her face to see Muriel standing horrified in the doorway, dislodging the cock from her mouth just in time for George to cum, splattering his hot, sticky seed all over her dumbfounded face.
Muriel stared down in disgust at the curvy redheaded slut, on her knees in a skimpy maid outfit, trading blowjobs for votes. Then she turned and left without a word, A few seconds later, George pulled his pants back up and fled, giving Heather no opportunity to talk to him.
Heather sat for a few moments, cum dripping off her face as she reckoned with how far she had fallen.
A few seconds later, she heard laughter erupt in the dining room down the hall. Muriel must have told the assembled board members exactly what she had walked in on. Heather numbly stood and washed her face the best she could. The night had gone far far worse than she could ever have imagined. Instead of shoring up her reputation with the board members, she had instead been utterly humiliated and torn down in their eyes.
But... did she have the votes? She wasn't sure at this point. There was only one way to find out. Heather did one last inspection to make sure she hadn't missed any flecks of cum, then made her way down the hallway toward her fate, fear pulsing in her heart.
When she arrived in the dining room, Heather found herself the center of attention, just as she had been all evening. That had always been her plan of course: to spend the entire dinner party in the spotlight. She just wished that she had been able to do it on her terms rather than Jackie's.
Jackie herself sat leaned back in her chair at the head of the table, staring down her sub with lazy satisfaction. "So good of you to join us, Ms. B," she said with an undertone of smug amusement, "Are you all finished with your... campaigning?" The rest of the table tittered except for George, who blushed furiously, and Muriel, who looked furious.
"Ummm, maybe we could hold the vote some other time," said Heather desperately. She could read the energy of the room, and she didn't like it one bit. But it was far too late for any weak excuses. Jackie didn't even dignify her suggestion with a response, simply saying sweetly: "Well Heather, we are about to vote. Any last words before we begin?"
Heather took a deep breath and tried to smooth down the ridiculously short skirt of her frilly maid uniform. "Well, ladies and gentlemen of the board," she said seriously, trying to somehow strike a tone that would cut through the humiliating atmosphere of mockery, "You all know me. You know my track record. There may have been some minor hiccups lately, but that's no reason to..."
Heather trailed off as she heard a splash of liquid. She turned to see Jackie's wine glass knocked over, ruby red liquid dripping down to the floor. "Clumsy me!" giggled the young brat, raising a coy hand to her mouth. "You had better clean that up right away Ms. B." Jackie held up a cloth napkin in her hand. "Wouldn't want to stain the hardwood floors after all. Don't worry though, you can continue your speech while you work."
With a sinking feeling of defeat, Heather took the offered napkin and fell to her knees, doing her best to mop up the spilled wine while maintaining her dignified tone. "As I was saying, there's n-no reason to change leadership right now just because of a few... minor... lapses." It was no use. For just a moment, when she was still on her feet, Heather had felt like she was getting through to the members of the board. But now, crouched on the ground, her plump thong-covered ass wiggling in the air as she did her best to mop up the wine her bratty mistress had deliberately spilled, Heather had lost them again completely.
Heather could feel the air grow tense with anticipation: the feeling of a crowd of bullies ready to take revenge on the woman who had ruled them with an iron fist. Heather's submissive soul responded to the cruel power crackling through the group, making her pulse race and her body grow hot.
In her haste to quickly mop up the spilled wine, Heather bumped right into Linda, who was sitting at Jackie's right hand. Heather looked up into the eyes of her second in command and saw only hard, merciless hunger there.
With slow, smooth movements, Linda slipped a stockinged foot out of her heels, then lifted it slightly, extended her hand, and poured a thin stream of wine from her glass down to splash onto her foot.
"Oops," she said quietly, her lips curving up in a wicked smile, "Looks like there's one more mess that our hostess has to clean up."
Her face burning and her nipples suddenly straining against the thin lace of her top, Heather reached out the napkin toward Linda's foot. Only to be stopped. "Ah, ah, ah, Heather. That napkin is already dirty. But I bet if you think really hard, you can come up with another way to clean off my foot."
The rest of the guests watched with bated breath and eager smiles, their gazes burning on Heather's skin. She knew how she must look right now. Slutty. Pathetic. Humbled. It must be cathartic for all the nobodies she had packed onto the board to see her brought this low. She didn't need to worsen her own humiliation by submitting to Linda Carmichael, a woman she had never considered her equal.
But Heather felt a familiar fog in her head and buzz in her pussy. It was how she always felt when ordered around by Jackie. A powerful pull to give in, submit, and accept her degradation. But this wasn't a private sex game behind closed doors! If she couldn't control her masochistic libido, it could have real consequences this time!
Linda's foot hovered in front of her face, dripping ruby liquid.
And Heather failed herself once again, turning her eyes upward submissively as she took Linda's foot gently in her hands and closed her lips around Linda's toes, sucking the tainted wine into her eager, slutty mouth.
"And with that," said Jackie crisply, "I think it's time to vote."
The first three votes were quick and disheartening, but not unexpected. John, Mary, and Claire, the three board members that Jackie hadn't had a chance to pull aside, voted for Jackie. Heather was so focused on the voting as Jackie called their names one by one, that she didn't even realize that she still had Linda's toes in her mouth, her tongue submissively swirling around the petite woman's toes.
Now for the moment of truth. "Muriel?" said Jackie, turning to the sour-faced older woman.
"Jackie" said Muriel gruffly, casting a poisonous glance toward the pathetic slut servicing Linda's toes. "At least she doesn't act out her perversions in public."
Heather almost fainted. That was it. Four against three. She had lost. She almost didn't hear as Jackie called on George, who voted for the younger woman as well. She supposed it made sense: George had never even agreed to vote for her. She had given him a blowjob for nothing.
"Linda?" said Jackie, a bratty smirk lighting up her face. Heather looked up at her former second in command, eyes full of hope and mouth full of toes. If Linda voted for her, then at least she could keep some scrap of dignity.
Linda looked down with a deeply satisfied smirk. "The HOA board has only seven members," she said thoughtfully, "If we vote our president out, that means there will be no more place for her in our meetings... that seems like a shame." She wiggled her toes freely in the warm mouth of her former leader.
"I propose that we create a new position. Maybe... assistant. Or, maybe 'slave' is more accurate. She wouldn't have voting power of course, but that way we can keep her around during meetings to entertain us," Linda's eyes flashed toward Jackie, who was grinning broadly. "Is that something you would support, madame president?"
"Of course!" said Jackie cheerfully.
"Then you have my vote," said Linda. She finally pulled her foot out of Heather's mouth and leaned down to pat her "friend's" cheek. "See, Heather! I told you I would do all I could to keep you around."
Heather just slumped, dull-eyed, defeated, and horny. Only to snap to attention when Jackie called her name. "Heather?"
"Yes mistress," she whimpered, forgetting to address Jackie by her name in front of other people.
"What is your vote?" asked Jackie. "Who do you think is most fit to run the HOA board? You or me?" The correct choice was obvious. Even if Heather had just lost the vote, even if everyone else had voted against her, she should lodge a protest vote for herself to show that she retained her self-respect. But who was she kidding? Her humiliation had been crushing tonight.
She might as well make it complete.
"I vote for you, mistress," said Heather meekly. "I think you would make a much better president than me."
The vote was unanimous. Jackie Song was simply a better woman than Heather in every way.
...
Heather was a bit worried that Jackie would force her to perform additional sexual favors for the members of the board, but it appeared that her mistress had something more... personal in mind.
When the last guest had reluctantly been shooed out the door, Jackie turned to Heather with a strange look in her eye. The energy between puppy and mistress crackled with tension.
Without even being asked, Heather stripped off her clothes, crouching naked in the begging position, her sticky, swollen pussy dripping strands of feminine lubrication to the floor between her spread thighs.
"I... I'm sorry mistress," she choked, feeling the twisting spiral of shame wrench through her. "I was supposed to prove my worth, but I... I..."
Jackie giggled, fondly patting her puppy's head. "You did exactly what I expected and wanted," she said warmly. "It takes courage to admit your own inferiority and accept your place. I think you're finally ready..."
"Ready?" said Heather cautiously, strange hope blossoming in her heart.
"For what you've been craving, silly puppy!" said Jackie with a strange gleam in her eyes. "You've earned your way back into the master bedroom. Tonight, we'll celebrate your triumphant return to your marital bed..."
"Just you, and your hubby.... And me, of course."
...
Heather tried to dismiss her rising anxiety as she stood in front of the door of the master bedroom. When she thought about it, it was really quite silly. This was HER bedroom. The one she had shared with Lucas for years as the woman of the household. She shouldn't be afraid to enter. It was Jackie who had forced herself into where she didn't belong.
But in her soul, Heather knew the truth. The master bedroom was no longer her territory. She was a guest now, only allowed because Jackie had given her special permission.
And with that humbling thought blazing in her mind, Heather raised her hand and knocked on her own bedroom door.
"Come iiiinnn," came Jackie's sing-song voice, sweet and girlish, drifting through the closed door. With a gulp and a shiver of nerves and dark arousal, Heather swung the door open, entering her mistress's seat of power.
In the few weeks since Jackie had usurped Heather's place, she had already made numerous changes to the master bedroom. It smelled different: the light, fresh smell of Jackie's favored perfume hung in the air. The dresser top was scattered with her hair ties and cosmetics. Jackie had slipped into place so naturally that it felt like Heather had never even been there.
But Heather had no time to focus on the changes in the physical space. Her attention was held by what awaited her on her marital bed. Jackie and her husband lay entwined in a close, intimate embrace, lounging back against the pillows. Lucas was completely nude. His broad, hairy body seemed relaxed and comfortable, but a sneaking shadow of guilt lurked in his eyes. But however bad he might feel about what he and Jackie were about to do to Heather, it didn't affect his obvious arousal one bit. His cock was a hard, throbbing spike of lust, standing stiffly up from his hips as his bratty little lover lazily stroked it in a slim, feminine hand.
Jackie herself wasn't utterly naked, but her current outfit was designed to emphasize and showcase her lovely form rather than conceal it. She wore black stockings and garter belts with no panties beneath and a matching shelf bra that lifted and displayed her perky tits and rock-hard nipples. She was snuggled up against Luke, her head on his shoulder and her eyes locked onto Heather with a smirk as she slowly jerked his cock.



Heather felt the wrongness of this adulterous display like a physical weight. She vividly recalled the incident several months ago when she walked in on her husband making out with Jackie. Then, she had been filled with righteous fury, absolutely confident in her ability to punish the adulterous pair.
Now, despite walking in on them in an even more intimate position, Heather only felt shame and a sense of deep inferiority. The energy had been reversed: she felt like the intruder here. Absurdly, she was almost ashamed to be watching Lucas and Jackie's private moment.
When Jackie talked about Heather "earning her place back in the bedroom", Heather had assumed that she meant that Heather would be allowed to regain her place at Lucas's side. But it didn't look as if Jackie had any intention of returning Heather's man.
So what did it mean for Jackie to "return to the master bedroom"? Did she even want whatever Jackie was offering? Would she be able to resist Jackie's twisted gift even if she didn't want it?
"Look who it is, Lukey," murmured Jackie, increasing the speed of her handjob while staring across the room at Heather with lust-hooded eyes, "Wifey is back and ready to play. Welcome home, Daisy."
Heather felt herself break into goosebumps as Jackie used her "puppy name" in front of Lucas. Lucas's eyebrows scrunch together in confusion. Jackie giggled as her eyes flicked back and forth between the poor mixed-up couple. "That's right, big boy. I'm afraid us girls have been keeping a dirty little secret from you. But don't worry. I think now is the time to come clean. Right, Daisy?"
Jackie got up from her reclined position and grabbed Lucas's unresisting hand, moving it to his cock and encouraging him to pick up where she left off. Then the little minx crossed the room with a hip-swaying walk and stood confident and smug in front of her submissive, her almond-shaped eyes gleaming with enthusiastic challenge.
"Puppies don't wear clothes, Daisy," she said in a low, forceful voice. "Why don't you take those off and show your hubby what our relationship is really like." Heather's breaths were hot and wet as they whistled in her throat. She felt light-headed. She had grown used to being Jackie's puppy in private, but the idea of submitting in that way in front of an audience filled her with mind-melting dread blended with dark arousal.
Especially since that audience was her husband. All she wanted was to return to an equal, loving relationship with Lucas. Heather knew he wouldn't be able to see her the same way after Jackie ran her through her repertoire of dog tricks.
But despite her soul-crushing embarrassment and her nervous glances at her confused husband, Heather's hands moved on their own, gripping the bottom hem of her shirt and lifting. Jackie was her mistress, and Heather couldn't disobey, no matter how badly it might damage her image in Lucas's eyes.
Lucas would finally know how far Heather had fallen, no matter what that did to their relationship.
In moments, Heather was naked. Her tall, pale, curvy body contrasted deliciously with Jackie's petite, toned form. Despite how much larger and more powerful Heather appeared, her posture was humble and cringing while Jackie stood cock-hipped and confident, staring arrogantly up and her broken pet milf.
"Sit, girl," said Jackie simply, with no further ado, giving Heather the hand signal she knew all too well at this point. Lucas began slowly stroking his cock on the bed, watching the show of dominance and submission that his young lover had set up for him with sick curiosity.
Heather lowered to her haunches, her face blazing with shame as she watched her husband stroke his thick cock to her complete subjugation beneath the woman who had defeated her in life and in the bedroom. "Lie down. Roll over." Continued Jackie in a flat commanding voice. Heather did as she was told, rolling onto her back then lifting and spreading her legs. The air of the bedroom felt cool on her flushed, exposed pussy.
It ached for her mistress's touch.
"You see, Lukey," said Jackie, staring down at her human pet with cruel possessiveness, "Your poor, mixed-up wifey is my cute little puppy now. A sex pet is the perfect place for her in life, don't you agree? She's pretty hot, but there isn't much going on upstairs. She was just aching for a mistress to take control. Isn't that right, Daisy?"
"Yes, Mistress," groaned Heather, squeezing her eyes shut so she couldn't see the humiliating, erotic sight of her husband stroking himself to her degradation.
Jackie knelt. Her fingers pressed firmly on Heather's needy, soaking pussy and began to rub. "I know these past weeks have been hard for you puppy," she said gently as Heather gasped, humping her hips greedily into her mistress's rubbing fingers. "But I needed you to really understand where your place is in this household. When you were lonely and horny all alone in the guest room, it was teaching you an important lesson: that my needs come first and Lukey's come second. Your needs don't rank at all."
Heather moaned: a long, soft, heartbroken sound rising from deep in her soul. She knew instinctively that what Jackie was saying was true. She didn't deserve any more than what she had gotten. She was lucky that her beautiful mistress was even bothering to touch her.
Jackie's eyes flicked up to where Lucas lay on the bed, frantically pleasuring himself to the kinky girl-on-girl submission playing out in front of him. She smirked.
"But now you need to learn your place physically. Hubby needs this lesson too. You both need to understand where we all stand. Class is in session Mr. and Mrs. B. Obey your trainer," said Jackie sharply. She suddenly rose, snapping her fingers and pointing to the bed. "Up here puppy. I don't usually allow pets on the bed, but I'll make an exception tonight. Same position."
With her heart fluttering and her limbs quivering with nerves, Heather did as she was told, laying back on the bed with her knees bent and legs spread. To her surprise, Jackie joined her, lying back right next to her, and parting her legs as well, displaying her tight little pussy, which was just as wet as Heather's, if not more so. They lay side by side, older alongside younger, curvy alongside petite, submissive alongside dominant. Two beautiful women with their dripping, horny pussies displayed, as different as night and day.
"Come here, big boy," purred Jackie, wiggling her hips enticingly as she beckoned Luke forward, "It's time that you made a decision. The two ladies in your life need to hear loud and clear what your preference is." Luke rose, looking almost like he was in a trance. He moved to the end of the bed and loomed above the two women, his cock visibly pulsing with the beat of his heart.
Jackie reached up and guided his hands, one to her waiting pussy, the other to Heather's. "Ok, big boy," she said with a giggle, "You've tried your wife's pussy. You've tried mine. Now I want you to feel them at the same time. Make a side-by-side comparison."
Heather felt her husband's touch for the first time in nearly a month, his thick, strong fingers gently parting her needy lips and sending jolts of deep, wild pleasure shooting through her body. She didn't realize how much she had missed his firm, masculine touch until this very moment. She let out a low, sweet moan, her hips gyrating slightly against the sensation as Lucas began moving his fingers with loving familiarity.
The moment of bonding was spoiled somewhat by the fact that her husband was intimately touching Jackie at the same time. Jackie spoke up, her dark eyes glittering wickedly. "Ok, puppy. Here is your chance. If you can get hubby to choose you, I swear that I won't stand in the way of you two lovebirds. Make your pitch. You've got a lot riding on this."
Heather gulped and stared up into Lucas's wide blue eyes. She suddenly felt tongue-tied and bashful. She wanted him so badly that it felt hard to put it into words. "Baby, I... I need you," she finally said in a small, tender voice. "These past weeks I've felt so lost. I know that I can be a bitch sometimes, but I want to make this work. Let's start again. I can be a loyal, loving partner to you. Just let me try." As she made her heartfelt plea, Heather's pussy fluttered and clenched around her husband's fingers, demonstrating her newfound submission and desperation to be his woman once again.
Lucas looked down and smiled warmly. "Heather..." he began, his fingers moving gently but firmly on her clit. "I..."
"My turn," said Jackie sharply, pulling Lucas's attention away from his wife. Heather felt a stab of fear as Lucas's eyes turned away, seeming to cloud over with lust as he stared down at the sexy minx who had claimed him body and soul. "I'm younger. I'm hotter. And I'm tighter. Feel for yourself, big boy," said Jackie smugly, rolling her hips with effortless power against Lucas's fingers.
"Can you really go back to dry, passionless bedroom sessions with wifey after getting a taste of what I can give you?" asked Jackie mockingly, gripping Lucas's outstretched hand and humping her pussy against it with sinuous motions. "Why are you even giving the stupid little puppy hope? It's cruel, Lukey. Just choose me right now And we can move on. We both know that you will in the end anyway."
Luke stood silently, both hands working between the legs of the women in his life. Feeling the difference.
Heather knew what he would say a second before he said it. His hand stopped moving on her pussy and he refused to look her in the eyes. "J-jackie," he said in a dry whisper.
"What's that, big boy?" asked Jackie innocently, her face splitting into a wide, wicked grin. "I couldn't hear you."
"I choose you, Jackie," said Lucas, more confidently this time. He withdrew his hand from between Heather's legs, leaving her aching and unfulfilled. Heather felt ashamed, devastated, and utterly defeated. But strangely, she didn't feel surprised. This felt... natural. She was so far beneath her mistress in every way that of course Lucas would choose Jackie in a head-to-head choice. Even stranger, her husband's rejection hadn't turned Heather off at all. In fact, her body ached and burned with desire more than ever now that she had been denied his sweet touch.
Jackie giggled and reached over to turn Heather's face toward her. Heather felt a wave of inferiority as she stared at Jackie's glowing, cute features. "Sorry, puppy. The man of the house has spoken. And as his woman, I need to reward him for making the right choice. But don't worry, I know just the place for you..."
Ever since he had made his choice, Lucas hadn't even looked at her. He only had eyes for his woman now.
Jackie stood and moved all three into their positions like she was directing a scene: Lucas seated on the bed, Jackie kneeling in front of him, and poor Heather lying on the ground beneath her mistress, once again staring up with reluctant arousal at the younger woman's perfect pussy.
Jackie gripped Lucas's cock and smirked down at the defeated housewife between her thighs. "Now listen carefully puppy. I'm going to give Lukey his reward. While I do, I want you to really reflect. I want you to touch yourself, and while you do, feel the difference between us with that slobbery puppy tongue. See if you can tell why I won and you lost, and while you do, I want you to get my kitty all warm and wet for your hubby to enjoy. Ready?"
Jackie lowered herself onto Heather's face as she extended her tongue to teasingly run up the length of Lucas's cock.
"Gooood girl, Daisy."
The tangy musk of Jackie's arousal filled Heather's mouth as she obeyed her mistress, slipping her tongue with shameful eagerness into the snug, slick warmth of Jackie's pussy. As she did worked hard at her humiliating task, Heather had a humbling view upward between Jackie's thighs. The bratty younger woman was lovingly suckling her husband's cock in long deep strokes. As she watched, a warm drop of mixed saliva and precum dripped down onto Heather's upturned face.
Belatedly, Heather began the second part of her mistress's command, reaching between her thighs to masturbate. She was once again a disgraced third wheel in this twisted threesome. Lucas was receiving pleasure from Jackie. Jackie was receiving pleasure from Heather, and Heather was simply serving humbly, forced to resort to her own fingers for a pale substitute for sexual fulfillment.
As Heather fell deeper and deeper into a haze of submissive, degraded lust, she focused on Jackie's cruel instructions. She traced every inch of Jackie's pussy with her obedient tongue while matching the movements on her own pussy with her fingers. The exercise simply confirmed what she already knew: Jackie really was smoother and tighter. Lucas no doubt had been able to tell the difference easily.
Compared to her mistress, Heather was nothing.
Heather felt so inferior that she stopped feeling bad about her failure altogether. In a way, it was a privilege to worship between the thighs of a woman as superior as Jackie. She should be thankful for the opportunity. Heather lost focus on pleasuring herself, instead pouring all of her efforts into her busy tongue, trying to increase her mistress's pleasure.
She stared up in awe at her upside-down view of Jackie's blowjob from between the bratty young woman's slim thighs. Jackie bobbed her head with fluid grace, her technique apparently so incredible that Lucas had closed his eyes in sheer bliss, breathing with big puffing breaths, red from the effort of holding back from blowing his load deep in Jackie's teasing mouth.
Finally, Jackie disengaged with a pop, winking at Luke and rising up to her knees to free the gasping, slimy-faced slave from between her thighs. "Thanks for helping me get ready for the main event, puppy," she said sweetly, "But your hubby and I need some one-on-one time to celebrate now that our relationship is official. Don't worry though babe, I said you could be in the bedroom tonight, and I am a woman of my word. I set up a place for you to watch as I make Lukey mine for good."
She pointed across the room, where she had set up a chair facing the bed all by itself in the corner. It looked lonely and distant and exposed. The idea of walking over alone and leaving Jackie and Lucas to have their fun was deeply unappealing, but Jackie's eyes were hard and demanding. With a feeling of cringing shame, Heather rose and crossed the room, taking her place on her cuck chair as Jackie lay back in the bed and pulled her husband down into a kiss.
This time, there wasn't any teasing, or theatricality, or even a show put on for Heather's benefit. Jackie simply pulled Lucas toward her in a close, intimate missionary position. Lucas sank his cock deep inside his young lover as Jackie softly gaspedin approval. Heather let out a whimper of her own as the twisted pleasure of her loss and failure swelled in her own heart. She leaned back in her isolated, humiliated position and began rubbing her pussy, once again pleasuring herself to her own degradation.
She was almost alone as she had been in the guest room, listening to the sounds Jackie and Lucas made on a nightly basis. The two lovers were in their own little world, face to face, kissing and murmuring to each other in voices too low for Heather to hear. Lucas was moving in slow, deep strokes in and out of the young pussy wrapped snugly around his cock. They weren't fucking. They were making love. Bonding. Cementing a relationship deeper than just physical. Heather could feel it, and it was worse than all the sounds of ecstasy that she had been hearing through the walls.
Even as her heart broke, Heather panted with wild, submissive pleasure. She was being defeated, crushed by a younger, hotter woman. Disrespected and ignored in her own home.
And it was driving her crazy with gushing, moaning lust.
Jackie began to moan as Luke increased his speed, softly at first, then louder and louder as the pace increased. Heather felt an answering surge of pleasure within herself at the erotic sound. She couldn't help but imagine what it must feel like to have Lucas's thick, hard cock inside her. She wondered, with a dizzying stab of fear and lust, if she would ever feel it again. Her fingers worked furiously between her thick thighs as the two lovers on the bed merged in sensual harmony, hips moving powerfully in muscular rolling motions into one another. Jackie's long, slim legs wrapped around Luke's waist, pulling him close, locking him in.
Suddenly, Heather couldn't take it anymore. Her body yearned for companionship. She couldn't stand to be left aside. She needed her husband, and, shamefully, she needed her mistress even more.
"P-please," she whimpered, her hand never stopping its desperate fingering, "Please... let me serve you!" Her words had been too quiet. Neither Jackie nor Luke had heard her over Jackie's enthusiastic moans.
"Let me serve you, mistress!" moaned Heather, dripping and desperate and beyond caring how pathetic she sounded. "Please! Please let me join you!" That got Jackie's attention. The homewrecking brat put a hand on Lucas's shoulder, signaling him to pause.
"So puppy wants to play with her owners..." said Jackie mockingly, "I don't see why not. You're a little too far away to see the action anyway. I think I have the perfect task for a naughty little puppy who needs to learn her place. Come here Daisy. Lay back on the bed. I'm going to show you something you'll never forget."
Heather was almost limp with relief that her mistress had allowed her to rejoin them on the bed, and was pathetically willing to do anything her mistress requested.
When Heather was in place, lying face up on the bed, Jackie got her and Lucas into position as well.
Doggy style, with penetration directly above Heather's upturned face, just inches away.
"Isn't that better, puppy?" asked Jackie with a giggle as she reached back and rubbed Lucas's thick cock up and down her slippery lips. "Now you really have a front-row seat to Lukey's red-hot, filthy betrayal. I want you to remember this forever. Don't blink now, puppy."
Jackie moved her hips back with aching slowness. Heather's eyes watched with twisted rapture as her husband's cock parted Jackie's delicate lips and sank inside her tight pussy inch by inch, stretching Jackie wide with his thick cock. It looked incredible. In response to the erotic sight, Heather's own pussy clenched around nothing, feeling frustratingly empty.
As Lucas began moving again, Heather's senses were filled with the illicit sex happening inches from her face. The sight of her husband's thick cock subtly stretching and bulging Jackie's tender pussy as Jackie writhed back against it. The sounds of the soft noises of pleasure that the two lovers made. The sickening, alluring smell of sex, more intense than Heather had ever experienced, immediately above her nose.
"Don't just lay there puppy," said Jackie, her voice shot through with deep pleasure, "Put that wet little tongue to good use. I want you to lick Lukey's balls while I ride him. Make sure he builds up a big, thick, sticky load for his new girlfriend."
The idea made Heather's gut twist with shameful lust. She had already been demoted to an observer, but this was somehow even worse: now she would be an accessory; a helping hand to do lowly tasks designed to increase her master and mistress's pleasure. And, most concerningly to her, she had been assigned a task that included no stimulation for herself.
But she ached to join in with the passionate sex taking place before her eyes. Heather's mouth began to water as she stared, hypnotized, at her husband's heavy, bouncing testicles. She wriggled to reposition herself and craned her neck upward, gently wrapping her lips around Lucas's large, manly balls.



The musk of sweaty, frantic sex was even stronger here. The salty tang of Jackie and Lucas's combined sweat and fluids filled Heather's mouth as her tongue lapped and swirled submissively over the rough surface of her husband's balls, incrementally increasing his pleasure as he enjoyed sex with a younger woman.
Heather lost track of time as the dull, hot haze of humiliated arousal fell over her. Her tongue bathed her husband's sweaty testicles. Jackie pushed her hips back with rhythmic rolling motions, impaling herself again and again on Lucas's stiff cock. Heather felt the tension rising in the bodies of the two lovers until it reached an unbearable fever pitch. Lucas's balls tightened, drawing close to the base of his shaft, forcing Heather to strain upwards to continue her humble service. Jackie's moans and pumping hip movements reached a frantic, pounding pace. Lucas grunted and gripped the little brat's hips tight with strong, possessive fingers.
Heather could feel her husband's masculine instincts, his deep primal desire to breed his young, fertile woman. He thrust deep and held there, and Heather could feel the pulse of his internal muscles against her swirling tongue as spurts of thick cum poured into Jackie's tight, willing pussy.
Suddenly Heather's submissive position felt too intense and confining. She scrambled out from beneath her husband, who was now deeply kissing Jackie over her shoulder with hungry passion. Jackie broke the kiss, and with a smoldering glare of triumph raised her fist, tilted downward slightly. It was a gesture that Heather knew well at this point.
"Sit"
The horrible, twisted lust that Heather had been feeling all evening thundered in her veins as she once again sank to the ground, kneeling before her mistress. Jackie looked down her nose at her humbled puppy. Jackie was still on her hands and knees on the bed, Lucas's cock slowly softening inside her creampied pussy. Heather's body felt like it was on fire. Despite joining in on the threesome, she had still received no pleasure from either Jackie or Lucas, not counting the brief, humiliating judgment from her husband's fingers. Her pussy throbbed with needy heat, and her nipples stood painfully stiff on her chest. She would do anything for the smallest scrap of affectionate touch, but she could see from Jackie's cruel, hard eyes that mercy wasn't what her bratty mistress had in mind.
Jackie finally uncoupled from Lucas and moved to sit on the edge of the bed, motioning her new man to sit beside her. Lucas still would not meet his wife's eyes. He stared with an adoring gaze over at his young lover, reaching over to twine his fingers in hers.
The powerful symbolism weighed on Heather. Jackie and Lucas sat on the marital bed like a king and queen on a throne, while Heather kneeled humbly beneath them. It felt horrible, and humiliating... and right. Heather had always known that Jackie was better than her: it had just taken a little while for the truth to come out.
Heather knew deep in her soul that this was her rightful place.
Jackie snuggled up against Lucas and smiled softly, the picture of contentment. "Daisy... Lukey and I didn't just invite you into our bedroom tonight so you could suck his balls. I'm afraid we have a serious issue we need to discuss."
Heather looked up with uncomprehending eyes. Her heart was suddenly hammering in her chest. Despite the sudden spike of dread she felt, her frustrated arousal only grew as she waited for what her mistress would say next.
"It's just..." said Jackie with a simpering smile, "Having a woman living in the guest room next door... masturbating as she listens to us make love... it's sort of creepy, don't you think?" Heather didn't like where this was going at all. She tried to look her husband in the eyes, but he was still completely focused on Jackie.
"I'm Lukey's woman now, puppy," said Jackie firmly, her smile fading as she looked down at the pathetic sub at her feet. "And unlike some people I know, I don't share my man with other women. There's only room for one woman in this house. It would have been one thing if hubby had chosen you... but you lost, didn't you puppy? There isn't any room for Heather Brandt in this house anymore."
Heather couldn't believe her ears. She knew that Jackie delighted in humiliating her, but she had never thought that it would end like this: banished from her own home, defeated and cast aside. She desperately tried to snap her husband out of the lustful trance he was under. "Lucas!" she said pleadingly, "A-are you really going to kick me out?"
Lucas finally looked at her. His eyes were filled with guilt, but Heather saw to her horror that they were determined as well. Lucas was willing to do whatever it took to continue his relationship with the bratty minx that had stolen him. "H-heather, I think that Jackie... well, she..." he said, trying to find a way to soften his words of unimaginable cruelty and coming up short. With a giggle, Jackie reached into his lap and began playing with his soft cock, still slimy from their lovemaking. "You need to be clear with her, big boy. Don't spare her feelings right now. She has to understand the position she's in."
"I..." said Lucas, his face reddening, "I think Jackie is right Heather. Jackie won. There can't be two women in the house."
Heather had never felt lower or more defeated in her life. She imagined what her next few hours would look like. Packing her bags. Scrambling to arrange a place to stay. Arranging divorce proceedings and never seeing her mistress or husband ever again. And even now, as she felt her fate as Jackie's inferior closing in around her, Heather's horny desperation never slipped or faded: she would leave her bedroom for the last time just as horny and unfulfilled as she entered it.
Jackie giggled, her eyes sparkling. "Don't look so down, puppy!" she said cheerfully, her hand working skillfully on Lucas's reawakening cock. "You still haven't heard my offer!"
Heather looked up cautiously at the cruel, chilly smile of her young mistress. A blend of hope and fear swelled inside her.
"There is only room for one woman in this house..." said Jackie, relishing every syllable, "But I think we could find the space for another dog."
Heather's pussy throbbed at the terrifying words coming from her mistress's mouth. She swallowed thickly as filthy images poured through her mind. Of submission. Powerlessness. Degradation. "What do you mean?" she asked in a small voice, even though she knew instinctively what her mistress was suggesting. Jackie had been preparing her for this moment for months, session by session, lesson by lesson.
"Go fetch the presents I bought for her, big boy," said Jackie commandingly to Lucas. He rose from the bed and crossed the room to the closet as Jackie continued to speak. "Like I said, a woman lying next door and fucking herself silly to the sounds of our lovemaking is just perverted," said Jackie arily, crossing her long slim legs and bouncing her foot, "But a loyal puppy lying at the foot of the bed while we have sex? That wouldn't be an issue at all."
With a thump, Lucas tossed a large, brand-new dog bed to the ground next to Heather. Her eyes were as big as saucers as she stared at it. Without consciously intending to, Heather slipped her hand between her kneeling thighs, rubbing furiously. Noting the effect her taunting scenario was having on the horny housewife, Jackie continued.
"Eating breakfast with a scorned woman the morning after a satisfying fuck session with her husband sounds soooo awkward," said Jackie with a cute little grimace. "But spending breakfast with my man while our cute little doggie happily eats beneath the table? That sounds like a lot of fun."
Lucas tossed down a plastic dog bowl with "Daisy" written on the side onto the dog bed. Heather gulped, her free hand reaching up to play with a swollen nipple as she continued to furiously masturbate to the horrible, erotic choice Jackie was dangling in front of her.
"I need your decision, Daisy," demanded Jackie, as Lucas stood to the side. His cock was once again fully stiff, and lust had overwhelmed any trace of guilt in his eyes as he stared down at his pathetic, masturbating wife. "Will you leave as a woman with your head held high? Or will you stay as a dog with your tail between your legs?"
No matter how degrading the position was, no matter how dehumanizing and ridiculous, Heather's decision was never in doubt. Jackie had been breaking her down for months to prepare her, getting her used to treatment as a dog, making her crave her mistress's discipline.
And so, Heather didn't even feel conflict as she whispered, "I want to be your dog, Mistress." Just a sick sense of horny anticipation.
"Good girl."
The smile on Jackie's face was a terrible sight. She moved herself back on the bed, propping herself up on the pillows, and beckoning Heather forward. "Let's celebrate our new big happy family, puppy. As Lukey and I's cute puppy, you will have to fully support your Mistress and Master's relationship. So come here. I want you to really taste our love." Jackie spread her thighs, revealing her slick pussy, reddened from Lucas's rough treatment and oozing sticky white.
Heather rose without complaint, taking her place on her former bed for another demeaning sex act. But a strange thing was happening in Heather's mind. The negative feelings of betrayal and humiliation were fading. She could still feel them, but they were being overwhelmed by a sense of... rightness. Becoming a pet was, in a way, freeing. Suddenly, Jackie and Lucas weren't two people betraying her. They were her master and mistress, and it was only right that they be together. Suddenly it made total sense for Heather to be so disrespected: she was only a dog after all. Viewed in that way, suddenly everything made sense.
As she crawled over the bed on hands and knees, her eyes focused on Jackie's slimy, oozing pussy, Heather's mouth began to water. This was where she belonged.
Heather let out a sigh of contentment as she extended her tongue and slipped it inside her mistress, tasting the familiar salty musk of her husband's sperm. The blend of master and mistress on her tongue made Heather's overheated body sing with sexual tension. She gripped Jackie's firm ass with both hands, hungrily pulling her mistress closer as the younger woman giggled with shocked delight.
The sloppy sounds of Heather's submissive worship filled the air as Lucas loomed up behind his wife/dog, his cock throbbing with twisted desire. Jackie grinned at him over the sight of Heather's wiggling ass and flushed, soaking pussy.
"Go for it, big boy," said Jackie teasingly. "I said I wouldn't share you with another woman, but I hardly think wifey qualifies anymore. She belongs to both of us now. You can use her however you want."
Lucas needed no further encouragement. Heather gave a cunt-muffled gasp as Lucas brutally took her from behind, finally giving her the full, stretched feeling her pussy had been craving all night. Unlike with his new lover, Lucas had no tenderness or consideration for his wife. He set a brutal pace, using his new puppy like a masturbation tool as the moaning, horny bitch continued to clean his creampie from her cuckcake's pussy.
Heather was having sex with her husband again. But it was while having her face stuffed into a cummy pussy. It was by far the most dominant, rough sex she had ever had with Lucas.
It was so hot and demeaning that it took her less than three minutes to devolve into a shuddering, moaning mess, practically sobbing with the intensity of her sensations directly into Jackie's pussy.
Heather could feel an orgasm approaching and craved it with an almost spiritual intensity.
"Well, you've tried with your fingers, hubby," said Jackie fiercely, gripping Heather's hair tight and forcing her closer. "Now you've had us back to back. Tell me again. Who do you prefer?"
"It's you. You're the only woman for me, Jackie," said Lucas roughly, even while he plowed mercilessly into the pussy he had just confidently declared inferior.
"Good answer," said Jackie. With a critical eye, she saw that Heather and Lucas were both approaching orgasm. Aww, wasn't that sweet. The happy, destroyed couple sharing a simultaneous orgasm to celebrate their brand new, altered relationship. Maybe it could even bring them closer together again.
That wouldn't do.
Moving quickly, Jackie wriggled out from under her obediently licking puppy and pushed Lucas back, forcing him to withdraw from his wife's spasming pussy moments before orgasm. "Sorry puppy," she said cruelly, moments before wrapping her cute lips around Lucas's raging shaft, "Your husband's cum belongs to me now. You only get to taste it second hand."
Heather whined in pathetic frustration. She was so close, a hair's breadth from release. She flipped onto her back and began furiously fingering herself as she watched her bratty tormentor claim her husband's orgasm for herself. Heather had lost all shame. She needed release, and if that meant masturbating once again to her defeat... then that is what she would do.
Husband and wife did orgasm at the same time. But not together. Jackie was planted firmly between them, her soft lips locked possessively around her new man's cock, his hot cum flowing down her throat.
Her puppy writhed and whined on her back on the bed behind her, watching with envious eyes and a throbbing, needy pussy as her mistress reinforced her crushing superiority.
Heather climaxed deeply and completely, searing her new, degraded role in her mind deeper than ever before.
...
*Squeak*
*Squeak*
*Squeak*
Heather couldn't hold back a muffled moan, even with her hand clasped over her mouth. Her spread legs trembled as she frantically pleasured herself, dragging the cutesy, pink, bone-shaped chew toy over her throbbing pussy. She was being a very naughty puppy right now: Her mistress had strictly forbidden her from masturbation.
Jackie said that she and master were in charge of when their puppy was allowed sexual pleasure, and how much. But it was so hard! Jackie and Lucas, her owners, didn't understand how horny it made Heather to be demeaningly treated as their dog.
Heather's life had undergone some revolutionary changes in the past few weeks. The morning after her humiliating demotion to a puppy by Lucas and Jackie, Heather was heartbroken to discover that Jackie had her beloved corgi Trigger crated up and sent away. Jackie had gently explained that there was only room for one dog in the house, and the alternative was to crate up Heather and send her to a new home.
Seeing the choice in those stark terms made Heather swallow her sorrow at Trigger leaving and focus on being the best puppy she could be.
Just like she had with Trigger, Jackie gathered most of Heather's clothes and donated them to thrift stores. She wouldn't be needing them anymore: clothes were never allowed around the house for silly puppies like Heather, and she was rarely allowed out.
The guest room was once again silent and clean, waiting for human visitors. Heather no longer needed a bed, she slept fitfully on the floor at the foot of her former marital bed, ears filled on a nightly basis with the clear, crisp sounds of lovemaking coming from above.
The bedroom wasn't the only place where she had been reduced to a dog. Just as promised, Heather now ate her meals from her new dog bowl beneath the dining room table. Heather had assumed when the dog bowl was revealed that she would simply eat whatever Jackie and Lucas were having, but with a more degrading presentation.
Unfortunately, Jackie was not that merciful.
Heather Bradt now ate dog food three meals a day. Luckily, Lucas had insisted that they buy high-quality food when he realized Jackie was serious about forcing his wife to eat dog food. But, high quality or not, dog food was dog food, and Heather felt the shame of her new position pulse through her body with every bite.
Heather lay face down on her doggy bed, frantically grinding her burning pussy down into the squeaky pink bone her mistress had given her as a chew toy. With its soft, rubbery texture and raised bumps, it was by far the closest thing to a sex toy that heather had access to... With her new station in life and two owners in direct control of her sexual pleasure, Jackie had decided that Heather's vibrator could be put to better use than just letting Heather have access to it...
Heather's favorite vibrator had been carefully strapped to the crotch of a large stuffed dog toy that Jackie referred to (with endless giggles) as Heather's boyfriend. Sometimes Jackie would allow Heather to debase herself by playing with her "boyfriend" while Jackie and Lucas were busy in bed. But the sessions were always brief: clearly more about the degrading image of Heather humping a stuffed dog toy for Jackie's amusement rather than giving the poor naughty puppy any real relief or satisfaction. And at all other times, the "boyfriend" was carefully locked away in the closet.
Heather gasped and humped harder against the squeaky chew toy rubbing against her pussy. She was so fucking close. It would be the first orgasm she had experienced in weeks if she could manage it. Jackie seemed to delight in bringing her horny little puppy right to the edge of climax before pulling away.
She said that keeping Heather horny, desperate, and dumb would encourage the correct subservient, humble mindset.
But as her hips pumped faster and her muffled mewling grew louder, she heard her mistress's voice floating down the hall from the kitchen.
"Ohhhh Daisyyyyy, where arrrre youuuu? I hope my little puppy isn't doing anything naughty," called Jackie in an airy voice. With a whine of frustration, Heather tossed her dripping chew toy under the bed and did her best to wipe herself off by rubbing up against her fluffy dog bed. If she had been able to continue for just a few minutes more, she probably would have managed to get herself off, but risking discovery wasn't worth it. When Jackie called, Heather had to come running to her side like the obedient puppy she had become.
Heather quickly pushed open the bedroom door and made her way down the hall on her hands and knees. Although it made her knees unbearably sore for a while, she was already getting used to her new way of traversing the house. Heather entered the kitchen with her heart pounding, praying that her mistress would be too distracted to notice her flushed skin... the stiffness of her nipples pointing straight down from the tits swaying heavily beneath her.
It was clear that Jackie herself was in a similar state to Heather. She had the glow of a freshly fucked woman, and her hair was sexily disheveled. Jackie was wearing her favorite morning attire, a short, loosely bound silk robe that left her long, toned legs exposed and left a deep v of cleavage bare for her man's viewing pleasure. Heather could see a shiny trail of passionate fluids slipping down the inner thigh of her bratty mistress, obvious evidence of what she and Lucas had just been up to. Heather's eyes flicked over to her husband, who was leaning back in his chair at the dining table with a confident grin and an air of contentment.
So that was why Jackie left Heather on her own in the bedroom for so long. She and Lucas had been otherwise occupied. It still stung that Jackie and Lucas now had a passionate, lovey-dovey relationship right in front of Heather. Heather wasn't sure if she would ever stop feeling humiliated by the fact that she was now the degraded dog of her husband and his new lover. But she had come to accept her place. Sometimes her master and mistress would have sex in front of her, sometimes they would allow her to join in in minor, degrading ways, and sometimes they would have sex privately.



Despite the shame of witnessing their lovemaking, the times when she was excluded were worse. It made it feel like Lucas and Jackie had a real relationship, one that was indifferent about how Heather felt at all.
Jackie, leaning casually against the counter, narrowed her eyes at Heather as she crept guiltily into the room. "I hope that you've been a good girl while mommy and daddy were busy, Daisy," she said warningly, her eyes noting Heather's flushed cheeks and rock-hard nipples.
Heather let out a cheerful bark, wiggling her ass and giving Jackie her best innocent puppy-dog eyes. Jackie stared her naughty puppy down with a piercing, suspicious gaze for a moment longer, then shrugged. "Your master got a little sticky just now, puppy," said Jackie teasingly, indicating Lucas across the room. "We need to go out, and he's already showered. Be a good girl and clean daddy up, won't you?"
"And I'll prepare your breakfast while you do. My sweet little puppy gets a special breakfast treat today..." said Jackie with a wicked glint in her eyes. She pulled a bulging, sticky condom from behind her back, swinging it tauntingly, the latex pulled down by the thick, heavy load within.
"... Wet food," explained Jackie with a cruel giggle.
Heather was ashamed to say that, even though her stomach twisted sourly at the thought of once again consuming the results of her husband's illicit sex with his lover, her mouth began drooling as well. Heather had become addicted to the shameful act of consuming her husband's cum. She was only allowed to have it when it had been extracted by Jackie, but it still, in some twisted way, made her fell closer to the man she had lost.
Jackie got the bag of Heather's food from the cupboard and poured it into her bowl as Heather turned to obey, crawling beneath the dining room table to clean up her husband's messy cock with her humble doggy mouth. Heather was too occupied to watch as Jackie stuck her tongue out in fascinated concentration, upending the full condom over the premium dry dog food and drizzling its contents artfully over Heather's breakfast.
Heather approached her husband on her hands and knees, eyes upturned in a soft, submissive gaze. Her heart fluttered like a high school girl with a crush. She couldn't help it. Her master was just so strong and handsome.
"Come here, Heather," murmured Lucas softly, spreading his legs to invite her closer, displaying his soft cock, sticky with the drying cum that the condom had pressed against him. "Let's put that slobbery puppy tongue to good use." When they had first started their... new arrangement, Lucas had found it awkward to treat his once-formidable wife as a dog. But after seeing her humbly sleep at the foot of his bed, eat from a dog dish, and serve the sexual needs of him and his young mistress, Lucas had come around quickly.
Heather gently took her husband's soft cok in her mouth and swirled her tongue around his sticky shaft, cleaning the remnants of his tryst away while relishing the musky, salty taste. "Good girl," whispered Lucas, reaching down to fondly pet his wife's head as she cleaned his cock.
Submitting to him was completely different from submitting to Jackie. Serving both her master and her mistress was unbearably erotic of course, but serving under Jackie felt thrilling and dangerous, while pleasuring Lucas felt warm and safe. The contrast was appealing, but Heather did have to admit that she enjoyed subbing for her husband more. There was just something about his kind, confident forcefulness that made her melt. She never would have suspected it back when she was his frigid, bitchy wife, but Lucas Brandt did something to her sexually that she couldn't quite explain.
Just as Heather felt her husband's cock stir against her swirling tongue, Jackie returned, dropping the dog bowl with a *clack* and pushing it beneath the dining room table with a toe. "Master's cock is clean, puppy. Don't get carried away." She sat across from her boyfriend, spreading her legs slightly to give Heather an excellent view of her still-glistening pussy beneath the table. Heather felt her body pulse with frustrated need. Her interrupted masturbation, the taste of cum on her husband's cock, and now the view of her mistress's juicy pussy... they all combined to raise her lust to the breaking point. With her wide eyes locked on the tempting view of Jackie's freshly-fucked pussy, Heather lowered her face and took a bite of the foul mixture of dog food and semen.
"Like I said, babe," said Jackie, turning her attention away from Heather and speaking casually across the table to her man, "We're going out as soon as we get ready. We have the community fair coming up, and I want us to have nice matching outfits."
Heather felt her face grow hot and her heart grow cold as she realized what Jackie was saying. Lucas must have realized at about the same time, because he cleared his throat uncomfortably. Heather looked over while she chewed her rank, salty breakfast, to see that her husband's cock was swelling once again.
"Umm, I don't know Jackie," said Lucas sheepishly. "I mean, don't you think that it might cause a bit of a stir for us to appear as a couple while I'm... uh... still married?"
Jackie scoffed, crossing her legs and bouncing a foot irritably. "What did you think, Lukey? That I would remain your secret mistress forever? No babe, I'm not a dirty little secret for you to hide. I'm afraid our relationship is loud, brash, filthy truth that you're going to shout from the rooftops with me smiling at your side."
Jackie suddenly snapped her fingers. "Come here, puppy. Seeing you with Master made me a little jealous. Finish up breakfast and come serve me." Heather knew that her bratty young mistress's patience was not to be tested. She hurriedly forced down the last few bites of disgusting, soggy dog food and hurried over to make herself useful.
She buried her burning face deep between Jackie's slim, muscular thighs, slurping and lapping at her tight young cunt as Jackie continued what she was saying, her voice filled with triumph, shot through with dominant sexual pleasure.
"No, the whole world needs to know exactly how our new little family stands, big boy," hissed Jackie, using a firm hand to crush Heather's submissive mouth against her hot wet sex. "Mommy and Daddy and cute little puppy. The suburb's big celebration is where we air all the dirty laundry."
Heather felt her heart beat wildly in her chest. Jackie had already taken everything from her behind closed doors, but Heather still had one thing left, if only just barely.
Her reputation.
And now that would be gone too. Swept away in a wave of disgust and ridicule as the world realized just how far she had fallen. Heather was certain that her withdrawal from public life was already causing whispers to spread. It was also possible that the glimpse of her naked body her neighbor had seen several weeks ago had hit the rumor mill, or even that someone on the HOA had loose lips about her humiliating new position as the board's slutty servant. But, even with those risk factors, there was no reason to suspect that the people of the suburb knew what was going on behind closed doors. As far as anyone else knew, Heather was still the powerful, fierce queen of the neighborhood.
All that would change if Jackie got her way.
But as terrifying as the thought was, it also sent Heather's arousal spiraling to new heights. As she plunged her tongue greedily into the pussy of the young brat that had so thoroughly defeated her, Heather felt her hot, wet core pulse with desperate need. Her hands, resting on her knees, tightened and the knuckles grew white as she had to fight the powerful urge to masturbate.
Touching herself without her mistress's permission simply wasn't allowed, and Heather knew better than to interrupt her cunnilingus to beg for mercy. This time, Jackie looked down with a smirk, sensing Heather's intense horniness from the frenzied worship of her lips and tongue. "Awww," she said mockingly, scratching Heather behind her ears, "See that, Lukey? Daisy likes the idea too! She wants to stand proud in front of the whole neighborhood as our sweet little puppy."
Jackie's beautiful, almond-shaped eyes gazed across the table at her dumbfounded man with lazy amusement."I think that deserves a special treat, don't you?" The phrase should have worried Heather: her mistress had said it in a tone of giggling cruelty that usually accompanied creative humiliations. But the idea of a reward... maybe even sexual release, not matter how pathetic and degrading it might be... It was too much to resist. She whined in worshipful agreement, sending a pleasing buzz through her mistress's pussy.
Jackie giggled at Heather's pathetic enthusiasm and turned back to Lucas. "Our sweet little puppy just loves to hump legs when she goes into heat, big boy. Trust me, I've seen it before. Why don't you slip your foot between those juicy doggy thighs and let Daisy show you how much she loves her master?"
With an expression of sick fascination on his face, Lucas obeyed. Heather let out a trembling whimper as she felt her husband's naked foot press hard up into her steamy pussy, sending electric crackles of sexual pleasure arcing through her desperate body.
She didn't even need to be told by her mistress what to do. Her hips moved on their own, grinding down into her husband's foot with audible, mortifying squishing noises. Lucas's foot was firm and immobile as stone between her legs, but it was warm and soft compared to her rubber chew toy, and more importantly, it belonged to her beloved master.
It wasn't long until sweet, slutty moans were pouring from Heather's throat, muffled by Jackie's pussy. She was once again in a familiar position, eating out her just-fucked mistress on one side while pleasured from behind by her husband. But, despite the fact that the stimulation from Lucas was far more humiliating this time, she didn't feel overwhelmed by her degradation. She was in heaven, sincerely thanking the kindness of her owners from the bottom of her heart.
The clinging taste of cum and dog food blended with the taste of her mistress's pussy as Heather humped her way toward orgasm, whining and trembling in submissive ecstasy on the floor beneath her dining room table.
Jackie laughed as Heather finally tipped over the edge, howling like the dog she had become, grinding her pussy into her master's foot.
And this time, Lucas joined in, snorting in amusement as he stared across the table lovingly at his true partner.
...
The days blurred together for the Brandt household's new puppy. She didn't leave the house, except to go to HOA meetings, the only time she was allowed to dress or act human.
If you could call acting as a simpering sex slave "human".
In the weekly meetings, Heather generally fetched coffee, passed out documents, gave impromptu foot rubs, and was called upon to give gushing praise for whatever ideas board members brought forward. But the board wanted more than just an airhead bimbo assistant. Heather wore her maid outfit. Then a Playboy bunny costume. Then a tiny thong with nipple tassels. She was pulled into bathrooms for groping and sexual service during the meetings and always held late afterward for a longer, more intense session with one of the members.
Even though Heather had sunk far below the board members long ago, it was hard to forget that she once considered them all beneath her as she served them humbly on her knees. She understood why the two male members of the board were enthusiastic to have their gorgeous former president sucking their cocks, but she was surprised to find that even the female members insisted on receiving her services as well. She would have sworn none of them were bi, but she supposed it just proved that most people would tend to accept a free sex slave when it was offered.
Apart from those brief novelties, Heather stayed at home, counting the hours and feeling the dull ache of constant arousal. She understood now why dogs were so enthusiastic when their masters came home from work. She might have indulged in endless masturbation, despite her mistress's strict command against it, but Jackie was aware of how naughty her horny little puppy could be, and had thought up a countermeasure to keep Heather obedient.
When her mistress was gone, Heather wore a chastity belt. It prevented her both fingers and friction from humping from providing any stimulation.
Jackie, expert dog trainer that she was, knew a lot about control. By keeping Heather horny, Jackie kept her dumb, and by keeping her dumb, she kept her loyal.
So when Jackie returned from a long day of festival preparations, she was greeted at the door by a horny, dumb, loyal puppy, barking unironically with a dripping tongue hanging from her mouth, eyes clouded with lust and pussy leaking out of her chastity belt as she wiggled her butt with genuine joy.
Heather was a puppy now down to her bones, and wanted only the love and approval of her master and mistress.
Jackie reached down to pet her puppy, grinning with deep satisfaction as Heather nuzzled up into her owner's hand. "You know, Daisy," she said thoughtfully, eying the shiny proof of her puppy's desperate arousal spilling down her inner thighs, "I think I've been a bit negligent as an owner."
Heather tilted her head and whined in confusion as Jackie knelt. "There's something every good owner does for their puppy that I've been ignoring..." She began petting all over Heather's body, caressing her pale, voluptuous nudity with firm strokes that made Heather shudder with sinful delight. Jackie brought her lips up to Heather's ear, and Heather's Breath caught in her throat as she waited to hear about her mistress's next twisted game.
"Tonight, my puppy finally gets walkies."
...
Heather didn't know how it was possible. Just when she thought that Jackie had crushed the last little ounce of pride and self-respect out of her, Heather's bratty young mistress revealed a new game that somehow humiliated and degraded Heather even further.
Jackie gathered the black leather leash in her hand as she walked confidently out the front door into the cool night air of the suburb.
Heather felt her belly swoop and knot with arousal and fear and the leash pulled taut, drawing her out of her door and into a twisted, erotic nightmare. Heather's pale naked body broke out in goosebumps and her nipples hardened on her heavy, hanging tits as the cool air of the summer evening hit her.
Heather's wide eyes darted around the quiet suburban street. The street lights shone down on empty sidewalks and lawns. This late at night, it wasn't normal for people to be out and about. But she could see the flicker of bluish TV light inside several of the windows up and down the street. This perverse stunt was by no means safe. One curious glance out the window would give any of her neighbors a humiliatingly accurate picture of Heather and Jackie's relationship.
A young, hot mistress leading her degraded, nude puppy on a leash. Their first walk together as mistress and puppy.
The cement felt cold and rough against Heather's palms and knees as she hesitantly crawled behind her mistress out into her driveway. She was powerfully reminded of the time Jackie had forced her to retrieve the newspaper naked. Except this was worse. Much worse. Then, she could have made some excuse about accidentally being locked out of the house naked. But there was no excuse for her current situation. Anyone who saw her right now would know Heather for exactly who she was: a pathetic, defeated pervert.
Heather's bladder felt heavy and full as they continued from the driveway to the sidewalk. Jackie had been pushing bowl after bowl of water on her without letting her use the bathroom all evening. In the back if her mind, Heather knew exactly what Jackie wanted from her tonight, but she was trying as hard as she could not to think about it.
The windows of the houses they passed felt like staring, accusatory eyes to Heather. She cringed as they passed each house, getting further and further from the safety of their front door. But at the same time, Heather's traitorous body was heating up, burning hotter and hotter with perverse pleasure as she imagined getting caught. This was what Jackie had reduced her to: a slut for humiliation and degradation.
In her heart of hearts, Heather had started to almost wish she would get caught.
Heather looked up, lip trembling, at her confidently strolling mistress. Jackie looked gorgeous as usual tonight, in a tiny pink tartan skirt that Heather could see directly up from her angle on the ground, revealing a tiny matching pink thong. Her top was one of her favored tight midriff-baring cutoffs. This one was bright white with the word "Bossy" scrawled across it in black graffiti font. Her hair was gathered up into pigtails: it was Jackie's preferred style when she wanted to emphasize her youth.
The message the outfit sent was clear: it was designed to underline to anyone who happened to see that, Heather Brandt hadn't just been conquered, she had lost to a bratty young girl.
"Let's have a little talk, puppy," said Jackie suddenly, "Just you and me. Pet to owner. Have you been happy these past few weeks?"
Heather looked up in confusion. "Umm... yes mistress," said Jackie tentatively. Her voice sounded strange in her ears. She realized it was the first time she had spoken in over a week.
"Awww, I'm happy Daisy," said Jackie with a smug smirk. "It feels good when you finally accept your true place, doesn't it?"
"It... it really does, mistress," said Heather, and was surprised to find that she meant it. Before, when she had been the head of the HOA and Lucas's domineering wife, Heather had been plagued by feelings of inadequacy and stress. Now that she was a dog, she no longer worried that she wasn't good enough for her life. At last, she knew she was right where she belonged, and she could let her master and mistress take care of all the stressful things in life.
"But you haven't accepted your new place yet, puppy. Not really," said Jackie firmly. "You're still hiding it away, hoping no one will notice. Clinging to your old reputation as the queen of the neighborhood. That's why this upcoming festival is so important. That's when you are going to finally show your true colors to the world."
Heather gulped and felt her body grow even hotter. Jackie had brought the idea of revealing their true relationship up to Lucas several times in the past week. Everytime she heard the idea it sent Heather into a state of sheer erotic terror. Her reputation had always been deeply important to her. The idea of burning it to ashes in a glorious, shameful blaze of erotic glory filled her belly with hot, venomous arousal.
"I'm scared mistress," she whimpered, averting her gaze from Jackie's hungry, sparkling eyes.
Jackie just giggled. "I'm not surprised puppy. It's going to be the most terrifying, powerful, erotic moment of your life. But you're going to love every second of it."
Jackie stopped beneath a lonely streetlight a few blocks down from their home. "Tonight is going to help you with the idea of being in the spotlight, puppy," she said, gesturing around to the nearby houses. "Just imagine who could be watching us right now! Speaking of which... it's showtime, Daisy. We aren't out here to take in the scenery. Time to do your business." Heather felt that sick, twisted arousal grip her heart tighter than ever before as Jackie turned, pointing toward the base of the streetlight they were beneath.
She had known of course. She had tried to avoid thinking about it, but there could only be one reason that Jackie would want Heather to start this public walk with a full bladder.



"I can't," said Heather numbly. She wasn't even trying to be defiant at this point. It was a simple statement of fact. Heather genuinely believed that pissing in the street like a dog would be physically impossible for her.
But she was still underestimating Jackie's powers of persuasion. With an airy sigh, Jackie dragged her disobedient puppy over to the streetlight, Heather still wasn't sure she would do it, but she felt herself respond to Jackie's dominant energy, making her whole body throb with dirty heat.
When they reached the light pole, Jackie knelt down beside Heather and grabbed her dominantly by the upper thigh, hoisting her leg high into the air and exposing her hot, drooling pussy to the cool night air.
"You think you can't, puppy," said Jackie in a low, compelling voice. "But I know you. I know you better than you know yourself. You think that you can't go through with the big reveal on Saturday. But you can..."
Heather felt another stab of wild panic at the word "Saturday". Her days truly had been blurring together. She hadn't realized that the day of the community fair and dog show was that close. But Jackie didn't give her time to panic. She was continuing with her speech already.
"And you don't think you can piss like a dog on a public street. But you can, Daisy," said Jackie with warm confidence. "Do you know how I know?" Jackie's slim, feminine hand slipped between her puppy's thick, womanly thighs, her fingers parting the lips of Heather's quivering cunt with the easy familiarity of ownership.
"Because I want you to, pet," said Jackie firmly. Heather moaned, low and deep. She knew she should keep quiet, that every sound that passed her lips made devastating discovery more likely, but the humiliation of the moment overwhelmed her. She gave in to the pleasure, closing her eyes and listening to her mistress's low, mesmerizing words while the young brat played her pussy like an instrument with her wicked fingers. "You don't even know what you want anymore, you poor silly girl," explained Jackie as her fingers plunged deeper and faster. "That's why you need your mistress to make this kind of decision for you. And trust me, when you let go and piss on the ground like a naughty puppy, it's going to feel so fucking good. Heather felt a pleasant warmth spread through her body, centered on her pussy. A louder, breathier moan burst from her lips. Her eyes squeezed shut, blocking the distraction of the outside world.
Her stress and humiliation began to melt away in the face of her intense pleasure. Her body unclenched, tension she didn't know she had slipping gently away. Her bladder felt so full...
"Do it, Daisy," urged Jackie, whispering hot and wet into her ear. "Show mistress what a good doggie you are."
And then suddenly, the filthy, embarrassing act went from impossible to possible in a hot, wet, humiliating gush. Jackie giggled in triumph, her keen ability to read her puppy allowing her to pull her hands away at the last second, leaving Heather alone in her shame. The mortifying moment seemed to last for an eternity as the hot liquid splattered and splashed all over the ground and Heather's leg. Heather gasped in shame and triumph. She had done it, just as her mistress commanded. Even though it had seemed impossible.
Maybe Jackie was right when she said that Heather would also be able to reveal her true nature to the neighborhood.
Jackie, the consummate trainer, knew when to reward her good girl. She cooed with pride and delight, pulling paper towels from her purse to clean Heather up, patting her encouragingly, and sealing the moment by pulling Heather into a warm, deep kiss.
And then, as quickly as they had come, they were on their way back, moving briskly down the silent, empty sidewalk. Heather felt almost limp with relief. True, it had been mortifying to give in to such a disgusting demand from her mistress, but in the end, the danger of discovery had proven more theoretical than real. Heather almost chuckled to herself. In a boring neighborhood like this, of course no one would be out on the streets this late at night.
Heather felt so calm after her dubious triumph at the streetlight that she didn't even notice who was watching them until Jackie called out to him in greeting.
"Hi there, neighbor," said Jackie cheerfully. "Kind of late for a stroll, wouldn't you say?"
Heather felt her arms and legs grow weak as cold, paralyzing shock flooded her body. There was a shadowy figure leaning up against one of the houses to their left. As Jackie spoke, the bulky form pushed himself up away from the wall and slouched forward.
'I could say the same thing to you, little miss," said a gruff voice.
Through her mind-numbing shock, Heather dimly realized that she knew that voice. She knew the silhouette. She knew the house. Shit. Fuck.
The last person she wanted to see right now was Rick Carver.
Jackie giggled at the response she had gotten from the huge, rough man. Despite meeting a figure as shady as Rick Carver late at night, she didn't display an ounce of intimidation. "You know how it is with dogs mister," she said in her "innocent little girl" voice, "When they gotta go, they gotta go."
"Uh-huh," said Rick with a nasty chuckle, stepping forward into the light of the street lamp, "when you have a dog that pretty, you want to show her off on walks all the time I'm sure." Heather shuddered as Rick Carver looked down at her body, tracing every naked curve with his slimy eyes. She felt tension and unwilling arousal creep back into her body. For some reason, the thought of being helpless to this horrible man had become another of her shameful turn-ons.
"You know, I had been hoping that I could catch this stray myself and become her owner," said Rick in a low, dangerous voice, his eyes flicking back up toward Jackie. Jackie just smiled and tilted her head, her eyes glowing with a hard, unyielding light. "Sorry mister," she said with just the smallest hint of steel in her voice, "My good little girl might wander off from time to time, but I've been her mistress all along. But..." she giggled as she reached down to scratch Heather behind the ears.
"...I could have her show you a trick if you want. She knows soooo many."
And understanding between monsters silently crackled between the two dominants standing in the quiet suburban night. Rick stood silent, considering the offer. Then a nasty smile crossed his face. "I'd love that actually. Tell me, little girl, does your doggie like slobbering all over big bones?"
Jackie threw her head back and laughed, loud enough that it made Heather whip her head around nervously to make sure no one was peeking out of their windows. "That was just the trick I was going to suggest mister! My little puppy just loves big, juicy pieces of meat."
Heather had been so distracted by Rick's leering gaze, that she only now realized what the two people were talking about over her head. Her heart skipped a beat as Rick's hands went to his waist, his belt clinking as he fished around and withdrew his thick, swiftly swelling cock. Heather felt revulsion and a sense of powerlessness flow through her. But at the same time, her nipples swelled and pulsed painfully on her aching breasts, and her traitorous, submissive mouth began watering on its own.
Humiliating submission had become such a habit that her body was turned on by it automatically. "Alright girl," said Jackie in a voice of false sweetness laced with cruel amusement, "Let's show this nice man your favorite trick..."
"...Suck!"
Heather's eyes locked with Rick's as she crawled forward with trembling arms and legs. Just a few months ago she had sworn in front of the entire HOA that she would use her considerable social and political power in the neighborhood to drive him out. And now here she was, power and respect stripped away, crawling seductively toward him to suck him off on her knees in the dirty street.
The thought, as horrible as it was, made her neglected pussy ache.
Heather could read in Rick's hard, smirking face that his thoughts were running in similar directions as she rose onto her knees and placed her hands on his broad thighs, Heather thought she had never seen anyone look so smug. The horrible, wretched thug had completely conquered the snooty Karen who had dared to cross him, and he planned to enjoy his victory in the most satisfying way possible.
"Suck my cock bitch," Rick growled. His hands twitched, clearly tempted to roughly grab her head and start thrusting. But he held back. Rick wanted to see the stuck-up bitch kneeling collared and leashed beneath him do it herself.
Heather's breaths were deep and labored as her eyes focused on the obscenely hard cock throbbing just inches from her eyes. It was massive, a towering symbol of aggressive masculinity. Heather had always enjoyed big cocks. This might even be the ideal size for her if it wasn't attached to such a horrible man. She could smell Rick's musk rolling off the huge phallus. Despite its nose-wrinkling odor, something about it made her mind feel pleasantly fuzzy.
Heather's eyes locked with Rick's again as she moved closer, gently taking the swollen purple head of his cock between her soft lips. Rick let out a groan of satisfaction as her tongue began to submissively bathe to cock of the man she hated most in the world.
The intense feeling of exposure and weakness made Heather's body sing with masochistic pleasure. Here she was, beneath a shining streetlight like an actor on stage, kneeling and sucking the cock of the man she had publically made her enemy with every sign of arousal. Anyone who looked out their window right now would get a show they would never forget. Her Breasts began to jiggle as she warmed to her humiliating blowjob, her stiff nipples bobbing with the rhythm of her enthusiastic service. Her knees scraped against the rough sidewalk and she spread them a little wider, compulsively thrusting a hand between her legs to increase her pleasure further. This time Jackie didn't even stoop her, watching with obvious amusement as Heather got off to her own degradation.
Rick's cock felt like a blazing rod of steel in her mouth, stretching her lips and conquering her with its manly strength. Heather forgot all about her husband, and her exposure, and her hatred of the man attached to the cock in her mouth and writhed her tongue like the good girl she was.
But Rick wasn't satisfied with a little light sucking. He soon gave into his base instincts and grabbed a painful handful of Heather's hair and thrust it into her throat. Heather's eyes flew open wide and her hands flew up from her pussy, slapping against Rick's thighs. But then Jackie was at her ear again, whispering soothingly.
"Shhh. It's ok Daisy. Just relax. You've done this with Lukey before. This nice man isn't THAT much bigger. Show him what a good girl you can be."
Heather breathed deeply, closed her eyes, and did as she was told. Her throat relaxed, encouraged by her Mistress's continued soft whispers, and Rick Carver slid further inside, inch by inch. Finally, Heather reached the base, eyes watering as she looked up into the smug face of her tormentor. Once again, at her mistress's command, she had done something she considered impossible.
Then Rick began moving.
If Heather had felt used and humiliated before, it was nothing compared to the feeling of having her mouth used like a fleshlight by Rick Carver's big cock. Heather's eyes rolled back into her head and thick drool dripped down onto her bouncing tits, as Rick thrust wildly into her bulging, open throat.
When Rick Carver came with a deep, satisfied grunt, it was directly down Heather's plundered throat, directly into her stomach. Heather panted, her face red and what little was left of her dignity shattered as Rick wiped the last remnants of his orgasm off onto her blushing cheek.
"Good girl," he said gloatingly, before turning his attention back to Jackie. "I would be interested in seeing what other tricks your little doggie can do," he said significantly, "Maybe even teach her a few new ones."
Jackie gave him a considering look. "Well, Mr. Carver... I actually had something similar in mind." Suddenly, Jackie knelt and unhooked the leash from Jackie's collar.
"Run along home puppy, you know the way," said Jackie, turned to Rick with a grin. "Me and your neighbor have some business to discuss."
Heather nervously glanced between Jackie and Rick. Nothing good could come from these two plotting together. But she had little choice. Heather should have felt relief as she finally entered her front door once again, safe from possible discovery from the neighborhood. But before she closed the door, she couldn't help but look back and see the two most dangerous people in the neighborhood standing beneath a streetlight.
They were both smiling and laughing while they excitedly discussed whatever plans they were brewing.
...
Faria sighed at looked at her watch. She had arranged for Heather's husband to be distracted for the afternoon, but it was getting late. This had been diverting enough, but it was past time that she wrapped up this programming and headed home.
Faria glanced down at the defeated woman lying atop her own bed almost with fondness. Heather looked exhausted. She lay in a puddle of sweat and fluids from the sexually intense hours of programming Faria had put her through, and her eyes followed Faria with a sort of worshipful desire to please.
The bitchy Karen that had once contacted Faria to request the utter defeat of her young rival had lost completely. She had been broken in one afternoon before her new mistress even got to her.
Faria sat on the edge of the bed and patted Heather's thick thigh gently. "Just a few more questions, honey," she said soothingly, "Then we can be done." Heather nodded, eager to show her compliance. She really did look pathetic.
"Why all of this struggle in the first place, dear?" asked Faria simply. Some of the fear and fawning desperation to please faded from Heather's eyes as she focused on Faria's shockingly sincere question. "If you felt so vulnerable and insecure, you could have lived a perfectly happy, mediocre life fading into the background. Instead, you chose to rule the suburb and invite scrutiny and jealousy. You picked fights with whoever you could. Why would someone with such a massive inferiority complex put themselves out there like that?"
Heather took a moment to consider the question, then laughed bitterly. "Have you ever heard the phrase 'the best defense is a good offense?' Every moment I spent criticizing others or spreading rumors gave my detractors that much less time to come after me. All I ever wanted was to be safe and unbothered. Attacking others seemed like the best way to do that."
Faria shook her head with a warm smile, cupping Heather's cheek fondly. "Oh, honey. I'm afraid you were wrong. You didn't need to go on the attack to keep yourself safe. All that you ever needed was an owner."
*Programming Mode. Happy. Quiet. Accepting. My next words will be your new thoughts, replacing the old ones like they were never there. *
Heather slumped back onto her pillow, peaceful once more. Ready to receive her next instructions.
*Jackie Song owns me*
"-owns me." By this point, Heather had been so thoroughly broken that even extreme commands like this no longer phased her.
*Obeying my mistress makes me feel safe and loved.*
"-safe and loved." A faint smile crossed Heather's face.
*I don't care who knows about my relationship with Jackie. Being controlled and owned is more important than my reputation.*
"- my reputation." Heather's eyebrows creased a little here, but the command had been received, and with a little training, Heather would willingly sacrifice her reputation at her new mistress's command.
Faria snapped her fingers, calling Heather out of her programming trance for the final time. Faria gave Heather a few final commands about cleaning herself up and forgetting all about her meeting, then left. A clean and effective programming. Based on Jackie's talent and Heather's weakness, Faria didn't anticipate that the newly hypnotized housewife would put up much of a fight.
In fact, Faria couldn't wait to see Heather's progress a couple of months down the line...
...
Heather wasn't sure why exactly, but her mistress didn't even bother to lock her in her chastity belt when she and Lucas left for the community funfair and dog show.
Even though Heather had grown used to Jackie and her husband acting as a couple, It had been very upsetting to watch them leave in their impeccable matching outfits. Jackie had picked out a gorgeous floral sundress that looked classy while still showing off a good deal of her long toned legs, and had bought Lucas a pale tailored suit to match.
Finally free to pleasure herself, Heather took full advantage, desperately humping her own fingers, reaching orgasm after orgasm. But even as she moaned and writhed in her dog bed, Heather couldn't stop thinking about it. Jackie and Lucas, stepping out openly as a couple in front of the whole neighborhood. Somehow, despite the constant state of horny desperation that Jackie kept her in, Heather just wasn't able to reach orgasm anymore unless her mistress was there approving. Even when all alone, Heather's life and sexuality were now centered around her mistress.
Which reminded her...
Heather rolled off of her bed and crawled out of the bedroom. She didn't even think about standing up and walking to the living room. Even without anyone home to watch her, acting like a dog was now second nature to her.
She approached the festively wrapped gift box on the living room coffee table with a thrill of apprehension. Her eyes shifted to the clock. 4:30. Mistress had made herself crystal clear when she left with Master. Heather was not to open her gift until seven at the earliest.
Heather couldn't decide if she was excited or scared of what might be in the mysterious present. In any case, she had some time until she could find out what was inside. Heather sat back on her haunches as she began to masturbate once again, quickly bringing herself to the edge, but until to tip herself over it.
Jackie had promised that today would be the day that Heather's true nature was revealed to the neighborhood... yet she had been left at home. Heather knew with absolute certainty that whatever was in that box, it would be part of her mistress's sinister plan. That thought still wasn't enough to help Heather climax, but it did draw a grunt of twisted pleasure from her throat as she desperately humped her own fingers.
...
Lucas Brandt sweat nervously as he walked arm in arm with Jackie through the crowds of the fun fair. Children laughed and played tag through the crowds of adults. In a large tent set up in the middle of the park, people were already being seated for the community dog show.
That's where they were headed now, but it was slow going. The word had spread about how Jackie had planned the community event and everyone in the neighborhood recognized the day as her triumph. Dozens of people just had to come forward and congratulate the new queen of the neighborhood on her success. Their amused eyes when looking at Lucas and their scandalized whispers when they passed made him increasingly uncomfortable.
After Lucas had gotten past the guilt of Cuckqueaning his wife, he had assumed that he would have a position of power in their twisted love triangle. After all, he was the stud who had attracted a young lover while still keeping his wife under his thumb. Wasn't he?
But then, why was everyone looking at him like he was the victim here? Why were they giggling behind their hands at him? Maybe he had gotten this all wrong from the start... Maybe Heather wasn't the only one who had been degraded by bowing to Jackie's wishes.



But even if he wanted to break free, now was not the time. After Jackie had received more compliments from another group of neighborhood well-wishers, they finally entered the tent, sitting in a seat of honor at the front row of the bleachers. Lucas could feel the crowd swirling with whispers and laughter around them, people elbowing each other and pointing out the married man shamelessly appearing with his mistress in public.
Jackie, looking radiant as usual, soaked up all the attention with a wicked grin.
Suddenly, Linda Carmichael, the petite little blond who used to be Heather's right-hand woman on the HOA, bustled up. "Everything is taken care of, Miss Song," she whispered, just loud enough for Lucas to overhear. "We've handed out invitations to all of the... discreet adults you identified." With an apologetic grimace, she handed a small flyer to Jackie. "We couldn't find any 'mysterious woman' like the one you described though."
Lucas didn't have time to get a good look at it, but it was clear that the flyer advertised some sort of "after-hours" dog show for adults only. Jackie swiftly folded the extra flyer and slipped it into her purse. "That's ok," she said airily, "I'm sure she'll be here. If I know her, she'll want to see the results of our shared project. You can go, Linda. The show is about to start."
Lucas knew better than to ask Jackie about the flyer. That wasn't really how their relationship worked. The sex was great, but Jackie did expect him to be seen and not heard most of the time. Jackie snuggled up to him as the show began. Dog owners from the neighborhood were given a chance to talk about and show off their dog's qualities like their long lustrous coat or proud stance, then have their dog demonstrate the tricks they could do.
Lucas tried to relax and enjoy the show, but he was too distracted. Not just by the continued murmurs and laughter from the crowd behind him as they watched Jackie show him off like a prized possession, but moreso from thinking about the interaction he had just seen between Jackie and Linda.
Because there was only one dog in the neighborhood that Lucas could think of who could only be shown off at an "adults only" show.
...
Heather nervously glanced back up at the clock. She had lost herself for a moment there to her frantic self-pleasuring.
7:05
With shaking, still-wet fingers, Heather reached for the brightly wrapped present on the table, pulling the ribbon to unwrap it and lifting the top of the box off to reveal what was inside.
She stared down in confusion for a moment before reaching inside and pulling out two masks. They were both made from leather, one a deep matte black and the other bright white. They were unlike any mask that Heather had ever seen. More like a helmet really: they were clearly designed to fit over a person's head, hiding their face completely.
Both masks portrayed dog faces. The white mask was slim and feminine. Heather could tell just by looking at it that Jackie intended it for her. But the black mask... In contrast to the white mask, it was brutal and masculine and was clearly made for someone with a much larger head than Heather.
But who could it be for? Lucas? And when did Jackie plan for Heather to wear her new dog mask? And, perhaps more importantly... where?
Suddenly, Jackie heard the rattle of keys and the sound of the front door opening. It was a little early for Jackie and Lucas to come home. With a rising buzz of anxiety, Heather crawled to the entryway.
When she saw the bulky figure looming in the doorway, Heather realized several things at once. She realized that she had been correct that it was too early for Jackie and Lucas to be home. She realized who the black dog mask was for.
And she realized that getting revealed as a dog to the neighborhood was going to be a lot more humiliating than she had anticipated.
...
Faria walked through the closing fun fair in the golden light of the setting sun. Everywhere she looked, kids were being bundled away by their parents, insisting that they wanted to stay and that they weren't tired.
It certainly seemed like the event had been a success. Not Faria's kind of thing, obviously, which was why she hadn't come earlier in the day. But it was probably a lot better than any event the neighborhood had seen before.
As Faria moved through the tents and booths being taken down, she noticed that the tide of people wasn't just one way... many people were headed out of the park where the community fair was held, but there were also people heading back toward the large tent in the center. Faria followed that flow of people, and soon arrived in the large tent, seating herself in the front row of the whispering, excited crowd.
It appeared that she had arrived just in time. Young Jackie Song, looking exquisite in a short, flowy summer dress, picked up a microphone and took center stage, smiling at the crowd. As her eyes caught Faria, her smile grew even wider for an instant and she gave a little curtsy. Faria twiddled her fingers with a thin smile.
Enough showboating, girl. On with the show.
"Ladies and gentlemen!" began Jackie in a bright tone, hamming it up in her moment of triumph, "Thank you for joining me tonight. You may have noticed that, despite being a dog trainer, I didn't have an opportunity to show off a dog of my own at the community showcase earlier."
The crowd murmured to each other in curiosity and excitement. The murmurs grew louder as a large man wheeled a large box-shaped object draped in velvet onto the floor of the tent, just in front of the agility course. He whispered something in Jackie's ear, to which she nodded and shooed him away.
"Ladies and Gentlemen," said Jackie with a gloating grin as she gripped the top of the velvet draping the box beneath. "I would like to introduce my pride and joy. My cute little puppy, Daisy."
...
Heather's panicked breaths felt warm and muggy trapped within the leather mask around her face. She could hear Jackie making some sort of speech out there, but the blood was thundering so hard in her ears and she was so distracted that she couldn't make out a word. The bright, hot stage light looked blood red filtering through the velvet around her cage.
In just moments, Jackie would lift the covering and she would be directly under that glaring spotlight. Wearing only the white leather dog mask and her tight collar. Jackie had been telling her nonstop for the past few days that she could do this, that showing the neighborhood her true doggie self was what she secretly wanted. But right now, here in the moment of truth, Heather felt an overpowering wave of shame and arousal that threatened to make her faint.
But it was far too late to stop this. It had been too late when she put on the dog mask and willingly got in the large dog crate. Now all she could do was wait and feel fear and arousal pulse powerfully through her trembling body, her nipples rock hard and throbbing, and her upper thighs drenched in hot, sticky juices.
She didn't have long to wait. A sliver of bright light appeared at the bottom of the cage, then rose as the velvet drape was pulled away. In the last moment, Heather squeezed her eyes shut against the light, not able to watch as the crowd saw her shameful state for the first time.
There were gasps of shock, then scattered laughter. Although she had found it demeaning at first, suddenly Heather was pathetically grateful for the leather mask hiding her features from the mocking eyes of the crowd. As she hesitantly opened her eyes, Heather felt a stab of icy shock lance through her. Half the suburb must be here right now, watching the silly slut present herself naked in a dog mask.
And as she stared up into her mistress's cold, cruel eyes through the holes in her new mask, Heather felt certain that the night wouldn't get any better from here. "She's a rare breed," said Jackie with a showman's smile, reaching to unlatch the front of the large dog crate. "And I just can't wait to show her off to you all. Come here, girl."
Jackie gestured her forward, and Heather was bound to obey. On trembling hands and legs, Heather crawled out of her cage, leaving even that small protection to display herself fully to the eyes of the fascinated crowd. Every inch of her naked skin felt like it was on fire as the keen eyes of her neighbors focused on her tits... her ass... and her wet, shining upper thighs.
These were the people that she ruled over with an iron fist. The petty little kingdom that she had controlled with gossip and social pressure. And now she was stripped naked in front of them, protected only by a sweaty leather mask. A fresh trickle of arousal traced down her thighs at the humiliating thought.
"Up girl!" said Jackie crisply, using a riding crop that she had plucked from the top of the cage to indicate the top of a small platform. It was the setting for the first part of the dog show... every pet owner had shown off their dog on this platform, praising their dog's appearance and attributes.
Now it was Jackie and Heather's turn.
Jackie trailed a hand lovingly down Heather's naked body, giving the audience a chance to really soak in the view. Heather felt her breath echo inside this confining mask. She felt like her arms and legs could give out at any moment. All of her neighbors were feasting their eyes on her naked body, torn between disgust and delight, but unable to look away. Heather's wide eyes noted her husband in the front row, staring dumbfounded as his naked wife was paraded in front of the entire neighborhood.
A massive bulge in his pants clearly showed how Lucas Brandt felt about the obscene dog show.
"I greatly enjoyed watching everyone show off their dogs at the show earlier today," said Jackie in an amused drawl, "But I think you will all agree that my doggie has certain... charms that the others just can't match." Her hand rested briefly on Heather's big, shapely ass before cracking down with a harsh *SLAP*, making Heather cry out in shock and pain. As Heather's naked ass wobbled under the harsh stage lights, a wave of chuckles spread through the audience. Before they had been on the fence, unsure if they could support such an obscene show.
But now throughout the audience, cocks stiffened, women wriggled a little in their seats, and the disapproving muttering calmed. Jackie's teasing show was winning them over. They wanted to see more.
"Besides her big beautiful 'tail'," said Jackie with a smirk, sensually running a slim finger back up Heather's body as she presented to the audience, "My puppy has big hanging teats, unlike any dog I've ever seen." Jackie gripped Heather's hard nipples and tugged downward, making her gasp and writhe on the podium. She did her best to maintain her dignity, but based on the audience's reaction, Heather wasn't fooling anyone. It was obvious that the masked woman in the center of the tent was getting off from the young woman showing off her body.
"But I think they look good, don't you audience?" asked Jackie with a giggle, drawing a ragged cheer of enthusiasm from the warming audience. The young brat continued to paw and knead Heather's hanging tits, much to the delight of the watching crowd. "And they are just so fun to play with!" added Jackie with a wink.
"But that's not my pretty puppy's best feature, ladies and gentlemen," said Jackie confidently. She hooked a finger through Heather's collar and repositioned her, forcing her pet to face away from the audience. Jackie pushed her shoulders down, crushing her big tits into the podium in the process while pulling her hips upward. Heather's overheated, horny brain realized what Jackie was showing the audience a moment after it was already happening.
Heather had dated seven people total before marrying Lucas Brandt, and only had sex with four of those. So, even counting stray glances in changing rooms, very few people had ever seen her most beautiful feature. That number of people skyrocketed as Jackie forcibly bent over her puppy and showed the crowd her tight, pink, sopping-wet pussy.
The crowd fell into an intense silence as Jackie pulled Heather's thick thighs a bit wider and began lightly rubbing and teasing Heather's juicy pussy. "As you can see," purred Jackie, her delicately working fingers drawing a muffled moan from her puppy's throat, "My poor little puppy is in heat! As you dog owners out there might know, when a bitch like this goes into heat, there's just one thing that the poor little puppy can think about."
Jackie's fingers began plunging deeper and faster, making loud sloppy noises. With her face bent down to the podium, Heather could no longer see the crowd's reaction, but she could hear a rumbling sound of interest as the crowd eagerly watched her mistress publicly pleasure her.
"I was going to have Daisy show you all of her tricks," said Jackie lightly, her fingers moving harder and faster between her pet's trembling thighs, "Sit, Roll Over, Fetch. She can do them all. She's pretty smart. For a dog. But I don't think it's fair to have my poor puppy perform while she's in this state." Unseen by Heather, Jackie waved someone forward from the shadows at the edge of the tent.
"Because when a bitch is in heat, ladies and gentlemen," explained Jackie in a tone of wicked triumph, "There's only one thing that can scratch that itch. Only one thing that can make them feel better. And that's a big, strong male dog."
Heather heard the gasp of the audience and turned her head to see what they were reacting to.
Her heart nearly stopped beating as she saw the unmistakable bulk of Rick Carver. His huge hairy body was naked except for a brutal, dangerous-looking black dog mask, his massive cock throbbed with aggressive lust as he strolled forward with swaggering confidence. Heather felt a flush of dark sickening heat spread through her body as her mind panicked.
She really should have put two and two together. Rick had been the one who showed up to the house to load her into the dog crate and bring her to this perverse "dog show". Jackie had been driving her to do more and more perverse things with her hated neighbor, and at the same time had been nursing Heather's newfound fetishes for humiliation and exhibitionism.
This was the ultimate expression of Jackie's perverse plans for Heather. What could be more humiliating, more exposing, a better symbol of Heather's utter defeat than making her fuck the man she had sworn to drive out of the neighborhood in front of all of the people who used to respect her?
Even as her body heated up, eagerly preparing to obey her mistress's obscene plan, Heather's mind dully attempted to fight through the haze of lust ensnaring her. This was wrong! She had never cheated on her husband! Well, if you didn't count the handjob she had already given Rick. or the blowjob. Or all of the times she had submitted to Jackie's sexual play. But as Jackie hooked a finger through Heather's collar once again and positioned her facing the audience, her rear still sticking into the air, ready for doggy-style penetration, Heather locked eyes with her husband.
There was no look of anger or betrayal there. Just the same helpless, smoldering lust that she felt herself. His pants continued to bulge upward at the crotch, as he watched silently, waiting to see his wife get fucked by their despised neighbor. Because if he made a scene, his mistress would be displeased. Heather finally understood that in some ways, Lucas was also a victim, although obviously not to the extent that she was.
Neither of them had stood a chance against Jackie.
Heather could feel the towering presence of her horrible neighbor behind her, hear his harsh rasping breath in his dog mask. She should be utterly turned off by the thought of sexually submitting to a man she hated, but, as humiliating as it was to admit, Jackie was right. Heather did feel like she was in heat. Jackie had been keeping her on a knife's edge of arousal for weeks while hardly ever allowing her to orgasm. Her throbbing pussy cried out to feel the deep, satisfying stretch of a thick cock.
At this moment, it barely mattered that the cock belonged to Rick Carver, and the watching crowd only made it sweeter after Jackie's careful conditioning. Surrendering to her basest instincts, Heather spread her thighs wider, inviting Rick to conquer her publicly.
Presenting herself to the powerful male like the dog she had become.
The crowd watched with bated breath as the huge masked man positioned himself behind the pale, naked woman covered in a sheen of sweat. Jackie took Heather's masked face in her hand and raised the Microphone to her lips, her eyes dancing with wicked mischief.
"Show them the trick that you do best, girl," said Jackie.
"Submit."
Rick Carver didn't tease or caress or do any sort of foreplay at all. It wasn't needed: Heather's shameful, deeply arousing exposure and Jackie's wicked little fingers had warmed her up as much as she could possibly get. Rick's thick cock slid easily into Heather's beautiful blushing pussy, forcing a choked, sobbing sound of lust from her throat as the powerful thrust pushed her down into the podium.
The fucking that Heather received in front of all of her neighbors was brutal and thorough. Animal-like in its intensity. Rick Carver spared no muscle in tightly gripping the rounded hips of the snooty bitch beneath him and really putting her in her place once and for all. Heather surrendered completely to the raw, primal feeling of total abject submission to a male bigger and stronger than her, writhing back onto his punishing thrusts and gripping his cock tight with her inner muscles, milking the cock of the alpha in a desperate attempt to please her superior.
This was no lovemaking. It wasn't even fucking. It was animalistic rutting.
Jackie bent down in front of Heather, and the delirious, sex-addled housewife didn't realize what was happening until it was almost too late.
*Snap*
One of the snaps on the back of the white leather mask that held it in place had come loose, undone by Jackie's slim fingers. Even through the storm of submissive pleasure raging through her thoroughly-fucked bady, Heather felt a rising wave of erotic panic.
"M-mistress, noooo!" she wailed, her voice made unconvincing and pathetic by the moan of pleasure blending with it. "I caaan't! Everyone... Everyone w-will see me!"
Jackie just shook her head, undoing the second and final metal snap with a sharp sound. "Silly puppy. I told you already... Today is when the neighborhood sees you for who you really are: a desperate, slutty bitch. How can they do that while you're wearing a mask?"
She didn't wait any further or give Heather a chance to talk back. The mask was already lifting away, tossed to the side carelessly by her mistress's cruel hand. The air of the showtent felt like a cold slap against Heather's face after the warm humid confines of the mask. Her Red hair stuck to her face in messy ringlets from her sweat. Her blazing green eyes darted madly around the crowd as the punishing thrusts from behind made her tits bounce and sway wildly beneath her.
The crowd was silent for one powerful moment, a shock of recognition passing through them like a wave. Freed from the limited sightlines of her mask, Heather recognized the members of her community. Women she had smirked at with superiority because she knew their marital problems. Men she had gossiped about because everyone knew that they were in trouble at work. People she had mercilessly fined for minor HOA infractions just to feel powerful.
Now they all watched and recognized their former cruel queen as she was brutally fucked in front of them. And her husband sat and watched, clearly recognizable in the front of the crowd. Jackie returned to her seat of honor with a swaying, seductive pace, sitting next to Lucas and conspicuously unzipping his pants, stroking him off as he watched his wife get fucked by a bigger man. The crowd watched the joint humiliation of the revealed couple for a moment longer in stunned silence.



The first giggles didn't take long. They came from Linda Carmichael, who had been in on the plan from the beginning of course, and had just barely been able to hold back her amusement for this long. When she began laughing, it was like the dam broke. Hilarity washed over Heather like a storm. She watched her prized reputation crumble in real time as the crowd processed the humiliating fall of their queen. The twisted catharsis of giving up her reputation and the relentless pleasure of the massive cock stretching her out from behind blended in her core, building up more and more powerfully until she reached an orgasm that was weeks in the making.
Heather came. A mind-melting climax that left her thighs trembling, her toes curling, and her mouth releasing a pitiful canine-like howl of twisted pleasure. Set off by her spasming pussy and wanton moans, Rick Carver thrust forward powerfully one last time, filling the pussy of the whimpering housewife beneath him to the brim with hot, thick cum.
Unnoticed by the cheering crowd, Lucas Brandt whimpered and came into the hand of his cruel mistress shortly afterwarrd. He was the only one close enough to see the satisfied gleam in Jackie's eyes and hear her say:
"Good girl, Daisy."
...
Faria watched with amusement as the crowd filtered out of the tent, cheeks reddened and, for the male audience members, pants bulging. She had to hand it to young Jackie. While a bit crude, shredding Heather's precious reputation in such an obscene way... making her a beta bitch in front of the very people she used to lord over... was viscerally satisfying.
Faria stood and made her way to the woman of the hour. It was an important part of customer relations to check in with the client at the end of the project and make sure that they were completely satisfied. Based on Jackie's clear triumph, Faria wasn't concerned about that. Everything seemed to have gone off without a hitch.
Jackie's eyes lit up as she saw Faria crossing the tent to her, waving with girlish enthusiasm and dismissing Linda Carmichael.
"Faria! So glad to see you, I was a bit worried you wouldn't make it! Well, how did you like the show?" she asked with a charming grin.
"Masterful," said Faria smoothly, exaggerating a bit to stroke her client's ego. It didn't hurt to be complimentary, even when you had your pick of clients like Faria did. "And where is the star of the show, may I ask?"
Jackie waved a hand dismissively. "Oh, I'm having Lukey hose her off out back before we head home. My car has leather interiors. All that sweat and cum, imagine the mess!"
Faria nodded. "Indulge my curiosity, Miss Song," she said, raising an eyebrow quizzically, "What's next for your happy little threesome?"
"Next?" said Jackie with a look of frank surprise. She let out a silvery giggle. "Oh, Faria dear, there is no next. I'm already done with the fun part, so I don't have any more use for Lukey and Daisy. I'll probably start moving my stuff out tomorrow."
Faria frowned. "Ah. I see," she said in a clipped tone. "I was under the impression that you were a conscientious pet owner, Miss Song. In fact, I assured Heather as much during our programming session."
Jackie snorted. "Ha! Pet owner. That's a good one, Faria. We both know that, as much as it makes her wet to be treated like one, Heather's not a real dog. She's not my pet. She's more like... a toy. And I don't play with toys after I've broken them. No, I think after my gap year it's time to head to college. Plenty of brand new toys for me to play with there."
Faria's eyebrows knit. "That... is well within your rights as a client,' she said flatly, trying her best to keep her tone even.
"Oh, but don't worry!" said Jackie with a lurid grin, her cheeks still colored from the excitement of the evening. "I want to partner with you a lot more in the future. In fact, I might just go ahead and put you on retainer. There are so many creative ways I could ruin someone. In fact, even before college this fall, I had this great idea for something we could do with my mother, you see..."
Faria controlled her sudden spike of anger with difficulty. For someone as powerful as her, it was always a temptation to lash out thoughtlessly at anyone who annoyed her. Faria was better than that. She held up a hand and cut Jackie off sharply. "No, dear. I'm afraid that that won't be possible. I only accept repeat clients in the rarest of circumstances, and this is not one of those cases. I must respectfully decline."
An ugly look of petulant anger flashed across Jackie's cute little face. Faria had the distinct impression that, as a brat brought up in the lap of luxury by her famous mother, Jackie wasn't used to hearing the word "no" very often.
"I urge you to reconsider," said Jackie through gritted teeth. "I think you would be disappointed with the results if you refused my kind offer." A look of cunning flashed in Jackie's dark almond-shaped eyes.
"In fact," said the cute little Asian with a sly grin, "I bet the authorities are very interested in a series of strange cases of massive personality change. I think they would be very interested an anonymous tip. Say... a physical description and alias?"
Faria let out a relieved sigh. For a second she was worried she would have to let Jackie go and swallow her annoyance. Luckily, her personal rules of conduct had a specific allowance for people who threatened her directly. It looked like, in the end, Jackie wasn't able to escape punishment altogether. In a way, it was poetic justice that Jackie and Heather's little spat between two entitled people would end in mutual destruction.
"Dear, you are forgetting two very important things,' said Faria with a wide, evil smile.
Jackie's face blackened with rage, "And you are forgetting who you are talking to bitch! When I..."
"Number one," said Faria calmly, cutting through Jackie's shrill protest, "Is that your success here was accomplished by me. Without my preparation, you wouldn't have got within sniffing distance of your precious puppy. This was my work first, and yours a distant second."
Jackie's mouth hung open and her face flushed. She looked like she was about to start yelling, so Faria proceeded immediately with her second point.
"Secondly," she said with a faint smirk, "You are forgetting that I already did my research on you, and so I'm prepared to program you at any time."
*Programming mode. Deep. Calm. Reflective.*
Jackie slumped over into a boneless, slouching stance, and Faria led her gently to the bleachers of the deserted tent.
"What shall we do with you, dear?" asked Faria pensively, laying Jackie gently onto her back. "I think it's only fair, after your cruel plan to abandon your loyal pet, that you experience the other side of that equation..."
Faria made a small, disgusted sneer. "But I'm a bit tired of dogs. Dog this and dog that. Slobbery, messy brutes." A slow smile spread across Faria's face as she looked down at the lithe, petite body of her former client.
"Like I told, Heather," she said with a chuckle, "I'm really more of a cat person."
...
Months later...
Lucas Brandt huffed and puffed on the way up the stairs of his new apartment building. It had been a crazy few months since the intensity of the "dog show". In the end, Lucas had decided it was better to move rather than bear the stares and giggles and whispers of the neighborhood anymore.
Luckily, he had been approached shortly after that night with a very lucrative job offer. A strange, exotic-looking woman had contracted him to do accounting work for her. Lucas didn't remember their meeting very well, but he had come out of it with a new job and hadn't looked back. The work wasn't difficult, it allowed him to work remotely, and it paid extremely well. The downside was that this woman's business dealings were extremely vague and secretive... to the point that Lucas was certain that there was something shady going on behind the scenes.
But the money more than made up for his misgivings, and he needed the extra income. He had one more mouth to feed now, after all.
As he rattled his key in the lock, he heard the telltale sounds of roughhousing from deeper within the apartment. He sighed and shook his head with a rueful grin. Those two would never learn. He walked quickly to the bedroom, where he saw Heather on top of Jackie once again, powerfully rolling her hips as she held Jackie down and rubbed their pussies together, aggressively scissoring the smaller woman while her collar jangled and Jackie yowled with a mixture of rage of sexual delight.
"Heather no! Bad girl!" said Lucas sharply, surprising both women, who looked up with a mixture of shock and pleasure that their beloved master was home. Heather immediately released Jackie's ankle and throat, allowing the petite, nude woman to wriggle free and gracefully leap down from the bed, curling around her master's legs with her gorgeous, lithe little body and looking up at him with soulful eyes.
"Master," she said mournfully, "The big bad doggy just won't stop picking on me. I think you should make her sleep outside tonight and comfort me." She smirked up and began subtly grinding her hot little pussy against his leg, trying her best to use her wiles to entice her master.
Jackie had... changed significantly ever since the night of the dog show. It had begun slowly at first, but she had become more and more catlike and dependent on Lucas over time. She had always seemed so dominant and proud, so Lucas had no idea why she had transitioned into a pet alongside Heather. But he had to admit that he didn't mind the change.
Her wily, deceptive nature hadn't changed, but her ambitions were much more petty now, usually restricted to trying to compete with Heather for her master's affections.
"It's not fair!" said Heather heatedly, staring up at Lucas with tearful frustration. "Every time you leave, she teases and teases me, master! It's her fault! She's trying to make me look bad!"
Lucas looked down at Jackie, who was conspicuously fake-grooming herself. A habit she had developed that made it easy to tell when she was hiding the truth. "Is that true, Jackie?" he asked with exasperation.
"I don't know what the silly bitch is talking about," said Jackie loftily, smoothing her silky black hair back with a wrist. But her evil little smirk gave her away. "She's just jealous of what we have together, master," she added, her voice dripping with sultry promise.
"Jackie, don't provoke Heather," said Lucas firmly, "And Heather, you can't just pick on Jackie because she's smaller than you, no matter how much she teases."
"B-but..." said Heather, visibly wilting, "She said that you like her better than me... that you don't even love me anymore."
Lucas gave a wry look to his naughty kitten, who had the grace to avoid his eye contact guiltily. Then he disentangled himself from Jackie's needy grasp and crossed the room to pat Heather reassuringly. "That could never, never be true, Heather. You're my good girl. And, lest we forget, my wife." Heather looked up at her master with adoring puppy-dog eyes, her rear end unconsciously swaying as her feline rival glared at her from across the room.
"Speaking of which," said Lucas with a smile, "We're going out tonight. As humans, if you think you can manage that for a few hours."
Heather nodded happily. She really was happier acting like a dog, but master was adamant that she not be exposed to ridicule and humiliation as bad as the "dog show" ever again. It could be hard sometimes, but Heather had gotten good at acting like a human whenever she left the apartment. It was one thing she had over Jackie, who still struggled with controlling her feline impulses. "Where are we going, master?" she asked happily.
"I'm taking you out to a nice dinner," said Lucas with a warm smile. "It's our anniversary after all!" Heather could have kicked herself. Of course! Their anniversary! She started to tear up a little, and wiped them away as she stood on her two feet and gave her husband a hug. They had been through a lot, but it meant the world to Heather that Lucas didn't just see her as his dog, but also his wife.
"And I'm afraid that means it's you who will be sleeping in the living room tonight, kitty," said Lucas seriously at the frowning Jackie. Jackie hissed briefly, turned her nose up and slunk out of the room, feigning nonchalance despite the fact her pussy was still leaking from Heather's sexual attention.
Lucas flopped back on the bed and watched with fond fascination as Heather picked out a dress and prepared for their date. It really was a strange life he had found himself living.
But despite all of its challenges, being a pet owner had its benefits.
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Liv Franklin pulled into her parking space and did one last check in the rearview to make sure she was presentable. Her delicate cat-eye eyeliner and light touches of makeup were flawless as usual, presenting a beautiful, confident woman in her mid-thirties. Nothing was wrong with her at all, on the outside at least.
On the inside, however, Liv had been feeling a bit mixed up since her awful, erotic experience a few weeks ago. The night when Marco De Luca, her son's best friend, had blackmailed her into giving a strip tease to all of her son's other friends. That would have been bad enough, but something worse than that had happened in the process: Liv's dangerous fetish for humiliation and exposure from her days as a stripper had resurfaced in the worst possible way. She had fucked her son's eighteen-year-old best friend in front of all his other buddies.
And she had liked it. At least in the moment. Afterward was another story of course. After Liv had a chance to get home and masturbate herself to completion under a scalding hot shower, the shame and guilt came crashing down. She had been tricked and defeated by a boy her son's age. He had gotten exactly what he wanted from a woman who should have been old and wise enough to run circles around him.
So, obviously, Liv swore that it would never happen again. She certainly wasn't an idiot. Liv knew that even entertaining a blackmailer's demands at all was risky. She had only agreed to the striptease because she was put on the spot and panicked. Marco threatened to ruin her son's life and she got tunnel vision. It wouldn't happen again.
Liv had a very simple plan to make sure of that.
She was simply going to make it impossible for Marco to talk with her. She had convinced her boyfriend Craig to drop off and pick up Elliot from school for some "male bonding time" so that Marco wouldn't be able to corner her again. She blocked his number (which they had used to set up the logistics of the strip show). She had vetoed all suggestions from Elliot for any additional sleepovers at their house.
Liv knew that little shit would try for more. It was just the sort of person Marco was. She had known dozens of men just like him, and used to date them almost exclusively in fact: untrustworthy, conniving, immature, dangerous, powerful... attractive.
Liv closed her eyes and counted to ten, brutally crushing the strange flutter in her heart of hearts. It was Vixen, the slutty little stripper she used to be, rearing her head again. She had grown out of those self-destructive urges. She was a grown woman now, in full control of herself. If Marco tried to weasel more sexual favors from her, she would shut that shit down immediately. She would rather burn her whole life to the ground than go one step further with him.
That was especially important to remind herself of... because that brief, humiliating sexual encounter had affected her in other ways as well. Sex his her boyfriend Craig was great usually. He was handsome, tall, confident, and knew how to make a woman melt in all the right ways. He was certainly in a whole other league when compared to the weazley little 18-year that had managed to trick his way into her pants. But ever since that degrading encounter with Marco, sex with Craig had felt... off. Like there was something missing. Getting humiliatingly fucked by Marco in front of all her son's friends had dredged up memories from her old stripping days... Of letting bouncers fuck her in the dressing room just to release her built-up sexual tension. Giving in to regulars in the VIP room for a fifty on the sly. Sucking off her boss in his office for a chance to headline the next evening... Compared to those filthy, shameful memories, sex with Craig felt a little vanilla.
Whatever. She had put all that behind her before, and she would do it again. But it did irk her that a worthless little nobody like Marco had managed to get under her skin, even if inadvertently.
Liv shook herself a little and got out of the car, hustling into the employee entrance of city hall. She was late again. There had been a few incidents this week where her dreams... well, simply put, she hadn't been sleeping well.
She hoped against hope that she would be able to slip in relatively unnoticed, but it seemed like she was unlucky today. As Liv entered the clerk's office, Candy the bubbly blonde secretary called her out immediately.
"Ooooooh, look who's heeeere," said the ditzy blonde in a sing-song voice from behind the desk. "I was afraid that you wouldn't be in today. That would be a real shame." Candy punctuated her cryptic statement with a giggle, her blue eyes shining with mischief. Liv's immediate reaction was suspicion. She and Candy were always professional and cordial, but they certainly didn't have a buddy-buddy relationship. Liv typically couldn't stand "popular girl" types like Candy. She had disliked girly girls ever since high school.
Why was Candy acting so chummy?
"No," said Liv carefully, "Just running a couple of minutes late, Candice. Why? Big meeting today?"
"Better than that," said Candy with a sly grin. Then, suddenly, from beneath the desk, the blonde secretary pulled a bouquet of roses, a stuffed teddy bear, and a white envelope. "That boyfriend you keep bragging about sent you flowers! So sweet!"
"Awwww! That's nice of him!" said Liv, trying her best to look happy and excited. Internally, her confusion only deepened. Craig Harrison was a wonderful man in many ways, but he wasn't exactly a romantic. Liv picked up the envelope. There was some sort of small object inside along with the card; she could feel it through the envelope.
Enough worrying and fretting. Liv ripped open the envelope with a rough, decisive motion. A small black flash drive fell out into her hand. Working on instinct, Liv immediately palmed it before Candy noticed it was there. Then she pulled out the card.
It had a floral design on the front and the message: "Missing You..." Liv impatiently flipped the card open and read the message.
"Dear V.
I'm so sad that we haven't been in touch lately. I keep thinking back on that special night together. I bet you can't stop thinking about it either. Let's get back in touch.
Love
M."
Liv had to stop herself from crumpling the card in her hand. That would just raise suspicion. At her fucking job. The little pipsqueak had actually had the balls to try to shake her down at her place of business.
If little Marco De Luca thought this kind of stunt would intimidate her or get into her pants, he was a fucking idiot.
"Must be some mistake," said Liv flatly, tossing the card down on Candy's desk. "These flowers aren't for me."
Candy's mouth formed a "o" of shock. "B-but," she protested, "The man who brought them said..."
"Take a look," said Liv firmly, nudging the card toward the baffled blonde, "It's addressed to someone with the initial V. They're not mine." Then she turned and walked away, leaving a protesting and confused Candy behind her.
Hopefully, the flowers and stuffed animal would be chalked up to a bizarre miscommunication. What was more concerning to her was the contents of the flash drive clutched in her suddenly sweaty palm.
...
Liv burned with cold fury as she paced her bedroom, occasionally casting angry glances over to her laptop. She should have known that Marco wouldn't be true to his word. She had assumed that she would be safe because she hadn't seen anyone filming, but the USB drive contained low-quality but unmistakable footage of the night she had given the strip show.
Now she was really fucked. The footage that Marco had gotten his hands on before, which showed her in her previous life as a stripper, could have been explained away as a youthful mistake. But this video showed her fucking a high school senior with every sign of slutty enjoyment. It was exactly the slippery slope she had hoped to avoid.
Well, it ended here. Her life might be over, but she still had her dignity, and it would give Liv great satisfaction to tell this little prick to go fuck himself. Liv Fraklin would rather burn her entire life to ash than give Marco De Luca the satisfaction of defeating her.
Her righteous fury would, of course, have felt a bit more pure and natural if her first instinct on recognizing the footage hadn't been to masturbate.
Liv gasped as a loud knock sounded at her bedroom door.
"I'm headed to the gas station, Ma," came Elliot's sharp, reedy voice through the door. "Want anything?" That was just like her boy. Always sweet and considerate.
"Nope," she said, trying to keep her voice cheerful and natural, "Have fun, kiddo."
Right. That was why she had played ball with Marco in the first place. To protect Elliot. When she heard the front door slam, Liv slumped to her bed with a sigh.
She had to contact the little shit and get this straightened out. Not that she would have sex with him again. Hell no. She had made up her mind that even keeping her secrets from Elliot wasn't worth that. But maybe if she played her cards right, she would be able to force Marco to give up. If she told him there was zero chance of anything further and said she would reveal his blackmail scheme... there was a chance he would back down.
She had to at least try for her son's sake.
... And another thing had occurred to her as well. Maybe the reason that she was having bedroom problems with Craig was the nagging, unresolved feeling that Marco had defeated her somehow. The more she thought about it, the more it made sense. Once she was able to put Marco in his place and get her confidence back, sex with her boyfriend would return to the wholesome, satisfying experience she craved. She owed to them both to give it a shot.
Liv crushed the unwanted thrill of anticipation inside her as she bit her lip, opened her phone, and unblocked her worst enemy.
...
Marco smiled a broad, blissful smile as he read the message from Vixen.
[Marco. We need to talk. No more little messages sent to my job, for one.]
He had to admit that his opponent in this little sex game was skilled. He never expected that Liv would try avoiding him entirely. It was actually pretty brilliant. With someone as fiery and reactive as Liv, he didn't realize that she had the self-control to ignore him completely.
But now that they were back in touch, Vixen was one step closer to losing. For good.
[Ok, Vixen. I agree. No need for games. Let's talk.]
Vixen's reply didn't take long.
[What exactly do you want? You sent me the flowers and card. You're obviously after something. Let's hear it.]
Marco chuckled to himself, leaning back on his bed in his messy room. He could see Liv's expectations laid out in his mind, clear as day. He was supposed to respond back with some sort of filthy sexual proposal, and Liv would respond with an angry tirade meant to intimidate him. But, just like Liv had done, he was about to respond in a way his opponent didn't expect.
[I don't want to discuss this over text. Let's meet up and talk face-to-face.]
This time it took a few minutes for Liv to respond.
[No, Marco. I'm not going to meet you. Let's finish this now.]
[Then I have nothing to say. Let me know when you change your mind.] Typed Marco quickly. Then he turned his phone off. He would check back on his texts tomorrow morning. If he had an accurate read on the situation, he would have a series of increasingly angry and frantic messages, followed by a sulking message of surrender.
Liv was a strong, fierce, smart woman. That was why Marco felt so attracted to her. It meant that getting what he wanted wouldn't be easy. But luckily for Marco, as tough and smart as Vixen was, she had some massive weak points.
Firstly, her son.
And secondly, her secret humiliation kink.
There was no reason to play this game on Liv's terms. Marco just had to put Vixen in a situation where he could exploit her weaknesses to the fullest. He already had a solid plan. No matter how hard Vixen resisted, Marco would get what he wanted in the end. And Marco wasn't just after a quick fuck. No. He had already decided that he wanted Liv, his stuck-up best friend's mom, on his arm: his loyal, obedient woman. Her dynamite mature body, her sharp mind, her sweet little cunt, and especially her fat fucking titties would all belong to him. All of them sexual playthings to do whatever he wanted with.
There was no way he could lose. Because Liv had a third weakness. Her biggest weakness of all, in fact.
She was wildly underestimating Marco De Luca.
...
Liv Franklin pulled up the address Marco had given her, squinting at the large suburban house nervously. Light poured from the windows and music could be faintly heard inside, even from this distance.
What the fuck? Had Marco told her to meet him at a fucking party?
It had been infuriating texting with Marco over the past few days. No matter what she said, he insisted that he wouldn't discuss the video with her over the phone or by text. He hadn't threatened her any further, but the fact that the video was just out there in his possession ate her up inside.
Finally, she had caved. Liv needed to get this resolved, one way or the other. She had planned a date at Craig's apartment directly after this little rendezvous, and, if all went well, she would be having steamy yet wholesome sex after finally being rid of Marco De Luca once and for all. She would either intimidate Marco into giving up his attempts to blackmail her, or she would fail and have her life ruined. Either way, it would be over.
She knew that somehow this insistence on seeing her in person was a ploy to trick her into sex again. But that didn't greatly concern her. She wasn't some horny bimbo. She would see that shit coming from a mile away and shut it down when Marco tried anything.
A shadowy figure outside her car window made her jump with a sharp knock. It was Marco. Obviously. The sight of his smug face and mud-brown eyes made her want to shudder. But also sent a little crackle of energy down her spine that she didn't care to think about.
Liv rolled down her window. "Ok, asshole," she said acidly, giving the little shit a withering glare, "I'm here, you're here. Let's settle this."
Marco grinned, jerking his head backward toward the lit-up house. "Inside, Vixen. Let's go."
Liv bristled at the use of her humiliating stage name. "No way, asshole," she said stubbornly. "I'm not going anywhere with you. Especially not a fucking party. I want to settle this. Now."
Marco just shrugged and started backing away. "Ok, fine. You're the one who wanted to talk. I'll be inside if you want to settle this." Then he turned and began jogging toward the house.
"I'm not going to parade myself around in front of your friends again, Marco De Luca!" she called out after him angrily.
Marco paused for a moment and turned, giving her a smug grin over his shoulder. "Don't worry, Vixen. This is a different crowd. No one knows who you are here. I'll see you inside." And he turned again, jogging up to the door of the house.
Liv wanted to scream but contented herself with slamming her palm against her dashboard hard enough to hurt her hand.
She should probably call Marco's bluff and just turn around and drive home. But would he agree to discuss the video later if she did? He had been pretty stubborn so far. This might be her only chance to get this straightened out. And now that she had started to suspect that his victory over her was what was poisoning her sexual relationship with Craig... she just couldn't wait for another day. She wanted to get this shit finished now, so she could go have the cathartic evening with her boyfriend she had been craving, without the specter of Marco De Luca hanging over her.
If Marco was telling the truth, and noone at the party knew who she was, there didn't seem to be much risk in ducking into the party briefly to confront him. She didn't trust Marco one bit... but then again, she didn't have to this time!
So the plan was to embarrass her in public again, huh? Liv smiled smugly. She had anticipated this might happen. She reached into the back seat and grabbed the mask she had brought along. It was a stylish bunny mask she had worn for a "masquerade night" that they had thrown for the city hall employees. It was the only thing she could find at short notice that would easily hide her identity, but it would do the trick nicely.
Liv got out of her car and slammed the door behind her, pulling the mask over her eyes as she headed toward the house. Marco thought he was so smart, but if his plan was to embarrass her publicly again, then she wouldn't make it easy for him.
...
Liv's self-congratulatory mood evaporated the second that she stepped inside the front door of the large suburban home.
A small crowd of party guests holding red plastic cups turned to face her. They looked young. Very young.
A few of them even looked familiar.
Oh shit. Marco had just led her straight into a teenage house party filled with high school seniors. And not just any high schoolers. These were her son's classmates.
Well, she wasn't sure what she had expected. Marco was a senior himself, so obviously this is the kind of party he would be invited to. That asshole! He said no one would know her here! Liv remained in the doorway for a moment, wracked with indecision. But after a moment of panic, Liv grudgingly admitted that Marco was probably right. These looked like popular kids, based on the house and the way they were dressed. Not exactly the crowd that Elliot rolled with normally. Liv wasn't exactly a PTA mom, so it was highly likely that no one at the party would recognize her even if she didn't have a mask.
But even so, she felt unbelievably out of place. As the high schoolers watching her fully absorbed the fact that an older woman in a bunny masquerade mask had just arrived, they looked at each other with suspicion and confusion.
Liv steeled herself and closed the door behind her. This could actually be an advantage. She was a mature adult, so she had no reason to be intimidated by a party of eighteen-year-olds. Hell, she doubted that the teens' cups were filled with Kool-Aid. If any of them tried to give her sass, she could just threaten to call the cops.
One of the little high school girls who watched her enter suddenly giggled and whispered in her friend's ear, her eye shining mischievously. The blonde she had whispered to laughed in return, her eyes traveling up and down Liv's body, blatantly checking her out. Suddenly Liv felt underdressed. She hadn't known she would be going to a party, so she had worn her average going-out clothes: a chic leather jacket over a tank top and artfully ripped jeans.
In retrospect, maybe the top and jeans were a bit too tight for a meeting with a sexual blackmailer, and the jeans were a touch low-slung, but she honestly hadn't put that much thought into it.
In other words, although her clothes weren't exactly slutty, they didn't scream "distant, mature, chaste mom" either.
"Marco's in the kitchen if you're looking for him," said the brunette who had initially giggled, her eyes glittering with some cruel inside joke. Liv frowned. She didn't like that response at all, and she liked the vibe of amused interest from the surrounding group of high schoolers even less.
"Thanks," Liv mumbled under her breath, hurrying out of the entryway. This whole situation felt off. It was unsettling to be the only adult in this teenage space. The feeling only deepened as she moved into the party.
The crowd parted for her as she made her way through the upper-middle-class home. Whispers and giggles and sidelong glances from the crowd seemed to swirl around her as she went. The clothes and haughty attitudes confirmed that these were the popular kids of Elliot's school. Being on the receiving end of their smirking glances transported Liv directly back to her years in high school.



From the beginning, Liv had never been one of the popular girls, and getting knocked up by her scumbag boyfriend halfway through high school had basically torpedoed any chance she may have had for social acceptance. As far as she remembered, Liv had never been invited to a house party like this, but the sense of being surrounded by amused hostility was instantly familiar to her. As Liv passed another group of tall high school boys, she could feel their eyes scanning her curvy body with a mixture of contempt and naked interest.
She must look so fucking stupid... an older woman in a bizarre mask seemingly attending a party of kids almost half her age. The embarrassing thought caused a dark slither of lust to squirm through her belly. She breathed heavily through her nose, trying to stay calm and in control as she finally arrived at the kitchen, pushing the unwelcome sensation away.
This wasn't the time or place for that kind of distraction. In fact, she was sure that if she gave these asshole high schoolers any sign at all that she was horny, it would make this whole fucked up situation a thousand times worse. It was essential that she play the part of a mature, unimpressed adult woman, force Marco into their negotiation, and then get out before any of the teenagers acted on the bullying impulses she could sense in their murmurs and giggles.
In the kitchen, a group of fashionably dressed seniors chattered and laughed loudly around a central island, Pouring themselves a bright red drink from a cooler or beer from a keg. Definitely not like any party that Liv went to in high school. She was lucky if they had half a bottle of liquor stolen from a parent's cabinet at the kind of get togethers she attended.
Marco was standing with the group, sipping from a cup himself. He looked a little out of place in this crowd of popular kids, but he was playing it cool. Liv set her mouth in a determined line and headed straight for him.
"Holy Shit," said a deep cocky voice from the other side of the kitchen island. A tall, powerfully built senior with swept-back dark hair and chilly blue eyes stared at Liv with a shiny, but heartless smile. Liv recognized him instantly. Even as a mom with a son not really interested in sports, every parent in the high school would recognize the basketball team's star forward.
Garret Stevens was the pride of the high school sports program. Liv had seen his face staring up at her from the sports section of the local paper more than a few times. She had a mildly positive impression of Garret, from her vague sense of parental school spirit. Now, his cold blue eyes scanned every inch of Liv's body, sticking for a moment on the heavy breasts stretching her tank top. Liv felt a shiver of humiliated lust as his eyes locked with hers, heated and aggressive and disrespectful.
Right now he wasn't seeing her as a classmate's mom. He saw her as a piece of meat.
What the hell was going on here? Why was leering, disrespectful lust the first reaction that a party of teens had to the appearance of an older woman?
"So you weren't lying," said Garrett with a lazy grin over his cup, looking across the counter at Marco. 'She's real!"
"Told you," said Marco with a cocky shrug, grinning back. "Everybody, this is Vixen, the... woman I've been telling you about." Liv felt her blood run cold. The exchange could only mean one thing. Marco, like the stupid fucking teenage boy he was, had bragged to the whole school about his conquest. Liv was suddenly deeply grateful she had had the foresight to wear her mask.
She wasn't just some older woman to these teens. She was the milf that Marco De Luca was banging. That explained the giggles and wandering eyes as she entered, she was just a slutty prop in Marco De Luca's racy story. Liv didn't think she had ever felt as humiliated and degraded in her life. And that was saying something.
The assembled high schoolers in the kitchen turned to her with demeaning stares at her body, no doubt imagining what dirty things Marco had done to her. She could practically see their filthy imaginations running wild. A sudden throb of arousal overwhelmed Liv for a second. Her long-buried fetish for exposure and embarrassment was rearing its ugly head once again She pushed back at the hot wet surge, getting herself under control with difficulty.
But despite the iron grip of her willpower, even after squashing down her libido once more, Liv still felt a lingering warm tingle, and her breathing felt a bit more labored.
"So what's with the slutty mask?" asked a high-pitched voice in a tone of rich amusement. "Did you trick her into coming by telling her this was an orgy or something?" A sporty-looking girl with a cute upturned nose, freckles, and straight, shiny chestnut hair was practically hanging off of the tall basketball captain, staring at Liv with an air of amused contempt.
With shock, Liv realized that she recognized this girl too, for a completely different reason. Liv recognized Emma Parkes from a conversation about girls she had with her son Elliot. This little brat who was giggling behind her hand at the bunny-masked milf in front of her was her son's crush. After Elliot had blushed and admitted that there was a girl he was interested in, Liv pestered her son into showing her a picture from social media.
Emma had looked a lot nicer online.
To Liv's annoyance, Marco sauntered over, holding out a cup of the bright red drink to her. "She has to keep her identity secret," explained Marco over his shoulder with a wink at the chuckling Emma and Garret. "She's got a job and a man. They would both flip if they heard she's become a slut for a high school senior." Marco slipped a daring arm around Liv's waist. "And that's not even the worst person who might find out, this little bunny here has a..."
A wave of white-hot rage bubbled up inside Liv, and she roughly shoved Marco away, sloshing some of the red liquid from his cup onto her jacket. "Shut the fuck up," she hissed, fighting hard to keep herself from slapping Marco across the face. To her annoyance, the outburst didn't exactly impress the crowd of onlookers, who let out a sarcastic "oooooooooh", followed by Emma commenting "Trouble in paradise!" in a mocking stage whisper, drawing cruel laughter from the teens.
Liv felt a hot blush creep over her face beneath the mask. "Popular girls" were a weakness of Liv's. Ever since high school, popular girly girls had always made her feel awkward and off-balance. And now, despite her best efforts, the feeling of frustrated inferiority leftover from memories of bullies was blending with her awakening arousal over her embarrassing predicament.
Liv locked eyes with pretty little Emma Parkes across the kitchen for a moment. With a thrill of erotic energy, Liv saw the exact second that the young bully sensed her weakness. Shit. Liv needed to wrap this up quickly. Who knew what would happen now that this little queen bee smelled blood?
Even worse, for some fucking reason she was feeling more and more horny. The disrespect... the snide comments... Marco's crude groundwork that had made all these teens see her as a slutty bimbo... All of these factors were awakening a dark, submissive lust inside her that she thought she had buried forever when she gave up stripping. All of her earlier certainty and confidence that she could deal with Marco suddenly felt a lot shakier.
... at least Marco had the good sense not to spread her real name around. Being known as Marco's anonymous milf slut was vastly preferable to every member of her son's senior class connecting her identity to her actions.
"I need to talk with you," Liv said in a furious undertone to Marco, fidgeting with her suddenly-sweaty mask, "right now."
"Somebody can't wait to get her boy toy in private," commented Emma archly, sending another ripple of laughter through the watching crowd. Liv could tell from the stares of the teens that they didn't just think the joke was funny -- they really believed it. They saw her as a trashy slut that wanted to pull Marco into an empty room and jump his bones.
"Th-that's not... I don't want to... I'm not with Marco, ok?" said Liv hotly. The pretty little high schooler smirked and rolled her eyes, not even dignifying Liv's weak denial with a response. Something about this twisted situation was stripping Liv of all of her adult authority and power, leaving her feeling like a stuttering little girl. Liv made a conscious effort not to wriggle from the sudden damp feeling between her legs.
"Sorry babe," said Marco with a sickening smirk, "I know you're desperate, but I want to hang out a little first." Then, without warning, the weasely little asshole pulled Liv's larger body toward him into an embrace. Liv stiffened in shocked outrage as she felt Marco's erection press into her, but before she could push him away, his lips were at her ear, whispering.
"If you drag me away to a private place right now, everyone will think we're fucking," he said in a low, coaxing tone. "You wouldn't want that, would you?" Liv shuddered lightly, glaring through her mask at the leering crowd around them. Damn it. He wasn't wrong.
"So what do you suggest?" she muttered through gritted teeth. It burned her up that she was forced to play along with this worthless little boy. She was supposed to put him in his place tonight, like an older, smarter woman should. And now here she was, painted into a corner again, being handled effortlessly by a boy her son's age. Right where he wanted her. She recoiled from that thought as it brought another pulse of sickening warmth to her core.
"Calm down," whispered Marco soothingly. In contrast to his words, the thick bulge in his pants was still pressing up against Liv's thigh. She tried to squirm away from the inappropriate point of contact which seemed to radiate heat directly into her body, but Marco was surprisingly strong and held her in place. "Have a drink. Blend in for a little while. Everyone here is buzzed and trying to hook up with each other. Once you aren't a novelty anymore, they'll forget you exist."
Liv closed her eyes and counted to five. She had options here. She didn't have to play this stupid game. If she wanted, she could refuse to submit to the ridicule and crude jokes of these immature high schoolers and just leave.
But that would mean giving up on fixing the blackmailing issue tonight. And, more importantly, it would be admitting defeat. She would be admitting that this crowd of young bullies had gotten under her skin.
She would sooner die.
Sensing that she was wavering, Marco held out the cup of bright red liquid, raising an eyebrow with a cocky grin. Liv cursed him under her breath, grabbed the cup from his hand, and took a gulp. The crowd gave a sarcastic cheer as she coughed and spluttered. God, it tasted like they had mixed paint thinner and Hawaiian punch.
"Too much for you, Granny?" asked Emma mockingly.
Liv glared at the pretty little brat from across the room. She didn't know what her son saw in this bitch.
...
Liv slapped weakly at Marco's hand again, half-heartedly trying to move it off of her hip where it rested. But at this point, she was too distracted to offer any real resistance.
Her head swam a little as she looked around the crowded living room. Whatever nasty punch the young partiers had made was stronger than she thought, and Liv was now buzzed. Currently, she was trying to find where her jacket had gone.
Garrett had commented that she looked a little hot, and then Emma's hands had been there, slipping her jacket off her shoulders. After that, her jacket seemed to mysteriously disappear into the crowd, leaving Liv feeling exposed and vulnerable in her tight tank top.
Her nipples throbbed dully beneath the hungry gazes of the teenagers in the surrounding crowd all watching the heave and sway of her magnificent breasts beneath the tight fabric of the tank top. She didn't think she would be getting her jacket back tonight.
A low, burning flame of humiliated arousal had been steadily eating away at her since she had arrived. Worse, Marco's claim that the teens at the party would soon forget about her turned out to be overly optimistic. It seemed like everyone at the party was interested in getting a look at the famous slutty bimbo milf Marco had been bragging about.
Any time that someone implied that she and Marco were together, Liv was swift to angrily correct them, but her protests didn't seem to convince anyone. It was mortifying. It was like she had been reduced to nothing more than slutty arm candy in the eyes of these teens. She looked like a pathetic older woman who had been charmed by a high schooler. Worse, not just any high schooler, but Marco De Luca, a burnout she knew was totally beneath her.
And the worst part was that her stupid fetish was making the entire embarrassing situation hard to fully resist. Every passing moment made her feel weaker and hornier and more confused. Bringing the insulting assumptions of the mocking high schoolers closer and closer to reality.
Garrett slammed the rest of his beer, bleached loudly, and called out, "Truth or Dare!". The crowd agreed with whoops of approval. But although the young people around the living room looked excited and eager, only a handful of boys and girls stepped forward to play the game, forming a rough circle on the furniture in the center of the living room. It looked like most of the teens in the room were hesitant to play.
Garret patted the loveseat next to him, looking meaningfully at Emma. "C'mon, babe," he said firmly. "You're playing." Emma rolled her eyes theatrically. "Ugggghhh... You boys always get so pervy with this game," she whined but took her place at Garrett's side as he draped an arm over her shoulder.
Marco began pulling Liv forward, and she realized that she had been in such a distracted haze that she had allowed Marco's arm to rest around her waist for a few minutes without protest. She squirmed free, far too late to avoid the implications of the casual contact.
Marco flashed her a cocky grin, looking at her with a frank, direct stare. "Let's play!" he said confidently.
Liv looked at him with shocked disgust. Did this kid think that just because he had gotten her a little confused all of her brains had leaked out of her ears? She wasn't even close to being stupid enough to agree to play a kinky public game with her son's classmates. "Hell no," she said flatly, making the crowd give a scandalized "Ooooooh."
It was a petty victory, but it felt good to tell Marco off after being pushed around and manipulated all evening. She felt a surge of satisfaction as frustration painted Marco's face for a fleeting moment. Then her young tormentor controlled himself and slumped down into a seat on the couch.
"Don't worry guys," he said lightly, "She's playing." The other players just nodded, as if it was obvious that Marco made decisions for Liv. But this time Liv kept her emotions and arousal firmly in check. Marco could say whatever he wanted, but he couldn't force her to play this immature sleepover game.
The gathered group of seven players (not counting Liv, obviously) sat eyeing each other while the rest of the spectators surrounding them crackled with anticipation. Liv took a sip of her disgusting drink to calm her nerves. It felt wrong to be here, inserting herself into the dirty secrets of a high school party. She could practically taste the hormones of the crowd of horny teens in the air. She was glad she had refused to play. With this kind of charged atmosphere, who knew what could happen?
'Well," said Emma with a crooked smile, leaning back into Garrett's embrace, "Are we just going to sit around staring at each other or are we going to play?"
"I'll go first!" said Garret eagerly, rubbing his hands together. "I choose you, Emma. Truth or dare?"
Emma sighed and grudgingly said "Truth."
Tyler could barely hold in his amusement as he asked "Ok, ok, I've got a good one. How many guys have you ever sucked off?" The guys in the crowd shouted their approval at the question, some leaning forward to pat Tyler on the shoulder to show their support for his bold question. Liv rolled her eyes. She had expected a lot more from this game. Was it all going to be this kind of petty PG-13 bullshit? Her nervousness began to fade.
"Garrett Tyler Stevens!" said Emma in mock shock, "Why do you even want to know? It's so rude to ask a girl to kiss and tell. And if I refuse to answer?"
Garrett's grin only widened. "Same rules apply as always, babe. You can skip the first truth or dare and demand a different one, but then there's no avoiding the second. It's usually a bad choice."
Garret's eyes suddenly snapped to focus across the circle from him, and his eyebrows drew together angrily. "Hey!" he barked, pointing a finger into the crowd, "Is that a fucking phone I see? You know the fucking rules! No fucking phones during party games, dipshit! Do you want us all to get expelled? I swear to fucking Christ, if I see another phone out of a pocket, you will fucking regret it."
The crowd was sheepishly silent for a second except for an angry knot of boys around the offender, who muttered a red-faced apology and slipped the phone back into his pocket. Well, at least these kids weren't complete idiots. Liv had found out the downsides of having compromising footage floating around the hard way.
"Anyway," said Garrett with a deep breath, a smile spreading across his face once again, "You were saying, babe? About the number of guys you've sucked off?"
"Ugh, fine," said Emma, hand dramatically flung over her eyes. "If you must know, the answer is eight." A murmur of aroused interest ran through the crowd. Liv was a little surprised herself. Blowing eight separate guys was a lot for someone who was only eighteen. It looked like little miss perfect queen bee was secretly a bit of a slut.
"You're next babe," said Garret, smiling down at her. Emma shrugged and said "Ok then, I pick you, stud. Truth or Dare." The surrounding crowd leaned in with intense anticipation, waiting for the star athlete's response.
"Dare," he said with cocky bravado. The crowd oohed with anticipation and Emma chuckled. "Woooow," she drawled. "A dare right off the bat, huh? Somebody's feeling brave. Ok then, big boy, I dare you to whip that shirt off and do some pushups. Give the girls some eye candy."
Garret slammed back his drink and rose to obey, swiftly yanking his t-shirt up over his head, revealing a tight, muscular body that drew a gasp of admiration from the women in the crowd. Even Liv found herself unable to look away from Garrett's rippling physique as he threw himself to the ground and effortlessly performed a series of flawless one-handed pushups. By the time he was done, Garrett was receiving whistles and catcalls from the girls, and as he returned to his seat glistening with a light sheen of sweat, Emma murmured "show off", and pulled him into a brief but deep kiss.
Liv made a mental note to encourage her son to move on from Emma Parkes. She seemed taken.
The game continued around the circle. A girl was dared to simulate moaning noises. A stocky boy was asked if he had ever jerked off thinking about Emma (he had, much to Emma's disgusted amusement and his shame). Finally, the turn order came around to Marco, who locked eyes with Liv.
"I choose Vixen. Truth or Dare."
Liv felt a pulse of wet heat flood through her as the crackling sexual energy of the room once again focused on her. She tried not to fidget as she said testily, "I told you, Marco. I'm not playing." Despite her protest, the crowd still watched her with bated breath, hanging on every word of the exchange. Liv could feel how much the crowd of teens wanted to see her play... wanted to see her subjected to the same humiliations the other players had gone through.



Marco looked a little chagrined and gestured Liv toward him. Liv didn't want to speak with him. She especially didn't want everyone to see that she would come to him when he beckoned. But something about the atmosphere and the pleasant buzz in her head made it hard to resist. She approached Marco like a moth to the flame.
As she got close, Marco leaned up to whisper, hot and soft in her ear. "Come on Vixen. Loosen up," he said coaxingly. "Let's just play for a round or two and then I promise we'll go and talk about that video."
Liv wavered. The game had been a lot tamer than she had expected so far, and, unlike these horny teens who wanted to live on the edge, Liv knew that Truth or Dare was a ridiculously simple game to win. You just had to pick "truth" every time and not give a fuck about what other people thought. But something about the situation made Liv feel uneasy. It felt like she was missing something.
She shook her head adamantly. "No way Marco," Liv snapped, "I said I'm not going to play, and I meant it."
"God! Enough of this," said Emma with a disgusted sneer. "I'm bored with this saggy bitch and her whining. Pick someone else, Marco. You heard her. She's too much of a pussy to play."
As a grown woman, Liv should have been able to let the taunts of a bratty high school senior r bounce off her. But Liv had always struggled with controlling her emotions, and the ridicule coming from a little bitch that reminded her of her high school bullies was impossible to ignore. This girl half her age thought that Liv was AFRAID of an immature sleepover game?
Liv looked back at Marco, her eyes blazing with anger.
"Truth," she spat. The crowd responded with an eager cheer of approval. The look of triumph on Marco's face made Liv's blood run cold. She was suddenly certain that she had missed something important.
"Ok Vixen," said Marco, leaning back on the couch and staring up at her with insolent confidence, "Tell me this: what is the name of the person you're living with right now?" Liv felt the question hit her like a punch to the gut. Marco's shit-brown eyes sparkled with amusement while the crowd murmured in confusion. They didn't understand how devastating the question actually was.
Of course, the other person living with her right now was her son Elliot, a classmate of the party guests.
There was no way she could answer the question. Liv weighed giving up entirely and refusing to play any further. She could walk out the door right now, drive home, and regroup. But Emma, that little bitch, was watching Liv closely with a smug smile on her perfect, pouty lips. Liv didn't want to give her the satisfaction.
Well, she could always test her luck and see what the other option was.
"I won't answer that. I want to skip," said Liv in a tight, frustrated voice. The crowd's confusion deepened. Emma turned to Garrett and whispered something in his ear that made his eyebrows crease. But, despite their confusion, the excitement of the crowd rose as well. There was no getting out of a replacement dare... which meant that it could be particularly juicy.
"Ok then," said Marco smoothly. He reached down and gently patted his thigh with a big shit-eating grin on his face. "I dare you to sit on my lap." Liv could tell by the half-hearted noises the crowd was making that they thought this dare was disappointingly tame. But Marco's confident words made Liv's heart hammer in her chest.
It was devious. Marco knew that if he pushed her too far, Liv would storm out of the house, game be damned. He had carefully chosen a dare that pushed the envelope, drawing her deeper into a web of arousal and humiliation, while not going so far he would scare her away.
But had he judged correctly? Was Liv willing to sit on this infuriating young man's lap just to continue this game? The two sexual opponents stared at each other, and in that fragile moment, Liv studied Marco De Luca. Something about him got under her skin. He was worthless. An underachiever even by the standards of a high school student. Losing to him was deeply humiliating purely because of how far beneath her Liv considered him. But for some reason, he had a deep streak of manly dominance that was darkly fascinating to Liv, as much as she hated to admit it. And, although she could scarcely even admit this to herself, his rugged face and broad shoulders... well, they weren't unattractive.
Cursing herself for getting caught up in distracting thoughts, Liv made up her mind. Although submitting herself to Marco this way was deeply embarrassing, it was a price she was willing to pay to not be seen running away with her tail between her legs.
Liv held her breath as she lowered her plump ass gently down onto the lap of the younger man she despised, obeying his command. Her belly roiled with shame and irrepressible arousal as her ass made contact. As she suspected, Marco was already hard. She could feel his thick cock pressing up into her soft backside. A powerful memory of the last time they had seen each other assaulted her senses... Her giving the cocky little asshole a lap dance... getting caught up in the moment... Sinking his big cock deep into her throbbing cunt... riding him with shameful desperation, her big, plush ass crushing down into his muscular thighs again and again.
Liv bit her lip hard to suppress the moan that threatened to escape as the feeling of Marco's cock blended with the humiliating, erotic memory. She realized that the entire crowd was still watching her, and they no longer seemed bored or disappointed. She flushed ever hotter as she realized her aroused reaction must have been obvious. She glanced over at Garrett and Emma, and saw with a thrill of anxiety that both of them were staring at her with a sort of predatory fascination.
Garrett was next up.
"I pick you, Vixen," he said firmly, his icy blue eyes boring into hers. "Truth or Dare."
Shit. Liv should have known that she would be a focus for the players once she joined the game. Well... she should probably still stick to the tried and true strategy. 'Truth," said Liv in a strangled voice, trying her best to ignore the feeling of Marco's hard teen cock pressing into her ass and the growing heat inside her.
"So, Vixen," said Garrett cheerfully, playing up his jovial tone for the watching crowd. "You've been pretty stubborn all night... insisting that you don't have anything going on with Marco..." Nasty snickering broke out in the crowd, showing their clear disbelief. Liv felt another rolling wave of shame and heat as she understood that, despite her angry protests, it still seemed clear to the teens at the party that she and Marco had a sexual relationship.
"So my question is this,' said Garrett with a cruel smirk, "Let's solve this once and for all. Have you ever fucked Marco de Luca?"
"I... Well I..." stuttered Liv miserably. Titters and giggles began erupting through the crowd as Liv's mortified reaction made it obvious what the true answer to the question was. Liv wriggled uncomfortably on Marco's lap. It was a mistake: the movement only reminded her of the hard, thick cock pressing into her... and how hard it had fucked her eager pussy a few weeks ago.
"Yes," gasped Liv finally, her hands flying up to cover her face in an uncharacteristic gesture of bashfulness. "I... I did." The humiliation was crushing. She had spent the evening hotly insisting that there was nothing between her and Marco, that he was just some little boy who was totally beneath her. But now, she had been forced to eat crow, publically admitting her secret shame and invalidating all of her claims of mature disinterest.
It didn't seem like things could get any worse.
"I also pick Vixen," said Emma in a sweet, cheerful voice. "What do you say, slut? Truth or Dare?"
Liv felt her stomach roil at Emma's cloying voice. She instinctively knew that this little girl was much more dangerous than Garrett. "It's... It's not fair," she gulped. "Why is everyone just picking me?" She tried to make her voice sharp and accusatory, but even to her ears she sounded whiny and pathetic.
"Those are the rules, Vixen. It's my turn, so I pick who I want," said Emma breezily. "We can't help it that it's so fun to watch you squirm. Now stop stalling. Truth or Dare."
Liv thought quickly, through the warm haze of lust that had started to cloud her mind. Emma was an evil little bitch that had already gone out of her way to publically humiliate Liv, and Liv had already demonstrated that she had a weakness for certain truth questions. If Liv asked for truth, Emma would go straight for the throat. So, unintuitively, the best choice was probably to go straight for...
"Dare," said Liv defiantly, looking Emma in the eyes. Liv might be getting horny and have trouble saying no to Marco, but this annoying little queen bee prompted the opposite reaction in her. Something about Emma made Liv want to scratch her eyes out.
"Ooooh, so brave, Vixen," cooed Emma with false admiration, giving Liv a coy sidelong glance. "I like that. Well, having someone strip down and do exercises was popular last time. Let's do that again. I dare you to get topless and do some jumping jacks for us."
The crowd loved Emma's twisted dare, letting out a dramatic "ohhhhh" as they gathered closer to see how the masked milf would respond. Liv felt her body blaze hotter at the obscene command. Her suppressed arousal had wound up so tightly inside her that she felt like she was reaching a breaking point. The watching, disrespectful crowd, her exposed secrets, and especially the hard cock pressed against her ass were making it increasingly hard to maintain her dignity as a mature woman.
But for now, she managed to keep her cool. This was exactly why she chosen dare first. So that she could use her precious skip. "I won't. What else have you got?" she said grimly, staring down her son's crush.
The crowd grumbled its disappointment, but Emma didn't look phased. Liv felt a ripple of unease as she realized that Emma had anticipated her refusal. "Ok then," said Emma sweetly, "I dare you to take your mask off." You could have heard a pin drop as the crowd of rowdy teens turned and focused on Liv with intense interest.
They weren't sure why the thirty-something bimbo at the party was hiding her face, but if she thought someone here might recognize her, then her identity must be juicy. People began whispering excitedly. Was it possible that she was a teacher?
"No!" said Liv automatically, without even thinking about it. That was simply out of the question. It would destroy her entire life in a second if she removed her mask. Emma shook her head with a "tsk". "That's not how it works, Vixen," she said slowly, as if explaining something to someone stupid. "There's no getting out of the second dare. Now off with the mask, slut. I want to see that pretty face."
Liv shook her head firmly, and the crowd murmured their disapproval. Suddenly Liv began thinking about how easy it would be for a nearby teen to snatch the mask off her face. The alcohol and arousal were making it hard to think. It was time to leave. Things had gone too far already.
Liv tried to rise from her seat but was frustrated to feel that Marco had slipped an arm around her waist, holding her firmly in place. "Wait a sec," said Marco, speaking to Emma, "If Vixen agreed to go back and do the first dare, would you let her?"
Emma made of big show of considering the request. "Hmmmm," she said thoughtfully, "Well... Normally I would consider that cheating... But I do think watching Vixen's fat fake titties bounce around would be funny. So sure. Why not?"
Liv turned on Marco with a glare, furious at his unwelcome intervention. "I'm not going to get naked in front of a bunch of highschoolers!" she hissed angrily.
Marco's reaction stopped her dead in her tracks. He shrugged with a mischievous glint in his eyes. "Why not?" he asked simply. "Nobody here knows who you fucking are, Vixen. Isn't this the perfect place to indulge your little embarrassment kink? You can get naked and no one but you and I will ever know.
Liv hadn't thought about it that way... Looking at it in that light, it was almost like she was invincible in this erotic game. She might be humiliated in this moment, but it would be Emma who had to go to school on Monday with everyone knowing how many guys she had blown.
Liv's body pulsed with the pleasant buzz of alcohol and the filthy heat of her masochistic arousal. She tried to think of reasons why Marco was wrong... why she shouldn't just give in and show the party her naked breasts. She shifted slightly on Marco's lap, pressing his cock even more firmly between her cheeks. She realized with horror that her panties were hot and moist and had been for some time. This game was turning her on even more than she thought.
"Come on," whispered Marco in her ear. "You're all masked up and safe. This is your chance. Let Vixen out to play."
Liv's brain felt fuzzy and warm. Without even feeling like she was making a conscious decision, Liv's hands reached up and shakily gripped the bottom hem of her tank top, lifting it slowly to reveal a sliver of soft, feminine belly. The crowd gasped in delight as the shirt rose higher, inch by inch.
By the time the shirt crept over the bottom swell of her black, lacy bra, the crowd was practically roaring, and Liv had regained her sense of shame, squeezing her eyes shut as her face grew hot with embarrassment beneath her mask. But despite the choking sense of defeat, Liv's hands didn't stop, pulling the shirt up and over her face, leaving her wearing just a bra and jeans in front of the slavering teenage crowd.
The shock of adrenaline gave Liv a moment of clarity. She was an adult woman about to go topless in front of her son's classmates. She had been stewing all night about how everyone at the party was treating her like a slut. And here she was, about to prove them all right.
More importantly, she remembered another excellent reason not to get her tits out in front of Marco.
But it was too late now, the room thrummed with erotic excitement and all eyes were on her. It was a familiar feeling from her days as a stripper: the eroticism of being the center of sexual attention in the room carried her along like a leaf in a current. Even as panic gripped her heart, her numb hands reached behind her back to undo the clasps on her enormous bra.
With a showman's flourish and an instinctual saucy grin on her face despite her humiliation, Liv whipped her bra off and tossed it into the cheering crowd, revealing the massive globes of her perfect fake tits...
... and the shining metal piercings that still remained on her stiff, slutty nipples.
Liv felt a sinking feeling of erotic helplessness as she saw the look of fierce, possessive triumph on Marco's face and felt his cock twitch against her pillowy ass. Liv had never in a million years thought that Marco would see her naked breasts again, so when she decided to keep the piercings that Marco had saddled her with as a degrading powerplay, it had seemed like a harmless, kinky secret. A reminder of the awful, but deeply erotic experience the young dominant man had put her through.
Besides, Craig had loved them, although he still hadn't treated them quite as roughly as Liv would have liked, and he never needed to know why his girlfriend had gotten the piercings in the first place.
But Liv could see it in the boy's muddy brown eyes. Marco knew the truth that Liv couldn't even admit to herself: that Marco still had some sort of perverse hold on her. The shiny metal studs were irrefutable proof that Liv couldn't forget about when he fucked her. The look of knowing triumph that Liv saw there made the humiliated lust inside her burn even brighter. If he hadn't been before, Marco was certain that he was winning in their sexual struggle now.
"You're not done yet, slut," said Emma with a cruel giggle. "On your feet Vixen! Show us those jumping jacks!" Liv glared at the pretty little brat sitting across from her. As erotic as she found this exposure, it didn't make her like this smug little bitch anymore. She swiftly rose to her feet and stood in the middle of the breathless circle of high school seniors. She could feel the sharp eyes of dozens of her son's classmates burning into her exposed breasts, topped with stiff, metal-studded nipples that broadcast her humiliating arousal at her predicament.
Then she started jumping, sending her big round tits bouncing and jolting in a painful, ridiculous display. Hooting laughter spread through the watching crowd, although Liv also noted that most of the boys were also pitching tents in their pants.
Finally, after what felt like an eternity of bouncing breasts, the ordeal was over. Liv sat down and demurely crossed an arm over her chest. Her fake tits were far too large to be hidden completely by an arm, but at least she was able to shield her humiliatingly pierced nipples from the hungry eyes of the crowd. Liv looked around for her bra and shirt, but it seemed like they had disappeared just like her jacket had while she was distracted by her jumping jacks. She took a shuddering breath and let it go. She would just look silly if she scrambled around and tried to find them right now.
"Ok, who's next?" asked Garrett, beginning to slur his words a little.
"Me," said Liv firmly. "I'm playing now, right? So I get a turn." Emma looked a little disgruntled, but Garrett nodded. "Yep. In fact, you probably should have gone after your boyfriend. Our bad. Go ahead and choose someone."
Liv bristled internally at Garrett casually referring to Marco as her boyfriend, but she had more important things to worry about.
Like revenge.
Emma glared at her from Garrett's side, accurately sensing where this was going.
"Emma," said Liv with great satisfaction, sitting back on Marco's lap like a queen on a throne, her huge tits poorly covered by one thin arm, "Truth or Dare?"
"Dare," said Emma sharply, her eyes defiant. Liv felt giddy with power. So Emma wanted to act tough, did she? Liv would make her regret it. Of course, she had to be careful. As much as Liv would like to dare Emma to suck cock and add a ninth man to her tally, Liv wasn't as free to act as the high schoolers were. If it got out that Emma dared Liv to take her top off... well, kids will be kids. But if some parents heard that an adult woman had dared Emma to suck cock in public... that would probably start an investigation into who the mystery pervert was.
Luckily, Liv had the perfect idea. Devastating while not going too far. When she was in high school, there was a girl in her class who was bullied for months because she had kissed another girl during a game of Spin the Bottle. Liv knew how cruel high schoolers could be. After her dare, people would be whispering behind Emma's back until graduation and beyond.
Liv couldn't wait to wipe the smug look off the little bitch's face. "I dare you to make out with a girl!" she said triumphantly. But wait... who should Emma's partner be? "Make out with..." Liv hesitated. Anyone else she pointed to would also catch the same flak from the same-sex kissing. That hardly seemed fair. There were two other girls in the circle playing truth or dare, but could Liv really justify dooming them to rumors and giggles along with Emma? Maybe if Liv wasn't so distracted and horny, she would have thought this through better beforehand...
Liv looked up from her panicked thoughts to see Emma standing above her with a strange smolder in her eyes.
"I didn't say who to kiss yet. What are you doing?" asked Liv stupidly, her arm suddenly pressing harder against her naked tits from her surprise.
"Doing your stupid dare, slut," purred Emma, her hand slipping behind Liv's head and twining her fingers into Liv's raven hair as she pulled the older woman forward into a rough kiss.



Liv grunted in surprise and displeasure as the soft lips of her son's high school crush met hers. She wanted to push the bratty younger woman away, but her arm was trapped between them... and besides, something horrible was happening inside her. Her pathetic, exhibitionist lust was roaring and swelling, filling her to bursting with dark, twisted heat. The act of being performatively kissed by the bitchy, popular bully was setting her humiliation fetish off in a powerful way.
Against her will, Liv found her stiff, affronted posture melting.
As the crowd chattered and pressed closer, Liv felt Emma's wicked little tongue slip between her lips, exploring her mouth with confident, eager movements. Liv was getting carried away by the delicious wrongness of being dominantly kissed by a younger woman; she couldn't help but swirl and tangle her tongue submissively with the high school senior's. Ironically, she was living out a fantasy that her own son had jerked off to dozens of times: a steamy make-out session with Emma Parkes.
Emma herself warmed up to the kiss as well, sensing her prey's crumbling defenses and reluctant submission. Emma's slim hand tightened in Liv's hair as she dominantly controlled the kiss. Her other hand snaked up between them, her fingers demanding entrance beneath the arm modestly concealing Liv's huge tits...
Liv tried her best to resist the younger brat, but she was at the limits of her willpower, and the humiliating kiss just felt too good. Her sweaty arm fell away, allowing Emma to roughly grab and squeeze the slutty milf's big fake tits, much to the enjoyment of the crowd. The feeling of giving in to the horrible, beautiful bully who had been tearing her down all night was somehow deeply cathartic. It was like Emma was finishing the job her high school bullies had begun so long ago: finally completely crushing her and showing the world how much of a pathetic slut she was.
Liv couldn't have said how long the makeout session lasted. She felt dazed and horny when Emma finally pulled away, a strand of saliva hanging briefly between them. Liv at least had the satisfaction of seeing that the bratty queen bee was also blushing and breathing heavily as they stared into each others' eyes. Well... as shameful as that had been for Liv, maybe Emma would still have lesbian rumors about her flying thick and fast after that performance.
The moment was broken when Marco tapped Liv on the shoulder, forcing his phone into her hands. "Sorry to ruin the fun ladies," he said apologetically, "But Vixen needs to see this."
Liv stared down at the phone in confusion as Emma retreated to the embrace of Garrett, who looked stunned but happy at his girl's slutty show. On the screen of Marco's phone was a text conversation, a discussion about how someone was coming to join him at the party and would be arriving soon. For a second, in her confused state, Liv didn't understand why Marco was showing her this. Then she read the name of the contact.
Elliot.
Fuck.
Liv's blood ran cold as she reread the last message. Elliot had texted Marco that he was here. Two minutes ago. Liv felt panic engulf her. She had never even considered this a possibility. Elliot wasn't the kind of kid that went to parties like this. Oh God... he was probably moving through the party now... toward the loud boisterous crowd in the living room.
Where his mom was topless, sitting on his best friend's lap after just having made out with his crush.
True, she was masked, but Elliot knew her too well. Knew her voice. There was no way he could see her like this, mask or no. But how could she escape? Any way she tried to exit might be directly into the path of her son if he was already in the house. And she still didn't have her shirt or bra.
Liv looked up into Marco's eyes, defeated and weak, silently begging for the help of a man she despised.
"Vixen," said Marco with a sickening, triumphant grin, "I dare you to do seven minutes in heaven with me. Right over there." He pointed to a slightly ajar door on the wall of the living room. Liv gulped, looking for some way she could refuse... but Marco had her right where he wanted her. There were no other options if she didn't want Elliot to see everything. Liv couldn't trust herself to speak. With a lump in her throat and a burning blush beneath her mask, she nodded.
"Hey, that's not fair!" protested Garrett, leaning forward. "It's not your turn!" From the bulge in his pants and the annoyed look in his eyes, Liv guessed that the cocky jock had already made plans for what he had wanted to dare Vixen to do next round.
Marco shrugged and got up, pulling Liv to her feet in the process. "Sorry man, but she needs it right fucking now. Don't you, Vixen?" He paused, waiting for an answer. When Liv realized that Marco would refuse to move until she responded, she mumbled. "Yeah... I... I want it."
Despite the protests of the crowd, Marco pulled Liv to the door and they slipped inside, closing off the bright, hot room behind them.
...
Elliot Franklin moved through the party, nodding to people he recognized with what he hoped was suave confidence. Inside, he felt like a bundle of nerves and adrenaline. This was his first big party. He still couldn't believe that Marco had managed to get him invited.
What was even more surprising was that he had the opportunity to go at all. Normally his Mom was so strict that he would never have the chance.
Elliot loved his Mom, but sometimes she could be so boring.
But tonight, in a miraculous convergence of circumstances, his mom happened to be on a date night with her boyfriend on the same day that Marco happened to get him an invitation. Elliot would have to thank Marco when he managed to track him down. He felt a little guilty that he and his best friend had been growing distant lately. Elliot felt like they had started going down different tracks in life. Marco was staying in town to work at an auto shop, while Elliot was headed to a prestigious university in the fall.
And it didn't help that Elliot refused to believe the crazy sex stories that Marco had started telling lately.
Elliot moved toward the crowd, finally reaching the living room of the luxurious suburban house where the party was being held. Apparently, Garret Stevens's parents had left him home alone for the weekend or something.
As Elliot arrived, he was disappointed to see that the crowd was breaking up. Apparently, whatever they were gathered for was over. He considered turning around and looking for a drink, but then he heard a voice that stopped him dead. Emma was in the living room.
Elliot unconsciously smoothed his hair and stood up a little straighter as he fought the flow of the crowd and entered the living room, making a beeline toward the loveseat where Emma sat. Unfortunately, Garret Stevens, the host of the party and basketball star, had his arm around her. That sapped Elliot's excitement quite a bit, but before he could turn and leave, Emma saw him, her face crinkling into a cute smile.
'Hey, it's Eric!" she said cheerfully. "So glad you could make it!" Elliot sat behind Emma in Physics, and had been helping her with homework over the past semester. He obviously wasn't thrilled that she called him the wrong name, but it was an improvement over before, when she didn't interact with him at all.
Garrett belched, looking a little annoyed. "You came at a bad time buddy," he said with his usual cocky attitude, "You missed all the fun."
"Fun?" asked Elliot quizzically. Yeah, that was right, practically everyone at the party had been gathered in the living room for some reason.
"You know that slutty milf that Marco De Luca has been bragging about banging?" asked Garrett with a chuckle. "Well, he managed to convince her to come to the party."
Elliot's mouth fell open in disbelief. "Vixen?" he asked in a shocked tone, "She's fucking real?"
"Oh yeah," said Emma, her eyes sparkling captivatingly with amusement. "And she's even sluttier than he described."
"Tits are bigger than he said too," grunted Garrett, prompting a heartbreakingly flirty punch to his side from Emma. "Here, check this out." Garrett fished around behind his back and pulled out a sexy black bra with massive cups from where he had been hiding it behind him. Elliot's eyes widened as Garret shoved the lacy underwear into his hands. He didn't know if he had ever seen a woman in real life with tits that big. Well, except for one woman, but she didn't count.
"She's got fucking naked in the middle of a party?" asked Elliot in a strangled tone. It was hard to imagine that any woman could be that slutty. His mind boggled even thinking about it. He was beginning to regret not getting to the party a little earlier.
"Oh buddy," said Garrett with a secretive grin, for some reason staring at Emma, "She did way more than just take her top off." Emma blushed and said, "Shut up, asshole. I'm bored. Let's go get drinks."
Elliot was still reeling from the revelation that the ridiculous, made-up conquest Marco wouldn't stop bragging about was actually a real woman. He ran his thumb over the soft, lacy material of the bra. "Where's Marco," he asked Garrett and Emma as they got up and headed out of living room.
Emma giggled and motioned toward a door. "Seven minutes in heaven. The pathetic slut couldn't wait another second. But I wouldn't wait up for your buddy. I get the feeling that they will be too... invested to stick strictly to the time limit."
Garrett and Emma followed the last of the crowd out of the living room, leaving only a few other people besides Elliot. So Marco really was hooking up with a hot milf. The idea made Elliot feel strange... Guilty and horny and confused all at once. He looked toward the door on the wall, made sure nobody was watching him, then moved closer.
Elliot glanced again at the sexy bra in his hands, then up at the door in front of him. Right behind this door, his best friend was...
Elliot gulped, and, with one more quick look to check that no one was paying attention to him, gently placed an ear up to the door.
His pulse quickened as he heard unmistakable soft, wet noises.
...
Liv slammed the door behind her, her heart in her throat. She slapped a hand over her mouth, trying her best to stifle her heavy breathing.
That had been close. Too close. She had been a minute at most away from being caught by her son.
And now she was trapped alone with an 18-year-old who made no secret of wanting to fuck her brains out.
The door turned out to lead to a walk-in closet with shelves of towels, linens, and cleaning supplies. It would have seemed big for its purpose at any other time. But right now, standing next to Marco, who had a bulge in his pants and a glint in his eye, it seemed very cramped indeed.
The sight of the horny boy so close to her in the dim room sent a flash of heat through Liv's overstimulated body. She realized with shock that the threat of exposure hadn't damped her arousal at all. If anything, it raged inside her stronger than it had before.
Which was especially concerning, because Liv had trouble saying no to Marco even when she wasn't a quivering, sopping-wet mess. To her horror, she felt her body responding to Marco's sexual magnetism, not as an older, more mature adult, not as his friend's mother... but as a weak, horny woman.
Marco didn't try to trick her, or confuse her, or even convince her this time. He simply pounced, Pushing Liv back up against the door as his strong arms wrapped around her waist and he planted hot, hungry kisses on her neck.
Liv tried to find the inner strength to push this arrogant boy away, put when her arms rose to his chest, they just rested there, feeling the hard, muscular plane of his pecs. She closed her eyes and instinctively threw her head back further, her body welcoming the younger man's kisses even as her mind was in turmoil.
"Marco, stop," she panted, trying to get back into her usual tough, streetwise mindset that this boy had somehow shattered. "I can't. Elliot might be in the next room!" Her whisper sounded breathy and weak in the suddenly-stuffy air of the closet. She could have easily pushed Marco away. But she didn't.
And when Marco reached down and popped open the button on the front of her jeans, Liv's only protest was a strangled whimper. Marco's strong, rough hand tickled for a moment at her belly, then plunged down under the hem of her panties.
Liv gasped as fireworks seemed to pop and fizzle in her brain. Her arousal had been suppressed and held back for too long, and now, as Marco's fingers made contact with her throbbing, slick flesh, the dam inside her blew open, releasing a flood of red-hot, filthy lust.
Liv didn't try to stop Marco anymore. She stopped thinking and seized Marco's head, pulling him up from her neck into a deep, wet kiss. Liv's tongue tangled with one of her son's classmates for the second time that night as Marco's firm fingers rubbed and teased, stuffed down the front of her tight jeans. Liv tried with difficulty to hold back her moans. She needed to stay quiet. It was still definitely possible that Elliot was in the next room.
Really the best idea would be to stop. But that was out of the question at this point. Liv still hated Marco and saw him as utterly beneath her, but that was part of what made it so hot. Submitting to a snot-nosed kid like him was humiliating. And she had always gotten off on humiliation.
Maro's other hand fumbled at his belt, and before she knew it, the younger man had seized Liv's hand, bringing it to his crotch in a silent command. Liv hesitated for only a moment before submitting once again, wrapping her graceful fingers around his throbbing thickness, stroking the length of the cock that had so recently been pressing into her ass.
Just as both of their hands began moving faster, Liv's phone began buzzing. It was enough to momentarily snap her out of her daze. Liv broke the kiss, softly cursed, and fished the phone out of her pocket.
Craig, her boyfriend was calling. Fuck. Because of the horrible, erotic distractions of the evening, Liv had totally forgotten that she had promised to meet Craig at his place hours ago. After all, her meeting with Marco was supposed to have been short and to the point.
And thinking about that made Liv remember, with a flush of shame, that she was supposed to be stonewalling Marco tonight. Intimidating him. Making clear that she would rather burn her life to the ground than ever do anything sexual for him again. And yet here she was, topless with him in a closet, stroking his cock and making out with him while he fingered her.
And it wasn't even because he promised to delete the footage if she did.
Liv watched with a mixture of guilt and relief as the call went to her voicemail, then looked back up at Marco, who was watching her with an intense expression.
"Marco, enough," said Liv, regaining some of her confidence. "I wanted to meet tonight to discuss your blackmail attempts. I don't want to do anything sexual with you."
Marco smirked. "That's what you keep saying Vixen, but I don't think it's the whole story." He looked down significantly, and Liv realized mortifyingly that she hadn't stopped stroking Marco's stiff young cock the entire time she was talking. It was like her body had a mind of its own. It didn't matter if her boyfriend called, or if it was wrong, or if she hated Marco's guts: her body wanted cock now. Every nerve in her body sang with desperate arousal. She could feel her hot juices slipping down to cover Marco's fingers.
"No... I... I just," she said lamely, trying to find some way to deny the mutual lust between her son's best friend and her.
"Shhhh," said Marco soothingly. He withdrew his fingers from between her thighs, but alarmingly both of his hands now moved to her hips, gripping her jeans and beginning to slip them downward. "It's ok. You need this. Why can't you be Vixen just for tonight? Forget all about how you have to be responsible, and mature, and superior... and let out the dirty little slut you locked inside. You can tell yourself it was a moment of weakness tomorrow and promise to never do it again. But tonight... just let go and take what you really want."
Marco's smug little speech was infuriating... as if she was just some cock-hungry bimbo who could be fooled by a simple line like that! But wouldn't that make it even hotter? To allow herself to be charmed... taken... fucked with such a simple trick? The thought of submitting to this cocky boy was too deliciously humiliating to resist. Liv wavered. She felt the buzzing, insistent need in her sudden empty-feeling pussy. She felt the horrible erotic flame of humiliated lust that had been building in her for weeks. And then she caved, thrusting aside all of her objections. She threw her arms around Marco's neck and kissed him deeply as her jeans finally cleared the swell of her ass and fell to pool at her feet.
Now that Liv had surrendered completely to the sexual moment, her perception became a frenzied blur of lust. The dim room now felt hot and humid as Marco swiftly tugged his clothes off, leaving his naked body gleaming in the dim golden light that slipped under the door. Liv pulled him toward her hungrily, feeling her stiff pierced nipples scrape his muscular chest as her tits crushed against him. His hard cock was thick and stiff in her hand once again, but this time she had no intention of stopping at a handjob.
Marco wouldn't be stopped either, with a deep growl, he surged forward, lifting Liv with an impressive display of the corded muscles his blue-collar jobs had given him and pinning her against the door. Liv couldn't help but let out a startled, impressed gasp as she felt her feet left the ground. Regardless of how she normally felt about the boy now holding her off the ground, her body responded to the masculine display of raw strength by sending a fresh flood of hot juices seeping between her legs.
"Fuck me, you worthless little burnout, if you want to so bad!" she snarled in open sexual challenge. It had been a long time since she had been with a partner who was willing to throw her around in bed, and her body warmed to the raw erotic antagonism as Marco met her challenge. A strangled moan of fury and lust burst from her as Marco sank his teen cock deep into her hot, juicy pussy. The forbidden place that she had sworn he would never be allowed to so much as see ever again.
Angry with herself, angry with Marco, angry with her son coming at the exact wrong time, angry at this fucking party, Liz pulled Marco into a snarling, furious kiss, wriggling her hips down into the cock that simultaneously disgusted her and aroused her beyond belief. Marco began moving, bouncing the milf in his arms up and down his thick cock with ease and she moaned against his lips.
As Liv felt Marco's amazing cock plunging in and out of her desperately clenching pussy, she felt her anger and defiance slipping away, replaced by a traitorous urge to submit completely to her degrading defeat at the young man's hands.
...
Elliot gasped a moved back a step as a heavy weight slammed against the door.
He couldn't hear exactly what she said through the door, but the female voice in the closet seemed to crackle with arousal. Seconds later, the door began to rhythmically creak, and soft, wet sounds floated from behind the door.
Just beyond this thin wooden door, his best friend was fucking the bimbo milf he had been bragging about... the owner of this massive bra that Elliot was holding in his hands. Feeling a swelling tightness in his pants, Elliot reached out and touched the door to the closet, connecting to the frenzied rhythm of the sex taking place just beyond.
...
Marco let Liv slide to the floor, swooning against him. Her eyes still burned with half-hearted defiance, but he could tell that she was already submitting to him. She had already lost this round... she just didn't realise it yet. Marco reached out one arm and roughly swept a row of stacked towels of the shelf to the floor, creating a soft place to complete his conquest. His strong arms gently pushed Liv down onto her belly, before tugging up her hips, exposing her dripping, eager sex in the dim light of the closet.



"M-marco... I... I n-need..." said Liv muzzily, her words muffled by the soft towels her face was pressed against. Who knew what the cock drunk slut was trying to say... that she needed to leave? That she needed to call her boyfriend? That she needed to make sure her pussy of a son wasn't right outside the door? I could be any of those. But all of them were wrong.
"I know exactly what you need, Vixen," rumbled Marco, reaching down to hold his conquest's wrists behind her back in an iron grip while lining up his cock with the other hand, "And I'm going to give it to you."
Marco slammed his cock home, drawing a sharp cry of exctasy from the defeated woman beneath him. Her cries grew louder as Marco continued a rough, plundering pace, losing all qualities of defiance and anger as they became soft needy cries of pure pleasure and submission.
Even if Vixen's mind was still stubborn, her body was quickly learning its place. Her back arched deliciously as Vixen's wide hips writhed back onto the teen cock stretching her pussy in lithe sinous motions. Her heavy fake breasts swung and jolted beneath her with every powerful thrust, her shameful piercings glittering dully in the dim light of the closet.
There was no feeling quite as dominant as fucking a snotty, defiant bitch into submission. Especially conquering her from behind and above, fucking her down into the ground. Drunk on his own power, he couldn't resist saying it.
"Who do you belong to, Vixen?" He grunted, gripping Liv's trapped wrists tighter as he increased his pace.
Liv's overloaded brain seemed to fizzle and pop, lost in a haze of humiliated arousal. The words barely registered. "Wh-what?" she gasped, struggling to form words through the mindmelting pleasure coursing through her brain.
"I said, who do you belong to, Vixen?" asked Marco in a low, insidious voice, not missing a beat with his skillful, punishing thrusts. The question seemed to sear into Liv's brain. It was a stupid, arrogant, laughable question. No one owned her. Not even Criag. Not even Elliot. That was her first, powerful instinct, that the very premise of the question was foolish.
But a deeper, more primal instinct whispered something else to her... Her body whispered that right now, she belonged to the strong younger man dominantly fucking her while easily trapping her wrists in one powerful hand. That she belonged to the thick manly cock that was making her pussy clench and flutter with eager submission.
Instead of a laugh or a high-and-mighty denial, and pitiful whine sounded deep in Liv's throat.
Marco's free hand whistled down with a *crack*, slapping Liv's pillowy ass as he growled, "Who. Do you. Belong to. Bitch?"
"You..." whimpered Liv, almost but not quite too quiet to hear. "I belong... I belong to you, Marco." She felt waves of humiliation and arousal and anger and submissive lust crash over her, stronger and stronger as Marco let out an insultingly triumphant chuckle above her.
Suddenly, Marco's cock withdrew as he flipped Liv over, staring her directly in the eyes. When they came, Marco wanted to be close and intimate.
Marco loomed above, kissing her deeply, their tongues writhing together again as he took his position between her eagerly spreading legs.
Marco reentered her swiftly while their lips were still locked, drawing a soft appreciative sound from deep in her throat as she felt his hot, iron-hard length fill and stretch her completely. She had refused to admit it to herself earlier this evening, but in this moment of complete submission, she could admit it now: she had missed this since she fucked her son's best friend the first time. His cock felt like it was meant for her.
Liv's body hummed with deep sexual bliss as Marco began thrusting with long, powerful hip motions, now deep and intimate and almost sweet after the punishing doggy style they had just finished. Her soaking wet pussy made loud squishing sounds as he worked, but Liv no longer cared. Although she hated to admit it, this little asshole was able to do things to her sexually that Craig had never been able to. It felt like she was back in her early twenties, fucking a bouncer at the club to work off a night of erotic humiliation. Liv's hips moved in harmony with Marco's, her internal muscles gripping and milking his cock eagerly.
Marco's pace was deep, and rough, and thorough, hitting all the right spots inside her. His hands were all over her breasts... especially her pierced nipples, the secret symbol of her continued submission to him. The frantic, flesh-slapping pace of the two lovers increased. They were making no attempt to draw out or savor this filthy fuck session any longer. Both Liv and Marco were horny and desperate for release. The evening had wound both of them up, and they would both stop at nothing for orgasm.
Liv recognized vaguely that the light had dimmed slightly. Two shadows blocking the light streaming in under the door showed that someone was just on the other side. But Liv was past caring. Her body had been screaming for release all evening, and Marco's hard teen cock was going to give it to her.
Liv was so far past caring that she didn't even bother to hold back as her powerful climax gripped her. She let out low, sultry moans, wrapping her long silky legs around Marco's hips and gripping his sweaty back so hard she left red claw marks on his shoulders that would take days to fade. Marco himself grunted and strained as he felt Liv's eager pussy spasm and flutter around him, setting off his orgasm as well, cumming deep inside her milf pussy.
...
Elliot gulped and adjusted his pants as he heard the unmistakable sound of a female orgasm behind the closet door.
God, Marco was so lucky. Now that he knew "Vixen" was real, Elliot would have to milk his best friend for all the juicy details later. If she was that slutty, maybe he could even get some pictures or something...
Elliot felt the hard-on in his pants throb dully. Somehow, this party just didn't seem that interesting anymore. Especially since it was clear that Emma was here with Garrett. Actually... since his mom was over at Craig's, maybe going home and having some private time was more appealing.
Elliot felt the soft, lacy black material of the bra in his hands, He looked around the living room suspiciously. No one was paying him the slightest bit of attention, all too drunk and focused on the friends they were talking to. Which was probably a good thing, considering how long he had been listening at the door.
Elliot took a deep breath, and, his heart hammering, he stuffed the bra under his shirt to hide it and swiftly made his way out of the house.
Just a little souvenir to enhance his fun tonight as he remembered the slutty moans from behind the closet door.
...
Liv lay back, panting heavily on the stained and damp bed of towels with a hand over her eyes. Even through the rosy afterglow of her powerful orgasm, guilt and shame were creeping back in.
"Oh, right," said Marco as he tugged his jeans back on standing above her, "We were going to talk about the sex tape I have of us. Don't worry. I have a plan. I'm perfectly happy to destroy the footage and leave you alone forever. You just need to do one little thing for me first."
Liv wanted to protest and take the hard line she had promised herself she would use on Marco in this meeting, but the tough words died on the way between her brain and lips. They would just sound ridiculous immediately after giving in to his twisted desires. "What did you have in mind?" she asked dryly.
"It's not ready yet," said Marco, his voice muffled by the shirt he was pulling over his head. "I'll let you know when the time is right. But don't worry. I swear no one else will see that video until you have a chance to do what I ask you to."
"Whatever," said Liv wearily. She was inwardly relieved. Now she would have a chance to regain her confidence after her crushing defeat tonight, and hopefully refuse Marco more effectively when he did spring his demand on her.
There was one little thing that needed to be addressed immediately, however.
"Marco," said Liv sharply, staring up sweaty and naked from her rumpled bed of towels while Marco's cum oozed down her thigh, "All that bullshit about belonging to you. It meant nothing."
Marco gave her a smug, cocky grin. "Whatever you say, Vixen."
Liv felt a blush heat her face and her anger bubbled to the surface once again. "It was coerced, and you know it, you little prick!" she snapped.
"Again, whatever you say. Hang tight for a second," said Marco with a crooked grin, his hand on the door, "I'll make sure the coast is clear." Then he swiftly opened the closet door a crack and slipped outside, closing the door behind him.
When he was gone, Liv guiltily pulled out her phone. She felt a dark sinking feeling as she saw that Craig had actually been calling and texting quite a bit over the past two hours. The last call was the only was that she noticed in the quiet of the closet. She had cheated on her loving boyfriend tonight. With a high school student. Again.
Internally, she resolved that it would never happen again. She would make it up to Craig somehow, even though he would never find out what happened. But first, she would need to come up with a good lie for why she hadn't shown up and missed all his calls and texts.
Liv jumped a little as the door to the closet opened fully, filling it with golden light. Marco tossed her tank top down to her, followed by the jacket she had lost earlier in the party.
"The coast is clear," he said briskly. "Elliot left the party."
Liv frowned up at him as she grabbed the shirt and jacket. "And my bra?" she asked irritably.
"Couldn't find it," said Marco with an apologetic shrug. "Some perv must have taken it."
...
By the time Liv bustled into Craig's apartment, she had time to calm down and regain some of her usual confidence. Leaving the party had turned out to be even more humilitiang than arriving, with whistled and crude catcalls following her all the way out to her car, asking her if she had enjoyed her seven minutes in heaven with her "boyfriend".
"Hey babe!" Liv called out as she slipped off her shoes, "Again, I'm so sorry for missing all your calls! I don't know how I managed to nap that deeply. They must be working me too hard at the...
Liv's words trailed off and her eyes widened as she took in the scene in front of her. Rose petals were scattered around her boyfriend's dining room table, along with guttering, burnt-down candles and a long-cooled romantic dinner.
In front of it stood her lean, rugged boyfriend. After the horrible teen party, he was a sight for sore eyes, mature, manly, and a little sheepish. This sort of romantic display wasn't really like him at all. It could only mean that there was some sort of special occasion.
"Well, it wasn't great timing, Liv," he said with a soft smile to show he forgave her, "But I hope the mix-up didn't spoil the mood too much."
Liv let out a soft gasp as Craig fell to one knee, reaching into his back pocket to produce a small velvet box.
"Olivia Franklin, I know that it might be a little soon, but will you marry me?" asked Craig seriously, his eyes grave.
Liv's mouth was open in shock. Craig was right, this was soon. But in that moment, Craig looked so good to her. Stable and safe and wholesome after her awful erotic nightmare of a night. And she had a deep feeling that she owed the poor man something.
And maybe most importantly, Liv had the sneaking sense that committing further to Craig might help her resist Marco's temptation.
Which is why she said, "Yes!" took the beautiful diamond ring, and slipped it onto her finger.
Craig rose immediately to pull his new fiance into an embrace and kiss her. She rested her head on his shoulder with a sigh, feeling safe, happy, and guilty all at once.
Craig rubbed her back, then paused.
"Liv... why aren't you wearing a bra?"
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...
Last year, before Lexi...
Claire and Alex sat on the grassy hill out behind the gym, watching the clouds roll by.
It was one of their favorite spots. No one else came out here. Alex used to escape here after school on days when he was particularly stressed. Claire would usually know just where to find him after cheerleading practice.
But today wasn't like that. The spring weather was warming up, Alex had finally let go of what his dad thought and started growing his hair out, and Anton hadn't been a problem since he had graduated last year. It was a good day. And, sitting in the wind and the warm spring sunshine, Alex couldn't help but think about the future. Just a month left of high school, a short summer break, and then he and Claire would be off to college. The same college, naturally.
Alex looked sidelong at his girlfriend, lying on her back beside him. Her skin was smooth and bronze, her eyes shining, and her dark hair looked as soft and windruffled as the grass they both lay on. Alex's heart skipped a beat. They were so close that sometimes it was easy to forget how lucky he was and take Claire for granted. Smart, funny, and drop-dead gorgeous: most men would kill for someone like her at their side.
The combination of imagining the future and sneaking a loving glance at his girlfriend naturally raised a question in his mind.
Alex turned to the side, sliding an arm over Claire's flat belly in a fond, possessive gesture. "Do you think we'll get married someday, babe?" he asked softly, the innocent question for some reason making his pulse race.
Claire turned her head to look at him, her dark eyes wide and sparkling. The question shocked a laugh from her, her lips curving into a gentle smile. "I sure hope so, Tiger," she said with mock seriousness, "Otherwise all the work I put into you will go to waste."
Alex groaned and flopped onto his back. "I'm serious though, Claire! Tell me for real. Are we going to get married?" Right now, lying in the sun with his favorite person in the world, the question seemed like life or death. Claire chuckled again, but this time the sound was kinder and warmer. "Of course I want to marry you, dummy," she said, reaching over with her slim hands to turn Alex's face toward her. "If you told me you wanted to march down to the courthouse right now and get it on the books, I would be right there at your side."
Alex beamed as he felt butterflies riot in his stomach. Claire always knew what to say. "Nope, sorry, babe," he said, pulling Claire closer to him to snuggle, "You'll have to wait a little. When we get married, I want it to be a massive spectacle to show off the world's most beautiful bride. I want every man and woman in the audience to be jealous."
"Aha," said Claire with a teasing grin, "I didn't know my man was that traditional. So you're a fan of the poofy white dress look, huh?"
Alex shrugged with a sheepish smile. "There's just something about how a woman looks in a wedding dress... pure and innocent and gifting herself completely to her husband. It's... compelling I guess."
"Uh-huh," said Claire with a wicked grin, "I know exactly where you're mind is going, Tiger. You're thinking about the lacy white unmentionables that I'll wear under that "pure, innocent" dress, aren't you?" Alex laughed but didn't deny it. Claire's eyes took on a little smokey heat as she ran her fingers through Alex's lengthening hair and said: "Well, what do you say I 'gift myself completely' to you right now, hubby? Have a little preview of our wedding night?"
It was a bold suggestion. They were technically in public after all. But Alex felt so happy and close to Claire that he couldn't resist...
And besides, no one but them ever went back there.
...
Months ago, in an empty dorm room...
Faria cracked her neck and stretched her arms. It had turned into a long day, just as she expected it would, but she was almost done.
Alex Fox and his girlfriend Claire Estrada sat bound on either end of a bare dorm mattress. Faria had snagged them both off of a campus tour they were taking. Alex blinked at her with sleepy defiance, and Claire glared at her with a cold rage, undiminished by the offer of assistance Faria had just made to her.
Well, it just went to show that you can't please everyone.
Faria sighed and focused on Alex. The poor boy (soon-to-be girl) had put up a good fight, but his feminization was a foregone conclusion. The hypnotic phrases were worming their way into his mind already, waiting to bear delicious, girly fruit. Faria had already uncovered Alex's secret desire for femininity. Then revealed and nurtured his twisted crush on his high school bully. There was just one thing left to do.
Imprint a few key fetishes to make Lexi not just a woman, but Anton's ideal slutty, submissive girlfriend.
"Let talk turn-ons," said Faria with a smile, looking down fondly at her bound captive. She always felt a certain connection with her targets. In some ways, these fleeting connections forged during programming sessions were the closest relationships Faria had. "What kind of things get little Alex all stiff and flustered? Oh... besides getting feminized by your big bad bully. We already know you get turned on by that."
Alex seethed up at her. He clearly wanted to remain silent, but Faria had already given him an ironclad command to answer promptly and truthfully. "Nothing sick and twisted, if that's what you're asking," he spat. But his heart wasn't in it anymore. He had already suffered too many humiliations today to truly believe he could defy Faria's power. "I don't know... I guess like, schoolgirl uniforms. Big tits. I would have said bondage was kinky, but after today I think I'm done with that."
Claire, at the other end of the bed, scoffed at Faria. "See," she said with a proud smirk and an upward tilt of her chin, "He's not the pervert that you think he is. He has to answer truthfully, but he just doesn't have any disgusting kinks to uncover." Alex didn't respond to his girlfriend's outburst. He had been programmed to not see or hear her.
"You're right, dear. It looks like there are no dirty kinks to speak of," said Faria lightly. Her face spread into a broad grin. "Yet."
*Programming Mode* said Faria in her odd, slithery voice of hypnotic power, *Dazed. Silent. Willing. My next words will become your new thoughts*
Claire looked over with concern as her boyfriend slumped against the ropes binding him, his jaw going slack as his conscious mind turned off, becoming a sponge for Faria's new commands.
*Being Humiliated and put in my place turns me on.*
"-turns me on," murmured Alex, repeating Faria's words a moment after she said them.
*Being emasculated by a stronger, superior man is both humiliating and deeply sexually satisfying*
"-sexually satisfying."
*Embarrassment is so arousing that I won't avoid or discourage it. I crave degradation.*
"-degradation."
Claire growled in rage, fighting against the soft ropes binding her despite her fatigue.
"You must think it's hilarious," she spat angrily, "Degrading my boyfriend. But I have news for you, bitch. It's all artificial. I don't care if your freaky powers work or not, none of it is really Alex. There is no way my boyfriend would ever genuinely enjoy getting fucked by a douchebag like Anton Williams."
...
Present day
Lexi Fox moaned and panted into the pillow as her daddy fucked her down into the bed with ruthless, jackhammering strokes. Sometimes she and her daddy made tender, sweet love, but Lexi never felt more satisfied than when her big strong man was putting her in her place and making her feel every inch of his power with her tight pussy.
"Fuck me," she whimpered pathetically, pushing her hips back with slutty desperation and digging her toes into the bedsheets to find more purchase. Her slim, ladylike clit throbbed and bounced with the rhythm of her daddy's punishing thrusts, her soft butt rippling with the force of Anton's jackhammering hips.
Never breaking his rhythm for a moment, Anton reached down and turned Lexi's face toward him, leaning down and engulfing her slim, feminine form with his powerful bulk as he pulled her into a sizzling, heart-pounding kiss over her shoulder.
Once upon a time, Alex Fox would have been disgusted and infuriated at even the thought of kissing Anton Williams. But now that she was Lexi, the passionate, firm kiss sent, hot, shameful bolts of sexual electricity crackling through her body from the tip of her head straight down to her stiff little clit. Once, Alex thought the embarrassment between his legs was a cock, but getting to know the thick, masculine rod between her Daddy's legs had taught Lexi the truth: she had nothing but an oversized clit, not worthy to be called a penis when compared to the powerful black cock that had made her a woman.
Anton broke from the kiss, roughly panting from the depths of his possessive lust. Lexi was his woman now, and his dominant arousal was bottomless for his babygirl. Sometimes they fucked all night long, pausing only for long sessions of kissing and cuddling. "Who owns it, babygirl?" he whispered, hot and wet and rough in Lexi's ear. His powerful hand flashed down with a *crack*, slapping his woman's fat, jiggly butt as his cock continued to thrust deep into the core of her feminine body. Lexi let out a pathetic, submissive sound that was half moan and half yelp as Anton demanded again, "Who owns this pussy?"
"It's you, Daddy," moaned Lexi, in the high-pitched girl voice that felt more natural to her now than the deep masculine tone she had once tried to use. "This pussy is yours! For only your cock! Fuck me! Fuck me, Daddy!" Her asshole had also undergone a transformation now that Lexi was a girl. Daddy wasn't gay, and he would certainly never fuck a man in the ass. So Lexi hadn't just become a slutty girl for him... she had made her ass a pussy for his pleasure as well.
Lexi could feel an aching, hot need building within her. Anton's dick was hitting all the right spots, driving her toward the edge of bliss. It was different than a male orgasm; so much richer and more rewarding. Ever since Lexi's first female orgasm from Anton's cock, nothing else could compare. It had been a while since Lexi had orgasmed from cock stimulation alone, but she didn't particularly miss it.
"Give me all your cum Daddy," whimpered Lexi, frantically slamming her soft little butt back into her Daddy's thick cock. "Teach my naughty pussy a lesson with your hot sperm. Knock me up, Daddy!" The foolish, filthy dirty talk that Lexi spouted in the heat of these moments made her a little embarrassed afterward, but she just couldn't stop asking Anton to impregnate her. She knew intellectually that she could never have Anton's babies, but it felt true in the burning heat of her orgasms: her daddy's cum was so powerful and masculine that it could even knock up a pathetic feminized bimbo like her.
It was that truth Lexi focused on as she moaned and squirmed, falling over the edge of orgasm: her Daddy's dominant orgasms had the power to make her purely, blissfully female.
Anton's big black dick pulsed and spurted, delivering its virile payload deep inside her while Lexi's stiff little clit splattered a few, dainty, pearly squirts onto the bedsheets beneath her, rejoicing at her daddy's victory while her body sang with female orgasm. That was the way things were. Daddy's manly shaft came in Lexi's pussy, or on her slutty face, or down her tight wet throat. He was a strong, dominant man. Her daddy. He deserved no less. In contrast, Lexi's clit came dangling and twitching between her legs. That was what her clit deserved. It can be fun to rub a clitty sometimes, but good girls cum from getting fucked, not from penetrating things.
The fiery passion of dominance and submission cooled, and Anton collapsed back onto the bed with a satisfied sigh, pulling his well-fucked woman close to his muscular onyx chest, which was gleaming lightly from the exertion of their energetic lovemaking. Lexi rested her head there with a soft smile, relaxing completely in her daddy's strong arms.
Getting fucked by Anton's powerful, manly cock could be humiliating. It reminded Lexi of how hard she had once fought against Anton, trying to compete with him. Back in high school, Anton had been Alex's bully, and Alex had done whatever he could to compete against the bigger, stronger man. But Alex had utterly failed; he was worse than just defeated, he had submitted completely to the man he now recognized as superior. Alex had become Lexi... Anton's slutty submissive girlfriend.
It wasn't all bad: Lexi now used that powerful shame as a source of filthy, red-hot arousal. But lying with her Daddy like this was better than when she felt that filthy, erotic shame of defeat. She treasured these tender moments when she felt Anton's protective, affectionate power. It turned out that the same confidence and power that had once annoyed Alex were desirable now that Lexi was female. Lying in her daddy's arms made it worth it to be a woman: safe, pampered, and his.
She would miss it when she went back to being Alex.
As freeing and natural as it felt to be a woman, Lexi still saw it as a fun, temporary escape. In just a few short weeks, the Ladies of the Grove would hold their induction ceremony, and once Lexi was a full member, she could shed the pretense of being a girl and finally make use of the loophole that would allow her a back door into the prestigious Birchwood Society.
That had been the plan all along. But, despite that, Lexi had begun to feel conflicted. Being Lexi just felt right. Being with Anton, despite their troubled history, made Lexi happy. It was totally different from her relationship with Claire. As Alex, Lexi had always felt the need to provide for and protect and impress Claire. But with Anton, her role was loving support. She was the one who was provided for and protected. It just felt... right.
Not that her relationship with Claire was over. Far from it: it seemed like, although there had been obvious changes that came with Alex temporarily becoming a full-time girl, the loving relationship between Lexi and Claire was stronger than ever.
But it didn't matter how Lexi felt about it. Alex's life was all planned out already. He would join the Birchwood society and get a business degree while maintaining good grades, marry a suitable woman (thankfully Claire had been pre-approved), then leverage his father's business contacts and his connections from the frat to secure a high-power corporate position that would make his father proud.
A strong, dominant black daddy didn't figure into that at all. And becoming a girl was out of the question. Would Alex just be Lexi forever if he had the choice? The question was too scary and exciting to think about, and was pointless besides. Alex had responsibilities, and they involved being decisive, dominant, and, most importantly as far as his father was concerned, masculine.
Lexi would just have to enjoy this fleeting fantasy for the few weeks that it lasted.
"What's on your mind, babygirl?" murmured Anton, his thick fingers playing with Lexi's silky blonde hair. "You have that cute little wrinkle on your forehead that you get when you're worried."
Lexi giggled and snuggled closer to Anton's warm, muscly bulk. "Ohhh noooo, my Daddy's a mindreader," she said with a flirty smirk. "I guess I better stop thinking all those naughty things about you whenever we're in public."
Anton chuckled, a deep rumble in his broad chest. "It doesn't take a mind-reader to tell when you're thinking about me, babygirl," he teased, "You just have to look for the bump in your skirt. But for real..." Anton's dark eyes were concerned as he gently pulled Lexi's chin up to look at him. "What's the matter?"
"Nothing," lied Lexi, turning away to reach for her phone and sighing at the time. "No round two today I'm afraid, Daddy. I don't want to be late for girls' night."
"Ahh, said Anton, sitting up in bed, the sheets pooling around his chiseled body. "Hurrying off to spend time with your girlfriend. My competition." Lexi rolled her eyes as she rolled out of bed and retrieved her panties and bra from where Anton had flung them.
"You knew what you were getting into when we started dating, Daddy," she said dryly, "You're the only man I need, but she's the only woman I need as well."
"I get it," said Anton gruffly, his eyes tracing every curve of Lexi's soft feminized body as she redressed. "But I think we all need to get together and talk this out. For you to be dating two people at once... It's a little complicated."
"Yeah, maybe," said Lexi evasively. She slinked across the room and gave Anton a warm but quick kiss on the lips, then waved goodbye with a wink. She didn't bother to say what she was really thinking.
She would only be Lexi for another few weeks, after which, the awkwardness of dating Anton and Claire at the same time would be a thing of the past.
...
The get-togethers hosted by the Ladies of the Grove for their new sisters were no longer strictly mandatory. After all, the ten girls who passed the final trial had already been accepted into the sorority. They were just waiting for the final ceremony to make it official.
So, technically speaking, Lexi could have avoided the invitation to the sorority house altogether. She had said as much to Claire the first time they had been invited over for a movie night. Maybe it would be better, Lexi explained, if she tried to have as few female experiences as possible, to make the break cleaner when she switched back to being male.
Claire had burst into laughter and pointed out that Lexi was getting fucked by Anton on a near-nightly basis, and if hot, sweaty, girly submission to big black cock wasn't off the table, then a few social events wouldn't make much of a difference.
Lexi couldn't fault her logic on that one.
So Lexi and Claire became frequent visitors to the sorority house of the Ladies of the Grove. Tonight, they were there for a sleepover. Claire had on the blue silk pajamas that Alex bought her for Christmas last year, and Lexi was wearing an oversized yellow tee with tiny, pink pajama shorts. Just a few weeks ago, Lexi would never have worn bottoms so revealing in front of the women of the sorority.
But things had changed on the night of the final challenge. Now all of the girls in the Ladies of the Grove knew that Lexi had a penis. In their eyes, she was a trans woman. A trans woman... the label felt strange and exciting and overwhelming. Lexi tried not to think about it. Just one more thing that would be gone forever after the induction ceremony.
Surprisingly, the girls had been enthusiastically accepting of Lexi despite the shocking revelation. It meant that Lexi, for the first time since she had become a girl, could really relax and inhabit a female space without worrying about discovery. But it did lead to some other complications. For one, there was nothing quite as thoroughly emasculating as hanging out with beautiful women who considered you just one of the girls. Emasculation wasn't a problem for Lexi, but she could still feel a distant echo of her discarded male pride twinge whenever the other sister unquestioningly giggled with her about boys, fashion, and makeup.



To make matters worse, the sorority sisters considered Lexi the perfect source for certain types of knowledge.
"So, like," said Grace, a short, feisty Asian sister, leaning forward with a serious expression on her face, "Is the whole thing equally sensitive? Like, the shaft and the head and stuff? Or do some parts feel better, you know, when you..."
"If your pants are too tight to allow any, uh... growth," asked Tina, a plump, giggly sophomore, cutting Grace off impatiently, "And you see a hot guy... where does it... you know, go? Does it hurt?"
"Balls," said Hailey, the bratty, dominant sorority president around a mouthful of popcorn, "Do you play with your balls when you jerk off? Because I've been putting a lot of effort into ball play during blowjobs, and if guys don't give a shit, then I'm not even going to bother."
Lexi blushed and her head spun. It was like these girls had a bunch of built-up questions that they would never want to ask a man for fear of looking stupid. And now that they knew a woman who had a penis and balls, the dam had broken and the questions came gushing out. Around forty girls were scattered on couches and lying on the floor of the spacious sorority living room, but it seemed like all of them had their attention laser-focused on Lexi, intensely interested in the answers to the questions the more daring girls were asking.
"Why doesn't she just whip it out?" asked Nadia, a thin, dark-haired tease whose eyes were sparkling with mischief at her naughty suggestion. "Then we can all indulge our curiosity to our heart's content."
Lexi blushed further. Claire and Hailey shared a knowing look across the room, then burst out laughing. "Do you want to tell them why you can't give them a tour, Lexi dear?" asked Claire through a gale of giggles.
"I.. I don't see why we need to get into it," said Lexi, squirming in her seat and trying unsuccessfully to maintain a nonchalant tone.
"On the contrary," said Hailey with a wicked grin, "I think the sorority should know the ground rules, don't you think? Lexi, pull down those shorts and show the ladies why they can't play with your cock, please."
"H-Hailey, I.." said Lexi, feeling her body warm up, responding to the humiliating circumstances. Her heart skipped a beat as she felt Claire's warm hand rest on hers.
"You don't have to, Lexi," said Claire with an encouraging hand squeeze. "But we're all having fun here, and Hailey isn't wrong that the other girls deserve to know the rules." The sparkle in Claire's eyes made her real thoughts crystal clear: Claire knew that obeying Hailey would be deeply embarrassing to Lexi, but would also turn her on.
Lexi took a deep breath. She was hesitant to indulge too deeply in her fetish for degradation and humiliation, and she certainly didn't trust Hailey to know when to stop. But Claire would never do anything to hurt her; if she said it was fine, then this was a harmless opportunity to indulge in some harmless erotic humiliation. Lexi took a deep breath, stood up, and, her face burning and her eyes squeezed shut, she shimmed her soft pajama shorts down her hips to reveal what was beneath:
Her tiny, pathetic, hairless clit was locked away in a cute pink plastic cage.
The assembled sorority sisters paused as they stared in shock, then burst into giggles.
"Awwww," said Nadia condescendingly, "It looks so sad!"
"I guess that answers my question," wheezed Tina, "If it doesn't have space to grow, it just sort of... leaks I guess?"
"Was this your doing, you mean bitch?" asked Grace, tossing a pillow at Hailey.
Hailey deftly caught the thrown pillow out of the air. "Part of the agreement with Anton," she said with a shrug. "The Ladies of the Grove would accept their first-ever transgender sister, but I insisted that we have a little... insurance. I have one key, Anton has the other. Lexi's under lock and key whenever she steps beneath this roof."
Lexi pulled up her shorts again with as much dignity as she could muster, and let Claire pull her down to sit on her lap, rubbing her shoulders and whispering "Sorry babe. They would have found out eventually. And this way was more fun, right?" Based on the way that her poor, trapped clitty was pressing tightly against its prison and, as Tina said, leaking, Lexi couldn't say her girlfriend was wrong.
God, this semester had changed Lexi's sexuality so thoroughly that she wasn't sure what it would feel like to go back to boring, vanilla Alex.
The night went on, and, fortunately, the topic of conversation turned away from Lexi's locked-up clit. Despite the earlier teasing, the sisters of the sorority welcomed Lexi with open arms as one of them.
And that included lots and lots of talk about boys.
"So..." said Nadia with a dirty smirk, "Anton Williams. I've talked to a lot of girls who hooked up with him last year. They say he is SERIOUSLY packing. What's the verdict, Lex? Confirm? Deny?"
Lexi blushed hotly. Getting fucked by her former bully was humiliating enough without discussing it in public. "I... I don't think that..." stuttered Lexi, twisting her hands in her lap as her poor trapped clitty throbbed. It was an embarrassing question, but it didn't make Lexi feel too bad, after all, she wasn't the only one who had endured good-natured mockery this evening.
"What the fuck are you talking about, Nadia?" said Hailey with exasperation, "We got to see a whole video of Lexi enjoying a slobbery bj with her man. And yeah, he's got a monster."
"I missed that meeting," said Nadia sulkily. "Was it this big?" she asked, holding her hands about eight inches across." The assembled girls laughed and shook their heads. Nadia held her hands even wider, around ten inches. The girls looked toward Lexi with wide grins. Claire nudged her. "Well? Go on, tell her, Lexi."
"It's b-bigger than that," squeaked Lexi in a small mortified voice.
"Shut up!" said Nadia disbelievingly, with a big silly grin on her face. "Where you you fit it all, girl?"
Tina shuddered delicately and said "No thanks! Guys get much bigger than six inches and it just makes me sore."
Claire giggled, her warm brown eyes giving her girlfriend a flirty look beneath her eyelashes. "I think Anton makes little Lexi sore too... but the kinky little slut likes it that way. My bestie is a bit of a size queen. She told me that a cock the size of the one that she has just can't make her cum. She needs someone big and strong like her daddy."
"Shut uuuuuupp, Claire!" groaned Lexi, burying her face in her hands. It still didn't make Lexi feel great when Claire treated her as just a friend during sorority meetings, but it was necessary. The tentative permission for Lexi to join the Ladies of the Grove might be revoked if they knew that Lexi was bi. That thought by itself was unusual. Just a few months ago, Alex would have bristled at the suggestion that he was bisexual. But the proof was in the pudding: with the number of times that Lexi had sucked and fucked her Daddy's cock at this point, calling herself a straight man was ludicrous.
Hailey threw back her head, chugging the rest of her drink and following it up with a gasp of satisfaction. "Enough about dicks!" said the bratty blonde decisively. "Let's play a game!"
This was met with a happy cheer from the scattered girls, and they began gathering from the various corners of the room toward their president, who was rubbing her hands together with anticipation. "What kinds of games do the LGs play at sleepovers?" asked Claire curiously to Grace.
"Oh, all kinds," said Grace happily, "But since we've been talking about sex stuff all night, I'm going to guess that Hailey will want to play..."
"Spin the Bottle!" said Hailey with a mischievous glint in her eyes, snatching up an empty wine bottle from a side table. "Time to find out which of you new girls is the best kisser!"
This sent a titter of nervous giggles through the crowd of girls, and a flutter of embarrassed arousal through Lexi's tummy. She glanced toward Claire, but her girlfriend was just looking toward Hailey with a naughty smirk on her face. "I thought... that the Ladies of the Grove didn't allow... you know... lesbian stuff," said Lexi hesitantly to Grace. She must have been a little too loud though, because Hailey turned toward her with a cocked eyebrow.
"Seriously, babe?" asked the president with exasperation. "First of all, it's not a ban on lesbians, idiot, it's a ban on fucking fellow sorority members. Second of all, this doesn't fucking count anyway. It's just a little silly fun. We're practicing on each other to improve our boy-kissing skills in the time-honored tradition of sleepovers everywhere. Now.." The petite, charismatic president turned to look at the surrounding crowd of girls. "Who's playing?"
Lexi frowned in confusion as the girls giggled and elbowed each other, daring each other to play the flirty party game. There wasn't a ban on lesbians? She glanced covertly at Claire, who was still chatting with Grace, a relaxed smile on her face. Claire had told her that the lesbian ban was why they couldn't act as a couple. True, a ban on sex between sisters amounted to the same thing in their case, but it raised the question of why Claire hadn't just told Lexi the real rule.
Nadia, Tina, and Grace volunteered for the game immediately, all three of them were always up for some fun. Hailey clearly intended to play as well. Next, Emily volunteered. She was a sweet, sporty freshman who always wore her coal-black hair in a tight, sleek ponytail. Her face was bright red as she sheepishly smiled and raised her hand. Emily had applied to join at the same time as Lexi and Claire, and sometimes Lexi wondered how she had gotten enough signatures in the final challenge to succeed considering how innocent and shy she seemed. But maybe the fact that she was volunteering here meant she had some hidden, kinky depths.
Seeing that another freshman was volunteering, Brynn raised her hand as well with a cocky smile. Brynn was a spunky tomboy with a feathery blond pixie cut and a shiny little nose ring. She was a little competitive, and must not have wanted to sit back while another freshman was braver than her.
Lexi's head spun a little at the thought of the six girls playing a kissing game with each other. Not just the upperclassmen, but also Brynn and Emily, two girls that she had become close to during their shared initiation process. The image of Brynn and Emily in a passionate embrace, their tongues tangling together as they kissed, flashed through Lexi's mind, making her gulp down a feeling of hot, wet arousal.
Temporarily becoming a girl and discovering a love for cock hadn't diminished Lexi's attraction for girls one bit. In fact, being Lexi seemed to have supercharged every aspect of her sexuality. Lexi had always enjoyed girl-on-girl porn as a boy, and getting to actually experience lesbian sex had only increased her appreciation for it.
Lexi was pulled from her horny reverie by the feeling of Claire's fingers lacing through hers. Claire turned to Lexi with shining eyes and a naughty smile that made Lexi's heart pound. "Let's play," she said eagerly, biting her lip.
"Play?" said Lexi in a stunned voice. "Like... K-kiss?" Rapid flashes of red-hot imagery flashed in Lexi's mind. Claire and Tina giggling against each other's lips. Nadia pinning Claire's arms above her head with smokey eyes as her lips descended. Hailey's perfect smirking face approaching her own, whispering, "Pucker up, Lexi..."
Suddenly Lexi's cage was feeling uncomfortably tight again. Claire squeezed her hand. "Come on, babe. Like Hailey said, it's just a little fun."
"But Claire, we're both..." she glazed around quickly to make sure no one was paying attention before mouthing the word "bi". "Don't you think that might make the game a little... riskier?" Claire's grin just grew wider. "Yeah! That's what makes it fun! We want to play Hailey!" she announced, raising her voice for the last part. Lexi's eyes widened in panic as the pretty sorority president smiled and nodded in approval. Shit. it was too late to back out now without looking stupid. Lexi would just have to try to control herself.
"Perfect. Eight is a good number. As for the rest of you girls," she said scornfully, "You should step up sometime. Live a little! Now... let's play." The eight girls sat cross-legged in a circle, eyeing each other with nervous smiles as the spectators crowded around to watch the action. Lexi intended to sit by Claire, but Grace had linked arms with her and pulled her across the circle, where she gave Lexi a secretive little wink.
"I'll start," said Haily confidently, placing the empty bottle on the carpet in the center of the circle and giving it a firm spin. Lexi felt her heart pound wildly in her chest as the bottle spun. She could be kissing one of her sexy friends a minute or two from now. Maybe even in a few seconds if Hailey's spin stopped on her. She felt her panties growing moist from the precum leaking out of her caged clit. She hoped there wouldn't be enough to make a wet spot in her shorts.
Hailey's spin slowed and stopped, pointing directly to Nadia.
"Ugh. Boooooring," pouted Hailey. "I wanted to try out one of the new girls, not someone who always plays this game."
Nadia arched an eyebrow. "Oh my. Are you saying you're disappointed you have to kiss me, madam president?" she asked cooly.
"Yeah!" said Hailey with a cocky grin. "Are you saying I should be excited?" she asked challengingly, crawling the short distance across the circle toward Nadia.
"Hmmm, maybe you should," said Nadia with a faint smirk, leaning forward a little toward the advancing Hailey.
"Then show me why, slut," demanded Hailey, just inches away from Nadia's face. Nadia moved forward decisively, raising a hand to grip the back of Hailey's head and pull her into a kiss. It was easy to see from the side as her pink tongue slipped inside the president's mouth. Hailey returned the kiss hungrily as the surrounding crowd whooped in approval. For a second, the two seniors's lips writhed together and they closed their eyes, Nadia's hand gripping and caressing Hailey's strawberry blonde locks.
Finally, Hailey pulled back with a laugh, wiping her now-sloppy mouth with the back of her hand. "Ok, you win, bitch," she said fondly, slapping Nadia's arm. "You're an exciting kisser. Now let's give someone else a turn in the spotlight."
Hailey returned to her place. Emily, sitting to Hailey's left, was up next. She bit her lip with nervous anticipation as she gave the bottle a spin. Lexi felt the thrill of anticipation once again. Emily was so cute and feminine... it would probably feel really good to kiss her. Did Lexi even want that? In front of her girlfriend?
But the bottle didn't stop at Lexi. It stopped pointing directly at Claire. Lexi's stomach did a complicated flip-flop. So she wouldn't have to worry about kissing in front of Claire after all. In fact, she was about to have the opposite problem.
Lexi was about to watch her beloved girlfriend share a same-sex kiss with their cute friend. It sent an odd blend of jealousy and arousal coursing through Lexi. As Alex, maybe she would have been thrilled to watch Claire playfully fool around with another girl, but now that she was a girl herself (temporarily at least), the idea, while still arousing, felt a little more dangerous.
Emily giggled and covered her eyes as she turned toward Claire, who was blushing a little bit herself. "Oh gosh Claire," said Emily, her face red as a beet, "Can I k-kiss you?"
"Come here, stupid," murmured Claire with an embarrassed smile, pulling Emily into her first-ever kiss with a woman beside Lexi. Lexi's eyes darted with fascinated horror as their soft, feminine lips met in a gentle kiss. It was quick and nearly chaste, but the sight of Claire kissing another beautiful woman was darkly erotic to Lexi in a way that made her equally horny and uncomfortable. And what was worse... maybe the other girls had missed it, but Lexi knew her girlfriend well: that little hitch of breath as Claire's lips met Emily's was a certain sign that she was turned on.
Luckily, after the brief kiss, Emily retreated, practically dying from happy embarrassment. Unluckily, the next person to go was Claire herself. As the bottle spun, Claire half-hoped that the bottle would land on her so she wouldn't have to watch Claire kiss someone else... but another part of her was hungry for more, strangely eager to see her girlfriend's lips lock with another beautiful woman.
The bottle slowed to a halt, pointing at Grace. The energetic little Asian bounced on her knees and clapped her hands in excitement before beckoning Claire forward with wickedly shining eyes. "Come on Claire!" she said excitedly. "Come over here and give me some sugar. And not one of those quick little innocent pecks that you gave Emily. Pretend I'm your boyfriend and really show me what you can do." Claire obeyed with a soft, playful smile and eyes smoldering with banked heat, crawling across the circle to Grace.
When Claire reached the petite sister, Grace unexpectedly reached forward, pulling Claire down into her lap with a little surprised yelp. The sound was cut off immediately as Grace dipped her head, kissing Claire deeply as the larger freshman lay across her lap. Claire's posture was stiff with surprise for a second, before softening... then melting into Grace's kiss. Claire's slim brown hand fluttered up, softly touching Grace's cheek as the more experienced senior continued the passionate kiss, visibly slipping Lexi's girlfriend her tongue.
There was no question now in Lexi's mind that Claire was getting horny. Her thighs were shifting against each other ever so subtly as the deep kiss continued, and Lexi's searching eyes detected just the faintest bumps on the braless tits beneath Claire's silk pajama top. Lexi herself felt the perverse, jealous lust worm its way deeper inside her as she watched, her own nipples rising in sympathy to her girlfriends'.
"Enough," said Hailey with a smirk. The way the president's calculating eyes flickered over Claire and Grace's display made Lexi feel a sudden prickle of anxiety. What exactly did that look mean? "Time for the next spinner, before we need to get you two a room." Lexi felt a blend of relief and disappointment as Grace and Claire's lips finally pulled apart, with Claire breathing heavily and looking up at Grace with wide shining eyes. "Thanks, Grace," she said softly.
Unexpectedly, instead of returning to her spot, Claire snuggled in next to Lexi, Everyone else was too focused on the next sprint to notice or care much. Claire's hand once again found Lexi's and squeezed it. "Jealous?" she whispered hot and soft in Lexi's ear. "Don't worry, babe. It's luck of the draw. I'm sure I'll be the one watching you get steamy before too long."
Brynn was up next, she gave the bottle a hearty spin, sending it whirling so fast that it seemed to take forever to slow down. Lexi felt the anticipation winding tighter and tighter inside her as the bottle slowed. Surely it had to be someone else this time. There was no way that Lexi would have to watch her girlfriend kiss someone else three times in a row.
Maybe it was just bad luck. The bottle stopped and pointed squarely at Claire once again. Lexi's heart rate went up even further. Claire didn't look disappointed or upset at all to be chosen once again.
"Well, looks like it's me again. I guess I shouldn't have moved spots," she said cheerfully to Brynn. "Why don't you come over here and..." But Brynn wasn't in a chatty mood. Or a waiting mood, apparently. She practically pounced across the circle onto the shocked Claire, pushing her backward back onto her back with playful aggression. This time, there was little tenderness as Brynn's lips locked with Claire's, dominantly and sloppily making out with Lexi's pinned, submissive girlfriend. Lexi's heart raced and her clit throbbed in its tight cage as she leaned forward slightly above the kissing girls watching with mixed eagerness and anxiety as Claire's hand reached up to run through Brynn's short blonde hair.



Lexi had the sudden suspicion that Brynn might have more experience with kissing girls than she let on.
And then, unfortunately, Claire moaned. It was just a soft little sound. Claire had always been enthusiastically vocal in bed, and by her standards, the sound was barely a warm-up. But it was clear, incontrovertible proof that Claire was feeling something a little heavier than competitive spirit. The surrounding sorority sisters let out scandalized ooohs and giggles as Brynn broke the aggressive kiss, staring down at the sheepish Claire with a smirk.
The crowd of sisters turned toward Hailey, who was leaning forward with an expression of wicked glee on her face. "I thought so!" she said triumphantly. "So Claire Bear gets a little hot under the collar whenever a pretty girl kisses her, huh?"
Claire now finally looked a little nervous, with Brynn still over her on all fours. "Uh, well, it's not like I..." she began awkwardly. Hailey held up a hand with a patronizing smirk. "Don't sweat it, Claire Bear. You're not in trouble. There are a lot of people whose sexuality is a bit more... flexible. As I keep repeating, as long as you're not trying to fuck your sisters, it's really not a big issue. But..." A wide grin split Hailey's face and a wave of giggles and whispers spread through the watching crowd.
"... We do have a little LG tradition whenever we find out that one of our sisters gets turned on by girls. A way to measure the extent of their interest, so to speak," continued Hailey. "Vii, go fetch us a roll of paper towels, please."
Grace rolled her eyes as Vii scurried off and said with fond exasperation: "God Hailey, why does Spin the Bottle turn into the Paper Towel Game every time we fucking play? You do it on purpose, don't you, you kinky bitch?"
Hailey put on an air of mock offense. "Hey! I don't make the rules! Well... maybe I do, but it's not my fault that my sisters keep getting horny while we're practicing kissing boys. Besides, I would never force anyone to play. Claire wants to have some innocent kinky fun. Don't you, Claire Bear?"
Claire still looked apprehensive. But she looked fucking horny too, and after a brief moment of hesitation, Lexi watched her girlfriend's arousal win out.
"Yeah," said Claire softly, a light blush darkening her face, "Let's play."
"That's what I like to hear," said Hailey in a smoldering voice as Vii placed the roll of paper towels in her hand. "Off with those jammie bottoms, girly. Panties too." Lexi watched with growing, frustrated arousal as Claire slipped out of her bottoms, demurely covering her pussy with one hand. Lexi felt a sudden desire to step in and stop this kinky display. It might be arousing to watch her girlfriend make out with and play sex games with other people, but it was upsetting as well, and if the frustrated, jealous arousal built any higher inside her, she felt like she might explode.
But what could Lexi do? She and Claire had carefully concealed their relationship from the sorority. What other plausible reason would Lexi have to stop Claire from participating in the kinky game she had already agreed to?
"You can consider the Paper Towel Game to be a sort of... continuation of Spin the Bottle," explained Hailey with a wide, predatory smile. She ripped off one square on the paper towel and placed it neatly in the center of a couch cushion on the couch behind her. "But much more focused." She patted the square of paper towel. "Sit here, Claire Bear. As much pussy to paper towel contact as you can manage, please."
Claire sat gingerly on the couch, biting her lip with nerves and casting a heated, half-apologetic look at Lexi while the eyes of the rest of the sorority turned to her. She kept her hand between her legs, but her long smooth brown legs and wide hips were a delicious sight even with her pussy hidden from sight.
"Everyone who was playing Spin the Bottle will take turns making out with you," explained Hailey, practically vibrating with excitement, "And the towel will get replaced between turns. Whoever can produce the... shall we say... messiest towel is the winner. And also your type, I guess."
Claire's eyes went wide and her breathing seemed to grow heavier. "Ready to play?" asked Hailey in a teasing voice. Claire's eyes found Lexi. Lexi could see the nerves and excitement in Claire's eyes. And Claire could see the reluctance and arousal in hers.
Claire looked back to Hailey and nodded, drawing an excited cheer from the watching crowd.
"Tina goes first," said Hailey firmly, beckoning the curvy sister forward.
"No fair," said Brynn with a frown, her eyes focused on Claire's luscious nudity. "Why her?"
"Because she sucks at this game, and I want to get her turn out of the way," said Hailey snarkily, drawing laughs from the crowd and an annoyed huff from Tina. "I'll show you this time prez!" she said with determination.
But it turned out that Hailey was right. As Tina tried to kiss Claire, she kept interrupting herself with giggles, unable to take it seriously and keep a straight face. After a few attempts, Hailey said "enough", and told Claire to stand up so they could see the results.
"Like I thought," said Hailey ruefully shaking her head, "Bone dry. Do you giggle like that when you kiss boys too?"
"I don't normally kiss boys in front of an audience," said Tina sulkily, sending another wave of fond, teasing laughter through the crowd.
"Ok Brynn," said Hailey briskly, "You wanted a crack? She's all yours. You made her moan, hot stuff, so show us how far you can wind her up."
Brynn grinned cockily and moved toward Claire. Lexi's heart jumped into her throat as Brynn placed a hand on Claire's naked thigh to steady herself as she leaned down. Claire certainly seemed affected by the contact as well, squirming a little and clutching her hand unconsciously tighter between her legs as Brynn came face to face with her.
Lexi watched as his girlfriend's plump lips gently parted, her eyes flicking over Brynn's eyes and lips as she drew closer. This time, Brynn took her time. She was still aggressive, but with slow, deliberate force rather than speed. Her lips crushed against Claire's as she leaned down, her hand slipping around to Claire's back to pull her starry-eyed, breathless sorority sister even closer.
Another weak, soft moan bloomed from Claire's throat as her lips and tongue tangled with her Brynn's, her eyes closing softly as she submissively welcomed the deep, warm, dominant kiss. The giggles and whispers died down as the crown watched, transfixed. It was a stunningly erotic sight for them all, and none more so than Lexi. Jealousy, frustration, and lust raged and blended in her heart.
She couldn't wait for her turn. She needed to feel Claire's soft lips on her own. To reclaim them as hers alone.
Finally, Hailey called time and Brynn pulled away with a smug look of certainty on her face. Other girls from the crowd whooped and congratulated her with high fives as Claire squirmed a little on her paper towel, looking around shyly with an embarrassed smile.
"Ok, Claire," said Hailey teasingly, "Stand up. Time to see if moans are the only reaction Brynn can get from that slutty little body of yours." Claire seemed a bit more reluctant this time as she stood up, still hiding her pussy with one clasping hand. She looked toward Lexi with a smile tinged with guilt.
"Well well well," said Hailey in a voice rich with amusement. She held the paper towel high, displaying Claire's arousal for all of the crowd to see. Brynn's dominant kiss had left a noticeable bloom of wetness on the center of the paper towel. Claire's blush darkened and she covered her mouth in good-natured embarrassment as the crowd wooed and whistled.
Spiky, acidic jealousy spread through Lexi. Claire had just gotten turned on in front of the entire sorority by someone else while she was sitting there watching! Really turned on! And, while it was true that no one else here knew that Claire and Lexi were dating, the teasing giggles and congratulations from the crowd made Lexi feel like the entire party was laughing at her.
And even worse, the tight little cock cage was still cramping and pinching Lexi's clit despite her jealousy. For some reason, no matter how annoyed it made her, watching Claire get turned on by other girls kept making Lexi hornier and hornier.
"I want a turn!" said Lexi, her eyes still focused on her sheepish, blushing girlfriend. It came out sounding louder and more forceful than she intended, and the other girls stopped their good-natured teasing as they turned to look at Lexi with raised eyebrows.
"Well... someone's eager," said Hailey cooly, giving Lexi an appraising look. She tore off another square of paper towel. "But sure. Why not? You're up, girl. It feels like Claire might have a little crush on Brynn though, so she might be a hard act to follow." That little barb just hardened Lexi's resolve further. She waited impatiently as the paper towel was placed and Claire sat once again. Her eyes were focused on Claire's face and her mind was racing.
Lexi was Claire's girlfriend. Lexi knew her and her body better than anyone else. Lexi had been having sex with Claire for years, first as her boyfriend and now as her girlfriend.
It should be easy to blow Brynn out of the water.
No problem.
When Hailey gave her the signal to start, Lexi moved forward with purpose, her smoldering eyes locking with Claire's. Claire opened her lips as if to whisper something, but Lexi couldn't wait. Her arm slid behind Claire's head and pulled her into a desperate kiss.
Lexi's tongue plunged into her girlfriend's mouth with jealous fervor, tangling and writhing against Claire's. Lexi imagined that she could taste Brynn on Claire's tongue. On her lips. She wanted to stake her claim, Mark her territory. Erase all taste and memory and feeling of the other woman from Claire's mind.
But was it just her, or did Claire feel... stiff? Awkward in her arms... her lip and tongue movements were mechanical and passionless. With a sinking feeling, Lexi tried even harder to push through and make Claire respond to her passion. But before she knew it, Hailey was calling time.
Lexi pulled away, her eyebrows furrowing a little as she saw complex emotion in Claire's deep brown eyes. Claire's eyes flicked away and her mouth twisted into a little grimace. What was going on here? Why did Lexi suddenly feel a gulf between them?
"Let's check those results," said Hailey cheerfully, gesturing for Claire to stand. She snatched up the paper towel and raised it spread between two hands.
Lexi's heart sank.
"Oof," said Hailey, shaking her head, "Dry. Almost as dry as Tina's. And I think that the couple of drops that are here honestly might be left over from Brynn. Better luck next time Lexi. Maybe you should just stick to kissing cocks. We all know you are top-class at that."
"Almost as bad as Tina," said Nadia with a snicker, patting Lexi condescendingly on the back.
"Pretty lame Lexi," said Grace with a teasing smirk. "I mean, I know it's probably hard to put the moves on your bestie, but Claire seems like she was already hot and ready to go. You should have been able to juice her up more than that!"
Lexi blushed hotly, feeling a swirling, dark sense of shame and defeat. What was going on? Why wasn't she able to arouse her girlfriend? She had never worried about satisfying Claire in the past, but now she throbbed with anxiety. Claire had been so horny and turned on by Brynn... Was Hailey right? Did Claire have some sort of crush on their cocky, competitive classmate? What would Claire do if Brynn started actually pursuing her? Lexi looked toward Claire, trying to make some sort of connection.
Claire wouldn't even look Lexi in the eyes.
"Alright, Grace," began Hailey, preparing the next paper towel, "It's your turn to..."
The doorbell rang.
"Pizza must be here," observed Nadia languidly. "Pretty shitty timing to happen right in the middle of the game." Hailey looked annoyed, and cast an eye around the crowd, clearly reluctant to send anyone away and have them miss the fun. Then her eyes rested on Tina and she grinned.
"Go get the pizzas, Tina," she ordered. "Consider it a penalty for doing such a piss poor job at the paper towel game." Hailey's eyes turned to Lexi and her grin widened. "You know what? Take Lexi with you. She almost did as bad as you did." Lexi was about to open her mouth and protest that she didn't want to go, but Tina beat her to it.
"That's bullshit!" whined Tina. "You all get to stay here having fun while me and Lexi get stuck with the chores?"
"You want it to be more fun?" asked Hailey with raised eyebrows, "Go get the pizzas topless. I'm sure the driver will enjoy that. You'll save us money on a tip too!" The crowd laughed and voiced their approval, starting up a chant of "Do it! Do it! Do it!"
Lexi looked from Hailey, to the crowd, to Claire (who was still looking away) to Tina, who sighed, shrugged her shoulders in an exaggerated attitude of "What can you do" and said, "Come on Lexi, let's go. It will be more fun going on a little adventure just the two of us than watching these lame bitches anyway." And, having said that, Tina gripped the bottom of her loose sleep shirt and yanked it over her head, freeing a pair of breasts that were so big and perky that they momentarily made Lexi forget all about her turmoil over Claire.
The crowd approved of Tina's attitude, clapping and calling out to her as Tina's face blushed lightly and her big pretty pink nipples crinkled from the attention. Tina looked expectantly at Lexi. Well... now she felt like she couldn't leave Tina hanging. Lexi gripped the bottom hem of her shirt and swiftly pulled it up and over her head.
Lexi's breasts were nowhere near the size of the big soft melons of Tina's chest, but they were also a world away from the flat boyishness that Alex had once possessed. Two, firm, petite handfuls of creamy skin, with small rosy nipples that stiffened under the examination of the surrounding girls until they were just as hard as Tina's.
"C'mon!" said Tina with a nervous giggle, pulling Lexi to her feet, "Let's go! I've had enough of these girls staring at our tits. Let's go show them to the pizza boy instead. I hope he's cute!"
Lexi left the living room with Tina, but not before looking back over her shoulder one last time at Claire, who was already settling in on a new sheet of paper towel. Claire looked at her as well, a tentative smile on her face. She gave a little helpless shrug of her shoulders. Then Tina and Lexi turned the corner.
It wasn't a long walk to the front door of the house, but it gave Lexi time to quietly panic over the task of collecting the pizzas topless. As they walked toward the door, Lexi stole another glance at Tina's luscious, bouncy boobs again, causing another twinge in her tight cage. It was a strange feeling for her: a mix of the same old horny attraction to beautiful breasts mixed with a brand new feeling of inadequacy from having a much less impressive chest.
Tina caught her looking and said, "You have amazing boobs, Lexi." Lexi looked up into Tina's kind, twinkling green eyes with surprise. "So firm and cute!" sighed Tina. "And I bet they don't give you back pain like mine. I would kill to swap tits with you."
"Me too," said Lexi, having difficulty pulling her eyes away from Tina's big, rock-hard nipples. She was surprised to realize that she sort of meant what she said. Obviously, it was going to be much easier to hide (and hopefully eventually exercise away) her current small breasts when she became a man again, but the idea of having big juicy tits like Tina was strangely attractive.
Before she knew it. Lexi stood at the front door. The doorbell rang again. Tina was going through another storm of giggles, her pink blush spreading down to her impressive chest. "You do it Lexi!" she squeaked. "I just can't, I'm too nervous."
Lexi shared Tina's nerves, and, she suspected, her arousal as well. Her nipples throbbed in the cool air, and her cage felt tighter than ever. But they had to open the door soon. It had already been a while since the driver had first rung the doorbell. And it looked like Tina wouldn't be any help.
Lexi took a deep breath and opened the door.
Well, the pizza driver wasn't cute. A pudgy thirty-something man stood on the other side of the door, looking annoyed, and holding a big stack of ten pizza boxes. He looked tired, annoyed, and decidedly not the type of hunky stud that would deliver pizzas in the type of cheesy porn scenario that Tina and Lexi were emulating. The driver opened his mouth to say something... then his eyes widened.
His eyes looked at Lexi's bare chest, sending her stomach swooping and her nipples twinging. Then he looked over to Tina, who predictably started giggling again. "I... I... Uhhh... good evening," said the wide-eyed pizza driver awkwardly.
Shockingly, at least to Lexi, his eyes actually shifted back from Tina's big round boobs to her smaller chest. Lexi couldn't quite believe it, but it seemed like the chest that she saw as so mannish and flat was almost as fascinating as Tina's soft, feminine breasts. The driver seemed to realize that he shouldn't be staring so openly, but couldn't tear his eyes away from the bare breasts and nipples displayed in front of him. Lexi grinned, a sudden flood of confidence roaring through her.
"So... what do we owe you, sir?" Lexi asked in her sweet little girl voice that she liked to tease Anton with sometimes. She cocked her hip to let her round butt press against her tiny pajama shorts and leaned forward a little toward the awe-struck driver with a teasing smile on her lips.
"Oh, uhhh, you p-paid online, so you should be all good," said the driver, his eyes darting wildly back and forth between the two pairs of breasts.
Tina had apparently approved of Lexi's impromptu tease and wanted to get in on the action. She smirked, crossing one arm beneath her tits and putting her other hand on her chin, the posture lifting and squishing her big soft breasts together alluringly. "Yeah... but," she said with another giggle, "Do we have to tip you, mister?" The question was loaded with flirty promise, and the driver gulped visibly.
"Oh, well, haha, tipping is voluntary, miss," said the driver, laughing nervously.
"Good!" chirped Lexi, reaching out and grabbing the pizzas. "Have a nice night then sir!" Lexi could see an obvious bulge in the older man's pants as Tina slammed and locked the door in his face, wildly giggling the entire time.
"That was great Lexi!" she said, eyes shining with mischief. "Did you see his boner? That perv really thought we were going to "tip" him. Gross!" Tina grabbed five of the pizzas. "Now let's get back before we miss too much."
They hustled back toward the living room, but Tina hurried off down the hall toward the kitchen. "Let's just put them in here. No one is going to want to eat until the game is over anyway." Lexi followed after, anxious now to hurry and return to watch the game. It made her nervous to think what might be happening between Claire and the other sisters while she was gone.
Lexi was in such a hurry that she was caught utterly by surprise. When she set the boxes down and turned to leave the kitchen, Tina was there with a focused, warm, playful look in her eyes. She moved forward, her nipples still stiff on her big, round breasts. Lexi didn't even have time to ask what the older sorority sister was doing before she took Lexi's face in her small, delicate hands and kissed her deeply.
Lexi felt an involuntary moan rise in her throat as Tina's soft lips pressed against hers, and her breasts squished firmly against Lexi's chest, her nipples two hot, hard points burning against Lexi's soft skin. Tina's tongue entered Lexi's mouth, tenderly licking and teasing. Her fingers played lightly on Lexi's face. Lexi lost herself in the pleasure of kissing a beautiful woman, allowing herself to enjoy the feeling of Tina's impressive chest. She began kissing back, her own tongue exploring Tina's and her own hands loosely circling Tina's neck. Lexi moaned again, more freely this time. Suddenly, Lexi understood how it might be hard for Claire to hold back her arousal, even if she wasn't romantically attracted to the other sisters. Tina was a nice girl and Lexi enjoyed their new friendship. But, although she was really hot, Lexi had no interest in pursuing Tina romantically. The kiss... was undoubtedly nice though.



The moment ended. Tina pulled away, a mischievous grin on her face.
"Why?" asked Lexi breathlessly.
"You and I were the only two who didn't get to kiss anyone during Spin the Bottle," said Tina innocently, her big soft tits still pressed distractingly against Lexi's chest. "So it seemed fair. Besides, I keep fucking telling those bitches that I'm a good kisser when I don't have stage fright. Right?"
Lexi looked down into Tina's fierce, indignant eyes and smiled. "You're a good kisser, Tina," she said fondly.
"Fuck yes I am!" said Tina triumphantly, she turned and moved toward the door of the kitchen. "Now you have to tell the other girls that." She paused for a moment in the doorway with a shy smile on her face. "You're a really cool person Lexi. Claire is super lucky to have you as a bestie. I hope you and I can be just as close when you finally get to move in!"
Lexi smiled and agreed, although she felt a little bad... She would never actually end up moving into the sorority house: she would become one of the frat brothers when she revealed her true gender. Not to mention the fact that she would never be as close to Tina as she was to Claire...
They both hurried back to the living room. Lexi was feeling better. Claire was kissing other girls for fun, but now so had Lexi. True, Claire's kissing was a lot more public and performative, but now things felt much more equal. Lexi was sure that she would be able to handle watching the rest of the game with no problem.
Lexi stopped dead in the doorway with horror. Hailey was straddling Claire's lap, dominantly kissing Claire back into the headrest of the couch while one hand was stuffed roughly up the front of Claire's silk pajama shirt, groping and squeezing. Even over the enthusiam of the assembled crowd, Lexi had no trouble hearing Claire's helpless, submissive moans as the sorority president made out with her in a blatantly sexual display.
The sight was searingly filthy and erotic, and Lexi could feel the pulsing horny energy in the crowd as the other sisters watched eagerly. She felt her own arousal swell along with the discomfort she had been feeling all evening from watching Claire enjoy herself with someone else. Hailey's hand bulged and writhed beneath the blue silk of Claire's pajama top, and one of Claire's arms hesitantly reached up, clasping around Hailey's back and pulling her close, accepting the dominant attention.
"That's time, Hailey," said Grace sharply. Hailey continued for a moment, with Claire's moans growing sweeter and needier beneath her. Lexi saw that Claire's hand was still clasped between her legs to preserve her modesty. But were her fingers... moving a little? It was hard to tell with the arm awkwardly sandwiched between their bodies.
"I said that's..." said Grace in an annoyed tone, but she was interrupted. Claire's back arched up against Hailey, and her thighs clenched together around her hand. The moans that Claire had been making against Hailey's mouth turned into sighing whines, and her other hand clutched claw-like at Hailey's back. The crowd stood silent for a second, then erupted into cheers.
Lexi felt a fresh trickle of precum leak from her tight cage as she took it it. Claire had just orgasmed in front of everyone. From kissing another woman.
Hailey stood, raising her hands in triumph and mock bowing to the crowd as Claire sat panting with dazed eyes and hard nipples poking up through the thin silk of her pajamas. Hailey turned to Claire with a smug grin. "Time to see the fruits of my labor, Claire Bear. Stand up so we can see that towel."
"J-just one sec," said Claire in a shuddering voice, clearing still riding out the last aftershocks of her orgasm. But Hailey was impatient. She tugged Claire up by her hands.
This time, the paper towel came up with her. With a smug grin on her face, Hailey reached down and delicately peeled the paper towel away from Claire's pussy, holding it up to reveal a sticky, sloppy, nearly transparent towel, soaked through with Claire's eager juices of arousal.
The crowd went wild. Nadia shook her head ruefully, saying when the crowd finally quieted down, "I think we have a winner. I don't feel like trying to compete with that," she looked over to Emily, the only other girl who hadn't gone. "You?"
Emily glumly shook her head, and Hailey raised her hands in the air again, accepting the congratulatory cheers of the crowd.
"Pizza's in the kitchen, ladies," called Tina, and most of the crowd rushed off to eat, leaving just Tina, Grace, Nadia, and Hailey behind with Lexi and Claire.
"You did great!" said Grace warmly, handing Claire back her pants and panties.
Claire grimaced but chuckled too. "I think I might have embarrassed myself a little," she said sheepishly, giving Lexi a nervous glance. Lexi didn't even know what to say. Luckily, the other girls were there to help.
"Oh, don't worry about it," said Hailey, offering Claire a hand to help her up from the couch on her wobbly legs. "I was just giving you a hard time. Everybody gets a little turned on during Spin the Bottle. That's why it's fun! You had to do three in a row. That's just bad luck."
"Yeah," said Tina, giving Hailey an accusatory look. "Everybody ends up playing the paper towel game at some point. It's sort of a rite of passage. You actually didn't mess up your last paper towel as badly as Grace did the last time she played."
"Hey!" said Grace with a pouty look on her face. "At least I'm not Nadia! We had to buy a new couch after she played."
"Grace Joy Kim, that is not fucking true and you know it!" said Nadia with an affronted gasp.
The girls trailed away toward the kitchen, leaving Lexi and Claire momentarily alone.
Claire snuggled up against Lexi, laying her head on Lexi's shoulder. "Are you ok, babe?" she asked gently, whispering in her ear. "It was just a silly little game. You heard the girls, everyone plays it."
"Probably not in front of the people they're dating," said Lexi, trying not to sound bitter. It was hard not to compare her turn with Hailey's in her mind. Her towel bone dry... Hailey's soaking wet.
"So it made you feel a little uncomfortable, huh?" said Claire, pulling back a little and looking Lexi in the eyes. Strangely, her expression wasn't wholly apologetic. Lexi frowned mildly. Claire's hands snuck down between Lexi's legs, teasing and feeling there. "But it did look like you liked watching the game at least a little bit," she said slyly.
"I... I don't know," said Lexi hesitantly. It was true that watching Claire like that had been deeply arousing, but she wasn't sure that it was a type of arousal she was comfortable experiencing.
"Let's talk about it tonight. I pulled a few strings with Hailey," said Claire, her voice a little smoky, "And guess who you get to room with?" Lexi smiled tentatively and gave Claire a sidelong glance. It was hard to stay too mad at her girlfriend, despite the insecurities still roiling in her mind.
"That's right," purred Claire, her arm snaking around Lexi's slim waist and pulling her close, "You're going to be alone with your 'bestie' all night long."
Even through her lingering doubt and insecurity, the thought of spending some quality one-on-one time with Claire later in the evening made the rest of the long social evening bearable.
...
Lexi lay on the bed in the sorority room, her mind whirling and her body still aching with the strange blend of lust and jealousy that she felt that night. Above her Claire slowly removed her clothes.
The dim light of the hallway shone under the door, lending the scene a fuzzy, dreamlike quality as Claire's luscious brown body slowly appeared, unveiled inch by inch as she shed her silky pajamas. Lexi couldn't look away. Her cage still felt tight and moist with her desperate, frustrated lust. Claire looked beautiful, but here in this moment of confusion, she felt far away and untouchable to Lexi. Something had gone wrong tonight between them, and that thought made Lexi's heart ache.
After what seemed like forever, but was likely under two minutes, Claire slid smoothly into bed next to Lexi, reaching effortlessly across that feeling of distance and wrapping her loving arms around Lexi, pulling her girlfriend close to her warm, naked body.
Claire nuzzled Lexi's face with her nose, surprising a giggle and blush from Lexi, but not fully succeeding in unwinding her stiff posture. Claire tilted her head, her features still obviously radiating concern even in the dim, dreamy light. "What's up, baby?" she asked softly. "Are you still upset about that silly game?"
Lexi couldn't meet Claire' deep, searching eyes. She suddenly felt mildly guilty for holding onto her negative feelings, but still couldn't quite just let it go. "Babe," she said hesistantly, "Do you... feel attracted to Brynn? Or Hailey?"
Claire let out a low, amused chuckle, instantly making Lexi bristle. Claire felt Lexi's body stiffen and reached out to affectionately smooth back her hair. "Baby... let me answer your question with another question. Do you feel attracted to Tina? You seemed to be VERY interested in her tits when you two went to get pizza."
Lexi blushed. "Well... I guess so. But we are just friends! It's not like I want to date her or something," she protested.
"Well there you have it," said Claire with an easy shrug, "That's exactly how I feel about Brynn and Hailey. They're hot, but I'm dating you, Lexi. And I have zero interest in changing that."
Lexi still wasn't fully reassured. "B-but... the paper towel..." she insisted, the pain evident in her voice, "When they kissed you, you got so wet. And my towel was... was..."
Claire sighed. "Lexi, I was a little concerned that the rest of the sorority might find out that we've been fucking. That's against the rules, remember? So my mind was a little preoccupied about how I should act in front of everyone. Kind of a mood killer. And... babe... let's be honest. You were stiff and nervous and jealous. You didn't turn in your best performance."
That... actually made a lot of sense. Lexi began to feel a bit silly. But there was still an edge of something in Claire's voice... as if she hadn't told the complete truth.
"Are you sure that's all it was?" asked Lexi sincerely.
"Baby," said Claire gently, her eyes shining with love in the dim light, "Do you really think you can't get me wet by kissing me?" Her lips were almost brushing Lexi's, her breath hot and quick on Lexi's delicate skin. "Should we test it now?" whispered Claire, with a hint of sexy rasp in her voice.
Lexi closed the gap between them. This time, the kiss didn't feel stiff or unnatural. It felt warm, and loving and crackling with positive sexual energy. Lexi's hands circled Claire's hips, fingers trailing over the hot, soft skin and pulling her close as their tongues writhed and danced in a familiar, long-practiced rhythm.
It felt right. It felt like coming home. Claire's kiss, tender, yet filled with sultry sexual promise, made Lexi feel what she always should have known: that Claire was hers and she was Claire's, and no silly party game could change that. Remembering how the sorority president had laid hands on Claire, Lexi's hand rose, pinching and cupping one of Claire's perky breasts. Claire moaned softly against Lexi's lips, deep and sweet; unforced and genuine, and Lexi moaned in return as Claire rolled on top of her, higher and softer, but just as heartfelt.
On her knees above Lexi, Claire's hand seized Lexi's and guided it down with teasing slowness, pulling it between her thick thighs. Lexi gasped and smiled at the wet, desperate heat she felt there. Claire wasn't lying. She was soaking wet for her girlfriend, and Lexi knew that she had at least blown Brynn out of the water... and probably Hailey too.
Well, she would just have to work a little harder until there was no question who had gotten Claire hornier tonight.
Claire and Lexi rolled together on the bed, giggling and kissing as their hands flew over each other's bodies. Sex with Anton was overwhelming, humiliating, and humbling. In contrast, holding and being held by Claire... running her hands over Claire's curvy brown body and feeling her hot wet kisses over every inch of her skin made Lexi feel safe, and warm, and loved.
Claire's eyes shone wickedly as she rolled on top, dipping her head to suckle and playfully nibble on Lexi's petite tits, making Lexi squeak and writhe with submissive ecstasy. Lexi felt tuned in to her girlfriend; totally in harmony. Claire's fingers slipped with ticklish trails down Lexi's soft belly, passing over her throbbing, caged clit, and resting between Lexi's plump cheeks, pressing and circling the entrance of her pussy.
Lexi could still remember what it was like to have sex with Claire as a man... presumably how they would have sex again in a few weeks. Sweet and vanilla, with Alex taking the lead and fucking Claire's pussy with his hard cock, usually in missionary position. Their sex life had changed drastically since Lexi had temporarily become female. Even when it wasn't locked up, Lexi's clit rarely got much use. Instead, they teased each other with fingers, lips, and tongues, like any other lesbian couple would. At home, they had a suite of toys available as well, including Claire's favorite, a massive black dildo that Lexi suspected Claire used as a commentary on Lexi's relationship with Anton.
While Lexi was a girl, Claire had shifted into a dominant role in bed as well. It was something that Alex would never have expected a year ago, but her soft, loving domination was something that now made Lexi hot and stiff and horny whenever she thought about it, craving it more and more every time they made love.
Claire's lips met Lexi's, her tongue slipping inside at the same moment her finger did, making Lexi moan with pleasure against her girlfriend's sweet lips as she eagerly spread her legs wide. The sweet, tender moment seemed to last forever, Claire's fingers thrusting deeply in in and out of Lexi's clenching pussy while their tongues tangled wet and hot between each other's mouths.
But finally, Claire needed some attention too.
She sat back against the headboard, slowly parting her thighs to reveal her glistening pussy in the dim light of the sorority bedroom they had borrowed for the night. Lexi felt a surge of pride: now there was no question. She was the one who had made Claire the most turned on tonight, although the other sister would never know it. Lexi licked her lips and crawled forward eagerly between her girlfriend's spread thighs, nestling her face into Claire's hot, wet pussy, ready to claim her reward as victor.
Claire arched her back, a soft sound of appreciation puffing from her lips at the sensation of Lexi's well-practiced tongue. "I love you, Lexi," she breathed, running her slim fingers adoringly through Lexi's long, silky blond hair as her girlfriend eagerly lapped and kissed her swollen, horny pussy.
Lexi found herself on her hands and knees for the second time that day, except this time her clit felt frustratingly confined as it swung between her legs in its pink plastic cage. But, although the cage was annoying, especially in this moment of passion, Her clit wasn't essential to Lexi's lovemaking with Claire anymore. Since Lexi had temporarily become a woman, Claire had made a point of making their sex less... penetration-centered. To help Lexi stay in character, Claire had explained one frustrating evening. It had worked: denying Lexi the chance to plunge her clit into Claire's pussy had certainly made it easier to let go of her masculinity during the time she needed to be female. "I love you too, babe," said Lexi, in her sweet, breathy voice, raising her head for a second with her eyes shining and her chin dripping to kiss her girlfriend before greedily slurping between Claire's thighs once again.
And if they had both been able to focus on the sex with nothing else on their minds, the session probably would have been mind-blowing and sweet and a great opportunity to bond. But Claire had never been one to bury things that were on her mind.
"I've missed this," said Claire thoughtfully, her eyes watching Lexi carefully even while her toes flexed in pleasure.
Something about her tone made Lexi look up, wiping her mouth. "What's that baby?" she asked, frowning slightly. Claire shrugged. "It's just that you are over at Anton's place almost every night nowadays. It's been a while since we've had sex."
Lexi could see that, even if she was trying to act casual, Claire was upset. Ah. So that explained why Claire was being a little cagey about why Lexi hadn't turned her on earlier. Claire didn't like how much time Lexi was spending with Anton.
Lexi slipped a hand between Claire's thighs, rubbing and teasing as she did her best to smooth things over. "I'm sorry babe," said Lexi humbly, using one hand to caress Claire's cheek as the other rubbed delicately on her clit, "I've been getting a little carried away. It's just that... I know my time with Anton is limited. It's not going to be that much longer. Soon, you'll have your boyfriend back full-time."
Claire put her hand over Lexi's on her cheek, her eyes serious as she asked: "Are you sure, Lexi? Will things really be done after the ceremony?"
Lexi frowned. "What do you mean?" she asked, a note of annoyance creeping into her voice.
Claire sighed, then gave Lexi a flat look. "I mean, is Lexi going to be able to stay quietly on the shelf when you are around Anton all the time at the frat house? Or am I going to find you moaning Daddy's name with a cock buried in your ass and your pants around your ankles the first time Anton starts reminiscing with you about the way things used to be?"
Lexi dropped her hand from Claire's pussy, her expression clouding. As much as it frustrated her, she couldn't say that Claire was one hundred percent wrong. "Sure, It might be... well... a struggle," admitted Lexi grudgingly, scooting back a few inches, putting some distance between them, "But I'm not some weak slut that can't control herself. When I go back to being Alex, I'm never going to have sex with Anton again."
Claire's mouth was set firmly. "Lexi, we need to get together, all three of us, and set some ground rules," she said in her 'no arguing' voice. Lexi groaned. Why did both of them want that conversation so badly? It didn't even matter. Lexi wouldn't even be a girl in a month, and the relationship with Anton would be a fond erotic memory. Besides... Lexi didn't like to think about how she was dating two people at once. She preferred to keep those two parts of her life completely separate. The idea of Anton and Claire hanging out together caused a squirming discomfort that she couldn't put her finger on. She couldn't help but remember back to high school, when Anton's bullying of Alex had sometimes involved leering sexual comments about Claire, who was captain of the cheerleading squad at the time...
True, Anton had grown a lot since then, but didn't those comments mean that Anton found Claire sexy? The idea of her Daddy being interested in her girlfriend was disturbing, and, perversely, and little arousing. Oddly, it reminded her a little of how she had felt during the game tonight... Lexi wasn't sure she wanted to explore that feeling.
Sensing her hesitation, Claire surged forward, pushing Lexi down onto the bed. Lexi let out a girlish gasp of alarm, feeling a surge of aroused blood to her trapped clit from the sudden dominant move from Claire. Claire pinned her arms on either side of Lexi's head. She looked strong, and powerful and lovely looming above Lexi. Claire's nipples were two rock-hard points on her chest and Lexi could feel the moisture of Claire's pussy pressing down onto her belly as Claire held her down.



Shit, Claire was wildly horny, despite the seriousness of their conversation. What had come over her?
"One conversation," insisted Claire. "You, me, and your Daddy will go out, have a fun casual evening, and discuss how we can share you." She was lightly grinding her wet pussy down into Lexi, making it hard to think.
"I... baby, I just don't think..." whined Lexi, feeling her body warming up again from the deliciously submissive position that Claire had put her in. She could already feel the argument slipping away from her before Claire said: "No more thinking, Lexi. To be frank, I'm getting a little jealous that you're running off to get fucked silly by your big-dicked Daddy every night. You know how you felt when I kissed those other girls tonight? What if I was leaving you behind to fuck them instead?"
Lexi didn't say anything, but the question made her belly squirm with jealous arousal at the very thought. Claire raised an eyebrow at her girlfriend's conflicted expression. "See what i mean? That jealousy isn't good for anyone. We need this. All three of us. OK?"
Lexi sighed. She should have known that she wouldn't stand a chance against Claire when she made up her mind. "Ok," she said grudgingly. "I'll set it up."
"Good girl," said Claire, beaming down. She shimmied up until her knees were on either side of Lexi's head. "Now show me that you like me more than Anton with that sweet tongue, and then I'll return the favor."
Claire's dripping pussy pressed firmly down against Lexi's mouth and they spent a pleasant hour reconnecting as a couple. It was fulfilling enough that Lexi was able to put the rest of the evening and her promise out of her mind until she woke up the next day, face still sticky from Claire's excited juices.
...
"Hmm," said Anton thoughtfully, absorbed in his phone. "What do you think? A movie? No... that's dumb, how would we talk? Forget that. Dinner?"
Lexi, her head bobbing busily on her daddy's lap with her body curled up next to him on the couch, released his massive cock from her mouth with a wet pop. "That sounds too formal, Daddy," she murmured, before planting wet, sloppy kisses down her boyfriend's throbbing shaft.
Anton sighed. "You're probably right. It needs to be a light atmosphere. Well, don't worry. I'll think of a way to show you ladies a good time." Then he tossed his phone to the side and propped her hands behind his head, giving Lexi his full attention as she wrapped her soft lips once again around the swollen head of his cock, teasing and licking its hot skin with slutty devotion.
Anton had insisted on figuring out the three person date right away when he heard the "good news" that Lexi had finally agreed to it. He pulled out his phone and started brainstorming right then and there, even when Lexi said she was desperate to suck her Daddy's cock.
She had no idea why both Claire and Anton were so enthusiastic about this date idea. It sounded awkward to Lexi. But she didn't want to worry about that now. She didn't want to think about anything except her Daddy's strong, manly cock filling her slutty little mouth.
"That's it, babygirl," rumbled Anton in a deep, affectionate voice. "Show Daddy how much you want to please him."
Lexi whimpered around the massive black cock in her mouth as Anton's possessive, dominant words sent a shiver of girly, submissive lust through her core. She stretched out her legs along the length of the couch to get more comfortable and focused wholly on serving her Daddy's cock.
In a way, she really did feel like the baby that Anton had named her. Small, weak, and dependant on her big strong Daddy. And the thick, dark phallus stretching her lips was like her pacifier. Sucking Anton's cock centered her. Made her feel the sweet, feminine surrender that she had become addicted to these past months.
Sucking cock was the ultimate expression of her feminization. It was humiliating to serve the man she once hated in this way... but that humiliation just made the act dirtier and more appealing. Lexi began grinding her hips down into the couch, feeling her stiff, leaky clit press hard into her silky panties. She wanted to cum, but she wanted Anton to cum even more. She loved to feel the thick, hot essence of his masculinity pour down her throat. It was always a searing, shameful reminder of her submission, and she knew the twitching spurt of her Daddy's cock would be enough to make her cum all on its own.
Anton's firm hand reached down to squeeze one of Lexi's bubbly butt cheeks, making her moan against the cock in her throat. His fingers teasingly slipped her silky panties aside...
*beepbeepbeepbeep*
The annoying trill made Lexi frown. It was coming from the little clutch she had brought along. Ugh. Who was interrupting her private time with...
*beepbeepbeepbeep*
This time, the ring tone pentrated the hazy pink lust fogging Lexi's brain. There was only one person that Lexi had assigned that ringtone.
"Oh fuck!"
Lexi practically shot off of the couch, diving for her cellphone, causing a shocked grunt from Anton. She scrambled to press the green call button before it went to voice-mail. Lexi's father wasn't the kind of man who liked to be kept waiting.
"Father," said Alex, shocked temporarily into his male persona, his voice deepening. "Good afternoon."
"Alexander," said his father cooly in his deep baritone. It was all the greeting that Alex had come to expect. His father wasn't much for pleasantries. "Have I caught you at a bad time?" he asked, his tone suggesting that he expected Alex to make time for the conversation even if that was the case.
"Not... Not at all," said Alex, clearing his throat nervously. Anton gave him a questioning glance from the couch. Alex had to look away immediately, his face suddenly burning with a shameful blush. The sight of Anton's hard cock, still shiny with his saliva, was the last thing Alex needed while navigating a call with his father.
His own clit... cock had deflated instantly of course.
"Are you coming down with something?" demanded his father gruffly. "Your voice sounds... off." Alex grimaced, cringing with shame. His voice was a little rough... deep throating a cock tends to have that effect.
"No sir," he said firmly, trying his best to emulate the manly confidence that his father demanded from him. "I'm doing just fine."
"Hmph," grunted his father, already losing interest in his son's health. "Listen, Alexander. I happened to peruse your online grade portal this morning, as per our agreement..."
"O-oh?" asked Alex, a plunging feeling in his stomach. His father had agreed to pay for Alex's education only under a specific set of stipulations. And access to his grades was one of them.
"Don't 'oh' me!" snapped Alex's father, his cruel temper bubbling up, as it often did in conversations wih Alex. "Would you care to explain why I'm seeing a "D" in your Calculus class?"
"Sir, I... I've been a bit busy lately," said Alex hesitantly. His eyes were drawn like a magnet over to Anton, who was watching him with warm curious eyes... slowly pumping his cock to keep it warmed up for his babygirl. Alex's eyes leapt off Anton as if burned.
"Don't make excuses," said his father wearily. "You know how I hate that. Do you think that I made excuses when my life got rough?"
"No, sir," said Alex automatically. It was a common refrain from his father. Alex's dad had legitimately had some serious struggles in his life, including losing Alex's mother when Alex was still just a young child. Alex knew that in his own twisted way, his father wanted him to be strong and capable. Not that that made it easier to meet hiis strict demands.
"The world is forgiving to weak men, Alexander," said his father somberly. "You can't afford to be the kind of pussy that makes excuses for himself. I don't care if you have to lock yourself in your room and study all night every night. Succeeding in Calculus is imperative for your future."
"It was... initiation challenges that have been occupying my time," said Alex, carefully modulating his tone to be firm, but not challenging. You never knew what would set his father off. It wasn't completely a lie, although Alex's father would be furious if he knew the whole truth.
"Ahh," said Alex's father, and Alex felt a wave of relief as he heard the fractional lessening of his father's anger. "I... suppose that makes sense. The Birchwood Society initiation can be time-consuming. And it certainly should be a priority."
His father practically worshipped his old frat. Alex successfully joining the society was his number one stipulation for funding Alex's degree.
"But still," continued the gruff voice on the other end of the phone, "A real man should be able to put his head down and push through the difficult times. Women have the luxury of crying and saying that it's all too much. But not us. You need to man up and do both; maintain your grades while joining the Society. That's an order." Alex could hear the slight drag of suppressed pain in his father's voice. He remembered vividly a lot of long, lonely nights when his father stayed at the office... putting his head down and pushing through rather than being there for his son.
"Yes sir," said Alex, praying that this was a wrap-up for the call.
"You're my son," said his father in a cold, hard voice. "I raised you to be a strong man who doesn't get all soft and cave in when the going gets hard."
Alex's eyes suddenly caught the mirror through the open door of Anton's bathroom.
He saw a long haired girl in carefully applied makeup, a tight tanktop pressed skin-tight to her petite breasts. Her skirt had been hiked up by the kinky sex play that she had just been engaged in, and it was easy to see the silky pink panties with the tell-tale bulge of an unimpressive penis and balls within.
Alex tried to say "Yes, sir." but suddenly his throat seemed to close up tight. He couldn't get the words out.
*Click*
Luckily, his father had hung up without waiting for a response. What the fuck was Alex doing? He had come over to his bully's place to suck his cock. For fun.
It was a good thing that this Lexi experiment would be over soon. His father was right. Alex had let things slide too far. As unfair as it was, he had life responsibilities.
He needed to get out of here.
'Where are you headed, babygirl?" asked Anton with concern, sliding his pants back up over his hips. He was at least able to read Lexi's mood well enough to tell that a blowjob was off the table at this point.
"I... I just need to get back," mumbled Alex, fixing his clothes and pulling on the ridiculous high heels he had worn.
"Is everything ok?" asked Anton with a frown, rising to join his girlfriend at the door. When he tried to reach out to touch Alex's shoulder, he shied away, although it sent a stab of sorrow through him to do so.
"It's fine," lied Alex. "Just... talking to my Dad upsets me a little." That was true at least. He turned to leave, and Anton said behind him, "Are we still on for the date on Friday with Claire?"
Alex kept his hand on the door for a moment. He knew now that being Lexi was just a silly fantasy... but it was a fantasy he was going to have to maintain for a few weeks no matter what.
Surely there was no harm in staying as Anton's girlfriend until then.
"Yeah," said Lexi softly, as she opened the door onto the third-floor hallway of the Society's frat house. "Just send me whatever details you figure out Daddy."
Then she stepped out into the hallway and closed the door, leaving her alone with her thoughts.
...
"I don't know why you're so flustered, sweetie," said Claire distractedly as they tried to put their makeup on in the same mirror, frequently getting in each other's way (Sharing one bathroom had felt a little simpler when they had been a heterosexual couple). "You've gone on plenty of dates with me. You've gone on plenty of dates with Anton. Just relax! The only difference will be one mildly awkward conversation about boundaries, and, apart from that, you can enjoy a fun evening with your two favorite people."
Lexi sighed miserably while turning her head from side to side, judging her makeup. "Babe, have you ever had two separate groups of friends, and then had them hang out together for the first time?" She added a little more eyeliner around her left eye. "It's like that but turned up to a thousand. You're my two favorite people. But when I'm around either one of you, you're the center of my world. I don't know what it will feel like to be out with both of you at once."
"You're overthinking it," said Claire lightly, stepping away and checking her phone. She was wearing a casual but sharp outfit for this outing: a white peasant blouse with a cardigan over the top and dark jeans. It made her look confident and fashionable. Lexi had gone with something a bit more... daring than her girlfriend, as usual. She had on a pair of hip-hugging jeans tight enough that a close observer would probably suspect what Lexi had between her legs, strappy heels, and a tight cut-off tank top that put her taught, feminine belly on full display. It was probably far too cold, even for the unusually warm weather, but Lexi wanted to wear something revealing after all the... extra effort she had put in tonight. Lexi hardly ever used the breast-pumping suction device that Claire had bought for her anymore. After all, for some reason, her body seemed to be growing tits on its own, and her tits were B-cup without any artificial help. But looking her best felt like it was important tonight. Lexi knew that Anton was turned on by slutty displays, so she had pumped up her breasts tonight to really fill out her tight tank top and please him.
Even apart from the awkwardness of going on two dates at once, the idea of appearing in public as a woman was still nerve-wracking. Although Lexi had gotten plenty of practice in acting as a girl over the past few months, it was still mostly in small-group settings, and in the privacy of the sorority house or Anton's place.
"Ah! Anton says he's downstairs!" reported Claire, "We had better go. Wouldn't want to keep your handsome man waiting!"
Lexi sighed, checked her face one last time and decided that it would have to do. She wasn't looking forward to the evening, no matter what Claire said. Being on two dates at the same time had way too much potential for awkwardness.
...
Lexi flounced down the stairs from her apartment and then stopped dead at the foot of the stairs, watching her girlfriend and boyfriend greeting each other. It was nothing shocking or even unusual. Anton and Claire stood on the sidewalk, Anton with his hands casually shoved in his back pockets, Claire loosely crossing her arms over her chest with a cock-hipped stance.
Anton looked just as handsome as ever. A sweet little tingle of pleasure traced down Lexi's spine and directly into her clit as she caught sight of his laughing face and tall, well-muscled body. He was well dressed as usual in a long-sleeved sweater tight enough to show off his muscular body and a well-cut pair of dark brown chinos.
Initially, Lexi felt pleased to see Claire and Anton getting along well, but something in their expressions caused her a tiny prickle of discomfort. Anton looked amused, a flirty smirk splitting his face as he leaned forward toward Claire. Claire's expression was mildly exasperated, but soft and welcoming at the same time. This wasn't what Lexi had been expecting at all. Back in high school, Anton had nothing but leering contempt for his bullying victim's girlfriend, and in return, Claire had nothing but venomous disdain for him.
As far as Lexi knew, the two people he was dating had either never or almost never spoken since then. So why were they acting so chummy? Especially when Lexi wasn't there with them.
Lexi had assumed she would be spending the evening playing peacekeeper between her two jealous lovers... but it didn't look like that would be necessary. The thought should have made Lexi relieved, but instead, it filled her with an odd, shifting feeling of disquiet.
Anton and Claire turned and smiled as she approached, Claire had an expression almost like guilt cross her face, and she moved back a couple of steps from Anton, as if not realizing she had gotten that close. But Anton didn't look guilty at all. He held out a welcoming arm to his girlfriend as he said, "And here's my princess, finally done getting pretty for her Daddy!" Lexi had the urge to refuse Anton's offered embrace, but in the end, she couldn't resist. Pushing down the strange moment of disquiet, she snuggled beneath Anton's big strong arm, sneaking a glance at Claire as she did so.
She thought she saw a brief flash of jealousy cross her girlfriend's face. That was more like what she had been expecting. Maybe she had been imagining the unexpected moment of warmth between her two partners. They were probably just playing nice for her sake.
But the feeling that something wasn't quite right continued in the cab ride over to their date. Anton and Claire seemed to have an easy, unforced rapport that defied explanation. They sat on either side of Lexi, chatting and joking happily over her while Anton held his thick arm over Lexi's shoulder and Claire massaged her thigh. But despite their physical attention, they seemed more focused on each other than on Lexi.
By the time they arrived, Lexi's vague suspicion had firmed. There was an undeniable chemistry between Anton and Claire. A certain spark in the way they looked at each other, a hesitation before they looked away. A smile that quirked up their lips whenever they spoke. It made Lexi's belly twist with a peculiar blend of jealousy and strange, inexplicable arousal. Lexi was vividly reminded of the other day... the sleepover party with the sorority. This feeling of blended discomfort and lust was exactly the same. Thinking about that evening made Lexi's clit stir and her heart sink. Unlike that night, Lexi wouldn't have to see Claire with anyone else... right?
Anton had suggested that they go to the winter fair the city was throwing, and it looked like they weren't the only ones who had decided to take advantage of the unusually warm weather: the busy, charmingly lit fairgrounds were bustling with people.
When Anton hustled off to buy them all tickets, Lexi rounded on her girlfriend, trying her best to keep the creeping jealousy out of her voice. "You two seem to be getting along well," she said, doing a passable imitation of being pleasantly surprised.
There it was again, just the tiniest flicker of guilt on Claire's face before she mastered her expression. "Oh course, babe!" gushed Claire, touching Claire's arm in a delicate hand as she smiled broadly, "He's your boyfriend after all. I have to play nice, right?" Lexi opened her mouth to press further, but Anton had already returned, brandishing a pair of tickets for the two girls.
"Two tickets for the two hottest girls on campus!" he said with a big shit-eating grin. Claire shook her head and chuckled. "Flatterer," she said accusingly. When she reached out to take her ticket, Lexi's eyes locked on her slim brown hand approaching Anton's. It wasn't just her imagination. There was a second of lingering skin-to-skin contact. "I knew you had good taste when you started dating my girlfriend," continued Claire with a crooked smile, "Glad to see you're keeping up that streak."
"Let's go, Daddy," said Lexi, snuggling possessively up against Anton's muscular arm, "I want you to win me the biggest stuffed animal on the midway." Anton grinned down at her and said confidently, "Your wish is my command, babygirl."
But then he held out his other powerful arm to Claire.
"Well, Miss Estrada," he said with mock chivalry, "Shall we? I've always wanted to be that stud with two hot pieces of eye candy on his arms."



Claire rolled her eyes, but Lexi could see the faint smile playing on her lips as she eagerly clutched Anton's powerful, bulging arm and said "How can I say no to such a polite request?" That strange feeling of hot, wet lust blended with acidic jealousy flooded Lexi once again as their group of three walked out into the fair.
Lexi had assumed that at some point, the nagging humiliation of becoming a woman for her high school bully would fade as she grew used to it. But it never had. At least not yet. Lexi still felt a palpable shame as she clung to the arm of the larger, more dominant alpha male that had transformed her from a defiant man into a submissive girl. Just like any red-blooded male, Alex had once had daydreams about being the stud who had multiple girls fawning over him. It had seemed like the ultimate expression of masculine power: being so desirable that a girl was willing to humiliate herself by sharing with another woman. Now he was the one fawning over the superior man... and there was another woman on Anton's other arm...
Would Lexi be forced to share? The thought was humiliating, hot, and frustrating all at the same time.
It was strange. Although the feeling of aroused jealousy never changed, Lexi's perspective kept flipping. Was she jealous that the big, strong jock was making moves on his girlfriend? Was she jealous that the hotter, smarter girl was trying to steal her man? Both. She had known that it might be a bit awkward to be on a date with both of her partners at the same time, but she had never expected this. Lexi watched her girlfriend hanging off her boyfriend's arm with a sick, twisting feeling in her gut. This night was going to be longer than she thought.
They strolled down the midway, with Anton beaming, visibly, arrogantly pleased to have two hot ladies hanging on his arms. Claire happily chattered on his other arm, pointing out games and scoffing about how each one was rigged. "I mean, look at that," she said confidently, not even bothering to keep her voice down as she tugged on Anton's arm and gestured toward a booth with stacked milk bottles. "They weigh the bottom bottles so they won't fall. It's practically impossible." Her tone was light and friendly, and Anton was practically ignoring Lexi to focus on Claire. Lexi didn't like it. Why was Claire and Anton so comfortable around each other? Weren't they supposed to be at odds with each other? Fighting over her?
Anton chuckled, his eyes sparkling. "That sounds like a challenge to me," he said, veering the group toward the stall. Claire rolled her eyes, but Lexi's sharp focus caught the slight lift of her lips at the edges. There was something going on in this interaction. Some spark between her two partners that made Lexi cling to Anton's arm needily.
Anton paid the man at the booth five dollars and scooped up one of the provided balls. Then he turned to Lexi with a cocky smile and held up the ball in front of her. "C'mon, babygirl," he said with a wink, "Blow for luck. Let's show your spoilsport of a girlfriend how awesome your daddy really is." Lexi's heart fluttered and she felt a twinge of stiffness in her pants. She should have known that what she had with her daddy would keep his eyes from wandering. She was his babygirl, not Claire. She bent down and pursed her pouty lips, blowing on the ball while softly batting her eyelashes up at Anton. He nodded, turned, and hurled the ball... knocking over only one of the stacked milk bottles.
Claire cackled with laughter and Anton grunted, displeased. He scooped up one of the remaining balls and tossed it up and down in his hand. Lexi was all prepared to give him another flirty helping hand, but this time, to her annoyance, Anton turned to Claire. "How about it?" he asked smoothly, "Want to lend your girlfriend's boyfriend a little luck?"
"And give up the satisfaction of watching you lose?" Claire shot back with a crooked grin. She sighed theatrically. "Ok, fine. But only because Lexi begged me to play nice tonight." Lexi watched with mute frustration as Claire pursed her lips and blew. The entire time Claire and Anton maintained eye contact, sparks flying between them. For some strange reason, the edge of arousal that had been building inside Lexi all evening gave a responding pulse of heat at the sight.
There was no question at all in Lexi's mind anymore. These two were flirting with each other. She would have sharp questions for each of them when she managed to get them alone. To make the moment even worse, this time, of course, Anton's aim was perfect, scattering the "impossible to topple" bottles over and winning a large stuffed rabbit.
Lexi was reminded of her first date with Anton, when he won her a stuffed animal from a crane game. It had been a charming demonstration of his skill and generosity. She remembered vividly how it had made her feel special to him.
Anton turned and pushed the rabbit into Claire's hands, who was loudly laughing and protesting that Anton had only gotten lucky. Lexi must have failed to hide her displeasure completely, because Anton put a soothing hand on her shoulder and said lightly, "Oh c'mon, babe, it's only fair. She was the one who lent me some luck. Don't be a grump."
If these two didn't stop stoking Lexi's jealous lust, they would see how grumpy she would get. Lexi was determined to find an opportunity to get both of them alone and question them.
Her first opportunity came when Anton slipped away to buy them cotton candy.
With a surge of the anxious, lustful jealousy that had slowly been building up inside her, the instant that Anton was out of sight, Lexi pounced, pinning her girlfriend against the side of a nearby food stand with a fierce kiss.
For just a moment, Lexi felt almost male again, bursting with possessiveness and frustration. Her tongue slipped inside Claire's mouth and her cock strained against the fabric of her clinging girl jeans. She pressed her hips against Claire's, letting her girlfriend feel her stiffness, unconsciously trying to assert her claim. Her hands roamed Claire's body, one reaching behind to grip her ample butt and pull her closer, the other groping clumsily at her breasts.
Lexi half expected Claire to push her away in disgust, but luckily Claire was too kind for that. She simply let out a low throaty chuckle and looped her hands loosely over Lexi's neck, accepting the aggressive, clumsy affections with good humor, and even thrusting her chest out a little to let Lexi have her fun.
Claire's hips ground against Lexi's, increasing the sweet friction against her throbbing clit as Claire leaned forward, suddenly flipping the dynamic of the kiss, taking control, and making Lexi feel helpless and submissive once again. Claire's hands got busy as well, slipping gently down Lexi's back to cup her butt. Her other hand moved upward, returning the favor of Lexi's clumsy affection by squeezing one of Lexi's petite breasts with a possessive hand.
As good as the kiss felt, Lexi couldn't get distracted. She broke away, panting. She wasn't used to trying to be dominant anymore, and she could tell that she hadn't exactly impressed Claire with her display. It was a little embarrassing how Claire had managed to so easily push back against her weak attempt at dominance.
"You..." said Lexi, a little crack of confusion creeping into her voice as she cut straight to the heart of her discomfort, "Claire are you... flirting with Anton?"
Claire's expression was sympathetic but determined. "Yeah. A little," she admitted, with a shrug.
Lexi felt the jealous heat inside her ratchet up another notch. Her mouth felt dry, and the throbbing in her pants was difficult to ignore, especially when pressed up so tight against her girlfriend. "Do you... are you... into him?" she heard herself ask in a terrified voice. Her mind swirled with dark memories that now carried a strange, erotic edge. Anton in high school, bullying Alex by loudly talking in front of the whole team about how hard he would fuck Claire Estrada. About how much he would love it. Claire confronting Anton in the hall after he had stolen Alex's backpack. Her eyes had blazed with passion. Hatred, it was true, but they said that hate and lust are closer than you might think...
Claire looked away from Lexi's searching gaze. "It doesn't feel great, does it, Lexi? To have your girlfriend all starry-eyed over someone else. I deal with that every day. That's why we need to find a real solution." She slipped out of Lexi's grasp and moved a few steps away, crossing her arms over her chest. Lexi stared after her, mouth open in disbelief.
"Claire, you can't tease Anton like that," she said in a shocked voice. "You don't know him like I do. Anton is... well he's a hotblooded man. If he thinks that you're really interested..." Lexi didn't finish the sentence, but her mind supplied the missing details with lurid imagery. Anton pulling Claire close to his muscular bulk... Claire swooning and melting into his embrace... Both of them falling into bed together, clothes torn away by desperate hands... Hard black cock seeking and finding Claire's wet, eager pussy...
"Maybe I know your boyfriend better than you think," muttered Claire just on the edge of Lexi's hearing.
Lexi frowned. "And what exactly is that supposed to..."
Anton returned with two big sticks of fluffy pink cotton candy in hand. "A little something sweet from Daddy," he said with a saucy wink as he handed one to Lexi. Lexi bit back her response to Claire. Now wasn't the time. These kinds of games weren't like Claire at all. It was totally unlike her to do anything she knew might hurt Lexi, and flirting with Lexi's boyfriend certainly qualified. It was clear that there were greater issues in her relationship with Claire than Lexi realized. And, as annoyed as she was with her girlfriend right now, Lexi would have to work hard to repair that... Her relationship with Claire was more important to her than anything.
Lexi gazed at her girlfriend, who was pointedly chatting to Anton while not looking over at Lexi. As much as she longed to talk to Claire and come to a loving understanding, emotions were running too high between them right now. Maybe it would be better to speak to Anton alone.
Lexi got her chance when Claire went to use the bathroom. "This looks like fun," she insisted, pulling Anton toward a hall of mirrors. "Why don't we check it out while we wait."
Anton frowned, looking back over his shoulder toward the restrooms. "I don't know, babygirl,' he rumbled, "Maybe we should just wait for..."
"Enough about her," snapped Lexi, letting her heated jealousy rise to the surface for just a second, "I want you to focus on just me for a second." Anton looked down at her with a raised eyebrow. It was highly unusual for Lexi to snap at her Daddy. Normally, she loved to be his sweet little submissive pet. It was a symptom of her heightened emotions. Anton just nodded and allowed himself to be led into the dark funhouse.
Inside, Lexi was confronted with a swirl of reflections on all sides, showing exactly who she was now. Blonde, delicate, and unquestionably feminine, with womanly curves in all the right places and make-up expertly done herself. Alex from a year ago would have been stunned and horrified to see himself now, and, for her past self, the new feminine appearance wouldn't have even been the strangest part. It would have been the fact that her hand clasped Anton Williams with needy desperation, pulling him deeper into the relative privacy of the dimly lit funhouse.
Finally, Anton halted their progress by pulling back on Lexi's hand, making her look back at him with an expression of frustrated longing on her face. "What's this about, babygirl?" he asked firmly. "What's bothering you?"
Lexi felt the confused mix of feelings well up inside her as she stared up into Anton's warm brown eyes. Feminine fear of Anton being seduced by another woman. Masculine jealousy of his high school bully flirting with his girlfriend. She felt deep vulnerable affection for her boyfriend as he wrapped his strong arms around her and prickly hatred of her swaggering bully who assumed that she was utterly conquered.
"Why are you flirting with my girlfriend?" she asked point blank, her eyes a little misty as she stared up at Anton, scrutinizing his reaction to her blunt question. He didn't look shocked, or dismissive, or any other natural reaction to an untrue accusation. Instead, he looked... evasive, uncharacteristically for him. Both Anton and Claire were acting so strange tonight. It made Lexi uneasy, even apart from the obvious flirting that had made her a jealous, horny mess.
"She's a pretty girl, and that's how I treat pretty girls when I'm being nice," he said airily, avoiding looking into Lexi's eyes. "You know that."
'Then promise me," said Lexi earnestly, gently reaching up to grab her man's face and turning it toward her, "Promise me you'll never have sex with Claire." Anton said nothing, but Lexi could read his response to her demand in his eyes. Anton wasn't willing to promise that. The sickening, aroused jealousy that Lexi had been feeling all night swelled inside her until she felt like she couldn't breathe. It was like the other night at the sorority party, but much much worse.
Anton was a stud. There was no getting around it. He had effortlessly ensnared a male rival and turned him into his submissive little girlfriend. How much easier would it be to seduce Claire? She was already female, and, based on their conversation just a minute ago, she didn't seem to be in a resisting mood. It felt like Lexi's two separate relationships were drifting rapidly toward disaster.
She was about to be cucked and cuckqueaned simultaneously by her two lovers.
A flash of determination filled her. No. She wouldn't allow it. Anton was hers. Claire was hers. She had to find a way to short-circuit the sexual chemistry bubbling between them. Lexi had learned a lot of things by becoming a woman these past few months, and one of them was the best way to manipulate Anton Williams.
Lexi's mouth quirked up into a sultry grin as she slowly got to her knees, slipping from Anton's embrace while she trailed her hands down his muscular body. "So Daddy is looking at other girls, huh?" she asked in a cutesy, innocent voice, resting her palms on the front of Anton's pants as she looked up at him with her big blue eyes. Bingo. She could feel his rapidly hardening cock pulse in his pants as he stared down at her, a wry look on his face.
No matter how tempting Claire looked to him, there was no way that her Daddy could resist a submissive blowjob.
"But why do you need other girls?" asked Lexi breathily. She quickly unzipped Anton's pants, pulling his cock free in the dim, warm mirror maze, feeling its meaty heft in her delicate hand once again. "When you have a slut like me who will do....
"Anything." She slapped the massive black cock in her hand gently against her soft cheek.
"You" *Slap*
"Want" *Slap* Anton had lost all of the hesitation on his face, replaced with his familiar look of dominant lust. He reached down and trailed a massive, powerful hand along the curve of Lexi's feminine face. "Open," he commanded, and Lexi parted her glossy lips for him to stick his thumb into her mouth.
"My baby girl wants to give me anything I want..." he mused as Lexi submissively swirled her tongue around his invading digit, slowly jerking his stiff cock at the same time. "Ok, Lexi... show me why I don't need to fuck your girlfriend." His naked admission of his perverse goal sent a spike of adrenaline through Lexi's heart. Her eyes widened as she looked up at her daddy. Any self-respecting man, or woman for that matter, would storm off at this point. But, as a submissive slut through and through, Lexi's only instinct was to prove that she was the only one Anton needed. As his wet, shining thumb withdrew, she did as she was told, instantly wrapping her soft lips around his shaft and moving her neck with slow, sinuous motions, bobbing her head up and down his thick shaft to pleasure him.
Lexi felt her clit press hard against the tight denim of her girl jeans, throbbing with twisted lust as she once again sucked off her Daddy, this time in public. Luckiily, no one else seemed to be in the mirror maze, but Lexi was surrounded by images of herself and Anton. Everywhere she looked, she could see the shameful spectacle of her on her knees, feminized, submissive, and sucking her bully's big black dick with slutty enthusiasm.
Was she a desperate woman trying to prove herself better than another girl? Or was she a pathetic boyfriend trying to bribe a bigger stronger man with her mouth in a humiliating ploy to protect his girlfriend's pussy? Maybe both. Either way, the endless mirrror images of her shame drove Lexi to new heights of submissive lust. Soon, her boyfriend's massive cock was plunging into her throat, making wet, obscene noises that would instantly alert anyone who stepped into the attraction.
They needed to make this one quick. Anton seemed to have the same instinct. He gripped Lexi's silky hair, taking control as he humped her mouth with deep, powerful strokes, forcing his cock deep inside her, marking his territory, and making Lexi feel every inch of his superior masculine power.
Lexi felt their connection once again as she closed her eyes, opened her throat, and gripped her boyfriend's thighs compulsively. This was the man who had conquered her. Changed her. Humiliated her and cherished her. Couldn't he feel the same connection she did?
How could he be tempted by someone else?
Anton strained and grunted, holding himself deep in Lexi's bulging throat and cumming directly into her stomach with powerful, hot bursts. Lexi obediently swirled and licked as best she could the entire time, doing her best to coax every last drop from her Daddy's heavy balls. Take that Claire, she thought acidly, for the moment feeling antagonistic toward her girlfriend. Now Anton won't have anything left for you. Sorry. All mine.
The fact that she now saw it as a point of pride that she had drained every last drop of her Bully's cum didn't even occur to her at this point. It just seemed natural.
As they exited the fun house, Lexi clung to her boyfriend's arm with a look of smug superiority. Claire was waiting where she had left them, looking around in confusion.
"Sorry, babe," called Lexi with an unmistakable note of triumph in her voice, "We snuck away to have a little fun without you. Hope you don't mind." She met her girlfriend's eyes with a flat challenging gaze. But if Lexi's smug look threw Claire off, she gave no sign of it.
"Not at all," said Claire with a shrug. Then a sly grin spread over her face. "But I just saw a great way for us to all have fun together." She raised her arm to point at a large sign: "Tunnel of Love".
"Perfect!" murmured Anton, his hand tightly clasping Lexi's.
Something about the way he said it made Lexi worried for reasons she didn't fully understand.
...
The small boats for the ride were clearly designed for two people, so three, especially with Anton's bulk, was a tight fit. Lexi ended up in the middle, crushed between her girlfriend's soft curves and her boyfriend's hard muscles. At least this way Claire and Anton would find it more difficult to shamelessly flirt with each other.
As the boat pulled away from the boarding area to begin its slow progress through the dark ride, Claire unexpectedly nuzzled into the crook of Lexi's neck, sending a shiver up her spine from the warm, intimate sensation.
"We said we were going to talk about a... new arrangement, right baby?" said Claire, her voice sweet and soft at Lexi's ear. "Right now?" asked Lexi, her voice wavering a little from the unexpected physical affection.



She felt Anton's strong hand begin to caress her thigh. "Now sounds like the perfect time," he said warmly, "Just the three of us. Long, slow boat ride. Let's figure this out." On her other side, Claire had begun to plant hot, soft kisses all along Lexi's neck. She felt her pulse quicken and her body heat up as her body was touched on both sides by the people she was most attracted to in the world. This was yet another unexpected twist to the night. Lexi thought this conversation would be acrimonious and awkward. The strange, heated sexual direction that the conversation had taken was the last thing Lexi expected.
"O-ok," said Lexi, squirming a little at the attention she was receiving from both sides. The feeling of Anton's hands and Lexi's lips at the same time was intoxicating, but so pleasurable it was almost uncomfortable. She didn't know where to focus.
"I have a confession, baby," said Claire in a soft voice. Her hand trailed down Lexi's chest and belly, moving lower. "You noticed that Anton and I were flirting a little. That wasn't exactly... spontaneous." Lexi frowned. What exactly did Claire mean? It was hard to focus. Especially when she felt Anton's hand slip behind her, firmly holding the small of her back.
"Claire and I talked before this meeting, babygirl," confessed Anton. His eyes shone in the dimly lit tunnel as his face moved toward Lexi's, "And we decided to bring a proposal to you."
Lexi opened her mouth, a fearful suspicion blossoming in her heart. "Wait, you two talked about me behind my...?" She was silenced as Anton's lips met hers, and despite her displeasure at the direction of the conversation, she couldn't help but submissively melt into her Daddy's firm kiss.
Claire's nimble fingers unzipped Lexi's tight jeans. "It didn't feel good to see us focus on someone else, right? Well baby, that's how your boyfriend and I feel every time you spend the night with your other lover. We decided that it's just a little too lonely and jealousy-inducing to share you," Explained Claire as her fingers dipped into the front of Lexi's pants, firmly grasping her clit and sensually stroking it. "So, we thought up a... fairer solution."
Lexi's head was spinning, overloaded by sensation. The prickly, aroused jealousy was swelling inside her once again, but she was having trouble following what her two partners were talking about. Anton's lips left hers, and Lexi gasped for breath, trying to get her thoughts in order enough to ask questions. But before she could, Claire turned her head, hungrily claiming Lexi's lips with her own.
Anton smoothly resumed the sales pitch. "What if it wasn't just Claire and I sharing you? What if..." The hand on her lower back slipped lower still until it was inside the back of Lexi's jeans. "... we all shared each other?" One of Anton's thick fingers probed between Lexi's cheeks, resting with light pressure on her twitching pussy. The contact sent powerful crackles of sexual electricity roaring through Lexi's body. Her clit, slippery by this point with precum, felt heavenly in Claire tight, teasing, slowly pumping hand. Claire released Lexi from their deep kiss, and Anton seamlessly took over again, his finger beginning to press more insistently on Lexi's sensitive hole.
"Doesn't it feel good?" whispered Claire, hot and wet in her ear and her hand moved up and down, "To have us both at once? It could be like this all the time! All you have to do is let me and Anton... complete the triangle so to speak." Lexi moaned into Anton's lips as his finger pushed dominantly into her pussy. She felt a roil of emotions, but couldn't pull herself together enough to offer any resistance or think too hard about what exactly Calire and Anton were proposing... or the fact that they were so in sync.
Claire's hand grew faster, Anton's finger pushed deeper. Lexi closed her eyes in rapture, shutting out all other thoughts and sensations to focus on the feeling of being serviced by her two partners. Anton's lips withdrew, and Lexi instinctively turned her face toward Claire, expecting to be pulled into another kiss.
But she wasn't. Her lips met nothing as she turned. Lexi opened her eyes, blinking in confusion.
And her heart nearly stopped. Right in front of her face, Claire and Anton were leaning across her, passionately kissing.
And it didn't look like a first kiss.
Shocked clear of the lustful fog that Claire and Anton had ensnared her in, multiple facts snapped together in Lexi's mind.
Anton and Claire had been flirting openly all evening and admitted that they had discussed the date privately beforehand. With the shocking, sobering sight of her two lovers kissing right in front of her eyes, Lexi now fully considered exactly what they were proposing. Anton and Claire wanted Lexi to let them have a relationship, turning the three of them into a throuple. The idea felt foreign and terrifying. Lexi had gotten used to dating both Claire and Anton, but when she pictured them together, she couldn't stop thinking about Anton's cruel taunts in high school. Lexi's eyes narrowed as she noted the barely restrained passion of the kiss inches away from her. She suddenly felt suspicious that the throuple proposal was more about excusing a preexisting state of affairs rather than starting something new.
"Stop!" said Lexi sharply, causing Claire and Anton to break off their iilicit kiss. Claire looked a little guilty, but Anton just had a look of smug pleasure. "How long have you two been meeting behind my back?" asked Lexi slowly. Suddenly a large number of "study sessions" that Claire had been called away to leaped into Lexi's suspicious mind.
"Baby, calm down," said Claire in a soothing voice, "Anton and I both care about you a lot, and we just wanted to..."
Anton snorted. "Come on, babygirl," he said with exasperation, "Are you seriously mad? It's only fair after all. You were fucking two people after all, so..."
"Fucking?" asked Lexi in a small, stunned voice, looking back and forth between her blushing girlfriend and her unbothered boyfriend.
Claire shot Anton an exasperated look.
"You were... Oh my God. For how long?" asked Lexi. Her clit had, perversely, not softened at all, and still twitched and leaked in Claire's grasping hand.
"It doesn't matter," insisted Anton.
"He's right babe," said Claire pleadingly, her hand finally releasing Lexi's clit to softly touch her on the shoulder. "What matters is how we feel about you."
But Lexi's mind was racing. Claire had been supportive of the "dress as a woman" plan. Very very supportive. In fact, if Lexi remembered correctly, Claire had been the one to suggest the idea in the first place. Claire had pushed Lexi to suck Anton's cock... to date him... to train her pussy to take Anton's massive cock.
"You did it together," said Lexi numbly. "You laughed at me with my bully while you planned out how to turn your boyfriend into a pathetic, feminized, cocksucking slut. And the whole time, you were fucking him. Starting a relationship with a bigger stronger man while turning me into a girl."
"Baby, it wasn't like that," said Claire in a cracked voice. But Lexi could tell by the troubled, guilty look in his girlfriend's eyes that it was a least a little bit like that.
"And you," said Lexi, her eyes filling with tears as she turned to Anton, "You never had feelings for me. It was all just a sick joke. One last way to humiliate Alex Fox, by taking away his masculinity altogether. Making him fall for his bully. Well done 'daddy'. You really got me." This finally seemed to pierce Anton's insulated layer of cocky confidence. For the first time Lexi had ever seen, he looked... sheepish.
"Babygirl..." he began haltingly, clearing his throat awkwardly.
"Don't you call me that," said Alex Fox, his voice deepening again. "Don't you call me a girl ever again. Either of you. In fact," he said coldly, "I don't think I have anything to discuss with either of you anymore."
Luckily for Alex, the ride boat had just arrived back at the entrance. He scrambled out. Anton tried to grab his hand, but Alex yanked it away.
"Wait, Lexi!" cried Claire behind him as Alex pushed his way into the crowd, coldly furious. But Alex had had enough of Claire Estrada tonight.
Maybe he had had enough of her forever.
...
Anton and Claire sat on opposite ends of the bench outside the tunnel of love, looking away from each other. Anton had his hands shoved sullenly into his sweater pockets and Claire had a deceptive expression of icy calm.
Anton, as usual, was the first to break the silence.
"So... that went about as poorly as it could have," he said huffily.
Claire sighed, scrubbing her eyes with the back of her hands. "Yeah... it could have been better," she admitted, carefully suppressing the tremble in her voice. "But we always knew that we would have to tell Lexi eventually. And I was never naive enough to think that she would be fine with it."
Anton groaned, throwing his head back with a pained look. "Can't you just work your magic and convince her that we never fucked? It seems like this whole 'harsh truth' method is causing a whole lot of unnecessary pain and suffering."
Claire's mouth pulled down into a flat, determined line. "Anton, do you want Lexi to be your sex slave or your girlfriend?" she asked pointedly. Anton looked away, suddenly defensive. Claire knew that Anton had come to have a genuine interest in Lexi as a romantic partner, but he was still enough of a blockhead macho man to be embarrassed about liking a trans girl. "C'mon, Claire," he muttered, "You know the answer to that."
"Then we have to tell the truth," said Claire sharply, standing up from the bench. "And fucking apologize, for that matter. Because Lexi was right on the money. We were laughing at her while turning her into a woman, and I was fucking you behind her back. That's not the foundation for a good relationship, Anton."
Claire looked over at Anton, mildly surprised to see him looking conflicted. A few months ago she never would have suspected that Anton Williams was capable of the emotions she saw crossing his handsome face. "You're right," he said firmly, "And that isn't even to mention all the shit I did to Lexi back in high school. I'm surprised she was ever with me at all. But now she knows. What happens now?"
Claire reached out and took Anton's hand and pulled him to his feet. "It's not up to us, Tiger. The truth hurt her pretty bad. Now we just need to hope that she can forgive us. I genuinely believe that she is happier as Lexi than she would be as Alex. But she needs to figure that out for herself."
Anton sighed heavily. Things were so much simpler when he relied on Faria's hypnotism to influence Lexi toward what he wanted. But, although Faria's hypnotism had turned Lexi into a desperate slut addicted to his cock, that alone wasn't enough for Anton anymore.
He wanted to have a real relationship now. And that was a lot more difficult.
...
"I'm afraid I have bad news for you," said Faria teasingly, running a feather light touch over her captive's heaving chest.
"Don't touch him, you bitch!" spat Claire furiously from the other end of the bed. Faria ignored her.
"...Your bully doesn't just want you to be a hopelessly devoted girl," explained Faria with a smoldering look in her eyes, "He wants you to be a slut."
Alex's eyes held a look of sick fascination as he stared back at Faria. His defiance from earlier in the day had completely burned out. But his expression didn't hold just horror... at this point, a potent addition of arousal burned in his eyes as well. "A slut...?' he asked in a cracked whisper. Unless Faria was mistaken... she detected a certain pang of forbidden longing in Alex's tone.
"Oh, honey," said Faria, leaning forward with a wicked smile, "If you're going to be a girl you need to know the most important male sexual fantasy. Men love the idea of taming a naughty little slut. They want to find a kinky girl, desperate for cock, constantly horny, and thirsty for cum... and make her theirs, make her obsessed with their dick in particular. It really is a juvenile, unrealistic desire. After all, if one cock is all a girl needs, she isn't a slut at all now is she? But in this case, you will act out the fantasy perfectly."
Alex's face blushed red as his cock responded to the filthy thought, swelling in little jerks in time to his rapid pulse. Faria was actually impressed with his stamina. Not all men would be able to get it up again after the long sexual ordeal that Faria had put Alex through today. "Thirsty for..." Alex swallowed audibly, "... For cum?" His face looked horrified, but his cute little cock didn't seem disgusted at all. It stood tall and stiff between it's owners creamy thighs once again, throbbing at the thought of tasting a hot, creamy treat.
Alex's eyes shifted involuntarily toward the nightstand, where Faria had tied and set aside a condom filled with Alex's semen that she had extracted earlier in the day.
Faria smirked. Thanks for reminding me.
"Oh, yes!" purred Faria, lifting the bulging latex and dangling it between two fingers, "Becoming a nasty little cumslut is key for this role, honey. Sperm is just so symbolic, isn't it? Masculine and filthy... It's the perfect way for an alpha male to mark his territory and show how much of a pathetic feminized slut he has forced you to become: covering you in his hot jizz."
Alex couldn't even respond, his wide eyes just followed the condom as it swung from Faria's slim fingers. She began to gently tug the knot out of its end. "Have you ever tasted your cum, honey?" asked Faria in a hushed, conspiratorial whisper.
Alex was compelled to answer by Faria's commands. "No," he said quietly, a small, glistening bead of precum forming at the tip of his cock. Faria was surprised. A lot of boys saw facials and blowjobs in porn and simply couldn't contain their curiosity. It even happened to straight guys. Faria would have thought a closeted trans girl like Alex would be particularly tempted to get a little taste of what the slutty girls in his porn went through. Well, it just showed how deeply in the closet Alex truly was.
'Disgusting," muttered Claire to herself on the other end of the bed.
"Well, there's a first time for everything," said Faria with a shrug. "She held the filled condom up to Alex's face as she said "Programming Mode. Watchful. Calm. Reflective. Hold the end of this condom in your mouth. On each command, I want you to suck. A little harder each time."
That command was mainly just for Faria's amusement, but it would also serve the purpose of deeply connecting cum-eating with sluttiness in Alex'snew thought patterns.
*I am a nasty, girly slut who is horny all the time.* Intoned Faria.
"... ahhwl uh ihm." grunted Alex, his voice muffled by the condom gripped between his teeth and dangling down to his chin. As he finished the phrase, his lips pursed and he sucked on the condom gently, causing the white load to creep upward toward his mouth without quite reaching it.
*I love cock so much that if I go without it for too long, it drives me crazy* continued Faria.
"...ihves eee hazy." mumbled Alex. This time, the white goo at the end of the condom reached the top, sending his first ever taste of salty sperm into Alex's sucking lips.
*I am addicted to the filthy, sticky sensation of drinking and being covered in alpha male cum,* said Faria finally. Even through his hypnosis, Alex's pale, willowy body now showed obvious signs of deep, submissive arousal from the taste of cum in his virgin mouth.
" alha... maae... uhmm," said Alex, breathing deep, ragged breaths through his nose. This time he sucked as hard as she could. A weak little moan escaped his throat as his mouth filled with his thick, creamy reward for being such a good little hypnoslut.
Faria smiled broadly down at him. Almost done. Just one more finishing touch, to salve Faria's conscience if nothing else.
...
Alex shifted irritably on his couch as he tried to distract himself with a movie.
He just wasn't used to boxers anymore. But he was sure he would be able to adjust back to them in time.
After the revelation of Claire and Anton's betrayal, Alex decided firmly that the only time he would ever dress as a woman again was for the sorority induction ceremony. That very night he had gathered all of the makeup and skirts and bras that he had bought over the past few months and packed them into a box.
Then, with a heavy heart, he had started packing up Claire's things as well. It really hurt. Alex had always thought that he would spend the rest of his life with Claire. But he just couldn't look past what she and Anton had done.
Anton... were the things that Alex had felt for Anton as Lexi real? Or just another part of the cruel prank that Anton decided to pull on him? And how could Anton have had so many steamy, passionate sessions of lovemaking with Lexi if it was all a lie? Alex couldn't understand it, and he probably never would, because he certainly had no desire to ask his bully about it.
Alex had left the boxes of Claire's things outside his apartment door, curtly asked her to pick them up, then put on headphones and listened to music for a while, trying and failing to hold back his tears. He would never have cried before his whole experience with being Lexi, but now he let the tears flow. It felt good. At least there was one way he had grown from this whole mess.
By the time he removed his headphones, the boxes were gone.
...
In the end, Alex missed the sorority induction ceremony. When he thought back to the night of the ceremony, he felt a sickening blend of shame and frustration and sadness. All he would have had to do was dress up as Lexi one last time. But... when he had stared at the dress and shoes he had picked out, he just couldn't do it. He couldn't dress up as the woman that Claire and Anton had turned him into. Especially when they would both be there.
Besides, although Alex wanted to please his father by becoming a member of the Birchwood society, joining the prestigious frat had mainly been about his life plan with Claire. Joining the Society would have set him up to give Claire the life she deserved, as a successful respected man that belonged at her side. That dream was over now. In the end, Alex didn't go to the ceremony. He spent the night curled into a ball on his bed, seething with pent-up emotions. He had no idea what Claire told the other girls had happened to Lexi, but it must have worked. No one tried to snoop around looking for Lexi.
It had been a hard couple of months since then. And in some ways, Alex was still struggling. Emotional pain was one thing. But there were other issues as well. Alex still saw Lexi when he looked in the mirror. It was hard not to. For some reason, he just couldn't bring himself to remove the extensions in his hair, and, more importantly, Alex's body was undeniably feminine at this point.
It had kind of crept up on him. While Alex had been Lexi, any extra femininity seemed desirable, so he hadn't examined it too closely. But now that he wanted to be Alex again for good, the bubble butt, wide hips, and perky little tits felt like an eyesore.
He had even looked up chest binding tutorials online, hoping that, if he could flatten his chest a little, people would stop assuming he was a girl.
But Alex's body wasn't the only remnant he had of Lexi... His sexual appetites seemed to have undergone just as major a change. Despite how dead serious he was about being a man again, Alex caught himself staring at attractive men as they passed in public just as often as he did hot women. He would space out and realize with shock he had been daydreaming about sucking a dick... Its swollen head pumping in and out, stretching his soft lips as the powerful man above him... well, you get the idea.



It was getting worse too. It almost felt like Alex was going through cock withdrawals. His initial resolution to never watch trans porn again went out the window almost immediately. Next, his strict ban on using a dildo during masturbation had been broken as well. He had even... God, even thinking about it made him cringe in shame and feel a little twinge of lust... he had even started eating his cum, just to try to curb his slutty cravings.
As much as he hated Anton and was furious at him, Alex missed his Daddy deeply. Sexually yes, but also their other time spent together. He missed being a woman and feeling taken care of by a strong man. But it didn't matter. Alex wouldn't be able to look himself in the mirror if he gave up on his dignity and submitted to Anton again after knowing what he and Claire had done behind his back.
Their betrayal was hard to forget. Despite his resolution to shut them out of his life, Alex wasn't strong enough to stop himself from looking up how Claire and Anton were doing on social media. They were publicly dating now. One of the many couples paired up between the Birchwood Society and its sister sorority. Claire had what she always wanted: an ambitious man who had joined the college's elite fraternity. Anton might even be a better pick than Alex ever was if his dreams of basketball stardom panned out.
Alex felt listless. Rudderless. His dream of coasting to success based on joining the Birchwood Society was well and truly dead. And his dream of a life together with Claire was gone as well. Now he would have to get his business degree and hope that his father's connection and hard work would be enough to ensure his success. He was a man, and it was time to grit his teeth and begin a life of hard work. That idea felt grim and gray and exhausting, but it was what Alex was always meant to do.
Alex watched the movie without seeing it. He needed something else. Something to take his mind off his emotional pain and his growing horniness.
Alex's phone buzzed. For a second, his heart leaped, imagining a message from Claire or Anton. Then he remembered that he had blocked them. Hopefully it wasn't another message from his father... Alex's dad hadn't taken the news well that Alex had failed to get into the Birchwood Society. He was calling and texting more and more frequently these days, trying to micromanage Alex's life. He seemed to think that be taking firmer control, he could steer his fuckup of a son to success despite himself. Alex found he didn't have the strength to resist. In a way, it was almost comforting to be told what to do, even if it was a stream of endless gruff commands to "man up."
But the text wasn't from his father.
[Hey, man! I'm going to be in your neck of the woods this weekend for a debate competition! Do you and Claire want to meet up?]
Alex pushed aside the stab of pain at the casual mention of Claire and smiled. The text was from Jake, Alex's best friend from high school. This was exactly what Alex needed to distract himself and refocus on his masculinity: an old friend who had only ever known him as a man.
Alex began enthusiastically texting Jake back, setting up a time that they could meet.
He pointedly avoided thinking about the fact that the last time he had seen Jake was on a video call dressed as Lexi. And that Jake had seemed very interested in the cute girl he was "meeting for the first time."
... and that, when the encounter had ended, Lexi couldn't stop imagining sucking Jake's cock.
...
"God, Alex," said Jake with a look of shock on his face, 'I'm so sorry to hear that! I almost can't believe it. I thought you two were going to be together forever!"
"Yeah," said Alex, smiling thinly as he raised his voice a little to be heard over the bustle of the arcade. "So did I." Jake ran a hand through his hair, ruffling it slightly out of how it had been styled then grabbed a slice of pizza, probably just as a ploy to escape the awkward revelation of Alex's breakup.
He looked good. Jake had always been a bit of a shy nerd in high school, with thick glasses, acne, and a soft-spoken personality. But in the year or so since Alex had seen him, Jake had gone through a stunning transformation. He had paid for lasik, which meant his sharp blue eyes no longer swam behind thick glass. Jake had always been tall, but before that had just given him a stringy, lanky look. Now he had clearly been working out, pleasantly filling out his form with muscle. His acne had cleared up, whether through medication or improved diet, it was hard to say. He had even grown a respectable beard, something that Alex hadn't known his old friend was capable of.
Alex was proud of his best friend. But Jake's newfound attractiveness also made him nervous. Alex's raging female libido was always lurking right beneath the surface since he had given up cock cold turkey. When he caught the flashes of newfound confidence in Jake's deep blue eyes, he felt Lexi stirring deep inside him, a flicker of intrigue rippling through his hidden inner woman.
He carefully repressed that instinct. He was a man now. Men didn't daydream about how dreamy their best friends were. "Enough about that," said Alex dismissively, "Let's not get dragged down by sad shit. Tell me about school. How are things?"
Jake looked visibly relieved and began speaking through his mouthful of pizza about how the initial courses of his engineering degree were going. The conversation was light and engaging, and Alex reflected that this was exactly what he had needed. It was almost like slipping back into the same comfortable dynamic they had always had.
... Almost.
It was subtle, but Jake hadn't just changed physically. He was a little more forceful than he had ever been before. More confident. Even though he wasn't rude or pushy, you could see it in his posture and hear it in his voice. Jake wasn't exactly the same person he had been senior year of high school.
And neither was Alex. He found himself listening more than talking, just smiling and nodding and making noises of interest as Jake spoke. His eyes roamed over Jake's handsome features and his toned body. It felt weird and wrong to say that there was a certain chemistry between him and his best friend, but it was undeniably true. It was never something that he would act on, but there was just something about confident men that Alex could no longer resist swooning over a little.
Jake stuffed the last bit of pizza into his mouth and jerked his head over his shoulder toward the arcade games. "C'mon buddy," he said with a challenging grin, "Let's play." Alex laughed and rose from his seat at the same time as Jake. "As long as you are comfortable having your ass handed to you like always," He said teasingly. Playing video games had been one of Alex and Jake's favorite pastimes, and although he didn't win every time, Alex was the superior player at most of the games they enjoyed.
"So many ways to beat you, so little time. What do you think? Zombie Night? Checkered Flag? Ah... it's got to be Raging Fists, right? You never could beat me at that," mused Alex, looking back over his shoulder at Jake with a smirk.
Jake gave him a wide, confident smile back. "Dance Fever," he said firmly, pointing over to two side-by-side machines blazing with pulsing neon light. Alex made a face. He had never been great at rhythm games. He remembered numerous instances where Jake had pushed Alex to try one of these types of games at the arcade in their hometown, but he had never really been interested. Alex was especially hesitant now, considering how drastically his body had changed. Alex had chosen a baggy sweater and jeans for the meetup tonight, but he worried that it would be difficult to hide his feminine body with the amount of movement that the dancing game would require.
"Nah," he said with a wry twist of his mouth, "I don't think so, Jake. Let's do Raging Fists, I like that one a little more than..."
"We're doing Dance Fever," said Jake, brushing past Alex with a pat on his shoulder, "Now come on, let's see who gets whose ass handed to them." Alex's mouth fell open. That just wasn't how his and Jake's dynamic worked. Alex had always been the one who led, and Jake was the one who followed. Alex's instincts warred inside him. On one hand, he wanted to assert himself as the leader of the pair, just like he always had been.
But on the other hand, Anton had been training submission to confident men into him for months now.
Alex gulped and followed Jake to the dance machines, once again pushing down an upwelling of inappropriate arousal. He stepped gingerly up onto the dance pad, flicking his silky blond hair behind him in the loose ponytail he had chosen for the evening. He looked over to see Jake's eyes on him with a keen considering gaze. Jake had made a snarky comment about Alex's long, shining hair when they first saw each other tonight, but had let it drop when he realized the subject made Alex uncomfortable. Alex flashed his best friend a nervous smile and glanced away. What did the look in Jake's eyes mean? He was just overthinking things. He needed to calm down and stop having such strange thoughts about Jake.
"What difficulty level do you want?" asked Jake, swiping his game card through the machine, casually paying for both of them. "I'm just going to do 'hard'."
"Then I am too," said Alex with confidence he didn't feel, pressing the buttons with his feet to select the difficulty mode. He had no doubt that Jake would notch a victory against him here, but he would just have to man up and get his revenge on the next game.
In seconds, Jake had mounted his dance pad and the song began in a pulsing, hypnotic beat. Alex could immediately tell that he was out of his depth. Maybe in his prime when he had basketball practice every night he would have had the stamina and coordination to hold his own, but now he didn't stand a chance. As flashing arrows scrolled rapidly down the screen, Alex missed more steps than he hit.
He could feel his chest straining tightly against the binding he had carefully done this afternoon as he began to move his body with greater desperation. The boxers he was wearing felt scratchy and poorly fitting against the feminine curves of his hips. And as if that wasn't enough, Alex was having a hard time keeping his eyes off Jake.
His best friend was moving with a fluid, confident grace, nailing every step as his feet flowed effortlessly over the buttons. He had all the speed, dexterity, and confidence that Alex lacked. His masculine face was locked into an intriguing mask of focus.
Alex probably should have been focusing more closely on his own feet rather than Jake. He managed to clumsily hook one foot behind the other and began to topple off to the side, waving his arms for balance...
Only to be caught in Jake's strong arms. Jake looked down from above, his handsome, bearded face painted with mixed concern and exasperation. The moment seemed frozen in time, crackling with unspoken tension. Jake's arms felt rock steady around Alex. Alex felt a fluttering in his stomach and an alarming stirring in his pants in the seconds before he managed to right himself and escape from Jake's comforting grip.
Being taken care of by a man like that made Lexi rise to the surface, overwhelming Alex with a powerful feeling of soft, feminine submission. It was a dangerous impulse. Alex turned and scurried back to their table, his face growing red as Jake called after him.
Alex sat with his face in his hands at the table, breathing heavily and willing the boner in his pants to subside. He was a man! He had to be, no matter what. And men didn't get turned on when they were rescued by a hunky boy.
Alex felt a light touch on his shoulder and looked up to see Jake standing above him with a look of concern. "Hey buddy," he said with obvious discomfort, "Sorry about that. I know you don't play a lot of rhythm games. I shouldn't have insisted."
Shit. Now he was being nice about it too. Alex frantically waved a hand. "No, no, no. I was the one who fell. It has nothing to do with you being rude or something. You wanted to play a game and I said yes, you didn't force me."
Jake just looked even less comfortable. He cleared his throat awkwardly, slid into the booth across from Alex, and said, "Well, I did insist that we play what I wanted. Alex, look, I have a confession to make," he rested his elbows on the table and rubbed his hands together, looking into the distance to gather his thoughts. "I realized something after we both went off to college," he began, turning his keen blue eyes back to Alex. "Whenever he hung out, it was always about you. We did whatever you wanted. You were the leader, and I was the follower."
Alex felt a stab of guilt. Jake was right. "I... I don't know what to say," said Alex with a grimace, looking into Jake's deep blue eyes. "I'm sorry Jake."
Jake sighed and his mouth quirked up at the corner. "Don't get me wrong, buddy," he said reassuringly, "You were a good friend. And I will always look back at that time fondly. But I don't want to be that guy ever again. The guy who just meekly sits back and lets someone else make his choices for him."
Alex couldn't help but reflect that he had had exactly the opposite realization. He didn't want to be the person with all the responsibility and pressure anymore. Being taken care of was relaxing and fulfilling. He and Jake truly had walked different paths.
"So I did come here with sort of ulterior motive," said Jake apologetically. "I wanted to prove to myself that you couldn't push me around anymore. So that's why I was so pushy. I'm sorry. I also wanted to... God, it sounds so dumb now that I'm about to say it out loud... Alex, did you know that I had a crush on Claire at the same time you did?"
Alex's mouth dropped open, stunned at the revelation. "What!? No, I didn't know that! You, mean, when you were pep-talking me to ask her out, you..."
Jake nodded with a self-deprecating grin. "Just another tribute from the henchman to his leader, I'm afraid. I think you were better for her than I would have been, but I still can't help kicking myself for not having enough of a spine to take my own shot."
"So you came here to..." said Alex with a look of horror.
Jake's eyes went wide and he frantically waved his hands in negation, "No! Shit, sorry, I gave you the wrong idea. I would never come here to try to make moves on your girlfriend, and I especially won't try now that you're hurting over her. What kind of friend do you think I am? No, I brought it up because I'm interested in someone else. Like I said, it's kind of stupid. A little while ago I tried to video call you and Claire picked up..."
The hair on the back of Alex's neck stood up as he realized where Jake was going with this.
"She had a girlfriend with her. Lexi. When we saw each other... I felt like there was a spark there," said Jake with a charming, sheepish smile. "I don't know. We must have said like five words to each other in total, but I felt a connection. I was sort of hoping Claire would at least introduce us. I don't want to have that regret giving up without even trying ever again."
Alex felt waves of shock and irrepressible arousal pulsing through his body. Jake had liked Lexi that much? Alex had convinced himself that the video call meant nothing and Jake had probably forgotten it. Shit. Alex's old friend had felt a spark of attraction to Lexi. And the worst part was that Lexi had felt it too.
"Do you know Lexi?" asked Jake, leaning over the table with a questioning glance.
"Y-yeah," said Alex, taking a sip from his water glass to try to mask his nerves.
"So maybe you could introduce me?" asked Alex coaxingly.
"I don't think that would be a good idea," said Alex nervously, feeling his erection throb with almost painful stiffness beneath the table.
...
Alex threw open the door to his apartment, waving an arm to gesture Jake inside.
"C'mooon, why not?" demanded Jake, "You know her. I want to know her, where's the harm?" Alex shook his head ruefully. He had hoped that Jake would give up on asking about Lexi when he said no, but this new more assertive Jake was persistent.
"Trust me," said Alex firmly, "You don't want to know Lexi. She's trouble." Jake looked at his best friend sideways as he flopped onto the couch. "Trouble how?" he asked suspiciously.
God, why wouldn't Jake just drop it? All of this persistent interest in Lexi from the tall handsome man Jake had become was making him feel hot and bothered. "She's pretty slutty man..." said Alex evasively, carefully sitting down on the couch in a way he hoped would hide his half-erect cock.
Jake laughed, "I thought you wanted to discourage me, man, not make me more interested! Now what are we doing? We never did get a chance to play Raging Fists. You have it on your console, right? Let's do this."
Alex grinned and tossed Jake a controller. He was relieved his friend was finally dropping the Lexi stuff. "So you're finally ready to lose?" he said with a cocky smirk, starting up the console, "Just like the good old days."
Jake snorted. "We'll see," he said with unshakeable confidence, looking Alex right in the eyes, "A lot of things have changed since then." It looked like Jake's determination to step out from Alex's shadow had been reignited. Alex clenched his jaw. Enough wallowing in self-pity. If Jake could become manlier, then so could Alex.
It was time to show Jake why he was the leader.
"Big talk," Alex said, trying to make his voice sound as deep and masculine as possible, "Loser buys winner a coke. Deal?" It was a standard phrase in their friendship, and it provoked a crooked smile from Jake.
"Deal," he said, selecting his character with a decisive press of a button.
But despite his determination and bravado, Alex quickly found himself on the back foot. He wasn't sure if Jake had been practicing or if he had gotten rusty in the several months he had spent as Lexi, but no matter how swiftly he executed the combos, Jake always seemed just one step ahead of him.
Alex ground his teeth in frustration as he slowly but surely lost the match. He recognized that losing a video game was a small thing, but it was just one more piece of evidence that Jake had surpassed him as a man.
Jake crowed with victory as Alex's character collapsed. "One more," insisted Alex, gripping the controller tight. "I was just rusty."
"Nah," said Jake with infuriating nonchalance, leaning back with his hands laced behind his head. "I think I'll quit while I'm ahead. I beat you pretty bad; we both know that I've gotten better than you. Let's watch a movie or something." His tone was joking, but Alex could sense a genuinely smug undertone beneath it that set him on edge.
"One more game," he insisted, his eyes meeting Jake's again. A crackle of energy seemed to pass between them as their wills clashed. It was a petty thing, but just like the choice of games in the arcade, Jake was refusing to be led or pushed around.
A strange mix of feelings swirled inside Alex. Emotional pain from losing Claire and Anton. Frustration from realizing how much Jake had grown in comparison to him. Desire to be a real man again, like society told him to. Desire to be a woman and be free.
And above all, an insidious, bone-deep sexual desperation.
Alex blurted it out on instinct without thinking it through beforehand: "If you win, I'll introduce you to Lexi." A spike of adrenaline filled him as he realized what he said, and what it actually meant, but he didn't regret it. He needed to do this. He had to put everything on the line, risk it all, and show that he still had what it took to be a real man. Maybe it was silly to put this much weight on a fighting game match, but in this moment, proving that he could still beat Jake seemed incredibly important.



Jake raised his eyebrows and smiled. "Now you have my attention," he said gripping his controller, "You should have said that from the beginning." Alex's heart hammered in his chest as he and Jake selected their characters for the second match. No matter how motivated Jake was to win, he didn't know how high the stakes were for Alex.
The match began.
Right from the beginning, Alex knew that he was in trouble. He thought that maybe the additional motivation might help him to play better, but it seemed like the same was true of Jake. And, as his friend slowly but surely chipped away at his life total, a poisonous thought crept into Alex's head. Did he even want to win? Wouldn't it feel so good to slip into being Lexi again?
Wouldn't it feel good to introduce Lexi to Jake?
Alex's play suffered even further as he grew confused and flustered. In the end, he did even worse than the first game. Jake celebrated obnoxiously, but Alex barely heard him. His heart pounded with a wild, sickening rhythm in his chest. Suddenly his cock was once again pressing hard into the denim of his jeans. Was he really going to do this? If he refused right now, Jake would be upset... but maybe that would be better in the end than actually introducing him to Lexi.
But as his nervous eyes once again scanned over his best friend's lean muscular body, Alex knew exactly what was going to happen in the end. Lexi wanted out, and this was her perfect excuse to escape.
Alex stood on legs that felt a little wobbly. Jake looked up in confusion as Alex moved unsteadily toward his bedroom. "Hey, where are you going man?"
Alex looked up from his doorway, gulped, and said "I'm going to go get in touch with Lexi. Give me a couple of minutes." He closed the door behind him and moved hesitantly toward his closet. Inside, the box with his discarded women's clothes and makeup seemed to radiate some sort of forbidden power. He tore open the lid, and began rifling inside, animated by enthusiasm that grew with every second.
...
Lexi opened the door from her bedroom sometime later. It might have been twenty minutes, it might have been two hours, she had left her phone in the living room and had fallen into a bit of a trance while working on her makeup and selecting an outfit, so she wasn't sure how long she had kept Jake waiting.
"Hey, what the hell man," said Jake, looking up his phone with a frown, "How long does it take... to... call..." his voice trailed off in shock as he absorbed the sight in front of him. Lexi was wearing flawless makeup, dressed in a tight crop top and a cute flouncy skirt. She looked feminine, flirtatious, and not at all like Alex Fox.
Jake's expression flashed from shock to confusion to realization back to confusion. "Alex? You..." he said in a strained voice, his eyes bulging wildly as they scanned all over Lexi's body.
"Lexi," she corrected him gently, smoothing her skirt behind her as she primly sat on the couch, demurely crossing her legs and giving her best friend a coy smile. "Nice to meet you, Jake." Despite her careful, casual demeanor, her heart was pounding wildly in her chest, every nerve jangling with anxiety. How would Jake react? Would he angrily leave? Would he laugh out loud?
Would he maintain his interest in Lexi now that he knew the truth?
"I... I don't understand," said Jake slowly. "Is this, like, a prank? You look just like... was that you on the video call that day?" A bloom of excited warmth spread through Lexi's core as she noted that Jake's wide blue eyes stuck on her chest,her long, smooth, bare legs, her glossy lips. Jake was interested to some extent, no matter how shocked he was. And Lexi had been starved of cock for too long: even if pursuing Jake was a bad idea, she couldn't help herself.
"Yeah," said Lexi with a giggle, "That was me that got you all flustered. And it's not a prank. This is just me." She gently scooted closer to Jake on the couch. His face reddened a little, but he didn't move away. He seemed to be struggling to speak. Maybe even struggling to breathe.
"So I heard you want to get to know me," said Lexi in a smoldering voice, leaning forward toward Jake with a flirty confidence at odds with the turmoil in her heart.
"Alex.. I mean L-Lexi..." said Jake in a bewildered voice, "What are you doing? This is... it's so fucked up." His words weren't firm, and his eyes continued to wander Lexi's body. Lexi knew that she had him in the palm of her hand.
"Don't you see Jake?" she said coaxingly, reaching out and laying a palm softly on his arm, "You came to town today with two purposes... to see how far you could get with Lexi and to show Alex that he couldn't push you around anymore." Lexi's arm slowly began trailing downward, heading toward the growing bulge between her best friend's legs. Jake was right: this whole situation did feel wrong. But she needed this. Lexi needed a strong confident man, and Jake had grown into that role wonderfully.
"Well, it turns out that Lexi will let you get as far as you want, big boy," purred Lexi as her slim fingers made contact with the denim of Jake's jeans. "And I can't think of a better way to show your pushy old friend how much of a man you've become..." Jake was breathing heavily, his eyes staring with an intense but conflicted gaze deep into Lexi's as her palm moved over the bulge in his pants, feeling the outline of his erection.
She smirked. Bingo. Jake could say that this was "fucked up" until he was blue in the face, but his body knew exactly what it wanted. Lexi's lust was washing away all of her hesitance. Beneath her skirt, her clit was stiff and ready as well, pulsing in quick harmony with her best friend's cock.
"Lexi... Alex..." stuttered Jake desperately. But he didn't move, rooted to the spot by the filthy, wrong attraction that had snared Lexi as well. Memories of their friendship suddenly flashed through Lexi's mind. She forced them down. This wasn't the time. She was so close to getting what she needed.
Lexi gently slid from the couch to her knees, positioning herself at Jake's feet. Jake's eyes swirled with lust and fear and guilt and even a trace of smug pride as he looked down at her. "All you have to do is say 'no' Jake," she said in a soft voice, "And we can forget this ever happened." Lexi's slim fingers moved to the button of his jeans.
Jake didn't say no.
Jake's cock sprung from his pants with all of the eagerness it's owner was lacking, pulsing with raw masculine power and so hard it was practically bursting from its skin. It was big. Not as big as Anton's of course, but few men were. The sight and smell and feel of it once Lexi wrapped her palm around its stiff length woke a deep hunger in her. She looked up at her best friend with needy, submissive eyes.
"I couldn't stop thinking today how much manlier you've gotten," she said, her voice growing a little raspy with arousal, "You've come a long way. But I've been changing too... I've been changing a lot. Let me show you."
Lexi rose gently on her knees, bringing herself up to the right height for what came next. Jake covered his eyes, overwhelmed. "Lexi..." he groaned, his voice dripping with conflicted emotion.
But he still didn't say "no".
Lexi's soft lips wrapped around her friend's stiff cock, her well-practiced tongue swirling and slithering over its hot skin. Lexi made a sound of deep satisfaction in her throat, and Jake groaned with pleasure, the two best friends joining in filthy, wrong sexual harmony. It was like Lexi was getting a hit of hard drugs after long withdrawals. She could feel the pleasure of feminine submission radiate through her as Jake's dick stretched her lips, its musky taste covering her tongue.
She took Jake deeper, letting the strong, dominant man above her feel the wet tightness of her slutty throat. In this moment, he was everything to her. If she couldn't submit to her Daddy right now, then Jake would have to do. Jake responded with a shuddering gasp, his hips rising from the couch as this new forbidden pleasure and the powerful feeling of fucking a submissive female mouth overpowered his initial reluctance. Lexi's clit twitched and throbbed under her skirt, responding to the powerful sexual humiliation of the moment. This is what Lexi had needed. Craved.
Thick saliva dripped down the thick cock in Lexi's throat. Jake growled, his hips thrusting more and more forcefully. His hand reached down and firmly held the back of Lexi's head as his dominant masculine instincts took over and he began fucking his best friend's throat in earnest. His hesitation, his respect for Alex as a man was tossed aside in the face of the impulse to sexually dominate the submissive woman on her knees in front of him. Lexi closed her watering eyes and opened her throat to his thrusts, wallowing in the utterly submissive feeling of being fucked by someone who outclassed her completely in masculinity. How had she ever thought she could do without this? It satisfied her in a way that months of lonely masturbation had failed to.
But it still wasn't quite enough. She needed more than just a cock stuffing her mouth.
Lexi finally rose from her sloppy task, red-faced and breathing in hoarse, ragged gasps, her eyes shining with forced tears and shameful submission. "W-wait," she gasped, her voice roughended by cock, "I want you to really show me..."
Lexi turned with a smoldering glance over her shoulder and bent low, thrusting her plump ass into the air and wiggling it enticingly as she flipped up her skirt, revealing her broad hips, thick round cheeks, and a lacy black thong. "I want you to show me how strong and manly you've become Jake. I used to push you around a lot back in high school..."
Lexi slipped aside her thong, revealing her twitching pink hole. She was careful to keep her clit covered. She wasn't sure that Jake was ready to see that. It might break the spell of dominant lust he had fallen under.
"... This is your chance to put me in my place. Just like you wanted."
Lexi locked eyes with Jake who was sitting on the couch with his cock still stiff, throbbing, and shining wet with her saliva. For a tense second, Lexi thought that Jake would protest. A blowjob was one thing, but maybe fucking his high school best friend in the ass was a step further than he was willing to take. But in the end, Jake was a red-blooded man, and every instinct screamed at him that the curvy, high-voiced person bent eagerly in front of him was a horny, desperate woman, not his male best friend.
Jake surged forward in a cathartic rejection of all hesitation, sinking the fingers of one hand into Lexi's squishy hips as the other lined his cock up.
Lexi let out a strangled cry of pleasure as she felt her tight sphincter part and yield to the power of a superior man. All thoughts of her defiant insistance on her masculinity were gone. The careful work of reconstructing her masculinity crumbled in an instant as her pussy was stretched by thick, hard dick. As Jake's cock sunk deeper and deeper into her ass, Lexi was able, just for a moment, to forget all of her stresses and worries. She was getting fucked by an alpha male, and that was eactly what she had been missing.
Jake paused for just a moment when he had finally inserted his whole length. Lexi savored the delicious feeling of a cock resting thick, hard, and hot within her pussy. Despite her ecstasy, she couldn't help but remember her relationship with Jake. Years of hanging out. Two losers, bound together by their shared bullying experience, hoping together that they would one day find girls. But now Jake had become a strong, handsome man. And Alex? Well, now bullying had become a major turn-on for Lexi, and she had become the kind of cute, slutty girl that she used to fantasize about.
Jake had found a girl, at least for the evening. The cocky friend who used to push him around.
Jake began moving, sliding his thick cock in and out of Lexi's tight asshole, making her moan with appreciative lust. Lexi began pushing herself back into his thrusts almost immediately, craving deeper, stronger sensation. It felt amazing, but there was still something missing. An itch that just wasn't quite being scratched. Jake just wasn't her daddy. He wasn't as big or strong as Anton. She didn't feel the same rush of eager submission when bouncing on his dick.
The thought frustrated her and made her redouble her efforts, slamming her soft butt backward at a frantic pace, her moans twisting into sounds of frustration as she chased the feeling of submissive feminine pleasure that she craved, but couldn't quite reach. "F-fuck me!" she whimpered desperately as she squirmed and humped herself back onto her best friend's dick, "Teach me a lesson with that fat cock, Jake."
"Wait," panted Jake, "Calm down Lexi. If you go that fast... I'll... Shit!" Lexi realized too late what was happening as Jake pulled himself out, erupting a hot sticky load all over her ass. The withdrawal of his cock left her feeling hollow and unfulfilled as the sticky white globs spurted all over her skirt and thong.
Both freinds stood for a moment, panting in the aftermath. Lexi swallowed her frustrations and reached back, trailing a finger through a pearly glob on her ass and bringing it seductively to her lips. "I think this makes us even," she giggled as she licked her finger, "I don't owe you a Coke anymore."
But Jake didn't laugh. He stood with an expression of dawning horror on his face as his cock softened rapidly in his hands. Clearly, now that his surge of lust was gone, it was being replaced with shock and awkwardness. Lexi had had months to adjust to her new look and her slutty urges, but Jake still hadn't had time to fully absorb it.
"Wait," said Lexi desperately, "Just wait a second Jake. Sit. We can talk about this and maybe..." But Jake was mutely shaking his head, his face now a chalky white. He quickly pulled his pants up and stumbled toward the door.
"Jake!" called Lexi, now feeling hollow and unfulfilled in more ways than one, "Stop! Don't leave like this. Talk to me!" But Jake was unwilling or unable to listen. He cast one more wild-eyed look over his shoulder, heavy with guilt and bewilderment, then he was out the door.
Once he was gone, Lexi felt her loneliness descend on her again, even stronger than before. What exactly had she been expecting? That Jake would smoothly transition into the role of her new Daddy? It would have been hard enough for him to understand who Lexi was if she had broken the news to him gently. Instantly jumping his bones had freaked him out, maybe irreparably.
Lexi had risked her years-long friendship for a quick fuck, and she hadn't even orgasmed, so she didn't feel the sense of release she had been craving. It had been a humiliating, worthless evening of poor decisions. Lexi grabbed her towel from her room in a daze, feeling a sense of clinging shame creep up on her. On her way to wash the sticky remnants of her tryst off, Lexi caught sight of herself in the mirror.
A feminine body shape with a thin little cock dangling between thick, shapely thighs. Who was she? Or he? She had spent so much effort recently trying to be male again, and it had all come undone in an instant once the prospect of a hard manly cock had been dangled in front of her.
She thought more deeply about it as the hot water of her shower poured over her. She had been so sure she had become a girl only because of Claire and Anton's scheme. But neither of her exes had been involved with what had happened tonight. Lexi had come out all on her own, with no coaxing from Claire or temptation from Anton. Maybe it was time for Lexi to be honest with herself. She could have cut her hair and exercised at any time if she wanted to look more masculine. There was a reason that Lexi didn't want to do that. She had been avoiding the true answer for months.
Lexi just didn't want to be Alex anymore. It didn't appeal. Whether or not she was with Anton.
Lexi didn't bother dressing in her male pajamas tonight. Maybe she would feel differently tomorrow, but the ship had sailed on pretending to be Alex for this particular evening. She selected a soft pink tee, comfortable panties, and tiny sleep shorts from her box of feminine clothes and lay back on her bed, still deep in thought.
She didn't want to think about Claire or Anton, but it was impossible not to. They felt so key to the mystery of her identity. Knowing it was a bad idea, she opened her phone and went to Claire's social media. Her heart ached as she watched a few short, cute videos of Claire and Anton shopping together. Lexi wanted to be angry and jealous looking at them, and she was, but the feelings were drowned out by an overwhelming feeling of missing them both.
In the videos, Claire was trying on multiple formal dresses, showing each choice off to an appreciative Anton. The caption explained that the dress was for the Spring Formal of the Birchwood Society and the Ladies of the Grove. Anton would be taking his girlfriend to the party, showing her off on his arm to all the brothers of the frat that Alex had once been so desperate to join. Claire would be going with the man who Lexi had wanted to badly that she had become a woman.
'
Lexi reached a decision. Avoiding talking to Anton and Claire ever again hadn't worked. She was still hung up on them both, unable to move on. She needed closure. If she was ever going to be male again, she would need to talk to the people who had made her female.
And the Spring Formal was as good a time as any.
...
Faria sighed and stretched. She felt like she had been put through the wringer. Feminization projects always sounded fun, but they required so much work. Technically, her job as requested by Anton was finished. But there was still one last thing she wanted to do.
Faria cast one more appreciative glance over the bound couple on either end of the bare dorm mattress. One pale and thin, the other brown and curvy. Claire glared at her with open defiance, Alex seemed dazed and addled, avoiding her eyes. Faria idly wondered what would have become of the couple if Alex had never tried to hire her.
She was confident that Alex would have realized he was a woman eventually. It was more accurate to say that Faria had uncovered Lexi during their programming session rather than created her.
How would Claire have reacted when Alex finally realized the truth? It was hard to say. From what Faria had seen, Claire was an intelligent, loving partner. Maybe she would have been behind Lexi one hundred percent. But that kind of earthshaking upheaval would put a strain on any couple.
In a way, maybe this hypnotic programming had saved their relationship. That was probably overselling it, and Faria knew that Claire would never see it that way, but it was comforting to think so. A lot of Faria's work was fairly grim, so it was nice to pretend, if only for a second, that she had made a positive change in the world for once.
She wanted to chase that feeling, so she decided to fight through her fatigue and leave the happy couple with a little parting gift. A reinforcement of the narrow path to happiness she had opened for Claire.
Faria smiled down at Alex. "Have you ever had a threesome, honey?"
Alex barely had the capacity to be shocked anymore. He looked half-asleep. "No," he said slowly, his eyebrows wrinkling. "I only want Claire." Awww, wasn't that sweet. Even with his brain scrambled by a long day of hypnosis, he was still loyal to his girlfriend. Claire seemed to feel the same way, giving her boyfriend a watery smile from the other end of the bed.
"But I'm not talking about another girl, sweetie," said Faria with a silvery laugh. She sat on the edge of the bed, holding Alex's gaze steadily. "Your girlfriend is all the woman you need, but as we covered in exhaustive detail during our session today, you swing both ways. As lovely as Claire is, she doesn't have a cock. Wouldn't it feel amazing to experience sex with a man for once? And wouldn't the ultimate sexual experience be to have both at once?"



"Don't," said Claire softly from the other end of the bed. "Haven't you done enough? Don't torture him like this."
Faria turned to her with a cheeky grin. "I'm not teasing, darling. This is something that is absolutely possible. Likely even, if you are both willing to seize the opportunity. I'll remind you that you and your poor little confused boyfriend are going to be hungry for Anton's cock no matter what. You might as well stay together and slobber all over his dick as a couple."
"You really are a bitch," mumbled Claire, glancing away, unable to meet Faria's eyes.
"Who are you talking to?" asked Alex thickly.
"I don't often do this, because it can get a bit fiddly," said Faira, glancing back and forth between the happy couple, "But you two are so in sync that I have no doubt it will work perfectly."
*Programming Mode. Both of you. Harmonious. Linked. Loving. My next words will be your new thoughts, replacing your old way of thinking completely.*
The couple went limp, their bound naked forms becoming two bookends on either end of the bed.
*I want to experience sex with a man and a woman at the same time.*
"- at the same time." Claire and Alex spoke in perfect unison, in sync, just as Faria had hoped.
*I crave both feminine softness and masculine force*
"-masculine force." A smile crept across both faces. This wasn't an unwelcome message at all.
*Seeing my partner get turned on by someone else turns me on as well.*
"... on as well."
*Our love is strong enough that adding another person to love will not diminish it.*
"... not diminish it."
Faria let out a deep breath and snapped her fingers, waking up the entranced couple. She felt a migraine coming on; she had overextended herself today.
Luckily, this time, the cleanup would be simple. It was rare for her to leave someone with a full memory, but when she did, they could do most of the work. Faria crossed the room and untied Claire's right wrist.
"Your girlfriend... oops! Getting ahead of myself there. Your boyfriend will continue to be loopy and forgetful for the next few hours. When he snaps out of it, your story is that you met some college students and got invited back to their place for drinks," said Faria crisply as Claire scrambled to untie her other bindings. "Alex had too much and can't remember the evening. Nothing bad happened, but maybe he should be more careful next time."
Claire glared daggers at her, massaging her wrists and ankles briefly before turning her attention to untying her boyfriend.
"Don't try to tell him the truth," warned Faria, scooping up her purse as Claire picked at the tight knotwork, "You won't be able to, and trying too hard may be painful."
Now Claire's attention was on her freed boyfriend, tenderly rubbing the reddened areas where the ropes had bound him and whispering "It's ok, babe. I've got you. It's going to be ok."
Faria gave the two naked lovers one last thin-lipped smile. "I wish you luck, Claire," she said softly, although the headstrong young woman wasn't listening.
And with that, she turned and slipped out into the night.
...
The annual spring formal of the Birchwood Society was being held in the old college event hall, just like it had been for the past fifty years.
Alex watched from a bench across the quad in the darkening twilight as couples arrived in sharply tailored suits and fancy evening dresses. He had sort of been hoping that he would see Anton and Claire coming and be able to confront them outside the venue, but either they had arrived early or he had somehow missed them, because as evening fell, the arrival of guests tapered off without Alex ever seeing them.
His leg jiggled nervously as he psyched himself up. Maybe it would have been easier if he had tried to meet Anton and Claire more casually instead of confronting them at this party. But he didn't want to contact them begging for a meeting, and showing up at the frat house or sorority randomly just felt pathetic.
If he wanted closure, tonight was the night. He looked down at his hoodie and jeans. He was ridiculously underdressed, but there was nothing that could be done about that at this point. It was now or never. Alex got to his feet with a spike of adrenaline, striding across the campus quad toward the event hall with grim determination.
He didn't see the figure leaning against the wall in the shadows until they spoke.
"Long time no see, Lexi," said Hailey, the mean strawberry blonde sorority president, stepping out of the shadows with a lopsided grin. She was wearing a stunning deep-green evening dress that emphasized her tight, petite body. "You look like shit," she added, wrinkling her cute nose.
So, not only was it obvious that Alex and Lexi were the same person, despite what Alex had hoped, but he had been caught by Hailey of all people. She had always delighted in putting Lexi in her place and throwing her weight around. Hailey was the kind of person who would deny Alex entry just for spite.
"I thought you made it pretty clear you wanted nothing to do with the LGs when you ghosted us," said Hailey pointedly. "Why are you sniffing aroud tonight?"
Alex deflated. He would just have to find some other opportunity to corner his exes. Tonight looked like a bust. "I... I just wanted to talk to Claire and Anton," admitted Alex, "But I guess you're right. I don't belong here."
Hailey pursed her lips and stared hard at Alex for a moment, looking him up and down critically. Then she sighed and unexpectedly gestured to the side. "Follow me," she said curtly, and immediately began walking away, her heels clicking on the pavement in time with her brisk steps.
Alex stood stunned for a moment, and Haiiey called irritably over her shoulder. "What's the hold-up, girl? I'm the fucking sorority president, I can't spend all night doing favors for new sisters."
Confused, but reluctantly intrigued, Alex followed after Hailey, casting one last longing glance over his shoulder toward the glass doors of the event hall, which were streaming golden light out onto the pavement. "Where are we going exactly?" he asked, his voice unconsciously slipping into his higher, breathier "Lexi voice".
"We're going to the sorority house, obviously," said Hailey distractedly. "If we hurry maybe we can be back in an hour or so. Shit! I really shouldn't be gone that long. You're lucky I'm in a good mood."
"Wait. Stop. What do you mean?" said Alex in bewilderment, reaching to touch Hailey's shoulder, "Why are we going to the sorority house?"
Hailey whirled on him and raised an eyebrow. "Because I was deciding between two dresses up until tonight, and I think we can squeeze you into the one I didn't pick. It will be a little short and tight, but I've seen you wear sluttier. I think my makeup will match you well enough for an emergency. And, while I don't have any shoes that will fit you, I think Brynn wears your size. She has weird big feet as well, and I don't think she'll mind lending you a pair."
Alex's mouth fell open. "What? Hailey... I mean... I'm sorry, I was tricking you. I was a man the whole time. I don't want to..." Hailey snorted incredulously with a roll of her eyes and marched right up to Alex, staring up into his eyes with a piercing, confrontational glare.
"Look Lexi," she said firmly, "I have no idea what you plan to say to Claire and Anton, but based on the fact that they hooked up immediately after you split from 'Daddy', I can guess that it will be a heavy conversation. I'm not letting you into the party looking like a gangly, mopey nobody. No. You're going to wrap yourself in some fucking glamourous battle armor like the queen you are and go in there with some fucking confidence. Got it?"
Alex stared down at her, blinking in shock, and realized that she was right. Yes, it had been Anton and Claire who had thoroughly feminized and humiliated him. But meeting with them the way he was now, uncomfortable and awkward in his own skin, would just be humiliating himself in a different way. The truth was, he felt more comfortable as Lexi now, and if that was the case, he should wear femininity as a badge of honor and talk to them in the way that he felt most comfortable.
"Why are you helping me like this?" he asked softly.
Hailey shook her head with a little smile tugging up the corner of her lips. "Because you're my sister Lexi. You missed the fancy ceremony, but you always did have a problem with being on time. And, I don't know, like I said, I'm in a good mood. It's a long story, I'm dating someone new. Don't question it, ok?"
And with that, the two sisters set off again, a Cinderella and her Godmother getting her ready for the ball.
...
Lexi had to hand it to her president. Even though it had been a rushed job with an emergency dress and shoes, by the time Lexi stepped into the event hall, she looked radiant. True, the sparkly silver dress that Hailey had rejected did end up looking pretty slutty on her. Lexi's small firm tits pressed up against the material of the dress, and her bubble butt practically looked shrink-wrapped, especially with the tall heels they had found. But overall, the effect was stunning: powerful and slutty, and perfectly her.
As exclusive and prestigious as the event was, it reminded Lexi of a high school prom more than anything. A thumping beat pulsed as people swayed and bounced on the crowded dance floor, while tired or amorous couples hung around the edges of the room, talking or kissing.
Lexi, as hot as she looked, was just another woman in the crowd. But even so, it didn't take long for some of the sisters to recognize her.
"Lexi!" squealed Tina, her eyes wide with shocked joy as she saw Lexi from the dance floor. She immediately and rudely shoved away the Birchwood Society brother she had been dancing with, and slapped at Grace, who was dancing nearby. Grace turned with an annoyed look, but when she saw Lexi, her face lit up as well and both upperclassmen hurried over. Lexi felt sheepish, exposed, and deeply touched. She had assumed that the other girls would barely notice her absence, but it seemed like everyone had actually been sorry to see her go.
"Where have you been?" asked Grace, practically yelling to make herself heard over the loud music. "Yeah!" said Tina with a reproachful look, "We tried to put the squeeze on Claire and Anton to find out where you went, but they wouldn't tell us anything!"
"Sorry girls," said Lexi with a bashful smile, "I had to... I had to go away for a bit. I'm not even sure that I'm back to be totally honest."
"What?!?" said both Tina and Grace in unison, their eyebrows knitting. "Fuck that," said Grace vehemently. "Is it because Claire stole your man? Everyone was pretty pissed at her for that for a while, but she swears that's not how it was."
"N-no," said Lexi, "It's... complicated."
"What, did someone give you shit about being trans?" demanded Tina with a scowl, "Tell Hailey, babe. She'll slap the fuck out of them."
But suddenly, the animated chatter of the two girls seemed to fade out. Because Lexi saw her across the room.
Claire Estrada looked radiant tonight in a slinky, pure-white dress that made her lovely bronze skin pop. The dress was cut in a low "v", showing off a tempting slice of her luscious cleavage, and was cut perfectly to give a tantalizing hint at the shape of her rounded hips and firm ass. Her hair fell in a dark raven cascade down her shoulders, framing her lovely face. She had never looked so heart-breakingly beautiful to Lexi. Suddenly, even after Hailey's last-minute miracle-working, Lexi still felt underdressed.
In a butterfly-inducing instant, Claire's gaze slid over, catching and sticking on Lexi. Claire's eyes went wide. It looked like Lexi wasn't the only one who felt nervous about their meeting. She took some small comfort in that. Grace and Tina followed Lexi's line of sight. "Ah," said Tina, "I get it. You came to have a conversation. Well, We'll leave you to it, girl. Good luck." She and Grace tactfully withdrew, leaving Lexi to screw up her courage, cross the room, and do what she came here to do.
She clicked across the dance floor in a haze, her gaze locked onto Claire. Claire's eyes were brimming with emotion, but whether it was sorrow, or guilt, or joy, Lexi couldn't tell. In mere moments, they were face to face once again for the first time in months.
God, Claire was so beautiful.
"Hey," said Claire, softly enough that Lexi had to read her lips, unable to hear her over the music. Lexi returned the greeting, mouthing the word muted by the pulse and thump. The two former lovers just stood there for a while, looking into each other's eyes. Finally, Lexi broke the silence. "I want to talk," she said, raising her voice to be heard. Claire nodded, a quick, nervous motion, and gestured toward a side hallway.
Lexi followed after, noticing as they went that Claire's eyes seemed to be brimming and shiny.
...
Claire clicked the door to the supply closet behind them, shutting out a great deal of the thumping rhythm of the party.
Lexi followed Claire's every movement with her eyes. She felt like she was bursting with emotions: anger and fear and jealousy and sadness. But when Claire turned toward her, Lexi was suddenly paralyzed. Unable to open her mouth and force out the tangle of feelings she held inside.
Claire stood silently, her eyes shining and her expression worried, waiting for Lexi to speak. Finally, Lexi managed to force a phrase through her lips in a cracked, despairing voice.
"Did you ever love me?"
That one question carried the weight of all the other questions streaming through Lexi's mind. Why had Claire fucked Anton? Why had she kept it a secret for so long? Why did she work so hard to turn Alex into a woman?
Claire took a long, shaky breath. "I... I betrayed your trust, Lexi. I know that. What I did... I know that it's difficult to forgive. It might be impossible. But I need you to know, even if you never want to talk to me again, that I never stopped loving you, or thinking about you, or planning our future together. I never stopped wanting you, Lexi. You might not believe me, but I needed to tell you that."
Lexi stared at her silently. She burned with righteous anger, but even through that, she recognized that, as hard as her words were to believe, Claire was telling the truth. Claire had never been a frequent or skilled liar before this incident, and, even though she had broken Lexi's trust in such a massive way, Lexi still didn't believe that Claire would be able to lie so directly to her face.
Lexi was convinced. Claire really did still love her, and always had. But that just made her actions even stranger.
"Tell me how it happened," demanded Lexi. "Make me understand."
"Lexi," pleaded Claire in a small, defeated voice, "I don't think that will help you. It will only make you feel..."
"Tell me," said Lexi sharply, wrapping her arms around herself in a tight embrace for the small comfort it gave.
Claire grimaced. "Ok. Fine, Lexi. If you need to hear it... Anton got in touch with me over the summer. He said he wanted to meet with me about you and the Birchwood Society. I knew that when you spoke to him, it didn't go very well, so I thought I could convince him not to stand in your way."
Lexi snorted. "Obviously a trap."
Claire nodded sadly in agreement. "Obviously. But I thought I was strong enough and smart enough and loyal enough that it didn't matter. But you know how Anton can be when he goes on a charm offensive. How difficult it can be to resist. I didn't realize what was about to happen until it was already happening." Claire gave Lexi a miserable look dripping with guilt, "Do I need to say more?" she asked pitifully.
"No," said Lexi. Her mind was conjuring the images without any further need for Claire's explanations. Anton, charming and relentless. Claire, wary but unable to fully resist. Lips hesitantly meeting. Passion. Heat. Red-hot, taboo lust.
"And so..." said Lexi, her voice choked with humiliated pain, "After fucking my bully, while you still supposedly loved me... You decided to work with him to turn me into a cocksucking, girly slut? That's how you were 'planning our future'?"
Claire looked away, her face coloring. "Lexi, I finally understood something when I had sex with Anton," she distractedly put a hand on her forehead as though struggling to find the right words. "God, this is going to sound so fucking mean, but I swear that I don't mean it that way... I realized that you aren't a man. Not like Anton is."
Lexi was standing there in a tight, slutty dress, make-up, and heels, but the stubborn remnants of masculinity inside of him still stung from the crushing words.
"You're a woman, Lexi," said Claire with pleading eyes. "You always have been on the inside. We just didn't realize it at first. And in that intense moment, with Anton inside me... I know you've felt the same thing. I couldn't do without it any more. I needed to have that dominant, powerful masculinity that you could never provide. But that didn't make we want you any less! I needed your soft, nurturing love as well. I wanted both; A man and a woman. I wanted to stay with you forever, but I wanted us both to experience a masculine partner as well. Was that wrong? Maybe it was. But I wanted it so bad, and I knew that you would want it too."
Claire's words gave Lexi pause. She really did understand what Claire meant. Lexi had loved Claire. still loved her, despite the hurt, but her humiliating slip-up with Jake had proven that she couldn't do without cock either. Could she really judge Claire's desire when she had dated Claire and Anton at the same time, experiencing exactly what Claire had craved?
"And I knew that if I went to you right then, the way you thought and acted this past summer, and suggested what I wanted, you would never agree. You would never even admit you were a woman," continued Claire. "So yes, I worked with Anton in secret to feminize you. And, yeah, I think we did sometimes get carried away and have too much fun with it. But I never wanted to destroy you, or push you away. I only ever wanted to help you be your true self."
Lexi turned away, not wanting to look at Claire anymore. Her heart and brain were a confusing jumble of thoughts and feelings. She desperately wanted to tell Claire that she was forgiven, to kiss her and heal the breach between them. But she couldn't. Not yet. It all kept coming back to one issue.
"Why Anton?" asked Lexi, turning back to Claire. "He understand that he caused this big realization you had, but he's also a massive, bullying jerk. You could have dropped him, feminized me, and we could have found a better partner together. Why did you work with the man I hated the most?"
"Anton has been a fucking prick at times," admitted Claire, "But he has grown. A lot. And he lo-... I won't put words in his mouth, but he cares about you, Lexi. You know he does."
"Yeah, you can tell how much he cares about me from how he stole my girlfriend. I follow your Instagram, Claire. I see how close you two have gotten," said Lexi bitterly.
"Is that what you think?" said Claire with a curious tilt of her head, "That we've been having a great time without you? Instagram is fake, babe. Anton has been a fucking mess. He's basically been obsessed with getting you back."
Lexi shook her head in disbelief. "He never called. He never tried to talk to me."
"Would you have welcomed that?" asked Claire with a wry twist of her lip. "He wanted to, babe. I didn't let him. I knew you needed space."
Lexi chewed her lip. She wanted to scream and slap Claire. She wanted to wrap her arms around Claire and kiss her. She didn't know what she wanted.
Claire sighed with a desperate look of longing in her eyes. "Lexi, I want you back. Even more than Anton does. It was always supposed to be me and you. To the end. But you won't be able to figure this out just talking to me. You need to talk to him. He is the center of this whole thing."



Lexi's stomach roiled at the prospect of facing her bully... her lover... her Daddy. But Claire, like usual, was right. This confusion and anger wouldn't be resolved until she talked to Anton Williams.
Lexi stiffly nodded, steeling herself.
"Take me to him."
...
Anton was seated at a picnic table with a group of Birchwood Society brothers, smoking cigars. He was dressed in a sharp slim-cut navy suit that showed off his taut, muscular frame. As Lexi and Claire approached, he laughed softly at a joke, taking a puff of the cigar held between his fingers, casually leaning forward on his elbows. It might have been Lexi's imagination or a trick of the dim spring evening light, but it felt like something was missing in his face... like he wasn't as full of life and confident as she remembered.
Claire walked up to Anton,looping her arm through his and whispering in his ear. The sight of her intimate touch still sent a flare of jealousy through Lexi, although she recognized that it was perfectly natural for Claire to touch a man she had been dating for months at this point.
Anton's eyes flashed with interest, then sought and found Lexi. An expression of hunger crossed his face, and in a few curt words, he dismissed his friends and waved Lexi forward with an eager, welcoming gesture.
Claire retreated, reaching to tentatively squeeze Lexi's arm as she passed, whispering "Please, give him a chance." Then she left them alone, staring at each other across a picnic table in the warm spring evening.
Anton didn't say anything. It was one of the only times that Lexi had ever seen him look uncomfortable. He struggled to meet Lexi's eyes and failed, glancing away. Lexi silently thanked Hailey one more time. She did feel powerful wrapped in sexy clothes and femininity, just like Hailey had said. She felt more at ease than she had been in months.
"You turned me into a girl for fun," said Lexi calmly, breaking the silence at last.
"I did," said Anton simply, his shoulders slumped in a posture of defeat.
"You fucked my girlfriend," continued Lexi.
"Yeah," agreed Anton glumly.
"Then you stole her," said Lexi.
"Shared her," protested Anton weakly.
"And, before all that, you bullied me, mercilessly, for years," said Lexi with an air of heavy finality.
"I did. And I'm sorry," said Anton, finally raising his head and managing to meet Lexi's eyes.
Anger seared through Lexi. "You really think that saying that is enough for me to forgive you?"
"No," said Anton resolutely, "I don't think anything I do is enough to make you forgive me. But I think you deserved to hear it anyway."
Lexi let out a shaky laugh, sitting on the bench of the picnic table opposite Anton. She turned to face away from him; She couldn't even look at him right now. "So what am I supposed to say, Anton? That we're dating again? That you're my Daddy? After all this shit?" She let out a shaky, humorless laugh. "You know, that felt a lot easier when I could just pretend that Alex and Lexi were two different people. But I'm starting to think that I was really just Lexi all along, and if that's true, then you've treated Lexi horribly."
Anton sighed. "Did you talk to Claire?" he asked.
"I did," said Lexi, glancing back over her shoulder at him curiously.
"Well, if she couldn't convince you then I don't think I can," he said grimly. "She's a lot smarter than I am, and better with words too. All that I can say is that you were good for me. And I think, even though I'm a pretty fucked up guy, I was good for you too. I want you by my side, Lexi."
Tears welled up in Lexi's eyes as she felt a wave of deep, sad longing for the big, block-headed man across the table for her. She shook them angrily away. "You don't get to ask me that, Anton," she said, a tremor rippling through her voice. "You don't have the right!"
"I know, I know," said Anton, shaking his head at himself. "See? I'm fucking this up, just like I thought I would. This is what I'm trying to say, Claire explained it to me: If you try to catch a butterfly in your hand..."
"So I'm a butterfly now?" interjected Lexi with a scoff.
Anton smirked, the clean line of his shiny smile sending another pang of longing through Lexi's heart. "Hear me out. If you try to catch a butterfly in your hand, you'll crush it. The harder you try to reach out and grab it, the more you hurt the butterfly. The only way to catch it is to let it come to you."
"Or use a net," said Lexi with a sigh. "But I see where you're going with this."
"I've always been the kind of guy that takes what he wants," said Anton, staring into the distance with a wry look. "I was handsome enough, and strong enough, and not a complete idiot at least. I could get whatever I wanted. I admit that I started out with bad intentions when it came to... you know... making you a girl. But when I saw the woman you really were underneath, I felt a chemistry that I never expected. When I finally realized that I wanted to be with you, I was still too much of a selfish asshole to treat you like something precious to me. I reached out and I crushed the person that I wanted so badly, and it's not much use being sorry after you've bruised and battered the wings of the butterfly."
Lexi stared at Anton. Unsure of what to say. Unsure of how she felt.
"If you say the word, I'll talk with Claire tonight and break things off," said Anton suddenly. "She's not some sort of prize that I can hand over, but I know she wants to be with you. If you wanted to, you could make it work. Without me. She's a very special lady. I would miss her. But I don't think it would work between us in the long run without you."
Anton sat, his face filled with naked vulnerability. And that was what finally put Lexi over the edge. The old Anton would never have put himself at her mercy like this. He had always needed to be the big, tough alpha man.
Anton Williams really had changed.
Lexi stood up from the table. "Come on," she said simply. "We need to go get Claire before we leave."
"Where are we going?" asked Anton, a cautious spark of hope kindling in his voice.
"Back to your place," said Lexi simply. "I want to work this whole thing out between the three of us."
...
Lexi entered the apartment ahead of the other two as if she owned the place. She fluced to the couch, turned and sat like a queen on her throne, crossing her arms and legs.
The walk back to the Birchwood Society's frat house had been silent and a little awkward, and Lexi had refused to discuss things any further until they were safely in Anton's room. So now that they were here, Anton and Claire stood nervously in front of the displeased-looking Lexi without knowing exactly what to expect.
"You two completely disrespected me," said Lexi simply, looking back and forth between her two former lovers.
"We know Lexi, and..." began Claire.
"I'm talking right now, babe," said Lexi, firmly but mildly. She stared for a moment longer at the couple standing above her, all prickly and hurt, then seemed to release some of the tension she was holding. "But even though you hurt me," she said softly, "You two are the most important people in my life. And I do want to try to forgive you."
Anton and Claire looked at each other, a spark of joyful hope lighting up their faces.
"There are going to be some ground rules. First, tonight is a trial run. I want to see if I can have both of you at once without feeling jealous or left out. Secondly, no matter how much I like it when you dominate me in bed, outside of sex you two have to treat me with respect. No more manipulating me behind my back. Understand?"
"Yes," they both said seriously, tripping over themselves to reassure their girlfriend.
"Ok then," said Lexi, leaning back onto the couch, "I want you two to make out. Like you've been without me."
Anton looked nervous and opened his mouth to protest, but Claire understood what Lexi needed instinctively. Lexi needed to see them together and sort her feelings out about it before she could join in. Claire turned toward Anton with a smoldering look in her dark eyes and pulled him hungrily into a kiss, crushing her soft lips against his, craning her neck upward into his looming height. Anton was stiff for a moment, but, just like Lexi, he had learned to trust Claire's judgement. His posture relaxed and he wrapped a muscular arm around Claire, pressing her soft feminine curves into his powerful body.
Lexi let out a shaky breath and watched with wide, wondering eyes. She didn't try to force a reaction or tell herself she should feel a different way. She just watched the two people she wanted more than anything indulge in a passionate kiss.
The kiss began to heat up as Anton and Claire forgot their performance and started enjoying each other. Claire's hands clutched needily at Anton's chest as his hand slipped down the small of her back, resting on her ass, then gently clutching.
Lexi gulped a sharp intake of breath as she felt heat blossom in her belly. She still felt the sting of jealousy, but it was muted and blunted by the thrill of lust building inside her. After all, these two had sworn that they wanted her to join them. They were only kissing now because she had asked for it. Looked at in that way, what did Lexi have to be upset about? It was pure eye candy, watching the two people she was most attracted to in the world explore each other.
Lexi's clit throbbed to life in the panties she had borrowed from Hailey, rising to tent out the fabric of her tight dress.
Claire let out a soft gasp as Anton dipped his head further, trailing soft hot kisses down the curve of her delicate neck. His hand grasped at her butt possessively as she began to subtly grind her hips against him in swirling, needy movements.
But Lexi hadn't been forgotten. Claire looked over to her with playful eyes, flashing a sultry smile as she saw that Lexi had hiked her dress up to her hips and was rubbing her stiff little clit between thumb and forefinger through the panties, unable to help herself after seeing this erotic display.
Claire extended a delicate forefinger and beckoned. The welcoming gesture sent of zip of pleasant electricity through Lexi's heating body. Claire was right. Lexi knew how she felt now. It was time to join in.
Lexi rose and hesitantly stepped toward the two lovers, her dress still bunched around her waist, her stiff clit already staining Hailey's panties with pre-cum. "T-take good care of me," she said nervously. Anton raised a powerful arm, welcoming her, and she took shelter beneath it. Lexi's Daddy pulled his two women in close, Claire in one arm, Lexi in the other. Then Claire was inches from her face, starry-eyed as they both enjoyed their man's embrace. And her lips were on Lexi's, warm and soft. Anton's hand was on her ass, gripping and feeling posessively.
And Lexi didn't feel jealous or angry. She felt like she was home.
Claire's tongue slipped into Lexi's soft, submissive mouth and her hands dropped to rub between Lexi's legs, adding some heat to the sweet, cathartic moment of kissing her girlfriend for the first time in months. Then Anton, growing impatient, turned Lexi's head to him, kissing her deeply. The flavor of his kiss was different than Claire's... even more noticeable since they were back to back. Claire's had been sexy, but soft and sweet. Daddy's kiss was powerful and thrilling. Lexi wanted more. She wanted to taste them both.
Lexi broke from the kiss, feeling drunk on lust. She turned to Claire with an eager smile. "Baby," she said sweetly. "My Daddy's cock is the first I've ever had. It will be hard to share it with you, but I want to learn. Can you teach me to share?"
Claire grinned back, her hand still teasing Lexi's clit. "I think that can be arranged." She turned to Anton with a raised eyebrow. "You heard our babygirl, 'Daddy'. Lexi wants a lesson in teamwork. Why don't you sit on the couch and she can practice sharing her toys."
Anton didn't need to be told twice, casually stripping his pants away before flopping back on the couch, his massive cock standing as hard as iron above his lap. Claire gently took Lexi by the hand and pulled her forward, gently guiding her to her knees. Claire and Lexi knelt together at Anton's feet. Their eyes shone in mutual anticipation as they stared lovingly at each other, then toward their boyfriend's massive cock.
"You start, babe," said Claire in a husky whisper. "It was so hot when I got to see you suck his cock. Show me again."
Lexi's pupils dilated when she turned to see Anton's big black cock, shiny with deep ebony luster. She moved forward and nuzzled her soft lips against it, planting an extended kiss up and down its throbbing length. She turned her electric blue eyes up to Anton who was looking down with dominant approval. "Suck it baby girl," he commanded. The strict, demanding tone made the hot, wet lust pooling inside Lexi surge even further. This was the dynamic she had been starving for: a strong, confident Daddy who cared, but commanded. "Yes, Daddy," she said meekly, parting her glossy lips and stretching them around the swollen head of Anton's cock.
It's musky, manly scent filled her nose as she took her time, relishing the feeling of his cock as her submissive tongue swirled around it. The feeling of feminine submission swelled inside her until she felt like she would burst with the soft, pink feeling. She couldn't believe she had ever wanted to give this up.
Claire moved in fron the side, gently licking and kissing Anton's shaft from the side. Lexi joined her, releasing Anton's cock from her warm, wet mouth and softly pleasuring her Daddy's shaft with her tongue and lips. It became a giggling erotic game between the two girlfriends, sloppily kissing each other's lips, then their boyfriend's cock, then both at once in a fratic, dripping mess. Above them, Anton looked down with the dazed, disbelieving look of a man in erotic heaven.
But something felt like it was missing from the experience. This tender, loving, fun sex was all well and good... but it left Lexi wanting more. After all, the intensity of sex with Anton had always been flavored by the shame of submission....
Claire caught the look of mild frustration on her girlfriend's face with her keen eye. No one knew Lexi better than Claire. A wicked gleam filled her eyes and a mocking smile turned up the corner of Claire's lips. "Why are you holding back, babygirl?" purred Claire, raising a hand to turn Lexi's chin toward her. "A lady like me might be content with demure little licks and teasing kisses." Claire leaned forward, with Anton's massive shining cock looming above them, until she was just inches from Lexi's nose. "But you aren't a lady at all, are you, Lexi? You're a desperate slut. And desperate, slutty bimbos like you can't be satisfied with just tasting a cock. They need their daddy to stretch their slutty little throat." Lexi felt her pulse increase and her eyes widened at Claire's unexpectedly harsh, filthy dirty talk. But then an eager smile slowly spread across her face.
Anton cleared his throat uncomfortably. "Uh, Claire," he said awkwardly, "I think wounds might still be a little fresh, so maybe..." Claire glanced sharply up at him. "Let me handle this Daddy." She turned back to Lexi with that amused cruel look on her face. "Well Lexi, Daddy seems confused. But I don't think you are. So tell me... Are you a prim and proper lady? Or are you a filthy bimbo slut that needs her throat to get fucked by a big black cock?"
"I'm a slut, ma'am," purred Lexi, "And I need my strong daddy to teach my dirty mouth a lesson." Lexi couldn't resist moving forward to plant a hot, wet, cock-flavored kiss on her thoughtful girlfriend. Claire giggled, struggling to maintain the character of the cruel, dominant woman through Lexi's grateful kiss. Finally, she turned her head to Anton, who was staring down in confusion.
"You heard your babygirl, Daddy. Time to teach your slutty girlfriend a lesson. I'll help! After all, she's my slut too." Anton shook his head in bewilderment, but his cock stayed stiff and strong as Claire seized the back of Lexi's head with one hand and the base of Anton's cock in the other, guiding them together. This time, as the swollen head of Anton's cock parted her lips, Lexi felt like she was a pathetic slut desperate for cock, exposed by her taunting girlfriend. As the massive black cock in her mouth hit the back of her throat and kept going, pushing and stretching and conquering, Lexi felt like the itch for domination inside her was now truly being scratched.
"That's it slut," purred Claire with amusement, "Show Daddy who you are... How he should treat you." Claire began applying pressure, pushing Lexi's head up and down, using her throat to jerk off Anton's cock. Anton looked down at the pair of depraved women kneeling at his feet, one dominant, the other submissive. The spark kindling in his eyes showed that he was finally beginning to understand what Lexi needed, and that he was completely on board.
"I understand," he said in a low rumble. "I understand that Claire is a lady, and I need to treat her with love and respect at all times." Claire's hand pushed forward with steady, inescapable force, sending Anton's thick cock balls deep into Lexi's throat. "And Lexi... I need to treat her with respect most of the time..." He looked down with his old cocky smirk at the pathetic slut beneath him, her chin resting on his balls, her eyes watering from the effort of holding his cock in her tight, spasming throat, "... but when we're in the bedroom? She just a worthless slut addicted to Daddy's dick, and that's how she should be treated."
"I knew you were smart, Daddy," said Claire, giving her boyfriend a sultry wink. "Now let's give Lexi that special brand of love that she's been missing." Claire's hand gripped the back of Lexi's head once again, and began to move faster and faster, drawing wet, sloppy sounds of submission from Lexi's throat as Anton fucked it, reestablishing himself as the powerful, masculine Dom that Lexi needed in her life.
Lexi closed her eyes and bathed in the feeling. Of being owned, conquered and humiliated by Claire and Anton both at once. This is what she had been missing: the feeling of being forced into shameful submission. And, even better, the fact that she knew it was just a sex game meant she could really lean into the feeling without worrying about how far she could fall.
Lexi's tongue writhed and squirmed around her Daddy's cock as it filled her throat. The conquering thrust of the cock made her feel connected to Anton in a way that was deeply cathartic. Lexi humbly served... and time blurred together. Claire may have been dominantly directing the deepthroating for minutes of hours, Lexi could no longer tell through her haze of lustful submission.
But after a while, Claire was no longer willing to take such a passive role. She pulled Lexi off of Anton's cock, gasping and sloppy, and give her a quick kiss before saying:
"Ok, babe, time to rock Daddy's world. Let's do some real teamwork. I'll suck the soul out of him, and you... I think that sucking his big sweaty balls is the perfect task for a dirty slut like you!" Lexi giggled, diving to take one of Anton's big heavy balls between her lips, tonguing its rough surface with slutty devotion. Above her, her girlfriend sealed her lips tight around her former bully's big dick, bobbing her head with her eyes half-closed from submissive pleasure. It was truly a sight to see. The beautiful, devoted girlfriend that Alex had treasured... with her lips greedily hugging the dark shaft of Anton Williams, the man who had bullied him mercilessly. Once upon a time, the sight of Claire sucking Anton's cock would have shattered Lexi, but she was beyond that now. Now, although that same echo of jealousy still sounded in his heart, the arousal from that feeling of being cuckolded flared much brighter, drowning out the remaining negative feelings. She was a cared-for, accept part of this sex act, and that made all the difference: now the mild jealousy was just a fun, kinky twist to the flavor of the sex.



Anton groaned and tensed his legs, his hands gripping convulsively at the upholstery of the couch as he savored and resisted the intense pleasure of being shared by his girlfriends. Claire's wicked mouth traveled with liquid, graceful neck bobs up and down his thick cock. Lexi's wicked tongue licked and teased every inch of his balls. Both of them stared up and him with loving gazes, their eyes wide and soft and submissive.
"Ah, Ah, Ah!" said Lexi with a giggle, reaching up to gently stop Claire's expert blowjob. "Not yet, Daddy. You still have a lot of work to do before you get to cum." Claire released her boyfriend's cock with a wet pop, and briefly gave Lexi another passionate kiss, their eyes sparkling with shared joy as they silently congratulated each other on their successful first dual blowjob.
Lexi looked away from Claire, up to Anton, and for a moment, her eyes grew serious. "Anton," she said solemnly, "Claire is my special treasure. The only woman I will ever need. She's been my soulmate and partner for much longer than you've been my Daddy. To be frank, sharing her is much harder than sharing you."
Lexi reached out and began stroking Anton's wet, shiny cock. "But I'm willing to try. I want to see it, Daddy. I need to see you fuck her. She and I shared your cock. Now i want to share her pussy with you." Anton's cock throbbed with manly lust in her slick little palm. He nodded silently.
Beside him, Claire stood, unzipping her dress and letting it fall to pool around her ankles, revealing her incredible body. It had been a while since Lexi had seen it, and she hadn't realized how much she had been craving the sight of her girlfriend's naked body before it was revealed.
Her bronze skin gleamed gently in the dim light of Anton's room, soft and luscious and begging to be touched. Her firm handful-sized tits were encased in a sheer, lacy bra that displayed her dark, stiff nipples alluringly. The matching lace panties sat low on her wide hips, framing her dark patch of groomed pubic hair and the hint of lips beneath. Her rounded thighs and thick butt made Lexi want to postpone her command to Anton just so she could spend some time exploring them with her tongue, but she held back. She didn't want to be cruel by making her Daddy wait any longer.
"Lay on your back," said Claire with a teasing smile, hooking her thumbs through her panties to remove them, "I know the perfect way that me and my boyfriend can give our little slut the best seat in the house." Lexi did as she was told, laying on her back and watching with eager eyes as Claire straddled her face, getting on her hands and knees, her wet, horny pussy just inches away, hovering above Lexi.
Anton got to his knees, moving behind Claire like a dark thundercloud, his stiff cock dripping and throbbing with masculine power. Lexi's heart beat with rapid, deafening thumps as Anton's thick, strong finger sunk into Claire's hips, lining his thick cock up with her dripping pussy. Lexi could feel her pulse in her clit as well, pulsing in sync with her Daddy's cock as Anton prepared to fuck one of his women.
Claire could see it all, just inches above her. Anton's cock looked powerful and dangerous as it's bulbous, throbbing head teased the soft, delicate lips of the woman Lexi loved. The sight was primal, deeply erotic, frightening and fascinating to Lexi's wide, staring eyes. This is what had been happening behind Lexi's back for months. Anton and Claire had been sharing this filthy, illicit passion without her. But somehow, that just made Lexi want to see it more.
Claire gave a sharp, breathy cry as the swollen head of Anton's massive cock eased between her glistening lips, then slid slowly inside, penetrating and stretching her with its dark, rigid thickness. Lexi could tell by her ragged, panting breaths that Claire was unbelievably aroused... and she could feel the echoes of that arousal inside herself as well. Now that she was here, sharing in this moment, seeing Claire so horny and pleased was nothing but a delight to Lexi. Lexi reached down, rubbing her clit once again as Anton began moving, slowly pumping in and out of Claire's sweet, juicy pussy. The view from this angle was fascinating. Lexi knew how it felt to be pinned down and stretched open by her Daddy's big cock, but seeing it happen to her girlfriend was deeply erotic in a whole new way.
She watched, rubbing her clit, mesmerized by the sight of Claire's tender lips gripping Anton's cock needily. His dark shaft was shiny with Claire's obvious arousal, so wet that thick, hot drops fell down onto Lexi's upturned face. Claire let out a low, sultry moan, rolling her hips back into Anton's cock in slow, deep strokes.
"Does it look good, loser?" asked Anton in a mocking drawl. A slithering, dark feeling of shame awoke within Lexi as she heard the deep voice of her Daddy. She recognized the tone. It was the same one that Anton had used with her every day back in his bullying sessions. And although her view was blocked by the sex happening inches above her face, Lexi could picture Anton's gloating face, staring down at the pitiful feminized girl watching her girlfriend get fucked.
"Do you enjoy it?" pressed Anton, his cock pressing deep, then withdrawing. Lexi watched in fascination as Claire's lips gripped and pulled at the cock inside her, seeming to try desperately to draw it deeper "Seeing me fuck her? I told you back in high school, didn't I? That I would fuck your girlfriend and she would beg for more..." Lexi's breath caught in her throat. She knew that she had signaled she wanted some humiliation play, but Anton was really pushing the envelope here. Bringing the past bullying into the bedroom... was that something that Lexi found erotic? She felt like she was sitting on a knife's edge.
"I want it!" moaned Claire. "You were right, Anton! You always said that you could show me what a real man was, and you were fucking right! The first time I had this cock... Oh God! I knew that Lexi was really a girl just pretending!" Lexi glanced down his girlfriend's body, past her bouncing, jolting tits, and saw Claire looking down at her with warm, playful eyes. Without missing a beat, she raised one arm from where she was bracing herself on the ground and blew her girlfriend a kiss.
Lexi smiled, feeling her mind shift. True, Anton's dirty talk was a little dark, but Claire had pulled her back in. This was a fun little humiliation kink roleplay, and Lexi could handle it. "It looks good, Daddy," whimpered Lexi, her hand beginning to rub her silky panties against her clit once again, "Show Claire what a real cock feels like!"
Anton laughed. "I'm glad you feel that way babygirl. Because I just decided something." His thick, dark fingers grabbed Claire's waist tighter, gripping and pulling Claire her to improve his angle as he thrust deeper and faster. "That girly little clit between your legs is never going to get anywhere near this pussy ever again. You can touch, kiss and worship Claire's pussy as much as you want, but it is for my cock and my cock alone. With this, you really do just have a clit now."
That strange feeling that Lexi experienced at her sleepover with the sorority, and then again on her double date with Anton and Claire, swelled and grew inside her, sending hot jealous lust pouring through her body. She knew that in some ways, Anton was just confirming a shift that had already taken place in her sex life with Claire. Claire and Lexi hadn't had penetrative sex since before she had become Lexi full-time, so it wasn't like Anton was actually taking something away. But the way he said it made Lexi feel so humiliated and submissive and defeated. Now that he realized that Lexi wanted to feel degraded, Anton knew just how to push his girlfriend's buttons.
"Yes, Daddy," whimpered Lexi, her fingers frantically teasing the poor neglected clit that would never fuck his girlfriend again. "Her p-pussy is yours, just like mine is..."
That was it. Lexi couldn't just spectate anymore. Despite the heated dirty talk, this was about sharing Claire with Anton, not just giving her to him. Lexi looked up with greedy eyes and licked her lips, then raised her head and got to work. She carefully began teasing and licking Claire's clit with her tongue as Anton continued to thrust slowly in and out. Claire gave an appreciative little gasp, her moans rising in pitch and intensity as Lexi and Anton found the right rhythm of their teamwork, with Claire's tongue wriggling and licking in perfect harmony with Anton's deep, powerful strokes.
Claire's thighs quaked, her cries became sweet and liquid, and she orgasmed, treasured and shared by the two most important people in her life. The people her hard work and tenacity had brought together despite all odds. The satisfaction she felt wasn't just sexual, it was deeper and stronger than that. The satisfaction of victory.
Anton abruptly withdrew. Clearly, he had been forced to once again stop short in order to keep himself from cumming. With a happy squeal, Claire jumped on her lovers, thanking them breathlessly and kissing them all over, first Lexi then Anton.
Claire stopped for a second, giving Anton a wry look. "But don't you think you went a little far?" she asked Anton seriously. "I don't know if you should be telling me and Lexi what we can and can't do in bed..."
"It's fine," said Lexi happily, giving her Daddy a sly wink. "It's just dirty talk, babe. I'm fine with being your pathetic, girly slut in bed, and Daddy wanted to help with that." Lexi happily jumped into Anton's arms along with Claire and nuzzled up to the both of them. It was an intoxicating feeling; to be with two people that she could explore humiliation with and not have to worry it might go too far.
"We're not finished yet," said Lexi with a smile, reaching out to slowly stroke Anton's massive cock once again. "You might have gotten off, but me and Daddy still need to cum. So what should we do next?"
Claire and Anton looked into each other's eyes, then turned to Lexi with slow smiles. "You two shared me," said Anton.
"And then I got shared," added Claire, perfectly in sync.
"But you are the one that we just got back, babygirl," said Anton warmly. "You're the one that we've wanted to share all along. That's how I want us to cum. Dominating our new submissive slut together."
Lexi gave her boyfriend and girlfriend a sunny smile, rose to her feet, and then, with teasing slowness, finally stripped away her borrowed clothes, standing palely, stunning nude before them. Despite the fact that he had clawed and fought against his fate for so long, Alex had been gone, physically speaking, for a long time. Lexi's tits had swelled beyond anyone mistaking them for manboobs ever again, and the feminine swell of her hips and butt made the pale, thin cock standing eager and stiff between her legs seem like almost an afterthought when it came to determining her gender.
Claire and Anton's eyes glowed with hungry anticipation. Lexi was all woman. And all theirs.
"It's your turn to get on your hands and knees, babygirl," growled Anton, his cock twitching with anticipation as he prepared to indulge in the pussy that Lexi had withheld for months on end. Lexi was quick to obey, feeling a riot of butterflies in her stomach as she dropped onto all fours, ready and eager to take her Daddy's cock. Claire took her position as well, spreading her legs in front of Lexi. "It's not just you and Daddy anymore Lexi," she reminded Lexi gently, grabbing Lexi's head and guiding her mouth toward her freshly fucked pussy, "You're my obedient little slut too. We're sharing you from now on, remember?"
Lexi showed her enthusiastic agreement with humble service, burying her lips and tongue deep into her girlfriend's hot wet pussy. She was so distracted that she didn't notice that Anton was ready until the thick head of his cock, still slick with the same juices that now danced on Lexi's tongue, rubbed insistently on the tight puckered hole of her pussy.
She groaned, sending vibrations through Claire's pussy, and raised her head long enough to gasp. "F-fuck... fuck me Daddy. Show me why I came back! Make me yours again!"
Anton pushed forward slowly, the pleasant, warm pressure increasing against Lexi's asshole until, in one mindmelting moment of cathartic sensation, her Daddy's cock slipped inside, sliding forward until Anton had sheathed himself balls deep in her warm, welcoming hole. Lexi froze for a second, relishing the feeling of being dominantly penetrated by her man.
Then she turned back to her duty to Claire, burying her face once more between Claire's warm thighs as Anton began to move, sliding in and out, picking up the pace slowly but surely, sending fiery, all-consuming waves of pleasure through every nerve in Lexi's body.
Anton set a punishing pace, every thrust making Lexi feel his frustration at losing her... his joy at getting her back. Lexi pushed her soft butt back against her Daddy's hips with deep yearning. She wanted to feel his cock deeper inside her, merging them together again like she had never left.
At the same time, Lexi didn't neglect her girlfriend's pussy. Claire's slim fingers tangled in Lexi's hair as she held Lexi's head in place, making she that she continued her cunnilingus even while being fucked so thoroughly.
This time there was no need for words. Dirty talk would have just gotten in the way. Lexi felt the powerful dominance of her two lovers through their actions. Anton's cock, thrusting in deep, smooth strokes, marking his territory, sending sizzling blots of pleasure through Lexi's submissive body with every movement. Claire's pussy, swollen and dripping with her dominant lust, sliding over Lexi's eager tongue and lips, riding her face and leaving it shiny with her eager juices. Lexi's toes curled and a breathy, muffled moan burst from her mouth into Claire's pussy.
She was Anton and Claire's sexual plaything. Their defeated, feminized slut. And she was their treasured and respected girlfriend. Although those things felt like they should be at odds, they weren't. She was just where she should be.
And at that moment, Lexi silently let go of the idea of being a male ever again. It was what her father wanted. It was what society told her she should want. But being a girl felt right, and Lexi was tired of doing things just because she should.
Then Lexi stopped thinking at all, drawn back into the sweaty, animalsitic heat of sex with her two favorite people. Her butt pushed back desperately agains the thick, hard cock in her pussy while her tongue plunged and licked against Claire's hot pussy.
Lexi, Anton and Claire twined closer and closer, bound by lust, by love, and by hypnotic commands. Falling into each other. Becoming a throuple.
Lexi felt Anton cock swell even further inside her. Claire's hand gripped tight on her head as her thighs trembled around Lexi's face. Lexi could feel the anticipitory tingle of her own approaching orgasm growing and spreading from her dripping, twitching clit.
All three lovers reached orgasm together, the wet, twitching heat of her Daddy's release and Claire's wild moans sending Lexi over the edge, making her clit jerk and bounce, shooting a thick, pearly load splattering to Anton's floor.
The feeling of Anton's potent load bursting inside her filled Lexi's mind with images of motherhood again. But this time, both Claire and Anton were by her side embracing her lovingly as she held the baby. And, she thought with secret delight, this fantasy didn't seem impossible at all.
The new throuple collapsed together, Claire and Lexi snuggling up on either side of Anton. His strong arms embrace them both, holding them close.
Lexi sighed with satisfaction, basking in the feeling of her Daddy's embrace as his warm cum leaked slowly out of her pussy. "If it's going to be this fun every night, I can't believe it took me this long to join a throuple," she said with a gentle smile, gazing warmly across her boyfriend's broad, dark chest at her girlfriend. "But what will we tell the other sisters? They're bound to think I'm trying to steal my boyfriend back."
Claire chuckled. "I'm sure we can figure something out," she said with a shake of her head. "More importantly... If you're worried about the other sisters, does that mean you're a Lady of the Grove? Permanently?"
Lexi nodded with determination. "Yes. I think that the past few months made it clear to me. I'm not Alex anymore. Maybe I never really was. He was more of a mask than Lexi. Hailey already seems inclined to let me join, and I don't plan to transfer to the Birchwood Society."
"Good," rumbled Anton, "Because we made up that loophole."
Lexi's mouth fell open. Claire pinched the bridge of her nose and groaned, "Anton! Shut uuuuup!"
"What? I thought tonight was all about honesty!" he said defensively.
Lexi took a deep breath... and snorted a laugh. "I guess I should have known," she said ruefully. "Both of you still have some serious making-up to do. For that and other things. Now that we are together, we need to figure out our dynamic and how this will work. Even two-person relationships are hard sometimes, and I imagine this will be even trickier."
"We'll work it out," said Claire confidently. reaching out to tenderly cup her girlfriend's cheek.
"Yeah," said Anton. "People who love each other will always find a way to work things out."
Love. The word made Lexi bluish hotly and bury her face in Anton's warm chest. And although she didn't say the word herself for a few more weeks, it burned inside her like a hot coal the entire time, keeping her warm and making the difficult parts much easier.
...
Epilogue:
Three Years Later...
Faria hadn't realized that she might have difficulty finding a seat. It had been a while since she had attended a wedding. Her acquaintances weren't usually the marrying type, and the people she met in the course of her job almost never came to an ending as happy as this, whether they were clients or targets.
So, in many ways, this was a rare treat.
Despite the crowds, Faria was able to use her force of personality to secure herself a good seat without too much trouble. She probably should have known that the wedding of an upcoming basketball star and his lovely, vivacious bride would be a popular event.
Anton looked as confident and imposing as ever, standing at the front of the church with a beaming smile and a posture that radiated joyful anticipation. Faria remembered him looking just as handsome and cocky on the day they, but something had changed in his face. He looked... at peace. Completed somehow.
Happiness. Another rare occurrence in Faria's line of work.
Just as Faria finished her study of Anton's face, the organ started up and the bridesmaids and groomsmen entered, filing to either side as they reached the front.
Finally, the music swelled as the bride herself appeared.
Claire Estrada (soon to be Williams) looked radiant in pure, innocent white, her dress demurely cut, but with just enough snugness to hint at her sweet, feminine curves. Her eyes were downcast beneath her gauzy veil, and a faint smile played on her lips as she made her way up the aisle.
What groom wouldn't be happy to have such a lovely bride walking up the aisle to marry him? Anton had the wide-eyed, loopy expression of a man who wasn't quite sure if he was awake or dreaming.
But where was... Aha. Faria hadn't recognized her at first. She had changed quite a bit since Faria had last seen her, but that was the whole point, wasn't it? Lexi Fox stood on the bride's side of the aisle, wearing the forest green dress Claire had chosen for her bridesmaids. The maid of honor. To suggest to a casual viewer that the willowy, feminine figure at the front of the church called himself a man just three years ago would probably invite ridicule. Her dress dipped low enough to show a tempting slice of creamy cleavage that was anything but masculine, and her rounded curves would make any man look twice.



How did it feel for Lexi to stand and watch while Claire married Anton? If she was jealous or upset, she hid it well, smiling almost as warmly as Anton as she watched Claire make her way up the aisle.
Faria didn't know exactly how things had turned out between the three young people who had been connected by her hypnotism. She kept subtle tabs on former targets and clients though, so when a wedding announcement crossed her desk, her interest was piqued.
The ceremony itself was short, sweet, and traditional. Vows, rings, a passionate kiss, and tears from many onlookers, including Lexi, Faria noticed with interest. Although, by her estimation, they looked like tears of joy rather than sorrow.
The happy new bride and groom marched from the chapel to the sound of triumphant music. Faria herself dabbed briefly at the corners of her eyes. After everything she had been through in her life, it took a lot to move Faria. But she wasn't made of stone. It was a lovely wedding, and Faria rarely had the opportunity to experience happy endings.
Outside the church, Claire was grinning widely, hugging and receiving the congratulations of her family and friends. Faria waited until the crowd had died down before making her approach.
"Congratulations, Mrs. Williams," said Faria in a low, pleasant tone from behind Claire. "I'd like to give my best wishes to your husband as well. Where has he gone?"
Claire stiffened and turned with a look of shock on her immaculately made-up face. Her eyes darted over Faria's features for a moment, confirming the identity of her unexpected guest. Then, the self-possessed young woman visibly schooled herself, forcing herself to act relaxed and casual.
"My husband had to step away for an important conversation," said Claire in a pleasant tone with just the slightest edge of brittle anger. "I don't remember inviting you to our wedding, Ms. Faria. To what do we owe the honor? Here to make some adjustments?"
Faria let out a silvery laugh, shaking her head. "Hardly. I always take an interest in the... aftereffects of my little projects. I try not to ruin lives when I can help it, but I must say... even the happiest of my final products can't measure up to this result. I tip my hat to you. This happy ending was your victory more than anyone else's."
Claire glared at Faria silently for a moment, breathed heavily out of her nose, and said. "Faria, I think what you do is despicable. If any of your other victims were able to remember what you did, I'm certain that they would say the same thing. But without you, I never would have given my husband a chance. I won't say thank you, but I recognize that."
"You're welcome, dear," said Faria smoothly, tactfully ignoring the young woman's impertinence. It was her wedding day, after all, allowances should be made. "You can repay me by indulging my curiosity. What of the lovely Lexi Fox? I must admit that I was surprised to see her sidelined after your strong protestations of love the last time we met."
Claire tilted her head and narrowed her eyes as if thinking hard. Then she rolled her eyes, seeming to come to a reluctant decision. "871 Mariposa Road. Eight o'clock, Tonight," she said curtly, already turning away.
"An invitation to the reception?" asked Faria, raising a finely-arched eyebrow, "I'm honored."
"Not the reception, " said Claire over her shoulder.
"The second ceremony."
...
One month Prior...
The sisters of the Ladies of the Grove applauded once again as Emily sat down.
It was a sorority tradition for the departing senior sisters to give a short speech on the last day of their final term. It was always an emotional occasion. After finals, the house normally descended into chaos as girls packed things into boxes and bags to move out, so, even though the seniors would technically be around for a while longer, this was the best time for a formal goodbye.
Claire rose smoothly, gesturing for the other girls to quiet down. Everyone agreed that she had been an excellent president this past year: smart, tough, and always willing to listen and give advice when her sisters had problems. Although it had been a few months since she had started wearing it, the sisters still looked with envy at the large, ostentatious engagement ring proudly displayed on their president's finger. Claire's wedding to Anton Williams, up and coming basketball star, would be this summer. Their beloved president was on her way to a life of luxury.
"Thank you for that heartfelt message, Emily," said Claire with a sincere smile. "I'm sure everyone here will miss you just as much. Ok, ladies, we have one more senior sister to hear from. Last, but not least, may I present... Lexi Fox!"
The assembled sisters erupted into applause as Lexi stood, smoothing her short skirt with a nervous smile. The sisters loved their president, but Lexi would always have a special place in their hearts. Claire was the person to go to for solid life advice, but Lexi was the girl you went to for juicy gossip, the latest makeup trends, and, most importantly, sex tips.
The joke around the sorority was that Lexi could fill a book with what she knew about blowjob techniques, and she was always happy to share her knowledge... often in graphic detail. Not that Lexi was a slut... or maybe she was, but if so, she was only a slut for two people in particular. Her relationship with Anton and Claire was an open secret around the sorority, how could it not be, with the loud enthusiastic noises that came from the president's room late at night? Some sisters joked that the only reason Claire had become the president in the first place was so she could get around the sorority prohibition on fucking fellow sisters. But the throuple was a secret that the sisters had solemnly sworn to take to their graves. At least until Anton was well-established in the NBA.
Lexi folded her hands in front of her, a smaller, less flashy engagement ring glinting on her finger as her eyes welled with happy tears. "I want to thank everyone here," she said in a voice choked with emotion. "In a lot of ways, the LGs completely changed my life. I discovered who I was here. I found people who accepted the real me. And it has been my honor to help other sisters discover more about themselves as well."
Some loud sniffs sounded through the crowd. Lexi's words weren't hollow. She had helped one sister stand up to her controlling parents. Another formerly shy sister found Lexi to be their best ally when she decided she wanted to run for student government. And when it turned out that Meghan's boyfriend was mistreating her, Lexi had been the only one who could convince Meghan to leave him.
"I want you all to remember that being yourself isn't easy. Sometimes it's painful." Lexi reached out and squeezed Claire's hand. "But we can't let others tell us who we are. Be yourself, sisters. Love yourself. I'll never forget my time here. Thank you all so much."
There wasn't a dry eye in the house anymore, and it was probably a good choice for Lexi to be bthe last speaker because after Claire pulled Lexi into a hug, the other sisters couldn't resist either, rising as a group and totally smothering Lexi in a chaotic, loving embrace.
...
Anton clicked the door shut behind them, then moved forward with a burning look of passion in his eyes.
Lexi's sultry grin mirrored his eagerness as her fiance wrapped his arms around her, pulling her into a savage, hungry kiss. Lexi's heart swooned and fluttered as she raised a leg instinctively to wrap around her man.
For a long, heated minute, they were lost in their own little world, tongues tangling and hands exploring.
Finally, Anton pulled away. Now that he had taken the edge of his passion, concern colored his features. "Are you ok, babygirl?" he asked. "I felt so bad leaving you on the sidelines like that."
Lexi shrugged with a carefully carefree expression. "I'll admit that it's annoying that I have to be a little late to the marriage party, but we'll fix that in a few hours, won't we, Daddy?" Although it didn't make her happy, keeping the nature of their throuple a secret had been Lexi's idea. Three-way marriages weren't legal or socially acceptable. And if only one of them could be married to Anton on paper, it made sense for it to be Claire. Sadly, the hot new NBA star being married to a trans woman might invite unwelcome scrutiny to their relationship, even on the off chance that they were supported by the public.
It wasn't ideal, but it wouldn't be the first or last time that Lexi sacrificed for her relationship.
'About that," said Anton with a look of discomfort on his face. "I know that you and Claire have been planning tonight's ceremony for a while... but are you sure you want to get married like that? It feels a little... degrading."
Lexi giggled and shook her head, craning her neck upward to kiss the tip of her Daddy's nose. "Of course I do, silly! You should know by now that humiliation gets me off. How else do you think my big strong Daddy was able to turn me into his submissive little cocksucker?"
Anton smiled, but wouldn't be put off. 'I know, Lexi. But I just wanted to make sure that you knew... If you wanted me to give you that sweet, traditional ceremony, with the dress and the vows, and the flowers. I would do that for you in a second. And I know Claire would say the same thing. It's not too late. We can scrap the plans for tonight and do something a little... sweeter."
Lexi sighed and hugged Anton tight. "I know you would, Daddy," she said, pressing her face against Anton's strong chest. "And it's because I know that that I don't need it. I know how you and Claire feel about me without a boring ceremony. Let's have fun tonight instead!"
Just then, Claire threw open the door. "There you two are!" she said with exasperation. "We need to take pictures, hubby." Then she turned and winked at Lexi, so lovely in her stunning bridal makeup that she made Lexi's heart skip a beat. "You too, fiance. The full wedding party. We need to do our chores before we can have fun tonight." Anton sighed and obediently left the storage closet, but Claire put a hand on Lexi's chest and stopped her for a second before they followed.
"I didn't see him here. Did you end up inviting him?" asked Claire seriously. Claire had been in suspense over Lexi's decision for the past week, but had tactfully avoided discussing it until now on the day of the wedding itself.
Lexi sighed and gave her fiance a watery smile. "No. I thought about it right up until an hour before. But I made my decision. He's not my dad anymore. He gave up that right. I don't need anything from him anymore, even closure."
"Good, I'm proud of you, honey," said Claire sweetly, giving Lexi a careful peck on the lips, trying to avoid smudging her makeup.
"And, more importantly, on the way to the second ceremony," Claire said heatedly, whispering hot and wet in Lexi's ear, "You're riding with us in the limo. I don't care what people say. I need you under this wedding dress the whole ride there, because I've been missing you all day." Claire nipped Lexi's ear with a sharp little bite and hurried after Anton, leaving Lexi glad that she had carefully taped herself up today because otherwise, her clit would now be on full display in the tight bridesmaid dress.
...
Faria sat in the considerably smaller chapel, among a much smaller, more exclusive crowd. Most of them were women, and judging by their ages, Faria guessed that they had been former sorority sisters of Claire and Lexi.
The crowd was buzzing with excitement. Anton and Claire were already waiting at the front of the chapel with a petite strawberry blonde who seemed to be the one officiating today.
The organ swelled, and a figure appeared at the back of the aisle.
Shockingly, it was Alex Fox.
Or, at least, an approximation of him. Lexi had put on a tuxedo, but it failed to completely hide her womanly curves. A tophat did a passable job of hiding her long, silky hair, but the immaculate makeup on her face was anything but masculine, and the entire effect was somewhat spoiled by the tall, shiny, white platform shoes she was wearing.
A hush fell over the assembled crowd as Lexi took several swaying steps forward. A hundred eyes watched Lexi, dressed one last time as a man. A murmur of mild confusion spread through the crowd. Although they were aware that Lexi had once been "Alex", only Jake, Anton and Claire had ever seen her bother to dress as a man.
The look on Lexi's face looked strained and uncomfortable as the paused a couple of steps up the aisle. She unbuttoned the tuxedo jacket and struggled out of it awkwardly in stiff motions, throwing it to the floor behind her. The white shirt beneath was tight a fitted, clinging to Lexi's feminine curves. Already with the smothering jacket disposed of, Lexi looked more feminine... and more at ease. The confusion of the crowd gave way to sounds of appreciation. Lexi had staged a public reliving of her emotional journey to femininity for them, and they had finally caught on.
Lexi removed the shirt itself after a few more steps, revealing a lacy, sheer corset beneath in pure white. It was so thin and gauzy that Lexi's tender pink nipples could easily be seen through the material on the tips of her firm little breasts. Now Lexi's little show was moving past poignancy into eroticism. The assembled girls whistled and cheered in approval: they had heard countless stories about how hot and slutty Lexi was in private, and they had all witnessed how light flirting could get her hot and bothered, but now they would see her humiliation kink and slutty submission firsthand. The crowd was practically bursting with excitement.
As Lexi moved forward in her half-bride, half-groom outfit, people called to her from the benches, reaching out and touching Lexi's hand, thanking her and wishing her well. Lexi halted her slutty walk to the altar to speak to whoever wanted to. Hugging guests and kissing their cheeks. It made the march a lot longer, but it made people feel like they were connected to the special day of one of their favorite people.
Halfway up the aisle, Lexi removed her pants. She reached down and snatched them away in one clean motion, revealing them to be tear-away velcro. Finally, the thin veneer of masculinity was utterly torn away. The awkward attempt at masculinity was revealed to be what it was all along: an unconvincing paper-thin disguise.
Now that it was revealed completely, Lexi's bridal costume was a slutty feast for the eyes. She wore pristine white thigh-high stockings with lacy tops, a pure white garter belt around her hourglass waist, and tiny little seethrough panties that barely contained her feminine, hairless balls. Her stiff little clit, drooling eagerly with precum, stuck obscenely up out of the tiny underwear and was decorated with a cute bow of white ribbon tied just under its head.
Lexi looked utterly in her element now, and the confidence showed on her face. She was slutty, feminine, and empowered by her ability to be her true self at last.
The crowd oohed and ahhed as Lexi made her way up the remainder of the aisle, already blushing bright red at the same time as her clit was throbbing and her smile was practically splitting her face. This looked to be the happiest and most humiliating day of Lexi's young life. More and more people stopped her for a quick hug or a few exchanged words, and Lexi indulged them all, to the point that Anton and Claire began to look a little impatient. They clearly had a hard time waiting for what was to come at the front of the church
When she had almost reached the front of the church, Faria reached out and gently caught Lexi's wrist, stopping her. If everyone was going to have their chase to speak with the bride, then Faria had one point of curiosity she simply had to satisfy. This was her only possible chance, and it simply couldn't wait. As Lexi turned toward her with a puzzled glance, Faria whispered...
*Butterfly*
Faria waited for a tense moment, looking into Lexi's eyes. A long time ago, in an empty dorm room, Faria set up that word as a failsafe command. It was meant to finally merge the personalities of Alex and Lexi, removing the temporary partition she had placed in Alexander Fox's mind.
But Faria saw no changes in Lexi's happy, excited expression. Nothing happened. Lexi simply gently tugged her wrist away, gave Faria a murmured "Thank you for coming!" in a confused tone that made it clear she had no idea who Faria was, and moved forward, walking up the rest of the aisle in her sultry, hip-swaying gait.
Faria couldn't help but chuckle to herself. It made sense when you thought about it. If there was no more Alex Fox, then there was nothing left to merge. Lexi had lived alone inside that head for years.
With her curiosity satisfied, Faria sat back and prepared to enjoy the show. She enjoyed weddings, and this one promised to be even more entertaining than the one earlier today.
...
Lexi reached the front of the chapel, her heart hammering and her clit throbbing. It was true that she enjoyed humiliation, but it had been a while since she had been dominated in public. Anton himself looked a little nervous, but Lexi wasn't worried. Her Daddy never had any issues performing when it came to sexually dominating his babygirl.
Lexi looked at Claire, still heart-stoppingly beautiful and innocent-looking in her expensive bridal gown. But the wink that Lexi's bride gave her was anything but pure.
Lexi paused at the end of the aisle, and her two bridesmaids, Grace and Tina, hurried forward to put on the finishing touches. A light airy veil and a wedding train completed the look, transforming Lexi's white lingerie into the sluttiest wedding dress of all time.
Lexi had even turned herself on looking at her outfit in the mirror while she was dressing, and based on the looks of aroused delight on her fiances' faces, they were enjoying the view as well. It was funny, back when she insisted that she was a man, Lexi loved to fantasize about marrying a beautiful girl dressed all in white... a pure, innocent woman offering herself completely to her new spouse. And she was living that dream: Claire was a picture-perfect bride. But Lexi now realized that there had been a deeper desire behind her daydreaming... a longing to feel the soft, feminine, beautiful submission of a bride on her wedding day, not as a groom, but as the bride herself. Today, she planned on chasing that feeling to the fullest.
Lexi stepped up to the altar, gave a shy blushing smile to her soon-to-be husband and wife, and sank down to her knees.
Hailey looked down at Lexi with a sharp grin and a wicked glitter in her hazel eyes. When Claire and Lexi planned out this debauched wedding, Hailey was the obvious choice to officiate. Not only was she a close friend of both girls, but this ceremony was planned to be a thorough exploration of Lexi's fetish for humiliation, and no one was better than Hailey when it came to performative domination.
"Ladies and gentlemen!" crowed the petite former president, "Welcome one and all to the wedding of Lexi. She is getting married to the two people who schemed to emasculate her. Isn't that touching? I think we can all see, based on her attire, that this love story is the story of their utter success."
Lexi felt the first twinges of erotic shame crackle up her spine as the crowd laughed. She had to take a deep breath to steady herself. It would only get worse from here. And better.
"It's the story of a man so lacking in masculinity that his own girlfriend thought his cock would work better as a clit. The story of a man who went toe to toe with his bully and lost so utterly that he fell in love and dedicated his life to sucking big black bully dick." This line drew a snort of laughter even from Claire and Anton and sent another flood of filthy submissive lust through Lexi's feminine body.



"Claire and Anton both asked to say a few words," said Hailey, gesturing to the bride and groom standing above Lexi with a look of eager anticipation on her face. "So I'll turn the floor over to Claire."
Claire looked down at Lexi with a look of mocking superiority on her face. But before she began speaking, she subtly winked. A tiny tell that this was all a roleplay for Lexi's enjoyment. "Lexi dear," she said sweetly. "I knew long before you did that you were the perfect woman for me. When Anton charmed me and fucked me with his big, thick cock, I saw the light. I saw that the tiny thing dangling between your legs would never compare." She raised her head and looked around the audience, inviting them to join in on her ridicule. "You should all have seen how cute Alex was at first 'No, babe, I'm not a girl, I'm just trying to trick people'," she made her voice a whiny mockery, making the crowd burst into giggles. "We all knew from the second you put on those pretty lacy, panties Lexi," said Claire with a smirk. "We knew that you had found your true calling: being a slutty, submissive girl for your daddy. So sorry, baby. You don't get to be my husband. But the bright side is, we get to be slutty brides together for our man. Forever."
Claire stepped back as the crowd hooted and hollered its approval. Despite letting go of Aelx long ago, Lexi still felt hot, clinging shame wash through her body as Claire described how inadequate she had been as a man. Her clit throbbed between her legs, and she bit her lip with ecstasy at the feeling. This is exactly what she wanted. Lexi's sex life with Claire and Anton was great and deeply satisfying, but it didn't have the same raw electric power as when she was caught between male and female. Things were sweet now. Tender. Just for one night, Lexi wanted to capture the erotic humiliation of her forced transformation one last time.
Anton stepped forward, his dark eyes a little troubled. The only question was, would Lexi's daddy be able to step up and put Lexi in her place the way he used to? Nowadays, Anton was protective and supportive of Lexi. Could he get back into the mindset of humiliating her like he used to?
"I knew from the first time I saw you," rumbled Anton. He paused for a minute, then a cocky smile spread across his face. "I knew that you had a desperate hunger for cock." The crowd cheered loudly as they recognized that Anton wasn't going to hold back. Lexi could hear her heartbeat pounding in her ears. God yes. She recognized now that being bullied by Anton had always turned her on, even if she hadn't quite realized it at the time. She breathed in heavy ragged gasps as she stared up at her powerful Daddy, waiting for more. "It intrigued me, in ways I didn't understand," continued Anton, warming to his old role as a swaggering bully. "It made me want to pick on you, push you around, bully you. It has always been entertaining to watch you squirm. But I didn't realize at the time the woman that you were on the inside. Crushing the weak, pathetic front of masculinity you clung to and forcing you to acknowledge me as your Daddy is the most erotic thing I have ever done in my life."
Lexi had never felt more shamed and powerless as she knelt in front of her conqueror. This total, humiliating submission in front of the crowd was exactly what she had been craving.
"I made a worthless excuse for a man into my precious baby girl," said Anton with smug finality, "And I intend to enjoy my victory for the rest of our lives."
"How sweet," said Hailey with a giggle. "And, now, we will exchange the rings." She snapped her fingers and Grace and Tina hurried forward with three jewelry boxes. "To show her humble submission, Lexi will now place rings on her bride and groom's fingers in the method she is accustomed to when serving on her knees: without hands."
Grace opened her jewelry box, revealing a simple gold band. She held it carefully out to Lexi, who held it gingerly between her teeth. With soft, loving, submissive eyes upturned to her beautiful bride, Lexi slowly slid the ring onto Claire's finger with her mouth, swirling and licking Claire's slim finger with slutty devotion as she went. Claire looked down with a beaming smile, for the moment forgetting her role as cruel dom and just enjoying the moment of being submissively attended by the love of her life. When the gold ring finally clinked against the band that Anton had put on her finger earlier that day, Lexi withdrew, leaving Claire's finger dripping with thick saliva and now wearing two rings.
She turned, and accepted a second gold band from Tina, this one with a much bigger diameter. Anton held his massive hand out with arrogant confidence, a wide smile still on his face. Lexi felt her cock pulsing in time with her heartbeat as she began sliding the wedding band down Anton's thick finger, serving the digit with her submissive tongue all the way down. This finger was long enough that Lexi felt it in the back of her throat as she moved downward, but she kept going with barely any hesitation. If she could fit Daddy's cock in her tight little throat, then his finger was no issue at all. Finally, she reached the base of Anton's finger, pushing the gold ring against its twin. She held there for a moment, sucking Anton's finger like a cock while maintaining burning eye contact. She could tell by the bulge in Anton's pants that he was just as turned on by the ceremony as she was.
Finally, she backed away, breathing heavily and leaving a thread of sticky saliva connecting her to her Daddy's finger for a moment before breaking.
"And now..." said Hailey evilly, "It's time for the second bride to receive a ring of her own!" A figure in a tuxedo hurried forward, holding one last ring on a velvet pillow.
Jake beamed at Lexi as he offered the pillow to Claire, so pleased to be there that he seemed to be holding himself back from waving. It had been a little awkward between Lexi and Jake for a few months after their sexual encounter (and Anton needed even more time to warm up to Jake, the only other man who had ever fucked his girlfriend) but in the end, Jake had remained Lexi's close friend. After all, as someone passionate about reinventing and improving himself, how could he not support his best friend to the fullest in her journey of self-discovery?
Lexi was so distracted by Jake's evident happiness that she was taken off guard when Anton hoisted her into the air with muscular ease, spreading her legs wide and presenting her embarrassingly stiff and leaky clit to the watching crowd. Then, with one casual motion, Anton reached over and ripped the gauzy white panties away, leaving Lexi fully exposed.
Claire reached over and untied the now-stained silky ribbon decorating Lexi's clit, tossing it to the ground and holding up the gold ring in her hand with determination.
"W-wait," said Lexi, staring wide-eyed at the ring in horror as Claire firmly grabbed the base of her clit. "On m-my...? You can't be serious! Is that safe?"
"Don't worry, baby," said Claire, speaking loudly enough for the crowd to hear as she fitted the band over the swollen head of Lexi's petite clit, "I did lots of research on ring sizes. Did you know that in your case, the ring finger and cock are basically the same size? It will be fine for the ceremony and you can wear it on your finger later."
Despite her assurances, Lexi moaned and squirmed in apprehension as Claire slid the gold ring down the length of his clit. But she was right. It was a little tight, but humiliatingly, not too tight. Her cock throbbed and grew a little redder from the impromptu cock ring as the crowd cheered the embarassing conclusion of the ring exchange.
Keeping eye contact with Lexi, Claire reached down and unzipped Anton's pants while the hulking groom held Lexi firmly in place, legs spread and presented to the crowd. She couldn't see from her point of view, but Lexi felt the hot velvety skin of her Daddy's cock brush her ass cheeks as it was freed from his pants.
Behind Claire, Hailey said, "And now... the exchange of the vows."
Lexi looked over her shoulder and met Anton's calm, strong eyes. Her face was burning, and a deep warmth was spreading through her body. Suddenly, being here with Anton, almost naked, exposed to all of their friends, her Daddy's cock burning as it pressed against her from beneath... it all felt overwhelming. But his eyes anchored her.
"Anton Williams..." intoned Hailey, "Do you vow to fuck your bride senseless with your massive cock? To dominate her. To own her in body and soul and make her your submissive, treasured possession?"
"I do."
Lexi couldn't hold back a moan as Anton's cock slid inside her, Claire's hand helping to guide him in. His hot, solid length stretched her open and filled her in a way that made the flames of lust inside her roar higher. If not for the ring around the base of her clit, Lexi might have cum from that stimulation alone.
The crowd had ceased its wild cheering and was now silent, almost reverent. All of them were close enough with the throuple to know that they enjoyed passionate, kinky sex, but very few of them had ever had the privilege of seeing the act. The heated, adoring gaze that sparked and fizzled between the bride and groom made echoes of lust burn inside the audience as well.
Slowly, Anton began fucking his bride, moving her up and down the length of his iron-hard cock with his strong arms, drawing whimpers of submissive pleasure from her throat and making her delicate clit bounce and bob with the motion, waving and jolting like a white flag of surrender to her Daddy's superior masculinity.
"Claire Williams," continued Hailey, speaking louder to make herself heard over Lexi's slutty moans of pleasure, "Do you vow to always support your bride in her sluttiness. To smother her with love, support, and your wet pussy? To dominate and tease her in the way that she needs?"
"I do"
Claire moved forward, nimbly reaching out and wrapping her hand around Lexi's bouncing clit and stroking it feverishly. It took good coordination to stroke a cock on someone bouncing up and down this wildly on a cock, but Claire was up to the task, deftly intensifying Lexi's pleasure with a rapid, tight handjob.
Lexi hissed and threw her head back, mind melting from the intense pleasure. Her ass was being stretched and fucked by her big strong Daddy. Her clit was being rubbed and teased by her lovely bride. The pleasure was almost too much to bear. Lexi bounced up and down with wild abandon, chasing the orgasm that she knew was coming. A hum of interest rose in the crowd, and more than one guest slipped their hand between their legs at the sight of Lexi's slutty ecstasy.
"Lexi Fox. Do you vow to serve and submit, pleasuring your wife and husband as a girly slut for the rest of your days?" asked Hailey.
Lexi felt the orgasm burst from her, covering Claire's hands with her girly cum as her asshole clutched desperately at her Daddy's cock. As she felt Anton release thick hot spurts of seed inside her, she moaned from the depths of her heart the words that meant her happy, slutty ever after with her two favorite people...
"IIII doooo!"
...
Faria got up to leave as she saw the crowd rising to move forward, crowding closer to watch as Lexi and Claire, the newly married brides began a heavy, teasing makeout session. She had seen what she needed to see. She had no doubt that the new happily married throuple would have many rounds of sexual bliss, and she was sure the crowd would enjoy the sight... maybe even starting some side events of their own. But the main event was over, and Faria was a busy woman.
On her way out of the chapel, she saw she wasn't the only one to have the same idea. The foxy little blonde who had run the show was sitting on a bench outside the chapel, absorbed in her phone.
"What's the matter," called Faria curiously. "Don't want to watch the fun?"
The young woman looked up, with an expression of annoyance. She seemed like she was about to snap at Faria, but then thought better of it. "I'm in a monogamous thing right now," she said hesitantly, as if not quite sure why she was explaining this to a stranger. "I might go watch the fun, but I need to make sure he's ok with it first."
"Thoughtful," murmured Faria. She cast a critical eye at the young woman in front of her. Something about her performance at the front of the church had been compelling. There was a certain spark about her. Faria considered carefully for a moment, then shrugged. She was in a good mood. Why not take a chance? She sat on the other end of the bench from the young woman, who was glaring at her suspiciously.
"I wonder, dear," said Faira with a mysterious smile, "If you have any interest in hearing about a job offer. I'm looking for someone to assist me with some of my projects."
The young woman raised an eyebrow. Wary, but intrigued despite herself.
"What kind of projects are we talking about?"
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The world wasn't quite ready for the science of gene editing. At least, that's what all the opinion pieces said after the dust had settled.
The cautious reports coming out of competing laboratories in the US and China started out fairly tame. They described new types of gene therapy that could literally rewrite genetic code. The cutting edge new tech might mean cures for congenital diseases, said scientific journals approvingly.
But things swiftly picked up steam from there. A major pharmaceutical company announced that they had successfully changed the fur color of mice using the experimental new technology. Then tail length. Then one America lab made a rat with six legs, seemingly without side effects. China wasn't far behind, quickly approving human trials, which proved just as safe and effective as animal testing.
The world seemed poised on the edge of a revolution. People would be able to change their bodies with a simple outpatient procedure. Changes in height, weight, eye color... almost anything was on the table. Even changes to brain chemistry and structure were promised that could improve intelligence and learning ability.
For a few heady months, the media buzzed about the endless possibilities of the new gene editing technology. Some speculated that by the end of the year, the world would be filled with tall, beautiful, intelligent supermen.
But then doubts began to seep in. What else could this technology be used for? Could a simple gene editing treatment be used to give an enemy a deadly genetic disease? Had adequate testing been done on what would happen if gene-edited people had children? What kind of power would the holders of this technology have?
In a wave of suspicion and pessimism, development of the technology came to a screeching halt, frozen by new strangling government regulations.
The technology faded from the news as development shifted to carefully controlled government laboratories, and everyone forgot about it.
Well, almost everyone.
...
Sid Donner watched dully as the breakroom vending machine whirred, then failed to dispense the candy bar he had paid for.
Great. Awesome. Just another perfect day in his perfect fucking life. Sid let his head slump forward, his thick coke-bottle glasses clicking against the glass of the vending machine at the same time his forehead bumped against it. He had been half hoping that the nudge would dislodge the candy bar he had paid for, but no such luck.
He turned with a sigh and made his way toward an empty table, carefully keeping a wide berth from the loudly chattering group at the table in the center of the room. It would be best not to catch his coworkers' attention... Sid had become a bit of a persona non grata around the lab during the past few months, and if they noticed him, those fucking assholes wouldn't hesitate to give him a hard time.
Sid had never fit in particularly well at Excellular Labs. It was sort of the nature of his job: while all of the fancy-pants PHDs worked on cutting-edge research, he was just the IT guy making sure their computer systems were running smoothly. So it was hard to mix socially with his coworkers.
Sid had to watch every female employee from the cleaners all the way up to the research heads flirt with the hunky male scientists on a daily basis while barely acknowledging that he existed.
So was it any wonder that he had tried to use every advantage available to him to get a leg up?
Sid was absolutely certain that if he was better looking and better paid, what he had done would have been considered cute and romantic. Instead, when he had done some light snooping in a cute lab tech's emails to find out where she liked to go for coffee and what her favorite flowers were, then showed up with a bouquet, she had loudly accused him of being a "creepy stalker".
Sid still seethed with anger remembering when his boss Clark, the biggest, bro-iest scientist of them all, had called him into his office and laid into him, calling him "unprofessional" and "predatory". Clark also for some reason brought up the time Sid had accidentally tripped near one of the secretaries and touched her chest. As if that had anything to do with the matter at hand. Clark had made his position clear: he wanted Sid to be fired, but the higher-ups said there wasn't enough proof of wrongdoing. After all, Sid stuck steadfastly to his story that he had simply made some lucky guesses.
But despite the fact he had escaped being canned, when word got around about Sid's alleged "creepiness" it caused pretty strong reactions from the other smug scientists on staff. Sid got dirty looks and disparaging comments everywhere he went these days.
Luckily, the group at the central table seemed too deep in a discussion to notice him today. Sid collapsed into a chair and buried his head in his arms. He was so fucking tired. It seemed like lately he felt worn out no matter how much he slept. But he wasn't too tired to catch the next part of the conversation from the table in the center of the room.
"I swear to fucking God," said a tall, sandy-haired lab tech. Sid thought his name was "Dave", or something close to that. "The whole industry is buzzing about it online. Someone high-up in the initial gene editing research took some key equipment with them when they got shut down." Sid's ears perked up, and he raised his head from where he had buried it in his arms.
"And now they're selling gene therapy by mail?" said a dark-haired female scientist in glasses, her voice heavy with skepticism. "Come on, Dale. You know how illegal that is. The feds would be all over them within a week." Sid's eyes flickered automatically over the woman's body. Too skinny for his tastes. His eyes darted away.
Dale shrugged. "Hey, I'm just telling you what I heard. I even emailed the address that people say you need to contact to set up the services, and I got a response. Who knows? Maybe this rogue scientist is dumb enough to think they can get away with it."
Another male scientist scoffed in disbelief. "You EMAILED them? You're going to try out a shady gene-editing-by-mail operation?"
Dale laughed. "Fuck no! I'm not that dumb. I just wanted to see if the email had someone on the other end." The cheerful group moved on to other topics, but Sid stopped listening. Gene editing... Sid had followed the news religiously during the intense coverage of the new science a few years back. It had felt like a lifeline to a new, better existence for a short, scrawny man like him. His disappointment had been crushing when the research progress had been forcibly halted.
... But it looked like maybe that hope hadn't been completely extinguished after all.
That afternoon, Sid did a little more light email snooping, this time, in Dale's account. Luckily, the lab tech had been dumb enough to do his little email experiment on his work account. Getting the email of the mysterious gene editor was simple. Now all Sid had to do was send an email of his own.
Just to sound things out of course. Sid would definitely do his research first before trusting some stranger on the internet.
...
A few weeks later.
Sid's heart pounded as he ripped open the small box that was waiting for him in his mailbox when he got home from work.
The contents weren't anything fancy: just two glass vials of clear amber liquid, a small note, and enough foam padding to ensure safe delivery. Both vials were labeled with a firm, legible hand. One read "Eyesight" and the other "Energy". The small note read "Take before bed mixed with hot liquid. You may experience some side effects while genetic changes are taking place."
Well... here they were. He was really doing this. Sid had settled on two initial changes: perfect eyesight and a cure for his issues with fatigue. Even as eager as he was, Sid had done his homework. In his correspondence with the anonymous scientist, Sid insisted that the mystery man explain exactly how the process worked and what changes he would be making.
The response he got to his questions went way over his head of course. Just a jumble of science jargon and long strings of genetic code. But Sid was careful. He brought in some of the genetic code from the email and asked his boss Clark if he knew what it meant.
Clark didn't like Sid, but he was the sort of pompous ass that couldn't help but explain something if he thought he had a captive audience. Although he had to sit through a long-winded explanation from his stupid, tall boss, Sid got the information he needed. Clark said the genetic code sent to Sid was an example of the genes for the formation of the ocular lens.
That was good enough for Sid. Clark had no reason to lie. The mystery gene editor was legit. All it took at that point was sending in a genetic sample and a fair chunk of money to the address provided, and here, just two weeks later, Sid had the life-changing therapy in his hands.
The note said to wait until bedtime, but fuck it, Sid had waited long enough. He made himself some mint tea, unscrewed the vials, dumped them into the mug, and then downed it in one long chug.
It tasted foul. Chemical. No doubt the bits of genetic code had been suspended in some sort of preservative. For a few minutes, nothing happened as the concoction made its way slowly into his bloodstream. Then, little by little, Sid's eyes began to feel itchy. At first, he thought he might just be imagining it, but the sensation grew until it was impossible to ignore. Sid rubbed his eyes as his vision began to blur. The note had said something about "side effects"... Was this itching feeling normal, or had something gone wrong? He was just starting to feel an edge of panic when a massive wave of fatigue seemed to crash over him all at once.
It was like nothing he had ever felt. Sid had been dealing with nagging fatigue for months, but this feeling almost made him want to collapse right there at the table and sleep for hours. Suddenly the intense itchiness of his eyes seemed like a distant concern.
It was all Sid could do to stumble to bed and tear off his clothes before he was out like a light.
...
Sid struggled out of the depths of sleep, lifting his face from a tacky puddle of drool on his pillow. His phone was loudly ringing, still trapped in the pockets of his pants on the floor. Who was calling him? He felt like he must have only been asleep for a few minutes... he was so tired.
But the annoying ring of the phone didn't stop. Sid groaned and retrieved it from his pants. "Hello?" he croaked into the receiver, covering his itchy eyes with a weary hand.
"Donner? Where have you been?" came a sharp and confident voice from the other end. Sid winced at the cheerful, booming voice of his boss Clark.
"What?" he asked groggily. "I've been at home...what... what do you mean exactly?"
"At home?" repeated Clark in confusion. "Are you sick or something? HR says you never called in when you missed work yesterday. It's already ten for Christ's sake!." Sid pulled the phone away from his face. He tried to read the time to see if Clark was telling the truth, but for some reason, his eyes were too blurry at the moment. It didn't feel like he had been asleep all afternoon and night, but he didn't know why Clark would lie. As for whatever Clark was saying about him being gone from work yesterday, that was ridiculous. Clark must be confused.
"Sorry, boss. My alarm must not have gone off," said Sid with a massive yawn. "I'll be right there."
"Good," said Clark curtly, and hung up. Sid fully intended to get up and head to work... but he really needed just five more minutes of sleep. The phone tumbled out of his loosening fingers as another unstoppable wave of fatigue slipped over him like a thick, heavy blanket, sending him tumbling back into sleep.
...
Sid awoke with a start, instantly going from deep asleep to wide awake and sitting up in bed.
His room was dark apart from the faint glow of streetlights filtering in through the window. For some reason, Sid's internal clock seemed completely off. His body told him it was morning, but one glance out the window confirmed that it was late at night.
Seeing his phone lying on his bed next to him, Sid attempted to check the time. No luck: his phone's battery was completely dead. He plugged it in to charge, and as he did so, realized that he felt fucking amazing.
Sid had struggled since high school with morning grogginess, but despite just waking up, Sid felt like he was three coffees deep. Better, because this feeling didn't come with any nerves or jitters. His newfound energy did come with one unexpected side effect, however.
Sid Donner was fucking horny. His cock was a throbbing rock-hard spike in his loose sleep shorts. Morning wood wasn't strange in and of itself, but this erection brought with it a dull pulsing heat throughout his body. Sid felt like he might go nuts if he did jerk off right fucking now.
Well, there was no time like the present.
Sid got up from the bed to go grab his laptop, and as he did so, instinctively reached out to grab his glasses. He stopped dead with his hand grasping his thick, embarrassing lenses, a smile slowly spreading across his face. Sid realized with a thrill that he had been looking around his room with perfectly clear vision since he woke up.
Another glance out the window confirmed it. Sid let out a soft chuckle of stunned disbelief. He could read the license plates of the cars parked beneath his apartment building easily. Holy shit! His eyesight was probably even better than average now.
But despite his pleased surprise at his clear vision, the burning arousal roaring through Sid couldn't wait. He strolled to his living room, leaving his glasses behind for good. When Sid opened his laptop, he was surprised to see that the time was currently 11:23 PM. He frowned. That couldn't be right... he went to bed right after work. Had he only slept six hours or so?
Then bits and pieces of the half-asleep conversation with his boss came to him. Shit! He had missed work completely today. Had he actually been asleep for thirty hours? He quickly checked the date... and his mouth fell open in shock. It was Friday night. Sid had gone to sleep Wednesday evening. It was two days after he had first fallen asleep: Sid had been dead asleep for about fifty-four hours.
It obviously worried him a little. But Sid forced the concern out of his mind. The gene editor had said there would be side effects, after all.
And more importantly, his libido was screaming for release, and right now jerking off took priority over everything else.
...
Sid leaned against the wall of his shower, panting and grunting as he pumped his slippery fist up and down his cock.
This weekend had been a good-news bad-news situation. The good news was that Sid had gotten exactly what he asked for from the gene therapy. His eyesight was perfect, and his persistent problems with fatigue were gone. He woke up feeling refreshed and energetic every morning.
The bad news was the strange effects that the treatment had had on his sex drive. Before getting the gene therapy, Sid had been content with jerking off maybe once every other day. But now, if Sid went more than a couple of hours without release, the dull burning ache of arousal would build up inside him bit by bit, eventually turning him into a rock-hard, dripping mess.
He thought that maybe it was a side effect of whatever gene treatment had been applied to his energy problems. Maybe his energy levels had inadvertently been juiced up in more ways than one. He would have to send an email about it to the mystery man. In just minutes, Sid whimpered and strained, letting out a watery trickle into his clutching fist. That seemed to be the result of his frequent masturbation sessions: Sid was hardly cumming anything at all after milking himself dry so frequently.
Feeling momentarily relieved, Sid stumbled out of the shower, Grabbing his towel and drying his face. When he looked up into the mirror, his eyes stuck there for a moment. Oh yeah. There was one other change, although Sid wasn't sure if it was good or bad. The wide eyes that looked back at him from the mirror were now a deep, rich blue instead of the dull drown they had once been.
They looked good... but it still disturbed Sid a little that his eye color had changed at all. It wasn't something that Sid had requested. So was it a side effect of his improved vision? That didn't seem right. Sid had a hard time believing that eye color and eyesight were linked in that way. But if not, did it mean that the gene editor had made other changes without consulting Sid?
Sid turned away from the mirror, drying his body. He had other things to worry about. Like how he was going to explain to Clark the fact that he had no-called no-showed for two days of work.
...
Sid walked a little taller as he entered his workplace on Monday morning, feeling more confident now that he had gotten rid of his glasses and felt full of energy.
That newfound confidence lasted less than a minute.
"Donner," snapped a confident male voice, causing the other people hanging their coats to turn and look, "It's about time you showed up!" Dr. Clark Bronson strode forward, stopping to loom above Sid with his arms crossed across his broad chest, a disapproving frown tugging down his chiseled features. Sid felt his breath catch in his throat. This sort of confrontation had been exactly what he was afraid of. His boss Clark didn't hesitate to make public spectacles of people he wasn't happy with.
But this time, it felt even worse for some reason. For reasons he couldn't put his finger on, today Sid found Clark even more intimidating than usual. His powerful stance with his shoulders thrown back, his tall, muscular physique, and even the light stubble that Sid had never noticed before all broadcast powerful, dominant masculinity.
"Well?" growled Clark, raising an eyebrow with a faint sneer on his face. "What have you got to say for yourself?"
"I... well, Clark, I..." spluttered Sid weakly, struggling to remember the excuses he had cooked up for this exact scenario.
"It's Dr. Bronson," said Clark firmly, his eyes hard and cold as he stared down at the shorter man. "Now focus, Donner. You skipped work for two days. You even lied to me over the phone. I want your explanation. Now."
Sid gulped, seeing that the focus of everyone in the reception area was now on him. He heard a few giggles as two cute lab techs whispered behind their hands with glittering eyes. This was utterly humiliating. His worst nightmare: to be publicly disciplined by his massive, masculine boss. Oddly, Sid felt that now-familiar, insistent heat flare to life inside him, and his cock twitched in his pants.
Sid fought back the inappropriate arousal. He wasn't attracted to men anymore. For a few months in college, he had thought he might be bisexual, but after deciding that the social costs were too high, he had simply stopped thinking about men that way. Mostly.
It was probably just the strange overcharged libido he had experienced since he took the gene treatments. Whatever was causing it, getting a boner while being chewed out by your boss was horrible timing. Sid fought hard to regain control of himself as he said: "I w-was feeling unwell, Dr. Bronson. It was hard to even talk on the phone."
Clark shook his head with a pitying sigh. "You're going to need to lie better than that if you want to convince me, Donner. I'm smarter than you'll ever be. Well... I guess I should have known. I don't know why I expected a little perv who snoops through girls' emails to show an ounce of professionalism."
Sid was a bright shade of red by this point, and some of his spectating coworkers were openly laughing at his public humiliation. He opened his mouth, wanting to say something forceful and defiant, to gain back a shred of dignity in the face of his boss's bullying, but as he looked up at Dr. Bronson's chiseled, confident features, he once again felt a crushing wave of inferiority that sent a disturbing tingle to his cock and made him weakly close his mouth.



Clark leaned down until his nose was almost touching Sid's. "Well, Donner... are you going to get your shit together and do your job?" he asked in a quiet, but forceful voice. Sid could smell his boss's clean, citrusy aftershave.
"Yes," whispered Sid, looking away, unable to meet Clark's eyes.
"Yes, what?" asked Clark sharply.
"Yes, Dr. Bronson, I'm going to get my shit together," said Sid miserably, his voice cracking.
"Good," said Clark crisply, straightening up. "Go get to work then. I'm sure you have lots piled up."
Sid retreated, followed by mocking eyes and laughter from his unsympathetic coworkers as he scuttled down the hall. But he didn't head for his office. Instead, he made a beeline for the bathroom, entered a stall, and latched it shut behind him.
He had his hand around his stiff, precum-leaking cock almost before his pants were off, stroking wildly. Stupid fucking Dr. Bronson... with his height, and his muscles, and his deep voice. Dominating him like that in front of everyone. It was horrible.
Why was it turning him on so fucking much?
An image of Clark looming over him with a disappointed sneer seemed to sear itself into Sid's mind as he orgasmed, hissing and straining in the thankfully empty employee restroom. Sid collapsed back against the toilet tank, taking harsh, ragged breaths. He needed to get control of this sex drive problem if it was manifesting in socially devastating ways like this.
And that wasn't the only thing he had to email his mysterious contact about. After that humiliating meeting, Sid refused to stay a smaller, weaker man.
Clark Bronson would see how easy it would be to intimidate his employee once Sid was as tall, muscly, and handsome as him.
...
This time, the box that arrived at Sid's door was much larger. Inside, he found not the small handful of glass vials he was expecting, but dozens of glass vials held in purpose-built racks. Each of the three rows was labeled differently.
"Overall Attractiveness"
"Body Type"
"Genitals"
A note accompanied this shipment as well.
"As discussed in our correspondence, drastic alterations such as the ones you have requested require multiple treatments. Take the gene therapy doses according to the schedule provided. NOTE: Initial changes may seem counter-intuitive. This is a normal part of the process: baseline changes made initially will act as a platform for later growth. Don't judge the effectiveness of the treatment until the final vial has been taken."
Sid stared doubtfully at the note. The gene editor had mentioned by email that the process to make him a huge, big-dicked hunk would be more complex than the changes to his eyesight and energy levels, but he wasn't sure he liked the sound of "counter-intuitive changes". But... in for a penny, in for a pound. He had already paid the massive sum for this new round of treatments, and the last ones had worked like a charm.
The hot tea he glugged down tasted even more like chemicals this time. The gene editor had assured Sid that there wouldn't be any multiday naps like last time, but Sid was cautious anyway, monitoring himself for signs of drowsiness for the next hour.
He killed time by jerking off.
Over email, the mysterious scientist had sworn that Sid's increased libido wasn't something that came from their genetic tinkering. They suggested that perhaps Sid had always been this horny, and his increased energy levels had simply uncovered his sexual appetite. Sid wasn't sure about that, but the gene editor had nothing else to say on the matter.
Sid completely forgot to ask about his eyes.
...
The warning in the package of glass vials turned out to be necessary. Without it, Sid might have freaked out a little about the initial changes to his body.
Sid wished that he had been a little more specific about what he was aiming for when he told the gene editor he wanted to be "more attractive". Even after the disclaimer in the package, Sid was a little nervous about the changes he was seeing in his body.
For one, he had started to lose hair. Not on his head. The hair up there, in fact, seemed to be growing rapidly, and Sid swore that the roots seemed to be getting lighter and lighter. No, it was the hair on the rest of his body that was disappearing. The coarse hair in his pits and on his crotch was falling out at an alarming rate, replaced first by finer, lighter hair before disappearing entirely, leaving him smooth and soft all over.
But that was just a minor inconvenience compared to what was happening to his face. His eyelashes had thickened and lengthened, making his new brilliant blue eyes pop, and his lips were puffing up slowly over time. Also... unless it was his imagination, his face was becoming softer, slimmer, and less angular overall. It was hardly a good sign: Sid wanted the same sort of chiseled good looks as Dr. Bronson after all. But the note had been clear: he wasn't to judge the changes until the final dose was complete.
His body was a whole other issue. Sid understood that turning a scrawny, short man like himself into a tall, muscular hunk would probably take quite a few edits, so he was willing to be patient. But the initial changes that started happening were counterproductive when it came to making other men respect him.
Sid had been excited at first when his butt and thighs began swelling, thinking that it would signal the beginning of an overall growth spurt. But the growth had remained frustratingly localized, leaving Sid with a juicy ass and wide curving hips. He kept trying to tell himself that this was just the first step, but it was hard to keep his cool when he had to deal with the smirks and chuckles of his male coworkers about his "girly ass".
Meanwhile, on the top half of his body, his arms actually seemed to be shrinking, growing slimmer and less muscled in contrast to the beefy look Sid craved. Sid also couldn't help but feel that whatever was supposed to be happening with his pecs had misfired. His chest had become flabby, with pockets of fat forming beneath each nipple. Speaking of which, the changes to his nipples made no sense to him at all. They had grown larger and more sensitive the more treatments he took, until just moving around with his shirt scraping against them was enough to trigger a sympathetic reaction from his hair-trigger cock.
His cock was the worst part. Sid had been very specific on this particular modification. He wanted a thick ten-incher. Big enough to be shocking, he hoped, without being offputting. But not only had his cock grown ridiculously sensitive, he swore that it had actually started shrinking.
How could a shrinking cock be the first step toward a massive one?
But Sid did his best to keep the faith. After all, he had seen the power of this technology firsthand. He was sure that by the time he finished the vials, he would be thrilled with the way he looked.
...
"I'm not sure, Donna," said Dale, leaning back in his office chair with a nasty smirk, "I guess something must have come unplugged, but I'm not sure what goes where down there. You'll have to root around and figure it out."
"I-it's Donner," mumbled Sid, nervously glancing away. "This is the third time this week Dale... I m-mean sir. Do you think you could maybe be more careful with your cables?" He was having more and more trouble talking to the strong, confident men at his workplace these days. Soon, he would be as tall and bulky as them, but for now, the temporary state of his body made him a target for leering stares and ridicule.
"I don't know what to tell you, Donna," said Dale with a shrug. "They come loose no matter what I do. Good thing I have everyone's favorite IT girl here to help me."
"I'm a man, s-sir," protested Sid weakly, his face growing bright red. Some of the other researchers had noticed that Dale was once again giving him a hard time and looked over with amusement. A few of the guys even stood and moved closer to get a better look.
Sid felt a traitorous stiffening between his legs once again. His sensitivity and increased sex drive had made poorly timed boners a constant issue, and for some reason, the petty bullying of other men in the lab was particularly triggering. Something about being talked down to by a bigger stronger man just reached inside Sid and flipped a switch for some reason, as much as he hated it. He couldn't wait to finally get the body he wanted and put all of this humiliation behind him.
Regardless of his wishes, Sid knew that there was no way out of his current situation. It was in his job description to make sure all workstations were properly hooked up, and the last thing he wanted was Dr. Bronson to reprimand him in public again... when that happened, hiding his erection was practically impossible.
So Sid sighed and sank to his knees, the eyes of Dale and the other gathered researchers following him all the way down. "Fine, but next time be more careful, ok?" he asked pitifully.
"I'll see what I can do, princess," said Dale dismissively, "Now get to work"
Sid crawled beneath the desk, sticking his plush, rounded butt and thick, squishy hips up into the air behind him. He knew that this was why the other male scientists had gathered. It was sick, really. All of these guys were supposedly straight, yet they openly stared and drooled at Sid's ass.
It was like they didn't even see him as male at all anymore.
Sid could hear his breath echoing loud and ragged in the cramped space beneath the desk. His tender nipples scraped against his shirt, pressed forward by the budding bumps beneath them as he stretched and reached to check the cables connected to the workstation.
"Hey, are you alright down there, Donna?" asked Dale in a voice of suppressed amusement, "It looks like you might be stuck."
"N-no, I'm fine, sir," said Sid in a breathy, strained voice, inadvertently wiggling his ass in a tempting sway as he tried to check all of the cable hookups. Aha. There it was. As expected, the monitor cable was unplugged. Sid was about to put it back in when he felt Dale's strong fingers grip his hips.
"Are you suuuuurrre?" asked Dale, his fingers digging into Sid's new soft, rounded hips. "I could pull you out! Or maybe give you a little... push."
Sid's head spun and his cock throbbed as he felt the touch of a man for the first time in his life. He opened his mouth but just a soft, confused sound came out. He was frozen, unable to act. Dale's thumb traced the curve of his ass in slow back-and-forth strokes.
"What the fuck is going on here?" said a sharp, masculine voice. Dale's hands immediately withdrew, and Sid scrambled out from beneath the desk, red-faced and trembling.
Dr. Bronson stood in the doorway, his face dark with rage. This time Sid was happy to see him. Who knew what might have happened if he hadn't walked in?
"Donna. My office. Now," snapped the commanding older man, turning away with a flap of his lab coat. Sid's mouth fell open in disbelief as Dale and the other men snickered. He was too shocked to even protest that his name was actually "Donner".
His coworkers watched with interest as Sid left with an unconsciously seductive, hip-swaying walk to meet with his angry boss.
...
Dr. Bronson sat at his desk, lacing his fingers together as he leveled a flat, hostile glare at Sid across the room.
"I've taken a look at your open IT tickets, Donna," he said in a hard voice, "It's as long as my arm. Department heads are starting to complain. And what do I catch you doing? Flirting with the staff."
Sid spluttered indignantly. "F-flirting!?! No, Doctor, those men, they... they were..." But even as he protested, the very fact that he was being disciplined once again by his merciless boss was making him feel dazed, his whole body warming up.
"Whatever you want to call it," said Bronson, waving a weary hand. "Whatever games you're playing with your male coworkers, it's interfering with your job." Sid wanted to protest that he would like nothing more than to do his work, but the guys wouldn't leave him alone, calling him away from his duties constantly to tease him like they had today. But he felt too awkward and tongue-tied by the strange lust that bubbled up inside him whenever he was humiliated. He could feel his nipples pressing diamond-hard against his shirt and prayed that Clark wouldn't notice them.
... and of course, masturbating in the bathrooms multiple times per day didn't help his productivity either, but he knew better than to bring that up. Clark was staring at his red-faced employee with open exasperation. When he realized that Sid wasn't going to be able to speak, he just shook his head with a sigh.
"This is your last warning, Donna. Your transition is your business, but you can't let your sex life interfere with your work," he said, then waved Sid off, turning to grab some folders from his desk.
Sid had never felt more humiliated in his life. As he walked back to his office, hips swaying and pants tented, he could see his coworkers smirking at him and hear them whispering to each other. His boss thought he was a transgender woman. Probably his other male coworkers did too. That explained all of the attention he had been getting lately.
Once again, instead of going straight to his office, Sid stopped by the bathroom. Not to jerk off this time (although he would have to do so soon if he wanted to get any work done), but to take a good look at himself in the mirror. Once he looked at himself with Clark's words in mind, it was hard to unsee. His lower half wasn't just chunky, it looked feminine. His face had lost most of its masculine qualities, and the swelling on his chest could be mistaken for small breasts if you didn't know better.
That was it. The gene editor had told Sid not to rush to judgment, but this was too much. Even if this was just an intermediate step, it wasn't worth the respect he was losing at work. He was going to send a strongly worded email tonight demanding answers.
...
Sid bit his lip (which still felt unusually ripe and swollen between his teeth) as he read the email.
Coming home from work hot and bothered and furious, Sid had sent an email immediately demanding answers about his treatment. To his surprise, despite usually taking a few hours to reply, the gene editor's response was almost immediate. The mysterious gene editor had asked for details about Sid's concerns, and eventually drew Sid into describing his new circumstances at work in his most recent email.
Sid's deep blue eyes scanned the response.
[Well, pardon me for saying so, but it sounds like the issue you are having has more to do with social issues than with your body per se. I don't need to tell you that bullies prey on those who they don't respect. It doesn't matter if you are on vial three with a still-forming physique or vial fifteen with a massive, muscled torso; if you are perceived as weak, you'll be seen as a target.
But I do sympathize with your issue, and I realize that, unfortunately, the middle stages of your treatment might make you more vulnerable to mockery. So, as a courtesy, I can provide you with some treatments to augment your mental and social abilities free of charge.]
Sid frowned, but he had to admit he was intrigued. If he was smart and socially skilled enough to fend off the bullying of his coworkers, it would solve most of his current problems. But there was one thing bothering him... he understood how genetic editing could improve his mental abilities, but didn't see what genes had to do with social skills. To put his mind at ease, he asked about the social skills treatment and received an email a few minutes later.
[Great question. The treatment enhances the parts of your brain that recognize minute facial movements, as well as making you more sensitive to things like pheromones. Long story short, it allows you to read a person's state of mind more easily.]
Sid didn't know if any of that was scientifically accurate, but it sounded plausible.
And when had the gene editor ever steered him wrong?
...
Donna gasped in ecstasy as she rolled her hips, squishing and rubbing herself against the corner of her desk. She had stopped masturbating the normal way about a week ago. Her cock had become so small that it had become hard to get good friction with her fist wrapped around it. This new humping method felt much better. There were other masturbation methods she had been experimenting with as well... but they were harder to do discreetly at work.
Her body had undergone a lot of changes... Oops! His body. Sid was a boy after all, and wasn't named Donna. Sometimes that was hard to remember. All the men at work had been treating him like a woman for weeks, after all, and it just felt easier to go along with it instead of constantly arguing.
Sid's hair was almost fully blonde now, and reached down to his shoulder, thick, lustrous, and wavy. He had a cute heart-shaped face now, with thick lashes and plump, permanently pink lips. His chest had continued swelling, and Sid was considering looking into wearing a bra until the bulk there finally spread out and looked more manly. His thighs and butt were now even thicker and juicier, jiggling when he walked. Sid couldn't wait until he was that thick and powerful throughout his entire body, turning him into the kind of hunky man that made his mouth water... errr... made him jealous.
Even better, the treatment that Sid's friend had sent in the mail to help him with being smart and talking good had worked like a charm! Ever since he had taken them, it felt like his mind was calm and clear all the time, instead of overthinking everything like he used to. And the boost to his social skills had helped as well!
Donna had discovered that all her coworkers wanted to do was joke around with her a little! The best policy was to lean into their teasing games and learn to embrace the erotic charge she got from the humiliation. After all, her little two-inch cock was so small at this point that no one even noticed anymore when it was stiff and dripping.
Oops. His cock. He was a boy. He was Sid, not Donna. Why was it so hard to remember that?
Sid was so caught up in his own little world of humping his desk and letting out little moans that it took him a second to realize that the door was open and Dr. Bronson was staring at him.
"Oh!" he gasped, instinctively covering his crotch and shying away. "Doctor! I didn't see you there! I was... I was j-just stretching and I..." Dr. Bronson just shook his head with a smirk. "I know exactly what you were doing Donna. It's why I wanted to talk to you in fact. Meet me in my office."
When he was gone, Sid collapsed in his chair, breathing heavily and trying to calm down. It was hard: humiliation had become his number-one turn-on lately. And it was hard to imagine anything as humiliating as being caught masturbating by his manly older boss. The fact that he had to go meet with Dr. Bronson again didn't help to calm him down either. In a few short weeks, Sid had gone from dreading confrontations with his hunky boss to secretly craving them. It only made sense: humiliation turned Sid on like nothing else, and Dr. Bronson could embarrass him better than anyone.
Sid briefly considered completing his masturbation session before he left, but Dr. Bronson would be expecting him. He would just have to go into the meeting without relief from the burning, nagging lust that was building up inside him. He got up from his chair and made his way down the hall with his new wiggly gait, his heart pounding hard in his swollen chest. As he passed, Dale poked his head out of one of the labs and said "Hey Donna! I'm having a little trouble with my workstation again. I'd love to see you bend down and fix it." Even in the hurry he was, Sid had time to play along with the little inside joke he had going with Dale. "Ooh, you naughty boy," he giggled, batting his eyelashes. "I'd love to get down on my hands and knees for you, but the boss is waiting for me. Next time?"



"I'll hold you to that," said Dale, and for a moment his expression was dead serious, before breaking into a smirk and a wink. Sid twiddled his fingers at the researcher and hurried to Dr. Bronson's office.
When Sid entered his boss's office, his muscly older boss brandished a stack of papers and held them out to Sid. "Take these, Donna. Tell me what you see." With a slither of apprehension in his gut, Sid took the offered papers and flipped through them.
He winced.
It was a list of the currently open and unresolved IT tickets. It went on for several pages. Sid was genuinely shocked that things had gotten this bad. Sure, he had been putting off work a little bit. He was just taking some time to be a little more social with the boys around the office! And yeah, maybe his habit of masturbating at work had gotten a little out of hand. But to have let things get this bad...
"The last ticket you completed was over three weeks ago," said Clark. This time his voice was quiet, almost pitying. "Donna, I'm afraid the board has decided to let you go. Effective immediately."
Sid looked up at his boss's grim face and blinked, his soft pink lips forming a perfect "o" of shock. His brain sluggishly tried to process what he was hearing with little success. He was... fired? No no no, this couldn't be happening. The truth was, Sid had gone into debt a little bit to pay for his expensive new gene treatments. This was not the time to be unemployed. His eyes suddenly swam with tears. Ever since the social awareness treatment Sid had gotten, it seemed like his emotions were always on the surface.
"B-but," he said, his lip quivering, "Doctor, I really need this job! If I get fired I d-don't know what i'll d-do!" Dr. Bronson sighed and looked thoughtful for a moment.
"Well..." he said slowly, "You have become very popular with the guys around the office. It would be a shame to see you go... I suppose there is one option." Sid moved forward eagerly, seizing his boss's hand in a pleading gesture. "Oh, anything doctor! Tell me what I can do!"
"The board also approved my request for a personal secretary," said Dr. Bronson, his grey eyes unreadable. "If you would be willing to apply for that position, I would consider it." Sid paused and frowned. Secretary? It wasn't what he was trained to do... and it felt a little like a demeaning demotion. But with Sid's new outlook on life, demeaning wasn't necessarily a deal breaker.
"What would I be doing?" asked Sid cautiously, blushing as he realized he was still essentially holding hands with Dr. Bronson.
"Anything I wanted," said Dr. Bronson in a firm, confident voice, staring directly into Sid's wide blue eyes. "You would be working directly under me."
A thrill of erotic tension zinged through every nerve in Sid's body. If he accepted, he wouldn't just be occasionally lectured by his boss. He would be ordered around every minute of the day, Dr. Bronson's steely eyes boring into him at every moment. As much as the idea filled with apprehension, it also almost made him cum in his pants from the thought alone.
"Yes," said Sid, his voice soft and dazed. "Yes, I'll do it."
Dr Bronson chuckled, drawing his hand away to lean back in his chair with his hands laced behind his head. "Not so fast, Donna. I still haven't decided if I want to hire you! You've proven yourself undisciplined, unprofessional, and incompetent. I'm not sure you would be a good fit." Sid had been unsure about taking the position, but now that it was being snatched away from him, he was desperate not to lose it.
"I won't fuck up this time!" said Sid desperately, leaning across the desk in his eagerness and treating his boss to a view of the squishy valley between the "lumps" on his chest. "I promise that I'll be the best secretary ever if you take a chance on me!" The moment hung there, crackling with tense energy. Sid could feel his boss's eyes travel over his new body slowly. This was new. Normally the other men in the office weren't shy about checking him out, but Dr. Bronson kept things curt and professional. Now his hard grey eyes took in every curve before travelling back to Sid's eyes.
"So if I dropped something," said Dr. Bronson, picking up his empty coffee mug and dropping it to the ground in front of him, "And told you to pick it up... what would you do?" Sid's belly erupted in nervous butterflies as he sank to his knees. He could feel every pulse of his rapid heartbeat as blood flowed through his tiny penis and aching, sensitive nipples.
Sid picked up the cup and looked up at his strong manly boss with soft, upturned eyes. He had never felt this small, this inferior, this... feminine. He was kneeling between his boss's legs while the handsome older man looked down at him with a look of faint smugness.
"What I need is a good girl who will devote herself completely to pleasing me. Can you be that good girl, Donna?" asked Dr. Bronson in a clear, calm voice.
Sid shook his head, trying to clear it. This close to his boss, his nose seemed to fill with Dr. Broner's scent. His aftershave, but also the faint smell of his sweat, and even a hint of a deeper, fainter musk. It made it hard to think. Hard to breathe. "I... Doctor... i-I'm not a girl. I'm a..."
"I know exactly what you are Donna," said Dr. Bronson firmly. "I'll ask you again. Can you be a good girl for me?"
Donna surrendered to the warm pink fog clouding her brain, giving in to the submissive pleasure flooding her feminized body. She heard the words puff out of her pink glossy lips without consciously forming them:
"Yes, Doctor."
"Then show me how you would devote yourself to pleasing me," said Dr. Bronson staring down at Donna with an approving grin.
Dr. Bronson made no move, but Donna's instincts told her what to do. She rose on her knees, feeling the slide of fabric against her sensitive nipples as she shifted, and rested her hand on Dr. Bronson's thighs. Her heart pounded as she looked up at him, unsure. Was it possible that this was all a test of professionalism? But her boss said nothing, just staring down with that faint smile as Donna slowly slid her hands up his thighs.
She gasped as she found the thick outline of his erection. Dr. Bronson was huge. Her hand grasped and traced the edges of the thick phallus as her mouth began to water. This was exactly the type of juicy cock that she had once craved to have for herself. And she craved it now, craved the powerful masculinity that her boss gave off in waves. But not for herself. She wanted to... taste it.
When Donna's delicate fingers unzipped Dr. Bronson's pants, it took barely any effort to free his massive cock. It burst out from confinement, gently bouncing in the air, practically making Donna cross-eyed as she stared at it in wonder. Donna had never touched a cock other than her own... but this one held an undeniable fascination. A certain magnetism that meant Donna couldn't look away. It was long, and thick, throbbing with masculine power. And rock hard. For her. That faint musky scent Donna had detected earlier now seemed to overwhelm her. Her mouth was practically dripping with drool.
Her shiny wet tongue poked out from between her lips, slowly moving toward the cock pulsing gently in front of her. A distant part of her screamed in protest, saying that he hated Clark,
that he wasn't gay, and that he didn't want to be a bimbo secretary. But that was Sid. Donna didn't want to be Sid anymore.
All she wanted to do was be a good girl for her big strong boss.
Donna's wet tongue traced gently up the underside of Dr. Bronson's manly cock, before itfinally arrived at its swollen head. And then, Donna's brand new dick-sucking lips found the purpose they had been custom-designed for. They wrapped firmly around the shaft of her boss's dick as she began her first-ever blowjob.
"Good girl," said Dr. Bronson in a tone of deep satisfaction. He reached down with one hand and pulled Donna's long, blonde hair into a loose ponytail; a handle he could use to dominantly seize control of the blowjob. Donna was eager to please her boss, but the feeling of being used as he explored every inch of her mouth was still deeply humiliating. Which only fueled her lust. Her throat began making soft *gluck* *gluck* *gluck* noises as she closed her eyes in rapture, silently worshipping at the altar of cock.
Donna fell into the rhythm, allowing herself to be used like the good little girl she was. She swirled her tongue submissively as her boss's hard cock slid in and out, stretching her pouty lips. Her hand slid down between her thighs, rubbing and teasing faster and faster, not even bothering to try to stroke her pathetic excuse for a cock, just pleasuring herself with a flat, rubbing palm.
Finally, Dr. Bronson grunted "Swallow!" it was the only warning she got before her mouth was flooded with thick, hot semen. With wide blue eyes staring up at her new boss, Donna did her best to comply, swallowing rapidly as she felt herself dry orgasm in her pants (she hardly ever ejaculated these days).
Finally, Dr. Bronor fell back in his chair, leaving Donna panting and trembling on the floor.
"You're hired," he said flatly, with a smirk. "Oh... but there will be a different dress code for you from now on. I'll have some clothes sent around to your apartment."
It was all Donna could do to pull herself together enough to whimper,
"Yes, Doctor!"
...
On Saturday morning, Sid writhed and moaned in his sweaty sheets, thrusting a thick dildo in and out of his greedy asshole with shaking fingers.
When Sid got home from work, away from his new boss's strange, intoxicating scent, the enormity of what he had signed up for hit him. He had agreed to a massive, humiliating demotion. Worse, a demotion to a position where sexual favors to his male boss were heavily implied to be his chief responsibility.
He had enthusiastically agreed to be his boss's "good girl" at work.
Something was wrong. Seriously wrong. Sid was shocked to notice on Friday night that he had only three treatments left, and there were still no signs of the bulging masculinity that the gene editor had promised.
In fact, when he looked in the mirror, Sid saw only Donna, the good girl bimbo secretary his boss insisted he become. Long flowing hair, soft curves, and lush, feminine facial features.
He had sent a frantic email to the gene editor, but there had still been no response. Even more concerningly, Sid had tried not to take his gene editing treatment yesterday... but as the night wore on, he found himself craving the strange chemical taste more and more until it was all that he could think about.
He had given in and taken his treatments in the end. He didn't even know if he had the willpower to fight that urge today.
Sid closed his eyes and focused on the pleasure as he roughly thrust his dildo in and out. This had become his new favorite masturbation method now, although it was difficult to do discreetly at work. Sid tried his best to think of beautiful women, bouncing tits, wet pussies.
But Sid's thoughts kept coming back to his boss's hard eyes looming above him... his massive cock thrusting, stretching Sid's swollen lips.
Sid's eyes flew open, looking nervously at the garment bags thrown over the back of his office chair as his dildo moved faster and faster. Dr. Bronson had sent them by courier yesterday. He didn't actually expect Sid to wear those, did he? Well no he didn't... but he did expect Donna to wear them.
Could Sid really show up to work in those clothes tomorrow? Could he be his boss's slutty bimbo secretary?
Did he want to?
Could he stop himself even if he didn't?
Sid's hips humped back wildly on the dildo, his mind brimming with hard cocks. He squirmed and moaned, imagining being a submissive good girl for his boss as he came a few drops of milky semen onto his sheets.
...
The lab was awfully quiet as Donna tottered in on her new high heels. It had never been an option to resist the will of her boss. She knew that now.
She couldn't believe she had spent so much time worrying about her new wardrobe. It looked so cute she should have embraced it immediately! A tiny, tight little pencil skirt trapped her juicy butt and thighs, forcing her to take mincing little steps on her shiny back high heels. The restrictive skirt also made her thighs rub together as she walked, constantly reminding her of the silky feel of the stockings that had come with the outfit.
The puffy-sleeved blouse that Dr. Bronson had chosen was just sheer enough to give a tantalizing hint of her pink nipples as her big firm tits (Donna didn't lie to herself anymore. That's what they were) bounced and swayed, bra-free.
The reception area was empty and the hallway was deserted. Donna began to feel a little nervous. she had dreaded the thought of revealing her new outfit to the people who used to know her as a man, but this strange silence was even more unnerving than mocking laughter would have been.
Suddenly her phone chimed. Donna dug it out of the small purse Dr.Bronson had given her (the skirt was too tight to have pockets) to check what message she had received. Maybe it was some sort of holiday that she had forgotten and her boss was texting to remind her. She had been a little ditzy lately after all. But to her shock, it was an email from the mysterious gene editor.
[Come to the break room.] Was all it said.
Donna's heart pounded and her mind whirled as she stared at her phone in stunned incomprehension. How did the gene editor know where she was? She didn't understand at all. Numbly, she turned and walked to the breakroom.
As she swung the door open, she saw why the rest of the lab was empty. All of the scientists stood around the walls of the room. Their eyes lit up with hungry anticipation as they saw her enter. In the center of the room stood Dr. Clark Bronson, holding his phone in one hand and wearing a face of triumph.
He looked down at his phone and typed something. Donna's phone pinged again. She looked down. Another email from the mysterious gene editor.
[Good girl.]
Donna dropped her phone as if it was something disgusting, letting it clatter to the floor. "Y-you?" she asked breathlessly, her eyes wide and shocked as she looked into her boss's smug, chiseled face.
"Yes, Donna. Me," he said simply, spreading his arms wide. "I made you the woman you are today."
A swirl of emotions assaulted Donna. She felt weak in the knees. Fear. Anger. Arousal. But above all, humiliation... singing in her veins and igniting her pathetic, masochistic lust. She had been so stupid that she had fallen utterly into Dr. Bronson's trap. He had feminized Sid into his slutty, submissive secretary, and Sid had eagerly participated, downing the fluids that spelled the end of his masculinity without a hint of suspicion.
"Why?" asked Donna, her heart pounding and her nipples already beginning to press against the gauzy fabric of her shirt. "Why me?"
"There was no reason for the IT guy to know this, but Excellular Labs isn't exactly a squeaky-clean business," said Dr. Bronson with a wolfish smile. "We offer all kinds of less-than-legal services under the table. Our bankrollers have wanted us to move into gene editing for some time, but we needed a test subject to make sure we knew what we were doing. And hey, we had a creepy IT guy who wouldn't leave our female staff alone. I thought it would be fitting if he became female staff himself."
Donna frowned, looking around the room at the sneering and chuckling crowd. She had underestimated how much she had been disliked as Sid. "B-but, they were talking about it... how there were rumors online. At lunch one day!"
Dr. Bronson barked a laugh. "Yeah! I have to hand it to Dale. I thought that even you wouldn't be stupid enough to fall for such an obvious honeypot, but he insisted. I overestimated you."
Dr. Bronson strode forward, making the breath catch in Donna's throat from a combination of intimidation and arousal. The muscular older doctor threw his arm over Donna's shoulder and gestured around the room at the grinning scientists. "You should thank all of these hardworking scientists, Donna! While you were jerking your little dick in your office, they were hard at work at their stations, editing your genes to grow those amazing tits and shrink that pesky cock away entirely. Thanks to them, you have a whole new purpose in life. And we can move on to provide this service to the highest bidder."
Donna's dreamy blue eyes scanned the crowd. she could see the fires of lust burning in the eyes of the men, who clearly didn't care that Donna had once been male. She detected no pity in the eyes of the women and even scattered sparks of lust there as well.
"In fact," said Dr. Bronson in an undertone, "I think I know the perfect way that you can pay them back for their hard work. Why don't you take off that cute little outfit and show them the body they designed in all its slutty glory." He backed away, his eyes shining with the same predatory gleam as the rest of his colleagues.
The tension and anticipation filled the air of the breakroom. All eyes were on Donna, waiting for her to show them everything, to be the slut that they knew she had become. Donna could have fought. She could have kicked off her shoes and ran. Look for some kind-hearted scientists who could undo the cruel changes to her body. Try to become Sid again.
But what had being Sid ever gotten her? Loneliness and bitterness and a festering inferiority complex. At least as Donna, in a twisted way, she was wanted. Besides, ever since she had taken the "intelligence booster" her coworkers had sent her, willpower wasn't really Donna's strong suit.
Donna surrendered to the humiliated, masochistic lust blossoming inside her. Her hands rose to her blouse, unbuttoning it and beginning a brief, silent striptease for the people who had utterly defeated Sid Donner.
Her tits were unveiled first. Big, round, and gravity-defying, sitting high on her chest with big, stiff, slutty nipples custom-designed to tempt mouths and fingers. Her hands traced down the generous curves of her hips to unzip her tight skirt, wiggling out of it to reveal a thick, round ass that had a breathtaking mixture of jiggle and firmness. She paused there for a moment, breathing deeply and gathering her courage to pull down the black thong Dr. Bronson had supplied for her.
"Well, don't keep us waiting," said Dr. Bronson eagerly, his eyes locked between Donna's legs. "The genitals were the hardest part to program. Show us the results." Squeezing her eyes shut in embarrassment, Donna yanked down the panties, revealing her cock.
It had become a sort of acorn-shaped nub on her flesh. Everything else was smooth. Her balls had retracted at some point last week, and there was no sign of them.
Donna's stomach roiled as she saw the nods of approval from the crowd. This wasn't some mistake, this is what they had intended all along.
"I can see you aren't a fan of your... current state," said Dr. Bronson with false sympathy. "But not to worry. I have a solution for you." He snapped his fingers, and one of the scientists stepped forward, placing a small box in Donna's hands.
"Open it," urged Dr. Bronson. "This one took a little longer to perfect in the lab. Don't worry. There's no charge this time."
Donna flipped open the lid. Inside sat one more vial of gene editing liquid. It was labeled in crisp font, just like the first vials for "Eyesight" and "Energy" had been.
This one read "Your New Pussy".
Donna didn't know if the scientists had been expecting her to resist or protest, but to her, this seemed like a no-brainer. She immediately unsealed the vial and downed the harsh chemical-tasting liquid straight as the crowd cheered and clapped.



Dr. Bronson held up a hand, and the applause died out. He smiled widely at his homemade slutty secretary as he said, "I don't think your thank-yous are finished yet, Donna. Why don't you get down on your knees and show the boys from the lab what your new body was made for, hmmm?"
Donna's brain was fuzzy, her negative thoughts floating away. All these handsome men that she loved to joke around with had been the ones that made her so pretty. They really did deserve thanks! And why would she deny them, when sucking her boss's cock had been so much fun last week?
Wearing only stockings and heels, Donna sank to her knees, biting her lip in anticipation as the scientists around her hurriedly took off their pants, or, for the most impatient, simply unzipped.
Before long she was surrounded by a forest of cocks. She reached out eagerly, taking two in her hands while another plunged between her lips, prodding and thrusting with enthusiasm. That strange musky smell she remembered from serving on her knees last week swirled around her in a powerful cloud. Male pheromones, a voice inside her whispered. She didn't care what it was, just that the smell drove her crazy with lust.
There were too many dicks and not enough slut to go around. Eager men, desperate for their turn, smeared their dripping cocks on any warm skin they could reach, leaving the eager slut kneeling in the center of the break room sticky with precum. Some of the female scientists, spectating the obscene display with amusement, took pity and gave out handjobs to the men stuck further back in the crowd as they drank in the sight of Donna's utter debasement.
Donna did her best to meet the challenge, bobbing her head and pumping her hands on the powerful cocks of her manly conquerors. She drowned in the torrent of masculine power surrounding her. The strong male energy Donna had once wanted as her own penetrated and humiliated and dominated her completely. And she loved every second of it.
It wasn't long before the first man came, filling Donna's willing mouth with his sperm. She drank it down greedily, savoring the taste as one of the two men she was jerking off orgasmed as well, splattering her face from the side. It became a chain reaction as the sight of her slutty face covered in sticky white sent other men over the edge. That musky smell seemed hyper-concentrated in the semen that now covered Donna's face and tits. She wanted to drink it, play with it, rub it into her skin. She needed more.
And she got it.
Donna fell into a blur of cock. Her hands pumped throbbing dick. Her lips stretched around cock after cock, her tongue swirling and licking and teasing. Men rubbed their cocks all over every inch of her tits. Her hair. Even her armpits. Donna's whole body throbbed with filthy heat. She felt the need for release burning inside her, her tension spiraling upward more and more without relief. And every cumshot just made her frustrated arousal worse, each hot, thick load made her more and more desperate for release.
Suddenly, without warning, the crowd parted. Was that it? Was she done? Had she made very scientist cum?
She looked up, face and tits dripping with her coworker's cum, to see her boss once again standing above her, as naked as she was, his powerful cock standing stiffly at attention.
"Now it's time for your reward," said Dr. Bronson, "For being such a good test subject. I can give you what you need."
He didn't spell it out, but there was only one thing that Donna needed right now. She turned away from him and bent low, her cum-splattered tits hanging downward to drip on the tile of the breakroom as she arched her back and spread her thighs. Finally, she reached behind her and parted her thick cheeks, revealing her sensitive, twitching hole.
"P-please, Doctor," she whimpered. "F-fuck me."
Dr. Bronson only growled in response, seizing her thick hips in his hands and piercing the tight virgin asshole that Donna had unknowingly been training for this day. It felt like she was a puzzle that had finally found its missing piece. When her boss's big, manly cock sank deep inside her, Donna finally let go of all of her lingering doubts. Nothing that was wrong could feel this right. Dr. Bronson began to move, pulling Donna back onto his cock, encouraging her to move her hips back into him as he began to thrust into her soft ass from behind. It was a thousand times better than using a dildo. A living, rigid symbol of conquering masculinity was rewriting her, making her just as much of a woman inside as out.
Donna began to push back harder and harder, giving in to the blazing lust burning inside her. A low slutty moan burst from her throat, drawing chuckles from the surrounding crowd. Through her daze of lust, Donna looked around her. Everyone was watching her and Dr. Bronson. Watching her be taken, turned into his good girl.
It was humiliating. Donna's pace increased even further, and one moan followed another as she felt orgasm approaching.
Dr. Bronson sensed Donna's oncoming orgasm, and seized her arms, gripping them tight and using them to pull her back onto his cock even faster. Her tight, slippery asshole gripped his massive cock like a vice as Donna tensed and shook, her moans becoming high and desperate as she toppled over the edge of orgasm.
Donna's first-ever female climax gripped her body in a powerful spasm. Her spine arched and her hand flew up instinctively to grasp and pinch at one of her sensitive new breasts. The sensation was so powerful that at first she made no sound, unable to even draw in breath in the depths of her overwhelming pleasure. But then they came pouring out: loud, embarrassing howls of sexual delight. She was so consumed by pleasure that she barely noticed as Dr. Bronson stepped back, letting her collapse to the floor.
It took Donna a few minutes to collect herself. By the time she did, Dr. Bronson was standing above her, holding another vial. He turned it so that Donna could see the label.
It read "True Love".
Dr. Bronson's voice was calm and his smile gentle as he explained, all the while slowly tugging his still-erect cock. "Now Donna, this treatment is very special. The label is kind of a joke. But only kind of. This is an experimental product we have been working on. A sort of love potion if you will. If you mix someone else's DNA with this vial... Well, it will link you to that person forever. Their smell and taste will become an aphrodisiac to you. We're not sure exactly how strong the effect will be, but if what our scientists estimate is true... Obsession might not even begin to describe it."
Donna looked up with wide, wondering eyes as Dr. Bronson placed the vial in her hands.
"This choice is yours, Donna. I won't make you... But do you want to truly be my good girl? Forever?"
Donna looked down at the vial, then up into her boss's gray eyes. Then down to the cock he was still idly stroking. She couldn't think of anything she wanted more. She unsealed the vial and reached out her free hand to Dr. Bronson's cock, gently pushing his hand away.
Donna wasn't yet an expert at handjobs, but their aggressive anal sex had brought Dr. Bronson close to the edge anyway. It took only a dozen strokes for him to grunt and tense. Donna angled his cock down, catching several squirts directly into the mouth of the vial, where globs of it floated and swirled with the amber liquid.
Her submissive blue eyes locked with her master's, Donna threw the vial back, draining it and sealing her fate.
This was her life now. There was no going back. So she might as well go all the way.
Donna was ready to stop thinking and be a good girl.
Forever.
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Cross Contamination part 12: Business and Pleasure
Cassie Harlowe collapsed into a fit of laughter as Peter continued an eerily accurate imitation of Principal Wheaton. She glanced across the lunch table at Kelsey, who was giggling as well, sharing a moment of female solidarity over Peter's immaturity even as they laughed at his impression.
It had been a good couple of days. Cassie was already feeling less stressed and more confident. She had been a little worried on that dark day last week when Renee strong-armed the entire school into bullying her. It felt at the time like fighting back and escaping Renee's influence would be impossible. But, just as she hoped, having her two oldest friends in her corner had short-circuited Renee's plan. It was a lot harder to maintain a united front of mockery against someone with allies, and the rest of the student body seemed to have already gotten bored with the project of sexually humiliating Cassie.
"Wait, Kissy," said Peter suddenly as if he had just remembered something. Cassie tried not to make a face as he used the nickname that Renee had popularized. She might have her two best friends back, but it seemed like the demeaning middle school nickname had stuck like glue, even with them. "A guy in my math class told me something crazy. He said he saw you streaming online!" continued Peter with an excited grin.
Cassie froze, an icy spike of panic piercing her heart. Shit! Was it possible that someone from the school had seen one of her secret exhibitionist masturbation streams and recognized her? A thousand weak excuses and justifications whirled through her brain. She opened her mouth to try to explain.
"You've been streaming on Argus?" asked Peter with an impressed tone, "Playing shooters?"
Oh. Ohhhhh! That streaming. Relief flooded Cassie and she gave Peter a sheepish smile. "That? Oh, I don't know. I just tried it out for fun. I don't even know if I'm going to do it again."
"But you have to!" said Peter seriously, leaning across the table. "He said it was a really good stream, and you were even getting donations!"
"Yeah," said Cassie lightly with a shrug. But despite her dismissive tone, a smile tugged at the corner of her lips. Streaming had been pretty fun. And she had made like fifty dollars just chatting with people and playing video games!
"I can picture it now," said Kelsey with a grin, patting Cassie on the shoulder. "My best friend: internet famous."
"Stop," said Cassie with a giggle. Suddenly, Kelsy's expression clouded over, and Cassie turned to see Renee Cross standing above the table, arms folded beneath her perfect breasts, hip cocked, and a cool, disdainful look on her delicate features.
Just the sight of her sent a complicated squirming combination of hate and arousal spreading through Cassie's belly.
"Renee," she said flatly, trying to hide her mixed emotions, "What can I do for you?"
Renee stood silently for a moment with an eyebrow raised before deigning to speak.
"I've been informed that, since you received no complaints during your probationary period, I am required to offer you a position on the cheerleading squad," said Renee in a cold, precisely polite voice.
"I see," said Cassie, unable to hide a little smirk.
"The position would be conditional on you completing the traditional team initiation," continued Renee. "As always, you are free to withdraw from the team at any time." Her tone made Renee's intention perfectly clear: she expected and wanted Cassie to drop out of the squad.
"I'll have to consider it," said Cassie, locking eyes confrontationally with her former friend, "but thank you for letting me know." Being a cheerleader with Renee Cross as her squad captain sounded like torture at this point, but Cassie didn't feel like withdrawing and giving Renee the satisfaction right at this moment.
A look of frustrated annoyance crossed Renee's face. "Fine," she said huffily, "But get back to me by the end of the week. We need to finalize our plans for the big pep rally." The gorgeous, catty teen stalked off with her lacky Mel following in her wake.
"Are you going to do it?" asked Kelsey with a concerned frown as soon as Renee was out of earshot.
"What?" asked Cassie, "Withdraw from the squad? Yeah. But I want to make Renee squirm about it a little first."
Peter tilted his head in confusion. "Really? I was thinking it would be better if you do the initiation." Cassie's mouth fell open in bewilderment. Peter wanted her to submit to some mysterious "initiation"? Just for the privilege of joining a cheerleading squad that was ruled with an iron fist by the person she was currently feuding with? It made no sense.
Cassie turned to Kesley, hoping to get her support against Peter's crazy idea, but instead saw that Kelsey was nodding thoughtfully. "Yeah, I think so too."
"What?" said Cassie incredulously, looking back and forth between them in disbelief. 'Renee and I are NOT getting along right now. Why would I want to join the team she runs?"
"That's why you should join," insisted Peter with a serious look on his face. "Right now, everyone in the school is watching what you do. You're the first person to stand up to Renee in a really long time. If you just quietly quit the squad, everyone will absolutely see it as a weakness."
"So... what?" said Cassie incredulously, "I should just submit to whatever freaky initiation Renee wants to do to me? That's sure to end well."
Kelsy sighed. "I hate to agree with Peter on this, Kissy, but he's right. I mean, yeah, Renee is going to try to make the initiation unbearable to drive you out. We both know it. But everyone else knows it too! If you pass her biased initiation, it will show everyone that you aren't scared of her and that you're willing to go toe-to-toe with her on her home turf."
Cassie wasn't convinced, but she didn't want to spoil her newly repaired friendship with Kelsey and Peter. It had been awkward and strange enough that they had both demanded sexual favors before becoming friends with her again. Luckily, neither had pushed those demands any further in the days since, but the awkward sexual tension was still fresh, and Cassie didn't want to rock the boat by getting into an argument with them today.
"I'll think about it," she said grudgingly, and they turned to lighter topics. By the time the bell rang for the next period, she had forgotten about cheer squad completely.
...
"What's our current initiation for new cheer girls?" asked Renee thoughtfully as she and Mel returned to their table.
Mel shrugged. "Same as it's been since you became captain. The girl needs to go topless during her last practice, take a racy photo with the squad, then chug a drink that all the other girls spit in."
Renee shook her head with a wicked smile. "No, no... I'm afraid that won't do at all. Everyone on the team has already seen Kissy's tits, for one... With that ridiculous uniform we gave her, she's practically naked every practice. No, I think it's high time we revise the initiation procedure. Kissy will be the first to try out a new, improved, more... intense initiation."
Mel raised an eyebrow. "Do you really think Kissy is stupid enough to submit to the initiation? She should know by this point that once you start sexually embarrassing her, she's putty in your hands." Mel trusted Renee's abilities, but even for her, it seemed to be a tall order to trick a smart girl like Kissy into such a dumb move.
"She had better," said Renee grimly, spearing a piece of pineapple with her fork and chewing it savagely. "Convincing her to submit to the cheerleader initiation is one of only two simple jobs I gave the losers who hang out with her. If they want any mercy from me, they have to deliver."
A cruel smile curled up the ends of Renee's pillowy lips. "But I'm not concerned. Kissy has shown us time and time again that when she's horny, all her precious brains practically dribble out of her ears. But..." she pulled out her phone and began drafting a message to another of her pathetic underlings, "It wouldn't hurt to make sure that she is especially warmed up... just to make the decision a little easier for her."
...
Gina Harlowe moaned, low and soft in her throat. Her hands tangled in her husband's hair, pulling him tighter and deeper into the dripping heat between her thighs. His tongue obediently swirled and licked, showing his deep, loving devotion; his commitment to his wife's pleasure.
It just... wasn't...quite...enough. Gina struggled to hold back the whine of frustration building inside her, stronger than the moan. Getting eaten out was nice... but there just wasn't a substitute for feeling the stretch of a big cock filling you up... drilling deep and making you feel the power of the man thrusting into you, pinning you down to the bed with a hot hard spike of pure animal lust.
Gina moaned again, a little louder this time. Her cheeks colored as she realized that the sudden tingle of pleasure that had just shot through was more from fantasizing about Victor's cock than anything poor Daren was doing. Of course, under normal circumstances, she would tell Daren to just fuck her already and force her big black tormentor temporarily out of her mind with his small, but eager cock. But, annoyingly, at the moment that just wasn't possible...
Daren rose, his face dripping from his humble service. "Is there anything else I c-can do, honey?" he asked with big puppy dog eyes. Gina's eyes flicked downward, between Daren's scrawny thighs. His pale little cock and balls danged there, humiliatingly caged in plastic, pressing tightly but futilely against the chastity device a teenage girl had trapped him in.
It was hard not to immediately make the comparison. Victor's massive, dominant cock... taking Gina, taunting her, making her drool despite how much she hated the man. And Daren's disappointing little noodle; squished, submissive, and conquered. Victor would never allow his manhood to be compromised the way her husband's cock had been. Gina knew it instinctively.
She suddenly felt turned off. Well... that wasn't true. Not entirely. She still felt a deep sexual frustration that had been slowly building since she had last seen Victor several days ago, But she knew that right now she could get no further with Daren. Not while he was wearing that emasculating device.
"No dear," she said with a sigh, leaning forward to kiss her husband, then thinking better of it and giving him a quick peck on the cheek. "You've done enough tonight."
She must not have been able to hide her disdainful glance towards Daren's pitiful crotch, because a look of shame spread across his face. "It's not f-forever, honey," he said miserably. "I just need a little time to convince Renee."
"Or..." said Gina with a ripple of annoyance, turning away from her husband so that he couldn't see her face as she put her pajama shorts back on, "You could have just refused to put the damn thing back on after you jerked off to me." She turned to face Daren, her eyes flashing dangerously. "Or hell, you could have even kept the keys Victor gave me! We could be fucking right now if you had put your foot down."
A courier had appeared at the door that very afternoon after Gina and Daren had their humiliating, revealing encounter, demanding that Daren surrender the chastity cage keys. And, typically for him, he had given up the keys to his cock immediately.
"You... don't know Renee like I do," said Daren nervously. "If I try to just rebel all at once like that, she would go nuclear. Don't worry honey. I'm sure I can convince her to give up on the cage."
Gina closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and let go of her resentment toward her husband. It wasn't his fault. Well, the Renee thing was, but not Gina's stress and frustration.
"It's ok, Daren, said Gina with a sigh, pulling him into a hug, "I know you're trying your best. I'm just a little stressed out over work."
Daren looked a little surprised. "Work? I thought you were stressed about..."
Gina's lips quirked into a wry smile. There were so many ways that Daren could end that sentence.
"... becoming my boss's sex slave."
"... spending several days fucking another man."
"... becoming a helpless, horny submissive to a man you hate."
It all boiled down to one thing: Victor Cross. The infuriating, dominant, fascinating man that had outplayed her at every turn.
"No," lied Gina in a firm voice. "I'm not wasting time thinking about... him. You know that right now is a crucial time for me at work. They're deciding who to promote to partner right now, and, for reasons I still can't understand, it's down to me and that worthless idiot Xavier. I didn't have access to my phone the past few work days and didn't make it in to the office. I'm going to have to come up with an excellent excuse if I don't want this to cost me the promotion."
Daren gave her a sheepish smile, pulling his boxers on to hide his shame. "You don't need to worry about that, surely," he said with warm confidence, "You're hurricane Gina, remember? If this Xavier guy gets in your way, he'll be sorry. No one gets the best of you."
Gina smiled back, but her insides were roiling. Just a few short months ago, she would have arrogantly agreed with her husband's assessment. But recently, there had been one man who had been getting the best of her consistently. Being dominated and defeated again and again by Victor had sapped Gina's certainty. What if what her infuriating new master said was true, and she really was a "natural submissive" destined to serve dominant men?
Daren knew his wife well enough to recognize the shadow of blended lust and doubt on her face.
"Has he... been in touch?" asked Daren with nervous dread. "Has he asked you to d-do anything else?"
Gina shook her head. "Not yet," she said flatly. Victor didn't "ask" her to do anything of course; he commanded. But she didn't bother to correct Daren's word choice. It would only make him feel worse. "I haven't heard from him since he... let me come home," she finished awkwardly. She and Daren had avoided discussing the exact details of her sleepover at his boss's house after her forced confession. It had happened, and they had forgiven each other, but that didn't make the events any less crushing to Daren's battered ego... or any less shamefully erotic to Gina. Victor had just been so strong... so masculine. Gina considered herself a strong, self-sufficient woman, but Victor had somehow overridden all of that with ease, making her into a weak, submissive girl for him. He had swept aside her faithfulness and marriage vows with contemptuous ease, making her his slut while she was with him for several days. She still didn't know how she would make that horrible fact up to her poor husband.
And, as humiliating as it was to admit, she was anticipating his next commands on some deep, primal level.
"Maybe he got bored now that..." Daren looked away, his face reddening from the shameful arousal of the cuckold fetish he had tried so desperately to hide from his wife, "...Now that he won."
"Maybe," said Gina, unable to keep the doubt from her voice. She knew in her heart that Victor Cross wasn't done with her yet. And whatever he had planned for her next would no doubt be as horribly, corrosively erotic as his last games.
"In any case, I need some rest," said Gina, giving her husband another chaste kiss on the cheek. "I'll probably be late getting home tomorrow. Lots to catch up on at work."
"Knock 'em dead, hurricane GIna,' said Daren, reaching out to cup her face in a warm, soft hand. "Show them who's boss."
Gina snuggled beneath the covers, feeling more centered and certain than she had in days. Daren really was a wonderful husband; warm and supportive when she needed him, even after her devastating failure to stay faithful to him. In a lot of ways, she didn't deserve the man snuggled into bed with her, even if he had been ensnared by a teenage slut.
Daren was right. She might have a particular weakness for Victor, but she was still the same capable woman she had always been. Work was the perfect place to prove that: an arena where she was unquestionably superior.
A place she could get her groove back and show how confident and powerful she could be.
A place without Victor Cross.
...
The following afternoon, Daren closed the door behind him as he got home, kicked off his shoes, and slumped back on the couch with a sigh. For the first time since Gina had come back from Victor's house, he almost felt normal.
It had been a shocking blow. Gina... his high school sweetheart. The mother of his child. His wife... had fucked Victor Cross. Given him the sweet, forbidden gift of her married pussy. And, based on her filmed confession and her guilty attitude since then, the sex had been mind-blowing. It horrified Daren. Made him jealous and anxious and terrified all at once. But that wasn't the worst part. The worst part was that it also made him horny.
He wished it didn't. If only he had the strength to be fully appalled. To stick up for himself and fight back against his evil boss. But he had gone too deep already. He had also been sucked into sex games he wasn't proud of, and the only way out for both of them was to either wait until Renee and Victor got bored, or to somehow subvert their control. At least Gina had an end date: in less than a month, she would be free of her contract from Victor.
Renee had given her "puppy" no such assurances.
Daren felt his phone buzz and knew with a sinking feeling of fear and reluctant arousal that it must be her. It was almost as if thinking about her summoned her.
[Hiiiii puppy! Did you miss me? I was giving you a little time to process after finding out you're a full-blown cuck, but I need your help with something, so your little break is over.]
Daren frowned down at his screen. He obviously wasn't thrilled with the "cuck" label, but he knew better than to raise that issue. Besides, he had more important things to worry about right now. Gina was counting on him to convince Renee to at least relax her chastity cage policies a little.
[Mistress, it's really important that I get a chance to have sex with Gina. After her time at your father's house, we need to reconnect. Can you unlock my cage for now?]
Daren sent the message with his heart pounding fast. Renee could be unpredictable. If he was lucky, his mistress would be condescendingly sweet about the request. If he was unlucky, she would be furious.
[Puppy, puppy, puppy... we talked about this! I don't think you're ready to lose your virginity yet. I want to make sure you've improved a whole lot before you try having sex as a real man.]
Daren huffed in frustration. [Again, I'm not a virgin, mistress. I have a daughter for God's sake!]
The answer that came back made Daren's brow crinkle in confusion.
[Do you?]
Daren started typing a reply, then deleted it. He stared down at the text again. Renee knew he had a daughter. She had been teasing him over Cassie for a while now. She had an entire scheme to corrupt her. They even apparently knew each other at school. He couldn't understand what she meant.
Renee replied again without waiting for Daren to respond: [Anyway, I don't think it's a good idea for you to fuck your wife right now anyway. Not so soon after she got fucked by my dad. Trust me, puppy, you do not want to follow that act. The comparison wouldn't be flattering. But I'll tell you what... if you do a particularly good job at the task I have for you today, I'll consider giving you a hall pass to make sweet love to wifey despite my better judgment. Fair?]
Daren felt a surge of confidence. Somehow, he had managed to negotiate his release with Renee. It would all fall into place from here. He would have a chance to have sex with his wife, reconnect with her, and finally break this sick fascination they had both developed for his boss. All he had to do first was impress Renee...



[I'll do it, mistress. What task do you have for me today?]
Renee replied promptly.
[I need your daughter to be especially juiced up this week. Showing off for strangers on the internet makes the little bitch hornier than anything else, so it's time to step up your Argus game and help her come out of her shell.]
Daren grimaced down at his phone. He had... tactfully avoided mentioning to his wife the aspects of his relationship with Renee that involved Cassie. Although Gina had grudgingly forgiven him for being ensnared by the evil teenager, there was no way she would accept his obsession with Cassie that Renee had nurtured.
It was just one more aspect of the relationship between him and Renee that he wanted to cut back on. And the worst part about it, like all things with the evil little minx, wasn't that the things she asked of him were perverted and wrong. It was that he was scared of how much he enjoyed them.
But this was important. It was all in service of his larger goal. He needed to get out of his cage to reconnect with Gina, so that they could face their problems together. So it was fine if he just did one more task associated with his daughter, right? It didn't mean he had to enjoy it.
[Of course, Mistress] he texted back. [I would be happy to].
[Good puppy. Here's your plan of attack...]
...
Gina strolled into work with her shoulders out and her head held high. Last night, talking to Daren, she had been stressed out by the prospect of coming to work after missing a few days, but now that she was here, she felt stimulated by the challenge.
It was time to kick some ass.
As she entered the office, she could see eyes turn toward her and hear whispers swirl. Right. She had almost managed to forget this part. For some reason, lately, there had been an odd sense of... amusement in her coworkers when they talked to her, or when they saw her across the office floor. She ignored it. Her coworkers had always been jealous of her, and she had no time for small-time losers like most of the people in her office. Not when she had her eyes on the prize.
The bored-looking receptionist... Sarah or something, Gina had never bothered to learn her name; secretaries were a little beneath her paygrade, said "Mr. Driscoll wants to see you, Ms. Harlowe. In his words 'the next time she bothers to show up'." Gina tried hard to not let her face twist into a bitter expression.
Frank Driscoll was Gina's direct report, former mentor, and all-around sleazebag. Once upon a time, when Gina was a bright-eyed young lawyer fresh out of law school, she had been stupid enough to believe that Frank had been impressed by her talent. She had even considered him a mentor for a while. One inappropriate drunken pass at a work conference had brought reality crashing home: Frank's interest in helping her career wasn't based on platonic friendship and respect.
Gina had never told Daren about the incident. There was nothing to tell, really. A drunk older man making an embarrassing attempt to kiss his younger, married coworker and managing to grope her butt for a few seconds before getting slapped. Daren had been weird about other men having an interest in Gina ever since the painful break they had taken in college, and Gina knew that he would freak out and overreact if he knew about what Frank had done, so it was best just to let it go. She hadn't reported it either. It was so much more effective to just hold it over Frank's head and make sure he had no choice but to continue supporting her career.
She might be paying for it now though. Frank was no longer worried about being reported for sexual harassment that happened years ago, and Gina suspected that the reason that she and useless fucking Xavier were "neck and neck" for the promotion was that Frank wanted Gina to remain under his thumb.
Gina walked toward Frank's office, schooling herself into icy calm. She felt almost like she was going into a courtroom, lining up the excuses that she had prepared in her mind, ready to go, considering how best to counter Frank's anger or suspicion.
She heard low voices and laughter from inside her boss's office as she approached, and had to stop herself from rolling her eyes. Another one of his insufferable "boys' club" meetings which never seemed to have any relevance to the work being done at the firm. No doubt Frank was smoking cigars and swirling scotch with some of the older lawyers again like this was the fifties or something. Gina didn't have any patience for that sort of thing, so she unceremoniously rapped her knuckles on the outside of the door and entered in one smooth motion.
What she saw inside made her blink in shock. Just as she expected, Frank Driscoll was leaning back in his chair behind his ostentatious desk, a glass of amber liquor in hand. Xavier Mason lounged on one of the guest chairs, holding a cigar loosely between two fingers and giving the boss his best brown-nosing grin. Xavier was a good-looking man in his late twenties, with tan skin, an obnoxious little goatee, and long, slicked-back hair. Just looking at the slimy little prick made Gina want to sneer. He was an awful lawyer who had only managed to get this far in his career by kissing ass and having a dick. The very fact that he was Gina's direct competitor was insulting. Even worse, the entitled prick seemed to think that he and Gina, his older coworker, had a smoldering, will-they-won't-they sexual tension. Nothing could be further from the truth: Gina found Xavier repulsive and beneath her. But he was too self-important and conceited for Gina's real feelings toward him to penetrate his thick skull.
But those two were common fixtures in this office. The third occupant was the one who took Gina's breath away and left her with a swooping sensation of mingled dread and shameful arousal.
Victor Cross sat in his leather chair like a king on his throne. His commanding presence made it feel like he was the host rather than a guest. All three men looked up when Gina entered the room, but Gina's eyes sought and held Victor's gaze almost instantly. A shiver of erotic energy crackled up her spine as their eyes met and a warm yet unpleasant smile spread slowly across Victor's face.
Gina's sense of drive and confidence faltered a little while a feeling of perverse excitement suddenly bubbled up inside her.
"Harlowe!" said Frank, spreading his arms wide in welcome with a big, shit-eating grin on his face. "So good to see you! I thought maybe you decided to quit on us. Come in, come in. You're just in time, we were about to get started." Gina shuffled into the room, closing the door behind her. Her boss's tone immediately put her on the defensive. Frank wasn't usually an easy-going kind of boss, so it was odd that he seemed to be content with letting her absence go with a passing comment.
There was something off in the atmosphere of the room. A sort of slimy understanding that seemed to pass between the three men present. Gina had a sneaking suspicion that she had been a topic of conversation shortly before she arrived, and that suspicion was confirmed almost immediately when her boss opened his mouth and said, "So... Mr. Cross tells me that you two have... met?"
Gina's heart leapt into her throat and her eyes flicked to Victor, but his face was carefully impassive. There was no way Victor would be crass enough to tell other men about their filthy, adulterous tryst at her job, right? Frank was just speaking suggestively to get a rise out of her. This was a test.
"We know each other," said Gina cooly. She drew a tight rein on her emotions and turned her eyes back to her boss, deliberately ignoring Victor. She didn't know what kind of game he was trying to play by showing up at her job, but the safest way to respond was not to engage. Gina still had to be on top of her game and win that promotion, whether or not Victor was here.
"That makes things easier," said Frank decisively, setting down his glass of liquor with a clink. "Harlowe, I know that I've kept you and Xavier in suspense for a while now over who I was going to recommend for the open partner position. Until this morning, if I'm being honest, I was just going to call it in Xavier's favor based on your clearly demonstrated lack of commitment these past few days."
Gina felt a swell of panic and opened her mouth to protest, but Frank cut her off, wagging a finger condescendingly. "Ah, ah, ah, no need to stress, Gina. Victor informed me that you were doing some private consulting for him these past couple of days, which is why you didn't make it to work. Is that right?" Gina felt blood creep into her face and had to work hard to avoid looking at Victor. How much exactly had Victor shared about the nature of the "consulting" work they had been up to last week? Regardless, based on where Frank was taking this conversation, Gina felt like there was only one way she could answer. Calling Victor a liar without a more convincing excuse for where she had been wouldn't do her any favors.
"That's right," she said in a small, clipped voice, trying her best to maintain her air of dignity.
Based on the oily smile on Frank and Xavier's faces, Gina could assume that Victor had at least hinted at what they had been doing. But thankfully, her boss moved on. "Well, then I should be thanking you, Gina. Because Mr. Cross is now considering putting our law firm on permanent retainer to handle his company's legal issues." Now Gina couldn't help it. Her eyes darted suspiciously to Victor, who raised an eyebrow and shrugged minutely. Gina felt a flare of annoyance. She knew Victor was controlling, but couldn't he leave one part of her life where he didn't insert himself?
"Well, long story short," said Frank, waving his hand vaguely in the air, "He and I were discussing who would best be able to serve his needs at our firm. And the discussion came down to you and Xavier, once again." Xavier raised his glass and an eyebrow at Gina across the office with a smug little grin on his face. What an obnoxious creep.
"So I decided, hey! Why not tie the two issues together?" Frank leaned over the desk, his grin wide, sharp, and predatory. "You're back in the race, Gina. Mr. Cross and I have set up a little... skills demonstration today. Whoever can convince us that they can serve Victor best as a client will not only become the official contact for his account, but also be promoted."
Gina thought quickly, her lips drawn into a harsh, thin line. She didn't much relish the thought of working directly with Victor as a major part of her job, but it seemed like she had little choice. Frank had made it clear that, if not for this impromptu competition between her and Xavier, she would already be out of the running for the promotion. In a lot of ways, a short, intensive test of legal skills would be to her advantage: a way to clearly demonstrate that she was a better lawyer than Xavier. Gina studied Victor's calm, faintly smiling face for a moment with barely concealed annoyance... this was all assuming that Victor would play fair.
Games where Victor was involved always seemed to be frustratingly slanted against Gina.
Gina took and deep breath, squared her shoulders, and said, "Of course, boss. No problem. Just tell me what to do." She didn't know exactly what Victor had planned for her, but the only way to succeed was to play the game and defy his twisted expectations. She may have been tricked and humiliated by him in the past, but this would be different. Her job was where she was most comfortable and competent. None of that "natural submissive" bullshit could touch her here.
"Great," said Frank simply. He slid a thick folder off of his desk and handed it to Gina. "Your task is to do a little legal research about a client that Mr. Cross is considering taking on at his advertising business. Make sure that they are legally above board and won't cause his company any issues." Gina picked up the folder with a smug look on her face. It didn't sound too difficult. Not really the kind of work that was at her level, truth be told. She cast a contemptuous glance at Xavier, still lounging back with a cigar in hand. "And him?" she asked with a mild sneer.
"I'll give him his task in a minute," said Frank lightly, picking up his glass and taking a sip. "We men need to finish our conversation first. We'll expect an update from you before lunch, Gina. Impress us." Gina felt another flash of annoyance at his dismissive tone and the fact that Xavier wasn't being forced to hurry to work as well, but she simply smiled thinly at the three smug men and walked out. As she clicked down the hall to her office, her heart filled once again with a sense of purpose.
Now she was playing on her home turf. It was time to show Victor that he couldn't expect to beat her every time.
...
Cassie hummed happily as she entered the house, tossing her bookbag carelessly by the door and opening the fridge to grab something to eat. It had been another good day. She hadn't realized how much her life had become a downward spiral of shame and arousal when she was best friends with Renee until she was free of it.
"Hey sweetie," said Daren from across the kitchen, making Cassie jump a little. She hadn't noticed him when she came in. "You seem like you're in a good mood!" Cassie looked at her dad a bit warily. Things had been painfully awkward between them the past week. It was understandable: there had been that strange close call one night when Gina was gone... a night of inappropriate sexual tension between father and daughter fueled by the herbal aphrodisiac that Renee had pressured her to take. Things had even gotten... physical at one point, although thankfully Cassie got sleepy and passed out before things went too far.
Cassie made a decision. Renee had been the one who complicated things between her and her father, and Cassie didn't want Renee making choices for her anymore. It was time to reach out again. "Hey Daddy!" she said with a bright smile. "Yeah! I'm having a great day, how about you?" Daren looked a little surprised by the enthusiastic response, but his smile grew less forced and more genuine as he realized that Cassie had finally decided to break the ice between them.
"Doing great, sweetheart," said Daren warmly. "Just trying to think of something to do tonight. Your mother is going to be working late."
"Oh, well, sorry Daddy," said Cassie with an apologetic smile, "I'm afraid I'm going to be a little busy. I'm trying out streaming while I play games. It's pretty fun, and last time I got like fifty bucks from donations!"
Daren's reaction was a little strange. He seemed almost uncomfortable. "Ummm, that does sound fun, honey," he said noncommittally, "But be careful, Cassie. You can't trust everyone that you meet online."
Cassie sighed, then crossed the kitchen and gave her dad a quick, chaste peck on the cheek, trying hard not to think about the deep, heavy kiss they had shared last week. It looked like no matter what had happened between them, her dad was still the same old over-protective father that he had always been. "I'll be fine, Daddy," she said brightly, "I'm a big girl, and I know where to draw the line."
She snatched the yogurt and apple she had taken from the fridge off the counter and retreated to her room, with her father's conflicted eyes following her as she went.
In her room, Cassie pulled up Argus, the streaming platform she had made an account on, and began setting up her second-ever stream. Kelsey and Peter had been even more enthusiastic about the idea of Cassie's live streaming today, and they had been full of ideas on how she could use it to make money. Since Gina would be working late, today was a great opportunity: if her dad was nervous about the idea of Cassie streaming to random internet strangers, she couldn't imagine what Gina would think.
Neither of her parents needed to know that Cassie had done a few much much more risque streams a little while ago. Well, those had been masked and completely anonymous, and besides, had been influenced by Renee, so they didn't count.
In any case, today was going to be a fun, wholesome, energetic stream that would hopefully interest a few people enough to make them into fans. Cassie finished her snack, decided which game to play, took a deep breath, and started her stream.
Showtime.
...
Daren felt a little guilty as he opened up the "Kissy Controller" app that Renee had set up for him. Cassie seemed to be turning over a new leaf, after all, and it seemed like a shame to assist Renee's plans for her...
But it was all in service of the greater good. First, Daren needed to get his chastity cage removed, then he needed to reconnect sexually with Gina. Together, they could resist Victor and Renee's plans, and Daren could simply refuse to help Renee with whatever her twisted goals were for his daughter.
So if that meant just a little sexual humiliation for Cassie today... well, then that was the way it had to be. Daren tried hard to ignore the slight tightness that was building in his cage at the thought.
The first time that Daren had used the "Kissy Controller" app was simple: his only goal had been to get Cassie excited about streaming and to swear on the stream. This time would be somewhat more challenging.
The Kissy Controller system allowed Daren to command an army of bots to simulate a watching audience: making convincing comments in the chat, donating, and even reacting to things that happened in the stream.
Today, he had a goal that seemed almost impossible. Renee had told him he needed to get his daughter to dirty talk on the stream. Even swear words had been a struggle last time, but Renee assured him that she had primed the pump today by giving Cassie a new strategy for money-making that would make the task "a snap".
Daren had his doubts, but he needed to do his best today. His marriage depended on it.
Daren set the user count to slowly climb to 100, instructed the bot AI to greet Cassie, and began his task, adjusting the tightening plastic cage between his legs.
...
"Heyyy everyone," said Cassie happily, watching with nervous excitement as the number of people watching slowly began to climb. "Welcome to my stream! This is only my second time streaming, but maybe some of you are back after my first try last week. Let's have a good time and play some games!"
Cassie loaded up the shooter she had played last time on the stream, reading as her new viewers typed greetings into the chat and started interacting with each other. She felt a pleasant, excited buzz from being in front of the camera again. There was something about being the center of attention that filled her with energy.
Suddenly, the thought popped into her head that she hadn't masturbated since having her falling out with Renee. She swiftly repressed the thought with a blush. Why was she thinking about sex stuff right now while she was being watched by dozens of people? There would be time for that later if she needed some... relief. Cassie didn't need humiliating exposure or Renee's twisted dirty talk to orgasm after all. She could just look up some porn or something after Daddy had gone asleep.
Once she managed to shake off that sudden, strange pulse of arousal, Cassie found herself swiftly falling into a rhythm of playing her game and chatting amiably with her audience. It felt pretty good. At this point, the chat messages were coming quickly enough that it was beginning to be difficult to read them before they disappeared.
Maybe that meant it was time to try out that new money-making tactic that Peter said he had seen other streamers use...
"Ummm," said Cassie a little hesitantly, biting her lip, "Thanks for joining me today, everyone, and thanks for sending messages in the chat... I wish that I had time to respond to each and every one of them," said Cassie meaningfully, staring into the camera shyly. "Buttt, I've heard that Argus has something called "priority chats". If you give a small donation, your message will stick out and stay on the screen. Soooo, if anyone feels like being generous, I am going to be reading all of the priority chats out loud that I get today! Just as a thank you for your kindness." Cassie gave the camera one last charming, sheepish smile, then turned back to the game with a faint blush.



It felt a little like begging... maybe by requesting donations so blatantly, she would turn off her small number of viewers and kill her whole streaming attempt before it even got started. Well, she had mentioned it once, and she would leave it at that, whether anyone decided to use the priority chat system or not.
*dingding*
Cassie looked over at her Argus display with pleasant shock, distracted so badly that she was almost killed in her game. A bright yellow priority chat from HornedPrince sat glowing on her screen. He had spent five dollars to send the message.
"Kick some ass, Kissy!" read Cassie with a big grin on her face, not even caring that she was now playing poorly. "Thank you so much for the chat, HornedPrince! I will!"
She felt better about recommending the feature now. At least one person had thought it was a good idea!
*dingding*
Cassie's grateful smile spread even wider. Now a bright red chat floated on her screen, worth ten dollars from a generous viewer named Subduct0r. Cassie narrowed her eyes to read it.
Her belly did a complicated little flipflop of surprise and unwilling arousal.
[What's ur account name on Simpspace?]
Cassie blushed immediately. She wasn't an expert on the Simpspace platform, but she knew that it was a place for people to sell... adult pictures and videos of themselves. Her mind raced as she considered what to do. Even the thought of the people watching her thinking about her naked body filled her with squirming, erotic discomfort. It reminded her too closely of the masked Randochat sessions that Mel and Renee had pressured her into. She didn't really like the idea of encouraging her viewers to think along those lines. But, on the other hand, she had promised to read every priority chat out loud.
She would have to just push through with reading it and make her position clear afterward.
"What's your account name on Simpspace," said Cassie quickly, in a tone she hoped sounded dismissive enough. "Very funny, Subduct0r. I don't have one. Sorry. Guys, let's try to keep the priority chats..."
*dingding*
Cassie looked over to the new priority chat and her mouth went dry as a twisted heat flared up in her core.
[So when do we get to see those big tits?]
...
Gina's sense of drive and purpose lasted right up until she got to her desk and flipped open the folder.
Gina was no blushing innocent, but what she saw on the first page of the folder made her squeak in mortification and flip the folder closed instantly, her eyes flashing up to check that no one was watching her through her open office door. She could feel hot blood rushing to her face as she struggled to breathe slowly and normally.
After getting a hold of herself and making sure that no one else was watching, Gina slowly reopened the folder with a grimace. The same lurid image that had initially caused her overreaction stared back up at her.
It showed a naked woman kneeling in front of a hulking, shadowy male figure, her head bowed meekly and her arms bound tightly behind her back with rope in a well-composed, but titillating photograph. Stark, somber lettering spelled out "She Will Serve" across the top of the picture. The raw sexual submission and domination radiating from the image made a responding twinge of sexual feeling echo in Gina despite herself. It too closely mirrored the same feelings that Victor inspired in her to fully insulate herself from the subconscious reaction.
Gina took the top sheet and decisively set it to the side, face down. She sincerely hoped that the picture was actually relevant, and not just an image meant to throw her off her game. The next page seemed to explain further, presumably a printout from the same website as the image.
"Is she a wife? A mother? A professional just doing her job? Taken? Unavailable? Not looking for a man? It doesn't matter. When she meets the right cock... She Will Serve."
The next page, thankfully, was a typed letter signed by her boss rather than more obscene material. Gina scanned the short letter with her lips pursed, seeking the explanation for why he had given her a folder that was apparently filled with pornography.
Harlowe,
Mr. Cross is considering taking this website as a client. There have been some legal challenges in the past from the families and acquaintances of the women who "star" in the content hosted on the site. Although no legal challenges have succeeded thus far, Mr. Cross wants to make sure that he isn't opening himself up to legal liability by advertising for the site. Take a look through some of the provided sample content, the correlated legal cases, the documentation provided by the website, and any relevant case law and draw up an opinion on whether you think it is legally advisable for Cross Advertising to take on this client.
FD
With a feeling of sick fascination and her pulse suddenly drumming in her ears, Gina set that sheet aside, revealing an even more explicit image than the first one. It showed two photos side by side. The first photo on the left showed a cute woman in her twenties with a charming, dimply smile. It looked like a publicity photo for a business or a website. The woman was holding a bag of icing over a partially decorated cake in a sunny, brightly lit kitchen.
Based on the photo to the right, Gina could only assume that it was a "before" picture.
The photo on the right was framed differently, angled down as the same woman knelt in the middle of a circle of male legs. She was naked, and holding a small, cheap-looking store-bought cake in her hands with an expression of humiliated lust painting her blushing features. The men surrounding her were caught in the process of pumping their thick, heavy cocks. The photo was snapped just as one man shot a thick rope of cum onto the already sperm-slicked surface of the cake.
Despite the illicit nature of the photo, it was still crystal clear and sharp: they were shooting for the website after all.
With a roiling feeling of arousal and disgust churning her belly, Gina read the caption beneath the photos.
"Jenny Velazquez was a highly rated baker when we first found her, with rave reviews for her sweet creamy treats, and an upcoming marriage to her pastry chef fiance. We decided to hire her for a little get-together of hung, dominant men we were throwing... and by the time the night of the party had arrived, Jenny had decided not only to provide the cake for the party, but to jump out of the cake herself as the entertainment! But don't worry, our party guests made sure she was well rewarded: they whipped up a creamy treat of their own for Jenny to taste, and made sure she enjoyed every last bite. Watch the video and view the gallery now."
Gina felt her heart thumping in her chest as her eyes slid back up to the photos. It had to be just a sick fantasy that catered to the fetishes of the website users. The message implied that the owners of the website had found a mature, engaged, business-owning woman, and... what? Somehow confused or corrupted her within a matter of weeks into submitting to a degrading gangbang on camera?
It made no sense, Gina insisted to herself. It was something out of an adolescent fantasy. This is how men like Victor wanted to see women, but it wasn't the way they actually were.
More importantly, Gina wasn't like the woman in these photos, no matter how much Victor wanted her to be.
Gina reached out and set aside the obscene website printout face down with a rough, forceful gesture. She was a lawyer, and she could control her personal feelings about this awful, darkly erotic website long enough to offer an unbiased opinion. Luckily, the next few pages were legal documents rather than screenshots of the website. Unfortunately, the documents didn't help Gina's growing sense of uneasy arousal.
The fiance of the baker from the website had sued "She Will Serve", alleging that they had ruined Jenny's reputation and business. The suit failed, largely based on the fact that Jenny had given her explicit permission for the footage and images to be posted, and had refused to participate in her fiance's lawsuit against the website.
Shockingly, Jenny Velazquez was the woman's actual, legal name. No efforts to disguise her identity had been requested or offered. Jenny had participated in a filthy, demeaning, cum-slurping gangbang using her real name and undisguised face, then consented to have it posted online.
By the time she finished reading the documents, Gina's breathing was ragged and she felt an uncomfortable moist heat building between her legs. She had to be missing something. Swaggering douchebags like Victor liked to think that they could lead women around by the nose sexually... but they were clearly mistaken. Right?
Gina suddenly had a burning (hot, wet, twisted) need to understand the case more fully. The printed documents didn't give her the necessary context. There was just one place she would be able to find more information...
Gina flipped open her work laptop and called up the website for "She Will Serve". There was a paywall, but a quick inputting of her credit card details quickly took care of that. Soon, the full contents of the site spread out on her screen.
She scrolled down the unlocked page, looking for Jenny. Pair after pair of before and after photos scrolled past. Always a smiling, innocent photo on the left, and a debauched, obscene photo on the right. Jenny wasn't on the first page, and at the bottom, the website showed that there were eight more pages of results.
This whole website had to be fake. All the pictured women must be actresses. It might be possible to find one woman who was perverted and submissive enough to be tricked into this sort of corruption, but there was no way that whoever ran this website could have done this kind of thing so many times!
Gina gave up visually searching and typed Jenny's name into the search bar, finding her immediately. Clicking into her page, she found a "training log" with attached videos, a detailed gallery, and a "finale video" of the final party that they had teased in the description.
Gina clicked into the training log and read, her eyes sharp and focused, eagerly soaking in the information.
In insulting, dismissive language, the writer of the website described how he slowly broke down Jenny's will, visiting her business frequently, acting pushy and forceful, but being careful not to go too far too fast, slowly mixing in subtle physical touch and flirtation. The message was clear from the very first entry: once Jenny had been "discovered", it was already over for her. She might as well have had a cock in her mouth already.
Gina couldn't stop reading. Something about the story and its cruel, demeaning tone, was darkly compelling. She felt heat pulsing in her core as she continued to scroll, her eyes darting over the sickening story.
She couldn't help but think about what Victor had told her the other day in bed... about "natural submissives". Women who had an inborn tendency to submit to powerful, dominant men. She obviously thought it was bullshit, but it was hard to argue with the evidence from the website. What if Jenny had been one of these "natural submissives"? That would explain why it was so easy for a man to corrupt her.
The idea sent spirals of hot, squirming, sexual panic through Gina's belly. The idea of some women being this defenseless, completely powerless to stand up to sexually dominant men... in danger of giving up their lives and dignity, not through force, but because on some deeper level, they craved the degrading control...
Gina hissed in surprise as she realized that her hand had unconsciously snuck between her thighs. The blazing spark of passion that her light, unthinking touch had caused snapped her out of her reverie. She was at work. Not only did she need to be professional, she needed to stay on top of her game in order to defeat Xavier and win the promotion.
She made a massive effort to set aside the troubling, erotic implications of the website's content. Was the website legally blameless? It depended. Was Jenny fully aware that the documents she was signing could ruin her reputation? What kind of pressure had been applied to convince her to sign, if any?
Gina's eyes strayed to the website again, half fearful and half eager to see more. If she watched some of the attached videos, it might give her a better picture of the situation. And, on an unrelated note, it would help Gina confirm that she was nothing like Jenny, and definitely wasn't one of these mythical "natural submissives".
With furrowed eyebrows, Gina clicked on the first "training log" video attached to Jenny's page. And she was immediately lost in a dark haze of sexual confusion. The initial videos were shot guerilla-style by a cameraman with some sort of GoPro mount. They followed a tall, well-built, suspiciously familiar black man with his face blurred and voice changed as he interacted with Jenny. Gina, checking once again to make sure that no one was looking in her door, bumped the volume on her laptop up a couple of notches to hear what they were saying in the video.
The first video showed the anonymous man visiting the bakery and making a polite, but direct and forceful request for a cake, and the follow-up videos showed his subsequent visits to Jenny's business. Jenny started out polite and professional, but over several increasingly heated visits to her bakery, she grew flustered, confused, and eventually, submissive. It was shocking to Gina how competent and intelligent Jenny seemed at first, but even more shocking was how quickly she fell.
It seemed like after only a few visits filled with pushy male confidence, aggressive flirting, and subtle touches to her arm and lower back, Jenny was putty in this awful man's hands. Gina almost gasped with shock when the man with the blurred face ordered Jenny to her knees in the backroom of her bakery. Surely the man had overplayed his hand... it was far too soon for anyone but a slut to even consider complying with such an obscene command.
But Gina could see the twisted conflict warring on Jenny's cute face. Gina felt her hand, once again with a mind of its own, slip back under her sensible business-like skirt, touching lightly at the soft junction between her thighs. On her screen, Jenny slowly, with her face beet red and ashamed, began sinking to her knees... and Gina's fingers pressed a little harder...
"What are you watching?"
Gina nearly jumped out of her skin, her hand flying up automatically and slamming her laptop shut. The breeze from the sudden motion sent several of the obscene printouts from her desk fluttering to the ground. In the doorway, Leon, one of her favorite paralegals, gave her a skeptical look through his thick glasses. His eyes flicked to the floor, taking in the pornographic pictures, and his confused frown deepened.
"Research for a potential client!" said Gina in a falsely bright voice, her heart hammering in her chest and shameful adrenaline jangled in her veins. "Uh-huh," said Leon, his eyes sticking to the porn site printouts on the floor for a moment longer before rising back to meet Gina's.
"Well," he said with acidic tone, "Frank said that I'm supposed to assist you today, so I assume it's for the same job... do you want me to watch porn as well?" Gina flushed a little at Leon's biting words. That was why she liked the older man: he had the same low tolerance for bullshit that she did, but that was coming back to bite her today.
"No Leon," said Gina hurriedly, trying her best to maintain a professional tone, "Could you bring me information on recent cases related to releases signed for sensitive media, pornography in particular? I need to brush up on precedent."
Leon raised his eyebrows but nodded. "Porn cases. You got it, boss. I'll leave you to your... work then I suppose." When he was gone, Gina covered her eyes and tried to get ahold of herself. This was all Victor's doing, clearly. He knew that leaving her with only a locked-up dick for a few days, then showing up and flaunting domination porn in front of her, would distract and arouse her.
Gina would show him that she was a better, more professional lawyer than he thought. Now what should she do next...
Gina looked at the remaining stack of sample cases from the website, then over to her closed laptop. The cases would be directly relevant, but she still felt like she didn't understand the full context of how the website operated.
With a pulsing greedy heat growing inside her, Gina reached for her laptop once again. She would just look into one or two more cases from the website. Just to understand their way of operating. She could be professional about it, no matter what that asshole Victor thought.
...
Daren leaned forward his his chair, his eyes locked on his daughter's reaction. Cassie sat with her mouth hanging open, visibly blushing at the crude message hanging on the screen. He adjusted his painfully tight chastity cage again, his mouth suddenly dry.
"V-very funny guys," said Cassie uncomfortably, suddenly seeming to concentrate fully on the game she was playing. Despite her attempt to ignore the priority message and focus on her game, she didn't play any better.
Daren could see it in his daughter's eyes. The same subtle, flicking burn he had seen that awful, erotic, unforgettable night when Gina was gone. Cassie was horny. The very idea was fascinating to him. Most women who were confronted with a demand to read out dirty messages would be angry or disgusted.
So why was his little girl getting turned on instead... Was it possible that Cassie was a... slut?
The idea was scary, and repelling and deeply, upsettingly erotic. Renee had been teasing Daren far too much about his daughter, and it was hard to completely separate his thinking about Cassie from the kinky sex games his mistress had been forcing him to play.
A deep and irrepressible desire swelled up inside him. He needed to hear more filthy words pass between his daughter's innocent lips. He had to see how much they would turn her on. Daren needed to know if his daughter really was a dirty little slut.
Daren opened the chat window that allowed him to cue the AI to events happening on the stream and instructed the chat to act annoyed and insist that "Kissy" follow her promise and read off all priority messages she received.
Messages from the chatbots streamed by, and Daren watched as his daughter grew more and more flustered. Finally, with an expression of weak surrender, she gave in.
"Ok, Ok! Jesus! she said, her voice a little wobbly from nerves. "The message says "When do we get to see your big... t-tits. Ok? Happy? And the answer is never. I don't know what kind of slutty streamers you boys have been watching, but I'm not that kind of girl. And I would appreciate it if you guys didn't use the priority chats to..."
But Daren was no longer listening. Hearing his daughter make a crude reference to her own body, even if it was forced, had lit a strange fire inside him. It reminded him of when he had hidden in her closet, listening to her filthy conversation with Renee. As he was dwelling on the dark, erotic memory, Daren noticed something strange... he had set the number of bot viewers at one hundred, plus or minus five, but the current viewer count was displayed at one hundred seventeen. Daren's eyebrows furrowed in confusion, then with a swooping feeling in his gut, he realized what it meant.
Cassie had attracted some actual viewers. Daren had just made his daughter talk about her big tits on video, not just to him and a group of AI bots, but to an actual live audience. It should have worried and disgusted him, but instead, the hot drumming of blood in his ears grew faster. Daren could tell his daughter to say any number of dirty things, and she would do it, even though she thought a hundred people were listening. Even though strangers actually were listening. Daren wanted to hear more. His fingers danced over the keys as he hunched over his computer, breathing heavily, looking exactly like the pervert Renee had turned him into.



A new priority message now stood out glaringly on the screen, a bright luminous blue, worth twenty dollars of Renee's money.
Cassie's face turned bright red as her gaze fixed on it, and she was swiftly killed in the shooter she was playing as she lost all focus.
"No way guys," said Cassie in a whining voice, "I just asked you to not write stuff like... like that." But Daren could see the signs. The new, filthy message had made his slut of a daughter even more horny.
"Say it," he mumbled to the screen. His hand fumbled uselessly with his locked-up cock, providing a frustratingly inadequate amount of stimulation. His high-minded mission of saving his marriage had been completely forgotten.
He almost jumped out of his skin when his phone went off. Feeling filthy and guilty, he unlocked the screen to see a text from the last person he wanted to hear from.
[What's up, Hardon? Well... I guess that's a bad nickname for you nowadays isn't it, considering you've lost control of that dicklette. I'll have to think of a new one. Anyway, I'm bored and you've been holding out on me. Send me something else you have from your daughter. I know you have more, you fucking pervert.]
It was from Charlie, Daren's high school bully and current blackmailer. Daren moaned softly to himself. He had hoped that because Charlie hadn't cornered him at work lately the horrible man had somehow lost interest. Charlie had seemed completely satisfied last week when Daren provided some nude photos of his daughter he had gotten from Renee, but it seemed like Daren's bully wouldn't stop until he got what he wanted... Cassie herself.
Charlie's instincts were, in fact, spot on. Daren did have something he had held back from his coworker: a video of Cassie dancing naked during cheerleading practice. He could probably just send that and get Charlie off his back.
But as he started to pull up the video on his phone to send, Daren's eyes flicked to his computer screen, where Cassie was still weakly protesting that she couldn't possibly read the new message he had sent. What if he sent Charlie a link to the stream? The idea was stupid. Dangerous even. But it sent a pulse of dark heat through Daren's veins. If it was hot to see Cassie sexually embarrassed in front of strangers, wouldn't it be even more kinky to see her degraded in front of a man who was scheming to conquer her young, innocent body?
He shouldn't. It would be wrong, a needlessly helpful gesture toward a man with bad intentions. And, more importantly, a betrayal of his vulnerable daughter. It would directly sabotage his attempts to stop Charlie from getting closer to Cassie.
It would be fucking hot, in the most fucked up way imaginable.
Thinking with his cock more than his brain, Daren copied and pasted the link to his daughter's stream with shaking fingers. It was marked as seen in his conversation with Charlie.
On the screen, Cassie, with a loud sigh and obvious discomfort and arousal, finally read the message Daren had just sent.
"Those pretty lips look built for s-sucking... sucking cock," she stuttered, reading the message. "You guys are fucking gross, and if I keep getting messages like this, I'm never going to promise to read priority messages ever again."
Daren's heads-up display informed him that just before Cassie had spoken, a real user with the screenname BigDikDaddy had joined the viewers.
Daren's phone sounded. He felt sweat prickling on his forehead as he read the message from Charlie.
[Creit where credit is due, Softie. You did good this time. This looks like fun.]
...
Gina splashed water on her face and stared herself in the eyes.
She couldn't say she was proud of the work she had gotten done this morning... In fact, she had gotten a little distracted truth be told. By the third time that Leon had interrupted her halfway through a pornographic video, she knew that her problem ran deeper than a simple curiosity about the operations of the website she was meant to be researching.
Gina felt her frustrated libido roaring and burning inside her like a flame, threatening to consume her. It was all because of fucking Victor... winding her up with his awful, sexually dominant treatment, fucking her better than anyone had in her life, cutting her loose and not talking to her for days, then precisely targetting her with pornography he knew would trigger the fetishes he had been nourishing inside her. But it was also Daren's fault. No matter how sweet and supportive of a husband he was, Daren had failed to meet his wife's sexual needs these past few days.
Gina didn't blame herself at all for spending almost an entire morning of work hours watching porn and stealthily masturbating. She had been manipulated.
But that excuse wouldn't hold much weight with her boss. Frank had been clear: he expected an update on her case before lunch, and it was almost noon. Luckily, despite his growing disgust for her over the past few hours, Leon had actually been hard at work, and had found some relevant precedents that Gina would be able to present to her boss. It wasn't much to show for a few hours of work, but at least it would be better than nothing.
So Gina took a deep, steadying breath, left the bathroom, grabbed the slim folder of Leon's findings from her desk, and headed to her boss's office once again, ready to use all of her rhetorical skills to defend her paltry work.
But as Gina approached Frank's office once again, her nervousness ebbed away, replaced by suspicion and annoyance. Murmuring speech and soft laughter were still filtering through the door, just like they had been several hours ago. No way... while Gina had been struggling with shame and temptation, had these fucking men been in here the whole time talking, drinking, and relaxing during the workday?
Gina opened the door with her eyes narrowed and her hand clutching the folder tightly.
"Gina!" said her boss with friendly familiarity, 'We were just talking about you. Good to see you." His voice was just a touch slurred, and his lazy, arrogant eyes took their time scanning up and down Gina's body, giving his phrase a sleazy double meaning.
The other two men in the room chuckled as if Frank had made a witty joke, also taking the time to check Gina out with insultingly direct stares. The distinct impression that Gina got was that, once again, her body had been the topic of conversation immediately before she entered. The open disrespect took Gina's breath away. Frank was a sleazy asshole, as evidenced by the fact he once made a pass at her, but he had watched his conduct around his subordinate carefully ever since. Until now at least.
But something about the casual sexual disrespect somehow affected Gina in her current state. Despite her anger, Gina felt a surge of twisted arousal pulse through her as the seated men chuckled and undressed her with their eyes. She glared at Victor, sitting there with his usual smug smile. This was all his fault. He had somehow shaped Gina's sexuality for his amusement, and now he had infected people who had formerly treated her with respect with his brand of casual, domineering degradation.
Well, if he thought that Gina would give up and melt into a pathetic, horny puddle of submissive urges, he was sorely mistaken.
"I have an update on the research you asked for," said Gina sharply, brandishing the folder and unconsciously holding it in front of her tits like a shield. Something about the slimy, heated gazes of the lounging men in the room made her want to cover herself further, even though what she was wearing was completely professional.
"Oh, that's great sweetheart," said Frank dismissively, waving a hand vaguely at his desk. "Just leave it there, would you? That's a good girl." His sneering, sexist tone made Gina bristle, even as her new submissive instincts twisted warmly in her belly at the sound. She was opening her mouth to angrily reply when Victor spoke up.
"I know that you're not finished with your research, Gina," said Victor in a deep, smooth voice, "But I'd like to hear your initial thoughts on the website. Your... gut reaction."
The sound of his deep, arrogant, manly voice made Gina feel weak for a moment as if she had been missing its sound all this time. His question seemed to strike tauntingly right at the heart of her shameful porn-watching this morning and made the lust burning inside her rage hotter. She suddenly felt horny, confused, and out of her depth. Once again Victor had managed to effortlessly make her feel like a child.
"It's too early to form a legal opinion," said Gina stubbornly, fighting through the blush staining her cheeks, "Anything I said right now would be speculation."
Victor leaned forward, the sight of his muscular physique pressing against the rich cloth of his well-tailored suit drawing Gina's eager eyes despite her desperate resistance. "Your personal opinion then," he insisted with a grin. "I need to be able to trust the instincts of my potential lawyer, after all..."
"I..." said Gina, gulping hard. Filthy, red-hot images flashed in her mind like searing sparks. Woman after woman ensnared, corrupted, and used sexually with a look of humiliated satisfaction on her face: her memories of the porn binge she had been unable to stop herself from indulging in this morning. She felt like she was drowning in Victor's deep, dark eyes. She stopped pretending to be interested for purely legal reasons after a few videos, and began actively fantasizing about being corrupted, degraded, and owned like those women. She would never want that to happen to her in real life obviously, but the idea had a dark, erotic fascination to her.
"I m-mean.. I think that..." she stuttered. Victor's mouth quirked up into an infuriating, knowing smile. Victor claimed she was a natural submissive. But that was bullshit. She would never give up her pride and dignity for sexual gratification. Everything she had done with Victor so far was purely logical, to save her husband's job and then avoid Victor's blackmail.
She wasn't Victor's sex toy because that was what she wanted. Not in real life... even if she did fantasize about it.
Xavier, that annoying little shit, snickered into his drink and said, "You were right, Victor. She watched it." Once again, all three men were chuckling, and Gina felt a consuming wave of burning shame that was frustratingly linked to the growing sexual need inside her. She responded with anger, her go-to defense mechanism.
"Well, hot-shot," she snapped, rounding on Xavier, "Yes, in fact, I have been doing the research my boss asked me to do. And what have you been up to, sitting on your ass and drinking his booze?" Now Gina felt like she was on more familiar ground. She had trouble fighting back against Victor's underhanded sexual tactics, but she had never respected Xavier and she had no issue putting him in his place.
Xavier shrugged languidly. Gina had always treated him with contempt, but he was too stupid and conceited to realize it usually. "Networking with potential clients is never a waste of time, Gina," he said dismissively. "But you're right that I've been too busy making Victor feel welcome to get most of my work done." He reached over to the table at his side and picked up a much slimmer folder than the one Gina had been given. "But since you mention it... would you be a doll and run a few copies for me while I'm busy? You know, since you are up and about anyway."
What the fuck? Did this idiot really think his rival would run copies for him like a glorified secretary? Gina reared back, ready to give a venomous reply, when Frank spoke up. "That sounds like a lovely idea. A great way to show you're a team player, don't you think sweetheart?" Gina stared at him with wide eyes, her anger muddled with confusion. What the hell was Frank thinking? Did he really think he could get away with this obvious, degrading sexism? But, once again, just as she was about to give a heated response, she was interrupted.
"You should do it," said Victor in a low, compelling voice. Gina felt her stomach drop as she silently turned to Victor, who was staring at her with an intense expression of interest. "It would show me how willing you are to... serve your client." Gina's mind flashed again to the women, dominated, pushed around, and degraded by powerful, disrespectful men. The very idea made her angry, and confused, and so fucking horny she could hardly think. She knew what Victor was suggesting... that by agreeing to this insulting task, she would be submitting... demeaning herself in a less serious, but similar way to what happened to the women she had spent the morning masturbating to.
She couldn't. It was stupid. It would be an act of self-sabotage purely for the sexual gratification the humiliation would provide. The smug, self-satisfied smiles of the three men in the room made her sick... but they also made her pussy pulse with moist, humiliating heat. Victor spoke again, his voice like warm, smooth oil being poured on her soul.
"Make the copies, pet."
With half of her mind screaming in protest and the other half whimpering in submission, Gina reached out with a shaking hand and took the folder from the smug, reclining Xavier.
"Ok, I'll make your fucking copies..." she snarled, unable to look at the smirking expressions of the seated men, "But just because... because..."
She couldn't think of a proper end to the sentence. With a pathetic, frustrated sound that was almost a moan, she turned tail and left the office. Her now soaking wet, self-defeating pussy twinged as she heard the men laughing behind the closed door.
...
Daren had just a moment to feel a pang of apprehension before a new priority chat popped up, glowing blue and worth twenty dollars. This one wasn't from him.
It was sent by user "BigDikDaddy"
[You like older guys, honey? DM me your number. After I'm done with you, you won't be blushing and stuttering when you say "cock" and "tits" anymore. I'll fuck that cute, innocent blush right out of you.]
Contrary to Charlie's bold words, Cassie's blush only deepened. But this time, her eyebrows furrowed as well. Fuck. That clumsy asshole was going to screw up Daren's mission to slowly lead his daughter into corruption. Brutish, crude taunts like this would only make her dig in her heels. She wasn't slutty enough to go along with pushy come-ons from anonymous jerks.
"Ok, enough," said Cassie angrily. "You guys have gone too far. Joking around is one thing, but if you act disgusting like this, maybe it's just better that I end the stream!"
She was about to snatch the headphones off in a huff, but then another message popped up. Daren's eyes widened. The message glowed silver, sent once again by BigDikDaddy. It had cost him fifty dollars, above the limit Renee had set for individual donations by Daren.
[Not so fast, sweetie. Everyone else is talking about your naked tits and sucking cock, and you just giggle and say it all out loud, but suddenly I say what everyone is thinking and I'm disgusting? I don't remember you saying you would read any message that wasn't "too gross". You said you would read them all. So when do I get to hear your sweet voice talk about how bad I want to fuck you?]
Daren watched in horrified fascination as his daughter froze with her hands on her headphones. Her dilated eyes darted over her screen, taking in the demeaning, but expensive new message. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips slightly parted.
Daren felt a dark twist of unpleasant arousal in his belly as he recognized the signs. An arrogant misogynistic pig was ordering Cassie around with a demeaning message... and for some reason, it was turning his daughter on.
"You... you can't speak to me that way, said Cassie falteringly. Her heart clearly wasn't behind the protest anymore. She was losing her anger in the face of her arousal and greed. But Cassie was her mother's daughter. Even when losing the battle with her own submissive fetishes, she still refused to give up without a fight.
"You shouldn't speak to any women that way, BigDi... I mean, viewer." Her hands fell from the sides of her head and she stared directly into the webcam, ignoring her game completely.
Another message popped up from Charlie, once again for fifty dollars.
[Yeah, yeah. But you aren't "any woman", are you sweetheart? You're a little slut performing to strange men on the internet for money. Here, I'll make this simple for you: you read one little message from me, and I'll pay you a hundred bucks. Easiest money you ever made. Deal?]
Cassie bit her lip in a gesture that was as innocent as it was unintentionally sexy. Daren didn 't know why his daughter had become so focused on money, but she was clearly giving Charlie's offer serious consideration. Daren glanced over at the viewer count nervously. One hundred and thirty-six. At this point, Cassie had attracted a healthy audience of her own even apart from the bots. Probably because of the sexual teasing that even Daren found fascinating.
On the screen, Cassie seemed to war with herself. She opened her mouth to talk, closed it again, then shook her head. Daren's cage felt tighter than ever before. His slutty daughter was trying to resist the urge to submit to the dirty request of an internet stranger.
And she was clearly failing.
"Well," said Cassie in a voice trembling with shame, "What do you want me to say? Maybe I'll th-think about it." Her eyes couldn't look at the webcam anymore and she fiddled nervously with her mouse.
The message from BigDikdaddy popped onto the screen almost instantly as Cassie gave in.
["Fuck me with your big hard cock, Daddy."]
Cassie's hand raised to cover her mouth in a cute expression of shock as her eyes widened. She looked utterly speechless. Daren watched in fascination, his eyes glued to the screen.
This would be the true test of his belief that Cassie was too smart and chaste to go along with Charlie. For any normal woman, this sort of chauvinistic harassment would be beyond the pale, and the user who typed it would catch a ban.
But as the moment dragged on, and Cassie's face filled with conflicted arousal, her breaths hitching and making her big round breasts heave enticingly, Daren realized with a crushing sense of disappointment and filthy lust that he had overestimated his daughter.
"I.. I don't know if I... said Cassie hesitantly, her eyebrows drawn together and her hands now cupping her blushing cheeks. Daren noticed a few of the real viewers were urging Cassie to read the message; to keep her promise. In a haze of twisted arousal, Daren rapidly instructed the bot viewers to add their voices to the chorus.
Daren was breathing heavily himself now, fumbling with the tiny slit in his cage to desperately seek some sort of stimulation. He didn't even know what he wanted anymore. He wanted Cassie to laugh off the filthy request in scorn and prove that his perverted bully couldn't push her around... but he also wanted to hear the filthy phrase Charlie had demanded in her soft, sweet voice. Maybe he wanted that even more than Charlie did.
Cassie read the chat's demands with wide eyes, sunk her head into her hands with her elbows on her desk, took and deep breath....
And looked up into the camera with upturned eyes cloudy with submissive lust.
"F-fuck... Oh god...." She gulped, then began again in a voice trembling with nerves and arousal.
"Fuck me your big hard cock... D-daddy." The last word was practically a whimper.
The chat went wild, even with the small proportion of actual viewers. People typed that they just came, that Kissy was hot as fuck, that they had just found their new favorite streamer. Some people began sending spontaneous donations, and Daren seized the opportunity to send some bot donations as well, giving his daughter the impression that her dirty talk had caused an outpouring of enthusiasm and support. He watched as his little girl's eyes lit up with greed, almost but not quite drowning out the lust burning there.



And of course, Charlie was waiting to place the cherry on top: his new message blazed metallic gold, worth one hundred dollars.
[Good girl. That wasn't so hard, now was it? But why don't we raise the stakes? If you get those big titties out, I'll send you five hundred.]
The chat blazed with enthusiasm, but Daren shook his head wryly. Charlie had overplayed his hand here. He had already pushed the envelope to the brink. Daren waited to hear the outburst of indignant anger he was sure his daughter would voice at any moment...
But it never came. Daren's heart pounded a sick, thumping rhythm and he felt a bead of sweat form on his forehead as his daughter bit her lip once again, her face locked into an expression of horny confusion.
What the fuck?
Just how much of a fucking slut was she?
...
By the time she managed to run off some copies of the folder Xavier had handed her, Gina had gotten a hold of herself.
She was furious at herself for letting Victor get under her skin. She had slipped up and let her submissive kink take control, and in the process, she had shown major weakness. Now there was only one chance to salvage this: Gina needed to stop letting her pussy do the thinking, focus on the technical legal question of her assignment rather than the pornography, and speak to, look at, and think about Victor as little as possible.
Once again, Gina displayed her incredible talent for stubbornness and self-deception, calming herself and straightening her blouse before turning on her heel away from the printer and heading toward her boss's office with files in hand and a determined glint in her eye. Time to drop these fucking files in Xavier's lap and actually get some work done.
When she opened the door to Frank's office once again, she was surprised to see her boss alone behind his desk. Victor and Xavier were nowhere to be seen. Frank looked up at her with a faint smile on his lips. Gina's boss had never been a bad-looking man. He had a certain tanned, artificial vitality that made him look younger than he was. Gina suspected that there must be some sort of plastic surgery at play there, but had never cared enough to find out. It didn't matter if Frank Driscoll was attractive in a sort of sleazy, dirty-old-man kind of way. It mattered that he held Gina's future career in his hands.
"Dropping off your copies, Ms. Secretary?" the older man asked with a nasty chuckle. "Unfortunately Xavier's giving our new client a tour of the firm. You'll have to leave them at his desk. Or, if you prefer, those two will be back here eventually... so you could always wait here with me."
Gina's mouth hardened into a thin line of disapproval at her boss's inappropriate tone. Although the haze of lust still clung to her, it was easier to ignore and fight through it without Victor in the room. Frank himself seemed different than before as well. His eyes still roamed Gina's body freely, but his attitude felt less nasty and mocking now. He seemed more serious, with an unpleasant heat blazing in his pale blue eyes.
Gina made her choice, clicking the office door shut behind her with a sharp motion. She might be on a humiliating losing streak when going up against Victor, but Frank was another story. She was more than a match for her boss. This was a great opportunity to work on him without Victor there to distract her. She was about to demonstrate to Frank why she had earned such a ferocious reputation in court.
"Cut the smarmy "man's world", act, Frank," said Gina, tossing the folder onto the chair Xavier had occupied and crossing her arms over her chest. "This isn't the fifties, and I'm not a meek office girl that will blush and bite my tongue when you slap my ass. Even you know better than to treat women this way. What, are you trying to impress the client?"
Frank snorted, leaning back in his chair and finally meeting Gina's eyes directly instead of focusing on her body. Gina wasn't encouraged by what she saw there. Something had definitely changed in the chemistry between her and her boss, and she wasn't sure she liked it. "So... you want it all out in the open, huh?" said Frank with a nasty smirk pulling up the corner of his lips. "I'll bite. You know from experience that I prefer a... direct approach."
Gina stiffened. Did Frank just fucking joke about the pass he made at her years ago? Frank's eyes didn't look away or flinch at Gina's expression. He really wasn't intimidated by Gina at all. What the fuck was going on here?
"I got an interesting tip from one of my contacts at police HQ," said Frank in an oily voice. "About a hooker calling herself... what was it?... 'Gigi Swallowes" I think." Gina's mind seemed to buzz into static for a moment, struggling to connect the words coming out of her boss's mouth with their meaning. "Wh-what?" she heard come out of her numb lips while her mind desperately tried to keep up.
"But the funny thing is... this streetwalker looked just like a lawyer some of them knew. Funny right?" said Frank with a look of viscious amusement on his sharp face. He leaned forward across his desk, his eyes flickering once again up and down Gina's body. "They say that she orgasmed during her cavity search, Harlowe. Not even your average whore is that slutty."
"I'm not sure what you're insinuating," said Gina sharply, working on autopilot. The cops had recognized her? But why hadn't they said anything? Gina suddenly knew with sick certainty that she had been set up that day in more ways than one. And now the game that the cops had been playing with her was bearing twisted fruit. Bluffing was the only way out that she could see. "If you're implying that I was arrested for prostitution, I can only say that you shouldn't believe every rumor you hear," she said dryly, doing an admirable job of concealing the sheer erotic terror that coursed through her veins.
"Nice attempt," said Frank contemptuously, kicking his shining leather shoes up onto his desk. "But I've seen videos of the hooker in question, and I don't have any doubts. Should we watch it together so you can confirm? I have it on my phone."
Gina's fear shifted into a weak, frustratingly erotic sense of helplessness. As she felt hot dampness growing once again beneath her skirt, she wanted to scream in frustration. Frank watched her conflicted reaction with obvious amusement from behind his desk. Gina had learned to forgive herself for losing to Victor by now. Her fascinating, evil new master was a cunning and intelligent man after all. But being put into this awful, submissive position by Frank of all people, a man she thought she had thoroughly beaten, was humiliating in a way that made her aroused and furious in equal measure.
What if it didn't even take a man as dominant as Victor to put her in her place? Gina's mind flashed back to the website she had watched this morning once again, the collection of women effortlessly corrupted and sexually disgraced. Was Victor right? Was Gina actually a pathetic submissive like all those women?
"I... what exactly do you want from me, Frank?" asked Gina miserably, unable to meet him in the eyes as her face burned hot with embarrassment.
"Straight to the point," said Frank approvingly, 'I like that. I haven't decided yet. Obviously employing a lawyer that is known to the entire police force as a slutty streetwalking whore is a fucking liability."
He raised a ringed hand and lazily waved Gina toward him in a breathtakingly arrogant gesture. "On the other hand, it sure would be nice to have a partner who I knew would do anything I say." Gina walked toward him with a sinking feeling in her gut that blended sickeningly with her growing arousal. When men got an ounce of power over her, it seemed like they always wanted just one thing. Somehow, Victor's insidious influence had made her into a sex object.
Frank rose from his chair as she approached, looming over her with a look of open, aggressive interest in his eyes that triggered Gina's new fetish for domination. Her heart pounded as she stared up into his pale blue gaze.
"Would you do that, Gina? he asked in a low, calm voice. "Would you do anything that I say?"
"Frank, I... I..." said Gina in a breathy whine. She felt like she was sinking into a mire of dark, twisted lust. She couldn't do this. She wasn't the type of pathetic woman who slept with her boss to get ahead. She had cheated on Daren, but Victor was so strong, smart, and dominant that she couldn't even blame herself: any woman would give in to Victor, married or not. But to submit to a slimeball like Frank? That would just make her a cheating slut. But what choice did she have? In this moment, under her boss's gaze, with his threats hanging over her head and a damp filthy heat building between her thighs, Gina didn't feel like she had a choice at all.
"...Yes boss," she said in a cracked whisper. "Wh-what can I do for you?"
"Nothing too tough. I want an apology," said Frank with a smug, triumphant grin. "You turned me down for a harmless little makeout session a few years back. And what's worse, you held it over my head ever since. And now I find out that you're wrapping those sweet lips around any man willing to pay? That doesn't seem fair at all."
Gina felt the crude gibe hit like a slap in the face. "I'm n-not a...!"
"Shush," said Frank with a shake of the head. "You think I'm acting like it's the fifties? Sounds good to me. Let's treat this like a law firm from the good old days. That means pretty girls like you should be seen and not heard. Now. As I was saying..." He moved closer, now just inches away from Gina's crimson face. "...How do you plan to apologize for being a naughty little cock tease and denying me a kiss? Without the sassy backtalk this time, please."
Her boss's face filled Gina's vision. She felt weak, and uncertain, and deeply, helplessly aroused. She remembered that night like it was yesterday. She had been so excited by how well the conference was going. She shared a drink with her "mentor" at the hotel bar, laughing and smiling. In the elevator, Frank had lurched toward her, his arms wrapping around her, whiskey on his breath. She had slapped him, hard. She had always maintained a secret smug pride over how well she had handled him. How she had said a firm no to her older boss and even turned the awkward incident to her advantage.
Now Gina felt her pride crumbling as she realized what Frank was demanding from her. He hovered just out of her reach, his eyes mocking and triumphant. She could smell whiskey on his breath again. But this time, she wouldn't push him away. She couldn't, and not just because of the information he held over her head. She was caught in a swirl of submissive desire that Victor had forced her into.
And the most humiliating part of this twisted reenactment of her boss's inappropriate come-on was that he was forcing her to make the move herself.
Surrendering to her boss's perverse desires, Gina leaned forward to close the gap. She lightly tilted her head, and then her soft lips were pressed against her boss's, seeking and initiating the kiss that she had denied him years ago.
Now that she had begun the kiss, Frank took charge, wrapping her arms around Gina's waist and pulling her soft body closer, crushing her breasts against him as his tongue slipped into Gina's soft, submissive mouth. Gina gave in to the shameful kiss, her tongue slavishly licking and swirling with Frank's in a sloppy, obscene makeout. It wasn't just a quick peck to satisfy his desire for revenge either. Gina found herself warming to the kiss, her body roaring with the filthy heat she had been fighting all day.
It was so wrong. A clear violation of her marriage with yet another man. Yet submitting to an asshole like Frank only fed the dark, submissive fire within her.
When Frank broke away from the kiss, Gina couldn't help but let out a whimper utterly at odds with the tough, professional persona she had always cultivated at her job. Her eyes were squeezed shut. She couldn't look at the man who had finally put her in her place, just like he had always wanted to.
Gina jumped slightly as she heard the office door open behind her, letting in Victor and Xavier. She did her best to squirm out of her boss's gasp; she didn't want anyone to see her in this moment of weakness and submission. But Frank wouldn't let her go that easily. Part of the fun for him was showing off his conquest. His hands were as firm as iron on his employee's hips as the two other men entered, seeing Gina trapped in Frank Driscoll's dominant embrace.
"Wow," said Xavier with a crude snicker, "Sorry boss, didn't know we were interrupting something. I hope you're not giving Gina a leg up in the competition due to... special considerations."
"Not at all," said Frank smoothly, still refusing to release Gina from her compromising position. "This isn't about the promotion. Gigi was just apologizing for something. Isn't that right, Gigi?"
Gina didn't think she could have felt more ashamed, but the casual use of her "hooker name" in front of other people made her want to crawl into a hole and die. She snuck a look at Victor and saw that he was wearing an expression of faint amusement. Gina suddenly had a flash of anger... Wasn't' Victor supposed to be in charge of her now? Why was he totally fine with watching other men sexually harass her?
Frank finally released his grip, allowing Gina to step away with embarrassing haste. "So. I trust young Mason has brought you up to speed on our firm and the services we can offer you," he said briskly, turning his attention fully away from Gina for a moment.
"Yes," said Victor with an easy grin, "And I'm pleased to say that you are perfect for my needs. Let's talk specifics. I'd like to get the contract hammered out today if possible." Gina felt her tense muscles relax. Now she felt more in her element. If Frank and Victor were going to do contract negotiations here and now, it was a major advantage to be in the room. Even with the disrespectful way they had been treating her so far today, she would have a chance to chime in and show how competent she could be.
"But let's sober up a little first," said Frank with a snap of his fingers. His eyes slid over to Gina, his smile curdling into something leering and predatory. "Be a dear and go make a pot of coffee, Gigi. The men need to have a talk." And just like that, Gina's hopes were dashed once again. Of course now that he held power over her, Frank would take every opportunity to put her down and humiliate her.
Gina stood in miserable silence for a moment, her old instincts rising up inside her, telling her to raise hell and refuse the misogynistic order. But then she remembered her lewd cavity search in the police station. And how Frank had a video of it.
Gina wriggled a little, shifting her thighs to try to escape from the humid heat between her legs without success.
"Y-yes, boss," she whispered with her eyes downcast. As she turned to go, Frank gave one last twist of the knife:
"Thanks, Sweetcheeks. Hurry back now," he said, then he reached out and, in full view of the other two watching men, firmly slapped Gina's bouncy round ass to send her on her way.
And all that Gina did as she walked on wobbly legs toward the office door was blush and bite her lip, just like the poor harassed office girls of years past, the women she had always looked down on as weak.
...
Cassie stared down at the glowing gold message on her screen. Her heart thumped in her chest wildly: the money she had earned and her shame at how she had done it thrilled and disgusted her equally. Cassie's body was pulsing with reluctant arousal.
It really wasn't what a good girl ought to feel. Cassie had been taught from the earliest age to defend herself and be on the lookout for strangers with perverted intentions. As far as Cassie knew, that was something that all women were taught: men had one thing on their minds, and you had to be constantly vigilant to ensure they wouldn't take advantage of you.
But now, not only was Cassie failing to resist this anonymous stranger's disrespect, she was playing right into his hands; making a fool of herself by submitting to his filthy commands. And, oddly, the feeling of being pushed around by "BigDikDaddy" was... familiar? It reminded Cassie strongly of her relationship with Renee. The feeling of being led by the nose directly into sexually embarrassing situations while being unable to fully resist was exactly the same, despite the difference in circumstances.
The comparison only made Cassie frustrated. She had put all of that behind her when she decided to resist Renee, hadn't she? But then, why did dirty-talking the camera in front of over a hundred viewers feel so right?
She didn't miss this sort of humiliation. Of course not. Renee thought she liked this kind of thing. But Renee was wrong. Obviously.
Cassie bit her lip and tried to focus. Her hang-ups over her stupid, sexy ex-friend weren't relevant to the matter at hand. Five hundred dollars to show her tits live on camera. It should have been an easy and automatic "no", but Cassie's head swam with a haze of arousal that made it difficult to think. She did kind of need the money... and she had done much worse than just show her tits on camera before.
Cassie shook her head. Why was she even considering this? She had masturbated naked on camera before, but in that circumstance, she had been wearing a mask. At this point, her long, conflicted silence after the demeaning offer was making her look like a slut. One glance at the chat confirmed that suspicion. Massages were streaming past, all excitedly speculating that she would agree to get naked on camera.
Seeing that offensive certainty from her viewers helped to snap Cassie out of her indecision. Some harmless dirty talk was one thing, but if she took her clothes off with her face visible, screenshots of the stream could end up haunting her forever. No, she wasn't stupid enough to show her tits on camera...
But maybe there was something she could do that would keep her new viewers interested, and, maybe more importantly, preserve the fascinating thrill of the stream that was feeding her suppressed craving for exhibitionism.
"I won't do that, BigDikDaddy," she said, raising an eyebrow at her webcam, "But I think I have a compromise that you will all be very interested in."
...
Gina stared down as steaming hot coffee poured into the glass pot. Hot. Wet. Steamy. Her breath echoed ragged and rough in her throat, and it felt like her entire body was filled with aching, uncomfortable, shameful arousal.
What the fuck had happened back there? She had folded utterly to her slimeball boss. Gave in to his degrading demand for an "apology kiss". And worse, failed to stand up for herself in front of Victor and Xavier. On one hand, her hand had been forced by Frank's knowledge about the police station incident. But that was a weak excuse. She could have insisted that it wasn't her. Or pointed out that the video was taken and shared illegally. She was a lawyer for God's sake, arguing people out of inconvenient circumstances was what she did for a living.
But instead, she had submitted. There was no other word for it. She let Frank order her around. Why? Why had she become so weak lately? She no longer had the excuse that it was just a weakness for Victor in particular. She felt so stupid. So weak. So pathetic...
Gina's hand, trembling and sweaty, touched gently on her inner thigh as she hunched over the brewing coffee. She slid the hand upward slowly, her pulse thumping in her ears and her eyes squeezed shut. When she touched her panties, the fact that they were soaked through made a fresh wave of shame crash over her. But even that light touch felt so good that she began to tug the sodden cloth to the side...



"Am I interrupting something?" said a deep, amused voice from the doorway. Gina whirled with a breathy, undignified gasp to see Victor, his arms crossed and that fucking cocky grin painting his face. The sight of him caused a contradictory spike of both anger and submissive longing in Gina's conflicted mind. But this was a good opportunity. Gina was eager for a chance to interrogate Victor without her boss or rival around. She tried to ignore the pathetic, needy feeling of joy at the sight of him after not seeing or speaking to him for the whole weekend.
"What are you doing here?" snapped Gina, wiping her hand self-consciously on her skirt. "I'm sure you have all the legal representation you need already. Admit it, the only reason you're here today is to sabotage my career!"
Victor just chuckled, entering the break room and closing the door behind him. "Me? Sabotage you? Of course not, pet. You heard your boss; he was planning to disqualify you from the promotion before I stopped by. I don't think that was a bluff. If anything, the fact that I'm here today was a benefit to your career." He leaned casually against the counter next to Gina. Despite an extraordinary effort on her part, Gina couldn't help but run her eyes approvingly over his manly, muscular physique.
Victor waited until his pet's eyes met his again before continuing. "If anything, the one who's sabotaging your career is you."
Gina stared at him in open-mouthed rage. "What?!? You stroll in here, say demeaning things about me behind my back to my boss, hand me a folder full of pornography, act all chummy with my competition, and I'm the one who's the problem? Fuck you, Victor Cross. I'm not dumb enough to fall for that."
Victor raised an eyebrow at her heated outburst, not moving a muscle otherwise, completely unintimidated. "I won't pretend that I was wholly complimentary about you when speaking to Frank," he admitted dryly, "But when he suggested that I just hire Xavier right off the bat, I specifically requested that you be given a chance. So I consider that a wash. And as for the porn..." A smile crept over his face once again. "No one made you watch the porn, pet."
Gina flushed red. "What sort of filth was that anyway, Victor?" she asked scornfully, trying to deflect from his point. "Be honest, is 'She Will Serve' a website that you run?"
Victor barked a laugh. "Why? Did it remind you of something I've done?" he asked with a cruel twinkle in his eyes. "Or maybe it reminded you more of yourself...?"
Gina looked away. "I... I mean, of course not!" she said hotly, trying her best not to think of the filthy images from the website.
"I wouldn't say I "run" the website, pet. I have much too full of a schedule to enter the business of porn-mongering. But what fun is a hobby if you never get a chance for others to see your work? Let's just say that my partnership with the website provides an opportunity for me to... display my craft. I knew it would resonate with you. You've been thinking about what I told you last week, haven't you pet? About being a natural submissive?"
Gina squeezed her eyes shut and her thighs together, trying to somehow will the damp heat there to disappear. "It's not true," she whispered, half to herself and half to Victor.
"You've told me your perspective on today's events, pet," said Victor in a rich, amused voice, "Now let me tell you how I see it. I gave you information about that sick, sick website. And you got a little curious." Victor stalked forward, and Gina gave a soft gasp and his bulk loomed above her. She had felt a twinge of submission when Frank had tried the same thing, but her boss was nothing compared to Victor's powerful animal magnetism. "You know, I think any well-adjusted woman would be appalled by "She Will Serve", pet. But that wasn't how you felt, was it? Not entirely. You watched all those poor women get tricked, and fucked, and degraded, and it made you all hot and wet. Am I wrong?"
Victor's massive hand reached down, roughly burrowing up under her skirt. Feeling how hot and wet his submissive pet was. "Because no matter how much your mind fights against it, Gigi," said Victor in a low, compelling voice, "Your pussy is a lot more honest. Your pussy is a submissive little pervert that wants to be conquered and degraded just like the poor women on that website. And your pussy took over this morning, didn't it? You watched. And watched. And watched some more. When you should have been a lawyer, you played the part of a submissive slut instead. And that was just the first way you sabotaged yourself." Victor's thick fingers touched and probed Gina's shameful wetness, sending crackles of filthy pleasure through Gina's trembling body. She knew she should resist, prove him wrong by refusing to submit to his dominant advances, but instead, she spread her juicy thighs wider in silent invitation, unable to resist him.
"You ran to assist your rival when he demanded it," continued Victor, his fingers worming beneath her soaking panties, touching her hot flesh directly, "Even when that was directly against your best interests. You made out with your boss that you hate, and let him demean you in front of your rival and potential client without saying a word. Why do you think that is?"
Gina moaned, a sound of both despair and deep arousal. Her small, delicate hands rested on Victor's powerful arm thrust between her legs but didn't push him away. She felt her resistance crumbling inside her, and for just a moment, in the heat of her passion, she was honest with herself. "Wh-what can I do?" she asked in a conflicted whisper. "I don't want to be this way! I don't want to just l-let any man order me around because it t-turns me on!"
"That is a concern," said Victor with false sympathy. "But don't worry too much, Pet. You might have submitted to inferior men like Frank and Xavier today, but it's not because they have what it takes to be your master. You belong to me. Don't doubt it. You submitted to them for another reason."
Gina looked up into Victor's warm eyes with absolute trust. She had completely forgotten for the moment her resolution with her husband to fight back against Victor's influence. Right now, he felt like her only lifeline. "Why?" she asked with an edge of desperation in her voice. 'Why couldn't I say "no"?"
Victor plunged a full, thick finger deep inside his willing captive, making her squeak with reluctant delight. "That's because of your other fetish, Gigi. You have to realize it by now... You're turned on by humiliation. By the thought of being corrupted and degraded. That was why "She Will Serve" resonated with you so deeply. You couldn't help but submit to Xavier and Frank because the very idea of them having power over you is humiliating. You don't respect them, so letting them win turned you on."
"No," said Gina, denying Victor's words with instinctive desperation. "That's not true. M-maybe it's true that I have a submissive kink, but I don't like being disrespected or looked down on. I never have." But even as she said it, she thought back to the times she felt most turned on today. Watching the girls on the website be degraded. Inexplicably letting Xavier order her around. Submitting to Frank's harassment. It matched exactly with what Victor was saying.
Victor watched the horrified realization in her eyes with amusement. "Funny isn't it?" he said smugly. "It turns out the sharp, powerful female lawyer who has built her life around always winning has a fetish for losing."
"You," whimpered Gina, grinding her hips downward into her tormentor's finger, "You did this to me, you monster!"
Victor chuckles. "Maybe I did. Or maybe I just uncovered something already buried deep inside you. But either way, I doubt that losing again and again to a man you are devastatingly attracted to helped the situation. The real question is, what are you going to do about this dirty little kink of yours now that you recognize it?"
"I... I could fight back," said Gina. But her voice sounded weak and pleasure-tinged even to her own ears.
Victor nodded, her fingers still rubbing and plunging relentlessly. "You could! You could buckle down on your work and prove your boss wrong. You could leave for the day and refuse to submit to this embarrassing farce any longer. You could tell me and Frank and Xavier to fuck ourselves in a dramatic flare-up that will have the office talking for weeks! Or... you could give into your worst instincts and see how far this perverted rabbit hole goes..."
"Wh-what?" whispered Gina, her eyes wide and focused on Victor's smirking face. She was both eager and terrified to hear what he had to say.
"Well, if losing turns you on... how do you think it would feel to lose an important battle you've been fighting for months? How do you think it would feel to lose utterly to someone you have no respect for? And not just lose, but have your face really rubbed in it. To be disgraced by someone utterly beneath you. Wouldn't that be the ultimate fulfillment of your fetish?"
"That's crazy!" moaned Gina, her hand gripping convulsively on Victor's arm while her pussy humped his fingers. "I... I would never..."
Victor withdrew his now shiny fingers and Gina let out a needy whine. "I'm not telling you what to do one way or another today," said Victor, raising his slick fingers to Gina's mouth. She unthinkingly and obediently parted her lips, allowing Victor to clean his fingers in her slutty mouth. "This isn't an order. I want you to remember that later. I'll let you get back to your task. Think about what I said... and what will feel the best."
He turned with a wink and exited the break room, leaving Gina with a roiling mind and an empty, needy feeling in her soaking-wet pussy. The coffee machine finally spluttered to a halt, leaving the pot full of steaming-hot, dark coffee.
Gina leaned back against the counter and tried to think. What Victor had hinted at was insane. There was no way that Gina would be able to do something like that and look at herself in the mirror. It was ludicrous.
She had a few minutes while the coffee was still piping hot. She needed to calm down and think clearly...
Her hand slipped beneath her skirt as if it had a mind of its own, tugging aside her moist panties once again with need haste. She could quickly relieve herself while she thought. Gina was a levelheaded enough woman that a little self-pleasure surely wouldn't influence her decision on what to do.
...
Cassie sat back in front of the webcam after stepping away for a moment. As she slumped into the chair, she couldn't help but be conscious of the extra jiggle in her chest region.
Maybe this wasn't such a brilliant idea after all...
When the pushy viewer named "BigDikDaddy" suggested that Cassie go topless, it seemed like a compromise would be the best way to keep her viewers happy while not being a complete slut. So Cassie decided to remove her bra (off camera of course) and do the rest of the stream braless in her t-shirt. It felt like the best of both worlds. She would give the horny boys watching her stream a harmless little tease while maintaining her dignity and remaining fully clothed.
But now that she sat under the shiny eye of the camera, the t-shirt that had been so comfortable just a minute before now felt tight. She couldn't help but feel like it showcased her breasts a little too clearly, leaving little to the imagination. Whatever. It was probably just in her head. Above all, it was important to maintain a cool head and try not to get too caught up in exhibitionist arousal.
Because, if, God forbid, her nipples started stiffening, the only thing standing between them and the horny eyes of her audience was a thin, tight layer of cloth. She tried her best to not even think about that possibility, in case it became a sort of self-fulfilling prophecy.
But that battle became more and more difficult as time went on. The chat seemed to be wholly focused on the big teen tits pressing hard against their tight prison rather than the game Cassie was playing. Comments flew by rapidly, filled with crude descriptions of her body.
[So fucking big and juicy. You really are a Goddess, Kissy!]
[Mommy Milkers! Moo for us, Kissy!]
[Oh God, I thought she must have gotten work done, but you can totally tell by the way they hang: those sweater puppies are all natural]
[10/10, would suck.]
They weren't looking at the game footage anymore. They weren't even looking at her face. The center of attention for the people watching her stream was her tits and nothing else. Shit. Cassie couldn't control the welling up of arousal inside her. The crude comments from the priority chats... being pushed around and humiliated on her own stream, having her breasts ogled by strangers on the internet... all of it blended together into a dark heat that Cassie couldn't resist.
She couldn't hold it back anymore. She could feel her nipples beginning to stiffen, causing a vicious cycle. The fear that her audience would be able to tell that she was getting aroused just aroused her further, making her nipples react even more strongly. Before five minutes had passed, Cassie's large nipples pressed up obscenely against the thin fabric of her shirt, their size and shape painfully obvious. In a desperate attempt to distract from the rapidly hardening horny nubs on her chest, Cassie tried to engage with her tormentor.
"Well BigDikDaddy?" she said with a challenging stare at the webcam that she hoped would draw eyes away from her tits, "Is this enough for you? Ready to put your money where your mouth is?" Cassie shifted her posture slightly, trying to subtly hide her chest with her arms without looking like a coward. She didn't even realize that she was now saying the obscene name of her tormentor without flinching.
BigDikDaddy responded, but the message only glowed blue: a mere twenty dollars compared to his other extravagant donations.
[Not bad. Nice nips! I bet they look even better without a t-shirt in the way. I'll consider this an appetizer for next time. Can't wait to see them stiff and proud in the open air.]
Cassie shook her head and rolled her eyes to cover up for the twinge of embarrassment and arousal that shot through her at the user's condescending attitude. "Not a chance," she said, her voice firmer than she felt. "There's no way I'm getting naked for the camera, boys. Sorry to disappoint you."
The chat lit up with annoyance and whining.
[Aww come on! Give the people what they want!]
[That's what every thot says at first. She'll be doing porn within a few months. Trust.]
[What good are you if you won't show tits? There are thousands of mediocre streamers on here.]
[Boooooo!]
"Guys," said Cassie nervously, "B-be real, ok?" she shifted her body a little to try to make the stiff nipples a little less obvious but only succeeded in scraping the cloth of her shirt over their sensitive surface, sending an electric crackle of pleasure through her nerves. "I can't just go naked on my stream! It's... well it's against the Argus terms of service! I would be banned!"
BigDikDaddy responded once again.
[If you just give us a quick flash, then no one has to know. They can't check every second of every stream. Come on, Kissy. Just a little something sweet to reward your loyal viewers. Tell you what, my five hundred dollar offer is still on the table... and I bet other people would be willing to pledge more if you promise to show off your pretty tits on the next stream. What do you say boys?]
"Guys... I really can't!" protested Cassie in a whining voice. But she felt that familiar feeling of erotic helplessness building inside her as she watched the comments pour in, insisting that she go further, promising more money, praising her looks, objectifying her in the crudest terms imaginable. Cassie couldn't help but flash back to her perverted masturbation over Randochat... how good it had felt to let strangers see her nudity while she humiliated herself for their amusement.
How much more raw and exciting would it feel to reveal her naked tits... but with no mask preserving her dignity? It was dangerous, no doubt, but, In the grand scheme of things, a little over a hundred viewers was nothing. It was possible one of them would take screencaps, but, as risky as it was, the chances she would ever run into a viewer in real life were still next to zero with those numbers.
And that wasn't even to mention the haul of money she could potentially get!
Cassie licked her lips and glanced at the shiny eyes of her webcam nervously. She couldn't believe she was about to say this... She could feel the rapid pulse of blood in her erect nipples, pressed hard against the thin cloth of her t-shirt. Between her legs, an answering pulse of heat thrummed as well, responding with greater and greater need to her growing embarrassment.
"I..." said Cassie, gulped, and started again. 'I guess if I make it really quick, and all of you promise not to tell... then I... I can show them for like, one s-second."
Cassie's face burned and her nipples throbbed as the chat burst into wild celebrations. She felt dirty and used already, even before the promised reveal, but there was also a sort of twisted pride from being the center of so much positive attention, even as degrading as it might be.
But suddenly the scrutiny was too much to take. Cassie's pussy was burning with a damp, insistent heat. She needed to get out from under the perverted eyes of her audience and process what she had just gone through... probably with her hand stuffed down the front of her panties.
"That's all for today," she said with a wobbly smile at the camera. She couldn't even bring herself to read the chat as she rapidly signed off of the Argus program.
As soon as she had closed the program, she couldn't resist anymore. Cassie plunged a hand down the front of her pants while the other rolled up her shirt, finally exposing her aching nipples to the cool air of her bedroom and her groping, pinching fingers.
Her mind danced with images of horny men pumping their cocks behind glowing screens, all of them focused on her.
...
Gina walked toward her boss's office with a wobbling, unsteady step. The coffee pot in her hand sloshed with hot, dark liquid, and her insides felt exactly the same.
She hadn't reached any decision. Predictably, shamefully masturbating over the idea of degradation and losing hadn't actually cleared her mind or helped her process Victor's manipulation.
But right then, as she approached her boss's office filled with a sense of horny dread, she wasn't focused on Victor. Her mind was occupied with Xavier Mason.
Gina had despised Xavier ever since he was first hired at the firm two years ago. Men like him were eye-rollingly common in the legal profession. Entitled slimeballs who believed that they were God's gift not only to all of womankind, but to the legal profession as well. Men with wealthy, well-connected fathers who ensured that they never suffered hardship and disappointment. Whose main strengths were their money, their skin color, and the fact that they were born male.
Some assholes of that stripe bucked the trend by being somewhat competent at their job. But not Xavier. He was sloppy and lazy. That would be bad enough, but the fact that his "charm" completely prevented others from seeing his incompetence was infuriating.
And then there was his attitude toward Gina, his older, more talented coworker. It would have been tolerable if he was jealous of her, or annoyed by the fact that she knew she was better than him and acted accordingly. But no... Gina possessed a pussy, which, in Xavier's book, meant that she was a sex object just waiting to be fucked. No amount of chilly disinterest had been able to change Xavier's stubborn, misogynistic campaign to have sex with her.



In other words, a perfect storm of traits that made Gina loathe the odious man more than anyone else she knew. Submitting to his degrading demand to see and touch her breasts a few weeks ago was a moment of weakness that still sent a shudder of powerful disgust through Gina's core.
But disgust wasn't all she felt when she thought back to how Xavier slapped her naked tits, was it? No... there was a terrible little twist of lust buried in that memory as well. When Gina really thought about it, she was horrified to find that Victor was right. there was something erotic about the fact that Xavier had beaten her. It made her feel helpless and ashamed and miserable and fucking horny all at once. Just the thought of that worthless little shitstain somehow getting the better of her was enough to send a sickening twinge through her pussy.
Gina had been engaged in a tooth-and-nail battle to prove her worth for months, and a big part of her motivation for fighting so hard was to prove once and for all she was better than Xavier Mason.
How would it feel to lose that battle? Gina desperately tried to force a certain reaction, to insist to herself that all she would feel in that circumstance was rage and disbelief. But could tell that that wasn't the reaction she would have to a humiliating defeat at Xavier's hands. She knew how she would really feel. She just didn't want to face it.
Gina had reached the door of her boss's office once again. Before dealing with the results of her competition, she had another humiliating trial to face immediately.
It was time to serve coffee to the men talking business like she was a glorified secretary.
Gina awkwardly turned the door handle with a hand holding three mugs and pushed the door open with her hip.
Inside, the three men were arranged just as they had been during the day, lounging at ease while she was hard at work.
"Great, coffee girl's here!" said Frank with a nasty smile. "Just pour us all a cup dear, and then I think it's high time to settle this competition once and for all."
The men continued to make small talk as Gina made her way around the room. She could feel all of them staring at her butt and trying to peek down her shirt every time she bent to pour their coffee, but at this point, she barely even felt angry; the disrespectful glances only served to further enflame her submissive lust.
"Now that that's out of the way..." said Frank, taking an obnoxious slurp of his coffee, "Let's talk business. Xavier. Gina. I've observed both of your conduct today, and, honestly, I am leaning pretty strongly in one direction. But I'm curious how both of you feel about your performances today. Xavier? How do you feel you did?"
Gina's eyes turned toward Xavier, sparkling with petulant hate. The slimy little douchebag smiled back at her, brimming with unearned confidence. He took a long gulp of coffee before speaking. "I think I showed real leadership today," he said firmly, his eyes glancing back and forth between Victor and Frank. "I built a relationship with the client, demonstrated my knowledge of the firm and its capabilities, and showed that I can delegate minor tasks in order tostay focused on top-level priorities."
Gina had to bite her tongue to keep herself from angrily retorting. Was Xavier just bullshitting, or was he really stupid enough to believe what he was saying? It was impossible to tell from the stupid smug look of victory on his punchable face. But to Gina's horror, she saw Victor and Frank exchange a look and an unmistakeably approving nod. Her confidence melted away as Fank's cruel eyes turned toward her.
"And you Gina?" he said in a calm, neutral voice, "How do you think you did?"
Gina's mouth suddenly felt dry. She had done much better than Xavier. Hadn't she? But somehow, she knew in her soul that Frank didn't agree. That he saw her as pathetic and submissive, just like Victor did. Gina felt the deep throb of reluctant lust pulse through her body, centering on her pussy and rock-hard nipples. Victor wanted her to give in... to let the inferior man win. Her eyes turned toward Victor now. Her infuriating, handsome enemy and lover merely raised an eyebrow at her with the faintest hint of a mischievous grin.
Losing to Xavier would be one of the most humiliating events of Gina's life so far, and considering the past few weeks, that was saying something. Gina licked her lips, tried to speak, then paused. Victor said that losing and humiliation were her new fetishes... That to be truly sexually satisfied, she should surrender and see how pleasurable true defeat could feel.
It was such a breathtakingly self-destructive choice that it seemed almost too insane to contemplate. But, on the other hand, what if she was about to lose no matter what she chose? Frank had already shown his clear bias toward Xavier. Maybe there was, perversely, a certain strength in submitting to defeat in order to explore her fetish when she knew she would lose anyway. Since Victor planted that poisonous seed in her head, there was a certain twisted fascination to the idea of being deated so utterly and shamefully.
"Well sweetheart?" said Frank in a voice dripping with amusement, "We're waiting..."
Gina cleared her throat. Her gaze locked into the dark, compelling pools of Victor's eyes once more, then shifted to Xavier. She met his dull, superior gaze and felt another wave of distaste, but this time mixed with a sickening dose of submissive arousal.
She couldn't believe she was about to do this.
"I..." she said hesitantly. Squeezing her eyes shut, she let the rest of the horrible words tumble out in a shaky rush. "I think that Xavier deserves the promotion more than me."
Gina felt the overpowering feeling of erotic embarrassment swell inside her, flushing her face and making her pussy throb with dirty heat. the silence hung in the stuffy office air for a moment, and then all three men laughed. Xavier let out guffaws of surprise, Frank snickers of sadistic amusement, and Victor a chuckle of deep satisfaction, but all three of them showed their mocking disrespect clearly through their reaction.
"Wowww," said Frank, leaning back in his chair with a big shit-eating grin. "I never would have expected you to say that, Harlowe. You're right of course, but I always thought you were too proud to ever admit it. Well, go on then. Explain to us why Xavier is so much better than you."
Gina felt like she would faint from the overpowering arousal and humiliation. God damn it. Victor was right. Why was he always fucking right? She really did have a fetish for losing now. The idea was repellent to her. She was the woman who never lost. She had built her entire adult life around it. But Frank had no intention of letting her lose with dignity. Gina had the sinking suspicion that her boss and her rival would wring every drop of degradation out of this encounter that they could. And that suspicion only made her more helplessly horny.
"I... I spent the morning in my office..." Gina gulped heavily, unable to look her boss in the eyes. Even now, when explaining her own failings, it was difficult to admit how unprofessional she had been. "W-wasting time." she finished lamely.
"Wasting time how?" demanded Frank in a hard, unsympathetic voice, his eyes alight with sadistic glee.
"I was watching porn," said Gina in a broken whisper choked by her erotic shame.
Frank shook his head with performative disgust. "You know, Gigi, when I saw that video that my cop buddy showed me, I thought there must be some kind of mistake. But I see now that that's not true. No self-respecting professional lawyer would orgasm during a routine police search. Nor would they spend company time jilling off to porn behind their desk. You know what we call women who do that, Gigi?"
"Yes, sir," said Gina miserably.
'What do we call them?"
"Sluts, sir," said Gina, her voice taking on a slight bedroom rasp despite her best efforts.
"Nympho Sluts, to be exact," corrected Frank sharply. "A woman with no control over her own perverted sexuality. I don't know if we can employ a nympho slut at this firm, Gina... but at least you recognize your own failings. Let's say that you're on probation. That means doing everything your superiors say. Do make myself clear?"
"Yes, sir," whimpered Gina, utterly defeated and docile toward her formerly hated boss. She fidgeted like a schoolgirl with her hands clasped in front of her thighs... she was a little worried that her steadily leaking pussy might make a visible stain creep down her stockings at some point soon.
"Your first command is to apologize to Xavier," said Frank in a forceful voice. "You've spent years talking down to him and disparaging him to anyone who would listen... when even you admit that he's been a better lawyer than you all along. Apologise, Gigi, and make me really believe it. That's an order."
Gina's stomach writhed with deep embarrassment as she turned to Xavier, whose expression was locked into smarmy self-satisfaction. Even as she embraced her fetish for degrading failure, debasing herself in front of this little worm was still a bitter pill to swallow. Her eyes flicked for just a moment to Victor, who watched her discomfort with smoldering intensity. This was what Victor was talking about, right? Understanding her new sexuality by truly exploring how deep her fetish went.
Humiliating failure didn't get much deeper than groveling to fucking Xavier... it was time to see how deep this twisted fetish could take her.
"I... I'm s-sorry Xavier," said Gina, every word having to be forced across her plump lips. "I was wrong. You... are a better lawyer than me." She was almost hissing the words as she came to the end of the odious lie, her eyes narrowing with the effort.
"Pathetic," said Frank dismissively, with a click of his tongue. "I told you I needed to hear sincerity. We need to find a way to make you really feel that inferiority that you're paying lip service to." His slimy eyes traveled down Gina's curvy body for the dozenth time that day.
"I know..." he said softly, his wicked eyes locking with Gina's weak, submissive gaze. "Why don't you kneel?"
Gina felt her knees wobble. This whole thing felt like it might be going too far. Suddenly the three men seemed like hungry wolves, and she felt more and more like a sheep. "B-boss, I don't know if..." she said in a trembling voice, desperately trying to derail the heated, predatory atmosphere before things went too far.
"I thought I just said that you have to obey orders from superiors," said Frank with false gentleness. He rose from his desk and planted a firm hand on Gina's shoulder, steering her closer to Xavier's chair. "You said you recognize how much better Xavier is than you. We all want to see that you truly believe it." Behind her, her boss applied firm pressure to Gina's shoulder, bending her wobbly knees and pushing her down to land heavily on the ground in front of the grinning Xavier.
"Now... show your new boss how sorry you are for ever doubting him," said Frank, bending to whisper in Gina's ear.
"I'm so sorry, Xavier," said Gina with her face upturned to look into Xavier's gloating eyes. She knew that Frank was just being an asshole to rub in her defeat, but somehow, he wasn't completely wrong. Being in the position, physically beneath Xavier, really did make her feelings of inferiority and submission spike. Gina's eyes flickered down to Xavier's crotch, and she was unsurprised to see a bulge there. It made sense. He had always had an unreciprocated attraction for his beautiful older rival. Now that she was humbled and on her knees in front of him, of course he would have a physical reaction to his dominating victory. "I... I always thought I was better than you," said Gina humbly, "B-but I was wrong." The worst and most humiliating part of her speech was that her words were no longer one hundred percent insincere.
If she could fail this badly and publicly, maybe Xavier really was better than her in a way she didn't fully understand.
Xavier smiled broadly, just staring at her for a moment, savoring his rival's total defeat. Then he spoke, slowly and lazily, taking his time as he twisted the knife: "I don't think that apology goes far enough, Gina. You looked down on me for years, and the whole time you were a dirty slut. Well... I think that there is one way for a dirty slut to apologize that will really convince me that you're sorry."
Gina was so far gone under the spell of her self-defeating spiral of arousal and humiliation, that when Xavier's eyes flicked meaningfully down to his crotch, it didn't disgust her, anger her, or even surprise her. Just as Victor had said, Gina's perverted pussy was in the driver's seat now, and her brains and pride had taken a vacation. She was a defeated, submissive, horny woman on her knees in front of a dominant, triumphant, horny man. There was only one way this could go: she needed to make her humiliating defeat complete. She needed to see how far down this perverted rabbit hole could go.
The role of a dirty, submissive slut was to suck her conqueror's cock. She knew that at a level deeper than logic.
None of the three men said a thing as Gina's trembling hands fumbled with Xavier's fly. It was an important part of Gina's disgrace: she had to do this herself with no further prompting than an ambiguous hint from Xavier. The choice to suck cock was all hers.
Xavier's cock sprung from his pants, swiftly swelling to full size. It was big. Not as big as Victor's of course, but a lot bigger than Gina had assumed. She had always thought it would be poetic justice for a prick as big as Xavier to be poorly endowed, but the universe wasn't that kind. Her smug asshole of a professional rival had a big cock, and it was about to go right into her hot, wet mouth.
The enormity of what she was about to do suddenly hit her, as she stared past Xavier's throbbing cock up into his stupid, punchable face. She was not only letting her despised asshole coworker win, but performing a degrading act of humble sexual service for him. She remembered all of the times she had haughtily turned him down even for after-dinner drinks, laughing behind his back at how clueless he was. Laughing about how she wouldn't even give him the time of day if she was single. Not even if he was the last man on earth. Xavier had such non-existent appeal that she had even told Daren about his pathetic wooing attempts. Daren was insecure about other men's attraction to her, but this had been a way to boost his ego: laughing with him about how deluded Xavier was to think he could ever get with her.
And now here she was on her knees, her pussy buzzing from the thought of sucking him off. With a mocking audience of two other men. Could she really do this? If she went this deep into her new humiliation fetish willingly, would she ever be able to come back from it? Unconsciously, her eyes turned to Victor, silently watching from his chair. No matter what he claimed, this was all his doing. Before Gina met Victor, her workplace was antagonistic at times. Occasionally even sexist. But this day of sexual torment was all thanks to him. He had begun corrupting every inch of her life, and her prized career was just the next step.
But in some twisted way, Gina still felt dependent on him... She craved the security of a big strong man like Victor telling her what the best choice would be. And besides, as unfair and twisted and disrespectful to Daren as it was, Gina had an instinctive feeling that she owed it to Victor to make sure he was ok with her sucking another man's cock.
Victor stared at her and gave the tiniest nod of his head.
Gina turned back to the throbbing cock in front of her, almost going cross-eyed. Her heart pounding in her chest, she rose on her knees, positioning herself for the humiliating service to come. She kept her eyes down, focused on the swollen cock head in front of her, unwilling or perhaps unable to meet her conqueror's gloating eyes.
Holding her breath and feeling the eyes of three men on her like a heavy, burning weight, Gina leaned forward ever so slightly, Her plump lips scraped the bulging skin of Xavier's cock. She tasted the salty smear of his precum as she slowly sank her head downward toward his lap. She allowed the man she had disrespected and denied for so long to feel the softness of her lips slipping slowly down his stiff shaft as his sensitive cock head probed the hot, wet recesses of her married mouth. The filthy, taboo act of humble submission consumed her; lit her ablaze with lust that overwhelmed her reluctance and turned her into the slutty nympho that Frank accused her of being.
She had become addicted to the humiliating feeling of defeat. All that she wanted now was to wallow in that feeling and see how far it could go.
Xavier's thick cock hit the back of her throat, and she looked up at him with soft eyes made slightly misty by the cock stuffed deep in her mouth. When she made the eye contact she had been avoiding, the crackle of sexual energy practically melted her into a horny puddle. Xavier looked unbearably smug, but now that arrogance was exactly what she wanted. Gina pushed herself deeper, feeling the cock of the insufferable man who had defeated her stretching and claiming her tight throat. Finally, her plump, perfect lips sealed around the base of his cock, her nose nestled in his musky pubic hair. She could feel his pulsing masculine length, hard and hot, filling her mouth completely, silencing the acidic tongue that had mocked him so often. Her act of utter submission was complete.
But Xavier obviously had no intention of leaving it at that. His hand reached down, trailing over the smooth skin of Gina's cheek. "I always knew that this is where you were meant to be, Gina," he said gently. "You always had some bullshit excuse about how you "were married" or "didn't find me the least bit attractive". But I could see the good little slut inside you. I'm happy that you finally know your place... on your knees serving your superiors."
Xavier roughly seized the back of Gina's head and began moving it up and down his cock, using her mouth to masturbate himself. He her horny submissive state, Gina found the humiliating act as arousing as it was demeaning. Xavier was just treating her like she was beneath him, he was treating her like a piece of meat; a sex object meant only to pleasure his cock.
"Tell me that I'm smarter than you, slut," grunted Xavier with a savage look of joy on his face, his breath hot and heavy. He pulled Gina's dazed face up off of his cock momentarily, her mouth dripping with saliva and her eyes hazed with overwhelming arousal as she gasped, "Y-you're smarter th..." He roughly plunged his cock back inside, turning the rest of her shameful statement into a muffled, wet mumble around his thrusting cock. He continued his brutal face fucking for a few more moments, then pulled Gina's head up again to say, "Tell me that I'm better than you!"
"You're bet..."
This time he barely waited before plunging his cock back into his rival's mouth, feeling her admission of inferiority vibrate on his cock. "Who's your boss, Gina?" he asked with a blissful grin. This time he let her get the whole sentence out, so that he could hear the sweet sound of her defeat ringing in his ears. Their eyes locked as Gina said,
"You're my boss, Xavier."
"That's fucking right," said Xavier, pumping his cock with the best lube on earth: the saliva of a married slut. "And now your new boss is going to cum in that snooty, too-good-for-me mouth. And you're going to swallow every drop like the obedient little employee you are. Understand?"
So this was it. The dark, heated depths of her own personal fetish rabbit hole. This wasn't the most aroused Gina had ever been... that prize would probably have to go to when Victor fucked her last week, but it was close. She hated herself for how weak she had become, but she had to admit that before she met Victor, she had never been this sexually satisfied.



"Yes, boss," said Gina meekly, and opened her mouth wide, sticking out her dripping tongue.
Xavier stood from his seat, pumping his twitching cock wildly as he loomed over his conquest. "Take it all slut! Every last drop!" His jock jumped and bounced, spraying ropes of cum down into Gina's slutty, waiting mouth, making his dominant victory complete.
And like the good girl she was, Gina held the hot, salty goo in her mouth, patiently waiting for Xavier to finish. She knew what was expected of her. When Xavier finally shook the last few drops of milky semen into Gina's mouth, she steeled herself, tried to push down the roiling disgust and shame in her stomach, and swallowed heavily, feeling her enemy's thick jizz coat her abused throat as it slid down to her stomach.
All four people sat in silence for a moment, processing Gina's slutty act of surrender. Then Frank slapped his desk briskly. "Well then!" he said brightly. "I think that that makes things clear! Come on you three, let's go."
Gina looked up, her stomach rebelling at the thick load of cum she had just swallowed and her professional blazer flecked with thick saliva from her submissive blowjob. She tried to shake off her haze of arousal and process exactly what Frank was suggesting. "What? Where are w-we going?" Gina looked up to see Victor standing above her with a strange glimmer of pride in his eyes.
"Where do you think?" asked Frank as Xavier rose, tucking his spent cock back into his pants, "We need to announce Xavier's new promotion, Oh, and Gina?"
He turned back from the doorway with a sharp, predatory grin on his face,
"I really think it would be best for you to make the announcement. After all, everyone knows that the competition got a little... heated between you two. We need to show the firm that there are no hard feelings, and I think that having you explain the reasons Xavier won would be helpful."
...
Cassie lay back on her bed, her fingers sticky and her panties soaked. She felt spent... but also, strangely enough, she felt really good.
Sure, she had said a few dirty things on stream, and the shape of her nipples had probably inspired more than a few jerk-off sessions for lonely men across cyberspace, but what did that really matter in the end? She was three hundred bucks richer! And if she went through with a brief flash of her breasts next time she streamed, she would make even more money than that.
And, best of all, she felt satisfied. Cassie hadn't realized how desperate she had been for sexual release until she was masturbating. She really had to do better at recognizing and fulfilling her needs... But she had done it! And without Renee looking over her shoulder and steering her sexuality! That by itself was a step in the right direction.
Cassie felt her phone buzz and looked down to see a notification from Argus... a friend request from user BigDikDaddy. She snorted and shook her head. So the pushy pervert wanted to be friends, huh? That seemed presumptuous. But... hey, why not? His antagonistic dirty talk had pushed buttons inside Cassie that she had worried only Renee knew how to reach. Having an anonymous internet friend she could mine for some masturbation fuel might be a useful outlet. She pressed "accept".
And, speaking of Renee... In a fit of overwhelming confidence and good vibes from her deeply satisfying masturbation session, Cassie opened her phone and pulled up her chat with her ex-bestie.
[I've made my decision. I want to be a part of the cheer squad. Hit me with the best initiation you've got, Renee.]
She smiled to herself as she tossed her phone down onto the bed, bouncing up to change into something that wasn't soaked in feminine lubricant and put her bra back on.
Unnoticed by her until a few hours later, Renee's reply popped up on her screen.
[If you say so, Kissy] followed by a "blowing a kiss" emoji.
...
"I... I just wanted to announce," said Gina in a voice that was much less firm and confident than usual, "That Xavier has been offered the position of partner." A sea of faces looked toward Gina from around the office floor, hanging onto her every word.
Privately submitting to Xavier with just two other men in the room was one thing... even going as far as to suck his cock was more of a personal, intimate humiliation. Describing her inferiority in front of a crowd of her peers and coworkers was another flavor of shame altogether. It felt like Gina was becoming a sort of connoisseur of degradation.
"You all know that he and I were competing for this position," continued Gina, fighting to keep a tremor out of her voice, "And I want you all to know that there are no hard feelings."
Gina took a deep breath and screwed up her courage. What she had to say next would be the hardest part. She looked over to Xavier, with his chest stuck out in an almost cartoonish pose of self-absorbed triumph.
"I recognize now that Xavier is a better fit for the job... that he is a better lawyer than I am. And I will be proud to... s-serve under him." Gina could still taste the salty musk of her hated rival's sperm clinging to her tongue as she publically praised him and degraded herself. Around the room, she saw people smile, turning to each other to whisper and laugh.
She saw little to no sympathy or surprise in their eyes. Gina had always been a powerful, strong-willed force of nature around the office, but when you are that uncompromising and tough, it turns out that people tend to celebrate your downfall. Gina stood for a moment longer, the blush growing on her face and the miserable blend of arousal and shame growing in her belly, before Frank finally brought her torture to an end.
'Thank you, Gigi! Oops, I mean Gina. And if you all think that she just talked up her new boss in public, you should have seen her in private! Hurricane Gina gave Xavier an ego boost that neither will soon forget, believe me! Now come on up and congratulate your new boss, everyone!"
The crowd moved forward, surrounding Xavier with handshakes and pats on the back. They completely ignored Gina. In many ways, it was a mercy after her public submission, but also was just one last twist of the knife. Now that Gina had so clearly lost, there was no reason to curry favor with her or act like they respected her.
Gina felt a massive, warm hand on her shoulder. She looked up, her eyes a little misty, to see Victor's calm, smiling face. "Come on, pet," he murmured in her ear, "Let's slip away for a moment. I don't think anyone will notice."
Gina wasn't sure exactly what they were slipping away to, but honestly anywhere felt better than hanging around and watching Xavier accept his congratulations. Besides, right now she was feeling utterly defeated, directionless, and deeply, helplessly horny. It was a relief to have a big dominant man like Victor lead her by the hand and tell her what to do after the crazy day she had just had.
They didn't go too far. Victor led her into a dark conference room just off the office floor. He shut the door behind them, and the large glass window was already covered by one of the office's remote-operated window shades, leaving them in private.
"Victor," said Gina wearily, turning away from him with her arms crossed beneath her breasts, "I'm not sure what else there is to say... I did what you wanted, and..."
Then Victor's strong hand was on her shoulder, turning her around. His mouth was on hers in an instant, pulling her into a hot, searing kiss that made the fires of frustrated lust that had been growing inside her all day leap into full flame. She knew that she should resist. She had just spent all weekend reconnecting with her husband and scheming on how they could frustrate the dark plans that the Cross family had for them, and step one was not giving in to her shameful lust for Victor.
But at this point in her day, Gina's will had been conquered. At least for now, she was like a wild horse that had been broken, saddled, and tamed to her master's will. Victor had swooped in and easily manipulated her into destroying her own career.
And the whole thing had made her hornier than she could have imagined.
Gina melted softly into her master's powerful kiss, swooning and feeling pleasantly weak as his strong arms supported her. It felt so fucking good to let go and give control to a powerful man like Victor, even if she recognized that he had bad intentions.
Victor's soft lips pulled away from the hard, bruising kiss. "You were such a good little pet today," he said, his voice a low rumble that Gina could feel vibrate between his chest and hers. "You explored your true nature, just like I said you should. And good girls get rewarded, Gigi. What kind of reward do you want from your master?"
Gina buried her face into Victor's thick, nice-smelling neck, unwilling to look into his eyes and let him see the naked feeling of dependence and desire she knew was burning there. He knew exactly what she wanted. He knew it before he asked the question. But making her say it was part of the game. Making the formerly proud, married woman admit her adulterous desires in order to receive her dirty reward. She hated the way he made her feel... She felt so guilty for doing this again behind her husband's back... But she could no longer resist. Her slow, deep erotic humiliation had brought her too close to the edge without satisfaction. She needed to orgasm, and she was with the man who had made her cum harder than anyone else in her entire life.
"F-fuck me, master," she whimpered into his neck, savoring the sweet burn of her own humiliation as the word left her lips. She really was a weak awful woman to want a man besides her husband this badly. She had always scoffed at the women who found jerks attractive, or who pined after bad boys. But here she was, burning with shameful desire for a man she suspected wanted to corrupt her completely and turn her into a pathetic slut just like all those girls on the porn site.
"As you wish, pet," said Victor. She could hear the cocky smile in his voice. He reached down and rolled her skirt up over her hips, revealing the tops of her stockings and her dripping wet panties. With one rough movement, he ripped her panties away entirely, exposing her puffy, oozing pussy and making his pet gasp with a combination of shock and arousal.
Gina felt her stomach swoop and flutter as Victor pulled her toward the side of the room. Then, his muscles bulging and rippling beneath his shirt, Victor lifted her, pressing against the wall. Her heels dangled, then fell as her feet left the ground. She let out another half-moan, half-gasp as Victor planted a muscular forearm beneath her butt, suspending her high off the ground, pinned against the wall. It was a powerful display of Victor's raw strength. Once upon a time, Gina might have said that a musclehead showing off like this was only impressive to idiots... but now, the overwhelming, dominant power of her lover sent a flood of hot sticky juices dripping down her thighs.
"Spread your legs pet," commanded Victor firmly. His eyes were like deep, dark pools, and Gina felt like she was falling into them. She parted her thigh obediently, a thrill of vulnerability spreading through her as she exposed her flushed and throbbing pussy to her tormentor's gaze. Victor's eyes traveled down to take in the delicious sight, then moved back up to Gina's eyes, burning with a new intensity.
"I bet your poor little hubby has been trying his best to please you with his mouth, hasn't he?" he said with a chuckle. "I mean, what choice does he have since his manhood was locked away?"
Yes," said Gina in a trembling voice, just a hint of defensiveness creeping into her tone, "He... he's been doing his best."
"That little cuck's 'best' is worthless, pet," said Victor warmly, "And I'm going to teach your hot little body that lesson again and again until you can't even stand to look at the pathetic little worm between his legs. Here's your lesson for the day, Gigi. Let me show you how a real man eats his woman out."
Gina let out a trembling moan as Victor's mouth closed over her sensitive, deeply aroused pussy, slurping and licking with dominant confidence.
"Uhhhnn. Yes!" gasped Gina, her hands closing compulsively over Victor's head. "God! It feels... It feels so fucking good!" She had assumed that the reason that her husband's oral skills hadn't satisfied her was because she just wanted cock and a tongue wasn't enough, but Victor was proving her wrong. His tongue moved with lithe precision, wriggling and swirling over her sensitive lips and tender clit, plunging inside her before slipping back to tease and lick. Even in this task, Victor was simply miles better than her husband.
The position helped as well. Gina felt completely exposed, dominated, and dependent while Victor's strength alone pinned her up against the wall. Normally, she felt like cunnilingus was an act of male submission, but this felt like the opposite. Even as he pleasured her with his skillful lips and tongue, it felt like Victor was in charge, feasting on her sweetness because that was exactly what he wanted. But even Victor's talent could only do so much for her...
"Victoorr," moaned Gina, trying her best to keep her voice down. "Victor pleeeese! I need... I need..."
Victor raised his head from her quivering, sopping-wet sex, his chin dripping with her eager juices. His grin had just the faintest bit of mockery in it as he asked. "What is it, pet? What do you need exactly?"
This time, despite the squirming feeling of humiliation in her belly, Gina didn't look away. "I need your cock," she admitted in a quiet, heated whisper staring with submissive devotion straight into her dom's mocking eyes.
Victor wasted no time, pulling her effortlessly into a bridal carry to move her to the conference table in the center of the room. Gina stared up at him breathlessly, stars in her eyes. Victor had held her up effortlessly while distracted for minutes on end. Her master was so strong...
Victor set her on her wobbly legs, his firm hands pushing her down so her torso bent over the conference table and her juicy ass pointed upward. Gina no longer felt hesitance, or pride or reluctance as Victor's strong finger sunk into the flesh of her wide, womanly hips with a sense of ownership. Right now she was just a woman submitting sexually to a dominant, superior man, and nothing else mattered. Not her pride, or her morals, and especially not her marriage.
"Say it again, baby," demanded Victor above and behind her. Gina could feel the thick head of his massive black cock teasing the tender lips of her pussy, which was still dripping with a mix of his saliva and her arousal. Her pussy responded to the teasing feeling with an almost painful sensation of emptiness. She had a bone-deep need to be filled. To be fucked. To be owned by her master.
"Fuck me Victor. I need your cock," she said, louder and more confident this time. And, with a victorious chuckle, Victor granted her wish, sinking himself deep into her slick, clinging warmth in one smooth motion. This time, Gina was less successful at keeping herself quiet. A low, sweet moan slipped from her throat as Victor's cock filled every inch of her, stretching and conquering her in the way that had haunted her ever since the first time they had sex last week. She knew at that moment that she had been lying to herself. She would probably be able to successfully deny it again tomorrow, but in this moment she knew: nothing had forced her love Victor's cock. However evil he might be, she and Victor had undeniable sexual chemistry that Daren would never be able to match. Maybe no man in the world would.
The sex was that fucking good.
The table shuddered and squeaked as Victor fucked his pet up against it with long, powerful strokes. Gina's moans ratcheted up further in volume. This is exactly what she had been subconsciously craving all day. Seeing those women corrupted and disgraced... submitting to Frank... sucking Xavier's cock while he smugly celebrated his unearned victory... all of them made her want one thing above all others. To get roughly and dominantly fucked by a big cock. Doggystyle was perfect for what she wanted, being fucked down into a table at work in a filthy adulterous tryst was exactly what a nasty little submissive slut like her deserved.
*Crack* Victor's palm flashed down, just hard enough to sting, his strong hand punctuating the humiliating submissive sex with a physical act of disrespect. "You did good today. Like I said, you discovered a lot about what you really are. So let's see what you've learned. What are you, Gigi?"
"I... I'm your pet!" gasped Gina, her thighs trembling at the powerful pleasure roaring through her body. She arched her back to present herself to her master, trying to find the perfect angle for the plunging cock pumping in and out of her eager pussy.
Victor chuckled. 'That's right, but we already knew that, didn't we? What else are you?"
"I'm... Ahhhnnn... I'm a natural submissive," said Gina, her voice a blend of reverence and horror. She squirmed her wide squishy hips back into her master's thrusting cock in circular motions, trying to increase the incredible sensation of his cock stretching her tight married pussy.
"Oh yes you are," agreed Victor. "You're just like those women in the porn that fascinated you so much. But that's not what I was thinking of. Guess again."
"I'm a sluuutt!" whined Gina, her voice peaking to a near scream of pleasure. Her pussy gripped and milked her master's cock, desperate for his potent cum.
"What other kind of woman would swallow the cum of a man she hates?" mused Victor. His hand slapped down onto Gina's fat ass again, a little harder this time. She let out a wail of tormented pleasure again, this time much too loud for safety. "But that's obvious pet. Here, I'll give you a hint... What kind of woman self-sabotages herself at every turn? Who has been so confused and corrupted by her worst enemy that she is addicted to failure, even though winning has always been the most important to her? What kind of woman would surrender on purpose, just to feel the sexual thrill of her own humiliation?"
The massive, burning shame of the day crashed down on Gina all at once, overwhelming her with feelings of her own failure and inferiority. She had come to work today with the goal of proving her worth and winning back her self-respect. And she had failed miserably. Victor was right, Gina had always considered winning to be the most important thing in life. But losing to Victor again and again with constant sexual reinforcement had turned her into a pathetic pervert who got wet at the very thought of humiliating defeat.
Gina humped her hips desperately back into Victor's thick cock, meeting his thrusts with perfect timing. Every nerve sang with submissive pleasure. She knew what he wanted her to say, but she was afraid that saying it out loud would make it true.
But wouldn't that be the ultimate defeat? And wasn't defeat exactly what she wanted right now... when she was so close to climax?
"I'm a... Oh Goooooddd Victor! I... I'm a Lossseeeerrrrr!" Her words dissolved into loud estatic moans as she felt Victor release inside her. Her own orgasm flowed over her with red-hot waves of pure sensation, shutting off all logic and pride as her moans grew louder and sluttier.
Finally, she collapsed forward on the table, sweaty and spent. "I... I love you Victor,' she mumbled. In the grip of the continuing orgasm that sent tremors through her whole body, she didn't really know what she was saying, but deep in her mind, tentative connections grew stronger.
*Whirrrrrrrrrrrrr*
Gina looked up in muzzy shock as a line of yellow light crept into the room. The window shade was opening, inch by inch. Gina's eyes widened. "Victor!" she yelped frantically, "Where's the remote? For the shade?" She struggled to get to her feet, but she had just orgasmed so powerfully that he weak knees buckled, sending her slumping back to her compromising position on the table



It was too late. The shade rose, and Gina realized exactly how humiliating her tryst really was.
The entire crowd of her coworkers stood just outside the window, looking in with mixed expressions of amusement, disgust, and arousal. Frank stood with the remote control for the mechanical blinds in his hands and a look of cruel amusement on his face.
The adrenaline spike from seeing all of her spectators finally allowed Gina to stand up, but she wished she hadn't. Her skirt was still rolled up over her waist, so all that she accomplished was treating the office to a view of her well-used pink pussy and the thick trail of sperm oozing down her thighs. Behind her, Victor tucked himself back into her pants, apparently totally unfazed. Outside of the room, Frank raised an eyebrow and beckoned.
Gina finally managed to tug her skirt back into position, and shakily walked to the door, exiting the conference room.
"S-sir, I can explain!" she said, her voice still a little breathy from her orgasm. She wasn't at all confident she could explain, but she hoped her lawyerly skills could pull her through.
'Oh, there's no need, sweetheart, said Frank brightly. "You treated us all to a lovely little concert out here. I think we all know exactly what happened."
Gina heard the crowd titter and whisper. She caught the words 'Married" and "Slut" and even "Snowbunny". Gina felt like she would die of embarrassment, and now that she had finally cum, there was significantly less arousal that went with it. "Sir, it was... I... it won't happen again," she said miserably.
"No it won't," said Frank, with a shake of his head that almost looked genuinely regretful. "Because you're fucking fired."
Gina felt the blood drain from her face. 'What?" she asked stupidly in a voice of stunned confusion.
"I just told you a few minutes ago you were on probation for your sluty behavior," said Frank in a voice that made it sound like he was explaining to an idiot. "And then you fucked a client. At work. In the next room over from your coworkers. You're nice to look at, Gina, but I have no room for a piece of eye candy with nothing between her ears at the firm. Box up your stuff. In fifteen minutes, security will be here to escort you out, ready or not."
"No. No, wait! Frank... Today was all a game, right? You know... you know that I'm a good lawyer! You know it!"
But Frank was already walking away, throwing his arm around Xavier and leading him back to his office for celebratory drinks. The other employees turned away as well, leaving Gina alone with her stone-faced illicit lover, with her mouth agape and her world crashing down around her.
...
Daren sat looking at his phone. A text had come in a few minutes ago from Charlie.
[That's five hundred bucks off what you owe, Softie. I'm feeling generous. Push your darling daughter a little to stream again soon... I feel like this is going to be the perfect angle for me to get what I want from her.]
He couldn't believe that he had been stupid enough to rope Charlie in on this. It had felt hot in the moment to expose his innocent daughter to that kind of sexual danger, but now here he was, sour, nervous and unsatisfied. The entire point of his daughter's streams was that he was in complete control, but now it felt like Charlie was the one who was in the driver's seat.
And if that was the case, then Cassie was in a lot more trouble than she suspected.
As he stared glumly down at his phone, a text came in from Renee.
[Oh my God, Puppy! I just watched some highlights from the recorded stream. I really have to hand it to you: even I didn't think your daughter would go so far so fast. Honestly, I was going to say you didn't impress me and tell you to work harder if you wanted to fuck your wifey, but after seeing your darling daughter's slutty nips presented for the world to see, I've changed my mind. You earned a little conjugal visit, you horny little perv.]
Daren's heart leapt, and he couldn't keep a smile off of his face. Well, despite his stupid risk of inviting Charlie, at least one good thing had come out of the stream today. [Thank you, Mistress!] he typed quickly, meaning it sincerely from the bottom of his heart.
[Don't get too excited now. One night only. Talk to your wifey and see when works best for her. You don't want to accidentally double book with my Dad, because we both know which one she would choose. Anyway, let me know, puppy. Good night! Have some good dreams about Gina's sweet pussy. You earned it!]
Daren didn't even register the gibes. He sighed happily, feeling his cage get tight again.
Sex with Gina. Things were finally looking bright for their marriage.
...
Gina sat on the curb outside her office, watching the sun beginning to set.
It still didn't feel real. She had gotten so caught up in the sexual game Victor was playing that she forgot that it could have real consequences. She looked down at the small box of personal items on the curb next to her. On top sat a family picture of her, Daren and Cassie. Oh God... she had told them she would be working late tonight. What would she say when she got home? How could she break it to them that she had lost her job? Daren had a decent salary, but she was the main breadwinner.
What was she going to do?
A soft blip of a car horn made her look up. The dark window of a town car across the street rolled down to reveal Victor's face, for once somber.
'I'm sorry that happened Gina," he said seriously. "That wasn't my intention. I did speak to Frank afterward, but I'm afraid he wouldn't budge."
Gina drew her knees up to her chest and tried to focus on her anger rather than her fear. "It's your fault anyway, prick," she spat. "Your little sex game just ruined my life!"
Victor raised an eyebrow. "I seem to recall someone begging me for what happened in that conference room," he said dryly. "But, to be fair, I know that you can't help yourself around me, and I encouraged it. So I do bear a little responsibility." Victor opened the car door, revealing the luxurious leather interior. "But let's not talk about lives being ruined. I would never let that happen to my favorite pet. Well, not ruined in a boring, mundane way like this at least. Come. Let's eat dinner and talk about the future. I can help you."
Gina stared daggers at the horrible, handsome man who had ensnared her. Was he telling the truth that this was inadvertent? It felt foolish to trust the man who had gotten her fired to help her. Not to mention the fact that going to dinner with Victor would almost certainly lead to more dirty, shameful extramarital sex...
But what other options did she have? She could always hear him out and say no. And in this moment of uncertainty and vulnerability... it really would feel good to have someone strong and capable telling her what to do.
With doubt in her heart and a flutter of butterflies in her stomach, Gina picked up her box and crossed the street, entering the car and stepping directly into another trap.
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Amber Koch had a passionate hatred for popular girls. And, more often than not, the feeling was mutual. It had been that way ever since middle school.
As far as Amber could tell, the only thing she had done wrong was growing tits earlier than the other girls. That was all it took to be labeled a slut. All through high school, Amber hoped that she could change the minds of the pretty, popular girls by acting meek and kind and chaste. But that didn't matter. Those beautiful, bratty girls, with their cute outfits and catty smiles and eyes shining with mockery and hate, never seemed to need a reason to call Amber a slut. Everyone already knew she was one after all; it had been common knowledge ever since middle school.
In her senior year, Amber made a life-changing decision: fuck it, if she was going to be called a slut no matter what she did, she might as well become one.
So she started sleeping with her bullies' boyfriends. It was easy. A lot easier than she thought it would be. It turned out that when you had Amber's curvy figure and sultry good looks, all it took was a little encouraging dirty talk for even the most loyal of boyfriends to be putty in your hands.
And yeah, maybe after her early successes Amber got a little drunk on power. Maybe her choice of targets got a little broader. By the end of her freshman year of college, Amber had expanded her campaign of revenge beyond people who mistreated her. Any girl who had a certain look became fair game in Amber's eyes.
Girls who were slim and pretty, with a sort of lithe grace were the problem as far as Amber was concerned. For some reason, they just set her teeth on edge. They made a strange, jealous fire burn inside her... she felt an irrepressible need to reach out and ruin them. To Amber, even if skinny bitches seemed nice on the outside, it had to be an act. They reminded her too strongly of her bullies.
Once, her roommate Clara, shaking her head at yet another story of a hot and steamy tryst with a "skinny bitch's" boyfriend, told Amber, "Girl, you need to be careful. One of these days you're going to mess with the wrong woman."
But Amber had just laughed. "Clara, I've had a girl slap the shit out of me, I've had hair pulled out... hell, I've had a bottle broken over my head. I've run into the wrong woman plenty of times. They can do their worst, but they can't make me unfuck their boyfriend. If there is a skinny bitch on this campus who can beat me at my own game, I haven't met her."
And that was true. She hadn't met Hannah Lind yet.
...
Hannah Lind embodied all of the qualities that Amber loathed about "skinny bitches".
She was jaw-droppingly beautiful, with cascades of dark, wavy hair, startling blue eyes, and curvy lips that always seemed to be faintly smiling at some hidden secret.
Her body, although not as eye-catching as Amber's thick, luscious curves, sent Amber into a fuming rage when she saw it. Lithe, toned, and petite, it showed off the hard work that Hannah put in at the pool with its subtle, smooth muscle tone.
Because Hannah wasn't just a pretty face. She was the star of the college swim team, taking home trophy after trophy. Not only that, she also found time to serve as the president of the student body. She was intelligent, talented, charming, and the darling of everyone she met.
In other words, perfect. Not a hair out of place, never flustered or cranky or caught off guard. When Amber first met her, it was hate at first sight.
Amber first crossed paths with Hannah when she started using the university pool for exercise. She had just been kicked out of a second gym after drama between her and a skinny bitch that worked there. Just like her first gym before that. But Amber couldn't just not exercise. Although she had come to love her big tits, wide hips, and round bubble butt, her build meant that she was always at risk of getting pudgy. Amber couldn't have that; her favorite pastime of hunting for taken men meant she needed to look her best at all times.
So she decided to give swimming laps a try. And it was on her very first day there that she saw Hannah. The first time Amber saw Hannah, the skinny little bitch was standing and chatting warmly with the handsome, muscular lifeguard. Hannah had been wearing a one-piece suit: modest, but unable to hide the willowy grace of her amazing body. Even without makeup, Hannah looked dewy and perfect, with little beads of water decorating her lashes and skin like jewels as she smiled and flirted coyly with the lifeguard.
It normally took a little longer for Amber to decide a girl needed to be taken down a peg, but with Hannah, it was almost immediate. She knew who Hannah was, of course. It was hard to not at least be aware of who the student body president was. But seeing her in person set a fire inside Amber.
When she found out that Aaron Foss, the lifeguard Hannah was speaking to, was actually Hannah's boyfriend... well, that made her next course of action simple and straightforward. Amber would steal Aaron right out from under Hannah's nose, and all that skinny bitch would be able to do was watch and fume.
The fact that Hannah had never personally done anything to Amber was unimportant. At this point, fucking with skinny bitches was its own reward.
And so, as she returned to the pool on a daily basis, Amber's swimsuits got a little more revealing. She started having friendly, flirty conversations with Aaron. The boy turned out to be dumb as a rock, which made everything much easier. Poor blushing Aaron didn't know where to look when Amber leaned over to talk to him in his lifeguard chair, water dripping off her ripe, hanging tits.
Hannah clocked Amber's actions immediately, of course. Her perfect, pretty face fixed itself into a bitter expression every time Amber made an excuse to chat Aaron up. But what could Hannah do? She made a point of marching up and calling Aaron's attention away from the interfering temptress whenever she could, but she was at the pool to train; she couldn't guard her boyfriend the entire time.
At some point, Hannah clearly decided that Amber's shameless flirting had crossed the line and had a talk with her man. Amber almost laughed when Aaron nervously told her that his girlfriend didn't want them to speak anymore. It was cute. He was trying so hard to be a good boyfriend. But in the end, he wouldn't be able to resist.
Amber ignored the fact that Aaron was nervously staring across the pool at the stone-faced Hannah and leaned over to whisper in his ear.
"Don't try to resist, big boy. We both know what I want, and we both know I'm going to get it. I'm going to feel the heat of that big cock in my hand. I'm going to wrap these pretty little lips around its thickness. I'm going to feel what it's like to have you inside me. Soon. No matter what she says."
Amber strutted away from the lifeguard chair, leaving Aaron red-faced, with a noticeable bulge in his swim trunks. She smirked and twiddled her fingers at the gorgeous, furious bitch watching her from the pool. Maybe that little display would make the couple break up. It had happened before when Amber rubbed a popular girl's nose in her seduction attempts. If that happened, Amber would fuck Aaron anyway, just to show that the breakup hadn't deterred her, but she hoped that Hannah would fight a little harder than that. It would make it so much sweeter when she succeeded anyway.
She never even considered that the intelligent, talented young Hannah Lind might have more creative ways of fighting back than the average popular girl.
...
Amber looked at herself in the locker room mirror. Tousled dirty blonde hair, rich brown eyes, and pouty lips. She looked as sexy as usual. But her face wasn't the reason that boys found it hard to resist her.
She smoothed the tiny pink triangles of cloth over her big firm tits, arching her back a little to admire them. Then, with a confident smirk, she turned to see her profile from the side, eyes tracing the thick, luscious swell of her ass. Looking good. She was a bit worried that she had been spending too much time on seduction and not enough on exercise lately, but there were no signs of chubbiness detectable, just full, ripe, tempting womanhood.
Today was the day.
Today, she would turn up the heat and coax Aaron into following her. She planned to take him by the hand, march him right past his prissy little girlfriend, take him to a storage closet or pump room or something, and screw his brains out. He would protest at first no doubt, but Amber had seen the look in his eyes and the bulge in his pants when she had dirty-talked him the other day, and she was confident that it wouldn't take much to get him to crack.
She strode confidently over to the exit of the locker room, and pushed on the door to the pool, ready to seductively strut across the room toward her latest prey, modeling her slutty bikini for him.
*Clunk*
Amber frowned. She pushed again. *Clunk* The door was catching on something. As if someone had moved something heavy in front of the door.
'It's a doorstop sweetie," said a cool, amused voice from behind Amber, "You're not going to be able to push it open that easily."
Amber whirled to see Hannah Lind sitting on one of the benches. she was wearing her regular tight black one-piece swimsuit and was leaning casually back on both arms, her legs crossed with a foot swinging. As usual, not one of her lovely dark hairs was out of place. Amber could have sworn she had been alone in the changing room just a moment before. Had this crazy bitch been hiding? Hannah wore an expression of faint amusement. The sight of her sent a thrill of deep-seated annoyance through Amber, like usual.
Amber scoffed, backing away from the blocked door and facing Hannah with her arms crossed beneath her impressive chest. "I've seen a lot of desperate moves, but this has to be the most pathetic," she said, raising an eyebrow with a pitying smile. "Do you really think that this will keep me away from Aaron?"
If Hannah felt intimidated or desperate, she didn't show it. She shook her head and said, "Not forever, no. But long enough." The way she said it sent a prickle of apprehension through Amber, raising goosebumps on the back of her neck. She immediately felt defensive, shifting her eyes around the locker room. Did this bitch have friends waiting to jump her?
But the locker room was empty: the only sound was the drip of water from the showerheads in the adjoining room. Amber turned her suspicious eyes back to the strangely confident woman on the changing room bench.
Hannah leaned forward, her elbow on her knee and her chin on her fist. "Let's talk, Amber. Woman to woman. You told my boyfriend that... well, let's see... that you were going to feel his cock in your hand. That you were going to wrap your lips around it. That you wanted to feel him inside you. Do I have that right?"
Amber smirked. "So he told you, huh? Good for him. Yeah, I might have said something like that," she said airily, "But it's really up to him. If you aren't able to stop him from fucking other women, it's hardly my fault. Do you think you have what it takes? To stop us?"
Hannah shook a finger with a wide grin on her face. "You misunderstand me!" she said with a chuckle. "I'm not trying to stop you. Quite the opposite in fact. Today I want to make sure you get exactly what you want!"
That brought Amber up short. What the fuck was wrong with this girl? Did she actually want Amber to fuck her boyfriend?
Hannah reached down and picked up a duffel bag sitting on the changing room floor behind her. "Let me show you something, sweetie," she said, rifling through the bag. "Aaron is a great guy. Not the smartest man, but very kind and supportive. And, take it from me, he has a world-class cock. I'm not surprised you wanted a taste."
Hannah seemed to find what she was looking for, but didn't pull it out of the bag yet. She raised shining, excited eyes to Amber and said, "So this past Valentine's Day, I knew just what I wanted as a gift. I'm afraid that I'm not willing to share Aaron's cock itself, but today, you're going to get the next best thing."
Hannah pulled her hand out of the bag, revealing a big, flesh-toned dildo. Amber stared at it, bewildered. It was hyper-realistic: someone had lovingly recreated a life-like cock out of soft silicone with some sort of rigid core. Amber connected the dots. "Wait," she said, her eyes widening, "You mean that that's..."
"Aaron's cock? Yes ma'am!" said Hannah happily. "Not from one of those cheap 'clone-a-cock' kits either. a real professional recreation. It cost him a fortune. Worth every penny when I have to travel without him for swim meets, believe me."
Amber examined the fake dick again more closely, fascinated despite herself. It really did look like the real deal, and, based on the gentle squish of Hannah's fingers, it would probably feel real as well. Amber's eyes flicked back up to Hannah's, seeing the strange, manic light burning there. This was getting a little too weird for her. What was this skinny bitch's problem? Was she really offering to lend Amber a dildo?
Hannah waved the realistic cock back and forth, making it wobble slightly. "Do you know what you do with a naughty teenager when you catch them smoking, Amber?" asked Hannah in a light, amused tone. "You make them smoke a whole pack." The dildo made a fleshy *Thwap* as Hannah slapped it down into her hand. "You wanted to know what my boyfriend's cock felt like, and I intend to show you. I intend to burn the feeling of his cock so deep into your mind that you don't even need to try the real thing."
Hannah held out the fake dick with a teasing smirk. "You want to feel his cock in your hot little hand, didn't you, sweetie? Well, come over here. Let's get started."
Something about Hannah's smug face, her aggressive, obscene statements, and her as-always gorgeous looks sent that familiar old feeling flaring red hot in Amber's core. Jealousy, annoyance, and, deeper, a flickering feeling of arousal that Amber would hotly deny, even to herself.
"You're fucking crazy," snarled Amber, turning away with a rapidly beating pulse and heading toward the entrance door.
*Clunk*
A feeling of panic swelled up in Amber and she pushed against the door frantically.
*Clunk* *Clunk* *Clunk*
Amber's breathing grew quick and shallow as she connected the dots. She should have realized that this crazy bitch would block both doors. Hannah must have had friends standing by outside to spring the trap. Amber looked over her shoulder at Hannah, still sitting in her swimsuit, her legs calmly crossed. The confident older girl raised her eyebrows and waggled the dildo. For some reason, the surge of panic didn't diminish the strange hot feeling inside Amber at all. Instead, it made the flames inside her leap higher.
Amber closed her eyes and took a deep, steadying breath, forcing herself to calm down. So Hannah wouldn't let this go without a confrontation. Fine. It wouldn't be the first or last time that Amber had gone toe to toe with an angry victim of her games.
"Ahhh, running away, huh?" said Hannah in a gently mocking voice. "I have to admit that I'm disappointed. I thought you would be at least a little more brave than that."
Amber's eyes flew open, wide with anger. All of the fear and jealousy (and that sneaking, growing little sprout of lust) were drowned out in an instant by white-hot rage at the taunt. Amber forgot all about the blocked doors, marching right up to the cocky little bitch. "Afraid?" she asked scornfully, "Of what? A rubber cock? A skinny little bitch like you? Please. You want me to touch your dildo so badly? Fine. Hand it over."
Hannah looked up, delighted at the response to her taunt. Her deep, evident confidence put a bit of a dent in Amber's momentum. Where did this girl get all of her certainty from? That sneaking, elusive little trickle of arousal began sending fluttering tendrils through Amber's belly.
"Hand it over?" asked Hannah incredulously. "No, Sweetie, I have a better idea. We're trying to give you a realistic experience, right?"
Amber watched in stunned silence as Hannah pulled some sort of leather harness out of her bag and swiftly strapped it around her waist. Comprehension dawned as Hannah slotted the round base of the dildo into the front of the strapon device. It was a perfect fit.
Hannah sighed in satisfaction, spreading her legs to display the results of her handiwork. It was an obscene sight. What looked like a real cock now jutted up from Hannah's slim, feminine hips, a strange, perverted, but not wholly unappealing mashup of male and female sexuality. "There. Perfect. That's going to give you a lot more realistic experience, don't you think? I want you to feel like you really got to play with my boyfriend's cock after all."
"You're n-nuts," said Amber blankly, her mouth suddenly dry. She felt more than ever her gnawing dislike for pretty, popular girls like Hannah, but for some reason, the combination of Hannah's teasing forwardness and the sight of the cock sticking stiffly up between her spread, feminine thighs were made a fuzzy warmth and confusion spread through Amber's overtaxed mind.
"What's the matter?" purred Hannah, reaching down to play with her new cock with slow, languid strokes. "I thought I was just a skinny bitch with a rubber cock. Nothing to be afraid of, right? Why are you pussying out now?"
The mocking words sent another twinge of complex emotion racing through Amber that she fought to repress. She couldn't let this bitch know she was afraid. "Fine," she said through gritted teeth. "I'll play your game, you freak. This means nothing to me." Taking a deep breath, Amber tentatively reached out. She was so focused on the strap-on between Hannah's legs that she didn't even notice that her posture placed her hanging, barely-covered tits right in Hannah's line of sight. Unseen by Amber, Hannah's eyes widened slightly, then looked away, a slight stain of pink briefly coloring her cheeks.
Just as Amber closed her slim fingers around the fake cock, Hannah let out a breathy, performative moan. Amber looked up from the strapon with wide shocked eyes, the erotic sound sending a wet, hot, squirming feeling through her belly. Hannah just smirked at her and giggled.
"Very funny, asshole," growled Amber, trying to fight back the sudden wave of arousal the unexpected moan had caused. It wasn't her fault! She was just responding to the obvious sexual imagery and undertones. She would just play Hannah's game just long enough to show that it didn't bother her like Hannah was implying it did. Then she would demand to be set free. By force if necessary.
Amber began moving her loosely gripping hand up and down the fake cock. It really did feel like the real thing. It was even slightly warm, probably from when Hannah was handling it. Her hand didn't move completely smoothly though, sticking a little on the soft rubber surface of the dildo.
"Where are my manners!" said Hannah with mock politeness. "Let me help you, sweetie." Hannah leaned forward, delicately tucking a stray dark curl behind her ear. Amber realized what was about to happen just an instant before Hannah opened her lips and let a thick stream of warm saliva drool out onto the dildo.
A part of Amber's mind recoiled in disgust, but for some reason she didn't quite understand, her hand kept moving, sliding over the slick, lubricating saliva and quickly coating the lifelike cock with it, turning her handjob into a squelching, silky-smooth glide.
"There," said Hannah in a low, sultry voice, her ocean-blue eyes flicking upward to meet Amber's with a strange, unwelcome jolt of sexual electricity, "That feels better, doesn't it?"
"Yes," said Amber automatically, the word puffing from between her lips before she could stop herself. Her cheeks flushed red as she internally cursed her stupid mouth. She was supposed to be showing this stuck-up bitch that her teasing had no effect, not playing into her sick little fantasy! But Hannah's eyes didn't look as mocking as they had a few minutes before. There was an odd, dangerous smolder there now echoing the odd feelings inside Amber.



"But that pose looks awkward," mused Hannah with a faint smile playing on her curvy lips. "Don't you think it would feel more natural if you got a little... lower?" Amber gulped. It suddenly felt like her heart was in her throat. Hannah wasn't exactly wrong... it was awkward to stand there bending over to jerk the strapon. Amber told herself that that was why she slowly sank to her knees in front of Hannah. To save herself from back pain. Not because it felt good to do what the smug popular girl said for some reason. In the heat of the moment, she had forgotten completely that she had only intended to give the strapon a few quick strokes...
When Amber's knees hit the tile floor of the changing room and she looked up at her hated rival, she realized she had made a bit of a tactical error. Kneeling on the ground beneath the pretty, confident Hannah made Amber's feeling of fuming jealousy and inferiority swell alarmingly inside her, accompanied by stomach-churning arousal. Amber felt a shameful, squishy heat growing in her tiny bikini bottoms as she reached up to grip the cock towering over her. She realized now that she should stop... give up this crazy game and demand to leave. But her hand moved anyway. For some reason, it just felt...
"I told you," said Hannah with gloating eyes, "Doesn't that feel natural?"
Amber jerked the fake cock faster and harder, matching the wild rhythm of her beating heart. Had this feeling always been there when she thought about the slim, pretty girls she hated? This treacherous, submissive lust? The desire to be crushed and dominated? It couldn't be. There was no way that this was what she had always wanted from her high school bullies... But it was what she wanted now, Amber realized with dawning horror.
She was more turned on than she could ever remember being.
"I believe that what you wanted to do next was 'wrap your pretty lips" around my boyfriend's cock. Let's move on to that, shall we, slut?"
The sharp, hated word felt like a slap in the face to Amber, and for a moment, her anger flared brighter than her swelling lust. "I'm not a slut," she said hotly, her hand gripping compulsively on the fake cock.
"Sweetie," said Hannah in a voice heavy with mocking pity, "You're on your knees in a changing room jerking a strap-on because a woman you hate told you to."
Amber flushed red as a wave of shame overtook her anger. Hannah's eyes moved slowly down Amber's body, and she smirked. "While wearing the sluttiest bikini I've ever seen, by the way. And, Amber... it's pretty obvious you're enjoying yourself." Her tone made Amber look down, and she turned even brighter red as she realized her nipples were making twin dents in the surface of her thin, slutty bikini. "N-no. It's not what it looks like! I... I just..." she spluttered desperately as Hannah laughed and shook her head.
"Enough, slut. You're fooling no one but yourself. So let's not get precious about cocksucking, ok?" said Hannah condescendingly. "I'll tell you what... you wrap those cute little lips around my cock and I promise you I'll give you exactly what you want, ok?" said Amber, jerking her head toward the exit door.
Amber frowned, conflicted. She tried to think... she did want to get out of this confusing, sexually charged situation and sort her feelings out. And this was the first time that Hannah had hinted at a way out. Would it even be that big of a deal to bob her head up and down a dildo a few times? It's not like it was a real cock.
Feeling that warm, wet slither of lust in her lower belly, Amber rose a little on her knees, trying to ignore Hannah's eager, triumphant grin. But she just couldn't help herself: as she paused with the soft, fleshy tip of the dildo on her lips, she locked eyes with her rival once again. Was she just imagining it, or was there a spark of arousal in those deep blue eyes? Amber thought this was all about revenge, but maybe the perfect, dominant swimming star was having a sexual awakening of her own...
Amber maintained eye contact as she slowly slid her lips down the fake cock, its girth stretching her lips as it went. She felt a stab of jealousy for the dominant woman above her: if this really was an accurate model, then Aaron had a massive cock. After a few seconds of smoldering eye contact, Amber began moving, bobbing her head hesitantly up and down the dildo stretching her mouth. She knew that Hannah couldn't feel it, but she swirled and slithered her tongue anyway. Some submissive instinct deep inside her whispered that she had to do her best to please the superior woman looming above her.
"Ooh," said Hannah, putting a finger to her lips in a pose of mock thoughtfulness, "You know what I just realized? My spit was alllll over that dildo before you started sucking it. So... it's sort of like we kissed, huh?" The teasing observation sent a crackle of submissive lust through Amber as she pictured kissing Hannah for real. God, what was wrong with her? Was she really this pathetic?
"Not to mention all the times that it's been stuffed in my hot wet pussy," added Hannah with a sultry wink. "You're not just getting a taste of my boyfriend tonight, are you slut? You're tasting all of me as well."
Amber involuntarily moaned around the strapon in her mouth. Without consciously trying to, her tongue moved and licked all over the surface of the dildo, searching for the taste that she didn't even know she craved until this very moment. The fiery, antagonistic lust built to a fever pitch inside her.
Fuck it. She had already embarrassed herself, why not go one step further? Amber's hand slipped between her legs, cramming beneath the tiny covering of her slutty pink bikini to dive deep into her steamy pussy. She parted her soaking lips to rub and tease her clit as she continued bobbing her head up and down the dildo.
Hannah seemed lost for words for a moment, her eyes wide and her perfect cheeks flushing a delicate pink as she watched Amber give in to her filthy forbidden lust. Then her gloating grin returned, stronger than ever. A cruel, feminine hand descended, gripping a handful of Amber's dirty blond locks and thrusting her hips forward, making the kneeling woman gag at the unexpected intrusion.
"I knew you were a slut, Amber," said Hannah, her breaths coming hot and harsh in her throat as she began slowly but surely plundering the throat of the homewrecker who had tried to steal her man. "But I didn't expect this. This was just supposed to be about teaching you a lesson, not giving you a reward for your bad behavior..."
Hannah suddenly released Amber, allowing her to pull back, red-faced and gasping, her hand still flexing and rubbing in her bikini bottoms. "But fuck it, we've come this far," purred Hannah, planting a firm hand on Amber's shoulder and shoving her back onto the tile floor, "It's time to show you what it really feels like to be with my man."
Amber gasped as she stared wide-eyed up at the fierce, dominant woman she hated with a passion. "Hannah, y-you said..." she whimpered as the confident student body president spread Amber's thighs with firm, insistent hands.
"I said I would give you what you want," said Hannah, her eyes burning with dominant lust. She reached down and tugged aside Amber's tiny bikini bottoms, exposing Amber's sensitive pussy to the cool damp air of the locker room. Her other hand lined up the spit-lubed strapon, rubbing it between Amber's thighs.
"I think we both know what that is," said Hannah as she slid her strapon home, sheathing it in Amber's hot, sloppy pussy. Amber let out a sharp, high moan, taken off guard both by Hannah's swift action and her own spiraling swell of submissive arousal. She still felt that bone-deep annoyance and dislike of Hannah and all girls like her, but now that dislike just made things hotter. She was being crushed, fucked, pinned down by one of the perfect pretty girls she hated the most. She felt weak, and inferior, and slutty.
It was so fucking hot.
As Hannah began moving her hips, Amber let out a series of whining, slutty moans, writhing her hips upward in time to the thrusts, desperate to feel the thick dildo deeper inside her. Her pussy gripped and milked the rubber cock inside her like it was the real thing, seeking semen that the fake dick could never provide. Amber bit her lip, trying to at least somewhat muffle her embarrassing noises of abject submission. It wasn't very effective.
Above her, Hannah looked like a woman possessed. Finally, the heat of the forbidden encounter had cracked her perfect, pristine facade of calm beauty. Her face was red with strain as she thrust her hips wildly, plunging the strapon deep into the moaning slut beneath her with ferocious, dominant enthusiasm.
With a grunt of frustration, Hannah reached up to slip her swimsuit off of her shoulders, peeling it down her gorgeous toned body to reveal small perky tits with delicate pink nipples that stuck straight up from her fiery, conquering lust. She fumbled with one as she continued to thrust, closing her eyes and concentrating on trying to increase her own pleasure. It wasn't really fair that the sub got most of the pleasure from this exchange...
Hannah stiffened in shock and her eyes flew open as she felt Amber's hands touch her breasts. She looked down, almost but not quite interrupting the brutal rhythm of her penetration as she saw Amber looking up sheepishly.
"Trust me," said Amber with a crooked smile, "I know how to make a girl feel good. I'm a slut, remember?" Hannah frowned, then gave one small, jerky nod, allowing Amber to tenderly rub her thumbs over her sensitive nipples, drawing a small moan from between her lips. A genuine one this time.
Both women lost themselves in the hot, sticky rhythm of their forbidden lust, forgetting about revenge and hate and jealousy, and simply feeling the sweet friction of thumbs and dildo and pussy. For a few moments, they became nothing but two lovers, giving their bodies fully to each other with no strings attached.
The pace of their fucking increased. Hannah could feel Amber's body squirming and trembling beneath her; heard her moans grow louder and more desperate. The little slut was going to cum for her. Even though this whole thing was obviously just a twisted punishment for daring to go after Hannah's man. The idea was darkly erotic to Hannah. The fact that she could hold such sexual power over a rival was fascinating.
She saw how much her little tease about indirect kissing had flustered the little slut... Why not flex her sexual power and really drive Amber crazy?
Just as she felt the submissive woman beneath her tipping over into orgasm, Hannah leaned down and captured Amber's lips in a wet, searing kiss, her tongue dancing and swirling as it invaded the pathetic loser's mouth. Amber's arms flew up to loosely drape around Hannah's neck, and her legs mirrored the movement, clasping and locking around Hannah's narrow waist, trying to pull her closer and deeper inside as she orgasmed, her warm, soft thighs shaking as they gripped Hannah tight.
Together, the two passionate rivals shared a forbidden moment, tasting a different kind of passion altogether.
Hannah pulled away from Amber, staring down into her warm brown eyes. They lay there for a moment, the strapon still intimately connecting them. Hannah still saw hatred in those dark, flashing eyes. But was that it? Or was there something more?
Suddenly the intimate moment felt too raw and intense. "St-stay away from my boyfriend," said Hannah haltingly, then scrambled back, withdrawing the now-dripping dildo from Amber's well-used pussy. Hannah's cheeks had spots of pink in them, and she avoided looking at Amber as she rapidly removed the strapon from her hips and slipped the top of her one-piece back on.
"That was... something," said Amber in a warm, muzzy post-orgasm voice. She hadn't gotten up from the floor, just rolled onto her side, giving Hannah a sidelong glance with a faint smile on her lips.
"It was a warning," said Hannah in an icy tone, stuffing her equipment back in her duffel bag.
"Just a warning? That's it?" asked Amber in an amused tone, propping her head up with an elbow as she gazed up at Hannah through her lashes.
"That's it," said Hannah fimly. She felt a creeping sense of shame from her lack of control. True, she had been the dominant one in this encounter, but it was clear to both of them that she hadn't been completely in control of her sexual urges.
"Well consider me... warned," said Amber with an earthy chuckle.
Hannah huffed in annoyance and strode toward the exit door, rapping the secret knock she had prearranged with her swim teammates.
"I'll see you around!" called Amber after her.
"No you won't," growled Hannah as the door swung open.
Two of her teammates met her outside with nervous giggles. "Oh my God!" said Vicky in a scandalized tone, "We heard the moans! Don't tell me she actually... you know..."
Hannah sighed deeply as she strode away with her two lackeys in her wake, trying to put as much distance between herself and Amber as possible. "You don't need to know the details. Let's just say that I doubt that the slut will be throwing herself at Aaron after today."
And that was probably true.
But Hannah did worry a little that Amber might start trying to throw herself at someone else.
...
Amber rolled onto her back, enjoying the post orgasm glow and letting the skinny bitch run away.
This was an interesting turn of events. She had spent most of the encounter humiliatingly submitting to Hannah... but it seemed like little Miss Perfect had lost control, even as she was acting the part of Dom.
Amber's eyes got a dreamy, faraway look in them. She was no stranger to luring someone in by acting submissive. It was usually a pretty good strategy when it came to boys.
She wondered idly if it also worked with dominant girls.
Because maybe she had been getting things backward this whole time. Maybe the way to really ruin the pretty popular girls that made her so angry wasn't to seduce their boyfriends.
Maybe it would be better to go straight to the source...
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"Come on, you're not serious," said Jackie Song with a flirty grin, twirling a silky strand of coal-black hair around one finger, "It can't be that big!"
Dan Carson gave her a cocky smile and shrugged. "Well, you'll just have to take my word for it... Unless you can think of some way I could prove it to you?" The big muscly idiot was trying to play coy, but it was easy to tell that just under the surface he was as excited as a kid on Christmas.
"Hmmmm," said Jackie, pressing a finger to her plump lips in a pensive gesture, "I can think of one or two ways you could show me..."
Dan looked like he was about to faint from the sudden rush of blood downward from his brain. Jackie idly wondered if he was stupid enough to believe he was manipulating her, or if he just didn't care that he was wrapped around her finger.
Well, it hardly mattered. No matter who he thought had the upper hand, Dan would end up doing whatever Jackie wanted. Boys were easy. They thought with their cocks, and even at eighteen, Jackie could already manipulate men deftly with hardly any effort at all.
Boys were so sex obsessed that it was honestly kind of pathetic. Dan was dating one of Jackie's "friends", but just a little kinky talk and he was willing to toss it all away for a sniff of Jackie's tight young pussy.
Jackie's motivation was simple this time. She needed someone suitably tall and popular as a prom date, and Dan's girlfriend Jessica had been a little bitchy lately. That was all that it took; Jackie made a minimal effort and now Dan was hers to play with until she got bored of him.
"Miss Song!" snapped a deep, confident voice from the front of the class, "I hate to interrupt your important conversation, but I'm trying to teach a class up here!"
The flirty smile on Jackie's face froze into haughty politeness as she turned to the front of the room, where Coach Tucker stood in front of a slide about contraceptives. Jackie's eyes flicked contemptuously over the older man. Coach Tucker was the boys' basketball coach. Not a bad-looking man, for his age. Chiseled face, decent body, a sort of silver fox charm in the right light. As usual, he had been roped into teaching health class this year, a task that he accomplished with all the awkward stiffness that male gym teachers usually had when discussing sex with teenagers.
Who did this asshole think he was, trying to embarrass Jackie Song in front of her peers? Jackie's thoughts aligned with what she had just been thinking about men... Coach Tucker was a boy just like the dumb high school jocks that Jackie easily wrapped around her finger. Why not have a little fun with him, and put her flirting skills to the test? Coach was about to discover that public embarrassment was a two-way street.
"Oh coach," said Jackie in a light tone, "I think I have all of this material down! You see..." she leaned forward, letting her shirt fall loosely open for the coach's wandering gaze. Her eyes glittered with sultry amusement, "I'm practically an expert when it comes to sex."
The class of students oohed and the coach frowned in confusion at Jackie's inappropriate statement. The older man wasn't quite able to stop his eyes from dipping toward her displayed cleavage, Jackie noted with delight. A sudden flush of color rose in his cheeks. Bingo! Men were all just perverts at heart, thinking about sex all the time. Every one of them.
But Coach wouldn't back down that easily. He visibly rallied, his face pulling into a scowl.
"You say that Miss Song, but so do thousands of high school girls every year who end up pregnant. You've never been pregnant, so I'm sure you still have a thing or two to learn about the process... and how to avoid it." said the coach doggedly, staring at a point above Jackie's left ear to avoid her eyes.
The class turned back to Jackie with eager anticipation to hear her retort. Well, if they wanted a show, that's what they were going to get. No one crossed Jackie Song. Not even teachers.
"Pregnant?" asked Jackie with an incredulous snort, "Obviously not. Like I would ever let a boy do that to me... But the fact that I've never been knocked up, despite all my... experience, well it just goes to show how much I know about the process, wouldn't you think?" Her voice had dropped to a sultry purr, and Jackie noticed Coach Tucker visibly gulp. This would be even easier than she thought.
The coach opened his mouth to reply, but Jackie cut him off. "Shhh! You said that I don't know about this stuff, coach. so now you get to listen while I prove you wrong." Jackie stood from her desk in a slow, unhurried stretch, taking care to showcase her long, shapely legs and lithe, slim body. She caught the coach's eyes wandering despite himself once again. Just one or two hints at her sexual activities and a little stretching, and she held an adult man in the palm of her hand. Boys were sooooo easy.
"See, coach, my Dad breeds dogs as a hobby back in China," said Jackie in a low, smoldering voice, as she walked slowly to the front of his room, hips swaying, one foot in front of the other. The class watched her with keen interest as the coach's mouth fell open, speechless as he watched his eighteen-year-old student approach with slinky, sexual grace. "So, you could say I got a vivid, crystal clear lesson on the birds and the bees. I've seen the whole messy process of pregnancy happen on the sort of primal, animalistic level that humans just can't reach," continued Jackie in a calm, confident voice.
She reached the front of the class and now stared up into her teacher's wide, reluctantly-aroused eyes.
"It does work a little differently for animals," whispered Jackie, just loud enough for the fascinated class to catch. "Dogs, cats... even cows, they all go through something called "estrus". Or, as most people know it... "heat"." Jackie reached out and trailed a finger down Coach Tucker's face. He could have moved away, but at this point, it was too late for that. He was already caught in Jackie's web. She could see it in his eyes. He was fighting desperately to hold control of his libido despite the purring, teasing little sex kitten trying to rile him up.
He was losing.
"When a female animal is in heat, coach," purred Jackie, "She can only think about one thing. She wants a big, strong male to hold her down... take her... conquer her..." Jackie moved forward and, belatedly, the coach backed up until his knees hit the back of his chair and he sat down heavily. "... Fill her full of hot, thick..."
"J-jackie!" gasped the coach in a cracked voice, pressing himself back into his chair in an instinctual attempt to avoid the sexually aggressive teen now looming above him.
"Oops," said Jackie with a giggle. "I got a little carried away there, huh? The point is, coach, that I know aaaaallll about pregnancy and the process that leads to it. The animal world is a fascinating parallel to how humans behave, isn't it?"
"Y-yeah," agreed the coach in a stunned, nervous voice.
"I'm glad you think so too!" said Jackie sweetly, turning back toward her desk and leaving the humiliated coach sitting at the front of the class with an obvious erection tenting the front of his Khaki pants.
"Why don't... why don't you all just have the remainder of the period as quiet study time?: said Coach Tucker miserably, rolling his chair behind his desk to hide his shameful erection. Jackie smirked in triumph as she sat back in her desk like a queen on her throne.
Men were so obsessed with sex that even a teacher was just no match. Just the thought of heat and breeding in connection with his cute young student had gotten the old pervert all hot and bothered. Being a slave to their horny instincts was what made all men a joke in Jackie's eyes.
Boys were fun to play with, but Jackie would never consider an equal relationship with one. And she would especially never allow a boy to get her pregnant. She had been telling the truth about learning a lot from her father's dog breeding hobby. She had learned that breeding is a primal act of masculine dominance and feminine submission.
Maybe when she was older, she would consider adopting. But let a man cum inside her and make her swell up with his baby? Never.
Jackie turned to the dumb boy next to her, his eyes hazy with lust.
'Where were we, handsome?"
...
Jackie Song delicately licked her wrist and dragged it along the side of her head, grooming her long silky hair with apparent nonchalance.
Inside, she was a tightly wound ball of frustration, jealousy, and growing, unsatisfied arousal.
It just wasn't fair! Even though the stupid, big-titted puppy had already had one-on-one private time with master three times this week, for some reason Heather was spending the night alone with Lucas AGAIN! And all that Jackie had only been allowed to join one threesome on Tuesday night.
Jackie leaped down from the couch, the little bell on her collar jingling and her lithe naked body gleaming in the dim light of the living room. She approached the door of her master's bedroom, looking away from it as if she didn't care at all. She sat primly at the door, curling her legs neatly beneath her and grooming herself some more.
She wasn't listening in... this was just a comfortable grooming spot. But she did happen to hear the passionate sounds filtering through the door. Wet slaps... panting moans from the puppy... rough, heated commands in her master's voice that sent a tingle through Jackie's neglected pussy even though she couldn't make out the words...
A desperate pang of longing shot through Jackie, and she could feel her pussy moistening beneath her. She would never show it of course (she had too much pride for that), but she lived for her master's touch... for his strong cock filling and stretching her as his manly bulk pinned her petite form down.
Jackie knew that she hadn't always thought that way... Once upon a time, Lucas Brandt had felt more like a toy to her than a beloved master. But then, one day, she started recognizing how smart Lucas was... how handsome. After that, doing whatever she could to please him just felt natural.
She also hadn't always been a cat. That was a little harder to explain. Whenever Jackie tried to think about it too hard, her brain felt all fuzzy. Hadn't she always planned to be a rich, powerful socialite, living large on her parents' money? The idea felt laughable now. Being a pampered, spoiled-rotten kitty-cat for her beloved master just felt so much more simple and fulfilling.
At least, it was normally fulfilling. Her face reddening with embarrassment, Jackie reached out and scratched at the bedroom door. A pathetic display of her neediness, but she couldn't help it. She felt a burning, empty feeling in her moistening pussy that she could no longer ignore. She needed to get spoiled once again by her master's thick cock, and she just couldn't wait.
There was no reply from inside the room, just more muffled sounds of passionate sex. In desperation, Jackie lay on her back facing the door. She spread her slim legs wide, exposing her tight young pussy, glistening and puffy with arousal. Her heart thudding in her chest and her face blush-stained, she began petting and rubbing herself frantically, chasing the elusive sexual pleasure she craved while imagining her kind, strong master.
Soon, just as she had hoped, sweet sounds of pleasure poured from her throat, genuine and passionate. She held nothing back as her greedy fingers continued to plunge and rub. With slutty enthusiasm, the horny kitty loudly advertised her sexual availability with wild moans. If she could hear her master and that slutty puppy Heather fucking from behind the door, they must hear her as well... Surely her master would hear how lonely his little kitten was and welcome her inside. After all, she was sooo much better than that chubby, big-breasted puppy that master kept spending all his time with.
But it was no use. Although Jackie was able to drive herself to orgasm without difficulty, even her yowls of orgasmic pleasure weren't enough to open the door. Her pussy clenched around her fingers for yet another night while her curvy rival got to enjoy the master's cock. After lying back for a moment, panting and sweating as her orgasmic glow faded, Jackie returned to the couch and curled up in a sulk.
There was something going on... and Jackie refused to accept that her master simply liked Heather better.
Jackie had always been smart and wily, even long before she had become a pet. She knew that, with a little effort, she would be able to find out why her master was spending so much time with Heather all alone.
But it wouldn't do to ask him directly. For one, Jackie didn't want her master to know how desperate she was for his approval. Like any cat, she preferred that her master believe that she barely tolerated his affection. More importantly, Jackie knew that it was always more effective to go after the weak link when you wanted information.
It was time to corner the mutt.
...
Jackie got her opportunity when Master left the house the next day to go shopping. Like usual, he left with a stern command for his "two ladies" not to fight while he was gone. And, also as usual, Heather slavishly, eagerly agreed, her wide plump backside wiggling and her tongue panting and dripping.
Jackie merely said she "would try" in a cool, disinterested voice from where she was curled up on the couch. Master shot her a warning look, which she returned with a saucy wink. She knew that master secretly loved it when she talked back like a brat. When Master left, Heather scurried to her food bowl and Jackie took her opportunity, slinking up behind the happy puppy with silent grace.
The best way to deal with Heather was to get her all hot and flustered... With a thrill of aroused cruelty, Jackie snuck up behind her curvy older rival and extended her wicked little tongue, giving the puppy a long, teasing lick right between her squishy thighs.
Heather yelped in shock and whirled around. "Hey!" she barked, her face instantly flushing red, "Stop that, you naughty cat. Master told you to leave me alone, remember?" Jackie smiled with glittering eyes. Heather was trying to act tough, but Jackie could tell by Heather's high-pitched tone and the rapidly stiffening pink nipples on the tips of her big, hanging tits that, as usual, the poor little puppy was having a hard time controlling her arousal around her feline enemy.
"Hmmm, no, puppy," said Jackie thoughtfully, prowling around Heather in a tight circle to show that she wasn't intimidated by the older woman's bravado, "He said we couldn't fight. He never said anything about... playing together." Jackie punctuated her sentence by rubbing her face affectionately against the soft pale skin of Heather's bare hip, making the poor horny puppy squirm away with uncomfortable arousal.
Jackie and Heather's sexual relationship was complex but undeniably passionate. Jackie didn't love or respect Heather in the same way she did her master, but there was something deliciously erotic about teasing the dumb mutt. The antagonistic sexual play-fighting they engaged in was satisfying in a different way than the submissive, devoted service Jackie gave her Master. And Although Heather insisted she wasn't attracted to Jackie, her physical responses and enthusiastic participation in their romps made it clear that she secretly enjoyed their sex games just as much as Jackie did.
"I don't know if I want to play," said Heather with a slight tone of smugness, despite her obvious, growing arousal, "I'm all tired out from last night."
Bingo. Jackie painted her face with annoyance, but this was exactly what she was aiming for. The silly puppy was miserable at keeping secrets, and Jacke knew that it wouldn't take much prompting to convince Heather to brag about the special attention she had been getting.
"I heard..." said Jackie sourly. She nuzzled Heather's face briefly, then snuck a quick, hot little kiss onto the puppy's lips. Ugh. She tasted like dog food. "Based on the sounds I heard last night, you must be all sore!"
Jackie brought her lips right up to Heather's ear. "I heard you and Master again this morning... Maybe my tongue can soothe your soreness while I get a taste of some... fresh cream?"
Heather looked suspicious. Jackie wasn't known for spontaneously offering sexual services to her master's other pet... But Heather was still riding high from her evening with the master, and the opportunity to receive submissive attention from the bitchy little kitten was an offer she couldn't refuse. Heather raised her wide, round backside up into the air, presenting it to Jackie's wicked tongue.
Jackie pounced, raising her hands to spread Heather's thighs wider and lowering her mouth to suck and lick Heather's exposed pussy. The lying little mutt.. she was soaking wet even from the minor amount of teasing Jackie had put her through. And, just as Jackie expected, there was a musky, manly, salty taste there as well...
Master. It was a little humiliating to taste him while tongue-deep in her rival, but Jackie was sexually frustrated enough that she was willing to take whatever connection she could get to her favorite person. She allowed herself a moment of savoring her master's taste in Heather's pussy while the puppy whined and trembled in pleasure beneath her.
But then it was time for business. Jackie hadn't proposed this cunnilingus in order to be nice, of course. Now that she had the annoying mutt under her tongue, Jackie had the leverage she needed to force some answers out of her.
"So... it looks like Master is trying really hard to make you feel special..." said Jackie in between slurping licks. Heather turned her head and looked back with a frown. Jackie did her best to look innocent, burying her face into Heather's pussy once again.
"I do feel special. I mean, I am special to master. To my husband," said Heather, pride and defensiveness warring in her tone.
Jackie shrugged, rising from her sloppy task just long enough to add, "Why do you think he feels like he needs to reassure you? Because you're getting chunky?" It was a lie of course. Although her body was as lush and curvy as ever, Heather was probably slimmer than she had been before she became a puppy girl, just from her change in diet and all the fetch she played alone. But Jackie's lithe, toned femininity was something that she knew Heather envied, so it was an easy go-to taunt that usually got results.
But, oddly, this time Heather didn't rise to the bait. She simply gave an uncharacteristic, secretive chuckle and pressed her plush rump back into Jackie, nestling the younger woman's face deeper into her hot, wet pussy.
"Master was right!" said Heather with a tone of deep amusement. "He said the kitty would be dying of curiosity. Well, keep wondering, kitty-cat. What me and my husband do behind closed doors is our secret."
Jackie flexed her fingers against Heather's soft buttcheeks in frustration. Now she really did need to know, if it was something Master was deliberately keeping a secret from her! Luckily, subtlety wasn't the only tool she had available...
Jackie dived deeply into Heather's pussy, wiggling her tongue like mad. Her hand shifted over, rubbing a thumb firmly over Heather's exposed, upturned asshole. The slutty little puppy gasped in pleasure, her hands scrabbling mindlessly on the carpet in the depths of her arousal. Jackie worked harder and faster, feeling the puppy girl beneath her grow taut with pent-up pleasure while sloppy howls slipped from her drooling mouth.
And then she began to ease off. Beneath her, Heather whined in frustration, wiggling her hips anxiously in a futile bid to increase her stimulation and bring her to the orgasm that was just out of reach.



"Come ooooonnnnn, Jackie," she panted desperately, "I'm almost there! Just a little more!"
Jackie pulled back with a Cheshire grin, her thumb continuing to grind against Heather's sensitive asshole. "Tell me why you're getting so much private time," she purred. 'And I'll let you cum."
Heather whined again in sexual desperation but shook her head firmly. "No! Master said I can't tell you!" Again, despite Heather's frustration, there was an infuriating hint of smugness on the puppy's face that made Jackie want to hiss. She attacked Heather's needy pussy with her tongue once again, careful to edge Heather without relief, making increasingly desperate whines of sexual frustration pour from the horny puppy's throat.
"Fine!" panted Heather, "I can't tell you, but if you want to know so bad, I can help you find out! Hide in the closet tonight, and I'll tell master I saw you asleep on the couch. You can see for yourself!" The last words came out as a pitiful howl. Jackie weighed the offer and grudgingly decided it was acceptable. With a final spasm of motion, Jackie wriggled her tongue faster and faster and plunged her thumb into Heather's greedy asshole, sending her sexual prey over the edge into a twitching, dripping orgasm.
Finally, Heather lay panting and spent on the floor. Jackie stalked away, already grooming the sticky pussy juice covering her face. "Tonight," she said flatly over her shoulder to the dazed and drooling puppy lying in a puddle of aroused juices, "Don't forget your promise, or I'll make you pay."
Heather was beyond responding, but Jackie knew she wouldn't forget. It would be a long, suspenseful afternoon waiting for tonight, but then Jackie would finally find out why her master was favoring Heather so much lately. And once she found that out, she would be one step closer to changing her master's mind and convincing him to give his kitty the attention she deserved.
....
"You're sure?" asked Lucas Brandt, raising an eyebrow at Heather. He was wearing just a bathrobe over his glorious, manly body. God, Jackie wanted to seehim naked again. One of her sly, almond-shaped eyes peeked through the tiny crack in the closet doors. Jackie had managed to sneak into the closet before the bedroom door was closed with Heather's help in distracting the Master.
"She's asleep on the couch?" pressed Lucas. Heather nodded in agreement. "Yes master. She was tired from all the games we played together today."
"Games, huh?" mused Lucas, locking the bedroom door and unknowingly sealing Jackie inside with them. Jackie could see that the very thought of the sex games she and Heather sometimes played was sparking a certain amount of... physical interest in her master. His robe was bulging out at his crotch now as he returned to the bed. It was one more reason why playing with Heather was enjoyable... They both knew that their sexual roughhousing drove their master crazy. Sometimes he would sheepishly request that they "play" in front of him as a prelude to their threesomes.
"Well, I hope you're not just as tired, because we have some work to do, honey," said Lucas with a roguish grin, shedding his robe and revealing his broad, hairy body and thick, impressive cock. Jackie couldn't resist... her hand snuck between her legs and began gently rubbing and her poor neglected pussy. She knew that it had just been a few days since she last had had sex with her master, but it felt like it had been forever. His naked body was a sight for sore eyes.
"No master," said Heather with a goofy smile, her fat rear wagging playfully as she stood on all fours atop the master's bed. "I'm just bursting with energy!"
Lucas moved forward with a dominant, decisive step, taking his wife's face in tender hands and kissing her deeply while pushing her back onto the bed. Heather's thick, curvy thighs spread eagerly as she welcomed her husband and master, taking him inside her sopping pussy in one swift, smooth motion.
Jackie felt a prickle of annoyance. Their close, intimate missionary position looked a lot more like ordinary sex between a husband and wife than sex between master and puppy girl. Heather moaned in soft appreciation as the couple began tender, romantic sex, wrapping her pale curvy legs around her husband's hips to pull him closer.
The scene lit an aching jealous fire inside Jackie. Why was the stupid puppy getting all the attention? Jackie's hand worked feverishly between her slim thighs. Her eyes fixed on her Master's muscular body moving with power and confidence, thrusting deep inside Heather's pussy.
Was the secret that Master was having sex with Heather like a human instead of a pet? No, that couldn't be it. Although animalistic doggy-style sex had become the norm for both Jackie and Heather, it wasn't unusual to switch things up, and Jackie had enjoyed tender, passionate missionary with her master just a few weeks ago. That alone wouldn't require such secrecy.
Suddenly, Heather's luminous green eyes locked on Jackie in her hiding place. A smug grin crossed her face.
"Master," she asked in a sweet, half-moaning voice, "Just to make sure... was I supposed to stop taking my pills completely, or just take them every other day... or?"
Jackie's blood ran ice cold. Heather couldn't mean what Jackie thought she did.
Lucas stopped thrusting for a moment. "Are you serious, honey?" he asked with a hint of frustration in his voice. "We talked about this. You were supposed to stop taking them completely. You've been taking your pills?"
Heather just giggled, her eyes still locked on Jackie. "I'm just being silly, master. I stopped taking them just like you said! I can't wait to have your baby!"
Jackie's eyes were practically popping out of her head as master shook his head, tenderly kissed his puppy, and began thrusting again.
What the fuck?
Master and Heather were locking themselves away so that they could have lovey-dovey marital impregnation sex? Master was trying to knock Heather up? For some reason, the idea made Jackie furious and scared and horny all at the same time. She never would have guessed the truth in a million years. If Master had a baby with his wife, Where did that leave Jackie? She knew that Master and the puppy were technically married, but Jackie had always been smugly certain that she was the favorite and Master just kept Heather around out of nostalgia and pity.
But if Master wanted to have a baby with Heather... maybe Jackie wasn't the favorite after all. Heather was already better than Jackie at acting like a normal human when necessary. Sometimes Master even took her out to dinner in public. In contrast, Jackie still found it difficult to walk on two legs and use her hands for tasks.
What would happen when Heather had a baby? Would she transition back to a normal wife while Jackie stayed a cat? And what about when the child got older? Jackie found it hard to believe that Master would want a nude adult woman as a cat when he had a child in the house.
For some reason, despite her racing thoughts, Jackie's hand never stopped moving between her legs. Her eyes stayed locked on the tender baby-making sex happening on the bed. The idea was perverse and scary, and made Jackie burn with jealousy, but the idea of her master breeding the moaning, squirming puppy beneath him with his strong cock was deeply erotic in a primal, taboo way that Jackie didn't quite understand.
"Do it master!" moaned Heather, her ankles crossing tightly behind her husband's back. "Fill me! Claim me! Give me a baby!"
Lucas grunted, picking up speed before thrusting once more and holding, filling his wife with his hot, potent sperm. Jackie had to bite her lip to stifle an answering moan of arousal and jealousy. That bitch. That dirty, scheming mutt. She was manipulating Master in a plan to push Jackie aside.
Heather giggled and pulled Lucas into a kiss, her smug eyes taunting the hidden kitty-cat in the closet. She smiled up at her husband and said:
"Good work master, but I'm going to need at least two more rounds tonight to make sure I get pregnant!
That bitch! Jackie fumed in the closet, her hand still working idly on her pussy. Well, if Heather thought that she had already successfully stolen Master, she was wrong. Jackie was smarter than that smug fucking mutt. She would figure out how to stop this, no matter what.
But first, she had to cum. She stared longingly at the married couple kissing and cuddling on the bed. Silently, she willed her master to get hard again.
Even though it made her furious to think about, the sight of the couple's passionate breeding was also so kinky she knew that seeing it again would be enough to push her over the edge.
...
Jackie sat curled up in a sulk, watching from across the room as her master played with Heather, tossing a ball for the puppy to run and grab and petting her all over. As usual, even the innocent play was obviously turning Heather on, judging by the stiff nipples on her ridiculous swinging tits.
Inside Heather, Master's strong sperm were swimming... seeking a fertile egg. The thought sent a dark prickly heat boiling inside Jackie's lower belly. The thought was repelling and fascinating at the same time. Every night, master was holding down his wife, fucking her hard and filling her with his hot creamy cum. If Jackie didn't act, Heather would be knocked up before long. Her belly would swell up, her already-huge tits growing heavy and leaking with sweet milk for Master's baby.
The thought woke up something primal inside Jackie. It shouldn't be the stupid dog... It should be her. She had never wanted to be pregnant before, had even scoffed at the idea before she became a pet... but the idea was so alluring. Being so vulnerable and defenseless to her master's masculine power. Offering up her body in the ultimate submission. Forging a deep and unbreakable connection with her Master, mixing together the best of both of them and giving him the sweetest gift imaginable.
It made her pussy burn with a wet, needy ache. The more she thought about it, the hornier she got. She wanted to be pinned down and fucked by his big hard cock. She wanted to feel it spurt and twitch inside her, filling her with the ultimate proof of his lust. She wanted to be conquered, fucked and bred by the most important person in her life.
She wanted to have master's kittens. Bad.
As her overheated thoughts chased themselves around her brain, her pussy grew wetter and steamier, dripping onto the couch cushions. She couldn't stop thinking about getting bred by Master's big cock. Oh god. She had seen this before. Back when she spent a summer with her father and he taught her about breeding dogs. Jackie was no smelly dog of course, but the principle remained the same.
She was in heat.
She felt the same bone deep, instinctual desire for breeding she had seen so often in animals. Deep greedy heat radiated from her lower belly. She couldn't stop imagining her master's thick creamy sperm. The smell, the feel, the taste. Her pussy had been aching and dripping constantly ever since last night, and although she knew it was silly, Jackie swore she could feel a burning hot egg practically vibrating in her womb, crying out for cum.
She was a cat in heat.
It made no sense. Even in the depths of her submissive sexual fantasy, Jackie recognized that she wasn't literally a cat. But the parallels were too close to ignore. She was unbelievably horny, desperate to mate. Desperate to be inseminated, just like any animal in heat. She had heard stories of cats performing incredible feats of escape artistry to find a cock while they were in heat. That was how important sex was to them when nature took hold. That was how she felt now: willing to do anything to compete with Heather and have Master's baby first.
Because that was what she really wanted, right? It would solve all her problems. She would have the satisfaction of feeling Master releasing his sperm deep inside her and giving her a baby... and she would tie herself to her master forever in a way that Heather would never be able to sever.
Jackie purred to herself as Master finished playing with Heather and headed her way with a bowl, a can of tuna, and a foil packet of neatly arranged pills in his hand. The other thing about cats in heat is that males find them irresistible. Male cats would practically go crazy to get to a female cat in heat... and Jackie thought she could probably manage to inspire that same lust for breeding in her master as well if she really put her mind to it.
Master reached down and fondly smoothed back Jackie's hair, popping out one of the birth control pills that he normally gave to both Heather and Jackie. He held it out and Jackie obediently stuck out her tongue, accepting the hormonal pill without a ripple in her expression.
"I'm sorry you've been spending so much time by yourself at night, Kitty," said Lucas with an uncomfortable grimace as he popped open the can of tuna. Jackie stared him right in the eyes with a calm, unreadable expression as he awkwardly apologized. "It's just for a little while, I promise. After.... Well, after a couple more nights, we'll all play together like usual. I'll tell you what, I promise that you and I will have one night a week from now on for just the two of us to make up for this. How does that sound?"
Jackie smiled and nuzzled her master's hand warmly. "That sounds lovely, master. I can't wait," she said with her cutest grin.
"Good girl," said Lucas, setting down the bowl of tuna near Jackie and heading to his office to get some work done for the only client of his accounting business. Jackie waited until he was gone before silently heading to the bathroom. With a sly expression, she fished around in her mouth with her tongue.
*Plink*
The little pill floated to the bottom of the bowl, and Jackie reached up to flush it away.
Just a few days of this, and Jackie would be ready to win the competition with Heather for who got to have Master's baby first.
Whether Master and his dog realized they were competing or not.
...
"Psst! Over here!" hissed Jackie theatrically, peeking her head out from behind the corner.
Heather looked over at her from her dog bed with a curious tilt of her head, and Jackie jerked her head to the side in a silent motion to follow. Heather anxiously looked back over her shoulder at the closed door to her Master's home office. It was close to the time that Master finished work for the evening, and Heather was probably eagerly anticipating more private time. But Jackie knew that the puppy would follow eventually. Heather was too curious for her own good.
"What is it?" asked Heather suspiciously as she followed Jackie's slinky, swaying pace down the hallway, her curious doggy eyes unable to resist scanning firm backside and tight little exposed pussy, "It's almost time for my private time with master..."
"Don't worry, puppy," said Jackie in a sweet, innocent voice, "This won't take long. I just wanted to pay you back for helping me find out your little secret the other day."
"Pay me back?" asked Heather, her voice dripping with distrust. "How exactly do you plan to..."
"I found out where master keeps your treats," whispered Jackie conspiratorily, motioning toward the open door to the dark laundry room.
Jackie watched in glee as Heather tried and failed to maintain her attitude of healthy suspicion. Jackie knew she had the dumb little puppy fooled once she saw Heather's plush backside subtly start to wiggle and her mouth begin to drool.
"Really?" asked Heather, unable to keep an edge of excitement out of her voice, "Where?"
"He keeps them behind the dryer," said Jackie in an excited whisper. "Go on, go take one or two, you earned it!" Heather just couldn't help herself. She bounded into the laundry room and immediately stuck her head behind the dryer, looking for the promised treats.
"Uhhhh, Jackie, I don't see the..."
Jackie took a deep breath... and stood up. She moved quickly, firmly shutting the laundry room door on Heather, trapping the dumb mutt inside. Then, she took the nearby chair she had planted earlier and wedged it firmly under the doorknob.
Jackie fell back to her hands and knees with a delicate shudder. It had taken a great deal of concentration and secret practice during her lonely nights to be able to do that, but now her plan was in full swing. By the time the puppy managed to get out, it would hopefully already be too late.
"Heather! Time for bed!" came Lucas's firm, confident voice from down the hall. Jackie's face lit up with a wide, wicked smile. Perfect timing! She slunk down the hall with a focused look of predatory arousal on her face. She could already feel her body warming up, her nipples growing painfully stiff on her small, firm breasts and her pussy leaking hot, slippery little trails down her slim thighs. Jackie's master had brought her to the edge of desperation from his sexual neglect, and now her passionate love wouldn't be denied.
Master had been saving all of his cum for his stupid little dog wifey, but tonight, the cat would get the cream.
Jackie could hear her rival's frantic, muffled barks from the laundry room behind her, but by the time she reached the bedroom, they were quiet enough to ignore. Lucas was in the master bathroom, facing away and still unsuspecting. Pushing herself one last time, Jackie rose to her knees, closed the door behind her, and locked it, shutting out the sound of Heather's pitiful barks completely.
Who was the one spending a lonely night alone now, bitch?
Jackie gracefully leaped up onto the bed, lying on her side and bending a knee to display her glistening, warmed-up pussy. There was just one more obstacle in her way if she wanted her master to breed her, and that was Master himself.
Lucas was planning on another evening of procreation with his wife, so he would need to be persuaded. But Jackie wasn't worried. She had a weakness for her master, but if past experience was anything to go by, she knew that he had a weakness for her as well.
Jackie watched her master's eyes grow wide as he came back in from the bathroom, taking in the tantalizing sight of the beautiful young Asian woman posed naked on his bed.
'Hiya Lukey," said Jackie in a flirty purr, "You sure do know how to keep a girl waiting." The nickname felt strange on her tongue now, although she used to call her Master that all the time. She used it now with calculated purpose: she wanted Lucas to remember the dirty, red-hot times before she had become a cat... back when he was wrapped around her little finger.
"Jackie," said Lucas cautiously, his eyes still scanning her slim, lovely body, "What are you doing? Where's Heather?"
"Puppy, puppy, puppy," said Jackie with a pout, rolling over to reveal her toned ass and looking up at her master with soft, submissive eyes. "She's all you care about now. Why can't you spare some time for your poor little kitty, Master? I'm so lonely without your big strong cock. Don't you like me anymore?"
Lucas gulped, and Jackie internally rejoiced to see a noticeable bulge forming in the front of his bathrobe. "No, Jackie, it's not that," he said, guilt tingeing in his voice. "Heather and are just... working on something important right now. I told you, it's not forever. I'll be sure to pay lots of special attention to you really soon, I promise."
"But I want it now," said Jackie in a smoldering voice, reaching out to lightly touch the bulge at her master's crotch with her delicate fingertips. "You've been fucking the puppy with your hard cock all night long, every night... and I'm all alone outside with only my naughty little fingers to keep me company. I just sit there, thinking about my mean master, touching myself."
Jackie's hand pushed harder, her palm siding with smooth, even force over the surface of the bulge in her master's robe. He looked conflicted but didn't move away. In fact, his hips shifted forward just slightly, pressing into her touch.



"Wifey gets your cock every night. Would it really hurt to take a teeny, tiny break? Have a little... variety?" asked Jackie in a soft, persuasive voice, her dark, lovely eyes holding intense eye contact with her master. "You have no idea how hot and wet and desperate I've gotten for you master." her voice was now a throaty rasp. Lucas started to breathe heavily. Jackie's nimble fingers reached over and plucked apart the loose knot in her master's bathrobe, letting it fall open and exposing his thick, throbbing erection.
"Jackie... I... I shouldn't" said Lucas hesitantly as the sexy little minx on his bed gently pulled him closer by his cock.
"I can see you want it," said Jackie with a giggle, her hand idly stroking the velvety skin of her master's cock. "You're the master! Shouldn't you be allowed to do whatever you want? Your obedient pet just wants to please you, master! Just let your sweet little sex kitten take care of you tonight. You can continue your super-important mission with wifey tomorrow."
Jackie planted a soft, seductive kiss right at the tip of her master's cock, making it twitch. Lucas gave one last conflicted glance toward the locked door of the bedroom, but Jackie could see that he was already in the grip of arousal. He looked down and jerkily nodded with a faint look of guilt on his face.
Jackie didn't even bother to hide her smug expression of triumph as she engulfed her master's cock in her tight little lips, licking and sucking his hard shaft with slutty satisfaction.
Finally feeling her master's hard dick in her mouth once again was heavenly. It was like she had a direct connection to his masculine power, feeling it take charge of her and overpower her as the throbbing stiffness filled her mouth and stretched her pouty lips.
This was the feeling she wanted, of being owned and dominated by the man she loved. Having her mouth used like the sweet, submissive sex kitten she was. Her head bobbed with smooth grace, taking Lucas's cock deeper and deeper, allowing her master even greater control and power by welcoming him into her tight throat.
Jackie needed to draw him further in... she needed her master to fall into a frenzy of dominant lust. When it came time for him to cum, she didn't want him to feel the slightest hesitation. She also wanted the richest, thickest sperm possible when her master finally came deep inside her fertile pussy, so she needed him as horny as possible. Jackie's hands flew up and grasped her master around the waist, drawing him closer as she took his cock deeper than ever before.
She gazed up at him with teary, loving obedience while his thick cock thrust in to the hilt, stretching out her slutty, submissive throat. Jackie could feel his balls tightening to the base of his shaft... hear his heavy breathing.
No. Not yet, Master. Jackie withdrew with a delicate cough, denying Lucas the chance to blow his load down her throat. Master's sperm was only going one place tonight.
Jackie grabbed Lucas and pulled him down on top of her, wrapping her legs around his muscular torso in a conscious imitation of the loving procreation between husband and wife she had witnessed the other night.
Lucas was caught, hook, line and sinker, all of his hesitance forgotten. An expression of greed and arousal spread across his red face as he looked down at the horny, willing young woman on the bed below him, spreading her legs with a wicked smile of welcome. He positioned himself with a fumbling hand, then thrust deep into the pussy of the writhing sex kitten beneath him.
Jackie let out a trilling purr as she felt her master's big thick cock parting and stretching her tight young pussy. It felt delicious to be under him once again, pinned to the bed by his masculine bulk. Master's throbbing cock, the center of his dominant power, stretched and filled her soft, vulnerable pussy, sending a flood of loving, submissive arousal gushing through Jackie's veins. She threw her arms around Lucas's neck, pulling him into a hot, passionate kiss as his hips began to move in slow, deep thrusts.
There was something magical in the air tonight, some extra heat and sizzle to the joining of master and pet. Lucas could feel it as much as Jackie, though only she knew the cause. She was in heat. A primal, savage arousal burned inside her, a deep hunger for her master's seed. Tonight he would make her the mother to his children.
Jackie pulled away from the kiss, her hips squirming and flexing up into her master's deep, powerful strokes. He could feel her pussy clenching and milking him with every thrust, trapping his cock in a hot, silky vice that brought him rapidly to the edge. He had to concentrate hard to avoid cumming immediately.
Lucas stared down into Jackie's dark, almond-shaped eyes as he fucked her tight, soaking wet pussy. Suddenly a sly look crossed her face.
"I know that you and Heather are trying for a baby," said Jackie in a low accusatory voice. Lucas's head spun and he almost withdrew from shock, but Jackie's long slim legs were locked behind him, and her hips continued to hump and thrust upward into his cock. After a second, he resumed his long, slow, passionate thrusts. It just felt too good to resist, even if he was nervous about where the conversation was going.
"Jackie... I was a little worried you might feel jealous. That's why we kept it a secret," said Lucas in a voice nearly trembling from pleasure.
Jackie gave a cute giggle and kissed the tip of her master's nose. "Don't be silly, master! Of course the puppy wants you to breed her. Who wouldn't? You're so kind, and smart, and handsome... even thinking about having your baby makes me wet."
Lucas felt a strange spark of pleasure ignite in his chest at Jackie's casual admission. To him, pregnancy was a soft, intimate bond between husband and wife. But hearing his slutty little kitten casually talk about how it turned her on was oddly... intriguing.
"Well," said Lucas, his mind reeling as he fought to hold back from orgasm. "Heather wants to have my baby because she's my wife..."
"Oh but master!" purred Jackie, running her long sharp fingernails down his back, just on the edge of pain, "A strong man like you... don't you feel like it would be hotter to sow your wild oats? To prove your manliness and dominance by convincing as many women as possible to take your seed?" Her lips were suddenly at his ear, her whisper hot and soft and wet. "Imagine breeding me master... fucking a baby into my tight teen pussy. Teaching me a lesson by making me your slutty little cumdump... watching my tight, flat belly swell from your potent sperm, making my little tits grow big and firm..."
Lucas gasped, pulling away to avoid cumming. This time, Jackie let him go, with a look of amusement and possessiveness on her cute little face. Lucas gave her a look of confusion, his chest heaving, his cock throbbing, and his mind fighting through a haze of lust. "Y-you're on birth control, Jackie," he said in a confused tone.
Jackie rose with feline grace, pushing her master onto his back. His throbbing cock stood straight up into the air, still shining with his pet's eager juices. "Of course, master," she said soothingly as she climbed on top of him, "You give me my pill every night. Knocking me up is just a kinky little fantasy!" she reached beneath her and slid his cock back into her warm, tight pussy with deft, delicate fingers.
"But it's pretty hot, right?" she continued in a heated voice, staring down at her entranced master as her hips began riding him in a fluid, rolling motion. "The idea of breeding a pretty young thing like me... conquering me... leaving your mark on my perfect body by painting my womb with your seed."
Lucas's eyes feasted on his kitten's bouncing stiff nipples, her tight, feminine little body, her flying locks of silky black hair. He did want her in that moment. To possess her on the deepest level. To join and mingle himself with her.
To fuck her until she was pregnant.
"Yes," he groaned, his hands rising to grip Jackie's petite hips, bucking upward to drive himself harder and deeper into her juicy cunt. "I want... I want to knock you up, you little slut." It came out in a deep growl. Jackie was right, this breeding kink was just a naughty fantasy. But there was nothing wrong with that. If he and Jackie were both into it, then he might as well enjoy himself with the filthy hypothetical.
"Good," moaned Jackie. "I want to feel it... I want to feel your strong sperm inside me... making a new life. Binding us together forever."
With a needy sound of sexual pleasure, Jackie flipped their positions once again, pulling him up and placing herself beneath him. Lucas could feel her tiny, wicked little body press against his as he slid once again into the addictive domination of missionary. Jackie pulled his body close with tightly gripping claws. She was desperate to feel every inch of her beloved master. Her stiff nipples were two burning points scraping against his chest.
Jackie began kissing and licking at her master's neck, her breathing hot and ragged against her master's skin as she made soft sounds of sexual pleasure deep in her throat. Their bodies writhed in sexual harmony for minutes that felt like an eternity, tuning out the world as they focused purely on their mutual pleasure. Jackie's kisses grew more and more intense, as did the grinding roll of her hips, and Lucas could feel himself reaching the edge of orgasm once again.
"Master..." said Jackie softly, nipping his tender neck with sharp white teeth in a playful lovebite, "I stopped swallowing those pills a week ago."
Lucas's eyes went wide and he reeled with shock, but at this point, his body wouldn't stop. It was too locked in to the intense pleasure of Jackie's tight teen body writhing against his. Jackie took the opportunity to increase her speed, her pussy clenching tightly around her master's cock, eager for her prize.
"Jackie, w-wait," groaned Lucas, confused, shocked, and perversely turned on beyond belief. His cock felt incredible, trapped in a hot, slick sheath that clung to him with forbidden passion. He knew that he should get off the sly little kitten he was powerfully fucking and stop this, but the feel of her slim, toned body clinging to him was intoxicating. Her filthy words about breeding floated in his head. It was wrong. So wrong to take the girl who had been hypnotized to adore him and impregnate her... but she was so fucking desperate for his cum, like an animal in heat. The idea of cumming deep inside her tight young pussy and knocking the little slut up suddenly felt like the dirtiest, most erotic thing he could imagine.
Suddenly, loud barking and scratching came from the door, distracting Lucas further. But by now, he no longer wanted to stop. He was consumed by the filthy fantasy. The hot little sex kitten wanted his cum that badly? Well, that was exactly what she would get. He would fill her tight young cunt with cum until she was dripping with his seed.
Beneath him, Jackie whined in pleasure and desire, leaving angry red scratches on his broad back with her claws and rolling her hips increasing speed and intensity. "Don't think master! Do it!" she moaned, her pussy milking his cock with tight, muscular strokes, "Give it to me! I want it. Fill me up with hot cum. Make me your slutty little pregnant kitty! Fuck me! Own me! Breed me!"
Lucas groaned and gave in to his impulses, thrusting downward hard into his horny pet, feeling himself tip over the edge.
Jackie let out a low, primal moan as she felt her master's cock spurt and twitch inside her, filling her fertile pussy with thick, potent sperm. Her own orgasm washed over her, spurred by the deep satisfaction of her victory. She felt completely in tune with her beloved master. She had felt it in his desperate thrusts, heard it in his animalistic grunts, saw the fire in his eyes. Her master had given in completely to his primal impulses: the instinct to shoot his seed into the desirable, submissive female and make her the mother of his children.
Both of them basked in the warm glow of their mutual climax. With her legs trembling and a soft purr in her throat, Jackie gazed up with love at her handsome man. The father of her child... she was sure of it. Jackie knew that she wouldn't know for weeks if her plan had paid off, but she was certain all the same: her bone-deep desire would be fulfilled, either now or later. She would be having her master's baby.
The puppy could whine and beg all she wanted; Jackie could feel the sticky warm evidence of her master's favor squishing between them as she leaned forward and gave him a sweet kiss on the lips. They uncoupled from each other, and Jackie snuggled affectionately into Lucas's warm chest as a look of uneasy guilt spread across his face. Jackie ignored his expression. He might feel bad now, but Master would soon learn that Jackie could give him everything his wife could and more.
"Don't worry master," said Jackie sweetly, pulling her legs up and angling her hips to keep her master's precious sperm from leaking out, "I'll be a much better mommy than that dumb mutt would ever be."
...
Jackie lay on the floor, basking luxuriously in a patch of sunlight. From across the room, Heather stared at her with undisguised rage. Jackie wasn't sure why she was so upset. The stupid mutt had had so many tries with Master, and Jackie had just stolen one load of cum. Surely that was fair.
Last night, shortly after Jackie's triumph, Master had kicked her out of the bedroom again, and if the sounds coming from behind the door were any indication, Heather had received not one, but two more chances herself. So really, Heather was just being unreasonable.
The door opened, and Master came hurrying in, carrying a bag from a local drug store. He approached Heather, who gave him pathetic puppy dog eyes as he guiltily pet her, making a big show of paying special attention to her after his "betrayal" last night.
Then he approached Jackie. He crouched down next to her with an awkward look and said, "Listen, Jackie... what happened last night... it was wrong."
Jackie looked up at him with a faint smile and innocently asked, "Was it master? I thought we both knew exactly what we were doing and loved it."
Lucas winced. "I... I got carried away, Jackie. Even if I did think that what we were doing was hot, it wasn't right. I'm married to Heather. And, even if she accepts that we have a sexual relationship, getting you pregnant is going way too far."
Jackie's face held a cryptic smile, her eyes dancing with a secretive light. "If you say so, master," she said noncommittally. Lucas gave her a wry look and pulled an individually wrapped pill from the pharmacy bag he was carrying. "I'd like you to take this morning after pill, Jackie. And from now on, you need to be good and take your birth control, ok? Master's orders."
Jackie took the large pill and made a big show of swallowing it. "Of course master," she said meekly, rising to rub herself against his legs, "I only want to be a good little kitty for you, after all. I'm sorry if I made you mad."
Lucas looked relieved, and he reached down to rub Jackie's head affectionately. "It's alright, Jackie. I know this past week has been hard, so I understand if you got a little... heated. I promise, there's just a day or two left of Heather's window this month, and then things will be back to normal." He got up from his crouch and moved toward the bedroom, patting his leg to call his wife to his side.
"Speaking of which! I owe you some extra time today, Honey. Come on, let's spend some quality time together."
Heather shot Jackie a look of smugness still mixed with prickly, injured pride, then followed Lucas into the bedroom.
Jackie waited cautiously until she was sure that they weren't coming back out, then hurried to the bathroom.
*plunk*
The morning-after pill sunk to the bottom of the bowl, and was flushed away a moment later.
Jackie returned to the ray of sunlight and stretched out onto the ground again, idly rubbing her flat, toned tummy. She felt the tiniest bit bad for disobeying her master, but she knew he would forgive her.
She knew that what master was saying wasn't really what he wanted in his heart. She had seen his true feelings last night. He might be embarrassed, he might even think it was wrong to want it, but Master wanted his sweet little kitty to have his babies.
And the only thing Jackie wanted in the world was to please her master.
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Part 1: Hate the Sin
Nina Aoki checked herself one last time in the mirror with a critical eye.
She was no expert in what people wore to clubs, but in her opinion, she looked hot. A tiny black dress that showed off her slim form, perfectly styled hair even blacker and shinier than the dress, and immaculate make-up. That had been the hardest part: Nina normally didn't wear makeup. She had had to practice with tutorial videos for hours in the lead-up to tonight, but the hard work had paid off. It looked flawless.
Everything would be perfect for her first ever time going clubbing. Well, almost everything. With a tiny, almost inaudible sigh, Nina headed out to the living room. There he was, sitting on the couch like a bump on a log, still playing the same video game he had been playing two hours ago when Nina had started getting ready.
"How do I look?" asked Nina lightly, striking a flirty pose. She still had hope somewhere in the back of her mind that her boyfriend would change his mind and decide to come with her. Maybe now that he saw how great she looked, it would spur him into action.
"One second, babe," said Seth, his thumbs jamming wildly on the buttons of his controller. "I just need to.... Uhhhhgh." He made a strangled sound of frustration and tossed his controller to the side, his eyes finally sliding over to look at Nina.
To his credit, now that he was fully engaged, Seth's eyes lit up with appreciation. Nina felt a surge of fondness as he visibly brightened, his eyes running over her sexy outfit. "Wow, babe!" he said with a goofy smile, "You look amazing! All this just to go out and dance for a few hours?"
And just like that, his unconsciously dismissive tone made annoyance bubble up inside Nina once again. Seth Takano was a great guy. Kind, warm, and supportive... most of the time at least. But he wasn't super good at taking hints.
"Well, it's important to me," said Nina meaningfully, crossing the room to sit on the couch next to Seth, lacing her fingers through his. "I've never been very good at dancing or comfortable around crowds... and you know how much I want to go to the spring formal this year. I think this will be good practice." The unspoken implication that Seth could also use similar practice as the man who would be escorting her to that dance hung thick in the air. As usual, it went directly over his head.
"I'm proud of you babe!" said Seth with a smile. 'Leaving your comfort zone and learning new skills is hard! I'm rooting for you."
Nina's smile was almost a grimace as she softly said, "You know, you could still come out with me if you changed real quick. I bet it wouldn't take you more than ten minutes to be ready."
Seth looked surprised and a little incredulous. "Uh-uh, sorry babe. I told you the first time you asked. I'm just no good at dancing. Just not my thing, I'm afraid. I would much rather just stay at home and order a pizza. I hope you have fun though."
Nina got up from the couch a little stiffly. "Oh. Ok. Fine. Well... I guess I'll see you later then," she said quietly, turning away. Seth was... well, to be frank, he was a bit of a nerd. Video games would always be more interesting to him than parties and dancing. And, to be fair, Nina was a nerd as well. They had met in anime club for God's sake, so she couldn't judge him for being a little geeky. But sometimes it was painfully obvious to Nina that she was Seth's first-ever girlfriend. He really needed to learn how to think about others.
"Have fun babe!" said Seth cheerfully, reaching for his controller once again, "Love you!"
Nina took a deep breath and balled her fists. She should really just say what she was thinking, be straightforward with Seth, and tell him that she wanted him to come to the club with her even if it made him uncomfortable. But instead, she let her hand go limp and said "Love you too, baby," as she headed out the door. If Seth's weakness was his oblivious thoughtlessness, hers was being too meek. She had always had trouble speaking up and asking for what she wanted.
That was another reason Nina was trying out something new tonight. She hoped that by breaking out of her comfort zone with crowds, she could also inspire herself to be more assertive. In high school, Nina never went to her own prom. She was too much of a wallflower for any of the guys to notice and ask her, and she would have been too embarrassed to go alone. That was why the spring formal was so important to her.
The issues were all connected in her mind: becoming the type of person who went out to clubs, being more assertive...
And being more forceful and upfront with her boyfriend about her needs.
...
Celine Audinet ruled the dance floor like the queen she was.
She could feel the eyes of the crowd on her as she wound and swayed her tight body to the pulsing rhythm. Let them stare. She was used to it. For someone as naturally gorgeous as Celine, longing glances from men and jealous glares from women were just another part of her everyday life. And, like many beautiful people, she had learned to enjoy the spotlight. Tonight she had squeezed her plump, heart-shaped ass into tight leather pants. To match, she wore a halter top small enough to display her toned, sexy tummy and tight enough to showcase her ripe, mouthwatering tits.
Her eyes were active, scanning the room for possible prospects. She had broken it off earlier today with her latest man (He had lasted longer than they usually did: a whole 8 days), and she was ready to find a new dick. There was no shortage in the club tonight, and Celine was justifiably confident that she could go home with any man that she wished. It was just a question of determining the best man available and dropping a subtle hint. Her good looks and typical male libido would take care of the rest.
The song ended, shifting into something slower, and Celine turned toward the bar. Maybe once she had snared a man for the evening it would be worth it to slow-dance as a prelude for the sex to come, but for now it was a waste of time. It would be hard to properly showcase her body with a beat this slow, no matter how good of a dancer she was.
As she moved through the crowd (who parted before her with appreciative glances, as usual), Celine felt her phone buzz in her clutch. She opened it and took a look. After all, maybe it was one of her friends: they had all flaked out on her tonight because of some "big test" tomorrow. Boring. Celine sighed heavily as she saw that it was from Kevin.
[Babe, I just don't understand why you want to break up! Wasn't the sex great? Didn't I do everything to make you feel like...]
Celine blocked the number. It didn't matter how many times she told her many lovers that she wasn't interested in long-term commitments or deep relationships; after experiencing her mind-blowing sexual talents, they always seemed to catch feelings. Celine's eyes grew hard for a moment as she tucked her phone back into her clutch. She had no interest in the vulnerability and trust that were needed for a long-term relationship. She knew men too well to trust them. She had been pursued aggressively by men since before they should have been pursuing her.
Celine knew better than anybody that love was a sick joke. Every relationship was just a thin excuse for exploitation. Finding anonymous cock on a frequently rotating basis was much safer.
As she approached the bar, Celine saw a small knot of men surrounding someone. Her eyebrows furrowed. She knew the look in their eyes, and she didn't like it. It was the sort of predatory greed that men got when they smelled weakness. From her commanding six foot height, it wasn't hard for Celine to peek through the group of men and see what had gotten them so excited.
A woman, obviously. A cute little Asian thing that looked scared half to death by the pushy flirting from the knot of slimy douchebags surrounding her. Celine could have left well enough alone... but entitled, aggressive men pissed her off. And besides, she was here without her friends tonight, so she had some time to kill before it was time to find her bed-warmer for the evening.
Busting these guys balls would be just the diversion she needed.
...
"What do you say, sweetheart," said the leering man leaning over Nina, "Can I buy you a drink? You look so tense! I bet it would help you loosen up a little."
Nina's eyes were wide and her pulse twitched, rapid and rabbit-like in her chest. She wished that Seth were here right now. That was what boyfriends were for, right? To defend you and keep you safe? "S-sorry," she said, her nerves turning her voice into a whisper barely audible over the music, "I h-have a boyfriend, so..." Nina's eyes started welling up from fear and frustration. Even when she was being harassed, she still wasn't strong enough to stand up for herself and demand what she wanted. What was wrong with her?
"What's that, honey?" asked the man with a cruel grin. He moved forward, getting alarmingly close and filling Nina's nose with his harsh cologne. 'I can't hear you! Why don't you whisper it right into my ear?"
Nina tried to back away, but she was already almost up against the bar. The gross, pushy man drew closer...
"There you are, girl!" said a confident, lightly-accented voice from beyond the men surrounding Nina. "I've been looking everywhere for you!" The group turned around in confusion, revealing the most gorgeous woman that Nina had ever seen. She was over six feet in her tall heels, and had thick, flowing, honey-blonde hair down to her shoulders. Her frank, challenging eyes were a deep luminous blue, and she looked utterly poised and confident despite her revealing clothes.
And in this moment, she looked like some sort of angel or avenging Goddess to Nina, coming to save her in her time of need. The man leaning over Nina turned with a disgruntled look on his face, but when he saw who was standing there, his entire attitude shifted instantly.
"C-celine!" he gulped, stepping quickly away from Nina and unconsciously lifting his hands up, palm out in a ridiculous show of innocence. "We were just being friendly! And w-we didn't know she was with you." Nina looked back at the tall gorgeous blonde with even more respect in her eyes. Not only was she stepping in to help, Celine apparently had a reputation.
"Ah hah," said Celine, raising one perfectly shaped eyebrow. "So this is how you treat all women who aren't with me? This is the kind of... what did you call it... "friendliness" that you show them?"
"Yes," said the man nervously, "I mean no. I... I didn't mean anything by it." He looked to his friends desperately for help, but they were taking the opportunity to melt into the crowd. Celine wore a look of almost pity. "Go home, little boy," she said dismissively, "And next time don't be so 'friendly'." The man gratefully retreated, and Celine turned toward Nina with a warmer smile.
"Are you alright darling?" she asked in her mild French accent, moving a little closer to be more easily heard. "You really have to be more careful around boys than that, you know. Men can never control themselves when they get horny."
"I kn-know," said Nina sheepishly. Now that she was out of immediate danger, she was thankfully able to force her voice above a whisper again. "I just... Well, it's my first time at a club, and I wasn't sure exactly how to handle guys like that."
Celine glanced at her in blank shock, her lovely blue eyes wide and searching. "Your first time, darling? How lovely! Welcome. You simply must come and have a drink with me. I can keep all the bad boys away." A sultry smile curved up the ends of Celine's plump, perfect lips. "Unless, of course, you want to talk to some bad boys... In which case I can keep them civil." Nina laughed, although she wasn't one hundred percent certain that Celine was joking, and allowed the tall, busty blonde to lead her to some open stools at the bar.
Once they sat, Celine turned to her with a look of intense interest. Her eyes scanned critically up and down Nina's slim form, with evident approval. "It's really your first time?" she asked curiously. "Well, if so, you did a great job choosing an outfit. You fit right in darling. What's your name?"
Nina blushed happily at the kind compliment, shyly taking in Carla's skimpy outfit as well. "I'm Nina! Thanks for saying so, but your clothes are even better, I could never pull something off like that!" she said shyly.
Celine laughed: a low, fascinating sound. "Oh, this ensemble? These aren't "look my best" clothes like yours, Nina. These are man-catching clothes. But if that's what you're after, I could give you some style tips."
Nina laughed back, warming up to the confident, gorgeous girl next to her. "No, thank you, Celine. I won't be needing any "man-catching" clothes. I have a boyfriend."
Nina could have sworn that Celine's eyes flashed with a dangerous coldness for a moment, but the look disappeared as soon as it had surfaced. "A boyfriend?" asked Celine incredulously. "Where was he while you were being accosted by strange men?"
Nina pulled a little grimace, that Celine's sharp eyes caught instantly. "Well," said Nina reluctantly, "He was busy tonight, so he couldn't come." Her eyes shifted away, unable to look into Celine's direct gaze.
"Hmmmm," said Celine, her face painted with an unimpressed expression, "How... reliable of him. He sounds like a catch. So, you aren't here to find a man... What does bring you here tonight?"
Nina bit her lip, hesitating. She could easily just say that she wanted to dance, and that would even be partially true. But even in the few minutes since she had met Celine, Nina felt like she could trust her. And besides, Celine was certainly the most confident and assertive woman Nina had ever met. If anybody might be a good role model for building her ability to stand up for herself, it would be Celine.
"I... Well... I want to be more confident," admitted Nina, "And I don't think that I can do that sitting at home on the couch." Celine raised her eyebrows and said, "Well well well. That is a noble goal. Let's toast to your confidence." Nina beamed, glad that she had opened up to the gorgeous taller woman. "Y-yes! Let me buy you a drink Celine!" Nina raised her hand to call over the bartender, but Celine contemptuously reached over and pushed her hand down.
"Darling, the first rule of being a beautiful, confident woman in a bar...:" said Celine with a conspiratorial wink, "Is that we never buy our own drinks. Observe." Celine scanned the bar critically, then her sharp eyes focused on a bearded man toward the end of the bar who was clearly looking over and checking them out. With her eyes sparkling mischievously, Celine gave the man a coy wave and lightly bit her plump bottom lip.
"Wave at him," she said under her breath to Nina at her side. Nina, a little confused, raised her hand to give a timid wave. Then Celine turned away from the man and back to Nina. "Wait," said Nina, her brow furrowing, "Won't that guy think we were flirting with him?"
Celine gave her new friend an affectionately confused look. "We were flirting with him, Nina. Why do you think I gave him my fuck-me eyes?"
Nina's mouth fell open. "Celine! B-but I told you! I have a boyfriend! I can't just randomly flirt with men in the club!" The bartender suddenly set two large, fruity drinks down in front of them. "Compliments of the man in red," he said briskly, pointing back down the bar to the bearded man, who was leering at them with a hopeful smile.
"Don't look at him anymore," said Celine with a chuckle. "He might get the wrong idea. And don't be a bore. Flirting isn't necessarily about sex, or even attraction. It's a tool. A demonstration of feminine power. Your absentee boyfriend couldn't possibly be upset about you flirting if you have no intention of ever sleeping with the man, right?"
Nina looked doubtful, taking a sip of the drink she had helped trick out of the hopeful man down the bar in order to cover her discomfort. "I... guess so," she said hesitantly. She thought that Celine was probably wrong, and Seth would be upset if he knew she was flirting with other guys, but it had been pretty thrilling to get a free drink just because a man thought she was hot.
"But not only that," said Celine firmly, placing a delicate hand over Nina's to emphasize her point, "Flirtation is an excellent way to get what you want and demonstrate your confidence. The exact goals you said were so important to you! In fact, I think that this will be lesson one. The first step on your journey to a more confident you. Look around, Nina. Tell me who you think is the most attractive man in the room."
Nina's head swam as she looked uncertainly at the beautiful woman seated next to her. She had barely known Celine for fifteen minutes and the taller woman was already acting like some sort of life coach. But her pushy, frank confidence was intoxicating... Nina wanted to be just like her.
Nina looked around the room, her eyes darting guiltily. She wasn't sure why Nina wanted her to find the man she found most attractive. It felt wrong for someone who was in a relationship to even consider other men that way. She was about to tell Celine that no one stood out in particular when she saw him.
He was a head taller than the rest of the people he was talking to, and had a look of cool disinterest on his chiseled face. His shoulders were broad, and his powerful-looking body pressed up against his tight shirt in ways that Nina couldn't help but find fascinating. His arm was thrown over the shoulder of a cute little redhead with an attitude of casual ownership.
Celine followed Nina's line of sight and snorted. "Tom Ferguson? A conventional choice, I must say. But you're in good company: I think if we held a vote for the most attractive man in the room, he would win in a landslide. Well, he's as good a choice as any. Go over and flirt with him."
Nina had decided to take another drink, and this sudden order almost made her spray it out of her nose. "What?! she hissed, looking at Celine in bewilderment, trying to see if she was joking. "Celine, I have a..."
Celine cut her off impatiently. "Nina, if you say that you have a boyfriend one more time I'm going to be very angry with you. I know. Yes, you have a boyfriend. A boyfriend who was too busy to come help you on your journey of self-discovery. What he doesn't know won't hurt him. And besides, we just agreed that harmless flirtation doesn't count as cheating, right?"
"I... ummm..." said Nina, her face a mask of conflict. The idea of flirting with a man as tall, powerful, and attractive as this "Tom" made butterflies riot in her belly. She didn't one hundred percent buy Celine's logic that flirting was meaningless... but sitting back and being a good girl had got her nothing but disappointment in life so far. She wanted to be a popular, confident woman like Celine.
"But he's here with another girl..." she said, her resistance wavering as her eyes stuck on the tall, handsome man across the room.
"I know Tom," said Celine in a voice rich with amusement, 'And I promise you that he won't mind. Go on now. Show me how confident you can be." Nina hesitated for just a moment longer... then began to make her way across the crowded club toward Tom. She felt a little bad for Seth... but it wasn't like she was going to marry Tom. Just a little light flirting to practice her self-confidence. Celine was right anyway; if Seth wanted to have a say in who she talked to and how, he should have come along with her.



Celine watched Nina go with a faint smile on her lips. How fascinating... the scared little kitten taking the first hesitant step toward becoming a lioness. She watched eagerly as the cute little Asian marched up to Tom Ferguson and artlessly attempted to flirt with him, an adorable blush staining her face.
What Celine had told Nina wasn't completely a lie, but wasn't entirely the truth. Celine absolutely believed that flirting didn't have to indicate real sexual interest, and could be perfectly harmless. If she didn't think that, she never would have sent her cute, innocent new friend over to talk with Tom. Celine grimaced a little as she watched Tom's reaction to the cute little thing talking to him. She could see a sort of bottomless lust in his eyes as his arm slipped off the shoulder of the woman he was with, focusing completely on Nina with a cocky grin spreading over his face. Tom had a nasty reputation for stringing along multiple women at once, even joking that they were his "harem". No, Celine wouldn't wish Tom on her worst enemy, and she had already developed a certain fondness for her new friend.
But even if she didn't think flirting had to be serious, that didn't mean that Celine thought it would be good for Nina's current relationship. Her grimace blossomed into a wicked smile as she observed the poorly hidden arousal in Nina's innocent face, the sudden hitch of her breath beneath her cute little dress. Nina was about to discover that gaining confidence and assertiveness might lead to a sexual awakening as well.
And a sexual awakening would probably be very bad news for a boring boyfriend who couldn't even support his girlfriend's first visit to a club. That was as it should be. Celine didn't know much about this supposed boyfriend, but from what little she had heard, she wasn't impressed. Nina deserved to be free and uninhibited, just like her.
Her face practically crimson with embarrassment, effort, and traces of arousal, Nina broke away from Tom and hurried back toward the bar. Tom's eyes followed her tight little ass as she went, a flame of curiosity and hunger dancing there.
"Oh my God!' squeaked Nina, flopping onto the barstool next to Celine and hiding her red face in her hands, 'That was sooo awkward! I knew I couldn't do it!"
Celine reached out and tilted Nina's chin toward her, looking her directly in the eyes. "Nonsense!" she said firmly. "I couldn't hear what you were saying across the room, but I'm fluent in body language, and you had that man's full attention and interest, Nina. Trust me."
"I did?" asked Nina disbelievingly. Celine watched pride and guilt and reluctant arousal war on the little cutie's face.
'Oh yes," confirmed Celine with a wide, cat-like smile. "You passed your first lesson with flying colors. And I want to see you back here again soon! I have so many more lessons to teach my new friend."
...
A few weeks later...
Seth looked up eagerly from his seat on the couch as the door opened and Nina came through. She was gorgeous as usual in one of the club-going outfits that her new friend Celine had helped her pick out. This one was a short pink skirt with a blinding white crop top. Seth had to admit he loved it that Nina was coming out of her shell a little and showing off more of her tight, petite body... Although sometimes he felt a little uneasy about the number of men at the club who got to see her in her new skimpy outfits.
Nina had been going to the club more and more often over the past couple of weeks. It seemed like every other night now. Seth had been under the impression that most people only went clubbing on the weekend, but Nina assured him that her new best friend Celine was there practically every night.
"Hey baby," said Seth with a warm smile, throwing his arms wide for a hug, "How was the club tonight?" Nina slipped into his arms and gave him a warm little kiss on the neck, snuggling up to him affectionately. 'It was incredible babe! They had a DJ there tonight who does these remixes of eighties songs... It was so much fun! Me and Celine danced for hours!" For just a second, Seth thought he caught a whiff of manly cologne on Nina's skin that made his brow furrow. But he let it go before it really entered his conscious mind. The whole club probably smelled like that, considering the number of douchey bros that went there.
"I like 80's music," said Seth thoughtfully. 'Maybe next time that DJ comes I can go to the club with you. Meet this Celine you are always talking about."
"Yeah, maybe," said Nina, turning away to head toward the kitchen. Seth tilted his head curiously at her as she swayed away, his eyes unconsciously dipping to check out the way her ass filled her tight skirt. It seemed like Nina had been obsessed with getting him to come to the club just a few days ago. Now he brought up going and she barely seemed to register what he had said. Weird.
But there were a lot of things that Seth Takano didn't know about girls. Nina was the first woman to even give him a chance. Something he was eternally grateful for. He knew that he wasn't exactly a catch by the standards of most women. Frankly, he was short. 5'3" to be exact. For reasons he would never understand, his hobbies turned a lot of women off as well. (If more women gave video games, anime, and physics a try like Nina had, he was sure they would see how fascinating they were.) And then there was his... little problem.
It didn't matter how he measured it, or how much he strained. Seth's cock was 4.3 inches on a good day. And that was below average no matter how you looked at it. It was a source of secret, clinging shame to him, and, before Nina, had made it psychologically difficult to approach women. He and Nina had a perfectly satisfying sex life of course, but Seth couldn't help but wonder if she sometimes wanted more.
Nina wandered back in from the kitchen with a seltzer water, and Seth's eyes roamed her taut tummy and long slim legs displayed by her club clothes. Seth immediately felt a rush of warm, affectionate lust surge through him at the sight. Speaking of a satisfying sex life...
"Babe, it's been a little bit," he said slyly, with a sheepish grin. "Do you think we could... you know..." Nina flopped down on the couch next to him with a smile and a teasing roll of her eyes. "Wooow, Celine keeps telling me that men only want one thing, and I guess it's true! I'm not even back five minutes and my perv of a boyfriend is trying to jump my bones."
She leaned over and planted a lingering kiss on Seth's lips to show she was joking, saying, "Why not? Going out dancing always fills me up with energy. Let's put it to good use."
Seth needed no further prompting. He leaned forward, greedily stealing another kiss from his girlfriend's soft lips. As he leaned closer, he caught another faint whiff of masculinity, but he was too absorbed to let it bother him. His full four inches throbbed to life in his pants, tenting out the basketball shorts he wore around the house as his hands fumbled and groped over Nina's tight crop top, feeling her perky little tits.
"I love you babe! I love you!" he murmured between kisses, as he reached down to tug off his shorts, revealing his unimpressive erection.
Compared to his passionate, clumsy advances, Nina was calm and composed, smiling softly at him as she unzipped her skirt. "I know you do baby," she said affectionately, with a soft smile. "I love you too. Now... let's take care of that little stiffy." That brought Seth up short for a second, his brow furrowing slightly. Nina's eyes sparkled with mischief as she reached down to stroke his cock with a soft, delicate hand.
Did Nina just make a joke about the size of his cock? Maybe he had misinterpreted her. She knew that he was sensitive about his size. It wasn't her style to be teasing or dominant in bed, so it momentarily confused him. But the graceful, smooth strokes of her attentive handjob eased his mind rapidly. There was no time to be overly sensitive when his girlfriend was making him feel this amazing.
Seth reached down to pull down Nina's pink, striped panties, revealing her cute little pussy, topped with a well-groomed strip of dark pubic hair. His hand slipped down between his beloved girlfriend's thighs to reciprocate her physical attention, and his eyes widened in pleased shock. Nina blushed and looked away from his expression shyly as Seth's fingers probed and felt between her legs.
His girlfriend's pussy was soaking wet. It was a pleasant surprise: normally Nina required a great deal of foreplay before being ready for penetration, with long, tender make-out sessions and slow, patient fingering. But right now she seemed almost instantly ready to go! Nina could tease him about his cock all she wanted if that's what it took to get her this horny!
Nina leaned closer, her hand pumping rapidly up and down the short length of his cock as she whispered in Seth's ear, "Come and get me, baby. I'm all hot and ready for you."
Seth had to concentrate hard to prevent himself from cumming right on the spot. Something really had come over Nina! She had never been one for dirty talk. In fact, sometimes Seth felt like she just wasn't that interested in sex at all, so this passion was very welcome.
Nina gasped and giggled as Seth pushed her backward down onto the couch, thrusting a hand up under her tight shirt to pinch a stiff nipple. Nina's hand stopped stroking his dick, instead pulling it into position and briefly rubbing it up and down her juicy slit. Seth's hips bucked forward, but Nina held him still for a moment, her eyes staring deep into his while she teased him, holding him on the edge of penetration.
The moment hung briefly, his cock held in his girlfriend's soft, but unmoving hand, sliding up and down the hot, wet lips of her pussy. Then she smiled and let him go, allowing Seth to sink his throbbing four-inch cock inside her.
Seth groaned in appreciation as his hips surged forward in a frantic, jerky rhythm. Nina felt so fucking good tonight, hot and wet in a way that she didn't normally seem to reach. But as Seth continued to pump in and out, he looked down to see that things hadn't changed as much as he hoped.
Like usual, Nina looked up at him with an encouraging, loving smile... But he didn't see any of the frantic, red-hot passion he felt mirrored back at him. Everything about Nina drove him crazy... her cute face, her perky little breasts, her lithe, sexy body, and her tight plump ass. Sometimes she made him so fucking horny he could barely breathe.
So why did it always feel like she was humoring him in bed? She said all the right things and insisted that she enjoyed herself when they had sex, but to Seth, it always seemed that her reactions were muted.
If she really felt about Seth like Seth did about her, wouldn't she be more... passionate?
Seth only had the courage to bring up the issue once, and Nina, shy and meek as always, had diffidently said that maybe she just wasn't as sexual a person as Seth was, but that she did enjoy sex with him a lot. There had been nothing else to say. Seth just had to keep trying his best in bed.
Seth felt himself approaching climax as his hips pumped rapidly forward and back. He looked down at his smiling girlfriend and put all of his concerns out of his mind. How could he stay worried when he had such a loving, sexy girlfriend like her? He felt his arousal and pleasure coiling up inside him like a spring waiting to be released. His breathing was hot a ragged in his throat. He was about to...
"Wait, baby," said Nina softly beneath him, raising a gentle hand to push back on his hips and stop him. Seth bit back a groan of frustration. One more second and he would have tipped over the edge. He could feel his cock pulse and burn with pleasure, right on the edge of cumming.
"There's something that I want to try..." said Nina with a coy smile. "I've been having girl talk with Celine, and she swears that this... thing is just the best. Do you want to experiment a little with me?"
Seth's frustration faded away as a slow grin spread across his face. Getting kinky and experimental in bed? He couldn't be more on board. "Sure!" he said enthusiastically. "What exactly did you have in mind?"
Seth finally saw the flare of passion in Nina's smile that he had always longed for. His heart began to pound faster, and his cock twitched inside his girlfriend's warm, wet pussy, once again just on the edge of cumming. "Kiss me," said Nina in a sultry, purring voice, her eyes burning with a smokey heat. Seth did as he was told, savoring the deep sensual kiss... His girlfriend's slim tongue slipped into his mouth, sliding over his in sinuous motions. Then Nina broke away. With a mischievous smile on her lips, she reached up to the top of Seth's head... and pushed him downward. Seth felt his cock slide back out of Nina's pussy as his head moved downward past her neck.
"Kiss me again," purred Nina, looking down at him. Seth obeyed, planting a soft kiss on his girlfriend's chest, right between her breasts. But Nina had no intention of stopping there, her soft hands firmly pushed Seth even further, until he hovered right above her tight, flat tummy, which was beginning to heave with her heated passion.
"Again," she said, her voice heavy with the passionate lust that Seth had always hoped to hear. He looked up at her with devoted eyes, his cock throbbing with almost painful arousal as he planted his lips on the soft skin of her tummy, just beneath her belly button.
But Nina wasn't finished yet. Her hands pushed him down again, and with a flipflop of nervous arousal in his belly, Seth finally realized where this was going. Nina's flushed, dripping pussy was now directly in front of his eyes. He could smell her arousal and see just how turned on she was. He and Nina had had sex dozens of times, but he had never seen her pussy this close. It was beautiful...
His eyes flicked up to Nina, who was wearing almost a smirk. She raised her eyebrows.
"Well... what are you waiting for, stud? Kiss me."
It wasn't something that Seth had ever considered before. He stared at the lovely pink pussy in front of him, leaking feminine lubricant, waiting for his service. The idea of eating Nina out was somehow deeply arousing and a little repellant at the same time. The scent and sight of the aroused pussy in front of his eyes was somehow almost hypnotic. Her tender lips, just slightly parted, offered a tiny peek at the glistening folds inside.
So far, Nina and Seth had been pretty vanilla in bed. Even though the thought turned him on, Seth hadn't even worked up the courage to ask Nina for a blowjob. But if that was what he wanted at some point, he should be willing to reciprocate, right?
Seth tentatively extended his tongue and gave his girlfriend's beautiful pussy an experimental lick. The taste was... strange. Not the juicy sweetness that some more poetic descriptions had led him to believe. But not disgusting or repellant either. There was something oddly compelling about the musky taste. Seth scooted closer, pushing his mouth up closer between his girlfriend's thighs and beginning to french kiss her soft lower lips.
Seth's eyes locked with his girlfriend's looking down at him. She had a strange intense emotion lurking in her lovely, dark eyes. Something about this position... this act of giving pleasure to her while his neglected cock throbbed between his legs, unstimulated, felt submissive in a way Seth wasn't prepared for. It was like he was humbly serving Nina, putting her pleasure above his own. Seth's lips made a loud slurp as he sucked and licked fervently at Nina's juicy cunt. The feeling was a little uncomfortable, but there was something deliciously kinky about being pushed around by his normally meek girlfriend.
"That's right babe," said Nina in a voice dripping with pleasure. "Serve me. Make your lady feel good." Seth's eyes widened as her hand reached down and grabbed a painful handful of his hair, forcing him closer and deeper between her thighs.
What exactly had gotten into her? This was the last thing on earth he would have expected from shy, sweet Nina Aoki. Seth found it hard to breathe as his girlfriend began moving her hips, grinding her hot, slick pussy against his mouth and face. "Lick it!" she hissed as her hips swirled and humped, pressing hard against Seth's frantically moving lips and tongue. "S-suck it. Make me cum. Goddd Seth, you're FINALLY going to make your girlfriend cum!" Seth's felt a tingle shoot through his neglected cock at his girlfriend's slutty moans. A surge of shocked arousal blossomed in his belly. He was going to make Nina cum! Seth had convinced himself that Nina was just one of those girls that couldn't orgasm. She certainly never had while he was fucking her.
Nina let out a breathy whine, and her slim, trembling thighs clamped hard around Seth's face. Her hand pulled his hair hard as she forced him to stay and lick her through her orgasm. Seth couldn't breathe, but that was a sacrifice he was willing to make. If bringing his beloved girlfriend to screaming orgasm meant passing out, that was a price he was willing to pay.
Finally, just as Seth's lungs were burning almost as much as his cock, Nina let him go. He rose up from between Nina's thighs, red-faced, slick with juices, and gasping for air. For a moment they looked at each other, Nina sleepy-eyed and luxuriating in her orgasmic afterglow, Seth proud and excited, but still unfulfilled.
Well, now that he had put in the work, it was only fair for Nina to return the favor... "Babe," said Seth with a giddy grin, "I was wondering if maybe you would..."
Nina smiled a catlike grin, her eyes flicking down to the desperate, leaking spike of lust in her boyfriend's lap. "Oh yeah!" she said with a giggle, "Your poor little guy down there didn't get to have his fun, did he?" She rose from her reclining position with lithe grace, her eyes flashing with mischief. "Well, I can't leave my man unsatisfied, can I?"
Seth couldn't wait. He was about to finally get what he had fantasized about for so long! Nina's soft lips wrapped around his cock. He didn't realize what was happening until Nina's wicked little hand reached down and firmly grasped his sensitive, on-the-edge cock.
"W-wait!" said Seth, but it was too late, Nina's tight fist was pumping up and down the short length of his dick with a wet, squishing sound of precum.
"Cum for me baby," said Nina with a faint smirk. "Show me how much it turned you on to serve me." Seth couldn't help it. Before he even knew what was happening, he was filling Nina's hand with thick spurts of cum. Not only had he failed to receive the blowjob he wanted, he hadn't even gotten to cum in Nina's pussy like he normally did.
"Wow! That's a lot of jizz baby," murmured Nina, holding her hand up beneath Seth's nose for him to see. "Eating me out turned you on that much, huh? We might need to try that again... soon..."
Seth tried to keep the disappointment out of his voice as he said, "And maybe next time you could return the favor? I mean, I appreciate a good handjob as much as the next guy, but it's hardly my favorite way to cum..."
"Maybe," said Nina dismissively, "But I hope you didn't just eat my pussy as a quid pro quo... I mean, you should just want to be nice to me and put me first sometimes, right?"
Seth suddenly felt a shadow of concern. Nina was acting a little different tonight. Her pushy insistence on cunnilingus, her indifference to his pleasure, and now this pointed statement. Seth was well aware that he could be a little clueless sometimes, and now he suspected that somehow he had done something wrong. "Of course," he said gently. he took Nina's hand in his, and their eyes met. There was something there in her eyes, a complex emotion that Seth couldn't interpret. "I... Nina, I'd like to go clubbing with you," said Seth suddenly. "I'd like to meet Celine and spend some time learning about your new hobby."



Nina smiled, leaned closer, and gave Seth a soft kiss.
"That's ok baby. I know you prefer staying home and playing video games. Why don't you just keep doing that?"
...
Nina looked over at her boyfriend, asleep next to her.
Celine had been right! Trust a confident, sexually liberated woman like her to have the best sex tips. It had been really fun to push Seth around a little in bed. It had been immensely satisfying to finally put her needs and pleasure first instead of just prioritizing him.
She felt a little bad about refusing Seth's offer to join her at the club, especially because that had been exactly what she wanted just a couple of weeks ago. But thinking about her goofy, kind boyfriend beneath the pulsing lights in the club? The image just didn't match. Besides, Nina just didn't think that Seth would enjoy it. He would be a wet blanket and ruin Nina's fun, and if tonight had taught Nina one thing, it was that she should put her pleasure first, even above Seth's sensitive feelings. He didn't belong in the same world with the glamorous Celine... or the handsome Tom.
She and Tom kept seeing each other around the club. And Celine was right, a little harmless flirting with the tall, handsome man was a huge ego boost. She could feel herself growing more confident and assertive every day.
Speaking of Tom... Nina bit her lip and pulled out her phone. The glow of her screen lit up her face in the dark bedroom as she navigated to the messaging app. Tom convinced her to add him as a friend today. She had decided earlier that she wouldn't message him. A couple of flirty words tossed to each other in the club was one thing, but deeper conversations outside of the special club atmosphere felt like it was going too far. Maybe even crossing a line.
But she was putting her desires first, right? And how was just talking to Tom a big deal? They talked to each other in the club all the time.
With her face burning and her heart pounding, Nina typed in her first message.
[Hey.]
...
Celine danced, losing herself to the powerful beat as her perfect body moved in time.
Dance was everything to her. Without it, she never would have gotten the scholarship to come over from France, for one. But more importantly than that, it was an escape; a way to shut out the world. All of the drooling men and the jealous women would fade into the background as the rhythms filled her to the brim. When she was dancing was the only time Celine felt like she could let go and really be herself without pretending to be whatever the situation called for.
Celine felt a blend of disappointment and inevitability as someone's fingers gripped her hips from behind, and an already-aroused crotch brushed up against her plump rear. She looked behind her to see yet another confident, handsome man making an aggressive pass at her. She weighed her options. She could just slap him and really put him in his place. This man's instinct to touch a woman before even speaking to her was repugnant. Even dangerous. She would be doing a public service by teaching him a lesson. But on the other hand, that would spoil the mood of the evening, and the man was handsome enough for the night's entertainment. She could teach him a lesson just as easily by fucking him and then breaking his shriveled little heart.
Celine painted on a false grin and ground her ass back into the man's crotch. She had to stop herself from sneering at the smug look that lit up his face.... Let's see how victorious you feel when I stop returning your calls, big man, Celine thought to herself viciously.
She danced for a while with the pushy suitor whose name she didn't know, patiently letting him sneak feels of her body as she rubbed against him lasciviously. Well, at least it felt like he had a big cock...
Celine looked over to where Nina had been dancing and frowned. Her club buddy was nowhere to be seen. Well, it didn't matter. Good for her: heading out into the club without Celine was just another sign of Nina's growth as an independent woman. Nina had really been blossoming these past few weeks. She had gained confidence and was now able to flirt with boys without blushing or stuttering at all.
One of the man's hands slipped upward toward Celine's breasts, and she twisted away. What sort of girl did this dumbass think she was? "Let's get a drink," she yelled over the music, pretending that her movement had been a coincidence.
But as they made their way through the crowded club, Celine finally saw Nina.
She was leaning back against the wall of the club, with Tom leaning over her, his arm propping him up against the wall. Nina looked trapped and vulnerable, but the smile on her face and the gleam in her eyes made it crystal clear that she was loving the attention. The lights of the club flashed blood red, washing surreally over the face of the cute little Asian and the hulking man above her, grinning down as he murmured something only someone as close as Nina would be able to hear.
Celine's eyes went wide in scandalized pleasure as Tom's head dipped, his face heading straight toward Nina's. And Celine let out a delighted gasp as Nina submitted to the illicit kiss, her neck turning like a sunflower toward Tom's forbidden offer. Celine watched with glee as their lips met... softly at first, and then with passionate force. Nina's arms flew up over Tom's neck, pulling him closer as their tentative kiss rapidly picked up steam into a full-blown make-out session.
That little slut! Sorry, Seth. It looks like Nina has finally learned to fight for what she wants.
Celine immediately changed directions and stalked closer to get a look, her latest boytoy trailing after her in confusion, Tom's hand moved around Nina's slim hips, pulling her flush with his body. Celine saw a little hitch of breath from the petite woman. Oh my... Celine was willing to bet that Nina had just felt a big stiff monster press up against her belly.
Celine had done her work well, drawing Nina out of her shell. Now she was thrilled to see the fruits of her labor. Soon, Nina would be free of her dead-end relationship with this "Seth" she couldn't stop talking about. Celine had never met the man, but reading between the lines when sweet little Nina talked about him, Celine wasn't impressed. He sounded like an unimpressive little nerd with a tiny cock and an inability to satisfy his woman, whether in the bedroom or in life.
Celine hated men like that. It was unfair for a bright, sweet girl like Nina to be saddled with a manchild like him, just because society told her she ought to have a boyfriend and he was a "good guy". Nina just didn't realize yet that she didn't need Seth. That she didn't need any man.
But giving in to her desires and kissing a cute boy just because she wanted to was certainly a step in the right direction.
As Tom pulled away to whisper something in Nina's ear, her eyes met Celine in the crowd. A spasm of guilt crossed her face, as if she had just realized what she was doing. Nina pushed Tom away, shaking her head and leaving him confused, and moved toward Celine, her face a mask of conflicted emotions.
"Celine!" she said as she got closer, "I... I don't know what came over me! That was so wrong. I can't believe that I did that to poor Seth..." Celine tried to look sympathetic, but inside she was practically cackling with glee. Is that what you really think, Nina? Thought Celine to herself, or is that just what you feel like you need to say to a woman who knows you have a boyfriend?
"Uhhh," said the disgruntled fuck boy still standing behind Celine, "Were we going to get a drink? Or...?"
"Fuck off," snapped Celine, giving him an icy glare. There were more important things for her to worry about right now than who she would be fucking tonight. Dicks were a dime a dozen, but filthy infidelity was a rarer treat.
The man snarled something about how she was a bitch, but Celine was wholly focused on her naughty friend and barely registered it. She had heard it all before from men more impressive than him.
"Celine, you have to believe me! I... I'm not that kind of girl. I really thought that Tom and I were just having fun! I never intended to..."
"To make out with him?" asked Celine with a raised eyebrow. Nina nodded miserably. "Well, you don't need to explain to me, darling. You're overreacting! What is a kiss anyway? Barely more significant than a hug. Seth wouldn't be upset if you hugged a friend, would he?"
Nina's eyebrows furrowed. "Celine," she said disbelievingly, "You can't be serious. That kiss... that wasn't ok. You know that Seth would be crushed if he knew."
Celine took Nina's face in her hands, pulling her close and holding her gaze. "All you ever talk about is what Seth thinks. What Seth wants. Fuck Seth. What does Nina want? Did Nina want to kiss her cute friend?" Celine thought she saw Nina waver for just a moment, but then the cute little minx reached up and angrily brushed Celine's hands away.
"Stop it Celine!" she said, her eyes suddenly brimming with tears. "This isn't about asserting myself or prioritizing my needs or whatever you keep talking about. Even if it's true that I should do that stuff, I owe Seth something too. He's my boyfriend! And he's a good person. He doesn't deserve this kind of treatment."
Celine dropped her voice to a low sultry tone, just loud enough to be heard over the pulsing music. If logical arguments couldn't sway Nina to give up her anchor of a boyfriend, maybe speaking directly to her libido would work.
"But isn't it a little... intriguing?" purred Celine, her eyes alight with friendly teasing, 'To put your pleasure over Seth's?... To get what you want while he's stuck with nothing? To have fun with another man while he is home alone, none the wiser? Isn't it just the slightest bit... kinky? To hold that secret power over him?"
Celine could see that this landed with Nina. The cute little woman visibly gulped, and her skin looked flushed even in the lights of the club. But Nina had learned her lessons well of sticking up for herself. She wouldn't fold that easily, even if Celine's manipulative words did make her a little horny.
"No Celine," said Nina, her tone much less firm and decisive than her words. "I... I shouldn't see Tom at all anymore. In fact, maybe I should stop coming out to the club altogether."
Celine was frustrated. It was clear that Nina was standing on the very edge of a breakthrough. She was so close to giving in to temptation and crossing the ultimate line with Tom. Then, Nina would finally realize that being tied down to a man, especially to a pindick loser like Seth, was stupid, and join Celine as a free, single woman.
She just needed one more push...
"Awwww, but I would miss you too much!" said Celine, giving Nina the big blue puppy-dog eyes that made men and women alike melt. "When would I see you if you didn't come dancing?"
Nina looked guilty. The puppy dog eyes always worked. "I would miss you too Celine," she said sadly, "I don't know, maybe we could find a time to hang out, like, during the day."
Perfect, she had headed straight down the path that Celine wanted her to.
"I know," said Celine, snapping her fingers. "I have a girl's weekend coming up in two weeks or so. Me and some of the other dance girls are renting a cabin in the mountains. Why don't you come with us?" It was a lie: there hadn't been any such trip planned until thirty seconds ago when Celine came up with it, but she was sure she could whip up a guest list.
Nina smiled in relief, pulling Celine into a hug. "That sounds perfect! I'm so glad that we can stay friends, even if I'm not coming out to the club anymore."
"Me too, darling," said Celine, patting Nina's back. "Me too."
Now all she had to do was get in touch with Tom. Celine was sure he would be eager to join the girls' weekend once she made clear what she had planned.
...
"Bye, babe," said Seth warmly, giving Nina a crushing bear hug and nuzzling his face into her cheek until she giggled. "Have lots of fun. Text me, ok?"
"I will baby," said Nina with a soft smile, planting a warm kiss on the corner of her boyfriend's mouth. "Try not to get too lonely without your favorite person here! I left some yakisoba for you in the fridge. Don't forget to eat."
With that, they kissed one more time, soft and sweet, and Nina was out the door, weighed down by a backpack stuffed with the many things Nina insisted she would need for a weekend away from home.
Seth sighed and plopped back down onto his favorite seat on the couch. If he had felt some sort of lingering unease about Nina over the past few weeks, it was gone now. Nina's short experiment with clubbing was over, and whatever odd energy and tension that went with it was gone. Well... there had been one permanent change. After testing the waters with him about a month back, it turned out that Nina liked being eaten out... a lot. It rapidly went from a once-in-a-while activity to Nina demanding it every time they had sex. Thankfully, the humiliatingly quick handjob portion hadn't become a standard feature as well. But still; Seth couldn't shake the feeling that Nina was getting some sort of thrill by pushing him to submit to her in that way.
But that was a minor complaint. Seth found it hot too, although not as hot as Nina did. And he really couldn't begrudge his girlfriend her favorite new sex act when she had finally found a way to orgasm.
Yes, things were looking good in their relationship. But Seth wouldn't mind the opportunity to live the bachelor life for a couple of days and really get into some video games.
He picked up the controller and relaxed, totally happy and secure.
...
Nina slammed the car door behind her and looked up at the cabin in awe. She had sort of been picturing a cozy little run-down log house in the woods, but this lakeside, glass-fronted structure looked more like a mansion to her than what the word "cabin" normally implied.
Wow. The dance girls must be a lot richer than she thought.
Behind her, the other girls got out of the car as well, pulling their bags out of the trunk. If Seth thought that Nina packed too much for just a few days away, he should see the giant hard-shell suitcases each of the glamorous dance girls brought with them. They were all nice and welcoming to Nina, although they had a certain cattiness when talking with each other that Nina wasn't used to.
Each and every one of them was so gorgeous and self-assured that they made Nina feel like an ugly duckling. They were exactly the kinds of popular girls that Nina desperately wanted to be like.
"Oh, nice," said Marcia, a leggy redhead, in a languid, bored voice she used for every statement, "The boys are already here." Nina froze in confusion, turning to look toward what Marcia was referencing. There was another SUV parked in front of the cabin already. "Boys"? Marcia couldn't mean what it sounded like she was saying.
Nina turned toward Celine, who put a hand in front of her mouth in a coy, "I'm so naughty" expression. "Oops," she said with false innocence, "Did I forget to mention the full guest list?" Nina frowned. "Celine... Why didn't you tell me?" she asked nervously. "I told Seth that this was just girls. Now he'll think that I was trying to hide it from him!"
Celine shrugged. "Not if he never finds out! Don't worry so much, Nina. It probably slipped my mind to tell you because we keep that aspect of this trip a secret. Some of the other girls have controlling boyfriends who wouldn't let them come if they knew it was a mixed-sex trip. So we take a few staged photos of just girls for social media, their boyfriends don't worry, and we have all the fun we want. No problem, right?"
"I don't know..." said Nina glumly. She had been feeling pretty good about putting her club experiment behind her... and pretty guilty about the mistake she made with Tom on that heated, confused night in the club. This little secret almost felt like slipping back into that world.
"Why not?" asked Celine with a tilt of her head. "Is Seth controlling like some of the other girl's boyfriends?"
"Well, no, he's not, but..."
"Do you intend to sleep with other men on the trip?" pressed Celine.
"Of course not!" said Nina hotly. The idea of betraying her boyfriend like that... putting her pleasure first while he sat at home like a good little boy... she couldn't deny that the idea sent a thrill through her. It reminded her of when she pushed him to eat her out during sex... it made her feel powerful to receive pleasure while his cock dangled unused between his legs. In some ways, having sex with another man behind his back would be the ultimate version of that feeling. But that was just a kinky fantasy. It wasn't something she actually wanted to do to her kind, sweet boyfriend.
"Then there's no problem!" said Celine firmly. "It's not wrong to keep a secret if the secret doesn't mean anything."
"Well... I guess," said Nina, her expression clearing. Celine was right. Why did it matter if there were men here if Nina had no intention of doing anything with them? It would just stress Seth out for no reason if he knew. She was just starting to relax again when a group of men came out of the front door of the cabin to greet the arriving women.
Oh shit. He was unmistakeable. A head taller than all the other men, his perfect features glowing tan in the warm sunlight. His muscles rippled under a tight T-shirt. Tom was here, and despite her resolution to have nothing to do with the tempting man, Nina could feel the butterflies erupt in her stomach. She turned to Celine with a look of near panic.
"Tom?!" she hissed, groping Celine's wrist in a death grip. "Tom is here!? Nooooo, why didn't you tell me, Celine? We have to go back! Just... I don't know, drive me to the nearest town and I can get a ride-share or something!"
Celine looked at her as if she was crazy. "What? Are you serious?" she said with a raised eyebrow. "I thought you decided not to talk to him. So don't talk to him. I'm sure all the other single girls will be all over him this weekend. He won't even have time to notice if you don't speak to him at all."
Nina bit her lip. "You think so? I mean... We did kiss the last time we saw each other. I just don't want him to get the wrong idea... I really can't do that kind of thing again." But Celine saw the gleam in her friend's eyes. Nina knew that it was a better idea to leave, but a part of her... a big part, wanted to be convinced it was ok to stay.
"Trust me, darling," lied Celine, looping her arm around the unresisting Nina's back and pulling her toward where the girls and boys were talking, "I'm sure that he doesn't even remember. He kisses girls in clubs all the time. You probably didn't even register."
Celine held back a giggle as she saw the flare of annoyance cross Nina's cute face. Regardless of what a good girl should think, Nina didn't like that assessment at all.
...
Seth spent an enjoyable afternoon playing video games, chowed down on the yakisoba Nina had left for him, then settled back in for some more game time.
Just as he picked up the controller, his phone buzzed. Sweet, a message from Nina!
[Hi baby! Just arrived safe and sound with the girls. This cabin is so cool! I guess the plan is to drink and party tonight, then try to do some hiking and stuff tomorrow. Here I am with Celine. She says "hi" by the way!]
Seth stared down at the accompanying selfie with interest, He had heard all about this new best friend "Celine" for weeks, but this was the first time he had seen her. He did a double take and brought the phone closer to his face with a squint.
She was a fucking knockout. Lustrous, honey-blonde hair down to her shoulders, a hauntingly beautiful, symmetrical face with a cutely upturned nose, and ocean-blue eyes. Seth was so impressed that he almost felt a little guilty for how attractive he found her. He was a taken man after all.



But even apart from her beauty, there was something else about her that Seth couldn't quite put his finger on... Something in the curve of her lips, the way she just barely poked her tongue between her teeth in a cheeky gesture, the wicked gleam of her eyes. It reminded Seth of something.
Suddenly it hit him: Celine's expression reminded him of how Nina looked at him when he ate her out. That look of superiority and control. What a weird comparison to make... but hey, maybe Celine was rubbing off on Nina in some strange way,
[Have fun, baby! Don't go too hard tonight, or you might be too hungover to hike tomorrow!] He texted back.
[Lol, exactly what I was thinking... I'll be good. Talk to you later, baby. Love you!]
Seth smiled to himself as he set his phone aside and slipped back into his game without a care in the world.
...
Nina stared balefully at Tom as he chatted to Dina and Fran with a flirty grin on his face. Maybe she should have expected it, but it still stung her pride a little. To her, her scandalous, forbidden crush on Tom had been a passionate dama that filled her with guilt and arousal.
But it seemed like it was pretty normal to Tom. He must flirt with and make out with random girls all the time. He hadn't even made a special effort to talk with her, simply nodding to her and greeting her politely. So it looked like Nina was just another girl to him, and he didn't consider their stolen kiss to be special at all.
That was fine. It was probably better. It would make it a lot easier to avoid him if he made no effort to pursue her.
But it did rankle Nina a bit that one of the most life-changing events that had ever happened to her, sexually speaking, had been totally meaningless to him.
"Jealous?" said an amused voice in her ear.
Nina practically jumped out of her skin. Marcia was right beside her, and she had been so distracted that she hadn't even noticed.
"N-no," she said guiltily. "I was just staring into space. I'm not interested in Tom. I have a boyfriend." She sounded defensive even to her own ears.
Marcia snorted with a roll of her eyes. "So? I have a boyfriend too. I'm still hooking up with Chad tonight. Why do you think we invite a bunch of studs every year and don't tell our boyfriends?"
Nina's eyes widened in horror. 'What? That's what this whole trip is about? That's awful though!"
Marcia gave her a wry look. "So Judgy!... Look, little Miss Perfect, boyfriends are good for stability and affection and, let's face it, money. But every girl's eyes wander at some point. It's natural. So we have one little weekend to let off some steam and have meaningless sex with guys we don't care about, and then we go back to our men's side, wandering eyes satisfied for another year, faithful and sweet again. It's really for their benefit."
Nina shook her head with a frown, but inside, her mind was working rapidly. It did make a certain perverse sense. Sometimes Nina felt sexually unfulfilled with Seth. If she just had a chance to thoroughly scratch that itch... But no. She couldn't.
"I just don't know if..." she began, but Marcia cut her off.
"Whatever, spoilsport," she said with a sigh. "No one's going to make you swap fluids with Tom if you don't want to. Just don't rat out the rest of us either and we're cool."
"I... I won't," said Nina softly. Her eyes were drawn like a magnet back to Tom, sitting between two attentive, interested women. She wondered if Dana and Fran had boyfriends too.
She didn't even notice when Marcia moved away.
...
"Did she buy it?" asked Celine with a smirk as Marcia leaned on the wall next to her.
'Completely," said Marcia with a chuckle. "Our poor innocent princess is sooooo thirsty for Tommy's cock. And now she thinks absolutely no one would judge her if she went for it. I'm just glad she didn't ask me any questions about my supposed "boyfriend"."
"Perfect," said Celine, "She's almost there. Just a little more, and poor sheltered Nina will be a free woman at last."
...
Later that evening, Seth took the opportunity to watch porn and jerk off. It felt like a self-indulgent treat since his girlfriend was out of town, but in the aftermath, he did feel a little guilty.
So he pulled out his phone and sent Nina a loving message.
[Hey baby! Are you having lots of fun? I finally beat that super hard boss in Setting Sun 2 that I was stuck on. I think I might watch a few episodes of Seven's Ark and then head to bed. How are you doing? What are you girls up to?]
He waited for a response, but nothing came for about ten minutes. That was a little odd... maybe Nina was having so much fun at the party that she wasn't focused on her phone. Hopefully she wasn't mad at him or something.
Finally, a response lit up his screen.
[Yes babe, sooo much fun!]
That was it. Seth waited a few more minutes to see if she got interrupted in the middle of a longer message, but nothing else popped up. It was almost as if she had barely read his text.
It was a little annoying, but Seth understood. She was hanging out at a party, and was probably focusing on other things. he would text her goodnight later and get the rundown on how the party had gone.
...
Nina's head buzzed pleasantly as she stared into the crackling flames. After she had gotten over her initial discomfort, the night had turned out to be a blast.
It reminded her of her evenings out at the club in the best way possible. Far from the sleazy, dirty feeling she expected the "girls' trip" to have after hearing its true sexual nature, the whole party had a breezy, fun atmosphere of no-consequence flirtation that was infectious.
Nina had even indulged in a little harmless flirtation with some of the guys, pulling from the lessons Celine had taught her. Well, probably more than just a little flirting once she was a few drinks in: Nina was a bit of a lightweight. But she had stayed away from Tom. Even talking to him felt more dangerous than flirting with the other boys. Just looking at him made guilt and frustrated lust fill her to the brim.
The evening had wound down into little groups and pairs whispering and talking intimately around the campfire, the flickering light casting a warm, sultry glow on everyone's features.
Over time, pairs had solidified and slipped off into the warm night. Soft moans from outside the circle of firelight made it clear exactly what was going on, even if the context didn't. Nina colored as she tried to shut the sounds out. It had nothing to do with her if everyone else wanted to cheat. She wasn't like that.... Probably. Even that rock-solid certainty felt floaty and uncertain in her pleasant haze of alcohol and the flickering light of the fire. Tonight felt like a magical time when anything could happen. Her eyes drifted back to Tom, who was nursing a beer across the fire from her, staring into the flames just like she was. Although Dana and Fran had shown interest earlier, they were already paired up and out in the night somewhere with their chosen boys.
"Go talk to him," said Celine, slipping onto the log next to Nina. "You know he would be happy to see you."
"I can't," said Nina, her eyes still drinking in Tom's handsome features. She didn't say that she didn't want to. Or that it was wrong. Just that she wasn't allowed.
"You asked me how to be a confident, assertive woman," hissed Celine, whispering hot in Nina's ear. "This is how. By taking what you want. By refusing to let anyone keep you from what you desire. do you want to... spend time with Tom tonight? That should be the only question that matters."
Suddenly Nina's body felt hot. Hotter than the warm fire could account for. She felt a dark, wet heat pooling in her lower belly that Seth had never been able to inspire. "Yes," she breathed. 'Yes. I want to..."
"Do it then, queen,' purred Celine, giving Nina a playful push. "Show the world that you're a powerful woman who takes exactly what she wants and doesn't let her inferiors hold her back."
Celine didn't spell out who Nina's inferiors were, but the stark, powerful image flashed in her mind of Seth humbly sucking and licking between her thighs, his throbbing cock dangling uselessly between his legs.
Nina stood on shaky legs. She could feel her nipples like two pulsing pebbles in her bra. She took a step toward Tom. Then another. He looked up at her, and his smile was warm and wide and welcoming. Nina's heart roared with satisfaction. She knew that Tom thought she was special. And Celine was right. Why should Seth hold her back? The idea of putting herself first for a change was intoxicating and deeply arousing.
And everybody at the party was doing it.
When Nina reached Tom, she still had a half-formed idea in her brain that she would just talk with him. Do a little harmless flirting like they used to.
But as soon as she sat on the log next to him, Tom's hands were pulling her into a deep, mind-melting kiss, and her hands were flying up to run greedily through his hair.
She felt like a dam had burst inside her, washing her away in a tide of red-hot, forbidden lust.
...
[Good night baby! How did the party go?]
Seth waited for an hour with no response.
[Ok, well, I love you! I'll talk to you tomorrow. Tell the girls I said 'hi'!]
He waited for Nina to respond, but fell asleep before she did.
...
There was no response waiting for him when he woke up.
...
Over the course of the day Saturday, Seth grew increasingly worried. He sent another text, just in case Nina had missed his text from last night.
Then another text.
He tried calling her with no answer. His head swarmed with alarming visions of Nina in trouble. Hurt or kidnapped or even dead. There was an unshakable dread sitting like lead in his stomach. He wasn't able to relax. Every other minute he checked his phone, hoping that maybe Nina had forgotten her charger or something and ran out of battery.
He got up and checked to see if Nina had forgotten her phone charger.
She hadn't.
Just when Seth was trying to figure out the best way to call the police about a potential incident at a cabin he didn't know the exact location of, he heard his phone buzz.
He immediately swiped it open, ready to read a long apologetic text from Nina explaining her silence. Instead, he got three words.
[I'm fine babe.]
What the fuck? Seth couldn't wrap his head around it. He scrolled back to the texts he had sent before Nina had dropped off the map to see if he had said something wrong, but it all seemed innocuous. Something was definitely up with Nina, but for the rest of the evening, she didn't respond to any more texts or calls.
It didn't make sense, but Seth would just have to talk about it when Nina got back tomorrow evening. It was clear that she didn't feel like discussing whatever was going on right now.
Seth fell into an uneasy sleep after his long stressful day, hoping that tomorrow would make everything make sense again.
...
On Sunday, Seth moped around the apartment and dozed on and off, anxiously waiting for Nina's return.
He was startled awake a little after dinner by his phone ringing. The caller ID read: Babe. With his heart thumping, Seth quickly accepted the call.
He immediately recognized Nina on the phone, although she was out of breath and giggling. It was almost as if she had called him right in the middle of a group conversation, because Seth could hear muffled laughter and talking in the background. Someone hissed for the others to "shut up, shut up" and the other voices got quieter, although Seth could still hear some muffled whispers.
"Hey babe," said Nina, her own voice seeming to be right on the edge of laughter as well, "The other girls and I were wondering something..." Seth frowned in confusion. The call had the unmistakable air of a prank call. But that made no sense in context, considering she had been ignoring him for 48 hours.
"Yeah, baby?" asked Seth cautiously.
"We all just wanted to know if you like creamy food," said Nina, her voice wobbling slightly with the effort of holding back a laugh. In the background, it was easy to hear a wave of suppressed snorts and giggles. The strange feeling that he was the butt of an inside joke grew stronger.
"What do you mean?" he asked, trying his best to see what the punchline of the prank might be.
"You know..." said Nina, her voice dripping with amusement. "Do you like to eat creamy stuff? Do you find creamy treats delicious?"
Seth was getting a little annoyed, but he didn't just want to shut Nina down entirely. Not after she had finally started talking to him again. He would just have to answer and hope that he wasn't walking right into some sort of joke.
"Yeah... I mean... I guess so," he said blankly, his brows furrowed.
This was apparently the wrong answer. He pulled the phone away from his ear as howls of laughter poured through the speaker. He was about to demand answers when Nina forced out a quick string of phrases all in one breath between sobs of laughter:
"Great! I'm coming home. Be there in about an hour. See you soon! Bye!"
The line went dead, and Seth sat more confused than ever. But at least his long lonely ordeal was almost over. Nina was on her way back, and he would finally be able to reconnect with her and get some answers.
...
Seth launched up off the couch as he heard the door rattle open and Nina come inside, lugging her backpack.
She looked just as beautiful as ever, wearing a tight pink tank top and tiny khaki shorts, presumably the clothes she had packed to hike in. As nervous and confused as Seth was by her conduct today, he was still thrilled to see her... and something about her immediately turned him on as well, cutting through his negative emotions like a knife.
It wasn't just the skimpy clothes, although they certainly helped. There was just a certain glow about Nina... A flush in her cheeks. A sparkle in her eyes. A certain disheveled charm in her normally smooth, silky hair. Maybe it was just excitement to be back, but whatever strange energy clung to her excited Seth in a way he wasn't expecting.
But he had to put his horniness aside. They had more serious things to talk about.
"Baby," he said tentatively, searching her face for signs of the disconnect that he had felt between them, "Why didn't you...?"
Nina flashed him a mysterious grin, reaching out to shush his lips with one raised finger. "I'm sure you have all kinds of things you want to talk about," she said in a strange tone dripping with confident self-assurance, "But right now, there's just one thing I want that mouth to be doing." She gripped Seth's hand and forcefully drew him toward the bedroom, pushing him back onto the bed roughly and looming above him.
"Babe," said Seth in confusion, looking up and her with wide, shocked eyes, "I... I'm happy to see you too, but don't you think that we should...?"
Nina giggled as she popped open the button of her tight shorts. "Awww, come on, Stud. I know you've been thinking about me all weekend home alone. Don't you want to get a little taste of what you've been missing? Don't you want to show me what a sweet, devoted boyfriend you are?"
And Seth found that she was right. Maybe reclaiming her and reconnecting sexually would be even better than a conversation. That strange sexual energy he had detected rolled off of Nina in waves as she slowly tugged her tiny shorts down her slim, lovely legs. Seth was suddenly rock hard.
He swiftly removed his own clothes, bowing to Nina's demands. He noticed out of the corner of his eye that, oddly enough, Nina removed her panties swiftly this time, quickly tossing them away. Normally she liked to turn disrobing into a teasing show like she did with her shorts. But he was too horny to care. He tried to rise up off the bed to embrace his now-naked girlfriend, but she held him down with a firm hand.
"Not today," she said with an odd smirk. "Today we're moving right to the main event." She mounted the bed on her knees, and moved quickly to straddle her boyfriend's face, planting her thighs on either side of her head.
Seth was a little stung. He obviously liked to think that intercourse was the "main event" of their lovemaking rather than the cunnilingus. But he found that he had a hard time saying "no" to the stern confident woman looming above him. This new position was a little intimidating, and cranked the submissive feelings that he normally experienced while eating Nina out up to eleven. He had heard about face-sitting before online, and it had always sounded sort of hot, but now that he was face-to-face with the reality (as it were), it felt both scary and more deeply erotic than he ever would have imagined.
His girlfriend's pussy hovered just above him in the dim light of the bedroom. It looked... a little different. Almost raw and swollen. He could only assume that Nina must be especially turned on by seeing her boyfriend after being away... and maybe also by the new sex act that she had dominantly demanded.
The powerful pussy above him sank lower and lower. Seth could smell the familiar scent of his lover's arousal, a sharp tang of sweat... and a deeper, muskier scent as well. Seth felt overwhelmed. He had gone from hurt and confused in one moment directly to horny and submissive the next.
He wasn't sure whether he felt used by Nina's immediate demand for sex, or eager to serve.
The choice was taken away from him as his girlfriend's hot wet pussy pushed down against his lips. This felt way different than when he knelt between Nina's thighs. Now she wasn't just above him, she was physically bearing down on him; putting him in his place: beneath her. It was hot... but also felt a little dangerous.
But Seth knew what was expected of him, and despite his misgivings over his girlfriend's odd attitude, he did want to reconnect with her. His tongue slid upward, parting and sliding between Nina's swollen lips.
There was something different. Nina was way wetter than usual, for one, and the taste wasn't what Seth had grown used to either. Nina's pussy was... saltier, and had a deeper, wilder musk to it than Seth was used to. The difference was pronounced enough that he looked up at Nina in confusion.
She was already staring down at him, her lips quirked up into an unreadable smile and her nipples stiff with desire on her perky breasts.
'What's the matter?" she asked sweetly. "Is it a little different down there today? Sorry, I guess I didn't have a chance to shower... and I just got soooo wet at the thought of being with my darling boyfriend again. Don't worry, keep going."
And with that, Nina gave her hips a smooth, muscular roll, grinding them down with moist, heavy pressure into her boyfriend's mouth. Seth felt confused. The powerful salty taste seemed to stick to his tongue. He wasn't sure if what Nina had said made sense, but she gave him no time to think about it. Nina ground her lithe body down into him mercilessly. Seth's wide eyes feasted on her perfect body as it writhed in pleasure above him, gleaming with sweat.
Seth felt his uneasiness fade into the background as he grew hornier and hornier, feasting on his girlfriend's dominant pussy as it rode him hard. His hands rose to grip her butt, pulling her closer to his slobbering lips and tongue.
"That's right, little guy," murmured Nina above him in a heated whisper, 'Enjoy your meal. Suck it all down. Get a reeeal good taste." Seth barely heard her words, instead just absorbing the tone of control. He doubled his efforts, feeling his cock ache and twitch between his legs, further down the bed and out of the action.
"I'm gonna cum," gasped Nina, her hips wriggling like mad. 'I'm gonna cum all over your fucking face!" Seth felt like his jaw would be bruised black and blue by the time this was over. That strange musky taste felt like it was coating every inch of the inside of his mouth. Nina's pussy was nearly smothering him at this point, and it was hard to breathe.



"Do it," said Nina with a breathless little laugh. "If your dick can't make me cum, your submissive little mouth will have to do! Taste it loser! Oh God! Taste... taste his..."
Seth could no longer understand her moaning stream of consciousness. Nina's thighs trembled and her back arched as she let out a low animalistic moan, her pussy fluttering and clenching against Seth's invading tongue.
Nina stared down at him for a moment, wild-eyed. Then, a wall seemed to fall between them. Her eyes went blank and slightly cold. She rolled off him to the side.
Seth lay back, catching his breath, his face sticky and sore. His cock was painfully stiff. He turned toward Nina to pull her close and continue the session, but he was dismayed to see that she was getting up out of bed and grabbing her towel.
"But, uh, baby," he said blankly, "I was hoping that we could..." he gestured weakly at his stiff cock, eagerly dripping precum from the intensity of his submissive service. Nina looked back at him from the doorway. Her eyes flicked down to his cock, then back up to his eyes.
"I'm tired," she said numbly. "Sorry." Then she entered the bathroom, shutting the door firmly behind her.
Seth was a little angry, but mostly he just felt bewildered. Something was going on with his girlfriend. She didn't talk all weekend. She demanded to get eaten out, then completely shut down afterward. It made Seth feel like he was stranded in enemy territory. He had never been very good at reading subtle social cues, and this situation seemed even more unclear than most. All he wanted was to break through and for things to be normal again between him and his girlfriend.
But he didn't get an opportunity for that that night. Nina stayed in the shower for over an hour, and then insisted that she wanted to go straight to bed, even though it was barely seven.
Even after she went to bed, Seth could hear soft laughter from the bedroom for hours. When he peeked inside, he saw Nina on the phone, texting someone with a wide smile on her face.
He didn't think it would be helpful to confront her, so he left it alone, and by the time he entered the bedroom himself around midnight, Nina was fast asleep.
...
Seth was fundamentally an optimistic person, so when he woke early the next morning, he set to work making Nina pancakes, determined to break through the inexplicable wall that had grown up between them.
But even his girlfriend's favorite breakfast didn't seem to thaw her chilly attitude. she thanked him curtly, then spent breakfast absorbed in her phone.
The long hours spun on, awkward and silent.
By pressing hard, Seth was able to force out an explanation for Nina's silence all weekend. She said she had lost her phone. Seth pushed for more details, but Nina had nothing else to say, just getting irritable and defensive.
Eventually, Seth feeling heartsick and overwhelmed, announced that he was going to take a nap. Nina just shrugged, her eyes locked on her phone.
Seth tossed and turned in his bed. He didn't deserve this treatment no matter what he had done. If Nina treated him this poorly, maybe it was just time to break up... Eventually, he fell into a fitful sleep, troubled by dreams of being smothered.
Hours later, a noise woke him. It was Nina, standing at the full-length mirror, admiring the fit of a tight, tiny dress that had been one of her clubbing outfits.
"Where are you going?" asked Seth muzzily, still half asleep.
"Out to the club," said Nina flatly, her eyes never leaving her image in the mirror.
"I thought you weren't going clubbing anymore," yawned Seth, his sleepy confusion clearing. Nina's eyes moved and sought his in the mirror. For just a moment, he saw a flash of guilt there, as if that was what lay beneath the icy neutrality she had been showing him all day.
"This weekend changed my mind," she said with a little grimace. Suddenly, she walked over to the bed and planted a featherlight kiss on her boyfriend's lips before turning toward the door.
"Goodbye, Seth," she said quietly, facing away from him. "Don't wait up for me, ok?"
Seth shook his head in confusion. Maybe he would never understand women. Regardless of what she said, Seth planned to stay up late tonight to wait for Nina to come home. They needed to have a long, serious conversation about their relationship.
...
About an hour later, Seth received a text from an unsaved number.
[Hi! Seth, right? Nina's boyfriend? This is Celine, Nina's friend.]
Seth stared down at the text. This was odd, he had never spoken to or met Celine, although he had heard lots of gushing praise of her from Nina. Why exactly was she texting now?
[Hi Celine. Yes, this is Seth. What's up?]
He didn't have to wait very long for a reply.
[I just felt bad for keeping your girlfriend so busy that she didn't keep in touch this past weekend. I took a sort of video diary of the trip, so I thought I would send you some videos so you can feel like you spent this magical weekend with the woman you love. Enjoy!]
Huh. Well, that was nice of her, if a little weird. A video popped onto the screen, and, without thinking, Seth pressed play.
The video opened with a selfie shot of Celine, wearing a mischievous expression in the golden light of morning.
"Surprise wakeup call!" she whispered into the camera, and stuck her tongue out teasingly. The camera flipped to frontfacing, and a door was flung open to a bedroom. It looked luxurious, much nicer and more modern than the cabin that Seth had pictured. A massive king bed sat on the opposite side of the room, covered in rumpled, blinding-white sheets. And on the bed... Holy shit! A naked woman and man lay entwined, heavily making out in the crisp morning light, just barely covered by the flowing, silky sheets. It was an erotic sight, but Seth had no idea why Celine was showing him this.
"Wakey Wakey, lovebirds!" crowed Celine with a giggle, "I want to hear every dirty detail about your night together."
The woman on the bed yelped in alarm, sitting up in shock and clutching the sheets to her chest.
And Seth's heart stopped. It felt like reality was sliding out from under him. He felt faint all of a sudden, his hearing fuzzing out into static.
It was Nina.
Nina was the naked woman lying in bed with... The Man sat up in bed as well, a lazy, proud grin on his face, happy to be caught, unlike Nina. Seth had never seen him before. Had never heard about him before. It felt like a heavy, icy weight was crushing his chest.
"Celine!" gasped Nina, her face red with shame, "Get out! I'm naked!"
"Correction," said Celine wickedly, "You're both naked! But I thought you said that you aren't that kind of girl Nina! What happened?"
Nina looked like she was going to die of humiliation. She buried her face in her hands and groaned, then desperately said, "It was... I was just drunk and confused. I... I made a mistake!"
"Uh-huh," said Tom next to her. Seth felt a numb disbelief set in as the tall, muscular man snaked an arm around his girlfriend's naked waist, pulling her close. "Actually.. three mistakes. And another mistake this morning. Not counting the makeout session and cuddling afterward."
"Wow! And how did those mistakes make you feel, you little minx?" asked Celine sweetly.
Nina wriggled in discomfort... but notably, she didn't push Tom away. "Celine, stooop," she whined.
"Ok, ok, I'm just teasing," said Celine fondly. "Just tell me this; those mistakes... were they... big mistakes?"
The buff man chuckled, and Seth felt a sickening swoop of horror as he saw the sheets tenting up unmistakably in the man's lap. "Yeah, Nina," he asked in a deep voice dripping with confidence, "How big were the mistakes?"
Nina's eyes seemed to be drawn to the same place Seth's had been. She peeked through her fingers down into the man's lap. "They were... The m-mistakes were big. Oh God... Those mistakes were so fucking big..." Seth's heart broke as he heard how horny Nina sounded.
Celine giggled and turned toward the door. "Sounds like there might be another mistake in the making, so I'll leave you lovebirds alone. Breakfast is in an hour if you two aren't busy!" she swung the camera back briefly to reveal that Nina and the man were making out once again. and Nina had let the sheet drop, revealing her stiff nipples, enflamed with adulterous lust.
The video froze on that image.
With shaking hands, Seth dialed his girlfriend. He didn't even know what he planned to say. Accusations and pleading and confused questions whirled through his panicked mind like dry leaves on a windy day.
The call rang through to voice mail.
His phone buzzed with another text.
[I can see you trying to call her. She's here with me at the club, but she is a little... preoccupied. She won't answer. But I think it's best if you get the full picture before speaking to her anyway. Watch this.]
Another video popped in. Seth shouldn't have watched it. Even at that moment, he knew that there was nothing in that video that he needed to see. He should have just sent a break-up text to Nina and moved on. But he didn't. He pressed play.
This time, the video was much darker. Seth could only assume it was taken on Saturday night. The camera moved toward the same door as in the previous video, but this time just cracked it open.
Inside the dimly lit room (just bright enough from the light of the ensuite bathroom to see what was happening. God, Seth wished it had been pitch black) two naked figures writhed on the bed. Nina squatted over the muscular man, her hips swirling downward in a circular grinding motion that Seth recognized from when she rode his face last night. The person behind the camera zoomed in shakily, lost the subject, then brought it back into frame. A closeup of Nina's perfect pussy, being stretched out by a massive cock. Her tender lips gripped and pulled on every upstroke as if desperate to keep the cock inside her.
Soft moans poured sweetly from Nina; unforced tokens of her deep arousal. Now that it was focused on Nina's cheating pussy, the camera was rock steady. Seth found the rhythmic motions of Nina's sexual betrayal almost hypnotic, even as the sight ate into his soul like acid.
"Say it, Nina," said the man pistoning his cock upward into the beautiful, petite woman riding him. "You know it's what you really want. Celine told me you're trying to put your needs first. Don't you need this?"
"I caaan't!" moaned Nina, her hips swirling and grinding madly. "Celine s-said that it's just this weekend... Everybody just has a little fun, then goes back to their b-boyfrieeeeends."
"But I'm not done with you!" growled Tom beneath her, his hands gripping her hips tight to increase his pace. "I want you to be mine! Not just tonight. Anytime I want. Anytime I call. Be my girl Nina. I want to hear you say it."
Nina let out a moan of heartbreaking despair and arousal and indescision. "M-maybe I can meet up with you sometimes," she whimpered, one hand rising to tug on a stiff nipple. "J-just to take the edge off. Seth doesn't have to know."
Tom laughed, and for a while they were silent, the only sound the slap of sweaty flesh.
"Whatever," said Tom. "You can play pretend with that loser all you want. I'm not sure I want you hanging around all the time anyway. But if you are on twenty-four-seven call... If you are willing to drop playing house with cucky and come running whenever I want, then we both know the truth, now don't we?"
"I... I'm your girl," said Nina, her voice a strange blend of shame and pride.
Tom raised his hand and brought it down with a meaty slap on Nina's bouncing butt. "Say it again! Cum for me!"
"I'm your giiiiirrllll!" moaned Nina, her body arching and trembling in the depths of a powerful orgasm as Tom continued to fuck her from below. The video stopped.
Seth felt hollowed out. Nina had never cum from intercourse with him. Another text came through from Celine.
[I know it hurts, baby boy, but this is for your own good. You need to see the truth. Here's the last piece of the puzzle. See you on the other side.]
This time, Seth pressed the play button without thinking. He couldn't imagine anything worse than the last video.
This time the light of the hallway was the sunny warmth of late afternoon. The person with the camera strolled through the door without hiding this time. Three other girls came with her, chattering and laughing. As they entered the door, the camera showed Nina lying back on the bed, wearing a satisfied smile. she was naked once again, but the contrast between this and the first video was night and day. She no longer looked ashamed, merely smiling shyly as the entering girls whooped and cheered for her.
"And here we have the woman of the hour! Finally able to reach out and take what she deserves," said Celine proudly from behind the camera. "We just talked to Tom on his way out. He looks like a man in love."
Nina giggled, shy but pleased. "Stop, Celine! It was wrong. Really." She didn't sound guilty or sorry though, and the next words somehow made Seth feel even worse.
"I should have just broken up with Seth weeks ago."
Somehow even after seeing Nina have cheating sex with another man, that felt even worse. So these past few loving weeks had just been Nina living a lie?
"But where would the fun be in that?" asked a tall redhead with a smirk, sitting down on the bed next to Nina. "I thought the whole thrill of the thing was that it was forbidden."
Nina bit her lip naughtily. "I have to admit," she said slowly, "The idea of Tom just... stealing me. defeating poor little Seth while my boyfriend didn't even know... Of being such an alpha male that he can take me away from Seth... that was fucking hot."
A spark of rage kindled in Seth's belly for the first time.
"So... rumor is you want to keep cucking the pindick while seeing your real man on the side," said Celine matter-of-factly.
Nina looked uncomfortable. "No. I know that's what I told Tom, but I don't think I can. Seth isn't a bad guy. He just isn't good enough for me. I'll break up with him when I get back, and just be with Tom. I do need a stronger, taller, better-hung man than Seth, but I should let him down easy. It's the right thing to do."
Even as the anger boiled up inside him, Seth was confused. so why hadn't she broken up with him then? His question was answered almost immediately.
"Very noble," said the redhead approvingly, "... but this whole thing is about putting your pleasure over anyone else's. If you found it hot to betray your boyfriend and let a real man win... why not chase that feeling just a little further? One more act of betrayal that you can remember forever. What do you say?"
"I don't know..." said Nina, but she had a coy smile. It was easy to see that the idea was attractive to her.
"Come on," pressed the leggy redhead, "The little loser deserves it for chaining you down for so long. Get cleaned up. We'll rush you back to your cuck and we can discuss what sort of parting gift you can leave him."
"Ok," said Nina with a slow smile. "Sure. We can discuss it." Seth's growing anger leaped higher. His leg started bouncing uncontrollably as he stared down at the video.
"But it might take me a while to get cleaned up," added Nina with a chuckle. She shifted around beneath the sheets shrouding her body and lifted a finger coated with pearly slime. "Tom left me kind of a mess down there."
The tall redhead suddenly snorted laughter. Nina looked at her in confusion and the redhead said, "Wait, I have an awesome idea. What if... you didn't get cleaned up?"
Seth's heart stopped. He felt sick. No no no. There was no way that they were saying what he thought they were...
'What do you mean?" asked Nina blankly.
'I meeeean," said the redhead with a smirk, "You said that cunt munching is the only thing your pindick boyfriend is good for, right? Why not give him one last chance to show his special skill... and give him the ultimate humiliation at the same time?"
Seth put his head between his knees, hyperventilating. He could still taste the thick, salty musk on his tongue from last night.
On the video, which now sounded far away, Celine said, "What? Ugh. I don't know about that. That's going a little too far, don't you think?"
But now Nina seemed perversely enthusiastic. 'Well why don't I give him a call?" she suggested to a chorus of giggling agreement. "That way he can decide for himself if he wants a creamy treat."
Seth had heard enough. He stood up on shaky knees, feeling angrier than he had ever been. Celine had said she was with Nina. That meant she probably had gone to the club.
Well, Nina might be too cruel and cowardly to tell him the truth, but now that he knew, Seth was going there right now to have the conversation he had deserved to get weeks ago.
Seth grabbed his keys and headed to the car, seeing red.
...
Seth was so angry and devastated that the drive to the club was a blur.
In his memory afterward, it was almost like he teleported from his couch in the living room to the dancefloor of the club, pulsing with bright flashing lights and pounding with a beat almost as loud as the heartbeat in his skull.
He must have driven there, parked, convinced a bouncer to let him in, and wandered through the club for a while, but when he looked back on it later, all he remembered was the videos, a haze of blinding rage, and then Nina's shocked face as he called out to her.
"Nina!" he yelled, loud enough to be heard over the music. The dancers of the floor parted around him, confused. Nina's face was pale and guilty. Guilty, even after the cruelties she had done to him on purpose. As if she had the right. She was dancing with Tom, his arms around her and resting lightly on her butt.
Tom turned toward him as well, and Seth read the smug triumph written all over his face.
Seth saw red again, and before he knew it, he was moving forward before Nina had a chance to respond. He pushed out at Tom with two stiff, outstretched arms. As if he was instinctively trying to push the larger man away from the woman that his heart still saw as his girlfriend.
And then, before his mind could register what had happened, Seth was looking up from the ground, his head ringing and his mouth tasting like blood. He raised his hand to his cut lip in confusion. Above him, Tom massaged his fist with a look of mocking superiority. It dimly registered in Seth's dazed and furious mind that he had just been punched in the face.
"Stop!" screeched Nina, her eyes wide, stepping a little in front of her new man and putting a hand on his chest in a placating gesture, "Don't hurt him. It's not fair. He can't fight back."
Seth seethed at her condescending tone and tried to get his feet under him unsuccessfully. Someone had turned off the music, and the crowd around him murmured, looking down at him with pitying eyes. Above him, Tom said, 'He hit me first babe." He reached out and wrapped his arm around Nina.
Even after seeing the videos, watching Nina accept his embrace in front of his very eyes broke Seth's heart. He stopped trying to stand up as he looked up into his girlfriend's guilty, pitying eyes. She took a deep breath and opened her mouth.
"It's... It's over Seth. I'm going to be with Tom now. I don't expect you to like it, but I do expect you to leave us alone. I'm sorry."
Seth felt a tear slip down his cheek. She was sorry? Bullshit. BULLSHIT! If she was really sorry, she wouldn't be turning away from him with another man's muscular arm over her shoulder. If she was sorry, she would look back instead of walking away.
If she was sorry, she never would have crushed Seth like she did in the first place.
Suddenly, someone broke from the surrounding crowd. Seth looked up to see a tall, gorgeous woman looming above him, dressed in a slinky red dress, her makeup immaculate, her eyes cold and cruel. He knew her. He had seen her before, in some videos, and in a texted selfie from his... from Nina.



"You," he growled, his eyes glaring up from his disgraced position on the floor. "This is all your fault. This only happened after you started being friends. This is all your fault!"
...
Celine looked down her nose at the defeated loser on the floor. God, he looked pathetic. Nina had been clear about his inadequate cock size, but she hadn't properly conveyed just how fucking short he was.
"Yes," she said calmly, allowing her perfect lips to curve up into a triumphant smile. "It was me. I saw a beautiful, smart woman chaining herself to a worthless nerd like you and I stepped in."
She took a step closer, and the worthless worm actually scrambled back on his hands and knees. What a loser. Probably best to twist the knife a little... Make him really understand how over things really were. It would save Nina from the awkwardness of a dozen sobbing voice messages, she was sure.
"Nina has no need for a pindick like you," she said in clear, crisp syllables, crossing her arms tightly beneath her impressive chest. "She's playing in a different league now. One with bigger stronger men. And bigger, stronger cocks."
Some of the bouncers finally stepped out of the crowd, responding far too late to the brief physical altercation. Only one of the fighters was left in view, so they took their opportunity, hauling Seth up roughly by his arms. "You bitch!" he said, his voice cracking with emotion. Celine sincerely hoped that he didn't think that he looked tough right now, because that would be even more delusional than his belief that he was good enough for Nina.
Celine almost felt bad for him. She was sure that he was a nice enough little nerd in his own way. But he was clearly inadequate for a woman like Nina. He should have stayed in his lane. Time to land the coup de grace. Celine got right up close to Seth's face, twisted in painful defeat.
"I'm sure you have this perfect story in your head of your romance with Nina," she said with a pitying smirk. "But I want you to truly understand this, little boy...
"... your love story is over."
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Part 2: Lemons
Four months later...
Seth stared blankly at the wall, tucked snugly into a blanket on his couch. He hadn't moved in several hours. He told himself for the dozenth time since he lay down that he should play some video games. He used to think those were fun. Maybe they would make him feel better... awaken the spark in him that had been missing lately.
He didn't move. His eyes unfocused again as he stared at the wall, vague, dark thoughts swirling.
Seth wasn't doing very well... No, that was putting it mildly. Seth felt like shit. He had felt like shit for months, ever since... His brain shied away from the memory like a hand from a hot pan. He didn't want to feel that searing pain. The dull ache of not remembering was much more tolerable.
Seth's eyes slid over to his laptop. He could always watch some porn. That was one surefire way to soothe the pain, at least for a little while. It was worse afterward, but at least he could distract himself for a few minutes.
His phone buzzed.
Seth turned his head slowly to look at it. That was strange. There weren't many people who texted him anymore. He had discovered after his humiliating breakup with Nina that many of their mutual friends were actually more Nina's friends than his. In fact, some of Nina's female friends had even started hooking up with Tom after she broke up with Seth. They became part of whatever fucked up "harem" that douchebag liked to brag about.
Just the thought made Seth grit his teeth in rage. It wasn't just Nina. No. It was all women. It had become so clear to him after what Nina had done. Women were all either weak, cruel traitors like Nina, or evil manipulators like that blonde bitch, Celine. Seth would never have a relationship again. It was too much of a risk to make himself vulnerable like that. Not to mention, a voice whispered inside him, he had been lucky that Nina was even interested in him for a while. Who would want to date a pin-dicked shrimp like him? He hadn't dated anyone in high school after all. Maybe this would just be the rest of his life.
Not everybody was ready for the hard truth about women. The few remaining friends who hadn't sided with Nina drifted away over the following months, unwilling to put up with Seth's new bitter outlook. Whatever. They would all learn someday when they were betrayed.
His phone buzzed again, and with a groan, Seth reached out an arm that felt as heavy as lead to pick it up.
[Good Morning Mr. Takano. This is Dr Lawrence. Just dropping a friendly reminder that we have our TA meeting in 15 minutes. You will be in attendance this time, correct?]
Seth sighed and put a hand over his eyes. TA'ing had sounded like a dream come true when Professor Lawrence offered him the position last semester, but the current state of his mental health made the job feel almost impossible. He tried to think up a good excuse with a mind that felt dull and sluggish. He just couldn't do it today. Dr. Lawrence would understand.
...Wait, there had been two messages hadn't there? Seth read the other one.
[Seth, I will remind you that we've already canceled this meeting twice at your request. I like to think that I'm a patient man, but there is a limit. I expect you here in ten minutes, or you can consider your TA position revoked.]
This finally got Seth to sit up. Even as terrible as he felt, losing his TA position just wasn't an option. He needed the credits, for one, and was counting on the position with a prestigious professor like Dr. Lawrence as a highlight of his resume when he applied to internships later this spring.
Shit. He would have to go to the meeting, no matter how awful he felt. He sniffed the pit of his pajama shirt and winced. It had been a little bit since he had bothered to shower. He texted his professor: [Can we make it thirty minutes?]
[Twenty minutes.] said the terse reply. Well, thought Seth with resignation, Dr. Lawrence would just have to deal with greasy bedhead and body odor then. Hopefully, Seth's horrible appearance wouldn't get him fired on the spot.
...
Seth's unkempt appearance didn't get him immediately fired, but that was only because the meeting was already about potentially removing him from the position.
"I mean," said Dr. Lawrence with a grimace, one hand stroking his goatee in agitation, "If it was just one complaint, Seth, then I might be able to overlook it. But it isn't. Multiple students have approached me directly. They say you're grading is always late and rarely provides useful feedback. That you are cold and irritable during class time. That you are totally unreachable by email."
The Professor sighed and removed his glasses, pinching the bridge of his nose. "I mean, it honestly sounds like you aren't doing the job at all."
Seth sat in uncomfortable silence, painfully aware of his greasy hair and the unwashed scent rolling off him. The professor stared at him with a look of pity, but also expectation. Shit. This was the part where he was supposed to explain his behavior. The strict truth, "I just didn't feel like doing the job" was unlikely to be helpful, and explaining the full context of his mental health issues was simply too much information to dump on the kindly but strict professor.
"I... I've just been having a hard time lately," said Seth in a rough voice. There was suddenly a lump in his throat. God damn it. Why did he have to be such a pussy? He wouldn't cry. Not for this. Not for anything.
"I can see that," said Dr. Lawrence awkwardly, leaning back in his chair and biting a thumbnail. "But at a certain point, I think you understand that I can't have an assistant who can't or won't do the job..."
"Yeah," said Seth heavily, trying hard to swallow down the lump in his throat. There was his TA position down the drain. And now internship applications would be that much harder. Seth could see the effects of this echoing down through the rest of his life. It made him exhausted to think about it.
"No... don't give me that look," Dr. Lawrence grumbled. "I despise kicking a man while he's down. Look, I have one last offer for you. It will be a bit difficult, but if you are able to help me out with an annoying task, I can give you another chance."
Seth nodded savagely, scrubbing his eyes with the back of his hand and sniffing. "Anything, Professor. Tell me what to do."
Dr. Lawrence looked a little more comfortable. "Well, first, I think it goes without saying that you will have to improve your overall performance as a TA. Consider this your final warning on that front. Secondly... I have a scholarship student in one of my Physics 101 lectures this semester. The administration is very anxious that she doesn't fail and lose her scholarship. If you agree to tutor her privately, without pay mind you, I will be willing to give you another chance."
Seth worked hard to avoid making a face. He knew that Dr. Lawrence was being much nicer than he needed to be. By almost any rational standard, Seth should have been fired weeks ago. But since Seth's bitter revelation about women, the thought of working closely with one for weeks didn't appeal at all. Especially what sounded like a vapid, entitled woman who couldn't even pass an introductory physics class.
But he had little choice. Seth could control his emotions if he needed to. No matter how much he was hurting on the inside, he needed to suck it up and lock in right now.
"No problem, Professor. I'll do it," he said with a tight smile. "You won't be sorry."
Dr. Lawrence looked almost limp with relief at successfully resolving the confrontation. "Good, good. I'm sure you can do it if you put your mind to it, Takano... and..." The professor gave him a worried glance, a little hesitant to say something personal, but clearly feeling that it had to be said, "Take care of yourself, ok? You don't look so good."
"I will professor," said Seth with a shaky artificial smile.
If only it were as easy as that.
...
Celine sighed and drummed her fingers impatiently on the small table in the library study room.
Why had she even taken this fucking class in the first place? Well... she knew the answer to that of course. Because she needed a science class with a lab to fill out her generals and Physics 101 worked with her dance training schedule in a way the other options didn't. And now she might even lose her scholarship! It wasn't that she needed the money of course, but her awful step-father had made keeping the scholarship one of the conditions to continue funding her education abroad. Losing it simply wasn't an option.
Marcia had even warned her she shouldn't take Physics, which made the whole thing even more annoying.
Celine hated being wrong.
She didn't need this right now. She had been in a bit of a rut lately. Jumping from man to man and watching them fight and struggle for her approval had been fun for a semester, no doubt about it. But the shine had begun to come off that apple lately. After a certain point, the tall, handsome studs all seemed to blend together. And while it was fun to see boys desperate for her, it got annoying after a while when every single man she met immediately scanned her body with hungry eyes.
When you had smoldering good looks and a body built for sin like Celine did, there seemed to be no such thing as platonic relationships with the other sex.
And then there was the whole situation with Nina... Celine didn't even want to think about it. It would just spoil her mood more than it already was.
So Celine was in no mood to wait around for some dork to come condescend to her about a class she barely cared about. She would stick around long enough to nudge her grade up to a "D" so that her dance scholarship wasn't in danger, and then she would cancel these obnoxious tutoring sessions.
She looked up as the door opened and a short boy walked in. Finally! Now they could get this farce over with. She looked up, ready to snap off an acidic comment to establish her dominance in the relationship early...
And she stopped, her mouth falling open in shock. The short man above her seemed to have a similar reaction, his face growing pale and his eyes wide as he recognized the woman sitting at the work table in front of him.
It was Seth, Nina's pathetic boyfriend that Celine had so thoroughly crushed several months ago.
...
With panic seething through his mind, Seth's eyes darted over the woman in front of him. Flowing honey-hued hair pulled into a loose, elegant ponytail. A modest sweater that still somehow managed to showcase her firm, ripe tits high on her chest. Long shapely legs in jeans so tight they looked practically painted on. Sparkling azure eyes that reflected his shock back at him. It was her. The prettiest, most evil woman he knew, second only to perhaps Nina herself.
Celine Audinet.
Seth immediately backed out of the door and clicked it shut with a numb hand.
Then, hoping against hope that the evil bitch inside the room didn't decide to leave and come after him, he tottered a few feet away and collapsed into one of the study chairs placed around the floor of the library.
Fuck... It seemed like fate had a sense of humor. His one last chance at keeping his TA position was to tutor the worst person he knew. The woman who had utterly and cruelly destroyed him. The very person responsible for his current miserable state.
He couldn't do it. There was just no way. Maybe if he went back to Dr. Lawrence and explained in detail the circumstances behind his current depression, and Celine's connection with it, the professor would have mercy on him. But even as he had the thought, Seth recoiled from it. He already hadn't liked the tone of the last meeting. As broken down as he felt right now, Seth still had pride, and begging his kind, but slightly patronizing professor for help almost felt worse than working with that fucking bitch.
Seth rubbed his eyes and thought hard. He had had enough self-pity lately. After the meeting with Dr. Lawrence, he resolved to toughen up and do whatever it took to turn his life around. And this would be a powerful test of how tough he could be. The woman in that room was a living reminder of the worst thing he had ever experienced.
Seth took a deep breath and held it, then exhaled long and hard, trying to let all his stress out with it. He didn't have to like someone to help them pass physics. In fact, in a way, this would make things easier. He already knew everything he needed to know about Celine. The fact that she was obviously an evil bitch just made it easy to know what to expect.
He could do this. No more moping on the couch, watching porn, and dwelling on the past.
He was going to help his worst enemy pass Physics. Even if it killed him.
...
Celine was so shocked that she didn't even have time to react before the little man backed out of the study room, closing the door behind him.
Of all the people who could have been chosen to tutor her, why did it have to be him? The thought of Nina's ex-boyfriend made Celine... uncomfortable. Not guilty... no, certainly not that. Celine strongly held the opinion that only the weak and indecisive ever felt guilt. But when Celine looked back at that heated couple of weeks last semester, she had to admit that there were some things that she would have done differently.
She recognized now that she had projected some of her own internal biases onto Nina and Seth's relationship, and that had caused things to get... well... a little out of hand. The way things had turned out between her and Nina had forced her to reconsider who Nina was, and in turn, had made Celine grudgingly admit that maybe she didn't really know Seth either.
That didn't make her feel friendlier toward the strange little man. If anything, it made her more reluctant than ever to interact with him. By getting to know him, Celine might be forced to feel ever more of the strange half-regret that she was so unused to. She would have preferred to forget Seth altogether rather than face the results of her misguided actions last semester. It looked like fate was playing some sort of trick on her.
But maybe Seth had made that decision for her. If she felt a little awkward about speaking to him, she couldn't imagine what he felt. Hopefully, the worthless professor would be able to line up another tutor on short notice.
Celine frowned in disbelief when the door opened and admitted Seth Takano once again, his mouth pulled into a grim, determined line and his eyes looking anywhere other than Celine's face. In jerky movements, he pulled out the opposite chair at the work table and sat heavily.
"So..." he said, his voice carefully neutral, "Let's take a look at your latest lab and see exactly what kind of help you need."
Celine stared at him for a moment, her eyes narrowed. He didn't look at her, remaining stony-faced and staring down at the table expressionlessly.
"What is this?" Celine asked finally. "Do you really intend to...?"
"Teach you physics?" asked Seth sharply. His eyes finally rose to meet Celine's and she was taken aback at the smoldering distaste there. It wasn't a reaction Celine encountered often, even from men she had wronged. Normally, even the men she mistreated the most had a certain amount of longing mixed in with their hatred... but here Celine saw the pure, uncut emotion. "Help you pass? Yes, that's exactly what I intend. I was asked by my professor to help you, and that's exactly what I plan to do."
Celine frowned. Even after she changed her perception of last semester's events, she had still been under the impression that Seth was, to put it bluntly, a weak-willed pussy. But now he was speaking to her in a confident, clipped tone of authority.
Her evaluation of Seth shifted. Just slightly.
But she still shook her head. "No. I'm afraid not. I don't see any reason why my tutor has to be someone I've had... disagreements with in the past. That sounds like a recipe for awkwardness at the very least. No offense, but I would prefer a different tutor."
Seth sighed in exasperation. 'Do you think that I want to...?" he stopped and closed his eyes for a moment, visibly calming himself. "Did you know that Professor Lawrence asked all of his TAs to help you, and I was the only one to say yes?"
Celine bit her lip. She hadn't realized that. When the Professor offered to find her a tutor, she had sort of assumed that it was a commonly offered service. Maybe bringing her grade up wasn't as easy of a thing as she thought.
"It's not exactly common to receive expert tutoring for free," said Seth, his voice almost polite. 'I suggest you take the offer."
"So what's in it for you?" asked Celine suspiciously. "How do I know you aren't just trying to sabotage me as payback for..." She trailed off, unwilling to go any further. Seth held her eye contact now, the disgust and hate in his eyes were successfully hidden behind a mask of cool professionalism.
"I have my own reasons. As for your suspicions, I'll let you be the judge. I'm confident in my work. If my tutoring doesn't immediately help you to understand class lectures more easily, you can feel free to lodge a complaint with Professor Lawrence," he said, leaning back in his chair with a sort of solid confidence that Celine would never have expected from a short nerd like him.
"So you're not going to try to get back at me for last semester?" demanded Celine, probing the wound one last time to see if it would cause a rise from the now strangely emotionless man sitting across from her. But for now, at least, he was as cool as a cucumber.
"To me, you are just a class grade that needs to go up and a pile of poorly done homework that needs correcting," said Seth flatly. "And to you, I'm just a textbook. We don't need to see each other as people at all for this. Does that work for you?"
Celine thought for a moment. She did need to pass this class, and Seth didn't seem like he was lying when he claimed that he was her best chance. Like he said, there was no need to drag their past into this, or even relate as people. In fact, this might even be easier than a different male tutor, who would inevitably try to get in her pants. There was no chance of that from Seth at least.
"Deal," she said tentatively.
"Great," said Seth, leaning forward with an air of keen professionalism, "Let's see that lab."
...
Pulling himself out of the rut he had fallen into wasn't easy for Seth. Over the next few weeks, he had to force himself to take every step forward. Life became like an endless, grinding chore. But somehow he improved and actually managed to fulfill his duties as Dr. Lawrence's TA.
Every day was dull torture, and even if he managed to force himself into some sort of functioning equilibrium, he still felt hollow and joyless. But, surprisingly, his sessions with Celine weren't the worst part.
Seth found her vain, vapid, and surprisingly ignorant of even the basics of science, but he had to admit that Celine was motivated to improve her grade and grudgingly willing to listen to Seth when it came to the course materials.
Initially, Seth worried that she would try to find some opportunity to humiliate him. Seth knew firsthand what a scheming, evil bitch Celine was, after all. Girls that beautiful couldn't be trusted. But over a few weeks of study sessions, Seth began to relax. He still obviously didn't see any redeeming qualities in Celine (besides physical attractiveness of course... But even poisonous snakes could have pretty scales), but it seemed like Celine had no ulterior motives. Maybe she figured that she was getting enough out of Seth without needing to stab him in the back.
Seth was happy to continue with a professional relationship of polite mutual distaste until they could finally raise her grade enough that the meetings were no longer necessary.



...
Getting to know Seth better confused Celine.
He was a nerd, which meant that he should be weak and deferential toward beautiful women like her, but he didn't act like that at all. He seemed to naturally take charge in their tutoring sessions. Even most teachers who had worked with Celine before were willing to hold her hand through difficult problems and heap praise on her for the slightest success, but Seth expected her to keep up, and his only response when Celine managed to grasp material was a brief acknowledgment before quickly moving on.
Celine knew Seth hated her, so she expected him to barely care about helping her. But surprisingly, it seemed that Seth took his assignment seriously. There was a certain passion in his eyes when he forgot who he was teaching and just focused on the science. Even after their first tutoring session, Celine found in-class lectures a little easier to understand, just as Seth had promised. It was clear that, whatever deep-seated (and well-deserved) grudge he held against Celine, Seth was too professional to let it get in the way of his task.
And, maybe most importantly, although he was a man, Seth seemed to have little to no sexual interest in Celine. Outside of gay men (and Nina had told Celine enough about her sexual history with Seth that Celine didn't suspect that of the little nerd), Celine had never run into anything quite like it. Since she was old enough to understand sexual attraction, Celine had been the target of lustful gazes from nearly every man she met, and certainly from every man her age. But Seth seemed utterly disinterested on that front. Celine knew that it was because of how much he hated her, but it was still a welcome change of pace from her everyday life interacting with men.
So while Celine still found Science boring and difficult, her tutoring sessions ceased to be a source of stress. They became just another errand for her to complete, and she no longer minded seeing her little nerdy nemesis multiple times per week.
...
A few weeks later...
Celine bustled into the library, out of the cool windy afternoon. She took a moment to pull out her phone and open the selfie camera. She had just gotten out of a hair appointment and wanted to be sure that the wind hadn't messed up her new style.
As she checked, Celine noted that she was just the tiniest bit late. Well, to be fair, over an hour late. It wasn't her fault of course. One couldn't rush perfection. When a genius like Tonio was working, you didn't interrupt him to say that you needed to leave for a tutoring session.
Celine felt a moment of unease about what Seth might think but brushed it aside. Seth wasn't a friend. He was more like... an employee. Or maybe a servant. Someone whose job it was to make sure she passed. It wasn't his right to get upset with her for unavoidable lateness.
Yes, that made sense. Now that she had the story straight in her head, Celine proceeded to the study rooms with her head held high and her newly styled hair shining like a crown. She half expected that Seth wouldn't even be there, but when she opened the door to their reserved study room, she saw that her short Asian tutor was still waiting for her.
She also saw that perhaps she had made a bigger mistake than she thought.
Celine typically depended on a certain amount of leeway from men. With women, she made a point to be careful... after all, some girls started out with a grudge against her based on jealousy alone. But boys were a lot easier. Even men she had treated badly (and there were quite a few of those) found it extremely difficult to stay angry at a goddess like Celine. The entire sex melted like snow at one sultry look from Celine's deep blue eyes. Instinctively, this gave Celine a fairly cavalier attitude toward making boys upset. It was just too easy to help them get over it.
She realized too late that Seth wouldn't be so easy to handle.
"Ah. So you finally showed up," he said in a voice that seemed calm on the surface. "I was wondering if you had forgotten." His dark eyes rose from the table top and found Celine. She could practically feel the spark of anger flash between them as their eyes met.
Celine instantly felt taken aback and out of her element. If this was any other angry man, Celine would try flirting to distract him, but she knew that doing that would only make Seth angrier. If she had upset another woman, she would apologize insincerely and hope that they could move past it quickly. But Celine was unused to apologizing to men, and especially reluctant to apologize to a nerdy little shrimp who she had decided long ago was beneath her. The circumstance was strange enough that Celine was left momentarily silent, staring in confusion at the angry little man in front of her.
"And you don't even have anything to say for yourself," said Seth in disgust, shaking his head. "I should have known that for someone like you, other people's feelings aren't a priority. As long as you're happy, no one else matters, right?"
This provoked a flare of annoyance inside Celine. How dare he speak to her that way? It didn't help that he wasn't too far from the truth. She had just been thinking about how she didn't care much about his reaction. But now she felt like her pride was on the line. She needed to fire back: she couldn't let a manlet like Seth scold her.
"Believe it or not," she said coldly, crossing her arms and staring down her nose at her seated tutor, "Some people have other important things in their lives besides math. I wouldn't expect someone like you to understand that sometimes things other than homework take priority."
Seth stood suddenly, bristling with anger. Here it was. Finally. They had both done a good job of pretending to be polite, but maybe it was just never going to be possible for Seth and Celine to have an actual working relationship. On one level, Celine was pleased that she would finally be able to prove to herself that she was right all along about Seth. But on another level, unexpectedly, Celine felt... disappointed. Or maybe exasperated. She had actually kind of enjoyed forgetting about the rest of her life and just focusing on Science a couple of times a week.
"So tell me," said Seth in a tight, angry voice, "What was this "more important" thing that made me sit and wait for you for over an hour?"
Celine felt a blush color her face. Well, if he demanded she explain in plain words like that, it would sound stupid. But Celine had learned long ago that the best way to win an argument was to be shameless and forceful.
"If you must know, I was in the middle of a hair appointment that ran over time," she said in a calculated tone of boredom, casually examining her immaculate nails and hoping that her blush wasn't visible.
Seth let out a harsh bark of humorless laughter. "Your hair? That's it? I knew you were vain, but I didn't think you would give up your passing grade just to get your hair done. Pathetic." Celine looked up in shock. Seth had a sneer of superiority on his face.
Now it wasn't just annoyance; molten, acidic anger bubbled up inside Celine. Seth Tanako was looking at her like he was better than her? Seth?!
"I was in the chair of the most sought-after stylist in the city," said Celine in a low, dangerous voice. "I'd been on the wait list for three months. I had everything planned out perfectly so that I would be ready for an important performance I'm giving tomorrow." To his credit, Seth's anger
seemed to blunt a little as Celine laid out what had happened. But he still glared at her defiantly as she stalked forward, looming above him with her full six feet of height.
"You think that I am going to pass that up so that I can rush here and be ordered around by an angry little nerd with a chip on his shoulder?" asked Celine incredulously. "Never. I don't know who you think you are, Seth. But to me? You're nothing." Celine felt the rush of oncoming victory. Seth might be resistant to her normal charms, but here she was in her element. She had never known any man to be able to withstand the full force of her beauty and cutting words when combined. Seth had gone too far, and now he would be cut down to size.
"You could have just walked in and apologized," said Seth in a quiet, stubborn voice.
"I have nothing to apologize to you for," said Celine firmly, staring directly into Seth's eyes. Her words were heavy with meaning, and in this moment, she knew that they both felt it. Celine was not the kind of person to look back and feel guilty. Regardless of the right or wrong of what she had done to Seth in the past, if he was waiting for a tearful apology, he would be waiting forever.
She watched as Seth absorbed her statement. Anger and sadness warred on his face. Celine waited for the inevitable. The study sessions were over now. She would have to find some other way of passing her class. At least Seth had given her a decent base of understanding in the subject. She had to hand it to him for that.
Seth sighed deeply.
"Ok, well, whatever. You were late, so I expect you to stay an hour later tonight to make up for the time we missed. Sit down."
Celine stared at the short man glaring up at her, frozen in shock. What exactly was he trying to say? Seth tilted his head slightly in confusion. "Hello? Celine? I said sit down. We need to get started right away if we want to get finished before the library closes."
"Did you even hear what I've been telling you?" blurted Celine, "I said that..."
Seth snorted, and Celine was taken aback when he cut her off mid-sentence. Men simply did not treat Celine Audinet like this. "Yeah, yeah. I heard you. Do you think it's surprising to me that you're rude and don't respect me? I've known that the whole time." He sat back at the table and kicked out the chair opposite him. "Now sit. We still need to go over the lab that we didn't get to yesterday."
Celine felt like she had entered some sort of twilight zone. It was like she had aimed a vicious kick at a football only to have it pulled away. She had aimed a brutal, calculated blow at Seth and it hadn't scratched him at all.
"I can't stay late today," she protested and immediately felt annoyed at the tone of her voice. It almost sounded like she was asking permission. "I'm meeting my friends for..."
"Celine," said Seth in an unexpected iron-hard voice that made her breath catch in her throat. "You made me wait here for an hour. I'm not asking you. I'm telling you. You're staying late tonight. Now sit."
Seth looked up at Celine with a raised eyebrow and shocking, absolute confidence. This was even more bewildering than his lack of anger. Seth was a short, nerdy little nothing. How could he have this level of confidence? How could he order around Celine, someone clearly better than him by every possible metric?
Celine should have been furious. She should have slapped the presumptuous little pipsqueak and stormed out. But instead, something strange happened inside of her. She couldn't help but find Seth's commanding tone... intriguing. She had messed around with confident men before, but she had always assumed that their swaggering confidence came from their physical superiority. But that couldn't be the case with Seth. Celine was pretty sure she could take him in a fight.
So why? Where had that self-assured tone of command come from? And why did it speak to something inside her?
Surprising even herself, Celine sat in the chair opposite Seth. His unexpected, baffling reactions had thrown her off guard, and, contrary to her every expectation, Seth had won this particular exchange. "Fine," she said grumpily, "We can stay a little later tonight. I-if it's that important to you."
Their session that night was particularly intense, and Celine gathered as the afternoon wore on that Seth had been affected by her barbs a little more than he had initially let on. His annoyance took the form of working her especially hard rather than pushing her away, and Celine found herself eager to prove him wrong about her mental abilities by exceeding his expectations.
By the time Seth closed his notebook with a sigh, he had a sort of satisfied smirk on his face. They had gotten through more than a chapter of material that Celine had sworn up and down just last week would be impossible for her. It was also two hours later than when they normally finished, and Celine was shocked to see that it was almost pitch black outside the windows.
There was also a noticeable patter of rain on the library windows. She had been so focused on her Physics homework that she hadn't noticed.
"Shit," she said to herself under her breath, thinking about her brand-new, expensive hairstyle. It would obviously be ruined by stepping out into rain as hard as this.
Seth gave her a look from across the table. "What?" he said a little impatiently, "Are you still upset about..."
"Nothing," said Celine, rolling her eyes. "You've clearly shown that you don't understand." Celine's worried eyes once again shifted to the fat drops of rain rolling down the window. Seth might not prioritize beauty, but it could make the difference between a successful performance and failure. Maybe she could take some magazines from downstairs and make a makeshift umbrella.
"Your hair..." said Seth quietly, in a smug voice of realization, "You're worried about the rain, right?" Celine realized she had been subconsciously touching her new hairstyle with a nervous hand and quickly removed it, blushing. Great, another opportunity for this little nerd to call her "vain".
But instead, Seth looked mildly uncomfortable, then dug into his backpack and produced an old, battered umbrella. With a faint look of embarrassment on his face, he slid it across the table to Celine.
Celine stared down at it with narrowed eyes, they flicked her suspicious gaze to Seth, who was looking away. This was utterly out of character for him. He had clearly shown that he hated her today, so any sort of kind gesture was suspicious.
"Why would you..." began Celine slowly.
"You said that you have a performance coming up, right?" said Seth gruffly, zipping up his backpack without looking Celine in the eyes. "As a "nerd", I may not prioritize beauty like you do, but even I can understand why that's important. It would be pretty petty of me to let your hair get ruined when I was the one who insisted that we stay until it started raining."
Celine frowned, then picked up the old, battered, collapsable umbrella. Seth had a point. Celine was just surprised that he was capable of being that reasonable.
"What about you?" she said with a cautious smile. "You're just going to get rained on?"
Seth stood and headed to the door. "Doesn't matter to me. No looks to spoil," he said in a dull voice.
Although she was still angry with him for his rudeness and for daring to order her around, Celine had no desire to feel indebted to her nerdy tutor. As he reached the doorway, she called out, "Thanks, Seth."
He stood in the doorway for a second, his posture stiff, then shrugged uncomfortably and left the room without looking back.
Celine sat by herself for a few moments, chewing her glossy pink lower lip and staring at the old umbrella at the table. Seth was the most bizarre man she had ever interacted with. He seemed to have zero interest in her sexually, despite liking women. He was utterly immune to both her charms and her anger. He had shown that strange flash of hidden steel, and somehow successfully ordered her around.
And now he showed this unexpected small gesture of kindness.
Celine found herself thinking about her strange tutor more often in the coming days. It was like he was a puzzle that didn't quite fit together correctly.
...
Seth turned his face upward toward the sky, letting the cold rain of late winter wash down his face.
Why did he lend his umbrella to Celine? He couldn't explain it even to himself. Everything he had told Celine back there had been true enough, but despite what he said he felt like he did hate Celine enough to be petty toward her.
Maybe it was true that pretty girls got everything they wanted, and Seth wasn't as immune to that as he thought.
But when he saw Celine in a moment of raw, genuine worry, Seth hadn't been able to ignore it when the solution had been so easy for him to give.
He didn't want to be the type of person who got amusement from the suffering of others. That was what separated him from Celine. He could be a better person than Celine and show her humanity without forgiving her.
For reasons he couldn't put his finger on, Seth felt lighter than he had in a while as he walked home in the pouring rain.
...
A few weeks later...
Seth sat idly in the study room, scrolling through social media. Celine wasn't due for another five minutes.
The two of them had slipped into what could only be described as a comfortable groove. They didn't discuss personal topics, but they had learned to be a bit more relaxed and cordial around each other.
Celine had never been late again after that one rainy day, but her increased focus and drive to improve had remained. Sometimes Seth almost got the feeling that Celine liked it when he took charge. She was certainly more willing to follow his lead and work hard since that day.
Whether it was because of her change in attitude, or just the repetition of Seth's lessons, Seth could tell that they were making real progress.
Seth jumped in shock as the door to the study room burst open, revealing a wild-eyed Celine, face red and breaths labored. For a second, Seth's fight-or-flight instincts kicked in, and he thought that Celine was furious and ready for another argument. But then he noticed the triumphant grin on Celine's face.
She held a paper up in front of Seth's face proudly, so close that it took him a second to focus and properly read it.
It was a returned test from her Physics class, marked with a grade of 77/100. Better than Celine had done on a test all semester.
"Wow," said Seth enthusiastically, plucking the test out of Celine's hands and flipping through it. "Well done! You're really showing progress!" And, despite whatever antagonism for Celine he still felt, he meant it. Celine had been working hard, and this proved it.
Celine sank into the chair opposite him with a self-satisfied smirk. "It's true," she said smugly. "I won't deny it. But I have you to thank for that. You've been an excellent teacher."
"Hmph," said Seth uncomfortably. But it was hard to keep up his front of icy politeness today when they had just gotten such good news. He flashed Celine a tight smile. "Don't mention it."
Celine leaned forward on her elbow, obviously in a good mood herself. "But seriously... You're really good at this science stuff. How does someone even get into Physics? When I was young, I idolized ballerinas. Did you, I don't know, see an old man doing math and think he looked cool?"
Seth read the minor teasing tone in Celine's words, but for once, in the fleeting moment of connection that the good news had brought, he didn't react with prickly defensiveness.
"Not an old man," he said holding up a finger. "It was a NASA scientist."
Celine looked at him with obvious interest in her electric blue eyes. She was posed so that her hanging breasts pressed softly up against the surface of the table. Seth had to force himself not to look. "An astronaut?" she asked with a curious tilt of her head.
"No," said Seth, losing himself a little in the memory. "In fact, that was the most important part. When I was younger, I wanted to be an astronaut so bad. But as I got older, I found out that to be an astronaut, you need to be at the absolute peak of physical fitness. I'm in shape, but I realized pretty quickly that I would never have what it takes to man a space shuttle."



"Sad," said Celine simply, her perfectly plucked brows creasing. She seemed totally absorbed in the story. Seth could never resist talking about his passions when given the opportunity, even if his audience was his worst enemy. He continued.
"But then, my science teacher had a scientist from NASA come speak to our high school class," said Seth, his eyes shining in excitement at the memory. "He was just as short as I was and even less in shape! He told us that astronauts, while very important, are just one part of a large team. And that NASA needed the best and brightest. It inspired me. I felt a renewed passion, not for going into space, but for being at the forefront of scientific knowledge. That's why I need to focus and succeed in my classes."
Seth caught his breath, and realized that Celine was staring at him intently with a serious look on her face. She looked so intent that Seth was certain that she was about to burst out laughing or mock him for being so passionate about something as nerdy as physics.
But instead, she said thoughtfully, "Interesting. I suppose I didn't realize that some people are that passionate about math and things like that. I guess I always thought they were doing something boring because it paid well."
Seth suddenly felt embarrassed for speaking so candidly with Celine of all people. The last thing he needed to do was give her more ammunition for her evil schemes. The thought was reflexive, and, on second thought, Seth was surprised to realize that he didn't really expect any scheming from Celine anymore.
But that didn't mean they had to be buddies.
"Well, enough about me," he said crisply, motioning Celine to get her homework out. "Even with a decent test grade, we still have a way to go before you're passing."
Celine obeyed quickly, and they moved away from the unexpected personal moment into the safer topic of academics.
...
During their study session, Celine couldn't help but sneak some sidelong glances at Seth's serious, business-like expression as he explained a difficult concept, scribbling notes and diagrams on a spare sheet of paper.
Seth was a nerdy little pipsqueak, but he was surprisingly kind of cute when he got all excited about the things he loved.
Celine filed that information under the growing category of "things about Seth that confused her".
In some ways, who Seth was exactly and what she felt when she looked at him were trickier problems than anything in her Physics coursework.
...
"So then I said, 'If you don't tell her, then I will!'", said Marissa with a smirk, raising her chin sharply to emphasize how devastating the response was meant to be.
"No," said Marcia, putting a hand on Marissa's arm and painting her face with a hammy look of shock that was almost, but not quite insincere, "You didn't!"
"I did!" said Marissa triumphantly, not catching Marcia's subtle mockery. "And she practically begged me not to, that desperate bitch!" Celine tried her best to focus and look entertained. What exactly was the latest drama? Something about how Gloria had made out with Cara's boyfriend (two girls Celine barely knew), and Marissa had threatened to tell her. As far as Celine could follow, Marissa had absolutely no stake in the dispute other than loving drama.
Oh, and to make matters more complicated, Marcia was secretly on Gloria's side and was gathering intel from Marissa to report back.
Celine felt a migraine coming on.
Was this all that her friend group was? Endless hollow drama and cattiness to no purpose? Celine always found it kind of pointless, but it seemed like it was the price of entry to be one of the girls. If Celine didn't participate some of the time, she would be the one who was ganged up on. "So what are you going to do?" asked Celine, in a voice of feigned interest. She let Marissa's prattling answer wash over her... and for some reason, her mind turned to her upcoming study session, which she would be heading to in an hour or so.
Seth... He still treated her like she was a barely tolerable inconvenience. But, in some perverse way, that was actually refreshing. Celine knew exactly where she stood in Seth's eyes. He didn't play any games. All of Celine's friends were addicted to twisted mind games and drama, and every man she met was on a personal crusade to trick her into bed. In contrast, a boy who openly disliked her but earnestly did his best to teach her physics was a breath of fresh air.
Celine's phone buzzed, and Celine gratefully took the opportunity to disengage from the tiresome conversation. It was from Seth. Celine had finally managed to convince him it was a good idea to exchange phone numbers a few weeks back. It would make it easier to coordinate in case one of them unavoidably ran late again.
[Hey. I'm feeling really sick today, so we will have to postpone today's meeting. I don't think you have anything due imminently, so it should be fine if we push the meeting to next week. Sorry for the inconvenience.]
Celine sighed. As usual, Seth's tone was cold and professional. She was about to start drafting a reply when Marcia spoke up in her usual lazy half-joking voice. "What's up with you? Somebody die?"
Celine looked up with a scowl. "What? No. What do you mean?" She felt a little confused and defensive after being forced out of a line of thought about Seth.
"You were frowning down at your phone like someone just sent you the worst news ever," said Marissa, raising an eyebrow. Shit. Now both girls were interested. Well, their interest was misplaced. They would back off when they learned how boring the message actually was.
"Just my tutor," said Celine with a shrug, as though it was no big deal. It was no big deal. "He had to cancel our study session today."
"Ohhh, I thought it was something important," said Marcia with an earthy chuckle. "They forced you to work with the infamous Seth, right? Well, I guess I would look upset too if that pervy little cuck texted me."
Celine frowned, feeling an unexpected surge of annoyance.
"Do you think that when Nina fed him his little cucky creampie, that he... you know... got a taste for it?" asked Marissa with a wicked sparkle in her green eyes.
"Wouldn't shock me," said Marcia with a sneer. "Tiny beta manlets like him always seem to..."
Celine slammed her hands on the table and stood up, breathing heavily. Her two friends stared at her in bewilderment as she glared down at them from her commanding six-foot height.
"I'll have you know that Seth, despite being treated horribly in the past," said Celine in a low, dangerous voice, "Has been nothing but a gentleman to me, and is the only reason I'm not going to be headed home to France at the end of the year. He's a good person. And I refuse to sit here and listen to... to this slander!"
"Celine," said Marcia, open-mouthed in shock, "We were just trying to have a little fun! Why do you even care if we..."
"And if I recall correctly," snapped Celine, pointing a finger in Marcia's face, "It was you who suggested the whole "creampie feeding" idea to begin with. So who exactly is the pervert here? The poor man who didn't know any better, or the bitch who suggested the perversion in the first place?"
This made Marissa burst into a fit of nervous giggles and Marcia's face flush red with anger. Celine took a deep breath and realized that she had just leaped to Seth's defense. Shit. Even if he didn't deserve their mockery, there was no way that she would be able to live this down. Marissa and Marcia were two of the biggest gossips she knew. It would be all over their extended friend group that she "had a crush" on Seth within the hour.
Celine could see that Marcia was recovering from her shock and preparing to fire back, but suddenly Celine had no more appetite for a fight. She gave her two friends an imperious sneer and swept dramatically out of the coffee shop, into the cold, wet afternoon.
She walked for a while in a strange, confused state of frustration, not even paying close attention to where she was going. What had even happened back there? She had gotten emotional and blown up at her friends and possibly opened herself up to vicious rumors in the process. Now Marcia and Marissa would tell everyone that she had some sort of crush on fucking Seth Takano.
Which she didn't. Obviously...
Right?
Celine stopped dead in her tracks, her heart pounding and her eyes wide.
Shit.
It all added up when she thought about it. A man who was a breath of fresh air from her bitchy friends and the pushy guys trying to fuck her. Who, even if it was inadvertent, was playing hard to get. Who had an unexpected hard, dominant edge despite his boyish good looks (boyish good looks? Before today Celine would never have described Seth that way... but weirdly, the description now felt accurate to her). Who got a cute, excited look in his eyes when he talked about something he felt passionate about. The guy who kept surprising Celine, and felt like a puzzle that would be oh-so-satisfying to solve.
Celine had a fucking crush on Seth, the only man in the world who hated her guts. The only man she had ever met who had absolutely no interest in her.
Celine didn't waste time worrying about what others would think, or feeling humiliated by her interest in a man "beneath her league". Celine had boundless self-esteem and was so clearly beautiful and superior that she had never wasted much time worrying about what others thought of her. If she wanted Seth, it was because Seth was worth wanting: that question was settled firmly in her mind the instant she realized her attraction for him.
But the more pressing question was what to do about it. Seth had made his feelings for Celine crystal clear; he barely tolerated her presence for their short study sessions each week. He blamed Celine (not unfairly perhaps) completely for what happened with Nina, and wanted nothing more to do with her than was absolutely necessary.
Moving past her confusion, Celine began assembling a cold calculated plan. She had never failed to have sex with a man once she decided that she wanted to, and Seth would be no exception, regardless of how he felt about her right now.
Celine pulled out her phone and texted Seth, her delicate pink tongue poking out slightly between her teeth from the intensity of her concentration.
[Can we make up the study session later this week? I could do Sunday afternoon.]
She waited for a reply, leaning up against the administration building she found herself near and rubbing her hands together for warmth. Finally, her phone buzzed with a text.
[I don't think the library is open on Sunday...]
I know, thought Celine with a smirk. Her thumbs moved in a blur over her screen.
[I really don't want to miss a session... Can we just meet at your place this time?]
Celine stared down at her phone, holding her breath.
[Sure. I guess that's fine this one time.]
Celine grinned in triumph and slipped her phone back into her coat pocket. A more intimate setting, some more daring clothes... Seth was a hard nut to crack, but in the end, he was a man. And when presented with the right opportunity, he wouldn't be able to say "no".
Celine walked back toward her apartment with an extra spring in her step. An unnoticed crush on Seth explained all of the odd tension and complex feelings she had been having toward him.
She would deal with it the same way she dealt with any other crush she got, by giving him the fuck of his life and thoroughly scratching her itch.
If what Nina had said was any indication, he would be such a disappointment in bed that the crush would evaporate afterward and get everything back to normal.
...
That Sunday...
Celine put the finishing touches on the Coq au Vin she had been slaving over and checked the clock. Perfect. She was running right on time. It wouldn't do to be late today. Not when she was trying to get Seth in as good a mood as possible.
She loaded up a healthy portion of the homecooked meal in the cutest tupperware she owned and hurried off to shower and shave. On the way, she paused and gave her chosen outfit one last critical look where it was laid out on her bed.
A short tennis skirt that would show off her long, tan, silky-smooth legs. A daring halter top that would display her flat, toned belly, and subtle heels that would give her ass a lift and bounce that would get a rise from a corpse. Seth stood no chance, whether or not he hated her. Men were men, and sex was sex: even if it was a hate fuck, Celine would be getting what she wanted tonight.
And, of course, the secret reward for her unsuspecting tryst partner... Celine couldn't help but walk over and feel the silky, sheer fabric of the lingerie she had bought especially for this occasion. A wicked smirk pulled up the corner of her perfect lips.
That little nerd didn't know how lucky he was that Celine had happened to catch a little crush. Tonight, she would blow his mind so thoroughly that he would jerk off to the memory for the rest of his life.
Humming to herself, Celine headed to the shower. She wanted to be squeaky clean and buttery smooth all over for tonight's festivities.
...
Seth flopped back on his couch, wiping grimy sweat from his brow. Celine probably hadn't realized how much of an imposition it was to ask him to have the study session at his apartment.
Since Nina had abruptly moved out, Seth had been... letting things go a bit around the apartment. It had taken him all of Friday morning, all day Saturday, and all Sunday morning to get his apartment looking presentable again. He didn't think he would be able to forget the experience of cleaning a bathroom that hadn't been cleaned in four months even if he tried.
But as annoying as it was, Seth probably needed the push to start taking care of his living space again. Seth debated whether or not to shower, then lifted an arm and grimaced. Ugh. He didn't have any particular desire to impress Celine, but there was such a thing as basic self-respect.
He had just finished up and had gotten dressed when he heard the knock on his door. Well, time to get this over with...
When he swung the door open, his expression froze in shock.
Celine stood there in a tiny skirt that showed off her long tan legs, toned and shaped from dancing. Her top didn't hide much more, baring almost all of her smooth, warm flesh. As much as Seth hated checking out someone he disliked so much, his eyes had a mind of their own, scanning hungrily over Celine's bare skin.
Seth felt a primal spike of attraction deep in his belly as his body reacted against his will.
"Don't stare too hard, darling," said Celine with an amused smirk, brushing past him to enter the apartment, "Your eyes might fall out of your head." Seth flushed instantly, shutting the door behind him as he hurried after the gorgeous woman who had just invaded his apartment.
"Why are you... I mean, are you going to a party after this or something?" asked Seth huffily, a little embarrassed and annoyed at his own primal reaction to Celine's clothes and body.
Celine slung her purse casually over one of Seth's chairs as if she owned the place, turning back to him with a saucy grin and saying, "This is how I dress all the time when I'm not on campus, Seth dear," she said warmly, with a hint of a teasing twinkle in her eyes and a musical little giggle, "And how could I wear anything other than my best when visiting my favorite tutor's home for the first time?"
Seth blinked in confusion as the words washed over him. Celine wanted to "look her best"? Her "favorite tutor"?
"Seth, dear"?
Something was going on, and Seth wasn't sure that he liked it. His mind immediately jumped to the suspicion that Celine was trying to cover up for something she had done. His mind raced, but couldn't think of any plausible reason that Celine would try to butter him up.
"Here," chirped Celine, holding out a small tupperware container with a green floral pattern. "I happened to be cooking last night and had some leftovers. Since I was coming over anyway I thought I would bring it as a little gift."
Now Seth was getting really weirded out. This simply wasn't the dynamic that he and Celine had established. Even apart from the unexpected gift, her tone was completely different from how she normally spoke to him.
Seth took the tupperware suspiciously and cracked it open to peek inside. For one wild moment, he even considered the possibility that Celine might be trying to poison him. It was ridiculous but seemed barely more unbelievable than the way Celine was currently acting.
"It's my favorite," said Celine with a coy sidelong glance and a light, distracting bite to her lower lip, "I just love Coq au Vin."
The subtle little twist of heat to her words kept the double entendre just on the right side of acceptability. Ok, Seth had heard enough. He did his best to ignore the flutter of lust building inside and said, "Uhhh, Thanks. Why don't we get started with your homework?" Hopefully, by taking refuge in boring classwork, he could bypass whatever game Celine was attempting to play with him.
"Ooh, yes sir!" said Celine with baffling eagerness. She sat on the couch, smoothing her skirt and crossing her long, luscious legs over one another in a way that drew Seth's gaze like a magnet. When his eyes lifted again, Celine was looking up at him with soft eyes through her long, lovely eyelashes.
"I'm ready, Seth," she said in a low, sultry voice. "Can you teach me?"
Wait a second... was Celine... No. No way. She had made her attitude of dismissive contempt for him clear since before the first time they met each other. And, more importantly, she had to know how he would react if she were to... he didn't even want to think about it, although he felt his pulse quicken at the stressful, unspoken thought.
Seth gulped and sat gingerly on the couch. Celine reached down for her bag, in the process giving Seth a perfect view down the front of her shirt... to the sheer black lace bra within. Seth tried his best to look away, and even managed to.... after a few seconds of effort.
The study session only got worse from there. Celine's hand accidentally touched his arm more often than seemed plausible, and once, when Celine leaned over to point out a problem, her soft yielding breasts pressed for an agonizing few moments into his shoulder.
By the time they reached the end of their session, Seth had to keep his notebook firmly over his crotch to hide the humiliating erection he had developed from Celine's heated looks, sultry giggles, and teasing touches. He was pushing through the rest of the homework they were going over as rapidly as he could, speaking in clipped sentences.
And then, just when he was hoping that this strange, stressful ordeal was about to be finished, Celine laid a tender palm on his shoulder.
Seth turned toward her, his mouth suddenly dry and a feeling of nervous anticipation creeping over him.
'You're so good at this," murmured Celine, her deep blue eyes holding Seth's captive. "Teaching I mean. For some reason..." Celine's face was getting closer. Why was Celine's face getting closer? Seth could feel her warm, minty breath on his face. Her energy was warm and receptive, applying a sort of vacuum that begged to be filled.
"... When you tell me what to do, it just does something to me," said Celine, her voice barely above a whisper. Her face was just an inch away, her glossy lips were a tempting, forbidden fruit.
Seth felt a bone-deep, indignant rage boil up inside him, overwhelming his unwilling lust completely.
How fucking dare she?
Resisting an urge to push her roughly away (even in this emotional moment, Seth was too much of a gentleman for that), Seth jerked backward and stood, shaking with anger.



"Get out," he said in a quiet, intense voice, closing his eyes so that he didn't have to see the tempting body that made him feel sick to his stomach. He could feel his cock throb in his pants, his unwanted lust still burning inside him even as he denied Celine's misguided attempt at a kiss.
"Seth," said Celine, her voice soft and confused, "I'm sorry if I came on a little strong. It's just that I've been feeling..."
"Get out of my apartment!" said Seth harshly, pointing a finger roughly at the door. He waited with his eyes squeezed shut, expecting Celine to try to make another protest, but mercifully, it seemed like she finally understood how pointless her advances were.
Seth breathed a sigh of relief, his shoulders slumping as he heard Celine close the apartment door behind her.
What the fuck? Celine. The worst person he knew. The woman that had engineered the humiliation that had derailed his life... Why had she tried to kiss him?
It must have been a fresh new scheme to destroy him. She had no doubt planned to laugh at the poor, desperate nerd when he went in for the kiss. He had been too soft on her. Celine must have seen his professionalism as weakness and decided to strike.
Seth walked over, grabbed the container of food Celine had given him, and roughly tossed it in the trash. He didn't need any gifts from her.
Fuck. Seth leaned back against the counter and breathed heavily, his head in his hands. His cock was still painfully hard in his pants. Her skin... her legs... her tits, tightly hugged in a gauzy lace bra. Even though he wanted nothing to do with her, Seth's body reacted with a desperate hunger for the first woman who had shown any interest in him since his horrifying breakup with Nina.
He needed relief, not just from the lust coursing through her body, but from the turmoil in his mind.
Naturally, Seth turned to his preferred method of stress relief. He opened his laptop and began searching for porn.
At first, he just searched randomly... but then, with his eyes troubled, he typed in "tall blond" and hit enter.
One of the first videos immediately quickened his pulse... a leggy blonde wearing a slutty bunnygirl outfit. Exactly what he wanted. Something submissive and humiliating. A good way to work out his frustrations.
He clicked into the video and swiftly dropped his pants around his ankles, freeing his small, throbbing erection.
His eyes greedily absorbed the video as the blonde sunk to her knees in front of her well-hung co-star, her eyes soft and submissive.
...
Heading down the stairwell of Seth's apartment in a daze, Celine felt almost as upset as Seth.
The nerd had the hottest girl on campus ready and willing to give everything to him, and what did that annoying little jerk do? Kick her out of his apartment! By yelling at her! It was outrageous. And the worst part about it was how hurt Celine felt. She didn't want to admit it, even to herself, but being contemptuously turned down by her crush was a terrible blow for her. She was unused to rejection, so the pain was even sharper than it would be for someone else.
But strangely, it only made her want Seth more. Like a spoiled child who was never told "no", Celine couldn't accept the idea of not getting what she wanted. And she wanted Seth. Now more than ever.
Celine suspected that persistence might pay off in this case. Seth might be angry now, but Celine was willing to bet that their near-kiss would be on his mind a lot over the next few days. She would give him a little time to cool off, then text him about their next study session...
Oh shit. Celine slapped her side, searching for the purse that obviously wasn't there. In the heat of the moment, she had left it hanging off the back of Seth's chair. Celine paused on the landing and looked back up the stairs with a grimace. Returning to Seth's apartment would almost certainly make the whole situation worse... but she couldn't simply let it go. Her phone was in her purse, along with all her IDs and credit cards. She literally couldn't function without it, and since her phone was inside the purse, she couldn't just text Seth to set it outside the door for her.
Well, as awkward as it was, she would have to return to Seth's apartment and get it. She had no other choice. Celine chewed her lip, deep in thought. She was fairly sure that she hadn't locked the door behind her on the way out. Maybe she could slip in and out unnoticed and avoid interacting with Seth at all. It seemed worth a try. The worst that could happen, surely, was that he would see her on her way in and she would be forced to awkwardly explain why she was back.
Celine's plan seemed to be working perfectly as she hurried back to Seth's door, opened it, and slipped inside. But as she stealthily made her way in through the short entry hall, Celine heard something that gave her pause.
A rhythmic squeaking... soft wet noises... little grunts... and then a quiet, rough-edged voice.
"Take it... F-fucking suck my cock, you evil bitch!" The voice was low, hard, and unselfconscious, clearly not directed at an audience. Celine's curiosity got the better of her... Seth was obviously jerking off, but what exactly was he watching? And could his words really be about her?
As Celine rounded the corner, the sordid scene was laid out in front of her. With his back to her, Seth sat in front of his open laptop, eyes glued to the screen as he tugged his stiff little dick. The sight of it sent a zip of arousal through Celine. His cock wasn't big. Far from it in fact. But something about the intensity of the passion Seth showed when rapidly pumping it in his fist sent Celine's heart racing.
But even more interesting was the video playing on the screen in front of him. In the video, a leggy, blue-eyed blonde in a slutty bunny costume knelt and worshipped a massive cock. The comparison was immediate and obvious... but just to drive it home, Seth said under his breath,
"Suck it. Suck it, Celine!"
Celine couldn't help but crack a triumphant smile. It looked like she had caught Seth's interest better than she had thought. Time to say something and catch this naughty boy in the act.
...
Seth pumped his cock and stared at the erotic display of submission on the screen. He let words flow out of him without thinking about them, simply focusing intently on the pleasure pulsing through him.
"Oh my God," said an amused voice from behind his back.
Seth jumped and instinctively covered his crotch with both hands, thrust immediately into a white-hot panic. It was the nightmare of every boy from puberty on: being caught masturbating. And, as Seth stared with horror into Celine's teasing expression, he realized that his situation was ten times worse: he had been caught by the devastatingly beautiful woman that he hated most. Here it was, her perfect chance to humiliate him.
"I was just back to grab my purse," said Celine innocently, crossing the room to snag her bag off of the back of the chair, "But don't let me interrupt you! I think you were right in the middle of imagining me 'sucking it'."
Seth flushed red, his anger from just a few minutes ago overwhelmed by a tide of embarrassment.
"I... It's not like that!" he spluttered. "This is just something I do to relieve frustration!"
Celine's eyes flicked downward to where Seth's hands were still clutched self-consciously over his penis. "My my... well it looks like you have a lot of 'frustration' to work off. I wouldn't dream of getting in the way," she said devilishly. Then her eyes met Seth's again. He felt a flutter of butterflies in his belly as he saw an unexpected heat burning there. "Unless you want me to stay and help... relieve your frustration a little."
Seth gulped. There it was again, an aggressive attempt to come on to him. Just what kind of game was Celine playing? "I don't actually want you to suck my dick, Celine," he insisted, trying to cover his mortifying shame with gruff dismissal. He made a strangled sound of shock as Celine crossed the room toward him with a hip-swaying walk, ready to call his bluff. His eyes bugged out of his head as Celine swiftly and gracefully dropped to her knees at his feet.
His cock twitched and leaked precum into his hands as Celine laid a hot palm on his naked thigh, staring up at him with eyes as submissive as the woman in the pornography still softly playing behind her.
"Are you sure, big boy?" she asked in a throaty whisper, trailing her hand up his thigh, raising goosebumps all over his body. "Wouldn't it relieve a lot more of your pent-up feelings to fuck my naughty little mouth for real? Instead of just imagining it?" Her fingers rested on Seth's shrouding hand, plucking gently but insistently to pull it aside.
"I've been such a bad, bad girl to you, Seth," said Celine in a teasing voice. "I reeeeally need to be taught a lesson."
Seth felt too weak to keep his hand in place. He allowed Celine to lift it away, revealing his painfully hard cock to her glittering eyes. She had called him a pindicked loser once. There was no way she could be serious about wanting to suck his dick. This must be some sort of trick.
Seth could feel the ghost of Celine's breath on the sensitive skin of his cock as she moved forward. He couldn't breathe. Celine's bright blue eyes stared straight up into his soul. Her delicate pink tongue darted out from between her glossy lips.
Seth groaned in physical bliss and emotional agony as Celine's wet little tongue slowly traced its way up the underside of his shaft. He felt like he was about to cum. He felt like he was about to scream. Celine reached the top of his cock and prepared to swallow him whole, a look of hungry focus on her face.
Seth had a sudden, vivid memory of laying in a crowd of onlookers with blood in his mouth, Celine staring down at him in contempt... tearing him apart with words bursting from the same painted lips that were about to wrap around his cock.
"St-stop!" said Seth weakly. Unlike his rough rejection of this kiss, this time he sounded almost scared. "Please, Celine. No. I... I can't."
Seeing that he was serious, a faint expression of disappointment came over Celine's face. With a sigh, she stood. "Of course, dear. Take your time. But I think we both know that you need to relieve that pent-up anger eventually. I'll be there when you need me." She stood there for a moment longer, staring down at him with a look that said she might have something she wanted to add. But then the moment passed.
"Au revoir, Seth," she said with a twiddle of her fingers. "Let's catch up soon."
After she left, Seth took a deep breath and began furiously jerking his cock, the heated, impossible events that had just happened running through his brain again and again until he exploded all over himself.
After he had cleaned up a little, Seth felt better. With a grimace, he went to his kitchen garbage and fished out the tupperware container.
Not even sure why he was doing it, he opened it and stuck in a finger to have a taste.
God damn it.
It was delicious.
...
Celine walked out the front door of Seth's apartment with a smile on her face and a spring in her step, despite her apparent setback.
Seth hadn't wanted a blowjob from her... yet.
But Celine had a feeling that, based on his reactions, the little cutie wouldn't be able to resist her forever.
All she had to do was figure out how to present the idea to him in the right way... and she thought she already had a pretty good idea of how to make herself irresistible. Seth and her would have sex. Soon. No matter what hangups he had about their antagonistic history.
...
Seth stood, tall and confident and in control, his arms folded, and a savage, dominant joy in his heart.
Beneath him, Celine knelt humbly, her perfect body gloriously naked, gleaming with a sheen of sweat. Her eyes were filled with humiliation, but also eager submission to Seth's manly strength. She reached up with slim delicate fingers, hovering them just above Seth's long, powerful cock.
"Please..." she said in a breathy whimper, her luminous blue eyes begging for her master's approval. Seth smirked and nodded, and Celine's fingers wrapped around his thick shaft. Celine's lips parted as she panted from deep arousal. She leaned in closer... closer... her eyes were locked to his as her mouth opened wider...
Seth starled awake, his stiff cock pulsing in time with the rapid beat of his heart.
He groaned and rubbed the heels of his hands into his eyes. Fuck. That was the third time this week that he had had an erotic dream about Celine.
No matter how much Seth told himself that he wanted nothing to do with her, his body had other ideas. Seth was a young, virile male, and his hormones insisted that Celine, a willing, attractive female, was exactly what he needed.
Maybe the dreams wouldn't have been a problem if he had been jerking off more often, but even there, in his normal stress relief time, Celine has seeped into his subconscious. Every time Seth tried to jerk off, his mind would wander to the memory of Celine kneeling on the ground between his knees... the sensation of her hot wet tongue slowly running up the underside of his cock. It didn't even matter if he was watching porn. His brain had been rewired to connect Celine directly with sex, at least for now.
He needed to do something about this. He couldn't keep obsessing sexually over a woman he hated. Because no matter what, Seth couldn't forgive and forget what Celine had done. She had engineered the worst humiliation and heartbreak of his life. He needed to remember that, no matter how frustratingly sexy she was.
He would forget her in time. Seth knew it. He just needed to have a clean break. He pulled out his phone.
[Celine. I will no longer be able to tutor you.]
He didn't need to wait long for a reply. Had Celine been waiting for him to reach out?
[I think this is something that we need to discuss in person. Shall we meet at your apartment again?]
Seth sighed in exasperation.
[No Celine. I don't want to meet. I will tell the professor that we agreed to end our arrangement.]
The reply from Celine returned instantly.
[But I don't agree. I think that the situation is too complex to solve over text. I want to have a conversation about what happened. If we talk and mutually decide that we should stop our sessions, I will tell the professor that it isn't working out myself.]
Seth lay back and thought carefully. It seemed like Celine wouldn't take no for an answer. Maybe it wouldn't be the end of the world if he just had a quick conversation with her and got this straightened out.
But she had been so... insistent last time they met in person. What if she tried something again? Scott felt his erection throbbing with dull heat, tenting up his sheets. Despite his reluctance, he felt a surge of twisted arousal at the thought.
Surely Celine had got the message last time that he wasn't interested.... But then again, maybe Celine wasn't the sort of woman who took 'no' for an answer.
And maybe Seth's 'no' wasn't as firm as he wanted it to be.
On impulse, Seth swiftly texted back,
[Fine. When can you meet?]
As he waited for Celine's reply, Seth gave in to temptation. He pulled up the video that had been his guilty pleasure for the past week. The same video of the bunny girl who looked like Celine.
As he started guiltily jerking off, a text from Celine popped up at the top of the screen
[Friday at 7. See you then, big boy.]
...
As the time for Celine's arrival grew closer, Seth found himself growing more and more nervous. He had spent the afternoon making sure his apartment was spotless, showering and styling his hair for the first time in months, and trying as hard as he could to deny he was doing this for Celine's benefit. It was just so that he felt more comfortable and in control. There was absolutely no reason for Seth to impress Celine.
When seven finally came, Seth couldn't explain away the squirming feeling of anticipation in his belly. He was excited to see Celine, despite his reluctance.
The sensation intensified when he heard the crisp, confident knock at his door. He went to answer it, trying as hard as he could to fight down the rush of blood preemptively flowing to his crotch. He tried to tell himself he was being silly. Celine was likely here to have a mature discussion about how things had gotten out of hand the last time they met.
But when he opened the door, Seth's worst fears and greatest hopes were confirmed.
The tall blonde woman standing at the door was a vision of confident sexuality. Celine's hair had been cut and styled into luscious honey waves that fell seductively over one eye. She wore towering high heels with the graceful confidence of an accomplished dancer, and her long, toned legs were showcased and emphasized by clinging pantyhose.
As for what she was wearing otherwise, it was difficult to say. Celine wore a long coat that concealed the rest of her outfit.
"Are you going to keep me waiting?" she asked with a chuckle, "Or are we going inside?"
Seth thought that after last time, he was prepared for anything. But even in his erotic nightmares, he had never expected Celine to be quite this... forward. This was bad. No matter how much he was wavering, he knew that the right choice was to reject Celine's inexplicable advances.
The flickering flame of lust in Celine's eyes and what little he could see of her outfit choices made Celine's intentions crystal clear.
She wasn't here to have a mature discussion about boundaries. Celine was here to fuck.
Seth's hand gripped the doorknob, suddenly sweaty. He tried to force himself to slam the door. But he couldn't. His arm felt weak. His starved libido, fed on nothing but pornography and traumatic memories for four months, wouldn't let him turn away the evil temptress at his door.
Cursing himself for his weakness, Seth stepped aside speechlessly, welcoming Celine inside. She strode forward like she owned the place, reaching out to teasingly trace Seth's cheek with a finger as she passed, leaving a tingling trail of warmth on his skin and the faintest whiff of sweet perfume lingering from her wrist.
"How have you been, big boy?" purred Celine. 'Have you been thinking about my offer?"
"C-celine," said Seth desperately, shutting the door after him and cautiously following her down the hall, "I just invited you here to talk. About how I can't..."
Celine rounded on him with eyes sparkling with mischief. "Can't resist me anymore? Can't stop jerking off to what happened last time? Can't wait to feel my pretty dick-sucking lips wrapped around your cock?" she prompted.
Oh God. The sudden rush of arousal from Celine's filthy teasing made Seth feel almost lightheaded for a moment. "Don't fuck with me Celine!" he protested miserably, painfully aware of the way his cock was beginning to press hard against the front of his pants. "You ruined my life! I can't do this! I can't keep meeting with you! Especially with the... with the way you've been treating me."
"Are you sure you can't?" asked Celine with a delicately raised eyebrow. "Like I said, big boy, I know that I've been a bad girl. That's why I want you to punish me."
"I don't want to have sex with you!" insisted Seth stubbornly.
"That's what you say," said Celine with a hint of displeasure in her voice. She cocked a hip and crossed her arms, giving him a flat, disbelieving stare. "But that video I walked in on you watching told a different story. I think having sex with me is actually one of your biggest fantasies, and the fact you hate me just makes it that much more taboo."
She reached into one of the large pockets on her front coat and began fiddling with something just out of sight. A secretive smile crossed her face. "All I want to do is make that fantasy come true for you, Seth. Why can't you just accept a gift freely given? Here, let me show you how serious I am about making your fantasies come to life."



She pulled the hidden object from her coat pocket: a headband with long silk bunny ears. Seth watched in a stunned combination of horror and arousal as Celine secured them on her head, then slowly and seductively unbuttoned the long coat.
"Why don't we recreate your favorite video, Seth?" asked Celine in a raspy voice, her French accent coming through stronger than ever.
The coat slumped to the floor, revealing a tight one-piece corset hugging Celine's gorgeous body.
"I might not be a professional like the porn star in the video... but I think I'm enough of a slutty little bunny to give her a run for her money."
...
Celine's delight grew as she watched Seth's jaw practically drop to the floor. The poor little mixed-up nerd was practically drooling.
She knew right from the moment she walked in the door that she had won. Seth definitely could have denied her entry, but he just couldn't help himself. Celine took a moment to stretch languidly for Seth's benefit. She looked down with lustful amusement at the little tent in the front of his jeans and lasciviously licked her lips. For tonight, that cute little cock belonged to her. Seth could have it back when she was done.
She stalked forward with a performative model walk, each clicking step of her enormous heels placed precisely in front of the other. Seth's wide, hungry eyes couldn't stop running over every inch of her displayed body. He had better fucking appreciate it. Well-made bunny suits were fucking expensive if you didn't want them to look like a cheap Halloween costume.
"Celine, I... I..." said Seth shakily, his stubborn mind desperately trying to fight back even while his body had already lost the war. "Why?" he finally settled on, his eyes reluctantly tearing away from Celine's soft cleavage to meet her gaze, "Why are you doing this?"
That brought Celine up short a little, although she didn't show it on her face. She could hardly admit the real reason, that she had developed a crush on him and wanted to get it out of her system.
"Can't a girl thank her tutor for a job well done?" she asked coyly, reaching Seth and towering over him in her tall heels. She leaned down to whisper in his ear. "Besides... I already told you: I've been a naughty, naughty bunny, and I need someone to punish me." Her hand reached down and firmly cupped the bulge in Seth's pants. He flinched... but this time he didn't move away. Celine literally held him in the palm of her hand. "A... 'Master' maybe? Or... maybe a 'Daddy'?"
Celine giggled as she felt Seth's cock twitch in response. "Oooooh, so someone wants to be my Daddy, is that right?" With a slow, performative movement, Celine sunk to her knees, keeping her eyes locked with Seth's the whole time, her hand staying on Seth's cock with steady pressure. As she reached the ground, her fingers gripped the button of his jeans.
Seth looked like he was about to say something, but this time just a whimper came out. He could no longer resist. With a smirk of triumph, Celine popped open the jeans, unzipped them, and tugged Seth's pants swiftly down his legs. His stiff cock bounced free right in front of Celine's appreciative eyes. She reached up and savored Seth's groan as her fingers firmly gripped his cock.
She stroked him slowly and teasingly, staring up with amusement as the overwhelmed, horny, and embarrassed Seth failed to meet her gaze.
"Tell me what you want, Daddy," she said in a low, compelling voice.
Seth was huffing and puffing, his face all red. He still looked like he was trying to resist, even as his hips unconsciously thrust up into Celine's hand.
"Celine," he said in a rough, strangled voice. "You... shouldn't..."
Celine watched in real-time as Seth surrendered to temptation. His eyes finally locked with hers again, dark and hot and swimming with lust and hatred.
"Suck my cock, Celine," he said in a quiet voice.
"Yes, Daddy," she said sweetly. And then, at long last, her soft lips wrapped around Seth's cock.
Celine bobbed her head, letting Seth feel the tight seal of her plump lips as her wicked tongue squirmed over his cock. It was odd. Celine had definitely sucked bigger dicks before, but for some reason this one in particular sent her heart racing faster than any of the others. Seth was letting out adorable little gasps and groans that made Celine desperate to tease him more. It was just so cute how he was so reluctant... while at the same time his cock pulsed with his rapid heartbeat against her swirling tongue, flooding her mouth with salty pre-cum. His hips were moving forward subtly as well, eager for greater sensation. Now that Seth had abandoned his struggle against her temptation, his cock fit her mouth like the key to a lock.
Celine had always been told that bigger was better when it came to cocks. But somehow, this little shrimpy dick was turning her on more than any other had before.
In the heat of the moment, Celine released Seth's cock with a pop from her mouth, stroking it in long twisting strokes with her saliva as lube. "You know..." she purred, "I just don't think it's healthy for you to jerk off so much! Don't you think the real thing feels so much better than watching a girl suck cock on your screen?"
"Yes!" gasped Seth, his hips pumping forward desperately into her touch. His hesitance was fading away completely as he let his body take over.
"So then why don't we have a new arrangement?" said Celine firmly, increasing the speed of her strokes. "When you need relief... you come to me. No more jerking off. I want to be your personal sexual relief doll." She didn't even know what she was saying. Hadn't the plan been to fuck Seth once, and then be done with this crush? In her own way, she was losing herself to this experience just as much as Seth. But somehow, every word coming out of her mouth felt right.
"No... Celine, I... I can't. I can't be in a relationship with someone who..." said Seth, his voice conflicted and dripping with pleasure.
"Relationship?" said Celine, drawing her eyebrows down in confusion, "Don't worry about that, 'Daddy'. I don't do relationships. Nothing like that. Just fun... like this." She added a little extra twist of her wrist to emphasize her point. Even though she agreed with everything she said in theory, for some reason, Seth's immediate negative reaction still stung. She didn't want a relationship with Seth either of course... but why was he so sure that he didn't?
"Just... just fun..." said Seth, drawing a long shaky breath. "And no... emotions?"
"No emotions. Just fun," confirmed Celine with a wicked little smile.
Suddenly, Seth seemed to stand straighter. A thrill went through Celine as she saw his eyes grow firm and confident. Seth had made up his mind now. His hand reached down and pulled her chin up in firm fingers.
"Just one other thing," he said, with a note of steel in his voice. Celine found herself captivated by his eyes. She was reminded of how he had ordered her around that day she was late. There was something unbelievably compelling about Seth when he got like this... Celine felt a flush of wet heat in the tight confines of the corset between her legs.
Seth stared her down, his fingers firm on her chin, his voice commanding: "No sex."
This time there was no ambiguity to Celine's reaction. She felt the disappointment keenly. But there would be no arguing with Seth. Not when he was like this. He had gotten control of himself now, and might even kick her out if she tried to disagree.
"Daddy," said Celine meekly, lightly fluttering her eyelashes at the stern little man above her, "I'll serve you however you want." In her heart, Celine knew that she would be able to trick Seth without much trouble. All she had to do was tease him a little... keep him right on edge with her blowjob until he was begging for release. Then, right when he couldn't take anymore, she would strip off her slutty bunny costume and reveal her juicy pussy, all hot and ready for him. There was no way he would be able to resist.
"Good girl," said Seth with a grim smile. "Now open your mouth, you little slut. Show Daddy some of that service you seem so eager to give."
"Yes, Daddy," said Celine, parting her glossy pink lips and preparing to give Seth the most frustrating, teasing blowjob of his life.
But Seth, now in a dominant mood, had other plans.
Just as the swollen head of Seth's dripping cock slipped past her lips, Celine felt Seth's hand slip around to grip the back of her head.
"You want to be punished?" said Seth roughly. "I can do that."
The hand's grip felt like iron as Seth suddenly bucked his hips forward, slamming balls deep into Celine's waiting mouth. Her eyes widened and her hands flew up to Seth's thighs. Her first instinct was to push him away... But as Seth continued to fuck her mouth with short energetic strokes, her panicked hands softened... and just rested lightly on her Daddy's thighs. She... she couldn't understand what was happening inside her. The rapid thrusting of a cock into her mouth made her feel dirty and used... But for some reason, right now, that only made the filthy act hotter.
Normally, Celine had no patience for men who wanted to dominate her in bed. A little light submissive play was fine and even sexy, but when a man started using her like a slut, it was usually an instant turn-off.
So why did it feel so fucking good for Seth to use her mouth like a fleshlight? The turbulent heat building in her core seemed to pulsate, radiating out throughout every nerve in her body. She didn't think she had ever been this fucking turned on in her life.
Every inch of Celine's mouth was flooded with the taste of Seth's cock. It wasn't nearly as big as some of the dicks she had sucked in the past, but then again, Celine had never been one to deepthroat. Even short as it was, Celine felt dominated and overpowered by Seth's cock, and her desperate lust grew with every muscular thrust. Her tongue wriggled submissively around the manly invader, doing its best to add whatever pleasure it could.
"Suck it!" grunted Seth, a savage grin lighting up his face. "Taste my cock you evil bitch! Does it feel too small now? How does it feel to have a "worthless nerd" fucking your face with his "pindick", you fucking slut?"
In this moment of utter submission, Celine accepted the words washing over her. She was a fucking slut. And she deserved this for fucking around with the powerful man standing above her. She felt Seth's pace increase, muscles tensing in the thighs beneath her palms. Her plan to tease and trick Seth into sex evaporated. She wanted his cum so fucking bad. She wanted her Daddy to use her to get off.
"Swallow it!" said Seth in a sharp, commanding tone. "Drink it. All. Down!"
He thrust forward one last time. Hard. The head of his cock lodged right in the back of Celine's throat, and a second later she felt hot jets of cum gush out. She obediently swallowed, her spasming throat massaging the last groups of cum from Seth's already softening cock.
Seth took a step back, his cock falling out of Celine's panting mouth. They stared at each other for a moment: the haze of anger and lust clearing from Seth's eyes while the dazed submissive arousal still clung to Celine's.
Suddenly, the raw, conflicted emotion in Seth's eyes snapped off like a light switch. A cold wall seemed to fall between them. Seth pulled up his pants, breaking the eye contact they had been holding.
"Daddy... I... I mean Seth," said Celine in a breathy voice. "That was fucking amazing! After you took control like that, I..."
Seth took a few shaky steps and collapsed onto his couch.
"I'd like you to leave, Celine," he said in a distant voice.
Celine felt the rejection like a cold slap to her face. She had just sexually connected with this man more deeply than she ever had with anyone else. And he was just kicking her out like she was a common whore who had completed her job.
"Did I do something wrong?" she asked with a defiant rise of her chin as she pulled herself up to her full, commanding height.
Seth covered his eyes with his hand wearily and sighed. "No... No you didn't. Not today at least. I won't lie and say I didn't want it. Sorry, I know I'm being an asshole. We can text about our... about what we said today. I just can't right now. I need to be alone."
Celine swallowed her disappointment and frustrated lust and gathered her coat.
Seth didn't say another word to her or even look at her as she swept out the door with her head held high, trying not to show the blow to her ego.
...
Celine sat in a hot, sudsy bath, only her face poking up above the water.
Celine wouldn't describe herself as materialistic, but a full bath was one luxury she refused to do without, and her stepfather's money ensured that she didn't have to.
It was one of her favorite ways to sort her thoughts out when she was confused or stressed. Everything just felt less confusing during a long, hot, relaxing soak.
Her mind swam with thoughts of Seth. When she had made the (honestly, very generous) offer to become his fuck buddy, his immediate reaction was to refuse to date her. As if that had been what she was offering.
Celine sighed deeply. The memory caused a tight acidic ball of unclear emotions in her chest. She needed to unpack her feelings. That was what this particular bath was for.
Celine had sworn off dating years ago. She had tried dating in France when she was in high school. But every time, men had bitterly disappointed her. It seemed like men were attracted to her free spirit and sharp personality when getting to know her, but wanted her to become a sweet, obedient flower once they started dating. Her bombshell good looks and flirty nature drew boys like honey, but the same traits made them bitter and possessive once she was their girlfriend.
Staying in the early, fun parts of relationships by hopping from man to man was much more satisfying and less stressful. She got all the sex she needed to satisfy her libido while avoiding becoming dependent on men.
So why had she gotten upset when Seth said he didn't want to date her? Was it the way he said it? Like the idea of having her as a girlfriend was terrifying and disgusting? That was part of it... and the immediate refusal without even thinking first also stung. Most guys that Celine hooked up with were desperate to be with her, so a man who had zero interest was unfamiliar and unpleasant.
But it was more than just the insulting nature of the rejection. Celine took a deep breath and emptied her mind. She focused on just one question, without trying to force any particular answer.
Did she want to date Seth?
...Fuck.
Celine let out a long miserable sigh, letting herself slip under the blood-warm water for a moment and holding her breath. Seth had unintentionally done what many others had tried and failed to accomplish. He had managed to find a crack in Celine's defenses. Her feelings were unmistakable when she thought of being Seth's girlfriend.
She wanted it. Badly.
Celine surfaced again, keeping her eyes closed as she thought back to her conversations with Nina. At the time, Celine had been focused on her own agenda of 'rescuing' Nina from the relationship, so she interpreted everything about Seth negatively. But... what had Nina actually said Seth was like before his heart was crushed into a million pieces?
Nina had often said that Seth was thoughtful and caring, even if he was a little clueless sometimes. Celine could confirm it. She remembered how he had lent her that umbrella. Seth was reflexively kind, even toward people he didn't like.
He was loyal. Maybe too loyal, since he seemed to have had trouble moving on from Nina. Celine was sure that if she could find some way to change his mind, he would be hers forever.
The only thing was, Nina had insisted that Seth was bad in bed. It had been the main point of dissatisfaction that Celine had used to pry her away from her boyfriend. Celine could still remember the first time a tipsy, blushing Nina had gigglingly admitted that her boyfriend had a tiny cock.
And that was true. Seth's size was undeniably below average. But bad in bed? Celine remembered what it had felt like when Seth dominantly grabbed her head, taking control and using her mouth. The memory selt a hot jolt of arousal through her belly. He had been so commanding... so manly...
Celine gently spread her legs and slipped probing fingers between her lower lips, feeling the sweet crackle of sexual pleasure flow through her. Well, there was one other thing that the bath was good for... Something else that tended to clear Celine's mind...
Her fingers probed deeper, drawing a soft whimper from her lips.
She needed this right now, especially after Seth had so cruelly denied her sex. Seth masturbated while thinking of her, after all... why shouldn't she return the favor?
As Celine closed her eyes and focused on the feelings flowing through her, she realized her mind had already been made up.
Her goal had changed. She no longer just wanted a one-night stand with Seth. He was going to be hers. Soon, just like Seth, she would no longer need to use her hand and her imagination.
Because her new boyfriend would be fucking her hard every night.
...
Seth was nervous by the time the next meeting with Celine rolled around.
He had tried to text her multiple times over the last few days. Sometimes, he intended to tell her that the blowjob was a mistake. A moment of weakness. Other times, he wanted to brazenly demand more sexual favors. Every time he had delted the half-typed message in confusion.
He still wasn't sure exactly what he wanted. He still didn't trust Celine, but he had to admit that his feelings about her were much more complex than simple hatred at this point. And, however confusing and upsetting Celine's slutty bunny act and submissive blowjob had been, it was also the most erotic thing that had ever happened to him. It was hard for him to pass up that sort of offer, no matter what baggage went along with it. He had, oddly, found himself sticking to the promise he had made to Celine in the heat of the moment: he hadn't jerked off at all since he had cum down Celine's throat. He insisted to himself again and again that he didn't owe anything to a bitch like her... but for some reason, watching porn just didn't seem appealing.
So, after his turmoil and his failure to contact Celine at all since their previous erotic encounter, Seth wasn't sure if Celine would even be there when he arrived at the library study rooms. A nervous flutter shot through him as he opened the door.
Seth breathed out with a sudden release of tension. The room was empty. Celine must have assumed that he needed some space. Maybe he did. Maybe he should take some time and put more thought into whether he should...
"Sorry," said a soft voice behind him, "I'm a little late today. Don't get mad, Daddy, ok?"
Seth whirled with a spike of adrenaline to see Celine grinning down at him, hand on her cocked hip. "I thought you said we were going to talk things out through text, Seth," she teased with a raised eyebrow, "But you kept me waiting. Did you want to wait until you could see me in the flesh before you gave me a piece of your mind?"
Seth tried to capture that powerful confidence that he had felt when he fucked Celine's mouth, but it was eluding him. Right now, he felt like a mouse being toyed with by a playful cat. His body reacted to Celine's presence instantly, his breathing deepening and his pupils dilating. God, it felt like his body had instantly become horny and ready to go the instant he saw her. Maybe giving up masturbation hadn't been such a good idea.
"I... I wanted to talk to you about..." Seth looked around to make sure no one was listening. "About that "arrangement" you mentioned."



Celine gave him a cool amused look and stretched casually. Seth felt a twinge in his pants as her impressive chest pushed hard against the tight confines of her v-neck shirt. "Sure. What did you want to discuss?"
"I mean," said Seth with mild exasperation, "How would it work exactly? You say that you want to... 'have fun' with me, but what exactly are my responsibilities... I mean, what do you get out of this from my end?"
This was the main point that Seth needed to have cleared up. He must have misunderstood Celine, because it felt like her offer made no sense. Did she expect him to, like, hang out with her and take her on dates? Seth had been pretty clear that he had no desire to date a snake like Celine, but maybe she hadn't got the message. Was it a situation where he would have to pay her? As promiscuous as she was, Celine didn't really give the impression of being a prostitute. But Seth just couldn't wrap his head around why she had made her offer.
Celine just sighed and shook her head, then gave him a light, playful push on his chest, making him stumble back into the study room. Celine closed the door behind them, then stalked forward with a hungry light in her eyes.
"I don't know what part of this you aren't getting," she purred. Seth gasped as she brazenly ran a hand over his crotch, providing an intense sensation that instantly made Seth's brain seem to fog over. "I want to be your 24/7 on-call sexual relief fuck toy," said Celin in a sweet voice, her nimble fingers unzipping Seth's jeans as the rest of her tall, curvy body pressed hard into his. "Anything you say. Whenever you say. You don't want anything... don't ask. It's as simple as that. There's no 'responsibility' on your part, silly. I just want you to use me."
"But why?" demanded Seth, but it was clear to both of them that his resistance was waning. Celine's hand slipped inside his fly, making contact with the hot skin of his cock, but she paused for just a moment, leaning down to put her lips right up against Seth's ear.
"Because I want you, Seth. Don't think too hard... you're in charge now, just do what feels good," she whispered, low and soft and honey-sweet, "Now tell me, Daddy, what is my first order? What do you want me to do?"
Seth tried to stay focused, but with Celine's hand resting softly on his cock and her gentle breaths in his ear, he just couldn't resist.
"God... Jerk me off, Celine," said Seth in a rush, feeling a dam of repressed lust break inside him, "Give me a fucking hand job right here and now."
"Yes sir!" said Celine with just a hint of amusement. And then her soft hand wrapped firmly around Seth's cock and began stroking.
Seth squeezed his eyes shut and leaned on Celine's taller body as the powerful waves of pleasure crashed over him. Even in the tight confines of his pants, Celine's technique was unbelievable. It made sense. Seth got the impression that Celine was quite... experienced. But that didn't matter now. Seth's legs trembled as Celine's hand twisted and pumped, making his legs tremble with the intensity of the sensations.
"Don't hold back," said Celine in a smoldering murmur. Her other hand reached up and grabbed Seth's head, pulling him close and crushing him up against her soft breasts. "I want it all. I want you to cum for me. Let it all out for me... all your stress and anger. Make a mess in my slutty little hand."
And that was all it took. The heavenly feeling of Celine's chest rubbing against his face. The heated dirty talk she poured into his ears, and especially the feeling of her hand working hard on Seth's cock combined to be irresistible. Seth groaned and buried his face in Celine's sweet-smelling breasts as his cock twitched and spurted into her hand.
"Yes... Yes," said Celine gently, her fingers running through Seth's hair as she gently squeezed and milked Seth through his orgasm, "Cum for me, big boy. I want every last drop."
Finally, it was over. Celine withdrew her hand from Seth's pants, sticky and gleaming with a thick load of pearly semen. Seth winced in embarrassment. His first instinct was, absurdly, to apologize. He watched with stunned fascination as Celine flashed him a naughty grin, raised her hand to her mouth, and extended her pink tongue to clean her hand off in three big licks.
She giggled at his stunned expression and pulled a wet wipe from her purse to remove any remaining residue. "What can I say, stud?" she asked with a tone of false innocence, "I think I got a taste for you when you filled me up with cum the other day. I can't get enough. Make sure to let me know whenever you want to give me another little... treat."
Seth felt a little awkward in the immediate aftermath of the impromptu handjob, but Celine snapped immediately back into their normal routine, taking out her latest homework and sitting down at the table. Her quick return to normalcy made it easy to go with the flow, and before ten minutes had passed, Seth had fallen back into the normal rhythm as well.
But he couldn't help but steal glances over at Celine's beautiful face as they worked. It couldn't be that easy, could it? To just have an on-demand sex partner who wanted to take care of his every need without wanting anything in return? But Celine insisted that was the offer... And how could Seth refuse when having a warm, willing, insanely hot partner was so much more appealing than jerking off alone?
Even if that insanely hot partner was someone he didn't like as a person.
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Part 3: Lemonade
Celine and Seth settled into a routine, a little awkwardly at first, but then with increasing enthusiasm.
Seth screwed up the courage to request a blowjob a week after the handjob in the library. When he asked Celine to meet him at his apartment for their regular session rather than at the library, she calmly agreed without asking why. Despite what they had already done together, Seth had sweaty palms and butterflies in his stomach when he tentatively asked Celine if she could give him a blowjob.
But Celine sensed his vulnerability and for once didn't tease her nervous tutor. She just obediently sunk to her knees and took his hard cock into her mouth, sucking and bobbing her head while making searing, submissive eye contact.
Asking for a handjob the next time was even easier, and the time after that Seth wasn't nervous at all. They slipped into a routine. Celine would perform some kind of 'sexual relief' on Seth, and then they would get to work on their normal tutoring. Seth stopped worrying about Celine making fun of him or refusing when he asked for blowjobs and handjobs. She seemed eager to please.
In fact, in many ways, she was too eager.
Celine kept trying to trick or convince Seth into activities that seemed... well... more intimate than he was comfortable with.
One day she said she was bored with physics homework and suggested they watch a movie together. Seth stiffly refused, telling her that if she couldn't do any homework, she was free to go home and come back another day. A few times Celine tried to get Seth to eat together with her, once by saying they should go and get food before starting because she "was starving and hadn't had a chance to eat all day". A few other times she brought over food that she had cooked and tried to entice Seth to eat it with her.
Seth felt a little bad for refusing these requests, especially since Celine kept making delicious food that clearly took a lot of effort to prepare. But he also felt like he needed to draw a firm line. Seth enjoyed Celine's blowjobs and handjobs, but he didn't trust her. He couldn't allow himself to like the sexy blonde minx. It was easy to forget when Celine was on her knees with his cock in her warm, wet mouth that the plan to crush and humiliate him had come from her twisted brain.
If Seth allowed himself to see Celine as a person, he might stop hating her. And when hate felt like it was the only thing keeping him warm at night sometimes, where would that leave him? With nothing. Empty. Hollow.
To him, Celine had to be nothing but a sex toy. He was vigilant on that point.
That was also why he refused to have sex with her. Celine seemed to take Seth's refusal to participate in date-like activities with good humor, but Seth could tell it frustrated her that he didn't want to fuck her. She seemed to be getting more and more desperate over time.
She had started masturbating while pleasuring Seth, giving him long, pleading looks with her big blue eyes while her hand flexed and kneaded between her legs. On one heart-stoppingly erotic occasion, Celine had revealed that she wasn't wearing panties beneath the short skirt she had chosen to wear that day. Seth could hear and see Celine's desperate wetness as she pleasured him with one hand and herself with the other. And then she had switched hands, using her own feminine juices as lube to finish Seth off...
That had been a hard day to maintain his strict no-sex policy. But sex was an intimate act of trust and mutual affection. Seth would never have sex with Celine, in the same way he never wanted to have sex with a prostitute. If Celine couldn't deal with that, she was free to cancel their arrangement.
But besides Celine's efforts on those two fronts, Seth found the arrangement to work well for him. He felt lighter and less hollow and angry. The endorphins alone from regular blowjobs helped to soften his outlook on life. He found it easier to meet his other responsibilities as a TA, and started feeling motivated to pursue his hobbies again.
And all because an evil bitch had an inexplicable hunger for his cock.
...
Celine knocked on the door of Seth's apartment with a fierce determination burning in her heart.
Seth had turned out to be a lot more difficult to crack than she expected. Celine had been fully confident that Seth's decision to never have sex with her would be reversed within a week. But he was more stubborn than he looked.
That would change today. Celine had been gifted the perfect opportunity when Seth texted her earlier in the afternoon, and she had prepared a strategy she was sure would leave Seth unable to resist.
Seth opened the door with an annoyed expression on his face. Celine was prepared for that. One downside of this plan was that it would make Seth a little upset to begin with.
But the payoff would be worth it.
"Celine?" said Seth distractedly, "I messaged you earlier. I'm not going to be able to do our regular time today. Professor Lawrence needs to meet with me."
"Oh no!" said Celine, painting her face with a look of innocent surprise, "I didn't see your message! I must have gotten distracted. Sorry, Seth."
"Well I have to leave right away," said Seth testily. "If you can be back in like an hour and a half, I can meet then, otherwise we'll have to wait until next time."
Celine sighed and gave Seth her best puppy-dog eyes. Emotional appeals didn't work that well on him normally, but she was hoping that this was a small enough request that she could sway him. "Couldn't I just wait here until you get back?" she asked coaxingly. "It takes like twenty minutes to walk to my apartment, so I would basically just be walking there and then back, and these books are soooo heavy!"
Seth considered her request with a frown, clearly reluctant to allow Celine to stay while he wasn't home. But, in the end, he rolled his eyes and agreed. "Fine. I'll be right back. Don't touch anything. Try to get some of the problems done before I get back, so I can look them over." Celine nodded with a smile and got set up on the couch, pulling out her homework and textbook as usual.
Seth gave her one last worried look, then headed out the door.
The second he was gone, Celine rushed into action. She didn't have a moment to lose. She hurried to the kitchen and pulled containers of premeasured ingredients from her backpack. She had stealthily checked to make sure that Seth had all the pans she would need during their last session. He didn't really, but she would have to make do with what he had available: trying to carry cookware in her backpack might have given the game away.
She set Seth's only skillet on the stove and started preheating it, then hurried to the bathroom. From another pocket in her bag came the makeup she would need. She hadn't wanted to risk Seth getting suspicious if she had worn anything more elaborate than her everyday makeup, but it was essential that she work a little magic before he got back so that she could give the right impression.
Celine wanted to look warm and domestic today. Beautiful, but welcoming and comforting. She wanted Seth to be drawn in and let his guard down.
Celine pulled out some blush and was about to begin when she shook her head in the mirror. Silly her. She was hurrying so much she had gotten ahead of herself. Celine pulled her shirt over her head in a swift motion, then unbuttoned her bra and pulled it off as well, revealing her full, round tits with their big, sensitive pink nipples.
She admired herself in the mirror. Today, Seth was finally going to feast his eyes on what she had been hiding underneath her clothes, the lucky dog. Let's see him resist me then!
Although Seth had gotten more comfortable with Celine's freely offered handjobs and blowjobs, the nature of their arrangement meant that Celine was almost always fully clothed when they happened. If Celine wanted Seth to truly lust for her, she needed to get him drooling for her naked body.
And her little scheduling "mistake" gave her the perfect opportunity to set up a tableau that Seth wouldn't forget. After dropping her pants and panties, revealing a tight pussy already moistening for what was to come, topped with a golden strip of soft, fine hair, Celine began applying her makeup with deft, confident strokes.
An hour and a half should give her just enough time to prepare the best "welcome home" that Seth had ever experienced.
...
Seth was in higher spirits than he was expecting as he climbed the stairs to his apartment.
After his last meeting with Dr. Lawrence, getting called into the professor's office made him anxious. But this time it was all good news. Dr. Lawrence had just congratulated Seth on turning his performance around and asked a few questions about what Seth would like to have written in his letter of recommendation for the internship program.
So Seth was only mildly exasperated with Celine's ditzy behavior as he returned to his apartment. It was strange for her to completely miss a message from him... Normally she replied to his texts in under a minute.
Seth opened his door quietly. Maybe Celine was taking the opportunity to snoop through his stuff. If so, he might be able to catch her in the act.
But as Seth entered the apartment, his brow wrinkled in confusion. Something smelled incredible! The scent of delicious food and the soft sizzle of frying filled the air as he closed the door behind him.
Seth's confusion only deepened as he moved in through the entryway. This wasn't the smell of a snack or reheated leftovers. It smelled like a mouthwatering five-star meal.
When Seth turned the corner and saw into his kitchen. His eyes went wide and his mouth dropped open.
Celine stood at the stove, facing away from him. Her long blonde hair was caught up in an artfully casual ponytail which spilled down her naked, tanned back. Her tight, round butt was totally bare as she danced back and forth idly on her bare feet, humming a little tune to herself. The very picture of a happy, lovely woman having fun while cooking. The only thing covering the back of her body was the string of her apron.
Maybe Seth made a sound of shock despite himself, because Celine turned. Her face lit up in a warm smile as she saw him, and she waved with the spatula she was using.
"Welcome home, Daddy!" she chirped, "I decided to cook us a little something while you were gone. It's almost ready. Come over here and take a look. I'm positive that you'll see something you like."
With that, Celine gave him a sultry wink, turned back to the stove... and bent low, spreading her juicy thighs just a touch to give Seth a clear view of her perfect, pink pussy.
All of Seth's concerns about what was going on, and why Celine was in his kitchen wearing only an apron faded into an unimportant buzz in the back of his mind. Celine's lower lips were lightly parted, glistening with arousal. Celine might be able to fake a lot of things, but she wasn't faking this. The gorgeous blonde was obviously turned on... hot, wet, and ready for him.
Seth felt something in his brain release as his heart beat wildly in his chest. His cock seemed to leap instantly from soft to rock hard. His feet moved on their own, closing the distance between him and the willing horny woman presenting herself.
Celine turned to look over her shoulder with an expression that flashed from flirty teasing to pleased shock as she saw Seth striding forward with a fire in his eyes.
She had just enough time to turn before Seth's arms wrapped around her, his small but strong arms making electrical contact with the warm naked skin of her back. Her soft breasts, loose beneath the frilly apron that was her only covering, crushed up against his chest as he pulled her close into a powerful, dominating kiss.
Seth's head swam with lust. Celine ground her hips against the bulge in the front of his pants, causing a delicious, mindblowing friction. Seth could almost swear he felt the damp heat of Celine's pussy even between the layers of cloth. His male instincts had taken over. He knew that all he had to do was turn Celine around and bend her over. She would welcome it joyfully. The slut was practically begging for it.
But he resisted. Celine wanted to fuck him, but Seth was in control of himself, and he had already decided that sex would be going too far. No, there were other ways that this slut could serve him.
Seth stared into Celine's wide, eager blue eyes. Something about her drew out another side of him. A side that wanted to command and be obeyed. "On your knees," he said firmly, his voice low and hard.
This time, Celine couldn't hide her disappointment. "Awww, but Daddy, don't you want to...?"
In a sudden, instinctual move, Seth reached down and firmly squeezed Celine's plump, naked butt. A gesture of ownership and command, reminding her who called the shots in this arrangement. Celine arched her back, pressing her ass against his dominant hand, letting out a whimper of submission at the feeling of his hand on her body. "On your knees, slut," said Seth, his voice as hard and cold as steel, allowing no argument.
This time, Celine did as she was told, with a meek, "Yes, Daddy." She got to her knees on the kitchen floor, her only covering a frilly, pure-white apron.
With her shining eyes upturned, Celine slowly reached behind her back, plucking the strings of the knot around her neck.
Seth's mouth went dry as the top of the apron fell loosely around Celine's waist, revealing her firm, ripe tits in all their glory.
They were perfectly shaped D-cups, round and high on her chest, with big nipples that showed her submissive lust just as clearly as her pussy had, stiff and throbbing under Seth's hungry gaze. Celine pushed her chest forward, eagerly presenting her naked body to Seth's eyes. Her eyes simmered with eager affection, and, never breaking the electrifying eye contact, she leaned back against the kitchen counter behind her, slowly raising her hands in the air above her and crossing them at the wrists.
"I'm all yours Daddy," she purred, licking her glossy lips. "Use me."
That other side of Seth roared with approval. Something about Celine's teasing vulnerability drew him forward like a red cape to a bull. Celine made some primal instinct inside him want to conquer and control and possess. That powerful, dominant self inside knew exactly what to do. He reached over and grabbed Celine's wrists in a commanding grip.
Since their first blowjob, Seth had mainly contented himself with sitting back and letting Celine work her magic. He hadn't yet returned to the intensity of fucking her mouth.
But her soft, teasing, naked welcome had lit a fire in Seth. If Celine wanted to feel his cock, then he would give her exactly what she wanted.
Seth took his time, using his other hand to unzip and shed his pants and boxers, freeing his stiff cock. He teased his captive slut, rubbing the head of his cock over her blushing cheeks and soft, glossy lips. She stared up at him with reproachful eyes, practically panting with lust.
"Please," she whined, moving her head to try to capture Seth's cock in her slutty mouth. "Please give it to me, Daddy. I want it so bad"
With a wild, free feeling in his heart, Seth gave Celine what she wanted, plunging his short cock between Celeine's softly parted lips and pinning her head back against the countertop. This feeling drove him crazy with lust... With his cock pushing her back against the counter and her wrists trapped in his hand, Celine had placed herself completely at his mercy, begging for and welcoming his dominance.
Seth began thrusting, making obscene wet noises as he plundered the mouth of the woman crouching beneath him. His eyes feasted as Celine's bare tits bounced and jiggled with his savage rhythm, their stiff nipples swaying in time to his strokes. And the whole time, Celine stared up at him with wide, devoted eyes, her tongue licking and writhing against his invading cock. Just for a moment, Seth allowed himself to indulge in the dark, powerful emotions he usually tried to bury when he was with Celine.
It actually felt pretty good to have the arrogant, evil bitch that ruined his life serving him on her knees, now that he allowed himself to relish the scenario. Seth felt his cock tingle with pleasure as he thrust it again and again between Celine's soft lips. He knew that feeling of gloating revenge could be as corrosive as hatred, but her couldn't help it. He remembered Celine standing above him that horrible night at the club, her eyes alive with contempt as she mockingly claimed responsibility for his brutal cucking.
And now he was the one looking down, as the "pindick" Celine had mocked thoroughly fucked her hot wet mouth, her wrists were willingly surrendered to his control, and her big slutty tits wobbled and bounced from his deep, powerful strokes.
As he looked down at the pathetic, erotic scene, he couldn't help but see the subtle humping, grinding motion of Celine's hips. Shit, the slut was really getting off on having her face fucked by a guy who hated her. Seth felt like being generous today. He released Celine's hands and said. "Touch yourself. Show me. Show me how much it turns you on when I treat you like this. Cum for me."
Just a few weeks ago, he would have been too embarrassed to say something like that, but it felt appropriate, and his voice didn't falter. Celine was caught up in the moment too, and she let out a sloppy, appreciative moan around his pumping cock as her hands dropped between her thick spread thighs, eager to obey. Fresh sounds of liquid pleasure joined the ones made by Seth's cock pumping in and out of Celine's mouth. Celine's hands worked furiously beneath her apron as thick drops of female pleasure dripped down from her fingers to the kitchen floor. Dominated and dominator joined each other in mutual pleasure.
Seth could feel himself getting close. The sight of Celine submitting herself to him completely was just too erotic, especially when combined with the incredible feeling of her lips and tongue against his thrusting cock. But this time, he wasn't just going to send his cum neatly down her throat. Celine had awakened a powerful hunger for control and ownership inside him, and he intended to mark his territory.
Seth withdrew, reaching down to grasp his dripping cock. Celine stared up at him with a wide, excited smile, reading his wavelength precisely. She barely had time to open her mouth wide and stick out her tongue before Seth tipped over the edge of orgasm, spurting thick, hot ropes of cum all over her submissive face.
It was a massive rush, by far the most powerful and dominant Seth had ever felt. The thrill of painting the face of a beautiful woman with cum almost made Seth feel like he was going to pass out. He stumbled to the couch, laughing with euphoria as Celine remained crouched on the floor. Seth watched with fascination as Celine threw her sperm-drenched face back and closed her eyes. One hand continued to work frantically beneath the flimsy covering of her apron as the other rose to pinch and grope at her impressive breasts.
Seth had just cum, but even he couldn't deny it was a breathtakingly erotic sight. A stunningly beautiful woman, masturbating wildly and groping her stiff nipples, her face dripping with a thick load of cum. It was dirtier than most of the pornography he watched. And it was even better, because it wasn't just any sperm on Celine's beautiful, moaning face, it was his. He had done this, and it was he who was inspiring the slutty sounds poured from her throat.
Celine's moans, slightly hoarse from the punishment that he had given her throat, became louder and sweeter, filling his apartment with the sounds of a woman deep in the grip of lust. Her hips swirled and humped upward into her delicately flexing fingers, while the hand on her breasts grew rougher.



Seth watched in fascination as Celine whimpered and moaned, her thighs shaking in ecstasy as they clamped around her hand. A thrill went through his heart as he saw that she licked her lips in the moment of orgasm, purposefully tasting him to drive herself over the edge.
Celine collapsed back onto her butt for a moment, breathing heavily. Then her eyes flew open in shock and she rushed back to the stove, turning off the heat and swiftly removing the pan from the burner, muttering to herself in worry about how the meal might be burned.
Then, with a worried sigh, she turned back to Seth, his sperm still running in globs down her face. "Do you think that I could use your shower?" she asked with a wincing smile. "Just for a quick rinse..."
"Oh, um, yeah," said Seth. Now that the sexual moment had broken, he felt just the tiniest bit of guilt for plastering Celine's face with cum and ruining her makeup. "Go ahead."
Celine smiled at him and entered the bathroom. Seth heard the shower turn on a second later.
Seth wandered into the kitchen and looked down at the meal Celine had been preparing. It was some sort of beef in creamy pepper sauce.
Wait... he didn't have anything like this in his fridge. Had Celine brought these ingredients along with her?
...
Celine and Seth sat across from each other at his table, with Celine finally back in her clothes, her hair in damp ringlets around her shoulders.
She felt good, but not great. She had coached Seth through yet another deeply satisfying blowjob of the type that seemed to set her on fire, but the whole point of this exercise had been to entice Seth into sex, and on that front, the evening was a miserable failure. Celine really thought she had him when she bent over to give him his first good look at her pussy. It was a feature she was justly proud of, and she was sure that most men would have found themselves completely unable to resist.
Seth pushed away his empty plate, having polished off two helpings of steak au poivre. Celine set down her own fork, reading in Seth's grim expression that it was time for a serious conversation.
"This was... fun," said Seth in a clipped, serious voice, "But Celine, I don't think I can give you what you want."
Celine tilted her head curiously, her heart sinking a little. It seemed like, even after all her effort tonight, Seth couldn't or wouldn't soften toward her. "I-I'm not sure what you mean, Daddy," she protested with a simpering smile, "All I want is..."
"Enough of the Daddy stuff right now Celine," said Seth, cutting her off sharply. "That's fun when we're playing around, but I'm trying to have a serious conversation with you. Listen. I can tell that this isn't just about you loving to give blowjobs or something. You want me to have sex with you. You want me to like you."
Celine opened her mouth to deny it, but nothing came out. She looked down at her hands, feeling rawer and more vulnerable than she had in years.
"Celine," said Seth roughly, "There are hundreds of guys on campus. Guys that are taller than me. Stronger than me. Bigger than me. And most importantly, guys who don't hate you. Guys who don't hold a grudge against you. Go find one of them. Don't hurt me and yourself by chasing someone who can never forgive you."
This was the closest they had ever gotten to discussing the elephant in the room between them. The moment felt as fragile and sharp as broken glass. Seth looked ready to cry or yell at any moment. His words stung Celine deeply. She had hoped that by working so hard to please him, she had made some progress in winning him over, but now it seemed like she was as far away as ever.
But Celine was a stubborn woman, and she always got what she wanted in the end.
"If you don't care about me, then why would it hurt you to use me for blowjobs?" she asked with a crooked grin, ignoring the pricking of tears in the corners of her eyes.
Seth looked taken aback, his defensiveness pierced for a moment by surprise. "Oh... Well, I mean, I guess I was just trying to be nice," he said in a confused tone.
Celine shook her head with a sigh. "I said from the beginning that this is all about what you want Seth. If you don't want blowjobs anymore, that's your call. But don't worry about my fragile feminine heart. I'm a big girl and perfectly capable of deciding whose cum I want to swallow, thank you very much."
Seth wrinkled his eyebrows and gave her a searching look. It was as if he expected her to break down crying and confess her love. Well, honestly Celine might have considered doing that if she thought that would stand a chance of getting her what she wanted. But it was clear that choosing a different tact and throwing Seth off balance was the correct move here.
Seth cleared his throat and said, 'Well... I mean, as long as you understand I guess..."
Celine picked up her soda and took a steadying drink, leaning back and crossing her legs. "And Have you been keeping up your end of the bargain?" she asked with cool amusement. "Did you stop jerking off to porn?"
Seth had tried to match Celine in taking a sip of his drink and had to cough and splutter to avoid choking. But when he had recovered, he sheepishly admitted, "Ummm, yeah. I... I haven't been jerking off at all recently."
Celine smiled politely while internally she cheered. Seth could protest as much as he wanted, but such a big lifestyle change undoubtedly meant that she had had a major influence on him, if only sexually.
"Good!" she said with satisfaction. "Remember, now that you have me, you don't need any of that nasty internet stuff anymore. This seems like it working for both of us. Why question a good thing?"
Seth still looked reluctant, but nodded slowly. "Yeah... Yeah, you're right. Maybe I'm overthinking it."
Celine's brain was working a mile a minute as they cleared the dishes and began working on her homework. That's right, she thought, you've been overthinking this so far, Seth. Don't let your thoughts get in the way. Deep inside, your heart knows who you should be with.
...
Late that night, Seth lay in bed, tossing and turning. Maybe he had been a little harsh with Celine... But during the blowjob today he had felt a spark of connection between them that made him uncomfortable. She needed to understand that he just wasn't interested in that kind of relationship, no matter how harsh that message sounded.
But that wasn't the only thing he was thinking about. The searing images of Celine's bare, soaking wet pussy and her firm tits haunted his mind. He was uncomfortably aroused, a feeling that he was almost becoming normal to him.
He would normally just watch some porn and blow off some steam... but he had promised Celine that he wouldn't. Maybe it was silly to even care about an unenforceable promise like that, but somehow Seth felt like it was vital. Like he had somehow gotten free blowjobs through magic, and if he broke the terms, the spell would be broken.
And no matter how he tried to play it off to Celine like he didn't care at all, Seth definitely didn't want their arrangement to end.
Suddenly, he heard his phone buzz.
He reached for it and saw a text from Celine.
[I'm so happy that you've been a good boy and stopped watching porn! But I am sure it can get a little lonely and frustrating on the days we don't see each other. So I've decided to send you a little inspiration... something you can jerk off to with my blessing. Enjoy big boy. Try not to overindulge too much: I still want you eager and full of energy next time I see you. XOXO]
A blurred picture link came through. The type that would notify Celine if he opened it to view the picture. Seth didn't particularly want Celine to know how much he had started to lust for her, but right now he wasn't strong enough to resist.
Seth tapped the picture, and a big stupid grin spread over his face.
It was an artful, well-composed photo of Celine lying sprawled in flowing white sheets, her tall tan body naked and practically glowing with warmth and life. One hand was demurely slipped between her thighs to cover her pussy, but her luscious tits were on full display, pushed together slightly by the position of her arms and topped with stiff, aroused pink nipples.
Celine wore an expression of sultry invitation, with her sharp white teeth just barely indenting her lower lip in a mild tease. Her sexily disheveled hair fell over one eye, leaving only one luminous blue orb to eye-fuck the camera.
Seth began to jerk off without even thinking about it. As he did, his phone buzzed again and again.
More and more blurred pictures flooded in. He should really show restraint; if he opened too many, it would be obvious to Celine how thirsty he was. He would just open one or two. Just to see if Celine went further and further with each photo.
He could stop any time he wanted.
...
A few weeks later...
Celine stared up into Seth's eyes as she slowly ran her tongue up the underside of his cock. Seth's eyes locked on to her as well, full of heat and some other emotion that was difficult to read. This was the norm for their encounters most of the time. Seth would sit back and watch with obvious fascination as she humbly served him.
It was hot, but not as hot as that time when he had taken charge and really dominated her. Unfortunately, it seemed like that mood only struck him rarely, so Celine was content with sucking his cute cock and swallowing his cum.
Well, mostly content. She didn't seem to be getting any closer to her ultimate goal. Seth, despite his stubbornness, had warmed up to her a little. It was hard to be stony and grim toward a girl who submissively sucked your cock twice a week. But he didn't want sex. Or, maybe more accurately, he did want sex but refused to compromise on his decision to dislike her. He also stubbornly refused to make emotional connections with her of any kind. Sometimes he could be drawn into small talk, but if Seth felt like he was being led into a deeper conversation, He coldly shut it down every time.
Sometimes, Celine wondered if Seth was right about this whole thing not being worth the trouble. This was by far the most effort she had ever put into pursuing a man, and she had very little to show for it. But the thought of just giving up and admitting defeat... Letting Seth go when she wanted him so badly... She couldn't do it. Just a little more, she was sure, and he would crack.
On the bright side, Seth was now totally addicted to Celine's naked body. He would order her to strip before every blowjob, and sometimes ask her to show herself off while he masturbated as a prelude to their oral sex. And every time that Celine sent Seth nudes, he would open every single one, despite grumbling that she didn't need to send him any more now that he had a folder full of them.
Celine simply had to find some way to bridge the gap between them. Seth couldn't escape her forever.
Seth finished quickly tonight, a bit disappointingly to Celine. She felt like she had a much better chance of tempting him into sex on the nights when it took him longer to cum. The issues had become synonymous in Celine's mind: she was positive that once they had sex, Seth would finally drop this silly "stress relief" facade and they would start dating for real.
"Oh!" said Seth as he rebuttoned his pants, "Before I forget. I'm not going to make it to our next meeting. We can reschedule if there's another time that works for you this week, but I have something going on and I won't be able to make it."
"Sure," said Celine, putting her bra back on with swift, confident movements, "I could do Thursday instead if you're free. Why? What do you have going on?"
Seth gave her a wry look, obviously reluctant to share more about his personal life but recognizing that he was the one imposing on Celine with the schedule change. Finally, he sighed and gave in. "I have an interview for an internship I applied for. It's pretty important. If I get it, It could set me up for life."
Oh. That certainly did sound important. Celine suddenly felt a rush of protectiveness. She wanted Seth to succeed at this opportunity that was so important to him. Seth was smart, Celine knew that, and as far as she could tell, he knew his subject area well. But there were a few areas that he could use a little help in.
"What are you going to wear to the interview?" she asked, her voice a little muffled by the shirt she was pulling over her head.
Seth gave her a bewildered look. Clearly he hadn't even thought about the question.
"Uhhh, I guess just something nice looking," he said slowly, his brow wrinkling a little as he considered the issue for the first time.
Oh Lord. It was a good thing that Celine was here to give him a hand. Who knew how badly he would have shot himself in the foot otherwise?
Celine sighed lightly as she buttoned her pants and said, "Show me."
Seth scoffed. "Celine, look, I appreciate the concern, but I can dress myself."
Celine raised an eyebrow, looking down at him from her towering six-foot height as he lounged on the couch. "You would agree that I have a better fashion sense than you, right? That's not being unfair?" she asked cooly.
Seth rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. "Yeah, sure. You dress well. But I can look nice when it's important."
Celine put her hands on her hips. "Then it wouldn't hurt to get a second opinion, would it? How you dress is essential for giving a good first impression, Seth. And first impressions are everything in an interview. What's the harm? The worst that could happen is you disagree with me and wear whatever you were going to wear anyway."
Seth grimaced and got a stubborn look on his face... but eventually shrugged with a look of bad grace. "Fine," he said heavily, "But I think you're making a bigger deal out of this than it really is."
He led her into his bedroom (still a place that Celine was usually barred from entering) and started rooting through a disorganized closet. Celine watched with increasingly difficult-to-hide amusement as Seth realized in real time that maybe he didn't have a good plan for what to wear after all. It was kind of adorable: like he was some kind of absent-minded genius. He was definitely in need of a feminine touch. One that Celine was more than happy to provide.
"So, uh," said Seth, looking more embarrassed by the minute, "I guess I'll wear this shirt." He threw a ratty old striped polo that he probably hadn't worn since high school down on the bed. He saw the face Celine couldn't help but make and defensively said "I mean, I'll wash it first of course." Then he selected a wrinkled pair of khakis and threw them down next to the inadequate shirt. "And, I guess these pants, after I find a way to iron them."
Celine gave the outfit a withering look, then turned back to Seth.
"No."
Seth looked like he wanted to argue back, but looked down at the outfit himself and deflated. "Ugh. Ok, fine. You're right. This isn't going to work. I should have thought about this earlier. So... Well... Thanks, I guess."
Celine felt a thrill of warm satisfaction in her heart. Seth was very reluctant to show gratitude to her usually. It was a further thaw between them. "We can skip our meeting on Thursday as well and go and get you a more suitable outfit," she said firmly.
Seth made a face, tossing the polo and pants back into his closet. "Celine, no. I can just go out on my own and..."
Celine cut him off. "Just like you could dress yourself on your own? Come on Seth. We already agreed that I know more about clothes than you. I know you don't want to hang out with me, but why refuse when it's for something this important? Don't be stubborn. Grit your teeth and get through it."
Seth's face was hard and annoyed, and for a moment, Celine thought she had pushed him too far. Then he turned and gestured her out of his room. "Fine," he said flatly, facing away from her, "You're right. I need the help. We can meet up here on Thursday and go together. Now let's get to work on your latest lab."
Celine carefully concealed her look of gloating triumph as they settled in to work on her homework.
She had finally done it. She and Seth had a date.
...
"I don't know, Celine, I mean, they look good, but I'm not sure that we need more options," said Seth as Celine placed more clothes on the growing pile in his arms, "Besides, I don't think I'm going to wear shorts to the interview no matter how good they look."
"Well," said Celine in a distracted voice, pulling a slim-cut pair of chinos off of a rack and eying them critically, "You never can tell what will strike you in the dressing room."
Seth was starting to think this whole thing was a bad idea. He had already felt a little uncomfortable going shopping with Celine in the first place. It felt oddly intimate. A breach in the wall he had kept up between them.
And even worse, it became clear immediately that Celine intended to take charge of this particular outing. When Seth suggested they find a nice polo shirt at a thrift store, Celine actually snorted with laughter. Instead, she called them a ride share to an upscale men's fashion store that Seth had never heard of, let alone shopped at. He could already feel the pain in his wallet just looking at the sleek modern design of the store.
Apparently, the burgundy chinos in her hands didn't meet Celine's exacting standards, she set them back on the rack with a firm click. "That's good enough for the first round," she said crisply, impatiently waving him forward as she strode toward the changing room. Seth frowned. "First round?" he asked irritably, then hurried after Celine. Well, he would just pick a pair of pants and a shirt and tell Celine that none of the rest of them fit.
Seth hurried into the changing rooms in a rush, eager to be done with the outing. But when he turned, he was shocked to see Celine coming in after him, looking over her shoulder to make sure that no one saw her enter while swiftly closing the door behind her.
"What are you doing here?" hissed Seth, scandalized, "Go back outside!"
Celine met his disbelief with baffled confusion of her own. "This is faster. What, do you want to come out of the changing room and show me the fit every time?" she asked incredulously, with a raised eyebrow.
"I don't want to change in front of you!" said Seth angrily, tossing the pile of clothes down on the bench with a huff.
Celine crossed her arms with an exasperated look. "Seth, I've had your cock in my mouth a dozen times by now. I think we are past the level of shyness."
Seth blushed as Celine's observation brought him up short. She did have a point. Seth had seen Celine naked over and over, and Celine could probably pick his cock out of a line-up by mouthfeel alone. It was defensive embarrassment that finally made Seth wordlessly pull his shirt up over his head. It was only after he stood shirtless, breathing hard with conflicted emotions, that he realized that this would be the first time that Celine saw him naked.
It seemed strange, but it was true. Sure, she had seen his legs and penis when she gave him blowjobs, but the rest of him always stayed safely clothed.
For some reason, his mind flashed back to the video that Celine once cruelly sent him. Of Tom, chiseled muscular body looking like a tanned Greek God reclining in bed. In comparison, he felt small, weak, and inadequate. He watched with an odd bitter feeling swelling inside him as Celine regarded him with calm blue eyes, unapologetically taking in his shirtless form. He knew Celine had been with a lot of men before. He was certain that in comparison he was utterly unimpressive.
The tension between them grew until it was too much for him. "Laugh!" he suddenly snapped, lashing out at her wordless scrutiny. 'That's what you want to do, right? Laugh at the scrawny little nerd and his tiny, weak body? Well, go ahead. I already know that's what you're doing on the inside."



Celine's eyes widened, then she tilted her head with a confused smile. "That's what you think of me? Hmmmm." She approached with her hands held behind her back, her eyes glinting with playful curiosity. "Is that what I see? A scrawny nerd?" Her French accent was growing stronger, a habit she had when being flirty. It always made Seth aroused in spite of himself, although he would never admit it.
Celine made a show of looking at him closely from every angle as he scowled at her in bewilderment. She got close enough that Seth felt goosebumps rise from the soft puffs of her breath on the bare skin of his chest. "Nooo," said Celine with a giggle, "I think not. I see muscles!"
Seth scoffed, although hot blood stained his cheeks as the compliment hit home. "Well, that's just because I have no body fat," he protested.
Celine nodded solemnly. "Yes, a little time in the gym would make them bigger, but that doesn't mean they don't look nice now. A such great skin too! What product do you use?"
Seth shook his head. 'Product? Noting I guess. Just body wash."
"Naturally good skin," murmured Celine in appreciation, her fingers softly tracing along Seth's back and sending shivers up his spine. Celine stood in front of him once again with a fire burning in her eyes. 'Take the pants off too," she commanded sternly.
Seth felt trapped between humiliation and pleasure. As much as he resisted feeling close to Celine, her words were a balm to his bruised ego. But he couldn't quite believe that her words were sincere. Feeling piercing, exquisite awkwardness, Seth tugged his pants off, standing in only his boxers.
Celine's eyes flicked up and down Seth's body in an avid assessment. "The boxers too," she insisted, practically licking her lips.
"No," said Seth forcefully, surprising even himself.
"I want to see everything," pushed Celine, her eyes earnest as they locked onto his.
"Why?" demanded Seth, "So you can see how short I am? So you can really get a good look at my pathetic 'pindick' in the light of day? I don't want you to see me naked, Celine."
He stood for a moment, breathing hard, his mind roiling in turmoil.
"I... I don't want anyone to see me naked," he admitted, his voice cracking.
Now Celine's expression was one of gentle concern. "Why not, Mon Beau?" she asked tenderly. She had never used the term of endearment before, but it flowed from her mouth so naturally that Seth didn't question it in the moment. "I don't think of you that way. Who told you those horrible things about yourself?"
Seth felt a swell of anger and frustration and secret, desperate longing. "You did," he said in a dull, sullen voice. "You said that Nina didn't need a worthless, pindick nerd like me."
They never discussed what had happened between them before Seth became her tutor. Celine looked shocked, then guilty, then her face hardened into determination. She strode forward into she was standing right above Seth. "So," she said in a low, sultry tone that caught Seth off-guard, "You'll believe anything I say about you? Well then... let me give you an updated assessment." Her exotic French accent was becoming thicker, more beguiling, drawing Seth in and pulling him out of her defensive anger.
Before Seth knew what was happening, Celine reached down and tugged his boxers down his thighs, revealing his small, flaccid cock. He yelped in surprise and tried to cover it, but Celine deftly batted his hand away.
Celine dipped her head to Seth's ear and her soft, gentle fingers began teasing and touching his penis, which began to rapidly swell to her touch, stiffening despite his reluctance. "When I look at you..." she whispered sweetly, "I see a man. A handsome, strong man. How do they say? A 'short king'?" She chuckled warmly. Her voice now dripped with a strong French accent. It was clear now that Celine knew exactly how much Seth enjoyed her accent: she was playing it up for his benefit. "Whoever told you that a man needs to be seven feet tall and bulging with muscles, Mon Beau?" she asked softly, her fingers swirling and teasing Seth's cock, which was already aching with desire, "It isn't true. If only you knew how much I want you, Seth, you would never doubt your looks again."
This was a totally new experience for him. He had grown used to Celine being naked and submissive to him. Now, he was the one who was nude and vulnerable. But her gentle warmth somehow washed away his fear. "And as for this cock of yours," said Celine in a sultry purr, her hand fully grasping his cock for the first time to emphasize her point, "You have to remember that when I said that awful, untrue thing, I hadn't even seen it yet. I'm in love with your beautiful cock."
Seth closed his eyes and gulped heavily, soaking in Celine's soft, loving voice and the feeling of her hands on his cock. His wounded heart struggled to believe what she was saying, no matter how much he wanted to.
"So well formed. So manly and hard for me when I want it," she panted in his ear, her hand moving up and down his cock in slow, tight strokes, "It isn't too small. It's perfect. The perfect size, the perfect shape. Exactly the cock I want. The cock I can't stop dreaming about."
Seth wanted to lash out again in reply. If what she was saying was true, then why did Nina leave him for a man who was bigger? But he ached for her words to be true. Instead of the sour retort he planned, her heard the choked word, "Really?" burst from his mouth.
"Oh, Mon Beau," sighed Celine in his ear, "How can I prove it to you? How can I make you understand how I feel when I see you?" Suddenly, a soft, delighted chuckle bubbled up from her throat.
"Actually, hold on, I can think of one way..." Seth heard a rustle and opened his eyes to see Celine wriggling out of her panties, gracefully stepping out of them and clutching her silky black thong in one hand.
"Here," she said in a smokey voice, her hand never breaking its slow pumping rhythm on his cock, "Let me show you how your perfect cock makes me feel..." Her other hand reached down and took Seth's hand in hers. Slowly, she pulled it toward her, between her luscious thighs... beneath her short, pure-white tennis skirt.
Seth felt his cock twitch involuntarily in Celine's grip. This was breaking down a barrier that Seth had so far maintained. Celine sucked and stroked his cock all the time, but her had never touched her pussy at all. Seth had insisted to himself and Celine that this relationship was all about his sexual needs, and he had no interest in reciprocation. But with his heart thudding in his ears and his mouth suddenly dry, right now Seth could think of nothing he wanted more than to feel and explore the tight pink pussy that Celine loved to tease him with.
Would it be going too far? Seth had a moment to think as Celine pulled his hand inexorably forward, the cloth of her skirt brushing lightly over his fingers. Well... just touching with his hand wasn't the same as sex. It wouldn't be breaking his word. And besides, the incessant pleasure from his cock and the sweet words that Celine had poured into his ear made it hard to resist.
Celine shuddered and gasped as Seth's fingers made contact with her pussy for the first time. Seth managed to keep from making a sound, but his pleasure wasn't far behind hers. Celine's pussy was hot, dripping wet, and buttery smooth to the touch. She was so deeply aroused that Seth's fingers slipped inside her slick depths with barely any pressure at all, feeling her wet heat leaking down his fingers. Seth realized that, inexplicably, Celine had been telling the truth. She wasn't just blowing him out of some sense of guilt or for a twisted game only she understood.
Celine was genuinely deeply aroused by him. It didn't seem possible, but, just like Celine had planned, the evidence was hard to deny. Seth had no idea how it would even be possible for Celine to fake this level of arousal.
Celine's voice was a needy hiss in his ear, "You see now, Mon Beau? Ma pauvre petite chatte est si excitée par toi..." Seth didn't know the language, but Celine's meaning was unmistakable. Her hips lightly ground against his fingers, pushing them deeper. Seth instinctively crooked and rubbed his fingers in response, feeling Celine's horny pussy pulse around them. Celine made a soft liquid moan of appreciation. She passed her silky panties to the hand stroking Seth's cock, and suddenly, the wet, warm silk was gliding up and down the length of his penis, providing incredible, mindblowing friction to the handjob.
"Your cock is so perfect in my mouth," said Celine in a moaning whine, never breaking the rhythm of her hand on Seth's cock as her hips hump faster and stronger on his hand, 'But that isn't where I want it, Daddy. I want it right here, where it belongs. Please... Please, Seth..."
But if Celine was hoping to convince him right then and there, she was too late. The emotional catharsis of learning Celine was truly attracted to him, coupled with the silky handjob and the feeling of her wet pussy grinding against his hand sent Seth quickly over the edge. He let out a shuddering breath as he filled Celine's panties with a thick load of cum. As he rode the waves of his orgasm, Celine held him close and stroked his hair, whispering softly, "Oui, laissez-le sortir. Laissez tout sortir pour moi..." Seth once again had no idea what she was saying, but he loved her beautiful soft voice and her supportive tone.
Seth took a deep breath when he had finished, and gently but firmly disengaged from Celine's hug. He felt a little guilty... It was clear that Celine hadn't orgasmed in the encounter. But if she was upset about it, she didn't show it. Celine flashed him a smile as she pulled a ziplock bag out of her purse, sealed her soiled thong inside, and tucked it away.
Seth snorted in amusement, Celine getting past his guard once again despite himself. "Did you seriously bring an emergency baggie in case I came in your panties?" he asked, holding back a laugh.
Celine gave him a mock-serious glare. "Not just for that! A plastic bag has a lot of uses!" She winked at him with a cheeky grin. "But I won't pretend that the thought didn't cross my mind!" Her French accent had returned to its light subtlety. She waved her hands at the pile of clothes waiting to be tried on.
"Now enough fun, Mon Beau, time to get to work," she said crisply, keeping the affectionate new term of endearment.
Seth decided to let it slide. Just this once.
...
Celine brought the "maybe pile" of clothes up to the register along with the shirt and pants that Seth had agreed to. She had left Seth in the changing room, redressing in his street clothes. She had to be quick: if he found out what she was doing, he would get upset and demand she stop.
"Ring it all up please," she said with a polite smile.
Yes, Seth would probably need a little convincing to accept the gift of a new wardrobe. But Celine thought that she would be able to convince him. They had made a huge breakthrough today. She could tell.
She considered the purchase an investment in the improvement of her future boyfriend. She loved a lot of things about Seth, but his fashion sense could use a woman's touch, and not just for his upcoming interview.
Celine looked over her shoulder and saw that Seth had emerged from the changing rooms, adjusting his clothes and looking around for her in confusion. But he was too late. The cashier had finished ringing up the pile of clothes. With a satisfied smile, Celine pulled out the black credit card her stepfather had given her and handed it across the counter. Might as well get something positive out of that asshole.
Seth had finally noticed what she was doing and was hurrying over, his eyebrows already pulling down into his usual cranky expression. Celine prepared for another argument with a bottomless fondness in her heart for the complicated little man she had come to care so much about.
...
A week later...
Seth woke with the cold morning light of early spring streaming through his window.
He wasn't sure exactly what time it was. He had already made the decision to skip his classes for the day, so had turned his alarm off.
When he picked up his phone to check, a cheerful little greeting stared up at him from his lock screen:
"Happy Birthday, Seth!" Complete with a little cartoon slice of cake with a candle. Seth swiped it away and put a weary hand over his eyes.
Well, he could either mope around at home or go out and mope around... Of the two, maybe leaving the house would be a little less depressing.
He got up and opened his closet, his lips thinning in suppressed annoyance as he saw the new clothes that Celine had forced on him. It was ridiculous how she thought she could buy his affection, honestly. The only reason he had accepted the clothes in the end was that Celine had sworn with a defiant look in her eyes that she would burn them if Seth forced her to take them back.
Seth had sworn in return that he would donate them to charity. But he had been too lazy to get around to it.
And he had to admit that the clothes looked good on him.
He pulled on some of the new wardrobe and left his apartment, walking out into the city with no particular destination in mind.
The day was grey and depressing enough to match his mood, and Seth didn't bother to pull up his hood as he walked aimlessly down toward campus. It wasn't really that big of a deal. Just another day really. He would probably get a call around dinner time from his busy, but affectionate parents, and maybe his older sister if she remembered.
But he didn't think he still had any friends that would bother to celebrate with him here at college. His friends had either sided with Nina in their breakup, joined Nina in the twisted "harem" she had with Tom, or became burned out on Seth's bitterness and depression. He didn't expect anyone to reach out.
But that was the same as every day. That wasn't why Seth was feeling down. The real problem was that it was around this same time last year that he and Nina had first gotten together.
It had seemed like a miracle. For a lonely, nerdy guy like Seth who had been woefully unsuccessful at dating in high school, Nina seemed heaven-sent. She was beautiful, sweet, and had a lot of the same hobbies as him.
He had felt like such a stud when he asked Nina out after anime club and she said yes. The other guys had practically burned a hole in him with their jealous, hateful stares. They had their first date just a few days before his birthday, right at the awkward time when they weren't dating yet, but they were interested enough that it felt strange for Nina not to get him anything.
So Nina had shyly presented him with a hand-drawn comic about them on his birthday last year in her amateurish, but endearing art style. God, he probably had the comic stashed in his closet somewhere. he told himself he was going to find it and throw it out when he got home.
He knew that he probably wouldn't.
Seth looked up to see that he was in front of the coffee shop that he and Nina used to frequent. He realized from the soreness of his legs and the chill in his body that he had already been walking for a few hours without realizing it. He hadn't been back here since they broke up. The cafe had really been Nina's favorite rather than his.
Seth weighed going inside. He could probably use something warm. And it was just another place after all. Just a business. He didn't have to make it all about her.
But as he looked in the window, hesitating, Seth's blood ran cold.
He only saw her from the back. Maybe it wasn't even her: there were probably dozens of slim girls with long, shining black hair on campus. But Seth knew exactly who it was. Even seeing her from the back on the other side of a window made Seth's insides roil will longing and hatred and shame. He wanted to march inside and yell at her. He wanted to get on his knees and beg her to take him back. His lovely, traitorous, evil angel. This was why he had been forced to delete all his social media, just on the off chance he would catch a glimpse of her again and be struck by this horrible pain.
He couldn't handle it. He was nearly a wreck even seeing her this far removed. But as Seth stood frozen outside on the sidewalk, staring into the warm coffee shop, wracked with emotions, he saw something even worse.
Tom. Even though Seth had only seen him in person once, Tom's chiseled face was seared permanently into his memory. He was walking toward the table with two steaming mugs. Nina noticed Tom approaching and looked up, her head turning to the side.
Seth turned away, his eyes blurring. He couldn't watch. Couldn't see the expression on her face as she saw the man she had chosen.
Seth stumbled away into the wet, cold afternoon, more directionless than ever.
...
Seth was in such a self-pitying mood that he wasn't even sure what he did after that. He knew that he sat on a park bench for a while, and wandered through an industrial part of town that he usually didn't go to.
By the time he reached his apartment again, it was getting dark and his stomach was growling. He had been in such a bad mood he had skipped lunch altogether.
He thought he probably had some leftovers from the last time Celine cooked for him. Celine. The thought of her caused a pang of strange mixed emotions. Warmth and annoyance, longing and hatred. She was the reason that he was in this emotional turmoil... but she was also one of the only bright spots in his life recently.
The thought of calling her and inviting her over crossed his mind. He knew she would come. And it would probably make him feel better. But he couldn't do it. Calling someone and begging them to hang out on your birthday was just too pathetic. It would be better to spend the night in this grim funk and try to feel better tomorrow.
His keys rattled in the lock and he slouched into his cold, dark apartment, already thinking about the bottle of vodka that had been gathering dust in his cupboard. He paused as he entered the living room. Sniffed.
Why did it smell so good in here? Almost like freshly baked...
The lights flicked on. "Surprise!" squealed Celine, making excited little hops in place and biting her lip in satisfaction at the look of shock on Seth's face. He gawped around for a moment in incomprehension. Celine had strung up some tasteful blue and cream streamers and balloons around his living room. On the table stood a cake, elaborately frosted, with the message "Happy Birthday, Seth!" in blue on the top.
Celine moved closer, touching him lightly on his shoulder and giving him a warm smile. "Happy Birthday, Mon Beau. I was worried for a moment that you had decided to go out all night! But you arrived just in time. The Cassoulet has just finished I think, and, as you can see... cake for dessert!"
Unlike the last time Celine had surprised him at home, she wasn't hypersexualized today. Her gorgeous hair was pulled up into a loose, casual ponytail and she wore an oversized button-up shirt rolled up to her elbows with long, loose-legged pants. She looked warm, domestic, and welcoming.
A sight for sore eyes.
Seth gulped, trying to resist becoming choked up. Calling someone to beg them to hang out on your birthday? Pathetic. But having someone who cared enough to throw a surprise party? That he was happy to accept. Even if it was Celine. He felt an unexpected release of tension inside himself. he realized that, despite his insistence that it didn't matter, the fact that no one cared about his birthday had been eating him up inside.
Celine seemed to read his emotions and gave him a concerned smile. "There there, Seth. Enough of that. Your birthday should be happy! Come on now. Let's eat, talk, and have fun."
Cassoulet turned out to be some sort of bean stew. Although Seth had never heard of it, it was delicious. For once, Seth allowed himself to be drawn into a light, fun conversation with Celine. They got onto the topic of favorite TV shows. Celine kept bringing up French language dramas and Seth kept talking about classic science fiction shows and anime, but neither of them knew what the other was talking about (except Celine was vaguely aware of Star Trek). But despite that, they were soon laughing and joking between bites of food.



Suddenly, Seth paused with his fork halfway to his lips. "Wait..." he said with a look of suspicion. "How did you even get in here to set this up?"
Celine gave a guilty grimace and mumbled... "Ah. I maaaay have borrowed your apartment key and had a copy made."
Seth's mouth fell open. The moment hung on a knife's edge. Then he burst out laughing. "Oh my God!" he managed to get out, red-faced and wheezing, "That is so fucking creepy!"
Celine's face was a hilarious mixture of offended and relieved. "It is not!" she protested. "I just wanted to throw you a surprise party, and this was the only way! It's not like I'm sneaking in to sleep next to you or something."
Seth pointed an accusing finger at her with a lopsided grin, "But you thought about it, didn't you?"
Celine crossed her arms and looked away with a pout. "I have no idea what you're talking about," she insisted, but giggles were bubbling up from inside her as well as she refused to meet Seth's eyes.
Seth shook his head with a smile. Taking his key was probably crossing the line. In another context, Seth would probably see it as a violation. But tonight, when Celine had given him just what he needed, it was hard to be mad. He should actually show some gratitude, even if it might encourage Celine too much.
"Thanks, Celine," he said solemnly, looking her right in her big, beautiful eyes, "This was one of the best presents I've ever gotten."
Celine tilted her head in confusion. "Present?" She asked incredulously, "This isn't your present, Mon Beau." She got up and went to the kitchen, returning with a gift wrapped in colorful paper. It was large, rectangular, and flat. Seth eyed it with reluctant excitement. 'You really didn't have to," he protested, giving Celine an exasperated look.
She waved away his protests with an airy hand. "Don't start that again Seth. I spend my money how I please, and I wanted to make your birthday special. Open it, please. I would be terribly insulted if you refused." Seth sighed and gave in. It was his birthday after all. If he couldn't accept gifts now, when could he? Besides, he felt like he owed Celine something for her effort, and accepting a birthday gift was the least he could do.
He tore the wrapping paper off the flat, heavy object to reveal a large framed poster. He recognized it instantly: it was the release poster for an obscure sci-fi anime movie from the late 80s that he was a fan of. Scions of the Endless Sky. Well, the main reason he recognized it right away was that he owned this exact same poster. It was hanging up in the short entry hallway near the front door. But the gift was still welcome. This was a larger, more professional printing than the poster he had, and he assumed that the framing hadn't been cheap either.
He smiled fondly down at the poster, tracing his fingers over the glass. Then stopped. There were some sort of black markings scrawled over the bottom of the poster. It almost looked like...
He looked up, dumbfounded. "Celine, who signed this poster?" he asked sharply.
"Well I hope it was the director," said Celine with a shrug, leaning back in her chair with a faint smug smile, "Because otherwise, the seller was lying to me. But I can't read Japanese, so I couldn't tell you for certain."
Seth set the poster down gingerly and put a hand to his forehead, trying to regain his composure. "Celine..." he said, bewildered, "Shoji Hanamura is dead. Something signed by him is... well it's practically..."
"Priceless?" asked Celine with a giggle. "That's what the seller was trying to tell me. He said it might be the only original theater poster with the director's signature in the world. But I think he just wanted to see how far he could drive up the price."
Seth's eyes were glued to the poster. "I can't accept this, Celine," he said, but his heart wasn't in it. Seth, to his very core, was a nerd, and an avid collector besides. This, by far, was the coolest piece of memorabilia that he had ever seen in person, let alone owned. Even if it was a ridiculously extravagant gift, even if accepting it might give Celine the impression that she could buy his affection... he just didn't think he would be able to resist accepting.
Celine reached over and put her hand over his, a warm, supportive gesture. "Go hang it up," she said with an encouraging smile. Seth smiled back. He woke up this morning thinking this was going to be the worst day of his year so far, but somehow Celine of all people had turned it around completely. His steadfast, frozen, stubborn opinion of her shifted just the tiniest bit as he jumped up and rooted through his closet for the hammer he was sure he had left there.
The tiniest of cracks were starting to appear in his armor, bit by bit, without him fully realizing it.
After ten minutes of careful consideration and placement, Seth beamed in pride at his new poster. It still seemed like a lot for a gift, but he had to admit that it looked fucking amazing. He headed back to the living room to thank Celine.
He found he lying back in on the couch in a tempting pose, fully naked and her eyes half-lidded with lust. She had set the cake on the table next to her, and as Seth watched, she reached over, took a little frosting on the tip of a slim finger, and performatively licked it clean.
"I was thinking that it was time for a little dessert," she said in a smokey voice, one hand idly playing with a stiff pink nipple as her luminous eyes captured his. "What do you think, Mon Beau? Want to feed me my favorite snack?"
Seth felt a surge of hot, wild lust, instantly bringing his cock to throbbing life. After his positive bonding with Celine this evening, he didn't feel any hesitance or conflict this time, just a deep urge to connect further with the beautiful woman who was so thoughtful and kind... who looked so fucking hot lying naked on his couch.
Celine rose gracefully to a sitting position as he approached, smiling eagerly as she unbuttoned his pants and tugged them down his hips. Soon she was in the position that both of them had come to love, looking up with adoring eyes as Seth, holding his hard cock in her hand, preparing to give him one of her mindblowing blowjobs.
Celine reached over and swiped another glob of frosting from her carefully prepared cake, then, with a wicked smile, she brought it over and smeared the sweet, creamy treat over the swollen head of Seth's cock.
"Happy birthday again, Seth," she said sweetly, extending her pink tongue to teasingly lick at the frosting on his cock. "Shall I sing to you? Ah, better yet, I can hum. I think my mouth will be much too... occupied for singing in a moment."
Seth looked down at the beautiful woman beneath him and felt a sudden pang of guilt. He really hadn't treated Celine very well, had he? Despite the unforgivable things she had done in the past, she had worked hard to be nice to him, and he had been consistantly ungrateful to her. Even if he couldn't fully forgive and accept her, it was pretty fucking selfish of him to accept endless sexual favors from her without ever paying her back.
Seth hesitated. He couldn't believe he was about to do this... but it was his birthday. A special occasion. Surely Celine would recognize that this was a one-time thing if he indulged her a little.
"Wait," said Seth, still not sure as he said if he could go through with what he had planned. "I'm the birthday boy, right?" he asked in a voice that was suddenly shaking with adrenaline. "Doesn't that mean that I get to eat first?"
Shit. Why was he so nervous all of a sudden?
Celine looked shocked as Seth slowly dropped to his knees, his frosting-smeared cock still throbbing between his legs. He knelt in front of Celine's toned, tan thighs as she sat on the couch... then he reached up and slowly spread them with firm hands, a determined look in his eyes.
"Oh! Mon Beau!" gasped Celine with barely restrained delight, her thighs eagerly spreading for his hands, revealing her glistening, aroused pussy. "A-are you sure?"
"I'm sure," said Seth, feeling anything but. "It's only fair. How many blowjobs have you given me now? And this wonderful evening. I... I want to pay you back." Celine's pussy looked as smooth and tight and inviting as ever, but for some reason he felt uneasy.
Seth brought his face closer. He could smell the faint musk of Celine's feminine arousal...
And suddenly a horrible memory slammed into him like a ton of bricks. Nina kneeling above his face with a twisted look of triumph on her face. Her swollen pussy lowering onto his lips.
A rank, salty taste on his writhing, oblivious tongue.
Seth turned aside, physically pushing himself back from Celine's pussy, unable to look at it. Celine was immediately concerned. "Seth? What's wrong?" she asked plaintively, reaching out to touch his shoulder. Seth flinched, scrambling to his feet and pacing, feeling anger and sorrow crash over him wave after wave.
"I..." he said, facing away, unable to look at Celine, "I can't." That was all there was to it. Maybe he was stupid for thinking he could heal that easily.
Celine caught the raw emotion in his voice and slumped a little on the couch. "Would you like me to leave?" she asked in a small, defeated voice.
Seth was about to say yes... but he couldn't bring himself to do it. Even in his swirl of dark emotions, he was just too nice of a person to send away the woman who had arranged this delightful evening. "No," he said heavily, leaning wearily on the wall and pulling his pants back up over his deflated, sticky cock, "Please stay... just... could you get dressed?"
Celine hurried to obey. "Of course," she turned to Seth with a look of deep concern in her eyes. "Seth... why don't we go for a walk? Maybe it would help to clear your head."
Seth couldn't help but let out a bitter laugh. His long walk earlier today certainly hadn't helped him. But after a moment of reflection, he shrugged. It couldn't make things any worse.
"Sure," he said dully, "Why not?"
...
Celine gave Seth a worried, sidelong glance as they walked side by side through the cold, dark night. His hands were stuffed roughly into his pockets, and his face was a mask of sullen grief.
The past couple of weeks had been an exercise in frustration and fragile hope for her. Sometimes it felt like Seth was thawing, giving up on his stubborn grudge, and growing closer to her. Other times he felt like he was a million miles away. Celine could see glimpses of the man he used to be, before his spirit had been broken so badly, like imagining the pattern of a shattered vase.
Celine knew that any other woman would have given up long ago. The pain that his constant rejection had caused her was almost unbearable. But she was nothing if not single-minded. The almost impossible task of winning over Seth only made her want him more.
She was almost there. She could feel it. Seth's resistance was weakening. He had almost committed to pleasuring her tonight, before the... setback.
Celine could hardly blame Seth for having negative associations with cunnilingus. Not after the... prank was too weak of a word... after the final humiliation that Nina had inflicted on Seth. Even at the time, when Celine had felt nothing but disdain for Nina's boyfriend, she had felt that Marcia's suggestion had been going too far. In retrospect, the fact that Nina had found the idea hilarious should have been an excellent indication that she wasn't a very good person after all.
But what could Celine do? She hadn't tried to force Seth to eat her out. It had been his idea. Seth stared ahead at the sidewalk, not looking over at her while they walked.
Maybe the best idea would be to try to distract him with small talk. The weather was a safe choice.
"It's too cold for spring," she said mildly, wrapping her arms around herself with a shiver. "Every year that I'm here, I expect the spring to be nice and warm, and every time I'm disappointed. This feels like winter weather where I'm from."
Seth looked over her. His lips pursed for a moment as if he was deciding on whether to rise to the bait and get drawn out of his funk. Finally, he gave in, asking, "Where are you from?"
"Paris," said Celine simply, her eyes flicking away from Seth. Her past wasn't something that she liked to talk about, so she had sort of been hoping that Seth would seize on the topic of the weather instead of her.
"Ooh la la," said Seth with the ghost of a smile. "I've never been, but I've heard good things. Is it nice there?"
Celine's smile was pained. "It's like anywhere. Some parts are nice, other parts aren't so nice. It's more than just the touristy spots that Americans have in mind when they imagine it."
The dullness in Seth's eyes was fading as he gave her a curious look, warming to the conversation. "Really? That's it? A lot of people would have more pride in their hometown. You don't like it?"
They had reached the park. Seth slowed near a bench and, without discussing it, they sat. Celine felt a deep reluctance to continue down this conversational path. A key rule in her interactions with men was to never reveal too much of her real self. Not only was it a turn-off for them, but it also made Celine too vulnerable. She had never trusted any man enough to talk about her past more than a few brief details.
But Seth was talking, and it seemed to be distracting him from his pain. And besides, Seth was different. She wanted Seth to open up to her and trust her. So shouldn't she do the same? Their relationship couldn't be based purely on sexual chemistry.
"Well... it's hard for me to separate my feelings about the city from my feelings about the rest of my life growing up," she finally said in a strained voice. Seth picked up on her discomfort immediately. Celine let the moment hang. She certainly didn't want to force Seth to listen. She was barely willing to talk about it at all.
But Seth pushed forward, his eyes holding genuine concern. "Why? What happened?"
Celine shrugged uncomfortably. "My mother was a woman with high expectations. She wanted the best for me, but she had a very particular idea of what that meant. It wasn't a cheerful childhood."
That was putting it mildly, but the last thing that Celine wanted was to give a long, tear-jerking monologue. Marceline Audinet was a former ballet primadonna whose career had ended early with an unfortunate tear of her ACL. She had been hellbent on living her frustrated dreams vicariously through Celine. The first memory Celine had of her mother was being harshly scolded by her mother for failing to dance properly at the age of 5.
"What about your Dad?" asked Seth, before grimacing in a way that showed he immediately regretted the question.
Celine sighed. "I never knew him. Mother didn't talk about him. She remarried when I was 12. But my stepfather... well..." She took a shuddering breath, trying to work up the courage to explain. Seth shook his head gently, laying a hand on her shoulder.
"You don't have to say," His eyes told Celine that he understood without her having to explain. She was grateful. She had only told two people why she didn't like her stepfather. When she told her mother, Celine was almost thrown out of the house. When she told her high school boyfriend, the person she thought she could trust above all others... well, she didn't like to dwell on that.
"So no," said Celine, staring out into the night, "I don't love Paris. This city is much better, no matter how cold it is."
The silence hung thick and charged in the air for a moment, but Seth's hand stayed, warm and steady on her shoulder. Finally, Celine scrubbed her hand over her eyes and said in a wobbly voice. "And your childhood? Not as grim as mine, I hope."
Seth shook his head. "I never had anything that traumatic happen to me..." he hesitated for a second, then continued in a cold voice, "When I was a kid, at least."
Celine looked over at Seth, whose eyes were now far away, his expression troubled. They were so close to finally talking about it. For over a month they had been dancing around the elephant in the room. Seth had been stubbornly hating her without even discussing the reason.
In this moment of connection and vulnerability, Celine had a powerful, unfamiliar urge. She suddenly wanted desperately to do something she never, ever did.
"Seth," she said seriously, causing him to look up at her with his troubled eyes. "About... everything. I just wanted to say..."
Strangely, a look of horrified anger crossed Seth's face. "Don't," he said in a hard voice.
"I'm sorry, Seth," said Celine, meaning it from the bottom of her heart.
Seth immediately launched up from the bench as if it was burning hot, practically vibrating with emotion. "Sorry?" he choked, his face becoming red. "You're sorry? That's bullshit, Celine." Celine looked up at him in horror. It was like a whole different person had taken over Seth's body. Or maybe as if the monstrous rage inside him had finally broken the surface. He started pacing back and forth in short, angry strides in front of the bench. "I could almost understand you when you refused to apologize," he said angrily, building himself up into a rant. "Because that just meant you were too evil or self-centered to know you did anything wrong."
"But people who feel sorry don't do the kind of things that you do to innocent people, Celine," he was pointing a stiff finger at her now, his face red with passion. "So you're either trying to bullshit me, or you think I deserved what happened."
Celine opened her mouth to try to answer, but Seth cut her off immediately with a bitter laugh. "I don't even know what I was thinking. My trust in women was destroyed forever, and here I am playing stupid fucking sex games with the least trustworthy woman in the world! What, did you think that apologizing would make me sleep with you? Just say the right combination of words, tell me a sad story, say sorry, and we would fall into bed? No. This whole thing was a stupid fucking mistake."
He turned and walked away a few feet before turning around, his eyes now cold. "I'm done thinking with my dick, Celine. This stupid game we've been playing is over. And I don't accept your apology."
Without another word, and without letting Celine say anything, Seth turned and walked swiftly away, down the street away from his apartment, leaving Celine alone on the bench.
Speechless. Confused. Angry.
Heartbroken.
...
Tom Ferguson was having a shitty fucking day.
Having a harem sounded great on paper. Maybe it actually was great for guys that had a real harem of obedient sluts instead of the nagging pack of shrews that had stuck themselves onto him like barnacles.
And Nina was the worst of the lot. She had started whining in his ear again this morning. The same old shit. "You never take me out anywhere! Why don't you ever compliment me? Real men are nicer to their girlfriends." Blah fucking blah. Nina wasn't even his girlfriend anyway. That was the point of having a harem. He had been annoyed enough to remind her of that, but then the waterworks had started again.
So he had been forced to take her out to the coffee shop she liked, just so that she would shut up. But did that make her happy? Of course not. She kept asking him stupid questions about his classes and stuff and got all mad when he didn't give long detailed answers.
It was infuriating. Tom had been forced to take a walk and "get some air", which was really just code for vaping. If he tried to vape in the apartment these days, Nina nagged his ear off.
But as he was walking through the park, Tom saw something interesting. He paused, just out of their line of sight, watching Celine and that little loser Seth sitting and talking on a park bench.
What the fuck was going on there?



Tom didn't care much about Seth of course. It had been fun to steal a woman from someone, but once Nina dumped the pathetic little cuck, Tom's interest in him had dropped to zero. But Celine... Celine was a different story. She was the one who got away. Both Celine and Tom had been regulars on the clubbing scene for the past year, so they had met, talked, and danced before. It was well known that Celine worked her way through lovers rapidly, just like Tom usually did, so he had always assumed they would hook up eventually.
The issue was that they both had similar hunting styles. As the two apex predators of the pickup scene, they often had no need to actively seek out the opposite sex. They could always wait for interested partners to come to them. So they spent all last year across loud, dark rooms from each other, picking up strangers to fuck, but never bothering to make the effort to reach out. Tom had sort of built up their eventual hookup in his mind. He thought it would probably be epic: the two hottest people at the club finally meeting in one night of passion.
Honestly, he had probably romanticized it a little too much, but even sleazy douchebags like him had to dream of something.
So why was Celine, the goddess of the dance clubs, bothering to talk to a pathetic loser like Nina's ex-boyfriend? Tom pulled out his phone and snapped a few pictures to show Nina. He was willing to bet she would find this interesting as well. While he was at it, he opened the friend finder feature on his phone and made sure that Nina was still in the apartment.
He had a sneaking suspicion that Nina was talking to other guys behind his back. He had never found any proof when snooping through her phone, but he knew from past experience that it was something she was capable of.
Tom took one more long drag on his vape while staring at Celine and Seth. Maybe he had better get back. Even if Nina was in the apartment like his app said, she could be using the opportunity to sext other guys.
He couldn't trust that woman an inch.
...
As Nina heard the door rattle open, she swiftly and calmly erased her recent conversation and closed the secure messenger app she had hidden in a subfolder.
It didn't cause her much stress. She was used to it by now.
She had to keep a look of disappointment off her face as her useless man entered the apartment. Back from "getting some air". As if she didn't know what he was doing when he walked in smelling like fucking blueberry pie or whatever.
She didn't think things would last much longer with Tom. She had given him every chance in the world to improve, but in the past few months she had discovered that Tom was basically a big beautiful cock connected to a waste of air.
"Hey," said Tom flatly as he shrugged off his coat. His eyes flashed suspiciously to the phone in her hands, but it was already far too late for him to catch her chatting with his potential replacements.
"Hey," said Nina back dryly, raising an eyebrow at him. This is what passed for conversation when you were a member of Tom's "harem". But this time, unusually, there was a certain spark in Tom's normally empty eyes.
"Saw something interesting on my walk," said Tom with one of his pretty, hollow smiles. He flicked to a picture on his phone and shoved it into Nina's hands. For a second she didn't know what she was looking at. A creepshot of a couple on a bench.
Then she recognized the faces. And frowned.
What the FUCK were Seth and Celine doing acting so chummy? Celine had been a disappointment as a mentor in the end. She was absolutely spot on about living free and looking out for yourself, but the girl had too many hangups and pesky rules about what you should and shouldn't do. Nina had cut her loose not long after Seth.
Seth... Nina's feelings about him were complicated. He was a symbol to her. A symbol of the old, repressed, weak Nina. Cucking him and breaking free was the proudest moment of her life. So on one hand, she felt a certain smug satisfaction toward the little loser.
On the other hand, she couldn't help but think sometimes about how simple and comfortable her relationship with Seth had been. She had always been able to trust and rely on him, unlike Tom. She had sort of half formulated a plan in the back of her mind: she would go out and have all the fun she wanted with the hot bad boys on campus, and when the drama and backstabbing got to be too much for her, she knew that poor, heartbroken Seth would be waiting to take her back.
She would spend some rest and recovery time with her attentive backup boyfriend until she was ready to get back into the game with hotter guys.
But none of that would work if that fucking bitch Celine scooped up her sloppy seconds.
"What the fuck?" snarled Nina softly, her eyes focused on the photo.
"Exactly what I was thinking," said Tom darkly, leaning forward on the table. Nina looked up and him, and for the first time in weeks, an understanding passed between them. They had found one thing they agreed on: displeasure at this apparent new relationship.
"The question is," said Nina, with a determined glint in her eyes, "What do we plan to do about it?"
...
Seth spent the next few days in a dull rage, eating, sleeping, and going to class mechanically while behind his eyes, he obsessed over his pain and anger in an endless spiral. It was like poking again and again at a sore in his mouth: painful and unhelpful, but impossible to resist.
He felt wounded and drained. He couldn't stop thinking about Nina. The way she always looked so happy and full of energy when she got back from the club. How she had started paying less and less attention to his cock in the weeks leading up to their breakup. The gloating look of triumph on her face as she lowered her tainted pussy toward his waiting mouth...
But even more than Nina, Seth found himself thinking about Celine. She had worked behind the scenes to corrupt Nina. To create a gulf between them. She was the one who had taken his sweet, loving girlfriend away and replaced her with the cruel tormentor who broke up with him.
And now she just wanted to say she was sorry? Act like the horrible thing she did never happened? How dare she? In fact, if she wanted Seth's forgiveness so badly, then it was a fitting punishment for her to never receive it.
It would be more than fair for Seth to hate her forever as revenge for what she did.
But at the same time, no matter how hard he tried to push the feeling down, Seth missed Celine. She had become a major part of his life, and one of the only bright spots. Seth had sat on his couch, stewing, at the time of their next scheduled meeting. He nervously anticipated her arrival, just waiting for her to walk in the door so he could take out his frustrations on her verbally once again.
But she didn't show up. Only then did Seth realize that a big part of him had been eager to see her beautiful face and hear her flirtatious, lightly accented voice again. Without Celine's visits, Seth's week felt formless and gray. Masturbation felt hollow and joyless. Porn was boring.
He felt himself slipping back into the dull, exhausting funk of depression once again.
But what could he do? Celine was the one at fault here. And making up with her would require more humility and forgiveness than Seth felt capable of.
But he couldn't just leave things how they were. Seth felt like he was so full of anger and sadness that he would explode. He needed to talk with Celine at least one more time. If only to explain that he would never forgive her.
He pulled out his phone and sent the text.
...
Seth Takano was a massive fucking jerk, and honestly? Celine wasn't sure why she had wasted so much time on him in the first place.
Celine went through her life with a much better attempt at glossy normalcy than Seth managed, She went to her classes, dance practice, and even out to the club, which she hadn't really bothered with since she started focusing on that ungrateful nerd.
She was back in her element, her natural habitat, wearing a tiny little pink dress and ready to fuck a strange cock so hard and long that she would forget Seth completely.
But when she stared into the eyes of her handsome, tall chosen prey for the evening, listening to him slur the same old words, the smarmy invite to return to his place "for a drink", it suddenly all felt... boring. Too easy. Suddenly the hunt felt about as difficult and exciting as pulling a vibrator out of a drawer.
She obviously didn't go to the next scheduled meeting. She waited for an angry call or text from Seth asking where she was, but it never came. Seth had finally got what he wanted: Celine was leaving him alone.
It turned out she didn't really need the study sessions anymore anyway. When she opened her homework, Seth's instructions would fill her head like he was right there next to her. She had already started passing the class again weeks ago. Toward the end, Seth and Celine had just been using the tutoring sessions as an excuse to see each other.
It was stupid to cry over a useless, cold-hearted little nerd like Seth. Celine found herself repeating that again and again to herself when her eyes filled up every night in bed. Really, it had just been a confirmation of what she already knew: men couldn't be trusted. It would never be safe to share her true self with a man. She had thought Seth was different, but she was wrong.
Seth didn't even realize how big a compromise it was for Celine to apologize at all. She had a longstanding policy of never looking back and never apologizing. She had been willing to be vulnerable and sacrifice her pride for him. And he hadn't even given a shit.
When Seth texted her a week later, asking to meet, she tried to force herself to refuse.
But she couldn't. For some fucking reason, the strange, prickly little man had his hooks in her deep.
...
Seth sat, sick with anger and fear and anticipation, waiting for Celine to arrive. Their text conversation hadn't been long. He had invited her over. She had agreed. They set a time. There was no further discussion about the last time they had seen each other.
Scraps of things he could say to Celine when he saw her fluttered through Seth's brain. He had held this hypothetical conversation with himself a dozen times in the past week, but now that Celine was almost here, his mind couldn't seem to focus on the words he had planned out.
He was sure that it would all become clear once he saw her. He felt sure that in the moment, he would know what needed to be said.
And then, before he knew it, the time was there. The doorbell rang, and Seth jumped off of the couch as if electrified. He felt like he was walking in slow motion as he walked to the door... reached for the handle... swung it open.
And there was Celine, as heartbreakingly beautiful as she had ever been. Today she wore tight black leggings that made her firm thighs and ass seem to pop out in 3D and a sleek leather jacket that Seth had never seen before. She had also given herself heavier eyeliner than usual, and her blue eyes seemed icy and distant. The overall look was sexy and mature, but powerful and aloof. It was like she had put on battle armor before arriving.
Her expression was cold and piercing. Not quite as cruel as the day she had stood over him and declared him worthless, but close. But there was hurt there as well, just under the surface, unable to hide completely.
Seth was wrong: no words sprung to mind now that they were face-to-face. He had no idea what to say. A swell of anger, pain, and deep, frustrated longing built up inside him, and he could do nothing but gesture Celine in. With a quirk of her lips, Celine accepted, sweeping past him into the apartment with a swaying supermodel walk, looking as if she owned the place.
Seth's eyes couldn't help but follow the sway of Celine's plump ass as she walked ahead of him. That was the most confusing and unexpected part... Despite Seth's inner turmoil and tangle of emotions, his body still burned for hers. The wave of lust from seeing her again was almost suffocating.
Celine turned, raising an eyebrow and crossing her arms distractingly beneath her big, firm breasts. "So..." she prompted. "Is this the part where you scream at me again for apologizing to you?"
Seth felt every dark, twisted emotion he had been obsessing over for the past week well to the surface as he stared into Celine's defiant eyes. In front of him now, he saw the cold-hearted bitch that had crushed him just because she could. In this moment, Celine looked just like the cruel monster he had always stubbornly insisted she was.
His lust swelled along with his dark feelings. Seth could feel his cock hardening as his breathing grew ragged and heavy with lust. That feeling he got occasionally, the single-minded desire to conquer and command, took over him. Right now, when he looked at Celine, he wanted to punish her. To use his cock to really teach her the error of her ways.
No more flippant apologies. Celine would beg for his forgiveness while moaning and choking on his cock, desperate for his approval. He knew that if he went as far as the dark urges inside him were urging him to, it might push Celine away from him forever. That thought was somehow both distressing and alluring. He wanted Celine out of his life completely. He wanted Celine to never leave again. The contradictory impulses inside him felt like they were tearing him apart.
"You told me once that you wanted to be my emotional outlet," said Seth in a low, dangerous voice. Celine raised an eyebrow, catching the sudden shift in his tone. There was a glint of interest in her eyes as she looked down her nose at him. Seth could tell that he wasn't the only one who was feeling the antagonistic sexual spark between them.
"Well..." continued Seth, walking up until he was glaring right up into Celine's defiant eyes, "I have a lot of emotions to work out right now. And I plan to take them out on your slutty little throat."
"Big words, Daddy," said Celine, with a faint pink blush coloring her cheeks. The honorific, once dripping with sexy submission, now echoed with disdain. "But what makes you think that you can just push me around? What if I was just playing along when I did what you said before? Humoring you?"
Her electric blue eyes held a naked challenge. She wanted a fight. She wanted Seth to step up and prove that he really had what it took to dominate her. But Seth didn't hesitate for a second. He felt like he was possessed by some animating power. He couldn't be stopped right now.
Celine would do as she was told.
Seth turned toward his bedroom, snapping his fingers at Celine like she was a dog and beckoning her to follow. He didn't even look back to see if she was following. He knew that she would. He wasn't disappointed. He heard an angry huff and her footsteps approaching behind him as he opened the door to his bedroom, motioning for her to head inside.
...
Celine wasn't sure how to react to Seth suddenly switching into his hyper-confident, commanding mode that he occasionally took on. It turned her on like nothing else she had ever experienced, but she wasn't sure that she wanted to be turned on right now. Maybe she preferred to be cold and distant, withholding the affection she had spoiled him with for so long.
Celine flashed Seth an annoyed look, still unsure if she was willing to submit to him, and brushed past him into the room. She turned to make a snarky comment, but her words died on her lips when she saw the stark, commanding confidence on Seth's face.
"On the bed," said Seth flatly, unbuttoning his pants with a steely look in his eyes. His words were arrogant and harsh, not allowing any argument. Celine narrowed her eyes, staring Seth down. He held her gaze, his eyes sizzling with anger and hatred and burning arousal. Celine balanced on the knife's edge. In a second, she could walk out of there and leave Seth behind...
But she found herself submitting once again to the compelling force of Seth's unwavering gaze. She just couldn't help herself. Something about him just made her feel weak when he got his way. She sat gingerly on the bed, her own defiant eyes taking on just the slightest haze of uncertainty. "Anything you want, Daddy," she said with a twist of her lip. But, although she meant it as mockery, it came out sounding more sincere than she intended. "Like I keep saying, I've been a naughty girl. Looks like you're finally willing to give me the punishment I deserve."
Seth didn't dignify that with a response. He walked over and pushed Celine down onto her back... and then spun her around, pulling her physically into the position he wanted. Celine looked up at Seth from her new upside-down position. Her head was just barely hanging over the edge of the bed. The perfect height and position for face fucking.
It was no doubt a position Seth had seen in a brutal domination scene in porn. A dehumanizing sex act that took away all control from the woman, allowing to man to fuck her throat without any ability to resist or even actively participate. Transforming her into a helpless receptacle for his lust.
How typical of a man.
Celine's eyes burned as Seth stepped forward, his cock hard and ready for his final act of brutal domination. Its drooling, swollen head smeared precum across her soft lips. Celine extended her tongue and swirled it around Seth's cock, egging him on, daring him to complete the act of revenge that he threatened: to dominate her completely.
"Do it, Daddy," she purred, feeling a strange mix of dread, arousal, and sadness. "Show me how big and strong and manly you are. Just like all the other boys." Somehow, Celine could feel it. She knew that Seth could too. This humiliating facefucking would be the last thing they ever did together. It would be the final proof of Seth's hatred and disgust toward her.
Celine felt Seth's cock push just past her lips, his head now held within her mouth. He was psyching himself up. In just a moment, Celine would feel his hips snap forward, cruelly plunging his cock into her throat and crushing the tentative connection they had forged forever.
But the moment hung there for a long few seconds. Then a few seconds more. Celine was confused as she felt Seth's throbbing cock withdraw from her mouth. She rose in confusion, turning over to see Seth stepping away, a hand raised to his face to cover his eyes. Celine was shocked to see the path of a tear tracing down his face, evidence of the sorrow that he was trying so desperately to hide.
The hurt and anger and prickly pride that Celine had been carrying since their last meeting fell away in an instant. Seth, the strange, contradictory, and at times infuriating man she had chosen was in deep distress, and suddenly the only thing that mattered to her was comforting him.
"Now I show my true colors, huh?" said Seth in a wobbly voice, facing away from her in a vain attempt to keep her from seeing him cry. "The wimpy little beta finally starts crying like a baby. If you've been waiting for your chance to reveal your true nature and mock me... well, here it is."
Celine rose and went to him, holding out her arms and wrapping them around Seth in a warm hug. His body was stiff and angry and resistant against hers. For a second, Celine thought that, even now it was a lost cause. Even in this moment of catharsis and breakthrough, Seth still couldn't trust her. Then, finally, Seth's body softened, He turned, and with a choked sob, buried his face in her chest.
They just stood there, Celine gently cradling Seth as his body shook and the sexy clothes she had chosen to drive him wild grew damp with his tears.
"It made me feel so small," mumbled Seth finally, still unable to raise his head from where it was nestled against Celine's chest. "So fucking... worthless."



Celine stroked his hair with a troubled expression, her heart feeling like it was breaking. All of this pain and anger... all her fault.
"I loved her so much," said Seth, finally raising red-rimmed eyes to look up at Celine. "I trusted her. And after it was over, I felt like I was so fucking stupid for loving her. But I still couldn't stop." Celine didn't know what she could say that would make him feel better. But finally saying all this seemed to be helpful to Seth at least.
"I... I needed someone to hate," said Seth guiltily. "And I couldn't hate her, no matter how hard I tried. So I hated Tom. And I hated myself. But mostly, I hated you."
Finally, Celine couldn't hold back. A tear traced down her face as well. The last time she had tried to apologize, Seth had grown angry... but her guilt and sorrow were practically bursting out of her. They had to be released.
"I deserved it. Every bad thing you assumed about me is true," said Celine in a cracking voice, her eyes squeezing shut so she couldn't see Seth's expression. "I was selfish, and cruel, and I used my own pain as an excuse to torture someone innocent." Celine could feel the weight of her sin weighing her down. But she needed to say this. She needed to finally stop running and really face what she did.
"I've made a lot of excuses for myself, but I actually broke you and Nina up because you seemed like a sweet, normal couple, and deep down, I was jealous," said Celine, admitting something that she had refused to think about for months. "I don't blame you for not forgiving me, Seth. I don't deserve forgiveness. But I'm sorry anyway..."
Celine opened her eyes in shock as she felt Seth's hand cupping her face, his thumb gently wiping away her tears.
"I forgive you," he said.
Then his lips met hers, and it felt like fireworks were going off in her brain. The shock and pleasure of the unexpected kiss left her reeling and woozy, stumbling back a little on suddenly weak legs.
"Wh-what?" she gasped, her fingers drifting to her face to touch her lips, as if to seal the warm sensation there. "But... no Seth. Don't say that unless you mean it!"
Seth was walking toward her, his confidence and commanding presence restored, but this time with a warm smile on his face.
"I forgive you, Celine," he said in a low, confident voice.
The look in his eyes, tear-stained, but kind and welcoming, felt like a miracle to Celine. She wanted so badly to believe it, but after so many months of rejection, it almost felt too good to be true. "B-but," she protested, her face a mask of guilty misery, "I was so horrible to you!"
She had run out of space to back up. Celine's knees hit the bed and she fell back. Seth continued moving forward, leaning down over her on one arm. Celine felt a flush of arousal spread through her body, and her heart skipped a beat. Just a few minutes ago, Seth had felt scary and dangerous. Now, he felt powerful, but in a whole new way. It was like the walls between them had been stripped away, leaving them both raw and exposed and naked for the first time.
"I forgive you," breathed Seth, leaning down to capture her perfect lips in a perfect kiss. And this time, she didn't resist. She accepted his unearned forgiveness and his passionate kiss with equal gratefulness, feeling the warmth of his passion as their tongues gently touched and danced.
Shit, Why had Nina never mentioned how good of a kisser he was?
Seth's body pressed flush to hers, and Celine felt his hard cock slide over the tight leggings clinging to her lower belly. Her breath caught and a needy whimper escaped her throat while her lips stayed tangled with Seth's in a burning kiss. Oh God... she had never felt him this close before. His beautiful cock was pressing and rubbing just inches away from her throbbing, empty-feeling pussy.
Was he just teasing her? It was a cruel trick if he was... But maybe, just maybe... was he ready?
As if responding to her thoughts, Seth's hand slipped down, pressing with firm, but tender force at the sweet center of the sexual bliss flowing through Celine's body. Her hips automatically tilted up toward his fingers, her legs spreading eagerly to grant him greater access. The whimper in her busy mouth deepened and broadened into a throaty, appreciative moan as Seth's fingers worked in firm, tight circles above her leggings, providing sinfully satisfying pleasure right where Celine craved it the most.
Finally, Celine broke their long kiss, panting with overwhelming pleasure. "Yes!" she cried, her French accent growing thicker in the way she knew Seth loved, "Yes, Mon Beau. There! Don't stop! Touch me."
"I'm going to do more than that, babe," said Seth in a warm, certain voice. It was the first time he had ever called her by a pet name, and it sounded like music to Celine's ears. He reached down and began slipping Celine's tight leggings down over her wide hips, planting soft kisses on Celine's exposed neck as he worked. She threw her head back in ecstasy, squeezing her eyes shut and focusing on the physical sensations. She wanted them to be burned into her brain forever. The day she somehow finally won. the day that she succeeded against all odds in winning over the man she wanted more than any other.
Her whole body felt hot and tingly. As her leggings finally peeled downward past her knees, the cool air of the bedroom sent a shiver through her hot flesh. Every nerve ending felt like it was on high alert. As Seth moved to quickly remove the rest of their clothes with deft, attentive hands, Celine felt the velvety skin of his cock scrape lightly against her thigh and had to hold back a moan from that contact alone. She was so happy, so filled with nervous anticipation, it was like she had been transformed into a blushing virgin again, just for tonight, nervous and desperate to please her first lover.
And then the last of their clothes were gone. They were finally naked together in bed. Nothing between them. Celine stared up at Seth with starry, adoring eyes. It was like he had somehow shed all of the misery and anger that had weighed him down, allowing the man underneath to shine through. He looked strong and handsome and completely in control. And, best of all, for the first time... he looked totally happy to be there with Celine, all grudges forgotten.
Celine's hips squirmed and bucked against the air between them, seeking the cock that she had craved for so long, now just inches away. She had waited months, enduring endless blowjobs and sexual servitude with no pleasure for herself. She could wait no longer, her hands reached down and greedily pulled and kneaded Seth's butt, urging him forward to claim his prize. "Please," she breathed, so aroused that she could barely speak, "Please fuck me."
Seth silenced her with another deep kiss, and, at the same time, slid his perfect cock deep into Celine's dripping pussy.
It felt like magic. Like destiny. His cock parting Celine's tender lips was like Cinderella's foot fitting into the glass slipper. Like a ring slipping onto a finger. Maybe it was just the satisfaction of finally having sex with her crush after months of denial, but Celine had never felt this fuzzy, dizzying warmth during sex with any other man.
Celine was normally more of a fan of rough stuff in bed, but as Seth began moving, slowly, smoothly, and sensually, she found herself melting into a puddle of sexual bliss and stomach butterflies. Her hips rocked with his in a passionate, slow rhythm, her pussy gripping and milking with every stroke.
It really did feel like a new first time. This was nothing like her mercenary, transactional sessions with the random cocks she sourced from the club. It was certainly much more magical than when she had actually lost her virginity, in a dusty, hot storage shed during a lunch break in high school.
Celine moaned and wrapped her long, silky-smooth legs around Seth's hips, pulling him close. Just like it had in her mouth, his cock, small though it was, felt like a key that fit snugly and satisfyingly into a lock. There was none of the discomfort or occasional pain that big dumb horse-cocked guys gave her when they misused their big dicks. Just pure liquid pleasure surging through every inch of her body, spreading outward from her pussy.
That stupid fucking size queen Nina. Tossing away a god-damned sexual virtuoso like this. Celine had to bite her lip hard to stifle a giggle at the intrusive thought. As fucking amazing as it felt, this was their first time making love, and Seth might misinterpret a sudden laugh. Celine's thoughts scattered and dissipated as she gave herself completely to Seth, merging herself with him in the warmth of their mutual pleasure.
Seth's smooth, skillful thrusts set her whole body alight, and she was eager for the flames. Seth was finally taking what she had wanted to give him for so long, staking his claim on Celine's pussy with his strong, manly cock and taking his rightful place as her man. It was all his. She was all his. And she wouldn't have it any other way. Her nails dug into Seth's skin, marking her territory as she hissed her pleasure and triumph. "Il est à vous. Prends-le, revendique-le, baise ma chatte comme si elle t'appartenait," she moaned low and sweet in her lover's ear as her hips ground upward powerfully against his pumping cock. She knew that speaking French to him might set him over the edge, but she didn't care. Celine knew in her heart that this was just the first of many times that Seth and she would make love. Probably the first of several times tonight alone.
Her instinct was correct. Seth's breathing grew hard and ragged, his thrusts deeper and more forceful. Her lovely man wanted to cum. And she wanted to take it, to receive his lust with her body and make him feel her powerful arousal in return as her silky cunt milked every inch of cum from his spasming cock.
"Celine," panted Seth, speaking for the first time since they began making love, "Where should I...?"
"Inside!" purred Celine, catching and holding his eyes with an intense, smoldering gaze. "I want to feel every inch of you when you finally cum in my sweet pussy. Cum for me, Mon Beau, prove to me that you forgive your bad, bad girl."
With a possessive growl, Seth increased his pace, still thrusting smoothly and deeply, but adding force. Sensing that this was the climax, Celine worked her hips harder as well. She was already close... but she was anxious that for this first, magical time, she and Seth cum together.
She timed it exactly right. Just as she let out a series of ecstatic, breathy moans, her clenching, fluttering pussy sent Seth over the edge. She felt Seth's strong arms beneath her, pulling her close. Their lips met, tongues dancing and writhing in pure sexual harmony as their simultaneous orgasms washed over them. Celine felt connected. and chesished, and forgiven.
A perfect end to what started as a horrible evening.
...
Hours later, after an incredible three rounds of sex, bonding, and exploring each other's bodies. Celine and Seth lay tangled on his bed, sweaty, exhausted, and ready for whatever came next.
Celine traced little circles on Seth's bare chest, still not quite daring to believe that this was real... that she had finally broken down the walls surrounding his heart.
"I was thinking," she said softly, unable to meet Seth's eyes in this moment of raw vulnerability, "You know how you made me promise we would have no emotional attachments? Do you think we could break that rule? Just a little?"
Celine waited nervously for his answer. It seemed obvious to her that after their night of passion, they couldn't just continue to be fuck buddies.... Surely there was something more between them now. But Seth was nothing if not stubborn. He had set that rule very firmly, and it was possible that he would refuse to break it.
"No," said Seth flatly. But even before Celine's heart could sink, Seth reached down and turned her face toward him. He was wearing a wide, excited grin. "I don't just think we should break that rule "a little". I think we should break it into a million fucking pieces. Celine... will you be my girlfriend?"
It was a few minutes before Celine was able to answer in the affirmative. She was too busy kissing Seth and crying happy tears.
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Part 4: Love the Sinner
Seth woke up to warm Spring sunlight filtering through the blinds and the sound of birdsong. For a moment, he was caught in the confusion of half-sleep. He groggily looked over to the other side of the bed, seeing the feminine form sprawled there.
Nina. His brain told him.
But then reality started creeping in around the edges. Nina had never slept sprawled out in a tangle like that. Nor did she have glossy blond hair. A slow smile crept across Seth's face. No, not Nina. even better.
It had been a few short weeks since Seth and Celine began dating. As crazy and magical as it had been when Seth finally set aside his pride and took the plunge with her, real life, like usual, had been less glamorous. There were misunderstandings between them at times, and hurt feelings. Seth's trust issues and Celine's selfishness hadn't been solved by love at the drop of a hat. They were two very different people, and it was inevitable that there would be points of friction between them.
But despite the normal bumps and imperfections, Seth was excited and optimistic about the energy and feeling of their new relationship. Now that he was on the other side of it, he felt stupid for waiting so long to give in to Celine's pursuit. He had sheepishly told Celine that he must be the stupidest man on campus to refuse someone like Celine. Celine smugly agreed with his assessment before they both burst into laughter. But even though he could joke about it, Seth still felt bad. Celine had been nothing but sweet to him for months, and he had been a grumpy asshole. He was completely mystified that a beautiful, smart, charming girl like Celine had been willing to put up with his poor treatment.
So he was trying his best to make those lonely months up to her.
Seth reached over and tucked a stray strand of blonde hair behind Celine's ear. As usual, she lay on her back, limbs wide in a starfish position, her mouth open and drooling. For some reason, sleep robbed his new girlfriend of all the grace and poise she had when awake. Seth thought it was adorable, but when he brought it up, the topic seemed to drive Celine crazy, and she demanded that he never mention it to her again. Which, of course, Seth found even more adorable.
Moving carefully, Seth eased out of bed and made his way to the kitchen. Celine seemed to always be slaving away in the kitchen for him. She was an excellent chef and baker, and Seth couldn't help but remember all the times that she made him lovingly prepared home-cooked meals with barely any thanks. So today, Seth was going to surprise her. It was time for operation breakfast in bed.
Seth was no chef, but he had made French Toast with his parents before, and that seemed like a plausibly fancy dish for the attempt. This early in their relationship, Celine still wasn't sleeping over every night, so he had been getting ready for this for the past few days. He had stealthily made sure that he had the ingredients, turned off Celine's alarm to make sure she wouldn't wake up before him, and got ready to make his move in the morning.
In the end, French toast turned out to be a little trickier than Seth thought it would be. He found himself red with embarrassment and coughing from the smoke as Celine exited the bedroom with a look of confusion. "What's going on, Beau?" she said, her voice alluringly raspy from sleep, her cute oversized sleep shirt hanging loosely off of one tanned, lovely shoulder. Her eyes took in the tableau of her boyfriend, the smoky kitchen, and the blackened French toast... and she was overcome with a wave of giggles.
Seth groaned, but couldn't help but smile good-naturedly at his own expense. "I was trying to make you breakfast in bed, but, well... I guess you can see how my skills in the kitchen are compared to yours."
Celine pranced up gracefully and pulled him into a warm embrace. Seth's heart raced as he felt her soft, braless tits press against him beneath her loose shirt. He remembered this feeling from when he first began dating Nina as well: the bottomless lust and fascination with his new partner's body. But with Celine, he couldn't imagine this feeling ever ending. She had the figure of a supermodel.
"It was a lovely thought, no matter how it turned out, darling," said Celine, giving him a swift kiss on the nose. Her deep blue eyes sparkled with a heady mix of affection and amusement. "But I must say, pain perdu is not a very hard recipe. If you want to impress me in the kitchen, you'll have to learn to do better."
Her face lit up with a cheerful grin. "Luckily, you're dating the best chef on campus. Maybe it's time for me to tutor you for a change, smarty-pants."
Making French toast with Celine under her direction was a lot more fun, and more successful too. Soon, under her expert instruction, they both sat at his table with servings of fluffy French Toast dripping with syrup. And Seth had even helped a little.
Halfway through a meal spiced with flirty conversation, Celine got a serious look in her eyes. "Seth," she said, leaning across the table and taking his hand in hers, "It's time. I want you to meet my friends."
It was a reasonable request, but Seth still felt a stab of panic at the suggestion. There was a reason that Celine was bringing this up so seriously. Celine had told Seth about her friends before. They were popular girls. Some of the same girls, in fact, who had helped Celine to arrange Seth's humiliation six months ago. Seth's friends, when he had them, had always been warm, dorky, and supportive. But the way Celine described her friends made them sound like a pack of ravenous sharks, always sniffing for blood in the water. Celine swore that they weren't all bad, and that deep down, beneath the drama, they cared about each other, but Seth remained unconvinced.
"I... I don't know, babe," said Seth uncomfortably. He didn't want to let Celine down by refusing, but the thought of hanging out with a group of cutthroat mean girls was panic-inducing. "I know I'm not the type of guy that they think is cool, and the last thing I would want to do is embarrass you in front of your friends."
Celine frowned.
"Seth Takano," she said in the icy, regal voice she used when she felt insulted, "Do you see me as the type of woman who would slum it with a man who is unworthy of me?"
Seth's eyes darted over his new girlfriend's displeased features, unsure of exactly how he had upset her this time. "What? No, of course not, baby," he said, confused, 'I was just saying that..."
Celine raised an eyebrow. "That's right. My judgment is impeccable, Beau. Don't ever forget it." Her face softened and she picked up a napkin, swiping a few crumbs off her man's face. "So if I chose you, it means you're a man to be proud of. You're smart, kind, and handsome, darling. I could never be ashamed to be with you. I'm tired of hiding my pride and joy behind closed doors. Let me take you out and show you off a little."
Seth shyly smiled. It was an extremely kind thing to say, but it felt hard to believe. He knew that Celine really did want him, for whatever reason, but he had seen the other men his girlfriend had slept with before. Tall, handsome, assertive, athletic. As little stock as he put in the term, "Alphas" seemed like an apt description. Seth's self-esteem had taken a major hit during his humiliating debacle, and even starting to date a fox like Celine hadn't managed to repair it.
But Celine was insistent, and Seth didn't want to let her down.
"Ok, let's do it," said Seth, trying to hide the anxiety that was building inside him.
...
Celine looked Seth up and down with discerning eyes, considering for a second, then nodded. He looked good obviously. Celine had dressed him herself, in a casual (but not too casual) hoodie and slim, dark jeans. It looked like his style, but improved and refined.
"Perfect," she said, pulling him close and planting a light kiss on his lips, "There's my handsome man, Go ahead and call the ride, darling, it's time to go."
Seth turned away, pulling up the rideshare app on his phone. He was trying his best to mask it, but Celine knew her man well enough already to tell when he was nervous. And, to some extent, he wasn't wrong to consider this a big deal. Relationships in comfort and private were very different from public relationships out in the real world.
Celine knew that introducing Seth to her group of friends would be a challenge. As fond of them as she was, they could be real bitches sometimes, and being judgemental was practically their hobby.
But in a very real way, this was an important step for their relationship. Maybe she was getting ahead of herself for a relationship under a month old, but Celine was already thinking of the future. Celine wanted to be a professional dancer, and that meant running in circles likely just as catty and mean as her current friend group. If her relationship with Seth was something long-term (and she hoped it would be), it was a dynamic he would have to learn to navigate.
But despite how seriously she took the "fun" evening, Celine wasn't as nervous as Seth. She had meant every word that she said to him the other day at breakfast. Seth was a wonderful, impressive man. Once he managed to find his confidence and regain his self-esteem, he would do wonderfully. Besides, tonight wasn't so much a test as it was a study session. Even if Seth did badly, it would just give Celine ideas on how to help him improve.
As they rode to the bar, Celine slipped her fingers through Seth's. He looked over and gave her a wobbly smile. Ok, too nervous now, it looked like. Her boyfriend needed a little pep talk. Luckily, Celine was very experienced with stroking men's egos.
"You, know," she said, unbuckling her seat belt and scooting closer, pressing her hip up against Seth's and snuggling into him, "You are the first man that I've ever introduced to my friends."
Seth gave her an incredulous snort, then a look of confusion as he realized that she was serious. "Wait... really?" he said in disbelief, "I thought that you had been with... you know, lots of guys."
Celine gave Seth a warning look. The subject of Celine's sexual past was a bit of a sore spot between them. Not because Seth was judgemental of her body count, but because he couldn't help but feel worried about how he compared. "But that's what I'm saying," said Celine lovingly, "I never wanted to date any of those guys. I wasn't even tempted a little. You're special, Beau. You're the only man good enough. So you will be the first boyfriend I have ever brought to the group."
Seth looked surprised, then thoughtful, then just a little smug. He had the right to be. Celine had been pursued by dozens of men in her life, but Seth was the only one she had ever felt this way about.
Her ego-boosting words seemed like they were enough to buoy him right up until they arrived, but in the moment of truth, when they got out of the car, Celine could see Seth's hands rubbing together nervously.
Words wouldn't be enough now. It was time to let Seth stand on his own and succeed. Celine pulled him in for a deep, passionate kiss, seized one of his hands so that he couldn't rub them together in his typical nervous tic, and pulled him inside.
When they got inside, Celine could see Seth's nerves fade a little. Celine contented herself with a small, satisfied smile. She had been the one to choose the venue. Did Seth really think that she wouldn't do everything she could to support him?
The outing tonight was to 2P, a trendy arcade bar that Celine had been to once or twice. Celine wasn't an expert on games herself, but she could tell that Seth was excited by the vintage machines lining the walls. She had hoped it would make him feel a little more in his element than the typical venues her friends chose, and, based on his happy smile, it looked like she had been right.
"And here he is in the flesh," said a lazy, amused voice from behind them. They turned to see the small pack of girls who were meeting them for drinks, led by Marcia. "The boyfriend that our dear Celine has told us so much about."
Celine smiled widely, expertly keeping her true feelings about Marcia off her face. Celine meant it when she told Seth that she valued her friends despite their gossipy nature, but Marcia was the exception to that rule. She was by far the meanest and cruelest of the bunch, not to mention the fact that she had been instrumental in Seth's humiliation. To top it all off, she was currently a member of Tom's rotating "harem", so she was likely more biased against Seth than ever.
She would be the one to watch out for tonight. It was likely impossible to win her over; the real trick would be to keep her from influencing the other girls against Seth.
"Here he is!" agreed Celine brightly, "Beau, I would like you to meet my friends, "Marcia, Abbey, Hannah, Claire, and Marissa"
"Nice to meet you," said Seth with a nervous smile. He reached out to shake hands all around as the girls watched him with expressions of open curiosity. Celine hadn't explicitly told the girls about her shared history with Seth, but assumed that they knew. Some of them had been at the cabin that weekend, and Marcia would have made sure that the others were filled in with every juicy detail.
"You all know each other through dance?" asked Seth politely.
The girls looked at each other for a second, then Abbey took pity on Seth. "Yep!" she said, "We're all dance majors. We did a group performance freshman year and stuck together since then."
"That's so cool!" said Seth, maybe a touch too eagerly. He looked nervous. Calm down, darling, thought Celine to herself, reaching out to silently squeeze Seth's hand. Play it cool. "I mean, Celine makes dance look easy, but she works so hard on practicing all the time. I'm really impressed that all of you are so talented."
"Awww, that's cute!" said Hannah with a giggle. "Talking up your lady like that! Looks like he's a keeper, Cece. But we're not good enough to measure up to your girlfriend, Seth. She's the scholarship girl after all."
Celine rolled her eyes. "Don't listen to her, Seth," she said with a shake of her head. "All of these ladies are at least as good as I am, if not better." It wasn't going too badly. Seth looked nervous, but not overwhelmed, and the girls seemed at least willing to give him a chance. But it couldn't hurt to give him a helping hand.
"You know darling," said Celine with a gentle, encouraging squeeze to his hand, "You and Claire have something in common! She was just telling me the other day that she's from San Francisco, just like you!"
"Really?" said Seth, forgetting his nervousness as he was overtaken by genuine interest. "What part of San Fransico?"
Claire was usually quiet and detached, but Seth's enthusiasm was infectious, and she flashed a rare smile as she answered, "Cow Hollow."
"No way! I'm from Marina! We were practically neighbors growing up! I've got to pick your brain about what you think the best pizza place in the area is, because I got into way too many arguments about it in high school." Just as Celine planned, Seth was blossoming a little as he forgot the pressure of the situation and let his natural enthusiasm shine through.
The girls were shooting Celine covert glances with slightly raised eyebrows. A little surprised, but so far impressed. Everything was going swimmingly.
Then Marcia opened her mouth. "Yes, yes, that's fascinating. But returning to the topic of majors... what was yours, again, Seth?" she asked sweetly. "Computer Science, or Accounting, or something like that?"
Seth's brows wrinkled slightly. He could tell from Marcia's sickly sweet tone that she was playing some sort of game, but he couldn't see what it was. "Physics, actually," he said slowly.
"Ahhhh, ok, sorry," said Marcia with a smirk, "I just remembered that it was something nerdy. But speaking of training... why haven't you been hitting the gym with your new lady? I think you would look great with a little more definition."
Seth looked taken aback by the barely veiled insults. "Well, actually," he said, trying to adjust to the sudden left turn in the conversation, "I guess I haven't had the time lately to get to the gym."
Marcia gasped in mock surprise, looking around at the other ladies. "So you've just been sending Celine all alone to the gym? With all those other, sweaty muscular guys around? That's so... trusting of you!"
The other girls snorted and covered their mouths at the low-blow jab. It was a cruel, calculated reference to Seth's past trauma. Pretty disgusting, even for Marcia.
Celine watched as a flush crossed Seth's face. He looked like he was about to respond to Marcia. Bad instinct, unfortunately. Snapping back would just make him look thin-skinned and defensive.
Luckily, Seth had her in his corner.
Celine clapped her hands together briskly, catching the group's attention before Seth had a chance to speak. "What are we doing just standing around here?" she asked with a wide, plastic smile. "Let's grab a table and some drinks."
The other girls agreed raucously, although Marcia shot Celine a cool, knowing glance as the group began moving. Celine smiled right back at her.
On the way to their table, Celine took Seth by the elbow and whispered in his ear. "When Marcia speaks, you don't understand what she means, got it? Be polite, but confused."
Seth gave her a doubtful look, but she could see in his eyes that he trusted her. He gave her a firm nod.
They found a table in a corner big enough for their group and settled in. Just as Celine worried, Marcia made every attempt to insult and trip up Seth with cutting remarks, but Celine's strategy worked perfectly. With some subtle cues and encouragement from his girlfriend, Seth was doing well, submitting to the friend group's grilling of a new boyfriend with enthusiasm and charm.
"I need to use the little girl's room," said Marcia suddenly, standing from the table. She made meaningful eye contact with Celine. "Do you want to come with?" she asked with a raised eyebrow. Seth gave Celine a concerned look. He had been doing great so far, but he had also been receiving a lot of help from her. This was a deliberate challenge from Marcia: a taunt. She was implying that Celine didn't dare leave Seth alone without her coaching. The other girls watched the interaction eagerly.
Celine couldn't back down. She trusted Seth, and knew that he could make a good impression even without her help. "Of, course," she said lightly, patting Seth on the shoulder nonchalantly and rising to join her "friend". "Let's go."
"I never thought I would see something like this," sighed Marcia as they moved away from the table.
Celine considered ignoring the bait, but there would be little point. Marcia planned to talk no matter how she reacted, so Celine might as well take the opportunity to get some shots in. "A good man that someone would actually want to date?" she asked sardonically.
Marcia snorted. "Celine, the queen of the clubs, settling. And worse, settling for a loser."
Celine controlled her spike of anger so that it didn't reach her face and walked a little ahead of Marcia to push the bathroom door open. "Nothing of the sort," she said flatly, fixing Marcia with a chilly glare. "In fact, just the opposite. I was settling for unsatisfactory men before, and I've finally found one who I'm happy with."
Marcia strode up to the mirror and pulled a tube of lip gloss from her purse, gazing into her reflection as she applied it. "You can call it whatever you want, dear," she said dismissively, "But everyone else is calling it a nervous breakdown. No one sees you for weeks, and you show back up with Nina's sloppy seconds on your arm? It's embarrassing, love."
Nina took the opportunity to touch up her mascara, stepping up to the sink next to her worst friend. "And your dating situation is so much better?" she asked in amusement, flashing Marcia a contemptuous smirk.



"It is actually," said Marcia, turning to Celinee with an intense expression. "You know... Tom was asking about you the other day. You know he would welcome you in if you wanted to join us."
The idea was so ridiculous that it surprised a genuine guffaw from Celine's lips and almost fucked up her mascara. "Are you serious?" she said, turning to Marcia with a look of amused disbelief. "You think my fulfilling relationship is pathetic, and your solution is Tom fucking Ferguson? He's a fuckboy, Marcia. And not even a particularly interesting one."
Celine's response was so genuinely, witheringly dismissive that Marcia looked taken aback, then angry. "He's an alpha, idiot," she said hotly, "A stud. I guess I wouldn't expect someone who fucks a pindick loser to understand that. But you know what? I bet that Tom would fuck you on the side anyway, even if you're still dating poor little Seth. Because that's why you started dating him, isn't it? You're into that sort of cheating play, and once a cuck, always a cuck. He's the only guy you could find that you know for certain..."
Celine's slap hit her so hard it spun Marcia's head to the side and made her slump temporarily against the counter. When she collected herself, she glared up at Celine with venomous hatred.
"You're going to keep your filthy tongue on a tight leash from now on, dear," said Celine in an icy, regal voice. "Because if I hear one more word about my man slip between those pretty lips, even your "stud" boyfriend won't be able to save you.' Celine paused with a cruel smile spreading across her face. "Oh wait... he isn't even your boyfriend, is he?" It felt good to put Marcia in her place. Celine loved being Seth's pretty, sweet girlfriend, but it was satisfying to remind herself she still had claws.
Celine dropped her mascara into her purse and turned on her heel to leave, forcing Marcia to scurry after her in an undignified hustle. "That should be enough time," said Marcia in a huff massaging her reddened face absently as she glared daggers at Celine. "Let's see how your boyfriend did without Mommy there to hold his hand."
Marcia seemed confident that Seth had bombed with the other girls. But Celine didn't waver. She knew who Seth was, deep down. And the other girls were good enough people to see it as well. Celine's faith was rewarded as the table came back into sight. The girls were all leaning forward over the table, with Marissa leaning over the table with a look of playful disbelief.
"Stop it, Seth!" she said, hitting his arm. "We might not be geniuses like you, but we know bullshit when we hear it. There is no fucking way that studying physics makes you better at skeeball!"
"Well..." said Seth with a humorously played-up look of cocky certainty, "I guess there's only one way to find out! What do you say? I challenge you to a one-on-one match. Loser buys the next round."
Marissa jumped to her feet with a laugh, "Oh, you are so on, science boy. I've got a dancer's poise and grace. I going to prove once and for all that body beats brains every time."
The other girls got up as well, trailing after the two competitors, laughing about how they had to see this. Celine looked on proudly, then turned to peek at Marcia with a triumphant smirk. The leggy redhead's face was grim and dark with rage.
"I don't know, Marcia," said Celine lightly. "He seems to be doing alright. Maybe we should have a drink and wait for them. I wouldn't want to interrupt his flow."
"He got lucky," snarled Marcia. "He can't play skeeball all night. The girls are going to see right through him."
But, as usual, Marcia was wrong. Celine beamed with pride now that Seth had shaken off his initial nerves. He got into a loud, but good-natured argument with Claire about the best pizza in San Fransisco, got utterly trounced by Abbey in a dancing arcade game while laughing the whole time, and showed Hannah a stupid bar bet about removing a dollar from under a glass without touching it that sent the cheerful blonde into a helpless wave of giggles.
Marcia did her best to inject veiled insults and jibes into the conversation, but they ran so contrary to the fun, light tone of the evening that all they earned her were disapproving looks from the other girls. After a little more than an hour, Marcia sourly said she was tired and retreated with her tail between her legs.
No one missed her.
Finally, the night was drawing to a close. It was near closing time, and a visibly tipsy Seth headed up to the bar to settle the tab. The girls watched him leave, then the second he was out of earshot, rounded on Celine.
"Oh my God, Cece," said Hannah giddily. "He is soooo cute."
"So cute," agreed Abbey fervently. "He can come to my birthday next week, right?"
"Does he have any sweet, good-looking, nerdy friends that are single?" asked Marissa, only half-jokingly.
"He's a great guy," said Claire approvingly, "But the real question is... how is he in the sack?"
Celine leaned forward with a lascivious smile on her perfect lips. "The best I ever had, ladies," she said, hand on her heart in a gesture of insistent sincerity, "That bitch Nina had no idea what she was fucking talking about."
The table dissolved into a chorus of ooooohs and giggles. "Oh myyyy," said Marissa with a wicked grin, "I've seen that dirty look in your eyes before you slut. Seth is getting lucky tonight, isn't he?"
Celine looked fondly over to the bar, where Seth leaned casually, a look of happy satisfaction on his face. He had really knocked it out of the park tonight, not only impressing her friends, but dissolving their usual dynamic of catty sniping with his sincere, enthusiastic presence. Celine was more certain than ever that she had finally found her person.
"Yeah," said Celine, biting her lip in anticipation, "He's getting really fucking lucky."
...
Seth had learned to tell when his new girlfriend was horny.
She had a habit of playing with her hair more than usual. She got a little giggly. Her accent deepened. Tonight she was showing all of the typical signs. Those, combined with some wandering hands and adoring, sustained eye contact on the ride home, let him know that he was in for a treat when they got back to the apartment.
He couldn't wait. With Nina, even though during the good times she had always been willing to indulge him when he asked, Seth always had to be the one to initiate. It had always felt like she was doing him a favor.
With Celine, Seth could tell that she wanted sex as much as he did, if not more, and it was just as often her pushing for sex as it was him. Seth could feel his body lighting up with desire as they climbed the stairs to his apartment. Not just his cock (although it was, of course, hard enough to drive nails with), his skin felt warm and tingly, and his hair stood on end. He had never felt this way with Nina. It was one more way that Celine was special.
When Seth finally closed and locked the door behind them, Celine wasted no time, pulling her man close, molding her body to his, and capturing him in a deep, warm, wet kiss that seemed to go on for hours. Seth would have been happy to stay there forever, drowning in the feeling of Celine's tongue and lips, but finally, his sexy, fierce girlfriend pulled away, leaning down to whisper in his ear.
"Tonight, I want something special, Mon Beau," she said in a hot, intimate whisper, "Tonight, I want you to be the boss."
Seth felt a thrill run through him at the obvious arousal dripping from Celin's voice. Her perfect body, an alluring combination of firm muscle and feminine softness, pressed up against every inch of him. He wanted desperately to play along, but he wasn't sure he quite understood the game.
"What do you mean?" he asked gently, taking the opportunity to kiss the delicate shell of Celine's ear.
Celine pulled away from him a little, looking down at him with a coy gleam in her loving eyes. "Darling, you have been so sweet, and gentle, and affectionate in the bedroom. I just love it," she said fondly, "... But sometimes I miss when you were a little... more forceful with me. Back when I was just your sex toy."
Seth blushed. He couldn't believe that Celine looked back at that time fondly; he felt badly about it. "Baby, back then I treated you like that because I was trying to be mean to you. Because I didn't care what you thought. You're my girlfriend now. I don't want to treat you badly," he said with a conflicted expression.
"Silly man," said Celine, with a quick little kiss and an easy, crooked smile, "Don't think about it like that. I love your sweet gentle side, and I want to have that kind of sex too. But sometimes I want to feel your power. Your masculinity. I want to see you strong and dominant and confident. I want to hear you give me orders and I want to obey. That side of you is a huge turn-on for me."
"I don't know..." said Seth, but Celine caught a certain spark in his eyes. Her hands reached down between her boyfriend's legs and found the bulge there, straining against his pants. Clearly, despite his protests, Seth at least found the idea intriguing.
"Come on, Daddy," said Celine, reviving the dirty, submissive nickname from when their relationship was a lot more... transactional. "Earlier tonight I was calling the shots. I was telling you what to do... what to say..." Celine's eyes smoldered with banked heat, her hands worked with smooth, firm pressure over the surface of Seth's pants. "But when I let you do your thing, what did I see? I saw a confident, charming man. One who knew just what to do without any help. You really impressed me tonight, Daddy. It turned me on sooo much to see you confident and in control. Show me that again. Tonight, I want you to be the one in charge. Make me obey."
The way she described it... well, it really had been erotic back when he dominated Celine in bed. He had shied away from getting rough with Celine since they started dating, but if that was what she wanted...
He had done it before instinctively, but he wasn't sure he could just flip it on like a switch. But he knew better than to say he would "try". That wasn't very dominant at all.
"Yeah," he said, doing his best to look confident and powerful as he stared up into his girlfriend's eyes. "Tonight, you're going to do what I say, baby."
Celine giggled, but shook her head, her slim hands continuing their ceaseless rubbing over his pants. "No, Daddy. Tonight I'm not your baby." She leaned back to whisper in his ear again. "Tonight I'm nothing but your worthless slut." Her tongue extended and licked up the curve of Seth's ear. He felt his cock twitch in his pants at the intensity of the moment. If he wasn't careful, he would blow his load before he had a chance to give any orders at all.
To stop from cumming in his pants, Seth grabbed his little slut's hands and pulled her to the living room. "Stand right there," he said in a voice he hoped was suitably firm. He left Celine in the center of the room and grabbed and dining room chair, setting it down a few feet in front of her and sitting with legs spread wide
Seth took a deep breath, heart hammering in his chest as Celine stared eagerly, biting her lip. This first request might be pushing the envelope a bit, but it was something he had been fantasizing about, and if Celine wanted him to be in charge, he might as well take advantage...
'I'd like you to give me a lap dance," he said, his mouth suddenly dry. A look of annoyance flashed briefly on Celine's lovely face. Seth knew that this was asking a lot. Celine had vented to him about a week ago how some people wouldn't stop comparing female dancers and strippers. Too many lewd jokes speculating about how she must be "paying her way through college". It gave her a disdain for the profession even above and beyond the average girl's. So asking her to play the role of a stripper for him was a big ask.
Celine crossed her arms, and Seth could feel that the heated, sexy chemistry was slipping away from them. He could see that in a second, Celine would open her mouth to scold him, and then the night would end in a spat.... But in that moment of clarity, Seth realized he had gone about his request all wrong. Celine wanted to be dominated and ordered around tonight, but he had phrased it like a request.
A truly dominant man wouldn't ask nicely, would he?
"Seth..." said Celine in a warning tone, her expression disapproving.
"Didn't you hear me, Slut?" said Seth. This time, he reached deep inside himself... and found the tone of authority he was searching for. His voice was deep and hard, confident to the core. "I said that you're going to do a trashy little striptease for me with all the dancing skills you work so hard on. I won't ask you again."
Celine was caught with her mouth open in a look of surprise. A faint blush stained her cheeks and she looked away. "Seth, I..." she gulped, then a naughty little grin quirked up the corners of her mouth. She still didn't look totally happy with the order, but Seth's newfound tone of command had done the trick. Celine had craved dominance from him tonight, and that meant submitting completely.
"What Daddy wants, Daddy gets," she said in a sultry tone. She pulled out her phone and in seconds had it linked to the Bluetooth speakers and playing a song with a low, pulsing beat. She made blazing eye contact with Seth as she slowly began unbuttoning her jacket, her hips swaying gently to the beat.
Although Celine's rhythm was flawless as ever, and her sensuality was completely off the charts, she was obviously still embarrassed to be doing a striptease. After making it clear to Seth that she looked down on strippers, being forced to perform a lapdance was probably humiliating. But Seth could see that it was turning her on as well... being pushed to do something she never would normally do by his command. She may have pushed back initially, but it was clear to see that the humiliating show was getting her hot and bothered.
Celine's thick thighs rubbed together subtly beneath her skirt as she ran her hands smoothly up and down her curves, putting on a slutty show for Seth's pleasure. The strict, commanding part of Seth swelled inside him. This was a sign of total submission: Celine loved to give blowjobs, but using her dance skills to get a man off? That was something she would never do for anyone else.
Seth loosed his belt and pulled his cock from his pants as Celine continued her sensual dance, stripping for him before beginning her lapdance proper. She pulled her shirt up and over her head in one swift motion, perfectly in rhythm, revealing a sheer lacy bra. Maintaining his heated eye contact, Seth gripped his cock, stroking to the sight of his girlfriend: embarrassed, graceful, and growing hornier by the second.
Leaning forward, with a wave of lustrous golden hair falling over one eye, Celine reached back and unclasped her bra, shrugging it off with a light motion and letting her tits hang freely. Her eyes flashed up to make contact with Seth's as she ran her hands up and over her large round breasts, pausing to pinch and pull at the stiff pink nipples that broadcast her submissive arousal.
She straightened, shimmying her chest in time the the music, giving her boyfriend the trashy strip show that he had commanded. But Seth had seen enough. Now he wanted to touch.
He raised a hand to arrogantly beckon his topless girlfriend over, his other hand never stopping as it pumped up and down his hard cock. "Come here slut. Enough teasing," he commanded. "I want to feel you grinding on my cock."
"Yes, sir," said Celine meekly, strutting forward in time to the music with a hip-swaying walk that made her bare tits jiggle enticingly. Her earlier hesitance was gone, although a tiny spark of shame still burned in her eyes, mixed with desire. Seth felt a burning possessiveness for her fill him. As usual, his foxy new girlfriend was right. This feeling of dominating her, commanding her, owning her, was so erotic that Seth could barely breathe. He wanted to chase that feeling. He wanted to show Celine the rougher side that she so desperately craved.
Celine now looked sluttier than the strippers she so despised, wearing only a skirt, her huge swaying breasts tipped with diamond-hard nipples. She approached her master for the evening and straddled him, sliding herself up Seth's lap until the hot, moist fabric of her silky panties crushed hard against her boyfriend's stiff, naked cock.
"I've never given a lapdance before Daddy," she said in a voice dripping with sexy innocence, "But I'll try my best!"
As the deep, throbbing beat of the music pulsed hypnotically, Celine's hips swirled and humped, her hot, wet pussy stimulating every inch of Seth's cock through the thin layer of fabric separating them. Normally Seth would be happy to sit back and enjoy the sensation, but tonight he was driven to take control. His hands roughly seized Celine's wide hips, pulling her down onto him, taking control of the grinding and setting his own pace, sliding his raging cock roughly against his girlfriend's horny, silk-covered pussy.
Celine moaned and wrapped her arms around Seth's neck, hugging him close as he took charge and ground his cock upward against her dripping sex.... Which put her heaving tits right in in Seth's face.
He pounced, taking a nipple into his mouth while their hips continued to grind and hump together. Normally, Seth was nothing but gentle and respectful to his girlfriend's lovely breasts... but tonight, Celine was his dirty little slut, and her breasts weren't lovely, precious treasures, they were slutty funbags that existed only to please her Daddy.
Celine gave a breathy gasp as Seth's teeth nipped at her stiff nipple, just on the edge of pain. Even caught up in their shared fantasy of domination and submission, Seth had no desire to hurt Celine or take things too far. He gave her a covert glance, only to feel another wave of dominant lust: Celine was hazy-eyed and panting with arousal. Her hand reached around Seth's head and crushed his face into her breast, whimpering, "Rougher, Daddy! Mark me! I want my slutty nipples to be so sore tomorrow that I can't help but remember how you treated your slut every fucking time I move!"
Well... if she insisted...
Celine let out a strangled moan of pain and pleasure as Seth caught her delicate pink nipple between his teeth, pressing down just a little more than he would have without her urging. Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him compulsively closer as her hips went mad, grinding downward with a hot, moist pressure that threatened to make Seth explode.
Seth couldn't wait any longer. And he didn't have to: he was the one calling the shots and setting the pace tonight. If he wanted to take his girlfriend's pussy, that was exactly what he was going to do. He reached down and pulled Celine's soaking panties to the side, then lifted her up, positioned his cock...
And slid deep into the hot, velvety embrace of her tight cunt, sitting cowgirl position. Celine let out a sloppy moan, and Seth could feel her internal muscles already clutching at the cock she craved so badly. He reached up and cupped her cheek roughly, demanding her attention.
"Ride, me, Celine," he commanded. "Show your daddy how much you live to please him."
Celine nodded, holding his gaze with a look of worshipful obedience... and her hips began moving in deep, fluid strokes, up and down his cock in tight, circular motions. It felt incredible, and Seth couldn't help but let out a low groan of satisfaction. Celine's body was fit and tight, trained and honed by dance. And she used every ounce of the strength and grace she had earned through hard practice to ride her boyfriend's cock with perfect rhythm and control. They stayed like that for a few minutes, Celine riding Seth while he sat and admired her bouncing tits and her trembling, pleasure-filled moans.



Seth's hands crept behind his girlfriend and rested on her luscious ass, gripping and kneading. A wicked impulse took him... and why not? Tonight, Celine was his slutty little toy. He could do what he wanted. He raised his hand and brought it down sharply on Celine's bouncing ass.
*SMACK*
"D-daddy!" gasped Celine in a scandalized voice, her eyes flying open from their hooded, aroused daze. But Seth smirked to hear that Celine wasn't totally able to keep the moan of pleasure from her voice. Spanking was coming right up to the line... but Seth still hadn't crossed it yet.
*CRACK* Seth brought his hand down again, just to assert his right, and this time, Celine didn't protest, she just bit her lip hard as another slutty moan wormed its way out of her throat.
"Who owns this thick ass?" asked Seth roughly, feeling himself building slowly and surely toward climax. "Who does it belong to, Slut?"
"Youuuu!" moaned Celine, the pace of her grinding, swirling hips increasing as her own climax approached. "It's yours, Daddy!"
"And these big, slutty tits?" asked Seth, pausing to suck and lovebite her nipples for a little before continuing. "Are they mine too?"
"You kn-know they are Daddy," whimpered Celine, arching her back and pressing her chest forward, eager for the sinfully pleasurable punishment that her Daddy gave them.
Seth locked his arm around Celine's waist, using all of his strength to pull her downward and thrust his cock up into her powerfully. "And this...Tight! Fucking! Pussy! Whose is that?" He said, punctuating each word with a deep buck of his hips.
"Yours Daddy!" gasped Celine, her thighs beginning to tremble and her voice shaking with the power of her approaching orgasm. "It's all yours! I'm yours! I'm your slut!"
The feeling of power, control and dominance overwhelmed Seth. He looked into Celine's adoring eyes...
And raised his hand, gripping Celine's delicate, beautiful throat. "That's right, Celine. You're my slut. Only mine. Forever." The moment spun in the air. Seth had never touched Celine's throat like this. They had never even discussed it. It was a raw, brutal statement of physical ownership and control. Of her submission and his dominance. It could have been the step too far that ruined the evening.
But in this moment, Seth wanted nothing more than to possess the woman he had resisted so long. And Celine wanted nothing more than to feel how much Seth wanted her... how deeply he cared about her being his.
Celine reached up, putting her own hand over Seth's on her throat and pressing it tighter with a warm, eager smile. Her hips squirmed down onto her beloved boyfriend's cock faster and faster. Seth could feel her heartbeat pulse against his hand, her whole life held in his palm.
God, he was falling hard for this woman.
Celine and Seth came together. Slut and Daddy, boyfriend and girlfriend, former enemies, sweet lovers, man and woman. And as Seth felt his girlfriend's pussy pulse around his twitching cock, they both forgot the game of dominance and submission they had been playing. Seth's hand fell from its performative grasp on Celine's throat, instead tenderly pulling her into a warm, deep kiss.
The rough stuff was a fun game to play, but this was really where the heart of their relationship was... Celine sitting in Seth's lap, her pussy warm and wet around his stiff cock, their lips and hearts pleasantly tangled as they basked in the glow of a deep, satisfying orgasm.
Together. And happier for it.
...
Tom looked up from yet another meal of day-old pizza as he heard the door open and slam. He flipped open his phone to check the time with a frown.
It seemed too early for Marcia to be back, and he was expecting any of his other girls tonight. Well, except for Nina of course, but it was difficult to get rid of her.
But to his surprise, it was Marcia home early, flouncing in with an annoyed look on her face. But that didn't necessarily mean anything. The girl had a terminal case of resting bitch face.
"Back already?" he asked pointedly, tossing the rest of the stale pizza in the trash. He wasn't hungry anyway. "How did it go?"
Marcia made an even more sour face than usual. "Those dumb bitches saw the cuck do a couple of tricks and started eating out of his hand. It's all that bitch Celine's fault. She was coaching him," said Marcia in a voice that was probably shriller than she meant it to be.
Shit. Tom had assumed that a bitchy mean girl like Marcia would at least have the ability to humiliate one worthless nerd. It looked like he had overestimated her. The entire point of their plan was to show Celine that Seth would never be anything but an awkward loser, but it looked like there had been a setback.
"What about the other thing?" demanded Tom, leaning forward on his elbows with an intense glare on his chiseled face, "Did you... invite Celine?"
Marcia sighed with exasperation. "Forget about that bitch, Tom! She's not worth your time." She crossed the room with graceful steps, emphasizing her long slender legs. "I can give you anything that silly cunt could," she purred, reaching down to paw at Tom's dormant and disinterested crotch, '... and a lot of things that she wouldn't!"
Tom irritably batted her hand away before her insistent rubbing could do anything. "Don't bullshit me," he snapped. "Did you ask her to join the harem or not?"
Marcia pouted, but muttered, "Yeah. I did."
Tom rolled his eyes. Bitches could be so fucking stupid sometimes. "And...?" he said, waving his hand in an impatient gesture.
"I... Uhhh..." Marica gave him a sidelong glance as if gauging his mood. "She sounded... like she was thinking about it? I guess?"
Some of the tension went out of Tom's body. "Well why didn't you say so?" he asked with a shake of his head. If Marcia's suggestion was making Celine think, then the game was already practically won. Any woman weighing the choice between him and a nerdy cuck like Seth would inevitably reach the obvious conclusion.
Well, it sounded like the night wasn't a complete bust. Maybe Marcia had done enough to deserve a reward... and it had been a few hours since Tom had blown his last load. He checked the time on his phone again.
"I've got... twentyish minutes until Nina gets here," he said matter-of-factly, undoing his belt. "Just enough time for a blowjob, if you make it quick."
Marcia looked almost disappointed as she fell to her knees on the dirty kitchen floor.
But what did she expect? Tom was just one man. He couldn't fuck each of his five harem members every day, and she hadn't done THAT well at her task.
...
Celine and Seth lay skin to skin in bed, sweaty, panting, and reaffirming their affection for each other after the domination session.
"Was... was that the kind of thing you were looking for?" panted Seth, his eyes seeking Celine's for reassurance.
"Exactly what I wanted, Mon Beau," purred Celine, wrapping her arms around her boyfriend and squeezing him tight.
"I... I was a little worried you might feel like I hate you when I treat you like that," said Seth with a nervous grin. "You know... all the 'punishment' and the names, and that kind of thing."
Celine stared deep into his eyes with a faint smile. "Did you feel like you hated me when you did it?" she asked seriously.
"Of course not!" answered Seth automatically, then paused and thought a little more carefully about his response. "No..." he continued slowly, untangling his feelings, "... I felt like you belonged to me. And that made me feel so strong, and confident and powerful. It felt like you were offering everything to me, and it felt right to seize that control and prove to you that I was the kind of man who could handle that responsibility. When I saw that little bit of reluctance... that embarrassed blush... it just made me want to push harder, to show you that I was the boss right now. Not that I would always be in every situation, but that I was capable of being your boss sometimes."
Celine squealed with delight and covered her boyfriend's sheepish face in warm kisses. "That's it exactly, Beau! You have such a way with words! I know that you respect me and would never mistreat me, but it can be so... satisfying to feel that strong, strict side of my man sometimes... To know that he isn't afraid to take charge when he needs to. It doesn't make me feel hated. It makes me feel safe. And excited too."
Celine pressed her naked, sweaty body up against Seth, but winced slightly as her breasts made contact. "Ouch, darling. My poor nipples!" she said half teasing and have serious, "I think you nearly broke skin! I'll be sore all week."
Seth looked a little stricken, so she laughed and kissed him again. "I'm joking, darling. I was the one who pushed you on that, remember? Believe me, if you went too far, you would have heard about it."
Seth's mouth quirked up into an eager grin. "So that means... you liked it? The thing with your throat?"
Celine shuddered lightly at the memory... Seth's strong hand, firmly on her throat... raw, dominant, and physical. A bold, insistent claim from Seth on his woman. "Yes," she said emphatically, "God... it was so intense. I knew you had dominant instincts, Beau. You really made me feel like your dirty little slut."
"You can be my little slut in bed sometimes," said Seth with a fond smile, snuggling into Celine's chest, "As long as most of the time you're my baby."
"Of course, darling," murmured Celine, stroking his hair. 'And maybe sometimes you can try being a little slut for me?"
Seth laughed nervously, but the gleam in Celine's eyes said that she was willing to give almost anything a try with him in bed.
...
Seth and Celine enjoyed the exciting new experiences of a fresh relationship together, discovering more about each other and growing closer every day.
After the night at the arcade, the new couple's sex life acquired a little extra spice and variety. Some nights they would make sweet passionate love, and others they would fuck each other in kinky displays of dominance and submission. They even developed a way to secretly discuss it in public: sometimes Celine would bring up that she was craving something "sweet", or Seth would bring up that he was more in the mood for something "spicy". They sampled the entire range of "flavors" frequently.
But not everything between them was smooth and easy. A popular girl and nerd were bound to run into personality clashes at some point...
"Sorry, Beau, but you simply must. You need to learn to dance," said Celine flatly, not budging an inch. She stood above Seth, who was seated on the couch, arms crossed beneath her breasts and foot tapping in irritation. Seth swore that Celine tried to use her superior height against him in arguments, looming over him and looking down her nose. It got under his skin a little, but when he brought it up to her, Celine insisted that she didn't do it on purpose.
Seth sighed and set down his controller. "Babe, how many times do I have to tell you this? I just don't dance. I'm not a dancer. I love watching you, and I'm happy to hang on the sides and have a drink."
Celine shook her head with a stony frown. "No. Ninety percent of men say that they 'can't dance'. You know what it is, Seth? Laziness. They can't dance because they are unwilling to try. I won't have you hanging out watching from the bar all night again. It's starting to become a joke with the girls."
Celine's friends loved Seth. Maybe even too much for Seth's liking: they invited the couple out multiple times a week, which Seth found exhausting at times. The main issue was that, as a pack of dance majors, Celine and her friends loved to go out dancing, and, as much as the girls loved having him around, Seth found himself mixing awkwardly with them on dance outings. He just didn't have any skill in that area.
Seth pinched his nose. "Babe, why is it that every time someone has to reach out of their comfort zone and try something new, it has to be me?" Celine raised an eyebrow and scoffed, and Seth made a frustrated sound. "I'm serious babe. You're a little dismissive of the things that I like. I know that I mean a lot to you, but it feels like you still look down on all my hobbies."
Celine frowned down at him. She opened her mouth, then closed it again. Her frown softened and she looked thoughtful... then a little guilty. She sank down to sit beside Seth on the couch. "You know what?" she said with a sigh, snuggling up to Seth by way of apology, " You're right. I care a lot about dancing... but I know that you care a lot about your games as well." She picked up the controller, somehow holding it completely wrong. It was obviously the first time she had ever held one.
"So first," she said with a charming smile, "I want you to teach me about your games. Then it's fair."
Seth laughed, but Celine didn't budge. She was serious.
"Really?" he asked with a smile. The thought of Celine playing video games was incongruous... but also kind of sweet. "I mean... I guess if you want to. Yeah! It sounds like fun." Celine likely wouldn't have the patience to put up with playing for a long time, but Seth appreciated her willingness to put in the effort.
"So how do I play?" asked Celine with a glint of determination in her eyes.
"Well first," said Seth gently, "You have to hold the controller more like... yeah there you go. And then, when you're ready, press that button in the middle there to unpause the game. Celine gamely stabbed the button, and the screen burst back into colorful life.
Celine stared at the screen intensely, experimentally moving the joystick and making the character on the screen move back and forth in short, aimless motions. She looked at her boyfriend with a knowing grin and a raised eyebrow. "Beau, I can see why you like this game already. This girl is barely wearing any clothes!"
Seth grimaced and laughed good-naturedly. Celine was absolutely correct. Princess Hisara, the protagonist of Setting Sun 3, the game he was currently working his way through, wore a gauzy, impractical outfit that resembled stereotypical "harem girl" attire. It basically looked like she was just wearing a collection of flimsy purple veils. "I know, I know," he said with a sheepish grin, "But that's not why I like the game. It's got really fun combat." That was true... and Celine didn't need to know about how many times Seth had looked up rule 34 artwork of Princess Hisara before they met.
"Hmmm," said Celine, giving her boyfriend a disbelieving look, softened a little by the hint of a smile. "Well, let's try out this 'combat'. Ah! I see a bad guy over there. Which button is shoot?" Celine began moving toward a burly armored ogre, getting the directional controls correct after a few tries.
"Ummm, there are no guns," said Seth, watching Celine rush toward one of the hardest enemies in the game. "But the x button uses the sword you have equipped. Just make sure that you are ready to dodge. That's the y..."
The Ogre telegraphed a massive attack and Celine ran straight into it, instantly dying. She stared at the screen, nonplussed. "That's it?" she asked skeptically, "That's the combat you like so much?"
Seth thought about how best to explain why Celine had failed so quickly, but decided that it probably would require a solid hour of explaining background knowledge. A triple-A souls-like was probably not the best place to start Celine's video game career. "You know what, why don't we try something a little easier... maybe something multiplayer," said Seth, reaching for the controller.
Celine tsked and held it out of his grasp. "No, no no, I insist," she said stubbornly, "If this is your favorite game, this is the one I want to play. Besides, I want to learn about this digital hussy who has my boyfriend watching her big bouncing ass all day." Celine's expression was teasing, and Seth rolled his eyes... but she did have a point about Princess Hisara's ass. It was a frequent focus of the fan art made of her, and following behind her in third-person did draw a considerable amount of attention to it.
'Well... if you insist," said Seth reluctantly. "We will need to start at the beginning. I'm in the hardest area of the game right now."
Seth helped Celine exit to the main menu and start a new game. It was going to be difficult for a complete novice to get anywhere in this game... but Celine seemed enthusiastic, and Seth found that he was too. He liked spending time with his girlfriend, and it was pretty cute how she was making an effort to explore his interests.
...
It turned out that Celine wasn't some sort of hidden savant at video games. Even on the easiest difficulty, it was a struggle for her to succeed at the game.
But even though Celine lost to the very first enemy in the game a dozen times in a row, Seth couldn't stop smiling. Spending time with Celine was fun no matter what they were doing, and besides, Celine's gleeful triumph when she killed the very first tutorial enemy made up for any frustration there may have been.
Celine wasn't converted into a gamer, but from then on she took a greater interest in what Seth was playing, and would sometimes spend time just sitting and watching him play while they chatted about their day.
Celine had fulfilled her end of the bargain with enthusiasm, and now it was time for Seth to step up: Celine had tried gaming, and it was Seth's turn to learn how to dance.
"Ok, to start with, I just want you to do your best," said Celine encouragingly. "No wrong answers. I just want to see what I'm working with before I give you some pointers. Just feel the rhythm and move in a way that feels natural."
They stood in the cleared center of the living room as Celine connected to the speakers and picked out a song similar to the ones they played in the club. Seth couldn't help feeling a little awkward. Despite their deepening relationship, his instincts still told him that if Celine saw him failing around with the coordination of a dying chicken she might stop being attracted to him. But a deal was a deal. As the music came on, Seth shook himself, stretched... and started doing his best.
Celine herself was moving with lithe, easy grace to the rhythm of the music. Seth's own movements were jerky and off-beat, his limbs moving seemingly at random. Celine didn't stop him, but Seth felt more and more self-conscious until he eventually just froze up. Jesus, it was embarrassing. Celine stopped the music and looked concerned.
"What happened, Beau?" she asked kindly.
"What happened is that I suck," said Seth in frustration. "Just like I told you I did. I don't know any dance moves, and even if I did, I don't have any rhythm. If you force me on the dance floor, I'm just going to embarrass you."
Celine gave him a sharp look. 'How many times do I have to say it, Seth? I'm not embarrassed by you. I don't understand all this self-doubt you have. I certainly don't doubt you at all." She moved closer and drew Seth into a tight hug, then pulled away and looked down at him.
"Dance moves aren't necessary. Do you think that my friends and I are doing memorized routines at the club? No. We're just moving to the rhythm. There is a little training that goes into that, but not as much as you might think. We can get to that in a second."
"Rhythm is more important," continued Celine thoughtfully, "But you're wrong, Beau. You do have rhythm."
Seth looked up at Celine, narrowing his eyes as he tried to see what she was getting at. It was hard to stay upset and defensive when she was pulling him so close to her beautiful, statuesque body. He couldn't help but smile a little as he asked: "What do you mean? You saw me just now, I couldn't move to a beat to save my life."
Celine smiled mysteriously and picked her phone up again, choosing a new song, this one with a low pulsing rhythm. Seth recognized it from somewhere... that was right, it was the song that Celine used when giving him a strip tease the other week. "Let me give you a demonstration of what I mean," said Celine in a sultry, teasing voice.



She released Seth and took a step back. Then, she turned, bent slightly... and pushed her ass backward, up against Seth's crotch. Seth felt an immediate flush of arousal and heat at the provocative contact, his cock waking up rapidly as his girlfriend's fantastic ass continued to grind up against it in swirling, humping motions.
"Now, I'm not complaining," said Seth with a grin as Celine concentrated on moving to the beat, pushing her butt up against him rhythmically, "But what does this have to do with my rhythm?"
Celine looked over her shoulder, blushing from her own growing arousal. "Don't play dumb, Beau," she said coyly, "I'm sure that you've heard it before: Sex is dancing. Dancing is sex. When we're in bed, you never miss a beat. We're always perfectly in sync. I thought that this would be a good motivational tool for you... After all, learning about your favorite video game has taught me that my boyfriend is a bit of an "ass man"."
Seth chuckled and looked away in embarrassment. Since Celine had started playing Setting Sun 3, Princess Hisara's ass and how much Seth apparently liked it had become a sort of running, teasing joke with her. She wasn't genuinely upset or jealous about it; more amused by Seth's embarrassed reactions.... And she wasn't one hundred percent off-base, although Seth would never admit that to her in a million years.
"So, grab hold, and start moving your hips," said Celine, her voice taking on a hint of pleasant, horny rasp. "I bet that we can find your rhythm in no time." Seth still wasn't sure that he fully agreed that this would work, but he wasn't about to pass up the opportunity. His hands fell to Celine's wide hips, pulling her closer to him. He began to grind his hips forward into his girlfriend's thick, springy ass, his cock rising rapidly to full hardness.
It felt amazing. Celine's ass hadn't up to this point been an area of particular focus for him, outside of occasional spanking during their "spicy" nights. But that wasn't because it was unimpressive; more because all of Celine's body was so incredible that it was hard to focus solely on one area and stick with it.
But now that all of his attention was pulled to focus on Celine's lush backside, he couldn't help but drool over it. It was plump and round, feminine softness overlaying toned, powerful muscles built through her dance training. And the best part was the current situation: Celine was offering her ass up to him submissively, encouraging him to feel and rub every inch of it, rubbing it against him and sending sizzling waves of sexual pleasure radiating out from his crotch. She moved it in an intoxicating mix of soft twerking bounces and hard swirling grinds, rubbing up against Seth's hard cock in an endless rhythmic dance.
Seth's instincts took over, his hands sinking deep into the softness of Celine's hips as he pulled himself into her. He began to give as good as he got, rubbing and humping and grinding against her ass, all underlaid by the deep, pulsing beat of the song... the same song tied to a treasured, deeply erotic memory.
Seth, lost in a heart-pounding erotic haze, realized that Celine was looking over her shoulder at him with a sly smile.
"What?" asked Seth in confusion, not seeing what was funny. Celine shook her head and bit her lip. "I thought you said you had no rhythm, darling... But you've been moving perfectly with the beat for about five minutes now!"
Seth realized with a shock that she was right. Moving with Celine, losing himself to his primal instincts, and letting go of his insecurity had been all that it took. His grinding thrusts were precisely on beat, moving perfectly in harmony with the amazing ass swirling back into him.
Celine turned and threw her arms around Seth's neck, pulling him into an excited kiss. "I knew it," she said smugly after giving her boyfriend a deep, thorough kiss, "I'm the best teacher ever! We'll have you tearing up the dance floor in no time!"
Seth laughed, kissing her back. "I'll admit that under certain specific circumstances, I have rhythm, but I can't exactly just get on the dance floor and hump you in public, can I?"
Celine raised an eyebrow. "You really haven't ever been dancing at a club, have you darling? People grind all the time. Well, I suppose we do need to broaden your repertoire beyond that, but now that I have you feeling the rhythm, the rest will be easy."
Seth shrugged, but for the first time, he had a glimmer of optimism that maybe dancing wasn't totally out of his reach, at least at a basic level. "Yeah," he agreed with a smile. "But... before we move on... Do you think we could practice grinding just a little bit more?"
Celine gave him a roguish smile as she turned and bent at the waist, allowing her boyfriend to feast his eyes on her pert, rounded cheeks.
"You see?" she said smugly, "I knew it. My boyfriend is an ass man through and through."
...
Celine giggled, beaming and proud as she pulled her boyfriend in through the door of his apartment. "See!" she said triumphantly, "That wasn't as hard as you thought was it?"
Seth rolled his eyes, but couldn't help a smile tugging up the corners of his lips. "Ok, ok, It was fun," he admitted, "Especially the grinding." Celine playfully hit his shoulder with a scandalized gasp, but the sparkle in her eyes told Seth that she didn't disagree.
"But I couldn't hold a candle to you girls, or even most of the guys on the dance floor," said Seth, collapsing back on the couch.
Celine shook her head, staring down at her boyfriend fondly. "That doesn't matter, darling. It was enough that you had a good time and joined us. And because you worked hard and stepped out of your comfort zone for me... I actually have a little reward for you." She was biting her lip in adorable excitement for whatever surprise she had cooked up, and Seth felt himself responding to her energy. His cock stirred in his pants at the obvious signs of Celine's arousal... she was blushing lightly, her eyes were wide and shiny, and he could see her breathing had gotten heavier. The only question was: what sexual treat did Celine have in store for him?
"Well I can't wait, babe," said Seth eagerly, moving to get up from the couch and join her in the bedroom. But for some reason, she stopped him, holding out a hand and motioning him to stay put. "So eager!" she teased with a sultry wink. "Just wait, Beau. I need to get ready." She reached down and picked up the controller from the coffee table and lightly tossed it to Seth. "In fact, play a little bit while you wait. It might take me a minute to... set up."
With that, Seth's sexy girlfriend blew him a kiss and retreated to the bedroom, yelling, "And don't you dare peek!" back over her shoulder as she closed the door behind her.
Seth made a small frustrated sound of impatience, adjusting his pants around his boner. He hoped that whatever surprise Celine had cooked up would be worth it, but knowing her, it probably would be. Besides being a genius on the stage and in the kitchen, his girlfriend was a virtuoso in bed as well, and if she thought that her surprise was worth a short wait, Seth was willing to take her word for it.
He contented himself with taking Celine's suggestion and firing up Setting Sun 3. But as he began playing, he got a little... distracted. Celine could joke about it as much as she wanted, but the truth was that the main character of the game had a lovingly rendered, jiggle-physics-enhanced backside that rightfully made gamers drool.
Seth was only human. He was horny and impatient, and besides which, had had an equally fantastic (if a little smaller) ass rubbed up against his crotch all night. Maybe it would be ok if he just, rubbed himself a little over the pants while watching Princess Hisara's run animation... Just to give himself something to do while he waited.
Seth heard the bedroom door click open.
And his eyes went wide with stunned delight.
The Princess Hisara costume that Celine was wearing wasn't perfect, and certainly wasn't up to the standards of a professional cosplayer, but it got the point across. She was covered, barely, by gauzy purple scraps of material that tantalizingly both hid and revealed her lovely form. It was easy to forget in digital form, where skimpy clothing was normal, but seeing the outfit in real life made it clear exactly how slutty the costume was. Celine's face was a little hesitant and embarrassed behind the delicate veil covering the bottom half of her face. "Do you like it darling?" she asked softly, turning and fidgeting anxiously in the bedroom doorway. "I bought it to celebrate learning about each other's passions."
Seth was too horny and happy for words. Instead, he rose silently and crossed the room in rapid strides, flipping up his girlfriend's gauzy veil, wrapping an arm around her waist, and pulling her into a passionate, tongue-tangling kiss.
Celine laughed when they broke away. "I knew it! I knew you had a crush on this digital slut. Well, tonight, I'll play her part for you, and you can act out all the naughty little fantasies you dreamed about her on your flesh and blood princess... But that's not the only surprise that you get tonight!" she purred.
Celine wiggled out of Seth's grip and set music playing on the speakers: a remix of the battle theme from Setting Sun 3. Then, still turned away from Seth, she gave him a smoldering, horny stare over her shoulder... and began slowly and smoothly swaying her hips. The skimpy harem-girl outfit enhanced the seductive effect of the dance as the floaty gauze fluttered in the air, barely hiding the sweet womanly curves of Celine's body. Celine used to think that using dance during sex was demeaning... but now she had embraced it. Seth came closer as Celine spread her thighs, rolling her hips dramatically, making her luscious ass bounce and twerk before Seth's greedy eyes.
Celine's thumbs hooked into the tiny panties that came with the costume, dropping them down her thighs and stepping lightly out of them, still swaying to the complex rhythm of the music. Her bare ass was now visible through the sheer material of her gauzy purple skirt, bouncing and rolling alluringly to the beat of the music.
Celine looked back to see that Seth was watching avidly, practically drooling over her ass. Just how she wanted him. Keeping her eyes locked on her boyfriend's shocked, awestruck face, she bent low at the waist, reached back with slow seductiveness...
And pulled apart her cheeks, revealing her tight, rosy asshole, already glistening with pre-applied lube. Seth's eyes widened and flickered to Celine's face to check if this meant what he thought it meant, then were drawn back to Celine's beautiful pink butthole like a magnet.
"That's right Beau," purred Celine, wriggling her hips enticingly. "I think the answer of how to best reward you was obvious once I found out what a kinky little ass-loving pervert you were. Come over here. Let's try something new."
"Have you... I mean... is this the first time you...?" said Seth distractedly, made stupid and tonguetied by the depths of his arousal. He struggled out of his clothes, his eyes still locked with fierce intensity on the cleft between Celine's spread-apart cheeks.
"That's the best part!" said Celine in a happy murmur, "It's new for me too. I'm so happy I had a virginity left to give you, darling. But don't worry! I've been doing lots of... practice the past few weeks, so I don't think I will have any trouble getting into it."
Seth's mind reeled thinking about what kinds of "practice" Celine had been doing, and considering asking her if he could watch that sort of practice sometime. But for right now, he had something more important to focus on.
The tempting prize that Celine was dangling in front of him.
He approached Celine, still bent low in a submissive pose, presenting herself to him. His hand trailed possessively up her hip... then cracked down in a light spank on one of the cheeks of her thrust-out butt. It drew a hiss of surprise and arousal from Celine, who stared up at him with blazing eyes and a wicked, bratty smile.
"Fuck my ass, Daddy," she said in a throaty rasp, giving her thick butt one last teasing wiggle.
It looked like tonight they were both in the mood for "spicy".
Seth's pressed his cock lightly against Celine's asshole, making her gasp with pleasure at the sudden intimate sensation. He pushed a little harder, feeling Celine's tight virgin ass resist the intrusion of its first-ever cock... before suddenly giving way.
Seth plunged deep into the slick warmth of his girlfriend's asshole as she whimpered and arched her back, eager for more. The sense of power and triumph was intense: this was something that Celine had never offered to any other man... but here she was, spreading her cheeks for him, making adorable little noises of submissive pleasure as his cock sank deep into her, deflowering her one last time.
With a savage grin on his face, Seth's hands gripped possessively on Celine's hips... and he began moving, thrusting deep into Celine's ass, finding the rhythm just the way she had taught him. Celine groaned deeply, bouncing her luscious ass backward into her man's cock in rhythm to the music, the sheer purple veils shrouding her body floating and fluttering as her body moved to the deep, pulsing beat. It felt like the ultimate consummation of what Celine had taught him: the ultimate pleasure that grinding only hinted at. She bounced and writhed together to the music, and Seth felt the rhythm deep inside, just as Celine had coached him.
Seth had been curious about anal sex for a long time, although he had never had the courage to even broach the topic with Nina. It felt like something that most girls would be grossed out by, or even get upset if asked about it. Celine didn't seem upset. She looked over her shoulder at him with lust-hazed eyes, practically panting with arousal as she gasped, "Harder! Harder Daddy! Fuck your naughty slut's tight ass. It's all for you, Daddy!", her soft butt slamming frantically back to meet his thrusts. Fucking an ass felt a lot different than a pussy, Seth was discovering. A pussy was more like a warm, all-over hug for his cock. Celine's butthole was more... loose inside, but the hole itself was an incredibly tight seal that gripped his cock like a ring as he moved in and out.
Seth's veins sang with dominant pleasure as he pulled Celine back into him. His hand came down again with a crack on his girlfriend's thick, juicy ass as his cock thrust into the asshole he had claimed as his own. Seth feasted on her incredible ass, bucking backward frantically onto his cock... round, bouncy, and dressed in a cosplay outfit for his pleasure alone. This perfect ass was all his. Celine was his. And he was hers. This whole evening had been set up to give Seth the ultimate pleasure... dressing up as his favorite character, training herself to take his cock up her ass, even finding a danceable remix of a song from the game they had played together.
It was incredibly sweet, thoughtful... and hot as fuck. The least that Seth could do was give Celine the domination that he knew she so enjoyed. Seth reached forward as he continued to thrust into Celine's ass, and grabbed a handful of her hair. Hair pulling was tricky to master, you needed to pull hard enough to hurt a little, without pulling hard enough for it to hurt too much. But by this point, Seth had become a master. He tugged back with the perfect amount of force, forcing his girlfriend to arch her back even further and drawing a low moan from her throat. She loved it when he used her like this.
"Tonight I'm going to teach you a new way to cum on my cock, Slut," said Seth in a smoldering voice, his hips moving harder and faster, pumping his cock in and out of Celine's twitching asshole. "Are you ready to have your very first anal orgasm?"
"Yeeeessss!" moaned Celine frantically, her powerful hips working overtime to pleasure her Daddy's cock with her tight little hole, "Make me cum Daddy! Fuck me! Show me who owns this ass!" Her whole body was trembling with tension and pleasure, her whines and moans growing higher and sweeter. Her hand dropped between her thick thighs, teasing and rubbing her unused pussy, which was sending floods of hot lubricant streaming down her legs. She was close... and so was Seth. this entire experience was so sexually intense that he didn't think he would be able to make this a marathon session.
Celine's sweet, slutty moans, her teasing cosplay outfit, her submissive dirty talk, and above all, her tight asshole all combined to drive him to orgasm. As Celine's trembling body let out a crescendo of shuddering moans, Seth heard a roar of satisfaction pour from his own throat as he felt himself release, pouring a thick, hot load of cum into his girlfriend's ass. Celine lithely rose and turned to kiss him over her shoulder, french kissing him deeply and caressing his face through the waves of pleasure until Seth's last drop was spent and his softeningly cock slipped out of her leaking asshole.
"Well Beau," said Celine with the raspy voice of a well-fucked woman, her eyes soft and adoring, "I think that video games and dancing go together a lot better than either of us thought!"
...
Celine held her boyfriend close as his breathing evened and deepened, stroking his hair as he fell asleep.
He deserved a little rest. And so did Celine for that matter: three rounds of vigorous assfucking after a full night out dancing would make anybody tired. Celine smiled to herself as she unwound, drifting toward sleep herself.
She had shot down quite a few pushy men in the past that had tried to sweet-talk her into anal. Having an ass like hers tended to have that effect. And here she was, so eager to please her new man that she had offered her ass to him without even being asked. And not just offered it: actually enjoyed the experience. To the point of orgasm! She never would have imagined it was possible. But Seth did something to her that she had never experienced with any other guy... and she was eager to find out how far their relationship could lead.
She could do without the soreness though... That was no doubt why Seth had been able to drift off to sleep before her. She planned on making him wait on her hand and foot tomorrow while she sat on a hot pad. Or maybe an ice pack. Either way, Seth would have to make up for how hard he fucked her poor little butt... even if she had begged him to fuck her harder.
Just as she was about to drift off to sleep, Celine heard her phone buzz. She wanted to ignore it, but on a late night after going out with her girlfriends, she was always careful to make herself available. Who knew if one of her friends was alone and drunk somewhere and needed a hand?
The message that she saw when she unlocked her phone instantly took her from half-asleep to wide awake.
[We need to talk.]
The message was from Nina.
...
Celine sat perched on her chair at the trendy cafe, fingernails clicking irritably on the mug steaming away in front of her. This whole thing felt wrong, but she didn't feel like she had much choice.
She would have preferred to just ignore Nina altogether, but the conniving little bitch had given Celine an ultimatum. If Celine didn't agree to meet and talk, Nina said she would contact Seth. Celine knew that the healing process hadn't been easy for Seth... cruel, malicious meddling from Nina had the potential to really set him back. If one uncomfortable meeting could head that off, Celine was willing to take that chance.
She had told Seth she was going to a study session. She didn't like lying to him, but it couldn't be helped. Telling him that she was going to meet Nina would be almost as harmful as Seth's ex-girlfriend getting in touch. Celine didn't see any harm in a little white lie that spared her boyfriend's mental health.



She didn't look forward to meeting with Nina though...
Once upon a time, Celine had seen Nina as a charity case and potential friend. But those feelings soured rapidly after Nina broke up with Seth. Nina had taken Celine's message of prioritizing herself and chasing pleasure all too seriously. It turned out, that once Nina had removed the "obstacle" of her ex-boyfriend, the next obstacle to her pleasure that she saw was Celine.
Celine wasn't sure if it was jealousy over her high status at the club, her circle of rich, popular friends, or just simply the fact that Nina's new man Tom had always kind of had a thing for her, but Nina had, seemingly overnight, gone from a friend to an implacable enemy.
And now, for some reason, Nina wanted to have a chat. She had refused to say why over text, but Celine could only guess that it had something to do with Seth. The very idea put her guard up. She suspected that she would have to fight for her man.
But, to Celine's surprise and displeasure, when someone slipped into the chair across the tiny table from her, it wasn't Nina. Somehow it was the only person that Celine was even less happy to see.
Tom fucking Ferguson, wearing his usual expression of self-absorbed preening. Like he was perpetually blowing his own mind with how handsome he was. God damn it. Celine's ass hurt, she was feeling guilty about lying to Seth, and now she had to deal with Tom? She wasn't sure this day could get any worse.
Tom opened his mouth, preparing no doubt to give some half-baked pickup line that probably worked on drunk girls, but Celine impatiently cut him off. "What the fuck do you want, Tom? I'm here to meet with Nina, not you," she said with icy exasperation.
Tom looked confused. Of course he did. He thought he was God's gift to women, so how could a woman possibly turn him down? Obnoxious prick. But he rallied enough to paint his smarmy smile back on and ignore Celine's obvious lack of interest. Reality wasn't enough to keep him down for long.
"Don't be mad, babe," he said with what he probably thought was a charming smile, "I thought you might get in a little trouble with your 'boyfriend' if I texted you directly, so I borrowed Nina's phone and told a little fib. But aren't you glad that we're here together now?" Celine stared at the smug idiot in front of her, struggling to find words harsh enough to explain to him how incorrect he was. But trying to explain something to Tom wasn't worth her precious time and effort.
Celine sighed wearily, pinching the bridge of her nose. "What do you want, Tom?" She asked, hoping to end this unwanted meeting as quickly as possible.
"Celine," said Tom in a ridiculous, artificially lowered tone, "I wanted to let you know... that I've been interested in you for a while."
Celine waited for Tom to finish his thought, but that was apparently all he had. "That's it?" she demanded bluntly.
Tom looked confused, as if he thought Celine didn't quite understand what he had said. "I mean..." he said slowly, "I know you've felt it too... The two of us, across the room from each other in the club... the alpha male and female that just never quite crossed paths... two trains passing in the night... It doesn't have to be that way! I want us to finally give it a shot."
Celine stared at Tom silently for a solid minute. He was serious. This is how Tom interpreted the fact that they had never hooked up. Rose-colored glasses was one thing, delusion was another. "Tom," said Celine, picking her words carefully (if he got all upset, this might turn into a bigger deal than it needed to be), "I'm going to be honest with you. There is no chance that you and I will get together. I want you to give up on that idea completely."
Tom reached across the table as if to take Celine's hands, but she pulled them away. Tom continued on as if he hadn't noticed the snub. "Baby, look," said Tom with an odd, incongruous look of sincerity on his face, "I know that I have baggage. And you do too! I have my... uh... harem, and you have your little charity case. But for you? I would give up every other girl I'm seeing right now. You would be my one and only, I swear. Isn't that worth giving up whatever weird social experiment you have going on with that nerd?"
Celine felt murderous rage boiling up inside her. This idiot had gotten her to meet under false pretenses. He had ignored her polite refusal. And worst of all, he had insulted her boyfriend. It was probably a bad idea to scream at him in public. And a worse idea to strangle him to death.
In order to give herself the strength to not slap Tom's stupid face off, Celine shut her eyes and forced her facial features into complete smooth serenity. She counted to ten. Normally, it was a useful approach to calming and collecting herself.
But in this case, it was a fatal mistake.
When she reached eight, she suddenly felt Tom's presence invading her personal space. His warm breath fanned across her lips. Celine's bright blue eyes shot open, seeing that the useless idiot across from her was actually going in for a kiss. It took just a second for her mind to catch up as Tom's puckering face inched closer. Then she reared back with a snarl and her hand flushed up, cracking across Tom's face with a viscous slap.
It was hard enough that Tom's eyes looked lost and dazed for a moment, staring stupidly at Celine as she rose from her chair, shaking with rage.
"Since being polite will apparently get me nowhere with you," said Celine in a voice trembling with fury, "Allow me to be blunt. I will never go out with you Tom. I wouldn't go out with you if I had never met my current boyfriend. I wouldn't go out with you if your dick cured cancer and I had a terminal case. You seem to be under the impression that there has been a will-they-won't-they tension between us. They won't. Any such tension you have felt is utterly one-sided. Have a good life, Tom. Don't contact me again. And tell Nina to lose my number."
She turned and left without looking back at the bewildered man rubbing his face at the table.
A few seconds later, Nina scurried up, laughing uncontrollably at Tom's defeated expression and the angry red handprint on his face. "Oh my fucking God!" she said in a nasty, mocking tone, "I thought you said that you would have her making out with you in five minutes, babe. What happened?"
Tom glared at her, his eyes dark with anger. "Shut up," he said through gritted teeth. "It's that pussy nerd's fault. He probably has her convinced that it's more fun to have a boyfriend that she can order around. She'll change her mind once she gets dumped by a loser like him."
"Well," said Nina lightly, sitting across from him and swiping through the photos she took with critical eyes, "You're lucky you have me. Almost all of these photos are unusable." She looked up at Tom with a smirk. "You know... because Celine actually hates your guts. But I thiiiiink," she selected two photos carefully from the dozens she had covertly snapped of the meeting, "That these two will paint exactly the picture we want." One showed Celine sitting across from Tom, giving him a look of cool politeness that might look like she was pleased with his company if you squinted. The other showed Celine's eyes half-open, her face calm, with Tom approaching for a kiss. Neither one was very incriminating... unless of course, the person looking at them already had trouble trusting people.
As Tom grumbled under his breath across from her, Nina opened her messaging app, unblocked a number, and began typing a message.
...
Seth sat on his couch, heart pumping blood rapidly through his veins, his mouth dry, his hands and feet numb, and his mind spiraling.
His entire world was collapsing around him. Again.
He didn't want to look at the photos that Nina had sent him again. He knew that it would only hurt him. But he couldn't help it. He couldn't resist the raw, sharp pain of confirming Celine's betrayal. He opened his phone screen with numb, shaking fingers. There she was, the woman he had forgiven. The woman who had taught him to smile again.
She was sitting at a cafe table, smiling at the man who had made him a cuckold. His heart breaking, Seth swiped to the next photo, of Tom going in for a kiss. The truth was undeniable. He had been cuckolded for a second time. Why else would Celine lie to him about where she was?
He should never have trusted her in the first place. Hadn't Celine been the one who had orchestrated his humiliation the first time? She had probably been working with Tom on a long con from the beginning. Seth's mind swam with memories from the past month of dating Celine. It was overwhelming. Seth felt his eyes brimming with hot, painful tears. All of that had been a lie? She had been acting the whole time? Even after his initial reluctance to trust her, Seth had been fully taken in and fooled by the end.
After this, Seth didn't think he would ever be able to trust anyone again.
Seth rose from the couch with grim determination. He wanted nothing more than to crawl into his bed, cry, and sleep for a week. But that wasn't an option. Celine had a key to the apartment. She would be back before long, after her tryst with Tom was over.
Seth didn't want to be here when she got back. He needed to move quickly. If he packed his bags in the next ten minutes or so, he could probably be out the door before Celine realized he was gone. Seth didn't have many friends left on campus who weren't Celine's friends (had all the girls been in on it too? Seth's belly roiled at the thought of how deep the subterfuge had gone), but maybe he could convince Professor Lawrence to let him stay the night. He could arrange transportation to his parent's house and be gone in the morning. Once he had spent a few nights in his bedroom at home, he could work up the courage to massage Celine and tell her she was no longer welcome at his apartment.
Seth grabbed his suitcase and began cramming clothes inside, tears wildly streaming down his face, his mind a whirl of scattered thoughts, angry and sad and despairing. He almost made it to the door when he ran out of time. The door rattled briefly, then Celine entered, looking heartbreakingly beautiful and mildly annoyed.
"Beau, you'll never believe it!" she said in an exasperated voice, kicking off her shoes. Then she looked up, seeing her boyfriend standing there with a haphazardly stuffed suitcase in hand, tears streaming down his face and accusations in his eyes. Her eyes went wide with horrified shock.
"Seth..." she said in a stunned voice, moving instinctively toward him to comfort him, "What happened?" She stopped dead in her tracks as a visceral reaction of revulsion crossed Seth's face and he flinched back. Celine paused for a moment with her face frozen in an expression of terrified confusion.
Even now, she was the perfect little actress.
"I know," said Seth in a cold, stony voice. He stared at Celine, waiting for the shoe to finally drop. Would her face morph into a mocking sneer? Would she try to cry and tell him it was a mistake so she could string him along for a little while longer?
Instead, the look of pained bewilderment only deepened. It was actually starting to piss Seth off a little. Did she think he was that easy to fool? "What? What do you know, darling?" she asked, her voice ratcheting up in tension as she fully absorbed how deeply angry and sad her boyfriend was.
"Stop trying to play this game!" said Seth in a strangled yell, unable to control his voice any longer. "I already know! Nina took pictures of your little coffee date! I'm sorry to ruin your fun, but, hey, at least you had me fooled for a while. I'll admit it, I trusted you for a minute there."
Celine's face twisted from shock to fury, and for a second Seth thought her mask was finally coming off, but then she said, "That fucking bitch! I should have known that it was a setup! Listen Seth, you're being manipulated."
"I know I am," said Seth grimly, moving toward the door. Celine stepped in front of him, blocking his path.
"I know you're hurt, but you need to listen," she said desperately. "This is a cruel trick by Nina. She is trying to turn you against me. I didn't do what you think I did!" Seth sighed, his whole body wilting. He was tired of this. He didn't want to have a relationship with anyone anymore if this was what a relationship meant.
"Who am I supposed to believe?" he said with a hopeless little laugh, "The woman who tricked and forced my girlfriend into cheating on me? Or my ex-girlfriend, who was your victim? Who also has photographic evidence, by the way."
Celine looked stunned once again. "Victim?" she said blankly. "Is that how you see Nina? I suppose that explains a lot." Celine's hurt and confusion hardened into annoyance. "Listen Seth. I'm not proud of what I did with your ex last year. I've apologized, and I stand by my apology. What I did was wrong. But, to spare your feelings, I've avoided telling you some hard truths. Maybe hearing them now will snap you out of whatever paranoid breakdown you're having."
Seth was speechless with indignant anger. Did Celine really think this kind of mind game would convince him? But before he could tell her not to waste her breath, she was already moving on.
"Seth," said Celine sharply, "I know that this will be hard to hear, but I need you to really think about it..."
Celine's big beautiful eyes were cold and clear as she said, "Your relationship with Nina was doomed before I even met her." Seth's eyes were wide and his mouth was suddenly bone dry. He shook his head wordlessly in denial, but Celine wouldn't be stopped now that she had started.
"She was on the edge of... I guess you could call it an 'awakening' when we met," said Celine with distaste, her lip curling a little. "Even if I hadn't helped... Seth, believe me, you would have been broken up within a month or two anyway. Nina has just never been a good person. That side of her was held back for a long time because she wanted people to like her, but it was only a matter of time before it burst out."
Seth had gone cold and icy with anger. "How dare you?" he said softly. "Talking shit about the innocent girl you dragged down and corrupted. You're a fucking liar! Without you, Nina and I would still be happy!"
"Really?" said Celine incredulously, "I want you to think about it carefully, Seth. Remember your relationship how it really was, not how you idealized it after it was gone."
"We were happy," spat Seth. "We loved each other. That's all I need to know."
"I would never downplay my role in what happened to you, Seth," said Celine stubbornly, "But calling Nina innocent? It simply isn't true. I set up the situation, yes. I encouraged her. But no one made that choice for her. Nina cheated on you, Seth. She humiliated you. And now she is trying to ruin your new relationship too."
Seth had heard enough. Listening to Celine's depreate bullshit wasn't worth his time. He brushed past her, rolling his suitcase behind him. As his hand hit the doorknob, Celine called out to him one last time.
"Seth... wait," she said. The confidence in her voice had drained away, leaving it trembling and sad. "Don't leave. I know you're angry and scared, but give me a chance to prove that it isn't true. I know that we can work this misunderstanding out. You and I... we have something I've never felt before. I... I love you, Seth."
Seth leaned forward until his forehead rested on the door. A hot tear splashed down onto his hand. "Why... why would you say that now?" he said quietly, fighting hard to keep a wobble out of his voice. "When it's already over?" He turned the doorknob and opened the door. It felt like it weighed a thousand pounds.
"At least this conversation means I don't need to text you later," he said harshly. "Take all of your things and leave your key. I never want to talk to you again."
He left without turning around. He heard Celine crying, and he didn't want to see her crocodile tears.
...
Seth sat on the park bench, eyes far away, feeling tired and broken. It was the same bench where he had once yelled at Celine and angrily stormed away. He had just done that again, but for good this time. Some passing people were giving odd looks to the obviously distressed man sitting in the park with a rolling suitcase, but he was beyond caring at this point.
He just couldn't believe the bullshit that Celine had been spouting. Trying to blame Nina. Casting doubt on their relationship. Bitter words from a sore loser.
Right?
Seth couldn't accept that any of Celine's words were true... But there were a lot of unresolved feelings and questions about what had happened between and Nina. She had blocked him from all social media immediately after the humiliating breakup, so he had never gotten any closure.
On the spur of the moment, Seth pulled out his phone. Maybe now was the wrong time. He was devastated after all. But on the other hand, Nina had just been cheated on as well, right? What better time was there to talk about what had happened between them?
He sent out the text. Maybe talking with Nina would help all of this make sense.
...
Celine pulled out the drawer she had filled in Seth's apartment and emptied it roughly into a large garbage bag. It looked like completely removing every trace of herself from her ex-boyfriend's apartment would take more than one bag: she hadn't exactly moved in, but she had started staying over often enough that a lot of her things had made the migration.
She moved to the bathroom and began tossing toiletries into the bag, aiming poorly through eyes brimming with tears. She would probably ruin some of her clothes doing things this way. She didn't care. She would deal with the mess later.
She had learned the same old lesson again, just like she always did. It was foolish to believe in love and relationships. The only thing you got in return was pain. The worst part was that this time, it wasn't a cruel, heartless man who was to blame. It was her. Yes, Seth had been irrational and paranoid in their final confrontation, but Celine had sown the seeds of his pain herself months ago. She had also helped to create the monster Nina had become.
Even when Celine finally found a man worthy of her love and trust, her own flaws and mistakes destroyed her chance at happiness. It looked like Celine just wasn't meant for love.
Suddenly it was all too much. Celine slumped down onto the toilet, the closest available seat. She had a sudden, depressing premonition of the rest of her life. A brilliant but demanding dance career. No time or desire for close partnerships. A series of brief hookups with men met in bars and clubs, just as she had done for most of college. Getting old and bitter by herself after she couldn't throw herself into her career anymore.
She knew it was defeatism. It was possible that she could find a man as good as Seth if she kept her chin up. But right now, her vision of the future felt as real and solid as her disappointing past.
Celine put her face into her hands and sobbed. Moving out could wait for a few minutes. She just needed a second to collect herself.
...
Seth had been surprised by how easily Nina agreed to meet. Based on the way they parted, Seth had assumed she never wanted to see him again.
A voice in the back of his mind even whispered that maybe Nina was interested in meeting up with him because Tom had gone behind her back to meet up with Celine. Seth knew it was stupid to even think about getting back together with his ex... but he still couldn't help but wonder if that was what Nina had in mind.
So he was especially confused and upset when Nina showed up to their meeting with Tom alongside her.
"Seth!" said Nina with a wide, plastic smile, rushing up and pulling him into a hug, "I'm so sorry about Celine! I guess a leopard can't change its spots, huh? Tough break!" Her sweet perfume was distracting, but Seth could hardly pay attention to it. His eyes were locked on Tom, who hung back with a barely concealed look of smug superiority. He gave Seth a little nod over Nina's shoulder. "Hey, Buddy," he said in a lazy drawl.



Why was he here exactly? If Nina wanted to console him or get closure on their relationship, bringing the man who had stolen her and his next girlfriend hardly seemed to be a good choice. Celine's words about Nina not being a very good person echoed in his ears, but he forced his feeling of unease down.
They sat together in the booth of the small diner they had chosen as a meeting place. Tom squeezed in next to Nina and slung an arm around her, but she wriggled away. "Soooo, Seth," said Nina with a look of performative sympathy, "You said you wanted to talk, and I can totally understand that. This must be really painful. And besides, I've been hoping we could be friends again. I honestly really missed you."
Seth kept himself from frowning. If she missed him, why hadn't she unblocked him on all of her messaging apps? But he set aside the uncharitable reaction. She was obviously sympathetic about what had happened... even though she brought Tom along with her.
"I just wanted to finally talk about what happened when we broke up," said Seth, trying not to focus on Tom, who sat there with a weird grin on his face. Why the fuck is he here?
"Oh! I'm surprised that you want to relieve that nasty business," said Nina lightly, examining her fingernails. "But if you insist I suppose... what exactly did you want to talk about?"
Seth took a deep breath, staring at the couple who had completely broken him a few months ago. He thought he had come a long way since then. And... really, as much as he was hurting right now, he still thought he had. He had grown enough since then to have this conversation.
"Why?" he said flatly.
Nina looked up, surprised, from her preening examination of her nails. She clearly wasn't expecting such a blunt demand. "Why?" she repeated with a frown, as if she didn't quite understand what he meant.
"We had a good relationship. I treated you like a queen. We loved each other. Why did you throw it all away?"
His voice was firm and even, coming from a well of strength inside himself that he didn't know he had. He needed to know why he had been mistreated this way twice, and hopefully one of the women who had done so would be able to give him a straight answer.
But Nina's response was... less than mature. She squawked a laugh, and Tom at her side let out a nasty chuckle as well. "Are you serious, Seth?" asked Nina with mock kindness. "I mean... you're a nice guy, but I was always a little out of your league. Not to mention the fact that your idea of a fun Friday night was sitting on the couch playing video games."
Seth felt the vicious sting of humiliation once again... but beneath it, he was thinking. In a way, Celine had an excellent point. Regardless of the circumstances surrounding it, Nina's cheating was wrong. But she wasn't taking any responsibility at all. She seemed to be saying it was all Seth's fault.
"So..." said Seth thoughtfully, "What could I have done differently? What would have kept you from cheating?"
"Oh honey," said Nina, crinkling her nose cutely, "Don't torture yourself with what could have been..." But the twinkle in her eyes told Seth that this was exactly the topic she had been hoping to discuss.
"Well, you could hit the gym," she suggested sweetly, "And I've heard you've started dancing at clubs, that's a very good start. I mean, you'll always be a little... short, but if you work hard to make up for that by being super obedient to your next woman... yes, I think that you could be a very interesting prospect!"
Suddenly, Tom's hand snuck back around Nina's waist again. She tried to wiggle out of his grasp, but this time Tom pulled her close to his hip. Seth looked quizically at Tom, only to realize that the taller man was staring daggers at him.
It all suddenly clicked for Seth. Tom was here because he didn't want Nina to meet Seth alone. Tom didn't trust Nina at all: he was afraid that she would do something with Seth. The idea was simultaneously amusing and sad. Tom, the supposed alpha male, the man who had made Seth feel so small, who apparently had a harem of women... was so paranoid and insecure that he couldn't even let Nina meet alone with another man.
It made sense. After all, that was how Tom had picked her up in the first place.
Seth turned away from Tom back to Nina, and, although he didn't know it at the time, he would never worry about Tom Ferguson ever again. Or even think about him much at all really.
Nina was looking at him expectantly, and Seth had another realization: Tom wasn't completely wrong. Nina had intended her little speech to make Seth feel like he still had a chance with her. Once, it would have worked. But more and more over the course of this conversation, Seth was realizing something.
He wasn't sure if he really knew Nina at all.
"So I was completely unworthy of you," said Seth flatly. 'So why did you date me in the first place? You said you loved me, Nina. If I wasn't good enough for you from the beginning why did you say that? Were you wrong, or lying?"
Nina frowned. This was not going the way she expected. "What? Don't be spiteful Seth. Of course I wasn't lying. It's possible to fall out of love with someone." She sounded defensive now. Seth found himself taking Celine's advice. He really thought back to his relationship with Nina.
He couldn't remember ever having deep, engaging conversations with her like he did with Celine, even though they had similar interests. It had always felt like Nina was frustrated or tolerating his behavior rather than discussing how she felt. Compared to his sexual chemistry with Celine, he recognized now that their sex life had been lousy and tepid. As much as he had relished his first sexual partner... Nina had just never been into it.
What exactly did he miss about this relationship again? Staring across the table at Nina, he felt like he didn't recognize her anymore.
Maybe she and Tom deserved each other.
And more importantly... Seth was suddenly certain that trying to manipulate him with misleading photos was absolutely something that this cruel stranger would do.
Seth stood up abruptly. "I have to go. Good luck with..." he made a vague gesture toward the two cruel manipulators in the booth, Tom clutching Nina unwillingly close to his side. "Whatever you have going on," he finished, unable to hide a note of pity from his voice. He had seen it too late: what Tom and Nina had wasn't something to envy. It was a monstrous, hollow relationship. A prison that they both deserved.
"What?" said Nina, stunned and furious, "That's it? No. Fuck No! You don't walk away from me, Seth! I'm the one who has the power here! I'm the one who rejected you, you pathetic, pin-dicked nerd! How dare you turn your back on me!? Let me go, Tom! Seth! Wait! Let's talk! We still have something!"
Her voice cut off as Seth left the diner, leaving the two twisted lovebirds to their misery. Seth barely heard her. He was too focused on thinking about someone else. Celine had done a terrible thing to him. But she didn't claim it was his fault. Celine could be a bitch. She was at times sarcastic, petty, and mean. But she wasn't a sneaky backstabber.
He knew it suddenly better than he knew anything in the world. If Celine had genuinely wanted to hook up with Tom (which now seemed almost impossible to him), she would have broken up with him first. That was just the kind of person she was.
Seth had made a massive mistake.
Seth's pace picked up until he was sprinting. He realized he had left his suitcase back at the diner, but he didn't turn back.
He had to catch her before she left the apartment. Maybe then they could write everything off as a misunderstanding.
Otherwise, he might lose Celine forever.
...
Celine looked up to see Seth standing in the doorway, his chest heaving. It was a complete reversal of their positions just a few hours ago, with her packed up and Seth standing in the way. In her hands, she was dragging two full trash bags, the collection of everything she had left at Seth's apartment. Symbolizing their connection.
She was ready to leave.
"Celine," said Seth, his face pained and desperate. "I... I was wrong. I should have trusted you from the beginning. I know that you would never do that to me. Please, put down the bags. Like you said... we can talk about this."
Celine's heart ached to see his face, so sincere, yearning to reconnect with her. But she shook her head sadly. "No Seth," she said, her voice tinged with deep regret. "I think maybe it's best if we face reality. Maybe in another life, we could have been amazing. But I have too much baggage. And you have too many scars. I'm tired. So fucking tired of men. I'm all used up inside, and I don't know if I have anything left to give you. I'm not a good person, Seth. You're not the only one I've done bad things to. And even if you forgive me for what I did to you, you'll never be able to forget it."
"I can," protested Seth, his eyes shining with forceful sincerity. "I will. I trust you, Celine. I just... I just lost sight of that for a second."
Celine choked back a lump in her throat. "That's what I'm saying, Beau," she said softly. "You lost sight of it for a second. When will you lose sight of your trust next? When I have to dance with another man for work? When I run late because of traffic one day? It's not your fault, Seth, but I can't be a woman who always has to live under suspicion. One day, I believe you will find a woman who you never have any doubts about. But I don't think it can be me. Not when I hurt you so badly."
"That's... you're wrong," insisted Seth, his voice breaking from the intensity of his emotions. "It's you. You're the woman I trust. Completely. This won't ever happen again."
Celine tightened her grip on the two bags. "I wish I could believe that, Mon Beau. I really do," she said with a regretful finality.
They stood feet away from each other, but miles apart, their positions a reflection of their earlier conversation not just physically, but mentally as well. One was desperate to convince the other, who refused to be moved.
Celine was balanced on the edge of the knife. A huge part of her wanted to give in, run to Seth and collapse crying into his arms. But what would the future hold if she did that? Seth had shaken her confidence today. She wasn't sure if there was anything that could convince her that he could fully trust her.
But the steely glint shining in Seth's eyes told her that he was determined to try.
"Celine... please. I can prove it to you. Come with me, and I'll show you how much I trust you," said Seth, extending his hand. Celine looked at him warily. Her grip tightened on the bag in her hand...
And then released it to drop to the floor with a thump. She didn't see how Seth could prove that so easily, but after what they had shared together, she owed him at least the chance to try. She tentatively took his hand and let him lead her into the living room.
...
Seth's heart hammered in his throat as he led Celine to the couch and asked her to sit. This was it, his one chance. Celine didn't think he would ever be able to move past what had happened with Nina. She was wrong. Seth never wanted to see Nina again. But he needed to show her that.
In order to do so, he had to show her how much he had grown... How much Celine's love had healed him. And there was just one way he could think to do that.
Celine sat back on the couch, lovely, graceful, and wary. His Queen; she always looked so powerful and in control, even when she was sad. She was wearing a pure white tennis skirt today and a midriff-baring tank top. The fact that she looked so fucking hot made what he was about to do next feel easier. If only just a little.
Maintaining eye contact with Celine, Seth sank to his knees in front of her. His hands raised and gently parted her thighs with hands that were barely shaking at all.
Celine's suspicious eyes widened as she realized what he was trying to do.
"Seth!" she gasped, "No! Don't force yourself! I know you want to prove something here... but you can't. It's too much." Her thighs held firm, resisting his gentle pressure. But Seth stared up into her concerned blue eyes, nervous but stubborn.
"Please," he said quietly, "I can. I trust you, Celine. Let me show you how much." Celine wavered, but Seth could see in her eyes that she wanted to be convinced. She frowned slightly, but nodded. Her thighs stopped resisting, spreading beneath his gentle hands. Seth heard a soft intake of breath as his hands moved upward to her inner thighs, parting and spreading them. He looked up as he slowly peeled her panties away to see that a slight blush was now staining her face and a spark had kindled in her eyes.
Seth flipped up her skirt, revealing her perfect pussy, topped by a neatly shaved strip of golden hair, framed perfectly by her tanned, toned thighs, and slowly blossoming from her growing arousal. Seth moved his face closer, hearing Celine whimper "Ohhhh God" as his warm breath puffed onto her sensitive pussy. This close, he could smell her, just a hint of perfume, the tang of clean sweat, and musky feminine arousal.
"It's ok, Seth," said Celine in a slightly raspy voice above him, clearly turned on by the depths of Seth's devotion. "I believe you. We can talk. You don't have to force yourself." She reached down hesitantly and smoothed back his hair, a loving touch that indicated that she was already willing to reconsider her strong stance. But now Seth wanted to do this. He needed to do this to prove to both of them forever that Nina no longer had a hold on him.
He stared at Celine's beautiful pink pussy, now welling with arousal. He remembered what Nina had done: dominantly grinding her pussy into his mouth for weeks while she was with another man. The final... disgusting humiliation... If Celine really had been with Tom earlier today, he would be reenacting that humiliation on himself again.
But he knew that wasn't true. He trusted Celine. And so he dipped his head forward and took the plunge.
Celine let out a low moan as his tongue slipped out, gently parting her silky folds and exploring her pussy with his mouth for the first time. "Oh yes! Yes, darling, I can feel it. I can feel your trust," she said lovingly. "Let me guide you Mon Beau. Right there, just above my opening, there is..." She let out a little whimper of pure pleasure, squeezing her eyes shut tight, her hands gripping compulsively at the material of the couch. "Yes! Right there. Be gentle, she is very delicate. But she loves the attention..." Seth found his apprehension melting away as he swirled his tongue gently around the delicate nub of Celine's clitoris, tasting the feminine tang of her arousal on his tongue. This was nothing like what Nina had done with him. Obviously there was no salty male taint, just as he knew there wouldn't be, but beyond that, Celine's gentle encouragement and sounds of deep, loving appreciation made the entire experience feel totally different from Nina's sexual games.
Celine struggled out of his tank top, released her tits from her bra, and began squeezing and kneading her breasts with a smile of pure, blissful relief on her face. "You... you really did prove it Seth," she said, loving running her fingers through his hair with one hand while her other rolled a stiff nipple between finger and thumb. "Now... let's really put this behind us. Not just the clitoris now... start mixing in other techniques. Thrust your tongue deep inside like a miniature cock... mmmm... good, now, zig and zag from side to side... now run it along every crease... I want you to taste every inch of me with that wicked little tongue of yours!"
Seth felt his cock throbbing with approval in his pants, released from the nerves that had limited him before. Celine was now firmly in charge, ordering him around, but it still felt different from Nina. He knew that Celine wanted what was best for him. He trusted her completely.
"Now I... I want to start moving my love," said Celine in a voice trembling with arousal, "But I don't want to scare you! Is it... is it ok if I...?"
"Fuck my face?" asked Seth with a roguish grin, raising his dripping face up just long enough to warmly smile. "It would only be fair with the number of times I've done it to you. Go for it baby, show me how much this is turning you on!"
With a purr of pleasure, Celine rolled her muscular hips, grinding her sopping pussy into Seth's eager mouth. She began humping Seth's face, rhythmic grunts of pleasure puffing up and she pushed herself eagerly into the face between her thighs. This was even closer to what Nina did... but Seth decided to drop that comparison forever. Fuck Nina. He only cared about Celine now. His ex no longer had power over him.
"Get out that cock!" whimpered Celine, her hips grinding in tight little circles against Seth's squirming tongue, "I want you to feel good too, Beau! Stroke to me. Stroke to us!" Seth did as he was told, the feeling of his hand pumping on his cock while his tongue writhed in his beautiful woman's pussy made the act even hotter. He redoubled his efforts, and before long Celine was moaning her pleasure aloud, her thighs trembling and her toes curling as her fingers worked on her heaving tits. Seth felt intimately connected to her orgasm as it came. He could feel her hot wet pussy pulsing against his mouth as her climax overtook her.
He was getting close as well. He could feel his orgasm rushing on as Celine caught her breath above him. He was so lost in his own lust that he was shocked when Celine reached down and caught his wrist. Celine winked at him and shook a finger in his face.
"No no no, mister," she said teasingly, "My boyfriend doesn't cum in his hand. Not when I'm around." Seth had already figured that they wouldn't be breaking up, but this playful confirmation still sounded heavenly in his ears. Celine pushed him onto his back, right there on the living room floor, and quickly removed her skirt, standing before him gloriously naked. She was a vision of sexual delight, as always. Tall, toned and tanned, with gorgeous blond locks, flashing blue eyes, big firm tits whose delicate pink nipples displayed the depths of her arousal with their slutty stiffness, and wide womanly hips framing a tight pussy streaming with hot, eager juices. A sexual Goddess. And all his.
"Tonight," she said with bold confidence, "You're going to claim me as yours forever, Seth. And that means I want your cum In. Every. Hole." The last three words she hissed in a heated whisper, already positioning herself to ride her boyfriend's cock in cowgirl positon.
"What?" said Seth with a smile, "Three times? That might be a little hard, even for..."
"No arguments," said Celine, playfully, slipping Seth's throbbing cock into her warm, wet pussy. "I know you can do it. And so you will. I know that my strong man would never disappoint me." Celine gave his cock a slow, teasing stroke with her pussy, rising and falling in a lazy circular motion that maintained a vicelike grip the entire time. She had such good control, that she could stroke a cock with her pussy with as much precision as she could with a hand, and she made certain her lucky boyfriend felt every hot, slick inch of his personal playground.
Seth could tell from the sly, curvy smile curving up his girlfriend's plump lips that, while she forgave him for their argument, she intended to extract a little sexual payback while she had him on the ground and at her mercy. Celine used her dancer's grace and muscle control to precisely tease him, one moment slapping her butt down against his thighs with furious speed, the next slowly and tortuously milking his cock in unhurried, deep strokes. Just when he felt like he about to cum, she would shift her tactics and frustrate him, maintaining him just at the edge of pleasure for minutes on end.



Seth growled in frustration as he stared up into her cheeky grin. Her shining blonde hair was fling around her face like a halo, and her big beautiful tits were bouncing and jolting as she rode. He felt himself approaching orgasm again, and he caught the glint in her eyes that told him she was about to switch tactics again, preventing his orgasm.
Not this time. Seth's hands shot out and gripped the delectable swell of Celine's wide hips, taking control. Celine's giggled above him, submitting to his wordless demand as his cock began to jackhammer upward into her pussy. "It's about time, Daddy!" she teased, a whimper of pleasure creeping into her voice, "I thought you would never take the hint and seize control. Now show me who this pussy belongs to! Cum for me!"
It felt like the hardest Seth had ever cum in his life. He saw stars as he released a powerful, draining load upward into his beloved girlfriend, filling her pussy with his thick, creamy cum. His hands gripped convulsively, possessively into her warm, soft hips, pulling her downward, claiming her as his own. He never wanted to let her go. He wanted to feel like this forever. As Seth collapsed back, panting, Celine leaned down and planted a soft, warm kiss on his lips.
"One down, two to go," she purred enthusiastically.
...
Celine licked and slurped their combined juices off her boyfriend's softening cock, her heart singing. She knew exactly how big of a step it was for him to perform cunnilingus. And he had been fucking good at it! Tender and forceful in equal measure.
All of her sadness and hurt were completely swept away, replaced by warm fuzzy certainty. She wanted to remember this night forever, and she had been dead serious about receiving cum in every hole. Now... all she had to do was get Seth's deflating cock to cooperate.
"I don't know babe," said Seth sheepishly, "I mean, that orgasm was fucking hot! I... I might be out of gas. Maybe if we took a little break and tried again in a few hours?"
Celine raised an eyebrow at him. "Oh... so my boyfriend wants to call it quits? That's too bad, because I was really craving something... spicy." She dragged her tongue up the underside of Seth's cock, and felt a little twitch of life. Bingo. She knew just what would revive Seth and get him back in the action.
They had moved to the bedroom, and Seth lay back on his bed, legs spread wide and Celine worked on his cock. Maintaining soft, playful eye contact, Celine arched her back, pushing her ass up into the air behind her. In this extreme, eye-catching pose of submissive display, she reached back and casually began fingering her tight, rosy asshole while licking at Seth's stirring cock. "You know," she said conspiratorily, punctuating every phrase with slobbery kisses and licks to her boyfriend's reinflating cock, "I was a VERY naughty girl today. I would never do anything with a man other than you... but I did lie to you about where I was going." Seth's brows creased as he looked down at Celine. She knew she was playing with fire by bringing up the drama from earlier today... but sometimes that was the best way to heat things up.
"I think I deserve a little... punishment," she added wickedly. Seth's cock had hardened enough for Celine to take it into her throat, and for a long minute, she indulge herself by rapidly bobbing her head up and down Seth's shaft, burying him deep in her willing throat. She popped up again, eyes wild and mouth dripping with drool, her eyes fierce and challenging. "I think I need my big strong boyfriend to put me in my place... and teach me not to be a bad girl," she said in a raspy, smolder voice, her fingers working busily between her spread cheeks.
Celine's little performance had done the trick. The steely light of dominance burned strong in Seth's eyes as he surged forward, kissing Celine possessively and pushing her back onto the bed. In one confident motion, he flipped her onto her belly, before using his strong hands to pull her hips up while holding her head down onto the blankets. Celine bit her lip in anticipation, wiggling her ass and arching her back to offer herself completely to her 'punishment'. She just loved it when Seth got forceful and possessive like this. Something about it, besides being hot as fuck, made her feel safe and treasured.
Seth's hands kneaded her cheeks, pulling them apart and examining the tight little prize hidden between them. "So my girlfriend wants to be punished..." said Seth in a hard voice with just a hint of amusement. His right hand flashed down with a loud *CRACK*, making Celine give a muffled cry of pain and pleasure into the blankets. "I think I can do that."
Celine felt a dizzying flood of arousal as Seth rose to his knees, pressing the hot, throbbing head of his cock against her sensitive asshole. "I do think you need to be reminded of your place, slut," he growled, pressing just a bit harder against the tight hole. Celine panted with lust, trying subtly to push backward against him and complete the penetration she craved... but Seth held back, only teasing her for now. "Who do you belong to?" demanded Seth.
"You!" answered Celine with no hesitation. "I'm all y-yours Seth! Please... Please fuck my ass, Daddy! I need it!"
"That's right," said Seth, caressing the soft skin of her ass with a suddenly-gentle hand. For just a moment, his voice lost the performative hard quality of their bedroom games and grew serious. "You're all mine Celine. Forever." Celine was touched, she was about to say something sweet back, but she was interrupted by Seth plunging his raging cock deep into her asshole, instead drawing a slutty moan from between her lips.
Seth was merciless tonight, thrusting into Celine's tight ass with speed and power, using every inch of his cock to dominantly stake his claim. He thrust like a possessed man, energetically and deeply, and Celine found herself pushing back just as desperately, craving the feeling of being owned and dominated by her wonderful, strong man. Seth's hand reached down and pulled her hands behind her back, clamping and holding them there with cruel force as he slammed his hips against her soft ass, pushing deeper and harder than she ever had before.
"Fuck me! Harder Daddy!" wailed Celine into the blankets, then gripped them tight between her teeth, embracing the blend of pain and pleasure as her breathing hitched and her toes began to curl.
Anal sex felt demeaning, and intimate, and scary, and dirty, and intensely kinky. She had only ever done it with Seth, and in some ways, it was what made her feel closest to him. To allow Seth to fuck her like no other man ever had... it made her feel so vulnerable. So submissive. And she was so happy that they had made this a part of this special evening.
Celine could feel Seth getting close, hear his harsh breathing in her ears, wet and hot. She was approaching her second orgasm of the evening as well. She just felt so... full and complete with Seth's cock snug inside her.
Seth let out a satisfied grunt as he slammed forward one more time, burying himself deep in Celine's ass... then releasing a second massive load of cum. Celine whimpered and shuddered beneath him, her wrists trapped in his strong grip, her ass stuffed with his twitching, spurting cock, and her heart full of loving submission for the man who had proved himself and won her heart.
Just one more hole to go.
...
Seth sat at the edge of the bed, panting heavily as Celine knelt humbly between his knees. He honestly didn't think that Celine would be able to revive his cock and third time, but the position felt close and intimate and familiar, so he didn't mind her attempt.
Celine worked his slimy, spent cock in her hand, a determined look in her eyes, but without any effect. She dipped her head to take it between her lips, and Seth stopped her, mildly shocked. "Woah woah woah," he said with a chuckle, "Hold on there. You remember that that was just in your ass right? Let's not go crazy."
Celine gave him a defiant look, and holding his gaze, slowly licked his flaccid penis from tip to base, then stuck her tongue out at him. Seth felt a spark of arousal reignite inside him. Ok, even if that was a little gross, it was still pretty hot. Maybe he had a little left in the tank after all.
A sudden thought occurred to him as Celine took his cock into her mouth and began slowly swirling her tongue around it. "Hey baby..." he said hesitantly, "When you used... the "L" word early today... did you really mean it? Or was it just you trying to get me to stay?"
Celine gave a mock gasp of surprise, letting his cock fall from her mouth. "Of course I meant it! I've been thinking it for a while now." Her tone softened and her eyes grew shy as she looked down, avoiding his searching gaze. "I really do love you, Seth. I know it might be early to say that, and I don't expect you to say it back right away, but it's really how I feel."
Seth's cock twitched in her hands, causing her to let out a giggle of sweet surprise. "Ooooh, so my man is turned on by lovey-dovey words just as much as submission," she said with interest, a big mischievous smile spreading across her face. "Well, in that case...."
"I love you..." she said in a smoldering, sincere voice, her bright blue eyes boring into his, open and honest and trusting. "Je t'aime. I hope you know that we're together forever now. I will always be by your side, my life, my handsome man, my beloved. I am going to spend my life with you. Forever."
Against all odds, Seth's hard-working cock was reinflating in the small delicate hand stroking it up and down. Celine's smile grew wider and her eyes glistened with happy tears as she saw how much her tender words were affecting her man. Celine took his slowly hardening length back into her mouth, her tongue and lips and throat working furiously in perfect harmony, desperate to draw out the one last load that she craved.
"Je t'aime," she murmured against his cock, repeating it over and over like a mantra as Seth felt his lust roaring back. But then, there was no more time for words, Celine's mouth was completely full, her tight wet throat squeezing and milking his cock as she bobbed up and down with ferocious, hungry speed.
Seth could see the same vision that Celine could... together forever... The tall blonde bombshell dancer and her brilliant scientist husband, a happy supportive couple. He wanted it all, every last bit of her life. The lazy evenings at home, the hard times, the triumphs... the explosive, red-hot sexual chemistry that burned between them. White picket fence, kids, growing old together.
Nothing in the world had ever sounded better.
Celine bobbed her head in his lap, just as she had done for him dozens of times before he had finally caught on that she was the one for him. And just like then, Celine had arrived early at a conclusion that seemed obvious once he really thought about it.
"I love you," he said in a choked voice. It made Celine pause for a moment, looking up at him with wide, joyful eyes, with his cock stuffed deep in her throat. "I love you, Celine!" It was the first time he had said it to anyone since Nina.
But Nina didn't matter anymore. He only cared about Celine.
The love of Seth's life increased her speed, pushing deeper and faster as Seth repeated himself again and again, loving the way the words felt on his tongue and in his heart.
"I love you! I love you so fucking much, baby! You had better believe that we will be together forever! I'm never going to let you go!"
Seth could feel the buzz on his cock, sense it in the movements of her tongue. Celine was saying the words back to him even with her mouth wrapped around his cock. Their eyes met, bright and hopeful and full of excitement for the rest of their lives.
And Seth gave his girlfriend the cum that she wanted so badly.
...
Part 5: No News is Good News
Years later...
Celine woke from a light doze to the sound of angry yelling. She felt a stab of panic, then relaxed. Shrill angry yelling. Childish angry yelling.
It was just Jacques. Angry yelling wasn't exactly unusual for a two-year-old, especially that little hellion. But regardless of how normal it was, duty called. Celine levered herself up carefully from where she lay on the couch, gently rubbing her swollen belly with an idle hand. Seth swore that his wife looked radiant and "more beautiful than ever" during pregnancy, but Celine was convinced she looked like a cow. Seth's opinion on the matter couldn't be trusted anyway. He loved her too much to be objective.
Each of her babies had seemed to want something different in the womb. For Anna, it had been sweets. Celine must have eaten more ice cream during that pregnancy than the rest of her life combined.
For Jacques, it had been water. She had felt perpetually thirsty and dry-mouth almost from the day she had gotten pregnant with him, and the amount of water she drank made already-dicey pregnancy bladder issues even worse.
Celine stifled a massive yawn as she made her way toward the kitchen, where the noises were coming from. This child wanted sleep. She felt exhausted every day, and frequently fell accidentally into naps like the one she just took. Luckily, Seth had been a sweetheart, as always. But looking after a five-year-old and two-year-old wasn't an easy task for anyone, no matter how good of a father they were.
Celine arrived at a chaotic scene in the kitchen. Jacques howled on the floor, caught in the powerful grip of anger. Seth stood over a bubbling pot with a harried look on his face, bouncing their five-year-old daughter on his hip in a desperate attempt to keep her from crying in sympathy with her younger brother.
Seth looked up and saw her in the doorway, giving her a sheepish "what-can-you-do" shrug. "Sorry dear," he said in a concerned voice, "I was trying to let you sleep, and Jaques was having a fine time playing with the spaghetti box, but when I dumped the noodles in the water..."
Celine sighed with a small smile and crossed the room to the cabinet, pulling out a fresh box of spaghetti. Moving carefully, she crouched down and offered the new box to her crying son. He paused, red-faced and tearful, hiccuped... and took the box from her hands, happily smacking it up and down against the kitchen floor.
Celine rose slowly, crossed to her husband, and gave him a kiss on the lips and Anna a kiss on the cheek. "Spaghetti is cheap, darling, and silence is golden," she said archly.
"That's why I married your mommy!" said Seth jokingly to Anna, lifting her up and making her giggle, her borderline tears forgotten, "She's the smartest lady in the world!"
Celine smiled at her family fondly. Some of these exhausting days, she wondered why she had asked Seth for another baby... But then at times like these, she remembered why. It hadn't been an easy decision to give up her planned career as a dancer. Seth had, as always, firmly proclaimed his support of whatever decision she chose. She knew that if she had chosen differently, he would be proudly at her side, clapping and cheering like a loon at every performance. But Celine didn't doubt her choice. She would trade the world for her beautiful babies, and giving up her chance a short dance career, however star-studded, was a small price to pay to have them in her life. Besides, when you had such great father material as Seth, it would be a shame to waste it.
No, she had found a perfect niche for herself: a professor of dance at the very college they had graduated from. On maternity leave again. She bet that made the accountants a bit sour. Speaking of which...
"Darling," she said, giving the boiling pasta a quick stir and then snapping off the heat, "I was supposed to have a package in the mail today. I promised a colleague I would read through their latest paper. Did you see it?"
Seth paused in the middle of making silly faces at his giggling daughter. "Oh, uhhh, maybe. I was in a bit of a hurry when I grabbed the mail today. I set it on the counter."
Celine waddled over to investigate. Ahh yes, there it was. A large manilla envelope. Celine was supposedly not working right now, but it would be a way to pass the time, and Hannah was an old friend. Before she turned away with her package, something else caught her eye. Unlike the usual junk mail and bank statements, this one was a hand-lettered envelope.
Celine picked it up, curious. Her brows knit as she read the envelope's upper corner. She didn't recognize the address, but she would never forget the name of the person who had sent it.
"Nina Aoki"
Celine held the letter in her hands for a long minute. She inserted a finger beneath the flap on the back... then withdrew it.
With sharp, decisive hand motions, Celine ripped the letter to shreds. She walked across the kitchen to the garbage can, flipped open the lid with the press of her foot, and dropped the shredded remnants of the letter inside.
Had it been a message begging for forgiveness? Some twisted attempt to insert herself into their lives again and cause trouble? Celine had no idea. And no interest. Nina was a ghost that belonged in the past, and her words had no more meaning or relevance for either of them, good or bad.
"What was that?" asked Seth curiously, distracted by trying to keep Jacques from chewing open the spaghetti box.
"Junk mail," said Celine, turning away from the trash can with a smile, already allowing Nina Aoki to fade safely into the distant past.
"Now who wants some spaghetti?"
Even Jacques joined in on the chorus of "MEEEEE!", and the happy family began to navigate the tricky activity of mealtime with two small children.
Happy together.
Forever.
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The Cool Mom Part 3: Once a Slut, Always a Slut
Marco de Luca's hands glided smoothly over the surface of Liv Franklin's enormous tits, palming them like basketballs. Occasionally he would pause and squeeze, sometimes roughly, sometimes gently. But his hands always returned, as if pulled by gravity, to her big, perpetually-stiff pierced nipples. He would tug them. Pinch them. There were even times before when he had made Liv get on all fours so he could milk them like udders. But, above all, he seemed to live for the times he could get them between his greedy lips, sucking and licking and nibbling. To Marco de Luca, Liv's tits were a playground, stress relief tools, and sex toys, all rolled into one.
It was infuriating. And demeaning, And so fucking hot that it made Liv embarrassingly wet every time.
But a lot of things about Marco made her feel that way. That was the entire reason she was in this mess to begin with. Liv was a mature woman in her thirties for God's sake, and yet here she was, spooning with her son's best friend, submitting as his grimy paws touched every inch of her tits.
The worst part of it was that her blackmail excuse was becoming flimsier and flimsier. Technically Marco still had compromising videos of Liv, but he no longer needed to threaten her in order to convince her to meet up with him. The little shit seemed to have a knack for waiting until Liv was at her weakest and horniest before pouncing, knowing that she would give in.
It was fucking humiliating... But that was a big reason why it was so hard for Liv to resist. She had harbored a secret kink for degradation for years, and having sex with a smug little prick her son's age triggered it in the most delicious way. Something about his arrogant eyes... the way he was so positive that Liv was beneath him sexually even though she was older and more experienced than him... the way he treated her body like a toy for his hard young cock... it just pushed all of her buttons.
After every filthy, illicit rendezvous, Liv would swear off ever meeting with Marco again, promising to herself that she would be faithful to her loving fiance. Promising herself that she would have more self-respect next time and not submit to such degrading treatment. But her arousal and temptation would build up stronger and stronger over time. Craig was sweet and tender in bed, which was great, but he couldn't feed Liv's dark hunger for humiliation. And, as little as she wanted to consider this a factor... Marco was just better in bed. He had the energy and passion of youth, thick firm muscles from his blue-collar work, and an iron-hard cock that was, yes, both longer and thicker than her fiance's.
So that was why Liv found herself in bed with Marco, his naked body pressed up against her from behind, with his cock still leaking cum from the frenzied fuck session they had just concluded. She was absolutely drenched with the thick, hot goo. Marco had chosen to pull out and fire his load all over her belly and tits tonight, defying Liv's explicit instruction not to. Right now Marco's roaming hands were busily smearing his still-warm jizz over the surface of her breasts, paying particular attention to working the sticky cream into her thick nipples. It was honestly gross. Naturally, passively allowing Marco to stake his claim in this degrading way was turning her on.
"C'mon Vixen," murmured Marco in her ear, using her old stripper name like he always did, "why don't you just drop the good girl act and become my woman full-time? We both know what you're like. You'd be dripping slut juice down your leg 24/7 if I was your man."
Liv snorted, casting a critical eye around Marco's bedroom. Posters of heavy metal bands hung inexpertly on the walls. Piles of clothes tossed haphazardly on the floor. A not particularly well-hidden stash of tissues and lotion near his computer. Marco might be a sexually dominant terror, but it was painfully obvious that he was a teen boy.
"Marco de Luca," said Liv disdainfully, "I wouldn't trust you to take care of a fucking cat. You should be thanking God himself every day that I'm stupid enough to let you trick me into sex, but I will never in a million years be in any sort of relationship with you. The ambition is adorable, but outside of the bedroom, you simply don't have what it take care of an adult woman. I'm not going to submit to you completely. Ever. Sorry kiddo." She spoiled her defiant speech a little at the end as Marco's fingers gently twisted her nipples, causing her to whimper in delight and subconsciously thrust her tits out further into his grip.
"Big words, Vixen," said Marco, a twist of heat creeping into his voice. Liv could feel his spent cock waking up again behind her. She knew that he loved the chase. Marco had a twisted obsession with somehow bringing his older lover to heel. The little punk got off on the idea of breaking Liv like a horse and turning her into a submissive. Delusional.
"... but what if it meant getting rid of me forever?" continued Marco in a sly voice, his hands gliding over the now-sticky globes of her tits. Liv's eyes narrowed. Marco had been cagey for over a month about what he was going to demand in return for deleting the video he had of Liv stripping and having sex with him. He had sworn that he wouldn't tell anyone until he was ready to cash in his blackmail chip, and Liv believed him. After all, if he spilled the beans, the fucked up thing they had would all be over in an instant.
"I'm listening..." said Liv carefully. She wasn't sure she loved the context of the offer... but regardless of how horny Marco made her, she needed to find an exit ramp for this relationship soon. She was getting married in a little over two months after a whirlwind engagement. It would be the perfect time to make a sharp break. She would be a newlywed, her son Elliot would be headed to college, and she could write her little fucked up detour with Marco de Luca off as a brief erotic nightmare.
"One night," said Marco in a low, serious voice. His hands squeezed Liv's breasts tightly and possessively for a moment as his voice wormed its way into Liv's ear. "One night when you're mine. No defiance. No sarcastic half-obedience. I want us both to experience what it is really like for you to be my woman. Completely."
Liv felt a warm flush of arousal flow through her at the dangerous, erotic thought. Except in the depths of sex, Liv had never submitted completely to the arrogant boy who wanted to conquer her so badly. The idea of doing that, humiliatingly putting herself under the control of a smug brat like Marco, even for the limited, defined scope of one night... it was both terrifying and fascinating.
"And what exactly would this 'one night' look like?" asked Liv, trying and failing to keep a note of aroused intrigue from her voice. "What would you do with me if I was your woman for a night?"
Marco chuckled, and one hand slipped down Liv's cum-smeared belly. She stubbornly kept her thighs tight together for a moment, then reluctantly parted them, allowing him to feel the slick heat that his suggestion had inspired. "But that's the point Vixen," he whispered in her ear, "you don't need to worry about complicated stuff like that. When you're mine, you'll be able to relax and let your man make all the plans. Don't worry, I promise it'll be lots of fun."
Marco's fingers were rubbing firmly between her legs now, making shameful squishing noises that broadcast her arousal. Liv started to moan and managed with difficulty to turn it into a sound of unimpressed indecision. "And wh-what if I don't like the plans that 'my man' made?" she whimpered.
Marco's fingers thrust deep and his hand gripped tightly, pulling her nipple up by its piercing just to the edge of pain. "That's too bad," he said in a hard voice, "because when you're my woman, you won't ever tell me 'no'! That's part of the deal. When I say 'total submission' I mean it. For that night, what I say goes."
Liv bit her lip hard as her body sang with filthy pleasure and her heart thumped in her chest. It sounded like a night of deep shame and humiliation. It was a stupid, terrifying idea: putting herself utterly at the mercy of a horny teenage boy determined to break her will and claim her as his own. Her pussy clenched greedily around Marco's invading fingers at the thought.
Before she could wallow in the kinky thought any further, Liv heard the rattle of keys and the slam of a door from the entrance of Marco's house. She scrambled up immediately, flooded with white-hot adrenaline. "Shit!" she hissed, her eyes wide with panic as she frantically snatched up her scattered clothes, "I thought you said she wouldn't be back for hours!"
Marco lay back in bed with an infuriatingly unconcerned smile, his arms behind his head and his massive cock tenting up the sheets draped across him. "I thought she would be." he said with a nonchalant shrug. "When she hits the bar, she's usually gone all night."
Liv let out a quiet, furious growl as she hopped into her jeans. Minnie De Luca was a bitter, chain-smoking woman who was always looking for a reason to get pissed off. Liv and her were barely acquaintances, but Liv had met her several times. She was the mother of her son's best friend after all. If she caught Liv in her son's bedroom, a nasty bitch like Minnie would see to it that Liv was ruined.
"Marco," yelled a rough, high-pitched voice from somewhere in the house, "where the fuck is my vodka? I swear to Christ if you drank it all again I'll whip your ass!"
Liv stopped with her sweaty hand on the doorknob and her heart pounding. Could she make it out the front door without being seen? She tried to picture the geography of the house, but her panic was making it hard to envision. Marco chuckled from the bed and casually indicated his window with a thumb.
"That's your way out Vixen. Don't stress so much! I've snuck a dozen girls out the same way. Be quick though. Mom isn't nice when she catches them."
Liv flushed angrily. Once again Marco had found a way to make her feel slutty and inferior. Now she was just another one of his desperate little conquests, fleeing their illicit hookup like a teen girl.
But what choice did she have? Marco helped her pop the screen out and climb down into the bushes outside his window. Marco paused there, his arm gripping hers. "So what's your answer?" he demanded. "Are you going to be my woman for a night?" Liv's eyes fearfully glanced at the door of Marco's bedroom over his shoulder.
"Marco... I... Let me just think about it," she whined. With a possessive snarl, Marco pulled her forward into a kiss. Liv made a sound of indignant protest. She didn't like kissing Marco. It felt too intimate, like they had a deeper connection than she wanted. But in this dangerous, heated moment, she couldn't help but reluctantly swirl his tongue with hers. Fuck this pushy brat! Why couldn't he just leave her alone?
Marco broke away, eyes wild, breathing heavy. "Do it," he whispered in a rough voice, "give in. Be mine." The force of his words and his hot eyes boring into Liv's made her feel weak... Cursing her stupid fetish, Liv moaned in defeat.
"F-fine! One night. And then we are done, you little shit!" she whimpered. "Now let me go! We're going to get caught!"
With a cocky grin, Marco finally released her, deftly popped the window screen back in, and slammed the window shut. Just in time for his bedroom door to fly open and his mother to burst into his room. Liv ducked beneath his window, heart hammering, as she listened to Minnie lay into her son. She waited for her to accuse Marco of having a girl in his room, but this lecture seemed to be entirely vodka-based.
Liv was certain the room reeked of sex, but that was apparently normal. It didn't come up in the tirade.
After a minute or two of listening to Minnie's shrill abuse and Marco's mumbled responses, Liv judged it was safe to shamefully crawl away. She drove home with her hands and knees dirty, her whole front sticky and fragrant with teen cum...
... and her brain whirling with the reality of what she had been pressured into agreeing to.
...
Liv spooned a splat of casserole onto her son Elliot's plate. "Eat," she said threateningly, with a raised eyebrow and the corner of her lips quirking up. "and this time I don't want any comments from the peanut gallery about my homemaking skills. You boys want haute cuisine, you can learn to cook!"
Elliot rolled his eyes with an exaggerated sigh, and Craig snorted into his hand at the dinner table. Liv's lack of cooking skills was a bit of a running joke between the three of them, but Liv considered it important to have an actually sit-down meal at least a couple of times a week. It was an opportunity for Elliot to get to know his soon-to-be stepdad a little better before he went off to college.
"So," said Elliot, sitting down and digging into his tuna casserole, "how's wedding planning going?" Liv smiled warmly at her son. Such a thoughtful boy. Elliot was pale and thin, with a thick shock of dark raven hair that he had inherited from her. She wasn't sure what exactly Elliot had inherited from his father. The worthless guy who knocked Liv up in high school couldn't have been more different than the kid he immediately abandoned. He had been big, mean, and confident, as opposed to Elliot's thin frame and shy, bookish personality. In fact, Elliot was the kind of kid Liv and her high school boyfriend would have mocked. Liv considered that a point in her son's favor: she had had pretty shitty taste in men back then.
She still did, she realized with a flush of shame. Marco was similar to Elliot's deadbeat dad in a lot of ways.
"It's going fine, Kiddo," she said fondly, trying not to make a face as she took a bite of her own cooking. "We're going to keep it pretty low-key, so it's not like there's a massive party to plan."
"Not for lack of trying," grumbled Craig. He flashed his fiance a wry smile from across the table. He had pushed for a big, fancy church wedding with a huge reception, but Liv had vetoed it. There weren't that many people from her past she wanted to invite. Craig was a tall, handsome man with clear blue eyes, a tan that always seemed to be verging on a sunburn, and a kind heart. It was hard for Liv to look at him without a stab of guilt. Soon, she would put the past behind her and have nothing to be ashamed of. Soon.
"But speaking of the wedding," said Craig with a sly grin at Elliot, "I was hoping you would join me and my buddies at the bachelor's party!"
Liv made a noise of discomfort, swallowed and said, "I don't know about that, Craig... What exactly do you have planned?"
"Aww come on, honey," said Craig with a grin, slapping the shyly smiling Elliot on the back, "can't us guys have our secrets?"
Liv crossed her arms beneath her massive breasts and raised a challenging eyebrow. "Nuh-uh. Not on this one, Mister. I'm not going to let anyone corrupt my son behind my back. Spill it."
With a defeated sigh, Craig surrendered to his strong-willed fiance's demand. "Ok ok, fine. We're headed to a strip club. Just a little naughty fun."
Liv's lip twisted up in disgust even as her heart began to pound. She remembered back to her time as a stripper... countless bachelor parties coming in... looking at the girls like they were dirty sluts utterly beneath them, in contrast to the beautiful, pure women they were about to marry. The idea of Craig and her son going to ogle young girls in the same way, while not knowing that she had secretly done the same thing in her younger days... the idea was sort of kinky.
She tried to cover up her complex reaction with a snort and a roll of her eyes. "So the plan is, in fact, explicitly to corrupt him," she said with heavy sarcasm. "Oh. Sure. Nothing wrong with that!"
"C'mon, mom," said Elliot heatedly, a bit of whine creeping into his voice, "you really think I haven't seen girls naked before?" Liv gave him a critical stare. Sometimes he still seemed like a little kid. Even though he and Marco were the same age, Marco just seemed... a lot more like a grown man. Maybe it was just the fact that Marco was going out into the workplace instead of college. But Liv preferred it this way: she would rather have Elliot stay her little boy forever.
"Liv," said Craig gruffly, laying a hand on hers. "I know that it's a little... I don't know, pervy, but it's a male bonding thing. Can he go with us? I want to introduce him properly to the guys."
Liv grimaced. She didn't want to cause a huge fight and make this seem like a big deal... who knew where that conversation might lead? But there was one other piece of information she needed before she made a decision.
"And... where exactly is this den of ill repute that you plan to take my innocent boy to?" she asked sharply.
Craig looked away, uncomfortable, and said "It's called 'Tweety's'. Out on Route 6. I've never been, but Dave says it's the place to go."
Liv sighed, releasing some of her tension. "Never heard of it," she said. It was true. She had been out of the game for over a decade. "Tweety's" had no doubt opened in the meantime. The important part was that it wasn't the Panther Club, the strip joint where Liv had worked under the name "Vixen". She didn't think there was any way they could make the connection even if they did go there, but she didn't want even that remote possibility.
"I... guess it's fine," said Liv heavily, looking unimpressed and Craig and Elliot high-fived, "but don't let it change your impression of women, kiddo. The whole thing is demeaning and sexist. I don't want you getting sucked into that way of thinking."
Elliot gave her a cheeky grin, "Awww, Mom, you worry too much! As if I would ever..." His phone loudly chimed, and Elliot cut himself off midsentence to check the message. His eyes went wide for a moment as he read it, then his expression calmed into a suspiciously nonchalant poker face.
"Hey, uh..." he said, vaguely gesturing to his half-finished food, "I'm not hungry anymore. Thanks for the food. I... I think I'm going to read in my room for a little." Liv and Craig shared a look over the table, and Liv shrugged her shoulders. Teens would be teens. "Get out of here then," she said dismissively, "but come give your mom a kiss first."
Elliot grumbled that he wasn't five anymore, but meekly submitted to giving Liv a hug and a kiss on the cheek. Then he scurried off to his room to answer his mysterious text.
"What do you think," asked Craig, leaning back in his chair with a look of amusement, "a girl?"
Liv laughed. "No... probably one of his buddies texting him about a game or something."
As much as she loved her son, Elliot had a lot of growing up to do before Liv thought he would be doing anything with girls.
...
[I hooked up with Vixen today. Wanna see?]
Elliot's heart was in his throat and his cock was throbbing with uncomfortable stiffness. He double-checked that his door was locked before laying back on his bed, tugging down his shorts, and gripping his cock tight in a sweaty fist.
[Yeah.] He texted back, significantly underselling his enthusiasm. Elliot had seen sluts in porn whose bodies were as hot as Vixen's, but not many. But as hot as she was, the real thrill was how real she seemed. Girls in porn were just distant hypotheticals, but Vixen was a real living and breathing slut that fucked his best friend regularly. Elliot had even listened in once while they were fucking, and that closeness was for some reason red hot.
[Lol. Ok, here you go. Have fun jerk boy.] Came the mocking reply, along with a video. The casual insult still stung, but Elliot was used to it by now. Marco and he had entered a sort of twisted relationship since graduation, with Marco providing more and more material for Elliot's spank bank starring Vixen, but growing more and more insulting as well.



Elliot instantly pressed play on the video, frantically jerking his small penis. He never used to think it was small... but some of the videos that Marco had sent him included Marco's own cock in a starring role, and Elliot would be lying if he said the comparison hadn't been a blow to his ego.
The video showed a view of Vixen from behind, unclasping her bra. She let the shoulder straps slip softly down her arms, exposing her bare back. Elliot was suddenly dry-mouthed and nervous, already feeling intense sexual pleasure crackle outward from the cock wrapped in his pumping fist. Vixen bent forward, revealing just the tiniest hint of side boob as she hooked her thumbs through her panties and wiggled her hips, slowly and teasingly easing the lacy undergarments off, putting on a show for her young lover. She straightened, twirling the tiny panties around a slim finger, then began to turn... Was this it? Was Elliot finally about to see Vixen's full naked form? Maybe even her face? Marco was strangely resistant to giving Elliot a full uncut view of his pet slut.
The video cut out, and Elliot groaned in frustration. Teased and edged once again by fucking Marco. This time he was going to say something. This one was too much of a bait and switch.
[It's no fucking fair! I know that you've shown Vixen off in public before! Why can't I see?] He texted heatedly. He would probably pay for that. Marco didn't like to be questioned. He could remember when it seemed like they were on equal footing, but this whole Vixen thing for some reason had changed their dynamic completely.
The reply took a while, but Elliot's cock throbbed with a sick, distracting heat the entire time.
[Lol. Calm down loser. I had to stop filming or she would have seen. And I think it's extremely fair. I get to have a wet, hot slut in my bed, and you get to beg for the scraps to jerk off to. Know why?]
Elliot felt a twisting, dark heat of shame building inside him. He recognized this for what it was: an invitation from Marco to play one of his friend's favorite new games. Feeling a wave of self-disgust shot through with filthy lust, Marco wrapped his fist around his cock and began slowly stroking.
[Because you're better than me. Because you're a stud and I'm a pathetic little weaking beta jerk-boy. I couldn't even say 'hi' to the girls you easily fuck. I have no choice but to beg you for jerk material, because that's the closest I will ever get to fucking the kind of girls that obsess over your cock]
The first time that Marco had pressured him to shit-talk himself in exchange for better pics, Elliot had angrily refused. The second time, he had done it half-heartedly, truly just in order to get access to the masturbation material he craved.
But Pavlovian conditioning is a powerful thing. The arousal from obtaining the candid photos of Vixen started to blend and merge with the degrading self-talk Marco demanded. Elliot knew that it was fucked up to jerk off while texting his friend about how much of a loser he was... but he couldn't help it anymore.
[Haha, that's fucking right, Pussy. Well, it just so happens that you might be getting luckier than you deserve soon. I think I found a way for you to finally meet Vixen.] Elliot's heart almost exploded out of his chest. It was what he had been pathetically begging Marco for for weeks.
[Really? You're not just fucking with me?] he texted back, his pumping fist now slippery with precum.
[Oh I'm definitely fucking with you, Loser. But I mean what I said. You and Vixen are going to get a chance to "interact". But only if you do exactly what I say. Now I might have something else for you tonight, but only if you thank me properly first.]
Elliot's lip twisted, and his fist slowed down. This was the part that fucking sucked. Even with all the erotic energy that was freeflowing in his fucked up situation with Marco, this part still didn't turn him on. But for some reason, Marco was insistent on this point. Elliot tapped out the message quickly, trying not to focus on it so it didn't kill his boner.
[Thank you, Daddy.]
Elliot knew that Marco was getting something out of this sexually. Was Marco bi? Was it gay to demand that Elliot call him Daddy sometimes? Was it gay for Elliot to do it? As turned on as he was by Vixen and even his own degradation, that idea didn't excite him, and Marco had never pushed it beyond this one demand either.
So why was that word so important to Marco? Elliot had given up thinking about it.
[You're welcome. Don't sprain that little boner jerking off to this. And stay tuned for your big meetup with Vixen. Later.]
Elliot practically began drooling as he saw what Marco had attached. It was just a photo this time, but it was well worth every humiliating word Elliot had written.
It was a particularly daring shot if Marco was telling the truth and Vixen really didn't know that Marco was taking photos and videos of her. Vixen lay on her back, a hand dramatically draped over her face like she was in a swoon. Her legs were spread wide and bent up at the knee, and it looked like her whole body was blushing and covered in a faint sheen of sweat. It would have been obvious that she had just been thoroughly fucked even without the other obvious evidence in the photo.
Marco's thick, pearly cum had been sprayed in ropy globs all over Vixen's sexy, tight tummy and enormous pierced tits. Marco fixated on Vixen's pierced nipples, his fist pumping lightning fast on his cock... so fucking slutty for a woman her age. Marco had confided that he was the one who forced Vixen to get them, as a symbol of his control over her.
Between Vixen's legs, Elliot should have been able to see her raw just-fucked pussy... but it was blocked from view. Blocked by Marco's semi-erect cock. Massive, dripping cum, and shining from Vixen's slutty juices, Marco's cock lay directly over the pussy that Elliot would never deserve, censoring it from his beta eyes.
Was it fucked up that that somehow made it even hotter?
Elliot was about to cum, so he quickly got up and, still stroking, pulled his hidden treasure from the depths of the drawer where he had stashed it. A massive bra that had belonged to Vixen. Elliot had snatched it on the night that he almost ran into Vixen and Marco at a party. By now it was crusty with Elliot's loads of cum. Elliot knew he would have to wash it soon... but the idea of his mom catching him with some stranger's bra made him hesitant to bring it out of his hiding place.
It didn't take long for Elliot to cum. He focused on Vixen's big, slutty tits while rubbing the soft lace of the bra that had held those same tits against his stiff little cock.
As usual, the wave of shame that hit him afterward was almost crippling, but this time there was still a seed of determination burning inside him. Soon he would meet Vixen face to face. And that would be worth whatever twisted price Marco set, no matter what fucked-up mind game he was playing.
...
Marco met Liv at the door, clearly in the middle of styling his hair.
"Ah, right on time," he said with a cocky grin. "Good to see you, Vixen. I'm almost ready. In the meantime, you can get dressed. I laid your clothes out on my bed."
Liv felt like a total mess. She had been distracted and irritable at work, and had even snapped at Criag when he kept pushing her to have dinner with him tonight. That was stupid; it was vitally important that she play it cool with her excuses when she made time to see Marco so that her fiance didn't get suspicious. But she couldn't help her distracted mood.
The thought of utterly submitting to a teenage boy tonight had been making her feel humiliated and horny all day.
She told herself the same thing she had been insisting to herself on repeat all day long as she stepped into Marco's house: this was all for a purpose. She was doing this to be free of Marco forever. She wasn't doing this because it felt good to be under Marco's control. That would be too humiliating. Even for her.
"I was thinking, Marco..." began Liv in a calm, seductive voice.
Marco turned back to her with an eyebrow raised challengingly. "No need to be so formal, Doll," he said firmly. "Tonight you're my woman, remember? Let's try a pet name. How about... Darling?"
Liv gritted her teeth. It looked like Marco planned to milk this night-long fake relationship for all it was worth. Being forced to call him cutesy nicknames all evening was going to be embarrassing. She didn't even like to use pet names with Craig. It felt... infantilizing somehow. "I was thinking... Darling," she said carefully, trying to maintain a seductive tone, "that maybe we could just stay in tonight? There are so many ways that I could say yes to you in bed... Why do we need to go out in public?"
Marco froze, then turned without warning and pulled Liv into a tight embrace. His strong, thickly muscled arms engulfed Liv, his strong hands sliding down to rest on her ass, then squeeze. The whole time, Marco's muddy brown eyes stared intensely into hers. Combined together, the dominant display sent a shiver of unwilling lust through Liv's body. Her gaze faltered, then fell, unable to meet the younger man's eyes in this moment of humiliating submission.
"Kiss me," demanded Marco.
Liv felt a familiar flare of annoyance toward the cocky little bastard. Of course he would demand one of the only intimate acts she had refused him time and time again. But she couldn't say "no"... that was the whole premise of the evening. If she refused now she might as well not have agreed in the first place. If she knew Marco, it would only get worse from here.
Liv's eyes flicked up to Marco's then away again. A hot blush stained her face as she pressed her lips to his in a tender, exploratory kiss. She felt her belly squirm as the act made feelings of submissive shame spread through her, blossoming like a poisonous flower.
"Good girl," whispered Marco as she pulled away. "I mean... you can do better than that, but you and I will be getting a lot of kissing practice tonight, so I'm sure you'll warm up to it. Now about your little... request..."
Marco's hands on her ass suddenly pulled tight, pressing their bodies together. Liv held back a gasp as she felt the teen's thick, hard cock press up against her lower belly. "Tonight is about giving you a real taste of what it would be like to be my woman," said Marco in a deep voice, watching with amusement Liv's reaction to the cock she loved so much, "and when you're mine, we're going to go out all the time. I want to constantly show off the strong, independent older woman I turned into my slutty, obedient arm candy. I want you to get used to that feeling... Addicted to the erotic shame of it. So yes, we're going out."
A dull smoldering rage roared to life in Liv's chest. This little fucking brat was bragging to her face about turning her into his slut! Liv wanted to scream at him that he was delusional if he thought he had won. Playing pretend for one evening had clearly gone to this little pipsqueak's head. Liv had to bite her lip hard to prevent herself from cutting Marco down to size like she had so many presumptuous men before him. And the worst part was that her rising anger didn't feel like it was diminishing her arousal at all: she could feel her pierced nipples throbbing and pressing hard against her bra, and she could already feel herself growing frustratingly hot and wet between her legs.
But tonight, there was just one acceptable answer. Liv needed to get through this one evening to finally be rid of Marco forever.
"Yes, Darling," she said grudgingly, her eyes now flashing with defiance as she succeeded in meeting Marco's gaze again.
"That's what I like to hear," said Marco solemnly. "Oh... and for tonight, I'll consider attempts to manipulate me out of what I want to be disobedience. Understand? I'm in charge tonight, Vixen. Don't forget it."
This time, Liv could only nod. She didn't trust herself to stay polite if she opened her mouth. Marco smirked in satisfaction and sent her on her way with a stinging slap to her perky ass. "Good! Now hurry down to my bedroom and get pretty for me, doll. We're out of here as soon as we're ready."
Marco returned to the bathroom and Liv made her way down the hall with nervous anticipation to see how Marco had decided to dress his slutty little plaything for the evening. Her stomach dropped and her pussy throbbed with sickening heat as she saw what he had picked out laid out on his bed.
But what choice did she have? She knew that questioning the outfit with Marco was a complete non-starter.
Liv tried to calm herself as she slipped out of her clothes to begin changing, fighting down the potent mix of anger, shame, and arousal that was roaring through her.
It was going to be a long night.
...
Marco got out of the car, stretching his legs as Liv psyched herself up for the coming ordeal. Luckily, she had come prepared. She pulled her little bunny masquerade mask out of her purse and slipped it on as she heard Marco going around to the trunk of his shitty beater of a car.
Once the mask was in place, Liv felt a lot better. It provided at least a slight separation between her and public exposure.
And tonight, Liv would take any feeling of security she could fucking get, considering the slutty outfit "her man" had picked out for her.
Liv opened the door of Marco's shitty car, a long bare leg stretching outward to plant a ridiculously tall platform stiletto onto the pavement. Marco was lucky that she had so much practice in ridiculous, slutty footwear like this, because Liv was sure that for an average woman, wearing these would have been an impossibility. She took one last deep breath and levered herself out of the passenger seat, revealing her outfit to the cool summer evening and any strangers who happened to be passing.
It was the sort of dress that teen boys love to jerk off to without ever thinking about how awful it would be to wear. The thin, tight, bubblegum pink material clung to Liv's every curve, leaving nothing to the imagination. In particular, the metal barbells in her nipples were clearly outlined through the fabric, letting any casual observer see the shameful piercings Marco had bought for her.
Normally, they would be hidden by Liv's bra, but with this dress, that wasn't really an option. A deep slit was carved down the front of the dress reaching almost to Liv's navel, revealing a massive expanse of bare cleavage to the world. It was complemented by a slit on each thigh that reached all the way up to her hips, showing the word the thin strap of her matching pink thong. Marco had slyly suggested that she could go without if she was worried about the world seeing her underwear, but with how short the dress was, that was just begging for an accidental pussy flash.
Naturally, with its obscene cut, wearing a bra with this particular dress was impossible.
Marco looked up from rooting around in his trunk, his eyes scanning appreciatively over the humiliating joke that he had turned Liv into for the evening. Liv stewed in her shame. She had been transformed into some sort of teen wet dream at the expense of her own dignity, and the night was just getting started. When Marco's slimy gaze finally peeled off of her tits, he snorted and shook his head at the bunny mask that Liv was wearing.
'Sorry, doll," he said with a smirk, "you don't get to be a bunny tonight. But don't worry. Your man thought ahead and brought you a different disguise." He tossed a paper bag to Liv and slammed the trunk shut. Liv reached inside the bag... and pulled out a platinum blond wig. A decently high-quality one too. She had done a fair amount of work with wigs back in her stripper days, and she could tell this one wasn't from a drugstore.
Liv felt butterflies rioting in her stomach. This significantly complicated the evening. The wig, while it would certainly complete the "slutty bimbo" aesthetic that Marco seemed determined to force her into tonight, just wasn't as good of a disguise as a mask. It would probably work on anyone who saw her from a distance or wasn't looking too closely, but it greatly increased the chances of her being recognized.
Liv looked up at Marco with a scowl. He stared right back at her with challenging eyes. It was a test. He had already made it clear that she couldn't refuse orders or try to convince him to change his mind. He was pushing the envelope even further, almost like he was daring her to give up and fail to end their twisted relationship.
Liv glanced at the building they were headed toward... A seedy, loud nightclub called "The Badlands". It was a longstanding establishment that she had heard of back when she was a stripper, although she had never been. Come to think of it... she also didn't currently know anybody who had been there either.
So who the fuck would recognize her?
With a raised eyebrow, Liv removed her bunny mask and tossed it into the car, then swiftly donned the blonde wig, carefully adjusting it to hide her dark bob. 'Well Darling," she said with false sweetness, one hand on her hip, "are we going in, or are we staying in the parking lot?"
"We're going in," said Marco with an amused chuckle, putting an arm around his woman for the evening and squeezing her butt.
...
Inside the Badlands, the music, lights and grinding, sweaty bodies combined into a headache-inducing blitz of sensory information. Liv felt too old for this shit.
She had sort of been hoping they would get caught outside in the line for most of the night, but mystifyingly, Marco had led them right to the front of the line and they were let right in when he mentioned his name. How the little shit had the connections to pull that off, Liv couldn't begin to guess.
Marco pulled her through the crowd with unwavering confidence, a smug smile on his face, clearly reveling in his long-awaited moment of dominance and control. Well, if Marco had hoped his date would be the whole club's focus of attention, he was probably disappointed. Liv's outfit probably cracked the top twenty sluttiest outfits in the packed building, but only barely. Apparently loose morals and tight clothing were the norm in this seedy venue.
Marco stopped in a dimly lit seating area, and Liv looked around with disdain. A group of older, burnt-out club-goers were apparently camping out here and talking where the music was a little less loud. She had no idea why Marco had decided to bring her to this part of the club, but she knew better than to question him. Maybe he wanted to sit on one of the low couches and make out?
"Holyyyy Shiiit," said a deep, croaky voice from off to her left, adding a wolf whistle, "if it isn't our old friend Vixen! Lookin' good, Honey!"
Liv froze in horrified shock, then turned slowly to face the speaker. It was exactly who her instincts said it was when he first spoke. Fuck.
Jerry Salz looked just as short, broad and ugly as ever, giving her the same sneering grin that was seared deep in her memory. He had been the manager at the Panther Club when Liv worked there over a decade ago. (Not the owner of course. That was some rich black businessman that Liv had met only in passing) It was one of the great shames of Liv's life that the size and shape of Jerry's cock was burned into her mind almost as deeply as his face.
When you were a dirty little stripper with a humiliation fetish who needed to get off after every show, sometimes any cock would do. The memory of what she used to let Jerry do to her made a wave of disgust and unwilling arousal wash over her.
A bitter woman next to Jerry looked Liv up and down critically. 'I heard you were too good for the business now Vixen," said the woman with dark amusement. Her sharp eyes locked onto the slutty piercings pushing Liv's skintight dress outward and a cruel smile lit up her plasticy face. "But it certainly doesn't look like you're on the straight and narrow." Liv did a double-take at the woman. It was Aspen! She had been the Queen Bee top earner for most of the years Vixen had worked at the Panther Club. The years hadn't been kind to her, but her makeup and obvious plastic surgery made it clear that even pushing 40, she was still in the stripping business. Some people just couldn't escape the life and better themselves. It was kind of pathetic really.



But now was not a good time to be judging others... Liv was too busy getting judged herself. More voices joined to chorus of smirking greetings. Crystal, Mandi and Bonbon, other stripper coworkers from her time at the Panther Club, some looking like they were still stripping, others not, but all looking rough around the edges. Bartenders and Bouncers. Even kitchen staff. It was a full reunion of people that Liv had known back in the time of her life she was most ashamed of.
And she could guess who had arranged it all. Marco was watching her expression with obvious amusement, as his hand gripped her tightly encased ass possessively. Marco was obsessed with the dirty details of Liv's past. He no doubt had invited all of these people Liv had never wanted to see again specifically to force her to relive her old slutty days as a stripper.
If Liv wasn't already so invested in beating Marco's twisted game, she would have wrung his neck. But Marco had overplayed his hand if he thought that this was what would get Liv to break. She didn't give a shit what any of these people thought of her anymore. And none of them knew her current friends and acquaintances. In fact, she was pretty sure most of them had never even known her real name, except for Jerry of course. It might be unpleasant to interact with them, and humiliating to be paraded as Marco's sex doll in front of people she knew, but Liv was tough enough that it would all be water off a duck's back.
"Come on, doll," said Marco with an infuriating swagger, walking over to an empty seat and kicking back, 'let's sit and catch up with your old buddies, shall we?" Liv moved toward another empty seat, and Marco obnoxiously cleared his throat, shaking a finger. "Ah, ah, ah Vixen," he said with a wink, "why waste a chair when you have a perfectly good seat right here?" he patted his lap, sending a wave of chuckles through the assembled old skanks and sleazy men. The group turned to look at Liz, standing with a flaming blush in the ridiculous porny outfit a teenager had forced her to wear. Liv could see in her eyes that they were all in on the joke. They knew she would submit. They were just waiting for the punchline to land.
With a slithery feeling of shameful arousal spreading through her, Liv moved to her man and settled her plump rear into Marco's lap, draping her arms around his neck for good measure. The sleazy crowd lounging around them snickered into their drinks at the degrading sight of Liv performing the role of a teenager's arm candy. She was now acting like the exact kind of horny bimbo floozy that Marco had dressed her as. She could feel Marco's eager young cock press up into her from beneath... at least he was enjoying his special treat. It's not like he would ever be getting it again.
"So..." said Aspen in a voice of venomous cheerfulness, "she's back! The lady who was so much better than her old friends that she cut us off entirely. And now she's doing... escort work?" She knew her audience well: there weren't many people that strippers looked down on, but hookers were among them. The other strip club workers let out yet another short burst of nasty laughter.
Liv opened her mouth to reply, but Marco dominantly held a finger to her lips. "Don't worry, doll," he said casually, 'I'll take care of this. In fact, put that sweet little mouth to good use." Then, horrifyingly, he popped his finger between Liv's plump lips. Liv's eyes went wide in fury and shock. This was worse than just a little light humiliation. Right in front of these people that Liv had looked down on for so long, Marco was trying to demeaningly silence her and make her look like a bimbo sex doll.
Liv's first instinct was the bite the thick, intrusive finger. But she couldn't forget her determination to defeat Marco's stupid little challenge... and besides, a tiny, weaselly voice inside her whispered, she didn't really want to come up with an excuse for her former coworkers anyway. Wouldn't it just be better to let "her man" deal with the issue?
And so, like the obedient, horny idiot that Marco was steadily training her to become, Liv closed her eyes, sealed her plump lips around her young tormentor's finger... and gently began to suck it.
"Vixen's not a whore," said Marco in a smug voice, leaning back like a king on his throne while Liv nestled in his lap, submissively fellating his finger, "or, at least, she's not a whore for anyone but me. She's with me now, and this is how I like her to dress."
"Ohhhh, so she's not doing something embarrassing like sleeping with an 18-year-old for money," croaked Jerry with a chuckle, "she's become an 18-year-old's personal slut because that's what gets her hot. That's way better!"
Vixen's face flushed and she cringed a little, clutching unconsciously at Marco's chest while her tongue swirled around his finger. She wasn't exactly disproving the insulting implication right now. Her eyes opened and she looked at Marco, curious how he would react.
He didn't look phased. Marco waited until the laughter died down, then performatively shrugged. "Well I gotta say," he said with a wolfish grin, "Vixen is still a total fox, and the whole pack of you look like warmed-over shit. So if we're making judgment calls about life choices here... hey, at least hers didn't lead to whatever you all have going on."
The chuckles and leers of the mocking group dried up into sour silence, with an edge of anger running through the crowd. Liv's heart skipped a beat. Was the little jerk actually... defending her? Normally, it seemed like Marco's main concern was tearing her down as far as possible. Of course, "she's my slut, and she's hot, so fuck you" wasn't exactly a full-throated defense, but it had certainly shut up her giggling detractors.
Jerry leaned forward. His same old smile was still frozen on his face, but it had taken on an ugly edge. "So the little pup knows how to bark," he grunted. "Is this shit talk the thanks I get for getting you and your girl into the club tonight? They would normally send young punks like you packing."
That explained their easy entry. Jerry had been in the business so long he probably knew the owner of every sleazy nightclub in the city. Liv was curious to see how Marco would react to such an obviously hostile tone.
Marco snorted, lightly flexing his finger against Liv's wriggling tongue to let her know he was still in charge. "Come on dumbass," he said flippantly, "we both know you didn't let me in because you like my company." Liv let out a squeak of alarm muffled by the finger in her mouth as Marco reached across his free hand and openly palmed one of her braless tits through the thin material of her dress. "You let us in because you wanted a chance to check out these massive udders against. That's your payback!"
Liv felt her whole body pulse with the heat of her erotic humiliation as her former coworkers took in the shameful sight: High and mighty Vixen allowing a teenager to feel her up while submissively sucking his finger.
Jerry glared at Marco for just a second longer, then cracked a smile. "I guess I can't argue with you there!" he admitted and joined the rest of the group in another hearty laugh at Liv's expense, this time joined by Marco. Finally, Marco withdrew his fucking finger, allowing Liv to wipe the drool away from her lips with the back of her hand while furiously blushing.
This was more familiar territory: as usual, Liv found herself a sexual laughingstock when she put herself in Marco's hands. But she had to grudgingly admit that it was pretty impressive for a boy Marco's age to stand up to a rough older man like Jerry.
Maybe Marco was a little bit more impressive than she thought.
...
Liv danced, letting the rhythm flow through her while trying to think as little as possible.
She could feel Marco behind her, his hands running all over her body, his hips grinding against hers, the throbbing length of his cock pressing hard into her soft ass. Her whole body felt hot. Feverish. Her nipples throbbed with arousal that bordered on pain, crushed tight into her porny pink dress. Her thong had soaked through an hour ago, and at this point, she was worried that her arousal might start dripping down the inside of her thighs.
She was losing the fight to stay angry and resistant to Marco and his stupid game of dominance. She knew even before the night began that she would end up turned on by the little brat. She wasn't stupid. She didn't have a great track record when it came to resisting her humiliation fetish, and no one triggered it quite like Marco.
What she hadn't expected was how... good it felt. Marco's fantasy about controlling her as "his woman" was stupid. Obviously. But for just one evening, it was actually sort of nice. For the past eighteen years, Liv had been forced to be one hundred percent in control and responsible at all times. It was hard for a young single mom, and she had never had the luxury of tossing her responsibilities on someone else. But tonight Marco had insisted: she didn't have to take any responsibility, in fact, she had to leave every decision up to Marco.
As much as Liv loved Elliot, the only time she had ever felt free while raising him had been her degrading work at the Panther Club. And tonight had the exact same liberating, shameful feeling as the nights when had gotten naked on stage for the horny crowds. She felt sexually free, unchained despite her submission, and perversely curious where the night would take her.
She still hated Marco, and insisted she would rather die than give him an inch of genuine respect. But for just tonight, his little game was... more amusing than she anticipated.
The song changed, and Marco released his tight grip on Liv's hips, letting her turn to face him, her eyes guarded as he grinned up at her. "I'm going to get some drinks," said Marco with unshakeable confidence, despite the fact that buying alcohol should be impossible for someone his age. "What do you want?"
"Water," said Liv flatly. She had to keep her wits about her tonight. She couldn't trust Marco an inch, and the last thing she needed was for him to get her liquored up.
Marco just laughed with a shake of his head. "Nice try, doll. Your go-to is a G and T, right? I'll bring you one of those."
Liv stared after him with a frown as he slipped into the crowd. How the fuck did he know that? Sometimes she wasn't sure if she should be impressed or scared by the little pipsqueak's resourcefulness.
Liv took the opportunity to dance now that she was left all alone on the dancefloor. That was one other perk of tonight. Even though she loved it, Liv very rarely got to go out dancing anymore. And when she did, she sort of needed to control herself: she was a woman in her thirties with a kid for God's sake, she couldn't break out her slutty stripper moves on the dance floor. But tonight, she was here in a dress that oozed "slutty bimbo". There was no point in holding back her sexiest dancing. So she cut loose a little and did whatever her body felt like. She could feel the eyes of the men around the dance floor captured by her lithe, rhythmic motions... and she found that she didn't mind the attention at all...
It seemed like less than a minute had passed before she felt strong male fingers grip her hips from behind once again. She smirked to herself. Well, it looked like "her man" had been a little overconfident about his ability to get drinks without being carded. She turned to voice the snarky observation and her words died on her lips.
It wasn't Marco behind her, but Jerry, with a big evil smile on his toad-like face. "I was real happy to see you tonight, Liv," he said, half-shouting to make himself heard over the music. Liv felt an immediate stab of anger and fear at his pointed use of her real name. "You know, I really missed having you around at the club. We used to have some great times, didn't we?"
The slimy glitter in his eyes made it crystal clear what he meant, and for the millionth time, Liv cursed her stupid, horny younger self for ever giving in to this creep's advances. "Cut the crap, Jerry," she said sharply. She might have to do whatever Marco said tonight, but that hadn't transformed her into some sort of simpering sub for any man to push around. "I wouldn't touch you with a ten-foot pole. I'm not a naive little teen anymore."
Jerry snickered. "Nah, you aren't," he agreed, "you just fuck them! C'mon sweetheart, why don't you and I find a dark corner and... reminisce." Liv tried to break out of Jerry's grip, but he was nothing if not strong, and his hands remained locked on her hips. Liv let out a growl of anger as Jerry pressed into her from behind.
And in that moment of infuriating violation, for some reason, Liv's overstimulated mind made an immediate comparison, not with her fiance, but with the man who made her his for the evening. When Marco teased her and pushed the envelope, Liv felt angry, but also turned on. She got none of that sexual thrill from Jerry's aggressive taunts or physical contact, just anger and disgust. The cock that pressed into her ass was smaller than she remembered. It couldn't hold a candle to the monster that swung between Marco's legs.
The words slipped out instinctively before she even knew what she was saying. In the heat of the moment, they just felt right.
"Leave me alone, asshole! I'm with Marco now!"
Jerry blinked in surprise, then sneered. "What the fuck?" he said roughly. "Are you fucking kidding me? Don't bullshit me, Liv. I don't know what game you're playing with that little boy, but everyone knows that Vixen would never get beaten by someone so beneath her. Why don't you ditch the boy and get with a real man if you want someone big and strong to take care of you?"
Liv's eyes gleamed dangerously in the pulsing light of the club. She didn't want to examine what she had said too closely, but she wasn't going to let a slimy creep like Jerry question her and talk down to her like that. Her hand rose sharply, ready to slap him across the face... prepared for the fact that Jerry wasn't the sort of gentleman who would take a slap with good grace.
"Hey hey hey," said a confident voice from their left, "I can't leave you alone for two minutes, can I, doll?" Marco stood calmly with two drinks in hand, one eyebrow raised.
Jerry hesitated for a moment, but it was clear that he wasn't ready to back down when he thought his prize was so close. "Just us a second, kid," he said dismissively, "Vixen and I are going to go catch up on old times. In private."
Marco downed his drink in one gulp and tossed his cup aside. He moved quick as lightning, gripping Jerry's wrist hard and sharply raising it from his position on Liv's hip. Jerry's face twisted into a snarl of rage. When he got over his surprise, Liv could tell he would take a swing right at Marco's face.
But Marco's tongue was just as quick as his hands. "Hold on now buddy," he said calmly, "I can understand your temptation... who wouldn't want a piece of that ass? But she's with me. And I don't share." Marco's voice was calm and confident but had a hard steely undertone. Liv found herself wide-eyed and breathless as she watched the confrontation unfold.
Jerry yanked his hand out of Marco's grip with a snarl and squared up, cracking his knuckles. Liv had seen this dozens of times before. Jerry had loved to "give his bouncers a hand" when a patron pissed him off. Sometimes they had to call an ambulance.
Marco didn't seem phased. He silently handed Liv her Gin and Tonic without taking his eyes off the angry older man preparing to kick his ass. "Have you ever looked into revenge porn laws, Jerry?" he asked suddenly, his lips quirked up into a cocky smile.
That seemed to give Jerry pause. His brows wrinkled in confusion. "What?" he croaked. "What the fuck are you talking about?"
Marco nodded with a look of sympathy. "Don't worry about it, man. The state just passed them recently. Some of the strictest laws in the country in fact. I have a personal project going on that meant I needed to know them inside and out."
Jerry shook his head in confusion. "Look, kid," he said gruffly, "stop trying to talk your way out of them. Just put em up."
"Let me give you the short version," said Marco sharply. "If someone asked you to destroy an explicit video of them, and they can prove that you not only saved that video, but gave it to someone else... well, to put it simply, your ass would get thrown in prison, Jerry."
Liv's mouth dropped open. The nerve of this little shit! He was talking about the same stripper promo video of her that he had used to blackmail her in the first place! It took some balls to threaten someone else with evidence that he himself had used to commit a crime. Jerry, of course, must have been the one who provided the nude video of "Vixen" to Marco in the first place. She knew that he couldn't have just randomly found it on the internet!
Jerry looked like he was having the same series of realizations, his eyes darting back and forth as his stunted brain worked overtime. Slowly, his fists unclenched and fell to his side. "Errrm..." he said uncomfortably, "I uhhh... I must have drank too much. It's like you said, I saw those curves and felt a little tempted. But she's with you now."
Marco laughed and slapped him on the back. "Hey, it's alright buddy! I get it! I want to get my hands all over that body too! Just a misunderstanding between friends, right?"
"Right," said Jerry with a sick grin, before fading away into the crowd.
Liv turned to look at Marco in a new light. She had seen firsthand how he could manipulate and twist situations to his advantage. How he could confidently dominate a situation and achieve what seemed impossible. But up until now, she had been the one manipulated and dominated. To see him use it to defend her...
As much as she hated to admit it, it was a huge fucking turn-on.
Liv had already been slipping into the mood of the evening, letting go and doing what felt right. And right now, as wrong as it was, only one thing felt like the right thing to do.
Liv surged forward and slid her fingers through Marco's hair, pulling him into a wild, forbidden kiss, her tongue tangling eagerly with his as a submissive reward for his manly display defending her honor. Her curvy body pressed flush with his, for once eager and willing as his arms wrapped around her. It was so fucking wrong. She was blowing past the red line against kissing that she herself had insisted on. And she hadn't even been fucking asked!
But right now, all she could think about was how hot Marco had looked staring down her hated former manager.
Liv might have dragged Marco into a dark corner and let him have further rewards, but she happened to get an odd feeling that she was being watched. Her eyes flicked upward to the railing of the raised VIP area that overlooked the dance floor, and her stomach dropped. She pulled away from Marco and helplessly said, "Oh fuck..."
Smiling down at the kissing pair and leaning on the VIP railing was Emma Parkes. Her son's high school crush for all of senior year, 18-year-old slut, and sadistic, heartless bitch.
She had just gotten an unobstructed view of Liv Franklin's full unmasked face, making out with her son's best friend and wearing the sluttiest dress in the world.
...
Following Liv's line of sight, Marco swiveled around, looking up just in time to see Emma twiddle her fingers tauntingly before turning and disappearing deeper into the VIP area. Liv was hoping for more of his unshakeable confidence, but he mirrored her reaction almost exactly, saying, "Fuck!" under his breath.
Liv gripped him hard by the shoulder, drawing his attention back to her. "Tell me this was part of your plan to fuck with me," she said, half-sarcastic and half-pleading. Marco gave her a withering look. "Of course not," he said dismissively. "I don't actually want to get you exposed. Not in a lame anti-climactic way like this at least."



Liv ignored the implication that Marco might expose her in a way he found more exciting: she had bigger fish to fry at the moment. "What are we going to do?" she demanded, not even realizing that she had already mentally shifted toward depending on Marco.
Marco looked distracted, his eyes staring into the distance as his mind worked swiftly. Finally, he sighed and looked Liv in the eyes. "This isn't good. We can't just leave Emma alone. She was one of the worst gossips in school. Now that she knows your identity, she is going to tell everyone she knows. She's a little obsessed with you. She's been pestering me about you ever since the party where you made out with her."
Liv colored at the memory. She hated the bratty little bitch after meeting her for a few hours than most people she had known for years. The entitled rich girl reminded her powerfully of the popular girls in her own high school who had mercilessly bullied her for being a teen mom. ...Although admittedly being forced to make out with Emma while topless in front of a crowd added a certain filthy heat to her feeling of loathing. The idea that Emma had taken a special interest in her and asked about her to Marco was both disturbing and just the tiniest bit... intriguing.
"So what can we do?" pressed Liv, her eyes intense and demanding on Marco. "We can't just let her go now that she's seen my face."
"No we can't," agreed Marco grimly, taking Liv's hand and pulling her toward the entrance to the VIP area. "We're going to have to talk with her and convince her to keep her mouth shut. Don't worry, I'll think of something."
His confident tone helped to ease Liv's anxiety somewhat, but she was still nervous about the entire situation. Emma's eyes had lit up with a sort of cruel joy as she looked down and recognized "Vixen" kissing Marco unmasked. Liv realized with an odd twist of heat that the 18-year-old bully had likely recognized her as Vixen from her body alone.
They were blocked by a burly bouncer and a velvet rope at the entrance of the raised VIP area. He held up a hand and said "Names?" in a gruff, no-nonsense tone.
Obviously, their names weren't on the list. Marco tried his best to bullshit his way in, but the bouncer must have been too used to that type of tactic: it was clear that it wouldn't work in this case. As a last-ditch effort, Marco claimed that they were there as guests of Emma Parkes. But when the bouncer sent a waiter to check, the answer he received back was far from ideal.
"She says that the lady comes in," said the bouncer flatly, unhooking the velvet rope, "but not you." The bouncer smoothly stepped aside, waving Liv forward, and she turned to Marco with a look of panic on her face.
"You'll have to wing it, doll," said Marco with a twist of his lip. "Emma's not that hard to manipulate. Just make her feel like she's the boss. You're good at that when you try. I'll go talk to Jerry and see if he can get me in, but in the meantime... convince her, Vixen. Whatever that takes."
Liv felt a swooping sensation in her belly as Marco slipped into the crowd. Her safety net had just been cut away. With a deep, shaky breath, Liv squared her shoulders and mounted the stairs into the VIP area. She could do this. She had always been a self-sufficient woman who dealt with her own problems. She couldn't let one night with Marco dominating her erase those instincts. She would just march up to the evil little bitch and intimidate her. Liv was a grown-up woman and Emma was a teenage girl. This would be a piece of cake!
The VIP section had a different feel from the rest of the club. Even this short distance away, the music sounded muted. It was set up as a series of comfortable-looking round booths surrounding dimly lit tables. The entire mood was one of dim, secretive luxury, clearly a step up in quality from the rest of the seedy club.
The waiter guided her straight to Emma Parkes, who lounged back in her booth with an eager grin on her cute little face, clearly relishing her moment of power. Her shiny chestnut hair was done up in elaborate style, and she wore a tiny black club dress that showcased her tight teen body and firm little tits to jaw-dropping effect. She probably would have drawn stares if it wasn't for the curvier woman wearing a far sluttier dress that was standing above her. Liv had no idea how the little brat had managed to get into the VIP area in a trashy nightclub. Daddy's money? Some sort of connections Liv couldn't guess? It hardly mattered. She was here, and she had seen what she had seen. Liv needed to clean up the mess.
"Vixen," chirped Emma with the artificial chumminess that popular girls like her seemed to prefer, "so good to finally meet you face to face!" Her eyes scanned Liv's uncovered features with open delight. "I don't know why you wore that mask in the first place! You're gorgeous, sweetie! You should show that face off proudly!" But Liv's face wasn't the only thing Emma was looking at... her eyes scanned hungrily over every inch of the mature body that Marco had put on display. The intensity of her gaze surprised Liv. Wasn't this girl supposedly straight? Liv had seen plenty of female patrons in her days as a stripper, and you could always tell which ones had come along for the ride to be one of the boys, and which ones had a genuine interest. And right now, Emma was definitely one of the latter.
Liv struggled to control the loathing she felt for Emma's smug, mean-girl attitude. She had thought she left behind this sort of petty cattiness in high school. But right now the stakes were much higher than her teen bullies snickering behind their hands about her at lunch. She had to show she wasn't afraid.
"I see Garrett isn't here," said Liv casually, Crossing her arms to subtly hide her displayed braless tits from Emma's leering eyes. "What's the matter? Got dumped?"
Emma's flashing amber eyes locked onto hers once again, not embarrassed or intimidated in the least, despite Liv's age and confident attitude. Emma knew she held the cards here, and relished her power over a woman so much older than her. "Quite the opposite in fact," said the pretty little brat with a smirk. "I'm headed to college in a month, and I decided that it was time to try something... new." The words came out in a purr, with Emma's eyes once again unselfconsciously clinging to the curves of Liv's body.
Liv used to consider herself unflappable, but that had been sorely tested the past few months as she had constantly been exposed to sexual humiliations she had never dreamed possible. She once again found herself getting a little flustered as her son's crush openly leered at her slutty outfit and the curves it barely concealed. Was Emma actually saying what Liv thought she was saying?
"Marco said you wore a mask to hide your identity, right Vixen?" asked Emma softly. "So you want me to keep your identity quiet." Emma licked her lips openly, her eyes playing along the lower hem of Liv's dress, which was gently pressing into her juicy thighs.
"I can do that," said Emma brightly, "but I need a little something in return... I'm not ashamed to say that the little taste of something different you gave me at that party left me hungry for more. I'm thinking that my time at college is going to be filled with experimentation of all kinds."
Emma's eyes were burning hot as she beckoned Liv forward and patted the seat next to her in the booth. "But before I go, I want a chance to really go crazy. I want to work out all of my pent-up curiosity on a hot slut that won't get turned off or weirded out... And that's where you come in."
Liv felt like she was walking into a dangerous trap as she stiffly obeyed Emma's imperious gestures, slipping into the seat next to Emma with her heart pounding and her traitorous pussy beginning to throb at the wicked turn the conversation was taking. The arousal that Emma made her feel was similar to how Marco pushed her buttons, but augmented by the raw hatred that Liv carried toward pretty entitled bitches like her high school bullies.
Liv had learned a lot about herself in the past few months, including the fact that being forced to submit to people she hated triggered her humiliation fetish in a major way.
"I'm not just going to have sex with you, Emma," insisted Liv, arguing against her own heating body as much as the smug brat sitting next to her. "I'm not just some slut who fucks whoever asks."
Emma gave her an infuriating look of doubt, giggling into a hand. "Awww, that's cute, Vixen. But I don't think you're in a position to say 'no', are you? Marco made it sound like a lot of people in your life would be really upset if they found out you've been fucking him." Liv's hands tightened into fists, and her nipples pulsed with painful arousal in their tight prison. The little bitch sadly had an excellent grasp of the situation. Emma had her over a barrel.
Suddenly, Emma leaned forward, drawing a gasp of shock from between Liv's plump lips. Emma's breath was warm and ticklish on Liv's ear as the teen whispered: "Ten minutes, sweetie. Ten minutes to play around a little with that slutty body you've been showing off. I've been dreaming about you, Vixen. Give me a chance to experience my kinky wet dreams in real life... and your dirty little secret will be safe with me."
Liv bit her lip, trying not to let the husky, heated whisper turn her on further... and failing miserably. It would be so fucking embarrassing to just let this entitled brat have her way with her.
And embarrassment was something that Liv was finding harder and harder to resist.
Ten minutes would give Marco a chance to find a way into the VIP area. It was just buying time. Nothing more than that. It was such a plausible lie that Liv almost believed it.
Liv bit her lip and silently nodded her head, consenting to become the slutty free-use bimbo to yet another teen this evening.
Emma's look of satisfaction was stomach-churning: the satisfied cat that had just got the cream. Feeling foolish and humiliated, Liv opened her mouth to ask angrily what Emma wanted to do first, but the horny little bitch didn't give her a chance.
Emma pulled the older woman next to her into an aggressive, hungry kiss, her lips pressing hard into Liv's with bruising force while her wicked little tongue snaked between them to tangle with Liv's tongue.
As much as Liv hated and disdained the bratty teen, the raw sexual passion Emma poured into the kiss stole her breath and sent a hot, wet, sexual thrill pouring through her body. Despite herself, Liv found her lips parting, giving way to the pushy demands of the smaller woman as her tongue submissively slid and wiggled against the little bitch's slim tongue.
Emma had clearly been thinking about the steamy, forbidden kiss that they had shared during a kinky game of truth or dare... and she was reenacting it with obvious enthusiasm.
As she accepted the dominant kiss from her young enemy, Liv felt Emma's slim hands rest on her hips, then began exerting pressure, pulling Liv to the side, pushing her without words to move in a certain direction. Liv's mind was too hazy and lust-addled to realize what Emma wanted for a moment... but when she did, she let out a groan of reluctance into the young mouth entangled with hers.
Noooo, it would be way too embarrassing to do that in public!
Liv's heart hammered in her chest as the insistent pressure on her hips increased. She told herself that she didn't have a choice... the fact that being forced to obey such a demeaning command from Emma sort of felt good in a kinky way had nothing to do with it.
In one fluid motion, breaking their deep wet, kiss for just a moment, Liv rose and swiveled, shifting position to straddle the bratty little teen, spreading her thick thighs to face Emma sitting on her lap.
Emma giggled up at her, her eyes dancing with mockery as she enjoyed the pathetic sight of a woman in her thirties obediently sitting in a teen's lap to make out with her, then pulled the blushing Liv down into the dark, hot black hole of her kiss.
Liv could feel her slutty display pulling the attention of other patrons of the VIP section as she straddled Emma's lap, their mouths locked in a passionate, erotic kiss. Even in the dim lighting, it must have been obvious what was going on.
Liv was already horny and humiliated from the extent of her display, but of course that wasn't all that Emma had planned. One of Emma's hands slid up Liv's waist, trembling with eager passion. In traced over the enormous globe of Liv's tightly constrained breast... then slid beneath the cloth, warm little hand pressing and cupping against the naked flesh of Liv's tits.
Liv whimpered. The sound was weak and desperate and an obvious signal of her pathetic arousal, but she couldn't help it. Being touched so intimately by this little girl she hated in front of an audience was almost too intense to bear.
And it grew even worse as Emma moved her hand expertly, pushing away the cloth and forcing Liv's breast out of the wide slit in the middle of the dress, exposing a pierced nipple to the eyes of the watching VIPs.
Liv trembled, her hips beginning to hump unconsciously against Emma's slim thighs as she felt the intense gazes of the crowd on her exposed breast. Emma's mouth broke from hers, and with a wicked grin, the little Minx dipped her head, capturing Liv's stiff pierced nipple between her plump, glossy lips.
Liv tried to hold back, but it was no use. She let out a low, slutty moan of approval as Emma's tongue lashed wildly against her captive nipple. Liv threw her arms around Emma's neck and closed her eyes, feeling her blazing blush spread down her chest from her face. She felt helpless and degraded and utterly aroused, undone and conquered by a woman half her age.
This was almost as good as she felt with Marco, and Emma hadn't even touched her aching pussy.
Emma broke from her forceful sucking and licking, breaking into a fit of giggles, snapping Liv out of her sexual daze. She realized with humiliated shock that she had been grinding her hips downward into Emma's thighs and stopped immediately. "Wh-what's so funny?" she demanded angrily. She realized with unpleasant shock that by this point, she and Emma held the rapt attention of the entire VIP section.
"Oh honey," said Emma between girlish giggles, her voice dripping with condescension, "when I made this deal I sort of thought I was forcing you to do something you didn't want to! I didn't know you secretly had a thing for younger women!"
Liv spluttered in rage, feeling a muffled wave of amusement pass through the watchers at the dim tables. "I... that's fucking ridiculous," spat Liv, "I'm only doing this because you forced me to, you pervert!"
Emma's eyes flashed in challenge, and Liv realized that she may have fucked up by trying to strike back at her teen tormentor. "Get up, Vixen," said Emma in a soft, dangerous voice. Part of Liv wanted to abandon this stupid game and go back to Marco... maybe they could waylay Emma outside the club or something. But a growing, twisted part of her wanted to obey and see how deep this rabbit hole of humiliation could go. In her current vulnerable circumstances, that weak, slutty, submissive part of her was easily able to seize the initiative.
She stood on wobbly legs, watching Emma stare up at her with all the regal commanding presence of a queen on her throne. The little brat's curvy lips quirked up into a smirk. "You say that I'm the pervert," said Emma with flat disbelief. "You say that you don't have a thing for me. Well... let's prove it. Drop those panties, Vixen. Talk is cheap; let's show everyone what that juicy body of yours has to say."
Liv felt her stomach twist into knots. She could feel the filthy, soaking heat between her thighs. If she removed her thong, the evidence would be damning. If the crowd thought Liv was slutty now, what would they think when Emma revealed just how horny the teen's lesbian domination had made her?
But why do I give a shit about what these people think anyway? Liv thought, her body pulsing with arousal and adrenaline. It was time to call Emma's bluff and see where this led.
Liv bent at the waist, slowly peeling her sodden panties down her thick thighs and treating the watchers behind her to the sight of her thick ass pressed tightly up against her dress. Panting with shameful arousal, she held out the tiny pink thong Marco had given her to Emma. The evil teen accepted it with a cutely wrinkled nose, holding the warm, dripping panties between thumb and forefinger like they were something filthy.
Which they were.
"Fucking. Soaked," said Emma with a grin and a giggle, playing it up for their watching crowd. "Awwww, I didn't know you felt this way about me, Ms. Vixen!"
"I... I just... shuttt upppp!" Wailed Liv pitifully, all dignity temporarily stripped from her by this humiliating display. She began to feel the now uncontained arousal starting to slowly drip down the insides of her thick thighs.
Emma ignored Liv's obvious distress. "Sadly, sweetie, I'm not going to touch that naughty little teen-loving cunt with my innocent fingers. Who knows where it's been, yuck!" Emma's wicked Amber eyes sparkled with malevolence as she added in a low purr; "But I think I have a compromise that you will find... very satisfying."
Liv watched in horror as Emma leaned back and raised one of her shiny, designer leather boots, holding it in the air. "No, slut, I think my hands are a little too good for that slutty pussy of yours. But my boots?" she giggled cutely. "I think my boots will be just the perfect companion to get you off."
Her boot hovered in the air, her eyes staring into Liv's with a brazen challenge. Liv could feel the little brat's message loud and clear: you said you would do anything, bitch... said Emma's eyes silently... How low will you sink to win my silence?
Liv's mouth was dry and her stomach rioted with butterflies. Obviously she wouldn't go this far. The price wasn't worth the reward. Doing... what Emma was suggesting wouldn't just be making a concession to the bratty teen. It would be complete surrender, giving up the last shred of her dignity as the adult in their dynamic.
But even as Liv's mind desperately repeated all of this to herself, her hand was running along the smooth leather surface of the boot... wrapping beneath its heel... drawing herself closer.
No! If I do this, Emma wins. She will never see me as a superior, or even as an equal. If we ever meet again, even if it is five years from now, Emma will only be able to see me as a worthless, perverted submissive! Liv's inner voice was almost pleading now as she spread her legs slightly, dipping Emma's boot and pulling it between her thighs.
It had been growing stronger all evening. The dark, instinctive id deep inside Liv. The twisted part of her that wanted to drown in sexual stimulation. That wanted to bury her in an avalanche of shame mixed with arousal. Now it was too strong to control. Liv had been teased all evening, first by Marco and now by Emma. The evil little bitch in front of Liv was offering a way to cum... a humiliating way, certainly, but that just made it all the sweeter.
Liv's worst instincts seized control. She pressed the rounded toe of Emma's leather boot directly onto her needy slut pussy... and began moving.
The intense, humiliating pleasure flooded through Liv immediately as she rubbed herself eagerly on Emma's boot, drawing another loud moan from her throat, this time desperate and breathy. She didn't care what a fool she was making of herself in front of an audience anymore. She wanted them to see. She didn't care that the giggling brat holding out her foot with a look of amused disgust was utterly defeating her: she relished that defeat, using it to fuel the fires of her pathetic lust.



Liv's burning pussy ground hard into the leather toe, her hips swirling and humping with needy swiftness, soft grunts of pleasure puffing from between her lips.
"Admit it, you're nothing but a pathetic, horny slut," said Emma gleefully, holding her foot still while her plaything did all the work.
"I... I'm a pathetic... h-horny slut," whimpered Liv, feeling the electric tingle of submissive pleasure blaze through her body from the forced degrading talk.
"Get those tits out, Vixen," commanded Emma imperiously. "All the way. I think we all deserve to see them in all their slutty glory, don't you think?"
Liv was beyond resistance. Exposing herself for Emma's pleasure and amusement felt totally natural. Holding Emma's boot in one hand, her hips still humping desperately, Liv slipped the tight slutty dress off her shoulders, allowing her big fake tits to bounce free, their nipples diamond hard, the silver barbells glinting in the dim light of the club.
"Now lean down..." purred Emma, beckoning with one slim finger, "and shake them for me. I want to see that silicone jiggle." Liv obeyed, although it made it harder to maintain the desperate pace of her hips in the awkward position. She shimmied her massive tits, nearly choking with shame as they bounced and wiggled, hanging heavily beneath her.
Without warning, Emma's hand flashed out, slapping one of Liv's hanging breasts into the other. The sudden shock of pain and pleasure hit Liv's overloaded brain like a flash of lightning, and her body stiffened as a mini-orgasm roared through her.
"Apologize!" Sneered Emma, proceeding to backhand Liv's tits from the other direction. "Apologize for having such big slutty fucking udders!" The little brat's blazing rage felt genuine, as though she was actually somehow offended by the size of Liv's chest.
"I'm s-so sorry for having such big slutty tits!" sobbed Liv, overcome with the depths of her horny disgrace. The crowd watched with a growing murmur. Even in a nightclub as seedy as this, a sex show this wild must be completely beyond the pale. Liv could feel herself building toward orgasm. Not just a puny little mini-climax, but a thigh-quivering, toe-curling, screaming, cum-your-brains-out orgasm.
Unfortunately, Emma felt it too. She pulled her foot away just as Liv was getting close. Liv found herself gasping in obvious disappointment, hands wordlessly reaching out, pathetically begging without words for Emma's boot. But this was Emma's playtime, not Liv's.
'On your knees, slut," sighed Emma, shaking her eyes with a light smile, as if Liv was a naughty puppy that lacked discipline. Liv was quick to obey. In this moment, in the grip of her submissive haze, all resistance and self-respect were momentarily forgotten. She would remember this horrible event for years to come as she was trying to fall asleep, cringing in shame at the same time as her pussy twinged with half-remembered longing.
Emma eyed the wet toe of her boot with disgust. "These cost more than you make in a month, you dirty slut," she said in a smirking tone. "Why don't you get them nice and clean, hmmm?"
Liv took the boot in hand and extended her tongue without complaint, submissively licking the toe of Emma's boot, cleaning off the musky juices of her shameful arousal.
"I think you dripped some a little further up," said Emma in a heated whisper, her eyes lighting up with cruel arousal as they stared deep into Liv's soul. "Go higher."
Her heart thundering in her chest and her poor neglected pussy leaking onto the club's carpet, Liv did as she was told, moving her tongue higher up the calf-length booths, licking along the upper edge of the leather. Emma was lying. There were no drops of feminine lubrication here. But they both realized that cleaning wasn't the real point here.
"Go higher," demanded Emma, her voice husky and raw and her eyes smokey with dominant arousal. Liv's tongue left leather behind, tasting the smoothness of Emma's soft teen thighs.
"Higher," breathed Emma, her words halfway to a moan. Now the bratty teen was spreading her legs, and Liv's head was moving between them. As Emma reached down to pull up her skirt, Liv realized in a juicy wave of overpowering arousal that the little slut wasn't wearing panties. Her rosy, tight little teen pussy was nearly as wet as Liv's, dripping and flushed and quivering... waiting for Liv's tongue.
Oh God... was she really going to do this? Was Liv going to eat the pussy of a girl she hated... in front of all these people? Her wounded, sidelined pride screamed no. Her horny, aching body said yes.
Her lips passionately kissed the smooth, tight cunt of her hated young rival, her tongue wriggling out to part her tender pussy lips and taste Emma's dominant arousal. The crowd let out a sigh of appreciation as the act of utter, disgraceful submission was consummated. Drawn in by the taste and feel of the juicy young pussy on her lips and tongue, Liv moved eagerly forward. Although this wasn't the first time Liv had been with a woman, Emma was the first girl who had made her feel the thrill of shameful submission that she secretly craved. Liv thrust her face forward, snug to the pussy in front of her, her own fingers sneaking down to play between her thighs.
"Time's up, Vixen," murmured Emma above her. Liv didn't register what the young woman had said, making wet sounds of animalistic satisfaction as she continued to lick and kiss with slutty abandon.
"I said 'time's up'!" said Emma gleefully, pushing Liv back hard to land on her ass. Liv blinked stupidly in the dim light as a smattering of sarcastic applause sounded through the VIP section, the audience was disappointed to see the end of the show, but appreciative of the main star's enthusiastic performance. Emma wriggled a little, tugging her tight dress down to cover her exposed pussy. "If you want another taste... you'll have to come begging, Vixen," said Emma with a giggle. Once again, Emma had expertly denied Liv just as she started warming up to an orgasm. Liv had to grudgingly admit that when it came to domming, the little brat was a natural.
With her submissive haze fading, Liv finally had the presence of mind to pull her dress up over her shoulders and restow her enormous tits in its tight pink embrace. Shit. Wasn't Marco supposed to have rescued her during those ten minutes? He had never shown up. "So...," said Liv stiffly, rising on weak-feeling legs and trying her hardest to regain some sense of equality and dignity with the evil teen that had just publically degraded her, "I kept my end of the bargain, so that means..."
Emma rolled her eyes and made a dismissive flicking gesture with her hand. "Yes, yes, I won't go telling everyone what a slut you are. Your secret is safe with me Mrs. Cardona."
Liv froze. Wait a fucking second. Mrs Cardona...? Like the Spanish teacher at the high school, Mr. Cardona?
Her shock must have shown up on her face, because Emma's eyebrows creased. "Something wrong, Vixen?" she asked suspiciously.
"Nothing," said Liv numbly, her mind working a mile a minute. Was it possible... that even after seeing her face, Emma had no idea who the fuck she was? If so, Liv had gotten almost unbelievably lucky. She had no idea what Mr. Cardona's wife looked like (and apparently neither did Emma very accurately), but apparently it was close enough for Emma to make a fortunately inaccurate guess.
All that Emma knew was that Vixen was an older woman who had been worried that someone at a high school party might recognize her, and her brain had filled in the rest of the gaps. Liv should have known. Emma barely acknowledged that Elliot existed. Why would she know his mom by sight?
"Just... don't tell my husband," said Liv, fighting back a smile. She was pushing her luck a little, but it just felt too hilarious now that her tension was relieved.
"I won't," said Emma, frowning as she caught on to Liv's relief, "but I might call on you for more... experimentation down the line."
"We'll see," said Liv smugly, turning away to exit the VIP area. Her relief was so strong that she didn't even realize until she was at the bottom of the steps that this meant that she had disgraced herself for nothing.
...
By the time she reached Marco, who was waiting for her with his same old cocky smile at the bottom of the stairs, the enormity of what she had just done was beginning to hit Liv.
She hadn't just given in to Emma. She had given in completely, crushingly, and publicly. She felt dizzy. She couldn't stop imagining the feeling of Emma's boot grinding into her needy, aching pussy... Emma's hot, mocking eyes staring her down the whole time.
Liv practically pounced on Marco, throwing her arms around his neck and locking lips with him, needing to feel the touch of another dominant. Needing to cum worse than ever before in her life. This is how it had always been after her strip shows as well. Public embarrassment wound her up to the breaking point, and whatever lucky man happened to be in the area afterward would get the ride of his life. This lucky little bastard was about to find out why Jerry always liked to hang around her dressing room after the show.
"You left me," she snarled into Marco's ear, before seizing his lobe in a rough love bite, "you made me deal with that evil lezzy bitch all by myself."
"I knew you could handle her," murmured Marco, planting a teasing kiss beneath Liv's jaws that just enflamed her anger and lust even further. His hand felt curiously at Liv's upper thigh, sliding across the slippery, shameful wetness tracing down her legs. "Or... Oh my God, Vixen... did she handle you?"
"Shut the fuck up!" hissed the furious older woman, crushing her lips against her young lover's once again, biting one so hard she nearly drew blood. "It's taken care of! No thanks to you," she panted, her eyes wild and furious, "and now I'm so fucking horny I can barely stand! So what's "my man" going to do about it?"
Strangely, in the heat of this passionate, antagonistic moment, Marco briefly checked his phone. Whatever he saw seemed to amuse him, and when he turned his attention back to Liv, it was to pull her toward the men's bathroom.
"Now that," he said over his shoulder at her as he dragged his woman along, "is a problem that your man can solve."
...
Marco and Liv's hands were all over each other as they stumbled into the filthy bathroom, making out with a sloppy juvenile enthusiasm more appropriate for someone Marco's age than Liv's. The bathroom was mercifully empty, although it could have been packed with men for all Liv cared. The only thing on her mind right now was getting Marco's thick young cock inside her. As Marco clumsily slammed and locked the stall door behind them, Liv's hot little hands were already diving greedily down the front of his pants, gripping and stroking the iron-hard shaft that she craved.
With an arrogant grin, Marco pushed Liv back onto the toilet. She stared up at him, baring her teeth in a snarl, her eyes glowing with a volatile mixture of hatred and lust.
"I'll give you what you want, Vixen. But first... I need you to prove that you can be obedient even when you're mad. Time to serve your man," said Marco, stripping his pants down his thighs and allowing his thick cock to bounce free. Liv's eyes locked to it with laser focus, feeling an empty aching need between her legs. Of course Marco would be an asshole about it when she was practically begging for his cock.
Marco moved forward, obnoxiously rubbing his cock over Liv's face, riling her up further, until she finally grabbed it in annoyance, planting a wet kiss at its tip and extending her tongue to swirl around it performatively. Her eyes flashed with anger even as she obeyed his command, sinking Marco's cock deep into her warm, wet mouth.
But tonight Marco didn't want a tender, submissive blowjob. He had caught the spark of antagonistic sexual friction that Liv was feeling, and he wanted to flex his power and control over the slut he had conquered. Marco pushed forward, ignoring the hand that Liv had wrapped around his cock to control the pace of the blowjob and probing Liv's throat with the tip of his bulging cock.
Liv glared up at him but didn't resist, dropping her hand from its grip on his shaft and lightly resting her palms on Marco's thighs as he began thrusting. He moved slowly at first, pushing deeper bit by bit to warm up Liv's throat and make sure it could take his length. Liv closed her eyes and concentrated on opening up and accepting her young lover's thrusts. Her head was a buzzing hornet's nest of anger and arousal... so this little asshole wants to fuck my face? He thinks that this is enough to make me melt and be his obedient little pet? Just watch, thought Liv grimly as she began bobbing aggressively into the thrusts, taking Marco's cock deeper and deeper, I've been deep-throating dick since you were in diapers. You have nothing to teach me, little boy!
But even that defiant inner monologue soon fell away as Marco's massive dick made a pussy of Liv's slutty throat. Soon, she was forming no more coherent thoughts, just reveling in the filthy sensation of being used like a sex toy by a man nearly half her age.
Finally, Liv broke away from the aggressive deepthroating, gasping for air with thick saliva dripping down her face. "Enough of a warmup, prick?" She asked with a sharp grin, her voice hoarse from her rough treatment.
Marco returned her smile with a smirk of his own. "Hands on the wall, slut," he said bluntly, pointing toward one wall of the large handicap stall. Liv wanted to make some other quip, but her brain felt like it was melting into a puddle of horny pink goo. She didn't want to waste any more time before she got Marco's cock in her pussy. She rose to her feet and bent at the waist, planting her hands on the scarred and graffitied wall of the filthy bathroom stall. Only then did she realize what was right before her eyes.
Someone had carved a hole between this stall and the adjoining one, closed by a wooden flap that could be pulled down. Even in her desperate horny state, Liv couldn't help but snort and roll her eyes. A good old-fashioned glory hole. Well, this club was certainly enough of a dive to have one.
"Don't laugh doll," said Marco, tugging up the back of her dress to reveal her swollen, drooling milf pussy. "I don't think you're in any position to be judging slutty behavior tonight. I'm pretty sure that whatever you did with Emma was way sluttier than using a glory hole... by the way, you forgot your panties in the VIP area, you little whore." Liv stifled a moan as she felt Marco's strong hand press up against her pussy, slowly sinking his middle finger into its tight, slick depths.
"That's not my fault," panted Liv, wriggling her hips backward into Marco's strong, dominant fingers, "and besides, sucking anonymous cock for fun is much worse than making a deal to save my reputation!"
"You're reputation?" said Marco with a dark chuckle. He leaned forward and yanked down Liv's dress, spilling her massive tits out to hang beneath her. Liv could feel the hard, hot length of his cock press into her ass as he leaned forward, grabbing a tit in each hand and pulling downward in an obscene milking motion. "If you have a reputation as anything other than a needy milf slut," he whispered in her ears as he palmed her tits in hot, firm hands, rubbing his young cock all over her ass, "then you've been lying to the world. Tonight, you're letting it all out, Vixen. It's time to show the world who you are on the inside."
Marco withdrew and slapped Vixen's ass, making her squeal in affronted pleasure. "You won't be able to look down on glory hole sluts after tonight, Vixen, because from now on you'll be one of them." Liv seethed in horny fury as Marco teased her, sliding his cock against her quivering pussy, but refusing to insert it. "I want you to open that glory hole," commanded Marco from behind her, "and humbly service whatever comes through it. No cock for you until then."
Liv laughed, a sound that was half bitter mockery and half panting moan. "Yeah right. I mean, whatever you say I guess, but there won't be anyone there. These things are a joke, Marco." Liv reached up to flip down the cover on the hole, looking over her shoulder at Marco with a raised eyebrow. "The only thing more pathetic than girls that man glory holes are guys who think that they will get lucky and try sticking their cock through one."
But she was shocked to see when she turned back that she was wrong. Someone must have been hiding out in the other stall the whole time, because no sooner had she opened the glory hole than a pale, scrawny cock was shoved through it, twitching and dripping with enthusiastic arousal.
Liv sneered, annoyed that Marco had been right and that she would be forced to suck this unimpressive cock. "Ugh," she said in disgust, slapping a palm against the wall of the adjoining stall, "you're a real sicko, you know that, stranger? You know that nine times out of ten you're going to get a pervy dude when you try this, right?"
There was no answer, just the rough, horny breaths of whoever was sticking their little dick through the wall. Liv whined in frustration, feeling the torture of Marco's thick, veiny cock slide maddeningly between the lips of her wet pussy. The little shit was serious. He wouldn't fuck her until she had dealt with the unimpressive cock hovering inches away from her face.
"Fine,' she said with bad grace, extending her tongue to lick slowly up the underside of the stranger's cock, "you got lucky this time, loser."
...
[Tonight's the night, Pussy]
That had been the message that Elliot received that evening right after dinner. The text that had instantly got him stiff as a board and kept him that way. Tonight, after weeks of pleading, Marco was finally letting him meet Vixen.
It was actually pretty good luck. His mom happened to be going out to a ladies' night with friends from work, so Elliot would have been all alone anyway. She had said not to wait up because she would likely be out past his bedtime, so as long as he was careful, Elliot would be able to sneak out and back in without his mom ever realizing.
He hated to think what would have happened if Marco texted when his mom was home all night like normal.
Marco's directions made Elliot feel a little uncomfortable and out of his element, but he would do anything to "interact" with Vixen like Marco had vaguely promised.
Elliot was forced to buy a rideshare to the outskirts of town, where he found the seedy nightclub Marco had indicated. He had never been anywhere like this before, and was half-afraid he would be laughed at for even trying to enter, despite Marco's assurances that his name was on the list. It felt like exactly the sort of place that Elliot associated with Vixen: trashy and filthy, but also alluring and sexy. The inside of the club was even more disorienting. Pulsing lights, pounding bass, and huge crowds of people much cooler and older than Elliot.
But he had no reason to hang out on the dance floor. Marco had made his destination clear. He wondered what exactly would be happening in 'The men's bathroom, second stall from the right'. It wasn't the kind of place where you met someone and shook hands... but it did conjure images of a filthy pornographic tryst. He really did see Vixen as more of a sex object than a woman, as shameful as that was to admit, so maybe it would be easier to just "interact" with her rather than trying to get to know her as a person.
Once he was safely locked in the stall, as directed, Elliot texted Marco with his heart pounding in his throat, his cock tenting his pants, and his balls aching with pent-up lust.
[Ready]
He was still envisioning letting Vixen into the stall for some one-on-one interaction when his idle eyes saw the glory hole. A strange reaction poured through him. First, he felt a sharp stab of disappointment. Whatever "interaction" he would be having with Vixen would be through a hole in a toilet stall. Which meant that, despite technically keeping his promise, Marco still had no intention of letting Elliot see his pet milf face to face.



But it was hard to be completely disappointed. After all, this brought sharply into focus exactly what kind of interaction Marco had in mind. Elliot almost came in his pants with a strangled moan as he realized that he would be receiving a blowjob from a hot milf tonight. In just minutes!
Just as he was thinking that, the door burst open. Elliot watched with fascination as two pairs of feet, one in slutty high-heeled platforms, danced across the floor. The wet sounds and grunts made it clear that the two people who had entered were aggressively making out with each other. Elliot's heart was in his throat as they entered the stall next to him and locked themselves in.
Elliot heard Marco's voice commanding Vixen to service his cock, and then the loud, wet half-choking sounds of a deep blowjob. Elliot felt a flash of petulance: of course Marco had to mark his territory with some deepthroating before giving Elliot his chance. But God, this was hot. Vixen, the milf slut he had jerked off to for months, was just feet away, audibly choking on a cock. He wanted to jerk off so badly, but he forced himself to refrain with difficulty.
After all, if Marco wasn't bullshitting him, Vixen would be choking on his cock in just a few minutes.
And then, suddenly, the moment was upon him. Elliot could hear Vixen's palms slap against the wood of the stall, on either side of the closed glory hole. She was talking about how slutty it was for girls to suck people off through a glory hole, causing a thrill of kinky pleasure through Elliot as he realized that he was the man who would turn Vixen into that kind of slut.
There was something familiar about her voice... But it was rough enough from the deepthroating and the tiled bathroom was echoey enough that Elliot couldn't place it. It was hardly his first concern right now anyway. With shaking hands, Elliot unzipped and roughly stripped his jeans and undies down to his knees, his cock pulsating with long-frustrated lust for Vixen...
Any second now...
The glory hole opened, and Elliot surged forward. He realized afterward that if he had been a little more patient, he might have been able to peek through the hole first and get the view of Vixen he had been craving. But in that moment, the only thing he could think about was Vixen's lips wrapping around his cock.
It felt unexpectedly vulnerable to stand with his cock naked and exposed, sticking through a hole and presented to a woman he had lusted after.
And almost instantly, that vulnerability was crushed.
Vixen's hoarse voice referring to him derisively as "pathetic", a "sicko" and a "loser" hit him right in his weakest point... But oddly, the sneering insults only make shivers of pleasure run through his body.
After all, Marco had been training him for weeks to associate degrading put-downs with sexual pleasure... and to hear them in the husky, aroused voice of a slutty milf just made them a thousand times more erotic.
So when Vixen traced her wicked tongue up the underside of his straining cock, Elliot couldn't help but release a shuddering, unmanly moan of degraded pleasure.
...
Liv snorted a laugh as she heard the breathy cry of pleasure from behind the wall. "What the fuck," she said in a voice rich with mocking amusement. "Are you sure you can handle this, buddy? Want me to call your Mommy to take you home?"
Marco found that barb especially hilarious, letting out a bray of laughter behind her as he continued to slide his thick cock teasingly against her needy pussy. "Don't be too hard on the guy, Vixen," he said slyly, "he's probably never had a blowjob before!"
"With a peepee like this, I'm not shocked," said Liv cruelly over her shoulder to Marco. 'What self-respecting girl comes face to face with this shrimpy thing and wants to suck it?" Being Marco's submissive bimbo doll all evening had been infuriating, and, even if it was a little cruel, it felt good to take out her frustrations on the anonymous man behind the glory hole. Who gave a fuck what he thought anyway? But apparently her harsh words weren't a turnoff for the masochist behind the stall wall. His cock twitched and leaked more precum as she voiced her harsh comments, and Liv thought she heard another whimper from beyond the wall.
"No self-respecting woman at all," agreed Marco with a chuckle. "Now go ahead and show this loser how little self-respect you've got, doll. Give him a taste of the slutty mouth he would never be allowed to fuck if it wasn't for your generous man."
Liv didn't relish the thought of pleasuring the scrawny cock in front of her, but she had gotten this far without saying "no", and the pervert in the other stall wouldn't be the one to break her streak. She parted her plump lips and easily took the entire length of the anonymous stranger into her mouth.
Normally when she was sucking a cock of the size she normally liked, her tongue could reach far enough down only to swirl around the cock head. With this small, thin hard-on, her tongue could practically wrap around the entire cock, engulfing it in hot, slippery wetness. It probably felt even more amazing for this guy than it did for her better-endowed lovers. Liv bobbed her head and lashed the tiny, disappointing cock with vicious licks, trying and failing to find some of the normal pleasure she took from blowjobs.
It was sort of hot to be forced to suck off a stranger's dick by Marco... but it would have been hotter if it was bigger.
Finally, behind her, Marco slid his hard, pulsing thickness between her swollen lips. The stiff little cock dropped from Liv's lips as she let out a keening cry of pleasure. Fuck! It felt too good for words. A good fuck was what she had been waiting for all night.
But Marco held frustratingly still, his length buried stiff and throbbing in Liv's tight, wet heat. She whined and tried to bounce her hips backward and get the friction she carved, but Marco had her hips steady, denying her. For the moment, the cock desperately twitching and dripping her saliva in front of her face was utterly forgotten.
"Do you want it, doll?" Asked Marco smugly, his strong hands trapping her in this maddening state of motionless penetration.
"I want it soooo fucking bad," groaned Liv desperately, all defiance and dignity temporarily forgotten.
"More than the dick in front of you?" asked Marco slyly.
Liv let out a shaky laugh. "Are you fucking kidding me?" She asked incredulously. "I don't want this runty dick at all!"
"Compare them," insisted Marco in a smoldering voice. "Tell me why you want mine more." Liv had no idea why Marco wanted to put down this random pervert so much, but she was on board. It felt good to vent her anger at the anonymous loser.
"I don't know," said Liv sarcastically, "maybe because you have a real cock and this one is the size of my pinky? Maybe because you can stretch my pussy with that monster between your legs, while this little disappointment isn't even a mouthful? Be serious Marco. I need a real cock, not a loser's little shame-stick."
Marco laughed, and gave Liv one long, slow pump of his cock, making her whimper with mind-numbing pleasure. 'Well said, Vixen," He said in a triumphant voice, "but I almost feel bad for the guy. Let's give him an experience he can jerk off to forever, shall we? Make him cum with that talented mouth. Then I'll fuck you."
Liv huffed in frustration, then sucked the offensive little dick back between her plump lips, sucking wildly. There was no point in slow teasing or sensuality. That was a service she provided for real men. Right now, she just wanted this loser to cum as quickly as possible.
She raised a hand and began jacking the slimy, spit-covered dick with merciless speed as she caught her breath, grunting, "Cum! Cum for me loser! Right fucking now! You're holding me back from getting fucked by a real man!" Her other hand seized the small soft balls that poked through the hole rubbing and tugged them with a firmness that made the little pervert behind the wall gasp with masochistic pleasure.
The man behind the gloryhole let out a series of pathetic, almost feminine moans, wilder and louder by the second as Liv latched her mouth back onto his cock, bobbing her head with desperate speed. She could feel him rapidly approaching orgasm, and she had no intention of drawing it out to increase his pleasure.
The man behind the wall cried out, squirting a teaspoon of thick, salty goo into Liv's waiting mouth.
Marco laughed behind her, as though Liv's frantic blowjob was a hilarious inside joke, and said, "Now show our guest what you think of his cum, Vixen."
Liv reared back and spit the glob of cum back onto the shrimpy cock that had produced it, saying, "Get out of here, pervert. I don't want you listening when my man fucks my brains out!"
The cock withdrew behind the glory hole and Liv quickly slammed the cover shut so that the creep couldn't try to take a peek at her.
"Good girl," said Marco behind her, and then... fucking finally!... His thick cock drew back and slammed home into Liv's waiting pussy, his swollen head and hard shaft stretching open every inch of the pussy that had been growing steadily wetter and hornier all night long.
"Fuck!" screamed Liv in ecstasy. She dimly heard the other stall door slam and retreating footsteps, but the pathetic stranger was already fading rapidly from her mind. Only the manly cock filling and stretching her mattered now. She groaned as she arched her back and pushed her plump butt greedily back into her young lover. She wanted more. Craved it.
"Fuck your woman's pussy Marco," she said heatedly, resurrecting one of Marco's favorite bits of dirty talk. "Show me who owns it!"
With an enthusiastic growl, Marco obliged her, obeying one of her orders for a change. This was no tender lovemaking like what she shared with Craig. The powerful force of Marco's thrusts rattled the stall Liv was leaning up against, taking all of her strength to push back and meet them with her grinding hips.
Her pussy gripped and milked the powerful cock inside it with worshipful hunger, instinctively trying to pull the virile young cock even deeper as his punishing strokes plunged inside her. Liv's hanging tits sway and jolted with the force of Marco's jackhammering cock, painful, but only adding to the pleasant feeling of brutal domination that Liv loved. The feeling swelled even further as Marco's hand slapped down, reddening Liv's juicy ass with stinging spanks.
'Fuck me," whimpered Liv, her hips bouncing backward in perfect time. It felt like every nerve in her body was singing with submissive pleasure as Marco's cock railed her, stretching her milf pussy more than any cock ever had.
Liv had basically been on the edge of orgasm for hours, and Marco's teasing had been equally arousing for him as it had been for Liv. It didn't take long for sweet slutty moans to join the chorus of sweaty slapping flesh filling the bathroom, and Marco's panting breaths grew deeper and more ragged by the moment.
"I want it," gasped Liv, "Your cum! Cum for me, Marco. Cum inside me!"
And then Marco surged forward, his last thrust so powerful it pushed Liv up against the graffitied stall wall, crushing her big fake tits hard up against the splintery wood. Liv's pussy writhed and clenched around Marco's spurting cock as they came together, man and woman, dominant and submissive, milf and teen.
It was so fucking wrong, but in that moment, Liv gave her pussy to Marco completely. He really did own it, at least in Liv's mind. Marco's conquest was complete for the evening. Liv had gone in with a plan to obey on the surface and defy Marco in her heart.
And she had failed.
As his cock continued to spurt, Marco turned Liv's head and pulled her into a searing, possessive kiss. And she eagerly, wholeheartedly submitted, her tongue swirling lovingly with her man's.
They didn't break from their deep, tender kiss until Marco had grown soft.
"Wh-what next?" asked Liv submissively, now eager to follow orders.
"The night is young," said Marco cockily, "I still have lots of fun planned for me and my woman."
...
As Elliot fled the bathroom, Vixen's cries of slutty pleasure echoing in his ears and a slimy mess of thick milf saliva and his unwanted sperm squishing in his pants, he was so overwhelmed that he could barely think.
On the way out of the club, in the rideshare home, and lying in bed, the events of the evening ran through his mind on repeat. The feeling of Vixen's long flexible tongue dominating his cock. The feel of orgasming into someone else's body for the first time in his life.
But the memory he kept coming back to was Vixen's mean, raspy voice, degrading him and his penis. Each dismissive phrase seemed to pierce him straight through his heart. The way she wrote him off as a perverted loser and crushingly compared his tiny dick to Marco's monstrous cock should have totally destroyed him.
Instead, his cock was diamond-hard and throbbing just thinking about it. Marco's careful preparation was bearing twisted fruit: Elliot had developed a kink for degradation, and now that he had heard the cruel put-downs from the mouth of a slutty goddess like Vixen, his new fetish was well and truly set for life.
Elliot whimpered as he stroked himself in the dark warmth of his bed, Vixen's taunting words running through his head again and again in her smoky, deepthroat roughened voice.
Loser.
Pathetic.
Pervert.
He was so distracted that he didn't even pause when he got a text, continuing to stroke as he raised the screen to his face. Marco had sent him a message.
[And what do we say when we get a gift, Junior?]
He didn't even hesitate, clumsily typing out the message with one hand as his hand pumped feverishly on his cock.
[Thank you, Daddy!]
He came just as he pressed send.
...
Liv sat in Marco's lap with her head in the crook of his neck while he played with her fake blonde hair. Her head was pleasantly fuzzy, not just with alcohol, but also with a cocktail of endorphins from being so well fucked.
At this point, Liv had managed to justify her complete submission to herself, and was at peace with it. This was just a farewell tour, she had decided. One last exclamation point on the old dirty life she once had. And if she wanted to spend one night as a teen's fuck doll, where was the harm in that? It was relaxing to give up her tough-as-nails exterior for one night and be a vulnerable, giggling bimbo. Tomorrow she would put her armor back on, forget Marco ever existed, and throw herself into wedding planning.
But tonight... it wasn't a big deal she was enjoying being Marco's woman just the tiniest bit.
Their new venue was certainly helping to make this feel like a farewell to her past...
After the club, Jerry and Marco insisted that they go to The Panther Club for an after-hours party. Liv had felt a little nervous about being back in her old strip club for the first time since she quit, but she was surprised at the wave of nostalgia that had hit her. The place looked remarkably similar to how it had back in those old dark days over a decade ago. As she and her former coworkers sat in the front row seats near the stage, Liv could feel some of the old excitement and arousal again.
Her eyes grew thoughtful as she stared up at the shining center-stage pole. It had likely been replaced, but in that same spot, she had twirled and writhed with the heated, filthy eyes of the male patrons glued to her body. She had been embarrassed to show them... but the embarrassment hadn't stopped her... it had only egged her on...
"Are you listening to me, doll?" murmured Marco in her ear, making Liv jump. The group of her former coworkers were looking at her expectantly. "Ummmm, no, sorry, Marco," she said sheepishly, "I was a million miles away."
"He said that he wants to see you strip on stage," said Aspen dismissively, "but I told him the truth, honey. You've been washed up and out of the game for a decade. You haven't got the skills anymore."
Liv gave the old skank a flat, venomous stare, which softened into a smoldering gaze as she turned to Marco. "Well, I can't say no, can I?" she said coyly. "What my man wants, my man gets!" Liv rose from Marco's lap and gave him a long, lingering kiss before attempting to roll onto the stage with catlike grace. That maneuver turned out to be more difficult than anticipated thanks to the number of drinks that she had consumed, but Liv managed to save it at the last moment, posing on her knees with her thighs spread wide, her smokey eyes focused on Marco.
If he wanted a show, she would give him the best show of his fucking life.
Liv rose from her knees and took an experimental twirl around the pole at the center stage. It felt... right. All of the old muscle memory from long ago was flooding back... along with her suppressed erotic memories.
Liv turned away from the group and Marco, easing the tight pink dress off her shoulders, then letting it slip down to fall in a puddle at her feet. It was hardly an outfit designed for a strip tease: at this point she didn't have any underwear at all to strip off after it was gone. But she didn't mind. The fully nude parts of her routine had always been her favorite.
Liv turned back to the crowd, licking her lips while she ran her hands up and over the luscious mounds of her big fake tits. They had always been the main selling point for little Livvy Franklin. Her big, beautiful fake tits, with their eager, perpetually stiff pink nipples. The glint of their recent piercings had only added to their appeal. Liv returned to the pole in a slinky, sexy, hip-swaying walk, drawing ahhs of grudging appreciation from her former friends.
Here she was, naked again in front of a crowd, this time completely by her choice. It was all coming back to her now... It was easy to say that she remembered getting turned on by the humiliation of stripping, but to get another little taste of that addictive rush... she could feel her body filling with the same filthy heat that made her such a little slut back in those days.
Liv reached the pole, leaned back while taking a firm grip, and began humping it with long, liquid hip strokes, her eyes locked with Marco's the whole time. This itching, all-consuming arousal that she was beginning to feel again, caused by the eyes of strangers on her most intimate parts, used to make her into an insatiable, dumb, cock-hungry slut. She felt a twist of deep erotic humiliation as a suppressed memory bubbled up: she had once been reprimanded for trying to fuck a patron during a lapdance... in the middle of the open club floor.
Liv turned from the crowd, swaying her plump ass in time to the remembered music in her head as more and more memories crowded into her mind, making her hornier and hornier.
Completing show after show and hurrying back to her dressing room, not to escape the leering eyes, but because she was so eager to get stuffed by Jerry's fat cock. Making out with Aspen not because she liked the prima donna bitch, but because the antagonism turned her on.
Sucking off customers in the bathroom for shamefully small amounts of money, because the money wasn't really the point; the point was how dirty and wrong it made her feel, and how deeply that turned her on. That was what had made her quit in the end. She had been dangerously close to the edge of a cliff that she couldn't come back from.
Something inside Liv had always wanted to light herself on fire to bask in the heat of the flames.
But she didn't want to think about that right now. Liv eyed the pole speculatively. Aspen had sneeringly said she no longer had the skills. There was just one way to shut her up: doing her old showstopping finale.
If she was stone-cold sober, Liv never would have tried it. She wasn't in her early twenties anymore, and even if she had weighed exactly the same as she had back then, she wasn't confident her arms were strong enough anymore.



But drunk Liv thought proving Aspen wrong was worth the risk. She took a running leap, holding tight with one hand higher and one hand lower on the pole as she launched herself into the air. Her arms twinged painfully as they bore her full weight, but Liv ignored them, gracefully lifting one platform heel high into the air while lowering the other, spreading her legs almost into a split facing outward. She displayed her spread-open pussy to the crowd as she rotated around the pole, seemingly defying gravity.
There was a reason that this move kept the perverts coming back to Livvy Franklin's shows. For most strippers, after a certain amount of time, the shows became routine. Just a job. But they never did for Liv. They were always heartpoundingly, nipple-stiffeneningly erotic to her from the first to the last. And this final move was proof: it showed the audience Liv's glistening, swollen, aroused pussy, proving time and time again that the girl on stage wasn't just a slut. She was a horny, eager slut who was turned on by stripping.
This time was no exception. The erotic humiliation fizzled and popped in Liv's brain like she was twenty-one again as she showed the crowd her pussy, reddened and raw from the heavy fucking it had taken tonight, but still glistening with her arousal. Liv had grown up, but you know what they say, Once a slut, always a slut.
Liv landed heavily on her knees, naked and panting, but with a triumphant smile on her face. She still had it.
"She really wasn't listening," said Aspen with a snicker, causing the whole crowd to laugh. Liv frowned, looking at Marco in confusion.
Marco shrugged apologetically. "Sorry doll, she's right," he said. "I didn't say I wanted a strip show right now. I said I wanted to see you give one last show at the club. For real. During operating hours."
Liv's mouth went dry. What the fuck? Was Marco insane?
"But think about it this way!" said Jerry, leaning forward with an eager smile, "you just proved that you still have the skills. So it should be no problem!"
"Marco, I can't!" said Liv desperately. "I have... you know that I can't! Tonight was supposed to be the last thing you asked of me!" But she felt that old self-destructive impulse swelling inside her once again, blending with the alcohol clouding her brain and all of the free-floating eroticism of the evening. All of the burning erotic memories of stripping seemed to glow enticingly in her mind, promising one more night of filthy fun. She felt off balance. Weak.
"I thought we agreed, doll," said Marco in a low persuasive voice, his burning brown eyes seeming to fill Liv's whole world,
"You can't say 'no' to me tonight."
...
Liv was willing to admit to herself she had a problem.
She had denied it for a long time. Too long, if she was being completely honest. She had told herself for months that she was just humoring Marco. That he was an unimpressive little shit that had gotten lucky by stumbling onto blackmail material. That he didn't have any sort of effect on her beyond what any man holding power over her would have.
Yet here she was, staring wide-eyed into her old dressing-room mirror backstage at the Panther Club, listening to the murmur of the crowd out there on the floor, her heart thumping with a sick rhythm of arousal.
It turned out that the infuriating little shit had an effect on her after all.
Even in the past two weeks since her night at the club, Liv had stubbornly refused to see what was happening. When Marco suggested she could do her "one-night comeback" on the same night as Craig's bachelor party, she told the presumptuous brat to fuck off. And yet, when Craig asked what her plans were for the night he and Elliot would be at the bachelor party, Liv had made up some bullshit about taking a spa day. She insisted to herself that she would just book a spa treatment to make what she said true... but the days marched on with no spa booking.
During those weeks, Liv couldn't stop thinking about her days as a stripper. How raw and erotic the experience had been. How freeing. It blended together with the experience that Liv had with Marco at the club. She cringed to look back on it. For some reason, she had utterly surrendered that night. She had been completely defeated in her fight to prove that Marco was beneath her. But the worst part was that it actually felt sort of good. Being tamed by the annoying younger man had set off her degradation fetish in the worst way, and Marco had surprisingly shown some talent for being a Dom.
So Liv's head had been filled with horny memories and oblivious denial on the morning of her fiance's bachelor party. First, she told herself she just wouldn't go and would ignore Marco's texts.
Then, she told herself she would go down to the strip club and tell Marco they were finished to his face.
And now she was in the dressing room.
Fuck. She was really going to strip for a crowd again, wasn't she? Craig was going to be watching naked young strippers with his buddies, cracking jokes about how slutty they were compared to his bride... all the time not realizing Liv was doing the same thing across town. That same old fetish for humiliation was rearing its ugly head. The self-destructive impulse that had convinced a younger Liv it was a good idea to offer cheap, degrading blowjobs in the strip club bathroom was a good idea.
She really did have a fucking problem.
The door to the dressing room opened, and there he was. Marco De Luca. High school burnout. Her son's best friend. Her blackmailer. Her lover. Her Dom. Marco did something to her she couldn't explain. She had never felt it with any other man before, except maybe the tiniest twinge of it with Jerry when she was younger. He was so clearly beneath her, annoying, young, inexperienced, and frankly not very well-educated. But the disdain and annoyance she felt toward him only made it hotter when he somehow turned the tables and made her submit. She felt like a fly caught in a spider's web. Her superior attitude had given her a false sense of security toward him and prevented her from seeing her weakness.
"How's my little superstar?" Asked Marco smugly. He was carrying a garment bag and a shoe box as he leaned down for a kiss. Liv knew it would be better to refuse, to let the little asshole know that she wouldn't play along, but even as that thought formed, her face was already turning toward his, their lips meeting and their tongues sliding against each other, kindling the old twisted fire inside her.
"For real, Marco," said Liv grimly as he pulled away, "we're done after this. No booty calls. No 'one last thing's. No contact at all, understand?"
Marco chuckled, handing the garment bag to Liv and dropping the shoebox to the ground. "You keep saying that, doll. And I keep saying the same thing back. I'm going to let you take the reigns on this thing we have after tonight. You text me, I'll text you back." Marco's hands dropped to Liv's shoulders, massaging. Shit. His strong hands felt really fucking good.
"Don't tease me, Marco," said Liv, her voice losing some of its firmness, 'I'm serious! I... I can't do this anymore."
"I'm serious too," murmured Marco in her ear. "I deleted all those videos just like I said I would, right? You can trust me." That was true. Unless he had secret copies, Liv had watched as Marco deleted all of his blackmail material and destroyed the original tape. She no longer had the threat of exposure hanging over her. So why did she feel more trapped than ever?
Marco softly gripped Liv's chin to pull her troubled eyes to his. "I mean it Liv. You'll make the call. I will totally respect your decision about what our relationship will be after tonight." His face split into that same old smug grin. "I just don't think it will be the choice you're planning on right now."
God, right up to the last moment, he just had to be a little shit. He went in for another kiss, but this time Liv was annoyed enough to shove him away.
"Get the fuck out of here, Marco," she said wearily. "I'm doing this because I got all nostalgic for my wild days, not because you asked, ok?" Marco gave her a lopsided grin as he turned to leave, clearly seeing Liv's lie for what it was.
Liv unzipped the garment bag and groaned as she saw the outfit Marco had picked out for her, drawing a deep laugh from Marco at the door.
"You really are a sadistic little fucker, you know that?" she asked in an acidic tone.
"Yeah, but that's why you love me doll," said Marco with a wink, shutting the door behind him so Vixen could change.
...
"Hey buddy!" called Craig over the loud pulsing music, slapping Elliot on the back, "you doing ok?"
Elliot tried to smile and nod, but he knew why Craig was asking. He felt jittery and anxious. This was the first time he had seen naked women up close after all. And if everything went to plan, tonight would get even better soon...
"I've got to hand it to you, Buddy!" Said Craig cheerfully, taking a swig of his beer, "whichever friend of yours tipped you off to this place was right! All the other guys are saying the girls here are way better than the ones at Tweety's!"
Elliot smiled thinly. Honestly, he didn't care much about the smoldering, leggy Latina prancing on the stage right now. Tonight was his opportunity to see the one woman he had become obsessed with.
Marco had sworn that tonight, Elliot was finally going to see Vixen, unveiled in all her glory. And all that he had asked in exchange was that Elliot convince his soon-to-be stepdad to change his bachelor party venue to The Panther Club.
It was a small price to pay. Why would Elliot care what strip club they went to?
Elliot dried his sweaty hands on his jeans, practically vibrating with anticipation, his cock as rock-hard as it had been all night. It made sense for Vixen to be a stripper. It fit what Elliot knew about her: a dirty, sexy milf who was willing to become a teen's personal slut. And this was where she worked.
Soon, Elliot's dream slut would be on stage in front of him.
He wondered if maybe she had an old or ugly-looking face. That would explain why Marco had carefully refused to show it.
The tall slim Latina left the stage to wild applause from Craig's friends. They were all seated in the best seats in the house, right up next to the stage. There would be just a few feet between him and a naked Vixen.
Finally, the announcer said the words that Elliot had been eagerly anticipating all night long.
"And now, ladies and gentlemen, please welcome to the Panther Club stage for a one-night special appearance... A blast from the past with a fantastic ass... Vixen!!" Spotlights focused on the edge of the stage, and Vixen's performance music started playing.
Elliot frowned in confusion. The wedding march was sort of a weird choice for a strip routine.
...
Vixen adjusted the fit of the white lacey garter belt on her wide hips one last time, then held her bouquet with both hands in front of her.
As usual, her nerves were dropping away as performance time rapidly approached. The erotic humiliation still throbbed like a red-hot ball of steel in her core, but she no longer felt shaky or jittery. In fact, just as she had before every performance when she was younger, Vixen felt eager. Ready to feel the eyes of the crowd soaking in every inch of her lewdly displayed body.
She heard the MC announcing her and took a deep breath, her nipples springing to life beneath the gauzy material of her lingerie.
Showtime. The first peals of wedding march music made her grin and shake her head in fond exasperation. Of course this was what Marco picked. Well, it didn't matter. If it had the correct beat, she could dance to it.
Vixen tossed aside the curtain and sashayed out onto the stage in a sultry, hip-swinging walk. She heard the usual murmurs of appreciation as the audience took in her revealing costume.
Marco had made up Vixen as a slutty bride, with massive white platform heels, pure white, sheer lingerie and stockings, and even a veil and bouquet of lilies.
Vixen kept her eyes demurely downcast as she strode up the stage to the wedding march, playing into the obscene mixture of raw sexuality and innocent purity.
As she reached the pole, she tossed her bouquet into the crowd with a movement intended to showcase her tits and ass. Then flipped back her veil and blew the crowd a kiss.
This got a bigger reaction than she expected. There were gasps toward the front of the crowd, normally a sound that she didn't hear until the bra came off. But, as usual, after the dimness of backstage, Vixen was too blinded by the spotlights to see exactly why the audience was reacting so strongly to her face.
Her eyes would adjust in a moment, but until then, the show must go on. Vixen shimmied and swayed to the beat, allowing her feminine body to jiggle and bounce in the way she knew men loved. The crowd was hot tonight. Even without being able to quite make them out, she could tell that their eyes were all over her, driving her shameful arousal higher and higher.
Liv jumped up and seized the pole between her thick thighs, sticking her lace-covered ass out for the inspection of the crowd as she whirled around the pole. But she knew that her butt wasn't what the audience really wanted to see.
Her tits had always been what drove the men wild. She landed gracefully on her massive heels and leaned back on the pole, reaching behind her to deftly unhook her snowy white bra with one hand. She closed her eyes in unfaked ecstasy, letting her bra fall loosely down her arms, hanging precariously for a moment off of her massive tits... before whipping it off with a bold, brassy grin, opening her eyes to drink in the lustful stares of her adoring audience.
It wasn't until then that she noticed. The lights had kept her blind for just long enough to seal her fate, but now her eyes had adjusted enough to see the truth.
Craig sat in the front row beneath the stage, looking up at his topless fiance with an expression of stunned incomprehension on his face.
And sitting next to him... oh God, sitting right next to him was Elliot, wearing a matching expression of blank confusion.
Liv was suddenly glad she had the pole behind her for support. She stood in front of her son, her fiance, and all his friends with her big tits naked and her nipples stiff with desire. She had worked so hard to keep her dirty past a secret from the two most important men in her life... and now here she was, shamefully displayed on stage in front of both of them at the very club she once worked at.
She should have known that Marco wouldn't let her slip away so easily. His obsession had been clear from the beginning: to tame Vixen as his own slutty pet.
No wonder he had deleted all of his blackmail material: he had achieved the ruining of Liv's reputation and relationships more effectively than a decades-old video ever could have done with one cruel, crushing master stroke. And he had even managed to make heart complicit in the act.
It was devastating. It was evil. It was unforgivable.
... It was the hottest thing that Liv had experienced in her whole life.
Liv's fetish had always been degradation, and this horrible event burned like a sun of molten erotic humiliation, burning her with its overwhelming self-destructive heat. Little Livvy Franklin had always loved to live on the edge of self-destruction, and her grown-up self had just found herself thrown off that edge.
Almost fainting with the overwhelming, mind-melting arousal of living the most publicly humiliating scenario Marco's wicked mind could imagine... Vixen's body began moving on its own, her hips rolling and humping as she brought one hand up to grope a naked breast. She could feel slick heat building in her pussy as she kept her eyes locked on her fiance. Moving on instinct and id, Vixen continued with the show.
After all, her fevered mind reasoned as she twirled once again around the metal pole, the damage was already done! It didn't matter if she stopped now or basked in the feeling of utter degradation. It was an experience so erotic that she would only be able to experience it once. So she might as well enjoy the moment.
Liv bent low, shaking her hanging tits before cupping them in her hands and playing with her swollen nipples, licking her lips lewdly for the crowd. She noticed Elliot's eyes focused intently on her pierced nipples. Fuck... she suddenly remembered what Marco had wanted her to get the piercings in the first place. It had been a bullying inside joke to tease Elliot that his mom was such a slut she had pierced nipples. Well, there was certainly no doubt in elliot's mind now that his mom was a slut. Liv was glad the next part of her choreography called for her to spin around. If she hadn't, the sight of Elliot's eyes on her nakedness might have made her cum right then and there.
Shaking and panting from the intensity of her degrading passion, Liv spread her thighs wide, wiggling her ass to give it a jello-like shake. This was the moment that they would really see the truth. It was what she had come up with to replace the acrobatic reveal of her spread pussy, which was probably too risky to repeat. But it would have the same result.
Liv reached back and grasped the gauzy lace of her bridal panties in one shaking hand. The seams had already been carefully sabotaged. All she had to do was...
*Riiiiippppp*
The material shredded easily, leaving her exposed to the crowd. To her fiance. To her son. Everyone could see her wet, aroused pussy, framed perfectly by her thick thighs encased in lily-white lace. She could feel the cool air and masculine gazes on her hot flesh, and knew that she had just thrown away the last shred of plausible deniability that she had.
She turned over her shoulder and her heart leaped to see a bulge tenting Craig's pants. His face was still bewildered, but even in this confusing moment, it appeared his fiance's show was too sexy to be utterly unaffecting.
Vixen tossed her ruined panties to him, but her aim was a little off. She was confused to see Elliot eagerly snatching them from the air... with a smaller bulge in his pants. But who was she to judge? Maybe he was just getting caught up in the sexual tension.
Liv straightened and strode toward the stairs at the edge of the stage, her pussy streaming down her thighs freely and her heart pounding in her chest. The next part of the show called for a performative lap dance for the "guest of honor". She supposed that that meant Craig tonight. She just hoped that he would be willing to accept it.
But as she reached the bottom of the stairs, Liv saw him. She had been so focused on the utter shame of performing for her son and fiance that she hadn't noticed when he joined the crowd in the middle of the performance. Marco sat back in his chair with an expression of cocky triumph on his face.
He raised his hand and beckoned imperiously.
So this was it. Marco didn't just want Liv to ruin her life tonight. He wanted her to publicly choose him. To turn away from her fiance and pick her teen tormentor. Marco wanted to show her son that his mom was a slutty plaything, the ultimate revenge on a former friend who thought he was outgrowing Marco.
Liv glanced at Craig... then at Marco. Even in this moment of public disgrace, she knew that choosing Marco would be the ultimate betrayal.
The moment spun in the air. Liv could feel two paths open in front of her.
And she chose.
...
Maybe if Vixen walked over and gave Craig a lap dance, she might have some prayer of playing this all off as an ill-advised kinky stunt.
But she knew that she couldn't make that choice. Not at this point. It had always been Marco. She hadn't seen it until tonight, but now she knew it in her heart. She had been defeated. She had bucked and fought like a wild horse, but Marco had won. She was his now.



To the victor goes the spoils.
Vixen turned her back on her fiance and son, walking with slow, measured steps toward her conqueror. Her enemy.
Her new man.
She heard some sort of scuffle behind her. Maybe Craig trying to reach her and getting held back by bouncers. But she didn't check. She only had eyes for Marco. When she reached him, Vixen leaned down and shook her tits in the young man's leering face. These are what first caught his eye, right? It had probably been his adolescent jerk-off fantasy to see and touch her breasts. But unlike other teenage boys, he had made his wet dreams into reality. He had taken the coveted hot mom in his friend group and made her his own.
As if responding to Vixen's heated thoughts, Marco reached up and seized her breasts in firm hands, guiding one pierced nipple to his lips, where he licked and sucked with greedy gusto, closing his eyes in rapture. This was a flagrant violation of the club's rules on touching, but Vixen thought it was unlikely Jerry would be enforcing the rules for this particular lapdance. She whimpered and braced her arms on Marco's shoulders as he mercilessly attacked the tits he had won with his hungry mouth in front of a packed strip club audience, seeming to cover every inch of them with his tongue.
Vixen moaned. She didn't care who could hear. She had given up on being a responsible adult. She no longer cared about being respectable. She just wanted to be Marco's woman. She wanted everyone to know what a slut she was for him. It was like she had been unchained, finally free to explore the depths of the fetish that had haunted her life. With nothing left to lose, she could finally experience the depths of sexual humiliation without guilt.
Her legs felt so shaky she was unable to stand bent forward anymore. She collapsed on Marco's lap, grinding her needy cunt into the massive bulge in his lap as she surrendered to a sloppy, passionate makeout session.
She lived in that twisted erotic moment for a long minute, her tongue writhing and wriggling against her young lover's, straddling and grinding her pussy against a teen cock while watched by a crowded room of onlookers. In a horrible, fucked up way, it was the horniest she had ever been.
"Turn around," said Marco, breaking the kiss to whisper in her ear. "I want to feel that fat ass on my cock."
Vixen thought the request was a little strange until she obeyed. Then she realized Marco's true motive: He wanted her to see the results of her actions. Craig, red-faced and furious, was in the process of storming out of the club. His friends trailed after him, casting smirking glances back at Vixen's slutty display.
Vixen thought he would probably never live this down.
But seeing what Elliot was doing was even more shocking. His eyes were wide and wild as clutched Vixen's lacey, torn panties to his crotch, pumping wildly. Vixen couldn't even process the sight for a moment. Elliot had been driven utterly wild with lust... For her. The idea was disgusting... and humiliating...
Vixen began tentatively rubbing her ass over Marco's crotch as he suggested, locking eyes with her dazed, lust-addled boy as he pumped himself to the sight of Marco's victory and Vixen's disgrace.
It was then that the heavy hand of a bouncer fell on Elliot's shoulder. Obviously, jerking off was against the rules. With a whine of degraded pleasure, Liv began humping backward faster and faster, watching with a sort of helplessly aroused fascination as the burly bouncers manhandled her son toward the door, his small (oddly familiar) cock bouncing along, shamefully exposed to the laughing crowd. She had no idea why this horrible sight was turning her on, but something about how thoroughly Marco had beaten her family was powerfully arousing.
With rough, panting breaths, Liv fumbled between her legs, trying to unzip Marco's pants so that he could fuck her right there and then, consummating his victory. But he seized her wrist and stopped her.
"Wait for me in the dressing room," he said, raising his free hand to cup one of her breasts possessively.
"I've heard that sex with Vixen after a humiliating show is mindblowing. And I want to see for myself."
...
Vixen sat back in her dressing room chair, pitifully moaning as she worked her fingers deep into her sloppy, drooling cunt.
She heard her phone begin to ring, only to be cut off by two text notifications in quick succession. She ignored it. News must be traveling fast. People were trying to reach out. But she was no longer concerned about what others thought. She only cared about one person.
The door to her dressing room opened, and Vixen launched herself out of her chair with wide, submissive eyes, pulling her new man into a tight embrace. "Marco! I need you," she murmured, pressing hot, wet kisses all over his face and neck, driven wild with desperate lust. Marco smirked, relishing his victory in the way only a cocky teen could.
"You need me?" he asked with obvious glee. "Show me how much. On your knees, Vixen. I said you would get to decide what our relationship was like from now on. Time to show me your decision."
Vixen sunk to her knees without complaint, her body flushing with a wave of submissive arousal as she stared up into his hard, dominant eyes. Without a word, she began to unzip her new man, pulling his swiftly hardening cock free. She attempted to engulf its powerful length in her eager mouth, only to have her hair seized and pulled back roughly by Marco's strong hand.
"Not yet Vixen," he said sternly. "You've said some pretty shitty things to me, doll. You acted like you were better than me for a long time..."
"I'm not," moaned Vixen pitifully, her mouth drooling with desperation to feel Marco's thick cock stretching her lips, "I was wrong, darling. You are so much stronger and smarter and better than me. I was such a bitch!"
"You said I couldn't even take care of a cat, let alone a grown woman," said Marco with amusement. "Do you still feel that way?"
"No! I... I was so wrong darling," said Vixen, cringing with shame at her harsh words of bravado. "I used to think I was tough, and independent and strong... but I didn't see it." Liv's eyes shone with soft, submissive adoration. "I didn't see that I was actually just a silly little slut that needed her man to make decisions for her."
"You said you would never submit to me," said Marco softly. His grip loosened and released Vixen's head. "So I want you to make your choice. Just like I promised. What relationship do you want with me?"
"I... I want to submit," said Vixen in a trembling, heartfelt tone, already Marco's slutty pet, body and soul. "I want to be your woman. I'm sorry for ever doubting you."
"Show me how sorry," commanded Marco, and then finally Vixen closed her plump lips over her new boyfriend's cock, slurping and licking with slutty enthusiasm. With her hands on her knees, still in the remnants of the ludicrous bridal lingerie Marco had picked for her, Vixen submissively served her man, bobbing her head deeper and deeper, slowly taking him into her throat little by little.
Marco just stood motionless, his arms crossed and his eyes keen as he watched the humble service of his new pet, bobbing her head obediently between his thighs.
Vixen let the submissive pleasure wash over her. She still felt the sting of humiliation from losing to a man so objectively beneath her. It was even stronger than ever before, in fact, because of the humiliating, submissive words Marco had demanded. She would probably always feel that twisted wrongness. It's what made the whole thing so fucking hot.
Vixen sank deep one last time, pushing her nose deep into Marco's pubic hair as she buried his cock balls deep in her tight milf throat, looking up at him with tearful, submissive eyes.
Marco could wait no longer for the main event. He lifted Vixen from the floor, and, with a powerful sweep of his hand, scattered the makeup from her dressing table. His strong arms perched her ass on the table, allowing her to wrap her thick legs around him as they kissed.
Marco's hand dropped to feel dominantly between his woman's legs, his fingers probing and rubbing the dripping heat of her sex as he savagely whispered "Who does this belong to, Vixen? Who owns this slutty pussy?"
"You!" whimpered Vixen in ecstasy, nuzzling into Marco's neck while her hips swirled and humped upward into his dominant hand. "It's yours, darling. Only yours!"
"And who am I?" asked Marco in a deep, beguiling voice, pulling back so she could see the victory shining in his young eyes.
"My man," breathed Vixen, her eyes wide, submissive and enraptured.
Marco's smirk of approval sent shivers of pleasant erotic humiliation through Vixen's body. He positioned himself in one smooth motion and sunk deep into her needy pussy, giving his woman what she had been craving all along, even when she had been lying to herself.
Marco didn't rush straight to his normal punishing pace tonight. He wanted to thoroughly enjoy his conquest, slowly and sensually. Liv whimpered and gasped with approval as his cock pumped in and out, slow and deep. They kissed, Liv's one-time prohibition on the intimate act long forgotten. Now she wanted nothing but intimacy. She wanted to feel cherished and owned and thoroughly fucked by the young beast that had claimed her, and welcoming his tongue into her slutty mouth was just one of many ways to do that.
Marco broke from the kiss, a grin lighting up his face. "Now that you're my woman for real," he said gleefully, "it's going to be like our night at the club every night. I call the shots, and my pretty, dumb eye candy does as she's told."
"Yeeesss," moaned Vixen as Marco's pace began to increase. Her hands scrabbled for purchase on Marco's broad, manly shoulders, scraping raw, red lines of passion into his skin. "You're the boss darling! I won't ever say 'no'!" Vixen remembered that evening of freedom in submission with delight. Now she could just rely on her strong, smart man forever. It sounded like heaven.
Marco spun Liv around, pushing her up against the dressing table as he entered her from behind, making her tits bounce. Liv watched her glinting piercings wobble and sway in the mirror. The first symbols of her submission to the young man who had tamed her. She should have known from that moment she felt the sting at the tattoo parlor that she would end up as Marco's plaything.
"Good," grunted Marco his cock plunging deeper and faster as he warmed to his dominant role. "because I already have a new plan for you, Vixen. Tell me... What do you see when you look in that mirror?"
Vixen saw herself... a thick, curvy milf with her mouth caught in an "O" of sexual pleasure, getting railed from behind by a muscular man half her age, her enormous fake tits bouncing and jiggling with the force of his thrusts. "I... I see a slut. Your slut, darling!"
"Do you see a homemaker? A PTA Mom?... a clerk at city hall?"
Vixen's heart skipped a beat at Marco's cruel tone. A slow creeping sense of dread mixed with shameful pleasure crept through her body. "N-no..." she said softly, already thinking she knew where Marco was going with this.
"I can think of a profession that suits you a little better," said Marco roughly, his cock now pumping at full speed. "We can talk to Jerry right after this. After the show you gave tonight, I think he will take you back in an instant."
Vixen's body seized and trembled in orgasm as Marco's cruel command washed over her. She had spent the last decade running from her dirty past, and now, in one horrible, erotic moment, that past had returned to swallow her whole. She had sneered at the thirty-something strippers just a few weeks ago. Now she would be one herself, Vixen resurrected for real. Her pussy clenched hard on Marco's thrusting cock and she threw her head back to moan in despair and climax as she accepted her fate.
Marco apparently wasn't far behind her. He pulled out his cock, stroking rapidly as he pushed his new woman back to her knees. Ever the teen boy, Marco was taking the opportunity to mark his territory in the crudest way possible.
Liv closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and stuck her tongue out to accept the demeaning baptism in cum.
As she felt the hot, thick sperm splatter on her face, she felt the last of her reluctance slip away. She had made her choice. Her fate was in Marco's hands now.
She had no illusions that he would handle the responsibility well... But she knew for certain that the experience would be exquisitely humiliating and erotic.
And that was all that mattered to her anymore.
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"Never have I ever," said Kayla with a mischievous grin, "made out with a girl."
"You bitch," slurred Fred goodnaturedly, putting down a finger.
Duncan grumbled in agreement. Choosing things specifically to target the guys was a low blow. Duncan's friend group was now mainly Maddie's friends, and he didn't have a problem with that, but it did mean that he was often one of the only guys at their hangouts. He was just glad that Fred, Jessie's boyfriend, was here. Otherwise, he would be the only guy.
But weirdly, it seemed like he and Fred hadn't been the target of Kayla's turn after all. All the girls in the group had been friends with Maddie for years. They turned to Duncan's girlfriend with giggles and knowing smiles.
Duncan followed their lines of sight with a confused frown as Maddie's face turned red. "Oh come on," whined Maddie, trying hard not to giggle herself, "you guys know that doesn't count!"
"Rules are rules, girly," said Kayla with a raised eyebrow. "Now drop that finger before I come over there and curl it down myself." Maddie theatrically sighed as she put a finger down, sticking out her tongue cutely at her cackling friends.
Normally Duncan would have just let it pass and followed up with Maddie later, but at this point he was four beers deep and his tongue had loosened considerably. 'Whoa whoa whoa," said Duncan, half concerned and half intrigued, grabbing Maddie's free hand in his, "what's all this about making out with a girl?" Imagining his sweet, spacey girlfriend in that context was a little uncomfortable, but also unquestionably arousing. Just imagining another woman running her slim fingers through Maddie's silky blond hair...
"Babe," said Maddie with gentle exasperation, "don't listen to these drunk idiots. It was no big deal. They're making it sound bigger than it was."
"Dunk doesn't know?" squealed Jessie excitedly. "I thought that must have been how you met! Oh my God Maddie, you have to tell him. It's soooo funny."
"Shut uuuuuupp!" groaned Maddie, growing redder and rolling her eyes at Duncan as if she was saying "Can you believe these drunk bitches?".
Kayla leaned forward with a leering smile and said, "Dunk, your girlfriend used to be a certified, grade-A barsexual. It was, like, her main strategy for picking up guys."
Ducan had no idea what she was talking about, but it must have been a well-known term, because now Fred was laughing too. Fred noticed the confused look on Duncan's face and said, "You know dude. Barsexual? It's when girls make out with other girls in bars in order to get attention. I had no idea you used to be a freak, Maddie! Dunk really settled you down, didn't he?"
"They're exaggerating, babe," said Maddie, shooting her girlfriends an irritated look. "It wasn't that often, and it was just a little harmless fun."
"Every weekend," hissed Jessie in a performative stage whisper, "full makeouts. With tongue."
The conversation veered off to other topics, but Duncan was quieter than usual for the rest of the evening, and on the walk home, Maddie confronted him.
"You're not actually upset about me being a little silly and flirty before I even met you, right?" She asked guardedly, giving her boyfriend a side-eye.
Maddie was the girl of Duncan's dreams. Petite, but with luscious curves. She had a kind, caring personality, and a dreamy, slightly scatterbrained air that hid her brilliant mind. Duncan felt lucky as hell to have her.
But it was a mild sticking point with Duncan that before he knew her, Maddie was a lot more sexually adventurous than he was, partaking enthusiastically in the bar hookup scene with her friends. Finding out Maddie used to make out with girls sometimes to give guys a thrill only added to that feeling.
"I don't know," said Duncan with an uncomfortable shrug, "I'm not mad... It just sort of seems like all these random guys got to experience a sexual side of you that I don't get to. It feels weird."
Maddie sighed and pulled her boyfriend closer, grabbing my arm and wrapping it around her waist. "Babe, I made out with girls to attract one-night stands. It's a compliment that I didn't try to attract your attention that way. I wanted something serious with you."
"I guess so..." Duncan said heavily, "but when I imagine you kissing another girl with all those guys watching, it just makes me feel so..."
"Horny?" said Maddie with a dreamy smirk, her eyes playful.
Duncan blushed, spluttering, "What? That's not what I was going to say!"
"But it's true isn't it?" said Maddie with a giggle. "That's what this is really about. You're jealous of what those guys got to see before I met you!"
Duncan tried to deny it, but he wasn't fooling anyone. Even the conversation alone had him at half-mast. He would be very interested in seeing his sexy girlfriend fool around a little with another girl.
When Maddie got over her giggles, she nuzzled up against his shoulder. "Well, the solution is simple then!" she said in a smoldering voice, "I just need to give you that experience, right? Then you and those guys I don't care about will be even!"
Duncan laughed, but Maddie just gave him a coy smile, a twist of heat dancing in her eyes. "Wait... are you serious?" he asked, stunned.
Maddie shrugged. "Well, if it hurts your feelings so bad that you never got to see me make out with a girl, then why not? It was only ever a way to turn guys on. Why wouldn't I want to do that for my boyfriend?"
"But like... with who?" asked Duncan, trying not to sound too eager. "When?"
"Settle down, tiger," said Maddie, giving him a playful slap to his upper arm. "I can't just haul off and kiss the first girl I see! You're birthday is coming, maybe then. Let's go with the flow. I'll be open to it and we'll see what happens."
That night, their sex was even more hot and passionate than it was normally, fuelled by the heat of their mildly kinky conversation. They didn't talk about girl-on-girl make-outs in the coming weeks, and Duncan wouldn't have been shocked if Maddie forgot about it entirely. She could be a little spacey sometimes.
Duncan certainly didn't forget about it.
But he probably should have.
...
[What's up, dork? Can't wait to see you next week, it's been forever! You want me to bring anything? Beer? Snacks?]
Duncan smiled down at his phone, sitting snuggled up with Maddie on the couch. He couldn't wait to see Bri either. It had been a while since he had seen his best friend from high school, and it would be the first time she met Maddie.
[Hey Bri! I'm excited to see you too! We're planning to go out the night you'll be here, so no need to bring drinks, just yourself!]
And in that moment, with his girlfriend's warm body pressed up against his, and memories of his former best friend warm in his heart, Duncan had an idea. A horrible, unwholesome, erotic idea.
Duncan angled his phone subtly away from Maddie as he typed another message, his heart pounding in his chest.
[Weird question. Do you think Maddie is hot?]
He waited nervously for the answer. He called Bri his high school best friend, but it was a little more complicated than that. In reality, Duncan had a hopeless, all-consuming crush on Bri for all four years of high school.
Bri Klein was a tall, slim, leggy brunette with small but perfectly shaped tits, a bouncy ass, and a sultry, plump-lipped beauty that would have made her look at home on any magazine cover from Vogue to Playboy.
She was also a lesbian.
Duncan had found that part out after he worked up the courage to ask Bri out on a date. She had not only declined but refused to explain why she said 'no'. It caused a massive rift between them for a week until a tearful Bri finally came out to Duncan. As far as Duncan knew, he was the first person Bri told, and he had always felt a little bad for essentially forcing her hand.
Bri and Duncan had remained best friends, and Duncan even served as her fake boyfriend for senior year to draw suspicion while she fucked half of the girl's track team. But sometimes the heart is stupid, and Duncan, despite his best efforts to squash his feelings, had carried a torch for Bri all throughout high school.
Maddie was what it had taken to finally cure Duncan of his doomed crush on his sexually incompatible friend. But there was still a part of Duncan that hungered for the slim, athletic lines of Bri's supermodel body.
The ideas cross-pollinated in Duncan's horny brain. Maddie kissing girls... Bri, the gorgeous, disinterested lesbian... The thought of the two of them together made Duncan's brain short-circuit with erotic fascination.
Bri was silent for longer than Duncan was comfortable with, and when she did reply, it wasn't exactly encouraging.
[You're right, dude. That is a pretty weird fucking question. Why the fuck do you want to know?]
Duncan hesitated for a minute. Bri would definitely take it the wrong way if he didn't phrase his explanation delicately. Maybe it would be better to just give up on the whole idea... But the thought of seeing his cute girlfriend kiss his high school crush drew him forward. If there was even the smallest chance that Bri would be cool with it, it was worth the risk.
He typed out a long, carefully worded message explaining what he had learned about his girlfriend, and Maddie's flippant offer to make out with another girl for his birthday.
[So your girlfriend wants to kiss a girl. Not because she likes girls, but purely to get your dick hard. And your first thought was me.]
Shit, when she put it like that, it did sound kind of fucked up. Kicking himself for his stupid idea, he rapidly began composing an apologetic reply.
But he was interrupted before he could finish it.
[Sure. Why not? It'll save me money on buying you a present. So what, should I just contact her to arrange the details?]
Duncan felt faint. Holy shit. His stupid little erotic wet dream was going to come true! But Bri had accidentally put her finger on a major issue. Duncan was realizing just now that discussing this with Bri behind his girlfriend's back was a little... rude. He couldn't imagine that Maddie would be happy about him arranging a makeout session for her behind her back and without discussing it first. He really hadn't intended for it to be that way... he had just got caught up in the moment.
But he thought he could still make this work without Maddie getting angry.
[No, she said she just wants to go with the flow and kiss a girl when it feels right. So maybe you could just, I don't know, give her some encouraging signals?] Duncan texted.
[Roger. Don't sweat it, dude. Believe it or not, I'm basically an expert in getting girls to kiss me at this point.]
Duncan grinned. Same old confident, cheerful Bri. He should have known she would be cool about this. They had always been willing to do anything for each other. Another text buzzed in his hand.
[But hey, why stop at kissing?]
Duncan felt a rush of blood to his crotch as he struggled to wrap his brain around exactly what Bri was saying. He had to be misunderstanding her. There was no way that his best friend from high school could be suggesting... that.
[What do you mean?] He texted, his mouth suddenly feeling dry.
[Hey, if the thought of your girl making out with other women gets you horned up, just imagine how it would feel to see her get all naked and sweaty with me. I mean, if we're doing this, let's go all the way, right?]
"Hey now," said Maddie with a dreamy smile, looking up at him slyly, "someone is feeling a little frisky!" Maddie had been sitting half on his lap, and she wiggled her legs a little to press them against the erection suddenly tenting her boyfriend's pants.
"Who wouldn't, with a hottie like you all over him," said Duncan, returning her smile and leaning over to give her a sweet kiss. But he had a hard time focusing right now. His mind blazed with Bri's obscene suggestion. Kissing was one thing, but Bri wanted to try having sex with Maddie. That was way beyond any of the flirty teasing that he and Maddie had discussed, and he was shocked that Bri had even suggested it. The thought pulsed with twisted erotic power as Duncan imagined it... The devastating beauty who had friend-zoned him, her nude body lovely and long and slim, pressed up against his cute, curvy little girlfriend. Their soft, feminine lips locked in passion as their hands eagerly explored...
It was stupid to fantasize about. Maddie wouldn't do it in a million years, even if Bri was shockingly ok with it.
[Maddie is straight, Bri. She wouldn't want to.] Duncan texted with a strange feeling of disappointment. Bri was probably just teasing him anyway. Life wasn't a porn, and things like that just didn't happen.
But Bri's cocky response surprised him once again:
[I'm a big believer in the spaghetti rule, dude. If you want me to, I can persuade your girlfriend to get a little experimental. No problem.]
[I'm not a lesbian, Bri. I've never heard of the spaghetti rule.] texted Duncan, wholly absorbed in the conversation, trying to control the growing lust inside him.
[Girls are like spaghetti, Dunk. They're only straight until they get wet. Most girls are sexually curious about other women, they just say they aren't because they're afraid of being judged. And trust me, if Maddie had a habit of kissing girls, she's AT LEAST curious. It doesn't matter what she claims her reasons were.]
Duncan looked over at Maddie. Her eyes were far away, locked onto the movie that Duncan had utterly disengaged from. She was so beautiful. Maybe he should just call this whole thing off. Wasn't a kind, supportive knockout of a girlfriend enough for him? Bri's perverse suggestion was filthy and hot and wrong in the best possible way, but even at this point, there was a whiff of danger surrounding it. Introducing this volatile new element into his relationship with Maddie felt risky.
What convinced Duncan wasn't the idea of seeing Maddie with another woman... It was the thought of seeing Bri. This was the only possible way that Duncan would ever see the woman he had obsessed over for so long naked. The only way he would ever be involved with her sexually, even peripherally.
He wasn't strong enough to turn his back on that.
[And I would get to watch?] He typed rapidly.
[I mean, it's your birthday, perv. It wouldn't be much of a gift if you didn't, right?] came the swift reply.
"Seriously," said Maddie with a raised eyebrow, "are you watching porn or something? You're, like, hard as a rock, babe!"
Feeling rushed and uncertain and dazed with lust, Duncan sent one last text.
[If you think you can convince her, then go right ahead.]
Then he picked Maddie up and carried her giggling to the bedroom, his head swimming with pornographic images of girl-on-girl action as they fucked.
...
Bri Klein put her phone face down on her nightstand with a decisive click and stared up at her ceiling with a frown.
It was cliche to say, but Bri wasn't mad with her old friend Duncan.
Just disappointed.
Bri had learned a lot of things about being lesbian since coming out in college, but one of the most frustrating things was the way straight guys treated lesbians they were attracted to. The douchebags that assumed they could somehow "convert" her were infuriating. But almost worse were the guys who fetishized it. Men who wanted to watch. As if her sexual identity was just a kinky novelty for their amusement, all of their brains hopelessly rotted by unrealistic girl-on-girl porn.
Duncan wasn't the first "friend" who had sheepishly floated the idea of Bri kissing their girlfriend, or half-jokingly asked if they could watch next time Bri hooked up with someone. It stung a bit to hear it coming from him though. It made sense, although that didn't make Bri any less disappointed. Duncan had never really accepted in his heart that Bri wanted nothing to do with him sexually. He had made big puppy-dog eyes at her all through high school. Even now, when he had a partner of his own, the only thing Duncan could think about when it came to Bri was how he could use her to get off.
She had only ever wanted Duncan to see her as a person rather than a sex object, but apparently that was too much to ask from the horny dumbass.
And so Bri decided to do to Duncan the same thing she had started doing to all the guys with more libido than brains who tried to voyeuristically pry their way into her sex life.
She was going to give him exactly what he thought he wanted.
Bri picked up her phone again and opened up the Flicpix account of Dunk's girlfriend. She had insulted, of course, when Dunk asked her if she found Maddie hot. But looking at the sultry blonde with a critical eye, the answer was definitely 'yes'. Maddie had the kind of sweet, feminine curves that Bri ached to run her hands over. And she had a cute, innocent look that made Bri want to hold her down and turn her into a dirty girl. To fuck her until she begged for more.
So flirty little Maddie liked to tease the boys by experimenting with other girls, huh?
Bri knew from experience that girls like Maddie could be taught to do without the "boys" part of that equation altogether.
...
A week later, the day of Duncan's birthday party arrived. Duncan hadn't had any more discussions with Bri about Maddie or his "birthday present", and he convinced himself that Bri had just been fucking with him. She had always had a fondness for pushing his buttons, so it wouldn't have been totally out of character... although in this case, it was a lot more extreme than usual.
But Duncan felt a spiral of doubt the second he answered the knock at the door and let Bri into his apartment.
She seemed... different. Part of it was her haircut. Bri had been forced to keep things lowkey throughout high school, so she had worn her hair long and traditional. Now her wavy brunette hair hung down in an artfully messy cascade over one eye, while the side of her head was shaved close to the skull. The daring cut gave her a fierce, rakish look that complimented her new wardrobe perfectly. She wore tight, practically painted-on jeans and a figure-hugging v-neck tee with a leather jacket over it. Her heeled boots added even further to her height and made her legs and ass, already showcased by her skin-tight jeans, really pop.
But it wasn't just her bold, sexy new style. This new Bri seemed to ooze confidence in a way the closeted, quirky girl never had in high school. As her warm amber eyes focused on Duncan, her full lips pulled up into a smirk. "Hey, big guy," she said teasingly, reaching out to ruffle Duncan's hair, "I missed you. How's tricks?"
"Bri! I... I missed you too!" said Duncan, oddly awkward and tongue-tied. He knew he had grown a lot since high school, but for some reason standing in front of Bri right now, he felt like a little kid. He was unable to stop himself from blurting out, "You look fantastic."
Bri snorted and pushed past him into the apartment. "I know I do. Now where is that pretty little thing you managed to collar? I've been dying to meet her."
Maddie in fact, stood in the living room, smiling broadly in welcome. "It's Bri, right?" she said politely, holding out a hand to shake, "Dunk has told me so much about you that I practically feel like we're sisters!"
Bri stopped just inside the entryway, with her hip cocked. Her eyes made a quick, but obvious scan up and down Maddie's curvy body. Duncan could tell by the faint flush of pink and the brief look of confusion on his girlfriend's face that she had caught the brief, heated glance as well. He hoped that it didn't make her too suspicious.
But Bri wasn't finished with her opening move yet. She stepped forward, directly past Maddie's outstretched hand, and pulled Duncan's girlfriend into a tight hug, pressing her long, willowy body flush to Maddie's short, curvy frame. "Sisters?" murmured Bri in a quiet, intense voice, "I don't think so sweetie..."



Duncan looked into Maddie's face... she was blushing deeply, with her eyebrows drawn together in confusion. But she didn't look angry. In fact, if Duncan had to assign one emotion to his girlfriend in that moment of sudden physical contact, he would say it was... curiosity.
Then Bri broke the spell, pulling away with a grin and saying "I could never be sisters with a stacked hottie like you! Look at me, all knees and elbows! It's great to meet you, Maddie. Anyone who can put up with Dunk as long as you have is a saint in my book, so I'm sure we'll get along great."
The odd moment of sexual heat was over, and Maddie's blush and confused look faded rapidly. But as they headed out to the car to drive to Duncan's birthday dinner, Bri gave him a sly, arrogant wink.
A crystal-clear message: did you like what you saw, little guy? Because this is only the beginning.
...
Throughout the car ride there and on the way into the restaurant, Maddie and Bri chatted happily. The conversation wasn't anything lurid, or even really out of the ordinary. It was like any other two girls that clicked and found out that they enjoyed each other's company.
But at times, when Duncan looked in the rear-view mirror, he saw Bri staring back and him with a secretive little grin on her face. It gave the entire situation a seedy, uncomfortable undertone that set Duncan on edge.
It was like Bri was showing him a magic trick close-up. See how I seduce a woman? Her heated eyes seemed to say. This is the part where I make your girlfriend feel comfortable with me. The whole thing made Duncan simultaneously anxious and aroused.
When they got to the restaurant, things didn't get much better. Somehow, in the confusion of greeting and accepting birthday well-wishes from his friends, he ended up seated on the other end of the long table from Maddie. But he didn't think it was an accident. Bri was, of course, seated right at his girlfriend's right hand.
Duncan tried his best to concentrate on his nearby friends during dinner, laughing and smiling at their conversation, but most of his attention was fixed on the two girls down at the end of the table, who seemed to be in their own little world. He had the perfect view of Maddie's face as she and Bri talked. Her eyes were lively and warm as she and Bri leaned close. They seemed unusually friendly for two women who had just met for the first time this afternoon. Bri would occasionally lay her fingers on Maddie's arm to emphasize a point, or lean forward and cup a hand to whisper something in Maddie's ear. Not only was Maddie allowing all this, she was smiling and giggling, full of energy.
Flirtatious energy?
There was no possible way that Bri could get Maddie to sleep with her. She seemed cocky and arrogant about that goal, but she was just barking up the wrong tree. Maddie might kiss her. Maybe. But just because she had promised her boyfriend a show. If Bri tried to take things further than that, Maddie would be confused and disgusted. Right now, she was just being friendly to her boyfriend's friend. That's all it was.
Maddie only glanced down the table once or twice, giving him a dreamy smile before turning back to Bri.
...
Separating Duncan from his girlfriend was simple. All it took was a little daring and a willingness to exploit his momentary distraction. Like many of the guys whose girls ended up poached by Bri, I was taking Duncan a long time to realize what was happening.
And like most of the other guys, he probably wouldn't put two and two together until it was far too late.
In any case, Bri and Maddie ended up on the far end of the long party table, separated from the lonely birthday boy by his and Maddie's friends. Giving the two new besties a better chance to get to know each other.
"That's so funny!" said Bri enthusiastically, putting a hand on Maddie's arm, fingers on warm skin. "I literally just finished watching the same series! What did you think of the finale? I just couldn't fucking believe that Gabe ended up with Tyler."
"I know!" said Maddie, her eyes glowing with outrage. "I mean, I get it that Tyler is hot, but he was an asshole the whole season!"
Bri smiled as they continued to discuss shared interests. She was playing up her friendliness a little, it was true. Smiling and laughing a little more than usual. Making sure that she made frequent, intense eye contact. Mixing in light, casual physical touch. Peppering the light, fun conversation with flirtatious compliments...
But it wasn't hard to act like she was interested in Maddie. She was a smart, funny, attractive woman, and Bri found herself naturally drawn to Duncan's girlfriend. And Bri thought, based on Maddie's warm receptiveness to her light flirtation, that Maddie felt some of that attraction too, whether she was conscious of it or not.
Bri saw Duncan watching nervously from the end of the table a gave him a cheeky wave. Duncan had proven he didn't deserve this little cutie the instant he decided to set up a sex date behind Maddie's back. But enough about the loser, Bri had more important things to worry about. She turned her focus back to Maddie, who was staring at her with her dreamy blue eyes. "Oooh, I have to tell you what you should get! This is one of my favorite places," Maddie said happily, leaning over Bri's shoulder and pointing at the menu. "You've got to try the calamari. It's to die for!"
Right now, Maddie was just being friendly. But that would change. She was already starting to respond to Bri's advances subconsciously. Bri could tell by the way Maddie's breast pressed into her shoulder as she talked about the appetizers... and how it lingered there for just a touch longer after Maddie finished speaking, her eyes sparkling and a faint blush on her cheeks.
...
On the drive from the restaurant to the bar, Maddie sat in the back seat with Bri instead of the passenger seat. The two girls were whispering and giggling through the whole car ride, and when Duncan nervously tried to join in on the conversation, they would answer what he was saying, drift off into silence, and then start talking with each other again as if he wasn't there. Once when he looked back, he thought he saw Bri's hand on Maddie's knee, but then he had to concentrate on driving, and when he looked back, Bri's hands were in her own lap. He must have been imagining it.
...
The new setting of the bar seemed to change little. Even though they were sitting closer now, Maddie was still completely absorbed in conversation with Bri, much to Duncan's growing discomfort.
"Babe, can you get me another amaretto sour?" Asked Maddie sweetly, turning to her boyfriend for the first time in twenty minutes. Bri looked around Maddie with a sly grin. "And another old fashioned for me, big guy," she added, shaking her drained glass back and forth. "Taking care of your lady all night is thirsty work."
Maddie giggled and slapped Bri's shoulder. "Stop it!" she said mildly, as if it was just a teasing joke. Maddie's eyes held nothing but warmth when looking at Bri, but Bri's eyes were cool as they looked at Duncan. Her smile looked casual on the surface but held an edge sharp enough to cut.
Duncan grumbled a little, but moved to the bar, taking his place at Fred's elbow. "Hey, happy birthday man!" said the big, bearded man with a grin, slapping him on the shoulder. "I'm buying this round."
Duncan smiled over to him, breaking out of his funk a little. "Thanks, buddy," he murmured, telling the bartender his and the girls' drink orders and gratefully letting Fred pay for them. At least one person was focused on him tonight.
"That friend of yours from high school," said Fred, lowering his voice conspiratorially and raising eyebrows, "she's fucking hot dude! Did you two ever...?"
"No!" said Duncan, maybe a touch too sharply, shaking his head. "No. I mean, you're right, she's hot, but she's a lesbian."
Fred sighed and twisted his lip a little as If he had just heard about a tragic waste. He glanced behind them for a second toward Bri...
... Then did a double take, his eyes widening. "Holy shit dude, you weren't kidding. She's definitely a lesbian."
...
"Soooo," said Maddie with a shy smile. "Duncan tells me that you... ummm." She laughed disarmingly with a faint blush, and Bri found herself charmed.
"Play for the other team?" said Bri with a grin, raising her eyebrows. "Yes ma'am. I like to think of it as appreciating the finer things in life." Bri's eyes flicked down to Maddie's plump cleavage, temptingly displayed by the way Maddie was propped forward on her elbows. Maddie laughed and slapped Bri's arm playfully, her cute pink blush deepening. It was an excellent sign that Maddie was broaching the topic. It not only showed that she was feeling more comfortable around Bri... but also demonstrated a flicker of curiosity. Bri had been flirting with Maddie since they met, and any girl who was uncomfortable with that would never have brought up Bri sexuality like this.
Maddie hadn't exactly been reciprocating her advances, but Bri's keen instincts were seeing nothing but passive green lights from the spacey little blonde. There was definitely intrigue in Maddie's clear blue eyes when she looked at Bri. Just like Bri thought, Maddie's past experiments hadn't been purely for the male gaze after all.
Maybe Maddie didn't even realize what was happening herself. Some girls could be surprising naive about their own sexuality.
"Have you ever thought about it?" asked Bri with a cheeky grin. "Trying out the... finer things?" She picked up the cherry from her empty cocktail glass and sucked it between her lips, nipping the flesh with sharp white teeth. She noted with satisfaction that Maddie's soft eyes were laser-focused on her mouth. God, this girl was thirsty for what Bri had to teach her and didn't even know it.
"On no," said Maddie with a distracted smile, her eyes flicking up to Bri's and then away, "nothing besides kissing as a joke. It's just men for me. I mean, not to be rude, but I just don't see how I could be satisfied in bed with... you know... just like, hands and mouth stuff." Maddie looked like she couldn't quite believe she had just said that... but there had been a certain undertone in her statement that made it into almost a question. The little cutie was just burning with curiosity.
Oooh, now we're getting into it, thought Bri gleefully. We're on the topic of sex, and I wasn't even the one who had to bring it up. She shrugged nonchalantly. "The girls in my bed seemed to like it, based on the sounds they make. The last girl I was with told me my tongue was better than dick. And she had the experience to know."
Bri pulled the cherry stem from her mouth and dropped it onto the table, tied into a neat, tight knot. An old trick, but one that never lost its charm. Maddie glanced down at it, then back up to Bri's gaze with a spark of heat in her eyes.
"That's quite a claim," said Maddie, leaning forward, exposing her cleavage even further.
"Here's another," said Bri challengingly, "I can kiss better than any boy ever has."
If Maddie was put off by the brazen heat in Bri voice, she didn't show it. In fact, she scooted closer to Bri around the booth. Their faces were just inches from each other, their breath mingling.
"Prove it," said Maddie, her eyes soft and her energy welcoming.
...
With his heart in his throat, Duncan whirled to see a sight that set his blood racing and his cock inflating with unwilling arousal.
Bri leaned forward, an arm confidently wrapped around Maddie, pulling her close. Maddie's posture was soft and pliable, melting into Bri's embrace in almost a swoon. Their eyes were closed as their soft feminine lips locked into a passionate kiss. And based on the movement of their lips, it wasn't just a quick, chaste peck. It was already a deep, erotic makeout session.
"Oh my God," said Kayla in a scandalized but amused tone further down the bar, "that little slut."
As Duncan watched, breathless, with his cock throbbing uselessly in his pants, Maddie's hands raised slowly, loosely draping around the neck of the beautiful woman deeply kissing her. Even if she had been taken by surprise, she wasn't rejecting the confident lesbian's kiss. Her hands were the proof: Maddie wanted more.
"Holy shit," said Fred in a stunned tone, "that is so fucking hot."
And Duncan had to agree. The passionate expression of female sexuality between the two women he had loved the most seemed even greater than the sum of its parts, so hot that it would burn him alive.
But it wasn't what he expected. It wasn't what he had fantasized about when he asked Maddie and then Bri about kissing for him. Maddie told him that she used to make out with girls in bars as a sexy, teasing show for guys. But this didn't feel like that at all.
Bri and Maddie had started making out without even seeing if he was looking, They weren't looking over at him with winks and giggles. He had imagined that he would feel in control. He wasn't. Maddie and Bri were in their own little world, with him across the room, watching.
And he wasn't the only one. Duncan realized uncomfortably that half the bar was now spectating the sloppy lesbian makeout. He was just one of a dozen horny guys watching, just as involved as any of them.
This wasn't how he thought this would go at all. But despite that, his cock still throbbed with impotent lust. Duncan just sat and watched for a few minutes along with the rest of the men in the bar, paralyzed by discomfort and arousal.
Suddenly, a hand touched his elbow. It was Jessie, looking at him with a naughty grin. "Oh my God, Dunk!" she said cheerfully, "... I had no idea you and Maddie were so... open minded! I suppose it makes sense with her wild past, that kinky bitch."
"What?" asked Duncan, his face burning with embarrassment. "What exactly are you..."
Kayla had joined them, and her amusement seemed to only be growing. "Don't be coy, you perv," she chuckled as her eyes remained locked on Maddie and Bri's continued sloppy makeout session, "Maddie is practically humping your lesbian bestie's leg over there. You should have told me that you were trying this sort of thing! I know a couple of guys that would take your woman for a test drive in a heartbeat."
Maddie's eyes were squeezed shut with passion. Her and Bri's tongues visibly writhed against each other between their working lips. "It's not like that... we... we don't do that kind of thing," said Duncan numbly.
All three of Maddie's friends stared at him silently for a second, then burst out laughing.
"I'm sorry, Dunk," said Kayla through a fit of giggles, "I know, I know, we are being mean bitches right now. But it's just... she's over there, tongue-sucking a lesbian... in front of the entire fucking bar. Without even talking to you first? On your fucking birthday?"
"And your reaction," said Jessie, fighting for breath, "is... is..." her finger pointed to the obvious bulge in the front of Duncan's pants, and she was lost to laughter.
"N-no! She just agreed that she would kiss a girl to show off for me," said Duncan desperately, trying belatedly to appear nonchalant.
"Dunk," said Kayla, shaking her head with a mocking grin, "I've seen sweet little Maddie kiss a girl to show off. And I've seen her kiss guys when she's thirsty for cock. And, well... your friend might not have a dick, but this is a slut-mode, drenched panties, ready-to-put-out make-out session. Sorry. At least you look like you're enjoying yourself!"
"You know buddy," said Fred conversationally, his eyes lit up with interest, "if you're into this kind of thing, Jessie and I were sort of looking for a threesome partner. So since it looks like your girlfriend swings both ways..."
"Fred!" gasped Jessie, slapping him on the chest, "not the time! Duncan still needs to come to grips with this!" But her eyes sparkled in a sickening way that indicated she didn't wholly disagree with her boyfriend's suggestion.
"Let's get out of here," said Kayla abruptly, turning to the other two friends. She looked at Duncan with a mix of pity and predatory glee. "I mean, Happy Birthday, Dunk, but I don't think any of us signed up to be a part of whatever public kink thing you and Maddie planned."
"I... This isn't anything that I planned!" spluttered Duncan, his face red with embarrassment.
"In that case, you had better talk with her," said Jessie, a look of sympathy finally cutting through her amusement that was almost more embarrassing than her laughter. "Because that..." she said, pointing at the sloppy makeout session in the booth across the bar, "...isn't just a little kinky, flirty fun anymore. Your old friend is taking your girlfriend, Duncan. Stop her before it's too late."
With that, the three turned and left the bar, Fred casting one last horny leer back at the kissing girls.
The bartender placed the two beers and the amaretto sour down in front of Duncan and he scooped them up. He took a step toward the booth where Bri and Maddie were making out, then hesitated. He got the sudden instinct that he was trespassing where he didn't belong. But that was stupid, right? Maddie was his girlfriend! If anything, it was Bri who was overstepping her bounds!
Bri was now bent over Maddie, her other hand now cradling his girlfriend's head, running her fingers through Maddie's blonde, silky hair. Duncan swallowed his strange, conflicting arousal and hesitation and marched up to them, clicking the drinks down loud enough to snap the two women out of their trance.
Both of them were breathing heavily, their faces pink with passion. It couldn't have been clearer that the kiss hadn't been "just a show" for either of them. When the lustful daze cleared a little from Maddie's eyes, she gave her boyfriend a naughty smile and winked. "Oh heyyy, baby," she purred, "looks like you got that present you wanted after all, huh?" Bri gave him a smoldering, arrogant look from over Maddie's shoulder. Her arm was still wrapped possessively around Maddie's waist.
Kayla and Jessie were right: this had gone too far. And worse, Bri had specifically declared her intention to take things even further. Duncan wanted off this ride.
"Bri, could I talk to you real quick?" He said with a forced smile. Maddie frowned a little, looking between her boyfriend and Bri with a faint look of concern. "Is everything ok, babe?" She said doubtfully.
"Everything's fine, sweetie," said Bri confidently, rising from her seat on her long luscious leg and scooting around Maddie, "we just need to catch up on old times, friend to friend. Dunk and I haven't had a chance to talk since I got here. Isn't that right, big guy?"
Her tone was warm, but her eyes were piercing. "Right," said Duncan, swallowing hard.
Bri threw an arm over his shoulder and led him out the door into the cool darkness of the bar parking lot. Duncan turned to face his friend, trying to organize his thoughts. Now that they were out of Maddie's view, he read the faint contempt and pity on Bri's sultry features easily.
"Bri... I think that maybe things have gone a little too far," he said, trying to sound firm and in control. "I want to call things off. Don't go any further with Maddie."
Bri cocked her head and pursed her lips, staring at him for a long second. Finally, she gave her answer, short and dismissive. "No. I don't think so, Dunk."
Duncan's mouth fell open and stared at his former friend in puzzlement. "Ummm... I mean, I know that I asked for this, Bri, but I'm not comfortable with it anymore. It's just... not what I thought it would be."
Bri chuckled darkly, and her eyes flashed with an unexpected heat as she shook her head. "Because you thought you were going to be the one in charge, right, tough guy?" she asked mockingly, her pillowy, perfect lips pulling up into a sneer. "You thought the girls would put on a sexy little show for the man's benefit. For some reason, you thought two girls' mutual sexual pleasure would be about you, right?"



"What?!? I... I mean, I just thought that..." spluttered Duncan desperately, trying not to engage with Bri's stinging accusation.
"Too bad," said Bri, and now her lovely brown eyes were colder than the early spring evening, "now I have a taste of your cute little girlfriend, and, despite what you thought, when I kiss a girl, it is one hundred percent about me and her. I don't care how many distressing boners it gives you Dunk; me and Maddie are going to fuck. If you want to sit in the corner and jerk off, knock yourself out. I'm fine either way."
Bri turned back toward the door, and Duncan lashed out desperately. "I'll just tell her! Tell her that I'm not ok with it. She loves me. She'll turn you down."
Bri looked over her shoulder at him with a mocking smile. "Then I'll tell her all about how you put me up to it. Show her the texts. Then I'll fuck her AND she'll break up with you. Nah, buddy, you lost this one. Just sit back and enjoy the show you requested. Get whatever twisted pleasure out of it that you can. And hope that this doesn't... change Maddie's perspective on sexuality."
"Maddie's straight," said Duncan numbly as Bri tugged open the door.
"For now," said Bri with a wink, "let's ask her again after she licks my pussy." She disappeared into the crowded bar, leaving Duncan alone, his head spinning and his erection throbbing painfully.
...
Duncan had no choice but to reassure Maddie everything was fine and tell her that he found her makeout session very arousing. It was even true, although that left out the fact that he also found it anxiety-inducing.
Duncan had never been a great actor, but it turned out that his thin lie worked perfectly. After all, Maddie wasn't really focused on him. She seemed to only have eyes for Bri, her new best friend. They sat close together for the rest of the evening, talking, laughing, and yes, occasionally kissing as if it was the most natural thing in the world.
A few times during their shameless make-out sessions, Maddie looked over at Duncan, clearly trying to play it up and draw him into the experience. But Bri didn't allow those moments to go on very long. She would increase the intensity of her kiss until she pulled Maddie's focus back solely to her, and they would be lost again in their world of two.
They were so blatant that the rest of the party guests drifted off just like the first three, made uncomfortable by Duncan's awkward arousal and Maddie's shameless displays with Bri. By the end of the night, it was just the three of them driving home alone.
On the way home it was too dark for Duncan to see what was happening in the backseat, but the soft wet sounds told him that the kissing had continued. He hoped it was just kissing.
Duncan felt a creeping dread of what would happen when they got home. He tried himself that Maddie would never go all the way with Bri after only knowing her one night, especially not with her boyfriend right there.
But his cock was more honest. It stood at full mast all the way home in anticipation of the dark delights that awaited him.
...
Bri was utterly confident and in control by the time they left the bar. She might as well have Maddie's wicked little tongue in her snatch already.
Maddie hadn't even been a particular challenge. Some of the girls Bri tried this on were genuinely straight, ruining her plans and fun, but that wasn't the case for the curvy little cutie who had shacked up with Dunk. She was practically putty in Bri's hands from the first hug. Maddie had a burning bisexual curiosity inside her that she either had denied or was totally oblivious to, and Bri found it easy to exploit.
Whether she knew it or not, Maddie was a natural submissive just dying to eat pussy, and Bri knew just how to treat girls like that. She had lured Maddie into a false sense of security, making the naive girl think that they were just innocent gal pals with a lot in common. All the while, she touched, and smiled, and flirted, working Maddie up subconsciously.
By the time Bri went in for a kiss, Maddie was practically drooling for it. And her mouth wasn't the only part that was getting all sloppy for her new friend... a sneaky hand slipped down Maddie's pants on the car ride home confirmed that Maddie was soaking wet between her curvy thighs, hot and ready for what came next.
When Bri whispered her indecent proposal into Maddie's ear, the conclusion was already foregone. Maddie whispered back that Bri was "so bad", but her eyes sparkled with excitement, and she bit her lip after she said it... then pulled Bri in for another kiss.
Duncan was ready too, although he had much more difficulty accepting his role in this drama than Maddie. It was hilarious how long it took some guys to realize that they were getting cucked by a girl. Somehow their brains wouldn't allow them to process it until it was too late. They held onto the fantasy for so long that it was just a sexy little show to please them, until they finally realized that they had been locked out of the act and shamefully put in the corner to watch.
Some men got angry. But that wasn't as interesting as the men who got horny. Some guys just had something inside them that took a twisted enjoyment out of being defeated. Bri didn't have any sexual interest in men, but she did get a perverse thrill from making them cuckolds. Something about taking lesbian acts that they refused to see as "real sex" and twisting them into a humiliating power play was deeply satisfying to Bri.
She never thought her old friend would be one of those pathetic cucks she loved to torment so much, but his perverted kissing suggestion had felt like such a betrayal that Bri thought he deserved what was about to happen.
"Heyyy baby..." said Maddie in a sweet, persuasive tone, giggling and clinging to Bri as they entered the apartment, "Bri had an... interesting idea she ran by me in the car. We were wondering if you might like to see us do a little more than kissing?"
Duncan looked like a deer caught in the headlights. But he was trapped, and not just by the threat Bri had made about telling Maddie. Bri's eyes looked down with a flicker of disgust at the hard-on straining the front of Duncan's jeans, then back up to his flushed face. Just like Maddie, Duncan was in denial about his true nature. It was his secret desire for humiliation that would doom him, even more than her blackmail.
"I..." he said in a cracked voice, "I... yeah. I want to see it." Even with the look of terrorized arousal on his face, his words were still probably true, the little perv.
Without a word, Bri pulled Maddie forward, toward the bedroom. Maddie didn't look back at her boyfriend trailing pathetically behind. She only had eyes for Bri; wide, wondering, and filled with burning curiosity.
Curiosity that Bri planned to satisfy thoroughly tonight.
Bri pushed Maddie roughly back onto the master bed, where she was sure Duncan and Maddie pursued their tired heterosexual games night after night. She planned to spoil that for them. After Bri was finished, Maddie wouldn't be able to have sex ever again without fantasizing about being tongue-deep in a pussy.
Maddie gave a giggle of shock as she landed on the bed, her hair like a golden halo around her. She really was a little cutie... dreamy blue eyes, a naughty, crooked smile, and curves that Bri couldn't wait to get her hands on. She looked up at Bri through her eyelashes with a smokey, inviting stare brimming with lust.
Bri pounced, Straddling Maddie's wide hips with her long legs and moving aggressively to pin the "straight' blonde down to the bed with a passionate kiss. She could feel the responsive heat of Maddie's body beneath her, shifting and subtly pressing upward into her, already yearning for closer, more intimate touch. Their tongues slid against each other delicately between their lips as Bri felt Maddie's breath hitch, her big breasts heaving, rubbing up against Bri's own smaller, firmer tits.
Bri slid backward a little to give herself access, popping open the button of Maddie's jeans and slipping her hand inside, feeling the slick, needy heat of Maddie's pussy. Duncan's girlfriend moaned against Bri's lips, spreading her legs further, begging wordlessly for more.
With a smirk, Bri glanced over at Duncan, who seemed to be doing an awful lot of "adjustment" of his crotch. He was hovering awkwardly above the bed as if unsure what to do.
He still didn't understand his place. Time to educate him.
"Go get a chair," said Bri, pulling briefly away from the kiss, but keeping her hand working between Maddie's juicy thighs. "Sit in the corner."
Duncan seemed to come to a dark realization, although it evidently didn't diminish his arousal, based on still-stiff bulge in his pants. That's right. You've seen the kinds of porn where guys sit in the corner, haven't you, Dunk? You know what a cuck chair is. He hesitated, obviously unsure this was a road he wanted to travel further down.
"Do what she says, babe," said Maddie beneath her, her hips squirming and humping up into Bri's fingers. Her voice was half-moaning and her eyes her hazy with lust as she said, "You're making me nervous just standing there. Sit down."
That seemed to convince him. He turned to go get a chair with shame in his eyes while Bri and Maddie turned their full attention back to each other. Maddie lips were soft and hungry on Bri's; her little pussy wet and hot and eager as it humped upward into Bri's indulgent hand. Bri pulled away and gave her little protege a shark's grin. Tempting little girls like her, the kind who thought they could treat other women like a hobby, never got old.
"So... you want to learn how to fuck a woman, sweetie?" asked Bri in a low, throaty voice, bending forward to suck and lick at Maddie's tender neck, her fingers between Maddie's spread legs rubbing and swirling with endless teasing pressure.
"Y-yes," gasped Maddie, throwing her head back to grant Bri greater access, "please teach me, Bri."
Bri chuckled. It was time for Maddie to learn her place as well. Because Maddie wasn't just a good little lesbo slut in the making. She was also a submissive little bitch. And it was time to treat her like one. Bri roughly seized Maddie's wrists in her free hand and held them above Maddie's head, pinning them to the mattress. Maddie gasped, her eyes wide with shocked arousal at the sudden forceful move. Her legs spread as wide as they could go, and her little hips now humped dramatically upward, obviously turned on by her vulnerable position beneath the dominant lesbian.
"Well if I'm going to be your teacher..." purred Bri, slowly sinking her long, slim middle finger into Bri's tight pussy and drawing a shuddering moan from the submissive cutie's glossy lips, "... Then I think I deserve a little respect. Call me Ms. Klein for now, sweetie. You haven't earned first name privileges."
"H-hang on," said Duncan uncomfortably. Bri and Maddie looked up, suddenly reminded he was there. He sat on his chair with a look of pained arousal on his face, his pants tented up like they had been all night. "Do y-you have to be so rude to her, Bri? I mean..."
Bri cut him off with a glare, then turned to Maddie with an arrogant smirk lighting up her face. "What do you think, sweetie? Do you want me to play nice and put on a tame show for your man?... Or do you want me to teach you how to fuck women?"
Maddie's eyes slid away from Duncan and met Bri's. There was a little guilt there, but it was overwhelmed by lust.
"Please teach me, Ms. Klein."
"Good girl," said Bri, rewarding her sub by increasing the speed of her fingers. "Now, I don't want another word from you," she said sharply to Duncan. "Cucks should be seen and not heard. I'll let you jerk off to this next part if you're a good, quiet boy, got it?"
Duncan looked angry, then ashamed, then he blushed hotly and looked away. But he didn't speak.
Bri turned back to Maddie and said, "Strip. I want to see everything."
"Yes, Ms. Klein." Maddie obeyed, already eager to submit to her mistress for the evening. Bri took the opportunity to look over and see how the cuck was taking this. He had finally decided to be a little more honest about his desires... Duncan's pants were now around his ankles, and his fist was pumping rapidly up and down his cock as he watched his girlfriend get naked at the command of another woman. Bri had no interest in his dick, but the look of jealousy and defeat and lust blended in his eyes...? That did something for her.
But she had no more time to waste on a cuck like Duncan, she turned her eyes back to feast on the displayed naked body of his girlfriend. Maddie had a wickedly curvy body, big ripe tits with bubblegum-pink nipples, and a flat, sexy belly that led down to a tight pussy. She was leaking down her thick thighs with submissive desire, and her nipples were stiff peaks on her soft, round breasts. Maddie didn't look confused anymore. She knew exactly what she wanted, and it wasn't the cock of the pathetic cuck in the corner.
"I'm ready Ms. Klein," she said meekly, raising her wrists and crossing them above her head, spreading her legs wide to reveal her flushed, dewy pussy, and giving Bri submissive bedroom eyes. The surge of dominant lust that Bri felt made her realize that she would be as sopping wet as Maddie once her clothes came off. Maybe Maddie and she had enough chemistry to make this more than a one-night stand... But she was getting ahead of herself. First, she needed to make this brand new bisexual cum her fucking brains out.
Bri curled up next to the naked slut, not kissing for now, just gently running her fingertips softly over Maddie's naked body. The inside of her wrist... the palms of her hands... tracing gently up over her neck. Maddie looked confused for a second, and then swallowed heavily as the heat slowly began to build inside her.
"Do you know why other women make the best lovers for women, Maddie?" asked Bri softly, as the fingers of one hand slipped down between the blonde's heaving breasts, her other palm gliding over the curve of Maddie's hip.
"Wh-why Ms. Klein?" asked Maddie in a trembling voice. She was wholly focused on Bri, completely ignoring her boyfriend lonely and jerking off in the corner. Just as it should be.
"Because we're the experts," whispered Bri, swiftly running her tongue along the delicate shell of Maddie's ear. "We know a woman's body inside and out. A man could never learn what we already know instinctively." She could feel Maddie's heart racing beneath her fingertips as she just barely traced the edges of Maddie's amazing tits, teasing her without mercy. Her other hand moved smoothly over Maddie's taut belly, raising goosebumps all over her soft, pale skin.
Locking eyes with Maddie, Bri lowered her head, letting Maddie feel the hot puff of her breath on her naked tits. Somehow Maddie's sensitive pink nipples became even stiffer than before, pebbly and crinkled with desire. The little slut was almost panting with arousal as Bri traced ticklish circles on the orbs of her breasts, approaching, but somehow never reaching her nipples. Maddie moaned and covered her blushing face with her hands, adorably embarrassed by the depths of her submissive lust.
Bri couldn't help herself. Maddie was so cute she deserved to be rewarded. Bri locked her plump lips around Maddie's nipple, sucking hard and lashing it with her tongue while her hand seized Maddie's other nipple, gently pinching and twisting. Further desperate moans poured from Maddie's throat. "Yessss, yes Ms. Klein! It's so good! So fucking good!" her hands grabbed compulsively at the back of Bri's head, pulling her mistress in closer, crushing Bri into her soft tits.
Duncan grunted in the corner, in his own little world of twisted, voyeuristic pleasure.
After Bri switched and attended to the other nipple, Maddie was obviously heated up and ready for further touch... but Bri hadn't given up on teasing her new sub. Her hand moved back and forth lazily just above Maddie's pussy, trailing through her golden pubic hair. Bri pulled away from Maddie's nipples, leaving them shiny with saliva and throbbing with desire. The petite, curvy blonde's expression was helplessly adoring now, completely under Bri's spell.
"Please," she whined, her hips squirming, trying desperately to position herself beneath Bri's hand. "Please, Ms. Klein. M-more."
"You have to say it, sweetie," said Bri tauntingly, letting her fingers drift to within a fraction of an inch above Maddie's drooling pussy. "Tell your teacher what you want."
"Touch me," said Maddie in a raspy voice, squeezing her eyes shut from the embarrassment of begging. "Touch my pussy Ms. Klein. Please!"
Bri smiled and gave the little slut what she wanted, sliding her head down and into Maddie's hot, greedy pussy. She watched in satisfaction as Maddie practically convulsed from pleasure, her body going rigid and her mouth opening in a silent moan of satisfaction. The long night's buildup of teasing touches had done their work: Maddie was already on the edge of orgasm. But Bri wasn't going to allow her sub to cum that easily. She wanted to have a little fun with her first.
"Does it feel good sweetie?" asked Bri sweetly, rubbing Maddie's slick pussy with teasing slowness.
"S-so good Ms. Klein," whimpered Maddie adorably. Her hips swirled upward in soft, liquid motions, and her hands fell down to rest over Bri's, trying desperately to pull her closer and get the stimulation she needed to cum. But Bri's hand still moved with a glacial pace, keeping Maddie right on the edge without satisfaction.
"Is it better? Better than cock?" asked Bri in a smoldering voice, staring deep into Maddie's eyes. "Better than his cock?"
"Ms. Klein," whimpered Maddie, looking guiltily over to where her boyfriend sat with a look of stupid arousal on his face, his fist pumping even in the face of this demeaning question, "I... I can't just... I mean, poor Dunk..."
"Say it," commanded Bri, increasing the speed of her fingers the tiniest bit. "Say it, and I'll let you cum."
Bri knew before she even asked what choice Maddie would make.
"It's better!" moaned Maddie. Bri began increasing the pace and pressure of her fingers as Maddie began speaking, and her words became a howl of orgasmic pleasure as she said, "It's so much fucking better! Your hand is better than his fucking cock! Fuck me, Bri! Make me cuuuummm!"
Maddie's curvy formed bucked and writhed beneath Bri's hands. Bri could feel her pussy flutter and clench around her fingers as Maddie lost herself to sapphic pleasure for the first time. Bri suspected that it wouldn't be her last.
Bri's eye slid over to Duncan, sitting on his pitiful throne on the other side of the room. His fist still pumped rapidly up and down. Good. He had more stamina than Bri expected: he still hadn't cum.
That would make the next part that much sweeter.
Maddie was still clinging to her, flushed and sweating. She had a needy, searching look in her eyes. Bri could tell what she wanted, and was happy to oblige. Bri leaned down and gave Maddie a long, tender kiss, phsically reassuring the fledgling bisexual as the aftershocks of her orgasm ripped through her that this wasn't just a filthy, meaningless tryst. Maddie needed to know that the earth-shattering climax she just experienced was just as magical and significant as it felt, and a soft kiss would help with that.
But Bri didn't have unlimited time. She needed to move before Duncan had a chance to cum. Breaking from the kiss, Bri leaned down and whispered a command into the ear of Duncan's panting girlfriend. Maddie nodded with a giggle.
"Yes, Ms. Klein," she said meekly, hopping off the bed and hurrying out of the room.
Now that Maddie was out of sight, Duncan's frantic self-pleasure slowed and stopped. He looked at his former best friend with a wild, sorrowful look in his eyes.



"Bri... What... What was that? What did you do to her?" he asked, stunned. It looked like the truth had finally dawned on the poor guy, that something bigger was happening here than just one kinky evening of experimentation.
"I woke her up, cuck," said Bri with a predatory grin.
Maddie hurried back into the room, spinning the pair of fuzzy pink handcuffs that Bri had packed in her luggage. Duncan's eyes lit up. He was clearly still a slave to his voyeuristic lust. Duncan thought that this signaled some kinky BDSM play between Bri and Maddie, but this time he had misunderstood. He didn't realize who the handcuffs were for until Maddie turned on him with a twinkle in her eyes.
"Now be a good boy and put your arms behind the chair, baby," said Maddie in a pleading voice. "Ms. Klein says we can't move on until you're all locked up."
Duncan looked at her uncomprehendingly. Then his eyes flicked to Bri, and she saw an unexpected spark of defiance there. "No," he said, suddenly stubborn. "No, that's too much. I... I'm not going to willingly lock myself up so you two can fuck. That's against the entire p-point of this, isn't it? If I can't... have fun?"
Maddie looked back at Bri helplessly, unsure of what to do. She clearly wanted to continue having sex, but now her boyfriend was being uncooperative.
Bri was actually mildly impressed. Duncan had realized the exact reason why she wanted him handcuffed. The whole point of this evening was to take Duncan's perverse desire to intrude on lesbian sex and turn it against him. Denying him even self-pleasure would be the ultimate victory. But Bri wasn't concerned over Duncan's defiance. He would be undone by the same weaknesses that got him into this mess.
Foolish optimism and dumb male horniness.
"Pull that chair closer, tough guy," said Bri with a sigh, "I want you close for this next part." Duncan glared at her suspiciously, but his cock still stood straight up from his crotch. He was fighting, but this fish had been hooked deep. He couldn't resist the temptation to pull his chair closer. When he sat again, he was face to face with his former best friend as she sat on the bed.
Bri suddenly leaned forward, her lips just inches from Duncan's ear as she whispered, "If you give in and submit, I'll give you something you've wanted for a long time..."
"... I'll make you cum," she hissed.
She pulled back with a confident smirk on her face, watching Duncan struggle and fail to resist her offer. It was a foregone conclusion. And proof that Duncan had never really moved beyond seeing her as a sex object despite her lack of interest. Finally, with his face red, Duncan wordlessly held his hands behind the back of his chair, and Maddie moved forward to click the handcuffs shut.
Now the game could really begin. With Duncan's pervy hands safely locked away, Bri began to strip. Slowly. Putting on a show for both Maddie and her poor defeated boyfriend. Bri was well aware that she had a body that men and women alike lusted after. Long shapely legs with a cute thigh gap... high, firm breasts just the right size to be a handful. The graceful swell of her hips and ass was like poetry, and all of it was toned and tightened by years of dedicated exercise. She welcomed female lust, but the body was a blessing and a curse; she had to be sharp with men to curb their baser instincts.
She could see that primal drive burning in Duncan's eyes as he watched her glorious nude body slowly appear. She could see, with a twist of annoyance, that her old friend had been waiting for this for a very long time.
Well, sadly, he wasn't going to be able to remember the sight fondly.
"Sorry, Dunk," said Bri with a quirked eyebrow, "but I never let guys jerk off to my body... hope you understand." Her eyes flicked over to Maddie, who stood with the same practically drooling look as her boyfriend. Maddie, however... she would get to enjoy Bri's nudity intimately.
"Come here, sweetie," said Bri regally, crooking a finger, "lay down on the bed right here. It's time for the main event."
Maddie, nervous, but starry-eyed with excitement, was quick to obey, lying on the bed with her head closer to where Duncan was sitting at the edge of the bed. For just a moment, she seemed to remember that this was originally supposed to be for her boyfriend's benefit. She tilted her head until it was upside down and gave him a wavering smile. "Hey baby," she said softly, "I hope that you're having..."
"Enough of that," said Bri with a chuckle, planting one knee on each side of Maddie's head and looming above her, "you need to focus on what really matters, sweetie. My pussy." And the eager little sub did, looking with a blend of intimidation and deep hunger upward to the tight, wet cunt looming above her between Bri's shapely thighs.
"Have you ever eaten pussy before, Maddie?" asked Bri in a gentle voice, watching Maddie lick her lips with amusement.
"N-no Ms. Klein," Maddie breathed, but the way she was squirming and fidgeting between Bri's straddling legs told Bri that the little sub was eager for her first lesson.
"It's easy," purred Bri, slowly lowering herself down toward Maddie's waiting face. "You know what feels good when you touch yourself. Just touch me the same way, with your lips and tongue."
"Yes Ms, Klein," whimpered Maddie, as Bri's dripping pussy descended. Bri looked up to Duncan, his cock twitching uselessly, untouched and unwanted in the charged air of the bedroom. "This is what you wanted, right?" asked Bri mockingly. "To see your girlfriend kiss a girl? Well watch, big guy. You have a front-row seat to a hotter kiss than any other guy has seen her give. Enjoy!"
And with that, her hot wet pussy made contact with Maddie's virgin mouth, pressing firmly up against the curvy blonde's lips. Bri groaned in satisfaction as Maddie's tongue slipped tentatively between her lips, exploring a tasting a whole new world of submissive pleasure.
Bri's hips began to move in smooth, gentle thrusts; just enough to make Maddie feel her control and dominance. She was the one in charge here, and Maddie was the one serving. But based on the whimpers of excitement and the fact that Maddie's wicked little hands had plunged between her own thighs to rub with pleasantly wet noises, the little bisexual slut understood her role perfectly. Maddie was eager to serve, with her tongue and lips growing more and more passionate as they made out with the tight pussy grinding against her face.
Bri leaned forward, getting into Duncan's personal space as Maddie continued to eat her out. Bri was already getting close. It didn't take much; the long evening of teasing and buildup had been just as erotic for her as it had been for Maddie.
"What do you think, big guy?" asked Bri wickedly, drinking in the powerless arousal in Duncan's eyes and the sight of his pathetically twitching cock. "Was it everything you wanted?"
"Bri, I never meant to..." said Duncan miserably, "I just... I just thought it sounded like fun!"
"It IS fun!" insisted Bri. her hips began to grind harder against Maddie's obedient face, prompting a moan of submissive delight from the trapped woman that vibrated deliciously against her pussy. "In fact... I think Maddie might want more of this kind of fun."
"W-what do you mean?" asked Duncan nervously.
"Well a girl discovering she's not completely straight can open all sorts of doors, big guy," said Bri in a voice that was taking on a moaning edge. "Just look at her! Do you think she can just go back to vanilla P in V after trying something like this?" Duncan looked at Maddie, and Bri knew that he could see exactly what she saw. Maddie was moaning like a slut, slobbering and slurping at the dominant cunt grinding down into her face. Maddie's hands were busy between her thighs further down the bed, flexing rapidly to augment her submissive pleasure.
Duncan was breathing heavily, and Bri noticed with disgust that his balls had tightened up to the base of his cock. Even without stimulation, the sight of his woman lost in lesbian pleasure was enough to bring him right to the edge. In fact, if Bri judged correctly, all three of the participants in this twisted little show were ready to cum.
"I promised you, didn't I?" said Bri in a breathy gasp, her pussy grinding and smearing faster and faster against Maddie's eager mouth, "I promised I would make you cum..."
She leaned forward, down toward Duncan's lap. She watched his cock twitch in anticipation and his eyes widen with delirious arousal.
Sorry big guy. I wouldn't touch your cock in a million years. You always were stupidly optimistic.
Feeling herself topple over the edge of climax, Bri pursed her lips...
And blew a gentle stream of air onto Duncan's poor, neglected dick. He was so close to the edge, that was all it took. With an unmanly groan of despair, Duncan's body stiffened and his cock bounced, shooting rope after rope of hot, sticky cuckold jizz all over himself without the satisfaction of human touch.
But by then Bri had already pulled away, wholly focusing on Maddie once again, locking eyes with the cutie between her legs and running her fingers through her silky blonde hair as they orgasmed together. She felt an electric connection between them, mouth to pussy, eye to eye, heart to heart. As her hips and Maddie's writhing tongue slowed and stopped, it felt like there was something between them. Something that could only be expressed with a kiss.
Climbing off of Maddie's face, Bri cupped her reddened, slimy cheek gently and pulled her into a tender kiss. Even after the intense, filthy heat of riding the new submissive's face, their kiss somehow still felt pure and innocent and special. Just the two of them in their own private world, exploring the bond that their night of experimentation had created.
Maddie and Bri stared deep into each other's eyes as they pulled back from the kiss. They could both see in each other that the heat of arousal hadn't been extinguished by their mutual orgasm. In fact, it felt like their lust for each other had only grown.
Maddie's eyes flicked over to her boyfriend, and her brows creased. Bri looked over as well. Dunk was truly a pathetic sight. Locked to a chair by fuzzy pink handcuffs, covered in his disgusting loser-juice, with his cock now losing steam rapidly. He looked defeated, appropriately.
Maddie looked only the tiniest bit guilty as she asked, "Do we... Do we have to let him watch?"
Bri couldn't hold back a joyful laugh as she took Maddie's hand and pulled her out of the master bedroom, leaving a stunned and stuttering Duncan alone to a long night covered in cooling jizz.
"No babe, we don't," she said with a cruel smile.
"Some things just weren't meant for the male gaze."
...
Duncan had a long time to think about what had happened as his cum slowly cooled and passionate, muffled sounds snuck under the door from the guest room.
He tried to be angry, but when it came right down to it, he had to face the fact that this was largely his fault.
Duncan had started out with a caring girlfriend and fond memories of his best friend from high school. And because of his greedy, horny idiocy, he had put both of those in serious peril at the very least.
And the worst part was that his stupid fucking libido still hadn't learned its lesson. His cock stiffened and leaked through the long hours of the night as he listened to the passionate sounds of lesbian love pour endlessly through the apartment.
After a while, he stooped obsessing over how he could apologize and win Maddie back...
...and started obsessing over what he could say to convince her and Bri to let him watch again.
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Hello, and thanks for reading!
This is my first ever co-written story, and wouldn't have been possible without the help and hard work of DeetsandDoots, my writing partner for this project. I'd like to sincerely thank Deets for bringing this story from concept to life. This series is planned to be roughly ten parts of a size similar to this, although only about half of that is rough drafted so far, so it may stretch a little longer in the end.
I hope you enjoy!
Rabblelaid
Hello reader!
This is DeetsandDoots, co-author of Carrot & Stick. About six months ago, I approached RabbleLaid applauding their work in their terrific series "Hottie In The Mirror". In particular, I expressed an appreciation for the inimitably charming side antagonist, Hailey Grey. At the risk of spoiling a future project, Rabble shared with me an intriguing idea for a one-off short spin-off of Hailey's adventures titled Carrot & Stick. I was instantly invested. Soon we were throwing back and forth ideas, and what that eventually blossomed into this full story.
It's a little romance, a little domination, and a lot of fun. It takes place in the same universe and at the same time as Hottie in the Mirror, but you don't need to have read that one to enjoy this one. But if you have, you might notice some familiar faces and a couple of easter eggs throughout that we hope you'll find amusing.
I want to give the biggest shout out possible to Rabble. They have been an absolutely incredible collaborator this entire process. If you ever work with someone on a creative project, you dream of having someone as thoughtful, generous, and hardworking as Rabble. They are the real deal and one of the best working writers I know. Thanks Rabble!
Anyway, we sincerely hope you enjoy this first installment of our tale of a tryst. This is Carrot and Stick.
DeetsandDoots
_______________________________________________________________________
Prologue: Risk and Reflection
In the story of his own life, Caleb was a background character. A nobody from day one, so unremarkable in appearance and temperament he almost became remarkable once again. And even Caleb himself noticed it on the odd occasion he found himself looking in a mirror.
The sight of himself made a grimace of distaste spread across his face. Not because he looked bad; He wasn't ugly, stood at an average height, and his build was somewhere between slim and muscular. His hair was dust bunny brown and his eyes, for what it was worth, were grey-blue, though one might not be able to tell from behind the glare of his wayfarers. Nothing to write home about, but not exactly off-putting either.
No, that was the whole issue. Average, unremarkable, and utterly boring. That was the inescapable impression that Caleb got when he saw himself in the mirror. He would say he gave other people that impression as well, but Caleb thought that he probably didn't give other people any impression at all.
People's eyes tended to gloss right over him.
Caleb had spent his four years of high school fading into the background. Not rocking the boat, not making waves. He dated no one, mostly because he was too chickenshit to ask. By the time Caleb realized his averageness problem, it felt too late to fix it. Everyone already saw him as a forgettable, inoffensive shadow fading into the background. Even among his clique of nerds, geeks, dweebs, and dorks, he was the quiet one.
But tonight, all that was about to change. Tomlin University, home of the Philadelphia Fighting Beavers, now housed a new brave mammal, and his name was Caleb. TU was the perfect chance to reinvent himself. In this completely new city, with a completely new social scene, Caleb didn't have to be a boring wallflower anymore. He was determined to make some big, splashy moves: to be the kind of person who made others sit up and take notice. Despite his determination, Caleb hadn't had much of a chance to be his new improved self in the first couple weeks: most of his time had been devoted to orientation activities, getting settled in his dorm, and starting classes.
In the mirror, Caleb's mouth hardened into a firm line of determination, and he gave himself a steely-eyed nod. Tonight he was going to join the Birchwood Society, the most elite and prestigious frat on campus. Only exceptional people were allowed in. Membership was an instant pathway to popularity, an automatic pass to the best parties on campus, and, maybe most importantly, a magnet for female attention. Still looking at the same average face that stared back at him day after day, Caleb, through his mind's eye, sculpted himself into that man. The man who was definitely getting into a frat tonight. He envisioned that unassailable confidence and savoir-faire, the posture of a winner. His forehead felt sweaty, his hair felt greasy, and his cologne smelt stronger than it should've.
The sculpture in the mirror looked as if it was melting.
Nevertheless, Caleb took a breath, slammed the door behind him, and hustled out into the cool fall evening, pulling his hood up over his head as he strode across campus. Tonight was the night he would kill Boring Caleb and let Caleb the Man take his place.
...
Boring Caleb stood in line with the other hopeful freshmen on the back lawn of the frat house, his pulse drumming in his ears. He had heard that Birchwood Society hazing could get a little intense, so he tried to mentally prepare himself for anything. Caleb was, generously speaking, risk-avoidant. Non-generously speaking, he was a coward who shied away from any form of danger or conflict he was confronted with. One time in the seventh grade, a bully told him that he'd be waiting for him on the bus, so Caleb walked home. Caleb hated the butterflies in his stomach that risk caused. But, again, Caleb reminded himself, these were the anxieties of Boring Caleb, whom he would be murdering tonight. Caleb the Man, he assured himself, had none of the same fears.
He didn't have to assure himself for long. Just a few minutes after he arrived, the back door of the frat burst open and a loud, laughing knot of burly frat guys spilled out of the back door, making their way across the lawn toward the nervous freshmen.
"Hey, Redlin, what do you think about the crop of rushes this year?" hollered a tall, square-jawed brother who seemed to be in charge as the cluster of frat brothers came to a halt facing the line of hopeful pledges.
"I think they look like shit, president!" said a short, bored-looking man, smirking at the assembled freshmen with barely concealed disdain. Caleb looked through the crowd of frat bros, searching for Chuck, the one who had invited him here tonight. There he was, tall, big, and broad, with a shaggy mop of golden curls spilling down his head, stopping just past the end of a new, poorly maintained goatee. Chuck caught Caleb's eye and shot him a grin and a wink.
It felt good to have an ally in this tense situation, if only in spirit. Caleb was fairly sure that Chuck wouldn't actually be allowed to help him through the hazing in any way, but it was nice to see his buddy standing there with that big goofy grin on his face.
Caleb realized he had been tuning out what the frat president was saying, and turned with focus back to the tall square-jawed brother just in time to hear him launch into a self-important speech.
"OK, listen up, losers. If any of you end up making it into The Society, it will be because we trust you. Trusting your brothers is the key to our whole organization. But right now I trust you freshies about as far as I can fucking throw you. I don't fucking know you. I don't know who the fuck you are! Alright?!" Redlin motioned for him to reel it in. The tall, brother, coughed and spit onto the front lawn. " Excuse me. So, until you can build some trust, you are going to have to get by on blind obedience. That's rule number one while you are rushing. A brother of the Birchwood Society tells you to do something, you do it immediately, with no questions. Understand?"
Blind obedience... the thought felt odd as Caleb rolled it around his head. Caleb could do that. He had always felt most comfortable when he knew exactly what others expected of him. But he wasn't sure if that fit with his idea of "Caleb the Man". Shouldn't a real man make his own decisions and take charge? Well... regardless of how he felt about being a leader or a follower in general, right now it seemed like he had little choice. It was either follow directions or not join the frat.
Caleb mumbled his agreement along with the rest of the hopeful freshman, then yelled "Yes, President!" when their sloppy response was corrected by a barking frat brother. It looked like expectations were high, but Caleb was determined to meet them.
Right up until the president dropped a bomb on him: "Like I said, to trust you little fucks, we are going to have to get to know you better. And we're going to start tonight," said the tall man with cruel twist of his lip. "I want to get to know all of you with all the outer fake bullshit stripped away. So strip. Clothes off, balls out."
The silence was deafening as the assembled freshmen looked sidelong at one another in shock. Would they actually strip to join this frat?
Yeah. They would. First one, then another of the boys in the line began shrugging clothes off or unbuttoning their pants. Caleb only stood in a wide-eyed panic, his mind frozen in disbelief. Get naked? Here, in public, on the back lawn of the frat house?! With a bunch of other dudes watching? His eyes flashed to Chuck, who gave an apologetic smile a little half-shrug.
This was the price of admission, Caleb told himself. If he ever wanted to be somebody, he had to be willing to take some risks. He had to do this. He had to face his anxieties and his fears and transcend them if he wanted to become that sculpture in the mirror. He desperately wanted to become Caleb the Man. So what if this was what he had to do? Boring Caleb would have shrunk back from this and given up, but Caleb the Man could totally do this.
Caleb took a deep breath, placed his hand on the button of his jeans... and unbuttoned. Then a sharp pang of anxiety. And of risk. He rebuttoned. That was it. He couldn't do it. No. Not at all. With a burning feeling of shameful inadequacy, Caleb utterly, shamefully chickened out. There was no Caleb the Man, there was only Boring Caleb.
By the time the bearded frat brother yelled that all remaining freshmen still clothed were disqualified, Caleb was already walking away, his hands stuffed deep in his pockets and his hood drawn down to hide his burning face. The walk home was quiet and dark and sad and boring.
He hadn't even been able to look Chuck in the eyes as he left, and when he got back to his dorm, he avoided his own eyes in the mirror as well. He was too afraid that he would see staring back at him the exact thing he feared: a nobody.
...
"Hey buddy, for real," said Chuck around a big mouthful of pizza, his big blue eyes shining with sincerity, "DON'T feel bad. The Greek life isn't for everyone! And it's not the only way to have fun on campus either. Besides, if getting naked on the frat house lawn was too much for you, it was better for you to quit right then. The initiation gets fucking nuts, dude!"
Caleb smiled, trying to put as much warmth into it as possible despite not really feeling it. It didn't exactly help his mood to be told that he had tripped at the first and easiest hurdle for frat initiation, and feeling like he was a charity case wasn't ideal either.
But despite that, he did feel a great deal of gratitude toward Chuck, who had gone massively out of his way for someone, who, in the end, was just an acquaintance. They had known each other in high school, at least a little. Chuck knew everyone in high school. He had been a starting Tight End on the football team, and the kind of jock that makes a point of being nice to everyone, even unwashed losers like Caleb. He was a good guy, and once he had found out that Caleb and he shared a passion for MMA, would make a point to stop in the halls and chat about it every once in a while.
So they hadn't been best friends. But Chuck was such a good dude that when Caleb found out that the lovable jock was going to TU too, he felt like it was the right thing to do to drop the big guy a line.
The rest was history. Chuck, sweetheart that he was, insisted they grab lunch to catch up, Caleb mentioned in passing that he wanted to put himself out there more in college, and Chuck invited him to pledge for the Birchwood Society, where he was a member. It was just too bad that it hadn't worked out. When Chuck invited him out to another lunch to debrief, Caleb had considered saying no, but in the end he just couldn't be that cold to such a nice guy.
"Yeah, I know," said Caleb, holding back a sigh. "It's not the end of the world. I mean, if I'm being honest, belonging to a frat wasn't exactly my dream anyway. It just sounded like an easy way to be popular and get girls. I guess I'll have to do that the hard way! But I do appreciate you inviting me though."
Chuck gave him a thoughtful look, chewing on another mouthful of pizza with his eyebrows furrowed. Finally, he chugged a half-glass of cola and swallowed heavily. "Well, buddy," he said decisively, clapping Caleb's shoulder with a greasy hand, "If I could wave my hand and make you a frat brother, I would. But since I can't, I can do the next best thing."
His eyes gleamed with good-natured enthusiasm as he leaned forward, whispering conspiratorially, "The Ladies of the Grove, our sister sorority, is throwing a black light party this Friday. It's invitation-only, but outside invites are allowed, and you're going to be my plus one." Chuck shook Caleb's shoulder in a powerful grip, a wide grin spreading across his face. "Trust me, bro, if you want to be popular this is where you need to be. The coolest kids on campus, Greek or not, will be there. Perfect place to make an impression. And girls?" Chuck rolled his eyes as if overwhelmed by the prospect of how many ladies would be in attendance. "Fucking forget about it, Bro. The hottest chicks on campus. It's one of those parties where you're supposed to paint on each other with neon paint and, well, let's just say that the sorority girls usually don't want too many clothes getting in the way when they use their skin as a canvas."
"Wow," said Caleb, his eyes lighting up at the possibility. "But, I guess... I'm just a random freshman at my first party. Do you really think that I can hang with that kind of crowd?"
Chuck gave a big booming laugh and pointed a questioning finger at Caleb. "You tell me! I thought the whole point was that you were trying to be the kind of guy that can!"
Caleb found himself smiling back at Chuck's infectious positive energy. The big guy wasn't wrong.
...
Chapter 1: Paint & Peer Pressure
The wall that Caleb leaned against beat like a heart in the cavernous, neon-bright depths of the packed sorority hall. He tried his best to look and feel like he wasn't in over his head. Chuck had said hello to him at the beginning of the party, but had soon been pulled away by friends to join a flip-cup game in some nearby room that Caleb had no idea how to find. As much as Caleb was sorry to see the one person he knew disappear into the sea of strangers, he understood. He wouldn't want to drag Chuck down after the guy had done so many favors for him.
All around Caleb, older, more confident people squeezed through the artery halls, drinks in hand. Somehow, all of the guys looked like Greek statues. Shirtless, well-muscled and filled with smirking, arrogant confidence. And the girls... well, even Chuck's hyperbolic description, had failed to do the girls justice. Strutting confidently through the party in towering high heels, often wearing not much more than a bra and panties, the sisters of the Ladies of the Grove were poised, sexy, and felt as distant from Caleb as the moon. Caleb looked at the glowing swirls and handprints painted on their bare skin with envy. Someone must have been brave enough to engage with these beautiful, confident creatures and fingerpaint their feminine curves. Probably the smug, swaggering frat bros. Caleb wasn't sure how he would even go about asking.
Caleb knew intellectually that there had to be average people at the party. The place was packed after all: The beautiful elite had to be a tiny minority. But all of the little people like Caleb faded into the background. The sorority sisters and their male counterparts were the undisputed stars of the show. Caleb was here, a mammal among Gods.
Caleb shook himself and tried to focus. He couldn't just mope all night. The whole point of going to the party in the first place was to be confident and push himself. He squared his shoulders and looked for an opportunity. His eyes fixed on one of the beautiful sorority sisters across the room: a bubbly-looking Asian girl with her onyx hair up in loose pigtails. She was currently giggling as a confident, shirtless frat brother painted a sun in bright neon orange onto her flat, sexy exposed tummy. That might be an opening. The girl was still unbelievably, intimidatingly gorgeous, but she had a certain kindness in her eyes that a lot of the other aloof girls didn't, and Caleb got the impression that even if she had no interest, this girl wouldn't ruin his night by being cruel about it.
But as the mammal made his way across the crowded living room, he was disappointed to see that he wasn't the only one who thought this sister looked easy to approach. By the time he made it halfway, the now cackling Asian had been surrounded by a gaggle of guys eager to paint her and was looking around at the circle of surrounding boys with a mixture of amusement and exasperation.
Caleb stopped with a sigh, taking a sip of his drink. Joining the desperate male scrum had no appeal. Then, his eyes focused on another girl. She clearly wasn't one of the sorority sisters. She was wearing too much, for one, clad in modest gym shorts and a graphic tee with a pink bear from an obscure anime that Caleb vaguely recognized. She lacked the same air of mystery and superiority. But she was cute, and she was by herself, swaying to the pervasive music with a drink in hand, looking a little bored.
Well, swinging for the fences would be chatting up one of the sorority hotties, but Caleb knew an opportunity when he saw one. Besides, maybe it was better to ease himself into the confident lifestyle.
"Hey!" shouted Caleb over the music with what he hoped was a winning smile. "I-I uh like your shirt. It's cool." The words managed to bubble out of his lips.
The girl gave him a weighing glance, but he seemed to pass the test because she smiled and yelled "Thanks, I got it at Cosmic-Con!" A start. Caleb was woefully inexperienced as a flirt. It simply wasn't in his nature up until this point. But in this moment, something clicked in the young man's mind. He had opened up. And suddenly, and almost without thinking, flirtation simply flowed out of him.
"It looks really good on you." He pulled out the tube of bright blue paint that he had been handed at the door. "I saw you didn't have any paint yet! I don't either! I'll draw something on you if you return the favor!" Green light danced over her head "That sounds perfect." And so, they began painting and talking.
Her name was Leah: sophomore, English major, a fan of anime, green eyes. The fact that she was older was a little intimidating to Caleb. But the fact that this was her first major party made him feel a little better. It seemed like she was usually just as withdrawn as Caleb.
They made spirited small talk about their majors and hometowns. Her from the suburbs of Baltimore. He from the suburbs of Cleveland. Caleb knew enough about literature to have a spirited discussion about their favorite books, and before long, Leah's eyes were shining and her finger strokes that painted his skin became deeper and lingered longer. She was interested in him, and that very fact was enough to make his heart pound rapidly in his chest. Someone was interested in him. And this was his first time flirting. Was he, he thought, some sort of flirting savant?



Maybe he should... It felt forward and risky, and he had barely known this girl for a half-hour... but that was what this night was supposed to be about right? Caleb screwed up his courage and took the plunge.
"Hey... maybe we could go upstairs..." said Caleb, trying excruciatingly hard to sound cool and casual. Leah cocked an eyebrow at him, but crucially, her lips curved up into a teasing smile.
"Oh? And what exactly would we do once we got there?" she asked in a smoldering voice just soft enough that Caleb had to lean in to hear it.
"Anything we want," said Caleb with an answering smile, their faces just inches apart. Leah laughed and pressed her paint-covered finger into his chest, and with vibrant pink paint drew a heart on Caleb's chest.
"I like that idea." She purred, her eyes sparkling in the black light. She grabbed him by the hand, pulling him toward the stairs with mischief dancing in her eyes. And in that moment, Caleb didn't give a shit about the gorgeous, distant sorority girls. A bird in hand was worth two in the bush, and he was intoxicated by his own daring and success.
...
Leah and Caleb were so busy making out that they didn't even check carefully which room they entered. They just found an unlocked door on an upper story of the house and stumbled inside, lips locked with one another.
Caleb's heart felt like it would beat out of his chest, and his cock felt hard enough that it would burst out of the front of his pants. His hands were clammy and his legs weak. Although he would rather die than admit it, Caleb was still a virgin. How could he not be, when he had gotten zero female attention in high school? But it was fine. Not a big deal. He just had to play it cool and not let Leah know he had never done this before. He had a solid academic grasp of the mechanics. He would be fine.
Leah broke from the kiss, giving him a sidelong stare. "Caleb... you know we're about to have sex, right?" she asked in a flat tone.
"Yeah?" said Caleb nervously, his voice cracking a little. "I mean... yeah. Yeah, I know." The thought was dizzying, sending a fresh flood of arousal and adreniline through his system. But her had to play it cool.
"So... you can touch me a little more, ok?" prompted Leah impatiently. "Like, you don't just have to keep your hands on my hips."
"R-right," said Caleb, cursing himself for his awkwardness. He consciously tried to loosen up, letting his hands drift back to Leah's butt and squeezing gently. Yes, that was better. She seemed to like that, arching her back a little to give him better access. Well if she likes that, maybe he could... One hand snaked between them to touch Leah's chest. She allowed this as well, and apparently thought that Caleb was being a little too tentative, because her own hand reached up to clasp on top of his, pushing his hand more firmly into her breast.
Caleb felt his cock pulse powerfully in time with his heart. His breath felt hot and wet in his throat. Soon he would be having sex. It seemed to good to be true. Leah's hand trailed down his chest and rubbed over the hard bulge in his pants, sending a powerful burst of pleasure through Caleb that threatened to end the encounter early. He managed to pull himself back from the edge, barely. There was no way he was going to allow the evening to end like that.
Now Caleb was really getting into it, losing some of his nervousness and allowing himself to... Leah made a noise and pulled away. "Easy there, Don Juan," she said with an edge of annoyance in her voice. "A little tongue is fine, but I'm not interested in a tonsil examination, ok?" Caleb felt mortified. He had been so focused on feeling Leah's body that he hadn't realized how over-enthusiastic his kissing had gotten. "S-sorry," he said sheepishly, "It just felt so great that I..."
"It's fine," said Leah sharply. "Just... tone it down ok?" Caleb tried his best. Touching firmly, but holding back on his kissing. Through intense concentration, he felt like he had finally got the knack...
"Soooo," said Leah with a look of doubt growing in her eyes, "Are we going to move to the bed Or..."
"Yeah!" said Caleb, a little too loudly. He moved them both toward the bed in the shadowy room. He tried to lay Leah down in a sexy, confident motion, but fumbled it slightly, dropping her to the bed, an "oof" of air escaping her lips. Trying to save face in what felt like a rapidly spiraling situation, Caleb tugged his shirt over his head with what he hoped was a sexy, smoldering glare, then leaned down to undress Leah.
"Let's get those clothes off," he said, pitching his voice an octave lower than usual. At this point, Leah stared up at him skeptically. He grabbed the bottom hem of Leah's tee and started pulling it off her awkwardly, then reached behind her to begin working on her bra clasp.
"Caleb... I can do it," said Leah with growing annoyance. Caleb redoubled his efforts, his fingers fumbling ineffectually, unused to this sort of clasp. He leaned down on his elbow to get a better angle... right onto Leah's hair. "Ouch! Fuck! Dude, stop. Caleb!" Caleb desperately tried to finish unhooking the bra, certain that if he could just get that done, things would proceed smoothly.
"Get the fuck off me!" said Leah sharply, pushing him away. Caleb looked at her with wide, stunned eyes as she rubbed her scalp glaring at him furiously. "God!" she spat, snatching her shirt and pulling it roughly over her head. "I thought I would give a freshman a chance, and look at where it lands me!"
"I'm sorry," said Caleb, holding up his hands and desperately searching for some way to back the situation up and make things better. "I... I was just a little nervous I guess, and..."
Leah snorted. "Just a little nervous? Dude, first I had to coach you through every little move. Then you stick your tongue down my throat. Then you act like you've never even seen a bra before!" She put a hand to her forehead, her face a mask of disgust and frustration. "Be honest with me, Caleb. Have you been with a woman before?"
Caleb flushed red and stammered "I... well, I..."
Oh my fucking Godddd," groaned Leah, "Tonight I was supposed to hook up with a cute guy, and instead I waste half the night with a limpdick virgin nobody. Here's my advice, loser: stick to porn next time and don't bother women with your pathetic excuse for a dick."
She got up and stormed toward the door.
"Wait, Leah, I'm sorry. Can we just...?" began Caleb, but the only response he got was a raised middle finger before Leah slammed the door on her way out. Caleb flopped back onto the bed with a crushing feeling of defeat in his heart, and an oddly undiminished spike of lust in his pants. Well... at least he had taken a swing. But a sour, self-critical voice inside him pointed out that he had settled for what he thought was an easy target and still failed. Maybe if he had tried to chat up one of the gorgeous sorority girls and struck out he could take pride in his failure... but this was just pathetic.
For the first time, now that he wasn't so distracted, Caleb noticed that moonlight and cool night air were filtering in through an open door on the side of the room. It seemed that the sorority house had balconies. How fancy. Feeling bitter and listless, Caleb dragged himself up out of the bed. Maybe a little night air would do him some good.
The night was beautiful, with a big bright full moon glittering off the sorority pool as a fresh breeze ruffled Caleb's hair. He would have loved to have taken a deep breath and enjoyed it.
Unfortunately, he was a little distracted.
Two sorority girls stood on the balcony, just out of sight of the doorway, staring directly at him with wide grins on their faces.
Caleb immediately recognized the cute Asian sorority sister from downstairs. Outside of the blacklights, the orange sun painted on her belly was dull, but still recognizable. But, as cute as she was, Caleb had a hard time focusing on her.
Because she was standing next to the most beautiful woman Caleb had ever seen in his life. The other woman on the balcony was like the distilled essence of the haughty, distant beauty that had intimidated Caleb in the other sisters. She gave off waves of self-confidence and sexual power. It was hard to tell exactly what color her hair and eyes were in the moonlight, but her shoulder-length locks were thick and lustrous, and her sharp eyes sparkled with wicked amusement as she laughed. She was petite but deliciously curvy, and her current outfit of a strapless bra, tiny white shorts, and platform heels made her a feast for the male gaze.
She only had a few swirls of paint marking her body, but unlike Leah, Caleb didn't get the sense that it was because no one had bothered to ask to paint her. He felt certain that this stunning woman's body was off limits to the fingers of the common party guests.
The moment hung there for one perfect moment, Caleb alone in the moonlight, locking eyes with two beautiful women.
Then the tension broke, and the two girls were consumed by laughter at Caleb's expense.
The beautiful girl wiped a tear from her eye and said in a sharp, teasing voice, "Oh God, you didn't know you had an audience, did you? That will teach you to wander into random rooms! I'm afraid we heard the whoooole thing, Romeo." Her smile was sharp enough to cut. The moonlight gave her an otherworldly glow, like some sort of cruel Goddess rather than a sorority girl.
The Asian cutey next to her said "Let's get those clothes off," in a mockingly low tone before spluttering back into helpless laughter.
"I haven't seen a strikeout that bad in a long time, freshie," said the petite hottie, leaning back against the balcony railing in a way that unconsciously showed off her scantily clad curves. "Looks like you'll be jerking off at home alone tonight, huh?"
The mean, dismissive girls' taunts were a verbal coup de grâce to this freshman who was so beneath them. Caleb wasn't sure he had ever felt as embarrassed in his whole life. Yet, for the second time in the night, Caleb felt a strange stirring inside his neon-painted chest. In a way, the mortifying circumstances were oddly freeing. He was already at the rock bottom of interest and respect as far as these two girls were concerned. There was absolutely nothing he could possibly do or say right now that would make them respect him less. And it wasn't like he was going to get laid by either of them anyway.
He could say anything. The savant was free.
Caleb knew his role in this little drama was to run away now, humiliated by the girls much
more popular than him. But why should he? He came to the party to talk to girls. They were girls, so it was time to talk.
Caleb shrugged lightly and moved forward, leaning forward onto the railing and looking down at the pool. "You say that," he observed, flashing a smile at the mysterious woman, "But I don't see you two hooking up with anyone either. You're up here all alone listening to freshmen losers strike out."
The woman next to him quirked an eyebrow at him, not impressed, but mildly intrigued that he was daring enough to continue the conversation. Behind her, the Asian sister guffawed in shock at Caleb's bold words. "Dayyyyum! He said we get no hoes!"
The captivating woman raised a vape to her lips and took a long inhale, her piercing, expressive eyes fixed on Caleb. She seemed to reach a decision. "What's your name, boy?" she asked, her voice just on the wrong side of mocking.
"Caleb" he said with an easy smile, holding out his hand to shake. The woman ignored it Completely.
"Yeah," she said simply. She turned over her shoulder to address her friend. "It sounds like Caleb doesn't know who he's dealing with, Grace," she said cheerfully.
"He doesn't!" Agreed Grace with a loopy smile. The words were a little slurred, and for the first time, Caleb realized that Grace was notably faded. Most likely due to some toxic mix of vape and jungle juice, no doubt. The other girl, however, seemed sharp as a tack.
"You see, Grace here was getting buried under a sea of thirsty 'gentlemen'," the queen said archly. "Boys. You know. Well, naturally we decided that a breath of fresh air was in order. Let the horny bros cool off." Her eyes stayed on her friend the whole time, and Caleb caught her brow furrow in concern if only for a moment before it reset to its resting sly grin.
"No! It's not just me, Hailey!" Said Grace with a wide, sloppy grin. "You had two guys fist-fighting over you down there, so don't pretend like I'm some damsel in distress that you had to rescue."
Hailey. That was this beautiful, untouchable girl's name. Caleb got the distinct impression that he was lucky that Grace had let the name slip. Otherwise, Hailey might never have bothered to tell him at all.
"Shut up!" Hailey spat in exasperation, slapping Grace on the shoulder. "Don't exaggerate! There were barely any punches thrown!" Grace let out a faux pained whine.
Caleb laughed, causing both girls to look back at him like they had forgotten he was there. "That's a relief. I thought you too just snuck into bedrooms so you could perv out listening to hookups."
Hailey snorted a laugh despite herself, rolling her eyes. "What hookup? It was like listening to a teenager fail a driver's test in there. But less exciting. Besides, who's sneaking in where, dumbass? That's my bed you were trying to get nasty on, you little punk."
"Huh," Caleb glanced back. "Nice sheets," he shot back with an unapologetic smile.
"Thanks," said she with an answering grin.
Was it crazy, or did Caleb feel a little... spark between them? It was probably just the leftover adrenaline from his failed hookup with Lauren (was that her name?) blending with the excitement of talking to a pretty girl, but it almost seemed like there was some chemistry between him and this gorgeous sorority girl.
She must have felt some sort of interest as well, because instead of chasing away the rude little freshman, her eyes remained fixed on him. She took a long drag on her pink vape, then asked.
"How did you get here anyway, Caleb? We don't see many freshmen at our parties. By design." She emphasized. "Who shit the bed and gave you an invite?" Caleb considered giving the honest answer, but his instincts told him that the real answer was boring, and right now he wanted to keep Hailey's attention for the brief moment she had given it.
"Oh, all the brothers at Birchwood demanded I come, based, of course, on my skills of seduction," he said with a roguish smile. "The girls get one look at me and it lowers the bar for all the other guys. Makes it way easier for them to pick up chicks. Just ask Lauren back there, I'm sure she's throwing herself at the first dude she sees."
Grace and Hailey stared at him for a moment, then burst out laughing at his self-deprecating joke. It may have been self-defeating, but it felt good to have the two beautiful women laughing at his joke rather than just at him.
"Oh my God, you dork," said the petite girl, giving him a sidelong glance with just an ember of warmth. "Well, maybe I'll have to invite you to the next party too, just to give the other guys a fighting chance."
Caleb saw that ember, his opening. She was so out of his league that she might as well be another species, but Caleb knew that this was a now-or-never moment. If he wanted to be the sort of man who took risks and put himself out there, this was where he had to start. Relying on his instincts, he opened his mouth and asked before he could convince himself not to.
"Maybe it would be easier for you to invite me if we exchanged numbers..."
The god-like sorority girl's eyes widened for just a moment, the whites of her eyes sparkling in the moonlight. Caleb had, for the first time that night, truly surprised the gorgeous older girl. An
instant later, her expression locked back into one of amused contempt. Behind her, Grace let out a scandalized "oooooh!"
"Now..." she said lazily, pausing to take another drag, "... Why would I give out my number to a little freshman freak who I didn't even give my name?" Caleb felt on his game and in tune. He read between the lines of her words and tone easily. It wasn't a flat "no", but it certainly wasn't a yes. It was a challenge.
"Because I was brave enough to ask," said Caleb confidently, staring straight into her cool, considering eyes. His words sent their own implied message: name your price.
"That was brave," agreed Hailey with a smirk. "Maybe even rash. You don't know how many guys I've turned down in the past week. And every single one of them made a better impression than your sorry show in there."
... But it still wasn't a "no".
Caleb just waited, refusing to sweat and show his nerves the way Hailey expected. Finally, she half-turned to address her friend, "You know, it's interesting Grace; getting a little peek into the life of a loser. It's so far from my experience that it's almost like a nature documentary."
Grace nodded and giggled, biting her lip before replying. "Yeah Hailey, even when we were freshmen, we weren't this sad."
"Kinda makes me want to get the whole experience," said Hailey, her eyes glittering with malice in the cool moonlight. "You know, see the whole evening of a loser freshman from beginning... to end."
"Ewwww! Are you serious, Hailey?" Said Grace, fighting through her laughter. "I can't believe what a kinky bitch you are sometimes!"
Caleb frowned. Grace apparently knew Hailey well enough to instantly tell what she was hinting at, but he didn't. He looked from Grace to Hailey, his eyes questioning, and was met with a wide, wicked grin.
"You're going to end up jerking off alone tonight, Freshie," said Hailey in a direct, taunting tone. "We both know it. So why not jerk off right here? In front of us."
Caleb laughed, but Hailey didn't. Her mouth was smiling, but her eyes were dead serious, and almost hungry. "You want me to...?" He said, his pulse suddenly rising.
"C'mon Caleb," said Hailey, her voice low and smoldering. Caleb was suddenly uncomfortably aware of her luscious body, gleaming in the pale moonlight, barely covered by her tiny bra and shorts. His cock stirred to life in his pants. "You said that I should give you my number because of how brave you are, right? Any guy can just ask. I want you to show me something truly brave. Take it out. Show me how a loser spends his free time."
Caleb gulped. Here it was again. A choice lay before him, just like it had the other night behind the frat house. He could feel what was coming with a sort of dull inevitability. He would refuse, and watch as the faint interest in Hailey's eyes snuffed out. He would head downstairs and stay for a few more minutes before giving up, crawling into bed as Boring Caleb yet again. Boring Caleb who failed to get a girl in high school. Boring Caleb who failed to join the frat. Boring Caleb who refused to live life.
"Leave him alone, Hailey," said Grace, clumsily grabbing her friend's arm. "Stop teasing the poor little guy. You can see he can't take it." Her tone was kind, but Caleb heard the twist of pity there.
No.
No.
Fuck No.
This wasn't how it was going to go down.
Caleb was tired of being a background character to girls like Hailey. And he was done being a nobody.
Time to get out of his comfort zone.
The sound of his zipper seemed louder than Caleb had ever heard it before. His jeans button seemed stubborn to his fumbling fingers, but he was finally able to loose it and tug his jeans down his thighs.
Grace let out a little gasp, scandalized, but not totally displeased. Hailey raised an eyebrow with a mischievous grin. Caleb had apparently just scored some points, although he still wasn't completely positive which game they were playing.
"Well don't keep a girl waiting," teased Hailey, leaning back against the railing with her eyes locked on Caleb's crotch. "They're nice undies, but that's not really what I'm interested in seeing."



Here it was. In one anxious tug, Caleb pulled the boxers down to join his drooping jeans, freeing his erection to bob and bounce in the cool fall air. Grace's face was growing red, which only made her look cuter. "Wow," she said in a sultry tone. "He's a BIG freshman."
Hailey snorted, her eyes darting to take in every inch of Caleb's revealed cock. "Relax. He's an AVERAGE freshman at best," she said stubbornly. Her eyes flicked up to meet Caleb's and a flutter danced in his heart as he saw another ember of heat flicker in her gaze. "But yeah," she admitted with a small smile, "Not bad."
"No deal unless you do the dirty deed though," she insisted, unconsciously wetting her lips. "Get jerking, Freshie. Grace and I don't have all night to stare at a loser's cock."
Staring deep into Hailey's burning eyes, Caleb wrapped his hand around his erection, feeling pleasure bloom through his body at the contact. He had never felt this vulnerable and exposed... and all because a beautiful woman had ordered it. That thought was kinky all by itself. "Stroke it for me, Freshie," said Hailey in a husky whisper.
And Caleb obeyed.
It was a totally different experience from jerking off to porn by himself. Two attractive women were watching every pump of his fist with a mixture of amusement, arousal and faint disgust. He was under a microscope, and the intense interest was an unexpected turn-on. Grace stifled giggles by biting her lip. Turning to Hailey, through cupped hands whispering something, before submitting to another fit of laughter. Needless to say, Caleb thought, it was something embarrassing about him.
Caleb found himself focusing on Hailey's petite, curvy body, his fist rapidly pumping as his eyes traced the curve of her hip. The swell of her barely-hidden breasts, the tight, bunched fabric between her rounded thighs...
"What are you thinking about, freshie?" Asked Hailey's taunting voice, calling his attention back to her smirking face. "I've heard perverts imagine the wildest stuff when they jerk it. Spill it."
"I... I'm thinking about you," admitted Caleb in a panting voice, his hand working feverishly on his stiff dick. He should have kept quiet, but for some reason, he couldn't resist when Hailey spoke up in her sharp, commanding voice.
"Oh really?" Asked Hailey, her voice rich with amusement. "Any particular part of me lights up your imagination?" She took the opportunity to lounge back against the railing, lithely and performatively stretching her body to show off her slender legs and dynamite curves.
"Your thighs," gasped Caleb, riding the intense waves of pleasure. He would have thought that cumming in front of an audience would be impossible due to shyness, but he was having the opposite issue. He had to concentrate not to make himself look like a two-pump chump. "A-and your tits."
"Oh these old things?" Asked Hailey coyly, pushing them together and leaning forward a little toward Caleb with a teasing shimmy. She raised a slim hand and hooked a finger through the front of her strapless bra, right between the cups. "So it would really drive you totally crazy right? If I were to give you a little peek?"
Grace gasped and grabbed Hailey's wrist. "Hailey Lilian Gray, don't you fucking dare!" She said sharply, with a big smile lighting up her face.
Hailey rolled her eyes, then gave Caleb a saucy wink. 'Use my full, legal fuckin'--Whatever. Forget it. Jesus, haven't you ever teased a man? I wasn't going to show him anything. He's not worthy to see these perfect tits. Isn't that right, Freshie?" She taunted with a patronizing tone. Caleb didn't respond, too focused on the task at hand.
She turned her full smoldering attention to Caleb. "But he is worthy to cum. I can tell you're holding back, Romeo. But you've been ready to squirt since you lost that girl, haven't you? Give in. I want to see that hot, white loser juice."
And then, her hand reached out, not to Caleb's cock, but to his face. Her touch was electric on his skin as her fingers trailed across his cheek, her thumbnail gently bumping the rim of his wayfarers, even that light innocent touch sending him tumbling over the edge.
"Cum for me, baby."
Caleb took gulping, shuddering breaths as his orgasm ripped through him. His cock spasmed and pulsed in his hand, sending out spurting jets of cum. Hailey made a noise of shocked delight and dodged deftly, preventing the powerful spurts from hitting her legs as Caleb lost himself completely to blissful orgasm.
Finally, he stood, cock deflating in his hand, the two sorority sisters cheering and clapping at his public climax. Grace looked genuinely enthusiastic, biting her lip to stifle further giggles as her eyes stayed locked onto Caleb's drooling cock. Hailey's praise was more clearly sarcastic, and her eyes stayed locked onto Caleb's blazing with curious heat. Caleb didn't see respect there, but he did sense approval.
Hailey broke the silence first. "Listen up, loser, because I'm not going to repeat myself." She rattled off ten digits in rapid succession. Caleb would normally have been worried about remembering them, but right now he felt more alive and focused than he ever had in his life. He knew he wouldn't be able to forget.
"Wait. This is a neon party freshie," said Hailey with a cute, nasty little smile that crinkled her nose, "I can't let you get away without a little paint..." She grabbed a tube of cyan neon paint from the railing and with two quick strokes, crossed out the pink neon heart on Caleb's chest. "Don't you think it looks way better this way, Grace?"
"So much better," the giggly Asian agreed, giving Caleb a sultry wink.
"Now get out of here," said Hailey with a dismissive wave of her hand softened a little by a crooked grin. "Believe it or not, you actually interrupted a scintillating conversation by rudely barging in."
Caleb hesitated, but he could tell that Hailey meant it this time. This wasn't a backhanded invitation to push back and stay. "Ok. Ummm... I'll text you later then."
"I bet you will," said Hailey smugly, twiddling her fingers at him to hurry him along.
"Byeeee!" Grace sang as Caleb closed the door behind him.
Caleb bounded down the stairs into the party with a swelling feeling of triumph in his crossed-out heart. He barely noticed when he passed that girl with an L at the beginning of her name making out with a frat brother on the stairs. He had just gotten the number of a woman who was way more interesting.
For the first time since he got to college, Caleb felt like the Man.
...
Hailey looked over her shoulder as the bold little freshman closed the bedroom door behind him, his face glowing with elation. Well, good for him. He had turned out to be unexpected entertainment on a night that had been going shitty, and he had earned those digits. He wouldn't be getting any further than that of course, but let him figure that out tomorrow.
Tonight, he probably felt like a king.
Hailey turned and looked down with distaste. "Fuck," she said under her breath. "I got cum on my fucking balcony. Again!"
"I can't believe you actually gave him your number!" Said Grace teasingly, her eyes a little unfocused as she grinned at Hailey. "Somebody's got a crush!"
"Oh shut up, you dumb, drunk bitch," said Hailey with a playful shove, "I should have left you in that crowd of sweaty cocks. Taught you a lesson in manners." She sighed and her face got serious. "Besides, I have like six irons in the fire right now. I'm sure he would be a fun little project. Lots of possibilities there. But I just don't have the time this year. I have to keep my mind on post-grad."
The future, Hailey thought, was a fast-approaching truck. One which she was prepared to hijack via speargun, but an unstoppable object nonetheless.
Grace nodded, her eyes a little troubled. It seemed like she wanted to say something, but thought better of it. Good. Hailey didn't like it when her friends judged her social engineering hobby. Grace contented herself with saying, "Well, maybe he's lucky then." Hailey thought one more time about the adorable, naive freshman, groaning and cumming from a touch on his cheek... then shrugged and let it go. Bigger fish to fry.
"Yeah," she agreed, Caleb already fading from her mind, "I guess he is."
...
Caleb found a quiet place in the kitchen to pull out his phone and enter Hailey's number. Just as he had finished, a thick, sweaty arm fell over his shoulder.
"Hey! How are you enjoying the party, bro? Talk to any hotties yet?" asked Chuck cheerfully, his face flushed with beer, good times, and paint.
Caleb couldn't help but preen a little, tilting his phone to show Brock the new phone number with a smug smirk. "Hell yeah, I did. And not just any girl!" he said, puffing out his chest. "A super-hot older sorority sister!"
Chuck gave a low whistle and looked suitably impressed. "Wow! I'm not gonna lie man, I didn't think you had it in you. But look at you! The little Beaver that could. Who was it? I know all of the sisters inside and out." He wiggled his eyebrows.
"Hailey," said Caleb with a dreamy smile.
It didn't provoke the reaction he expected. A raspy gasp was punched from Chuck's throat as the color drained from his face. "Wait...are you fucking with me? Hailey fuckin' Gray?" he asked blankly.
Caleb frowned up at the lowering lug, confused by the shocked reaction. "Uhhh, no. Not fucking with you. I met her upstairs and we... uh... well, let's just say I impressed her and got her number." Chuck's next reaction was even stranger. "You've got to lose that number, bro," he said in a voice tinged with concern and fear. "I mean, congratulations, but I'm sorry. I know she's a total fox, but it's just not worth the trouble."
Caleb struggled out from beneath Chuck's massive arm. He was starting to feel a little annoyed. He had gone way out of his comfort zone, managed to impress a girl miles out of his league... and now Chuck wanted him to give it all up? Over his dead body!
"What do you mean, trouble, dude?" he asked stubbornly, looking at Chuck with an expression of stony defiance.
Chuck held up three thick fingers. "I'll give you three big reasons, bud. Numero uno: Hailey Gray isn't just a sorority sister. She's the fucking sorority president. An all-encompassing, megalomaniacal, power suit boss fucking bitch and one of, if not the, most powerful women on campus. And I'm including faculty. You know how Welsh-Stiener Hall is called the Welsh-Steiner Hall? Well, before last year it was called Kaufman Hall, but Hailey fuckin' Gray had beef with the dead dude it was named after. She led a fucking army of sorority sisters on a goddamn crusade to get that building renamed. They had marches, walkouts... they were forcing contract disputes with adjuncts. Shit was crazy. And she fucking did it! She got that shit renamed in less than a motherfucking semester. If you get into a relationship with her, she won't just wear the pants, bro. She'll wear the entire fucking wardrobe."
Caleb had to admit, he did feel a little taken aback. He knew that there was a special air of confidence and strength around the small, sexy woman, but he had no idea she was that big of a deal. And he had gone up to her and chatted her up like it was nothing! Shit, it must have looked like he had balls of steel.
"So?" he said with a shrug. "I am not intimidated by women in power. I have always had a crush on Wonder Woman."
Chuck raised his eyebrows, then nodded. "Hey, good for you, man. A lot of guys would be too insecure say that shit out loud. But, that's not all. Numero dos: Hailey is a fuckin' freak, dude. And I don't, like, want to slut shame anyone, but I think it would take some sort of sexual virtuoso to keep up with her in bed."
Caleb felt a perverse interest flare up inside him at the thought. "What do you mean exactly?" he asked, nervously wetting his lips.
"I mean, it's not just rumors, bro," said Chuck in an undertone. "There's documented proof of the kinky shit she's into. Hailey is, like, a top earner on Simpspace. Thousands of dollars a month, at least. She has these huge, freaky dildos, and perverted costumes, and does all sorts of BDSM shit... or, uh, that's what I've heard." The last words came out in a sort of sheepish trickle, with Chuck looking the other direction...
That was a little intimidating. Caleb could tell that Hailey was a little kinky. Why else would a girl pressure a guy she had just met into masturbating for her? But the things Chuck was describing, if accurate, were on a whole other level. How would a virgin be able to satisfy a woman like that?
But he would never know unless he tried. He set his jaw stubbornly and said, "Oh no, a sexually experienced woman who's into cool sex! I'm doomed, bro!"
Chuck grimaced with a rueful shake of his head. "Uhhh, I mean yeah. I guess so. Her subscribers would agree with you, buddy. But that still leaves the final issue." Chuck's face was grim as he said, "Guys that mess around with Hailey end up... going bad."
Caleb frowned at him, then snorted a laugh. "What? What the fuck does that mean, Chuck? Is this, like, a campfire story or something?"
Chuck sighed in frustration and ran his hand through his messy curls. "I don't know how to describe it man! It's just that... dudes who get tangled up with Hailey end up doing... fuck, weird shit! Let me give you an example."
Chuck leaned close enough that Caleb could smell the beer on his breath. "Last year, Jamar Taylor, starting wide receiver. Just like you. Flirted with Hailey at a party. He thought there was something there. He started hanging out with her almost every other day. By the end of the season, he was a total mess. Addicted to poppers. Kicked off the team for taking butthole pictures in the locker room."
"What? Do you know that it was Hailey? Maybe the dude was just gay and had a drug problem." asked Caleb suspiciously.
"Maybe. Maybe not. Nobody is sure." admitted Chuck, "But it all adds up. This girl named Daniella got into a huge public spat with her a few years back. She was this prissy, stuck-up, preppy poly sci nerd. On track to be a Republican Congresswoman. Said a bunch of shit about Hailey's Simpspace business or something. Less than a year later: unrecognizable. She became a buff, super butch lesbian with a huge Simpspace account of her own. Disowned, dropped out. Boom."
"That sounds made up," said Caleb uncertainly.
"Is it?" asked Chuck sharply. "Are the three professors, two dudes and one chick, who resigned under mysterious circumstances made up? When all three of them happened to be giving Hailey bad grades at the time? Multiple witnesses say they saw each professor hanging out with Hailey 'outside of educational hours'."
"This is stupid, Chuck," said Caleb firmly. "These are urban legends! Hailey is just a pretty, powerful girl that has gotten into insecure dudes' brain."
"I'm just scratching the surface, bro," said Chuck sadly, laying a sympathetic hand on Caleb's shoulder. "It's not just one or two cases. It's about a hundred people over the past three years. Dudes and Chicks. Everyone one of them was left as a wimp, a cuck, or a pervert after Hailey was done with them. She's fun at parties dude, but she's the grim reaper of social lives. I'm telling you this because I care, man. Leave this one alone. There are lots of fish in the sea that won't swallow you whole."
Chuck wouldn't shut up about it until Caleb promised not to text her, but he kept the number saved in his phone. Chuck was drunk and paranoid. Even if Hailey was a little sexually adventurous, the idea that she was some sort of corrosive supervillain was very silly. Besides, a big, selfish part of Caleb knew that Hailey was the baddest bitch on campus. And if he wanted to be someone, then going after a gorgeous sorority president notorious for breaking hearts was a good way to start.
And he really had felt a spark of connection between them out there on the balcony. He wondered if she had felt it as well...
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Hello!
I write a wide variety of stories, some lighter in tone, some darker.
This is just fair warning for people who enjoy my lighter stories that this story is dark, filthy, and extreme.
In particular, has some extreme humiliation and domination themes. If those things make you uncomfortable, one of my other stories might be more your speed!
I hope you enjoy!
...
Everyone has their own reasons for the decisions they make in life. Some people are motivated by glory. They want to be widely known and admired. Others are motivated by love; They want to find their soulmate and live in harmony.
Eliza Meyer had always thought that people with nobler motivations had a better chance of reaching happiness. A sort of karma, although she didn't think in exactly those terms. She herself had only the purest desires. She wanted love. She wanted to help her fellow man. She wanted to make a difference in the world. And her good intentions had awarded her with a good life. She had married Mr. Right, got a job at a prestigious accounting firm in the HR department, bought a beautiful house, and was already choosing decorating options for the future nursery.
She didn't attribute all of her good luck to her motivations, but she tended to believe that doing things for the right reasons led to better results.
On a Friday afternoon about six months after her wedding, Eliza ran a few copies of the revised breakroom fridge rules. She radiated the cool, confident calm that had been her trademark since junior high. Many of her detractors and even some of her friends in college had called her "The Ice Queen", although that was only partially because of her unshakeable poise. Her looks also added to the impression, with her tall, supermodel build, straight, glossy dark hair, and skin so pale that it almost had a translucent glow, she looked like radiant, icy royalty as well.
As she waited for her copies to complete, Eliza caught a glance of Gene across the office floor and shuddered.
Eliza, like all decent people, was motivated by pure desires. But other people were driven by... baser urges. Lust. Gluttony. Petty spitefulness. Gene Crowder was like the poster child for all the less savory motivations that could carry you through life. The very sight of him was repugnant to Eliza. He was an older man in his mid-forties, with a hanging gut, thinning hair, and a perpetual broad, leering grin that showcased his gold-capped tooth. As if he somehow sensed her eyes on him even from this distance, he glanced up from the secretary he was bothering.
And winked.
Eliza stiffened in affront, wondering whether this constituted a violation of the no-contact order. But before she could even think about it further, she heard a warm voice in her ear say, "Fancy meeting you here! What are the odds?"
With her usual self-possession, Eliza turned smoothly to her husband with a raised eyebrow. "At the copier?" she asked dryly. "I would say the odds are pretty good."
"Can't you ever jump like a normal person?" asked David with a roguish smile. "I really thought I had you that time. You were staring into space and..." He turned to look in the direction that Eliza had been looking. Eliza tried to grab his arm to distract him, but it was too late. David saw Gene across the office and his sunny expression went sour. Well, perfect, there went his mood for the rest of the day.
Eliza's husband had a complicated relationship with Gene. Well, no, that was inaccurate. Their relationship was actually dead simple. They loathed each other. Before she married him, David used to come home from work every day with stories about how Gene tried to haze and bully him. It had become a sort of personal crusade for David to defeat and one-up Gene. Eliza used to think it was a little... silly. Gene was no doubt abrasive, rude, and competitive, but surely David was exaggerating the horror stories he told.
Then Eliza finally got a job in the same office as David and saw the truth for herself. If anything, David had probably been underselling the lengths Gene would go to to annoy and tear her husband down. But her arrival had felt like a good opportunity. As a member of the HR department, she would be able to call Gene into her office and force him to shape up.
Doing so turned out to be a major mistake.
In addition to being a swaggering bully, Gene was a serial sexual harasser. Most of the old-school creeps like him had been cleared out long ago as workplace harassment became less and less acceptable, but Gene was a cockroach... the one percent of germs the hand sanitizer didn't kill. He was careful and subtle. He knew exactly where the line was and exactly how to toe it.
And the fact that Eliza was the fiance of his biggest target made her his new project. His visits to her office became a daily affair. His eyes wandered, but not in a way that could be proven. He used double entendres that could have, if reported, been easily explained away. The fact that it was widely known that David hated Gene actually made it harder to report his behavior... It could be seen as a weaponization of Eliza's position in HR.
Eliza knew she was being used as a pawn in Gene's ongoing rivalry with her fiance. Both she and Gene knew that if David heard about the way Gene was openly, aggressively flirting with his fiance, he would be furious. That was the entire point of the exercise.
So Eliza simply didn't tell David. That seemed the easiest way to solve the problem. Once Gene realized that his little plan was a flop, he would lose interest and look for a new way to fuck with David.
So Eliza was subjected to weeks of demeaning flirtation from her fiance's worst enemy. Things came to a head when David accidentally walked into Eliza's office while Gene was giving a long-winded, leering speech about "pretty young women" who were "wasting their lives with wimpy betas".
Long story short, David instantly understood the situation, snapped, and punched Gene's lights out.
As much as Eliza disapproved of violence as a solution to life's problems, things had actually worked out. Eliza had been worried that David would be fired, but it seemed like her explanation of the circumstances rang true to the head of HR. David wasn't fired... but neither was Gene. At least not right away. Because the dispute involved a member of HR, and the evidence against Gene was slim, the entire issue had become an intense investigation, with both Gene and David being put on probation.
But things looked promising. Although he was always covering his tracks, practically everyone in the office had circumstantial evidence about how much of a creep Gene was. As the investigation worked slowly, it became more and more clear to Eliza that David would receive a slap on the wrist and Gene would be fired. The company needed to cover their legal bases first, but she was confident everything would land in their favor.
"Was he looking at you?" asked David as his face clouded over. "Did he try to speak to you or something? God, I'm ready for round two. I'm going to punch that smug look right off his face again."
"No you aren't," said Eliza firmly, physically turning her husband's face back to her. "You're going to patiently wait until the HR investigation finds in our favor, and then..." She looked around slyly and whispered in his ear, "...Then we're going to celebrate. With champagne."
David grinned at her and said, "Yes, ma'am. May I have a kiss to make me forget that troll?"
"HR policy forbids public displays of affection," said Eliza airly, then gave him a quick peck anyway. "Now get back to work. I need to hang up these notices and stop the fridge bandit." She bit her lip, holding up the stern notice on only eating food that you brought and labeled as your own.
David snorted with amusement. "I can only hope we catch that menace before they strike again," he said dryly. "I'll see you later, Sweetie." He cast one more venomous glance across the office, but Gene was no longer hanging out at the secretary's desk. "Try to to look at him. Or even think about him, ok?"
"That goes for you too," said Eliza gently, patting her husband on the arm, "You can't let him get under your skin like this." She knew that this process had been hard for David. Her husband trusted her implicitly, but Gene had been dropping infuriating hints to anyone who would listen that the reason Eliza had kept his visits quiet was that she welcomed his advances. David's loathing for his older rival was so deep that just the thought of Gene pursuing her was enough to drive him into a white-hot rage.
David huffed, smiled at Eliza to let her know it wasn't her he was angry at, and moved off toward his desk.
Eliza moved toward the breakroom. She started a cup of coffee brewing, then dutifully posted the notice on the outside of the fridge. With a sly look behind her to make sure that no one else was in the breakroom, she opened the fridge to see if there was anything good inside.
Yes, Eliza Meyer herself was the culprit in the ongoing food thefts. Although in her mind even calling them that was blowing the issue out of proportion. It wasn't like she was ever taking anyone's whole lunch. She would just sample little bits of food that looked interesting. She did it more for the thrill than anything. One naughty little secret that no one knew except her and her husband. There wasn't much interesting today... except for the fact that someone had bought a new bottle of creamer.
Perfect. A little treat to supplement her morning coffee, and it would be very difficult to prove that any was missing.
Eliza grabbed her steaming cup of coffee and popped open the cap of the bottle of creamer, pouring a small portion of cool, off-white cream into her coffee. She glanced at the bottle and wrinkled her nose a little. "Mixed Nuts" didn't sound like an appetizing flavor.
But when she took an experimental sip, her eyebrows rose in appreciation. It was a delicious combination of salty and sweet. She might need to "borrow" some of this tomorrow as well.
Eliza went about her day, forgetting about the creamer. But when she had her second cup of coffee in the afternoon she remembered. Since the breakroom was empty again, she took a little more creamer.
It was just as good the second time.
...
Eliza moaned against her husband's lips as he thrust inside her, slow and deep and tender. His hand sought hers and their fingers entwined. David's breaths were getting deeper and shakier. Their tongues slipped against each other in warm, loving passion.
David came, pulling away from the kiss and letting out a ragged gasp. Eliza smiled up at him, flexing and working her hips through his orgasm to give her man the deep, satisfying climax he deserved. She could feel him twitching deep inside her as he bent back down to resume their kiss.
After a few minutes of sweet nothings and cuddling, Eliza excused herself to the bathroom to clean up. She loved her husband and enjoyed the intimate, loving act of sex with him, but she could really do without this part.
Eliza's nose wrinkled in distaste as she sat on the toilet and thoroughly wiped herself. Cum. The sticky, smelly residue of male sexual pleasure. It was like a man blew his nose all over your most intimate parts when he climaxed. Disgusting.
David was the only man Eliza had ever been with. She hadn't exactly saved herself for marriage, but she and David hadn't started having sex until she was sure that they would be together forever. Sex had definitely been a learning curve. By now they had a wonderful sex life (though a little vanilla, if her conversations with her friends were anything to go by), but Eliza still struggled to deal with the aftermath.
She had tried to sell David on the idea of using condoms. He had tried to sell her on the idea of cumming on her breasts.
They ended up with a compromise. David could cum in exactly one place, and Eliza would learn to live with it.
When she returned to the bedroom, David was lounging back in bed on his phone. His toned, muscular body looked incredible. And he was all hers. Eliza got into bed and snuggled up against him, putting her head on his firm chest with a sigh of satisfaction. Everyone out in the world got to see Eliza the cool, competent professional, but her warm, loving side was only for David and their close friends. That was the way it should be.
"So," said David with amusement, looking down at her, "Everybody was talking about those new signs today. Do you think that they'll be enough to stop the lunch thief?"
Eliza tried for a stern look, but broke into a giggle that would have surprised most of her coworkers. "Probably not," she admitted. "They sort of have the fox guarding the henhouse."
"Well if stealing food is ok, maybe I should just go and take that slice of cake out of the freezer and have a little snack," teased David.
"Don't you fucking dare," said Eliza firmly, slapping him playfully on the chest. "And stop joking about that. We are waiting a full year and that's that."
"It's going to be so stale by then!" groaned David in mock annoyance. Apparently he had never heard of the tradition of saving a slice of wedding cake in the freezer to eat on the first anniversary before Eliza told him about it. He seemed to find the idea funny, although it didn't seem so strange to Eliza.
"The point isn't for it to be tasty," explained Eliza again for the millionth time. "There's more to life than eating and drinking. It's about the sweetness of our relationship and our first newlywed year together."
For once, David didn't argue back to tease her, he just pulled her into a warm, loving kiss.
That night, they had a rare round two.
...
Three weeks later...
Eliza hummed to herself as she prepared her morning cup of coffee, reviewing her tasks for the day. It was a busy time of year with the holidays coming up. People would need reminding of what was and wasn't acceptable about asking for PTO.
Without thinking, she went to the fridge and pulled out the bottle of creamer. It had become a daily habit that she had increasingly started looking forward to. Oddly, she even found herself missing the "Mixed Nuts" creamer over the weekend. No other creamer she had ever had tasted the same, with the tantalizing mix of salty, sweet, and nutty flavors.
All that came out was a tiny trickle. Shit. Maybe she should have been a little more careful about the amount of creamer she used. She had been using a bit more each time lately, but it was hard to resist. It just tasted so fucking good. She set the creamer back in the fridge with a sigh. Hopefully whoever owned it wouldn't put two and two together and realize she had used most of it.
She would just have to buy her own bottle of the stuff. It was that good. The idea of just going without it wasn't even an option.
...
The next day, Eliza unwrapped the crinkly plastic from the top of the new bottle of creamer and poured a healthy shot into her coffee. It hadn't been easy to find. She had been forced to go to three different grocery stores before she found it in stock at a small health food grocery in the city.
But the taste was worth the effort. Eliza closed her eyes, took a deep sip of her coffee... and frowned. Her eyes opened.
She took another drink.
It wasn't the same. It didn't have the taste that she had grown to love. Eliza went to the fridge and took out the empty creamer bottle she had left there yesterday. Yes, just as she thought, the labels were identical.
So why didn't the freshly-bought bottle satisfy her the same way?
There was nothing Eliza could do but take her inadequate coffee back to her desk. She tried her best to drink it, but it was so viscerally disappointing that she let it go cold and poured it out after lunch. She felt cranky and on-edge the rest of the day, inexplicably bothered by the disappointing mismatch in taste.
That night, in a foul mood, she drove back to the health food store and bought three more bottles of the "Mixed Nuts" creamer. David tried to get her to come to bed, with the mischievous grin that said he had sex on the brain, but Eliza was in no mood tonight. She brewed herself a cup of coffee, poured it into three cups, and tested all three creamers.
None of them were right.
...
The next day, with bags under her eyes and determination in her heart, Eliza made a beeline for the breakroom. Whoever owned the creamer must have added something to it. Some sort of spice or flavor syrup. Eliza needed to know. It would be embarrassing to admit she had used someone else's creamer, but that would be better than having this constant, nagging desire for its flavor buzzing in the back of her head.
Luckily, whoever owned the creamer still hadn't realized it was empty apparently. It was still sitting in the fridge.
Eliza had never checked who had labeled it. She typically didn't when it came to the sneaky bites she stole from her coworkers. It made the whole thing feel a little less personal, and helped Eliza not feel guilty about it. But she didn't even remember seeing a name on the bottle of creamer, let alone reading it.
There was a reason for that. Carefully scanning the bottle, she saw that the name written on it was tiny, almost like he had been trying to hide it.
Near the bottom of the bottle, beneath the "best by" date, was a name that made Eliza's stomach sink.
"Gene Crowder"
...
Eliza did her best. She really did. It would be stupid to ask Gene about the creamer. He was a total asshole, so he was likely to make a big deal out of her creamer theft. Maybe even turn her in as the lunch thief.
Even more important than that, Eliza and David had been told to not speak to Gene at all while the investigation was ongoing. Breaking that directive could have even more serious consequences than outing herself as the one stealing things from the fridge.
Most importantly of all, there was no way that her current explanation would make sense to David if he found out she had deliberately sought out Gene to talk with him. He could barely stand it whem she accidentally glanced at his hated rival across the room. Gene was well aware of this. If Eliza went to see him, he would be sure that the word got out that David's wife couldn't resist talking to him.
So she resisted. For three whole days.
Despite the excellent reasons to leave the issue alone, the thought of the tasty, salty-sweet creamer was constant in her head, distracting her. She probably looked stupid to her coworkers with the amount of time she spent staring into space and the way she kept losing track of conversations.
What tipped the scales was the dark suspicion that something was seriously wrong with her. Food cravings shouldn't be this intense, deep, or prolonged. Maybe Gene had tainted the creamer with some sort of addictive drug. If that was the case, she would need information, if only to know what to tell her doctor. That was the excuse she told herself as she marched up to the door of Gene's office. But in the back of her mind, beneath the excuses, all that she wanted was to feel that creamy coffee hit her tongue again.
When Gene looked up from his computer to see her standing there, there was smug pleasure in his eyes, but no surprise. That immediately made alarm bells ring in Eliza's brain... but she had come too far now to be put off.
"Well, well, well," said Gene in his low, raspy voice, kicking back and disgustingly putting his feet up on his desk. "I knew you couldn't resist crawling back from a little more of my charm. What can I do for you, Lizzie?"
Eliza felt a wave of icy distaste for the crude man and his slimy, leering grin. She hated when people shortened her name, and Gene knew that. As usual, he was relishing the opportunity to get under her skin. She could almost feel the physical sensation of his eyes as they crept up and down her body. She needed to wrap this conversation up soon, or she would be the one in trouble for attacking Gene.



"I'm not here to chat, Gene," said Eliza in a clipped tone, "I'm here to discuss your use of the community fridge. There was an anonymous complaint about the creamer you left there. Someone believes that you may have spiked said creamer with an illicit substance."
It was a thin excuse, and Eliza could tell by Gene's nasty chuckle that her pretense was useless. "Well sweetie, in this case, the 'anonymous complainant" was right on the money. I definitely added a substance to the creamer, and it was certainly "illicit"."
Eliza felt her heart beating faster as she prepared to learn the truth. Had she been drugged? Was painful withdrawal in her near future? Rehab?
Gene's grin was wide and oily as he leaned forward, his eyes blazing with filthy lust.
"I came in it."
Eliza stared at him blankly. The words he said to her were so repulsive and unacceptable that for a moment, her mind simply refused to process the concept. "Wh-what?" she heard her numb lips say. "You... you...?"
"Jesus, Lizzie, I knew you were innocent and inexperienced, but this is too much," said Gene with an earthy chuckle, scratching his gut with a smug look painted on his face. "Cum. Jizz. Splooge. I jerked off and shot a few nice squirts of baby batter into the creamer, shook it up, and put it in the fridge. Well... that and one other secret ingredient."
The horrible things Gene was saying finally penetrated Eliza's resistant brain. She felt a roiling wave of disgust as the truth dawned on her. She had been unwittingly ingesting the sperm of her husband's worst enemy for a month. And licking her lips at the creamy taste.
"You sick bastard!" she snarled, her eyes alight with fury, her normal cool, calm exterior shattered for the moment.
"Keep your voice down," said Gene with his infuriating smile plastered on his face. "Or do you want your loving hubby to hear this conversation? Wouldn't look good if he lost his cool on me again, now would it?"
"What you did was beyond illegal," hissed Eliza, drawing closer and wrapping her arms around herself tightly. "You're not just going to be fired, you pervert, you're going to prison."
"It was my creamer," said Gene with a shrug, "Maybe the infamous lunch thief should have known better."
"That's not how it works, you idiot," said Eliza, swallowing down another wave of nausea. "For the same reason you can't just put poisoned cookies in the fridge to kill a thief! Ugh... it's even worse than fucking poison. You're going to be sorry you ever had this twisted idea, you sicko."
Gene just shrugged, not looking the least bit concerned. "Yeah, maybe. If you called the cops they might put me away... But then you would never get to taste my special creamer ever again."
Eliza was about to give a scathing response when she was suddenly gripped once again by a powerful craving, rising up and overpowering even her deep disgust. Shit. Even knowing the tainted origin of the creamer, she still wanted to taste it again on a deep primal level that warred with her repulsed ego. The contemptuous response she had for Gene died on her lips as her face reddened.
"God, you're really jonesing, aren't you, Cumbunny?" asked Gene in a dark, amused voice.
The crude name meant nothing to Eliza, but she bristled at the obscene, casual way that he said it. He really thought he held all the cards. He knew why Eliza had such deep cravings for the tainted creamer. And she intended to find out what he knew.
"What was this mystery ingredient?" demanded Eliza, trying with only partial success for a tone of cold control. "Besides your... semen. What did you put in the creamer? I'm warning you, Gene, if you don't tell me I'll..."
"They call it the 'oil of mjölkhare' online," said Gene casually, surprising Eliza into silence. Why was he so willing to give up this information? "I thought it had to be an urban legend. Just a bunch of horny perverts making up kinky stories to get each other off. I ordered some as a gag once I found someone claiming they could make it for me. I'm glad that I did." Once again his eyes made a slow pass down Eliza's professionally-clothed body. "You and I are going to have a lot of fun."
"Whatever," said Eliza coldly, refusing to give Gene the flustered reaction he clearly wanted. "You just gave me all the information I need to bust you. Goodbye forever, Gene. I'll let the cops do the talking for me from now on."
"See you soon, Lizzie," said Gene with a careless wave of his hand, already turning back to his computer.
"And remember, if I'm in jail, you won't taste the creamer you love so much ever again."
...
When Eliza got back to her desk, she immediately called up a form to file a formal complaint. She was sure that this would speed along the process of getting Gene fired. After she filled it out, she could make a police report as well.
Speaking of which... Eliza got up and hurried to the kitchen. It was important to gather the physical evidence that she needed to nail that sick fuck. Her heart pounded as she moved quickly to the fridge. What if Gene had thought of this first and gotten there ahead of her? But her worries were unfounded. The empty creamer bottle was sitting right where she had left it. She snatched it up and brought it back to her desk, holding it between thumb and forefinger like the filthy thing it was. Now Gene was as good as convicted. His disgusting DNA was all over this bottle.
But as she sat typing, her fingers slowed and stopped. Something was bothering her. It was the same thing she had been feeling all week. The dull, aching buzz of desire. A bone-deep craving for the salty-sweet taste she had grown used to. She raised a shaking hand and covered her eyes, trying to force down the taboo hunger. Now that her conscious mind knew the true origins of the taste that haunted her, she never wanted to even think about the tainted creamer again.
But it seemed her body hadn't got the memo. It didn't care where the creamer had come from. It just wanted more. Eliza's eyes were drawn to the creamer bottle like a magnet. There was a tiny drip of creamer oozing out from underneath the flip-top of the cap. No doubt it was swimming with Gene's grotesque little tadpoles. She had always been disgusted even by her husband's cum. Her distaste for Gene's sperm was on a whole other level.
Eliza's stomach growled and roiled with a strange mixture of powerful disgust warring with equally powerful hunger. A war with herself, Eliza reached out, hesitated, then wiped the foul droplet onto the tip of one slim finger.
This was it, the disgusting mixture she had been tricked into consuming for a month. The sperm of her husband's hated enemy that he had gotten her to drink as a sick joke.
It disgusted her.
It attracted her on a deep level she didn't know how to resist.
She raised her finger to her nose and sniffed. A low animal moan escaped her throat as the scent assaulted her senses, dilating her pupils and filling her mouth with drool. This was the taste she had been missing.
Eliza's breaths were harsh and ragged and her face was flushed as she stared cross-eyed at the creamy droplet on her finger. She couldn't. Being unknowingly fed Gene's cum was one thing. She was a victim. But tasting it when knowing what it was... purposefully taking the sperm of her husband's worst enemy into her drooling mouth... That was a betrayal, A filthy, slutty betrayal of the worst kind.
But her finger was moving on its own. Her hunger wouldn't be denied. She let out a pitiful whimper as her plump lips sealed around her finger. Her tongue swirled and licked, lapping up the sweet, salty cream. The satisfaction that she felt in that moment cackled down her spine and directly to the moist heat between her legs, unexpectedly but undeniably sexual in nature. She released her finger from her mouth with a gasp, grappling with what she had just done.
It hadn't been enough. One drop didn't even go part way toward satisfying her craving.
The taunting words of Gene echoed in her mind. If he was locked up, she would never taste the tainted creamer again...
After staring at the half-done report on her computer in a sweaty, nervous daze for twenty minutes, Eliza deleted it. She still planned to see Gene brought to justice, but she needed more information first. She would do a little research and figure out a way forward. Then, when she had figured out how to manage these horrible cravings Gene had somehow given her, she would have him locked up.
She brought home the bottle for safekeeping that night.
...
It took a little while for Eliza to find anything to do with "oil of mjölkhare" online. First, she had to figure out the spelling, which wasn't easy. A "mjölkhare" was some sort of monster from Swedish folklore, but it had very little to do with what she was going through, so Eliza spent little time researching it.
Searching for an "oil" specifically didn't turn up much. A few scattered references to some sort of oil or herbal preparation that could make another person addicted to your cum. She wasn't surprised that Gene had dismissed it as made-up initially. Eliza wouldn't have believed it either if she didn't feel the insistent dark hunger growing inside her.
All of the references she found read more like urban legends. "A friend of a friend" type of bullshit, no firsthand accounts. She finally found what she was looking for in a shady link to a Kaos server. She had never used Kaos before, but it was simple to download and set up an account, and using the link, she was able to access a chat server titled "Cumbunny Farms". The title immediately struck Eliza with a shock of dread. It was exactly the same term Gene had contemptuously called her in the heat of the moment. This must be the place.
While she knew that this must be where Gene got his information, it was frustratingly difficult to get a handle on what exactly the members of the chat room were talking about. Most of it seemed to be people whining that no one would send them any oil and asking for sources on how to get it. Beyond that, the members all seemed to already be intimately familiar with the subject they were discussing, and used specialized terms and phrases like "Cumbunny", "Jizzy Thinking", "Jackrabbit" and "Hop for the Carrot" without bothering to explain what they meant.
For example, one message read:
[Hey all you donors. Could use a hand with my newest addition to the stable. She is definitely in the jizzy thinking stage, but I just can't get her to hop for the carrot. I think it might be a jackrabbit attachment issue, but I'm not sure how to proceed. Any help?]
The reply was just as cryptic.
[All Cumbunnies will hop for the carrot at some point if you motivate them correctly. Jackrabbits shouldn't be a barrier at all. Put her on a diet. No carrot juice until she hops. That's almost always the answer if a Cumbunny gets stubborn.]
It made no sense, and Eliza had neither the patience nor the stomach to scroll through years of back-and-forth messages by these perverts to get the necessary context. There was a section of the chat board labeled "troubleshooting" that consisted of questions and answers. Her account was anonymous... she might as well ask and see what she could discover.
[I was wondering if there was a way for someone to cure their addiction. Is there a way for someone to stop being a Cumbunny?]
It felt gross to even type the repulsive word, but she needed to know the answer. It took a few minutes for someone to reply.
[Holy shit. A fucking Cumbunny found the server.]
A laughter emoji popped up under her message. Then another.
[Holy shit! She must be early in the process too, if she's this clear-headed. Listen, Bunny. Everything is going to be ok. You just need to get used to the fact that you belong to your donor now. That's probably hard to accept, but trust my word as the proud owner of a three-bunny stable. The harder you fight, the worse it will go for you. Giving up now is the best thing you could do for yourself.]
Eliza felt a furious flare of anger at this condescending pervert. Of course he would say that. He had a vested interest in believing it was true. She would never submit to a disgusting asshole like Gene, the man she and her husband hated most in the world.
[Bullshit. Are you going to tell me the way to reverse this or not?] She typed, punching the keys viciously.
More and more laughter emojis were piling up on both of her messages, with users commenting what a "dumb bunny" she was.
[Sorry bunny, there is no way. You're fucked. In more ways than one.] replied the user. Then the application went blank. A messagepopped up in the application, informing her that she had been banned from the server.
...
Eliza was thirsty. So fucking thirsty. And hot. The sun beat down on her mercilessly.
Luckily, in her hand there was a cool, creamy iced coffee, beaded with condensation and frosty against her palm.
She gratefully closed her lips around the straw and sucked, drawing the sweet, creamy liquid into her parched mouth. Its flavor burst on her tongue, sweet and rich. A nostalgic, mind-blowing flavor that made her suck harder and deeper.
But something was wrong.
For some reason, as delicious as it was, the creamy drink wasn't satisfying her thirst at all. If anything, it was making her even more thirsty. She sucked harder and harder, and her perceptions began to warp.
The straw grew bigger in her mouth. The coffee grew warmer and thicker... almost soupy. The taste was delicious, but it didn't satisfy the desperate craving within her. She heard a deep, rumbling chuckle above her and looked up to see that it wasn't the hot midday sun that was beating down on her with overwhelming heat, it was Gene's smug eyes.
And she didn't have a straw in her mouth at all. It was...
Eliza woke up to see David leaning over her with a look of concern. The sheets around her were tangled and sweaty. Her heart was beating with a frantic rhythm, and most disturbingly, she could feel a tingling wetness between her thighs.
Are you alright, baby?" asked David gently. "You were thrashing around in your sleep and groaning. I caught a few kicks before I realized what was going on."
Elize raised the heels of her hands to her eyes, hoping the darkness hid her heavy breathing and the hot blush on her face. "It's nothing. Just a nightmare my love," she said shakily. "Just go back to sleep."
Giving her a worried look and tenderly smoothing back her hair one last time, David obeyed. He turned over and was lightly snoring again within five minutes. But Eliza lay awake, her mind racing and her pussy throbbing with traitorous heat.
..
By the next morning, Eliza had made up her mind.
She needed one more hit. Just to clear her head and get her back in the game. Once she tasted just a bit more of the... the creamer, she would be able to focus and make a plan to stop whatever Gene had done to her. It was just so hard to focus with the constant growing hunger distracting her all the time.
She was disgusted with herself for sinking this low... and betraying her poor husband. He would never be able to understand the unholy hunger that she had been going through. All he would see was her willingness to eat Gene's cum. So he could never know. She would allow Gene to defile and mock her just a bit further, and then turn things around on him.
Gene once again looked more smug than surprised as she entered his office and slammed down a fresh bottle of creamer on his desk.
"Do it then," she said in a tight angry voice. "If this is the sick shit you get off on, then fine."
Gene's eyes were infuriatingly amused as he said, "I'm afraid I don't understand what exactly you want from me." This fucking asshole. Eliza took a deep breath and retreated to the icy calm that had served her all her life.
"Take the creamer," she said stiffly, Folding her arms tightly over her chest as an unconscious shield from Gene's leering eyes. "And do you filthy business. I'll play your sick game. For now."
"You're so shy about asking for what you really want," said Gene condescendingly. "But you'll learn, Bunny. You'll learn to beg me."
"Don't call me that," snapped Eliza. "I'm not some bimbo slut for you to toy with, pervert. I don't care what lies you read on the internet. Now taint that creamer like you so clearly want to. I'll be back to pick it up later."
Gene smirked. "No," he said simply.
Eliza looked at him with a blank, lost expression, her gnawing new hunger roaring back in full force as her heart skipped a beat. "D-don't play games with me, Gene," she said with a slight edge of desperation in her voice. "This was about making me... About humiliating me, right? Well, I'm playing along. I'm letting you win. What else do you fucking want?"
"I'll tell you," said Gene, kicking back with his arms behind his head, revealing pit stains in his shirt. "First, you're going to go to the panel investigating my conduct and take back your testimony. You're going to tell them that your husband got irrationally jealous and convinced you to make up lies about an innocent office friendship."
Eliza felt white hot, purifying rage momentarily overwhelm her perverse cravings. "Who the fuck do you think you are?" She hissed, her cool facade shattered once again. "I would never in a million years...!"
"Second," said Gene, holding up a finger to stop Eliza's tirade. "I'm not going to jerk off all alone in my office. I want you to be here the entire time as I add the... "Special ingredient"."
"Fuck you," said Eliza with all the dignity she could muster. "If you think I'm just going to surrender my dignity and betray my husband like that, you are an even worse judge of character than I thought." She snatched the bottle of creamer off his desk and moved rapidly to the door.
"It's a standing offer, Lizzie," said Gene placidly, his hands now folded on his gut and his expression one of patient confidence. "Let me know when you change your mind."
Eliza was too angry to speak at this point. She left the office trembling with rage. This fucking chauvinistic pic though he could just order her around? As if his disgusting sperm was some sort of reward she would do anything for?
She found it almost impossible to focus on her work that afternoon.
Damn... she could really go for a coffee...
...
The answer came to Eliza as she and David were driving home. He was in the middle of a long story about how his latest project would finally show how much better he was than Gene. Eliza's leg jiggled with nervous irritation as she half-listened. But then her idly wandering eyes fell on her husband's crotch.
Of course!
Gene had somehow gotten her addicted to the taste of cum. But semen was semen, right? And she happened to have an unlimited source right at home. She still wasn't thrilled at the prospect of swallowing cum, but David's was infinitely better than Gene's.
Her body heated up at the thought of finally satisfying her deep, perverse longing. And it was perfectly acceptable for a wife to give her husband a blowjob! True, she had never let him cum in her mouth before, but it wasn't that strange to try something new.
She didn't hear another word David said the rest of the ride home. Her head was too busy obsessing over the delicious, creamy flavor that she would soon taste.
When they got in the door, she pounced immediately, pinning him against the entryway wall with a wild look in her eyes.
"Eliza!" He yelped, confused and panicked for a moment while she fumbled hastily with his belt. 'Wh-what got into you?"
His open-mouthed shock turned to stunned pleasure as his wife shucked his pants roughly to his knees, stroking his cock rapidly to stiffness as she planted a deep, forceful kiss on his lips.



"I can't hold back," she said in a dazed, lust-roughened voice, trailing hot little kisses down his body as she sank to her knees. "I need that cock in my mouth right fucking now."
David certainly didn't resist. His wife had always been a strictly "in bed with the lights off" kind of girl, but he was thrilled and intrigued to see a wilder side peek out from beneath her cool, collected exterior.
The brief kissing and stroking were all the teasing that Eliza could stand to do, Her husband was hard and her mouth was already drooling with anticipation. She sucked her husband's dick into its warm, wet embrace with enthusiasm.
"Oh G-god," moaned David, leaning back against the entryway wall for support. "It's so fucking good baby!"
Eliza could count the blowjobs she had given in the past on one hand. One unsuccessful sexual experiment with her high school boyfriend, and three dutiful treats for David on his birthday. But despite her lack of experience, her desperate enthusiasm more than made up for it as she gave her husband a rapid, sloppy dick-sucking that would put a pornstar to shame.
"W-wait, slow down," panted David suddenly, his legs shaking a little. 'If you go that fast I'm going to..." But Eliza ignored his protests. This blowjob wasn't about pleasure, although her body pulsed with a filthy heat as her tongue swirled and her lips gripped. It was about hunger and primal desires that she could no longer deny. She moved even faster, desperate to receive her creamy reward despite her husband's whimpers.
David grunted as his cock twitched and jerked in his wife's mouth, spurting a hot, fresh load of cum down her throat.
Eliza swallowed... waited...
And then felt a crushing weight of disappointment. Her husband's sperm was the same disgusting warm goo it had always been. She felt nothing but distaste and annoyance as it slid down her throat.
Worthless.
She knew it wasn't his fault, but as she pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand in disgust, she couldn't help but feel a stab of annoyance at David, panting and leaning against the wall with his cock dribbling and softening between his legs.
The hunger still squirmed and roiled inside her like a living thing. David's cum hadn't affected it in the slightest. She should have known it wouldn't be that easy.
She spent the rest of the evening frantically researching. David caught her foul mood after the first few times she snapped at him, and diplomatically stayed out of her way. There wasn't much more to find. Clearly the men who used whatever awful substance had done this to her kept their discussions discreet.
She even created a new account and rejoined the Kaos server she had been booted from, scrolling back through months and months of discussions. But what she found wasn't encouraging.
The men talked about "Cumbunnies" that were stubborn or defiant... but the rebellion never lasted long. The common knowledge (on the board at least) was that once you found a way to trick a woman into consuming the oil and your cum at the same time, the hard part was already over. She would be yours completely in the end no matter what.
She also picked up on some of the slang the board members used, although she wished she hadn't.
It all added up to a tidal wave of despair. The mind-numbing craving inside her had felt unbearable a week ago. By now it was maddening. She could barely think. She was being a horrible wife to David.
Her defeated daze lasted through to the next morning as she sat at her desk, mechanically drinking flavorless coffee. She had gotten such little work done the past few days she might even be fired.
If she went to the head of HR and told them how Gene had tainted the creamer, he would be fired and likely arrested. It would be deeply satisfying to see the smug look wiped off his piggy face.
For a moment.
But the hunger would last forever. And Gene would be locked away somewhere where she couldn't ever see him. How long before she went insane? Or she wasn't able to function at all?
The choice was heavy. One way meant endless hunger. The other meant betrayal of her husband and herself.
She stood up from her desk decisively. She had made her choice. It was time to talk to HR.
...
Around an hour later, Eliza silently entered Gene's office, her face calm and neutral.
Gene's eyes flashed to hers as she entered and closed the door behind her quietly. He was on the phone, twirling the cord around one finger as he swiveled back and forth in his chair. Eliza walked slowly up to his desk.
"Great to hear," said Gene, a broad smile creeping across his face. "Why don't we do it this Friday? Mmmhmm. Sounds good. Glad we could get this worked out. Yeah. Yeah. You too." He hung up the phone and turned the full weight of his attention toward Eliza.
"I just got the most interesting call from HR," he said, holding back a laugh.
With a trembling hand, Eliza lifted the bottle of creamer to his desk and set it down gently, licking her lips. "I... I did what you asked," she said miserably. "N-now it's time to hold up your end of the bargain."
"You need to tell me exactly what you want, Bunny," said Gene, leaning forward with a smirk. "I'm not doing anything for a prim and proper princess who can't even say what she's begging for."
Eliza took a deep shuddering breath, then, looking down with a flaming blush, she whimpered, "I need your cum." it wasn't just empty words. She could feel the need burning inside her like a devouring flame. She felt her heart begin speeding up as Gene reached lazily for the bottle of creamer, casually removing the lid and seal.
"Over here, Cumbunny," said Gene with a sneer. "You did your job well. Time to watch me make your reward." Eliza approached slowly, hating the fact that her mouth was watering. She didn't want to see Gene jerk off his disgusting cock, but the fact that she was finally going to satisfy her monstrous craving made the whole obscene scenario exciting. As she circled the desk to stand above Gene, he for some reason handed her the bottle of creamer.
She looked down at it, confused, but she had no time to question what he wanted. Gene's broad hand reached up, gripped her shoulder, and exerted pressure downward, pushing her to her knees.
"Gene, I... you never said that I would..." spluttered Eliza, staring up at the horrible older man with wide intimidated eyes from her position on her knees in front of him.
"Relax!" chuckled Gene, unbuckling his belt. "Jeez, you're a cute little Cumbunny when you're nervous, aren't you? Your begging for my cum, right? I just thought it would be better if you begged from a humbler position, that's all. Really get you into the spirit of things. You always were a stuck-up bitch, after all."
He unzipped his pants and tugged them and his boxers down with one confident motion. Eliza gulped as his monstrous cock flopped out. Huge, veiny, and thick, it was a blunt weapon throbbing with masculine power. Eliza tried desperately to feel the repulsion for it that she knew she should, but all that she felt was anticipation for the creamy treat she knew would soon spurt from its tip.
"Hold the bottle up Lizzie," said Gene commandingly as he wrapped his palm around his meaty cock. "It's a small hole to aim for. Wouldn't want to miss and splatter your cute little face."
"You b-bastard," muttered Eliza, but she obeyed, holding out the creamer bottle in supplication.
"I forgot to tell you the best part," said Gene with a wicked smile. "The HR department was so eager to make things up to me after you admitted you lied about my offenses. They basically gave me a blank check... I had a long list of course. But I'm especially looking forward to your husband's public apology."
Eliza's eyes widened. "No..." she whispered.
"Oh yes," said Gene with a devilish chuckle. "Not only did I flirt with poor little Davidy's wife, not only does everybody know that I did, he's going to have to bow and scrape to me anyway in front of the entire office. And that's just the beginning of his humiliation. You really delivered your husband right into my hands, Cumbunny."
"I... I didn't want to!" whined Eliza. "I just... I just..."
"Couldn't resist," said Gene smugly, his hand pumping up and down his massive hairy cock.
"Why?" asked Eliza with a spark of anger in her voice. "Why can't I stop thinking about... your c-cum?"
Gene looked deeply amused by the question. "Have you ever heard of the hierarchy of needs, Bunny?" he asked with a grin.
"No," admitted Eliza, feeling ridiculous but perversely turned on, on her knees in front of her masturbating enemy.
"Don't worry Bunny," said Gene condescendingly, "You don't need to be a big thinker anymore. Leave the tough stuff to me. It's the idea that people have trouble pursuing higher goals when their basic needs haven't been met. People find it hard to give a shit about self-fulfillment when they can't get enough food, for instance."
Gene switched to his left hand and leaned forward suddenly, making Eliza gasp in surprise. He reached out and tapped Eliza's forehead firmly with a finger slimy from precum, filling Eliza's belly with a squirming mixture of arousal and disgust.
"I just gave you a new basic need. Like food or water. When you can't get my cum, you won't be able to think about anything else. Not love, or loyalty, or dignity. Nothing. Only how you're going to get your next gooey treat." Gene leaned back with a look of smug satisfaction on his face. "Trying to quit would be like trying to quit oxygen."
"I'll find a way," promised Eliza. But her voice sounded weak even to her own ears.
Gene scoffed. "No, Cumbunny, you won't. You're mine now. Get used to it."
As much as she wanted to resist, Eliza couldn't keep her eyes off the hand pumping up and down Gene's thick cock. She licked her lips unconsciously and held up the creamer. She needed this. Just one sip, and then she could get back to planning. She could see her husband's rival was getting close. His big, hairy balls were tightening closer to his shaft, and he was letting out soft grunts of pleasure as he stared down at his new sexual plaything.
And then suddenly he stopped. He took his hands off his throbbing, ready-to-cum dick and folded them behind his head.
"What is this?" demanded Eliza nervously, her eyes darting between Gene's beady eyes and his stiff prick, "What are you doing?"
"I'm doing nothing," said Gene stoically. "I don't feel like finishing myself off."
"That's bullshit," whined Eliza. 'You said that if I did what you said, you would... you would give me what I need!"
"You want my cum?" asked Gene in a hard, uncompromising voice. "You're going to have to be a good little Cumbunny and work for your supper. Finish me off and you can have what you want so badly."
Eliza wanted to throw the creamer at him and storm out. Backstabbing her husband by secretly sabotaging the investigation was already a deep betrayal. Physically making his worst enemy orgasm was a step further than even that.
... But the hunger was like burning hot chains she couldn't escape. She couldn't go one more night without tasting the semen her body had been forced to crave. She couldn't go one more hour.
With a moan of despair and mounting arousal, Eliza unclasped one sweaty hand from the bottle of creamer and reached out slowly...
... Clasping her delicate fingers around the hot, throbbing flesh of Gene's cock. She began stroking slowly, staring up into Gene's gloating eyes with a curious mix of hatred and soft submission. This was the man who she loathed. The man who had pestered her for months behind her husband's back. It was humiliating to give in like this. To stroke him off while humbly on her knees at his feet. Soon her fist was pumping with feverish, desperate speed, slick with her enemy's precum. Perversely, her body was heating up even further as well now that she could feel the rock-hard power of Gene's cock in her hand. Her body struggled to tell the difference between her desire for cum and genuine lust, and a twisted moist heat now throbbed between her thighs.
"Beg me," rumbled Gene above her. "Tell me what you want, Cumbunny."
"Cum for me," panted Eliza, feeling the sickening throb in her palm as Gene approached orgasm. "I need to taste it."
She held up the creamer bottle just in time, holding its small opening to the tip of Gene's swollen cock just as thick ropes of cum began spurting out. They landed with gooey plops in the nut-flavored cream, pump after pump of semen filling all of the headspace of the bottle in Eliza's hand. The shame and anger Eliza had felt was a distant, unimportant annoyance right now. She couldn't keep her eyes off the potent, pearly semen spurting in thick ropes from Gene's hairy cock. She was about to taste it. The obscene source of that taste wasn't even a downside anymore in her fevered mind. The fact that it was cum that she was craving just made her twisted lust burn brighter.
As Eliza released Gene's cock, a drop of cum from his cock fell onto her hand.
Just weeks ago Eliza would have been disgusted. Now she gasped and shuddered, but not with disgust. For some reason, just touching the cum was amazing. It tingled and warmed her where it made contact, causing buzzing, intense pleasure to flood her brain. Gene looked down with amusement at Eliza's look of dazed pleasure and chuckled. "Oh, did I forget to tell you, Bunny? It's not just the taste that gets you off. The sight, smell, and touch of my semen will be utterly pleasurable to you from now on. He reached down and wiped off the small drop of cum with a finger, then brought it to Eliza's mouth. She stared up, with a half-hearted spark of defiance, but when he pushed his blunt finger forward, she parted her lips to admit it, her body obedient even if her mind wanted to resist.
Eliza's pupils dilated and a ragged gasp tore out of her throat as Gene's cum-smeared finger hit her tongue. Her back arched instinctively, pushing her hips forward to obscenely hump the air, and her hands flew up to grab Gene's hand, pulling it deeper into her mouth. All dignity and resistance forgotten, she madly swirled and licked her tongue around Gene's thick finger, her pussy pulsing with filthy wet heat between her legs. Forget the cheap nut-flavored creamer, this was the taste she had craved. It was like whatever she found most delicious of the creamer had been distilled down to an ultra-powerful concentration. She couldn't have stopped licking if she tried.
"As you can see," continued Gene smugly, "Taking my semen orally is far stronger than skin contact." Her withdrew his finger from Eliza's greedy mouth with a wet pop and pulled his hand out of her clutching fingers, reaching down to grab the now full-to-the-brim bottle of adulterated creamer.
"Of course," he added with a nasty chuckle, staring down at the desperate Cumbunny at his feet with leering eyes, "Oral ingestion isn't the MOST intense way to feed your addiction... but you'll learn all about that in time."
Eliza didn't want to think about the implications of what Gene was saying. Her eyes were locked on the bottle of creamer that Gene was now sloshing back and forth in his hand. The drop of cum on Gene's finger had only served to whet her appetite. She couldn't wait to finally drink another satisfying cup of coffee. Finally, Gene held it out to her. The prize she had paid so much to get.
"You earned it, Cumbunny," he said in an infuriatingly condescending voice. "Let me know when you run out and we can work out another arrangement."
Now that the ordeal was over, Eliza couldn't get away fast enough. She snatched the bottle from Gene's hands and got shakily to her feet, retreating to the doorway as fast as her wobbly legs could carry her. She tried not to notice Gene staring at her ass on the way out.
When she left Gene's office, she made a beeline straight to the breakroom. Her breath felt hot and ragged in her chest and her hands fumbled things clumsily as she tried to make a cup of coffee as fast as she possibly could. Come on. Come the fuck on. Had it always taken this long? The drip of the coffee from the upper reservoir seemed torturously slow.
Eliza stared down at the full creamer bottle in her hand. Her eyes flicked to the open doorway. Fuck it. She needed this more than anything she ever had in her life. She hurried to the restroom attached to the breakroom, locked the door, and popped open the creamer bottle. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror just then. She looked like a woman in heat, face flushed, glossy lips parted, eyes wide. Miles away from the cool calm exterior she prided herself on.
But that didn't matter. Self-image was secondary to basic, primal needs.
She put the bottle of creamer to her lips and threw back her head, taking a long, thick, creamy swallow. Immediately, the most intense satisfaction she had ever felt in her life flooded her body with moist heat. She couldn't help it: suddenly she was right on the edge of orgasm. Her hand plunged down the front of her pants and worked frantically on her pussy, still hot and wet from her submissive ordeal with Gene. She swallowed again, letting the sweet rich flavor she had craved for weeks soak into every inch of her tongue.
Her pussy clenched hard around her fingers and an animal moan rumbled in her throat. Her thighs weakened and shook, forcing her to collapse onto the toilet. She was cumming. She was fucking cumming just from the taste of Gene's filthy sperm flowing down her throat. And as humiliating as that was, the deep relief of having her itch thoroughly scratched made the entire thing feel worth it.
After her orgasm subsided, Eliza managed to lower the bottle from her lips with a great effort. She panted and groaned, looking at herself again in the mirror. Thick sticky cream dripped down from her chin, and her hand was shiny with her own juices. If Gene's goal was to turn her into a pathetic slut, it looked like she was already most of the way there.
But she had to fight back. There had to be a way out of this. And, as humiliating and disgusting as it was, the new bottle of creamer gave her some breathing room. Eliza sloshed it and winced to hear that at least a quarter of it was gone already from her little self-indulgence. She would have to ration the rest wisely.
By the time she needed a refill, she had to have some sort of plan.
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Chapter 2: Assumptions & Administration
Caleb went to the party hoping to get laid. That didn't happen. In fact he'd humiliated himself in front of no less than three beautiful girls. He'd been rejected, berated, and unable to perform. And yet, somehow, he felt no shame. In fact, the morning after the party, Caleb bounced with a swing in his step down to the communal bathrooms, whistling a chipper tune.
All was right in the world: he scored Hailey Gray's number.
Caleb slept on a plastic sheet the night before to keep the paint from coming off on his sheets, for all the good that did. But now, he scrubbed away the neon paint that caked his body. But it was those two single strokes in vivid blue that he hesitated to wash away. He could still feel the gentle press of her finger to his chest and the swipes: down and left, then right.
Caleb smiled to himself. Such a small thing to remember, but he knew it would stick with him for a long time. The hot soapy water rinsed his pale body of Hailey's paint, and Caleb whistled to himself as fog clouded the room, letting his mind wander.
Chuck's ominous warnings about Hailey's character did give Caleb pause. After all, even if the rumors were overblown urban legends, Hailey did give the impression that she might be... a little dangerous to men. Maybe. Surely, there had to be some truth behind the rumors, even if they were only malicious slander. Maybe she really was some sort of evil seductress? But no, that was the kind of fear and self-doubt that made Boring Caleb a nobody. Dangerous or not, Caleb knew that he would never be able to forgive himself if he didn't take his shot with the hottest woman he had ever met.
In the end, he waited a day so he didn't seem desperate, then he texted her.
[Hey Hailey. This is Caleb. Had a great time the other night :) So, when's the next party?]
He sat in the library, staring with anticipation at his phone for a solid five minutes. No reply.
She must be busy. It had to be a lot of work to be a sorority president. Caleb, with some
effort, forced himself to put his phone down and crack open a textbook.
An hour later, there was still no response. And none that evening, nor the next day nor the next nor even the one after that. Caleb fought the urge to text again with herculean strength. The last thing he wanted was to seem desperate... despite the fact that he was indeed becoming quite desperate.
He just had to wait and hope that Hailey hadn't forgotten about him completely.
...
Hailey Gray rose with the sun, grumbling to herself as she flicked her alarm off with a finger. She had always been a big believer in Ben Franklin's proverb "early to bed, early to rise, makes a bitch healthy, wealthy, and wise", but her social responsibilities occasionally made the "early to bed" part impossible. And frankly, it sucked that she had to be up at six while the other girls slept in until ten or even later. Still, she did take comfort in the thought that she was gaining some kind of logistical edge.
As she showered, styled her hair, completed her eleven-step skincare routine, and applied her everyday makeup, Hailey ran through her checklist for the morning in her head. She clicked her tongue and sighed, turning her head as she surveyed her work. Flawless, like always. Hailey loved to boast and when you were as hot and accomplished as her, bragging was easy. She was kicking ass at running the campus's most prestigious sorority and looking good doing it on a daily basis.
Someone ought to give her another medal.
Her first order of business was their weekly chair meeting. It was the easiest to schedule first
because, as her direct underlings, she could force the chairs to wake up as early as she
wanted. She floated with her average angelic authority into the Conference Suite, the spooky,
overdramatic war room that housed all chair meetings. Hailey, naturally the first to arrive,
took her seat in the circle of high-backed chairs. Hailey thought the whole aesthetic of the room was stupid, but what could she do? The gothic décor had been like that for seventy-something years, and had too much tradition behind it to change.
Taylor, the house manager, was the first to arrive. Out of all the chair members, Taylor was
possibly the only one who worked harder than Hailey. The demure blonde skittered into the room, large box of donuts in hand, eyes fixated on the ground. "Good Morning, President Gray." She squeaked. Hailey rolled her eyes. Taylor was a grade-A Wuss. If it wasn't for her total lack of a spine, she would've been a shoo-in for president when Hailey graduated next year. But, instead, she just made an incredibly efficient steward.
"Morning, Peanut. Donut, please," said Hailey mildly. Taylor was a honey over vinegar kind of girl and Hailey knew that. No amount of yelling would get that girl to work harder. She just had to be coaxed sweetly and gently and she would do anything her superior asked. Hailey extended her hand and Taylor ran over and placed a small pink donut in her hand. She had the girl in the Mary Janes trained like a dog. If only all of the people in her life were as obedient.
"Good girl, Peanut." She said, patting the sister's head. Taylor smiled and took her seat at Hailey's left side, unpacking a half dozen binders and folders. The rest of the sisters filed in, only tall and dark Maura, the treasurer, was late, by about five minutes. Hailey noted her stumbling in with flat, unimpressed expression.
Today's meeting was mostly about the Halloween party. And, as per tradition, the brothers from their paired fraternity were trying to fuck over the sorority about this event as well.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa," said Hailey, cutting off Tara, the Social Chair, with an impatient wave of her hand. "Let me get this straight, after we just funded and hosted the Neon Welcome Mixer, the boys want us to fund AND decorate for the Halloween Party as well? Did I get that right?"
"Well," said Tara with a pained grimace, clearly unhappy to be caught in the crossfire of the sorority and fraternity president, "He said that since they always have to do Homecoming and the Spring Formal, that it made sense for..."
"No," said Hailey flatly. "That wasn't the agreement. Party hosts fund the party. You can tell Mark to go fuck himself."
Tara gave her a look of nervous horror and Hailey rolled her eyes. "Fine! I'll tell him to go fuck
himself."
"The brothers are pretty shit at decorating though," murmured Grace, this year's Academics Chair. The girl gently stuck her tongue between her teeth and glanced mercurially up at her best friend and president. Hailey glared at her, then snorted.
"Whatever. We can decorate. But every penny is coming out of the Birchwood society's treasury," said Hailey firmly. Some of the sisters had an ingrained deference to their paired fraternity, and it was an important part of Hailey's job to act as the sorority backbone in many cases. Grace would be hand cleaning the Birchwood Society's tightie whities if she wasn't around.
The meeting wrapped up with a few various complaints and bits of gossip from around the sorority. It would have seemed frivolous to an outside observer, but it was an important part of dealing with issues in the house. The girls were willing to gossip about problems that they never would have dared to bring up as a formal complaint.
Hailey mentally flagged three issues as worthy of a follow-up. Sisters Reese and Jia were in a semi-serious spat over which one would get to date their skinny white pot dealer. A squabble teetering on the edge of a more serious fight if it wasn't quashed ASAP. Then Tara's concerning report from one of the new pledges named Claire. She bizarrely claimed that one of the Birchwood pledges had conducted a single-man panty raid while disguised in women's clothing. Luckily it seems Claire knew who the culprit was, so having his frat dreams squashed would be as simple as texting Mark. And of course, most pressingly, there was a rumor that it was fucking Vi who kept leaving sticky rings of Mountain Dew on the coffee table.
God, her life was exciting.
"Alright ladies," said Hailey sharply, clapping her hands, "Good meeting. Let Nadia know if anything crops up that needs to be added to next meeting's agenda. Let's go out there and kill another week. Meeting adjourned, Maura, you stay."
Maura looked panicked as the other girls filed out of the room, chatting and laughing. Panicking was natural after how sloppy she had been with sorority funds.
Hailey's phone buzzed. She sighed. "One sec," she said, pulling her phone out irritably. If it was just some guy, she would simply ignore it. But she had a Simpspace shoot planned later, so it wouldn't be unusual to get a text from...
[Show me that pussy. Now.]
Him.
Hailey gave a frustrated sigh and rubbed her thumb distractedly across her forehead. Talk about bad timing.
She weighed her options. If she didn't respond for a few minutes, He would most likely get angry at her for ignoring Him, but if she responded and said she was busy, he'd be mad at her for talking back. But a mean text in ten minutes was better than a mean text right now, so biding her time, she impatiently stuffed her phone back in her pocket and refixed her glare onto Maura's downcast, bloodshot brown eyes. Hailey had planned to give her a thorough chewing out, but it looked like she was going to get the short version, the lucky bitch.
"Maura," said Hailey sharply, her hazel eyes blazing with displeasure. "Buying alcohol for parties with sorority funds is one of your duties as treasurer. Buying alcohol with sorority funds and drinking it with your friends is embezzlement."
Maura's face was a picture of frightened misery; pale and drained of blood. Normally, she would be right to worry. Hailey had planned to thoroughly rake her over the coals. But it turned out she had no time.
"Hailey..." she spluttered pathetically, "I... well I just..."
"I'm not interested in half-hearted improv, Maura. I don't want you to invent an excuse, I want you to skip straight to 'Yes, Madame President, I won't fuck it up again."
"Yes, Madame President, it won't happen again," said Maura in a small voice, her eyes welling up.
"That's not what I said, dummy. Say it how I said it. 'Yes, Madame President, I won't fuck up
Again'."
"Yes, Madame President, I won't fuck up again"
"By doing what?" said Hailey slowly, as though speaking to a child.
"By stealing money to buy Peach Schnapps." Tears streamed down her cheeks.
"Or any alcohol! Say it!"
"Or any other alcohol, Madame President." Maura squeaked out.
"Look at that!" said Hailey in mock surprise, "She has a brain after all! Now get the fuck out of
here and shut the door behind you."
Maura scurried out in obsequiousness, leaving Hailey by herself in the creepy meeting room. The hawkish eyes of President Elenore De Fontaine's portrait bore through the tall back of the chair and into the base of her skull. Such a sister, such a friend, always dare to help again.
She felt a migraine coming on.
Hailey sighed heavily and closed her eyes, taking a solitary moment to herself. It was just her
and the ghosts of dozens of women who preceded her.
Then she swiftly tugged off her white paper bag shorts and pink panties and rolled her hips forward to the edge of her president's chair, exposing her pussy. She was starting from a base level of zero arousal, but sending a pussy pic like that just wasn't done. Poor form. Hailey maintained a certain mystique as a sexual goddess, so she needed to be hot, dewy, and ready in every picture. She would have to warm herself up, and quickly.
A little mental stimulation would speed up the process... Hailey scrolled past His demanding text and filed through her inbox to see if there were any juicy updates on any of her projects.
Simpspace dickpic, paypig direct deposit, a dozen unread texts from unsaved numbers. One unread message was from someone named "Caleb". She paused for half a second. Did she know a Caleb? Well anyway, he couldn't have been that interesting if she left him on read. She continued scrolling... Same boring correspondence, and not a single new development in any of her social experiments. Except...
Ahh, Seven Inch Shawn. She was very proud of her progress on this particular project. She read Shawn's latest text as her fingers began delicately flexing and arching between her legs, warming her up.
[I'm not sure I can go through with it, Hailey. It's starting to feel like she's getting into it. I don't think she understands that this is just a game!]
Hailey chuckled, a familiar and delicious twist of dark arousal building inside her. It was the kind of throbbing, thumping knot that only her little games could tie for her. The thumb on her free hand danced across the phone keyboard.
[But that's the point, isn't it, hotshot? You don't have to actually DO anything, but you have to prove that you could have. That was the bet. You bragged to me that you could seduce ANYONE. Are you getting cold feet now? Did you forget the reward I promised you? ]
Dots. Immediately. Seven Inch Shawn was waiting. Desperate. Weak.
[Helen told my dad that she's "looking forward to some bonding time" with me while he's away this weekend. God Hailey, she was eyefucking me while she said it. Right in front of him! I'm starting to worry about what she might tell him, even though we won't "do anything".]
Hailey's fingers were beginning to make wet sounds as they rubbed harder and deeper
between her legs. Shawn needed a little push... And so did she...
[You're overthinking it, Shawn. Just bring the situation right up to the edge this weekend like you promised, and you can write it off as an innocent misunderstanding. No one would believe that you actually wanted to fuck your stepmom. Don't be silly! ;P]
Done. Hot, dewy, and ready. Not waiting for Shawn's irrelevant reply, Hailey exited the messaging app, and opened her camera. She was well and truly warmed up now, and time was wasting.
She wriggled and shifted her hips to get the angle perfect before taking a few shots, with her hand placed just so in an artful and alluring pose. There. That should sate His appetite for a little while. Just seven minutes from his order, she sent off the photo and added a caption.
[I've been thinking about tonight!! Can't wait for our shoot, Daddy!!! XOXO]
His rapid response was Hemmingway chic, as usual.
[Good Girl. You want Daddy to tie you up and fuck you hard don't you? Tell me you want to get fucked from behind.]
Hailey carefully considered her response as she shimmied back into her white shorts. She had to try to redirect him: the last five or six videos she had made in a row with Him had been BDSM themed. She needed more variety in her content if she was going to hit her quarterly subscriber goals.
[Awww, Daddy! Don't you want to spoil your fav kitty? You know I love it when you fck me tender! Let's go soft tonite :)] She pursed her lips and hit send. Not her finest work, but there was always a chance that -
[No. Let the paypig hand jockeys see me fuck that pussy how I like. You want to let Daddy fuck you right. Don't you?]
Shit. His question marks were never really question marks. In his hand, they were as definitive as a period. Well, she would have to film a separate JOI video or something to spice up her channel, because there was no talking to Him when he got like this.
[Of course, Daddy. I can't wait for you to fuck your slutty little kitty hard tonight.]
Wait.
[You own this pussy] She added quicky.
Dots. Dots. Pause. Nothing. Was it enough?
[Good girl, Hailey.]
Great. It was. Ok, that was Him taken care of for the moment.
Just a few more dozen fires to put out before lunch.
...
It turned out that solving Jia and Reese's fight over the pot dealer involved a listening ear and shoulder to cry on more than Hailey's stern Madame President persona. Hailey tended to enjoy tough love more than the soft variety, but occasionally honey worked better than vinegar when settling disputes.
Hailey left the pair of stoners crying and embracing, rubbing runny mascara onto each others shoulders. She mentally dusted off her hands. Yet another in a long line of conflicts resolved. Yet... something was nagging at her, buzzing around in the back of her brain.
Caleb. The unsaved number that texted her.
Just another unread message in an inbox filled with them. It shouldn't bother her, but she felt like she should know that name. Like it belonged to someone. Not someone of any significance, of course. Hailey had a remarkable memory for important names, dates, locations, and images. This name was unremarkable, she was sure of it. As was the face to whom it belonged. She spun through the rolodex of names and faces in her mind, classmates, school administrators, brothers of sisters, friends of brothers, various step-fathers, all neatly filed in the cards of her mind. And yet the flittering memory of this "Caleb" danced just out of reach.
As she passed through the kitchen, she saw Nadia perched atop the edge of the butcher block island, halfway through slurping down one of her disgusting fat-free yogurts. "Heyy!" Hailey sang with a conspiratorial undertone, her eyes glancing aside. Leveraging herself up onto the counter beside her favorite olive-skinned girl, Hailey grabbed Nadia's hair impulsively and gave it a sniff. The sweet ping of pomegranate tickled the back of her nose.
Nadia did not react at Hailey's compulsive mid-morning ritual. Besides, she rather enjoyed how gently Hailey touched her hair. "Nice." Hailey grinned, moving on. "Guess who I just exchanged texts with?'
The slim dark-haired sister gave Hailey a gleeful grin. "Oh shit! Don't tell me you got him to flirt with her!"
Hailey cackled. "He's not just flirting, you fucking doubter. Shawn is going to get nasty with his stepmom this weekend, I guaren-fucking-tee it!"
"You beautiful little monster!" laughed Nadia, unable to stop smiling. She grabbed the blonde's shoulder and pulled her into an embrace. "I could kiss you... But I'd be afraid to catch whatever fucked up brain disease makes you act the way you do."
Hailey rolled her eyes, taking the vicious jab as the compliment Nadia intended. She broke the hug. "Hey, when a five two douche cheats on one of my besties, I destroy him. No mercy for fuckboys."
Nadia shook her head. The persistent smile still haunting her lips as she took another big spoonful of yogurt. Hailey hesitated (she didn't want to make it look like she was thinking too hard about some guy), but decided to ask Nadia. If anybody would know, it was her.
"Hey, so, Nadia, do we know a Caleb?" She asked casually. If she didn't figure out which Caleb she gave her phone number to, it was going to drive her crazy.
"Caleb Yoder?" asked Nadia with a puzzled look.
"Not Caleb Yoder," said Hailey flatly. Yoder was a chubby younger member of one of the lesser fraternities that sometimes came to parties. He'd made a name for himself by setting his pubes on fire and then dry-humping his roommate. Twice. Hailey, like most girls at Tomlin, wouldn't give Yoder her number if her life depended on it.
"Then I don't fucking know, you dumb bitch." said Nadia cooly, "There are probably a dozen
Calebs on campus. Why?"
Hailey showed her the text. Hailey usually preferred a little bit more distance between her and the sorority girls. Nadia and Grace were the sole exceptions. It was a measure of how much she trusted the raven-haired cynic. Nadia was savvy council and one of the few people Hailey could feasibly believe was smarter than herself.
"You got the text on the 18th," Nadia pointed out. "It's someone from the Blacklight Party. Was it one of those guys who were first fighting over you?"



"No," said Hailey, smirking at the memory. "I didn't give them my number, that's for damn sure."
Those two had been an entertaining little night's diversion. She had ended up getting them into a room together, promising them both a handjob. But she had twisted the promise of two handjobs into two simultaneous handjobs... with the added stipulation that they made out with each other the entire time.
She hadn't even told Nadia about that. It would definitely stop those two from making a scene over her again. Maybe it would make them stop fighting over any women period if the way they explored each other's mouths was any indication.
"Well there's one surefire way to find out," said Nadia with a shrug, spooning out the last of her low-fat cow goop. Hailey glared incredulously. Nadia sighed. "Text him back, dumbass. It's not, like, rocket science. Just say you don't know who the fuck he is, you probably gave him your number by accident. Boys love that. They'll tell you their whole life story." She said, scooping her last bite into her hungry mouth.
A novel idea. Texting a strange man back. It went directly against Hailey's personal policy of only showing interest in men tactically, but it was hard to deny Nadia's point. The mystery of Caleb and his stupid little smiley face. With a performatively petulant grumble, Hailey jumped off the counter, grabbed a clementine, and sulked out of the room. Catching herself in the frame of the kitchen door, she turned back to her dearest girl friend. "By the way. You're eating too much fucking dairy. You're starting to look fat. Just wanted to let you know." Hailey left the room, Nadia casually calling curses after her.
Hailey, long an expert at multitasking, peeled her fresh clementine with her left hand and fired off a text with her right.
[Who are you again exactly?]
And with that, she went about her day.
She felt a few replies buzz on her smartwatch as she was having a heated conversation about the funding of the annual Halloween party with Mark, the Birchwood Society president, but didn't have time to check them until later. Later came at one o'clock as she sat down at her favorite deli and took her beloved lunch break (Vegan bagels and lox, for the curious). Today she was eating with Iris and Daisy, a pair of twin freshman pledges she saw some chair potential in. As the twins chatted happily among themselves about their love of tennis and tequila, Hailey took a moment to herself and checked her phone.
[Remember? From the Blacklight party? On the balcony?]
Then a few minutes later,
[... I jerked off for you.]
Ooooh shit! THAT Caleb. Now Hailey remembered it clearly.
A rather minor little game, so tame it had slipped her mind. It was hardly memorable compared to any of the other projects she was working on. Inconsequential was the word that came to
mind. But as her memory returned to her she saw him clearly: Caleb, the loser freshman, good for a quick laugh.
Well...
Hailey considered just blocking him, swiping a carrot through her side of hummus and chewing it thoughtfully. Then she shrugged. Her memory of Caleb, vague as it was, was positive. He seemed cute, and his willingness to obey was certainly intriguing. She was curious what the little guy thought he could do to impress her when a nerdy little sophomore girl had been beyond his capabilities.
[Right! How are things? Actually, scored with any girls lately, or still striking out?]
She texted with a faint smirk on her face. She would give Caleb the five minutes it would take her to finish her lunch and wrap up with the twins. After that, she needed to review wardrobe options for her Simpspace shoot, not to mention working on her theories of socioeconomics homework.
[Well, I guess that's up to you, isn't it? When can we hang out?] Came the lightning-fast reply.
Hailey covered her mouth to stop carrot chucks from flying out as she laughed. This cheeky little dork! It felt like she was a tiger being stalked by a kitten. Both hilarious and adorable.
[Caleb, I'll be real. I'm a busy woman who gets a lot of male interest. You might think you've earned my attention with your kinky little stunt, but honey, I promise you, you haven't. You got some dirty talk from me and scored my number. Take the W and your bragging rights and walk away. Byyyye]
Hailey shook her head with a smile. Honestly, it felt like her good deed for the day. This innocent little freshman had no idea how thoroughly she could ruin a bright-eyed little boy like him. But she was throwing this fish back. Too small to eat.
But Caleb had bigger balls than she thought.
[So how kinky does a stunt have to be to earn your attention?]
Hailey raised her eyebrows and popped the last of her bagel into her mouth, chewing viciously. Ok, the little dweeb wants to know how high the bar is? Let's give him a reality check.
[A private show won't cut it, Freshie. You want me to applaud your bravery? Streak across campus. Buck naked. From the quad all the way to the LG's house. Then we can "hang out"]
Hailey's lunch was over, and she had work to do. She locked her phone without waiting for a reply and stood. She wished the twins well, as she went onto her next in her long list of tasks. She had offered Caleb a chance to walk away without bruising his ego, and this is what it got him. Now he would have to experience what it felt like to embarrassingly chicken out. Her phone buzzed a couple of times as she laid out possible lingerie sets for her BDSM shoot later, but she didn't bother to read them. The giant alien dildo pulled more focus in the room than any text from a freshman dork could...
Caleb had killed five minutes of boredom during lunch, but when it came down to it, he was just another in a long line of amusing little personalities that made up her day. Just another boy vying for her attention. Just another thing little thing trying to pull her focus. But she had her priorities straight. She had her goals. And she had Him. When it came to priorities, responding to the freshman was ... inconsequential.
...
Chapter 3 Vaults & Vanishing
A few days later...
Caleb sat on a bench in the quad in a ratty old t-shirt: "Roosevelt High" in blue and silver block lettering rounded the top of a decaying eagle's wings. The pockets of his paint stained sweatpants were empty, his palms were sweaty, and his stomach was roiling with acid and nerves.
Was this what it would always feel like to be the man? A constant swirl of anxiety and unease? Or was this just a crucible he had to go through to get there? He tried to silence the voices in his head as they whispered a thousand doubts. But he found no relief in his mediation. "This is it" his mind repeated over and over. Ultimatum. Ultimatum. Ultimatum. Would life now be only ultimatums and contronting his fear? It sounds exhausting, Caleb thought. And yet, he'd reached this pivotal moment, and this single moment felt like it would reflect the rest of his life.
He had tried a few different tactics to reach out to Hailey and convince her to back off from her challenge. Nothing worked. In fact, since she had dropped her demand to streak, Hailey hadn't answered Caleb's texts at all.
This was it. As far as pursuing Hailey went, Caleb's options had narrowed to this singularity.
If he could do this, she was interested.
If he could not, she wasn't.
And Caleb wasn't ready to give up his crazy, improbable dream yet.
Caleb kicked off the old slippers he wore. His whole wardrobe for this outing was intended to be disposable. He let out a shaky breath, working up his courage. This wasn't going to get any easier... it was in the middle of a class period now, and if he waited too long the quad was going to get a lot more crowded.
Moving quickly, Caleb stood from the bench and pulled off his old high school t-shirt, shedding another layer of Boring Caleb's comfortable hide. A handful of students lounged around the grassy square, basically the minimum that was ever there. So far, he hadn't caught any attention. The weather was getting cooler, but the sight of a shirtless guy on the quad was still unremarkable.
This next part was, unfortunately, going to draw a few more looks. In one swift motion, Caleb dropped his pants and stepped out of them, releasing his cock and balls to the warm fall sunshine and the eyes of any student who happened to glance his way. His heart rate exploded. He was totally nude. And as he strode forward, farther from his discarded sweatpants, he couldn't help but feel more naked with each step.
If he didn't want to get caught and answer some very awkward questions, Caleb had to move. Immediately. He set off in a wild sprint, his burst of movement finally drawing the eyes of his fellow students. He heard gasps and laughter as he moved down the tree-lined sidewalk toward University Avenue.
In theory, his route was simple. The Ladies of the Grove had their house practically on campus, and there were only two turns on the way, Left onto University Avenue, and then right a couple blocks down onto Williams Boulevard, otherwise known as "Greek Row". He had walked the distance yesterday, just as a way of psyching himself up. It had felt short. A ten-minute walk when strolling at a leisurely pace. But even yesterday, he knew that it would feel like an eternity when he was naked.
That instinct was right on the money. Caleb felt his breath burn in his throat as he made the left turn onto University Avenue. He wished he was in better shape. The pavement felt cold and cruelly hard as his feet slapped against it. He hadn't realized how awkward and painful it would be to run without underwear. It felt like his cock and balls bounced and jolted with every step.
As he stared down the length of University Avenue, lined with lecture halls and administration buildings, the distance he still had to go felt impossibly far. But it was too late to give up. Running back to his clothes wasn't an option either. It was do-or-die time. A car whizzed past, and some shaggy-headed dork hung out the window, phone extended in his hand. 'Smile, pervert!" He yelled raucously, and Caleb raised a hand to try to shield his face. His heart felt like it would explode from a combination of adrenaline and exertion.
He kept moving, his muscles beginning to protest. It felt like he had been running for hours, but he could see that he still had a block to go before his turn. Oddly, the bouncing and jostling between his legs was getting less pronounced as he began to... physically respond. As his legs and heart pumped at breakneck speed, his cock had for some reason decided to wake up and begin stiffening.
It was hardly an ideal time... If anybody saw him sprinting down the street with a boner, they wouldn't just think that he was pulling a harmless prank; they would see him as a pervert. And maybe, honestly, he was. Despite his nervousness, he had found this entire task uncomfortably erotic from the time Hailey had first posed the challenge. It wasn't that he was turned on by strangers seeing him naked... It was more the thrill of doing this because a beautiful woman had told him to. Even during this adrenaline-soaked sprint, he couldn't stop picturing Hailey's eyes, glittering with interest as she learned that the little freshman had actually done it.
Caleb was finally nearing the second turn. He was almost home free. Once he made the right turn down Greek Row, the LGs house was just a block and a half further on.
Things were going smoothly up to this point: besides the car and the people on the quad, the campus was fairly quiet at this time of day. There had been one or two people walking along University Avenue who had stopped and stared, but overall Caleb had gotten lucky. But as he made the right turn, his breath beginning to come in hot, ragged gasps, Caleb's luck ran out. The frat house a little way down from the corner, between him and the house of the Ladies of the Grove, had a handful of people sitting outside on lawn chairs in the fall sunshine. As the lounging students caught sight of him, Caleb heard one male voice yell, "Yo, what the fuck?!" blending with the disgusted shrieks of the girls sitting with the group.
From what he knew about frat guys, Caleb guessed he was in trouble. Caleb looked neither big nor intimidating, and "stopping a pervert" was a reason to beat someone up that was perfectly socially acceptable. He tried to force his tired legs to put on some speed, but a tall surly looking frat boy with a backward baseball cap had already jogged down the short slope of the lawn in front of Caleb, planting himself on the sidewalk between Caleb and his destination.
Caleb had only a split second to respond. His mind raced as he considered his options. He was a naked man with a boner and a considerable distance between him and any clothes. Even if he turned and ran, there would be no guarantee that the frat brother wouldn't come after him. The tall man smirking at him from the sidewalk ahead looked a lot more athletic than Caleb. Not to mention, much taller and stronger. Even if Caleb hadn't just sprinted for a few minutes, it wouldn't be a fair race.
But the LG's sorority house was only a block away. Caleb had to risk it. It wasn't just the only option that got him his promised reward from Hailey, it was the only chance he had to avoid being beaten to a pulp by a frat brother trying to impress some girls. Caleb sped up as he ran directly at the smugly grinning frat boy in front of him.
Caleb was no athlete, and, based on his physique, the frat brother most likely was. But Caleb did have one distinct advantage: he had a lot more at stake. Reaching deep and going above and beyond his normal capabilities, Caleb somehow performed a perfect fake-out, darting one way, then the other. It worked better than he ever could have hoped. Not only did the taller, buffer man take the bait, he stepped on a wet patch of grass and ate shit, tumbling to the ground as Caleb rushed past his grasping hand.
Caleb laughed in nervous glee as his adrenaline granted him a burst of speed. But he heard two troubling sounds behind him. The first was the laughter of the girls watching from their lawn chairs, and the second was the result of the female mockery: a roar of rage from the man he had juked. Shit. Caleb was about to have a pursuer.
This was bad. The sorority house was close, but Caleb realized now that reaching the house wouldn't guarantee his safety. If he ran to the front door and rang the doorbell, he would be caught by the enraged frat bro behind him before some poor unsuspecting sister had a chance to answer and get flashed.
Which left him with only one option.
Caleb sprinted past the door of the LG's house and toward the fence surrounding their pool. He had no time to consider if getting over the wooden privacy fence was even possible: he would have to make it work if he didn't want a frat bro to turn him into a wet smear on the pavement. With the grace of an Olympic vaulter, he leapt through the air, grabbed the top of the fence, and, with a titanic effort, hauled himself over to land on the patio of the sorority house, scraping his naked thighs badly on the top of the fence in the process.
His enraged pursuer was just feet behind him. Caleb looked back to see a red, furious face rise
above the edge of the fence... Then, unexpectedly, the brother looked toward the pool over Caleb's head, winced, and retreated. Caleb felt a thrill of triumph until he turned and saw what had made the frat brother back off.
A crowd of Ladies of the Grove had been hanging out around the pool, and they were visibly displeased to see a naked freshman parkour into their backyard.
...
A splash and girls screeching in alarm and displeasure ripped through Hailey's focused concentration.
Hailey heard the commotion even through her closed balcony door. She kicked away the lowly freshman pledge who'd been giving her a pedicure, closed her laptop atop her Advanced Marketing homework, threw on a robe, and stepped out onto the balcony to see what all the fuss was about.
The situation was evident prima facie: there was a naked man in the sorority pool and a gathering crowd of sisters were swiftly becoming increasingly unhappy with that fact. Half a dozen girls simply jeered and screamed at the pool-bobbing pervert. Diminutive Taylor, her face a mortified cherry red, averted her eyes while unsuccessfully swatting at the unwelcome nudist with a pool skimmer thrice her height. A now reconciled Reese and Jia were half- amused and half-scandalized, creating more noise than most as they playfully shrieked, throwing pool noodles and floaties at the naked man. Vi, the grungy, soulful musician and ruiner of coffee tables, was in the process of tugging her shirt over her head, preparing to jump into the pool and teach that degenerate the error of his ways.
It took a second longer for Hailey to understand the true meaning of the scene. She looked at the man in her pool, and their eyes locked.
Caleb the Freshie.
Suddenly, Hailey had no difficulty remembering Caleb. As their eyes met, the memories of that night on the balcony came flooding back into her mind. She felt her breath catch slightly as she remembered the faint spark she had felt between them, and how he had so willingly obeyed her obscene command. Compared to most of her fun little games, it had been tame... but there was something about Caleb's wide-eyed willingness that was very... exciting. And seeing him naked in that pool, completely at her mercy? Well. It was interesting, to say the least.
As hard to believe as it was, the naive little Freshie had done it: accomplished the task she set because she thought it would be impossible for him. Hailey kept her face cool and impassive, but she couldn't deny it: she was impressed with his daring.
Caleb stared up at her with an odd bend of defiance and eagerness. He demanded a chance from her... a chance to serve further. And, despite her desire to let him off the hook earlier, Hailey felt like she might be inclined to grant him that chance. How many times could a mouse beg to play with a cat before the cat gave in and indulged him?
But if Caleb had been hoping for a warm welcome, he was a little too naive. Hailey was the sorority president, and her policy on strange men jumping naked into the house pool had to be unambiguous.
Feeling warm curiosity toward her new prey, Hailey opened her mouth to pronounce judgement.
...
When the doors to Hailey's room flew open and she swept out to her balcony's railing, she looked as cold and regal as a queen, a fluttering silk robe plastered to her beautiful body by the chilly early autumn wind. Her strawberry blonde hair was swept back elegantly by the breeze, and her silky- smooth tanned legs were delliciously bare beneath the short robe. The dominant president's hazel eyes flashed in the afternoon sunlight as she quickly surveyed the scene. And then her head turned... Their eyes locked. Caleb's entire body broke out in goosebumps, sparks shooting between them from the eye contact. It was as if he could feel her eyes reaching into his very soul. Even in the icy cold water of the pool, he could feel heat crackle in his heart.
Caleb knew he had finally succeeded in capturing Hailey Gray's attention. Yet even in the glow of that fleeting moment of connection, Caleb was unsure whether that was a good thing or a bad thing, despite his herculean effort to acquire it.
More and more girls were coming out of the patio doors, drawn by the commotion. A small crowd of increasingly disgruntled sorority sisters was gathering around the pool. Hailey raised a hand for quiet from her perch above the action, her face grim, but her eyes sparkling with concealed amusement. "Ladies! Stay calm now," she said in a detached voice,her eyes never leaving Caleb's. "This is hardly the first time that the ladies of the grove have had to deal with an unwelcome pervert. What's the matter, little guy? Can't get girls to look at your dick unless you flash it in public?"



Among the crowd of annoyed women, there was one bark of laughter, and Caleb recognized Grace, the cute Asian sister from the night on the balcony, standing with a grin splitting her face. She gave him an inconspicuous wave. She was even cuter in the daylight.
A tall sister with a nose ring, who had been preparing to jump in the pool after him and haul him out before Hailey appeared, cracked her knuckles with a look of disdain and called up to Hailey, "So what are we going to do with the little worm, prez?"
"Crucify him!" exclaimed one of the girls who'd pelted him with pool noodles. Her cohort cackled and pulled her arm.
Shit. What were they going to do with him? Hailey might be secretly pleased that Caleb completed the task she had set, but she showed no signs of publicly bailing him out. The murmuring crowd of Sorority girls looked unforgiving... Would Hailey really be cruel enough to turn him over to them and let them "teach him a lesson"?
On the balcony, Hailey's lip curled up in disdain as she leaned forward languidly on the balcony. "Oh, I don't know..." she said with a performative sigh, "The little perv likes running, right? Let's give him a chance. Give him a five-minute head start, then call the cops."
Caleb hoped that Hailey was joking, but he could tell by the looks of eager amusement on the faces of the sisters surrounding the pool that they knew Hailey was serious. He looked back up to Hailey, who, with just the slightest quirk of her lips, raised her hands to untie her silky robe.
"Here, take this," she said with affected disinterest, "I'll let you borrow it for a while, but I
expect you to return it. Just make sure you come to the house fully clothed next time."
The feminine, silky robe fluttered down from the balcony, and, not waiting around to give him a show, Hailey turned on her heel to return to her room. Caleb was left with just a fleeting glimpse of her swaying panty-clad ass as she disappeared from sight.
Caleb stared after her, filled with longing, arousal, and apprehension. That was one powerful woman.
His thoughts were interrupted by the tall sorority sister, who cleared her throat with a cruel smile.
"I would hurry if I were you, perv," she said with a raised eyebrow, "I started counting when Hailey said 'give him five minutes'. You're running out of time!"
...
It took a few hours for Caleb to text Hailey again. She had a firm policy of never being the one to initiate text conversations with her projects. Let them tie their own noose, she often thought. This time, however, she was interested in talking with him, so she deigned to answer him right away.
[As promised, (1) streaking mission. So now I officially have ur attention, right? I'd really love
to spend some more time with u. ;)]
Hailey chuckled to herself, laying back on her bed and closing her marketing textbook. She liked this kid's boldness, but he was going to have to have an attitude adjustment. Now that he was officially one of her projects, Caleb was going to have to learn how to treat Hailey with respect.
[I have to admit, Caleb, I didn't think you had it in you. Color me impressed. I'll admit you have my interest. For now. I think I said we could spend some time together if you got naked in public for me. What did you have in mind, Freshie?]
Hailey's mind toyed with different ideas for Caleb. He seemed to have a thing for exhibitionism... that would be an interesting avenue to pursue. He also seemed to respond with odd positivity the other night to her and Grace making fun of him. Maybe she could get him hooked on humiliation and ruin normal relationships for him forever.With an innocent little guy like him, there were almost too many possibilities. It was like being handed a blank canvas. Hailey couldn't wait to get started. Her opening move would all depend on how the horny little perv requested to "spend time". Would he want a hand job? Tit-job? Was he brave enough to skip straight to requesting sex?
Ah, but of course he'd jump straight to requesting sex. That had been the obsession of all the virgins she'd played with. They had, as Hailey had observed in her trial data, limited imagination and inordinate desperation that made sex a very easy carrot to hold over their head. A virgin would do almost anything to get deflowered. And once they'd had you, forget about it. They became putty in a pretty girl's hand.
She looked down eagerly as Caleb replied.
[I have a couple ideas in mind for dates! But we could do whatever is interesting to you. Are there any places in town you've been wanting to check out?]
Hailey stared down at her phone in confusion for a moment before letting out a soft puff of incredulous laughter. A fucking date? I mean, that was within the definition of "spending time" together, technically, but Hailey assumed that Caleb had meant fucking and was using a euphemism like every other normal person on Earth. Hailey's reputation as an insatiable sexual force of nature on campus meant that any man brave enough to pursue her usually cut straight to the chase at this point.
So what was she supposed to do? Weirdly, the bold little freshman had but her into a conundrum. She couldn't counteroffer with a sex act. That would make her seem unacceptably eager, almost like she was desperate to fuck this little loser. But she couldn't refuse to reward him altogether either. Hailey loved to manipulate and corrupt men in her little games, but she prided herself on playing fair. She might mislead her projects, or lead them to assume the wrong thing, but if she promised something, she kept her word.
She promised Caleb they would spend time together. And the innocent little loser wanted a date. Besides, he probably just wanted to fuck by the end of it. Even with innocent guys like Caleb, there was always some ulterior motive.
With a dramatic roll of her eyes and a put-upon sigh, Hailey texted back rapidly.
[It doesn't really matter to me where we go. I just have two conditions. First, you need to work with my schedule. I'm a busy girl. Second: we need to go somewhere that my friends and sisters have absolutely no chance of running into us.]
Hailey tossed her phone aside and reopened her textbook. But her brain kept spinning, making it difficult to focus on the material.
This freshman somehow kept coming up with ways to surprise her. Hailey had plenty of experience with guys trying to romance her from before her Simpspace account got big and she was labeled "easy" and a "slut". So it wasn't like she was unused to this method of getting in her pants, although it had been a while. She had to admit she was curious how Caleb would try to win over a woman who was so incredibly out of his league.
Maybe he would find a way to surprise her again...
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Weeks later...
Eliza took a deep breath and tapped the folders on her desk to straighten them. Time to go meet with the boss. As she got up and crossed the office floor, she saw the receptionist smirk and whisper something to the coworker chatting at her desk. They both stifled a chuckle.
Now that Gene had more power around the office, the rest of the team seemed to be more willing to... find the humor in his power games. Things had been going poorly for both Eliza and David ever since Eliza had given in to her hunger and betrayed her husband by lying to HR during their investigation. The public apology that David had no choice but to give had been brutal. Eliza had watched in real-time as David, red-faced, stammered his way through the speech, the faces of their coworkers shifting from mild pity to cringing distaste.
Worse yet, the apology had been immediately followed up by Carl, their manager, announcing Gene's promotion. He was to be Carl's right-hand man.
Eliza hesitated for a moment, then stopped at the door of her husband's office on her way across the floor. She knocked softly, and David glanced up, wearing the same look of helpless frustration on his features that seemed to be there all the time these days.
"How are you holding up, honey?" asked Eliza softly, trying to keep the pang of guilt out of her voice.
David gave her a wavering smile. "Oh, you know. Just another day in paradise. Gene gave me a new account to piece through, so at least I have a chance to prove myself."
Gene had been exactly the type of boss that both Eliza and David had feared he'd be. He rarely passed up an opportunity to humiliate his new subordinate David. So far, that had included giving him the most brutal and tedious work that Gene could get his hands on. "Hang in there," said Eliza with a grimace, unsure of what else she could say to make her husband feel better.
David sighed heavily, leaning forward on his desk, elbows on his desk, fingers in his hair. "It's just... I don't fucking understand it. We were sooo close. I thought he was about to be found at fault and fired!" His voice held the hint of a question, and his pained eyes lifted to meet Eliza's.
She shrugged uncomfortably. "All that they would tell me was that they received anonymous testimony that changed their minds," she said evasively. It was kind of true, although she had left out the fact that the testimony was from her. Luckily, HR was keeping the reason for their change of heart under wraps to protect her from repercussions. They still believed David had coerced her initial testimony against Gene after all.
It wasn't the first time that they'd had this conversation. David still hoped Eliza could use her HR connections to discover how Gene had beaten him and plan a counterattack. But he would never get his wish, and never know why.
Eliza walked over and put a steadying hand on David's shoulder. "You need to stop obsessing over it, babe," she said softly, feeling the tension in his body, and an answering thrill of guilt inside her, "It's not good for you."
All of the stress was starting to affect Eliza's husband outside of work as well, making him more anxious and frustrated every day. He was even struggling to perform in bed due to his stress, which only made his growing inferiority complex worse.
And that was unfortunate... because Eliza had been feeling particularly horny lately. She couldn't really explain it; she had never considered herself an especially sexual person, despite enjoying her relatively tame sex life with David. But suddenly, all that it took was a stray thought, a passing glance from an attractive stranger, or the sound of a deep, confident voice to make her pulse quicken and her hair stand on end.
There was only one thing it could be. Eliza had received her loathsome refill from Gene when she sold out David. Drinking the foul liquid daily in her coffee kept her perverse cravings at bay... but it seemed to be having additional effects on her libido. Her suddenly peaking sex drive combined with David's stress-based sexual dysfunction meant that she felt almost constant sexual frustration, even though her hunger was under control.
She had been sneaking out of bed to guiltily masturbate after David fell asleep, trying desperately to keep a lid on her growing lust. She was only having limited success.
"You're right, babe," said David wearily, patting the hand resting on his shoulder, "as usual."
Eliza's heart ached as she saw her husband's evident stress and frustration. She had done this to him. Well... it was more like Gene had wielded her like a tool, but that didn't make her feel any better. "Why don't we do something nice this weekend?" she asked suddenly, trying to find anything to help her husband, "I hear that they are doing a street art festival down in the city center."
David rubbed a hand over his face with a twist of his lip. "I don't know babe, I'm feeling so worn out I would rather just..."
"I insist," said Eliza firmly, kissing him swiftly on the top of the head, "You need to take your mind off things. Come on. We can take Kim with us. She loves that kind of thing."
Eliza watched the faint smile quirk up the corner of his lips at the mention of his little sister, just like she had hoped. David was closer with Kim than anyone besides Eliza herself, and it had been a while since he had seen her. "Ok," he said with a smile that already seemed a little freer from stress. "You got me. I'm in. Now you better hurry to your meeting I guess..." The last thought seemed to darken David's face again, and Eliza cursed Gene internally.
The daily meetings were just another toolbox in Gene's arsenal. A way to openly antagonize David by building interactions with Eliza into the official workday. It was working; the idea that Eliza frequently spoke to Gene alone in his office clearly ate away at David.
Eliza had no desire to make her husband's pain worse by lingering over the goodbye. Without commenting on his despairing look, she squeezed his shoulder one last time, gave him and peck on the cheek, and left him behind at his desk. Regardless of how her husband felt about it, she would have to meet with Gene.
And not just because it was now in her job description.
Finally, Eliza reached Gene's office. She knocked and entered when she heard his gruff welcome from within. The company must have thought that Gene had them over a barrel legally-speaking, because he had been given a position of incredible authority. As the new assistant manager, he directly oversaw nearly a quarter of the business in the office. And that included daily updates on HR programs at his insistence.
Eliza closed the door behind her: another policy that Gene insisted on, seemingly just as a way to make these mandatory one-on-one meetings cause David even more jealousy and stress.
"You can toss those over there, Bunny," said Gene dismissively, gesturing toward a stack of other pristine HR reports. "We have more important things to discuss today..."
He leaned forward with a greasy smile, his gut pressing softly against his desk. "Like, for instance... if you need a refill yet." Eliza felt a by-now-familiar slither of blended lust and disgust in her belly. Her cheeks flushed as she looked pointedly away from her new boss, furiously willing her body to calm down.
Much to her horror and disgust, Gene had begun to turn her on these past few weeks.
It was an unpleasant new change that made little sense to her; most likely yet another effect of the insidious oil Gene had tricked her into drinking. There was very little about Gene that was attractive, objectively speaking. He was a older man with thinning hair, a flabby body, and questionable hygiene. It would be harder to imagine a man further from Eliza's type. But for some reason, hearing his hoarse laugh across the office... seeing one of his dirty winks... even catching the scent of his cheap aftershave sent an unwelcome, but unmistakable pulse of lust through Eliza's core.
And, despite the fact that she was certain that the spiked creamer was the primary cause, Eliza had to admit that her mental circumstances didn't help with suppressing her new inappropriate arousal. Something about being forced to drink Gene's sperm on a daily basis while he swaggered around the office had a certain overpowering psychological effect. And, shamefully, it was only enhanced by the fact that David was failing to perform in bed at night while Gene emasculated him constantly by day.
Once or twice when she masturbated late at night, Eliza had caught herself remembering her hand gliding up and down Gene's massive cock. Feeling it's hot, rigid length fill her palm with masculine heat... But she knew the difference between the twisted sexual Stockholm syndrome she was feeling and the genuine magnetic pull of real attraction. David was by far the more attractive man, and she didn't really want a disgusting older man like Gene. Of course not.
"Not yet," she said primly, unable to look Gene directly in his eyes.
"Not yet, what?" asked Gene sharply. Eliza realized with alarm that she could see Gene's large erection straining the front of his pants as he gazed across the desk at her.
"Not yet, B-boss," said Eliza in a miserable whisper, her hands clenching tight in her lap. She fought back the tiny spark of heat inside her. Getting turned on by Gene's cruelty around the office was bad enough. The last thing she needed was to get turned on by his crude sexual advances.
"But you've got to be getting low at this point, right, Bunny?" asked Gene, stroking the bulge in the front of his pants unselfconsciously and staring at her like a prized possession. "You know where to find me when you need a refill. You know that that's why I set up these meetings, right? This way you have the perfect excuse to come to me and get all the cream you need."
"I know," said Eliza uncomfortably. That wasn't the entire reason for the meetings, obviously. The other point was to make David watch day after day as his wife went into Gene's office and closed the door behind her. David had been asking obsessively what the meetings were like, and so far Eliza had been telling the truth that they were all business.
But she knew that David was right to be worried. No matter how much she wished it wasn't true, the cravings would come back eventually.
"Is that all, boss?" Asked Eliza calmly, retreating to the cool disinterest that had always served her so well.
"Actually one other thing," said Gene with a smirk, his eyes running over Eliza's body. "I need your phone number."
'What?" asked Eliza sharply, her eyes widening. "Gene... i mean boss, I can't just have you calling or texting me at home. What if David sees!"
Gene's gold tooth glinted as he grinned widely, leaning back in his chair and stretching. "That sounds like a you problem, Cumbunny. Why should I care if your husband discovers what a slutty little bunny you are? If you're that worried about it, be sneaky."
Eliza considered refusing, sitting stiff and upset for a moment before sighing and grabbing a pen from Gene's desk. If she was going to effectively resist whatever plans Gene had, she would have to be smart about picking her battles. Giving up her phone number was nothing compared to what he had already asked her to do... what he might ask her to do in the future...
"Thanks, Lizzie," said Gene, snatching up the paper Eliza had hurriedly scrawled her number on and running his eyes over it with smug satisfaction. "That's all for today. Get out of my office, Cumbunny."
God, he was such a pushy brute. Eliza took a deep breath to calm herself as she rose from her chair, unconsciously smoothing her skirt over her hips. The only reason she was horny right now was the effect of whatever Gene had poisoned her with. Nothing else.
Gene said nothing further as she retreated from his office, but she could feel his eyes locked on her until the door was once again between them.
Eliza made her way straight to the break room, ignoring her husband's puppy dog eyes through the doorway to his office. He might need more reassurance right now, but after her meeting with Gene, her body was crying out for the only thing that could soothe it. And, for now, it simply wasn't in her to make David her first priority. He would be fine. She had just cheered him up a few minutes ago.
Eliza bounced on her feet impatiently as the coffee brewed. She pulled the creamer bottle out of the fridge and shook it with a wince. One more cup. Maybe two if she stretched it. She would be going to Gene begging within a few days, and she could tell by the way he was using his new position of power that he was in no mood to be merciful.
Getting more semen from him would be costly, but what the price would be, she couldn't say.
Luckily, Eliza had also formed the inklings of a plan. It would be monstrously difficult and would take a long time. But if she could pull it off, there was at least a hope of her escaping the chokehold Gene now had on her life.
Eliza poured a dollop of thick creamer into her coffee, her mouth watering. In the meantime, she would just have to try not to lose herself any further.
...
The next day, Eliza managed to make it through with one cup of coffee, featuring an unsatisfactory dribble of the last of the creamer.
As a result, that night she was ravenous. She had been hoping that having less of the tainted creamer would also reduce the arousal that it had been causing, but it seemed like, paradoxically, drinking such a small amount of Gene's semen made her uncomfortable horniness even worse.
She sought comfort in her husband's arms... but, like usual lately, he struggled to perform.
"I'm sorry babe," said David, slumped in defeat on the edge of the bed, his limp cock dangling uselessly between his legs, "I'm just on edge. Gene told me that he's going to be giving me a performance review soon, and I just know he is going to use it as an excuse to fuck with me. I'm still on probation after he managed to twist things around on us. A poor review could be bad."
Eliza sat back in the bed, her nipples agonizingly stiff, her pussy leaking, and her head scrambled with desperation and annoyance. She knew that she needed to be comforting and supportive right now, and snapping at her husband in this moment of vulnerability could be devastating. But her stomach churned with the loathsome, dark hunger that Gene had forced on her, and her pussy ached with a hollow, empty feeling.
Solving her twisted hunger was physically impossible for David, but she had hoped he could at least address her need for sex...
David just looked so weak there on the edge of the bed. Crumpled and defeated and soft. The image of Gene suddenly flashed through Eliza's mind, smug and triumphant, with a thick erection straining the front of his pants. A flash of ugly heat pulsed through her, making her pussy throb with hunger.
But Eliza was stronger than her instincts and had long practice at presenting a false face to the world. "It's ok, sweetie," she managed to say in a smooth, convincing voice. "I understand. Everything will be ok. Gene is a horrible, petty man, but your work speaks for itself. You've done nothing to deserve firing."
With watery eyes, David climbed back into bed and spooned her from behind, his disappointing, flaccid cock smooshing into her butt. Her body tingled with frustrated arousal at the skin-to-skin contact. So close, yet so far. "Thanks, Eliza. I love you so fucking much, you know that?" he said softly.
"I love you too, baby," said Eliza cheerfully. But she waited with impatience for him to fall asleep, roiling with conflicted lust.
When she was finally able to slip away into the bathroom, Eliza attacked her streaming pussy and stiff nipples with shaking hands, desperately chasing the pleasure she craved. But even as she stifled moans through a hard-bitten lip, the hunger inside her only grew more insistent.
Tomorrow. Tomorrow she would have to ask her new boss for more of his cum.
She orgasmed to dark, half-formed thoughts about what price he might ask this time.
...
The next day, Eliza brought a bottle of creamer with her on the way to Gene's office. She held it low to her side on the opposite side of her body so that her husband wouldn't be able to see it as she passed by his open door.
She was too nervous to look at David's expression as he sat in his office. Today, any insecurities he had about her meetings with Gene would be fully justified.
When she entered Gene's office, he seemed to immediately pick up on her nervous, vulnerable energy, like a shark smelling blood. He leaned forward, elbows on his desk and fingers steepled, watching with his loathsome eyes as Eliza nervously approached and set the new bottle of creamer on his desk.
She cleared her throat, face red with shame, and said, "I was wondering if you could... could help me out, B-boss."
Gene chuckled darkly and shook his head. "You can do better than that. If you want your creamy treat, you're going to have to prove you can be my good little Cumbunny. What do you want from me?"
"I want your cum," said Eliza tersely, unable to meet Gene's gaze. "Please."
Gene reached over to the bottle, but this time he didn't unwrap it. He picked it up and tossed it into the trash. 'We won't be needing the training wheels anymore," he said in a low, dangerous voice. His tone made a prickle of apprehension and arousal run through Eliza. She found her eyes locking onto Gene's crotch against her will. There was a stiff bulge there, straining against the greasy fabric of his pants, just as she thought there would be.
"From now on, the only way you will get my cum is fresh and warm. Straight from the source," said Gene in an unbearably smug tone.
Eliza felt a twisted blend of anger and arousal roar within her. The powerful combination of feelings was so strong that it felt like she couldn't breathe. "You... No! No chance, Gene," she said furiously. "Last time, when I jac... When I touched your penis, it was a mistake. I won't sink that low again. It's bad enough that I need to drink your... filth. I won't be your whore. I'm a married woman!"
"But that's the best part!" said Gene with a barked laugh. "Taking that loser David's pretty, perfect princess and making her my depraved bimbo slut is the entire point."
He leaned back, shaking his head with a smile. "Go ahead, Cumbunny. Take your big stand. Feel all warm and fuzzy inside for the next hour or so for telling the big bad bully to go fuck himself. It will just make it that much more humiliating when you come back to me anyway."
Eliza left and slammed the door behind her, seething all the way back to her desk. David called out to her as she passed, but she was in no mood at the moment. She sat in a huff and put her head in her hands, feeling the unnatural hunger and lust throb through her. She couldn't give in now. Gene was right; if she came crawling to him after he had made his insulting intentions clear and she had taken a defiant stand, it would be crushingly humiliating.
Accepting his obscene condition would make her into the depraved bimbo that he'd infuriatingly labeled her as.
But as the day went on, Eliza found it more and more difficult to concentrate. It had been almost twenty-four hours since she had had any of Gene's cum at all, and her cravings were coming back worse than ever. Hunger seethed and snarled inside her like a living thing. She felt tense and sweaty. She couldn't stop thinking about the last time she had gotten sperm from Gene... Kneeling in front of his monstrous form, his hot cock throbbing in her hand... Feeling it twitch and spurt as it fired its delectably creamy load into the bottle.



This time he wanted to spurt straight into her mouth.
Eliza whimpered and put her head down on her desk as her leaking pussy clenched hard around nothing. When Gene had fed her one tiny drop of her cum, it had almost made her orgasm on the spot... How much more intense would it be to have a full, hot, creamy load spread over her tongue... flow down her throat?
Suddenly David was at the entrance to her cubicle, looking worried. "Hey, baby?" he said with knitted brows, "Is everything alright? You looked upset coming out of Gene's office. Did he try to bother you again?" Tortured by deep hunger and lust, Eliza felt a sudden unfair wave of annoyance wash over her at the mere sight of her husband.
"And if he was?" she asked sharply, making David frown in confusion. "What would you do? How would you help with that problem?"
David looked shocked for a moment. A month ago, he would have given some brave answers about standing up for her and teaching Gene a lesson. In fact, he probably would've marched right over to Gene's office and given the bullying slob a piece of his mind. But being bullied and beaten down for a month had sapped some of her husband's bravado. He only gave her a wry grimace and said, a little sheepishly, "I want to be there for you, Eliza. You can tell me anything. Really."
Eliza pinched the bridge of her nose and snorted. It was a lovely sentiment, but utterly untrue. No one would believe her current predicament. She barely believed it herself. If she told David she was addicted to Gene's cum, he would naturally assume only the worst. She was in this alone. She was determined to break Gene's control and be a perfect wife for David again, but there was no help he could give her right now.
She should apologize for snapping at him, but right now, with the filthy heat coursing through her veins, she couldn't muster the energy to stroke her husband's ego. "I need to be alone, David," she said bleakly. They stared at each other for an awkward moment with David looking like he wanted to say something else before he thought better of it and retreated with a look of pained dissatisfaction.
God... she was going to have to go home tonight and deal with another session with a limp cock and limp excuses, her arousal and hunger spiraling higher and higher.
Suddenly, the evening ahead seemed like a fate even worse than a humiliating capitulation to Gene's demands.
But could she do that? Could she kneel on the carpet of Gene's office and be the submissive little slut he demanded? She might be annoyed at David right now, but she still loved him fiercely. Making David's nightmares come true and sucking off his hated enemy would be the worst betrayal she could imagine.
Well... almost the worst betrayal she could imagine.
No. She could make it. Her eyes glanced up at the clock. A quiet moan of despair wormed its way between her lips. It had only been half an hour since her meeting with Gene. It had felt like hours. She still had about half the day left. And then the entire evening... and then... oh God... and then the rest of her life. Because Gene had made his terms incredibly clear. She wouldn't be getting any more of her fix unless it was sucked directly out of his cock.
Eliza tried to focus on work. On anything. But one word drummed through her mind again and again, seeming to echo through her aching, heated body:
Cum. Cum. CUM. CUM. CUM.
...
Eliza almost made it to the end of the day.
By four o'clock, she was practically panting with lust, and she was afraid that she would leave a wet spot when she got up from her chair. But just when she thought she might make it, temptation struck.
She saw her husband stand up and head to the bathroom from across the office floor. In one, gut-wrenching, heart-pounding moment, her desperate mind made the connection.
If she got up right then and went to Gene's office, David wouldn't notice. That small temptation was all that it took to push her over the edge. No longer hesitating or worrying over the implications of her actions, Eliza stood on shaky legs and crossed the floor rapidly to Gene's office, knocking sharply while peering guiltily over her shoulder to make sure her husband hadn't yet returned.
When she slipped inside a moment later, she was mortified to see Jessica, one of the junior accountants, sitting in the chair across from Gene. Gene's face flipped rapidly from displeasure at being interrupted to sadistic glee as he saw who had interrupted them.
"Sorry, sweetheart," he said to Jessica with an oily smile, "I think Eliza has an urgent matter to discuss. But I'll be giving you an "exceeds expectations" on your performance review. Don't worry."
Jessica stood, her eyes filled with a blend of relief to be leaving Gene's clutches and faint amusement at Eliza's blushing face and apparent urgent desire to meet with her boss. When she left, a silence yawned between the grinning middle-aged man at his desk and the humiliated young woman staring at the floor, fidgeting with the buttons on her blouse like a naughty schoolgirl.
"So... what is it you wanted to discuss, Cumbunny?" asked Gene, reveling in his victory.
Eliza could barely force the words past her lips. Her whole body vibrated with a potent blend of shame, guilt, hunger, and lust. "You win," she finally whispered, each word like acid on her tongue.
"Crawl to me," commanded Gene in a hard voice. "I want to see that my little Cumbunny knows her place after those big brave words earlier."
The painful, humiliating sting of defeat twisted Eliza's mouth. Gene was the last person to accept victory gracefully. Eliza had expected he would rub her nose in her shameful surrender.
It would've been so satisfying to say "no" and spit in his face... But Eliza's libido would no longer be denied when she was this close. Besides, refusing to crawl was foolish; she was prepared to do something much more humiliating in a few seconds. Swallowing her pride, Eliza got down onto her knees, awkwardly shuffling across the carpeted floor toward Gene.
And here she was again. In the position that haunted her nightmares... and her increasingly frequent masturbation fantasies, no matter how hard she tried to resist. At Gene's feet. On her knees. His smug expression of ownership looming above her.
Gene's hairy, thick-fingered hand rubbed slowly and lasciviously up and down the huge bulge in his pants as he whispered, "Not so high and mighty now, are you Cumbunny? I remember when you used to look at me like a piece of trash. You turned your nose up at even a little harmless flirtation. And now you're on your knees like the cock-thirsty slut you were always meant to be."
Eliza couldn't even respond. She wanted to say it wasn't true... but her eyes couldn't break away from the shape of Gene's cock. The hunger inside her seemed to grip her mind like a vice, forcing out rationality and defiance. She really was thirsty for his cum. And she knew what she would have to do to earn it.
Gene's hands fell away. "Go on," he urged with a chuckle, "I can tell you're desperate. Unwrap your present."
Eliza's trembling fingers flew to Gene's crotch with indecent haste, unbuttoning and unzipping him with obvious eagerness. Now that her reward was so close, she couldn't even pretend to be reluctant anymore. Her mouth swam with drool, her body pulsed with horny heat. She needed cum so badly that it was hard to think straight.
Eliza couldn't help but let out a soft gasp as Gene's hard cock burst free. She remembered feeling a little disgusted at the sight of it last time... but it was hard to imagine feeling that way now.
It was just so big, and hard, and veiny. A hot, throbbing eight inches of concentrated masculine power. It made Eliza feel dizzy just looking at it, her body swooning with desire. Her mind couldn't help but flash back to the night before, and her husband's limp, useless penis. It was an unfair comparison, but that was the nature of the world, wasn't it? The more dominant, powerful man won, no matter how unfair it was.
"Well don't just stare at it, Cumbunny," said Gene, his voice dripping with nasty amusement, "get to know your new playmate!" He roughly seized a handful of Eliza's hair and pulled her between his thighs, rubbing his thick cock all over her face.
Eliza whimpered in arousal and shock as she felt the rough, hot skin of her boss's cock rub against her cheeks, spreading its musky scent and smearing her with sticky precum. It was an overwhelming assault of masculinity that should have disgusted and insulted her. But in her current horny, desperate state the degrading act left her helpless with submissive lust instead. It was like being claimed and marked all over by his filthy cock, transforming her into the slut that Gene desired.
By the time Gene finished the humiliating display, Eliza was left dazed, red-faced, her eyes dull with pathetic, obedient arousal, and her face shiny and sticky with smeared precum. The newly christened Cumbunny was ready for what came next.
Gene's hands released Eliza's hair and folded behind his head in his preferred posture of satisfied superiority. "Now start sucking, Bunny. And make it good, or no treat for you."
Eliza's eyes crossed as she stared at the throbbing cock in front of her. She simply wasn't the kind of woman who gave blowjobs except in rare circumstances, and even then inexpertly. But she got the feeling that was bout to change; she was going to be a blowjob expert in no time. The worst part was how badly she wanted it. Not just the cum, but the feeling of hard, hot, masculine flesh stretching and filling her mouth.
She wanted to feel Gene's harsh dominance, and that impulse scared her.
But it didn't scare her as much as the possibility of never tasting his cum again.
Eliza gripped the base of Gene's cock in both hands, savoring the feeling of his hot skin beneath her fingers. Her plump lips gently parted... and, with a squirming blend of shame and lust filling her, she took the swollen head of his cock into her mouth.
Her immediate thought was how different it felt to have Gene's cock in her mouth rather than David's. When she gave her husband his yearly birthday blowjob, she always felt dutiful and slightly disgusted. But now, a powerful feeling of sexual inferiority swept over her as she looked up into Gene's gloating eyes, the head of his cock stretching her lips. It was infuriating and arousing in equal measure, leaving her feeling helpless and horny and frustrated. Eliza's tongue swirled sluggishly around the invading organ, beginning to gently suckle at the tip of her worst enemy's dick.
Gene simply basked in the feeling for a while, letting Eliza humbly worship him while staring down at her stupid, slutty face, lips stretched around his cock. What he wouldn't give for that pussy David to see his wife right now, on her knees like the good little cocksucking Cumbunny she was destined to be.
That gave him an idea... Not a good idea, but a hot idea. In fact, it was wildly reckless. But right now Gene felt like he couldn't lose. Having the lips of his enemy's slutty wife wrapped around his cock made him feel like the king of the fucking world, and he intended to push that power trip even further.
"Deeper," grunted Gene arrogantly from above Eliza. "I'm not a baby bottle, Bunny. I want to feel your whole mouth, not just the tongue."
Eliza obediently took Gene deeper in her warm, married mouth, struggling a little with his full length and girth. She had never had a cock this big in her mouth before.
She was so focused that she didn't even see Gene picking up his phone until it was too late. Just as she was beginning to work Gene's cock toward the entrance of her throat, she heard Gene speak.
"Come by my office. I want to have your meeting now," he said curtly. "You heard me. Right fucking now!" He clicked the phone firmly back into the receiver with a nasty grin splitting his face. Eliza spit the cock out, coughing and spluttering.
"Who was that?' she asked, gripped by anxiety, "Why the fuck would you tell them to come when..." Her eyes widened and an icy spike seemed to pierce her heart. She could tell by Gene's evil expression exactly who he had just called in for their performance review.
"You evil bastard! No, no, no!" said Eliza, filled with white-hot panic. She tried to rise from her knees, but Gene reached forward and held her down with a heavy hand on her shoulder.
"Think, Cumbunny," he said sharply, snapping Eliza out of her panic for a moment. "You have maybe thirty seconds. You could get up and sit in the chair, but your face is covered in precum, and your hair is a mess. And who knows? I might be a little slow to put my cock away. It would be a pretty damning picture for your hubby to see. But if you hide under my desk..."
His voice was chummy and persuasive in a way that immediately put Eliza's guard up, but what he said made a certain amount of sense. David was so insecure and on edge right now he would immediately guess what had been happening no matter what excuses Eliza tried to invent. The dark recesses under Gene's wooden desk looked safe and inviting...
A knock sounded at the door and Eliza went for it, quickly shuffling beneath the desk. Gene scooted forward, trapping her and blocking the opening with his lower body, his cock still stiff and glistening with her saliva.
"Come in," said Gene briskly.
Eliza barely dared to breathe, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. She heard her husband enter the room, just feet away as she hid under a desk, her hair mussed by another man's fingers, her face sticky with another man's juices. What the fuck was Gene thinking? Even if he was certain his new Cumbunny would play along, the chances of being caught seemed ludicrously high. Even beneath the large wooden desk, Eliza cringed in fear, feeling exposed with her husband mere feet away.
"Glad you could make it Davey," said Gene in a smug drawl. "I'm excited to finally tell you what I think of your performance."
Gene's cock was still naked, pointing straight upward, proud and stiff between his legs. In the cramped quarters beneath Gene's desk, Eliza couldn't escape from the sight of it. Even in these terrifying circumstances, she could still feel its magnetic pull.
"Now, I want to make one thing very clear," said David, his voice brimming with determination. Eliza couldn't see him from her hiding place, but she could picture his shoulders squared and his jaw set defiantly as he spoke. "You may have the upper hand right now, Gene, but that doesn't mean you've won. My work speaks for itself, and using your position of authority to unfairly accuse me of incompetence will only be shooting yourself in the foot."
Gene responded with a mocking laugh. Eliza watched with horror as Gene's hands dropped below the level of the desktop. One hand began stroking his cock, the other beckoned her with one finger.
"Now it's MY turn to make something clear," said Gene roughly. "You obviously don't realize what position you're in." Knowing that Gene wouldn't be able to see it, Eliza wordlessly shook her head. Was he fucking insane? There was no way she would do... that while her husband was in the room. She could sit here in silence and refuse for hours if she had to. Sucking Gene's cock with David in the room was not only a needless risk, but also a horrible betrayal of her husband. But despite her revulsion, for some reason the idea had a certain twisted fascination about it.
"The company was so worried about your baseless slander that they offered me ANYTHING," said Gene. Below the desk, his finger snapped impatiently. Eliza winced at the sound. If Gene wasn't careful, David would realize something was going on beneath the desk! If Eliza was caught like this it would be crushingly humiliating for her and David both. But still... Gene had overplayed his hand. He had pushed her too far and overestimated his control.
She wouldn't do it. Not like this. Gene could snap his fat fucking fingers all he wanted.
Eliza gulped and stared at Gene's obscene, quivering cock, still fully erect. She could smell it, musk and sweat... practically feel the power coming off it in waves. Gene's hand slowly stroked up and down it's bulging length. Hunger seemed to radiate outward through her body, it's center not in Eliza's stomach, but between her thighs.
Maybe sucking his cock right now wasn't as impossible as she first thought. She... she didn't have a choice, right? Eliza's pussy throbbed with dirty heat, making her feel damp and stuffy between her legs. Her mind seemed to be caught in a warm, hot fog as her eyes stared at Gene's thick, throbbing dick.
Sucking Gene's cock was bad enough, but doing it while David was in the room was a whole other level of wrong... But if she disobeyed, Gene might expose her slutty betrayal. Then her marriage with David would be over anyway. In a way, sucking Gene's cock would be saving her relationship. She would simply have to give in and do what Gene said... just this once. She insisted to herself fiercely that her growing arousal had absolutely nothing to do with her obedience to Gene's obscene command.
"I could have had you fired with cause. How easy do you think it'll be to get another job when your last reference says you were fired for assault?" Asked Gene with a nasty chuckle. Feeling the deep, filthy wrongness in every fiber of her being, Eliza took Gene's cock into her drooling mouth once again, this time with her husband just feet away behind a concealing layer of wood.
"There's no way," said David weakly. Hearing her husband's voice with another man's cock between her lips was so fucking wrong... so why the fuck was Eliza getting more and more horny as her tongue writhed over the surface of Gene's cock? "There is no way that Carl would do that to me."
"That's where you're wrong. You always did think highly of yourself, Davey. But it turns out you're a lot more disposable than you thought." Gene's gruff voice was filled with dominant confidence. Eliza felt herself taking his cock deeper. Her hand shamefully strayed down to rub her pussy over her pants. God... Gene was in the middle of bullying her husband, and Eliza knew she should be angry and disgusted by him. But he just sounded so powerful right now. So in charge. The undisputed alpha in the room, demonstrating his superiority over the defeated beta.
"So if I say you fail to meet expectations and need to be put on an improvement plan under my direct supervision," said Gene firmly, "Carl is going to sign right on the dotted line."
Eliza began bobbing her head smoothly. She knew that it risked exposure to move so energetically like this; she could hear the soft wet noises her blowjob was now making. But she couldn't resist; she needed to feel Gene's cock. She needed to submit to his masculinity in his moment of triumph. She mentally apologized to her poor husband, but weeks of slowly intensifying arousal coupled with her deep craving for Gene's sperm made every primal instinct inside her beg to submit to the alpha.
"I've always thought you were pathetic," said Gene dismissively, "and I think that's the exact wording that I plan to put on the review that will go into your file. That your work here is pathetic."
"Now, wait just a second," said David angrily, a bit of a petulant whine creeping into his voice.
Gene reached down and grabbed the back of Eliza's head and forced his cock deeper, until her plump lips were sealed around the base of his cock and her nose was nestled deep into his musky pubic hair. Eliza's eyes flew open wide in shock that this was even possible. She had never taken a man into her throat before, but somehow now, in her lowest moment of humble submission, she had managed it easily. Gene's thick, manly cock bulged and spread her throat, dominating her in a way she had never allowed David to even attempt.



"Shut the fuck up, Davey," he grunted roughly. "I won't hear any backtalk from you right now. Not when I have you by the balls."
Eliza tried as hard as she could not to gasp out loud around the thick cock buried in her throat. Her whole body thrummed with shame and lust and fear of being discovered. It was the most intense feeling she'd ever experienced.
"I... you can't..." spluttered Eliza's defeated husband, finally trailing off into a miserable, "Yes, sir..."
"In fact," said Gene wickedly, "I need to hear you say it."
"Wh-what?" said David with horrified surprise.
"You heard me," said Gene, "I want to hear you admit to me how pathetic you are. Consider it a required self-evaluation." Gene gathered Eliza's hair into a rough ponytail and began using it as a handle, moving Eliza's head up and down his raging shaft beneath the desk. Oh God... he was fucking her mouth right in front of her husband, his cock thrusting deep into and out of her poor virgin throat. Eliza was certain that David would hear the gentle choking noises on his enemy's shaft, but he didn't. He was too caught up in his own little world of humiliation to notice the true degradation happening under his nose.
"I..." gulped David, "I'm p-pathetic."
Gene forced Eliza's head down to the base of his cock once again as an overpowering wave of twisted lust hit her. It was so wrong... so dirty. Her cruel, powerful boss was forcing a weaker man to degrade himself while fucking his wife's mouth. It was the most evil thing she could imagine. But it was also so fucking hot... As horrible as he was, Gene was just so powerful and dominant in this moment... forcing his will on Eliza's pathetic husband and taking what should be David's alone by force.
Caught in a whirlwind of shameful, submissive lust, Eliza wriggled her tongue over Gene's cock, tasting every veiny inch of his middle-aged dick as her husband pathetically stuttered from across the room. She unbuttoned her pants, no longer able to be subtle, slipping her slim fingers within to touch and tease her throbbing pussy.
"And who exactly is the boss here?" asked Gene smugly.
"You're the boss," admitted David, his voice dripping with impotent anger. Eliza could feel waves of heat flooding through her body as her fingers worked relentlessly on her pussy and her head bobbed in Gene's lap. Oh God. She was going to cum. And when she did, there would be no holding back the slutty moans that she could already feel welling up inside her. But she couldn't fucking stop. Not when she felt this good. Not when she was so close to the oral creampie she craved so badly.
"I'm s-so glad you understand," said Gene in a rough, panting voice. His powerful, sweaty hand tangled in Eliza's sleek hair once again, roughly seizing control of the blowjob and forcing her head up and down his cock.
"What's the matter with you?" asked David suspiciously, finally realizing that something was amiss. "Are you fucking jerki-..."
"Get. The Fuck," barked Gene, punctuating each word by thrusting his cock deep into the throat of his bullied subordinate's wife, "Out. Of my. Office!"
David apparently scurried to obey, cowed by the anger of a stronger man. And not a moment too soon. Gene's cock erupted, filling Eliza's waiting mouth with thick, gooey sperm.
Eliza's brain seemed to blink off completely for a moment, utterly shutting down in the face of a sensation so pleasurable it couldn't fully process it. When she came to a moment later, her entire body was straining and taut with the deepest orgasm she had ever felt. Her back arched, her pussy clenched, vise-like, around her fingers, and her throat swallowed compulsively, greedily consuming what she craved so badly. A deep humming moan sounded from her throat, muffled by the cock still stuffed fully into her mouth...
... And her eyes stared up at the man who had made her feel this way. The only man in the world that could deliver this mind-melting pleasure. Things shifted in her mind as her eyes took in Gene's smug features in the moment of orgasm. Connections were made that would be difficult to break.
Finally, Eliza collapsed back on shaking legs, resting her head against the wood of Gene's desk.
"That's a good little Cumbunny," he said approvingly. "I think you learned a valuable lesson today. About which man you really belong to."
Now that her thirst was sated and the horny fog in her brain cleared, Eliza felt the shame of her betrayal blossoming cold and acidic in her chest. She had not only betrayed David physically... she had for some reason taken a twisted pleasure in his pain during her filthy act. She still didn't understand that reaction completely. Something about her twisted addiction was transforming her sexuality in disturbing ways. But Eliza couldn't argue with Gene's conclusions. She looked away from her boss with a burning blush and silently nodded.
Gene simply chuckled as he tucked his dribbling, spent penis back into his pants. "Well, it's about quitting time, Cumbunny," he said jovially. "You had better get out of here before hubby realizes you're missing. If I let him find out how much of a slutty Cumbunny you are right now, he might do something rash... best wait to give him the bad news until I've broken his spirit a bit more. I'll see you tomorrow for our new daily meeting routine."
Eliza blanched at the casual implication that Gene planned to reveal their twisted activities to David when the time was right. But what could she do? Gene was correct that, at this point, she needed to get out of the office as soon as possible.
As she exited the office, Eliza took the opportunity to peek out, just to make sure that David wasn't watching. It would be difficult to explain why she was leaving the office just minutes after his meeting concluded. Luckily, his office door was shut. Was he seething in there? Crying? It would make sense after how thoroughly he'd been emasculated. The thought sent another sickening zip of arousal through Eliza that she brutally squashed. She couldn't let Gene get into her head like that. She loved David more than anything, and there was nothing sexy about him losing to Gene. Nothing at all.
Eliza left the office quickly, and she hoped casually, trying not to draw attention from her other co-workers either.
But she didn't head straight to her desk.
Instead, she went to the breakroom and removed the bottle of creamer she'd finished yesterday from the fridge. Checking behind her to make sure no one was looking, Eliza opened her mouth and dribbled a few teaspoons of leftover cum into the bottle.
It had taken every ounce of willpower she had to hold that amount in her mouth without swallowing. It was the start of her plan. She would need to collect as much reserve semen as possible to have even a prayer of succeeding.
Taking a deep breath, Eliza tucked the bottle back into the back of the fridge and straightened up, then went to the bathroom and fixed her hair.
She had to get ready for an evening of being a crying shoulder for her upset husband who didn't even realize how bad his humiliation could get.
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"No, no.... I can't say I'm seeing any improvement in work ethic," said Gene lazily into the phone, leaning back in his office chair with a look of smug contentment on his face. "Hm... No, let's hold off on canning him for now. I'd like to keep him on the improvement plan. I think with a little more encouragement, we might make a semi-competent worker out of him."
Eliza knelt at his feet, her eyes glazed with submissive desire as she bobbed her head smoothly up and down his massive cock, wriggling her tongue madly in a desperate attempt to coax her favorite treat out faster. She wore professional office clothes as usual, a simply cut blouse and flowing black pants. Nothing that would make you think that she was other than a normal young professional. But right now, Her hand moved frantically, stuffed down the front of those conservative, professional pants, writhing between her wet panties and her wetter pussy as she wallowed in her shameful lust. She dimly registered that Gene was probably talking about David, and a pang of guilt cut through her haze of pleasure.
It had been a month since Eliza first started her new blowjob routine with Gene. The "daily HR check-ins" were now simply scheduled fellatio sessions, with Eliza falling to her knees almost as soon as the office door clicked shut behind her. While Eliza was becoming more and more intimately familiar with her new boss's cock, things had been getting even worse for her husband. Ever since Gene had given David such an awful performance review, he had been placed directly under Gene's micromanaging supervision, which only gave Gene further opportunities to humiliate and bully him.
And as much as Eliza tried to resist, Gene's dominant bullying of her wilting husband was definitely getting her hot and bothered lately. She understood exactly what was happening, of course. Whatever strange oil Gene had slipped her made him irresistibly attractive to her traitorous subconscious. So naturally, she interpreted Gene's favorite hobby of bullying as sexy and masculine. Her new fetish for Gene's cruelty was therefore utterly artificial... but that didn't make it any less powerful and compelling.
Despite her unwanted arousal at his humiliation, Eliza's heart ached for her poor husband. David didn't deserve her betrayal, even if it wasn't her fault. Luckily, having a new sexual outlet in the daily blowjob sessions had allowed Eliza to regain some of her drive and focus instead of being distracted and horny at all times. She used that new energy to make an effort to reconnect with her husband and ease his stress. It was the least she could do. She had begun planning weekly Saturday night dates to hopefully take their minds off of work, and it seemed like they had been good for David. Although, as much as Eliza enjoyed spending time with her husband, the weekends were a little tough... it was the only time of the week when Eliza had to go without Gene's semen for two days in a row, and by Saturday night she was sometimes distracted and irritable.
Gene clicked the receiver down hard and grinned down at his little slut. "You know what would make me cum a lot faster..." he mused aloud, an evil gleam in his eye. "If you finally told me what I want to hear. Admit it. My cock is better than his. We both know it. I want to hear my sweet little Cumbunny describe how pathetic her husband is compared to me."
Eliza just wordlessly glared up at Gene, her tongue swirling and her head bobbing faster, trying to end the blowjob before Gene took this line of thinking any further. Gene was always finding new ways to push the envelope with his new Cumbunny, and this was the latest. He wanted Eliza to join in on bullying David, badmouthing him during their dirty talk.
But that was going too far. It was bad enough that her body heated up when David was treated badly. She wouldn't give in and participate in Gene's bullying. She loved and respected David, and no mysterious oil would ever change that.
Gene just chuckled at her defiant glare and scooted his flabby ass backward on the chair. "Well, if you insist, Lizzie. You know what you have to do then. It's one or the other."
Eliza's stomach roiled and her heart sank. It seemed like for every minor way she managed to defy Gene, he extracted fresh humiliations in revenge. But in her desperate circumstances, she had to pick her battles... Eliza reluctantly released Gene's cock and lowered her head down past his big, hairy balls, pulled apart his cheeks...
And extended her delicate pink tongue to lick and suck her boss's asshole. While the cock sucking was slowly becoming routine, being forced to serve in this filthy, humiliating way still made Eliza burn with shame. She had fought hard for a week to resist this degrading sex act, but once again her hunger was stronger than her pride. The final straw had been the false choice Gene had presented: insult her husband or eat his ass. This way she could at least tell herself she was defending David.
As Eliza explored Gene's sweaty, wrinkled sphincter with the same tongue and lips she used to kiss her husband, her fingers began to move again, grinding against her overheated pussy. More and more lately, even her own degradation had become a source of twisted pleasure...
"I've got an offer for you, Cumbunny," grunted Gene suddenly. Eliza couldn't see his face from her humbled position, but she managed to give a muffled "mmmhmmph" to let him know she was listening.
"I know that weekends must be hard for you without your favorite treat," he said in a voice dripping with false concern. "Why don't you come spend time with me this Saturday? I promise that you'll enjoy it."
Eliza's mouth was too busy to respond, only making wet slurping noises, but her mind whirled. She couldn't. That was her bonding time with David. Their dates had been helping both of them. Him to relieve stress, and her to ease her guilt and reconnect with her husband. But she knew that now the temptation was there, she would struggle with it. God damn it. Fuck Gene and his fucking mind games!
Gene chuckled as if reading her mind through the frantic wriggling of her tongue. "Just an offer," he said with dark amusement. "Not a command this time, Bunny. Food for thought. Now make me cum."
Her mind raging with conflict and shame and her pussy singing from humiliation and her swiftly rubbing fingers, Eliza raised her free hand and began rapidly jacking her boss's dick.
Only when he began cumming would she be allowed to raise her head from between his sweaty cheeks and catch the fluid that had become her obsession.
...
"...so that's where I'm at," said David with a miserable sigh. "After weeks of backbreaking work, they're basically telling me that it was all subpar and I'm going to stay under an improvement plan. Fucking Carl even hinted that I was lucky not to have been fired!"
Eliza made an appropriately sympathetic noise and tried not to think about how utterly and easily Gene had defeated her husband. She tried to focus instead on the massage, working her fingers deep into the knots in David's shoulders. It felt unfair that she was always being forced into the role of sympathetic cheerleader when she faced humiliations even worse than David's... but then again he knew nothing about what she was going through, and she planned to keep it that way.
Eliza's phone buzzed in her pocket, and she felt a sudden stab of dread. There was only one person who frequently texted her these days... Eliza continued the massage with one hand while stealthily checking what he wanted this time.
She almost dropped her phone as she was confronted with a dick pic, swollen, angry and full screen. She must have made a sound of surprise, because David gave her a worried glance over his shoulder. "What's up babe?" he asked, his tone tender and concerned.
"N-nothing," said Eliza shakily as another text buzzed in from Gene. This one read [So. We on for Saturday?] Well, at least it wasn't another picture of his cock. "It's just a text from my friend Heather. I haven't heard from her in ages," continued Eliza.
She swiftly replied to the message, trying to deal with Gene quickly so she could get back to concentrating on her husband. [I told you I can't, Gene! That's my time with my husband]
"I need to take my mind off it," said David firmly, turning to give Eliza a warm smile. "Luckily, I've got a date with my smoking hot wife tomorrow. Wine tasting, right? I've been thinking about it all week."
Still held in her hand, Eliza's phone buzzed.
[Fuck that pussy. You don't always need to be babysitting his feelings. Ask yourself... Do you really want to spend another day with your whiny little bitch of a husband? Or do you want a special bonus load of your master's cum?]
"Uh huh..." said Eliza to her husband, unable to keep a note of guilty hesitance from her voice. Her eyes stayed locked on Gene's horrible text message. Unlike David, Eliza hadn't been thinking about the wine tasting all week... she had been thinking about Gene's offer. His text message just made that temptation harder to resist. It would be yet another betrayal of David to ditch him and spend time with his hated enemy... But at this point, Eliza was sucking Gene's cock on a daily basis. What was one more sin added to the pile? Eliza had been able to get through the weekends without her regular dose of cum, but it wasn't exactly comfortable. Now that she had been presented with an alternative, she was wavering... teetering on the edge of the abyss.
[You know you can't resist. David will survive one day without his precious little slut of a wife. If you're a good bunny, I might fire a hot, sticky load right down your throat.]
"Ummm... Honey?" said Eliza, her mouth feeling dry and her stomach cramping with a sudden pang of hunger.
"What?" asked David, his eyebrows wrinkling as he turned to face her. 'What's wrong?"
Gene was right. She couldn't resist. It was one thing to get through two days when an offer of cum wasn't even on the table, but another thing to deny herself a freely offered opportunity. This Saturday she would be Gene's Cumbunny, not David's date.
"I just heard that Heather will be in town tomorrow night," Eliza lied smoothly. "I was hoping we could take a rain check on the wine tasting, Honey."
"Oh. Yeah, well," said David in a falsely bright voice. "If you don't get to see her that often that makes sense." He was putting on a brave face, but Eliza felt the disappointed slump of her husband's shoulders. The acidic guilt flared up inside her once again, but she told herself that it wasn't that bad as she redoubled her efforts at the massage.
After all, she had just spent the past three Saturdays on date nights with David. It wasn't the end of the world if she spent one night taking care of her needs. Besides, there was no way she would be pleasant company at a wine tasting if she couldn't stop thinking about the liquid she wanted to drink so much more...
...
That Saturday night, David kissed his wife goodbye, then when she was gone, collapsed back onto the couch and let out a deep, troubled sigh.
He had smiled and said it was fine, but he really was disappointed that they wouldn't be going on their date. Those dates had become one of the few bright spots in his week ever since Gene had been promoted to Carl's right-hand man. But he shouldn't complain. Eliza had to deal with Gene on a daily basis now too, although her short meetings couldn't possibly be as humiliating as the time David spent working under Gene's direct supervision.
Let Eliza have her fun with an old friend. He was a big boy. He could spend one night alone.
But as time wore on, he found that maybe he couldn't. The house felt cold and empty tonight, and it made him feel anxious. Like there was something wrong he just couldn't put his finger on. So he did what he always did when he needed support and Eliza wasn't available.
He called Kim.
She picked up on the third ring, sounding a little breathless. "Hey hey, look who finally remembered his little sister exists. Long time no talk."
David grinned against the phone, his sister's voice already easing his stress just the tiniest bit. "I wouldn't call three weeks a long time, Kim. We spent all day with you the other weekend."
"And what have you done for me lately?" asked Kim archly. "You know, when you married that temptress, I told you she was going to fuck up our sibling dynamic. Where is she? Tell her I said 'hi'."
"She's out with a friend," said David with a chuckle, knowing exactly what response that he would provoke.
"Aha!" crowed Kim on the other end of the line, "So the truth comes out! That's why you finally decided to call me."
"Sorry," said David, half-joking and half-sincere. As much fun as they were having, her joke did have a hint of truth to it.
"Shut up, no you're not," teased Kim. "Anyway, I'm happy to hear from you, even if I'm your backup plan. How are things? How's work?"
"Bad," said David flatly, standing up from the couch and pacing aimlessly through the house like he usually did when on a call, "Don't want to talk about it. What about you? Still having fun jerking guys off or did you finally decide to get a real job?"
Kim rewarded his jab with her bark of a laugh. Their banter had always been a little raunchy. It was how they entertained each other. "I'll have you know that the guys jerk themselves off, thank you very much. We're a high-class sperm bank. Work's fine. Can't complain. But... speaking of my line of work... when are you and Eliza going to make me an aunt?"
David rolled his eyes. "Not this again, Kim. When I have news, you'll be the first to know. For now, the official statement is "someday"."
"Ok, ok... I'm just saying, I know a lot of people who work in fertility. I can get you friends and family rates... y'know, if you have been trying and it just doesn't seem to..."
"Let's talk about something else," said David abruptly. Kim's innocent probing had touched a nerve, reminding him of how he had been... struggling a little in bed lately. It was the last thing he wanted to be thinking about right now.
"Of course!" said Kim brightly. She could be a little annoying sometimes, but Kim always had his back. As soon as she heard the serious note in his voice, she dropped the painful subject immediately.
They shifted into discussing sports, how their mom was doing, and stupid little things like what movies they had each seen lately.
And by the end of the talk, David felt a lot better. Even as he listened to his chronically single little sister ramble on about how much of a loser her latest blind date was, he made a mental note to call her more often. Life could be stressful at times, and he needed to remember that there were some people who would always be on his side. Not just Eliza, but Kim as well.
...
Getting out of the house proved to be easy for Eliza. David was too trusting and wrapped up in his own stress to suspect her of any funny business. He kissed her goodbye with just a faint look of disappointment on his face.
Eliza had suspected that the evening would consist of humiliating sexual escapades at Gene's home. But, unfortunately, it turned out that the horrible creep who had ensnared her had something else in mind entirely.
Eliza stormed out of the truck stop bathroom with a look of angry disbelief on her face. "What the fuck is this?" She hissed quietly, shaking the garment bag in her hand. "And why the fuck would you expect me to wear it for you?'
When Gene pulled up to a seedy truck stop on the outskirts of town, Eliza was confused. When he handed her the garment bag and told her to get changed, she had been even more bewildered. But even after the humiliating things Gene had asked of her so far, he had to be crazy if he thought she would submit to wearing this costume in public.
"You were the one who wanted to hang out," said Gene with one of his usual dirty chuckles, rubbing his thick, hairy hands together. "Besides, don't you think it's appropriate? I think it really showcases who you are now."
"What if someone sees me?" demanded Eliza, a furious blush staining her face. "It would completely ruin my reputation!"
Gene shrugged with an unimpressed grimace. "Fine. I understand your reluctance, Lizzie, I really do. It can be embarrassing to show the world who you really are. I can just take you straight home if this is too much for you."
That brought Eliza up short. Straight home. Back after half an hour when she'd told her husband she would be gone all night. It would take more lies to smooth that over, and give David greater opportunities to get suspicious.
And more importantly, it would mean no special bonus dose of cum... After over twenty-four hours of abstaining, she could feel the need pulsing inside her, making her stomach rumble and mouth water. She tried as hard as she could to be strong...
"Look, if it makes you feel better, I can guarantee that you won't run into anyone you know where we're going," said Gene in an oily, persuasive voice. "Why do you think I brought you to this shit hole to get dressed? I don't want you getting caught either."
Eliza wavered, then looked down at the garment bag in her hand. A helpless wave of submissive, humiliated lust crashed through her as she realized she was going to give in to Gene's perverted whims once again.
"You fucking asshole," she muttered as she turned back to the bathroom, ready to give up yet another piece of her dignity in exchange for cum.
...
Gene killed the engine in front of a low, bulky building in a part of town that Eliza had never been to before. He turned to take in her outfit once again, his face lighting up with a mixture of lust and amusement that made Eliza squirm with discomfort in the passenger seat.
Gene had forced her into a classic bunny suit. The type that bimbos wore in porn magazines. Eliza wore heels taller than she ever had before in her life, as well as fishnet stockings which clung to every curve, showcasing and emphasizing her slender, shapely legs. On her torso, a snug one-piece black corset barely covered her pussy with a thin strip of material while her firm C-cup breasts practically spilled out of the top. The look was completed by a silky bunny-ear headband and two ridiculous fake cuffs on her wrists. She had been transformed into a perfect slutty bunny for Gene to show off.
It was breathtakingly demeaning. Eliza had always considered herself a proud and independent woman. But now, she looked exactly like the slutty bimbo eye candy that Gene desired. And she felt like one too... could she really say she wasn't slutty eye candy when she agreed to dress this way in public just for a taste of cum?
"Just one more thing," said Gene with a shark-like smile, reaching over her to open the glove compartment. "One last accessory to complete the look."
When Gene showed her the last piece of the outfit, Eliza wasn't even surprised. Just deeply embarrassed. She knew she would wear it anyway, no matter how humiliating it was.
...
The building turned out to be a sex club. That was obvious as soon as the bouncer ushered them inside. The dimly lit, dungeon-like room was filled with low furniture, as well as various racks, swings, and BDSM equipment that Eliza didn't recognize. Much to Eliza's mortification, the place seemed to be rather busy tonight, with scantily clad people forming little knots across the dimly lit floor of the club.
Which meant there were plenty of people to observe her shame.
The last piece of the outfit that Gene had presented to her had been a leather collar and a shiny chain leash, which Gene now held in his stubby, powerful fingers, leading her deep into the club. Luckily, even collared, leashed, and wearing a bunny outfit, Eliza was by far the sluttiest in the crowd, which oddly almost made her and Gene blend in.



But that hardly made Eliza feel better. Here she was, a lovely young woman collared and leashed by a disgusting toad of a man. Turned into a slutty trophy for a disgusting slob who would normally be far beneath someone like her. Not only that, she was being publicly dominated by her husband's worst enemy, while poor trusting David sat lonely and stressed at home. Her addiction to Gene's cum had made her into a terrible wife and a pathetic woman.
And she was sure if Gene had his way, things would only get worse from here.
Eliza was just beginning to wonder what the endgame for the evening was (Did Gene just want a public blowjob?) when she saw them a little distance away. Two more men stood chatting amiably with leashed bunnies of their own at their side.
Shit. This wasn't just a little private outing. It was a fucking hobby meetup. Gene was planning to show off his new Cumbunny to other enthusiasts. As if this night couldn't get any more fucking humiliating.
One of the strangers, a thick-set squat man in his fifties with a grey buzzcut, saw Gene and waved with a welcoming smile. "BossHog87?" he asked in a gruff voice as they drew closer, holding out a muscular arm to shake.
"You must be CoachS," said Gene with a laugh, transferring Eliza's leash to his left hand to accept the handshake. "You can call me Gene. And this slutty little bunny is Lizzie," he added, jerking the leash to make Eliza wobble forward on her high heels.
"P-pleased to meet you," murmured Eliza in a mortified whimper, wishing she could find some way to cover her exposed body, but knowing it was hopeless.
"God, she's a snobby little bitch, isn't she?" said the older man, leering appreciatively up and down Eliza's displayed body.
"Not for long," said Gene with a wink. Both men laughed hard at Eliza's expense, their slimy eyes soaking in every inch of Gene's Cumbunny.
"Well anyway," said the squat man, "You can call me Stu. And these are Mitsy and Bitsy. Say 'hi', girls."
Stu held two leashes loosely in his hand, one attached to the collar of a curvy blond who looked a little older than Eliza, and the other to a sullen-looking young Asian woman with her long hair gathered into silky pigtails. They both wore the same slutty bunny outfit as Eliza.
"Hiiiii!" said the blonde with the hourglass figure, wrinkling her nose with a little giggle. Despite the fact that she seemed to be in her late twenties, she had a breathy bimbo voice that sounded much younger. "I'm Mitsy! It's, like, soooo nice to meet you!"
The petite Asian just glowered at Stu and Gene until Mitsy elbowed her and said in a stage whisper, "Bitsy, you need to be polite, or Coach will have to punish you again!"
"Hello," said Bitsy stonily.
The third man cleared his throat with an arrogant smile. "I'm afraid I won't use real names here, gentlemen, so you can just continue to call me HareoftheDog. Or Hare for short." They shook hands all around. HareoftheDog seemed to be the same age as Bitsy, about nineteen or twenty. He had highly-styled blonde hair, a perpetual sneer, and all the arrogance of a spoiled brat.
Attached to his leash was one of the most gorgeous women that Eliza had ever seen. She was tall, fair-skinned, and busty, with waves of shiny, crimson hair that framed her lovely, freckled face. Eliza guessed she was somewhere in her early thirties due to a certain mature ripeness in her features, but the woman had taken such good care of herself it was hard to tell. Her eyes stayed demurely downcast as her master spoke, her hands folded in front of her in a pose that emphasized her full, gravity-defying breasts. Unlike Eliza, who felt like she could topple over any moment in her tall heels, this woman seemed graceful and poised.
"Oh," said the snotty little blonde man with a dismissive flick of his eyes, "This is Cumslut. Say hello to the nice men, Cumslut."
"Hello, gentlemen," said the gorgeous redhead in a melodious voice, a warm smile on her lips.
"Well now that introductions have been made," said Gene, companionably throwing his arms over the shoulders of the other men, "Why don't us three go grab some drinks?"
The other two men agreed, and all three of them humiliatingly tied their leashes off to a nearby sex swing as if their "Cumbunnies" were dogs that might wander off.
As soon as they were out of earshot, Bitsy turned to the other two women with her eyes blazing. "First off," she said in a tight, angry voice, "my name isn't fucking 'Bitsy'. It's Beth. And her name is Martha." The young Asian woman jerked a thumb at 'Mitsy', making her chain leash jangle from the jerky motion.
"What are your real names?" She demanded, her eyes flashing back and forth between Eliza and the tall redhead.
Eliza was about to answer, relieved that she was at least on the same page as one of the other Cumbunnies, when Mitsy shook her head sadly, patting Bitsy's shoulder. "I'm, like, soooo sorry for Bitsy, Bunnies. She is still getting used to belonging to Coach. She needs a little more time."
"He's not my fucking Coach!" Said Bitsy in frustration. "And he's not yours either, Ms. Flynn! He's just the pervy old gym teacher that everyone hates!" She turned to Eliza with anger in her eyes.
"Listen, when I heard that my favorite English teacher from last year got fired for 'inappropriate behavior', I just had to look into it," said Bitsy, giving Mitsy a wry, troubled look. "When I found out that she moved in with the gym teacher we both used to hate, it seemed obvious that something was up. But then Ms. Flynn gave me a milkshake when I met with her and... well... she must have mixed something into it." She shuddered, then seemed to steel herself. "We can beat this together if we compare notes. I know we can."
Eliza wanted to believe Bitsy, but she heard the edge of uncertainty and taint of unwilling arousal in the young woman's voice. It was the same doubt and lust that she felt in herself. She tried to think of something encouraging to say, but "Cumslut" beat her to the punch.
The graceful older woman stepped forward and embraced Bitsy, pressing the fiery Asian into her big, soft breasts. "There, there, dear," she said soothingly, stroking Bitsy's fine, flowing hair. "I had a hard time when I first started too! You should have heard me whine about how sick and wrong it was for my Master to do this to his own stepmother!" The woman's laugh was as low and rich as her voice. She shook her head in gentle mockery of her past foolishness, her lovely red hair swaying around her head, catching the light.
"But all of those petty concerns fell away when I realized how much joy and peace true submission brings. Soon, you will be utterly happy to be of service," explained Cumslut gently. Bitsy was staring up at her with an expression that tried hard to be defiant but held an edge of curiosity as well.
"Especially when Coach finally cums in your pussy!" giggled Mitsy enthusiastically. "It feels so good when you finally take his jizz like you were meant to! All your other worries just fade away! Right, Lizzie?" The curvy blond turned to Eliza suddenly, appealing to her for agreement.
Eliza flushed and looked away, troubled by the thought. So these other, more experienced cumbunnies were fucking their masters. Naturally, that was where she was assuming Gene planned to take things eventually. She had just hoped that she would be able to spring her plan by then.
"I... I don't do that kind of thing with Gene," said Eliza, feeling oddly embarrassed. If anything, she should be proud. "I'm a married woman," she added, a bit awkwardly.
Mitsy scoffed and gave her a sidelong glance. "So? So am I. Or at least I was. It's been a while since I spoke to Vince. Are you saying that your master still hasn't cum in your pussy?"
Cumslut sighed and laid a sympathetic palm on Eliza's arm. "Oh dear, you're a bit closer to Bitsy's level than we assumed, it seems," she said with a note of sadness.
Eliza, feeling a strange flare of defensive anger from her two fellow bunnies' condescending attitude, was about to respond, when she was interrupted by the arrival of their three owners.
"Hey ladies, did you miss us?" asked Gene obnoxiously, taking a swig of beer.
"Oooh, yes," purred Mitsy, sidling up to Stu's side and rubbing up against him. "I just can't stand to be away from you, Coach!"
"Let's go and find some seats," said Hare, snatching up his leash and pulling his Cumbunny forward. His eyes gleamed and he glanced at Mitsy, Bitsy, and "Lizzie". "It's about time we showed off what our bunnies can do."
...
"Well, who wants to start?" asked Gene eagerly as they sat in a dim corner, rubbing his hands together with a wicked gleam in his eyes. Eliza's heart pounded. She just knew that Gene would want to go first and force her to do something obscene in front of these perverted men.
But she didn't account for the fact that the other men were just as twisted and eager as Gene.
"Well!" said the squat older man named Stu, "I have something I want to show off a little." Mitsy sat next to him and cuddled up eagerly, but Bitsy still stood, staring daggers at her "Coach". He wound the chain leash around his fist, drawing the pretty little Asian closer step by step.
"Bitsy has been a lot harder to work with than Mitsy ever was," said Stu in a low, growling voice. "This cute little brat resists me every step of the way... But just this week we had our first successful 'direct feeding' session. Isn't that right, Bitsy?"
A fiery blush spread across Bitsy's cute face. "Sh-shut up," she mumbled, biting her lip in humiliation. But Eliza could recognize the signs. Poor little Bitsy was getting horny. Even someone as spirited as her couldn't escape the pervasive effects of the oil.
Stu let out a harsh, grating laugh. "As you can see, poor little thing is still a little shy about her new cocksucking hobby. But I haven't let her have any carrot juice for two days leading up to this to provide her a little extra incentive. I think I can get her to show off her new skill if you boys are interested."
"Definitely," said Gene eagerly. Hare simply nodded with his sneering smile. The smug blonde man's eyes seemed to hold an extra smoldering edge when he looked at Bitsy, even more so than Mitsy or Eliza.
Bitsy stood, face red with embarrassment, drawn close to her master by his cruel grip on her leash. Her jaw was clenched and her body language stiff and angry. She was defiant, unwilling to perform the humiliating task her Coach had set. But as Stu tugged down his pants to reveal his stiff, uncut cock, Eliza could see the truth behind Bitsy's angry facade. Under her obvious humiliation, Bitsy felt the same smoldering arousal that Eliza had grown used to. And Eliza knew from experience that resisting that pull wasn't easy.
Seeing her fellow bunny's internal struggle, Mitsy rose from her seat, gently touching Bitsy on the small of her back in a comforting gesture. "What's the matter, honey?" She asked sweetly. "Didn't you finally agree earlier this week that sucking Coach's cock is just like, soooo yummy?"
Bitsy's defiant posture broke into a cute fidgeting nervousness as she stared into her fellow Bunny's eyes. "I can't, Ms. Flynn!" protested the little Asian in a kind of moaning whine. "It's... in front of this many people? I just can't!" Her hands flew up to cup her cheeks in an adorably bashful gesture that clashed with her earlier rage.
Mitsy looked up at Stu with a pout. "Can we do it together, Coach? Pleeeease? I think it would help with poor Bitsy's stage fright, and besides, I want to taste your cock too!"
Stu chuckled with a smirk. "Fine, fine. I spoil you two too much... but a double blowjob does sound pretty hot."
With an enthusiastic "Yaaaay!", Mitsy laced her fingers through Bitsy's and pulled the petite young woman down to kneel at their joint master's feet.
"Now just watch how I do it, Bitsy," said Mitsy in a smoldering purr, cupping her master's pendulous balls and gently massaging them as her other hand gave his cock a few warm-up strokes. "I think that you'll get into the mood in no time."
Eliza watched, her body beginning to heat up despite herself, as the curvy blond eagerly slurped the old man's cock between her plump lips, loudly enjoying her submissive blowjob. Bitsy watched as well from just inches away, on her knees beside Mitsy. Her dark, almond-shaped eyes were attentive and her lower lip was trapped between her teeth in an expression of hesitant arousal.
"Come here, Lizzie," murmured Gene, wrapping a burly arm around his Cumbunny and pulling her to his flabby side. "Let's watch together." He pointedly grabbed Eliza's hand and dropped it into his lap. Eliza wasn't shocked to find that Gene had already unholstered his expanding cock. She shuddered as her hand made contact with its warm throbbing length.
Eliza hesitated only for a moment. She was publically attending a sex club as Gene's bimbo bunny slut. Getting precious about a hand job hardly made sense. Besides, watching Mitsy's devoted service to her master was getting Eliza hot and bothered, and having a stiff cock in her hand felt... right somehow.
"You could learn a lot from Mitsy you know," said Gene, murmuring in her ear in a low, filthy tone that sent a shudder through Eliza. "Stu and I are good friends online... he told me all about her story."
Eliza felt a tight, hot knot of arousal growing, writhing, spreading deep in her belly as she sat watching Mitsy slobber eagerly all over the cock of the old gym teacher in front of her. She didn't want to hear any more of Gene's poisonous words about how she should take this fallen Cumbunny slut as a role model. But she said nothing, just stroked her hand up and down Gene's thick cock while her eyes focused on the depraved scene in front of her.
"She used to be a model teacher. It was her calling. Being the best educator she could be meant everything to her," said Gene in amusement. His stale breath was hot in Eliza's ear. "Until one day Ms. Flynn mysteriously started wearing clothes that were... questionably appropriate. And once the rumors started flying about the sorts of extra credit opportunities she was offering her senior boys in her classroom after school... well, her 'calling' was gone in an instant."
Mitsy's big blue eye shone with soft devotion as she took her master's hard dick deep into her throat. "Don't worry though," said Gene with a nasty chuckle. "She found something she likes a lot better than teaching."
With a wet pop, Mitsy disengaged from Stu's cock, playfully slapping the wet member a few times against her smiling cheek. Then she turned to Bitsy, who was still watching with helpless arousal.
"Come on, sweetie," said Mitsy, holding the large dick at the base and waggling it temptingly. "I got it all warmed up for you. Show Coach a little love."
Bitsy still looked deeply embarrassed, but clearly watching Mitsy's slutty blowjob had gotten her too horny to resist. Slowly, hesitantly, she leaned forward and planted a soft, reluctant kiss on the tip of her master's penis.
Then, with a shudder of unwilling arousal, Bitsy extended her bubble-gum pink tongue and swirled it around Stu's bulbous cock-head, still shiny with Mitsy's saliva.
"That's a good girl," crooned Mitsy, reaching up to cradle the back of Bitsy's head and gently urge her forward. "Now say aaahhhh!"
Bitsy was now caught up completely in her hungry lust. The petite asian squeezed her eyes shut to block out the sight of her audience as Mitsy pushed her forward, sliding her master's cock into her little mouth.
Eliza felt her breath hitch at the erotic sight of Mitsy slowly helping the young bunny find her rhythm, gently guiding the young Asian's head up and down Stu's cock. Bitsy's pigtails swayed and flipped as her speed picked up, all of her prickly defiance forgotten in her sudden desperation for cock. Eliza's fist tightened, feeling the throbbing masculine power in her hand as she stroked Gene faster.
"You know, Mitsy once thought she would do anything to protect her students..." said Gene in her ear. Mitsy let her hand fall loose from the back of Bitsy's head, watching her former student's performance with twisted pride shining in her eyes. "And now she is Stu's enthusiastic partner in corrupting poor little Bitsy. That's what you should learn from her. You need to let go of all those old hang-ups. My cock should be all that matters to you now."
Stu reached down and took a pigtail in each fist, taking direct a dominant control; fucking the face of his nineteen-year-old Cumbunny. And based on the whining, desperate moans muffled by his thick cock, little Bitsy no longer had any objections.
But as it became clear that Stu was about to cum, Mitsy pulled Bitsy impatiently away. She was still the top bunny, and she would enjoy their reward first.
After the warming-up that Bitsy had done, it took only a few more short pumps in Mitsy's throat for Stu to finally spurt. Mitsy held his cock in her mouth, her eyes alight with wicked pleasure as it visibly pulsed and twitched, pumping her mouth full of semen. Then Mitsy turned once again to the red-faced Bitsy, who was trembling with shame and desire.
"Mitsy... I can't..." she whimpered as the sultry blonde took her young bunny protege gently by the shoulders.
But that wasn't true at all. It turned out that Bitsy could. With a groan of defeat, Bitsy leaned forward and pressed her tender lips to her former teacher's in an obscene kiss. The sloppy, liquid sound of their tongues writhing together filled the air as Mitsy delivered her Coach's gooey treat to her favorite student. The kiss deepened and lengthened as they played together, their hands clasping, passing the sticky sperm back and forth across their dancing tongues and goo-covered lips, spilling a good amount down the front of the tits pressed together between them.
Gene suddenly gripped Eliza's wrist. "Slow down, Lizzie," warned Gene playfully. "I don't think you want me to finish in your hand tonight." Eliza looked away from the kissing bunnies in embarrassment. She hadn't realized she was getting carried away with the intensity of her handjob. There was just something so compellingly filthy about the two Bunnies' cum-swapping girl-on-girl display.
"Now it's my turn," said Hare arrogantly, unzipping his pants. He snapped his fingers crisply and barked, "Cumslut, present!"
"Yes sir," said Cumslut meekly. She swayed gracefully forward, standing facing away from her master and spreading her legs. She bent slowly at the waist, her shining red hair falling in alluring curtains around her face as her heavy tits hung ripely below her. Cumslut saw Eliza's awed staring at her pose and gave her a sultry wink.
"Use me, master," purred the breathtaking redhead.
Hare stood and dropped his pants, briefly revealing a thin, below-average cock. But it wasn't on display for long... The blonde young man roughly tore off the apparently-detachable bottom section of Cumslut's corset and slipped into her wet, eager pussy.
Cumslut arched her back with a gasp, crouching slightly and angling her hips to give her shorter master the optimal angle for penetration. With every sign of enjoyment, the smoking hot Cumbunny humped and ground her wide hips backward into Hare's frantic thrusts.
Eliza's slippery fist was moving on Gene's cock once again as she watched yet another slutty Cumbunny display. "You could learn a lot from Cumslut as well," whispered Gene, low and soft in her ear.
Watching a gorgeous woman be dominated by a man so beneath her was as uncomfortable as it was arousing... it paralleled her own situation too closely for comfort. "Learn? Learn What?" asked Eliza incredulously. "How to be a submissive slut?'
Gene chuckled. "Yes, actually. Did you know that Cumslut used to despise her stepson back when she was named Dana? You would never guess based on how she acts now... right?"



Eliza watched as Dana... no, as Cumslut looked over her shoulder at her master, her mouth a wobbling "O" of uninhibited pleasure and her eyes alight with pathetic, submissive desire.
"She has submitted completely. And look at how happy it made her," insisted Gene, his cock throbbing beneath Eliza's pumping palm.
Eliza was looking. Cumslut had absolutely none of the conflict and embarrassment that Bitsy and Eliza felt. Despite the fact that she had been conquered and demeaned by her own stepson, the gorgeous woman looked fulfilled and blissful.
"It's just a trick," said Eliza bitterly, pausing her handjob to look Gene defiantly in the eyes. "That's all this ever was for any of us! She isn't really aroused. She's just hungry. Cum addiction isn't the same thing as real submission."
Gene chuckled darkly in response, then suddenly spoke up. "Hey Hare, my Bunny thinks that Cumslut only fucks you because she's addicted to your cum."
The young blonde man looked confused for a second, fighting through his haze of lust, then snorted a dismissive laugh. "And I suppose you want me to prove her wrong, you horny bastard."
Gene shrugged with a sly grin. "I certainly wouldn't say no!"
"Well fine, fuck it," said Hare, dismounting from Cumslut's wide hips and giving her impressive ass a firm slap. "I'm feeling generous tonight. Cumslut, go fuck my friend Gene."
Eliza frowned in confusion. Obviously the gorgeous redhead would never fuck a repulsive man like her master. The only reason Cumslut was even fucking Hare was because of the cum addiction that had been forced on her.
But to Eliza's shock, Cumslut murmured, "Yes, master," meekly and straightened, eager juices shining on her thighs as she crossed to the couch where Eliza and Gene were sitting.
Gene pushed Eliza's hand away from his cock, saying, "Sorry, Bunny. You asked for this. Now watch closely and see if you can detect any 'real submission' this time."
"How would you like me, sir?" asked Cumslut in a warm purr, looming above the squat figure of Gene, her body all sultry, sinful curves.
"Hare tells me you're skilled at riding," said Gene with a filthy smirk. "Show Lizzie how a real Cumbunny hops."
"Yes sir," said Cumslut, her words spiced with a twist of heat. She spun gracefully and squatted low over Gene's lap, reaching behind her to find and position his thick cock at the juicy lips of her entrance. Eliza watched in fascinated, aroused horror as the tall redhead sank down, impaling herself on Gene's cock with a little gasp of satisfaction.
Eliza felt like she could barely process what was happening in front of her eyes as Cumslut began moving, going from a slow, steading grinding to a smooth up-and-down bounce. Her hips moved with fluid grace and her big tits jiggled and shuddered in their tight corset with every stroke.
"Why don't you get down there?" grunted Gene, pointing down between his legs. "Get a real up-close look at how a truly submissive Cumbunny rides a master's cock."
Eliza wanted to refuse, but her fascination and arousal were so powerful right now that she couldn't resist the invitation. She fell to her knees on the ground, her face just inches away as Cumslut rode her master hard.
"It's... This doesn't change anything," said Eliza, her words laced with desperation and desire. "She's still only doing this to get cum from her master later." But even as her lips formed the words, Eliza's eyes were filled with the image of Cumslut's greedy pussy, quivering and pulsating around the thick cock spreading her open. Gene's cock was shining with the stunning woman's eager juices. Why was Cumslut enjoying this so much? She had no addiction to Gene's cum. She was only doing this to please her master, with no promise of any reward.
"Show Lizzie how wrong she is," said Hare in a cruel, commanding voice. He sat watching now, his hand pumping furiously at his unimpressive cock. "Cum for me, Bunny."
The frantically humping redhead let out a low, sweet moan of delight, her skin flushing and her legs trembling as her master's permission unleashed her orgasm. Gene was letting out deep grunts of satisfaction as well, his hips humping upward from the couch to slam into the submissive bunny riding him.
Eliza gasped. Gene wasn't slowing down. He was going to cum in the pussy of another bunny. As much as Eliza tried to deny the feeling, dark jealousy swelled up inside her heart. How dare this woman take her treat away? This obnoxiously perfect bunny wouldn't even get any satisfaction out of it! Eliza recognized how twisted her reliance on Gene's jizz had become, and how degrading it was to feel jealous over something like this. But she couldn't deny her feelings.
That was her fucking cum!
But it was too late. Gene's fingers sunk deep into Cumslut's hips as he thrust upward into her spasming pussy one last time. She whimpered in pleasure, grinding and swirling down onto Gene's pulsating cock. Gene roared in triumph, and Eliza watched with horrified envy as his balls and the root of his cock visibly pulsed, shooting his sperm deep into Cumslut's pussy.
A minute later, with a sigh of pleasure, Gene withdrew from the panting redhead's well-used cunt. Eliza couldn't help but focus on the thick trickle of creamy cum that oozed out between Cumslut's parted lower lips.
She licked her lips unconsciously.
"It looks like the better bunny stole your treat!" Said Gene in a nasty, mocking tone as Cumslut stood from his lap, a thin line of precious jizz slowly tracing down her inner thigh. "Maybe next time you shouldn't take it for granted."
Eliza felt a wave of petulant anger roll over her as the other men, and even the Bunnies, laughed at her expense, kneeling on the ground with a drooling, unfulfilled mouth. It wasn't fair! She had disappointed her husband and submitted to the humiliations of the costume and leash... and she wasn't even going to get her fix!
Cumslut noticed Eliza's furious expression and let out one of her low, musical laughs. 'Awww, poor Lizzie. I feel bad for her, sir. Perhaps, if it's alright with you, I could give her back the sperm I so rudely took from her?"
"So generous!" said Gene, trying hard not to burst out laughing again. "That sounds lovely, Cumslut. Please do."
Eliza found herself confused for what felt like the hundredth time that evening. Give the sperm back? How could the sultry redhead possibly do that when the sperm was already...
Cumslut sat down on the edge of the couch next to Gene and spread her shapely thighs wide, exposing her flushed, sticky pussy. Her fingers slid down over her labia, spreading herself apart and revealing the gooey mess within.
"Come now, Lizzie. Time for your favorite snack," she purred, her startling green eyes alight with the rare pleasure of being in charge for once.
'I don't... I'm not..." said Eliza, her eyes wide and her heart hammering in her chest. "I'm straight. I've n-never done that with a woman. I mean, I don't want to!"
But despite her protests, Eliza felt the filthy submissive lust she had grown so used to roaring back in full force. Her mouth watered at the sight of Gene's thick sperm leaking slowly from Cumslut's slick depths.
"Come on now, Bunny," said Gene, taking in the scene eagerly. "Didn't you just say that this sort of thing doesn't count because it's just hunger? You don't suck my dick because you want to, right?"
"Of course not," snapped Eliza automatically, ignoring the fact that her feelings about sucking Gene's cock were much more complicated than that at this point.
"Then no problem," said Gene coaxingly. "This is no different! Just give Cumslut's cunt a sweet kiss and you can have all the cum you crave."
Eliza was confused and horny and anxious. For some reason, diving between the older redhead's thick thighs and eating her out didn't sound nearly as repelling as it should. In fact, the thought was making her feel even hotter and wetter than before in the tight confines of the costume between her thighs.
"Awww, the poor dear," said Mitsy sympathetically, now snuggled up against Stu's side. "Is this the first time your master has asked you to pleasure someone else? That's always soooo tough." She laid a soft hand on Stu's chest and batted her eyelashes at him. "Can I help out poor Lizzie, Coach? Pretty please?"
Stu smirked. "Go on then, Mitsy. I think she needs it."
Mitsy giggled and got up from the couch, swaying over to Cumslut and saying "Scuse me, sweetie!" She reached down and dragged a slim finger up the redhead's messy slit, bringing it to her mouth.
Eliza watched in horror as Mitsy smeared the pearly goo all over her plump, glossy lips. Then her mouth went dry as Mitsy turned toward her with kissy lips and a mischievous gleam in her eyes.
"Time to give me some sugar, Lizzie," she said warmly, sinking to her knees next to the stunned dark-haired Cumbunny. "Pucker up!"
"Mitsy, I don't want to k-kiss you," protested Eliza, feeling her pulse drum against her suddenly too-hot skin. "Especially not with that... on... your..."
But Mitsy was close now, just inches from Eliza's face, and the potent, bleachy smell of Gene's cum had entered Eliza's nose. Suddenly she couldn't focus on anything but how pretty Mitsy's soft eyes were... how plump and kissable her sullied lips looked.
Eliza took in a shuddering breath. She was in the same filthy situation as Bitsy had been minutes before. Tempted to participate in a humiliating lesbian cum-kiss. The energy between her and the blonde bunny was electric. Magnetic. Eliza's head didn't feel like it moved forward. It almost seemed like she was pulled down by irresistible gravity.
Her lips locked with Mitsy's in a warm, wet, sticky kiss. Immediately, Eliza's body roared in approval at the taste of its favorite treat. Her tongue and lips writhed and sucked, cleaning every last drop of Gene's precious cum from the lips of another woman. Mitsy enthusiastically returned Eliza's passion, her hands running all over Eliza's slim body as their tongue slid and tangled together.
Eliza had been telling the truth. She had never kissed a woman before. She had never even thought about it. Yet now she felt a new hunger awaken in her as she deepened the kiss, her hands tentatively rising to mirror Mitsy's motions, touching and exploring the blonde's lush, curvy body. Mitsy was just so soft... she smelled so nice. Eliza's heart hammered in her chest as a wild, unfamiliar lust blossomed deep in her belly.
But as strangely, unexpectedly hot as it was to kiss a woman for the first time... It wasn't fully satisfying. That same old hunger pulsed darkly inside Eliza. Mitsy had only had a thin layer of sperm on her lips, and it had been swiftly licked away by Eliza's greedy tongue. She needed more. And there was only one place she could get it.
Eliza pulled away from Mitsy, panting with lust. Her wild, hot gaze turned to Cumslut, who was still lounging patiently with a sly smile on her face, hips rolled forward and creampied pussy on display.
"Eat up, Lizzie," giggled Mitsy, nuzzling her ear. "We all know you want to... and based on how you were kissing me, I'm willing to bet you'll enjoy it a lot more than you think."
Eliza looked around at the other watchers. The men were all staring with leering confidence. Mitsy was right. It was obvious to everyone what she wanted more than anything. Why bother to defy their expectations? Even Bitsy was working her delicate little hand between her thighs, watching intensely with her plump lower lip seized in her teeth.
Gulping down her shame and reluctance, Eliza turned and crawled toward Cumslut, her mouth drooling and her pussy throbbing with filthy heat. And then there she was, a place she never thought she would find herself: between the thighs of another woman. Her eyes were filled with the sight of Cumslut's pussy. Slightly raw and loose from the rough fucking it had just received, but still as lovely and delicate as the rest of her.
Once again Eliza could smell her master's essence now that she was this close. The scent made her pulse quicken and her arousal swell. If Eliza had had any plans to back out, there was no chance of that now. The Cumbunny inside her was now in control, not the confident self-reliant married woman. Her eyes rose to meet Cumslut's for just a moment. The gorgeous redhead said nothing, just flicked her eyes downward in a silent command.
Eliza obeyed. For someone who had rarely even given blowjobs before being captured by Gene, cunnilingus was far beyond Eliza's experience. But she knew enough about what felt good to her to get started at least. Eliza felt another wave of humiliation as her lips nuzzled up against another woman's pussy for the first time, watched by a smirking, leering audience. It was one thing to kneel and serve the man who had tricked her, but Cumslut was just another Cumbunny. They should be equals. It felt especially humbling to serve her.
But as Eliza's inexperienced tongue slithered out to part the tender lips of Cumslut's labia, the taste her master's cum assaulted her senses, and all hesitance was forgotten in a second. With a sharp intake of breath and a dilation of her eyes, Eliza pushed her face hard into the sloppy pussy in front of her, wriggling her tongue deeper to access more sticky, tantalizing cream.
"Ooooh, she's good for a beginner, sir," purred Cumslut, cradling the back of Eliza's head and pulling her deeper. "With a little training, Lizzie could become the perfect little cunt-muncher."
Gene barked a laugh, idly pulling on his re-stiffening cock as he stared at his Cumbunny, slobbering and slurping her first-ever pussy with a horny enthusiasm only his sperm could inspire. "She's come a long way in cock-sucking too. Maybe my cute little Cumbunny has found her calling as an equal-opportunity mouth slut.
But Eliza was no longer listening, she was gripping Cumslut's lush thighs, pulling herself deeper, her nose thrust into the redhead's neatly trimmed pubes as her lips and tongue worked frantically. She wanted more... not just more cum, but more humiliation. More of this feeling of being small and powerless before a superior. She squeezed her eyes shut to block out the sneering, aroused men staring down at her shameful display and abandoned herself to sapphic pleasure...
...
Eliza rolled her stiff shoulders, allowing the hot water to cascade down over her body. She wrinkled her nose in disgust at the dirty floor of the truck-stop shower, but it would have to do. She couldn't go home to David smelling like semen and pussy.
The remaining few hours of the offline meetup had been significantly less interesting than how it had started. It was just three arrogant and self-centered men trying to impress each other and trading petty gossip about their mutual online acquaintances on the Kaos server. Eliza had spent the whole time in a sort of dull shock. Once the intense arousal and hunger were sated, she had been mortified. She had just had her first lesbian experience in front of an audience. A particularly slutty lesbian experience as well, to make things worse.
She had to endure heated, superior glances from Cumslut the rest of the evening, not to mention the appreciative leers of the two other men.
Meeting three other Cumbunnies had been enlightening, but not encouraging. Bitsy was clearly trying to find a way to fight back... But even the other Cumbunnies regarded Bitsy's defiance as an unfortunate delusion. And then even poor Bitsy had humiliatingly demonstrated the limits of her resistance in front of everyone. As for Mitsy, a beloved teacher turned into a giggly bimbo slut, and Cumslut, a proud stepmother reduced to a meek, devoted submissive... if that was the future Eliza had to look forward to, then things were even worse than she thought.
Eliza gasped and instinctively covered herself as the door to the shower creaked open behind her, admitting the broad, hairy form of Gene's naked body. It was the first time that she had ever seen her master completely naked. Her eyes darted, fascinated, over his disgusting form. Thick, hairy, and broad, with a sort of brutish animal strength implied by the bulge of muscle beneath his flab. The sort of body that should make Eliza recoil in disgust. But she didn't. Her eyes wandered curiously, sticking hard on the long, stiff cock bobbing between his thick, powerful legs. She knew that it was the oil that made her so attracted to this horrible man. But attraction was attraction, even if it was artificial. It suddenly felt dangerous to allow Gene to join her while they were both naked.
"Gene, can it wait?" Eliza whined. "I'm trying to..."
Gene ignored her feeble protest, joining her beneath the hot spray of the shower, his cock stiff and his eyes as hard and cruel as ever.
"What did you think?" asked Gene. "Did you learn a lot from the other bunnies?"
"I... I learned what I have to avoid. At all costs," said Eliza with a defiant lift of her chin, fighting hard against the sudden arousal the sight of her master's naked body was causing. One hand was still stubbornly clasped over her chest, the other tucked demurely between her legs. He might be eager to show off to her, but she had no desire to let him see all of the parts of her reserved for David alone.
Gene sighed with a wry smile. "I was afraid you'd say that. But that's what I like about you, Bunny. This hard, cold exterior is going to make it that much sweeter when you finally submit to me completely. Kneel."
His final word, a harsh command, took Eliza by surprise. She stared for a moment, frozen in her concealing pose, into Gene's dark eyes.
"I said... on your fuckin' knees," said Gene in a low, dangerous voice.
Eliza could have told him to go to hell. She wasn't in the type of desperate, hungry daze that it usually took for her to obey Gene. But after the long evening of embarrassing submission, doing as he said felt natural. Eliza got to her knees on the hard grubby tile. She reached up tentatively, to give her usual blowjob, accidentally showing Gene her tits for the first time, but Gene pushed her hand away.
"Not this time, Cumbunny," said Gene, beginning to stroke his own cock. Eliza felt a sudden pang of disappointment. Even though she didn't NEED Gene's cum right now, she was surprised to find she still wanted it. Somehow, the act of kneeling at Gene's feet without being allowed to touch or taste as he stroked his magnificent cock was even more humiliating than their regular blowjobs.
"I brought you tonight to give you some role models of how a good Cumbunny should act," said Gene meaningfully. "Slutty and dumb like Mitsy. Submissive and obedient like Cumslut. That's how you need to act to please your master."
Eliza, not currently in need of semen, felt that defiance came easier than normal. Her free hand slid back over her chest, concealing her breasts once again. "I won't be like them," she said firmly, staring her tormentor in the eyes, " not ever."
Without warning, Gene's cock erupted, spurting thick sperm onto Eliza's upturned, unsuspecting face. It felt incredible on her skin; warm and tingly. But obviously not as good as it would have on her tongue. She yelped in shock, then instinctively tried to stick her tongue out and catch the precious fluid. The running shower swiftly washed it away.
"We're entering the next phase of your training, Lizzie," said Gene matter-of-factly, rinsing the last few drops of cum off of his cock and down the drain. "Until you can show me you've embraced your role as a Cumbunny, no more blowjobs. You'll take my cum on your skin and that's it. So you had better start thinking carefully about the lessons you learned here tonight."
Eliza glared up at Gene, but already her defiance had begun to curdle into anxiety as she imagined what was coming next in her harrowing slut training.



Gene turned to the door, grabbing a grubby towel from the rack. "And hurry up," he said, grinning over his shoulder, "We need to get you back to your hubby!"
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"Two cherry bombs and a rum and coke," said Charlotte smoothly, setting the two shot glasses next to the highball. She leaned slightly across the bar, offering just the tiniest peek at her cleavage as she added, "That'll be 12 bucks, hotshot."
The kid on the other side of the bar gave her a dopey grin, his eyes flicking up and down between her eyes and her tits. He couldn't have been a month past his 21st. The sort of kid that it paid to triple-check his ID. The little pipsqueak finally offered her a crumpled twenty, saying "Keep the change."
Charlotte gave the poor star-struck kid a wink as she ran the transaction with swift, confident movements and added the eight dollars to her small mountain of tips for the evening. Sometimes squeezing money out of customers was too easy. Especially male customers.
But Charlotte didn't have any more time to bother with the kid, three other people were vying for her attention further down the bar. Just another night at The Hangnail. Most other places, even on this busy street in the entertainment district, could expect to be quiet on a Monday night, but The Hangnail was always humming. It was the sort of ratty dive that consistently made the "best bars" lists in crappy self-published magazines.
A shithole to be sure, but that was part of the charm.
And Charlotte was a good enough bartender to keep up with the crowds. Not just physically, although she had been in the game long enough to be quick and efficient at mixing and serving, but personality-wise as well. It took a tough woman to keep up with all the disrespect and the bad attitude of The Hangnail's usual crowd, and a charming one to wring good tips from them. Charlotte was both. Her and this job were a match made in heaven.
If only everyone could see it that way.
Charlotte barely noticed as the bulky shape of her boss emerged blinking from his office and joined her behind the bar. She was a little too busy mixing a row of Long Island iced teas for a raucous group of twenty-something women to greet him.
"What a fuckin' crowd," said Rob in a bemused voice, leaning back against the bar and crossing his thick, hairy arms over his gut. He was a fifty-three-year-old man with bristly grey hair and a perpetual scowl. An old-fashioned guy. In the worst of ways.
Charlotte raised an eyebrow at him as she poured rum down the line into the plastic cups. "Are you complaining boss?" she asked dryly. "I can ask some of the paying customers to leave if you want." Her phone buzzed audibly in her pocket. She ignored it.
"You gonna get that, honey?" asked Rob with a smirk. She ignored him too.
Just as she was accepting payment from the tipsy gaggle of ladies, Charlotte heard a sharp, obnoxious whistle, and looked up with annoyance to see Connor. "Hey beautiful," he said with a smug grin. "Long time no see."
Charlotte had to try hard not to give him the finger immediately. "I see you every fucking night at the bar, asshole," she said acidly. "I think you mean long time no fuck. That's by design."
"Get me a beer. San Pedro Especial. Come on, babe. We both know we'll end up together again eventually. We always do." Connor's smile was as slimy as his eyes. And his stupid fade made him look like a teenager. He was frustratingly correct about the number of times they had gotten back together in the past, but it had never been easier to resist him than right now.
Charlotte grabbed his beer from the cooler and swung it down against the bar with a sharp motion, expertly popping off the cap. "Five bucks," she said stonily.
Connor just chuckled as he dropped a crumpled five on the counter. No tip. Naturally. "Be... seeing you soon, babe," he said with a wink, grabbing his drink and heading down the bar to talk with some of his idiot friends.
This time Charlotte did flip him off.
"Huh, there goes trouble," said Rob behind her with a low chuckle. "Just don't slack off of work this time to make out with your little lover boy."
"How about you tell me what to do when it comes to your business and let me figure out my own personal life, ok boss?" said Charlotte with a snort, shaking her head. She took another order from a tall man in front of her, now pointedly ignoring her ex-boyfriend further down the bar. "And don't fucking call me 'honey', asshole. Anyway, you know that Connor and I are fucking done. "
"How many times have I heard that?" asked Rob with a smirk, finally shifting from his lazy lean to help out with customers. "I know how women can be. All it takes is a handsome face, a few whispered words, and a couple drinks, and "fucking done" loses the "done" part, sweetheart."
Alright, now Rob was actually starting to piss her off a little. The old fuck had a real with boundaries, not to mention his rampant sexism. God, one time Charlotte had been forced to bite his head off after a "playful' spank. When he got like this, it was best not to engage.
It was true that Charlotte had been on-again-off-again with Connor for a long period. But they had been firmly "off again" for a year since the shit Connor had pulled on her the last time they were dating. Besides, she was with someone new now. And it was serious.
Charlotte's phone buzzed again.
She ignored it, leaning over with sparkling eyes to take the the tall man's ID, saying, "Run a tab, or close it out, handsome?" The tall man grinned widely, and started to answer, but Charlotte didn't hear him. Her phone was buzzing over and over now. God damn it, hadn't she made it clear that he wasn't supposed to call her at work?
Luckily, Charlotte managed to catch the word "tab" through her distraction, and even maintained her flirty smile as she tucked the man's credit card away behind the bar.
The phone stopped buzzing for a second... then began again. She sighed. Well, as much as she would like to ignore the call and teach him a lesson, Charlotte knew that her boyfriend was the kind of guy who would keep calling all night if she didn't answer. She opened the phone and strode into the storage room behind the bar, waving absently to Rob as she went.
"Yeah?" she said sharply into the receiver, leaning against the wall in the dim storage room. "What is it? I'm busy."
"You kind of just ran out of the apartment, babe," came the mournful voice of Steve over the phone. "I think we should finish our conversations instead of just walking away mad."
Charlotte took a deep breath and closed her eyes. It was a bad habit of Steve's as far as she was concerned: during arguments he would get all calm and sad rather than yelling or getting mad like a normal person. It could make disagreements infuriating sometimes. "I don't think I have anything else to say to you right now, Steve," she said stiffly, deliberately using his name rather than a pet name. "Why would I want to talk to a guy who thinks I'm a dirty slut?"
"That's not fair, baby," said Steve, a twinge of annoyance finally seeping into his voice. "You're putting words in my mouth."
Well, it was true that Charlotte was exaggerating a little. But how else was she supposed to interpret his words? It had all started on Saturday, when Steve had "jokingly" asked if she would send him some dirty pictures from the bathroom while she was at work. She had obviously refused. It was insulting he had even asked!
"Oh, I'm sorry," said Charlotte her voice growing dangerously sweet, "did I hurt your feelings? Maybe I should send you a picture of my tits to make you feel better. Because I apparently just do that for every guy."
"I... ugh... I don't know why this is suddenly such a big deal," groaned Steve with obvious frustration. "I know for a fact that you've sexted with other boyfriends before me!"
It was true, but if Steve thought that bringing it up would score him points in this argument, he didn't understand women very well. Charlotte knew before she even picked up that this call would be a waste of her time. They were basically just rehashing their arguments from earlier tonight. And besides, she really did have to get back to work.
"Is there anything else, Steven?" she asked with a sigh. "Like I said, I'm busy."
"Wait..." said Charlotte's boyfriend in a pained tone. Charlotte hesitated. Was he about to apologise? She wasn't sure she was willing to forgive him yet, but it would be a good first step at least.
"Is Connor there tonight?" asked Steve, as if he dreaded the answer.
"Oh my God," Charlotte sighed, rolling her eyes. She hung up on her boyfriend and slipped her phone back into her pocket. She got back behind the bar and got to work, a sassy smile plastered on her face, papering over her smoldering annoyance within.
As much as she was annoyed with him right now, Charlotte knew that she would forgive Steve at some point. He was the one. Unlike the pushy, mean bad boys Charlotte had gone for in the past, Steve made her feel safe and loved.
If he could only do something about his insecurity... Because that was the real problem, not the specific issue of whether Charlotte would send him naked pictures or not. Steve only wanted them because he knew that she had sent them to past boyfriends.
In fact, their argument had only started with that issue. In the end, it had segued into the same old argument they always had: Steve was uncomfortable about Charlotte flirting with customers. No matter how many times Charlotte explained to him that it was just part of the job, and was necessary to get more tips, Steve still for some reason felt like it was a personal insult.
Charlotte was happy to settle down with a nice, solid, reliable guy like Steve. He loved her and made her feel special. But she wouldn't be tamed. Being a bartender at The Hangnail was part of who she was. And one major perk of the job was being wild and free, no matter how it made Steve feel.
Besides... although she would obviously never say it out loud, Charlotte was out of her boyfriend's league. They both knew it. Charlotte had been receiving intense, positive male attention for years, and her boyfriend's affection just wasn't enough to fill that need. A little harmless flirting at her job was a perfect way to let off some steam without actually doing anything that hurt her valued relationship. Flirting with random guys in the controlled relationship of bartender and customer gave her a wicked little charge, and she simply tossed out the phone numbers she collected at the end of the night, no harm done.
"You good on your own?" grunted Rob, suddenly beside her. "I'm going to be busy for a bit."
Charlotte shrugged. It looked like the rush was dying down a bit, so she would likely be fine. "Yeah, no problem. What do you mean busy? Did you suddenly decide to start actually doing work around here?" she asked jokingly. Then her eyes followed Rob's stare across the bar.
She grimaced.
Grace leaned against the bar, right in front of Charlotte, giving her a nasty grin. Charlotte had been so lost in her own little world that she hadn't even noticed Grace's approach. "Hi Charlotte," said Grace in her low, musical voice, her eyes flicked down over Charlotte's work clothes with a mild sneer of disgust. "Looking... cute I suppose?" The pale, dark-haired beauty had the sort of lithe grace that Charlotte would have killed for. Charlotte knew she was hot, but her short, curvy frame did make her worry about her weight sometimes. That would never be a problem for Grace. Her tall willowy form didn't have an ounce of fat on it, yet still somehow managed to look temptingly feminine. Her body was currently accentuated by a stomach-baring tee advertising a band that Charlotte wasn't cool enough to know and skin-tight jeans that seemed to be more rip than denim.
"Hi, bitch," said Charlotte with an answering smile and a raised eyebrow. "I didn't know you liked geriatric dick! Seems appropriate for a slut as desperate as you." Grace's grin turned into an angry snarl, hate flashing in her cold blue eyes.
It would be fair to say that Grace and Charlotte didn't get along. It had been that way practically since Charlotte got the bartending job. Grace used to be the center of male attention at the Hangnail when the head bartender had been a guy, and disliked sharing the spotlight with Charlotte.
Things had really come to a head a couple years ago. Grace had tried to mess with Charlotte, and Charlotte had been forced to teach the skinny bitch why that was a bad idea. Nowadays they normally avoided each other, which suited Charlotte just fine. Maybe Charlotte should just let sleeping dogs lie and pretend to be nice to the bitchy goth. But then again, why should she? She had thoroughly beaten Grace in their last runin. It was her privilege to rub her victory in a little when Grace tried to act all high and mighty.
"Come on Rob," said Grace coldly, "let's go to your office. I can't stand the company here."
She got up and swept away regally toward the hallway leading to Rob's office.
"Watch out for that bitch," said Charlotte to her boss, low enough that the other customers couldn't hear. "If she's flirting with you, it's because she's planning something. She can't be trusted."
Rob chuckled, but his eyes never left the sultry goth's retreating ass. "You know, Charlotte, they say 'don't stick your dick in crazy', but I disagree. I say stick your dick wherever you fucking can."
With that, Rob shifted his bulk hustling to catch up with Grace. When he reached her, the raven-haired woman slipped an arm through his and they walked together toward Rob's office. As they went, Grace glanced briefly back over her shoulder at Charlotte, her eyes glinting with ice-cold steel for just a second before turning away.
Charlotte didn't like the fact that Grace was cozying up to her boss... But there was nothing she could do about it right now.
There was no time to worry about it further. More customers were coming in. And Charlotte recognised them too. It was three of the waiters who worked at the restaurant that Steve managed, Tim, Clive, and Harry. In fact, the only reason she had met Steve in the first place was because these three had dragged him in after a shift one day.
Tim, a tall blonde with laughing blue eyes and a cleft chin, waved with a smile, and his two friends perked up as they saw her as well. Charlotte had a soft spot for these three, and not just because they had introduced her to her future husband. They were fun, good tippers, and, maybe most importantly, they were handsome flirts.
"So, what'll it be, boys?" said Charlotte, wiping her hands on a towel as she made her way down the bar, giving them her best thousand-watt smile.
"We were thinking about getting some shots," said Clive, a shorter guy with warm brown eyes and wavy, dark hair. "But only if the best looking bartender in town wants to do one with us."
Charlotte raised an eyebrow at him with a laugh. Maybe she shouldn't encourage such forward flirting from her boyfriend's coworkers, but fuck it. She was annoyed at Steve anyway.
"I think I could be tempted," she said with a wicked wink.
Tonight, she was going to prove that she hadn't been domesticated.
...
The disgusting old bar owner's chin slipped off his hand and his head landed on the surface of his paper-strewn desk with a heavy *Thunk*. Grace watched him critically, just in case he pulled himself together enough to rise, but after a few seconds he started letting out a series of rough, gurgling snores.
Fucking finally. Grace set down her seven and seven, which she had only taken a few sips of since she entered the office, and immediately began opening drawers.
Grace wasn't even completely positive what she was looking for. Anything with that bitch Charlotte's name on it more or less. Grace's lip twisted with mild disgust as she edged around the snoring old man. She couldn't believe that someone like Rob could be delusional enough to think he had a chance with her. Pretending to be interested in him had been one of her more embarrassing schemes. And, even more embarrassing, it seemed like it might be hitting a dead end. Subtle questioning of Rob had yielded no useful results, and now Grace had been forced to move on to a desperate plan "B"; a quick check to see if she could find any more info on Charlotte in Rob's office.
It would all be worth it if she could find something that would ruin Charlotte's fucking life. Charlotte thought she was so much better than Grace. She had come into the social scene of the Hangnail with her nose in the air from day one, flaunting her tiny tits and chunky ass in front of all the boys and stealing their attention with her slutty flirting.
So Grace, naturally, planned a little show of force. Just a demonstration that Grace was the alpha female in the bar and that Charlotte should know her place. Grace knew that Charlotte and Connor had a thing, so she pulled the hunk aside and manipulated him into a makeout session where she knew Charlotte could see them. It wasn't difficult. Connor was a man, and Grace was skilled at getting what she wanted. Just as she had planned, Charlotte was forced to watch as Grace thoroughly kissed her boyfriend.
And what had the fucking bitch done? Completely overreacted. Brought a gun to a knife fight. Charlotte had whipped out her phone, snapped a picture, and sent it to Grace's sugar daddy. As if she was the fucking morality police. The hypocritical bitch! As if she didn't giggle, bat her eyelashes, and show off her cleavage to the male customers every night, whether she had a boyfriend or not.
So Grace had waited. She had gone quiet. Bided her time. If Charlotte wanted to escalate things that far, then Grace would show her how bad escalation could be. She was the queen of this social scene, and when she was through, Charlotte would never fucking forget it. If Charlotte wanted to bring a gun to the knife fight, Grace would bring a nuclear fucking bomb.
But she wasn't going to find it in Rob's office. Grace ran her fingers distractedly through her glossy raven hair. Another dead end. Rob didn't seem to keep very good files at all, let alone anything that might be useful in taking down the slutty little cow he employed. It was time to cut Rob loose. If she tried to string him along any further, he would no doubt try to make a move on her, disgustingly enough. Grace had hoped to discover that Charlotte had been sleeping with the old misogynist or giving him some sort of sexual favors, but it seemed like even a slut like Charlotte had higher standards than that.
Grace huffed irritably and took out her phone. Almost two. The bar would be closing soon. It was time to head home and rethink her plans for ruining her rival's life.
Grace left the office, with the drunk passed-out man drooling on the desk behind her. As she reached the end of the short back hallway, she heard Charlotte calling out closing time, and the grumble of the patrons. Sitting at the bar were the three young waiters from the nearby restaurant. Grace was familiar with them, just like she was with all the regulars of the bar. She had even hooked up with Tim once or twice; he was good-looking and tall enough to meet her standards. Grace's eyes narrowed with interest as she noticed that the three guys weren't moving toward the door, instead staying to chat with Charlotte as the rest of the patrons filed out.
She moved back into the hallway a little, staying in the shadows.
Some instinct told her that waiting and watching might finally show her something interesting.
...
"Ummm, are you alright here with these three?" asked Nelson in his nasally voice, peering with obvious annoyance at the three waiters still sitting in their stools at the bar.
Charlotte gritted her teeth and tried to be patient. Of course it would be fucking Nelson who made a big deal about closing time.
Nelson gave her the creeps. There was no other way around it. Part of being a bartender (which some people really fucking struggled to understand) was maintaining a light flirtation with the customer base. But some people took that the wrong way. For some people, that little bit of female attention was enough to inspire an unhealthy fixation.



Charlotte didn't know all that much about Nelson. By design. But he seemed like the kind of person who got female attention so infrequently that Charlotte's smiles and politeness had felt like a lot more to him than they were. By now he was practically here every night. If she had a normal boss, she would get him to bar Nelson from the premises. But again, Rob was sometimes disgustingly "old-fashioned", and said he didn't see anything wrong with a "harmless crush".
"We're closed now, Nelson," she said firmly. "You need to leave." She actually shuddered to think what Nelson might work up the courage to do if he managed to stay in the bar alone with her after close. Luckily she also thought she could take the little pipsqueak in a fight.
"B-but...!" whined Nelson, angrily gesturing toward the three men still sitting at the bar, watching his outburst with amusement.
Finally, Tim stood up and cracked his knuckles. "The lady said they're closed! Get the fuck out of here!"
Nelson's face turned bright red. He opened and closed his mouth silently a few times... then scurried out the door, the laughter of Charlotte and the three guys chasing him out.
"My hero," purred Charlotte, teasingly batting her eyelashes at Tim. "But actually he kind of had a point. You three need to leave as well. I've gotta lock up."
"One more shot," insisted Clive, his dark eyes shining as he leaned forward with a sloppy drunken grin. "C'mon. You owe it to us."
"Oh do I?" said Charlotte with a giggle, tucking a loose blonde lock behind her ear. "And why is that?"
"Because you got us all drunk," said Harry accusatorily, pointing a finger at her with a crooked smile, "and you never even got tipsy! It's not fair!"
Charlotte shook her head, but the wide smile never left her face. Harry was wrong. She had been matching the boys shot for shot, and even if she was good at hiding it, she certainly felt buzzed. "Sorry boys. Bars close at two. The law is the law."
"Oh fuck that," scoffed Tim, giving her a challenging gaze from his commanding height. "You're not serving us. We're just sharing a drink as friends. Rob isn't even around, and we swear not to tell the cops. Isn't that right, boys?"
"Never," said Harry solemnly, hand held mockingly to his heart.
"Snitches get *urp*... stitches," said Clive, his eyes fuzzy with alcohol.
Charlotte cocked an eyebrow at the three waiters. It had been a really fun night. Despite the fact that she flirted frequently with customers to pad out her tips, it had been a while since she had laid on the charm this thick, and the three handsome younger guys had given as good as they got.
Charlotte bit her lip, hesitating. Wavering on the edge. She had begun flirting with these boys as a sort of petty revenge for Steve's controlling behavior, but by this point, she felt like she had achieved that goal. Staying after hours with them might be taking things a little too far...
But the warm, pleasant feeling in her veins made Charlotte's reservations seem distant. She was having a good time with Steve's coworkers. She knew where the line was and how to toe it. Fuck it.
"One shot," she said warningly, setting four shot glasses on the bar along with a bottle of midrange tequila, "and then you need to take your drunk asses home."
The boys let out a ragged cheer. All four of them downed the tequila together, but afterward the guys showed no signs of getting up to leave. Charlotte found that she didn't really mind. She liked being the center of attention, no matter how Steve felt about it, and right now the warm lustful eyes of his younger coworkers felt like they were lighting her up from within.
Charlotte grabbed her tips from behind the bar as the three younger men joked and laughed with each other. A pretty good haul tonight, especially for a Monday. Almost three hundred bucks!
"Holy shit!" said Harry, his tipsiness making him a little louder than strictly necessary, "is that all just tips or are you counting the till?"
Tim let out a low whistle as Clive said, "Damn! I wish I could make tips like that!"
"What can I say?" said Charlotte, preening a little as she straightened the crumpled bills, "I guess I just have what it takes to be a big earner."
"Mmmhmm," said Tim, his hazy blue eyes flicking down to Charlotte's chest for one heart-pounding moment, "You definitely have what it takes." The other two men laughed, partially in shock that Tim had gone that far and partially in gleeful agreement with his point.
Charlotte felt a flush cross her face. It was partially from annoyance at Tim's crass comment... but that wasn't all. It was just the tiniest bit intriguing that these three guys all thought her tits were impressive enough to earn her pile of tips. They weren't the biggest boobs around, and sometimes Charlotte felt a little self-concious about that. So getting a little positive male attention directed toward her chest was... nice.
But she was a taken woman, so she obviously had to embrace her annoyance more than her interest. "And what exactly do you mean by that?" she asked in a sharp voice, hands planted on her hips. "That I'm hard working and talented? That I give good service?"
But the boys were too drunk to be scared off so easily, not when they could detect the pink flush in Charlotte's cheeks and the gleam in her eyes. "C'mon, Charlotte," slurred Clive, leaning forward with a dreamy look, his hand cupped in his chin. "You're a good bartender, but we all know that if you started a Simpspace, you would make more than all four of us combined."
Charlotte and the other boys froze. Charlotte's mouth fell open as she processed the brazen statement from Clive. Tim and Harry looked at her, nervously gauging how she would react to the overtly sexual claim. Charlotte was aware of Simpspace obviously, although she had never used the service herself. It was a place where women sold naked pictures of themselves and flirted with subscribers. A sort of low-level sex work.
Just by bringing it up, Clive had crossed an unspoken boundary, much more so than Tim's subtle joke about her body. Charlotte struggled for a moment for how she should react... But then a giggle bubbled up from her throat, and she was suddenly doubled over in laughter. The other guys laughed too, relieved that Clive hadn't managed to kill the mood.
"So that's what you think of me, huh, Clive?" she asked in a fond voice, wiping a tear from her eye. "A smoking hot sexpot that men would line up to pay for dirty pics? Get fucking real. You're drunk; nobody's going to pay to see some average girl like me without clothes."
But to her surprise, the three men squinted at her with humorously similar expressions of disbelief. "Are you fucking kidding me?" asked Clive in confusion.
"You're one of the hottest people I know," said Tim fervently.
"If you started a Simpspace," insisted Harry, "I would be your first subscriber."
Charlotte looked at all of their faces, but none of them were joking. She felt a warm feeling of lust stretch and unfurl lazily in her belly. The way they looked at her... these weren't just guys flirting out of boredom. There was pent up hunger in their eyes. Charlotte had a sudden primal instinct to draw that hunger out. To see how deep it went.
"How much would you pay?" she asked softly, fighting to keep her voice casual. "If I'm going to start up a Simpspace, I need to know how much to charge, right?"
To her embarrassment and secret pleasure, the three horny waiters scrambled for their wallets, pooling money between them until they had fifty bucks, held out in Tim's hand. The hunger was blazing in their eyes now. They were practically drooling for her. Charlotte could feel an answering heat blaze up inside her...
And run right up against her logical brain, which, even a little drunk, knew better than to take things further.
"A whole fifty bucks!" she exclaimed with an arch of her eyebrows and a teasing grin. "What a steal! But too bad, boys. Despite your generous offer, this hot little body is for Steve's eyes only. No deal."
The three guys let out a simultaneous disappointed groan, which made Charlotte giggle again. They couldn't be serious. They really thought that she was drunk and horny enough to flash her tits? For fifty bucks? There was flirting and then there was betraying Steve, and Charlotte knew the line. No matter how warm and fuzzy and tipsy she was.
"He wouldn't even care," mumbled Harry sulkily.
"Excuse me?" laughed Charlotte, "That's bullshit. You think my man would just be cool with his friends seeing my tits? I wasn't born yesterday, boys."
"Aw c'mon," slurred Clive, clasping his hands together pleadingly, "I mean, everybody knows you flirt with guys at the bar! How is this different? Steve is cool! He wouldn't care if you cut loose a little."
Charlotte shook her head with her arms crossed across her chest, unconsciously pushing her boobs up a little bit, emphasizing them for the gaze of the drunk, horny men. They had no idea exactly how wrong they were. Steve wasn't even comfortable with her usual mild flirting, let alone flashing his friends. But she had no intention of embarrassing her boyfriend by letting the guys know about his insecurity.
It was time to wrap this up. Charlotte had extracted her secret revenge with a night of flirting with three hot younger guys, and she should get home. Maybe Steve would still be up, and they could make up before she hit the hay. She was about to speak up and tell the boys to leave, when Tim, the clear ringleader, spoke up.
"How much does Steve really care?" he mused, his blue eyes sharp and dangerous as he looked down at the petite blonde bartender from his impressive height. "I mean, he lets you go off and flirt with guys all night while he sits at home alone. Sounds like a man letting his girl slip through his fingers."
Now Charlotte felt a stab of anger, mixed with a deeper, more primal reaction... Tim was a young, strong, virile male, and he wanted to challenge her boyfriend. He wanted to steal her. The idea was hot, at least in an abstract way. She obviously didn't want him to actually do it, but the idea of attractive young men fighting to claim her was oddly fascinating. Once again, Charlotte pushed down the inappropriate arousal and let the appropriate anger take over.
'No," she said coldly, her eyes flashing dangerously. "Now you've gone too far. I've been really patient with you horny little punks, but I'm not going to stand here and listen to you insult Steve. We love each other. And he doesn't hang around stalking me because he trusts me, you dumb fuck."
Tim didn't look swayed or apologetic despite Charlotte's outburst. Instead, he looked thoughtful. He rubbed his chin with a smirk and said, "You seem pretty certain that Steve cares a lot about where you are and what you're doing."
"Obviously," said Charlotte simply, feeling a little pang of guilt about hanging out with other guys, openly flirting with them.
"Then let's prove it," said Tim challengingly. "A little bet. Why don't you call Steve up right now? If he cares as much as you say, he should pick up right away. If he does, you take every cent that we three made in tips tonight to add to your pile."
Charlotte bit her lip, feeling her heartbeat pulse against her skin. "And if he doesn't?" she asked softly, looking up into Tim's eyes.
"Then I guess you still get fifty bucks," said Tim with a smirk.
Charlotte thought carefully. Really, it was a bet that was massively tilted in her favor. Even if he had fallen asleep, Steve always woke up if she called. The other two men seemed to agree that it was a sucker's bet, clearly unhappy with Tim for offering their nightly tips. Really it probably wasn't a good idea to entertain a bet at all when one potential result was flashing her tits... But by this point Tim's cocky attitude had pissed her off... and made her a little horny. That, combined with the alcohol in her veins and a desire to publicly prove the strength of her relationship with Steve after their earlier fight, convinced Charlotte to make a rash decision.
"Looks like my pile of tips is about to get a lot bigger," she said confidently, whipping out her phone and dialing her boyfriend.
"Wait wait wait," said Clive, waving his hands, "I didn't agree to this!"
But it was too late. The call was already ringing. Charlotte held the phone to her ear, ready to hear her boyfriend's voice and tell him she was on her way home with a nice little bonus. Her confident smile and relaxed posture remained in place through the first three rings.
The fourth one sent a pang of doubt through her. What the fuck was he waiting for? Tim's smile widened and Charlotte's shrank as the rings continued. In every silence, Charlotte thought maybe she sensed her boyfriend pick up. But then the next ring followed. Clive and Harry stopped their whining, a look of delirious joy spreading across their faces.
Charlotte couldn't even meet Tim's eyes when Steve's voicemail message played. She was worried that if she did, the twisted, roaring arousal in her belly would get even worse. Or she would punch him. Or both.
"Fuck," she said under her breath, tossing her phone onto the bar in frustration and covering her eyes. Suddenly her head felt hotter and fuzzier than ever, the haze of alcohol blending powerfully with her growing arousal. Why did Steve have to pick this one fucking time to ignore his phone?
"Surely you don't expect me to..." began Charlotte, looking up. The words died on her tounge as she looked into the eyes of the three attractive, horny men in front of her. That hunger that had so intrigued her before was back in full force. And once again her arousal answered it, powerful and inescapable.
A nasty voice inside her whispered that maybe they were right... Maybe if Steve wanted to keep his friends from seeing her tits, he should've answered his fucking phone.
Charlotte had always been impulsive, and having afew drink too many only intensified that. She took a deep breath, and bunched the bottom of her work shirt in her hands, pulling it up and digging her fingers beneath the bottom of her bra's cups.
The boys only had time for a gasp of pleased shock as Charlotte yanked upward, freeing her firm C-cup tits into the dim light and warm air of the after-hours bar.
The shocked silence felt louder than the bar had been all evening. Charlotte felt her breath catch hot and wet in her throat as the eyes of the three younger men focused with burning intensity on her naked, revealed tits.
"Pierced. Fucking nice," said Clive in a dazed, wondering voice, catching a viscious elbow from Tim for his trouble.
Charlotte's big pink nipples were pierced, in fact, sporting small silver barbells which drew attention to their perfect size and shape. She had always considered her nipples to be one of her best features, even if her breasts themselves weren't large enough for her liking. Showing them off to her boyfriend's friends sent a growing feeling of hot, moist excitement spreading between Charlotte's thighs. As the men watched closely, seeing every detail of what only her boyfriend should see, Charlotte's nipples rose and swelled, responding to her growing exhibitionist lust.
This was spiralling too far. Charlotte was suddenly worried she might lose control and do something she would really regret. Tim's piercing eyes were making that hot needy feeling between her legs throb alarmingly with dirty heat.
The cocky younger man had got what he wanted... and from now on whenever Tim talked to Steve, his manager, he would have the secret, smug memory of the sight of Charlotte's tits in the back of his mind. Being a part of that secret humiliation of Steve was kinky and taboo in a way that felt intoxicatingly dangerous.
With her anxiety and arousal growing every second, Charlotte moved to cover herself again.
"Wait," said Tim in a sharp, commanding voice. Charlotte froze by instinct.
"Give them a little shake," said Tim with a broad, leering smirk. "Really give us our fifty dollars worth."
Charlotte didn't know why she obeyed. She would have been more than justified in telling Tim to fuck off. Maybe it was the alcohol. Maybe it was the growing heat between her thighs. Maybe the kinky betrayal of the situation went to her head. Maybe it was just the fact that doing what a pushy, attractive man ordered her to do felt hot as fuck.
Regardless, with hot blush spreading across her face, Charlotte gave her shoulders a little shimmy, sending her tits wobbling and bouncing, their stiff, slutty nipples tracing shining circles in the air as the light glinted off their piercings.
Charlotte gulped as the hunger grew in the eyes of the three men. She could see it in Tim's cocky gaze; in the lean of his posture. He was about to demand something else. A new bet maybe... Or just an open proposition. And in that moment of horny weakness, right after submitting to a different obscene request, Charlotte honestly didn't know if she would be strong enough to refuse.
So she acted decisively, yanking her shirt and bra back down over her breasts.
It was as if a lightswitch had been flicked off. All of the complex, powerful sexual tension between Charlotte and the three men was sucked away in an instant, leaving an awkward silence between them.
"So... um," said Tim, his moment of dominance utterly gone, "We said you could have..." He held out the crumpled pile of bills for Charlotte to take.
"No, just keep it," said Charlotte flatly. Suddenly the small pile of bills seemed like the vilest thing in the world to her. She felt dirty and guilty. She got the feeling that the three guys were on the same wavelength, considering the fact that they were all now struggling to meet her eyes.
"We all had a little too much to drink," said Charlotte firmly, clapping her hands together to forcibly call the men's attention to her. "And things got a little out of hand. Right?"
"Yeah," said Tim, looking relieved. "We need to learn a little self-control. But nothing that bad happened."
"Nothing that Steve needs to worry about," agreed Charlotte, looking into each of their eyes pointedly.
"Right," said Harry, nodding.
"Just a little drunk silliness. Won't happen again," said Clive sheepishly.
"No. It won't," said Charlotte flatly. "Now, the bar is closed. Goodnight, boys."
...
Grace lowered her phone, a broad smile plastered over her face, watching as the three men turned and slunk out of the bar with their tails between their legs.
So many months of planning and scheming, trying to find some way of ruining Charlotte's life with nothing to show for it. And suddenly the stupid slut drops the perfect thing right into her worst enemy's lap.
Grace's mind was already whirring with ideas for how to use her freshly-filmed amatuer porn video. She had gotten the perfect angle of Charlotte's slutty little show, including the saucy little shimmy at the end.
This was going to be so fucking fun.
...
Steve woke to the soft sounds of the city filtering in through his open bedroom window along with strong, bright sunlight.
Even before he turned over and saw her tousled blonde hair poking up above the sheets, he knew that Charlotte was there. She was the one who liked to sleep with the windows open. Personally, Steve thought it just made the room more hot and humid, but he never had been able to get his way when it came to Charlotte. A soft, private smile crept onto his face as he looked at Charlotte's huddled shape beneath the sheets, softly rising and falling with her sleeping breath.
She was back. She hadn't left him because of their fight. Steve knew his feeling of relief was silly. Of course their relationship was strong enough to withstand a stupid lover's quarrel. But he couldn't help the happiness swelling in his heart. Sometimes, Steve felt like he had won a lottery ticket with Charlotte. She was sharp, funny, outgoing, driven, and above all, smoking hot. Everything Steve wasn't. At times, Steve wondered fearfully what Charlotte saw in him at all. After all, as far as he knew all of her previous boyfriends had been handsome, dangerous bad boys. But he was afraid that if he asked her about it, somehow the spell would be broken, and Charlotte would realize that their relationship had been beneath her all along.



So Steve did his best not to question his luck and enjoy his relationship for what it was. Most of the time. Charlotte's attitude about some things did get under his skin a little. Steve scooped up his phone from the bedside table and tried to unlock it before remembering he had turned it off in a huff last night. He got up from bed and wandered toward the kitchen while he turned it back on, still deep in thought about his argument with Charlotte last night.
Ok, so maybe pushing Charlotte to send nudes was a little annoying of him. But she had to see where he was coming from. Charlotte had dated, hooked up with, and been "friends with benefits" with lots of guys before Steve, some of whom were friends of his. And it was public knowledge that Charlotte wasn't shy when it came to sending lovers spicy texts and photos.
Or she hadn't been, until she started dating Steve. He tried to take it as a compliment. One way to look at it was that Charlotte saw their relationship as much more special than any of her previous flings, and wanted Steve, her serious boyfriend, to treat her like a lady. So Steve was willing to grudgingly accept that he would never receive nudes from his girlfriend.
But how she acted at her job was harder to swallow.
Steve opened the fridge and pulled out the carton of eggs, some green peppers, a bag of shredded cheese, and some leftover ham. Steve knew his way around a kitchen, and a nice loaded omelet would be a good peace offering when Charlotte rolled out of bed hungover.
But as he beat the egg, a wrinkle formed between Steve's eyebrows, and stayed there stubbornly. It really ate him up that Charlotte spent night after night at work, smiling and giggling and flirting with strange men. Especially Connor.
Charlotte swore up and down that things were over between her and her ex, but Steve had heard stories. Everyone who knew Charlotte before Steve and she started dating had all sort of wild stories about Charlotte and Connor's relationship. How they often broke up while screaming their hatred at each other, only to sloppily make out in front of everyone the very next day. People said that no matter how messily or how long Charlotte and Connor broke up, they always got back together in the end, drawn back to each other like magnets.
Sometimes a horrible hypothetical scenario seized Steve: what if he was just one more speedbump in Charlotte's relationship with Connor? What if she felt that magnetic pull one more time, got back together with her ex like she always did, and boring, average Steve became just a funny story that she and Connor told their friends?
It was the sort of thing that made it hard to sleep when Charlotte stayed late at work.
"It smells good," said a raspy voice from the doorway. Steve looked up to see Charlotte standing there, eyes half-open, wincing from the brightness of the late morning sun.
Even in her ratty pajamas, clearly hung-over and without makeup, she was beautiful to Steve. Feathery blonde shoulder-length hair, cute elven facial features, porceline-pale skin, a curvy little body, and eyes that normally sparkled with hidden mischief. When she wasn't hung-over of course.
She was the perfect woman. And she belonged to Steve... almost completely.
"Good," said Steve with a soft smile, turning back to the skillet, "because I'm making it for you."
To his surprise, Steve felt his girlfriend's arms wrap around him from behind. The feeling of her soft, braless tits pressing into him nearly took his breath away. Even this simple, tender gesture made his cock wake up, rapidly springing to half-erect.
"I forgive you," murmured Charlotte, her voice muffled from being pressed against his back. This was strange, although not unwelcome. Normally making up after their fights involved a lot of apologies and olive branches from Steve before Charlotte thawed, no matter who started the fight. Steve couldn't even remember a time Charlotte had been the one to reach out and end a spat.
"I forgive you too," said Steve with a grin. He meant it wholeheartedly, but also intended it as a bit of a joke. Normally when he said that, Charlotte would laugh and say that there was nothing for Steve to forgive since she was always right.
This time she just made a mild "Mm". A noncommittal noise of agreement or acceptance. She was in a weird mood today for sure. Maybe she was feeling really bad from her hangover.
Steve turned to see Charlotte staring up at him through her eyelashes, her expression oddly serious. He kissed her on the forehead and said, "Sit down, honey. You look rough. Drink some water. I'll bring you some breakfast in a second."
Finally a sunny smile broke over Charlotte's face and she pulled Steve down into a significantly less innocent kiss before heading over to the table with a full bottle of water.
"I was thinking about taking you out this week," said Steve spontaneously, feeling that something was needed to break the ice between them a little even after their mutual forgiveness.
"Oh really?' said Charlotte with a grin, looking like death as she took a big pull from her water bottle. "Well I wouldn't say no. And where are you taking your high-class woman? Fine French cuisine? The opera?"
Steve laughed, sliding the omelet onto a plate and bringing it over to the table. "How about cheap seats at a baseball game? Hot dogs are on me."
"Shit," said Charlotte with a chuckle, "My guy is a high roller. Those dogs aren't cheap."
She snuggled up to Steve as he sat beside her, putting her head on his shoulder. "And he also knows my tastes perfectly," she said fondly, giving him a wet smack on the cheek. "That sounds perfect, babe."
Boyfriend and girlfriend chatted pleasantly for a few minutes, making small talk and joking with each other, synching back up after their heated argument. After she drank down her huge bottle of water and ate the large omelet, Charlotte looked rejuvenated. Wrapping a slim arm around her boyfriend, she said, "Listen Steve, I want you to come out to the bar tonight. It's always more fun when you're there."
Steve didn't quite believe that. He couldn't imagine that having him there sitting on a barstool and having a quiet drink made his girlfriend's hectic job responsibilities more interesting. But he knew a peace offering when he saw one, and he took it gratefully, even if he didn't love going out drinking.
"That sounds fun, baby," he said warmly, leaning into Charlotte's embrace. "I'll be there."
Boyfriend and girlfriend leaned on each other in a warm glow of love, happy that their relationship was stronger than ever.
...
Charlotte leaned forward on the bar, listening intently as her man talked about some minor annoyance at work. She knew that going out to bars wasn't his favorite thing to do, but he had showed up anyway, and she appreciated it.
It worked out well anyway. Unlike the previous evening, Tuesday night had turned out to be pretty dead, which gave Charlotte plenty of opportunities to slack off and shoot the shit with Steve.
She still felt a little guilty about the previous night. Things had definitely gotten out of hand between her and Steve's three coworkers. She tried to tell herself that it wasn't a big deal: after all there was no touching, just a quick little peek at the girls. But she wasn't fooling herself. She had gotten horny and drunk and crossed a line. Tonight was about making that up to her boyfriend, even though he would never know what happened. After the bar closed, she planned to drag him home and give him the time of his life in the sack.
And maybe tomorrow she would send him a tasteful nude. Maybe. She would think about it.
Charlotte saw Grace out of the corner of her eye, but didn't even bother to turn. For one last moment, Charlotte classified Grace as a defeated enemy, beneath her notice. By the time the tall, dark, graceful slipped up to the bar on Steve's left, it was too late for Charlotte to say anything. Her life was about to be changed forever without warning.
"Hey, girl!" said Grace in an unusually bright and cheerful voice. "Slow night, huh?"
Charlotte gave her a flat bemused look. Was this some new psyche-out tactic? Trying to pretend they were friends? Speaking like some sort of valley girl? She couldn't wrap her head around it. Before she could even think of how she could respond, Grace had turned to Steve, saying, "And you must be Charlotte's boyfriend! So great to finally meet you! I'm Grace." She threw her arms around Steve and drew Charlotte's confused boyfriend into a hug.
Charlotte frowned.
She didn't give a shit if Grace wanted to mess around with her by pretending they had always been friends, but Charlotte had had quite enough of Grace touching her men. "I don't know what you think you're doing," she said coldly, "but I think you had better..."
Grace held up a finger, a sharp smile on her face as she said "One second, bestie. Before you say anything else, I want you to take a look at this hilarious video I saw last night!" Charlotte stared at her gorgeous enemy like she was insane, but that gave Grace the time she needed to pull out her phone and start playing a video.
With a fake smile plastered across her face, and eyes glittering with malice, Grace held the phone close enough to Charlotte and at just such an angle that Steve couldn't see the video. Charlotte's heart went cold and her words dried up in her mouth as it dawned on her what Grace was showing her.
It was a clear video of the bar taken from the perspective of someone standing in the back hallway. It showed Charlotte talking with the three men from last night. Charlotte watched with horror as the video showed her reaching down to rapidly bunch up the bottom of her shirt.
Charlotte reached out compulsively, trying to grab the phone, but Grace was too quick. She smoothly pulled it back and locked the screen. The two women stared at each other, Grace's grin wide and sharp, Charlotte doing her best to control her rapidly spiralling panic.
The nature of the threat was clear without any explanation. Grace had a crystal clear video of Charlotte's mistake last night. Steve was already insecure about how Charlotte interacted with men at her job; if he saw that video, their relationship was over. Steve was right there next to them. Charlotte's relationship now survived only through Grace's mercy. And Charlotte had broken Grace up with a boyfriend before using much less incriminating evidence.
Right now, Charlotte was walking a thin tight-rope with no safety net.
"Yeah," said Charlotte, using every ounce of acting skill she had to attempt to be casual, "so funny."
Grace's shark-like smile widened. She looked immensely pleased that Charlotte had realized and accepted the fact that she had no choice but to play along. "I know, right?" she said with a smirk, "it was everything I could do not to immediately send it to everyone I know!"
"So you two know each other from the bar?" asked Steve, looking back and forth between the two beautiful ladies, "I've been here a few times... I've never seen you." It seemed like Steve was picking up some kind of tension between Grace and Charlotte, but luckily didn't understand what was going on. Charlotte had to take this conversation somewhere else before he was able to pick up any more clues.
"Grace, would you mind joining me for a second?" asked Charlotte smoothly, her heart pounding a mile a minute in her chest, "I had something I wanted to ask you."
The tall pale goth's face sat frozen in a false, pleasant smile for a long couple of seconds, and Charlotte began to worry that she would refuse. But finally Grace shrugged, saying, "Anything for my bestie! Lead the way."
Charlotte looked at Steve, who seemed to be struggling to keep up with what was going on. He wasn't the only one. 'Stay right there, babe," said Charlotte with a smile she tried hard to keep from wobbling. She reached into the cooler behind her and pulled out a bottle, popping off the cap and setting it in front of her boyfriend. "Have a drink. This won't take long."
Grace let out a low evil laugh at that, as if she very much doubted it. Charlotte jerked her head to the side, indicating the storeroom behind the bar.
It was time to find out this bitch's terms.
...
As soon as Charlotte got the door of the storeroom closed behind her she whirled on Grace, sticking a finger in her face and furiously hissing, "What the fuck do you want, you psycho bitch?"
Grace stood her ground, not flinching one millimeter. Her icy blue eyes flicked downward to Charlotte's finger contemptuously, then back up to piece Charlotte with her gaze.
"I understand that emotions are running high," she said in a low, dangerous voice, "so I've decided to cut you a little slack on this one. But if I were you, I wouldn't make the mistake of running your mouth to me ever again."
Charlotte found her will failing her. Grace was so confident, her voice so forceful and commanding, that all of her bluster and anger wilted, along with her pointing finger. At that moment, Grace, a girl she had written off as a defeated rival, actually began to intimidate her. Charlotte cleared her throat awkwardly, pushing down her sudden feeling of inferiority as she looked away from the fierce icy eyes staring down at her from Grace's commanding height.
"What do you want?" she asked, in a voice that sounded sulky rather than defiant in the stuffy air of the dim supply room.
"Simple," said Grace with a chilly smirk. "I noticed you having a lot of fun last night. Flirting with strange men... showing off a little. I want to help you explore that side of yourself. I want you to start a Simpspace account."
Charlotte let out a short, scoffing laugh, but Grace's expression was anything but joking, and the laugh died before it really got started. As she realized that Grace really wanted her to start a Simpspace account, something strange happened inside Charlotte. A tiny, insidious sprout of arousal grew and squirmed in her belly. Something about the disturbing, obscene idea of her naked body on the internet for hundreds of anonymous men to see was darkly fascinating. It was like a super concentrated dose of the charge she got from flirting with men at the bar. Worse, there was also a strange tingle that went through her when she looked up into Grace's steely eyes. Charlotte had always enjoyed it when ex-boyfriends got a little bossy and take-charge in bed (not Steve of course, he just wasn't that sort of guy). Something about Grace's cocky attitude and her current position of power were somehow flipping those same switches inside of Charlotte right now, as much as she wished they didn't.
Despite the sudden and unwelcome flush of arousal that pulsed through her, Charlotte wasn't about to cave in that easily on something like this. She had to push back somehow. "You can't be fucking serious," she said dully. "I'm not going to sell naked pictures of myself on the internet. That site is for sluts desperate for male attention and whores looking for quick cash."
"Kind of like a girl with a boyfriend shaking her naked tits to random guys for fifty bucks?" asked Grace with a sly grin.
"Fuck you!" snarled Charlotte, suddenly wild with defensive anger. What pissed her off even more was that Grace seemed utterly unphased, staring at her with the faint smirk of someone who felt completely in control. Charlotte felt another throb of that strange arousal. Fuck! Why was Grace staring at her like she was some sort of slutty plaything? "I don't have to take this from you," continued Charlotte heatedly, turning to leave the storeroom, "If you think I'm just going to roll over and do whatever the fuck you want, you're insane!"
Grace still didn't look bothered. The superior smirk never left her face. She simply leaned her long, lithe body against the storage shelf behind her and said mildly "Well that a shame. I thought you and Steve were cute together, in a "white picket fence" kind of way. But I think we both know how he will feel when he sees a video of his girlfriend flashing three guys in a bar."
Charlotte wanted nothing more than to tell this evil bitch to do her worst. Maybe it was even the smart decision. Blackmail tended to be a slippery slope after all, and with a crazy bitch like Grace, who knew where the demands would end?
But Charlotte's hand paused on the doorknob, unable to turn it. Steve... he was her end game. Leaving the dingy storage room right now would be accepting that her half-formed, rosy plans for the future were dead. No white lace dress. No kids. No happily ever after. Charlotte was certain Grace wasn't bluffing. After the way Charlotte had ended Grace's relationship, she was sure the evil bitch wouldn't hesitate to show the video to Steve.
The weird arousal was back again. Somehow this feeling of being trapped and helpless was a turn on for her. Charlotte closed her eyes. Would it really be that bad to have a Simpspace account? If it saved her future with Steve?
"Just make the account, right?" she said in a clipped, awkward tone, refusing to turn and look at Grace's victorious expression.
"I want the login information too," said Grace, rising gracefully from her lean and patting Charlotte condescendingly on the shoulder. "Do it now, before you leave the room. No time like the present, right? I'm excited! This is going to be a fun little journey of self-discovery for you! We'll get to find out exactly how much of a fucking whore you can be!"
With that, Grace breezed past Charlotte, her silky raven hair flipping behind her. She left a faint whiff of her clean-smelling perfume as she closed the door, leaving Charlotte stewing alone in the store room.
Fuck. Fuck! There was nothing she could do. It was either start a Simpspace like Grace ordered, or break up with Steve. She was trapped, forced by her victorious rival to become an internet slut. The sneaking feeling of helpless arousal took deeper root inside her.
Well... it didn't have to be the end of the world. Some women mainly just posted slightly risque selfies on Simpspace, right? How was that really different from the flirting she did at the bar? She could also make sure to hide her face so no one would know it was her. She was sure that Grace would lose interest eventually anyway. It was important to be realistic and not panic. Freaking out from shame was exactly what Grace wanted.
Still feeling defeated, but not as upset as she had been a moment ago, Charlotte opened her phone and navigated to Simpspace. She had heard of it before, although she had never visited it herself. It was a bit of a punchline, as evidenced by the crude jokes from the guys last night. The interface was neutral and clean, and setting up an account looked easy. All she had to do was take a picture of her driver's license to prove her identity, then set up a username and password.
Charlotte almost put the same username she used for all of her accounts before catching herself. Was she some kind of idiot? She had to put aside the nagging arousal and annoyance that were distracting her and really think this through. This would be the name that any potential subscribers (which Charlotte hoped wouldn't be many) would see right next to any photos she posted. It had to be something that couldn't be connected to her.
Charlotte stared into the distance for a second, feeling blank. A fake name...
Her eyes settled on a massive jar of maraschino cherries on a shelf, then quickly typed CherrySweetsXO in the username field. Good enough. It didn't matter anyway: she had no intention of actually using this account seriously.
She typed in a password from the top of her head and the process was done. A message appeared saying that they would notify her as soon as they had verified her identity and the account was active.



It was done. Now she just had to hand the keys to the account over to her worst enemy
...
Steven sat awkwardly for a few minutes after Charlotte left with Grace, sipping his drink and scrolling through his phone.
There had definitely been something weird going on during the conversation between the two ladies. He had seen Grace around during his infrequent visits to the bar. She would catch any man's eye. Grace had a tall, lean body composed of feminine flowing lines, raven hair, and startling icy-blue eyes. Her constant look of superiority and daring goth-style clothing gave her an air of mystery and danger, and made her feel even more out of Steve's league than someone like Charlotte. Which, though he would never admit it to Charlotte in a million years, was probably why Steve didn't even try to approach Grace on the night he first got Charlotte's number, despite finding her incredibly attractive.
But even though the knock-out goth had definitely caught his eye in the past from a distance, this was the first time Steve had even heard her name. So it was surprising to learn that she was friends with Charlotte.
Then there was that whole thing with the video... The two girls were perfectly pleasant with each other, but Steve had just gotten a weird vibe from the whole exchange.
Steve was relieved at first to see Grace exiting the storeroom, hoping that Charlotte wouldn't be far behind, but was confused and disappointed to find that that wasn't the case. Instead, Grace came around the bar alone, her glittering blue eyes fixed directly on Steve.
He had only a moment to feel an odd sense of disquiet before Grace was right next to him, pulling up a stool to sit at his side, uncomfortably close. "Hi again Steve," she said companionably, leaning over to prop her elbows on the bar and staring at him with her piercing blue eyes, "It's so great to see you finally come out! We never see you around here."
Steve shrugged, powerfully aware of how close the beautiful, intimidating woman was to him. "Oh, well. You know," he said awkwardly, "Charlotte is so much more of a night owl than I am. I don't want to always be hanging around tired and crabby. So... you and Charlotte are friends?"
"Best friends," said Grace, a confident grin breaking over her face, "I'm shocked that she hasn't mentioned me more! Wow... I mean, it's sort of like your girlfriend lives a whole different secret life at night, doesn't she? What else happens at the bar that you don't know about?"
Steve felt that old familiar prickle of anxiety and inferiority. Somehow Grace had just put her finger on his precise anxieties. "I'm not sure..." he said, adding a short fake laugh, "I mean, by definition I wouldn't know, right?"
Suddenly, Grace reached out and placed a gentle palm on his arm. It was an innocent enough gesture, but it was so unexpected that the physical contact made Steve's heart race. Grace leaned closer and said quietly, "You know she flirts with customers, right?" The tone was nearly sympathetic, but there was an odd mismatch with her expression... Grace's lips were quirked up in a faint smirk and her eyes sparkled slightly. If Steve was judging from her expression alone, he would have said that Grace was amused.
"I... I mean... I guess that..." sputtered Steve in confusion, feeling offblance from Grace's close proximity and her unexpectedly piercing question. Her stunning blue eyes seemed to fill his vision, and he could smell her clean, cutting perfume.
"Oh my!" exclaimed Grace, an expression of exaggerated dismay wiping away the faint amusement on her face, "you do know, don't you? And you aren't happy either. You're all upset!"
Shit. He had given himself away. Why hadn't he just been able to keep his cool! Now Charlotte's hot friend would tell her that he was complaining about her in public! Maybe it was best if he tried to smooth this over. "Well," said Steve with a pained smile, "I understand that Charlotte has to interact with her customers a certain way. It's part of the job. I mean... I can't say I'm thrilled about it. I'm her boyfriend after all, I don't like thinking about her flirting with other guys. But I know it isn't anything serious or something I need to worry about."
Grace's delicate hand moved up to his shoulder, gently rubbing. In the context she clearly intended it to be comforting, but the touch almost felt... teasing. Part of Steve wanted to squirm out from under her hand to avoid the touch, but another part of him wanted to lean into it further. Grace's expression looked almost hungry. The entire encounter was throwing him off balance. And things didn't get any less confusing when Grace spoke again.
"I think you're looking thinking about this all wrong," said Grace conspiratorially, her voice growing low as if she was telling him a secret. Her hand continued to move, rubbing in small, teasing patterns on his shoulder. "Isn't it actually a little bit... hot? Hear me out. Your cute little girlfriend spends every night flirting with hot guys. And the whole time, they are lusting after her. All the guys in the bar would do anything to trick pretty Miss Charlotte into bed and do unspeakable things to her."
Steve's eyes were focused on Grace's. His nose felt full of her perfume, and her sweet, poisonous words seeped into his ears. He did feel an odd crackle of strange lust inside himself, blended with the sour feeling of jealousy and inferiority that haunted him. Maybe it was just the sultry voice this beautiful woman was using to weave the scenario, but all of a sudden the idea of other guys hitting on Charlotte was just as distressing as ever, but now also weirdly sexy.
"And after all these attractive men spend hours wearing down your sweet, loving girlfriend," whispered Grace, her hand creeping upward to trace lightly over the bare skin of Steve's neck, "do you know what happens next?"
"What?" asked Steve in a tone of dread, completely enthralled.
Grace suddenly leaned back, the contrast making it clear how close she had grown to Steve over the past few minutes. She laughed lightly, and her hand that had been touching his neck in an oddly intimate way now slapped him playfully on the back. "She goes right home to you, dummy! That's why I'm saying it's hot! Everyone wants Charlotte, but you're the only one who gets her!"
"Oh," said Steve, totally lost for a moment from the jarring change in tone and still feeling an odd stiffness in his pants. He shook himself. "Sure! Right! I've never thought about it like that, but you're right."
"I know I am," said Grace with a catlike smile. Her eyes shifted downward, and Steve was suddenly terrified that she would notice his erection from the strange intense talk about Charlotte flirting with other men. But instead she said, "Get out your phone. I think it's a real shame it took us this long to meet, considering I'm such good friends with Charlotte. I want to get to know you better. Let's exchange numbers."
"Oh," said Steve uncomfortably. He wasn't sure about that actually. It wasn't that weird to have the number of his girlfriend's friends, he supposed... But there had been a weird tension between Grace and Charlotte earlier, not to mention the odd intensity of the conversation they had just been having. Some instinct warned him that accepting Grace's number was more dangerous than it seemed.
"Steve," said Grace, her voice and eyes growing distant and cold for a moment as she saw his hesitation. "Put my number in your phone."
Suddenly, refusing felt impossible. Steve didn't even want to think about what it would be like to make the gorgeous dominant woman next to him even more angry than she already was. Putting aside his instinctive reluctance, Steve took out his phone, inputted Grace's number, and sent her a text.
Before they could talk further, Charlotte finally reappeared, hurrying back behind the bar from the storeroom with a blushing face and a distracted expression. Steve felt a wave of relief that she was back to rescue him from the strange, oddly tense conversion with her friend.
"Here,' said Charlotte in a clipped tone, scribbling something on the back of a receipt and handing it to Grace. "All taken care of."
"Perfect,' said Grace smugly, accepting the receipt and tucking it into her back pocket. "That wasn't so hard, now was it?"
Steve looked back and forth between the two women curiously. "What's going on?" he asked mildly.
Grace giggled, simply saying "Girl stuff, hotshot. Nothing you need to worry about."
Uncharacteristically., Charlotte wasn't able to meet his eyes.
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The next day...
When Steven finally left the apartment for work, slamming the door behind him, Charlotte opened her eyes.
There wasn't any particular reason she had to hide that she was awake from Steven... Besides the fact that her guts were roiling with a mixture of anxiety and arousal ans she was worried her boyfriend would be able to sense it.
Grace sent Charlotte a text last night a few hours after she had left the bar. It was straightforward and commanding, with no room for argument.
[I helped a little setting up your profile. All it needs now is a profile pic, and you will be ready to make dreams cum true for men all across the country! Love the name by the way, Cherry. It suits you. Wouldn't want to interrupt your work, bestie, but have the profile pic taken and uploaded by noon tomorrow.]
Charlotte had to wait until Steven left the bar around midnight to read the new profile Grace had created for her. She had to be certain that he didn't see whatever Grace had written or her reaction when she read it. She was glad she had taken that precaution, because she was certain her face must have been a picture of dismay when she finally saw "Cherry Sweet's" bio.
Hiiiii Boys! Welcum to my page! I joined 2 tease boys and have sum filthy fun w/o my boyfriend knowing (Shhhh, don't tell him). I luv to get hot and heavy in dms, so hit me up!
Body type: Short, sweet, and built 4 sin!
Hair: Natural Blonde
Tits: Happy little handfuls
Nipples: Pierced, always stiff, and begging to be sucked
Pussy: Wet and ready 4 u
Special Skills: Professional tease, champion cocksucker, good little girl, and submissive slut for big strong men.
Join up and send me a message!
Shit. So much for Charlotte's plan to create a boring, tame Simpspace page that no one would be interested in subscribing to. Any guy that read this would believe "Cherry Sweets" was an eager slut desperate to sext with them.
Charlotte desperately wanted to delete the whole thing, but she knew that that wasn't currently an option. In fact, she was expected to take a picture to make the profile complete. That, at least, gave her a little leeway. Thinking quickly, Charlotte made herself a steaming cup of coffee, got back into bed, nestled the comforter carefully around her, and snapped a demure pic, cropping out most of her face beside her smile. The picture looked great: the kind of thing she wouldn't hesitate to post to her social media. The pose holding coffee while wrapped up in a blanket was classy and cozy, with just the faintest hint of sexiness (because who knew her level of dress beneath the shrouding blanket).
It was perfect for her purposes. Any guy looking at this photo would spend their money elsewhere. Feeling as if she had found the perfect loophole in the system, Charlotte posted the photo.
Her smugness and relief at solving her problem lasted right up until Grace texted her again.
[Nice try, skank. I think you know that that Martha Stewart shit isn't what I fucking meant. You still have an hour until noon. I need you to take a picture that matches your bio. Or else.]
Charlotte licked her lips nervously.
A picture that truly matched the slutty things that Grace put in the "Cherry Sweets" bio would be... a lot further than she had planned to go. Charlotte felt a squirming bloom of lust low in her belly as she imagined posting an obscene nude profile picture to the website. A picture like that in combination with her brazen profile writeup... she tried not to think about the sort of male attention that would attract, but dirty images filled her mind anyway.
She needed to stop fantasizing about such horrible things, especially since it was making that strange arousal glow brighter and hotter inside her. What was wrong with her? Charlotte had always enjoyed public attention, it was true. The positive male interest she received as a cute female bar tender had always lit a spark inside her that, while not strictly sexual, wasn't strictly non-sexual either. She also tended to enjoy it when her partners took charge in bed. Not in a chains and whips sort of way, but in a dominant, commanding, take-charge sort of attitude. Charlotte could only conclude that the humiliating blackmail and forced public humiliation was pushing those buttons for her, as much as she wished they didn't. This level of control from a dominant, hated enemy of a woman, combined with the humiliating exposure that Grace was demanding, was blending into a new, concerning, self-destructive kink. Charlotte knew she needed to keep a firm leash on her libido. If she started getting too turned on by her horrible circumstances, It would keep her from fighting back effectively.
Ans she needed to fight back. Right now Grace had her by the short and curlies, and Charlotte wasn't naive enough to believe that everything would be alright as long as she did as Grace commanded. Grace was an stone-cold, evil bitch. Charlotte knew that this profile picture wouldn't end things. She needed an exit strategy... But right now she needed time even more. And the only way to get that time was to play along for now.
Thinking quickly, Charlotte texted Grace back.
[Maybe a shot in underwear?]
Grace's reply wasn't encouraging: [Hmmm. I don't know about that. Cherry doesn't feel like the shy type, you know?]
Shit. Charlotte chewed a thumbnail, feeling a bead of sweat forming on her forehead. If she didn't think something up soon, her tits were going straight onto the internet. Maybe her pussy too. She fought down the wet, hot lust building inside her and tried to clear her head. How could she make Grace back down? Simply refusing wasn't an option currently: Grace still held her video from the other night. Charlotte needed to take a different approach.
Inspiration struck. [I don't think it makes sense to reveal too much in the profile pic. After all, why would guys subscribe if they get that for free?]
She waited, her heart pounding and her nipples frustratingly stiff against her loose pajama shirt, almost as if they were eager for their closeup. Finally, Grace responded.
[Well... I suppose you have a point. Look at that, already thinking like an entrepreneur! You're really into the role of "Cherry" already, aren't you, slut? Fine. Underwear is acceptable. But I mean lingerie, not whatever boring shit you were planning to wear today. And the pose needs to be fucking sexy.]
Charlotte let out a sigh of relief. It wasn't a total victory. She would still be forced to post a risque picture in skimpy lingerie, but it was certainly better than nudity. And now she would have more time to figure out how she could turn the tables on Grace. She got up and went over to the dresser, opening it with a doubtful look.
As it happened, she had exactly one set of nice lingerie. Steven had bought it for her (or, more accurately, for himself) last Valentine's Day. Charlotte had worn it exactly once that evening, then tossed the gauzy bits of black lace in her underwear drawer, where they had drifted over several months, out of sight and out of mind, to the bottom.
Charlotte just wasn't a lingerie kind of gal. She had always thought that her man should be happy to see her naked body raw and unvarnished, without needing to wrap it up in a pretty package.
It felt wrong to take off her pajamas and slip into the lingerie. Steven had bought this for her after all, and now anonymous internet strangers would see her wearing it for them. Just as many times as Steven had seen it in fact. Poor Steven... he was already so uncomfortable and insecure about the mild flirting she did as a bartender. And now her sexily presented body would be ogled by strange men.
Stop it. Fucking stop it Charlotte. This isn't fucking hot. Get a hold of yourself.
The lacy undies felt strange and unfamiliar on her skin. It was a tiny black lace thong, perfectly sheer, along with a bra that left even less to the imagination. As Charlotte moved back to the bed, her nipples and piercings pressed hard against the thin black fabric, making a sluttier display than even nudity would.
Charlotte twisted and repositioned herself on the bed, trying to find a position that wouldn't completely expose her intimate areas to the internet, growing hornier and hornier as she discovered the task was impossible.
There was simply no way to perform a pose Grace would consider "sexy" in the skimpy underwear while still managing to hide her pussy and nipples.
Charlotte settled for a pose leaning forward with one hand planted between her legs. It did humiliatingly showcase her stiff pierced nipples behind the gauzy film of the sheer bra, but at least it managed to hide her pussy, and, more importantly, her face. The pose also neatly cropped out her head from the mouth up, which preserved her anonymity at least.
Charlotte could only hope that the clear view of her barely-covered tits would satisfy Grace's hunger for degradation. She glanced at the clock, biting her lip. It had taken her a while to find the right pose. 11:55. She had to post this humiliating photo immeadiately.
Charlotte couldn't help but think about Steven. This felt like such a huge betrayal. Her breasts should be for his eyes alone. But she had already failed at that, hadn't she? That was why she was in this whole mess in the first place. It was karma: she had shown her bare tits to his friends in a moment of weakness, and now internet strangers would get to see them as well.
Charlotte steeled herself. It might make her a horrible girlfriend to post her tits online, but she had no choice. No matter how much of a betrayal it was in the moment, she was doing this for him. For them.
With just a minute to spare, Charlotte uploaded the photo, feeling her shame throb, hot and bright inside her, mixed with the sneaky, irrepressible lust she had been feeling all day.
Then she tossed her phone away like it was something disgusting. The lingerie came off as well, stuffed back into the deepest part of her underwear drawer a little damper than it had emerged.
There. It was done. She had to think of ways to get out of this soon, but for now she could put it out of her mind. Steven was going to take her out tonight to a baseball game, and, for one night at least, she could forget about Grace, and anonymous men, and especially Cherry Sweets.
...
It wasn't until the third inning, lounging snuggled up with Steven in the nosebleed seats, chowing down on an over-priced stadium hotdog, that Charlotte noticed the first notification chiming in her purse.
It wasn't unusual for Charlotte to miss a few messages here or there. She just wasn't the type of person to stay completely plugged into her phone. In fact, Charlotte had done so well at putting the unpleasantness of earlier that day out of her head that she didn't even hesitate to pull out her phone and see what the notification was.
Her face went pale as she stared down at her phone.
Over twenty notifications from the Simpspace app. Charlotte was so dumbstruck that her thumb moved without conscious thought, tapping the notification alert.
A photo of a strange cock filled her screen, huge and hairy and hard, with a bead of precum oozing from its tip.
Charlotte let out a gasp of shock. Luckily, her fingers were fast enough to lock her phone before Steven turned to her with a concerned look on his face. "What's up babe?" he asked around a mouth full of hotdog.
"Nothing," said Charlotte through numb lips, her heart hammering a thousand miles an hour. She had come within a half-second of Steven seeing the image on her phone. Why did she even have that image on her phone? Maybe she should have been paying closer attention since noon, but she had just thrown herself into enjoying the evening with her boyfriend.
Her phone chimed again in her hand. Fuck. Well, now that she had noticed the notifications coming in, she had to at least silence the app. Otherwise Steven might notice too and ask her why she was getting so many notifications.
"I need to use the ladies' room," she said, wriggling out from under her boyfriend's arm and standing, her belly twisted with nervous energy. "I'll be right back."
"You sure you're ok, babe?' asked Steven, peering up at her with furrowed brows. "You look flushed."
"I'm fine," said Charlotte firmly, already turning away. As she got up, the middle-aged woman who had been sitting behind them caught her eye, smiled... and winked, sending a fresh shiver of shame down her spine.
The line for the ladies' restroom, was, as usual, eye-rollingly long. Charlotte bounced on her feet impatiently as she waited, her nerves rising to a crescendo. She struggled with a powerful desire to open the app and see how bad the damage really was, but didn't want any of the other women in line to catch an eyeful of cock if she happened to press the wrong button again. Even as she waited, her phone chimed in her hand twice more, raising her tension even further.
By the time she finally made it into a stall and slammed the door behind her, Charlotte was practically shaking with adrenaline. She unlocked her phone, only to see the full-screen image of a stranger's cock leap out at her once again, causing another wave of shock, disgust, and even perverse arousal to roll through her.
Charlotte knew that, as a taken woman, she should instantly close the picture in disgust. But she couldn't help but feel a certain perverse fascination. Now that she had more time to look at the photo, she could see that it was slightly blurry. Clearly not a professional shot. This wasn't just some picture of a cock or a still frame from porn. This was a cock that was hard for her. The picture she had taken earlier today had caused this erection. The idea was oddly thrilling.
Now that raw panic wasn't flooding through her veins, Charlotte could tell that the image had been sent to her through the messaging function of the Simpspace app. A message was included from the man who sent the dick pic.
[Champion cocksucker, huh? I'll be the judge of that, Cherry. Why don't you come and wrap your sweet lips around this cock and show me how submissive you can be, slut?]
Charlotte shivered at the raw, disrespectful sexuality of the message and was doubly glad she hadn't included her face in the profile photo. There was something darkly erotic about being spoken to that way by a stranger, even through the anonymity of the account. It was only intensified by the angry, bulging cock in the attached photo.
But that hadn't been the only notification, had it? Charlotte went to the notification center in the Simpspace app... and her eyes widened.
It was around seven now, and, in that time, she already had a dozen subscribers. It felt unreal. Obviously, a dozen subscribers wasn't a huge amount, but she hadn't even posted any content, just a profile picture and Grace's obscene bio. That didn't account for all of her notifications, however. Half of the men who had signed up had sent her private DMs, no doubt because of the direct encouragement from Grace in "Cherry's" bio.
With a squirming feeling of apprehension and reluctant desire in her belly, Charlotte opened the DM inbox.
Every message was misogynistic, aggressive, and crude.
[Naughty little girls like you need to be punished, Cherry...]
[I love a girl who knows her place. I'm going to put a collar around that pretty little neck and make you mine.]
[Send a pussy pic, slut.]
[Boyfriend must have a shrimp-dick if you're horny enough to do this, lol. Drop the loser and sit on my fat cock, bitch.]
The first one she opened wasn't the only dick pic either. She had four cocks in her inbox, of various sizes and colors. Without thinking about it, Charlotte's hand strayed down between her thighs, touching lightly then gently rubbing as she flipped through the messages and pictures again and again.
Strange men who wanted to fuck her. To stick their filthy cocks in her mouth. To steal her from her boyfriend. To punish her. To make her submit. The dark fire inside Charlotte was leaping higher and higher now, so hot she felt like she was burning up. Her fingers felt better and better as they rubbed and pressed between her thighs.
It was like the little zip of excitement she got in the bar when a handsome man smiled at her, or traded some flirty conversation. But a hundred times stronger. A thousand. She was on display for these strangers, and their response was powerful, aggressive, masculine lust. Charlotte's eyes dilated as she stared at the picture of a large black cock on the screen. But not just any erection. One that her body had inspired. One from a man who didn't know her, but wanted to hold her down and fuck the shit out of her until she screamed his name. Her breathing was getting hot and ragged. Her thighs began to tremble.
*Thump**Thump**Thump*
"Hello?" said a snotty voice from outside the stall. "What are you doing in there? You know there's a line, right?"
Charlotte looked at the upper corner of her phone and realized with a feeling of panicked shame that almost ten minutes had passed. She swiftly silenced her notifications and exited the stall with a flaming blush, washing her hands and scurrying out of the bathroom under the disapproving eyes of the women she had kept waiting.
"Hey baby," said Steven as she got back, "I was starting to get worried! You looked all weird and then you were gone a long time."
"Hot dogs," said Charlotte simply, dropping back into the seat beside her boyfriend, "you can't trust them." Behind her, the middle aged woman hid her laugh with a fake coughing fit.
She tried her best not to think about the messages on her phone, but for the rest of the evening, when her mind wandered, the images anonymous internet strangers' dicks would float into Charlotte's brain. She probably wasn't that fun of a date that evening, unfortunately, with her mind wandering and random jolts of inappropriate lust distracting her. But she was also more responsive than usual in bed, which maybe made up for hit. She couldn't stop thinking about the filthy, disrespectful lust of internet strangers as she clawed Steven's back. Imagining anonymous cock as her legs wrapped around him. Thinking about Grace's icy, wicked eyes in the moment of climax.
She checked her phone stealthily again when Steven finally fell asleep.
Over fifty notifications.
...
A few weeks later:
Charlotte felt the dozenth buzz of her phone in her pocket and took a furtive glance around the bar.
All of the customers on this slow evening seemed to be in the middle of drinks and weren't currently paying attention. Which was a mercy. Over the past few weeks, Grace had been demanding new things, some having nothing to do with her Simpspace account. One of Grace's new rules was that she would get to pick what Charlotte wore to work on a daily basis. And Grace had very particular tastes. Short. Tight. Slutty. Charlotte had gone for being popular with the male patrons to being their obsession. She could hardly get a moment's peace. Grace claimed that it was to "get Charlotte used to showing her body", by Charlotte knew it was just because Graace liked to see her squirm.
Right now she wore hip-hugging denim shorts and a tight, pink tee. Grace didn't mention a bra selection with her outfit today, and Charlotte had naively assumed that meant she could choose whatever bra she wanted initially. But she had underestimated Grace; of course the cruel goth hadn't intended Charlotte to wear a bra at all. The piercings of her nipples were painfully obvious against the tight fabric of the shirt, and it hadn't been long until her nipples were stiff enough to be visible as well.
But currently, no one seemed to be focused on their sluttily-dressed bartender. Now was as good a time as any. As an extra precaution, Charlotte ducked into the storeroom before pulling out her phone, her face lighting up from the screen and her plump lower lip lodging firmly between her teeth.



Over the past few weeks, Charlotte had grown more and more used to posting on her new account. By this point, it was almost second nature to wait until Steven left for work, change into lingerie, and snap a few photos using the tripod that Grace had bought her. It wasn't the only thing that Grace had gifted her. Multiple new sets of slutty lingerie had made their way to the doorstep of Charlotte and Steven's apartment in discreet packages. Charlotte was worried that if she got many more, the new camera mount and the lingerie might get difficult to hide from Steven.
Steven... This whole thing was making Charlotte feel increasingly guilty. Dozens of strange men were getting to see her barely-clothed body now. It was a clear, obvious betrayal of their bond. Charlotte felt so awful about it that she finally caved and started sending Steven the nudes that he requested. Hey, if other men got to see her in lingerie, at least her boyfriend got more than them.
Eliza let out a little groan of erotic despair as she saw the flood of notifications from her latest post. She had known that this post would drive her perverted subscribers crazy. It was the furthest that Grace had pushed her so far. Actually, this post was sort of a punishment. After posting lingerie shots regularly for a few weeks, Charlotte had attempted to peter out her content, hoping that Grace had gotten bored. Apparently that had been a bad move. Grace had coldly insisted that Charlotte must post a topless photo, and Grace herself would write the caption.
Even clicking into the post made Charlotte's heart beat faster and the now-familiar tingle of shameful exhibitionist arousal spread through her body.
In the picture, she knelt on the bed, the lower half of her face giving the camera a sultry smirk as she posed. But, more importantly than anything else, although Charlotte was wearing tight little boy-short panties in the photo, the only thing covering her upper body was one strategically draped arm.
She could still remember how her nipples throbbed with almost painful stiffness against the soft skin of her arm as she took the picture. Her nipples began to perk back up again just from the memory alone. But the picture wasn't what she had opened the app to see. She scrolled down beneath it to read the comments with a mixture of dread and wicked anticipation.
[Move the arm, you stupid slut.]
[Enough teasing, Cherry. We all know you're a whore, showing us the goods can't make us think any less of you]
[You want to know what I would do if I recognized you on the street? Check your DMs.]
Speaking of DMs... The caption beneath the picture read: Feeling so hot and squishy from all the cocks I'm getting in my DMs! I can't stop touching myself when I open my inbox! But I need more spank material for this afternoon, guys. Can U help a girl out?
With her heart pulsing in her throat, and the slithery feeling of lust building inside her, Charlotte moved her thumb over to the inbox, which had an angry red glowing icon indicating she had over twenty unread messages.
With a nasty feeling of anticipation, she prepared to stab her thumb down on the inbox icon, opening Pandora's box to a world of taboo sexuality... Then paused, took a deep breath, and checked the payments tab in the app instead. She raised her eyebrows and softly whistled, forgetting her spiralling self-destructive lust for a moment. Over a hundred bucks! No wonder some girls did this willingly: Charlotte wasn't even a big creator, and she had still made a decent little pile of cash.
A smile spread across Charlotte's face.
Come to think of it, thanks to Grace's slutty clothing "reccomendations", Charlotte was making even better tips now as well. In the process of tearing Charlotte down and ruining her reputation, Grace was accidentally putting money in her pocket as well. And money talks...
Charlotte felt a sweeping wave of relief. She had found her exit strategy. She took a second to input her bank details and withdraw the money from the Simpspace account. She would have to take it out at the atm later, unfortunately. Steven didn't monitor transactions very closely, but he would definitely notice if the balance got a lot bigger in their shared account and stayed that way. But, if she saved up her Simpspace money plus the extra tips she was getting, that would add up to a nice little warchest.
And with enough money, she could hire a lawyer to nail Grace to the fucking wall. But she didn't have wnough money yet, and until she could get her ducks in a row, the threat of blackmail was very real. She would have to play along with Grace's twisted game a little longer.
Which meant reading her DM inbox, full to bursting with a fresh round of crude sexual messages. The red number twenty-three glared up at her. It was almost her entire current subscriber base. What was the harm in checking them out as long as she was going to be free of Grace soon anyway? After the provocative message Grace had written, how many of the new messages would be images of cocks? Some of them? All of them?
Shit, what if one of her subscribers was someone she knew? The idea caused an obscene shiver of wicked delight to course down Charlotte's spine. God, wouldn't that be so wrong, looking at a strange cock and not even knowing it belonged to a man she knew? And that would mean that he had seen her in various states of undress as well... even jerked off to her.
The idea was red-hot, taboo, and filthy in the worst possible way. Luckily it was just a kinky fantasy. What were the fucking odds that from her twenty-odd subscribers one of them would be someone she knew? As hot as it was, there was something Charlotte was even more interested in seeing now, so she set aside the thought and tapped the inbox icon, diving once again into her twisted submissive fantasy.
...
Over the following week...
Steven's three coworkers were each on their third or fourth beer when Grace approached them. They all knew the gorgeous, evil bitch of course. She was a fixture of the bar after all, and Tim had even hooked up with her once or twice.
In fact, the only reason they seemed to huddle together in a defensive position as she approached was that they knew her too well.
"Evening boys," said Grace, leaning languidly over the table, putting the flowing, feminine lines of her body on display. "I'll cut right to the chase. A little bird told me that you guys use Simpspace."
The three men looked at each other in alarm. They weren't comfortable with Grace thinking about them at all, considering how evil and manipulative she could be, let alone investigating their personal perversions.
Tim, taking the lead as usual, spoke for the group, raising his eyebrows and saying neutrally, "I'm not sure who told you that, Grace, but..."
Grace waved her hand irritably with an annoyed expression. 'Let's skip the part where you three pretend you're innocent choir boys, ok? I'm not interested in what you three jerk off to in your private time... I just wanted to let you three know about a... special opportunity." Grace's eyes slid meaningfully over to the bar, where Charlotte stood, smiling and laughing with a customer as she handed over a drink, looking lively and beautiful as usual. Her carefree grin was spoiled a little by the little croptop Grace had forced her to wear tonight, with her piercings softly tenting up the spheres of her tits.
This time, the look the three men exchanged was less worried and more intrigued. Something in Grace's wicked tone promised special rewards if they were willing to play along.
"Go on..." said Tim, his eyes beginning to sparkle ina way that matched Grace's. "We're listening..."
...
Connor tended to monopolize the dartboard when he was at the bar. It was in an out-of-the-way corner, which made it the perfect place to handle... business transactions. Tonight he wasn't selling anything, but he still posted up by the dartboard. After all, he was actually pretty fucking good at playing darts.
He was pleased to see Grace when she swayed up to him with sin in her eyes. He had always felt it was a little unfair that the slim, pale beauty hadn't been interested in fooling around further after their one red-hot make-out session.
Sadly, Grace wasn't interested in his dick tonight either, but the news she brought more than made up for it.
It turned out that the dark corner with the dart board wasn't just a great place to make illicit deals, it was also a perfect place to spill juicy, dirty secrets. Connor's grin grew wider and wider as Grace continued her story, and by the time she was finished, he had forgotten all about trying to hook up with her.
He had something much more entertaining to do.
...
Rob was idly polishing the bar when Grace came in. He was grateful for the distraction. In order to make ends meet, he sometimes had to cover the dead parts of the schedule himself, and this early in the evening, there were rarely many customers.
"Hey sweetie," said Rob with a cloying grin, leaning over the bar. "Long time no see. I was about to give up on ever talking to you again!" He tried to keep his tone light, but it actually had been sort of aggravating. For a period of a few weeks, it seemed like this hot little bitch had been preparing to fuck him, and then, one day... nothing. She stopped talking to him at all. Rob would never understand what went on in little girls' heads for as long as he lived.
"Good to see you too Rob," said Grace with the same old flirty smile that she used to flash him all the time. She slid onto a barstool and leaned in close, whispering in a strange, intense tone: "Can I ask you a bit of a... naughty question, big guy?"
Rob felt the tingle of arousal spread through his body, raising goosebumps. He liked where this was going. "You can ask me anything, sweetheart," he rumbled back, feeling something else besides goodbumps rising beneath the bar.
"What do you like to jerk off to?" whispered Grace, low and hot and conspiratorial.
Rob could barely believe his luck! All his patience had borne fruit. Now he just had to play it cool and reel in this dumb little slut. He should have kept the faith: all women wanted deep down was a big strong man with a cock hard enough to put them in their place. He knew Grace would come around eventually. "Why don't I take you back to my place," he said in a low, rough voice. "Daddy can teach you all about how the girls in his porn act."
Grace's eyes darkened slightly, and Rob realized he had made an embarrassing error as the slim, dark-haired bitch leaned back from him, her lip curling in disgust. "Ah," she said dryly, "I suppose that answers my question. Porn. Makes sense. I just wanted to know if you ever jerked off to girls on Simpspace."
Rob turned and began wiping the bar, a ruddy blush staining his cheeks. Fuck! How did this little bitch always manage to make a fool of him? Damn these young sluts. Always thought they were better than him because they were half his age and had a pair of tits!
"Why would I pay someone when I can see all the naked chicks I want for free," said Rob with gruff defensiveness, refusing to look Grace in the eye. "Makes no fucking sense."
"There's one thing that Simspace can give you that porn can't," said Grace slyly, her annoyance at Rob suddenly forgotten. Her voice grew soft and heated once again. "Pictures of people you know."
Rob glanced at her sharply. Grace's curvy lips were quirked up into a nasty little smirk as she leaned forward on her elbow, staring into his eyes. Wait... was this a sort of advertising pitch? Was Grace on Simpspace? No... No way. Based on her reaction earlier to his come-on, it couldn't be that. But then...
"Who?" grunted Rob.
Grace laughed, throwing her head back to expose her lily-white, delicate throat. "Well... let's just say that everyone's favorite spunky, liberated woman is actually a kinky exhibitionist slut in secret."
Rob stared blankly at Grace for a moment, then his wide, lascivious grin came back in full force.
"No fucking way!"
...
Nelson left the bar at two in the morning, like usual, disappointed by yet another night where Charlotte had barely looked his way.
If only she would give him a chance, she would see that a nice guy like him would be twice as good for her as the bozo she was dating.
Nelson was so focused on his own self-pity and obsession that he didn't even notice the shadow leaning against the wall by the door until it was already too late.
Two slim arms grabbed the short little man and spun him around, pushing him up against the wall. A strangled, unmanly sound of alarm burst from his mouth before a feminine hand clapped over it, silencing him.
Nelson looked up, breathing heavily with panic, into the eyes of Grace. If anything, the sight of her made Nelson even more panicked. She was the type of girl that tended to look down their nose at him in contempt, just like she was doing right now. Nelson recognized that Grace was attractive, but she was nowhere near as warm and approachable as Charlotte. He had seen the tall, dark-haired beauty from afar, but he knew better than to approach.
So what did she want with him?
"I'll keep this short," said Grace with a sneer. "I don't want to waste my time with little incel creeps like you. I just want a yes or no. Do you jerk off to Charlotte's social media posts?"
The hand came away. Nelson considered lying, but the piercing blue eyes staring into his soul made certain that Grace would see through his deception instantly.
"Y-yes," said Nelson with a wave of shame. It was humiliating to admit it, but he just loved Charlotte so much! She was so fucking hot and kind and perfect, that Nelson couldn't help himself. He didn't want to get off to any woman but her.
"He's honest!" said Grace with a condescending smirk. "Honest boys get rewards. I have something I think will work a lot better for your... purposes than Charlotte's old Flicpix photos."
Nelson looked away with an awkward grimace. "Uhh, no thanks, G-grace," he mumbled. "I'm not interested." As if he didn't know where to find porn. His shameful habit wasn't about just getting off. It was about feeling a connection with Charlotte.
But for some reason, Grace apparently thought what he just said was hilarious. She laughed long and hard as Nelson glared at her, unsure of whether or not to be offended. Finally, when she got her breath back, she said, "You have no idea how wrong you are, little guy. Get out your phone. I'm about to blow your fucking mind."
...
Grace checked the metrics on Cherry Sweets' new account, beaming with pride. Up to over one hundred. The subscriber count had more than doubled in the past week. Some of those were randos from the internet, but a healthy portion were the male patrons of The Hangnail.
Over the course of the past week, Grace had been tracking down all the regulars she could find and cluing them in to Charlotte's slutty little secret. Little did the ditzy cow know that the patrons she loved to tease were now seeing a lot more of her than flirty winks and smiles.
And Charlotte was unknowingly getting to know them all a lot more intimately as well. Grace could tell that Charlotte was thoroughly examining her inbox on a daily basis. Even with the huge number of enthusiastic pictures she received, every one was marked as read by the end of the day.
Of course, Charlotte wasn't replying to the horny perverts clogging her inbox with pictures of their hard, sweaty cock. Not yet at least. One step at a time.
There was one other bar patron that Grace thought ought to be informed....
He wasn't a regular, of course, but Grace thought he would be even more interested than most to find out about Charlotte's new side gig.
...
Steven kissed Charlotte goodbye, switched on some basketball, and settled back for a relaxing evening in front of the TV.
Things had been good lately. Charlotte had been extra affectionate. Better than that, she had started sending him nudes! It felt like a huge win; like Steven was finally the equal of Charlotte's ex-boyfriends in her eyes. For once Steven didn't feel insecure or nervous about their relationship. Life was good.
Steven was shaken out of his haze of good feelings by the ringing of his doorbell. He frowned, muting the game. That was strange... He hadn't ordered anything, and he didn't really know anyone who just dropped by. Cautiously, Steven moved to his apartment door and looked through the peephole.
In the distorted fisheye lens of the glass, Grace looked almost monstrous. It made her wide grin look like it belonged to a wicked wolf from a fairy tale. Steven had a strong feeling of foreboding. Why was Grace here? Especially when Charlotte was at work... something felt off about it. For a moment, Steven considered leaving the door shut. He could always pretend he was napping if he was asked about it later.
But that was silly. Grace was one of Charlotte's best friends. It would be rude to not at least see what she wanted. Maybe she was in trouble somehow or didn't realize Charlotte was working tonight.
Steven unlocked the door and pulled it open. When she wasn't distorted by the peephole, Grace looked stunning. She was wearing a chic jacket over a tight-fitting tube top, a low-riding mini-skirt that accented the curves of her slim hips, and ripped-up dark leggings beneath. It was an aggressive, sexy look that made Steven equally intrigued and intimidated.
"Uhh, Hi Grace," said Steven, realizing that he had just been staring for a few seconds while Grace smirked at him knowingly. "Sorry, but Charlotte isn't home right now. Is there something you needed?"
"I know she's not, dummy," said Grace with a light teasing tone. Shockingly, she moved forward, breezing right past Steven into the apartment before he could think to stop her. "I'm here to talk to you."
Steven stared after her with his mouth open, his eyes unconsciously flicking down to check how her legs looked beneath the skirt she was wearing. He was in a committed relationship, and he should know better, but he wasn't made of stone. It's hard to resist taking a peek at girls as hot as Grace when you have the opportunity.
"You want to talk to me?" asked Steven in confusion. "What about?"
Grace sat down on the couch as if she owned the place, and for some reason immediately kicked off the botts she was wearing, revealing her slim, stocking-clad feet, her pale skin shining through the dark, thin material. She patted the seat right next to her, staring up at him with a twist of heat deep in her icy blue eyes. "Come sit and I'll tell you, big boy," she purred in a low, persuasive voice.
Steven gulped. This felt like it might go in an inappropriate direction. Best to put a stop to it.
"I think maybe you should come to talk with me when Charlotte isn't gone," he said, attempting to be firm.
A flash of annoyance crossed Grace's face, but she immediately schooled it back into a laid-back smirk. "But that's the thing, Steven," she said firmly, "I need to talk to you about your girlfriend... About what I think she might be doing."
That old feeling of insecurity wormed its way back into Steven's heart. The way Grace said it... A sudden picture of Charlotte flirting with Connor flashed fully formed into his head... morphed into an image of them sloppily making out across the bar... morphed into...
"Come here, big boy," said Grace sharply, calling Steven's attention back to her. "Don't spiral on me now. I'm still not sure if it's anything to worry about. Let's look at what I found."
Steven's disquiet over the situation dragged his feet, but his insecurity and curiosity pulled him forward until he reluctantly sank to sit on the couch next to Grace, She immediately scooted even closer, her slim thigh pressing into his softly. The contact sent a not-totally-unpleasant shudder through him.



Grace swiped to something on her phone, then placed it into Steven's unresisting hands.
"Here. Take a look, tell me if you see what I see," she commanded.
Eyebrows knit with confusion, Steven tried to determine what exactly he was looking at. It was a Simpspace account. Steven had no personal experience with the site, but he had heard about it through cultural osmosis. It seemed a little tame compared to what he heard some accounts were like. There were no sex or masturbation videos, and "Cherry Sweets" didn't seem to even do any fully nude photos.
Steven was just about to ask what Grace found so interesting about theaccount, when he stopped dead, his eyes widening and a shock of ice water flooding his veins.
That was the lingerie set he had bought for Charlotte last Valentine's Day. Now the photo on the screen was recontextualized in a disorienting and horrible way. "Cherry" had the right body type... but was the body identical? Steven frantically tried to remember exactly what his girlfriend looked like naked, but couldn't be certain. Could that be their bed she was posed on? It could be, but a lot of people had white sheets. He was sure that a lot of people owned that same set of lingerie as well.
But it didn't look good.
"It's her?" he asked, glancing up into Grace's face. She wore a serious expression, but for some reason, Steven could almost sense a subtle mockery in her eyes entirely inappropriate to the situation.
But her voice was totally sympathetic when she said, "Sorry, honey, I'm not sure. It certainly could be. Take a closer look. See if you can find any more clues in the photos and captions."
Steven, his heart pounding harder and harder in his chest, began swiping through the photos again. With the new suspicion growing in his heart, they no longer looked tame at all. The captions were even worse. She was practically begging for the perverted male attention of her followers. The similarity to her flirting at the bar for better tips wasn't lost on Steven.
"Why don't we talk a little bit about Charlotte," said Grace firmly as Steven continued to scroll. "If I know more about her, maybe I have help you think about whether it's her in these pictures."
"Uhhm, sure," said Steven distractedly. He had just read a caption that implied "Cherry" was masturbating to her subscriber's dick pics! For some strange reason, Steven felt a physical response, his cock slowly swelling to half-erect. He knew that this potential betrayal should be totally off-putting to him, but the pictures were so sexy... the captions were so slutty... somehow arousal had wormed in and threaded itself through his feelings of jealousy and inadequacy.
"So what turns little Charlotte on in bed?" asked Grace in a light, airy tone.
Even in the middle of his obsessive reading, the odd question made Steven look up sharply. "What?" He asked. "Why do you need to know that? Will that really help to...?"
"Of course it will," said Grace, raising an eyebrow at him. "If this is some secret sexual outlet Charlotte has set up for herself, knowing her preferences will help us discover if it's her. So answer the question. What gets your girlfriend all hot and bothered in bed?"
"Well uhhh," said Steven, clearing his throat uncomfortably, "she like cum. I mean, she won't let me cum on, like, her face and breasts and stuff, but the way she talks about facials and cum when she gets drunk... I can tell it turns her on." It was just one other sore point in their sexual relationship. Why wouldn't Charlotte let him cum on her face if the idea of facials turned her on so much?
"Reeeeally," said Grace, unable to contain her wide smile. "That's super helpful. What about other women? Has she ever experimented?"
Grace's delighted response to Charlotte's cumplay fetish made Steven a little wary. "This is all to help find out if this account belongs to Charlotte, right?" He asked doubtfully.
"Of course," said Grace flippantly, learning back onto the arm of the couch and plopping her feet casually into Steven's lap. The touch made the arousal Steven was feeling flare higher, even if it was fairly innocent. He just had a hair trigger right now. He hoped Grace didn't notice the growing bulge in his pants beneath her stockinged feet."'Sorry if I sound excited. I was just a little surprised! Charlotte never told me that. Now keep looking at those pictures, mister. And answer the question."
Steven returned reluctantly to his phone, and soon lost himself to the slutty boudoir photos once again. In every picture, "Cherry" had hidden her face, cropping it above the mouth. Almost like she had something to hide.
"Well..." said Steven dully, "She did tell me she dated women in college. She didn't go into it much deeper than that, but I assume that means she at least finds some girls attractive. Suddenly, Steven felt Grace's feet moving subtly in his lap, pushing up and down with light pressure, directly on his raging boner. "Grace," he protested with a gulp, "What are you...?"
"Shhhh," said Grace soothingly, her feet pushing down a little harder and rubbing lightly back and forth over his bulge, "Don't think about it, big boy. Just relax and focus. We need to figure this out right? I'm just moving my feet and getting comfortable. Don't make it weird. Now tell me... does Charlotte like to take charge in bed, or does she want you to call the shots?"
Steven's eyes darted rapidly over the photos on his screen, his breaths becoming harsh and ragged. Was it her? He didn't know. He didn't want to know. Grace's foot was not pressing firmly against his cock, rubbing with deep, teasing pressure. His lust and insecurity and jealousy were all a blazing bonfire in his chest. The comments from the men were almost worse, filthy propositions and degrading descriptions of the whore who might be his beloved girlfriend.
"I... she wanted me to try being dominant the first few times we had sex," confessed Steven in a shaky voice, his eyes focused on a picture of Cherry Sweets, her hand draped across her naked chest. Grace's feet didn't stop. Her toes seemed as dextrous as fingers as her feet slid smoothly up and over the raging bulge in his pants, gripping softly. "But she said I don't have the personality for it..." finished Steven in a gasp.
Grace chuckled, her gently massaging feet sending lightning bolts of pleasure radiating from Steven's cock even through his sweatpants. "Imagine that," she said in a low sarcastic voice. "You, submissive? Nooooo."
Ok, things had gone off the rails here. Grace had taken things way too far. There was no acceptable reason for his girlfriend's friend to be rubbing his cock with her feet. This was a betrayal of Charlotte, full stop. "Grace, stop," said Steven, his voice quivering from the intensity of the pleasure. He could have reached over and pushed her feet away at any time, but somehow he felt powerless. Grace's cold blue eyes held him like a bug pinned to a board.
"Shut up, pindick," said Grace, her voice suddenly cracking out like a whip, as cold and hard as iron. "I think we're close to a breakthrough here. Eyes back on the slut. ... Is it her?"
Steven whimpered. He knew that he should resist. That he could resist, if he could just summon up the will. But Grace's slim feet felt so fucking good on his cock, and her strong gaze and stronger voice seemed impossible to deny. Steven turned back to the images on his phone, letting his odd blend of negative feelings and arousal consume him again, this time fueled even more by the stimulation of his cock.
"It's... I don't know!" groaned Steven, huffing and puffing as he stared at the slutty Simpspace pictures and the filthy comments beneath them. "It... it could be..."
"Really look, loser," commanded Grace. Her feet rubbed mercilessly over Steven's boner, skillfully bringing him closer and closer to orgasm even through multiple layers of cloth. "Don't just tell me what your brain says. What does your heart say? What does your dick say?"
Steven's hips began to subtly shift upward into Grace's relentless soles. His eyes focused. The body. The lingerie. The bedroom. The little smirk on the lips. It couldn't be. It shouldn't be. But it was.
"It's her," whispered Steven, feeling a strange flood of twisted lust from the admission.
"Wooowww," said Grace, low and mocking. "Your girl is showing off her body to other guys? Soliciting dick pics? And here you are..."
Suddenly she leaned forward, pressing het little feet hard down into his crotch. Her words hissed hot and wet in his ear, "... With your dick hard as a fucking rock at the thought of her entertaining strangers on the internet with her slutty little body."
Steven squeezed his eyes shut, desperately shaking his head in denial. 'No! That's not... I..." But the only thing he could feel was the twisted horny jealousy inside him and the powerful pleasure radiating from his tormented cock.
"Embrace it. Cum to her betrayal. Cum for her..."
"...Cuck."
And with that last, sharp, clicking syllable, Steven did as he was told, his hips jerking and his cock twitching as he shamefully filled his boxers with hot, sticky goo. Grace chuckled darkly, rubbing Steven's sensitive cock a few more times for good measure and making him whimper in discomfort.
Then she swung her feet out of his lap, plucked her phone from his hands, and said cheerfully, "I think you're wrong. I don't think it's her."
Steven stared at her, dumbfounded. Wasn't the entire point of this that she thought it WAS Charlotte? Grace laughed again at his stunned expression. "Oh come on, big boy. I was only teasing you! I mean, yeah, it might be Charlotte, but do you really think your girlfriend would do something like that?"
"I..." Steven said stupidly, blinking. A solid suspicion that Charlotte had betrayed him now seemed uncertain. Was it just a misunderstanding caused by his jealousy and Grace's teasing words? It was hard to tell without the pictures right in front of him. "I don't know," he admitted, "but what was all that with... you know..." He gestured awkwardly to his crotch, where his jizz was slowly cooling against his skin.
"It was just a little harmless fun, tiger," said Grace with a wink. "That is, unless you prefer that I tell Charlotte about it."
"No!" said Steven, now furious with himself for not stopping Grace earlier. Him and his fucking libido. He had to be careful not to let it lead him around by the nose anymore. It seemed important to change the subject. His little mistake with Grace would never be repeated, so there was no reason to bother his girlfriend with it. "So you really don't think that it's her on the account?"
"I don't know," said Grace blithely, already turning toward the door, "but I'll tell you what: I'll keep an eye on it and report back if the Simspace slut lets any more info slip."
Grace reached the apartment door and gave Steven a crooked grin over her shoulder. "In the meantime, try not to think about it too much. Trust your girlfriend. Ciao, big boy!"
With that, Grace slipped out of the door, leaving a confused and spent Steven on the couch behind her.
He tried to think about other things while he changed and ran a load of laundry to hide his shameful release, but by the time he finished, he was a nervous mess, obsessing over the memories of the Simpspace account.
He couldn't wait for news from Grace. Feeling a little guilty, Steven navigated to Simpspace, looked up Cherry Sweets, and paid for a subscription.
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Trinity
The Three and The One
Chapter 1
Cassidy Hart couldn't quite believe what she just heard. "Uh, sorry, I don't think I heard you right." She put her solo cup of watered-down lemonade on the table and glanced quickly around the sunny picnic area to see if there was anyone waiting to laugh at her gullible reaction. Maybe someone was going to pop out with a camera and scream "Punk'd!". But, besides her, the only person within earshot was her best friend, Kelly McDaniel, sitting on the far side of the pavilion. They'd decided to sit apart from the rest of the congregation and talk while everyone else enjoyed the Summer Cookout.
"Hm?" Kelly looked at her over the lip of her cup, the ice clattering as she sucked a piece into her plump lips and started chewing. Her deep brown eyes sparkled and held a hint of amusement as she asked, "What part of the question was confusing?"
"You... did you just seriously ask me to..." Cassidy didn't wanna say it. It felt wrong even thinking something like that. She was shocked Kelly would even joke about something that... dirty. Kelly was usually very open and outspoken, but she wasn't prone to perverted humor. At least, not that Cassidy had ever seen or heard.
Kelly cupped her chin in her hand, elbow leaning on the old peeling table. "To have a threesome with me and Jack? Yeah. I did." She grinned sweetly with just a hint of mischief as her dark-rimmed glasses slipped down the bridge of her nose. The darkness of her coffee-tinted brown eyes was intense as she met Cassidy's own bright blue.
Cassidy sat up straighter and again her eyes darted all around, making sure no one was close enough to hear a happily married mother of two uttering something so bold and obscene. She looked towards the open field across from the pavilion where several games were going on; corn hole, horseshoes, and a game of flag football with the kids against the adults. She wasn't even sure what she was looking for until her eyes found him. Kelly's husband, Jack, was running full tilt across the grass with a gaggle of kids, chasing and screaming like the feral children from Lord of the Flies. He was all smiles, face red and glistening, dark gray hoodie stained with sweat.
Watching the man run, his thighs strong and muscular in his athletic shorts, it was hard not to be impressed by him. A sweet man. Nothing but a giving and solid friend. Never once had he hit on Cassidy, or anyone else for that matter. He only had eyes for Kelly. Her friend was a tall brunette, who had an elegance to her that seemed so natural and effortless that it was hard to imagine her ever being awkward or uncomfortable. Dark, wavy hair fell around her face, framing her strong cheekbones and sweet mouth that was frequently curved upward into a kind, but sly grin. Jack, in contrast, was quieter but still boisterous when the situation called for it. He was the kind of thoughtful friend who noticed when someone was quiet or withdrawn and pulled them into the conversation. Kelly was the social butterfly, able to fly anywhere and shine and be brilliant. Jack was the solid, warm foundation, lifting the mood and making sure everyone enjoyed themselves. They were a couple that everyone looked at with a smile, no exceptions.
This had to be a joke. Kelly and Jack were not the type to... well, Cassidy didn't really know what someone who wanted a threesome was like. Were they actually different from everyone else? Or were there people all around her that were secretly harboring these fantasies? Kelly suddenly felt like she was living an episode of The Twilight Zone. She brushed a strand of red-brown hair from her face that had come undone from the braid she'd tied her hair in that morning, feeling suddenly flushed and nervous.
Kelly crunched another ice cube. "Hey, I see you over there, overthinking things." She grinned and reached out, patting her friend's hand. "Don't be getting all twisted over this. If the answer is 'no' I completely understand. No hard feelings."
"I just..." Cassidy cleared her throat and took a quick drink of her lemonade, suddenly feeling like her mouth was a dessert. "Um, why... uh, why are you asking me? Like, Kelly, are you being serious?" Her cheeks were on fire and her stomach was clenching.
Kelly put her cup down, still resting her chin in her palm. "Yeah. Of course. I wouldn't joke about this. I mean, sex isn't all that special, but I'm not gonna joke around like that. I wouldn't ask you if I didn't take this seriously." Her smile was so disarming and calm.
How in the freaking world is she not... not freaking out like I am? Cassidy screamed in her head. Thankfully, she didn't scream it out for real. Instead, she heaved a slow breath and took hold of her cup because she needed to reassure herself that she was still in the real world and not some sort of dream. "Okay. So. Um. You're asking me to... to uh..."
Kelly was nodding slowly, watching Cassidy process. "Go on." She encouraged.
"To have, um, to have sex with Jack..."
"And me. It's a threesome." She held up three fingers, one of them glittering with her diamond wedding ring.
Cassidy's eyes darted back to the field where Jack was getting mobbed by the kids. He stuck his arms up into the air like he was drowning and cried out with a laugh as the kids swarmed and he vanished beneath them. Cassidy had never thought of Jack in terms of attraction. Of course he was good-looking, there was no denying that. But you just didn't think about your best friend's husband that way. Her brain classified Jack firmly as a friend, not as a sexual prospect. At least, not till now. Suddenly, Kelly's suggestion had blown open a gate in her mind, and she was noticing his muscles. Not overly toned, but they had clean lines. Sweat stuck his grey hoodie to his chest, showing how broad it was. His jaw was firm and square, with a little salt and pepper stubble on it. His grin was electric, and his backside wasn't bad, either.
She shook her head quickly and looked back to Kelly, who was eyeing her with a raised eyebrow and a sly grin, as if she knew Cassidy had been objectifying her husband.
"Did Jack...I mean... was this his idea?" Cassidy still couldn't wrap her head around what she was talking about with her best friend.
Kelly snorted and shook her head, sitting up and brushing her hair back, tying it in a low, messy ponytail. "Are you kidding me? No way. Jack can be pretty wild in bed, but he knows better than to suggest bringing another woman into the bedroom to his wife. I mean, besides a joke here and there. This is all me."
Now Cassidy was even more confused.
Kelly, seeing the stark incomprehension on her best friend's face, laughed warmly, then calmly explained, "So Jack's birthday is coming up in a couple weeks. I was racking my brain Cass, trying to figure out what to get him. The man's impossible to shop for. But then I had this great idea. We've kidded around about three ways and whatnot for years. You know, just meaningless dirty talk. So, I figured, why not for the big four zero, give him what every man fantasizes about, since it's clearly something that turns him on." She folded her arms under her ample chest, her dark t-shirt clinging enough that Cassidy could see an outline of her bra that looked dark purple if she went off the strap that was exposed along her shoulder.
"But... okay, I guess that sort of makes sense. But, why me?" Cassidy bit her lip.
Her friend looked at her with that sweet, slightly exasperated gaze that Cassidy had seen Kelly use a million times with her kids over the years when they were asking questions they should know the answers to. "Well, one, because you're my best friend and I trust you. I'm not just gonna go out and solicit some stranger or whatever. That's just... well, it's too complicated and you never know what you're gonna get‌. If we're gonna do it, we need to trust the third. Not only to respect our wishes, but also for privacy. I don't want someone running around talking about how she made it with the Preacher and his wife." Kelly rolled her eyes and took off her glasses, leaning forward with her elbows on the table, and gazed at Cassidy lovingly, her lips quirking up into a teasing smirk. "Second, I don't know if you noticed Cass, but you're hot."
Cassidy snorted and chuckled, despite her friend's fond smile. "Okay, well, nice way to flatter me, I guess."
"You're welcome," Kelly answered, with a warm chuckle.
"So it wasn't Jack that asked you to ask me?"
"Nope. But when I suggested you, he seemed pretty amicable. Even eager." She wiggled her eyebrows.
Cassidy blushed even deeper. "Uh... wow okay. So... so this is really serious."
Kelly nodded curtly.
"Kelly, I'm flattered that you trust me this much. And that you... a-and Jack thought of me for something this... personal. But Kelly. Be serious. You know I'm not gonna cheat on Collin." Cassidy looked to her friend, scared now that she understood how serious Kelly was.
Kelly's eyes widened. "What? Oh! Oh heavens no, sweety! I'd never, ever ask you to cheat on Collin. We aren't... I'm not talking about you going behind his back. No! I want you to discuss it with him. We don't wanna do this unless everyone is agreeable." She reached out and took Cassidy's hand. "Listen. I'm asking this as a favor for a friend. A little fun. Nothing more. You aren't some bucket list checkbox that Jack's trying to get or some sort of free pass. It's a fun gift. That's all. We trust you. But if you don't want to do it, then we won't pressure you. And if Collin isn't okay with it, then that's totally understandable, too."
Cassidy just nodded. Unsure what to say.
"Just think about it. Talk to Collin. Or not. If you say no, it's no harm, no foul. I promise. I'm not gonna be Mean Girl passive aggressive towards you or anything. I swear." Kelly grinned and squeezed her friend's hand.
"Hey Cass, you ready to go?" Collin came up behind Cassidy, putting his hands on her shoulders tenderly, massaging gently, and gave her cheek a kiss. He looked as happy and boyishly handsome as usual, his light brown hair swept to the side and his kind hazel eyes gleaming with love as he saw his wife. He felt like a sudden anchor reeling Cassidy back to the real world from whatever strange fantasyland Kelly had cast her into. She gratefully put her free hand over the one resting on her shoulder... feeling the ring on her finger acutely with the contact.
Kelly sat up, letting go of Cassidy's hand. "Just think about it." She repeated and got up. "See you later!" She waved to Cassidy and Collin and began walking across the field to see if she could save her husband from the over-enthusiastic children of the congregation.
Cassidy watched her friend leave. She couldn't help but notice how flattering Kelly's tight, dark jeans looked, clinging snugly to her retreating backside.
"Think about what?" Collin asked as Cassidy got up from the table, a curious smile on his face as he laced his fingers through Cassidy's. Her hand still felt like it was tingling from the contact with Kelly.
"Hm? Oh, nothing, just... just girl stuff." Cassidy replied, but she couldn't help looking back at Kelly, waving as she approached her tall, sweaty husband, her hips swaying temptingly in her dark jeans. Jack ran up, giving his wife a big hug, laughing and briefly reaching down to squeeze her behind.
The flush in Cassidy's cheeks warmed up as she wondered, for just a second, what her friend's ass felt like. Then she shook it off and went with her husband to their car.
...
"Ok, Cass," said Collin with a sneaky smile, peeking down into the bowl he had carried in from the car, "guess how much leftover potato salad we have from the 'huge amount we'll never be able to get rid of'?"
"Tell me," Cassidy smiled faintly, hanging the car keys and tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear distractedly.
"None," said Collin with a faint note of smug triumph, tilting the bowl to show her the few remaining yellow smears. "Should have trusted your hubby, sweetheart. The Hart family potato salad recipe never loses." Collin loved cooking, especially for his wife. Cassidy told him it must be one of his love languages, and he had to admit that it was true. Could you blame him for wanting to make sure she ate well? One of his great joys in life was seeing his wife's eyes widen in delight as she ate the first bite of his latest dish. But she never did like potato salad.
Cassidy turned to him with a smile, catching a ray of sunshine just right and piercing right through Collin's heart. She was lovely. As lovely as the day they got married, and Collin ought to know, he would remember that day forever. A petite, slim beauty, with glowing rosy skin. A cute dusting of freckles. And startling blue eyes, clear as a summer day. She was perfect. She was his.
Normally, Cassidy would make a shy quip back at him about the people at the picnic having no taste or something. Collin loved that he was the only one Cassidy felt comfortable teasing... like it was a special privilege. But today, oddly, she just walked up to him and gave him a soft, fleeting kiss, murmuring, "That's wonderful, honey." The look in her eyes was far away. Distracted. Maybe even worried?
Collin frowned. Cass could be a little sensitive. And she wasn't always the best at speaking up for herself when she had a problem. He recognized that one of his jobs in the relationship was to help his wife, even when she didn't come right out and ask for it. Collin laced his fingers through Cassidy's fingers as she pulled away, gently tugging her back to him, cupping her face with his hand, and captured her eyes with his.
"Hey," he said calmly, "What's up?"
Sometimes that was all it took for her to open the floodgates and let him know what was the matter. This wasn't one of those times. Her deep blue eyes skated away from his again, but she didn't pull away. She bit her lip for a second, then said, hesitantly, "Honey, can I ask you a question that might be a little... weird?"
Colin cocked an eyebrow. Ok, this was heading in a bit of an unusual direction. But he was willing to bite. Anything, if it made Cassidy feel better. "Sure. You can ask me anything, babe."
Cassidy was silent for a long moment, concentrating on picking at the hem of her yellow sundress. Then, her eyes flashed upward briefly, and she softly asked one of the strangest questions Collin had ever heard come out of her mouth.
'Honey, have you ever... thought about being with two women at once?"
Collin just stared, blinking at his wife in shock for a few moments. To say the question was out of left field would be an understatement. Cass could be passionate. Sometimes just remembering her warm, adoring words and actions in their marital bed made Collin's blood run hot.
But kinky? Never. Cassidy didn't have a dirty bone in her body, and the only flavor she served was vanilla. Collin's mind whirled, trying to think of where this question could even have come from. The answer was obviously "yes". Collin considered himself a moral person, but he was a man, after all. What red-blooded guy hadn't at least entertained the idea?
However, Collin had been married long enough to know the difference between a true answer and a correct answer for this sort of hypothetical. "No," he said smoothly, "Not really. Just not something I think I would be into."
"Right," said Cassidy swiftly, raising his hand to her lips and giving it a peck before releasing it, "Of course. Sorry. It was a silly question." She began walking away, clearly still distracted by whatever she was thinking about.
Oh. Ohhhhhh. The real answer popped into Collin's head. Cassidy could overthink things sometimes. She must have seen him interacting with one of the other ladies in the church at the picnic and started worrying he was showing some sort of interest. Collin felt a little bad. Not that he had done anything wrong, but that he hadn't answered the question correctly.
Well... there was one sure way to fix the problem if Cassidy was worried about him getting interested in other women...
Collin strode after his wife before she could walk too far away, gripping her hips from behind and pulling her close. She gave a shocked little gasp, startled by the sudden physical contact, and when she turned to look over her shoulder, Collin gave her a kiss deeper and sweeter than the light, breezy kisses they had given each other this afternoon.
He pulled away, finally seeing with satisfaction that he held his wife's full attention. "How can I think about other women when I have you in my bed?" he murmured. "Why don't you come with me, love? I'll show you you're the only woman I need."
Cassidy blushed and smiled, whatever was distracting her, forgotten, at least for the moment. And she leaned in to Collin, kissing him back with a soft murmur. "I'd like that."
...
They shut the door to the bedroom, not that there was anyone else in the house that could hear or see anything they shouldn't. It was more symbolic, the idea that the bedroom was closed and private. What happened there, stayed there.
Cassidy turned to her husband, getting to her toes to wrap her arms around his neck and kiss him. Lips pressed gently and lovingly, feeling the taste of him and his warm, comforting breath. There was still a knot twisting in her stomach from earlier, the conversation with Kelly still simmering in the back of her mind. Bouncing around and twisting as if it were a rubix's cube that was longing to be solved. Each twist in her mind about the idea made her kiss a little harder, her lips parting and sliding her tongue into Collin's mouth, grazing his teeth and tongue.
His hands moved along her waist, gripping her hips tightly and bunching up her dress as they kissed. Soon he moved his lips from hers to her neck. Along her collarbone. Whispering little soft words of love, praise, words that were just like a light breeze, there and gone again as they drifted over her skin.
Cassidy gripped Collin's hair, tangling her fingers and gripping tightly.
Her husband started pulling up her dress, forcing Cassidy to let go of his neck and lifting her arms up so he could get the dress off. He tossed it aside to the floor, leaving her in her satin, pale pink bikini panties and matching bra. Soft and plain but fitting tightly against her to accent her perky breasts and puffy mound.
The feeling of his eyes on her made her blush. He always did like looking at her. Appraising. Approving. Appreciating. He was a triple A kinda guy. She smiled wide and reached for his shirt, pulling it up and off him quickly, his flat stomach pale with a dusting of dark hair along the trail from his belly button up. Cassidy leaned in, hands on his hips and kissed his chest, little butterfly kisses along his pectorals and down to his stomach, where she started to undo his belt.
Collin felt his heart beating fast and strong in his chest as his wife's tender hands tugged and pulled at his pants. There was something a little different about her today... a sparkle in her eyes, an extra depth in the rosy blush staining her cheeks. He felt his cock respond as he sensed Cassidy's eagerness. As she undid his button, her other hand slipped over to gently rub the swiftly hardening bulge in his pants. Her plump lower lip caught between her teeth as she gazed at the evidence of his arousal.
Collin reached over to flick the light switch off, just as Cassidy usually preferred, but he felt a warm palm placed on his outstretched arm, stopping him. He looked down in surprise to see his wife looking up at him with soft, slightly embarrassed, upturned eyes. "No..." she breathed with a shy smile, "I don't mind today, honey. Let's leave them on." Collin could barely stop himself from grinning ear to ear. Cassidy really was in a funny mood today, but if it meant that she didn't mind him staring at her gorgeous body, he would take this mood any day. He let his hand fall as Cassidy eased his pants off of his hips, his stiff penis tenting out his boxers as it was freed from the confines of his pants.



After clumsily getting Collin's feet out of his pants, Cassidy took his hand and pulled him to the bed. She lay on her back, scooting up so there was room for Collin to crawl up between her legs. The bed shook slightly as her husband got on the bed, laying down between her open thighs. Already she was breathing hard, deep, a little shaky as she watched him smile and put his head between her thighs. Even after all these years of marriage, she still felt embarrassed when Collin got close to her privates. The feeling of his breath. The heat of his skin. His touch. It was like electrical shocks, or stings from a jellyfish, painful, pleasurable, mind numbingly good.
She watched him move close to her panties. The fabric clinging to her, revealing the impression of her pussy. His lips gently pressed against the little indent down the middle and Cassidy watched, letting out a soft groan. "Ohhhh." She shut her eyes for a moment, feeling his warm lips, the heat through the material against her vagina.
He kissed again, a bit higher, finding the little hidden nub of her clitoris, and nuzzled his nose against it for a moment before kissing again.
"Ahh... Collin..." She whispered, desire thick in her voice.
"I love the look of your pussy in panties." He chuckles, kissing along her inner thighs and then back to the middle, this time pushing the flat of his tongue against her making her legs shudder.
Cassidy bit her lip, cheek red with arousal and embarrassment at his comment. It felt so good. The attention. The touches.
What would it be like to have another man doing this?
The thought made her freeze and stiffen for a moment. It ran through her like a speeding train. Unable to slow. No way to stop. Her breathing came faster, heart rate pounding. She moved her hand down to her husband's head, twisting her fingers into his shaggy hair. He really needed a haircut.
Collin kept kissing her panties over her pussy. A little more firm but still sensual and loving, like he was worshiping the treasure hidden behind the thin material.
Cassidy pushed past the thought of another man... Jack?... between her legs... or was it Kelly? Oh dear Lord, what was she thinking?
Her grip tightened on her husband's hair.
Collin was moving upward from her pussy to her stomach.
"No..." Cassidy panted and held her husband, pushing him gently back down to her vagina. Her legs opened wider, needy and hot. "S...stay...there...more...kiss...more..." She was breathless, stammering out words between deep inhales that didn't seem to fill her lungs.
Collin didn't need to be told twice. He pressed his lips stronger, more firmly to the soft, sweet flesh beneath Cassidy's pretty pink panties. His wife's pussy intoxicated him, and this was as close as she would let him get, so to hang in this moment a little longer was an unexpected treat.
He extended his tongue, moving it up her slit with slow, firm pressure. Cassidy whimpered in pleasure, and Collin could see, staring along her gorgeous body, that she had her eyes squeezed shut, her lips parted slightly, getting lost in the sensation. Beneath his probing tongue, he felt an answering heat and wetness beneath the thin covering of cloth. Cassidy was so horny today! He wished he could see this side of her more often. Collin had a sudden urge to tug her panties to the side and taste her directly, feeling his tongue sink deep into that eager wet heat...
But he didn't think that Cassidy would allow that, even with her increased arousal. So he contented himself with breathing deeply, taking in her pleasant scent; the blend of her light, fresh lilac perfume, the slight tang of clean sweat from the warm day, and the deeper, wilder hint of feminine musk from beneath her panties. Normally if she got any hint that Collin was smelling her, Cassidy got horribly self conscious, but today her fingers tightened in his hair and her thighs spread a little wider.
"Y-yes..." she breathed with the mild bedroom rasp in her voice that Collin loved to hear, "Kiss me... kiss me, honey..."
Her wish was his command. He pressed more fervent kisses against his wife's soft panties until moisture soaked through from both sides.
Finally, she let go of Collin's head, the feeling of her arousal and desire flooding through her body to the point she was almost desperate to feel her husband inside her. He quickly started moving up her body with his lips and gentle touches and caresses until he was face to face, kissing her lips hard and deep. Cassidy's hands went down to Collin's boxers, fumbling as she tried to push them down, getting it caught on his erection, pushing it down making her husband gasp in a bit of pain and discomfort and then chuckle as he reached down to help, then also pull at her panties.
It was a fumbling comedic moment of hands and underwear, hands all over trying to untwist and pull down. Finally, Collin's erection, a beautiful smooth penis with a dark head, was free and Cassidy's panties were off, hanging off of her ankle. Her pussy was glistening with need, her tightly trimmed dark bush damp with desire.
Cassidy felt her husband's eyes on her sex, looking at it just like he did with all of her. Loving the view. Like he could look at it all day, like a painting hanging in a museum. His fingers reached down and trailed over her folds, letting one finger slide through her center and making her groan and grab onto him.
She took hold of his face and turned him to look straight into her eyes. "In me..." She whispered desperately. She couldn't even get out a full sentence. Everything inside her was burning. And that thought from before... it was whispering in the background of her sexually charged mind.
Collin nodded and moved himself to her entrance. She gasped, feeling him pushing, stretching her and opening her, moving inside. "Yes." She whispered, never breaking their eye contact.
Collin took a deep, shuddering breath as he pushed forward, pushing past Cassidy's warm, wet lips and entering her velvet depths.
This was his favorite part. Her vulnerability, his feeling of power, but more importantly, their togetherness. The merging, bonding sensation of just being inside her as he pressed his forehead to hers, staring deep into her soft, loving eyes. Her slick walls held him tight and snug, like a warm, developing hug to his penis.
"I love you," he said, softly, but more than loud enough for the only woman in his world to hear.
"I love you too," she said with a soft smile, turning her face upward for a kiss.
As his lips met hers, he began to move, slowly and tenderly. Sometimes it took a little warming up for Cassidy to be ready for full penetration, but once again, his wife surprised him. He slid easily into his full length on the first stroke, and she was so wet that he was able to increase his pace much more quickly than usual.
Every thrust leads to a gasp, a groan. She started to sweat as she pressed her forehead to her husband. The feeling of him inside her was so intense, like the first time on their honeymoon. Her walls clenched against him, lips gripping warm and snug with every movement. "Fuck." She muttered. Usually Cassidy wasn't very dirty in bed, especially when it came to words, but tonight it seemed like a door had been cracked open. "Fuck!" She whispered again when Collin bottomed out inside her and his balls pressed against her ass.
She started to mewl like a kitten. Her orgasm rushed towards her. "Please. Please." She held him tighter. Harder. The sounds of their union echoed in the bedroom. Her legs wrapped around her husband tightly. "There!" She breathed. "Honey...oh yes, there. THERE! AHHHGHG!" Everything in her blew apart. Her orgasm burst like a firework and she saw brilliant lights behind her eyelids as she bit gently on Collin's shoulder, riding out her orgasm.
Colin groaned, feeling the powerful, pulsating grip of his wife's pussy as she came on his cock, his ear ringing with her sweet cries of ecstasy. And then he tipped over the edge, breathing heavily as he pumped forward a few more times, feeling his cock twitch and spurt as he came deep inside his loving wife.
He descended into one more fierce, loving kiss as he felt his cum bursting out, the sweet glow of orgasm surrounding them both as their tongues danced between their lips.
He always thought about making Cassidy a mother in this moment. Maybe it was some deep, genetic instinct, maybe it was just a kink of his. But when his raw penis came inside his wife's wet, orgasming pussy, that was where his mind went. Her smiling and happy with her belly swelling.
They both wanted kids, but it was always "someday". He made a mental note to ask her about it again. Soon.
Collin collapsed to the side, lying beside his wife and pulling her into their customary post-coital snuggle. She nuzzled up against his chest as he wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close. And for a moment they just lay there, happy and satisfied and in love.
After a long, pleasant few minutes, Cassidy said quietly, her cheek still pressed to his chest, "Honey... if you had to pick another woman. To... to join us in bed... who would it be?"
Collin looked down in surprise to see that distracted, almost worried look back in Cassidy's eyes. He felt a little perplexed. He was sure that he had solved the issue with his loving words and physical affection.
A few answers flitted through his mind before he could get a hold of himself. Bobbie, the cute barista at the coffee shop that Cassidy liked. Kelly, Cassidy's tall, curvy, confident best friend. Jenna, one of his friends he had a crush on in college. But he put a lid on that train of thought immediately. This question was a layup. There was only one answer.
"No one. Nobody but you," he answered firmly, looking deep into her distracted eyes.
The look stayed in his wife's eyes. Uncertainty. Concern. Cassidy finally smiled, "You're sweet, dear." She gave him a brief, warm kiss and then gently extracted herself from his arms, sliding out of bed.
Usually the lights were off when Cassidy got up to go clean up after sex, but tonight the lights were on and bright. Her skin, only lightly tanned, glistened with sweat as she walked to the bathroom, the view of her backside exquisite. The cheeks of her ass bounced lightly and there was a glistening between her thighs, some of Collin's semen dripping along her lips and her thighs.
Cassidy vanished behind the bathroom door, leaving her husband to lie on the bed, bemused by his wife's strange questions.
...
As Cassidy stepped out of her car, she could see that Kelly was already waiting for her. Today, they were meeting at the Cherry Blossom Grill, a cute little Japanese restaurant outside the South Penn Mall. Kelly was sitting at a table on the outdoor patio with a small cup of sake cradled in her hand. Dressed in simple red jeans and a white sweater, hair in a ponytail and her glasses pushed up on her forehead, she was the perfect picture of peace and tranquility under the cherry blossom trees that were planted around the patio.
Cassidy just couldn't understand how her friend could be so cool and calm after what she'd suggested the other day. It'd only been a few days since the conversation and she'd thought she had gotten over Kelly's disturbing offer through a discussion with her husband at home, but it was still banging around inside her head at every opportunity. When she was watering the flowers and other plants at her flower shop, Plenty of Petals. When she was ordering stock and making flower arrangements. Even when she was shoveling compost or fertilizer, the idea of a threesome with her best friends kept popping up like a stubborn weed.
She stood next to her car in the parking lot for a moment, watching her friend and trying to prepare herself. This was their regularly scheduled mid-week lunch. Nothing special. Just drinks, food, good company, and a chance to relax a little during the day. But Cassidy was positive that the question of a threesome was going to come up again. How could it not? It was a big question. A big ask. Kelly must have been stressing over it too, right?
But her friend looked like she didn't have a care in the world.
Taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, Cassidy grabbed her purse, smoothed down the front of her flannel button-up, and started the short march across the parking lot to the patio.
Kelly turned at her approach and smiled her usual confident, charming smile. It was the smile that made her such a good saleswoman at the local art gallery. It was the smile that made her job ridiculously high paying thanks to all the commissions she made on her sales. "Hey, you!" She stood up, putting down her sake, and grabbed Cassidy in a tight hug.
Cassidy was acutely aware of her friend's ample chest pressing against her own. She smelled amazing as well... the warm velvety smell of gardenias tickled Cassidy's nose from her friend's light perfume. A heat rose along Cassidy's neck as she felt Kelly's breath on it before she moved away.
"Sit down. I ordered us some sushi." Kelly sat back down, pushing out a chair opposite her with her foot. "How's your day?"
Cassidy sat, a little thrown off by her friend's greeting. "Um. It was... it's good. The store has been a little slow, but that's normal. It'll be picking up soon, so I'm trying to be prepared for that. But it feels like there's never enough time to get it all just right."
Kelly was nodding, sitting back in her chair, listening intently while holding her sake. Cassidy kept having to force herself to maintain eye contact. Something about Kelly seemed... overpowering. The lovely tint of her friend's brown eyes. The curve of her lips. The swell of her breasts in her sweater.
"So, yeah. Just... typical I guess." Cassidy smiled and poured herself some sake. She really wasn't much of a drinker, but she felt like it would be rude to not join in. However, Kelly was never one to feel like she was the odd person out in any situation. "How have things been for you?"
"The Gallery's been busy." She said, sitting forward with her elbows on the table, holding her cup thoughtfully. "We had this... I don't know, some rich a-hole come in looking for 'art'. That's all he said. 'Art.'" She said it in a snooty, nasally way that drew a giggle from Cassidy. "So, you know me. I like to give the people what they want. I loaded him up with 'art'. Some of the most expensive pieces, some we've had for freaking ever." She started chuckling. "Needless to say, lunch is on me for the rest of the year." She started cackling with laughter now and Cassidy couldn't help joining her.
This really wasn't what she was expecting. Cassidy had fully prepared herself to fend off more requests for some lewd liaison with Kelly and her husband. She thought about things she'd say. How she would respond and let her friend down gently. But Kelly was acting like nothing had happened. Like she hadn't asked Cassidy to violate her marriage vows and join her and Jack in the throes of passion...
Okay. She needed to get her head together. Even that brief thought about Kelly's proposition had sent a flush of heat spreading between her legs. As she continued laughing, Cassidy crossed one thigh tightly over the other, trying her best to keep a firm lid on the strange feelings that had been troubling her lately. And it didn't help that the panties she'd chosen, light green boy shorts, were a little too tight and rubbing against her. Not helping. At. All.
A waiter came with their sushi and the two friends fell into a pleasant silence as they ate. Between sushi bites, they chatted casually about work and home, about Kelly's kids, and how they'd be going off to college next summer. How they were out of the house a lot between school and work and friends.
"Already feels like we have an empty nest sometimes," Kelly said once she finished her Rainbow Roll and put her chopsticks down. "Don't get me wrong, I'm loving the quiet and the extra time me and Jack have now, but... well, ya know, sometimes you get comfortable with something and think there's nothing else. Then, when suddenly there's a change, an opportunity for something new, it's hard to wrap your head around it." Kelly shrugged and put her chin in her hands as she leaned on the table, looking at Cassidy. "Know what I mean?"
Cassidy bit her lip, thinking. She sort of did, but not about kids. She and Collin had talked about children, but things always seemed to pop up and to push the decision further and further out. Sometimes she thought they should just take the plunge and do it. But Collin was way too responsible for that. "Yeah, I guess."
"Well good. Because I don't." Kelly laughed.
They lapsed into a comfortable silence for a bit, enjoying the warm weather and letting their food settle. But inside, Cassidy was still wrestling with the things her friend had said at the picnic. She played with her chopsticks thoughtfully for a minute, bending and tapping them. The tension built inside as she kept thinking about what Kelly had said. Have a threesome with me and Jack... You're hot, Cassidy... A little fun, nothing more...
She snapped her sticks in half. Kelly jumped at the sound and looked over at Cassidy.
"Okay." Cassidy put the broken pieces of wood on the table. "Explain it to me." She met Kelly's confused gaze.
"Explain what?" Kelly turned her full attention to Cassidy.
"This... this idea you had for Jack's birthday. The... the three way." She said the last as a whisper and leaned in, looking around to make sure no one was close enough to listen.
Kelly smiled. "Cass, hon, I think it's pretty self-explanatory. I would like to invite you to join me and Jack, my husband, in our bedroom for a night of kinky, fun sexual deviance." She gave a flirty, teasing grin as she picked up one of her own chopsticks and tapped the end on Cassidy's nose playfully.
Cassidy went red as a rose. "Yeah. I get that. And I... I guess I get why you're asking me. Trust. I understand that. But... is that really the only reason? Like, am I just some safe choice?" She bit the inside of her cheek as she realized what she was implying.
Kelly seemed to catch on to the implication as well and put a hand on Cassidy's leg, gently rubbing over the dark jeans on her knee. "Cass, you're a safe choice. Of course. But no. That's not why. At least not the sole reason. Not even the first reason. I meant it when I said you were hot. You're a very attractive woman. I mean, girl, I don't know if you've noticed, but guys sit up and take notice when you walk into a room. Jack and I are pretty open about sex and attraction. We've talked plenty about free passes and all that stuff. Mostly as a joke... sometimes as foreplay. But you'd better believe when we gave each other a top five no-consequence hook-up list, you were at the top of Jack's list." Cassidy gulped. Jack, the warm, handsome husband of her best friend. The Preacher at their church. Had thought about her like... like that? She had gotten the implication from her conversation with Kelly earlier that he wouldn't say no, but... wow. The top of his list?
Seeing Cassidy's eyes grow hazy and thoughtful, Kelly squeezed her knee tightly, bringing her focus back. "And my list too."
The words echoed in Cassidy's head. And my list too... She met her friend's dark eyes and saw sweet care and comfort there. There wasn't any predatory lust or desire. Just... what was it? Oh! Attraction!
Cassidy swallowed a lump in her throat. Was Kelly's hand a little higher than her knee now? "Uh... Kelly, are... are you telling me you're... um..."
Kelly sat back in her chair, taking her hand away from Cassidy's leg. Cassidy tried not to think about how she wanted the warmth and strength of that hand back.
"Bi?" Kelly sighed and pulled her hair out of its ponytail, combing her fingers through it. "Not strictly. It's a pretty wide spectrum. I really don't care about classifying it. But, yes I do have some attraction to girls, but it's more of a..." She bobbed her head side to side, thinking. "An intimacy thing. Like, if I have really powerful feelings for someone, care about them, trust them, then I have an attraction to them. And you're my best friend, Cass. Have been for years. How could I not find you attractive?" Her smile was soft, sweet and... it sent tingles all through Cassidy as she sat quietly listening.



So Kelly had also thought about her...like that. The idea was scary, but fascinating. It sounded like Kelly had put a lot of thought into her attraction to other women, but this was the first time Cassidy was thinking about it at all. If you had asked her a week ago, she would have said she was as straight as a woman could be. But then why was this conversation with her best friend making the warmth between her legs grow and spread alarmingly?
Dear Lord! Why were her panties suddenly damp?
"Oh." Was all Cassidy managed.
Kelly just nodded, as if she understood.
"So... okay, so I'm like your number one choice then," Cassidy said with a shy smile, feeling a little proud about that‌.
Her friend laughed and nodded. "Yep. Pretty much our only choice. If you aren't in, then we aren't gonna do it." She shrugged. "Guess I'll have to get Jack a tie."
Cassidy pinched the bridge of her nose as she started giggling. "Noooooo. Don't do that. That's hardly a consolation for a threesome." It felt good to joke with her friend, even in this strange, tense moment. It helped her to feel a little more centered.
Quiet descended again. Kelly was obviously giving Cassidy time to think. Very few people did that. Everyone always wanted a quick answer, but Cassidy liked to think things through. To let things take root and grow slowly to their full potential. This idea had solidly taken root. But was it going to have enough of a chance to grow?
"Hypothetically..." Cassidy began. "If I said yes, it probably wouldn't matter. Collin would never go for it."
Kelly grinned, her eyes smoky as she peered over her glasses. "Well, you'd be surprised. Guys think more with their little ding dongs than they care to admit."
They both burst out laughing.
"Okay. Okay. But... I mean, how would I even approach Collin about this...?" Cassidy was already talking like this was going to happen. She was living in a paradox, the desire and curiosity to say yes, but the inevitable knowledge that a yes would still mean no because her husband would never share her like that in a million years.
Kelly moved her chair closer to Cassidy. "Well, I have some ideas..." She started explaining what she thought Cassidy could say and how she could say it.
Cassidy sat and listened intently while their knees touched, making Cassidy feel warm straight down to her now seriously soaked underwear.
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A few weeks later...
[How about it, sweet thing? How much would it cost for a private video of you choking on a dildo?]
Of course, the crude request was punctuated with a dick pic. Charlotte sighed, glancing furtively across the kitchen to where Steven stood at the stove, making fried rice for dinner. He was focused on the cooking, so Charlotte took the opportunity to answer.
[Haha, wooowww, that would be super hot! Let me think about it, k?]
There. One more message replied to. It was a new thing this week. Grace now demanded that Charlotte "engage with her audience". In other words, responding politely and encouragingly to even the most demeaning message. It added yet another humiliating layer to this fucked up situation, but it wasn't that bad. Charlotte felt like she had sort of gotten into a groove with her forced Simpspace account. Now that she was used to creating the content, the taboo edge had faded with time.
And she was starting to rake in cash hand over fist. Her Simpspace account combined with her improved tips from the slutty clothes Grace was forcing her to wear at the bar meant that Charlotte had already managed to set aside a sizable chunk of cash in her undie drawer for her lawyer fund.
But she didn't think she was quite there yet. She wanted to be sure she had everything she needed before she pulled the trigger and shook Grace's influence off for good. Besides, the secret content production, crude messages, and dick pics had become almost normal. Even fun. They provided a little zing of sexual excitement in the same way that flirting with customers at the bar had.
And sexual excitement had been a little lacking in her life lately...
Steven sat down beside her, sliding her a plate of crispy fried rice loaded with kimchi and drizzled with Sriracha; her favorite. Charlotte put her hand over her boyfriend's. "Thanks, babe," He flashed her a weary grin, dark circles under his eyes. He had been especially tired and stressed lately, for reasons Charlotte didn't quite understand. Sadly, Steven's mysterious stress was having a negative impact on their sex life. Charlotte had a lot of sympathy for whatever Steven was going through and loved him to pieces, but he simply wasn't satisfying her sexual needs right now.
Just as Steven was about to respond, Charlotte heard a soft *ding* in her pocket, and her heart skipped a beat. It was the special alert noise she had set for Grace. If she took too long to reply, she would be in trouble. If there was one thing that Charlotte had learned over the past few weeks, it was that she should never cross Grace... Not until she was sure she could deliver a crushing blow at least.
"One second babe," said Charlotte, rising smoothly and kissing her boyfriend on the cheek. "Nature calls." Hiding things from Steven was almost second nature to her at this point. She barely felt even a twinge of guilt anymore as she slipped away to the bathroom.
Once the door was safely closed behind her, Charlotte pulled out her phone, praying that Grace was just checking in about Charlotte's next post and it wasn't anything serious.
No such luck.
[What the fuck is this, Cherry? I thought I told you to start engaging with your subscribers.]
At this point, Grace had ceased to call her Charlotte, instead using her porn name exclusively, even in public. Charlotte knew that it was unlikely that anyone would ever make the connection, but hearing Grace call her "Cherry" still sent a shiver of erotic dread down her spine.
[I've been interacting! I've replied to every single fucking DM!] Charlotte texted back swiftly. Being under Grace's thumb could be terrifying. Even if running a Simpspace account could be fun at times, this was the massive, looming downside to the situation. Charlotte's dark, dominant tormentor could be impossible to please sometimes, turning angry at the drop of a hat. Charlotte couldn't even begin to guess what had set the bitch off this time.
[You are a slow fucking learner, Cherry. Address me properly. I won't warn you again.]
Charlotte sighed irritably. Oh yeah. That was another thing that Grace had recently started insisting on. With a sour look on her face, Charlotte texted [Sorry, Mistress]. It felt unnatural and humiliating to call another woman that, like somehow Charlotte was putting herself beneath Grace. But she supposed that was actually a reflection of reality at this point. For now at least. God, she couldn't wait until she hired the best lawyer in the city and showed the smug goth bitch who was boss.
[That's better. But no, Cherry, you aren't obeying your mistress at all. All of this 'tee hee, stop it you bad boys' bullshit isn't the way a fucking porn goddess like Cherry Sweets interacts with her fans. Those poor horny boys are thirsty, and I think it's about time you gave the people what they want.]
Charlotte felt a prickle of apprehension as she stared down at her phone. "Giving the boys what they want" was a terrifying, erotic proposition when you read the filthy requests that poured into Charlotte's DMs on a daily basis. She tried to think of some reply she could send that would change Grace's mind, but she was too slow. Another text followed almost immediately.
[What was the amount you agreed to shake those tiny tits for? Fifty bucks? Let's call that your standard rate. From now on, any guy who offers you fifty dollars or more gets exactly what he asks for. I'll be watching to make sure.]
Charlotte stared down at the phone with her pulse hammering loudly in her ears. Ok, now Grace had gone too far. Charlotte needed to stand up for herself. [No Grace. That's too much. Have you seen what some of these guys have been requesting? I would rather just have you send that video to Steven and take my chances.]
Weirdly, the next thing to come through from Grace wasn't a text. It was an image. For a second, Charlotte didn't know what she was looking at. Then she zoomed in on the picture and her face went pale. It was a massive collage of her Simpspace posts, referenced with photos of her from social media accounts in a convincing effort to prove that she and "Cherry Sweets" were the same person. It also included a selection of Charlotte's juiciest responses to the men flooding her inbox.
Another message from Grace chimed.
[I wonder how interested your future employers and/or love interests would be in this little art project I put together. Maybe you'll be fine. People are sex-positive these days, right?]
Charlotte stared at her screen in dumb horror for a few moments until another text popped in. This couldn't be happening. Grace had just opened up a whole new front of blackmail. Charlotte bit her lip and thought about the bundle of cash she had hidden away in her underwear drawer. Not enough. Not yet. Shit. She might actually need to go along with Grace's sadistic command for the time being and hope things didn't get too extreme.
For some reason, as much as being caught this way scared her, it also filled her with squirming, uncomfortable arousal.
One last message chimed from Grace.
[And I fucking told you to address me properly, Cherry]
...
Tim was hustling back from the kitchen after taking an order when he noticed Grace watching him from the restaurant bar. She sat with a cocktail in front of her, leaning on her elbows with a faint smirk. When she noticed him looking, she beckoned with a slim finger. Tim suppressed a grin and changed course. The customer could wait a few minutes.
The last time Grace had pulled him and his friends aside for a private conversation, it had been excellent news. For them at least. It had been pretty awful news for Charlotte. Seeing Charlotte's sexy little body displayed so shamelessly was well worth the cheap cost of the subscription... and getting her shy deflecting comments in the DMs that proved she was viewing his cock pics was even better.
"Ma'am," said Tim with his best customer service smile as he approached, "is there anything that I can help you with?"
"It's the opposite actually," purred Grace, taking a slow sip of her Cosmo. "As the manager of... our mutual friend, I wanted to let you know about a special promotion we're running for her biggest fans."
Tim's eyes lit up with hunger. "Well... you know how I love to patronize the arts, Grace. I'm all ears."
The tall, dark temptress set down her drink with a click and reached into her purse. "I need something from you first. You've been very generous to my little superstar so far, but I need a donation of a different kind."
She pulled out a small glass vial and held it out to the bemused waiter. "Fill it up."
"With what?" asked Tim blankly. Grace chuckled and reached up, grabbing his collar and whispering into his ear, making his eyes widen in shock. Tim looked over his shoulder, making sure no one else was watching. "What," he asked, a nervous edge creeping into his voice, "right now?"
"You have until I finish my drink," said Grace cooly, releasing his collar with a shrug. "If you aren't interested, I know plenty of guys who will be. Take a bathroom break or something."
Tim still looked unconvinced, so Grace leaned forward and said in a heated whisper, "Trust me... I'll make it well worth your while. This is a special promotion you won't want to miss."
With one last furtive glance around the restaurant, he reached out and took the test tube from her hand.
...
Charlotte told herself it was fine. Grace's demand wouldn't really be the issue she had initially feared.
After all, she only had to fulfill subscriber requests if they specifically offered over fifty dollars. But most conversations didn't start with an offer of money. Charlotte had been able to deflect all requests before money was even discussed.
She leaned forward across the bar holding two beers out to the bar patron. Her brain fizzed and whirred, trying not to think about Grace's latest humiliating directive. It gave the leering patron in front of her a chance to peek down the low cleavage of one of her new shirts. Simultaneously, she could feel Rob's slimy eyes drawn to her backside like a magnet, presented lusciously by the tiny cutoff shorts Grace had bought for her.
The clothes Grace had chosen for her tonight were especially slutty. A deep v-neck shirt pressed tight against her tits and bared her soft, feminine belly, and her shorts were painted onto her wide hips and the juicy curve of her ass.
The appreciative stares of the bar patrons and her pig of a boss were just one more source of the frustrating, endless lust that had taken over her life.
Her phone gave a soft click that meant she had another DM she needed to respond to. She sighed as she collected the money from the customer, anticipating another careful act of misdirection to keep whoever had DM'd her from offering money. It was about time for a break anyway. If she was going to respond to thirsty messages from subscribers, she needed to get out from under the eyes of the horny crowd.
As he turned away, the patron slurred something that Charlotte only half-heard. She suddenly felt a surge of adrenaline. Had the man said, "Thanks, Sweetie?"
Or had it been "Thanks, Cherry?"
The man had already disappeared into the crowd by the time she registered the words. She shook her head and tried to let the strange moment go. She was just hearing things. Had to be. This endless haze of lust was playing tricks on her mind. "I'm on break," she told Rob tersely, not waiting for a reply, and headed back into the storeroom.
When she leaned against a dusty shelf and opened her DMs, she found this one was refreshingly direct and to the point.
[I want you to start posting nude photos.]
Well, say what you would about them, at least Charlotte's subscribers were honest.
[Sorry sweetie, that isn't really the type of content I'm focused on right now! Maybe someday ;P]
It was really too easy. Just a little flirting and a gentle refusal was all that was needed. Charlotte was about to slip her phone back into her pocket when it clicked again. A follow-up DM from the same user.
[I'll donate fifty bucks if you do.]
A shiver of fear and arousal shot through Charlotte. She groaned softly under her breath. Shit! Not this one! Not right now! The request was as unambiguous as it could get. Charlotte stared down at her phone, her heart and mind racing and her body throbbing with a growing filthy heat. She tried to think of something, anything that would get her out of this situation.
But it was no good. The offer had been made, and trying to get her subscriber to retract it would just look like a refusal in her mistress's eyes. Texting Grace herself was no good either. Charlotte had no expectation that Grace would be merciful after she sent that threatening collage the other day.
Charlotte briefly considered springing her escape plan. Maybe she could make an excuse and head home right now. Grab the bundle of cash from her underwear drawer. Call a lawyer.
But she knew in her heart that she didn't have enough yet. And if she went off half-cocked, Grace would find a way to ruin her life. Charlotte was trapped. Powerless. Soon, her subscribers would be surprised and delighted by a brand new style of content. Charlotte's naked body would be ogled by dozens of strange men. The dirty, taboo thought forced a whimper from Charlotte's throat as she wallowed in her pathetic, weak position, feeling the shameful burn of submissive arousal spread through her like a wildfire.
Her break time was over. She needed to get back out there and spend the rest of her evening with the men in the bar appreciating her body beneath her slutty clothes... knowing that a much more intimate examination would happen soon.
Just as she was about to leave the storeroom, Charlotte received a text from Grace.
[Just saw you received your first official task. Congratulations. I'll come over tomorrow and help you with the photoshoot.]
Charlotte took a deep shaky breath, trying to compose herself and cloak her pitiful submissive arousal before going back out in front of the crowd. But first, she needed to respond to Grace.
[Yes, Mistress]
...
Grace arrived so soon after Steven left for work the next day that Charlotte was mildly worried that she could have run into him in the hall. But she didn't have time to worry about that... not when she couldn't stop thinking about why Grace was there.
Grace herself was a vision of cold, dominant beauty today. A tiny black bikini top lay under her mesh shirt, which showed off a sinuous black snake tattoo winding up the side of her pale, toned torso. Below, the outfit was completed by a short flared skirt and tall boots, both black, naturally. Charlotte would have snarkily commented a few weeks ago that Grace ought to be ashamed of herself for dressing so slutty... but she wasn't in a position to judge anymore. The powerful, erotic outfit just made Charlotte's nervous arousal worse. It reminded her strongly of the dominant girls she used to hook up with in college.
"Ready for your close-up, Cherry?" asked Grace with a mocking smirk, examining the tripod Charlotte had already set up by the bed. She slipped Charlotte's phone out of the mount, tossing it to her blackmailed slave casually and replacing it with her own. Charlotte watched her mistress with a worried frown. She knew better than to talk back at this point, but it was a little foreboding that Grace insisted on using her own phone rather than Grace's. It meant that she would have complete access and control over all the raw photos taken today, instead of Charlotte herself.
Grace seemed to have everything ready to her satisfaction. She glanced up at Charlotte and frowned in annoyance, clicking her fingers impatiently. "Why aren't you naked, you dumb slut? Chop fucking chop. I want to explore a couple of poses, and we both know you're smart enough to get them right on the first try."
In that moment, Charlotte felt powerfully conscious of Grace's beauty... of Grace's cold, weighing eyes focused on her body... of her powerful, commanding aura. Grace smirked and rolled her hand in an impatient "get on with it" gesture, and Charlotte realized with a swoop of dark arousal that she was expected to strip right here and now.
Under Grace's glittering, judgemental eyes.
Charlotte tugged her pajama shirt up over her head, bashfully turning away from her watching mistress. The flavor of humiliation was different from her recent exposure to anonymous men. By this point, Charlotte was practically a connoisseur. For one thing, Grace was a live audience, not just a hypothetical faceless crowd behind a screen. But more importantly, Grace was a woman. A powerful, confident woman who Charlotte considered much more attractive than herself. It added a fresh, unfamiliar layer of shame to the act of stripping her pajama shorts down her thick thighs. But strangely, despite Charlotte's usual preference for men, Grace's gender didn't reduce her humiliated arousal at all.
Finally, Charlotte stood naked above a sad little pile of clothes, her hands clasped over her small breasts and rapidly heating pussy. A ridiculous gesture: showing modesty right now was a bad joke when Grace would be photographing every inch of her in mere minutes.
Charlotte held back a gasp as Grace lunged forward without warning, her eyes and smile sharp enough to cut. Charlotte's heart was in her throat and she felt her nipples stiffen hard against her arm as Grace loomed above her, drinking in her captive's body with an expression of cruel hunger.
"Well well," murmured Grace, reaching out a finger to trail down the wide curve of Charlotte's hip, raising goosebumps on her flesh, "You're a chubby little piggy, aren't you? At least you're slutty enough to capture men's interest despite that, huh, Cherry?"
It was a cruel exaggeration. Charlotte was by no means fat, although she carried a few pounds on her soft belly, hips, and ass that she would rather be rid of. But coming from the slim, beautiful goddess looking down at her, the nasty insult struck home, piercing Charlotte through the core... and somehow making her even wetter and hotter under the hand clasped between her thighs.
"On the bed," demanded Grace sharply, finally ending her close examination of Charlotte's body and taking her place behind the camera mount. "It's time to make you a star. Let's start with a showcase of that fat ass. Stick it up in the air. Facing me, please. Then look over your shoulder with your best fuck-me eyes."
"B-but my face will be in the picture!" whined Charlotte as she got onto the bed, at first trying to maintain her shielding grip on her private parts, then finally giving up the pretense. Covering her pussy hadn't made sense to begin with.
Grace sighed in exasperation. "We're going to edit the pictures, dumbass. I'll hide your identity. Don't worry about it. Now show Mistress that butt."
Charlotte, her face blazing with hot shame, bent low, arching her ass upward into a position she knew well from sexual encounters, lewdly presenting herself to the cameras. She turned sharply when Grace snorted with laughter, feeling a stab of shame before she even knew what was so funny.
At first, Charlotte had no idea what Grace was laughing at. Then she realized that Grace's mocking gaze was fixed between her thighs... on her hot, flushed pussy dripping feminine lubrication down her thighs. "Wowww, Cherry," said Grace with a smirk, "Looks like the boys are getting a better show than I thought! I had no idea I turn you on that much!"
Just as Charlotte felt the sting of a fresh wave of shame, Grace snapped a few pictures. Charlotte opened her mouth to protest that she hadn't been ready, but Grace held up a finger to silence her. "Shut up, Cherry. I'm impressed! You managed to luck into a perfect pose. The shock and embarrassment, the beet red face, the dripping pussy... Way better than just a boring old come-hither stare. Really tells a whole story."



"But we're going to blur out the face anyway right?' asked Charlotte desperately, feeling her shamefully exposed pussy pulse with horny heat.
"I already said I'll hide your identity," said Charlotte airly, "Stop fucking worrying about it. New pose now. Sit on the edge of the bed and open those thunder thighs. I want to see you reeeeally spread open."
Charlotte scrambled to obey. She knew that she should be resisting... Grace was her hated enemy. But she was beginning to fall into a haze of submission beneath Grace's sharp, demanding voice. She scooted right to the edge of the bed, and took a deep breath, pausing. She was painfully aware of the stiffness of her pierced nipples, standing eagerly up from her small, firm tits, ready to be photographed and presented to her audience.
But her nipples weren't the focus of this particular shot... Hesitantly, Charlotte parted her thighs, revealing her slick, swollen pussy to the merciless black eye of the camera... as well as Grace's equally merciless eyes of blue.
The moment hung in the air, Charlotte naked and exposed, Grace's eyes leering at every inch of her ripe, naked body. Then Charlotte's breath hitched as Grace moved, once again circling around the camera and stalking forward with the elegance and poise of a cat.
Before Charlotte could prepare herself, Grace leaned down, until she was just inches from Charlotte's face. "I said fucking spread your whore legs, you stupid cow," she hissed menacingly. Her slim, beautiful hands dived with the speed of a striking snake, seizing both of Charlotte's legs and pushing them even wider.
Grace was right in Charlotte's face, starting challengingly into her eyes. Her hot hands were pressed against Charlotte's inner thighs, just inches from her blackmailed slave's throbbing pussy. The antagonistic erotic energy between them crackled and buzzed. This subordinate position beneath Grace, her body pushed around and manipulated by her worst enemy, sent a flood of submissive arousal rising in Charlotte's core. She had never felt so vulnerable... so conquered. The tension between them swelled. Charlotte's eyes darted down to Grace's plump lips, and she subconsciously licked her own.
Were they going to fucking kiss?
Then Grace raised an eyebrow and let out an unimpressed huff through her nose, shattering the tense moment in an instant. Charlotte shook her head, trying to clear it as Grace returned to the camera. What the fuck was that? Charlotte really couldn't afford to get distracted. Grace was her worst enemy. Getting horny from her control was the worst fucking thing Charlotte could do.
"Keep those legs spread, Cherry," commanded Grace, absorbed now in the screen of her phone as she set up the shot. "I would have thought that would be second nature to you by now."
...
Grace wasn't just being mean when she said she thought the photoshoot would take a while. She was a strict taskmaster, forcing Charlotte to redo poses again and again until she thought they were perfect. By the time Grace was finally satisfied that they had the shots they needed, Charlotte was worried that Steven might get back while Grace was still there.
"Well, we finally managed to put together a half-decent photo collection," said Grace loftily. Her face split into a wicked grin. "Fifty dollars well earned! I think your cheeky little subscriber is just going to love the post. But the requester should get one photo as an exclusive, don't you think? Which one would be best...?"
Blushing, exhausted, and bursting with pent-up unsatisfied lust, Charlotte sheepishly murmured, "Ummm... Maybe the one with the... the spread legs?"
Grace cackled and nodded eagerly. "I like that one too! No problem, Cherry. I'll get these edited and uploaded. Anyway, I guess I had better leave before your dumb cuck gets back."
"Don't call him that," said Charlotte sharply, her dazed look falling away. She might be caught in Grace's web for now, but she wasn't about to let the bitch bad-mouth her man. Grace looked taken aback at the outburst, then angry... then thoughtful. Strangely, she simply shrugged, letting Charlotte's little tantrum pass as if it was of no consequence. Without further discussion, she stowed her phone away and unceremoniously headed for the door.
"Wait..." said Charlotte, the spark of defiance instantly draining away, "When are you going to post them?"
Grace winked at Charlotte as she closed the apartment door behind her, disappearing into the hallway. "Who knows? When I get around to it. Guess you'll have to just deal with the anticipation!"
...
With a furtive, guilty glance around the bar, Nelson exited the bathroom and returned to Grace, passing a warm, freshly filled vial into her hand.
She took it between thumb and forefinger like the filth that it was, and held it up to the light for a second, admiring the disgusting, off-white goo. Nelson panicked and looked around the bar in case anyone was watching, wincing and wringing his hands. "What the fuck? Put it away! What's wrong with you!"
Grace gave him a withering glare, dropping the filled vial into a ziplock bag then tucking it into her purse.
"What do you even n-need it for?" grumbled the skinny little nerd, blushing behind his thick glasses.
Grace chuckled evilly. "That's for me to know, and for you to find out, incel. But trust me when I say you WILL find out. And when you do, you'll thank your lucky stars that I asked for your little donation."
Nelson just made an uncomfortable sound and slouched down onto a bar stool, looking across the bar to where Cherry was laughing with some attractive male customers as usual. He had stopped thinking of her as Charlotte after masturbating himself raw for weeks to her new Simpspace account. "Cherry" was a lot closer to who he thought Charlotte really was on the inside anyway. "So what is this 'special promotion' you were talking about?" He asked distractedly.
"Simple," said Grace, her eyes sharp and her smile cruel. "Cherry will do anything you ask. As long as you donate 50 dollars. Be sure to mention that upfront."
Nelson's eyes grew wide, and despite his recent "donation", his cock instantly awoke in his pants.
"Anything?" he asked wonderingly, half to Grace and half to himself.
Grace was talking again, but Nelson wasn't fully listening. His eyes were once again locked on Cherry. Her tits and ass, yes, but also her eyes... her smile.
Nelson thought he knew exactly what he was going to ask Cherry for.
...
Charlotte checked her Simpspace account again stealthily as Steven got up to refill the bowl of popcorn. Nothing. Not yet at least.
It had been a few days since her humiliating photo shoot with Grace, and her 'mistress' still hadn't uploaded the nude photos. At this point, Charlotte was convinced that Grace was holding them back on purpose just to torture her with the anticipation.
She was about to put her phone away as Steven returned to the couch with a steaming bowl of hot popcorn, but, just then, a DM notification popped up from the Simpspace app. She read it swiftly, a fresh bloom of aroused anxiety spreading through her body.
[I have a special request for you. I'm willing to pay fifty bucks if you can make it happen.]
Charlotte dots appear, which meant the subscriber was typing, but she had run out of time. Steven was settling in beside her, and she had to lock her phone and stuff it into her pocket.
It was hard to concentrate on the romantic comedy she had chosen for movie night, or on Steven's loving arm thrown over her shoulder. She felt the buzz of her phone against her leg once... then again a few minutes later. Instead of the warm comfort she had intended for the evening, she felt nervous and sweaty. The next perverted request she would be forced to fulfill was waiting in her phone right now like a coiled snake.
She couldn't stop thinking about how bad it might be... what would her subscriber dare to request this time? She felt more and more uncomfortable and horny as the movie went on, fidgeting from the moist heat building between her thighs. She couldn't take the tension anymore. Steven seemed absorbed in the movie... she had to look.
Angling the phone carefully away from Steven, Charlotte opened her Simpspace DMs. An odd sense of confusion and relief washed over her as she read her subscriber's request.
[I want you to pretend to be my girlfriend. Over DMs. Chat with me like we're dating.]
Charlotte locked the phone, shaking her head in disbelief. Compared to the sorts of requests she got on a daily basis (thankfully without an attached offer of fifty dollars), this one wasn't perverted at all. Just sort of... sad. That didn't mean she liked it though. She should probably be happy and grateful that this had turned out to be a sort of false alarm, but she couldn't work up any enthusiasm for pretending to be the girlfriend of a mouth-breathing Simpspace pervert.
In some ways, it was even more of a violation of her relationship with Steven than the other explicit stuff she had done so far...
But she didn't have wiggle room. Grace watched "Cherry's" DMs like a hawk. If Charlotte didn't play ball with this weird request, Grace wouldn't hesitate to punish her. So the next time Steven paused the movie and got up, this time to use the bathroom, Charlotte opened up her DMs, and typed:
[Of course! How was your day, baby? <3]
The subscriber answered immediately. as if he had just been waiting, staring at the screen.
Creepy.
[It was shitty. Like every day. My boss doesn't respect me. You're the only one who can make me feel better, beautiful.]
[Aww, that really sux, babe. :( But it doesn't matter what everyone else thinks, because I know how great a man you really are! I love you so much, baby!] Charlotte made a face as she texted it. It was a ridiculously, sugary sweet response, and definitely not the way she texted Steven. But this guy, even from their short interaction, gave off big virgin energy, and guys like that ate this sort of thing up. Charlotte had seen it dozens of times at the bar: for the loser virgin types all you had to do was act super sweet and they melted in your hand.
Besides, Charlotte had a certain way of typing as "Cherry" that was important to maintain, if only to disguise her identity.
Another response followed immediately, but Charlotte only got a short glance at it before Steven was on his way back to the couch. This one was a little more concerning.
[If I was there with you right now... How would you make your boyfriend feel better after his long, shitty day?]
Charlotte hastily locked her phone and set it down, snuggling up against Steven. Her heart began to beat faster and a spark of lust ignited in her belly. This question gave off big virgin energy as well... but not in the same innocent way the first few had. Charlotte probably should have known that a random internet perv would want more than a few kind words when he paid fifty dollars to a sex worker.
Steven turned to her with a smile and gave her a kiss, making some inane comment about the movie that Charlotte barely heard. She felt a stab of guilt. This evening was supposed to be about her and Steven, yet here she was, letting Grace's twisted sexual games come between their relationship.
But she was doing this to save their relationship. That was the only reason. She had to remember that, and not get lost in the twisted arousal that she had been feeling more and more often lately.
Her phone buzzed again as the movie went on, and Charlotte began to sweat. Maybe she should have waited to answer the offer until she wasn't hanging out with Steven... Once again she opened her phone tilted away from her real boyfriend to read the new message from the pervert who wanted to pretend to date her.
[What the fuck? Are you ignoring me? I paid you to act like my girlfriend, so ANSWER. MY. TEXTS! Tell me how you would make your beloved boyfriend feel better. NOW.]
Charlotte's eyes went wide. Shit! If this customer got too unhappy with her "customer service", Grace would definitely consider this request unfulfilled. By this point, Charlotte had a healthy fear of Grace. She didn't plan to be under her "mistress"'s thumb forever, but she had to pick her battles. Making Grace furious because a creepy virgin pitched a hissy fit wasn't worth it. She looked slyly over at Steven to make sure he was absorbed in the movie, then quickly typed:
[Oh, honey, if you were here, I would pull you down into the bed and give you all the cuddles and kisses I know u crave! <3]
She waited, hoping that that would be enough to satisfy him. But it turned out that it wasn't.
[Don't act all innocent with me. I know how much of a dirty little slut my girlfriend is. Use your big girl words. Really tell me how you would make me feel better. Don't hold back.]
Charlotte bit her lip, the spark of lust inside her slowly spreading into a dark, burning flame. This virgin didn't want a girlfriend. Not really. He wanted a personal slut, just for himself. It was the sort of immature adolescent fantasy she would expect from a teenager. And thanks to Grace, she was now forced into becoming exactly the horny slut that this virgin dreamed about. With her boyfriend's hand slung over her shoulder, Charlotte prepared to dirty talk a stranger. She was suddenly painfully aware of the stiffness of her nipples pressing hard against her bra... the moist heat growing stronger and stronger between her thighs. Before she could think too hard about it, she typed out,
[I would get down on my knees and let you fuck my sweet mouth like a fleshlight, Daddy. Then I would turn around, grab my ankles, and tell you to take out every last ounce of frustration from your hard day on my slutty little pussy until you drain your balls deep inside me.]
"Are you ok?" asked Steven suddenly, giving her a concerned look.
"What?" said Charlotte, almost fumbling her phone in her haste to lock it, her face feeling hot and sweaty. "Of course I'm ok. Why wouldn't I be?"
"You're like, fidgeting around and making weird noises," said Steven, raising an eyebrow. "Do you feel sick or something?"
"No, babe, I was just..." began Charlotte. Then her phone buzzed. Again. Again. It was buzzing so often it almost felt like it was on a continuous loop. Charlotte thought for a second it was her subscriber going crazy with messages, but when she looked down at her notifications in horror, she saw it was new subscriptions. DMs pouring in. Comments and likes. All on a new post that had just gone up.
Grace had picked now to release the photo shoot. During Charlotte's quiet night in with her boyfriend. Charlotte scrambled to mute her notifications. "Ummm, actually," she said suddenly, tripping over her words with panic and a sudden swell of arousal, "I think you're right babe. I am feeling a little sick. I... I'll be right back."
She scurried to the bathroom, leaving Steven concerned and confused behind her. With her heart pounding and her arousal spiraling inside her, she shut and locked the door behind her and sat on the toilet, pulling up her Simpspace account and reading her notifications with a mixture of horror and secret delight.
Charlotte hadn't gotten a chance to see the photos on the day when Grace took them. They were even worse than she feared. They showed a juicy, horny slut that Charlotte could barely recognize as herself. In picture after picture, Cherry showed off her dripping, horny pussy to the camera along with her slutty, stiff pierced nipples.
And the worst part was the "face censorship" that Grace had sworn she would do. A tiny delicate black bar covered her eyes in the photos. That was it. The rest of her humiliated, blushing features were plain to see. Somehow, her exposure only made Charlotte hornier, even as it terrified her. What were the chances that someone she knew might recognize her? Her subscriber count still wasn't super high, even with her recent burst in popularity... but Charlotte couldn't imagine that someone would look at these photos and not be able to tell it was her if they knew her already.
Eggplant emojis seemed popular in the comments beneath the photoset. Water droplets as well. But those were tame and respectful compared to the written-out comments. Charlotte's eyes glazed over with lust as she read through filthy comment after filthy comment.
[Look at that slutty little pussy. Just begging for a fat cock.]
[If bitches like you keep teasing people like this... they end up as pregnant bitches. I volunteer to do the honors.]
[Looks like you are desperate for some cock, Cherry. Maybe a couple of cocks? At once? Don't pretend you aren't tempted.]
Her phone buzzed as she received another DM. This time from her incel "boyfriend".
[I was going to say "good girl", Cherry, but then I saw your new post. You aren't a good girl at all, are you? Showing off your wet pussy to strangers on the internet. That makes your boyfriend really jealous...]
Charlotte was breathing heavily. She had instinctively pulled her pants down as she sat on the toilet, and now her hand crept down to her exposed, throbbing pussy. Despite her earlier disdain for the loser she was messaging, she was sort of getting into the roleplay now.
[I'm sorry honey... I guess your girl is kind of a slut. Are you mad?]
What would it be like for her real boyfriend to find out how slutty Grace had forced her to become? What would it be like to tell Steven the same things she was telling this fake boyfriend over text? Charlotte's fingers delicately parted her labia, rubbing softly at the burning center of her arousal.
[I am mad Cherry. You showed all those strange perverts the body that should be mine alone. Send me a pic of it now. A private one. Just for your boyfriend.]
Seeing the embarrassing picture made public had put Charlotte into a state of hazy, lustful submission. She barely thought twice before spreading her legs and snapping a picture of her hot, dripping pussy, sending it to the pushy incel in her DMs.
He replied immediately.
[WTF, are you on the toilet? Gross. Take some sexy pictures for me in bed, like you did for the other guys.]
Shit. That simply wasn't possible. In fact, if she stayed in the bathroom for too long after telling Steven she felt sick, he might come to check on her, so staying here wasn't exactly safe either. She had to somehow get this guy to agree to wait.
[Sorry honey, I can't right now. But I will send you lots of hot pictures tomorrow, k?]
[Oh. You can't send me pictures right now, huh? I get it. You're with him. Your real boyfriend.]
Charlotte frowned. How did this guy know about her having a boyfriend? She certainly hadn't brought it up in any of her posts or DMs as Cherry.
But she didn't have time to think about it too closely, because her subscriber had already sent another text.
[What I say goes right now, Cherry. You're going to show me who you really belong to. Take another pic of your pussy. This time with the OTHER pussy that you call your boyfriend in the shot.]
Charlotte stared at the message in disbelief as her screen lit up with other notifications from her new post. This little worm couldn't be serious! There was just no way that was possible! ... Although the idea did turn her on, in a sneaky, taboo kind of way. She thought for a second about how it might be possible to take a picture of her wet throbbing pussy with Steven in the photo as well... and then shook her head, dismissing the thought. No. This was too far. She had to draw a line.
[I can't do that, honey. I'm sorry! I'll send you lots of hot pics tomorrow tho!]
The response was short.
[I sent you fifty dollars.]
Ok, now this felt sort of freaky. Didn't this response only make sense if this subscriber somehow knew about Grace's rules? But how could he? Had the other subscriber somehow spread the word that she would do anything for that amount?



But, frustratingly, he was right. If this annoying virgin perv didn't withdraw his demand, then Charlotte had no choice but to do what he wanted. Her whole body throbbed with filthy heat as she considered what to do. It annoyed her to no end that this little asshole held so much power over her in this moment. But once again, she was between a rock and a hard place, helpless and trapped in an obscene no-win predicament. And once again, all she could do was submit while growing hornier and hornier at her own powerlessness.
Well... it wouldn't make for a great picture, but there was one way...
Moving carefully, Charlotte got up and left the bathroom, slowly and gently turning the knob so that she didn't make a sound. She stealthily moved toward the living room, barely daring to breathe. There was a little lip around the open doorway leading from the hallway to the living room. If she stood just there and angled the photo correctly, she might be able to get her bare pussy and her boyfriend in the same photo.
Her heart pounding and her pussy leaking down her thighs, Charlotte tugged her leggings and panties down to her knees, feeling the cool air of the apartment on her hot exposed flesh. With her heart pounding in her throat, she opened the camera on her phone and tried to find the right angle.
It was no good. She could easily get a picture of her pussy, and could get Steven in the shot with the right angle, but when she stood safely behind the lip of the doorway, getting both was impossible.
[I'm waiting...] texted the virgin impatiently.
Charlotte used her phone camera to look around the corner. Steven was absorbed in his phone, not paying attention. She just had to go for it.
Charlotte took a deep breath, her blood singing with adrenaline and lust, then stepped to the side. Her naked ass would be fully exposed if her boyfriend happened to glance up, not to mention the fact she was taking a nude photo. Charlotte almost fumbled the phone as she lined up the shot and snapped it: a photo of her wet leaking pussy with her loving boyfriend oblivious in the background.
Then she ducked back behind the lip of the doorway and sent the photo, the sweet burn of kinky submissive exhibitionism filling her body and soul.
[Lol. Look at that dopey loser. Doesn't even realize you're mine now.]
It wasn't until she got that message that Charlotte realized that, while she had kept her own face out of frame, she had just sent a clear shot of her boyfriend's face to a horny stranger on the internet.
Shit.
But it was too late to worry about it. "Baaabe," called Steven from the living room, "are you doing ok in there?"
Charlotte swiftly pulled up her pants with a flaming blush and hurried back to sit with her boyfriend. Because she had silenced the notifications, she was able to calm down and focus on being with Steven for a few hours. But the notifications and DMs kept pouring in.
And she would have to deal with them eventually.
...
"I almost couldn't believe it," said Rob, leaning across the bar and lowering his voice so the other customers wouldn't overhear. "That snooty little brat. The one who's always on my case about misogyny this, and chauvinism that. Flashing her slutty pussy all over the internet like a bitch in heat."
"Kind of makes you wonder how much further she would be willing to go, huh?" asked Grace with a wicked smile.
Rob let out a nasty chuckle. "I must say that seeing the proud little feminist awakening to her true submissive instincts is pretty amusing... But just flashing her privates isn't enough. I want to see her really learn her place."
"I told you," said Grace, her eyes flicking downward to the glass vial she had slid across the bar top, "there's a way. If you just pay the admission fee."
Rob looked down at the vial, then back up at Grace, pursing his lips. Then he scooped it up with one broad, hairy hand. "Fine. It's a weird fucking request, but I can take care of that for you. Especially now that I'm thinking about how far "Cherry" can still fall."
He turned to move toward his back office and gave Grace a crooked smile over his shoulder. "Sure you don't want to come watch me "produce the sample"?"
"I'm sure," said Grace, barely managing to keep a sneer of distaste off her face.
...
Charlotte looked down at her phone. Then scrolled up through the images Grace had just sent her. Screenshots of drafted emails. To Steven. To her boss. To her parents. All short and to the point: that there was something they ought to see. Each had a zip file attached simply titled "evidence". There were also multiple screenshots of submission screens for porn websites, with the raw, uncensored photos from her nude shoot ready to upload.
Charlotte had screenshotted it all of course. Any lawyer would have a field day with this. What Grace was doing was wildly illegal. Charlotte looked past her phone, down to the bed where she had counted out her money. Every extra dollar she had earned through tips and her Simpspace. It was a lot. Maybe even enough now.
But Grace had made her orders crystal clear: the horrible, offensive, demeaning request that had just come in through DMs had to be taken care of tonight. And Grace planned to pull the trigger on ruining Charlotte's life and relationship if she didn't comply.
No lawyer in the world could work that fast. Charlotte might have the pleasure of taking Grace down with her, but she would be going out in a blaze of glory.
The only other option was to go along with the request for now, despite how humiliating it would be.
Biting her lip and already feeling thick, moist heat growing between her thighs, Charlotte gathered up her money and stuffed it back into her drawer. She could go see a lawyer tomorrow.
Tonight... she would be busy.
Charlotte made her way to the mirror, fought down the butterflies rioting in her belly, and picked up the marker. The commissioner had said to use a permanent marker, but Charlotte didn't think he would be able to tell the difference. So, in a tiny act of defiance, she had chosen something a bit more washable.
That might be the only tiny scrap of dignity that she managed to salvage all day.
Charlotte looked down at her naked chest, her breasts heaving, her pink pierced nipples stiff and prominent. Slowly and carefully, feeling her guts roil and her pussy throb, Charlotte carefully wrote a large capital S just above her tits, leaving just enough space for three more letters.
She managed to finish the L, U, and T, but afterward, she was forced to stop for a short break. Her hand worked swiftly and sloppily between her legs as she looked at herself in the mirror, marked with an insulting, misogynistic word on the orders of a perverted stranger from the internet. She had always been told to embrace empowerment and be sex-positive. She shouldn't be feeling this consuming, twisted lust from being controlled and degraded. But she couldn't resist the feeling, no matter how hard she tried.
With effort, Charlotte removed her hand from her juicy pussy. She had more to write... not to mention the fact that she should save some energy for the camera. Because this particular subscriber wasn't content with still images. He wanted a custom video. With some very specific requirements.
She had to get to work.
Taking up the marker, Charlotte wrote COCKSOCKET above her pussy, with a thick arrow pointing downward. Then she brought the marker to her forehead. This would be the hardest one to write. It should have disgusted Charlotte, but to her shame, her pussy clenched and fluttered with desperate submissive lust as she scrawled the awful words across her forehead.
DUMB CUNT
Ok... so far so good. Charlotte lost herself for another minute, whimpering in horrified pleasure as she looked at the insulting body writing in the mirror and rubbed her dripping pussy. Fuck! She had to stop wallowing in her humiliation and actually do the damn video! If she was masturbating anyway she might as well do it on camera and just get this over with.
She hurried to the bed, where she had already set up her camera mount. She slotted her phone into place, grabbed the surgical mask she had prepared, and put it on. It would be difficult to censor her features in a video without also covering the insulting words the subscriber had insisted she write on her forehead, so a mask seemed like the best option.
Charlotte fiddled with the app, setting up the video recording. Grace had shown her how to record videos directly in the Simpspace app the other day to help her better fulfill requests. Grace claimed that it was safer to use Simpspace directly: that way it would never end up on her phone storage or in the cloud, where Steven might find it.
Charlotte pressed the buttons that Grace had shown her to start the video recording, then hustled back in front of the camera. She got into position on the bed: on her knees, legs spread apart and pussy thrust forward. The subscriber who requested the video had specified that she be "all juicy and horny like in the pictures", but it turned out that wasn't an issue. She was already about as horny as she could get.
She placed her fingers on her hot, eager pussy, getting ready to begin, cleared her throat, and looked at the piece of paper she had taped to the wall behind the camera. She had written out the very specific lines that the requester had wanted so that she wouldn't forget in the heat of the moment.
She would have to burn that sheet or flush it down the toilet when she was done. If Steven even saw a few ripped-up segments of this particular script, he would rightfully have some questions. Charlotte read the first line to herself, and her fingers began moving on their own between her legs. God, this was so humiliating. She had to just take the plunge and get on with it.
"I want..." she began, her voice breaking a little. She cleared her throat and began again, her hand beginning to move deeper and faster between her spread thighs. "I want to apologize."
"...F-for being such a prissy stuck-up b-bitch. I walked around with my nose in the air, pretending that I was so much better than all of the men who happened to look at my body."
Her hand was now making loud, wet sounds between her thighs as her fingers plunged and rubbed faster and faster.
Charlotte gulped as she looked at the next line down in the script. Just reading it in her head made the horrible, pleasurable feeling of degradation swell up inside her. She heard a notification buzz on her phone, but she was in the middle of this now and too busy to check it. The only way out was through.
"But I was wrong, It... it turns out that I'm not better than them. I'm beneath them in every way. A big, strong, smart man finally showed me my place in the world: as stupid, slutty eye candy for the men I used to look down on. My slutty little body is all that I'm good for. My fat ass..." her hand reached back and gave herself a loud spank, just as requested, "...My firm, studded tits..." She reached up to pull one of her nipples out painfully far, drawing a pitiful whimper from her throat. "...a-and my most redeeming feature... Oh...ohhhhh... My tight, juicy little c-cunt!" Charlotte's fingers plunged and swirled deep in her slick, swollen pussy, thrusting it outward to show it off better when she edited and sent this video to her subscriber. She heard her phone buzz again with some sort of notification. They seemed to be coming in hot and fast again. Had Grace found something else to post?
She needed to finish the script before she came. Why did it feel so fucking good to say all of this horrible, degrading shit about herself? Why was it setting her cun... her pussy on fire? Maybe all of this forced submission and exhibitionism was warping her sexuality somehow. That thought was horrifying by itself... but also sort of hot.
"So, p-please. Watch me cum my dumb bimbo brains out on camera. Stroke your cock and finally give me a sense of purpose. Help me prove that I am good for something, even if it is being spank material for random men on the internet. Watch me! Watch me cum!"
Then Charlotte redoubled her efforts, humping her fingers and letting out little slutty moans, her tits jiggling with the force of her swirling hips. Some dirty old man... some misogynist was watching this... had requested that she say all sorts of degrading things about herself... and she was validating him. Proving him right by drawing on herself and masturbating for his amusement. The terrible, kinky position of helpless humiliation was getting to her... and she began to buy into the fantasy of being a useless slutty joke. A bimbo whose only use was being jerk-off material.
As she approached climax, words began pouring out of her mouth, unscripted.
"Yes... yes, watch me. I'm a useless little slut. My only purpose is performing for men. And f-fucking them. Mmmmm, my body was built for fucking. Please... please use me." She didn't even know what she was saying anymore, let alone agree with it, but it all fed into the dark flames of arousal scorching her body. Her breath was hot and ragged and humid against her face in the mask, her muscles straining and trembling as her finger rubbed faster and harder and her hips thrust forward and back with needy desperation.
Finally, the tension inside her burst, releasing a hot, shameful orgasm. She moaned, pushing her pulsing pussy forward as her back arched and her fingers pressed and held. Her phone was going nuts, buzzing almost non-stop on its stand, but in the throes of her orgasm, Charlotte ignored it. She held and strained through her climax. Her pussy clenched around her fingers as the waves of pleasure crashed over her, whimpering again and again with her eyes squeezed shut tight.
Finally, she let out a weary breath and collapsed like a puppet with her strings cut. The mask suddenly seemed intolerably hot and wet on her face, so she plucked it off irritably as she rolled over and got out of bed on shaky legs. She needed to get this video edited and sent, clean up from the shoot, and destroy her script before Steven got back. Then maybe she could make a plan to see a lawyer tomorrow and finally break out of this death spiral of submission and arousal. As she headed to her phone, she heard the bright, loud chime that meant that Grace had texted her, and she hurried forward with a worried frown.
As she picked up the phone from the camera setup, she noticed two things in quick succession.
The first was a text from Grace, reading:
[Wow. That's one way to attract new subscribers. I admire the hustle, slut!]
The other was the large, red-rimmed interface with bright words on the bottom reading: LIVESTREAM IN PROGRESS. Charlotte stared at her screen in incomprehension. Livestream? What did that mean? Then she saw the chat on the side, going nuts with comments about how fucking hot and slutty her "first stream" had been.
She received a DM from the user who had requested the video.
[Wow, Cherry! I was expecting a private video, but that was fucking perfect! Best fifty bucks I ever spent.]
The horrible reality finally got through to Charlotte's brain, and she hurriedly pressed the button to stop streaming. Her breathing was shaky and she felt faint. Now that she recalled, Grace did have one of her sly, cruel grins when she taught Charlotte "how to use Simpspace's video function" the other day. Shit. It had been a trap. A setup. And it had probably paid off better than Grace had ever expected. Charlotte had utterly degraded herself, not just in a private video, but for hundreds of men to see.
Not only that, realized Charlotte with horror... she had taken her mask off for a few seconds while still on camera. She hadn't thought it was a big deal at the time: she assumed she would have a chance to edit the video. How well had the audience been able to see her face? She would never know... unless someone had recognized her during that brief time.
Charlotte collapsed on the bed, head held in her hands. This felt like it was spiraling out of control... and she wasn't the one in the driver's seat. How much further would this go?
And why was it making her so fucking horny?
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Eliza whimpered, arching her back to present her tits as Gene fired rope after rope of thick cum all over them, splashing hot, thick sperm all over her flushed skin and throbbing nipples.
The spurts reduced to dribbles. Eliza's mouth watered and her eyes dilated as she stared down at her dripping, defiled tits. She wanted badly to reach down and scoop up the foul, tempting nectar, lifting it to her lips and tasting what she craved so badly.
But she couldn't. She had learned that lesson the hard way just last week. In a moment of weakness, she had tasted some of Gene's cum, despite his orders. He hadn't let her taste or feel his cum for three days after that. By the end, Eliza felt truly, pathetically sorry for disobeying.
It had been two weeks since their trip to the sex club, and Eliza had started to worry that Gene's new strategy to break her was going to be remarkably effective.
With a cruel grin plastered on his round, stubbled face, Gene shuffled forward, bringing his oozing cock right up to Eliza's mouth. She had to bite her lip to stop herself from eagerly sucking it into her drooling mouth. She could smell his sperm, practically taste it... With a slow, torturous motion, Gene wiped himself across her cheek, leaving a wet smear of his filthy semen. So close that Eliza could have stuck out her tongue and licked it up.
The cum might as well have been a million miles away.
Gene turned away to retrieve the wet wipes from his desk, and Eliza tried to focus on how good his jizz felt on her skin. The direct touch of her master's cum produced a warm, tingly, euphoric feeling that was quite pleasant: another symptom of her addiction. But as good as the skin contact felt, it was only a pale shadow of the pleasure eating her master's cum gave her; a half-fix that kept her from going crazy, but never truly scratched her itch.
It was all she had been allowed for two weeks. By now, Eliza throbbed with nagging hunger and frustrated lust every hour of every day.
Gene returned with his wet wipes and began the process of wiping away every trace of delicious semen from his Cumbunny's breasts and face. As he slowly cleaned her breasts, teasingly rubbing her stiff nipples a little longer than strictly necessary, the words burst from her lips in a petulant whine. "What do you want, Gene? What can I do?"
Eliza had asked the same thing in the past weeks, of course. Dozens of times by now. Gene gave the same vague, frustrating answer he always did, with a chuckle and a secretive smirk on his flabby lips.
"I'll let you swallow my cum again when you start acting like a real Cumbunny, Lizzie."
...
Eliza swirled her tongue around the smooth shaft in her mouth, taking it a little deeper. God, she wanted cum. She wanted to feel its blood-warm heat. Taste its rank saltiness. Feel it coat her throat as it slid down into her belly.
"Eliza... are you alright?' asked David quizzically, staring at her with furrowed eyebrows.
Shit. Eliza snapped herself out of her funk, taking a bite of her candy bar like a normal person. It seemed to be happening more and more these days; she would just slip into a sexual daydream about Gene and his cum. At least this time her mind hadn't wandered off in the middle of a sentence. She was worried that she was getting a reputation in the HR department for being a little slow.
She and David were lying in bed, supposedly watching television, but in reality going through yet another complex recounting of all the ways David was suffering at work.
Playing the role of sympathetic wife was becoming more and more difficult. In her heightened state of arousal and desperation for Gene, stories about Gene's bullying behavior had gone from mildly intriguing to frighteningly erotic. Gene was just sounded so dominant and strong when he was cruel to David... Hearing how her master had put her poor husband in his place made Eliza so horny now that it was hard to act upset on David's behalf.
"I'm just a little tired," lied Eliza, carefully wrapping up the remainder of the candy bar for later (it wasn't satisfying as she had hoped anyway. Food had lost its appeal lately). "We can keep talking, but let's turn off the lights." Her acting role would hopefully be a little easier in the dark.
David agreed with a hard-bitten sigh, turning off the television and snuggling up behind his wife in a spooning position.
Eliza's hair-trigger libido awoke at the close male physical attention, and her butt wriggled back eagerly into her husband's crotch. She had never stopped hoping that, even if he couldn't satisfy her unholy thirst for Gene's cum, David would at least be able to take the edge off of her sexual desires. But, as usual lately, her husband's crotch was soft and inert. He didn't even seem to notice the attempt at initiation. David had been utterly emasculated by stress.
Like the limp-dicked little beta he was.
The intrusive thought burst fully formed into Eliza's mind, almost like it belonged to someone else. It was scary how resonant the venomous, uncharitable idea felt. Eliza knew that, no matter how frustrating his complaints and impotence were, David wasn't a "beta", whatever that meant. His problems in the bedroom were one hundred percent Gene's fault. Who wouldn't have difficulty performing in bed when they were as burned out and stressed as Gene had made David? But still, the word "beta" was what had leapt immediately to Eliza's mind. Gene's way of thinking seemed to be seeping into her subconscious.
And if Eliza was starting to think more and more like Gene, that was a major issue... because Gene saw her as a vapid bimbo slut good for nothing but taking cock.
David snuggled into her platonically from behind, letting out a deep sigh and continuing his rant. "So Gene told me to run the numbers again. I told him I was fairly sure that we were missing some of the expenditure figures, but he just wouldn't listen. Well of course the results didn't match up with the expected figures, and all of a sudden it's my fault! And he chews me out in front of the entire office. Again," said David dismally.
"Oh noooo," said Eliza, feeling a curious flare of perverse arousal in her gut. Just the image of Gene emasculating her husband in public was getting her disturbingly hot and bothered. And this time it was even worse, because now she knew exactly what Gene's plan was for her husband. He had been bragging about it all this past week.
Gene had described smugly how he was deliberately giving David difficult, time-consuming assignments with vague, contradictory instructions. Over time, David would be painted as more and more incompetent in front of his coworkers and boss. Eliza wasn't sure exactly what the end game was meant to be... to humiliate her husband utterly, painting him as an incompetent loser in front of the co-workers who had once respected him? To get him fired? Both options were horrible... but also darkly intriguing.
"I just feel so defeated," said David miserably. Eliza shifted, biting her lip and rubbing her thighs together. Her husband was so weak... completely unable to fight back against his dominant rival...
"Oh... Oh yeah, baby?" asked Eliza, trying her best to sound sad instead of aroused. "I'm s-sure that it's not as serious as it seems. Why do you think you're losing to him so often lately?"
"It's not that I'm 'losing' to Gene," protested David indignantly, a whining tone creeping into his voice.
Oh God, he really did sound like a beta... Eliza's hand crept stealthily between her thighs, touching lightly at the sweet center of her twisted arousal.
"I just... after he somehow turned things around on me during the investigation, it feels like he is just allowed to do whatever he wants. It's like he has so much influence now that no one can stop him from bullying me. Everyone else in the office is just happy to point and laugh."
"That's sooo terrible, honey," moaned Eliza, her fingers beginning to press and circle slowly on the crotch of her pajama shorts. "It's l-like he's made you his bitch..."
"What?" asked David sharply, his body (but not his dick, notably) going stiff with shock against Eliza's. Eliza's eyes opened wide and her hand jumped off of her sweetly aching pussy, a stab of panic and guilt racing through her. Shit! Had she just said that out loud?
After almost twenty minutes of apologies and a stubborn claim that her comment was a poorly thought-out joke, David finally relaxed. But Eliza could tell that he was still hurt by the demeaning comment she had made in the depths of her sexual desperation.
Eliza lay awake for an hour afterward, until she was certain her husband had finally fallen asleep, now on the other edge of the bed instead of cuddled up to her. Despite her guilt over upsetting and disrespecting her husband, her body still throbbed with tainted lust. Gene's manipulations had turned her into an awful wife. And things were only going to get worse.
She heard her phone buzz loudly, rattling against the wood of her night stand. She closed her eyes and felt her body throb and pulse with lust. It was him. She knew it. No one else texted her this late. A good wife... a loyal wife, would ignore the text, block the number. But that ship had sailed. The only reason she didn't leap on the phone immediately was to make sure that the sound of the text hadn't woken her husband up. She lay with her eyes wide open, listening carefully to David's breathing. It remained slow and even. The coast was clear.
Eliza picked up the phone and opened the messaging app. She deleted her messages exchanged with Gene after every conversation, but it probably wasn't necessary: David's trust for the woman he married was deep and rock solid. If only he knew how much Gene had molded and shaped her at this point...
Gene had sent two things. A short message and a picture. Eliza's pulse thumped and her hand slid down beneath her pajama shorts as she eagerly drank in the communications from her master.
[Thinking about how to reward my Cumbunny when she finally starts making an effort...] read the message...
The photo below it was, objectively speaking, disgusting. It was a photo from above of Gene's hairy, protruding gut, covered in globs and ropes of thick white cum. His cock drooled below, still hard after his obvious masturbation session. Any woman in her right mind would see this obscene photo of an unattractive man who had just jerked off and cum on his own belly and be furious and disgusted it had turned up in her inbox.
But Eliza was no longer in her right mind. She whimpered gently as her probing fingers slid between her hot, needy folds, rubbing her clit in soft, swirling circles. God, all that she wanted in the world was to go to Gene... kneel at his feet and clean every inch his troll-like body with her married tongue. Her mind filled with images of the nasty, humiliating things Gene had forced her to do... Rimming his asshole... eating his cum out of another Cumbunny's pussy... sucking his cock while her husband was in the room... Her finger began to work harder, faster, plunging into her pussy while her another hand slipped beneath her shirt to tease her aching nipples. Her eyes stayed locked on the disgusting photo, her breaths harsh and hot in her throat. She thought of how powerful Gene was, how in control. How he humiliated David publicly every day, while splattering his wife's tits with his cum in private. How Gene'd already had far more experience with her mouth that David ever had. Of how much of an alpha her master was, lording over the pathetic beta that was her husband.
Eliza came hard, her body arching, every muscle straining and seizing desperately, chasing and failing to reach the euphoria of her master's seed. Then she collapsed back to the bed, panting. She quickly deleted the chat and listened carefully for any sign David was awake. Just slow, steady breathing. Her husband must be tired. Her lucky streak continued.
This couldn't go on. She needed to move forward with her plan to break free of Gene's control... But that was a huge part of the problem. Not only did Gene's new prohibition on cum swallowing prevent Eliza from fully satisfying her cravings, it also made it impossible to increase the secret stash of leftover cum she was building.
Careful not to wake her husband, Eliza rose and returned to the living room, pulling out her laptop and opening Kaos. This, at least, was a part of her plan that she could continue to work on. Eliza had been posting on the disturbing server, posing as a man eager to ensnare a Cumbunny of his own. Getting her own sample of the mjolkhare oil Gene had used to addict her was essential to her plan, and she figured that if Gene had managed to get the strange oil by posting on the Kaos server, she should be able to as well.
That turned out to be optimistic. She was only joining a sea of hundreds of men who seemed just as desperate as she was to get their hands on the oil. It was rumored that there were only a handful of people who knew how to make the oil, no one knew who the sellers were exactly, and they only sold small quantities of the oil on a whim to users who took their fancy.
Not exactly encouraging news. But by diving months into the past, Eliza finally found a lead that she thought might be helpful. She searched for posts by "CoachS", one of the "masters" Gene had met up with in the sex club. He was particularly interesting, because he had two Cumbunnies. Eliza was very interested to know whether that meant he had managed to buy more than one dose of mjolkhare oil.
Interestingly, it seemed that he hadn't. It allegedly didn't take much of the strange oil to get someone addicted to your cum, and CoachS had been able to easily ensnare both of his Cumbunnies with the one sample he had purchased.
Eliza's eyes darted over the screen of her laptop as she read while she chewed absently on a thumbnail, face awash in the pale glow of the screen. This was one of Gene's closest friends on the server. Someone he frequently discussed the hobby with. Surely Gene was aware that one sample of mjolkhare oil could create two Cumbunnies.
So he must have more of the oil lying around somewhere. Which meant that Eliza didn't have to buy a sample, she just had to swipe whatever Gene had.
That was Eliza's ticket out of this mess. If she could get a hold of the oil and build up enough cum to serve as a buffer, she could escape and bring the foul oil to a research scientist or something. Surely, with a case-study like herself and a sample of whatever strange substance it turned out to be, someone would be able to help her.
It was a plan with a lot of question marks, but Eliza had already been searching for top research labs that might be able to take her case. There was a lab just a three-hour drive away... Excellular or something, that specialized in experimental gene therapy. She hoped that they would be extremely interested in her case, if only to study how the oil worked. The plan was a longshot, but it was certainly better than nothing.
Sadly, it wouldn't be possible if she couldn't stock up a supply of cum. The cum stockpile would give her a crucial buffer that would allow her to escape Gene and give whatever scientists she found time to cure her. Without it, she would be a drooling, submissive, slutty bunny crawling back to her master for forgiveness within a week. As dangerous as it was, for now she had to play Gene's game.
And that meant "acting like a real Cumbunny". Whatever that meant. Hesitantly, Eliza reached out and returned to the laptop, scrolling up a little and scanning over "CoachS's" posts.
He had made post after smug post about transforming Martha Flynn, a beloved young English teacher at the school he worked at, into Mitsy, a vapid, cock-hungry Cumbunny. The updates had been incredibly popular, with fire emojis clustering thickly beneath them.
Eliza felt her body, already in a constant state of arousal, hearing up further as she read.
[God, you guys, you have no idea how fucking fun this is. Perfect little Ms. Flynn has been a pain in my fucking ass since she started working here. Always with her nose in the air. So proud of her big fucking brain. So I decided that's the direction I'm going with this. I won't stop until she's a happy little bunny with nothing but fluffy pink cotton candy and thoughts about cock between her ears. You should have seen her face when I ordered her to insert the word "like" in every other sentence and misspell at least one word every time she writes on the board. It's a modest start, but mark my words, by the end this bunny is going to fetishize being dumb.]
Eliza's eyes glazed over, and, without consciously intending to, she slipped her hand down the front of her pajama shorts, her slim fingers flexing delicately over her hot, moist pussy once again. She read on as the posts continued over the course of several months. CoachS had forced the reluctant, but increasingly horny and hungry young teacher to dress sluttier and sluttier, act dumber and dumber, and even begin offering sexual favors to her 18-year-old senior students. Until finally, CoachS decided that Mitsy no longer needed her job.
[I decided that since she loved teaching so much, I would let Mitsy do one last group activity with her senior boys. She was a strict test giver before she became my Cumbunny. God how she used to chew out students who scored badly. So, just to see how far she's cum, I had the senior boys give Mitsy one of the tests she used to give freshmen. For every question she got wrong, she had to remove one article of clothing. And after she was naked? Well, I told the boys they should get creative over what penalties she would have to pay at that point. By the time the principal made it to the classroom, she looked like a glazed fucking donut, and... well... let's just say that Mitsy has retired from teaching and taken a position as my full-time live-in slut.]
Eliza shuddered, only partially from horror. Mitsy was one of the role models that Gene had presented to her as a "real Cumbunny". Dressing inappropriately at work. Acting like a dumb, simpering bimbo even when it was horribly embarrassing...
Is that what Gene wanted her to do in order to win the privilege of swallowing his cum again?
Eliza's breaths grew hot and ragged as her hand worked harder, bunching and bulging the front of her soft pajama shorts.
There was no way she could act like Mitsy. Submitting to Gene privately was humiliating enough. Becoming a bimbo slut publicly for his amusement... a sexual laughingstock for the entire office... That was too much. She could never.
Eliza's eager eyes soaked in the sordid tale of the disgraced teacher, soft moans building in her throat.
No way. She would never... never...
...
Eliza had always been a conservative dresser. It was part of the entire "ice queen" persona that meant so much to her. Wrist-length sweaters, professional, comfortable pants, and sensible flats were her usual work attire.
What she saw now as she looked in the mirror wasn't too bad. The sleeveless blouse was perhaps a little daring. The skirt was tight enough to mildly raise a few eyebrows. The heels were higher than women in the office normally wore. But it was all subtle, and executed in a relatively classy matter. If someone came to her with an HR complaint about someone else wearing this same outfit, Eliza was sure she would dismiss the complaint as an overreaction.
But for Eliza, it was a gut-wrenching compromise. A clear and heart-pounding sign that Gene was slowly but inevitably reshaping her.
When she exited the bedroom, she could tell that David picked up on the same insidious nature of the change, even if he didn't know the reason it was happening.
"Look at you," he said from the dining room table, his tone neutral, but his eyes uneasy, "Is there a party after work or something?"



Eliza felt the sting of guilt and humiliation that had been her constant companion through the past months. She couldn't meet David's eyes as she grabbed her purse and coat. "Just... trying something different. A new look," she said, doing her best to fight down the blush she felt forming.
"You look great babe," said David in a defeated tone, taking another sip of his coffee, "like always."
"Thanks, honey," said Eliza with false brightness. It felt like David already realized subconsciously that this change in looks meant nothing good.
...
All of Eliza's internal excuses and explanations for how minor her wardrobe changes were went right out the window when she arrived at work.
The attention and interest from her coworkers were immediate and obvious. As someone who normally dressed modestly, Eliza felt their leering eyes on her body like a physical weight. Crawling over her hips, her ass, the swell of her breasts. She felt displayed and vulnerable, just like she feared she might.
And, more importantly, she felt aroused. Here she was, presenting her body for the pleasure of a cruel man she and her husband hated. Gene himself said nothing, but Eliza noticed his eyes on her across the office floor, shining with contempt, approval, and lust.
Eliza felt submissive lust coiling like an overwound spring inside her. She grew hornier and more anxious as the time for her regular "meeting" with Gene grew closer and closer. She hadn't just given in to his desires this time. She had been proactive, doing outside research and thinking deeply about how to improve at being a Cumbunny. Would it be enough to please him? Would she finally be allowed to taste his cum again?
When the time finally came, Eliza crossed the office almost at a trot, an irrepressible feeling of desperate hope and hunger rising in her heart. David called something to her from his open office door, but she pretended not to hear. She had something much more important going on right now than whatever her husband wanted to say to her.
When she entered the office, Gene grinned at her with even more smug amusement than usual. Eliza felt a fresh wave of shame wash over her as she read the triumph in his eyes: here she was, the defiant woman who had said she would fight back against him no matter what, now just a slutty little tarted up Cumbunny desperate for his approval. He wordlessly beckoned her forward and pointed downward, signaling Eliza to kneel in front of him as usual.
Eliza's eyes darted over her master's face, desperately searching for any signs of mercy. She always felt so weak... so submissive when she was forced to kneel beneath the masculine bulk of her master like this. The sensation made her hunger flare to greater heights inside her. Her mouth began to water as Gene pulled out his cock, slowly stroking it to full thickness, his eyes glinting with possessive pleasure as he stared down at the pathetic cum-hungry slut at his feet.
Finally, Eliza couldn't take the tension any longer. "D-do you like my outfit today?" she asked coyly, biting her lip as she stared at Gene's cock, her eyes soft and hazy with submissive lust.
Gene chuckled. "It's... cute. A lot better than your normal frumpy rags. But you look better naked. Speaking of which... shirt off, Bunny."
Eliza tried to hide her keen disappointment as she stripped off her shirt and bra, exposing her throbbing nipples to the cool air of the office: this almost certainly meant that Gene intended to cum on her tits again today. She had failed somehow.
Eliza knew that asking risked Gene's annoyance, but she couldn't help himself. "Awww, but," she whined, cupping and pushing her tits together for inspection in the way that Gene liked, "I sort of hoped that you would let me... e-eat."
Gene laughed and shook his head. "You're so cute, Lizzie!" he said condescendingly, reaching down to twist one pale pink nipple between a thick thumb and forefinger. "So bashful even after sucking the cum from my balls dozens of times already. But no, honey, I'm afraid not. I can tell you're starting to make an effort, but I think we both know there's a long way to go before you're a real Cumbunny."
Eliza hissed at the overwhelming feeling of her master's fingers on her sensitive nipple. She tensed, unconsciously arching her back to grant Gene even greater access as the shock of pleasure crackled through her body. "You want me to be... more like Mitsy," she whimpered, her mind filled with the disgusting, fascinating things CoachS had posted about on Kaos.
"Now you're getting it," grunted Gene, his fist returning to his cock to pump faster and faster, just inches from Eliza's blushing face.
"If I dress... worse than this, people will start to talk," said Eliza in a tone of mingled horror and arousal. "My husband will see. He won't understand." Gene's only response was to jerk faster, even further aroused by the idea that his orders might torment his rival.
"And worse," whimpered Eliza, "If I start acting and talking like Mitsy does..." Her eyes flicked back and forth between Gene's cruel grin and his pumping cock. Both sights sent shivers of submissive delight through her body. "...then people are going to start to wonder if I can even do my job. I... I'll be the office bimbo."
Gene's unchanging, smug smirk told her all she needed to know, but he confirmed her fears anyway. "That was always the choice, Cumbunny. Which is more important for you? Your reputation, or my cum?" Eliza and Gene locked eyes. Both of them knew which one Eliza would choose in the end.
"Now take it on your face like a good girl!" His voice was a low animalistic grunt now, his fist a squelching blur on his thick cock. "Maybe when you're the office bimbo I'll finally pump it down your slutty throat again."
Gene orgasmed, splattering a thick load of hot, gooey cum all over Eliza's upturned face and humbly-offered tits. She whimpered, closing her eyes and tried not to focus on her gnawing hunger. The thick white goo dripped and splattered all over her soft skin, defiling her yet again, sending euphoric tingles through her that still didn't satisfy her cravings.
This time, oddly, Gene knelt down in front of her. Eliza gasped at his sudden intimate proximity, his eyes intent and for once serious as he peered intently at his Cumbunny's beautiful sperm-splattered face. Then, with an almost tender gesture, he reached down with one finger, scooping up a small droplet of cum from her left breast.
"But as a reward for the small step toward Cumbunny perfection she took today, my good little bunny deserves a reward."
He raised the blob of thick, off-white cum on his fingertip to Eliza's lips, holding it there.
"Go on, bunny," he said, his eyes gleaming with wicked delight, "You earned it."
Eliza wished she could have said she declined and maintained some shred of decency...
But of course she gave in, eagerly fellating her master's blunt finger with a swirling tongue and eager moans of enjoyment as Gene watched with pride.
...
"I just... I don't get it, baby," said David in frustration, his eyes stealing another nervous sideways glance at Eliza before shifting back to the road. "If you want to try a new look, I support you... but you're actually comfortable wearing that in front of everyone at the office?"
Eliza shifted uncomfortably, looking out the car window to avoid her husband's gaze. She agreed with him. Of course she did. The clothes she was currently wearing were ridiculous and humiliating. But she no longer had a choice.
For the past week, she had been slowly increasing the sluttiness of her wardrobe. She had tried taller heels, worn progressively shorter skirts, and even unbuttoned enough buttons on her blouses to show a peek of her bra. None of it had satisfied Gene. Day after day all she had received was a teasing fingertip's worth of cum and mocking words encouraging her to "try a little harder".
Since she had already reached the limits of how slutty her current wardrobe could get, Eliza had taken a little shopping trip last night to buy new clothes.
Her shirt was more a parody of a blouse than a real top, made of fabric thin enough to show her sexy push-up bra and baring her toned, pale tummy. The miniskirt would look more at home in a porn shoot than an office building, barely coming down far enough to cover her panties. The look was completed with equally scandalous accessories: a tight lace choker, thigh-high stockings, and platform shoes that would be overkill at a party, let alone an office building.
"I wouldn't wear it if I didn't want to," lied Eliza, her lips tight in an effort to conceal her nerves. The sidelong glances and soft laughter of her co-workers had been growing worse all week as her clothes had grown less and less appropriate. She could only imagine what their reaction would be when they saw the ridiculous lengths (or rather, lack thereof) she had gone to today. "I'm comfortable with my body now. I like these kinds of clothes."
"But what if..." said Mark, sighing heavily and tapping his ring against the steering wheel in a nervous tic. "But what if I don't? The other guys at the office have started... joking about you, baby. Even in front of me. Haven't you noticed that all the men at the office have been checking you out?"
Eliza gulped, feeling another flush of inappropriate arousal flood through her. She certainly had noticed. She could feel the disapproval in the eyes of her female coworkers and the disrespectful lust from the males. Like all the other humiliations she went through nowadays, the stares only served to make her hornier.
"I've even noticed... him looking at you," said David quietly. Only one man could make that tone of powerless anger creep into her husband's voice. Obviously Eliza had noticed Gene's smirking stares. Her master was pleased with her slow transformation into a publicly ridiculed slut. Just not pleased enough to give her what she wanted, unfortunately.
"And you could get fired," said David in exasperation. "Have you even stopped to think about that? You helped draft the dress code for fuck's sake! I'm pretty sure you're breaking five rules at a minimum right now."
It was seven rules actually, but David was missing the fucking point. Eliza felt a flare of annoyance at her weak-willed husband. She was being taken, stolen from him by his worst enemy right under his nose. Turned into a slutty joke to all of his coworkers. And what was he doing? Meekly whining that she should reconsider. Eliza knew that Gene was wrong when he called her husband a pathetic beta, but sometimes it felt like David made the label hard to deny. A real man would put his foot down and fight back. True, David had no concept of the dark forces he was up against, but he could at least read the situation and try to fucking do something.
But Eliza was getting ahead of herself. As heartwarming as it might be for her husband to try to ride in like a white knight, it would only make it harder for her to get the cum she so desperately craved. She was actually lucky that he seemed paralyzed by confusion and weakness.
"It will be fine," said Eliza flatly, closing her eyes and leaning against the window. She was already half-dreading and half-anticipating the stares and whispers she would face today.
And dreaming of the sticky, salty reward that her humiliating display might earn.
...
The receptionist was the first to notice Eliza. The blonde's mouth fell open and her voice trailed off, the phone dangling from her hand as the brand new office bimbo jiggled in. Eliza felt the receptionist's disgusted gaze travel slowly up and down her body, taking in her tiny shirt, her bared belly, her clinging stockings. The close examination was humiliating. Not just for her, but for David as well. Eliza could sense that her husband was nearly dying with shame as they made their way past the receptionist's desk. His face was bright red, and he placed his hand on the small of her back, trying to hurry her past the receptionist's judgemental stare.
But it was only out of the frying pan and into the fire. Because the receptionist was far from the only coworker who had an interest in Eliza's slutty new Cumbunny uniform.
As their coworkers saw Eliza's scandalous outfit, conversations and work died and eyes locked onto Eliza's body. Whispers and soft laughter followed Eliza and David as they crossed the floor of the office. The men in particular stopped what they were doing and followed Eliza's swaying progress with amused, but hungry eyes.
Eliza had never felt so exposed and vulnerable in her life. She was giving all the men and women of the office a close look at her body, barely hidden by her pornographic choice of clothing. The office seemed a lot colder now that she had so much exposed skin, but it was offset by the hot, pulsing flush of blood that pumped through her whole body. She couldn't help it. Eliza had never had an exhibitionist kink before, but the smirking eyes of her coworkers were definitely turning her on. This was what her master wanted... for her to look like a dumb slut in front of people who had once respected her. And she was powerless to stop it.
David, as usual, paused by Eliza's desk to say goodbye before he headed to his own office. "I told you," he said miserably. "Do you see the way they're looking at you? God, it feels like..." But Eliza lost track of what he was saying. Gene had just emerged from his office door on the other side of the floor. His face lit up as he looked Eliza's way, and Eliza felt the hot flush of her new exhibitionist arousal flare ten times brighter. Her heart was in her throat as she watched a thick bulge swell rapidly at her master's crotch.
She licked her lips unconsciously.
"Just... stay at your desk as much as you can," pleaded David. He looked worn out. "We need to talk about this more when we get home. It's good for you to love your body, but this... it's too much, babe!"
David leaned forward and kissed his wife, but Eliza's eyes were locked on Gene as their lips met. Her master grabbed the bulge at his crotch and winked.
Eliza had to fight hard not to moan into her husband's mouth at the thought of Gene's cock, hard and ready to spurt hot cum down her throat.
...
Apart from being embarrassingly revealing, Eliza's new outfit made it more difficult to work. The tiny skirt and tall heels made it difficult to even move around the office for one. But right now she was struggling more with the outfit's lack of flexibility.
Eliza sighed and held a hand to her temple as the copier threw her another error message. She knew exactly what the problem was, of course. The paper had jammed in the same place it always did. Under normal circumstances, she would simply crouch, open up the correct hatch, and pull out the jammed paper.
But today, crouching down was likely to give the group of guys around the water cooler ten feet away more of an eyeful than she was comfortable with, even with her newfound exhibitionist kink. Gene was with the group around the water cooler, murmuring to them in a low voice as all of their eyes unsubtly roamed her displayed body. She thought she could guess the topic of Gene's low, gravelly monologue. He was talking about what a slut she was... and the other men were soaking in his degrading commentary, their eyes focused on her body...
Eliza's arousal made it difficult to think. Small knots of leering spectators had been forming all day to whisper amongst themselves as they watched her work and unabashedly checked her out. Worse, she had been getting hornier and hornier for the attention. The men of the office were becoming intimately familiar with the curves of her body, and she was powerless to stop them... the scenario pushed all of her submissive and exhibitionist buttons at once.
What could she do? She needed to get the copier working, but she couldn't manage it without sacrificing even more of her dignity. Maybe it would be best to go find David and ask him for help...
"Can I help you with something, sweetheart?" asked a deep voice suddenly, a hand touching her elbow at the same time, making her jump a little. Eliza turned to see Max, one of David's work friends at her side, staring at her with a surly grin. He had apparently broken away from the knot of other men at the water cooler to give her a hand. Max was a tall, balding man with a square jaw and a sense of humor that had gotten him in trouble with HR a few times for borderline sexism.
Eliza had never liked him much, though he was one of the group that David went drinking with sometimes. Max wasn't at the same level as Gene when it came to inappropriate behavior, but he had a clear pattern of treating women a little differently, and that sort of casual sexism tended to get under Eliza's skin.
Her initial instinct was to snap at him that she didn't need his help. Calling her "sweetheart" and condescendingly asking if she needed anything hadn't won him any favors, even if she actually did need help.
But then she noticed the other men by the water cooler watching her and Max intently, including Gene. Her master was staring at her with an oddly intent expression, and when he noticed her looking his way, he gave a small nod and smirk.
Shit.
This was yet another test, wasn't it? She wouldn't be surprised if Gene had sent Max over for this exact purpose. Being a Cumbunny wasn't just about clothing. It was about how you acted. As she stared up into Max's smug, superior face, Eliza thought back to Mitsy's ditzy giggles. Her stomach squirmed with discomfort and reluctant arousal. If dressing this slutty had been difficult, becoming the simpering bimbo Gene wanted would be ten times as bad. She remembered going through the policies on sensitivity with Max a few months back, and just wanted to grab him by the shoulder and yell in his face that he couldn't treat women like children. To become a giggling, silly, helpless bimbo in front of him would be humiliating.
But nothing mattered as much as the taste of Gene's cum to Eliza anymore.
The giggle that Eliza reluctantly performed sounded almost as unnatural as the smile she fixed on her face as she turned from Gene to Max. "Oh thank you Max!" she said warmly, forcing her voice to be a little higher than usual, and subtly pushing her breasts together with her arms, "I just don't get computer stuff!"
Max's grin broadened as he said, "That's alright Lizzie! Don't worry your pretty little head over it. I'll get this fixed in a jiff!"
Eliza simpered, oohed, and ahhed as Max knelt and removed the jam in the same way she had done dozens of times before. Well... at least this way she didn't have to negotiate bending that low in her current outfit.
"And Ta-da!" said Mark, holding up the crumpled sheet of paper before tossing it in the recycling bin. "That's all there is to it!"
Eliza was painfully aware of Gene's burning stare as she humiliatingly played the role that he had chosen for her. "My hero!" she gushed, doing little happy hops on her heels as she clapped. She noticed that Max's eyes were glued to her bouncing chest rather than her eyes. It sent another stab of annoyance through her... but after all, what were dumb bimbos like she had become good for if not eye candy? "I'm, like, so lucky that a big strong man was here to help! Thank you so much!"
Acting spontaneously, she reached out and pulled Max into a hug, feeling his body go stiff with shock and happiness as her scantily-clad body pressed tight to his.
"A-anytime!" said Max in a strangled voice as she pulled away, adjusting his pants, which suddenly looked a little tight in the crotch.
As he awkwardly shuffled away with a look of delirious happiness on his face, Eliza looked over to see Gene watching with obvious approval in his gleaming eyes. She felt a twisted rush of pleasure and accomplishment. There was no way he could deny her a creamy treat now.



Eliza was already taking one of the most important Cumbunny lessons to heart: as embarrassing as it was to act like an incompetent bimbo in front of her coworkers, it was all worth it if it pleased her master.
...
David sat at his desk, jiggling his leg restlessly, staring at the spreadsheet he was supposed to have finished for Gene by the end of the day.
He didn't really see it.
Instead the image of his lovely wife, provocatively dressed in ridiculous barely-there clothing floated in front of his eyes. What exactly was going on with her? This was the same woman who had gotten angry at his suggestion of a bikini when she went swimsuit shopping. She had coldly asked if David was comfortable with all the other men at the beach seeing his wife's body, and David had been forced to let the matter drop. He'd made it up to her by supporting her choice of a conservative one piece.
But now here she was, in clothing nearly as revealing as a bikini, but in a setting far less appropriate. And David was discovering that Eliza had been right that day they'd gone swimsuit shopping. He really wasn't comfortable with other men seeing her this way. On his way to the bathroom earlier, Max had stopped him and pointedly said that he was a lucky man, his leering eyes fixed on Eliza's scantily clad body across the office floor.
David had asked what the fuck he meant by that, and Max hadn't flinched at all. His friend had simply turned to David with a wide grin, stared him straight in the eyes, and said "Your wife's fucking hot, Davey." If that was what one of his friends was willing to say to his face, David shuddered to think what they were saying to each other in private. And what were they saying to his wife when he wasn't around?
Could it be that Eliza was having some sort of mental break? A quarter-life crisis? There was another possibility... one that David didn't even want to consider. If David had made it clear he didn't want her to dress this way, maybe some other man had told her that he did.
He put that aside, slumped back in his chair and ripped his eyes. He swore he could hear the whispers and chuckles of his coworkers even from within his office. This was the last thing he needed right now. His job could hang in the balance with the presentation later, but he found it impossible to concentrate.
He briefly considered calling Kim. She always made him feel better. But he rejected the idea quickly. He was a grown man. He couldn't always be calling his little sister for pep talks.
Summoning all of his inner strength, David tried his best to ignore the humiliating torment of the day and get back to work.
...
"Eliza, I need to see you in the conference room," snapped Ms. Harrington, the head of HR, in a clipped tone. She kept her face turned away from Eliza as she said it, as if she couldn't even stand to look at her subordinate anymore. "Now."
Well, Eliza had made it longer than she expected. She thought she would be pulled into Ms. Harrington's office within the first hour. Eliza set aside the papers she had been working on, stood, and tottered after her boss unsteadily on her massive heels. She could feel the eyes of her other coworkers follow the progress of her swaying ass across the office floor. Today had been even worse than she feared it might be. Work had come to a screeching halt today as Eliza's male coworkers devoted their time to staring openly at her displayed body rather than their assigned tasks.
Things had gotten even worse when word spread about her interaction with Max at the copier. Since then, almost all of her male coworkers had stopped by her desk to help the office bimbo with insultingly simple office tasks. "Let me help you with that spreadsheet, sugar, they can be a little tricky." "Do you want me to show you how the filing system works, sweetie?" "Here, this is how a stapler works, honey." Each time, thinking about the role Gene demanded she play, Eliza acted absurdly grateful, rewarding them with flirty giggles and teasing physical affection. Eventually, like every other humiliating thing Gene had begun putting her through, acting like a dumb, giggly bimbo started to turn Eliza on... and felt more and more natural.
Considering the loss of productivity her new wardrobe and demeanor had caused, it was surprising Ms. Harrington had let things go on this long.
Eliza meekly followed her older boss into the conference room, expecting yet another session of disappointed questions that she had no good answer to. But as Eliza entered the room, she was shocked to see that Gene was already there, flashing her his usual nasty grin and leaning back with his hands folded on his gut. His chair sat on the opposite side of the long table and Ms. Harrington circled around to sit next to him. Strangely, it seemed that this was a joint meeting Gene and the head of HR were running together.
"Eliza, obviously your inappropriate attire is a major issue," said Ms. Harrinton in a clipped tone, her steel-grey hair and sharp eyes making her look as intimidating as ever. " And possibly even a fireable offense in and of itself."
Eliza sat with her eyes lowered and her hands timidly in her lap, avoiding the older woman's disappointed glare. She had always looked up to Ms. Harrington. Her strict, no-nonsense approach to running HR was impressive; the same way Eliza hoped she would run things if she were in charge. But now Eliza had become just a silly slut for Ms. Harrington to look at with disgust.
"But that issue isn't why we planned this meeting," said Ms. Harrington firmly. The statement was surprising enough that it made Eliza look up in shock despite herself, her eyes flicking back and forth between Ms. Harrington and her smirking master. An anxious flutter of terrified arousal awoke in her belly. What exactly was Gene planning?
"When Mr. Crowder took his new position, he requested you as a liaison with the HR department," said Ms. Harrington cooly, "and one of the job responsibilities for that new position was a daily meeting to keep him up to speed. He tells me that you have been doing a poor job fulfilling that responsibility. According to Mr. Crowder, your updates lack thoroughness and depth. Considering the fact that the HR department made this responsibility a considerable part of your daily workload, I was quite disappointed to hear that. Quite disappointed."
Eliza's mouth dropped open and she stared stupidly between Ms. Harrington and Gene. Obviously her daily reports were no longer in-depth! The meeting had become an excuse for Gene to cum on her! The real question was, why the fuck was Gene drawing attention to their meetings at all? Even if he did hold all the cards in their relationship, if it could even be called that, he stood to lose just as much as her if their daily trysts were discovered. No matter how much dominance Gene held over her, it was against company policy to cum all over your subordinate's tits during work hours.
If Ms. Harrington felt any sympathy for Eliza's clear confusion, she didn't show it. Her voice was grim and cold as she continued, "Mr. Crowder and I have called this meeting with you today to give you a chance to explain yourself. I've always considered you a good employee up until recently, so I think you deserve that opportunity at least. Why exactly are you struggling to make basic daily reports? Consider your answer carefully. It could mean a great deal for your future prospects at this company."
Eliza was still reeling. Her eyes slid over to Gene's... and saw the cruel, eager light in his eyes. Her mouth went dry. Suddenly it all clicked into place in her brain. Gene had seen her superficial attempts to dress slutty and act like a bimbo. Her first tentative steps toward becoming a public Cumbunny had all been highly amusing to him, she was sure.
But he wanted a bigger sacrifice if Eliza wanted to win her sticky reward. He wanted her to show true commitment to being a bimbo slut. Even if it was painful... or devastatingly humiliating.
Eliza took a deep steadying breath. She couldn't go through with this. Ms. Harrington had made it crystal clear that her job was on the line. Not to mention the fact that the steely older woman was someone Eliza respected. It would be deeply self-destructive and painful to act as Gene's giggly, stupid cumbunny here in this meeting.
But would it be more painful than spending another day without tasting her master's cum?
"...cause.. 'm ...pid," mumbled Eliza.
"What's that?" asked Ms. Harrington sharply. "I can't hear you girl, speak up."
Eliza looked up, a spacey smile on her face, slipping into the bimbo role (which seemed to feel easier and more natural every time.) "It's because I'm, like, soooo stupid, Ms. H," she said in a girlish, breathy voice. "All of those big HR words are a little too tough for a silly little girl like me!"
Ms. Harrington's face went blank with shock and Eliza felt the crushing wave of humiliation. She had just utterly debased herself for Gene's amusement in front of a woman she held in high esteem and looked up to. Gene tried to cover his amusement with a cough, but a deep, chest-shaking chuckle wormed its way out.
"I..." said Ms Harrington, utterly flabbergasted. She shook her head and flipped the folder in front of her closed. "Well, I think I've heard all that I need to. This meeting is over. Mr. Crowder?" she said, gesturing for him to join her as she stood.
"I'd like to conference with Ms. Meyer for a moment," said Gene, his slimy eyes locked onto Eliza's furiously blushing face. "You can go on ahead of me."
Ms. Harrington sighed, nodded sharply, gave Eliza one last glance dripping with dismissive disgust, and left the room, clicking the door firmly shut behind her.
As soon as she was gone, Eliza let out an animal sound that was half groan of anguish and half moan of pleasure, covering her eyes in shame. That was it. She had submitted and presented herself as a slutty bimbo to not just the entire office, but also to her direct supervisor. She had just completely torpedoed her career. Her dream job working in the same office as her loving husband. And for what? Another taste of the foul semen of her worst enemy.
She flinched as she felt Gene press up against her from behind, one thick arm reaching around the chair to trail down her body. She shuddered with mixed arousal and disgust as the hot skin of his palm swiped across her exposed belly, making its way down between her legs.
'Very impressive, Bunny," murmured Gene in Eliza's ear, his hot breath making her hair stand on end, "I can see you are finally accepting who you truly are."
"This... isn't meeee," whined Eliza. Her protests were interrupted by a slutty, liquid moan as Gene's thick fingers finally found their goal, touching firmly on the warm, wet surface of her lacy panties. Her legs spread wider instinctively as her desperate, horny body welcomed its master's touch.
"Yeah, yeah, I've heard your excuses before," chuckled Gene. "It's not fair! It's only because of the oil! I would never do this otherwise!"
Eliza's hands gripped, white-knuckled, on the arms of the office chair, and her breath came in harsh, labored pants as Gene's thick fingers roughly pulled her panties aside and squirmed into her eager, dripping cunt.
"But you know the saying, bunny," said Gene, his voice cruel and mocking, "If she walks like a slut, and talks like a slut, and sucks off her husband's worst enemy like a slut, then she's probably..."
Gene's thick middle finger sunk inside her up to the second knuckle. Eliza's pussy clenched around it greedily. Her whole brain felt like it was on fire. Just Gene's finger felt better to her than David's cock had in months, possibly ever. Her hips writhed and humped against her master's fingers as the admission crossed her lips in a broken whisper.
"A... a slut,"
"Bingo, Cumbunny," said Gene, his finger moving with teasing slowness, finger fucking his pet slut. "And I think you know exactly how you were walking this morning when you came into the office wearing that ridiculous porny outfit..."
"I was w-walking like a slut," agreed Eliza in a breathy gasp. "I could see all the boys' eyes on my slutty body. David was soooo upset, but he couldn't stop the other guys from seeing what should only be his to see." She shut her eyes tight and wriggled her hips, unable to focus on anything but her master's fingers and the heated dirty talk he was pushing her to deliver.
Gene laughed out loud, deeply pleased with his Cumbunny's sudden enthusiasm for self-degrading dirty talk. "That's right. You looked the part to a "t", bunny. But you didn't just walk the walk, did you bunny?" asked Gene with twisted amusement. "You talked the talk ..."
"Yes!" panted Eliza, feeling her shame and lust building higher and higher inside her, twisting together as she moved toward a powerful orgasm. Her arms flew up to clutch Gene's flabby, hairy arm, unconsciously desperate for closer contact with her master. "I... I showed all the men in the office how much of a bimbo I could be. I giggled and simpered and flirted like the good little Cumbunny you want, master! I, like, totally talked like a slut!"
"And it was all to get what you really want," growled Gene, leaning forward and pushing his greedy fingers deeper into Eliza's sopping cunt. "To get just a taste of your master's sperm. Isn't that right, Cumbunny?"
And in that moment, even as fireworks of pleasure exploded in her brain, Eliza saw something that sent a bolt of excitement through her. A non-sexual flush of adrenaline for once. As Gene leaned forward over her shoulder, a small, half-empty vial of some greenish fluid slipped out the front of his shirt, attached to a leather cord around his neck. Almost as soon as it fell out, he tucked it back again, but it was too late. Eliza now knew exactly where Gene kept his remaining mjolkhare oil.
That one moment of lucidity was all Eliza could manage before she was overwhelmed by a tidal wave of sensation once again. She moaned deeply, unable to care whether anyone outside the meeting room could hear her. The feeling of Gene's thick fingers digging deep into her most intimate place was too good to resist. This wasn't even about his cum anymore, just the addictive feeling of sexually submitting to the man who now controlled her life.
Just as she was tipping over the edge of climax, Gene did something Eliza never expected. With his free hand, Gene roughly turned Eliza's moaning face toward him...
And kissed her.
Gene's tongue wormed its way between Eliza's glossy lips, and her tongue rose to meet it, tangling with it in a sloppy, obscene dance. The sensation was deeply wrong, but filthy and arousing in the worst possible way. Gene had already stolen so much from her husband, but somehow this stolen kiss felt the worst of all. Eliza melted into the deep, intimate moment of dominance and submission just as she surrendered to the sweet oblivion of orgasm, her body arching and straining hard, pressing itself desperately into Gene's fingers and lips with equal passion. Her pussy clenched hard around his invading fingers and her lips fellated his invading tongue while the waves of pleasure washed over her, for a moment even drowning out her endless hunger.
Finally, Gene withdrew, smiling smugly down at the panting, sticky mess of a Cumbunny slut he had molded.
"Well, Bunny," he said in a cheerful tone, "we're fucked."
Eliza blinked stupidly up at him for a moment, unable to process the disconnect between his words and their tone. "What?" she asked, her brow furrowing as she tugged her skirt back down to cover her dripping pussy. "What do you mean?"
"I mean," said Gene patiently, "that it turns out that weaseling my way into a management position, then spending most of my time face-fucking my Cumbunny and bullying her husband at work didn't exactly lead to stellar job performance. Carl is considering demoting me back to my old position."
Even if Eliza was still craving Gene's cum badly, she felt a little more lucid now that he had given her an orgasm. She felt a sudden thrill of hope. If Gene got knocked down a peg at work, it wouldn't solve her addiction problem but it would be an immense relief to her husband. Gene would have no official authority to bully David if they were on the same level again. Maybe it would even relieve her husband's stress enough that he would be able to take care of Eliza's sexual needs.
"So... why aren't you worried?" asked Eliza suspiciously.
Gene leaned down until he was face to face with her, just inches away. His broad, stubbled face and wide, smug grin filled her vision. "Because I have a loyal Cumbunny who will solve this problem for me if she ever wants to taste my jizz again, that's why," he said in a cruel, mocking voice. "After all, you're in the same boat as me now. That frosty bitch you call a boss is definitely going to march straight to Carl's office and recommend that he send your sweet ass packing. So I recommend you put that bimbo brain to good use and think of a way out of this one."
Eliza's mind reeled. Shit. She wasn't exactly surprised that Gene was struggling in his new position. Her master had never struck Eliza as particularly competent at his job, and he hadn't earned his new supervisor position through merit.
"Well... maybe if I catch Ms. Harrington I can convince her I had some sort of a mental breakdown," said Eliza wearily. "Then I can help you look over your job responsibilities. We'll see if we can work through your backlog and get the ship righted before Carl makes a final decision. I'm sure they're still worried that firing you could put them in legal hot water after that slander scare, so if we make your incompetence more of a grey area, then..."
She trailed off as she saw Gene shaking with laughter. "Hahaha, no, no Lizzie. That's adorable, but it's not what I meant, not even close." said Gene condescendingly, reaching out to pat Eliza's head. "You're still solving problems like a proud, independent woman. I want you to solve this problem like a Cumbunny. You have until the end of the day."
With a small wave, still radiating complete, arrogant confidence, Gene left the meeting room, with Eliza staring open-mouthed at his retreating back.
At first, she had no idea what he was talking about.
Then, after a little reflection and a fresh wave of erotic humiliation, she understood exactly what he meant.
...
Eliza sat at her desk, jiggling her foot nervously.
She couldn't stop thinking about "Cumslut', the gorgeous red-headed Cumbunny that had come along to the meetup she and Gene attended. Eliza had been so focused on Mitsy up until now that she had forgotten about Cumslut. But Gene had told her that they were both supposed to be her role models.
And the thing that had set Cumslut apart was her total, abject submission. Her willingness to do anything to please her master, even up to and including performing sex acts on other people. Despite the fact that their sperm did nothing to soothe her hunger.
Eliza checked the message Gene had just sent her.
[Do it by the end of the day. Come to my office to show me the proof. Then I'll finally give you what you've been craving.]
Eliza tried to summon the strength to resist... and failed. The endless fight between her pride and her hunger had grown too familiar at this point. Eliza was tired of the struggle. Tired of losing. Why should she push back anymore when it just made her defeat more painful in the end?
She rose from her chair with a strange sense of peace falling over her. She still held out hope that her plan to steal Gene's oil supply and a stash of cum would work, but until then it would just be so much easier to give in to her master's commands and not think too hard.



She felt the eyes of the office riveted to her displayed body as she made her way across the office. In her new docile, accepting mindset, the shame was just a low-level background buzz, and the arousal of flaunting her body was magnified. She finally reached her destination: Carl's office. She softly knocked.
Carl called for her to come in, but he still looked surprised when she entered his office. She kept her eyes demurely on the floor as she softly closed the door behind her. Carl had been the manager here since she'd been hired, making him not only her boss, but Gene's as well. He was a tall, rugged man in his early forties with constant five-o'clock shadow and styled salt-and-pepper hair. A good-looking man for his age, although he was beginning to get a little soft in the middle.
"Ms. Meyer," he said uncomfortably, "What can I do for you?" He was making a heroic effort to maintain eye contact and not let his gaze wander down Eliza's scantily-clad body, but was only having partial success. Eliza could sense the heat of his barely restrained lust.
She was counting on that suppressed desire.
Eliza took a deep, shuddering breath, fidgeting with her hands crossed in front of her. She had never done something like this before. Never even considered it. It was the sort of thing that people always whispered about shameless, slutty women doing. The sort of girl that you didn't want to become.
She had no idea how to even start.
"Mr. Jensen, I..." began Eliza in her high, breathy bimbo voice. She gulped, gathered her courage, and began again. "Mr Jensen, I've heard that I m-might be fired."
Carl looked even more awkward now, his square-jawed face twisting into a grimace. Eliza could instantly tell that Gene had been correct: she was indeed about to be fired. "Eliza... I'm afraid I can't really discuss staffing matters like that until the process fully plays out."
Eliza's heart thumped fast and hard against her ribs. She could feel her pulse against her skin... in her throat... her nipples. The next step would be one of the more degrading things she had ever done. But it was the only way forward. It was what her master commanded.
"I was wondering if there is anything that I could do..." she said in a shamed whisper, '...to change your mind. About me... and about someone else too."
Carl stared at her silently, his face blank. Eliza held her breath. A powerful anxiety gripped her. A certainty that a look of disgust would cross her boss's face and he would order her out of his office.
Instead, Eliza watched with a mix of horror and relief as another expression altogether spread across Carl's face. A slow, predatory grin of interest.
"My, my. You horny little slut," said Carl, his eyes leering as his voice slipped out of its normal professional tone into one of smoldering lust. "I don't know what finally melted the bitchy little office ice queen, but I have to say that I love the adjustment." The change in the room was immediate and shocking, transforming the curt, professional boss that Eliza had always known into a horny, intimidating stranger. He pushed back from the desk and patted his lap with a smirk. "Well, come over here honey. Sit on my lap and we can talk all about your future at this company."
Eliza's belly squirmed with humiliated arousal as she tottered over on her slutty heels and sank gingerly onto her boss's lap. She felt his cock --impressively sized, but still smaller than Gene's-- press hard into her ass. Yet another cock besides her husband's. And for this one, she didn't even have the excuse of semen addiction.
Carl's arm slithered around Eliza, holding her tight as she squirmed. She couldn't help but focus on the solid length of his penis pressing hard into her soft ass. Couldn't help the awakening of submissive lust that came with that feeling. Eliza had always seen Carl as a nice, if strict older man, but his lust had changed him completely. She saw it in his eyes. He no longer saw her as a subordinate, or even as a woman. To him, she was now just a bimbo to toy with. He felt like a dangerous sexual beast, waiting to pounce.
"So let's brainstorm..." said Carl in a deep voice dripping with cruel amusement. "How can you prove your commitment to this company... and save you and your husband's jobs."
Eliza cringed. Carl had made an extremely understandable mistake. Blushing hotly, she stammered. "Actually, I wanted to talk to you about Gene's job... n-not my husband's." The last few words dribbled out in a miserable whisper as Carl stared at her, dumbstruck.
Then he roared with laughter, so loud that Eliza looked nervously toward his office door, worried that someone might hear.
"So that's how it is!" said Carl between chuckles. "You're fucking Gene? The guy who makes David's life hell? Jesus, I always knew your husband was a bit of a wimp, but I didn't think he was such a pussy that he would get his wife stolen by his bully."
Eliza could only hang her head in shame as a heady mix of remorse and arousal flooded through her, dark and wet and hot. Gene had truly remolded her into something pathetic.
"Tell you what," said Carl, pulling her close to his bulky body and whispering in her ear, "Forget about the fat pig Gene. I'm sure it's exciting to sneak around with him behind David's back, but I guarantee you I could be twice as exciting. I'm richer, better-looking, and better in bed than fucking Gene. I'll just fire him and you can become my personal slut. What do you say?"
The close, intimate feeling of her boss's hot, tickling breath and the obscene, dominant proposal made Eliza's breath catch in her throat and her moistening pussy clench involuntarily. Obviously she couldn't accept his offer, but neither could she explain why. She doubted that the dangerous, dominant man under her would accept any explanation involving mysterious oil.
"Please," she whined, closing her eyes against the overwhelming sensation of submission and her boss's unyielding hand held her close and his powerful cock pressed up against her, throbbing with lust. "Please Carl, I can't! Gene... he would..."
Carl chuckled. Loosening his grip on her just a touch. "Fine, fine. I won't push it for now. As long as I have those pretty lips wrapped around my cock, I'll be happy for today at least."
There it was. He had said it so casually. As if it was just another job responsibility. The price for Eliza's job would be to submit on her knees, taking Carl's cock into her warm, willing mouth. Her extensive recent training with Gene's repugnant cock would now be put to good use.
Eliza stared into her boss's eyes, her heart thumping and her breath rushing hard and fast. There was nothing more to be said. He had boldly named his price, and after all, it was one she was willing to pay, wasn't it? It could have been worse. Eliza got unsteadily to her feet, only to sink once again. On her knees in front of a man who grinned down at her with leering superiority. The position felt familiar at this point.
Carl simply waited, relishing the view of his employee, dressed in ridiculous clothes from off a porn set, kneeling humbly at his feet, blushing as she unzipped his pants with trembling hands. As she looked up, Eliza couldn't help but remember the day that Carl had interviewed her, talking in glowing terms about her husband's work ethic and giving her a firm, welcoming handshake, his eyes frank and sincere as they met hers. Now his eyes were smugly superior, looking down at her both physically and mentally.
Absurdly, Eliza felt her dark craving swell as Carl's stiff cock burst out from the confines of his pants. Her eyes glazed over as she gazed hungrily at its throbbing length... smelled his musky scent. She knew that his sperm would do nothing to curb her cravings, but by now her body had an automatic response to kneeling in this humiliating, submissive position.
Her mouth was watering and her eyes gleaming with sexual greed as she wrapped her glossy lips around her boss's cock, looking exactly like the slut that Gene wanted her to be.
For all of his tough talk, Carl was a pushover compared to her strict, demanding master. As Eliza smoothly bobbed her head, skillfully swirling her tongue and applying the perfect amount of grip with her lips, Carl groaned, running his hands through her dark silky hair.
"Oh Godddd, you little slut," he murmured under his breath as Eliza easily went deeper, taking him into her tight throat, gripping and milking his cock again and again. "You perfect little cocksucker. Gene may have trained you, but I want you all for my fucking self."
Eliza barely paid attention to him, losing herself in the sweet, burning humiliation of serving a man on her knees. She was learning something new about herself. She had always assumed that it felt so good to humbly suck Gene's dick because of the effects of the oil. But strangely, this blowjob felt just as good... Eliza's hand snuck down beneath her skirt to rub and tease herself as she closed her eyes, letting go and truly enjoying her degradation. This blowjob might not satisfy her dark hunger, but it was feeding the new need for submission that Gene had engraved in her soul.
With Eliza's well-practiced dick-sucking skills and Carl's obvious arousal at her slutty, submissive behavior, the blowjob didn't last long. Eliza moved her neck with smooth, practiced grace, taking her arrogant boss's cock deep into her married throat, again and again, faster and faster. Her free hand rose to gently cup and tug his massive, hairy balls as her other hand squelched between her spread thighs. It was only minutes before Carl let out a rough gasp, his hips bucking forward as his cock pulsed, unleashing a thick, hot mouthful of sperm between Eliza's waiting lips.
And then, just like Eliza expected, came the feeling of disappointment. The cum in her mouth wasn't the magical, delicious elixir that came from her master's balls. It was just warm, thick, salty goo. She fought the urge to spit it out. She would need it later.
Carl sighed in pleasure and rebuttoned his pants, looking down at the employee he had just mouth fucked with a superior smirk. "Well, Mrs. Meyer," he said mockingly, "I think I see the wisdom in keeping a talented woman like you around... and I think Gene has more than proven his management talents as well."
Eliza got up silently, wiping a stray glob of cum from her lips, her face crimson and her eyes fixed on the floor.
"But," said Carl with amusement, calling to Eliza as she left the room, "I think David may have shown a real lack of attention to detail. Not to mention a failure to inspire loyalty. And sadly, it seems like no one was willing to speak on his behalf."
His voice was sharp and his eyes were wicked as he added, "Don't imagine that this is some sort of one-time payment, Eliza. After all, I'm certainly not keeping you around for your professionalism anymore. You'd better be prepared to stop by my office whenever I wish to discuss your performance. Are we clear?"
Eliza had nothing to say. She meekly nodded and left the office, closing the door behind her to shut out Carl's laughter.
...
"Bullshit," said Gene simply, tossing the folder flippantly into the trashcan beside his desk. "Sloppily done, and it didn't take into account all of the relevant figures. Completely unusable. Another week of work that earns the company absolutely nothing. What exactly are we paying you for again?"
There was a time when David would have responded with anger, threats, and defiance. But weeks of bullying from Gene without any assistance or mercy from Carl had beaten him down. Now the only thing he could do was whine.
"But you gave me the assignment! I told you that we didn't have the information we needed for a proper assessment!" bleated David, with a look of pitiful desperation in his eyes. The little worm could tell that his job was on the line, but no longer had the power or will to do anything about it.
Gene looked at his rival with a mix of gloating pride and disgust. No... scratch that. Not his rival, his FORMER rival. David had lost so completely and utterly that Gene no longer saw any threat from him. He had taken everything from David, even outside of work. And the poor sucker didn't even realize it.
Gene didn't even see David as a man anymore, let alone a rival.
A soft knock sounded at the door.
Ah, perfect, just in time. The exact reason that Gene had insisted on meeting with David right now. "Come in!" called Gene, feeling the thrill of sadistic pleasure that he got every time he had the opportunity to dominate this pathetic couple.
The look on both David and Lizzie's faces was priceless as they saw each other. But his Cumbunny was obviously more fun to look at. She had really pulled out all the stops to give her master a slutty show today. Her tiny skirt and flimsy top would look more at home on the set of a cheap skin flick than at an office, and Gene didn't even know where she could have bought those stupid-looking platform shoes. Did they have stripper supply stores?
Gene could still remember when poor Lizzie had been a stuffy ice queen, bristling with indignation from the most harmless of flirtations. Now he watched shame and lust warred in her eyes as she saw her husband and owner at the same time. She had come a long way, but there was still further to fall before she was the perfect Cumbunny Gene deserved.
"Babe," said David in confusion, "What are you doing here? We're in the middle of a meeting. Is there something you need from me?"
Eliza said nothing, her eyes just wide with panic as she looked at Gene, silently pleading for his help.
Gene realized what was happening and had to fight hard to avoid bursting into laughter. Oh fuck! He had asked for proof, but he hadn't realized the dumb slut would go this far! His ditzy little Cumbunny really was deep in jizzy thinking if she had come up with this idea.
"I think she's here to see me, Davey," said Gene with a surly chuckle. "Isn't that right, Lizzie?'
Her cheeks burning red, Lizzie nodded, unable to meet her husband's eyes.
"What?' asked David in confusion. He rose, his eyes shifting suspiciously between Gene and Eliza. "What's going on? Talk to me honey..."
Eliza remained silent, her body language cringing in shame as she stepped aside, clearing the doorway so that her husband could leave her alone with Gene.
David reluctantly moved toward the door, his face a picture of bewilderment. "Is everything ok?" He asked plaintively. His frown deepened as he asked, "Babe... is he doing something to you? Is he making you...?" But by that point he had moved past the threshold, and Eliza reached out, firmly closing the door in his face without saying a word.
Gene waited to see if David would get angry. Pound on the door. Demand to be let back in. A real man would... But there was nothing. David had become such a pussy that all he would do was carp about it to his wife later, and likely meekly accept whatever bullshit excuse she managed to cook up.
Whatever. Let the cuck stew in his own impotency. Gene had bigger fish to fry. He leaned back in his chair and beckoned his plaything closer.
Eliza approached, already looking more graceful and confident on her heels after a full day of practice. Now that her husband was out of the way, her shame was being overpowered by her lust. Gene would have been able to tell from her expression alone, even if he hadn't been able to see her stiffened nipples pressing hard against her thin lacy bra and shirt.
"Show me," said Gene in a low, compelling voice.
Eliza opened her perfect lips, showing exactly why she didn't have a single word for her pathetic husband.
Her mouth was swimming with gooey, filthy, still-warm cum. A thick pearly load of her boss's jizz, which she had taken on Gene's orders to save his job. A load that would do nothing to alleviate her cravings.
It was an act of service so slutty and submissive that Gene would have thought it was impossible for a prude like Eliza to consider, let alone get aroused by,
She really was becoming the perfect little Cumbunny. Now for the finishing blow... the push that would break the last of her resistance and bind her to her master forever.
"You're ready. Tonight you're coming home with me. Make whatever excuses you need to your husband." Gene reached up and closed his Cumbunny's filthy mouth by pushing lightly upward on her chin. "Tonight," he said smugly, "I'm going to show you how a Cumbunny is really supposed to take her master's seed. It's time that you learned to hop for the carrot, Lizzie."
He relished the look of erotic intimidation in her eyes. The hopeless fight to resist his command. The anticipation of what would happen tonight.
"... and it's impolite to play with your food, bunny. Swallow."
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Cross Contamination Part 13: So Close, Yet So Far
"You've got this, Kissy," said Peter warmly, patting her on the shoulder. "Kelsey and I have your back. Next time we see you, you'll be a winner. Everyone in the school will know it. Renee Cross is going down!"
Cassie smiled back at him, feeling fortified by his confidence and enthusiasm.
But she was still a little nervous. She had talked a big game about defeating the cheerleader initiation and showing Renee that she wasn't afraid, but now that the day of the initiation had arrived, she couldn't help feeling a little anxious.
Cassie knew better than most how ingeniously creative and twisted her former friend could be. Submitting herself to whatever demeaning humiliation Renee could come up with was like putting her head in a lion's mouth. But that wasn't Cassie's chief concern. After all, the entire point of going through with the initiation was to show she could handle whatever the cruel queen of the high school could throw at her.
The bigger concern by far was the sexual fascination with Renee that Cassie had never managed to kick. Something about the sexy, mocha-skinned temptress turned Cassie on like a switch. That was what made her nervous. Renee knew how horny she could make Cassie, and she was smart and ruthless enough to take advantage of that fully in their little contest of wills today.
Cassie looked over Peter's shoulder to Kelsey, her once-lost, but now-reinstated best friend. Kelsy looked as cute as ever, with her slim, graceful body leaned back against her locker. But right now her big green eyes were stormy and her brows were slightly crinkled, the way they got when she was holding something back. Kelsey clearly shared some of the same worries Cassie had. Cassie felt a warm wave of affection for her oldest friend. Cassie blushed and shook her head, trying to fight down the sudden hot, sticky memory of kneeling between Kelsey's slender legs, slurping at her tight, juicy pussy. That had been a mistake, caused by Renee's perverse influence. They had both forgotten about it. She and Kelsey were normal friends now.
"It's going to be fine," said Cassie firmly over Peter's shoulder. Kelsey looked up into her eyes, startled. "I'm going to take everything Renee throws at me, and then we won't have to worry about her anymore. Everyone's finally going to realize she can be beaten."
Kelsey flashed her a weak smile. "Yeah. I know Kissy," she said with a good approximation of confidence. "Knock 'em dead." It was obvious that Kelsey was still a little worried, but reassuring her helped Cassie feel more confident.
Cassie straightened her shoulders, gripped her gym bag, and put on a determined smile. "Ok, guys," she said, nodding to her two best friends. "Thanks for all your help. Time to do this. I'll text you afterward to tell you how I kicked the wicked witch's ass."
She left her friends behind, turned on her heel, and headed for the gym, ready for the worst Renee could throw at her.
...
Kelsey watched Kissy stride confidently toward her doom, the smile sliding off her face as Kissy pushed open the door to the gym and passed out of sight.
Fuck. She knew she didn't have any choice, but that still didn't make it betraying her best friend any easier.
'Welp!" said Peter eagerly, rubbing his hands together with an eager smile. "So much for the easy part! Let's head to the boy's locker room."
"I know," snapped Kelsey irritably, sweeping past him down the hall. "You don't have to remind me. And you also don't have to be so fucking chipper about it. We're stabbing our friend in the back today, remember?"
Peter scoffed and hustled to catch up. "Well YOU don't have to be a bitch," he said sulkily. "Maybe I should tell Mistress Renee that your heart isn't in this..."
"Like she would give a fuck," said Kelsey wearily, pushing open the door to the boys' locker room and gesturing Peter inside. "She only cares if we do as we're told."
...
When Cassie entered the gym, the entire cheer squad was waiting for her.
They were all dressed in their game uniforms, hair perfect, makeup immaculate. The very image of flawless, dominant, popular femininity. In the center of the group stood Renee. Confident, sexy, and poised, with a faint look of amusement on her perfect face. Melissa stood at her side, an arrogant sneer on her lips.
If Renee was trying to make Cassie feel awkward and inferior with this little show of force, it worked. The entire squad watched her silently as she made her way across the gym floor, her shoes squeaking loudly in the silence.
Finally, she stood in front of Renee, nervous but defiant, feeling the eyes of the entire gorgeous cheerleading squad falling on her like a heavy weight.
"So you decided to come, Kissy," said Renee, her lips curving up into a mysterious smile. Cassie felt like she could fall into the wicked cheer captain's warm brown eyes. "I wasn't sure that you had the guts... but I'm glad you did." Cassie frowned. Daring to show up to her initiation was supposed to be a blow against Renee, but her gorgeous enemy was giving the strong impression that she was pleased to see Cassie.
Whatever. It was a bluff. Cassie pushed aside her moment of doubt and squared her shoulders. Renee might feel confident now, but that was only because she was underestimating Cassie's resolve. Renee would change her tune soon enough... once Cassie defeated the worst trials she could come up with.
"That's right," said Cassie, loud and clear, fixing Renee with a piercing gaze. "I'm ready to become a full cheerleader, as promised. Can we get started? I want to deal with whatever lame challenge you have planned as quickly as possible."
Renee's expression of smug delight didn't shift. The gorgeous, evil brat clearly didn't believe Cassie's bravado. Being this close to Renee again and holding her full attention was intoxicating. Cassie tried as hard as she could to not run her eyes down Renee's wickedly curvy body, drinking in her chest and hips, temptingly displayed by her cheerleader uniform. It was easy to hate Renee in the abstract. Sitting and thinking about what Renee had done to her, Cassie understood how Renee had pushed her further and further down paths that she didn't want to go. But it was a lot harder to remember that standing here, staring into Renee's captivating eyes, tracing the curves of her plump, pillowy, smirking lips...
Renee raised one perfect hand and snapped her fingers. "You heard the woman!" she said with a twist of amusement in her voice. "She wants to face the initiation head-on. Let's give her what she wants. Mel, show our potential member to the locker room. I'll be right behind you."
With a predatory grin, the tall, shapely blonde moved forward from Renee's side, gesturing Cassie forward toward the women's changing room. The rest of the team trailed after them, oddly quiet, but with expressions of giddy anticipation that tied Cassie's stomach in knots.
Cassie looked over her shoulder as they crossed the gym to see Renee standing with her phone in hand, apparently texting someone with a smile on her face.
...
Peter looked down at his phone and excitedly said. "They're just getting started now. So we've got maybe thirty minutes tops. Time for final checks."
Kelsey sighed and turned toward the room filled with a dozen or so senior boys. They were most of the varsity squad of the football team, and they had the swaggering, muscle-headed attitudes to prove it. Their charm wasn't improved by the fact that they were currently all horny as fuck.
Kelsey couldn't believe that Renee had made this her job.
"Ok, so," she said wearily, "One more time. Rules. Go."
"No talking, or laughing, or noises of any kind," said one boy in a sing-song voice.
"Uh-huh," said Kelsey. "And?"
'No video," added another teenage Neanderthal grudgingly.
"Yep, you'll have to buy the official edited version with blurred faces just like everyone else," piped up Peter. Kesley gave him a withering glare. Thanks for your input, little guy.
"And most importantly...?" prompted Kelsey, pointing around the room with a fierce glare.
"No sex," grumbled the assembled meat-heads.
Kelsey could tell by the sullen glares that some of the boys might try to challenge that particular rule. Especially Bass Rivera. The huge offensive lineman had a nasty look in his eyes and a twist to his lip that made Kelsey think that he planned to have his cock deep inside Cassie by the end of the night no matter what anyone said. The huge mountain of a man was like a living collection of everything that was wrong with masculinity. Aggressive, crude, and unapologetically horny. Kelsey knew that, somehow, Bass had dated some of the hottest girls in school, and was never without some cute thing on his arm. She didn't understand it, personally. Sure, Bass had muscles to spare, and his face was decent-looking. But Jesus, ladies, have some standards!
He intimidated Kelsey a little, but if he misbehaved after the initiation started, that was Renee's problem to deal with. And Kelsey had no doubt that Renee could handle even Bass with no issues.
"That's right," said Kelsey, tearing her eyes away from Bass and addressing the group, "and remember: it's not me setting these rules, it's Renee fucking Cross. So if you want her to be upset with you, be my fucking guest." That shut the grumbling up. These boys were idiots, but not messing with Renee was the very first lesson that anyone attending Riverside High learned.
It was a shame that her best friend, the smartest girl in school, had never bothered to learn it.
...
Daren looked at himself carefully in the mirror, turning from side to side.
He wasn't normally this obsessed with looking good, but tonight, every detail was important. Tonight, Daren was taking Gina out for a date. And then, afterward, for the first time in what felt like forever, they would have sex.
The very fact that Daren was so excited to take his wife out for dinner and have sex with her was a little pathetic in and of itself. Both of those things were frequent occurrences for any average man and wife. But Gina and Daren's relationship had ceased to be average a while ago, and even something as simple as taking his wife to a restaurant and having sex with her could be crucial for them as a couple.
Daren adjusted his painfully stiff erection for what felt like the dozenth time, making sure to avoid the sensitive head. He was on a special release from chastity for tonight only. Daren had been successful so far in not thinking too hard about how he had earned his release... It was freeing and exhilarating, but Daren wasn't quite prepared for how sensitive his long stint in captivity had made his penis. Even brushing up against his underwear seemed to set him off.
He had been debating whether it would be a good idea to masturbate... just to take the edge off a little, but he was worried that once he got started, it would be difficult to stop. And the last thing he wanted was to be spent and limp when it came time to make love to Gina...
Daren picked up the gift bag on the counter and took out the new bottle of cologne. It wasn't the same brand that Victor used; that had been far too expensive. But the sales clerk had assured him it was a VERY good knockoff. Daren tried to fight down his anxiety as he dabbed the new cologne onto his neck. He was well aware that Victor was poisoning Gina's mind against him. He trusted Gina. She was a strong and intelligent woman who was more than capable of resisting such manipulation.
But that didn't mean that she couldn't use a little help.
Tonight was Daren's chance to present his counter-argument. To show Gina why he was the one she had chosen. To leave her with fresh, positive memories that would push back on Victor's dismissive insults.
Victor had already manipulated his wife into some sort of twisted sex contract. The battle for Gina's body had concluded in a humiliating loss for both Daren and his wife. But Daren could feel in his bones that Victor wanted Gina's heart and mind as well. And that battle was one he couldn't afford to lose.
Daren tried to look brave and confident in the mirror. He nearly pulled it off... he thought. He tried to adjust the boner tenting his pants one last time to make it less noticeable, and turned to leave the bathroom.
...
"Oooh, there's my handsome man!" said Gina enthusiastically, smiling warmly at Daren over her shoulder in the mirror as she put on her earrings. Daren smiled back, his chest puffing out subtly as he absorbed the compliment.
Well good, he ought to appreciate it. Gina was only going along with this evening for his benefit.
Well, that was sort of a harsh way to put it. Obviously Gina would be happy to have a romantic night out with her husband in normal circumstances. It was just that right now was maybe the worst time imaginable.
Gina had decided to keep the fact that she had just been fired from Daren for the time being. It wasn't an easy decision: after all, supposedly they had just confessed all of their darkest secrets to each other and started a clean slate. But even though Gina knew that telling Daren was the right thing to do, she just couldn't bring herself to do it. Daren would no doubt panic and get stressed, which would only add to the difficulty of the situation. He wasn't exactly the most reliable in a crisis. She would tell him after she had found a new job and the issue was dealt with. Hopefully, Victor would find her something soon...
That was another reason it was difficult to come clean with Daren about her temporary unemployment. For the past three days, Gina had been kissing Daren goodbye and heading straight to Victor's house rather than work. Victor claimed that he would be able to use his connections to secure Gina a job that perfectly matched her skillset. More importantly, he insisted that he would be able to get her hired without her new employer asking too many questions about how she left her last job. That was really the key; otherwise Gina would be happy to go job hunting without assistance.
The daily meetings were supposed to be strategy sessions and updates on Victor's efforts to find her a job. But instead, each meeting had devolved into sweaty, passionate sex. It was humiliating; Gina found it impossible to control herself. It would be one thing if Victor commanded her to give him sexual favors: she was still under the blackmail-enforced contract after all. But frustratingly, he didn't even need to. All it took was a little light flirtation from him in his deep, powerful voice, and Gina began blushing, growing hot and wet between her thighs.
So now Gina was keeping two dirty secrets from her poor husband. Not only was she not going to work, she was having illicit trysts with his boss on a daily basis. Right after finally coming clean about her coerced sexual relationship with Victor, she was straight back to keeping it a secret. For now at least.
All of this combined to make her on edge, stressed, and guilty. Not exactly a perfect mood for a romantic evening. But she understood that Daren needed this. He had been emasculated viciously over and over in the past few months. He needed the opportunity to show that he was her man. Particularly in bed. Gina was still a little appalled that her husband had let a girl his daughter's age trap him in chastity. But that was why this couldn't be put off any longer. Frustratingly, Daren hadn't been able to negotiate a full release, just a temporary one. So if they didn't fuck tonight, Daren would be out of luck. Daren really needed to step up and handle Victor's bratty daughter. Maybe Gina should have a word with her...
But regardless, Gina also wanted the opportunity to feel closer to Daren. Sexually speaking, she had practically been eating, drinking, and breathing pure Victor for over a month. She badly needed to reacquaint herself with her husband's tender, respectful lovemaking. In just a few weeks, her contract with Victor would be over, and she could finally pick up the pieces of their shattered relationship. Tonight would be a big first step toward that.
Even if she was in a rotten mood for it.
"You still haven't told me where we're going," said Gina warmly, moving up behind her husband and wrapping her arms around him. "Is it a surprise?"
Daren laughed and turned to kiss her as he put on his tie. "Not anymore! We're going to Cassa Rossa, I know Italian is your favorite."
Gina raised her eyebrows. He was right, it was her favorite. But Cassa Rossa was the same place Victor had taken her for their first date, the one he had won from her in a game of truth or dare. The choice was unexpectedly bold. Daren might be biting off a little more than he could chew by inviting a direct comparison with Gina's dominant affair partner.
But maybe boldness was called for here. Daren was desperate for her to see him as a man. He wanted his wife to place him in the same class as Victor. Gina wanted that for him as well. She would do everything she could to see him in that light.
"I'm impressed!" she said, squeezing her husband tight with a crooked smile. "Thanks for this, Daren. I'm looking forward to being... taken care of my man tonight." her hand slipped down to Daren's crotch to give it a quick, teasing rub. She was surprised to find her husband already fully erect. Wow! He was really excited for this.
"I love you, Gina," said Daren in an intense voice, a faint blush staining his cheeks as he subtly pushed his hips forward into her hand.
"I love you too, honey," she murmured, dropping her hand from her husband's stiffy awkwardly and turning away to fetch her heels from the closet. Daren let out a small sound of disappointment as she abruptly pulled away, but left things at that.
They had to leave in just a minute or two to make their reservation time, that was why she didn't want to go any further with Daren sexually right now. It had nothing to do with the way his erect cock felt strangely small in her hand.
...
Renee was feeling on top of the world.
Silly little Kissy had caused her stress for a few days with her foolish rebellion, but today it would end with the chesty slut's humiliating public defeat. And poor Kissy didn't even realize how public it would end up being...
Renee entered the girl's locker room to see Kissy standing stiff and nervous in the center of a circle of cheerleaders with an unconvincing expression of determination painted on her face. Renee stalked forward, taking her place at the front of the crowd and smirking as Kissy's wide blue eyes flickered down to her sweet body once again. The horny little slut couldn't help herself. How exactly did she expect to win if she couldn't keep her libido on a tight leash? The Harlowe family's talent for self-delusion never ceased to amaze Renee.
"Enough intimidation tactics Renee," said Kissy firmly, her eyes shining with the arousal and fear she thought she was concealing, "Are you going to start whatever fucking game you have planned, or are you going to spend more time trying to scare me?"
Renee grinned widely. Now that Kissy had played right into her hands, Renee didn't mind a little bravado from her victim. It would just make it that much sweeter when she groveled later. "We can start any time you want, Kissy," she said nonchalantly, "but you'll have to get naked before your initiation can begin."
Renee watched carefully as Kissy absorbed her opening move. The cute, dark-haired beauty's eyes widened for a moment, then a faint blush stained her cheeks. This was where a smart girl would refuse, possibly ditch the entire initiation entirely. Kissy ought to know by this point how mentally weak she was when she got horny. In fact, a truly smart girl would have realized ahead of time that this initiation would be erotic torture, and wouldn't have sprung the trap in the first place.



But despite her grades, Renee didn't really consider Kissy a smart girl anymore. Thinking with your pussy tends to turn anyone into a bimbo, no matter how many "A's" they get.
Kissy proved that she was exactly as smart as Renee suspected, first frowning, then letting out a huff of frustration, then swiftly tugging her long-sleeved sweater over her head, exposing her massive, bra-covered tits to the room of smirking, clothed cheerleaders. Kissy's face was light pink all over now as she fumbled with the clasp at the back of her bra, trying as hard as she could to not look anyone in the eyes as her bra fell loose, exposing her big beautiful tits, topped with pink nipples that were already stiffening. Clearly feeling the embarrassment of the cheerleaders' stares, Kissy clasped an inadequate arm over her chest, shrouding at least her hardening nipples.
"D-don't you all have something better to do than w-watch," stuttered Kissy selfconsciously as she shimmied her jeans down off her hips, causing her tits to jiggle enticingly beneath her covering arm.
"If you think that this is bad, wait until we actually get started," said Melissa in an undertone, causing a wave of giggles through the watching girls. Renee shot her blonde second-in-command a glare. Now was not the time to spook Kissy and put her guard up.
Because what Kissy saw next would be enough to spook anyone.
Kissy finally dropped her panties, revealing her closely-shaved patch of public hair and a tell-tale glisten that indicated she was already finding the initiation arousing before it even began. The hand that she wasn't using to barely conceal her tits dived down a moment later, hiding her pussy from Renee's prying eyes.
For now.
"Let's go, Kissy," said Renee with a gesture. Kissy tilted her head in confusion. Renee wasn't gesturing her toward the gym like she thought, but rather deeper into the changing room, toward the showers. Despite this strange development, she wearily followed Renee, her hot, sweaty palms concealing her shame, but doing nothing to hide her jiggling ass from the eyes of the giggling cheerleaders trailing after them.
Renee watched Kissy's reaction carefully as they entered the showers and the curvy, defiant sub saw what was waiting for her there.
"No," said Kissy flatly, her eyes flashing with disbelief and anger as she turned toward Renee. 'I won't do it."
Aha, there was that steel. Renee had learned in the past few weeks that, although Kissy was a marshmallow on the outside, she had a hidden core of strength. Renee had suspected that this step in the initiation process might be an obstacle...
Firmly secured to two of the shower heads on the walls were study chains with padded leather wrist restraints on their ends. A spreader bar sat on the damp tiled floor, ready to be fitted on Kissy's slim ankles. The setup positively oozed sexual danger and the potential for humiliation. Enough that even a horny little ditz like Kissy was balking. Kissy's troubled eyes swung back to the chains and spreader bar, and Renee could see a shudder pass through her, raising goosebumps all over her naked body.
She might be scared, but there was hunger in her eyes as well. Renee was confident she could convince Kissy to work against her own interests here. The little bimbo just needed a little push.
"I thought you might say that, Kissy dear," said Renee with a performative sigh, crossing her arms beneath her round, full tits, squishing them upward slightly. "All the members of the squad need to put themselves in the captain's hands and obey without question. I never thought you could do that. You were the one who insisted that you be allowed to join."
"Renee, this is insane," said Kissy in a voice that was probably intended to be firm, but ended up sounding more pleading. Renee noticed that Kissy's lower hand was now gripping even tighter between her legs... almost as if she was desperate to hide whatever physical reaction she was having down there. "If I did this... I would be putting myself completely at your m-mercy! You could do anything you wanted to me!"
Renee chuckled, approaching Kissy with a slow, deliberate pace, her eyes locked with Kissy's in an intense, smokey stare. "That's right. That's the initiation. You need to put yourself in my hands. Completely."
Kissy visibly gulped, her eyes darting over Renee's body and her face growing an even deeper shade of pink. "Well then... What are you planning to do to me? When I'm helpless? I m-mean... if I said yes," she added hastily, her voice trembling.
Awww, poor little Kissy. Where was the confidence you had just a few minutes ago? "You don't get to know beforehand," purred Renee, reaching out a finger to trace teasingly down the pebbled flesh of Kissy's arm and sending another shudder through the pathetic little submissive's curvy body. "But don't worry. Your safe word is "albatross". It will be respected absolutely. If you say that word, the game will stop instantly... and you'll lose."
A real, functional safeword was an important part of Renee's plans. Kissy had to know in the aftermath that this was something she could have stopped at any time, but didn't. Renee was confident that the word albatross would never pass Kissy's sweet lips.
Renee let the moment hang in the air, watching with interest as a war played out on Kissy's cute face. She watched in real-time as fear and reluctance fought Kissy's libido and naturally submissive nature, and began to lose.
Renee waited patiently as the other cheerleaders around her tittered and whispered, all eyes on the naked slut blushing in front of them.
It was just a matter of time.
...
Cassie's mind was working so hard she wouldn't be surprised if steam was shooting out of her ears.
Putting herself in a position where she was bound, helpless, and completely at Renee's mercy was obviously a bad idea. But was it any worse of an idea than agreeing to the initiation in the first place? She already knew that Renee would throw everything she had into winning and forcing Cassie to admit she wasn't good enough to be a cheerleader. She also knew that, knowing Renee, the initiation would probably involve sexual teasing. So really, was this set-up any worse than what she had already imagined?
Kissy's eyes flicked once again to the study-looking leather wrist bindings hanging from the shower heads. Her hand clasped tighter unconsciously on her moistening pussy. The very idea of being caught and displayed, utterly helpless in front of a woman as cruel and lovely as Renee... it filled her with a surprisingly powerful flare of twisted heat.
She had no idea what Renee planned to do with her once she was bound, but she had no doubt it would be powerfully erotic. And the scariest thing was how badly a part of Kissy wanted that. She wanted to feel Renee's wicked little fingers on her body again.
Cassie shook herself. It actually didn't matter what Renee planned to do to her. What mattered in the end was Cassie's goal. She needed to defeat Renee's best efforts to break her. She had staked her reputation on it. When Cassie became a cheerleader against Renee's wishes, it would shatter the Queen Bee's reputation for invincibility. In the end, the fact that the initiation was dangerous, humiliating, and made her shamefully horny made no difference. She knew this wouldn't be easy. But she had to do it anyway.
Cassie let out a shuddering breath and said, "Ok. Fine, let's do this," in a cracked, dry voice, unable to look Renee in the eye.
The assembled cheerleaders burst into mocking cheers and laughter as Renee touched her shoulder, guiding her toward the restraints on the wall. The triumphant grin on Renee's face made Cassie anxious, but she had no choice but to play along. Cassie swore to herself that she would win, and rub Renee's smug face in her defeat.
Melissa came forward as well, the co-capatins standing on either side of Cassie as she tried to collect herself for the ordeal ahead, taking deep breaths and closing her eyes for a moment.
Mel sighed impatiently, but Renee shushed her. "Give her time, Mel," insisted Renee, her eyes oddly serious as she studied Cassie's face. "This is a big step after all."
Cassie's stomach roiled with fear and arousal and desperation to be brave. Well, it was now or never. It wouldn't get easier the more she waited. With a hot, liquid feeling of anxious lust squirming in her belly, Cassie released her sweaty hands from her breasts and vagina, slowly stretching them up in a 'Y" shape toward the wrist restraints. She blushed even harder than before as the assembled crowd of cheerleaders giggled and pointed at her stiff nipples and gleaming inner thighs. Her arousal at this predicament was plain for everyone to see.
Renee and Mel moved confidently and quickly to strap Cassie's wrists in tightly, then knelt to attach the spreader bar to her ankles.
It was all over in a matter of seconds. With her heart thumping loudly in her chest, Cassie experimentally jerked her wrists. Renee had prepared well. There was very little give; it would be completely impossible to cover herself until Renee released her. Her ankles were firmly held by the spreader bar; she had no way of closing her thighs either.
The word "albatross" almost slipped out right then and there. Her nudity wasn't just exposed; her ability to move freely and choose when to cover herself was gone now as well. Cassie had never felt this vulnerable in her life. But her determination to win still burned brightly in her heart... and besides, standing here totally helpless with Renee's wicked, dark eyes studying her most intimate areas was... less unpleasant than she thought, even if it was intimidating.
That feeling of erotic vulnerability only spiked as Harmony rushed forward, placing two objects into Renee's outstretched hand. Cassie's eyes widened as she saw what they were.
A can of shaving cream and a disposable razor.
"Wh-what are you doing?" asked Cassie nervously as Renee stalked forward, her hands instinctively clanking against her chains as her eyes followed the gorgeous cheerleader's progress.
"Just the first part of the initiation, Kissy dear," said Renee in a voice of mock innocence, squirting out a healthy dollop of the cream onto her hand as she got alarmingly close to her chained submissive. "All new cheerleaders must go utterly hairless. Squad rules."
"N-no Renee," said Cassie, the facade of defiance she was trying to project cracking, "That's going too far. In front of all these people...?" the last part of the sentence emerged in a miserable squeak.
Renee cocked her head with a wicked smile. "Sorry babe, I couldn't quite hear you. Is that 'albatross' you said?"
"No... but Renee..."
The gorgeous cheer captain ignored her protests, her hand reaching down without further warning to smear the smooth, rich foam all over Cassie's pussy and pubic area. Cassie let out a strangled sound of shock, trying ineffectively to scoot back, or close her legs, or swat Renee's hand away. Her bondage prevented all three attempts at escape from the humiliation.
As Cassie gasped, trying not to look into the glittering, amused eyes of the surrounding cheerleaders, Renee squatted down, removing the safety cover from the razor. Cassie's naked breasts heaved in passion and anticipation. Renee's dark, lovely eyes stared up into hers as she steadied herself against one of Cassie's trembling thighs with one hand... then slowly dragged the sharp razor across the bound submissive's soft mound, coming away dripping in foam mixed with dark hair.
"Why?" asked Cassie, feeling like her whole body was blushing, pulsing with hot, rich blood as the razor swiped carefully over her mons pubis again, leaving only smooth, creamy flesh behind.
Renee giggled as she carefully concentrated on her work. "Bush is a sign of maturity. Power. You're the newest member of our squad... if you pass that is. The lowest on the totem pole. And everyone is going to see that every time we change. All they'll have to do is take a peek between these thick thighs." She punctuated her statement with a slap at Cassie's thighs, making her yelp a little at the sharp sensation.
Now the giggles and whispers of the other girls felt even more pointed and embarrassing. This wasn't just a random clean-up. It was meant to feel like an insulting demotion. A symbol of her lower status. With every scraping swipe of the razor blade, Cassie could feel the mocking eyes of the other cheerleaders boring into the soft, naked flesh between her legs.
Renee seemed like an expert at the task, and it took her only about five minutes to clear away every trace of Cassidy's trimmed pubic hair... along with a great deal of her pride and defiance. When she finished, she wiped away the remaining flecks of foam and stood back to admire her handiwork with the other girls.
Cassie felt like she was dying of shame as the entire cheerleading squad examined and admired her newly-bare pussy. Soft, creamy white, and silky-smooth. If this was par for the course for the rest of the initiation, Cassie was worried about what may be yet to come.
"If you pass, you'll be expected to stay smooth and bare until you've earned the right to do otherwise," said Renee smugly, handing off the dirty razor and foam to one of the girls. "Ok, so much for the setup. Let's proceed to the main event."
Another girl placed something else into her outstretched hand.
It was a sleep mask: the thick kind that blocked out all light completely.
...
Gina did her level best to keep a warm, happy smile on her face. This was ok. It was fine really. It was important to have reasonable expectations.
Another waiter sped out of the kitchen, and the swinging door once again clunked into the back of Gina's seat.
Daren must have caught his wife's flash of annoyance as her pleasant expression failed for an instant because he looked stricken and asked, "Are you sure you're ok with your seat? I... I could switch with you if you want!" The way he had to push the fronds of the potted fern behind him out of his face as he spoke didn't make his spot an attractive prospect either.
Gina took a deep breath and gritted her teeth. "No dear," she said in a sunny voice, "The seat doesn't bother me. What matters is that we're here together."
Cassa Rossa was an upscale establishment, but apparently even they weren't above squeezing in more tables than could comfortably fit on the restaurant floor. Gina had expected Daren to say something when the maitre d' led them to the unacceptable table, but he had simply sat down with a sour expression on his face. When Gina came here with Victor, they sat at a table larger than they needed in a secluded corner: the best seat in the house.
But she couldn't blame Daren for that; her husband simply didn't have the money or connections that his boss did.
Finally, the waiter approached their table, with an air of studied indifference. 'Sir, Madame," he said with a brief, insincere smile, "So sorry for the wait. What can I get you to drink?"
Gina glanced at her husband, wondering if he was going to say anything about the half-hour wait. But Daren had his nose buried in the wine list. "Ummm, I thought the Mont Chevalier Cabernet looked good," he said mildly, "but I don't see any prices listed..."
The waiter let out a small, muffled sound that was halfway between a scoff and a laugh. "That particular wine is two hundred a bottle, sir," he said in an oily voice. "Is that what you would like to order?"
Daren looked taken aback at the price. "Oh! Well, uh, that may be a little out of my price range. I'm no connoisseur. Fancy wine would be wasted on me. Do you have anything that is maybe a little..."
Gina's hand went to her forehead in embarrassment. She felt like the other nearby tables were watching them. Why would Daren take her to an expensive restaurant and then publicly complain about not being able to afford it?
The waiter was clearly grinning down at his notebook as he murmured, "We have a house red at fifty dollars a bottle that may meet your... high standards, sir."
"Sure," said Daren, looking visibly and embarrassingly unhappy at the price of the worst bottle of wine in the house. "And could we get an order of breadsticks?"
Gina heard a muffled laugh from a table over.
"We don't serve bread sticks, I'm afraid, but I encourage you to review our antipasto menu at your leisure," said the waiter smoothly, his face returning to a cool expressionlessness. "I will return shortly."
The wine turned out to be disappointing. Probably not even worth the fifty dollars Daren paid for it. Luckily, the conversation was better than the wine.
"No way," said Gina with a snort, taking another sip of the sub-par wine. "You're making it up."
"I swear!" said Daren with a chuckle of his own. "I read all about it the other day. White wine causes fewer hangovers. Less tannins, less alcohol. It's science."
Gina shook her head with a warm smile, reaching across the table to take her husband's hand. She enjoyed just spending time with him. They had been so confused and stressed by all this Cross bullshit lately that they hadn't done this enough. It was true that their relationship had had its rough spots, but there was a reason that they had stayed together so long through thick and thin. Daren could be frustrating, but he was smart and kind and filled with curiosity and wonder at the world. It was something that Gina thought she lacked sometimes, and Daren helped her stop and smell the roses.
"Well then maybe we should have ordered the white," said Gina lightly, taking another sip and trying not to make a face. "Or are you trying to get me drunk and have your way with me, mister?"
"Guilty," said Daren with a laugh. There was a spark in his eyes as he squeezed her hand, saying, "Hey babe, let's go to a wine tasting together when we take care of all this... unpleasantness. Better yet: let's go to a wine tasting in Italy. Cassie will be off to college soon... it will be just you and me, together."
Gina probably should have objected on financial grounds alone... but Daren was so excited and sincere that she couldn't bear to disappoint him. Besides, in this sweet, tender moment, shhe would say anything to make them feel closer.
"I'd like that, babe," she said gently, leaning across the table to give her husband a sweet, chaste kiss on the lips, sealing the intimate moment.
They sat for a moment just looking into each other's eyes with smiles on their faces, feeling pleased with each other's company. And then the moment was spoiled by an unfortunate call back to reality.
"So, how are things going at work?" asked Daren brightly, pushing the fern out of his face, "have you finally beat that little worm Xavier and claimed your promotion?"
Gina took a sip of wine to cover her expression as the vivid memory of sucking Xavier Mason's cock and publically surrendering to him flooded her mind. No, far from beating Xavier, it was she who experienced humiliating defeat, shortly before she was fired.
But that wasn't something Daren needed to know. "It's fine," she lied smoothly, "No progress yet. I'll let you know. How about you? How is work going?"
Gina noted a twist of Daren's lip as well as he said vaguely, "Oh, well. You know. Same old, same old," before drifting off into silence. Interesting. Was Daren hiding something about work from her as well? Gina imagined it must be unpleasant to work under someone who was fucking your wife. Whatever it was, it couldn't be as bad as what had happened to Gina.
Silence fell between them, but this time stiff and awkward rather than comfortable and loving. Their previous conversation was what their relationship used to be like... before Victor had inserted himself between them. It was painful and frustrating that their current circumstances left minefields like this in what used to be pleasant conversations.



"So Cassie told me she's officially becoming a part of the cheerleader squad tonight," said Daren suddenly.
"Really?" asked Gina, perking up and leaning forward. "That's great! She's always been a little shy and reserved. Its good to see her opening herself up to new experiences." The past year there had been a little tension between Gina and her only daughter, but she felt genuinely proud that her little bookworm was branching out. Gina had complicated feelings about her own time on the high school cheerleading squad, but there were a lot of good memories there as well.
"Yeah," said Daren warmly, "she seemed really fired up about it. I'm happy for her too. I've always said that everyone likes her, so she should be a little less shy."
Now that they had broken the awkward ice between them with the topic of their beloved daughter, the conversation flowed more easily. Gina was able to focus a little less on the subpar wine and the insultingly bad seating and just concentrate on talking with her husband. It felt like the evening would be a success, no matter how it had started.
But then Gina saw him across the room.
Victor Cross. The bastard. The handsome, tall, smirking bastard. Gina's lips tightened, and she shook her head at him, but it was too late. He was already making his way across the restaurant to their table, with that old insufferable grin on his face.
He couldn't let Gina have just one night alone with her husband. Gina felt angry. She felt frustrated.
But worst of all, as Daren chattered away not yet realizing what had happened, and Gina stared into the eyes of the man who was pursuing her relentlessly...
... Gina felt turned on.
....
Poor little Kissy's look of horny terror as the blindfold slipped over her eyes was as adorable as it was hilarious.
"R-Renee!" Squeaked Kissy, tugging ineffectually on her chains as her sight was taken from her, "What is this? Why are you...?"
"Shhhh," said Renee gently, laying a shushing finger across Kissy's trembling lips. She noticed with delight that Kissy's nipples had somehow gotten even more erect, pebbly and crinkled with desire. "I don't want to hear any whining from you, Kissy. Not unless it's the safeword. The blindfold is necessary for our little game."
Kissy was about to learn a deliciously kinky lesson: when your sight was taken away, it made it that much easier to focus on the sensation of touch.
It also made it a lot harder to tell what was going on around you. Renee silently pointed at Mel, who pulled out her cell phone and started filming the juicy little slut chained naked to the wall. A few other girls had their phones out as well, capturing Kissy's humiliation from multiple angles. It would look almost professional when Renee edited the footage and blurred out all the faces except Kissy's.
"The game is simple," said Renee, leaning forward to whisper in her captive's ear. "A little challenge to see how well you know your squad. Your teammates are going to take turns touching you. You need to guess who it is. Get the answer right three times, and your initiation is over. Well... it's over after you drink the slurry, of course."
"The slurry?" asked Kissy, a note of justified apprehension in her voice.
"A bit gross, but a harmless little dare," said Renee breezily, "Everyone in the room adds a little bit of the liquid of their choice to a cup. Nothing inedible allowed. You've got to drink it down. Is that a problem? Want to give up?"
"N-no," said Kissy stubbornly, clearly glaring despite the sleep mask blocking her eyes. "Let's g-get on with this."
"You heard the lady," said Renee with a smirk. She pointed to Harmony and Daria, beckoning them forward. The petite Asian and the tall redhead grinned at each other and moved forward as one. They had a particular fondness for sexually bullying Kissy, and Renee wanted to reward them for all their hard work in preparing for this day.
As they moved forward, someone fished Kissy's large pink plastic water bottle from her gym bag, dumped it out in the sink, and placed it on a central bench out in the changing area. Girls began gathering around, waiting their turn to tease Kissy and killing time by adding their chosen liquid to the slurry. A little vodka... a little peptobismal. The addition of chocolate milk and pickle juice gave it a visibly disgusting texture... but most of the ingredients added right now were just to mask the taste. The important additions would come later.
Mel filmed with a smirk on her face as Harmony and Daria approached the bound and helpless Kissy.
Kissy gasped as Harmony's hot little hands traced over her hips in one fleeting motion before darting away. The wicked tease began touching softly and fleetingly all over Kissy's body, never focusing on one place too long. Renee had been very clear with the girls in her briefing: for the first round of the game no touching of the slut's pussy or nipples, but apart from that, they were supposed to get creative.
Daria took a different approach than the quick teasing touches Harmony was delivering. She dipped her head and went straight for Kissy's exposed armpit, taking on long, sultry lick up its smooth, shaved length.
Kissy let out a scandalized moan as the sensation of Daria's targeted attack blended with Harmony's teasing flurry of petting. Slick lines of liquid were already tracing their way down her inner thighs. After a long few squirming, moaning minutes, Kissy seemed to finally realize that she was supposed to be guessing whose hands and tongue were all over her. "Is it H-harmony? And Daria?" she asked in a voice wobbling with passion.
"Nope," said Renee firmly. Harmony clapped a hand over her mouth to prevent herself from giggling evilly. "Sorry Kissy, better luck next time." Renee had never seen the need to play fair in her games. The purpose of today's little exercise was publicly turning Kissy in a sloppy, horny mess and breaking her resistance. She wouldn't let some petty rules or fairness get in the way of that goal.
Renee snapped her fingers, and Mel pulled two thick black markers from her bag of supplies. Daria and Harmony took them eagerly and uncapped them, advancing on Kissy once again. Daria went for the forehead, while Harmony focused on Kissy's inner thigh. Renee wasn't surprised; those were two prime pieces of real estate.
Kissy flinched when the markers first touched her skin, but seemed to realize immediately what was happening. "Wh-what is this?" she asked, still desperately trying to sound sharp and demanding. "What are they writing?"
"Oh, did I forget to tell you?" asked Renee sweetly. "It's just a little penalty for guessing wrong. A harmless little prank. Don't worry, Kissy. Washable markers." Another lie. Kissy would have these marks on her body for a good few days.
Daria finished writing "Bimbo" across Kissy's forehead just as Harmony dotted the last "i" with a heart in "Virgin Slut".
"Let's continue," said Renee, waving Daria and Harmony away and gesturing two more girls forward. "See if you can guess correctly this time!"
...
Cheerleader after cheerleader came forward, touching and teasing every part of Kissy except for her throbbing nipples and leaking cunt.
At this point, she would have welcomed it. Her whole body felt hot and tingly, on the edge and desperate for a deeper, more satisfying touch. Some girls were soft and teasing; a whisper of a finger tracing down her inner thigh... an almost sweet cupping of her cheek... a fingernail tracing the outer curve of her breast. Others were brazed and forceful; two hands reaching behind her to powerfully knead her ass... a palm pressed against her vulnerable throat... a girl lifting Cassie's foot to aggressively suck on her toes. Cassie's helpless position and sightlessness enhanced every sensation. Even a warm hand simply cupping her breast was enough to send waves of pleasure through her helpless, bound body.
But no matter how the squad member touched her, it would always end the same way: Kissy would rack her brain and make her best guess, and Renee, who was always waiting and watching nearby, would gleefully say she was incorrect. Kissy's head swam as she tried desperately to keep straight which girls were in the squad, and try to speculate who it was who had touched her.
Cassie could feel more and more drawings and phrases from her penalties drawn onto her body. She had no way of telling what they said, but she could have sworn she felt hearts several times, and once, with a shiver, she felt the word "cock" distinctively as it was traced on her skin.
Cassie panted, allowing herself to hang from the restraints for a moment, feeling the dark heat of submissive arousal pulse through her body. If she could just have a short break to relieve herself... But she knew that this was part of the initiation. Renee knew this kind of teasing turned her on. This frustrated arousal was part of the game. She would have to endure it.
Cassie realized that it had been a solid minute since a cheerleader's hand had touched her. She raised her head in confusion, tilting her ears to try to hear better. She could tell there were still girls in the locker room nearby, laughing and talking low enough that she couldn't make out the words... but no one in the shower room with her said a word.
"R-renee?" asked Cassie in a wavering voice.
But before she could go on, two small, confident hands made contact, palming the outer curve of Cassie's tender breasts, then squeezing firmly, sending a molten, liquid jolt of pleasure through her belly. A moan slipped involuntarily between her soft lips, sweet and low, and as the mysterious feminine hands began to lavish attention on her needy tits. The soft, delicate fingers swirled and teased, almost but never quite reaching Cassie's stiff nipples as they touched every other inch of her round, heaving breasts.
"Please," breathed Cassie, arching her back and pressing her chest forward eagerly. She needed more. She knew that there were likely other girls in the room who could see her wanton display, but she didn't care anymore. All that mattered to her was the satisfying feeling of her nipples finally getting the attention they needed.
The hand hesitated, then grabbed her tits once again, palms on the outside and thumbs in the center.
The soft thumbs circled Cassie's throbbing nipples, making her bite her lower lip hard to rifle a pathetic whimper of need. Then... slowly... torturously, the thumb slid over Cassie's stiff, swollen nubs, pressing hard into their aching flesh. Cassie's mouth burst open and let out a loud, uninhibited moan of slutty delight. Her bound wrists and stolen sight made the sensation of pleasure on her nipples feel like a living, breathing thing, filling her mind and enflaming her submissive lust. The thumbs wiggled and pressed with firm pressure for a moment while the cheerleader's hands dominantly palmed the outer curves of her tits.
Cassie realized she could smell the sweet, fruity perfume of the cheerleader in front of her. There was only one person who had this dominant touch... who knew exactly how to drive Cassie crazy. Cassie's worst enemy. Her sexual obsession.
"Renee," whimpered Cassie.
Renee leaned forward, her lips pressed right up against Cassie's ear. "Ding Ding Ding," she whispered mockingly. Cassie's enhanced senses made even the hot wet whisper send a pulse of sexual heat through her body. "Funny. You're so bad at guessing all the other girls, but you knew my touch right away. It's almost like your body memorized the feel of my hands..."
Too soon, Renee's wicked hands pulled away from Cassie's tits. Cassie heard a marker uncap.
"Well, that one down and two to go," said Renee breezily. "But I think that you need a little handicap. Why don't I have the girls start touching you a little more... intimately? Right after I give you my penalty of course."
Cassie squirmed in her bindings as Renee began writing with her marker, on the shaved-smooth pubic area just above Cassie's throbbing pussy. Maybe it was her increased sensitivity, or maybe she just knew Renee too well, but this time she had no difficulty feeling what the bratty queen bee was writing...
"Renee's" with a thick arrow pointing downward.
...
Daren noticed that Gina was distracted by something, but by that time he realized what she was staring at it was already too late. Just moments later there he was, Daren's cocky, womanizing boss, looming over the table like a dark thundercloud.
"Well, well, well," said Victor Cross, his eyes smoothly sliding over Daren for just an instant, as if he was of no consequence, before fixing intensely on Gina, "imagine my pleasure at seeing you here. Enjoying a night out, I see!"
Daren felt a petulant frustration rise inside him and tried carefully to keep it off his face. His suave, handsome boss was now leaning over the table, eyes locked to Gina's, his smile as broad and arrogant as ever. Daren knew now that Renee and her father were coordinating their efforts, playing some sort of twisted game with his family. If Renee knew that this was the night Daren was taking Gina out on a date, then so did Victor. He couldn't even let Daren have this one night alone with Gina without tainting it.
"Yes, Victor," said Gina, her arms crossed angrily over her chest and her tone dripping with exasperation, "we were having a great time. Don't you have anything better to do than stalk me?"
Daren glanced over at his wife and was dismayed at the look in her eyes. She was obviously upset that Victor was there, Daren could tell by the set of her eyebrows and the glint in her eyes... but there was a certain hunger in her expression as well. Even though Gina was the strongest woman he knew, Daren was aware that she had a strange weakness when it came to Victor Cross. No matter how furious he made her, there was something that drew Gina to Victor like a moth to the flame. He had witnessed it again and again in the past few months as Gina swore to never give in to Victor... then failed over and over. And he was seeing it now, in the way her angry eyes studied his face... and in the way she unconsciously pushed her chest out further in his presence.
Daren needed to nip this in the bud. This night belonged to him and Gina. He opened his mouth to say something, but then Victor's eyes flicked over to him and the protest stuck in his throat. The expression that Victor wore when he looked at his prey's husband was one of subtly concealed contempt, shot through with amusement. The eyes of a born bully, who couldn't even conceive of defeat.
"You wound me!" said Victor warmly, speaking to Gina even though his predatory eyes stayed focused with laser-like intensity on Daren. "If you will recall, I'm a regular here as well. I just happened to see you and come over to say hello." His eyes briefly studied the setting of the small, inconviently placed table and he smirked. "But why are you sitting in the worst seat of the house? It won't do. No woman associated with me will ever be sidelined like this. It's an embarrassment..." He side-eyed Daren, and his smirk grew wider, "... no matter who is accompanying her for the evening."
Daren flushed, and Gina frowned at the barely veiled insult, but Victor wasn't currently paying attention. He snapped his fingers imperiously and a waiter appeared in a flash, looking attentive. "This seating is unacceptable. Gigi Swallowes does not sit near the kitchen," said Victor in a firm, no-nonsense tone.
Daren frowned in confusion. He'd never heard the name "Swallowes". Just a degrading spin on the name Harlowe, he supposed, although he was shocked to hear Victor use a demeaning, sexual nickname like that to Gina's face (and even more surprised that her only reaction seemed to an annoyed huff and a roll of her eyes). But Gigi... it had been a long time since he had heard anyone call Gina that. Not since high school. How did Victor know that nickname?
'I'm sorry sir, but at the moment, we don't have..." said the waiter with a cringing, apologetic posture.
"Find a way," said Victor, raising an eyebrow. "Or should I give my old friend Marco a call and get this straightened out?"
The waiter went pale, bowed, and scuttled away.
"Victor, you don't always have to swing your dick around," grumbled Gina. "If the poor waiter says there isn't a table, there's nothing he can do." But despite her disapproving tone, a faint smile touched Gina's lips, and her skin looked the slightest bit flushed as she stared up at the tall muscular man looming above their table. A sort of soft gleam shone in her eyes that made jealous arousal squirm to life in Daren's guts.
Victor softly chuckled, saying in a low confident tone, "What's the point of having a big dick if I can't swing it around from time to time, kitten? What, you expect me to watch you suffer?"
Gina laughed as well, then seemed to catch herself, and reached across the table to pointedly take Daren's hand in hers. It still didn't quite take the sting away from seeing his wife openly flirt with another man right in front of him. Victor's casual innuendo and use of pet names made Daren's blood boil... and humiliatingly rush to his cock at the same time.
The waiter hurried back, explaining that, in fact, they had managed to find a better table after all!
"See?" said Victor pleasantly, holding out a hand to Gina to help her up. "It wasn't about the tables at all. It was about the man asking." Gina raised her eyebrows and gave Daren's boss one of her patented cool, unimpressed looks... but her hand still unclasped from Daren's to accept his offer of assistance getting up.
Daren felt the powerful, twisted combination of lust and jealousy that Renee had been nurturing inside him roar hotter and higher as he looked up at Gina, staring into Victor's eyes, her delicate feminine hand momentarily held in his huge, powerful grip. A wave of erotic inferiority crashed over him, so strong he could barely breathe.
Even though he was right here... even though Gina was resisting... she was still powerfully drawn to choose the superior male. Daren could tell.
The moment was broken as Gina slipped her hand out of Victor's and smoothed her dress, her face flushing pink. "Well, honey," she said a little awkwardly, looking toward Daren, "I know we need to get back to our date, but I really do think that it would be a bit more fun at a better table. I'm SURE that Mr. Cross just wants to show us to the table he so generously helped us secure, and then say goodnight." She gave Victor a pointed look with the last statement, silently adding that she had better be correct.
"R-right," said Daren, unable to think up a good reason to refuse. It was humiliating. Another power play from his boss, showing that, even on their special date night, he was more equipped to provide for and please Gina than her own husband. But trying to refuse the offer now would only make Gina more frustrated. Better to accept Victor's poisonous gift, say goodbye to him, then get on with the evening.
But when he began to stand up, Daren realized he might have... a small problem.
Shit. Seeing his wife's reluctant attraction to Victor firsthand had apparently been a little overstimulating to his freshly-released cock. Daren once again had a painful stiffy, currently only hidden by the tablecloth.
But he was caught between a rock and a hard place. The waiter, Victor, and Gina were all looking at him, confused and expectant, waiting for him to go to the new table. Daren tried to reach down and covertly adjust himself, but there was just no hiding an erection this powerful. And there was no more waiting either. Gina frowned and opened her mouth to say something hurrying him along. Without thinking about it further, Daren stood, revealing his shame. Victor snorted, and Gina gave him a look of disappointment.



"Honey... in public?" she said in a defeated tone. Daren blushed and tried to explain, but for the moment he couldn't fight through his stammer. "Just... come on," said Gina, closing her eyes for a second, then visibly trying to move past the awkwardness of the moment, grabbing Daren's hand and pulling him along behind the nervous waiter.
Their new table was, in fact, quite a bit better than the one they had previously. Gina looked pleased as Victor pulled out a chair for her gallantly, allowing her to sit. Daren took his seat on the other side of the table, gratefully hiding his hardon under a tablecloth once again.
"Well," said Gina reluctantly, "Thank you, Victor. I have to admit this is better. But please, this is my time with my husband. It'ss supposed to be about us. Please respect that."
"Of course," said Victor smoothly, "I just wanted to give your husband a helping hand. Your two men have to stick together, right? I'll be taking my leave."
His eyes sparkled wickedly as he added, as if it was an afterthought, "But maybe I could get a kiss goodnight?"
"Victor," said Gina warningly, "this is exactly what I was talking about. You're trying to make this about you and me. It's not. Tonight is about me and Daren." But even though her words and tone were unambiguously dismissive, Daren could see the flush growing in his cheeks, as her fingers played nervously with the ends of her hair. He could tell that the idea of kissing Victor in front of her husband wasn't completely unappealing to Gina, and that realization made his lust and sense of inferiority leap even higher.
"Come now," said Victor, looking back and forth between husband and wife. "We're all adults here. We all know that in our current arrangement, Gina and I do a lot more than kissing. I assumed Daren was ok with that, considering how he reacted to the news in the video footage you sent me."
Daren's face burned with shame and his cock throbbed with masochistic delight. So Victor had watched the video of him jerking off while Gina described her betrayal. His dominant, manly boss now knew exactly how much being cuckolded turned him on. There was more nuance to it than that of course: Daren wanted to kick his humiliation addiction and stop Gina's relationship with Victor even if it did turn him on... But there was nothing he could say in this moment that would make the situation look better for him.
"You also know that if I ordered it, I could make you kiss me despite your misgivings," said Victor in a hard, smoldering voice, his eyes now focusing intensely on Gina. "If anything, I'm being a perfect gentleman by only asking politely. Besides. Daren doesn't even mind. Can I kiss your wife goodnight, Harlowe?"
The last question was directed at him, and to Daren's horror, both Victor and Gina's eyes swung in his direction. Victor's eyes exerted a powerful coercive pressure that made Daren feel weak and helpless, but Gina's eyes were worse. Contrary to her strong words, Gina's eyes were confused, indecisive. Fuck. She wanted to kiss Victor. She wanted his permission but wasn't sure it was right to ask for it.
And what did Daren want? Letting Victor kiss his wife right in front of him was obviously a bad idea... but it would also undoubtedly be hot. His hardon throbbed with painful stiffness beneath the table. Maybe Renee had ruined him with her meticulous corruption. Maybe he had always been weak beneath the surface. But, whatever the reason, he wasn't able to resist the twisted temptation of the moment.
"S-sure," he said through numb lips. "I d-don't mind." His guts churned again as he saw the faint look of pleasure on his wife's face.
Gina turned toward Victor, her lips gently parting as he leaned low. Victor's dark hand rose, lifting Gina's chin as his lips approached hers. Then met.
Daren's mouth felt uncomfortably dry as he watched Gina's eyes close. She lost herself in the kiss. It started gentle and almost chaste, their lips touching softly. But then Victor pressed forward, tilting his face slightly as his tongue intruded into Gina's mouth. Daren felt nothing but overwhelming, impotent lust as Gina's lips opened wider, accepting his boss's tongue without complaint. Her hand rose in turn, first lightly resting on Victor's collar, then gripping and clutching, pulling the dominant man deeper into her submissive kiss.
Daren felt like the rest of the restaurant was watching. It seemed painfully obvious that Gina was on a date with him, but also kissing another man. The humiliation was almost too much to bear... and more importantly, Daren was worried that it he allowed things to proceed any further, he would cum in his pants.
He finally let out an awkward little cough, which finally snapped Gina out of whatever sexual daze she was in. She seemed shocked to find her hand gripping Victor's collar, and she dropped it hastily, her eyebrows knitting in confusion and anger. She scooted a couple of inches away from Victor and glared at him like she had somehow been tricked.
Victor took the reaction in good grace, smiling broadly and rising from his bent posture. "I think it's time I left," he said smoothly, "but let me send a favorite bottle of mine to the table as an apology for my instruction. You should have known better than to order the house red, Hardon."
...
Kissy whined and bucked, panting in lust and arching hard against her restraints as Melissa's slim middle finger slowly pumped in and out of her tight, silky-smooth virgin pussy.
Renee watched the little slut's reactions carefully, judging the ragged edge of her breaths, the intensity of her moans, the motion of her pitifully humping hips. She waited a second more, then placed a hand on Melissa's shoulder.
Mel looked a bit annoyed, but instantly withdrew her sopping hand from between Kissy's trembling thighs. Kitty let out a liquid whine of sexual need, her high and mighty defiance discarded completely. "J-just a little more..." she whimpered, hanging her head to hide her blushing face.
Renee and Melissa grinned wickedly at each other. Everything was going exactly according to plan. The second round of Kissy's sexual torment involved direct stimulation of Kissy's erogenous zones. Nipple pinching and rubbing, kissing, and most importantly fingering were now on the table, and the cheer squad was taking full and enthusiastic advantage.
But Renee kept a close eye on the proceedings at all times. A key part of her plan was that Kissy wasn't allowed to cum. Renee's slutty little virgin bestie had to be kept right on the edge, never allowed to find release. Each successive cheerleader had needed less and less stimulation to bring Kissy right to the edge of orgasm. Mel herself had needed less than thirty seconds to make Kissy a quivering, begging mess. Luckily for the plan, Renee knew her sub's body like the back of her hand, and was able to stop each and every girl right before poor Kissy achieved climax.
"Well, babe," said Renee brightly, "who do you think that was?"
"Daria?" asked Kissy miserably, without much hope. Her guesses had been getting worse and worse with time as well.
"Ooooh, no luck," said Renee with false sympathy. "Would you prefer to give up, sweetie?"
Kissy shook her head wildly from side to side. She seemed just as terrified of losing her chance to orgasm at this point as she was of being defeated in the game.
Kissy was truly a pathetic sight at this point. Nipples stiff and swollen, panting and drooling with submissive lust, legs shaking, and inner thighs slick with her own juices. The last round had turned her skin into a tapestry of sexual bullying, with drawn penises, crude insults, and obscene descriptions all over her pale naked body. Perfectly prepared for the real show, which hadn't even yet started.
But first, a sweet ending to the second round was in order.
Renee stalked forward, her eyes alight with possessive heat as she slipped a warm hand up the slippery skin of Kissy's inner thigh. Kissy's breath hitched immediately, her hips tilting outward in a needy gesture of desperation. The little slut was already at the point where she would do almost anything in order to cum.
But Renee didn't need "almost anything" she needed complete obedience. Kissy was horny, but not yet broken. But she would be soon, Renee could taste it.
Kissy sloppy cunt was dripping with lubrication, so hot Renee could practically feel its radiated heat, and blooming with lust. No sooner did Renee's gentle fingers make contact than they slipped inside. Kissy let out a moan of delight, wiggling her hips desperately over Renee's exploring fingers. A look that was almost fondness crossed Renee's face as she slid her fingers slightly upward, seeking and finding Kissy's clit and rubbing in tender but firm circles around it. Kissy's breaths came in hot, ragged bursts. She threw her head back, her mouth open and faint grunting moans puffing out rhythmically. She looked like exactly what she had become: a whore utterly letting go and losing herself to sexual depravity.
Renee looked over her shoulder to make sure Melissa was filming. She was, and more and more of the waiting cheerleaders filtered into the shower room to watch Renee's expert ability to tease a slut.
Kissy's whole body was flushed and trembling as Renee worked her clit in small, intense circles, building her up further and further. A quick glance around the room showed that Kissy wasn't the only one getting her clit rubbed currently. Some of the watching cheerleaders had their hands tucked discreetly under their skirts as they watched the obscene display.
Renee felt a flash of dominant lust herself. She had always been one to keep her sexuality on a tight leash. Lust and arousal were weapons to use on her victims, and had to be tightly controlled when it came to herself. But for some reason, Kissy's submissive nature made Renee feel the instinct to pounce. Sometimes she felt close to losing control when it came to Kissy, and now was one of those times.
It would be safer to just withdraw her fingers right now... But Renee felt an uncharacteristic burst of selfishness. She wanted to push Kissy further; bring her right to the burning edge of orgasm. Feeling the wild flare of arousal growing within her, Renee dipped her head and took one of Kissy's engorged nipples between her lips, sucking hard and lashing it with her tongue.
Kissy reacted instantly with a high, whining moan, her body going taut with intense pleasure, pushing her vulnerable tits harder into Renee's attacking mouth. Renee's finger increased speed, and now Kissy's hips jerked forward as if yanked by a chain. Desperately pressing toward the delicious feeling of Renee's fingers. Kissy was there: on the cusp. Brought both to climax and to this humiliating situation through Renee's dominant power.
The temptation was almost too great in that moment. Renee almost gave Kissy an orgasm through sheer instinct. But luckily, Kissy took her out of it.
"Yes, Renee! Yes! Make me cum!" She moaned, her hips humping forward in sinous motions.
Hearing her name pulled Renee out of her dominant haze. She pulled her hand and mouth away from Kissy as if burned, collected herself, and snapped, "Finally, your second correct guess!" Through massive effort and concentration, Renee was able to calm herself and sound just as unruffled and confident as usual, despite her rapidly beating heart.
"B-but Renee," whined Kissy, her voice dripping with frustration and disappointment, "Don't you want to... I mean..."
A slight change in the air alerted Renee to the fact that the locker room door had been carefully and quietly opened. Finally, the guests of honor had arrived.
"One second, Kissy," said Renee. "I need to take care of something. Take a two-minute break." She left Kissy stammering protests behind as she left the shower room to return to the changing area. The football team was filing in silently, their eyes shining with eager lust. The hulking, ogre-like Bass Rivera winked and gave Renee a cocky wave. She ignored him.
Melissa joined Renee on her righthand side, and Renee gestured her forward. The tall blonde went down the line, feeling the faces of the football players with a palm. Most had followed the preparation instructions, but for a few of them she jerked her head toward the sinks, where the razor and shaving cream from earlier were waiting.
With a handful of boys shaving off the last of their stubble the rest stared at Renee eagerly, ready for the fun they had been promised. At the end of the line stood the two little traitors, Kissy's bestest friends in the whole wide world. Kelsey actually had the grace to look a little ashamed of herself. She would probably bear watching, wouldn't want that simmering guilt to make her do something stupid.
Peter, however, was all smiles and giddy excitement, a tiny stiffy tenting the front of his jeans. It would break Kissy's heart to see her best friend and former crush had betrayed her so easily. But it just went to show that boys were pathetically easy to corrupt. Renee decided on the spur of the moment that the little worm deserved a reward for his backstabbing. He could be the first.
She reached forward and grabbed him by the collar, pulling him forward. He gave a muted little yelp of shock. Renee glared at the loser furiously, but luckily for him the small unmanly noise seemed to have been covered up by the sound of the cheerleaders continuing to chat and giggle.
Renee pulled him into the shower room and watched with satisfaction as the little dork's eyes lit up and his mouth dropped open. Shit... that was right, Peter still hadn't seen his beloved Kissy naked in person, had he? Let alone bound and shaved smooth, with demeaning writing scrawled all over her body.
But he was about to do a lot more than look.
"Ok Kissy, ready to continue?" asked Renee sweetly, pulling Peter forward toward his curvy, captive friend.
"Renee," moaned Kissy in a voice thick with desire,"p-please. Just touch me again. Just for a little."
"I can't just hog you silly!" said Renee in a teasing tone, 'the other girls want a turn too!" She looked meaningfully at Peter and pointed downward toward the ground, raising her eyebrows. The little worm was quick to obey, falling to his knees on the tiled floor of the shower and staring up at Kissy's heaving tits with worshipful eyes.
"So far you've only been able to guess my name correctly," said Renee with a giggle. "Jeez, Kissy, it's almost like you've got a thing for me or something, girl!"
"What? N-no..." Kissy stuttered in weak denial, blushing furiously. It was pretty cute how she could still get all bashful about being called out on a crush right after begging to be fingerfucked to completion. That was one of the things that Renee found so compelling about her little project: Kissy somehow managed to retain a wide-eyed innocence no matter what sort of filthy things Renee tricked her into doing.
"Anyway, I think the girls had better get even more... intimate in the way they touch you if you are going to have any hope of winning this game," continued Renee. She snapped her fingers to get Peter attention, who was fumbling at his crotch while staring starry-eyed at the leaking pussy of the girl he once had a schoolboy crush on. As he stared up at her, startled, Renee held up two fingers in a V, then graphically slid her tongue between them.
Peter's face broke into a dopey smile, and he wasted no time, shuffling forward to take his place between Kissy's graffitied thighs. Kissy had just enough time to say "More intimate? What do you...?" before she felt Peter's hot, panting breaths on her sensitive pussy and gasped in arousal and alarm.
Kissy's hips flinched backward against the tiled wall for a moment as Peters's eager lips and tongue made contact with her smooth, hairless cunt. She made a strangled sound of confusion, but before the exclamation was even finished, it melted into a liquid moan of pleasure. The tension in her body relaxed, and her hips moved forward again... then began to shift and push rhythmically into her best friend's mouth.
Peter had never reached a level that Renee would consider "good" at cunnilingus, but like she did for most of her lower-level slaves, she had allowed him to practice serving at a woman's feet a few times. In other words, his tongue knew its way around a pussy, and it wasn't long before Kissy was once again moaning and humping for the camera, unwittingly putting on a slutty show.
Peter himself looked like he was in heaven, slurping and licking with wild enthusiasm at Kissy's wet pussy with his hand plunged down the front of his jeans. A few months ago he had probably dreamed of breaking out of the friend zone and kissing his long-term crush Cassie, and now here he was, on his knees, kissing and licking her to his heart's content while she moaned in appreciation above him. Renee just loved making dreams come true.
But sadly, Peter's fantasy couldn't last forever. Kissy was still riding the very edge of orgasm, and if Renee let this go on too long, the slutty chained-up bimbo would cum in Peter's mouth no matter how inexperienced he was.
Renee tapped Peter's shoulder, then physically yanked him back by the hair when he seemed reluctant to give up his slobbering service. Renee shot him an annoyed glare, but her voice was as cheerful as ever as she asked Kissy, "Well? What do we think? Who was between those luscious thighs, getting a taste?"
"Uhhh..." said Kissy in a dazed tone. The long session of edging had truly fried her brain at this point, and she sounded as stupid as she looked. We'll turn her into a good little goonette yet, thought Renee gleefully. "H-harmony?" guessed Kissy hopefully.
Renee giggled at the expression on Peter's face. Clearly he wasn't happy to be mistaken for the cute Asian cheerleader. What exactly did he expect? For some sort of magical connection between them to whisper the correct answer to Kissy's heart?
"Awww, sorry," said Renee, "not quite, Kissy. I guess we'll just have to call in the next cheerleader." Renee pulled Peter to his feet and led him back into the locker room, toward Kissy's pink plastic water bottle sitting on the central bench.
Peter looked at her curiously, but Renee held up a finger in a one second gesture. She grabbed a notebook from a nearby gym bag and one of the markers they had used to draw on Kissy and wrote a short message.
"Accepting Donations Here <3"
She propped the sign up against the water bottle, then turned to Peter with a grin, gesturing toward the bottle with a sideward jerk of her head and rhythmic up and down motion of her fist.
Peter caught on immediately, and, heedless of the room full of cheerleaders and football players watching, pulled out his stiff little cock and started to jerk.
It didn't take him long. Maybe he was just so wound up from his intense cunnilingus session with Cassie, or maybe he had a bit of an exhibitionist kink himself, but before long he let out a stifled grunt and fired a few thick squirts of jizz down into the murky mixture at the bottom of the bottle.
Renee picked up the bottle and shook it, mixing the foul pearly goo into the slurry. Just a tiny taint, a drop in the bucket really.
Renee set the bottle back down and eyed the assembled football players meaningfully, setting the sign down propped up against the bottle once again.
With this many virile young men here eager to do their part, the liquid would only grow more tainted over time.
Renee grabbed another football player and dragged him into the showroom to help drive Kissy further into slutty desperation.
...
Gina did her best to focus completely on her husband as she took another sip of the excellent wine.
But her mind kept drifting back to Victor when she lost focus.



Again and again, her eyes would look into the distance over her husband's shoulder and Victor's face would appear in her mind's eye, causing a familiar blend of frustration and unwilling arousal to spread through her. Then her eyes would snap back to Daren and guilt would flood through her once again, cold and acidic.
It was just... Victor had such a big personality. Larger than life. Although she wished it didn't, one of the things that turned Gina on the most about Victor was his power. Not just physically, although when he easily picked her up during sex it did send a dizzy molten spiral of lust through her. It was the way he could confidently stride into any situation and effortlessly turn it in his favor. He was a man who was used to getting exactly what he wanted, and who had the strength, money, and cunning to make sure he did. Every time.
And that was exactly what he had just done. Breezing into Gina and Daren's date despite their resistance, effortlessly securing a better dining experience than Daren could manage, and then giving a married woman a mind-bending, toe-curling kiss right in front of her husband.
God damn it, it was fucking hot. Gina knew that she had a bit of a weakness for confident, dominant men; that was exactly the sort of man she couldn't resist during her break from Daren in college. It was precisely because of that weakness she had chosen to stick with Daren, a kind, caring man who would never exploit her (NOT because she had given up at attracting a dominant man, no matter what Victor said). But Victor took that desire for strong men inside Gina and turned it up to eleven. He was like catnip to her; it was like she couldn't think logically around him.
It should have been her who denied Victor a kiss. She owned her own body, not Victor or even Daren. She should have instantly refused, but instead she had gotten caught up in Victor's poisonous confidence once again and let Daren decide.
And Daren had allowed it...
Gina knew that her husband had been nursing a complex about her and other men for a while, and this complicated situation with Victor had only made things worse. But kissing Victor right in front of him had really brought the reality of her husband's fetish home to Gina. Her poor weak husband had just sat watching, wide-eyed, as a cruel, strong bully had enjoyed his beloved wife.
The idea held a certain nasty heat...
"Baby, are you ok?" asked Daren nervously, snapping Gina out of her train of thought. Fuck! She had drifted off and been thinking about Victor again for minutes on end, totally ignoring her husband on their important date night.
Gina tried to hide her embarrassment, saying, "I'm fine baby. Maybe a little too much wine." Then, partially as a way to assuage her guilt, she leaned forward a little, giving her husband a better look at her cleavage as she said, "Which means that someone will be getting VERY lucky tonight..." Daren deserved to feel desired, especially after that frankly rude kiss earlier.
Daren brightened up considerably from her sultry promise, just as Gina thought he might.
"Oh really?" said Daren, leaning forward and matching her flirty smile with one of his own. "This lucky guy... what do you think he had to look forward to?"
"Oh, I think he is going to get anything he wants tonight," murmured Gina, taking Daren's hand in hers. Guiltily thinking about the sort of demeaning sex Victor demanded of her, she hastily added, "I mean, within reason." As much as she loved Daren, the last thing Gina wanted was her husband trying to dominate her in bed in a misplaced attempt to compete with Victor.
"That sounds perfect," said Daren warmly, squeezing Gina's hand across the table. And finally, she was able to put Victor's calculated intrusion out of her mind and spend a moment with her husband untainted by the thought of his boss.
Her phone buzzed loudly in her purse.
Gina glanced toward it nervously, breaking the loving eye contact with her husband. For years, Gina had poured herself into her work rather than her social life, so she wasn't exactly Ms. Popularity. There weren't that many people who texted her. Daren of course, and Cassie (although not so often recently now that Cassie had become so rebellious and unreasonable)... and, of course, Victor.
Why would Victor be texting her? Actually, that was a stupid question. He would text her for the same reason that he had crashed the date: to ruin any chance that Daren would be successful in bonding with her and breaking the sick hold he had developed over her sex life.
But what had he texted her? What did he think would be able to distract her from her husband? Gina's initial instinct was to open her purse and find out. She ruthlessly crushed that impulse immediately. Gina had learned the hard way that the easiest way to beat Victor's mind games was to refuse to play them in the first place. It annoyed her a little that she had to adopt such a cowardly strategy, but tonight was too important to let her pride get in the way.
Her phone buzzed again, and this time it was Daren who looked over at her purse, frowning. He turned back to Gina with a questioning look. "Should you get that? What if it's work?"
Shit. It was true that Gina sometimes received work emails and text updates on important cases at night... back when she was still employed of course. There was no good way to tell Daren that it was impossible that the texts were work-related.
"I want to focus on you tonight," said Gina firmly. "Even if it's work, it can wait until tomorrow."
Daren gave her an indulgent smile. "I can tell you want to check it. It's fine, sweetie. I can wait thirty seconds so it doesn't bug you all night."
Gina frowned. Had she been giving off the impression that she badly wanted to read the text? She didn't want to read it at all. Right? Gina felt trapped between a rock and a hard place. Reading Victor's texts (if it really was him) would be playing right into his hands. But Daren had told her it was fine. True, he didn't know who the texts were from, but once again, it was almost like he was giving her permission... like he had with the kiss.
Gazing nervously at her husband and lightly biting her lip, Gina reached for her purse, pulled out the phone, and opened the messaging app. She steeled herself to be prepared for any tactic. Victor was cunning, she couldn't take anything he wrote at face value.
But this time Victor's approach was more of a sledgehammer than a scalpel.
[I'll be waiting in the men's room for the next ten minutes. The stall at the end. Come see me, Kitten.] Read the first text.
The second text was simply a picture of his massive cock. Despite her shock, Gina's eyes scanned it hungrily, taking in the bulging head, the thick, veiny shaft... the dark, lustrous skin. Once again it was a breathtakingly arrogant show of sexual dominance. Victor was a man skilled at getting what he wanted. And in this case, he thought that all it would take for Gina to ditch her husband at the table was a picture of his cock.
Gina felt her uncomfortable arousal throb to life once again. Fuck. Victor Fucking Cross, trying to reach out and take what he wanted. Assuming that it would be just that easy. It made her teeth clench in anger and her pussy flush with wet heat.
"Is everything alright?" asked Daren, reading her expression as anger, only partially correctly.
"Just fine dear," said Gina, fighting to remain calm as she set the phone face down on the table.
"It's nothing important."
She wanted that to be true. Victor had just started another little game with her, just like he always did. And this game was deadly simple: could she avoid accepting Victor's offer? As usual, the game was stacked in her favor. All she had to do was sit here and chat with her husband, and Victor would leave in ten minutes, frustrated and taught a lesson.
... And he would take his magnificent cock with him.
"Anyway," continued Daren, taking a long sip of wine and launching back into the inane work story he had been in the middle of when Gina's phone went off, "I told Grace that we don't need that many copies, because not everyone takes a hand-out anyway, and she said..."
Gina stared at her husband, smiling and gently nodding while her mind wandered. The real question was why Victor thought she would fall for a crude invitation like this in the first place. As much as Victor wanted her to be, she wasn't some cock-hungry bimbo that couldn't resist the offer of a dick. The fact that Victor thought she would be tempted by his offer was getting under her skin a little.
Seriously! He really expected her to see a dick pic and come running to the men's bathroom? Doing that would be so fucking humiliating. Then, suddenly, the real game that Victor was playing slid into focus for Gina. He was obsessed with the idea that Gina got off on losing. He couldn't stop talking about it the other day during his dirty talk. To be fair, that had been right after Gina had self-sabotaged and chosen humiliation at the hands of a man she hated over victory, so he wasn't fully making it up. But that fetish he believed she had was what this was all about. Leaving her husband behind at the table to fuck Victor in a men's bathroom WOULD be humiliating. That was the point. Victor thought she was so turned on by humiliating defeat at this point she wouldn't be able to resist.
But he was wrong. Of course. She might have slipped up the other day and given in to humiliating defeat in the heat of the moment, but that was just because of Victor's sinister influence. She didn't have a fetish for losing. That was stupid, winning and pride were all-important to her. Always had been.
With a titanic effort, Gina forced herself to pay attention to Daren's story about a minor disagreement at work. She took another sip of infuriatingly excellent wine.
She flipped her phone over to check the time.
It had only been three minutes since Victor had made his offer. God, it felt like it had been fifteen. Victor was still there, waiting in the men's room, his cock stiff and ready for her. Probably already thinking up some smug thing to say when his "kitten" gave in and submitted to him, ruining her own date.
Gina realized that her body was once again buzzing and warm, a deep throbbing neediness forming in her core. She shut her eyes for a moment, trying to tell herself that it was just the wine. An image of Victor's big, tempting cock flashed in her mind, oddly juxtaposed with the feeling of Daren's cock, feeling oddly small in her hand.
It would be so humiliating to prove Victor right by meeting him in the bathroom.
So deliciously humiliating...
"Are you sure you're ok?" asked Daren plaintively, making his wife's eyes fly open. "Did work text you something upsetting?"
"No, I..." said Gina haltingly. The next words spilled out of her lips before she realized what she was saying. "I just need to use the bathroom."
"Oh," said Daren, looking a little puzzled at Gina's strange tone. "Ok, well, I'm glad it's not serious."
Well, Gina didn't have much choice now. She couldn't very well stay at the table after saying that. Gina reached out and raised her glass to her lips, draining the rest of the wine before getting up. On her way toward the restroom, she paused to give Daren a lingering kiss on the cheek, feeling guilt rampage through her.
Gina's heart pounded wildly against her ribs as she walked toward the bathrooms. What the fuck was she doing? This was the last thing she should do if she wanted to have any hope at all of resisting Victor's advances. In fact, she realized with relief, it still wasn't too late. She could simply turn to the left and enter the women's bathroom, rather than the men's bathroom to the right. The doors were just ahead of her down a short hallway.
Gina strode confidently to the women's restroom, placing her hand flat against the door, ready to push it open and escape Victor's clutches. Her hand stayed there, just resting.
She bit her lip.
The memory hit her like a flash. Victor's thick black cock pumping rapidly in and out of her. His smug, manly voice insisting that she was turned on by losing to him... Her own voice, wailing in sexual ecstasy, admitting that she was a loser. She half turned and stared at the men's bathroom, her eyes shining with shameful longing. She glanced to the side, toward the floor of the restaurant. She couldn't see Daren from this angle, and he almost certainly couldn't see her.
Her face feeling hot and her body throbbing with the shameful lust that had clung to her since the kiss with Victor, Gina turned to the men's bathroom and hastily pushed inside.
Mercifully, there weren't any men she could see. She told herself that maybe it was already too late. She hadn't kept a close on on the clock, after all. Maybe Victor was gone. But a quick scan of the gap beneath the last stall told her all she needed to know. A pair of tailored pants and huge expensive shoes. He was there waiting for her.
She should leave. She should text him and tell him the deal was off, that he could do his worst with his fucking blackmail. She shouldn't give in to his bullshit narrative about being a natural submissive who got off on failure. She shouldn't walk toward the stall door like she was doing right now. She shouldn't raise her hand to knock.
She definitely shouldn't let him stretch her pussy with his fat cock while her husband waited for her at their table.
Before her hesitating hand could reach out and knock, the stall door swung open. Victor rose smoothly from his seated position, his eyes smoldering. Gina had been wrong. For once, he had no smug smile or cocky put-down for her. His face was dead serious as he reached out and pulled her unresisting body into his poisonous embrace.
This time, when their lips met there was no teasing or playfulness, just raw, filthy passion. Victor's hands were hungry as they roamed Gina's curvy body, resting on then squeezing her ass as his tongue intruded dominantly into her open, willing mouth. Occupied by the heated depths of their illicit kiss, no words were exchanged as Victor drew her into the stall, then closed and locked the door behind them.
Gina felt her lover's monstrous cock press hard into her belly, sending molten lust pulsing through her veins. This was so fucking wrong... but that was part of what made it feel so fucking good. Gina's hand dived down with fumbling need, grinding hard against the stiffness she craved. This cock felt powerful, and big, and dominant in her delicate hand. Her mind flashed to the feeling of her husband's little stiffy against her palm early in the evening, and her breath caught. She could feel the moist, sinful heat building more and more between her thighs as her tongue tangled with Victor's, her eyes squeezed shut against the overwhelming sensation.
Victor broke the kiss and looked down at her with a sort of smoldering contempt. "Hands on the wall, Kitten. Hike your dress up around your waist." There was no warmth or seduction this time, just an iron-hard certainty that Gina would do exactly as he said.
Gina considered defying him, her old instincts of pride and self-reliance flaring up again, but the idea was absurd. She had already humiliatingly surrendered tonight. Come to seek him in a bathroom based on just a crude dick pic and an obscene invitation. Pretending to be innocent now was foolish.
Feeling the sting of defeat stronger than ever, Gina complied, facing the wall and tugging her dress up over her hips, exposing the lacey black panties she had worn to excite her husband tonight. The clink of a belt and the zip of a zipper were the only warnings she got before Victor tugged her panties roughly to her knees and slipped deep inside her juicy, cheating pussy.
There was no tenderness or sensual, slow lovemaking tonight, Victor plunged inside her hard and fast immediately, forcing her to brace hard against the wall as a gasp of mixed surprise and pleasure burst from her parted lips. "V-victor, you're so rough!" she whined. It was meant to sound like a complaint, but it came out much more like a pleased whimper. Regardless of her objections over the rough, brutal thrusts, her body loved them. Gina could feel her pussy grip and pulse around the intruding dick with a frantic, hungry intensity, milking Victor's superior cock.
Victor responded with a swift, stinging spank to Gina's ass, saying, "You know, Gigi, I think this might be the sluttiest thing you've ever done. You sucked my cock in front of your husband's co-workers. You signed a fucking contract to become my sex slave. But ditching a date with your hubby to sneak to the men's room for a filthy quickie with his boss? That's a special level of sluttiness, Kitten."
Gina let out a shaky moan, hoping against hope that no one would enter the bathroom and hear the nasty wet sounds now spilling out of their stall. Her pussy was positively gushing now, turned on beyond belief by Victor's complete victory. Once again, Victor had arrogantly expected something he didn't deserve, Gina's married pussy, and once again it had been delivered to him on a silver platter.
And Victor was right. Her husband was waiting patiently at their table to resume their romantic date night and yet here she was, with her panties around her ankles in the men's room, getting fucked hard by another man. She was such a fucking slut. And Victor was treating her like one.
Victor held tight to Gina's hips as he plowed deeper and faster. This session clearly wasn't about her pleasure at all. Victor was savoring his victory by using her as a sex toy. But despite that, Gina felt herself rapidly approaching climax. Once again she was turned on, just like Victory said, by losing. "You're such a bad, bad girl, Gigi," growled Victor above her. Just by the thick pleasure she could sense in his voice, Gina could tell that he wasn't far from orgasm himself. "But I think I know a way for you to be even worse..."
"Whaaaatt?" moaned Gina, dreading what he was about to say but feeling a thrill of lust at the bruel edge in his voice.
"I just thought I would give you two one last gift," said Victor, his voice straining rhythmically as he thrust. "I'm going to fill your cheating cunt with cum, Kitten. Give Hardon a little extra lube for when I lend you to him later tonight."
The idea sent an icy spike of fear through her heart and a sizzling bolt of lust through her pussy. "Noooo," she moaned desperately. "No Victor, he'll know!"
"Just tell him you're extra wet for him!" laughed Victor. "Besides, if you don't want me to leave a present for your loser hubby, you had better stop tightening that pussy. I'm about ready to fill you up."
"Wait V-Victor, stop!" gasped Gina, hanging her head and futilely trying to force her pussy to stop eagerly milking Victor's cock. The thought of her powerful black tormentor soaking her pussy in his thick, potent cum before her husband had his chance to even insert himself was awful... but powerfully erotic.
"Hope your husband likes sloppy seconds, Kitten," growled Victor, never slowing his furious jackhammering pace, "... because I'm claiming this pussy."
"Fuccckkk!" whined Gina, surrendering to her master's cruel will. "You fucking asshole! Do it then! Fucking fill me up! Claim me!" Just as she said it, she tipped over into climax. Behind her, Victor tensed and grunted, and Gina lost herself in the sensation of his hot sperm flooding her pussy as waves of pleasure roared through her body.
The thick, illicit cum oozed out slowly, trailing warmly down her leg as they panted and sweated in the aftermath of their shared orgasm, their ragged breaths echoing off the tiled walls of the restaurant bathroom.
Gina trembled, leaning on the wall of the bathroom stall for support as the last wave of her orgasm washed away, leaving her confused, guilty, and ashamed. She could feel the warm seed of her and her husband's worst enemy dripping slowly out of her well-used, cheating cunt. In this post-climax moment, nothing felt kinky about her utter defeat.



With a chuckle, Victor pulled out, sending a fresh gush of semen dribbling out of Gina's pussy, then slapped his softening cock against his fuck toy's thigh, wiping it clean against Gina's soft skin. "Well now that the real man has gotten his fill, I suppose I can let your little beta hubby take a turn. You'd better hurry back before he realizes where you are."
Gina felt a stab of anger at the insulting way he framed the situation. As if she was just property. And not just any property: his possession that he could freely "lend" to Daren, the man who she should belong to, if anybody. But Gina was in no mood to fight right now. After all, Victor had a point. She did need to get back to her husband before he began to suspect something was going on.
Gina grabbed a handful of toilet paper and began scrubbing it between her legs. "You..." she said, clearing her throat awkwardly and fighting through a flaming blush, "I can't believe you fucking did that. What if he realizes?"
Victor just chuckled deep in his throat, looking down at her with mocking, heated eyes. "If I know your husband, it would just make him fucking horny, knowing that I beat him once again." He patted her naked ass with insulting familiarity. "Have fun with Hardon tonight, Gigi! Try not to compare the poor guy to me too much... You'll spoil the sex if you think about how much better I am than him."
Then he turned and left the stall, his usual cocky grin plastered on his face. Gina glared after him for a moment, her belly roiling with nervous anticipation, then began swiftly cleaning herself once again. The entire time, she furiously told herself that Victor was wrong. She could enjoy sex with Daren. There was no reason to compare his sexual skills with his boss.
Everything tonight was going to be magical... despite the little slip-up she had just had.
...
Kelsey hung back in the crowd of cheerleaders, watching with her inner conflict written all over her face as yet another football player stepped forward and knelt.
"Ohhhhh Godddddd," moaned Kissy, low and raspy and passionate, as the senior boy's broad hand seized her thighs and he pulled himself forward, sucking and licking eagerly between the chained slut's legs. "Yes! More! Please!" She cried in her ragged, lustful voice. Kissy was so far gone at this point that she didn't even notice or care how large and masculine the boy's hands were... how square his jaw was as it worked on her dripping cunt.
Kelsey's eyes flicked to Melissa, who was currently zooming in to get a close-up shot of Kissy's moaning face, then panning down her writhing naked body to the man passionately french-kissing her pussy.
Kelsey couldn't help but feel guilty. Kissy bravely came here today to try to fight back against Renee and maintain her dignity. How could she have known that it was a trap meant to break her will, further her corruption, and make a mockery of what little dignity she had left?
Renee planned to edit, then sell the video they were filming today, advertising it throughout the high school. In one awful stroke, she would demonstrate her utter dominance and seal Kissy's reputation as a pathetic bimbo slut. And stupid, slutty Kissy was playing right into those plans by writhing her naked body into the player's mouths, showing off her big bouncing tits and wide hips, covered in degrading sharpie messages and a shiny sheen of sweat.
If only she would fight back just a little and show some resistance to what was happening to her. True, Renee would probably edit it out, but all the cheerleaders and football players would know that Renee's victory wasn't complete...
Kelsey moved forward slowly, pushing her way through the crowd of giggling cheerleaders and surly football players waiting their turn. Peter tried to get her attention as she passed, but she ignored him. He had spent the rest of the time since eating Kissy out moping and idly jerking off, upset that his part in Kissy's humiliation was over. No one had time for a loser like him right now, and Kelsey felt the same.
Kelsey moved into the shower room, eyes fixed on her former best friend. Kissy looked so vulnerable... so fucking slutty. It made Kelsey burn with jealous heat. Why couldn't it have all stayed simple? They used to be two shy, platonic friends, happy to fade into the background of Riverside High. They would never go back to that. Kelsey had discovered her own attraction to women after seeing Kissy's fall from grace. Not to mention the fact that Renee had her hooks in Kissy deeper than even Kissy realized.
Kelsey still felt like she owed something to her best friend, even if their relationship had been warped beyond recognition... Even if it was hard to even look at Kissy anymore without feeling smoldering lust.
She was at the front of the crowd now, the silent semi-circle standing around Kissy as she was aggressively eaten out on camera. As she watched, Renee tapped the boy on the head, signaling him to pull away. Once again, Kissy was left whining and humping her hips in the air, putting on a desperate, wanton show for the cameras she didn't realize were there. The football player seemed a little annoyed at his forced withdrawal, but obediently moved back to the central bench in the changing area, rapidly jerking his cock over Kissy's pink water bottle.
It wasn't long before he climaxed, adding a few more hot squirts of what was quickly becoming the slurry's primary ingredient. The concoction in the bottle had become quite a bit... thicker over the past hour as more and more cum from the football team was added to the mix. It was getting to the point that Kelsey found it hard to believe that Kissy wouldn't know what she was drinking by taste and texture alone...
"Ok, girly, who do you think ate you out that time?" Called Renee in a cheerful voice, relishing Kissy's total defeat.
Kissy panted, her big tits heaving, showing off her stiff, bubble-gum pink nipples as they gently swayed. "Uhhh..." she said in a dazed voice, "Was it Mel?"
"Ooooh, no, sorry babe," said Renee with false sympathy. "Better luck next time!"
She turned to the crowd and pointed at another boy. Bass Rivera. Kelsey felt a thrill of fear as she looked at him. He seemed too big to be in high school. Too rough. Not just tall, but massive in every measurement. His face was attractive enough, but it was utterly ruined, in Kelsey's opinion, by the smoldering arrogance and aggression etched into every expression.
Rumors swirled that Bass had already knocked up three students in the course of high school, and yet he always seemed to have a new girl on his arm every other week. Kelsey had never understood why any girl would have sex with an awful brute like Bass, let alone date him... But being this close to him, she could actually kind of see it, in a terrifying way. He was raw, pure masculinity, in all of its most toxic and dominant forms. Kelsey would never want to be involved with him herself, but she realized with a shiver exactly why some girls couldn't resist. Maybe it would be intoxicating to be swept away by that powerful male energy...
But he was about to eat Kissy out on camera. Roughly and thoroughly, if Kelsey had to guess. Kelsey's sudden urge to do something, to help her friend out of her predicament, welled up, stronger than ever before. She licked her lips, working up her courage to say something.
Renee caught her eye and frowned.
Kelsey opened her mouth, but Renee was too quick. Her eyes filled with fury, Renee leaned forward, clapping a palm over Kelsey's mouth before she could get a word out. Kelsey struggled, but Renee had surprising strength for someone so soft and curvy-looking. She dragged Kelsey out of the locker room as the other viewers watched with amusement.
...
Bass watched Renee go with a pleased half-smirk. Good. With that scary bitch out of the way, things would be ten times easier.
His dull, arrogant stare turned to the naked, trembling, tied-up slut on the shower wall. His sneer widened into a full smirk. This was going to be fucking fun. Bass had never intended to play nice and follow the rules that tiny little cutie had yapped at them in the boy's locker room. He was Bass fucking Rivera, star lineman and notorious stud. He didn't eat pussy, he fucked. And that was exactly what he was going to do to the new school slut.
The only thing that had made him nervous was Renee. He wasn't afraid of anybody of course... but it didn't make him a coward to avoid Renee Cross. She was a fucking psycho. The fact that she wanted to leave cocks out of the equation today did make Bass's plan to fuck Kissy a bit more complicated, but he was a big believer that things tended to fall into your lap if you were willing to be persistent and aggressive. And once again he had been proven right. Renee had left the locker room at the perfect time, and when the cat was away...
He walked forward, looming over the panting, dripping little whore chained up on the wall. His eyes crawled over her exposed body, focusing in on the sweet little virgin pussy between her legs. He enjoyed virgins. He liked the idea that, after him, all other men would feel small and weak in comparison.
Bass reached out and hefted one of Kissy's fat, jiggling tits in a rough palm. The eager slut let out a shuddering moan, eagerly thrusting her breasts out into his touch. Bass had to hold back a chuckle. Renee really was a god damn genius. Cassie Harlowe had always been one of the goody-two-shoes, nose-in-the-air type of girls. A top-of-the-class overachiever. And now she was just a drooling, pathetic bimbo. Hilarious. And hot.
Bass dropped his hand down between her held-open thighs, inserting a thick finger into her horny pussy, relishing the feel of her slick, tight heat. She whimpered in need, humping her hips toward him while her sweet little virgin cunt pulsed and clenched around his invading finger. Fuck yes. Bass could feel his cock and his dominant instincts rising, preparing for what was to come. Kissy might not understand what she craved so badly, but Bass knew.
He was going to teach her pussy what it was made for.
Bass undid his pants, roughly shucking them down his knees to reveal his massive, raging cock. Melissa Fontaine hurried forward, her eyes wide with alarm, trying to silently communicate that he was breaking the rules. Bass just ignored her, focusing instead on Kissy.
It was time for this slut to finally lose her V-card. Maybe he would knock her up as well. After all, a goody-goody virgin like her probably wasn't on birth control. The idea sent a cruel blaze of arousal through Bass. Knocked up on camera while watched by a crowd of the most popular kids in school... what a way to lose your virginity!
He moved forward, cock in hand, ready to slide it home into Kissy wet, sloppy pussy, so thoughtfully prepared for him by the mouths of his teammates.
...
The two girls burst out of the locker room door and Renee slammed Kelsey up against the wall. Her smothering hand came off of Kelsey's mouth, but Kelsey barely had time to suck in a breath before it had closed around her throat instead. It was only then that Kelsey realized how badly she had fucked up. Far from the explosion of fiery rage she had expected, Renee had gone cold as ice, her face frozen in a mask of cool, calm rage. The gorgeous dominant cheer captain pinned her to the wall firmly by the throat, her grip not tight enough to cut off air, but far from comfortable.
Shamefully, the position of being so easily caught and handled woke a slithering of lust low in Kelsey's belly beneath her spike of terror.
"I was wondering when you would decide to grow a conscience," said Renee, a sneer twisting her perfect face. "I just didn't expect you to do it at the most pathetic time possible. When it's too late to help Kissy OR save your relationship."
Kelsey wriggled desperately, her weak hands scrabbling at Renee's strong, dusky arm but failing to accomplish anything. "She's my friend!" she gasped, trying to ignore the gathering heat between her thighs as Renee easily held her. "It's... it's not right!"
Renee chuckled and shook her head in disgust. "Really, Kelsey? Do you think Kissy would still see you as a friend if she knew the truth? Really think through what would happen if you told the dumb bimbo what's going on. She would know that you led her here; that you and Peter set her up for this. Besides," said Renee with a knowing smirk, her tone dropping to a purr, "Is sweet platonic friendship really the only thing you want from Kissy anymore?" Her free hand slipped down to pop open the button of Kelsey's jeans, dangerously close to Kelsey's rapidly-moistening pussy.
"D-don't..." whined Kesley, squirming back ineffectively from Renee's touch. Her heart was pounding and her guts squirming with arousal and fear. Kelsey had always considered herself a coward. From the beginning, she had shamefully abandoned Kissy to her fate precisely because she was afraid of Renee's anger. And now she had attracted Renee's sinister attention anyway. Her worst erotic nightmare had come true.
Kelsey gasped as Renee's slim feminine hand wormed its way down the front of her jeans and beneath her panties, feeling the shameful slimy heat between her thighs. Renee's mocking grin widened and she clucked her tongue, saying, "My my my, you naughty girl. It doesn't feel like Kissy predicament upset you as much as you claim. In fact, you seem to be enjoying yourself quite a bit!"
"No! It's... it's not what it seems like," said Kelsey desperately. But it was a lie. Seeing Kissy teased and sexually tormented had gotten her hot and bothered even while it disturbed her... How could she not get turned on by seeing such a hot slut be degraded like that?
"Really?" asked Renee sweetly, leaning close to whisper in her captive's ear while her fingers began to swirl and rub between Kelsey's tender lower lips. "Because what it seems like is jealousy... I just can't decide if you're jealous of the boys licking Kissy sweet pussy... or if you're jealous of Kissy herself."
"N-no, of course not!" Renee's shining eyes and sharp grin filled Kelsey with wild terror, but at the same time she felt her hot, wet pussy clenching around Renee's invading finger, and she feared that her body had already told Renee everything she needed to know.
Renee suddenly withdrew both hands, pulling away from Kelsey's throat and out of her pants, briefly wiping her fingers on Kelsey's shirt before turning away from the pathetic panting girl. "Well," said Renee briskly, "Regardless of where your desires lie, I'm afraid you've fucked up. I expect perfect loyalty from my subjects. You're going to have to make it up to me if you want to maintain access to your bestie."
"Make it up to you?" rasped Kelsey, massaging her throat and staring at Renee doubtfully. The curvy, dominant Queen Bee turned back to Kelsey with a smirk.
"Strip," she said simply, her smile playful but her eyes as hard as iron.
Kelsey's face drained of blood. Renee wanted her naked... in the same room with the giggling cheerleaders and swaggering football players. Part of the entertainment instead of the spectators. The idea was horrifying... and also intriguing. "Renee... I... I can't," protested Kelsey in a weak voice. How could she explain to the gorgeous evil Renee that she was a coward? Even facing corruption like Kissy did took a certain amount of bravery... a bravery that Kelsey didn't possess.
But Renee had no patience for her whining. "Listen," she said flatly, her hand on her hip. "You have two choices. You can strip naked and do exactly what I fucking say, or you can become a pariah for the rest of your senior year. And not the fun kind of pariah like Kissy where she gets off on the disgrace. The sad kind where no one talks to you and everyone whispers behind your back."
Kelsey wavered, her hands frozen on the waistband of her jeans, caught midway between rebuttoning them and pulling them down.
"And you won't ever speak to Kissy ever again," said Renee firmly. "Let alone have any more 'fun' with your bestie."
Kelsey gulped, thinking about Kissy kneeling between her thighs, her best friend since childhood gently licking and kissing her pussy. Could she really give up her chance to do that again?
With shaking hands, Kelsey slipped the jeans down off her slim hips, blushing and refusing to look the victorious, cruel cheerleader in the eye as the rest of her clothes swiftly followed. Soon she stood, awkward and shivering, her slim, pale nudity reveled in the dimness of the hallway. Her nipples pressed hot and hard against the arm she clutched tightly to her modest breasts, her other hand shielding the warm wet pussy that Renee had already probed.
"Great," said Renee, her eyes radiating amusement as she took in Kelsey's bashful stance and slim, pretty little body. "Now follow me. I have a job for you."
As they turned back toward the locker room, Melissa popped out of the door, her eyes wide with alarm. She frantically waved for Renee to follow, and Renee obeyed with a frown, leaving Kelsey behind outside the locker room.
Kelsey took a deep, steadying breath. Maybe she could just run away... after all, it did seem like Renee was distracted. But she knew better to think that Renee would forgive and forget, even if she was distracted for the moment. In fact, she should probably take advantage of whatever was happening to slip into the locker room without becoming the center of attention.
Feeling the pulse of lust and cowardly fear deep inside her, Kelsey rested a shaking palm against the door of the locker room... and pushed it open, stepping inside.
A few of the cheerleaders near the door noticed the new naked guest, pointing and giggling, but, just as Kelsey had hoped, she wasn't currently the center of attention.
Almost everyone in the room had their eyes on Bass Rivera. He had removed his pants completely, his cock a massive blunt instrument, throbbing with the same brutish power that every other part of him did. And, based on his posture as stared intently at the curvy slut chained to the wall, he had every intention of using it.
Kelsey had walked into the room just as Renee reached Bass, silently grabbing his wrist and pulling him back. He stared at her with a stubborn, angry expression across his massive slab of a face. Bass wasn't the type of guy to let women tell him what to do... the only thing holding him back from pushing Renee halfway across the room and sinking his cock deep into Kissy's virgin pussy was the particular woman grabbing his wrist.
Even Bass wasn't stupid enough to fuck around with Renee Cross, although it was easy to tell that his every instinct told him to shake her off and claim his prize. The tension in the locker room was thick as everyone stared at the silent showdown, holding their breath.
Even Kissy in her blindfold realized something was up. She tilted her head, listening to the sudden absence of noise, and asked "Wh-what's going on, Renee?" in a breathy whisper.
"Nothing dear!" said Renee in a perfectly calm and chipper voice while staring daggers into Bass's dull, sullen eyes. "Just getting the next girl ready for our little game." The moment seemed to hang on the edge of a knife. Renee was an expert manipulator, but you couldn't manipulate a wild animal, and that's what Bass was close to being. Kelsey had no idea how Renee could convince Bass to give up when he wanted to get off.
Then Renee reached low with her other hand... wrapping her delicate fingers around his monstrous cock. Kelsey's eyes widened... was Renee actually stooping to give a boy a handjob in front of everyone? How humiliating for a normally proud Queen Bee like her. Kelsey supposed it made sense: you didn't reason with a raging bull, you distracted I'm with a red cape.



And Kelsey was partially correct about Renee's plan. Distracting Bass was what Renee had in mind... She just got one very important detail wrong.
Renee didn't begin jerking Bass off. She used his erect cock like a handle, gently pulling him away from Kissy... And toward the changing area where Kelsey stood shivering and naked, eyes staring wide like a deer in the headlights.
Kelsey felt a hot, wet surge of adrenaline as Renee's superior grin slid onto her, followed by Bass's dull bestial eyes. She felt a dark pulse of terrified arousal as a wicked grin split his face. Here was another naked, clearly aroused, vulnerable slut. And Renee was telling him this one was fair game.
Kelsey's mind raced and she found herself backing up instinctively, but the crowd of giggling cheerleaders pushed her back toward the center of the room. The attention of the crowd she had managed to avoid earlier was now focused on her like a spotlight, cheerleaders and football players alike running their eyes all over her slim, beautiful nudity.
She thought back to all the stories about Bass. How he fucked and used and knocked up women before tossing them aside. How confused she was why any girl would want to fuck him. She wasn't confused anymore. Now that she felt the burning heat of his disrespectful lust turned toward her, she felt like she was drowning in it. Hot clear juices from her pussy slipped past her clutching hand and rolled in fat, slick droplets down her thighs. Even if she was mentally terrified of Bass, her body was eager to submit to his powerful, dominant masculinity.
If Bass was some raging, predatory beast, she felt like some sort of prey animal, destined to become his sexual meal. Why the fuck did that thought turn her on so badly?
Renee pulled the hulking senior forward until he loomed over the much shorter, cringing, nude woman beneath him. With a shark-like smile, he glanced over to Renee, pointed at Kelsey with one thick finger, and made an obscene and expressive pumping motion with his hips. Even without words, the meaning couldn't have been clearer:
"I can fuck her, right?"
Kelsey felt like she could barely breathe. Her hand clutched tight to her now-throbbing pussy, she felt powerless and overwhelmed with submissive arousal and intimidation. The crowd smiled in the circle around them, their cruel faces alight with eagerness for the upcoming show.
"Hello? Renee?" called Kissy pathetically from the showers.
Renee raised an eyebrow, drawing out the tension as she looked at Kelsey appraisingly, obviously enjoying the naked girl's horny distress at the thought of getting publicly fucked by the biggest asshole in the high school.
Then she glanced up at Bass and shook her finger in a gesture of denial, instead miming a handjob. Kelsey almost went limp with relief. Publicly jerking Bass off would be humiliating, but it would be much better than getting fucked in front of the entire cheerleader squad and football team.
Bass rolled his eyes, but seemed to accept the downgraded service, gesturing imperiously for Kelsey to get on with it. All eyes were on her as she reached her hand toward the massive, throbbing cock. Kelsey used to tease Kissy about how innocent she was, but truth be told Kelsey wasn't a sexual expert either. Two short-term boyfriends, only one of which had gone far enough to actually do the deed. And that was more to say they did it than anything: it was more awkward than hot. She had given maybe four handjobs in her entire life.
And none of them had been anything like this.
She was fully naked, in the middle of a crowd of amused spectators. And Bass... he was nothing like the meek, nice boys she dated. Personality-wise or... physically. Kelsey sucked in a shakey breath as her slim fingers closed around the thick, rigid length of Bass's cock, barely making it all the way around his girth. It felt so... strong. So overpowering in her little hand. She ran her hand down it experimentally, feeling it's hot, veiny length slip through her fist. A dark thrill of lust pulsed through her. Was this how Kissy felt all the time? This exposed? This vulnerable? This dirty?
Bass sneered in impatience, gripping Kelsey's hand in his and guiding her into a rapid, tight pace on his cock. Kelsey obeyed his silent command, getting into the rhythm, sliding her hand with increasing grace up and down his thick cock. Her breath was coming in ragged gasps now. The eyes of the surrounding people were a hot shameful weight pressing on every inch of her naked body.
She was so concentrated on Bass's cock that she didn't notice where his hand was going until it was too late. She let out a moaning gasp as his thick, powerful fingers pushed aside the hand clasped over her pussy, pressing and rubbing at the wet heat between her thighs. She tried to squirm away instinctively, but Bass was insistent, his thick fingers relentlessly rubbing and teasing her... until finally, she gave in, clapping her hand over her mouth to stifle more moans as her hips began to buck and hump against Bass's powerful fingers. Her hand continued to pump and jerk him, falling into a rhythm with his rough, swirling fingers.
God this was so wrong... so dirty. The cheerleaders surrounding her stifled giggles and gave each other knowing glances while the football players leered at her tits and ass, jealous of Bass. Maybe a normal girl would be horrified... but Kelsey was getting more and more turned on, rapidly approaching orgasm as a brute who didn't care about her roughly fingered her pussy, her hand pumping rapidly on his cock.
She felt in tune with the hulking man above her... she could feel his cock pulse and throb with masculine heat. His balls began to tighten up against the base of his shaft. He was going to cum... he was going to splatter his hot jizz all over her. The thought alone tipped Kelsey over the edge, making her thighs shake with orgasm and her eyes squeeze shut tight against the overpowering sensation of humiliating public climax. She bit her cheek hard and clamped her hand over her mouth to stifle her moans.
At the last second, Kelsey turned and grabbed Kissy's pink water bottle, thrusting it beneath Bass's dick just as she began spurting, his hot, gooey seed landing with heavy plops into the thick liquid at the bottom. She was red-faced and breathing heavily, and in that moment of jerking the cum out of his cock, she finally looked up into Bass's eyes.
What she saw there frightened her almost as much as his cock. A spark of interest burned there, as well as a certain possessiveness that turned Kelsey's stomach almost as much as it intrigued her. He withdrew his fingers from between her thighs as the last few drops of his cum joined the slurry... and raised his shiny fingers to Kelsey's lips. Another silent, dominant command to disgrace herself for the crowd.
Kelsey knew that she should refuse. That obeying the wordless command to clean her juices off his fingers would send the wrong message. A dangerous message in fact. But she couldn't help herself. She had never been brave, and when she stared wide-eyed up into Bass's masculine, dominant glare, she felt like a mouse hypnotized by a snake. She opened her lips and allowed Bass's fingers inside, running her tongue over the rough digits while her hand still compulsively gripped his massive, softening cock.
The smile that spread across Bass's face was disturbing. He reached over and picked up one of the discarded sharpies used to write on Kissy and uncapped it. Kelsey held back a whimper as he scrawled his phone number across her tits, with the message "Call Me." underlined with a thick black line. It didn't feel like an invitation. It was a command.
Then, with one last leering grin, Bass turned and lumbered off to retrieve his pants. Kelsey sighed in relief. Well, that was the most horrible, erotic experience of her young life. Hopefully, she could avoid Bass from now on... but based on the look in his eye at the end of her handjob, she worried that might be possible.
Kelsey was hoping she would be able to fade into the background, but Renee peeked through the door to the showers, snapping impatiently as another football player emerged from his turn with Kissy. Apparently the initiation had resumed while Kelsey was distracted. Renee pointed at Kelsey, then the football player, then made a quick jerk-off motion with her hand. Kelsey's heart sank and her stomach twisted.
So that's what this was. She wasn't just a distraction for Bass. She was the nude jerk-off attendant at the slurry from now on. She opened her mouth to protest, but Renee fixed her with a murderous glare, raising one eyebrow. Kelsey gulped... then winced and wrapped her hand around another strange cock.
She never had been very brave.
...
Daren's cock felt like it was on fire. In the passenger seat, Gina gave him a smokey gaze, stroking and petting the bulge in his lap as he drove.
She would be lucky if she didn't cause an accident.
Daren had been a little worried about how the evening was going earlier, but things had certainly turned around in the second half of dinner. Gina had gone to the bathroom (for long enough that Daren had begun to worry that she was sick or something), but when she got back, she was all smiles and warm attentiveness, her previous distraction completely forgotten.
She laughed at her husband's jokes, leaned across the table to take his hand in hers, and drank most of the rest of the bottle of wine by herself. By the end of the meal, they were both in a warm, loving mood. Happy, laughing...
... And horny.
Daren wasn't sure he had ever seen his wife this forward... Giving him a rubjob over his pants while on the road was certainly out of character for her. Maybe this sexual aggression was something Victor had trained into her...
The thought of his dominant, masculine boss "training" his wife sent a lightning bolt of lust crackling through Daren and forced him to reach down and move Gina's hand off his lap. Fuck! Being in chastity for so long had really given him a hair-trigger, and the last thing he wanted to do was to cum in his pants before he could even get Gina into bed.
Why did thinking about Gina and Victor together turn him on so much? It was pathetic to get off to his wife fucking someone he hated. But being so pathetic only turned him on more.
Renee had really fucked him up...
Gina gave him a teasing, pouty glance as he pushed away her teasing hand, but a spark of amusement twinkled in her eyes. "Keeping your powder dry, huh hubby?" She purred with a wicked grin. "Maybe a good idea... because when I get you alone I'm going to wring you dry. You're all mine tonight." Some of the performative flirtiness dropped away, and her hand reached out again, this time not to his crotch, but to cup his cheek. "I missed you, Daren," she said softly. "I missed... us." Daren glanced over at his beautiful wife and realized once again how hard this whole thing had been for her. She looked guilty, which made sense. After all, she had been having sex with his boss. But in that moment, Daren saw how it could work between them. Victor hadn't won yet.
"Me too baby," he said with a smile, feeling a swell of confidence and self-esteem that he hadn't felt in months.
They barely made it in the front door of their house before they were all over each other. Daren's hands slipped down his wife's curvy hips, over the firm roundness of her ass. He felt filled with nervous adrenaline, his nerves jangling and his breaths fast and shaky. Renee's taunts about him being a virgin were obviously ridiculous, but right now he almost felt like one: anxious and horny and unsure how best to please the knockout who wanted to fuck him.
Gina's hands were tangled in his hair, her hot lips locked with his. Her hips pressed forward against his throbbing erection, her tongue teasing his with lithe swirling motions. She kissed him with heated, hungry passion.
With as much passion as she had kissed Victor?
The memory of the passionate, adulterous kiss she had given his suave black boss right in front of him lit up Daren's mind like a firework, sending another pulse of humiliated arousal through his body. Suddenly, against his will, his mind focused on the taste of his wife's mouth. Was the taste slightly different? Had Victor somehow spoiled her? Could he taste some kind of taint there? The dark, jealous lust rising in him suddenly made the light, grinding pressure of Gina's hips too much to bear. Daren shied away, scooting his hips backward to avoid the sensation.
Gina pulled away from the kiss, this time her eyes held a little confusion after being denied for a second time. But she visibly rallied, a teasing smile crossing her face. "Hmmm, so I have to earn it? Well... I can do that. C'mon Daren. Let's go to bed. Let me show you how much I want my man."
She took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom, putting on a show for him, her hips swaying enticingly. Daren hoped that Cassie was in bed at this point. Otherwise, she would see her mother as a woman in heat.
Daren really needed to get his head in the game. This night was about him and his wife and their relationship. His boss had wormed his way into so many aspects of their life, he couldn't let Victor invade his mind even during lovemaking with his wife.
As they entered the bedroom, Gina pranced a few steps ahead and turned with a soft smile and bedroom eyes, reaching behind her to unzip her cocktail dress. "I'm ready, Daren," she said in a heated whisper. "It's time to fuck your woman right." She slipped her dress down off her shoulders, letting it fall off her to the floor, revealing the lacey black lingerie she had worn for this special romantic evening.
And for one glorious moment, taking in his wife's gorgeous body, Daren had no trouble at all focusing on the moment and enjoying himself. With her petite frame, big round tits, and wide curvy hips, Gina was a total knockout. He was unbelievably lucky to have her as his wife.
Gina noted his starstruck expression with a warm smile, then unclasped her bra, tossing it aside to reveal the stiff, eager nipples topping her luscious breasts. Daren was practically drooling. He needed his cock inside this woman... his woman, right fucking now.
Then she hooked her thumbs through her panties and slowly slid them down her thick thighs...
And that was where Daren ran into trouble again. Gina's pussy... pink and glistening with arousal and still miraculously tight even as a mother... was bare. Totally hairless and smooth. He had noted the change before now obviously... even if they hadn't made love in a while, he still saw his wife change and get out of the shower occasionally. But tonight, in this heated moment of bonding and confusion over their twisted sexual corruption, it was a stark reminder of the control and dominance Victor had claimed over his wife.
Because Gina had always worn a well-groomed patch of dirty-blond pubic hair since they had first begun dating... right up until she had become involved with Victor a few months ago. Her puffy, dripping pussy might be wet and eager for her husband right now, but the reason it was hairless and silky-smooth was because that was how Victor liked it.
It immediately cast the entire sight of Gina's beautiful naked body in a sinister light. How many times had Victor gotten to enjoy this same sight? How many times had his huge black hands touched Gina's private places possessively? What parts of her sweet, curvy body had he rubbed his black cock all over, defiling it and claiming it for himself?
Daren tried desperately to keep Victor out of his mind, but his cock throbbed with dark heat as Gina's taunting words from the other day ran through his mind over and over... How she had fucked Victor all night long. Been stretched open by him. Moaned his name. Taken his cum all over her body. She had told Daren that Victor was better than him. And even though Victor had demanded she say those hurtful things, it hadn't sounded like a lie.
Correctly reading her husband's lust, but not noticing his disquiet, Gina turned with a coy wink and got on the bed, into doggy-style position facing away from her husband. He felt his heart hammering in his chest with twisted lust squirming deep in his belly as she tilted her hips and arched her back, presenting her flushed, dripping pussy to her husband, begging for penetration.
"Fuck me. I need you," she said in a low raspy voice, swaying her wide hips back and forth teasingly. "I need my man to fill me. To satisfy me. Come here, love. Make me feel like your woman."
Daren roughly pulled down his pants and boxers to his knees, stepping forward with his heart in his throat. How many times had his wife begged Victor in that same raspy, horny bedroom voice? Had she begged him harder? Was she just using dirty talk skills with him that Victor had taught her?
He already felt like he was on the edge of orgasm from his anxious cuckold arousal alone. He reached out and held his wife's wide, soft, lovely hips. But he could no longer just live in the moment. He couldn't stop imagining bigger darker hands holding her this same way, a thick monstrous python of a black dick approaching her wet willing pussy instead of his pale, shrimpy dicklette. Daren's cock twitched and throbbed in the air of the bedroom, leaking a steady stream of precum despite his lack of stimulation. He tried to take a deep breath and restrain himself. He no longer thought he would be able to last a long time, but he needed to make an effort. Cumming immediately as soon as he entered Gina would only diminish him in her eyes.
But then tragedy struck. As Daren held his wife's hips, psyching himself up to last as long as he could before he plunged into her pussy, she said the worst thing she possibly could. She was so caught up in the moment, horny and happy, that she didn't even seem to realize she had said it. That was the worst part... that the words came so naturally to her she didn't even notice her mistake.
"MMMMM yeah baby," moaned Gina, wriggling her hips, ready for his dick, "Fuck me. Fuck me, Victor."
Oh God. The crushing shame and twisted cuckold arousal roared through Daren, sending waves of pleasure through his cock, still hovering behind Gina's pussy. It wasn't just him... Gina was fantasizing about Victor as well. Daren and Gina's attempt to exclude Victor from their date night had failed miserably. He was already here, living in their heads, linked forever with their deepest sexual desires, contaminating every corner of their relationship.
It was too much for Daren's hair-trigger penis. With a jolt of shock and despair, he felt himself tip over the edge of climax. He tried to reach down and grip the base of his cock... anything that might stop the humiliating frictionless climax from overcoming him, but it was no use.
The only thing he managed to do was grip the head of his cock, squirting a thick, shameful load of pathetic jizz into his hand while his wife was reading and waiting for him just inches away.
Daren panicked, barely managing to hold back a groan as the last few squirts of his load filled his sweaty fist. This had been his one shot... his all-important chance to show Gina he could satisfy her sexually... to reforge his bond with her and show her was a viable alternative to Victor.
And he had jizzed in his hand before even penetrating her at all.
"Well," purred Gina, wiggling her hips again, her pussy dripping eager juices down her thighs. "What are you waiting for, big boy? I thought I told you to fuck me."
A bead of sweat rolled down Daren's face as he tried to think of some way to explain this to his wife. He probably only had seconds until she sensed something was up and turned around. He could feel his cock softening in his hand already.



Normally he was a once-in-a-night kind of guy. Maybe his long abstinence meant he could get hard again tonight? Maybe? Regardless, the cage would be going back on in the morning.
It looked like Daren would be the only one who was fucked tonight.
...
Cassie hung limply from the chains supporting her. Her legs felt like jelly. Streams of pussy juice mixed with saliva slid in little streams down her thighs. Her head buzzed with frustrated arousal. Every nerve in her body sang with that bone-deep, tingling, wretched need to orgasm. She felt stupid. Dulled by lust.
She needed to cum so fucking bad that nothing else seemed to matter.
She felt the hot breath of yet another cheerleader kneeling between her spread thighs. They must be taking turns now. How many people had eaten her out at this point? Twenty? More? With her senses and movement taken away, time had lost all meaning, smearing into a blur of endless stimulation and arousal.
Cassie whined with need and thrust her hips forward, greedy for more pleasure, hoping against hope that this was the time that the tongue and lips licking and sucking her desperately horny pussy would push her over the edge into the orgasm. She was so on edge that it wouldn't take that much.
But this time the mouth between her legs had barely even begun before it pulled away. Once again abandoning her just seconds before she could achieve release. Cassie nearly sobbed with frustration. Maybe she had been foolish to think she could challenge Renee. If the wicked temptress had planned to break Cassidy, she had succeeded. Cassie wasn't even focused on winning the initiation anymore. If it had been about that she would have used the safe word ages ago.
Now, the only reason she still hung there was that she was utterly, pathetically desperate to cum.
'Noooo, no please!" she moaned, humping her hips forward and straining against her restraints. "J-just a little more! I need it!"
Close by, Renee clicked her tongue, her warm, amused voice saying, "No, sorry babe. You're almost there! Just one more correct guess and you're a full cheerleader! Now which girl do you think just ate you out?"
"I don't give a fuck Renee!" whined Cassie, hanging her head in despair. "I just need to cum. Please. I just need to get off. When are you going to let me cum?"
Suddenly, Renee's warm palm slid over her shoulder as she got right up close, pressing her soft, pillowy lips directly to Cassie's ear. "You want the real answer Kissy?" she asked in a raspy, mocking whisper. "Never."
"Wh-what?" breathed Cassie, struggling with the mixed signals of arousal and despair her brain was sending her.
"I'm prepared to go all night with this. For hours and hours. Forcing you to ride the edge of orgasm until your brain melts out your ears."
"No," whimpered Cassie in horror and sexual terror, her mind reeling with the prospect.
"Yes," replied Renee smugly. "I'm going to go on you til your little bimbo mind breaks. So you can either say that safe word I gave you... or we can make a deal."
The words hovered on Cassie's tongue. Her safe word "Albatross"... Or other words. Words like "I surrender". Words that would lead her down a darker path.
Cassie knew where the safe word would lead... it would also be humiliating in it's own way to give up and go home a loser, and that way she wouldn't even get to cum. And Renee had prepared her well. Sexual submission had become her second nature. It was a foregone conclusion what she would choose.
"A... a deal?" whispered Cassie cautiously.
"It's simple," purred Renee, her breath warm and ticklish on Cassie's ear, "All you have to do is... compromise a little on the harsh little line you drew in the sand. I have such a great plan for how you can lose your v-card, Kissy. You have no idea."
Cassie shivered and moaned again, feeling the intense needy throb of her overstimulated nipples and pussy. That had been the very issue that had finally made her split from Renee... The idea that her "friend" would arrogantly plan such an important moment in Cassie's life was insulting and demeaning. Standing up to Renee and preserving her dignity had been a moment of pride and independence. Could she really give that up for a moment of sexual pleasure?
"Come on, Kissy..." whispered Renee, her voice warm, poisonous honey pouring into Cassie's ear. "Just give in on the one little thing. Then you go home a cheerleader, we can be friends again and stop this stupid public fight... and I'll give you the best fucking orgasm of your life."
Cassie was no longer sure she wanted to be a cheerleader, and being friends with Renee felt more dangerous than ever... she tried to hold back and resist. She tried to hold in her mind how good it had felt to finally resist and stand up for herself against Renee.
But a weak, desperate whisper inside her drowned out her inner strength. What choice do you have? Said the insidious little voice. Renee is so much stronger than you... If you try to resist, she won't let you cum... she'll keep you on the edge of release for hours until you give in. Much better to submit right now. It will be less humiliating that way. What else are you going to do? Whimper the safe word? Walk out of the locker room a public loser? That would be even worse!
There's only one choice that makes sense...
"Fine," said Cassie in a broken whisper, feeling the sting of defeat deep in her soul. The humiliation of losing to Renee once again made her sexual desperation roar even higher, eager for the chance to cum that Renee had teasingly dangled.
"Fine, what?" Asked Renee in a smug voice. "I need to hear you say it, Kissy."
"You can decide how I lose my virginity. Just... please let me cum," whimpered Cassie, her face flaming with a blush as she humiliatingly caved. This was supposed to be her moment of triumph. She had talked a big game and publicly confronted Renee. And all of those empty words had just made her eventual defeat that much more devastating.
Renee laughed, low and sweet in her ear. "Sure Kissy... what are friends for?" Then she turned Cassie's head and captured her lips in a deep, dirty kiss, slipping her tongue in to explore. Cassie parted her lips eagerly, allowing the intrusion with a swooning sense of submission, gently caressing Renee's dominant, thrusting tongue with her own. Being bound and blindfolded made the feeling ten times as intense, and Cassie's body felt like it was bursting with wet, shameful heat as she accepted the kiss from her victorious "best friend".
Renee's slim feminine hands flowed down her bound, naked body, pausing to palm and pinch her stiff, aching nipples, making Cassie whine with needy submissive lust against her lips.
Then Renee's lips left hers... and traveled downward, leaving a wet hot kiss right between Cassie's heaving tits... then on her soft feminine belly, leaving it squirming with butterflies.... Then finally right on her smooth, hairless pubic area, just above her pussy, releasing another flood of liquid arousal through Cassie's veins.
She could feel Renee's hot breath on her sensitive, overstimulated pussy. Her breathing was coming so hard and fast that she could feel her tits bounce and wobble with each ragged gasp. Renee's plump, pillowy lips on her pussy... she needed it so fucking bad that it almost made her humiliating public defeat worth it for this one mind-meltingly erotic moment.
"Fuck, please! Please fucking eat me out Renee, Oh God!" mumbled Cassie, fast and low and desperate, her voice now just a breathy whine. Her hips bucked forward into the air, her pussy leaking and clenching around nothing. Renee's hands had slipped down to rest on her trembling thighs.
Every sensation seared into Cassie's nerves with her sight gone. She felt Renee's hands tense on her thighs, felt her breath get closer... closer... moving with teasing slowness.
And then it was finally happening. Cassie let out a low animal moan as Renee's perfect lips made contact with her pussy, pressing slowly but firmly into her overheated flesh. It was too much; Cassie had been riding the razor's edge of orgasm for over an hour. When Renee's wicked tongue slid between both pairs of connected lips, Cassie orgasmed.
As Renee's tongue slid upward, finding Cassie's sweet clit and circling it with precise focus, Cassie enjoyed the deepest, most powerful orgasm she had ever had. Her back arched powerfully, her legs shook so badly they could no longer support her weight, forcing her to hang limply from the chains. Her toes curled and desperate, breathy moans poured from her throat as her hips writhed wantonly forward into the mouth of her best friend. Her worst enemy. The young woman, who, at this moment, owned her, body and soul.
It wasn't just the physical sensation, although that was deeply satisfying as well... it was the submission. The kinky circumstances of defeat and public disgrace that Renee had effortlessly manipulated her into.
Cassie knew the other cheerleaders were watching, likely burning this slutty, pathetic image into their brains forever. They might never respect Cassie again after they had seen her total sexual defeat. But right now Cassie couldn't care about that.
She rubbed her fluttering pussy against her conqueror's face and lost herself in the pleasure of defeat, moaning out her extasy for the entire cheerleading squad to hear as she came... and came... and came.
...
Renee shot a glance around the shower room at the crowd of watching spectators as Kissy treated them all to a little solo concert of slutty moans.
All it would take was one of the football players to burst into laughter for the whole game to be spoiled... yes, Kissy had given in and submitted... for now at least. But she would still probably balk if she realized just how public this initiation had been.
Or how public it was going to be...
Melissa faithfully maintained camerawoman duties, zooming in on the action as Renee continued to tongue-lash Kissy's sensitive clit. A few other rotating girls filmed from other angles as well, capturing shots they could cut to in the edited final product. Perfect. Soon the entire school... or the seniors who coughed up the cash at least, would be able to see firsthand what happened to stupid bimbo sluts who thought they could give Renee lip.
"Renee!" moaned Cassie in a breathy, worshipful voice. "More... keep going... please. Please eat my pussy."
Renee smiled and considered granting her little sub her wish... But really this charade had gone on too long. It was time to wrap this up.
After all, there was one last part of the initiation, wasn't there?
Renee withdrew from between Kissy's trembling thighs, wiping her mouth with the back of a hand. "You guessed right!" she said cheerfully, clapping her hands in mocking celebration. "And that's three! You won Kissy! You're almost a cheerleader!"
Kissy seemed stunned, her smarty-pants brain utterly fried by her slutty public orgasm. It was a state Renee planned to see her in more often... if not permanently. "I... won?" She said slowly. "I'm a cheerleader?"
"Almost!" confirmed Renee with a wicked grin, rising to her feet. "But there was one other last formality... The last part of the initiation, remember?" A few of the cheerleaders around the room held hands over their mouths, desperately trying to hold back laughs. The football players just looked horny. This next part was what had sold them on this experience after all: it wasn't like they were all huge fans of eating pussy.
"Hold on just one second, Girly," said Renee teasingly, patting Kissy's blushing cheek condescendingly. "I'll be right back with your last task."
Renee bustled into the changing area to find another highly amusing sight. That little cowardly slut Kelsey stood over Kissy's pink water bottle, her eyes hazy with submissive lust and a cock in both hands.
The slim little beauty's nipples were hard as diamonds, and hot juices were leaking down her shapely thighs as her hands pumped up and down the thick cocks of the burly football players flanking her. Splatters and flecks of semen covered her hands and thighs from poorly aimed cumshots. Well well well, thought Renee to herself, It looks like poor little Kelsey had more in common with her bestie than she thought. They were both submissive bisexual sluts!.
Renee waved a hand and gestured Kesley away from the bottle she had been dutifully helping to fill. Renee raised her eyebrows as she looked inside. The level was a lot higher than she expected. It seemed that some of the football players had skipped the cunt munching entirely and went for multiple rounds with Kelsey's increasingly-expert hands. A cruel smile crossed Renee's face and she swirled the bottle, mixing the thick, cummy sludge filling it to the halfway mark.
It was a good thing little Kissy had never tasted cum before, because any other experienced slut would know what this was instantly. The slurry was over half jizz at this point.
Renee glanced over at Kelsey, who, despite her task being finished, was still jacking the two sneering football players in a horny daze. As she watched, one of the players came, covering Kelsey's hand in a few squirts of watery cum. This must have been this particular player's third or fourth round.
On a whim, Renee strode up and gripped Kelsey's hair, pulling her toward the locker room with the disgusting bottle of slurry in her other hand. Kelsey's defeat and corruption had been almost as great as Kissy's today, and Renee thought it would be appropriate for her to share in the "reward".
As Renee reentered the shower room, her eyes stuck on Kissy once again, and she felt a thrill of arousal and triumph.
Kissy looked like the textbook definition of what she had become: a conquered bimbo slut. Renee had gotten exactly what she wanted. Just as it should be. Kissy hung limply from the wrist restraints, her body still flushed and trembling with arousal even after her long-delayed orgasm. Her body was covered with demeaning phrases written in stark permanent marker, blurred just a little by the fine sheen of glistening sweat covering her.
Time to end this.
Renee slung Kelsey down to Kissy's feet and pointed insistently at Kissy's dripping pussy. Renee really was too kind, She knew that Kelsey, the pervy little closeted bisexual that she was, had been thirsty for her bestie's pussy juice all day long. Just as Renee suspected, Kelsey's green eyes grew wide... but she didn't refuse or back away. Instead, she tentatively moved forward... gently kissing her friend's pussy and making Kissy flinch in shock.
"Wh-what?" gasped Kissy, her body writhing in shock at the unexpected sensation, "Renee, I thought you said that the task was over!"
"It is," said Renee with a chuckle, motioning Mel to get a close-up of Kelsey's expression of dopey delight as she buried her face into her best friend's juicy cunt. "Consider this a reward."
"B-but," whined Kissy in a breathy voice... but she didn't sound too upset, and based on her moans, she was beginning to enjoy Kelsey's enthusiastic service.
"No more words, Kissy," said Renee firmly. "Open that mouth baby bird style. Here comes your reward for being such a good little cheerleader today."
The crowd huddled closer with breathless anticipation as Kissy obeyed, opening her mouth wide with her tongue stuck out, turning her face upward for the slurry. Multiple cameras rolled from different angles as Renee held up the pink bottle and tipped it slowly, letting its thick, sloppy payload creep toward the bottle's rim.
The stream of thick goo that emerged was multicolored from the various add-ins the cheerleaders had poured in, but it was over half football player cum. It hit Kissy square on the tongue, delivering the fledgling slut her second-ever taste of semen.
She closed her mouth in shock for a second, letting the drizzling stream pour over her face and drip down to her heaving tits, streaking down over her stiff nipples and dripping down her flat belly. After a quick gulp to clear her mouth, however, Kissy reopened her lips gamely, determined to fulfill the last part of the initiation now that she was so close.
The cheerleaders were unable to hold back their giggles now as video captured Kissy's first ever bukkake forever in HD. Renee tilted the pink bottle further, watching with glee as Kissy's open mouth grew fuller and fuller, her tongue covered in the pearly slime.
Below, the extra spilled sperm traced down Kissy's body. Kelsey's eyes widened as the trails of filthy cum slipped downward, closer and closer to her mouth, still busy licking and sucking between Kissy's thighs. She could have pulled away... but instead, she kept going even as the foul slurry flowed down, mixed and flavoring Kissy's pussy with the fruits of Kelsey's slutty labor.
Finally, Kissy's mouth was utterly full, brimming with the sticky sperm of all the seniors on the football team. Renee smiled widely and said, "Go on now, Kissy Swallowes. Time to live up to your name."
And Kissy did. Like a trooper, she swallowed the football team's cum down in two big, thick gulps, shuddering at the disgusting texture and taste. Beneath her, her best friend noisily slurped at her pussy, where the leftovers that ran down her body had pooled.
A perfect slutty climax to Kissy Swallowes' first amateur porno.
Renee clapped her hands sharply. "Ok girls," she said performatively, "Show's over. Leave Kissy and I here so she can clean up a little, and be ready to welcome your new squadmate tomorrow."
The cheerleaders obeyed her command to fuck off, as did the football players, swiftly and silently. The footage was stopped. Pants went back on. Kelsey and Peter trailed out, Kesley looking stunned and horny, Peter almost hollow.
Renee and Kissy were left alone. Renee reached up and removed the blindfold. The look in Kissy's eyes was priceless. Renee saw defeat and shame there... but even better were the submission and longing lurking in her beautiful blue eyes. She dropped her gaze after just one plaintive look, unable to bear the humiliation of the moment.
Renee reached over and turned on the two shower heads that Kissy hung from, directing both heads toward her to wash her with a warm spray of water.
"What...?" Said Kissy, her voice cracking a little. She cleared her throat and began again. "What was even in that... stuff?" She burped, sending a fresh waft of cum scent into the stuffy air of the showers.
Renee kept her face neutral as she began running her hands almost lovingly over Kissy's body, rinsing away her sweat and the sticky trails of cum. Kissy probably should have questioned why Renee was cleaning her instead of just releasing her to do it herself, but she was in such a submissive mindset by this point that she didn't even remark on it, meekly submitting to Renee's rubbing hands.
"Mostly thick water," lied Renee lightly, running her hands over Kissy's pussy to wash away the saliva and juices, making Kissy shiver from the intense sensation. "Ever heard of it? They make it for people with issues swallowing thin liquids. Disgusting consistency. That's why the girls add it: they want to make it as gross as possible."
"It worked," said Kissy sullenly, burping again with a wince. For a moment there was silence, with only the sound of the trickling and splattering water.
Finally Kissy spoke up again.
"Renee... what's the... I mean, what's the... you know... p-plan?"
Renee couldn't keep a smile off her lips this time. She ran her hands up and down Kissy's thick thighs, her mind crowding with wicked fantasies for all the fun things she had in store for Kissy. "Sorry, babe," she said with a giggle. "I don't want to spoil the surprise. We need your first time to be special, don't we?"



Kissy was silent again, but Renee could sense her arousal and dread at being under her thumb once again.
"Umm, Renee?" said Kissy in a timid voice, "You said that these markers were washable, right...?"
Renee bit her lip hard to keep from bursting into laughter.
"Oh dear... It looks like maybe Mel screwed up when fetching the markers. Sorry, Kissy!"
...
The Next Day
Desirae Fontaine put her big black SUV into park, picked up her pug, Princess, and made her way into her large suburban Mcmansion.
No matter how much she complained to the other housewives about her good-for-nothing sack-of-shit husband, Charlie, she really did have it made.
Thanks to the high-level position Charlie had gotten doing shady work for some hunky black guy, Desirae had been able to quit working and live the life she had always dreamed of: sitting around the house watching her favorite reality TV shows, gossiping and making drama with the other women in the suburb, and exercising to keep her body tight and impressive for the young pool boys she hired on a rotating basis. After all, she was well aware that Charlie wasn't Mr. Faithful, so why should she remain chaste?
She was a little annoyed on the way into the house to see that Melissa's car was in the driveway. Desirae and her daughter didn't always see eye to eye, to put it mildly. Desirae had gotten pregnant during her senior year of high school and hadn't slipped easily into motherhood. In fact, there had even been a sort of twisted rivalry between her and her daughter since Melissa had turned 18. She could swear that the little skank was trying to seduce the latest pool boy before Desirae had the chance.
Her mood wasn't improved as she entered the house and saw that not only was Mel sitting at the kitchen bar brazenly drinking a frozen margarita... But her friend Renee was over as well.
Renee made Desirae a little nervous. She was Charlie's boss' daughter, so obviously she couldn't object to the friendship, but there was something... dangerous in the girl's lovely brown eyes that put Desirae on edge... not to mention the fact that cheer captains brought up bad memories for her.
But she had to play nice. Desirae set Princess down carefully and straightened with a false smile. "Hi, girls! So good to see you, Renee! You hardly ever come over anymore!"
Melissa and Renee exchanged glances that Desirae didn't particularly like, then Renee turned her dangerous brown eyes to her friend's mom. "Actually... I'm hear to talk with you today, Mrs. Fontaine."
Alarm bells sounded in Desirae's mind, but carefully kept the reaction off her face. She was willing to play nice to further her husband's career, but she had no desire to get more involved with Renee than she absolutely had to. "Oh really?" she asked cautiously, moving to pour herself a margarita from the machine. "Why is that exactly?"
"Well, we're looking for a new coach for our cheerleading squad. Our old coach Ms. Chambers hasn't really been up to the task," explained Renee smoothly, her brown eyes pleading. "Mel told me that you were a cheer captain in high school. We were hoping you might be able to help out."
"Ahhhhhh," said Desirae, taking a long sip of the margarita. She made a little face; Melissa had used too much tequila. "Well I'm flattered you would ask girls, but I'm afraid that I just don't think I'm cut out for the job. Besides, I'm far too busy!"
Melissa snorted and rolled her eyes, mumbling something about "busy with the poolboy", and Desirae was about to snipe back at her when Renee laid a hand on both of their arms, her eyes flashing. The look of authority on the young girl's face brought Desirae to a halt.
"That's too bad..." said Renee. Her voice was sad, but her eyes still held a glint of steel. "So many of the girls could use your guidance... Like my friend Kissy for instance. I think you used to know her mother, by the way."
"Really?" asked Desirae, a little curious despite herself. "Who's this girl's mom?"
"Gina Harlowe," said Renee simply, a little smirk tugging up the corners of her mouth as she stared directly into Desirae's eyes, "nee Eriksson."
Desirae paused with her margarita partway to her lips, her eyes narrowing. Gina Eriksson. Gigi. The girl who had embarrassed her so badly back in high school that she never wanted to think about cheerleading again.
The daughter whose birthday math had always made Desirae feel a little suspicious. She turned the information over slowly and thoroughly.
"This Kissy..." she said slowly, "she needs a lot of guidance, huh?"
Renee nodded knowingly. "Lots. Personal, thorough, strict guidance."
As Melissa looked back and forth between Renee and Desirae with annoyed confusion, a wicked smile broke across her mother's face.
"Well then," said Desirae in a warm, purring tone, "How can I say 'no'?"
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Grace's pussy was topped with a dense, groomed patch of dark pubic hair. She always kept it that way. Certainly not a bush, but a symbol of her powerful, uncompromising femininity. Her refusal to bend to the preferences of men.
Currently, her flushed and swollen pussy lips beneath the dark thatch of hair were leaking a thick load of cum into a glass vial she held beneath it.
Beside her, Connor lay back against the pillow, arms crossed behind his head, his prominent skull tattoo dark against the pale skin of his chest. Grace had high and exacting standards when it came to sex partners, but Connor cleared the bar for a one-night stand at least... as long as he remembered his place.
"I always knew she was a slut," said Connor musingly, watching with fascination as Grace used her fingers to scoop out more of his thick cum into the vial. "I mean, she was for me at least. It's pretty hilarious she thought she could turn her back on her instincts and settle down with a nobody loser like what's-his-name."
"Mmmm," said Grace in soft agreement. "She's always been a juicy little slut at her core. I'm just giving her an excuse to show it off."
"And she thought she could get away from me," said Connor with a smirk. "I think we both know this whole thing will blow up in her face, and when it does, her pussy of a boyfriend will kick her to the curb. But I don't mind taking her back. Not as a girlfriend of course. I wouldn't date an e-girl skank. But she can be my slutty little secret."
Grace just smiled silently as she corked the sample and slid her thong back up her thighs. It wasn't going to go that way, of course. Connor could fuck Cherry as much as he wanted, but when it came to who would own her, Grace had no plans to give up her control.
"With this special promotion you mentioned," said Connor with an evil smirk, "I have a chance to prep Charlotte for returning to her real man. I think I have the perfect idea to pry her away from that boring nobody and get her lusting after me again."
"Do tell," said Grace, her eyes alight with aroused interest.
Connor let out a low, sinister chuckle. "Ever heard of those places that make a dildo shaped like your cock?"
...
The other day, one of the subscribers asked for Charlotte's address. The terrifying request had almost been enough for Charlotte to pull the trigger on her escape plan, even if she suspected she was a few bucks short. Luckily, even Grace had agreed that that was over the line, fifty dollars or no. Giving out your home address to perverts online might get her killed, and Grace had bigger plans for her pet slut.
But Grace wasn't willing to shut the weirdo out completely. She had insisted that Charlotte set up a PO Box as an alternative if one of her loyal fans wanted to send her something, and this was the result: a package about the size of a loaf of bread sat on her bed, unmarked except for a non-descript shipping label.
Charlotte wearily opened her DMs, scrolling through the zoo of crude objectification and dick pics to find the requester who had sent this. Responding to each and every message had become impossible as well. Her number of subscribers had ballooned after her accidental degrading livestream, and Grace had grudgingly admitted that it wasn't reasonable for Charlotte to respond to almost a hundred dick pics a day.
But what she had demanded instead was worse. Charlotte had to record herself masturbating to unsolicited dick pics for at least ten minutes every night and send the video to her mistress. The worst part was that often... she climaxed. Sometimes, after she orgasmed, Charlotte wondered if maybe she was dragging this out on purpose. Was it possible that the reason she hadn't called a lawyer yet wasn't because she was actually short on cash... but because she had secretly started to enjoy Grace's control?
There was no point in dwelling on that troubling question right now. She had another task to complete. She finally found the original requester in her crowded inbox and sent him a message.
[I got the package!]
It took about ten minutes for the anonymous subscriber to respond, during which Charlotte felt her tension rising. What exactly was inside the package? Her fingers itched to open it, but the requester had specifically told her to wait until he gave her permission.
Finally, he responded.
[Finally. Open it up, slut. Take a look at your new obsession.]
Charlotte didn't need to be asked twice. She used a pair of scissors to slit the tape and ripped open the box, reaching inside to pull out...
Huh. Well, she supposed that this was the most obvious answer. It was a dildo made of soft silicone with a solid core, fully modeled balls, and a suction cup on the base. Big, but not incredibly so. Bigger than Steven's cock, certainly, but about the same size as some of her previous boyfriends. Considering how cartoonishly monstrous some fake dongs could get, this seemed tame by comparison.
The only thing that was unique about it was its realism. Instead of having just the suggestion of male anatomy like most of the dildos Charlotte had seen in the past, this one had realistic coloring and molded veins that made it appear almost lifelike.
[Thank you so much! It looks really fun! <3] she typed, hoping that accepting the gift was the beginning and end of this request. But she knew that she was being foolishly optimistic.
[This is going to be your new affair partner. Take a photo of you giving him a little kiss hello.]
Charlotte felt a tingle between her legs as she read the phrase "affair partner". How did so many of her subscribers seem to know that she was dating someone? And this one seemed to have a kink for referencing that. It felt like a taboo subject to her. Thinking too hard about all the slutty things she was doing behind Steven's back made a complicated knot of guilt and arousal form in her chest.
But this was a fifty-dollar requester. She had no choice but to do as he commanded. Charlotte didn't even try to fight the feeling of erotic helplessness as she crossed the room to her dresser. Getting turned on by being ordered around and disrespected was becoming second nature to her.
She plucked a lace masquerade mask from its hiding place deep in her panty drawer, her hand brushing the thick wad of cash hidden beside it as she went. Ever since the requesters forced her hand on the subject of nude photos and videos, Charlotte had begun posting nude photos for her regular updates. Why not? The seal had been broken on that kind of content, and she might as well chase more popularity and lawyer money if nudes of her were available anyway.
The lace mask was her new solution for anonymity. It saved her the trouble of carefully lining up shots or blacking out her face later.
With her identity hidden, Charlotte took a selfie of her giving the realistic dildo a juicy, performative kiss and sent the snapped photo to the requester. It looked pretty good. Charlotte was getting a better and better sense of how best to perform for the camera.
[Good girl. Now a short video. Rub your new bull all over your face. Tell him how horny he's making you. Oh... and by the way, this dildo has a name. Call it "Connor".]
Charlotte felt her heart skip a beat as she read the name. Connor... In a lot of ways, her ex-boyfriend would always be a part of her. She spent most of the past five years in a passionate, tumultuous relationship with him. In retrospect, she could see that the relationship had been toxic. Now that she was with a caring, loving man like Steven, she realized that Connor had probably never really respected her.
But it hadn't been all bad... The sex had been explosive. Volcanic. Connor was a Dom in bed, and had taught Charlotte the pleasure of submitting. It was a part of her sexuality that she would always carry with her (even if Steven wasn't really up to the task of that kind of play), and she would always have a twisted gratitude to Connor for that. The submissive sexual tendencies Connor had first uncovered in her were being exploited and inflamed in a major way by Grace now, and she was reluctant to make that mental connection by naming the dildo "Connor". It was no doubt a coincidence. Maybe the requester didn't even really care what the dildo was named.
[Hmmm, can we name it something a bit more studly? Like maybe "Chad" or "Brock" ;)]
It was worth a shot. But her subscribers weren't normally in a compromising mood by the time they got Cherry under their command.
[No. Your new bull is "Connor". Get used to it. Now send me that video.]
Charlotte sighed. Just her luck. This subscriber must also be named Connor. Well, she would have to just get through it and try not to think too hard about her toxic ex-boyfriend.... And his big dominant cock.
That was easier said than done when she was forced to take a video nuzzling her face against the rigid length of the fake cock and moaning things like "Connor... Oh Connor... I'm so happy to meet you. You're so big and strong... I'm so glad to have you as my Bull". The word "Bull" tingled on her lips. She was sexually experienced and kinky enough to know the word's implication, at least in vague terms. This requester wanted to frame her play with the dildo specifically as her cheating on Steven.
It made her feel guilty... but there was a sneaky arousal growing inside her at the thought as well. It was a little kinky to be sneaking around behind Steven's back with another man... even if that man was a dildo.
And the name... the name was having an effect on her as well, even though she was trying her best to separate it from her ex-boyfriend in her head. "Connor... oh Connor..." she moaned, dragging the rubber cock across her soft lips. It brought her mind back vividly to how the real Connor loved to do the same thing... making her kneel in front of him and rubbing his cock all over her face, marking her as his. She could practically smell his cock now... feel his throbbing heat.
Charlotte stopped the recording, shaking her head to clear it. That should be enough. She had already done what the requester asked for; no reason to go crazy here. Even if it did feel kind of good.
She sent the video and lay back on her bed, awaiting a response. Her whole body was flushed and she could feel moist heat growing between her legs. Her humiliating new Simpspace career didn't seem to be satisfying her sexual needs at all. Oddly, since she had been forced into sexual servitude to Grace, her libido had spiked, even though she was getting off much more often than usual.
And Steven was taking care of her needs worse than ever. How long had it been since he fucked her? A week? Two? No wait... they had given it a try the Friday before last. Right after the movie night where Grace posted her photos. Normally these days he had trouble getting it up, but that night he had the opposite problem, cumming only after a few short strokes in her pussy.
Charlotte loved Steven a lot, but he needed to step up. His failure to perform and her rising libido made it feel like Charlotte was building up to some sort of terrible climax. She needed some way to release the sexual tension inside her.
The requester finally replied. First, just an eggplant emoji, followed by another message.
[Perfect. So fucking hot. Just one more video before you've earned every penny of your fee. Ride your new Bull. Moan his name and tell him how much better he is than your cuck boyfriend.]
Charlotte's pulse thumped in her ears as she read the filthy words. There it was, the worst word of all, right out in the open.
Cuck.
Charlotte had never considered anything she had done so far to be cheating on her boyfriend. Was it all disrespectful to him? Yes. Would he be upset if he found out? Hell yes. But it was all just images and dirty talk. She wasn't doing anything with the anonymous subscribers besides giving them jerk-off material. Besides, it was all coerced, so it wasn't even her fault.
But this... this command was asking her to cross a very important mental line. It was asking her to play with the idea of betraying Steven. The fact that it was with a dildo that had the name of the man who made Steven so incredibly insecure only made it spicier.
Charlotte gripped the thick, rigid shaft of the dildo in her hand, feeling the coiling of dark hot lust in her core. She had no choice after all. So what if she felt a kinky little thrill from the task she was being forced to complete? No one would ever have to know that.
She got up and pulled her little camera tripod out of its hiding place in the closet, setting it up pointed at the open stretch of floor between the bedroom door and the bed. She shimmied out of her panties and shorts, a little embarrassed by the wet spot she noticed when stepping out of them. After a moment's thought, she pulled off her shirt and tossed aside her sports bra as well. The subscriber hadn't requested that she be fully naked, but she thought it would look better.
She pushed the suction cup of the dildo down firmly onto the hardwood floor and it stuck fast, pointing upward with an obscene wobble. Then she started the recording and stepped in front of the camera, bare except for a black lace mask.
Taking a deep breath, she squatted down, spreading her thick thighs to reveal her glistening pussy, swollen with arousal. With one hand, she reached down and gripped the shaft of the fake cock, rubbing it back and forth across her slit and lubing its surface with her juices. She shivered with pleasure, then began speaking her taboo lines.
"Mmmm, Connor," she purred, closing her eyes in ecstasy, "you feel so good." In her mind, she flashed back to squatting above her ex-boyfriend the same way, feeling his hot, hard dick teasing at the entrance of her eager hole.
"So much better than..." Charlotte let out a little whimper as the soft, realistic tip of the dildo rubbed across her engorged clit. This next part would be the hardest... and maybe the most arousing. "...Than my c-cuck boyfriend," she said in a low raspy voice. Her insides twisted as the foul word crossed her lips. She had done it... insulting her loving boyfriend on camera. And it felt fucking good. Upsetting and guilt-inducing, but good.
She couldn't resist chasing that feeling. "Fuck me, Connor," she gasped, sinking slowly down the realistic length of the silicone shaft. God, it filled her up just right. She hadn't realized how much she missed being stuffed like this until just now. Even before he had become such a dud in bed, Steven wasn't as big or forceful as some of her exes.
Charlotte sat for a moment, breathing heavily, squatting low with her pussy snugly gripping the full length of the dildo. Then she began moving. Slowly at first, with powerful, rolling hip motions. "MMMMM, yeah baby," she groaned in delight as her pussy clenched and squirmed around the invading dildo. "You feel so fucking good inside me. So hard. So thick. Not like..."
She didn't have to. She had already badmouthed Steven once. She could probably leave it at that and still claim that she followed the subscriber's orders. But now she was already in the fantasy... of fucking someone else other than her boyfriend... of enjoying them more.
"Not like my limp little boyfriend!" she moaned, savoring the twisted mix of guilt and desire building inside her. "You're better. Oh Connor, you're more of a man than he could ever be. Fuck me!" And now, despite herself, she was picturing the real Connor. Her hips began to pick up speed, sweat dripping from her forehead as she made sweet little unselfconscious grunts of pleasure, riding up and down the thick dildo beneath her, her pierced tits bouncing and jiggling as she bucked. She imagined Connor's dark, wicked eyes. His lean muscle. His deep, forceful voice ordering her to ride him faster, to make him cum.
She especially remembered the feeling of his cock. In fact, as her hips began to hump and grind with needy, eager speed, she began to feel very very nostalgic. Was it just the name? Or did this dildo remind her even more deeply of Connor for some reason? She tried to think, but she was approaching orgasm rapidly, little whines bursting from her throat, her hips slamming down with wet rhythmic sounds, taking the dildo all the way down to its rubber balls with every stroke.
She was about to cum... she was almost there... Connor's face floated in her vision, hard and cruel and commanding and impossibly fucking hot.
Charlotte had almost no time to react when she heard Steven's keys in the lock. The bedroom was near the front door, and once Steven saw she wasn't on the couch, he would come to the bedroom right away to find her.
She had maybe fifteen seconds.
Working on pure adrenaline and instinct, Charlotte launched up off the ground, kicked her clothes under the bed, snatched the dildo off the ground with a wet pop of a releasing suction cup and dived into bed, pulling the sheets up to her chin and holding the dildo beneath them.
She didn't take down the tripod setup. If she had tried, she would have been caught. Immediately after she had gotten into position and snatched off the lace mask, Steven opened the door to the bedroom. "Hey babe," he said casually, "still in bed?"
"Yeah," said Charlotte with a convincing attempt at casualness, her hand gripping the slick shaft of her new dildo tightly beneath the sheets. "Just been lounging around today. They let you go early?"
Steven shrugged. "Yeah, the boss was there and it was slow, so..." he noticed the tripod and went silent. A strange look crossed his face, sort of haunted, but also... turned on? For a second, Charlotte thought he might have caught on that something was up. She looked down and saw to her horror that there were noticeable droplets of feminine juices on the floor from where they had dripped down the dildo.
But Steven just mildly said, "Huh, so what's this?" gesturing awkwardly to Charlotte's phone mounted in the tripod.
"I... I've been thinking about trying out some of those dances that girls do online," lied Charlotte frantically. "Too tiring. I decided to take a nap."
If he checked the phone, Steven would see that the video was still recording. He might even see how the video had begun. Charlotte felt wet all over... sweat dripped down her face, the remains of her arousal seeped slowly down her thighs.
Steven looked at her closely, his eyebrows lowered and an unreadable emotion in his eyes. Finally, he cleared his throat and said, "That's great babe. I'm proud of you for trying something new. See you in a sec, I'm going to take a quick shower." As he headed toward the bathroom, his foot barely missed slipping in the warm droplets of feminine arousal that Charlotte had left on the floor.
When she heard the shower turn on, Charlotte finally had enough time to get up, put on some clothes, wipe up her mess, and put away her tripod. She still couldn't believe she had been that lucky. Steven had barely questioned the fact she owned recording equipment. Maybe he was a little TOO trusting...
Finally, she flopped back on the bed, feeling relieved... but she still had to send that video to the subscriber who had requested it. It needed heavy editing. After all, Steven had walked in at the end in full view of the camera! But she had no time to edit right now. Steven would be out of the shower in a minute or two, then they would be together for a few hours before it would be time for her to go to work.
There was only one option. What else did she have a "manager" for anyway if not for a situation like this? Charlotte swiftly sent the unedited video to Grace with a short message.
[Mistress, I'm sorry, but Steven came home early. Could you edit this video and send it to the subscriber so I don't keep him waiting?]
She waited, almost holding her breath in tension. Maybe this hadn't been a good idea. Grace could be a little... touchy if she thought Charlotte was being disrespectful. But it seemed like Grace was willing to be reasonable this time.



[Yeah, I can take care of it.]
Charlotte sighed in relief. Just one other thing to take care of. She looked at the realistic dildo, still sticky with her juices. The request had been just to use it once. She would be well within her rights to throw it away. In fact, that would probably be the smart choice. One less thing around the apartment that might make Steven suspicious. But the cock had felt good... Charlotte got up and tucked the dirty dildo into her panty drawer right next to her thick wad of ill-gotten cash, along with the lace mask.
Why throw away a perfectly good sex toy?
...
Grace wasn't the type to cackle evilly. A bit too... tacky for her tastes. But it was hard to hold back right now.
The dumb little slut still thought for some reason that Grace's goal was to run a successful Simpspace business. That had never been the plan. The plan was and had always been to humiliate and degrade Charlotte completely and utterly.
And the video Charlotte had just foolishly sent her would help accomplish that.
First, she sent the unedited video to Connor. She knew he would get a kick out of Steven's dopey, horny face as he walked in on his girlfriend's slutty recording.
Next, she did apply some edits... although not the ones Charlotte was hoping for. She blurred and distorted Steven's voice, but kept his portion of the video in. Then, she created a new post for Charlotte's subscribers titled "My Cucky Boyfriend Almost Caught Me!!!! <3 <3 <3." Her thumb hovered over the "post" button... Then she reconsidered.
Not because she thought it was going too far of course. It was just a question of timing. For the past month, she had been tormenting Steven. Stopping by his apartment every once in a while and "showing him the new evidence" from the Simpspace account. Manipulating him into a state of horny uncertainty over whether "Cherry Sweets" was his girlfriend. The fucking idiot. The nude photos should have been enough proof to settle the question. At this point he was just desperately lying to himself.
But this one would be the final straw. It was finally time to break the awful, obvious news to poor, oblivious Steven.
She didn't want him to find out alone. Grace wanted to be there when Steven was forced to connect the dots.
...And there was also the matter of Charlotte's little nest egg. It was obvious just looking at the little bitch that Charlotte believed she had some sort of ace in the hole. There was just a certain defiance that glittered in the back of her eyes even when she obeyed. It had to be the money. Charlotte was withdrawing it from the Simpspace account regularly, and when Grace had tricked Steven into showing her his bank account a few days ago, it certainly wasn't there. Charlotte hadn't made any big purchases lately either that Grace could see, so that left only one possibility.
She was hoarding it somewhere. And Grace was pretty sure it wouldn't be that hard to find. Charlotte didn't know that Grace had been regularly visiting her house when she wasn't home, so Grace doubted that she had hidden the money too carefully. Charlotte wouldn't know what hit her.
Grace slipped her phone into her purse and got up.
Time to make another housecall.
...
Steven sat on the edge of his bed, stunned and confused and frustratingly horny.
Charlotte had left for work a few minutes ago, which at least meant he didn't have to pretend that everything was fine in front of her.
He didn't want to believe the evidence, but it was piling up deeper and deeper. That naked photo shoot the day before had almost broken him. The thin line of black covering "Cherry Sweet's" eyes had left very little up to the imagination. Cherry looked like Charlotte. Almost exactly like Charlotte. And the photos had been taken on a bed that looked almost exactly like their bed. The other subscribers even whispered about a legendary Livestream where Cherry had allegedly accidentally done a brief face reveal, although Steven had been at work when it happened.
Steven still clung desperately to the small, unlikely chance that it might all be some sort of misunderstanding. Grace had been helpful with that. Over the last month, Charlotte's tall, dark best friend had been coming over frequently to go over the "new evidence" with him... and to "help soothe his anxiety" with the help of her feet.
They had eventually graduated from over-the-pants rubbing, and now Grace's pale, delicate feet rubbed up and down his naked cock every time she came over, all while Steven watched Cherry's newest releases.
In other words, he was getting regular footjobs from his girlfriend's best friend. It was a fucked up situation. And getting his balls frequently drained in such a perverted way certainly wasn't helping his bedroom difficulties with Charlotte. But Steven couldn't help it. Grace was insistent that he accept this kind of "help", and he wasn't strong enough to refuse.
Grace had been the one to convince Steven to hold out hope. She told him that it wasn't unusual for two unrelated people to look similar, and that the similarities between the filming location and their bedroom meant nothing. And so Steven had maintained his increasingly foolish hope.
But today was... troubling. Charlotte had filming equipment set up when he came in. Why would she bother to buy that kind of stuff if she wasn't using it? And that wasn't even mentioning her sweaty, blushing panic when he came into the room. Those sheets pulled tightly up to her chin could have been hiding anything.
Steven didn't want to believe it. But he had still been obsessively checking Cherry's Simpspace page since Charlotte left for work. Would something pop up? A new post filmed this morning?
An alert buzzed on his phone and Steven's mouth went dry. A new post by Cherry Sweets. Just as he was about to click into it, his cock throbbing painfully in his pants, the doorbell rang.
Steven looked up, torn between answering the door and just quickly checking what Cherry had posted. But, in the end, he didn't have it in him to be rude. He rose and went to the front door of the apartment, opening it swiftly with the hope of getting whoever it was to leave as quickly as possible.
Grace favored him with a knowing smirk, her eyes flicking downward to Steven's poorly concealed boner as she breezed past him into the apartment. "What's the matter, loser? Been thinking about my feet too much?" She asked smugly. That was the other thing about Grace's visits... although in the end she always encouraged Steven to be optimistic and hold out hope, her attitude toward him had grown a little... sharp.
She turned and looked back at him with mocking eyes from deeper inside the apartment. Today, she wore a tartan skirt, ripped fishnets, and a skin-tight sleeve-length black sweater. "Are you going to just stare at me, or are you going to close the door?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.
Steven shook himself and closed the door behind them, locking it tight. His brain felt slow right now, trapped in a prison of anxiety and lust. He watched stupidly as Grace breezed into his bedroom like she owned the place. With a confused blink, he followed after her.
"Ummm, Grace, why are you here?" He asked, his eyebrows wrinkling as he saw Grace standing in front of Charlotte's dresser, rifling through it. "Did you... did you see Cherry's latest post?"
"Oh, she just posted?" asked Grace lightly, holding up one of Charlotte's midriff-baring tops speculatively. "No, I didn't see it, loser. I was just checking up on you." Without warning, Grace grabbed the bottom hem of her sweater and tugged it swiftly over her head, revealing her lithe, creamy-skinned back, uncovered by any bra.
Grace half turned to give him a teasing glance over her naked shoulder. "But now that there's a new post, we can go over it together, right?"
"G-grace... what... what are you...?" stuttered Steven, dry-mouthed and stunned by her unexpected nudity, even if he could only view it from behind.
Grace rolled her eyes and slipped Charlotte's shirt on, giving Steven the slightest glimpse of a pale nipple. "Don't make it weird, loser. Besties try on each other's clothes all the time. Besides, I thought this would be good for you. Really make you feel like your girlfriend was here supporting you through this tough time."
Steven wanted to protest that most girls tried on clothes while their friend was in the room with them, not their friend's boyfriend, but Grace had already picked out a tiny pair of Charlotte's jeans shorts and was unzipping her skirt.
With his cheeks flaming, Steven abruptly turned around. Grace hadn't been wearing a bra... maybe she didn't have panties either. Staring at her pussy was definitely crossing a line with Charlotte's friend.
There were more sounds of drawers opening and clothes being rustled, but he didn't dare turn around now. Suddenly, Grace let out a low evil chuckle and said quietly, as if to herself, "There it is... you sneaky little bitch..." Steven frowned in confusion. What did she mean by that, exactly? He was about to turn when he heard two quick spritzes of perfume and smelled Charlotte's usual fresh, fruity scent roll across the room. One slim finger traced along his back as Grace circled around him, wearing his girlfriend's too-big clothes with a smirk on her face.
"So sweet of you to control those wandering eyes, little guy. Let's just hope your naughty girlfriend is just as loyal..."
Grace reached out with a stiff, forceful push, knocking Steven down to sit on the bed with an *oof*. Before he even had time to process, she had plopped down beside him and snuggled up, pulling out her phone and navigating to Simpspace. It was surreal to see the pale, slim Grace in Charlotte's clothes... and oddly erotic too. The strange combination sent mixed signals and arousal spiraling through Steven's mind.
"So Cherry just posted, huh?" said Grace, her voice roiling with an undercurrent of anticipation just barely papered over with false concern. "Let's watch it together, just you and me. How bad could it be, right?"
As she tapped the new post, Grace's eyes widened and she let out a small gasp. Steven stared at her nervously, his eyes wide with anxious horror. "Sorry, loser," said Grace with a smirk, "looks preeeetty bad to me."
She turned to show him the phone, and Steven felt a swell of complex emotions surge up inside him.
The post title read "My Cucky Boyfriend Almost Caught Me!!! <3 <3 <3". Steven felt his heart sink with corrosive jealousy and his cock throb to life with impotent lust at the same time. Cucky... That hateful word and all its forms had become a major trigger for Steven, especially since Grace seemed to take great pleasure in saying it just as he came all over her feet. Reading it written by someone who might be his girlfriend was stunningly erotic and distressing at the same time.
"Hmmm, this is going to be tough for you, isn't it?" said Grace, her voice dripping with sympathy. "I think, as a special treat... I'm going to let you use my hand today, loser."
She reached immediately to unzip Steven's jeans, ignoring his feeble protests: "Grace n-no... I... I can't. Charlotte..."
Grace raised an eyebrow, wrapping a fist tight around the base of Steven's stiff cock. "Don't fight it, loser. Just think of me as Charlotte right now. I get the feeling you're going to need the support while you watch this one."
With that, she tapped the play button on the Simpspace video, her other hand beginning to give him a slow, teasing handjob. On the screen, a realistic dildo sat stuck to a wooden floor. A wooden floor that looked suspiciously like the floor of their bedroom, but it could have been everywhere.
Charlotte walked into frame, completely naked and wearing a lace mask. No... Cherry. It was Cherry who was now squatting and spreading her thick thighs above the obscenely jutting fake cock, not Charlotte. Not necessarily.
Steven almost felt like he was going to pass out as Cherry reached beneath her and teased her dripping pussy with the dildo... moaning Connor's name. His heart felt like it was going to beat out of his chest. His cock felt like it was on fire in Grace's pumping hand. Connor, the ex-boyfriend he so hated and feared. The one who Charlotte always went back to. Her sweet, breathy voice said his name with such... reverence.
Then she said it... that foul, erotic word passed Cherry Sweet's lips, which looked identical to Charlotte's.
Cuck.
Grace's hand seized, vice-like at the base of Steven's cock as his hips bucked involuntarily upward, preventing him from cumming prematurely to his own humiliation. "Hold on there, loverboy," she chuckled, "it's not time to spurt yet. You still haven't seen the best part!"
Dimly, Steven registered that Grace had said something that didn't make sense. How could Grace know that a "best part" was coming up if this was the first time she was seeing it? But he was too focused on the screen to protest. Cherry was now humping smoothly up and down the fake cock, impaling her pussy on its rigid length, moaning for Connor again and again.
Steven's breathing was hard and ragged, his mind a flurry of conflicting emotions. Grace's hand pumped mercilessly on his drooling cock, the smell of his girlfriend's perfume heavy in his nose.
"Wait for it loser," whispered Grace, "wait for the twist..."
On the screen, Cherry suddenly looked up toward a noise that didn't register on the camera. Moving quickly, she got up, and snatched the dildo off the ground, moving out of frame. The door swung open...
And there he was. Steven himself. His face was blurred, and his voice had been modified somehow, but he recognized the words he said, and his clothes.
And everything snapped into place. Every obvious piece of evidence he had been desperate to ignore. Cherry was obviously Charlotte. She had been all along.
And that meant she had been riding a thick dildo and moaning her ex-boyfriend's name... calling Steven a cuck.
This time Grace didn't stop him. Instead, for some strange reason, she pulled out a glass vial and held it to the tip of Steven's cock as he spurted, squirting a shameful load of cum into the clear glass tube, filling it with creamy white sperm.
Steven sat slumped forward on the edge of the bed as his orgasm faded and the hard cold truth hit him. Humming to herself, Grace capped the vial and dropped it into a plastic baggie.
Steven fell back onto the bed with a heartbroken groan. Now that he had cum, the truth behind the Simpspace account didn't feel taboo and sexy anymore. It felt depressing. Charlotte was Cherry Sweets, internet slut. She had been showing off her naked body behind his back. Mocking him as a cuckold for her internet fans. And why had she been moaning Connor's name?
"Hey," said Grace, nudging him with one slim foot. "Why the long face, loser? Isn't this exactly what you wanted?"
Despite his crushing despair, what Grace had said was so bizarre that he raised his head to give her a confused glare. "What?" He shook his head and let it fall back to the mattress. "Of course not. Why would I want my girlfriend to send naked pictures to other guys?"
Grace let out a low evil chuckle and rose from the bed beside him, crossing back over to the dresser and opening Grace's panty drawer. "Oh, sweetie, you're looking at this all wrong!" she said in a sweet, poisonous tone. She dug around in the drawer for a moment, her hand emerging with the same black lacey pair that Steven had bought for her last Valentine's day... the pair she had worn for her first ever Simpspace shoot. Her other hand clutched something else, maybe softball-sized, but swiftly hid it behind her back. Steven was too distracted by what Grace planned to do with the panties to pay much attention to what was in her other hand.
Steven looked up as Grace walked back across the room toward him with a teasing, hip-swaying walk, his girlfriend's panties dangling from her finger. "Just listen loser," she purred, popping open the button of Charlotte's jean shorts and dropping them to the ground, "I think once you think about this a little more, you'll see things my way."
Steven had tried to resist earlier when Grace was changing, but he couldn't look away this time. As the shorts slid down her thighs, Grace revealed that she hadn't worn any panties today. Her pussy was perfect, plump, and flushed with desire, whether from the handjob or watching his suffering, Steven couldn't tell. It was topped by a precisely shaped, but thick and dense triangular patch of dark pubic hair. Although he had thought he was utterly spent, Steven felt his still-sticky, oozing cock twitch and begin to swell. Grace tossed whatever else she was holding down to land on her discarded skirt. Then, with agonizing slowness, her mocking eyes fixed on Steven, Grace bent at the waist, stepping into Charlotte's panties and pulling them up, snug and tight against her horny pussy.
Then she moved forward again, approaching Steven with a confident step. He made a weak sound of alarm as Grace straddled him, but didn't have the strength to resist. His heart pounded hard in his chest as the dominant goth pressed her soft, hot pussy firmly against his rapidly swelling cock, separated only by a thin layer of lace.
"Grace, what... what are you doing?" He gasped, trying ineffectively to scramble back.
"Getting you in the right headspace," she said simply. "Helping you accept your place." With a muscular roll of her hips, she slid forward along her unfortunate victim's cock, sending sizzling bolts of pleasure through his brain as her pussy ground downward, beginning to soak through the panties.
"Grace, no... wait..."
"Shut up. You keep whining and crying about your sneaky little girlfriend, loser, but you know what I see?" said Grace sharply, her slowly grinding picking up speed. "I keep seeing this worthless little cock alllll stiff and eager at the same time. Almost like you get off on Charlotte's slutty side."
"That's..." gulped Steven, "I mean... I..." It was true that his jealousy for Charlotte had always included a certain element of arousal, but that didn't mean the picture Grace was trying to paint was true.
"They have a name for guys that get all turned on when their women fool around with other men... A word that you hate. A word you've been doing everything to avoid..." Steven's cock was now coated in Grace's hot, slick juices, but still separated from her by the barrier of cloth. He breasted heavily as she loomed above him, smirking down as her hips humped and swirled, utterly in control.
"I'm not... I'm not a c... a cu..." He couldn't say it. Didn't want to even think it. His cock throbbed with forbidden lust. "I don't want that! I don't want Charlotte to... to be with other guys!"
"That's what they all say!" Grace chuckled. "Oh, it's just a fantasy... Not something I would actually want in real life! Give me a break."
She suddenly stopped dead, her icy blue eyes filled with disgust and command as she stared down at Steven. Her hips continued to bear down, but produced no more grinding pressure. "If you want a chance of a happily ever after with Charlotte, you need to admit it. You need to tell me what you are."
Steven panted. He did want Charlotte. He wouldn't be able to bear it if she left him for another man... and was it really so bad to... to enjoy that kind of thing? A lot of guys did. But most importantly, what he wanted more than anything was to cum from Grace's hot wet pussy grinding his girlfriend's panties down into him.
"I'm a..." he said, trying to swallow some of the dryness from his mouth.
"...I'm a cuck."
"Good boy," purred Grace, and her hypnotic, swirling hip movements began again immediately. "That wasn't so hard, now was it?" Steven closed his eyes, feeling the terrible humiliation blend with the incredible sensation of Grace's pussyjob. He almost succeeded in shutting out her stream of degrading dirty talk.



Almost.
"Really, you should be thankful," said Grace, totally in control despite the obvious arousal of her hot, wet pussy. "You've got it good compared to a lot of cucks. Charlotte isn't even fucking other guys! Just letting them see all her bits. And you get to see them too... if you pay, of course."
Steven tried to raise his hands and grab Grace's hips, but she slapped them contemptuously away. She was in charge here. "All you need to do is keep quiet and keep loving her. Let her think she has you fooled... and you'll get all the cuckold spank material your little dicklette desires."
Steven squirmed beneath her, feeling himself building up to another submissive orgasm. Grace's hips ground her soft wet pussy down relentlessly against his cock.
"But let me give you one last parting gift... a little rumor that I've heard from other subscribers," hissed Grace above him, her eyes glittering. "If you offer Cherry Sweets enough money, she'll fulfill any request you give... including sleeping with someone on camera."
Steven moaned, trying to resist his oncoming orgasm. "But I... I don't want her to sleep with another man!" he protested feebly. He pictured Charlotte on camera in her flimsy lace mask, squatting over the real Connor as the arrogant prick reached up to slap her ass. His climax suddenly felt even closer.
"Who said a man?" asked Grace slyly. "We can cross THAT bridge when we come to it. But what you could do..." her eyes were heated as her hips picked up speed even further. Steven sucked in a breath. Here it was... he was going to topple over the edge now for sure.
"... is ask her to sleep with a woman. And who do you think she might choose? Maybe her best friend?" asked Grace as Steven grunted and came, this time firing his shameful load all over his belly. Grace pulled away just in time to let Steven make a mess only on himself. She was untouched.
Without another word, Grace took off Charlotte's shirt and panties, tossing the now-moist underwear to Steven with a smirk. Steven lay back, breathing heavily and feeling drained. He didn't even watch as Grace redressed in her own clothes.
"Were you serious about that rumor?" he asked, just as Grace finished re-zipping her skirt. Grace flashed him a sharp, predatory grin.
"Dead serious. Why, curious to see what your precious, innocent girlfriend looks like with another woman? Well, don't take my word for it. As Cherry herself. She can let you know for sure how eager she is to meet your request."
"I... I don't think I can," said Steven sheepishly. "Money is a little tight at the moment. For a request like that..."
Grace laughed. "But that's the best part, Cucky! I have to admit that I'm enthusiastic about this potential video too... So, tell you what..." She tossed something to Steven, and his eyes widened as he saw that it was a thick wad of hundred dollar bills wrapped in rubber bands, so many that it was difficult to fold them over anymore. "...I'll bankroll this one. I think this is enough to interest 'Cherry'. Even for an extreme request like this one."
"B-but," stuttered Steven, staring stupidly at the thick stack of money, "What... How did you...?"
"Don't ask stupid questions," said Grace, scooping up her purse, and heading for the door of the room. "It's free fucking money, how often does that happen? Just make sure to put it on a prepaid card or something. Can't have Cherry figuring out who the big spender is, can we?"
Steven stared up at her covered in his own sticky, cooling cum and clutching the strange, unexplained wad of cash to his chest. She did have a point... why question how he had gotten the money? He was sure he wouldn't like the answer even if he got one.
But one last thing was bothering him.
"Why did you collect some of my cum?" he asked, somehow knowing he would dread this answer too.
Grace laughed. "That's for me to know and for you to find out, loser," she said with a nasty wink.
"But trust me, when you do, it's going to blow that little cucky mind."
...
Charlotte spent that Friday in a state of paranoid anxiety.
There was no way that Grace could monitor the DMs on Simpspace 24/7 right? Charlotte had deleted it almost right away. So Grace would probably never even know about the obscene suggestion that the subscriber had made.
She tried to focus on her work and not what the subscriber requested, but it was difficult. Tonight, the wardrobe that Grace had picked out for her were tiny spandex shorts that bit into her plump thighs and an equally miniature crop top that bared her soft, feminine belly to all of the appreciative bar patrons. Charlotte was finding more and more that the lustful eyes of her customers at the bar were an irresistible turn-on, and all of that pent-up arousal made it even more difficult to avoid thinking about the DM.
It had come in this morning, just after Steven left for work. It was a lot simpler and more straightforward than some of the other requests she had received recently.
[I want to see a video of you with another woman.]
And then he had sent through a truly ridiculous donation. Almost as much as she had saved up in her panty drawer. It was way more than any of the other requesters had offered. Clearly this loser perv hadn't heard the rumor that Cherry would do anything for fifty bucks. But, to be fair, itt was a much more serious request. Up until now, Charlotte had displayed herself, even masturbated in various ways on camera. But she had never crossed that all-important line. She had never cheated on her boyfriend. She had never had sex with someone for the Simpspace.
So obviously this request was unacceptable, even if the thought of it did fill her belly with hot, squirming lust. What would Steven think if he knew she was forced to have sex with another woman? He would never forgive her. She had considered trying to delete DMs before as a defense against Grace's little game, and this was the one that had finally made her pull the trigger. In fact, maybe it was time to pull the trigger on her escape plan as well. She had immediately pressed the withdraw button when the huge donation had gone through, so with double her savings, she could unquestionably afford a lawyer now. She may have waited too long in fact, telling herself it was fine to play the game a little longer and build up money. Lying to herself because she had sort of enjoyed the degradation... Well it had to end tonight. This request was definitely a step too far.
Now all she had to do was hope that Grace hadn't somehow figured out that...
Grace slipped onto the stool in front of Charlotte, a catlike smile on her face, jolting Charlotte out of her distracted thoughts. She looked as dangerously sexy as usual today, wearing a daring halter top that left her pale, lithe back exposed and jeans that were practically painted on around her hips and ass, but shredded all down the front, exposing the skin of her thighs.
"Hey Cherry," she said casually, making Charlotte break into a cold sweat and glance nervously around the bar from her casual use of her porn name. "You look like you're daydreaming. What's on your mind? Me? Sex? Both?" Her cold blue eyes sparkled with malice as her face spread into a wicked grin.
Charlotte blushed heavily. She knew that Grace was just fishing, but she was also kind of right. Charlotte was well aware who would have been her 'costar' if she didn't pull the plug on Grace's sick game. As much as she hated Grace, that fact was a huge part of why she found the suggestion so arousing. Being forced to do such obscene things by her 'mistress' had become a huge turn-on. She shuddered to think about how it would have felt to be ordered around in bed by her dominant nemesis.
"Very funny, Grace," she said stiffly, turning around and rearranging bottles so that Grace couldn't see her face. "But you know I don't fucking swing that way."
Grace let out a low, purring chuckle from behind her. "Well we'll find out tonight, won't we, Cherry?"
Charlotte froze, a thrill of fear racing up her spine, giving her goosebumps. She turned slowly to see Grace giving her a look like a cat who had caught a mouse. "What?" She asked numbly. "I... I'm not sure I know what you..."
"It's funny," said Grace in a low, iron-hard voice. "All the men in this bar want nothing more than to take you home and fuck your brains out. But none of them can. Only me. You're all mine tonight, Cherry. Did you really think you would be able to fool me that easily? Deleting DMs? Really? You thought that would work? I hope you're ready for your girl-on-girl debut."
That weak, hopeless, poisonously erotic feeling was crashing over Charlotte once again, making her knees weak and her mind fuzzy. "Grace... Mistress... I... I..." she stuttered incoherently. "I can't! Steven will be waiting for me."
Grace shrugged lightly. "So tell him you're sleeping over with me. Or don't, I don't give a fuck. Your relationship with that pathetic loser isn't really my concern."
'Wait..." said Charlotte desperately, feeling a dark, twisted heat building between her thighs, "At least let me go home for a minute and make my excuse in person. Steven will blow up my phone all night otherwise!" Shit. She would have to go home, retrieve her money stash, and act fucking fast. But at this point she had money to spare... maybe she could even get a lawyer out of bed to take her case.
Grace shrugged lightly, as if it didn't matter to her. "Fine," she said in a heated whisper. "Go home and say your sweet goodbyes to the little cuck. Then get ready to have your world rocked, Cherry."
...
Charlotte hurried into her apartment, heart and mind racing as she headed straight to the bedroom. Steven looked up at her from the bed, startled as he looked up from his phone and called out a greeting, but she was too busy for him right now. She was already going through the next steps in her mind. Grab the cash, head to the 24 hour atm to deposit it, then call the lawyer she had looked up in the parking lot. It all had to happen before Grace got too suspicious that she wasn't there yet, and she had very little room for error.
She roughly opened her underwear drawer and stuck her hand deep inside, right to where she knew the money was waiting. Then she frowned. Moved her hand to the left. Then the right. Stuck her arm deep and really rooted around, shoving "Connor" aside as she searched.
It was gone.
The whole amount she had saved up from her Simpspace account was fucking gone.
"Is everything ok?" asked Steven behind her, confused. She barely stopped herself from snapping at him as she tried to control the white-hot panic welling up inside her. Was it possible that Steven had found it? Impossible. He wasn't the type to steal. Had someone broken in?
Speculating endlessly was pointless. What mattered was that the money wasn't there right now. Luckily, Charlotte had just received a massive donation today. That would be enough to get the ball rolling, and then she could sort out what happened to the cash tomorrow. Grace was still expecting her tonight after all.
Charlotte held up an impatient finger to Steven, then opened up her bank account to check her funds.
That made no sense. The money from the donation wasn't there.
Maybe she had just done something wrong when she transferred it earlier. Charlotte hurriedly opened the Simpspace app to check the bank withdrawal details... and she saw something impossible. The bank details were wrong. They went to a completely different bank account. And the name on that bank account was...
Just as the realization hit Charlotte, a call lit up her phone. From Grace. Charlotte answered it, her mind numb from shock as she lifted the phone to her face.
"Hey, Cherry," said Grace's chipper tone, dripping with amusement. "Missing something?"
"It was you," said Charlotte, wandering out of the bedroom, leaving a confused Steven calling out behind her.
"Of course it was fucking me," said Grace contemptuously. "I thought I told you before, you dumb slut. I own you. There's no escape. I'm still expecting you, by the way. Be here in an hour, unless you want everyone in your life to find out exactly how dirty of a girl you've been."
Charlotte tried to answer back, but the words tangled and tripped on each other in her mouth, her face growing red as a tidal wave of feelings crashed over her. Shame for losing to Grace once again, this time when it really mattered. Anger at Grace's smug fucking attitude. But worst of all... arousal. Because this time it wasn't a game. Grace's smug control wasn't just something she was putting up with until she called a lawyer now. There would be no lawyer. And she would be going over to Grace's apartment to be brutally fucked and put in her place by her worst enemy.
Grace had won. She had lost.
As her pussy grew wet with humiliated, submissive arousal, the only words she could force out into the phone were a broken whisper of defeat.
"Yes, Mistress."
The phone call disconnected, just in time for Steven to come up behind her. "Who was that? What's the matter, babe?"
Charlotte covered her eyes with a shaking hand, then swiftly turned and hugged her boyfriend tight. He didn't deserve the betrayal she would put him through tonight, but at least he would never know about it. "Something came up, baby," she murmured into his shoulder, hiding her face so he couldn't look her in the eyes. "I'm going to have to help Grace with something tonight."
"Oh..." said Steven in a strangled tone. "I... I understand. Good luck with that, sweetie."
That was Steven. Always so supportive. Always so oblivious. Charlotte was a little confused about why she suddenly felt his erection poking into her, but she didn't have the energy to question it. Besides, who was she to judge him for inappropriate arousal?
...
Grace presented a rebellious, goth appearance to the outside world, so Charlotte almost expected her apartment to have band posters covering the walls and be kept in a state of disorganized clutter.
But rather than her outward fashion sense, Grace's interior decorating seemed to reflect her mind. Her apartment was cold, sleek, and elegant, with black and white tones and minimalist decorations.
Grace met her at the door, wearing a tiny silk robe that left most of her long, pale legs exposed. Her face was a picture of smug, cruel triumph that equally terrified and turned Charlotte on. "Ready to get fucked?" asked the dominant goth bluntly, licking her black-tinted lips for emphasis.
It suddenly hit Charlotte that this was actually happening. She was minutes away from not just getting ordered around and bullied by her gorgeous nemesis, but actually fucked by her. On camera. She had to stop this somehow...
"Grace, please," she said meekly, staring into Grace's icy blue eyes and searching for some scrap of mercy. "This has all gone too far. I apologise for everything that I've done to you in the past. This is crazy!"
Grace stared back at her for a long few seconds, her expression serious. Then she smirked. "Ahhhh, I see what this is," she said with a nasty snicker. "Now that your precious golden parachute is gone, the precious little princess is scared."
She wrapped her arms around Grace, pulling her into her tall, willowy form with deceptive gentleness. "This all felt like a kinky little game to you when you thought you could just stab me in the back, huh?" she whispered, hot and wet, in Charlotte's ear. "You never really believed that I owned you. It was just a fun little fantasy. Well, now you need to get used to the real deal, Cherry. But don't worry..." She leaned down and gave Charlotte a lingering, poisonous kiss.
"I think a part of you... a big slutty, submissive part of you... is going to love being my slave for real."
Before Charlotte could collect her racing thoughts to respond, Grace pushed her toward the bedroom where she had already set up for the shoot. A tripod similar to the one Charlotte owned was set up pointing at the large, firm bed, and Grace had set up several ring lights just out of frame.
As Grace flicked on the lights and began setting up the shot with her phone, Charlotte wandered forward toward the bed, trying desperately to think of some way she could convince Grace to call this off.
It was ridiculous! Charlotte had sworn off women years ago. And even if she hadn't, Grace wouldn't be her type.
But that wasn't exactly true, was it? In college, when Charlotte had experimented with women, she had tended to gravitate towards girls with forceful personalities and a mean streak. Bitches, to put it crudely. And they didn't come much bitchier than Grace. Why had she given up on women anyway? It wasn't because she stopped feeling attracted to them. More because being labeled as "bi" came with a lot of baggage about being a slut that she had grown tired of. And she liked men just as much, so it felt simpler.
But now she had no choice... and liking women was the least of her problems when it came to people seeing her as slutty... Charlotte frowned as she looked down and saw that Grace had placed a small cooler next to the bed, just out of the frame for the video.
What on earth could that be for?
Grace had apparently set up the shot to her satisfaction. She prowled around the camera toward Charlotte, her eyes blazing with predatory intent.
"I... I was thinking that we could start out with a little kissing, then ummm, maybe some light fingering, then... then..." said Charlotte, backing away from her approaching mistress. She realized she was babbling at this point, but the look in Grace's eyes frightened her and aroused her so much she could barely think.
She wasn't fast enough to escape. Grace leaned down and seized her hair, pulling her slutty plaything into a bruising, possessive kiss. It took Charlotte's breath away, and despite the pain of Grace's grip and the terror in her heart, she felt her lips opening, yielding to the pressure as Grace's tongue forced its way inside, roughly claiming her mouth.
Grace pulled away with a sneer on her face. "Here's the plan, slut. I'm going to tell you what to do, and you're going to fucking do it. Now take off those stupid whore clothes. I want to see that chubby little body of yours."
Grace's voice was powerful and commanding, and by this point, Charlotte couldn't help but obey. Oh God... she was really going to do this. Fuck another woman on camera. She silently apologized to Steven as her fingers slowly peeled the spandex shorts down over her pillowy ass cheeks.
Before she forgot, Charlotte plucked the emergency surgical mask out of her pocket. She was paranoid enough now to never leave home without one in her car, and that precaution had paid off this time. She glanced nervously at Grace as she put it on, but luckily Grace didn't seem to care,just tapping her foot impatiently, waiting for Charlotte to get on with her stripping.
Charlotte stripped off the rest of her skimpy clothes. She was used to exposing herself for the camera now, so that barely bothered her, but for some reason, Grace's eyes still felt like a burning weight on her naked skin. She could feel the contempt and lust in her smug, commanding stare. She shivered.
Once again, she stood naked and ashamed in front of her beautiful, judgmental mistress. Grace's mouth quirked up into a smile as she stalked forward. "Lie down," she purred, an imperious finger pointing toward the surface of the bed. "Spread those chunky thighs for me. I want to see how wet it gets you to submit to a superior woman."
Charlotte knew that Grace was testing her limits with her demanding attitude and degrading words. She wanted to see how far Charlotte had fallen. Just a few months ago, Charlotte would have snapped back. Laughed at the very idea that Grace could tell her what to do.



But Grace's slow, steady corrupting influence had worked a powerful change inside Charlotte. And tonight's crushing victory had snapped any remaining resistance like a twig. Instead of defiance, all Charlotte found inside herself was a wet, weak desire to submit. It felt like a part of her slipped away as she reclined back on the bed, looking away in shame as she spread her thighs for Grace and the camera, revealing her puffy, glistening cunt.
...
Two days later...
Steven sat down, his blood pumping in his ears, his hands shaking on his phone.
The video was just posted. Not private, as he had hoped. A public release, titled "Mistress Shows You All Who I Really Belong To!"
Charlotte... with another woman. Because of him. Steven felt sick, but deeply aroused. His cock was so hard it was practically bursting through his pants.
Would it be Grace? That had certainly been what she had implied, and Steven thought it did make sense for Charlotte to choose a close friend.
The title puzzled him though... "Mistress"? "Belong"? It didn't make it sound like a friendly relationship at all. Maybe it was just roleplaying for the camera. Charlotte had been doing that a lot lately.
Well, there was only one way to find out. Charlotte was now safely off to work, leaving her boyfriend to shamefully enjoy the slutty display he had anonymously paid for with Grace's generous gift.
Steven dropped his pants to his ankles, took his throbbing cock in hand... and pressed play.
...
Grace chuckled evilly, finally walking forward and into frame. She wore no mask, so Charlotte could only assume that she intended to blur her own face in the final edit.
"What a naughty girl..." mused Grace in a low, raspy voice. Her fingers burned as they traced up the soft skin of Charlotte's inner thigh. "She turned toward the camera with a mocking grin, addressing the Simpspace audience directly. "Nice to meet you boys! You can consider me the power behind the throne. Cherry's manager, and more importantly... her mistress. As you can see, the little slut is completely fucking horny for me, 24/7, which makes her quite easy to control." Her fingers finally reached Charlotte's aching needy pussy, trailing feather-light over her lips. Charlotte burned with shame and arousal, her face flaming red beneath her mask.
"The little bitch actually tried to get out of this one," said Grace with a low chuckle, playing it up for the camera. Between Charlotte's legs, she raised a stiff middle finger. Charlotte looked down at it with wide, nervous eyes. "Not because she didn't want to have sex with me... Oh no... I think we can all see how much she wants that. But because she was afraid to let everybody see what a pathetic little submissive she really is." As Grace hissed these last words, she pushed her slim middle finger forward, parting Charlotte's sloppy lips and sliding deep into her horny pussy.
Charlotte couldn't help it, She let out a strangled moan, her hips writhing beneath Grace's cruel touch. Why did this feel so fucking good? Grace had totally beaten her! Was mocking her in her complete triumph. And yet she was lying back, not only taking it, but eagerly participating in her own filmed humiliation.
"But today isn't just about me teaching Cherry's slutty little cunt who owns it," said Grace airly, slowly sliding her middle finger in and out of Charlotte's clenching pussy as her sub gasped and tangled the sheets in her grip. "It's about all of you as well! The fans!"
She chuckled and reached out, grabbing the cooler that Charlotte had noticed earlier and flipping it open. She reached inside with her free hand and pulled out a glass vial marked with a "T".
It took Charlotte's overheated mind a moment to recognize what Grace held in her hand. When she did, she couldn't hold back a whimpering protest, even knowing that there was no way that Grace would have mercy on her.
"P-please mistress," she whined unconvincingly, her belly roiling and her traitorous pussy clenching around Grace's invading middle finger. "N-not that! I can't!"
"Oh Cherry, you rude little girl," said Grace with a shark smile. She expertly flipped of the lid of the vial with one thumb while continuing to fuck Charlotte's pussy with her finger, lifting the filled vial over Charlotte's writhing body. "Don't you realize what this is? It's your fans' honest feelings toward you. When they tug their cocks to your videos, they're pouring their whole hearts into the hot sticky mess they spurt out for you. You can't reject this..." With a wicked gleam in her eye, Grace tilted the vial as her finger pumped in and out.
"...you would be rejecting every one of your fans!"
Charlotte let up a whimper as the cool, sticky cum drizzled down over her naked tits, the sensation raising her pierced nipples to stiff peaks. She couldn't tear her eyes away as the thick white jizz glazed her breasts like donuts.
"Your viewers want to see you, Cherry," said Grace in a heated whisper. "They want to know every kink in that pervy little mind, every inch of your naked body. They want to see everything. That's the feeling this vial represents." She reached down and pulled up Charlotte's mask, smearing the last of the remaining cum all over the mask's interior before letting it snap back to Charlotte's face, pressing the bleachy, rank smell of cum right against Charlotte's nose, filling her senses.
"Now rub that shit in," commanded Grace, reaching down to work her free hand over Charlotte's clit as she continued her merciless penetration. "And thank your kind viewer who donated it while you do."
Charlotte moaned and panted. She had always had sort of a kink for cum. It was just the perfect representation of male desire. Hot and forceful, disgusting but compelling. Some of her exes told her that she was the only girl they knew who would actually request facials. She raised her hands to begin working the gooey, anonymous sperm into her tender breasts, spending extra time on her stiff, aching nipples. Charlotte had no idea how Grace had found out about her cum fetish, but everything she was saying was driving Charlotte crazy with lust.
She was in heaven... The smell of cum seemed to fill her senses, blending with the overpowering feeling of Grace's hands working on her pussy. "Th-thank you," gasped Charlotte, her hips swirling and grinding. "Thank you, whoever made this cum for me! I... I want to show you everything! To let you see the real me!" Her hands made slick, wet noises as they slid over her defiled tits, blending with the wet, sloppy sounds of her pussy.
She was almost there... she was about to cum!
...
Steven groaned and fired a thick load into the tissue he was holding. The video was too much, too taboo and erotic in the worst possible way.
Grace wasn't just having sex with Charlotte, she was dominating her! It reminded Steven powerfully of how easily Grace was able to control him during their encounters. For the first time, Steven began to feel a little afraid... Maybe he had been fooled. Maybe Grace wasn't acting in the video when she said she was Charlotte's "mistress".Maybe the lie was that she was Charlotte's friend.
And what the fuck was with that test-tube of cum? Now it suddenly made sense why Grace had collected it the other day. It was oddly considerate of her to collect sperm from him so that Charlotte wasn't defiled by a stranger's jizz during their cumplay.
Or at least that's what he thought... Even though he had just cum, Steven couldn't tear his eyes away as he watched Charlotte stammer out her humiliating gratitude to her anonymous cum donor.
Then he saw Grace reach into the cooler, pulling out a second vial of cum.
But he had only filled one... hadn't he? His slimy cock twitched, swelling back to life as he continued to watch.
...
Just as Charlotte was about to cum, Grace pulled her slick, shining fingers away, worming them beneath Charlotte's mask and forcing her subby bitch to lick them clean. Charlotte whined in frustration against the invading fingers, feeling herself retreat from the orgasm she was so incredibly close to.
"Not yet, Cherry," said Grace above her with a smoldering glare. "Good girls wait to cum until their mistress allows it. And we have a long evening ahead of us." With her fingers cleaned, Grace moved back a bit and removed her robe. As the black silk pooled at her feet, exposing Grace's pale, lovely nudity, Charlotte couldn't help but stare with worshipful eyes.
Grace seemed mildly surprised when Charlotte's hands slipped down to rubbed and teased her pussy while she drank in Grace's naked form. But it only took a moment for Grace's wide eyes to narrow in mocking pleasure. It was an excellent sign that her new slave was so... devoted.
Charlotte breathed in sharply as Grace returned to the bed, now just as naked as her. She would have thought that now they were both naked, it would somehow feel more equal between them... But it didn't at all. It was more than just clothes that made Grace so intimidating. In fact, as Grace loomed above Charlotte again, her pale nipples sharp with dominant lust, she looked more terrifying than ever in Charlotte's eyes. Between her legs, Charlotte's finger plunged deeper. Savoring and intensifying her erotic subordination.
"Hands off now, Cherry," said Grace with a smirk, digging back into the cooler by the bed and pulling out another vial. This one was marked with a "N", and had noticeably thicker, more yellowish sperm within, clinging to the sides of the glass. Grace held the vial up in front of her evil, sparkling eyes. "I hope you're on the pill, sweetheart, because it's time for you to experience another of your viewers' desires."
Charlotte had no idea what her mistress was talking about, but she understood that she was no longer allowed to touch herself right now. Reluctantly, she pulled her hands back from her throbbing pussy and began to ask, "Mistress, what do you..."
That was all she got out before Grace unceremoniously opened the new vial of cum and tipped it over Charlotte's flushed, dripping pussy. Charlotte made a strangled noise of shock and tried instinctively to scramble backward, but Grace was ready for her. She reached out lighting fast and seized Charlotte's ankle, holding her in place as the foul cum slopped messily over her exposed, vulnerable pussy.
Charlotte squirmed with a mixture of arousal and disgust in her Mistress's cruel grasp as she felt the thick, sticky cum cover every inch of her intimate folds, whimpering and squeezing her eyes shut against the sensation. She was so distracted she almost missed what was happening as Grace lifted her leg in the air and took a dominant position between her thick thighs.
"Your viewers," growled Grace, grinding her wet cunt hard against Charlotte's inner thigh, closer and closer to Charlotte's cum-slathered pussy, "want to feel close to you."
Charlotte stared up into Grace's sharp, icy eyes, feeling the hatred and twisted attraction spark between them. Once, she had considered herself Grace's rival. That was laughable now. Now she was just Grace's bitch.
"Your viewers want to make a connection," murmured Grace, humping her hips back and forth against Charlotte's juicy thigh. "Why else do you think they send you all those pictures of their cocks? They want you to notice them. To have one moment where they are the center of your world."
With every slide forward, Grace inched closer and closer to Charlotte's pussy. Grace's eyes were laser focused on her pathetic sub's cum-glazed cunt. Charlotte could see what was going to happen, and she wanted it badly. Her mouth was dry, and every nerve in her body was tingling with desire. "Do it, Mistress! Fuck me!" She whimpered. "I need to feel your pussy!"
"Shut up," snapped Grace, just the slightest raspy edge of arousal creeping into her voice. "I'm in the middle of telling you what this cum means, you stupid slut. When these guys jerk off, they're putting all of their frustrated desire into it..."
And then it happened. Grace's slippery cunt slid forward... over Charlotte's aching pussy. "...They want to feel a deep, intimate connection with you," purred Grace as she began to grind their labias together sloppily, the cum of an internet stranger squelching between them.
Charlotte moaned, reaching up toward her mistress, desperate to feel the same sort of connection Grace was discussing. She was well aware that the bond they shared was toxic and corrosive, built on hate and jealousy and desire to destroy, but as she stared up into the beautiful, cruel face of her mistress, Charlotte felt something she had never had with anyone else before. Not love. Not trust. Utter, dependent submission. Slavish, humiliated deviation. It was as powerful as it was terrifying.
Grace seized Charlotte's outstretched hand in hers, gripping it tight and using it for leverage as she ground her cunt hard and fast down against her slave's pussy. Grace was clearly skilled with her hips, and her rapid, fluid movements rubbed their clits expertly together, slurping and sliding with the thick yellowish cum from the latest vial. Charlotte responded, moving her hips in harmony... as least as much as she could while under such complete control.
Charlotte felt helpless in the best possible way, preyed on and dominated by her mistresses' powerful pussy. One ankle held in Grace's hand, her own hand held in the other. Even with no cock in sight, Charlotte was getting fucked, there was no doubt about it.
Charlotte began to moan, her hips bucking needily up against Grace's. The whole room stank of cum... She had been brutally forced to submit on camera for the world to see. Every part of this was making Charlotte the horninest she had ever been. She looked up worshipfully at her dominant Goddess. Grace's silky black hair flipped with her frenzied movements. Her little tits bounced, their pale nipples tracing little circles in the air as her pace increased. Charlotte's moans grew louder and less self-conscious. Her body was flushed with filthy heat, painfully aware of the cum being ground powerfully down into her pussy. Her legs began to tremble, her moans becoming shaky. She teetered on the edge of an earth-shattering orgasm.
And Grace pulled away, releasing her hand and ankle and giving Charlotte's throbbing pussy a dismissive little slap.
Charlotte boggled at Grace, her hips continuing to hump for a moment against nothing through sheer instinct. Then she loudly whined in frustration, putting her hands over her eyes as she slumped backward in bed. She felt dirty, used, and deeply unsatisfied. She need to cum so fucking badly she could scream!
Grace chuckled as she leaned down and pulled yet another vial from the cooler, this one labeled with an "R". "I told you Cherry, you don't cum until Mistress says. Be patient, slut." She was breathing heavily now too. It was clear that this domination session was turning her on almost as much as it did her sub.
'Now flip over, slut," Grace commanded in a hard, unyielding voice. She reached down and pulled something out of a black duffle bag that Charlotte hadn't noticed before. Something that made a jingling sound... "I think you're going to like this next part a lot."
...
Two days later
Steven was breathing heavily, his hand pumping on his stiff cock once again, despite how recently he had just cum.
Two vials of cum? There could only be one answer. Steven must have been one of several subscribers who made a donation. But then... which vial of cum had been his? The one that had been poured all over his girlfriend's tits? Or the one that had been ground into the surface of her pussy by Grace's swirling hips?
He supposed he would have preferred it if it was her pussy, but either way being one of two was humiliating.
But it seemed like things might be about to get worse... or better?
In the video, Grace was fitting herself with a monstrous black strapon, and twirling another vial of cum in her fingers.
...
Charlotte's eyes fixed fearfully over her shoulder on the big, shiny dildo now firmly strapped to Grace's hips. She was nervous over what someone as cruel as Grace might do to her with such a massive fake cock... but her body was eager. After being edged twice, her pussy burned for orgasm. Even as her mouth went dry with anxiety, Charlotte's back instinctively arched, her hips tilting to present her dripping pussy for her Mistress's pleasure.
Grace smirked as she opened the third vial of cum, slowly drizzling it up and down the length of her strap on, perversely lubing it for the task ahead.
"You viewers... they don't just want to see you and connect with you, Cherry," said Grace in a smug, lecturing tone. She moved forward, one slim hand flashing down to give Charlotte's bubble butt a healthy spank, making Charlotte yelp from a mixture of pain and pleasure and leaving a pink handprint on her ass. Charlotte's heart hammered in her chest and her pussy fluttered and clenched around nothing as she stared up at Grace. Her mistress was incredible. Slim, pale, and feminine, yet regal and powerful. The massive black dildo now jutting up from her waist and dripping with cum only added to that effect, making her seem even more impressive.
Grace's left hand slid possessively over Charlotte's wide hips, gripping tightly as her other hand guided the strap-on to her slave's sloppy, cum-smeared slit. Charlotte gasped and buried her face in the sheets, flaming with humiliation from how badly she wanted this.
"Your viewers want to fucking dominate you," hissed Grace, sliding the big, black, cum-covered dildo deep into Charlotte's receptive cunt. Charlotte let out a muffled, wailing cry into the mattress beneath her, her fists once again twisting Grace's sheets in their sweaty grip as the powerful sensation of being penetrated and filled by her Mistress crashed over her. Her breaths were hoarse and hot and cum-scented against her face, trapped by her mask. Her thighs spread wider, her tits crushed down to the bed and her back arched dramatically, trying to give Grace the optimal angle of penetration.
Grace began to move. Slowly at first, then faster as she realized that Charlotte was so fucking wet that she didn't need any warming up. "They want to punish you," crooned Grace, taking Charlotte's meaty hips in both hands and slamming deep into her, driving the cum on her dildo into Charlotte's deepest parts. "They want to show you your place as a worthless little slut, only good for pleasing men..." Grace's hand flashed down in another powerful slap, making Charlotte's ass jiggle. "... and women, of course."
The words seemed to sizzle and burn in Charlotte's brain. Worthless. Slut. Punishment. Pleasing Men. They were awful and demeaning, but they were so fucking hot that Charlotte didn't care anymore. A dominant bitch that she hated was fucking an anonymous stranger's cum deep into her wet pussy, and all that Charlotte could think about was how it was one of the hottest things she had ever experienced. Charlotte's butt began to grind backwards in harmony with Grace's forward thrusts, eagerly participating in her own domination.
"So don't. Get. It Confused," grunted Grace, jackhammering her slave down into the mattress with powerful, athletic thrusts, "you're not some goddess they worship. You're a sex object. A slut they want to fuck." Charlotte's toes curled and her eyes rolled back as her nipples rubbed back and forth against the sheets with every thrust. Here it came. It must. She was going to cum... harder than she ever had in her life. This was harder than Collin had ever fucked her... maybe harder than any of her boyfriends, although that was a little harder to compare. She had always loved rough stuff after all, at least with men besides Steven.
Grace was merciless, powerful. Her hips snapped forward again and again, her thighs wetly slapping against Charlotte's ass. The smell of multiple men's semen was thick and pungent in the air. Charlotte let out a wild, slutty cry. "Fuck me, Mistress! Punish your little slut! Make me cum!" She was so ready for release...



And again, she was denied.
Grace pulled out with one last vicious slap to Charlotte's ass. Then, with confident power, she flipped her sub back over. She reached back into the cooler and pulled out yet another vial of Cum, this one marked with a "C". Just how many of these did she have? Grace stripped off the strap-on, tossing it to the side and exposing the dripping arousal between her thighs. She turned to Charlotte with burning lust in her cold blue eyes, and Charlotte felt her submissive nature respond. Her whole body, sticky and defiled from multiple loads of cum, ached for release... especially her throbbing nipples and oozing cunt. She could feel it. This would be the finale.
Grace stalked forward, dominantly mounting Charlotte, planting one knee on either side of her face. Charlotte looked up with wide eyes at Grace's puffy, glistening pussy, topped with thick black fur and still sticky from their cum-lubricated scissoring minutes before.
But apparently there still wasn't enough cum for Grace's tastes. She thrust her hips forward and poured the cum from her latest vial all over her own pussy this time, making it drip with a fresh layer of jizz. "But most of all," she said, her eyes glittering down at Charlotte. "Your viewers want to own you. They want to possess you. To make you all theirs."
In one swift motion, Grace reached down and tore Charlotte's mask away, revealing her face. Charlotte gasped in alarm, her hands flying up to hide her face. 'W-wait, Mistress, my face! Everyone will see!" Luckily, it seemed like the cameras didn't have a great angle around Grace's thighs. Likely no one had gotten a better look than they had during her livestream the other week.
Then again, if Grace released this as a video, there would be plenty of opportunity for people to pause and get a better look at her uncovered features...
"Oh, you're right, Cherry,' said Grace mockingly as she lowered her body slowly toward Charlotte's waiting mouth. "I guess we had better find some way to cover up your face then..." Charlotte's mouth watered as she smelled the fresh vial cum mixed with the smell of Grace's feminine arousal. She had never been a huge fan of pussy-eating, even when she experimented with girls. She would happily use toys and fingers, but serving and slurping between another woman's thighs like that had always felt a little... gross to her in a way that even blowjobs didn't.
But now, as Grace's pussy lowered, dripping thick, sticky cum on Charlotte's upturned face as it came, her disgust was drowned out completely by her submissive desire to please. Charlotte's hands fell away from her face and her eyes closed gently as the sticky lips of Grace's dominant cunt sealed tightly over her eager mouth, her lean thighs tightly squeezing on either side of Charlotte's head.
Her tongue wriggled out, tasting cum, and pussy, and the sweet, sweet taste of submission.
...
Steven had cum again, but he still couldn't stop jerking. His shameful, slippery release was now just more lube for his humiliating self-pleasure.
The question rattled around in his brain as he drank in the sight of Charlotte pinned beneath Grace's pussy, madly licking and kissing away yet another vial of cum... Which one had been his?
Had his cum been poured over Charlotte's tits? Sandwiched between her and Grace's lewd scissoring? Fucked deep into her pussy? Was she licking it off Grace right now? He didn't know which was better or worse. Regardless, he was just one of many whose sperm had touched his girlfriend that night. Who had the other samples come from? How did Grace get the cum from them?
He jerked and watched and worried, but he soon found out that all of his speculation had been useless...
... Because Grace pulled one last vial of cum out from behind her back.
...
Charlotte's tongue slid and plunged and writhed, tasting every fold of her mistress's perfect pussy and cleansing it of the filthy cum that had stained it. She was starting to think she might like eating pussy after all. As she worked her lips and tongue and jaw, madly slipping and sliding, nearly suffocating between Grace's entrapping legs, her hands crept down to her own pussy, tenderly rubbing and teasing herself.
"That's it, Cherry," purred Grace, beginning to slide her hips back and forth across her sub's face, "this is how you get to cum... feeling the full weight of my control... putting me above all... worshipping me.... But I'm going to need one hand up here. You have one last thing to do for me."
Charlotte didn't know what Grace meant exactly, but she was a million miles from disobedience at this point. She kept rubbing at her pussy with her left hand and brought her right hand back up, resting it gently on Grace's thigh.
With an evil grin, Grace pulled one last vial from behind her back. This one was marked with an "S". It looked... a little thin and watery compared to the other samples.
Grace's hips were moving more strongly now. Bearing down with slick, musky heat over Charlotte's working mouth, periodically cutting off her breathing. Grace held the vial up in front of Charlotte's eyes.
"The viewers want to see you and know you, Cherry, but only I know how pathetic you truly are." Charlotte's free hand worked hard and fast between her legs, feeling her frustrated arousal wind up again like a spring. "They want to connect with you, but they never will. They want to dominate you, but that right is reserved for me." Grace stopped, her pussy clamped over Charlotte's nose and mouth for a long, tense moment, denying Charlotte air as her tongue dove deep, desperate to please her mistress.
"They want to own you, Cherry," said Grace with a look of smug triumph on her face. "But you already belong to me." She let Charlotte squirm and moan into her pussy for a long moment as the little sub's fingers dived and plunged between her legs... then she finally relented, easing up a little so Charlotte could gasp a few hot stuffy breaths between her thighs.
"That's what this cum represents," said Grace, shaking the last vial in her fingers. "The unworthiness of your viewers. How they will never take what is mine by right of conquest. And now..." she said sweetly, slipping the vial into Charlotte's waiting right hand, "I want you to send a message to all your viewers... about who you belong to, and how much all their desperate feelings are worth."
Charlotte felt in tune with her mistress as she looked up into Grace's cold, certain eyes. Her next action felt totally natural. She threw the unwanted semen aside roughly, hearing it shatter and splat on the bedroom floor, sending the tadpoles inside to wriggle and die on the tile without knowing a woman's touch.
"Good girl," cooed Grace with a shark-like smile. 'Now as a reward, you can make us both cum."
Charlotte had never heard anything sweeter than those words. Suddenly Grace's hot cunt was grinding harder than ever against her mouth and nose. A deep moan escaped her throat, muffled by the pussy smothering her. With both hands now free, she rubbed feverishly at her pussy, her hips humping upward and her back arching in her desperation for release.
Above her, Grace made delicate little sounds in the back of her mouth, and her eyes squeezed shut as she bore down on Charlotte's face. Just the barest indication that Grace was enjoying herself more than her dominant facade let on.
Charlotte could feel it; the orgasm that she had been denied all night, roaring toward her. And this felt right... letting go into blissful climax while totally beneath Grace, serving her utterly.
Grace hissed, her pace increasing and her face snarling in fierce pleasure. Charlotte's fingers and lips and tongue moved with the same frenzied rhythm. "Fuck!" shouted Grace, "Fucking cum you little slut! Cum for me, Charlotte!"
And, as Grace's thighs clamped tight to her head in orgasm, Charlotte obeyed, her brain fizzling and sparking and all of her muscles going tense at once as waves of white-hot submissive pleasure poured over her. She whimpered up into her mistress's pussy and came the hardest she ever had in her life.
Both women strained and gasped as the rode through their orgasm, connected mouth to pussy on a bed stained with sweat and multiple cum loads. Their eyes were locked, staring deep at one another, feeling the intimate connection of hatred and dominance that defined their relationship.
Then, with a final sigh, Grace climbed off and stopped the cameras, breezing over to her closet to put on a new silk robe.
She didn't offer one to Charlotte.
"This is going to be your most popular video yet," she said brightly, scooping up the empty vials and tossing them in the trash, carefully navigating around the small puddle of cum and broken glass from the rejected vial. 'We need to be ready for an influx of interest."
Charlotte stared up at her, her whole body filthy with semen, her face and pussy feeling raw and bruised, breathing heavily. Now that she had finally cum, her hatred for the smug goth was overpowering her submissive desire once again. 'So, what, I'm just going to be spending all of my time doing fucking disgusting sex shit for fifty dollars now?" she asked wearily. Now that her backup plan was utterly fucked, it seemed like a horrifying prospect.
Grace gave Charlotte a sharp look for her disrespectful tone, then shrugged. "You have a point... the word will get out sooner or later amongst your fans about your little special offer. There won't be enough time in the day once they figure that out... Tell you what, from now on, I'll screen your special requests and make a selection of which ones you will fulfill. Sound fair?"
Charlotte had a bad feeling, based on Grace's predatory expression, that only the most humiliating and novel requests would make the cut from now on.
She sighed miserably, even as a quirk of arousal reawoke in her belly. "Even if it doesn't, I don't have a choice."
Grace reached down and patted her little slut's cheek, a look of false sympathy lighting up her face.
"Now you're getting it, Cherry."
...
Steven sat in shock, staring at the screen.
He had cum three times... or maybe four? It was hard to remember. At least he now knew for certain now which of the cum vials had been his. He felt a fresh stab of fear for how much power Grace had gained over him and his girlfriend so quickly...
And then he started the video again from the beginning.
He wasn't sure if he would be able to cum from it again... but he just couldn't tear his eyes away.
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Juno Evans slowly crept up the trellis on the side of her house, carefully dodging the creaky board about two-thirds of the way up.
It could be stressful sneaking around like this, but it was necessary. Her father was a hard man in many ways, and if she hadn't learned to sneak out and in again, Juno wouldn't have any time with her friends at all.
She slid open the window she had left cracked and slipped inside, breathing a sigh of relief. Another successful trip outside her father's cold, controlling grasp. She was getting pretty good at this...
Her bedside lamp snapped on, revealing the long, gloomy face of her father, sitting on the edge of her bed with cold rage simmering in his eyes.
Oh shoot.
"I should have known," said her father quietly.
"Father, it isn't that big of a deal," said Juno desperately. "Father" was what she always called him since before she could remember. He insisted on it in fact. He said that names like "Dad" were too "Informal". "I wasn't even doing anything bad. Just going to see a movie with my friends!"
Her father ignored her as usual, rising to his impressive height and turning away with his hands behind his back. "I've tried my best to raise you to be a good girl, Juno. The kind of girl I can be proud of." He looked over her shoulder at her, disgust written all over his face. "But you're determined to become just like your mother. A temptress. A naughty girl who thinks about nothing but sinful pleasures."
Robert Evans wasn't the kind of man to beat his only child. His "mercy" was a point of pride for him in fact. But he didn't hesitate to hurt his daughter in ways that stung even worse than a belt would.
"That's not fair," said Juno in a small voice. "I'm... I am a good girl." It came out a lot less confident than she would have liked. By this point in her life, Juno knew that her father was a cruel man. He probably wasn't even capable of the love and approval that she craved. But she still wanted it badly. She wanted to prove to him that she could meet his impossible standards and be the "good girl" he demanded. "Good girl"...The words had been drilled into her before she could even talk. A shining example that her father always held just outside her reach, condemning her as a "naughty girl" unworthy of praise.
Her father simply snorted. Moving toward the door. "Your mother had everyone else fooled as well. But she was the same as you. Sneaking out at night. Meeting with boys to do unspeakable things. And where did that land her? A baby in her belly before she was married and the ridicule of society. And that's what you'll get too, you naughty girl."
Juno's face crumpled. Her father was trying to wound her in revenge for her defiance, and he knew just how to cut her to the quick. She had never known her mother, only the nasty things her father said about her. The fact that one of the boys she snuck out to meet must have been her father himself never seemed to matter in his eyes.
Juno's mother had gotten pregnant as a teen, faced the scathing ridicule of upper-class society, and then died in childbirth, shamed and disgraced. Pregnancy out of wedlock had become a sort of obsession for her father, and he had passed it along to her. Her boyfriend had convinced Juno to start having sex with him a few months ago, but she still made him wear condoms even after going on the pill. That was how much pregnancy loomed in her mind as the ultimate proof of "naughtiness".
"The trellis will be removed tomorrow," said Roger in his infuriatingly calm voice. "I will have a camera installed in your room to prove that you are asleep when you claim to be. I won't have any daughter of mine following in her whore mother's footsteps and getting pregnant."
Juno opened her mouth to try to defend herself, but her father had no intention of listening. He slammed the door firmly shut behind him.
Juno collapsed on her bed, her mind a raging torrent of anger and defiance and sadness and guilt. Even though she knew her father's view of her was warped, she still wanted his approval more than anything. In a way, he was even right. She had snuck out to watch a movie with her friends, but she also had sex with her boyfriend afterward. Sex with Noah was fun, but also terrifying and guilt-inducing. Even if she was being strictly careful about birth control, she knew what her father would say about it, and his cold voice seemed to ring in her head afterward every time.
But he was wrong. Good girls could cut loose and chase their desires every once in a while. As long as they went back to being good afterward, it was fine. In fact, having fun was a useful safety valve. Being a little naughty in a controlled way helped her to be even more of a "good girl" afterward. There wasn't any harm in taking a break from being a "good girl" for a little while, as long as she didn't do anything with permanent consequences. At least, that's what Juno told herself.
And soon, the ultimate safety valve was coming up... Juno would be off to Mulbrooke University with her friends and boyfriend. For four years she would be out of her father's controlling grasp. She could explore herself a little... Be a naughty girl consequence-free, at least for a while.
She couldn't wait... couldn't wait to see who she was once she didn't need to prove she was a good girl to her father 24/7...
...
Juno Evans sauntered into Roderick Caine's office with a sultry smile on her face andher hips swinging. "Hi, Daddy!" She chirped cheerfully, her eyes sparkling with mischievous affection.
Roderick set aside the file he had been working on and smiled, appraising the girl who was his finest work. Juno couldn't have looked more different than the aloof little prude he had met the first day of her freshman year. Instead of dark shoulder-length hair, she now had long, wavy, platinum-blonde locks. Instead of little to no makeup, she now wore shiny pink lipgloss and dramatic eyeliner. Instead of timid and reserved, she was now brash, forward, and bubbly.
But those weren't the only things that had changed about his most loyal Snowbunny. The most important changes were the ones the public didn't get to see... yet.
"Come here, babygirl," rumbled Roderick, beckoning the little slut closer with a thick finger. "Show your Daddy some love."
Juno immediately rushed to her massive black master's side, knelt at his feet with worshipful eyes, and took his massive black hand in hers. She brought it to her pouty pink lips and kissed it tenderly... then took a thick, dark finger between her lips and sensually swirled her tongue around it, her upturned eyes soft and submissive.
"I brought you a special guest today, Daddy," she murmured with a wicked grin. "Dr. Cherry and I finally finished explaining to her what a terrible bitch she's been. She's anxious to... apologize."
Victor's smile widened. He had been looking forward to this all semester... Juno had transitioned over her four years at university from a corruption target herself to a sort of right-hand woman for Roderick's schemes. She used the position of student body president, which Roderick had secured for her, to infiltrate student organizations and white social spaces, then proceed to corrupt them from the inside. She had become frighteningly good at it... as evidenced by this latest conquest. Felicia Clarke had been a tough nut to crack, if Dr. Cherry's reports were to be believed.
"By all means then, show her in..." said Roderick, leaning back in his chair with his massive cock already swelling in his pants. "But first... I'm sure I don't need to remind you about your uniform, babygirl."
"Of course not, Daddy!" gushed Juno, standing to unbutton her stylish blouse without complaint. "I just had to give you a little kiss first!"
She had entered the office wearing fashionable clothes with just a hint of the sluttiness hidden beneath... the neckline of her blouse was just a little low... the jeans just a little too tight around her bubble butt. It was necessary for the time being that the world at large didn't see what Juno really was: a depraved Snowbunny slut, addicted to black cock.
But in the privacy of her master's office, there were no such restrictions. Juno could freely show off what she had become. In fact, she was required to show her true colors every time she entered the office unless there was someone uninitiated present.
Beneath her clothes, Juno wore a simple uniform that proclaimed her allegiance: more elaborate shows of submission weren't as easy to cloak, so she could only wear them when she had time for a wardrobe change. She wore a tight black sports bra with the word "BLACKED" repeated over and over on the white elastic hem, a slutty little black thong with the words "Black Owned" printed on the tiny triangle of material, and a shiny black spade necklace, one of her oldest and most cherished symbols of submission to the African race.
The whole outfit presented the curves of her tight little white body and decorated it to glorify her masters.
Perfect.
Well, almost perfect. By any right, Juno should have some tattoos marking her lovely pale skin as well... but somehow she had always managed to subtly divert her black Daddy whenever the idea came up.
"Shall I fetch your guest, Daddy?" purred Juno, preening and sticking out her chest a little, luxuriating in her master's appreciative gaze.
Roderick reached out and squeezed her plump ass fondly, then gave it a sharp slap, making his little white girl plaything giggle and bite her lip.
"Bring her in," he agreed with a broad smile. "I want to hear what she has to say to the man she protested for so long."
Juno pranced lightly to the door, cracking it open and beckoning to someone outside.
Felicia walked into the room, her face a picture of embarrassment and reluctant arousal. She had changed since the beginning of the semester as well. Once, Felicia had worn her chestnut hair in strict, tight ponytails almost exclusively. Now it fell in soft, feminine curls around her face. Her clothing had always been equally severe, and often baggy. Now she wore a tight little floral cocktail dress, heels replacing her combat boots. She had really cleaned up nicely now that she was dressing for the male gaze. Her breasts were particularly appealing. No one had ever got to appreciate them the way Felicia used to dress. They were big, round, and creamy white, lifted and showcased by the slutty dress Juno had squeezed her into.
The sort of tits that made Roderick think about how many black babies they could feed...
Roderick had a particular fondness for breeding the Snowbunnies that came under his control. Claiming their minds and loyalty was fun, but something about the physical act of conquering their soft white bodies with his seed turned him on like nothing else. Roderick made up his mind right there and then: this annoying young woman would leave the room today with his baby in her belly.
He would teach her to beg for it.
"Well this is a pleasant surprise," drawled Roderick with a smirk, making no attempt to hide the thick bulge pressing hard against the fabric of his pants. Felicia's frightened, doe-like eyes flickered downward to his crotch. Her delicate alabaster throat visibly gulped. He spotted twin points of lust suddenly denting the tight bodice of her dress. Oh yes... little Felicia was definitely ripe and ready to pluck. "And to what do I owe the pleasure," continued Roderick, pulling Felicia's nervous gaze back to his, "of a visit from the chairwoman of the Mulbrooke Feminist Society?"
Felicia had been quite the thorn in his side since she was voted into a leadership position at the beginning of the year, spreading the word that Chancellor Caine was promoting unhealthy patriarchal relationships through his policy initiatives. This was perfectly true, if you saw Snowbunnies submitting to black masters in terms of gender relations instead of race relations. Roderick would never allow disrespect to a proud African queen of course... but white girls? Disrespect was what they were built for.
Her message had unfortunately started to resonate. So Roderick had simply had Juno join the organization and his hypnotist Morgan Cherry come on board as a faculty advisor to the Feminist Society. The hard work had already been done. Felicia had already lost. Today was just a pleasant little ceremony allowing Roderick to rub her nose in her defeat before explaining the new policies of the Feminist Society. After Felicia's pledge of loyalty and humiliating show of submission, the Society would be spreading a message much closer to Roderick's point of view.
"Come now pet," giggled Juno, pulling the nervous young woman forward toward her doom. "Just like we discussed, right? You need to apologize properly for what a silly little cunt you've been!"
Felicia looked mortified at the stinging word, but Roderick noted that her nipples pressed even harder against her dress. Morgan had programmed the militant feminist to get off on misogyny? Roderick chuckled. The twisted mesmerist always had a wicked sense of humor.
When the two ladies reached Roderick's chair, Juno pressed down on Felicia's shoulders, sending her to her knees in front of the smug, superior Chancellor.
Felicia's eyes were submissive and intimidated and utterly, deeply aroused as she knelt in defeat beneath her conqueror's feet. Roderick put his chin in his hand and waited with gloating eyes for her complete surrender.
"I...I'm sorry for questioning you, sir," said Felicia in a soft, meek voice, her eyes failing to meet Roderick's in the depths of her humiliation. "You clearly know better than me what's best for... for white girls."
She looked toward Juno, who was now hanging on her Daddy's shoulder, looking down proudly at her newest Snowbunny sister. The grinning blonde nodded, biting her lip hard to keep herself from giggling.
Felicia gulped again, and slowly bent forward, leaning out to kiss Roderick's shoe. She couldn't help releasing a pitiful whimper as she did so, and it wasn't hard to tell why. Her actions went against everything she had believed up until a few months ago. She was degrading herself for a man's pleasure, putting herself utterly beneath him.
And it wasn't going to stop there.
"That was a pretty good apology," said Roderick grudgingly, grinding his foot softly upward into Felicia's soft lips, "But I think I know an even better way for you to show how much you respect your Chancellor."
Juno giggled and reached down to his lap, slowly unzipping her daddy's pants and freeing his massive cock. Felicia watched with an expression of mixed terror and arousal, her wide eyes locked on the meaty black pole of the man who had once been her worst enemy. Juno could practically see her begin to drool.
"Have you ever sucked a cock this big, baby?" rumbled Roderick, his voice dripping with amusement. Juno's slim, pale hand began to stroke him slowly, partially as a tease for the fascinated white girl on her knees before him, partially because she just loved the feel of him in her hand.
"N-no," said Felicia in a hazy voice, her eyes bobbing up and down, following the progress of Juno's hand. "I've never sucked a penis at a-all."
"Felicia gave the club a whole speech about how fellatio is a disgusting tool for the subjugation and humiliation of women by the patriarchy," said Juno mockingly. "But don't worry, Daddy, Ms. Cherry convinced her to practice a LOT on the big black you-sized dildo I bought her. She's practically an expert on this particular "disgusting, humiliating" act by now."
Juno moved to kneel beside Felicia, guiding her gently forward and rubbing the swollen, oozing head of the chancellor's cock over her soft pink lips.
"But," whispered Felicia, her eyes darting between Roderick and Juno, "if I do this... if I suck his c-cock... then... then..."
"Then the patriarchy wins?" Whispered Juno teasingly in her ear. "Then you've submitted completely to a man? Then you become one of the pathetic, black-owned Snowbunnies you used to call traitors to all women?"
Juno slowly licked up Felicia's ear, making the wavering feminist shudder with lust. "Exactly, sweetie.... And isn't that so fucking hot?" She had Roderick's stiff cock in front of Felicia's mouth, not forcing her, just offering the awful opportunity to embrace humiliation and corruption.
And, with a delicate little moan of defeat, Felicia took that opportunity, squeezing her eyes shut and wrapping her soft, innocent lips around the monstrous black cock, her pink tongue already eagerly swirling and licking, tasting the salty pre-cum leaking from its slit.
Now that she had broken her seal, the poor little white girl gave in completely to her programmed hunger for black dick. She bobbed her head wildly, greedily and loudly slurping all over the cock stretching her mouth.
Victor watched as Juno backed off and let Felicia give in to her desires. Roderick's favorite Snowbunny now wore a proud smile, absently rubbing herself over her thong. "You would think that Felicia's a champion cocksucker rather than a first-timer, wouldn't you Daddy?" she asked Roderick with a sly wink. "But with the amount of practice she's had with her new dildo... lying in bed, fantasizing about being conquered by the patriarchy while shoving a massive black dildo down her throat... Felicia's probably one of the most experienced girls on campus when it comes to sucking dick at this point."
Juno loved to dirty talk, but Roderick knew she could only watch for so long. Roderick was her Daddy, and he was the source of all Juno's pleasure. She couldn't keep her hands and mouth away. She dived in, licking and sucking his enormous dangling balls while Felicia continued her slutty submission.
Roderick simply enjoyed the moment. Two beautiful, yet pathetic little white girls, paying homage to the black race with their hot, wet, eager little mouths. One pair of delicate pick lips vacuum-sealed around his thick black cock while another pair softly kissed his heavy, hanging ballsack. This feeling of victory and superiority was why Roderick had started the movement in the first place. Everything was finally as it should be.
Finally, Roderick had had enough. He bent down, lifted Felicia with contemptuous ease, and laid her back on his desk as she squeaked with alarm. He flipped up her dress and tore away the gauzy, feminine lace panties that Juno had given her... exposing her flushed and dripping pink pussy, aching for black cock and desperate to be filled.
Felicia was breathing hard, hiding her eyes in her hands and blushing with the massive embarrassment of the moment.
Roderick gave her a wide predatory grin. "My my, little miss feminist," he said mockingly, "I thought you had been telling everyone on campus you're a lesbian! It certainly looks like you love dick to me!" He punctuated his mockery by tapping his cock against her pussy, hitting her clit softly and making her moan in arousal and humiliation.
"She told me a little secret, Daddy," giggled Juno, kissing the overwhelmed, displayed white girl softly on her blushing cheek. "Poor little Felicia is actually bi... but she is afraid of being with a man... afraid that it would be too degrading to get pinned down and penetrated... dominated by a dick."
"But you know what?" said Juno, looking up with glee into her Daddy's eyes. "I think the idea always kind of turned her on too... even before Dr. Cherry got to her."
Roderick chuckled, now rubbing his bulbous cockhead up and down Felicia's wet, quivering slit. "Is that true, Felicia? Are you scared?"



"Y-yes," whimpered Felicia, even as her hips began to grind and hump upward toward Roderick's magnificent black cock.
"But you're turned on too?" demanded Roderick in a commanding voice.
"Yes..." whispered Felicia shamefully. "But... P-please... A c-condom?" If it was intended to be a demand, it certainly didn't sound like one.
Roderick chuckled darkly. "I suppose it would make sense you aren't on the pill if you only planning on fucking girls. But I'm afraid that condoms just don't fit on me... why, do you want me to stop?"
Roderick could see the stark fear and powerful arousal in Felicia's pretty eyes. He watched as she struggled, recognizing the humiliating danger of being impregnated right here and now. He watched as she failed to resist, giving in to temptation.
"N-no..." she whispered breathily. "Don't stop."
Roderick moved his cock into position. "Then tell me. Tell me what you want..."
"Fuck me!" whimpered Felicia, her chest heaving with passion and an arm thrown over her crimson face. She let out a heartbreaking moan of defeat and ecstasy when Roderick's raw cock slid home, deep into her unprotected pussy. Conquering her, dominating her, completing her. A missing puzzle piece she never knew she had clicked firmly into place as her pussy stretched snugly around his cock.
Juno saw the powerful triumph of her Daddy's face. The pleasure of surrender on her new sister's. Roderick began moving, slowly at first, then with increasing speed. Felicia writhed and moaned beneath him, being reborn as a brand new woman... humiliated and subservient, but happy in her own special way.
Juno sighed. Her job here was done. Daddy only had one cock after all, and Felicia needed to be thoroughly broken in. Besides... all of the talk of condoms and birth control made her feel a little uncomfortable. A lot of Snowbunnies ended up pregnant with their master's children. Juno accepted that, of course... but the thought of it happening to her made her stomach twist with anxiety and forbidden desire. She didn't want to hang around and watch another young white girl bred by her daddy.
Juno quietly dressed herself as Felicia began babbling. "Yes! Fuck me, sir!" She gasped, her hips bucking desperately upward into the Chancellor's powerful thrust. "Make me your... s-slut! Punish my snobby cunt with that big black cock! Knock me up! Show me who's boss!" She was fully leaning into her new fetish for misogynistic degradation, Juno noted approvingly. That might make her unpopular amongst her feminist friends... if they managed to find out before they were corrupted as well.
Once her outer clothes were back on, Juno pranced up and kissed Roderick softly on the cheek. He looked up from his concentration on the Snowbunny in training he was stretching open and raised an eyebrow at Juno.
"Going somewhere?" he asked cooly.
"Sorry Daddy," said Juno meekly. "Studying for finals. I can stay if you need me, of course."
"Without breaking his punishing rhythm, Roderick looked nonplussed for a moment, then nodded. "Sure. I suppose you wouldn't have much to do here anyway. You may go. But don't forget the gala tomorrow night. I'm having your wardrobe sent over tomorrow morning."
"I would never forget, Daddy," said Juno sweetly. She bit her lip for a second, then said hesitantly, "And you didn't forget to write me that letter of recommendation I asked for, right?"
A flicker of annoyance crossed his face, and his pistoining rhythm was thrown off for a moment, making Felicia whine in sexual need beneath him.
"Of course not," said Roderick gruffly. "I'll get to that soon."
Juno was a little worried by the look of displeasure on her Daddy's face, and hoped she hadn't somehow done something wrong... but after a moment his expression cleared and he pulled her into a dominant kiss, grabbing her bouncy ass in a massive hand and pulling her close. Juno melted, her stomach filling with butterflies, like it was her first kiss with Roderick all over again. Her worries disappeared, just like they always did when her Daddy spoiled her with his attention.
"Get out of here," said Roderick with a smile, swatting her ass. "We both have work to do. I'll see you tomorrow."
"Yes Daddy!" chirped Juno happily, practically skipping out of the door.
Roderick began plunging deep into Felicia again as he watched her go, the look of sour annoyance crossing his face once again.
...
Roderick Caine drummed his fingers on his desk, basking in the clarity that came from draining his balls in a white girl multiple times.
He had just sent Felicia home after one final facial, ordering her not to wipe it off until she reached her flat. It was after dark already, so she had very little chance of anyone actually noticing her sticky little predicament, but Roderick knew that walking home with the evidence of her humiliating submission all over her face would be priceless for reinforcing her new status as his slave. Maybe it would have been wiser to creampie her a third time, since he had his heart set on filling her with a bastard baby. But he was confident in the potency of his sperm: Felicia had walked home with his jizz on her once proud face and his baby growing in her belly. He couldn't wait to hear what all the women in her club thought once they noticed the belly of their "lesbian" leader begin to swell.
But despite his total victory today, something was bothering him... like a little gritty piece of sand in his eye, irritating him ceaselessly. It took him a second to realize what it was.
Juno.
He grimaced as he thought of her. Juno was his top bitch. Sexy, smart, and slavishly submissive, she was the perfect Snowbunny slut. Roderick had gone through many white sluts over the years, enjoying them, breaking them to his will, then passing them off to other black masters when they bored him. But Juno never had; he had always kept her at his side even when other Snowbunnies came and went. Juno was different. Special. Morgan Cherry's programming process was flawless: it always produced Snowbunnies utterly devoted to the advancement of the African race. But often the process left women feeling... artificial. A false new personality painted over the old. Juno didn't feel that way at all. She had a spark of vicious intelligence and creativity that she used to support Roderick and his schemes wholeheartedly. It was almost as if she was a natural Snowbunny that had only been uncovered by Morgan's programming. She was a perfect, slutty little right-hand for Roderick.
So why? Why was she actively making plans for a life after him? The thought of leaving and doing something else shouldn't even occur to her, let alone appeal.
He needed more information. And there was only one other person on campus who had a better insight than him into what Juno Evans was thinking.
Morgan Cherry answered on the third ring, sounding a little annoyed. "Yes, Roderick? What is it? I'm sort of in the middle of something."
He could hear the soft tick of her metronome in the background. Morgan must be in the middle of a programming session. His hypnotist was kept quite busy these days: subverting an entire society to worship black cock one entitled whitey at a time was a lot of work. But this was important. Whoever she was working on could stew in their newly discovered lust for black cock for a few minutes while Dr. Cherry spoke to him.
"I know you always have time for me, dear," said Roderick breezily. "I want to know more about Juno."
"Juno?" said Dr. Cherry with obvious fondness. "Our favorite little race traitor? I'm shocked she's having an issue. Did she start loving Daddy's cock TOO much or something?"
"She's studying for finals," said Roderick, trying to control his tone. It was a little embarrassing that a white girl was affecting him emotionally. White women didn't typically have the capacity to bother him anymore."She's applying for jobs. She asked me for a letter of recommendation the other day."
Morgan was quiet for a long few seconds. Roderick could hear her latest project whimpering in the background. "Hmmm," she finally said in a pensive tone. "So she's thinking about getting out of the game. That is concerning."
"Precisely." Roderick rose and began pacing his office. "And I suppose my question is... 'why'? I wasn't aware that you were in the habit of building escape clauses into your programming."
"I'm not," snapped Dr. Cherry distractedly. "Just give me a moment to... ok, ok, you may stop fingering yourself for now dear, you'll rub yourself raw." The whimpering in the background died down.
Roderick tapped his foot impatiently as Morgan Cherry muttered to herself for a moment. "Aha!" She finally said. "Looking through my notes on Juno's original programming, I think I see the issue. Juno had quite a raft of Daddy issues when she first started seeing me. A strong desire to please a distant father who withheld affection and approval. She believed... or I guess still believes, that she has to be a "Good Girl" to prove that she won't end up like her mother: pregnant out of wedlock and shunned by society. Quite sad really."
Roderick snorted, thinking about the filthy things that Juno had cheerfully done for him. "Juno is under the impression that she's being a "Good Girl" right now?"
"That was just my entry point!" protested the hypnotist. "You see, she also believes that she's allowed to take... breaks. That if she temporarily lets loose and blows off some steam, that doesn't actually turn her into the kind of "naughty girl" her father despises. As long as she goes back to being a good girl in the end."
Roderick sat back in his chair with a frown. "So you're saying that Juno sees her sexual debauchery here at Mulbrooke as a... a phase?"
"Correct."
"The girl is a popular pornstar at this point," protested Roderick incredulously."She can't seriously expect to put her wrist-length sweaters back on in a couple of months and go back to being a "good girl"!" It was true. The Simpspace content that Juno produced at Roderick's direction was massively popular, and she made no effort to hide her face. She had already been disowned by the father she apparently wanted to please so badly. It made no sense.
Morgan sighed heavily. "You know that our programmed Snowbunnies aren't always ruled by pure logic. True or not, Juno believes that she can give up being a slut when she graduates in a few months. I realize that isn't ideal from your perspective, but it was the way I found at the time to crack a particularly hard nut. You can't argue the results haven't been effective up until now."
"I want you to change her mind," said Roderick, the words leaving his lips before he realized he was saying them.
Morgan seemed as surprised to hear the words as he had been to say them. "Reeeeaaally?" She purred. "How interesting. You know, I always suspected that she was more than just another plaything for you. Someone has a little crush, doesn't he?"
"Spare me that drivel!" growled Roderick. A Snowbunny making him feel annoyed and then embarrassed both on the same day? There really was something different about Juno. But Roderick was a man used to getting what he wanted, and he wasn't going to just let his favorite slave walk away. "Can you make her submit permanently or not?"
"I'm not sure," said Dr. Cherry thoughtfully, mercifully dropping her teasing tone. "I set up quite the little balancing act in her brain. Right now every slutty thing she does "doesn't count". If she were to think she had actually permanently become a "naughty girl"... Well, it could be devastating. Desire to meet her father's impossible standards in the final tally is just a fundamental part of who she is."
"So the great Morgan Cherry is finally stumped?" asked Roderick with a challenge in his voice.
"I didn't say that," snapped Dr. Cherry. "In fact, I think I have an idea that would solve your little... issue nicely. But it would require me to push our little bunny... quite hard. Is that acceptable?"
"Whatever it takes," said Roderick in a smoldering rumble, and he was surprised to find that he meant that literally.
...
Juno signed for the courier's package, then wandered back into her apartment.
It was much more luxurious than the tiny place she had first lived in as a freshman with her boyfriend. Her Daddy liked to spoil her, and besides, he didn't want to slum it when he occasionally stayed the night.
Juno tossed the garment box onto the bed, then collapsed there herself with a sigh. She was in an irritable, distracted mood today. And here, alone in her apartment, she could just be herself.
She loved to smile and simper and be her Daddy's good little girl. She lived to serve him. But it could be difficult to present the same sultry, slutty enthusiasm no matter what she felt on the inside. As much as her Daddy, and all black men really, made her flush with submissive lust, sometimes it was nice to just unwind and let herself breathe.
Why was she feeling so down lately? Her relationship with Daddy had never been better. Well... her black Daddy. Her relationship with her father was currently on the rocks, which hurt a little. But he would come around soon. That was the real problem though, wasn't it... soon. Soon she would be done with college, and this little rebellious phase would come to an end.
Her wild years experimenting and blowing off steam would be over, and she would turn back into meek, shy Juno, all wrapped up in smothering clothing. She had to. As fun as serving her black masters was, no matter how much it fulfilled her on a spiritual level, all good things came to an end. Juno's mission in life was to be a good girl. To prove her father wrong about how bad she was. True, her college years had made her father feel like he was right... that she was just the naughty little whore he had always suspected. But when the Simpspace page shut down, and her hair grew long and dark again, and her body was covered up again; forever this time, even he would have to admit she was a good girl underneath it all. If anything, Juno's ability to return to propriety after sampling the wicked delights of the BNWO would show that she had better self-control than the average girl.
But that didn't mean that Juno didn't feel jealous sometimes, looking at what all the other Snowbunny sluts got to do. Getting dark, lurid tattoos proclaiming their loyalty to their masters... And getting pregnant with black babies.
The idea seemed to throb in Juno's head with sickening heat. Being bred by black dick... a tender white tummy swelling with a master's seed. Breasts heavy with milk to feed the next generation of proud black men. Her white genes conquered and submerged within the glorious black race...
It was a compelling fantasy, and a deeply taboo one. Getting knocked up was the ultimate sign of a "naughty girl". Her father had drilled that idea into her since she was old enough to understand. It was what had ruined her mother. Even the concept filled Juno with terror and deep longing. It was absolutely forbidden, and that was what made it fascinating.
But, even if the idea of being blackbred filled her with an intoxicating blend of terror and lust, Juno couldn't accept any long-term alterations, whether that was tattoos or a child. She was one of the only high-ranking Snowbunnies whose body was still lily white and unmarked. She had only used jewelry and piercings to show her loyalty. And the piercings would come out soon, The holes would heal over.
The idea filled her with vague melancholy.
Juno distracted herself by opening the package and revealing her outfit for the Black Excellence Gala tonight. Her eyes widened and she gasped in delight. This would certainly distract for the evening at least.
It couldn't accurately be described as "clothing". Inside the garment box was a harness made of shiny, bright white latex with golden studs. They had really gone all out with the Snowbunny uniform this year... the harness was designed to lift and accentuate all of the wearer's assests while hiding nothing. Perfect for the little white sluts who had been tamed by the African race.
Juno bit her lip at the sight, the lust inside her leaping higher. Exhibitionism had always been a special kink of hers. It was what made it so fucking hot to suck black cock on camera and post it online for the world to see. She loved it when she felt the burning, judgmental eyes of the pathetic white boys see her degradation. And when the black men saw how she had been conquered and knew that she belonged to them... that was even better.
So the sight of a slutty, demeaning costume that would show the whole gala how slutty and submissive she was definitely lifted her spirits. Her mood improved even more when she saw the little jewelry box tucked in beside the harness. When she opened it, she giggled in delight, putting a coy hand to her mouth.
A set of barbells for her pierced nipples, the cap on each end a little white angel wing. So Daddy wanted her to be his little angel tonight, huh? He could be so funny sometimes.
...
Juno strode into the event hall on her tall, white stiletto heels and shrugged off her coat, revealing the breathtaking display beneath. The white harness had straps tightly circling each juicy thigh. Pure white latex bands crisscrossed her torso, joining together in the middle at a golden circle around her belly button. The harness lifted and presented her full ripe tits for inspection by her black masters, the bubble-gum pink nipples pierced by her Daddy's newest gift: her angel barbells.
She completed the look with Queen of Spades earrings and necklace, her impressive heels, and a fabulous updo of her shining blonde locks.
She was a feast for the eyes. Any real man would stare and drool. So obviously the whiteboi who took her coat averted his eyes. As well he should. If the doorman didn't know his place, there were much worse tasks that whitebois could be assigned at the Black Excellence Galas.
She plucked a drink from a tray carried by one of the lesser Snowbunnies who was hobbling around on ballerina heels, her tongue lolling out of her ring gag and her eyes hazy with lust. Then she moved into the crowded party.
The Black Excellence Galas had been instituted by Roderick around two years ago. A demonstration of his growing power and a reward for the faithful, black and white alike. Roderick wasn't yet in a position to allow open black supremacy on the campus. The movement was still underground for now. But the Galas were an opportunity for black adherents to the New World Order to openly enjoy the sexual dominance they had been promised. As well as a chance for the eager white converts to publicly display their submission.
The Galas had become a subject of curiosity to the outside world, but Roderick insisted that they were innocent events promoting cultural pride. Occasionally a curious white journalist or student activist would sneak into one of the events. It was like a fly breaking into a spider's web. They would emerge afterward with a brand new black spade tattoo hidden somewhere on their body and a convincing story about how harmless the parties were.
The crowd consisted of African Kings in sharp tailored suits and African Queens in stunning gowns. The fancy clothes, as a rule, were purchased with tribute money from their white "admirers". Juno relished their condescending, yet admiring glances as she made her made through the party. She felt a moist heat growing between her legs and her nipples strained to full stiffness. Soon it would be obvious to all exactly how horny she was. Juno was top-shelf ass, and she loved the feeling of their burning, lustful eyes on her body, male and female alike.
About a third of the crowd was made up of Snowbunnies, all wearing tonight's uniform, much like Juno. And some of them were already receiving considerably more attention than just appreciative stares...



As usual, the Snowbunnies wore color-coded outfits. Black meant that the Snowbunny was community-owned, or, in other words, free use. They were available to any black master for any use, no questions asked. About two thirds of the white girls in the crowd wore black harnesses.
A pink harness meant that the white woman wearing it was attached to a particular master. Touching and groping of pink Snowbunnies was allowed and encouraged for anyone, but permission was needed for any sort of penetration. Most of the remaining Snowbunnies wore pink.
White clothing indicated that a Snowbunny belonged to a powerful or influential black master. No one was even allowed to touch Juno without her Daddy's explicit permission. Which he never granted: her Daddy was a jealous man. It was a position of privilege: the highest honor a white girl could aspire to. Juno spotted only two or three other women in the room with white harnesses. They were a rare breed.
Whitebois weren't invited to the Gala, unless you counted the formerly male gurls wearing harnesses with the other Snowbunnies, which Juno didn't. But that didn't mean that there were no white males in the room tonight... they had just been given tasks appropriate to their lowly stations.
Juno walked over with a smirk and admired one of the centerpieces on the tables spaced around the room. A whiteboi was strapped into an uncomfortable upside-down position, his ass stuck in the air. A tasteful flower arrangement had been planted in the poor little guy's asshole. Turned into a human flower vase as a demonstration of the black race's power. Both fitting and amusing.
Juno's eyes swept over the flower vase's gagged and blindfolded face without curiosity, then widened and doubled back in surprise. She actually KNEW this whiteboi!
It was Noah, her boyfriend from back when she was a completely different person. She had always sort of wondered what had happened to him. Unlike Juno, Roderick had gotten tired of Noah fairly quickly during their sophomore year and gifted him to another master. Juno ran her nails along Noah's scrawny white thigh with a faint smirk, making the poor captive white-boi shiver and break out in goosebumps. To think that she once considered this pathetic excuse for a man the love of her life. To think that she actually used to let him fuck her... She reached out and gave his soft little white balls a hard contemptuous flick for old time's sake. He strained and moaned against his straps, a dribble of clear loser juice dripping out of his tight, flat chastity cage. He would never even know that his former girlfriend had touched him one last time. She wondered with a cruel giggle if he still dreamed about her. If she knew whitebois, she was willing to bet that he jerked off all the time to the memory of their love and her being stolen by her black masters. Well, he would if he wasn't caged at least.
"Juno!" said a cheerful voice behind her, and she turned to see Rosemary rushing up with a big smile on her face. Behind her, Cecily floated forward with a dreamy smile, her flowing white-blonde hair making her look as ethereal and perfect as ever, despite her tattoos and heavy pregnancy. Juno considered pointing Noah out to them for a moment. They had once been friends after all. But if Juno barely cared about him when he had been such a pivotal part of her life, she doubted Rose and Cece would be interested. Juno let Noah fade from her mind for the last time.
Rosemary hustled up and gave her friend a tight hug, crushing her big juicy tits up against Juno smaller frame and sending a fresh pulse of heat swelling between Juno's legs. Technically Rosemary shouldn't be touching her either, but she doubted her Daddy would care in this instance. He knew how close they were.
But speaking of touching... Juno looked down at the harness hefting Rose's tits. "Wearing black?" She said with amusement, raising an eyebrow. "I know for a fact that you should be wearing white."
"I asked Desmond and Jules if I could wear black tonight," said Rose with a sly wink. "You know how much I love being the center of attention. I want to see if I can break my personal record of seven black cocks at once."
Cecily finally drifted up regally, one hand resting on her huge pregnant belly, which was decorated with a lurid tattoo in cursive reading "breeding sow". She was wearing a white harness, as was proper for one of the first converts, and the lift of the straps had a particularly impressive effect on her swollen tits. As she approached, she gave her best friend a warm smile and kissed Juno gently on the cheek. "Good evening darling," she murmured fondly.
"You look ready to pop!" said Juno cheerfully, concealing her discomfort. Cecily was a living reminder of Juno's anxious, horny fascination with impregnation. This was Cece's third child already. It really was impressive how she managed to stay so lovely and perfect through multiple pregnancies. Juno figured that it must take extreme discipline, rigorous skincare and a careful diet to look that good through bearing multiple children.
"Oooh yes," said Cece with a weary, but happy sigh. "Eight months along now. Marcus didn't even want me to come tonight, can you believe that? He gets so protective when I'm big and round like this. I love it."
"Yet here you are," pointed out Juno with a painted-on smile. To carry her master's baby... To have his child inside her. It was a temptation Juno could never give in to, and it was hard not to find Cecily's presence a little grating when she was heavily pregnant and glowing like this.
"Here I am," confirmed Cecily warmly. "I want to have as much fun as I can while I'm not taking care of a newborn. Marcus is even going to let me suck a few of his friends' cocks! It will be a rare treat for me... there's only one place my master ever wants to cum."
Rosemary sensed Juno's discomfort and changed the subject, wiggling her big soft breasts to show off her new tattoos. "Like the new ink?" She said coyly, lifting her heavy breasts further to show off the newly added stylized black sperm shapes pointed toward her nipples.
"Love it," said Juno sincerely. Her eyes flicked back up to Rose's with a conspiratorial glint. "Is it a little hint that your masters have finally bred you?"
Rosemary rolled her eyes. "I wish! No, they say they want to keep my body tight for a while longer, They gave me my assignment by the way! They want me to work at a sex club and subvert white boys. You know, get them into the kink. I think they were impressed with my work on Pinky."
"How nice," said Juno mildly, trying to push down her own anxiety about her after-college plans and leaving this world behind. "What about you, Cece? Have they let you know what you'll be doing?
"Oh you can't waste blue blood like mine, dear," said Cecily, waving her hand airly with a tone that was only partially sarcastic. "Artemis and I are both getting placed in top political positions to increase the influence of the movement."
"And where is your dear sister by the way?" asked Rose with a smile.
Cecily giggled. "Oh, she and Marcus are trying for a baby right now. They'll be busy all night."
Juno and Rose joined her laughter, and for a moment it was like they were all carefree schoolgirls again. Rose wiped a tear from her eye. "Ha! Well, I have to say, Cece, I've never heard of a gurl getting her butt knocked up, but if anyone can do it, it's your master. He has jizz more potent than anyone I know."
"Oh I think they both know poor little Artie can't have a baby," said Cecily with a grin, "But they do have fun trying. But enough about us, darling. Tell us about you, Ms. Student Body President! Where are they placing you after Uni?"
Juno hesitated. She wasn't even sure what to say. How could she explain that she planned to abandon the movement that meant so much to them in a few short months?
She was saved by an unlikely distraction. "Good evening girls," said Morgan Cherry in her low, melodious voice. Black women could, obviously, wear whatever they liked to the galas. Their gowns tended to be classy and elegant, entirely appropriate to their exalted status. Which meant that Dr. Cherry's slutty dress was worn entirely of her own volition. It had slits up the side of its deep red velvet running almost all the way up to her ribs, displaying a delicious slice of her dark, smooth thighs and thick butt... clearly revealing her lack of panties. The neckline plunged into a V so deep and wide that Juno was stunned that the doctor's dark areolas weren't on display. They must be just barely under the edge of the fabric.
"Dr. Cherry," said all three Snowbunnies in unison, bobbing into a deep curtsy. As far as hierchy in the movement, Dr. Cherry was second only to Roderick Caine himself. She was owed the utmost respect.
"I'm sorry, Rose. Cecily," said Dr. Cherry, her pillowy lips pulling up into a wicked smirk. "I'm afraid I'm going to have to steal Juno from you. We have something important to discuss."
"Of course, Dr. Cherry," said Rosemary humbly, all of her cheerful teasing put away in the face of a superior.
"Pleased to serve, Dr. Cherry," murmured Cecily, her eyes cast demurely down.
"Come along pet," said Dr. Cherry, a mysterious smile lighting up her face as she gestured for the curious Juno to follow her. "Let's find somewhere to get comfortable and have a nice, long chat."
...
Juno was curious and wary as Dr. Cherry led her into the dark, silent back halls of the event center. Dr. Cherry was a regal, powerful African Queen. Juno respected her implicitly and was willing to serve, but she was also dangerous. Juno had learned that better than perhaps anyone else on campus. Dr. Cherry's mysterious powers could take any defiant and backward white racist and convert them into a devoted sexual slave of the Black New World Order. Juno had helped to tempt and ensnare enough whitebois and Snowbunnies over the past few years to have a healthy amount of fear mixed into her respect for the sultry mesmerist. She was even dimly aware that this process had probably been done to her during her sessions with Dr. Cherry as a freshman, although her head hurt and she felt dizzy if she tried to think about that too hard.
When Dr. Cherry opened an unmarked door and ushered her inside with a mysterious grin, Juno was prepared for the worst. But the room was nothing special. It was a small office with a tidy desk, a rolling chair, and a leather sofa against one wall.
Juno was certain she had never been here before, but still... for some reason the office felt familiar. She had trouble placing exactly why for a second, then her eyes widened. It was the smell. Lush and tropical, with just the faintest hint of something musky at its core.
On the desk sat a small device. A metronome, Juno's mind whispered.
The door clicked softly shut behind Dr Cherry, who came up behind Juno and put her hands on her bare, pale shoulders. "Why don't you lie down, sweetie? Relax a little. I want to have a heart-to-heart."
Obedience was second nature to Juno now. She laid back gingerly on the leather couch, the material cool and smooth against her warm skin. "Dr. Cherry," she asked nervously, "Are you planning to... to...?"
Dr. Cherry let out a low, musical chuckle, sitting back in the rolling chair and crossing one thick, exquisite thigh over the other, pressing them together in a delicious display. "Don't try to think about it too hard, honey. You have mental blocks preventing you from thinking about your programming. But to answer your question, yes, I do plan to give you a little tune-up today. But don't worry about it..."
She reached out and delicately tapped the swinging arm of the metronome, beginning a slow, resonant tocking.
"...No matter what, you will come out of this session feeling safe and happy and eager to serve. Doesn't that sound great?"
Juno found her anxiety and her sudden headache slip away, leaving her warm and relaxed and receptive. A pleasant blush seemed to be spreading through her body. The deep, rhythmic tock filled her ears and the rich, exotic smell filled her nose. "Yes, Doctor Cherry," she murmured, "That sounds wonderful."
'I want you to think about your current life, Juno," said Dr. Cherry in a low, beguiling voice. "How you worship black cock... dress up as a Snowbunny slut... corrupt wayward little white boys and girls... serve the Black New World Order. How do those things make you feel?"
Juno purred, letting the warm, pleasurable haze of Dr. Cherry's influence engulf her. Her hands slid softly over her body, pausing to tease and grope at her pierced nipples. Then they slid down over her luscious curves, her slim pale thighs parting gently to give her better access as she slipped her fingers between the juicy folds of her pretty pink pussy. "Ooh, I love it, Dr. Cherry! I've never been happier!" She meant every word from the bottom of her heart.
"What's your favorite part, baby girl?" asked Dr. Cherry warmly, leaning forward with avid eyes and a nasty smile.
"I love to be seeeen," moaned Juno, her finger rubbing firmer and faster on her throbbing clit. Her whole body felt like an erogenous zone, hot and moist and needy. The white straps on her body felt constricting and controlling... but in a good way. "I love it when powerful black masters see my tits and my ass and my soft white pussy. I love the hunger in their eyes. I love it when whitebois look at me with aching desire, only for me to crush their hopes and deny them. I love to dress up like the little kept slut I've become and show off my body to the whole world!"
"I know you do, Juno," said Dr, Cherry, spreading her own powerful legs to snake a manicured hand beneath her red velvet dress. "I made you feel that way... Now tell me: how do you feel about your Daddy?"
"Daddy!" whimpered Juno in ecstasy, clenching her thighs hard around her flexing hands as a small orgasm rocked her at the mere thought of her powerful black master. "He's the only man I need. Strong... powerful... dark... Just thinking about him gets me wet. His cock is like a work of art. When I get to suck it, it makes me feel so fucking weak and small and helpless. I'm drooling just thinking about it! And when it's deep inside me, spreading open my tight white pussy, it makes me want... Makes me want him to..."
"To breed you?" asked Morgan Cherry with a smirk, her hand softly bunching and writhing beneath the scarlet velvet of her dress. "To claim your body for the black race? To fill your tender white pussy with his potent sperm and make your his little pregnant Snowbunny slut? To make you the mother of a new generation of black conquerors?"
Juno bit her lip to stifle a loud moan as her back arched up off the leather sofa, humping her hips into her greedy fingers. A wet spot was beginning the make the leather dark and shiny beneath her. Her nipples looked like they could cut glass. Her head whipped side to side as her subconsciousness tried to furiously deny the forbidden idea Dr. Cherry had given voice to. But her body submitted to the pleasure, pulsing in a powerful, mind-numbing orgasm.
Dr. Cherry waited patiently for Juno to come back to Earth. Finally, the naked, harnessed Snowbunny collapsed panting back to the couch, her pussy making obscene squishing noises around her plunging fingers.
"I c-can't," whispered Juno mournfully. "I can't have his baby. I need to be a good girl. It's important."
"Why?" demanded Dr. Cherry, her voice suddenly hard and demanding. Juno's hand finally stopped. She didn't want to say... didn't want to talk about it. But her mind felt hazy... the deep pleasant tocking drilled into her ears... the thick, overwhelming scent distracted her. She felt resistance slip away from her mind like water through her fingers.
"My father," she whispered, feeling dread and guilt so familiar that it tasted like childhood. "He says I have to. I... I can't disappoint him."
"So," said Doctor Cherry thoughtfully, her own hand withdrawing from between her legs, "You want to be with your Daddy so badly... want to serve him... please him... bear his children... but you need to be a good girl for your father?"
Juno nodded weakly. Dr. Cherry was so beautiful and smart. She had grasped the situation instantly.
"But what if your father already thought you were a lost cause? What if he could never approve of you?" asked Dr. Cherry, her voice grim.
Juno shifted uncomfortably on the leather couch. The pleasant buzz in her body was receding. The metronome sounded harsh, the perfume was fetid and cloying. "That's not true," she said weakly, her mouth suddenly dry. "I may have been a little wild during university, but soon he'll see that I'm a good girl deep down. I just needed to blow off some steam. He's been angry before, but he always cools down in the end."
Dr. Cherry gave Juno a nasty little smile, her soft, curvy lips quirking up at the edges. "But you're wrong, Juno. Maybe you could pretend that nothing happened back when you used to sneak out at night... Go back to being a good little girl like your father wanted... but you must realize that it is far too late for that now. You can't go back. You'll never be an innocent angel again."
"No, you're wrong," said Juno in a soft voice, squirming on the wet leather beneath her. In theory it should be difficult for her to disagree with the sultry memirist right now with the hypnotic triggers fo the perfume and metronome working on her brain, but what Dr. Cherry was saying right now was prying at the very bedrock of her belief system, and something deep inside her rose to fight back. "I... I'm just taking a break right now. Father will understand." Some huge, dark, terrible feeling was rising inside her. Something that she had been holding back for years now.
Dr. Cherry chuckled, her hand still working lazily in her lap beneath her dress. "Oh honey," she said pityingly, "I know that this is my programming speaking, but this is getting pathetic. Your father didn't like it when you kissed boys... you think he'll welcome back with open arms after what you've been doing?"
"He always gets angry at first..." protested Juno, the maddening tock of the metronome filling her ears. "But he forgets. He'll forgive me. He'll see that I'm really a good girl." That dark, unexamined feeling was ballooning inside her, making her feel like she would burst.
"You haven't even spoken with Robert Evans in over two years," pointed out Dr. Cherry with a raised eyebrow. "And he stopped supporting financially even before that. You've already been abandoned, Juno."
"T-temporarily," whimpered Juno. It felt like her mind was cracking apart. Had it actually been that long since she had spoken to father? Why hadn't she realized that?
Dr. Cherry sighed and shook her head, then opened a drawer of the desk and pulled out a tablet. She looked down at it briefly, tapping and swiping, before handing it to Juno.
"I normally NEVER do this dear," she confided. "Too risky. But I'll make an exception in this case. I want you to watch what's on the screen for me, ok, honey?"
Juno looked down with a troubled expression.
She recognized the video immediately. It was her. On her knees with Roderick's massive black cock streching her pink lips as she moaned aroud it, visibly drooling, moaning like a slut, and rolling her eyes in pleasure.
"It's my latest Simpspace release," said Juno in confusion, looking up at the smirking Dr. Cherry. "Why do you want me to watch this? I know what is in it. I was there, after all."
"Keep watching, darling," said Dr. Cherry, her voice thick with amusement. "But now... without panicking, I want you to really see it. Without any programming. Just for a moment."
The words seemed to unlock something inside Juno's head. The video... shifted. Not visually, but in meaning. Juno gasped, her eyes widening. There was a blonde slut, naked on her knees, slobbering all over a cock as big as her forearm with every sign of deep arousal. It disgusted her. It compelled her.



It was her.
She was the slut on her knees, submitting to black cock on camera. Her embarassment and humiliation clashed with her on-screen persona. How could she be the same woman as the snowbunny worshipping black dick on the screen?
"Does that look like a good girl to you?" asked Morgan Cherry, lounging back in her chair, masturbating slowly to Juno's humiliting realization.
"No," admitted Juno. She couldn't tear her eyes away as the little blond slut on the screen sunk down slowly, the massive black cock somehow dissapeaing inch after inch into her, bulging her pale, delicate throat with its thickness.
"What does she look like?" demanded Dr. Cherry, her eyes blazing.
"A..." Juno gulped, her mouth dry as Roderick began cumming all over her face on the screen. "A naughty girl."
Dr. Cherry burst into laughter. "That's putting it a bit mildly, wouldn't you say? Really look at her. She's not just naughty." On the screen Juno giggled with a sunny smile, cleaning up her Daddy's thick white cum off her face with a finger and slurping it happily down. "She's corrupted. Tainted. Blacked. Juno Evans is never going to be "good" again. And everyone knows it. Everyone's seen it. They've seen this video, or one like it. Even your father."
And sudden that dark, heavy feeling welling in her chest, the one that had been lurking in the background for so long, burst into fruition. It was the solid, leaden knowledge that she had gone too far to come back. What Dr. Cherry was saying was correct. Even if she deleted her Simpspace, the damage was done. Her lifelong dream of winning her father's affection had already slipped through her fingers, unnoticed.
She had failed.
When Dr. Cherry reached over and took the tablet, Juno's hands didn't resist. Her eyes were blank. Her hands slumped down like a puppet with cut strings. The hypnotic sounds of the metronome kept her calm and receptive, but her mind was taking a little break.
Dr Cherry clucked her tongue, gazing with twisted pity at the poor little white slut on the couch, cut loose and drifting. Now was a delicate time for Juno. If Morgan wasn't careful, she could go to pieces. She had lost her most important dream. She had finally realized that she had already lost her father. Juno needed a new anchor. A strong one to tie her down and show her the way. And Morgan knew just the one.
"Come here, baby," said Dr. Cherry softly, pulling Juno gently up off the couch. "At my feet. You can resume your programming by the way, darling. I need to tell you something important."
Juno didn't resist. She slumped to her knees beneath the powerful black woman. Her head throbbed with the beat of the metronome. She didn't want to think of the crushing things she had just realized, but her heart of still filled with numb shock and chilling gloom. She stared up into Morgan Cherry's warm, wicked eyes and, in that moment, was willing to accept anything, as long as she could hear her life meant.
"You were never meant to be good, honey," purred Dr. Cherry, sending a strange thrill through Juno's heart.
"Wh-what?" Asked Juno breathlessly. Somehow she had expected Dr. Cherry to comfort her. To tell her that her dream wasn't dead after all.
"I mean," chuckled Dr. Cherry, "Can you really deny it? I've never seen you happier than when you have a big black dick stretching those pretty lips. When your slim little hips are bucking and squirming on the tip of a monstrous black cock. You aren't a good girl Juno... you're naughty right down to your slutty core."
"No," said Juno, shaking her head, somehow still not able to shake the part of her that wanted to be a good girl. "No, I can be good. I want to!"
Morgan laughed again, then reached down and slowly dragged her dress aside. Juno drew a sharp breath, her nose filling with the wild, exotic perfume. Suddenly it seemed heavier than ever in the air. Her eyes dilated and her lust roared back to life as the African queen above her spread her thick thighs, revealing her plump, juicy cunt, dark and smooth and glistening with dominant arousal.
"You're all upset Snowbunny," said Dr. Cherry in a low, compelling voice, scooting her butt forward to the edge of the chair and presenting her dark, glistening pussy directly to Juno's hungry eyes. "Let's do something to soothe you. Something I know you love... submitting to a dominant black mistress." Juno shook her head again, but the movement was weak this time. hesitant. She licked her lips unconsciously. Her mouth wasn't dry anymore... Now she was drooling.
"Don't try to fight it." Dr. Cherry's voice was a powerful current, pulling her forward. "Serve your black superior. It's what you were built for. It's what all little white sluts were built for." Juno's head was hazy, and her thoughts were scattered. It would just be so much easier to not think... to let Dr. Cherry tell her what was right and wrong.
Her head dipped forward, the smooth warm skin of Dr. Cherry's thighs brushing her cheeks as she nestled between them. Juno closed her eyes as her lips pressed tenderly, reverently, to the superior black cunt of the magnificent woman looming above her. The delicious taste of Dr. Cherry's juices filled her mouth as her tongue slipped deep into her velvety heat, eagerly squirming and licking as she savored the humiliation and security of service.
This did feel right. It felt like she belonged here, on her knees, serving the superior race. She did have a mild preference for sucking cock over eating pussy, but this wasn't the first time she had served a black queen on her knees, and, Juno realized with a extra twist of arousal, she was no longer sure it would be her last. The tight, wet, black pussy in front of her represented true feminine power. Not the weak, submissive, receptive girlishness of white females. Dominant, nurturing, confident female strength seemed to flow outward from Dr. Cherry's warm, juicy cunt, dripping down Juno's chin and spreading through her body from her mouth. Her hand dropped between her thighs and began working on her pussy as she savored the feeling of pleasant submission, letting it seep into her soul.
Dr. Cherry's hand slipped down and gripped Juno's hair, tight, but not painfully so. She used her grip to pull the little Snowbunny in closer, subtly grinding her hot, slick cunt against Juno's mouth as the white slut licked and slurped.
"You were born to be naughty, Juno," said Morgan in a heated whisper, her tone seeming to warp and shimmer, blending with the pulsing beat of the metronome. The powerful scent of the perfume complemented and empowered the taste of her juicy pussy, and Juno thrust her tongue deeper, greedy for more of that intoxicating flavor. "You've had something inside you all your life... wanting to be bad. You chained up that little devil deep inside... But here at Mulbrooke, you fed her. Gave her a taste. Let her control you. Do you really think you can just put her away again? No Juno. The devil inside you is out... and she wants more."
Juno let out a sloppy moan, burying her face deeper between Dr. Cherry's warm thighs and letting her poisonous words seep deep into her mind. She had felt it inside her... just what Dr. Cherry had talked about. A dark, wanton part of herself that wanted to be bad. Deliciously, sinfully naughty. That part of her was awake and in control right now, kissing and licking and sucking with slavish desire.
... But she had to resist, right? She could let the naughty part of herself out to play sometimes, but not forever. She pulled back slightly from Dr. Cherry's pussy, gasping for air. "I... can't..." she whimpered in a breathy whine. "My father... I need... I need to..."
He mind felt like it was pulling in two directions. She had to be a good girl for her father! But... she didn't have a father anymore did she? He had disowned her. What should she do now that the anchor of her entire morality had disappeared?
"You have no father..." said Morgan Cherry softly, caressing Juno's face. "But... you do have a Daddy... don't you?"
Juno's mind whirled in confusion. She blinked stupidly. The tocking of the metronome was so soothing, and so was Dr. Cherry's voice. This room smelled so nice... her mistress's pussy smelled so nice. What Dr. Cherry was saying didn't make any sense... or did it? It felt hard to think.
"Daddy..." whispered Juno, the hand flexing and rubbing between her thighs sending warm waves of pleasure pouring through her naked body. Her nipples throbbed with dirty heat, hanging beneath her. "B-but, I just call him that as a sex thing. It's not like he's really my Dad," she protested weakly.
'Isn't he?" Asked Dr. Cherry, her dark, lovely eyes capturing Juno's. "Who takes care of you? Who guides you, tells you what you should do?"
"Daddy..." Juno said again. Her hand working harder and faster.
"That's riiiiight,"said Dr. Cherry in a sing-song voice. "He's been the one there for you all along, giving you what all little lost white girls secretly crave. Direction, control, and fat black cock. Much better than what your pathetic white father ever did for you."
Juno looked up at the brilliant goddess above her, her hand making squishy noises of sexual delight between her legs. It made so much sense! She had been calling him Daddy for years, but she had never made the connection. Roderick was the strong male figure she needed to guide and shelter her. The idea immediately began to put down strong roots in her psyche as she eagerly transplanted her black master into the mental space left by the father who had abandoned her.
"And the thing about your new black Daddy..." said Morgan Cherry, forcing the little white girl's beaming face up against her pussy once again, "is that he doesn't agree with your worthless white father at ALL. He doesn't want a good girl to serve him. He wants his babygirl NAUGHTY. He wants you to be the naughtiest you can possibly be. Doesn't that sound fun?"
"Yesssss," moaned Juno into Dr. Cherry's pussy, buzzing pleasantly against her mistress's clit. Oh God, it was like something was breaking loose inside her. Something she had been struggling to hold back her hold life. A tide of hot, wet, dark arousal, filling her up and swallowing her whole. The naughty girl inside her fully set free. The devil was in the driver's seat now. Her thighs trembled at the obscene liberating thought, she felt the pleasure swelling inside her as she slobbered and muched at Dr. Cherry's delicious cunt.
"And you know what your Daddy wants most of all..." said Dr. Cherry's beguiling voice, a bit of moan creeping in to her sultry tones as well. "He wants you to be his naughty girl forever... Daddy's little devil, willing to do whatever wicked things he desires. He wants your submission. Your ultimate submission. You know what he wants you to do... What he wants to give you."
Juno moaned as she realized what Dr. Cherry was saying. The dark, erotic, terrifying, fascinating idea that had tormented her for years. Breeding. Carrying her Daddy's baby... Every time Roderick knocked up another Snowbunny, every time one of her friend's swelled with pregnancy, Juno stayed up all night, tangling her sweaty sheets, masturbating as dark, frobidden fantasies filled her mind. This taboo was at the core of her being. Part of who she was.
Juno pulled back from Dr. Cherry's pussy, panting and gasping. "No! No I can't. Not even for him. My... my mother. I need to be better than her. I can't make her mistakes."
Dr. Cherry's grip tightened. She pulled Juno firmly back to her task, and Juno obediently slurped and suckled once again. Dr. Cherry's free hand slid up, pushing her dress aside to reveal a stiff nipple, even darker against her shining ebony skin. She squeezed it with a groan of satisfaction, saying, "Your mother did make a mistake, Juno. One that you will correct. She understood her place as a white girl... to serve cock. To give men pleasure. To be a vessel for their seed. But she made a massive error. She chose a weak whiteboi pussy like your father. Just imagine if she had chosen a proper black master."
Juno tried desperatly to resist, but the metronome and perfume once again overwhelmed her senses. She did imagine it. Maybe... maybe a strong black master wouldn't have let her mother be ridiculed and shunned by society. He could have taken care of her. If her mother had been a black-owned slut, she might even be happy and healthy today. Maybe she would have even survived childbirth without all of that stress.
"Of course, you wouldn't exist then," said Dr. Cherry with a chuckle, now powerfully grinding her pussy up and down Juno's obedient face. "Or maybe you would as a proud African queen without your father's inferior genes. We'll never know. The point is this. You will surpass your mother, Juno. But you will also follow in her footsteps."
Juno looked up, her eyes dim and hazy with suggestible lust. She felt foggy. Weak.. Her tongue withed and swirled lazily over her mistress's swollen clit, eager to serve. But a stubborn bedrock part of her resisted. To be impregnated was to be conquered. Defiled, in a way. It was a sacred act between two people who had been pledged together in an equal relationship. To let someone do that to her outside of marriage would be a humiliation. A deep, clinging shame.
"I told you," said Morgan Cherry above her, gently stroking her hair. "Your new Daddy wants you to be as naughty as possible, right?"
Juno hesitantly nodded while her tongue continued to work.
"And I think we both know what would be the naughtiest thing you could do... to get bred. Knocked up. To get pregnant from a strong dominant black man holding you down and fucking a baby into your belly."
Juno let out a deep, reluctant moan, feeling confused... conflicted... horny...
"You know what you want, Juno. You've wanted it your whole life. Ever since your father told you it was the one thing you couldn't have. You want to be bred. You want to be knocked up by your master's superior semen."
Juno moaned against the cunt grinding against her face. Her body pulsed with needy heat. One hand clutched at Dr. Cherry's thigh as her other slipped between her own legs, pawing desperately at her own hot, slick sex. Yes! The part of her that wanted to be naughty rejoiced at the wicked thought. Giving in. Surrendering her body to the black race in the most final and complete way. Submitting to their genetic superiority by filling her womb with their babies. Nurturing and loving a young conqueror. Her lithe body growing fat with child, her firm tits swelling with milk. It was submission and devotion on a whole other level, and a part of her craved it deeply.
Her body hurtled toward orgasm even as her mind spiraled with confusion. The idea was so fucking hot her pussy fluttered and clenched against her rubbing fingers, but it was wrong! Not to get pregnant was one of the first and strictest rules she had ever been taught... even the idea of giving into that forbidden, sinful desire was about to make her cum.
Dr. Cherry must have been close as well. She hissed in pleasure, pawing at her bared breast as he pulled Juno close to her hot wet, pussy, her thighs clamping and smothering juno's face.
They came together as dark confused thoughts filled Juno's mind.
Roderick was her Daddy now. She had no doubt about that. But could she really give in completely, and break her ultimate taboo?
...
Two months later
Roderick Caine got the text in his towncar on the way home from a long day of scheming. On the one hand, his societal overhaul project was going swimmingly: there were new converts everyday. Some hadn't even needed mental reprogramming at all to see the superiority of the Black race.
But on the other hand, there were powerful entrenched forces in the country opposed to even racial equality, let alone the Black takeover Roderick had planned. He had spent all day dealing with yet another attempted ousting from snobby white alumni, and he was in a foul mood.
So he naturally frowned when he saw Morgan's text.
[Your favorite little Snowbunny wanted to speak with you. I took the liberty of letting her into your apartment. Don't be too mad, I think you'll enjoy the surprise.]
Roderick sighed irritably. He had given Morgan a key to his place in case of extreme emergencies. If he somehow got caught or badly injured, she would have to use the killswitches located there to erase all evidence of their plans. She wasn't supposed to use it for whatever surprise rendezvous she cooked up.
But, despite his irritation, he had to admit that he was intrigued. Morgan had sworn up and down that she had done all she could for Juno the night of the spring Gala. Now, according to the talented hypnotist, everything depended on how Juno dealt with her conflicting impulses
If Morgan had pushed any harder, she supposedly had risked a mental break.
Sadly, Roderick had begun to suspect that the programming had failed. He had seen little evidence that Juno was newly committed to him. If anything she had been a bit quiet lately. More concerningly, she had developed an annoying habit of manipulating him into cumming on her face and tits lately, or into other Snowbunnies rather than inside her.
So perhaps Juno's mind had rejected Morgan's attempt to alter her base morality. She would likely be gone within a month. The only Snowbunny who had ever escaped him. The thought annoyed him deeply. But he wouldn't force her further. As much as Roderick believes that white women submitting to him was the natural order of things, he wouldn't chase them. That was... unseemly.
So what could this little surprise be? A goodbye? Or had Morgan's programming been more successful than he thought?
As he entered his penthouse apartment, Roderick immediately noticed the path of bloodred rose petals, sprinkled on the ground leading deeper into his dark aparment. A smirk lit up his face and he felt a twitch of interest between his legs. He hardly viewed his relationship with Juno in terms of romance, but any man would appreciate a bold invitation to sexual play like this. Things were looking much better regarding Juno's final decision.
He followed the path set out for him through his darkened apartment and pushed open the door to his dimly lit bedroom. His eyes lit up at the sexual tableau his favorite little white girl had set up for her daddy.
Juno knelt on the bed, her face a picture of eager, submissive arousal. She was dressed up in a porny costume, a sultry smile on her face. A scarlet shelf bra lifted and presented her firm little tits and their stiff, pierced, pink nipples. Matching crotchless panties openly displayed her puffy little pussy, already wet and ready for her Daddy's cock. But interestingly, she also had a headband with red devil horns and a long spade-shaped tail swinging out from behind her plump rear. In her hand, she playfully twirled a little pitchfork.
A camera was set on a tripod pointed toward the bed... a sure sign that whatever Juno had planned, she thought it would be hot as fuck.
Roderick chuckled as he took off his coat, slinging it over the chair at his desk. "Is that what my surprise is, babygirl? Helping with a Simpspace shoot? I thought you were giving that up."
Juno giggled, bitting her lip and twirling the toy pitchfork between her fingers. "Maybe I will maybe I won't, Daddy," she said coyly. "I thought maybe you could help me decide tonight. But don't worry. This video isn't for public consumption. Purely friends... and family."
Roderick chuckled, moving to the bed and bringing his hand to Juno's face, pressing a thumb against her lips to demand entry. She obeyed immediately, sealing her plump lips around his massive thumb and swirling her tongue around it like the good Snowbunny slut she had trained so hard to be.



"Hmmm, a conversation about the future... I like that," said Roderick with a grin, his eyes feasting on Juno's slutty little display. "But why the costume?"
She released his thumb with a pop and said in her best innocent little girl voice, "Well, Daddy, I've been a naughty, naughty little girl. So I thought this seemed right."
Roderick's cock swelled in his pants at her sultry tone. "Why don't you tell me how naughty you've been?" He asked.
Juno's hands fell to his crotch, squeezing appreciatively while her big blue eyes stared up into his, brimming with soft, submissive heat. "Can I multitask?" she asked in a raspy bedroom tone.
"You may," said Roderick with a grin. Juno giggled and swiftly unzipped his pants, tugging them down to his ankles to reveal his thick ebony cock in all it's glory. Long, veiny and throbbing with masculine power.
But for some reason, Juno didn't go straight for his cock today, despite how clearly tempted she was by the sight of it. Instead, she dipped her head lower, worshipping his balls with her wicked little tongue as she reached up and slowly stroked the length of his shaft. As much as he enjoyed the feeling of her lips wrapped around his dick, this was also heaven. Her wet pink tongue slithered all over the rough skin of his heavy, dangling testicles, coating them in a shining layer of spit.
Roderink groaned, running his fingers through Juno's wavy dyed-blonde hair as she thoroughly licked and kiss every inch of his ballsack with her slutty little snobunny mouth. "Mmmm, you were saying something about being naughty, babygirl?"
"Well," said Juno with an expression of false guilt, planting another wet kiss on his balls as her hand rose to rub and tease the head of his throbbing cock, "For one, I skipped all of my finals. Looks like I'm not going to be a career woman after all. Do you know anyone who might hire a silly little bimbo with no college degree?"
"I might know a guy," said Roderick with a smirk, his heart swelling with excitement as he realized the implications of what Juno was saying. She had purposefully topedoed her chances of ending college with a good grades. Probably failed all of her senior classes. It was a massive leap of faith: a self destructive show of how much she wanted to rely only on him.
He intended to make sure she didn't regret it.
"Dropping out of college to shack up with big bad black man... that is naughty. But I don't think it calls for a devil costume," said Roderick with a grin as Juno resumed bathing his balls with her tongue, her hand stroking slowly up and down the length of his cock.
"But it's not just that" moaned Juno. "I did something I can never ever take back. Something that will show people how naughty I really am. Forever."
Roderick felt another spike of excited lust. She couldn't be saying... It was something she had always wormed out of no matter how many times he suggested it. He reached down impulsive and gripped Juno's chin gently, tilting her head upward to look into her sparkling eyes.
"Show me," he rumbled. Juno nodded, biting her lip in excitement.
She leaned back and thrust her hips up, exposing the brand-new black spade tattoo on her lower belly, just above her panties. Roderick reached down and traced its outlines gently with his thumb. She had actually done it, despite her hesitation for the past three years. She had marked herself permanently as black-owned, taking an irreversible step down the path to life-long service. His erection was a spike of pure dominant lust, ready to sink deep into his loyal Snowbunny's soft white pussy. Biting her lip in eager appreciation of his thick pulsing cock, Juno looked up with soft submissive blue eyes. "I wanted to show the world what a naughty girl I am... and who I really belong to..." she said shyly. "Do you like it Daddy?"
Roderick answered by reaching around the back of her delicate nack and pulling her into a fierce dominant kiss, his other hand circling around her waist to pull her soft little body close to his hard, muscular bulk. He loved the feeling as her chest hitched in a excited gasp... loved how her lips opened wide to welcome his tongue inside... loved how her pierced nipples pressed hard and hot against his thin dress shirt... but most of all, he loved the feeling of possession. He finally had her. Juno was his. Utterly, Completely, and forever.
With a dominant growl, Roderick pushed Juno back onto his bed, his kiss fierce and hot, hers soft and yielding. Her delicate pale arms plucked at his dress shirt, wanting him to be naked in this moment of inimate submission. He obliged her, tearing off the rest of his clothes to reveal the full muscular glory of his ebony physique, then returning to their deep, hot kiss. Then, with one last peck, he flipped her over, slipping his hands beneath her hips to raise her butt.
He wanted to take her from behind... there was no better position for feeling dominant, powerful and in control, and right now, he wanted to savor Juno's total submission to him.
Juno saw what her Daddy wanted immediately, spreading her thighs and arching her back to present her juicy pussy, peeking through the scarlet lace of her crotchless panties. "Fuck me, Daddy," she panted, turning her face to give him a heated glance over her shoulder. "Take me. Own me. I'm your, Daddy, I'm all yours!"
Roderick surged forward, gripping the little white slut's wide hips and sliding deep into the silky heat of her tight teen pussy. She whimpered "Yes, Daddy!" as his thick back cock filled her completely, twisting the sheets in her fingers as her hips pushed back to meet his. The sound sent another thrill of possessive lust through Roderick. He loved to hear her weak, willing submission. It was a sound he planned to savor again and again in the years to come.
Roderick began moving his hips. He tried to set and slow and smooth pace, but Juno was having none of it. She wanted to feel claimed and dominated by her new black Daddy, and her plump butt slammed back into him with a swift, greedy rhythm almost immediately, her tight pussy squirming around his cock with desperate lust. "Fuck me fuck me fuck me," repeated Juno again and again, her voice muffled by the sheets beneath her and her little pierced tits bouncing with the frantic pace of her grinding movements.
Roderick gave in and indulged his babygirl, pinning her hard down into the silk sheets of his bed with quick, powerful thrusts of his cock. She let out a low shuddering moan as his spanked her thick white ass... once... twice... with big cracks of his strong black hand, leaving her fat cheeks a sweet rosy pink and making her pussy clench hard around his pumping cock.
"You're mine now," grunted Roderick, savoring the feel of a tight white pussy eagerly accepting his cock. "I'm never letting you go. You're going to be my slutty little secretary. My personal assistant. Handling my calls... furthering my schemes... serving my under the desk during important meetings..."
"Yes daddy!" whimpered Juno, her butt loudly slapping against her Daddy's hips as she frantically slammed it backward. "Let me serve you with my slutty snoebunny body! It's... it's all I'm good for! Please take care of my and let me serve you forever!"
Roderick leaned way down, hunching over her body and fucking his Snowbunny with short, tight, controlled strokes. "You're getting a new tattoo, babygirl," he said in smoldering, intense voice. "We're going to write 'Roderick's'. Right above where your spade is now." The idea was deliciously taboo, even for him. Although many Snowbunnies got ink, the names of masters was discouraged. Snowbunnies often changed owners over time, and it might displease their next master to have another man's name on his slut. But Roderick had no intention of letting Juno go now. She was his and his alone forever.
'Yes Daddy!" agreed Juno, her voice nearly sobbing with joy. "I'm so happy! Yes, make me yours! But Daddy..." She suddenly and unexpectedly pulled forward, off of his cock. Her voice took on a smoky, teasing note. "I haven't even told you the naughtiest thing I've done yet..."
Roderick stared down at the slutty little Minx as she flipped over, flushed and breathless and excited, spreading her legs wide and drawing them up to display her puffy, drooling kitty, pink and raw from the hard fucking it had already taken. The black spade on above her pussy gleamed dark and alluring... just another symbol of her devotion, along with her pierced nipples and loving eyes.
Juno looked up and him, panting with lust. "Getting this was pretty bad," she said coyly, tapping the spade on her belly, "But that's not even the naughtiest thing I did, Daddy... That's not the reason I'm your little devil tonight."
Roderick's curiosity was piqued. "Oh?" he said, raising an eyebrow. "How naughty can you get, baby girl?"
Juno's eyes were smokey and heated. She slipped her hand beneath the pillow behind her and pulled out a small wrapped present with a bow. "I think it's best if you see for yourself Daddy," she whispered. As Roderick reached down and picked up the present, Juno's hand slipped down to play with herself, staring up with her plump lower lip trapped between her teeth.
The bow was tight, and it took a moment for Roderick's large fingers to undo it. His fascination was unfaked. What could Juno have hidden in the box that would be such proof that she was a "naughty girl"?
When he finally got the small box open, he reached inside and pulled out a small foil packet of pills. Birth control pills. None of them had been taken.
"A good girl would have taken one of those every day last month," said Juno beneath him sweetly, with a wide grin on her face, her finger making deliciously wet sounds as they played over her pussy, "but I thought it might be a lot more fun not to."
Roderick stared at her for a second, for once made wide-eyed and speechless by one of his Snowbunnies. There had always been something special about Juno. She was differen.t Special.
But tonight she wanted to get bred like all the rest of her sisters.
Roderick tossed the pills aside and pounced, a new fire burning in his eyes. He grabbed Juno's hands from between her legs and pinned her arms up on either side of her head, Once again pressing her down into the mattress with his lips. Her body was soft and yielding beneath him. He had never wanted a woman as much as he wanted her right then, white or black.
Tonight, she would take his seed. Become the mother of his child. That fact resonated inside Roderick, filling his chest with powerful, dominant, molten lust.
Juno moaned in satisfaction as her Daddy's cock slid inside her, up to the hilt. It always felt perfect when it stretched her little pink pussy wide, but tonight it was extra special. Now the purpose of their fuck session wasn't just to get her Daddy off... it was to give her body to him. It was to receive his seed. To let loose the naughty girl inside her and fufill what had been her destiny from the beginning: to be a breeding slut for the dominant race.
Once the thought of having a baby filled Juno with white-hot terror... But now, though it was still scary and humiliating and taboo to think about being knocked up, Juno was ready. She had made up her mind: her new Daddy didn't want a good girl. He wanted his babygirl to be as naughty as possible. So Juno would be that for him. She would embrace the ultimate taboo act and take his potent sperm deep in her fertile pussy. She would be knocked up just like her mother, but she would be kept and cherished by her owner... her master... her Daddy.
Roderick wasted no time now, thrusting deep in long, deep, silky-smooth thrusts, hitting every inch of Juno's pussy with his glorious cock. Her legs locked around him, her mind reeling with thoughts of motherhood. "Yes!" she cried, "Give we your cock, Daddy! I'm your naughty little girl! Make me yours! I want your cum! I want your baby!"
Roderick had conquered dozens of women at this point, and as sweet at that always felt, this one for some reason felt a thousand times sweeter. Juno's slim hips swiveled and humped up against him with every stroke, her little pussy clinging and milking desperately, responding to her deep desire to bear his children. Roderick breaths were harsh and hot in his throat and he pumped hard and deep into his favorite Snowbunny. Juno's pussy... made vulnerable to his potent sperm, fertile ready and desperate. She wanted to be his. Wanted to make a beautiful son or daughter with his superior genes. It spoke to the most primal parts of him. He already had five children with various favored Snowbunnies, but in this heated moment he made his decision. This child would be his favored heir. And Juno... she would be his right hand woman forever. Not his wife... no white woman was worthy of that, not even her. But his prized possession.
"Fuck me! Breed me please," whimpered Juno, her pussy fluttering and pulsing around her Daddy's thick cock. "I'm your naughty girl. I'll be whatever you want me to be! Please cum. Please..." Her soft lips kissed his chest as he powerfully fucked her, pinning her pale little bed down to the bed with his dark, muscular bulk. She was needy and weak and slutty, and utterly his, surrendered body, heart, and soul.
Roderick glanced over at the camera, filming all of this... So Juno wanted this video for friends and family... She wanted everyone to see her decision. To see the moment she became black-owned for good. Roderick suddenly remembered the very first time he had fucked Juno Evans, back when she was just a barely-conquered little fledgling Snowbunny. It gave him a wicked idea. If Juno wanted to show the people who were closest to her the moment she was bred by black cock... why not give them a good look?
In one swift, muscular motion, Roderick withdrew and scooped Juno up in his strong arms. She gasped in pleased shock before letting out a giggle realizing what Roderick intended. "Do it Daddy," she said breathlessly. "Show me off as you fuck a baby into me!"
And Roderick did, taking position right in front of the glassy eye of the camera and pulling Juno back into the first sex position they had ever used: a standing full nelson. A utterly dominant statement of his complete ownership, using her little pale body like a sex toy as his pumped her up and down his cock.
Juno rocked and squirmed back against him, both completely powerless in his arms and desperate to feel more of his cock. She was clearly on the edge of climax, and so was he. Her legs were spread wide, the camera capturing her slutty, moaning face, the dark spade tattoo, her flushed pink pussy swallowing Roderick's thick black cock again and again.
"Please..." whimpered Juno desperately, her voice ragged and needy, her mind melted beyond the ability to phrase more complex desires. "Please Daddy!"
Roderick grunted and thrust deep, feeling his balls contract and his cock pulse as it shot a thick, potent load deep into Juno's unprotected womb. Juno felt it too, overwhelmed by a deep, submissive orgasm as she was held helplessly in her Daddy's strong arm. They stayed like that for a long, pleasant moment as Roderick's cock pulsed again and again, socking the walls of Juno's young pussy in his hot, thick cum. The cold black eye of the camera captured the moment that Juno's fate was sealed. Thick white cum dripped messily out of her gaping pussy as Roderick withdrew.
Roderick set Juno gently on the bed, staring down at her approvingly as his potent cum slid down her thighs. She in turn stared up at him with starry-eyed adoration, tracing her finger across her taut, pale belly speculatively, her eyes alight with pride in her own naughtiness.
"Any thoughts on names?" she asked teasingly. In theory, there was no guarantee that one session had impregnated her, but they both knew that the deed was as good as done. If not today, then the next time they fucked. Or the next time. A whole new world had opened up before them, and it would begin with Juno bearing his child.
"Maximus," said Roderick firmly. Lying down next to his Snowbunny. "The heir to a new world. My heir."
Juno's eyes widened as she realized the full importance of his words and the honor he was giving her. She didn't comment on it, but her eyes grew misty as she said, "You seem certain it will be a boy..."
"This time," said Roderick with a chuckle, pulling her close. "Next time maybe we'll have a girl." As a rule he didn't do post-coital cuddles with Snowbunnies. It encouraged them to think the relationship with their master was closer than it really was.
But Juno had always been different. She was special.
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Chapter 2
Collin and Cassidy lay together in the cool dim of their bedroom, basking in the afterglow of a shared orgasm. These were the moments that Collin treasured the most with his wife. A time of warm togetherness.
But this time, the post-coital cuddles had been spoiled.
"Honey... I have something to ask you..." Cassidy's words were deeply serious.
Collin did his best to be patient as he watched Cassidy wringing her hands nervously, lying just a few feet away from him. Collin's wife was as lovely as usual, her slim, naked beauty pressing enticingly up into the thin sheet covering her. But her body wasn't important right now. Not when she was wearing that expression. Cassidy's face was flushed pink and her lower lip was trapped between her teeth. This had to be important for her to so dramatically announce it right after sex.
Had something bad happened at the store? Was it her parents? Collin wanted her to spit it out, but he knew that pushing his wife right now wouldn't help her nerves one bit.
Cassidy picked at the hem of the sheet, biting at her lip as she tried to organize her thoughts. Despite having gone over what she was going to say nearly a hundred times since meeting with Kelly, the thoughts and words kept getting jumbled in her mind. She'd waited until the weekend to ask her husband because she didn't want to have the stress of the workday or whatever responsibilities they had to get in the way. This could turn into a long conversation. Even a fight. And Cassidy wanted plenty of space and time to discuss everything earnestly and honestly. Having the conversation after sex had been Kelly's idea. Hopefully, her husband would be relaxed and happy enough to actually give the shocking question a chance.
But now, she was having a hard time getting the words she'd memorized out. Kelly had talked to her about what to say, how to say them, and suggest them, and... she'd even suggested a trump card to use if all else failed. First, though, she had to get the question out. So Cassidy took a deep breath, smoothed the sheets over her hips, and met Collin's worried gaze.
"Honey..." Her eyes darted away for a second, then back. "The other day, at the picnic, Kelly asked me for a favor." There, that was a good start.
Colin frowned in confusion. This wasn't the direction that he had expected to go. Kelly had been Cassidy's best friend for... well, for a long time. Collin knew Kelly pretty well by this point, although not as well as Cassidy did. She was a caring woman, and it was unusual for her to do anything that might upset his wife like this.
"What was it?' he asked, concern clear in his voice.
"She..." Cassidy took another deep breath. But, instead of coming out calm and collected, the words tumbled out and ran together. "SheaskedifIwouldbeinterestedinhavingathreesomewithherandJack."
Collin stared at his wife. He took a slow beat, failing completely to absorb his wife's words. Even when he managed to absorb them, they still didn't make any sense. "Wait..." he said, shaking his head. "I think I misunderstood you. Say that again."
"Ohhh Collin," Cassidy put her face in her hands, cheeks on fire. "Don't make me repeat myself! It's embarrassing enough to say it once!" She waited a beat, picking out each word slowly from her brain, "Kelly asked if I would... be intimate with her and Jack. For his birthday. Like, as a special present."
Collin felt his hand form a fist on its own beneath the sheets. Kelly... the sweet, caring friend that had helped Cassidy through thick and thin, and Jack, the charismatic preacher at their church. They had asked his delicate, shy wife for... for...
"So... this is a joke right? Is this some sort of... what, I don't know, prank?" Collin asked, his voice strained. But judging by the look on his wife's face, this wasn't anything to laugh at. His shock was giving way to anger. Or, at least indignation. A thousand questions shouted in his mind, but one seemed most important:
"And you told her 'no', right? Obviously?"
Cassidy sighed. Of course she'd said no. At least the first time. But then she just couldn't get the question out of her head. The idea. The fantasy. There was a feeling of flattery and pride that Kelly trusted her so much that she'd ask her for something so intimate. Plus... well... maybe she'd also been wondering about Jack. And Kelly. About... things...
Her cheeks began heating up. An image of Kelly in her underwear slithered into her mind's eye. She'd seen her friend changing plenty of times for pool parties or when they went shopping together and tried on clothes. The thought of her friend's body had never really triggered anything before, but now, this door had been cracked open, those memories were being tinted with a rosy hue of desire. Kelly was good looking. A very fine body. Cassidy had always known that. But now it seemed to mean something completely different. And Jack... well, the man's smooth and lightly defined abs and the slight V of muscle along his waist spoke for themselves.
It didn't surprise Cassidy that Collin was upset. Confused. She had been too, at first. Kelly and her had discussed how her husband might have this very reaction. But watching it happen in real time was uncomfortable, to say the least.
"Well, I mean, yes, but... we talked a bit more about it and..." Cassidy bit her lip, her face the very picture of anxiety. "I sort of promised I'd talk to you about it. Just, ya know, to see if you might be open to the idea."
Collin closed his eyes and took a deep breath, counting to three. Cassidy was a bundle of stress right now, and snapping at her wouldn't help. This wasn't her fault... It was Kelly's. Jack's. Suddenly, across the canvas of his closed eyes, Collin pictured Jack. Tall, broad, and smiling in a way that Collin had always found charming, until this moment. The image conjured a sudden twinge of inferiority. Collin didn't make a habit of comparing himself to other men, but Jack was more athletic than him, and, although handsomeness was subjective, Collin thought that if the congregation held a vote for the hottest man in church, Jack would be in the top five easily. Where would Collin rank?
Then, for one horrible moment, the image of Jack dissolved into a much more upsetting fantasy. The tall, square-jawed preacher rolling on a bed with Cassidy, their naked, sweaty skin rubbing against each other as their lips locked hungrily...
Collin's eyes shot open, and he pushed the filthy fantasy away with all his might, trying to ignore the stirring between his thighs from the idea. Instead he focused on his wife, who was still watching him nervously.
"So," he said with a sigh, "You're actually considering going through with this? Having sex with our preacher?"
The vivid fantasies returned to Cassidy's mind when her husband bluntly described the arrangement. Sex with Jack. All those old lessons about sex and sexual anatomy came back to her from school. The penis. The vagina. Jack... if she went through with this, Jack would be inside her. Just the simple, anatomically correct thought made Cassidy's chest burn and her pussy feel damp, just like they had when she'd gone to lunch with Kelly. But it wasn't just that she'd be with Jack. This was a threesome. Three. Jack. Her. AND Kelly. She'd be with Kelly naked... most likely touching, at least a little. Maybe even...kissing?
A chill went through Cassidy. The hairs on her arms prickled and goosebumps ran their way all along her skin as she thought about Kelly's lips. Jack's lips. Maybe... both of them together?
Dear Lord, when did I get so perverted? She thought.
Finally, she just shrugged, the arousing thoughts still blooming in her head.
Cassidy looked mortified to Collin's eyes, a furious blush migrating from her face to her neck and chest. She was as red as one of the roses from her shop. Well, at least she understood how crazy of a discussion this was.
"Collin, don't be like that," she said gently. "This isn't about me wanting to have sex with Jack. Kelly just wants to give him a big surprise for his fortieth birthday. It's a favor. Strictly... like a transaction. She trusts me to not be weird about it. Listen, I know it's a big, huge, unconventional request. But, if you think about it, it's just one fun night. A... sort of girls night out kinda thing. Kelly wants to be a little wild. It's not like she's asking me to run away with them or anything. I understand it's kind of a big ask, but Kelly has been super sweet about it all. So don't be upset with her."
How could he not be upset? Another man wanted to have sex with his wife. And she was actually thinking about it. Suggesting it as if Jack was just borrowing a cup of sugar. As if that wasn't insulting or emasculating. And yet, there was something oddly compelling about the casualness of it, like it was some simple transaction. Collin had something Jack wanted, and he was asking to try it. To experience it for himself. Thinking about Cassidy in terms of a bargaining chip felt wrong. But that didn't stop Collin from having to shift slightly in bed, adjusting the sheets over his crotch so his wife wouldn't see the sudden growth happening. Luckily, what Cassidy had just said put everything into perspective. It made sense now. Sometimes Cass was just too much of a people-pleaser.
"Well, I'm sorry babe," Collin said, reaching out and cupping his wife's blushing cheek. Her eyes lifted to his, startled by his sudden touch. "It sounds like Kelly put you in an awful position. It's hard to just refuse your best friend a favor right to her face, right? Well, don't worry. I can be the 'bad guy'. Just tell her that your husband said 'no'."
Collin expected his wife's face to flood with relief now that he had offered her an out, but strangely, her eyes darted away from his, her expression carefully neutral.
"So, it's a hard 'no' from you then?" she asked softly.
"Pardon my French, but a hard 'hell no'," Collin stated firmly.
Cassidy looked... reluctant for a moment. She bit her lip like she did sometimes when she was thinking hard.
This was the outcome that Kelly and she had discussed. Collin wasn't a prude. Not really. But he wasn't exactly adventurous, either. And neither was she. Maybe that's why Kelly's indecent suggestion felt so attractive. It was out of Cassidy's comfort zone. Like trying a new restaurant, or going on a roller coaster for the first time. You didn't know what to expect, and that's what made it so exciting. But Collin didn't understand that yet. And Cassidy couldn't blame him.
She thought back to the part of the conversation with Kelly, when her crafty best friend had revealed their trump card. The tactic she was positive would secure Collin's agreement no matter what...
"So, if Collin's answer is a hard, firm, 'no'. And, let's be honest, it probably will be knowing him. I have one other suggestion." Kelly leaned in conspiratorially. "We could offer him a trade. Or at least suggest it."
"A trade?" Cassidy didn't understand. Were they going to exchange goats or dried goods like some ancient merchants?
Kelly grinned, her wide smile holding a trace of sly desire. "A trade. If you help Jack and me... I will help you two."
Cassidy, ever the innocent, still didn't catch on. Her head tilted in polite confusion.
Her friend chuckled sweetly. "Honey. Tell him if you have a threesome with me and Jack, then I would repay the favor. Collin could have a threesome with you and me." Her finger tapped Cassidy's nose like she was a child. "Or, I don't know. We can figure something out that satisfies everyone. Whatever that looks like," she added lightly with a wave of her hand.
The idea rocked Cassidy's world, even more so than the initial ask. Now they were talking about, not just one taboo sexual encounter, but two.
"You... you're not suggesting we lie, right?"
"No! Of course not. I'm serious. If you both want to invite me into your bedroom, then I'm willing to join you. At least, if that's something Collin's interested in. I would need to convince Jack, but he can't say 'no' to me. And fair is fair, after all. I guess we could negotiate something else but trust me, just hinting at the possibility will get that man's mind going. Drop the suggestion and see how he reacts. Like I said, boys think with that thing between their legs way more than they care to admit. And if the idea of you with me and Jack doesn't appeal, maybe the possibility of you and me and him will."
Cassidy pushed the memory aside and met her husband's gaze again, firming up her resolve. She wasn't sure how she felt about the idea of sharing him with Kelly, but if she was going to dive into this, then she needed to be open to the possibilities that came with it.
"Collin, honey," she glanced cautiously away, still organizing her thoughts, then continued. "Kelly told me that if you'd be willing to help with this, she'd be really, really, grateful. It's a big favor and she knows that sometimes big favors mean giving back." She leveled her gaze at her husband, trying to communicate the implications of what she was suggesting.
Collin gave her an incredulous look. "Well... that's nice honey, but I don't see how..." Then he stopped, his words trailing off as he put together the embarrassed look on his wife's face with the emphasis she had placed on her words. He gulped.
"Grateful..." Collin murmured.
"Yeah." Cassidy nodded, a shy smile quirking her lips. "Very. Grateful." She nodded quietly with each word, trying to emphasize them. Her husband wasn't dense, but he was about as innocent as she was, so this sort of innuendo might be a little out of his league.
Well... in Collin's opinion, that certainly put a different spin on the question. Maybe what was being proposed wasn't so much a giveaway as it was an exchange. That was a crude way to put it, obviously. It was a fun, kinky little experiment with mutual respect and boundaries and autonomy and yadda yadda yadda. The point, as far as Collin was concerned, was that a more equitable exchange wouldn't feel like Jack was stealing his wife.
And, honestly, Kelly was hot. Tall, dark, and curvy, with a quick laugh and a wicked sense of humor. Even if it made him shallow, the fact Kelly would be... grateful certainly made the deal feel sweeter.
Collin couldn't help but remember one of the handful of double dates he and Cassidy had gone on with Kelly and Jack. They had gone to a haunted house around Halloween. Pretty cheap and hokey, but enough to make the ladies shriek. In one room, Kelly must have been so freaked out that she mistook Collin for Jack, despite the height difference, and grabbed him in fear, pressing her soft, lovely body up against him in a way that made Collin's heart pound for reasons unrelated to the Vampire that had popped out of the closet. The thin sweater she'd been wearing didn't do much to pad against her chest as she rubbed against his arm. And maybe Collin was wrong, but he swore that for just a moment, he'd felt the brush of a stiff nipple against his skin.
Kelly had been apologetic afterward, but not embarrassed. She just said, "Sorry, big guy! You must have looked so manly I thought you could protect me!" She patted his chest and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. "Guess you're my hero." And with a wink she'd gone to take her husband's arm, laughing about her cute mistake.
Just a stupid memory. One that Collin should have forgotten. But hadn't.
"And how would you feel about... Kelly and her... gratitude?" He asked, reading his wife's reaction carefully.
Cassidy had gone over the possibility over and over. It sounded fair if she thought about it in simple terms of a transaction. A favor for a favor. But could she really watch her husband with another woman? Was it fair to not want him to do it, but wanting him to let her do it? Marriage was about give and take; understanding and agreement, even when there were immutable differences. But... asking to be allowed to go out and have sex with someone else, while not being willing to let him do the same seemed very unfair. But also... exhilarating.
She gave a noncommittal shrug. "If everyone's happy and agreeable. Then... fair is fair." It was simple and true. The underlying emotions and implications could be dealt with later.
Collin's mind was reeling now, and now there was no hiding the tent forming around his crotch. The idea of Cassidy being with another man felt awful... But, on the other hand, this might be the only opportunity he ever had to experience that forbidden male fantasy: two women at once. And it had practically fallen into his lap! With a smoking hot woman! It was the kind of thing Cassidy would never bring to him on her own, and he could never suggest it to Cassidy either. This strange, rare chance was the only one he would get. He was sure of it.
Collin licked his lips, thinking carefully, then said, "So... Hypothetically... If I were to say yes. How exactly would this work?"
***
Having coffee after church used to feel normal. Even boring. But today Cassidy couldn't help but fidget and feel out of place, like the surrounding people somehow knew what she was here to discuss with her friends.
Kelly and Cassidy were seated at an outdoor table, as far as they could get from the other patrons having afternoon cold brews or smoothies. They sat across from each other, both wearing lovely Sunday sundresses. Cassidy's was a pale blue; Kelly's a striking orange. Right now, they were simply waiting in silence as Jack gathered their orders. Kelly seemed perfectly at ease with the quiet, sitting with her hands folded in her lap and looking at some birds lazily flying by. Cassidy, on the other hand, felt like she was a spring, wound tight and ready to burst.
"Okay ladies. I come bearing caffeine." Jack smiled, walking up to the table carrying a tray of drinks. Cassidy tried not to look at his arm, the lean muscles flexing as he held the tray in one hand. "Vanilla iced late for the cool, elegant love of my life." He handed Kelly her drink as she favored him with an amused grin. "White chocolate cappuccino for the best gardener I've ever met. And for myself, a caramel monstrosity of flavors and whipped topping. More ice cream than coffee, really." He put the tray down on the table and sat between Cassidy and his wife. He wore a nice pair of slacks and a white button down, his tie and jacket discarded after church had ended and they'd agreed to meet at the coffee shop down the block.
Even in such a simple Sunday outfit, Jack was attractive. His slacks were just the right amount of tight along his thighs and backside. His shirt fit perfectly; not tight, but fitted enough to show that the man had some definition to his torso. His body was hard not to notice, though Cassidy was trying. Shamefully, even when Jack had been up in front of the congregation for the sermon this morning, she'd felt her eyes drifting all over the man, especially to his midsection, and lower too.
Get a grip, Cassidy. Try to at least not objectify the preacher during church!
Cassidy gripped her coffee, letting the warmth flow through her. The day was nearly perfect and the coffee just added a bit to the heat she was already feeling under her collar, being so close to Jack and Kelly. Maybe she should have gotten something cold? No, cold coffee just didn't taste right to her. Plus, she loved white chocolate. She sipped her drink and let her eyes drift to the married couple across from her.



They were relaxed, Jack's hand having found Kelly's as they held their drinks in their free hands. Cassidy had seen them like this dozens of times. They were acting like this was just another casual meeting between friends. It seemed like if a discussion was going to be had, then Cassidy would need to start it.
"Okay." Cassidy took a deep breath and kept her coffee close, holding it like a buffer between her and the two people across the table. "So, Collin has... agreed. Uh, well, mostly. I mean, he said y-yes." She stammered.
Kelly grinned wide and Jack gave a half smile, his cheeks tinting pink. Maybe from embarrassment. Maybe from the sunshine. Cassidy couldn't tell.
"See. Told you. Where is your generous hubby, by the way? Is he coming?" Kelly swirled her iced coffee and took a sip.
"Oh, uh, no... he's not. He was busy, and he said I could handle this discussion since,...well, since it's just about us." Cassidy bit the inside of her cheek. "And yeah, you were right. I had to play the... fair-is-fair card." The idea of that... having a threesome with Kelly and Collin, still didn't sit quite right with her, though she didn't fully understand why. But she pushed that aside for another day.
"You men. Always thinking with the wrong head." Kelly nudged her husband with her elbow.
"Hey now. This wasn't my idea, remember? YOU brought it up. So, if anyone's thinking with something between their legs, it's you." Jack patted her hand, with an embarrassed, charming smirk. Cassidy noticed that the tall, handsome preacher seemed to be having difficulty meeting her eyes. Or was that just her imagination?
"Whatever." Kelly rolled her eyes behind her glasses, then brought her attention back to Cassidy. "So, Collin's on board. And I assume you still are too. So what is it you wanted to discuss?" Kelly was suddenly very business-like, her inner saleswoman shining through. Cassidy's best friend had always enjoyed hashing out contracts to make sure all parties were happy and got the best deal possible. She was a win-win kind of woman.
Cassidy's cheeks reddened at the mention of a part of Jack's anatomy that she was currently trying hard not to glance at. With effort, she kept her eyes up and on her friends' faces. "Well... I guess first we need to figure out where and when." She tapped her fingers against her cup in a nervous little rhythm.
"I have that covered," Kelly replied smoothly, continuing to swirl her icy drink. "I've booked us a night at the Imperium. We'll go straight there after Jack's birthday party. The party won't run super late, so I was thinking you and I would go there first after the party winds down, say eight or so, and Jack can meet us there at nine. That gives us girls some time to get ready for him." Though Kelly was grinning as she spoke, she maintained an even, matter-of-fact tone, almost like they were in a business presentation rather than planning a threesome. Cassidy almost expected her to pull out a PowerPoint presentation, complete with kama sutra positions.
"The Imperium? Geez Kell, bankrupt us, why don't you?" Jack laughed, running his hand lovingly over his wife's thigh, his hand dipping just under the hem of her dress.
"Honey, you know better than anyone that I make a butt load of money. Just the other day I made a nice hefty commission on some... 'art'" Kelly winked at Cassidy over her coffee. "So we're fine." She stuck her tongue out teasingly at her husband. "Besides. It's your fortieth. An occasion for... special luxuries, no?."
Cassidy was biting her lip. The Imperium was a very upscale hotel downtown. She'd joked with Collin multiple times that she'd love to go there for a staycation. But even though they were doing just fine financially, something like that was still pretty pricey and Collin was nothing but fiscally responsible. It was a splurge that might happen one day, but not anytime soon. The idea that she'd finally be getting to go was exciting. Somehow Cassidy had thought that this... rendezvous would be a quick experiment in Kelly and Jack's bedroom whenever they managed to find some free time with the twins out of the house. The fact that Kelly had booked a night at an expensive hotel, and planned time for getting made up and dressed, made this feel like a much more significant event. But, she couldn't help but feel a somewhat guilty for costing her friends so much money.
The look on Cassidy's face must have betrayed her worry because Kelly leaned forward and patted Cassidy's arm. "Don't worry, dear. All of this is on me and Jack." She winked at her husband. "You're our invited guest. No expense on your part, only enjoyment. So, if you want room service, then go ahead and order the most expensive thing on the menu!"
All three of them laughed. The tension was still there, but it felt looser, less constricting.
"Okay. So, I guess that sounds good." Cassidy sighed. "Um... so getting ready. I guess that means... do we need... do I need to, uh..." She didn't know how to ask this question. But Kelly, ever the intuitive friend, saw right past Cassidy's awkwardness.
"Is this about outfits? We have that covered as well. Or rather, I will. I know your sizes and I have some choices. You and I can discuss it when mister nosy isn't here." Kelly put her chin in her palm.
"I'm going to see it all anyway," grumbled Jack into his coffee with a sly grin.
Kelly gave him an unimpressed look over the frame of her glasses, spoiled a little by her smile.
"Ever heard of a birthday surprise, you barbarian?" she teased. "Let us ladies have our feminine mysteries for a little while longer, dear. The anticipation will make the reveal that much sweeter."
Cassidy nodded slowly. Great. So even what she was going to wear seemed to be out of her control. Was anything in her control? Besides the yes or the no regarding the whole situation, it seemed like Kelly was in charge and on top of every detail. In a way, it was nice to not have to worry about the logistics. But it also felt strange to let someone else take charge. She almost felt like she was being spoiled. All girls at some point want to be treated like royalty. Being waited on. Taken care of. Pampered. It seemed like Kelly was trying to do just that. And by extension Jack too.
It was a little exciting.
"Sounds good. Um, is there anything else we need to talk about? Um... wants? Expectations?" Cassidy glanced shyly at Jack, before her eyes darted away. This question was more for him since he was the one they were going to be engaging with.
Jack shrugged. "I mean... I think I'm just expecting to have a pleasant time." He grinned, and the charming smile on his handsome face caused a brief flutter in Cassidy's stomach.
Kelly rolled her eyes. "I think that's a given, dear. I know what you mean, Cass. Let's put it this way. He can ask, but you can say no. Simple as that. In fact, if at any point you or me or Jack feel uncomfortable and want to stop, we stop. No if's and's or but's. No explanation needed. Hell, if you want to back out, we can get another room and you can call Collin and have a nice evening on us, as thanks for even entertaining our fantasy."
Cassidy smiled as the tension inside her relaxed. Kelly and Jack were being so nice about all of this. It made her feel better about saying yes. They really were just trying to have some fun. There wasn't some sinister plot involved here. Just friends being... friendly. If a bit more deeply than what society typically agreed with.
She let out a heavy but comfortable sigh. "Okay. Then I guess the only thing left to discuss is...should Collin and I get you a gift, Jack? Or is lending his wife out for the night enough?"
They laughed again and the rest of the afternoon moved lazily by, just like the birds flying overhead.
***
Jack's birthday party was exactly what you would expect for a middle-aged, suburban father. Family-friendly, simple, and warm. The large number of guests only went to show how well-loved the couple was. Even Jack and Kelly's twins, normally swamped by extracurriculars in their senior year of high school, were in attendance.
The party was at Kelly and Jack's gracious two-story home, about a ten-minute drive from where Cassidy and Collin lived. That ten minutes felt like a long time to Collin. He and Cassidy had driven separately.
Things at the party were fun and relaxed: a cookout in the backyard with games for the kids and beverages for the adults mixed up by the birthday boy himself. But Collin wasn't able to get in the mood. Not when he knew what was coming later in the evening.
All through the evening, Collin couldn't stop himself from staring at Jack. The handsome preacher was the life of the party, which was totally appropriate, of course, since it was his birthday. Despite that, Jack's smiling charisma rubbed Collin the wrong way. He was just so... tall. So muscular, at least compared to Collin. So confident.
Jack is going to fuck Cassidy tonight.
Those words kept intruding on Collin's thoughts, along with filthy, confused images that made the thought ten times worse. Cassidy's moaning face. Her beautiful pussy. Things that only Collin had ever seen. That should have only been for him. But, he also pictured Jack's charming grin. His rippling muscles. Naked, with a big thick...
Stop!
He had to stop. Firstly, because he was just making himself more anxious. But secondly, because he was afraid he might get an erection. That was the strangest and most embarrassing thing about the whole sordid situation. Ever since his conversation with Cassidy about... about the arrangement, Collin had been feeling this odd blend of anxious jealousy and arousal.
He kept telling himself the strange, persistent lust was because he was going to get to have sex with Kelly soon, but he knew that was a lie.
Cassidy was being a good, supportive wife, as always. She could tell that Collin was struggling, so she tried to cheer him up, hanging around him at the party when she might otherwise have gone off with Kelly to chat. She pressed sweet, featherlight kisses to her husband's cheeks, kept her slim fingers threaded through his. But, as much as he appreciated his wife's support, tonight her presence only made him feel more anxious... and, shamefully, horny. She clearly had as much nervous energy and arousal as her husband did, if not more. And Collin kept catching her looking across the backyard at Jack. To be fair, he kept glancing at Jack as well, nevertheless, it didn't exactly help his mood.
So finally, when Kelly, smiling and filling the role of hostess with her natural, effortless grace, called for volunteers to help clear away dishes and get the cake ready for serving, Collin told Cassidy that she should go help.
"Are you sure, honey?" she asked tentatively, rubbing his back and looking just the tiniest bit guilty. "I want to spend as much time with you as I can..."
Collin stopped himself from sourly rolling his eyes. He shouldn't take his insecurities out on his wife. She was being sweet, and he had agreed to this. "I appreciate the sentiment, love," Collin forced smile, "But I'll be ok by myself for five minutes. Besides, we're spending the day together tomorrow, remember?"
It had been Cassidy's idea. A romantic day together, to renew their bond after what might be an awkward experience for them both. It was a gesture typical of Cassidy: thoughtful and heartfelt. Collin wished he could skip forward to the couple's massage and wine tasting right now.
Cassidy gave him a worried smile, but crossed the patio and scooped up some of the left-over serving dishes, heading to the kitchen. Finally able to drop his pretense of casual enjoyment, Collin sighed heavily and took a long pull from his beer. Maybe he could just get drunk. That would be one way to alleviate his stress.
Speaking of stress, Collin glanced around the backyard. Where had Jack gone? Collin had lost sight of him while talking to Cassidy, and now he was nowhere to be seen.
A warm, firm hand clapped him on the shoulder, and Collin looked up in shock at Jack's smiling face.
"Collin! So good to see you!" said Jack, with his usual charming enthusiasm. "I'm happy you and Cass could make it."
Collin, who had been stewing over jealous and confusingly aroused thoughts about Jack all evening, was stunned now that the man himself was right in front of him. He managed to mutter, "Y-yeah. Happy birthday, Jack."
Prior to the big question Kelly had dropped the other week, Collin would have said he knew Jack pretty well. They weren't best friends, but they were the husbands of two best friends, and that meant they hung out fairly frequently. It never felt like he and Jack had a huge amount in common, but Jack always struck Collin as a nice, down-to-earth guy.
The last person Collin would have guessed was some sort of sex maniac.
Was Jack going to just smile and nod and make small talk as if he wasn't planning on fucking Collin's wife later that evening? Collin thought it was a bizarre attitude to take. But in fact, Jack took a stance that was even more confusing to Collin.
"And hey," said Jack, lowering his voice and leaning in toward Collin with a conspiratorial smile. "I wanted to thank you for your birthday gift. Respectfully and sincerely. I think it takes a confident man and a strong relationship to agree to that sort of thing. So kudos to you. I'm not sure I would be man enough to agree to let Kelly do something like this, so I'm impressed, man. Seriously, thanks!"
Collin was stunned. Unable to respond. Was this some subtle way of making fun of him? No... Jack was treating this like it was some kind of big, but understandable favor. Like, the confident older man was just asking to borrow Collin's car for the weekend or something.
And maybe that's really all that it seemed like to Jack. He was a tall, handsome, charismatic man. Maybe he just instinctively felt it was right for women to want to fuck him. Collin felt another dizzying wave of inferiority. Jack was the sort of man this thing happened to. The man who could get two women at once, even if one was someone else's wife. But what was Collin?
The kind of guy who lets his wife get fucked by another man?
Luckily, Collin was saved before his awkward pause grew too obvious. Kelly walked out of the sliding glass door, her and Jack's twins flanking her on each side, carrying a stunningly decorated chocolate cake with merrily burning candles. "Oh Biiiiirthdaaay Booyyy!" Called Jack's beautiful wife, her face lit up by the candles, "time to cut the cake!"
"Duty calls!" Jack clapped Collin on the shoulder once again with a grin. "Hey, let's get together soon! All four of us, I mean. It's been too long." He moved off into the crowd, leaving Collin nursing his beer and another humiliating erection.
Collin sang along as the happy guests gathered around the beaming, lovely little family of four. But he found it hard to focus on the cake and the singing. Instead, his eyes found Cassidy in the crowd, and he couldn't stop watching the way she shyly smiled, her eyes sparkling as she looked at Jack.
The rest of the party passed quickly. Too quickly. As Jack opened his presents (all except one... his biggest, most valuable present), Collin kept telling himself that there was more time to calm down and get used to the idea. That the party wasn't over yet. But after the presents, it started getting darker. People had a few more drinks and started drifting off to their cars, carrying sleepy kids on their shoulders.
Collin felt a hot, tangled ball of anxiety and arousal in his belly, and at this point, he had to keep his erection tucked into his waistband just to appear decent. Cassidy was clearly feeling the tension too as the party wound to a close. She was practically clinging to Collin now, her face blushing, avoiding his eyes.
Finally, on Cassidy's way back from the bathroom, Kelly, looking as confident and calm as always, pulled Collin's wife aside. He watched with creeping dread as Kelly said a few smiling words and gestured over her shoulder with a nod.
As Cassidy walked back to her husband, he could see a look of hesitation written plainly on her face. Collin already knew what she was going to say.
"Honey, Kelly is saying it's time to go to the hotel and... get ready." Cassidy gently took her husband's sweaty hand in hers. "Are you sure you're ok? They said there will be no hard feelings if we back out."
Cassidy said that, but Collin knew his wife. She didn't want to back out. He could see it in her eyes. In the way she gripped his hand tightly. If Collin said 'no' ‌he would look insecure and selfish. Especially after that little thank you Jack had given him.
"It's fine, baby," he lied, the words tasting like ashes on his tongue. "I'm fine."
With a relieved smile, Cassidy threw her arms around him, pulling him into a tight, loving hug. Collin scooted his hips back so that his wife wouldn't notice his throbbing erection. "Remember though," he whispered in Cassidy's ear, "don't forget the rules."
Cassidy pulled back, nodding at him, desperate to reassure him. 'I won't forget, honey. Condom on. Jack's not allowed to kiss me."
"And...?"
"And I'll tell you everything when I get back. I love you, Collin." The last words were warm and sincere. Cassidy leaned forward to give him a passionate kiss and Collin couldn't help returning it with equal sincerity.
"I love you too," he said, trying to feel strong and confident.
And then... time was up. Cassidy's hand pulled away. She gave him one last warm smile over her shoulder as she joined Kelly, who was waiting for her with an eager smile. The two ladies went in the back door, and presumably straight out the front, toward their cars.
Collin tried to hang out at the party and act normal, but now that Cassidy was gone, his negative feelings and inappropriate arousal felt like they were spiraling even further.
Besides, more and more guests were leaving, and the last thing Collin wanted right now was to be trapped in another conversation with Jack minutes before the preacher left to go fuck his wife.
So Collin went home. And before he had even pulled into the driveway, the vivid, upsetting fantasies had already begun playing in his head.
***
Cassidy stood, gaping in awe at the hotel suite. It was more like an apartment than a simple hotel room. It had a large sitting room, doors that opened to a bedroom, a balcony, and the bathroom was massive enough for a standing shower, a jacuzzi tub, and a double sink. Everything was dark-colored marble and polished hardwood. The king-sized bed was adorned with dark purple silk sheets. She trailed slowly after Kelly, who seemed perfectly at home in such opulence.
"Come on, don't be shy." Kelly smiled, heading towards the bathroom with a large overnight bag over her shoulder.
Easy for her to say. Cassidy thought, following with deliberate steps until she stood in the bathroom doorway.
Kelly set her bag down and stood up. She took a deep breath and planted her hands on her hips. "Alright. Are you ready?" she asked Cassidy with a serious smile.
Cassidy swallowed the lump in her throat. "Uh, yeah. I guess." She tried to smile back, but her nerves were flaring up. Now that they were in the hotel room, this whole thing felt much more real and immediate.
Her friend sighed and came closer, putting her hands on Cassidy's shoulders and stroking comfortingly. "Hey... we've got some time. So let's just relax. I'll order some champagne, or some fancy cocktails and we will drink and get dressed, like for prom."
Cassidy chuckled and let out a long, deep breath. Her friend was the same old kind, funny woman she had always known, no matter what was about to happen tonight. She relaxed just a fraction. "Yeah. Like prom."



"Great!" Kelly patted Cassidy's shoulders and went to the pho​​ne on the wall of the bathroom. That seemed pretty fancy‌ all on its own.
While Kelly made the call to room service, Cassidy stepped over to the bag and unzipped it, looking inside. Sure enough, everything they needed was there. Makeup. Hair brushes and straighteners and curlers. As well as the lingerie that she'd picked out with Kelly the other day. Cassidy had decided on a snowy white corset with spaghetti straps and lace trim around the bodice and hem. She would be wearing it with matching thong panties, their lace made up of intricate little floral patterns and nearly transparent. Kelly's lingerie was nearly identical, but black, with a great deal more lace, as well as garter straps. The very sight and feel of the barely-there material made Cassidy's heart race.
"It was a really good choice," Kelly said, coming up next to Cassidy and beginning to pull things out and place them on the counter.
Cassidy bit her lip, looking at the lingerie. It wasn't like anything she usually wore, or probably would have chosen for herself. She'd been raised with the idea that underwear's purpose was to cover and keep you decent. The lingerie she and Kelly had picked was designed for a radically different purpose. Not to cover, but to entice. Not to be decent, rather just the opposite. Cassidy usually chose simple things. Plain colors and simple cuts and fabrics. This lingerie was much more high end, and if the pricing was accurate on the website, cost about as much as all the underwear in her drawer back at home.
"Yeah," Cassidy muttered, putting the outfit down on the far side of the counter so it would be out of the way.
She turned to Kelly just as her friend was pulling off her sweater, revealing a simple pink bra with a little bow in the middle, holding her wonderfully perky chest. It wasn't the first time Cassidy had seen Kelly in underwear, or even naked. But now, today, the situation felt completely different. She couldn't help watching her friend's breasts bounce and sway as she undid her jeans, pulling them down to reveal a pink thong that matched her bra. With the exception of a few faint stretch marks on Kelly's stomach, the woman was in incredible shape. No extra fluff anywhere. It was all luscious soft curves and trim muscle from her rigorous exercise routine. She had a slight V along her waist that slipped downward, tantalizingly disappearing beneath the hem of her thong. It sent shivers down Cassidy's spine. Not to mention the beautiful, soft camel toe that pressed up against the front of her panties. Not that Kelly even seemed to notice.
For a second, Cassidy was lost looking at her friend as Kelly pulled back her hair into a ponytail and started washing her face, getting ready to put on new and proper makeup for the occasion.
Cassidy shook herself. She had just been staring at her barely clothed friend for a minute straight, practically drooling! Cassidy quickly began getting undressed, folding her clothes and putting them aside neatly, unlike Kelly, who'd just let hers fall where they may. Cassidy had chosen a simple pair of blue cheeky panties and bra to wear for the party. Functional and simple, typical underwear for her. But standing next to Kelly in them suddenly felt revealing. She was showing less skin than her friend, but still felt like she was being scandalous.
As they faced the mirror together, Cassidy noticed her friend's eyes dip down, scanning her body appreciatively for just a moment with a faint smile on her lips. It made her feel even more exposed in her panties and bra... but it also made her feel a little less bad for checking Kelly out so obviously.
Someone from room service delivered their drinks, coming into the room and putting them on a tray in the sitting area, never once looking into the bathroom to see two married women in their underwear applying sensually erotic makeup. Kelly had ordered two Creamy Sex On the Beach's, which they happily brought into the bathroom and sipped at as they prepared.
Finally, their makeup and hair were done. Nothing over the top, just some lovely eyeshadow and eyeliner, blush on the cheeks, subtle pink lipstick, and their hair nicely curled into soft shiny waves around their faces. As Cassidy turned her head, admiring her look for the evening, Kelly suddenly pulled down her panties.
Cassidy froze as she tried and failed to resist staring at her friend's now-nude lower half. Kelly's vagina was completely shaved, so smooth it looked like silk. She had a soft rising mound between her toned thighs, split deeply down the middle, making her lips slightly plump. Cassidy was seized with curiosity... what would that velvety-smooth pussy feel like beneath her fingertips? She bit her lip and pushed that feeling down. What had gotten into her tonight?
Next came Kelly's bra, which she tossed onto her pile of clothes. Her breasts didn't sag much when they were freed, just hung soft and perky, with large dark pink nipples that already looked erect. Cassidy felt another unexpected flush of lust spread through her. It was hard to explain. Cassidy had never looked at a woman this way before. Never understood how men could get so riled up looking at breasts. Now, suddenly, staring wide-eyed at her friend's beautiful chest, she thought she understood, at least a little.
Kelly noticed Cassidy staring and straightened, cocking a hip and putting her hand on it with a grin. "Well? Like what you see?"
Cassidy let out a nervous laugh. "Uh.. well, I mean, yeah, you look good." That was an understatement. And Cassidy felt a warmth between her legs that proved it.
"Well, let me see what you've got," Kelly urged with a playful wink.
The tension was thick, but Cassidy managed to chuckle as she undid her bra, letting her smaller breasts free. They were about a cup size smaller than Kelly's, with light pink nipples. Kelly raised her eyebrows, letting out a soft, appreciative whistle. Cassidy rolled her eyes with a blush, not believing that someone with such impressive breasts of her own could possibly appreciate her smaller ones. But Kelly didn't look sarcastic in the slightest. And had Kelly's nipples grown just the slightest bit harder now that she was staring at Cassidy's chest?
To escape the sudden tension of the awkward moment, Cassidy pulled down her panties, revealing her vagina; a cute, puffy little innie with a sprinkling of dark hair above it.
"Mmmm," Kelly's eyes smoldered as they locked in, staring between Cassidy's shapely thighs. "You really are a cutie, you know that, Cass? Every inch of you." But then Kelly grimaced a little, tapping her cheek awkwardly. "But I think... Hmmmm. Cass, would you be willing to shave? Like, completely?"
Cassidy stood straight, dropping her panties in alarm. "W...what?"
"It's just that... well, Jack likes a smooth playing field, if you know what I mean." She giggled, her eyes still on Cassidy's privates.
"Um... Oh. I didn't realize. Uh...I mean, I didn't think about it. I would but..."
Kelly reached into her bag and pulled out a razor and some shaving cream. "I always come prepared. I could have been a boy scout." She winked and stuck out her tongue, walking towards the large jacuzzi tub. "Come here. I'll help you. You don't have a bush, so this shouldn't take long."
Cassidy stayed rooted to the marble flooring. Kelly was going to help her shave? Shave her... vagina? Oh...oh dear. Her legs were trembling at the thought of such close, intimate contact with another woman. Especially her best friend. But then again, wasn't she about to indulge in a very, very intimate act that would almost certainly put her close to her friend's body in numerous ways? How bad was letting Kelly shave her going to be in the grand scheme of this entire night?
Kelly turned back. "Hey, Come on. I know what I'm doing. Your pussy is in good hands. Scout's honor." Kelly's smile was sweet. Kind. Disarming.
Okay. Okay. We are just two friends. Naked. And... it's like letting your friend do your hair or... or shave your legs. That's all.
Except that it's not like that at all!
Kelly stood next to the tub, a picture of sensual serenity and elegance. Her skin was pale, a smattering of freckles along her arms. Everything about her was beautiful. There was no denying it, whether Cassidy might be attracted to her or not, it was just a simple fact.
With a few deep breaths, like she was getting ready for a track meet, Cassidy walked to the tub. She hoped that Kelly wouldn't be able to tell how hot and bothered she had become once she began working.
"Get in and sit on the edge of the tub, honey. Just stay still and open your legs wide, okay. Don't worry, I've done this a million times since Jack told me he preferred a smooth landing." Kelly chuckled as she helped Cassidy into the tub and she took her place on the opposite side. Cassidy, feeling her heart suddenly hammering in her chest, sat on the edge and opened her thighs, fully exposing herself to her best friend.
The feeling of Kelly's eyes on her sex made Cassidy feel a little weak in the knees, forcing her to grip the edge of the tub and bite the inside of her cheek to calm herself. Kelly clicked her tongue for a moment as if considering something and then turned on the faucet, grabbed a hand towel and got it wet with warm water.
"Just stay still." She whispered again, smiling disarmingly at Cassidy. The tall, curvy, naked bombshell stepped down into the tub, crouched down, and brought herself heart-stoppingly close to Cassidy's bare, exposed vagina. Cassidy's mouth felt dry as Kelly looked up at her. Her best friend's dark, coffee-hued eyes sparkled with affection... and maybe attraction? Kelly winked. Then, she began rubbing the warm towel over Cassidy's pussy, the heat and roughness of it stimulating all on its own, nevermind who was doing it.
After a long, mortifying minute during which Cassidy had to bite her cheek hard to avoid making any embarrassing noises, Kelly set the towel aside and filled her hand with warm shaving cream, gently smearing it over Cassidy's now throbbing sex.
Cassidy watched with bated breath, feeling the heat, the soft touch of Kelly's fingers. The smooth cream tingled along her skin and made her hair stand on end. A little groan finally escaped her lips, bringing Kelly's eyes up to catch Cassidy's gaze. She didn't seem upset at all that Cassidy was enjoying this grooming session on a whole different level. She just smiled and continued. Once the cream fully covered Cassidy's sex, she wetted the razor and carefully began shaving off Cassidy's light dusting of hair. The blades were sharp, and Kelly moved them slowly and delicately along the rise and fall of her best friend's mons. She was thorough, paying close attention to every little nook, cranny, rise and fall.
Cassidy felt Kelly's breath, warm and tingly on her skin almost as much as the cream had been. Soft little touches pressed here and there as Kelly held her legs open and moved the razor... A delicate press of her fingers on Cassidy's inner thigh... the whisper of the blade scraping softly and carefully over her labia. After each stroke, Kelly rinsed the razor under the faucet and continued as if she were an artist and Cassidy's vagina was her canvas.
It must have only taken a handful of minutes, but it felt like time stopped as she watched Kelly. She sighed at the dangerous touch of the razor. At soft caresses from Kelly's fingers. It was easily the most erotic moment of her entire life. And then, Kelly made it better.
Once all the hair was removed, Kelly took the towel and cleaned off the leftover shaving cream. Wiping away all evidence of her task and leaving Cassidy, for the first time since before she'd hit puberty, completely smooth. Kelly put her tools aside quietly, then placed her hands on Cassidy's thighs, stroking them as she stared intently at the smooth slit in front of her. Then she looked up, meeting Cassidy's eyes. For one of the first times since Cassidy had met her, Kelly looked... hesitant. Hesitant, but excited.
Maintaining her sizzling eye contact, Kelly moved closer. Cassidy's newly bare vagina felt especially sensitive now, and the warm puffing air of her best friend's breath felt electric on its tender skin. Kelly paused there, her soft pink lips less than an inch away, giving Cassidy a chance to say no. But Cassidy said nothing, just watched with wide, hungry eyes as Kelly closed the distance, letting her soft lips kiss the now smooth, tender flesh of Cassidy's vagina.
"Oh god." Cassidy gasped. Warmth rushed through every inch of her body. Her toes curled. Her skin burst out in goosebumps.
With a grin, Kelly abruptly stood up and stepped out of the tub, breaking the heavy sexual tension in an instant and grabbing a fluffy towel hanging from the warming rack. "Come on, let's get cleaned up and dressed. Jack is probably on his way, but he won't come up until I call him."
Cassidy watched as Kelly cheerfully toweled off her feet and the water that had splashed on her before she handed the towel to Cassidy and walked away, her firm ass bouncing beautifully.
It was a struggle not to fall over as Cassidy got out of the tub and dried herself off, careful not to touch herself because she felt that if she even brushed her pussy, she'd cum. Never in all her life had she been so close to an orgasm without any sort of stimulation. It was mine blowing. Was this a preview of what was to come? The thought was equally scary and exciting.
Once out of the tub and dried, Cassidy gathered her lingerie and started getting dressed. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched Kelly slip on her black lace corset. She silently admired how it fit her so perfectly, pushing her breasts up just enough for a little to spill out along the cups. Kelly's matching black panties were tight, clinging so perfectly that she might as well have been an airbrushed model. She watched it all as she pulled on her own panties, feeling the soft, cool material wedge between her ass cheeks. The delicate lace pressed tight to her newly bald mound, sending a full-body shiver through her.
Getting dressed only took a few minutes. Once they were done, it was time for last-minute touch ups. A little lipstick here. Blush there. Fixing a line along their eyes. Finally... they were ready, and there was no putting things off any longer.
Kelly turned to Cassidy and took her hands in hers. "Okay. Still in this with me?" She asked sincerely.
Cassidy thought for a second, looking her friend over. At all the curves and the lace clinging and hiding things she wanted to see again. "Yeah." Her voice was strained and dry, but there wasn't any doubt in it.
Kelly put a hand to Cassidy's cheek and gave her a sweet smile. "Thanks for doing this. I don't think I could do it with anyone else."
All Cassidy could do was nod.
The moment ticked by slowly as they stood hand in hand, and somehow, in a natural sort of way, they bowed their heads, foreheads barely touching, and muttered soft little prayers. They each spoke their own words that were barely audible to the other, but the emotion came through loud and clear. Let this be good. Let this be fun. Let no one's feelings get hurt or anyone be uncomfortable. Let this be beautiful.
It was only a minute. The soft mutterings. Hands tightly clasped. And then they were looking back into each other's eyes.
"Ready for me to call Jack?" Kelly asked. There was no mirth or slyness in her words or her expression. This was serious, and this was real.
Cassidy licked her lips. "Yes." This time the word was clear and strong and eager.
***
Collin put on one of the TV shows that he was interested in, but knew Cassidy didn't like to watch. It was horror, and Cassidy hated stuff like that.
But he kept getting distracted as the first episode played. He kept imagining Cassidy at the party, her eyes glowing from the reflected light of the birthday candles as they focused on Jack. Had... had her eyes flicked downward for a second? Had she smiled? Collin couldn't remember clearly, and trying too hard was making it more difficult to picture the truth, not less. He turned the TV off. Maybe it was all in his head. Reality and fiction seemed to be crossing over in dangerous ways lately.
His cock throbbed in his pants, refusing to go down. His balls ached dully from his long, unfulfilled arousal. What was his wife doing right this second? Had Jack already joined them? Were they... busy?
The image flashed in Collin's head, making him suck in a breath. His sweet, innocent wife on her knees, naked and vulnerable, as Jack towered above her, a broad, smug smile lighting up his face. Cassidy leaning forward, her upturned blue eyes soft and submissive as she gently kissed the drooling head of Jack's...
Collin pushed himself up off of the couch, suddenly feeling wired with nervous energy. He needed something to distract him, and TV apparently wasn't the answer. Maybe he just needed to work off the corrosive energy that was filling his veins. He kept a treadmill under the desk in his home office. Getting his heart pumping a little would do him good.
But it was another dead end... even worse this time, because walking on the treadmill reminded Collin of other kinds of physical activities... Sweaty bodies and rhythmic movements and the sweet, satisfying burn of exertion.
Collin flopped back in his chair, his mind racing no matter how he tried to calm it, and his neglected cock practically bursting out of his pants. He felt so anxious and jealous... why was he so fucking horny? It made no logical sense. Once again, he tried to tell himself it was because he was anticipating his own threesome with Kelly, but that excuse didn't feel any truer than it had before.
Collin turned toward the computer with a grim look in his eyes. He had ignored the problem long enough. The real issue was his inexplicable arousal, and he knew a surefire way to take care of that. As a rule, he didn't like to watch pornography. Watching other women almost felt like cheating on Cassidy. But desperate times called for desperate measures.
Collin pulled up the first result after searching for "porn" and browsed through the website, his pulse drumming in his ears.
There were quite a few threesome videos. Or maybe they just stood out to him right now. He avoided those. He needed a distraction, not a reminder. He settled on what looked like a fairly vanilla scene with a chesty platinum blonde. Just regular, run-of-the-mill porn. He clicked play on the video, pulling his pants and boxers down to his ankles.
But the second Collin saw the blonde porn star taking her co-star's massive cock, letting out breathy, unconvincing moans, his mind went elsewhere.
What if Jack and Cassidy were having sex right now? What if Jack's cock was thrusting deep inside Cassidy's tender pussy, her lips gripping and pulling another man's dick just like they did Collin's?
Collin's hand was already stroking his cock, and he didn't stop. Couldn't stop, even though his eyes were staring into space rather than at the video playing on the screen. Were Cassidy's arms around Jack's neck, pulling him close? Was she making those sweet little noises of pleasure that only her husband normally got to hear?
Collin could feel himself getting close. This is what had been turning him on all day, as reluctant as he was to admit it. This confusing tangle of jealousy and lust was tightening inside of him, threatening to spill out into an orgasm.
In his mind, Cassidy's fingers dug into Jack's muscular back. A soft moan poured from between her parted lips. Jack's hips moved, slow and forceful and deep. Spreading, piercing, filling his wife's deepest parts. Making her his. Her trembling legs wrapped around Jack's waist, accepting him, welcoming him, worshipping him.



Collin came faster than he expected, with no tissue ready to catch his shameful release. His cock spurted upward, splashing a warm, sticky mess over his shirt as his wife orgasmed in his mind.
The post-orgasm clarity hit Collin hard, especially because he was covered in his own jizz. He had just cum from picturing his wife fucking another man. Something was seriously wrong with him. Suddenly, all the sexy intrigue of the little taboo experiment had fallen away along with Collin's arousal, leaving only anxiety.
He had to know what was going on. Even if that made him seem a little clingy. He picked up his phone and called Cassidy. He wasn't even intending to necessarily call things off. He just wanted to check in with her and reconnect. Ease his mind a little.
But the call went straight to voicemail.
That was fine. She was probably just busy... Or didn't have her phone on her... because it was with her clothes. Collin tried to stay calm. This would all be over soon. He tried to look on the bright side: now that he had gotten off, he wouldn't be distracted by his strange, tormented arousal.
But that turned out to be too optimistic. By the time Collin finished cleaning himself up and tossing his sperm-splattered t-shirt in the washer, he already had another erection, visions of his wife and Jack dancing in his head.
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Eliza clicked Gene's office door shut behind her with her heart heavy and the taste of Carl's cum still clinging to her tongue. Her body pulsed with filthy, unnatural hunger, just like it usually did these days.
Being forced by Gene to suck off her boss had been humiliating and sexually thrilling, but it hadn't been satisfying. Eliza still hadn't been allowed to taste her master's cum today, but Gene had promised his Cumbunny that she was about to get something even better and more intense than swallowing his semen. Eliza shivered at that thought with a combination of horror and desire. But by this point, the horror felt faint, and the desire seemed to overshadow it almost completely.
All she had to do was convince her husband to go home without her, minutes after slamming a door in his face to spend time alone with Gene. It was an impossible task, but she had no choice but to obey. The terrible hunger inside Eliza trumped both logic and love. She somehow had to make it happen.
Eliza could see with a quick glance toward his door that David wasn't currently in his office, which left only a few places he could be. Unless, of course, he had already headed home without her... No, that would be too lucky. Eliza scanned the office. He wasn't by the water cooler. Or the copier.
As she looked, she drew furtive glances and smirks from men and disgusted glares from women around the office floor, and was freshly reminded of her inappropriate attire. She was currently wearing a tiny midriff-baring parody of a button-up blouse that was sheer enough to show her lacy push-up bra and a skirt so tiny that it barely covered her panties. Her fingers unconsciously tugged her skirt downward as her face flamed with embarrassment. She had been so humiliated by the blowjob she had almost forgotten about the other degradations Gene had forced on her today.
If he wasn't out on the floor somewhere and he wasn't in his office, there was only one place that David could be. Eliza hurried to the breakroom, where she managed to catch David just as he exited the bathroom, his face red and his eyes watery.
Eliza was taken aback for a moment. Shit. Her husband had been crying in the bathroom. Well, she supposed it made sense. Watching his wife dress like a slut in front of all his friends and colleagues couldn't have been easy, not to mention the fact that she had just silently rejected him in front of his worst enemy.
And David had always been a bit... weak, hadn't he? It was hard not to compare the defeated, sniveling man in front of her to her dominant master. Gene had just smugly ordered Eliza to come home with him, confident he would be obeyed, and here was her beta husband, crying over the fact he couldn't control her.
It was a twisted way of thinking that Eliza knew was caused by Gene's insidious influence, but it was hard to keep those sorts of thoughts from popping into her head lately.
"Eliza," breathed David, his eyes going wide. Then he seemed to take in her slutty outfit again, and his mouth hardened into a grim line. "Finished with your meeting?"
"I... I'm sorry," said Eliza, lamely. There really wasn't anything she could say to make this better. David was right to be upset. She had betrayed their relationship in every way but one... and she was planning to betray him in that final way this very evening.
"I don't fucking get it. You dress up like... like this," He said with a twist of his lip, gesturing up and down her body. "Even though I ask you not to. Then you don't even say a word to me? Close the door in my fucking face? Is this how you treat your husband?"
Eliza looked anywhere but David's eyes. "I... I'm sorry, honey," she said softly. "I can't explain. Not right now. But you have to trust me. Please."
"Trust you?" said David incredulously. "Like you trust me? You apparently can't even trust me enough to say one word of explanation for this fucking outfit, so forgive me if I find it hard to trust you back. Go on. Explain it to me. Why was it so important to show your tits and ass to everyone we work with today? Why did you have to ignore me and hurry to a meeting with my worst fucking enemy?"
Seeing the pained reluctance on her face, David let out a heavy sigh, and for a second, his anger seemed to drain away. "It's just," he said unhappily, his eyes blazing with sincerity, "I'm worried about you Eliza... This is so unlike you. It's like you're having a mental break or something. Just say the word, and I can help you. No matter what it is."
For a second, Eliza hovered on the edge of telling him everything. Confessing the horrible situation that Gene had put her in and how low she had fallen. Then another man breezed into the break room, obviously scanning Eliza's displayed body as he passed and letting out a soft wolf-whistle, openly and obviously disrespecting both husband and wife with no hesitation.
No. She couldn't. David wouldn't understand. All he would be able to see was the fact she had sucked Gene's cock... that she planned to fuck him. Probably the only reason he didn't suspect that she was involved with Gene already was how repulsive Gene would normally be to an attractive young woman like her. If David knew the truth, it would break him even worse than he was right now.
"I can't," whispered Eliza, knowing that the two words would just make her husband angry again.
David made a sound halfway between a growl and a sigh. "Fine. Well, there goes the precious trust you want between us..." he shook his head roughly, as if trying to shake away the feeling of oncoming tears. "After we get home tonight, I'm packing a bag. I'm going to go stay with Kim for a while. Get a little distance and try to calm down. I love you, Eliza, but... I don't know this version of you. I don't get it. And you won't help me understand."
Eliza's heart hurt. What she wouldn't give to hug David and tell him that she would never dress this way or make him feel disrespected again. But she couldn't promise that. If she knew Gene, this was just the tip of the iceberg. She didn't want to lose David. After she found some way to defeat Gene's evil grasp, she needed to be able to fall right back into her husband's loving arms.
And that's what made it so awful to say what she had to say next.
"Actually," she said in a rush, as if she could somehow just rip off the bandaid without pain, "I won't need a ride home today."
David looked stunned. "Why not, Eliza?" he asked numbly.
"I...I..." stuttered Eliza miserably.
David just bitterly shook his head. "Well, when you decide that I'm worthy of trust, you know where to find me. See you."
"I love you, David," said Eliza as he left the breakroom, headed toward the front doors. She wasn't sure if he heard her or not.
For a moment, she wallowed in her pain. But then, like it always did, her insidious hunger came roaring back. That little talk had ended almost as badly as it could have, short of ending their marriage on the spot, but she had gotten through the horrible conversation with David. He was on his way home alone, and would even be out of the house for the evening.
Leaving her free to receive the hot, sticky load she had been craving all week.
...
"Oh, so hubby threw a big hissy fit, huh?" said Gene with a nasty chuckle as they sped down the highway in his beat-up car. "Fucking pussy. Don't worry, I know little Davey inside and out. There's no way he has big enough balls to actually leave you. Just put some thought into an excuse and he'll swallow it, hook, line, and sinker."
Gene's broad, sweaty hand was currently rubbing up and down Eliza's thighs distractingly, running rough and coarse over her smooth skin, teasing closer and closer to her overheated pussy. It was hard to think clearly when her master was teasing her like this, but Eliza had to admit that Gene was probably right. David would probably come back to her if she could think up even a semi-plausible excuse. Not because David was a pussy of course, but because he loved her and wanted to trust her.
"But enough about that loser," growled Gene, "I want you thinking about a real man right now." His fingers suddenly slid upward, probing between Eliza's thighs. She whimpered at the intense sensation as her long, shapely legs spread open on their own. She felt the sweet fire of hungry submission blazing in her veins, making her heart pound loudly in her ears and raising goosebumps all over her skin. After being hungry and sexually unsatisfied for so long, her resistance was at a low ebb, and she welcomed Gene's fingers.
His thick digits pressed and rubbed with dominant insistence, tugging her panties aside roughly to access the pussy that he considered his property. Eliza gripped the car seat, white-knuckled, biting her glossy lower lip hard as she surrendered to the sensation of her master's arrogant exploration. His blunt fingers impatiently parted her tender lower lips, feeling the slick heat of her pussy... circling her clit and pressing deeper into the warm wet hole that was preparing itself for her master, no matter how much her conscious mind wanted to resist.
She lost herself so thoroughly to the pleasure that she was surprised when the car lurched to a halt in front of a dull, boxy apartment complex.
"Come on," said Gene brusquely, wiping his slimy fingers off casually on Eliza's skirt, "We're here. And we need to move fast; I don't want my neighbors complaining that I'm bringing a hooker around again." Again? Eliza was about to get indignant, but she swallowed her words with a blush. Was it really unusual for someone to mistake her for a prostitute in her current slutty clothing?
She was worse than a prostitute. The only payment she received for her submissive sexual service was cum. She took Gene's advice and scurried after him through the dingy apartment building, hoping that no one could see and judge her shameful state.
Gene's apartment itself was dim and cave-like. Eliza wrinkled her nose as she stepped inside; there was a distinctive funk in the air of unwashed clothes and frozen dinners. A sort of bachelor smell that Eliza thought she had left behind forever with college. Gene's apartment wasn't at "disastrous hoarder" level, but it was also apparent that he didn't prioritize cleanliness in the same way Eliza was used to in the house she shared with David. An old, greasy pizza box sat out on the counter of the entryway/kitchenette. The floor looked like it hadn't been swept in... maybe ever.
Gene sighed happily and tossed his keys on the counter, then closed the door behind them and turned to Eliza with a wicked grin.
"Strip," he demanded abruptly.
Eliza stared at him for a moment, taken off guard by his sudden command.
Gene chuckled and opened a drawer, rooting around. "Don't be so surprised, Bunny. The only reason I let you wear clothes around the office is that you might get arrested otherwise. When you're in my home, you don't get to be Eliza, the proud, confident career woman. Here, you're Lizzie, my naked, eager-to-please Cumbunny slut."
He finally found what he was looking for in the drawer and tossed it to Eliza's feet with a jingle. As Eliza reluctantly bent to pick it up, she saw it was the same leather collar that she had worn that night at the sex club, updated with a pink heart-shaped dog tag that read "Lizzie".
"Consider that your new uniform. Now get naked, Bunny."
Eliza gulped and slowly unbuttoned her blouse. She had done much worse things than strip in front of Gene. She had sucked his asshole for God's sake. But it was just occurring to her now that he had rarely seen her naked. He made her pull out her tits to cum on them frequently, but as far as she could recall, the only time he had seen her fully nude body was in the truck-stop shower after their visit to the sex club.
It sent a slow, buzzing heat through her as she slowly removed her blouse and unzipped her skirt, letting it slip down to her ankles. She hated the fact that, even as she was forced into these degrading acts, there was a part of her that felt excited; eager to see and feel what her master had in store for her. She could feel her body warming up, preparing for the filthy act that Gene had promised, her skin flushing, her breaths coming hot and ragged in her throat, her pussy blooming and moistening between her thighs. She was now wearing only a black, lacy set of lingerie which alluringly emphasized her slim, pale beauty. The sexiest underwear she owned, which her husband only got to see on special occasions. Gene's greedy eyes traced every curve, an obscene bulge growing in his pants as he made an impatient rolling gesture with his fingers.
The bra came next, falling loose as she unclasped it and shrugged it down her goosebump-covered shoulders. She felt another wave of shame roll through her as she pulled the gauzy covering away, revealing the eager stiffness of her slutty nipples to Gene's gaze. Eliza was a married woman, but she was stripping for a man both she and her husband despised in his filthy apartment.
And she had never been more turned on in her entire fucking life.
Eliza took a deep breath and hurried to complete the humiliating process, swiftly pulling her panties down to uncover her neat strip of dark, trimmed pubic hair and her puffy pussy, now leaking with desire.
She stood awkwardly for a moment, both enjoying and hating Gene's smirking appraisal of her nudity. Her first instinct was to cover herself, but she knew that would draw a reprimand, so she posed with one arm beneath her small firm tits, lifting and almost presenting them, while her other hand rested on her inner thigh, just inches from her throbbing pussy.
Her whole body felt flushed and hot, and she couldn't look Gene in the eyes. Despite her hatred of the hateful man ogling her, a part of her enjoyed the hunger in his eyes... the way his hungry gaze slowly appreciated everything her body had to offer.
"Aren't you forgetting something?" asked Gene in a low, amused voice. Eliza was confused for a moment, then, with a pitiful whimper, she raised the leather collar and clasped it around her throat, her new Cumbunny name jingling. The cool leather felt tight and constricting, yet another symbol of Gene's cruel control.
"Perfect!" said Gene brightly, then turned and made his way to the attached living room, flopping down on the ragged couch and turning on the TV. Eliza looked over at him with a confused frown as he navigated some sort of media drive and loud, filthy porn began playing on the screen.
"Ummm, weren't we going to..." said Eliza in confusion, forced to speak up a little to be heard over the pornography. Her hand traced unconsciously over the leather collar, making her demeaning new nametag jingle.
Gene glanced over to her and barked a laugh. "Eager little Bunny, arentcha? Don't worry, Lizzie. You'll be screaming my name soon enough. I just want to unwind a little first. It was a busy day. In fact, bring me a beer."
Ah. So that was the game. Gene wanted to be the king in the castle with a humble little slave girl serving him. He seemed to have a talent for finding brand-new ways to humiliate Eliza. Well, it wasn't any worse than the other ways she'd been forced to serve. Tasting the sting of defeat that was so normal at this point it almost felt sweet, Eliza opened the fridge and found a can of cheap pilsner.
She returned to Gene in the living room and held the condensation-beaded can out to him.
He shook his head and chuckled. "Come on, Lizzie. Can't you lean into your role a little better than that? Ever heard of service with a smile? Kneel. Present it to me."
Of course. She should have known. Eliza knelt down on the grimy carpet and held the beer up in a pose of supplication. "Your beer, master," she said meekly. Fuck. Why was this servant girl routine making her even hornier?
"That's more like it!' said Gene appreciatively. "Now you're thinking like a Cumbunny. And so, you deserve a little reward."
Without warning, he reached out with the frosty beer, rubbing its wet, cold surface over Eliza's bare breasts, concentrating on her sensitive, swollen nipples. Crackling bolts of sexual stimulation seemed to pulse through Eliza's body as she forced herself to stay still and submit the humiliating treatment. The painfully cold and wet beer can rubbed over the skin of her breasts, making her nipples throb with pain and pleasure. Beyond the physical sensation, she was horrified to find that the degradation was turning her on by itself. She panted and looked up at her new master and couldn't help but feel a swooping, liquid feeling of helpless, submissive desire flood through her. A look of pure dominant satisfaction settled in on his face as his Cumbunny gasped and squirmed, lubricant leaking down her thighs as he teased her tits mercilessly, watching with glee as her pink nipples grew shiny and wet from the can's condensation.
Finally, Gene cracked open the beer, took a deep swig, then belched in satisfaction. "Ok, I've got another job for you now, Bunny. My feet are tired and I need somewhere soft to rest them. Crawl over here. On your hands and knees in front of the couch."
Maybe it was strange for Eliza to draw the line there after the treatment she had received so far, but this felt like it was crossing a line. She could take being treated as a sexual object. Even a servant girl. But becoming furniture for her master's amusement was too much. She hesitated for just a fraction of a second, biting her lip in thought. What could she do? Gene was staring at her expectantly, ready to harshly bark more orders if she refused. She needed his cum as much as she needed breathing, and was becoming more and more turned on by his humiliating treatment. He held all the cards.
But did he really? True, Eliza couldn't directly go against Gene's wishes, but that wasn't the only way to get what she wanted. She was an attractive object of desire for Gene. Surely she had to be able to influence him in some way. It was certainly preferable to letting Gene just walk all over her at all times.
"But master," she said meekly, keeping her eyes on the ground and her hands folded in her kneeling lap, "if I'm beneath your feet, how can I play with your big cock?"
She waited, her heart pounding, too nervous to even look up and see Gene's expression. Would he see through her mild attempt at manipulation? Order her to do something even more degrading as punishment for her insolence?
Gene chuckled his deep, throaty laugh. "Ha! You know what? Good point. Snuggle up here next to me, Bunny, and put that hand to good use."
Eliza kept her face carefully neutral as she rose, sat on the couch, and cuddled up to Gene's broad bulk. It worked! It didn't exactly feel like a triumph to reach out and jerk Gene's cock while loud, filthy porn played in front of them, but she had successfully converted one humiliation into another that was more acceptable to her.
It made her wonder what else she could do... and she immediately thought about her husband. Manipulating Gene for David's benefit would be far harder than getting out of being a footrest... but she had just proved that it was possible in principle. She had to try.
She let things sit for a moment, running her hand up and down Gene's thick cock while a woman in a ridiculously skimpy ballerina costume had her throat viciously fucked by her male co-star. She tried not to get too distracted by the feeling of Gene's thick, powerful cock beneath her delicate hand. So powerful... so manly... Her fingers twisted and pumped up and down its veiny length, feeling the heat of its smooth skin against hers, her pussy seeming to pulse in time with the heartbeat she could feel from the stiff column of flesh.
"You know," said Gene conversationally, snaking his arm around to casually grope Eliza's ass and snapping her out of the momentary sexual trance she had fallen into, "I've heard rumors that some of the biggest pornstars in the business are secretly Cumbunnies. What do you think? Potential new career for you?"



Eliza ignored the disturbing idea. She couldn't get distracted again. She needed to focus on her objective. "I'm more worried about my current career after today, honestly," she said softly, unable to pull her eyes away from the deepthroating scene on the screen. Her hand continued to pump and twist on her master's massive cock, now becoming lubed and slick with precum.
Gene snorted dismissively. "Carl's not dumb enough to fire you after he found out you'll be his willing cocksocket."
"But what about David?" asked Eliza, trying to hide her interest. "What if he gets fired?" It felt very strange to think and speak about her husband while her little hand worshipped and served another man's cock. Somehow, the taboo contrast was turning her on even more.
Gene gave her a stony, considering glare, then said slowly, "Then it will be fucking hilarious. What are you trying to say, bunny?"
Eliza shrugged and kept staring at the porn, which had moved on to rough anal. "I mean, isn't part of the fun that we're sneaking around behind my husband's back? It will be less interesting if he doesn't work there anymore."
With snake-like speed, Gene reached out and grabbed Eliza's chin, turning her face toward him. His eyes were hard. "Tell me the truth, Bunny, because I smell bullshit. I think you're just trying to save your husband's ass. Tell me why you want him to keep his job. The real answer."
Shit. Gene's eyes held hers, filled with suspicion and arrogant ownership. Her hand never ceased its wicked work, bobbing up and down his pole with soft wet sounds even as they made intense eye contact. Eliza knew that Gene would hear a lie on her tongue the instant she said it. And if she fucked this up, he would make sure David was fired himself, just to teach her a lesson.
She reached for another truth. A shameful truth. Something that had been festering inside her, hard to admit even to herself.
"When I see you bully my husband, I get so fucking wet," she whispered, cringing at the fact that it wasn't even a lie, "if he leaves, I won't get to see that anymore."
Gene's eyes searched hers, then a broad grin split his face. His hand moved down from her chin, trailing down her shivering body to probe between her legs... to feel the shameful wet heat there. His cock throbbed in her hand, showing his dominant pleasure at his discovery.
"I think we're both warmed up, Bunny," he said, ignoring her plea to save her husband's job.
"Why don't you go to the bedroom and get ready for the main event?
...
Eliza stepped into Gene's dark, warm bedroom, picking her way between piles of dirty clothes to reach his bed.
She laid back on rumpled, dirty sheets soaked in her cruel master's scent. Tainted with sweat and grime and the unmistakable funk of his manhood, a scent that Eliza had imprinted on her brain at this point. It was disgusting. Stomach-churning... and only made the twisted fire inside her leap higher.
The feeling hit her like a weight. Gene was so beneath her. Too old. Too fat. Too crude. And too fucking disgusting. Yet he had gotten exactly what he wanted. She spread her thighs wide and thrust a greedy hand between her legs, turning her head to sniff at the sheets that carried his musky, masculine scent. Gene had this once-snooty woman right where he wanted her, naked in his dirty bed, finger-fucking herself to the very thought of his fat cock and wearing a demeaning collar for his pleasure.
She had utterly lost to him, and that humiliating fact made her so fucking horny that her fingers were already making obscene, squishy noises between her legs. Her greedy fingers rubbed and swirled over her hot, throbbing pussy, making little fiery bursts of sexual pleasure roar through her. Her pussy fluttered and clenched as her hips writhed up into her hand, craving something bigger... something thicker.
Gene's broad, brutish form blocked out the light from the doorway for a moment, and the sight took Eliza's breath away. He had removed his clothes in the living room for his big entrance, and his huge cock and balls swung heavily beneath the swell of his hairy gut.
Eliza had seen him naked in the shower once before as well, but this time he made a much greater impression, causing her whole body to throb with sexual anticipation. Her free hand raised to pinch and paw at her swollen nipples as her eyes took in his crude masculinity. It wasn't an attractive body, but it did have a certain brutal power in it... a dominant caveman strength that Eliza's pussy craved with sweet, burning urgency. Her primal subconscious could feel it. She was about to be claimed. Conquered. Dominated. And she couldn't wait; couldn't even pretend not to want it anymore.
Gene stepped forward, standing above her with his face in shadow, and reached out to push her hand dismissively aside, substituting his own thick, forceful finger at the entrance of her drooling pussy.
Eliza gasped and writhed, bucking her hips frantically against her master's hand. Gene's finger plunged inside her with a dominant sense of possession. This was his pussy, and he intended to make Eliza feel that. She felt herself clench around it hungrily, her body desperate for his touch. The hunger inside her was now inseparable from the lust. Her need for cum and her need for Gene's cock had become one and the same
"Tell me what you want", demanded Gene in a low voice above her. His rumbling tone made Eliza's hair stand on end, an electric thrill coursing through her body. This time, she felt completely in tune with her master. She knew what he wanted to hear, and she was happy to oblige.
"Fuck me. Please fuck your slutty little Cumbunny, sir!"
With a deep chuckle, Gene moved into position, slapping his cock down onto Eliza's vulnerable pussy with an embarrassing *splat*. The demeaning contact sent a sizzling bolt of lust racing up Eliza's spine. Her legs spread wide on their own, with no conscious effort on Eliza's part, preparing her body for the penetration she so deeply craved. Now Gene's massive cock rested gently, thick and hot and pulsing, on her pussy, trailing upward onto her heaving belly. It looked impossibly huge. Something that could never fit in a million years... although a growing part of Eliza was desperate to feel him try.
Eliza's eyes had adjusted to the dim light enough to see that Gene was now grinning from ear to ear. "I'm going to remember this moment, forever, Cumbunny," he said mockingly.
He cocked his hips backward, adjusted his cock with his hand... And then it slipped inside, spreading open Eliza's wet, willing pussy with its rigid girth.
Eliza let out a choked moan, her fingers tangling in the dirty sheets as filthy, raw bliss poured through her veins. This is what the months of teasing and sexual service had been preparing her for: the intense submissive pleasure of her master's fat cock splitting open her tight, married pussy. David wasn't nearly this big. She was well aware of her master's size after serving him orally for months, but still the feeling of her deepest places being filled and stretched like this made her pant with overwhelming arousal. She was doing it... cheating. Betraying her husband in the worst possible way with the man he hated the most. The thought made her dizzy with guilt and twisted, forbidden pleasure.
Gene began moving, his bulk bearing down on her, pressing her into his dirty sheets as his cock plunged deeper. Exploring depths of her pussy that her husband had never reached, stretching and filling her with a satisfying sensation she never knew she could get from sex. After he fully entered and held there, her slick, needy depths gripping tightly around his shaft, Gene didn't need to force his Cumbunny into a kiss. She did it naturally, turning toward him like a flower toward the sun, accepting his foul lips on hers with eager submission.
Gene's hips pulled out, Eliza's tight lips gripping his cock desperately as it withdrew, then thrust forward again roughly, making Eliza moan softly into his mouth. Again, he pulled out and plunged forward, slowly, but with dominant force. There was muscle beneath Gene's flab, and Eliza felt his strength with a swooning, pathetic admiration filling her heart as he used it to batter her defenseless, cheating pussy. His rough, hairy skin scraped and rubbed against her delicate, pale form, coarse and sweaty as her tender nipples grazed over his chest again and again. Coupling with this disgusting older man should have repelled her, but instead she shifted her hips, eager grinding against his thrusts, gripping and milking his cock with her pussy on every stroke. Her hands rose to pull him close, one reaching behind his broad, hairy back and the other running passionately through his greasy, thinning hair as their tongues tangled wetly in Eliza's mouth.
Gene moved faster. Rougher. A conqueror. A king. A beast. He broke from the kiss in order to concentrate on his punishing thrusts. Eliza let out low, loud, shameless moans as she felt him dominate her, his hot breath against her neck. Making love with David was sweet, gentle, and even relaxing. It was almost laughable to call this dark, hot, passionate act the same thing. This wasn't love-making. She was getting fucked. Rutting like a bitch in heat.
All thoughts of manipulating or tricking Gene were gone for the moment, dissolved in her overwhelming feelings of erotic weakness. Resisting or denying her master felt impossible in this moment of intoxicating defeat.
Eliza's body sang with hunger and sexual pleasure. She knew that soon, she would get her reward. Her pussy relentlessly milked Gene's cock, her hips writhing and humping in powerful, desperate motions against his brutal thrusts. She could feel Gene's foul sweat mingling with her own, his cock and her pussy melding together in a wet, hot dance of submission and dominance. It was like they were becoming one, but not in the magical way she sometimes felt with her husband; like she was being corrupted and overwhelmed by his overpowering masculinity.
The other Cumbunnies had sworn that taking a master's cum in your pussy was better than any other method. Even more intense than swallowing it, though Eliza was skeptical that anything could feel better than drinking her master's thick, hot cum. But she was eager to find out... burningly, desperately curious to take her master's delicious cum in her deepest place and learn how it felt.
"So," said Gene in a rough voice, his lips right up against her ear, his cock still thrusting deep into her hot, squelching pussy, "You like to see me bully poor Davey... is that right?"
In response, Eliza let out a low, slutty moan, nodding her head with her plump lower lip held firmly between her teeth. It was so fucking wrong to hear her husband's name right now, in his bully's mocking voice while she was in the middle of cheating on him. Her heart hammered in her chest as she felt another hot wet flush of lust pulse through her at the wicked sound.
"Then tell me," commanded Gene, his strong cock drilling, stretching, undoing her, "Tell me how it feels to watch your master dominate that loser."
"You're s-so strong," gasped Eliza, gripping Gene's hairy back tightly, trying to pull him in even closer. Her pussy spasmed and clenched, desperate for his seed. "You look so dominant. P-putting him in his place while you're f-fucking his wife behind his back."
"And how does that make him look?" demanded Gene, pulling back a little so that they were nose to nose, his intense brown eyes staring straight into hers, their humid, panting breaths mixing between them. "What does Davey look like when your big, bad boss is putting him in his place?" He paused for just a moment, his cock withdrawing to rest with its head just barely inside her opening.
Gene wanted the same thing he had been pushing for since almost the beginning. For Eliza to join in on his bullying of David. To hear her sweet voice belittle her faithful, loving husband, and get off on doing so. She had resisted so far. It was one of her strongest lines in the sand.
...But the temptation was strong. She wanted Gene's cum so fucking badly. And inside her, the dark, forbidden thoughts swirled, building up pressure behind her tongue... the thoughts she had been thinking for weeks as her husband cringed and complained in bed, his cock a soft useless noodle... so unlike the thick, iron-hard rod now waiting to plunge into her depths.
"Tell me, Cumbunny," said Gene in a voice of forceful command. Eliza looked up into her master's eyes... and the dam inside her broke.
"He looks like a fucking loser," she whimpered.
"Ha!" laughed Gene, thrusting back into her once again, filling her up completely with a powerful thick, masculine cock that her husband just couldn't match. He moved harder and faster than before, pressing Eliza down into the filthy sheet, covering her with his squat, powerful body. "Tell me more, Bunny."
"You made him into a weak... beta p-pussy," gasped Eliza, her hard nipples scraping against Gene's sweaty chest as he ruthlessly fucked her. Suddenly, David's dark, shameful secret was on the tip of her tongue. She knew she shouldn't say it... that it would only give Gene more ammunition to embarrass the man she loved. But in this moment, the temptation of joining in with Gene's dominant bullying was too much to resist. "Did you... Oh God... Did you know he can't even get it up anymore?" The twisted pleasure she got from exposing her husband's humiliating secret to his bully was frightening in its intensity.
"Oh my God!" crowed Gene triumphantly, "I knew he was a loser, but I didn't imagine he was so pathetic he couldn't even fffuck his hot wife!" he emphasized this point physically with another muscular thrust..
"So fucking pathetic," agreed Eliza in a raspy whisper. Her legs moved by themselves, locking her ankles behind Gene's waist, subconsciously begging for his cum inside her. "You took his manhood, master. You took his wife. There's nothing he has that you can't take from him! Because you're better than him. He's the beta, you're the alpha. You're my alpha." Now that the seal had burst, all of the toxic, twisted logic that Gene had planted in her was pouring out. It felt so fucking wrong... but so fucking right at the same time. Giving voice to all the terrible things she had been thinking about David was so deeply cathartic that, combined with her master's pumping cock, it was swiftly bringing her to the edge of climax.
Gene clearly enjoyed his slutty Cumbunny's fresh talent for degrading dirty talk. He upped their tempo, his powerful hips flexing as his cock pumped and rutted. He was so fucking deep. Eliza felt like her whole body was filled with his burning length. But she wanted him even deeper somehow. Her hips squirmed and writhed upward into his, trying desperately to give him a better, deeper angle. She lost her words, the only thing escaping her mouth were whining moans, increasing in pitch as her pleasure wound tighter and tighter inside her, tense and unyielding, begging for relief.
"Cum for me, Lizzie," growled Gene, his voice rough from the effort of his powerful strokes. "Tonight's the only time you cum first. I want you to feel the difference... how my creampies are better than any orgasm. Cum, then use your slutty little pussy to stroke off my fucking cock."
Submission was so ingrained in Eliza's subconscious at this point that her master's word was all it took to push her over the edge. Her thighs trembled and her toes curled. She howled in ecstasy as her nails gripped tight on Gene's hairy back, her pussy clenching and milking the thick cock inside it hard in the intensity of her climax. It was mind-blowing. Electrifying. Better by a factor of ten than she had ever felt with her husband. She hungrily pulled Gene into a kiss of her own volition, sucking on his tongue, riding the twisted, dark heat of her orgasm as it threatened to consume her.
Gene didn't slow down, pumping and grunting animalistically against his Cumbunny's lips, his brutal, powerful strokes prolonging and intensifying Eliza's submissive orgasm as he relentlessly chased his own climax.
Eliza was just thinking that he must be getting close...
When her world whited out.
...
In the empty, blank space of her mind, Eliza was dimly aware that she was feeling pleasure.
No. That was an understatement. It was like every synapse in her brain had released every happiness chemical it had all at once. Every nerve ending in her body was lit up with signals telling her that it was feeling the most intense pleasure possible, jamming and overloading the system with overwhelming bliss.
Like touching something so hot you can't even feel the pain of the burn, Eliza experienced something so pleasurable she couldn't even comprehend the feeling.
And then she passed out.
...
Eliza woke up with electric tingles of sexual ecstasy shooting through her body, radiating outward from between her legs.
She was confused and disoriented for a moment, stretching and moaning softly, letting a curious hand dip between her thighs.
The pleasure sizzled and grew white-hot as her fingers encountered the slimy evidence of her master's victory. The skin of her fingers tingled pleasantly as she pushed them between her swollen lower lips. The mere pressure of her touch, which smeared Gene's semen against the walls of her vagina, increased the magnitude of the sensation tenfold.
God... the other Cumbunnies were right. Just like getting a facial was a pale imitation of swallowing Gene's cum, receiving her master's sperm in her pussy made the pleasure of cum swallowing feel insignificant. She lay there for just a moment, beyond shame, rubbing Gene's foul cum deeper into her pussy and riding a fluffy cloud of comfortable pleasure.
Only then did she look around. Gene sat at a computer desk that she hadn't noticed before in the dark room, his broad, naked body lit up by the cool glow of the screen. Eliza saw that he was on Kaos, typing away with a look of concentration on his face. She tried to get up silently, in the hopes she could get a closer look at what he was doing, but her muscles were still loose and weak from the intensity of her mind-blowing orgasm, and she forgot about the jingling tag at her neck.
Gene whirled immediately, a smirk crossing his face as he saw his rival's wife weakly rising from his bed, cum leaking from her well-used pussy. "Ah, you're awake," he said bluntly, swiftly minimizing the Kaos application. "Well, I'm done with you for the evening, Bunny. Find your phone and get a rideshare home or something." Eliza blinked in surprise. That was it? She didn't exactly expect romance, but Gene was dismissing her as easily as throwing a scum-filled tissue into the trash.
It was also a lost opportunity... Seeing Gene's Kaos account open had given her a sense of the position she was in. She was in Gene's home. His inner sanctum. If she could somehow exploit that... try her newly discovered manipulation abilities maybe, she might be able to turn this humiliating situation to her advantage.
Eliza rose on still-wobbly legs and crossed the room to Gene, her embarrassing new collar jingling with every swaying step. Gene stared at her approach with faint annoyance and incomprehension, but his expression melted into predatory curiosity when his Cumbunny fell gracefully to her knees in front of him, running her palms up his hairy thighs.
"Don't send me away, master," she purred in the higher-pitched bimbo voice that she knew Gene liked. "Your slutty little bunny is soooo hungry tonight that she could really use some seconds. Especially with your new way of... feeding me." She punctuated this by looking up at him with big doe eyes and slowly running her tongue up his rapidly-stiffening cock.



Gene didn't say anything, but Eliza knew she had him. She rose again, taking Gene's hand and pulling him back toward the bed... without any chance to turn off his computer or log out of Kaos.
Once they got there, Eliza gently pushed Gene onto his back, gushing, "You already showed me how strong and manly you are tonight, master. Now it's my turn to prove how much your Cumbunny adores you." Gene grinned up at her, thrilled by her show of proactive submission, his cock sticking up into the air, a spike of obscene lust.
Eliza's body pulsed with heat, her pussy still buzzing with pleasure from the remnants of Gene's cum remaining inside. It was true that this was a ploy to distract Gene... but she couldn't deny that the sight of her master's thick cock had awoken a deep need inside her. Disturbingly, it was a desire that seemed unconnected from her thirst for his cum. Instead of her regular cravings, it was an itching, bone deep desire to relive the erotic submission of their first time.
She gulped as she straddled Gene's lap, forced to rise almost as high as she could go on her knees to position his monstrous cock at the entrance of her cum-smeared slit. She reached down and took his hot, thick cock in hand, shuddering with forbidden desire as she rubbed its bulbous head through her folds, working Gene's cum into her sensitive flesh. Her breath was coming in hot, ragged gasps, and her nipples throbbed with painful stiffness on her chest. She was only doing this in order to manipulate Gene, but it required no acting on her part. Her body burned for her master's, even stronger than it had before.
In one plunging moment, Eliza sank, impaling herself on her master's cock once again, taking him deep into her slick and slimy pussy. She saw stars as her pussy was filled once again by Gene's thick, soling length.
She mewled, squeezing her eyes shut and biting her lip hard to try to prevent herself from passing out once again. Her hands trembled as they braced herself against Gene's bulk. If rubbing his cum into the outer parts of her vagina had been pleasurable, feeling his cock press his leftover cum firmly into the depths of her pussy was a tidal wave of sensation. She felt close to orgasm already, and she hadn't even started moving.
Gene chuckled beneath her, seizing her hips in a strong, merciless grip, his rough, thick fingers sinking into her feminine softness. "You see the difference now, Cumbunny?" He asked with cruel amusement as he slowly and teasingly began to thrust upward into her, his bulbous cockhead gouging and stretching her innermost depths. "Your husband will never be able to make you feel this way. No other man will. Except for me. I'm the sole source of your pleasure from now on."
Eliza felt a swelling sense of despair at his words as she began flexing her hips, squeezing his cock and riding him with deep, fluid strokes. He was right. Even if she did manage to break her physical addiction, how could she go on knowing she would never feel like this ever again? She thought back to "Cumslut" and the red-haired cumbunny's slavish devotion to her master... disturbingly, it no longer seemed so strange and impossible that Eliza might one day feel like her.
"Yes Master," she breathed, her hips moving faster and faster, her cum-filled pussy squelching obscenely around Gene's hard cock, her tits bouncing and jolting with the desperation of her movements. "Only you. No one else. Certainly not my limp dick husband."
She knew what she was doing at this point. She was willing to say exactly what Gene wanted to hear, and she knew that badmouthing David was the easiest way to get him off. Besides... the harmless, teasing dirty talk about her husband sent a sneaky, slithery flicker of lust through her lower belly as well, as much as she hated to admit it. Gene grunted in bestial pleasure beneath her, holding her hips and meeting her downstrokes with upward thrusts.
Eliza rode and Gene bucked upward in perfect harmony, Eliza's married pussy hugging tight around her master's thick cock. Her body submitted fully despite her conflicted mind. For the moment, Eliza wasn't a defiant woman looking for escape. She was the perfect submissive Cumbunny, desperate to please her master. She was finally giving Gene what he wanted, freely and openly. It didn't take him long to orgasm.
Eliza steeled herself for it this time, worried that she would pass out again. But this time, as Gene roared and pulled her down onto his cock with his strong hands, squirting a fresh, hot load deep into her pussy, she knew what to expect, and managed to barely hang on through the white-hot hurricane of sexual pleasure that assaulted her.
If the leftover cum had left her pussy buzzing, this fresh load was like a roaring bonfire in her deepest center, hot and bright and dangerous. Burning to the touch, but beautiful. She could feel every throbbing inch of Gene's cock as it twitched and spurted, filling her up with his thick, precious cum. She heard a howl of pleasure tear from her throat, intense and unstoppable, and she collapsed against Gene's flabby chest, kissing and grasping and babbling nonsense pledges of submission and sexual service as her brain crackled and fizzed with sexual energy.
They fucked twice more that night, until Eliza was certain that Gene was just as exhausted as she was.
...
Eliza lay with her eyes closed in the darkness, feeling the deep, satisfying burn of muscles pushed to their limit by physical activity, the throb of her well-fucked pussy (painful, but pleasurable), and the elated, intoxicating buzz of sexual bliss that she could only get from Gene's cum.
She heard a grumbling snore beside her, and her eyes snapped open. This time, she remembered to reach up and hold her dog tag as she carefully shifted, swinging her legs over the side of the bed and standing in slow motion to shift the mattress as little as possible.
She stood for a moment, watching the big sleeping lump that was Gene Crowder for any sign of movement. She only detected the soft rise and fall of his breathing.
Eliza seized the moment, picking her way across the clothes-covered floor to Gene's computer. She almost sat, paused, then grabbed a dirty t-shirt from the ground and spread it out on the chair first. If she had left a cum puddle, Gene might realize what she had done.
Eliza held her breath as she gave the mouse an experimental wiggle. If she was unlucky, and Gene was smart, the computer would automatically lock itself after a certain amount of time idle. But to her immense relief, the screen flicked on, showing Gene's cluttered desktop, featuring a pornographic picture of a topless, slim brunette as the wallpaper.
Shit. It was her. Blushing up at the camera with a forced, humiliated smile, her breasts thrust forward and dripping with Gene's thick cum. So that was what the bastard had wanted the "commemorative photo" for...
The Kaos application was still open and signed in as well, although minimized. Just as she had hoped. It was time to see if she could get any useful information from what Gene talked about with his friends online.
Her master had half a dozen chats that had been recently active. After a quick skim, Eliza realized that most of them were just Gene bragging about his exploits with her in graphic detail. Not especially useful, and not something she wanted to relive through text.
His most recent chat, the one that she had caught him in the middle of, was at least interesting. It was a communication from HareoftheDog, the arrogant young blonde man that had shown up to the offline meetup with Cumslut on his arm.
He sounded like even more of an annoying little prick through text.
[But that's what I'm saying. I want her, so she should be mine. That's the whole reason we use the oil, right? So we never need to hear "no" again. I don't give a shit if CoachS claimed her first. I don't bow to any man.]
Gene had responded, probably the message he had been typing when Eliza woke up:
[I hear you. I do. But even if that's what you want, I don't think it fucking works like that. She already has a master. You can find someone who looks just like her. There are dozens of 19-year-old Asian girls in the city, I'm sure. One is as good as the other. Cumbunnies aren't exactly valuable for their unique personalities.]
Eliza tilted her head in confusion and read further up the chat. Wow. Apparently, the little idiot had a crush on Bitsy, CoachS's Cumbunny. He wanted to give her a dose of his own oil to steal her away.
It was a plan breathtaking in its arrogance and stupidity. More proof that a man didn't have to be smart or particularly talented to win when he had access to the oil of mjolkhare. But, regardless of whether it was a good idea, Eliza was interested in HareoftheDog's ill-conceived experiment. What would happen if he went through with it and slipped the young Asian Cumbunny a second, conflicting dose? She wondered if it would be possible to get in touch with Bitsy...
But that was just a potential lead for later. There was something more important she had to search for. She paused and looked over at Gene, confirming that he was still asleep before continuing. She needed to find who had supplied Gene with his oil. She already knew that he had received it through contacting a supplier on Kaos.
After carefully searching through the backlogs of Gene's DMs, she thought that she found his conversation with the supplier, but the results weren't encouraging.
It was a short, terse conversation. The other account asked Gene if he wanted a sample of oil, provided a link to a cryptocurrency wallet, asked for Gene's address, then logged off. The user name was just a random jumble of letters and numbers and hadn't been active since the time the message was sent.
A burner account. A dead end. Eliza did her best to memorize the account name anyway just in case. Then she minimized the application again and stood up, tossing the soiled t-shirt across the room.
She had one other, more important thing to find before Gene woke up. Her search was quiet, careful, and systematic, checking every few minutes to be sure Gene was fast asleep. She looked carefully across the cluttered dressers and the nightstand, then remembered that Gene had entered the room naked. Moving quickly, she silently exited the bedroom and found Gene's discarded pile of clothes on the living room floor.
She rifled through them and grinned with savage triumph when her hand closed around a leather cord beneath the shirt.
Bingo.
She pulled it out, revealing a small glass vial filled with greenish-yellow oil. Gene had let his guard down too far this time. She had her hands on the oil of mjolkhare sample. If she could just get this to a scientist, maybe they could tell her how it had fucked up her mind... and more importantly if there was a way to reverse the process.
But she had to be careful. If Gene was paranoid enough to wear this around his neck, then he would instantly know if it was gone. Eliza cast a nervous glance at the closed bedroom door. She didn't have much time to find a solution.
Eliza quickly crossed the room to her own pile of discarded clothes from last night and found her purse. Rooting around inside, she found what she was looking for: a bottle of eye drops that she used for her frequent dry eyes. It was simple to carefully pry out the dropper, pour out the viscous fluid, and rinse the bottle. She had a way to smuggle out the oil... but she couldn't return an empty vial to Gene. She needed some sort of replacement.
Eliza pulled open the kitchen cabinets, which were mostly empty with a few scattered bags of expired chips. But, to her immense relief, she found what she was looking for over the stove.
A small bottle of olive oil (also expired, but that hardly mattered for this particular use). Eliza poured out a few drops on the countertop and held up the vial to compare. She smiled. Perfect. Well... not perfect, but close enough that she doubted that Gene would notice without the chance to directly compare them.
Working quickly and carefully, Eliza dumped the contents of the vial into her eye drop container, poured olive oil into the vial, then replaced both in their respective piles of clothes. Then she slipped back into the dark room and lay down beside Gene, finally allowing her exhausted body to drift off to sleep, dreaming of a better future.
She had done it. Victory was just a matter of time now.
...
Eliza woke to light filtering through thick curtains into Gene's cave-like room. Her body was sore, and the sense of euphoria had finally dimmed, thankfully taking her hunger with it. For now.
Eliza rose and exited the bedroom door, seeing Gene lounging on the couch in a ratty old bathrobe, chowing down on leftover pizza. "Ah, here's sleeping beauty," he said with a harsh laugh.
"Sooo..." said Eliza, uncomfortably, sitting as far from Gene as possible on the dirty couch and crossing her arms over her breasts once she noticed Gene staring at them, "I guess we had better head in to work?" In her current state, with her addiction satisfied, Gene no longer looked tempting. He looked like what he was: a creepy, unattractive middle-aged man. She no longer welcomed his leering stares.
"Actually, I was thinking that..." began Gene. A pounding knock came from his door, along with a harsh, nasally voice angrily yelling. "Open the fuck up, Gene! I know you're in there, I can hear you running your fucking mouth through the ceiling."
Gene looked annoyed. It wasn't an expression that Eliza was used to seeing on him: normally, when he was with her, he always wore a shit-eating grin.
"It's my asshole downstairs neighbor," he grumbled sourly, shifting his bulk up off the couch. "Give me a second."
Gene went to the door, and Eliza crossed her legs, feeling cold and exposed in the dim, dirty apartment. She hadn't loved the look in Gene's eyes when he was about to tell her what they would be doing today.
At the door, a rough-voiced, whiny man was saying, "Carrying on all hours of the night! Whores screaming their lungs out! Stomping around at three AM! Three AM, Crowder! I'm calling the fucking Landlord, Gene. This time you're out on your ass."
Wow, Eliza hated to agree with Gene, but this guy really did sound fucking annoying. She bounced her crossed leg, waiting impatiently for Gene to get rid of him, and almost missed the words out of Gene's mouth.
"Why don't I show you the cause of all that noise, Larry. It might change your tune."
Gene turned, calling back into the apartment, "Come meet my neighbor, Lizzie. You kept him up all night with your moans, you bad Bunny."
Eliza froze, her heart pounding once again. Gene really did love to find fresh ways of humiliating her. Now her master wanted to show her off naked to a stranger. Eliza gritted her teeth as embarrassment and arousal flooded her core. She didn't have any say in the matter. And she needed to pick her battles. On legs still loose and sore from her sexual escapades the night before, Eliza reluctantly walked to the door, where Gene pulled her forward beside him into the open doorway, arm around her naked waist.
A tall, gangly man with a long, ratty black ponytail and a death metal t-shirt stood framed in the doorway to the apartment hall. He looked like he was getting ready to unleash another series of grating complaints, but then stopped and stared as he saw Eliza, a gorgeous, collared woman standing stark naked on his upstairs neighbor's arm.
Eliza flushed red in an instant. She had almost grown used to her nudity since last night, but now all of the shame of being naked in front of a man roared back to her as she fidgeted. The strange man's eyes roamed every inch of her exposed skin, a dopey smile forming on his lips.
A cruel smile lit up Gene's face, and his hand slipped down to squeeze his Cumbunny's naked ass. He was clearly reveling in Eliza's embarrassment and discomfort. He stood tall with the pride of enjoying showing her off, demonstrating his collared slave, his prized possession.
"I'm sorry if you were a little inconvenienced by Lizzie's, uh... enthusiasm last night buddy," said Gene chummily, his piggy fingers digging possessively into Eliza's firm, bouncy ass and making her whimper. "Tell you what, next time I'll send her down to your apartment afterward to show her appreciation for your patience."
"I-if she wants to," said Larry in a stunned voice, his eyes still locked to Eliza's slim nudity.
"Aww, she would love to!" insisted Gene. "My horny little bunny is a total cockhound. Isn't that right, Lizzie?"
God... she had thought she was in control of herself after getting her fix last night, but Gene's cruel and humiliating treatment was heating her up again. She needed to end this quickly before Gene decided to make her prove to Larry how eager she was right there in the hallway. Staring down at her feet and trying to get a hold of herself, Eliza said, "Yes, master." This is what she was to Gene now. A sex toy. And a bargaining chip to solve even the pettiest of problems.
"Perfect, so problem solved, right buddy?" asked Gene with an oily smile.
"Problem solved," agreed the wide-eyed neighbor.
"Good."
Gene pulled Eliza back a step and slammed the door in Larry's face, leaving a now slightly hot-and-bothered Eliza alone with her master once again.
"Ok, Bunny," said Gene, his eyes alight with perverse glee. "Get dressed. We're playing hooky from work today and going somewhere much more exciting."
...
"Here?" said Gene, throwing his car into park in front of the little duplex that Eliza and David called home. "Niiiice. No wonder David wants to keep his job so bad. This place couldn't have come cheap." He opened the door and got out, and Eliza was forced to scurry after him. Unlike at his apartment, Gene seemed to be in no rush. He didn't really care how many of her neighbors saw Eliza walking up to her front door with a strange man while wearing slutty clothes.
"Please, master," whined Eliza desperately, "What if he's home? What if he stayed home sick or something?"
Gene snorted, standing at the front door and impatiently waiting for her to open it. "Come on, Bunny. That fucking goody-two-shoes hasn't missed a day of work since he was hired. And he told you he was staying with his sister anyway, right? Stop stalling and open the door."
Eliza had no more arguments left to give. She unlocked the door and Gene pushed past her, entering their home.
Eliza hadn't really been sure why Gene insisted on visiting her and Dan's house, or why she felt so reluctant to submit to that command. But as she watched Gene's slimy eyes look around their cute, well-decorated home, now she got it. It was another violation; Gene forcing himself into another corner of her life and polluting it with his presence. The office seemed like Gene's natural habitat, and he definitely seemed a natural fit in his apartment. Seeing him here in her sanctuary was jarring and distressing. Before, home was a separate world where she might have to live with her hunger, but Gene couldn't reach her. Gene wanted to spoil that feeling.
His lip curled in dismissal at the cozy little home Eliza shared with her husband. Then he turned to her, filthy lust in his eyes. "Charming," he said dryly. He approached her, reaching out to squeeze and grope her tits with a casual air of ownership. Eliza made a little sound of discomfort, but shamefully her nipples rose to meet his rough, fumbling hands, betraying her body's slutty eagerness for her master. "But what I really want to see is the master bedroom. Go up there and get yourself ready for me. Just like last night."
Eliza nodded, feeling a dark swooping sensation of helpless, erotic despair, along with a moist heat building in her panties. Of course. That would be the ultimate cherry on top: what Gene was most interested in ruining and polluting forever: her and David's marriage bed.



Eliza felt Gene's eyes crawling all over her as she made her way up the stairs, looking up her skirt from below. Her body was warming up more and more in anticipation of her master's cock, her skin flushing warmly and pulse quickening as a deep, buzzing heat built in her lower belly and her old familiar hunger began to swell. Her bedroom was as cool and clean as when she had left it yesterday morning. Apparently David really hadn't been back.
Eliza swiftly removed her clothes and lay back on the sheets. She wished that she had time to shower. She felt like she stank. The disgusting smell of Gene's apartment, his sweat from their bodies rubbing together all night... and especially the stench of his semen seemed to cling to her every pore, and as Eliza lay back and spread her legs, she felt her corrupted body transferring Gene's smell to her sheets. The sheets that she shared with her husband.
The idea, as upsetting as it was, made the guilty, twisted heat inside her leap higher. Her hands rubbed gently at her pussy, sore from the night before, but still eagerly responding to her touch, rapidly moistening and throbbing with need.
She was Gene's now. She had been marked with his scent. His seed. His will. A little moan rose from the back of her throat. God, she had to control her thoughts. She couldn't buy into that submissive fantasy too fully, especially when she was on the verge of breaking free. She had to stop fantasizing about belonging to Gene, and instead just focus on her physical pleasure.
She let herself fall into a sexual haze for a while, lying back on her bed and losing herself to intense masturbation, freely allowing herself to moan and squirm against the pristine comforter of her marriage bed, polluting it with Gene's scent.
Where was Gene anyway? He was taking an awfully long time...
Just as she had that thought, she heard his heavy steps on the stairs, and her body flushed with excitement at what was about to happen. Fucking Gene in her marital bed was more taboo than anything they had done before. It was a massive, humiliating insult to her husband, but as shameful as it was to admit, that only got Eliza hotter at this point.
Gene's naked form lurched into view, filling the doorway. In the light of day, he was even more brutish and repulsive looking, with a hard, hairy gut, broad, rounded shoulders, and a thick, drooling cock pointing out obscenely from his waist. Eliza was so horny and preoccupied with getting a good look at her master naked that she didn't realize what he held in his hand for a moment.
He held the creamer bottle. The one Eliza had been secretly filling with leftover cum. Eliza's eyes widened. Suddenly, her pulse drummed in her ears and she felt faint. It couldn't be. There was no way.
"Someone," said Gene in a low, dangerous voice, stalking toward the bed with the creamer bottle held high, "has been a very naughty Cumbunny."
"Master, I...I..." squeaked Eliza, speechless as her careful, month-long scheme fell apart before her eyes. She was so fucked. She had completely forgotten that she had taken the creamer bottle home for safekeeping after Gene cut her off from blowjobs. At the time, it had seemed safer to keep it out of Gene's reach, at home, where he could never accidentally find it. But how had he even known to look for it?
Gene now stood above her and chuckled darkly. His eyes glittered as he seemed to read his Cumbunny's mind. "My neighbor Larry said something very interesting this morning, Lizzie. He said that someone was walking around in my apartment at three AM. It certainly wasn't me... And what should I find but my stuff rifled through and my decoy oil tampered with."
Gene let out a belly laugh at Eliza's look of stunned horror. "Oh, you thought you got the real oil, didn't you? It's one of the tips I picked up from CoachS. Always give your Bunnies a little false hope early on. That way they'll go along with the corruption, thinking they're tricking you."
"And that made it easy to assume that this existed," continued Gene with a raised eyebrow, shaking the creamer bottle with a thick sloshing sound. "Did you think I didn't notice that you never said a fucking word after every blowjob? I knew you were hoarding, but I thought it was for weekends. Once I knew to look for this... well, let's just say "behind the milk" wasn't as good a hiding place as you thought, Lizzie."
All at once, all of Eliza's carefully laid plans were crushed to dust. The slight hope that she might escape Gene's power was gone. Now it wasn't a game or a hypothetical. She belonged to Gene. His slutty little Cumbunny. Forever. He had won completely.
Eliza's fingers began moving once again between her thighs, circlinging her swollen clit with single-minded intensity, her body flooding with self-destructive, submissive delight as the training Gene had put her through bore its twisted fruit. Gene was her only source of happiness. It was right and natural to feel pleasure at his complete victory.
"I...I'm so sorry, master..." moaned Eliza, terrified by the fact that she meant every word. "I'm sorry for being a naughty Bunny!"
"Sorry?" said Gene softly, a cruel gleam in his eyes as he flipped open the top of the creamer bottle, "Don't be sorry, Lizzie. You're just a silly little jizz-obsessed Cumbunny. You can't help it. That's why you need a master to think for you and punish you when you fuck up. Besides... this just means we can have more fun in poor Davey's bed than I thought."
Eliza realized what he was about to do just as he began to tip the bottle. 'N-no! Don't!" she said desperately, but it was too late. A thick drizzle of cool, slimy jizz splashed over her face... her chest, and her swollen, soaking pussy, sending the buzzing, warm pleasure of contact with her master's cum singing through every nerve and drawing a ragged gasp of horrified lust from between her parted lips.
The half-full bottle of creamer managed to cover Eliza's body in a glaze of cold, sticky jizz. Gene tossed the bottle, emptied of Eliza's hopes of escape, roughly to the side, where it impacted the wedding photo of Eliza and David on the wall, leaving a splat of sperm across it.
Then he pounced on his Cumbunny.
The sticky, filthy jizz smeared and rubbed between them as Gene pinned her to her bed, pushing open her thighs and roughly inserting his monstrous cock with no further foreplay or teasing. The smell and feel of semen rubbed all over her body and face crushed any pitiful resistance Eliza might have had. She desperately tried to kiss her master as his cock plunged deep inside her, using his own semen as lube, but he refused. There was no way he was going to kiss the cumrag Eliza had been reduced to.
Gene's cock thrust deep into her slick, hot depths, carrying a slick coating of his jizz with it. A potent symbol of her defeat: she was getting fucked with the same cum she planeed to use in order to escape. But she barely cared. It felt too good to feel his jizz rubbed into her skin by his body as his thick, powerful cock spread her pussy open with each deep thrust.
Eliza looped her arms around Gene's thick neck and held him tight as his rough pace increased. Her tongue, denied her master's mouth, pressed to his thick neck, planting delicate kisses there. Her hips thrust and squirmed up into his, her breath hot and panting in her throat. "Mmm, more! Fuck me, master!" she moaned, forcing the words out through the powerful erotic shame gripping her soul. She thought she had been corrupting her marriage bed before... now the slick, viscous jizz was slipping off her in thick ropes, staining the comforter beneath her... and likely the sheets beneath that as well.
The bedding was utterly ruined physically, and the bed itself had been conquered symbolically. No matter what she did, even if she managed to somehow escape Gene, this bed would always be the place where she had been fucked while dripping with the jizz of David's worst enemy, moaning his name while he punished her cum-smeared pussy with his massive dick. He was filling her completely, the swollen head of his cock smearing his leftover seed into the sensitive walls of her pussy with every stroke. She gripped his cock tightly, wanted to feel him closer, deeper, harder.
"Geeeenneee, fuck me!" she moaned in his ear, no longer needing to act in order to play the part of a submissive Cumbunny. The words came naturally to her now, flowing easily out in the breathy bimbo tone that Gene wanted. Gene responded to her pleas with deeper, punishing strokes, impaling her and pushing her hard down into the mattress that had seen so many tender, loving nights between her and her husband. "Punish your bad little Cumbunny with that fat cock!"
She remembered how she used to hate it when David came inside her... And now here she was, participating in an obscene one-man bukkake, and loving the feeling of filth dripping off her face, smeared against her breasts, and fucked deep into her pussy by Gene's powerful thrusts. She had fallen so far. That thought alone almost brought her to orgasm.
But it was what Gene said next that pushed her over the edge.
"You think this is your punishment, you dumb slut?" snarled Gene, thrusting deeper and harder, consumed by dominant lust. "No... I saw something else in your freezer while I was looking for your little cum stash. Your anniversary is coming up, isn't it? Saving a slice of the wedding cake... what a nice tradition."
Eliza caught the tone of her master's cruel amusement, even though she didn't know where he was going with his line of thought yet. Her pussy clenched hard around his pumping cock. The sticky cum slid and squelched between their bodies. Her body felt warm and tingly. Her breaths were hot and labored.
"But on your anniversary, I'm going to add two special ingredients to that sweet little slice that weren't there before," groaned Gene, clearly approaching his own orgasm as well. His thrusts were growing in intensity as he hunched low over his submissive bunny, rutting powerfully between her eagerly spread thighs. "And when David finishes, he's going to start getting cravings he never had before. Cravings that he'll only be able to satisfy by eating his fill between your legs... after he gives you away to me."
Eliza gasped as she realized the horror of her master's twisted plan. He had already emasculated David behind his back... now he wanted to make his victory complete by forcing David to become a full, cum-eating cuckold. Eliza's orgasm washed over her, even as her mind did its best to rebel. Resistance was pointless. Her back arched and she moaned, her slime-covered hips desperately humping up to meet Gene's thrusts in the middle of a deep, unwilling orgasm. No matter what she did, Gene would always win. He had won the second she had foolishly taken that first, fatal sip of coffee. There was nothing she could do to save herself and there was nothing she could do to save her husband.
Wait... No.
There was one other thing. Something she had refused to consider to save herself. But as Eliza thought about it in the consuming heat of her orgasm, she found something inside herself she didn't expect to be there.
Strength.
"I-I wouuuuld rather die!" she moaned, failing entirely to sound serious. Gene snorted incredulously, continuing his frenzied pumping. But then he caught a look at Eliza's eyes, and saw something there he didn't like, even through her haze of lust. He grunted in displeased surprise, then bore down even harder, lifting Eliza's legs and piledriving her cum-soiled body down into the now-sticky mattress.
"You'll. Do. As. You. Are. Told!" he snarled, punctuating each word with a powerful snap of his hips, manhandling and dominating his Cumbunny with ease. Each thrust forced his cock deep into Eliza's pussy, carrying its slick coating of sperm with it, driving her downward with brutal, uncompromising power and sending hot liquid lust pumping through her veins. But shockingly, even to her, this dominance didn't overwhelm her resistance entirely. "You're mine, you dumb slut. My toy. You can't say no to me!"
"I w-won't do it!" squealed Eliza, wishing momentarily that Gene's cock didn't feel this good so it would be easier to concentrate. She forced the words out even as Gene's cock speared down into her, spreading open her tender lips and threatening to unravel her from the sheer pleasure of his dominance. "I may have betrayed David, but I won't do that to him. I..." She took a deep breath and belted it out, feeling a massive wave of relief that the words rang true... even truer than the submissive words Gene had forced from her... even after all this time.
"... I love him!"
Gene roared in anger and pulled out, rapidly jerking his cock and spraying hot, fresh semen all over his rebellious bunny's upturned face, denying her the pleasure of his creampie.
Eliza enjoyed the splatter of hot, pungent semen on her face, joining the cold leftovers in a gooey mess, but she couldn't suppress a whine of disappointment. Even after being totally satisfied last night, semen on her skin and dripping into her upturned mouth couldn't match the delirious joy of her master's creampies. No matter how much she loved her husband, she would never be able to forget how good it felt to feel Gene's cum inside her.
Gene loomed above her, his face dark with rage, panting heavily and holding his dripping cock in one hand.
"You'd rather die," he said stonily.
Eliza glared up at him and nodded.
"Fuck!" roared Gene again, spinning away and pacing the floor of the bedroom in agitation. It would have been amusing if the situation hadn't been so serious. Eliza realized that this was the first time she had ever fully denied him in a way he didn't expect. He looked like a spoiled child who had just been denied ice cream. Maybe Eliza should have made the ultimate threat sooner.
Finally, Gene visibly collected himself and took a deep breath, sitting on the edge of the sloppy, ruined bed. He turned to Eliza, his face calmer, but his eyes still blazing with displeasure.
"Tell you what, Bunny," he said in a barely controlled voice, "I'll make you a deal. What is it, three weeks until your anniversary? If you can find me an alternate target for my oil before then, fine. I'll let poor Davey off the hook. But if not, he's becoming a jackrabbit, whether you like it or not... whatever the consequences. So you better start thinking soon about who might amuse me to conquer just as much as your husband. But I'm warning you, I'm not sure if that's possible."
But Eliza had already come up with a possibility. One that she'd tried unsuccessfully to forget about as soon as the name crossed her mind. But the thought burned there, horrible, and painful, and... honestly fucking hot because of the depths Gene's training had dragged her to. There was one woman that she was certain Gene would be interested in making into his loyal, slutty Cumbunny. An innocent young woman who had done nothing to deserve the sexual torment that Eliza was considering putting her through to save David.
A woman whose betrayal would hurt David almost as much as Eliza's... maybe even more.
...
Kim Meyer took another sip of her tea to cover her surprise, flipping her silky blonde ponytail over her shoulder. Finally, she said cautiously, "So... Eliza just, like, one day decided to go to work in... skimpy clothing?"
Her brother leaned forward on her elbows and covered his face with his hands, sighing heavily. "I know. It sounds crazy. It IS crazy! That's why I can't understand it. And I told you, skimpy is a very VERY polite way of putting it."
Kim reached out reflexively and put a steadying hand on his shoulder, her face etched with deep sympathy. What David was saying didn't make any sense, but she could tell his pain was real, and she hated to see him like this.
Her older brother had always been the rock in the family. He had always seen himself as his little sister's protector, even when it was inconvenient. Like all those high school boyfriends he had chased off for not being good enough for her. This was Kim's time to protect him. Emotional problems were a weakness of his. This wouldn't be the first argument with Eliza that Kim had coached him through... Although it was certainly the most bizarre. David seemed so totally lost on this one that he couldn't even accurately describe what was going on.
Eliza was the love of David's life. They were good for each other. And Kim was willing to get her hands dirty to save their relationship, even if it did sound like Eliza was having some sort of quarter-life crisis.
"Why don't we invite her over?" said Kim soothingly, rubbing David's back. "We can all talk this out together over dinner. I'm sure that with my help, we can get her to open up a little."
"I don't know," said David wearily, looking away with his chin cupped in his hand, "What if she's cheating on me? I don't know if I could take the truth..."
Kim laughed her usual, rough, unselfconscious bark. "DG," she said, using his fond childhood nickname, his first two initials. "Now I know you're overthinking this. Eliza would never in a million years cheat on you. She loves you, dude. Anyone can see it."
David gave her a weak smile, some of the tension leaving his shoulders. "Thanks, Kimmy."
Kim made a face and punched David's arm. She hated that nickname, and he knew it.
"But do you really think that would work... just getting together and talking?" he asked with an uncharacteristically desperate expression.
"Well, normally no," said Kim with mock seriousness, "But add my famous banana pudding into the mix and now we're talking!" David laughed and smiled, but Kim could tell he wasn't yet convinced that dinner was a good idea. She would keep working on him. Kim really did think it would help. She had no idea why Eliza was acting so strange...
... But she was sure that if they just sat down together and shared a meal, she would be able to understand what her sister-in-law was going through.



        

  
    Trinity: The Three and the One Pt. 03
  
  Trinity: The Three and the One Pt. 03

        Cassidy fucks Kelly and Jack all night long.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/trinity-the-three-and-the-one-pt-03

Title: Trinity: The Three and the One Pt. 03

Author: RabbleLaid

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Cassidy fucks Kelly and Jack all night long.

Tags: threesome, ffm, lingerie, cuckold, multi-mouth blowjob, cumplay, filming, creampie, bareback, swinging

Series: Trinity: The Three and the One


Chapter 3
Jack lounged on his stool in the luxurious bar at the Imperium, sipping a bourbon on the rocks.
A woman was making eyes at him from across the bar. Tall, blonde, ten years younger than him at least. She was wearing a tiny red cocktail dress that showed off her curves to devastating effect. Jack wasn't exactly shocked that she was interested. He looked good tonight. It would have felt a little lame to walk into his rendezvous with Kelly and Cassidy wearing his "wholesome dad" birthday outfit, so he had broken out his tailored suit before driving over to the hotel.
He wore it now with a tight fitting white dress shirt, two buttons left open at the collar. Simple and stylish, just like the black silk boxers he wore beneath. Leave the dressing up and stunning outfits for the ladies.
Jack raised his drink in a toast to the woman giving him smoldering bedroom eyes across the bar, clicking his wedding ring against the glass as he did. She got the message with a little pout, and Jack was alone with his thoughts again.
The mystery blonde was hot, but Jack was a married man. He had always had a high libido. In more ways than he could count, Kelly was the perfect woman for him. She had a sex drive that matched his and the force of will to keep him in line. She made him a better man. And part of being a better man was being mature enough to feel attraction to other people, then let that attraction go without letting it affect how he treated them.
Jack had heard people say that there was no such thing as a bad thought, just bad actions. He broadly agreed with that, although sometimes the Bible didn't... like when it came to coveting your neighbor's wife, for instance...
Kelly was a big believer that sexual urges were natural and harmless. She had helped him to get more comfortable accepting his dirty thoughts, then letting them pass. Early in their relationship, he had come to her, guilty and uncomfortable, saying he wanted to change the dentist he used, because the dental hygienist was too attractive to him. Kelly had just laughed, telling him she would start worrying when the hygienist blew him (she always did have a naughty sense of humor). Since then, his incredible, understanding wife had encouraged him to be open with her about the attraction he felt for others, and use it as fuel in bed with her. It helped that, no matter who caught his eye, Kelly was always right on the top of his list of women he most desired.
He had to admit that his attraction to Cassidy was stronger than most of his random impulses. His wife's best friend was just so cute, small, and shy. A totally different flavor of femininity than Kelly's confident, forward sensuality. Cassidy's blushing, demure beauty made Jack's dominant instincts flare up. He just wanted to pounce on her.
But he never would... Or, at least, he never would have. Cassidy was charming and dedicated to another man. Even if he wasn't married, the last thing Jack would ever want to do was break up a loving couple like Cassidy and Collin. Collin was a good guy, and Jack was sure no one could deserve Cassidy more. And so, his random lust for Cassidy had been just another in a long series that he had happily let go as meaningless.
But then Kelly, his beautiful, loving, sly little minx of a wife, had somehow managed the impossible. She had cleared away every obstacle; giving her permission, securing Cassidy's participation, and even getting Collin's blessing. That was her gift to him: for one incredible taboo evening, to allow her husband to let his male instincts run wild, not just with his wife, his favorite woman in the world, but also with the forbidden fruit that had tempted him. Both at once. It would be a night he would remember for the rest of his life.
His cell phone rang in his pocket. Jack answered it swiftly, a smile spreading across his face as he heard the purring tone in his wife's voice that was an obvious tell of her arousal.
"We're all ready for you up here, birthday boy. Come on up and unwrap your presents, before we give in to temptation and get started without you."
"Hmmm, how horrible would that be? To walk in on two girls having fun?" Jack drained the rest of his drink and left a generous tip on the bar as he got up, heading to the lobby. The blonde watched him with longing eyes as he left, but Jack didn't notice.
"Oh, me and Cassidy will definitely have some fun together... But I would rather have you here calling the shots. After all, we're just a pair of silly, horny girls that need a big, powerful man to come and tell us what to do..."
Jack chuckled into the phone, but felt his cock swell from the smoldering, submissive dirty talk dripping from his wife's lips.
"Well, in that case, I'll be right up."
***
Jack stepped into the luxurious suite, feeling the anticipation and excitement building inside him. Cassidy and Kelly were nowhere to be seen in the entry area, but if he knew his wife, they would be waiting for him on the...
He turned the corner into the room. The sight before him nearly took his breath away, and instantly caused him to swell to full mast.
Kelly always knew how to set up a compelling image.
The wives were laid back, lounging on the bed. Kelly, his angel, his perfect naughty bride, was wearing a sinful black corset with lots of lace and garter straps that perfectly displayed her soft, toned body. She, as always, was the first thing he noticed. But he couldn't help appreciating his special treat for the evening as well.
Cassidy lay on the deep purple sheets as well, visibly nervous but excited. In contrast to Kelly, she wore a corset of pure, innocent white that teasingly concealed as much as it showed. Her face was flushed pink and her plump lower lip bitten in a nervous tic she used frequently, but looked especially alluring in this sexual context.
Opposites. Black and white. Familiar and forbidden. Lustful and innocent. His wife... and another man's. There was just enough space between the two women for him. Kelly beckoned with a smile on her lips and fire in her eyes.
"Come join us, hubby. Cassidy and I want to give you a present."
Jack slipped off his shoes and crawled into bed between his two partners for the evening. The first thing he did was pull Kelly into a deep, passionate kiss, pulling his wife's lovely body close to express his gratitude and desire and love more than words even could.
Cassidy watched as Jack and Kelly kissed, slow and intimate, their hands tenderly touching and holding one another. He was between them, so close to Cassidy that they were touching. She could feel the fabric of his suit pressed against her thigh and arm as she watched the couple's embrace. Kelly's lips were soft and tender against her husbands. Cassidy felt as if she was intruding, seeing an intimate, private moment that should be between them.
Then, Jack was turning to her and her cheeks burst into flames.
He leaned back against the headboard, casually putting his arms around Kelly and Cassidy. His gaze stayed on Cassidy as his hands rested lightly on their shoulders. For a second, she thought he was going to pull them both closer. Instead, he just rested his hands there on their bare skin, smiling appreciatively.
"Hi Cass," he said gently, his eyes warm and gentle.
"H-hi, Jack," Cassidy muttered, trying hard to maintain eye contact. She was a grown woman who had agreed to this and knew exactly what she was getting into. There was no need to feel so... so...
"Nervous?" asked Jack, his strong, warm hand rubbing lightly over the bare skin of her shoulder.
She snorted lightly in a laugh. "That obvious?" Cassidy smiled, embarrassed. God, he smelled nice! And his hand was gentle but had some rough calluses on his palm and the pads of his fingers. The feeling sent shivers through her. She felt like she was in high school again and the most popular guy was talking to her.
"Don't be. Kelly and I just want to have fun tonight. So let's take this slow. Ease into it. See where the evening takes us. And if you're uncomfortable at any point, just say stop. Simple as that." His words were deep, comforting. Cassidy found herself focusing on his lips. The scruff along his jaw. The gentle grip of his hand on her. It was almost overwhelming.
Kelly cuddled closer to her husband, her hand going to his shirt and starting to play with one of his buttons. Her eyes met Cassidy's, and she grinned, eyebrow raising and motioning with a slight nod, like she should do something.
Cassidy turned back to Jack... his clear grey eyes weren't just kind and gentle now. There was a spark in them, and Cassidy felt an answering heat inside herself. The air seemed to crackle with receptive, eager energy between them. Before Cassidy even realized what she was doing, she stretched up and tilted her head. Her lips met Jack's. He was hesitant at first, but then leaned in and pressed his lips more firmly against hers, taking control of the kiss.
Collin had said no kissing. But... how could she not? It just felt natural in the moment, with the crackling spark of attraction and sexual tension. Besides, wasn't kissing part of sex? It wasn't a big deal. Just a kiss. They would be doing far more than that tonight, anyway. It was fine. It would be fine.
Jack's hand tightened on Cassidy's shoulder, pulling so their lips pressed more firmly. For some reason it felt good to be moved by him... to be pulled in closer. Jack deepened the kiss, and Cassidy responded, her hand rising hesitantly to cup his cheek, trailing along the back of his head, through his hair.
Kelly was unbuttoning Jack's shirt, a hand slipping in and sliding along his chest, caressing his nipple. She moved closer, kissing the exposed skin of his collar and chest.
Jack gasped into Cassidy's mouth, pulling away from the kiss, surprised. His eyes went to his wife as she was sensually kissing along the lightly hairy chest, pushing his shirt open further, and staring up at him with mischief in her eyes.
Cassidy watched, her cheeks feeling hot and lips tingling. She had worried that she wouldn't be able to get into the mood with Kelly and Jack, but now, after the kiss, she found herself hungry for more. But she shouldn't be selfish. Right now, her friend needed a little help in giving Jack the heart-stopping visual he so craved: being pleasured by two women at once. She nestled closer and joined Kelly, kissing along Jack's chest. Lips trailed and pressed and rubbed along his hot skin.
"OH...." Jack muttered, his breaths heavy.
Kelly moved a hand to Jack's thigh and began rubbing along the inner part, close to his crotch. Again, Cassidy mirrored her friend's movement. Her hand rubbing along Jack's other leg.
"Oh, my god," He whispered, watching them as they kissed his chest, hands moving along his thighs getting higher, higher. His breaths were getting more shallow with nerves and excitement. This was it. The ultimate power fantasy. Two beautiful women in stunning lingerie, their soft, feminine bodies snuggled close to him. Both of them completely devoted to his pleasure. Happy Birthday to me.
"You like this?" Kelly asked in a sultry whisper. "Like us taking care of you?" her breath was hot on his chest, eyes half closed as she just enjoyed tasting his salty skin, smelling the fresh body wash, his natural scent. She glanced at Cassidy as she was kissing too, a little more hesitant but still clearly experiencing the depth of this moment, this taste.
Cassidy couldn't help comparing Jack with Collin in this intense, physical moment. Jack's chest was all muscle and short, rough hair against her tender lips. Her husband's chest was more smooth, slim. It wasn't a case of better or worse. It was just novel... strange and new. Exhilarating.
"Yeah." Jack's answer was husky.
Kelly brought her hand up and cupped Jack's bulge, making her husband groan and stiffen in more ways than one.
Cassidy felt pleasant heat spreading throughout her body as she mirrored her best friend's movements. Her heart almost stopped when Kelly's hand moved to rub Jack's crotch. It felt like a point of no return. The first time she had ever touched a man's penis besides her husband's. She could still stop right now with no hard feelings. Both Jack and Kelly had made that crystal clear. But Cassidy didn't want to stop. She allowed herself to be pulled along into the forbidden. Playing the role of her friend's sultry mirror image. Cassidy's hand moved to join Kelly's, together cupping the hidden erection, their fingers tangling together.
After a few more kisses and a soft, slow lick tracing the curve of her husband's pectoral, Kelly looked up at her husband with lidded, lustful eyes. "Tell us what you want, birthday boy." She grinned wickedly.
Without a word, Jack's hands slipped down to hold the back of the girls' heads. He paused for a moment, his expression filled with eager lust, then applied gentle pressure, guiding Kelly and Cassidy closer to each other above his chest. Kelly knew almost immediately what her husband wanted, looking at Cassidy with a smirk and warm, playful eyes. Cassidy was a little resistant, a touch confused, but when Jack brought their faces close, and then closer....
Oh, fuck... she was about to kiss her best friend.
Cassidy and Kelly's lips met, Jack guiding them together into a slow, intimate kiss. His eyes were intent on them, soaking in the erotic sight. Their lips joined, opening tentatively. Tongues slipped out, exploring each other's lips and teeth. Hot breaths mixed. Saliva slipped from one mouth to the other, each learning how the other tasted. Their eyes closed as Jack watched the two best friends kiss for the very first time, just inches from his face.
Cassidy's mind was a jumble of pleasure and confusion. Brief memories of Kelly kept popping into her mind, her friend's soft, warm lips overwhelming her with stimulation. Kelly, getting angry on her behalf at a messed up order in a restaurant. Kelly, laughing helplessly as Cassidy did an impression of one of the stuck up old church ladies. Kelly, holding Cassidy close in a hug when she had a hard day at the store. Those tender, close feelings of friendship were tangling with ones that were deep in her stomach, in her chest, between her legs. Cassidy opened her lips further, her tongue pushing forward, sliding shyly along Kelly's. Fresh, thrilling and deliciously taboo sensations traveled through her, electric shocks caused by the intimate contact with her friend..
The girls let out matching moans against each other's lips. Their eyes were closed, hands still holding onto Jack's bulge. Neither was sure how long the kiss lasted. It could have been a minute or less, but when their lips parted, their cheeks were crimson, lips glistening with each other's saliva, and their eyes shone with newly inspired desire.
Jack could see that curious heat. Cassidy's beautiful blue eyes were wide and doe-like,nervous, but eager for more. Kelly's were more openly lustful, blazing with a desire to explore whatever this new feeling was.
"Why don't you girls explore this a little further? I want you to get up and show off for me. Dance together. Kiss some more." Jack was eager to enjoy his gift, but there were multiple ways to do that. Why not get a little girl on girl action? Not just for himself, but for Kelly and Cassidy as well. It was clear there was a spark of interest between them that went deeper than just performing for his benefit. So far, they seemed hesitant to dive in and really explore the attraction between them. They might be too scared. But tonight was a time to let loose and drop the boundaries and taboos.
Kelly grinned slyly at her husband. "Hmmmm, so the preacher man wants to see us shake what the Lord gave us?"
Cassidy snorted and giggled, the erotic spell broken a little and the tension lessened pleasantly. They all began to relax.
"Absolutely. I don't think we should be afraid of showing off the blessings we've been given."
With a playful roll of her eyes, Kelly slid off the bed, and walked around to the other side, helping Cassidy up to stand beside her. She brushed back some strands of loose hair from her friend's face as they stood close. Cassidy's eyes flicked downward, taking in Kelly's gorgeously displayed body. She'd known her friend was hot, but now, as she stared at Kelly's ripe chest... the sweet curve of her hips... she really felt it. Cassidy's hands naturally drifted to Kelly's waist.
She wasn't sure what she was doing. Everything was happening so fast, and yet so slow. Every minute seemed like an hour. Every touch lingered longer than she expected... but never long enough. The taste of Kelly's lips had been intoxicating. The feel of her breath and tongue. Kelly's hand drifted downward, sending a warm tingle through Cassidy's bare skin as they rested gently on her hips. Kelly's beautiful face seemed to fill her whole world, making her stomach fill with giddy butterflies. How in the world had she not known something could feel so good? It was like an entire secret world had been hidden right beneath her nose: a woman she desired where once she had only seen a friend. What other things had she been missing out on? Or was it just a part of this strange situation she found herself in? Maybe outside this room, things like this wouldn't be as good. But for now, she was in this room and Kelly was close and she was leaning in.
Before Cassidy even realized that they were being drawn together, they were kissing again. Standing close and swaying in a silent dance, hips pressing and grinding against each other as their kiss deepened. Kelly's hands found Cassidy's ass, exposed by the thong. She turned Cassidy so that her backside was facing Jack and bounced it gently and playfully for her husband to see.
Jack's mind flashed back vividly to a pool party the congregation had thrown a few summers ago.
Cassidy had been there with Collin, both gamely wearing bathing suits, although most of the other adults spent the bulk of the party lounging around the pool or chatting by the grill rather than getting in the water. Cassidy, naturally, had worn a conservative one piece that had no chance of raising eyebrows.
But there was one moment... one glorious moment when she got out of the pool, the back of her swimsuit rode up just higher than was decent, exposing a mouthwatering sliver of smooth, plump flesh before Cassidy tugged it down. Kelly, with eyes in the back of her head as usual, had clocked the direction of her husband's gaze instantly. She raised an eyebrow and whispered in Jack's ear that he needed to control his wandering eyes in public.
But now here she was, smiling at him with shared triumph: she had found a way for him to let his eyes wander wherever he wanted in private. And more than his eyes soon.
The girls turned back towards each other, pressing their seductively clothed bodies tightly together. Jack could see the teasing display that they'd just given him had raised a certain curiosity in the two best friends; He could see they were both eagerly exploring and caressing each other's backsides. Their kiss continued, slow and thoughtful. As if they were savoring the new, unfamiliar experience. Noses touching, rubbing along each other's cheeks. Their eyes were only for each other, reading the other's arousal and responding with their own. Lips would part for just a second to take in warm breaths and then press back against each other, succumbing to desire.
Kelly guided them back into a slow sway; a dance with no music. Gyrating their hips hypnotically. Hands moving from asses to backs to sides. They moved languidly, thighs tight, feet shuffling slowly along the floor as they danced and pressed against each other, kissing like this was some crescendo moment from a romantic movie.



Long, tense, erotic minutes passed, the girls exploring and Jack watching, fascinated. Getting a view that few men ever got, but all fantasized about. Two lovely women, exploring a forbidden attraction for each other.
Jack could no longer help himself. He reached out and trailed the back of his hand against Cassidy's thigh as they moved close to the bed. She gasped and the entrancing kiss finally broke. Looking at Jack's hand, she stiffened, but didn't tell him to stop or to move. She was still clinging to Kelly.
"It's okay. Let him touch you," Kelly encouraged, smoothing Cassidy's hair and caressing her pink cheek. "Trust me, honey... my husband has a way with his hands."
Cassidy glanced at Kelly nervously, but then nodded and moved a little closer, submitting meekly to his touch. Jack's hand moved slowly, sliding along the smooth skin of her thigh, then higher to the swell of her ass cheek. His heart swelled with triumph. Jack was touching another woman's ass for the first time. It was firm but with just the right amount of give. Cassidy's skin was warm, flushed.
Jack's hand hefted, then squeezed Cassidy's soft, yielding ass. Finally, feeling the gentle curve of her bottom after so many stolen glances and speculation gave Jack an intoxicating feeling of power and control. It was so... juicy wasn't the right word, but it was almost like his fingers would sink in. Cassidy's cute little butt had a certain plushness that differed completely from Kelly's tight backside.
But why should he compare them in his mind? Both women were eager to please him tonight. Willing to indulge in any pervy experiment he desired.
"Come here, angel," Jack said warmly, pulling his wife closer with his left hand while his right continued enthusiastically groping and squeezing Cassidy. "I need to make a side-by-side comparison."
Kelly rolled her eyes, but smiled and she submitted to an ass groping of her own. "'See this, Cass?" she said, giving her friend a quick kiss on the lips. "This sort of silly game is what you get when you let a guy do whatever he wants." Cassidy giggled, and bit her lip. She realized as she looked into Kelly's eyes that she hadn't quite had enough of kissing her best friend yet. And why should she hold back? The birthday boy seemed to enjoy it, after all. For the first time, Cass initiated the kiss, leaning forward and tilting her head, bringing her lips to Kelly's. Kelly looked a little surprised at Cassidy's forwardness, but eagerly kissed her back. Slowly, but with increasing passion, the girls descended back to making out.
While the two ladies had their fun, Jack got a feel of the two women's incredible asses, one in each hand. It was just as he imagined. Kelly was pleasantly round and prominent, but smooth, toned, and taut. She was religious about her squat routine at the gym. In contrast, Cassidy, although not fat by any means, was plump and pliable. Softly feminine.
They both felt amazing, but Jack thought they would probably look even better.
"Turn around, girls," Jack said, giving both asses a light pat that he had to hold back from making a spank. "Bend over and spread. I want to get a good look at you."
With matching giggles, the girls obeyed, standing with their backs to Jack and bending over, pushing their bottoms out towards his eager view. Kelly's was tighter, firm and shapely and opened up naturally, exposing the thin lace material of her panties clinging along the crease of her ass and hugging her plump pussy, pressing a clear, luscious cameltoe up against the black lace. Cassidy's butt was softer, requiring her to pull her cheeks open slightly to show the tight, pure white of her thong nestled between her cheeks.
Cassidy had never felt so exposed in her life, though technically she was still covered. It felt like Jack's eyes were stripping away all of her defenses, peeling away her layers and seeing it all. Everything. Her deep, unknown desires and wants and fears.
"Fuck." He muttered, and that word alone sent chills through Cassidy.
Kelly looked over her shoulder and winked. "Good view?" She wiggled her ass at him. It was a view Cassidy was sure he'd seen a million times already. But Jack stared at his wife's thick, toned ass like a thirsty man who'd never seen water before. Amazed and needy.
Jack stroked himself over his pants, looking straight into his wife's teasing eyes for a second, barely able to tear his attention away from the visual feast. "I could watch you two for hours... if there weren't other activities, I'm looking forward to even more."
After a moment of letting Jack admire their backsides and what lay between their cheeks and thighs. Kelly reached over and took Cassidy's hand, turning them back toward the bed. "Enough teasing... Is the birthday boy ready for some fun?" She asked, but didn't wait for a response. Pulling Cassidy with her, she climbed onto the bed, pushing Jack onto his back and placing herself on Jack's left while Cassidy took her place on his right.
Kelly guided their hands to his crotch, both of them gently squeezing and caressing and rubbing together, a little clumsy, but still getting the job done. They began undoing Jack's pants. Swiftly unbuckling, unbuttoning, and unzipping him, eager to get started. Kelly's hands slipped inside, feeling his erection beneath his silk boxers. Cassidy went lower, cupping his heavy balls in her delicate hand. Her heart pounded hard and fast in her chest. Kelly had said it herself... the teasing was now over. She was seconds from having Jack's erect penis exposed right in front of her. Was this excitement she was feeling? Fear? Arousal? All of them? She wasn't even sure she could tell the difference anymore, but she knew one thing.
She didn't want to stop.
Jack's head lolled back and he let out a groan as he felt two sets of hands rubbing over him. Warm. Soft. Gentle. Nails gently scraping. Pressure on him as they moved and held and squeezed, feeling him.
"Help me pull these down," Kelly whispered to Cassidy with a wicked grin, moving her hands to his waistband. Cassidy took a deep breath, then joined her, pulling Jack's boxers down his powerful thighs. His cock strained and then emerged, fully erect and throbbing.
"Oh!" Cassidy gasped, eyes going wide. Jack wasn't overly large, but he was clearly a little longer than Collin, and definitely thicker. Much thicker. His cock looked heavy, meaty, full and engorged. It was the first penis besides her husband's that she'd been even remotely close to. It had a certain... magnetic power to it that called to something inside Cassidy. She couldn't take her eyes off its throbbing length.
"Everything okay?" Kelly asked with a chuckle and a knowing twinkle in her eye.
Cassidy glared at her, but it was more playful than scathing. "Shut up. I'm new to this." She stuck out her tongue and Kelly laughed.
Jack lay between them, his penis on full display between the two wives, looking beyond beautiful in their tight, elegant lingerie. Something about the casualness of their laughter and teasing made the situation feel even more erotic.
"Hey girls. Don't leave me hanging," He joked, reaching up to rest his hands on the ladies' hips.
Kelly snorted with a mild smirk, quirking up her lips. "You're not hanging at all." She tapped a finger against his thick purple head, coming away with a thick string of pre cum. "You're standing tall and proud."
They laughed together, but this time, the tension seemed to increase. They all knew that it was time for the real fun to begin.
Finally, Kelly brushed her hair back over one shoulder and leaned down, maintaining smoldering eye contact with her husband as she gave his cock a slow, soft, closed lipped kiss along his frenulum. Jack's legs tensed and he groaned in utter ecstasy. Kelly knew his body like the back of her hand, and ‌she was an expert in driving him wild.
Cassidy watched, kneeling next to Jack, letting Kelly take the lead. Her friend firmly wrapped her hand around the thick base of her husband's cock, her wedding band glinting in the warm light of the room. She continued to gently kiss around its throbbing head, her eyes closed and lashes long and fluttering as she pressed hot kisses over every inch of his cock.
When her eyes fluttered open, she didn't look at Jack. She looked at Cassidy. "Join me Cass. He tastes so good." Her words were breathy and hot.
Warmth spread through Cassidy's chest and she only hesitated for a second before leaning in.
Jack's breath caught and his arousal surged at the sight: an image he was sure that he would remember for the rest of his life. Another man's wife. Cassidy, the sweet shy girl next door, leaning forward with smoky lust and hesitation, blended alluringly in her wide blue eyes... her soft pink lips puckered lightly as she moved toward his throbbing, drooling dick. She was inches away, then centimeters. He could feel her quick, nervous breaths fan warmly across the sensitive skin of his cock.
And then, the distance closed. Cassidy's innocent, glossy lips pressed, tenderly to the surface of his cock's swollen purple head. In that moment, her eyes flicked upward, meeting Jack's. Her beautiful, shining eyes were filled with longing, with desire to please, and with just the tiniest shade of embarrassment.
Jack had never been a quick shot, but in that split second, he had to use all of his willpower not to burst, just from the swelling sense of dominant lust that filled him to the brim. Luckily, he kept himself calm as Cassidy withdrew and came in again, planting another tender kiss further down his shaft... then another.
Cassidy tried not to shake from the overwhelming sensation of pleasing this dominant, handsome man. Her lips were pressing against the hardness of Jack's cock. Her eyes watching Kelly across from her, doing the same. Cassidy took it slow, focusing more on being brave and continuing than making it hot for Jack. His penis pulsed beneath the worshipful lips of the two best friends. They moved their lips over his shaft, letting him feel the soft skin of their lips dragged over his sensitive flesh. Cassidy ran her bottom lip up along the vein towards the head as Kelly kissed all over its head. Their breath mixed, creating an intense, steamy heat that left them both intoxicated.
Jack smelled like musk and sweat and Irish Spring soap. Wild and pleasant and masculine. Losing herself in the heart-pounding erotic taboo of the moment, Cassidy let her tongue flick out, licking over his slit. She lapped at it softly like she was licking a popsicle, tasting the sweetness and bitterness when a drop of pre cum touched her tongue. Kelly appeared across from her, pressing her mouth around her husband's tip, lips meeting Cassidy's.
They kissed around him, an electric, sparking sensation mixing and igniting between them. Their lust for Jack's manhood was a heady, erotic cocktail. All the while, Jack moaned like he was in utter heaven. He kept his hands locked behind his head, afraid that touching them might break the spell of two women worshiping him.
The girls kissed deeply, their tongues twisting and writhing against each other with Jack's cockhead between them, then they parted and returned to moving along his pulsing length. His stiff cock quickly became coated in a thin layer of saliva from Kelly and Cassidy's eager tongues and lips. Cassidy began opening her lips wider, sucking against his shaft and scraping her teeth gently across the sensitive skin, making Jack shudder.
Kelly took hold of the base of Jack's cock, keeping it still as she trailed the tip of her tongue along one side. Cassidy saw and quickly imitated the motion, licking along the opposite side of his shaft.
Jack, struck by the overwhelming sight of the enthusiastic double blowjob, pulled his phone out and started recording.
Cassidy was so absorbed in her task that it took her a second to realize what had changed. But when she did, she squeaked in alarm, sitting back from Jack's dick with her eyes widening in alarm. "J-Jack, are you FILMING this?" She asked nervously.
"What's... the matter?" asked Kelly, licking and kissing Jack between her words. "You look...*muah*... sexy tonight, sweetie. The video's going to turn out hot. My hubby's an incredible cameraman."
"That's not the problem," said Cassidy, confused that Jack and Kelly didn't recognize this as a big deal. "I don't want videos out there of me... doing this. What if somebody sees it?"
Jack gave her a roguish grin. 'Have you ever seen a video of me and Kelly having sex before?"
"What? Of course not!" Cassidy, even in her current situation, blushed at the thought.
Kelly snorted. 'Well then, I guess our security must be pretty fucking tight, because this naughty boy wants to film every other time we have sex. We must have, what? Three full hard drives at this point?"
Cassidy looked at them in surprise. How perverted were her friends? They'd seemed to buttoned up and conservative, not sexual deviants like they were revealing themselves to be. Or... were Collin and her just boring? Their sex life was great. Cassidy felt very fulfilled. But... the things she was suddenly being exposed to made her wonder if there was... more.
Jack reached out and soothingly touched Cassidy's shoulder. "I can put away the phone if you want, Cass," he said gently, "But I would appreciate if you would roll with it. I want to remember this night forever. I promise I will never show the video to anyone but Kelly and myself. I'll even send you the video so you can give Collin a naughty little show."
The idea of showing Collin a video of her activities had Cassidy all at once excited and sick. Sure she'd planned on telling him what happened, at least most of it. But for him to actually see it... that almost seemed too far. Like rubbing his face in it. Showing him what she did and what he didn't. And yet, there was a sort of primal thrill to that. Teasing Collin. One of her favorite things was to play with him, tease a little here and there and see him get riled up to the point of practically dragging her to the bedroom. It was playful. Fun. But this seemed... she didn't have a word for it.
She looked back down at Jack's cock. Throbbing. Glistening with the lubricant from Kelly and Cassidy's mouths. Kelly still gently worshiped the thick member as her eyes watched Cassidy carefully. As lustful as Kelly was, she was also attentive and concerned for her friend and didn't want her to feel like what she was feeling didn't matter.
"Come on Cass. Let him film. When it's over, if you want, we will delete it. Or we can send it to you to show Collin. Whatever you want." Kelly smiled reassuringly as she stroked Jack with her wedding ring glittering in the light and getting slick with fluids.
Cassidy met Kelly's eyes and saw the sincerity there. It really was up to her. Her eyes darted back to Jack, the phone recording everything. All of her nervousness. Her lust. The whole sordid affair. With a deep slow breath, Cassidy calmed her nerves. Why not indulge in a little more fun? She'd already come this far. What was a little film between friends, really?
Cassidy took her position on the opposite side of Jack's cock from Kelly, beginning to kiss his throbbing member once again. At first she felt self-conscious, cheeks burning and eyes darting from the camera back to the member in front of her, but soon it was like the camera wasn't even there.
Every kiss was slow and tender. Every inch of Jack's cock was touched and worshiped by the wive's mouths. Their efforts left him throbbing and pulsing with lust. Kelly moved up to the top of her husband's cock and kissed his tip firmly, but instead of moving away, let her lips slip open and around his head, swallowing it to the rim, making Jack curse in utter delight.
Cassidy watched, just an inch away as Kelly started sucking her husband's cock, moaning and breathing deeply through her nose. She looked so sexy, bobbing her head smoothly and looking up with soft, submissive eyes at her adoring husband. Above her, Jack groaned and murmured about how sexy and perfect his wife was, how skilled. They looked like the perfect couple, lusting for each other and perfectly in sync sexually. The sight made a burning desire build inside Cassidy... a desire to have Jack make approving sounds like that for her. When Kelly finally pulled away with a wet pop and a deep gasp, trails of saliva dripped from his cock to her lips.
"Your turn." She said, panting, and guided the cock towards Cassidy's mouth. Cassidy froze as Kelly pressed the tip to Cassidy's lips, smearing them with a slick glaze of Kelly's saliva and Jack's pre cum. At first Cassidy refused to open. She still felt nervous and worried. Kisses and licks were one thing... but letting Jack penetrate her mouth? It felt like a much bigger step. But she could feel the heat of Jack's cock, the taste of the faint salty musk of his cock seeping between her lips. She succumbed to temptation, parting her rosy lips and allowing Jack's head into her warm, wet mouth. Lips sliding against his cock as it pushed between them. She was doing it. Cassidy was going down on her friend's husband.
Having a penis in her mouth wasn't a completely new experience for Cassidy. She and Collin might be vanilla, but they weren't prudes. Collin had gently pushed her to give fellatio a try a few years ago. One night after having a few too many margaritas at a party, she had Collin lie back in bed with his pants down and she did her best.
The results were... unimpressive. For them both. It honestly felt a little gross and embarrassing to Cassidy, and her lack of motivation meant that her technique probably wasn't all that it could be. They tried it again once or twice after that, but the results were always the same. Cassidy just didn't get turned on by sucking Collin's penis, not that she didn't like it. It just didn't appeal, giving her mouth to him like that. She couldn't say why exactly. So whatever improvements or techniques she could have developed just never happened.
But, for some reason that she couldn't explain, even though she still found it embarrassing to seal her lips around him, Cassidy found she was getting aroused by doing this for Jack. And after seeing how much Jack had appreciated his wife's expert skills, she felt a growing determination to make him feel just as good. And the embarrassment seemed to add another layer of spark and desire within her. She slowly swirled her inexperienced tongue around the cockhead nestled in her mouth...
"Shit! OH holy fuck, Cassidy." Jack groaned in surprise. He held the camera steady, zooming in to capture in perfect detail how Cassidy's tender lips looked wrapped around his thick cock. Her beautiful blue eyes met the camera in a sultry, if a little innocent and nervous, look that would easily make most men cum on the spot.
Cassidy moved up and down along the head, going slow and letting herself adjust. Collin was thinner than Jack and easier to get into her mouth. She didn't know much about blowjob technique, but how hard could it be? Her hand wrapped around his shaft, swallowing a bit more past the rim.
Kelly's hand moved through Cassidy's hair, pushing it from her face. "Oh, my god, Cass. You look so good with his cock in your mouth," she whispered close to her ear, softly kissing Cassidy's cheek, which was bulging outward from the cock pressed up against the other side.
They moaned together, Cassidy's slightly muffled by the cock stuffed in her mouth. Cassidy took a few more inches of Jack into her mouth, delicately guided by Kelly's hand on the back of her head. "Like that," Kelly whispered. "That's it, Cass, swallow my husband's dick. I wanna see it all in your throat. Can you do that?" She was genuinely asking, not wanting to force her. But Cassidy couldn't answer and, by the looks of it, wasn't about to pull away from Jack. She honestly didn't think she could do what Kelly was asking. Even taking Jack as far as she was right now made her mouth feel stretched to its limit. But she wanted to please... wanted to prove herself to the gorgeous couple that had welcomed her to their bed.



Cassidy moved down further, lips sucking, clinging, dragging along Jack's shaft in ways he hadn't ever experienced. Kelly was skilled and eager, but Cassidy was unhurried and detailed. Her tongue flicked along the ridges and veins along his length as she moved along it. Letting her groans act as vibrations to further stimulate the sensitive member.
Kelly continued kissing Cassidy's cheek, her ear, her neck. She could tell that Cassidy was really pushing herself, moving past her comfort zone, and she poured a stream of gentle encouragement into her best friend's ear between her kisses. "That's it, honey! You're doing so good. Just relax and welcome him in. Do you see how amazing you're making him feel? He loves it!" Occasionally, Kelly moved back and kissed the exposed parts of her husband's penis. The root of his shaft. His balls. Nibbling and licking and even sucking them into her mouth one at a time softly.
Jack's blood surged, and his breaths grew hard and ragged. Cassidy's tender, inexperienced blowjob was stirring something inside him. It wasn't even as if it was better than Kelly's, just different. Intoxicatingly, fascinatingly different. Every time her little tongue flicked and swirled differently than his wife's, every time her soft lips stretched and clung to his shaft, smaller than Kelly's, that he could feel the difference, it reminded him that this was another woman. A mouth that was pleasuring him for the first time.
It made him want to buck his hips upward. To take control. To really push forward and claim this mouth for his own. But he had to be gentle with this sweet little flower. They were going to be friends again after this torrid, passionate night, and face-fucking wasn't for beginners. Not to mention the fact that she wasn't his to dominate. She would be going home to Collin tonight, and he had to be respectful of that fact.
But that didn't mean he couldn't have at least a little fun in the brief time that it was his turn. He looked down into Kelly's eyes and gestured lightly with his hand, requesting that she remove her guiding hand from the back of Cassidy's head. Kelly raised an eyebrow, but obeyed, allowing Jack to take her place, assuming deeper control.
Cassidy felt Kelly's hand move, and Jack's replacing it, guiding her along his cock. A steady pace, no force, just a gentle hand showing her how he wanted her to move. It was helpful, a way to better understand the pace and movement that would please him the most. Cassidy lost herself to the rhythm of the strong, gentle hand on the back of her head.
Kelly moved behind Cassidy, taking her hands and holding them behind her back, leaning in to kiss Cassidy's shoulder and back as she serviced her husband. It felt strange to be restrained in that way... like she was confined and controlled, but in a good way. A way that made the warm buzz between her legs intensify. Soft, wet sounds echoed from Cassidy's mouth as Jack increased her speed. Then, in one heart pounding moment, Jack's hand applied just a little more pressure, guiding her further down. Cassidy did her best, trying to be open and relaxed. For a second, she thought she might take him all the way... but then she gagged, and the pressure on her head instantly released.
Jack let go, letting Cassidy pull away, and Kelly let go of her hands as Cassidy sat back up, gasping and coughing, spit dripping along her chin. "Was that your first try at deep throating?" asked Kelly in an impressed tone. Cassidy nodded and coughed a little.
"Wow!" Jack's smile blazed down on Cassidy like the scorching sun, making her look away shyly. "You got most of the way there, Cass!" Jack's cock was covered in dripping saliva down to about three-fourths of its length. It was hard not to feel a little flattered by the praise of two people with so much sexual experience. Kelly took Cassidy's cheeks in her hands and brought her into a deep slow kiss, letting her tongue gently lick at the wetness from sucking her husband.
They held each other like that for what felt like a long time, breathing each other in and deeply kissing before Kelly finally pulled away, leaving Cassidy dizzy and so hot inside she felt like she might explode.
"Well..." Kelly smiled and raised an eyebrow at Jack. "Ready for more?"
Jack was at a loss for words. The pleasure from Cassidy's mouth and throat were still lingering and intense. But he nodded and sat up. Of course he wanted more. He wanted everything. And tonight he was going to get it. Kelly crawled seductively to Jack and pinned him against the headboard with a hard, deep kiss, hand on his chest and teeth nipping at his lip. "I want you to fuck me, birthday boy," she whispered seductively.
Jack gathered his giggling wife up in his arms and laid her down on the bed, head towards the end. She stared up at him with loving bedroom eyes, her dark hair fanning around her head like a halo. Jack pounced, laying on top of her and kissing her slow and deep.
Cassidy gave the two a little space, watching them kissing and touching intimately as she lay on her side, trying to catch her breath and process what she'd just done. She'd given Jack a blowjob. And, unlike the faltering attempts with Collin, she'd loved it. His girth felt so good stretching her lips. The head had seemed to fit perfectly inside her mouth. The taste of pre cum on her tongue, somehow, hadn't been disgusting at all. It had only turned her on more... But what had been even more intense was when Jack was guiding her with his strong, callused hand on the back of her head. And when Kelly was holding her arms behind her as if she was being restrained. Almost like Kelly was making Cassidy blow her husband, whether she liked it or not. The idea sent an erotic shiver down her spine and fed the heat gathering between her legs.
Kelly lay back on the bed, reaching down with frantic speed to pull her panties off. Jack helped, pulling them impatiently off his wife's legs and tossing them to the side. His big hands slid along her inner thighs and pushed them open further, exposing Kelly's vagina. It was glistening with arousal, slick and pink and needy.
"Fuck, honey." Jack groaned, staring at his wife's sex like a starving man eyeing a four-course banquet. He panned the phone in his hand slowly up and down Kelly's incredible body, and she blew a cheeky kiss. Cassidy was suddenly a lot more interested in getting her copy of the footage later.
Kelly chuckled at her husband's obvious infatuation. "Don't just look. Your wife needs some lovin'."
Jack laughed, quickly pulling his jacket off and unbuttoning the rest of his shirt. He stumbled a little on the bed as he got his pants off, leaving him in just his white button down. Cassidy couldn't help but let her eyes roam his body. Lean muscle, tan skin, and just enough body hair to give him a rugged, masculine look. She gulped and looked away before he noticed she was checking him out. With a little growl of lust, Jack took his cock in his hand and moved between Kelly's thighs, gently tapping his cockhead against her clit.
"Ohhhh!" Kelly arched her back, gasping at the sudden stimulation to her already sensitive nub. "Fuuuck Jack."
Her husband smiled and rubbed his tip along her length, letting her smooth, wet lips open slightly around him and close behind.
Cassidy watched her friends' sex being teased with wide eyes. The only sex she'd seen, besides the little bits of porn here and there, had been between her and Collin. She had obviously watched as her husband penetrated her and thrust inside her. But watching others have sex right in front of her? This was new. Erotic. Taboo. She was intruding on something that should have been only for the married couple, but they had invited her in to this intimate moment. And now...
"Cass..." Kelly was breathless. "Come here." She was beckoning, reaching out to her friend.
Cassidy came closer, and Kelly unexpectedly pulled her in, laying Cassidy's head flat against her stomach. Cassidy gave a light gasp of shock as the side of her face pressed against her friend's toned, sexy tummy. But she saw instantly why Kelly wanted her here... She now had an intimate, front-row view of where her best friend's thighs joined in the middle: her tight, wet, about-to-be-fucked pussy. Jack's cock was once again staring Cassidy right in the face, hovering right in front of Kelly's dripping slit. The tip glistened with his wife's juices and his own pre cum. "Watch..." Kelly groaned, clasping her friend to her.
Jack steadied himself between his wife's legs, pressing his cock gently against her familiar, warm opening. He managed to hold the camera steady as he positioned himself at his wife's entrance. His eyes darted from the pussy he was pressing against to Cassidy's eyes. They burned with open, naked lust now, watching eagerly as he prepared to enter his wife. He wasn't sure what was more erotic.
Deliberately slow, putting on the best show he could, Jack pushed inside Kelly, her lips swallowing and clinging around him eagerly, moist and tender.
"Fuck...fuuuuuck," Kelly groaned, her fingers tangling into Cassidy's hair from the intense pleasure. "Oh god, honey! Fuuuuck." She was panting and crying out loudly now, not caring if anyone in the other rooms heard.
Cassidy stared, the moist, insistent heat between her thighs burning as she absorbed this intimate moment between husband and wife from the closest vantage point possible. She watched her friends folds open and slide along the dark length of her husband's cock as it disappeared inside her body. Had sex always been this erotic? This intense? She could feel Kelly's stomach tightening against her cheek; could hear the rumbling and thrum inside her friend's body as her husband sank deeper.
Jack sunk his thick cock deep into his wife's incredible pussy. Still hot, wet and tight, even after all this time. And just like always, she stared up at him with smokey eyes, rolling her hips with every thrust and milking him internally like the sex goddess she was.
But things were a little different this time... this time, they had a spectator. Cassidy lay with her head on his wife's flat tummy, watching with wide, hungry eyes as his cock pumped slowly in and out of her best friend's dripping pussy, becoming shiny with her juices of arousal.
Jack watched with delight as Cassidy unconsciously licked her plump lips, her eyes hazy with lust, her cheeks permanently stained pink. Her innocent, but lustful expression did something to him... Made him want to take her. To possess her. Temporarily, of course... but for that one moment, he wanted her to be completely his. He wanted to turn her on. To be the center of her sexual world.
"Fuck me!" moaned Kelly beneath him as she writhed. Her expression mixed affectionate teasing with deep devotion. Her hand held Cassidy's head down to her stomach, lightly commanding her friend to watch closely. "Show my friend what you can do with that big dick!"
Jack grinned at her. He had always been a man who got off on words. Kelly had warned him to go easy on the dirty talk tonight, but "going easy" didn't mean zero, and she had just started it, inviting him to play. Right now, he wanted nothing more than to see his words fluster cute little Cassidy, and hear her soft voice answer him.
While maintaining his slow, sensual pace, Jack reached out and firmly cupped Cassidy's upturned ass, making her breath sharp and glace up at him, her blue eyes startled. "Don't look at me, Cass," said Jack in a deep voice, calm, but commanding. "Keep looking at her."
Cassidy did as she was told, her eyes flicking downward to stare at the married couple's deep, passionate penetration. "Do you see how I stretch her open? How I fill her up completely?"
"Y-yes," breathed Cassidy, her voice barely a whisper, but dripping with arousal. Her eyes were locked on and laser focused between Kelly's shapely thighs as Jack's slick cock pumped in and out.
"That's going to be you tonight. I'm going to spread open your sweet pussy the same way. Fill you completely. Do you want that, Cassidy?"
Cassidy's eyes flew open even wider and raised back to Jack's, her cheeks flushing scarlet. Apparently, the question had caused her a bit of a crisis. To admit out loud that this wasn't just a favor for a friend... that it was something she craved. That was apparently too much. "Jack... um Jack, I..." she stuttered.
Jack gripped her soft butt a little tighter, making Cassidy whimper and bite her lip. God, it felt like she was a scared rabbit and he was a wolf. She ran, and every fiber of his being told him to chase. "Save my name for later, sweetie," said Jack with a chuckle. "I want you to moan it for me... but right now I only want to hear an answer. Do you want my cock, Cassidy? Do you want to feel it inside you?" He was moving faster and deeper now, his wife's rolling hip movements beneath him jostling Cassidy's head against her belly.
"Baaabe," Kelly chided, her voice sweet and breathy from the intensity of her pleasure, "Play nice with our guest, ok? She isn't used to the kind of bedroom games that we..."
"Yes!" It came out as a surprising yelp from Cassidy's mouth. Her cheeks were crimson and eyes wide as she realized what she'd said. "I m-mean I'm... looking forward to it."
Jack felt his dominant lust blaze higher inside him. Well, well, look who responded eagerly to a little firm pressure... That was a pleasant, kinky surprise.
He was about to say something else when he noticed that Cassidy's eyes were again locked on his pistoning cock. Or... wait... was that really what Cassidy was focusing on? Her eyes weren't following his cock when it moved out of Kelly, instead it was focusing on his wife's smooth lips.
Oh, Cass, you naughty girl.
"Kelly has a pretty pussy, doesn't she, Cassidy?" Jack asked slyly.
"Wh-what? Yes, I guess she does," Cassidy's response was faintly, her eyes focused hastily on the pink lips taking Jack's cock.
"So wet and tight... such a pretty, delicate pink," Jack's undertone was deep, hypnotic.
"It's beautiful," confirmed Cassidy with a giggling smile, almost as if she were drunk on the sight of her friend getting fucked. Her eyes were smoldering.
Jack thrust deep one last time, then pulled his cock out completely, slick and shiny with his wife's feminine lubrication. He pushed his cock forward, right up toward Cassidy's lips.
"She tastes good too..." Jack grinned. "Want to try?"
Cassidy was frozen, lying on her friend's stomach and staring straight at the cock she'd been servicing just a few minutes before, now slick with Kelly's desire. Taste... Kelly's pussy? Cassidy felt like the idea should repel her. But it didn't. It made the lust inside her roar even hotter. Kelly lay panting from the slow, short fucking her husband had just given her. She wanted more. Needed more. "It's... It's okay, Cass, lick him. Taste my pussy on him." Kelly groaned at the perverse idea as the words passed her lips, brushing back Cassidy's hair and pushing Cassidy's head towards her husband's throbbing cock.
She didn't resist, though now she was trembling again. She moved closer, pressing her soft lips against the glistening cock head in front of her. Everyone gasped. Jack threw back his head with a deep groan. Cassidy purred softly as her lips touched and opened and tasted something completely new. Kelly sucked in a deep breath, watching her best friend sucking her husband clean of her juices.
They were all lost in the sensation and the sight for a moment before Jack pulled out of Cassidy's mouth and guided himself back into his wife. He entered her deep and steady, feeling her walls clench around him. Then he reached down and firmly seized Cassidy's head, bringing her even closer to the action as he thrust in and out of his wife's tight little cunt. Cassidy's heart felt like it would beat out of her chest, and the moist heat between her thighs was almost unbearably strong. Her nose was close enough to rub against Kelly's clit now. She could smell the arousal, the musk, sweat. It was intense. Pungent. It was pure, raw sex.
Jack pumped his hips for a minute, plunging deep into his wife's pussy, then pulled out again and fed his cock to Cassidy, who took it quietly and eagerly, licking and sucking away her best friend's juices. Jack grunted in primal satisfaction. He was in charge. Doing whatever he pleased. If he wanted his wife's best friend to swallow his wet cock, she'd do it. Then, if he wanted to fuck his wife's tight pussy, Cass would meekly watch, waiting her turn. Both gorgeous women belonged to him in this moment. There weren't any thoughts of cheating or taboo or traditional values in Jack's head right now. Just pure desire and joy and intoxicating dominance.
Back and forth, Jack fed his cock from one pair of lips to another. Cock slick and dripping with saliva and juices, the two kinds of stimulation mind blowing and otherworldly.
As Cassidy lay on her side, face pressed to her friend's waist, her thighs opened and her hand started rubbing against her silky white panties. They were soaked, plastered tightly to her newly bald pussy. Cassidy had never been a frequent masturbator, but right now it felt as natural as breathing. She groaned as she watched her best friend's beautiful pink pussy accepting Jack's fat cock. Over and over... so fucking deep. Jack grunted with pleasure and Kelly trembled with need, just as horny as their guest.
"That's it, Cass," said Jack with an encouraging grin, watching the proof of the shy little wife's arousal. Her fingers flexed and swirled over the surface of the pure white panties, pressing the soaked fabric tight to her horny little pussy. "I love to see you feeling good. Rub harder. Faster. Show me how much you love this."
Her fingers were moving faster, faster, watching as Jack sped up his thrusts. A whimpering moan burst from her throat. It was clear all three of them were getting close to an orgasm. But Jack didn't want to blow his first load too early. He'd slyly taken a Viagra for tonight so that he could keep up with two women. There'd be more fucking even if he came inside his wife now. But this first load, he wanted something special. Something that took advantage of the special occasion.
Finally, he dragged out of Kelly, who was panting from his efforts, her impressive chest heaving. He gave her clit another few soft taps with his cock, making her jump and gasp with sensitivity. A familiar bedroom ritual for them, and one he knew drove her wild. Then he turned to Cassidy.
Their eyes met. Cassidy read his raw lust, and a flush of arousal flooded through her. It was pure, raw arousal that had nothing to do with friends, or husbands, or social realities. It was the pure, simple desire between a man and a woman. Old as time and stronger than thought. Instinctively, Cassidy moved away from Kelly and lay back on the bed, her knees propped up and thighs opened slightly. Her corset was still on and her panties wedged slightly into her camel toe. Jack marveled approvingly. This was his opportunity to truly see Cassidy's body. He watched as her fingers moved over her panties, slow and needy, eyes fluttering and full of lust as she met his gaze.
Kelly lay next to her, panting, on the cusp of an orgasm but left on the edge on purpose.
It was in that moment, as Cassidy saw Jack on his knees in front of her, she realized, even as her legs were open and rubbing herself, that... she had seen no condoms in Kelly's bag.
"Uh..." She glanced at her friend. "Kel? Um... did you bring condoms?" She asked timidly. The idea was a little worrying... yet she still hadn't stopped moving her fingers along her panties-clad sex.
Kelly rolled to her side with dreamy eyes. "Condoms? Oh. No. Jack and I never use them. Haven't since I got my tubes tied after the twins. Don't worry, Jack's clean. Me too. We even got tested, just to be sure. And we know you and Collin are clean. It's fine." She reached out and brushed some sweaty hair away from Cassidy's innocent face.



"I... um..." Her eyes darted from Kelly to Jack, who had picked up his phone again and was recording Cassidy as she lay exposed.
"Are you not on birth control, sweetie? Are you and Collin trying already?" asked Kelly, the lust draining from her voice just a fraction. There was also a bit of curiosity, maybe even eagerness. Kelly had asked multiple times when she and Collin were going to start trying. This would be a very strange way to find out.
"N-no, that's not it," said Cassidy swiftly. Oh God, she was killing the mood now. And everything had been so... so magical up to this point.
"So what's the problem?" Kelly asked, tilting her head in confusion.
Cassidy couldn't figure out what to do. She'd already broken one rule. She'd kissed Jack. Not a big taboo, of course. But.. still, she already didn't have a perfect record tonight. And now... what would she do now? Jack wanted to fuck her raw. This was a much bigger deal. Collin had insisted that Jack wear a condom. Not necessarily because of a pregnancy risk; she had gotten the implant and was perfectly safe. But it was more about intimacy. Collin was the only one who had felt her inner depths. The heat and the moisture and skin. It was supposed to be for him. Not something that any other man should ever feel. But now... could they go down to the lobby? There was a little convenience store that sold some basic essentials. Surely they'd have condoms.
Or... should she just go with it? Calling a timeout would definitely kill the mood. What would be the harm, really? There were no risks. Only... rewards.
She bit her lip nervously, fingers still circling her hidden clit under the thin, silky material of her thong, and shivered with a spike of pleasure.
"N-nothing." Her eyes focused on Jack's cock, still slick with Kelly's juices and her saliva. "No problem. I want to keep going."
Jack looked down at Cassidy, the shy, sweet woman that he was about to fuck. She looked lovely and pure in the spotless white corset and lacy panties, but he no longer wanted her demure and concealed.
He wanted to see everything.
Jack's hand fell to his cock, stroking his length, spurring and maintaining his lust as his eyes drank in the blushing woman lying beneath him. His eyes focused on her heaving chest.
He gestured with a commanding upward jerk of his head, his voice deep and firm as he said, "I want to see your tits, Cass. Show me."
Cass's eyes looked down and away, embarrassed by Jack's crude term for her breasts, but her hands still flew upward to obey, pulling down her soft cloth corset and exposing her chest to the dim lights of the bedroom and Jack's hungry eyes.
Jack's hand closed tighter around his cock, pumping as he enjoyed the view. Once again, he couldn't help but compare her body with his wife's. Cassidy's breasts were nowhere near as big as Kelly's, but they were firm, perky little handfuls with stiff, deliciously pink nipples standing eagerly at attention.
"Touch them for me," said Jack, his eyes dark and smoldering with lust as he looked above her, slowly pumping his cock.
With a shuddering breath, Cassidy ran her hands up her body and over the swell of her perfect little tits. She let out a soft gasp of pleasure as her fingers lightly pulled and twisted her delicate nipples, enjoying Jack's admiring gaze almost as much as the sensation itself.
Her shy self-exploration was a feast for the eyes. But it wasn't enough for Jack. He was fully immersed in the role of spoiled birthday boy now, and ready to get anything he wanted. And he wanted more.
"Now the panties," commanded Jack. Beside him, Kelly rose and replaced his hand with her own, kissing him lovingly on the ear. In this moment of ultimate power fantasy, she didn't want her king to have to do anything for himself. Jack gave her an approving smile, then turned back to his obedient bedmate for the evening. "I want to see your pussy, Cass."
Cassidy's air of nervous arousal seemed to intensify.
A part of Cassidy, the part that was still timidly resistant about everything that was happening, wanted to ask them to lower the lights, maybe turn them off. Usually with Collin they had sex in the dark, maybe with the light of the moon outside or one nightstand light on low. However, she remembered the other night, when she'd let Collin leave the lights on and felt his eyes fully on her for the first time in a very long time. It was thrilling. Probably what people who went to nude beaches felt, walking out into the pure light fully exposed. She knew any request she made would be honored by her friends. As arousing as everything was, everyone was still fully in control and conscious of each other's feelings and needs.
And right now... Cassidy found she needed Jack to see her clearly. To see what Collin never had. She'd never shaved completely for him. Kelly had been the first to see it. Now Jack would see... and feel. And Cassidy wanted it fucking badly.
Her thumbs hooked through the waistband of her panties, and she slowly slid them down. Her smooth, freshly shaved pubic area revealed, but she kept her thighs pressed close together, denying Jack everything but the faintest glimpse of her tender lips for now.
Finally, she tossed the panties away and lay back, panting, her hands nervously clasped between her thighs, her face crimson with embarrassment.
Maybe Jack should have backed off. This was clearly a tremendous step for Cassidy. Maybe even Collin didn't get to have a close, detailed look at her pussy very often. But Jack couldn't help it. Seeing Cassidy teetering on the edge of giving him everything he wanted just made him want to make her submit. He could tell that she would enjoy it.
Jack reached down, cupping Cassidy's burning cheek in a strong, tender hand. His eyes locked with hers and saw the desire there. The thirst to obey him. It only took two more words.
"Show me."
Cassidy nodded, arousal overtaking the hesitation in her eyes. Jack withdrew, letting his wife resume her slow, teasing hand job.
With one last steadying breath, Cassidy withdrew her hands, revealing her forbidden fruit to Jack.
It was better than he imagined. Not only was it a beautiful little puffy innie pussy, it also revealed just how deeply this entire experience had been affecting the innocent little wife.
Cassidy's pussy was flushed and swollen with desire, leaking thick trails of shiny lubrication down her thighs now that the panties were no longer there to soak up her juices. Cassidy's mind might want to resist the temptation of the new erotic frontiers being explored this evening, but her body was much more honest.
Cassidy wasn't just playing along as a favor to her friend. She was a woman in heat. Desperate for Jack's cock on a physical level, even if she was trying to stay in control.
"Oh honey," said Kelly, with just a slight twist of teasing in her voice, "what a sloppy little kitty you have there! Is that all for my husband, you naughty girl?" She had picked up the phone and resumed filming duties as Cassidy covered her eyes bashfully, but with an irrepressible smile quirking at the corners of her lips.
"Spread yourself open for me," said Jack firmly. "I want to get a good look at just how wet you are for my cock."
Cassidy groaned in embarrassment, but one hand tentatively slipped down over her smooth, shaved mound, resting on her tender lips... And pulled them apart, revealing the slick pink flesh within. Hot, wet and ready for her best friend's husband.
Jack turned and pulled his wife into a kiss, thanking her once again for this incredible gift. He pulled away, staring into her wicked brown eyes and whispered, "You see how ready she is, angel? I can't make her wait any longer. Make sure you get a good angle for this shot. Collin's gonna want to see it." Kelly giggled and gave his cock one last fond squeeze. "Go get her, tiger."
Jack turned with lust in his eyes, smoothly moving between Cassidy's lovely thighs. She trembled with anticipation beneath him, staring up with her wide, beautiful blue eyes.
She was like a fragile flower, her legs opening, revealing the more tightly pressed inner petals. Soft like silk. Tender. Delicate. Cassidy was trembling just from Jack's eyes looking over her with appreciation. His hands moved down along her thighs, down to her hips and took gentle hold. "Are you okay, Cass? Is this okay?" It was clear Jack wanted this, needed it, deserved it. But he wasn't going to push Cassidy. He wanted her consent. Clear and true. It wasn't going to be enjoyable for anyone if she didn't want it.
Panting, nervous, Cassidy moved her hands from her open vagina to Jack's hands. "Y...yes..." It came out as a scared hiccup.
Jack smiled. "I'll go slow okay? And stop means stop. I promise."
Cassidy nodded, looking from him to Kelly, who was also nodding in assurance.
He moved closer between her thighs and let his cock rest against her pussy. Just the soft contact of his shaft against her mound made them both gasp like an electric jolt had been sent through their bones.
"Fuck...you're soft Cassidy. Collin is a really lucky man," Jack muttered, still holding her hips and letting his shaft glide slowly along her slit, a soft pussy job, letting her juices coat him, making sure she was slick enough for entrance.
Cassidy couldn't speak. Her eyes were downcast, fixed on her best friend's husband's penis moving along her folds, pointing along her stomach, leaving shiny trails of fluids and pre cum. It was so fucking hot. HE was so fucking hot. She felt her pussy fluttering and clenching, desperate for the cock that was teasing it to slide home into its welcoming depths. The arousal she was feeling was wild, explosive, volcanically hot. Utterly different from the warm, fuzzy, comfortable desire she felt with her husband.
The moment stretched long and tense before Jack moved back, letting his cock slide down along her slit to the small opening of her vagina. His throbbing, swollen tip pressed and nestled into her slick, needy valley. Cassidy was breathing fast and hard, her eyes glued to the erotic sight of their bodies intimately touching.
"Okay..." Jack whispered and pushed gently.
"F...fuck...fuck!" Cassidy groaned and tears came to her eyes. Jack's cock pressed against her tight ring and spread her open, sliding along his tip, over it, around it. Swallowing the head. "Oh god!" She was whimpering and sucking in breaths. Emotionally and physically shaken. Feeling her pussy snug around Jack's cock, skin to skin, was electrifying. Mind-melting. A powerful, heated intimacy that threatened to consume her. Maybe she should have gotten a condom after all.
"Oh fuuuuuuck." Jack groaned, feeling the warm tightness of another man's wife. Another woman. Her skin was on fire, breaking out in a chill of goosebumps and eager, aroused sweat.
Kelly stared in awe, seeing her husband's cock head vanish inside the tight, bald little mound of her friend. "Oh, holy fuck, that's beautiful." She whispered, the camera catching the words clearly.
They all groaned in different levels of pleasure. Cassidy feeling the stretch from Jack's thickness, much thicker than Collin. Jack feeling the tight clutching muscles of Cassidy's pussy, burning velvet and slick silk. Kelly watching her husband and friend experiencing new pleasure and thankful for being able to participate in this amazing sight.
Jack reached out to Kelly, suddenly needing his wife close. To assure himself and her that he wasn't forgetting her. That she was still his, and he was still hers, even in this moment of ecstasy with someone else. He kissed her hard and deep. "Fuck... fuck Kel, it's...she's tight. Oh, my god... fuck, she's tight."
Kelly caressed her husband's cheek with a sly smile, nodding. "Feels good? Want more? It's just your head. There's so much more to give her." She whispered and turned his face to look down at Cassidy. "See how much she needs it?"
Her corset was pushed down to prop up her tits. Her thighs wide and Jack's thick cock resting inside her. She was moaning with her eyes squeezed shut and her fists clenched tight around sweaty bed sheets on either side of her, her stomach clenching. "Ohhhhh my god!" she whimpered, more brief hiccups. "Oh, fuck....."
"Are you okay, hon?" Kelly moved from her husband to Cassidy, laying next to her and cupping her friend's cheek.
"It's...it's big..." She turned to face Kelly, tears in her eyes and dripping down her cheek. "Kelly... I... oh my god he's thick. I... I don't know..." Her words were uncertain, but Kelly could hear the desire dripping from them. Cassidy wanted this badly... she just needed a little support.
Kelly moved in and gently kissed Cassidy. Firm, loving, tender. "You can do it." She whispered. "Try to relax. I remember my first time with him. On our honeymoon. I cried too." Kelly cradled Cassidy's head in her arms and looked down her body to where her husband lingered inside. Her fingers moved downward, rubbing soothingly around Cassidy's upper thighs, her mons, her lips. "But only at first, honey. Later... I moaned. You will too, Cass. Trust me."
"Oh...okay..." she breathed deep, grabbing hold of Kelly's hand. "Okay..." she said again.
Jack took it as a signal to continue. He pressed further. Another inch sinking in. Her smooth mound stretched around his shaft, taking him in with resistance but eagerness. Even if Cassidy didn't think she could take it, her body wanted to badly, and was figuring out how to accommodate Jack's thickness. He kept one hand on her thigh while he held the phone in his other, Kelly having handed it to him when she went to cuddle Cassidy.
She arched back, breasts pushed up and nipples hard as diamonds. "OHHHHHH FFFFFFFUUCK!" She gasped.
"That's a good girl," Jack encouraged and pushed deeper, clenching his teeth hard to try to keep himself in control. He wanted to thrust to the hilt. To make her take every inch. Claim her. But he knew he needed to go slow. If he pushed too fast or too hard, he might scare Cassidy and make her want to stop. And right now, that was the last thing he wanted.
He watched himself slowly vanish inside the fragile flower that was Collin's wife. Amazing. Collin really was a lucky man to have this beautiful woman. Not just because she was beautiful and sexy, Cassidy really was a wonderful person. Jack was so happy that Kelly had a friend like her. He never wanted to put that in jeopardy. Hopefully, this night would just bring them all closer together and not be some sort of roadblock or derailment.
Kelly watched, holding Cassidy tenderly as her husband moved in slow increments into Cassidy's tunnel. Deeper. Deeper. He was sweating. Cassidy was shaking. Kelly was dripping between her legs.
It seemed to take forever, but finally Jack pressed completely inside Cassidy and they both exclaimed in utter delight. His balls pressed against her amazingly soft ass. Her internal muscles were squeezing Jack in ways he never knew were possible. Cassidy's soft labia pressed and puffed around him as he pushed deep.
Cassidy was sobbing. Tears of pleasure and overwhelming emotion. "Fuck...fuckfuckfuckfuck!" In this terrifying, earth-shattering moment, she felt completely connected and in sync with Jack, her warm pussy tightly wrapped around his hard cock, binding them together.
Kelly had never heard her friend so foul-mouthed. She loved it. She leaned down and kissed her hard, feeling the moans in her friend's mouth and teeth and tongue as they began to make out while Jack kept himself inside Cassidy, adjusting.
"God...fuck this is so good girls. Oh, my fucking god, thank you so much for this present." He ran his hands along Cassidy's thighs, up her hips and sides to her tits and firmly squeezed them, making her groan even deeper. "Are you ready?" He panted. "I'm gonna fuck you."
The kiss between the girls broke. "Yes." Cassidy hissed, eyes fluttering and looking down at Jack, lost in lust. "Please... please..."
He nodded, seeing the depth and power of her desire, and started pulling out to about halfway and then thrust back in. Not fast, but firm. Cassidy jumped, breathed in sharply, and moaned, "Yes!"
Her words egged Jack on and he started thrusting rhythmically. In and out. In and out. Not too fast, but hard enough to make her tits bounce, and her ass shake when his balls smacked against it. His teeth clenched. He kept his eyes on hers. Intimacy and raw animalistic desire crackled between them while his cock began to piston into her.
"Yes. Yes. Oh fuck. God, yes. Like that. More!" The words mixed and mingled from all three of them. They lost track of who was saying what. But it no longer mattered: all three of them were lost in the powerful erotic moment, living it together.
Wet slaps of skin on skin. Soft moans and grunts and gasps of pleasure. The sound of Cassidy's tight pussy sucking at Jack's thick member. Jack was intent on making Cassidy feel as good as she'd ever felt. It wasn't about competition with Collin. He just wanted Cassidy to feel good. Their sexual compatibility was obvious and powerful. He wanted to push it to its limit, to see what new sexual heights they could reach together.
Leaning in, he kissed Cassidy hard on the mouth. Tongues tangling as his hips pressed against hers over and over. Her breasts pressed to his chest. Kelly came close, grabbing her husband's hair and turning him to kiss her while they were just an inch away from Cassidy's face. He alternated from kissing his wife to kissing Cassidy. Spit and saliva mixing and dripping. They were a mess of kissing, sweat, pressing flesh, burning muscles, aching joints as they pushed themselves in their lust.
"Fuck me...fuck me." Cassidy moaned into Jack's mouth and Kelly's as they were all three tangling into a three way kiss.
"Yeah... Oh fuck Cassidy, you're so tight. Fucking tight. God fuuuuuck!" Jack moaned and bit her lip, or maybe it was Kelly's lip. Their faces were so close together it was hard to tell sometimes who was kissing who. "Say my name," he commanded, his voice low and firm. "Tell me who is making you feel this way, Cassidy"
Cassidy's sobs grew louder. God, Jack was doing it, just like he promised he would. Stretching and filling her completely. Pushing deep into her hot, wet interior, that should be Collin's territory alone. And she was letting him. "J-Jack! It's you Jack! You feel sooo good! I'mmmm....I'm gonna...oh god Jack, I'm cumming! Kelly, I'm cumming on Jack's cock, aaahhhh!" She was crying and shaking and jolting under him.
"I'm...oh fuck god you're squeezing...shit! Cass...I can't...hold back." He was pounding, gasping and unable to stop himself. He was a machine. An animal. Tonight was all about giving into his instincts, and his deepest drives wanted only one thing right now.
Kelly moved back, hand between her legs, rubbing her dripping cunt, watching her best friend and husband fuck. Really fuck. Camera in hand filming the amazing scene before her. She watched Jack's cock thrust deep over and over. Cassidy's pussy accepting him. Taking him like she was made for it.
Cassidy's fingers held tight to Jack's broad back. Her thighs trembled. Jack's breathing was hard and rough. His pace suddenly increased. A burst of frantic motion. One last powerful thrust forward. "OH GOOOODDDDDD!" They both cried out at the same time.
Kelly's eyes widened as she realized and moved quickly behind them to zoom into the sight of Jack's cock, balls deep in Cassidy's bald little cunt. His balls were contracting, the little exposed portion of his shaft pulsing...
Cassidy's eyes, watery and red from crying, flew open as her orgasm overtook her and crashed into her like a hurricane. Jack was spasming inside her. His eyes were on fire, jaw clenching and lean muscles tensing. She felt it; his cock shooting thick ropes of cum inside her. Burning, sticky cum that wasn't her husband's, but another man's. But she couldn't protest. She couldn't tell him to stop. And she didn't want to.



Jack sprayed thick spurts of his cum deep into Cassidy, coating her walls, splashing her cervix. He stared into her eyes, seeing her realization along with his. He hadn't meant to cum inside her. That hadn't been the plan. But... fuck, how could he not? He couldn't feel guilty, not for something that felt this right.
He pressed harder and deeper as he kept spurting thick cream into Cassidy's tight little tunnel. It began leaking, dripping down her ass, over her little pink anus, and along Jack's balls, coating them in a glaze of slick white.
"Oh, my god," Cassidy whispered, eyes wide and hungry and surprised. "Oh fuck, it's so hot." Her words were husky and strained from all the crying and shouting.
Jack couldn't speak. All he could do was keep still as his cock slowly began to stop. A last little jolt and trickle of cum oozed out, emptying his balls into another man's wife.
They were breathing deep, fast, hard. Trying to keep themselves from passing out. Jack stayed over Cassidy, still buried deep between her legs as his cum leaked out in a thick sticky mess between them.
Kelly lay next to them, silently watching and filming. Amazed. Her husband had just cum inside her best friend. Of all the intimate things they'd done and were doing, this was the most intimate. Jack was a part of Cassidy now. That cum was soaking into her walls. Into her body. Just like the powerful erotic evening was soaking into her mind, just as permanent.
A minute passed. Then two. Everyone was catching their breath; calming down from the high intensity moment they'd just experienced. Finally, Jack moved, delicately pulling his cock out of Cassidy with a slick pop, and moved to sit back against the headboard, still panting. His penis was a mess of juices and cum, glazed as if he'd poured frosting all over it.
Cassidy stayed lying on her back, legs wide. Her skin was pink from Jack's hairy chest rubbing against her, her pussy puffy and red from the pounding it had taken. Thick, white cum dripped from her slightly gaping hole. Her ass and thighs felt sticky.
It was quiet, with only the soft sounds of deep breathing filling the luxurious hotel room. A moment of peace after a brutal, wild storm.
Kelly crawled over to Jack and gave him a slow, deep kiss, then moved down to his semi soft cock and began to lick, kiss, taste. He moaned in a mix of overstimulated discomfort and pleasure. A minute later he looked down to see Cassidy had joined Kelly, slowly licking along his shaft, collecting thick globs of cum on their tongues. When they reached the tip, their lips pressed together and opened just enough to let Jack watch as they kissed, his cum moving from one mouth to another.
Their lips moved away, strands of glistening white dripped from their mouths before they moved back into another kiss. Kelly tilted Cassidy's chin upward, then rose to hover over her. With a wink to her watching husband, she opened her mouth, letting Jack's cum and their mixed saliva drip out and into Cassidy's open, waiting lips. Cassidy eagerly caught every gooey drop, then closed her mouth and changed positions. Kelly was now below and Cassidy above, letting the cum pour out slowly into her friend's mouth. Cassidy couldn't believe that she was doing something so filthy... but it felt good. Fun and sexy. It came naturally in this warm, pleasant, post-orgasm moment. They passed it back and forth a couple times before both swallowing what they had in their mouths, then moved back to worship Jack's cock.
They licked and kissed around him wordlessly, making him hard again, slowly but surely. Their tongues and lips cleaned him of the mess he'd made with Cassidy. And each time their mouths were full, they would pass it back and forth, in slow, sensual kisses, their dripping mouths open wide with need.
Soon Jack's cock was clean and throbbing again, but he was still out of breath.
Kelly seemed to notice and gave him a sensual grin as she took Cassidy's hand and moved her across the bed to lay her down. "Here hon. Birthday boy is all clean. Now it's your turn." She gave her friend a kiss, then moved lower, kissing again on Cassidy's chest, then on the surface of her corset... and then she moved between Cassidy's legs. Kelly let her lips brush against Cassidy's sex, tasting the mixture of fluids.
"Wait!" Cassidy gasped, reaching down and grabbing hold of Kelly's hand. "I... wait...um... I don't think... I'm not sure I can handle..." She was stammering, still trying to catch up with herself and regain a semblance of calm. She vividly remembered how much Collin loved to kiss her over her panties... how overwhelming the feeling of Kelly's lips gently pressed to her sex had been earlier that afternoon. She wasn't ready for anything more than that. She wasn't sure she could handle it.
The overwhelmed look on Cassidy's face was all Kelly needed, even if her friend couldn't put her nerves into words. "Okay, honey." She smiled and moved her mouth away. "Just relax." Her thumb found Cassidy's glazed clit and started a soft circular motion.
The touch made Cassidy groan in pleasure and lay back again, arms over her head as she just basked in the lovely sensation of Kelly's slow, steady motion.
Jack watched his wife gently rub her friend, trying to help her relax after the fucking and intimate snowball job she'd just experienced. He stroked himself, enjoying the view before Kelly turned to him. "I'm gonna get a washcloth and clean her up a little, Okay? Hands off for now. Let her relax for a minute. Think you can do that, stud?" She giggled and moved over to give him a soft kiss on the lips. The taste of her and Cassidy mixed with his own cum was strange on her lips. He thought he liked the flavor, but he couldn't be sure with so many chemicals running through his bloodstream.
Cassidy lay quietly with her thighs still open, exposed to Jack's gaze. Her mound was finally sealed again, glowing a soft pink with thick semen dripping from the slit. Jack was horny for her again, but he restrained himself, simply stroking himself slowly while openly admiring her beautiful, freshly-fucked pussy. A minute later Kelly came back with a warm wet rag, crawled into bed next to Cassidy, and first patted it along her friend's sweaty, flushed forehead and cheeks, eliciting a soft sigh of relief.
Then, returning between her friend's legs, Kelly moved the palm of her hand slowly across the sensitive skin of her pussy, and gently pushed two fingers into Cassidy's opening. Cassidy moaned again, moving her hips upward against the intruding fingers, not sure what Kelly was doing, but eager to participate. The fingers emerged covered with thick cum, scooping out an amount so large that even Kelly was surprised. She gave her husband a curious grin. "Wow, darling. Looks like someone really, really wanted to leave his mark on our lovely guest!" The grin turned sultry as Kelly brought the fingers up to her mouth and licked them clean, holding Jack's gaze until every sticky drop was gone.
Her lewd little display over, Kelly turned back to Cassidy and began using the warm wash rag to clean her pussy. Slow, delicate motions wiped away the sweat and oozing cum and juices. It also served as a soothing massage for the puffy, hard-ridden mound. Cassidy felt herself calming down, relaxing. Her muscles visibly untangled as her tension dissolved beneath her friend's caring hand.
"That was amazing, Cass." Kelly whispered. "The single sexiest thing I've ever seen in my life."
Cassidy's eyes fluttered open and she smiled, looking drunk from the pleasure and relaxation. "I... can't believe we did that."
Kelly nodded as she finished cleaning Cassidy off and tossed the washcloth to the floor. "And we're just getting started."
With a wink, Kelly moved to straddle Cassidy and lay down on top of her, bringing her face close to her friend's and kissing her deeply.
Cassidy kept her hands over her head, and Kelly ran her finger ticklishly along her arms and up to her hands to tangle their fingers together as they kissed.
Jack watched, seeing Kelly and Cassidy's vagina's stacked on top of each other, Kelly's above and Cassidy's beneath. Unique and different, but both beautiful, smooth, and glistening with need. He stayed seated for just a minute, letting the girls kiss and press against each other before he was ready for round two.
The next few hours were a whirlwind of sex.
First, Jack moved in behind the girls, sliding into Kelly, holding her ass tight and beginning a quicker, deeper rhythm than their first round. She was wet and relaxed and loose, accepting his cock easily. He alternated between Kelly and Cassidy. Fucking his wife for a minute before pulling out and aiming at Cassidy's slit, sliding in and fucking her while he gave his wife some firm spanks.
Back and forth. Feeling the difference in textures and tightness and warmth of each woman on his cock as they continued to kiss and hold on to each other. The feeling was incredible. Two pussies all for him, right on top of each other.
The sight of his wife's pussy made his mouth water, and though he was enjoying fucking the girls he had to taste her. Pushing her onto her back, leaving Cassidy laying exposed and heaving deep breaths, he brought his mouth between Kelly's legs and immediately pressed his mouth and tongue against her.
She was already sensitive and the sudden assault of her husband's tongue and lips made Kelly buck, arching her back and hands going to her breasts to squeeze them. "Fuck! Jack! Oh god! Fuuuuuuck!" She was shouting and moaning with every lapping lick and nip and kiss.
Cassidy watched breathless, her whole body flush with endorphins and on the edge of another orgasm as she watched her friend getting her pussy eaten. She'd never had that done, not by Collin, and she'd already stopped Kelly from doing it, but now... seeing Jack eagerly devouring Kelly's sex, making her writhe in pleasure and excitement, it had her curious. What would it feel like to have a tongue inside her? Jack's tongue. Kelly's. It sent shivers through her that all coalesced between her legs.
Kelly looked over at Cassidy with a strained, pleasured smile. "Don't just sit there." With sudden skill and surprise, Kelly wrapped her legs around Jack's head, and flipped them over so she was sitting atop her husband's face and he was on his back, cock pulsing and twitching straight up in the air. "We need to make sure the birthday boy feel good." She wiggled her hips as Jack grabbed hold of her ass, pulling her harder against his face.
Moving as if in a trance, Cassidy straddled Jack's lap. Flat footed on either side of his lap, Cassidy took hold of his cock and guided him into her pussy. It didn't give her pause that he was bare anymore. There wasn't any reason to be nervous now. He'd already fucked and cum inside her. There was no going back. It was time to just give in and enjoy.
Jack lay back, mouth pressed against Kelly's pussy, groaning as Cassidy began bouncing on him. Up and down, hands in her hair, moaning deeply and letting her ass slap against his thighs.
"That's it baby. Oh fuck yes like that." He grunted between licks.
Kelly looked back over her shoulder, watching Cassidy ride eagerly, sweaty and flushed. "Fuck my husband." She said huskily. "Fuck him Cassidy. Squeeze your beautiful little cunt on him. Come on, show him how fucking good you are." Kelly encouraged grinding her pussy to Jack's mouth..
Cassidy was blown away by it all. The feelings. The sounds. The smells. The words. Some were a bit... intense. She wasn't used to dirty talk, but it also just seemed natural. Like everything else, it was part of the experience.
"Fuuuuuuck!" She whimpered as she thrust herself down over and over onto him, feeling him tapping her cervix again and again.
Then Cassidy was on her side, one leg straight up in the air with Jack behind her, pistoning fast and hard into her pussy, making her scream. "Fuck, Jack fuuuuuuuuck!" Her pussy was wet and dripping and splashing from his furious fucking.
Kelly switched places with her when she'd cum. Laying next to the couple, Cassidy watched Jack and Kelly kiss hard and dirty as he fucked her from behind, her leg held up to expose the view to Cassidy.
Fast forward and they were both on their knees, their lingerie a thing of the past now, tossed somewhere in the room. Jack was behind Kelly thrusting fast, his thighs slapping so hard on her ass cheeks it was making them red. Eventually he moved to Cassidy, giving her ass a hard slap and then plunging his cock into her opening, moving deep and steady. "That's it... take me, Cass. Take my cock deep. Fuck, you're still so tight even now!"
Later, Cassidy sucked Jack's cock once again. Kelly knelt behind her husband, opening his cheeks and slurping busily, so they were working him from both sides. It was so filthy and wrong that it almost made Cassidy giggle... But she concentrated on her task, sliding her tongue all over the hot flesh of Jack's thick cock. Kelly and Jack never asked her to try out what Kelly flippantly referred to as "rimming". They clearly knew that it would be way further than Cassidy was comfortable with. But it turned Cassidy on to see how far Kelly was willing to go to please her husband.
The night moved slowly. Minutes and hours passed, but none of them noticed. They were a tangle of limbs and flesh and sweat. Jack's cock was deep in Cassidy, then in Kelly. They were on top of him, then underneath. The girls kissed and touched to keep each other warm and ready whenever Jack needed a short breather, and then they were back to being his. Cassidy rode reverse cowgirl, Jack holding her hips and thrusting nonstop, fast and hard into her, making her scream. Kelly stood over her, holding her hair back and caressing her cheek, looking into her eyes, wanting to see how intensely Cassidy's passion as her husband used her.
"It's...it's good...so good, Kel," She moaned, voice quivering and wavering from the thrusts and bouncing like she was driving along a bumpy road.
"You're so fucking beautiful," Kelly answered and kissed her friend hard.
It was near midnight, the room smelling of stale sweat and sex. Jack was standing on the bed, the girls kneeling before him completely nude, glistening with all the fluids of the night. His cock was dripping spit, thick strings and bubbling streams as the girls eagerly licked and kissed and spit all over his massive pole. Little mutters from them, 'fuck' 'shit' 'so big' 'like that' 'god yes' 'so good' echoed along with their heavy breaths.
Jack held his hands on his hips and lower back. It was slightly sore from all the thrusting and various positions of the night. He wasn't a young man anymore, and, though he stayed in shape, he hadn't been training for anything as strenuous as fucking two beautiful and insatiable women.
"Cum." Kelly begged, the flat of her tongue swiping up over the underside of his shaft.
"Please Jack. Please. We need it," Cassidy echoed, sucking his balls, popping one out and then sucking the other and going back and forth.
"Ohhhh fuck girls, yes. Yeah. I'm gonna...I..." He felt it, the rising tension and need to release. His thighs were shaking and he knew there was no holding back.
Cassidy felt the tightening in his balls. She moved back and pulled Kelly gently by her hair to bring them cheek to cheek in front of Jack. He didn't even have to touch himself. His cock pulsed as he looked down at the two sweaty, eager, sticky, gorgeous women in front of him and he exploded. It was almost painful how intense the orgasm was as he spurted out rope after rope of thick white cum all over Cassidy and Kelly's faces. It hit along their cheeks, forehead, lips, noses. Streams fell onto their bare breasts, dripped down between the valleys and along the pink nipples like little dew drops.
Jack moaned, loud and triumphant, reveling in his victorious masculinity "FFUCCCCKING SHIIIIIT GODDDD YESSS!"
The girls groaned as his hot spurts splattered and burned against their skin. The tension in the room blossomed to a full-on cathartic explosion. The girls rubbed their swollen, well-used pussies as they were coated in Jack's seed. When he finally finished, his cock softening, growing limp, he stumbled back and sat down hard on the bed. Kelly and Cassidy turned to each other and kissed. They slurped and licked up all of the dripping cum staining their lips and faces, not wasting a drop. Their hands moved from stimulating themselves to stimulating each other. They worked fast and needy, giving no quarter as they each plunged fingers and rubbed clits, until they were cumming together on each other's hands as they licked and swallowed Jack's cum off their salty, sweaty skin.
Finally spent. Kelly and Cassidy leaned against each other gasping, like they'd just been underwater and had come up for breath, on the verge of drowning. They collapsed slowly onto the mess they'd made of the bed and lay with each other, hands still between each other's legs. Things grew quiet. The heat in the room cooled. It was only minutes before all three fell asleep, tangled together in a complete and utter sexual mess.
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[Love you, honey! I'll see you after work!]
Charlotte sent the text, then got back to work, her brain buzzing and her her pussy tingling with uncomfortable, humiliated lust. It was so easy to be the perfect girlfriend to Steven over text. All she had to do was say the right words.
In reality things were a lot messier. She hadn't been a good girlfriend at all recently. She had just released a filthy video where Grace, her cruel mistress, had dominantly fucked her while bathing her in the cum of her perverted subscribers.
Not exactly girlfriend-of-the-year behavior.
Worse than that, Charlotte was now fucking trapped. She still wasn't sure how Grace had found and stolen the money she had been stockpiling, but the how of it didn't currently matter. What mattered was the fact that Grace had ruthlessly crushed Charlotte's only escape plan.
No money meant the lawyer she had been dreaming of was out of Charlotte's reach. She could maybe go to the cops... but she had no illusions that they would be able to stop Grace before she released her blackmail materials and ruined Charlotte's life. Even worse, to her dismay, Charlotte found that Grace had changed the withdrawal details on the Simpspace account, and was withdrawing the money to her personal account as soon as it came in. There was no opportunity to build up another stash of money.
Charlotte did her best to concentrate on bartending, but it was difficult. Grace's cruel control has been twisting her sexuality, making her more submissive and making her more and more aroused by humiliation. Today, Grace had forced her to wear a tiny cutoff shirt and miniscule jean shorts, and the eyes of the patrons were only increasing the juicy heaty growing between her thighs.
Grace had Charlotte right where she wanted her. All she could do was wait for the next shoe to drop, hopeless, helpless, and horny.
...
Tim, Clive, and Harry watched Charlotte hungrily from across the bar. They had been talking all evening about how fucking incredible her latest video had been.
Getting to see her not just naked, but moaning and whimpering beneath another woman, dripping in semen. It had been intoxicating. And the best part about it was who she was. Steven's girlfriend was a huge fucking slut, and that was just too good to believe.
Steven was their boss, or their manager at least, at the restaurant where the three waiters worked. They were friends with him... technically. They hung out sometimes, and joked with him. But like any working stiffs, they had a healthy amount of disdain for their boss when he wasn't around. Steven was sometimes a boring, self-important stick in the mud who could be annoyingly strict as a supervisor.
Which made the fact that his hot girlfriend was cucking him with a woman that much more hilarious... and hot.
"I've been thinking, boys," said Tim with a smile, watching the way Charlotte's braless tits softly swayed and jiggled beneath her tight shirt. "I have a good idea for another request for our favorite Simpspace star."
"Yeah?" Said Clive eagerly, his eyes also fixed on Charlotte with a leering shine of lust. "What are you thinking?"
"Well, it really is a shame that she is treating her poor, sweet boyfriend so badly," said Tim with a nasty smile. "I think she needs to reflect on that a little bit. Let's help her really focus on this double life she's living."
"Tell me more," said Harry with a dark chuckle.
...
Two days later
"This is going to be great!" said Steven cheerfully, squeezing Charlotte's hand in his. "It feels like it's been forever since we went out just you and me!"
Charlotte gave him a weak smile back as they strolled in the warm summer sunshine. In his other hand, Steven carried a picnic basket stocked with some light snacks and wine. The plan was to have a simple, fun day in the park. A date that was focused on their relationship rather than the venue. Or that's what it looked like on the surface at least. Charlotte's body buzzed with uncomfortable heat. The request that Grace had forwarded to her this time squarely took aim at her horny discomfort over betraying Steven... and pushed it to it's limit.
Today would actually be easy. All she had to do was have a pleasant date with her boyfriend and take some selfies. The really terrifying, panty-soaking part would happen tonight. She had asked off from work, although Steven didn't know that she wouldn't be headed to the bar when she left.
In a manner of speaking, she would be headed to work later that even. Just for her Simpspace rather than her bartending job.
...
Later that evening
The park looked different in the cool light of the moon. More mysterious. More dangerous.
Or maybe that sense of vulnerability just came from Charlotte's clothes... or lack thereof. All that she wore right now was a medical face mask and a long jacket with nothing underneath. Grace had even forced her to take off her shoes on the way out of the car... probably to nurture the terrying feeling of vulnerability that now pulsed through Charlotte's veins.
Grace walked beside her, wearing skin-tight black leggings and a T-shirt so ripped and torn it was easy to see her slutty bra peeking through. As usual, she seemed regal, amused, and utterly in control.
Charlotte hadn't confronted her mistress about the money that was stolen, or Grace's complete victory. What could she even say? "You win"? "Please have mercy"? The fact that Charlotte had lost so completely was humiliating enough without Grace rubbing her nose in it.
But all of that was just excuses. The real reason Charlotte didn't confront Grace was because talking back to her no longer felt natural. As much as she hated to admit it, a sort of lustful, shameful submission had become her default with Grace. She just couldn't force herself to rebel anymore...
Grace noticed Charlotte's furtive stare and flashed her a smug grin. "Ready to revisit some of those sweet memories between you and your man earlier today?" she asked with a cruel chuckle.
Charlotte blushed and looked away, feeling another rush of shameful arousal and fear as she said. 'I-it's not safe, mistress! It looks so... open. What if someone sees me?"
"You mean besides the hundreds of subscribers who see that slutty little body all the time?" asked Grace with a roll of her eyes. "You're wearing a mask, idiot. I'm the one who might ruin her reputation by being seen with you. Now stop stalling." She grabbed Charlotte's hand, pulling her reluctantly forward. Her slim hand gripping Charlotte's felt so different than Steven's loving touch earlier in the day. But as much as she wanted to, Charlotte no longer hated Grace's touch.
They paused in front of a park bench and Grace gestured her captive slut forward. "It was here, right? Your first selfie of the day? I liked that one! So domestic and cute. But it didn't really show who you are on the inside, now did it? I think we can do better..."
...
Earlier that day...
Charlotte snuggled up to her boyfriend on the bench, pulling out her phone. A writhing feeling of guilt was growing steadily in her belly.
Steven smiled warmly as she set up the selfie and took the shot, angled down to get both of them in the picture, his smile was warm and genuine, hers honestly looked a little forced. But if he noticed her discomfort, he didn't say anything, just looking down at the selfie and commenting, "Cute as always, babe!"
It did look cute, despite Charlotte's forced smile. They looked like a young, happy couple in love, the slanting golden rays of summer sunlight illuminating their features and matching outfits.
Charlotte just wished she was taking this selfie for purely loving reasons.
...
Later that night
"Did you hear me, slut?" asked Grace sharply. "Off with the coat. We need to get your glamour shots taken ASAP. On that bench. Now."
Charlotte glanced nervously around the dark, silent park. Everything was silent and still, but that didn't mean that someone couldn't appear from behind a bend in the path seconds from now and see everything. She couldn't stall forever, Grace was staring at her with stark impatience. She took a deep breath and unbottoned the coat, shrugging it off and letting it slump into a crumpled pile at her ankles.
Her pale skin practically glowed in the lamplight, stained with dark marker where Grace had written on her skin.
"Cheating Slut" in block letters across her chest.
"Cum Whore" on her forehead.
"Sperm goes here" pointed down at her pussy.
"Not for," written on one thigh. "My boyfriend" on the other, with arrows pointing up toward the center.
"Looking good, Cherry," said Grace smugly, running her eyes up and down her helpless slave's naked, shivering body. Shivering not just with the cool night air, but with the submissive lust that seemed to be her constant prison these days. Grace's cool blue eyes locked to Charlotte's stiff pierced nipples and already leaking pussy. She smiled and pointed to the bench with one slim, commanding finger.
"Sit."
Cringing and looking around nervously at the silent, deserted park, Charlotte obeyed, sinking nervously back onto the bench and taking the phone Grace offered in shaking hands.
She raised the phone in selfie mode, her breaths already hot and heavy against her mask, the metal of the bench burning cold against her naked skin. Grace examined the photo critically, comparing it to the happy, sunny selfie Charlotte took earlier, which Grace held in her other hand. "A little higher," said Grace sharply. "Good. Move your arm a little... that's a good slut. Perfect." Grace got out of the shot and Charlotte snapped the picture.
With a giggle of pure sadistic amusement, Grace held up the two phones side by side, showing the comparison of the photos. Charlotte felt a crushing blend of guilt and arousal as she looked at them. Her pose was almost identical in both photos, except in one she was side by side with her boyfriend and in the other her naked body was displayed to the camera, the crude writing on her body proclaiming her a slutty cheater.
Grace cackled and strode away, scooping up Charlotte's discarded jacket and moving quickly down the path.
"Mistress!" yelped Charlotte, hating how pathetic she sounded. "M-my jacket!"
Grace just gave her a wicked smile over her shoulder as she kept walking. "Well if you don't want anyone to see, you had better hurry up, slut. We still have some cute picnic shots to take, and you're not getting back in this coat until we're finished."
With a whine of panic, Charlotte rose from the bench and hustled after her mistress, leaving a shiny wet spot on the bench behind her.
...
Earlier that day
Steven smiled as he poured a little champagne into Charlotte's glass. "Are you sure about this, babe?" he said teasingly. "I'm not sure we're allowed to drink out here."
Charlotte laughed, but there was still that shadow in her eyes. It made Steven think of all the horrible, slutty things she had been doing and posting about online. He had become an obsessive viewer of his girlfriend's Simpspace, paying to see her obscene antics like all the other anonymous internet men. He wished he was strong enough to stand up and stop what was happening, but the entire situation made him feel helplessly weak and horny. Once Grace had convinced him that Charlotte's betrayal was hot, it was hard to resist the erotic allure of her videos.
"I don't see any cops," said Charlotte with a wink. "I think we're safe." There it was again, that nervous undercurrent in her voice that had nothing to do with the wine they were illegally drinking. Was this date somehow... connected to her Simpspace content? Steven didn't see how it could be. They were in public, both fully clothed, and the only recording was an occasional selfie.
Speaking of which, Charlotte cuddled up next to him with a crooked smile and raised her phone for another photo, both of them posed clinking their wine glasses... then another photo of them taking a sip.
Steven looked down at the result. "Love that one!" he said cheerfully, trying to break through the odd tension. "Everyone online is going to love it."
"Yeah," agreed Charlotte with a blush and a forced smile. 'Yeah, I think they will too."
...
Later that night
Grace slowed as she got to the trees near the pond, looking critically at the grassy area. She pointed at a patch of the lawn and sharply asked, "About here?"
Charlotte shivered, clutching her breasts and pussy compulsively and looking fearfully around. Despite the darkness of the night, the park felt too well-lit and open for her tastes. Anyone who strolled into the area would see her instantly.
"Hello? Earth to slut," said Grace irritably, snapping her fingers. "Jesus Christ, I thought you wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible. Was this where you and the cuck set up this afternoon?"
Charlotte whipped her head around, feeling jittery from the adrenaline of being naked out in the open. "Y-yeah. Just one or two feet to the left, I guess."
Grace got to work, pulling the very same picnic blanket that Charlotte had used earlier today out of her duffel and spreading it on the ground. "Ok, Cherry," said Grace, holding back a laugh as she pulled the wine glass out of the bag, "have a seat while I... pour you a drink."
Charlotte reluctantly sat back on the blanket, trying to match the same position she held earlier that day. She knew Grace would make her move if she didn't. While she sat, she watched with dark, humiliated arousal as Grace pulled three vials out of the bag.
At least it was only three this time... and in theory, they wouldn't be going all over her body. The vials, marked H, C, and T, were popped open one by one, their thick, pungent contents drizzled into the wine glass, the slightly different colors of off-white layering one over the other, with "T"s bright white sperm floating on top.
"Cheers," said Grace with a chuckle, handing the glass over to Cherry along with her phone. "Slap a smile on that pretty face and take a pic of how much more you enjoy 'connecting' with your subscribers than with your boyfriend. And then... bottoms up!"
Charlotte felt her heart hammering in her chest, and, perversely, her mouth starting to water. She raised the glass as if clinking it against an invisible partner and snapped a picture. Another obscene parody of her earlier photo with Steven, this time alone, naked, defiled with marker, and ready to enjoy a filthy, sticky glass of sperm instead of wine.
She eyed the jizz, squirming on the blanket as another wave of horrified, submissive lust washed over her. It was humiliating enough to do this, for both herself and for her unknowing boyfriend... but doing it for the amusement of her cruel, disrespectful fans made her lust flare a hundred times higher.
Charlotte had always had a kink for jizz. Connor had loved to cum all over her face and tits when they were dating, and, well... his enthusiasm had sort of rubbed off on her over time. The idea of being soiled that way... primally marked and claimed by sticky, filthy essence of masculinity, was hot. There was no getting around that. And somehow, embarrassingly, getting marked that way by arrogant, perverted strangers from the internet was even hotter.
"Quit eye fucking your drink and slurp it down," said Grace with a chuckle. "We still have more photos to get through."
Charlotte slid her mask up just above her lips, readied the camera again, and raised the champagne flute to her mouth, her belly roiling with squirming disgust and arousal as the thick, sticky fluid rolled forward slowly toward the lip of the glass.
She snapped the photo exactly as the wave of goo touched her lips, filling her mouth with that salty, musky flavor she knew so well and making her pussy flutter and clench with intense arousal. She lowered the phone and the glass, but Grace stopped her with a sharp, "Ah ah ah. What are you doing, slut? That's good sperm you're wasting. Down the hatch."
"B-but..." stuttered Charlotte pathetically, subconsciously licking her lips and clearing away the clinging jizz with her wet little tongue, "I took the photo like you asked! Why do I need to...?"
"Because I said so," said Grace with sharp finality. Then she raised her own phone with an evil grin. "But you do have a point... Why waste good content? This will make a good bonus feature for the guy who paid for the request. Now... drink."
Charlotte was panting with barely controlled lust now. The powerful smell of cum was assaulting her nose, even through the mask. She no longer knew how to resist. She no longer wanted to. The champagne flute rose to her lips again, and this time she tilted it back dramatically, watching the whole sticky mess slide rapidly down the glass toward her waiting mouth.
Her tongue was bathed in cool, thick, salty goo, sending a fresh wave of horny, wet heat pulsing upward from between her legs as she rolled it through her mouth, savoring the taste and the public humiliation. She swallowed, taking the perverted lust of her subscribers into her body. Accepting and welcoming it even as it defiled her, body and soul. Grace giggled above her.
"Good girl. But we aren't done here. You and your man took another sweet little photo here by the pond, didn't you?"
...
Earlier that day
"Hey!" Said Steven cheerfully, flagging down a friendly-looking older woman walking past. "Do you mind taking a picture of us?"
"Of course, dear!" said the woman with a kind smile, taking Charlotte's offered phone. She stepped back a few paces, raising the phone and pointing it toward the couple. Charlotte and Steven smiled broadly, looking young and beautiful in the sun. For a second, Charlotte was able to forget her nerves and lose herself in the moment, there together with her boyfriend.
"What about a kiss?" said the woman with a laugh. "You two look like you want to, and it will make for a good photo!"
Caught up in the heat of the moment, Charlotte and Steven did just that. It turned out to be a lovely photo, the two of them sharing a tender kiss in the golden sunshine with the serene blue of the pond behind them.
...
Later that night...
Grace finished setting up the tripod, almost exactly as far away as the old woman with the camera had been, pointed at exactly the same angle. The pond was no longer a dreamy blue... it looked troubled and dark, glinting in the light of the nearby streetlamp. And Charlotte wasn't going to be sweetly kissing her boyfriend like earlier today either.
With a surly, dominant grin, Grace strode forward, looming above her seated submissive toy for a moment. Then she turned, shimmying her painted on leggings and panties down to reveal the perfect, pale swell of her plump ass.
She arched her back, presenting her butt fully to Charlotte's wondering eyes. Charlotte tried for the hundredth time that night to control herself, but it was impossible. Grace was a perfect specimen of powerful, beautiful femininity, and she made Charlotte so fucking horny she could barely think. Charlotte's heart was in her throat as Grace reached down and gently pulled apart her perfect cheeks... revealing the tight pink hole within.
"Pucker up, Cherry," said Grace in a hazy, lustful voice. "Time for photo number three."
Charlotte took off her mask. It wasn't necessary for this photo. Her face would be hidden in other ways. Then she leaned forward, painfully aware of how tight and stiff her nipples were and the moist, raging heat between her thighs. She had never kissed anyone's asshole before. Like drinking the glassful of cum, the idea was powerfully repelling... but also insanely hot. Yet another sexual humiliation that played into Charlotte's intensified fetish for submission.
Grace used the small remote in her hand to snap photo after photo with her own face turned away to hide it. Charlotte's body sang with adreneline and arousal as her lips made contact with Grace's tight asshole, feeling the stinging pleasure of yet another humiliating submission to the woman who had utterly defeated her.



"More," demanded Grace in a raspy voice. "I want you to kiss me like him. Show me who matters most to you, you fucking slut.'
Overcome by submissive lust and hazy desire to please her mistress, Charlotte pressed forward harder, tentatively extending her tongue to slither and swirl over the surface of Grace's twitching, pulsing asshole, her face buried between her mistress's plump cheeks. It tasted bad... but the feelings it was sending crackling through Charlotte's body more than made up for it.
Soon, all of her subscribers would see this photo back to back with photos of her kissing her boyfriend. Instead of a sweet, clothed kiss, she was pressing her face deep between her enemies butt cheeks and literally kissing her ass, slavishly slobbering all over her winking asshole as the camera flashed again and again, capturing her humiliating defeat.
Finally, Grace had had enough, withdrawing and pulling up her leggings, eagerly hurrying over to giggle over the photo reel filled with pictures of the obscene sex act.
Charlotte wallowed in her disgrace. Her hand slipping between her thighs for a quick feel of her flushed, sopping pussy. The ordeal was over. After that, she and Steven had just hung out a little more, eating snacks and making small talk. There hadn't been any other selfies.
"Mistress, can I have my coat back now?" She asked plaintively.
Grace looked up with a raised eyebrow. "But why? We still have one last photo to do after all."
Charlotte's eyebrows scrunched down in confusion. She had no idea what her mistress could possibly mean.
Then she realized what Grace was saying, and her eyes went wide.
...
Earlier that day...
As they were leaving the park, Steven saw an owner standing with their husky and ran up to them, cheerfully asking if he could pet the dog. He had always been enthusiastic about dogs, although they couldn't get one. Their apartment didn't allow pets.
So Charlotte snapped a photo of Steven petting the dog, looking down and stroking its head.
A fun, silly photo. Not even a part of the task Grace had given her.
Or so she thought.
...
"Please, mistress, not this one," whimpered Charlotte. But she knew better than to expect mercy from Grace at this point. And besides, it was already happening. She was on her hands and knees beneath the same lamppost where Steven had pet the dog this afternoon.
For this photo, she wasn't even playing the part of herself. She was being compared to a dog, on all fours on the ground, her pierced tits hanging beneath her and her pussy leaking down her thick thighs from the humiliation.
Grace finished setting up the tripod once again, not even dignifying her submissive bitch's whining with a response. She was about to walk over and take Steven's place, petting the "dog" beneath her. But at that moment, something happened that shocked them both.
"Hello?" The voice was low-pitched and shot through with uncertain surprise. Charlotte gasped as ice water seemed to run through her veins. She had become so focused on her humiliating pose that she had completely forgotten the risk of exposure.
Grace and Charlotte both looked up to see a wiry, middle-aged man standing at the edge of the circle of lamplight. Charlotte gasped in horror, Grace looked like Christmas had come early, and the man looked as shocked as both of the two women.
"What's going on here?' he asked uncertainly. Charlotte, her body firing on pure adrenaline, started to get up, but Grace extended a warning finger, her voice cracking out like a whip. "Stay right where you fucking are, slut! Hands on the ground."
Obedience to Grace had become such second nature to Charlotte that she froze instantly, instinctively obeying her mistress and getting back into position. Later, as she lay sleepless in bed, Charlotte would look back on the instinct as an ominous sign.
Grace turned to the stranger, who looked even more startled by her outburst. "Porn shoot," she said flatly by way of explanation. The crude but accurate statement, not even trying to come up with an innocent explanation, felt like a slap to the face to Charlotte. Grace's smile suddenly widened as if she had just thought of a great idea. "In fact," she said in a richly amused voice, "would you like to give us a hand?"
A complex mix of emotions crossed the man's face. Disgust and incredulity were right there at the surface... but Charlotte had learned to detect the hunger in a man's gaze. She knew what his answer would be.
"Is she clean?" he asked insultingly, walking tentatively forward into the light, a bulge visibly forming in his ratty old athletic shorts. His eyes were focused intensely on the pathetic nude slut on the ground beneath him. Charlotte's eyes were wide and pleading as she turned to Grace, but her pussy just sent more hot, sticky trails of fluid down her thighs, eager to explore this fresh opportunity for degradation.
'It doesn't matter if she is, greedy boy," said Grace with a laugh. "You can't fuck her. I just need someone to pose while petting her like a dog. Does that sound like something you can handle?"
The balding man's erection was growing by the second, bulging the front of his athletic shorts obscenely. "Someone might recognize me," he said distractedly, all the while staring down at Charlotte's exposed body with a ravenous expression. His hands looked big and rough, Charlotte noticed. A shiver of erotic fear zipped down her spine. She didn't know anymore if she wanted this stranger's touch or not.
"We'll blur your face..." said Grace temptingly.
He shook his head, but his voice was curious as he said, "Still... my wife knows what clothes I wear to jog."
"Does she watch porn often?" asked Grace flatly.
The man's face broke into a leering grin. "No ma'am. You've got a point." At this point, the stranger loomed above Charlotte, blocking out the light from the street lamp. He leaned down, reaching out.
"Good doggy." He chuckled, low and deep in his throat.
Charlotte whimpered and trembled as his big rough hand firmly stroked her hair, then moved further down, its calloused surface rubbing down the length of her naked, goosebump-pebbled back.
When she was touched by Grace, Charlotte felt helpless and electrified. This random stranger didn't have nearly the level of skill her mistress did, but the very fact that she was giving this strange man access to her vulnerable naked body made his touch feel unbelievably filthy and compelling.
His hand paused on her butt, squeezing firmly and making Charlotte moan helplessly, actually wriggling back slightly into his touch. This was so wrong... so unbelievably taboo that Charlotte couldn't resist giving in to the experience.
Grace snapped photo after photo, capturing the memory for the delight of "Cherry's" loyal subscribers. Charlotte had the feeling that seeing her as a dog might become a popular request from now on... it fit the tastes of her subscribers perfectly: they loved to see her disrespected, degraded, and submissive.
The man's hand ran again and again down her back, making Charlotte's body sizzle with submissive pleasure. She panted into her medical mask, hanging her head low as she tried to get a hold of herself. She was caught off guard when the man's hand slipped underneath her torso, fumbling with her hanging breasts with his rough, masculine hands.
"Hey!" Said Grace sharply, her voice cold and commanding. "What the fuck are you doing? That doesn't look like any dog petting I've ever fucking seen!"
"A tummy rub?" suggested the man sheepishly, his hands still pinching and squeezing Charlotte's tender tits.
"I don't fucking think so," said Grace, snatching the phone from the tripod and walking forward toward him with a scowl. "I think we have everything we need from you. Jog along, dipshit."
The man's eyebrows scrunched together. He didn't like getting lip from a younger woman at all. "You'd better watch your mouth," he said, a bit of growl seeping into his tone. "Because all i see here is a naked slut just begging for it... and a weak little girl who couldn't stop me even if she wanted to."
If his angry speech intimidated Grace in the slightest, she gave no sign of it. She just rolled her eyes and put one hand on her hip, brandishing the phone with the other. "Really? Because what I see is a horny idiot who doesn't remember that I have pictures of him petting that naked slut. And also apparently has a wife he's afraid of."
That seemed to stop the man in his tracks. He licked his lips, suddenly looking more nervous than angry, and said, "You don't know who I am, though..."
"Are you willing to bet that I can't find out?" asked Grace flatly.
The man seemed to think carefully for a moment. "I... think I had better just continue my jog," he said sheepishly.
"Good instinct," said Grace, her eyes hard.
When the man finally, reluctantly continued on his way, Charlotte let out a shaky breath. For a second there, she had really thought she was about to get fucked by a stranger. She was relieved, but her body still pulsed with the heat and terror that possibility had caused. She started to rise, saying, "Thank you, mistress, that was so crazy! For a second, I thought..."
"I didn't say you could get up." Now it was Grace looming above her, her eyes glinting like cold steel in the harsh white LED of the streetlamp.
The arousal still ricocheting through Charlotte's body intensified. She obeyed, getting back to her hands and knees. "B-but I thought we were done with photos?" she whimpered weakly as Grace reached down toward her.
'We are," said Grace as she ran a slim finger down the length of Charlotte's shivering, nude body. "But I'm not done with you. You really thought I would let a stranger pet my pretty little bitch without getting a taste myself?"
The tone of possessiveness sent pangs of overwhelming frustration, self-loathing, and desire roaring through Charlotte, focusing on the burning center of her sexual world, between her legs. She hated Grace... so why did it feel so fucking good to hear Grace act like she own her?
Grace's hand slipped down Chralotte's thick ass and ghosted with a feather touch over the lips of her pussy. "Would you like that, puppy?" asked Grace mockingly. "Do you want your mistress to pet you?"
Charlotte looked for a shred of willpower and resistance inside herself and found none. She was too horny after the night of slutty exhibitionism. She did want Grace's touch... and she knew that the cost would be telling the truth, no matter how humiliating it was.
"Y-yes, mistress."
Grace's fingers plunged into Charlotte's needy pussy with loud wet noises, instantly drawing a shuddering moan from her throat. She arched her back immediately, pressing herself back into Grace's skillful fingers again and again, savoring the taste of her defeat.
Grace's other hand slipped between her own legs, rubbing lightly as she asked in a raspy murmur, "Do you know why I didn't let that gross old guy fuck you, Cherry?"
"N-no mistress!" moaned Charlotte, burning with shame and desire as she fucked her mistress's hand with desperately humping hips.
"Because he didn't fucking pay me," said Grace viciously. "Because he isn't a subscriber. If he had been... Well, who knows? Maybe I would have asked if he had fifty dollars in his wallet."
Charlotte gasped in orgasm, arching her back, her toes curling against the cold, rough concrete of the sidewalk. She would have scraped and bruised knees in the morning that Steven might ask about. But for now, she left that problem for tomorrow. She was too busy cumming her fucking brains out on the fingers of a woman she hated.
When her moans finally ceased, Grace held her hand to Charlotte's mouth, forcing her to lick and suck away her juices. Then she finally tossed the coat down onto the panting, satisfied slut at her feet.
"Another request completed," she said with amusement, taking in the dripping, pathetic whore she had crafted from her rival.
"You're getting really good at this!"
...
Connor stalked throught the crowd like a wolf, keeping his eyes fixed on Charlotte.
She was dressed like a little slut again tonight, a low-cut shirt and no bra, her pierced nipples clearly visible pressing against the tight fabric.
He was the one who made Charlotte get those piercings. She had changed the story afterward, of course. Made it seem like getting the little silver barbells was her idea. But they both knew the truth. Connor vividly remembered fucking Charlotte down into the mattress, pinning her wrists above her head as she moaned and writhed beneath him, lost, as usual, in submissive pleasure. He had told her in no uncertain terms, right in that moment of domination and submission, that he wanted her nipples pierced for him, so every time he looked at her tits, he would know they belonged to him.
She had looked up with wide, devoted eyes and nodded. They had gone the next day, and Charlotte held his hand through the procedure, giggling and wincing... piercing her tits because that was what her man wanted. It would have been so easy for her to take them out after they broke up "for good". But of course she hadn't. It was one of the many reasons that Connor knew that, deep down, Charlotte still belonged to him. She would come crawling back just like she always did. This time was just a little longer than the others.
Charlotte didn't notice him as he approached. She was too busy fending off more aggressive flirting from some of the other bar patrons. But she wasn't fending them off very effectively. She was blushing heavily and looked oddly shy. It was obvious to anyone who was looking at her that she was turned on by the male attention. Whatever Grace was doing had cracked Charlotte's prickly outer shell and exposed the soft, squishy submissive streak inside her that Connor had seen so often in bed.
It was a little annoying to see her show off her body to all the freaks on the internet as "Cherry Sweets", but Connor had never had a problem with sharing. In fact, that was why they had broken up most recently. One of Connor's best buyers had needed a little something extra to sweeten the deal on a huge purchase of Molly. He mentioned how hot he thought Charlotte was, and Connor had floated the idea of Charlotte giving this guy a blowjob to make the sale.
It was no big deal... as if this was the first guy that she barely knew she would be giving a blowie! But you would have thought that Connor was suggesting she become a streetwalker from the way she reacted. It was totally unreasonable. They both knew that deep down, Charlotte was a total slut. So why couldn't she be a slut for him when he really needed it?
So, in that sense, watching as Grace forced Charlotte to confront her true, slutty nature was cathartic. But Connor still wanted Charlotte to belong to him alone... even if maybe he would loan her out occasionally.
Charlotte finally broke away from the group of guys teasing her just as Connor reached the bar. She sighed and looked up, ready to serve the next flirty male customer. Her eyes widened with recognition. "C-connor," she breathed, a mix of emotions playing across her face. Arousal. Guilt. Annoyance. Longing. Just a month or two ago she would have coldly taken his order and snapped at him to fuck off, but now she had been weakened by Grace's manipulation.
Maybe standing up to her ex-boyfriend wouldn't be such an easy task for her anymore. Her attraction to him had always been there, lurking under the angry surface. But now it was naked on her face, exposed by Grace's corruption. "What do you want?" She asked, a little whining note creeping into her tone.
"A drink," said Connor with a lazy smile, "...for starters. Get me a beer, sweetheart."
"You shouldn't call me that," said Charlotte, looking guiltily around the bar as the blush reformed on her face. "I shouldn't talk to you at all."
"Or what? Poor Stevey will be all upset?" Teased Connor cruelly. "I'm sooo afraid. What, will he whine us to death if he sees you flirting with me?"
"Stop..." said Charlotte, but rather than the sharp rebuke it would have been recently, it was just a miserable whisper. She held out the bottle of beer she had just gotten from the cooler, and as he took it, Connor grabbed Charlotte's hand around the bottle, holding it there around the cool glass, rubbing his thumb up and down the outside of her delicate hand.
"Come on, babe," said Connor in a low, compelling voice. "We both know you want to do a lot more with me than just talk."
"I... I have a boyfriend a-asshole," spluttered Charlotte. But her eyes were locked with him, heated and smoky and brimming with temptation. Her hand didn't make any effort to escape.
"So what?" asked Connor with a chuckle. "He doesn't have to know. Or maybe he would like it if he did. He seems like the type. He can watch. I can show him what it looks like when a real man dominates his girlfriend."
"F-fuck you," whined Charlotte, finally pulling away. But Connor had seen the hitch in her breath. He had noticed the dilation of her eyes. Poor little Cherry Sweets was horny; turned on by the idea of cucking her boyfriend with her ex. He saw it instantly, and Charlotte saw that he did. She scurried away, leaving the busy bar unattended as she retreated into the storage room behind it. Connor knew when he should press his advantage. Charlotte was so close to breaking...
Connor was an impulsive guy, and of course he wasn't going to let this chance slip by. He athletically vaulted the bar, and seconds later, he pushed open the storeroom door to find Charlotte with her hands stuffed beneath her tiny skirt. She looked up, wide-eyed and guilty, squeaking in alarm. "Connor?! What the.... You can't be here!"
He ignored her feeble protests, striding forward decisively and wrapping his arms around her. She stared up at him with obvious alarm and arousal. For a second, he thought she might slap him... but Grace had forged her into a true submissive. Instead, her eyes fluttered closed, and her lips gently pursed. His heart racing with triumph, Connor pushed forward into her submissive energy, dipping his head to capture her in a fierce, dominant kiss.
Charlotte gave only a token resistance, making a small, frustrated noise and pushing briefly against his chest with weak, hesitant hands... before they slipped up around his neck, gently holding him as her lips parted, meekly accepting his invading tongue.
Connor could feel it... she would give him anything he wanted right now. He was about to fuck her, right here and now in the dusty storeroom, with all the bar patrons milling around confused outside. And once he did, he knew they would be together again before long. His cock had a way of reminding Charlotte why she dated Connor in the first place, no matter how toxic their relationship was. That was how they had gotten back together after almost all their previous breakups: Charlotte would slip up and fuck him in a moment of weakness, then her resistance would crumble.
Connor reached down as his tongue writhed against Charlotte's in a sultry dance, ready to touch her just right... make her melt to his advances and forget about her pussy of a boyfriend.
"What the fuck?" came a gruff, annoyed voice from outside the storeroom. "Charlotte? Where the fuck are you?"
Shit. It was her boss. Charlotte seemed to come to her senses and realize what she had been doing, breaking away from Connor with guilt painted all over her face and escaping through the door of the storeroom.
Connor followed after her. When Rob, who looked like he was getting ready to tear Charlotte a new asshole, saw Connor exiting the room, his look of annoyance morphed into an amused, leering grin. "Ahhhh, I see how it is," he said with a deep chuckle.



"N-no!" Protested Charlotte as the nearby patrons of the bar smiled into their beers and whispered amongst themselves; it was well-known that their slutty idol was dating someone... and it wasn't the man she had just been caught leaving the storeroom with, her face red and her eyes twinkling. "It was... he just followed me back there and I told him to leave!" She said in an embarrassed wail.
"Yeah, she told him to leave for five sweaty, private minutes," said one of the patrons, to general amusement from those nearby. Rob laughed along with them, clapping Connor on the back approvingly. "Well, I can watch the bar for a few minutes if I interrupted something important!" he joked with a wicked smile.
'Sh-shut up," muttered Charlotte. Her nipples were pressed even tighter against the cloth of her skimpy shirt now, broadcasting her obvious arousal to the surrounding men.
"No?" Said Rob with a raised eyebrow and a nasty grin. 'Well then do the job I fucking pay you for, sweet cheeks." He gave Charlotte's ass a playful swat, drawing a shocked yelp from her throat.
That sort of casual, demeaning sexism would have drawn a much harder answering slap to Rob's face from the previous Charlotte, but today she just bit her lip with her eyes shamefully down on the floor.
"And you," said Rob, turning to Connor with the amusement in his eyes fading a little. "Let's try to keep your little sex games to yourself. I don't give a shit what you do with the slut, but don't interrupt her when she's working. Understand?'
Connor swallowed his annoyance. This fat old fuck not only interrupted Connor's pursuit of the woman who belonged to him, he also wanted to deliver a lecture? Connor knew better than to cause a scene, despite his impulsiveness. If he managed to get black-listed from the bar, it would make it much tougher to reclaim his woman. "You got it," he said flatly, avoiding Rob's condescending gaze.
"Perfect," said Rob, chummy once again. 'Now get out from behind my fucking bar."
As Connor left that evening, he was already scheming. Steven would be no obstacle. He was a total beta. Not the kind of strong, dominant man that a brat like Charlotte needed to feel truly satisfied. Connor just needed to remind Charlotte how little she cared about Steven and how much she missed big cock.
And luckily, thanks to the special offer Cherry Sweets made of accepting fifty-dollar requests, Connor had the perfect way of driving that point home in her mind.
...
Steven smiled and sipped the hot chocolate that his loving girlfriend had made for him. All things considered, things were actually pretty great.
Yeah, true, his girlfriend was posting pornographic images and videos of herself online for everyone to see. And, yeah, sometimes as a part of those, she added in the fact that she was dating someone as a spicy bit of roleplay for her fans, which was a little disrespectful to say the least.
But he got to enjoy her company on warm, cozy nights in like this. She was snuggled up to him now, her head on his shoulder, her arms wrapped around him as he sipped the rich, thick hot chocolate she had prepared for him. The other subscribers to her Simpspace never got anything like this! And there had been that lovely trip to the park this past weekend. All the pathetic jerk-offs online probably wished they could spend time with "Cherry" in the park.
And, although he wasn't proud of it, Steven secretly enjoyed it. Ever since Grace had opened his mind to the idea that it was kind of hot for other guys to lust after his woman, he had trouble controlling his libido when he thought about his girlfriend's Simpspace account. Charlotte hadn't posted anything new since last week. Maybe she had gotten bored with it, and they could put this all behind them. As much as the account turned Steven on, maybe it was for the best if it ended. He had been "enjoying" his girlfriend's posts a little too much in his free time. Which had, embarrassingly, made it sort of hard to perform with her in the flesh.
Speaking of which. "It's been a while," he murmured to Charlotte, rubbing her back with his free hand. "You wanna fool around a little tonight?"
"Mmmm? Maybe darling," said Charlotte, her eyes staring into space with a distracted expression of mild concern.
But despite his determination to give his girlfriend the best sex of her life, over the next half hour, Steven began to feel incredibly tired. Just utterly exhausted. His busy work schedule must be catching up with him. He tried to shake his head and get back some energy, but only let out a massive yawn. "Fuck..." he said wearily, setting down the now empty glass of hot cocoa. "I'm beat. Sorry, babe, I guess I'm going to have to take a rain check. I'm falling asleep here."
"Of course, baby," said Charlotte, patting his knee. He hated how at this point she didn't even sound surprised or disappointed that he wasn't able to fuck her tonight. He really needed to make that up to her soon...
But for now, there was nothing he could do. A massive pit of fatigue had suddenly opened up inside him, and there was no resisting it. Steven slumped to the bedroom, left his clothes lying on the floor in his hurry, and was passed out practically as soon as his head touched the pillow.
...
Charlotte gently cracked open the bedroom door twenty minutes later, her heart pounding in her chest and her face a mask of guilt and reluctant arousal.
The ground-up sleeping pills had done the trick. The hot chocolate had been so sweet Steven hadn't even tasted them. Which left him in a deep, heavy sleep for the video Charlotte was supposed to film tonight.
Or at least she hoped it did.
Charlotte eased nervously back into the bed, wearing one the the slutty pairs of lingerie that Grace had bought for her. This one was a bright flaming red, emphasizing the sinful, taboo nature of tonight's request. It had a shelf bra that lifted and presented her small tits without hiding anything, showcasing her stiff pierced nipples. The panties seemed like an afterthought: a gauzy scrap of red lace between her legs, framed by her garter belt and lace stockings.
Her clothing alone would raise Steven's suspicions if he happened to wake up while she was filming. And if he caught her in the middle of her script... well, their relationship would be over right then and there. Charlotte's whole body sang with tension and fear, but when she dipped her hand between her legs to begin, she found eager wetness there as well.
God, Grace really had fucked her up.
Before she could lose her nerve, Charlotte stabbed her thumb onto the record button and began the request, feeling the twisted pleasure radiate through her body.
"H-hi boys," she whispered, pointing her phone down to film her fingers smiling between her legs, pressing the thin, sheer panties into her sopping sex. "I'm just here in bed, thinking of all of you while I take care of my needs..."
This next part was such a complete betrayal of her boyfriend that she never would have imagined agreeing to it a few weeks ago... But a lot could change in that time, and by now the idea of badmouthing Steven behind his back was actually, shamefully... a little hot.
"...Because my pathetic cuck of a boyfriend certainly can't satisfy me." The next part called for her to swing the camera to the side and show Steven's sleeping face. This was the core of the request: Charlotte was to get herself off in bed next to Steven, and film to whole thing. But in the moment, showing Steven's face felt like going to far. Thinking fast, Charlotte slipped off her soaking panties and pulled them over her boyfriend's head, obscuring his eyes and nose. She just hoped that she lingering smell of her arousal wouldn't wake him up. Then she turned the camera to face him, realizing only just then that having his face covered in her panties looked even more embarassing.
Getting herself off next to Steven wasn't the worst part... the worst part was the sort of things she had to say while she did it. Charlotte moaned lightly as her fingers pressed deeper, keeping the camera pointed down her body at her spread thighs and fingers flexing on her bare pussy. "He's never there when I need to cum," she said, with a moan already creeping into her voice. "His cock... let me tell you, boys... so fucking useless. Soft and small and weak. I need something stronger. Harder."
The twisted arousal inside her was growing stronger, creeping through every inch of her body. It made her even hotter and wetter that the things she was saying were partially true. She would never phrase them that way on her own, of course, but Steven's dick had been letting her down lately... and the wet noises her fingers were making weren't faked.
With a shuddering breath, Charlotte reached over to her bedside table, where she had prepared the next prop for this perverted little show... Connor, her new favorite dildo.
She hadn't intended to use Connor as often as she did... but for some reason the shape and size of the realistic rubber cock just felt deeply satisfying to her. So on nights when Steven was unable to perform, which was pretty frequently lately, to be honest, "Connor" had become her go-to.
She wished her preference for the dildo had nothing to do with the fact that it was named after her ex-boyfriend... but she knew that it probably did. After all, for some reason she couldn't stop fantasizing about her douchebag ex whenever she used it. His pushy fucking attitude... his muscular fucking body... his thick fucking cock... They all flashed through her mind when she thrust the shiny black dildo in and out of herself roughly, moaning in delight.
And tonight, she had the feeling those fantasies would be even stronger than usual. She flipped the camera on her phone around to show her face, wearing the lace domino mask that she used when she needed to use her mouth in a video.
"You've all met Connor before, I think," she said with a low chuckle, holding up the big, veiny dildo next to her face and giving it a gentle kiss. "In a lot of way,s he's been a better boyfriend to me than the stupid cuck snoring away beside me." So far, she was sticking to some of the scripted lines that the requester had given her, but she was finding herself falling more and more into the role. It was kind of fun to pretend to badmouth Steven like this. He really could be kind of a pussy sometimes, and he would never know anything she said tonight, so why not have a little fun with it?
"Unlike Steven, he never leaves me unsatisfied," said Charlotte in a purring, performative tone, trailing her tongue up the length of the rubber shaft and giving the camera a teasing wink. She didn't even notice she had used her boyfriend's real name. And since Grace edited this video later, she wouldn't notice until it was already too late. "Connor's never 'too tired' or 'too stressed'. He's always hard, willing, and ready to go... I think that deserves a little reward, don't you guys?"
Just as requested by the anonymous donor, Charlotte raised the rubber phallus to her lips, kissing the tip then slowly pushing the dildo inside, framing the action perfectly for the camera. With the cock now stretching her lips and filling her wet little mouth, Charlotte's eyes closed and her mind went elsewhere...
A memory of kneeling at Connor's feet. The real Connor, her boyfriend at the time. He was teaching her to deep throat, his voice cold and strict when she choked, warm and condescending when she got an inch deeper. God it had burned her up when he treated her like that, like she was a stupid bimbo only good for fucking... but it had always turned her on as well. Her tongue traced the ridges and veins of the dildo as she slowly sank it deeper, remembering how Connor used to call her a "good girl" when she could take him all the way down, her nose nestling into his public hair as her teary eyes stared up into his face, desperate for his approval.
The thick dildo bulged her throat as she took it all the way down, the rubber balls pressing firmly against her chin. She almost looked up instinctively, expecting to see Connor's smug, pleased expression above her. She realized that she had been silently choking on the fake cock for several minutes, filming next to her sleeping boyfriend. Shit. The dildo sucking portion was only supposed to last for a few seconds, but she had gotten carried away. Charlotte hurriedly pulled the thick cock out of her throat with a little cough, holding it up so that the audience could see how it now dripped with her thick, stringy saliva.
"Ok, boys," she said, her voice a little rough now from her enthusiastic service, "I made Connor feel good, now it's his turn to take care of me. Watch how good he fucks me... and imagine that it's you!"
She flipped the camera back around, pointed once again down her body. She moved the dildo slowly down the frame, leaving a glistening trail of saliva down her body as she brought it to her pussy, tapping lightly on her lips with a few soft, wet plaps. This was pure improvisiation: another thing the real Connor used to do in bed... lightly slapping his cock down on her pussy before sex, almost like he was knocking. It used to drive her crazy in more ways than one. It felt a little demeaning, but also made her so fucking wet that she often growled at Connor to just get on with it and fuck her.
The nostalgic sensation of a cock slapping down on her sensitive pussy, even if this one was made of rubber, made her legs spread wide instinctively. So wide that one of her knees actually rested on Steven's side. She held her breath for a moment, watching to make sure he wouldn't wake up and see this incriminating sight... but the sleeping pills had done their work; he lay face up, face covered by panties, his mouth open and softly snoring. Charlotte decided to keep her knee resting right where it was. It added a little kinky spice to the situation to have physical contact with her boyfriend while filming this filthy cuckolding scenario, and what he didn't know couldn't hurt him.
She reached down and gently rubbed her clit for the camera while lining the bulbous head of the dildo up to her flushed, dripping cunt. "It's sooo big you guys," she purred, writing her hips upward slightly into it. "So much bigger than my boyfriend's! Give it to me, Connor. Fuck me."
She slid the dildo slowly inside, gasping lightly in pleasure as it filled and stretched her. God, it was good. Steven had left her wanting recently, and this really hit the spot. She had planned to just do a little slow and sensually thrusting with the sex toy, but as she began pushing it in and out, Charlotte found herself wanting more.
Her breaths grew harsh and panting as she picked up the pace, thrusting the dildo into her throbbing pussy harder and harder, squeezing its length tight with every thrust. She missed it... she missed being with men who could fuck her hard with a big cock like this. She remembered one time that she had broken up with Connor. As usual, it had been utterly his fault. He had stolen her tips to go buy cigarettes and booze. She had been furious at him. When he showed up at her friend's party that night, smirking and laughing and completely confident that they would get back together, she wanted to claw his face off. But then, somehow, like he always did, he had convinced her to come into her friend's room to talk one-on-one. And then, like clockwork, in the middle of an angry argument, their hands and lips had been all over each other, and their clothes had come off... and then Connor was fucking her. Rough and hard and raw. Pinning her down to the bed with his powerful thrust. Choking her. Making her apologize to him. When he had been the jerk!
It had felt just like the roughly thrusting dildo did now. Connor's domination and physical strength had always made it hard to think... hard to resist him. It was why she had chosen a sweeter, softer man who couldn't exploit that submissive weakness in her. But even if her mind was sure she was better off without, her body still craved physical domination by arrogant, big-dicked bullies. She imagined the dildo was him now... her ex, claiming her again. Roughly fucking her into submission.
"I'm sorry," she whimpered, imagining that it was Connor forcing her to say the hurtful words. "I'm yours! I'm sorry I left. I'm sorry I let that little wimp fuck your pussy!"
She needed this. The stretching sensation, the feeling of being overpowered. It would feel even better with a real cock... She banished the thought quickly, but not before it could send a wet-hot jolt of lust through her veins. Obviously she couldn't do that to her boyfriend... but the idea was kind of hot. After all, she got off a little on dominance and arrogance. And what was more dominant and arrogant than stealing a woman from her boyfriend with your big, powerful cock?
She looked over at Steven with an aroused gleam in her eyes. The video was supposed to end with her reaching climax next to her boyfriend. She had been planning on faking it, although she didn't think that would be a problem anymore.
...But why not push things just the tiniest bit further? Her photoshoot at the park hadn't been published yet, but people had loved her first "Connor" video and how she teased the cuckold relationship angle. Shouldn't she give her subscribers what they really wanted? There was one position she had seen in a porn once, but it would mean she would need the tripod...
Charlotte gave in to temptation, pausing the video to go get the tripod and set it up with shaking hands. True, this broke her momentum a little, but when she thought of how hot the reward would be, she didn't really mind.
Once the video was rolling again, Charlotte returned to the bed, her pulse thumping and her pussy tingling with anticipation. Moving carefully so she didn't jostle her sleeping boyfriend too much, she straddled his head in doggy style position. If he woke up, he would look up to see a perfect view of her pussy just above his face... getting stretched out by a realistic dildo that was twice as big as him on a good day.
With her breaths coming in hot, panting bursts, Charlotte reached behind her to stick the suction cup of the dildo onto the headboad, then eagerly pushed back, sinking it deep into her hot, wet pussy, just inches above her oblivious boyfriend's face, covered by her slutty panties.
"F-fuck," she whimpered as she began to move her hips backward in a slow, grinding rhythm. It shook the bed a little more than she had hoped, but she wasn't physically able to stop now... not when this was turning her on so much.
"It's so fucking biiiiggg," she moaned, closing her eyes as she began pumping her hips back against the dildo faster and faster. The bed began to bump against the wall rhythmically. "He's..." she gulped and gasped at the intense sensations flooding her body, "He's so much fucking bigger than you, honey."
Talking to Steven directly made the taboo scenario even more intense. She had planned to keep dirty talk to a minimum at this point, since talking loud enough to get picked up by the phone across the room on the tripod might wake up Steven, but she couldn't hold herself back anymore. It just poured out of her.
"You p-pathetic little loser," she gasped, surprised at her own sudden perverse cruelty. "Cucked by a f-fucking dildo! How... how sad is that?" Her hips squirmed madly back against the headboard, plunging the dildo faster and harder into her squelching pussy and knocking the headboard hard into the wall. She whimpered in ecstasy, feeling a deep,genuine orgasm approaching.
"But maybe..." she panted, her pussy clenching madly around the thick, veiny dildo as she humped desperately against it. "... Maybe we should do this with a real cock. Maybe we should do this when you're awake. Would you like that, loser? Would you like to see what a real man can make your girlfriend do? How he can m-make her scream? Make her cum on his big fucking dick?"



She was losing control now, moaning too loudly, slamming the headboard back into the wall with every muscular thrust of her hips. Shit! Steven could wake up! He would see how much of a whore she was now... and how much of a cuck he had become.
That dark, twisted thought sent Charlotte over the edge, toes curling and back arching as she thrust her hips back hard against the cock, grinding and rubbing her hips in little circles as she let out a deep, animalistic moan.
And beneath her, her sopping wet pussy dripped hot, slick drops of pleasure down onto her boyfriend's upturned face.
She realized what had happened a few moments later, once the orgasm had faded, swiftly dismounting and gasping in horrified shock. That quick movement maybe wasn't the best thought out plan. A fresh, glistening line of her thick juices dripped down off the hanging dildo, straight into Steven's snoring mouth. Charlotte covered her mouth to hold back a groan of anxiety. The gauzy red panites over Steven's face were covered in thick splatters of her feminine lubrication. Steven's eyes seemed to flutter... his eyebrows wrinkled. He seemed on the verge of waking up... Charlotte held her breath.
Steven smacked his lips, wiped an unconscious hand over the soiled panties on his face, smearing the warm juices around, then turned on his side, quickly starting to snore once again.
Charlotte let out a relieved breath, and hurried to pack up the tripod, change into normal pajamas, and send the raw videos to Grace. Another perverted request fulfilled. Another fifty dollars earned. She wished that was all it was. As she lay awake afterwards, she wished that it had all been an act; that it meant nothing more than something she was forced to do by Grace.
But she was worried about how much she had enjoyed herself tonight. She had cum harder with the dildo than Steven had made her orgasm in months.
She was a little worried that maybe tonight had awoken something inside her.
...
A few days later
"What a delicious pair of updates from Cherry, right loser?" Said Grace cruelly, wiping the fresh load of cum Steven had just deposited on her feet back off onto his shirt. "Which was your favorite? The one where she made a mockery of the time you spend together, or the one where she cucked you with a piece of fucking plastic?"
Steven groaned, leaning back and putting his hands over his eyes, lost in shame and cuckold angst. But despite his tortured expression, when Grace began to tease his shrimpy dick with her feet once again, his masochistic cock couldn't help but respond, rising to play with his mistress's feet like it always did.
Grace had made a habit of coming over nearly every day now when Charlotte was working. It was an important part of her plan: she kept the cuck drained and spent with her wicked little feet, and then he was useless and floppy in bed with the love of his life. Charlotte needed to be constantly horny and sexually frustrated for Grace's corruption to have full effect. It wouldn't do to let Steven satisfy her in bed. That might clear the sexual haze that was making her so dumb and pliable.
Judging by his little peepee's enthusiastic response to the teasing strokes of her feet, Steven needed at least one more milking to ensure his poor performance with Charlotte. No problem. With the two back-to-back updates Cherry had just posted, Grace should be able to get him to burst again in less than five minutes.
"I want an answer, loser," said Grace sharply, tapping her foot impatiently against Steven's tender little balls. "The park or the bed. Which was hotter to you? You know what you're reward will be once you answer... don't you?"
Steven looked pitiful as he chose which dose of sweet, erotic poison he would drink.
"The b-bed," he finally whispered.
Grace chuckled, already calling up the video. "Gooood choice, cuck. I always knew you like the hard humiliation stuff. And, after all, you have a starring role in this one, don't you? But wait... I think I know the perfect little accessory to make your second watch even sweeter..."
She got up and crossed to Charlotte's panty drawer, rooted briefly around inside, and found what she was looking for. She held up the gauzy red panties as she crossed the room back to Steven. He looked almost sick as he saw the same panties from the video in her hands, but his little cock had never looked harder.
Grace tossed them onto his lap and crossed her arms above him with a wide, predatory grin.
"Put them on."
Steven spluttered, turning as red as the slutty undies as he tried to put an effective protest into words, but Grace saw the precum oozing from his throbbing cock. His body didn't mind the idea at all. The weak cuckold type always liked this humiliating shit deep down. Grace cut through his whining with a sharp laugh. "Come on, cuckie. It's not like it's the first time you've worn them! And this time they aren't even filthy with your girlfriend sloppy, cheating juices!"
Steven tried to refuse, but Grace had never considered him much of a challenge. He would always do what she wanted if she applied pressure the right way. And so, just minutes later, Steven sat on the edge of the bed, hands covering his eyes in shame as his stiff little cock pressed hard against the confines of the tight, see-through panties, staining them with juices just like his girlfriend had a few days before.
Grace moved her feet up and down, pressing the soft red lace into Steven's throbbing dicklette as he held the phone in front of his eyes, breathing heavily with a mixture of lust and devastated longing on his face. In a lot of ways, he was just as far gone as Charlotte. But there were ways Grace could further his corruption...
And it would kill two birds with one stone. That fucking weasel Connor was playing with fire. Grace could tell what Connor was angling for, He wanted to own Charlotte. Grace needed to do something about that. She needed to show everyone - Connor, Steve, Charlotte herself, all of the fucking subscribers too - that Cherry Sweets didn't belonged to her.
And Grace thought she knew just how to make it happen.
"Would you like to watch your girlfriend act like a slut live and in person, loser?" asked Grace coyly as she caressed Steven's cock with lacy panties and her perfect feet.
Based on the fact that he came instantly, Grace assumed the answer was "I would love it, mistress."
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Chapter 4
"Thanks for coming honey... I m-mean, Collin," said Cassidy, sitting across the table from him at the coffee shop.
His mouth was dry, and every fiber of his being screamed that something was wrong. The look in Cassidy's eyes was sad, but determined. He had seen that same look before, usually when there was something Cassidy needed to do, but had to psych herself up for.
But even worse than the troubling look in his wife's eyes, were the two people flanking her. On one side sat Kelly. The tall curvaceous beauty had a sharp, mocking smile on her lips, and one hand resting lightly on Cassidy's thigh. On the other side sat Jack, one broad arm thrown possessively over Cassidy's shoulder and a smug smile lighting up his chiseled face.
Overall, they seemed like a united front, facing him together. It made him feel so distant from Cassidy, like a wall had come down between them. For reasons he didn't understand, as he looked at Kelly and Jack's hands resting on his wife's body, his cock was hard as a rock, pulsing with a dark, negative heat.
"What's this about, Cassidy?" he heard himself ask, his voice cracking. Kelly giggled and gave her husband a knowing glance. Jack's smirk widened, and his arm pulled Cassidy tighter to his muscular torso. "Yeah, I think poor little Collin deserves to know, Cass." His voice was deep, masculine, and had a taunting edge. "Why don't you fill him in?"
Cassidy took a deep, shuddering breath, and put one of her delicate hands in the other... pulling off her wedding band. Collin felt like he was going to faint as she set it on the table between them with a click, then slid it across to him with trembling fingers. He could feel his heartbeat in his stiff cock. The dark arousal inside him leapt higher, fueled by his swirling negative emotions of devastated jealousy.
"I'm sorry..." whispered Cassidy guiltily, unable to meet his eyes.
As Collin looked up from the ring, he was shocked to see that the three across from him were naked now. Kelly's hand flexed between Cassidy's thighs while his wife writhed and humped her hips forward, making soft little sounds of pleasure. Cassidy's hand was busy as well, stroking the massive, drooling cock in Jack's lap. Collin couldn't help but watch his preacher's cock with sick fascination. It was towering, swollen, and couldn't have been shorter than ten inches. Cassidy's hand looked so small and delicate as it firmly gripped the base and traveled slowly up to the head.
"Sorry, pal," said Jack with a wide, shiny grin. "But how could Cass be satisfied with your pathetic excuse for a dick now that she's tried something so much better? She's with us now. She'd rather be our slutty little plaything than a loser's wife."
"No," said Collin numbly, fighting the suffocating, dark arousal that threatened to overwhelm him. He appealed helplessly to his wife, whose glossy lips were moaning and eyes squeezed shut in delight as her best friend's fingers endlessly teased and rubbed between her thighs. "Tell me it's a lie, Cassidy. It can't... it can't end like this! I love you!"
"I'm sooorrry," moaned Cassidy, her voice filled with guilt overpowered by arousal. Her hand never stopped rapidly jerking off the handsome, confident man next to her, "But honey... I... I think our marriage is over. I just... I can't do without Kelly and Jack. Not after what I experienced last night..."
"That's bullshit!" said Collin hotly. "They're poisoning your mind! You need to fight back, honey! For us!"
Kelly snorted and rolled her eyes. Her fingers were making loud squelching noises between Cassidy's legs now. "Oh come on now, little guy. Don't act like you're so upset. Everyone can see how much you're enjoying this."
And then suddenly, Collin was naked as well, his humiliating erection displayed for Kelly, Jack and Cassidy to see. They began laughing, high and bright and joyful, as they stared at his throbbing shame, pleasuring each other as Collin was left impotent and horny across the table. Alone.
Collin woke up with a start, his head fuzzy and his cock throbbing painfully in his pants. His mind tumbled with confused thoughts, one revelation following another in quick succession.
Confusion. Where was he? Where was Cassidy? He realized that he was laid out on his living room couch. He must have fallen asleep here last night. His body ached from the uncomfortable sleeping position.
Relief. Ah. Just a dream, It must have been all the stress and strange arousal from last night that brought it on. Of course he was still married to Cassidy. A one-off sexual encounter could never split them apart.
Creeping Dread. Wait... what time was it? Morning light poured in through the windows. Why was he still on the couch? Why didn't Cassidy wake him up when she got home? He scrambled to check his phone and saw that it was already seven in the morning.
Confusion was back, this time bringing anxiety and faint arousal along with it, coiling and spreading through his belly. Collin went and checked the bedroom just in case Cassidy had, for some reason, decided to let him sleep and went to bed on her own. The room was dark and silent, the bed still neatly made from the day before.
With his emotions swirling, Collin pulled up his call records. He had tried to reach Cassidy last night with no luck. She had never called him back. He sat on the edge of the couch and called her again, acid roiling in his stomach. No answer. His wife's cheerful voicemail message seemed to mock him.
Collin tossed his phone aside and put his head in his hands. The dark, twisted emotion of his dream still clung to him, inspiring new erotic, upsetting images in his brain.
The dream was just stupid anxiety. Cassidy would never treat him like that in real life.
Right?
...
Cassidy woke up to the feeling of warm, early morning sunshine and the smell of coffee. Every single muscle throughout her body ached, but in a good way. Like after a really good workout, the feeling of muscles worked to exhaustion for their intended purpose. Speaking of pleasantly sore... Cassidy moved her hand to her vagina and touched it gently with the pads of her fingers, sighing at the tender feeling of pulsing satisfaction and aching use.
"You do that every morning or is today just special?"
Kelly's voice made Cassidy's eyes flutter open. She glanced across the bedroom into the living area, where Kelly was standing at the dresser, staring at her with a teasing smile while she brewed coffee. The coffee machine softly percolated, filling the whole suite with the wonderful roasted aroma. Her friend was naked, emptying a little packet of sugar and cream into a steaming mug and stirring it as she walked back into the bedroom with a sly grin.
It took a minute for Cassidy to regain her bearings. Her eyes hungrily scanned over Kelly, who stood in the doorway fully exposed. The gorgeous brunette's full, round breasts and tight little pussy were on display as she sipped from her cup. Her eyes, as dark and warm as her coffee, were still locked on Cassidy... and especially on the hand between her thighs, still gently touching her folds. Cassidy felt a stickiness there; dried fluids, warmth. "Uh..ummm what?" Cassidy finally managed to mutter with her first blush of the morning as she pushed herself up into a sitting position on the edge of the bed. A snort made her turn and notice Jack. He was lying on the other side of the bed, just as naked as Kelly and Cassidy, and still sound asleep.
Suddenly everything rushed back like a tidal wave as Kelly spoke.
"Do you always touch yourself in the mornings? You seemed pretty content and I didn't want to disturb you, but... I'm a curious girl." Kelly giggled. "There's so many things I don't know about my best friend... But I think I found some of them out last night!" She crossed the room to the bed and sat beside Cassidy, placing a warm palm on her thigh. "Don't stop on my account sweetie. No shame in a nice morning 'massage'." She wiggled her brows at her with a sly grin.
Cassidy put her face in her hands, as her cheeks heated up. "Oh my god! I can't believe what we did last night!"
"Hey. Hey." Kelly began rubbing Cassidy's back gently. "It's okay. Don't be upset..."
She looked up from her hands, her face red but her lip bitten in a naughty little smile "I'm not."
Kelly paused in surprise. "You're not? Well... you just seemed a little..."
Cassidy took a deep breath. "I just mean... like... it's like if we went skydiving or cave diving or something. An amazing experience you just can't believe you survived."
Kelly chuckled. "Oh, so having sex with me and Jack is that perilous, huh? It's a wonder that he and I have survived this long. We fuck each other all the time." She nudged Cassidy with her shoulder and stood back up. "Need some coffee?"
"Oh yes, please!" Cassidy sighed desperately, getting up and following Kelly into the living room. A feeling of self consciousness washed over her about her nudity for a moment. Then it dawned on her: they were all naked. Last night had really happened. At this point, she and Kelly probably knew the feel of each other's bodies as well as they knew their own. Being naked in front of each other was hardly anything scandalous at this point. Still, she felt... exposed. At home, Cassidy rarely walked around nude unless she was going from the shower to the linen closet to get a towel, or from the bed to the bathroom after sex to get cleaned up. Not that she didn't like being naked. It wasn't unpleasant. In fact, she kind of enjoyed the way her best friend's deep brown eyes casually wandered her naked body.
Kelly poured a cup for Cassidy and handed it to her before turning and leaning against the dresser. Her eyes closed and she inhaled a deep breath, taking in the smooth scent of the coffee and making her beautiful, naked breasts heave in a way that Cassidy found fascinating. Cassidy mixed in a good helping of sugar to her cup. Once she had her drink sufficiently sweetened, she leaned next to Kelly, and they settled into a pleasant silence.
Their hands found each other as they stood sipping their drinks, fingers tangling together and squeezing gently with comfort and reassurance. As crazy as it was to believe, last night really had happened. Cassidy had lost track of how many times she'd climaxed. Usually with Collin it was just the once for both of them. That wasn't a bad thing. Her orgasms with her husband were absolutely wonderful, and in fact, they had a pure, intimate feeling that had actually been lacking from last night's debauchery. But still... This had been a whole new experience. Some of her orgasms had been one on top of the other, an endless train that powered through her so intensely she'd nearly blacked out at one point. Kelly had looked like she might pass out too at one point when she was riding Jack. Cassidy could picture it so clearly; Kelly's head thrown back in ecstasy and her eyes rolling as she screamed with pleasure. Jack, thrusting up into her relentlessly, making her tits bounce and ass ripple. It had been such an intense, erotic, sight that Cassidy couldn't help but finger herself, which was a surprise all on its own. Cassidy had probably rubbed her pussy more last night than in the last six months combined.
Now here they were, just like they'd been countless times in the mornings they'd come to each other's homes or met at church for early morning coffee, sipping and just quietly being in each other's presence. It was a slice of heaven. Bliss! They clasped each other's hands tightly and let the events of last night process and soak in.
"Doing okay?" Kelly finally asked, turning to refill her cup.
Cassidy let in a slow, deep breath. "Yeah." She let the word out in a long, slow sigh. "Yeah, I think I am. A little... shaken... um... it's a lot to process."
Kelly nodded, turning back to Cassidy with an understanding smile. "Yeah. Me too." She took a few more sips of her coffee before putting it down. "Let's go take a shower. I'm a mess, and, frankly sweetie, so are you. And you have to see this shower. It has one of those pulsing shower heads. It's gonna feel fan-freaking-tastic on our sore little bodies." She giggled and took Cassidy by the hand, leading her towards the bathroom.
Cassidy followed, dragging her feet like a reluctant toddler and looking back at her coffee. "Do I have to? I really could use like... a coffee IV."
Kelly just snorted and pulled Cassidy into the bathroom. The chill of the marble floor sent shivers up Cassidy's spine as they hurried toward the huge glass-walled shower. Kelly slipped in and turned on the shower head to the perfect temperature: just below burning hot. She stepped beneath the torrent and was instantly soaked, hair matting down against her and down her back. Cassidy watched her from the far end of the shower as the water cascaded along Kelly's toned muscles, along her shoulder blades and down to her ass, trickling between her cheeks and along her thighs.
Her breath was coming in shallow little gasps as she eyed her friend in a way that... before last night, she never ever would have considered. The gap between Kelly's thighs showed off her smooth slit, now glistening and dripping with warm water.
Kelly turned, looking over her shoulder at Cassidy, eyes sultry and knowing. As if she sensed that her friend was looking at her with abject lust. She reached out a hand to Cassidy, her wedding ring glittering in the water. Cassidy took her hand, her own wedding ring shining brightly as their hands clasped and Kelly pulled Cassidy towards her, their eyes never leaving each other.
Cassidy was pulled under the water with Kelly, standing just inches apart, smiling at each other under the downpour. Kelly pushed loose, wet strands of hair from Cassidy's face and cupped her cheek in her palm. "Thanks for doing this for me. For us. It means a lot," she whispered, the spray of the shower tapping against the marble floor and shining like fallen diamonds.
All Cassidy could do was nod and lean into her friend's touch for a minute. Their foreheads moved close and pressed together, eyes closing like the moment last night, before they had called Jack up to the suite to enjoy his present. A comfortable feeling. A moment of loving friendship.
"You smell like sex," Kelly whispered.
Cassidy crinkled her nose and burst out laughing, Kelly following suit and they pulled each other close in a tight, wet hug. Their breasts pressed against each other, but the sexual tension, at least for the moment, had melted and they were just friends hugging and laughing. They laughed hard enough to make their sides hurt. Spitting out water that fell into their mouths as they calmed into giggles and finally into heavy breathing.
Kelly reached for a loofah and poured some of the complimentary shampoo into it, getting it sudsy and dripping with bubbles. "Come on, Cass, let's get clean." Without a word, Kelly started scrubbing the loofah across Cassidy's shoulders, down her arms, and over her chest and breasts. She worked with no sexual intent, it was all very clinical and simple. She was simply scrubbing away the dried cum and sweat and juices from the night before. Cassidy stood still, letting Kelly do her work. She worked her way down to Cassidy's belly and then, without pausing, slipped the sudsy, soft loofah between her legs, scrubbing over her thighs and mound. "Geez, he really did a number on you. Cum is always so hard to scrub off when it dries," Kelly muttered, gently rubbing at stubborn spots of dried semen on Cassidy's soft skin.
It was hard not to feel... stimulated by Kelly's touch. The rough scrubbing along her sensitive, heated skin from the shower was awakening the curiosity inside Cassidy once again. Feeling a sudden urge to connect with her friend, her hands pushed back Kelly's wet hair so she could see her face. She didn't intend it to be sensual, but when Kelly's lovely eyes locked with Cassidy's as she looked up, a new heat rushed through Cassidy that wasn't from the shower spray.
Kelly chuckled... a low, heated sound in her throat that made a pleasant shiver run up Cassidy's spine. Her friend must have had a front-row seat to Cassidy's hidden lust. She was just inches away from Cassidy's tingling pussy, squatting down in front of her, stroking the fluffy loofah between her legs, cleaning her of her husband's cum. "I guess your little wake up rub wasn't enough, huh?" asked Kelly with a wink. "What am I going to do with you, you naughty girl? We were supposed to be getting clean, not dirty..." But despite her teasing words, she smiled and put the loofah aside, slipping a gentle hand between Cassidy's thighs. Her fingers glided along Cassidy's folds, between her lips, under the hot falling droplets.
Cassidy groaned, hands tangling in Kelly's hair as she felt her friend's soft, wet touch. Heat mixing with heat.
"Your pussy is so beautiful, Cass." Her fingers moved up, thumb circling Cassidy's clit. Her free hand went to her friend's hip and gripped it as she continued exploring Cassidy's sex. "So lovely and delicate. Like a flower. Just like all the buds and blossoms in your shop." She moved closer, the tip of her nose brushing Cassidy's lips. "And you smell amazing..."
Cassidy was trembling, hands still tangled in her friend's hair as she looked down in a hazy cloud of lust, intoxicated by the intimate attention Kelly was giving her. She'd never experienced anything like this before. Collin admired her over her panties, and she absolutely loved that. But this was new, taboo, a whole different universe.
Kelly parted Cassidy's lips with her thumbs, opening her up to expose her pink. The water cascading down along her skin and inside. The heat touched her along with Kelly's breath.
"Fuck..." she muttered. Or maybe they both muttered.
Before Cassidy knew what was happening, Kelly had moved closer and her lips pressed against her opening.
"Oh...oh god!" she gasped as her friend's gentle, wet lips found her and tasted her. Doing what she'd been too afraid to do last night in the heat of everything. But here, together, in the privacy of their shower, she couldn't resist letting Kelly explore, at least a little.
Kelly's tongue flicked out and gently lapped at Cassidy's vagina.
"UH!" Cassidy stiffened, nipples hardening and legs trembling with nervous desire. "K...Kel...oh my god..." she whimpered. Lips and tongue... touching tenderly, exploring the smooth skin of her vagina... slipping gently inside. The feeling was intense. Much stronger than her husband's kisses on the outside of her panties.
Kelly kissed again. Soft. Sweet. "So perfect." She whispered under the falling water. Her thumb circled Cassidy's clit again. Then, she moved her wedding ring finger to Cassidy's opening and pressed it up inside, sliding in deep until the ring touched her clit.
"Fuck!" Cassidy gasped. Her back found the wall of the shower and Kelly gripped her hips, steadying her so she wouldn't slip and fall. "Fuck! Kelly, oh my fuck!" Cassidy moaned, eyes rolling up as her friend moved the one finger in and out of her tight sex.
"So tight," Kelly whispered. "I've always kinda wondered what guys feel, ya know? How our pussy's feel when they squeeze them. This must be pretty close to that feeling," she muttered, gliding her finger deep into her friend and then out again, watching her pussy cling hungrily to her finger, her gaze fascinated.
"Ohhhh God!" Cassidy gasped and grabbed hold of Kelly's head. "Please... please Kel, oh fuck I'm... I'm gonna..."
Kelly looked up at Cassidy, angling and then curving her finger inside her pussy to rub against the sensitive spot inside. "It's okay, Cass. Cum. Let me make you feel good."
Cassidy arched, head against the wall, chest out with water splashing against them as she began to cum on Kelly's finger. "Fuck. Fuck! Oh, my fucking GOD!" Cassidy whimpered as the orgasm raged through her, thrumming deeply into her bones.



Kelly leaned in and kissed Cassidy's clit, her finger pushed deep inside, feeling the contractions of her best friend's cunt as she came.
After a few moments, Cassidy relaxed, her hands letting go of Kelly and falling to her sides. Kelly stood up, hands on her friend's hips so she didn't collapse or slip. "Okay?" she asked delicately, leaning in to give Cassidy a soft kiss on the mouth.
Cassidy nodded, her head falling forward to rest on Kelly's shoulder.
"Am I interrupting?" Jack asked, opening the shower door and peeking in, the glass having fogged over from the water and the girls' steamy activities.
Jack was feeling a little... rough this morning. As young as last night's activities had made him feel, he wasn't a teenager anymore. So when he woke up a few minutes ago, he had been sure that all he wanted to do for the rest of the day was nap. Maybe with a heated blanket... no, an ice pack... or maybe both.
But then he heard the shower running...
Kelly and Cassidy were nowhere to be seen. Maybe Cassidy had slipped out early. She had a husband to get home to, after all. But if that was the case, what were the noises he was hearing above the spray of the shower? It wouldn't hurt to take a peek. Worst case scenario, it was just Kelly. Maybe doing some early morning self pleasure.
And best case, it would be...
When he looked in, he found Kelly and Cassidy kissing beneath the hot spray of the luxurious shower, bodies slippery, hands gripping each other's hips, lips pressed together hungrily. It was a fascinating, erotic surprise. Kelly had never been shy with him in private about the fact that she could be attracted to women. She would often teasingly point out women when they were out together in public, letting him know with a raised eyebrow and a subtle nod that a woman was "her type". But Jack had always wondered how much of it was a tease, because he knew the idea of her with another woman turned him on.
Well, if last night left any doubt, this scene expunged it. Kelly was kissing Cassidy while he was supposedly asleep. Whatever attraction there was between the two ladies seemed to be much deeper than just a brief show for his benefit.
Jack's eyes flicked to Cassidy's naked form; petite, soft, deliciously feminine, and dripping with water. It felt different seeing her in the light of day. A little... taboo even. The threesome that Collin had given his blessing to had ended last night, along with Jack's birthday celebration. He wasn't a birthday boy anymore, just a man. A man who had no business ogling someone else's wife. As his eyes met Cassidy's, he could tell that she felt that strange tension as well. Should they be doing this anymore now that the morning had come?
Maybe it would be better for Jack to leave. Instead, he turned to Kelly, who was looking at him with a considering, pursed-lipped expression. "Do you mind if I join you?" he asked, wrapping all the complicated feelings of the morning after into the question.
Kelly raised an eyebrow, and for a second he thought she would tell him to go back to bed and leave Cassidy alone. But a sly smile quirked the corners of her lips, and Jack could tell she was game for at least a little more fun. "I don't know," she said musingly, turning to the gorgeous friend she still held close in a naked embrace, "do you think there's room in here for a dirty old man, Cass?"
That question was weighted too, dangling the opportunity for Cassidy to close the book firmly on her sexual contact with Jack. Jack felt Cassidy's blue eyes on him for a moment like a heavy weight. Then she blushed and shrugged shyly. "I think we can squeeze him in."
Everyone grinned at that. Kelly stayed close to Cassidy, as if she were protecting her, but even as she did, her hand moved down to Cassidy's pussy, still throbbing from her orgasm, and gently parted her lips. "It was definitely a squeeze, if last night was any indication."
Jack watched, giving the girls some space to relax, to get used to his presence. His hand moving to his growing erection.
"I still can't believe he got it in this little bud." Kelly giggled and, letting go of Cassidy's lips, gave her puffy mound a little swat. It wasn't hard enough to hurt or really even tingle, but Cassidy gasped at the playful contact. She glared at her friend, cheeks blazing, and gave Kelly's pussy a little swat back.
The girls began to giggle and Jack watched them playfully swat and smack each other's hips, asses, pussies and even tits as they splashed under the water like children. After a few moments of horseplay, Kelly brushed Cassidy away. "Ok, ok, enough," she giggled. "I do actually need to get clean during this shower. The birthday boy squirted just as much on me last night as he did on you, if you didn't notice."
At that, Cassidy's eyes darted to Jack, who was still patiently watching and waiting. "Uh... do you maybe want some help?" She asked him nervously, eyes darting around the shower, not wanting to land on Jack for too long.
Jack watched Cassidy standing there, the same old doe-like nervousness in her eyes, like she could turn and run at any second. But there was something else there too... something that had appeared last night.
A desire to be caught.
Jack's eyes slid downward, taking in her rounded hips, the silky-smooth pussy she had shaved just for him, the delicate pink nipples on her firm little tits, just the slightest bit erect despite the warm humidity of the shower. Back to her eyes, and the tentative curiosity there. Jack's cock rapidly pumped toward full stiffness.
She'd offered. She wanted to play. That made this fair game in his book.
"Sure," he said warmly, stepping toward her and into the warm spray, "that sounds amazing."
Kelly stood beneath the spray, soaping up her hair and allowing her husband and Cassidy a tiny bit of privacy. Cassidy took the loofah, sudsing it up, and began scrubbing the grime and sweat off of Jack.
Cassidy took her time, pressing the loofah into Jack's chest, hairy and matted from the water. She scrubbed him thoroughly, letting the soap lather up and begin dripping down his trim abs and arms. Moving her hands along his body, she scrubbed efficiently but delicately, making sure to actually clean him and not just admire his body. His erection was in plain view and Cassidy couldn't help but be aware of it. Her thighs occasionally brushed against it as she scrubbed him; gentle, feather-light touches of warm skin to warm skin. Cassidy's heart beat faster and faster in her chest as she tried and failed to ignore the stiff cock in front of her. She moved lower and lower every few moments, working her way down Jack's body until she was squatting in front of him, his massive, thick cock right in front of her face, dripping wet and throbbing with masculine power. Some of the creamy white suds from his chest dripped around it and over his balls, drawing Cassidy's helpless, lustful gaze.
She'd been close to Jack's penis several times last night, and of course it had been inside her multiple times as well, but still she was impressed. Not that it was some sort of monster. It just looked perfectly proportioned. Thick. Full. Smooth. The head looked like a glossy helmet. Right now, its urethra was dripping pre cum in thick drops. It was just so manly. Amazing. Or maybe it was because Cassidy had only ever seen Collin's cock up close and, though she absolutely loved her husband's penis, this was just so new. Maybe the novelty alone made it easy to get obsessed with.
Her hands moved to his cock, one still holding the loofah and the other wrapping around the base of his shaft. This was ok... it didn't even really count as a hand job. Jack's penis was clearly in need of washing after last night... she was just continuing to help clean him up. The loofah scrubbed up along his length as she stroked him at the same time, stimulating him in two unique ways. Three, if you counted the soft, warm, tingling suds that were coating his thick cock and dripping down Cassidy's hands, arms, tits.
Jack stood triumphant and kingly, watching this married woman give him a wet, soapy hand job. Naked. On her knees. At his feet. Watching his cock with wide, admiring eyes. Her lips glistened, tongue darting out to lick them with an unconscious need.
Kelly continued giving them what privacy she could as she washed herself, listening to the soft groans from her husband as her best friend stroked his cock. She tried not to be too jealous; there was no question Jack was hers and hers alone. And last night had been so fun that she was definitely considering how they might do it again. But she still felt a little stomach clenching emotion; a possessive feeling for her husband. Up till last night, she'd been the only one to give him pleasure and passion. Now, Cassidy was doing it too.
She turned to watch Cassidy eagerly scrubbing her husband's cock. The sight was beyond erotic. And not just because of seeing her husband achingly hard and enjoying getting pleasure from another woman. Seeing Cassidy dripping wet, soap sliding along her beautiful pale skin was intoxicating. Kissing her had been... it had been lightning... a sparking flame building into a raging inferno. She wasn't even going to attempt to hide that she was attracted to her friend. There'd be on point. She'd never be able to hide it. Cassidy was everything that Jack was. A friend. A partner. Beautiful. Talented. Smart. If Kelly really were fully lesbian, Cassidy would be her first choice to be her partner for life. Her heart swelled with the feelings and she couldn't stay on the sidelines anymore.
Cassidy put the loofah aside, letting the water rinse the soap from Jack's body and cock. There... all clean. Really, she should just stand up now. Her job was finished. Cassidy looked up at Jack, biting her lip. Her hand was still firmly wrapped around his throbbing cock. Did it really matter if she gave him a hand job? They had done much worse last night. This morning probably just counted as another part of the threesome, really. It wasn't a big deal. She wrapped both her hands around him now, stroking and twisting, making him groan. Suddenly, Kelly appeared, squatting alongside her. For a second she was nervous that Kel would be upset at what she was doing. But Kelly kissed her hard and deep, her own hands joining Cassidy's on her husband's cock to give him a double hand job as they made out.
Jack looked down, deeply enjoying the erotic sight: two women kneeling in front of him, passionately making out while their slim, feminine hands pumped the length of his cock. In the light of day, the sight was even more awe inspiring than it had been in the dim light of the bedroom.
But that didn't mean it couldn't get better. "Hey girls," said Jack with a chuckle, breaking their focus on each other and making them look up at him, "I'm feeling a little left out of this kiss... could you maybe help a guy out?"
Cassidy looked confused, then glanced at Kelly. "Ummm, so do you want us to stand up and...?"
Kelly sighed dramatically and pulled her husband closer by his cock. "No, sweetie. He doesn't mean he wants to kiss us. As usual, the man is trying to make this all about his dick." She winked at Cassidy, whispering, "But I think that adding a cock to the mix might actually be pretty hot, don't you?"
Cassidy giggled as Kelly brought her lips to the head of Jack's cock, then mirrored her movements, until they were sandwiching Jack's throbbing head between their soft, wet lips. "Yessss," groaned Jack, "That's perfect! Why don't you both..."
"Ahh!" said Kelly sharply, waving a finger at her husband with a mischievous grin. "If you want to interrupt me and my best friend's kiss, you'll do it on our terms. Just sit back and relax now, big guy. For the next few minutes, your cock is our toy. Trust me, you'll enjoy it."
Jack laughed and nodded. Fair enough. He had gotten to be the dominant big shot all last night after all. He and Kelly loved to play power games in bed. He had a dominant kink, and Kelly loved to submit to him. But she also loved to switch things up, and teasing him was one of her major turn-ons as well. Variety was the spice of life, and they had certainly found that to be true in the bedroom. Kelly had practically been a tyrant on the night the twins were conceived, if he remembered correctly.
In any case, he was perfectly capable of being a good boy and letting Kelly call the shots for a while... but he did wonder how deep the submissive streak Cassidy had revealed last night went.
"Do what I do, Cass," Kelly said cheerfully. "He loves it when I do this to him... it'll drive him nuts if we do it together." She pressed her lips back up against the side of Jack's cock, but this time let her tongue slip out between her lips, licking and swirling it over his cock head outside of her mouth. It looked totally obscene. Almost pornographic. Cassidy couldn't wait to try it herself. She kissed the other side of Jack's cock, then let her own soft pink tongue slither out to join Kelly's.
Jack let out another involuntary groan as the two friends licked all over the head of his cock, their tongues wetly tangling with each other as they moved over his sensitive skin. As they continued their new obscene style of make-out, Kelly reached up and began massaging his balls, and after a second, Cassidy joined her.
It felt amazing: two tongues slipping and sliding over his cock and each other while two soft hands gently played with his balls. It actually felt too amazing. Shit. Jack stepped back, panting.
He had managed to cum several times last night, but the Viagra had long since worn off. He wasn't confident he could go multiple rounds right now, and he thought that if he played his cards right, things could get a lot more interesting than just a blowjob.
Kelly and Cassidy seemed surprised by his sudden move backward. They looked at each other for a moment... then burst into giggles. Kelly held up a hand, and Cassidy slapped it cheerfully in a wet high five. "I told you!" said Kelly triumphantly, "We almost had him! And it took, like, what? A minute? A minute and a half?"
Jack growled playfully, striding forward again toward Kelly, tapping his cock against her cheek and saying, "Very funny, angel. It was two against one! As if you wouldn't cum just as fast if Cass and I were working on you at the same time." Kelly giggled up at him with insolent, intrigued eyes, giving his cock a teasing lick. "Don't threaten me with a good time, hubby. But...you're on."
"Okay, Cass," said Jack conspiratorially. "Trust me, I know Kel inside and out. We'll have her moaning for mercy in under a minute." Cassidy nodded and bit her lip, ready to play along.
"Ok, Angel," said Jack to Kelly in a voice of mock authority, "Hands on the wall and spread 'em!'"
Kelly rolled her eyes, but stood to obey, bending at the waist to plant her hands on the wet wall of the shower, displaying her long, luscious legs, perky ass, and the smooth mound of her pussy.
Jack smiled, crouching to get closer to Cassidy's level. "I'll take care of her pussy. What I need you to do is get underneath her and start playing with her nipples. Kelly has really sensitive breasts. Whatever you can do; Lick, suck, nibble, squeeze... you name it. Don't stop until she cums."
Cassidy gulped, looking toward the luscious breasts hanging beneath her best friend's body. "G-got it," she said, feeling the buzzing warmth of arousal grow within her.
They quickly got into position, Jack behind Kelly, and Cassidy beneath her. Kelly looked down at her friend kneeling below her. Her dark, lively brown eyes warm and amused. "Ahh, you got tits duty, huh?" Her nose wrinkled cutely. "Hmmm, well, have fun," she said, pushing her breasts forward, presenting them for Cassidy. "We were a bit too busy last night for you to really try them out."
Before she could say anything in response, Kelly gasped. Jack had knelt behind her, taking her hips in his hands and pulling himself in to eat her enthusiastically from behind. It was a little surprising: Cassidy had expected him to use his incredible cock to bring his wife to orgasm.
Is he that confident in his tongue technique?
She had no time to get distracted. She had a job to do. Cassidy raised her eyes to Kelly's hanging breasts. Big. Firm. With large, dark pink nipples at their tips. They looked perfect, dripping with the wet heat of the shower. Cassidy had never looked at any woman the way she had started seeing Kelly. But she had no need to fake her eagerness as she raised her hands and cupped them in her palms, gently bouncing them, getting a feel for her friend's chest.
Kelly chuckled and looked at Cassidy through lusty eyes. "What are you doing, hon? Trying to juggle?"
Cassidy giggled with her friend and then, cupping the breasts in her hands, moved her mouth up to the stiff pink nub of Kelly's nipple and took it between her lips.
Kelly hissed in approval as Cassidy sucked the nipple in her mouth, swirling her tongue lightly around it, just like she had done with Jack's cock so many times last night. Her other hand lifted to stroke and pinch the other nipple as she worked, closing her eyes and relishing the sensation of her friend's soft breasts pressed against her face.
"Yes!" moaned Kelly, taking a hand off the wall to reach down and move Cassidy to her other nipple, crushing her into her pillowy tits in her ecstasy. "Suck my tits, Cass! Fuck! You're so fucking good at this!"
Kelly had put up a brave front, but it was clear Jack had been correct. Behind her, he thrust his face deep between his wife's thighs, licking and slurping and sucking, focusing intensely on her clit with his lapping tongue. He was confident that he had the skills to bring her to moaning orgasm rapidly, especially with Cassidy's help.
After just a minute of being tag-teamed by her husband and her best friend, Kelly's thighs shivered and her back arched. She let out a joyful cry. No hands on the wall now; one was thrust behind her to pull her husband close, and the other pressed Cassidy tight to her chest, where her friend still suckled and nipped, exploring the joys of playing with another woman's breasts for the first time.
Finally, Kelly released them with a big smile and a shaky laugh. "Ok, ok! I admit defeat," she said, helping Jack up from his knees and kissing him deeply. Jack smiled back, holding her close. "What do I win?" he asked cheekily.
Kelly cast a considering eye down at Cassidy, who was fidgeting and blushing on her knees, clearly deeply aroused. "I think Cassidy is the one who ought to win something now," said Kelly firmly. "Sucking cock and tits is fun, but it isn't very stimulating. Cass dear, didn't it look fun when I was in that position, up against the wall?"
"I... Well, umm. Yeah," said Cassidy shyly.
"Good," purred Kelly, reaching out to help Cassidy to her feet. "Why don't you take that same position, dear? Let me and Jack make you feel good for a change. And none of this time limit thing anymore. Just some nice, relaxing fun."
Cassidy nodded, biting her lip hard, and placed her hands on the wall, spreading her legs and arching her back, just like she had seen Kelly do. Jack felt a swell of lust as he saw the cute little pussy peeking out from between her thighs.
He knelt, inspecting closely. Cute, delicate... a little puffed from her obvious arousal and also raw-looking from heavy use last night. Jack got right up close, raising his fingers to stroke delicately down her lips, making her shudder and making a tiny whimpering noise in her throat.
Kelly stood by Cassidy's side, her hands rubbing and stroking eagerly over Cassidy's firm, apple sized breasts.
She looked so good... Jack thought she would probably taste even better. He got even closer, his warm breath fanning over Cassidy's sensitive skin.



"W-wait..." Cassidy pleaded softly, "Jack, not... not that. I'm sorry but.. C-Collin, he... I mean, I don't let him..."
Jack felt a brief stab of frustration, but immediately backed away. This whole thing was about respect, trust. Cassidy had set a boundary, and he would respect that... no matter how much he wanted to dive right in. Instead, he raised a hand and brought it up to softly rub between her tender lips. "Of course," he said. "I understand. Are fingers okay?"
"Y-yeah," gulped Cassidy, "Fingers are gooood." She trailed off and arched onto her toes as Jack pressed his middle finger into her opening. It was burning hot, wet, slick, squeezing him with need.
She was nervous that Jack would be upset. It was obvious he wanted to go down on her and he clearly enjoyed cunnilingus, considering what she'd just seen him do with Kelly. And he was good at it too. Kelly had cum in barely a minute! But she just... wasn't ready. Yes, she'd let Kelly tease her with her mouth a few minutes ago, but that had felt more... she couldn't put her finger on it. Kelly was her best friend, she trusted her completely. And though she knew Jack well, and he was the preacher at their church, a good man all around, she still didn't quite... have that bond. Yet. Besides, as strange as it seemed, her attraction and play with Kelly felt like it was on a totally different sexual axis. The things she did with Kelly and how she felt about her were hard to compare to Jack or Collin at all. But letting a man besides her husband kiss her there... when Collin had never been allowed? That felt much more serious.
Kelly began plastering soft kisses all over Cassidy's back, along her neck, in her wet hair, and down to her earlobe, softly sucking it as Cassidy stood, presenting herself for Jack's probing finger.
"My husband is very talented." Kelly whispered huskily. "Fingers. Tongue. Cock. He's a sexual virtuoso. And he's gonna take good care of you." She gave Cassidy a fluttering kiss on the lips.
Cassidy could only pant, concentrating completely on the feeling of Jack's thick finger sliding slowly in and out of her pussy. She could feel her lips clinging to him, suckling, not wanting to let him go.
Kelly let her hands roam Cassidy's body for a moment longer before moving down to her friend's ass, pulling her cheeks open so her husband could get a clearer view of everything Cassidy had to offer.
Jack groaned in delight as he saw Cassidy's most private areas put on full display for him. A beautiful little pink asshole. Her puffy, smooth little mound that was closed tight around his finger. Cassidy was cute in every single way. Fuck! It was enough to make a man jealous. Collin was such a lucky man! Jack would have to make sure he let Collin know just how amazing his wife was and how great of a man he must be to have ended up with her.
Water splashed and cascaded down their bodies, dripping along Cassidy's ass cheeks and over her asshole and labia. Jack continued slowly pumping his finger in and out as Cassidy moaned and trembled adorably, this time not in a hurry to make a girl cum. He let his eyes feast on her perfect little body, trying to burn the sight into his brain along with all the other events of last night.
Kelly leaned down and gave her husband a deep, passionate kiss as his finger slid in to the last knuckle. Cassidy squealed breathlessly, her cute little toes curling against the wet tile of the shower as she relished the sensation.. When their lips parted, Kelly winked at Jack and did something characteristically bold. She pulled the cheeks of Cassidy's ass even further apart, and, looking straight into her husband's eyes, slid her tongue deep between Cassidy's soft cheeks, licking swiftly over her friend's little pink anus.
"Ahhh!" Cassidy's legs shook, and her pussy clenched tightly around Jack's finger. Maybe it was because she enjoyed that sudden, surprise stimulation, or maybe all of her taboo thoughts and the new sensations had just blended together into a deep, writhing need in her belly, but a fresh, powerful orgasm exploded inside. Her nails raked against the tiles of the wall as she moaned in pleasure, and her hips moved by themselves, grinding backward greedily into Jack's fingers.
Jack pulled his finger out of Cassidy and stood up with a determined fire burning in his eyes. He wasn't going to miss this opportunity. Cassidy was submissive, curious, and deeply, passionately horny right now. He took Cassidy firmly by the arm and spun her around. She was still mid orgasm, her glossy lips parted and panting, her arms weakly clinging to the big, strong man in front of her as she stood on wobbly knees. Kelly stepped back to give her husband room to work. She was unsure exactly what Jack planned to do, but could tell by the look in his eyes that he was hungry... and he was going to get what he wanted.
Jack stepped forward, pinning Cassidy's back against the slick wall‌ of the shower. Then, in a smooth motion that defied his fatigue from the night before, he reached under her, gripped her ass in his firm palms, and lifted. Cassidy gasped in shock as her feet left the ground. Her legs opened instinctively, circling tight around Jack's muscular waist. She was panting, still lost in the ecstasy of her orgasm. Her mind reeled with the sensation of being lifted, carried effortlessly by someone so much stronger than herself. Her eyes searched Jack's determined, hungry expression. His lean muscles beaded with hot shower water and strained with effort. He looked so... powerful. So manly. Cassidy felt like she was swooning a little. It wasn't just her orgasm that was making her feel a little starry-eyed. "J...Jack...wh..wha...?" Her words wouldn't come out... and then she didn't have words at all. Jack positioned himself at her entrance and, hands holding to her ass tight, pulled her down onto his erection.
"OHHHH HOLY FUCK!" Cassidy screamed in ecstasy and shock. Her head flew back‌, scalding water cascading over her, down her breasts and stomach. Her stiff nipples dripped with erotic, heated droplets as her whole body was forced into another rolling orgasm, right off the back of the last. Cassidy's arms slid around Jack's neck, holding on for dear life as Jack met her wide-eyed gaze. Heat sizzled between their eyes as they breathed heavily, holding the pose for one searing moment. They both felt the same powerful, animal lust they had discovered last night. The passion between man and woman that couldn't be held back by things like marriage and politeness. Jack adjusted his grip, then thrust upward, starting to fuck her.
Jack held her tightly, possessively, and thrust her down the full, fat length of his cock, all the way to the hilt. This wasn't a gentle, exploratory rhythm like last night; this was needy and insatiable. With Cassidy's upper back pressed against the wall for support, he held her ass in the air and pulled her down repeatedly onto his cock. His angle was perfect for powerful, gravity-assisted penetration. The head of his dick tapped again and again at her cervix. Jack's thick member stretched her open again and again, never giving her time to adjust, repeating the stretch like some sort of obscene exercise.
"Yeah. Oh, fuck Cass, your pussy is so tight!" Jack grunted, looking her right in the eye as he roughly claimed her.
Kelly came up behind Jack, wanting to see from his point of view. It was stunningly erotic to see her best friend's eyes locked on her husband's, wide and burning with passion and shock and lust. She glanced down over his shoulder, watching with horny fascination as his cock vanished into Cassidy's tight little tunnel over and over, her lips stretched wide and lewd. Her hand went to her clit and began rubbing furiously, sweet pleasure rising inside her as she watched Cassidy getting fucked hard and fast.
"J-Jack!" Cassidy gasped. She was trying to tell him to go slower, that he was stretching her to her limit and it was giving her a mixture of pain and pleasure that her brain was having a hard time separating. But she couldn't get the words out. She knew she could just say 'stop' and it would end, but... she didn't want to. Fuck! She wanted more! "F...fuck... fuck god yes please don't stop." Those were the words that came tumbling from her mouth, her tits bouncing and splashing water between them as she dug her nails into his back. "FFFFFFUUUUUCCCCKKKK!"
Jack began pounding faster. Harder. His hips bucked upward, meeting the downward thrusts of Cassidy's body. It was amazing. Heaven. He loved Kelly's body, and sex with her was phenomenal, but this experience with Cassidy was a whole new world. Stupidly, the words to the Disney Aladdin song started playing in his head as he fucked his wife's best friend. The triumphant thought made him swell even further inside her, his thrusts spearing upward into her with even greater force. Cassidy, cute as always, whimpered, nuzzled her face into the crook of his neck, her panting breaths hot on his throat.
Kelly moved behind Jack, kissing along his spine as he used her friend. With one teasing kiss on each ass cheek, she gently spread them open. Rimming wasn't something they did often. It was a special occasion activity Kelly used when she wanted to be particularly kinky. Last night had been one of those rare occasions. But today it seemed like they were breaking even more taboos, and she had no intention of being left out of Jack and Cassidy's pleasure. Her tongue lashed out, licking between Jack's cheeks and over his tightened asshole as he fucked her best friend long and hard.
"AAHHH FUCKING SHIT, KEL!" He grunted. His wife's wicked act of stimulation pushed him over the edge. His hips thrust faster. Deeper. Harder. He pinned Cassidy to the shower wall, crushing his chest against hers, feeling her soft breasts and nipples rubbing against him. Their mouths found each other in a hard, oppressive, hungry kiss. Tongues twisted and teeth nipped. Cassidy was breathing into Jack's mouth and her chest heaved deeper and deeper against his as another orgasm began bursting inside her.
"FUCKING CUM ON ME CASSIDY!" Jack ordered. It wasn't a request. He wanted it and he was going to get it. "CUM ON MY FUCKING MARRIED COCK!" He shouted it into her face, into her mouth as they kissed.
Cassidy obeyed.
She screamed into him, her whole body shaking and shuddering and tensing. Kelly lapped deeply at her husband's asshole, making him grunt so primally you would have thought a lion or a tiger was loose in the hotel room. It pushed Jack up and over the edge of climax, and his cock began spurting thick ropes of cum deep into Cassidy's pussy. Kelly grabbed hold of his pulsing balls and felt them constricting as they let loose their load into her friend, her own fingers dancing along her clit so fast she brought herself to orgasm right along with the others.
Their moans and grunts mixed together. Jack pressed harder into Cassidy, his cock pulsing and shooting even more cum deep inside. Cassidy's nails dug into Jack's shoulders painfully as she tried to hold on tight through her avalanche of an orgasm. The stimulation from Kelly's tongue seemed to keep Jack pulsing, emptying semen reserves he didn't know he had. The feeling of the thick warm cream dripping around the tight union of Cassidy's pussy and his cock made him shake right along with her.
Cassidy was whimpering, shaking, "J...Jack...p...plea...please put...down..." She gasped, trying to claw herself back from the empty space in her brain made by the mind blowing orgasm.
Jack nodded slowly, out of breath and trying to keep hold of Cassidy so they all didn't slip and fall into a heap. He let her down gently, making sure to keep her steady as her feet touched the slick floor. Kelly was up on her feet now, grabbing hold of Cassidy's hand and helping to keep her up.
"Okay?" Kelly whispered to Cassidy, brushing back wet hair from her friend's face.
Cassidy nodded drunkenly and smiled. "Y...yeah..." she breathed and lay her head on Kelly's shoulder. "Can... we just... get clean now?"
Kelly chuckled and looked at Jack. "Give us a minute." She mouthed to him, signalling for him to rinse off and leave the shower so the girls could collect themselves.
Jack stepped out of the shower, leaving the two girls to their conversation. He felt gloriously alive and liberated. Every nerve seemed to pulse with adrenaline. The world looked bright and brand new.
He had read somewhere that men were hard-wired to want multiple women. It made sense in a strictly biological sense. Men could impregnate multiple women, so why stop at just one? Of course, in a moral and religious sense, having multiple women was a lot more dubious. He had always shaken his head at ideas like that. Kelly was the only woman he would ever need.
But having two women devoted to him... horny and willing to share him with each other... It had been an intoxicating night and morning living in that fantasy. All of his aches and pains from the night before didn't trouble him at all right now (although he was sure they would be back in full force by the evening). Maybe it was his body's way of rewarding him for fulfilling his biological drive to claim multiple women. As morally questionable as that thought may be.
As Jack towelled off, he could hear Kelly and Cassidy murmuring softly to each other in the shower, no longer kissing and teasing, just the earnest discussion of two friends. He could see them through the fogged glass out of the corner of his eye, heads held close in discussion.
He let them have their privacy, moving back into the bedroom to get dressed. Cassidy and Kelly had been friends for a long time, and he knew that there was an intimacy and trust there he would never pierce as long as he lived. Nor was he interested in trying to.
Jack wrinkled his nose and chuckled as he returned to the bedroom area. Good lord, the room smelled like sex! The stale smell of sweat and other fluids was like a slap in the face; a stark reminder of their passionate tryst the night before. Even with the coffee Kelly had brewed, the aroma of their activities had won out and made Jack's eyes water just a little.
The room's new odour helped to break Jack's fantasy. It was the morning after. As fun as the brief taboo session in the shower had been, it was a diversion from reality. Just an epilogue for the special once-in-a-lifetime event he'd been gifted.
Cassidy didn't belong to him, even if there was an undeniable sexual chemistry between Kelly, Cassidy and himself. His attraction to his wife's best friend would go back on the shelf forever, except perhaps for some kinky dirty talk from Kelly. And watching the videos, of course.
Jack opened the window and stripped the soiled sheets from the bed, setting them in the hallway. Then he called the front desk to have housekeeping come fetch the sheets and ordered an extravagant spread from room service. Then he got dressed. Luckily, Kelly had been smart enough to pack a change of clothes for him, since he hadn't brought anything to the room.
By the time he changed into a fresh pair of jeans and a fitted tee, room service had arrived and the ladies were stepping out of the bathroom wrapped in towels.
"Okay, I smell bacon!" Kelly announced, her towel wrapped up around her breasts. It wasn't quite long enough to cover her ass or the underside of her pussy as she came strutting out. Cassidy was on her heels, wearing a towel that did a better job of covering her nudity. "Oh my gosh, are those Everything Bagels?" Cassidy's eyes brightened as she noticed the cart that was filled with a magnificent breakfast spread.
Kelly had already plucked a piece of bacon off the tray and was munching on it happily as she turned on her heel and returned to the bathroom for a moment. She came back with her bag and tossed it on the bed. "I brought a change of clothes for us both, just in case you forgot," she said, patting Cassidy's shoulder while she was smearing a thick layer of cream cheese onto her bagel.
"Oh... geez, I'm such an airhead," Cassidy sighed, picking up the jug of orange juice and pouring herself a glass. "I didn't even think... I guess I was just gonna wear the same clothes..."
"No walk of shame today, sweetie!" Kelly scolded playfully. "You leave this room clean and clear and happy." She winked and sat down on the bed, grabbing a blueberry muffin that was stacked on a plate with several other pastries. "MMMMMM these are freaking orgasmic!" Kelly moaned. "Probably better than sex."
Jack, sitting in a chair in the living area, looked up from his coffee and muffin and glared at his wife in mock annoyance. "Watch it."
Kelly smirked at her husband, playfully cocky. "Watch what? Watch me cream myself over this amazing little confectionary? Watch it please me in ways that you never could?" She batted her eyes at him and gave him an innocent, yet sultry look, then she took another dainty bite.
Cassidy held back a laugh as she bit into her bagel, sitting on the opposite side of the bed from Kelly and looking through the bag to see what clothes her friend had brought. She let the banter between her two married friends wash over her. It felt light and casual, like they were just having breakfast together instead of decompressing and refueling after a night of sex and a morning-after of even more copulation. Part of her knew that the reality of what had happened was going to come crashing down on her at some point. The spell of this room would be broken once she left. But she pushed that feeling aside for now and tried to enjoy the morning.
Finishing her bagel, Cassidy pulled out a pair of cute, smooth, strappy-back, high-leg thong panties that were patterned with little pink and red hearts. The other pair was a purple lace trimmed v-string. A v-string was something she'd never be caught dead in. "Kelly, seriously?" She held up the strappy-back panties with an unimpressed expression.
Kelly turned to her friend with big, innocent eyes. "What? It's not my fault your taste in panties is what our grandparents wore. Live a little, Cass, show some ass." She grinned, winked, and bit into another piece of bacon.
Cassidy glared, but sighed in resignation and stood up, letting her towel fall. It dawned on her that just twelve hours ago she never would have considered being naked in front of Jack, or Kelly for that matter, in such a casual manner. But after what they had all shared, what they'd done; standing in a room naked with them seemed trivial. She pulled on the heart printed panties, feeling them snuggly hug her hips, the back slipping between her cheeks and the front gusset clinging so tightly to her vagina there was a clear indent of her slit.
Kelly whistled. "Damn girl! You really need to show that off more. Go ahead, shake it for us."
Jack chuckled, but his eyes were up and clearly taking in Cassidy's figure as the panties clung tightly to her.
"Can you chill, pervert." Cassidy muttered, glaring at Kelly, which only made her friend laugh. Reaching back into the bag, she pulled out a matching bra that fit her decently, even though Kelly and her were different sizes, and then pulled out a pink t-shirt and pair of white capris.
"Collin will definitely be surprised if you let him see those undies." Kelly winked and got up, going to get a fresh cup of coffee that had been brought with the rest of the breakfast. "A nice little surprise gift to go with the videos we made for him!"
Cassidy blushed, thinking about her husband seeing her ass hanging out in the thong. Oh, my gosh! What would he think? Would he like it? She usually wore regular underwear that covered at least half of her bottom. It was hard to remember if she'd ever worn a thong for him. Would it interest him? Seeing her in something so skimpy? Sure, she'd worn that white thong for Jack, but that was part of the gift, not some everyday occurrence. And as far as the video from last night went... she didn't even want to think about that right now. She mulled it over seriously as she pulled on the capris and t-shirt.



"Toss me the other clothes, would ya, Cass?" Kelly asked, walking back to the bed and putting her coffee down on the nightstand.
She pulled out the black pair of jean shorts, red tank top and the v-string panties and matching bra, tossing them over to Kelly who promptly dropped her towel and nabbed the panties, slipping them on.
Jack sat quietly, enjoying the show as the girls got dressed. Asses jiggling, breasts swaying, all the little goodies getting covered and wrapped back up. It was funny, seeing them get undressed was sexy, but seeing them get dressed was sexy too. Maybe he just liked women. That was probably it. Clothed or naked, he liked them all the same.
The rest of the time in the suite was spent quietly eating breakfast, enjoying coffee, juice and just sitting and letting themselves relax from the high tension and exhausting activity from last night and this morning. Finally, Cassidy went back to the bathroom to gather her things...
... and that's when she noticed her phone.
There were messages from Collin. Texts. A couple of missed calls. One from last night, one from this morning. It was only then that the sobering truth hit her... she'd spent the night. That hadn't been the plan they discussed. She'd told Collin she was coming home last night and that they'd spend the day together. But it was now almost eight, and she hadn't even texted him to tell him she was okay. He was probably worried sick! If anything, he had shown remarkable restraint by only calling twice.
"Fuck," she muttered. Kelly peeked into the bathroom. The woman had the ears of a bat.
"Did I just hear you curse? And not in the context of sex?"
Cassidy met her friend's curious gaze. "I missed calls from Collin." Her eyes were wide and guilty.
Kelly's eyes widened, too. "Oh... yeah. Fuck is right."
"I gotta go!" Cassidy exclaimed, quickly tucking her phone into her pocket and clutching her clothes to her chest. "I'm sorry..."
"No. No. No apologies. You go home to your man. Blame it on us if you need to." Kelly gave Cassidy a quick hug and ushered her to the door. "Give me a call or text later okay, let me know if he's angry. We can clear up anything we need to."
Cassidy was nodding like a bobble head as she opened the door and slipped into the hall. "Thanks Kel. Love you." And with that, she was rushing to the elevator.
...
Cassidy's heart was pounding. She could hear it in her ears. Feel it in her toes and fingertips. She'd stayed the entire night. Fuck. How could she have done that to Collin? And it wasn't just that; she could be forgiven for falling asleep. It was the fact that she hadn't even thought about Collin at all during the entire night, and the entire morning her husband had been absent from her mind. She had woken up, had steamy shower sex with her friends, then chatted over a leisurely breakfast, and hadn't even thought about the husband she was supposed to be spending her day with until she saw his attempts to contact her. It was unforgivable.
She hit her steering wheel in frustration as she drove, going just slightly over the speed limit, wanting to get home as fast as possible. Ignoring Collin's texts...calls... Well, okay, so she hadn't ignored them. Her phone had been in the bathroom and... with all the noise in the room, she hadn't heard it. In fact, she'd set it to vibrate. Double fuck. She'd done this to herself.
Part of her wanted to call Collin right then, but she felt too ashamed. Too nervous. And besides, talking and driving was a bad idea, let alone fighting. She was almost certain that she was headed home to a fight. Or maybe a very tense conversation. What if he was really angry? What if he was just sad? That would almost be worse.
There had to be a way to make this up to him. Nothing came to mind. But oddly, as tense as she felt at that moment, her mind was also surprisingly clear. Sharp and focused.
It's because you got fucked into unconsciousness. Had countless orgasms. Then had your brains fucked out in the shower in the morning by your best friend and her husband. This clarity is because you're satisfied.
The thought hit her so hard it was like she'd driven her car into a brick wall. Her grip tightened on the wheel and she suddenly felt so tense and on the verge of a panic attack that she quickly pulled over to a gas station and parked, rolling down her window and taking deep breaths of the crisp morning air. Her chest felt tight. Every hair was standing on end along her neck and arms. Her breaths were coming in shallow and constrained.
Oh, my god. Oh, my god. Calm down. It's okay, Cass. It's okay.
Everything came rushing back, just as she'd predicted. The hotel room had been a little bubble, separated from the rest of the world, allowing her to do anything she pleased with no consequence. But now that bubble had popped and reality was rushing in, trying to suffocate her. She'd had a threesome. A threesome with her PREACHER! A threesome with her BEST FRIEND! She'd had her first lesbian experience. But it was more than that. Cassidy had blown past all the rules she and Collin had set in place. She'd made out with Jack. With Kelly too. She'd taken Jack raw, and she'd let him cum inside her MULTIPLE times. She could almost feel his cum still inside her, even though after Jack had left, Kelly had helped her clean up thoroughly.
Tears came to her eyes, and she started smacking the steering wheel, gritting her teeth.
"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck."
Cassidy was not one to swear, at least not beyond the bounds of the bedroom. But if there was ever a time to swear, this was it. She'd violated Collin's trust. Jack had been inside her unprotected. Cum inside her so deep it felt unreal. There wasn't any risk of pregnancy of course, but it was the principle of the thing. She'd promised Collin and gone back on her word.
Worse. Just thinking about it, about Jack sliding into her... his cock pulsing as it emptied into her vagina. It turned her on! She was already feeling heat between her thighs, and wearing these thong panties that were so tight against her now bald pussy wasn't helping.
She continued taking slow, deep breaths, trying to calm herself down. Eventually, it began to work. Her heart rate slowed and the feeling of utter terror and panic subsided to a little buzzing in the back of her brain. That was better than feeling full on terror and wanting to jump out of her skin. Getting out of the car, she went into the gas station and grabbed a Sprite, something fizzy but not too sweet to help calm her stomach.
As she stood in line to pay, her phone buzzed. A new wash of terror flooded through her as she pulled it out of her pocket. Was Collin texting? Was he worried? She should message him and tell him she was on her way home. It was the least she could...
The message was from Jack. It was a link to a cloud file. When she clicked it, it sent her to a folder. Her eyes widened. The phone began slipping from her grasp, but she quickly regained her faculties and gripped the phone tight, hurriedly closing the window. Jack had sent her the videos they'd made and pictures they'd taken last night. The thumbnails revealed... Dear God, had anyone seen?
Cassidy looked around, but thankfully there was no one waiting in line behind her. No one had seen.
The thumbnails were... explicit. To say the least. A close up of Cassidy's pussy stretched full by Jack's cock. One of her and Kelly on their knees, worshiping Jack's penis. Kelly and Cassidy making out. There were nearly a dozen video clips and just as many pictures. Honestly, she'd lost track of the camera last night. Sometimes seeing it, other times completely forgetting it was part of the evening's events. She really didn't even know everything they'd captured.
She shoved her phone into her back pocket, stepped up to the register quickly paying for her soda, then turned and walked back out to her car. She leaned against the driver's side door for a moment, not ready to get in. The bubbles from the Sprite tickled her nose and sent shivers through her body that strangely helped her loosen up and relax. Her stomach stopped twisting and everything began returning to a normal rhythm inside her.
Okay, Cass. Okay. Take a second. Gather your thoughts. What you did last night was completely consensual. All parties agreed. Even Collin. He was aware you and Jack would have sex. Yes, some rules were broken. You kissed Jack, and you let him inside you bare. And let him cum inside you. That's... not good. I mean, it certainly felt good and... well amazing, okay it felt fucking amazing, but you never agreed to that happening. Collin didn't agree to that. That's what's not good.
She pinched the bridge of her nose. Took another drink of her Sprite. Her phone was burning a hole in her pocket with the possibility of the videos and photos. Should she show them to Collin?
Fuck no!
Geez, she was being so foul-mouthed... even in her head. That's how upset she was. The answer was strong and confident. Clearer than she expected. She couldn't let Collin see those videos. It would break his heart. Change the way he saw her forever. It was bad enough she was going to have to tell him what she did...
I can't...
Tears came to her eyes for a minute. The last rule Collin had set was that she had to give him every detail about the evening. It was the only rule that she hadn't broken yet. But she was about to. She couldn't tell Collin about last night. No... she didn't want to. What had happened last night was intense, but amazing. It had ignited something inside. She knew that was cliche. She'd read enough stories, romance novels and the like, about women finding something deeply buried inside that came to light when they had a romantic, erotic tryst. But it was a cliche for a reason. Something had bloomed inside Cassidy last night and this morning, and it wasn't even all about Jack. She thought about Kelly. Her lips. The feel of her body. How smooth her pussy felt to her fingers, warm and tight when she pushed them inside.
Cassidy's hand crushed the Sprite bottle in her hand and the soda fizzed and spilled over onto her hand and into the parking lot.
She was breathing hard again, but this time in arousal. She stared at the mess for a minute, then walked to the nearest trash can like a robot, threw the bottle away and returned to her car, slipping inside and starting it up again. It was time to go home. She needed to talk to her husband and tell him... something. But one thing was for sure. The videos were staying private... and... maybe, some details of her little adventure should remain secret as well.
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Kim Meyer studied her sister-in-law with a critical eye.
She looked... Normal. Maybe a little sad, but that wasn't unusual considering the circumstances. It would be weirder if Eliza was chipper and unaffected. Her husband had left to stay with Kim for a week and counting.
Eliza had always been a beauty. A slim supermodel build, with just enough curves around the hips and chest to give her a touch of feminine softness, not to mention a juicy little ass. She had pale, radiant skin, coal-black, lustrous hair, and crystal blue eyes. Kim was a looker as well, but Eliza made even her jealous.
Eliza was the perfect bride as well, based on how David always gushed over her, the sappy lunk. Eliza was thoughtful, loving, and supportive. Or, at least, she had been. That was why Kim was here today, sitting across from Eliza in the living room of she and David's home. Something had changed, and Kim needed to get more info on the issue before she could advise her brother on what to do.
"So, Eliza," said Kim, leaning forward with a keen look in her eye and dispensing with the inane small talk they had been wasting time with up to that point, "What's been going on with you? Be honest with me."
A faint blush colored Eliza's face, and she folded her hands in front of her. "Ah. Yes. I thought that might be why you asked to meet," she said nervously. "It's a fair question. I admit that I've made some questionable decisions lately." Her words were cool and precise, as usual, and her eyes calmly met Kim's hard, skeptical gaze.
"Like the inappropriate clothing," prompted Kim with a raised eyebrow. Eliza wasn't wearing anything scandalous right now. In fact, her lilac sweater and dark jeans covered her from wrist to ankle. But if David's complaints were even halfway accurate, Eliza had basically been flashing the goods to their entire office.
Eliza's face twisted in a wry expression of self-deprecation. "Yeah... that was one of my worst decisions."
"So help me understand," said Kim flatly, leaning back in her chair with her arms crossed. Despite how good Eliza had been for David, Kim had always had a tense relationship with her sister-in-law. There were a few reasons for that. First of all, Eliza was too perfect; one of those incredible, poised, self-confident, effortlessly feminine women who made Kim feel insecure. But second of all, even though Kim knew it was a childish reaction, she couldn't help but resent that Eliza had taken away her brother. So a sneaky part of her wanted to come away from this secret meeting she had called with a guilty verdict. A part of her would be relieved if she could confidently tell David that he should split with his wife for good. But Kim had to give Eliza a fair shake first, for David's sake. Eliza was the love of her brother's life after all.
"It's... a sensitive topic," said Eliza hesitantly, her hands fidgeting in her lap. "A personal one. But if you must know, your brother has been having... difficulty performing in bed. It made me feel unwanted. I reacted poorly."
Kim grimaced in discomfort. Shit. That didn't excuse dressing like a slut at work, but it might explain it. Even so... Kim didn't think that Eliza was lying, but it still felt like her sister-in-law was holding something back. Kim had always been the type of gal who cut straight to the chase without games, and that was her instinct right now.
"Eliza, David means everything to me," said Kim sincerely, leaning forward again with an intense sparkle in her lively green eyes.
"I know," said Eliza with a gentle smile, "and that's why I..."
"I don't think you DO know," said Kim sharply, cutting her off. "It isn't just that he's my brother... Ok, I'm going to tell you something really personal that I don't share with just anyone, so listen up." She cleared her throat and bit her plump lower lip, forcing herself to go on. Eliza needed to know why this was so important. Why Kim would do anything for her brother.
Eliza just watched her silently, her beautiful blue eyes wide and receptive.
"You know our Dad left, right?" asked Kim softly. "David told you that much at least, I hope."
Eliza nodded, looking a little uncomfortable at Kim's sudden emotional turn.
Kim sighed and moved on. The only way out was through. "It happened when I was little. But not so little that I didn't remember it. David really had to step up. He was the most important man in my life. The man of the house. It was a lot to ask of a kid, especially when he had a bratty little shit of a sister like me. So I want you to understand this, Eliza..." She reached out and grabbed Eliza's knee with a forceful grip. "David isn't just my brother. He's the closest thing to a Dad I have. If I feel like you're bullshitting me or that you might hurt him, I'll tell him to drop you. And he'll listen."
Kim watched carefully as a complex and indiscernible mix of emotions crossed her sister-in-law's face. But then Eliza's cool blue eyes hardened, looking deep into Kim's. Her hand fell to passionately grip Kim's hand still resting on her knee.
"Kim, I swear to you: I love David. More than anything. And I desperately want to be the best wife I can to him... even if I mess up sometimes."
Kim studied her closely, that sneaky part inside her that disliked Eliza on principle searching for lies in her chilly blue stare. But there were none. Kim could plainly see that, even if she had been oddly evasive earlier, Eliza meant every word she had just said. Kim let out the breath she hadn't realized she was holding in a puff through her nose, and pulled her hand out from under Eliza's.
"Ok, ok," she said wryly. "I get it. Fine. I'll tell the big meathead he should give you another chance. But don't make me regret it."
Eliza's obvious, pathetic gratitude made Kim uncomfortable, so she made an excuse and left shortly afterward.
Kim stewed in her thoughts on the car ride home. Although she had given Eliza the basics about their family history, what she'd shared hadn't fully conveyed what her brother meant to her. Their Dad leaving had kind of messed Kim up; she was freely willing to admit that. It was why, despite being a hottie (if she did say so herself), Kim was a serial dater who could never stick with a long-term relationship. She was intensely attracted to dominant, masculine men, but when she actually got into a relationship with one, she instinctively rebelled against them, pushing them away. She was practically the poster child for daddy issues. She obviously didn't think about David in romantic terms, but he was the only guy in her life who had ever been able to put up with her petty, bratty attitude.
She was a little disappointed that she didn't have a chance to get rid of her annoyingly perfect sister-in-law. But this wasn't about her. It was about David. And, no matter what was going on with Eliza, she had convinced Kim of one thing today: Eliza wasn't lying about wanting to be a good wife to David.
...
Eliza watched Kim's car drive away from the window, her heart beating quick and hard in her chest. She had somehow convinced Kim, despite the squirming mass of anxiety filling her belly. Eliza couldn't say whether that was a good or bad thing for David.
It was certainly a bad thing for Kim.
Eliza had always been a little envious of her sister-in-law. Firstly, she was gorgeous. A firm, petite little body with lush curves in all the right places, twinkling green eyes, and feathery blonde hair that Eliza would kill for. But beyond that, Kim was so... uninhibited. She had an irrepressible free spirit and a sharp, tomboyish attitude that let her make friends with others instantly. Eliza had always been more reserved. She wished she could make that kind of easy connection with others. That was why her deep connection with David was so important to her... and why she couldn't just give him up, no matter what dark pathways that led her down.
She waited five minutes to make absolutely sure that Kim wouldn't return for something she'd forgotten, then turned to the stairs with a riot of lust and reluctance blazing through her. As she made her way up, she slowly shed the respectable clothes that she had worn as a disguise for Kim, leaving her in the lingerie that her master had purchased for her: a trashy leopard-print pushup bra with matching crotchless panties. This little outfit reflected what she had become more accurately at this point than the conservative sweater and jeans.
She was disgusted at her body's reaction as she padded softly toward the master bedroom. She was heating up just from getting close to him, her nipples rising to crinkled stiffness in her trashy bra. Her pussy growing moist and hot between her thighs. Even being away from him for the half-hour it took for the conversation had felt difficult; that was how strong a hold Gene had on her now.
Eliza opened the door to the master bedroom, the place where she and David normally slept side by side. She couldn't stop the perverse thrill of arousal that roared through her body as she took in the sight that met her eyes.
Gene, her master, was lying back on the bed, his broad, hairy body naked, his fist pumping up and down his massive, drooling cock as he raptly watched the laptop balanced on his belly. He looked up as she entered, his slimy eyes flicking with lustful, possessive interest over his Cumbunny's displayed body. Eliza felt her pulse quicken, her eyes dilated, and her pussy flush with heat and moisture. She couldn't help it. As much as she intellectually loathed the horrible man lounging in her marital bed, he was catnip to her body now.
Gene patted a broad, hairy thigh with a smirk. "Come here, sweetie," he chuckled. "Your master doesn't jerk off when he has a perfectly good sex toy ready and willing."
"Yes... honey," said Eliza meekly, the term of endearment tasting like ash in her mouth. The word only made Gene smile wider, his cock visibly throbbing in his fist. It was just one of the mind games that Gene had been playing with her in the week since her husband had gone to stay with Kim, and he had moved himself into their home. Eliza had been forced to use pet names with Gene at all times.
Gene was obviously deeply upset that his Cumbunny had successfully resisted his plan to addict David to his cum. This was his revenge: for the past week, he had moved in and forced Eliza to treat him like her husband. Cooking for him in just an apron, hand feeding him, cleaning up after him, and, of course, sleeping in the same bed... among other things. It was awful and humiliating, but disturbingly, Eliza sometimes found herself happy and eager to serve. There was something wrong with her lately. Serving her master was starting to feel disturbingly natural. She needed to make a new plan to get out from under Gene's thumb, and soon.
Eliza knelt down at Gene's side, obediently bending forward to take his thick cock between her lips, and bobbing her head with smooth, practiced motions, sliding and wriggling her tongue over every inch of his bulging head. Gene's eyes focused back on the screen in front of him as his rough hand gripped the back of Eliza's head, taking control of the blowjob. Eliza felt him forcing his cock deeper and deeper, knocking insistently on the back of her throat. The rough treatment only increased the dark, twisted lust that was now her constant companion. Her hand slipped between her thighs, rubbing gently to further inflame her desire.
"Well, I have to admit, dearest," said Gene, laying thick, mocking emphasis on the last word. "I wasn't convinced that little Kimmy would be a more entertaining target than her brother. But I stand correctly." His eyes glowed with sexual greed as he restarted the recording. Gene had forced Eliza to plant a camera before her sister-in-law arrived today, and now it was Eliza's job to pleasure him with her mouth as he reviewed the footage.
"Mmmmmm," said Gene with an oily smile, pushing himself into his Cumbunny's tight, wet throat as he rewatched Kim's impassioned, sincere speech. "A feisty, curvy little tomboy with Daddy issues? It's like she's begging for someone to tame her. I'm glad I got to her before anyone else. And the fact that her betrayal will crush David, maybe even worse than yours? Icing on the cake, sweetheart."
Eliza couldn't answer with her master's thick cock buried in her throat... could barely think as her nipples throbbed with her forbidden pleasure and her traitorous pussy clenched hungrily around her inserted fingers. But she hoped that Gene was wrong... she had been strong enough to resist the ultimate betrayal of David, so it should be no problem for someone as strong-willed as Kim to keep her brother safe... right?
"She's joining the stable, sweetheart. Isn't that exciting? From sister-in-law to sister Cumbunny," Gene gripped her hair, dragging Eliza's panting, dripping mouth up off his cock and staring her dead in the eye. "And you're going to help. Help to trap her. Help to train her into a sweet submissive little bunny, just like you've become."
"Yes, d-darling," whimpered Eliza, her eyes hazy with defeated lust.
Gene released her hair. "Take the position," said Gene with a chuckle, setting aside the computer and pointing imperiously down onto the bed. Eliza scrambled to obey, slipping off her trashy underwear, shoving her face down into the sheet (now scented with Gene's earthy musk) and arching her back dramatically while she spread her thighs wide, giving her master an excellent view and easy access to her glistening, eager pussy.
She wished she could say she just did it out of habit, or because she knew she would be punished if she didn't. But in reality her cravings for her master's cock were just too strong for her to deny anymore. She loved David. That hadn't been a lie. But she loved her master's cock too. She needed it, almost as much as she needed his cum. It felt lately like there was a whole other version of herself lurking inside... Lizzie, the slutty, desperate, passionate Cumbunny. So much more submissive and stupid and fun than boring old Eliza the snow queen.
And right now Lizzie took the reins, wiggling her hips enticingly as she presented herself to be fucked by the man who was Eliza's worst enemy, but Lizzie's beloved master. "Fuck me, honey," she moaned, reaching back to gently spread her lips, displaying her warm, dripping depths, tempting her master to take what was his. As she let her new cumbunny instincts take over, the pet name no longer felt forced. The sultry giggle that escaped as she smiled back over her shoulder at the squat ogre of a man behind her didn't feel unnatural at all.
But as much as Gene was fascinated by his Cumbunny's tight, wet pussy, he had another project this week that had him equally interested. He reached down, gripping Eliza's plump ass cheeks in strong, dominant hands and parting them to reveal an even tighter pink hole. Eliza's perfect, unspoiled, virgin asshole. His next target.
Eliza groaned with nervous anticipation. Over the course of the past week, Gene had become obsessed with her ass. His insistent explorations felt wrong and dirty and uncomfortable... even if they did fill her with helpless, squirming desire. Something about the way Gene made her feel when he played with her ass felt almost dangerous. Like it was leading her over a cliff, and if she fell she may not be able to return.
Today she gently tried to head off the humiliating teasing and exploration of her tight asshole. "Baby, p-please," she squeaked as she felt Gene's finger slowly circle her sensitive anus. "I need you in my pussy! I'm so horny darling. Fuck me!"
Gene just chuckled and gave his cumbunny a sharp spank that made her yelp, a white hot flash of masochistic lust pulsing through her. She moaned deeply, her eyes hazy with lust as she stared at her master over her shoulder. Bedroom eyes sluttier and more submissive than her husband had ever seen. Gene's cock twitched at the sight, another drop of precum oozing from its swollen head. "I will, sweetie. Trust me, after the preview I got of my little blonde cumbunny I'm about to claim, I've got plenty of energy. But we need to work on your training too... We need you loosened up a little so you don't break when I finally fuck this tight ass."
Gene slowly pressed his finger tight to her hole, easing the tip inside. Eliza gasped in pain mixed with strange, unknown pleasure, twisting the sheets beneath her in her fists and squirming at the overwhelming sensation. Above her, Gene continued in a gloating voice. "Your pathetic beta hubby fucked your pussy before I claimed you. You even let his shrimpy cock into your mouth, God knows why. I'm going to take something that he's never had. That he'll never get to have. I'm going to conquer you in a way he was too much of a wimp to even try." The entire time he spoke, Gene's thick, blunt finger twisted and flexed lightly. Eliza's tight virgin asshole clenched around the intrusion, still snug and unyielding, but looser than when her master began her lewd training earlier this week.
Finally, Gene could no longer hold himself back. He withdrew the finger tip and got into position, grabbing his cock and lining his cock up with Eliza's streaming pussy. The sight beneath him was something to behold. Eliza. The office ice queen. The snooty, stuck-up wife of his worst enemy, panting and spreading lightly trembling thighs, reaching back now to spread her pussy wide, her blue eyes, normally so cold and calculating and haughty, dim with desperate, submissive lust. "Please, my love," she whimpered, the term of endearment dripping from her lips as sweet and sincere as she would say it to her beloved husband, "please show me who my master is." With a smug, blissful smile, Gene slid forward into his Cumbunny's warm, slick cunt. She moaned immediately, her face buried in the dirty sheets she had once shared exclusively with her husband.
Her pussy gripped every inch of her master's thick, powerful cock. His cock felt exceptional inside her; as if it were made to fit her perfectly. As Gene gripped her hips tight, she couldn't help but arch her back, trying to give her master the perfect angle to reach her innermost depths, grinding backward into his incredible dick. After a few slow, deep pumps to lube the length of his cock, Gene set a punishing pace; the jackhammering, muscular fucking of a selfish man who wanted to get off as hard and fast as possible, without giving a shit about the pleasure of the slut beneath him. Not that his self-centered style mattered... In fact, Gene's cruel, self-centered style of fucking only turned Eliza on more. It usually meant that soon, she would receive the reward she craved so badly: a thick, hot, potent creampie. Because of how his cum affected her, Eliza knew she would cum her brains out on Gene's thick cock no matter how much of a selfish lover he was.
Eliza moaned and dug her toes into the cloth of the dirty bed sheets, grinding her hips back into Gene's powerful thrusts. She had come to a frightening realization this past week, and she was freshly reminded of it every time her master fucked her: She and Gene were actually really quite sexually compatible. She could feel it in the way her pussy seemed to mold around his conquering cock. In the way her heart jumped every time his gruff voice gave her another degrading command. She knew that the mjolkhare oil was partially to blame, but her helpless, burning arousal while being fucked down into the mattress by Gene's battering ram of a cock wasn't just about her cum reward at the end. As Gene reached down and gave her ass a resounding slap, Eliza was once again reminded of the terrifying truth: she had started to crave her master's cruel sexual domination almost as much as his semen.
Partially as a mental defense, and partially to increase her own pleasure, Eliza let her sharp, calculating mind fuzz out, allowing Lizzie, the happy bimbo bunny take over. Her hips began to move smoother, faster, humping back onto Gene's cock with desperate sexual greed. "Mmmm I love it, honey," she purred, shamelessly egging on her husband's worst enemy as his cock fucked her down into her filthy marital bed. Unlike boring old Eliza, Lizzie didn't have any complicated, worrying thoughts about how to resist Gene. She just looooved bouncing her sloppy pussy up and down her master's thick, yummy cock.



Lizzie moaned in slutty delight, gripping the sheets in sweaty fists to get better traction as she pushed back harder into Gene's punishing thrusts. Her hard nipples scraped and rubbed against the silky sheets as she concentrated on her master's cock. It's thick girth stretched her tight walls, it's bulbous head gouging and rubbing and teasing every sensitive spot inside her. His hairy gut and thighs slapping lewdly against her butt with every thrust, making it impossible to ignore that the man claiming her pussy wasn't her husband.
"Fuck me..." she whimpered. "M-master! My... mmmmm... Master!" In that moment, there wasn't a trace of hesitation or guilt in Lizzie's soul. She was beneath her dominant owner, serving him humbly with her slutty Cumbunny cunt. Everything was exactly where it was meant to be.
And it was right then, when Lizzie was at her weakest, her sluttiest, her most submissive, that Gene's hand reached between her cheeks once again, this time grinding the flat of his thumb against her tender, twitching butthole.
Her body went rigid with shock and pleasure, arching her back to further press her ass backward into the strange, dirty sensation of Gene's anal teasing. But she wasn't Eliza anymore right now. Right now, she was Lizzie. And Lizzie wanted whatever her master wanted... even if it was a little scary. As Gene's cock plunged in and out of her pussy, as his thick, dominant thumb pressed against her asshole, she squeezed her eyes shut and relaxed. She thought open, welcoming, submissive thoughts, her body still squirming eagerly back into Gene's thrusts and his cock still setting her nerves on fire. Slowly, her tight, rosy little hole softened... then yielded.
Feeling the difference, Gene angled his thumb forward, never missing a beat with the rhythmic movements of his hips. He slowly increased the pressure until...
Lizzie let out a sharp, muffled cry, then bit a mouthful of sheets to stifle her whimpers as her butthole spasmed and gripped around her master's suddenly intruding thumb. The blend of pain and pleasure mixed with the filthy feeling of surrender and defeat, making her pussy flutter and leak and clench in sympathy around her master's cock as her asshole took the biggest object that had ever entered it. Lizzie's thighs shook, her hips grinding backwards against the twin sensations of fullness and submission. She was cumming once again on her master's cock, and it felt as glorious as ever.
Gene groaned in triumph, sticking his cock and thumb deep into his obedient, slutty sex toy. Orgasm overtook him, flooding his submissive Cumbunny's pussy with the creamy sperm she craved.
Lizzie's mind was overwhelmed by the pleasure of receiving her master's cum. She moaned with desperate animal heat down into the sheets beneath her, moist with her tears and drool. She could feel the potent blend of dopamine and adrenaline flooding her veins as her pussy completely milked the cock inside her. It felt like every nerve in her body was crackling with sexual electricity. Gene's cum in her pussy remained the deepest, strongest, most satisfying feeling she had ever experienced. Miles beyond what her husband had ever made her feel... or ever could make her feel, no matter how much she loved him.
She managed not to pass out... this time. She just lay there, in stunned sexual bliss, Gene's thick load felt like molten sunlight pooling inside her gaping pussy as Gene withdrew.
Gene chuckled above her, looking down with pride at the creampied, drooling slut he had made out of a devoted wife.
"We've got a busy evening ahead of us," he said smugly, reaching down to smear his fingers over his Bunny's gaping, cum-filled pussy. 'We've got to plan exactly how we're going to make sweet Kimmy mine. Not to mention the home-cooked meal you have to make for me, like the good little wifey you are."
He lifted his fingers, now slimy with his thick cum, back up to the tight pink hole he had been training. "But first... we can't neglect the most important part of your training, can we?"
He started working his hot, fresh cum into her asshole with tight, firm circles, bathing her anus in his addictive seed. And, as Eliza returned to control of her mind, she couldn't help but worry that the pleasure of his teasing was starting to outweigh the discomfort...
...
Eliza was taken aback and startled when she saw David walk into the office, eyes down and brows knitted. Her eyes went wide and her breath caught at the first sight of her husband since last week.
Carl, their manager, let slip that David had been taking paid time off during one of the frequent blowjob sessions he now expected from Eliza. She could hardly blame her husband for wanting some time away. David's last day at work had been brutal, even by Gene's standards. Eliza still winced at the memory. Silently shutting Gene's office door in David's face while holding a mouthful of Carl's cum in her mouth. Going home with Gene instead of her husband. Getting fucked by her master for the first time. In a sense David was lucky he wasn't aware of the worst ways his wife had betrayed him.
Eliza straightened her clothes as she anxiously watched David cross the office floor. She was wearing a flouncy skirt that came down to mid-thigh and a sleeveless blouse with only two buttons undone, hiding the bra her master had allowed her to wear. It was a significant improvement over the slutty outfits Gene had forced her to wear recently. This new wardrobe was a hard fought compromise she had been forced to worm out of her master.
Eliza managed to convince Gene (in the middle of a sloppy, ball-sucking blowjob) that it would be impossible to convince David to reconcile if she continued to dress like a hooker at work, and if David didn't think there was a chance of them making up, Kim would want nothing to do with her.
Gene had grudgingly agreed with her logic. Of course, the compromise that Eliza had been forced to accept in order to wear these more respectable clothes had been heavy, but she would cross that bridge when she came to it.
Her heart leapt as her husband drew closer on his way to his office. Kim said she was going to put in a good word... would David stop to talk to her?
He did look up as he continued on to his office, meeting Eliza's eyes with a gaze that was somehow both vulnerable and closed off. But then he quickly looked away, hurrying to enter his office and closing the door behind him.
Eliza couldn't help but feel a stab of disappointment. Gene had been poisoning her mind against David for months now, but through it all, she loved her husband. And she missed him too, no matter how addicted she had become to Gene's cock. She hoped that all David needed was a little more time before he would be ready to talk. Eliza knew that in the long run, she couldn't serve as Gene's loyal slave and protect her husband. Gene was just too enthusiastic about crushing his former rival. Those two impulses would clash eventually. But right now, she just needed to make sure her bond with David wasn't cut forever. She could figure out the rest once she had David at her side again.
The day began to pass quickly. Eliza felt on edge and jumpy, watching carefully for the times he left his office for coffee or to visit the bathroom. Partially, it was because she wanted to make herself available at all times in case he wanted to talk. But she also needed to be vigilant... because of the compromise she had made with Gene.
Gene had made his expectations very clear: if Eliza wanted to wear more modest clothes at work, she needed to compensate with immodesty elsewhere. Eliza had to accept and reciprocate any advances coworkers made on her, no matter how crude. In addition, she needed to maintain her act of being an airheaded, giggly bimbo when David wasn't in earshot.
So far, none of her coworkers seemed to understand the rules that bound her now. The worst that she had received was a few "accidental" gropings, which she had been forced to enthusiastically nuzzle into with purring approval. But her warm receptiveness definitely meant that the men of the office would grow bolder with time... and she suspected that Gene was egging them on with water-cooler talk as well. There seemed to be nothing as amusing to Gene as forcing his obedient bunny to act like a wanton slut.
Luckily, everything seemed quiet except for a few catcalls that she responded to with giggles and winks. She was relieved that the men of the office were having a little restraint now that David was back... but, of course, Max couldn't resist.
Once upon a time, David would have considered Max one of his friends. But apparently that didn't mean much to the horny bastard. Max was the man at the office most eager to see what he could get away with with his "friend's" wife. He was the one who had fully palmed Eliza's ass in the break room a few days ago. A clear attempt to test her limits, and apparently his success there had made him feel bold. Bold enough to see what he could get away with, even now that David was back.
Eliza didn't even see Max creeping up as she used the copier. It wasn't a very good spot to approach her if you wanted to be subtle: the copier was practically in the middle of the office floor, near the water cooler. But if you wanted to be seen... if you wanted your aggressive flirting to be a spectacle for the entire staff to enjoy...
Then it was ideal.
Eliza's eyes were still longingly locked to the open door of her husband's office, so the first warning she had of Max's presence was when he was right behind her, inappropriately close. "Hi there, Lizzie," said the tall creep, his voice low and rough in a way that sent a shiver up Eliza's spine. "Having trouble with the copier again?"
She wasn't. Eliza had been using the copier without issues since the day she had been hired. But right now, on Gene's insistence, she was playing the part of Lizzie, the giggly bimbo Cumbunny. And Lizzie was a different story.
Right on cue, she let out a shy giggle, raising a hand to twirl a lock of hair in her fingers. "Awww, you know how I am, Maxy," she said in a sweet, breathy voice, batting her eyelashes at him. "This kind of thing is just too hard for a silly little girl like me!" Of all the humiliations that Gene had forced on her, turning herself into a bimbo slut in the eyes of the coworkers who had once respected her was one of the worst. But Lizzie felt like she was right beneath the surface now. Sometimes, it worried Eliza how easy it was to play this part.
Maybe Max intended his smile to be kind and helpful, but Eliza could see the predatory hunger bleeding through. "That's ok, honey," he said, reaching around her, "...Why don't I teach you?" Then, in a gut-churning, embarrassing, panty-moistening instant, his crotch pressed firmly against Eliza's plump butt. Max's erection was immediately and powerfully obvious, poking deep into her ass cheek.
Even in the middle of her act, Eliza went stiff and beet red. This was miles beyond innuendo or fleeting hand contact. This was another man's penis pressed against her body. And in front of everyone! The people on the open office floor might not be able to see the exact details of what was going on, but anyone who looked up from their desks would clearly see that Max's crotch was in full, sustained contact with her ass.
Eliza was about to rebel, to turn and slap him, to scurry away in humiliated retreat. But then she saw Gene. He was standing in his office doorway, leaning casually with his arms crossed over his gut, watching Eliza's slutty predicament with smoldering, lustful amusement.
Eliza felt trapped once again. Her agreement with Gene was clear. She had to enthusiastically reciprocate any advances made by her coworkers as long as David wasn't present. And, as crude and humiliating as Max's public grinding was, Gene would absolutely consider it covered by their agreement.
Eliza looked nervously at the door to her husband's office. Nothing. She looked back toward Gene. He smirked and gave her a tiny nod. Fuck.
Gulping and feeling a twisted sense of helpless arousal overwhelming her, Eliza closed her eyes and pressed her ass back against the thick, throbbing cock of her husband's friend, pushing it deeper into her soft, luscious ass. "Ooooh, you bad boy," she managed to whisper in a passable bimbo impression, "someone is reeeeally excited to teach me, isn't he?"
Max's hips worked forward, rubbing his bulge up and down her ass as she arched her back, offering herself to him. "I'm always excited to teach you a lesson," Max rumbled in her ear, both arms now reaching on either side of her toward the screen of the copier, trapping her between them as he ground his cock into her plush ass. "Now pay close attention, Lizzie... or who knows how long this could take." Some of the other coworkers had already noticed what was going on, looking up at the spectacle with a variety of expressions. Most of the women cast looks of disdain or mockery. Most of the men stared with lust and thinly-veiled envy.
Their judgemental eyes seemed to burn into Eliza's skin. She wasn't sure if it was the experience of submitting to Gene for months, or if this whole horrible set of circumstances had awoken a fetish she had always had, buried deep, but the humiliation of being used like this was turning her on so badly that she felt moans building softly in the back of her throat. Her pussy was warming up beneath her sensible skirt, moistening with submissive desire as Max grew more forceful and less subtle, dry-humping her in front of all of their coworkers. Eliza didn't need to force herself to press eagerly back into his cock anymore. The movement felt right... perfectly natural.
Based on the hungry expressions of the watching men, she suspected that the aggressive pursuit from her coworkers would probably take a massive leap forward after today.
But, despite the wicked sensation of Max's cock against her ass, and the distracting eyes of her watching coworkers, Eliza did her best to focus on her husband's open office door. What she was doing now wasn't just a betrayal of him... in fact, she had been betraying him so often and so badly lately that this dry humping seemed tame by comparison. More importantly, in this position, she stood a high chance of being caught. Being dry-fucked by a former friend in the middle of the office was a very public betrayal, and one that David would notice almost instantly if he emerged from his door at the wrong time.
Focusing was becoming more and more difficult. Although Max had made a half-hearted attempt to pretend to show Eliza some buttons on the copier at first, now he had her hands on her hips, grinding rapidly against the office slut's ass in front of everyone. Eliza was flushed and panting, leaning against the copier and submitting utterly to the humiliating public use, her lust growing and roaring inside her.
It was lucky that she had been focusing so completely on her husband's door. She had only a split second to react when she saw his shadow fall across the doorway. David was leaving his office. And that meant, according to her agreement with Gene, she no longer needed to submit to Max's harassment. But a part of her didn't want to stop. The part of her that she called "Lizzie" wanted to continue feeling Max's thick cock against her soft ass. She wanted to make him cum in his pants in front of the whole office. Luckily, Eliza managed to force that instinct down, wriggling out of her coworker's grasp in an instant, just as David emerged from his office, looking around with confusion at the strange, tense atmosphere of the open office floor.
Max looked annoyed for a moment at Eliza's sudden and unexpected defiance, but when he noticed David, he rolled his eyes and stalked off with a sour expression on his face and an unfulfilled bulge in his pants. Eliza suspected that she would pay for that denial someday soon. David noticed her across the office floor, a determined expression locking onto his face as he made his way toward her. Eliza's heart skipped a beat. Now? He wanted to talk right now? Her pussy was still pulsing from dark arousal. The men of the office, although they were returning to their work now that it was clear the show was over, were still giving her leering sidelong glances. But, poor timing or not, David looked like he had made up his mind. They were going to talk.
Just before her husband reached her, Eliza caught her master's eyes, back where he still lurked, half in the shadow of his dim office. Gene gave her an odd grimace and nodded toward David before slipping back into his office. Eliza had a job to do here as well, and her master had instructed her to get on with it.
Now they were finally face-to-face again. Eliza's loving husband, standing in front of her. He looked determined, but also seemed to be at a loss for words. Weak. The word flashed in Eliza's mind. Gene had been conditioning her for weeks to see her husband as a lesser man... and David did look a little pathetic at the moment. What kind of man was intimidated by talking to a woman who should belong to him? Eliza fought back the cruel bullying instinct Gene had been fostering inside her and focused on positive thoughts. She loved her husband, and even Gene's manipulation hadn't taken that from her.
"Hi, David," said Eliza gently. She wanted to reach out and touch him, but she knew that he might not welcome that right now. He looked... worn out. Clearly the week away from work hadn't been restful. He had probably spent the entire time worried about her, Eliza realized guiltily. Her slutty wardrobe... her rudeness and dismissiveness toward him last Friday. What a pussy, Lizzie chimed in once again in the back of her head. Eliza ruthlessly crushed the uncharitable thought. She longed to make up for her poor behavior toward David... even if Gene was doing his best to make it worse.
"Hey," responded David. Slowly, he smiled. A little wobbly, but for Eliza it was a sight for sore eyes. She responded with a smile of her own. Let the office see this instead. The real Eliza. The woman who loved her husband, instead of Lizzie, the slutty joke Gene had created.
"I... I'd like it if you'd come over to Kim's tomorrow night for dinner," said David in a rush, "so we can talk things through." Eliza thanked Kim silently. If she was willing to offer her apartment as a setting for the reconciliation talk, clearly Kim had put in that good word with David that she had promised. Eliza felt a sting of guilt... Kim might end up paying dearly for her assistance.
"I would love to," said Eliza with a genuine smile, forgetting about her doomed sister-in-law. She was doing all of this for David. For their relationship. She had to remember that, no matter how much Gene twisted her mind. And no matter what other sacrifices she was forced to make.
"Great," said David with a sigh of relief. Was he worried that I wouldn't want to? It made Eliza's heart hurt that her husband thought she might no longer care about him. "I'll see you then."
Eliza nodded, feeling a little misty-eyed. She wanted so badly to reforge the bond that Gene's cruel manipulation had bruised. It was hard not to consider David a bit of a beta wimp after Gene's manipulation, and yes, his little wobbly speech had been far from Gene's forceful manliness... but no matter what else David was, he was hers.
"Can I have a hug?" The words were out of her mouth before she knew what she was saying, and she was almost as surprised as David was by her sudden request. She thought for a second that her husband might refuse... but then he nodded, teary-eyed, and Eliza rushed forward into his arms, pulling him tight.
For one second, she forgot all about Lizzie, and Gene, and Cumbunnies, and just focused on her husband's loving arms around her.



And then he let go. "I... I'll see you tomorrow night," he said, his smile less wobbly and more confident now. "Six o'clock"
"Six o'clock," repeated Eliza, wishing that the hug could have gone on just a little longer. David waved awkwardly and retreated to his office, but he looked more hopeful and less worn down now. Eliza was happy that David was happy. And she hoped that he had a good rest of the day as well.
Because she certainly wouldn't. It was just about time for her meeting with Gene. And she would have to report back to him that she had found the perfect opportunity to ensnare David's beloved little sister.
...
Eliza could sense the tension as she walked into Gene's office. His usual smug confidence was still there, but some other emotion smoldered in his eyes as he leaned back in his chair, silently appraising his approaching cumbunny.
Eliza gulped down the wave of intimidation and arousal that her master's smoky eyes sent through her. She wasn't sure what to do. Normally, Gene made his wishes clear the instant she entered the room. But right now, he was just staring at her silently with that strange, heated expression.
She decided to be proactive... that was something that Gene was always talking about: how she shouldn't just obey, but do everything she could to make him happy. Gene had drilled it into her over and over again during their week "playing house". He pushed her to be creative, to find slutty, submissive ways to please him without needing to be ordered. Cooking him dinner in nothing but an apron. Waking him up with a blowjob. Spontaneously joining him in the shower.
Lizzie was a lot better at it than Eliza was. When Eliza let her conscious, defiant mind turn off and became the slutty, ditzy little Cumbunny Gene was building inside her, ideas for how to please her master just seemed to flow into her mind. She let Lizzie take control now, turning off her worries and fears and plans for a second to become the Bunny who knew how to please her master.
Well... there's always one great way to start things off on the right foot.
Her eyes soft and submissive, Lizzie crossed the office to Gene, who watched her approach with silent, intense focus. She fell to her knees at his feet, hands in her lap and eyes upturned to his. "How may I serve you, master?" she asked sweetly. Gene loved it when Lizzie accepted her place. The kneeling, the humility... there was no way he could be angry with his poor little bunny now.
And his expression did soften a fraction. Gene's strong hand descended to stroke Lizzie's hair, then down to cup her cheek. His thick thumb nuzzled at her lips, silently demanding that she suck.
Lizzie obediently opened her soft lips, gently suckling her master's thumb, swirling her wicked little tongue all over it as she stared up adoringly into his eyes. They stayed like that for a silent minute. Gene glowering down and his bunny humbly expressing her devotion.
Then, finally, Gene spoke. "So you finally got a chance to make up with your pathetic cuck of a hubby. Was it everything you dreamed of? All warm and fuzzy inside now?"
Oh. Ohhhhh. Eliza rose to the surface again in her moment of shock, her analytical mind whirring. Gene was jealous! That seemed bizarre to her. After all, Gene was the one who was pushing her to slut around with other men... how could he feel threatened over her just talking to David? But, as she stared into Gene's greedy eyes, she knew the answer.
When Max dry humped her in front of the office, it was something that Gene commanded her to accept. When she was forced to kneel beneath Carl's desk and suck him off, it was because Gene told her to. But her relationship with David was outside of his control. It was something he hadn't managed to pervert and take over. Gene had spent all week forcing his Cumbunny to treat him like a husband, so seeing proof of his slutty bunny's real relationship and the real love and affection that went with it made him annoyed.
It was an interesting discovery, but not particularly good news at the moment. If Eliza knew one thing about Gene, it was that he had a selfish, petty hatred of losing... and he didn't hesitate to take his annoyance out on others.
Gene glared down at her for a moment longer, almost as if he expected a response, even though his thick, rough thumb was thrust deep into Eliza's mouth, her tongue still tenderly bathing it. Finally, he withdrew his thumb. A cruel smirk twisted his lips, and Eliza saw a perverse sparkle light up Gene's eyes. That was never a good sign... but she barely had time for a thrill of nervous anticipation this time before the words left his lips.
"Strip. My bad little Cumbunny needs a reminder of who she belongs to."
The flat, arrogant command sent a stab of adrenaline through Eliza's veins. She had taken her shirt off before in this office. That had felt dangerous enough. The thought of being completely naked and exposed in her master's office while her coworkers and husband were just one thin wooden door away was both terrifying and intensely erotic. But that wasn't the most concerning part of what Gene had just said. What did he mean by a reminder? He couldn't be saying what she thought he was... Maybe now was a good time to see if she could squeeze some mercy out of him. She had been having some limited success in getting concessions from Gene. The fact that she wasn't wearing hooker clothes to work today was evidence of that.
If she could just butter him up a little, then...
"Master," she said softly, "It's been soooo long since you gave me a hot, sticky treat right down my throat. Can I kneel down like a good bunny and...?"
Gene stood abruptly, unzipping his pants and fishing out his huge, throbbing club of a penis. He stroked it lazily, and Eliza's simpering words faded away. Her mind suddenly felt fuzzy as her eyes followed the progress of her master's hand moving slowly up and down his thick shaft. Her mouth was watering... and that wasn't the only part of her that was suddenly feeling a lot wetter. "If you don't strip right now," said Gene, "Then you won't get any cum at all today. How does that sound, Lizzie?"
Eliza gulped, her eyes widening and her eyebrows drawing together in an almost comical expression of dismay. Shit. Gene knew exactly how to get what he wanted from her. That was why she was in this trouble to begin with. At this point, she would do almost anything to ensure she got her regular fix.
For the past week, Eliza had been living in a sort of twisted fantasy. Being at Gene's beck and call and forced to pamper him like he was her husband had been humiliating... but the upside was that she'd had her favorite slimy treat practically on tap whenever she wanted.
It was easy to be sneaky and defiant when she had a pussy oozing with her master's addictive seed, but the threat of being denied was real and concerning. She hadn't been hungry all week, and she had no desire to go back to that feeling.
With a nervous glance toward the door, Eliza stripped quickly with fumbling fingers. Despite the terrifying prospect of someone walking into Gene's office to see her utterly naked, Eliza found herself shamefully wet beneath her skirt, her nipples standing stiff and proud with submissive arousal atop her firm tits.
After a few frantic minutes, she stood naked and shivering and horny, submitting to the possessive, smug stare of her boss... her owner. With another sidelong glance at the office door, Eliza scrambled to the safety of Gene's desk. All the other times she had removed her shirt, she had been at least hidden behind the thick wood of Gene's enormous desk. She assumed that this time would be the same.
But she was wrong.
As Eliza hurried to hide, her master grabbed her by the waist, the rough skin of his fingers scraping against her soft, naked skin. His grip wasn't tight or painful, but it was firm, not allowing her to move further into the safety of her normal hiding place.
"No," said Gene, his eyes sparkling with malice. "Turn around."
Eliza's heart was in her throat. Gene... wanted to fuck her. In the office. She felt her pussy flutter and clench at the thought. Ever since last week, when Gene had claimed her pussy for the first time, they had fallen into a very simple dynamic: Eliza would suck Gene's cock at work, then he would fuck her pussy at night in the safety of Eliza's home, where no one could hear her pathetic whimpers and begging for cum.
Eliza's mind rebelled at the idea of fucking Gene in the office. To be stripped totally naked and bent over a desk by her husband's worst enemy, behind an unlocked door where anyone could walk in, where anyone walking by might hear what was happening... The idea was filthy and terrifying and taboo.
But even if Eliza thought the idea was demeaning and foolishly risky... the growing Cumbunny inside her loved it. What greater sign of submission to her beloved master could there be? She wanted to show that she was his: his compliant little fuckdoll bunny who was happy to get naked and bounce on his cock no matter who might see or hear. And it was Lizzie who bit her plump lower lip and nodded to Gene, turning away from him to brace her hands across his desk and arch her back, presenting her plump butt and dripping pussy to his smug, appreciative eyes.
*Crack*
Gene's wide hand descended in a sharp spank that made Lizzie gasp. She glanced at the door to her master's office to see if the sound had drawn any outside attention. At this point, she would be presenting a deliciously slutty appearance to anyone who walked through that door. Her glorious pale body bent low over Gene's desk, her firm tits hanging beneath her, stiff pink nipples pointed down, her back arched and legs wide, presenting like a bitch in heat. Eliza was terrified of the idea... but Lizzie almost wanted someone to see her like this. She thought she probably looked fucking hot.
"OK, so report then," said Gene gruffly, his hand squeezing and kneading his Cumbunny's soft ass. "What's the word on your cuck... and more importantly, Kimmy. Are we in?"
"I'm going to a dinner party with them tomorrow, master," said Lizzie meekly, looking over her shoulder with wide, submissive eyes. "The perfect place to slip something into Kimmy's food."
Gene chuckled darkly. "I like the commitment, Bunny..." he said in a low growl. Suddenly, he was looming behind her. The feel of his thick cock nuzzling and rubbing at the lips of her pussy made Lizzie's breath catch and her fingers clench on the desk, crumpling papers. "Fuck me master, Oh God... please!" She whimpered, trying hard to keep her voice down. Every nerve in her body pulsed with need for her owner. She wanted to feel him fill and stretch every inch of her... wanted to feel his cock twitch and pulse, filling her with that indescribable elation of his addictive creampies. Like being pumped full of molten gold.
"Don't think you can fucking fool me," Gene added as he slowly pushed his way inside, parting Lizzie's tender, married lips with his massive cock. "I know that you're trying to reconnect with that useless pussy you call a husband." He thrust forward powerfully, forcing Eliza to brace against his desk as she gasped, her tits wobbling beneath her and her whole body blazing with submissive pleasure.
"But I'm going to teach you one important lesson if it's the last thing I do," grunted Gene above her, lunging forward with powerful thrusts, forcing his full weight down on Lizzie as his massive cock stretched her tight pussy to its limit, "You don't fucking belong to David. You belong to me. This pussy is mine." His hands gripped Lizzie's wide, graceful hips with cruel strength as he jackhammered into her. Lizzie bit her lips hard and squeezed her eyes shut, only partially successful at clamping down on her slutty moans. Her pussy made embarrassingly loud, wet noises as it welcomed her master's thick cock, gripping and milking him with every punishing thrust, her body physically agreeing with his bold declaration of ownership.
Gene's hand flashed down in another stinging, ass-reddening spank, louder this time. Even deep in her sexual haze, Eliza was starting to panic. Surely people outside the office could hear now! But she also found it hard to care. She loved the feeling of Gene's dominant control.
"... And his bitchy little sister is going to be mine too," panted Gene. Both of them were sweating at this point, losing themselves in the filthy, raw, animalistic act of coupling. Gene's cock filled Lizzie's pussy... filled all of her senses. She wanted more... somehow wanted him deeper, even though he was bottoming out on each thrust as his swinging balls slapped wetly against her clit. Her tits wobbled and bounced as her hands braced, white-knuckled, on the desktop, occasionally slipping on the papers scattered there. God! She was fucking naked in the office, getting thoroughly dicked down by a man she hated, and she was right on the edge of sloppy, moaning orgasm. She really had become a desperate slut... just like Gene wanted. But that didn't matter now. What mattered was squirming her hips just right and milking her master's cock to earn her creampie. All of her senses narrowed to that single, focused desire, forgetting about everything else.
"There's nothing I can't take from him," said Gene in a voice of wicked triumph. "That little shit thought he could beat me? I'm going to grind him into the dust. I'm going to teach him..." Lizzie whined in disappointment as Gene's cock withdrew, but the noise turned into a strangled gasp as his dripping cock slid upward, poking against the tight, pink hole that he had been teasing and training all week. "I'm going to teach poor Davey that there is nothing he has that I can't conquer in ways he never dreamed possible." She suddenly wanted it badly... wanted to feel her master claim her in a way that her husband never had... never could. Lizzie reached back, panting heavily as she willingly parted her ass cheeks, spreading herself open and granting access to her master.
Slowly, Gene pushed forward. Lizzie whimpered, trying her best to stay silent. The burning hot head of Gene's cock, slick with his Cumbunny's slutty juices, felt enormous as it pressed against her virgin anus. Even though she wanted it to, there was no way it could possibly fit.
"M-master," she squeaked, still obediently holding her ass open for him, "I don't know if..."
But Gene was in no mood to hear his Cumbunny's pathetic protests. He pushed forward again, this time with the slow, unstoppable force of a bulldozer. Lizzie moaned deep in her throat, a sound of mingled pain and pleasure... It felt so good for Gene to stretch her married pussy. So how much better would it feel for him to expand this smaller hole? So much more forbidden... never touched by David... Feeling submissive and desperate to please her master, Lizzie felt her puckered asshole yield just slightly. And in that instant, Gene's cockhead slipped inside, her tight sphincter clenching in an air-tight seal around his mushroom head.
Pain. Pleasure. Submission. Disgrace. Lizzie shook and panted, sweat dripping down her body and off her nipples onto the papers on Gene's desk. Emotions rocked her. Sensations poured through her flushed, tingling body. It hurt so fucking bad. Gene's cock was just too big for her inexperienced asshole to handle... but it was the kind of pain she was sort of curious to feel more of.
The doorknob turned.
Eliza's mouth fell open in horror, and Lizzie disappeared in a flood of white-hot panic. There was nothing she could do this time. She was caught dead to rights: naked and bent over a desk, getting butt fucked by her husband's worst enemy.
In that moment of ultimate disgrace, as the door swung open, Eliza came. Hard. Her thighs trembled, and she went weak in the knees, leaning forward heavily on the desk. She couldn't stop the slutty moans puffing between her lips. Whoever walked through that door right now would see what she had truly become. And then everyone would know. It would become common office knowledge that she was Gene's submissive butt slut. Maybe even David would hear about it around the water cooler.
Oh God, maybe it was David walking through the door right now. A fresh wave of humiliated lust flowed through her then, deepening her ongoing orgasm and making her clench tighter around Gene... setting him off as well.
The door opened... and Carl, their boss, walked into the office. Eliza was a little too occupied to feel relieved that the person who had burst in was the one person in the office who already knew she was a filthy slut. She was too busy feeling her mind unravel with pleasure as Gene's meaty cockhead, trapped in the tight grip of her butthole, squirted thick, hot cream into her ass for the first time.
Eliza had assumed that cum would feel better in her pussy than in her ass... after all, the pussy is a major erogenous zone, and, if you wanted to be crude about it, was built for taking cum. But she was wrong... This anal creampie was just fucking incredible. Different than the feeling of Gene's cum in her pussy, but just as intense. It felt dirtier... wronger. But that just made the sensation even more delicious. Her ass had become an electric tunnel of hot, dirty sexual ecstasy.
Carl looked momentarily shocked, then gave a soft laugh and closed the door swiftly behind him. "Working hard as always I see Mrs. Meyer," he said with a mocking sneer, his eyes sliding over the sweaty, moaning slut with a cock buried in her ass. "Is now a bad time, Gene?"
"Just finishing up actually!" Said Gene cheerfully. He withdrew his cock head, and, unlike with her pussy, Eliza's ass sealed tight, trapping all of his cum inside her for the moment. She felt the pleasant buzz and tingle of its addictive contact maintained inside her. Gene gave her ass a dismissive little slap and tucked his cock back into his pants. "Why don't you leave us to have some man talk, Lizzie?" he said casually, gesturing toward Eliza's crumpled pile of clothes. Now that he had taught Eliza a lesson, all of his annoyance and anger had faded away, leaving just his normal cheerful, slimy smugness.
Eliza felt dirty and used as she donned her discarded clothes under the leering eyes of the laughing, chatting men. But then, that was the essence of her relationship with Gene, wasn't it? She was an object to be used for his pleasure, and he wanted her to be as dirty as possible. Eliza thought again about how she needed to find some way to escape. She hadn't given up yet... She swore to herself that she would fight through her growing dependence and enjoyment of being owned by Gene and somehow defeat him.
But not today. Gene turned from Carl, who had just murmured something into his ear, and said, "Head to Carl's office and wait for him there, sweetheart. He needs a little service from you after seeing how... eager you are today. Oh... and we'll discuss our plan for the dinner party after work."
"Yes, sir," she murmured meekly as she headed to the door, eyes down and ass filled with her master's hot, euporia-causing sperm. Eliza sighed, frustrated that Gene had causally offered her up once again as a blowjob doll to their boss. But Lizzie was interested... another chance to get dominated by a big strong man while feeling like a total slut.
Even without her master's yummy cum, it was one of her favorite things in the world.
...
Friday, 5:56 PM
Kim opened the door to find Eliza standing there with a bottle of wine and a sheepish expression. Kim's eyes flickered down to see that, once again, the slutty, outrageous clothes her brother had complained over were nowhere in sight. Eliza wore a breezy, beautiful white summer dress with a blue floral pattern. Cute, and definitely suited to her slim, pale body, but not overtly sexy.



Good. It seemed like Eliza had the good sense to tone things down on today of all days. David had been moaning and stressing all day about this dinner. It was clear that he badly wanted things to go well, but was nervous about what his wife might say.
Kim reached out and took the bottle, pursing her lips as she read the label. She was no connoisseur, but it looked like top-notch stuff.
"How..." Eliza's delicate throat bobbed, her eyes wide and nervous. 'How is David doing? Is he ready to see me?" Kim tried not to roll her eyes. Jesus. These two are acting more like two moody teens with crushes than a married couple, she thought sourly. But Kim reminded herself that she needed to be gentle with them both. These two crazy lovebirds needed each other, and they were never going to figure out how to apologise and make up without her help.
She reached out and grabbed Eliza's hand, warmly saying, 'He'll be a whole lot better once you two talk. And of course he's ready, he's been waiting for this all evening." It was a polite smoothing-over of the truth, but that was what Kim was here for tonight: to support David completely. And right now, that meant bringing him closer to Eliza.
So, Kim headed back into her apartment, pulling Eliza along behind her and calling out, "Hey, bro, Eliza's here. Come on out and say 'hi'!"
...
Friday 9:39 PM
Eliza's heart was nearly beating out of her chest as she mounted the stairs to her bedroom. Her knees were wobbly, and her skin felt flushed. She had done it. Somehow. But had she made the right choice?
She had accomplished the mission Gene had set for her tonight. And, in the process, she had successfully rekindled her endangered relationship with David. That was what was truly important. She had to remember that going along with Gene's wicked schemes was just her way of defending her husband. This was all for him. But, as Eliza's hand fell to the bedroom doorknob, ready to enter and report to her master, Eliza hesitated. A look of disquiet crossed her face. She could have made a different choice tonight...
Earlier this evening, Gene had handed her a sample of the precious Mjolkhare oil, premixed with his semen. The loathsome payload was intended to transform poor Kim into his second Cumbunny. But instead of berating her sister-in-law, Eliza could have gone on the run. She had considered it, sweating and agonizing in her car outside Kim's apartment building for almost half an hour, staring at the disgusting, cloudy concoction in the glass vial.
The hunger would have been devastating. Even if she had convinced a scientist to take her seriously, how long would it take them to discover the secrets of the oil? Longer than Eliza could have stayed comfortable without another dose of cum, that was for sure. But maybe that would have been the way to truly save David... and Kim, too.
But even as she made excuses to herself, saying that it wouldn't have worked, or that the hunger would have been too crippling, or that Gene would have found a way to addict David if she hadn't returned, Eliza knew deep inside herself the real reason why she didn't escape with the oil. She couldn't defy her master that openly. Not anymore. The good little bunny bimbo growing inside her wouldn't let her betray Gene's expectations. Her master had ordered Lizzie to go out and snare another bunny slut for his harem, and that was exactly what Lizzie was going to do.
That self-discovery was... disquieting. And not a good sign at all for Eliza's long-term prospects. But, regardless of why Eliza had followed Gene's orders, the deed was done... and now the loyal bunny needed to report back.
Eliza opened the bedroom door to see Gene lounging back on the bed. He was naked, as he usually was when he hung around Eliza and David's house. Eliza's eyes wandered over her master's body, the lingering lust and shame she had been feeling all evening swelling inside her.
Gene was broad and hairy, with a hard, protruding gut. Fat, but not weak-looking. His cock was dormant now, lying soft between his thick, powerful legs. Even flaccid, he was nearly as long as David was when erect... Eliza wished that comparison didn't immediately flash into her head, but there was no stopping it. The difference between the two men in her life was just too stark to ignore. Gene projected a sense of rough, crude masculine power, while David... lately he had been nothing but soft and weak in the face of Gene's bullying. Eliza knew that she once would have considered her master's body disgusting, but that didn't stop her subconscious response now, lighting her body up like a Christmas tree with desperate lust.
That dangerous, selfish annoyance was back in Gene's eyes, just like Eliza feared it would be. This mood made him unpredictable. And dangerous. Gene beckoned her forward with a thick index finger. "Look who's back from playing happy family. Come closer, bunny. Show me the dirty little secret your hubby didn't get to see."
Eliza nodded and moved forward with a blazing blush. Eliza had been Gene's submissive fucktoy for weeks now, doing countless filthy acts to please him. But still, he was finding new ways to humiliate and degrade her. Tonight, Eliza had doomed another woman to the same fate as her, and yet she knew she would cum on her master's cock the same as she always did, moaning his name and begging for more. That weakness was what fueled her burning humiliation tonight.
Finally, Eliza stood above where Gene's squat, hairy body sprawled on the bed. With her eyes downcast, she reached down and slowly lifted her dress up her smooth, pale thighs. Gene looked on with a possessive smirk as his Cumbunny revealed her humiliating secrets. Eliza wore no panties beneath her dress, for one. She had been terrified that David or Kim would figure that out through some mistake, although, in the end, she had gotten lucky. But even worse was the thick adhesive bandage plastered between her legs... and what it held inside.
"That whole time," said Gene, reaching up to peel off a corner of the bandage, "poor hubby thought he was claiming you back... while you hid the proof that another man owned you underneath your innocent little dress."
Eliza let out a little whimper of embarrassment and discomfort as Gene peeled the adhesive bandage slowly off her tender lips. Instantly, a thick dollop of cum slipped out, trailing down Eliza's thigh. Gene laughed, low and rough and cruel, at the obscene sight as his gluey cum drooled out of the married pussy he had defiled.
Gene, petty and selfish as always, had no intention of letting Eliza experience a pure, loving reunion with her husband. Instead, he had pumped her full of his cum, mixed a glob of the massive creampie into his sample of Mjolkhare oil, sealed the rest of his sperm inside his Cumbunny with a bandage, then sent sent her on her way to her husband with a slap on her ass.
It had been maddening, sitting there with tightly crossed legs, playing the part of the sweet, contrite wife while Gene's cum burned and itched inside her, making her so euphoric and horny she could barely breathe. Eliza had been terrified that the bandage would somehow fail... that she would leak thick, pungent cum all over her sister-in-law's dining room chair. Eliza had a lot of experience acting cool and calm and in control, but this had taxed even her skills to the limit.
As the thick, sticky load of cum slipped down her thighs, Eliza watched Gene's cock wake up between his legs, twitching and pulsing as it rapidly inflated to its full length. She felt her body responding as well, her nipples pressing out tightly against her bra. Her pussy clenched hungrily as Gene raised his fingers to play in the pussy he had filled, rubbing his cum deep into her slick folds.
"So tell me how it went..." commanded Gene, his dark, wicked eyes locking with Eliza's. "Did they buy it?"
Eliza bit her lip guiltily, then nodded. "They were completely fooled, master. They never suspected a thing..."
...
6:23 PM
Kim took another sip of wine to cover her smile as she watched David and his wife reconnect.
She knew that David had good reasons for their short separation, but it was just so obvious looking at them how into each other they were. As they animatedly caught up with each other across the dinner table, sharing the little life stories they had collected in their week apart, Kim could sense the love in their eyes.
True, Eliza seemed a little awkward... she kept shifting in her seat and crossing and recrossing her legs, but she looked totally sincere when she listened carefully to her husband's little stories.
Kim had done her absolute best to set the scene tonight for them. Her modest dining room had been spiffed up with candles, matching silverware, and a real-ass tablecloth. It looked like a real dinner party. With food to match, too. Kim and David had worked together to make a delicious meal tonight, and the dining room radiated warmth and cheer.
The estranged couple themselves seemed to be radiating warmth at the moment as well. Kim wasn't sure why David had ever suspected that Eliza might betray him. Just looking at them, Kim could tell that David was totally hers, and Eliza was completely his.
...
9:43 PM
Gene raised his hand, digging into Eliza's pussy and extracting a palm full of gooey, viscous cum. Eliza watch with fascinated, aroused horror as he began to use his own semen to lube his cock, covering it in slimy sperm. "Take off that goody-goody dress and get into position, bunny," he growled, rising to his knees as he slowly pumped his shiny, semen-lubed dick. "Carl was rude enough to interrupt us last week, but I have a job to finish. I need to fuck like your husband never will. It's time to claim you completely."
So here it was... Eliza's heart thumped wild and fast in her chest. Her whole body was on fire, tingling and sensitive to the tiniest breath of air. She desperately wanted to resist Gene's humiliating desires, but another, stronger part of her wanted to give in. To feel the pain and pleasure of being anally conquered by her master's thick, powerful cock. Lizzie, the happy, horny sex slave, was practically drooling at the idea of being pinned down in her marital bed by Gene's massive dick... taking every inch in her tight, innocent ass on the very night she had reconciled with her husband.
And tonight, after an entire evening of apologizing to her beta cuck of a husband while Gene's cum buzzed and throbbed inside her cheating pussy...
Lizzie won.
With her hot, humid breath panting harshly in her throat, Lizzie raised the dress the rest of the way off her body, tossing it aside. "Yes, master," she said, her voice already carrying a hint of bedroom rasp. "I want you to have everything. Tonight I want you to take the hole my husband wasn't even man enough to try to fuck." As she unhooked her bra, she felt her butthole clench and wink between her cheeks in nervous anticipation. Tonight it would be spread open by Gene's powerful cock, claimed in a way she had never imagined. She remembered how painful and humiliating it had felt in Gene's office when he had managed to get just his head inside. How much more intense would it get to actually get fucked by her master's powerful strokes? Lizzie hopped onto the bed, her reluctance completely forgotten now as she bent into position, face down in the sheets and ass in the air, spreading her cheeks for her master to finally take what was his.
But instead of plunging straight into her, Gene reached down and scooped a little more cum out of his Bunny's well-used pussy. He lifted it between her cheeks, working his cum into her tight pink hole as he continued to stroke his cock, listening and watching with amusement as Lizzie squeaked and wriggled with the intensity of the sensation.
"You know, I always hear married losers say the same old shit," said Gene philosophically, raising the head of his throbbing cock to press it teasingly against his cumbunny's twitching asshole, "about how they 'belong to each other'. You know, the 'I'm hers and she's mine' kind of crap."
Eliza could barely follow what he was saying. She sucked in humid breaths with her blazing face pressed against the sheets, waiting for her master's cock with a mix of anxiety and bone-deep longing. Her body tingled for him, the sensation of his cum rubbed into her tender asshole sending shockwaves of submissive lust through her trembling body. "Yes, master," she moaned, agreeing with him without thought. "I... I've actually said that about D-david before. He's said it about me, too." Just the head of Gene's cock inside her tight asshole had nearly overpowered her with its intensity in his office. She knew he wouldn't stop there today. Now she wanted to feel him push deeper.
"It's actually kind of funny, in a pathetic way," continued Gene in a smug voice, beginning to put pressure on Eliza's asshole. "Uhhhhn, yes..." she groaned into the sheets, instinctively pulling her ass cheeks wider, eager for the pleasure and pain of defeat. "Take me Master! I'm yours!
"None of them know anything about truly owning a person," said Gene with a sneer. "Your husband certainly doesn't. He never controlled you like I can. He never made you his obedient pet. Now prove it to me, bunny. Prove to me that I actually own you. Completely."
Eliza knew what he wanted from her. The same thing she had done in the office that day. Relaxing. Welcoming him. Submitting. God, his cock just felt so fucking big pressed against her tiny, tight hole. She wasn't sure she could do it. But... Lizzie could... maybe it would be fine to just completely give in to her slutty side. It would help her to relax and make it less painful. After all... the anal was going to happen anyway. Why not enjoy it?
With another moan, Eliza focused on that treacherous desire to please Gene. To make him happy. To serve. She let it take over, allowing that instinct to flood through her like warm, sugary syrup. "I... want your cock inside me, master," Lizzie gasped, meaning every word from the bottom of her heart. "I want to feel your cock take my anal virginity. Fill my fucking ass. Please, sir!"
Just as Gene leaned forward, Lizzie relaxed her asshole, her body and mind aligning to fully submit to her master. With a sudden yielding, Gene's cock popped inside her tight hole again. Lizzie gasped, her hands trembling as they gripped her spread cheeks. It was just as intensely painful and pleasurable as she remembered. But this time, Gene wasn't finished. He pushed in, slowly but surely forcing his cock deeper and deeper into his Cumbunny's ass.
"F-fuck!" groaned Eliza, wrestling with the sharp, maddening pain. Shockingly, Gene actually seemed to respond to her clear discomfort, pausing for a moment as Eliza caught her breath, her whole body shaking as she was wracked with sensation.
"Shhhhh, you can do it, Lizzie," said Gene, as gently as his rough voice could allow, stroking her back with a rough hand. "I can tell how bad you want it. Just relax. Concentrate on pleasing me. Be open and welcoming."
Eliza did as he commanded, breathing hard and concentrating on opening herself and accepting her master. After a second, it felt a little better. Less painful... and more arousing. "Ready?" asked Gene.
Eliza didn't even attempt to convince him to stop. At this point, she didn't even want him to. All that she could think about was how it would feel to hold his entire massive length in her tight asshole... to have him spurt a thick load where her husband would never ever reach. The words burst from her lips, straight from the bottom of her heart.
"Fuck me, master! Make my ass yours!"
Gene began to move forward again, still slowly, but with much less struggle now that Eliza was concentrating on opening herself up. His cock slid forward. Deeper and deeper, Eliza's tiny asshole spreading and stretching to accommodate his thickness. She gasped and moaned, gripping the sheets tightly beneath her and savoring the complex dance of pleasure and pain singing through her nerves. With one last push, Gene did it. Eliza's anus gripped in a tight ring around the root of his cock as he luxuriated in the moment, sitting balls deep in the ass of his worst enemy's wife.
It didn't get much more dominant than that.
In the dim light of the bedroom where David and Eliza had shared so many tender, loving moments, Eliza crouched on her hands and knees, face buried in the filthy sheets stained with Gene's musk, ass in the air, impaled by Gene's conquering cock. Her mind felt blank, singing with white-hot pleasure. Every inch of Gene's thick cock had been lubed with cum, and now that glorious sperm was spreading outward into her colon, making her feel new depths of pleasure in places she didn't even know she'd had. It was like a bar of red-hot steel was buried inside her, stretching her open in ways she had never felt before. Gene had wanted to break new ground; to take her last virginity, and it certainly felt like he had. This was much more painful than the first time she had lost her virginity, but already much more pleasurable too...
Gene began moving, pulling out his cock slowly... making Eliza feel like he was pulling a part of her soul out along with it. She wanted his cock back. She wanted to feel him stretching her wide. And in mere moments, her wish was granted. Gene pushed his cock into her asshole again, beginning a series of slow, shallow strokes designed to loosen her further.
Eliza lost herself in the obscene rhythm, squeezing her eyes shut and focusing on the feeling of the cock rubbing semen into the deepest parts of her ass, her anus a tight ring moving up and down his monstrous girth. Anal sex had always sounded painful and disgusting to her in the past. The one time that David had half-jokingly brought it up, she had nearly bit his head off. Even now, the idea of letting David put his penis in her asshole was ludicrous to her. But she was doing it for Gene... Lizzie, the good little Cumbunny would do anything for her master.
Gene powered forward, increasing the speed and the length of his thrusts, drawing a shuddering, muffled moan from his Cumbunny's throat. "Fuck me," she heard herself say, her voice raspy and muzzy with lust. "Fuck my ass master. I'm yours. Your slutty little Cumbunny. Ohhhh Fuuuck! Conquer me! Own Me!" Gene grunted in agreement, strong fingers moving to grip Eliza's hips and increase his leverage, snapping his hips forward into her soft butt faster and faster. Now Gene was truly fucking her ass, working in long, smooth strokes, sliding and rubbing his cum-smeared cock all over her insides. She had never felt more humbled, more filthy, more... complete than she did right now, taking a cock in her ass over and over on the bed she shared with her husband.
Gene was beyond words, focusing on his own pleasure as usual. His powerful cock began to really hammer into his submissive pet's loosening asshole. Pressing her down into her marital bed with his hairy, muscular bulk, completely dominating his slutty bunny once again. He knew that they could both cum right there and then if he wanted. All he would have to do is maintain this pace for a minute or two more. Maybe a little careful dirty talk... a few well-placed spanks. Little Lizzie would cum her brains out like the good little Cubunny she had become.
... But why waste this opportunity? Lizzie's tight ass was finally open for business. Gene thought he should really take full advantage. He pushed himself balls deep one last time, drawing a pathetic, ragged gasp from the throat of the conquered slut beneath him, then withdrew his cock, leaving Lizzie's once-pristine asshole slightly gaping and glazed with leftover cum lube.
"Alright, bunny," he said roughly, giving the stunned and cock-drunk Cumbunny a motivational spank, "Time for round two... get over here and let's see how well you can ride."



...
6:55 PM
Kim pulled David aside into the kitchen, craned her neck around the corner to make sure that Eliza wasn't eavesdropping, then turned her sparkling green eyes to her brother.
"Well, what do we think? Are you ready to forgive and forget, or should we let her stew in her guilt a few more days?" she asked wryly.
She knew the answer before David even said a word. He was practically beaming. Kim knew that the past week had been hard on him. He really missed his wife, and finding out that she wasn't just willing to make up, but was supposedly deeply sorry for her behavior and missing him just as much had been all that David needed to hear.
"I think I'm ready to forgive her," said David, trying to hide his eagerness and the smile creeping across his face.
Kim sighed and gave her older brother an exasperated look, then reached up and ruffled his hair. "Why am I not surprised? Just do me a favor, ok? Don't move back in with her tonight. Give it a few more days, just to really emphasize that she's in the wrong here."
David was nodding, but his eyes weren't concentrating on Kim anymore. He was clearly anxious to get back to the dining room. They had both made excuses in the middle of the dessert course, Kim to fetch more wine, and David to use the bathroom. They had to be back soon.
Kim felt a tiny pang of annoyance. Once again, David was completely focused on Eliza to her exclusion. But that was the way it was supposed to be after you got married, and Kim realized she was being overly possessive. "And no more being a doormat, ok?" she demanded sharply, pointing a finger in her brother's face. "You can't just let Eliza off the hook all the time because you love her. You deserve the best, got it?" David stiffened, opened his mouth to retort... then looked embarrassed and just nodded.
"Ok," said Kim, her tone softening, "let's get back to your blushing bride then. Hopefully she hasn't polished off all of the banana pudding."
...
9:56 PM
Eliza squatted on trembling legs, Gene's thick cock teasing at the entrance of her now considerably stretched and sensitive hole. Her master lay beneath her, broad and hairy and powerful, grinning up at her as she positioned his cock between her cheeks.
He was waiting for his favorite entertainment: watching his Cumbunny debase herself for a man she once hated.
Finally, Eliza took a deep breath and sunk down, Gene cock slipping easily inside her asshole now. She pushed downward, further and further, feeling his thick, throbbing dick gloriously stretch her once again. She impaled herself on her master's hot spike of masculine lust until her soft cheeks made contact with his skin, sitting on his lap with his cock buried deep inside her.
And then she began bouncing. This was no longer something Gene was forcing on her; she eagerly slammed her hips up and down, addicted to the feeling of her master's cock reaming out her asshole. The pain had faded to a dull ache which only blended with and enhanced her pleasure. Her tits bounced and jolted, a feast for Gene's piggy eyes as he watched the snooty ice queen grunt and moan, fucking her own ass on his big fat cock. Sweat dripped down her body and feminine juices oozed out of her neglected pussy as she lost herself in the animal rhythm, faster and faster, harder and harder, filling her and her husband's bedroom with the wet slapping of traitorous anal sex.
Gene put his hands behind his head and grinned up at the spectacle smugly, then asked, "So... how did you do it? How did you snare that cute little brat for me?"
"Her pudding..." gasped Eliza, barely able to concentrate through the maddening pleasure radiating from her asshole as her hips pumped up and down. "I mixed your cum in when she and David left the table. She... she ate it all. I saw it. She's all yours now, master. Even if she doesn't realize it yet."
Gene's chuckle was pure evil. His eyes glinted with naked sexual greed. "Perfect. And you're going to help me corrupt her, Lizzie. She was your sister in law before, but now she'll be your little sister in another sense. As the elder Cumbunny, it will be your job to help train her to please me... to be a role model in her journey from feisty brat to desperate slut. Are you excited?"
Eliza let out a deep moan, drool dripping unnoticed from her lips. Training Kim... having sexual authority over the perfect, confident little blonde that she had always felt an unconscious friction with... here and now, while she was totally giving in to her ugliest, basest sexual desires, the idea held a certain amount of nasty heat...
"Yessss," she hissed, letting the words slip out of her without holding back or filtering them. "I'm going to train her for you, master. Kimmy is going to be such an obedient little pet slut after I'm done, I promise!"
She was squeezing her master's cock as tightly as she could now, pumping her ass up and down his pole with as much speed as her trembling thighs could manage. She could feel her orgasm approaching... and her master's too. All she needed right now was to feel his cock twitch and spurt inside her, giving her the reward she needed with every fiber of her being.
But Gene still wasn't ready to be done yet. Especially not in a position that gave his Cumbunny even the appearance of control. He suddenly seized her hips and lunged forward, skillfully keeping himself inside her as he pushed her back into missionary position, pinning her wrists down to the bed with powerful hands as his bulk loomed over her.
"Great job bunny..." he whispered in her ear, his hot cock still throbbing in her ass, "but there is still one thing that I need from you before we're finished tonight."
...
7:06 PM
Kim watched Eliza and David sitting face to face, just inches from each other, clasping each other's hands tightly. This was better than a TV drama, and Kim always had liked happy endings. She swiped another nilla wafer through her pudding and crunched it down hungrily. Damn she was a good cook. Or maybe it just tasted better tonight because of the sweet feeling of success at her matchmaking.
"I'm sorry, Eliza," said David with misty eyes, looking somehow happy and heartbroken at the same time. "I'm sorry that I've been so stressed and distracted. I know I've been asking a lot from you lately without giving much back in return."
Eliza shook her head wildly, shaking loose some tears to roll down her cheeks. "No, David. Don't say that. I'm the one at fault here. I've been a horrible wife to you. Just awful. But believe me, all I want is what's best for you... and to keep you safe."
Kim frowned a little as she lifted another big sticky mouthful of pudding to her lips. That was a weird way to phrase it... keep him safe? It must have just been a slip of the tongue in the heat of the emotional moment. David moved right past without even noticing the odd phrasing.
"I know, honey..." said David with a wobbly smile. "Let's just both promise to do better from now on."
"I promise to do everything I can," said Eliza solemnly. Then they came together in a passionate kiss, made even wetter by their happy tears.
Kim smiled to herself as she scraped up the last little bits of pudding from her bowl.
She really did love happy endings.
...
10:00 PM
Gene slammed forward, fucking his Cumbunny down into the bed with ferocious strokes, stretching open her loosened asshole while letting out animalistic grunts of pleasure. Eliza whined and moaned in sexual ecstasy beneath him, trying as hard as she could to meet his thrusts, squeezing tight around him, her pussy leaking and clenching around nothing as she lost herself in a haze of lust.
Her hands were pinned down by Gene's strong arms, her body covered by his muscular bulk. She had never felt more humbled and dominated than this; her forbidden hole pried open and conquered by this man who had defeated her and her husband in every possible way.
She fucking loved it. Or Lizzie did at least, that traitorous submissive part of herself that celebrated every cruel act of domination that her master dreamed up. David could never fuck me like this... she thought deliriously. He just isn't man enough.
"Enough playing around," grunted Gene above her, pumping furiously into her ass, gouging her inside with his blunt weapon of a cock. "I proved it tonight... I've claimed you like your cuck husband never could. I won't let you pretend to be his anymore. Not in bed at least. You belong to me. Mine to fuck. Mine to lend."
Eliza couldn't tell exactly what he was saying, but she caught his rough, evil tone of possession, and it set her body on fire. "Fuck me," she gasped. "Cum for me, master! I need it! I need it so fucking bad!" She wanted him to pump her ass full of his sperm more than she wanted another breath of air. She felt her poor stretched asshole gripping tightly to his cock, her hips rocking, desperately spurring her master to cum. Her head swam with pleasure and desire.
Gene leaned forward, pushing her head roughly into the mattress with a dominant kiss, his rough stubble scraping against her tender skin. She swooned into the kiss, opening her mouth eagerly to swirl her tongue with Gene's in an obscene dance. The feeling of his plunging cock deep inside her forbidden hole, his tongue exploring her married mouth, his massive bulk pressing into her... dominating her. It was all too much. She was suddenly right on the edge of orgasm, her chest heaving and her tender nipples scraping against Gene's hairy skin.
Gene pulled away, whispering savagely, "Davey doesn't get to fuck you anymore. No penetration. He gets your hand or nothing at all. Like the inferior, beaten cuck that he is."
Eliza moaned. It was such a twisted, evil idea... Typical Gene, through and through. She'd just had a sweet reconciliation with her husband an hour before. How could she agree to Gene's demand? Not only because she knew it would hurt David to deny him that way, but just from a practical standpoint: how could their shaky relationship survive? It might work for a while, considering David's ongoing issues with performance in bed, but he would realize she'd cut him off eventually.
But somehow, that submissive, slutty Cumbunny side of herself rose inside her again... Wasn't she feeling good right now from the idea of being claimed by Gene? Saving all her holes for her master would make Gene's ownership real in a concrete way. Show how superior her master was to her wimpy cuck husband... God, she was riding the ragged edge of orgasm now, her body begging for release. Wouldn't it just feel soooo good to give in and submit?
Gene paused above her, his cock resting deep in her ass, his sudden halt preventing her from reaching climax. "Say it," he demanded in a rough voice. "No pussy for betas."
Eliza whined and tried to hump upward into Gene's cock. It wasn't working. She couldn't get the right angle. She needed to cum so badly... and the idea was sort of hot.
"N-no..." she said in a cracked voice, feeling the sting of humiliation and betrayal again like it was brand new, averting her eyes from Gene's smug grin.
"No pussy for b-betas..."
"Good bunny," chuckled Gene. And then he was slamming into her ass once again, making her moan his name over and over, holding nothing back anymore, chasing the shared orgasm he had been holding off all evening.
Eliza forgot all about her husband, and her twisted pledge, and all of her pride and dignity. She was Lizzie right now. And all Lizzie cared about in the whole world was taking her master's hot load straight up her ass. "Cum for me Gene! Cum in my fucking ass! Show me who my slutty holes belong to!" she howled, her fingers clutching his hairy back tight as she experienced a deep anal orgasm.
Finally, blissfully, Gene pushed forward one last time with a grunt, planting another dominant kiss down onto his Cumbunny as his hairy balls pressed hard into her ass and his cock twitched and throbbed, blasting rope after rope of addictive, mindbending cum into his slutty pet's conquered asshole.
Eliza's moans were loose and low and sloppy, her eyes rolling into the back of her head. As Gene's thick, potent cum sent shockwaves of fiery pleasure through every inch of her body. one of her hands reached down to rub and tease her clit, prolonging her orgasm. She luxuriated in the feel of her master's warm cum flooding her rectum, pulling Gene close again, tenderly kissing her old, ugly master as his cock slowly softened in her loosened ass... She was his. His obedient Cumbunny. And, no matter how much trouble it would end up causing her, now she was only his. Well, his and whoever he saw fit to share her with.
Because, just like her dilemma earlier when she had failed to run with Gene's Mjolkhare oil, she got the feeling that it would be very hard to break a promise to her master now that she had made it. She had promised to deny her loving husband her pussy, and Lizzie was going to make sure she kept that promise.
...
11:48 PM
Kim lay awake in her bed, staring up at the ceiling.
The dinner had been a smashing success. Eliza was sorry. David was happy. And soon, Kim would have her apartment all to herself again. So overall, it made no sense that Kim couldn't stop thinking about the least important part of the evening.
Why can't I stop thinking about the banana fucking pudding?
Her stomach gurgled, and she winced, rubbing a hand over it. She may have overindulged a little after Eliza had left. She had eaten bowl after bowl of the sweet, sticky treat, but none of them scratched the same itch as that first serving she had eaten for dessert. Maybe she could try again with the recipe tomorrow. It was crazy to want to make the pudding again a day after eating four servings of it, but she didn't know if she would be able to resist.
That first serving had been soooo fucking good.
To take her mind off pudding, Kim slipped a hand beneath her pajama shorts, feeling the heat and wetness waiting for her there. It was odd for her to feel this horny after a busy stressful day, especially when she was uncomfortably full of dessert. But it did make sense. She hadn't had any one-night stands while David had been staying over, out of respect. She hadn't even rubbed one out.
Despite the crude jokes they liked to trade, David always got super uncomfortable whenever he heard about his little sister's sex life. She would never forget how bent out of shape he had gotten when she snuck a boyfriend into her room during high school, and he happened to overhear.
But Kim couldn't hold back any longer. For some reason she was deeply fucking horny right now. She would just have to try to be as quiet as possible; her apartment walls were paper-thin. She slipped off her shorts and began gently rubbing her pussy, biting her lip to hold back her moans. She was already feeling a lot more sensitive than usual. It might be harder to stay quiet than she thought. But what confused her the most was why, even in the depths of one of the rawest, most pleasurable masturbation sessions she had ever had...
"Why the fuck am I still thinking about banana pudding?!"
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As Dan watched his old friend Zane shovel another handful of nachos between his greasy lips, he couldn't help but reflect that his wife Claire was right: this was a friendship that he had outgrown.
Zane had felt fun in college. Despite his blunt, crude demeanor, he had a certain greasy charm, and he had always known where the best parties were and where to buy weed. But now Dan's life looked a lot different, and his values had changed, too. And Zane? Well, in some ways, he had been traveling the opposite direction from Dan.
Unlike Dan, who had gotten a job in city planning, Zane was... well, there was no delicate way to put it. He was a pornographer. Zane ran a website named "Freaks in the Sheets", which claimed to show how kinky and slutty average, normal women were underneath their innocent exteriors. Dan had guiltily checked it out once or twice and had been disgusted to see that Zane himself starred in many of the videos.
Dan wasn't sure why anyone would want to see porn starring Zane Kruger. He was a short, overweight man with frizzy blonde hair in a ratty ponytail and bulging eyes. Not that the women were anything to complain about. They tended to be some of the most gorgeous women Dan had ever seen... barring his wife Claire, of course.
It didn't make any sense. Zane tended to not only attract and date total smoke-shows, but he managed to talk most of them into appearing on his gross, misogynistic website. Who was the last girl he had been with? That curvy little redhead? Oh, right, her name had been...
"How is Marissa doing?" asked Dan curiously, his interest piqued. If this was the last time he met up with Zane, he might as well indulge his curiosity.
Zane raised an eyebrow and chuckled, saying through a mouthful of nachos, "She's good, dude. She's making money hand over fist from the videos we're shooting."
"So you guys are still dating?" asked Dan pointedly. It would be one of the longest relationships Zane had ever had if so. He tended to have a different hottie on his arm every week
"What? Oh... naw, we broke up. If I'm being honest, I only went out with her in the first place because I was scouting a redhead for the site." Zane shrugged his rounded shoulders nonchalantly, as if turning a veterinarian into a porn star was a common occurrence. And for him, oddly, it was.
Dan frowned. He had always skirted around this issue. It was a big part of their friendship; an elephant in the room. But right now, when he was considering cutting Zane off entirely, maybe it made sense to cut the bullshit. "Man, I don't know," said Dan with a twist of his lips, "It seems shady to push women to..."
Zane's cheerful expression faded into a cold, blank stare. "Don't go there, man. There's no pushing. No coercion. Girls don't film for my site unless they are completely, one hundred percent on board. You want me to put Marissa on the phone right now? She'll say the same thing."
"No... I was just saying..." blustered Dan awkwardly, suddenly wishing he hadn't opened this can of worms. He had never seen Zane upset like this. It was actually, strangely, a little intimidating.
Zane pushed his plate away and wiped a napkin over his greasy mouth. "Ask," he said in a flat, hard voice, leaning back in his chair and crossing his arms over his gut. "Everybody asks in the end, although it took you longer than most. I don't mind talking about it. So ask."
Dan hesitated, licked his lips, then shrugged. He was curious, after all. "Ok, fine. How do you do it? How do you get such hot women when you...?"
He trailed off, but Zane finished his sentence. "When I look like shit?" He barked a harsh laugh, seemingly not offended in the slightest. "Because that doesn't matter. Let me let you in on a little secret, Danny boy." He leaned forward across the table, his eyes glowing with an internal light.
"All women are sluts deep down. I know that secret, and that's all it takes to be successful with women."
Dan scoffed a little laugh, but Zane's expression didn't change. He was dead serious. "What?" asked Dan, shaking his head. "You can't be fucking serious."
"Oh, but I am," said Zane solemnly. "It's hard-wired into the female brain. You know how you can't keep your eyes away when you see a big, bouncy pair of tits? That's male hard-wiring. Our primal instincts want us to find a good mommy for our kids. Young, fertile, and healthy. And women want a good daddy. They can't fight it. It's baked into their genetics."
Dan raised his eyebrows. What sort of ridiculous misogynistic shit was this? Was Zane playing some kind of joke? "So..." he said slowly, "You're saying women just start drooling when they see..." He gestured expressively at Zane's squat body.
Zane laughed again, taking a noisy slurping sip of beer. "You haven't seen what I'm packing under these shorts, hotshot. But more seriously, looks aren't that important for women's instincts. They want someone forceful. Confident. Dominant. That's what their subconscious screams is good daddy material. All of that nurturing and supportive crap is great, but those kinds of guys will always be around to help raise the alpha's kids later."
Dan frowned. This didn't feel funny anymore. The joke was getting old. "Come on man," he said, getting a little testy, "You can't believe that crap. Not all women are sluts. That's fucking ridiculous."
Zane shrugged with a slimy grin. "I've personally found no exceptions. The only reason that some women seem innocent is that they've never met an alpha who wants them. When they do, they all spread their legs."
"There are clearly some women who aren't sluts," said Dan, his voice rising a little as he got heated.
"Name one," Zane shot back, his voice still cool and hard. It seemed like Dan's insults hadn't been forgotten.
"Claire," said Dan with a smug grin, as if laying down a trump card. It was hard to imagine a woman who fit Zane's insane worldview less than his wife. She was powerful, driven, and a paragon of self-control. Dan watched Zane carefully, ready to accept his surrender in the argument.
Instead, Zane looked evasive, a sly grin spreading across his face. "No comment," he said with a little chuckle.
Dan's face grew red. He leaned across the table with a frown. "And what the fuck is that supposed to mean?"
Zane shrugged. "I don't know what to tell you, man! If she has tits and a pussy, she has the same instincts as any other woman. In the right circumstances, she would spread her legs like all the rest."
Dan's mind buzzed with rage, but he managed to control himself, taking a deep breath, leaning back, and stiffly saying, "You're delusional."
Zane's slimy grin grew wider. "Wanna bet?" He asked in a low, dangerous voice."I like those odds. I bet you I can prove your wife is a slut."
Dan was about to blow up. The idea was insulting. The offer was disgusting. The whole thing was sleazy and misogynistic in a way he never would have expected, even from Zane.
But then a thought crossed his mind. What better punishment could there be for this sexist prick than letting Claire cut him to ribbons? Claire was a knockout, and she was used to guys hitting on her. They were usually sorry they had afterward. It would be a deeply satisfying way to teach this little toad who Dan had once considered a friend that his worldview was stupid.
So, giving in to his anger and his desire to prove Zane wrong, Dan opened his mouth and asked, "What do I get when I win?"
Zane shook with laughter for a good minute, wiping a tear from his eye while Dan stewed. We'll see how much he's laughing once Claire tears him a new one, Dan thought sourly.
Finally, Zane shook his head and said. "How about this? If Claire is as virtuous and pure as you say, I'll fund that honeymoon you keep putting off. I'm swimming in dough, it'll be no problem for me."
Dan felt another spike of anger. It was a low blow. Although both of their careers were doing fine, he and Claire had mutually decided to put their money towards a nice house after getting married rather than an expensive honeymoon. They kept talking about having a honeymoon later, but at this point, it had been a few years since their wedding. "Fine," he said tersely. "And what do you want if you win? Not that you ever could."
Zane gave Dan a leering, lopsided grin. "Ohhh, I wouldn't worry about that, buddy. I get the feeling that the process of winning this bet will be its own reward. What's the time limit?"
"A month," said Dan distractedly, losing a little bit of his momentum. Zane was actually taking this seriously. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all. He wasn't worried that Zane might succeed, but if Claire found out that he had put Zane up to this, Dan would be in serious trouble.
"Make it two," said Zane solidly. "Can't rush perfection." He wiped his hands on his pants and stood from the table, a strange, excited energy radiating off him, like he couldn't wait to get started. Dan felt a little disquieted at Zane's confidence. "I'll pick up the tab today, Danny," he said, patting Dan on the shoulder as he slouched toward the bar to pay.
"Hey," said Dan, licking his lips, "You're not going to tell Claire that we made this bet, right?"
Zane gave him a pitying look over his shoulder and snorted. "Of course fucking not. Why shoot myself in the foot? Don't worry, I won't tell her you put her in my hands. Your dirty little secret is safe with me."
A few short minutes later, Zane paid for the meal and left the bar and grill with a little mocking wave to Dan on his way out, leaving his former friend sitting stunned at their table, wondering what he was in for.
But he was worrying over nothing. Claire hated Zane. She had sent Dan here today with instructions to break off their friendship. There was no possible way that Zane's fucked-up sexist view of the world was correct in any way.
Right?
...
Zane cruised up to his house in his SUV and hurried inside, his mind already buzzing. Without even glancing at his daily site traffic and subscriptions, he cracked open an energy drink and got right to work researching his next project.
He had projected confidence in his discussion with Danny, and he was confident. In the end, Dan's stuck-up wife would be begging for his dick. But he wasn't stupid: he knew that Claire would be a hard nut to crack.
He pored over Claire's online presence. Social media posts, the website for her interior design business, public records... and he began to contemplate plans of approach.
The most important task, initially, was to find some way to maintain regular contact with her. Claire didn't like him, and she would be resistant to getting to know him better. Zane had to find some way that he could interact with her regularly without Dan around to ruin it. There were a few different options that Zane considered, but in the end, he felt the simplest plan was the most likely to succeed.
Claire's interior design business catered to the rich and famous, and, although he kept a low profile, like many pornographers, Zane definitely qualified as rich.
All he had to do was hire Danny Boy's wife to redesign one of the rooms in his house. That alone would get him frequent one-on-one access to the smoking married hottie without Dan hanging around to ruin it. Some of the meetings would even take place in his house, just the two of them...
Considering the fact that Claire had never liked him much, Zane imagined she would be a little reluctant to take him on as a client, but he wasn't too worried about that. Claire was a businesswoman, and if he offered enough money, she would hold her nose and design any room he wanted.
And with that foot in the door, she would be as good as his.
...
Claire Harrison used her stylus to ink one last precise line on the concept art she was preparing for her client and pushed back from the screen to survey her work.
This client (a very well-known television actress, if you must know) wanted a clean, simple space for entertaining and daily living, and Claire had knocked it out of the park once again, if she did say so herself. The color palette, the artwork she had selected, the tasteful elegance of the furniture... it all blended into a seamless, perfect whole. She was sure the client would love it. And, more importantly, a job this big would spread word of mouth about her burgeoning business.
Claire heard the door open, and a faint smile crossed her lips. Dan was back from his "special mission". Claire reached up to power down the monitor and go greet her husband, then paused and took one last moment to admire the clean lines of her concept art.
In a lot of ways, creating the perfect life was like designing a room. You had to choose all aspects of it to harmonize perfectly together. Last year, a rich, eccentric businessman she had been working with on designing a den had insisted that she include his favorite ratty old armchair in her design for the room. Claire ended up quitting the job over that very issue. You couldn't have a harmonious, perfectly designed room with a ratty old armchair in it. And you couldn't tolerate imperfections in your life either.
Zane was a ratty old armchair of a human being. That was why she had told Dan to drop him. Claire had spent years shaping and molding Dan into the perfect man for her (in the most loving way possible, naturally), and having a disgusting pornographer like Zane as a friend was one last stubborn rough spot on her husband that she was happy to sand off.
Claire left her studio and breezed into the kitchen, where Dan was looking through the mail, a distracted, almost worried look on his face. Claire's eyes narrowed. He had told Zane that this was the last time they would be hanging out, right?
"Hey, babe," she said cautiously, circling to the other side of the kitchen island and watching his face carefully. "So... How did it go? With Zane?'
Dan looked up, startled, his blue eyes flashing with some sort of intense emotion for a moment. Guilt? "Fine," he said simply, his eyes darting away from hers. "Wasn't as hard as I thought."
Ok, something was definitely up. Claire reached across the table and grabbed one of her husband's strong hands, her voice taking on a bit of an edge as she asked, "Dan... you did break off your friendship with him. Right?"
Dan sighed heavily, then lifted his eyes to meet hers with a grimace.
"Zane and I aren't friends anymore," he said heavily.
Claire saw it in his eyes. He was telling the truth. She felt the tension building inside her release....Then she felt a twinge of guilt. She had maybe been a bit of a bitch about this issue. She knew that telling Dan to drop an old friend was a big ask. In many ways, Dan was wrapped around Claire's little finger. She liked it that way. But she also loved her husband deeply and tried not to abuse his devotion except when she considered it very important.
Her career was taking off right now! What might happen if gossip got out that she had a sleazy pornographer as a friend of the family?
Claire circled around the counter to snuggle up to her husband, kissing him on the tender part of his neck just below his ear. Claire wouldn't say she used sex as a reward to control Dan. That was far too crude a way to put it, and every relationship was a complex give and take.
But her husband had been a very good boy by doing something for her that was awkward and difficult. Was it wrong for a lady to want to show a little gratitude?
"Come on, honey," she whispered in Dan's ear, her delicate hand slipping down to palm the bulge already forming in his pants from the Pavlovian response to her kiss. "Let's not think about him anymore. Follow me... I want to focus on us instead."
Biting her lip, she tugged him by the hand toward the bedroom, watching with pleased amusement as his troubled expression melted into an eager smile.
...
Dan felt his lust and pulse surge, filling his body with needy heat as his wife kissed him hard. One of her hands snaked around his neck to pull him close as the other fell to the front of his pants, grasping and kneading there as her tongue slid wetly against his.
Claire was a woman who didn't know how to take a back seat or let others take the lead, either in life or in the bedroom. But she loved him. She wanted him deeply, and he could feel that in the bruising force of her kiss, the urgency of her hand as it rubbed and squeezed at his throbbing crotch.
Claire might be a little... pushy at times, but she was also a red-hot sexual dynamo, and why nitpick a good thing?
Claire pushed him back onto the bed and stood above him with a sultry grin, reaching up to slowly tug her shirt over her head. She was initiating a teasing game they often played in bed: a sultry foreplay striptease. Dan knew his role in the game well and was more than willing to play along. He unzipped his pants and shimmied his jeans down his hips, taking his cock in hand as he focused all of his attention on his smoking hot wife. "You're so beautiful, baby," he murmured as his hand began slowly stroking up and down the length of his cock.
And she was. Claire's eyes flashed with teasing green fire, and a smile played on her full, pouty lips as she reached back to unclasp her bra. She was tall and curvy, with perfect pale skin and long, shining black hair. The type of woman that made men's eyes pop out of the skulls and cocks wake up in their pants. But God fucking help you if she caught you staring where you shouldn't. There was only one man whose eyes Claire welcomed. Only one man that she showed off for, and he was stroking his cock appreciatively at the sight right now.
Claire shrugged the cute, lacy bra down off her shoulders and tossed it away, thrusting forward her chest a little to display her exquisite breasts. They were full, round, and heavy, with large, sensitive pink nipples that puffed up with desire whenever they made love. There was a little black beauty mark on her left breast, just to the bottom left of the nipple, that always drew Dan's eye. He knew that hundreds of men had pictured his wife naked, but he also knew that they got the image wrong. He knew about that beauty mark and they didn't: a sweet little secret that was only for Claire and him.
"Beautiful?" asked Claire in a raspy bedroom voice, raising an eyebrow. "Am I?" Her eyes fixed on her husband's cock as he pumped his hand up and down... worshipping her beauty, intoxicated by the very sight of her. Dan wasn't sure why Claire loved this teasing game so much... a kinky exhibitionist streak that was unsafe to indulge in elsewhere? The sense of power from being the source of Dan's pleasure? Sheer vanity? But he didn't mind one bit. His hand pumped faster as he saw Claire bite her lip, her nipples growing stiffer. They fed off each other's crackling sexual energy as Claire popped open the button on the front of her capris and hooked her thumbs through the waistband. "Well... don't stop there, big boy," she purred. "Keep talking. How beautiful am I?"
"A Queen," breathed Dan, his eyes staring hungrily as Claire turned away with a smokey glance over her shoulder, bending low as she shed her pants to display her thick, juicy ass and the tiny panties wedged deep between her full cheeks. "Your beautiful round ass..." Claire slipped the tiny panties down to her slim ankles and kicked them gracefully away, turning back around toward her husband.
"Your perfect breasts..." he groaned. She laughed and bounced on her feet a little, making them jiggle for him. Then his eyes slid down, over her wide, feminine hips, between her thick thighs. To his favorite part of her body. His territory. Her puffy little pussy, topped with a thin, close-cropped patch of dark pubic hair. Currently hot and oozing with desire from their arousing foreplay ritual.



"And your tight, juicy c-..."
"Hey now," Claire cut in, her voice still warm, but with a stern undercurrent. "Let's not get carried away, mister. I love dirty talk, but stay polite."
"Your tight, juicy pussy," amended Dan sheepishly.
"Better," said Claire approvingly, reaching down to lazily rub between her lips, sending a light squishing noise and the smell of her arousal spreading through the room. "Now get the condom, Dan. I want to show you how proud I am of you."
Dan reached to the bedside table and rapidly unwrapped a condom, rolling it down his cock as his wife mounted the bed, coming for him on her hands and knees. He wasn't thrilled about the fact that they still used condoms, but he had lost that battle long ago. More accurately, Claire had told him she didn't care if he wanted to go bareback, but she didn't plan to alter the rest of their sexual routine if he did... and that had settled that argument.
Dan lay back, his heart pulsing with love and lust as Claire swung a thick thigh over him, taking her favorite position.
Dan and Claire had had sex in all sorts of positions, of course: Claire was absolutely willing, and even enthusiastic to indulge in experimentation with her husband. But she made no secret that cowgirl was her favorite. On top. In charge. Setting the pace. It just fit too well with her personality. Dan didn't mind that it was the default for them at this point; She was fucking good at it.
His hands rose to grip Claire's wide, squishy hips as she planted a knee on either side of him. He stared up at her perfect femininity in awe. God, she was so fucking hot. Soft and feminine in all the right places, lean and toned elsewhere. The perfect woman. And all his. All mine, no matter what that little douchebag tries.
Claire reached beneath her and positioned her husband's cock, dragging its latex-clad surface up her slit and just barely inserting its swollen head into her tight, wet opening.
"Fuck me, big boy," she whispered, as her hips sank down, taking him to the hilt. Dan squeezed his eyes shut and let out a hot, shuddering breath as he sank into his wife's warm, welcoming depths. Her hips began moving in slow, sensual, liquid movements, her inner muscles gripping and milking rhythmically as she worked.
"I love you..." said Claire above him, low and sweet. Her heavy, hanging breasts swayed and bounced tantalizingly in front of Dan's eyes as her hips pumped up and down his cock. "My good boy. My strong man, doing what needs to be done for our family, even when it's hard. I may be a Queen, but every Queen needs her..."
"... King," grunted Dan, gripping his wife's wide hips with greedy fingers and beginning to thrust harder up into her.
Claire chuckled, plucking Dan's hands from her hips and pinning them on either side of his head, her fingers twining through his. "... her consort," she said with a smoky, teasing edge in her voice. Her hips moved harder and faster now, her pussy squeezing his cock like a silky vice. "Are you going to cum for me, honey?" she asked heatedly.
Although she clearly had a lot of fun with cowgirl, this part of their encounters was really about Dan's needs. Claire never climaxed during penetrative sex. She had spelled that out frankly to Dan early on in their relationship. She never had with any previous boyfriends, and she wouldn't with Dan either. Some girls just didn't cum that way. Sex felt great, was lovely for bonding, and was a lot of fun, but Claire was one of those ladies who needed other types of stimulation to orgasm.
The downside was that Dan didn't get to experience his wife cumming all over his cock. The upside was that during their penetrative sex, Claire was focused on making sure that he had as much fun as possible, knowing she would get hers later.
"Yes," he gasped, feeling his orgasm rushing toward him with the unstoppable force of a runaway train. "God, Yes. I'm going to fucking cum!"
"Quick shot today," commented Claire with a chuckle. "Guess I really am as beautiful as you say... Cum for me, honey. Cum for your Queen." Then she leaned down and pinned him to the bed with a kiss, her hips swirling and humping on his cock, pulling out all the stops to send him hurtling into a mind-melting orgasm.
His toes curled, his hips strained. Dan felt like his soul was practically leaving his body as powerful pulses of thick, potent sperm fired from his cock... and into the latex surrounding it. Above him, Claire watched his face with loving satisfaction.
Another job well done. And now that she had held her husband down and milked him dry, it was her turn to have some fun.
Claire rolled over so that she was now beneath her husband and spread her legs as he pulled out of her swollen, dripping pussy, his filled condom dangling from his softening cock. She pulled Dan back into a forceful, searing kiss... then pushed his head down her body, trailing kisses as he went.
"My turn," she said, her voice thick with lust.
Dan had become an expert on eating pussy over the years. He had needed to in order to qualify as the perfect man for Claire. Because, while Claire couldn't climax by getting fucked by a cock, she could definitely cum from a skilled tongue slithering over her clit. She could cum loudly, wetly, and enthusiastically in fact. It had become their standard routine: a little teasing foreplay, some wild sex to get Dan off and warm her up, and then a tender cunnilingus session to bring Claire to climax.
"Good boy," moaned Claire as Dan gripped her thighs, kissing and slurping noisily as he began to feast between her legs. "Very, very good boy."
...
The email came in later that evening, as Dan and Claire were sprawled out comfortably on the couch. Dan was absentmindedly rubbing Claire's legs in his lap while focused on the TV show they were supposedly watching together. Claire, as usual, was catching up on some work emails, because it never fucking stopped when you ran a business like hers.
Claire didn't handle initial business inquiries. Her assistant Perlah fielded all of the requests for Claire's services and selected only the most promising before sending them along to her boss. So any email about a potential job offer in Claire's inbox was automatically a good potential prospect.
This one definitely looked good. At the stage Claire was in with her business right now, she had two types of clients. Some were prestige clients, like the actress she was currently designing a living room for. Taking these kinds of jobs built her portfolio and her reputation, but weren't actually that good for her bottom line. It wasn't that famous people were stingy or cheap... but Claire was always forced to go the extra mile with materials and work hours to make sure she gave her prestigious clients the best experience possible, and that cost money.
The other kind of client was the cash cows. Nouveau riche idiots with questionable taste who were willing to pay anything she asked in order to bring in the hot designer who worked for celebrities. With this type of client, she could turn in competent, but low-effort designs and not need to waste much time with revisions or feedback.
Her business needed both types of clients currently, and it had been a while since she had landed a cash cow. This request seemed straightforward and easily accomplished: a redesign of a bedroom in one of the tacky McMansions up in the hills. The potential client was willing to pay an amount that Claire would have considered borderline robbery if she had suggested it first. It was perfect. A simple little job that would fit into her schedule and pay well. She was about to snap off an email to Perlah telling her to proceed with the paperwork when she saw the name of the client.
She must have made a sound of displeasure, because Dan looked over from the TV with a worried expression. "Everything ok?" he asked curiously.
"Fine," said Claire with a frown, her mind whirling furiously. Zane. Why would her husband's slimeball ex-friend want to hire her to design a room for him? She was under no illusions that this was a coincidence. Based on the timing, he must have requested her services shortly after his lunch with Dan concluded.
Was it some sort of attempt to butter her up and get her to change her mind about Dan cutting him out of his life? That was annoying. Maybe it was a petty power play... "You don't want to associate with me? Fine. Now you work for me." She could see that. Some men just couldn't take a slight to their ego. Maybe the simplest and safest solution would be to tell Perlah it was a no-go and let her deal with sending out a polite rejection.
But fuck that. Why give the little worm the satisfaction of thinking she was scared? She would take his money and simply ignore any game he was playing. If he was hoping to get on her good side, he would soon find that a professional and a personal relationship were very different things to Claire Harrison. And if he wanted to order her around like a servant, she would just terminate the contract and keep his deposit money. Either way, she won.
Claire scoffed and looked up at her husband with a confident smirk.
"Looks like you're finished with Zane... but I'm just getting started."
...
Dan listened to his wife's breezy, dismissive explanation of how Zane was planning to hire her for some design work, feeling a creeping sense of dread.
So that was Zane's game. Get Claire alone with him again and again over time by hiring her. Not a terrible plan, although Zane was still wildly underestimating Claire. The whole thing was making Dan more and more nervous. Not that Zane would somehow actually succeed, but that Dan himself would get caught up in the fiery aftermath of Claire's rage when she realized what Zane was attempting.
No, there was no possible way Zane could actually successfully make a move on Claire... right? It was ludicrous. But it did make Dan uncomfortable that Zane seemed so confident.
Well, if he was feeling nervous, why not even the playing field a little? Zane had never said that Dan couldn't work against him behind the scenes. And Dan knew just what he could do to turn his wife even further against his former friend.
He waited for a lull in the conversation and slipped it in casually. "Hey, speaking of Zane, you'll never believe what he tried to tell me today. He was trying to explain to me that all women are sluts."
"He what?" asked Claire in a tone of shocked disbelief. She wasn't quite sure she could believe her ears. Why would anyone say something like that?
Dan shrugged with a twist of his lip. "That's what he said. Direct quote. All women are sluts. Something about how it is all hard-coded into their genetics."
Claire shook her head in disgust with a pitying laugh. Just when she thought the squat little slimeball of a man couldn't get more pathetic. "Ugh, as if," she said dismissively. "No self-respecting woman would touch that creep with a ten-foot pole. That 'alpha male' bullshit that terminally online losers try to sell themselves on doesn't work in the real world."
Dan laughed along for a moment, looking happy to pile on his former friend, but then he grimaced. "Well, yeah, I think so too... I just don't understand why he always has a beautiful woman on his arm."
Claire gave her husband a flat, cool look. "I said self-respecting women, Dan. Those are gold-diggers. Obviously every woman seems like a slut to Zane when he's constantly being hit on by women who want a taste of his filthy porn money. He probably hasn't met a normal woman in years."
Dan just shrugged uncomfortably, rubbing his wife's legs planted in his lap while looking away. Claire snorted and turned back to her phone. "There's no magical, magnetic big dick energy, Dan. That's just his pathetic fantasy. One hundred percent of his charm comes from his wallet," she said condescendingly. "He convinced you for a second there, didn't he?"
"No," said Dan defensively. But Claire could read the guilty flash in his eyes like a book. Zane had actually momentarily sold him on the idea of secret genetic sluttiness. Why did guys want to believe that there was some sort of cheat code to sleep with women? The way Dan had attracted a hot wife like her was by being reasonably smart, kind, and attractive, plus having a willingness to change in the way she wanted him to.
The idea of Zane dating beautiful women was darkly fascinating to Claire, in the same way that watching a true crime documentary would be; enthralling, but disturbing. The idea of a beautiful woman letting the little pervert touch them with whatever shriveled thing he kept in his pants sent a shudder of horror through her. And all of this "all women are sluts" talk? Infuriating. The disgusting, ugly, conceited little man saw all women as ripe fruit, just waiting to be plucked whenever he wished.
She was glad that Dan had told her. Claire knew how attractive she was and how even supposedly decent men lusted for her. If Zane thought women were fruit for the taking, she was surely one of the juiciest. Her lips set into a grim line of determination. She would take his money AND prove to him how wrong he was. Show him the error in his insulting worldview.
This 'slut' wouldn't be as easy prey as the gold-digging, aspiring porn stars who normally threw themselves at him.
...
A few days later...
The petite asian slut knelt in front of Zane, her toned thighs spread into a wide-legged stance and the dark nipples on her tiny, firm little tits stiff and crinkled with lust. Zane was pleased to see that Perlah's tight pussy was shaved silky smooth, and he idly wondered for a moment if that meant she was regularly hooking up with one-night stands. She was certainly hot enough to have frequent casual sex. But unfortunately for the other guys, they would never compare to what Claire's cute little assistant was about to experience.
But, as tantalizing as Perlah's tight, petite body was to look at, it didn't make Zane's dick throb like the expression on her face did right now. Her lovely, almond-shaped eyes were slightly cross-eyed as she stared up at the massive white cock looming above her. Her glossy lips were parted with hot, panting breaths. "It's so big, Za-... I mean, Sir," she said, remembering what Zane had instructed her to call him. Zane had seen this dozens of times before, maybe even hundreds. Perlah was cock-drunk, totally enthralled by the sight of his incredible penis. It was possible that up until this point, she thought she was doing Zane a favor by having sex with him. A lot of girls felt that way... right up until they saw his cock.
Zane chuckled and leaned forward, pressing the thick, blood-hot length of his throbbing cock agains the kneeling Filipina's face. She groaned, feeling its dominant, masculine energy against her skin. Her breaths puffed, quick and shallow, against Zane's hairy balls as she moaned, "M-maybe it's too big, Sir! I don't know if it will f-fit!"
Zane grinned. It would fit. It always did. In fact, soon Perlah would be begging for more... for him to go deeper. He could feel it right now as he watched her squirm with lust, her hand sneaking down to rub and squish between her spread thighs: he was going to turn this little slut into a size queen, just like he had so many others. If she played her cards right, he might even let her play with her new obsession on screen and get more money than Claire could ever pay her.
"You don't need to worry about that now, honey," he said. "You just need to worry about making me feel good... and answering my questions. Worship me."
With a shuddering breath, Perlah obeyed, pressing her soft lips to his cock in a series of warm, wet kisses up and down its length.
"Now... is Claire a good boss?" asked Zane, settling back and enjoying the petite woman's slutty service.
Perlah looked up at him, confused, as she swirled her little pink tongue around his cockhead. "Ms. Harrison? Well, ummm, she can be hard to get along with sometimes, but she's honest and fair."
Zane nodded, his concentration intense. "She seems like she can be stubborn. When you really need to convince her to change her mind, how do you go about that?"
"Why are we... *slurp*... why are we talking about my boss, Sir?" said Perlah, pausing mid-sentence to run her dripping wet tongue over Zane's throbbing shaft.
Perlah hadn't been a challenge at all. By the end of Zane's first visit to the office, she had been giggling and twirling her hair; by the end of the second visit, he had gotten her phone number; and the third time had, as they say, been the charm. Single women were like easy mode, and Zane liked the hunt so much that he rarely bothered with pursuing them these days unless he badly needed a particular type of slut for his porn content. But, quite apart from what a delectable little snack she was, Perlah would be a useful tool in his toolbox. Once she was hopelessly addicted to him, he would have a woman on the inside, able to monitor all of Claire's communication and activities.
Zane slapped his thick cock wetly against Perlah's tawny cheek, leaving a shiny streak of her own saliva. "I thought you said you were going to do anything I said." His voice was low and hard, and made Perlah look up at him with a little catch of intimidation and arousal in her breath. "Or should we just get our clothes back on and go our separate ways?"
"N-no, sir," said Perlah hurriedly, her eyes still focused on his cock, hazy with lust. "I can be a good girl."
"That's what I like to hear. Now answer the question. And my balls could use a little attention while you're at it."
The tight little Asian hurried to obey, lapping at his rough, hairy balls with her cute pink tongue while she stroked his slimy, spit-covered cock. "Well... she's very hard to convince once she makes her mind up," said Perlah between licks. "But sometimes if you distract her, or present new information on the issue that confuses her, you can sneak things past her."
Zane nodded and moved on, quizzing Claire's assistant on everything she knew about her boss. What made her angry. What made her laugh. Any stories she told about Dan, positive or negative. Her favorite food. Eventually, Perlah forgot all about how weird it was to answer questions about her boss. She was too busy stuffing her mouth with cock to think about anything other than Zane's meaty dick.
Finally, Zane had everything he needed. Just one more thing that had to be done... time to blow the little asian slut's mind and make her a true beleiver. A worshipper in the church of big cock. Without warning, he bent to scoop Perlah up, tossing her onto the bed behind him as she let out a gasp of shock. He worked quickly and confidently, manhandling her tight young body into position. Her ass up and her face in the sheets, her back arched to give him the best possible view of her smooth, dripping slit.
"Hands behind your back, slut," he growled. He could see her little body heaving with passion as she held her arms behind her back for him, being a good, obedient slut just like she promised. He gripped her wrists tightly in one meaty hand, the position forcing her face down into the bed, giving Zane complete control.
He raised his cock with his other hand, rubbing and teasing at Perlah's swollen slit. "It's sooo big, Sir!" she whined, her voice muffled. But even with the intimidation in her voice, her slim hips squirmed back into the feeling of his cock rubbing against her pussy.
"So do you want to give up?" asked Zane, his voice mocking now.
"N-no sir... please... Please f-fuck me. Just g-go slow, ok?"
And Zane did. He may be a pushy, chauvinistic jerk, but he knew good sense when he heard it. He wanted Perlah to have hearts in her eyes when she saw him, not remember him as the asshole who hurt her pussy. He pushed forward with aching slowness, parting Perlah's tender lips and sinking deep into her tiny pussy inch by inch, making her gasp and moan and writhe beneath him from the intensity of the sensation as her hot, wet pussy cunt to his cock like a silken glove.



As he suspected, Perlah had been wrong. With a little patience and soft murmuring about how good of a girl she was, plus a short pause to rub her clit, Zane was able to push himself balls-deep into the petite woman, stretching her to her very limit.
And, after a long moment of luxuriating in that feeling, he began moving. Slowly at first, giving Perlah time to adjust to his girth, but then faster and faster, using his grip on her wrists as leverage as he plunged deep and hard, making Perlah moan and gasp like a bitch in heat beneath him.
"You're mine now," grunted Zane as he thrust, using his free hand to send a spank cracking down on Perlah's tight bubble butt.
"All yours, sir!" agreed Perlah enthusiastically with a whining moan. "Fuck me!"
They fucked, hot and sweaty and passionate, with Zane dominantly thrusting Perlah down into the mattress while she moaned and milked his cock with her tight, smooth pussy. Zane could feel that both of them were about to cum. Him from the long tease of the submissive blowjob, her from the mindblowing experience of getting fucked by a real cock at last. Time to seal the deal.
"You don't work for Claire anymore," he growled, increasing his pace ever further as his heavy balls tightened against the base of his cock. "You work for me. You do what I say. In and out of the bedroom."
"Mmmmmm God!" howled Perlah, her toes curling and her thighs shaking in orgasm as Zane roared in triumph, filling her with hot, sticky seed. "Yes, sir! You own me! I'm your little slut! I'll do whatever you fucking want!"
She didn't mean it. Not yet. This was just the first time they had sex, after all. She would wake up tomorrow walking a little funny and think this was just a kinky, slightly embarrassing little experiment. But she would be back... and planting the idea early was important. She would be his obedient slut soon.
And that would get him one step closer to turning Claire into the same thing.
...
A few hours later, Zane sat at his computer. He had just finished typing up the info he had pumped from Perlah into the document he had started on Claire. He had a folder full of similar documents from the past few years, and he took a second to run his eyes over them fondly.
Heather - SUCCESS
Billie - SUCCESS+HIRED
Veronica - SUCCESS
The list went on and on.
When Zane first started his little hobby, he had planned to mark any files where sleeping with the woman had proved impossible with FAILURE. But not a single document bore that label. Some of them had taken a while, and a few had managed to wriggle away after he had fucked them, but so far, Zane had managed to bury his cock at least once in every woman he had pursed.
Two days from now, he would have his first in-person meeting with Claire. It was scheduled to take place at his home, where she would look over the bedroom she was supposedly redesigning and ask him about what he wanted for the space. He had managed to get Perlah to pull some strings and move up the timeline: yet another perk of boinking Claire's assistant. But he had to decide what tactic he would take with Claire during their first meeting.
There was a reason why he had asked Perlah how best to change Claire's mind. Everything Zane knew about her told him she was a strong-willed, opinionated woman who stuck to her instincts. And she had already decided that Zane was beneath her.
But Perlah had given him some excellent leads. She had said that sometimes Claire was vulnerable to distraction. Counter-intuitively, he thought the best idea would be to antagonize Claire during the meeting. Right now, he wanted Claire to be thinking about him as much as possible, and at this stage, it didn't matter if that obsession was positive or negative.
The more time he could get Claire to stew in her anger over him, the more time he had for his dominant confidence to seep deep down into her subconscious. So, for now, the best approach would be to lean into Claire's dislike of him and be as abrasive and obnoxious as possible. It would be a delicate balancing act. He couldn't be so infuriating that he made Claire consider cancelling the contract, but he had to be annoying enough to make her lie awake at night, furious over him.
Zane thought for a moment, then picked up his phone and scrolled through his contacts. There were a lot to go through. He kept a list of all his former conquests handy in case he even wanted a late-night booty call.
Finally, he found just the woman he was looking for.
This was going to drive Claire crazy.
...
Claire took off her sunglasses with a sigh, looking up at the large house with pursed lips. Just as she had assumed based on the address, it was a tacky, cookie-cutter design. The sort of house that someone who had never been inside a truly expensive home thought looked impressive. She had intended to schedule this first face-to-face out as far as possible as a minor power play; a way to show Zane that she was in charge and he would just have to wait. But, according to Perlah, there had been some sort of scheduling mix-up with her plans for today, and Zane was the only appointment on the calendar that could be moved up at short notice. Which meant she was seeing him just a few days after he had hired her. Which made it look like she was rushing to be at his service.
She slammed her car door as she got out, already in a foul mood before she even had to speak to the little worm.
Claire noted a large, dark SUV from a luxury brand parked in front of the garage as she made her way to the door and rolled her eyes. No wonder Zane had been willing to overpay for an interior designer. He obviously loved to flash cash. She stabbed a finger at the call button on Zane's video doorbell and crossed her arms, tapping a foot impatiently. The sooner she was able to get this meeting over with, the better. Maybe taking this job had been a mistake, even if it did give her the opportunity to put Zane in his place.
The doorbell connected with a chime, and a deep, panting voice on the other end of the line said, "Uhhh, Hello?"
Claire delicately pinched the bridge of her nose and had to count to three before answering so that she could maintain a professional tone. "Mr. Kruger, this is Claire Harrison. I'm here for our two o'clock," she managed to get out in a cool customer-service voice.
Zane barked an undignified laugh. "You mean our three o'clock? I'm afraid you caught me in the middle of something..." in the background, a moaning feminine voice said "Who is it, Z? Tell her to fuck off and get back to work! I was sooooo close."
Claire flushed red, certain in the moment that Zane was doing this to fuck with her. "I think you'll find," she said icily, "that our meeting is scheduled at two. And I think you knew that already, Mr. Kruger."
Zane snorted. "Hold on one second, Mona... Look, I don't know what to tell ya, Claire bear. It says three in my calendar. Are you positive that you have the correct time?"
"I'm quite certain," said Claire through gritted teeth, not enjoying the casual nickname at all. She navigated to her calendar app to prove that...
She stared down at the time in confusion. [Preliminary site review and project outline w/ Zane Kruger - 3:00 PM] She blinked. Refreshed the page. It said what it said. She would have bet all of the money she had that the appointment was at two. She had checked it before she left.
But the only two people with access to her calendar were her and Perlah, and neither of them had any reason to change it. Fuck! "It... it appears that I might have been mistaken," said Claire, each word feeling like acid on her tongue.
The whole point of taking this job in the first place has been to fearlessly respond to whatever petty mind game Zane had been trying to play, and she had fucked it up instantly by making a basic, unprofessional mistake. "I..." she began, then took a deep, calming breath and got a hold of herself. Mistakes happened. She couldn't let herself spin out over one minor embarrassment. She was still the better person here, and that's what would win out in the end. "I apologize for the confusion. Sorry to disturb you. I'll return in an hour, at the scheduled meeting time," she said in a clipped, professional voice.
"What, and sit in your car?" asked Zane with another coarse laugh. "No, that's no good. Just sit tight for a second. I'll just finish up and be right down."
Claire's mouth fell open in disbelief. Was he really suggesting that she wait while he... "That won't be necessa..." she began, but by that point, the doorbell had already disconnected. Zane had hung up on her. Claire stood in silent fury for a moment. This entire interaction had thrown her completely off-balance. She was supposed to breeze in and make Zane feel awkward with how cool, calm, and competent she could be. Now she was standing on his doorstep waiting for the fat slug of a man to finish having sex?
No. She refused. She would just get back in her car and drive back to the office. Tell Perlah the meeting had to be rescheduled. She had already taken a few steps toward her car when she stopped with a grimace of frustration on her face. She was the one who had made the screw-up here. If she had come an hour later, when the meeting was apparently scheduled, Zane would have been ready for the meeting. Leaving now would only make her look more unprofessional.
She turned stiffly back to the door, boiling with impotent anger while she waited a few long, infuriating minutes for Zane to come down and let her in.
Finally, the door swung open, and Claire was face to face with Zane for the first time in years. Claire looked down her nose at the scruffy little man with barely concealed contempt. Short and broad, with unpleasantly protruding eyes and thick, greasy blonde hair gathered back into a messy ponytail, Zane certainly wasn't handsome. It had been a while since Claire had seen him in person. He was maybe even uglier than she remembered, and it surprised her in that moment that even gold diggers would be interested in this repulsive little man. He was wearing a thick burgundy robe that thankfully fully concealed his body.
"Claire!" exclaimed Zane with a big crooked smile, sticking out a pudgy hand for a handshake. "Long time no see. Glad you could make it so, heh... punctually." Claire stared at his hand and had to repress an urge to slap it away. This was the worst part of Zane. Not how he looked: people couldn't help it if they were ugly. No, the problem was his utter, unshakable confidence. Despite looks that would make any reasonable person self-conscious, there was a lurking arrogance behind his eyes. A sense that he thought he was better than everyone he met.
Claire ignored the hand and instead put on a cold little customer-service smile. "Let's get straight to business, shall we, Mr. Kruger?" Zane withdrew the offered handshake, but instead of looking annoyed or confused by the slight, a little smirk crossed his face as his hand dropped to his side. Rage bubbled up inside her. What exactly did he mean by that expression? She felt completely off balance; even when she deliberately snubbed and disrespected him, Zane had somehow found a way to make her feel like she had made an embarrassing mistake.
Zane turned and gestured her into the house, and, wanting nothing more in the world than to get this over with, Claire followed. "As you can see," said Zane conversationally over his shoulder as he led her through the spacious living room toward the stairs, "A little interior decorating is long overdue."
Well, Claire couldn't disagree with him there. Zane had purchased expensive furniture and clearly had enough money to hire a cleaning service, but his home still gave off the unmistakable air of a bachelor pad. There didn't seem to be decorations of any kind on the walls or any surface, giving the whole place an odd, lifeless, sterile feeling. Even rental properties had cheap, generic artwork for God's sake. It made Claire feel a little better as she followed Zane up the stairs. He might think highly of himself, but Zane seemed to have no taste at all when it came to decor. One area, at least, where she was unquestionably superior.
The improvement in her mood lasted until she entered Zane's bedroom. The unmistakable smell of sex hung in the air, immediately wrinkling Claire's nose and turning her stomach. But that wasn't the worst part. The worst part was the woman sitting on the edge of the bed.
Claire supposed she should have realized that a woman would be here. She had heard a female voice in the background of the intercom after all, and it wasn't like she would hide or evaporate in the time it took Zane to hustle down the stairs. Zane's sex partner was a slim, petite woman with wavy light brown hair and sharp blue eyes. She was currently dressed in a skimpy silk robe that showed off a scandalous amount of her lovely crossed legs, and was smoking a cigarette with a look of faint amusement on her cute features.
As Zane bustled inside, Claire froze in the doorway, nonplussed at suddenly sharing the room with one of Zane's floozies. Just like Dan had mentioned, this mystery woman was undoubtedly attractive, so she was no doubt one of the gold diggers who flocked around Zane. Not the type of person Claire enjoyed associating with.
"Oh!" said Zane, noticing Claire's surprise, "Of course. How rude of me. Claire, Ramona. Ramona, Claire."
Ramona raised an eyebrow and ashed her cigarette in an ashtray on the bed next to her. "Charmed," she said in a low, musical voice, her tone utterly insincere.
"Likewise," said Claire stonily, her eyes pointedly running up and down Ramona's state of undress. "I'm guessing that you and Zane... work together?"
Ramona shrugged languidly and blew out a stream of smoke. "In a manner of speaking. I'm his accountant."
Claire snorted with amusement at the joke, but neither Zane nor Ramona laughed. "She stopped by to try to convince me that I'm overpaying you," said Zane, flopping back onto the bed next to Ramona and throwing an arm around her casually.
Ramona accepted the thick, flabby arm around her waist without apparent discomfort, instead giving Claire a cool, appraising look and saying, "Some of the top designers in the city would do the job for less than what you're asking."
Claire glared at the small, sharp-looking woman, bewildered. Was she actually an accountant? Why in God's name would an attractive professional have sex with Zane? And she was apparently sharp as well: Zane certainly was overpaying for Claire's services. Claire didn't even know how to respond. Everything about this meeting felt like it was going against her. She had planned to sweep in as a powerful, unflappable professional and make Zane feel small. Now, not only had she looked unprofessional, but the quality of her work was being questioned.
She felt herself blushing and opened her mouth to say something, anything in retort, when, embarrassingly, Zane bailed her out.
"Shush, Mona," said Zane with a chuckle, reaching down to give his accountant a little spank on the side of her ass, drawing a giggle from the confident little woman. "Since when has money ever been an issue for me? I know what I like, and I think Claire can give me exactly what I'm looking for."
Zane's assistance was even less welcome than Ramona's disdain. To save herself from having to engage, Claire pointedly turned away, pulled a small notebook from her purse, and sketched some notes as Ramona and Zane whispered and giggled back and forth to each other. Luckily, it seemed like the job would be simple. The room was just a box with one large window, a walk-in closet, and an en-suite bathroom. Nothing particularly notable design-wise, and no architectural quirks to work around. Claire lost herself in the work, eyeballing a few basic measurements, then snapping a few pictures with her phone as references for when she sketched her proposal. She felt some of the embarrassment and frustration ebb away as she went through the motions, and by the time she turned back to her infuriating patron, she felt a bit calmer.
"I would recommend a sleek modernist redesign," she said in clipped tones. "That way, the bedroom won't clash with the rest of your house's decor... or lack thereof, I suppose. I can sketch a proposal for you by the end of the week and present some artwork options that are within the project's budget for your approval." There. All he needed to do was agree, and Claire could get out of here and leave this awkward meeting behind her.
Zane looked thoughtful, pursing his lips. "Hmph. Well, it's certainly impressive that you could come up with a plan just like that, but I'm afraid that "sleek modernism" just isn't what I had in mind."
Claire gritted her teeth. "Mr. Kruger, in my professional opinion, this plan will..."
Zane cut across her protest in a firm voice. "Yeah, yeah, and I appreciate that, Claire Bear. I do. But I hired you because I thought you had the creative spark to not just make something that looks good, but to design something in the style I want."
This arrogant little fucker... "Which is?" snapped Claire.
"Masculine. Powerful," said Zane, his pale blue eyes boring into Claire's. "To put it bluntly, I have a lot of guests in this room, Claire. A lot. When a woman walks into this room, I want her to know immediately what kind of man I am. A dominant male. An alpha."
It might have been a little unprofessional, but Claire couldn't help snort in derision and roll her eyes. "What," she asked disdainfully, "shall I get started commissioning a ten-foot granite statue of your dick?"
Zane met her mockery with a wide, unapologetic grin. "Let me know if you need reference photos," he said with a wink.
Claire flushed red. She had walked right into that one. Mental note: don't be the first one to bring up sex around this creep. "Zane, you don't need to hire a decorator if you want to act like a neanderthal. Here: Mounted deer head on the wall there," she said, pointing with a withering expression and a cocked hip. "Bearskin rug on the floor, yellow warning sign that says 'bone zone' above the bed. There, now you look exactly like the type of guy who calls himself an 'Alpha'. You can have that consultation on the house."
Zane raised an eyebrow, and Ramona gave Claire a flat, unimpressed glare, crossing one lovely leg over the other. "So you're saying you can't do it," said Zane lightly.
"I'm saying I'm not interested in doing it," corrected Claire, trying to keep the annoyance out of her voice.
"I get it," said Zane. "I've seen your portfolio. Soulless minimalism; that 'sleek modernist' look you tried to sell me. Oh, and breezy, feminine cottage-core. I thought you had the chops to work a little bit outside the box you've put yourself in, but hey, if you don't feel comfortable with that, I completely understand."
Claire felt her blood boiling. All of the annoyances and frustrations of this trainwreck of a meeting came to a head as that smirking floozy Ramona laughed behind her hand. She opened her mouth, ready to show both of them the error of their ways...
...
Claire sat at her computer, tired, but too annoyed to go to bed. Dan had gone off to sleep ages ago after tiptoeing around her all evening.
That fucking prick Zane felt like a splinter deep in her mind, constantly irritating her in a way she couldn't let go. He had made her feel small today, and that was particularly galling from someone so beneath her.
Currently, she was flipping through social media of various men who identified as "alphas" with an unimpressed sneer on her face, growing more and more annoyed. Some of the men were good-looking, maybe even the majority, at least of the men who were most successful at projecting that image online. It wasn't that Claire found confident, masculine men unattractive. She could definitely see the primal appeal of a rugged man who knew what he wanted and wasn't afraid to push for it. But, even if some of these guys online had a certain animal magnetism, Claire had never considered a man like that for herself. It felt... dangerous to put all the power in the hands of a romantic partner like that. She much preferred to wear the pants in her relationships.



And all of that was beside the point anyway. Zane wasn't an "alpha", if such a thing even existed. He was a pretender. A wannabe who thought he could toy with his betters. But that was fine. In fact, this assignment would be a perfect chance for Claire to prove that to him.
Still feeling the memory of Zane's arrogant eyes throbbing inside her like a painful splinter, Claire began taking notes, determined to create a design so powerful and masculine that it would make Zane look foolish in comparison every time he stepped into the room.
...
"You're going to fuck her aren't you?" asked Ramona, her voice holding just the trace of a moan as she pumped her slim hips up and down Zane's cock. "That stuck-up designer... That's the point of hiring her, right?"
Zane lay back, scrolling through his phone as Ramona claimed her reward for helping out today. He had needed a very particular type of woman from his stable to make the perfect impression on Claire, and she had fit the bill perfectly: smart, professional, and gorgeous. The fact that an objectively beautiful accountant had been willing to fuck him had definately planted some important seeds in Claire's subconscious.
"Hmm?" he said, eyes flicking upward briefly to where Ramona bounced and whimpered above him. "Yeah, that's the plan. Why? Feeling a bit jealous? Or just nostalgic for the time when I first manipulated you into bed?"
"You fucking bastard..." panted Mona, but her hips just bounced faster, her pussy gripping his cock with needy desire. "You get off on it, don't you? Dragging women down into the mud..."
"Don't pretend you don't love it," said Zane fondly. He tossed his phone aside and put his hands on the slim accountant's hips, smoothly taking control. "Do you remember what first got you to fuck me?"
Mona's eyes glittered down at him, antagonistic, but full of helpless lust as her hips squirmed and writhed down onto his cock.. "I don't even understand how you did it," she admitted breathlessly. "You just acted like an asshole. Always criticizing something about my clothes or my hair. I think I finally just snapped and had to prove you wrong."
"Your wardrobe has improved a lot since then," said Zane with a wicked smile.
"God, it's fucking humiliating," gasped Mona, her hips bucking wildly now as the sorts of things Zane made her wear crossed her mind. "I swear half the men in my building stop what they're doing and just enjoy the show every time I walk by in those tiny fucking skirts you love so much."
"Maybe you should stop wearing panties," teased Zane as Ramona neared orgasm. "The wind blows wrong a little and all those men will get a real fucking show."
"Don't... God! Don't fucking jooooke about that, asshooolllle!" moaned Ramona, gasping and grunting as she came all over Zane's cock, imagining further exhibitionist humiliations. Zane gave it even odds that Mona would actually stop wearing panties: he had really let a kinky bitch off the leash when he corrupted the sassy accountant, and she might not be able to resist.
So, he had managed to win over Ramona by insulting her... Ahhh, negging. An old pick-up artist trick. It wasn't as broadly useful as some people thought, but for a certain type of proud woman, it could be a great wedge to get your hooks in. Women who assumed they were above Zane just couldn't stand it when he acted like the opposite was true... and sometimes it could lead them to do desperate things to address that mental imbalance
Maybe a similar approach could work with Claire. And Zane thought he had just the topic that Claire would be most insecure about. Not clothes like with Ramona. No.
He was going to insult Claire's taste in men.
...
Claire sat back, watching with smug satisfaction as Zane flipped through her concept art. In one sense, Zane had been correct. She had been forced to step out of her regular design instincts to create a design this forceful and masculine. But her skill and artistic talent had shone through in the end. She had knocked it out of the park.
Bold, daring use of color. Sharp, blocky angles. Stone and leather, and bronze. All garish on their own maybe, but coming together to harmonize in a room that wasn't just something a knuckle-dragging "Alpha Male" would find impressive, but also looked fucking incredible. Even Zane looked impressed as he perused the portfolio of designs.
Claire's ego had fully recovered from her embarrassing first meeting with Zane a few days ago. It had really been a perfect storm of bad luck and Zane's obnoxious ego, uniting to embarrass her and throw her off balance. That day had filled her with a burning desire to get back her dignity and show Zane who was really superior between the two of them. He had implied that she wouldn't be able to create a compelling and masculine design, and today she had her answer.
It helped her mood immensely that this meeting was happening in her office today rather than Zane's home turf. She felt calm, confident, and in her element.
Right up until Zane opened his mouth.
"I have to say I'm pleasantly surprised," said Zane with a wide smile, flipping the folder closed. "I really didn't think you would be able to capture the alpha male spirit. But this is excellent work."
"Well, it's not my usual aesthetic," admitted Claire, not able to help preening a little, "but a good artist can adapt to other visual styles."
Zane chuckled, his eyes meeting Claire with a mischievous gleam. "I'm sure that's true. But it's not what I meant. I thought you wouldn't have any insight into powerful, confident masculinity."
Claire stared down the ugly little man sitting across her desk, the smile fading from her face. The correct choice was to ignore his barb and conclude the meeting... but Claire couldn't do that. It felt too much like letting the little toad have the last word. 'There isn't much depth to so-called 'alphas'," she said icily. "Just unearned confidence and thinly-veiled aggression."
Zane shrugged, flipping open the folder again and avoiding her gaze as he looked at the concept drawing of his new room. "I'm not sure how you would know that..." he said mildly, "considering you avoid dominant men like the plague."
Claire rolled her eyes, trying to keep her annoyance under control. "Trust me, Mr. Kruger, as an attractive woman, I have plenty of experience with over-confident men. More than I would like, even if I was actively avoiding them. Which I'm not."
Zane's eyes flashed back up to hers. "And yet you've only ever dated betas. Why is that?" He asked, his voice sharp.
The stunning inappropriateness of the question took her breath away. This was a business meeting for God's sake! Zane was wildly out of line, and Claire would be well within her rights to simply have him escorted off the premises and tear his contract to pieces.
But she couldn't let this insult go unanswered. An insult against her husband, Zane's former friend. And an insult against her, more importantly, questioning her taste in men.
"My husband," she said angrily, drawing herself up in a stiff posture of rage, "Is a wonderful man. Ten times the man you will ever be. He doesn't need all of your stupid "Alpha Male" bullshit to be secure and confident. He knows how much better he is than men like you without having to swagger around and beat his chest like a gorilla."
"Is that why you married him?" Asked Zane in a calm, amused voice, completely unintimidated and unimpressed by Claire's angry outburst. "Because he is soooo 'secure"? Or is it because he's easy to push around, and that feels safe to you?"
Ok, that was enough. The little shit had officially gone too far. "Get out!" yelled Claire, red-faced with anger, pointing to the door. "Get the fuck out of my office!"
Luckily for his own bodily safety, Zane didn't argue. He just scooped up his folder with a smug look on his face, gave an obnoxious wave, then strolled out the door, leaving Claire shaking with volcanic anger behind him.
That little PRICK! How dare he? To march into her office and disrespect her like that! To disrespect her husband, her marriage, and herself on a deeply personal level. How did he have the balls?
He was wrong, obviously. Claire had married Dan because he was a wonderful man. Her other half. Not because he was somehow the easy choice. Dan could be manly and confident... at times. And besides, what was wrong with being attracted to submissive men?
And Dan wasn't fucking submissive!
She felt scrambled and off balance once again, despite her excellent design and meeting Zane on her territory. The creep just had an uncanny knack for getting under her skin. She picked up the phone to ring Perlah and tell her to cancel Zane's account. Then she tossed her phone to her desk and leaned back in her chair, breathing heavily.
She would cancel Zane's account tomorrow. But tonight, she wanted to prove him wrong.
Tonight, she was going to explore the manly, confident side of her husband.
...
Claire took off from work a little early that evening to go home and prepare. Zane was wrong. In many, many ways... but most importantly, he was wrong about men. Aggression and high libido weren't something to be proud of. They were impulses that all men had inside them.
"Alpha" men were just guys who had less impulse control. Beneath his calm, controlled surface, Dan was just as much of a horny brute as Zane. He was just able to control himself like an actual human being. Tonight she would prove it.
She considered just dressing up in lingerie, but decided that that would be cheating. Tonight, she wanted Dan to be bold. To take what he wanted. To be confident, with an aggressive edge. If she was just wearing a lacy bra and panties when he got home, that would be like giving him direct permission to initiate sex. And for this particular experiment, that wouldn't do. She wanted Dan to pursue her forcefully because that's what he wanted.
So she wore the next best thing: a skimpy and sexy, yet casual pair of pajamas. Tiny little pink shorts that showed her legs off perfectly, and a tight tank top that her nipples practically burst out of when she wore it without a bra. In other words, she was offering herself to her husband on a platter and daring him to take a bite. And he would. She was sure of it.
When Dan came in looking tired from work, she shashayed into the kitchen with a showy, hip-swaying walk, making sure her husband got a good look at her body. "Hey, handsome," she said, leaning over the kitchen counter and giving him a look straight down her cleavage. "How was your day?" She was gratified to see his eyes practically pop out of his head. His gaze began to crawl over her curves, and Claire was certain he would pounce on her right then and there...
But then he stopped, shaking his head and meeting her eyes instead with a clear effort to restrain himself. "It was alright. Nothing special. A little busy this time of year. People trying to get permits in. How about you?"
Claire felt a flicker of annoyance. Here she was, looking like a sexy little minx, just begging for him to come take her, and he was... resisting? Well, it was true that most of the time, she would probably be annoyed if he came on too strong when she wasn't interested in sex, but he should be able to read signals a little better. Well... if just the sight of his smoking hot wife in skimpy clothes wasn't enough to get Dan to let his inner beast off the leash, maybe she needed to rile him up a little more.
"I've been lonely all day, missing you," said Claire with a smile. "C'mon, big guy, let's spend some time together." She took him by the arm and led him to the living room. She was half hoping that he would pull in the other direction toward the bedroom, but he followed willingly enough toward the couch. Claire sat down snuggled up to him, her annoyance growing inside her. She could have taken him to the bedroom herself. He would have gone eagerly.
But she wanted him to take the initiative tonight. And instead, he just mildly put on one of their TV shows and sat there making small talk. Claire's frustration only grew as the night went on. She made sexy bedroom eyes at Dan, rubbed his thigh meaningfully, even pressed her tits into his arm. Everything she could think of short of directly initiating sex. She knew it was having an effect on him. He was obviously as hard as a rock. Arousal wasn't the issue.
The issue was that he was absolutely refusing to make the first move.
And, as frustrated as that made Claire, the worst part was that she knew that she was the one to blame. She had trained Dan over the years that they had sex when and how she wanted. She was always the one to initiate. Any time in their early relationship when Dan had tried to push for sex, exactly like she wanted him to do now, she had actively discouraged him.
If there had been a wolf inside Dan once, Claire and domesticated a long ago. Even if she teased him and flirted shamelessly, he would obediently wait until she decided they were going to have sex.
Claire knew, with absolute certainty, that if Zane got the same treatment she had been giving her husband, he would have already made his move. Probably as soon as he walked in the door. Of course, if he tried something like that on Claire, he would get the smug grin slapped right off his face. But that didn't change the fact that Zane would already have pushed hard for what he wanted at this point.
That didn't make him an alpha, but it did make him different from Dan in a way that irritated Claire. She wanted Dan to be a manly, confident man who did what she asked because he respected her. Not a meek yesman who couldn't think for himself. The difference might be subtle, but it felt significant to Claire. She knew it was unfair to test her husband without discussing her concerns with him first... but would it really count if she had to tell him to think more independently?
It wasn't even that she wanted a pushy guy like Zane (Not an 'alpha'. The term was stupid. And besides, Zane was more accurately termed 'a jerk'). She enjoyed her sex life with Dan, and playing a leading role in her relationships had always been her style. But it bothered her that Dan couldn't be demanding and rough and spontaneous even when the situation called for it... that that was an option she had somehow been locked out of, even if she did want to experience it occasionally.
And even worse, it bothered her that Zane might have been right about her taste in men.
Claire stood up suddenly, pulling her shirt over her head to display her perfect tits. Dan looked up at her, his face a picture of bewildered shock. She stared down at him, hands on hips, topless, her breasts heaving with anger and strange arousal.
'Well?" she asked challengingly.
"I... what are you...?" spluttered Dan. Claire could see how aroused he was... but still, with his wife half naked in front of him, he couldn't take that extra step.
Her little lapdog... loyal and obedient and utterly safe. Claire turned away toward the bedroom so Dan couldn't see her face, calling over her shoulder, "Clothes off. You're going to fuck me."
She didn't look back to see if he was following her, but she knew he would be. She stalked into the bedroom and removed her shorts and panties in one smooth motion, tossing them aside and throwing herself back onto the bed. She was a little surprised by the powerful wet heat between her legs. She was filled with a strange blend of anger and lust. An annoying itch that needed to be scratched.
Her husband appeared in the doorway, his cock rock hard, but his face troubled. "Honey, is everything ok?" he asked cautiously as he entered the dim room, taking in the sight of his lovely wife lying back on the bed, her pussy flushed and dripping, but her eyes flashing with dangerous heat.
"No talking," she growled, spreading her legs wide and beckoning him forward impatiently, "only sex."
Normally, they had foreplay first. Normally, Claire preferred cowgirl. Normally, she made Dan wear a condom. None of that mattered to her right now. She needed to feel a cock inside her, hot and hard and powerful. When Dan joined her on the bed, she pulled him down into a fierce, bruising kiss, her fingers tangled tight in his hair, desperately trying to spark the same desperate, fiery passion in him that she felt.
Dan tried his best to rise to the occasion, finally sensing what his wife had wanted all evening. He thrust forward into her pussy, raw inside her for the first time in months, feeling her wet, clinging heat directly against his skin. He pumped his hips, thrusting into her with slow, languid strokes.
Claire groaned in frustration against her husband's lips. "Harder!" she urged, lowering a hand to grip and pull his hip demandingly. "Fuck me! Fuck me like you mean it!" And he did speed up, pressing her against the bed with powerful strokes. He didn't lack the strength, and his cock was a good size...
...but he was only fucking her hard because she told him to. In that moment, Claire didn't picture Zane. She wasn't that far gone. But she did picture a strong, cocky man... pulling into the bedroom himself. Stripping off her clothes. Fucking her hard and fast because that was what he wanted, not what she instructed him to do. And for a moment, Claire found herself unexpectedly on the edge. She never came from penetration, yet there she was... almost there.
"Is this ok?" asked Dan above her in a panting voice. "Is it too hard?
She lost it. Her orgasm seemed as distant as the moon now. She swallowed her disappointment and purred, "Mmmmm, perfect, honey. I want you to cum for me..."
"Already?" asked Dan, confused, "But babe, we just..."
Claire shut him up with a deep kiss, working her hips against his frantically while milking his cock tight inside her.
He finished up within a minute, but Claire couldn't blame him for that. She had done everything she could to get him off as quickly as possible so she could exit this awkward, failed sexual experiment and have time to think. He came inside her, a rare treat for him, and Claire assured him immediately that she didn't need his regular oral service tonight.
Finally, Dan went off to take a quick shower, and Claire was left to her own devices.
She wasn't proud of herself. She had let Zane get into her head tonight and played a game with her beloved husband. A game where she hadn't even explained the rules or warned him that they were about to play. She had no right to be frustrated with Dan. She had married him because he wasn't a pushy asshole like Zane. It was a good trait. And the reason why he didn't aggressively push for sex was because he knew that she didn't like that.
She had to stop thinking so much about what Zane thought. It wasn't good for her.
Claire's phone buzzed, and she picked it up to find a work email. Oh God, speak of the devil... It was Zane, with a request for an element to add to the design of his bedroom.
Hey Claire Bear!
Had an idea for the room I wanted to run by you. For some time, I've been collecting a pair of panties from every woman I bed as a little souvenir. I'd love to have some way to display my collection in my new room! You're the design wizard, so you tell me: what would be the best way to display a couple dozen pairs of panties? Interested to hear your thoughts!
-Zane
As she read, Claire's eyes narrowed, and that sense of frustration and annoyance she had been feeling all week flared up inside her. This request was ridiculous! He couldn't really expect that Claire would be willing to work something obscene like this into her designs, could he?
As she began to draft a heated reply to Zane's unacceptable request, Claire didn't even realize that her idea from earlier in the day of cancelling Zane's contract had completely slipped her mind...
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Grace was having a simply lovely day. In the past few weeks, she had been using the little nest egg that Charlotte had foolishly saved up to pamper herself a little. Today, she had taken an expensive spa trip, complete with facial treatment and pedicure. After all, she deserved it. Her plan to publicly humiliate and ruin her hated enemy had gone off without a hitch.
But that didn't mean she had won completely. Not yet. Charlotte had been demoralized since her little escape plan had failed, but she still needed watching. Charlotte had submitted, but she wasn't yet a loyal pet. This horse might still bolt if given the chance...
And that wasn't even counting the other sharks that had smelled blood in the water. Grace was certain that any of "Cherry Sweet's" subscribers would gladly snatch up her leash if she let them. Especially Connor. That sneaky asshole was already trying his best to take control of the submissive slut Grace had so careful crafted.
She was working on Steven, too, although he was child's play compared to his girlfriend. He was ready for the next step: watching Charlotte betray him in person, and feeling the powerful sting of humiliation that went along with cucking in the flesh.
What Grace needed was a big event. Something that could break Charlotte's will, show that she was the one in charge, discourage Connor, and also introduce poor Steven to in-person cucking.
And she had just the plan in mind. Grace pushed open the door of The Hangnail and approached the counter, where Rob, the hefty middle-aged owner, greeted her with a nasty grin. "What's up, sugar?" He asked in his growly voice, his eyes unselfconsciously wandering down Grace's body.
Rob really was a pig, but that was what made him perfect as a tool for humiliating Charlotte. Charlotte found her boss's slimy, crude mysogyny even more distasteful than Grace did... which was why forcing her to submit to it was so fucking funny.
"Business looks slow," said Grace, glancing sharply around the bar while removing her dark sunglasses.
Rob shrugged. "Afternoon traffic," he grunted noncommittally, "what can you do?"
Grace leaned down over the bar, treating the nasty barkeep to a view down her shirt.
"How would you feel about hosting a special event? I promise that it will pack this place full."
...
"Bye, babe," said Charlotte, trying to keep her voice light and pleasant as she pressed on last kiss against her boyfriend's lips. She couldn't tell him what was happening. It would make things so much harder if he realized what she planned to do.
Luckily for her, Steven could be a little oblivious. He hadn't even realized his girlfriend was a popular Simpspace slut after all. "See you after work!" he said cheerfully, giving her a squeeze before releasing. "Love you!"
"Love you too..." Charlotte forced herself to say it as he turned away, even though it hurt. She was going to miss him.
When the door closed behind him, Charlotte got to work. She pulled her old suitcase out of the closet and started tossing things inside. Just the essentials; she didn't have the time for more complete packing.
She felt a little bad that she would be leaving Steven with so much leftover stuff to remind him of her, but she needed to be long gone before he got home from work.
It was the only logical way left out of the erotic hell Grace had neatly trapped her in. Grace's power came from her threat to destroy Charlotte's life and reputation. If Charlotte disappeared and started a new life somewhere else, Grace would no longer be able to touch her.
The plan had come to her recently, after the horrible, breathtakingly arousing video she had filmed of masturbating in bed with Steven. She had realized something important after that shoot. The whole reason she had agreed to go along with Grace's degrading commands in the first place was because she wanted to save her relationship with Steven. But lately, Grace had been twisting things around in her mind so much that Charlotte was starting to get off on betraying him. So what exactly was she trying to save anymore? If she was starting to find it hot to cuckold Steven behind his back, then he was better off without her.
If she really loved Steven, she should just leave him alone. And she did love him. So she was going to run like a coward before Grace twisted her sexuality further and she did something to Steven that he would never recover from.
Charlotte's phone chimed and lit up, lying where she had set it on the bed. She gave it a worried look, like it was a poisonous snake that might strike at any moment. That was the specific ringtone she had set for Grace's messages.
It was never good news when her mistress decided to text.
Maybe the smart thing to do would be to ignore it. Grace had shown a terrifying ability to dominate and control Charlotte over the past few months. Maybe the best way to beat her was to refuse to engage at all. But the timing of the text was awkward for Charlotte's plan. She needed Grace to remain safely unaware that she was leaving until it was already too late. If she didn't respond quickly, like Grace had trained her to do, it might make the evil, dominant goth suspicious.
Charlotte took a deep breath. She could do this. All that she needed to do was pick up the phone, text Grace whatever she wanted to hear, then finish packing and leave. She was a big girl, and Grace wasn't some sort of witch who could force her to do things against her will. This would be no problem.
But she still shook a little as she picked up the phone.
Charlotte's eyes widened as she read Grace's message. Her heart began pounding hard and fast in her chest. Her mouth went dry, and her palms grew sweaty. She sat heavily on the bed, her eyes still locked with the long, detailed message explaining exactly what Grace expected her to do.
It was crazy... and, in a twisted way, fucking hot. It spoke to the exhibitionist, submissive tendencies that Grace had been molding and nurturing inside her in a way that sent a forbidden erotic thrill zipping up Charlotte's spine. But there was no way she could actually do what Grace was suggesting, so it was a good thing she had been planning to leave anyway. This request was way worse than anything she had done before. It would have utterly destroyed her life if she had been stupid enough to go through with it.
But wasn't she planning on leaving this life behind anyway? What did it matter if it got destroyed? She tried to push the thought down and start packing again, but it wouldn't go away. It would be pretty fucking hot to really let loose and fufill the darkest fantasies Grace had forced into her brain, burning her life to the ground around her before leaving town forever. And, if she thought about it, the suggestion was likely to make her a nice little chunk of money as well. It would be nice to start her new life on the right foot with some money in her pocket. Maybe if she did REALLY well, she could even revive her lawyer scheme.
She shook her head irritably. No, that was stupid. This was another manipulation tactic from Grace. Another way to corrupt her little sex doll further. To publicly humiliate her in the most intense, complete way yet... in front of all those people...
Charlotte realized that her hand was rubbing lightly between her legs and pulled it away as if burned. She licked her lips nervously. She couldn't actually be considering this, could she? It would be proving Grace right in the most humiliating way possible.
But did it matter how badly she was humiliated if she left afterward with a pocket full of money and a searing, white-hot erotic memory that would last her a lifetime?
Charlotte sat fretting for a long time next to the half-packed suitcase. She masturbated to completion twice, her mind clouded with dark, heated fantasies as her finger flexed and rubbed wetly between her thighs.
Then she slowly began unpacking her suitcase, her heart racing with horny anticipation.
...
Charlotte couldn't believe she was here. She had to be some kind of horny gullible idiot for Grace to be able to trick her into this.
The backroom of the bar, where Charlotte had been thousands of times, felt hot and stuffy today, especially with Rob's thick bulk taking up space. Her boss gave her a wide, predatory grin as he handed over the hangar. From it dangled a few scraps of cloth that could only be considered a swimsuit in the very loosest sense.
"It's time, doll," said Rob in an amused rumble, his piggy eyes staring deep into Charlotte's soul. "Can't keep your adoring customers waiting forever. Time to put on your new uniform."
Perversely, Charlotte could feel her body blaze with submissive lust as she snatched the hangar from her obnoxious boss's hands. He was right, annoyingly. Charlotte could hear the buzz of the large crowd outside in the bar, and it had taken on a noticeably impatient edge.
The anonymous request Cherry Sweets had received this time was as simple as it was perverse: the subscriber wanted to see Cherry nearly naked and disgraced in public. It had been Grace's suggestion that Charlotte perform the task at her job.
The idea held a nasty, compelling heat. For years, Charlotte had teased and flirted with her regulars at the bar, squeezing money out of them with her feminine charms without ever intending to give them anything further. Today, if she could go through with it, the horny bar patrons would be receiving all of the sexual rewards that their hopeful tips had aimed for, paid back with interest. Instead of the one in control, leading the horny men around by the nose and taking their money, Charlotte would be humbly offering them the sight of her body that she had denied them for so long. The thought of this demeaning role reversal had been the temptation that made this task so hard to resist. The thought of it had left her dripping all day.
Charlotte fingered the shiny golden material of the tiny micro-bikini, her body throbbing with twisted lust. This really was going to destroy the life she built here. How could she show her face at the bar ever again when all of the customers had seen her dressed up in this degrading fetish gear? It looked worse than being naked. It was a good thing she planned on leaving and never coming back shortly after pulling this off.
"Get one with it, girlie," said Rob with a leering grin, snapping Charlotte's attention back to him.
Charlotte made a sour face at him, her heart thumping in her chest. His whole attitude toward this was frankly insulting. He hadn't even acted surprised when Charlotte stuttered out the proposal to tend bar in a slutty microbikini for a special event. It was almost like he expected that sort of thing from her. Like he saw her as some sort of filthy slut. Rob had always been mildly creepy toward her, with wandering eyes and off-hand harassing comments. Charlotte had never liked his way of treating her before, but... while his lack of surprise was aggravating, Charlotte had shamefully come to enjoy that sort of disrespect.
"A-aren't you going to let me change?" she asked, her voice a little weak and wobbly as she tried hard not to feel turned on by her boss's confident, leering eyes.
"I'm not stopping you," he said with a smirk. He raised his eyebrows when Charlotte scoffed, cutting her off before she could protest by saying, "What? You wanted privacy? You're about to go nearly naked in front of an entire bar full of men, you little ditz. Why does it matter if I see you a couple of minutes before?"
Charlotte opened her mouth angrily... then blushed and snapped it shut. Rob was being a pushy asshole, as usual, but he wasn't wrong. If she couldn't take even one set of slimy eyes on her exposed body, then what was she even doing here right now?
She turned away from him, feeling a stab of degraded arousal as he chuckled at her embarrassment. She took a deep breath, then began to quickly take off her clothes. Even if her pig of a boss insisted on watching her change, she had no desire to make it a sexy striptease for him... at least, not much of a desire.
When she was finally naked, suddenly the air of the storeroom no longer felt hot and muggy. It felt cool and damp on her bare skin, raising goosebumps all over her naked body. She bent to put her foot through one side of the bikini, realizing too late that she was probably giving her misogynistic boss an eyeful in the process. She straightened quickly, hoping that Rob hadn't got a glimpse of how wet her pussy was becoming, and pulled the tiny scraps of cloth tight between her thighs.
It took her a couple of tries to get all of the straps situated correctly over her body, and when she was finished, it didn't feel like she was clothed at all. The thin strips of cloth covering her pussy and nipples didn't give her any sense of protection or coverage: they only served to emphasize her nudity rather than hide it. Her belly swooped with embarassment and lust as she dipped her hand down to trail through the short cropped strip of pubic hair above her pussy. She had been so horny and distracted that she had forgotten to shave bare... her pussy hair would be exposed to the entire bar.
She suddenly wasn't sure if she could do this. If she went out there, none of those people, some of whom she had known for years, would ever respect her again. All they would see her as was a slutty bimbo sex object. Even if she left this life behind, was she happy with leaving that as her lasting impression?
It happened without warning as Charlotte was turned away, fretting and growing hornier and hornier.
*Smack*
Rob's rough hand slapped against Charlotte's plump, bare ass, making it jiggle and ripple in the dim light of the store room. Not hard enough to seriously hurt, but hard enough to be loud and sting a little. She gasped and whirled, her eyes wide and her hand reaching back to clutch her reddened ass as electric adrenaline corused through her veins. "What the FUCK, Rob?" she choked out, meeting her boss's eyes.
The memory flashed into her mind... about a year back, Rob had gotten particularly drunk and flirty. She had simply rolled her eyes and ignored him like she usually did, but then he made the mistake of playfully spanking her ass when she turned away to fetch something from the storeroom. Obviously she had blown up at the sexist old pig, treating him to a furious lecture on manners and respect in front of a group of hooting and jeering bar patrons.
It had been an important moment for drawing a hard red line for Rob's gross behavior. Afterward, he had grudgingly apologised, even if he did grumble that she was being oversensitive. And it had worked; after that point, Rob's eye may have wandered, but his hands never did again. He had discovered that Charlotte wasn't the kind of girl who would take disrespect lying down.
As she looked up into his hard eyes now, Charlotte realized with a sinking sense of submissive arousal that her boss's assessment of her had changed. He didn't look sorry at all this time. Now he thought that maybe Charlotte was exactly the kind of girl who would accept disrespect. The kind of girl who liked it, in fact. Charlotte's angry protests died, faltering on her lips as a hot blush bloomed on her face and she looked down. Why couldn't she tell him off like she did before? Why had that spank felt... kind of good?
"What am I doing?" asked Rob with a thick, nasty chuckle. "Just giving you a little motivation to get that chubby rump in gear." He actually moved forward, his heavy, bulky moving with easy, dominant confidence. The indignant response to his casual misogyny collapsed completely inside Charlotte as she stared up at him with wide, intimidated eyes, replaced with hot, liquid lust filling her up to her brim and squishing in the tight golden cloth wedged between her thighs.
Now, Rob loomed directly above her, looking down into her eyes with a sneer. "Why?" He rumbled. "Do you feel like you need more... motivation?"
"I... Rob, I..." stuttered Charlotte ineffectually. A part of her screamed inside her that she wasn't the sort of dumb, submissive little slut that Rob saw all women as. That she had to stick up for herself if she wanted him to respect her. But another larger part of her, the part that Grace had been cultivating with her relentless manipulation, wanted to give in. To wilt under Rob's masculine energy and submit to his degrading treatment. To be the young bimbo slut he saw her as.
She shuddered as Rob's hand slipped down her bare back, his rough calluses scraping against her soft skin as he trailed downward to her ass... where his eyes always focused when he looked at her. The forbidden fruit that she thought she would never let him taste in a million years.
She tried one last time to protest when his hand cupped her full, round cheek, but it just turned into a pathetic whimper as he squeezed tight, palming her bare ass in a rough hand while she squeezed her eyes shut and tried hard not to think about how fucking hot it was to be disrespected and treated like a whore by this repulsive man.
His grip pulled her forward, until their bodies pressed together, his hard thick cock pressing into her soft, vulnerable belly through his jeans, making her pussy grow even hotter and wetter in the tiny bikini she was wearing.
Finally, after what felt like forever, Rob released her, finishing off with one last small spank, as if to show that he was allowed to now. Charlotte was left panting and trembling, deeply ashamed of her weakness, but even more turned on by the shame.
"As fun as this is," said Rob with a smirk, "I think they might tear apart the bar if you don't give the people what they want." Charlotte hadn't noticed, but it sounded like Rob was correct. There was a distinctly annoyed buzz in the sound of the crowd now. It seemed that the decision had been taken out of Charlotte's hands. She wasn't going to get through the angry, tipsy crowd easily, even if she got cold feet at this point. She had no choice... or so she kept telling herself.
She pulled one last thing from her purse... a lace mask, and put it on over her sweating, blushing face.
Rob scoffed. "What, you think that's going to hide your identity? These guys have been wanting to see that hot little bod for years, Charlotte. They know who you fucking are."
"Sh-shut up," said Charlotte weakly, no longer able to summon the venom she wanted to toward her pig of a boss. "It's not for the customers. It's for... for..."
Rob nodded, for some reason finding this answer even funnier. "Riiiiight, the kinky little video Grace is shooting of you tonight. Ha! Can't have people knowing that it's you online, can we?"
His dirty chuckle seemed suspicious, but Charlotte couldn't imagine what he was getting at. She glared at him ineffectually, then swept past him toward the door to the crowded bar, trying to steel herself for the sustained attention of dozens of horny men on her body all at once.
As she passed, Rob gave her one more motivational swat on the ass, and this time, her only response was a pathetic, despairing moan.
...
Steven followed Grace down the street. Reluctantly, but he followed. His mouth fell dry, his muscles weak... and his cock diamond hard. All that Grace had told him about tonight was that he would "finally get to see Charlotte be her true slutty self in the flesh". The thought made his skin crawl even as it filled him with helpless, frustrated desire.
He could remember a time when his jealousy hadn't turned him on. But after a few months of poisonous dirty talk and humiliating footjobs from Grace, it was hard for him to think of Charlotte's slutty behavior as anything other than mindbendingly hot.
He realized soon after they left the apartment that they were heading to The Hangnail. Grace walked ahead of him, her feminine hips swaying with every step, today clad in tiny denim shorts with ripped fishnets beneath, showing off her long, pale, luscious legs. Even in his distracted mindset, Steven couldn't stop staring at her body as they walked.



He knew that there was something sinister about Grace. He wasn't stupid; there had been several posts on Cherry Sweet's page that showed Grace dominating Charlotte sexually. Grace wasn't just playing some kind of sick game with him. She was playing one with Charlotte as well.
What would a good man do in his position? A strong, confident man? Probably tell Charlotte everything he knew instead of pretending it was all ok. Maybe find a way to fight back and stop Grace himself.
Steven wasn't sure what a strong man would do, but he knew what a pathetic cuck would do. He would follow meekly behind Grace, his eyes following her swaying ass and his cock throbbing in his pants, eager to see what twisted delights the dominant goth had to show him at his girlfriend's expense.
When they arrived, the door of the Hangnail was shut, with a sign on the door saying it was closed for "a private event". Grace didn't look surprised. She knocked sharply on the door, and Someone inside opened it immediately.
Steven was shocked to see that it was Tim, his coworker. What the fuck was Tim doing at an event where Charlotte was allegedly going to act like a slut in public? But, despite Steven's wide-eyed shock at seeing one of the waiters from the restaurant he managed, Tim didn't recognize him in return.
Grace had insisted that Steven wear a medical mask, just like Charlotte did in many of her videos, as well as pulling his hood up tight over his head. "After all," she had said with a chuckle, "It might put a stop to the show if poor Cherry sees her cuck boyfriend watching from the crowd... and the show must go on, mustn't it, loser?"
"Has it started yet?" asked Grace, pushing past Tim into the crowded bar. Tim held the door open for Steven, giving his disguise a brief, curious glance before turning back to Grace and saying dryly, "Not yet. Rob and she have been back there for like fifteen minutes. Half the guys are convinced that they're fucking back there."
The casual, obscene statement, laced with just a hint of jealously, sent a stab of jealous horror through Steven's belly and a crackle of sexual heat through his cock. Oh fuck! Could Charlotte really be having sex with her gross, sexist older boss? The one she had always complained about to Steven? Steven wanted to believe it was impossible... but after seeing what Charlotte was capable of over the past few months, he could no longer be so sure.
Grace just snorted in derision. "They had better not be. I warned that old ape that he had to keep his hands off Cherry's pussy. He's not the one who gets to fuck her first, unfortunately for him."
Steven felt sweat beading his brow, wicking into the hoodie. Well, it seemed that Grace was confident Charlotte wasn't currently fucking her boss... but it didn't sound like that was because having Charlotte fuck other men was out of the question.
"I'm sure she's just being the wishy-washy little bitch she normally is," said Grace, rasing her voice to be heard as she elbowed her way through the crowd to reach the bar. "But that's what's fucking funny about her. Even if it's so humiliating she could die, she'll come out of that room in the end. Because that's what soaks her panties. The disgrace of it all. Ahh... here she is."
Just as they reached the bar, the door to the backroom swung open.
The crowded bar held its breath as they waited for the woman they had come here to see.
...
After the dimness of the storage room, the bar seemed bright. Charlotte hesitated for a moment as she stepped forward into the light. It felt so strange to be in a place she was so deeply familiar with while being so exposed. The feeling of the smooth wooden floor on her bare feet. The warm, stale air from the fans caressing her bare skin. The eyes. The hot, burning, lustful stares of a room filled with horny men, staring at her intently.
The room had been silent as she stepped out, and that silence remained for a few heartbeats more.
Then the room burst into raucous cheering, clapping, and laughing, adding a roar of sound to the already disorienting brightness and making Charlotte feel like she might faint. Rob stepped out behind her, holding her up and pushing her forward with a steady hand... once again cupping one of her plush ass cheeks tightly.
Charlotte reeled from the feeling of dozens of heated gazes on her displayed body. She had appeared naked on camera many times before at this point, but the sensation of having all of this lustful male attention in person was knee-weakening, making her belly squirm with exhibitionist desire. Her skimpy covering almost made it worse than going naked. This tiny scrap of a bikini only emphasized her exposure. She focused on the feel of the tiny, tiny little bikini on her body. The tiny golden strips of the top barely covered her nipples, so tight that even her unimpressive tits spilled out the sides. The ridiculous thong was even less modest, barely concealing the lips of her pussy and leaving her patch of pubic hair exposed to the chuckling, pointing men in the crowd.
She made her way to the bar, her legs trembling as the loudly chattering, staring men crowded around in a wall of laughing, leering male flesh. She saw that Grace sat at one end of the bar, filming Charlotte's slutty display with a wide, catlike smile. The man next to her was, for some reason, wearing a mask, but Charlotte had no time to worry about that.
"Well... we've got a lot of thirsty men here, sweetcheeks," said Rob, squeezing her thick ass for emphasis. "Better get serving."
The crowd pushed forward, suddenly a forest of arms holding out money and jabbering orders, eager to see the mostly-nude slut in front of them fulfill them. Charlotte reached for the offered twenty hesitantly, her heart racing with adrenaline as the customer's hand grazed hers, sending another zip of arousal through her. The customer was a grinning, bearded man, his sharp blue eyes gleaming hungrily through his glasses. Charlotte shivered from the tiny moment of intimate connection with him as she took his money and his order.
As she poured the beer, slimy gazes traveling over every inch of her exposed flesh, she couldn't help but think it: one down, a hundred left to go.
...
Steven's breath felt hot and humid against his face, trapped by the mask. He was pressed on all sides by eager men crowding forward, trying to get a better look at his slutty girlfriend, performing on front of the crowd. The only exception was his right side, where Grace sat on stool in a little bubble, unbothered by the surrounding sweaty crowd, holding up a camera with a superior smirk, pointing it right at the action and filming Charlotte's public humiliation for her Simpspace subscribers... at least, those who weren't already in the crowd.
Grace noticed Steven's attention on her and gave him a lazy wink, her free hand snaking down into his lap and squeezing the shameful bulge she knew she would find there. "Enjoying the show, Cucky?" She whispered, low enough that it wouldn't be picked up by the camera. "Your slutty little princess sure looks good, doesn't she? Performing for all her customers... Just like she always did, really. Just a bit more intense this time."
Steven whimpered, but didn't resist as Grace squeezing his rock hard cock through his pants, her grip cruelly tight. As usual, her words cut straight to the heart of Steven's erotic insecurities. He couldn't keep his eyes off Charlotte, even though it hurt.
His girlfriend's nearly naked body jiggled lewdly as she moved to fulfill orders, barely concealed by the slutty bikini she had chose to wear tonight. Her breasts swayed and bounced softly with her movements, threatening to fall out of the tiny gold triangles supporting them at any moment. The tiny thong wedged between her legs left nothing to the imagination, leaving her thick ass bare to the world and clinging tightly and wetly to her pussy lips. Not to mention the neatly trimmed fur completely on display between her legs. Her whole body glowed with a flush of arousal and a sheen of nervous sweat, making her seem almost oily. A pornographic airbrushed sheen which made her seem like she'd stepped right out of a dirty magazine cover shoot. But the worst part was her face. The expression of reluctant lust that painted her features. The soft, submissive desire that welled up deep in her eyes whenever she meekly asked each customer for his order. She was enjoying this. Everyone could see it. And it only made the horny bar patrons hungrier.
Steven heard an amused murmur rush through the crowd, then a split second later, saw what they were all concentrating on. Rob, that old fucking creep, had snuck behind Charlotte, and was reaching up to pluck stealthily at the ties on the back of her skimpy bikini. Despite the chuckles of anticipation in the crowd, Charlotte was too distracted by making drinks and taking money to notice what was happening.
"Want to warn her, cuck?" Purred Grace beside Steven, her hand rubbing maddeningly over his throbbing bulge as she zoomed in. "Want to be a good boyfriend and save your girlfriend from the next step of her public disgrace? All you have to do is yell out right now. She might have time to slap that old pervert's hands away before everyone sees her tits."
Rob gripped one of the dangling ends of the knot between thumb and forefinger, looking at the crowd and waggling his eyebrows. Steven was about to yell out and warn her of what was coming, but the words stuck in his throat. "But you want to see too, don't you?" asked Grace with a dark giggle, "or, rather, you want all of them to see. You want them to see her exposed and humiliated and dripping wet with arousal... you pathetic little cuck."
And she was right. Steven could only watch with a potent mix of horror and desire as Rob pulled on the thread, undoing the knot.
...
It happened so quick that Charlotte, distracted and horny as she was, had no chance to defend against it. The ties on the back of her neck felt loose for a moment, then the twin cups of her tiny swimsuit fell down, exposing her naked tits to the crowd, who roared in approval. Her eyes went wide as shock and horror filled her to the brim. Her hands flew up to cover her exposed nipples, already stiff and eager from the arousal pulsing through her body.
"Now that's what I'm talking about!" yelled a raucous male voice, and she turned to see Harry high-fiving his friends. One of the men who had helped her get into this whole mess back when she had flashed her breasts to him before. Except this time, she was no longer in control. This time, she was exposed not because she wanted to feel powerful and sexy, but because she was a weak slut who couldn't help but get turned on by the eyes of her male patrons.
Before she could even fully register what was happening, Rob swiftly undid the ties behind her back as well, leaving the bikini top loose beneath her clutching hands. She turned to him with open-mouthed shock, saying, "What? R-rob what the fuck are you...?" But Rob was a man on a mission, working quickly before she could mount an effective defence. With a powerful tug, he pulled away the tiny bikini top from beneath her hands, then tossed it into the depths of the crowd, where it was instantly carried away out of sight.
Charlotte stood in front of a crowd of her regular bar patrons... the ones she had condescendingly flirted with for years while soaking up their tips with a teasing wink. Her hands felt sweaty on her bare tits, her nipples almost as hard as her piercings as they pressed against her clutching palms. Now that the shock was fading, that creeping lust and humiliation were welling up to take their place. She had been telling herself that the bikini had been worse than nudity, but now she found that wasn't true. The removal of her top felt like a shield had been snatched away from her, leaving her more exposed and rawly vulnerable than ever before.
The tension in the room rose another notch. The dark male sexual energy seemed to crackle in the air. There were fewer smiles and less laughter now as the assembled crowd of men stared hungrily at Charlotte, her breasts hidden only by her hands. Charlotte gulped, suddenly dry mouthed, but hornier than ever. This was getting out of hand. If she didn't put her foot down, things might really go too far. She opened her mouth to demand that they return her top... and then Rob spoke again.
"Why are you standing around with your hands on your chest, you silly girl?" He asked, reaching out to throw a massive arm over her shoulder, his bulk pressing into her side. "You need your hands for something else... serving your customers. Isn't that right, boys?"
The assembled men let out a cacophony of sound, all of them agreeing with Rob. They were thirsty, they said. Charlotte needed to serve them. That was her job. Her purpose. Charlotte could feel the filthy lust roiling off of them like heat off pavement on a hot day.
And something inside her responded.
Feeling almost like she was in a trance, Charlotte loosened her hands, then lowered them, displaying her stiff, pink, pierced nipples to the horny crowd, who wooped and hollered, crushing even closer to the bar. It felt almost fitting. These were the men she had teased and flirted with for years, and now that she had become a submissive slut, they were collecting all of the sexual attention she had denied them with interest. This was her true calling: being a sexy, silly bimbo, eye candy for the boys.
Out of the corner of her eye, Charlotte saw that Grace was still filming, watching Charlotte's willing submission to the male gaze with eager, sparkling eyes. This wasn't just a humiliation for the people here in person... every one of her subscribers would get to see her serve drinks while naked as well. And that only made her wetter.
With trembling hands and aching, throbbing nipples thrust forward for the inspection of the crowd, Charlotte took the order of another customer. She was so horny she could barely think straight, and had to ask him to repeat his order three times before she had it down.
...
"I can't believe that little slut!" whispered Grace in a giddy voice to the captive cuck witting next to her. Steven was mewling with shameful arousal as she teased his little dicklette. "I thought for sure that Rob would blow it there, but she's an even bigger exhibitionist than I thought."
Steven stuttered something pathetic in answer, but Grace was barely listening. She was paying far too close attention to Charlotte. It was so satisfying to see the little snooty bitch like this - sweaty and glowing with reluctant submissive lust, exposed nipples stiff and eager on her bouncy little tits, inner thighs beginning to shine with the overflow from her undersized bikini. It felt so fucking good to win like this that it was almost orgasmic. Grace had always known she had a talent for manipulation. Several popular girls from her high school found that out the hard way when Grace slept with their boyfriends. But she had never ever let herself off the leash like had with Charlotte. It was liberating. Maybe she had a talent for stuff like this.
"Hey!" said a rough male voice in Grace's ear, making her look around in annoyance. It was Connor, his face wearing the confused, red-faced anger of entitled pricks everywhere.
Oh. Perfect. The Douchebag was here.
"Why the fuck didn't you invite me?" he asked, a little out of breath. "I had to fucking find out through Simpspace!"
"I guess you slipped my mind," said Grace with a shrug, focusing on filming Charlotte as she leaned over to reach a bottle, her little tits hanging lusciously beneath her. Grace fixed Connor with an icy stare. "I guess you just weren't important enough to my plan for me to remember."
Connor had been getting a little too big for his britches lately. He needed to be taken down a peg.
"What the fuck?" he snarled, clearly shocked to be talked back to like this. "You really think you can cut me out, bitch? Charlotte is mine!"
Grace felt the cuck go stiff with shock next to her, but she was amused to feel that his cock also throb beneath her hand. Steven was just as aroused as he was afraid when it came to Connor's clear intention to steal his woman. How pathetic. She gave him a tight, mocking squeeze, but she had bigger fish to fry right now.
"Cut you out?" She asked with a tone of frosty politeness, "You were never 'in', dumbass. This is a solo project. Sorry if I gave you the wrong idea by letting you have a little fun. I'll make sure not to do that in the future."
Connor sneered. "We'll see. You can't keep me away from her forever, and you know she won't be able to resist me."
"Are you sure?" asked Grace, her eyes blazing with confidence. "You've seen the videos like everyone else. You know who she calls 'mistress' nowadays. If I tell her to never speak to you again, do you think she'll ignore me? Or do you think she'll do exactly as her mistress says?
Connor froze, staring at her with an angry snarl on his face. He was clearly having second thoughts about his abilities all of a sudden. As much as she enjoyed humiliating Connor, he still had usefulness as a tool for Charlotte's corruption. She elbowed the stranger on her left sharply and forced him to give up his seat, then motioned for Connor to sit.
"Have a seat, hot shot," she said with a grin. "Enjoy the show, it'll be fun, I promise. Don't worry, everybody gets to have fun while I'm in charge. You'll get your chance."
Steven stirred next to her, clearly disturbed by the casual implication that Charlotte's ex-boyfriend would get to "have fun" with her, but Grace squeezed her hand tight on his crotch, and his protest died with a whimper. "Here, your turn to film," said Grace tersely, passing the phone over to Steven. "I'm going to need my hand for something else."
Connor huffed loudly and rolled his eyes, but he took the seat on Grace's left hand side. "Now let's watch, boys," said Grace with a smile, her hand snaking into Connor's lap as well. "I think the show is just getting started."
Connor looked annoyed and prickly, but he allowed Grace's hand to rub his crotch as all three turned to watch Charlotte's antics behind the bar. Now Grace was surrounded. One boy on either side, both of them hoping to keep Charlotte for their very own.
Sadly for them, neither one would end up calling Charlotte theirs.
...
It was bound to happen eventually. Charlotte was just too nervous and aroused. Her fingers were shaky and her legs were wobbly.
The glass of beer slipped out of her fingers, impacting the bar and sloshing all over Rob, wetting him all down his front. The crowd let out a loud "Ooooooohhh," laced with wicked anticipation as they watched Rob's reaction.
Charlotte's older boss calmly grabbed a towel and wiped down the front of his shirt, his face impassive. But Charlotte still shivered just looking at his eyes. Not because he was angry... far from it. She saw a wicked hunger there, as if she had just walked right into his hands.
"You know, it's my fault," said Rob, in a quiet voice that made the rowdy men quiet down to hang on his every word. "I've spoiled you. Always let you talk back and disrespect me. That's made you a careless, sloppy little girl. That ends now. Maybe if you respect your boss a little more, you won't make such silly mistakes."
Charlotte didn't know exactly what he was getting at, but she felt a hot flush of lust at his deep, amused tone. The crowd caught on to the energy as well, calling out words of agreement.
"Show her her place, Rob!"
"Teach her to respect you!"
"She's got a lot to learn!"
Rob nodded, a savage grin splitting his face. He raised a hand and called out, "Pass me a stool!" And, in a flash, the eager men of the crowd hefted a stool across the bar to Rob, who easily lifted the bulky wooden seat and set it down with a loud thump behind the bar.



Charlotte watched with nervous unease as he sat on the stool. The whole bar had gone quiet, and you could have heard a pin drop. Rob's face was stern as he looked toward his topless, employee wearing only a slutty thong, but his eyes shone with inward delight.
Rob patted his lap, saying, "Come here, sweetheart. Time to learn a little respect."
The crowd erupted in cheers, but Charlotte could barely hear them over the rumbling pulse of blood in her ears. Her nipples and pussy throbbed in time to the rapid beat of her heart. Her whole body felt hot and tingly.
Of course Rob wanted to spank her. It was a combination of all his favorite things: humiliation, sexually focusing on her ass, and, most importantly, "putting her in her place". Dominating her. Showing off his control and power. It was exactly what he had been trying to do all those months ago with the "joking" swat to her backside, but turned up to a thousand. It was his worst, crudest, most sexist tendencies running wild. He wanted to make a strong woman a sexual laughingstock and simultaneously look like an "alpha" in front of other men.
Charlotte found herself taking a step toward him and had to stop herself. What the fuck was she doing? True, maybe she had a teeny tiny fetish for humiliation at this point, but submitting publicly to her hated boss? That was ludicrously self-destructive.
But the same old siren song that had been whispering to her all night came back to her once again... Rob wouldn't even be her boss anymore after tonight. She would never see anyone in this bar again if all went according to plan. If she thought about it that way, she was freer now than she ever would be again to explore her humiliation fetish.
And that was what drew her forward toward the gross old boss that she had always talked shit about behind his back. If she was going to explore sexual humiliation, she might as well prove this sexist pig right by submitting to his will publically in front of the bar full of horny men.
Feeling her entire body filled to the brim with aching, fiery shame, Charlotte crawled up and over Rob's lap, nestling against his gut and feeling a disturbingly large bulge poking up into her tender belly from his crotch. She sucked in heavy, panting breaths as she heard the laughter from the crowd. She squeezed her eyes shut, feeling the powerful humiliation swelling up so large inside her that it felt like it just had to burst at some point. She wasn't sure if she wanted to crawl into a hole and die or cum her fucking brains out.
Maybe both.
*Crack* Charlotte was totally unprepared for the first downward arc of her boss's broad, rough hand slapping loudly against her upturned cheeks. Her eyes flew open again and her hand raised instinctively to protect her stinging ass, only for Rob to catch her wrist in his hand.
"Ah Ah Ah, little miss," he said with an earthy chuckle. "You need to take your medicine, remember? I know it hurts, sweetheart, but it's good for you. Hands down."
A part of Charlotte wanted to growl at him and bare her teeth, call him a prick like she always used to. Instead, she lowered her arms like the good girl Rob wanted her to be, cursing her weakness and her spiraling, self-destructive desire for submission. The next time his hand impacted her pillowy cheeks, Charlotte was a little more prepared, and her embarrassed yelp wasn't nearly as loud. She couldn't help but notice that the crowd was loving the humiliating sexual spectacle. More phones had appeared, capturing personal videos of her public humiliation.
"Apologise," rumbled Rob above her, his hand cracking down against her stinging ass once again, making her sucking in a shocked breath and squirm, feeling the hard shape of her boss's cock beneath her belly. Even when she had explored submission with her college girlfriends and Connor, physical play like this hadn't been something she did a lot of. But for some reason right now... being treated like a naughty little girl in public was turning her on, her arousal blazing even through the pain of her reddened cheeks.
"I..." gulped Charlotte, feeling completely humbled and dominated, lying over her boss's lap with her red ass stuck shamefully into the air, "I'm s-sorry."
*Crack*
"For what?" Demanded Rob smugly. "What did you do wrong exactly?"
"I was a b-bad employee," whined Charlotte, subtly shifting her hips to grind against Rob's thigh and give herself a little added stimulation. She was so fucking horny she could barely breathe.
*Crack*
"Why?"
"I sp-spilled a beer on you."
*Crack*
'Wrong answer," said Rob with a chuckle, sounding strangely pleased. "No, think harder, you silly little bimbo. Your problems go waaaay further than that. Try again."
"I..." said Charlotte, trying to think through the fuzzy haze of lust clouding her brain. She used to be so much quicker than this! So much prouder and sharper. Grace's manipulation had really done a number on her. "I g-guess that... I didn't respect you enough."
*CRACK*
This spank was hard enough to make Charlotte squeal in pain even as she felt another flood of hot, slippery juices rush to her pussy. "You still don't know your place!" Said Rob harshly. "When you answer me, you call me 'boss'!"
"Yes, boss! I'm sorry, boss!" Gushed Charlotte, grinding her hips even harder against the older man's leg as her gently caressed her enflamed butt.
"Now thank me, slut," said Rob with a smirking tone.
*Crack*
"Thank you, boss!" moaned Charlotte, the stinging pain in her ass melding more and more into pleasure.
"For what?"
*Crack*
"Thank you for putting me in my place, boss!" gasped Charlotte, pushing her fat ass out further, barely covered by the tiny golden thong wedged between her legs. "Thank you for teaching me how a woman should submit!"
She waited with tense anticipation for the next crack of her boss's hand, but for some reason it didn't come. Instead, a shiver went up her spine as Rob chuckled evilly, one thick finger probing between her thighs, planted directly on the triangle of soaked-through cloth between her legs.
"Uh-oh, boys," said Rob performatively to the crowd. 'Looks like this horny little bimbo didn't think this was a punishment at all..."
...
Things were going off the rails rapidly, but Steven felt like he was riding the tiger at this point. He had no idea how to stop things even if he wanted to.
Grace and Connor's conversation had confirmed Steven's darkest suspiscions. Grace had been orchestrating Charlotte's downfall all along! And not only that, she had casually suggested that Connor might have an opportunity to fuck Charlotte again later.
This had progressed way, way beyond just a fun cuckold fantasy. Or even just a shameful little secret like a secret Simpspace account. Grace was Charlotte's 'mistress'? Steven knew Grace well enough by this point to realize that that was horrible news.
But he still felt paralyzed, rooted to his seat by his own twisted fetish and the feeling of Grace's delicate hand playing over the top of his pants. He was even filming now... a film that he knew would end up on Charlotte's account. He was so weak, so pathetic, that his own weakness was turning him on, triggering his cuckold fetish.
He watched as Charlotte, bizarrely, gave in to Rob's demands, walking toward him slowly, her face painted with reluctant lust, then laid across his lap, her plump, vulnerable butt sticking up into the air, covered only by the thin golden string of her thong. It made no sense. Charlotte didn't just despise Rob; she looked down on him. Why was she willingly submitting to public disgrace at his hands?
As the first spank cracked against Chartotte's butt, drawing a loud, humiliated yelp from her lips, Steven felt Grace's fingers grip his zipper pull, dragging it swiftly down and diving inside to fish out his small, throbbing cock.
"I have bad news for you boys," she said in a sultry voice, just loud enough to be heard over the crowd. "I know that both of you were hoping to have Charlotte all to yourselves tonight, but I'm afraid that simply isn't in the cards."
Connor immediately shot a suspicious glance toward Steven, evidently annoyed that the mystery man behind the shrouding medical mask had designs on "his" woman. Steven, of course, had a much better claim on Charlotte than Connor did, but he had no desire to compromise his disguise by saying that. It was humiliating enough for Grace to know he was sitting here watching his girlfriend get spanked by her boss without Charlotte's swaggering ex finding out as well.
"But don't be too down, fellas," said Grace, beginning to slowly and skillfully stroke up and down the cocks she held in both hands. "I think I have a way to... sweeten the deal." Steven's eyes nervously glanced down to Connor's lap, then darted away with his cheeks burning. Holy shit! Connor was huge compared to him. Charlotte had fucked THAT before getting together with him? The idea was uncomfortably humiliating.
"It's already feeling pretty sweet, honestly," said Connor with a chuckle, leaning back a little to let Grace continue rapidly stroking him. His eyes remained locked on the slutty show taking place behind the bar, where Charlotte was moaning and squirming and apologizing for her incompetence as spanks rained down on her thick, jiggling ass.
Grace chuckled, increasing the speed of her twin handjobs slightly. "You need to dream a little bigger," she purred. "Tell you what... I don't want to send you two home lonely and sad. But there is only one of me. I'll keep whoever has the most stamina company tonight. Whoever can keep from cumming the longest gets to fuck me. May the best man win."
Steven's eyes widened. Fuck Grace? It was certainly a step up from getting teased by her feet. Steven felt a complicated mix of emotions. On the one hand, finally getting to fuck the woman who had been cruelly teasing him for months would be a dream come true. On the other hand, could he really betray Charlotte like that? Maybe that was a stupid question when Charlotte was publicly moaning beneath another man's hand, but Steven felt it was wrong all the same.
Holding the phone high to capture his girlfriend's humiliation, with Grace's hand pumping up and down his precum-slicked cock, Steven couldn't decide if he even wanted to "win" this competition with Connor.
That was when the scene in front of them got even more intense.
...
Rob's thick digit pressed even tighter against the wet bikini bottom, wedging it slightly between the swollen lips of Charlotte's horny pussy.
"The little slut is soaking wet from her punishment," announced Rob to the laughing crowd, his voice dripping with amusement. "Seems like I need to find a different way to make her understand her place..."
Charlotte gasped as Rob swiftly tugged her thong down over the swell of her reddened ass, removing her last tiny scrap of covering and leaving her panting, naked and horny in front of a barful of her regular customers. She wriggled and squirmed on Rob's lap, trying to reach back in a last ditch effort to grab the thong and preserve her modesty, but Rob was too quick, deftly slipping the soaked-through little triangle of cloth off of her kicking ankles and whipping it into the crowd, where it disappeared as fast as her bra had.
God, she was naked now... and not just naked, obviously aroused, dripping hot slick fluids down her thighs onto Rob's lap in front of a crowd of cheering men. She didn't see how her humiliation could get any deeper...
Then Rob's callused hand slipped down her ass and between her thighs, prying them gently apart of rub two fingers over her hot, wet folds. The contact felt like a bomb of fiery, shameful energy detonating in Charlotte's brain. She tried to squeeze her thighs shut, but that only pressed his hand harder into her throbbing sex, drawing a low, reluctant moan from her throat, her face as flaming red as her ass from the erotic shame of her public exposure.
"Open up, sweetie," said Rob above her with a gloating grin. "You said you were sorry, right? Good little girls take their punishment when they're sorry. Open up those legs and show all these nice men how sorry you really are."
Charlotte hid her face in her hands, feeling the roaring fire of shameful submissive lust leap up inside her, charring her very soul. She knew that this was maybe the most degrading thing she had ever done, but she felt so dominated by Rob after her spanking, so weak and helpless and horny, that resistance seemed impossible. It just felt too fucking hot to give in and show all these men her most private place... to let them watch Rob publicaly defeat her.
She relaxed inch by inch, her thighs slowly blooming and opening like a slutty flower, revealing her flushed and dripping pussy to the crowd of men, who moved eagerly down the bar to get a better angle, craning their necks to watch as Rob feverishly rubbed and teased her pussy.
"Apologise again," grunted Rob, sliding a thick middle finger deep into his employee's throbbing cunt. "And make me believe it this time."
Charlotte let out a choking moan, feeling her pussy gripping the thick, dominant finger sliding deep inside her, milking it like a cock. "I... I'm sorry boss. Sorry for being such a stuck-up little slut! I'm sorry for not knowing my place!"
"Good girl," chuckled Rob, rubbing a rough thumb over her clit as he continued to deeply penetrate her with his finger. "And what exactly is your place? Tell all of your customers, so they know how to treat you from now on."
Charlotte let out a sharp cry of pleasure, her nipples scraping against her boss's rough blue jeans and her hips writhing backward into his dominant hand. This infuriating old sexist felt like the most powerful man in the world right now. It felt frighteningly natural to debase herself for his pleasure... to give in to his twisted worldview.
"I'm... I'm a worthless little slut," she gasped, pushing her pussy back hard into his hand, forcing his finger even deeper inside her hot, slick depths. She felt totally in tune with him now, totally confident of the filthy, demeaning words he wanted her to say and not caring who heard them. "I'm a silly, brainless little whore only good for pleasing my superiors with my body. Please show them, boss. Show them who I am!"
Charlotte grunted and whined, sweating and panting as her hips humped back frantically. She could feel her boss's cock pressing against her from below and it no longer disgusted or frightened her. She rubbed her belly against it deliberately, like an affectionate cat, wanting nothing more that her boss's pleasure.
"Cum for me," commanded Rob, his thumb rubbing and swirling as his middle finger pumped relentlessly in and out of her clenching pussy.
Charlotte obeyed, howling out her pleasure at her submissive defeat, loud enough to be heard even over the roar of the approving crowd.
Publicly accepting her humiliating defeat in the ultimate submissive surrender of her dignity.
...
Steven tried to hold it in. Even if he wasn't sure if it was right to have sex with Grace, it would be humiliating to lose against Connor.
But then Grace cheated.
Just and Charlotte started babbling and moaning in submission, clearly heading for a humiliating public orgasm, Grace leaned over and whispered in Steven's ear as her hand continued to pump relentlessly.
"Come on, little guy... Go ahead and lose, just like we all know you're going to," her voice was cool, oiled silk in his ear, smooth and luscious. "You wouldn't know what to do with me even if you got the chance... Best leave that kind of thing to a real man like Connor. Better yet, why not leave everything to him, Charlotte included? He's got the cock. He's got the confidence. He has it all. He should get to fuck, and you should cum in my hand as you watch an old douchebag finger-fuck your woman... it's only natural."
Those poisonous taunt, along with the sight and sound of his girlfriend's humiliating climax, was enough to send Steven hurtling over the edge of orgasm. His cuckold shame blazed inside him like a beacon and he release thick spurts of loser juice all over himself as Grace deftly pulled away just in time. She was right... this is what he deserved for his cowardice. He deserved to watch in shame. He deserved to lose to Connor.
Grace patted him on the shoulder with a nasty smile, then performatively turned to Connor and gave him an extra little reward for his victory, diving into his lap and wrapping her lips around his thick cock, giving him a rapid head-bobbing blowjob as he groaned in satisfaction, resting a hand on the back of her head and giving Steven a sneer of gloating pity as he finished. Steven felt the sting of the contrast. His shirt was sticky with his own cum while Grace greedily gulped down Connor's seed. Neither of them would be fucking Charlotte tonight, Grace had said, but Connor would be going home with Grace, while Steven would be going home alone.
He didn't have time to wallow further in despair, because once again, the scene behind the bar was heating up.
...
Charlotte lay limp over her boss's lap, dazed and drained by her physically and emotionally intense orgasm. She barely protested when Rob held his thick fingers to her lips, dripping with her slutty juices. She obediently parted her glossy, panting lips and sucked them inside, cleaning them off like the good girl Rob wanted her to be.
"That's my good employee," chuckled Rob.
'Let's hear it for the little slut!" called Rob cheerfully to the crowd. "Everyone, thank Cherry for giving you such a great show!"
Charlotte's tongue stopped moving, and her eyes snapped fully open, her body going stiff and her heart missing a beat. The crowd went silent suddenly as the men noticed Rob's mistake. Charlotte's mind reeled, her body awash with adrenaline. She must have misheard. She spat out Rob's fingers and stood on shaky legs. "Wh-what did you just call me?" she asked in a stunned voice.
"Charlotte?" said Rob hopefully with a shrug and a sheepish grin.
"No you fucking didn't," said Charlotte in a voice of dawning horror. She looked around at the crowd, many of whom seemed to be holding back smiles and laughs. Then she looked down the bar toward Grace, who was wiping her lips with the back of a hand, her eyes filled with gloating triumph.
'You called me Cherry."
Oh God... oh fuck! They had all... everyone had known the entire fucking time! The idea was staggering in its implications. The depths of her months-long humiliations were finally clear to Charlotte. Even as humiliated as Charlotte had been before, Grace had been playing her twisted game on an entirely different level.
It was suddenly all too much. Devestating in a way that, after her orgasm, was too powerful and raw to be sexy.
Charlotte took one step back from the crowd... then turn and ran, retreating into the storage room, away from the eyes of the leering, laughing crowd.
Rob stood to follow, but was stopped by Grace, who was already hopping neatly over the bar. "You've done your part, big guy," said Grace with a smirk, pushing Rob back down onto his stool. "It's time for Cherry's mistress to seal this deal."
...
Charlotte grabbed her clothes with trembling hands, ready to put them on as quickly as possible and flee into the night.
Steven was probably home alone right now, so that would make leaving harder and more awkward, but she couldn't stay in this mockery of a life for one more moment.
The whole time. THE WHOLE TIME, her Simpspace account had been a hilarious inside joke that everyone had shared behind her back. She thought she had a horrible secret she was hiding from the people she knew, when all the male regulars of the bar had been giggling at her expense, talking about her lastest obscene content and sending her pictures of their cocks.



She needed to be gone. Away from their burning eyes and stinging laughter while her head was still clear and her recent orgasm meant she wouldn't get so turned on she couldn't think straight. But before she could even step into her pair of panties, the storage room door opened behind her, then swiftly closed.
Charlotte turned to see Grace standing with arms folded, looking as infuriatingly calm and confident as usual.
"You," said Charlotte in an accusatory voice, choked with emotion.
"Me," agreed Grace, striding forward with a hip-swaying walk, a faint smile playing on her lips.
"You ruined my life," said Charlotte, her eyes searching Grace's face for any trace of guilt or embarrassment.
"I did," said Grace, her smile widening. There was no guilt or embarrassment in her eyes. Not a shred. Just the cold cruelty of a hunting tigress. "And you loved every fucking second of it."
Her cool, smug triumph filled Charlotte with frustrated rage. How dare she look so amused? So calmly pleased? Charlotte knew that it would be far safer to keep quiet and slip way secretly but she couldn't help snarling, "I'm fucking done, you bitch! I'm out of this town. Leak everything you want, I don't give a shit anymore. I'm going somewhere where no one knows the slutty Charlotte they saw tonight or Cherry."
She hoped to see a flash of anger on Grace's lovely face, but Grace didn't give her even that satisfaction. She just chuckled as she moved even closer, until she was looming above Charlotte, staring down her nose at the shorter woman with her cold blue eyes. "No you fucking won't, Cherry. Come on. We both know that."
"Y-yes, I will," protested Charlotte, hating the way a whining tone crept into her voice. Grace's close proximity sent a thrill of unwilling lust up her spine, making her shiver as her nipples embarrassingly stiffened in the musty air of the storage room.
"You won't," insisted Grace flatly, reaching out a finger to trail lazily up the goosebumped flesh of Charlotte's bare arm, "and I'll tell you why."
Charlotte wanted to open her mouth and tell her to fuck off, to slap away the hand that was now idly tracing down again to ghost over her hip... but something stopped her tongue. Something rooted her to her place. As horrible as Grace's words were, she found herself oddly compelled to hear them. Something inside her wanted to see how deep this rabbithole of corruption could go.
"First," said Grace with utter confidence, drawing a whimper from Charlotte as her wandering finger traced upward, ticklish on her sub's sensitive breasts, "it's because of your very nature. I'll admit I've... shaped you a little, Cherry. But you're not a lump of clay that I turned into a statue. You're more like a gem. I knocked off the dull bits and polished you up a little, but only to let your real self shine through. You've always liked submitting to dominant men and women. You had a kink for letting men cum on your face before I knew you! You spent years getting a charge out of teasing and flirting and acting sexy in front of men at the bar: you were an incipient exhibitionist without even knowing it. I didn't change you, Charlotte. I just forced you to show what you really are, deep down inside. A submissive, exhibitionist slut."
"That's not t-true," whispered Charlotte. But she could already feel her body responding. Betraying her. Her blood rushed faster and faster through her veins. Her pupils dilated. Her nipples crinkled and hardened even further. And even worse, she felt another flood of slick wet heat forming between her thighs. She didn't want to be the pathetic, weak woman Grace thought she was, controlled and dominated by her own perverse desires, but her body was responding anyway.
"And the second thing..." said Grace in a low, seductive voice, her icy blue eyes locked with Charlotte's. Her hand reached up and closed gently around Charlotte's throat. Not tight enough to choke, but firm enough that her dominance was clear. Charlotte wanted to at least back away and prevent this insulting symbol of her submission... but she couldn't find the strength inside herself.
"It was never about the blackmail," hissed Grace, her eyes sparkling with wicked delight. "Well... maybe at first. Just the first little push to get you going. But after that, what kept you in line was your own desire. Your thirst for domination. Your slutty, submissive nature. You were born to be a slave. It just took you a while to find your mistress."
Charlotte shook her head desperately, feeling the soft skin of Grace's feminine hand against her throat, not able to break away. "You're wrong!" she protested, trying to convince herself as much as Grace. "I'm not like that! It's all some trick. You're just trying to confuse me!"
"Then let's test it," said Grace, raising one eyebrow. "I'll give you a command. If you can resist obeying, then fair enough, I was wrong. I won't object to your little scheme to leave town and break your little cuckie's heart. But if you obey... then I think we can both agree we need to be more honest about our relationship."
She released Charlotte's throat and stepped back, looking deep into Charlotte's eyes with that infuriating confidence. Then, she pointed to the ground in front of her.
"Kneel."
Charlotte wouldn't pretend the idea wasn't tempting. It would no doubt be arousing to humiliate herself in front of her enemy and kneel at her feet. But she felt a wave of relief as she realized that Grace had underestimated her. She wasn't that far gone. She could resist this one final temptation and win back a scrap of dignity. She stood firm, naked and horny, but not utterly broken, and able to take pride in that at least.
Grace waited for a moment, then gave her a pursed-lip, almost impressed glare. Charlotte licked her lips and breathed out the sweet phrase.
"I win."
Grace tilted her head. 'Not yet. Not until you walk out that door."
Charlotte immediately scooped up her clothes and headed for the door. She could change in the bar. All the guys had seen her naked anyway. She needed to get out of this backroom before Grace had any more chance to influence her.
She almost made it before Grace said in a taunting voice, "It will be the same no matter where you go, Cherry. You are who you are. If it isn't me, someone else will sniff you out and claim you. You yearn for a dominant to own you, deep down inside."
Despite herself, Charlotte's hand froze on the doorknob, a twist of fear blooming inside her. Could Grace be right? No. No way. Charlotte was going to walk out that door and into a new life. One where she had no Simpspace. No panty-drenching, humiliating tasks. No icy-eyed, dominant mistress to sexually control her.
Why did those thoughts suddenly strike a sour chord inside her?
"And do you really think?" asked Grace in a low, seductive voice, "that whatever master or mistress comes next will be able to turn you on like I can? No one will compare, and not just because I'm the baddest bitch around. It's our history that makes in hotter... losing to your former enemy, utterly and completely. You won't get that wherever you go next. You can only get it from me."
Charlotte felt the clothes slip out of her hands as she turned back toward Grace, her eyes shining with fear and deep, forbidden longing.
Grace had never looked hotter, with her long, lithe body, her tiny little shorts, and the fishnets clinging to her smooth, luscious legs. Her eyes were frigid pools of sexual arrogance as she said, "We don't have to be enemies, Cherry. We only were before because you inaccurately believed that you were my equal. You'll see how good of a mistress I can be when you humbly accept your true place... beneath me."
Charlotte was finding it hard to think. That sticky pink cloud of lust felt like it was filling her brain again. She had to resist... she had almost won! But a big, shameful part of her liked the sound of Grace's perverse offer, and wanted to learn the pleasures of being Grace's humble slave.
Grace pointed down again to her feet with one slim, beautiful finger. This time, her tone was steel wrapped in velvet. Soft, but utterly self-assured and powerful.
"Kneel."
This time, some deeper, more primal instinct swelled up inside Charlotte. A desire to acknowledge her superior. To accept her promise of benevolent control. Her conscious mind tore a moan of shame from between her lips as she took one step forward... then another. Why? Why did she have to be so weak? Why couldn't she win just one time? It was almost like...
...Almost like she needed a mistress to protect her.
Charlotte fell heavily to her knees in front of Grace, every fiber of her being burning with humiliation. She had thought that her public orgasm a few minutes ago was as bad as shame could get, but someone this simple, private act of submission was even worse. There were no longer any plans up her sleeve. No hidden motives or secret defiance. She had just surrendered completely to her worst enemy, putting herself entirely in Grace's cruel hands.
Hopefully, Grace wasn't lying when she said she would be a good mistress, like she had so many times before.
But this symbolic victory wasn't complete enough for Grace. Working quickly, she shimmied out of her shorts, then rolled down her fishnets, exposing a pussy topped with a precisely trimmed patch of coal-black hair. Beneath it, her pussy was swollen and dripping with lust, evidence of how throughly she was enjoying her victory, despite her cool, calm exterior.
She lowered a finger and tapped it just above her pussy.
"Kiss," she commanded simply.
Charlotte had already surrendered all dignity. Refusing a command from her new mistress no longer made sense. She shuffled closer on her knees, then craned her neck forward, nestling her face between Grace's slim, pale thighs and planting a tender kiss on the heated flesh of her mistress's oozing cunt.
The musty taste of pussy flooded her tongue and Grace reached down and grabbed her hair, forcing Charlotte's face tight against her slick sex. Rubbing herself dominantly all over her slave's face... marking her territory with her hot, slippery juices. Charlotte swooned, licking and sucking with submissive delight as she felt her mistress's victory literally rubbed into her face, jostling and staining the lace mask she still wore.
But almost before it began, the baptism in pussy juice ended, with Grace letting out one little sighing moan and pushing Charlotte away.
"Enough of that," she said briskly, with a catlike smile, pulling her stocking and shorts back up. "Plenty of time to fuck that pretty face later. We need to get back out there before the boys get too restless."
With her heart thumping, Charlotte asked, 'Wh-why do we need to go back out there, mistress?" She realized with a swooping sense of anxiety that her life was utterly in Grace's hands now. Her own plans had been to completely abandon this life after tonight... for now, her future was one big blank canvas... and Grace had all the paint.
"To announce your next big event, of course," said Grace with an ominous giggle, pulling Charlotte to her feet.
...
Grace led her naked slave back out of the storage room to a roar of cheers from the crowd. Her heart was soaring. Things couldn't have gone better. Charlotte was hers now, body and soul. And she always had liked playing with dolls.
But even if Cherry had been broken, that didn't mean Grace was in the clear. Steven was a little pussy of a cuck, but even rabbits could bite when cornered. Connor, Rob, and even Tim bore watching as well. They were useful pawns in Grace's humiliation games, but boys did have a tendency to get greedy. Any one of them would try to claim this submissive as their own, given half a chance.
Grace smiled around at the horny, happy crowd, then raised her hands for silence and said. "I'd like to thank everybody for coming tonight. Look forward to another special event soon. To wrap up the evening, I'd like to make a couple of special announcements."
The crowd fell into a hush, staring hungrily at the exposed, naked body of their favorite bartender, but hanging on every word Grace said.
"First, the time for this fig leaf is gone." Without warning, Grace reached up and slipped the lace mask off of Cherry's face, exposing her to the camera that Steven still held up at the end of the bar. Charlotte let out a shocked gasp, raising her hands to cover her face as the crowd let out a mocking "oooooohhhh".
"Don't be silly, Cherry," said Grace sharply. "Or should I say Charlotte? Put those hands down. Everyone already knows who you are."
Slowly, biting her lip, with a face as red as her pornstar name, Charlotte obeyed, revealing her face to the crowd... and the camera. Grace didn't bother bringing up the other subscribers that Cherry had. She was popular enough by now that she had many subscribers who weren't bar patrons. But Chartlotte could worry about that later.
"Secondly, I'd like to announce the winner of a special, secret promotion," said Grace cheerfully, casting her eyes around the eager crowd. "Cherry Sweets is going to fuck a fan!"
The crowd erupted into excited jabbering. Grace watched Steven's wide-eyed panic with amusement as he finally lowered the phone. Did he really think things would never go this far? It was the natural next step in his girlfriend's corruption. Charlotte herself looked almost as shocked, but Grace could see the arousal there as well. Charlotte, at least, had known this was coming at some level. And she welcomed it.
Yes, Grace had been planning on forcing Charlotte across this taboo barrier for some time. But the important question had been... what man to choose?
Most of the guys who were most involved with Charlotte's corruption would try to use the opportunity to claim her. Grace needed to send a message with her choice. Someone it would deeply humiliate Cherry to fuck. Who would send a message that Grace decided who got to have sex with her slave, and no man could do it through their own power.
Grace's eyes swept the crowd... over Rob, Connor, the waiter trio, and Steven, looking horrified and trying ineffectively to catch Charlotte's attention.
Then she saw him, lost in the crowd. Grace pointed at him.
"You."
The crowd turned, everyone looking at Nelson, the creepy, clingy incel despised by all who met him.
And then erupted into chatter once again.
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Zane had to hold back a laugh as he walked into Claire's office the next day. Bingo. Bullseye. It looked like he had scored a direct hit.
To the untrained eye, it might look like the lovely, confident woman behind the desk had the same dismissive expression of hate and disgust she had always worn when looking at Zane. But he knew better. There was an obsessive edge in her eyes now. Claire still hated him, but after he had questioned her choice in men, she also felt like she had something to prove. An axe to grind. And that was why Zane was here today. He wanted to strengthen that reaction and mold it to his purposes.
That was exactly why he had sent his audacious request to Claire last night.
"Mr. Kruger," said Claire icily, "Welcome. Before we continue, I want to address the inappropriate remarks you made about my personal life yesterday. Let me make one thing perfectly clear. In order for me to work on this project, you and I need to have a professional relationship of utmost respect."
Zane sat heavily in the chair across from the beautiful, arrogant woman he planned to make his depraved submissive slut. She wouldn't be making demands from him soon... just asking sweetly. Begging. But for now, it didn't pay to be hasty. Pushing too hard too fast would spook her.
"I'm an unfiltered guy," said Zane in a flat voice, leaning back in his chair with his arms crossed over his flabby chest. "I say what's on my mind. But I recognize that I run in social circles that might be a little less... polished than yours. So if you felt uncomfortable over what I said, then I'm sorry."
"You didn't make me uncomfortable," said Claire sharply, leaning forward on her elbows with an intense expression.
"Then what's the issue?" asked Zane, raising a questioning eyebrow.
Claire glared at him for a long moment, then blinked and shook her head, moving on quickly from the awkward exchange without even extracting a real apology from Zane. "...Anyway. I called you here today to give you some options for design elements. Let's get right to business."
Zane smiled and stroked his chin. "Excellent. I wanted to pick your brain on the design for my trophy case. I think that just having hooks in a glass case is a little, I don't know... boring? I was hoping you might have some fresh visual ideas."
Claire's face had hardened into an angry scowl as he talked, and Zane had to repress a smirk. Claire really was too predictable.
"I made myself quite clear in my response to your insane suggestion last night," snapped Claire, playing with a lock of hair distractedly as she stared daggers at the infuriating man across from her. "I'm not designing anything of the sort for you. You can commission someone with looser morals to build your disgusting monument to misogyny after I'm finished. I won't have any part in it."
Zane's smile was wide and toothy as a shark's. Perfect. This was exactly what he wanted. A firmly drawn line in the sand that he could pressure Claire to cross. Submission was a state of mind, and some women had never learned that way of thinking. Claire was a prime example. She had always insulated herself from strong, dominant men, never putting herself in a position where she had to bend to someone else's will. Zane would need to patiently teach her how to surrender.
You couldn't rush to sexual submission first. That would flow naturally once Claire learned to give in to Zane's desires in other ways. This was why he had sent Claire a design request he knew she would refuse. It would be Claire's first lesson in submitting to him when she finally gave in and accepted the request she had so firmly refused.
"My room is supposed to reflect my style," said Zane calmly, "and also be functional for my everyday life. This trophy case is important to me. It represents who I am. I'm not asking you to like it, but if you're designing a bedroom for someone like me, you had to have known sex would be involved."
Claire stared him dead in the eye across her desk, her gaze blazing with contempt. "Zane, read my lips. I am not going to design a special case for you to display the underwear of women you tricked into having sex with you. It's not going to happen."
Zane stared back at her, sparks flashing between them in a battle of wills. Zane could see that there was no way Claire would give in today. He hadn't expected her to, and honestly, he would have been a little disappointed if she had. He always had enjoyed a good chase.
"We can table the question for now," said Zane decisively. Claire opened her mouth angrily to say that tabling the discussion wasn't necessary, but Zane raised a finger and cut her off... a victory in and of itself. "Ah! We won't get any further with this discussion today, I think. Let's sleep on it. In the meantime, I would like you to keep a space open for the trophy case in your design, even if you don't end up designing it."
Claire took in a deep breath, then let it out in a frustrated sigh. "Ok. Fine. We can talk about it at our next meeting, where I'll tell you again that I won't do it. Now... as I mentioned, I have some options for design elements that I would like your opinion on. Alright?"
Zane enjoyed the fact that Claire was now asking his permission rather than pushing forward confidently. The cracks were already starting to show.
"That sounds lovely," he said with a little smirk, settling back into his chair once again.
...
When Dan got home that evening, Claire didn't come to the door to greet him. She wasn't in the bedroom either. It was a little strange. No matter how busy she was, Claire usually made a point to connect with him after he got home, at least for a few minutes.
He found her in the next most likely place: she was at her desk in her home office, muttering irritably to herself as she sketched on her tablet.
Last night had been a little strange, and Dan had to admit he was getting concerned. When he got home, Claire had been dressed in a tight, slutty little outfit, which was unusual all by itself. She had flirted with him aggressively in a way that left him equally bewildered and aroused. And then, for reasons that Dan still didn't quite understand, she had got... annoyed? And despite that annoyance, she had demanded a kind of rough sex she normally didn't like.
It didn't add up. And Dan was a little worried about what might be driving these sudden shifts in behavior. He approached his wife silently from behind and laid a hand on her shoulder.
She jumped with a gasp and closed the tablet, but not before Dan saw the project label in the top corner: Zane Kruger, Bedroom. Dan felt a prickle of anxiety. It was just a bedroom design, right? Why was she acting almost guilty for working on it?
"God! Don't scare me like that!" said Claire huffily. She sighed and raked her fingers through her lovely, dark hair, losing a little of the tension from her body. "...Sorry. I guess I'm all over the place today. I didn't hear you come in." She wrapped one arm around him and pressed her head into his side in a half-hug.
"You've been working too hard lately," said Dan, rubbing a hand over his wife's tense shoulders. "What you need right now is a glass of wine and some mindless TV, not more work."
"Honey, I..." she began reluctantly, staring sidelong at her tablet with an odd expression of annoyance mixed with longing. She let out an explosive breath. "You know what? You're right. A glass of wine sounds perfect. I'll meet you at the couch."
As Dan uncorked the wine, his mind was racing. Zane. It had to be. Whatever plans Zane was trying in order to seduce Claire were having some sort of effect on her. It still seemed impossible that Zane could succeed, but even the fact that he was influencing Claire's behavior at all was disturbing. Dan had worried in the past that Zane might succeed at his perverse bet, but it had felt like a terrifying, but impossible fantasy. Like imagining that a meteor would randomly fall and kill you dead. Or wondering what would happen if the bridge beneath you were to randomly collapse while driving. A horrible thought, but not something you actually expected to happen.
Dan had avoided bringing Zane up to his wife the past few weeks, even though he knew she had begun work on his project. He thought it would be better not to call more attention to the sleazy pornographer than was necessary. Besides, he assumed that no news was good news.
But now, it felt important to dig a little into what was going on with that situation. If only for his peace of mind.
As they curled up into their usual positions on the couch and Claire took a big sip of wine, Dan casually asked, "So... how is that project for Zane going?"
Claire almost choked and came up coughing from the swallow. She gave her husband a sidelong glare, then, when she finally got herself back under control, she said guardedly, "He's exactly what I thought he was. A rude, arrogant, misogynistic pig. So, I suppose just about as badly as I expected."
Dan was relieved to hear that, but also a little confused. It was clear that Zane had done nothing to endear himself to Claire over the past couple of weeks. She still hated the slimy little jerk as much as ever... so why did she seem frustrated and distracted lately? What was up with her strange sexual outburst last night? Coincidence?
"Well, if he's bothering you, you could always just decline the job. We're doing fine with money right now," he said casually. That would actually be the ideal solution. It would frustrate whatever plan Zane had, and more importantly, it would do so without requiring Dan to admit the perverse bet he had been pressured into.
Unfortunately, Dan could tell instantly that he had said the exact wrong thing. Claire stiffened beside him, her lips drawing into a thin, angry line. "He's not bothering me, Dan," she snapped. "A little worm like him doesn't have the ability to bother me. I don't need to run away the first time a man acts like an asshole. I'm a big girl, and I can deal with a slimeball like Zane no problem."
'Oh, I know you can," said Dan hurriedly, squeezing his wife's thigh reassuringly, "I was just saying that if Zane is..."
"I don't want to talk about Zane anymore," said Claire firmly."'Let's watch some TV like you said."
After a few minutes of watching TV silently, Claire unwound a little, but she still had that same air of prickly annoyance all evening, and when Dan tried to kiss her that night on the way to bed, she turned so that his lips contacted her cheek instead of her lips.
"I need to catch up on some work," she said coolly. "You should get some rest. I might get to bed late, so don't wait up."
Zane watched her head back to her home office with worried eyes. There was definitely something going on with her, and Dan was just now realizing he didn't know enough about Zane's methods to understand what his plan even was.
...
About an hour later, Dan lay in bed, doing a little research.
Now that it was becoming clear that Zane's plans were having an effect on Claire, it was important that Dan understand his enemy. And luckily for him, Zane had published a sort of online playbook that Dan could sneak a peek at.
"Freaks in the Sheets" looked just as trashy as the name implied. Zane's porn site had an aesthetic of lurid neon lights against velvety blackness. The premise of the site was simple: Zane's performers weren't porn stars, allegedly at least. They were normal, average women who had been tempted away from their everyday life by the lure of sexual debauchery.
It was an interesting concept, although Dan assumed that it had to be bullshit. Zane probably just hired amateur porn stars who weren't widely recognizable and sold them to the public as girls-next-door to increase the taboo appeal. But even if it was all fake, the sorts of things that Zane wrote about the performers on the website would hopefully tell Dan a lot about how Zane thought these types of seductions should work in theory.
It wasn't necessary for Dan to pay for an account to browse through the performer profiles, which were part of the "free tour'. Which was lucky, because Claire monitored their bank statements closely. There was a high chance she would notice if he paid for a porn subscription.
Dan scrolled through the profiles. Each had a gorgeous woman staring at the camera with a smile, wearing either lingerie, a skimpy bikini, or nothing, with an arm strategically covering their breasts.
Clicking into a few of the profiles, Dan found that many of the women were married, and a good number of them had been highly-paid professionals like Claire before entering the world of porn. Or so Zane claimed at least. But it was harder than he thought to find useful information in the small blurbs about the various women. It usually just briefly commented that Zane had "taught them how to be a slut", or "put them in their place", or other degrading language, before encouraging the reader to "watch their videos to find out more!".
Dan couldn't help feeling a little aroused by the content of the website, even as it made him uncomfortable. It was a compelling fantasy, even if it was dark and twisted. That an ugly, crass man like Zane had some sort of irresistible sexual magnetism. That something about him could turn proud women into sluts, desperate for his cock.
Dan scrolled a little further down, then his eyes went wide. It felt like he had been dunked in ice water. He couldn't believe what he was looking at.
It was Leah. Unmistakably. Staring at the camera with her usually confident, toothy grin, and dressed in angelic white lacy lingerie, her signature honey-blonde braid trailing down over one shoulder. There wasn't even a fake pornstar name; "Leah" was printed right there next to the erotic picture.
It wasn't possible. Dan's mouth was suddenly dry, and perversely, his cock was suddenly throbbing, tenting up the sheets. Leah had been a friend of his in college. And also the subject of a desperate, embarrassing crush for him from freshman year up through graduation. It wasn't until he met and began dating an amazing woman like Claire after college that Dan was able to fully get over her. Despite being utterly in love with his wife, Dan still kind of kicked himself for not making a move on Leah during freshman year. By the time he finally got up his courage, Leah was already dating an older guy. The man she eventually married.
Right. Leah was fucking married. And had a kid. Dan had fallen out of touch with her after her wedding, but he still saw updates from her occasionally on social media.
And, most importantly, Leah had always hated Zane. They had both been members of the same loose friend group, but Leah had made frequent complaints to Dan about how obnoxious Zane was during college, and it may have been because of Zane that Leah eventually drifted away to hang out more often with her boyfriend's social circle during senior year.
Dan clicked into the page for Leah on the porn site, feeling both oddly numb and pulsing with arousal at the same time. He scanned the short blurb with uncomprehending eyes.
"This one is close to my heart... an old friend from college! Little Leah never used to be able to stand yours truly when we hung out on campus, and I've got to admit it hurt my feelings. So when I happened to run into this hot little married slut years later, I couldn't resist turning her into my personal whore. Leah started out wanting nothing to do with me, but by the time I got done with her... well, you'll just have to watch her videos to find out!"
Dan unconsciously pressed the "Watch Here" button, but was taken immediately to a payment screen. With a grunt of annoyance, he exited the page and tossed his phone onto his nightstand. He lay back in bed, staring up at the ceiling with a new sense of panic rising in his heart.
Maybe it was a trick, or Photoshop, or something. The Leah Dan had known was a smart and snarky woman who didn't take shit from anyone (he had always had a thing for strong-willed women). If Zane had somehow managed to lure or trick her into a sexual relationship, even though she hated him... Well, the parallels with Claire were troubling.
Dan decided to put Leah out of his mind for now. Maybe he could try to snoop on social media and see if there were any hints that she had actually been corrupted by Zane. Right now, he needed to focus closer to home: working on a way to fight back against whatever influence Zane was having on his wife.
When the idea came to him, it felt obvious. Whatever plans Zane was working on, it clearly involved frustrating Claire and getting her mentally wrapped up in the project he had hired her to work on. The best way to counteract Zane's plan would be to take Claire's mind off work and reconnect with her. Break the focus on Zane that his former friend was trying to foster.
That was an excellent plan: a date. A chance for Claire to unwind and unplug. And Dan knew just where to take her. Claire had been so tense tonight, Dan had felt it in her shoulders. Claire had a favorite ritzy spa she went to when the mood struck her, and Dan knew they had couples' packages. They had gone for the day a few years ago for Valentine's, and although it wasn't Dan's favorite thing in the world, he knew Claire had loved it. In fact, she still occasionally brought it up to him as something they should do again sometime. A day of couples' massages and skin treatments would be a great way to soothe Claire's annoyance and frustrations, and hopefully get her mind off the slimy little man trying to seduce her.
...
"You told me to update you if there were any big changes in her upcoming schedule," said Perlah's soft, hesitant voice over the phone, "I know this one isn't a work thing, but I thought you might want to know."
Zane scratched his cheek pensively with one finger, staring into the distance. "You did exactly the right thing by calling, sweetie," he said thoughtfully. "Let me know about any changes like this in her schedule from now on."
"Z, I was thinking that maybe we could get together again sometime soon?" Asked Perlah plaintively. "It feels like you've been so busy lately."
Zane chuckled. "Soon. I promise, sweetie. Speaking of busy, I'll have to call you back later. Night."
"Night, Z," said the cute little assistant with a clear tone of disappointment. Zane set down his phone and looked out the window of his bedroom into
So... Claire and Dan were going out on a date. It was an obvious countermove to Zane's strategy of frustrating and fascinating Claire. But Dan still didn't know who he was playing against.
The date was happening this coming Friday. Zane's schedule was quite flexible as his own boss. He could be free all day... Free to pop up wherever Claire and Dan went to try to get away from him, with a beautiful woman on his arm. Dan wanted this date to take Claire's mind off Zane, but he was about to discover how badly that plan could backfire. Zane was going to crash their romantic little getaway and make sure that Claire had no chance to put him out of her mind.
But every detail needed to be perfect. Zane wanted to be there with a hottie on his arm who would get under Claire's skin...
But why settle for just psyching out one member of the lovely couple? If Dan had grown some balls and was attempting to fight back against Zane's plans, then it was time for him to learn how unpleasant it could be to fight a superior opponent like his former friend.
Zane had one slut in his contacts list that he knew was going to hurt poor Dan's feelings and also make Claire even more annoyed.
Zane grinned to himself as he looked up the right number to make the call. This was looking like it would be a fun day at the spa for them all.
...
"No way," said Claire with a wide smile, "that can't possibly be true."



"It is!" protested Dan emphatically, humorously playing it up a little. "Why would I lie about something like that? I've never had anyone but myself do anything to my toenails, let alone polish them, or whatever it is they do here."
"Your mom clipped them when you were a kid," said Claire confidently, with the air of a woman laying down a trump card.
"Not that I remember," replied Dan stubbornly, having fun with the playful, bantering fight.
Claire threw her head back and laughed. She looked... good. Relaxed. They were both in fluffy, comfortable robes, waiting patiently for the pedicure session that was part of the all-inclusive couple's package that Dan had purchased.
It had been a lot harder to convince Claire to come today than Dan thought it would be. Even he hadn't realized how stressed out and wrapped up in her work his wife had become. But, in the end, he had managed to persuade her to come, and even managed the more difficult task of convincing her to leave her phone in the locker with her clothes.
She looked better already. Her eyes twinkled as she reached out and threaded her fingers through Dan's, her smile warm and loving as she said, "Well, here's to exploring new experiences together then."
Dan was just congratulating himself on doing the exact thing that his wife needed when disaster struck, in the form of a brash, obnoxious voice splitting the hushed relaxation of the pedicure room.
"Hey, hey! My two favorite lovebugs! Fancy seeing you here!"
Claire stiffened with horror, all of the stress and annoyance dropping back onto her shoulders like a heavy weight right in front of Dan's eyes. They both turned to see Zane, looking squat, ugly, and confident as usual. His fluffy robe was open almost to the belly button, showing off a crop of frizzy blonde chest hair.
But, although he could tell all of Claire's hateful focus was drawn by Zane, Dan found himself distracted immediately by the woman on Zane's arm.
Leah.
It had been a long time since Dan had seen her, but even years later, after they were both married, Dan suddenly felt like the same tongue-tied kid, charmed and dazzled by the snarky, feisty girl he met on his freshman dorm floor.
Motherhood had changed her body a little of course. He probably shouldn't have, but Dan realized instantly that Leah's hips and butt looked a bit wider and fuller now... her tits just the slightest bit bigger. It was easy to make the comparison when he had spent so many nights fantasizing about her body back in college. But her honey-blonde hair, worn in her usual braid, was the same, and so was her smile, toothy and genuine, with always just a hint of mean-spirited teasing in it, no matter the context.
And her eyes were the same, too. Sharp. Hazel. Lively.
"Hey, Danny boy," said Leah with a wink, her arm threaded through Zane's. "Long time no see."
...
Claire had opened her mouth to angrily address Zane, who was quickly becoming a sort of nemesis to her, but she halted in confusion, glancing over at her husband's stunned face, then up to Leah with a frown.
"Wait," she said, her brows wrinkling, "aren't you..."
"Nice to see you again, Claire," said Leah flippantly. "I'm not surprised you don't remember me that well. I was pretty busy on the only day we met."
Grace looked over to Dan for help, and he flushed red, murmuring, "Ummm, it's Leah, sweetie. We went to her wedding."
Claire's mouth fell open as she turned back to Leah, noting the glittering gold ring still proudly displayed on her finger as she cuddled up to a man who definitely wasn't her husband.
Jesus. How low could this man possibly sink? Well, Claire would give him one thing, he had a talent for sniffing out sluts, apparently even if those sluts were married. She turned deliberately away from Leah, already mentally writing her off, and back to Zane.
"Mr. Kruger," she said coldly, "I don't appreciate you following me around outside of work."
Zane chuckled, his hand slipping down to rest on Leah's round butt and idly squeezing. Next to Claire, Dan, for some reaso,n cleared his throat and fidgeted in his seat, but Claire didn't have time to babysit her husband right now.
"Awwww, come on, Claire Bear," said Zane jovially, "You aren't the only one who likes a spa day every now and then. It's a coincidence. Besides, is it so wrong for us to hang out as friends? We practically have a little college reunion going on here."
That was right... now Claire remembered. Dan had talked about his old college friend Leah before. Based on his guarded speech, Claire had easily inferred there had been deeper feelings there at some point, but she was mature enough not to feel jealous about things like that. In any case, that must be why Dan looked sick to his stomach now. It would be hard to see any friend with Zane like this, let alone someone you once had feelings for.
"No, Zane," said Claire, a little heat creeping into her voice. "As my husband made very clear last time he spoke with you, you are no longer a family friend. Just a business contact." Claire could tell based on the wide smile on Zane's face that something was wrong. She glanced over to Dan in confusion. Her husband now wore a sheepish expression of guilt.
"Reeeeeally?" asked Zane, voice dripping with amusement. "So Dan told you that he broke off our friendship? I don't remember having any sort of discussion like that."
Claire snorted in derision. Of course Dan had told Zane their friendship was over. He had told her as much. Right?
"Babe... maybe I didn't say those words exactly. But I think the context of our conversation made it pretty clear that..." said Dan nervously.
Claire put her head in her hands, unable to even look at Dan right now. She had been going toe-to-toe with Zane's rudeness for weeks, and Dan hadn't even had the balls to face up to him for one fucking conversation. She stood up. Dan reached for her hand, but she slapped it away, breathing heavily. She didn't want to be around Zane, but right now, she didn't want to be near her husband either. Without a word, she strode to the other side of the room and sat in an unoccupied chair, staring daggers across the room. Dan gave her a wide-eyed, pleading, apologetic expression as Leah and Zane sat next to him.
Let them have their little college reunion. The prick, the slut, and the wimp. She had no desire to be part of that company.
...
"So, things are going well for you, I hope?" asked Leah sweetly as the spa employees knelt at their feet, buffing and clipping and massaging. "I mean, besides today, of course. Jeez, wifey seems a little mad, doesn't she?"
Dan still felt off balance from seeing his old friend, let alone just casually chatting. This was the woman he had pined after for so long that her face felt burned into his brain forever, even after finding the love of his life. It felt bizarre to talk to her again, especially after his discovery the other day. Leah might be producing porn with Zane, a man she used to hate. And now here she was, arriving arm-in-arm with Zane without shame. It had to be a misunderstanding. Or some sort of trick.
"I... well, everything is going just fine," he said shakily. He glanced across the room to his wife, sitting all alone, her lovely face like a thundercloud as the technician worked on her nails. "How are things going for you? You're right, it's been forever since we talked."
"Things are great," said Leah happily. As she spoke, Zane's fat hand reached over from where he sat on her other side, gently massaging her thigh. "Bella is starting kindergarten in the fall. I'll have to show you a picture, she's growing up to look just like her Dad. But cuter obviously. Bill just got the promotion he's been after, and my career has really been taking off as well."
Dan watched with fascinated horror as Zane's pudgy hand rubbed higher and harder, slipping beneath Leah's robes. Then, with a sharp movement, she stopped him, her wedding ring glittering on her finger as she grabbed his wrist. Even though it was silly, Dan felt a wave of relief. He had misunderstood after all. Zane was trying to fake him out by making him think he had converted Leah into some sort of slut, but this was actually some sort of platonic day out for them. He should have known better. Why would she gush about her husband and daughter while openly hanging out with her lover?
But his blood ran cold and his relief drained away when he heard Leah whisper, "Down Boy! Not in front of everyone. Wait until you get me alone in the couple's massage room... I have a little surprise for you."
It was low enough to keep the room from hearing, but Leah seemed to make no attempt to hide it from Dan, rolling her eyes and giving him a wry smile as if to say "this guy... right?"
Oh God. It was true. Leah wasn't just here with Zane. She was here... with Zane. Even with all the evidence before now, Dan hadn't quite believed it. But as Leah leaned over and gave Zane a brief, but tongue-heavy kiss to tide him over, he couldn't deny the truth any longer.
For some reason, he felt his cock stir beneath his fluffy robes.
He cleared his throat uncomfortably and tried to change the subject. "So, um... your career is doing well? Baking, right?"
Leah laughed, her lips quirking up at the corner in a way that Dan was all too familiar with. The smile that meant that he was the butt of the joke. "No, I gave up baking about a year back. I've taken up a new career that I find much more... fulfilling."
Dan's mouth was dry, and Leah's hazel eyes bored into his. He felt the question bubbling up inside him, unable to be stopped. And he could tell that Leah, his old friend, his crush that he still carried a flickering torch for even after moving on long ago... she wouldn't hold back. She would proudly tell him every filthy detail. No matter how devastating and arousing that would be for him.
But he was saved at the last second. Dan had been so wrapped up in the conversation with Leah that he hadn't realized the pedicure had wrapped up, and the spa employee guiding the couple's day announced that they would be moving on to the sauna experience, which, of course, would be separated by gender.
Dan had been hoping to catch his wife and apologize, but Claire followed the guide quickly, her face still annoyed, not even glancing back.
"It was good catching up, Danny," said Leah with a smile as they stood. Without warning, she pulled him into a close hug. Even with the thick robes, Dan couldn't help but think about the fact that they were both naked beneath them. "We'll have to do this again sometime. Soon." With that, she waved and followed the rest of the women out of the room, leaving Dan with Zane, who gave him an aggressive thump on the back. "Looks like it's just you and me for now, buddy," he said with a manic grin, "And I think it's about time you and I caught up as well."
...
The guide told the half dozen men entering the sauna that they could choose to keep or remove their robes.
Dan chose to keep his on, but Zane instantly whipped his off without a care in the world as he plopped down onto one of the wooden benches.
It felt like a power move, and Dan instantly wondered if maybe he should have removed his as well. He couldn't now, obviously. It would look like he was trying to copy Zane.
He tried hard not to look at what Zane was packing between his legs, but, well, it was extremely... present. Zane cock swung thick and long between his legs even when soft, radiating the dormant power of an elephant's trunk. Even with the briefest glance before his eyes flicked away, Dan knew immediately why Zane had no problem whipping off his towel. He might not measure up in looks to the rest of the guys in the room, but he had nothing to be ashamed of beneath that robe.
"So!" said Zane, slapping the bench next to him to indicate that Dan should have a seat. "Let's talk. I'm sure you're eager for a little progress update on our bet."
Dan sat gingerly as Zane lounged back, his piggy little eyes gleaming with smug assurance, his thick cock hanging long and soft between his spread legs. "No. I don't really have any interest in..." protested Dan.
Zane cut him off with a snicker. "Really? You aren't curious about how close I am to claiming your wife's sweet pussy? Well, buddy, I really shouldn't be giving away free info to the enemy, but the answer is closer than you think."
Dan flushed red in the hot, steamy air. This bastard was so cocky. He remembered again why he had made this stupid bet in the first place. It would be so satisfying when Zane lost. He couldn't just let Zane taunt him and Claire like this. "Not from what I've seen," he fired back angrily. "Claire hates you even worse than she did when you started! You're moving backward, dumbass."
Zane just shook his head with a pitying look. "Is that what it looks like to you? God, sometimes I wonder how you landed a fox like Claire. You're lucky she likes Betas, dude."
Dan was so stunned that he couldn't even respond to the open insult before Zane continued. "I mean, the proof is in the pudding, bud. I used the exact same method to claim the pussy you weren't man enough to win. Remember, sweet little Leah used to hate me too."
Dan was speechless with a sort of weak, helpless rage. His eyes flicked down and then away again to see that Zane's cock had started to grow.
"She liked you a lot more than me..." continued Zane in a taunting voice, "and where did that affection get you? Clapping and smiling like a good little boy while she married a bigger, better man."
"That's right," said Dan, trying to regain his footing while Zane seemed determined to trample over him verbally. "She's married. That's awful. How could you?"
Zane gave him a blank look, and slapped his knee as if Dan had just made the funniest joke in the world. "Is that supposed to be some half-assed condemnation, or are you literally curious about my methods?" He asked in a sneering, fake-cheerful voice. He suddenly leaned forward, getting uncomfortably close.
"It was easy... Leah was doing this baking class at her local community center, and anyone was welcome to join. So I did. And do you think that I spent my time sucking up to her and trying to make her like me?"
Zane's pale blue eyes seemed to almost glow with wicked delight in the dim, steamy room. "Of course fucking not. I pissed her off every chance I got. I fucked my way through every married suburban milf in her class. I made myself an irritating, unforgettable nuisance while showing off my dominant nature every chance I got. She hated me worse and worse every day. And with all that tension and frustration in her mind... while her body absorbed all the signs of a powerful, virile male... Well, tension needs relief at some point. She snapped, just the way I wanted her to. Our hands all over each other. Kneading that ass like bread dough. Letting her sample my baguette. Doing my best to pop a bun in her oven... I could go on all day, I've got a million of 'em. That's the difference between you and me, pussy. You jerk off and cry and worry about how bad you want a girl, then watch another guy take her away from you... And I see that same hot piece of ass, I make a plan, and I get that fucking pussy. Simple as that. Anyway, I sent Leah home to hubby with big floury handprints all over her chest and that luscious milf ass. Mission fucking accomplished"
"Her husband... You broke up a happy marriage," said Dan, suddenly aware of an erection pressing against the front of his robe. God, he was glad now that he hadn't removed it.
"Did I?" asked Zane, raising an eyebrow with a cocky grin. "I still see a ring on her finger, don't you? She wasn't just bullshitting when she talked about her and Bill."
Dan shook his head, unable to understand what Zane meant. "But... if you and Leah are... Then why are they still together?"
"Well, buddy," said Zane with a chuckle, laying his head back on the bench above and closing his eyes, luxuriating in the infernal heat, "I would tell you alllll about what happens to inferior men after I claim their wives... but I wouldn't want to ruin the surprise."
Dan stared at him questioningly, but it seemed like Zane was done talking.
What the fuck was that supposed to mean?
...
Claire couldn't help but sneak a little peek at Leah's body as they both removed their robes. The short blond was carrying a little extra weight around her hips and butt, but she wore it well. The kind of heft that drew male attention.
Claire tried to sit on her own, but, annoyingly, Leah followed and sat right beside her, settling in and sighing with pleasure from the moist heat. They sat in silence for a long few minutes, Claire prickly and annoyed, Leah comfortable and relaxed, at least on the surface.
"You can ask, you know," said Leah eventually in a languid, drawling voice, crossing her thighs to bounce one foot lazily in the air. "I'm not embarrassed to talk about it, and I can tell you're curious."
"I have no idea what you mean," said Claire stiffly, crossing her arms tightly over her impressive chest in a defensive gesture.
"I mean," said Leah with a sharp grin, "You want to know why a woman is fucking a man like Zane."
Claire snorted and rolled her eyes. "Oh, please. That's no mystery to me. You have sex with that little troll because he pays you and you have zero self-respect. There's no other possible explanation for walking in with that pathetic pervert on your arm and not immediately dying of humiliation."
Leah took the withering barb with a soft laugh and a shake of her head. "I see a lot of myself in you, Claire," she said warmly. "I would have said the same thing a year ago. But I have plenty of self-respect. Why wouldn't I? I have the best of both worlds. A sweet, obedient husband at home and a dominant lover who knows how to make me cum my brains out."
"That's the difference between you and I," said Claire with a superior sneer. "I chose a good enough man that I don't need to seek out strange dick."
Leah gave her a knowing sidelong glance that made Claire's blood boil. "Did you though?" she asked slyly. "Is Danny really... scratching all your itches?"
Claire flushed, her face growing even hotter in the boiling room. Leah's little question hit a bit too close to home after their disappointing experiment with rough sex the other night. "You don't know me," she said in a low, dangerous voice, glaring at Leah. "Don't pretend you do."
"You're right," said Leah lightly. 'I don't know you that well, Claire. But I know your husband. Oh yes... I know Danny Boy very well. You know he had the most adorable crush on my all through college, right?"
Claire remained silent, and Leah nodded. "I can see the idea doesn't shock you at least. He thought he was sneaky about it, but everyone knew he had a thing for me. I could have picked up Dan any time I wanted. And I almost did. Let me tell you the story, Claire. It might make things a little... clearer. You don't need to say a thing. Just listen."
Claire thought about speaking up, or even just standing up and moving away. But she was curious despite herself. Dan was a good-looking, charming guy. If Leah was unattached, and knew Dan was interested, why had she rejected him?
"It was May of our freshman year," began Leah, shifting her wide butt a little on her seat, making her C cup breasts jiggle with the movement, and dislodging a trickle of sweat to run down her naked body from her collar bone down her soft belly between her legs. "The weather was warming up, so Dan and I and some of our other friends decided to do a little hike up to a quarry near our college. It was supposed to be pretty. Crystal clear water."
The attendant put another ladle of water on the coals, sending up a hissing cloud of steam as Leah went on. "Anyway, in the end, everyone cancelled except for Me and Danny. We went anyway, and we had a lot of fun. I knew he liked me, and we flirted back and forth on the way up to the quarry. And, even though I had hesitated in the past, I had such a good time and felt such nice chemistry with him that I said, hey, why not? I was ready to give him his shot."



Leah chuckled warmly at the memory. Maybe it was the intense heat and the odd vulnerability of her nudity, but Claire found herself totally absorbed in the story, holding on to every word.
"I've always been a bit of a tease," said Leah with a cheeky grin. "So when we reached the quarry, I worked the conversation around to wild things we had done... and specifically, skinny dipping. He said he had never done it, and neither had I. So without even asking him, I tore off my clothes and took the plunge, down into the cool, clear waters of the quarry. Totally nude, daring him to do the same."
Claire could imagine it. The first heat of summer. The deep blue sky. The adrenaline rush of young attraction. How must Dan have felt to see his crush flirting so brazenly? To catch a glimpse of her naked body as she jumped into the water?
"And to his credit, he did," said Leah with a laugh. "Stripped off his clothes and took the plunge to join me. We were both there, feet away from each other in the water. Totally naked and all alone, without another soul for miles. And you know what happened then?"
'What?" Claire asked, forgetting her disdain for Leah for just a moment in her curiosity.
Leah's smile dripped with mockery as she hissed, "Fucking nothing! Poor Danny boy was feet away from his desperate crush, wet and willing and naked, and he just floated there for a few awkward minutes with his teeth chattering, making small talk. I practically hung a sign over my head saying "come fuck me", and Dan was too much of a pussy to go for it."
Claire shook her head uneasily, looking away. "He was just young and nervous. Anyone can make a mistake." It reminded her uncomfortably of what had happened the other night, when Dan hadn't pursued her despite obvious signs.
"If he had taken me right then, had the balls to swim up and kiss me... I would have let him have me. Let him have anything he wanted. He could have thrust his cock deep in my tight, wet pussy all afternoon. And... Well, who knows what the future might have been? Maybe we would have been dating by the time we got back from the hike. Maybe I would be the one with his ring on my finger. But he didn't. And the week after that, I met Bill at a party. Dan was too much of a loser to take what he wanted. You know, I remember it clear as day: I saw his cock when we got out of the water. His stiff little prick could have cut glass. He could have fucked me silly with it right then and there, but he chose jerking off alone later instead. The safer choice. The beta choice. I'm sure he yanked that little hardon all night to the memory of how he could have fucked me... if he had only been man enough. That night and a hundred nights since then, I would guess."
Now that the story was over, Claire felt her anger flare up again. "Don't speak about my husband that way. Maybe he could be more assertive sometimes, but he's a wonderful man. Far superior in every way to a creep like Zane."
Leah just laughed again. "Listen, Claire. I know that a lot of things are subjective and based on preference, but don't say "every way." I know at least one way that Zane is far, far superior to poor Danny Boy. I saw your husband's cock when we got out of the water, remember?"
"Dan's just fine," snapped Claire irritably. "He's average."
"Why settle for second best?" said Leah mockingly. "Tell you what, Zane and I are booked in room 153 for the massage. Stop by and take a peek if you want to see the real difference between Zane and your husband."
"Why would I want to watch some whore sneaking around on her husband?" said Claire with a smirk, bringing out the big guns in her discomfort.
"Bill?" said Leah with a confused tilt of her head. "Oh, he knows I'm here. He even knows that I'm here with Zane. My husband is a cuck, darling."
Claire recoiled with a silent look of disgust, and for the first time, Leah looked mildly annoyed. "Don't knock it till you've tried it," she said sharply. "Anyway. Based on what I know about Danny, I think he might be a little more receptive to the idea that you are."
"How dare you?" said Claire furiously, finally rising from her bench. "My husband and I aren't hopeless perverts like you and Bill apparently are. Dan would never enjoy something like that."
"Are you sure?" Asked Leah calmly, her cool amusement apparently restored by Claire's outburst. "Here's a suggestion, sweetie... Tease Danny Boy a little next time you're in bed. Not about you, that would make it too obvious... about me. Ask him about the story I told you and about Zane and I's relationship, and see how he reacts. It might surprise you."
"I don't have to listen to this," said Claire in disgust, grabbing her discarded robe and turning to leave. She paused for one last second though. Leah wasn't a reliable source of information, but it couldn't hurt to ask.
"What is Zane's game exactly?" Claire asked sharply. "Why is he being such an asshole to me and Dan?" She was afraid that she already knew the answer, but she didn't want to say it. Didn't even want to think it.
In any case, Leah was no help. She simply smiled enigmatically and said, "Sorry darling, I could tell you... but I wouldn't want to spoil the surprise."
What the fuck was that supposed to mean?
...
Claire stalked through the halls of the spa, glaring at any member of the staff who tried to assist her. Today was supposed to be a day of relaxation, but instead, she was more stressed and furious than ever.
Furious at Dan for lying to her. He had never told Zane that their friendship was off like he promised to. Couldn't even handle one moment of confrontation.
Furious at Leah for her smart mouth and her knowing eyes and the filthy implications of her words.
But most of all, furious at Zane for refusing to leave her alone. For pushing and pushing and needling her to the breaking point.
Technically, she was supposed to report to room 123 for her couples massage with Dan, but she wasn't sure that she wanted to see him right now.
Claire slowed and stopped in her tracks, a thoughtful look on her face. Leah had told her what room she and Zane would be in, and implied that it would be quite a show if she stopped by. Well... maybe she should. Not because she thought it would be erotic in the slightest, but just because the sad, disgusting sight of a troll like Zane trying to fuck a beautiful woman like Leah might give Eliza a mental image she could picture the next time Zane tried to act like a big shot. She was sure it would deflate his image in her mind and make it easier to treat him with contempt.
It was a crazy idea, but Claire had been having a crazy day, and it actually seemed like this might be a way to get a mental win over Zane. With a decisive step, Claire turned away from the rendezvous with her husband and made her way to her worst enemy's massage room instead.
By the time she reached the hallway with the massage rooms, Claire already knew that this was a bad idea. It was reckless, irrational, and she stood a high chance of getting caught. She considered herself a sharp, level-headed woman, and doing something like this was totally unlike her.
But, even with all those reasons clamoring in her head, something still drew her forward toward room 153. Her palms were sweaty, and her body jangled with nerves. As much as she hated to admit it, what drew her was a sort of desperation. Zane's mind games had succeeded in getting under her skin. She wasn't too proud to admit that much at least. It felt like every time they had a conflict or argument, Zane was somehow one step ahead of her, holding all the cards.
Of course, Claire knew instinctively what Zane's ultimate objective was. It was the same objective that every sleazy man she had ever met had shared. He wanted into her pants. That didn't shock Claire, although it did disgust her. That was obviously why he was always trying to flaunt his power and masculinity to her, and why she had brought a married slut with him today to parade around like a prize show hound. Claire had absolutely no anxiety that she might be tempted, of course. She wasn't the type of woman who could be tricked into sex.
But, even if his goal was eyerollingly impossible, that didn't mean that his games didn't bother her. He left her feeling flustered and off-kilter. He had made her feel uncomfortable about her relationship with Dan by making her think about what sex with a more dominant man would be like. And, frankly, he now occupied far too much real estate in her brain.
She needed something to recenter her opinion on Zane. A way to cut through his mind games and remind herself, consciously and subconsciously, that Zane was a disgusting little toad unworthy of her time or energy.
As crazy as it was to go and spy on his sexual rendezvous, Claire thought it was just what she needed. She would watch Zane's pathetic attempts to act like the "alpha males" he always harped on about, see his stocky little body, and all the mystique that Zane had been trying to build would drain instantly away. The next time he tried to act like a big shot, Claire would remember his pathetic attempts at sexual dominance and write off his bluster completely.
That was what pulled her forward as she reached the doorway marked. A stubborn belief that underneath it all, Zane had to be as unimpressive as she always assumed.
She took a deep breath and parted the curtain hanging across the doorway.
Inside, she expected to see the massage table, but it seemed that there was a small entryway room between the hallway and the massage area. Probably to ensure that there was no accidental exposure of the guests as the masseuses moved in and out. Neat trays of supplies and a small handwashing station sat along one wall, and opposite the door she entered was another curtained doorway... one that Claire could hear voices coming from.
"... pisses me off so bad about you, Z. You only ever think about yourself."
Claire crept closer to the curtain. She had definitely gotten the right room, that was that slut Leah's voice.
"Oh, please. Don't act like it's some sort of chore. You love it just as much as I do, you dirty slut."
Zane's voice made Claire's old familiar rage bubble up inside her. He sounded just as cocky and smug as ever. No one should speak to anyone else that way, even if they were a slut. Claire paused at the shrouding curtains, trying to judge how easy it would be to peek through them without being caught.
Leah scoffed, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Charming as always. How could I ever resist?"
"Resist...this?" Zane's voice was low and utterly confident. There was a long moment of silence.
"Fucking asshole..." murmured Leah quietly enough that Claire could barely hear it. Then... soft wet noises. Were they kissing? The thought sent a squirming sensation of complex discomfort through Claire's belly. Her ideal scenario was that she would discover that Zane was merely pressuring or paying Leah to act a part. That was what it had sounded like at first: Leah didn't sound like a submissive sex doll up until now. But how did kissing fit into that?
Claire needed to get a look. She took a chance and just barely parted the curtains enough for one eye to peek through. White hot shock flooded her body as she struggled to process what she saw.
Well... they weren't kissing. Leah lay on the massage table on her belly, her feet kicked up behind her, still shrouded in her robe. Zane, however, was totally naked as Leah messily slobbered all over his cock, glaring up at him with challenge in her eyes.
Zane had tossed aside his robe completely, and stood nude and proud, a hand on each hip as he enjoyed Leah's blowjob. In some ways, his body was just as disappointing as Claire had hoped. He was just as flabby and squat as he appeared with clothes on, with coarse golden body hair covering his chest and a round, soft belly.
But there was something unusual about the way he carried himself. Even when naked, he still had the supreme, annoying confidence that she had come to recognize. And it was no surprise why. Zane had the largest cock that Claire had ever seen in real life. And not just long: it looked perfectly formed. Girthy and arrow-straight, with a flared deep-pink mushroom head that naturally made Claire think about... stretching and spreading before she could stop herself.
Something about that thick rod of masculine flesh, pulsing slightly with Zane's heartbeat, instantly felt like it called to something deep inside Claire. Some deeper instinct, beneath her conscious disgust and frustration with Zane. The very fact she felt that magnetic pull disgusted her, and made her focus even harder on the flabby, unimpressive nature of the rest of Zane's body, and remind herself of what an annoying little shit he could be. But covering up that bone-deep reaction wasn't enough to extinguish it, and it continued to flicker deep in her mind. The sort of smoldering coal that might ignite a wildfire.
Her initial idea of just getting a quick, laughable image of Zane had already fallen by the wayside, yet she couldn't look away. Something about the strange, obscene act playing out in front of her was darkly fascinating.
Leah seemed to feel that same primal attraction to Zane's cock. She was truly worshipping the impressive dick Zane was proudly shoving into her face, licking and kissing every inch with obvious relish, despite her hateful eyes glaring up into Zane's cocky grin, covering every inch of his massive erection with shining saliva.
"Asshole?" said Zane with a chuckle, reaching down to grip Leah's thick braid in a fist and pulling her head upward to line up her mouth with the tip of his cock, "That can be arranged, sweetheart. You've become quite the accomplished rimmer since I started training you." Leah responded by raising on slim, manicured middle finger, but dropped her hands away, allowing Zane to thrust forward and begin fucking her face without resistance.
Zane raised an eyebrow. "Hmmm, so little Leah wants to act like a brat today huh? I like that. Makes it sweeter when you finally break down and beg for Daddy's cock later."
Leah didn't reply. But right now, she couldn't. Only wet sounds of submission rose from her mouth as Zane's thick powerful cock thrust inside over and over, making spit drip down her chin.
Claire watched with wide eyes and a look of horror on her face. God, this wasn't a blowjob. Zane was using Leah like a sex toy, thrusting his big cock in and out of her mouth while the curvy married woman obediently took it, the angry defiance in her eyes giving way to helpless, hazy lust. How could a woman allow someone to do this to them? How could Leah go from sneering a Zane one moment, to letting him fuck her mouth the next?
It made no sense. Claire couldn't look away.
Finally, Zane pulled Leah's dripping mouth off his cock, letting her gasp for breath, red faced. "You told me you have a surprise for me earlier," said Zane with amusement as Leah wiped her dripping mouth with the back of her hand and regained some of her composure.
Her eyes were sharp again as she looked up and said, "I did say that, didn't I? But then you started acting like a fucking prick. I'm not sure I want to show you the surprise anymore."
Claire's eyebrows crinkled in confusion. Earlier, Leah had made it sound like she was perfectly happy having sex with Zane, but now it sounded like she barely tolerated his presence... Well, it sounded like that, and then she slobbered all over his cock. Claire felt like she had whiplash. If Leah hated Zane so much, why would she submit to him sexually?
Zane gripped Leah's thick braid and pulled her upward, drawing a hiss of pain from her lips, then roughly kissed her. Leah didn't turn away, making a sound halfway between a moan and a snarl of frustration as her tongue tangled wetly with Zane's.
"Show me," commanded Zane in a flat, demanding voice as he pulled away, his eyes serious as they locked with the submissive wife on the table beneath him. Leah slapped Zane's hand away with an angry sigh, then slipped off the table and dropped her robes, revealing her soft, curvy body. She turned away from Zane, presenting her big, plush ass to both Zane and Claire, hidden behind the curtain.
Claire wasn't... completely immune to female charms, although she didn;t broadcast that fact publicly. People tended to assume certain things about women who appreciated both sexes, so Claire hadn't even told her husband about that tendency. In any case, she was temporarily distracted by Leah's impressive ass. Claire had noticed Leah's hips when they were naked together in the sauna, but hadn't gotten a look at her best asset.
Leah's enormous cheeks were pale, thick, and round. Chubby, maybe even a little fat, but not chunky or flabby looking in the slightest. Just soft, lovely flesh that made you want to give it a slap and make it pink. It took a second for Claire to notice what the surprise was that Leah was showing Zane, but when she did, her stomach dropped.
Two stylized letters in dark black ink, a Z and a K, one high on Leah's lovely left buttcheek, the other on the right. Tattoos. Leah had permanently branded herself, acknowledging Zane's ownership of her fat, sexy ass. For some reason she couldn't fully explain, the sight started a dark, wet heat blazing in Claire's core.
Zane let out a low, evil chuckle, tracing the Z with a thick finger, then giving Leah's ass a resounding slap. "I thought you said it was impossible," he said, his voice dripping with cruel amusement. "I thought this was your pathetic cuck's ultimate red line. Nothing permanent."
Leah looked away with a blush, but arched her back to press her ass further into Zane's hand as she said in an embarrassed tone, "Well... you would be surprised at what a week in chastity would accomplish. Especially when I spent all week showing him our videos and whispering in his ear how hot it would be for him to give in and let you win."
Zane laughed out loud, sinking his fingers into Leah's butt as he palmed it greedily. "Man, I can just imagine it. Widdle-willy Billy must have had the best orgasm of his pathetic life when he finally accepted his place and gave up your ass to me."
"Don't call him that," said Leah angrily, her eyes flashing as she looked over her shoulder at Zane. "You know how much he hates that stupid fucking nickname. And he's a good man. A handsome man. Not a fat, disgusting pig like you!"
Despite the mismatch of Leah's words and actions, Claire found herself agreeing with Leah. Yes, how dare Zane badmouth better men? Especially when he was such a fat slob? Despite how clear Leah's overall failure to defy Zane was, especially considering her tattoos, Claire wanted to hear her put Zane in his place.
Zane seemed taken aback for a moment by the outburst, then his face split into an ugly grin. 'A pig? Well... if that's true, I suppose that makes you my slutty sow, doesn't it?" With Leah still glaring at him, he sank behind her to his knees, one hand gripping each lush cheek and parting them to reveal a tight pink hole and flushed, dripping pussy.
"Why don't you squeal for me, and we'll see who the real piggy is here, fatass?" growled Zane, then dived between her cheeks with hungry ferocity, licking and slurping wildly all over Leah's vulnerable asshole and pussy.
Leah immediately hissed in pleasure, leaning forward heavily on the massage table and going to her tiptoes, arching her back dramatically to give Zane the optimal angle for his sloppy oral assault. "You think... Uhhhnnn, you think you can talk shit about my husband?" she snarled as Zane's fat tongue messily explored her married holes. "Bill was fucking homecoming king. President of his frat. You're fucking nothing compared to him you fat, short, ugly... Fuck! Godddd! Right there! Right fucking there!"



Claire could hear the passion in Leah's voice. Anger and disgust, yes, but another type of passion as well. Sheer animal lust, bubbling up molten and primal beneath Leah's dismissive words. This had gone way beyond a quick little peek. It felt wrong to be watching this, but some part of Claire yearned to see where this went. Leah's furious words spoke directly to her soul... but the fact that they were so deeply entwined with desire was disturbingly erotic.
Zane stood, slapping Leah's ass again and getting into position behind her, rubbing his thick cock up and down her dripping pussy, teasing her. "And yet," he said with a grin, "This worthless fat asshole is about to be balls-deep in your pussy while that incredible husband of yours sits at home and jerks off to the thought of his wife's fat ass, branded and owned by another man. Just goes to show that appearance isn't everything."
"Fuck yooouuu,' said Leah, her angry outburst turning into a moan as Zane slid into her up to the hilt. "Your ... Unnhhh... your appearance isn't the main problem you fucking prick. You're a misogynist. A manipulator. An exploiter. An evil, predatory pervert!"
Zane began fucking her then, slamming her forward into the table with deep, powerful strokes that silenced everything but moans and whimpers coming from between Leah's parted lips. Claire bit her own lip then to stifle a sudden unexpected moan bubbling up from inside her as well. She fought to get a hold of herself. She hated Zane, but the obscene sex act in front of her was impossibly erotic nonetheless. Zane looked more like a beast than a human, and he wasn't making love. He was fucking. Rutting. Dominating the soft, curvy woman beneath him and putting her in her place with his powerful cock.
Leah's legs were trembling and her hands gripped the table tight for leverage as Zane punished her insolence with his conquering cock. His hips snapped forward, contacting Leah's soft ass with loud, fleshy slaps every time he thrust. It was primal, and raw, and utterly unlike Dan's careful, considerate lovemaking. Claire dimly remembered that her mission was to see a laughable example of Zane's false dominance. It looked like that wasn't something she was going to get. She should leave right now.
Instead, she slipped a hand beneath her robe, gingerly touching the hot, wet center of twisted pleasure between her thighs. She shouldn't... but no one would ever know, and in her erotic haze, Claire wasn't sure she could resist. Her fear, worries and conscious mind took a little vacation as her wondering eyes greedily absorbed the scene playing out in front of her.
Zane grabbed both of Leah's arms from behind, pulling back to force her up, her back arched, her lips panting and moaning as he slammed into her, his hips an endless jackhammer.
Leah found her words again, although by this point they were half moans, dripping with pleasure. 'I was... God... I was right about you in college, you monster! I knew I should stay away from you."
Zane thrust forward, then stopped, holding there, deep inside, stretching Leah's married cunt to its limit. "That's right," he said savagely. "You really tried your best to avoid me. And you failed."
He withdrew his cock, slimy with Leah's eager arousal. Leah whined, "No! Not yet, you bastard! I was so fucking close!"
Zane flashed her a cocky grin, gesturing to the table with a nod. "Get up there. I want to take you up close and personal."
Leah rolled her eyes, but hurried to obey, jumping up onto the table, laying back, and spreading her legs, revealing a pussy leaking with desire and turned pink already from Zane's powerful thrusts. "Ok," she said impatiently, reaching down to rub herself, keeping herself on the edge of pleasure. "Fuck me."
Zane jumped up onto the table as well, his ease showing that he must have some muscles beneath his flab. He loomed over Leah, his wicked cock inches from her pussy.
'I don't know..." he teased with infuriating smugness, "convince me."
Claire panted harshly behind the curtain, her eyes focused on Zane's thick, dripping cock. It looked like a weapon. A stinger. Its purpose obvious: to pierce, to inject, to invade. A symbol of masculine brutality and dominance. A tool he used to trample over feminine pride and purity. Claire's hand moved with wet noises between her thighs, her mind clouded over with voyeuristic lust. A huge part of her was still horrified by the sight, but right now, in her secret dim hiding place, she allowed herself to run wild, knowing that no one would ever know.
"Ugh..." growled Leah, her face a picture of horny frustration.
Do it, urged Claire mentally. Shut him down. Show him what you really think of him.
But the next words out of Leah's mouth were meek and hesitant. "P-please," she said, her eyes looking away as her face blushed deeply. "Please fuck me, Z."
"You know what I need to hear if that's what you want,' said Zane in a taunting voice, rubbing his cock head all over her pussy. Her hips squirmed forward, desperate for more, but Zane wouldn't give Leah what she wanted. Not yet.
Leah's voice was a humiliated whimper as she said, "Please... Daddy. Please fuck your little married slut's pussy."
Claire almost gasped. She could hear it... the moment that Leah broke. The tone of reluctant submission threading through her voice. Despite her defiance, despite her anger, despite her disdain for Zane, this is where she ended up. Spreading her thighs wide and begging for his cock in a sweet voice. Calling him "daddy", just like he predicted.
This was apparently the correct answer. Zane slid forward, deep into Leah's pussy, making her throw her head back with a deep, satisfied moan. His hips began pumping forward, capturing his slut in a deep kiss, pinning her to the padded table with mouth and cock. Claire pumped two fingers in and out of her throbbing pussy as she watched, soaking in the twisted, terrifying scene of a proud woman humbled. Despite Zane and Leah fucking in deep, intimate missionary, it still didn't look like love-making to Claire. It looked like Zane was claiming Leah. Marking his territory. Reminding her who she belonged to.
As if responding to Claire's thoughts, Zane pulled away from the kiss, his hips still pumping deeply and powerfully. "Who do you belong to, slut? Who owns this pussy?"
"You!" gasped Leah, her fingers clawing at Zane's back. ""You do, Daddy! I belong to you."
"Whose cock do you prefer? Who is better?" Demanded Zane in a rough voice, reaching down to play with Leah's jiggling breasts, holding himself up with one hand.
"Yours, Daddy," moaned Leah, her hips swirling upward into Zane's every stroke, her voice delirious with pleasure, all traces of hate and defiance gone. "You're bigger and stronger than him!"
"Than who?" demanded Zane sharply.
"D-don't make me say it, Daddy,' whined Leah. "It's too mean!"
Zane's hips stopped for a moment. He silently stared down at Leah with a cruel grin as she writhed beneath him, desperate for his cock. Finally, with a groan of frustration, she squeezed her eyes shut and said, "Fine! You're bigger and more manly than my husband. You're better than... than... Widdle-willy Billy."
Claire could hear the humiliation in Leah's voice from being forced to say Zane's degrading, childish nickname for her husband, but could hear the pleasure there too. The pleasure of being forced to submit. Of being forced to betray her cuckolded husband once again.
Zane surged forward, rougher and harder than ever before. Leah's thick legs locked around his waist as her fingers scrabbled at his back, desperate to get him closer. Zane was a wild beast, Leah a bitch in heat, their sex was raw and explosive, a brutal dance on conqueror and conquest. He was taking Leah in a way that Claire had never been taken. Seeing Leah hate broken and transformed into submission and service was deeply frightening to Claire... but also deeply erotic. She watched with bated breath, one hand rubbing her wet pussy while another snuck up to tweak and pinch a nipple. She needed to see the climax of this twisted exchange.
Zane thrust into Leah, deep and hard, both gasping and writhing together now as they hurtled toward orgasm. "When?" grunted Zane into Leah's ear, just loud enough Claire to hear over the wet slapping of their bodies. "When are you going to let me knock you up? You know what I want Leah."
"Nooo!" moaned Leah desperately, shaking her head back and forth even as her pussy eagerly accepted another man's cock. "You can't, Daddy! That would really, really be too much! We... Ohhhh Gooddddd! We would never be able to take that back! Billy would never say yes!"
Claire felt a thrill of dark lust as she noticed that Leah never said she didn't want to... just that her husband would object.
"That's what you said about the tattoo!" growled Zane. "But like you said... a little chastity and dirty talk seems to work wonders on your cuck husband."
"I... I..." whimpered Leah, squirming and gasping. 'M... Maybe Daddy..."
"That's my girl," growled Zane. His hips slammed forward with new, fierce intensity now, and Claire found her fingers moving with that rhythm without even intending it. 'Now cum for me! Cum for Daddy!"
Zane silenced Leah's howl of pleasure with his lips and she passionately gripped his head in both hands, pulling him close. Claire clamped a hand over her mouth as her own orgasm washed over her, sudden and overwhelming, forcing the wave of dark heat inside her to crest and break, leaving her legs wobbly and her whole body warm and tingly.
She panted harshly in the dim side room for a moment as she watched Zane and Leah kiss for a moment, now still, their sweaty, naked bodies entwined in adulterous intimacy.
The taboo erotic thrill drained away with the last waves of Claire's orgasm, and she was suddenly aware of where she was... and what she had been doing. Self Loathing filled her in an instant. She had done this to help her see Zane as a ridiculous fraud, and what had she done instead? Touched herself. She could barely believe her own lack of restraint... or the fact she had somehow found Zane having sex erotic.
Claire realized that she was actually in a vulnerable position. She had stayed here watching for too long. Without further hesitation, she slipped into the hall, walking quickly away from whatever trainwreck she had inadvertently witnessed back in the massage room.
There was no doubt about it, this was not going to be helpful at all in her ongoing trouble dealing with Zane. She suspected that the image of him dominating Leah would flash into her mind now every time he flashed that stupid, smug grin.
But it didn't matter. She had heard anger and disgust in Leah's voice that mirrored her own. But she had also heard weakness and submission there. And she didn't have a single ounce of weakness or submission in her body.
Never ever for Zane Kruger at least.
...
Zane toweled himself off and frowned at the sticky puddle they had left on the massage table. It would probably be fine... they had to be prepared for a little cum in the massage rooms, right? He turned to Leah, who was also calmly wiping the sweat from her sexy little body.
"You seemed really... spicy today," commented Zane neutrally. "Good job. We really needed her to see that move from resistance to submission."
Leah smirked at him. "Oh, I meant every word, 'Daddy'," she said archly, the word was sarcastic again... for now. "I just don't normally say what I'm thinking about you anymore, because I know it won't do any good."
Zane laughed. 'Well maybe you should. You know how much I like a good chase."
Leah snorted and rolled her eyes, then looked thoughtful. "So... what's next for Claire? You think she's ready to give in?"
Zane shook his head. "Not yet. We planted a seed today, but it still needs a little watering. And even if she starts getting turned on by me now, she will still need to learn how to submit. That won't happen in a day."
Leah shuddered. "I'm not sure if I pity her or envy her. Just thinking back to how it was when you first seduced me..."
Zane smiled at the memory. Good times. But he still thought Claire would be even more satisfying.
"What about Dan?" asked Leah suddenly.
Zane scoffed and gave her an incredulous sidelong glance. "What about Dan?"
"What are your plans for him?" asked Leah, a frown crossing her face.
"My plan is to fuck his wife and enjoy the stupid look on his face as he realizes he never should have assumed he was better than me," said Zane firmly, using the towel to wipe off some of the cum from the table and hopping back up.
"You know what I mean," said Leah with a flicker of annoyance. "You're about to do something terrible to him. It would be better for him if he could... learn to enjoy what was about to happen. Like Bill does."
Zane shrugged as he lay back on the bed. "Well that's really up to him, isn't it?"
"Come on," said Leah, walking up and running a hand up Zane's flabby body, "You used to be friends with him right? Turn Dan into a willing cuck. For old times sake. Or just for me, if you prefer. He's a loser, but he was still one of my best friends. I don't want to see him totally crushed. Besides, it might make him self-sabotage and make your job easier."
Zane grimaced and sighed.
"Maybe. I'll think about it. Now where the fuck is that masseuse? I told them to come in after a half hour!"
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Melanie Quinn stood back and surveyed her work.
A glass of wine stood poured and ready on her Mom's side of the couch, a frosty mug of cola on hers. The popcorn bowl was full and steaming in the center of the table. On the screen, the movie was queued up and ready to go with the press of a button. All The Time in the World, a sappy, sad romance of the sort both she and her mom adored. A perfect little scene. There was nothing her Mom would have to do besides slip into some pajamas, plop down on the couch next to her daughter, and enjoy.
It had been a long time since their last movie night. They used to have them all the time when Melanie was in high school, laughing and snuggling comfortably in the warm darkness of the living room, sharing laughs and tears and popcorn. Melanie treasured those memories. But ever since her Mom had started her new business, she had been distant. She was so caught up in the pressure and excitement of her new endeavor, it felt like she just didn't have time to hang out with her daughter anymore. But how could she refuse when Melanie had done all the work for her? This was definitely going to work.
Melanie perked up as she heard the front door open and her mother breeze in. Here it was; time to make her mother's day.
Melanie hurried into the entryway in time to see her mother hanging up her car keys and slipping out of her heels. Anne Quinn was a beautiful woman, even when she looked tired and irritable. Tall and curvy, with creamy, pale skin, deep, thoughtful blue eyes, and shining waves of brassy red hair that cascaded down over her shoulders. It was hard for Melanie not to feel a little jealous at times. Melanie had inherited her mother's lovely skin, eyes and hair, but she didn't think she would ever sprout the huge, gravity defying tits that her mother had, not to mention the wide, feminine hips. Melanie must have inherited her slim, graceful build from the father she had never known. Living in the same house as a bombshell like her Mom was enough to make anyone insecure sometimes, but Melanie tried her best not to let it get to her.
Anne looked up as she saw Melanie enter the room, flashing her daughter a gorgeous, but weary smile and saying, "Hey Melly. How was your day?"
"Good, said Melanie, practically bursting with excitement. She couldn't wait for her Mom to see the nice surprise that she had planned for her. "My classes went about as well as usual. Pretty boring stuff." She didn't really feel like getting stuck in a long, boring discussion about what had happened in her business classes today... Not that she had to worry about her mother talking too much lately. As usual, Anne just nodded distractedly, raking back her lovely red hair from her face and saying vaguely, "That's lovely dear," as she made her way through the kitchen toward the living room and her bedroom beyond, her face buried in her phone.
When she got to the living room, it took Anne a second to look up from whatever business communication she was reading. Melanie lingered, following behind her, biting her lip with excitement as she waited for her mother's pleased and grateful reaction.
"Oh..." said Anne softly. Melanie immediately deflated a little. Her mother's voice was certainly surprised, but wasn't precisely happy. More... confused. Melanie came up behind her mom, her eyebrows drawing together a little as she put a gentle hand on her mother's back. "It's a movie night, Mom. You know... like we used to do? I missed having fun with you like that. Do you... not want to?"
"Right, of course. I missed it too, sweetie," said Anne swiftly. 'Sorry, I was just caught off guard for a second there. Of course I'd love to watch a movie with you. Just give me one second to change." Her face was fixed in a gracious smile, but Melanie had caught the grimace that Anne had worn for a split second, and the hint of tired sigh in her voice. As Anne turned to change out of her chic, professional work clothes, Melanie slumped back onto the couch, now in a bad mood. The whole thing felt worthless now. She had intended this to be an escape for her mother, where she could unwind and connect with her daughter again. The fact that Anne was participating just to humor her daughter was deeply annoying.
Melanie considered just calling the whole thing off, but that felt too much like giving up. She really did long to be closer to her mother. And that meant she was going to go through with this fun bonding activity no matter how unenthusiastic her mom was. A few minutes later, Anne reemerged from her bedroom, wearing an oversized shirt that still couldn't hide the shape of her enormous braless tits swaying beneath it, and tight black leggings that clung like a second skin to her thick, womanly thighs and ass. Melanie looked away with a scowl. She felt uncomfortable with the way her eyes sometimes wandered on their own over her mother's ripe, mature body, but she couldn't help it. Her mom's body was so... in your face. Ever since Melanie had awoken to the fact that she liked girls (another thing she had in common with her mother) a few years ago, Melanie had been forced to keep her eyes and mind under strict control when it came to her Mom's body.
Anne seemed to have gotten over her momentary flash of annoyance or fatigue that she displayed at first when hearing about the movie night, but her eyes were still focused on the phone in her hands as she sank to the couch beside her daughter. "So what's the movie tonight, dear?" she asked, one hand reaching for the glass of wine while her other rapidly typed on her phone's keyboard.
"All the Time in the World," said Melanie with a smile. They had both read and loved it when the book came out a few years back, discussing it nearly to death. It was a period piece about a young couple in love before the man is sent off to war, and the letters he wrote back to his girlfriend. Melanie had hoped that her Mom would perk up when she heard the title, but instead, Anne simply took a sip of her wine and said, "That's nice, sweetie."
She was clearly barely even paying attention. Feeling a growing sense of disappointment, Melanie pressed play on the movie and sat back in a huff, grabbing a handful of popcorn to hopefully mask her annoyance. She knew her Mom was busy and tired, but what more could she ask for? Melanie had set this all up. All her mom had to do was relax and fucking pay attention to her daughter for once.
Melanie stewed in her prickly annoyance as the movie played. Her mom was clearly trying her best to pay attention, but every time she seemed to be getting into the movie, her phone would buzz again, and she was pulled out of it. Melanie tried, despite how clear it was that this attempt at bonding was a dismal failure. She asked, "Don't you think the guy they got to play the brother is a little too buff? He was supposed to be sort of a nerd in the original."
Anne looked thoughtful, flashing her daughter a coy smile. "I don't know sweetie, maybe he was a bit of an intellectual, but..." For a second, Melanie thought that she was going to have a genuine moment with her mother. But then, like clockwork, Anne's phone buzzed, irritatingly loud, and then her eyes were back on her phone. Melanie had to fight to hold back a sigh. Her mom spent like sixty hours a week at that stupid fucking spa she ran, why did she need to spend every minute of time at home on work as well?
The last straw was when Anne groaned, flexed her feet, then unceremoniously raised them and plopped them down into her daughter's lap. "Sweetie, would you mind giving your mother a foot rub?" she asked plaintively. "My feet are simply killing me." And even then, when asking for a favor, she still couldn't take her eyes off whatever she was focused on on her phone.
Melanie could feel her face grow hot. She was certain that she looked as red as a lobster right now. Melanie had told her mother that she wasn't comfortable with giving foot rubs anymore. It had been a usual part of their movie nights before, actually, so maybe Anne was just falling back into old habits. But even so, Melanie had drawn a hard line with her mom on this, though she had been a little too embarrassed to explain why.
Melanie, along with her blossoming attraction to women, had developed a humiliating foot fetish as well. She wished it wasn't the case, but there was just something about a slim, feminine foot... especially when attached to a strong-willed, attractive older woman, that made Melanie weak in the knees. She didn't want to mix those feelings with her mother in any way, so obviously foot rubs were out, and there was no way she was going to explain why.
But even if she hadn't been forthcoming with her reasons, she had TOLD her mom she didn't want to give foot rubs anymore. More than once. Not only was her mother ignoring her on the night that she had set up as a special bonding time, but she was also actively disrespecting Melanie by ignoring her boundaries.
Melanie shoved her mom's feet off her lap and stood, breathing heavily. She was angry, but frustratingly, there was also a lump forming in her throat. Was this just going to be how it was from now on? Was her mom only concerned with her career now?
Anne seemed to finally realize that something was wrong. She looked up at her daughter with an expression of dismay, tinged with guilt. "Oh! That's right... the feet thing! I'm so sorry, dear. I just got a little distracted, and..."
"Distracted!" Melanie let out a scoff that she had to clamp down on hard to avoid becoming a sob. "That's one way to put it. I set up this movie night to spend some time with you, and you could barely tear your eyes away from your phone for two seconds."
Anne's face was now a picture of uneasy guilt, the pieces snapping into place as she realized how her behavior had looked from an outside perspective. "Ahhh. I didn't realize that... Honey, it's just that there's an ongoing problem at the spa that they really need my direct input on. I probably should have just told you we should watch the movie another night."
"But another night wouldn't work either!" said Melanie, her voice growing heated. 'Because there's always a problem at the fucking spa, and it always needs your direct input. When is the last time we had a conversation deeper than 'How was your day?'"
Anne looked a little incredulous for a moment, like Melanie wasn't being fair, but then her eyebrows creased as she tried to think back to when they last had a more in-depth conversation. Suddenly, she looked on the verge of tears as well. "Melly... you're right. I think I've been so wrapped up in work lately, it was hard to see outside of my little stress-bubble," she said sheepishly. "I apologise. Let me turn my phone off for the evening, and we can start the movie over. If that's alright with you, of course."
Melanie took a deep breath and stiffly nodded. This meant a lot to her, and her mom was trying. She looked so sorry. How could Melanie not forgive her?
Then Anne's phone rang. And Melanie's stomach sank as she saw her mom look down at the caller ID, then back up to her with an apologetic wince. Melanie could see what she was about to ask before her mouth even opened, so she cut her off.
"Answer it," she said coldly. "Be my guest. Have fun." Then she turned and hurried to her bedroom. If her Mom had come after her and apologized again, Melanie would probably have still forgiven her. But before she even slammed the door behind her, Melanie heard her mother's cool, professional business voice answering the phone.
...
Melanie flopped back on her bed and put her hands over her face. Maybe she should just stop trying. Once she was out of college in a few years, she would be out of the house anyway. Maybe her Mom was just anticipating that empty nest feeling by filling her life up with something else before that day came.
So that was it. Melanie would move out in a couple of years, and she and her mom would text occasionally for inane small talk. That would be their relationship. Melanie shook her head in frustration. That was bullshit! She remembered crying in each other's arms over sappy romance movies. Joking and laughing about boys, then, eventually, talking about girls instead after a long, frank discussion where Melanie came out and Anne nervously shared that she was bisexual. They had been so close!
Melanie glanced at her computer with a conflicted expression. There was one other thing she could try... She could use the program her friend had sent her. It was an idea born of desperation: the program that her online friends had been discussing jokingly for a couple of weeks was clearly some sort of high-effort trolling.
The friend who brought it to the Kaos server that her friends hung out in claimed it was an old version of a CIA brainwashing program called, for some reason, F4R1A 2.0. All you had to do was input the intended message and provide a video in which you wanted to insert the subliminal messages, and it would spit out a video that looked almost identical, except now bursting with subtle audio messages and flashing microframes that would program the orders into the mind of whoever watched it. The story that went along with it was that the entire program was scrapped because it was useless against enemies; it only worked on trusting viewers in a safe environment. Other people swore that this was just an obsolete version, and a refined, more effective program was currently inserting ideas into the minds of television viewers everywhere...
In other words, almost certainly a joke. Melanie assumed it was just a program that ran a fake progress bar, then output the same video that had been originally provided. Some of her friends on the Kaos server had posted jokingly about experimenting with the program for a few days, the discussion had moved on to something else. Melanie thought about it for a second, then shrugged to herself. It felt like she didn't have much to lose. Even if it was a joke, what was the harm in giving it a try?
Melanie opened up the program, which had a spartan, utilitarian interface that certainly looked like it could have been made for government rather than civilian use. She opened up the tab labeled "alteration prompts" and began typing.
"Relax."
"Prioritize Bonding with Melanie."
"My Personal Life is More Important Than Work."
"I Should Unwind and Ignore My Anxieties and Worries"
A good start. Melanie scrolled over to a drop-down menu that read "targeted demographic" and changed "All Ages" to "Women Ages 35-40". That meant that if this weird program actually did something, it wouldn't have any effect on Melanie herself.
She needed to input a video that the subliminals would be masked beneath, but that was simple: she simply downloaded a copy of "All the Time in the World" and fed it into the program. Despite the fact that she had absolutely no belief that the program would actually do anything, Melanie felt an odd sense of foreboding as the program began to run, the progress bar sluggishly climbing to 1% after a few seconds.
Was this really a good idea? Things might be a little awkward right now, but she knew her Mom loved her. This whole subliminal programming idea seemed like a drastic step, even if it was just a fantasy that Melanie thought might have a placebo effect.
Melanie pushed the disquiet down. She was just being silly. This program was a joke. And it was a joke that had already improved her mood. The real thing that would make a difference was forgiving her Mom and trying again.
She pulled out her phone and texted Anne with an invitation to another movie night the next day. Maybe with a bit more forewarning, her Mom would be better prepared to put work aside and engage with her.
Behind her, the progress of the subliminal encoding ticked up to 2%.
...
Anne was finally able to give a warm, professional sign-off to her frustrating phone conversation, then tossed the cell away, slumping back against the armrest of the couch with an explosive sigh.
She had really messed things up tonight. She knew that she should find time to make Melly a priority. But sometimes things were happening with her business that were truly make-or-break. In some cases, literally "fix this or you will likely go out of business" scenarios. It was just her bad luck that one such situation had popped up on the night when her daughter had made a thoughtful, kind effort to connect with her.
Today, just after she left the spa, the contractor that she had been working with to install a new mudbath had revised their quote at the last minute before construction was set to start. Almost doubled it in fact. She had been furiously texting with her assistant and firing off emails to the contractor over the issue all evening. And, worst of all, the contractor had finally called her back at the worst possible moment, making her look like an awful mother.
Frustratingly, Melanie did have a point, though. Although this had been a genuine issue that truly had required her direct attention, these types of situations had been popping up a lot. Could she really call it a special circumstance when this type of emergency popped up multiple times a week? Anne was glad that she had taken the plunge and started her own business, but it could be exhausting and stressful. In this crucial period, she felt like she had to be in control of every aspect to ensure its success. Not just for her and her satisfaction, but for Melanie as well. Once her spa really took off, it would pay for Melly's college. It would help Anne to support her daughter if things got hard.
And, as sad as it was, maybe that meant that she was going to be sort of distant for a while, at least until the spa was more stable.
Melanie wasn't being fair. She didn't really grasp what Anne was going through right now. The stress. The pressure. The horniness. Of course, Anne had no desire for Melly to understand that aspect of her struggles, but it still weighed on her heavily on a day-to-day basis. Anne had always been a woman with a high libido, but her recent business troubles had left her precious little time for hook-ups, let alone serious dating. She could just masturbate, of course... She had thought about starting up that habit many times, but she just couldn't bring herself to do it. Melanie was in the house, and Anne had a habit of being... quite vocal in bed. It just felt wrong to get herself off when her daughter was just on the other side of a wall from her.
It was just one more thing she would have to grin and bear until her new business was running more smoothly.
Her phone buzzed again, and she groaned. What was it now? Had yet another issue cropped up that Janice needed her direct input on? Why couldn't emergencies happen during work hours?
But it wasn't a text from Janice. It was from Melly. An olive branch, asking if she would be able to do the movie night tomorrow instead. Anne grimaced a little. She had been planning to stay late tomorrow to catch up on some employment paperwork. Then she shook herself. There she went again. There would always be another emergency. She texted Melly back and accepted the invite.
She would just have to work double time tomorrow so she could make it home and bond with her daughter.
No problem at all for a supermom like her.
...
The following night was quite a bit better. Anne came home looking even more exhausted than usual, but Melanie could tell that she was making a real effort to be present.
"I thought this movie was on streaming, honey?" said Anne with a raised eyebrow, tossing a few kernels of popcorn into her mouth and adding in a slightly muffled voice, "Why are you playing it off of a flashdrive of all things?"
Melanie laughed sheepishly. It was probably stupid to still use the altered file she had created, considering that her Mom had clearly made an effort to unplug and spend time with her, but Melanie had decided to go for it anyway. The stupid joke program had run all night converting the file, so she was sort of curious to see if there were any noticeable changes. And where was the harm, in the end? If it did nothing, then no harm, no foul, and even if it did, it would just help her Mom relax. "I found a version online that is supposed to have extra scenes," she lied smoothly. "So I pirated it, don't tell anybody."



Anne chuckled and took a sip of her wine. "My daughter... flouting the law like a common thief. Where did I go wrong?" Melanie stuck out her tongue as she settled in next to her mother, companionably close on the sofa. This was more like what she had envisioned... and it hadn't needed any brainwashing for it to happen. Even at this point, she considered just saying screw it and playing the normal version of the movie from a streaming service...
But she pressed play on the modified copy instead. She had already made the excuse, after all, and at this point, she was curious what the product would look like.
The audio did seem a little... odd. Almost tinny, like there was a high-pitched, metallic sound laid under the track. Also, the visuals felt off. They seemed normal at first, but looking at them for long enough made Melanie's eyes hurt like they were being strained somehow. Melanie was about to apologize and stop the movie, but when she looked over at her mother, she was surprised to see that Anne didn't seem bothered at all, sipping wine and crunching popcorn nonchalantly. As Melanie watched, Anne glanced over with a wink and a smile and said, "I'm glad they made a movie of the book, but if they make Matthew hotter than Grant, I think I'm going to scream."
Anne didn't seem to notice the strange qualities of the movie at all. Was it because the subliminals were pitched toward older women? Despite the strange, irritating qualities of the video, Melanie settled in to watch, enjoying her mother's company.
Over the course of the movie, Anne's quips and small talk slowly petered out. She wasn't distracted by her phone today. In fact, it stayed face down on the coffee table in front of them even after it buzzed a few times. Instead, she seemed completely absorbed in the romance movie, her eyes wide and dilated, utterly focused and intent. It was honestly a little freaky, but Melanie couldn't bring herself to say anything. Did this mean that the subliminal message program wasn't full of shit?
When the credits rolled and the movie switched off, Anne shook herself with a look of mild confusion, and her eyes flashed to her daughter. "Oh! Sorry, dear," she said with a wry grin. "I think I fell asleep for a moment there. Must be more tired than I thought."
"That's ok, Mom," said Melanie, trying to remain calm. "I'm just glad we could spend some time together." Internally, she was freaking out. Her Mom was wrong. She hadn't fallen asleep. Melanie had watched, and Anne's eyes had been open the whole time. After her mother gave her a big hug (her amazing breasts brushing distractingly up against Melanie as usual) and wandered off to bed, Melanie couldn't stop running through the implications of what had just happened in her head.
She had just brainwashed her Mom!
Or, at least, that's what it looked like at this point. The idea made her uneasy. But, in the end, it wasn't that big of a deal. The commands she had inserted into her mother's brain were totally innocuous. Even helpful.
If the subliminal programming took root, and Melanie still wasn't prepared to accept that that would definitely happen at this point, then they could only be helpful to her mother.
...
The next morning Anne looked down at the heels she had selected with a frown, then put them in the closet and pulled out a pair of sensible flats instead.
By the end of the day, her feet felt far better than they usually did, and her employees and customers didn't even seem to notice the difference.
Later in the week, she tried wearing work clothes that were a bit more casual and found that that simple act did a lot to reduce the pressure she felt.
Melanie asked if she wanted to do another movie night on Friday, but by the time Thursday rolled around, Anne didn't know if it was possible. She wanted to go over the quarterly revenue figures and consider pricing adjustments, a necessary task that she had been putting off for some time. She could probably get it done over the weekend... but it would mean pulling a late night Friday, plus coming in for a full workday Saturday and Sunday.
But then a funny idea occurred to her... one that she had no idea why she had never thought of before. Why did she need to do this personally? It wasn't like matching revenue with expenses on a week-by-week basis needed her particular expertise. On the spur of the moment, she called her assistant Janice into her office. "Janice, I need an analysis done on the costs of various treatments we provide compared to the prices we charge. Is that something you would be able to do for me?"
Janice looked a little surprised, raising her well-manicured eyebrows. Delegation wasn't the boss's typical strong suit. "Absolutely, ma'am," she said confidently. "When would you need it?"
Anne was about to say Monday, then hesitated. Was the report really an emergency? Probably not, honestly. It was important, but it wasn't something that urgently needed addressing. She had just wanted to get it done quickly so she could move on to other tasks. With Janice handling it, that wasn't a problem.
"A week from today," Anne said. As Janice nodded and said, "Got it. I'll have it on your desk by next Friday," Anne felt some of the tension winding up inside her release. Just like that, instead of a long night and a busy weekend, she had a few days ahead of her to just relax. She went home with a spring in her step, feeling calm and energized for the first time in months.
Why hadn't she thought to delegate before?
...
As Melanie watched the subtle changes come over her mother, her guilt over the brainwashing faded away. Anne looked happier and healthier already, and it wasn't like she was some sort of brain-dead zombie now. She was herself, but more relaxed and happy.
So, of course, she kept the subliminals coming. How could she not when they were having such an obvious positive effect on her mother's well-being? The movie nights became a biweekly event, and now that Anne wasn't stressing so much over work, Melanie felt closer to her than ever.
The subliminals had been a complete success... but there was one aspect of Anne's new calmer attitude that was a little awkward.
...
Anne let out a low, sweet moan, one hand raising to firmly squeeze a round, creamy breast while the other loudly squished and rubbed between her shapely thighs.
God, it felt good to get a little sexual satisfaction again. She had been so worried that her daughter might hear or catch a vibe that she had denied herself even self-pleasure for far too long. But after she had finally let go of her worries and started masturbating again, nothing had happened. Melly hadn't said anything or acted any differently. Just like with the heels and the delegation, Anne had been anxious over nothing.
Anne's wide hips writhed and squirmed upward into her flexing fingers as she pinched and pawed at her rosy nipples, letting the delicious sexual energy crackle through her. She wasn't even picturing anyone or anything in particular right now: just enjoying the raw sexual release of everything she had pent up over the past few months.
She shifted position, onto her belly, raising her glorious, plump ass in the air and groping for the dildo she had left at her side. The soft buzzing sound sent a thrill through her all by itself. She could feel the pulse of blood in her pussy... in her nipples pressed down into the soft bed sheets. God she wanted a hot wet mouth eager sucking them. She wanted someone else to tease her pussy, not just this buzzing silicone toy... but it would have to do for now.
She bit her lip as she dragged the soft tip of the dildo between her moist lips, but a ragged whimper of pleasure burst out anyway. She tried to keep as silent as she could... but Anne had always been a bit of a screamer in bed, and after a while she just decided to cast aside her worries. Melly was probably asleep anyway, and even if she did hear, was it that bad that she knew her mother was a sexual being?
As Anne slipped the dildo into her hot, throbbing pussy, a loud moan escaped her lips, no longer held back. "F-fuck me!" she whimpered, letting herself be a little louder.
She lost herself in pleasure with no more worries about what her daughter might think...
...
Melanie lay in the darkness, staring up at the ceiling as her body pulsed with uncomfortable, embarrassing arousal.
Her mother's powerful, slutty moans poured through the wall between their bedrooms, accompanied by occasional creaks and shifts of the bed, soft wet noises, and occasional bursts of panting dirty talk.
"Yes! Right there, you dirty girl... I want that tongue deep inside me... mmmhhh God yes!"
Fuck... it was hard enough to watch her mom prance around the house in the sorts of clothes she had been wearing lately. Anne probably didn't even realize she was doing it. She had started wearing loose robes instead of oversized shirts, giving tantalizing peeks of her long, bare legs and glimpses of her cleavage. Almost worse, as far as Melanie was concerned, her mother went barefoot almost all the time at this point. Melanie had to actively fight to keep her eyes away from her mom's slim, feminine feet, painted with ruby red nail polish.
And maybe that would be fine. She was Melanie's mom, and there was enough of a taboo and a mental barrier there that maybe, in most circumstances, Melanie would have found her revealing loungewear and stupid, sexy feet to be more uncomfortable than arousing.
But then there were the moans and dirty talk. The loud, passionate moans seemed to reach deep into the deepest, most primal parts of Melanie's brain and flip the switch labeled "horny". And the dirty talk? Melanie knew that her mother wasn't speaking to her when she commanded whatever "dirty girl" she was imagining to service her, but sometimes it was hard not to imagine that raspy, horny voice saying things like that to her.
How was it possible to hear a drop-dead gorgeous older woman moan and whimper like a bitch in heat night after night and not start to see her in a sexual light? Anne had always been a total sex bomb, with big juicy tits, thick thighs, and an ass that could stop a man's heart. Melanie had always known that on an intellectual level... but the desperate, animal moans of her mother pouring through the thin wall separating them stripped away the powerful taboo that kept her from feeling it in her heart... in her pussy.
Melanie's body ached with pent-up arousal. She knew that she could put on some headphones and shut out the sexual symphony assaulting her ears... but she wasn't sure that she even wanted to stop listening.
Anne was grunting now. Uhhh... Uhhhhhhh... Uhhhhnn... Her bed squeaked lightly with her movements. Despite herself, Melanie couldn't stop herself from picturing it. Was her mom spread-eagled, her perfect curvy body glistening with a sheen of filthy sweat as she humped upward into her dildo, the bed shaking with the powerful thrusts of her hips? Or was she riding? Bouncing her perfect ass up and down, impaling herself on the length of the fake cock, her breasts shuddering and jiggling with every stroke?
"Mmmm touch me, baby," groaned Anne, her voice just quiet enough that Melanie had to strain to hear over the squeak of the bed, "I want to feel those wicked little fingers on my cunt!" The last word was an almost silent, harsh whisper of pleasure.
Melanie was breathing heavily, her face flushed with embarrassment and arousal. Her whole body felt hyper-sensitive... throbbing with sensation. Moving haltingly, she gently slid a palm down her flat, toned stomach, dipping it beneath the waistband of her pajama shorts, and sucked in a shocked breath as she felt how hot and wet she was. Her pussy had already soaked through her panties, and just the faintest brush of her fingers sent sexual electricity crackling through her nerves.
She pulled her hand away like she had been burned, feeling a sudden wave of guilt. She raised it in front of her wide eyes, seeing the glisten of arousal even in the dim light of her room. What was wrong with her? Turned on by her own mother? And, in a way, wasn't it her fault that Anne was doing this right now? She hadn't started her loud masturbation session until Melanie's programming had convinced her to relax and forget about the consequences of her actions. The rest of the results had been clearly beneficial, so Melanie would just have to get herself under control.
But the moans went on. For five minutes. Then ten. Melanie felt sure that she had heard at least two orgasms coming from the master bedroom, and it began to feel a little unfair that Anne was feeling so amazing while her daughter lay sleepless in bed, burning with frustrated lust.
And so, eventually, Melanie's hand dipped back beneath the hem of her pajama shorts, gently rubbing.
Some much softer moans puffed between Melanie's lips to join her mother's, while visions of perfect round tits and slim feminine feet danced in her head.
...
After a few weeks of hearing her mother's slutty moans pouring through the house on a nightly basis, Melanie didn't even feel bad about masturbating to her mother anymore. It felt easier and easier to justify over time. Anne was clearly enjoying herself and living life to the fullest. What did it matter if Melanie fingered her slick cunt while she listened in? It wasn't hurting anybody, and it felt too good to seem wrong. As Melanlie rubbed herself raw every night, joining her unsuspecting mother in sneaky mutual masturbation sessions, she got more and more enthusiastic, and less hesitant. She did try to keep herself quiet, though. It was clear that the walls were thin enough for sound to carry, and she didn't want Anne to find out how much she enjoyed the nightly show.
Over the same time period, Melanie allowed her eyes to wander even more freely as she watched her mother lounge around the house in thin, silky robes. Where before she may have looked away, now Melanie let her eyes linger appreciatively on her mother's creamy cleavage when her robes fell loose, and admired the way her thick, juicy ass pressed against the silk cloth when she bent to retrieve something. Anne was so relaxed and carefree she didn't even seem to notice when her daughter snuck a peek, and the lingering glances helped to burn Anne's body into Melanie's mind, to be used as fuel for her imagination later that evening.
So, although it was one-sided, the sexual tension in their little household felt thick by the time Melanie called their next movie night. After ramping up her nightly masturbation and giving herself permission to check out her mom, the prospect of sitting next to her on the couch... maybe even snuggled up together, was tantalizing, if a little nerve-wracking. What if Anne caught a vibe and realized her daughter's growing taboo attraction? Melanie thought she might die of shame if that happened.
On the other hand, what if she was ok with it? What if she welcomed it? It seemed like a longshot, but after all, the subliminals had made Anne much more willing to go with the flow and not worry about what other people thought. Melanie also knew that her mother was attracted to women. But was Melannie even pretty enough to interest a gorgeous sex goddess like her mother even if Anne could get past the deep, dark incest taboo? The questions swirled in Melanie's mind, lighting up her body with arousal and anxiety as her mother hummed to herself in the kitchen, fetching herself a bottle of wine as usual, wearing the thin silky robe she had gotten used to lately.
When Anne returned, Melanie was surprised to see her carrying two wine glasses dangling from her fingers, a conspiratorial grin on her lovely face.
"I know you aren't twenty-one yet, Melly, but it's just you and me here tonight... We can be a little naughty and no one else will have to know, right?" said the foxy older redhead, giving her daughter a sly wink that sent a bolt of pure sexual energy crackling down Melanie's spine.
"I... I won't tell if you won't," said Melanie, her mouth suddenly bone dry as Anne dropped to the couch beside her, her massive breasts shuddering slightly as she took her place.
Anne let out a rich, deep chuckle. "That's the spirit, dear..." she leaned forward and began twisting the corkscrew in, an activity that let her breasts fall slightly forward and jiggle distractingly. Melanie couldn't tear her eyes away from the erotic sight. Was her Mom... hitting on her? You could absolutely interpret her words as innocent playfulness. But if you were looking for something more... For instance, if you have been masturbating to her sultry moans for over a week, it was easy to find hidden heat there.
Melanie managed to quickly glance away as her mother finally extracted the cork. Even relaxed as she was, Melanie thought her Mom would notice if she caught her daughter staring directly at her tits and practically drooling. Anne poured out a glass of ruby liquid and held it out to her only daughter, her eyes sparkling and a soft smile on her lips as she said, "Enjoy it, honey! A little taste of the forbidden!"
Melanie couldn't resist running her eyes over her mother's voluptuous form before locking eyes with her once again, lifting the glass to her lips and taking a deep sip.
"Delicious," she breathed. In reality, she thought it tasted like unpleasantly sour old grapes, but right now, the sight of her Mother's happy smile made it taste sweet.
They settled back onto the couch and Melanie started the movie: an old romantic comedy from the early 2000s this time, once again modified by her program to reinforce the same subliminal programming.
"The girls are always so skinny in movies from this time," said Anne wonderingly as she took a sip of her wine.
"I know!" said Melanie. She glanced sideways shyly, her heart thumping a little as she added, "I've always liked women with more... curves."
Anne raised an eyebrow and gave her daughter a naughty grin. "Do you? Mmmm, there is something to be said for a girl with ample... assets. But I don't mind small, delicate women. They're so cute!"
Melanie nervously laughed, her nipples stiffening with sudden sexual urgency inside her bra. Was this just her mother being relaxed enough to discuss sexual preferences with her trusted daughter? Or was it flirtation? Melanie could be described as 'small and delicate' after all. Another green light? Or another coincidence?
As they continued to watch, Anne grew silent, staring raptly at the screen, absorbing the subliminals. And, as she did so, she lifted her feet and placed them, without a word, into her daughter's lap.
Melanie felt her face flush hot as she felt the weight of her mother's lovely feet resting on her.
What the fuck is this supposed to mean?
"Melly, would you mind giving your mother a..." said Anne vaguely, wiggling her feet in her daughter's lap with her eyes still fixed on the screen. Then she blinked, shaking herself a little and turning toward her daughter with a concerned look spreading across her face even through the mild daze. "Oh! I'm sorry, sweetie. I keep forgetting you don't like giving me foot rubs anymore. Let me just..."
She began moving her feet, but this time Melanie reached out and grabbed them, stopping her. Melanine's heart was in her throat as she said, "Ummmm, actually, it's fine, Mom. I don't mind this time." She couldn't help but run a thumb experimentally over the delicate arch of her mother's pale foot. A shiver of sexual anticipation shot through her as Anne gave a light groan of pleasure and flexed her foot into the thumb.
The only reason she had refused to give foot rubs before was because of her foot fetish. Connecting her mother with that context had felt unacceptable and uncomfortable just a few short months ago. But that was no longer an issue, was it? Melanie had firmly settled on a policy of "what my mother doesn't know can't hurt her" as far as sexual attraction went. And it wasn't like she was begging to touch Anne's feet. Her mother was the one who had suggested it.



So, with a moist heat growing between her legs just a few inches beneath her mother's heels, Melanie touched and rubbed all over her mother's lovely, feminine feet, exploring every inch. Anne loved it, closing her eyes and letting out appreciative moans so close to the ones Melanie heard on a nightly basis that her slim young body responded instinctively, her nipples pressing hard against her bra and her pussy throbbing with wet, dirty heat. "Uhhhhhnnnn, yessss, dear," groaned Anne, closing her eyes with a wide, satisfied smile on her plump lips. "Keep going. Riiiiight therrrre, yes! Don't stop!"
It was like all of her dreams were coming true. Melanie's hands were pressing, rubbing, gliding over every inch of a beautiful older woman's feet as she threw her head back in ecstasy, semi-sexual moans puffing out from between her parted lips.
Melanie couldn't take this any longer. She was being too cautious. How could Anne not mean anything by it when she made sounds like this? Even though Melanie loved touching her mother's feet, she needed to take this to the next level. To really test whether her mother's enjoyment was truly innocent and platonic. Her hands began moving up her mom's shapely calves, sliding and groping over her soft skin, sneaking a little higher up her legs every time they ran upwards.
"Mmmm, feels good," murmured Anne, wriggling downward to thrust her legs deeper into Melanie's lap, giving her greater access. Melanie's hands made it up to Anne's thick, creamy thighs, finally squeezing the soft juiciness she had envied for so long. Anne didn't protest even this escalation, just lightly biting her bottom lip as she kept her eyes closed, allowing her daughter's hands to glide all over her thighs.
Melanie felt shaky and flushed with lust. Her Mom was just lying back, relaxing, enjoying the feeling of her daughter's hands on her body. The subliminals meant that Anne wasn't worried or stressed about what Melanie's gripping, teasing hands might mean: she only cared that it felt good. With a dizzying sense of possibility, Melanie felt like she might be able to get away with almost anything right now. In a shaking voice, she whispered, 'You feel really tense, Mom. Turn over. I think you need a... a full-body massage."
Now Anne's eyes opened, hazy and warm with comfort and pleasure. For a second, Melanie was afraid that she would question the bold command, but Anne just gave her a sunny smile and said, "Oh, would you, sweetie? That sounds divine! You spoil me..."
Keeping silent so she didn't ruin the moment, Melanie got up, making room for her mother to turn over on the couch. Her heart nearly stopped as her mother reached down and plucked apart the knot on her silk robe. She unselfconsciously slipped the robe open then off, using one arm to demurely cover her nipples as she tossed it aside. Melanie had one fleeting, panty-moistening glimpse of her Mom's breasts, squishing out around her arm she was using to stay modest, before Anne slumped forward onto the couch face down, pulling her hair to the side to display her pale, lightly-muscled back.
It all happened in an instant, and Melanie was left reeling from the sight. She felt like she wanted to shove a hand down her panties right there. It was the nakedest she could remember ever seeing her sex-bomb of a mother. She felt like she was going to pass out. Anne opened her deep blue eyes and looked up at her daughter expectantly. She must have caught the expression of shock on Melanie's face, because she let out a low, warm chuckle and said, "Oh! Sorry, dear. I've learned a lot about massage over my years of work in the spa industry, and I'm afraid I'm a bit of a purist. A massage with clothes on barely counts."
Melanie laughed nervously, her hands opening and closing compulsively at her sides in unconscious desire to touch her mother's luscious, nearly-naked body. "I forgot. You must have had so many professional massages. I don't know if I'll be able to measure up." She moved forward, her eyes roaming Anne's pale, voluptuous form. Melanie had been distracted by the momentary glimpse of her mother's tits, but now she realized that Anne's round, jiggly ass was almost perfectly displayed in this position, soft and feminine and begging to be squeezed. Melanie had assumed that Anne wore simple granny panties beneath her robes, but she had never been happier to be wrong. A tiny black thong did nothing to hide the magnificent pale globes of her Mom's fat ass.
"I'm sure you'll do fine, dear," said Anne confidently, shifting a little that made her displayed butt wiggle and shake. "Massage isn't just about technique. It's about personal connection as well."
"R-right," said Melanie, unable to take her eyes off her mother's wobbling backside as she straddled Anne's legs. She reached out toward her mother's sexy, naked back, then looked down at the big, plump, tempting ass right in front of her. She gulped. It would make a lot more sense for an innocent, devoted daughter to rub her mother's aching back.. but she couldn't stop picturing how it would feel to sink her fingers deep into the pillowy softness of her Mom's fat butt cheeks.
With a squirming, hot sense of irresistible lust worming its way up from her belly, Melanie threw caution to the wind. Her mom was so relaxed right now she would probably accept anything. Melanie pounced, grabbing two big handfuls of ass and squeezing. God, it felt just as amazing as she had expected. Pillowy and soft, with just enough firmness to feel springy and pliable beneath her grasping hands.
Anne made a noise of mild surprise, turning to look over her shoulder with a raised eyebrow. Her smile was playful, however, as she said, "Why are we starting so low, sweetie? Typically, massages focus a bit... higher on the body."
"You were just a little stiff here, Mom," said Melanie, unapologetically kneading the thick ass cheeks in her hands as she spoke with an air of confidence.
"Stiff? Am I?' said Anne thoughtfully. "Then she shrugged, lifting her hips a little to present her ass to her baby girl's groping hands. "Well then, I guess you had better get to work, shouldn't you?"
Melanie had to stop herself from grinding horny pussy down into her mother's calves as she palmed and gripped and mauled every plush inch of Anne's magnificent ass. It went on for a long few minutes. Anne began to let out groans and grunts of pleasure, wiggling her butt upward into her daughter's touch.
Melanie couldn't believe her Mom was letting her do this! She pulled the thick cheeks slightly apart, and she could swear that deep in that crevice, she could see just the tiniest hint of pink blushing butthole on either side of the thong. God, she wanted to bury her face in that deep, sweaty crack and get lost for days...
But she knew that, no matter how laid-back her mom was feeling, that would raise some alarm bells. She had already pushed things pretty far. She had better move on to her mother's back before Anne grew suspicious over why her ass needed such a deep and prolonged massage. So Melanie changed tack, leaning forward and letting her lithe young body press against her mother's soft, curvy form, working her hands across the smooth, perfect skin of Anne's naked back.
It wasn't as erotic as fondling her mother's ass, but Melanie still enjoyed working her fingers deep into her mom's muscles, making her groan again in relief and ecstasy, just like she had with the foot rub. Melanie had never felt this close with her mother, even though the moment still buzzed with taboo erotic tension. The feel of Anne's warm skin against her hands was both comforting and arousing. Where was this going? In a few minutes would Anne say thank you, put the robe back on, then slip off to bed? Melanie wasn't sure she could just accept that. She was burning with desire right now, her mother was moaning with satisfaction beneath her, calm and willing and accepting from the warm, relaxed haze of the subliminals. This was Melanie's chance. A chance to take things further, and stop just masturbating alone to the thought of her mom. She was so horny that she could barely think straight, and in that moment, going all the way and converting her mother/daughter relationship to something sexual felt just within her grasp.
"Turn over," she insisted, her voice dripping with sexual greed. "I need to massage your front. Turn over for me, Mom."
"Hmmm?" said Anne beneath her. "Oh... ok, sweetie. Your massage feels soooo good." She wriggled beneath Melanie, turning over slowly but surely. Melanie's heart was in her throat, pulse drumming against every inch of her hot skin. She was about to see...
She took in a gasping breath as her mother finally managed to turn over fully. Her mommy's tits were fucking unbelievable. Some large breasts sagged when released from clothing, but, although Anne's splayed soft and obviously natural against her chest, there still stood firm and round, perfect in every way. Their skin was pale and luminous, with a light dusting of freckles just like her face. And the nipples... her mother's nipples were the best fucking part. They were a cute, rosy pink, with large areolas. A feast for the eyes, just like the rest of her breasts, but that wasn't the best part. The best part was how stiff they were, pointing upward with obvious desire, similar to the tip of Melanie's pinky finger in size. It showed exactly what Melanie had been hoping: that her mother had been just as turned on by the long, teasing massage as she had been. Anne looked up at her daughter with a flushed, lightly embarrassed expression, her lips parted with gasping breaths that lightly heaved her incredible tits up and down.
Melanie could feel her pussy flutter and clench, her whole body on fire with lust. She wanted to lean down and shove her face between those perfect orbs. To lick every inch of them. To trap one of her mother's stiff nipples between her teeth and make her own mother howl with sexual delight. But first... a symbolic act to move them forward into this scary, exciting new sexual frontier. She dipped down to capture her mother in a taboo, incestuous kiss.
And even as Melanie moved forward, she saw, too late, that she had made a mistake. Anne seemed to pull herself out of the sexual haze as she realized what was happening, her eyes growing wide with surprise. She reached up gently with a finger and stopped Melanie's progress. "Sweetie," she said with a shocked giggle, "What are you doing? We can't kiss... I'm your Mommy!"
Melanie instantly flushed bright red. How could she have been so fucking stupid? She had gotten all confused by listening to Anne's masturbation sessions every night. She had made herself so horny and wound up that she had heard and seen what she wanted instead of reality. Of course people moan when they enjoy a massage! That doesn't mean they want to fuck their daughters!
And now... oh God, now her Mom knew exactly how much of a pervert her daughter was. The thought was so earthshatteringly humiliating that Melanie could barely look at Anne anymore. Her mother didn't look angry, she just seemed incredulous and confused. But her look of gentle concern was almost worse. Melanie's Mom didn't see her as a potential sexual partner; she saw her as a confused little girl.
Melanie couldn't bear the weight of that condescending stare anymore. She scrambled up awkwardly, her face in her hands as Anne rose behind her, covering her breasts again with both arms. "Wait, dear," said Anne softly. "I'm not upset, but I think we should talk about this."
But that was the last thing that Melanie wanted to do. She wasn't sure if she wanted to talk to her mother ever again. She rushed to her room and slammed the door behind her, collapsing on the bed. She was sure her relationship with her mother was over at this point. And the worst part was that her body still burned with unfulfilled arousal.
...
Anne rose slowly from the couch, her face troubled as she picked up her discarded robe and slipped it back on.
What exactly had happened there? She had been feeling so good, floating on a cloud of warm, relaxed happiness, loving the feeling of Melanie's loving massage, and then... Her daughter had tried to kiss her?
Anne made her way to her bedroom, her mind whirling. What was Melanie's intention with that attempted kiss? Had she just been caught up in the moment? Anne realized with a twinge of uneasy guilt that she may be partially at fault. She had maybe been a little too enthusiastic with her moans, and she had been the one who insisted that she had to be naked for the massage. She may have sent her poor daughter an unintended message.
And then there were her stiff nipples. Anne plopped down on her bed and ran her hands up over her breasts with a frustrated groan. God, they were still stiff. As much as it made her uncomfortable to admit, she had been getting some sexual stimulation out of Melanie's massage. Not intentionally, of course, but the wine and the feeling of someone's touch on her naked body had combined to turn her on a little, and she had been so relaxed that she hadn't fought back against that reaction.
And that arousal hadn't gone away either. Anne slipped a hand between her legs to feel the wetness building there and shivered from the touch. Mmmm, she needed to find a way to get another deep massage like that, and this time, let it go all the way.
Not from Melly, obviously. Anne was responsible for Melanie, and raising her from a child had raised strong, unshakeable mental walls that would never let her see Melanie in a sexual way.
But from a different young, slim woman, much like Melly, but not her daughter? Anne would be very interested in getting a thorough massage from someone like that. She undid her robe again and began gliding her fingers into and out of her slick pussy while another hand rose to grasp and squeeze her breast.
As she lay back on the bed and spread her thighs wide, giving her hand greater access as she imagined a young, slim, faceless woman rubbing every inch of her curvy, mature body.
But not Melanie... just a woman who looked very, very close to her...
...
Something strange happened as Melanie lay fuming and embarrassed from her devastating mistake. Anne began another wild masturbation session. That wasn't unusual in itself, but what was strange was its intensity. Whatever Melanie's mother was doing to herself tonight, it was rhythmically bumping her bed up against her daughter's wall as Anne's sweet, slutty moans filled the air.
Even more interesting than her unusually passionate self-pleasure was the topic of this evening's dirty talk...
"Yesssss... touch me. Fucking rub those little hands all over me!"
And
"Grab my asss... Oh Goddddd."
And especially
"It's wrong. It's sooo wroooong. But it's s-so fucking HOT!
Melanie joined in, rubbing herself to the sweet sounds, and somewhere in the middle of her third orgasm while listening to her mother's whines and moans of taboo pleasure, her embarrassment over what happened during the massage faded... and a plan began to form in her mind.
Anne might have protested in the moment... but what Melanie was hearing right now proved that, on some level, her Mom was thinking about her daughter the same way Melanie thought about her. Her stiff nipples had been no coincidence. The problem was the stupid, hard-coded incest taboo. Even in the depths of lust, even when the subliminals had told her to forget her worries and stress, Anne's reluctance had still been too strong to overcome.
Melanie's eyes slid over to her computer. Well... if the spark of attraction and lust was already inside her mother, maybe all that she had to do was make some minor adjustments. A little more arousal... a little more willingness to ignore social taboos... with a little push. Anne might be willing to take the plunge.
With her mother's cries of ecstasy ringing in her ears, Melanie sat in front of her computer and got to work.
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Chapter 5
Collin lay on the couch, staring up at the ceiling listlessly. He hadn't moved in over an hour. He should get up and eat breakfast... but it just didn't appeal.
Cassidy was with them. Jack and Kelly. She had stayed with them.
The couple, who Collin had always thought of as lovely until today, had suddenly transformed into terrifying villains in his anxious mind. Kelly was warm, kind, and had a great sense of humor. But now he could only imagine her as a smirking, giggling, dominating temptress. Her eyes filled with wicked mockery. Jack, a solid, thoughtful, selfless preacher who Collin had always respected, had become a smug brute. Contemptuous of lesser men like Collin, and willing to claim their women by some archaic right of conquest.
Clearly those images were fantasies, conjured up by his frustrating, anxious arousal. Or maybe not.
Cassidy hadn't called him back. He couldn't remember the last time he had called her and not gotten any answer. Collin rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands and let out a defeated sigh. Maybe he should make sure that she was okay... call the hotel. Maybe even the police. But there was no point. It didn't take a genius to figure out what was going on. Cassidy had left to have sex with her friends, and she was having such a good time that her husband's calls weren't important enough to answer.
The creak of the screen-door interrupted Collin's wallowing thoughts of self-pity. The rattle of keys being inserted into the front door's lock. Collin jumped up, a spike of adrenaline pulsing through his veins. A mixture of conflicting emotions flooded through him. Relief, fear, love, anger. He couldn't wait for his wife to walk through that door. But, ‌he was terrified of what he might see.
The details of his dream flashed through his mind again. Cassidy, slipping her ring off, unable to meet his gaze. Apologizing. Her mind made up.
Would he see the same sad determination in her eyes right now?
He didn't feel ready when the door swung open and his wife stepped inside. For a second, her eyes were downcast... then they flicked up and caught him standing in his strange hesitant pose by the couch.
The sight of her... the woman he loved, her beautiful face, her shining auburn hair, her sweetly curving body, sent a pang of bittersweet love through his heart. But her eyes were what drew his focus. He was relieved he didn't see any of the contempt or sad finality he had feared... but there was a shadow in them. Reluctance. Guilt maybe? He supposed that made sense in context.
"Collin," she breathed, her eyes widening in surprise and some other unreadable, intense emotion. "I... um... Hi, honey." The smile she gave him was genuine, but weak.
"Hi," Collin said back awkwardly.
Cassidy suddenly felt like she was right back to the first time she met her husband. That cool, fall day freshman year of college, standing in line at the Java Jam in the university library. They were standing quietly, waiting for their orders and he'd turned to her, clearly nervous, and said that very same word, 'Hi'. That word seemed to have so much weight now as she stood mere feet from her husband, hands folded in front of her and wearing someone else's clothes. Someone else's underwear!
Cassidy cleared her throat and tried to speak again, but failed. Her lungs didn't have any air. Her vocal cords were frozen. She brushed back her hair, took a slow breath, and gave her husband a tentative smile. She tried to give him that same smile she'd given that first time he'd said 'hi'. A sweet, curious, and open smile, inviting him to say more. She'd always been the one who was more shy in their relationship. She tried to break the tension by doing something simple, removing her shoes and putting away her keys.
Collin, even with all the complex emotions running through him, felt drawn to his wife like a magnet. He crossed the room toward her as she finished hanging up her keys. When he finally reached her, he touched her shoulder with an awkward gesture of tender concern and desire to connect. "Hey," he said... cleared his throat. "Are you... ok?"
She flashed her husband a look that was simultaneously touched by his concern and guilty for causing it. "Yeah, honey. I'm okay. Fine. Really." Collin smiled and felt a little relieved. If nothing strange had happened, it raised the question of why she hadn't called him back. But that was something they could figure out later.
Right now, there was just one question on the tip of Collin's tongue. A question that he needed the answer to. No matter what it might be.
"Did..." He swallowed, his mouth suddenly bone dry. "Did it... happen?"
Right as it left his mouth, he knew it was a stupid question. He knew Cassidy was going to have sex with Jack and Kelly. Why else would she have been gone all night? But it still hurt a little to see her eyes flicker away from him, down to the ground.
Cassidy bit her lip thoughtfully, and her cheeks grew pink. "Yes," she finally said. A simple answer.
Questions crowded Collin's brain, struggling to force their way out. "So you... with Jack?" he said, stunned. "How did it, you know... feel? Did you do things with Kelly too? Was he bigger than me?" The words poured out of him uncontrollably, and he could see that his wife was getting uncomfortable. But it was hard to get a hold of himself. All of his jealousy and anxiety from the night before felt like it was venting out of his mouth.
Cassidy was blushing heavily now. She couldn't look him in the eyes. "Collin," she squeaked, "I just got home. Sorry, but could I have just a minute to decompress?" She folded her arms over her chest, effectively closing herself off to him.
Collin took a deep breath and got a hold of himself. She was right. He was losing control and scaring her. It was better if they took a second and collected themselves. "Right," he heard himself say. "I'm sorry for just interrogating you like that. I... I'm glad you're back, baby." And then, craving a feeling of connection with her more than anything, he pulled Cassidy into a hug.
For one terrifying second, she was stiff and awkward in his arms. Then she melted into his embrace, her arms pulling tight around him and her face nestling into his shoulder. Even with all the unanswered questions in his mind, Collin could sense her feelings toward him in her arms, and the tightness in his chest unwound just a fraction. "I'm glad to be back too. Sorry I'm kinda late," she said. Her voice was muffled as she spoke into his shoulder and a small hiccupping laugh bubbled up when she spoke.
"Take your time, babe," Collin said, pulling away with a wobbly smile. "We can talk in a minute when you get settled. I'm just going to go lay down for a bit." He made his way to the bedroom and collapsed on the bed, trying to relax and breathe without over analyzing every tiny expression and word his wife had just said. She was here now. She would explain everything. She loved him. All of his fears and jealousy were just misunderstandings.
Cassidy watched her husband go before finally taking a deep breath, feeling like her chest was wrapped in rubber bands. Coming back home had been overwhelming. When she saw Collin, her heart had swelled and her stomach had flipped. She loved him so much. She knew that, but it had been a relief to feel the simple, pure love for her favorite man and know that last night hadn't changed her feelings. But she couldn't help seeing the curiosity and confusion in his expression. And those questions... How did it feel? Was he bigger? Gosh, why did men always have to go to the size thing? Sure, size could make a difference, and Jack certainly had more... girth than Collin, but he wasn't all that much longer and... and really it was comparing apples and oranges. It wasn't as simple as bigger is better.
There was no denying Jack had made her cum multiple times last night. And, while it took Collin a little time to bring her to orgasm, Jack had pounded them into her and out of her fairly easily. But that didn't mean he was better. The two experiences were utterly different. Both special. But would Collin believe her if she told him that complicated truth? Could he believe her? Penis size seemed to be some primal insecurity for men.
She pinched the bridge of her nose and took a seat at the kitchen counter, collecting herself. Collin was waiting. She owed him some answers. Something. But what exactly? She didn't want to lie... at least not outright. But she also knew that Collin couldn't take the truth, even if she truly believed that what happened last night could never threaten her love for him. She hugged herself, hands rubbing up and down her arms restlessly, going over the possibilities, but every time she thought about last night...this morning... a heat began rising between her thighs. Slowly, hesitantly, her hand slipped down into her capris, under the borrowed panties, and felt herself. Slick. Warm. Wanting. But the question that haunted her for that second of intimate contact was... who was she wanting?
Biting her lip, she took her hand out of her pants, feeling like some horny teenager just discovering her body. A few steadying breaths later, she got up, and walked down the hall to their bedroom.
Collin heard his wife enter the room and felt the bed shift as she sat down beside him. A tender hand touched his back as he faced away.
"I'm sorry, honey," Cassidy whispered, her voice calm. "I just, last night was a lot. I just needed a minute. And, I should have asked; How are you doing? Are you ok?" Collin wanted to reassure her, but he had no idea how he could even begin to answer that question while being honest and fair to her. He didn't feel okay, honestly. But he knew his feelings were a little unreasonable. He was well aware of what Cassidy was doing at the hotel last night. He had given his blessing to the whole indecent situation.
True, the lack of contact demanded an explanation, but that wasn't the main reason he was upset. As unfair as it might be, the main reason he was upset was that someone else had fucked his wife.
So, unsure how to answer the question, he just turned toward Cassidy and asked, "Are you ready to talk about it now?"
Cassidy looked uncomfortable again, drawing her knees up to her chin in a posture that was both endearingly innocent and defensive. She shrugged, her eyes lowered. "If you want to..."
Collin nodded firmly. He needed to hear what had happened, even if it hurt. But strangely, pain wasn't the only thing he was feeling. There was a dark curiosity growing inside of him... hungry for details for an entirely different reason.
"Well..." began Cassidy with a grimace, "When Kelly and I left the party, we went to the hotel room and got ready. Once we were dressed, we called Jack up to the room. He uh... when he got there we, well... we had sex. I'm sorry I didn't call or respond to your messages. I accidentally left my phone on vibrate in the bathroom. And... When we were done, I just... lost track of time. We were all tired and just fell asleep. When I woke up this morning, I took a shower, and we ate breakfast. It wasn't until I was getting dressed that I saw your messages."
Collin stared at his wife expectantly for a moment, but she had lapsed into silence. He frowned. The stomach-churning, darkly arousing event that had twisted him into a knot of anxiety had been covered by the short, dry phrase "we had sex". She had talked about it with about as much detail as she had described the breakfast she ate the next morning.
"That's it?" he asked incredulously.
Cassidy shrugged and glanced at him innocently.
Collin sat up in bed, his frown deepening. "I mean... what was it like?" he asked, trying to keep the annoyance from his voice. "How did it feel to... to be with Jack? What about Kelly? What things did you three do exactly?"
"What do you want me to say, Collin?" Cassidy sounded prickly and defensive. "It was sex. Jack put his penis in my vagina. Sex Ed 101. Insert, in and out, done. Happy?"
Collin stared at her, his mouth open. This was totally unlike her. "Cass..." he said slowly, "You promised me you would tell me everything when you got back. Don't act like I'm crazy for wanting to hear what happened."
Cassidy groaned, pulling her knees tight to her body and burying her face in them, almost in the fetal position now. "I know! I know, Collin. I'm sorry. But, this is hard for me! It's embarrassing. Sex is a private thing, you know? It's not something I talk about with people outside the bedroom. Are you expecting some sort of sex hotline? Want me to put on a sultry voice and tell you all the dirty details? Should I charge you 14.99 for each minute?" Her voice was harsh now, almost angry. Defensive.
The concept hit Collin like a slap in the face. Cassidy was saying sex with Jack and Kelly was a special, private thing... only for them. Almost as if he shouldn't be allowed to hear about it. He was sure she didn't mean it that way, but the idea was scary and demeaning and uncomfortably arousing. His wife had a part of her sex life that he was now excluded from.
Cassidy paled, her eyes widening as she noticed her husband's stunned face. "Oh. OH! Honey... Oh God, I'm sorry. That came out all wrong. I just meant, like, talking so openly and bluntly about this stuff isn't easy. And there's not like... a course I can take to tell my husband how I had sex with my best friend and her husband. But..." She reached out, touching his arm. "If you want details, I'll tell you anything. Everything. Just ask. I... I promise I won't hold back." And she meant it. She may have decided that Collin finding out everything was a bad idea, but she wasn't going to lie. If he asked, she'd tell.
Collin thought for a moment, his eyebrows drawn together. He seemed almost scared when he raised his eyes and asked, "How did he look? Was he... I mean, did you find Jack attractive?"
Cassidy felt her heart skip a beat. Shit. She had expected him to jump right into little specific sexual details, but Collin was probing directly at the most painful, worrying questions possible. But she had just promised both him and herself she would be honest, so she steeled herself and said, "Yes. He's in good shape, Collin. You know that."
Collin nodded, looking a little glum, but accepting the obvious truth that Jack was a handsome man. Cassidy relaxed a fraction. He had taken that well. Maybe this would be easier than she thought. Then Collin hit her with an even harder question.
"Was he better than me? In bed?"
Well, that cut right to the heart of it, didn't it? It was also one of the most complicated and dangerous things he could have asked. The question she had been dreading. He wanted her to directly compare him and Jack, something Cassidy had been doing unconsciously since the threesome had started.
"No. I wouldn't say he's better," said Cassidy, picking her words carefully. The utterly blunt, honest truth would be to say that Jack was a fantastic lover. He had made her feel alive. But that didn't mean she had just lied. Sex with Collin was a luxurious bubble bath with a glass of wine and a good book: cozy, warm, and tension-dissolving. Sex with Jack and Kelly had been a ride on a rollercoaster, thrilling, heart-pounding, and knuckle-whitening. Why couldn't she like both without comparing them? Was that an answer that Collin could accept?
"It's just that... How can I explain?" she mused aloud, her hands nervously twisting, clasped around her knees.
Collin gestured for her to go on, trying his best to give her the benefit of the doubt. Cassidy raked a distracted hand through her lovely auburn hair, her deep blue eyes staring a million miles away. "It was... different," she said. Her eyes met his, full of reluctance and worry. "When you and I make love, it's intimate and comfortable and... I don't know exactly, but it's sacred, almost. With them...um, it wasn't like that."
"So what did it feel like?" He prompted, holding his wife's eyes.
Cassidy broke eye contact. She couldn't help it this time. She pulled her punch. Gave her husband a half-answer he could accept. "Awkward‌. Dirty. Sometimes I just sat and watched. Ya know, there were two of us, so... taking turns." She shrugged and tried to smile like it was funny.
Collin got the frustrating sense that she was holding things back. Like a clear wall of glass had descended between them that he couldn't breach. "So, what exactly did you do? What... I mean, what positions and stuff?"
Cassidy sighed. "Collin, I know I said I'd tell you everything, but, is this going to be like a play-by-play sort of thing? Do I need to get a white board?" Her voice was defensive again. "I'm sorry. I'm just... I don't know how to do this. We had sex. A few different positions. Pretty standard."
"With Kelly too?" Asked Collin quietly, his mind going crazy with the possibilities.
Cassidy shrugged, her blushing face buried in her knees. "It depends on what you consider sex... I guess... I would say yes."
Collin could feel his cock straining hard against his pants now. Partially from imagining his innocent wife naked with her best friend, doing unspeakable things to each other. But almost equally because of her attitude. Cassidy had explored sex with another woman... without him. And she didn't want to talk about it with him, despite the fact that Jack had had a front-row seat.
But there was one important question he had been dancing around. In some ways, the all-important question. He had to know the answer.
"Did you enjoy it?" Collin asked softly. "The threesome, I mean?"
He watched his wife's face carefully. She hesitated, but at that moment, Collin saw all he needed to see. The way she bit her lip, the way her eyes sparkled with guilt and pleasure for a moment. It didn't matter what she said. He knew her genuine answer. He groaned and turned over, facing away from her and feeling the cold devastation in his heart that had been haunting him all morning take hold once again.
"Honey," Cassidy lay down and put her arms around him, tight about his waist. Her whisper was a bit heartbreaking, apologetic "I...yes...I..."
"I had a dream last night," said Collin dully, interrupting her. "A dream that you left me. Found something so new and exciting with Jack and Kelly that you didn't want me anymore. Took off your ring and gave it back." By the last few words, he was fighting back a wobble in his voice and a lump in his throat.
"Wh...what?" Cassidy's voice cracked and broke, her tears quickly overflowing. "Collin! Oh, honey. NO!" She firmly but gently pulled Collin to roll over and face her, taking his face into her hands and looking him directly in the eye. "Never. Fucking Never. I'll never leave you. I don't care if Jack had the biggest cock in the world and fucked me so hard with it I had a million orgasms at once. I don't want him. Not as my husband. Not as the father of my children. I want you. I chose and still choose you!" Maybe she was being a bit over the top, but she didn't know how else to make sure Collin understood that she loved him. That hadn't changed. It could never change.
Yes... her feelings were conflicted right now. How could they not be when she'd had such a unique new experience? But the love she felt for him was the same as it had always been. That was confirmed the second she walked through the door and saw his face. And she knew, KNEW that the feeling between her legs earlier wasn't for Jack or Kelly, it was a need for her husband. A need to feel him and know him again.



Breathing hard and deep, the heat of their breaths making each other's cheeks rosy, Cassidy kept her eyes on her husband while she let one of her hands trail down his cheek, his neck, his chest, and finally his jeans. Her eyes widened with pleased confusion when she felt just how hard he was. She'd been expecting to have to work to get him excited after the nerve-wracking, embarrassing ordeal he had been through, but... had he been getting turned on by even just those little scraps that she'd told him? Was... was something about this situation a turn on for Collin?
That might be something they'd have to talk about, but... now... now she needed to reassure her husband that she belonged to him. Only him. Always.
She unbuttoned his jeans with hasty, fumbling fingers, hand reaching in past his boxers to take hold of his wonderful cock. She knew it so intimately. As fun as it had been to explore Jack, the familiar feel of her husband's penis sent a thrill through her. She knew exactly how to make him hard. How to get him excited. How he would feel inside her, like a key fitting snugly into a lock. Made for each other. She wanted that familiarity so badly.
"Maybe..." She trembled as she held onto his cock tightly, eyes still on his, with a few tears dripping down her cheeks. She knew her husband felt bad about being excluded from her experience last night. She couldn't stand for him to know everything that had happened... but it wouldn't hurt if he got just the tiniest taste... right? "Maybe I can show you something we... I did... last night..." She moved slowly down her husband's body, letting Collin lay back and tugging his pants down to expose his erection. She panted seeing it, burning with desire at the sight of him. Her hands engulfed it again, stroking up and down to make sure it was firm and ready. Then she leaned down, looking up at her husband with hot, adoring eyes and did something she hadn't done more than a handful of times in their marriage. She kissed the tip of his cock, slow and sensual, her movements slightly awkward. She rubbed her lips around it as she tried to keep her eyes locked on his, then slid her mouth over the head, sealing her lips around it.
Collin took a deep shuddering breath, his cock throbbing with almost painful lust as he looked down at his wife. Her deep blue eyes were loving as she rubbed his cock all over her soft lips, then slid his cock into her warm, wet mouth. Cassidy and he had tried blowjobs before, but it had never been anything like this. In fact, the last time they had tried, she had just looked bored and uncomfortable. But now... now she looked horny and desperately eager to please him.
Had she looked just like this for Jack last night?
For some reason, that thought sent another crackling wave of arousal through his body, and he was forced to hiss and grip the sheets, trying desperately not to cum too soon. Cassidy looked up at him, her slim hand around the base of his cock, eyes concerned.
"Is it ok?" she asked timidly. "Did I do something wrong?"
"No," said Collin hurriedly, not wanting to discourage her from what was already the best blowjob he had ever received. "Nothing wrong at all. So you... you did this for Jack?"
Cassidy tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear and looked away. "Not just that," she said shyly. Collin reached down and cupped her cheek, calling her clear blue eyes back to his.
"Show me."
The command sent a wonderful chill of goosebumps all over Cassidy's skin. Maintaining searing eye contact, Cassidy opened her soft lips, wrapping them gently around her husband's cock once again. Her tongue swirled gracefully around his tip. It was so much more intense than any blowjob she had given before. Was it just because they were both so turned on? Had Jack... taught her this? Either way, Collin couldn't be upset about it right now. It just felt too fucking good.
Cassidy kept a hand around Collin's shaft, her wedding ring glistening in the bedroom light. The smell of him was... it was so different from Jack. Collin was more of a clean, simple scent. Dove soap and clean clothes. Jack was musky; Old Spice and wood polish, probably from the pews in the church where he spent a lot of his time.
She looked up at Collin, who was staring at her with renewed wonder and awe. It was the look he'd given her on their wedding night. It was amazing. It made her heart ache, remembering his eyes on her for that first time. And now... he was looking at her that way again.
Was it because of what happened last night? That was interesting information to tuck away in the back of her brain.
She brought her lips back to the tip of his penis and kissed gently, trying to remember what Kelly had done with Jack. Last night she'd tried to copy her friend's actions, but she didn't have Kelly beside her now to mirror. She had to do this on her own.
"I kiss...I kissed Jack's penis..." Cassidy cringed a little and made an effort to be naughtier. "His cock. I tasted it... like this." She licked along his frenulum, keeping her eyes locked with his. Would he like this? Her telling him these dirty details about... about her infidelity? Is that what had made him hard earlier? Her heart was pounding for so many reasons and she couldn't figure out which was more worrisome. If he liked it? If he didn't? If she even cared?
Collin groaned watching her. This entire experience was already too mind-blowing to process properly, especially with so much of his blood now rushing to his crotch.
"He was..." Cassidy thought for a second, formulating the dirty talk that didn't come naturally to her. "He was thicker..." she whispered,sliding her lips around Collin's head again and sucking gently for a few moments before popping off with a loud, wet smack. "He really stretched..." She let her eyes find his as the unfinished thought lingered in the air. Then she leaned in, stroking his pulsing shaft, and took his head back into her mouth.
"W...what? Stretch...stretched what?" He was like an eager boy, desperate to know.
She shook her head, his cock still between her lips and her eyes glittering with shy mischief. She wasn't going to tell. It seemed like teasing him was something that excited her husband... And she wanted so badly to turn him on tonight. She wanted him to feel as horny for her as she was for him. He deserved it.
Cassidy tried to feel that teasing spirit... like Kelly had last night. Her teeth nipped at Collin's cock, making him gasp in pain.
She immediately pulled back, her eyes growing wide, shocked at herself. "Oh...I... I'm sorry. I didn't mean to hurt..."
Collin interrupted her, surprising even himself by taking the back of her head and pulling her back to his cock. Pushing demandingly back into her mouth. "Fuck...don't stop honey, please..." His breathing was harsh and hard, his tone desperate and greedy.
Cassidy moaned and closed her eyes, swallowing more of her husband's cock into her mouth. She swallowed inch after inch, trying her hardest, but couldn't get much further than halfway. She hadn't been able to deep throat Jack either, but... maybe one day... with practice...
Her head bobbed up and down slowly, sensually, but firmly, sucking Collin's cock. Her hand gripped tightly around the root of his penis below her mouth. Her fellatio technique wasn't as skilled as Kelly's, but Collin wouldn't know the difference. Jack had had no complaints about her performance, and he got frequent blowjobs from his incredibly experienced wife, so Collin would most likely be thrilled.
They could only go for a few minutes before they needed more. Their first truly successful blowjob had filled them both with overwhelming sensations and sent wild desire spiralling through them like a whirling tornado. Collin pulled Cassidy up towards him, kissing her hard and deep, his arms strong and passionate as he held her close. Breathing her in, his hands moving down to her capris, unbuttoning, unzipping, shoving them down with rough, desperate desire...
"Wh...Cass? Whose underwear..." He stared at the thong panties, so tight, with little hearts all over, clinging skin-tight to... wait...
"Cass," Collin breathed, his hand moving down and cupping her covered mound. His thumb moved, tracing lightly over the soft fabric, flush against her warm skin. "Oh, shit!" His eyes darted to hers and she stared back, cheeks red and eyes doe-like and embarrassed. "You...you shaved?" She heard that strange emotion in his voice once again. Jealous. A little upset... but also hungry. Horny.
Cassidy bit her lip, eyes watery again. "Jack wanted me bare," she whispered, her voice carrying just a hint of bedroom rasp.
They stared at each other for a moment. Collin's raging hard on pulsed with his rapid heartbeat. Cassidy stared back, her eyes filled with innocence and embarrassment. His hand firmly pressed against her panties, feeling the smoothness underneath. And the moist heat.
"Fuck," he finally whispered.
"Collin..." Cassidy didn't get to finish her thought. Her husband rolled her over, pinned her legs open and pulled the panties to the side, groaning at the sight of her lusciously smooth slit, glistening with slick desire. He didn't wait, didn't linger. He moved powerfully over her, plunging his cock deep into his wife all the way to the hilt.
"OH! OH, HOLY FUCK COLLIN!" She screamed and arched, his hand pushing her shirt up and pulling her bra down to expose her breasts. Grabbing onto them, he pushed even deeper with a brutal, animalistic grunt. Collin's movements were hard and smooth and confident. Powerfully taking her, staking his claim on the woman he loved, and reclaiming her. It wasn't the same as their usual lovemaking, but in some ways, it was better. Collin had never felt this manly, this strong. It was incredible. The sensation of being his... the feeling of his passionate desire to reforge their bond... it built rapidly inside her, filling her with overwhelming heat. "COLLIN!" She shrieked, climaxing almost immediately. Her orgasm overrode everything in her brain and made her whole body tremble in ecstasy as his cock pierced deep, stretching her tunnel.
It didn't matter that Jack had been thicker or a little longer. Sex with him had been intense in many new ways, but this... this was... oh god this was perfect.
Collin pulled back and thrust in with another grunt. His eyes blazed as he stared down at his wife. Her tits bounced beneath his hands as he maintained his firm grip on them. Her pussy was so tight, so perfect around his cock. It was a velvet inferno, and he didn't care if he burned all the way to his marrow. He picked up his pace, relishing the contortions on his wife's face as she cried in ecstasy. His hard thrusts made his balls slap against her ass over and over. Her slick juices dripped and ran down between them, filling the bedroom with wet, sloppy noises; obscene and pornographic and wonderful.
It didn't last long. It couldn't. They were both delirious with need. Collin thrust faster and deeper, feeling his orgasm building. His wife moaned and gasped underneath him, her fingers clawing at his back, desperate for more of him. The sight of his cock sinking and disappearing again and again inside her bald little slit drove him crazy. Jack had experienced his wife bald, silky-smooth, before him. Jack had taken that from him. Cassidy had offered that new, exciting experience to Jack... to another man. It made him furious and... and... his cock had never been harder. His orgasm was impossible to stop.
"Fuck! OH FUCK CASS FUCK!!!!!" He thrust three more times, hard and deep, making her whole body shake and strain, arching up into his.
"COLLIN!" She was crying, tears all over her cheeks. "PLEASE. FUCK, HONEY I LOVE YOU! OH GOD I'M CUMMING!"
They synchronized their cries of pleasure. Ecstasy. Collin spasmed inside his wife, shooting so much thick, burning cum he wasn't sure he'd ever be able to cum again after this.
Cassidy felt her husband's release inside her. Just like with Jack. No... more than Jack's. A torrent. A fire hose of semen splashing and coating every inch inside her. It was fiery paint, making her walls a blazing tribute to Collin's male potency. Claiming her. Primally marking his territory.
She reached up and grabbed hold of Collin, bringing him down and kissing him. Pressing their bodies together as their orgasms washed over them. And... then, all too quickly and suddenly, their lips parted, their breaths caught, and they collapsed into each other's arms, sweaty and spent.
Then...they fell asleep.
...
"I had no idea," purred Kelly, kneeling between her husband's legs, naked, with a bottle of warming oil and a firm hand on his shaft, "That my hubby was such a bad, sinful man."
Jack groaned in frustration, humping his hips slightly upward into his wife's teasing touch. He had informed her a few minutes ago that, despite how horny they both were, he just didn't think he could perform after how hard he had gone last night.
Kelly had proposed an alternate arrangement, and now he was on his back, his cock slippery with massage oil and throbbing with lust. She tipped the bottle and let the oil pour over the head of her husband's cock, cascading and slipping down along his skin, glistening beautifully. Teasing was too tame a word for what Kelly was doing to him. She had her tablet propped on Jack's chest, moving with his breaths but still miraculously standing, playing portions of last night's steamy events. As the video played, Kelly added her own dirty commentary and filthy talk to torture Jack even further.
"Sinful?" He said with a grin, his eyes watching avidly as his cock lined up with Cassidy's sweet pussy on the screen. "I'm not sure what you mean..."
Kelly giggled, rubbing up and down the sensitive front of his throbbing cock with one teasing finger while she poured a little oil over her beautiful breasts, letting the oil drip from her nipples. "Don't play coy with me, Jack. Who else but a wicked man would stretch open such a tight little married pussy like that with his big, thick cock?" Her voice was breathy and warm, raising goosebumps all over Jack's body. For just a moment, as Jack's cock spread Cassidy open on the screen, Kelly's hand was tight on the head of his cock, moving slowly down its length in a tight ring before she released him again. She was mimicking the feelings on screen. Her hand wrapped around the head again and she dripped more warming oil along the tip as she moved her hand down, down, down, imitating the sensation of his cock sliding into Cassidy's cunt.
"You took that cute little bald pussy, didn't you, big boy? Made it all yours for the evening... Gave sweet Cassidy something she never had before. Made another man's wife moan out your name." Kelly placed her flat palm over the head of his cock, swirling it around with delicious pressure. Jack's breaths were hard and ragged. He felt like he was about to cum...
Kelly pulled away right at the last second, reading her husband like a book. He growled in frustration, but there was nothing he could do. Kelly had set the rules of the game: he wasn't allowed to touch either Kelly or himself.
"He likes it!" said Kelly smugly. "You like it when I talk about how big and strong and dominant you are, hubby? You want to hear your wife gush about how much of an alpha you are?"
"Yeah." His voice was gruff and needy, not even ashamed of playing to Kelly's taunts. He did want it, and he knew she would keep going if he asked.
"Well, how can I say no?" Said Kelly, swiping the tablet to a new video, leaving a faint, blurry streak of oil on the screen. This was the part of the night where Cassidy and Kelly were on their knees, worshiping his cock together.
"Look at that... my big powerful man, standing proud and tall." Kelly's voice was raspy with lust, and it was clear she enjoyed her husband's show of dominance almost as much as he did. "Commanding. Deserving. So clearly superior that he gets to have two women on their knees worshipping his manhood..."
She leaned in closer, her hard nipples pressing against his legs. The oil on her nipples spread along his thigh. Her next words came out as a quiet hiss.
"... While poor, sad Collin had to sit at home and jerk off."
Jack's cock twitched, and he sucked in a deep breath. A little squirt of pre cum dripped out of his cock, mingling with the oil, but he managed to hold it together. "Don't say that, angel," he said in a troubled voice, even as his blood pulsed with arousal.
"Why not?" asked Kelly with mock innocence. Her hand wrapped firmly around his cock again, slowly pumping up and down. "You really think he didn't jerk off last night? While his wife was with you... getting her pussy stretched open... moaning your name? Getting filled with your thick fucking cum? I think he did. I think it made him hard as a rock knowing you were balls deep inside his wife."
"It's not about that!" groaned Jack, trying to resist the dark, dominant impulses inside of him. "Collin is a good man. I don't want to... I don't know, bully him. Cassidy is his."
"She's his... normally," agreed Kelly, her dark eyes flashing wickedly. "But when your cock is inside her pussy, she's yours. I saw it in her eyes. She would have done anything to feel you fucking her."
"And maybe sometimes she's yours?" Jack asked, raising an eyebrow. He saw the excitement cross Kelly's face at the thought for a moment before she controlled herself. "Maybe. Let's not get off topic. C'mon, hubby. It's just you and me. We always let our fantasies run wild in this bed. It doesn't have to mean anything when we leave the bedroom, you know that. So tell me... does it turn you on to own another man's wife?"
Jack hesitated, but Kelly was right. They had entertained many fantasies in their bedroom play that they never intended to take into the outside world. So why did this one feel so... dangerous? Jack let himself feel it... the dominant, smug arousal of defeating another man. Of claiming his woman. Of getting two women while Collin got none. Up 2-0.
"Yeah," he said with a wide grin. "Yeah it does."
"Look who's finally being honest!" The video was reaching its climax. On the tablet, Jack stroked his throbbing cock over Kelly's and Cassidy's upturned faces. "There's no need to be ashamed, darling. It's a good thing to be a strong, dominant man. After all... nice guys finish last. And bad boys finish on nice girls' faces. Or in their married pussies, right, big boy?" The video demonstrated Kelly's words. Jack's thick cum spurted all over the two women on their knees, submitting to his dominant display with obedient smiles.
"Get on your hands and knees." Jack couldn't take it anymore. Screw his sore body. He needed to fuck something and burn off this dark heat inside him.
Kelly's look of triumph told him all that he needed to know. She had riled him up and teased him on purpose until his aches and pains could no longer hold him back from his lust. She really was a clever woman. Before she moved, Kelly swiped to another video on the screen. This one showed hard, fast missionary, Jack thrusting deep into Cassidy while her legs wrapped around him and her delicate hands clutched at his back. Kelly placed the tablet in his hands.
"Put it on my back," she said with a wicked wink. "Tonight I want you to fuck me like I'm her."
Kelly turned her back and got into position, arching her back and spreading her thighs to reveal her dripping, smooth, and ready pussy. Jack gulped, then did as she said, balancing the tablet on the small of his wife's back, then entering her velvety pussy in one smooth motion.
God, it was intense. Fucking his wife's wet pussy while watching himself fuck Cass on the screen. Cassidy's innocent blue eyes were wide, staring up at Jack in raptured awe. He hadn't noticed that when they were in the middle of it all. He'd been focused on thrusting into her. Feeling the difference in her pussy compared to Kelly. Even after one night of passion, his cock had already memorized the feeling of Cassidy's married cunt wrapped tightly around him, and still the contrast and combination of stimulations was intoxicating.



The video continued. Cassidy holding onto Jack. The view moved from their faces to where his bare cock was thrusting deep into her bald, clinging slit. She stretched so wide that every time he pulled back, her lips were dragged and pulled, trying to keep him inside. He heard the soft murmurs from the camera.
"Fuck." That was Kelly. "Oh, my god, that's beautiful."
"Jack... Jack please...so good..." Cassidy whimpering.
"Take it. Oh fuck Cassidy, you're so tight..." Jack moaning as he fucked deep.
Jack began humping faster. Kelly began pushing back against him as well, sweet little gasps puffing from between her lips. Jack reached down to steady the tablet to keep it from falling. Now that he had it, he didn't want to lose this combination of sex and voyeuristic remembrance.
'Fuck me!" moaned Kelly, looking over her shoulder at her husband with a mischievous gleam in her eyes. "Fuck me like I belong to someone else. Fuck me like you're claiming me."
Jack grunted and began thrusting even harder and deeper, pushing his wife down onto the bed with his cock. "Take it. Take my cock," he growled, his eyes focused on Cassidy's moaning face in the video. "Show me how much you want me. How you want me more..." He could feel his climax approaching. Kelly's pussy clenched needily around him, milking him tightly.
"Say it," demanded Kelly. "Let it out, baby."
"Show me you want me more than him!" roared Jack, pushing forward and cumming with his wife in real life just as Cassidy began shaking and straining in the video, caught in her own orgasm. Kelly cried out beneath him, her orgasmic moans muffled by the sheets his cock had forced her down into. Jack gripped her hips tight, savoring the orgasm with his wife and discarding the wicked fantasy for the moment. He was happy to be here with her right now. With a loving, generous wife and sexual partner who loved to play with him.
After his powerful orgasm, the aches and pains he had been trying to ignore surged back, and Jack fell back onto the bed with a defeated puff of air. Kelly crept back up the bed to snuggle against him, her body slick with oil and sweat. There was no teasing this time, just warm, affectionate attention. She pulled him into a sweet kiss. "That was hot!"
"Yeah," agreed Jack, his voice a little troubled. "It was."
Kelly's eyebrows creased, and she turned her husband's face toward hers. "What's the matter?"
Jack shrugged. "I don't know. Talking about Collin and Cassidy that way... it feels a little disrespectful. Even if it is hot. I would never want to do anything to hurt their relationship."
Kelly snorted lightly and ruffled his hair. "Since when do we feel guilty about dirty talk? This wasn't nearly as bad as that one fantasy I had..."
Despite himself, Jack chuckled. "Don't remind me. That one was fucked up."
"And I would never want to do that one in real life," said Kelly firmly. "It's a game, darling." A smile crept over her face. "But it's a game that has you really worked up, doesn't it? You're like an insatiable beast. Does the new mare have the old warhorse feeling frisky?"
Jack chuckled, pulling his wife close. "Can you blame me? It was a once in a lifetime treat. Of course I'm going to... treasure the memory."
Kelly's grin turned secretive. She traced a little pattern on her husband's chest. "Hmmm. Well... maybe yes, maybe no. How does that old saying go? Never say never."
Jack glanced sharply at his wife, a pulse of adrenaline racing through him. "What do you mean?" He asked cautiously, not daring to put the thought into words.
Kelly shrugged coyly. "I don't know. Maybe nothing. All I'm saying is that I expected last night to be fun, but I think we all had an even better time than we thought we would. It wouldn't shock me if Cassidy was curious to... explore that feeling a little more."
"And Collin?" asked Jack, his voice serious.
"Only with his permission, of course," said Kelly automatically and sincerely, "but he said yes once. And some guys are into this sort of thing. You never know."
"You think?" Asked Jack, feeling a little odd about the thought. "Collin? Into...?"
"It's only a possibility." Kelly's eyes were pure innocence. "Would you be open to it? If everyone else was?"
Jack thought about the complex emotions and strong dominant impulses he had been feeling... and then about Cassidy's sweet voice moaning his name... her tight pussy clutching his cock... and Collin home alone, jerking off to the thought.
"Yeah. I would be interested."
...
Cassidy's breaths were coming in hot, wet gasps, but she tried to keep them quiet. Her fingers danced hard and fast over her clit. Sitting on the floor, back against the bathroom vanity, handle of the cabinet digging into her shoulder blade, Cassidy was furiously trying to pleasure herself.
She held her phone, the volume turned so low she could barely hear it, watching one of the videos that Jack and Kelly had shared. The camera was angled over Jack's shoulder. Cassidy's ass was filling the screen and Jack's firm hands were pulling open her cheeks to expose... everything. Oh god, her asshole was pink and puckering and on display. But even more erotic was what was right below that little pink bud: her stretched bald mound. Jack was burying his thick cock inside her again and again. White frothy cream was gathered around his base, Cassidy's arousal on complete display. She was stretched to a limit she'd never imagined. Never in all her years had she looked so closely at a vagina swallowing a cock. She had never really seen the point in watching pornography, but this was different: thrilling and taboo. It wasn't some random porn actress. It was HER vagina. That was JACK's cock.
"Yes...yes take it, Cass. Fuck! Take it... oh god you're so fucking tight! Collin is such a fucking lucky man..." Jack's grunts and praise were repeated over and over again as he fucked her hard.
The sound of those low, roughly grunted words made Cassidy plunge two fingers into her burning hole and gasp loudly. His passion and desire for her was so raw and powerful... Her body stiffened, painfully pressing the cabinet handle into her back. Oh God, she was going to cum! From her own fingers! Cassidy had never been the type to climax easily, before last night at least, and didn't have much practice with masturbation in any case. But it was undeniable, she bit her lip hard and whimpered as she felt it wash over her. Her orgasm rushed through her hard, forced, like pushing something through a tight, tight hole. There was a sensation of pressure, her skin tightening and every muscle tensing up. Her pussy gushed around her fingers, dripping onto the bath mat on the floor.
"Fuck....fuckfuckfuck." She clenched her teeth to keep herself from screaming and waking up Collin. He couldn't see her like this. Never like this. She was his soft, innocent, perfect bride. Not some desperate, dirty woman who finger-fucked herself to climax watching amateur porn on the bathroom floor.
She bit her lip hard and almost made it bleed as she kept herself quiet. Her phone fell from her trembling hand, the video stopping and screen going dark as it pattered to the soft, fluffy mat. She put a hand over her mouth and she sobbed, whimpered, let the orgasm wash over her so intensely she even felt tears squeeze from her eyes.
It lasted a full minute, and when finally the pleasure washed away like a tide going back out, she collapsed to the floor, curled in a fetal position, panting. Her pussy was on fire. The warmth between her legs was so intense, it almost felt as if she were ready for a whole other orgasm.
The sweat on her skin began cooling, and she rolled onto her back, taking deep gulping breaths. Even after the hard and fast activity with Collin, which had genuinely been utterly fantastic, she'd still wanted more when she woke up. They'd fallen asleep and slept through the whole day. No romantic outings or dinner or massages. Collin, exhausted from tension. Cassidy from... physical activities. They had stayed asleep in bed. But for some perverse reason, when she'd woken up in her husband's arms, she had been hornier than ever.
The temptation of watching the videos had been too great, so she'd stolen away into the bathroom and sat herself down, thinking she'd just watch a little. Just a small taste to satisfy her curiosity and take the edge off her inexplicable arousal. But over the following ten minutes, she'd watched through multiple videos, fast-forwarding through some to see the best parts. Some she remembered vividly, others felt brand new because she was seeing them from a completely different angle. She watched and watched, her eyes greedy... her smooth pussy growing hotter and wetter in her borrowed panties by the minute. Until suddenly it wasn't enough to just watch, so she'd started touching. Softly at first, then harder... and faster... And now she lay in a sweaty heap, gasping for air.
She knew this was wrong... or at least somewhat dubious at best. But, right or wrong, she wanted more. More of the videos. More... more of this sexual adventure. But just as she was discovering how exciting it could be, it seemed like this new sexual experience had already come and gone. Last night and this morning were most likely the only time she was ever going to experience something so mind-blowingly different. And... that would be okay. She could be okay with that. Sex with Collin was wonderful. And if earlier was any indication, they had a lot more they could explore.
But... as she lay and caught her breath and began to relax, Cassidy couldn't get the image of Kelly naked in the shower out of her head. The feel of her lips and skin. The sight of Jack's cock hanging in front of her face, his eyes commanding her to worship it. So many images flooded her mind... and made her nether's begin to heat up.
What was the harm in imagining?
Her hand went back to her swollen labia and began rubbing again...
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A week later...
Anne awoke with a moan, staring wide-eyed at the ceiling of her bedroom with sweaty sheets tangled around her body and damp panties. It had been the same for the past few nights. A dream she couldn't remember that left her burning with unfulfilled sexual energy.
She wasn't sure how much more of this she could take. She was already masturbating herself to sleep every night (which might account for the wet dreams, come to think of it). She wasn't sure what else she could do to satisfy her inexplicably increasing libido. Besides finding someone to fuck, of course... but where would she possibly find the time?
Anne tossed aside the sheets and rose from bed to start the day. First, she took a shower and rubbed herself to loud, moaning orgasms as the hot water cascaded over her, tweaking and pinching her stiff nipples mercilessly as her fingers plunged in and out of her pussy. Then, when she got a look at herself in her full-length mirror, she collapsed to the bed, spreading and lifting her legs to give herself the best possible view as she finger-fucked herself to another glorious, howling orgasm.
At that point, she was definitely running late. She hurried to her closet, cursing herself once again for her out-of-control libido, and selected an outfit for the day. Her hands hesitated over a sensible pair of dress pants, then moved on to select a short skirt instead. The skirt would never have occurred to her as suitable work attire a month ago. She had bought it as a sexy piece to go out in. But lately, Anne found that she couldn't stand clothes that were too confining. It did mean that she got more appraising stares from the staff and guests at her spa, but she wasn't as upset by that as she had originally expected. In fact, she had begun to find the attention somewhat interesting...
A tight short-sleeved blouse with the top few buttons left open completed the outfit, and soon Anne was on her way. She hurried out into the living room, putting on a pair of hoop earrings as she went, then stopped dead in her tracks. Melanie was up already, lounging back on the couch in some of the new pajamas she had started wearing around the house.
Anne couldn't tear her eyes away. She knew it was wrong, but for some reason, lately, when Melanie walked around the house in clothes like this... Anne's eyes just had a mind of their own. Right now, Melly lay back on the couch, a tight, midriff-baring shirt stretched taught over her firm little breasts, a teeny tiny pair of shorts riding up her long, smooth legs, wedged up between her thighs just enough to show a hint of...
Anne shook herself with a blush. It wasn't right to feel a flush of hungry heat when she looked at her own daughter. She had to resist those dark impulses at all costs. But Melanie hadn't been making that easy... Right on cue, Anne's daughter looked up from her phone, noticing her mom standing there with a guilty, conflicted look on her face. Melly's face broke into a wide, catlike grin. "Morning, mommy!" she said with a sigh, stretching her lithe little body luxuriously on the couch in a way that made her curves impossible to ignore. Then she leapt up, crossing the floor toward her mother with a hip-swaying walk.
Anne watched her approach with wide eyes, feeling the flare of helpless lust inside her that had troubled her almost constantly for the past few days. Her mouth was dry, her palms sweaty. This was another new ritual she could really do without.
But how could she tell her only daughter that she didn't want to hug anymore? Especially when the reason was that it turned her on too much.
Before she could think of anything she could say to stop it, Melanie was already there, twining her arms around Anne, pressing the full length of her tight little body into Anne's soft curves. Anne managed to just barely hold back a gasp, converting it instead into a sharp inward breath. God, she really needed to find some way of relieving her sexual tension soon. It shouldn't feel this good to have your daughter hug you! Melanie nuzzled her face into the crook of Anne's neck affectionately, sending butterflies fluttering through Anne's belly, then purred, "Have a good day at work, Mommy," before planting a feather-light kiss on her mother's cheek and pressing away, her cute little butt bouncing as she went.
Mommy... Melanie seemed to have switched over to using that word constantly ever since that strange, awkward massage the other night. Coincidentally, it was after that that Anne's libido started ramping up as well. What was going on with all of the sudden free floating sexual tension in their household? Was it coming from Melanie? Or Her? Whatever the case, she had to be careful... or she might end up being tempted into something she could never take back.
Anne left the house with her mind and body buzzing with inappropriate arousal, unsure if she was ready to face another day at work.
...
For a little while, the normal rhythm of work helped to calm Anne's horny distraction. Even with her new, healthier management style of delegating less important tasks to Janice, her assistant, there was always plenty of work that required her personal attention.
After a few hours, however, Anne put her head in her hands with a groan. Work was no relief from the endless, buzzing arousal that constantly filled her. It was hard to focus on anything with the wet, filthy heat between her legs and the way her nipples scraped lightly against the material of her bra whenever she shifted her body. It didn't help that, working in the spa business, there were often women walking around the facility wearing only towels. Sometimes she would even catch a glimpse of more when she was dealing with an issue near the massage rooms or the saunas. She knew that it was deeply unethical to sneak peeks at the women who came here for the spa services, but she couldn't control herself! She was so horny that it was impossible to keep her eyes away when she spotted a scantily-clothed woman.
She needed to find some way to take the edge off her arousal, or a guest would eventually catch her looking. And if that happened, all hell would break loose.
A very bad idea suddenly occurred to Anne. She licked her lips nervously and checked the clock. 12:15. Janice would still likely be at lunch for fifteen more minutes. It would be deeply inappropriate at work... but would it be any less appropriate than ogling her customers?
Anne made up her mind and took the plunge, quickly crossing the room to lock her office door, then leaning back in her seat and wriggling a little to push her skirt up to her hips, exposing her silky panties. She winced when she saw them. Totally, embarrassingly soaked from her long, frustrating day. She tugged the sodden panties impatiently to the side and slid a finger between her flushed, glistening lips, biting her lip hard to control a deep moan.
God it felt so fucking good. She knew that her nightly masturbation session hadn't been doing a great job of satisfying her ravenous sexual hunger, but they had actually been feeling more and more intense, and this time was no exception. Her finger circled her clit, gently rubbing herself with light squishing noises as she let her mind float free in sexual bliss.
She thought about past lovers, some men, some women. Melanie's father... although she moved on from that one quickly. Some memories are too painful to be sexy. Her college girlfriend. A random hookup with a tall, muscular black man in the bathroom of a nightclub that still burned in her memory despite how brief it was.
But slowly, inevitably, like they always did these days, her thoughts shifted back to her daughter. Her tight, petite body in the teasing, skimpy pajamas... the way her pert little ass bounced. The way the little handful-sized breasts pressed firmly against her tight shirts, their nipples stiff and eager. The way Melanie's body pressed up against hers, firm lithe muscle against soft, motherly curves.
The way her sweet voice purred when she said the word "Mommy".
Like she always did, Anne tried as hard as she could to resist the temptation. No mother should think these thoughts about their daughter while wildly fingering her sloppy cunt. Not even if their hot little slut of a daughter wanted it badly... wanted to be held down and licked within an inch of their life, moaning for more from Mommy every second...
A series of sharp raps on the door sent a spike of white-hot panic searing through Anne. She sat up so fast that she nearly toppled over on the rolling chair. Right outside the door, Janice's sharp, concerned voice asked, "Ma'am? Are you alright? You sound like you're in pain."
Shit. SHIT! Anne looked up at the clock to see, to her shock, that it was now 12:34. She had completely lost track of time in the depths of her self-pleasure. And worse, it sounded like she had been moaning loud enough to be heard outside her office door.
She moved with lightning speed, tugging her skirt back into place and rising to unlock the door. Outside, her assistant Janice gave her a confused stare of concern, her beautiful almond-shaped eyes darting over her boss's flushed face, heaving breasts, and disheveled hair.
"Are you... feeling well, Ms. Quinn?" She asked hesitantly.
Anne realized two things at once. The first was that she had completely forgotten to readjust her panties, so her pussy was still bare beneath her skirt and currently dripping down her thighs. The second was that she hadn't even paused long enough to wipe off her hand. She tried to subtly wipe off her juices on her skirt as she welcomed Janice in, her face flaming with a blush of deep humiliation. "I'm fine, Janice. Just a little tired. What's up?"
Janice took a deep breath and grimaced. Anne had a sinking feeling. Based on the look on her assistant's face, this was about to be an uncomfortable meeting for them both.
"Ms. Quinn, the other staff and I are... concerned about you," said Janice delicately.
"I told you, Janice, I'm feeling fine,' protested Anne, painfully aware of the bare pussy beneath her skirt. "Maybe I've got a bit of a cold or something."
Janice shook her head, refusing to meet her boss's eyes. 'I'm not talking about just now, ma'am. We've all seen how distracted you are lately."
"Things have been stressful," said Anne defensively, not sure she liked the direction this conversation was going.
"I know, ma'am,' said Janice patiently. "But you've also started... dressing quite a bit differently."
Anne opened her mouth, then shut it, feeling a hot rush of embarrassment flood through her. It was true. She was wearing things to work every day that she never would have even considered just a few short weeks ago. She wasn't even sure why. It just felt unnatural to wear shrouding, confining clothing anymore.
"I mean," said Janice reassuringly, "It's not like it's an issue, Ms. Quinn. You can wear anything you want, and it isn't like you've been dressing inappropriately per se. It's just that... It's such a big change... and so suddenly."
Anne covered her eyes with a weary hand. Oh God, her employees thought she was having some sort of midlife crisis or mental breakdown. What was worse is that she didn't have any reasonable explanation for her odd behavior, so she had no idea how she could possibly reassure them.
"And... umm..." said Janice, biting her lip nervously, "Helen insisted that she saw you staring at a naked customer during a massage she was performing the other day."
Anne felt the blood drain from her face. Unfortunately, she knew exactly which incident Helen meant. Helen had been working oil into the ebony skin of a spa guest. When Anne had passed by, she had seen Helen slowly drizzling oil over the thick shapely thighs of the guest, her hands rubbing the oil all over, creeping up and up, almost reaching the edge of the towel placed over the woman's enormous ass. She had been powerfully reminded of her daughter's taboo massage, and how Melanie's wicked little fingers had pressed deep into her cheeks. She hadn't been able to tear her eyes away.
She thought that it had just been a close call, but apparently Helen had noticed her looking. "Janice... I..." she stuttered. Gulped.Tried again. "Who else did Helen talk to about this?"
"No one," said Janice with a worried frown. "Helen isn't a gossip, and she's very loyal to you. She only brought it up to me because she's concerned about you. But, forgive me if I'm assuming too much here, it feels like if one person caught you, there might be other times when no one noticed."
Anne just sighed and buried her head in her hands. She wanted to crawl into a hole and die of shame. She couldn't even think of anything to say to Janice.
"Ma'am," said Janice quietly, "I don't think I need to tell you, but it wouldn't take much for you to get a... well, a reputation. Remember why you don't openly advertise your bisexuality. If there is any indication at all that the owner of a women's only spa is leering at her customers..."
"I know," said Anne grimly. "I know Janice. But... thank you for bringing this to me discreetly. I'll make sure this won't be an issue going forward."
"I'm glad to hear that," said Janice, looking like a massive weight had been taken off her shoulders. Anne had to admire her courage. It couldn't have been easy to bring these sorts of accusations to her boss.
They moved on to the normal business of running a spa... But the whole time, Anne couldn't help but feel distracted by the throbbing of her bare pussy beneath her skirt, and the buzzing, incessant warmth of the growing arousal inside her.
She needed to find a solution to her out-of-control libido. The stakes had never been higher.
...
When Anne got home that evening, irritable and, as always lately, horny, she was shocked to see Melanie in the living room, surrounded by boxes and packing peanuts.
The first thing that Anne's hungry eyes noted was how Melanie's smooth, perfect skin was gleaming with a thin sheen of sweat. The soft, loose T-shirt was riding up, exposing the tops of her hips while the fabric stuck distractingly to her body in other places. She was bent over, her firm little butt wiggling in the air as she grunted, struggling with something.
It wasn't until her eyes had guiltily absorbed the visual feast of her daughter's body that Anne was able to see what exactly Melanie had been working on. She blinked in surprise. She had been putting together a padded massage table.
Melanie saw her mom enter and looked up with a big, happy grin. "Welcome home, Mommy," she said cheerfully, jumping up to run to Anne and pull her into a tight, slightly moist hug. Anne found herself breathing deeply, soaking in the intoxicating scent of her daughter's clean sweat of exertion and the faint hint of her fresh perfume. The thought flashed through her head without conscious thought: this is what Melly must smell like during sex... or, at least, this and the scent of her pussy. Anne was shocked at the strange, intrusive thought, pushing it down with all her might.
Melanie was now looking up into her mother's eyes with a crooked, teasing grin, almost as if she could tell Anne was thinking dirty thoughts. Luckily, if that's what she suspected, she let it drop. "Happy early birthday," she said brightly, gesturing over her shoulder with a light nod. "I got you something."
She pulled her reluctant mother forward to examine the massage table. It did look high quality, with thick, squishy leather pads and sturdy construction... But Anne wasn't sure she liked the implications of this particular gift so soon after the odd, sexually tense encounter between her and Melly recently.
"It's... very thoughtful," said Anne carefully, trying to find a way to refuse politely after Melly had spent so much time putting the table together for her benefit. "But... dear, I think it might be best if we avoid massages for now. We're both going through a lot at the moment, and I just think that..."
Melanie tilted her head curiously, then seemed to have a realization. "Oh! You're worried about the time I almost grabbed your tits! Silly Mommy, that wasn't a big deal. I was just trying to give you a massage. Did you think I was coming on to you or something?"
Anne stared at her daughter in bewilderment. Was Melanie actually trying to claim that it was just an innocent misunderstanding? That she was somehow just intending to give her mother some sort of breast massage? That seemed to be an outright rewriting of history to Anne. After all, Melanie had tried to kiss her... right? Or had she imagined that? Was it she who had been the pervert all along?
"I'm sorry if I made you uncomfortable that night, Mommy," said Melanie sincerely, taking Anne's hands. "But I really do think that massage would be good for you. You've been so wound up lately! You need to relax!"
Melanie looked so sincere and apologetic that Anne found it hard to resist her. She looked at the massage table doubtfully. "Well... I do need to release some stress," she said with a sigh. Really what she needed was to get fucked, but maybe some soothing massage would help to distract her from that as well. "But clothes on from now on," she said sternly.
Melanie was the picture of innocence as she said, "Of course, Mommy. Whatever you feel most comfortable with. This is all about you. Why don't you slip into something a bit looser and more comfortable while I clean up, then we can try this out right away!"
Anne thought about declining tonight... but she did just have a stressful, embarrassing day at work, and despite her mild misgivings about receiving a massage from her daughter, it did sound soothing. She retreated to her room and removed the tight work clothes she had selected. She hesitated as she reached for a comfortable bra. Maybe it would be safer to wear one, just in case Melanie found it difficult to stay in-bounds. But on the other hand, this massage was supposed to be relaxing, and wearing a bra for a back massage was completely counterproductive. She compromised by wearing a big, oversized t-shirt that almost managed to hide her voluptuous form completely. It felt oddly smothering to her now, but she wasn't about to wear a tight top and no bra when Melanie was massaging her. Not after the other night at least.
She did wear tight leggings, however. There was no reason she should sacrifice too much comfort.
By the time she got back into the living room, it had been cleared of all packaging, and Melanie was waiting for her, gesturing toward the massage table with a welcoming smile. Anne still felt a little cautious, but when she lay on the soft table, letting her face rest in the open circle, she felt her tension relaxing already. She was probably worrying over nothing.
Melanie was getting good at massage. Her slim fingers felt heavenly as they dug into Anne's feet, instantly unknitting some of the stress that was wracking her body. For a while, mother and daughter sat in comfortable silence as Melanie worked her magic on Anne's aching feet. Then she began slowly working her way up Anne's calves, taking her time and rubbing inch by inch, muscle by muscle.
"What's wrong, Mommy?" asked Melanie finally, making Anne start a little since she had grown used to the silence. "I thought you had been managing stress a lot better at work lately, but you came home all upset and worried today."
Anne wasn't sure what she could say. Melanie had very perceptively put her finger on her mother's mood, but it wasn't like she could just calmly explain that she had gotten in trouble at work for being too horny. "It's... complicated," she said finally. "Some of the people at work think that I've been acting strangely. They're worried about me, and I would like to change that behavior so that they aren't concerned anymore." The difficult task of threading the needle with her delicate language was made even more difficult by the way Melanie's hands were slowly gliding higher and higher up her legs, distracting her. Maybe Anne should have worn looser pants after all. The leggings were so tight that it almost felt like Melanie's hands were on her bare skin. Anne couldn't help but remember the last massage she had received from her daughter with a sort of aroused anxiety. Was Melanie planning to massage her butt like that again? Had that been over the line, or innocent? Anne didn't know anymore, but her body was suddenly throbbing with the frustrated lust she had been fighting all week.



"Wait, they're saying you're acting strangely?" asked Melanie, her hands freezing for a moment. For the first time that day, the sultry, teasing tone dropped from her voice, and Anne heard a note of concern there instead.
Anne shrugged and tried to think of a way to get off this topic of conversation as quickly as possible. "Oh, it's not that big of a deal, honey," she lied. "Maybe it's just like you said, I'm a little too stressed, and they are picking up on that."
Melanie's hands stayed frozen on her mother's thighs for a moment longer, then she moved them up to Anne's back and began rubbing again. "Well... it sounds like maybe your employees are stressed and over-analyzing things as well. Why don't you let me help? I've been practicing my video editing skills lately. Why don't I make a new ambient video for you to show on the screens at the spa? Maybe it would help everyone to relax a little and not make wild accusations."
"Oh..." said Anne softly. To be honest, she wasn't sure about the idea. There were screens in some rooms of the spa that showed videos of nature scenes and soft ambient music, but they were prepackaged videos from reputable production companies. As much as she appreciated her daughter's kind offer as a mother, as a business owner, she wasn't sure she was comfortable with accepting amateur work for presentation to guests. "Maybe darling... I don't know if the ambient videos are really the problem in this case."
Melanie really leaned into the pressure, rubbing up along the edges of her Mom's spine with her thumbs in one long stroke. It felt absolutely divine, and Anne couldn't hold back a groan of pleasure. Oddly, the lust inside her also burned brighter for a tense moment as she savored the physical sensation. She knew she should feel guilty that Melanie's platonic massage gave her an erotic charge, but it felt so fucking good that in the moment, she couldn't bring herself to care.
"Don't worry, Mom," murmured Melanie, her little hands working deep into Anne's stiff muscles, "You don't have to accept the videos if you don't like them! Just give me a chance. I'm sure that you will find them impressive."
Anne wanted to protest again, after all, she didn't want Melanie to waste her time on videos she didn't think she would be able to use, but the massage felt so good, and Melanie sounded so eager to try, that Anne let it go, simply saying, "Oh... alright dear. You can give it a shot. But don't be upset if I'm not able to use the videos."
After that, there was no more talking, just the firm, devoted hands of her daughter easing her tension and pain with her hands. Melanie didn't cross any lines in the massage that night, sticking to Anne's limbs and back.
But despite that, Anne was still hot and dripping between her legs by the time she thanked her daughter and retreated to her room for her nightly masturbation session. Even if it was from her daughter, it was hard not to get a little wound up by all that physical touch when she was so desperately horny.
...
Melanie's teasing, flirtatious mood dropped away as soon as her mother disappeared back into her bedroom to begin her loud, sloppy nightly ritual of self-pleasure. She raised a thumb to her mouth, chewing anxiously on the nail. Everything had been going perfectly according to plan. The programming videos that Melanie had been showing her mother had been having the exact effect she wanted, slowly increasing her arousal levels, lowering her inhibitions, and making her just a touch more oblivious to her daughter's obvious flirting.
But Melanie hadn't really considered what effects her meddling might have on her mother's professional life. It was never her intention to make things harder for her mom at her already stressful job. Being desperately horny and completely uninhibited could get Anne into some serious trouble if Melanie wasn't careful.
One solution was to back off and remove the programming she had been inserting into her mother's brain... But Melanie had no intention of doing that. She was too close to the final prize to give up now. Her Mommy had been practically moaning with desire out there from a simple over-the-clothes massage! Just a little further, and Melanie was confident that Anne's reluctance to break taboos with her daughter would snap like a twig.
No, the solution wasn't less programming... it was more. Melanie opened the program and found some videos of soothing white noise over nature scenery, then began modifying them to her purposes, adding commands that would make the viewer temporarily more permissive of open sexual displays and flirtation, as well as just making them more relaxed and agreeable overall.
When the customers and employees at her mother's spa saw this, Anne's skimpy clothes and clear arousal wouldn't seem like a big deal anymore... and her mommy could continue to spiral down into sexual desperation without fear of professional consequences.
...
Anne had been dreading the task of politely declining her daughter's ambiance videos, but to her surprise, they looked quite good. More than that, just watching the videos gave her a pleasant, relaxed feeling that she was confident would be a hit with the patrons of the spa.
So she decided to give them a try. What was the harm, after all? It would make Melanie feel like she had been helpful, and you never knew how effective they would be at relaxing the staff and customers. She loaded Mealnie's videos into the computer system the next day at work and forgot about it.
It wasn't until a couple of days later that she noticed the change. She had chosen a blouse so tight that she couldn't even button the top button, and the second and third buttons were barely hanging on. The skirt was equally scandalous, barely reaching low enough to keep her modest. She had been mildly bewildered to even see these clothes in her closet when she chose what to wear... When had she bought clothes this tight and revealing? But once she saw them, her sudden, impulsive desire to put them on and wear them to work was irresistible.
It wasn't until she was pulling into her parking spot that she remembered that she was supposed to be controlling herself better at work, and this slutty outfit wouldn't help with that impression at all. Why was it so hard for her to resist temptation lately? Why hadn't she forced herself to wear something more professional? She had no good answers to those questions, but she had the sense that this day at the spa was going to be difficult.
But, to Anne's surprise, nothing could be further from the case. As she walked into the spa, she winced a little as the receptionist's eyes widened, staring at her long, luscious legs, barely covered by her inadequate skirt and straining tight against her pantyhose. But a second later, the receptionist grinned with a hazy look of interest in her eyes, saying, "Looking good, Ms. Quinn!"
For a moment, Anne was worried that she was being sarcastic, but she received other compliments from workers as she walked toward her office, and even one spa guest ( a young woman, probably her daughter's age) paused to give her a long, slow visual once-over before meeting Anne's eyes with an appreciative wink.
The reactions were hard to understand, but they boosted Anne's mood and confidence. As hard as it was to believe, it must have been the videos supplied by Melanie. Her specially created ambient noise videos were playing on screens throughout the spa, and they must have helped the staff and even the customers relax a little and realize that Anne's new fashion sense looked good.
Anne's mood was lifted significantly... but her burning, ever-present arousal remained, nagging at the back of her mind. In fact, it was even compounded by the appreciative glances and compliments that her employees peppered her with throughout the day. By her lunch break, Anne was a sopping mess beneath her tiny skirt, soaking through both her panties and her hose.
She had told herself that she would never again indulge in self-pleasure while on the clock after the mortifying experience of almost getting caught by Janice last week... But the temptation was too great to resist. She needed to relieve the burning, buzzing heat between her thighs, and the only way to do that was an orgasm.
Besides, she was feeling a lot more relaxed at work herself lately, and fingering herself over her lunch break didn't feel like such a big deal anymore.
Anne allowed herself to slip into a lazy fantasy as her hand slipped beneath her tight skirt, pressing her wet panties hard into her hot, swollen pussy... That young woman from earlier, the spa guest. In Anne's fevered imagination, she didn't stop with just checking Anne out. She asked if Anne would show her where the massage rooms were. And once they got there, there were no more words. No more games. No more teasing glances. Just hands exploring and touching each other's bodies, hungry lips locking with each other, breasts and thighs and hot, wet pussies sliding against each other, aided by slick, fragrant massage oil.
Suddenly, in Anne's mind, her body wasn't entwined with the young woman she had seen in the halls earlier. It was Melanie moaning and gasping beneath her as Anne's mouth sought and found her tight young cunt, tasting the sweet, forbidden fruit that she couldn't admit she craved so badly. God, she knew this fantasy was wrong, but Anne's fingers wouldn't move away from her pussy. She couldn't stop... not when she was this fucking close...
The door of her office opened. In her relaxed state, Anne had utterly forgotten to lock it. Janice walked in on her boss grunting and sweating, humping her fingers like a bitch in heat in the middle of the work day.
Anne froze, but to her amazement, Janice didn't react with disgust or anger. Her assistant was clearly a little surprised, but her cute face almost instantly split into a sultry grin.
'J-Janice," said Anne, sitting up and tugging her skirt back into position frantically, "It's not what it looks like. I was just... well..."
Janice just giggled. "Hey, you're the boss, Ms. Quinn," she said teasingly, leaning against the door frame in a way that suddenly seemed to put her slim curves on display. "You can do whatever you want in your office. In fact, don't stop on my account. I'd love to learn how a powerful woman blows off a little steam."
"Janice!" exclaimed Anne in stunned surprise, "What on earth are you...?" She was so stunned she couldn't even finish the thought. This was a complete and utter one-eighty from her attitude last week. Anne shook her head and tried to get a hold of herself. "No. Of course not, Janice. That would be... well... entirely inappropriate." She knew that the words she was saying were true, but Anne couldn't help but feel curious what it would be like to let Janice watch one of her masturbation sessions. She chased the thought away and added, "Besides, didn't we talk about my... behavior last week?"
"Yes, Ms. Quinn," said Janice, suddenly looking a little sheepish. "About that... I feel bad about how harsh I was toward you in our conversation. In the end, you're an adult woman with needs, and neither I nor the rest of the staff can expect perfection from you. To that end, I actually have something I'd like to show you."
Anne frowned. Why was Janice apologizing exactly? She hadn't said anything wrong or even controversial in their conversation last week. And what could she possibly intend to show Melanie?
Janice simply gestured over her shoulder with a nod and walked away from the office. Anne got up to follow, her body still buzzing with unfulfilled arousal and her mind now burning with curiosity as well.
After a few turns, it became clear that Janice was leading her toward the massage rooms, and Anne's belly blossomed with anxiety and fresh arousal. The same rooms where she had been caught staring at a guest last week. The same rooms where she had just fantasized about having sex with her daughter.
Janice stopped outside one of the rooms. Anne glanced briefly inside to see a similar scene to the one she had been caught watching the other week... Helen, one of her best masseuses, was rubbing thick, glistening oil into the thighs of a guest. A guest with a plump, tempting butt bulging upward under the shrouding towel. Anne looked away, blushing guiltily as she met Janice's sparkling eyes.
"Well?" she asked in clipped tones, wondering if Janice had brought her here just to mock her for her earlier indiscretion. "What is it exactly that you wanted to show me?"
Janice giggled, one slender hand rising to turn Anne's face back toward the open door of the room... back to the sensual massage of the nearly-naked guest. "Why, Ms. Quinn! I want to show you exactly what you want to see."
Now that her eyes were focused there again, watching Helen's hands glide up and down the woman's smooth, pale thighs, Anne found it much harder to look away. "What...?" she said numbly, her brain feeling trapped in a sexual haze. "I don't understand..."
"You're a powerful woman," murmured Janice. "You deserve to... survey your domain. There's nothing wrong with just looking, right? You're in charge here. Who could object to you looking at anything you want?"
Anne's eyes dilated as she focused on Helen's strong, dextrous fingers, trailing up and down the woman's thick, juicy thighs. "But it's wrong," she whispered. 'I can't just peep on unsuspecting women like some sort of... pervert!"
"Fair enough..." said Janice with a naughty giggle. "But what if she wasn't unsuspecting?"
Anne's eyes widened in alarm as Helen looked over to her and Janice watching from the doorway... then bent low, whispering in the customer's ear. Anne felt a powerful rush of panicked adrenaline. This was it. Helen was telling the guest that her boss was watching the massage from the doorway. The customer would turn with shocked disgust on her face, and Anne's career would be over. She had a sudden urge to duck out of sight and hide, but Janice held her arm, forcing her to stay right where she was.
The customer's face tilted, her blue eyes staring curiously at the two women framed in the doorway. And then... unbelievably, the woman flashed Anne a warm, lazy smile, raising a hand to give a flirty finger-twiddling wave.
Anne was stunned. Disbelieving. But then things got even better. The woman reached back to the courtesy towel covering her backside and pulled it away, exposing her gorgeous, pillowy butt to Anne's wondering gaze before closing her eyes again with a satisfied smirk.
"But... how? Why?" asked Anne, feeling her arousal boil inside her as Helen began working her strong finger's into the soft flesh of the customer's butt (a service that the spa most certainly did not normally provide).
"Why question it?" Asked Janice coyly. "Just enjoy the show. Oh... but I wouldn't enjoy it too much out here in the hallway if you know what I mean. Soak in the sights and then... treasure the memory alone in your office. We have to keep things at least a little professional, don't we?"
Anne stared at her grinning assistant, unsure what to say. Janice had always been excellent at anticipating her desires and working to make them happen... but this was extreme, even for her. But Anne found it difficult to be too anxious about it. Something was telling her it would be better to just relax and go with the flow... after all, the sight of Helen's erotic butt massage was certainly a lot more pleasurable than kicking up a fuss and getting to the bottom of what was happening.
So, instead of worrying, Anne just turned back to the sight, thanked her thoughtful assistant... and relaxed.
...
Melanie rubbed her hands together briskly to warm them, then slid them up and under her mother's shirt, relishing the feel of Anne's soft skin beneath her hands.
Anne groaned in pleasure beneath her, her ecstasy sounding more than half sexual as her daughter's nimble fingers unknit the tension in her muscles. She had objected when Melanie had pushed the envelope earlier this week by massaging beneath her shirt for the first time. But at this point, Anne no longer had any objections. It was just another rung on the long ladder down to total sexual depravity.
But how long exactly would it take for her mother to reach the bottom? Melanie had already cleared the way for her mother to "be herself" at work, with the acceptance and appreciation of everyone who watched the doctored ambiance videos, and she had been slowly building the pressure of unfulfilled lust and attraction toward her daughter inside Anne's head.
But when the fuck was her mom's resistance going to snap? Her inhibitions grew lower and lower, her libido raged higher and higher, and her attraction toward Melanie was as clear as day. Yet she still resisted. The incest taboo was a powerful thing it appeared. Or Anne was just a stubborn, principled woman. Either way, Melanie knew that her mother's resistance would only make things sweeter when she finally cracked.
And she had one other plan to try tonight. "Mommy," said Melanie sweetly, using the word that she knew made her mother shiver with repressed desire. "I was wondering if you could help me decide something."
"Hmmm?" murmured Anne, her voice raspy with pleasure as her daughter's hands rubbed unceasingly up and down her back. "Of course, baby. How can I help?"
"I'm thinking of taking a trip with my friends for spring break," lied Melanie smoothly. She had no intention of leaving her mom behind for something like that right now, but the little fib would be useful. "And I needed to decide which swimsuit would look best... are you up for a little fashion show? You know how much I value your opinion."
Anne stirred beneath Melanie's hands with minor discomfort. Melanie could sense her Mom's hesitation... and the reason for it. She suspected that Anne very much did want to see her daughter's tight young body in swimwear, but that desire still made her guilty. Well... too bad. If a little temptation was necessary to finally drag her Mommy over the finish line, Melanie was more than willing to provide it.
"I don't know, honey," said Anne, clearly attempting to come up with some sort of plausible excuse why she couldn't advise her daughter on fashion, "I'm just not sure that your mother knows enough about..."
"Nonsense!" Said Melanie cheerfully, withdrawing her hands and playfully slapping her mom's big fat ass, drawing a scandalized yelp from the curvy older woman. "You're the most fashionable woman I know. Besides, some of the swimsuits are a little slutty, and who better than my Mom to let me know if I'm going too far?"
Anne scrambled up from the table, face pink and eyes wide as she pictured what Melanie might mean by "slutty". "Darling, I really don't think..." she began desperately, but it was too late, Melanie was already headed to her room for the first wardrobe change.
Melanie giggled wickedly to herself as she pulled the first "swimsuit" out of the bag. Not something she would actually swim in, of course. Not something that anyone would, honestly. She had bought it from a fetish store, along with the other one, and it's sole purpose was to tempt her mother to get down and dirty with her own offspring.
The first one was the tamest, and that was saying something. A thong bikini in trashy, neon pink leopard print. The top's triangles were small enough to show tempting amounts of the sides and tops of her modest tits, but the reason she had chosen this one was to show off her butt. The back of the bikini bottoms was thin enough to practically be a string, disappearing almost completely between the taut swell of her firm young cheeks.
The other swimsuit was even worse... but she thought it would be better to ramp her Mommy up and save the best for last.



Melanie opened the door and sashayed out into the living room, a sultry grin on her face and a slutty bikini practically painted onto her body, anticipating just how this was going to affect her poor horny Mommy.
And she wasn't disappointed.
...
Anne sat on the couch, twisting her hands nervously in her lap. This was a normal thing. Mothers offered fashion advice to their daughters all the time. She just had to stay cool and get into a motherly mindset. Melanie was a sensible girl anyway. Surely the bikinis would be tame.
Anne thought she had psyched herself up and was prepared. But then Melanie rounded the corner, walking with a sassy, hip-swaying walk into the living room.
Anne took in a sharp breath, her pulse suddenly pounding and her mouth dry. The tiny bikini clung tight to her daughter's lithe young body, teasing and displaying her feminine curves beneath its tawdry pink cloth.
Anne wasn't sure she had ever seen Melanie's body this exposed, and certainly not since she had started having her... inappropriate desires.
Her daughter's breasts were nowhere near the size of Anne's, but that was an unfair comparison. They were tempting, juicy little handfuls. Firm ripe fruits just begging to be plucked... tasted. Melanie didn't have her mother's dramatically flared hips either, but she had inherited some of her mother's curves, and in the context of her slim, lithe body, her hips looked temptingly wide and lush. She had a thigh gap between her toned, sexy legs, something that Anne would kill for... and might even kill to explore with fingers and tongue. But maybe Melanie's most impressive feature was her belly. Not the first feature that Anne normally looked for in a woman, but Melanie's tight, flat tummy was too exceptional to ignore. Toned and lightly muscled, but still with that hint of feminine softness that made Anne eager to nuzzle and lick and...
Anne got a hold of herself, forcing her eyes upward to meet her daughter's gaze as a hot blush spread across her face. Parts of her inner thoughts had definitely gone off the rails there for a second. She needed to be more careful what she thought about her daughter. If she wasn't careful, Melanie might think she was some sort of pervert!
"It's... well, um..." she stuttered, desperately thinking what a normal, not-perverted mother would say when confronted with this hyper-sexual swimsuit, "It's a lot, honey." She finished lamely. She was suddenly painfully aware that she was becoming aroused. Her nipples were already getting stiff, and she pulled her pajama shirt away from her breasts self-consciously, hoping against hope that they wouldn't be obvious to her daughter.
"Oh, if you think this side is too much, just wait until you see the back!" said Melanie with a wicked wink, before twirling on one foot to demonstrate.
If Anne's nipples had been semi-stiff before, now they were like twin pebbles thrusting up from her chest. The thong of Melanie's bottoms was so dramatically thin it looked like her tight little bubble butt was bare. Not to mention the fact that the top just tied at the back with a tiny string, leaving most of her lithe, muscled back naked as well. It almost looked like Melanie was wearing nothing at all from behind. And she didn't help that sexual impression by dramatically arching her back, sticking her plump rear out further and emphasizing its tempting roundness.
"Melanie Hope Quinn!" yelped Anne, folding her arms over her chest in what she hoped looked like a disapproving gesture, but was actually intended to hide her incriminating nipples. "I c-can't believe that you would wear something so... obscene in public!"
Melanie turned back, her eyes glittering and her mouth quirked up into a teasing smile. "But that's the point, Mommy. I've been so lonely lately. I want to try to catch a man when I go on this trip. Or better yet... a woman. That's why I need your advice. You're a woman who likes women. Do you think this outfit might tempt a lesbian?"
Anne's belly squirmed with reluctant arousal. Forget her nipples; if she didn't get a handle on herself, she would soak straight through her panties and her leggings. Melanie was asking her to put herself in the shoes of a lesbian who might be attracted to a stranger on the beach dressed like this. And that fantasy was layered on top of Anne pretending to be a normal mother who didn't find Melanie attractive, which was layered on top of Anne's filthy mind, which was practically drooling over her own daughter's tight young body.
Anne felt lost in a twisted labyrinth of deceit and arousal. All she could manage was a croaked answer of, "I... I don't know."
As awkward as her reaction may have been, Mealinie didn't seem to question it, thank God. She simply nodded and said wistfully, "Well, ok. So it sounds like this one wasn't a winner. But I think you'll definitely be impressed with the other option, Mommy. Just you wait."
...
Melanie managed to hold back her gale of giggles until she returned to her room. God, it was so funny to see her poor mom squirm with arousal from being teased. And fucking hot too.
It was still deeply amusing to Melanie that Anne was unable to realize that her daughter was sexually teasing her. It was by design, of course; part of the programming that Melanie was steadily feeding her mother. The subliminals forced Anne to interpret all of Melanie's actions as innocent, so no matter how hard Melanie threw herself at her mother, Anne would only ever think that she was the perverted one. Melanie simply wouldn't risk her mother rejecting her advances again. Next time, it was her Mom who would make the first move.
But even if she had caused it, it was still hilarious to see her mom get all hot and bothered by her flirtation and teasing, all the while thinking that she was the perverted one for getting aroused by it. It was maybe a little mean to wind her mother up this badly, but in Mealnie's mind, it was Anne's own fault. She could have her daughter's pussy whenever she wanted, so the only one torturing Anne here was herself.
But maybe she should feel a little bad about this next suit... seeing this one was really going to put her Mom between a rock and a hard place. Trapped between the lust for her daughter and Melanie's doctored videos had been slowly building up in her mind, and her stubborn refusal to break the incest taboo...
This was going to drive her poor Mommy absolutely crazy, and maybe even finally be the thing that made her resistance crumble.
...
Anne breathed deeply, her warm, flaming cheeks in her hands, and her eyes squeezed shut. Think of unsexy things. Blizzards. Taxes. Anything that might distract her. Melly said there was just one more swimsuit. She could do that. She could smile and give a fake opinion, then escape to her room and fuck herself silly to get rid of all the nasty, burning tension building up inside her.
She heard Melanie's door open, but kept her eyes shut, still trying to psyche herself up. Before she knew it, she heard her daughter's low, sultry voice say, "Aww, come on, Mommy. You have to open your eyes to tell me what you think!"
Anne's eyes flickered open, but then she immediately slammed them shut again, covering her eyes from good measure. A strangled noise of shock burst from her lips and a powerful wave of adrenaline and arousal pulsed through her, tingling in her breasts and between her legs.
"M-Melly!" She gasped, realizing too late that covering her eyes now made it impossible to subtly cover her breasts and her stiff nipples tenting the sleep shirt's soft material outward. "You can't just... Why are you showing me this?'
"Relax, Mommy," said Melanie with a giggle. "Why are you acting so weird about this? You've seen me naked before, and this can't possibly be as bad as that." Melanie was wrong. This swimsuit was so much fucking worse than if she was just naked. Something about the way skimpy clothes emphasized what was hidden made it unspeakably lewd.
"Open your eyes, Mom," said Melanie in a cool, confident voice. "Or is there some reason you can't look at me?" The twist of suspicion in her daughter's voice made fear blossom deep in Anne's chest. Shit. She was acting suspicious now. Melanie would realize her attraction if she wasn't careful. She had no choice but to open her eyes and try to play it cool.
The suit... Well, frankly, it wasn't much of a suit at all. It was a dramatic V of cloth. A tiny little sling that fell across Melanie's chest, just barely covering her nipples, then swooping down to an indecently tiny wedge of fabric between Melanie's legs. Anne found her eyes irresistibly drawn to that spot... that sweet, soft confluence between her daughter's legs. The ridiculous, pornographic garment must barely be covering above where her pussy lips began, and her mound above was completely exposed, completely with light, but noticeable pubic stubble.
Melanie noticed her mom's gaze and laughed, tapping right above the suit knowingly and saying, "Oh yeah... been a little too long since I waxed. Don't worry, I'll be sure to get it freshly done before the trip. But apart from that, what's the verdict? Do you think I could catch a woman with this?"
"I...I..." said Anne, breathing heavily. Her hands had dropped naturally to her lap, and now she was uncomfortably aware of how close they were resting to her throbbing pussy. She couldn't think of anything to say besides the obvious truth. She gulped, her mouth feeling dry and sticky. "I think that a-anyone who likes women would be tempted."
"Anyone?" Asked Melanie in a smoky voice, approaching slowly with a teasing walk, one foot placed in front of the other like she was on a catwalk. "But you like women, don't you, Mommy? Does that mean you would be tempted?"
Anne flushed red. "Wh-what? That's not what I mean! You're my daughter, of course I don't feel that way about..."
"So if I wasn't your daughter," pressed Melanie with a crooked grin, looming above her wide-eyed, obviously horny mother. She leaned down, letting her breasts hang softly, even their modest size spilling out the sides of the tight, inadequate straps of the obscene suit. "Then you would want to hold me down and tear off this slutty suit?"
Anne let out a frustrated mewling noise, wriggling in her seat at the unbearable sexual tension. Melanie's beautiful little tits were right in front of her eyes. So close she could reach out and touch them... "M-Melly, your breasts!" she squeaked, feeling her own nipples pressing tight against the thin cloth of her shirt, horrifyingly exposed to her daughter's innocently teasing eyes.
Melanie looked down in amusement at her own chest, then back up to her mother with a raised eyebrow. "Oh, come on, Mommy. I'm just showing off the girls! You must know a little something about that."
Anne huffed and raised her arms up to cross over her chest defensively once again. "I have no idea what you mean," she said evasively.
Melanie straightened back up and rolled her eyes. "Come on... Mom, don't play dumb. You have amazing tits. You are telling me you've never shown them off?"
Anne jumped on the topic like a life preserver in a stormy sea. Finally, they were talking about her instead of her daughter's luscious body. "I don't like people to focus on my breasts, Melanie," she said, laying insistent emphasis on the word. "It's objectifying."
"Not even in bed?" asked Melanie, sounding legitimately curious all of a sudden. "You must like it when people focus on them during sex."
Anne flushed again, feeling that forbidden heat roar through her. "I don't intend to discuss my sexual preferences with you, Melanie, but if you must know, no. There are much better things to focus on, and I don't enjoy being made to feel like... like some sort of cow." It wasn't entirely the truth. True, breast and nipple play had never been a specific focus of Anne's, but she didn't actively dislike it. It just felt a lot safer to shut down Melly's inappropriate inquiries by insisting she had no interest rather than entertain them.
And even better, this little spat might give her an opportunity to escape the awkward situation.
"Is that the last swimsuit?" asked Anne tersely.
Melanie looked annoyed, one hand on a cocked hip in a pose that only seemed to magnify her sexy near-nudity. "Yeah."
"It isn't appropriate for the beach," said Anne flatly, rising from the couch and brushing past her daughter, practically scurrying away with her tail between her legs. "Now, if you excuse me, I need to... ummm... rest."
She reached the safety of her room and closed the door behind her... then immediately collapsed to the bed, tearing off her clothes to engage in a much-needed pressure-relieving masturbation session.
...
Melanie looked at her mother's door with a dissatisfied expression as Anne's moans of desperate lust began seeping through the walls.
She really thought she had her this time. Melaine had seen the burning desire in her mother's eyes, but then they got sidetracked by talking about tits.
So her Mom didn't like breast play? That was unacceptable. When Melanie finally got her tongue and lips and teeth on her Mommy's glorious nipples, she wanted it to melt Anne's brain with pleasure.
Luckily, that seemed like something she could absolutely make happen. She made a mental note to alter the videos in time for the next movie night to change Anne's perspective on pleasure when it came to breasts and nipples.
But before that, Melanie had a more important task. It was clear that Anne was stubborn when it came to breaking the ultimate taboo. She needed more of a push.
And there was one thing Melanie had been considering that might be just what was needed to help her Mommy cross that final line...
...
Anne groaned, lifting her ass high in doggy position as she fingered her pussy, letting her juices drip down off her hands into the sheets. Her constant arousal was bad tonight. She felt like she was on the very razor's edge of orgasm, but couldn't quite get there.
And the frustrating thing was, she knew exactly why she couldn't climax. It was because she wouldn't allow herself to picture Melanie in her slutty swimsuits. That was what she craved. She wanted to picture her own daughter's tight, tempting body in all its glory and pleasure herself at the memory.
Even brushing against that thought made Anne slip closer to climax before she pulled herself away from the tempting image with a deep groan of frustration. She switched position, flipping onto her back, spreading her thick thighs wide, and whimpering as she frantically strummed at her clit, chasing an orgasm that felt tantalizingly just out of reach.
What the fuck was wrong with her? It was obvious that she needed to go out and get fucked to relieve her endlessly spiralling sexual tension. Maybe even hook up with an employee at the spa. Janice seemed to be practically throwing herself at Anne recently, and Anne somehow knew instinctively that if she pulled Janice into her office and locked the door behind them, her young, teasing assistant would be all giggles and "yes, ma'am's", willing to do anything and everything to please her boss.
So why didn't she do it? Why did the thought of having filthy, meaningless sex with her assistant leave her cold while even the thought of her daughter's innocent massages got her hot and bothered?
She was so close, yet so far away, grunting and straining and humping her hips upward into her hand without relief, refusing to imagine sex with Melanie, even though the image of her in the obscene swimsuits burned hot in the back of her mind.
And that's when she heard it.
"Uhhhhnnn..."
A sweet little moan, upturned at the end, almost as if it was frustrated, or yearning for something more. But it didn't come from her. The sound sent a shockwave of arousal and fear and stunned realization rolling through Anne as she froze, two fingers still curled into her pussy.
The sweet sound of sexual pleasure had come through the wall just behind her head. The wall that her bedroom shared with Melly's room. Her daughter was on the other side, pleasuring herself at the same time as Anne. That by itself sent taboo images spiraling through the horny milf's mind, but it wasn't the main problem right now.
The main issue was that if Anne could hear such a quiet, gentle moan that clearly... It meant that Melly could hear her just as easily.
And she had been loudly and enthusiastically masturbating every night for weeks.
Anne sat up in bed, her heart pounding and a cold sweat forming on her brow. Shit! Her daughter probably thought she was a fucking pervert! Anne tried frantically to recall if she had ever slipped up and accidentally moaned her daughter's name during one of her masturbation sessions... she hadn't always been perfect when it came to her resolution never to fantasize about her daughter.
This was perhaps the worst situation she could imagine. She had been strong and hadn't given in to temptation, yet she'd still given her beloved daughter the impression she was a horny slut.
Why hadn't Melanie said anything? She must have laid awake and listened to her mother's mind-melting orgasms for weeks! She must have been so uncomfortable.
Well, there was only one solution to this now. As awkward as it might be, Anne would have to sit her daughter down and have a frank and honest discussion about self-pleasure. She would probably have to apologize as well.
It sounded like a painfully awkward situation, and Anne couldn't say she was looking forward to it.
...
"So what is it you wanted to discuss, Mommy?" Said Melanie lightly, flopping down on the chair across from Anne and tucking her long, luscious legs up beneath her. God, this was going to be harder than Anne thought... Melanie was wearing a soft pajama shirt so tight it was practically painted on, and Anne swore she could see the shape of her daughter's nipples through the material. Not that she was looking... much. But the shorts were even worse. They only came part of the way down Melly's firm little cheeks today, leaving the bottom half of her ripe, rounded backside hanging out, and fit uncomfortably snug against the chubby little mound between Melanie's legs.
Anne bit the inside of her cheek hard, trying to get a hold of herself. She hadn't orgasmed last night due to her revelation, and today had been unexpectedly busy at work, so she hadn't gotten her normal lunch-time relief session either. So seeing her daughter dressed like this was erotic torture, only compounded by the reality of the conversation they needed to have.
"Melanie, I wanted to talk to you about..." Anne let out a deep breath, steeling herself. "About masturbation."
Melanie giggled. "Oh? Did you want to give me some pointers? I mean, it sort of seems like you're an expert, just judging based on sound alone."
Anne flushed bright red. So... yes, just as she feared, Melanie had been listening in to her nightly self-pleasure sessions. But, bizarrely, it seemed like she didn't really care. She was willing to treat them like a joke, in fact. But that didn't matter. This was about basic respect between mother and daughter. Maybe this was the reason their relationship had felt so strange and tense lately. Anne needed to restore boundaries.
"Melanie, this is serious," said Anne calmly. "I understand now that you have been hearing my... personal time on a nightly basis. I apologize. If I had known that it was that easy to hear, I would have been more discreet."
Anne was hoping that her daughter would graciously accept the apology and they could move forward, but Melanie flashed her an incredulous look that made Anne's stomach sink. "Wait, let me get this straight," she said solemnly, but with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. "You're saying that it was wrong for you to masturbate? Just want to make sure I understand you: masturbation is wrong?"



'No," said Anne automatically with a frown. "That's not what I'm saying." Even before her recent problem with her raging libido, Anne liked to think that she was sex positive. And the last thing she wanted to do was send the message to Melanie that she thought masturbation was evil and should never be done. She thought for a moment with a frown, trying to find the words to explain what she meant.
"It's not that it's wrong," she said in frustration, feeling foolish under her daughter's cool, weighing stare. "It's just that... It's not something that you should let others hear."
Melanie tapped her chin thoughtfully. "Soooo, it isn't wrong, but it is shameful," she said, giving her mother a questioning raised eyebrow.
"It's not shameful," said Anne, running her fingers through her shining red hair in agitation. How was this so hard to explain? It had seemed so simple before she sat down in front of her daughter's wide blue eyes and lithe, distracting body. "But... but... I mean, obviously that isn't something that you should have to hear, right?" asked Anne, her voice taking on a sort of desperate whine.
"Why should it make any difference if I'm hearing it or someone else?" asked Melanie, her tone suddenly sharp. "Is there some particular reason it would be worse for your daughter to hear?"
Anne felt her mouth go dry. This was coming out all wrong. She was supposed to have drawn clear, unambiguous boundaries in this conversation, and instead, she felt more confused than ever. The real reason that Anne felt it was inappropriate was the taboo sexual attraction that she felt for her daughter. But she couldn't mention that, it was witheringly embarrassing! She tried to think of some way to explain why she thought Melanie in particular shouldn't hear her masturbation, and couldn't think of one that wasn't the truth. She had been silent for too long. Melanie was staring at her expectantly.
"I... I don't..." she stuttered, feeling a rising tide of hot, prickly humiliation. Mothers weren't supposed to feel like this when talking to their daughters, like a naughty school girl called to the principal's office...
"To review," said Melanie with a little smirk crossing her face, "There's nothing wrong with masturbating, it's nothing to be ashamed of, and there's nothing in particular wrong with us hearing each other do it. Is that right?" She had cheekily ticked off each point on her fingers, her grin growing wider and wider, and now she looked at her mother with eager expectation.
Anne was speechless and humiliated, unsure of what exactly had gone wrong in this conversation or why. She had sort of expected her daughter to naturally accept her tactful apology, but now... what? Melanie was saying she didn't mind hearing her mother's loud, enthusiastic self-pleasure? She was implying that Anne should continue?
In any case, Anne felt trapped in a web of her own words. All she was able to do was sigh and meekly nod. "Well... I mean, yes. I suppose that is what we discussed, isn't it?"
"I'm glad we had this talk, Mommy!" Said Melanie cheerfully, rising to cross the distance between them and pull her mother into an unexpected hug. Anne's breath caught, and her pulse quickened as her daughter's tight, sexy body pressed firmly against her soft, curvy form... a delicious contrast of different types of femininity. She smelled the fresh, flirty fruitiness of Melly's perfume, and... did she feel the press of hard nipples for just a brief moment?
In any case, the hug was tight but swift, and then Melly was already turning away with a sparkle in her eyes, retreating to her room.
Anne looked after her, frustrated and confused and, as always, so horny she could hardly fucking stand it. She wasn't sure why, but she had the impression that somehow her daughter had won in that conversation, and she had lost.
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Wendy sighed and tried again.
Her little brother was... smart, but not exceptional like her. Explaining to him took a little more patience than she was used to. "If we wrap the wire around like this..." she said slowly, coiling the wire around the nail, "and run a current through it like so... it makes an electromagnet. See how it picks up the paper clips?"
Stanley's eyes and mouth were wide as he watched his older sister work. His nose was still a little runny from his crying, but his mood had turned around completely. Wendy felt an upwelling of affection for him. It wasn't something she often felt these days. She was, after all, a very cool tenth grader. Stanley was a sixth grader, and more importantly, a bit of a dweeb. But even Wendy couldn't ignore it when she heard him crying over his uncompleted science fair project.
"Why though?" he asked. "Why does it become a magnet?"
Wendy gave his poorly scribbled posterboard a dubious look and weighed the benefits of giving her brother a more in-depth explanation. Since his project was due tomorrow, he probably needed all the time he had just to finish something basic.
"It just does," she said with a smirk, ruffling his hair. "That's the great thing about Science. Once you figure out the rules, you can do almost anything you want. There's more to it. I'll tell you later if you're still interested."
"Anything I want?" asked Stanley, his eyes glowing as he dragged the simple electromagnet back and forth, collecting paper clips.
"Almost anything," confirmed Wendy. She was actually having a good time with Stanley for once. Maybe they had finally found a common ground in Science. "There are some things that are just science fiction... like teleportation, or moving faster-than-light, or..."
Wendy Sparx opened her eyes with a start, the dream of her long ago memory fading rapidly from her mind. It was, as usual, ten minutes before her alarm was set to go off.
Once, her boyfriend Roger had asked why she set the alarm at all if she never used it. Wendy had just rolled her eyes. Being perfect wasn't about some inborn ability, it was about making the right choice every time, over and over again. If she hadn't set an alarm every day for years, then she would never have formed the habit of waking up right before it.
Wendy swung her legs out of bed, revealing their firm, shapely length. Her body was another testament to her near-obsessive pursuit of excellence. It hadn't come easy; Wendy's gym routine was as rigorous as her sleep schedule. She jumped up and immediately began a light yoga routine to wake herself up a little before she hopped in the shower. Her lithe, petite body curved and stretched in the dim early-morning light of her bedroom, glistening with a light sheen of sweat and covered only by a loose sleep shirt and tiny pajama shorts.
Wendy happened to catch a glance of herself in the mirror and stopped for a moment in a bent over pose to admire the view. She had to say... as odd as it was to get turned on by your own reflection, her image was enticing. The thin pajama shirt plastered to her breasts by the glistening sweat on her body... the way her shirt rode up a little, showing a peek of her firm bouncy ass... There was a lot to like in the mirror. Wendy's hand slipped downward, dipping into the front of her panties for some sneaky indulgence in another morning activity that might wake her up.
Then her alarm went off. Wendy sighed, shook herself, and flicked it to silence, moving on with her morning routine. A cold shower (which took care of any lingering arousal). Rigorous skin care. Light touches of makeup. Comfortable, professional clothes. When she finished, she looked at herself approvingly in the mirror, this time with a little less early-morning horniness. She looked good. Shining auburn hair hanging in a thick braid over her shoulder, intelligent green eyes, and delicate, symmetrical features.
She looked like a winner, which was appropriate; today was the day when her life would go from good to great.
As she hurried down the stairs of her apartment building, Wendy noticed with mild annoyance that Vanessa had texted her. As usual, it was some nonsense about meeting up with "the girls" to grab lunch. Sometimes it could honestly be exhausting. It was important to have a social circle, and Vanessa, Gwen, and Marsha filled that role adequately, but they could be a little... clingy at times. More like lackeys or hangers-on than real friends. She sent back a terse message explaining she would be too busy today.
It wasn't even a lie this time; Wendy's day was set to be packed. The final calibrations and safety checks for Project Butterfly would take her most of the morning and afternoon. Around four, she would get Stanley to fill in for her so she could hit the gym, grab a quick dinner, then be back in time for the historic first test this evening.
As she stepped into the lobby, Wendy saw that Roger was waiting for her. It had become their morning routine, and he was never late. It was a quality Wendy appreciated in a man. Just like a friend-group, Wendy considered it essential to have a romantic partner for optimal mental health. But, unlike her three "besties", Roger filled his role much better than just adequately.
He was tall, with swept back dark hair and icy blue eyes that always looked slightly surprised. His body was even more impressive: broad and strong, but not bulky. Just lean, toned muscle....And he knew how to put that strength to good use in the bedroom. Under Wendy's expert guidance, naturally.
As Wendy strode up and favored her boyfriend with a brief kiss, accepting the green smoothie he had brought her for breakfast. She wondered if she and Roger would still be dating after the experiment. She thought so. Even hoped so. He had outperformed her expectations as a romantic partner after she had spent some time whipping him into shape. But you could never tell. Project Butterfly would change a lot of things, and maybe there was a man out there even better for Wendy than Roger.
"Today's the day, right?" asked Roger with a boyish grin, his voice low and conspiratorial, "when you finally prove that you've been right all along?"
Wendy raised a cool eyebrow at him. He should really know better than to say that sort of thing in public. Roger didn't know what she was working on specifically, of course. No one did, except the other researchers at the theoretical physics lab. And her assistant of course. But Wendy hadn't been able to keep herself from gushing about how close she was to a breakthrough, even if she didn't explain the specifics. Roger was just keying in on that excitement, like the good partner he was.
"Yes," she said quietly, letting a smug smile creep over her face. "By tonight, you'll be dating a famous scientist." Probably, she added to herself in her head.
"Well, do you have time in your day to spend a little time with me?" asked Roger with a chuckle, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her close, his blue eyes loving. "You know, one last moment of alone time before you're mobbed by the adoring public?"
Wendy was about to reflexively say "no", but then thought again, sighed, and melted into Roger's embrace, hugging him back. She just told her friends she was too busy, but she had been planning to take a brief break for dinner and a gym run while the final numbers compiled anyway. What would another half-hour matter? Getting a little "alone time" with Roger would probably help to loosen her up and get her in the zone anyway.
"Maybe," she said brusquely, giving him another peck on the lips. "I'll keep you posted. For now, I have to run."
Roger watched her go with a happy smile and a wave.
Wendy really did hope that it turned out he was good enough for her after all of the... alterations that would be happening tonight. But she wasn't deeply concerned. If she wasn't dating him, she would have someone better.
...
Stan Sparx woke to the sound of birdsong outside his dorm window. He sighed and shook his head, then peered out of the dusty glass at the robin couple busily feeding a new trio of squirming chicks. A wide, goofy grin broke across his acned face.
"Way to go, you two," he muttered, "you really accomplished something. I knew you could." If only he could find success so easily.
Stan picked up his phone from the bedside table, catching a glimpse of his face reflected in the dark screen. As usual, the sight made him grimace. He was pimply, short sighted, and buck-toothed, with a mop of greasy blonde hair. The best that anyone had ever been able to say about his looks was that he had a great personality. Stan flicked the screen open with a sinking feeling of defeat, checking the time. He already knew what he would see based on the strong morning light outside. Even though he expected them, the glowing numbers 10:05 sent a stab of anxiety through his heart. But they didn't spur him to move any faster. He was already late, and Professor Langstrom was going to humiliate him in front of the class no matter what he did. He might as well not hurry to his public humiliation.
Another day of sleeping through his alarms. He had tried everything. The apps that forced you to solve math problems, placing his phone across the room... even a device that was supposed to shock you awake. Nothing worked. His sleepy subconscious just didn't want to face the world for some reason.
And it had gotten worse ever since Christine had... he shied away from the thought like he had touched a hot surface. After a month of pain, he had finally managed to not think about his ex-girlfriend every minute of every day. He needed to keep that streak up.
Stan noticed that he had received a text from his older sister. It was curt and blunt, as usual for their communication:
[Be at the lab by four to supervise the final system compilation. Remember, no one steps foot in my lab today except me and you.]
Stan made a strangled sound of discomfort in his throat. He had been under the impression that Wendy wouldn't need his help until later tonight. He had sort of already made plans for the afternoon. But Stan had never been good at arguing with his sister. He found it hard to even complain about her poor treatment outside his own head. She had been the favored golden child in their family since before Stan could remember. A genius prodigy who could do no wrong. Meanwhile, Stan was just... Stan. A solid "B+" student who, unlike Wendy, tended to struggle in social situations due to his unfortunate looks.
Well, at least this would give him the perfect excuse to avoid his normal volunteering hours at the shelter tonight. Ever since Christine had... no. No, he wasn't thinking about that. He would need to make sure he got in touch with Jenna though. She would still be expecting to meet up with him for their tutoring session.
Stan dressed in a rumpled t-shirt that he plucked off the floor of his single-occupancy dorm and headed out to the class he was already late for, sour thoughts chasing themselves around his head.
...
Food and beverages weren't allowed in the lab, but, like clockwork, Wendy had just finished her green smoothie during her brisk ten-minute walk to work. She expertly tossed the empty cup into the trash can beside the front doors without breaking stride, then punched in this week's security code to enter the cold, clinical world of the University's theoretical physics lab.
As she made her way to her locker and exchanged her jacket for a pristine white lab coat, Wendy noticed that Derrick was hanging around the area as well. Great. Just what she needed on the most important day of her life, an annoying nobody who insisted on bothering his intellectual betters. Derrick was a paunchy forty-something with a comb-over and resting expression of smug self-appreciation. One of the sorts of scientists who was perpetually amused and disgusted to discover that a female had wormed her way into his boys' club.
Most of the time he would just treat Wendy with a silent air of dismissive contempt, but today Wendy wasn't so lucky. Derrick approached with a leering smile. "Well, well, if it isn't Little Miss Marie Curie," he said with a sneer. "How is your... research going? You know why I gave you that nickname, right Marie? She died from her experiments. Really makes you think, doesn't it?"
Wendy snorted in derision, not even bothering to dignify Derrick with a glance. She reached into her locker to take out her badge and clip it proudly to the front of her crisp lab coat. It had the title "Senior Researcher" printed proudly across it. It was a nearly unheard of honor. Technically speaking, she was still a grad student, so the fact that Dr. Harrison was willing to grant her that title was a testament to her skills. It was also one of the main reasons that Derrick wouldn't leave her alone.
"The name is Sparx, Junior Researcher Young," said Wendy cheerfully, heavily emphasizing the worthless little man's job title. He knew that of course. The Marie Curie nickname was a taunt, and a stupid one at that. An attempt to belittle her entire gender as well as Project Butterfly. Well, two could play at that game. "I know it must be hard to keep track of things like that when your head researcher gives you so much to keep you busy."
Derrick's eyes narrowed. That was the other reason he hated Wendy... well, that and the fact she was a woman in his field. Wendy had her own project and allocated research budget, while Derrick was stuck working under someone else. Wendy dealt with jealousy a lot. It was natural when you were as talented as she was. But Derrick was easy to deal with. He was thin-skinned and overly proud. Getting him flustered and furious was child's play to someone like Wendy.
"Listen here you..." hissed Derrick furiously, his face turning red. He gulped back whatever horrible word he was going to say, but the rest of his hatred wouldn't be stopped. "Everyone in this fucking lab except for you and the dumbass old has-been that runs this place knows that the idiotic project you have taking up half the basement is a ludicrous waste of time. We all laugh about it behind your back. And when you finally fail and get exposed as the fraud you are, you'll be begging for an assistant position."
He was huffing and puffing with anger. Wow, Wendy had really touched a nerve today. By now, Derrick had more or less learned that messing with her wasn't worth it, contenting himself to sneer at her from a distance and not-so-sneakily check out her ass. He must have thought she would be easier prey today because the boss was getting impatient over Project Butterfly. But it would take a lot more than a loser like Derrick Young to scare Wendy. She leaned forward toward Derrick with a tight grin on her face. "Is that why they're funding my project and you work as a lab tech?" she asked innocently with a raised eyebrow, "because my ideas are a waste of time? Or maybe... they're just a little too advanced for a Junior Researcher to understand, hmm?" She turned sharply with a flip of her lab coat, leaving the middle-aged man scowling and red-faced with rage behind her.
"It defies the laws of physics, Curie!" he called out after her sourly. "Not that I would expect a little girl like you to understand that!"
Wendy strode down the hall, pleased to have crushed Derrick so thoroughly, but even more pleased to be done speaking to him.
But as she turned the corner, she nearly ran into a man she was even less pleased to see than Derrick. Dr. James Harrison was a striking man in his late fifties with an iron grey beard and sharp eyes. Unlike Derrick, Wendy usually got along with him splendidly. He was one of the few people smart enough to recognize how much of a genius she truly was.
No, the issue with running into the head of the physics lab wasn't that she disliked him... It was a question of timing.
"Sparx," he said sharply, giving her a curt nod of greeting. "Headed to the lab? Perfect. I wanted a progress update on Project Butterfly."
Wendy gritted her teeth and painted a smile on her face. "Of course, Doctor," she said with a pleasant, carefree tone, "always happy to get you up to speed." In reality, the last thing she needed was her boss snooping around her laboratory today of all days... but refusing would be even more suspicious than anything he might see down there right now. She gestured for her boss to follow and led him to her basement lab.
Machines hummed and exhaust fans whirred in the dim light of the machinery-strewn basement. Wendy had been running calculations all through the night. Her first order of business this morning had been to check on the progress of the calculations and squash any errors. Until her boss had so rudely imposed on her, that is.
Harrison raised an eyebrow as he glanced down at the numbers filling the terminal screen in the shielded alcove Wendy had constructed by the stairs. "Ah, running some numbers I see," he said, an undercurrent of eagerness in his voice. "A sign of progress, I hope?"
"Just routine checks," lied Wendy smoothly.
Dr. Harrison grunted, turning away from the screen, mercifully not reading the numbers too closely. He gave Wendy a piercing look, his arms held behind his back. "Let me ask you a blunt question, Sparx," he said brusquely. "How close is Project Butterfly to practical trials?"
"Quite close," said Wendy, staring him dead in the eyes, her fingers unconsciously pulling into a fist, hidden in her pocket.
Harrison sighed and put a hand to his forehead, leaning against the wall. "So you've said for the past few months. Wendy, so far I've managed to hide the numbers from the board of trustees for exactly where the grant money is going. But I won't be able to hide something this expensive forever. At some point I'll have to tell them exactly what you're working on down here, and if we don't have solid proof that Project Butterfly is functional... well, let's just say they'll be laughing at us both as we're escorted out of the building."
Wendy understood her boss's predicament. She knew the risk of their bankrollers discovering the nature of Project Butterfly as much as anyone. That's why hiding the successful trials on inanimate objects from Dr. Harrison over the past few months had been so stressful. But she wasn't stressed now. She had made it in time.
Now all she had to do was take care of one little thing for herself... After that, Dr. Harrison could have all the proof he wanted.
"Wendy," said Dr. Harrison, snapping his fingers and calling her attention back to him. "I need a hard timeline here. When will you be able to demonstrate results?"
Wendy sighed and reluctantly said, "Next week."
Dr. Harrison raised his eyebrows. "You're certain?"
"Absolutely," said Wendy firmly. By next week, everything would be going so well for her that it wouldn't matter if she lost access to Project Butterfly.
Because that was the real issue. Once Wendy demonstrated that her theories were correct, there would be university, press, and almost certainly government scrutiny. Tonight was probably her one and only chance to use her invention without the entire world looking over her shoulder.
"Good," said Dr. Harrison with a smile. He stared thoughtfully at the buzzing machinery one last time before turning to head up the stairs. "I'll leave you to it then, Sparx. Make me proud."
...
"Aha," said Professor Langstrom's snide, cultured voice from the front of the lecture hall, "look who decided to join us. Showing your usual dedication to the subject I see, Stanley."
Stan winced. He had tried his best to sneak in, but the Analytical Mechanics class wasn't as full as some of the less advanced lectures, and all the empty seats had made him easy to pick out even after he had eased the door open and closed behind him on the way in.



This class had been a complete fiasco for Stan. He was decently skilled in Physics, but he had never been good at waking up early in the morning, and Professor Langstrom had taken an instant dislike to him. His grades kept slipping further and further.
Professors weren't supposed to fail students just because they don't like them, but at this point Stan wouldn't put it past Professor Langstrom. He was a tall, handsome man with dark, swept-back hair, a shiny smile that would be charming on anyone else, and a mean streak. He had bragged on the first day of class that half of all of his students failed the course and Stan had a feeling that Professor Langstrom planned to make him part of that statistic.
Luckily it seemed like the professor had been in the middle of one of his long-winded lectures. The only thing he tended to enjoy more than bullying students was hearing himself talk, so with a dismissive wave of his hand, he let Stan find a seat.
Stan slumped back and tried to focus on the Professor's droning voice, but it was difficult. He had so much happening in his life right now. Relationship problems... that he wasn't going to think about, trouble with his grades, and, of course, the endless, tedious work of acting as his sister's assistant at the physics lab.
Not an official assistant, unfortunately. He wasn't drawing a salary. He had actually applied to work as a lab assistant there a few years ago and been rejected. He still remembered the crushing humiliation of the interview. The cool grey eyes of Wendy's boss as he asked Stan if there were any unique or useful skills he could bring to the lab... his stuttering, dry-mouthed answer... the expression of disappointed dismissal in the older man's face.
But, despite the fact that Stan hadn't been hired in the end, Wendy insisted that she needed her little brother's help in her lab. He was the only one she could trust completely, according to her. And Wendy was hard to say 'no' to. Stan had lived his whole life in his older sister's shadow. She had always been the perfect, smart, precocious genius. And Stan was...also there. Awkward where Wendy was vivacious. Ugly where she was beautiful. Was it any wonder that Wendy had gotten used to demanding his obedience? Was it any wonder why Wendy was the youngest head researcher at the lab and Stan hadn't even been hired as a lab assistant?
In a way, it was a compliment from her that she expected Stan to understand the advanced theories behind Project Butterfly. And he did... if only barely.
Their trial run tonight would change everything. Stan might get his name in the history books after all, if only as a footnote beneath his sister's name written in big bold letters.
But that reminded him. He had to cancel his tutoring session with Jenna before he forgot.
He stealthily took out his phone and placed it flat on his desk behind his textbook. Professor Langstrom hated cell phones, so he needed to be cautious. The cruel bully of a professor would take any excuse to humiliate Stan in front of the class.
He pulled up his messaging app and sent Jenna a quick text.
[Sorry, Jenna, something came up and I won't be able to make it to our tutoring session this afternoon. Sorry again!]
He didn't have to wait long for a reply.
[Awwwwwww, so I have to go without my usual Stan time? How are you gonna make it up to me? ;P]
Stan gave his phone a bemused look. Jenna was the cute, bubbly little freshman he was tutoring for her Physics 101 class. She was also a flirt, which Stan didn't really know how to deal with. Was this just the way that she interacted with all guys? Stan found it hard to believe that a cutie like Jenna would be interested in a guy like him in particular. But even if she was, there was nothing he could do about it. As her older tutor, he was sort of her teacher. He was kind of in a position of power over her. It would be unethical to try to push things further between them.
Stan was trying to think up a neutral reply when a social media notification popped up on the top of his screen. His heart sank. Christine had just posted something. He knew he should just ignore it... In fact, it would probably be better to unfriend his ex-girlfriend altogether. But his finger moved on its own, clicking on the notification as his stomach roiled with anxiety.
Oof. The picture that filled Stan's screen was a punch in the gut. Christine, his gorgeous ex-girlfriend, smiled brightly at the screen, her shoulder-length dark hair shining and her deep brown eyes warm and happy. Tucker, her tall, handsome new boyfriend hugged her from behind, resting his chin on her shoulder. The caption was a lone heart emoji.
It had felt too good to be true when he met Christine at the homeless shelter where they both volunteered. And, in the end, he supposed that it was. He knew from the beginning that she was a little out of his league, but he fooled himself for a while into believing that his personality was enough for her, despite his subpar looks.
Well, maybe his personality had been enough... until Tucker started volunteering. Suddenly, Christine was thrown together with a man who was just as kind and selfless as Stan, but was also conventionally attractive. Christine and Tucker had quickly become friends, and over the course of a few months, spent more and more time together during volunteering hours until...
Stan knew it was uncharitable to say that Tucker had "stolen" Christine from him. Love was complicated and messy sometimes, and he had believed Christine when she tearfully explained that she and Tucker never intended for this to happen. But Christine's apologies didn't change the final outcome, and, regardless of whether or not she had been stolen, Tucker ended up with Christine and Stan had ended up single.
Maybe nice guys could finish first... but ugly nice guys still tended to finish behind handsome ones.
He stared bitterly at the photo, noting how Tucker rested his hands on Christine's hips. His touch seemed awfully... casual. Despite being together for months, Stan had never gotten any further than making out with Christine. She had claimed she wanted to take it slow. But looking at the way Tucker touched her... he didn't want to think about it, but did that mean...?
Stan was so caught up in his misery that he didn't notice the shadow falling over him until it was already too late. Without warning, Professor Langstrom's hand flashed down and snatched the phone from in front of him. "Well, well, not just late, but rude as well," drawled the Professor, holding the phone between his forefinger and thumb as if it was something filthy.
"Wait, Professor, I was just...!" blustered Stan, faltering as he was rudely forced out of his heartbroken sulk. He could hear snickering laughter from the other advanced physics students in the lecture hall as Langstrom showed off his smartphone, waving it above his head. Stan knew that Professor Langstrom wasn't well-liked (except for by the female students who liked to flirt with him), but for some reason all the other students were willing to pile on the bullying in his case. It had always been that way for him. For reasons Stan didn't understand, something about him just activated the worst predatory instincts in people.
"No excuses!" snapped Professor Langstrom with a smirk. "I'm confiscating this. Maybe you can have it back tomorrow. If you're on time, that is."
Stan flushed red. He had no idea who Langstrom thought he was. This wasn't high school, and professors had no authority to take and hold students' phones. Besides, tonight was a crucial time for Project Butterfly. He needed to be able to stay in touch with his sister. "P-Professor, I really think that..." he began with a frown.
Professor Langstrom turned back to him with a sneer on his square-jawed face. "What? What do you think, Sparx? Tell me."
Stan gulped... hesitated... then slumped back in his seat. The words died on his lips and he hung his head in shame. He could feel the mocking eyes of his fellow students watching him. He had just never had the sort of inner strength that Wendy had. Or Tucker. Or anyone who sometimes got what they wanted. Just like he had with Christine, Stan sat back once again, letting someone walk all over him.
"That's what I thought," said the Professor, turning away.
Stan stewed in shame and anger for the rest of class. Well, it probably wouldn't be a big deal anyway. The only really important reason he might need to text Wendy was for the access code to the lab, but most days that wasn't necessary. He could just catch her on her way out. He was sure it wouldn't be an issue.
...
Wendy spun in her rolling chair and cracked her neck. Everything was running smoothly. The final numbers would be crunched with plenty of time to spare. The only task left was dealing with the occasional error messages. The computers were processing a massive number of complex equations using a custom code patched together by Wendy herself. It was simply inevitable that slight errors would crop up. They weren't usually complex to resolve, and Stan, even with his limited capabilities, was more than up to the task.
Speaking of her little brother... Wendy checked her phone. Three thirty. She had told Stanley to be at the lab by four o'clock... but if she left now and grabbed a light dinner on the way to the gym, she would be able to squeeze in the rendezvous Roger had requested afterward.
Well, it wasn't a big deal. An error or two might pop up in the half-hour between when she left and Stan came in, but she was confident that he could resolve the backlog without issue. Wendy texted Stan the new access code for the front door, and got up to leave.
Part of perfection was knowing when to take a break. Wendy left the lab with her heart soaring, riding the giddy high of her day of triumph.
...
Stan waited nervously outside the lab. He wasn't sure exactly what time it was right now, but it felt like it was way past four. Was it possible that Wendy had gotten caught up in her work and wasn't planning to leave after all?
Without his phone, it was impossible to check. The minutes ticked by slowly as he internally cursed Professor Langstrom and his own weakness. Why couldn't he have just stood up for himself for once? Wendy would never forgive him if he managed to fuck up this all-important evening.
He paced outside the doors to the lab, unsure what to do, but certain that if he made the wrong choice, he would be blamed for it.
...
Inside the empty lab, the computer chimed softly, a red error message popping onto the screen.
...
"...And finished!" called out Xander at the front of the class. "Good job today, ladies! Especially you, Wendy! Perfect as always!"
Wendy gave the tall, lean zumba instructor a thin-lipped smile, then wiped the sweat from her brow. She felt good, inside and out, the pleasant burn of a cardio workout buzzing through her muscles and the preemptive satisfaction of the evening ahead lifting her spirits. But she still didn't feel good enough to give Xander the time of day. He had been laying on the compliments pretty thick lately, and she could see his eyes wandering over her body during the workouts. As if he actually had a chance.
He tried to casually catch up with her for a "spontaneous" chat as the class was filing out of the room, but Wendy simply sped up and left him behind. Xander might be good-looking, with his dark skin and defined muscles, but she had discreetly looked into his life outside the gym and found him wanting. Certainly not in competition with Roger.
Wendy considered hitting the gym shower, then thought better of it. She would prefer to keep her body warm and limber with a brisk walk home in her gym clothes. After all, when she arrived she would have some more physical activity to look forward to...
On her way out the door, she texted Roger.
[30 mins. My apartment. Make me feel like a Queen.]
...
Wendy rinsed off her sweat with a quick shower. The hot water felt amazing on her aching muscles. By the time she stepped out of the shower, Roger had already entered the apartment. She could hear him getting ready in the bedroom as she toweled off.
A smile quirked up the corners of her lips. As usual, he was taking the initiative to support her and meet her demanding standards. This was why she and Roger were so compatible. He was an impressive man, but he didn't let his male ego blind him to the fact that Wendy was still more impressive than him. A lot of guys wouldn't be able to do that. Most men wanted to wear the pants in a relationship, but Roger could be the obedient partner that Wendy needed, while also thinking for himself when she just couldn't be bothered to micromanage him.
Wendy dropped her towel to the floor and left her bathroom gloriously naked, flushed with physical exertion, and elated from her impending triumph. She felt a thrill of desire course through her as she saw her boyfriend was naked as well, prepared for their rendezvous by kneeling on the ground, waiting patiently for his queen.
Wendy didn't think of herself as having a domination kink. But Roger had noticed that it turned his girlfriend on when he was... appreciative. That she enjoyed it when he went along with what she wanted in bed. And so, over time, they had sort of leaned into that dynamic. Most of the time it was really pretty mild. They only engaged in more serious play like this on special occasions. But today certainly qualified as a special occasion.
Wendy walked up confidently to Roger's kneeling form. So strong and assertive to others... yet so meek and humble for her... the thought sent pleasant chills up Wendy's spine, and made heat gather between her thighs. Normally Roger was tall enough to tower over her petite frame, but as he knelt the situation was reversed. Wendy's eyes sparkled as she saw his thick cock throbbing with need between his legs. He would be allowed to use it tonight... but only after he showed his devotion.
She reached down and cupped his stubbly cheek. "Good boy..." she murmured. "Are you ready to do as I say?"
"Yes," breathed Roger, leaning forward to gently kiss her, right where her flat, toned tummy met the top of her neatly groomed pubic hair. Wendy's hand slipped up to gently grip his hair, pushing him further down as she spread her thighs.
"Then please me," purred Wendy as Roger's tongue began to obediently swirl and tease between her lips.
God, he had gotten good at this. Wendy spread her legs a little wider, thrusting her hips gently forward into Roger's writhing lips and tongue. "Yes..." she breathed in ecstasy, "make me feel good. Deeper."
Letting go and losing herself in sexual pleasure like this was a little... unseemly, but Wendy knew that Roger was happy to oblige. His hands raised and cupped her firm backside, pulling his girlfriend tightly into his warm, wet mouth as he feasted, making her moan in delight.
Wendy's hands left Roger's head to pull and twist at her stiff nipples, doubling her pleasure. She let Roger serve her for a long few pleasant minutes, her wet, slick cunt rubbing and thrusting harder and harder against his handsome, square-jawed face. His cock leaked and pulsed between his legs, neglected for the moment as he focused solely on her pleasure. He was putting her sexual needs above his own, and that just made her lust burn brighter.
But Wendy had no intention of letting her loyal boyfriend go unrewarded for his devotion. Besides, with all of Roger's enthusiastic foreplay, her pussy was beginning to ache with needy emptiness. It needed to be filled. Now.
"On the bed," commanded Wendy firmly, pushing his face away from her eager and ready pussy. "On your back tonight. I want to ride."
Cowgirl could be strenuous, and maybe she should have just requested missionary, but Wendy wanted to seize her feeling of power and triumph and relish it. There was nothing better than being on top for feeling strong and in control.
Roger was quick to obey, leaping up and lying back on the bed. His cock was an eager spike of desire, drooling with precum as it stuck straight up between his muscular, hairy thighs.
Wendy smiled down as she straddled him, taking his cock in both delicate hands and stroking him lightly, teasingly. His upturned eyes were wide and loving, in awe of his perfect girlfriend.
Just as he should be.
"What do you want?" she asked in a smoky voice, inviting Roger to a little dirty talk game they often played.
"I... I want to fuck you," said Roger in a deep, sincere voice.
Wendy chuckled, rising onto her knees and teasingly rubbing her boyfriend's cock head back and forth between her wet folds. "I think you can do better than that. Ask me properly."
"Please? Please may I fuck you, Goddess?" asked Roger humbly, his cock throbbing and his face a picture of worshipful lust.
"You maaay," moaned Wendy as she slid Roger's cock home, sinking down fully and impaling herself on his thick shaft.
Fuck. It really would be hard to find someone who was the complete package like Roger. A tall, handsome, smart man who had a perfect cock and knew how to use it. Wendy began pumping slowly up and down, her tight pussy gripping every inch of his shaft on the upstroke, reluctant to let Roger go. Her boyfriend's hands fell to rest on her hips as she began her smooth, rolling up and down motions. His grip wasn't controlling; never that... just appreciative of the feel of her warm, smooth skin.
"What am I?" murmured Wendy, prompting Roger as her hips rocked and bounced.
"A Queen. Strong and beautiful," rumbled Roger beneath her, thrusting upward in perfect harmony with her pumping hips. Wendy purred in contentment. Her man had such a way with words... But he wasn't finished yet.
"A Goddess. Mysterious and superior."
"Yes! Yes! Worship your goddess," gasped Wendy, her hips bucking and grinding downward madly as her hot pussy gripped her boyfriend's cock like a silky vice. This sort of overheated dirty talk just felt cheesy if he started it too early, but here in the depths of pleasure, it was music to her ears.
"A genius. A trailblazer. A winner," grunted Roger beneath her. Wendy could tell by his increasing pace that he was already near the edge, but honestly, she was too. Her muscles buzzed with the pleasant burn of exertion and her pussy sang with pleasure as it stretched around her boyfriend's thick cock. A little quick, but she didn't have time for a marathon session anyway...
"Cum for me!" She commanded in a sweet, moaning voice, feeling herself tip over the edge and fall into her own climax. Her hips continued their smooth rhythm as a warm, whole body orgasm washed over her, curling her toes and arching her back.
Roger groaned beneath her, his hands seizing tight on her hips for a moment as his cock twitched and spurted within her.
They sat panting for a moment, sweating lightly and enjoying the pleasant glow of their shared orgasm. Then Roger pulled Wendy down into a kiss.
"Above all, you're the smartest woman in the world," he whispered with affectionate, sparkling eyes as she pulled away.
Wendy returned his fond smile, but she was already thinking about how long it would take to clean herself up, get dressed, and make her way to the lab.
"The smartest person in the world," she corrected him, her grin becoming smug.
...
Ok, now it was definitely getting too late for comfort. It had been over two hours since Stan had begun pacing indecisively in front of the lab... or was it more? Wendy might be back at any minute now, ready to begin the experiment.
He had to try something, and fast.
Stan had considered asking someone exiting the lab to let him in, but that was easier said than done. It was getting late and most of the researchers had probably already headed home. More importantly, Stan didn't know many of the researchers, and they probably had security protocols about letting strangers into the lab, even if they asked politely.



But just as he worried that finding someone to let him in would be impossible, Stan saw someone coming that he knew.
Dr. Harrison. The head of the lab, and the very same man who had rejected Stan's application a few years back. He wasn't ideal, and not just because his rejection still stung a little. Wendy had drilled into Stan that he was supposed to avoid the head of the lab as much as possible. Dr. Harrison still wasn't aware exactly how successful Project Butterfly had been, and Wendy wanted to minimize any chance he might find out. But he was Stan's last chance; he could feel in his gut that his sister would be back soon.
Dr. Harrison frowned as he opened the outer doors and saw Stan standing there. "...Stanley, right?" he asked slowly, his eyebrows wrinkling. "Wendy's little brother. What brings you here?"
Stan took a deep breath. Here goes nothing. "I was hoping you might be able to let me in," he said earnestly. "Wendy asked me to check on some calculations she left running, but I don't have the code." Stan found that often honesty was the best policy at times like this. Everything he had just said was totally true. Dr. Harrison has no reason to know the purpose of the calculations he had mentioned.
But the older man's frown only deepened. "Hmph. I'm aware that Wendy has been using you as an unofficial assistant, and I've turned a blind eye... But I'm not sure I can officially support it. It's after working hours and you don't have the credentials to be in here alone. In fact... if I recall, you applied to work here and were officially denied. I really shouldn't allow your sister to use you as an assistant at all."
Stan winced at the blunt restatement of the scientist's rejection. He could feel his last chance slipping out of his grasp. "Please sir!" He said desperately. "Just... the calculations are important. If they get messed up because I'm not watching them, it could be harmful to the project"
Dr. Harrison gave him a wry grimace, his eyes calculating. "Important, huh.... How important?"
"Vital," said Stan desperately, his eyes pleading.
For a second, he was worried that Dr. Harrison would insist on further details, but, mercifully, he held the door open and allowed Stan to slip inside. "Just this once," he said reluctantly.
"Thank you, sir!" gasped Stan, then turned and practically sprinted down the hall. He took the stairs to the basement two at a time on the way down. Luckily, the access code on the lab door didn't change, so he was finally able to race through the lab and plop down in front of the terminal.
He was dismayed to see a dozen error messages overlapping on the screen. Shit. The complex calculations that the computers were running had dozens of inputs and ran off a spliced-together code developed by Wendy. Occasionally, human input was needed to straighten out errors. It was supposed to be his main responsibility when watching over the calculations.
A dozen issues... and probably just minutes to clear them. Stan set to work immediately, but the process was slower than he liked. Solving the errors required an advanced knowledge of both physics and the specialized program to figure out what had gone wrong and smooth it out.
He worked as fast as he could, sweat pouring down his face and his eyes darting over the screen. He needed to be fast, but also accurate. The slightest mistake on his part could mess up the entire experiment.
He cleared one error. Then another. He checked the system clock. 7:12. Wendy could be back any minute.
He needed to work faster.
...
Wendy swept into the lab in a fine mood, ready to make history.
She found her brother Stan hunched sweatily over the terminal, looking just as awkward and nervous as usual.
"How did it go?" she asked tersely.
"Fine. Just fine," said Stan, continuing to avoid her eyes as he stared at the screen. "Just squashing one last little issue."
Wendy sighed inwardly. Stan was... well, embarrassing wasn't the right word. He had his redeeming qualities. Compared to the average person, he was really quite bright, although obviously he didn't hold a candle to her. And he had always had more patience than her for helping others and being kind and that sort of thing. Wendy recognized the value of empathy and helping others, but usually found she didn't have the time and energy to bother. So she did appreciate her little brother's kind heart.
But in many other areas, Stanley was frustratingly lacking. He was meek and spineless for one. His appearance was terrible as well. He couldn't help his scrawny body or buck teeth, but would it kill him to cut off that mop of hair and use some skin product?
Wendy pushed down that train of thought. She had no time to obsess over her brother's failures tonight. Not when she was so close to changing science forever.
She turned her back on Stan and walked toward the platform that had been placed in the center of the large former storage area. It was surrounded by bright yellow safety railings. A large glowing pad was held in place about six feet above the metal grating of the platform, and complex machines crowded around it on three sides, bristling with antennae pointed toward its center.
No more sneaking around, and whispers, and euphemisms about "devices" and "projects". Tonight, the world would discover what she had built down here and call it what it really was.
A time machine.
A reductive term, of course. Plucked from cheesy science fiction. But as oversimplified as the term was, it accurately described the machine's application. Wendy mounted the short flight of steps and put her hand on the safety railing, beaming with satisfaction at the complex interlocking systems that would make the impossible possible.
It was a marvel of engineering, programming, and theoretical physics. And it all came from her mind. Her name would go down in the history books. That was why tonight was so important. Once it got out that she had created a functioning time machine, shit would really hit the fan.
She had made the decision to keep her success under wraps months ago, after the first successful trials on inanimate objects. Once she told people the truth about her invention, there was no way she would be allowed to travel through time. In fact, the implications of the technology were so staggering that maybe no one would ever be allowed to travel through time.
So, before her project was snatched out of her hands to be poured over by government scientists, Wendy planned to be the first one to experience time travel. As the inventor, she deserved it.
And if she had the opportunity to make a few little tweaks to the timeline that would set her up for life, she deserved that too. Today, she would head back to the summer after her senior year of high school, just before she headed off to college, and drop a few juicy stock and investment tips in her past self's lap.
A risky maneuver? Possibly. But Wendy knew herself well, and she trusted her younger self implicitly to make the best use of the information provided. Past Wendy would forge an even better life than the one she enjoyed in the present.
Maybe she would be rich enough to build the time machine all on her own, without university funding or obligations... Then she could use it as much as she wanted, with no interference from the government.
She assumed the rippling changes to the timeline from her becoming rich would be minimal. It had only been around seven years since then, after all.
Stan pushed himself back from the terminal, looking oddly relieved. 'Finished," he said, rubbing a hand across his sweaty forehead. "We're good to go."
Wendy shooed him out of the way and checked the outputs that were now starkly displayed on the screen. Everything did appear to be in order. Transfering mass through time and space required very precise dates and coordinates. A slight error could mean that Wendy was transferred directly into the Earth's core, or maybe into plague-ridden medieval Europe. Accurate figures could mean life and death.
Wendy's heart leapt as she took one final glance at the figures, then turned to take in the humming machinery, poised for use.
"Then what are we waiting for?" she asked with a wide grin and a manic glint in her eyes.
Stan seemed nervous. As usual. "Are you sure, Wendy?" he asked, chewing a thumbnail and frowning at the numbers glowing on the screen. "We don't know if it's safe."
"Sure we do," she said dismissively, rapidly entering a few commands to put the system into standby mode. A deep rumbling hum sounded from the machinery near the platform. The glowing pad above the machine grew brighter. "We sent that rat back a week, remember? He's still doing fine."
"We sent him back into a cage," protested Stan weakly. "He didn't have a chance to change the..."
Wendy waved her hand impatiently, cutting him off. "Stanley, you're here as an extra pair of hands. I'll start listening to your scientific opinions when you invent a time machine, how about that? Take your position in the control bay. We're doing this."
Stan grimaced, then sighed and got up from the chair, heading to the small shielded alcove by the stairs. He had never been very good at standing up to her. That was one of the things Wendy liked most about him.
With giddy excitement mounting in her heart, Wendy bounded up the steps to the platform, swung the safety gate open and closed behind her, then stepped out onto the metal grating. How many times had she watched from the control bay as objects disappeared from here, only to blink back into existence a few seconds later? Now it would finally be her making that journey.
"The time limit set for this trip is twenty seven minutes and eighteen second," said Stan's disembodied voice from above her as he spoke into the microphone. "The maximum possible time allowed. After that, you will be returned to the present."
It was frustrating that she hadn't been able to push that time limit further. It would have been nice to get a round number. It didn't matter now. The hum deepened in the machinery around her. Wendy's skin prickled as the machines spun up, her hair sticking straight out from her head.
"Coordinates set. All systems optimal. Performing human trial number 1 in t-minus five seconds."
"5"
"4"
Wendy wondered later if she had any premonition of how badly things would go for her. But when she looked back at this moment, the only things she could remember feeling were blazing pride and smug certainty.
A sense of anticipation grew in the air. Wendy wasn't sure if it was from the energy now surging around her, or was just excitement. She saw a delicate line of electricity arc from one of her fingers to the grounding coil pointed toward the platform.
"3"
"2"
This was it. Time to make history.
"1"
There was a sudden sensation of... shift. Like the feeling of your ears popping from the pressure while on an airplane, except throughout her entire body and mind.
Her consciousness blinked out.
...
Wendy felt extreme cold, then a blooming of heat.
She fell several inches to the dirt, clicking her teeth together sharply and sending a jolt through her body. She stumbled and nearly fell, reaching out and feeling the rough bark of a tree against her hand.
She leaned there for a moment, eyes wild and breathing heavily. Her brain felt like a limb that had gone asleep; all pins and needles. She shook her head, desperately trying to clear it. She was here, in the past, in the place they had planned; a clearing in the little patch of woods near their childhood home. She was alive. Even the short fall was according to plan. Much better to err on the side of caution rather than to have her feet merge with the forest floor after all. Overall, the trial had already been a stunning success.
There was one tiny problem. The warm summer breeze flowed over Wendy's body.
Her bare-naked, totally unclothed body.
As her disorientation receded, Wendy began to fully appreciate the predicament that she was in. One arm snaked up to cover her breasts, and the other clamped between her legs.
Fuck. She was here in the past, yes, but her inexplicable lack of clothing presented a major handicap. If she was seen streaking around her childhood neighborhood, it would make it difficult or impossible to accomplish her mission. Not to mention the fact that her past self likely wouldn't listen to a strange nude woman who came knocking at the door, or even take a close enough look to see that they were the same person.
How did this even happen? Well... the first inanimate object tests had been done with simple objects like cubes and spheres, and the rat obviously hadn't had any clothes on. Maybe this was just an inevitable part of the process. Wendy felt unpleasantly exposed even while hidden in the little patch of woods. Her hands shifted uncomfortably on her sweaty skin and she unconsciously hunched over a little as she thought. What if some of the neighborhood kids came out here to play and saw her?
It was another complication in an already risky plan. The wisest move would be to abort the mission. Maybe find a rock and try to carve something into a tree to prove that she had changed the past, then hide in the woods until the half-hour was up.
But if she did that, she might never have this chance again. She had more or less run out of time when it came to keeping her project in the dark. The experiment drew huge amounts of power, and tomorrow Dr. Harrison would be asking a lot of questions about that. If she aborted this mission, she likely wouldn't get another one.
Wendy felt a crazy plan form in her mind. She gritted her teeth, took a deep breath... and forced her arms down to her sides, uncovering her bare breasts and pussy. Her hands balled into fists. She could still do this. She had chosen this date, July 23rd, 2019, because she remembered clearly that she was home alone. She spent all of her time in her room at this age. More importantly, she remembered where her parents kept the spare key.
All she had to do was make it to her childhood home while utterly naked, sneak into the house, borrow some clothes from her mom, then have the conversation with her past self.
Piece of cake.
...
Luckily, Wendy knew her old neighborhood like the back of her hand. She made her way silently to the edge of the woods and crouched behind a tree, narrowing her eyes as she peered toward the cul-de-sac.
It was a warm, lazy summer afternoon in late July. The air was filled with the buzzing drone of cicadas and the sound and smell of a lawn being mowed somewhere nearby. It was intensely nostalgic being here again. Although... Wendy wrinkled her eyebrows. Wasn't this about where they had put up the tire swing? Her dad had set it up for her 11th birthday, and she and Stan had swung themselves sick on it.
She looked around for a moment or two, then shrugged and put the tire swing out of her mind. She knew that it had come down by the time she graduated college. Maybe it had already been gone by the time she was eighteen. She couldn't remember. In any case, the tire swing didn't matter. What mattered was finding out how to get to her house with her tits and ass on display.
It had felt like such a short distance when she was a kid. Just a five-minute walk across the street, cutting between the Andersons' and Smiths' houses and then hopping the waist-high chain link fence.
The same distance felt perilous now that she was naked. A rapid sprint to the front door would be quickest, but if someone saw her, they might call the cops. If that happened, her chances of speaking to her younger self would be slim to none. No... a stealthier approach was needed, and she couldn't waste any more time planning it. Her time limit was draining away rapidly.
With one more nervous glance around to make sure no one was in the immediate area, Wendy took a deep breath and left the shelter of the woods, moving swiftly to the chainlink fence and vaulting smoothly over it: no challenge at all for an athletic person like her. In seconds, she had scurried to another hiding spot behind the Andersons' shrubs.
From here, she was able to get a good look at the cul-de-sac itself. Luckily, it seemed like a quiet afternoon in the neighborhood, but there was one issue. Mr. Douglas, her elderly former next door neighbor, was out mowing his lawn.
That really was bad luck. As far as Wendy remembered, Mr. Douglas was pretty ill by this point. By the time she came home for her first summer back from college, he had passed away. This must have been one of his last remaining "good days". The thought made her a little sad. He had been a sweet, kindly neighbor. She brushed the emotion aside. She wasn't here to talk to Mr. Douglas. Especially not when she was buck naked.
Wendy sawed her lower lip between her teeth. Her skin tingled and rose in goosebumps, even in the warm summer air. Even if he was feeling sprightly today, Mr. Wilson was moving slowly. If she ran quickly and quietly while he was facing the other direction, she could probably make it to the door, find the key, and enter before he noticed. Probably. If not, Mr. Wilson might not make it another year. Could his heart take the sight of the toned, tight, nude body of a gorgeous twenty-something appearing right in front of him?
Wendy was out of time to hem and haw. Mr. Douglas reached the end of a row and slowly turned. His back was now facing Wendy. It was now or never.
Wendy silenced her fears and broke into a focused sprint toward her front door. Her heart hammered in her chest, and her feet slapped on the hot pavement of the street. She was painfully aware of all the windows pointed toward the circular cul-de-sac she now crossed. All it would take was a little more bad luck and she would be caught. She could imagine the sirens as the police descended to question the crazy streaker who had invaded the quiet neighborhood.
She reached the front door of her old house, her face pouring with sweat. She flipped over the welcome mat with desperate speed.
There was nothing there. Her eyes bugged out of her head and her heart skipped a beat. Impossible. That's where it always was! The sound of the lawn mower thundered in her ears. Mr. Wilson was nearing the end of the row on the other side. Soon, he would turn and get an eyeful of Wendy's nudity. Wendy panicked, trying to calm down and think quickly. She frantically looked again, but there was nothing but bare cement where the key normally lay. Her eyes slid over to the small bed of decorative rocks near the door. She remembered her dad saying they used to hide the key under a rock, but her mom always complained that it made the key all dirty. In desperation, she reached over and flipped over the first large, distinctive rock that she saw...
There was a key gleaming beneath it. A wave of relief washed over her as she snatched up the key. Her Dad must have forgotten and left the spare in its old hiding place this time. She managed to ram the key home, yank open the door, and get inside just in time, pulling the door closed behind her just as Mr. Wilson turned around.
Wendy caught her breath in the entryway to her childhood home, leaning back against the door and feeling her body pulse with adrenaline. This whole adventure would be worth it in the end, she just knew it...
There was a calendar hanging near the door by the entryway, with every day before July 23rd crossed out. A reassuring sign that everything was on track. After a minute of heavy breathing and wiping away sweat with shaking fingers, Wendy pulled herself together. She didn't have time for this. She could rest and look at all the calendars she wanted back in the present with her cushy new lifestyle. She had probably already spent twenty minutes on building up her nerve in the woods, and she was certain that a conversation with her younger self would take a little time. Wendy squared her shoulders, cracked her neck, and headed toward the stairs, rounding the corner into the living room.



She froze.
At the coffee table in the center of the room, a little girl sat drawing pictures. Crayons were scattered all over the table's surface as she enthusiastically scribbled. Wendy's mind scrambled for purchase, unable to accept this impossibility. She had picked this date carefully; it was a day she had happened to be home alone while her parents had taken Stan and some of his friends on a trip to the beach. There was no way that a little girl could have been in the house that day. It didn't make any sense!
The little girl sensed her presence and looked up. She had auburn hair pulled into two cute pigtails. Her green eyes were lively, sparkling with precocious intelligence.
It was like looking in a mirror.
Shit. SHIT! That was why there was no tire swing. Why Mr. Douglas felt well enough to mow his own lawn. Why the key was hidden in the wrong place. The transfer had sent her to exactly the right place... but the wrong time. Based on how young she currently looked, probably about fourteen years wrong.
Wendy watched with horror as her younger self's eyes widened, and, like any normal little girl confronted with a random naked adult in her house, she did the sensible thing.
She screamed.
There was an immediate sound of footsteps upstairs and the deep voice of her father calling "Wendy?"
Adult Wendy had no choice. This entire experiment had been fucked up beyond repair. Remaining here would be pointless. She had to escape and hide in the woods until the transfer took her back, then try again with another experiment at a later date. She turned on her heel and ran toward the front door, noting the date she had missed at the top of the calendar by the door, taunting her.
2005.
Mr. Wilson gaped at Wendy's bouncing ass as she sprinted away, but at this point it hardly mattered. Even if he called the police, she wouldn't be caught in time for it to make a difference now. As she vaulted the fence behind her neighbor's house and retreated into the woods again, Wendy stewed over an infuriating question. How had things gotten fucked up this badly? She wasn't sure, but she had a sneaking suspicion that it was somehow her brother's fault.
...
Charlie Sparx thundered down the stairs, with his wife Marcine following after him. Both of them were hastily wrapped in towels. Little Wendy's scream had caught them in the middle of a little afternoon delight.
Wendy was shocked and sobbing, which was unusual for her. She was normally a pretty reserved child. As soon as she saw them through her tears, Wendy got up and ran to her mom, hugging her around the leg and burying her face in Marcine's towel, her little chest hitching.
Marcine flashed her husband a worried look and hugged her daughter close with one hand, her other holding the towel closed. "What's the matter, honey?" she asked tenderly, an undercurrent of disquiet in her voice.
"There was a lady!" sobbed Wendy.
Now the look that Charlie and his wife exchanged was confused. "What do you mean, sweetie?" prompted Charlie, crouching to rub Wendy's back.
"A lady!" insisted Wendy, turning her tear-stained face to her dad. "She had no clothes!"
"Getting scared by imaginary naked people..." said Marcine with a raised eyebrow at her husband. "I told you it's not a good idea to have S-E-X while she's playing downstairs. She's catching a vibe."
Charlie grimaced. "Aww, come on, Marcy. She's just imagining things. She's fine, aren't you Peanut?"
He reached out to tickle his daughter and she giggled and shyly smiled, her tears fading away.
Marcine sighed and picked up her daughter, heading toward the stairs. "Come on, honey. Mommy and Daddy are going to get dressed, then we're all heading to the park. Daddy will buy us ice cream."
Wendy squealed with delight, her terror forgotten. Charlie sighed heavily. "For real?" he said frustratedly. "I was... sort of on a roll up there, babe. You're the one who said it's important to 'try' every day. Can't we just finish up quick before we go?"
Marcine raised an eyebrow and snorted, but her fond smile softened it. "Don't worry Don Juan. Wendy will be all worn out after an hour at the park. We can keep trying during nap time."
Charlie rolled his eyes, but let it go easily. As much as he was having fun a few minutes ago, it really didn't make that much of a difference if he and his wife tried for another baby right now or in a couple of hours.
"How would you like a little brother, Wendy?" he asked cheerfully as the family mounted the stairs.
"Sister," corrected Marcine confidently.
Little Wendy looked thunderstruck. "But... what about me though?" she asked quietly.
But a few minutes later, she had forgotten all about the question in her excitement for ice cream, and tired herself out at the park so much that she slept long and deep that afternoon.
...
Stan watched his sister and counted down with just the tiniest bit of apprehension.
He was fairly certain that he had fixed all the calculation errors correctly in the short time he had been given. But for a few of them he had been forced to rely on intuition. He just wouldn't have been able to get through them all otherwise.
It was probably fine. None of them had seemed like serious errors after all.
Still, he was a little nervous as the countdown reached zero and a bright light flashed in the room, sending afterimages floating through his vision.
His worry only deepened as he saw his sister's clothes slump to the ground without her. It was an unexpected development; not what you wanted to see when the slightest mistake could mean life or death. But there was nothing to be done now. The program was running and the machines were still screaming with energy. They would keep running for roughly a minute, then snap Wendy back to her point of origin. Or at least they should, if everything was working as planned.
The minute seemed to pass agonizingly slowly. Stan began obsessing over the possibility that everything had gone wrong and he would never see Wendy again. She could be an overbearing bitch at times, but he would never wish her out of existence.
The energy readings on the control panel spiked, and Stan slumped back in relief. The readings were normal. The retrieval process was starting up as usual. The machine was bringing Wendy back.
The machine grew louder and louder, and, in another bright flash, Wendy appeared on the platform in the center of the room, completely naked, and for some reason sweaty and red-faced. She stumbled and fell to her knees, breathing heavily. Stan, ignoring the established safety protocols, left the shielded booth to sprint across the room to her, jumping up the stairs and scrambling under the safety railing to grab her shoulder.
"Wendy!" he called, speaking loudly to be heard over the already-winding-down machines. "Wendy, are you alright?"
She shook her head as if confused, then narrowed her eyes and glared up at him. "What the fuck did you do?" she snarled.
Stan pulled back as his sister shook off his hand, snatching up her lab coat to cover her naked body. "What do you mean?" he asked nervously, his mind guiltily flashing back to the error messages he had sloppily cleared. "What happened?"
"A total shit show!" snapped Wendy. "I was sent to the completely wrong year! Fourteen years earlier than we planned. Not to mention the fact that I arrived completely naked. I wasn't able to accomplish the mission at all. You checked all the numbers, right?" Her sparkling green eyes were suspicious now.
Stan gulped. "Of course I did! So, umm, you went back to when you were a little kid? Did you change anything?"
"Of course I didn't change..." began Wendy. Then an uncomfortable look of uncertainty crossed her face. "I mean... I don't think I changed anything. I really didn't do that much. But, I mean, we would be able to tell, right? If anything did change, it must be minor. Pull out your phone. Look up the top headlines. Just in case."
Stan nodded and pulled his phone from his pocket, ready to navigate to a news page. Immediately, something bothered him. Some small prickle of disquiet. Stan stared down at the phone in his hand.
His phone.
Why did he have it?
"Wendy..." he said, his voice filled with confusion and an edge of terror. She looked at him, frowning at his obvious discomfort.
But before he could explain the inexplicable appearance of his phone, they both sensed it. A strange sensation... like the feeling right before a lightning storm. The air was greasy and charged with potential energy. The atmosphere felt thick.
"What's going on?" asked Wendy, her eyes suddenly scared as well. As if her younger brother could possibly have the answer.
The air rippled and twisted, like it does over pavement on a hot day, or through gasoline fumes. The bizarre visual effect began in the center of the platform and spread outward rapidly, engulfing the two siblings. Then, Stan felt something else... not in the air, but inside himself.
It was a welling of heat from his core, deep, powerful, and oddly arousing. He groaned as he fell to his knees, overwhelmed by the spreading sensation. His bones themselves burned. They felt like hot, soft plastic inside him, shifting and changing shape, especially around his jaw and hips.
And speaking of hips... Stan could feel his butt and hips... thicken. It was like they were being slowly pumped up, filled with pleasantly hot jelly. Not a ridiculous amount, but enough to change the shape of his lower body significantly. The feeling was... good. Erotic even, in a way that was hard to describe. Stan's whole lower body tingled with the sensation. He moaned as he felt his butt grow softer and fuller, sending fiery sparks of pleasure dancing up his spine.
Wendy stared down in horror as she noticed her brother's appearance begin to change. She also felt something inside her... a warm, pleasant buzz. But whatever it was was clearly far weaker than whatever was affecting Stanley.
His upper body was changing now as well. He felt his muscles dwindling slightly, their mass shifting downward toward his hips. But that was nothing compared to the sensation in his chest. Stan had never really noticed much sensation from his nipples before. But now they burned and itched with a deep, needy heat. His hands rose unconsciously to paw at them, pinching and pulling as new nerve endings sprouted through them, creating new erogenous zones that he had never dreamt of. Beneath the nipples themselves, he felt that same sensation of warm, pleasant swelling, pushing his chest outward, ballooning beneath his new sensitive nipples.
But soon, he was distracted by the sensations coming from between his now-curvier thighs.
It almost felt like... shrinking.
Not every caring that his sister was watching with horror, Stan tugged down his pants, just in time to watch as his balls disappeared, softly sucked up into his body. The sensations coming from his crotch were ten times as intense as the ones from his chest. His cock was on fire; he could almost feel new sensitive nerve endings forming even as it visibly shrank.
Stan, panicking now, reached down to clutch at his cock, instinctively trying to stop the odd feeling of shrinking and retraction. As his fist wrapped around his dick, pulling and tugging it outward to try to preserve it's shortening length, he gasped with the intense sensation that flared up from the contact. Pleasure and terror warred in his mind as he felt his penis shrinking in his hand. Desperation flared. His cock, the symbol of his manhood, was disappearing. He tried again to pull it outward, but was rewarded only with another wave of pleasure. He moaned, and was shocked to hear his voice come out much higher and sweeter than he expected. Something kept getting in the way of his peripheral vision, and he realized it was his hair, sprouting from his scalp at an incredible rate.
Stan continued to pull his shrinking cock out of desperation, trying to hold onto it as it disappeared. His whole body felt hot and weak and tingly. His brain felt nearly fried from the pleasure. His cock was too small to wrap a fist around now, so Stan rubbed at it with his fingertips, trying to somehow will it back into being.
Hissing and moaning with pleasure and despair, Stan's body convulsed, his back arching and his toes curling. His body was rocked by a deep and powerful climax.
No semen came out. His penis didn't even have a hole anymore. He collapsed bonelessly back onto the platform... and then, "his" penis was gone altogether, seemingly swallowed up by two new delicate lips closing up and over it's disappearing length. The skin between Stan's thighs swelled gently into a soft mound... then bloomed into a moist, glistening pink flower of flesh. Finally the changes ceased, settling into its final form: a brand new vagina.
Wendy stood above her brother(... sister?), her expression a complex puzzle of horror and scientific curiosity.
"Well Stan," she said in a deadpan voice, "I think I may have changed something."
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The car ride home from the spa was awkward to say the least. Dan made one or two half-hearted attempts to engage his wife in conversation, but Claire didn't bite. She was still angry at Dan, for one. He had been misleading her this entire time, letting her believe that he had cut off his friendship with Zane like she asked.
But more importantly, Claire's brain was roiling and buzzing with conflicted emotions right now. She simply didn't have the bandwidth for light conversation. She laid her head against the cool car window and closed her eyes, trying to calm her whirling thoughts and feelings. She needed to take stock.
Claire hated Zane. For the past few weeks, he had been a constant thorn in her side, getting under her skin with his arrogance, pushy demeanor, and crass tastes. She had also just watched him have sex. And not just any sex: filthy, red-hot fucking that, as annoying as it was to admit, proved at least some of what Zane claimed about his own dominant nature.
Seeing Zane have sex had turned Claire on. There was no getting around that: she had even orgasmed touching herself while she watched. Rather than trying to deny that, the more important thing was to think about what that arousal meant. Claire furrowed her brow as she probed her feelings carefully. Did she find Zane attractive? Claire was relieved to find that the answer was a firm "no". Zane's squat, hairy little body was still repelling to her.
So what exactly had turned her on?
She knew the answer, although she didn't like it. The dominance had made her horny. The power that Zane held over Leah. The way that Leah had shown her distaste for Zane, but still wasn't able to help herself from submitting to his animal lust.
Calire's eyes opened and flicked over to Dan, who was driving the car in silence with a troubled look on his face. She had molded her husband into a passive, and yes, submissive, partner in bed. Zane had awakened a need for something more inside her. A thirst for powerful masculinity that Claire didn't know she had. That is what made her so turned on watching Zane have sex with Leah.
Claire let out a long sigh. Dan looked over, but she still wasn't prepared to engage him right now and ignored him. So... she had a submissive side she never knew existed. That was annoying in many ways, but it was also a relief. It meant that this wasn't actually about Zane at all. Right now, Dan couldn't scratch that itch... but she had shaped him once, hadn't she? She could reshape him again. Claire would simply have to work with Dan to figure out a system. One where she could opt in to submissive sexual encounters when she felt the urge to be dominated. She was sure it would take him some practice to get the hang of it, but they had all the time in the world.
As for the idea that she would see her dominant fix from Zane... the idea remained laughable. As if he was the only man on the planet with a big dick and a pushy attitude! If Claire was willing to cheat on her husband (which obviously she wasn't), she could go out to any nightclub in the city and find a man just as obnoxious as Zane and ten times better looking in five minutes.
She conceded the fact that Zane might be good at sex. Leah had certainly seemed to think so. But Claire would never in a million years allow Zane to touch her. For many reasons. She was married. It was unprofessional. He was gross.
But most importantly, above all other considerations, was this: Her pride wouldn't allow it. She had decided long ago that Zane was beneath her, and nothing in heaven or earth would make her bend down to his level.
By the time they got home, Claire felt better enough that she allowed Dan to rub her feet while they watched some TV. Things were already beginning to make sense to her again now that she had straightened out her thoughts.
...
Zane parked in front of Claire's office and looked at himself in the rearview. No matter how well he did with women, no matter how much money he made, he still felt that tiny sting of self-loathing when he looked at himself. A feeling that perfect hotties like Dan and his smokeshow of a wife would never understand.
Zane didn't waste much time with self-reflection normally, but he knew why he acted the way he did. Maybe on the inside, he was still the despised fat-ass all alone on prom night, or some maudlin crap like that. He had left behind self-pity and tears long ago. Ever since college, he had worn his repulsive looks like a badge of honor, proudly saying to the world, "Yeah, I do look like shit. And I can still get any woman I want, so what does that say about you?" He had taken his physical flaws and made them just another part of his mental strength.
Today would be an important step forward in his latest conquest. Claire was the kind of woman who had never submitted to anyone. There was a certain type of attractive woman who could pick her way through life, surrounding themselves with fawning men, avoiding dominant males entirely, and calling themselves powerful and strong from the inevitable contrast.
Zane had no doubt that Claire was coming up with complex reasons why peeping on him having sex didn't matter or didn't count somehow. Arrogant women like her were very talented at self-deception. That was why Zane was going to make Claire build a trophy case to house the panties his conquests had gifted him. It was something that Claire would never do on her own. When she finally gave in and agreed, it would be impossible for her to weasel out of the truth: she was doing it because he said so. Perfect proof, even for a self-absorbed woman like Claire, that she had submitted to his will.
But it wasn't going to be a walk in the park. After watching Zane thoroughly dominate another woman, Claire would be flustered and on the back foot. But she was stubborn, and probably more suspicious of Zane than ever. He was going to have to come at this with everything he had.
But Zane wasn't intimidated as he hopped out of his luxury SUV and strolled into the office. He was exhilarated. This is what he lived for: his revenge on all the perfect, pretty people who looked down on him. He would be the one looking down on Claire soon enough, as she used that clever little tongue to serve his cock.
Claire was going to design a fucking trophy case for him, and by the time it was finished, the classy, demure panties Zane was sure she wore would be taking the place of honor in his collection.
...
Claire was a little frustrated with herself. She felt nervous and awkward about her meeting with Zane, but there was no reason for that feeling. She had seen him naked, but the essential terms of their relationship hadn't changed in the slightest. He was still beneath her, and she was still going to prove that while taking his money.
But, no matter how much she repeated that to herself, she still felt a strange twist of anxiety in her belly when she saw Zane again for the first time since the spa. She could see him arrive at the reception desk through her office door, laughing and chatting with Perlah (who seemed a little too flirty, come to think of it. Maybe Claire should have a word with her). Just the sight of his face made red-hot memories jolt through her mind. Zane, kneeling behind Leah to aggressively eat her out from behind... Pinning the cheating wife's soft, bottom-heavy body to the massage table with his thick cock.
Just as those disturbing, arousing memories flooded her mind. Zane turned, seeing her through the door. His face split into his infuriating grin and he gave her a little wave, turning to walk toward her.
Desperately trying to stop herself from thinking about the size and shape of her least favorite client's cock, Claire rose to greet him. The meeting had begun.
Zane held out his hand to shake, but it immediately reminded Claire of how he had used that same hand to grip Leah's braid, using it like a handle as he fucked her mouth. She ignored the hand and gestured for him to sit, doing her best to clamp down on her imagination. This had been exactly what she was afraid of... Her purpose in peeping on Zane having sex in the first place was to gain a mental edge by seeing how pathetic he truly was. That had backfired. The fact that Zane had actually performed impressively was making it difficult to maintain the cool, dismissive attitude she had always tried to take with him.
If Zane was offended by her refusal to shake hands, he didn't show it. He leaned back comfortably in the chair on the other side of Claire's desk and rested his hands on his gut with a contented expression. "Good to see you, Claire Bear! It feels like forever since we've last checked in with this project!" he said jovially. "Although I guess you did see me this weekend for other reasons, didn't you?"
Claire blushed as a spike of adrenaline shot through her. Had Zane noticed that she was watching? She opened her mouth to make an excuse, then caught herself. He meant in the pedicure room. "Um... well. Yes. I suppose I did," she said haltingly, looking anywhere but Zane's piggy eyes, which were twinkling with some secret amusement. This meeting had barely begun, and it already felt like things were twisting out of her grasp. How did Zane have such a talent for flustering her? "Anyway," she said, a decisive tone creeping back into her voice. "Let's get to business." She forced herself to meet Zane's gaze, her eyes hard. She would push through this awkwardness with sheer force of will if she had to.
"Agreed," said Zane with a smirk. "I want to discuss the panty presentation case that you'll be designing for me."
He said it with such straightforward confidence that Claire was momentarily confused. "Excuse me?" she said, not even outraged, just genuinely thinking there must be a misunderstanding. "Mr. Kruger, we already discussed this. I said that..."
"Call me Zane," said the repellent man, cutting Claire off sharply. His face was still relaxed and smiling, but his eyes suddenly glittered with a hint of steel that took Claire aback.
"What?" she asked, off balance once again in an instant.
"I call you by your first name," said Zane smoothly, his voice calm and unthreatening. "It seems like it would be polite to reciprocate."
Claire bit the inside of her cheek to keep a sour look off her face. Refusing to use his first name had been a deliberate attempt to snub him. But now that he had brought it up directly, she couldn't continue without looking petty. "Fine," she said flatly, feeling a little outmaneuvered, even if it was for something insignificant, "Zane, I already told you that I would have no part in designing the juvenile little showcase you have planned."
Zane held up a finger. "No, Claire. We said we would table the discussion. Now I want to discuss it again. I'm afraid that I must insist. You will make me a trophy case to display the favors from women I have slept with. I won't take 'no' for an answer."
Claire just stared at him, stunned. Zane had heard a straightforward refusal, but he didn't seem shaken or deterred in the least. He had simply pushed through her refusal with his usual infuriating confidence, completely unbothered. It was one of the most stunningly arrogant reactions she had ever seen, and she worked with the rich and famous. His ugly face, with its bulging eyes and scruffy stubble, had an expression of certainty that made her want to slap him.... But she also couldn't help but wonder: was this the same sort of attitude that had gotten him into the pants of women out of his league? Women a thousand times more attractive than him? Smart, confident, independent women? Married women?
This pushy, arrogant attitude had to be effective to some extent if he was that successful, right? More images flashed through Claire's head... Leah calling Zane "Daddy" in a whimpering voice, The sight of Zane's initials tattooed on a married woman's ass, Leah faltering on her refusal to let Zane impregnate her just before he came. Claire fought to keep the filthy memories out of her head before the blush she felt forming became obvious.
"Well, I'm sorry, Zane. But whether you like the answer or not, no is no," she said, wincing internally at how defensive she sounded. Focus, idiot! Don't let him throw you!
"If money is the issue, I'd be happy to..." began Zane with a condescending smirk.
"It isn't a question of money!" The very idea was annoying to Claire. Zane must think he could buy anyone he wanted. But it wouldn't work on her.
"I'd like you to explain your refusal then," said Zane sharply, still not thrown off in the slightest by Claire's firm "no". "I've seen your work before. I even have a few acquaintances whom you've designed for in the past. They tell me that you occasionally refuse certain design choices, but refusing to design a specific element when given free rein on how it would look and incorporate it into the room? That's unheard of for you."
So Zane had been talking to her other clients? Claire leaned back in her chair, staring at him with her lips drawn into a thin line of disapproval. As much as she hated to admit it, he did have a point, in a twisted, backward way. It was unusual for her to refuse outright to design an element of a room. But these were special circumstances after all.
"It's simple," said Claire challengingly, not backing down from Zane's confident gaze. "I don't design obscene furniture. It doesn't fit my brand."
"Yet you designed a room for me with the specific brief of fitting my personality, and I'm an obscene man. My sexuality is a big part of who I am. Why can't my room reflect that?' His words were cool, cutting, and targeted. Claire caught a flash of ruthless cunning that lurked beneath Zane's normal bombastic attitude. It was... oddly a little intimidating.
"Your request is misogynistic. I won't even entertain it," snapped Claire. Shit. I sound flustered. Every time she tried to shut Zane down, images of his monstrous cock would flash before her eyes. But her job was easy here. She just needed to keep saying 'no' until he gave up. Nothing could be simpler... even if Lilah's moans seemed to be echoing in her ears.
Zane looked genuinely surprised. "What? Misogynistic? Claire... I didn't steal these panties. They were gifts. Tokens of affection from women who willingly became mine. Symbols of their submission. Their willing submission. Ask any one of them, and they'll say they have no problem with me showing off their gift. I guarantee it."
Now Claire knew that she was blushing. What Zane was saying had to be bullshit. He may have tricked women into sex. Or bullied them. Or paid them. But so many women just... giving in like that? The word that he said... submission. It sent a shudder of horror down Claire's spine, and sent a flicker of heat through her core. That was what the trophy case represented: Zane's inexplicable sexual success and the humiliating defeat of the women he had bedded. Why would any attractive, independent woman put themselves beneath a creep like Zane?
And not just one, enough to fill a trophy case. Zane's eyes bored into hers, unshaken by her refusal, infuriatingly confident that she would say yes in the end. Was this the secret? Force of will and patience and a big, throbbing cock? Was that all it took to bring a proud woman to her knees, literally and metaphorically? What would it feel like to give in? To let him have his way? Maybe those other women would tell her how pleasurable it was. But no... she couldn't. Not even on small things like this.
"Even so," she said, her mouth suddenly feeling dry, "The answer is 'no'."
"For no reason?" asked Zane, raising an eyebrow.
"For personal reasons."
This response, to Claire's discomfort, made Zane chuckle darkly. "Well... there we have it at last. It has to do with your feelings about me personally. Well, that's no problem then."
He leaned forward, and suddenly his entire energy seemed to change, becoming forceful. Intrusive. Claire had to stop herself from scooting back from him on her rolling chair. This wasn't the tubby, crass clown she was used to. This was suddenly the sharp-eyed, masculine beast she had spied on while he fucked Leah into submission.
"That means all I have to do is change your mind," the look in his eyes told Claire that he didn't think that would be difficult. He looked like a wolf closing in on its prey. Claire opened her mouth, but no words came out. She felt like a deer in the headlights.
"And I will," said Zane in a low voice. "You're going to do as I say eventually, Claire. So why make this harder than it has to be? Say 'yes'. I promise you, you'll be happy you did."
Claire breathed heavily, caught in a torrent of emotion. Anger at Zane's presumption. Disgust with herself for not shutting him down right away. But most of all... a sense of twisted curiosity. What would it feel like to give in? To... submit. It wasn't something that Claire had ever considered until recently. But seeing the effect Zane had on others made her wonder.
The idea was taboo... kinky even, in a strange way. For a woman who had always prided herself on her control and power, giving in to a man's desires just because he said so was forbidden in a way that made Claire's heart beat faster. True, this was just one minor thing... it would barely count as submission at all. But even getting a taste of what it was like to bend to the will of a powerful man sent a twist of strange arousal through Claire's belly that she couldn't quite squash.
Maybe it wouldn't be so bad. Maybe bending a little and letting someone else win for once would even be relaxing. She felt totally under Zane's power in that heated moment, his eyes locked with hers, the memory of his thick cock sinking into Leah flashing before Claire's eyes. The way her pussy stretched to take his monstrous cock... the slutty moans that tore from the married mother's throat... the way she had held Zane, pulling him closer to kiss him deeply and intimately.
Claire opened her mouth, to her own shock, she realized that she was about to say yes. It felt like she was under Zane's overwhelming power. Yes was the easiest option now. The one that would be the most satisfying.
Then Claire saw the ghost of a smirk on Zane's lips, and she remembered the downside of doing what he asked. She would have to deal with his insufferable smugness. She would never allow this little creep to celebrate his victory over her. She screwed up all of her willpower and changed her answer on the way to her lips.
"I think about it," she croaked. Even that was a compromise that left a bitter taste in her mouth, but it was satisfying to see the sudden expression of shock on Zane's face as he realized that Claire hadn't quite given in completely, like he wanted.
"Listen," said Zane with a frown, "I thought we agreed that..."
"I have another meeting coming up, Mr. Kruger," said Claire flatly, carefully avoiding Zane's eyes so that he couldn't use his force of personality to change her mind. "I told you that I would think about it. And that's more than you deserve. Goodbye."
For a long, tense moment, Zane sat unmoving in the chair. Claire didn't look up to see his expression, but finally, he stood. "Fine. I'm a patient man, Claire Bear. But let's not drag this out longer than we have to. At our next meeting, you're going to tell me 'yes'."
He left, leaving Claire alone in her office. She let out a long sigh and put her head in her hands. What the fuck was that? Why had it been so hard to say 'no' to him? And why had she gotten a little aroused just by the idea of giving in to him? She had managed to avoid agreeing to his ridiculous request, but only just barely. Somehow, his force of personality was a lot more effective than Claire ever could have guessed. She needed to be more careful around him...



And more importantly, she needed to stop picturing him naked every time he spoke.
...
Zane sat behind the wheel of his SUV, gripping it tightly in his hands. He took a long breath in, his grip tightening until his knuckles were white, then let it out in one explosive burst, releasing his anger with it.
Claire was a hard nut to crack. Maybe the hardest he had ever worked on. She was proud, smart, and stubborn. Zane had used every trick in the book, logic, subtle insults, and sheer force of will, and he had still failed to get her to agree. It had been a long time since a woman he wanted hadn't just fallen into his lap. True, he had moved her from a "no" to a "maybe", but that was hardly a win compared to what he had done with other women in the past.
A frustrated erection tented up the front of Zane's pants as he started the car and pulled out of the parking lot. He wanted to fuck Claire more than ever now that she was playing hard to get like this. And he would, he was positive. Soon that smug, perfect bitch would be begging for his dick. He just needed to apply a little more pressure.
The first order of business was dealing with Dan. The little spa trip, even though Zane had turned it into an opportunity, had been proof that Dan had grown some balls and was trying to work against him behind the scenes. If Dan somehow found a way to genuinely relieve Claire's tension, it could actually throw a wrench in Zane's plans.
Zane knew that, as pleasant a guy as old Danny Boy could be, he wasn't the type of man who could handle a woman like Claire. But Zane needed Claire to see that as well. Zane suspected that Claire was already feeling new appetites for domination and realizing that Dan couldn't satisfy them. Zane needed to deepen that gap between Claire's desires and Dan's abilities. Once Claire realized that Dan could never give her what her instincts craved, Zane's job would get a lot easier.
But how best to let Dan's inadequacy shine?
The answer was simple. All that Zane had to do was let Dan dig his own grave. If Zane sent Dan a free gift subscription to his porn website, there was no doubt at all in his mind that a cuck-in-the-making like Dan would spend every free moment jerking himself raw thinking about what Zane might do to his wife. Which would leave him drained and limp in bed, unable to satisfy his wife. Leaving her hornier and hornier by the day, ready to submit to her new master.
Time to draft a little email, informing Dan of his generous gift...
...
The email came in as Dan was processing permits at work. Just another buzzing from his phone that he paid no attention to. But when he checked the notification a few minutes later, suddenly it was all he could think about, and focusing on his work became impossible.
The email was brief and blunt.
Hey bud,
Since you seemed so curious about Leah the other day, I thought I would let you see the whole dirty business for yourself. I paid for a subscription to Freaks in the Sheets for you, so go nuts. You can find Leah's whole story under her name.
User name: CuckyD
Password: thankuZane
Dan spent the rest of the afternoon in a haze, making multiple mistakes on his work, staring into space, and generally having a terrible time. Obviously he wasn't actually going to use the gifted subscription. It was some sort of trick... or at very least a barely-veiled taunt about what Zane planned to do with his wife. About an hour after he received the email, Dan deleted it, feeling like he had won a victory.
But it still ate away at him, and he knew that, thanks to the taunting nature of the username and password, they were now seared into his brain. He would be able to remember them if he tried, so deleting the email had been a hollow gesture.
All afternoon, he was taunted by the knowledge that, if he really wanted, he could sit down later that evening and see the woman he had had a crush on for so long naked for the second time in his life. The fact that she would be fucking Zane when and if he saw her was a bitter pill to swallow... And, even worse, he would know the entire time that whatever he watched on the screen was exactly what Zane intended to do to his wife.
Speaking of Claire, Dan had been worrying about her for the past few days. The trip to the spa had been a dud. Dan had no idea how, but Zane had somehow gotten wind of his plan to help Claire and worked decisively and effectively to counteract it. The whole point had been to calm Claire down and soothe her stress, but after the trip, she seemed more moody and distracted than ever.
It had also put up a barrier between them. It had come out at the spa that Dan hadn't actually cut off the friendship with Zane per se, and Claire was still upset about it. Over the years they had been married, Dan had discovered that Claire had a very predictable cycle of anger and forgiveness. For this particular issue, Claire had now moved from the silent treatment period to brief, neutral conversations without pet names and kisses on the cheek. Soon she would be ready to receive his apology... unless this whole thing with Zane had sent their natural rhythm out of whack.
Dan spent the rest of the day nervous and distracted by both issues, and so, by the time he arrived home, he was a buzzing ball of tension, temptation, and arousal. A quick investigation showed that Claire wasn't in her home office... which meant she was working late tonight. Probably. Dan immediately crushed the squirming feeling of uncertainty in his belly. Claire was at the office. Where else would she be? In Zane's room, pinned to the bed by his thick cock? Of course not. The idea was ludicrous. If he started doubting his wife now, the battle was already half-lost. His strong-willed, beautiful wife would never fall for a toad like Zane.
...but Leah did. A small, treacherous part of his brain whispered. He could go now and view the proof if he wanted. And, despite the hope that had lingered at the back of his mind, his wife wasn't home right now to distract him from the taboo gift that Zane had cruelly dangled in front of his nose.
In the end, Dan made it a little over an hour before his resolution crumbled. What pushed him over the edge was the perfect excuse that his mind cooked up for why investigating the porn site would be a good idea. The same reason he had tried to stealthily check out the website before: it would be excellent research on the methods of his opposition. If he understood how Zane had tricked Leah into sex, he could maybe get some insight into the prick's plans for Claire.
The fact that he would get to see Leah moaning and sweating in the depths of filthy, adulterous passion had nothing to do with his decision. Or, at least, so he told himself.
Dan double checked through the window that Claire wasn't pulling up, then nervously opened his laptop and navigated to the website. Despite his insistence to himself that this was just for research purposes, he was already fully erect and straining against his pants by the time he reached the familiar, sleazy-looking porn page.
He froze one last time at the login screen, fingers hovering over the keys as he hesitated. The smartest move would be to do the opposite of whatever Zane wanted. He didn't believe for a second that Zane had sent this login info out of the goodness of his heart. But, on the other hand, maybe Zane was just underestimating him. If this was an attempt to intimidate Dan by showing what would happen to Claire... Well, then all Dan had to do was not feel intimidated and use the information to sabotage Zane's plan. He was made of stronger stuff than Zane thought.
Dan entered the username calling himself a cuck, typed in the password thanking the man who wanted to fuck his wife, and pressed enter.
...
Zane looked down lazily at his phone, saw that it was from his webmaster, and took the call. He normally didn't call unless it was serious.
"What's up?" Zane grunted, making a "five minutes" gesture to the cameramen. Ramona rolled her eyes on the bed, but took the opportunity to light up a cigarette.
"You told me to call you if someone logged in with the CuckyD username. Someone did," as usual, the webmaster's thick, nasally sounded annoyed. Zane and he didn't like each other very much, but they found each other useful.
"Great," said Zane with a nasty grin. "Log the IP. And If someone from that IP tries to make another account, block it."
"Yeah, yeah, I remember," said the voice on the other end. There was a disgusting crunching sound over the line. Always snacking, this guy. "You know that someone could get around that in like five minutes if they tried, right?"
"Only if they had the willpower to fight back and some brains," replied Zane with a chuckle. "I'm not worried."
"Whatever. Your funeral," said the webmaster, speaking through a full mouth of whatever greasy snack food he was eating. "Hey, you know that my skills are wasted on stupid shit like running your website IT, right? If we are trading favors, don't waste them on bullshit like this."
Zane rolled his eyes. "Sure thing. Next time I need some super spooky black-hat hacking, you'll be first on my list. Bye." He hung up and put the phone back into his robe. The guy was insufferable sometimes, but he ran a damn clean ship on digital security. Zane didn't think he would need his help in any other ways. He preferred physical and mental over digital manipulation.
...
Dan's eyes lit up as the website unlocked. A second later, he frowned. The website looked quite different than the one he had previewed earlier. Instead of a deep black background with neon highlights, this webpage had a background of soft pink. For a second, he thought he had been sent to the wrong site.
Then he saw the logo at the top. It still said "Freaks in the Sheets", but now there was a small addition on the bottom right of the words: "Beta Edition." Dan rolled his eyes. Had Zane made a pink reskin of the website just to fuck with him? It felt sort of petty. Whatever, as long as all the content was still there.
But, as he scrolled down, searching for Leah, Dan noticed that the background color wasn't the only change.
There was censorship on the page now, when Dan could have sworn there wasn't before. All of the women had a black bar covering their eyes now, and the women posing nude had black boxes covering their nipples and pussies. Dan felt a prickle of anger, no longer quite as dismissive of the games Zane was playing. The taunt felt a lot more pointed now. An implication that Dan was a beta who didn't even deserve to see these women naked, while Zane got to fuck them as much as he wanted.
Dan gritted his teeth. The joke was on Zane. Although this version of the site might not be as... satisfying to Dan's curiosity, all of the written portions were intact, and, by clicking into a few videos as a test, Dan found that he had access to all of those as well... although each and every one had been carefully edited to censor all female nudity. The worst part was that Dan found the censorship a little erotic in a strange way. He had always liked it when Claire (and other women before her) teased him in bed. And in some ways, this felt like the ultimate tease. Getting so close to seeing these gorgeous women, but being denied right at the last step.
Dan shook his head, irritated with himself. He wasn't being "denied" by anyone. This was a mind game from Zane. If he wanted to see these women naked, all he would have to do is pay for a subscription. But he didn't need to. He needed to get to work. In theory, he could learn more about Zane's methods by clicking on any woman on the site, but Dan wasn't kidding himself. Now that he had come this far, he wasn't going to hold himself back from what he really wanted to see.
He scrolled down the page until he saw the name "Leah" once again. There was her photo, smiling her familiar, teasing smile. Since she was wearing a bikini, there were no black bars on her body here, but the black line covering her eyes still gave the photo a taboo, naughty feeling, like Dan was looking at something he shouldn't.
Which maybe he was.
He clicked into the page, his heart pounding and his cock straining in his pants. First, he was given the options of "Leah's Training" or "Professional Scenes". As tempting as the scenes sounded, he probably needed to get all the info he could first, so he clicked "Leah's Training".
He was greeted by a sort of... report. A collection of dated entries, written in lurid, pornographic style, accompanied by pictures and footage. A lot of the earlier footage was clearly taken using some sort of hidden camera, though prominent disclaimers advised that all people with unblurred faces in the videos gave their express permission for the footage to be posted. Dan considered scrolling right down to the bottom to see if there really were filthy pornographic videos of Leah having sex with a gross little troll like Zane... but he restrained himself. He was supposed to be looking for clues, not getting off.
He started at the beginning.
The page started with a brief introduction detailing information that Dan was already familiar with. The fact that Zane and Leah went to college together. That she never liked him. That she got married to a jock shortly after college. Dan skimmed it, though he was more interested in the content further down the page... for research purposes, of course.
The next section was a bit more interesting.
So, with all that in mind, dear strokers, you won't be surprised to hear that when I ran into Leah recently at my local grocery store, she was downright rude to me! Dismissive even! She tried to brush me off like I was trash. And you know how that attitude makes Z feel, coming from a slut-in-the-making. It makes me feel like I have to prove her wrong. Especially because Leah and I go way back. I just had to get a little revenge for poor college-aged Z, you know? So I did a little digging and found out that Little Leah was about to run a baking class at her local community center. It wasn't hard to join up. After all, 'everyone is welcome'!
Every entry was written in the same smug, joking style, with chummy asides to the reader. It made the writer, presumably Zane, sound like a pompous prick. But Dan supposed that that was what the audience for this type of website liked. There was a video beneath the entry, so Dan clicked play.
The video was clearly being taken from some sort of hidden pinhole camera, based on the low angle and the fish-eye lens. The perspective showed Leah approaching. Even with the odd perspective, it was easy to see she was angry... although Dan noticed that her eyes were still covered by a black bar as she moved.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" she hissed quietly. The camera showed her torso, but not her face this close to the camera.
"I thought the flyer said everyone was welcome," said the man wearing the camera, calm and amused. It was obviously Zane. Dan could tell from the voice alone. He would recognise that smug prick anywhere.
"I don't know what kind of game you're playing, Zane, but whatever it is, I..."
"I'm just here to learn to bake," said Zane with a chuckle. "You're the one who seems to be making a big deal out of it. But fine, go tell the organizers to kick me out of the class because you knew me in college and think I'm annoying. I'm sure that will get exactly the response you're looking for."
Leah made a frustrated huff and turned away, showing the camera a tempting view of her plump backside as she retreated, stiff with anger.
The video cut off there. Dan was confused. If this was supposed to be an example of Zane's progress, it didn't look encouraging. Leah was obviously pissed off and dismissive. But Zane wouldn't have posted this on his website if it ended in a rejection. With a sinking feeling in his belly, oddly compounded by his thumping heart and throbbing erection, Dan scrolled down and read further.
The twisted arousal and disquiet only swelled within him as he read the following entries. Zane was meticulous and thorough. He researched Leah's weaknesses and applied strategic pressure. Strangely, his aim wasn't to endear himself to Leah, but just the opposite. Zane worked, at the beginning, to get under Leah's skin and make her obsessed with him.
He slept with the other members of the class, mostly married women, and flaunted it in Leah's face. He researched and became an expert in baking to question Leah's teaching in class. He pushed Leah to give in to his desires on petty issues, supposedly "training her to submit." And, most importantly, he slowly introduced innuendos and crude jokes to get Leah to connect him in her mind with sex.
All of it was written in the same leering, gloating style, smugly confident that Leah would soon be his. Pictures and short clips accompanied the updates, and Dan couldn't help but note that, although her expression remained annoyed, there was a noticeable hungry edge to Leah's expression as the updates went on.
The parallels to Claire's situation were obvious and disturbing. Dan's wife was becoming more distracted with time, more obsessed with Zane. Was she thinking about him sexually at this point? Was she at that stage? Dan shook his head. Of course not. She would never reach that stage. She was Claire, not some easily manipulated slut.
He didn't understand why his fucking erection wasn't going down while his gut twisted with anxiety like this.
Dan's mouth was dry as he read the next update.
As all of my regular strokers know, the pieces were all in place at this point. All poor Leah needed was one final push. She needed to see my cock. She needed a chance to really think about what it might feel like to submit to a dominant man like me, not just in everyday life, but in bed. So I sent her a dick pic. "By Mistake" obviously. I told her I was sending a picture of a loaf I made at home asking for tips, or some shit like that, but she got a glamor shot of my throbbing cock instead. One of those timed links that only opens once. You should have seen how she cussed me out! But she didn't block me. Not even after I sent the second picture the next day. Not even after I sent her one every evening, at a time I knew was after her hubby had gone to sleep. And, then, dear strokers, when I knew she was getting used to seeing my cock regularly... I stopped. And that was all it took to get this sneering, superior, married mom to crumble.
A screenshot of a messaging app was posted below. Dan felt second-hand indignation as he realized that Leah was listed simply as "Buns" in Zane's phone, but then he remembered that, for reasons he still couldn't quite wrap his brain around, Leah had approved Zane posting this.
Buns: I just want to know why.
Zane: There's nothing to explain. You wanted me to stop sending you dick pics. You said they were disgusting and pathetic. So I stopped. Isn't this what you wanted?
Buns: You're insane! I told you to stop every time, and you kept sending them again and again. And now all of a sudden you stop out of the blue? It makes no fucking sense!
Zane: I know what this is. You want more, don't you?
Buns: WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU? Are you even reading my messages? How could you draw that conclusion?
Zane: I get it. Asking me straight out would be too humiliating. So I'll make you a deal. You don't need to ask me and admit you want to see my cock. All you need to do is send me a picture of your tits. I won't even gloat or say I told you so or anything. The second you send me the picture of your naked tits, you get a picture of my cock back, no hassle.
Buns: You're delusional. Don't contact me again.



Dan was on the edge of his seat as he scrolled down.
Well, strokers, I let her be for a little while. Didn't text. Didn't show up to class. I let her have what she thought she wanted: peace and quiet with her pindick husband. And you'll never fucking guess what popped into my inbox a week later.
The tone prepared Dan for what was coming next, but it still hit him like a punch to the gut. The picture was clearly taken in the bathroom, and although her face wasn't in the picture, Dan was sure it was Leah. She lifted her shirt up over her breasts, with a clear blush all the way down her neck... to her bare naked tits, on display for Zane.
On display for Zane, but not fully for Dan. Frustratingly, the nipples were once again covered in a black bar, leaving the picture unsatisfying. Yet Dan couldn't tear his eyes away. He had obviously seen naked tits hundreds of times, but this felt intensely personal. These were the breasts he had lusted after. The tits he had only ever seen once during one stressful, confusing skinny-dipping session. And Zane had somehow earned that sight just through being an arrogant prick with a big cock. And Zane not only got to see Leah's tits, but put them onto the internet for any guy to see.
Well, almost any guy. Not guys who had the Beta Edition.
Before he realized what he was doing, Dan felt his hand squeezing his cock, shoved down his pants. His eyes bored into the photo as his hand gripped and squeezed, as if by staring hard, he could penetrate the black bars. Somehow, despite how humiliating and frustrating it was, the denial was part of the pleasure for him. The humiliating denial pressed a button inside Dan that he didn't know he had. With a tortured groan, he scrolled further down the page.
More pictures followed. Zane insisted that Leah send a brand new photo whenever she wanted a dick pic, and it soon became a nightly ritual. Dan gave up on the pretense as he scrolled, tugging his pants down his thighs and openly stroking as he watched Leah's photos grow sexier... flirtier. She held the shirt in her teeth as she lifted it over her breasts in one photo. In another, she arched her back to thrust them forward. In a third, she leaned forward, letting them hang down softly from her chest. And in each photo, Dan was blocked. Denied. Not allowed to see her nipples, just the full, rounded curves of her tits.
And then Zane switched it up. He told Leah he was bored of her tits. He needed something different. He wanted to see her fat ass. Zane arrogantly demanded that he needed to see Leah bending over and holding her cheeks open if she wanted to see another cock pic. Predictably, she refused, saying that Zane had gone too far this time.
And, after a few more days of Zane's cold shoulder, predictably, she sent him a new picture anyway.
Dan unconsciously increased the speed of his stroking, his heart pumping wildly and sweat beading on his forehead as he saw Leah in a way he never would have predicted.
Leaning over, bent at the waist, one hand gripping each luscious cheek, pulling them apart to reveal... a perfect round black hole censoring Dan's view, as well as a black bar obscuring even the tiniest glimpse of her pussy. It drove Dan crazy. As badly as he had fumbled his chance that day, Dan treasured the memory of skinny dipping with Leah. He had seen his crush naked, and that was a victory in itself.
But Zane had seen more. Now, every random subscriber to this website had seen more. It made Dan want to log out and buy a subscription for himself, even if it would make Claire question the charge on the credit card statement. But he was too deep now. He read the next update in a cold sweat, his hand pumping rapidly on his cock.
Oh, course, at this point I had her, strokers. She was mine, even if she didn't realize it yet. All that I needed to do was reach out and take her. I know that this has been a photo-heavy training log this time around, strokers, but it all leads up to this. I told Leah that if she wanted to see my cock again, it would have to be in person. And, after some token resistance, she agreed. The scene was set, after class at the community center, a couple of minutes after the last would-be baker left...
The camera approached Leah. who stood at a table at the front of some sort of food lab. Even with the black bars covering her eyes, Dan could tell she was embarrassed and annoyed. She gestured nervously toward the perspective of the camera. "What's with the camera. You didn't say you were going to film this."
Zane chuckled. "I already have a picture of your asshole, sweetcheeks. What does one little video matter? If it's a dealbreaker, we can just go our separate ways, of course..."
"Fine," snapped Leah, blushing heavily, clearly embarrassed to be on camera, but unwilling to walk away from this taboo encounter. "Let's just... Let's get this over with. You'll send more pictures if I do this, right?" She was already unbuttoning her jeans as she spoke, turning around to face away from Zane.
"Scouts honor," said Zane, his voice dripping with smug amusement. "Enough stalling. Show me what I came here to see."
Leah hooked her thumbs through her waistband, pulling her jeans and panties down over the swell of her impressive ass, revealing their pale, chubby roundness.
"That's not enough," said Zane in a hungry voice. "Show me everything."
"I know. I'm doing it," snapped Leah, irritated, but with a slight rasp of arousal tainting her voice. She reached back and gripped her cheeks with her pants down around her knees, pulling them apart slowly. It had been erotic in the photos, but it was twice as fascinating here... and twice as frustrating as the blank black disc and bar of censorship appeared. For an instant, maybe a single frame, Dan swore he could almost see a glimpse of her tight pink hole, but then it was blocked. The twisted pleasure roared inside him as he stroked his cock faster and faster.
Zane stood for a long minute, zooming in on what, for Dan, were just featureless black zones, then he spoke again. "Well. After that little treat, I think I'm ready to give you your reward too."
Leah turned gratefully, beginning to pull her pants back up. Zane stopped her. "No, leave those down... who knows, the mood might strike you and you'll appreciate the easy access."
"Of course not. Pig," muttered Leah, huffily crossing her arms, but leaving her pants pulled down. Dan's vision was still completely denied by the back bar, but she was clearly naked from the waist to the knees.
"Whatever," she grumbled, fidgeting uncomfortably. "Like you said, it's your turn. Show me." Her voice was prickly and harsh, but it was obvious to Dan that she was eager for the sight of Zane's cock. She bit her lips lightly in anticipation, fidgeting and rubbing her thighs together lightly as she waited.
"One last thing..." began Zane.
"Oh, come on!" said Leah with a frustrated sigh. "You said all I had to do was show you my... what I normally show you! You're going back on the deal!"
"Not at all," said Zane smoothly, clearly unfazed by Leah's outburst. "I'm about to show you my cock right now. It's just about how I want to show you. I want you to get down on your knees."
Leah blushed heavily. "Don't fucking joke about that, Zane," she said in a wavering voice, her thigh rubbing and fidgeting becoming even more noticeable.
"Who's joking? I mean, you can make all the excuses you want, but it's clear by this point that you enjoy the sight of my cock. Don't you want the chance to see it... close up? We both know that you'd enjoy it."
Dan pumped his fist rapidly up and down his cock. Part of him screamed at Leah to reject the ridiculous, demeaning request. But another part of him wanted to see her do it. To kneel in front of the man she hated. To get up close and personal with the cock that had broken her pride. That was the part of him that was feeding the poisonous, jealous, insecure lust that was pumping through his veins and radiating outward from her stiff, slippery cock.
But he somehow knew that Zane wasn't going to be the one who lost here. He wasn't surprised when Leah, eyes downcast with shame, slowly dropped to her knees, still bottomless, silently giving in and placing herself beneath the man she used to look down on.
There was the loud sound of a zipper, and Zane stepped forward into Leah's personal space, making her look up with an expression of mixed intimidation and arousal.
Zane's cock bobbed into the frame, stiff, veiny, and fucking massive. Obscenely, it wasn't censored at all, visible in all of its masculine glory. Dan, shamefully, couldn't help but compare it and the cock he was currently fucking his fist with. First and foremost, Zane's was bigger. Not just longer, but thicker too. Dan wasn't naive enough to think that big dicks were essential, or even necessarily superior to more reasonably-sized penises. But Zane's manhood had a certain aura of power to it, and it was obvious that it was affecting Leah. She stared up at Zane's cock in awe, her mouth falling open lightly in an expression of naked need. Dan couldn't see her eyes behind the black bar, but it didn't take a genius to tell that Leah's gaze was laser-focused on the throbbing phallus in front of her eyes. She licked her lips as Zane's cock towered over her, and in that moment, Dan knew that it would never be possible for him to inspire that kind of worshipful gaze from a woman.
"Don't be shy, Leah," said Zane smugly. "This is your chance to really get to know your new obsession." Then, without warning, he leaned forward and laid his hot, pulsing cock across Leah's blushing face, drawing a shocked gasp from her glossy lips. "Z-zane, what the fuck!" she whimpered. But she didn't shy back from the thick, veiny cock pressed against her face. "You can't just... You can't fucking touch me with that!"
"So fucking push me back," said Zane flatly. His hand reached into frame and gripped his cock, insultingly using it to gently slap Leah's cheeks. "Or move away. Or do fucking anything to stop me from rubbing my cock all over your pretty face." But she didn't. Leah just groaned in tortured arousal and slipped her hand down between her thighs to touch herself as Zane arrogantly rubbed his cock all over her face.
Dan couldn't believe the sight. Zane was wildly crossing the line here, just boldly violating her face with his hard cock. And Leah was just... submitting! Zane was completely correct that there was nothing forcing Leah to stay where she was and accept the demeaning treatment, nothing physical, at least. Although Leah looked furious and humiliated, her hand was clearly moving and rubbing between her thighs... behind the black box, obscuring Dan's vision. She was held in place by her reluctant lust, stronger than the hatred she had for the arrogant man disrespecting her.
Finally, when he had smeared the scent of his dick all over the submissive wife's face, Zane rubbed the bulbous head of his cock over her delicate lips, smearing them with precum, which Leah unconsciously licked away.
"Suck my cock, Leah," Zane insisted.
"Zane, I can't!" protested Leah, breathing heavily, her voice sounding like a desperate whine rather than the decisive statement of a confident woman. "I'm married! I can't just..."
"Shut the fuck up, Leah," said Zane, his voice steady and even, but firm. "We both know you want to. And we both know you're going to do it in the end. You've done everything I wanted so far, after all. Let's save the hassle. Just open up those lips and suck."
"You're a monster," growled Leah, looking up at Zane with an expression of helpless lust and hate.
"Yeah, yeah," chuckled Zane. "Suck this monster's cock, sweetcheeks."
And she did. Dan watched with his heart in his throat and his hand pumping wildly up and down his cock as Leah growled in frustration... then visibly surrendered, opening her mouth to give Zane's cock a long slow lick with the flat of her tongue from root to tip, then sealed her pouty lips over his dick's drooling head.
Dan knew that this was what was coming. Leah had basically admitted as much to his face. But even though he understood Leah had a sexual relationship with the man she once despised, seeing her submission on video was still a punch to the gut. As he watched Leah's lips gripping tightly, clinging as they slipped up and down the shaft of the arrogant, obnoxious man looming above her, Dan's hand gripped tighter and moved faster on his own cock. This was a man who she hated. Someone who had done nothing but get under her skin, insult her, and push her around from the beginning. Yet she still slurped and sucked, admitting her defeat in the most humiliating way possible.
Zane had managed to do something that Dan had failed to do. He had made Leah his. That stung... but at the same time, it made Dan's twisted, jealous pleasure rise higher. He watched with fascinated envy as Leah reached up to cup and rub Zane's testicles with one delicate hand. Her mouth slowly slid up and down his thick shaft, leaving it shiny with her slick saliva, going deeper and deeper with every stroke.
Is this what Zane planned to do to Claire? The thought was chilling. Claire hated Zane, and so Dan had felt safe up until now. But that was all part of Zane's plan, wasn't it? To fill a woman's mind with hate and obsession, crowding her thoughts with only him, then igniting that obsession into lust with well-timed exposure to his sexual prowess. And if that was the case, wasn't Zane right on track? How soon did he plan to have Claire in the exact same position as Leah? Dan watched as Leah came up for air, panting heavily with exertion and lust, saliva dripping from her mouth. Then she dived back down, bobbing her head with frantic sexual hunger, like a woman possessed, no longer able to control herself.
What could Dan even do? He suddenly realized why Zane didn't mind showing him this information. Zane didn't believe that Dan would be able to stop him even if he knew the plan.
Zane was one hundred percent confident that he had already won. That Claire would go from hatred to submission the same way Leah had. And even though he knew the thought should be chilling and terrifying, Dan still couldn't stop stroking his cock, staring at Leah's sloppy, enthusiastic blowjob on the screen. Wet sounds filled the room as Zane plundered her married throat. Her hand moved rapidly between her kneeling thighs, pleasuring herself in a way that the Beta edition wouldn't allow Dan to see.
Then, finally, Zane pulled Leah off of his cock, degradingly slapping it down against her tongue a few times, then stroking it rapidly, using her saliva as lube. "Ready to take my cum, you fucking slut?" he growled. Dan was shocked at how far the dynamic had come over the course of the video. Instead of persuading or manipulating, Zane was openly and unapologetically dominant now.
But he was even more shocked at Leah's reaction. There was no more resistance or reluctance at this point; she simply nodded eagerly and moaned, "Fucking give it to me!"
And, in one electrifying, confusing moment, Dan didn't see Leah kneeling there in front of Zane's cock. He saw Claire, her face frozen in the same expression of weak, humiliated lust. That sudden, unexpected fantasy pushed him over the edge, just as Zane on the screen grunted in orgasm, spurting thick, hot ropes of pearly cum all over Leah's upturned, panting face.
"Shit!" said Dan, unprepared as his dick shot cum out as well, splattering onto the screen of his laptop to join Zane's load in a pathetic accompaniment to the dominant man's act of sexual triumph. Cursing and embarrassed, Dan reached out to pause the video, his cock still spurting and dribbling all over himself. The image froze on the screen: Leah's moaning face, covered by Zane's digital cum mingled with Dan's real load. Dan panted and covered his eyes with his hand that wasn't dripping with sperm. His lust began draining away, leaving him confused, disturbed, and a little scared.
He hurried to go find a cloth and clean off his computer while his mind began spinning. So now Zane's methods were clear, at least in the outline. He intended to get under Claire's skin, then convert that obsession into lust. Dan would never have believed such a thing could work if he hadn't just seen Leah fall for the same trick.
The problem was... what exactly could Dan do to counteract this strategy? He couldn't exactly tell Claire to stop obsessing over Zane. If it were that easy, she would have done it herself. It might stop Zane if he could convince Claire to drop him as a client and cut off contact, but she would never do that just to make herself feel better: she would consider that a surrender. He could try to sabotage Zane's move to make Claire see him in a sexual light... But Dan wasn't sure what Zane would do to accomplish that: it didn't sound like he used the dick pic method every time.
And, maybe most importantly, Dan couldn't stop questioning why the fuck he had climaxed to the idea of Zane cumming on his wife's face. It was an idea that terrified him, so why was it also strangely erotic? Dan rubbed his eyes, frustrated by the questions pounding in his brain, compounded by the emotions of shame and fear pulsing through him. No wonder Zane had sent him this account. Dan felt more confused and demoralized than ever.
But after he cleaned the soiled screen and carefully washed the rag, Dan found himself growing more determined. Zane hadn't won yet. And it had been a month; his time was already half up. If Zane was so certain that he couldn't possibly lose, that would only make it more difficult for him to see Dan's counterattack coming. After checking once again to see if his wife had pulled into the driveway (This was turning into a really late night at the office... Dan pushed down the squirming thread of doubt inside him once again), Dan sat back in front of his computer, feeling more focused. He exited Leah's page after one last lingering glance at the paused video, her face dripping with Zane's cum, and picked another woman at random from the list, diving into her training log.
He needed to find a pattern. To see what Zane's plans had in common.
Then maybe he could find a weak point and stop him.
...
Claire glared down at her drawing tablet, a headache born from sheer irritation pounding in her temples.
On the screen was another quick sketch of a glass-fronted cabinet with various swatches of colorful cloth displayed within. Zane's fucking trophy case. Ideas for various designs had been popping into her head all day, and Claire had felt compelled to draw them. With a growl of frustration, Claire stabbed at the delete button, but when the pop-up came up asking if she was sure, she hesitated. Her mouth drew into a thin, angry line, then she hit "No" and instead saved the design in the folder with the others.
Did it matter that she had a folder full of possible designs for Zane's misogynistic panty display? It didn't necessarily mean she had to show them to him and agree to have it built. But she would, wouldn't she, if she kept going down this path she was on. Zane had gotten into her head, and nothing Claire did seemed to be able to shake him out.
Claire sighed deeply and leaned back in her chair, eyes flicking toward the clock on the wall. It was late. Dan would be getting worried about her. She should just go home and have some sex to relieve this burning, frustrating tension inside her. If only she had some way to turn the tables on Zane. Make him sweat for a change...
Wait...
A smile crossed Claire's face. That actually made a lot of sense. The reason she always felt like she was on the back foot with Zane lately was because she was always playing defence against his crude advances and insults. But why should she? She was a beautiful woman, and he was a troll. If anything, she should be the one making him sexually frustrated and upset.



That's what she would do. She would go on the attack for a change. It was time to give Zane some of his own medicine.
Zane clearly wanted her. Why not give him a little tease of what he could never have? Get him drooling, then leave him with blue balls. All she needed to do was dress extra sexy in their next meeting, drop some innuendos and teasing flirtation, get him all riled up... then walk right out the door, leaving him desperate for more.
Maybe it was a little disrespectful toward Dan to flirt with another man that way, even if she had no intention of letting Zane touch her, but it was time to fight fire with fire. When she managed to pull off this stunt, it would be Zane who had uncomfortable, frustrating sexual thoughts about her, and that would put them on a more even footing.
All she needed to do was get her wardrobe lined up, and soon she would be back on top, where she had always belonged.
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Chapter 6
Cassidy hung the 'Out To Lunch' sign in the shop window and hurried back to the check-out counter to lock things up. She worked in a robot-like trance, moving by memory to lock the cash drawer in the safe below the counter. Next, turn the lights off. Finally, head to the back office to make sure the cameras were recording. It was a check-list she'd organized years ago when she first opened the shop, as well as printed out and posted for the few employees she had to go over every day. Of course, when her employees were working, they weren't allowed to leave the store and lock up for lunch. The perks of being the owner.
On a normal Wednesday, she would be locking up and heading out to whatever restaurant Kelly and she had chosen for their weekly meetup, but today she was staying put. Kelly was grabbing takeout so they could have lunch at the store. They'd done this a few times over the years, but today felt... It had Cassidy on edge.
Jack's birthday was on Monday. They'd had their threesome that night... plus a little bonus on Tuesday morning that Cassidy kept telling herself was just a meaningless little epilogue to the night before. After that, she'd gone home to Collin and spent the rest of the day with him. Things were moving so fast. How could it only have been... not even a full three days since... since the incident? Ugh, what was she supposed to call it? Private party? Special present?
Cassidy sat down hard in her office chair and put her head down on her desk, sighing deeply and letting her lips flutter in a frustrated raspberry, trying to expel her pent-up emotions with her breath. Almost like a toddler. She felt so wound up and on edge since that night when Kelly had texted to ask about lunch, Cassidy had almost thought it was a joke.
"Isn't there like... a mandatory wait time or something after what we did?" Cassidy texted.
"A wait time? This isn't like jumping into the pool two hours after eating hon. It was just sex. It's okay. But if you don't wanna have lunch..."
That made Cassidy feel like an utter bitch and she quickly messaged back that of course she wanted to have lunch, but maybe it was better to just have it at the shop rather than going out. She wasn't sure she could sit casually with Kelly, other people surrounding them, and have any sort of serious conversation about... what happened.
Because of course, that's what they were going to talk about. What else was there? Cassidy couldn't stop thinking about it, even when Kelly wasn't around. Like she'd "thought about" the threesome last night...
Sitting back up, Cassidy ran her hands through her hair, took several deep breaths clearing her mind, and checked her phone. Kelly had messaged she was picking up their food and would be by in ten. That was five minutes ago. So that meant Cassidy had only five minutes before...
She shook her head. You've gotta get a grip, Cass. This isn't some monster. It's Kelly! Your best friend! Don't let what happened complicate things.
But they were already complicated. Not just because of the events of the other night, but because of what happened after with Collin, and the videos she'd been watching almost every chance she got. Any little private moment Cassidy found, she was pulling the videos and pictures up, silencing the volume in case someone might hear, and watching as Jack fucked her over and over. Came inside her pussy, her legs wrapping eagerly around his broad, muscular back... Came in her mouth, his thick semen dripping off her lips... She could still taste it... Fucked Kelly...The image of her best friend, naked and riding her husband with swift, graceful pumps of her wide hips, her toned, tight body covered in a light sheen of sweat, stuck with her, warming her up a little even as she thought about it right now. It felt like every time she watched she saw some new little detail or remembered a part of the events and how they felt. It was quickly becoming a bit of an addiction.
All of that was bad enough, but what happened this morning... it made her stomach twist in worry thinking about it.
Yesterday had been an emotional rollercoaster. Having a threesome in the morning then rushing home feeling guilty. Arguing with Collin and trying to explain...or maybe lie... or... whatever. However you defined it, she'd had a difficult conversation with her husband that had ended in some of the best sex of her life. Afterward she'd passed out, and when she'd woken up she'd been so horny she'd masturbated three times before feeling raw and tired enough to slip back into bed with Collin and sleep like she was a corpse for the rest of the night.
But in the morning... This morning... Collin had woken her up in a surprising manner.
It was the feel of Collin's hands that woke her from her deep, inky-black sleep; a firm grip on her thighs, gently opening them. She hadn't bothered to put any pajamas or panties on after their lovemaking yesterday and now, as her eyes fluttered open, she looked down to see her husband crouched between her naked thighs, staring with rapt intensity at her pussy.
"Collin?" she asked, still a little groggy.
His eyes darted up. "Oh... sorry hon, I didn't mean to wake you...er... uh, sorry." He moved back, his hands leaving her thighs. She felt their absence, the sudden withdrawal of their heat and strength.
"What are..." she yawned and stretched, her voice still raspy from sleep "What are you doing?"
Collin scratched at his neck and looked embarrassed, almost as embarrassed as the first time she'd flashed him her boobs on Mardi Gras night at college. "Um... I just... I wanted to... look."
Cassidy pushed herself up onto her elbows. "Look? At my vagina?" She was genuinely confused. "Babe, you've seen me naked before. Like... a lot." She managed a chuckle, mixed with another yawn.
"Yeah well... I mean, I know, but... umm... maybe it's not a big deal but... I've never seen you... y'know... this naked." He glanced down between Cassidy's thighs again with a hungry light in his eyes, and she looked down to follow his gaze. The implications suddenly dawned on her. She was bald now. Instead of her usual sprinkling of groomed hair, there was just smooth, perfect, creamy skin between her legs. Of course. Collin had never seen her that way, at least not till last night. And that had been a surprise reveal. Not only had it been a shock, but it had probably been a little humiliating. She'd shaved for Jack. Because that was how he liked his women. She'd never even considered shaving clean for Collin. And honestly... shamefully, if he'd asked, she'd probably have laughed at him.
Strangely, she even had a fleeting thought... Do I even want Collin seeing me this way? Shouldn't it just be for...
...for Jack.
She'd made herself smooth and soft and hairless and let Jack have her like that. In a way Collin never had. Jack had taken a first away from Collin. Collin would never be the man who had first taken Cassidy's smooth hairless pussy. It would always be Jack. Was he okay with that? Last night in the heat of their lovemaking, it seemed like that thought drove him crazy. But now, in the light of day... Was he mad? Did he want to look at her and see what he'd been deprived of? Well, not deprived. Collin had fucked her so good last night. And she'd gladly keep herself smooth like this if it meant making her beloved husband raging hard and animalistically horny.
Cassidy swallowed. "Is... is it okay?" She stared at him, kneeling on the bed between her legs, eyes darting from her face to the mound between her thighs.
"Cass..." Collin's voice cracked almost like a boy in the midst of puberty. "Did... did uh, Jack shave..." He couldn't quite get the question out.
"What? Oh... oh no, Jack didn't shave me. Kelly did," Cassidy said as if it were totally normal for friends to shave each others vaginas. Like Kelly had helped her zip up a dress or put on a necklace.
"Shit." Collin breathed out hard as his eyes slid back down between his wife's thighs to focus on the smooth, pale line at their center.
She watched her husband's eyes. Emotions played across his face in quick succession. Jealousy. Arousal. Curiosity. Fear. Confusion. A complex mixture, a swirling storm inside him and out. Cassidy wasn't sure how to help, how she could make the storm clear.
"Do you... um... it's okay... if you wanna, ya know... look," Cassidy stammered, cheeks growing warm.
Collin met her gaze, his eyes seeming to glow with an internal spark. "Are you sure Cass?"
How had they come to this? Her own husband asking to look at her sex? When she'd married him, she'd pledged her body to him. She belonged to him; not in some misogynistic sort of ownership way, but in a mutual submission. She was his. He was hers. They remained course,, with their own wants and needs, and, of course their own agency. But... if Collin wanted to look, he had every right to do so. The idea made her a little embarrassed. There was a reason she usually asked her husband to turn off the lights when they made love. Being examined that closely was a little bit... intense. But after last night, she wanted nothing more than to satisfy her husband.
"Collin... it's okay. I trust you." Her words were a jumble, but when they finally came out, they were utterly and completely sincere.
Their gaze said everything they were unable to verbalize. Collin nodded and moved back to where he'd been between her legs. He moved close, Cassidy felt his warm, moist breath against her smooth skin. Her vagina was still slightly sensitive from all the touching she'd done last night, as well as the sex she'd had with Collin. But she couldn't blame all that sensitivity on activity, just the very sight of her husband examining her most intimate part was turning her on.
Collin moved his eyes over his wife's most intimate area, as if he were some sort of art connoisseur looking close to see if the masterpiece was the genuine article or a forgery. He had always been fascinated and drawn to his wife's perfect pussy. A tight, plump little innie. Tempting and beautiful, it was just as soft and cute and feminine as the rest of Cassidy. Being completely smooth only enhanced its appearance. But it only reminded him of what she had done the night before. Was her pussy really his? Or was it new? Was it different? Had it changed after having another man inside it...?
Colling slid his hands along her thighs and pressed his thumbs gently, but firmly, against her lips. Cassidy gasped at the touch, the soft pads of his thumbs against her still smooth warm skin.
"Soft," Collin murmured appreciatively. His thumbs pulled and her labia opened. Peeling apart with a soft glistening shine, exposing her inner pink. "Bright." Another soft, single word that sent jolts through Cassidy's being.
This was something Cassidy had never imagined would be sexy. Having a man look at her this closely. Examine her. Take in every curve and ridge and rise and fall of her feminine beauty. Of course, her beauty was more than just her vagina, but it was what men seemed most intrigued by. Just like women were sometimes intrigued by penises. If you didn't have one, you wanted to know about it. Especially if you wanted to be able to please it. Or rather, please the person it belonged to.
Collin pulled and pulled, opening her slit wider and wider. Cassidy groaned and watched as she opened, remembering how she'd stretched around Jack's thick cock. This sensation was totally different, but pleasurable in its own way. Her vaginal tunnel was clenching closed, with Collin opening her lips to expose it along with her little clit, fully on display in a way she'd only really experienced at the gynecologist. And that was much more clinical and not erotic at all. But now... her husband's eyes were on her... fuck how they were on her. Drinking her in. Devouring her.
Collin stared with rapt attention as he spread the lips of his wife's pussy wide, exposing her clit and the inner pinkness of her pussy. Despite having frequent sex for years, he had never seen her this closely. He wasn't sure what he was even looking for. He wouldn't even necessarily be able to tell the difference if another man's cock had changed her in some way. But he knew the feel of her intimately...
Collin adjusted his grip, keeping her open with one hand as he brought his now free fingers to her pink and gently pushed the tip of his ring finger against her opening.
"Oh...oh god!" Cassidy gasped.
Her husband looked up into her eyes, just the tip of his finger inside her, holding her open wide with his other hand. "Pull your legs up. Hands behind your knees," said Collin quietly. It wasn't harsh, but the words were definitely a command. It was a little shocking. Collin never commanded her. He always phrased what he wanted as respectful requests, even in bed. Especially in bed. Hearing the final, expectant tone in his voice made Cassidy burn inside with an unexpected heat. She was sure that Collin felt it on the tip of his finger as her pussy became drenched.
She did as she was told and pulled her legs up, hands behind her knees, opening herself completely. She was now folded over, her ass raised higher and pussy opening even wider beneath her husband's helping hand. Now even her anus was on display. Pink and tight.
"God, you're beautiful," Collin muttered softly, pressing that singular fingertip against her rapidly moistening entrance.
Cassidy whimpered. "Collin.... Collin please..." It came out as a soft sob. She wasn't even sure what she wanted more, for him to finish his intense, erotic, embarrassing examination... or for him to plunge that finger deep inside her and make the fire burning in her roar hotter.
She felt his finger withdraw from her opening and she wanted to weep from the loss. That wet tip trailed down to her taint and then along her asshole and then back up, smearing her juices all over. "Was Kelly bald?" Collin asked, bringing his fingertip back to her vaginal opening and pressing back inside, teasing her with its faint pressure. Her hips squirmed upward lightly, desperate for deeper, more satisfying contact.
"Ahh...ahh fu...oh Collin please."
"Tell me," he whispered, his voice once again taking that faint tone of command. His finger trailed away from her hole again, up to her clit, flicking it gently.
"God fucking... fuck!" Cassidy shook, on the edge of an orgasm. "Yes!" She groaned and panted, holding her legs tightly, knuckles white. "She was... bald..."
A growl rose from Collin's chest. He sounded like some sort of lustful animal, fierce and dangerous. It made Cassidy's heart beat faster just to hear it. He moved his finger down and pressed it inside her again, this time a little further. "I can't wait to see..."
Those words made Cassidy's body shake and her mind race with conflicting emotions. She'd alluded to the idea that if Collin allowed her to join Jack and Kelly's threesome, then Kelly might be willing to do the same for Collin. But... Cassidy wasn't sure she was willing to go through with that trade. She didn't want to share Collin. She knew that was selfish and hypocritical, but she just couldn't stand the thought of Collin being inside another woman. He was hers. All hers. And she wanted to keep it that way forever. And the idea that... that he wanted to see Kelly naked... to see her bald slit... well it wasn't surprising, but... the thought of Collin and Kelly together filled her belly with dark, corrosive jealousy even as her whole body started to shake with an approaching orgasm.
Finally, Collin slowly sank his finger inside her inch by inch until he was down to the last knuckle. He curved his finger just a little, and his nail and finger softly scraped against her g-spot, instantly sending Cassidy into a spasming orgasm. "Fuck! Oh god Collin don't...don't move... oh god I'm cumming honey oh god!" she whimpered, tears on her cheeks, biting her lip hard as she shuddered and spasmed around the finger sunk deep into her tight pussy.
"So beautiful," he whispered, truly in awe of her smooth slit squeezing him.
Snapping back to the present, Cassidy got up from her chair, trying to shake off the memory of what Collin had done and said that morning. After he'd brought her to orgasm, she'd insisted she needed to get to work. And Collin reluctantly agreed. They'd parted ways after getting dressed. Collin gave her a quick, but passionate kiss at the door, promising to finish what he'd started tonight.
That promise made her shiver with anticipation. She'd been tempted to just go at it with her husband and be late to work. She was the boss. It wasn't like she could get fired for being a little late. But Collin, on the other hand, could be. It wasn't very likely of course. Being a little late one morning wasn't a big deal. But he'd already asked off yesterday, thinking he was going to have a full day with his wife, even if it had turned out to mostly be sleeping. Today he had some important meetings and catching up to do from yesterday, so he just couldn't miss it, unfortunately...
Cassidy was left unsatisfied. She'd had a wonderful orgasm, but it hadn't been enough. She'd been rubbing her thighs together all day as she went about her duties, watering flowers, arranging vases, cleaning up fallen dirt and leaves. It wasn't long before her panties were soaked through. Oddly, she didn't find that uncomfortable. In fact, it felt kind of good to have the thin, warmly wet material pressed firmly against her sex. But the feeling just wound her up more and more throughout the day as her thighs rubbed together. And now she was poised to see Kelly again. There were so many conflicting feelings she had about her best friend now, and they blended together with her sexual frustration.
The jingle of the bell over the front door made Cassidy jump, yanked out from her thoughts and confusing feelings. She stood and walked out of the back office to meet Kelly, who was locking the front door behind her, one arm laden down with a grocery bag. Kelly wore a very professional, dark purple dress with a white waist belt and white stockings. She reminded Cassidy so strongly of Daphne from Scooby Doo that it made her grin, wanting to laugh.
Kelly turned and met Cassidy's smile with one of her own. "I come bearing healthy salads and frozen margaritas." She gave a self-satisfied whoop, her purple heels clicking on the concrete floor as she came over and gave Cassidy a one-armed hug. "How's business?" Her tone was so casual, there wasn't a single hint of discomfort or an inkling of any latent sexual tension between them.
Maybe she didn't have the same complex feelings Cassidy had been having since that night? Why did that make Cassidy feel bad? Her entire body was buzzing from just that one little hug; from the feeling of Kelly's chest pressed against hers lightly... but her friend was acting like it was just another Wednesday.
They strolled together into the back office and began pulling out their food. Kelly had brought them big salads with all the dressings, a couple bottles of water, and, as promised, frozen margaritas they could drink right from the pouch. They settled into chairs around Cassidy's desk, and Kelly began digging in. She immediately launched into a story about a new customer who had come in.
"So he asks me, 'Do you have any mixed media pieces? Maybe using reclaimed materials?'," said Kelly, popping a cherry tomato smeared with Italian dressing into her mouth and chewing rapidly. "And I can't help but think to myself... sir, if what you're looking for is a statue made of trash, all you have to do is say that. But you know me, honey, if the client is rich enough, I'll source anything they want. So if this guy has the cash, I guess I'm going to have to look for some talented artists that work with garbage."



Cassidy sat quietly, listening and poking at her salad listlessly with her fork. She was hungry, but too distracted to eat. Not by how pretty Kelly looked; that was always a given, though she did find Kelly's dark expressive eyes and curvy lips more interesting than she used to after the other night... In fact, all of her senses seemed to be heightened now when it came to her best friend. But her current distraction was more about how... casual this get-together felt. Cassidy told Kelly about her day, about the shop, and some of the things she was planning for the summer sales. It was just like any other lunch date.
In some ways, it was nice to know that the world hadn't changed; that things were normal between her and Kelly and not ruined like she was worried about. Collin had proven he was... okay about it. Though she could tell it was still itching at him that he didn't know all the details. But... fuck, their sex had been amazing. And this morning had been new and different and so fun! Kinky even. Or at least, what Cassidy considered kinky. Until just a couple days ago, she was plain old vanilla, now she was vanilla with sprinkles. What other things could they add to their plain yet tasty sex life?
Nibbling at her salad like a rabbit, Cassidy let her thoughts wander a little, back to the morning holding her legs open to her husband to let him see everything... all of her. It made the heat between her thighs rise again. She unconsciously rubbed them as she sat, bringing her eyes back to Kelly as she was changing topics from work to...
"And so Jack and I were watching the videos and now it's like... hello, I'm right here sweety. I know you like my friend's cute little bald kitty, but I've got one too." Kelly twirls her fork as she rolls her eyes. "I guess I can't blame him. It was my idea, and I was the one who brought up watching the videos during sex. Just some fun playtime, you know? But Cass, you've got him totally addicted. He's like some sort of horny teen, I swear. All I need to do is whisper one teasing thing in his ear about you, and he's hard as a rock. And I can't say I blame him. Your vagina is probably the cutest thing I've ever seen, hair or no. Do you do kegels or something? How do you keep yourself so... I mean you look like a sealed-up hotdog bun." She let out a hysterical laugh. "Oh gosh, that sounds so stupid. I'm sorry. You don't look like dough, I swear. Though the idea of Jack putting his hotdog between the buns..." She peeled out in another bit of laughter, almost crying, "I'm sorry. Your vagina is way prettier than..."
Cassidy was staring at Kelly, wide-eyed and fork poised with lettuce and a crouton halfway to her mouth. Kelly raised an eyebrow. "Um... what? TMI?" she asked, putting her own fork down and giving Cassidy a curious, mildly concerned look.
"I... um..." Cassidy put her food aside and folded her hands in her lap, pressed to the softness of her dirt-stained jeans. Suddenly her plain and somewhat suggestive T-shirt (Declaring herself a 'Dirty Girl' but with a picture of a pile of gardening dirt and a trowel and gardening gloves) felt much too tight against her chest. "You... I just... Um..." Words were failing and heat was still rising down the center of her, into her belly and descending.
"Hey..." Kelly put her salad down and reached out, taking Cassidy's hands, her own resting against her friend's thighs. It made the heat Cassidy was feeling intensify, radiating from her belly down to her sex and up through her chest. "Cass... if you don't wanna talk... listen, I know I'm a bit of a blabbermouth. I can be pretty blunt, and I don't always consider how it comes across. But the last thing I want to do is make you feel uncomfortable."
Cassidy took a slow, steadying breath and met Kelly's eyes. "I know. I'm not... it's not that I'm uncomfortable. What you just said... I mean, it's kinda sweet in its own way. But... Well, I don't often go around talking about other people's privates." She chuckled nervously, and Kelly joined her.
"Okay. Yeah, that's totally true. But seriously, Cassidy. Collin is a fucking lucking man. Jack and I have just been saying that to each other repeatedly since Monday night. Your pussy... Jack is seriously obsessed, even if he won't say it. Don't get me wrong, he's still enjoying mine, of course." She winks and squeezes Cassidy's hand. "But those videos... wow. And seeing him..." Kelly's cheeks went pink, and she shook her head. "I'm doing it again. Sorry. TMI. This blabbermouth needs to shut up."
Kelly's hand, still holding tightly to Cassidy's, grazed the inner seam of Cassidy's jeans, making her suck in a breath. Oh God, she was so sensitive right now! If Kelly noticed, she didn't show any sign. "Okay. We can talk about other stuff, but I think we are going to need to have another get-together. Well, that or I'm gonna have to step up my game in the bedroom to get you out of my husband's head," Kelly joked.
Cassidy's cheeks went crimson at the casual offer Kelly had just slipped into the conversation. "Another..." She let the thought hang.
Kelly caught Cassidy's curious look and gave her a slow, sly grin. "Yeah..." she said slowly, nibbling her lip. "Well... I mean, Jack and I wouldn't be opposed...well, that's putting it lightly, I guess. We would be... enthusiastic. It was fun. I mean, of course we would only want to if you and Collin were okay with it. But..." She shrugged and left the thought lingering in the suddenly-charged air between them.
The tension in the backroom coiled tighter. It felt humid and warm like it did out in the shop with all the flowers and irrigation hoses. Cassidy could smell Kelly, her shampoo, her perfume, the scent of her skin... which Cassidy now knew the taste of. Their hands tightened and... was it her imagination or was Kelly pressing a bit harder between her legs? The seam of her jeans was pressing tightly to her panties and against her mound.
"And it's not just Jack who's been a little obsessed about the memories of Monday night," Kelly whispered.
Cassidy's gaze locked with her friend's dark, lovely eyes, and it suddenly struck Cassidy how close they were. Only a foot or two away from each other... close enough to... for example... kiss. Now that she thought about that possibility, she found it incredibly distracting. "Yeah... I've been... thinking too." Cassidy admitted and shifted, her thighs rubbing together. The movement pressed Kelly's knuckles against her crotch a bit more firmly, and Cassidy bit her lip at the sensation.
Her friend's eyes trailed down to where their hands rested. Then her smokey gaze rose again and grabbed hold of Cassidy. "I've been thinking a lot... on my own...in private..." A finger extended and moved against the seam, pressing gently.
Cassidy let out a shuddering breath. "Yeah...um... it's been... kinda winding me up all day." It was true enough. She'd been thinking about Collin this morning and how it had gotten her going, but... if she was honest, the idea of Kelly was there in the back of her mind, too. Watching. Wanting.
"Maybe..." Kelly's words were soft, delicate. "I can help..." Her hand moved from its place in Cassidy's grip and up to the button on Cassidy's jeans. They deftly undid the button and moved to the zipper. Kelly's eyes moved back, an eager question in them as she looked meaningfully at her friend.
All Cassidy could do was nod slowly and shiver when she heard the soft metallic zip of her jeans being undone.
...
Collin took a deep breath and rubbed the heels of his hands into his eyes, trying his best to get into the zone. He hated missing a day of work even at the best of times. Even though his boss didn't have a problem with giving him yesterday off, it still felt like he was behind.
And his mental state wasn't helping either. When Cassidy had finally made it home yesterday the... make-up sex? Reunion Sex? Whatever it had been, it had been incredible. All of the jealousy and anxiety boiling inside him had seemed to fuel his passion, and Cassidy had responded with increased heat of her own. Sex with his wife had never felt so dirty and fiery, yet also loving and intimate. And this morning had been intense as well. Cassidy had finally allowed him to examine her beautiful vagina closely and had apparently loved the experience, climaxing on his probing finger.
Collin wished that the two amazing sexual encounters with Cassidy had completely eased his anxieties and insecurities. Maybe if he was a bigger man, he could chalk up his wife's little sexual adventure as a fun experiment and even thank Jack and Kelly for broadening Cassidy's horizons a little, making her more willing to try new things.
But Collin just wasn't able to be that open-minded about the situation. He hadn't been able to stop thinking about it yesterday when he and Cassidy were having sex. And again this morning when he was staring in wonder and gently exploring Cassidy's beautiful pussy, the thought had run through his head again and again.
Jack fucked her.
Another man's cock had been inside his wife. Her arms had wrapped around him. Her sweet voice had moaned for his dick. Or so Collin imagined at least; that was the most frustrating part. Cassidy had been sweet and apologetic about not being able to give him the full details, but in the end, she had stonewalled him. Collin had no idea exactly what had happened in that hotel room besides the fact that Cassidy, Jack, and even Kelly had fucked each other. And that Cassidy had enjoyed herself, of course. Not knowing was the worst part. It meant that his mind kept conjuring filthy, pornographic images, and he had no idea if they were true or not.
That made it almost impossible to concentrate on his latest project. He would get about fifteen seconds of work done before the red-hot image of Cassidy on her knees in front of Jack with her lips stretched around his cock would flash through his head and throw him off.
Collin leaned on his elbows and covered his eyes, breathing heavily and trying to banish the latest image... Cassidy and Jack sloppily making out, her little hand twisting and pumping the thick cock that jutted up and pressed against her soft belly... This one, at least, definitely never happened. Collin had said no kissing, so it wasn't possible that Jack and his wife had made out while she jerked his cock.
Right?
Even so, Collin found himself hard as a rock beneath his desk, his body pulsing with dark, crackling arousal. What was wrong with him? Ever since he had first agreed to this perverse wife swap arrangement, he had been feeling this strange blend of lust and jealousy. He had avoided thinking about it all this time, but that was no longer an option. He was growing obsessive over what had happened. It felt like a normal man would be angry or sad if his wife fucked another man. And Collin did feel those things. But for some reason, when he thought of his tall, handsome preacher having sex with his wife, it also turned him on.
He needed answers, and it was clear that sitting around staring at his screen, unable to stop fantasizing about his wife's threesome, wasn't a productive use of his day. Collin had never spent much time thinking deeply about his sexual preferences. He was straight; he knew that. Besides that basic fact, he had always thought of himself as just normal when it came to sex. Not vanilla necessarily, but with the same sort of kinks that most guys had. He used to watch a decent amount of porn back in college, but that had dwindled away to a rare indulgence when his relationship with Cassidy had become serious. Even when he did watch porn, it was usually pretty straightforward stuff. The kinkiest thing he enjoyed was watching girl-on-girl scenes. So he had no idea why the thought of his wife with another man was turning him on. But he needed to stop running away from the strange feeling and try to understand it.
Collin sat back and calmed himself as best he could, waiting for his shameful erection to subside a little before getting up and making his way down the hall to the handicapped bathroom, entering, and locking the door behind him.
Collin instinctively dropped his pants as he sat back on the toilet and pulled out his phone. He got as far as the search engine prompt, then paused, deep in thought. How to even begin describing what he wanted to know?
He started typing, deleted it, thought again, then finally settled on "Cheating wife turn on". It didn't fit his situation exactly. Even if he was upset, he didn't think Cassidy had actually done anything wrong. She certainly hadn't cheated on him. But this seemed like the search term most likely to get the results he wanted, so he mentally steeled himself and pressed "search".
He frowned. Clicked into the first search result. Read the article from a sex health blog. He leaned forward on the seat, his frown deepening. He backed out and read another result. Then another. A lot of terms were thrown around. "Hotwife." "Stag and Vixen." "Swinging." But one term stood out, feeling almost radioactive with its powerful connotations.
"Cuckold."
Collin might not have been an expert in fetishes, but he wasn't an idiot. He had heard the term before. It was actually widely used in broader culture nowadays. Primarily as an insult. Weak, pathetic guys who let their women be "stolen" by bigger, stronger, more dominant men. Collin felt a clammy chill, and his heart was suddenly in his throat. Was that what he was? A "cuck"? Had Jack and Kelly cuckolded him the other night?
He instantly came up with reasons why that wasn't true. Everything had been done respectfully and with his permission. Cassidy hadn't taunted him or made him feel like less of a man at all! But that thought set off another terrible, heart wrenching fantasy. Cassidy, smirking at him and speaking in a low, smoky purr, totally unlike her, but the tone ringing true in this erotic nightmare... "You wanted to know if he was bigger, right?" she asked teasingly, reaching out to rub a finger up and down the length of his cock. Her clear blue eyes tilted upward toward him, now filled with mockery. "Well, what do you think? I told you how much he stretched... something, right? Well... have I ever said that about you? Do you think you've ever stretched me the way he has? Think carefully, hubby... I think you know the answer about who's bigger... who's better..."
Collin snapped back to reality, sucking in breath with another rock-hard erection standing tall, pulsing with angry heat in the cool air of the bathroom. Shit. Collin didn't think his wife had any intention of cuckolding him. He didn't think Jack and Kelly thought that way either. But he couldn't deny it anymore. As frustrating as it was, the cuckolding fantasy was frighteningly arousing to him. That was why he was obsessing over the details of what had happened that night. It was why he kept having perverted fantasies about his wife with another man.
His hands seemed to move on their own, typing "cuckold" into the navigation bar and pressing search with numb fingers. This time, the results were a lot less clinical and a lot more pornographic. Collin gulped, feeling the throb of his erection almost painfully hard. He shouldn't be doing this at work. But if he was really trying to understand his new fetish, shouldn't he... investigate thoroughly? Somehow he knew that he wouldn't like what he found, but the top link to a porn site seemed impossible to resist. Collin made sure the volume on his phone was turned off, then licked his lips nervously and clicked the link.
A professionally filmed, brightly lit porn set filled the screen of Collin's phone. A curvy woman with fake blonde hair and faker boobs hanging beneath her leaned forward on her knees, bracing herself on the shoulders of a defeated, paunchy middle-aged man sitting in a chair beside the bed. Behind her, an enormous, muscular black man gripped her wide hips, sliding a truly massive cock into her from behind, thrusting up against her with long, slow pumps of his powerful hips.
It was ridiculous. Over the top and fake, like most pornography. But something in the setup struck a chord in Collin, hitting that same note of jealousy and lust that had been troubling him all week. His hand fell unconsciously to his cock as he watched, mesmerized. Without the sound, he couldn't tell what the porn star was saying to the actor playing her husband, but he could see the sneer on her lips, the amusement in her eyes. It was probably best that he couldn't hear the dialogue, most of the time the scripts in porn were atrocious and laughable.
The cuckold looked so weak... so inferior to the stronger, "better" man fucking his wife. Collin was stroking his cock now. He knew it was wrong. He was watching porn at work! Jerking off in the bathroom! But he couldn't stop, even in this cheesy, unrealistic depiction...something in this porn was resonating with the horrible arousal he had been feeling.
The camera zoomed in on the massive cock penetrating the blonde porn star... stretching her open. Just like Cassidy had been stretched. Then the camera moved, showing the blonde, laughing and pointing down toward the cuckold. And when the camera zoomed toward the defeated cuck, it showed that he was jerking off his inferior cock. Jerking off to his own defeat. His own inferiority. Sort of like Collin was doing right now...
The doorknob of the bathroom rattled and Collin nearly dropped his phone, yelping out "Occupied!" in a strangled voice. Whoever it was moved on, but the shock was more than enough for Collin to come to his senses. Doing this at work had been a mistake, and he was going to be late to the afternoon meeting‌.
As he pulled his pants up and washed his hands, Collin's head swirled with dark thoughts. Cuckolding seemed to be about humiliation, betrayal, and disrespect. As erotic as it was, he had to nip this fetish in the bud. Some parts of the fetish seemed fun and kinky... if practiced in the safety of the marital bed. The idea of Cassidy teasing him a little, maybe even about other men... maybe even about Jack, turned him on to some extent. But how would Cassidy ever respect him again if she knew he found the idea of her mocking and betraying him kinky? How could he look her in the eye and suggest that she try that? And that wasn't even considering the more extreme versions of the fetish he had uncovered in his brief research.
The idea of eating someone else's cum, or having his cock locked up in a cage, for instance, turned his stomach. And not in a twisted, kinky way like the thoughts of teasing and betrayal. This whole fantasy would probably be best left forgotten. Maybe once their emotions settled down, he could bring up the subject of light roleplay with Cass. If he felt like it.
Luckily, Cassidy's little adventure with Jack had been a one-time thing. Collin was sure that they would forget about it before too long.
...
Cassidy got home before Collin that afternoon.That wasn't unusual, but today it felt like a blessing; what happened at lunch still had Cassidy weak in the knees. She walked in, hung up her purse, and went to the kitchen, intent on getting dinner started. She wasn't hungry, but she was restless, and needed something she could do with her hands. Something besides what she'd done in the back office of her shop.
She sat down at the breakfast bar for a second, trying to catch her breath. Her hand went to her jeans, slipping between her legs as she remembered again. The feel of Kelly pulling her jeans down over her hips, exposing her bikini panties, patterned with little colorful flowers all over and already soaking wet along the front.
Kelly had chuckled seeing Cassidy's arousal. "Awww, poor Cass... Have you been dealing with this all day?" It wasn't so much a question, as it was a rhetorical observation. As she said it, her fingers traced lightly along Cassidy's camel toe.



"Kelly, wait... I...." Cassidy was blushing and trembling, "I... I don't think..." She looked into her friend's eyes desperate and hungry, but unsure. It had been one thing to have sex with her best friend on a special occasion. The threesome had been specifically allowed by Collin. But she couldn't just throw caution to the wind and have sex with someone else without her husband's knowledge... No matter how badly she wanted to.
Kelly nodded and smiled, reading Cassidy's eyes and seeing the reluctance and desire fighting there. "I have an idea." She stepped back to her chair and began lifting her skirt, shimmying her hips back and forth until the dress was hiked up over her hips,exposing the white pantyhose clinging tightly to her luscious curves. Cassidy could see a dark, shiny purple g-string clinging to Kelly beneath the sheer material.
"Like them? I have a few pairs in different colors. Wanna borrow some? Maybe show Collin a little surprise?" Kelly giggled as she pushed her hose down below her ass and exposed the panties further, then settled back down into her chair.
"I...I could never wear something like that," Cassidy giggled, embarrassed. She wore a thong for the threesome, but she just couldn't see herself wearing something like that every day. It was essentially just two pieces of string and a little triangle of fabric!
Kelly shrugged. "Collin's loss then." She winked and her hand fell to lightly rest on her panties. "If you don't want me to touch you, then why don't we do this...?" One finger pressed against the fabric, right about where Kelly's clit must have been hiding. She sucked in a breath, then locked eyes with Cassidy once again. "Follow along with me."
The words were encouraging... and tempting. It was hard to say no to Kelly, especially with how Cassidy was already feeling. Letting Kelly finger her directly... that was clearly having sex with her in Cassidy's book. But just being near each other while pleasuring themselves? That was much more of a grey area. And after being so tempted by Kelly earlier, this was a compromise Cassidy was willing to accept. Surely it wasn't cheating on Collin to rub herself a little while Kelly was nearby? Reaching down, she pulled her panties to the side to expose herself to the cool, humid air of the room.
Kelly's eyes snapped downward from Cassidy's face, focusing with hungry intensity between her best friend's legs. Cassidy blushed at the sudden examination. The second one her pussy had received just today. "Geez, Cass. You really have no idea how pretty your pussy is." Kelly bit her lip, pulling her own panties aside with one finger to expose her pussy, already plump and swollen with arousal. She let her finger trace along the indention, sinking it a little and showing the puffy softness enveloping her finger.
Cass was a little embarrassed by her own enthusiasm, but she couldn't take her eyes off Kelly's juicy, soft pussy as her friend began tenderly teasing herself with her finger. If this was how fascinating her own vagina looked to Collin and Kelly, she understood their desire to look closely. She watched and followed along with Kelly's sensual self-pleasure, letting her own finger trace down her center, pressing gently to open her lips, the pad of her finger dipping into the warm pink of her vagina.
Kelly let out a soft, satisfied sigh, her eyes closing for a moment as she basked in the feeling of her finger parting her lips and swirling delicately over her clit. Then she opened them again, looking deep into Cassidy's with the same kind of sultry desire that she'd seen in the hotel room... but somehow now even deeper, more personal. Because now this wasn't about giving a present to Jack. This was just about the two of them. "Are you imagining Jack touching you? Me?" Kelly asked, words whisper-soft and dripping with lust.
"Y...yes..." Cassidy stammered, her finger moving in time with her friends, up and down. Pressing against her opening to tease and then back up to her clit to circle and then down again. The suffocating heat that had been growing inside her since Monday night seemed to pulse inside her, flaring up between her legs, where her finger dipped and rubbed.
"Who, Cass?" Kelly pressed, her finger working harder and deeper between her legs.
"Y...you." Cassidy answered, a little gasp puffing between her parted lips as her nail traced her clit. She felt her nipples press hard against her bra as her body warmed up, coming alive with the intensity of sexual pleasure.
"Mmm," Kelly moaned. "Fuck, Cass. I wanna touch you like this." She spread her legs wider and pressed her finger into her depths slowly.
Cassidy was totally entranced by the sight... Kelly's finger disappearing deep inside her dripping, flushed pussy. She couldn't help imagining exactly what Kelly was saying, her beautiful dark haired friend... not feet apart from each other like now, but tangled in a close intimate embrace, Kelly's hand between her legs, her finger sinking deep between Cassidy's own lips. She mirrored the movement Kelly was making as her mind went wild with the fantasy, sinking her own finger inside herself. "I... mmm I wanna feel that..." she admitted in a soft, moaning voice.
"Imagine it's me. My finger. Slipping inside that beautiful pussy. Oh Cass you really don't know do you? How pretty you are. How amazing your vagina is." Kelly was moaning her words as her finger moved in and out. Plunging into her soft, clinging lips. Exiting with sticky dripping juices of arousal and need. The sounds of Kelly and Cassidy's wet pussy's filled the room and mixed with their soft pants and moans.
"Kelly..." Cassidy whimpered as she slipped her finger in to the first knuckle. "Kelly I don't... I don't know... I'm... this..." She was stammering and confused. This felt so much more intense than masturbating alone. Kelly's dark, wicked eyes on her body, guiding her through this mutual masturbation session. The feeling of intimacy and connection was stronger than she expected... maybe this was a little more like cheating than she thought...
"It's okay, honey. Just relax. Enjoy. Don't think too hard about this." Kelly brought her other hand down and peeled open her lips to fully expose herself to her friend, her finger more visible as it was slipping into her depths.
Cassidy's eyes widened as she took in the sight of Kelly's pink, wet pussy spread open for her to see. Her breath felt hot and heavy in her throat. Ignoring her feeling that maybe this was getting a little too intense, she did the same, opening her lips to show herself and fingering in time with her friend, the soft wet squelching starting to overtake the sound of their panting breaths.
"It's good..." Kelly gasped. "Oh Cass fuck it feels so fucking good. I've been thinking about your pussy all fucking day."
"Me too," whimpered Cassidy, her finger working deep and hard with her eyes fixed on Kelly's finger, working with the same squelching rhythm.
"Do you want me to touch you? Feel you? Taste you?" Kelly's voice was rough with desire, and just a touch demanding. Forceful in a way that made Cassidy's breath catch and her nipples feel even harder.
"Yes...oh fuck Kel yes!" Cassidy leaned back in her chair and started thrusting her finger deeper, faster, losing the synced rhythm she'd built with Kelly and losing herself in the red-hot pleasure.
"That's it. Please, Cass, let me see you cum." Kelly's eyes were on Cassidy, grabbing and holding her gaze for a moment before looking down to watch her finger dipping in and out, glistening with arousal.
"Kel...Kel..." Cass was panting now, leaning back further, legs open wider. In this moment of taboo connection and lust, she wanted her friend to see it all; the deepest, most intimate parts of her. Soon she was bucking, her hips thrusting up meeting her finger as she pressed it deep inside. "Oh gooooooodddddd." She shook as her juices flowed out onto her hands, over her panties, and onto the chair.
Kelly wasn't far behind, thrusting her own finger into her depths and gasping. "Cum with me Cass. Please... oh holy fuck yes!" She was opening her legs too, both of them on display as they came, masturbating together to climax. Their passionate moans blended in harmony as the smell of sex filled the room, combining with the floral scent of the shop like an intoxicating drug, heady and sweet and musky.
Cassidy snapped back to the present, her jeans open, hand rubbing over her wet panties, her nose filled the aroma of flowers and sex. "Yes...." she muttered, eyes fluttering as she sat at the counter and rubbed faster... faster, needing to cum again to the memory of her strange, tense tryst with her best friend.
The sound of the garage door startled Cassidy out of her trance. Collin's car's engine revved as he pulled into the garage. Stumbling off the stool, pants open and slipped halfway down her hips, Cassidy nearly fell to the floor. She couldn't let Collin see her like this. Pulling her pants up quickly, she rushed down the hall to the bedroom just as she heard the door opening. She made it to the room and darted into the bathroom, slamming the door and locking it. She pressed her back against the door, slipping down into a huddled position as she tried to regain her composure.
...
Collin took a deep breath before unlocking the front door and heading inside. He was honestly a little nervous to see Cassidy again. That anxiety made him feel guilty, which only made him more anxious.
It felt like what he had been researching today at work had opened a sort of Pandora's box inside his mind. Instead of reassuring him, putting a name to the strange feelings of arousal inside, had made things worse. Images of the rough, demeaning cuckold porn he had seen at work kept playing in his mind's eye. The laughing eyes of the cheating woman. The sneer of the bigger, stronger man. Even the memory of the pornography he had seen made his heart rise into his throat and his pulse quicken. Connecting those lurid scenes to his situation, to Jack... to Cassidy... It made his blood boil and his cock stiffen every time his thoughts even got close.
He shook his head, his anxiety rising further. He knew he was being silly. Cassidy loved him, and after the morning-after awkwardness, was probably already moving on from the threesome. But a small, sneaky voice inside him kept whispering that maybe, if he looked carefully, he would see just a tiny twist of contempt in her eyes now that she had been with Jack. And although that terrified him, it excited him as well...
Cassidy wasn't in the entryway when he came in. Nor was she in the living room. She was somewhere around the house; he saw her car when he pulled in. But she was nowhere in sight. Was she avoiding him? No, probably just in the bathroom. Collin trailed into the kitchen and sank onto one of the barstools at the kitchen island, rubbing his temples. This sucked. His relationship with Cassidy was one of the best parts of his life, and now he was all mixed up and in his head about it.
He needed to dispel all of his negative energy and take his mind off the filthy, distressing thoughts that kept intruding. So he did something that always made him feel closer to Cassidy. He started cooking.
A quick peek in the fridge revealed they had some snow peas that should really be used sooner rather than later, as well as some leftover rotisserie chicken. Already feeling better, Collin measured some rice into a pot and began preheating the wok. A little stir-fry would be quick and delicious. He lost himself in the task, and for a moment, the dark, hot, strangling thoughts faded away.
He was just stirring in the chicken when he felt Cassidy's hands slip around him from behind, her body pressing up against his back and her face burying into his shoulder.
"Hi, honey," she murmured, her voice muffled. "How was your day?" Cassidy pressed her face into her husband's back, taking in the smell and feel of him through his shirt. She loved how it felt to have him in her arms. The heat. How solid he was. Like a firm stone set in the middle of a raging river. That raging river was her desire, her confusion and arousal at so many new things. But Collin was steadfast. She clung to him tightly, hands around his waist, clutching his belt buckle.
Collin turned to see that his wife was only half-dressed... wearing a little cut-off tee that showed her soft, feminine tummy and powder blue cheeky panties, clinging tight to her rounded hips and the smooth mound between her legs.
The sight sent a jolt of lust through him, but also snapped his mind back to the pornographic, darkly erotic pathways his mind had been traveling all day. Was her lovely little body all for him? Did she feel the same helpless arousal when she looked at him, or was she just as turned on by other men? He wasn't sure he knew the answers to those questions anymore.
His anxiety over the possibility of looking into Cassidy's eyes and seeing mockery and contempt evaporated in an instant. He couldn't see any of the sneering amusement in his wife's clear blue eyes that he had noticed in the videos he had watched today. But her expression wasn't completely clear either. The little thoughtful wrinkle she got sometimes formed between her eyebrows as she stared up at him. Collin often liked to smooth that line away with his thumb in a tender gesture, but he couldn't bring himself to do it right now.
Not when he was feeling just as unsettled.
Cassidy reached up and threaded her slim arms around his neck, the worry line between her eyebrows remaining as she softly said, "I was thinking about you all day."
She had been. All morning before Kelly had gotten to the store and even when they'd been in the midst of their bodily discovery, Collin had been in the back of her mind. She'd imagined him watching from the doorway as Cassidy touched herself. As Kelly had done the same. Their movements in sync and the moans in the room, soft and sensual. The smells of sex and the sweet scent of the flowers combining into an intoxicating aroma that made every nerve in her body burn. After Kelly had left, besides the thoughts of her friend's pussy and how it had looked squeezing and dripping, she'd found herself wanting desperately to be filled. She wanted Collin in a bad way. But the emotions were mixed and confusing and she was still trying to make sense of it all, even now as she wrapped herself close to her husband, pressing her hips against him needily.
"Me too," said Collin, his hands rising to hold his wife's hips, drawing her closer. It was the truth, although probably not the same way Cassidy intended it. Every video he watched... giggling cruel wives making their husbands kneel and kiss their feet while they stroked the thick cock of a bigger and better man... Men in maid costumes with their manhoods trapped in plastic cages, forced to serve their wife and her lover hand and foot... Husbands lying beneath their wife as just above their face, a massive cock penetrated their wife's cheating pussy... The filthiest and most gut-wrenching scenes of betrayal imaginable... Collin had imagined Cassidy in each and every one, horrified and fascinated and disturbingly aroused.
Being with her right now, his innocent wife, staring up at him hesitant and a little sad, made him feel guilty for imagining her that way; for believing for a second that she might think in the same way as the over-the-top porn actresses in those videos.
But he didn't know what to say. He wanted to clear away the awkward tension between them so badly. He was painfully aware that the stifling feeling was his fault. If he hadn't uncovered such a perverted fetish, maybe he could just move on.
The silence hung between them for a moment longer. Then Cassidy tilted her head up toward him, like a flower toward the sun, and Collin dipped his head in return. Collin might be confused, but some things cut through the petty surface-level details. And one of those things was his love for and attraction toward Cassidy. The kiss grew heated and deep, Cassidy's tongue shyly flicking out to tease her husband's. Collin's lust blazed higher. He had snuck off to the bathroom several times during work today to do further research, unable to resist, but hadn't cum. At this point, he had practically been riding the edge all day long.
Cassidy seemed horny as well. Her soft body pressed against Collin, nuzzling into him like an affectionate cat. Her tongue grew bolder, tangling fiercely with his as her fingers ran through his hair. Although the threesome seemed to have made things awkward between them, there was no doubt it had also injected a spicy, volatile energy into their attraction for each other. Even if Collin wished it had never happened, the intensity of their sex the day after the threesome and the thorough examination of her smooth shaved pussy this morning left Collin feeling hungry for what this steamy kiss might lead to.
He didn't have to wait for long. One of Cassidy's hands left his head, slipped down and grabbed his right wrist, pulling it down from where it had been resting on her waist, insistently positioning it between her legs in a silent gesture of naked sexual greed. No shy request this time, no blush, just moving his hand to where she wanted it, her mouth and tongue too busy with his to voice her desire.
She wanted, needed to be touched, and the feeling of her husband's fingers pressed against her panties made everything inside her melt. A wet spot immediately bled through the thin blue cloth covering her pussy, her juices leaking out from even the smallest amount of pressure. Her husband was always so tender, so careful. But right now, she wanted more. She was almost desperate to feel the spark he had shown her a few times since the threesome. She'd cum when masturbating with Kelly, but it hadn't been nearly enough. Her being was ablaze with sexual tension and she wanted her husband to feel it, smell it, taste it. Fuck! She wanted him to just take her. She wanted him to push his fingers hard and deep, make her panties wedge up inside her, feel them probe through the thin material. Maybe she wanted him to just rip her panties off and touch her like she was his. Claim her.
Collin pressed firmly, feeling the softness and heat of his wife's smooth shaven pussy beneath the surface of her tight panties. She made a tiny sound of approval, her hips squirming pleasantly, grinding against his touch. He could sense her arousal, detected her needy, moist heat even through the surface of the cloth. Collin's other hand slipped back, gripping her butt tightly as his fingers worked in firm circular motions right where he knew his wife wanted it the most. Cassidy responded by tightening her fingers in her husband's hair, pulling him to her lips.
Collin found himself ‌ pressing Cassidy up against the kitchen island, his fingers swirling over the surface of her panties, feeling the moisture beneath rising through the cloth to meet his skin. He wanted more... wanted to feel her needy wetness directly beneath his fingers. He didn't ask this time. He reached down and roughly tugged down Cassidy's panties, never breaking from their passionate kiss. When he slipped his hand between her legs, she parted her thighs, welcoming him in.
Her silky-smooth cunt was burning hot. Dripping wet. She was so deeply aroused that his fingers slid into her like they were gliding on oil. As he made contact, Cassidy actually bit him, nipping his lower lip between her teeth as a liquid whimper of pleasure escaped her throat. Collin felt a burst of pride. He was making Cassidy feel good. Him. He wanted to chase that feeling. Pressing Cassidy back against the kitchen island, he inserted his middle finger into her pussy, thrusting deep while their tongues continued to writhe.



The feeling of his finger, rough and thick, entering her sex made Cassidy shake. Her walls clamped down. In comparison to her own finger, Collin was much thicker, and longer. He slipped inside her, making her mewl like a kitten eager for milk. This wasn't like the delicate, sensual session she'd experienced with her friend at lunch. This was desire. Pure. Thick. Dripping with a want that was almost gothic in its feel, like the seduction of a vampire making its prey needy and wanting to be consumed. She loved both the feelings. Kelly was like the delicate flowers of her shop, but right now Collin was the beast that stalked among the leaves and grass, ready to pounce and devour.
Collin couldn't stand it any longer. Touching and kissing weren't enough. Any other day, he would have taken his wife by the hand and led her to the bedroom. But now, even that brief trip was a nuisance that Collin refused to deal with. His cock was throbbing with wild lust, straining against the front of his pants. His wife's pussy was wet and hot and squeezing tight around his middle finger inside her. His cock needed to be there. Right. Fucking. Now.
Moving with desperate speed, Collin unzipped and shed his pants to the ankles, freeing his diamond-hard cock. "Collin?" gasped Cassidy, her eyes wide with delighted shock at her husband's sudden fierce energy, "what are you...?"
With a sweep of his arm, Collin sent the clutter on the kitchen island clattering to the floor, and before Cassidy could react, boosted her from beneath, lifting her to the countertop as she squeaked with mild alarm.
Collin read the shock on his wife's blushing face as she lay back on the surface of the kitchen island, but there was a hunger there, too. Despite the fact they almost always had sex in bed, they were on exactly the same wavelength right now. The open-mouthed shock on Cassidy's face slid into a warm, excited grin as she reached out and grasped his cock, spreading her thighs as she pulled him forward.
"Fuck me, honey..." she whispered, lining his cock up with her dripping entrance as she lay back on the kitchen counter, arms over her head and looking every bit like a doe wanting the wolf to come and consume her.
Sinking deep into Cassidy's warm, tight pussy felt like coming home. Cassidy lay back, watching Collin's face, then looking down to see his cock sliding so clearly and cleanly inside her. Being bald definitely had its advantages. "Yes..." She whispered softly, the sound of a succubus. Silk on steel. "Oh Collin, fuck yes... all of it please, put it all inside..." Her groans were almost pornographic, dripping with sexual want. After a moment she reached up, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing hard and deep, tongue sliding into his mouth, tracing his teeth, and twisting along with his tongue.
Despite the connection he felt with his wife in this heated, intimate moment, the ghosts of those disturbing images from earlier today kept intruding on Collin's thoughts... Big swaggering bullies claiming cute little wives and stealing them from their husbands.
Collin's heart hammered as he set a fast, deep rhythm, Cassidy's hips rocking back eagerly against him, her pussy a deliciously silky vice around his thrusting cock. He wanted to be dominant and powerful, like bulls in those videos... but the thought of being the cuck filled him with dark, distressing arousal. Which would feel better? To fuck his wife hard like he was doing right now? Or to be forced to watch as Jack did the same thing, fucking Cassidy senseless on their kitchen counter? The taboo thought made fresh lust blaze through his body. He grunted from the pleasure, and was forced to concentrate hard on not cumming as his new cuckold fetish seized his mind.
The way Collin began thrusting, harder than usual, was intoxicating. Jack's thrusts had been similar, hungry with the need to be buried inside her. Long and deep strokes hitting her cervix, making her clamp down around him. Collin was usually gentler, but the feeling of his erection throbbing inside and rubbing against her walls was different now. She could see something new in her husband's eyes too. A blazing need to prove himself.
A stab of concern flashed through her. Did Collin feel inadequate? Had her sex with Jack made him jealous? And not just jealous because Jack had gotten to have two women at once, but because Cassidy had been with him and enjoyed herself and was keeping the details a secret. Did her husband think... oh no! Did he think she liked Jack more? If he did, she had to fix it. To convince him she absolutely loved having sex with him. But she couldn't find the words and didn't want to stop now, in the middle of their lovemaking. So she settled for the next best thing. Submitting her body to him. Clinging tightly and biting his ear. Whispering, "I love you... fuck me, honey, fuck my pussy... please. I've been needing you all day."
Cassidy's clear enjoyment, the feeling of her pussy tight around his rapidly thrusting cock, the breathy words of love she poured into his ear, the taboo thrill of fucking on their kitchen counter in the heat of the moment, and the lingering filthy memories of the cuckold porn Collin had researched today all blended together into a powerful wave of sexual pleasure. Both innocent and filthy.
Collin's breaths were hot and hard in his throat as he pumped faster and faster. Cassidy was now planting hot, wet kisses on his neck as her hips writhed against his, just as eager for release as he was. "Cum... cum for me, Collin," she said in a sweet, melting voice. Then all words were lost as she descended into sweet, soft moans of delight, her hands gripping tight around his back.
Cassidy shuddered and moaned beneath him, her pussy locking tight around his cock as her fingers dug into him, her body straining in climax. If he had taken his shirt off, he would likely have red scratches down his back. The milking grip of his wife's climaxing pussy finally pushed Collin over the edge as well. His orgasm was a cathartic explosion of sexual release. He was normally silent during sex, but this time he let out a loud groaning breath as his cock twitched hard, painting his wife's pussy with thick, potent cum. Once again, like he often did, Collin thought about getting Cassidy pregnant. But this time his fantasy had darker, more possessive overtones. Thoughts of staking his claim on her. Of proving that she belonged to him alone.
But, despite his possessive fantasy, when the orgasm left him and Collin looked down at the glowing, panting love of his life... some of his tension and confusion went with it. In this moment of physical connection, the idea that she could betray him or despise him seemed silly. The sex had been cathartic, and Collin wanted more than ever to pierce the awkwardness between them.
Cassidy let herself lay back on the cool counter, panting, breasts jiggling under her shirt as she basked in the glow of her orgasm. Of the feeling of Collin still inside her, his cum thick and warm, starting to drip down between her ass cheeks. It was bliss. She'd loved her experience with Jack and Kelly. And this afternoon's experiment with Kelly was eye-opening and confusing, but good. However, nothing could beat this feeling of her and Collin having connected on a primal and loving level. Cassidy sighed. "So warm..."
The shrill beep of the smoke alarm broke the moment. The meal had begun to burn...
...
The stir fry ended up a little black around the edges, and definitely overcooked, but it wasn't inedible, and the company made the dinner pleasant even if the food could have been better.
"So," said Cassidy with a gentle smile, "How was work?" Moving back into small talk, trying to reestablish their old familiar rhythms.
"It felt long," admitted Collin ruefully. "I was a little distracted."...and there they were again, a tinge of awkwardness intruding.
It was frustrating. Collin wanted to be done with this and move on, and Cassidy was clearly feeling shy and maybe guilty about the whole thing. Collin made a decision: this was on him. He had made it weird with his strong negative reaction after Cassidy got back from the threesome. He was the one that needed to bridge this annoying gap.
So, like he often did for the sake of his relationship, Collin decided to tell a little white lie. Well... maybe a big white lie in this case.
"I think it was a good thing," he blurted out, taking his wife's hand in his.
Cassidy looked surprised. "A good thing?" she asked, tilting her head a little. "What was?"
"I mean... the whole thing with Kelly and Jack. The threesome," said Collin, trying to sell the idea confidently. If he could convince Cassidy that he was over his jealousy and felt fine about what had happened, maybe they could both forget about it. He laid out the rest of his selfless lie, speaking rapidly. "I mean, clearly it has sort of given our love life a little extra spark. And you said you had a good time. I think I just had a bad knee-jerk reaction at first. I'm glad that it happened, now that I've had time to think about it."
Cassidy looked at him with wide eyes, her eyebrows raised. Then she broke into a warm smile, relief pouring off her. "Oh, I'm glad you feel that way, honey," she said happily, squeezing his hand. "You know how much I love you, and I was worried you were feeling hurt."
Collin took a bite of the overcooked stir fry, trying to mask his expression. He wouldn't describe it as hurt, exactly, but "confused, aroused and jealous" might make Cassidy even more upset. Much better that she thought it was a positive thing for him. That way, his sensitive, loving wife could safely put it behind them, and, now that she wasn't feeling awkward and guilty, he could too.
After that, they slipped easily and naturally into their normal married dynamic for the rest of the evening, talking and joking lovingly.
And Collin congratulated himself for once again, knowing exactly when a carefully constructed lie could do wonders for his relationship.
...
Cassidy took a long, long shower after dinner. Partially because she was a mess of sweat and slick fluids. Even on the nicest of days working at the flower shop, she still got dirty. Combine that with all the other activity she'd gotten up to today, and it made a recipe for caked-on grime that required lots of soap and her loofa.
But she also needed time to think, and in the shower she could be alone with her thoughts. Of course Collin could always join her... the idea did send a thrill down her spine, and also reminded her of what she'd done in the shower with Jack and Kelly. But hot, steamy shower sex with her husband wasn't in the cards for tonight. After their little adventure in the kitchen, Collin had been whipped out and quickly gone to bed.
Now Cassidy was free to just pamper herself and let her thoughts shift and settle. With her eyes closed, she let the water fall over her, slowly scrubbing soap into her body and shampoo into her hair. She concentrated on the feeling of the bubbles and suds sliding down her back and over her breasts, caressing her nipples, sliding along the valley between her tits to her stomach and down further over her smooth valley. It was invigorating. Refreshing. She stood under the warm, cascading water for almost half an hour. Her fingers were pruned by the time she stepped out into a room of misty fog. The mirror had fogged over and everything was covered with a layer of dew.
The thoughts of Kelly were still ripe and fresh and vivid in Cassidy's mind. Her words, still clear as a bell and ringing through her bones. It really had been erotic to masturbate together. A new level of intimacy, and with her best friend! That was probably the wildest part. Maybe even more so than having sex together. How strange was that?
Cassidy pushed back her wet hair, standing naked in the middle of the bathroom, letting the mist swirl around her and the last drops of water sliding along her body to the fuzzy mat on the floor. A soft buzz caught her attention, pulling her from the thoughts of possibly putting her adventures down in her journal to help figure out the new complexities of sexuality that were starting to bubble up. Her phone was on the counter and fogged over. She had to grab a hand towel and whip the screen clear to see that it was a message from Kelly. She quickly opened it.
"I told Jack about our... experience this afternoon."
It was a simple message. Then quickly followed by another. This one was an image.
The picture was a close-up of Kelly's pussy, her wedding ring hand caressing Jack's semi-hard cock as it was laying against her thigh. A small trickle of thick white leaking from Kelly's slit.
Cassidy stood frozen in the heat of the bathroom. Her legs trembled. Already wet from the shower, her inner self was warming up more and becoming instantly slick at the sight of her friend's genitals.
Another text came through.
"I told him about you touching yourself while he was inside me. I swear he fucked me harder than ever before. 😉"
Cassidy's free hand was trailing down toward her sex. She couldn't believe what she was reading.
"If it's TMI let me know. But I think it's obvious Jack wouldn't turn down another romp in the sheets. Haha. 👄"
A finger found its way into Cassidy's pussy, feeling the volcanic heat that one image and these few words were doing to her. Maybe she should tell Kelly that this was TMI... that she shouldn't send photos like that to a married woman. But Cassidy knew Kelly would respect that request. And then she might never get to see pictures like this again.
"Free for lunch on Sunday after church? Maybe we can... discuss? Only if Collin is okay with it of course. But really... We had fun. I think you did too. So..."
There was a pause. Dots blinking. Cassidy's finger was sliding in and out of her pussy in time with the dots.
"And sweetie, you can always say no. If I'm maybe coming on too strong, then just let me know. Please don't feel like I'm pressuring you. Say the word and we never discuss it again. Promise. ♥️"
The texts finally ended. Cassidy didn't reply. Instead, she stood there holding the phone, staring at the photo, slowly fingering herself to a soft orgasm that made her moan and bite her lip. It came quickly and spread through her body and then faded just as fast, leaving her calm and relaxed. The combination of release and a hot long shower had her almost falling asleep on her feet. She finally put the phone down, quickly dried herself off, then took her phone and went to her closet. She grabbed a pair of plain fullback panties and a t-shirt, put them on, and slipped into bed next to her husband.
For a moment, she watched him sleep. Loving him. Wanting him. But something else was burning inside. A lurking desire that she was afraid of, but also drawn to like a moth. Still holding her phone, trying to decide if she wanted to reply, Cassidy imagined herself drawing closer and closer to the flame that was this new sexual universe. Would she burn up? Or would it ignite her and make her something brighter and more beautiful? Like a phoenix. There was no way of telling...
With a swift kiss on Collin's forehead, making him sigh in his sleep, she quickly opened the text thread and replied...
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Dan was munching on a bowl of cereal at the kitchen island as Claire breezed in, shopping bags in hand. Shoot. She had been hoping he would be out and about somewhere on this particular Saturday morning. It wasn't exactly uncommon for Claire to be working during the day, even on the weekends, and most of the time, Dan found his own entertainment. But not today apparently. "You're back early," said Dan with a nervous smile, swiftly locking the tablet and scooting his body subtly under the lip of the counter.
Was he watching something... inappropriate? Well, whatever. Claire didn't want to open the door to serious conversations right now... not after the awkwardness of last night.
Dan had... failed to perform in bed last night. It was the first time this had happened in their marriage, barring one incident of extreme whiskey dick. He had just sat there yesterday, trying to complete their foreplay ritual of jerking off to her sexy striptease and... nothing. His dick had stayed soft in his pumping, kneading hand. It had been especially frustrating, because Claire needed Dan more than ever lately. Her libido had been off the charts ever since she had seen Zane's cock.
Well, like a good wife should, Claire told Dan that things like that happen, and she loved him, and all the necessary sweet words. All while seething with frustration inside. Whatever, it was a one-time thing. Dan will be back to satisfying me soon.
"Just in and out, dear," said Claire breezily, planting a swift kiss on her husband's cheek as she passed on the way back to the bedroom. "I have to change for a meeting. I'll let you know when I plan to be back later tonight."
Claire clicked the bedroom door behind her and tossed the shopping bags on the bed, pulling out the wardrobe for her meeting with Zane. A wide, devious smile crossed her beautiful face. This outfit was really going to drive that sleazy pervert crazy. Wicked anticipation bubbled through her as she slipped into the clothes. Zane was about to find that the tables had completely turned on him. Now it wouldn't be Claire tongue-tied and flustered by intrusive sexual thoughts during their meetings. This was going to give her exactly the upper hand she needed.
Finally, everything was in place, and Claire turned to look at herself in the mirror. She couldn't help but let out a sultry chuckle of triumph at the sight, cocking a wide hip in a provocative pose to really show off how the clothes clung to her body.
Claire's shapely calves and toned thighs were encased in dark, clinging pantyhose, presenting her incredible legs like they were gift-wrapped. The skirt was cut above the knees, and tight enough to make her hips and ass pop. A cinched belt devastatingly emphasized her hourglass figure, and the tight, fitted short-sleeve blouse made her big, round breasts impossible to ignore. Claire considered the view carefully, sweeping her long, coal-black hair back over her shoulders, then, after a moment's hesitation, unbuttoned one more button on the front of her blouse, displaying another half-inch of soft, creamy cleavage. Maybe more than was necessary... but if her aim was to give that bastard blue balls, might as well really torture him.
The outfit was probably still appropriate for most offices, but only barely. Claire didn't own anything nearly this sexy in her work wardrobe. Most of the clothes Claire bought were intended to downplay her womanly assets rather than display them. She had needed a special shopping trip to find something that would make a knuckle-dragger like Zane drool.
She liked the way the outfit looked. Perfect for her purposes tonight. She was a sex bomb no matter what she wore, but putting her body on display was rare for her. It was almost refreshing. When Zane saw this, he was going to get the mother of all erections... and not be able to do anything with it. It would put all the power in Claire's hands. She had no idea why she had never thought of this before!
One final touch... Claire pulled out the tall stiletto heels that she had purchased and eyed them doubtfully. She had never been a huge fan of heels, although she didn't find walking in them too difficult. They just felt a bit... demeaning. Wearing shoes that hurt and made walking harder just to make your legs and ass look better? It clashed with Claire's distaste for other people ogling her body: she didn't want any more men checking out her ass than already did.
But ogling was what she was going for today, so she slipped on the shoes and turned in the mirror, giving herself another visual once-over. She raised an eyebrow. Well, she had to admit that the heels did make her ass look even bigger and rounder than it already was.
She clicked confidently toward the door, ready to head out for her meeting. She hadn't even really considered how her new sexy outfit would look to her husband. The idea that Dan might object to how she chose to dress simply didn't occur to her. It wasn't how their relationship worked.
Dan's eyes grew wide as he saw his wife emerge, and for a second, Claire felt a little twinge of guilt. But she tossed that feeling aside quickly. Yes, this sexy, revealing outfit was intended for another man's eyes. But that didn't mean that Dan had anything to worry about. This outfit was a weapon. A tool. She had no intention of actually doing anything with the little sleazeball she planned to tease.
In fact, maybe a little light teasing toward Dan would cure her husband of his embarrassing issue from last night. "Trying a new look, sweetie," she said with a teasing smile. "Like it?" She struck a sultry pose, running her fingers through her hair and relishing the look of stunned arousal on her husband's face.
"Wh-where are you going?" Dan asked weakly.
Claire leaned forward, treating him to a look down her luscious cleavage, and gave him a lingering kiss on the lips. "Meeting with a client," she whispered in his ear. "I'll see you... tonight, dear."
Then she headed out the door, Dan staring after her open-mouthed with lust and horror.
...
This was the second meeting that Claire would be having at Zane's tacky home, but unlike the first, she was looking forward to this one. The supposed purpose of the meeting today was a walk-through of the room, showing Zane the concept drawings as they would actually be applied in context. But the purpose of the meeting had changed in Claire's mind. She walked up to Zane's door with a strut, already picturing the look on his stupid face when he realized that she was about to beat him at his own game.
This time, there had been no scheduling confusion. Zane's rough, cheerful voice greeted her immediately, telling her that he would be right down. He had no idea the teasing, frustrating feast for the eyes he was about to receive.
But when the door swung open and Zane got a look at her, Claire had a sudden sense that she may have miscalculated. Zane blinked for a second, in shock as his eyes traveled slowly down Claire's body, taking in her juicy breasts, her top clinging to every curve and open to display her soft cleavage... her curvy hips and ass nearly popping trhough the tight, short skirt... and her long, luscious legs, packed tight into dark hose and lifted by her tall, sharp heels.
A predatory grin spread across Zane's face, and for a moment, Claire didn't feel powerful or in control at all. She felt vulnerable and on display for him. And the worst part was that the feeling wasn't completely unpleasant.
She forced herself to focus. Of course Zane would immediately assume that she was ripe for the taking now that she had dressed this way: that was the point of this exercise. His humiliation would come later, when he realized that she was as unavailable as ever despite her teasing.
And the teasing wasn't just going to be visual. It was time for Claire to enact the next part of her plan. "Enjoying the view?" she quipped with a grin, lightly reaching out to push Zane to the side as she walked forward into his house, giving him a view of her swaying backside as she walked ahead of him. "Try to keep those eyeballs where they belong, Z," she purred, using the nickname she had heard other women call him as a spur-of-the-moment improvisation. "I'm a married woman after all, you bad boy."
"I'm not the only one who's bad," said Zane in a voice dripping with amusement, immediately slipping into the flirty banter that Claire was offering. He followed behind her on the stairs, his eyes locked to her plump ass as he said, "I don't know if I've ever seen a married woman wearing a fuck-me outfit like that to a business meeting."
When Claire looked over her shoulder at him, a little thrill zipped through her at the open, drooling lust on his face. Wow... I'm really having an effect on him. Even though she had absolutely no interest in having sex with Zane... it did feel pretty thrilling to see how much he wanted her.
"Is that what you think this outfit is saying?" she asked with a little smirk. "'Fuck me'? I think you have the wrong idea altogether, Z. Can't a lady look good at work without wanting to fuck? I have no interest at all in men like you."
They had reached the upstairs landing, and Claire turned toward Zane, her heart thumping in her chest with excitement as he mounted the remaining steps to join her. Something about this teasing banter was getting her worked up. Maybe it would be better to rein herself in... but why worry about that when she was having so much fun? It was all harmless in the end, anyway. She knew how this would end: with her laughing as she left Zane with nothing but a neglected boner.
"So what sort of men are you interested in?" said Zane, moving close to stare up into her eyes. "Maybe I can change." With a pulse of squirming heat through her belly, Claire noted that a bulge was already forming in his pants. Her mind flashed instantly back to the day when she had seen him fuck Leah with that monstrous cock that was now tenting his jeans. She dismissed the memory as her face turned pink. Zane looked aroused, but he didn't seem uncomfortable at all. Once again, Claire was starting to feel like she was the one on the back foot. She needed to turn up the heat...
Claire leaned forward a little, presenting her deep cleavage for Zane's piggy little eyes. Take a look, you little troll. Get a good view of what belongs to a better man. She played up her sultry smirk and tapped her chin as if in thought, then leaned even closer and whispered in Zane's ear, "The kind of man that's married to me..." Before turning swiftly and entering his bedroom.
Claire felt more in her element as she began to run through her plans for the bedroom design. I am sexy. Powerful. In control. Zane's eyes followed her every move, but she didn't mind in this context. He was supposed to look. Claire was showing him what he couldn't have deliberately. As she ran through the proposed design elements, handing Zane concept art as she spoke, she grew more and more turned on. Turned on by her own teasing power... but also by the eyes of a sleazy man like Zane on her body.
The little creep was probably imagining all the filthy things he wished he could do with her... and as her presentation went on, Claire found that she began imagining them as well. With a sort of hazy, distracted amusement, she pictured how Zane would love to tear the revealing clothes off her... to run his grubby hands all over her soft curves... to kiss and lick her perfect body with his unworthy mouth. Not to mention what he would do with that brutish cock. Her eyes flicked down to his crotch as she spoke. Yes... a thick throbbing bulge had formed there. She had him right where she wanted him.
"I'm impressed," said Zane lightly as she finished, sitting on his bed, apparently completely unashamed by his obvious erection. "You seem to have almost every angle covered. A masterful vision."
"Thanks, Z," said Claire, crossing her arms beneath her breasts to give him a little better view, and rubbing a finger sensually over her plump, rosy lips. "I always leave my clients satisfied."
"Do you?" said Zane, raising an eyebrow, "I can think of something else you could do that would satisfy me a lot more." Claire couldn't help but laugh. The little slimeball was just so certain he was about to get in her pants.
But this time, it seemed like it wasn't just a naked proposition, but actually a double entendre.
"What I'd really like from you is a display case for my trophies."
Claire frowned, her mask of teasing flirtation dropping for a moment at the sudden curveball. She hadn't expected Zane to discuss a real point of contention during their flirtation. But maybe she should have known better. That was his bread and butter, wasn't it? Using raw dominance and sexuality to get his way. Claire opened her mouth to end the fun, snapping at Zane that, of course, she wasn't going to make him a trophy case for his stolen panties, as she has said many times before.
Then she hesitated. Getting annoyed and dropping her teasing act would almost be letting him win. She had truly enjoyed making the slobby man drool over her, but she had been looking forward to the final part the most: when she laughed in his face and denied him. Ending the fun now would deprive her of the best part! And, as much as she hated to admit it, flirting with Zane really was fun. Putting herself in the crosshairs of an unscrupulous, dominant man like Zane was thrilling. Dangerous yet controlled, like bungee jumping.
So why couldn't she tease Zane with the idea that she might build his stupid misogynistic trophy case in the same way she was teasing him with the thought of her body? He wouldn't get either one, but that would just make it even sweeter when she denied him.
"Hmmmm," said Claire pensively, slipping back into the role of wily temptress, "Well, I don't know, Z... I'm not sure you need anything to stroke your ego. It's already big as it is." She let her eyes rest on his crotch for a moment. Let him catch her looking. The warm flush of excitement deepened and strengthened in her belly. Ok... she had to admit that she was getting a little turned on, but that was just because she was toying with a man sexually. As a dominant woman, that was a totally normal reaction and had nothing to do with Zane in particular.
Zane got up from the bed, stalking forward, surprisingly light on his feet for a man of his size. "Come on, Claire Bear," he said softly, "you can't tell me you haven't at least considered what the trophy case could look like. A brilliant designer like you?" As he circled around her, his eyes on her body rather than her face, Claire had the impression that she was being stalked by a hungry predator. The idea sent a shudder racing up her spine and goosebumps prickling her skin. But she wouldn't be easy prey.
"Maybe I have, maybe I haven't," Claire said, hand on hip, sharp green eyes following Zane. "But even if I thought about what it might look like, that doesn't mean I would build or install it for you."
Zane stopped in front of her, his expression hungry and sharp.
"Tell me."
His voice was low and compelling, a hint of steel beneath his pleasant tone. It was a simple two-word phrase, but it hit Claire like a ton of bricks. The sheer force of will piled behind the quiet command made something deep inside her sit up and take notice. Her teasing tormentor act slipped again, her cheeks flushing as she looked down and away. She turned toward one wall, currently blank due to Zane's lack of decorative instinct, and gestured toward it.
With her mouth dry and her heart beating hard and rapid in her temples, Claire said, "It would be right here." Why am I doing this? Why am I even entertaining the idea of making an obscene monument to Zane's sexual prowess? More importantly, why the fuck am I sharing the design ideas that had occurred to me with Zane when it will obviously give him the wrong idea? Claire had no idea. But in this hazy encounter of mutual lust and animosity, responding to his command felt correct on a level that Claire couldn't resist. She insisted to herself that just outlining her plans didn't matter, but a voice inside her whispered that this was a significant compromise. Regardless of how smart or stupid it was, here, in these slutty clothes, with Zane's hot eyes crawling over her, it simply felt impossible to refuse his command.
"Small boxes, one for each... uhh, trophy," said Claire, describing the design in her usual clipped, professional tone she used for design presentations. She was avoiding Zane's eyes, worried that she would see triumph there. Worried about how seeing that gloating victory might make her feel. "Sort of like a display case for neck ties. Each pair of underwear would be folded into a small square or triangle, just large enough to display the color and material."
Claire risked a glance at Zane, and thankfully, he wasn't leering at her like she feared. He was staring keenly in the direction she indicated as if imagining what she described. He nodded, stroking his chin. "I like it. Tasteful, but a good way to display the sheer number and variety. One thing I'd like to add, though. A mannequin torso from hips to thighs. Just one, in the center of the display."
"And which pair of panties would go there?" asked Claire, unable to stop herself. Zane's eyes flicked to meet hers, and Claire's breath hitched. The heat inside her flared as sexual electricity arced between them.
"The crown jewel," said Zane in his infuriating, cocky voice. "The woman who was the most difficult to seduce, of course." His frank, insultingly forward eyes seemed to burn into hers, and Claire came to a horrible realization. She wasn't just turned on because of flaunting her sexuality. She was turned on by Zane. Her blazing hatred for him hadn't calmed one bit, and her repulsion for his squat body still lingered. But something about sparring with him like this, feeling his powerful lust for her, seeing his confidence that he would have her in the end... it was compelling in a way that Claire had never experienced before.
A cunning, powerful man was after her, determined to conquer her sexually, and that fact lit a dark fire inside her. Especially when compared to her husband's soft, eager-to-please style of romance.
Claire cleared her throat and turned away from Zane. This was getting out of hand. She had to find some way to wrap this up, sooner rather than later. "Of course," she said in a strangled voice, "A lot would depend on how many 'trophies' we're talking about. And the variety of colors and materials. It might not be possible to make the presentation harmonious with the rest of the design, depending on the panties in question."
"Not that I'll be the one designing it for you," she added quickly, risking another quick glance toward Zane.
Zane chuckled and unexpectedly turned away to root around under his bed, extracting a small wooden trunk. "Well, in that case, you should take a look at the collection. You know... just in case you do end up as the one making my trophy case for me."
He threw open the lid of the box and stepped back, letting Claire get a look. Claire stared down at a messy swirl of feminine hues and silky cloth. She snorted. If this was how Zane had stored his collection of sexual memories up to this point, he really did need a new way of displaying them. The way they were all sort of mixed together in a box didn't really do justice to what they represented.
Claire bent over the box, hands on her knees as she peered closer. There must have been dozens of them... and each one represented a sexual victory. A woman who Zane had tricked, pushed, or tempted into trying out his massive cock. The sight was... a little overwhelming. Thinking about it that way, this collection was a testimony to Zane's sexual prowess that was hard to argue with. It was no wonder that he was so cocky. His skills at seduction had been successful again and again.



Claire reached down and moved aside some of the panties, looking for a bottom that was deeper than she thought. "Geez," she said with a dry, unconvincing chuckle, "would it kill some of these ladies to wear a little lace? If you're gifting some "trophy" underwear, it should be your nicest pair, right?" She was trying to make light of the moment, but she had to admit that seeing Zane's collection of trophies for herself was making her feel a little disquieted.
For the first time ever, her unshakeable confidence that it was impossible for Zane's seduction to succeed faltered just the tiniest bit. How many of the women who had donated underwear to this collection had said the same thing once upon a time?
Maybe coming here with the intention of riling Zane up had been a mistake...
That's when it happened; while she was distracted, bent over at the waist, her eyes on Zane's trophies and her mind on his seduction skills.
Zane's hands grabbed Claire's wide hips with quick, easy confidence. As if he had done it hundreds of times before. As if she were his lover, and not a woman who had shown her contempt for him in a thousand different ways. He was standing behind her, practically in doggy-style position, one hand on either hip, gripping firmly. "Well then... when you give me your donation, you'll have to show them what a superior woman wears," he said in a smirking tone.
Claire was stunned into inaction for a moment, her hands on her knees, Zane behind her. Powerful, conflicting emotions roared through her. Pure rage at Zane's presumption. Unchecked animal arousal at the feeling of a dominant male's open pursuit.
Guilt and humiliation for being so foolish.
Zane wasn't a passive man like Dan. How had she expected him to act when she came into his home and flaunted what he desired right in front of his nose? Zane was the kind of man who took what he wanted. She should have known that he would try to take her.
She stood, unable to speak, unable to even move, frozen in the infuriating, erotic moment of Zane touching her sexually for the first time. She needed to get away. She needed to draw a clear line with Zane and tell him that he had gone way too far this time. But in that moment, she couldn't break free from Zane's dominant power. And, shockingly, embarrassingly, there was a part of her that was curious about the sensation of Zane's strong hands on her soft hips. Part of her wanted to feel more...
But Zane was never the kind of man who rested on his laurels. He pushed things further. With aching slowness, Zane shifted his hips forward, and Claire's eyes nearly popped out of her head.
The full length of Zane's massive, throbbing cock pressed against Claire's plump backside through his pants and the tight material pulled taut over her ass. It felt impossibly big. Impossibly hard. But, although the sensation of the cock she couldn't stop picturing pressed against her backside made Claire weak in the knees with reluctant lust, it also finally spurred her to action. She managed to stand and turn, wriggling out of Zane's grasp. Then, in a burst of incandescent rage, she slung her arm out to plant a ferocious slap across his cheek.
Zane's head turned to the side from the force of her blow. For once, he looked stunned, raising a hand to touch his already reddening cheek. Claire breathed heavily, suddenly feeling exposed and ridiculous in the slutty officewear she had foolishly worn.
Zane turned his gaze back to her and opened his mouth to speak... But Claire had already heard enough from him today. She turned and ran like a coward, hustling out of the room in the tall heels she had worn to better show her ass off to her worst enemy.
She didn't stop until she was in her car, panting with exertion and close to tears. She slammed her hand against her steering wheel with a frustrated snarl. What the fuck had she been thinking? The entire plan had been stupid from the start. Teasing Zane was playing into his hands. And the scary part was that she hadn't even recognized that. Zane had confused her to the point that dressing sexy for him had felt like a logical way to fight back. And of course, giving a pig like Zane an inch had meant he took a mile. Today, Claire had felt Zane's cock pressed against her. A man who wasn't her husband had rubbed his dick on her.
And God help her... it had felt fucking good. That was the real problem with what had happened today. Flirting with Zane had felt exciting. Doing what he said felt natural. And feeling his hands and cock on her body had made her blaze with desire. Luckily, her anger had won.
This time.
Claire took a deep breath and let it out as she started the car. It seemed like Zane was smart enough not to push his luck by coming out of the house after her. Thank God. She might do a lot worse than slap him if she saw his face again right now.
As she drove, Claire's adrenaline faded, but her worries and confusion didn't. And neither did her arousal. It crackled and roared inside her like a spitting flame. She was going to have to come up with a plan to deal with Zane. But, in the meantime, Dan had better have sorted out whatever his issue was with his dick.
Because Claire needed to get fucked worse than she ever had before in her life. She was thinking doggy-style tonight. Just for a change of pace.
...
Zane watched Claire pull away from his bedroom window, rubbing his sore jaw. God, that woman had an arm on her!
He could admit it: he had gone a little bit too far this time. Zane was a simple man with dominant instincts: when he saw a fat ass waved in front of him by a woman practically begging for his cock, he grabbed it. He might have even gotten away with grabbing her hips too... if he hadn't thought with his dick and pressed himself up against her. That had definitely been too much too soon.
But there was no real harm done, besides maybe loosening some of the teeth on the right-hand side. It wasn't the first time he had been slapped, and it wouldn't be the last. It was the price of doing business. Besides, his little improvisation had gotten them over the major hurdle of first sexual contact, which was always tricky to maneuver. Besides, he was willing to bet that Claire would be thinking long and hard about the feeling of his cock pressed into the tender flesh of her ass.
The whole day had been a pleasant surprise. Zane was aware that Claire's sexy little outfit had been more a misguided attempt to turn the tables rather than a real submission, but either way demonstrated that she was already thinking along the correct lines.
But Zane couldn't let up. Despite how she had reacted, Zane couldn't allow Claire to cool down and think through her feelings for him right now. He needed to capitalize on the volatile sexual chemistry they had both felt today.
And he thought the best way to do that would be an apology gift...
A wildly inappropriate one.
...
Claire looked down at the design on her tablet with a stormy expression. It was all there, the design that she had sworn she wouldn't even consider. A professional, sleek display case perfect for showcasing Zane's trophies that he had tricked and cajoled out of his sexual conquests.
Her design had a look of danger about it. Imposing and intriguing, like Zane himself. Although Claire's disgust for the horrible little man had never dimmed, she couldn't deny how oddly compelling he could be. The idea that he had charmed women into his bed no longer seemed laughable.
Zane had crossed a serious line yesterday at their meeting, and Claire was still processing how to respond to his escalation. In theory, she could simply terminate his contract and refuse to speak with him ever again. But, just like it always had, that felt like running away. And, as shameful as it was to admit, there was a part of Claire that didn't want to be done with the infuriating sleazeball.
Claire sighed and buried her face in her hands. Maybe, in the end, Zane was doing her a favor in a twisted way. He had uncovered a sexual hunger for male dominance inside her that she never knew existed. But, no matter how darkly fascinating the little toad could be at times, Claire was married. And even if she wasn't, Zane obviously wasn't a safe and responsible partner to practice a newfound submission kink with. Not when so many of his conquests ended up doing porn for him...
The problem was that Dan was also proving unable to rise to the challenge of her increased libido. Last night, when Claire had arrived home buzzing with anger, humiliation, and sexual need, Dan had begged off from having sex, saying that he felt unwell. Claire had been forced to masturbate for the first time since she had gotten married. Normally, Dan was ready and willing to fulfill her every sexual craving, so she simply hadn't felt the need to touch herself for a very long time.
The worst part was how she couldn't stop thinking about Zane's thick cock pressed against her ass while she fingered herself to angry, grunting climax in the shower.
Despite her best efforts, the little weasel had managed to successfully insert himself into her mind... which was why she needed to take a mental break from Zane altogether, and probably have a frank discussion with her husband about her sexual needs as well. Regardless, she had already asked Perlah to put all currently scheduled meetings with Zane on hold until she could properly process her feelings and respond appropriately. She closed the project on her tablet with a shake of her head. Despite the real estate Zane was taking up in her mind lately, she did have other clients she needed to finish some work for.
As she wallowed in her thoughts, Claire was startled by a knock at her door. Perlah stood in the doorway with a large gift box and a sheepish smile on her face. "Sorry to disturb you, ma'am," she said in her perky voice, "But a courier just delivered this for you. I thought you'd like to know right away."
Claire frowned in confusion, instinctively reaching out to accept the package as Perlah crossed the room and held it out to her. "What is it exactly?" she asked in a curious tone. "Who sent it?"
Perlah only shrugged. "Doesn't say on the package. Or, well... it does, I guess, but I don't understand what it means."
Claire flipped open the attached tag and saw that it was signed only with a hastily scrawled capital "Z". A sudden surge of annoyance and adrenaline boiled inside her. It could only be Zane, and if he was sending her a gift, Claire had no illusions that it was an innocent peace offering. A predatory seducer like Zane didn't know the meaning of the word innocent.
What the fuck is he up to this time?
"Thank you, Perlah," said Claire in a tight voice, her eyes still fixed on the gift box held in her hands. "I'll take care of this myself."
Perlah lingered for a moment longer, but Claire had been fairly clear with her tone, and Perlah had worked with Claire long enough to take the hint. As she left, Claire called out, "Close the door behind you as you leave, please. No calls for the next... fifteen minutes. Thank you, Perlah." If she knew Zane, she didn't want to be disturbed when she opened this box and saw what was inside.
With one last look up to check that Perlah was gone, and a thrill of anticipation in her heart that she couldn't quite suppress, Claire lifted the top of the large, flat gift box, holding her breath as she looked inside to see what Zane had gotten her.
She blinked as a pulse of lust shot through her, centered between her thighs. Well, in the end, maybe this is exactly what she should have expected. It was the sort of inappropriate, provocative statement that was Zane's bread and butter.
Inside the gift box lay a set of lingerie. Although that bare description was underselling its appearance considerably.
The Bra was two lacy black triangles, small enough that Claire could tell just by looking at them that wearing it would expose most of the sides and tops of her massive tits, and sheer enough that they would certainly display her nipples as well. A lacy garter belt and stockings were also included, ready to adorn Claire's narrow waist and long, luscious legs, showcasing them for the viewing pleasure of whatever male was fortunate enough to see her in this erotic bedroom ensemble.
But the panties especially caught Claire's eye. How could they not, after all the arrogant talk of women's underwear that Zane had spouted yesterday? It looked like a little scrap of see-through gauze. Meant to tease and entice rather than to conceal. The back of the tiny thong was just string, and the front was just a panel of delicate lace that would do nothing to hide the feminine secrets beneath. And at the top of the lacy triangle? A tiny bow of black ribbon. As if what lay beneath was a gift just waiting for someone to unwrap it.
It was some of the most alluring underwear that Claire had ever seen, and likely the most expensive as well. Not trashy or even slutty, but cut with intense eroticism in mind. They were quite unlike anything that Claire normally wore. She had an amazing body, of course, and one that would look absolutely incredible in revealing underwear like this, but lingerie had never really been her style. It felt too much like she was making herself eye candy for a man's pleasure. The last time she had worn lingerie for Dan was probably their wedding night. Dan had tried to buy her a set for Valentine's Day a few years ago, but they had been tactfully put away in the back of the closet and then "lost" at the first opportunity. Dan would have to be content with her incredible, fully naked body, instead of seeing her dolled up for his amusement.
And now a different man had bought her a set far more luxurious and revealing than anything she had ever worn for Dan.
Claire reached down and felt the silky material between her fingers, her mind instantly thinking what it would feel like on more intimate places. Despite her normal distaste for lingerie, she had a sudden strong impulse to see what these felt like on her body... To see for herself the vision of alluring femininity that Zane wanted to turn her into. Maybe this was just another part of her new submissive awakening. Suddenly, the idea of dressing in a teasing, alluring set of underwear to delight a dominant man sounded much more arousing than demeaning.
But along with that arousal came the same old dull pulse of rage she had grown used to when it came to Zane Kruger. This gift wasn't just something inappropriate to send to a married woman. It was an arrogant declaration of intent. Zane may have made innuendos and hints before, but this was practically shouting his plans from the rooftop. The annoying little man intended to fuck her. He was confident enough that he was calling his shot: this would be the sexy lingerie he expected to see when he took her to bed.
Once again, she was being underestimated.
Probably the safest plan would be to throw the gift box in the trash and forget she ever saw it. But Claire was past the point of playing it safe with Zane. She wanted to hurt him. To watch his smug face fall into frustrated disappointment. And she knew the perfect way to turn his gift against him.
He was doing her a favor really. Dan had been struggling a little in bed, but what red-blooded male could hold back when they saw a curvy goddess like Claire wearing lingerie like this? It would be like her husband had died and gone to fucking heaven when he saw that his wife was finally willing to doll herself up into a sex kitten for him.
Claire closed the gift box and scooped it up into her arms excitedly. It was the perfect plan. A way to bring her and her husband closer, relieve her sexual frustration, and turn Zane's insulting gift against him. She wasn't just pleased, though... she was aroused. This was also a great opportunity to have deeply satisfying sex with her husband and finally relieve the pent-up sexual frustration that had been haunting her. The thought of wearing the revealing lingerie for Dan made a moist, insistent heat burn between her thighs. She decided that her plan just couldn't wait.
Perlah looked up guiltily, hastily hiding her phone as Claire breezed out of the office with a sharp, triumphant smile and the gift box in hand. Normally, Claire might have made an arch comment about her assistant texting during work hours, but she was too excited and horny right now. "I'm headed out early today, Perlah," she said with a wave as she headed to the door. "Cancel my three o'clock, and then head home."
She barely heard Perlah's shocked reply as she rushed out the door, her head already filled with thoughts of her lace-covered body and her husband's cock.
...
Dan stared at his screen, cock in hand, filled to the brim with a tangled acidic blend of arousal and insecure jealousy that he was becoming more and more familiar with these days.
He was on "Freaks in the Sheets" again. He found that he had a hard time staying away lately. He kept telling himself he was going to be strong, that this time he wasn't going to give in and look up another of Zane's conquests. And then he would find himself home alone again, and the temptation would creep up on him.
It was happening too often now. He could recognise that. Jerking off this often, especially while worrying about what Zane might be planning with Claire, was affecting his ability to perform in bed. But the exploits that Zane had documented on his site were so darkly compelling that Dan simply wasn't able to resist. Each of the women that Zane seduced had a number of professionally shot porn videos, but the slickly shot, well-produced sex videos weren't what drew Dan back again and again. It was the "training logs" that fascinated and deeply aroused him. They made him hard as a rock to even think about, even though he was still only able to access the censored "Beta Edition".
Right now, he was reading the training log for a woman named Ramona. A petite, sharp-eyed brunette who looked like she didn't let anyone push her around... or at least she hadn't until she met Zane.
By this point, the entries on the website had the sense of awful inevitability. Dan's cock throbbed in his pumping fist as he read, his heart in his throat, knowing that Zane would win in the end, like he always did.
Apparently Ramona had been Zane's accountant, who annoyed Zane with her sarcasm and acid tongue one too many times. That was all it took for a beautiful woman to attract the wrong kind of attention from Zane. Even though Zane always won in the end, each seduction had different methods and a slightly different flavor. In this particular case, Zane pointed out how Ramona loved chic designer clothes. She enjoyed showing off her wealth, taste, and beauty to the world, so Zane decided that he wanted Ramona to learn to love showing off in other ways.
Dan took a shuddering breath as he read and watched the clips and photos. Through subtle manipulations and strategic gifts of clothing, Zane slowly manipulated Ramona's wardrobe, turning her into a slutty exhibitionist step by inevitable step. Dan wished he could see the full effect of what the once-proud accountant started wearing, but eventually the outfits became so revealing that black bars showed up, preventing someone with the beta edition like Dan from seeing how slutty Ramona's outfits truly became.
At a certain point, every woman reached her breaking point. The point where the sexual pressure and tension built up so far that they cracked, submitting sexually to Zane in an act of surrender, filmed for the pleasure of his audience.
For Ramona, it was a handjob.
That was a little tame compared to some of Zane's triumphs. There were times when he managed to jump straight to sex. Even anal sex in one memorable training log. But Ramona's submission made up for its modest sexual contact with the daringness of its context.



The camera showed Ramona kneeling in front of Zane, white-faced with anxiety, her bare tits swinging free from her dress as she rapidly pumped her hand up and down Zane's cock. Then the camera swung to reveal that this was taking place in Ramona's office, with the door open. Someone even walked past the open door without looking in before the camera panned back to the action of Ramona's delicate hand rapidly jerking off Zane's massive cock.
Ramona had finally given in to Zane's advances in the middle of a busy workday. It was a breathtakingly risky exhibitionist act of sexual submission, and Dan found himself already on the edge of orgasm as he watched. The training log had detailed how sharp and confident Ramona had been to start... and now here she was, panting with lust, tits jiggling in the open air as she sexually serviced the man who had become the center of her world.
Dan focused on Ramona's small, but firm tits, feeling his orgasm building. But, as usual, he was frustrated and mildly humiliated by the thick, impenetrable black bars blocking his view of her nipples. As always, Zane's cock remained uncensored in all its glory.
As he watched Ramona's skillful hands bring Zane's massive cock to orgasm, Dan couldn't help but think how small his own dick felt in his hand comparatively. When Ramona hissed in a quiet, but passionate whisper, "Cum for me, you fucking prick. Shoot that fucking load right onto my fucking tits!" Dan could hear the intertwined hate and lust in her voice. The same hate and lust that he worried was building up inside his wife day by day.
Dan tipped over the edge as he saw Zane cum burst out, splattering the tits of the submissive exhibitionist beneath him. Like it always did, his terror that this same thing might happen with Claire was part of what set him off, and as he stared at the screen, wide-eyed with lust and horror, he pictured Zane's cum erupting over his wife's soft, round tits instead of Ramona's small, perky breasts.
Just as he erupted into the tissue held in his free hand, Dan heard the rumble of the garage door and his head snapped up in alarm. Shit! Why was Claire home this early? His whole body burned with the shocked anxiety of being caught in the act. He had maybe three minutes until his wife entered the house. If he was lucky. With frantic speed, Dan slammed his laptop shut, pulled his pants up over his still-dribbling dick, and sprinted to the bathroom to toss away the filled tissue that was the shameful evidence of his masturbation session.
He barely managed to make it to the kitchen, sweating lightly, as Claire walked in the door.
He could tell right away that there was a... different energy around his wife today. Her green eyes gleamed with an inner light, and her curvy, expressive lips were quirked into a tight little smile that seemed angry but excited at the same time. As she met his eyes, Dan felt an electric pulse of volcanic attraction and frustration spark between them.
She had never looked more beautiful to him than in that moment, her eyes flashing with sexual energy and her arms full of some sort of large, flat gift box. But despite the pang of longing in his heart, Dan felt a twinge of disquiet as well. He had seen this sort of energy before. Many time,s in fact, even though the eyes of the women were hidden behind black bars. This was the look of a woman being wound up by Zane's games.
A disturbing sign of exactly how far Zane had already come with her.
As their eyes met, Claire's little smile curved up into a wide, sultry grin. Dan was intoxicated by the wild sexual heat pouring off of his wife in waves, but at the same time, a stab of anxiety lanced through him. This was a woman clearly on the prowl for sex. And he had wasted his load into a tissue just seconds ago.
"Hello darling," said Claire in a purring voice, biting her pillowy lower lip lightly as she clicked across the kitchen floor toward him on her high heels. "I hurried home today because I just missed you sooooo much."
As she approached, what Claire wanted was so obvious that even a naturally passive man like Dan could read it easily. He reached out and wrapped his arms around his wife, pulling her into a warm, wet, passionate kiss, crushing the gift box between them. Lust pulsed through Dan's veins, and he silently willed his dick to get with the program and rise to the occasion. But so far, it still lay dormant and flaccid.
"Mmmmm, someone's eager," purred Claire approvingly. "That's the spirit, big boy. But you'll have to wait for a minute or two. I have a surprise for you today." She placed a finger on her husband's chest and gave him a teasing, playful wink. "Stay out here for a minute while I get your surprise ready for you. You can be patient.... Right?"
"Y-yeah," said Dan, his eyes flicking downward to the giftbox in his wife's hands. What exactly was the surprise she was referring to? And why did the idea suddenly cause him with a flicker of anxiety?
"Good boy," said Claire with a chuckle, giving him a swift kiss on the nose and turning away. "No peeking now."
Dan stared after her in confusion as she clicked her way to the bedroom, her hips swaying as she went. This sort of heavy, teasing flirtation wasn't normally her style. Something had gotten into her... And unfortunately, Dan thought he might know what... or who, it was.
...
A few minutes later, Claire preened in front of the full-length mirror, her skin flushed with arousal as she took in the luxurious sensuality of her lingerie-clad body. Zane must either have had miraculous eyes for judging women's clothing sizes or an inside source for her measurements, because everything fit perfectly. The bra cups were two small lace triangles that lifted and presented her big, round tits, leaving plenty of bare creamy flesh exposed on either side of the tiny, sheer scraps of cloth. Her nipples poked obscenely through the wispy material, the color and size of their pink areolae clearly visible even through the black lace. As expected, the garter belt and stockings emphasized and elevated the natural beauty of Claire's hourglass waist and long, shapely legs, and perfectly framed the kinky little pair of panties.
The panties were the best part. The thin gauze of black lace with a tiny, cute little bow was alluring and erotic in a way that would make any man drool. Claire couldn't help but think that sexy panties like this would look just perfect as the crown jewel of some sort of collection... Too bad that Zane would never have that privilege. She gave the vision of tempting sexuality in the mirror a smug little grin as she ran her hands over her curves, devastatingly emphasized by the sexy lingerie. This sight would be for her husband alone. Thanks for the gift, loser. I'll make sure the better man enjoys it thoroughly.
Enough enjoying herself in the mirror, it was time to let her man dig into the sexual feast she had prepared for him. Padding forward on stockinged feet, luxuriating in the velvety heat radiating from beneath the sexy little panties, Claire opened the bedroom door and paraded out, ready for her man to show her a good time.
Dan did an almost-humorous double take as he saw his wife coming, walking toward him with smoldering sexual intensity in her wild green eyes. Claire's heart leapt at the sight. She saw the passion she craved there in his loving gaze. But a small wrinkle of discontent troubled her as well. As Dan's mouth dropped open and his eyes went wide, he looked like he was in the presence of a goddess. Like he wanted to fall on his knees and worship the vision of sexuality these sexy underwear had turned her into. But that wasn't quite what Claire had envisioned for this sexual encounter. She didn't want to be a goddess right now. She wanted to be a sex kitten. A wicked little plaything in her man's strong hands. She chased away the mild disappointment. All that was needed here was a little communication.
She stopped in front of where her husband was sitting on the couch, cocking a hip and giving him her best fuck-me gaze with warm, submissive eyes.
"Do you like your surprise, hubby?" she asked in a soft, teasing voice, trailing a hand down the swell of her hip, over the delicate lace of the garter belt, and onto the dark stockings.
"Yeah..." said Dan in a strangled, awestruck voice.
"Then come over here and take me," growled Claire, her voice vibrating with throaty lust.
...
Dan's pulse drummed through his body as he stared up at his wife, transformed into a sex bomb by mind-blowingly erotic underwear. The sinful black lace clung to her like a second skin, teasing and revealing the secrets of her feminine curves in a way that was far more erotic than mere nudity. Dan wished he could enjoy the sight untainted by his latest anxieties, but that now-familiar mix of insecurity and lust that he felt when watching Zane's training logs lanced through him.
He couldn't help but think about how Zane had manipulated and controlled Ramona through gifts of slutty clothing.
The certainty sat heavy on his mind even as his body pulsed with filthy lust: this was a gift from Zane. And Zane was at least part of the reason that Claire was so wildly turned on right now.
"Then come over here and take me," said Claire in a rough voice, dripping with sexual need. Her eyes were filled with desperate craving, and Dan knew that he needed to step up. Like it or not, Zane had successfully turned his wife on, and if Dan couldn't relieve that pressure and help scratch the itch for male dominance that she was feeling... well, then she might end up just like Ramona, on her knees, submitting to a man who could give her what she needed.
Dan rose from the couch, determined to rise to the occasion. Claire's face broke into an eager grin as he strode forward. She threw her hands over his neck and drew him close as they came together in a passionate kiss.
Dominant. Powerful. Like Zane. He had to be what his wife craved. Dan ran his hands hungrily over delicate lace and soft, warm skin, drinking in his wife's body through touch as his tongue slid aggressively into her mouth. One hand dipped to feel the thin, sheer lace between her thighs. Claire moaned into his mouth and pressed her pussy harder into his fingers as he discovered the wet heat there. Her soft body was melting against him, giving herself to him completely, and for a moment, Dan's confidence soared. He could do this.
And then a worm of doubt crept in. This was what Zane planned to do with Claire, wasn't it? That was why he sent her this sexy set of lingerie. He planned to have Dan's wife in this same position, moaning into his mouth, eagerly presenting her hot, wet pussy for his grubby fingers to touch. In a way, Dan was just a substitute. The safe option. He didn't have the instinctive power and command that Zane somehow possessed.
He especially wasn't as gifted between his legs. And that thought, of worried inadequacy, made the erection that was beginning to form die as Dan focused on it. As he felt himself lose stiffness, that only panicked him further. He pushed his fingers into the soft, lace-covered mound between his wife's legs, but now it was with a sort of desperation rather than confidence.
"Mmmm, yes... Yes, Dan!" moaned Claire softly against his lips, before drawing him back into a tongue-tangling kiss, humping her hips needily against him. She hadn't realized yet that Dan was beginning to spiral. And even though he recognized that he needed to calm down and be in the moment, he found it impossible. His mind was filled with images of Zane's conquests. Story after story with censored nude women fucked and dominated by his superior cock. Dan's dick felt small and useless in his pants. He kept imagining the gorgeous sex goddess who was kissing him giving in to Zane the same way, no matter how hard he tried to push that vision away.
"Enough foreplay, stud," gasped Claire finally, her face flushed and her eyes flashing with desire. "These sexy undies aren't the only surprise I have for you today." With a teasing wink, she slowly slid down Dan's body, ending up on her knees in front of him, staring up at him with soft, submissive eyes.
All Dan could see was the parallel with the videos he had watched. Leah and Ramona and countless women on their knees, ready to serve their new master's cock. As Claire reached up to undo his belt, Dan pictured a thick black bar covering her eyes.
"W-wait," he said desperately. His cock was a cold, limp noodle in his pants, totally emasculated by his insecurity. But it was too late. Calire's sexual hunger wouldn't be denied, and she was already tugging his pants and boxers down his hips.
...
Claire didn't suck cock often. Just one more thing that she had never thought a self-respecting woman ought to do. She occasionally made exceptions, considering the fact that Dan went down on her almost every time they had sex, it was only fair, but she didn't usually enjoy it that much.
But right now, her body burned for it. She wanted to serve on her knees as Dan looked down with possessive eyes. She imagined a smug, dominant look there, and for a moment her mind flashed to a different set of eyes... ones that protruded from an ugly face. But Zane didn't haunt her thoughts too badly at the moment. Dan was doing great so far, taking her in his arms and touching and kissing her confidently. She was ready to give him the reward he richly deserved. Her mouth watered as she tugged his pants down, ready to give her husband the best blowjob of his life.
She blinked uncomprehendingly at what flopped out to greet her.
Dan's cock, soft and limp, dangled disappointingly between his toned thighs. Claire could barely process what she was seeing, and stared up into her husband's reddening face with uncomprehending shock.
"I... I can explain..." said Dan hurriedly, looking like he could do anything but.
At his weak, stuttering tone, a wave of intense anger washed over Claire. She had dressed herself up in this hyper-sexual bedroom outfit for him, offering herself on a plate. It was a sight that would have any man drooling. If Zane were here, he would already have torn the flimsy lace off her body and claimed her. All that she asked was for her husband to make an effort. And he couldn't even fucking get it up?
What the fuck is wrong with this pussy?
All of the tension and sexual desperation Claire had been feeling for weeks crashed over her as she rose from her knees, eyes blazing with fury and frustrated arousal. Maybe she was being unfair to her husband. He wasn't the root cause of her problem, despite not being able to help. But right now she didn't care.
"Well... if you can't even manage to fuck me," she snarled into his shocked, guilty face, "then I guess I'm going to have to find another use for you." She reached up and seized his collar, and, working off pure angry adrenaline, yanked him down to the carpet of the living room floor, pushing him onto his back so hard that a soft "oof" of breath left his lungs.
"Honey, wait," he said in a breathless voice, as she straddled his chest on her knees, her breasts heaving with passion and her body singing with arousal and fury. "Just give me one second to..."
"No!" said Claire, cutting him off sharply, reaching down to strip the delicate panties down her thighs, leaving them rolled and crumpled around one ankle. Her flushed and swollen pussy was now revealed to Dan's wondering eyes, leaking shiny trails of arousal down her thick, juicy thighs. Claire wondered for a moment if the sight of her dominantly pinning him down would finally get her weak husband in the mood for sex. But even if it did, it was too late.
"If you're not man enough to fuck me, then I guess you'll have to serve, won't you?" said Claire in a low, dangerous voice, moving forward to plant a knee on either side of her husband's head. "But that's what you always do, isn't it? That's the only thing you're good at... serving." Dan stared up at the hot, wet pussy now inches above his face, gulping visibly and licking his lips. Claire waited for him to protest, or get mad, or better yet, throw her off and hold her down and teach her a lesson for speaking to him that way.
But instead, he said, "Yes, dear," in a small, defeated voice, his eyes hazy with lust as they locked onto his wife's dominant pussy.
Claire lowered her hips with a savage grinding motion, pressing her sopping sex down into the face she couldn't stand to look at right now. She grunted in a blend of fury and lust as she felt his tongue slip past her lips, flicking and swirling over her swollen clit as she humped her husband's face.
It felt good... but it wasn't what she fucking wanted. It wasn't what she had been craving. Claire rode Dan's face harder and harder, smearing her hot, slick juices all over his mouth and chin as she chased satisfaction that she knew only a thick, hard cock could give her. She needed a man who could fuck her hard, not a weak, compliant man and his wriggling tongue. She whined in frustration, her hips grinding faster, mashing her hot, dripping cunt hard into Dan's mouth. But it was no use. Her normal sexual preferences had been turned on their ear by Zane's insidious influence. She needed penetration right now.
And that was the one thing that he husband simply couldn't give her. He was trying his best, reaching up to hold her hips and desperately trying to please her from his submissive position below, his tongue and lips working overtime between her thighs, but it was useless. Claire tried for a solid five minutes, grinding down relentlessly as Dan did his best, but she knew the truth: Dan simply wasn't going to get her off today. Not with his mouth, at least. The sexual desperation she had been carrying with her would find no relief.
With a snarl of frustration, Claire stood, leaving her husband on the ground, panting and shiny with her juices. She stared at him for a moment longer, furious and humiliated, then turned and retreated to the bedroom, slamming the door behind her.
She lay on the bed, chest heaving, mind raging, and body burning with filthy, pent-up sexual tension. She needed release, and if her husband couldn't give it to her, she was going to need to pursue... other avenues. She could simply get herself off... but she refused to give Zane the secret victory of thinking about him while masturbating in the lingerie he bought for her. She needed something to help her climax while keeping her mind safely off Zane.
Claire saw Dan's laptop lying nearby and let out a noisy sigh.
She never watched porn under normal circumstances, but if there was ever a time she needed quick sexual relief, it was now. She could call up some porn starring a dominant man with a big cock and get off without thinking about Zane specifically.
Porn.
Even the thought of it made Claire's lip curl a little in distaste. She wasn't the type of person who watched porn. She wasn't the type of person who needed to. She wasn't a slave to her lust like some people, and was perfectly content to satisfy her sexual cravings in her marital bed.
...or at least that was the case normally. Now she was sizzling with pent-up desire that her husband had utterly failed to quench. It was no use denying it; she was so fucking horny she could barely think straight. And that was exactly the type of person who watched porn, wasn't it? Claire needed to take the edge off her sexual frustration, and there was no reason to be a hypocrite.
Claire got up and locked the bedroom door with a firm click, then flopped back down on the bed and pulled her husband's laptop over to her, idly massaging her wet, throbbing pussy with a look of annoyance on her face. What did one do to find porn anyway? She wanted to watch a powerful man with a big cock fuck the shit out of a submissive woman. Did she just type that into a search engine?



Dan's laptop was locked, but Claire knew the password. They didn't keep secrets from each other. Or at least she hadn't thought they did. Her eyes widened in shock and her fingers froze between her legs as the screen unlocked, revealing that, when he last closed his laptop, Dan had been watching porn himself. A paused scene filled the screen, showing a woman kneeling at the feet of a big-dicked stud, her tits splashed with his thick, creamy seed.
Claire let out a little scoff of disbelief, her eyebrows scrunching into a frown. She had no idea that her husband watched pornography. Aren't I supposed to be good enough for him? Maybe it was a little hypocritical to be upset at Dan when she was actively seeking out porn herself... but it wasn't the same at all, was it? The only reason she was even considering watching porn in the first place was because of Dan's failure to perform. She would have happily satisfied her cravings with him instead.
The thought made Claire's frown deepen even further. The entire situation got worse and worse the more she thought about it. Dan had been unable to get an erection for the past week or so in bed with her... and he decided to jerk off to girls on the internet instead? The idea felt extremely insulting to Claire. And if the website was still open on his laptop... had Dan been jerking off right before she came home? And then he couldn't even fucking get it up a minute later when she wore slutty underwear for him?
Claire cast a venomous glare at the closed door of the bedroom, anger boiling up inside her and blending with the arousal that oppressed her. That little fucking weasel! It was almost like he considered her inadequate! His gorgeous wife, who had been fending off the aggressive seduction from a man that most women couldn't resist! What about the sluts on this website was so special? Claire suddenly had to know.
She peered closer at the frozen, slightly dimmed image on the screen, partially hunting for what made this digital image more compelling to Dan than his flesh-and-blood wife, partially simply horny and curious about what the filthy porn had to offer.
It was strange. Now that she looked closer, the woman on the screen was censored. There was a thick black bar covering her eyes, but it clearly wasn't just about concealing her identity: her nipples were blacked out as well. Even stranger, the thick cock poised above her, still in the act of squirting a thick rope of cum out onto her presented breasts, wasn't censored at all. Although it was a little bit blurred from the motion of the video.
Claire's heart sped up in her chest a little as she stared at the screen, and her hand began moving again between her legs. She was still pissed that her husband had chosen this filthy porn over her... but in a way, this was exactly the sort of scenario she had wanted to seek out. A submissive little slut kneeling down, taking a thick, hot load over her tits. Claire bit her lip at the twinge of arousal that pulsed through her. Maybe she wouldn't have to navigate the process of searching for porn after all. If her husband was rude enough to watch porn while not performing for her in bed, she would use his porn to get herself off when he couldn't. Served him right.
She wanted a clearer look at that cock. With two fingers swirling around her throbbing clit, Claire used her left hand to navigate the trackpad, clicking to restart the video. The rope of cum that had been frozen in the air fell, splattering over the small, perky breast of the kneeling brunette. The woman moaned, rubbing the sticky cream into her tits, saying in a heated whisper, "Fucking yes! Cum all over my fucking tits, you cocky prick... Mark your territory like the bastard that you are. Make me your fucking..."
Claire paused the video again, feeling a spike of adrenaline and confusion. She knew that voice from somewhere. Why did she know the voice of a random pornstar from the internet? The only person she knew who did porn was... The realization hit her like a slap in the face. Her eyes locked onto the cock hovering over the cum-splattered woman. Now that she was trying to place it, it wasn't difficult to recognise. She had felt its hard, pulsing length pressed against her ass just yesterday.
This was Zane's website.
Dan, you have got to be fucking kidding me. You didn't...
She scrolled to the top of the page, hoping that it was some kind of mistake, but the lurid words "Freaks in the Sheets" greeted her. The name of the filthy site that had made Zane a wealthy man. Her husband wasn't just jerking off to porn; he was jerking off to the porn that his cocky, dominant college friend produced. It was honestly kind of pathetic. Claire couldn't help but see her husband in a brand new light. What kind of loser looked up porn of his big-dicked friend and jerked off to it?
And worse, she saw on the top banner that Dan was signed in. He was paying to jerk off to the exploits of his "alpha" friend. And it appeared that he had paid for the "beta edition" as well, which explained the censorship. What kind of man would willingly choose to be denied nudity? To willingly self-identify as a "beta"?
Suddenly, all Zane's infuriating implications that Dan was a weak-willed pussy felt like they hit a little closer to home. But with the surge of disgust for Dan came a twinge of guilt as well. Dan didn't even know that, when he was jerking off to his asshole former friend, he was jerking off to the man that had invaded his wife's sexual fantasies by force. She hadn't done anything wrong with Zane, with the possible exception of the teasing flirting, but it would still hurt Dan to know that she was getting turned on by his awful friend.
But this wasn't about Dan right now. Dan had betrayed her by jerking off rather than fucking her when she needed it the most. All he had to do to keep her from fantasizing about that prick was to fuck her right, and he couldn't even manage that. Claire bit her lip, staring at the logo for her worst enemy's porn site, remembering how filthy and hot it had been to watch Zane fuck another woman. The idea of masturbating to Zane's cock again was insane. The whole reason she needed to cum in the first place was how wound up Zane had made her. Giving in to temptation would only make that problem worse.
But the temptation was strong... If she was being honest with herself, the reason she was so horny right now was the sight and then brief feel of Zane's cock. And here and now, she had a chance to see it in action once again in all its glory, with no chance of being caught by Zane and enduring his smug gloating. Maybe this was a good chance to indulge her curiosity safely.
Claire made her choice. She was going to take this opportunity to indulge her fantasies about Zane. She could get it out of her system in her own home, in a way that had no chance of being discovered by the cocky little troll. Tonight, Claire gave herself permission to fantasize about whatever she wanted without guilt. She needed it.
With growing certainty in her heart and growing fire between her thighs, Claire scrolled down again. She blinked at the name "Ramona" near the top of the page, then sighed and shook her head with a smirk. Of course it was that annoying bitch. That was where she recognized the voice from. The idea of watching more of Ramona didn't appeal. Claire returned to the main page of the site.
Her breathing got a little heavier as she scrolled down the long, long list of women on the site. A thrill of dark lust bloomed inside her, and her fingers delved a little deeper into her wet pussy. Her eyes greedily took in the women... Barely clothed or not clothed at all. Almost all stunningly beautiful. And all of them willing to allow Zane to post their sexual submission publicly for the internet to see.
Tentatively, Claire imagined submitting in such a humiliating way, tasting the idea like an exotic new delicacy that she wasn't sure if she would find delicious or repulsive. She had spent so much time fighting tooth and nail against the idea of giving in to Zane, and maybe that was smart...
But right now this was just about her. She was all alone, with no one here to judge her. No smug fucking prick Zane to gloat over her the second she showed weakness. This was her chance to explore the idea of submission mentally. Get it out of her system.
Claire's whimpered lightly as her teasing fingers sent little jolts of sexual electricity blazing through her body. So many beautiful women, and she could click on any one of them and watch them get brutally fucked by Zane's massive cock. But who should she pick? She recognised Leah as well, despite the black bar covering her eyes. But she had already seen the married mom with the shapely ass get fucked by Zane, and she was more interested in some variety.
A little further down, a small banner caught her eye, proclaiming 'NEW!!" in bright, eye-catching letters. She had thought that her shocks were over for the day, but she let out a little gasp as she saw the woman posing for a photo. Claire would recognize her anywhere, even with a black bar obscuring her eyes and wearing a slutty little rainbow colored tube top and a tiny white thong.
Why the fuck is Perlah on Zane's porn website?
There was no mistake either: her name was printed right there next to a short blurb which read:
"Sorry strokers, no complicated seduction and training log for this particular slut... But that's only because she was eager for my cock practically from the first time I met her. To make up for her too-easy submission, I made sure to work her extra hard in her professional video debut. It's one you aren't going to want to miss!"
Claire was stunned, but even as she gawped open-mouthed at the screen, her eyes darting over her assistant's tawny, sluttily-displayed body, her fingers never stopped rubbing frantically between her spread thighs, sending hot, buzzing pleasure spreading throughout her lower belly. Perlah? Her bright, enthusiastic assistant? She had succumbed to Zane's obnoxious seduction?
Not only that, but if the website was to be believed, she had barely put up any resistance, pouncing on Zane's cock immediately. It was hard to reconcile with what Claire knew about her assistant and friend. Perlah was only a few years younger than Claire, but Claire liked to think she had been a mentor to the younger woman. They had grown close over the past year that Claire had employed her, and Claire trusted Perlah more than almost anyone in her life. So to see that she had fallen so easily to a creep like Zane was disturbing. And also darkly erotic.
Claire couldn't help the perverse curiosity building inside her... and besides, she had already told herself that whatever she got off to right now was just a harmless exploration that didn't count. Claire clicked into the page of Perlah, an indescribable feeling of anxiety, disgust, and powerful lust rioting through her.
She was immediately met with a choice between 'Perlah's training" and "Professional Scenes", both with an icon with "New!" next to them in bright yellow. What exactly did Zane mean by "training"? It was an insulting way to think about someone you had sex with... but come to think of it, Claire surprised by that. Zane wasn't exactly the respectful type. She clicked into the section titled "Perlah's Training", erotic anticipation building inside her as she slowly rubbed herself, keeping an edge on her pleasure.
The page was quite short, but deeply illuminating on how Zane saw the world and the art of seduction. It started with a short paragraph, followed by a few pictures.
"What can I say, strokers? Some girls are challenges for even a stud like me (although I always get that pussy in the end), and some girls start out practically drooling for cock. This tight little Asian slut wasn't a challenge. Just look at the fuck me eyes she was giving me the day we met! (First picture below). You know how I feel, strokers: Pussy is just way sweeter to me if I need to work for it. It gives me a sense of accomplishment to fuck a bitch who thought I was beneath them. So normally, a total slut like pretty little Perlah would bore me. But Fuck, sometimes a hot girl is a hot girl, am I right? What I'm trying to say is this: this training log is sort of a dud, because Perlah didn't need any training. She's a natural submissive slut. But I made sure to work her hard in her first professional shoot to make up for the short training log, so I'll meet you all over there. Happy stroking!"
Claire's eyes scanned the words, her eyebrows scrunching into a frown. So Zane specifically enjoyed seducing women who he thought would be a challenge... and he considered it "training". Training to become a submissive slut. The idea sent a tingle through her pussy, another wave of heat spreading up through her core. Was that what Zane thought he was doing with her?
Am I being trained?
Her instincts instantly pushed back against the idea. She had more respect for Zane than she once had, but the idea that some perverted asshole had the capacity to train her like a dog was ludicrous. But after her immediate rejection, Claire began thinking about it more carefully. She had started out with nothing but dismissive disgust for Zane. Now she was grudgingly aroused by him. She had wanted to cut him out of her and Dan's lives completely, and now he invaded her thoughts on a daily basis.
She was masturbating to the thought of him even now. Wasn't this the sort of behavior that Zane wanted and had been encouraging? What was that if not training? The idea was disturbing, but also arousing on a level Claire didn't expect. The idea of a cocky asshole like Zane pulling her strings and corrupting her still felt hard to believe, but it spoke to the growing submissive desires inside her in a powerful way.
But, despite that disturbing thought, Claire had told herself she wasn't going to feel bad about what turned her on during this masturbation session. So she continued rubbing her hot, throbbing pussy, filling the bedroom with soft wet noises as she scrolled down to view the pictures. The first showed Perlah sitting at the reception desk, smiling up at the camera. Claire couldn't see the "fuck-me" eyes that Zane had referenced in his blurb thanks to the censorship, but Perlah's coy smile was unmistakable. The fish-eye of the lens made it clear that Zane had taken it through a hidden camera at the time...
A shock of icy realization shot through Claire. If she was on Zane's radar for conquest... did that mean that he had already recorded their meetings so far? Zane certainly hadn't pulled out a camera and stuck it in her face... but had he been wearing anything that could have hidden a camera? The idea that her attempt at teasing flirtation the other day might have been filmed made her wilt with humiliation and rub her pussy even faster, biting her lip. At least the website was very clear that all of the videos and pictures were posted only with permission, which Claire hadn't given... and never would... obviously.
Well, there was no use worrying about that now, despite the distressingly erotic idea of Zane saving up footage and pictures of a "Claire's Training" log that would never come to be. The leering, perverted tone of the website was already making Claire's swirling fingers feel good on her clit, but the small paragraph and handful of pictures showing Perlah willingly flirting with Zane were hardly titillating enough to bring Claire to orgasm. She clicked through to the "Professional Videos" section for Perlah.
There was only one video available for now, and Claire wasted no time in pressing play, her heart thumping a sickening rhythm in her chest and her skin feeling hot and tight with arousal.
The video showed a brief logo of the website's name before fading up from black to the image of Perlah lying back on a bed. Claire's breath caught in her chest at the sight... It really did look professional. Crisp, clear video showed Perlah's exposed body in mouth-watering detail.
Perlah was wearing the same outfit she had posed in for her profile picture. A cutesy ensemble of a rainbow-colored tube top that barely covered her firm little tits, a tiny white thong wedged between the alluring delta of her slim thighs, and spotless knee-high socks. The overall impression was of a sort of sleazy, hyper-sexualized, girlish innocence. The sort of thing a pervert would make a woman wear if he wanted to emphasize her youth and cuteness.
Claire had always respected her assistant. She knew that it could be awkward working as the assistant for someone just a few years older than you, but Perlah had never given the impression she resented the power imbalance. In fact, they had grown friendly, trading small talk, fashion tips, and even talking about men.
Perlah's issue, in Claire's view, had always been her overly casual attitude toward sex. It looked like that had been her downfall: giving an apex predator like Zane a pity fuck had been like trying to rub a tiger's belly. Her cute little naive assistant had found herself swallowed in one gulp.
The sexy little outfit had been obscene when Perlah was standing still in a photo, but it was much more erotic now that she was writhing on the sheets, running delicate fingers over the white scrap of cloth between her legs while performatively sucking on a finger of her other hand. It was strange to see her trusted assistant in this pornographic context... but the idea of seeing someone she knew, not some random slut, get fucked by Zane made her tremble with taboo excitement. Despite the fact that she had always respected Perlah, Claire couldn't wait to see her get fucked. Her breaths were hot and ragged in her throat now, and she could feel her stiff nipples pressing hard against the lace of the bra Zane had bought her.
The arousal inside her only roared higher when Zane crossed into the frame, his squat body looming above Perlah, his huge, throbbing cock casting a shadow over the lithe body of the slutty submissive eagerly waiting for him. Perlah's head turned toward the trollish man standing above her with a sultry smile. Although her eyes were censored, Claire had no difficulty recognizing the expression on her assistant's face... It was a look of enthusiastic, eager desire.
It was a feeling that Claire felt an echo of inside herself... and right now, she let herself experience that lust without crushing it down like she normally did.
"Ready for your debut, sweetie?" asked Zane in his usual smug voice, reaching down to rub Perlah's thong with his thick fingers in a confident display of ownership.
Perlah parted her thighs wide with a moaning purr of satisfaction, eagerly granting Zane further access. "Ooh, yes, sir! I want everyone to see how much I love this cock!" She reached up to prove her words, wrapping delicate fingers around his thick shaft and pumping her hand up and down Zane's massive dick.
"I guess you had better suck it then, sweetie," said Zane, pressing forward. Perlah didn't reply this time, except by rising to one elbow to give herself a better angle, extending her dripping pink tongue, and running it up the length of Zane's shaft.
Claire let out a sweet little moan, pressing her fingers into her burning cunt as she watched a friend of hers sloppily submit to Zane's dominant cock. Her whole body seemed to pulse with the beat of her heart as her eyes locked onto the filthy scene, watching Perlah seal her sweet lips around the pulsing head of Zane's dick... God, it was so fucking big. His cock stretched Perlah's lips out obscenely around it.
What would it feel like... to put myself in that position? Just the idea sent a roaring flush of desire through Claire, drawing a shuddering gasp from her lips. It would be so awfully humiliating to give in to Zane's arrogant pursuit, proving him right all along. Sucking Zane's cock like Perlah was doing right now, humbling stuffing her mouth with the thick shaft of the man she hated, would be so devastatingly painful and humbling that Claire would never, ever do it... But that didn't mean the thought wasn't hot. It played right into the growing curiosity she had for submission. There was nothing more submissive than sexually servicing an arrogant prick like Zane, especially since he acted like it was inevitable.



On screen, Zane had pushed aside the tiny thong between Perlah's legs to give himself better access, and a black bar now covered the action. But that didn't stop Claire from imagining that the fingers teasing her clit were Zane's. Her hips humped and strained upward into her hand as she gave in to the shameful fantasy, finally admitting to herself what it was she had been craving for the past month.
It felt so amazing that she was suddenly certain this had been a good idea. This masturbation session was allowing her to safely explore the kinky idea of losing sexually to Zane without having to actually experience it. The best of both worlds. Her sharp green eyes devoured the action on the screen as Zane climbed onto the bed, manhandling his petite Asian fuckdoll into position. One of Claire's hands rose to tweak and pinch one of her nipples beneath the lace as Zane tore away the scrap of white cloth from Perlah's cunt and tossed it away, leaving her pussy bare, although obscured by the censorship of her husband's beta edition. Zane forced the petite woman into a brutal, dominant doggy-style, her head pushed down into the sheets and her flexible body arched dramatically to present her dripping sex for his pleasure.
"Please, Sir!" whined Perlah breathlessly, sounding exactly like the desperate little slut Zane had turned her into. "Please fuck my tight little pussy! I want everyone to see that you own it!"
Zane chuckled, slapping his cock against Perlah's upturned ass with a few meaty *thwacks*. He turned to the camera, his face, just like his cock, completely uncensored. The sharp eye contact through the screen sent a white-hot bolt of desire right through Claire's core. It was like he was looking straight at her, dominating her with his commanding gaze. "Well, you heard the lady," he said with a wolfish grin. "She needs this cock. Watch closely... see how I make a slut all mine."
With that, he gripped Perlah's hips and thrust inside. She was so turned on that he slipped in almost to the hilt in one smooth motion, despite his massive size. Claire's fingers between her thighs began plunging into herself in time with Zane's thrusts as he fucked Claire's trusted assistant into the bed, drawing trembling squeaks of pleasure from the cute little Asian slut.
Claire's body was on fire. God, it would feel so fucking good to be powerfully fucked by a cock like that. But it would be so fucking wrong too... Not just because she was married, but because she would have to swallow her pride and get fucked like a bitch, submitting to a man in a way she never had before.... but right now, in this guilt-free masturbation session, that was what she wanted. She wanted a real man, a powerful man to make her submit and dominate her with his thick cock, no matter how humiliating it might be.
On the screen, Zane seized both of Perlah's arms in his, jackhammering into her from behind with powerful strokes. Her little rainbow tube top slipped down, letting her firm little naked tits bounce and jolt with each loud slapping impact of Zane's thighs on her ass. Perlah was moaning loud and wild, her lips parted as animal sounds of pleasure poured out.
Claire grunted in pleasure mixed with frustration. She wanted to see Perlah's stiff nipples bounce. She wanted to see her eyes hazed with lust. She wanted to see her pussy lips stretched wide around Zane's conquering dick. But all of those were covered by black bars. Because her Beta of a husband didn't think he deserved to see these women naked like Zane did.
Despite her frustration, Claire was finally getting close. She was approaching the orgasm that her husband had failed to give her. And it was all from imagining herself in Perlah's place. It felt so good to let this forbidden fantasy out of the box... Claire pictured herself beneath Zane, his thick cock pushing deep inside her, stretching her wider than Dan ever could, teaching her the pleasure of penetration in a way that all of the small-dicked betas that she had ever dated had failed to do.
"Yes...more..." moaned Claire lightly, writhing on her marital bed in lingerie another man had bought for her, fingering herself to the thought of submitting to her worst enemy's thick cock. "Fuck me..." She hesitated, thrown off for a second by what she had been about to say. But why not? This didn't count, right? If she had come this far, why not go all the way?"
"Fuck me, Zane," she moaned, her eyes entranced by the sight of Zane's glistening shaft sliding in and out of her friend's tight pussy. "Fucking make me yours..."
Saying that out loud suddenly seemed to bring her orgasm rushing to the surface all at once. The porn video still had almost 15 minutes left, but she was already cumming. Claire's curvy body strained hard, every muscle singing with tension as a sweet cry of pleasure broke from her lips. Zane was on her mind as her pussy clenched tight around her dripping fingers. His thick, powerful cock. His arrogant, dominant gaze. In that moment, she indulged in the most forbidden fantasy of all... surrender.
Finally, she slumped back on the bed, breathing heavily as her legs trembled. Fuck. She couldn't remember the last time she had cum that hard... and all from just her fingers. She reached out to pause the video as she basked in the warm afterglow of an orgasm that had finally managed to take some of the edge off of her sexual frustration. That was fucking intense.
And it was all from imagining Zane.
Claire definitely needed to do something about the whole situation. That much hadn't changed. Allowing the what-if to play out in her head had been cathartic, but having sex with Zane was out of the question. Claire never lost. Especially not to assholes like him. She needed to put an end to Zane's attempts to fuck her. And, luckily, in the clarity of her post-orgasm reflection, Claire found that her fantasizing had finally shaken loose the obvious solution to the problem of her annoyingly persistent seducer.
Zane thrived on mind games and manipulation. Trying to play his game by flirting with him had been foolish. He was the master of that sort of thing and had a home-field advantage. Claire had always been straightforward and confrontational. That was the way she could solve this problem.
If she wanted to stop Zane from trying to fuck her, she should just sit him down and confront him about it directly. Give him no chance to weasel out of it with his mind games. Just get in his face, force him to explain himself, and tell him it was never going to happen. Before, Claire had felt like even acknowledging Zane's aggressive pursuit would be giving it too much weight, like she would be admitting it might be an issue. But this masturbation session had finally helped her see that she couldn't afford to pretend that Zane's seduction was having no effect.
Before Claire could change her mind, she grabbed her phone and typed out a terse message to Zane, demanding that they meet to discuss a non-work-related issue. She felt like she had a sense of purpose and drive once again. Letting herself cathartically imagine the worst-case scenario had been freeing. A truly great idea.
... And if it had been a good idea once, why not do it again? Claire still felt invigorated and horny after her orgasm. Why not go for another? After all, she hadn't even made it through the whole video, and she was curious how Zane was going to make the little slut take his cum. Who knew, maybe after another couple of orgasms, she might feel good enough to forgive her disappointment of a husband and let him back into the bedroom.
Claire pulled the laptop back toward her and slipped her hand back to her hot, sloppy pussy, ready to get Zane even more out of her system.
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Kim accepted the sample cup from Mr. Higgins without even bothering to exchange pleasantries.
She normally liked Mr. Higgins just fine. He was one of the sperm bank's most reliable donors, and she had seen him almost every week since she started the job. Even though they probably had a freezer full of Mr. Higgins' samples back at the storage facility, the bosses would take all that they could get. Dale Higgins was a tall, fit forty-something with a PHD in Astrophysics. He looked great on the menu of sperm donor options, and, frankly, Kim wouldn't be shocked if he had dozens of biological sons and daughters throughout the city that he would never meet.
He was a nice guy, but today, Kim had no patience for anybody, even him. She just took his filled sample cup with a curt nod.
Kim had been having a rough couple of days. The dinner with Eliza had been a total success, but for some reason ever since then, Kim had been wrestling with... well, hunger wasn't the right word. She could eat until her belly was stuffed, and it didn't affect the nagging feeling at all. It was like an itch deep in her mind that she just couldn't figure out how to scratch.
Even stranger, the craving was connected mentally with the banana pudding she had eaten the night of the dinner... But banana pudding wasn't what she was craving; she had already tried that. She must've eaten a dozen bowls of the stuff since then, without it having any effect at all on the strange craving building inside her.
Next to her at the nurse station which doubled as a reception desk, her friend and coworker Gloria watched Mr. Higgins' taut behind as she left the clinic, practically licking her lips. "That man can leave me a private donation any day," she said in an undertone.
"Gross," said Kim automatically, pulling up the forms on her computer to log the sperm sample into the system. Working in a sperm bank with coworkers her age, Kim tended to hear a lot of sexual jokes. It came with the territory. But, despite the bawdy humor popular at the clinic, nothing made cum lose its sexual mystique like handling jars of it for hours at a time, day in and day out. It didn't take long for semen to become just another body fluid. There might be porn magazines (old and creased) and DVDs (hilariously outdated) in the donation rooms down the hall, but the job was just as unsexy as any nursing position.
"He's married," said Kim sourly, punching the date and time into the computer, then printing the label.
Gloria raised an eyebrow. "Well, look at you, little Miss Comedy Critic. What's wrong with you lately? Feels like you've been becoming more and more of a bitch every day..."
Kim didn't have a good response to that, so she just ignored it. She was being unreasonable and pissy today, and the only thing she could point to as a reason was the new mysterious craving that she couldn't explain. She just got up and scanned her badge at the sample fridge, opening it up and placing the still-warm cup on the shelf next to the others, then stripping off her gloves and tossing them away.
Gloria harumphed, and Kim knew she would have to apologize for being an asshole at some point. She just didn't have it in her right now. Just a few more hours, and then she could go home and try to figure out what was wrong with her. Could it be sexual frustration? Her libido had been high the last few days as well, but her increasingly intense masturbation sessions didn't seem to satisfy this craving either. Maybe she just needed some good dick. It had been a while; she hadn't gone out and found a hookup since David started staying with her, which meant about a week and a half. A dry spell for a vivacious, sociable, and smoking hot young woman like Kim. But David had finally moved back in with Eliza two days ago, so maybe now was the time.
Kim was so deep in thought that it took her a second to recognize that a new person had entered the clinic. The newcomer cleared his throat, gruffly saying, "Excuse me, sweetheart," and making Kim jump a little.
Just looking at the newcomer, it immediately felt like Kim's day had gotten worse. He was short and broad, with a hard, protruding gut beneath his short-sleeved button-up and wide but rounded shoulders. To make matters worse, he was balding and had a sort of scruffy, unshaven look that was not quite clean-shaven but not quite facial hair. And all of that might have been excusable; people can't help it if they're ugly after all. But he also wore a smug sneer across his face, along with a look in his eyes like everything he saw was beneath him.
The sight of him immediately pissed Kim off. Maybe she shouldn't judge a book by its cover, but this patient looked like just the sort of arrogant prick who got on her nerves. Kim had to push herself hard to adopt her normal plastick-y customer service smile.
"Welcome, sir, how can I help you today?" she chirped, hoping to God that this guy had just wandered into the wrong building. For the hundredth time this week, she cursed the cheap-ass owners of the sperm bank for saving money by making the nurses run reception as well.
The man's leering smile made Kim want to shudder. "Afternoon," he said with a broad smile that showed off a single gold-capped tooth, "I'm here as a first-time donor. Name of Frank Penn."
Kim sincerely doubted it. New donors were carefully screened before they ever made it to a donation room, and just looking at this guy, Kim could tell he wasn't donor material. Who would look at Frank's picture in a brochure and decide they wanted his genes in their child? This guy's sperm was worthless. But she checked anyway. Once she had confirmed this walk-in was full of shit, she would take great pleasure in kicking him out. She hadn't particularly enjoyed being called "sweetheart".
To her intense annoyance, Kim discovered that there was, in fact, an appointment for a "Frank Penn" today, to check the health of his sperm. Damn. She wouldn't be allowed to kick him out afterall. His paperwork was all in order, and there was even a picture of him attached to the file. For reasons Kim didn't understand, Frank had passed the initial screening.
"I see you right here, Mr. Penn," said Kim, seething internally as she grabbed an empty sample jar. "Let me show you back to a room and we can have you on your way before you know it."
Frank gestured for her to lead the way, and Kim swore she could feel his eyes on her butt during the entire short walk back to the donation room. When they got there, she couldn't shove the sample cup into his hands fast enough. She wanted to get this guy out the door as quickly as possible. She wasn't in the mood for this shit today. "Ok," she said, opening the door to the donation room with a fake smile plastered across her face, "you can have a seat right there. There are some visual materials in the basket by the chair and, as you can see, a DVD is available if you require it. Bring the sample back up when you're finished."
The slimy little man (actually a little taller than Kim, but she was petite enough that she was used to men towering over her) raised an eyebrow, and started to say something, but Kim pretended not to notice and closed the door in his face. She got the feeling he was about to make a joke about her coming in to help him produce the sample, and the last thing she needed today was to explain to her boss why she had slapped a prospective donor.
Gloria gave her a sympathetic look as Kim settled back into her chair at the desk, Kim's earlier rudeness forgotten for now. "You think he's... eager?"
"Definitely," said Kim darkly, shooting an annoyed look back down the hall to make sure he hadn't come out of the room following her. "Eager" was the euphemism that they had at the clinic for fetishists. Mostly, the initial screenings weeded them out, but some of them still slipped through the cracks. Men who got some sort of sexual thrill from the thought that they were knocking women up with their sperm. It wasn't technically forbidden for a pervert with otherwise healthy sperm and good genes to donate, but typically, the clinic found some excuse to remove them from the donor list. Guys like that were just creepy...
To Kim, Frank Penn gave off the same vibe. Like he was getting off on just being here somehow. Kim could only hope that his swimmers weren't up to snuff and the lab would reject him outright. Or the higher-ups would finally recognize that no woman in their right mind would want the cum of a troll like him.
Another donor came in, and Kim was distracted from thinking about Frank Penn. She didn't think about him again until he reappeared at her desk, that same faint smugness still on his face, carrying a sample cup that was almost full to the brim with thick, yellowish cum.
There was no lid on the sample cup.
Kim's nose instantly wrinkled in disgust. God fucking damn it, I don't have the patience for this today. 'Sir," she said tersely, failing to fully hide her annoyance and disgust, "Your sample needs to be sealed. Where is the cap of the sample container?"
Frank raised his eyebrows in mild surprise and set the sample cup on the counter, patting his pockets. "Oh shoot! I guess I must have left it in the room. One sec." He hurried off down the hall, and Kim was left grimacing in distaste at the nearly full sample cup. God, there was so much fucking cum. Had this creep jerked off like three times?
And then, something happened that changed Kim Meyer's life forever. She got a whiff of the warm, potent sperm in the open plastic container on the desk in front of her.
That strange hunger in her belly seemed to wriggle and twist, a greedy feeling of desperation gnawing at her. Her mouth was suddenly sloppy with drool, and her mind flashed back instantly to the delicious taste of the banana pudding at her party the other night. Her pussy instantly reacted, tingling and warming up between her thighs.
The reaction to the smell of cum was so intense and immediate that Kim pushed herself back from the desk in her rolling chair before she could even think about what was happening in a logical way. She stared at the thick, pearly slime, wide-eyed with confusion, her body covered in goosebumps.
What the fuck? She took another tentative sniff. Logically speaking, the smell of this semen wasn't different than normal. Bleachy and musky. Average, if maybe a bit stronger than a typical sample. So what was with her bizarre reaction?
Gloria was staring at her in confusion. "Get a grip, girl," she said in an undertone. "You're acting like this is your first time seeing jizz. You know what we do for a living, right?"
Gloria was right. Kim needed to calm down. She had never had a particular sexual focus on semen before. Any belief that cum was sexy died after handling hundreds of cups of the stuff a week. Before she could think about it further, Frank returned with the cap, slamming it down on the sample cup with a grunted apology and handing it over with a grin.
Even when he was out the door, and the sample cup had been logged, labeled, and stored in the sample fridge, Kim couldn't stop thinking about it.
Why exactly was she reacting this strongly to the scent of cum? And why did it seem like the taste of banana pudding was lingering on her tongue?
...
Eliza woke up before her alarm and stretched. She felt the warm bulk of a male body in the bed beside her, and her mind instantly whispered to her that it was Gene. Her master, her tormentor, her lover. Even the thought of him sent a thrill of eager lust racing through her body.
Then, as the haze of sleep cleared away, Eliza realized she was wrong. No, she no longer slept next to Gene like she had for the past week. The sheets were crisp and clean instead of stained with cum and sweat, and the man next to her wasn't her master. It was her husband.
As much as she wished that realization would cause her pure joy, the feelings that rolled through Eliza's mind were complicated. There was definitely relief there, and love, too. She was happy that David was back by her side. It had been painful to be separated from him, to know that he was confused and hurting. But, at the same time, Eliza felt a pang of disappointment and sexual frustration. If it had been Gene who she woke up beside, she could have woken him up with a blowjob and sucked some of his creamy, delicious cum straight from the tap. Instead, she had this limp-dicked little pussy who couldn't even... Eliza halted that cruel train of thought. That was her addiction talking in Gene's voice. Her Cumbunny self, not the real her. She had to hold back those instincts at all costs.
With a sigh, Eliza rose from the bed to start her day. By the time she'd showered and dressed, David was already up as well, leaning back on his pillows and yawning as he looked at his phone.
He glanced up at her with a smile, and Eliza couldn't help but smile gently back. No matter what Gene put her through, David was her person. He was the reason she had to resist and find some way to fight back against Gene's corruption. She had to remember that... no matter how good submission to her master was beginning to feel.
"I'll never understand why you still wake up early on your days off," said David in a fond, sleep-roughened voice.
"I like to keep busy," said Eliza lightly. She would be very busy today, in fact. Gene had informed her yesterday that he would be taking off from work for a week to pursue his careful corruption of David's little sister, Kim. Eliza had been confused, but the way that Gene explained his plans, it made a certain amount of twisted sense. When Gene had ensnared Eliza, he had given her over a month of time drinking the tainted creamer to increase her dependence on his cum before revealing what he had done.
Gene had no opportunity to give Kim regular doses of semen, and if he revealed who he was and what he had done right now, she would immediately raise the alarm and tell David. Kim's dependency just wasn't strong enough yet to convince her she had to stay quiet. So Gene was playing a longer game of some kind, counting on the fact that, although Kim had heard about Gene from her brother, she had never met or seen him in person and therefore wouldn't recognize him if he gave a fake name.
Eliza didn't know the exact details of how Gene planned to conquer Kim, but if she knew her master, it would be simple and cunning, and Kim would never see it coming well enough to resist. Regardless of what Gene was doing, his absence meant that Eliza had a chance to move forward with looking for a way to break his control.
Eliza crossed the room and gave David a gentle kiss on the lips. He grinned up at her and grabbed her hand, gently tugging her toward the bed. "Hey... maybe we could take a little time before work to..."
Eliza extracted her hand from his grasp, her heart thumping hard against her ribs. She managed to control her voice as she said, "Sorry, not right now, mister. I just showered, and you'll be late for work. Maybe tonight." David grumbled, but accepted the excuse.
Eliza wondered how long she could keep it up. She had sworn to Gene the last time they had sex that she would cut her husband off from all penetration. She had hoped it would be easy: David had been experiencing stress-based erectile dysfunction for the past few months. But whether it was the time he had taken away from Gene or the excitement of reconciling with his wife, David had been rock hard and eager for make-up sex when he moved back in two nights ago. It had been touch-and-go for a moment there. It would have looked extremely strange if Eliza had flatly turned her husband down for sex the first night that he moved back in. Luckily, she had managed to "accidentally" make him cum while dirty talking him and giving him a handjob.
She had managed to dodge a bullet again just now, but denying David was going to become more and more obvious as time went on if he continued to get it up.
Eliza breezed down the stairs to the kitchen to make some coffee for them both, and took a second to appreciate the fact that she had her house back. She was no longer required to wait on Gene hand and foot like some perverse combination of wife, maid, and sex doll. Not that the arrangement hadn't been without some obvious perks... Her Cumbunny self, who she called Lizzie, had adored serving her master and being his slutty fuckdoll, and she had grown used to being fucked hard and creampied by him multiple times a day.
Now Eliza's body burned with unfulfilled lust. Her cum addiction was one thing, but it wasn't the only type of craving she had learned to live with since Gene had dosed her. Whether it was a side effect of the oil, or just a new preference that had been unlocked by Gene's rough sexual prowess, Eliza's libido was off the charts these days. And, thanks to the prohibition on sex with David, she had no outlet other than secret, guilty masturbation sessions after her husband went to sleep, often to old dick pics that Gene had sent her.
Eliza poured her husband a travel mug of coffee, then poured out a steaming cup for herself.
Before she took a drink, Eliza guiltily glanced over her shoulder toward the stairs, making sure that her husband wouldn't come down at the wrong time. The coast was clear, so she hurried to the fridge and pulled a creamer bottle out from its hiding place deep in the back. It was a gift from her master... and a sign of his trust. A small supply of his semen to carry Eliza through the week while he was too busy to feed her directly. As much as she appreciated the supply, it was upsetting to her that Gene thought it was safe to give her a stockpile like this. A few weeks ago, she would have used this opportunity to run and try to escape his control. The fact that he wasn't worried about that meant that Gene thought his Cumbunny was completely broken.
He was wrong. Eliza planned to take the first step toward proving that today. She had taken off from work to pursue one of her few remaining leads. If all went well, she would learn a whole lot more about the mysterious oil that had ruined her life.
But, despite her defiance, Eliza didn't hesitate to pour a thick, salty dollop of her master's semen into her morning coffee. She might want to escape Gene, but her physical addiction to his semen was now a fact of her life. She licked a stray glob of semen from her finger hungrily, then tucked the stash bottle back into her fridge. Drinking leftover semen was nothing compared to the feeling of Gene's pounding cock spurting a hot, fresh load into her pussy, but it did help to take off the edge.
She had just managed to stir her morning dose into her coffee when David came down the stairs, already looking a little stressed by the prospect of a day at the office. At least Gene wouldn't be there to bully him this week...
"Have a good day, honey," he said hurriedly, pulling Eliza in for a kiss. She realized too late that he was going to kiss her right after she had licked up a large glob of his worst enemy's cum, but it was too late to avoid it without seeming even more suspicious. David's lips were on hers, his tongue sneaking cheekily into her mouth as a little tease. Eliza prayed he wouldn't notice a strange taste... thank God the sperm Gene supplied her with didn't have any of the Mjölkhare oil in it!
"Y-you too!" said Eliza as her husband pulled away, unexpectedly aroused by the unintentional humiliation she had just subjected him to.
With that, David gave her one last squeeze and pulled away, heading out the door and pulling out of the driveway a minute later.
The silence of the house wrapped around Eliza as she psyched herself up for her audacious plan, taking another deep sip of her hot, semen-infused coffee.
...
Kim's leg jiggled nervously beneath her desk, and she realized with annoyance that she had just been reading the same sentence on an intake form multiple times without really seeing it.



"I'm going to head to lunch, babe," said Gloria, grabbing her purse and standing up from the desk. "Be back in an hour."
"Yeah. Sure. Whatever," said Kim tersely, trying to force herself to pay attention as she read the intake form once again. It wasn't until Gloria bustled away muttering huffily under her breath that Kim realized that she'd been a little rude.
She couldn't help it. It was too hard to focus on things like social niceties while her stupid brain couldn't stop thinking about cum.
She would be working on some paperwork, or signing a donor in, or talking to Gloria, and then it would flash into her mind... the image of Frank Penn's sample cup, filled to the brim with thick, hot, sticky jizz. And the smell... the memory of it seemed to echo through her mind. It had smelled so fucking good. Well, actually, that was the weird part. It didn't smell that good. It smelled like the average, bleachy, rank stink of any other guy's jizz. A smell that Kim was deeply familiar with and disgusted by at this point in her career. But for some reason, that one sniff had made something deep inside Kim perk up and take notice. Just the memory of it made a warm flicker of arousal flare up low in her belly. She could remember every nuance of the scent, and it made that strange hunger inside her grow even stronger.
Kim had always trusted her willpower. She might be a little impulsive and reactive sometimes, but no one could make Kim do anything she didn't want to do. So, without Gloria there to observe, Kim leaned back in her office chair and closed her eyes, trying to force herself to let the smell of the gross donor's cum go. But she had no luck. Trying hard not to think about the cum just made the thought of it grow stronger in her mind.
Kim let out a quiet growl of frustration as she opened her eyes. She needed to take more drastic measures to clear her mind of this inexplicable fixation. She glanced around the small clinic waiting room. Empty, which wasn't unusual; lunchtime wasn't a popular option for donation appointments. With an expression of nervous anticipation, Kim turned toward the sample fridge.
This morning had just been an odd fluke. Some combination of sexual frustration, stress, and her annoyed, antagonistic reaction to the new donor had hit her brain in a weird way and gotten her wires crossed. That was why she suddenly got aroused by a semen sample for no reason. And she would prove it. She would take out the sample right now and take another whiff. It would smell normal and gross, and Kim would be able to forget all about her odd reaction. So... why did the idea of taking another sniff make her heart beat faster?
Why the fuck is this asshole's cum making my mouth water?
Pushing aside her objections and acting impulsively as always, Kim used her badge to unlock the sample fridge. She began to reach confidently for Mr. Penn's sample... then hesitated. Maybe it would be better to try out a different sample first. Just to make sure she hadn't suddenly started loving the smell of cum in general. She picked up Mr. Higgins' most recent donation instead and pulled it out. Her heart thumped in her chest as she unscrewed the lid. She was about to find out the truth. Had she developed a humiliating cum fetish out of the blue? That would be a fucking liability for a nurse at a sperm bank. If Gloria found out, Kim would never live it down.
Kim steeled herself and raised the container to her nose, taking a big sniff. She blinked. Nothing. Just the regular old stink of cum. The same scent she smelled a dozen times a week, even though in theory she was only handling sealed containers. Kim breathed a sigh of relief and chuckled to herself. She had just been overreacting to a random synapse firing in her brain. She resealed the sample container and put it back into place on the shelf.
For a second, Kim tried to convince herself that it wasn't necessary to smell Mr. Penn's cum too. She clearly didn't have a cum fetish, so what did it matter?...But she knew it would bother her if she didn't test it. After all, that had been the cum sample that caused the bizarre reaction, not Mr. Higgins'. She grimaced, then snatched the nearly-full sample cup off the shelf and unscrewed the cap in one quick motion before she could talk herself out of it.
She raised the sample cup to her nose, moving more carefully with this one because it was so fucking full. She took a deep sniff, anticipating the relief of finding out there was nothing to worry about.
Kim's pupils dilated, and the hunger inside seemed to wake up and roar like a lion. She felt a wet, squirming heat flood through her core as her pussy instantly moistened and clenched hungrily around nothing. Her mouth was suddenly sloppy with drool, and her breathing felt ragged in her throat. Her nipples were twin points of hard, throbbing desire, pressing tightly against the material of her bra.
Kim had to control every instinct to throw the sample away from her in shock. She stared down in wonder at the thick, yellowish cum glistening in the cup. It even looked fucking good to her for some reason right now. A perverse desire welled up within her as she breathed in the strange scent that was both disgusting and delicious at the same time... If it smelled this fucking good, how would it taste?
A soft chime announced someone entering the front door of the clinic. Kim hurriedly replaced the lid on the sample and returned it to the fridge. Forcing herself to put the cum away was much, much harder than she thought it would be for some reason, but she managed it. She couldn't be caught in the act of sniffing sperm samples by a donor. Doing something like that would get her fired in a heartbeat.
By the time Kim finished signing in the donor, another had arrived, and work picked up until Gloria returned from lunch.
By then, Kim was panicking. Her attempt to quiet her obsession with the infuriating cum sample had badly backfired. Her work was slipping further and further behind because now not only was she obsessing over the smell of the cum...
...Now she was dealing with powerful, uncomfortable, irrepressible arousal as well, filling her body with shameful, nasty heat.
...
It hadn't been easy to find the house, but desperation and hard work were enough to accomplish almost anything.
Obviously, most of the members of the Kaos server named "Cumbunny Acres" weren't keen to expose their actual addresses. It had taken careful analysis of the pictures CoachS had posted and context clues from his stories to discover which high school he taught at. With that information, along with the extra details that he was named "Stu" and was the gym teacher, Eliza had been able to find the house where he lived with his two Cumbunnies, Mitsy and Bitsy.
Eliza sat in her car, parked a good distance down the street from the house, occasionally raising a pair of binoculars. She had two thermoses of coffee beside her, spiked with her special creamer to help stave off her cravings, and was prepared to wait all day if necessary. She wasn't certain if CoachS himself had left by the time she arrived, but she waited just in case. Her objective was to speak with Bitsy. Alone, preferably, but if Eliza had no choice, she would try with Mitsy present. Regardless, making contact while CoachS was in the house was out of the question.
She was glad that she waited. After observing patiently for about two hours, Mitsy and CoachS left the house together, the giggly blonde Cumbunny hanging on the paunchy old man's arm and fawning over him like the bimbo she'd become. They entered the detached garage, and Eliza was thrilled to see that two cars pulled out and drove away. She wasn't going to get a better chance than this. Eliza took a deep drink of her cum-spiked coffee, then got out of the car, swiftly making her way to CoachS' house and knocking sharply on the front door. She had never seen Bitsy leave... so unless she'd already left the house for some reason before Eliza arrived, the slim, pretty young Cumbunny should still be inside.
There was no response, so Eliza knocked again. She waited awkwardly on the doorstep for a few minutes in silence. No noise came from inside the house. She knocked one last time, more out of desperation than any real hope. Bitsy must be out of the house for some reason. Or maybe her master had instructed her to never answer the door. Eliza turned away with a bitter sigh, and just then she heard a hesitant voice from behind the door say, "...Hello?"
A rush of relief flooded through Eliza. Maybe this risk would pay off after all. "Bitsy! It's me, Eliza. Let me in, I need to talk with you."
But if Eliza had been hoping for an enthusiastic welcome, she was disappointed. "Who? I don't know anyone by that name," said the muffled voice behind the door. "I'm sorry, but you'll have to come back with Coa... When Stu is here."
Shit. Well, Eliza supposed it made sense that Bitsy wouldn't recognize that name. Eliza hated going by the name that her master had given her... it put her into a submissive mindset these days, and right now she needed to be sharp. But it looked like right now she had no choice. Quickly, before Bitsy could move too far away from the door, Eliza said, "Lizzie. My name is Lizzie. We met each other at the... the offline meetup."
It was silent behind the door for another second, then there was a *chunk* of a heavy deadbolt sliding back, and the door opened a crack, showing only Bitsy's lovely, long-lashed light brown eye. "Lizzie?' she asked in confusion, her eyes darting over Eliza's face. 'What are you doing here?"
Eliza put all the sincerity she could muster into her words. If Bitsy didn't let her in, her whole plan would be worthless. "Bitsy, I've been reading conversations my master has been having online. There's something I need to tell you. Please, let me in."
Even from the small slice of her face that was visible through the door, Eliza could read Bitsy's obvious reluctance. "I don't know... if Coach got back while you were here, it would be really bad for both of us."
"I wouldn't be here if it wasn't important," said Eliza, a tone of desperation creeping into her voice. "I'm taking a bigger risk than you, after all. My master doesn't know I'm here. If CoachS comes back, just tell him that I broke in and I'll take all the blame."
The eye in the crack of the door closed as though Bitsy was deep in thought, then she sighed heavily. "Shit. Ok, just give me a second to go... no, you know what? There isn't any time. Just don't fucking laugh, ok?"
Bitsy opened the door wider and allowed Eliza inside the dim entryway, which smelled a little like old, stale cigarettes. Eliza immediately noticed at least one reason why Bitsy had been reluctant to meet with her.
The lovely young Asian woman was wearing a ridiculous, pornographic parody of a maid outfit. The top was more of a harness with white frills along the top than a bra, lifting Bitsy's firm little tits, but not covering them in any way, leaving her stiff brown nipples open to the air. Thigh-high, lacy stockings with cute black bows on the front clung to her long, sexy legs, held up by a matching garter belt. The outfit was completed by tall heels, a lace choker, and a tiny frilly cap... but no panties whatsoever, leaving her tight pussy bare and visibly wet with arousal.
Eliza couldn't help but stare, but contrary to Bitsy's fears, her first instinct wasn't laughter. Eliza felt her sexual frustration from the past few days flare up in her belly for a moment, making her body pulse with intense arousal before she finally forced herself to look away. Eliza had never really thought deeply about same-sex attraction before her recent ordeals. She sometimes found females attractive in a way that might be a little less than purely platonic, but she was more attracted to men, so it was never something she felt she needed to explore.
But a few weeks ago, her master had made her eat his cum from another woman's pussy. And Eliza, despite her reluctance and embarrassment, found the experience intensely erotic. Right now, with her sexual arousal and desperation at a high ebb, seeing Bitsy dressed in such a tempting and openly slutty way, Eliza found an unexpected hunger rising inside her. "Lizzie" stirred to life, speculating over how it would feel to run her hands over Bitsy's soft curves... to feel her plump lips on her own...
It was more difficult than Eliza expected to tear her eyes away from Bitsy's maid uniform as the young woman blushed and held a hand bashfully between her legs to hide her glistening pussy. "Well, uh..." said Bitsy, stuttering with embarrassment, "We've been splitting up tasks. Mitsy buys groceries, and I... well..."
"You clean the house," said Eliza sympathetically, Unable to stop herself from peeking at Bitsy's luscious legs, so well-displayed by her cute stockings.
"Yeah," said Bitsy with a sigh. "Speaking of which, I had better clean while you say whatever it is you have to tell me. If I don't have the kitchen sparkling by the time Coach gets home, my ass is on the line... literally."
Eliza followed Bitsy deeper into the house, watching the cute, petite Cumbunny's bubble butt bounce lightly as she clicked across the floor in her massive heels. "So," said Bitsy sharply, "What was so urgent that you had to go on a secret mission just to talk with me?"
Even before they reached the kitchen, Eliza was able to smell the mess that Bitsy was supposed to clean up. It didn't have the particular alluring musk of her master's cum, but Eliza had learned to recognize the smell of semen.
"I was reading some messages between HareoftheDog and my master," said Eliza as they rounded the corner. Her eyes darted over the scene: thick splatters of semen were dripped over the linoleum of the kitchen. Seeing the obscene mess made the dark cravings rise inside her: no doubt the two Cumbunnies had shared a steamy fuck session with their master right before CoachS left the house. Inside Eliza, Lizzie practically licked her lips, wishing it were Gene's cum splattered all over the floor. Eliza had to shake her head to clear it before turning back to Bitsy and continuing, "Your name came up."
"Hare?" asked Bitsy with a confused scowl. "That little blonde prick? Why is he talking about me?" As she spoke, she absently-mindedly knelt on the cum-splattered floor of the kitchen.
"He wants you," said Eliza, hoping the news would pique Bitsy's interest.
"What? That little loser wants me?..." The incredulous expression on the younger woman's face was short lived. Her eyes glazed over as she focused on the task at hand. Eliza
watched with fascinated horror as Bitsy brought her face to the ground and extended her tongue, cleaning up a rope of jizz with a long, sloppy lick. Eliza had assumed when Bitsy said she was supposed to clean up the cum, she meant with a rag or mop, but it appeared that CoachS had a very different method of cleanup he liked his slutty little maid to use.
Bitsy rose and gulped the cum down. "...Gross." She looked up at Eliza and caught the expression on the older woman's face, only then realizing how humiliating her actions must look. She blushed and looked away, embarrassed anger twisting her expression. "What?" she snapped defensively. "I just... Coach told me to..."
"We do what we have to," said Eliza, sharing Bitsy's embarrassment. But the idea that Bitsy was only doing this because she was forced to was a polite fiction. They both understood the truth. Bitsy's nipples were tight and crinkled with desire, and hot, slick juices of arousal were trailing down her thighs. CoachS had told her to clean up his cum with her tongue, but it turned Bitsy on to obey her master's commands. Eliza couldn't help but feel an answering heat building between her thighs as she watched Bitsy's slutty submission to her own degradation. This might not be as easy as she thought. She had come to Bitsy in the first place because of Bitsy's fiery defiance the night when they first met. But it had been a few weeks, and it was obvious that Bitsy had been corrupted more since then. If Bitsy could take such overt pleasure in being commanded to lick up her Coach's jizz off the floor, maybe she wouldn't be willing to try Eliza's risky plan. As Eliza watched, Bitsy lowered herself to the ground again, unable to stay away from the jizz her body craved even with her embarrassing audience. No wonder she hadn't wanted to let Eliza in.
"So... Hare told my master that he's planning to try to slip you his own dose of Mjölkhare oil," said Eliza grimly, hoping against hope that she was wrong about Bitsy, that she still had some of that fire inside her.
Bitsy paused mid-lick, looking up at Eliza in shock. She swallowed her mouthful and asked in stunned disbelief, "He fucking what? Is this kid an idiot? What would that even do, to have two doses from two different people?"
"I have no idea," said Eliza softly. This was the tricky part. What she wanted from Bitsy was stunningly dangerous. It might even put Bitsy in a worse position than she was already in.
"Ok, well, sorry for being a bitch about letting you in earlier," said Bitsy, shaking her head and going down for another quick lick before saying, "I'm glad you told me. Now I can watch out for the little creep."
"I think you should let him dose you," said Eliza grimly.
Bitsy sat up sharply and looked Eliza directly in the eyes, her expression shocked, but not yet angry. She wasn't joking or laughing about this; she could tell that Eliza was dead serious. "Explain," she said calmly, still looking a little ridiculous in her porny maid costume despite her solemn expression.
"We know barely anything about the oil and how it works," said Eliza, putting as much conviction into her words as she could. "The men who use it insist that it's foolproof and ironclad. But that's just wishful thinking on their part. I've read their discussions. They don't know any more about how the oil works than we do. What if two doses cancel each other out?"
"Or what if they kill me?" asked Bitsy, raising an eyebrow.
"I don't think that that's..." said Eliza impatiently.
"Why not?" demanded Bitsy, cutting across Eliza and getting to her feet again, her lips still smeared with cum. "You said it yourself. We have no idea how the oil works. You're hoping that two doses will magically free me or something? What if I just end up starving unless I get both men's cum? Doesn't that sound more likely? What kind of existence do you think that would be?"
Eliza shuddered at the thought. The kind of men who used the oil generally seemed to be selfish pigs. She couldn't imagine them happily sharing a Cumbunny between them. But still... "No one else has a chance like you have," she said firmly, still meeting Bitsy's eyes. "We need to take any chance we have to escape, no matter how small."
"You want me to be a guinea pig for you," accused Bitsy bitterly. "To sacrifice myself just so you can find something out that might not even be useful."
Eliza could feel the chance slipping through her fingers. She knew she was asking a lot, but she was desperate. She would take this chance if she had the opportunity that Bitsy had, because... "What's the alternative?" Eliza asked softly, bringing Bitsy up short. "Give up? Become your Coach's obedient slut? Bitsy... no... Beth..." She could see Bitsy's eyes widen as she heard her real name for the first time in a long time. "...Do you know why I approached you with this? Because you were the only one I saw at the meetup who was willing to fight back. The only one who still had a spark of defiance. Do you still have that spark? Or has it died out completely?"
Bitsy looked tired, and angry, and deeply aroused, like every Cumbunny was, all the time. "That spark you saw was more fear than defiance," said Beth uncomfortably. "It was desperation. I'm not some sort of brave hero. I... I've given in a lot to Coach since then. I'm not as strong as you think I am."



Eliza took Bitsy's hands in hers, surprising the younger woman. "Please, Beth. You're the only one of us who has this chance. I wish it were me... but you're the only hope."
Beth bit her lip, then nodded, and Eliza felt a wild swoop of hope. "Fine," said the cute young woman heavily. "Like you said, what do I have to lose? Next time we meet up, I'll try to give Hare the opportunity he's looking for... and hope for the best, I guess."
Eliza felt like she could collapse from relief. "Thank you, Beth," she said, although she didn't think the words really showed the depths of her gratitude at Beth's bravery. "Let's stay in touch from now on. To coordinate our plans and also just to encourage each other. Can I get your phone number?"
Beth shook her head. "It's not safe. Coach has all my passwords now. Tell you what. Buy me a burner phone and leave it for me behind the trash cans by the garage. I can go out and text on it when I get the chance. I'm the only one who takes the trash out anymore, so Mitsy and CoachS won't find it."
"Sounds good," said Eliza with a worried frown. She had never considered herself lucky in her current situation, but Beth was putting things into perspective. Because of the double life that Gene was making her lead, Eliza still had a private life with her husband that Gene didn't control. Bitsy was under CoachS's control at all times... kind of like the week where Gene had lived in Eliza's house, ordering her around, making her serve him sexually whenever he wanted. Eliza had to tear herself away from that memory before Lizzie started fantasizing about it. The Cumbunny inside her longed for that type of control, and those cravings scared her more than any cum addiction. "I can probably have the phone in place by tomorrow, so we should..."
They both heard the front door open, wide eyes meeting each other's gaze in terror. They were frozen like that for a moment before Bitsy moved, tugging Eliza's hand and pulling her toward the back door of the house. 'You've got to get out of here!" She hissed. 'If Coach catches you, he'll talk to your Master, and then we'll both be watched at all times! It would ruin everything, even apart from the punishment!"
But it was too late. Before Bitsy could open the back door, Mitsy had already walked into the kitchen. Luckily, it didn't appear CoachS had returned with her, but just Mitsy was cause enough for concern: from what Eliza knew, Mitsy was utterly broken, completely loyal to her master's will.
The curvy, petite Cumbunny giggled with her usual dreamy smile, twirling a lock of golden hair with a finger. She was wearing a sort of sexy country girl outfit, a tiny pink plaid top tied up beneath her braless tits and itsy-bitsy, tight white denim shorts hugging her hips. Mitsy looked exactly like the airheaded bimbo slut CoachS had molded her into, but Eliza could see a cold, steely gleam of suspicion deep in her eyes. Eliza couldn't help but remember that, according to what she had heard, Martha had been a brilliant teacher before she was turned into Mitsy... and that sort of intelligence didn't just disappear, even if it was shrouded in a slutty, dumb act. Getting out of this wouldn't be as easy as counting on Mitsy being an idiot.
"Lizzie!" Said Mitsy in a pleased coo, "So nice to see you. I never expected to see you here... alone with my favorite little Cumbunny sister." Her voice was cheerful, but her eyes were suspicious as she asked, "Whatcha talkin' about?"
Eliza looked over to Bitsy's panicked face, then back to Mitsy. She gulped. She had to think of something quick. And it had to be fucking convincing, for both their sakes.
...
Kim's body seemed to ache and throb with arousal. Her pussy buzzed and burned between her legs, rubbing distractingly against her moist panties whenever she shifted even a little. Every inch of her skin felt flushed and sensitive, responding to every breath of air.
She had never been this horny in her entire life.
It didn't make any fucking sense. Even if Kim had been attracted to the guy who came in this morning, which she wasn't, she would never get this turned on from semen. Hell, Mr. Higgins' cum had grossed her out as usual, and he was a silver fox a thousand times hotter than the fat, balding asshole who had her all hot and bothered.
But logic wasn't helpful. Getting frustrated did nothing. Kim's body knew what it wanted, and it was the little jar of baby batter sitting on the shelf of the fridge. She ached to stick that jar beneath her nose and take a huge lungful of that disgusting, yet fascinating scent. She wanted to touch it and rub the slimy goo between her fingers. She wanted to get a big sticky glob on her finger, extend her little pink tongue, and...
No. She wouldn't even think about doing... that. It was humiliating and disgusting enough to want to smell the stuff.
Gloria clearly noticed that something was up with Kim during the afternoon. As much as Kim tried to act normal, it was hard to hide her flaring pink blush and heavy breathing. Her coworker asked if she wanted to just go home and rest, but Kim couldn't just give up and take a sick day, for several reasons.
Firstly, at least she had things to distract her here at work. Kim was worried that if she went home, she would immediately start masturbating and keep going until she fell asleep. It had already happened once last night, when the sexual frustration and hunger inside her had grown too strong to bear. That experience was also why she knew that finger-fucking herself all evening wouldn't relieve her arousal, only leave her drained, exhausted, and just as horny as before.
Secondly, taking a sick day would feel too much like running away. Kim liked to think she was the type of gal who faced her problems head-on. Heading home just because she was afraid of a jar of cum wouldn't sit right with her. She would stand her ground and figure this out instead.
And, lastly, Kim didn't want to go home because she still felt the siren pull of the semen calling to her from the fridge. It was just sitting there on the shelf... so tempting that Kim could practically smell it from here. As much as she hated to admit it, Kim wanted to take it out again. If she went home, there would be absolutely no chance of that.
About an hour before work ended, Kim realized that a rough plan had formed in her mind without much conscious thought. Everyone usually left the building promptly at closing time. If she lingered for a few minutes afterward, she would be all alone with no chance of being interrupted. She could just quickly and discreetly take a deep whiff of the frustrating sample and scratch that strange itch growing inside her, then be on her way.
She couldn't believe she was actually thinking about doing this. It was far and away the most perverted thing she had ever done. She would need a therapist to spend a couple of years unpacking whatever weird sexual hang-up she had stumbled on today... But first, she needed to smell that fucking cum and satisfy the impulsive, obsessive curiosity that had gotten hold of her.
As the last few minutes ticked away, Kim found herself growing more and more anxious, as well as getting hornier than she had ever been. She pressed her thighs together tightly, rubbing them against each other subtly as she bit her lip, trying to get some sort of stimulation without touching herself in front of Gloria like a fucking pervert. She kept her head down, pretending to work, but she knew getting any real work done would be impossible while her body burned and her thoughts dripped with reflections of jizz.
Finally, the last patient left. The staff slowly began trailing out. Kim looked up at the clock, shifting in her seat, her movements stimulating the buzzing wet heat between her legs. 4:58. Almost there. So close. The scent of cum felt like it was overwhelming Kim's ability to think. She knew the smell was just a memory, but it seemed so fucking real. Her mouth was watering now, and she wiped it absently with the back of a trembling hand. She checked the clock again. 5:01. Past quitting time. Why was Gloria just sitting there? Why wasn't she leaving?
After what felt like an eternity, Gloria sighed and stood up. "I'm headed out," she said with a smile as Kim silently urged her to hurry the fuck up.
Out loud, Kim said, "I j-just need to get this last form in before I leave. I'll see you tomorrow."
Gloria nodded at her with a worried frown. "Hm. Ok, girl. You get some rest now, ok? You looked a little... off today."
"Yeah. I will. For sure," said Kim, her leg beginning to bounce again from nerves. Bad idea. That caused some friction between her legs that was both distracting and delicious. Luckily, Gloria didn't seem to notice the change in Kim's expression from the sudden flare of pleasure. She walked toward the door (too slowly in Kim's opinion) and then through it. When the glass door shut behind her, Kim was left alone in the building.
She immediately turned to the fridge, her heart thumping wildly in her chest. She knew it was probably safer to wait a few more minutes in case someone forgot something and came back inside, but Kim had waited long enough. As she scanned her badge on the fridge lock she still had some half-baked notion in her head that smelling the sample of cum one last time would somehow straighten everything out. That everything would suddenly click into place and make sense, and she wouldn't feel these inexplicable urges anymore.
Kim had one last moment of hesitation as she pulled out the sample cup and gripped the lid, ready to twist it open. Something was wrong here. Both times she had caught the scent of this semen sample, it had affected her deeply, ratcheting up the horny hunger building inside her. Why was she so certain that trying again wouldn't just make things worse? It was probably smarter to put the sample back and go home. Maybe buy a big, thick dildo on the way and really make a night of it.
But even if it was the wiser decision, Kim couldn't make her arm reach out to return the sample jar. Her deep animal instincts insisted that she had to experience the sight and smell of the ugly stranger's cum one last time.
And Kim had always been one to follow her instincts.
She unscrewed the jar, bringing it up to her nose and closing her eyes. The musky, bleachy smell seemed to flood her senses, sending a wave of powerful, muscle-weakening desire rolling through her body. She let out a low, unconscious moan as the feeling spread through her every nerve. Fuck! It was just an old man's dirty jizz. It shouldn't be able to do this to her. What the fuck is this bastard eating?
But as pleasurable as it was to hold the thick, reeking cum beneath her nose and take deep, ragged breaths... it was frustrating too. It made the powerful cravings swell inside her, like a burning sexual itch that was impossible to scratch. She found that her hand was resting lightly between her legs... then not so lightly, pressing her scrubs tight against the hot, moist flesh beneath, mashing her soaking panties into her aching pussy.
Kim caught herself, glancing up at the shiny eye of the security camera above her. She had to be careful. Kim knew for a fact that the security footage was almost never reviewed in normal circumstances, but even the smallest chance that someone might see her masturbating while sniffing a donor's sperm sample like a creepy pervert was unacceptable.
But it had felt fucking good. Touching herself had intensified the blazing, perverse heat of this embarrassing act even further. She'd already done what she set out to do. She'd gotten that one last smell of Frank Penn's cum that she wanted. Really, she should put the sample back and head home.
Or, she could take things one little step further and go home truly satisfied.
Moving quickly and smoothly, Kim recapped the sperm sample and stood, holding it low to her side opposite the view of the camera, then headed for the staff bathroom at a brisk pace.
When she got to the bathroom and locked the door behind her, she paused for a moment, leaning her head against the door and breathing heavily, feeling her body pulse with desperate arousal. This was insane. She had stolen a donor's sperm sample to use as a masturbation aid. She was deep in uncharted waters, sexually speaking. But her body knew what it wanted, even if her mind was totally lost. She gripped the cool plastic of the semen sample tightly in her sweaty fist and hurried to the toilet to sit, fumbling with her pants as she went.
Her haste and arousal made her clumsy as she stripped her pants and panties to her ankles, exposing her hot, throbbing pussy to the cool air of the bathroom. She couldn't resist exploring her dripping folds for a moment with one hand, gasping lightly at the intense sensation of her own probing fingers on her sopping sex. But that left the sample capped... and more than anything, Frank's semen was what she wanted.
With a grunt of frustration, her legs spread wide as she sat on the toilet, Kim withdrew her hand from her pussy to uncap the sperm sample. The smell hit her like a revelation, sending a wave of helpless sexual pleasure through her just like it had before. Except now she no longer had to be careful. She could really let loose and explore the perverse desires that she had been resisting all day.
Kim held the full cup of thick, pearly goo up to her nose with her left hand, breathing in deep huffs of tainted air as her right hand dived back to her pussy, rubbing her throbbing, desperate cunt with tight circular strokes. As insane and perverted as this was, Kim couldn't remember ever feeling this fucking incredible. Her hips began to hump forward into her firmly rubbing fingers as her deep sniffs and the wet, sloppy sounds of her pussy echoed off the walls of the small bathroom.
The thick, suffocatingly masculine scent overwhelmed her, drowning her in pleasure as low animal moans grew in the back of her throat, sounding almost as angry as they did aroused. This feeling was mindblowing: a scorching, powerful erotic pleasure better than anything she had ever known. But it wasn't satisfying. The musky scent rising from the cup fed the sexual itch inside her, but didn't scratch it. She needed more. Something else.
She needed to fucking taste it.
The thought was absolutely disgusting. Impossible. Alluring. She had been dancing around it all day. In her rational mind, the thought of taking the creepy, arrogant, ugly man's semen into her mouth was humiliating and repulsive. But the deep, animal part of her that brought her back to sniff his semen again and again didn't care how degrading it would be to taste the cum of a man she looked down on. That part of her was just pure sexual hunger without shame, and it wouldn't be denied. Just considering the vile act made Kim's pussy clench hungrily, her back arching as a small orgasm ripped through her, taking her breath away. It was another reckless, self-destructive idea, but Kim wasn't the kind of person who backed down from danger.
If I dipped just the tip of my finger in the sample... just to take the tiniest taste and satisfy my curiosity, that wouldn't be the end of the world.
With one hand continuing to rub and tease her slick, swollen sex, Kim placed the sample cup precariously on one thigh and dipped the tip of her index finger into the thick slime, still cool from its time in the sample fridge. She held the finger up in front of her face, staring crosseyed at the glob of off-white goo coating her finger. Her breath was hot and humid in her throat. Her hair stood on end. This was the grossest thing she had ever done, but just the thought of tasting this asshole's cum was tying her insides into hot, slippery knots of lust and anxiety. Her fingers made wet, obscene noises between her thighs as they began to plunge deep and fast into her hot, greedy pussy.
In one swift motion, she sealed her glossy lips around the tainted finger, swirling her tongue over it to lick away the stranger's sperm.
Fireworks lit up her brain, and a ragged moan tore from her throat. It felt like her veins were set afire, and her pussy clenched and spasmed around her fingers in sexual delight. Kim had been around the block before sexually. This wasn't the first time she had ever had semen in her mouth. It had never been something she particularly enjoyed, of course. She usually preferred her lovers to warn her beforehand and stroke them to completion rather than have her mouth flooded with salty goo.
This was different. Somehow, as the taste of the tiny sample spread through her mouth, her whole body seemed to scream out in joy. The hunger inside her sent a primal, bone-deep message roaring through her body...
MORE.
But, unfortunately, her body reacted on its own in another way as well. Her hips pressed forward into her fingers, shifting the open container of cum.
Kim noticed in time to grab the container, but as she fumbled it a thick streak of pearly slime spilled out onto her thigh. Kim gasped in shock, still reeling from her first taste of the stranger's cum, looking down and the slimy splotch of jizz on her thigh. It was actually tingling on her skin for some reason. A thick drop began to roll down the outside of her thigh toward the floor, and a powerful instinct told Kim that she couldn't allow that cum to be wasted. Still holding the sample cup, she extended a finger and wiped up the cum slipping down her leg. Then, without another thought, she brought the large glob to her lips and greedily sucked it off.
If anything, it tasted even better than the first little bit, filling her mouth with a taste that turned her stomach and made her whole body pulse with filthy pleasure. Her fingers began moving again, plunging deep into her throbbing pussy three at a time, augmenting and intensifying the pleasure this man's sperm was causing her. Kim looked down and saw that there was so much ooey-gooey, salty sperm still lying there on her trembling thigh... just going to waste.
And with that, the dam was truly broken. Kim went into a frenzy, scraping up every luscious drop of the spilled semen from her thigh, greedily sucking and licking it off her fingers as her other hand rapidly finger-fucked her hot, sloppy cunt. Animalistic groans of satisfied hunger blended with the wet sounds of self-pleasure as Kim lost herself to her animal instincts. She had never felt a pleasure quite like this: dark and primal and all-consuming, lighting her whole body ablaze.
When Kim had cleaned away all of the spilled cum her lust-glazed eyes fell on the half-full sample cup still in her hand. If she wasn't cum drunk and in the middle of the most powerful sexual experience of her life, Kim might have realized that what she was about to do was a terrible idea.
She didn't even hesitate. Kim held the cup up over her face and tilted it, opening her mouth wide and sticking out her tongue in a slutty display of desperate sexual hunger. The semen landed in a thick drizzle, covering her tongue and spilling down the front of her scrubs, staining them with thick globs of translucent white slime. Kim didn't care. She was climaxing. Brought to orgasm by the glorious fulfillment of the hunger that had been building inside her for days. Her back arched, pressing her spasming pussy up into her fingers as she swallowed the thick, salty gulp, defiling herself with a stranger's sperm.
As her orgasm continued to rage through her, making her pussy clamp tight around her fingers, Kim brought the sample cup to her mouth, extending her tongue to lick up every remaining drop clinging to the sides while letting out slutty, mewling moans. Her eyes squeezed shut to savor the taste as she basked in the glow of her deep, powerful orgasm.




Her sexual itch had been completely and thoroughly scratched, at long last.
...
Eliza's eyes flicked to Bitsy, but the young Asian woman was frozen with shock. Eliza couldn't count on her new accomplice to rescue her here. She dug deep, fumbling desperately for an excuse that would convince the oddly-sharp-eyed bimbo in front of her not to blow the whistle and expose her visit.
And she found one, even though she was reluctant to pursue it.
"I... well, my master told me he wants me to start, um, performing for him," said Eliza haltingly. Even with all the humiliations she had been through since this ordeal began, she still felt heat rising to her cheeks as she said, "Performing... with other women. I've never had sex with a woman, so I wanted to learn from someone more experienced."
Mitsy's eyes retained their sharp curiosity even while she giggled and said, "Reeeeeallly... you came all the way out here just to learn how to munch cunt? What a good little bunny! Your master must be so proud!"
"It's true," said Bitsy, immediately on board with Eliza's deception. "She saw how you and I kissed and stuff at the meetup, and she wasn't sure who else she could ask. I've been giving her some tips."
"But, sorry Lizzie, I'm such a dum-dum," said Mitsy, knocking on her head in a cutesy way. "I just don't get it. Why wouldn't your master contact mine to set up this playdate? Whydja hafta sneak in?"
That... was an excellent point. Eliza floundered for a second, but this time, Bitsy had recovered from her shock enough to jump to Eliza's rescue. "Come on, Mitsy," said Bitsy pleadingly. 'Be nice. Her master just sort of sprung it on her, and she's scared. She's never been with a woman before, apart from that little bit of pussy licking at the meetup. Her master would have thought she was talking back if she said she needed help to learn how."
The look in Mitsy's eyes softened just a fraction, and for a second, Eliza thought she would let her go... but then a different look crossed the curvy blonde's face. One that was just as concerning to Eliza as her suspicion: intrigued arousal.
"Well," said Mitsy thoughtfully, clicking across the kitchen linoleum on six inch heels. "A scared little bunny who wants to know what it's like to kiss girls, huh?" Her chuckle was warm, but had a nasty undertone to it. Eliza's eyes scanned Mitsy's body, covered only by a thin top tied off directly beneath her large, braless tits and a pair of tiny denim shorts that clung to her hips like a second skin. Eliza gulped, noting the sudden predatory gleam in Mitsy's eyes. This other Cumbunny probably had the same ravenous sexual appetite that she herself was now struggling with.
"Strip," the shorter woman commanded with a wide, deceptively friendly grin.
Eliza felt a shock of adrenaline run through her body as Bitsy made a mild sound of discomfort and said, "Mitsy, don't you think that..."
"She wants to learn how to play with girls, Bitsy," said Mitsy, her pale blue eyes flicking toward her sister Cumbunny for a moment. "You can't do that through just talking about it. I think this nervous little bunny needs some... hands-on coaching." Mitsy had cut Bitsy off instantly and effectively, without raising her usual sugar-sweet voice. That alone made the pecking order between CoachS' two Cumbunnies painfully obvious. Bitsy was in Eliza's corner, but she was also the bottom bitch in the twisted threesome with CoachS and Mitsy. Eliza couldn't count on her to fight back against Mitsy. There was no getting out of this. If Eliza claimed that she was here to learn how to have lesbian sex... it looked like she'd have to put her money where her mouth was.
Eliza felt Mitsy's playful, expectant eyes on her like a burning weight. She took a deep breath and slowly tugged her sweater up and off. Between Bitsy's pornographic maid costume and Mitsy's slutty cowgirl chic, Eliza had been the only sensibly dressed person in the room... but she was about to be the first one to get naked.
Eliza's skin broke out in goosebumps as she shimmied her pants down her legs, stepping out of them to shiver in the dim kitchen light of a stranger's home. It felt so strange to be doing something this slutty for someone other than Gene... he was the only reason she'd gone down this path of corruption, yet here she was, stripping naked so that Mitsy could "teach" her without his direction or knowledge. Eliza found her body perversely warming up at the thought. Lizzie stirred with interest inside her, intrigued by the prospect of learning a new type of sexual pleasure.
Mitsy's hot, predatory gaze made Eliza's belly fill with the uncomfortable squirm of nervous lust as she reached behind her back to unhook her bra. Surprisingly, Eliza saw that Bitsy was watching her as well, the young Asian's eyes shining with some unreadable passion as Eliza's firm, pale tits came into view, their pink nipples embarrassingly stiff beneath the eyes of her fellow bunnies.
Mitsy giggled at the sight, drawing closer and reaching out to roll one beautiful, rosy nipple between thumb and forefinger with a cruelly tight pinch. Eliza hissed in surprise, pain, and pleasure just as Mitsy cooed, "You know, Lizzie... I was sort of thinking you might be lying to me for a second. But now that I see how... eager you are, I'm starting to think you really were desperate enough to lick puss that you snuck over here. Is that true, Lizzie? Are you eager for Mitsy and Bitsy to teach you?"
"Yes," whimpered Eliza, feeling her whole body flood with helpless lust, "Please teach me!" What have I gotten myself into? The excuse had seemed like the only way out, but now she was falling into a sexual abyss she'd never foreseen. And based on the way the other woman's touch was making Eliza feel, maybe she didn't even want to escape. Mitsy's tight grip on her sensitive nipple sent sexual electricity crackling through her body.
The teasing bimbo giggled gleefully at Eliza's obvious arousal. "Then you'd better take those panties off, bunny," she said in a mocking whisper. "How else can we give you an accurate demonstration?'
Eliza could feel the soaking wetness between her thighs even before she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. It was mortifyingly embarrassing to unveil her wet pussy, swollen with forbidden desire while the two women watched her every move, but that embarrassment only fueled Eliza's dark lust. Mitsy's hand, with its ridiculously long pink fingernails, trailed teasingly down Eliza's body, raising goosebumps as it went. Eliza sucked in a hot, gasping breath as one slim, long-nailed finger slipped down to rest lightly against her lower lips, pressing gently but not parting them. Mitsy's blazing eyes locked with hers as the giggly bimbo said, "Don't worry, hun. You're going to be an expert by the time Bitsy and I are done with you!"
Then, suddenly, the finger was withdrawn. Mitsy turned and swayed away on her tall pink heels toward the nearby living room. "Come on, Lizzie. Bitsy. It's time for lesson number one. An example to work from." She approached a beat-up plaid sofa and beckoned Eliza forward, gesturing for her to sit. Eliza looked longingly at her little puddle of clothes, but moved forward hesitantly toward Mitsy, covering her stiff nipples and sopping pussy self-consciously as she gingerly took a seat.
Mitsy giggled down at her, biting her plump, glossy lower lip with gleeful anticipation. Eliza's heart hammered in her chest, and she felt weak. She had assumed that all of her intense arousal from the filthy acts Gene had forced her into had been caused by her addiction to his cum. Even when she sucked off Carl, it was because her master had ordered her to. But here on her own, defying Gene, her body still pulsed with a craving to be used... to be commanded.
What exactly has my time with Gene turned me into?
"An example?" she asked with a tremor of anxiety in her voice, looking up at Mitsy, who now had her hand between her legs, lazily rubbing herself over the surface of her denim shorts. "Does that mean you're going to...?" Eliza could feel her hot juices leaking out from behind the fingers pressed tight to her pussy from the thought of the beautiful, ditsy, oddly dominant blonde kneeling between her thighs.
But instead, something unexpected happened... maybe even better, in a twisted way.
"Ohhhh, I would, honey," simpered Mitsy with a wink. "I'm sure you are just super tasty down there. But I'm not the pussy licking expert in this household... Bitsy! Get over here and show our guest how a real expert does it!"
Eliza glanced nervously at Bitsy, her heart suddenly in her throat. She felt a little guilty: after all, she had been the one who had come up with this stupid excuse. Now, because of what she said, Mitsy was going to force Eliza's new ally to kneel and service her pussy.
But Bitsy didn't look reluctant as she slowly crossed the room, lips parted and panting and fingers twisting nervously together in front of her. She looked fucking horny. And Eliza realized that she wasn't hesitant either. From the moment she had walked in the door and seen Bitsy in that ridiculous, revealing outfit, a part of her had wanted to touch the young woman... and be touched in return. Eliza might find the idea of Bitsy being forced to eat her out repellant... but Lizzie the slutty Cumbunny loved the idea of the sexy Asian teen crawling between her legs.
As Bitsy knelt down in front of Eliza, she placed gentle palms on her thighs, her upturned eyes filled with smoky heat. Eliza couldn't help but feel a desperate hunger to experience the obscene "lesson' Mitsy was promising. As Bitsy drew close, just inches from her wet pussy, Eliza felt herself throb with lust for another woman for the first time in her life. Bitsy would have to eat her out whether Eliza enjoyed it or not... so why not let Lizzie take over and relish the taboo experience?
The young Asian woman kneeling at Eliza's feet was an image of slutty submission, biting her lip as she looked up into her friend's eyes. The obscene maid costume... Her stiff little nipples showing her deep arousal... her smoldering gaze... CoachS had molded Beth into the perfect image of an eager-to-please, submissive whore: Bitsy, a perfect Cumbunny. And even a woman like Eliza, whose bisexuality was largely unexplored, couldn't resist the opportunity to experience her humble service.
But one last shred of decency made Eliza hesitate. Bitsy was her friend now. Her accomplice. She needed to respect Bitsy, and this taboo sex act seemed like a poor foundation for a relationship of trust. Trying to give her new friend one last chance, she said, "Bitsy... you don't have to..."
It was too late, Mitsy reached down with a cruel giggle and pulled Bitsy's face forward by the hair, saying, "Don't be a stick in the mud, Lizzie! This little slut loves licking cunt!" In one explosive moment, Eliza felt another woman's mouth on her sex for the first time. She let out an unladylike grunt of surprise at the sudden intense sensation, her hips seeming to shift forward and tilt up on their own, offering Bitsy better access for her sloppy work. Eliza's conscious mind was temporarily stunned as she struggled to process the sensation of feminine lips on her pussy.
Bitsy seemed to lose herself in the task instantly, her eyes closing as her wicked tongue snaked out, tentatively parting Eliza's lips, exploring her pussy. Eliza took a shuddering breath that nearly became a moan. The feeling was so strange... so different from the fingers or penises she had experienced in the past. She had never tried cunnilingus with David, and Gene certainly wasn't the type to be sexually giving in that way. So this was an entirely new feeling... and one that her inner Cumbunny was eager to embrace.
Bitsy's tongue and lips worked together, tracing every inch of Eliza's intimate folds, sucking and slurping, flicking and teasing. Eliza fought back a sudden urge to reach down and grip Bitsy's hair, pulling her in tighter and rubbing and thrusting against her face. She no longer saw Bitsy as a brave young woman defying her master's control... in this heated moment, Eliza saw the obedient little slut between her thighs exactly how CoachS saw her: a sex object only good for pleasure.
"She's good, isn't she?" purred Mitsy, snuggling up to Eliza on the couch and looking down at Bitsy's eager cunt-munching with wicked heat leaping high in her eyes. "She was sooo bitchy early on in her training that Master thought it would be funny to make her into a mouth slut. Coach trained her to get all hot and bothered by the idea of serving on her knees... both men and women. It really is the ultimate submission. Humbling yourself both physically and emotionally."
Eliza saw with a thrill of arousal that one of Bitsy's hands had now withdrawn from her thigh, and was working busily between her own slim legs, fingering Bitsy's hot little cunt with loud squishing noises. Bitsy moaned into Eliza's pussy, sending toe-curling vibrations through her body. The little Asian Cumbunny clearly enjoyed giving the cunnilingus as much as Eliza enjoyed receiving it.
"Coach turned you into a good little mouth slut, isn't that right, Bitsy-baby?" cooed Mitsy, reaching down to grip Bitsy's hair, mashing her cute little face deep into Eliza's hot, wet pussy, drawing a moan from both of them. Mitsy's eyes turned to Eliza, shiny and lustful and cruel. "And you could be one too, couldn't you, Lizzie? That's why you're here right? Focus on Bitsy's technique now."
The curvy blonde pressed herself right up against Eliza's naked body, her glossy lips just inches from Eliza's ear as she murmured, "Feel how she serves, Lizzie. Feel how her tongue worships every inch of you... Feel the submission in every lick and moan. Memorize the movements... the passion. Are you taking notes?"
The hot, hissing words in her ear blended with the wet slurping noises of Bitsy's busy mouth. Eliza's whole body felt electrified, every nerve blazing with pleasure as Bitsy's skilled tongue worked her pussy. She felt herself rapidly sliding toward orgasm. Inside her, Lizzie took control. Defiance didn't matter. Plans didn't matter. Respect for her new ally didn't matter. All that mattered was that the little slut licking her pussy made her cum right fucking now. She reached down, pushed aside Mitsy's hand, and grasped the back of Bitsy's head, thrusting her hips forward and rubbing her new friend's face deep into her spasming pussy.
Far from being offended, Bitsy let out another moan, her lips and tongue working double time to bring Eliza to the orgasm she so desperately craved. Mitsy backed away with a giggle, letting Eliza revel in her first sapphic orgasm. Bitsy's tongue swirled and flicked over Eliza's clit mercilessly, and Eliza gasped, eyes staring wide, back arching and thighs clamping tight over Bitsy's face. She saw stars. A powerful orgasm finally released the building sexual need that David was no longer allowed to satisfy. She held Bitsy's face against her hot, sloppy pussy for a long, heated minute, riding the waves of her powerful climax as the little slut's tongue continued to wriggle and writhe. Finally, she released Bitsy and fell backward, drained but fulfilled, glowing from a deep, thorough orgasm.
But the party wasn't over yet.
Mitsy had unbuttoned her tight jean shorts and was busily tugging them down her thick thighs, revealing both her lack of underwear and her puffy, shaved-bare pussy, dripping with need. Eliza met the curvy blonde's eyes and felt a thrill of sexual intimidation at the hunger she saw there. "I hope that you were paying attention during your lesson," purred Mitsy, her hand snaking up to grip Eliza's long, dark hair, "Because it's time for a pop quiz!"
In one painful yank, Eliza found herself on the ground in front of Mitsy, and she instantly knew how things felt from Bitsy's point of view. Mitsy towered above her, her pretty blue eyes blazing with dominant arousal. Eliza's lust came roaring back in an instant. It had felt deliciously foreign and strange when Bitsy submissively licked her pussy, and Eliza had chalked that up mostly to her unfamiliarity with lesbian sex. But she was just now realizing that being in the dominant position sexually was just as much a part of why it had felt so different.
Even though she was now on her knees in front of a woman rather than her master, this position felt much more familiar. Submission and humble service were habits that had been branded into her soul by Gene... and now she was going to put those instincts into practice in a brand new way.
Eliza's pulse drummed in her ears as Mitsy pulled her closer. Mitsy's plump, glistening pussy was just inches away from Eliza's blushing face, lips lightly parted and oozing with glistening lubrication. She could smell the tang of the blonde Cumbunny's arousal, and for some reason, it made her mouth begin to water, despite the twisting feeling of disgust that flip-flopped in her stomach. She had eaten another woman's pussy only once before, at the same meet-up where she had first met Mitsy and Bitsy, and the humiliating memory of that experience seemed to taint this experience as well. Eliza wasn't given much time to think. Mitsy's grip on her head was iron hard as she cooed, "Theeeere we go, Lizzie... just like Bitsy showed you now. Make me proud."
With one swift jerk of Mitsy's hand, she made contact. Mitsy's sex was hot and wet against her face, smearing the slick juices of arousal around Eliza's closed mouth. She thought about resisting for a moment, more out of principle than anything. But what would that prove? She had already told Mitsy that she wanted to learn how to have lesbian sex and accepted Bitsy's humiliating service... she doubted that playing coy now would save her dignity. Besides, a deep, primal part of herself wanted to be pushed around... to be made to serve just like Bitsy had served her. Once again, Eliza gave in, allowing her slutty Cumbunny instincts to take over. She might as well enjoy this if Mitsy was going to make her serve either way.
Eliza's tongue cautiously thrust forward, parting Mitsy's juicy lips and tasting her arousal. The dominant bunny above her let out a soft, encouraging sound of pleasure, her hand pulling Eliza even closer. "Remember how Bitsy used her tongue?" asked Mitsy sweetly. 'Now do the same thing to me, honey. Make me fucking cum."
Despite the roiling blend of arousal and disgust warring within her, Eliza did her best. She tried to match the pleasurable writhes and wriggles of the little Asian's wicked tongue as she buried her face between the bimbo's plump thighs. Mitsy moaned, sweet and low, spreading her legs wider and pressing her hips forward as Eliza slid her tongue deep inside, then slipped it back out to circle the dominant bunny's swollen clit. "Thaaat's it, Lizzie..." said Mitsy breathily. "God. Your place is on your knees with Bitsy. You'd be fucking wasted as a dominant."
Eliza's vision was limited by her humbled position between Mitsy's legs, but she noticed that Bitsy was watching the show with keen interest... her hand still buried between her thighs, rubbing and flexing busily. It was clear that there were no hard feelings over Eliza enjoying Bitsy's humble service: right now, the cute Asian was clearly enjoying the sight of Eliza's submissive cunnilingus just as much.
Mitsy groaned deeply as she rubbed her slick cunt all over Eliza's licking, slurping mouth, her breaths harsh and panting, her grip on Eliza's hair tight and painful. Then, just when it seemed like she was about to climax and end the entire session, she unexpectedly yanked Eliza's head away, leaving Eliza's eyes hazy with submissive desire and her mouth dripping with feminine lubrication.



"Not yet, slut," panted Mitsy with a loopy grin. "I have one last lesson to teach you before we finish this. She pushed Eliza back onto the ground and got down off the couch, lifting one of Eliza's shapely thighs to expose her throbbing sex. Eliza was confused... it was a position that almost felt like Mitsy planned to fuck her, but she wasn't sure how that could be possible.
But, although her mind was reeling, her body understood immediately when Mitsy took her position between Eliza's spread legs, sliding her own pussy dominantly up Eliza's thigh. The blonde bunny's pussy powerfully mashed against Eliza's, teaching her the new sensation of hot, slimy female-on-female friction. Eliza had never scissored with anyone before. She hadn't even understood how it could feel good, but her hips began moving by instinct as Mitsy rode her with aggressive thrusts of her hips, their clits sliding and grinding against each other's hot, slick flesh.
Eliza gasped and writhed, her whole body aflame with forbidden lust. She was so consumed by the sensation of her pussy messily grinding against Mitsy's that she didn't notice Bitsy until her new friend was looming over her face.
Bitsy's eyes shone with desperate lust as she looked down, her finger slowly pumping in and out of her tight little pussy. "P-please," she whined, looking into Eliza's eyes as sexual tension crackled between them, "Don't leave me out." She said it like she was asking for a favor, but Bitsy didn't leave Eliza much choice. She planted one slim thigh on either side of Eliza's upturned face, and suddenly her tight little pussy was descending, filling Eliza's world with its sight and scent.
When Bitsy's pussy pressed downward onto Eliza's moaning face, she felt a powerful crackle of sexual heat pulse through her. Here she was, with other Cumbunnies, in theory her equals, yet she was being vigorously fucked from one direction by Mitsy, while Bitsy rode her face from the other. Even here, away from her master, she was being used as a tool for pleasure. It was clear that Bitsy was the most submissive member of the twisted throuple that lived in this house, yet it appeared that Eliza was even beneath her in the hierarchy of submission. Eliza knew that thought should make her despair, but it only drove her faster toward the powerful orgasm she could feel rumbling through her. She was turned on by helpless submission now, with or without Gene involved. She was Lizzie, the submissive slut, and this was where she belonged: being used for sexual pleasure.
Based on the moans tearing from both Mitsy and Bitsy's mouths, they were on the razor's edge of orgasm as well. Eliza's hips squirmed against Mitsy's wet pussy, her tongue thrust and swirled into the tight little cunt pressed against her face. Filled with powerful submissive pleasure, Eliza's body tipped over the edge, lighting up with a blaze of sexual electricity. Every muscle strained and seized as she orgasmed, muffled moans pouring upward into Bitsy's juicy pussy, her own cunt spasming against the slick sex of another woman.
Bitsy whimpered her own release, reaching down to grasp Eliza's bouncing tits and grinding her hips downward, nearly suffocating Eliza with her wet heat. Mitsy climaxed last, accelerating the movement of her hips to a frantic speed as she grunted in dominant ecstasy, gripping Eliza's ankle for leverage.
Finally, after a long moment of overlapping orgasm, the three women collapsed back onto the grubby carpet, panting hot, harsh breaths. As they lay there, Bitsy snuggled in close to Eliza, gripping her arm and nuzzling her shoulder fondly. Maybe it should have felt odd to have Bitsy's hot, soft nudity pressed against her, but Eliza accepted it and the strange comfort it brought. When Eliza turned to look into Bitsy's lovely eyes, she was relieved to see that, despite the wild, uninhibited sex Mitsy had just orchestrated between them, there was still a silent determination burning there... as well as respect, undiminished by seeing how submissive Eliza could be. Eliza took comfort in that, even though there was no way to discuss their plan further with Mitsy around.
Mitsy giggled on her other side, sitting up and grinning at the two snuggling Cumbunnies. "Oooooh, looks like you two sparked a little connection, huh?" she asked with a snicker, her eyes darting hungrily over the warm, lovely flesh of Eliza and Biitsy pressed so close. "Well, maybe we will have to ask Coach if he is open to more playdates when he gets back. I think he would just love to see you two explore this little crush together."
Ah. Shit. It appeared that Mitsy still intended to tell CoachS all about her visit. Eliza thought quickly. She needed to somehow convince Mitsy to remain silent.
"Mitsy... I was hoping you might be able to keep my 'lesson' a secret," said Eliza cautiously.
Mitsy's wide, loopy smile remained, but her eyes once again glittered with suspicion. "But why should I do that, honey?" she asked sweetly. "Coach just loves it when his bunnies play with other girls. Why would I keep it from him?"
"If you tell Coach, he's going to brag to her master about it," said Bitsy, her voice confident, still staring into Eliza's eyes. "Lizzie's master will get embarrassed. You know Coach. He's going to make it sound like Gene can't handle training his bunny and needs outside help. Lizzie's master will punish her and she would never be allowed to do this again."
Eliza glanced over to Mitsy, whose eyes had now grown thoughtful. It was easy to tell that the blonde bimbo bunny didn't like the idea of keeping secrets from her master, but she'd enjoyed the session and accepted the logic that if she told CoachS, Lizzie might never be able to do this again. Maybe there was just a glimmer of sympathy there as well... Mitsy might be totally lost under her master's will, but that didn't mean she wanted to see Eliza suffer.
Finally, Mitsy grimaced and sighed. "Fine. Coach likes lesbian play, so we didn't do anything wrong. And if we did nothing wrong, then forgetting to mention it to him isn't working against him. But next time you come over, you need to get permission, ok, Lizzie?"
"Y-yes, of course," said Eliza gratefully. Bitsy got up next to her, motioning with a jerk of her head toward the kitchen and Eliza's discarded clothes. It was time to leave. Mitsy may have agreed to keep things a secret, but it was a tentative agreement. And besides, it wouldn't matter that they had convinced her to stay quiet if CoachS suddenly arrived home.
Eliza dressed as quickly as she could while Mitsy babbled inane small talk, as if they were three women meeting up for coffee instead of three sluts who had each other's juices drying on their lips and thighs.
Within a few minutes, Eliza was ready to go. Mitsy cheerfully waved goodbye, and Bitsy gave her one reassuring squeeze of her hand. With Mitsy right there, she couldn't tell Eliza that the plan was still on, but Eliza read the determination in her new ally's eyes.
When Eliza got back to the car, she chugged the rest of her tainted, lukewarm coffee, feeling the euphoria of Gene's cum hit her, blending with the golden afterglow of her orgasm. Today had been... insane. Maybe the implications for her future weren't good if she was this instinctively submissive now even without Gene. But Eliza felt more optimistic than she had for a long time. Her plan with Bitsy might be a huge risk for just the small reward of gaining more information, but she finally felt like she was making progress. And she had an ally in her corner now... A really cute ally, with a naughty little body and a tight, juicy pussy.
Eliza shook off that arousing thought and pulled away from the curb. She had to get home and cleaned up before David got back from work so that she could tell him all about how she had puttered around the house and spent the day reading.
...
Five minutes after the best fucking orgasm of her young life, Kim sat on the toilet in her workplace bathroom, hair a mess, eyes wild, and chest heaving. Her panties were soaked through, there were streaks of cum all down the front of her scrubs. She held a completely licked-clean sample cup in her hand.
Fuck.
Now that her mindless lust had cleared, Kim cursed herself for her stupidity. "Why couldn't I control my fucking sex drive for one fucking day?" she moaned in despair. She was totally screwed. Sperm samples, like any biological material, were carefully logged and tracked. She had logged the time when she placed Frank Penn's sperm sample in the fridge, so the system expected it to be there. It was supposed to get picked up tomorrow with all the other samples to go to the central processing lab for testing. And when the sample wasn't there... There were going to be a lot of questions that Kim didn't have good answers to.
She could try reporting it as an accidental spill. Mistakes happened after all, and it certainly wouldn't be the first time. But logging a spill would raise the logical question of why she was handling sperm samples all alone in the building after closing time. She began cooking up an elaborate scheme where she would pretend to make a spill tomorrow morning so she could log it then, but she kept running into issues. How could she publicly make a spill and clean it up without anyone noticing there was no semen? What if someone checked the sample fridge and saw the empty cup before she got the chance to do her act? It just wasn't going to work.
And when the bosses sensed something was up, they would check the security footage. And the footage would show Kim sniffing Frank's sperm, then taking the sample to the bathroom.
Fuck losing my job, I might actually get in criminal trouble for this.
But there was one possible solution, as distasteful as it might be. The easiest way to avoid consequences for her actions was to ensure that when the van came tomorrow to pick up the samples, Frank Penn's sample cup was full again. Kim took a deep breath and stilled her panic, carefully cleaning off her sperm-splattered top in the sink as best she could before returning to the front desk.
With a look of intense concentration, she pulled up Frank Penn's information on her computer and punched his contact number into her cell.
He answered on the second ring. "You've got Penn," he said in a voice just as obnoxious as Kim remembered from this morning.
Kim forced her voice back into calm, cheery, customer service mode as she said,
"Good evening, Mr. Penn. I'm afraid that there was a small issue with your sample, and we're going to need you to come back in tomorrow morning to make another donation."
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Chapter 7
It had been nearly a week since the threesome, and Collin finally felt like things were getting back to normal. It was an immense relief. Things had felt pretty awkward for a few days: the drama with Cassidy coming home late, Collin's strange sexual obsession with the fact that his wife had sex with someone else, the unspoken tension hanging between them. It was probably the biggest challenge their happy marriage had ever faced.
But all of those odd feelings of angst and tension had melted away like fog over the course of the week. The loving couple fell back into their rhythms, and their detour into sexual deviance seemed to be behind them. Collin patted himself on the back for his brilliant idea to tell his wife he thought the threesome was a good thing. It had made Cassidy feel less guilty, which made her treat Collin like she used to, which helped him to relax as well. One of the most helpful lies he had ever told, to be honest.
Collin was so relieved to have his usual warm relationship back with Cassidy that he hadn't even brought up the reciprocal threesome with Kelly. It wasn't something he forgot about... how could he, when that was the reason he had agreed to the threesome in the first place? But it could wait until they had both caught their breath. Right now, he was just relieved that a crisis had been averted.
But, although he and Cassidy had moved past the threesome, it still felt weird to sit in church the next Sunday morning and listen to Jack preach.
Collin watched, letting the sermon wash over him without really listening. Instead of paying attention to the specific words, he absorbed the tone and the energy of Jack's speech. The tall, handsome preacher stood at the front of the church, gesturing sharply, smiling broadly, and holding the audience in the palm of his hand. A true charismatic figure. And one that Collin couldn't help but envy. Collin glanced around at the congregation and saw rapt attention from everyone.
Kelly, as usual, was sitting with Collin and Cassidy in the same pew, since she couldn't very well sit with her husband while he was preaching. Kelly might be free-spirited in her private life, but she knew how to look the part of a preacher's wife when it mattered. She was wearing a lovely paisley blue Sunday dress with a modest cut that did its best to deemphasize her curvaceous figure, with only mixed success. She stared at her husband with a look of thoughtful seriousness as he spoke, tinged with clear admiration. It was easy to see the love in her eyes as Jack gave his charismatic sermon.
Collin just wished that Cassidy didn't look almost as enraptured as Kelly. His eyes flicked over stealthily to see his wife's wide blue eyes focused sharply on the man she had sex with just a few days before, her expression utterly rapt, her lips slightly parted.
Cassidy glanced away and caught Collin watching her and flashed him a sweet smile, hand finding his and squeezing gently.
He mentally kicked himself for thinking Cassidy's attention was anything but innocent. His imagination was running away with him... but he was still glad when the sermon ended and they moved on to a hymn. Collin wondered if he would read into his wife's expression every time she looked at Jack forever. Hopefully, that unfair suspicion would fade with time as well. He needed to be less insecure.
After the service, the congregation milled about, forming clusters of people talking and making plans and catching up with each other. Cassidy, as usual, put her head together with Kelly, chatting and laughing. Like nothing had changed. As if they hadn't had sex with each other. Collin suddenly couldn't wait to head home and hopefully put both the preacher and his wife out of his head and give himself another week to cool off. He saw Jack making his way, shaking hands and greeting people as he went, and excused himself to the bathroom. It still felt too early to smile and shake hands with the man who fucked his wife.
By the time he came back, it was clear Cassidy had been looking for him. She smiled and made her way across the lobby, and Collin was struck, like he often was, by her beauty. She was wearing a floral dress as well, a lovely powder blue with pink flowers printed across it. She looked fresh and lively and perfect, a shy smile lighting up her face as she reached him. Collin wanted nothing more in that moment than to take Cassidy home and see if she was interested in a little lazy Sunday afternoon love making.
Sadly, he was disappointed.
Cassidy gave him a light, chaste kiss, barely a brush of the lips (they were still in church after all), and said distractedly, "Honey, I'm going over to Kelly's for lunch today, ok? She can give me a ride back, so I'll see you a little later." She looked back over her shoulder at Kelly, who waved with a smile across the room.
Collin felt a sudden, reflexive twist of worry in his gut. His wife... going over to Kelly's house on her own. And, although she didn't mention it, presumably Jack would be there as well. Trying to keep his voice totally neutral, he asked, "You're going over alone? How come?"
Cassidy grimaced, cheeks reddening, and looked away. "Well... honestly, after... after this past week things have been awkward between Kelly and me. I'm sure you understand. I just want to spend some one-on-one time with her so that I can get back to normal with my best friend." Her voice was low and slightly strained, obviously finding it uncomfortable to discuss something even peripherally related to sex where other congregation members might hear her.
Collin nodded and felt a little sheepish. That made total sense. They had just done something incredibly intimate together, and it would probably take a while to adjust back into their old rhythm. And Collin had instantly assumed, or maybe just feared, that it was a sex thing. He was really going to have to watch that unfounded suspicion if he didn't want things to become awkward between him and Cassidy again.
"I understand," said Collin, hugging his wife close, then pushing aside his worries as hard as he could. "Go, have fun." He hesitated, not wanting to sound too clingy, then added, "Any idea when you'll be back?"
Cassidy shrugged, looking away, "No idea, honey. You know how Kelly can be. Once that tongue starts moving, it can go for hours."
Collin laughed dutifully, then Cassidy gave him one last squeeze and crossed the room to rejoin her friend, leaving her husband to drive home alone... reminding him uncomfortably (and unfairly) of when he drove home alone on the night of Jack's party.
...
Cassidy absently poked at the last bits of salad on her plate. The dining room felt hot and oppressive, even though the temperature was set to a nice cool seventy degrees. But Cassidy knew it wasn't because of the weather, the air conditioning, or even the warmth that had spilled in from the kitchen after Kelly had pulled out the baked chicken she'd made for lunch. It was because she was sitting with her two friends... alone... and the last time she'd been alone with them...
Flashes of Jack thrusting inside her pussy. Of Kelly kissing her. The feeling of her warm lips and tongue. Of seeing Kelly lapping at her pussy. The feeling of Jack pounding inside her and flooding her vagina with his married seed. The intensity of lustful looks and touches and kisses and bites and desire. It was an epileptic flashing, strobe light of memories and sensations that made Cassidy shiver, her skin breaking out in goosebumps and heat pooling between her thighs.
She shook off the memories. Not because she didn't enjoy remembering, but because she needed to focus on the now. There was one reason why she was here... and it wasn't the reason she'd told Collin. At least... not the whole reason.
Ever since the birthday party, Kelly and Cassidy had been texting back and forth. Discussing feelings. Events. Desires. Kelly had made it abundantly clear that she and Jack would love to have Cassidy back in their bedroom again. And if she and Collin were willing, then... maybe they could make it more of a... regular thing.
Kelly was still aware of the vague promise she and Cassidy had made of a reciprocal threesome for Collin, and Kelly was still willing to fulfill that promise. Though Kelly felt it should be a special event, much like it had been for Jack. But Collin's birthday wasn't until after Christmas. There didn't seem to be any other time that felt special enough for them to entertain the idea. Plus, Collin hadn't even mentioned it. Maybe he'd forgotten?
Part of Cassidy hoped he had. As selfish as it was, and she knew that the thought was extremely selfish, she didn't want to share her husband. Collin was special. He was hers. The idea of seeing him... with Kelly... it just sent her mind reeling and her stomach twisting with jealousy. She knew it wasn't fair. Collin had consented to Cassidy engaging in extramarital fun, so it was only right that he get to enjoy it too...
But she just couldn't shake the hypocritical jealousy. It probably said something bad about her, but she didn't want to face it or dive into the psychological implications. For now, better to just put off thinking about it... until Collin's birthday at least.
At the same time... she wanted more. She wanted to continue exploring this new... dynamic. Cassidy had discovered so much about sex that night and morning. And after... with Kelly, masturbating together... new, exciting feelings were stirring inside her, and she didn't want to ignore them. So she'd texted with Kelly and, though she hadn't outright said it, she'd alluded to the idea that she'd be interested in joining the couple again. And... this was the big problem... she had told Kelly that Collin was willing.
She hadn't even discussed the threesome with Collin. Not after that initial night. Collin seemed content to forget about it. And he was respecting her desire not to talk about it. If she couldn't talk to him honestly about how the first threesome made her feel, how could she bring up the topic of another? Cassidy just wasn't sure that Collin would understand how she felt. He would think that this was about replacing him, or that she didn't enjoy sex together, when that wasn't it at all.
She knew that telling Kelly that Collin was ok with another threesome was a lie. A big one... but...
"Hon, you okay? You look a little pale." Kelly was coming over to pick up the dishes, but stopped and gently put the back of her hand to Cassidy's forehead. "You're not getting sick, are you?" She was genuinely concerned, looking down at her friend with a worried expression.
Cassidy smiled. "No...no, sorry, just... being a little flighty. I think I just need some water." She grabbed her glass and started sipping, trying to settle her stomach.
Kelly hovered for a moment, gauging the sincerity of Cassidy's words before nodding and grabbing her mostly empty plate and taking it to the kitchen. Jack, sitting on the other side of the table, watched his wife go, her blue skirt swishing along the backs of her thighs, then turned back to Cassidy. "Sure you're okay?" He leaned forward, elbows on the table, fingers threaded together, looking concerned.
Cassidy nodded. "Yeah. Fine. Sorry."
"No need to be sorry. I know... well, I'm sure things are a little awkward right?" He chuckled, and even though he seemed at ease, there was a little strain in his voice.
"Yeah." Cassidy sighed and slumped a little in her chair. "It is..."
Jack nodded. "Yeah... um... so..."
Kelly came back in and stood next to Jack's chair. "Are you two really being this awkward? We're adults. We can talk about this." She put her hands on her hips. "We had sex. And it was fantastic. None of us are denying that, right?"
Jack rubbed at temples. "Yes, dear. I know we should be more mature about this, but that doesn't mean it's not awkward."
Rolling her eyes, Kelly patted Jack on the shoulder and then took her seat again. "Well, let's just push that awkwardness away. We had a threesome. It was fun. We want more. Right?" This question was directed at Cassidy, Kelly turning to give her friend a questioning look.
Cass bit her lip and looked away. The answer was yes. A thousand times yes. But... she still felt guilty that she was lying to Collin. Was she really going to be one of those wives who cheated on her husband? It wasn't like Collin wasn't fulfilling their marriage. He was everything she wanted and more than she deserved, but... sitting across from Jack and Kelly, even if it was greedy, she found she wanted more.
"Yeah." Cassidy finally squeaked, taking another sip of water.
"And Collin is okay with this? Does he need us to text him or call him, or anything?" Jack asked. In the discussions that Kelly and Cassidy had had over the last week, Kelly had been adamant that Jack wasn't trying to take Cassidy away from her husband. He didn't think Collin was weak or pathetic or not managing to please Cass in bed. He respected Collin. The last thing he wanted to do was barge into their life and ruin things. Sex was great, but a trusting, loving marriage was forever.
"Y...yeah. He's good with it. But...no, he doesn't... um, I mean he's okay with it, but he doesn't want to talk about it. Does that make sense? I think he just wants it to kinda... remain quiet. Like it's separate from everything." Cassidy bit her lip thoughtfully. It wasn't a complete lie, but there was hardly any truth in it either.
Jack nodded and sighed with relief. "Yeah. I can understand that. Don't want to accidentally say something around the wrong people. And, Lord knows how people eavesdrop and gossip at church. The last thing we need is someone catching wind of this... arrangement." It was cute to see Jack blush. He wasn't ashamed of what they were doing but it was clear he was somewhat embarrassed, maybe feeling a little guilty or hypocritical.
"Great!" Kelly clapped her hands. "So..." Suddenly the confident and charismatic woman seemed at a loss for words. "Um... what do we... do now?"
The three went silent, sitting at the table, looking at each other curiously. Nervously. The silence lasted a full two minutes before they all burst out laughing at the same time. It was utterly absurd that they were sitting here, experienced adults, and didn't know how to initiate sex.
Jack laughed with the rest, but, as usual, the charismatic preacher knew just what to do to ease the situation. His dominant instincts took over as he turned to his wife and said, "Angel, our guest looks a little lonely over there all by herself... why don't you move a little closer?"
"She does look a little lonely, doesn't she?" said Kelly with a wink to Cassidy, getting up from the table and making her way around to pull up a chair much closer to her friend. Cassidy gulped, feeling a pleasant heat awaken low in her belly as Kelly scooted close, almost close enough to touch. She had been chatting with her best friend lightly and easily just a few minutes before, but now that they were about to have sex, she saw Kelly differently.
The deep scent of Kelly's Gardenia perfume washed over Cassidy now that she was close. Her long, wavy dark hair fell loosely down her shoulders as she leaned in toward Cassidy, her dark eyes sparkling with warm interest, and her soft lips curving upward into one of her usual naughty smiles.
Kelly's so sexy.
Cassidy was used to thinking that her friend was attractive in a platonic, supportive way, but seeing her as an object of desire was still new and strange, despite the threesome. But even if it was strange, Cassidy wanted more of the butterflies filling her stomach as Kelly stared into her eyes.
"You're so nervous, honey!" said Kelly with a little giggle, placing a warm hand on Cassidy's arm and rubbing softly and teasingly, raising goosebumps all over Cassidy's body. "Don't be nervous, Cass. We had fun last time, didn't we?"
"I know, I know," said Cassidy with a little laugh. "Don't tease me! I'm just a boring vanilla wife. This doesn't come naturally to me." She really was excited, but she couldn't help but be a little nervous about taking this plunge. Last time was supposed to be a one-time thing, and that's why she told herself that the first threesome didn't really say anything about who she was. But what did this time mean? Who was she now that she was here, ready for another threesome? And this time, without Collin knowing... No. I can't think about that right now. That's a problem for later. Now she really did feel like she was getting in her head.
"Cassidy," said Jack in a firm, deep voice, snapping Cassidy out of her spiraling thoughts and making her look up across the table, where the handsome, smiling preacher was leaning forward with warm eyes and one of his winning smiles. "Stay with us, ok? I can tell you're feeling a bit uncomfortable, so let's try something. For the next few minutes, I want you to do whatever I say. Of course, you don't have to do anything you don't want to, but I think it might be easier if I'm in charge for now and you don't need to think too hard about how to act. Does that sound alright?"
Jack's words were deep and firm, his eyes steady on hers. That pleasant warmth spreading through Cassidy's belly suddenly felt even warmer. He was just so... confident. Solid and steady, like a rock. Even hearing his voice, some of Cassidy's frazzled nerves settled. It was a little strange to play a sort of Simon Says as a start to a threesome, but for some reason, the idea of Jack being in charge sounded kind of appealing.
"Yeah," said Cassidy with a shy smile. "Why don't we try it?"
"Good," said Jack warmly. He had seen during their threesome that Cassidy might have a bit of a submissive streak. One that probably never came up in her sex life with her husband. This was his way of gently exploring that tendency. How would Cassidy like it if he was the one in charge? Early signs were promising; she was staring at him, beautiful blue eyes wide and eager, biting her plump lower lip with anticipation.
"Kelly looks great today, doesn't she, Cass?" asked Jack, his voice low and soothing.
Cassidy looked to her side, once again taking in the sight of her beautiful friend, who stared back with flirty heat in her eyes. "She does," agreed Cassidy. She felt her arousal swelling inside her, her pulse quickening.
"Give her a kiss," said Jack, the command clear in his voice.
Cassidy hesitated, but only for a second. Now that Jack was in charge, it felt a lot easier to lean forward into her friend's personal space and softly press her lips to Kelly's. Her heart fluttered at the sensation. The feeling of Kelly's soft, feminine lips on hers. The smell of her perfume. The heat of her best friend's body, so close they were practically touching, but not quite, except at their lips.
Kelly made a soft, "Mmmm" of approval, her arms wrapping around Cassidy to hold her, her tongue slipping out to softly, lightly tease Cassidy's. It felt so different from kissing men, but it made Cassidy's heart beat just as fast. Her tongue slipped out a little further, and now it was fully tangling with Kelly's, slipping against each other in a sensual dance that turned the heat inside Cassidy into a flame.
"Let me tell you a secret about my wife, Cassidy," said Jack, watching the two girls kiss with avid concentration, his cock already nearly bursting out of his pants beneath the table. "She just loves it when I play with her breasts while we kiss. I want you to do that now. We need to get her as horny as we can, don't we?"



Kelly rolled her eyes at her husband's blunt description of her sexual preferences, but pulled Cassidy back into a kiss while arching her back to present her breasts to Cassidy's hands. Cassidy reached up... and closed her hands over her friend's big, soft breasts. More new sexual territory for Cassidy to explore... breasts were another thing she had never really considered an object of lust. But now that she had her hands on her best friend's big, firm breasts, she had to admit that they felt good in her hands.
It couldn't have felt that stimulating for Kelly; after all, she was wearing a bra and her dress. But the curvy, sultry brunette still cooed appreciatively into Cassidy's mouth as they continued their passionate kiss, pressing her chest forward into Cassidy's rubbing, squeezing hands.
Their kiss deepened, hands wandering. Even with all their clothes on, the feel of hands on Kelly's chest, of Kelly's hands finding their way to Cassidy's sides, was electrifying. Kelly's delicate hands slid up over the soft fabric of Cassidy's dress and found her friend's breasts, smaller and a little more firm than her own, but equally sensitive and beautiful. Even through her clothes, Cassidy felt the rub of Kelly's thumbs as they explored and found the little protruding nubs of her nipples.
Cassidy's mouth opened slightly in a soft gasp, and with the intake of breath, Kelly immediately pushed her tongue between her lips, tangling with Cassidy's warmth and forcing their mouths open wider. The somewhat erotic, yet chaste kiss became more passionate and wet.
Jack sat watching as if he were an executive watching a multimillion-dollar presentation. All his attention was on the two beautiful women, sitting close and touching, kissing. An intoxicating feeling of power rushed through him. He'd seen a few porn videos with a similar scenario. The businessman, or just the man in charge, watching as two women engaged with each other for his entertainment and pleasure. The scene was familiar enough in his mind that he knew how he could progress things, make the scenario more and more erotic, until he eventually joined in on the fun. The idea of his life becoming a real porn was... taboo for sure. But thrilling too.
"Why don't you slip the straps of her dress down, Kel... let's see if she dressed appropriately for today's... lunch." Jack smiled playfully and wickedly.
Kelly glanced over at her husband as Cassidy's lips pulled away. Her friend's eyes were fluttering, her cheeks red, breathing heavily and hot. "Yeah? You wanna see the pretty underwear our friend wore?" Kelly teased with a smile.
Cassidy's eyes fluttered open. "Oh...uh..." But before she could say anything else, Kelly was slowly pulling down the sleeves of her floral dress. It slipped along her shoulders, revealing pastel purple bra straps. As she sat watching her friend ease the top of her dress down, Cassidy bit her lip nervously. Kelly gently pulled the top down over Cassidy's chest, revealing a cute floral bra, purple and blue flowers all over the cotton fabric.
"Ooo, how fitting for a florist." Kelly chuckled, settling the dress just below Cassidy's chest. Her hand moved along the soft cup, and then she met Cassidy's gaze. "Wear this for us? Or just to match your dress?"
"Um..." Cassidy stammered. "I...b...both...um...it's the sexiest thing I could find..."
Kelly giggled and rubbed her hands over Cassidy's bare arms. "Seriously, hon, you and I need to go shopping and get you some more... fancy underwear. I'm sure Collin would appreciate it just as much as Jack and I. And of course, my closet is always open for you to raid."
Cassidy flushed. "Well, I know we're close to the same size, but your bras don't exactly fit..."
Kelly stood and put her hands on her waist, grinning. "Oh? We are pretty close to the same size, hun. Maybe a cup off or so." She looked over to Jack. "Honey? Don't you think we are comparable? Boob wise I mean." Kelly leaned forward just enough to flash a tiny bit of cleavage that the modest dress would allow and shook her tits at him like an exotic dancer might.
"Hmmm, I don't know," said Jack playfully, looking thoughtful. "I think I might need to get a better view to be sure. Cassidy, undress my wife. I think we both want to get a better look at her tits."
Kelly rolled her eyes and smiled, "Undress me. Like I'm a doll." Sticking out her tongue at Jack, she turned back to Cassidy with a grin. "Well... want me to be your dress up... or rather, dress down doll?"
Cassidy chuckled and looked back at Jack, who was clearly eyeing her floral bra. "I guess I can..."
Turning around, Kelly pulled her hair away from her neck over her shoulder, exposing the zipper on her dress. Cassidy shakily reached up and took hold of the zipper. This really shouldn't have been all that scandalous. She'd helped Kelly get dressed and undressed dozens of times for parties and such, but this was definitely different. First of all... they had an audience. Feeling Jack watching them eagerly as Cassidy began to pull the zipper down, slowly exposing Kelly's smooth, warm skin and the straps of her bra.
As Kelly's underwear came into view, Cassidy couldn't help but giggle. Kelly was wearing a set of floral lingerie as well, also in purples and blues, although Kelly's version was much more see-through and sexy.
Kelly gave her friend a grin and a wink over her shoulder, wiggling her hips to help drop the dress to her ankles as she said, "I guess great minds think alike, don't they, Cass? I just wanted to wear something my favorite little flower girl would enjoy." When the dress was off, she kicked it nimbly to the side and turned, her sheer bra displaying her hardening nipples to Cassidy's wide eyes. "Well," she murmured, reaching over to gently ease her friend's dress down as well. "Was I on the money, Cass? Do you like my undies?"
Cassidy shivered as her dress fell to her feet as well, leaving her in her much more conservative, but still pretty, bra and panties. Her face colored as she realized she had been staring at her friend's breasts for far too long. "Y-yes," she murmured, managing to tear her eyes away and meet Kelly's hit, coffee-hued eyes. "You're gorgeous. I mean, they're gorgeous... The whole thing is..."
Kelly silenced her babbling with another soft kiss, her warm hands now resting lightly on Cassidy's naked hips. "I'm glad you like them," said Kelly in a voice both affectionate and amused.
"I like them too," said Jack on the other side of the table. "But I think they would look even better on the floor. Help each other out, ladies. We were comparing tits, remember?"
Kelly shot him an unimpressed glance. "Barbarian,' she muttered with a fond shake of her head. "Sorry, dear, looks like the big man says the matching bras need to go. You get mine, and I'll get yours." With that, she reached behind Cassidy's back unceremoniously and began unclasping her bra. Cassidy hurried to do her part as well, reaching behind her friend's back to fumble with the clasps. She was more used to unhooking hers from the other direction, so it took her a second longer than Kelly, but a few moments later, the bras fell loose, leaving the two friends topless together in Jack and Kelly's dining room.
Jack grinned at the sight, his excitement and anticipation swelling up inside him until he thought he might burst. Their first threesome had been bittersweet in a way because, no matter how fun it was, Jack was certain it would be a one-time deal. But now, as he saw his wife and her sexy friend topless, face to face, staring at each other with naked lust as their nipples hardened in the warm summery air, everything seemed to be bursting with possibility. This wasn't a one-time thing anymore. It was the start of a new arrangement that he was immensely excited about. And it was about time he was involved directly, since the ladies were obviously warmed up. "Come here, you two," he said with a beckoning finger, his voice low and commanding. "I want to get a close-up look."
Kelly laughed and took Cassidy by the hand, pulling her closer. Cassidy bit her lip, just a bit embarrassed by the whole idea of her breasts being compared to Kelly's. She could never compete with Kelly's big, round breasts, and it felt a little unfair to make her try. She had trouble keeping her eyes off Kelly's lightly bouncing breasts as they made their way around the table to her husband.
Jack's wife walked sexily and provocatively, while Cassidy followed her a little nervously, almost tripping over her feet as they walked to the other side of the table. Kelly directed Cassidy to go to the opposite side of Jack's chair so that they stood with him in the middle, looking down at him with their breasts at his eye level.
Cassidy's were lovely and perky, with little hard pink nipples and areolas about the size of quarters. Kelly's were similar but more teardrop-shaped, with larger areolas of a darker pink tint. Jack looked from one woman to the other, and, after a moment of excited hesitation, reached out and wrapped his arms around each girl's waist, pulling them closer.
"Well, I have to say... They look beautiful." The ladies stepped closer, waists pressing to Jack's sides and their breasts in his face, nipples rubbing against each other. Jack immediately began to kiss along the slope of Kelly's breast, then alternated to Cassidy's.
The room filled with soft whispering moans as Jack began to indulge himself, rubbing and kissing all over the tits in his face, the luckiest man on earth. His hands wrapped around both ladies' waists and slowly moved down to cup their ass cheeks and squeeze, feeling the fascinating difference between Kelly's softer bottom and Cassidy's more petite firm ass.
Kelly moaned through an excited smile, asking her husband with a raised eyebrow, "So... what do you think, oh wise judge? About the same size, right?"
Jack released Kelly's stiff nipple from his mouth, now shiny with saliva. "Hard to say, ask me again in five minutes," he joked with a wolfish grin, and immediately turned his head to suck one of Cassidy's nipples into his mouth. Kelly rolled her eyes again and smiled over at Cassidy, who was biting her lip hard to avoid whimpering from the intense feeling of Jack's tongue on her nipple.
"I'm starting to think this guy is more interested in playing with our breasts than comparing them," Kelly said dryly. "But I guess I can't blame him that much. It really does look fun..." Cassidy had just a second of warning as Kelly licked her lips, then her best friend dipped her head and seized Cassidy's other nipple between her lips, lashing it with her hot, wet tongue as she applied gentle suction. Cassidy couldn't hold her moans back anymore and raised her hands to pull the married couple into her breasts, suddenly double-teamed by the pleasure of their teasing mouths. All of her earlier shyness was now forgotten. She needed more. Her poor pussy burned with a deep need for sensation.
It felt like Jack took the words right out of her mouth when he straightened up, gave both ladies a playful spank on their backsides, and said, "Let's move this to the bedroom, shall we?" in his brisk, confident voice.
In a giggling, excited rush, the three lovers made their way down the hall, Jack shedding his clothes as he went, so that by the time he reached the bed, he was totally naked. As he sat on the edge of the bed, Cassidy took a moment to really soak in the sight of his naked body. Jack was a little older than she and Collin, but he was clearly a man who took care of himself. He was all toned muscle, tanned skin, and light body hair that gave his lean form a rugged, masculine touch. But maybe most attractive of all was the well-shaped cock standing up stiffly from his crotch.
Jack turned to Kelly with a warm expression, but a hint of authority in his voice as he said, "Angel, I want you to kneel for me. Worship your man's cock."
Cassidy was expecting a sassy quip, but this time, Kelly just murmured, "Yes, sir," in a low, sultry voice, swiftly kneeling between her husband's knees and beginning to gently kiss his cock up and down its shaft.
Cassidy was so horny from the light foreplay that she showed no hesitation this time, moving forward to joining her friend. But, to her surprise, Jack held up a finger, stopping her. "Ah, Ah, Ah, Cass," he said firmly, shaking a finger teasingly, "I want you to wait for now. Sit over there..." He pointed to a nearby chair. "...and watch how Kelly pleases me."
For a minute, Cassidy was confused. She stood behind Kelly, watching her friend slowly kissing all over the thick member in front of her. Kelly's breath came out in soft little groans. Tongue darting out to lick along the thick vein. The curvy brunette brushed back her hair and kissed sensually along the tip of Jack's cock as he watched her with a loving smile. Then he looked up and met Cassidy's gaze.
"Cass. I said, go sit." His voice was firm, but not mean.
Cassidy swallowed hard and stared at Jack, then slowly retreated to the high-backed chair in the corner of the room and sat down, her knees together and her arms crossed over her breasts, suddenly embarrassed and feeling like the delinquent student made to sit in the corner.
"Not like that." Jack started running his fingers through his wife's hair, guiding her along his throbbing cock. "Legs open, Cass. Show me those pretty panties. Feel free to touch yourself a little, but only over your undies, not under." He gave her a playful wink, then looked back down at Kelly as she stared up into his eyes, rubbing her soft lips slowly along the sides of his member.
Cassidy did as she was told, spreading her legs wide and rubbing her fingers lightly over the surface of her panties, watching Kelly's loving and sensual worship of her husband's cock. It felt good to have a little stimulation, and watching Kelly's talented blowjob was a deeply erotic sight. But she couldn't help feeling a growing sense of frustration as Kelly closed her lips around Jack's swollen head and began bobbing her head slow and deep.
Why had Jack made her sit by herself? Why had they invited her over just to place her in a corner and have sex as a married couple? Cassidy wanted to be there with her friend, kneeling at Jack's feet, helping to suck his cock. The feeling of her fingers over the cloth of her panties was more frustrating than satisfying, and as she sat rubbing herself, watching the sultry blowjob and trying to be patient, Cassidy finally couldn't help but let out a little huff of annoyance.
"Am I just going to sit here?" She kept her legs open, a finger gliding along the cotton floral pattern of her panties tight against her pussy.
Jack looked over at Cassidy with an arrogant grin. "Well, what is it you want to do, Cass?" He kept his hand in his wife's hair and slowly pulled her down, down, down, his cock sliding past her warm lips and into Kelly's throat.
Cassidy watched, eyes a little wide and cheeks blushing, realizing she sounded like a petulant child. Her finger stopped its movement and she swallowed a sudden lump in her throat.
"Cass. I didn't tell you to stop rubbing." Jack's hand gripped Kelly's hair and as he locked eyes with Cassidy, he moved his wife a bit more firmly up and down, guiding her to take his cock deeper.
Gluk glug glug ulk gluglk. Kelly moaned around her husband as he moved her, not letting her get accustomed to his size in her mouth and throat. Her cheeks puffed. Spit dripped from her lips and down her chin.
"Do you want me to do this to you, Cass? Hm? Do you want to be Kelly right now? Swallowing my married dick?" Jack was grinning, a playful but dominant shadow to his lips.
Cassidy stared at her friend being used. Jack wasn't moving Kelly too fast or hard, but his hand was firm and tangled in her hair as he pushed her to swallow over and over in a rhythm that Cassidy's heartbeat quickly synced to.
"Answer me, Cass," demanded Jack in a low, expectant voice. Cassidy couldn't take her eyes off the sloppy blowjob, breathing out, "Yessss" as her fingers pressed needily against the surface of her panties.
"Then you'll have to ask me properly," said Jack. Now Cassidy's eyes did manage to tear themselves away to flick upward and meet his. He was still the same, kind, warm man that Cassidy knew, but there was a hint of steel in his eyes now. An expectation that he would be obeyed.
Cassidy gulped at the intensity of his stare, a twinge of arousal shooting through her. "Ummm, Jack, can I..."
"Wrong, Cassidy," said Jack, cutting her off. He didn't sound mad, just confident and decisive. "If you want to join Kelly, I want to hear you say 'Please sir, may I suck your married cock.'"
Cassidy stared at him in disbelief for a second, not sure if he was serious or not. He was, she could see it in his eyes. Cassidy shook her head, confused. "Jack, I... I don't really use that kind of language for a man's p-penis, and as for calling you 'sir'..." She trailed off, confused. The idea of speaking to a man like that during sex felt... strange to her. Collin and she had always been complete equals in bed, and calling Jack something like that felt like she was putting herself beneath him in a way. Oddly, the idea wasn't unpleasant, just new and foreign and a little scary.
Jack shrugged, turning back to his wife. "That's fine, Cass. You can enjoy the view then. Because you aren't allowed to join your friend until I hear those words from your sweet lips."
Cassidy stared at the couple. Kelly easily and eagerly letting her husband fuck her mouth. The wet, slick, sloppy sounds reached her ears and made her own pussy warm, the finger she was rubbing up and down along the cameltoe in her panties becoming damp.
This was new. So new. Sure, she'd had a threesome, but that had been... different. Now, Jack was asserting authority. Dictating the terms. Was she really going to go along with this? Then again, isn't that why she'd said yes? Why she was going behind Collin's back...? No! No, she couldn't think of that. Not right now. It was selfish, but... she had to do this. She WANTED to do this.
"J...Jack..." She started.
Jack pulled Kelly off his cock. She gasped softly, panting as she glanced over to her friend. "Sir, Cass. Call him sir. In the bedroom... right now... he's our master."
Cassidy's eyes widened and... oh dear lord her pussy was so wet!
Jack stared at Cass with victorious eyes.
"I...um..." Cassidy cleared her throat. "Um... s...sir. P... Please sir. Can...may I, uh... may I s...suck your pen...um...your cock." She was trembling like a little flower in a storm.
Jack's smile was like the sun coming out after a rainy day, and Cassidy couldn't help but feel pleased at his approval. "Good girl. That was an excellent first time. Come here, Cass."
Cassidy gratefully got up from the chair and hurried forward, but before she could kneel down, Jack stopped her again. "One second, darling. Don't worry, you'll get to suck my cock in a second. You earned it... but first, pull down those panties. Give Kelly and me a good look at our new lover."
Cassidy blushed hotly at the demand, but bit her lip hard and hooked her thumbs through her panties, slowly slipping them down her thighs, revealing her smooth, tight little pussy to Jack and Kelly's eager eyes once again. She had freshly shaved again just this morning. Now that Cassidy knew that Jack preferred shaven pussies, it only felt right to prepare to meet him again after all.
"Spread your legs," demanded Jack, his eyes sharp and hungry. "I want to get a better look."
With a little whimper, Cassidy spread her legs further and reached down to part her lips for good measure, revealing just how aroused she had become, puffy and leaking with desire. Kelly, caught her breath and, red faced from her blowjob, looked up at Cassidy with a teasing little smirk. "Oh, honey... did you get turned on just from obeying my husband?"



Cassidy blushed further, looking away and saying defensively, "No! Well, maybe a little, but I was watching your blowjob and touching myself too, it wasn't just..."
Kelly laughed and pulled Cassidy down beside her. "It's ok, silly!" she said affectionately, hugging her friend close. "I get turned on by being submissive, too. Sometimes at least. And you can trust Jack. He would never push you too hard."
"Trust me, Cass," Jack reassured her, putting a gentle hand on the back of her head and then putting his other hand on the back of Kelly's. "Now... have a nice kiss in front of my dick." He pulled them together, closer and closer in front of his throbbing cock.
Kelly's eyes met Cassidy's, and she smiled. "My pleasure..." She whispered and let their lips meet. Slowly kissing each other, Jack's hand making the contact firmer.
After a long, slow minute of kissing, Jack pulled them gently apart, then drew them towards his dripping cock. "Now... get to work." He leaned back a little, hands still on their heads, and guided them to either side of his cock to begin worshipping its length. Licking slowly. Kissing and sucking gently, as if trying to give his cock a hickey.
The girls gave in to pleasure. Breathing warm and heavy, kissing up and down Jack's thick, throbbing cock. Letting their tongues run up to the tip and swirl around it, tangling together in obscene kisses. They took turns sucking the tip of Jack's cock, but when they tried to go deeper, he pulled them off. "Just the tip. You need to earn any more than that. Please my cockhead, girls. Lick all over it. I want this superior dick dripping with your fucking spit." Jack's confidence was growing as his arousal took over and a great deal of blood rushed from one head to the other.
Kelly gazed over at her friend with excitement bubbling up inside her as they sloppily kissed and sucked her husband's throbbing cock. She had always sort of assumed that Cassidy had a submissive streak. She was just so shy and sweet and hesitant. It felt good to confirm her suspicion, but it felt even better to help her friend unlock a whole new type of sexual pleasure. Jack was an excellent Dom, and Cassidy couldn't ask for a better teacher on how to sexually submit in a fun, safe environment.
And if Kelly and Cassidy submitted to her loving husband together? Well, that just sounded like even more fun.
"Do you want to suck my cock deeper, Cass? Do you want me to use your mouth like I did to Kelly?" Jack asked, gently lifting Cassidy's chin with his fingers to make her look him in the eyes.
"Yes..." said Cassidy, her eyes hazy with lust, her chest heaving with passion. Jack was about to correct her, but Cassidy realized her own mistake. "Yes... sir." It looked like she was a quick learner in the art of submission.
"Then I need to hear you ask nicely. What do you say when you want to suck my cock?"
The words came to her more easily this time.
"Please sir, may I suck your married cock?" she asked in a heated whisper.
Cassidy was panting like an eager, primal animal. It happened so fast. The lust overtaking her. Kneeling like this with her friend in front of Jack. His dominating presence and words. The heat of the room. The smell of arousal. Sweat. Kelly leaned in and kissed along Cassidy's jaw for a second, then nipped at her earlobe.
"Remember," Kelly whispered reassuringly, "no means no. Stop means stop. Just have fun, honey." Her hand drifted to Cassidy's bald mound and gently caressed it, feeling its wet heat radiating out onto her fingers.
Cassidy reached down in return, her hand slipping into Kelly's panties and feeling her slick nude cunt. "God." She whispered as Kelly kissed her mouth.
"Like it?" Kelly asked. For a moment, Jack was forgotten, sitting and watching the girls. He let go of their hair and observed this new interaction while lightly stroking his cock, eager to let it play out and not wanting to interrupt.
"Kel...it feels so good..." They kissed warmly, slowly. Lips slick against each other, eyes closed as they just bathed in the sensation of each other.
"You've seen it before. Felt it..." Kelly pushed a finger inside Cassidy, and her friend whimpered at the sudden penetration.
"Kelly...fuck...I love it...the feel...you look so beautiful..."
Kelly put her hand on the back of Cassidy's neck and pulled her in for a deeper, romantic kiss. "You too." She breathed between their pressing lips, her finger slowly pushing in and out of Cassidy.
Cassidy began to do the same. Her finger slid inside Kelly, making the front of her panties bulge out along the back of Cassidy's hand as they began to please each other. They made out, kissing hard and deep and needy.
"I love your pussy," Kelly moaned.
"Fuck, I love feeling you." Cassidy whispered.
"You can touch it whenever you want. See it...just ask... fuck, I want to send you naughty pictures Cass." Kelly giggled and Cassidy joined in as they continued to kiss and touch, pulling closer, their breasts rubbing against each other.
When Cassidy looked into Kelly's warm brown eyes, she felt like she used to when she got a crush on a cute boy. Cassidy savored the feeling of her teasing hands all over her body, the warmth of her best friend's skin pressing against her. Butterflies in the stomach, quickening heartbeat, and a sort of swooning happiness just to be here with her. It was all so new and intriguing. She pressed her lips even tighter into a kiss, and Kelly kissed back hard. Whatever was building between them was based on their foundation of deep friendship, but the new sexual dimension was more exciting than Cassidy could bear.
Finally, Kelly pulled away and winked at Cassidy, nodding toward her husband and cheekily commenting, "There. You've had your revenge on the big, bad bully up there. Made him sit and watch while we had our fun. Now... are you ready to suck that thick married cock you begged for?"
Cassidy looked back at the big, throbbing cock still looming over the two playing women and felt another surge of helpless lust. "Yes," she said simply, in a tone of absolute certainty. The soft, playful, feminine attraction between her and Kelly was incredible, but Cassidy knew for certain that she didn't just like girls. She still had a deep, burning hunger for rough, dominant male passion as well.
Kelly tenderly brushed loose strands of Cassidy's hair back behind her ear as her friend took Jack's cock in her hands, positioning herself to suck it just as she had asked to.
"Did you like the way I sucked my husband's cock when you were watching earlier?" asked Kelly, whispering close and warm in Cassidy's ear.
"It looked hot," admitted Cassidy, her eyes focused on the hot, throbbing cock in her hand. "Like you really knew what you were doing." She kissed Jack's cock gently, then extended her tongue to lick up the length of his shaft, preparing herself mentally for a deep, submissive blowjob.
"I'll teach you," said Kelly, kissing Cassidy's ear. "I'm an expert at pleasing my husband's cock at this point... but now you need to become one as well. If you're going to be our lover, you need to know everything about serving this perfect cock. Whenever he wants...understand?" Kelly licked along the edge of Cassidy's ear, teasing her with her words and tongue.
"Yeah..." Cassidy whispered before pressing her soft lips to Jack's frenulum.
Cassidy felt a shudder of arousal pulse through her at the word. Lover. Is that what she was going to be for Jack and Kelly? She hadn't been completely sure if this was going to be just one last minor mistake before she quit forever... but now she wasn't sure if she wanted to quit at all. Maybe she wanted to explore this relationship further. To become an expert at pleasing Jack.
And Kelly.
Jack leaned back, legs open wide and hands holding him up on the bed as he watched. His wife knew what to do. Not that they had much experience with threesomes, but she had learned over many years how to properly please him and to submit when they played power and submission games in bed. Now she was going to teach another woman all she had learned... and it was a fantasy come true.
Gathering Cassidy's hair into her hand so it was out of her face, Kelly gently guided her friend to press her lips a bit more firmly. "Butterfly kisses and needy kisses, Cass. Light and then firm," she instructed.
Cassidy did as Kelly said, brushing her lips along the length of Jack's cock softly and then again along the same path more firmly, letting her mouth press and gently suck, pulling at his taut skin, the warmth and slick shaft still covered in Kelly's saliva.
"Good..." Kelly's voice was gentle and seductive, but also caring. "Make sure to look up at him. The best part of a blow job is looking into your man's eyes. Showing him you're his, submitting, wanting to please him. Watch his face. Read the signs of pleasure. Use it as a guide."
Pretty eyes looking up at Jack, Cassidy ran the tip of her tongue along the base of his cock and trailed it up and up to the tip, a little bead of pre-cum sticking to its pointed tip and stretching as she moved away.
"Beautiful, Honey." Kelly whispered, kissing Cassidy's temple.
"Yeah..." Jack started, but Kelly gave him a sharp look.
"Stay quiet for now, babe," she hissed. "Let me do my job and you'll get all the pleasure you want. But I'm the one taking care of Cassidy right now. So..." She ran her fingers along her lips, miming a zipper.
Jack was a bit taken aback, but he smiled at the fierce look of protection he saw in his wife's gaze. Fair enough. It looked like class was in session, so he stayed quiet and allowed himself to be used for instruction.
Kelly looked back to Cassidy, her free hand going to cup one of her friend's tits and delicately squeeze it as she continued licking and kissing all along her husband's length. "Good. Oh, you're doing so good, honey. So beautiful." Kelly's words were dripping with sincerity and erotic need.
Cassidy couldn't help herself. She pulled away from Jack's cock for a moment, lips glistening with traces of his pre-cum, and kissed Kelly hard. Kelly kept hold of Cassidy's hair, and they warmly let their lips press and slide before they broke the kiss and Kelly gently pushed Cassidy back toward her husband's cock.
"I'm going to touch you now, Cass." Kelly whispered, moving her hand from Cassidy's breast down between her legs and sliding two fingers firmly against her friend's mound.
Cassidy groaned softly while suckling gently on Jack's tip.
Kelly leaned in so only Cassidy could hear. Jack would just have to wonder what was being said. "Your pussy is so soft. Warm. Collin is such a lucky man. I'd love to see him sliding inside you, Cass. See that love. That desire from him for you. But I wanna see Jack inside you too... stretching this..." She pressed a finger slowly inside her friend and Cassidy whimpered, mouth opening. Jack took advantage, pushing up and making Cassidy swallow the head of his penis. "Good girl. Good. Just relax. Let us please you. Please us. It's a loop, honey. Our pleasure will feed into each other." She kissed along Cassidy's cheek and jaw and down her neck. "God, your pussy is so wet."
Kelly pulled out her finger and brought it to her lips, seductively licking and sucking it clean before bringing it back down once again to glide along her friend's slit, but this time moving lower and lower until she was reaching under Cassidy and tracing her finger along Cassidy's asshole. "Mmm. This hole is warm and tight too."
Cassidy gasped at the strange sensation, allowing Jack to sink deeper into her mouth. Kelly pressed her finger into Cassidy's asshole even harder, deepening her breathy gasp into a moan that opened up her mouth and throat. Kelly pressed a hard kiss against her friend's stiff nipple and began to suck as she fingered her friend's dirty little hole, palm rubbing against her pussy and clit.
Cassidy felt like she might swoon from the intensity of the pleasure. The submissive feeling of holding Jack's thick cock in her mouth, the powerful stimulation of her friend's mouth on her nipple, Kelly's hands on her pussy and asshole. It was so powerful that Cassidy couldn't help but let out a purring, muffled moan around Jack's cock, humping her hips forward into the stimulation of Kelly's hand. In the moment, she felt... used. Owned. But strangely, it wasn't a negative feeling. She loved being the center of attention for two people she liked and admired. She could feel their lust for her as they touched her from all angles, overloading her brain with sexual pleasure.
Kelly pulled herself up and away from Cassidy's nipple to give a few more pointers, never stopping her slow, teasing fingering of Cassidy's virgin asshole. "Ok, honey, I know you're feeling good," she teased, "but don't slack off. Jack needs to feel good, too. Try to take him a little deeper now."
Cassidy took a deep breath and gave Kelly a thumbs-up, since nodding with a cock this deep in her mouth felt challenging. With whispered words of encouragement from Kelly, not to mention the strange, but fascinating feeling of Kelly's finger in her ass, Cassidy sunk lower on the thick, powerful rod in her mouth. Before long, it hit the back of her throat, and Cassidy gagged lightly and instinctively backed off a little.
"Good try, honey," said Kelly, still rocking her palm on Cassidy's wet pussy, her other hand stroking her friend's hair soothingly. "But to really please Jack, you're going to have to take him deeper than that."
Cassidy shot her a doubtful, sidelong glance that made Kelly chuckle. "I'm serious, Cass! I saw you almost take it all in the heat of the moment during our first threesome. I know that you can do it. Just... relax. Take it slow and concentrate on how good you're feeling."
Cassidy closed her eyes and concentrated on the feeling of Kelly's hand and Jack's cock. Her lovers. She took it slow, running her tongue over the warm skin of Jack's cock as it slowly sank into her mouth. She let its throbbing head press up against the back of her throat and paused there for a second.
"That's it, honey," said Kelly's voice, soft and warm in her ear. "Submit to him. Right now, be his."
Cassidy pressed even deeper, letting Jack's cock sink into her throat. She concentrated on the radiating pleasure between her legs as she pushed deeper and deeper. Jack's cock felt unbelievably long and thick, invading and stretching her little throat in a way that felt overpowering and humbling. Just when she thought that she wouldn't be able to take any more... her nose pressed up against Jack's trimmed pubic hair. She had done it. She held all of Jack's magnificent cock in her throat.
"Oh, fuck." Jack groaned, head falling back for a moment as he felt the warm tightness of Cassidy's throat squeeze around the head of his cock. Amazingly, she wasn't gagging, though she was squeezing him and breathing heavily through her nose. He looked back down at the woman swallowing him and nearly came on the spot. Her lips were stretched around his base, and Kelly's hand stopped fingering her to hold back Cassidy's hair for a better view of her face so Jack could look straight in her beautiful blue eyes, shining with eager submission.
"Oh my god, Cass!" Kelly breathed huskily. "Fuck, that's so beautiful." She was looking on in awe of her friend deep throating her husband, something that had taken her a few months into their marriage to accomplish.
"Cass, oh lord you look beautiful with my cock in your mouth." Jack groaned. "We...oh fuck..." He was trying to keep control of himself, his balls eager to unload into her throat. "We have to...send a picture to Collin...show him how well you're doing."
For a moment... Cassidy almost came undone. She wanted to cum. She wanted to scream. To tell her friends that sending Collin a picture was a bad idea. It would ruin everything. And then she felt guilty. She was going down on another man, kissing another woman, and her husband was completely in the dark. She was a cheater. Her skin broke out in a cool sweat, but she never moved her mouth from Jack's cock.
Kelly quickly left the room and returned with Cassidy's phone. Stopping in the doorway, she held up the camera and took a quick shot of Jack sitting on the bed, Cassidy nude on her knees between his legs, her face pressed all the way down into his lap.
"Fuck that's so sexy." Kelly chuckled and then crept closer to take a close-up shot of Jack's balls pressed to Cassidy's chin.
"Honey, you're a bit overdressed." Jack smiled, looking over at his wife as she played photographer, still wearing her sheer floral panties.
Kelly stood back up and cocked a hip, "Is that so? Maybe I like these panties, ever think of that?"
Jack rolled his eyes, casually running his hand through Cassidy's sweaty hair. "Maybe so, but I want you naked... like this little lilly we have here."
"Lily? Ohhh... that sounds sexy..." Kelly forgot about the phone, setting it aside and watching Cassidy as she held Jack's cock buried in her throat. "Her sweet pussy definitely looks like a pretty lily when it opens up."
"You think so?" Jack chuckled. "Maybe you should take a closer look, then." His smile was mischievous.
Kelly turned back to her husband. "You're just trying to get me to shut up and let you fuck Cass's throat, aren't you?"
"Maybe." He shrugged, with an amused look on his face.
Rolling her eyes, Kelly hesitated a second but couldn't resist her desire to see Cassidy's pussy up close again. She quickly lay on the floor behind Cassidy and took hold of Cassidy's hips, pushing her upward a little so she could wiggle underneath. With her face between her friend's soft thighs, Kelly stared up at Cassidy's smooth slit only an inch away from her.
"Fuck, it's so pretty," she whispered to herself. Kelly held tightly onto Cassidy's ass and stared at her friend's vagina, unable to look away or even move as she admired it.
Jack kept his firm grip on Cassidy's hair, starting to guide her slowly, pulling her back up off his cock. "Look up here Cass...my little lily." He smiled as her eyes met his, gleaming with submissive desire. "Suck me slowly. Just loosen your throat and let me guide you. Put your hands behind your back."
Cassidy put her hands behind her and grasped her wrist. Below her, Kelly's hand drifted between Cassidy's legs and began to slowly, tenderly trace her finger along the sexy curves and slopes of her friend's sex. Jack held Cassidy's hair tight and began to move her up and down in deep strokes, her lips dragging and clinging to his meaty cock.
"Good girl. Fuck. That's it, Cass. Mmmm, you're good at this. Fuck me, Collin is a lucky man." Jack groaned as he felt the throat of another man's wife snug around his cock. The wetness of her lips and tongue as they dragged along his shaft.
The room became a quiet place of soft little panting whispers of breath. Slick wet sounds of Cassidy taking another man's cock into her mouth. Jack's low, rumbling grunts of satisfaction. Thick heat filled the room and the smells of sex and sweat became pungent and clinging.
Kelly looked up at the beautiful pink pussy just above her face, enraptured by the sight. Her friend's beautiful, tight little innie pussy was like a work of art. Her creamy, smooth lips were as soft and delicate as a flower's petals. Kelly reached up and parted them, staring with intense arousal and fascination at Cassidy's wet, warm pinkness.
With Jack, Kelly's arousal was often sharp and urgent, overwhelming and forceful. But with Cassidy, this new, different lust was soft and slow and all-consuming, filling her to the brim. Suddenly, touching her best friend's pretty pussy wasn't enough for her. She needed to know it better. Over the course of their previous threesome, she had touched and kissed it, but right now she wanted to take her time.



"Mmmm, my little lily," she purred, craning her neck upward to gently kiss the smooth lips of Cassidy's beautiful flower. She felt the tensing of Cassidy's body and the light, muffled gasp around her husband's cock, and loved the fact she was having this effect on her new lover. But she still didn't dive in too rashly. This was about gentle, thorough exploration, not racing to make Cassidy cum. As she listened the to wet glucking of Cassidy's throat and her husband's words of encouragement, Kelly maintained the soft pressure of her lips, then poked her tongue out to just barely part Cassidy's labia, tenderly tracing every inch of her, letting the taste of Cassidy's arousal flood onto her tongue.
Kelly knew the taste of her own pussy. It was hard not to with her and her husband's enthusiastic sex life. She had gone from penetration to a blowjob back to back more times than she could count. Cassidy's taste was tantalisingly different. Romantic descriptions like a woman tasting fruity or delicious were sort of ridiculous to anyone who had ever actually tasted a pussy, but to Kelly, Cassidy's pussy was sweet. Not because of the exact flavor on her taste buds, but because of the experience. The sensation of seeking and finding her friend's swollen clitoris and flicking her tongue lightly over it while Cassidy moaned hard and began to grind her hips downward was sweeter than the sweetest honey.
The difference between the intense sensation of Jack pushing and pulling her head, her throat constricting and opening when his cock slid deep inside, and the soft warmth of Kelly's lips, fingers, tongue teasing and exploring her gushing pussy was making Cassidy dizzy. Jack's rough dominance was driving her quickly towards orgasm, while Kelly's soft touches on her pussy were keeping her on edge rather than pushing her over it. Her entire body buzzed with energy and arousal.
Kelly kissed Cassidy's clit, giving it the softest little suck before peeling open her labia with her thumbs and looking at her friend's healthy pink. Her tight vaginal opening was pulsing, clenching with every glugging swallow of Jack's cock.
"Oh God," she whispered, leaning in closer as her friend tried to grind against her lips. "God bless this pussy...this beautiful opening. Mmmm, it tastes so heavenly. Bless it and let it give Collin and Cassidy beautiful children..." Her tongue slipped out and pressed gently into the little clenching warm tunnel. "Until then... let us give and receive pleasure from it." Kelly's prayer was sincere, although a little wicked and selfish, as she pressed her tongue inside. She felt the dew of Cassidy's arousal dripping and running along her warm tongue and down into her mouth.
Cassidy let out a warm, wet cry around Jack's cock, eyes almost rolling back into her head as an orgasm came terribly close to overwhelming her. Jack could see it on Cassidy's face; she was simultaneously trying to encourage the orgasm and hold on against it.
"It's okay, Cass." Jack gripped Cassidy's hair tighter and slowly pushed her back down until her nose was pressed to his pubic hair. "Cum. Cum for us. Let my wife taste you. This is just the beginning." Jack relished in the sensation of Cassidy's throat constricting as his new lover let herself go, a luscious orgasm rolling over her, making her shiver like a leaf, skin growing warm and tight, whimpering grunts and groans emanating from her throat as she held Jack deep in her throat. "Good...fucking good...just let go Cass...our little lily, fucking cum."
Cassidy was crying. Tears leaked out of her eyes down her cheeks as she sucked and gently gagged on Jack's cock. Kelly delicately lapped up the dripping juices that flowed from Cassidy's opening. Thumbs rubbing against her swollen labia. Nose rubbing her friend's throbbing clit. She was crying too, devouring her friend in the softest, most gentle way possible.
Jack realized he was about to cum, but this wasn't the time for that. Instead he reached down and gently pulled Cassidy up and and off of his cock. She sat panting at his feet, face red, tears streaming down her cheeks, but still as beautiful as ever. Kelly was still licking and kissing between her legs, sending little shivers and twitches of pleasure through her every few moments... But Kelly had already had her chance to have one-on-one time. It was his turn now.
Jack reached down and pulled Cassidy up onto bed with him, drawing a surprised gasp from her throat and leaving his wife lying on the floor, giving him an unimpressed glare as her toy was snatched away from her. Jack ignored Kelly for now. He was sure she would join the fun again soon. For now, all of his attention was on the adorable woman he held in his strong arms. Cassidy looked up at him with wide-eyed wonder, still enthusiastically caught up in the submissive game that Jack had begun with her.
"That was a great job, Cass," said Jack with a smile. "Not just anyone could take me all the way to the base."
Cassidy looked down modestly, blushing with pleasure. "Thank you, sir... I was just doing my best to make you happy."
Jack felt a swell of aroused affection for her and leaned forward, kissing her deeply. Cassidy melted into the kiss, her soft, warm, naked body molding to his as their lips met softly and tenderly. This woman was so fucking cute that Jack could barely stand it. He needed to have her right now. He pulled away and said in a low, urgent voice, "Well, I want you to do your best again, little lily. This time you're going to make me cum."
He slid back onto his back, his cock jutting up obscenely into the air, rock-hard, shiny with Cassidy's thick saliva, and throbbing with lust. He gripped it at its base and gave Cassidy a smoldering, commanding stare.
"Ride me."
Cassidy gulped, feeling a needy, empty ache in her pussy as she stared at Jack's powerful cock. Kelly's soft, sweet teasing had been pleasureable in a new, exciting, way, but this was still something she craved... to be filled and fucked by a strong, manly phallus.
"Yes, sir," she said meekly. Her voice was low and sultry, her submissive arousal a perfect compliment to Jack's smoldering dominance. Trembling slightly, Cassidy straddled Jack's lap, his cock thick and towering, touching just below her belly button. With warm hands, she caressed the glistening member, slick with her spit and his pre-cum, pressing it against her mons and her belly and gasping at the heat.
"Good girl. Feel what's going to be inside you." Jack lay back, putting his hands behind his head, watching the married woman touch him.
Cassidy swirled her thumb around his sticky tip. "Geez, Jack. It's so big. I still can't believe you fit inside me...in Kelly..." She stammered a little, shivering from the pulsing jump of Jack's cock as he flexed it.
"I won't lie, I'm pretty impressed you could take it, too," Jack admitted with a grin. "Now... how about you slip it inside and feel it again. I wanna watch your face as I stretch you open."
Cassidy met Jack's eyes. He could see the worry there. A little guilt. Maybe shame? He wasn't sure why. She had Collin's permission after all, and this was just for fun. It wasn't as if he was trying to take her away from her husband or extort her or anything like that.
"It's okay, Cass. Take your time." He nodded to her and let the trembling woman continue touching his cock. Rubbing along its length with her fingers and palms.
Kelly got up from the floor and knelt down between Jack's thighs behind Cassidy, and put her hands on her friend's shoulders. "It's okay, honey." Kelly kissed her neck. "Take it slow. I know it's a big deal." She chuckled. "I mean that literally and figuratively."
Cassidy looked back at her friend. "No jokes, Kel. I'm... I'm going to put your husband inside me..."
Kelly met her eyes and nodded slowly, caressing Cassidy's cheek. "I know." She whispered and then leaned in for a soft kiss. "Do it, Cass. I wanna see it. Please." It wasn't a demand. It was a loving request, and Cassidy couldn't say no.
Rising up, Cassidy kept her palm against Jack's shaft, pressing it to her stomach and letting it drag down towards her mound. It was a slow, smooth motion, lifting up and pushing Jack so that his tip nestled between her lips and found the tight, warm opening of her tunnel...
Jack lay back, struggling to keep his eyes open as he felt the squeezing muscles of Cassidy's cunt open, gripping around his cock head as it entered. Her vagina was slick, burning hot and wet. It was like slipping himself into a crushing vice filled with moist silk. "Oh, holy god above!" he grunted.
Cassidy couldn't hold back a cry either. "Oh...oh fuck Jack!" His cock slipped inside her, his head disappearing quickly. Cassidy's lips swallowed him and squeezed tightly as she slowly started to push down.
Kelly looked down over her friend's shoulder as her husband vanished inside Cassidy's warm cunt. "Oh...oh fuck..." She muttered and squeezed Cassidy's shoulders. "It's beautiful. Oh my god, it's so beautiful."
Cassidy began to cry. Thick warm tears fell down her cheeks as she pressed down, down, down. The cock felt impossibly long. Impossibly thick. Just when she thought that there was no way another inch could possibly fit... he was in. All inside her. She could feel his big, heavy balls pressed tight against her ass. "Oh fuck JACK! FUCK!" She came. She came hard and fast and intense and her grip on his cock became painful and hot.
"Yes!" Jack groaned, gritting his teeth for control of his own impending orgasm. "Oh, Cass... my little lily, yes. Fuck yes. Move your hips. Ride me. Come on. Oh shit your cunt feels so good. Kelly, her pussy is so good!"
Kelly was too busy kissing along Cassidy's neck and licking up her aroused tears to listen to her husband's praises.
Cassidy hesitated for only a minute before she began to move her hips. Swaying, grinding, moving her body like a rippling wave, letting Jack's cock move inside her. Sliding and pressing and moving in and out. She started to rise up and then sit back down hard and fast, bouncing on the married preacher's dick firmly and forcefully.
"Yes!" Cassidy panted with every slap of her cheeks against Jack's thighs. "Yes. Yes. Yes. Oh fuck me Jack... Jack...s...sir, fuck me please oh god fuck me." She whimpered.
Kelly grabbed her friend's breasts from behind and began to bounce them along with the rhythm of Cassidy's movement on her husband's dick.
Jack lay back, watching his cock appear and vanish with frantic speed inside their friend. The heat and tightness of her pussy was incredible. If this was what Collin got to enjoy daily and nightly, then Jack found himself getting a bit jealous. He'd have to find a way to thank Collin for letting him enjoy this amazing woman. "Yeah. Like that, honey. Just like that. Fuck, Cass. Oh fuck! God, don't stop. Ride like that for me." He filled his words with encouragement and firm command. He wanted Cassidy to let go, to ride him like he was a wild bull and hers to tame.
"God!" Cassidy whimpered, riding faster, hands pressing down on Jack's chest. "Oh fuckme fuckme Jack...Jack you're so deep..." She was out of breath and nearly out of control as her orgasm continued, waves washing up against her like the ocean's waters beating against a cliffside. It was endless. Relentless. Her orgasm didn't seem to want to end as Jack's cock continued sliding in and out, stimulating places she was only now realizing she had.
Jack breathed deep and hard beneath Cassidy, holding tight to her wide hips as he bucked upward into her. Her sweet little pussy was mind-meltingly tight sliding against and rhythmically gripping his cock in a silky, tight grip that no man could withstand for long. He stared up into Cassidy's eyes, and in the depths of her orgasm, she no longer looked shy or hesitant. Her blue eyes stared into his with passionate intensity, studying his features with open lust.
Jack had a sudden, deep urge to cum inside this beautiful, vulnerable woman. To primally claim her with his semen. The intensity of the feeling was shocking, and even a bit scary. No matter how much fun they were having, Cassidy was another man's wife, and even in the depths of his pleasure, Jack was suddenly concerned that this feeling of deep possessiveness wasn't healthy. It made him fight against that instinct. If his selfish animal instincts told him that he needed to cum into Cassidy's deepest parts to make her his, he should do the opposite.
"Cass," he groaned, his hips still thrusting upward instinctively into her hot, silky pussy, "Cass, slow down. I need to pull out."
"No!" said Cassidy in a raspy purr, her eyes filled with volcanic sexual heat as her gaze locked with his. "Don't you dare. I need it, sir. I need to feel your cum inside me. Cum for me, sir. Please. Cum inside."
Cassidy wasn't even sure where the words were coming from, but she knew she meant them from the bottom of her heart. Her hips swirled and her pussy clenched needily around the thick, powerful cock inside her, milking it, desperate for her hot, creamy reward. Ever since Jack had cum inside her during the threesome, the sensation had been lurking at the back of her mind... the feeling of his powerful body spurting its virile sperm deep inside her was a sexual sensation she hadn't expected to crave this deeply, but in this moment she wouldn't be denied.
Hearing her sweet voice begging for his cum pushed Jack over the edge. If Cassidy wanted this that badly, he didn't feel guilty about giving in to his instincts. His strong hands pulled Cassidy's hips hard down into him as he grunted in pleasure. Her hips swiveled and rolled in his grip, her pussy still rhythmically clenching around him as he felt his orgasm rush through him.
His cock twitched and spurted, emptying his balls deep inside another man's wife. Her body was hot against his, her delicate hands planted on his chest, her breasts heaving with passion, and her passionate eyes focused on his. They lay like that for a moment, both panting and sweating lightly, staring into each other's eyes.
Then Kelly practically tackled Cassidy off of him, rolling her into a tight, giggling embrace on the other side of the bed. "Oh my GOD, Cass," said Kelly, staring into her eyes with giddy delight. "Where have you been hiding this inner sex goddess the whole time? That was so hot!"
Jack lay, breathing heavily from the intense orgasm, still feeling the echoes of it running through his blood. Cass and Kelly held each other, Kelly laughing excitedly at what she'd just witnessed while Cassidy breathed just as hard as Jack, every nerve ending tingling from the tsunami of an orgasm that had washed over her. Without any self consciousness, Kelly reached between Cassidy's thighs and ran her fingers along the delicate puffy folds of her friend's pussy, scooping up thick globs of her husband's semen that was leaking out. She lifted her hand, thick strings dripping from her fingers.
"Fuck, Jack! Did you dump a bucket load?" Kelly giggled, then brought her messy fingers to her lips and licked them clean before turning back to Cassidy, overcome with admiration and arousal.
Jack watched as his wife pulled Cassidy closer and kissed her, swapping his cum load between their pressing lips and swirling tongues. It made his cock stir again, but didn't do enough to make him ready for another round. Not like on his birthday. That had been a one-time thing, possibly, unless he started trying to work on becoming some sort of sexual dynamo. Or maybe just take some viagra.
Their kiss broke, and Kelly pressed her forehead to Cassidy's, "You're so sexy." She whispered, still giggling.
Cassidy chuckled with her and lay in the bed, snuggling into her arms for a few minutes. All of them lay recovering quietly, their breaths heated and deep. Naked and sweaty. Spent. Finally, Cassidy pushed herself up slowly, every limb felt watery and strained, but in a way that felt so good she just couldn't fully explain it. Next to her, Kelly was lying with her eyes closed, softly breathing as if she were asleep. Jack was lying back much the same way, still trying to recover from the intense coupling he'd just experienced.
Slipping from the bed, Cassidy went back to the kitchen and grabbed her phone. She needed to text Collin so he didn't suspect...
Geez... Suspect. Cassidy bit the inside of her cheek. She was hiding from Collin. Hiding what she'd just done. Her feet led her to the bathroom, where she sat on the toilet, quietly letting herself catch her breath as she held her phone.
When had she become the stereotypical cheating wife? Cuckolding her husband. Because... because that's what she was doing. She put her face in her hands, phone balanced on her knees. What was she doing?
Having amazing sex. That's what she was doing.
Was it worth it? Was this really a good idea?
She didn't have any answers. All she had was cum dripping from her pussy and the indescribable feeling of pleasure still coursing through her veins. Panic started to rush through her, replacing the lingering pleasure. Getting up, she went to the shower, turned it on, and stepped inside, not caring that it was cold. The cold drowned out the panic and calmed her down a little as she stood under the spray.
A minute later, Kelly slipped in with a sweet smile, grabbed a loofah, and began to help Cassidy clean up. They stayed silent as they washed off. When they got out, Kelly took a couple of towels out of her towel warmer and handed one to Cassidy. "Want some ice cream?" she asked casually as she was drying her hair.
Cassidy almost burst out laughing at the absurdity of the question after what they'd just done. But... she nodded.
Kelly left Cassidy to dry off. She took her time, drying her hair thoroughly so that when she went home, Collin wouldn't suspect she'd been up to any sort of activity that required getting wet. Once she was clean and dry, she picked up her phone and quickly texted Collin.
Just having dessert. Be home soon. Love you. <3
Putting the phone down, she tried pushing all her feelings and thoughts into that text. She wanted Collin to know she loved him, completely. Truly. Some people would probably think she didn't. That what she did and would no doubt do again with Jack and Kelly somehow invalidated that statement and commitment. But she did. Love meant more to her than just raw animal passion. It was the deep trust she felt for her husband. The thoughtful kindness he showed her in so many small ways. The way he made her laugh. And her torrid sex with Jack and Kelly did nothing to dim the warm, bright attraction for her husband's tender love-making. Even thinking about it made her want to run home and taste that other flavor of sexual delight right now.
Yes, her feelings were complicated, and she knew that going through with this new situation probably wasn't a good idea. She knew that her choices today would hurt him if he knew. Keeping it secret, at least, was bad. But she just couldn't give up on this whole new world of sexuality that Jack and Kelly had unlocked for her. She needed to figure things out. Soon. But until then...
Cassidy's hand migrated to her pussy and traced the folds that were still slightly swollen and puffy from the pounding she'd gotten from Jack. Hand still on her sex, she picked her phone back up and texted Collin again. "I'll be home in an hour. Let's go for a swim when I get back." Biting her lip, she began to formulate what she was going to do to Collin when she got home.
Suddenly feeling excited, Cassidy stepped out of the bathroom and called to Kelly, who was in the kitchen down the hall. "Kel! Do you maybe have a swimsuit I can borrow?"
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Claire found herself struggling with an odd mix of emotions as she gave her husband a kiss on the cheek on the way out the door, feeding him a smooth lie about having something to take care of at the office.
There was the dull, stubborn rage that she was used to, of course. She had that way about Zane almost from the beginning. And today, he had more than earned that anger. Asking her to meet him on his porn set was obviously a provocation. Like always, he was trying his best to get a rise out of her.
But there were other emotions roiling inside her as well. Anticipation for one. Now that she had decided to confront her issues with Zane head-on, she could hardly wait. She wanted to see the surprise on his face as she directly addressed his aggressive flirtation and told him to stop. After so many mind games, a direct contest of wills sounded cathartic.
...And she couldn't lie, there was a certain amount of curiosity as well. She had been invited to the set of a porn shoot. And not just any porn shoot, one for the website she had spent all last night rubbing herself raw to. Not that she thought Zane would be actively shooting when she got there. Some things were too far even for him. But the idea of being in the same place where all the filthy things she watched had taken place was darkly intriguing.
Her emotions twisted and writhed within her as she drove across town toward the address Zane had provided. She hoped that this straightforward talk with Zane would finally relieve the sexual tension she had been troubled by for the past few weeks. At this point, it would have to. She wasn't sure she could go on with this much pent-up sexual frustration. Her long masturbation session last night had only made things worse, and when she opened the door of the bedroom late at night to grudgingly invite her husband back to the bedroom to try again, he was already out like a light.
Something had to give. One of them had to lose this battle of wills, and Claire was grimly determined that it would be Zane. Once she directly confronted him and forced him to stop his pursuit, she was hopeful her mental block toward deep, satisfying orgasms would be cleared away. At that point, Dan could make her cum with his mouth, regardless of whether or not he could get it up.
Rather than a studio of some kind, the address provided by Zane led to a two-story house surrounded by a privacy fence, with the upper-story windows completely blocked out by blinds. Interesting. Well, she supposed most of the scenes on "Freaks in the Sheets" were set in a house. It was probably easier to just buy a house for that purpose rather than build a completely custom-made set for a kitchen, living room, bathroom, and so on.
Claire texted Zane that she was there, but received no reply. She waited with increasing impatience at the front gate, and just when she had decided that Zane had probably just sent her to the wrong address to fuck with her, the gate swung open, revealing a cheerful-looking black woman a little older than Claire, who smiled broadly.
"Claire, right?" she asked, holding out a hand to shake.
Claire was so wrapped up in her mental armor, preparing to face Zane, that she was completely taken aback by the beautiful woman's sunny smile and offered hand. Maybe Claire would have normally snubbed the offer of a handshake from someone who worked with Zane, but she found herself reaching to take the woman's outstretched hand and shaking it. The gorgeous woman radiated such positive energy that it seemed wrong to be rude to her.
"I'm Summer," said the woman confidently. "Nice to meet you. Sorry to hurry you along, but we were right in the middle of a shoot when you arrived. I left the camera locked on a shot while I ran down to let you in, but I can't leave it unmanned for long, and Zane never wants to stop filming for anything when he's in the zone."
With that, the woman turned on her heel and hurried up the walkway toward the front door of the house, which, once you got past the tall privacy fence, looked like a totally average suburban home. Claire scurried after her, her stomach doing flip-flops. "Wait... Zane is... he's filming right now?"
The lovely woman gave Claire a confused look over her shoulder, the quick motion flipping the braids she had pulled back into a loose ponytail. "Well, yeah. We don't really hang out on set unless it's a shooting day. I assumed you knew what you were getting into when Z invited you here to see him." Her eyebrows scrunched together in a look of mild concern as she held open the front door of the house for Claire to enter. "Wait... you are potential talent, yeah?"
The inside of the house was pleasant-looking, but generic. The living room looked fairly average, except maybe for the fact that the couches were made out of stiff-looking, easy-to-clean material. The scent of disinfectant and bleach hung in the air. Claire cocked her head, unsure of what Summer meant for a second. Then she understood. "No," she said firmly, a faint blush coloring her face. "Not potential talent at all. I'm his interior designer."
Summer sighed deeply and put her hands on her wide hips, her dark eyes flashing with displeasure. "He invited his interior designer to a fucking porn shoot? That fucking dick! Go home, girl. I'll tell him to learn some fucking manners."
Claire winced. "No, ummm, I... I need to meet with him and..." She cleared her throat and straightened up, trying to regain the energy and determination she had felt last night when thinking about this meeting. "I'm not some prude that can get thrown off by the thought of sex."
Summer gave her a flat, disbelieving look with her arms crossed over the tight t-shirt she was wearing, then shrugged. "Ok, if you're sure. Anyway, I have to get back, so if you're coming, follow me. Bedroom shoot today." She waved for Claire to follow as she turned toward a staircase and began climbing.
Claire couldn't help but notice that Summer had incredible, shapely thighs and a bouncy, plump butt as she climbed behind her. A suspicion formed in her mind, and she suddenly had to know. "If you don't mind me asking, are you... talent?" asked Claire, a little embarrassed, but burningly curious.
Her question was met with a snort of laughter and an amused smirk over the tall black woman's shoulder as she ascended the stairs. "Why, you want to know if you can see me naked on the site?" Claire spluttered in embarrassment, but Summer waved her to silence with a laugh. "Ha! I'm just teasing, settle down. I used to be. My videos are still up. But Z gets bored with sexual relationships after a while. Women either become friends or fade out of his orbit. I happened to become an employee, because he needed the help. Now I do camera work, lighting, tech, you fucking name it. Z likes to work with as small a crew as possible to cut down on overhead, but, to be fair, he never stiffs me or the talent. He pays well."
Claire shook her head. "You seem... a lot more level-headed about this than the other people I've heard talk about Zane."
Summer shrugged, leading the way down the upstairs hall, past a large, luxurious bathroom with a glass shower that Claire had seen in more than one video last night. "Yeah, I know what you mean. Z's an... acquired taste. But I guess I don't know why fucking him has to be a big angsty deal like a lot of women seem to think. Sex is fun, Z's good at sex. Why overthink it?"
It sounded simple, but it was a perspective that Claire struggled to wrap her head around. It wasn't just as simple as saying sex with Zane would be fun, so why not let loose and try it. She was married! And giving in was a question of pride... right?
But regardless of Claire's mental turmoil, it was clear that Summer had no more time for idle discussion. She opened the door to the master bedroom, letting loud sounds of fleshy slaps and breathy moans of female pleasure roll out into the hallway, and ducked inside.
...
Dan had just settled into another night of jerking off to one of Zane's filthy, upsetting training logs on "Freaks in the Sheets" when his phone buzzed in his pocket. He had a text. He felt a stab of disappointment at being interrupted, but removed the phone immediately anyway. Claire had just pulled out of the driveway five minutes before, but it could be her letting him know that she didn't need to spend the evening at the office after all. Dan had been hoping he would have a chance to reconnect with her tonight. Things had gone very, very badly yesterday. If she might be coming home early, he needed to know so he could stop jerking off right away and be ready for her.
Instead, his heart went cold as he saw that it was a text from Zane. He hadn't just texted casually since they had first made that bet nearly a month and a half ago.
Dan's anxiety didn't get any better when she saw the message.
[It's five thirty PM. Do you know where your wife is?] It read starkly.
Dan felt a riot of fear and twisted arousal bloom in his belly. The implication was obvious. Zane was claiming that Claire had left the house to go meet him. That she had callously lied in order to make time to spend with Zane. If true, it would be a very, very bad sign.
It had to be a mind game, just like the free "beta" subscription to his porn site. Zane had everything to gain by making Dan feel insecure and needy.
[You're bluffing.] Dan texted back rapidly, trying to control his rising panic.
Zane was quick to respond. [I don't need to bluff, Danny. I'm just informing you that you might lose the bet tonight. Well, that's a little optimistic, I admit. But if it isn't tonight, it'll be soon.]
[You're just trying to scare me. If Claire's with you, prove it.] There. Zane wouldn't be able to prove shit. It was all hot air. Just like it had been from the beginning. Hot air was Zane's fucking specialty.
[Don't worry, cuck. I'm not going to ask you to take my word for it. When I win, you are going to have all the fucking proof you need. You're on the site right now, aren't you? I pushed out an update recently. Look at the "coming soon" section. I've gotta get back to work. I'll update you on if I won later.]
With his heart pounding in his throat, Dan returned to the main page, scrolling down to the "coming soon" section, which had been empty since he started using the website last week. Now it had one entry.
A silhouetted woman stood next to the "coming soon" banner, with a blurb written next to her:
Oh boy, strokers, have I got a treat coming up for you! "C" is one of the hottest ladies I have ever pursued, and honestly, one of the most difficult seductions your buddy "Z" has ever attempted! I can't show you the goods yet, because she hasn't sealed the deal or signed any waivers. You know how careful I am about that. But I'm calling my shot, strokers: this hot, bitchy piece of ass is going to be mine, and then I'll have the privilege of sharing one of the most satisfying training logs I've ever written. Oh, and did I mention that this slut is married? Her hubby is stroking to this right now, wearing out that F5 key, hoping to see his wife fuck a real man. Keep your eyes on this space for the best stroke of your life. Especially you, "D"!
Dan stared at his screen in mute horror, his breath coming hot and heavy, and his cock throbbing in his pants.
He tried to text Zane back, but his old college friend didn't answer.
...
Summer entered the bedroom immediately, but Claire hesitated. Her heart was thundering in her chest. The sudden sounds of sexual pleasure made an unwilling pulse of heat spread through her body. Maybe she had been lying to herself. Maybe she always knew that she would see Zane having sex again if she came here today. Rubbing his sexual prowess in Claire's face was one of Zane's specialties.
She had come today because she didn't mind seeing Zane fuck. Even wanted it on some level. That was the simple truth, and she wasn't going to lie to herself about it anymore. The real question was... How did she plan to deal with that traitorous desire inside herself?
Even if that question only filled her with doubt, Claire wasn't about to retreat now. It would be weakness to run when she had come this far. And besides... after seeing all of the censored porn that her husband received through the "beta edition" he had for some reason chosen, there was an insidious instinct inside Claire to see something... a little more raw.
She entered the open doorway into the master bedroom, and, even though she had mentally steeled herself, Claire's breath still caught and her eyes widened as she saw the scene laid out before her on the bed.
On crumpled, sexily disheveled white sheets, three bodies, not two, met and writhed in sexual ecstasy. Zane lay on his back, his blubberly gut bulging upward as two beautiful women in scandalous lingerie rode him. Claire instantly recognised Leah, even though she was facing away from her, from the "Z" and "K" tattoos on her thick, quivering ass cheeks. She was on her knees over Zane's face, pressing her pussy hard down into the sleazy pornographer's eagerly slobbering tongue while letting out low, purring moans. The sight sent a twisted thrill of heat through Claire's belly. This was a married woman, acting utterly shameless with another man. Not only riding his face, but doing so in a slutty set of red stockings with a matching garter belt, and a bra that, as Leah turned to the side, Claire could see only lifted her tits without concealing them at all.
It took Claire just a second longer to recognize the other woman, but when she did, she lost all interest in Leah.
Wearing a slutty red lingerie set to match Leah's, with her lovely raven hair in an up-do that would look classy in other circumstances, was Perlah, Claire's assistant and trusted friend. She currently had Zane's thick, powerful cock buried in her pussy, riding it with breathy whimpers of pleasure, her slim, lovely hips desperately pumping up and down. She was riding Zane's throbbing pole with every sign of submissive delight, impaling her tight cunt again and again as Summer, who had returned to her place behind the professional-grade camera, filmed every second in high definition.
Then, in one heated instant, Perlah looked up and saw Claire standing in the doorway. Their eyes met, and an intense wave of silent communication passed between them. Claire simmered with anger and a sense of betrayal. When she saw Perlah's training log last night, Claire knew she would have to confront Perlah eventually over the fact that she had been sleeping with Zane. A friend Claire trusted had been sexually involved with the man she had been resisting with all her strength. It felt like having a spy in her camp. She was sure that her eyes were accusatory, and Perlah's emotions, in turn, were easy to read on her face.
There was guilt in Perlah's lovely almond-shaped eyes, and a recognition that by fucking Zane, she was doing something wrong. But there was also defiance. A stony, stubborn refusal to give up on the man she had chosen. And, of course, laid over all of it was a powerful haze of sexual pleasure.
The two women stared into each other's eyes in a moment that crackled with emotional intensity. Claire, white faced, shocked, and angry, standing in the doorway fully clothed. Perlah, her thighs spread wide, Zane's thick cock impaling her tight, juicy cunt. The moment couldn't have lasted more than a few heartbeats, but it felt like an eternity for Claire. Then Leah, noticing Perlah's surprise, looked over her shoulder. Her wicked eyes sparkled and she broke into a teasing grin when she saw Claire standing there, dumbfounded. Without saying a single word, Leah's expression effortlessly signalled her amusement that Claire was here, falling one step further into Zane's grasp.
Claire flushed red at the mocking glance. She had a sudden urge to tell the smirking bitch in no uncertain terms that she was only here to convince Zane to leave her alone, not because she was considering giving the awful little man what he wanted. But Leah was currently grinding her pussy down onto Zane's slobbering mouth, and Claire could see Summer frowning in concentration over the camera as it recorded the scene. Claire had no desire to accidentally end up on film with the three naked porn stars. She held her tongue.
Leah turned to Perlah, leaning forward to whisper something in the cute, slim Asian's ear. Perlah nodded and giggled, flashing one more fiery glance at her boss before beginning to move her hips again, sliding Zane's massive cock into and out of her pussy, stretching her tender lips wide around his girth. She leaned forward and kissed Leah passionately, both women moaning into each other's mouths as Zane bucked powerfully beneath them, somehow pleasing two women at once with his grotesque body. Claire found it hard to look away. Leah and Perlah were both objectively beautiful, but in utterly different ways. Leah's thick, tempting juiciness and Perlah's slim beauty were almost opposites, but both clashed with the hairy, squat man who was licking and fucking the eager pussies grinding against him.
Claire was so transfixed that she almost didn't notice that Summer was trying to get her attention, impatiently gesturing for her to come closer. Claire shook herself and scurried over behind the camera with the lovely camerawoman, who took the opportunity to zoom the camera out into a wide shot. She turned and put a hand up to Claire's ear, whispering in a low tone, "Sorry, babe. Couldn't have you in the shot... Now, why not just sit and watch for a while? I'm sure that this scene will be finished up soon." Summer's low, breathy voice sent a tingle up Claire's spine despite its fairly tame message, and the shiver of arousal was only compounded by the sweet moans that filled the air from the two women on camera.
Claire found her eyes drawn like a magnet to the gap between Perlah's thighs, where her assistant bounced up and down eagerly, sheathing Zane's stiff cock inside her again and again. She was just here to talk with Zane... anything she saw that turned her on was just a trick from Zane to further ensnare her. But despite that, a flood of consuming heat welled up between her legs as she watched Perlah's tender lips grip Zane, leaving his pulsing shaft slick with her juices as she rose, before slamming her butt down, engulfing him again.
Leah looked nearly as happy, besides only getting Zane's tongue right now. Claire could see the married mother's face from this angle, and Leah was biting her lip hard, her cheeks flushed and her eyes closed in ecstasy. Her breasts and honey-blonde braid jiggled as she energetically rubbed her pussy downward against her "Daddy's" mouth. Both women were obviously approaching orgasm, and Claire could feel the arousal inside her growing stronger as well. She licked her lips unconsciously as the powerful eroticism of the scene seeped into her body and soul.
Perlah broke first, giving a sharp, wailing cry of release, her thighs shaking badly and her hands reaching out to clutch Leah for support. Leah leaned forward to pull her orgasming scenemate into another kiss, locking tongues as she tipped over the edge into orgasm as well, moaning against Perlah's lips as her chest heaved in passion.
It was one of the most stunningly erotic things that Claire had ever seen in person, and her whole body was suddenly warm and tingling with excitement. Her belly twisted with dark lust as the two women on the bed parted, a string of saliva briefly connecting them before breaking. It was one thing to watch filthy pornography behind the safety of a screen, but seeing it in person was a whole new level of taboo thrill. Not to mention the fact that she could finally see the female nudity that her husband's "Beta Edition" had blocked. She was surprised by how much seeing their eyes uncovered increased the intensity of sex as well. Something about the fiery lust that Claire could see blazing in Leah and Perlah's eyes as they gazed at each other made the heat inside her burn even hotter.



Finally, Summer gave a thumbs up to the ladies on the bed, and Leah raised a thick thigh, uncovering Zane's slimy red face and showing that he was grinning ear to ear. "God fucking damn!" Zane said with a breathless laugh, "You nearly killed me there, you bitch!" He aimed a playful swat at Leah's fat ass, and she responded with a middle finger and a throaty laugh.
"I guess then I'll have to work a little harder and finish the job next time, Daddy," she said, smiling fondly.
Zane turned his attention to Perlah, who was still sitting on his lap with his cock deep inside her, breathing heavily. "And you, you little minx... I'm not supposed to cum yet in this scene, so why is someone milking my cock with her little pussy like she wants that nut?"
Perlah bit her lip, then giggled, giving her hips a few teasing bounces. "I just can't help it, sir," she said meekly. "My body just... wants what it wants."
Zane gave her another second of mock annoyance, then slapped her on the butt too, pulling her into a laughing kiss. The whole scenario felt... weird to Claire. Although Zane was clearly the dominant partner here, and Leah even seemed to jokingly defy him, the whole tone of the interaction was light and even friendly, not the strict humiliation and control she had been expecting to see. It looked like they were all having fun, bizarrely.
It was then that Zane noticed Claire standing next to Summer. His smile broadened, and he finally lifted Perlah up and off of his dripping cock as he said, "Hey! No one told me that Claire Bear had made it! Come on, ladies, we need to say 'hello'!" He scrambled up from the bed, heading toward a rack positioned out of frame with three robes hanging off of it, his stiff cock bobbing, dripping Perlah's juices as he went.
"Sorry to call you out to the set instead of somewhere a little nicer," he called to Claire as he slipped a set of robes with "Z" printed on its back over his rounded shoulders, "but I'm afraid I'm really in crunch time with this shoot. The site's a hungry beast, and if I don't get something up on a weekly basis, the strokers get upset."
Leah helped Perlah up onto legs that were still a little wobbly from the cute little asian's powerful orgasm. Perlah cast a doubtful glance toward her boss, but Leah leaned in and whispered something in Perlah's ear that seemed to steel her, and they walked toward the rack to don their own robes (the female robes only reaching to mini-skirt length, Claire couldn't help but notice) before following a half-step behind Zane toward Claire, walking hand in hand.
Zane held out a hand to shake, and Claire just looked at it, then back up to his eyes. He laughed, absently wiping it on his robe. "Probably a smart move with everywhere it's been today," he said with a wink.
Leah and Perlah joined them, still flushed and breathing heavily from their orgasms, looking a little classier in their silky robes than just the slutty lingerie, but not much. "So good to see you again," said Leah with one of her teasing smiles that Claire had already come to loathe. "I'm surprised to see you here after how adamant you were last time. You know... how you said you wanted nothing to do with Zane. Surprised, but pleased."
Claire ignored her pointedly, instead looking at Perlah with her mouth drawn into a firm line of disapproval. Perlah stared back, looking a little guilty and uncomfortable. "Hi Claire," she said hesitantly, "I just wanted to say that..."
Claire cut her off sharply. "I don't think we have anything to say to each other, Miss Baquiran. You're a grown woman and can make whatever choices you want. Even if that choice is to become a slutty pornstar for a disgusting slob. But I might need to reconsider whether you fit the... image requirements for working at an upscale interior design service like mine."
Perlah's eyes went wide at her boss's open insult and cold tone. Her face paled, then flushed. She turned to Zane abruptly, saying in clipped tones, "I'm going to go get some water." Before stalking away with a hurt and furious expression.
Leah no longer looked teasing. She had raised a cool eyebrow with a faint sneer on her face, obviously upset at Claire's rudeness. Zane looked a little exasperated as well. "Look, Claire, I know you're shocked, but don't you think that's a little harsh? Can you really blame a single girl like her for messing around when you yourself..."
"I don't want to talk about our personal business in front of..." Claire stared down her nose at the curvy, unimpressed-looking Leah now standing with her arms crossed, "... uninvolved parties, Zane. You said we could talk if I came to see you on set. I'm here. Let's talk."
"Soon, Claire Bear," said Zane with a smirk, already sliding back into his sleazy air of complete confidence. "We just have one little scene left to shoot, then the moneyshot. You can head down to the kitchen to grab some water or something and wait for us to finish up... or, of course, you could stick around to watch."
Claire snorted and looked away. Despite her confrontation with Perlah, she could still feel the insistent buzz of arousal in her veins. She would never admit it to Zane in a million years, especially not in front of that married slut Leah, but she didn't want to leave. She wanted to see more of the live, uncensored porn that she had stumbled into just a few minutes ago... even if she did have issues with all the participants.
"I'm not going to let you out of my sight until we talk," she muttered, looking away. It was a weak excuse, but she couldn't think of a better one in the moment.
Zane just chuckled at her and gestured toward Summer, who was frowning down at the camera. "Suit yourself, I suppose. I just need to check things with Summer, and we can get this whole thing wrapped up. Won't take a minute." He bustled away, leaving Claire alone in prickly silence with Leah.
Claire was perfectly willing to let the awkward silence stretch, but Leah spoke up, her voice a deep, dangerous purr. "I find it very interesting that you're acting so judgmental toward your friend, considering the path you're currently on."
Claire felt rage bubble up inside her, temporarily overwhelming her lust and confusion and giving her back some of her old confidence. "You don't know me," she said with a sneer. "And you have no idea what so-called 'path' I'm on."
Leah didn't back down, moving forward to stand nose-to-nose with the taller, dark-haired woman above her. Now some of Claire's lust crept back in, to her discomfort. There was no doubt that Leah was a beautiful woman, and Claire had just watched her in the throes of sexual passion. Her wires were all crossed from her hatred and desire for Zane; that was the issue. Not because she actually wanted to be sexually involved with a woman. And certainly not with Leah.
"Every single woman on the site right now was just as confident as you." Leah's Hazel eyes were sharp as a knife, seeming to cut straight into Claire's soul. Claire swallowed down the sudden burst of arousal inside her, but before she could speak, Leah's lips quirked up into another teasing smirk. "Hey, I know... since you're so confident, why don't we make a bet?"
Claire could tell that the very suggestion was intended as a mockery of her confidence, but she actually wasn't opposed to the idea. Leah was being unforgivably smug right now, in a way that reminded her uncomfortably of Zane. Beating Leah in whatever bet she had in mind would certainly help Claire reclaim a bit of her bruised dignity. She raised an eyebrow haughtily. "Ok... what are the terms?"
"Simple," said Leah with a shrug. "If you fuck Zane, like you keep insisting will never happen, you have to apologise to poor Perlah for being so rude. In whatever way she wants. On camera."
Claire snorted and rolled her eyes, even as a twist of dark arousal pulsed through her. Now there was a kinky thought... but an impossible one. Perlah was cute, and despite her current disappointment in her assistant, Claire valued her as a friend. But between them, Claire was obviously the top dog. The implication that Perlah could push her around sexually, like Leah seemed to be crudely implying, was laughable.
But still, there was no good reason to take that risk... Except for the fact that Leah was currently smirking at her as if she was positive Claire wasn't brave enough to accept. Claire let her emotions get the better of her, sneering and saying, "And if I win, I'm going to redden that fat, slutty ass while you apologize to me. But not on film. I suspect you might get off on that. When is the time limit? When will I know I won?"
"A week," said Leah with a chuckle. "I actually think that's generous, but it's a nice round figure, don't you think?"
"Fine," said Claire flatly, simmering with anger and arousal, trying not to look at the round tits that Leah's posture had lifted upward and pressed against her robe. "If you want to lose that quickly, then it's your funeral."
Zane clapped his hands from behind Summer, grinning widely and saying, "That's enough of a break. Let's wrap this up... Where did Perlah get off to now?"
...
Perlah flounced down the stairs, gritting her teeth in rage.
She had known that it would be... a little tense when Claire finally found out about her sexual relationship with Z. But where did that bitch get off being so judgmental? Especially when she, a married fucking woman, was practically drooling for Zane's fat cock? It was so unfair and hypocritical that Perlah wanted to scream.
Instead, she had decided to get a bottle of water from the fridge to cool off before she said something she shouldn't and got in the way of whatever game Z was playing with her boss. As she pulled out a bottle and began sullenly sucking at it, Perlah heard and felt the vibration of her phone inside her robe. She fished it out of the pocket with a frown, unsure of who would be calling her right now. Most of the guys she used to hook up with had gotten the message that she was more interested in someone else right now.
The Caller ID read "Daniel Harrison". Perlah rolled her eyes. She didn't speak to Dan that often: for the most part, Claire left her home life at home. But he did call Perlah occasionally when he was trying to reach his wife about something and she was so in the zone she was ignoring her phone. It happened often enough that Perlah had saved his name in her phone, but she doubted if she had ever exchanged more than fifty words with the man.
Her first instinct was to simply ignore the call. Despite the rude dismissal Claire had just given her, her impulse to be a good assistant ran deep. But then a wicked smirk lit up her face. Why should she be a good, obedient little assistant in her off hours? Especially when her boss was being such a bitch? She accepted the call and said, "This is Perlah. How can I help you, Dan?"
"Hi Perlah," said Dan in a voice that seemed just on the edge of panic. "I'm trying to reach Claire, but she isn't picking up. Could you just pop into her office and tell her to call me back?" Perlah clapped a hand to her mouth to hold back a giggle. Uh-oh, looks like hubby suspects something. How would he react if I told him you're on a porn set right now?
Perlah wasn't that evil... but nor did she feel any particular responsibility to cover for her boss right now. Claire was the one who was throwing words like "slut" around. Let her deal with her own slutty choices.
"Sorry, Dan," she said, keeping her voice pleasant and even. "I'm not in the office today, so I won't be able to help with that. I don't think Claire is there either, to be honest, she normally calls me in if we have work to do."
"A-are you sure?" asked Dan in a panicked voice. "Maybe there was something she had to take care of real quick, and didn't want to bother you."
Perlah could hear Zane's low, gruff voice calling her from upstairs. Time to wrap up the call with Claire's poor husband. "Sorry, Dan," she said airily. "I really couldn't say. I guess it's possible. You would have to ask Claire."
Then she hung up and hurried up the stairs. If Claire wanted to judge other people, it should be easy to explain her totally pure motives to her frantic husband.
...
"There you are," said Zane as Perlah ducked into the door and hurried to stand beside Leah. The pretty young assistant gave Claire some sort of knowing smirk for a second that Claire couldn't quite understand, but the expression was gone in a flash as she folded her hands and listened attentively to Zane.
"So ladies, we're going to film a little girl-on-girl scene here," said Zane, reaching out to rest a possessive hand on the women's hips, Leah's wide right and Perlah's slim left. "I want it to be soft. Tender. Sensual. The opposite of the raw power-fucking we've filmed so far. But that doesn't mean I don't want to see some red-hot lesbian orgasms."
His hand snaked down to cup each of the two ladies asses, making them squirm and giggle beneath his dominant touch. "How about this for an incentive... Whoever cums last will be the lucky lady who takes the moneyshot today."
Perlah gasped in delight. "You mean it?" she asked excitedly. "I thought for sure you were going to give it to Leah."
"He's still going to," said Leah in a challenging growl, taking Perlah by the hand and pulling her toward the bed, using her other hand to untie her robe. "Now come here, you little slut. Mommy's going to earn that jizz by making you cum your brains out."
As the two women giggled and stripped off each other's robes, Zane waved Claire over to where he stood behind the camera. "So," he said in a chummy voice, gesturing her toward the bed, "you decided that you wanted to watch? Get the full experience?"
Claire shot him a flat, angry look. He always had to push her fucking buttons. "If you're trying to chase me away, it's not going to work," she said doggedly.
Zane held up his hands in a placating gesture. "Hey, I'm not looking for a fight!" he said in an oily voice. "I think it's great that you want to see how the sausage gets made. Pay close attention to their passion. Before they met me, Leah and Perlah had never even kissed a girl. But when I ordered them to give it a try... Well, that's the magic of submission and dominance. They took to it like fish to water."
Claire sneered to cover up her irrepressible reaction of aroused intrigue. So they had become eager bisexuals just because Zane had ordered it? He had to be exaggerating. "You're disgusting," she said in a huff.
"I know I am, but that's what makes me so interesting. Are we ready, girls?" asked Zane, turning and raising his voice to get their attention.
"Yes, Sir," said Perlah, overlapping with Leah's "Yes, Daddy." And they did look ready. Eager. Their eyes darted to meet each other with affection, but also with a certain competitive edge. They were taking the obscene little game that Zane had proposed seriously.
"Action!" called Zane. Leah and Perlah continued gazing at each other hungrily for a few moments longer, then drew close to each other, their lips meeting in a gentle but passionate kiss. Claire found herself surprised at the crackling sexual energy she saw between the two women as Perlah's eyes gently closed, her hands rising to cradle Leah's face, then tangle in her hair. She had expected this to be a poorly acted farce (her impression of what most lesbian porn was, honestly), but when Leah's hands slid down to explore Perlah's tight little body, Claire saw genuine heat there.
Was it really possible for two women to be this passionate for each other just to please a man? The idea was kinky enough to color Claire's cheeks. She would never let another woman into their bed just because Dan wanted it. Dan had known better than to even joke a threesome. But there were a lot of things that Claire would never tolerate from Dan that she was discovering might be acceptable coming from another man. Would I ever be willing to... experiment with another woman? Her eyes traced the meeting of Leah and Perlah's lips, the soft, flowing motions of Leah's hands as they explored every inch of Perlah's tight young body. Claire was so in the zone that she hadn't even noticed that Zane had crept up beside her until he spoke.
"See, I told you that they love playing with each other for me," he said in a low voice, watching alongside Claire as Leah pushed Perlah onto her back, kissing her down into the mattress with firm, dominant pressure. Claire could feel wetness gathering between her own legs as she watched Leah's pump ass wiggling in the air, her pussy dripping hot juices of arousal down her thick thighs.
"They wanted me so much that they discovered that they wanted each other, too," said Zane, his voice low and pleasant in Claire's ear. Just being in the same room as them made Claire feel intimately connected to what was happening. Arousal pulsed through her. She could almost feel Leah's lips on hers. She imagined that her hands were touching Perlah's hot, soft skin.
"It's what you want, too," insisted Zane. "You're just too proud to admit it." He was only inches away from her. She swore she could feel the wild heat radiating off his skin from beneath his thin robe. A quick, nervous glance downward confirmed that Zane's robe was tented up from beneath by a powerful erection. Claire didn't trust herself to speak. Something about watching this intimate lesbian scene while Zane spoke softly to her felt like it was putting her in a trance.
Claire lost focus on Zane for a moment as Leah moved, turning and reorienting herself above the swooning Asian beneath her to swing a wide thigh over Perlah's face, straddling her like she had Zane just a few minutes before. Claire felt like she couldn't breathe. Her pussy tingled in anticipation as she watched Leah's fat rump nestling down, Perlah's little pink tongue extending eagerly as Leah's pussy came closer and closer.
Claire almost moaned as she felt Zane's broad, powerful hand land on her hip, pulling her close. She knew she should squirm away, slap him, call him out for his arrogant assumption... But right here, as she watched Leah's hot, dripping pussy press firmly against Perlah's mouth, she welcomed the touch. She craved stimulation, and... Oh God, Zane was right, a big part of her wished she was there on the bed, giving in to her wildest cravings.
So she didn't push Zane away. She let his hand grip her wide, squishy hip as he continued his low, smooth monologue. "Wouldn't it feel so good to actually get what you want for once? To be truly fulfilled? Wouldn't it be fun to not have to stage manage and direct every second of your love life and get fucked by someone who is confident enough to know what they're doing?"
Claire licked her lips, Zane's words soaking in as most of her mind was occupied with the filthy sex act in front of her. Leah's head dipped down, her stiff nipples pressing into Perlah's tight tummy as she seamlessly transitioned the face-sitting into a close, intimate sixty-nine.
Confidence... It was an attractive quality Claire suddenly realized. Leah certainly looked confident as she slipped her hands beneath Perlah's pert ass to pull her closer, feasting on the petite cutie's tight pussy. That was all she really needed from her husband. For him to stand up and act confident without having to be coached into it. Was that so hard? Why couldn't he just be a man?
"But this is just the warm-up," promised Zane wickedly at her side, his hand rubbing up and down the swell of her hip. Another little glance showed Claire that the tent beneath his robes had grown as the two women competed greedily for the privilege of catching his cum. "You'll get to see what real confidence looks like in a minute after Leah wins."



As Claire turned back to the action, she could see that Zane was right. Leah was going to win this sexual battle, and it didn't look particularly close. Perlah was making muffled sounds of delight up into the juicy pussy of the woman lying on top of her while writhing her slim hips upward into Leah's skilled tongue. Claire's wide, eager eyes focused on Perlah's smothered face, savoring the twisted eroticism of her assistant's obvious frustration blended with inescapable pleasure.
"Cum. Cum for her," she found herself muttering under her breath, completely entranced by the obscene sight. Her pussy felt hollow and needy between her thighs. She needed a tongue there herself, if not something thicker and harder.
Finally, Perlah gave in to the inevitable, her back arching and toes curling with delicious defeat as Leah sucked and slurped at her tight young pussy. But she didn't quit pleasuring Leah just because had lost. She rubbed her face right up into Leah's pussy until the bottom-heavy blonde was cumming as well, raising her dripping face to groan in delight and grinding her spasming cunt down hard into her lover's face.
Claire jumped as Zane patted her on the ass, saying, "That's my cue! Let's bring this all home for the finale."
Claire's hand flew to her butt where Zane had touched it. She was annoyed, of course, but she was so aroused and confused and distracted by the filthy sex in front of her that she was too tongue-tied to say a thing before Zane dropped his robe, exposing his squat, repulsive body and his thick, mouth-watering cock.
The two ladies on the bed, entwined and still panting from their shared orgasm, scrambled eagerly to their knees at the foot of the bed as their master approached, eyes hungry and bodies slick with sweat and lubrication.
"Good girls. I think you've earned a reward." Perlah and Leah needed no further encouragement. They eagerly scrambled forward, Leah sealing her lips around the pulsing head of Zane's cock and Perlah lapping and sucking at his huge, hairy testicles.
Summer unhooked the camera from the tripod and moved forward with it, angling it down to capture a perfect shot of the two sluts on their knees, eagerly servicing their master.
Claire hesitated, her pulsing drumming hard in her ears, her whole body hot and buzzing with lust. She was even hornier than she had been in the past few weeks, and that had been unbearable. Her eyes locked onto Leah's lips, smoothly sliding up and down Zane's shaft, their soft pinkness pulling slightly as she rose, then pressing in as she sank.
She couldn't run from the truth. She wanted that cock. She had wanted it ever since she had seen it fucking Leah hard in the spa. She had wanted it during every one of the filthy videos she had watched last night, fingering her burning pussy, desperately chasing an orgasm that she wished would take that craving away.
But, even though all she wanted in the world right now was to wrap her lips around that thick cock, it was forbidden. She couldn't give in like that. For Dan's sake, but even more importantly, for her own. She couldn't become the type of woman who submitted to a prick like Zane. It was unthinkable.
But she needed some sort of relief... and everyone was currently absorbed in the frenzied two-mouth blowjob happening at the foot of the bed. Claire slipped a hand down to the crotch of her modest, dark jeans and rubbed softly. Just enough to give herself the slightest stimulation to go with the obscene display in front of her. Twisted pleasure flooded every nerve of her body, and she bit her lip hard to stifle a whimper. Leah's head was bobbing faster and faster, her neck darting with sinuous, snake-like movements up and down. Perlah was busy sucking first one heavy, full testicle between her eager lips, then the other, leaving them shiny and dripping with her saliva.
They were no longer trying to drag this out to be sexy for the camera, although Summer had moved to get the perfect angle and was filming with a look of intense concentration. Perlah and Leah were two women utterly possessed by desire, desperate to make their master cum. And with the amount of effort they were putting into the task, Zane didn't take long to give them exactly what they wanted. His balls drew up tight to the base of his shaft, and Leah, sensing that he was about to burst, pulled her dripping mouth away, opening wide and sticking her tongue out in a slutty display of dopey submission, her eyes shining with need.
Claire's breaths were hot and heavy, her fingers pressing tight to the crotch of her jeans, watching eagerly to see Zane's climax. She had forgotten all pride now. She could feel her wild pulse throbbing in her throat. Her hard nipples. Between her legs, where her fingers rubbed ceaselessly. This was so much more arousing than just watching online. And certainly more arousing than anything Dan had done recently, as much as it pained her to say it. She thought she might cum just from this small amount of stimulation. Seeing Zane pump that kneeling, married slut's mouth full of cum would be all it took to push her over the edge.
As if on cue, Zane grunted, jerking his thick cock rapidly and sending a torrent of thick, pearly semen spilling over Leah's extended tongue, making her mouth swim with his thick jizz as Perlah continued to obediently lick and suck at his nuts below. Claire felt her own pleasure peak as Zane's thick ropes of cum filled Leah's mouth.
And then, in a gut-wrenching moment of shame and desire, Zane's eyes lifted from Leah... and met Claire's. He saw her openly touching herself at the sight of his sexual triumph. Zane's face broke into a wide, evil grin as he continued to pump his thick cock. Claire felt a small orgasm rush through her. Not deeply satisfying like she craved, but it still made her shudder, waves of pleasure pulsing through her veins as she stared into Zane's greedy eyes.
The electric moment of taboo connection was broken as Leah pulled away, mugging to the camera and rolling Zane's thick, creamy load around on her tongue. But Perlah couldn't be denied for long. She tugged needily on Leah's arm, and the curvy woman turned indulgently, her lips meeting the petite Asian's to sloppily pass the load of cum back and forth between them as Zane beamed down, his cock slowly deflating.
The two women enjoyed themselves in front of the camera, tangling their tongues with hot, thick cum between them until finally they both swallowed the remains of the load, giggled up at the camera, and waved goodbye to the viewers of Zane's website.
"Cut!" said Zane sharply, striding over to put on his robe again with a look of deep satisfaction on his broad, ugly face. "Fantastic work today, girls. You're going to make a lot of pervs very happy with this one." He grabbed the ladies' robes as well, slinging them over first Perlah's shoulders, then Leah's, before helping them up in an oddly tender gesture.
Claire would have expected the two women to look drained and depleted after such a demeaning display, but Perlah and Leah seemed to be in high spirits, glowing in the aftermath of the intense encounter, laughing and joking with Zane as they tied their robes. All three performers looked... fulfilled, in sharp contrast to Claire, whose orgasm had only seemed to intensify the frustration boiling inside her. Not for the first time that evening, she felt a stab of jealousy, then quickly pushed it down.
"Ok, I've kept my guest waiting long enough!" announced Zane loudly. "Go clean up, ladies. Summer, take five, we need the room."
Finally. Claire pushed aside all of her arousal and confusing feelings and steeled herself for a confrontation. This is what she had come here for. She had made it through another harrowing gauntlet of sexual mind games, and now Zane was going to have to contend with her in her element.
Direct confrontation.
...
As Summer locked the camera back onto the tripod, Zane met her eyes across the room and made a subtle hand gesture. A small circular motion of his finger low by his waist, hidden by his body, so Claire wouldn't be able to see it.
Keep it rolling.
Summer had to stop herself from rolling her eyes. Zane was an irrepressible horndog. With any other man, Summer would have thought he was bluffing about anything happening just a few minutes after that thick load he had pumped into Leah's mouth, but with Z, she could believe anything.
She left the camera rolling, pointed at the bed, and gave him a covert thumbs up as she hustled out the door, earning a saucy wink from her boss before he turned to address the prickly, gorgeous woman spoiling for a fight.
Summer wished Claire luck. It seemed like she might get more than she bargained for.
...
"Ok," said Zane heavily, crossing to plop down heavily on the edge of the bed and staring up at Claire with a placid smile. "Once again, sorry to give you the run around. But the work's all done now, and you wanted to talk. So... what's on your mind?"
Claire took a deep breath in, then let it out, trying to focus her mind and calm the roiling anxiety and arousal in her belly. This had seemed a lot simpler in the privacy of her bedroom last night. After watching another live performance of Zane's dominant sexuality, directly admitting that Zane's seduction attempts were getting under her skin felt embarrassing.
But Claire was no coward, so she looked Zane directly in the eye and said in a calm, but accusatory voice, "You've been trying to fuck me."
"Yeah, I have," said Zane simply, leaning back on his hands.
Claire frowned. She had thought that getting him to admit what he was doing would be the hard part. She felt a little bit like someone trying to break down a door with their shoulder, only to have it opened on them at the last second. One sentence into the confrontation and she was already off-balance. She struggled to pull herself together.
"Well... stop it," she said, feeling a little ridiculous.
Zane cocked his head at her, as if she had said something incomprehensible. "Why should I?"
Now Claire felt her old familiar friend bubbling up in her belly. Anger, pure and strong, fueling her and warming her from within. "Because I'm married. Because it's pathetic to flirt this shamelessly with someone you're paying to put up with your bullshit. I could go on, but I don't have to, because the most important reason is the simplest. Because I'm telling you 'no'." For the first time in a long time, Claire felt in control as she looked down at Zane. He no longer seemed smug either; his face was serious for once, regarding her with a narrow-eyed expression that almost seemed like... respect.
But Claire's elation was short-lived. Zane shook his head a second later and said, "No, Claire. I don't think so. I appreciate your objections, but I'm very happy with the way things are going."
Claire took a step closer, as if getting into his personal space could physically force the infuriating little man to bend to her will. "What the fuck are you talking about?" she snarled. "I just told you that..."
Zane held up a hand, cutting her off. "I heard what you said. But I just don't buy it. This is a front. A bluff meant just as much for yourself as it is for me. I don't think your answer is 'no' at all. I think your answer is 'I can't'."
"For all practical purposes, those mean the same thing," said Claire hotly.
"I disagree," said Zane with a shrug, still obnoxiously calm.
Claire rubbed her temple in frustration. She should have known that Zane would be this fucking stubborn when it came to his favorite pastime: wearing women down until they slept with him. She needed to make him understand that what he wanted simply wasn't going to happen. And that meant she was going to need to get uncomfortably honest. Zane had thrived on mind games so far; the only way to outplay him was brutal straightforwardness.
"Look, I'm attracted to you," said Claire bitterly, her stomach twisting as Zane's lips pulled up into a cocky little smirk. "So in a certain sense, you won. But that's the thing. You know me well enough by now that you know I would never just let you get what you want. Pride is important to me. Way more important than whatever fleeting fun you and I might have together... Not to mention the fact that I would never stab Dan in the back that way," she added hastily, wincing a little at the fact that it sounded like an afterthought. Even if Dan had disappointed her lately, he was still her husband. Her loyal partner. She needed to make up for this crisis of faith and reconnect with him. Soon. When this was all over, she would make sure he was never just an afterthought again.
"But I'm a proud man too," said Zane, a hint of steel creeping into his voice. "What makes you think I would be happy to accept a loss? Especially when I can just continue trying, turning you on more and more every day."
Claire grimaced at the thought. He really had been effective at winding her up, and she had precious few sources of relief. "I could just drop you as a client," she fired at Zane, gauging his reaction.
"As if I couldn't find ways of running into you outside of work," Zane drawled in a tone that begged Claire to stop boring him. "I mean, you could try for a restraining order, but I think on some level, you love my attention, so I doubt you'll go that far."
'So we're at an impasse," said Claire angrily. "You'll keep hitting on me and I'll keep saying "no". I'll get hornier and hornier, and you'll get more and more frustrated until one of us snaps." She didn't add the fact that she was the one who seemed much closer to that point. She felt a lot hornier than Zane seemed to be frustrated.
"Unless..." said Zane, raising an eyebrow with a knowing smirk.
"Unless what?" asked Claire in a dubious tone, unsure if she wanted to hear his answer.
"Unless we compromise," said Zane smoothly. Claire shook her head and opened her mouth to reply, but Zane held up a finger. "Hear me out. I know it sounds crazy, but really think this through. You perform a minor, insignificant sexual favor for me..."
"You fucking wish!" scoffed Claire, but Zane talked over her again.
"Barely anything. A handjob. Doesn't even count as sex. Afterward, I promise not to flirt with you at all during our business meetings. I get a little sop for my ego, and you get the breathing room you need to calm down and get me out of your head. All while having the satisfaction of knowing you never gave me what I was really after."
Claire wanted to laugh. She wanted to spit in his face. Instead, she was silent for a solid minute, her mind working rapidly as she stared the ugly little man in the eyes. Is it really that bad of a deal? On its face, it was unacceptable, but what would she really be giving up, and what would she be gaining?
"Flirting is too vague of a term," she said bluntly. "How do I know you won't try to fuck me and weasel out of it by saying it's technically not flirting?" She knew the question made it seem like she was considering the indecent proposal, but she needed to know all the facts before she could sort this out properly.
"Fine," said Zane with a curt nod, "I will make no moves at all during our professional dealings intended to convince you to have sex with me. Does that make things clearer for you?"
Claire bit her thumbnail, deep in thought. There was obviously a loophole you could drive a truck through in the terms. Zane could pursue her out of work as much as he wanted. But Claire wasn't deeply concerned about that. She thought it would be much easier to avoid Zane than he seemed to think. She rarely went anywhere but her office and home.
So... would it be worth it to give Zane a handjob to get him to back off? She didn't buy Zane's assurance that it "didn't count". She knew he would consider it a victory. But did she consider it a loss? Zane also had a point that a handjob wasn't what he was truly after, so it wouldn't be like she was fully submitting to his desires. And Claire thought that it might put her back in the driver's seat to cut off Zane's main avenue of seduction: her position as his interior designer.
And there was one other motivation. One that she was trying as hard as possible not to let influence her decision. Claire was deeply, distressingly horny, and the thought of wrapping a hand around the thick shaft of Zane's hot, throbbing cock was dangerously tempting. This would give her a perfect, glorious excuse to feel that magnificent dick for herself and finally get this curiosity out of her system. Who could blame her when she was only doing it to chase Zane away for good?
"One handjob," she said grudgingly, her eyes darting away so she couldn't see the smug expression on Zane's face, "and then you leave me alone when I work for you?"
"Neither of us gets exactly what we want, but neither of us walks away a loser," said Zane smoothly.
Claire's mouth was suddenly desert dry. Her nipples throbbed, painfully stiff against her bra. Her whole body ached with desire. She was going to do this. She was about to jerk off Zane's fat cock. She never would have imagined it a month ago, yet somehow, right now it seemed like the best option.
"Fine," she said quietly, feeling like a dam inside her was bursting, letting loose a flood of humiliated lust as she gave in to her worst enemy's perverse bargain. "How... How do you want to do this?"
Zane patted the bed next to him, clearly trying hard to keep a gloating smile off his face, but not quite succeeding. Claire saw, with a wet jolt of desire deep in her belly, that despite cumming just a few minutes before, Zane's cock was already rising to the occasion, straining up against the silky material of his robe once again. But this time, that bulge wasn't some disgusting annoyance or a distant hypothetical. It was the cock Claire would soon be gripping tight in her delicate fingers. The cock she would be pleasuring with her married hand.
Her eyes locked onto that bulge as she stepped closer, sitting gingerly beside Zane hip to hip. This wasn't so bad. It almost felt impersonal. If Zane had tried to loom above her, or, heaven forbid, told her to kneel and jerk him off, she would have maybe been scared away. But despite the lower intensity of sitting side by side, Claire's heart was hammering in her chest, and she had to wipe her trembling hands on her jeans so that they weren't quite so clammy. She could smell the powerful, bleachy musk of Zane's cum heavy in the air from his earlier orgasm. It only turned her on more.
Zane, a bastard as always, looked pleased, but entirely calm, lounging back on the bed as his cock pulsed obscenely beneath his thin robes. He waited a moment for Claire to psyche herself up, then murmured. "Open the robes, Claire. If we're doing this, let's do it."
Claire flashed him a venomous look. Easy for him to say. He wasn't fucking married, and all he had to do was sit back and accept her sexual favor. But... he was right. Claire didn't need to linger in this moment of stifling lust. She should get this over with as soon as possible.
Repeating to herself over and over that she was only doing this to get rid of Zane forever, Claire reached up and fumbled with the knotted tie around Zane's big gut, her fingers clumsy with nerves. She finally managed to undo the knot, and as the robes fell loose, Zane's throbbing erection sprang free, causing her to lightly gasp. Zane's cock... it was so fucking big. So powerful. Claire had practically memorized the shape of Zane's dick, after replaying her memories of the encounter she had spied on and watching so many videos last night, but having it here in front of her was something else entirely.
Right now, this cock was hers. Hers to touch. Hers to play with. To explore. The thought made the heat at her core burn painfully hot. It felt like all the frustrated lust of the past few weeks had been boiled down and concentrated inside her, singing through every nerve of her body.



"Don't just look," said Zane in a low, compelling voice. His cock was drooling a fat bead of precum already, slipping down its swollen purple head. "Touch. I know you want this."
Claire didn't bother to deny it. He was right. This is what she needed. What she deserved for holding out against his pressure for so long. Just one little indulgence. No one would have to know that she had been momentarily weak and submitted to Zane in this small, unimportant way.
Claire reached out, licking her lips. She held back for a moment, her palm just inches away, feeling the heat radiating off Zane's cock. Instinctively, her eyes flicked upward to meet his. He stared into her soul, his eyes filled with greed, and lust, and sheer, dominant masculinity.
"Jerk my fucking cock, Claire," he said in a quiet, firm voice.
And in that moment, Claire didn't argue, or scoff, or stand up for herself to teach Zane a lesson. She did something that she never even realized she was capable of.
She submitted.
Zane's cock felt just like she imagined it would. It throbbed with power against her soft palm as she ran her hand down its stiff length. Her fingers could barely close around its hot girth. She gulped as the thought came to her unbidden: what would a cock like this feel like somewhere else...
Zane groaned in satisfaction as Claire's hand made its slow journey down to the root of his cock before sliding upward to the tip once again, pausing to rub a thumb teasingly over its bulging head, smearing slick, warm precum as it went. Claire shifted on the bed as pleasure flared through her. This was even better than she thought. Even though the humiliation of sexually pleasing Zane was there, there was a sense of power as well. Zane was staring down at her hand as it moved back down his cock in open-mouthed delight. Claire held him in the palm of her hand in more ways than one.
She chased that feeling of control as she slowly increased the speed of her hand, feeling every contour and vein of Zane's impressive dick against her hand. The experience was totally different than when she stroked her husband. There was just a lot more real estate, for one. But also, Zane had a much greater... presence. It was hard to describe, but as he grunted and thrust lightly up into her strokes, Claire could feel a dominant energy rolling off him that made her body heat up in a way that Dan had never managed.
Claire fell into the filthy rhythm of the handjob, her fist pumping smoothly up and down Zane's thick cock, her body pulsing in time with the pace of her hand. Zane let out a constant low stream of grunting dirty talk. "Right there." "Fuck yes. Jerk that Cock." "It's yours. Work it, Claire." It was filthy and a little demeaning at times, but Zane's obvious pleasure and appreciation helped to make Claire even hornier.
"Spit on it," grunted Zane suddenly, his voice rough with arousal.
'What?" said Claire, a little confused and a little disgusted. "Why would I...?"
"No questions," said Zane sharply, his eyes snapping to meet Claire's. "Spit on my fucking cock while you jerk me off." She was taken aback by the ferocity she saw there. Zane was a wild animal, ready to rut. She squeezed her thighs together tighter as her pussy clenched, submissive desire welling up from inside her. She couldn't say "no". Not when she was caught up in this filthy spell. She leaned over, brushing her hair away from her face with one hand as she continued to stroke Zane's cock feverishly. Her eyes stayed locked with Zane's commanding gaze as she opened her lips and let a thick stream of drool drizzle all over the head of his cock, swiftly spreading it up and down his shaft with her pumping fist.
Claire saw immediately why Zane had wanted her to spit on him. Her hand was gliding now, faster and faster, her slick saliva making lewd squishing noises between her hand and Zane's cock. Zane was breathing in heavy, harsh pants, and Claire was nearly as aroused as he was. She wanted his cum so fucking bad. But she also didn't want this to end. This would be her one and only sexual encounter with Zane, and she had to make it last. She needed to scratch the maddening itch that this awful little man had somehow forced into her.
"You can feel it, can't you?" said Zane gruffly with a wide smile. "You can feel how compatible we are. How much you want to be mine."
"Shut up," said Claire, fidgeting as her hand worked up and down Zane's shaft. Hearing his voice right now was suddenly uncomfortably intense, making her feel things she didn't want to feel. "I'm only doing this because... because I want to be done with you."
"You'll never be done with me," said Zane in a voice of smoldering certainty. "Because no one else can make you feel this way. It might sting. It might humiliate you. But the reward for giving in... the fulfillment will make it all worth it." God, his cock felt so right in Claire's hand. She wanted more. She wanted to throw caution to the wind and give in completely.
"Here, let me show you," said Zane, and then, alarmingly, his face was right next to Claire's. His hand came up to roughly grip the back of her head, and their lips pressed together.
Claire made a muffled sound of shock at the sudden and unexpected kiss, her brain frozen for a moment from the unexpectedly intimate contact. This was way beyond what she had agreed to. Zane was once again greedily trying to push her, taking more than she wanted to give him. Fuck. That just turned her on more. She hovered on the edge of pushing Zane away or giving in to the sensation. Then Zane's tongue thrust into her mouth, and somehow that arrogant push melted her. She leaned into the kiss, her own tongue tangling wetly with Zane's as her hand continued to stroke his slick cock.
This arrogant fucker. Thinking he can just kiss whoever he wants. Even a handjob from a married woman isn't enough for him, he needs to force me to make out with him as well...
Her thoughts were bitter, but her body was on fire as she aggressively kissed Zane back. His free hand rose to grope a round, full breast, palming and squeezing greedily as Claire's hand moved faster and faster. Claire could feel her arousal winding up to a breaking point, like she was approaching some sort of awful climax. Something had to give. There had to be some sort of release from this sexual torment.
Zane pulled away, panting, his eyes fiery as he stared at Claire.
"Fuck it. It's not enough for me. I want you, Claire, and I know you want me too. Enough of this 'winning' and 'losing' bullshit. I don't care about that, I only want you. If you give yourself to me, right fucking now, I swear that I'll never tell anyone. It would just be for us. One night of secret passion."
Claire stared at him, her pussy aching. Empty. Needy. Buzzing with powerful desire. She found it hard to think. This is what she had been avoiding for months. The result that her pride would never allow. But he said no one would have to know... and her body was on fire. She needed this cock so fucking bad, and it felt impossible to think.
...
Dan paced the floor of his kitchen, his hands running through his hair distractedly as he tried to decide what to do.
First, Zane had sent him that taunting text, boldly claiming that he might win the bet tonight. That hadn't worried Dan too badly. Making an empty boast to get under Dan's skin.would be just like Zane. But, just to be sure, Dan had called his wife to confirm that she was catching up with work at the office, just like she had said.
And he had received no answer.
Even worse, when he called his wife's assistant in case Claire was too busy to come to the phone, Perlah said that she wasn't at the office, and she didn't think Claire was either. So if his wife wasn't at the office, where was she?
With Zane? His cock deep in her cheating pussy as her long, luscious legs locked around his flabby hips, drawing him closer... moaning and clawing at his back as his monstrous cock stretched her wide?
Dan took a deep breath and collapsed onto one of the stools and the kitchen island, trying hard to think and not let himself slip into filthy fantasies. His cock throbbed, painfully hard in his pants, fueled by the powerful storm of anxiety and twisted lust raging inside him. This had to be some sort of trick or mind game from Zane. He wanted Dan to panic and track Claire down in a frenzy, revealing his insecurity and distrust of his wife. If Claire thought Dan suspected she might be fucking Zane... well, to say she would be angry would be an understatement.
Dan leaned heavily on his elbows and shook his head wearily. That must be it: a crude attempt to prove Dan didn't trust his wife. He was a step ahead of Zane this time. Zane had underestimated his bond with Claire. Dan would never in a million years suspect his sharp, confident wife of slutty infidelity.
And Claire? She would rather die than give in to a cocky ogre like Zane.
...
Zane's heated words echoed through Claire's mind as his thick cock throbbed powerfully against her pumping palm. How much better would it feel plunging deep inside her, filling her completely, stretching her needy pussy wide open... finally satisfying her growing need to get fucked?
God... he's inside my head. He's more dangerous than he looks.
"Shut up!" growled Claire in a husky whisper, looking away from Zane's burning gaze toward his cock, swollen with lust in her hand. She saw her wedding band glinting in the bright porn set lights, and it only made the twisted desire building inside her flare stronger and hotter. Fuck, I shouldn't be doing this. Claire had always told herself that she was stronger than Zane. Smarter than him, but now her hand was wrapped around his cock... and damn it, she wanted more. A huge part of her cried out to be filled by the cock that felt so fucking good in her hand.
She began pumping her hand faster and harder on Zane's cock, trying her best to rapidly bring him to orgasm. If she could get him off quickly, his obscene offer would be a moot point. Looking into Zane's piggy eyes with a hateful, challenging gaze, Claire leaned over and spit on his cock again, just like he had asked her to a few minutes ago. She swiftly spread her slick, warm saliva all over Zane's shaft, lubing him up and filling the room with sloppy wet noises as her delicate hand pumped and twisted.
Zane raised an eyebrow with a dirty chuckle, leaning back on his hands with a satisfied smile, clearly enjoying himself immensely as the haughty married woman he had been pursuing energetically jerked his dick. But he was also clearly not anywhere close to orgasm. "Wow... You learn fast, don't you, Claire Bear?" he teased with a wink. "Aren't you glad I taught you that one? Now you can spit on your hubby's cock whenever he gets a handjob! Be sure to tell him you learned it from his old buddy Zane."
"No," panted Claire, her voice angry, but rough with arousal, "He doesn't need shit like this to get off. He's not a pervert like you." She squirmed a little on the bed, her pussy blazing with arousal that was so powerful it was almost uncomfortable. Why does it turn me on when he acts like an asshole? What the fuck is wrong with me lately?
Zane laughed, low and nasty. His sly sidelong glance at Claire was filled with secret certainty. "I wouldn't be so sure, Claire. Your hubby might just be a bit more kinky than you think."
Claire felt a stab of anxiety, thinking back to the strange censored "Beta Edition" of Zane's website she had found on Dan's computer. Did Zane somehow know about what sort of things her husband jerked off to? No, it had to be a shot in the dark. Just another jab intended to get under her skin.
"Shut the fuck up," she snapped. "Just... don't talk. Focus on the fucking handjob that you don't deserve. It's a one-time thing, so enjoy it while it lasts. And to answer your stupid fucking question, of course I'm not going to let you fuck me. That's the entire fucking point of this."
Zane snorted, as if Claire was being ridiculous, but he fell silent for a while, letting Claire focus fully on his cock.
It really was an impressive specimen she held in her tight fist. For a few minutes, Claire focused completely on the filthy rhythm of her handjob, letting her breathing fall into a steady pace in time with her pumping hand, feeling the ridges and veins of her worst enemy's hot, pulsing flesh. Claire's body sang with tension and arousal. Her husband had let her down lately, so she had a lot of built-up sexual frustration, but this was more than just that. It wasn't just that Dan hadn't made her this horny lately; she wasn't sure if her husband had ever made her this horny. There was something about Zane's attitude and the antagonism and competition between them that lit a powerful spark of sexual energy inside her. Not to mention the perfect size and shape of his cock.
It was making her decision not to have sex with him harder and harder to maintain
"What?" asked Zane with a nasty chuckle, watching the clear arousal and frustration written all over Claire's snarling face, "having a little trouble? Feeling horny? You know, it's a shame that you aren't getting anything out of this. Just say the word, and we can make this a little more... mutual..."
"You little fucking piece of..." hissed Claire in shocked disbelief. "You're assuming too much. You're lucky my hand is even touching this disgusting, oversized donkey dick at all! I'm so far out of your fucking league that you shouldn't even look me in the eyes without asking first, you arrogant little prick!"
Zane shrugged. "Yeah, yeah, that's what they all say. That they're better than me. That I don't deserve them. That I should thank my lucky stars. And you know they do then?"
His eyes were two sharp pinpricks of predatory heat, burning into Claire's soul. Her breath caught despite herself, and she was forced to once again confront how horny she was. Her nipples throbbed with painful stiffness in her bra, and moist heat roared between her shifting thighs. "I..." she said softly, licking her lips, "I don't know what you..."
One of Zane's hands reached over and rested on her thigh with warm, firm pressure. It felt like he had just broken an important barrier. Now it wasn't just Claire performing a service for Zane. With just the light touch of one hand, this had become a mutual sex act, just like Zane had promised. It made Claire feel dirty and wrong, but more importantly, it made her feel unsettled, like she was walking on shaky ground. She considered moving Zane's hand... but instead, her hand continued to slide up and down his slick shaft, pleasuring his cock as his hand rested just inches from her hot, desperate pussy.
"Then they fuck me," said Zane in a heated whisper. "They tremble. They whimper. They beg for more. And after that, I don't hear about how beneath them I am anymore." His hand slipped just an inch closer toward the center, and Claire felt her pussy throb with filthy heat. Her decision not to fuck Zane now felt like an open question once again, and his words didn't help.
"Why make this harder than it needs to be?" asked Zane in an oily, persuasive tone. "We both want it, it will make it easier to fulfill our little agreement, and no one has to know!"
Claire could feel herself teetering on the edge of giving in... then pulled herself back. No. She had to be strong; otherwise, she would never be able to live with herself. But Zane was right in one respect: the longer Claire let this handjob go on, the hornier she would become. And it would become harder and harder to resist Zane's continued insistence that they take things further.
She needed to step up her game and finish this.
Without any further hesitation, Claire did what her instincts told her would work. She lunged forward, capturing Zane's flabby lips in another searing kiss. But unlike the first kiss he'd stolen a few minutes ago, this one felt different. On the one hand, as her tongue slid between his lips boldly, tangling wetly with his, Claire felt a surge of power. She was taking control. Doing what she wanted instead of just being pushed around by Zane again and again.
But on the other hand, it was a little troubling how the kiss affected her. Her arousal pulsed blood-hot just beneath her skin. Her whole body tingled and ached for touch. She didn't just want to serve a man with her hand; she wanted to be served. She wanted relief from the sexual frustration that had been plaguing her. As her hand pumped ceaselessly on Zane's rock-hard dick, and her mouth locked hungrily with his, trying to turn him on enough to make him cum, her pussy felt needy and empty beyond belief, crying out to be filled and satisfied.
As Claire concentrated on making Zane cum as fast as possible... he answered her body's wordless cry. Claire gasped in alarm as she felt Zane's hand slide down the curve of her inner thigh, heading toward the center. Her free hand flashed down, gripping his flabby wrist hard in a desperate grip. She pulled away from the kiss, panting with lust, but still strong in her beliefs, whispering fiercely, "Don't. That's not for you. Ever."
Zane stared back at her with a defiant look in his eye. "Very impressive, Claire. Full marks," he said in a sarcastic murmur. "When you have trouble sleeping at night, you can tell yourself that you just jerked me off, and didn't have any fun at all doing it. Let's be real, Claire Bear. You're horny as fuck. And you need some relief soon, or you're going to fucking explode. Isn't it actually better if you cum from this? That way, you're not submitting to me. You're just... having fun... right?"
Claire felt frozen, unable to make a rational decision. The thought of Zane's skilled fingers on her throbbing pussy was hard to resist... but would saying "yes" make her look weak? She scowled at Zane, and her blush flamed red-hot as he seemed to read her expression like a book, saying, "Ok, ok, don't worry, Claire. You don't need to say 'yes'." He moved forward again, his last few words a hot, wet breath against her panting lips.
"...Just don't say 'no'."
Then his lips were on hers again, and her hand was pumping his cock with even greater speed. Claire's hand holding Zane's wrist faltered... then fell away, allowing it to move toward its destination, sliding down to firmly rub and tease, mashing her soaking panties into her pussy over her jeans.
Claire had to hold herself back to prevent a moan from slipping between her lips. Zane's fingers felt so fucking good rubbing between her thighs that it was hard to fully believe it. Before long, all hesitance was gone, and Claire spread her legs wide, eagerly receiving all of the attention that Zane could give her while pumping her tight, slippery fist up and down his cock.
Zane twisted and shifted for a moment, and it took Claire a moment to realize that he was shrugging out of the robe he was wearing, leaving his flabby, hairy body totally naked on the bed beside her. It should have been an unimportant gesture: after all, she was already jerking him off, and it was difficult to get more intimate than that. But somehow being next to Zane fully naked seemed to ramp up the intensity of the moment even further. He was signalling that they still had further to go before this encounter was finished.
Claire had started out by firmly kissing Zane, but now he turned the tables on her, pushing his heavy naked body against her, slipping his tongue into her mouth and rubbing his thick fingers with unrelenting pressure between her thighs. Claire's breaths came in big, shaking gasps, hitching her chest and making her tits jiggle lightly beneath her shirt with each inhale. Her hand squeezed tighter on Zane's huge, throbbing cock, holding it like a good-luck charm; an anchor that kept her rooted in this powerful, heated moment of intense sexual freedom. How could someone's fingers feel this good over the clothes? How could Zane make her feel this way with high school level shit like handjobs and second-base fondling?



Was all of this heat coming from the taboo of the encounter and Claire building it up in her head, or was Zane really some sort of sexual virtuoso like he claimed? Claire couldn't tell, but she knew a cock deep inside her would feel so much fucking better than his fingers rubbing over her jeans...
Claire's thought process was interrupted by a strange tugging sensation. She was so wrapped in the handjob and kiss that it took her a second to realize what was happening. It was Zane's free hand, slowly flipping up the bottom hem of her shirt, tugging it up to expose the tanned flesh of her taut belly.
Claire's insides twisted with aroused anxiety, and her hand that had been busy cradling the back of Zane's head and pulling him closer flashed down to once again grab his wrist and halt his progress. She pulled away from the kiss and gave him what she hoped was a stern glare... although her hand never ceased its pumping up and down the stiff length of his shaft.
"Stop," she said in a voice that was firm, yet husky with desire. "I already told you that I'm not going to have sex with you, you creep. Just fucking drop it already."
Zane's eyes were hard and focused now, his voice low and direct and powerful in a way that made his still-moving fingers tingle between Claire's thighs. "You want to make me cum right? This will help. I want to see that beautiful body. It's not that big of a deal anyway... unless you're saying that you won't be able to help yourself if you get naked in front of me. Are you that weak, Claire Bear?"
Claire stared at him, taking in his disgusting little naked body. By any objective measure, Zane was undesirable. He had a big, soft belly, squat legs, and a flabby chest all covered by a layer of curly golden body hair. But somehow... in a way that Claire couldn't put her finger on, his confidence and arrogance almost let him pull it off. He felt less like the disgusting loser that Claire had assumed for so long and more like some sort of mythological beast: a troll or ogre, bursting with dangerous sexual power.
A big part of this was his cock, admittedly. It jutted out, stiff and proud, with Claire's delicate hand still wrapped tightly around its base, wedding ring slick with a mix of saliva and precum from her eager handjob.
Claire felt arousal pulsing through every inch of her body, throbbing in her nipples and between her legs, making her feel flushed and hot all over. The temptation to throw caution to the wind and let this confident, assertive man tear off her clothes was powerful, but the strength of that impulse scared her. Worse, he had put his finger directly on her anxiety with his taunt. Zane thought that being naked together would be too much temptation for her to handle.; that she would just automatically let him fuck her if she let things get that far.
But he was wrong. She knew that it was a reverse psychology tactic, and she knew that her decision might be partially driven by her wild arousal, but Claire wasn't the type of woman who could back down from a challenge. She finally released Zane's cock from her slippery grip and stood before him, breathing heavily and blushing red, angry and horny and confused.
"Weak?" she purred with a sneer, staring down at the little troll beneath her from her commanding height. "We'll see who's weak after your disgusting dick spurts in my hands five seconds after seeing my tits." She reached down and popped open the button of her jeans, feeling butterflies roaring through her belly. She was actually going to do this. She was going to be naked together with Zane. Just like all those girls on his filthy porn site. Just like Leah had been when she spied on her getting fucked to moaning orgasm by the cock beneath her right now.
"I'm only doing this to get this over with faster," she insisted hastily, trying unsuccessfully to ward off the sudden expression of horny triumph that crossed Zane's ugly face. The sudden sense that Zane had successfully manipulated her and won this round made Claire hesitate for a second, but her hands were already pulling the waistband of her jeans down over the curve of her ass, and pulling them back up at this point would only make her look weak.
So she pressed on, dropping her tight jeans to the ground and kicking them to the side. She could feel Zane's slimy eyes crawling all over her naked thighs and ass, turning her insides to water and making her knees weak. She hurried to tug her shirt up and over her head before she lost her nerve further, cutting off her view of Zane for a moment when the tight-fitted shirt caught on her large breasts. Finally, she tossed it aside to land on her jeans, and she stood in front of her naked enemy wearing only her underwear.
It wasn't the fanciest set she owned, and, despite what Zane had maybe been hoping, certainly wasn't the pair he had bought for her. Shamefully, that idea had actually crossed her mind when she got dressed to go out a few hours ago, sending a little zip of taboo energy racing through her body, but in the end, this trip had been about resisting Zane, not pleasing him, and wearing that lingerie would have been admitting defeat before the game even started.
But, with that being said, she had also worn underwear nice enough that she didn't mind being seen in it, which maybe indicated a certain amount of defeatism after all... Her bra was elegant yet sexy, white with black lace decorations. A matching simple white thong, currently soaked through with arousal, clung between her legs.
Zane looked up at her, and the mockery dropped from his face, replaced by open, naked hunger. He wanted her so badly that Claire could practically smell the pheromones, and her own body responded to that lust, her pussy throbbing dully with pure sexual need between her thighs. She wasn't finished yet. Zane was completely naked and completely confident. If she couldn't match that, she would be admitting defeat. Claire reached behind her and began unhooking her bra.
Zane slowly stroked his long, thick cock, his eyes focused on her with blazing heat. It reminded Claire uncomfortably of her usual bedroom ritual with her husband, where Dan would praise her while she stripped for him, jerking himself off the whole time. The fact that Zane was doing the same thing only convinced her body more strongly that she was about to get fucked, lighting a dark, sickening fire deep in her belly. Claire did her best to work quickly, trying not to make it a teasing show as she shrugged off her bra and tossed it onto her growing pile of clothes.
But her attempt to make things less openly sexual had no noticeable effect on Zane. "Fuck," he growled as his burning eyes bored holes into Claire's naked tits. They really were impressive, Claire had to admit. Full and round, with big, perky pink nipples. They looked even bigger when bare, thanks to the clothing Claire wore to deemphasize them, and she could tell that Zane was in heaven now as he got his first view of their full naked glory. "You are so fucking hot," he gushed in a rough, lustful voice that made Claire's lust burn brighter. "I can't believe you're worthless hubby can't get it up for you."
Claire paused and frowned. "What? Why do you say that?" she asked suspiciously. She had never mentioned her husband's difficulties in bed to Zane, and she never would, no matter how frustrated she got.
Zane shrugged as if it were of no importance. "No reason. He just seems like the type. Now get that thong off, Claire Bear. We need to get back to the action.'
Claire gave him a searching look and reached down to grip the waistband of the thong. Although her arousal hadn't faded one bit, she felt a little warier suddenly. She slipped her white thong down an inch or two... and then pulled it back up into place. Weak or not, maybe it wasn't a good idea to be totally naked with this manipulative asshole.
Zane frowned. "What the fuck? I thought you said..."
"Shut the fuck up," growled Claire, lunging forward and seizing his cock in her hand and kissing him hard once again. It was time to make this asshole cum... and quickly, before he could trick her into going any further.
This time, she didn't sit, leaning forward on one knee in a dynamic pose, her hand pumping wildly on Zane's cock while her tongue aggressively explored his mouth. One of his greedy hands came up suddenly, making her gasp against his lips as he firmly and confidently grabbed her naked breast, pressing his hot, sweaty palm against a stiff nipple. God, she had let him get so far... giving him a handjob, letting him see her naked, now even allowing him to touch her naked tits. But she didn't stop him. Couldn't. Seeing that her only reaction was to jerk his cock with more frantic speed, Zane grew bolder, using both hands to grope, rub and tease every inch of her breasts as they hung softly between them. His strong, teasing hand sent crackles of electricity blazing through Claire's body, setting her on fire with twisted lust. Claire's hand twisted and pumped, relishing the feel of Zane's thick, throbbing cock against her grip.
She wanted more. And Zane, in tune with her needs, was willing to give it to her. One flabby hand slipped down her body while the other took an aching nipple between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it lightly. His hand traveled down until it reached her panties, hooking under the front of the thong and pulling down.
"No," said Claire firmly, pulling away a little. This time, her words were backed with resolve. "Leave them on." That barrier between his cock and her pussy, as thin as it was, seemed essential right now.
Zane attempted to keep going for a second, then looked up at Claire's expression and saw she was serious. A wry grimace crossed his face. "Fine," he said with a sigh, "Be that way. For now. But you're never going to finish me off with just a handjob, Claire Bear. You're going to have to find some way of upping your game."
Once again, his words were taunting, needling Claire in just the right way to awaken her competitive spirit. With a fierce desire to prove him wrong, Claire decided on a different tactic. She pushed Zane's hands aside and straddled his pudgy lap, reaching down between them to play with his cock once again. The pervy son-of-a-bitch seemed to like the look of my tits, she thought wickedly. Let's see how long he can last once he gets a taste. While one hand swirled its palm over the swollen cock head between their laps, Claire reached up with her free hand and grabbed a handful of Zane's frizzy blonde hair, pulling his face into her breasts.
Judging by the stunned pleasure on Zane's face the instant before it pressed deep into her big, soft tits, Claire had chosen a winning strategy. The little troll looked like he had died and gone to heaven. And, a second later, a tidal wave of pleasure hit Claire as well. Zane sucked one delicate, perfect pink nipple into his greedy mouth, lashing it roughly with his tongue before nipping it between his teeth. Claire sucked in a deep gasp of pleasure, one hand pumping Zane's cockhead in short, tight strokes while the other rubbed and tugged gently on his massive hanging testicles. It was mildly uncomfortable to sit like this, perching her fat ass on Zane's knees and leaving enough room to work his cock, but the powerful pleasure she was receiving from Zane's mouth more than made up for it.
God, he knows how to use that fucking mouth. Claire found herself arching her back, offering up her tits for Zane's slobbery but skillful attention as he licked and sucked and kissed every inch of them, covering her married tits with his unworthy saliva. Defiling them with his filthy animal lust. She had hoped that letting him suck her tits would be enough to put him over the edge, but so far, it apparently wasn't. "Fuck... cum you little shit,' she hissed between clenched teeth, pleasure pulsing in her veins and crackling up and down her spine as Zane teased her stiff nipples, one with his rough tongue, and the other with his finger and thumb. Every minute this went on tempted Claire more and more to give in, tear off the tiny scrap of soaked cloth between her legs, and fuck Zane within an inch of his life.
Zane's only response was a deep, mocking chuckle. He reached behind Claire and grabbed a big handful of her perfect butt, pawing and palming it with obvious enjoyment. The feeling made Claire grunt in surprise and unexpected pleasure, but she didn't stop him. The man was tongue-bathing her naked tits, it hardly seemed like a little goosing was crossing a line at this point.
But Claire was too horny to realize Zane's true plan.
Zane's grip on her ass became stronger... more insistent. It pulled her forward, scooting her up Zane's lap. Claire was confused for a moment about what exactly was going on. If Zane kept pulling her forward like this, she wouldn't have any room to maneuver her hands and jerk him off. That second of confusion was all it took for Zane to get what he wanted.
Claire's hips slid forward the last few inches, and the thick, hot length of Zane's cock pressed hard against the sopping cloth of her thong. Every nerve in her body sizzled with sexual heat as she felt the rigid shape of her enemy's throbbing member pressed against her pussy. She moaned involuntarily at the powerfully taboo sensation of such intimate contact with the cock of a man who wasn't her husband. Who was so much bigger and badder than her husband.
Claire's head swam with crumbling defiance and arousal. She panted harshly, staring into Zane's sharp eyes, arrogant and bold, daring her to refuse his obscene offer of closer contact. Daring her to accept. For the hundredth time that night, all the reasons she should slap the smug look off Zane's face and tell him to get fucked rushed through her head.
And then, in the heat of the moment, she tossed all logic away and gave in to pleasure, throwing her arms around Zane's neck and pressing her hips forward hungrily. The soaking wet cloth of her thin thong rubbed up and down the rigid length of Zane's cock, smearing her hot, slick juices of arousal all over his dick. She put all of her lust into that powerful grinding motion... all of her hatred. She didn't just want to feel his cock rubbing against her forbidden intimate place; she wanted to dominate it with her pussy. To defeat it. To make him cum.
"Is this what you wanted?" she hissed angrily into his ear, her panty-clad pussy grinding her wet heat into his cock, "Huh? You want to fuck this pussy so fucking bad? You can't. You can't have it, you fucking loser. You aren't good enough. You never will be."
Something about her words seemed to finally sting Zane for some reason. His powerful hands latched around her waist and he thrust forward, rubbing actively against her instead of passively accepting her service. "When are you going to fucking get it?" he grunted back, his voice smoldering with frustration and rage. "You thought you were too good to kiss me. Then you did. You thought you were too good to jerk my fucking cock. Then you did. You think you're too good to submit to a man like me, but you're not. I've already proven that I'm better than you. It's just taking a second for your snooty little brain to catch up to your new reality."
Claire bit her lip hard at the intense sensation of Zane's cock rubbing hard between her legs. His words were stinging acid, but the feeling of his magnificent thickness rubbing right where she needed it was sweetest honey. Claire could tell how things were going to go. Zane would ramp up the dirty talk. Hump her harder and faster. All it would take was one swift movement, his greedy hands reaching down to slip her thong aside while his hips scooted back just a touch further. He would slip inside, and at that point, Claire knew that she was too far gone to protest. She would fuck him. She would enjoy it. And afterward, he would gloat about it insufferably. The only question was if that was too high of a price to pay.
Claire hovered on the razor's edge as her pussy and Zane's cock ground together with wet friction, separated by only a thin cloth barrier. Once more, the choice loomed in front of her. Accept humiliation and mindblowing sexual pleasure, or go home with her gnawing sexual frustration still unfulfilled.
Ironically, it was Leah who tipped her over the edge toward refusal. The stupid side bet that they had made. Zane had promised that whatever happened in this room would stay between them, but Claire wasn't sure how far she trusted that promise when it came to his loyal sluts. If Leah found out she had fucked Zane and held Claire to her end of the bargain... Well, it would be unthinkable. Claire's mind was made up in one heated instant, and before Zane could take any action to move things further, she made her move.
Claire squirmed out of Zane's grip and back off his lap, taking a moment to savor the look of stunned confusion on his face as she fell to her knees.
Claire gulped as the intense feeling of the position hit her like a ton of bricks. She was on her knees beneath Zane. His squat, hairy body loomed above her. His cock, especially, stood like a thick, pulsing pillar of masculine power right above her upturned face. The look of shock left Zane's face, replaced by a smug, leering grin. Zane had Claire on her knees, ready to serve him. It was humiliating. Shameful. Overwhelmingly erotic. It was the pose that Claire had been glad not to be forced into just a few minutes before. But now it was necessary. A gutwrenching, erotic compromise that Claire needed to make in order to prevent the ultimate defeat.
She reached up, One hand massaging Zane's heavy, hanging balls while the other once again jerking his slippery cock, this time in a position of humble subservience. "You wanted me here," she said in a heated purr, her hands never ceasing. "Beneath you. Well, here I am. Begging for your cum on my knees like a slut. So give it to me. Give me that fucking cum, and we can end this."
Claire could see the wary hesitation behind Zane's smug expression. This wasn't actually what he had been after. All of that talk of spontaneously throwing caution to the wind and "going for it" in the heat of the moment had been bullshit. He had intended to fuck her all along. But now she was offering something that was maybe too tempting for him to resist.
Submission.
"That's right, you pervert," hissed Claire, sensing her advantage and increasing the speed of her hands. "You want a married woman to jerk your filthy cock. You want to cum all over her face while she serves you on her knees."
Zane raised an eyebrow, then seemed to reach a decision.
"No," he said decisively, his eyes locked with Claire's. "I don't want to cum on her face. I want her to swallow."
Claire gulped, her pussy fluttering and pulsing beneath her flimsy thong. Fuck. He had named his price. This time it wasn't a ploy or manipulation, but a real offer of a compromise. If she sucked his cock, Zane would let her get away without pressuring her to fuck him. She stared at his massive dick looming above her, suddenly intimidated by its size all over again.
Blowjobs weren't something that Claire did very often, and certainly not something she enjoyed. Sucking a man's cock made her feel... used, even when she gave them to her loving, appreciative husband. But somehow, being used by Zane didn't sound all that bad right now. The idea of that thick shaft stretching her lips wide open had a certain filthy appeal, in fact.
"In for a penny, in for a pound, Claire Bear," said Zane above her. His cock pulsed with the beat of his heart, hot and strong in Claire's hands. His voice was low, deep, persuasive. Claire didn't look up to hear him speak. She only had eyes for the thick, veiny cock in front of her eyes. "Come on. I won't tell anyone. It's our little secret."



She shouldn't. For so many reasons. She was married. Zane was an asshole. She hated blowjobs. It would make her look weak. But right now, that desire for a strong, powerful man that Zane had awakened inside her rose up and took the reins. Zane wanted her to suck his cock. And she would do it. Claire took one last shuddering breath...
...and submitted. She closed the distance and wrapped her soft lips around the swollen head of Zane's cock, tentatively running her hand over it, tasting the salty ooze of precum from its tip. Claire stared up into Zane's triumphant eyes and experienced the thrill of submission. She was his plaything right now. His slut. His little married cocksucker. And giving in to a powerful, pushy man like this was everything she had dreamed it would be.
Now that she had given in, Claire wasted no time. No more teasing, no more slow sensuality. Claire hungrily swallowed Zane's cock, her tongue slithering over every inch of his thick shaft while she locked eyes with him, her gaze soft and submissive, but demanding, willing him to give in and cum. Zane's expression of dominant triumph made Claire's insides twist with humiliation and lust as her head bobbed rapidly, especially when he reached down and grabbed the back of her head, guiding her to go faster, harder, deeper.
Zane had apparently been a lot closer to climax than he let on. So close that maybe a little more work with her handjob might have been enough. One last manipulation from the tricky asshole now fucking her mouth. Claire could feel him approaching orgasm, his heavy balls drawing tight to the base of his cock as he plunged his dick deep into her mouth again and again, conquering the arrogant woman who thought she was better than him.
Claire closed her eyes, not wanting to see his face when he came and filled her mouth full of his foul seed. She knew that she would never be able to forget the moment when his hot semen coated her tongue. The erotic humiliation would cling to her forever. But she still didn't loosen the tight grip of her lips around his shaft. Her tongue never ceased its wriggling service. Her throat didn't stop clenching and milking his thick cock. A part of her craved that humiliation.
Finally, Zane grunted, holding Claire's head down and spurting a thick, gluey load of cum deep into her throat. Almost deep enough that she wouldn't have the shame of his taste in her mouth. But, of course, Zane wasn't the type of man to spare her that shame. He pulled out just far enough for his last rope to land directly on her tongue, printing the taste of his cum in her memory forever.
He squeezed out the last few drops onto Claire's waiting tongue with a deep sigh of satisfaction, then smiled wide, staring down at the naked beauty beneath him, covered in a thin sheen of sweat, naked breasts heaving and still shiny with his saliva, and with a thick drizzle of his jizz displayed on her stuck-out tongue. As he watched, she closed her mouth, her eyes shining with a confusing riot of hatred and lust, and swallowed heavily.
"Pleasure doing business with you," he said with an earthy chuckle.
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ClarkHollis: Nah, sorry, man. I don't think there are any other types of roleplay I would do between two dudes. Just couldn't get myself into that headspace, you know?
Ben slumped down a little in his office chair with a disgruntled sigh, taking a sip of beer. It looked like he was going to have to go searching for another RP partner again, which was a real shame, because Clark Hollis had a talent for it.
Ben McLean liked to think he was a solid guy. He was a good husband to his wife. He didn't smoke. He didn't drink. He didn't gamble. He just had one vice. Ben was hypersexual. From the very beginning, Julie hadn't been able to keep up with his libido.
He had never considered having sex with anyone else, of course. Ben was a one-woman man, and he planned to keep it that way. But it did mean that besides his active sex life with his wife, he was a big consumer of porn, erotica, and, most recently, erotic roleplay.
There was just something electrifying about the give and take between two strangers over the computer screen that couldn't be matched by reading dead words on a page. He had joined a Kaos server dedicated to linking up roleplayers, and since then, he had unlocked a whole new world of intensely arousing conversation.
And that's where he met Clark. ClarkHollis was well-known on the server, a writer of erotica and a seasoned roleplayer; he was popular with many of the women that Ben chatted with. When Ben had been toying with the idea of trying out cuckolding roleplay, one of his RP partners said that Clark was experienced with playing a bull, so Ben decided to give it a shot.
For a few sessions, Ben played a cuck, and Clark played a cocky bully, rubbing it in Ben's face that he was fucking his wife. In the end, though, the cuckold roleplay just wasn't doing it for Ben. It wasn't a problem with Clark. Just the opposite, in fact. Clark's erotic taunting actually made the cuckold roleplay feel a little too close to home.
For a second there in the last session, the idea of a confident, pushy man like Clark stealing Ben's wife felt a little too real.
And so Ben had asked if they could change topics. Find a different type of roleplay that they both enjoyed. But it looked it, predictably, there just weren't that many types of RP that two straight dudes could do together. Which was a shame, because it would sort of suck to lose Clark as a roleplay partner. The man had a way with words when it came to dominant dirty talk that hit Ben just right.
Ben grimaced and prepared to type a message thanking Clark for his time when another message popped onto his screen.
ClarkHollis: Of course, if you were a girl, that would be a different story.
Ben stared at the screen, his eyebrows furrowing. He took another sip of his beer as he wondered what the fuck Clark meant by that strange hypothetical. He waited to see if Clark would respond again and say he had been joking, but no other messages came through
Finally, Ben typed a cautious reply.
WildRover: Lol, but I'm not.
Little dots appeared, showing that Clark was typing. They disappeared, then reappeared again.
ClarkHollis: You wouldn't be the first guy to roleplay as a girl, Wild. I'm not into domming a guy, but if you become a girl for me, I think we could have a lot of fun.
A strange prickle of curiosity went through Ben at the idea of... interacting with Clark directly. All of their cuckold roleplay had been very oblique. I did such and such to your wife last night. She sucked my cock on her knees like a good little slut. Even then, it had been hot. But roleplaying sex as a woman? The idea felt weird.
Wildrover: I don't know, man. Like you said, I just don't think I could get into that headspace.
ClarkHollis: I wouldn't be so sure...
The reply popped back in almost instantly. Ben clearly had Clark's full attention right now. But he wasn't sure he wanted it. That last message felt a little insulting, honestly.
Wildrover: What exactly do you mean by that?
ClarkHollis: I mean, don't knock it till you've tried it, Wild. Tell you what. Why don't we give it one trial session? If you really can't get into it, then you can tell me to fuck off. But I think you'll like it. I'm good at this shit.
Ben pursed his lips and took a thoughtful swig of beer. He flicked to another tab to see if any of his regular female RP partners were online, but no luck. He was home alone again tonight, his wife gone on one of her frequent business trips. If he wanted to cum, it was either gooning to some gold old-fashioned porn, or... whatever the hell Clark was offering. And porn just didn't have an appeal tonight.
WildRover: So... what? Do I just start talking about how I have tits and a pussy or something?
ClarkHollis: No, you've got to ease into the female headspace. Here, let me take care of you. Look at this.
A brief loading icon popped up in the chat, and then a high-quality image filled the screen. It showed a cute, smiling young woman, probably in her early twenties. She had sparkling blue eyes, wavy blonde hair pulled up into two cutesy pigtails, and a teasing grin on her pouty lips that sent a thrill of intrigued desire shooting through Ben. But her expression wasn't what drew his eye the most. The woman on the screen wasn't naked by any means. In fact, she was completely covered. But there was a certain type of clothing that did more to... emphasize what was underneath than conceal it, and those were precisely the type of clothes this young woman was wearing. A bright-pink cutoff top tightly hugged her large, luscious tits and showed off her flat, tanned tummy. A tiny miniskirt in the same shade as her top rode low on her wide, feminine hips, but still barely came down far enough to hide what lay underneath. Tall heels lifted and toned her long, smooth legs, presenting yet another feast of feminine flesh for the male gaze. Overall, a perfect portrait of sweet, slutty femininity. Ben couldn't have asked for a sexier example of a woman.
ClarkHollis: This is you tonight, Wild.
Ben let out a little snort, shaking his head with a smile. Ok, this felt a little silly. Ben was a good-looking guy. At least, he liked to think so. He had a slim build, which maybe wasn't the manliest. And he had blonde hair and blue eyes as well. But that was where the similarities between him and the slutty model on the screen ended.
WildRover: If you say so, dude.
ClarkHollis: Stop. You're already closed off to this, and we haven't even started. You need to really give this a try. Can you do that for me, Wild?
Ben took a slow sip of his beer, rereading the message. Clark had taken a different tone now from his usual bantering self. More direct. Expectant. Ben had to admit that he found it intriguing.
WildRover: Yeah. Sure. I'll try.
ClarkHollis: Good Girl
Ben shifted in his seat as the words sent a sudden, unexpected surge of blood to his cock. He cleared his throat, a little embarrassed at himself. What the fuck was up with that reaction? But when he read the two sizzling words again, it sent another curious tingle through him, his cock pulsing again, making his pants feel tighter.
ClarkHollis: Look at the picture again. She looks hot, doesn't she?
Even though it felt a bit silly, Ben did as he was told, staring at the picture again. The woman in the picture was hot. There was no denying that.
ClarkHollis: Right now, you're probably thinking about how fun it would be to hold the little hottie in the picture down. Run your hands all over those beautiful, soft curves. Stick that cock inside her. Make her moan. Is that right, hotshot?
WildRover: Yeah. I mean, guilty as charged, lol.
Ben could imagine it vividly. Fucking a hot, teasing little slut like this sounded like a wet dream come true.
ClarkHollis: But wouldn't it be sort of fun to be her as well? Stick with me now, Wild. Don't just reject what I'm saying out of hand. Imagine being that hot little slut on the screen. All soft curves... soft giggles... soft smiles... soft pink pussy between your legs.
Despite what Clark had commanded, Ben felt his mind rejecting the identification. I'm a fucking man! I'm not anything like this hottie on the screen. But for some reason, his cock was waking up further between his legs, a physical indication that at least some part of him was interested... at least in Clark's compelling dirty talk.
ClarkHollis: As a man, you have all this pressure to be dominant. But right now... You get to be a woman. You're the center of attention. The princess. You can sit back and let me do all the work to pursue you. Wouldn't that be nice, to be the sexy focus of desire for once?
Ben gulped, his mouth suddenly dry. Like any guy, he had lusted after popular hot girls for his entire life. But he had never thought about what it would feel like to be one of those girls. To be pursued, rather than pursuer... to be the center of insistent, powerful, male sexual attention....
For some reason, Ben's dick was as hard as a fucking rock. He rubbed it through his pants, his pulse drumming faster in his ears. He still found it hard to imagine being an attractive woman like the one on the screen... but the closed door in his mind opened a crack.
ClarkHollis: Wild, I need you with me on this one. Are you imagining like I told you?
WildRover: Yeah. I'm with you.
ClarkHollis: Good Girl. We'll make you into a girly little slut in no time. Now really look at the picture again. But this time, it's not just some hottie that you want to fuck. This time... it's you.
Ben stared at the provocative photo, massaging the bulge in his pants. He allowed himself to actually give the mental exercise a try. What would it feel like to be a woman?... and not just any woman. A red-hot slut that all the boys wanted? Lust jacknifed in his belly at the perverse, taboo thought.
ClarkHollis: Mmmm, look at your smooth thighs. Your round, juicy tits. Those cock-teasing eyes. You're a little slut, aren't you? Not much going on between your cute little ears, but you know what you want. What do they say? Young, dumb, and thirsty for cum.
Ben took a gasping breath. Something about Clark's words was drawing him in. He could imagine now, at least a little bit. Being a hot girl. One that was a little dumb. A little slutty. One who would dress up in tight, provocative clothing like the girl in the photos, and let someone take her picture to tease all of the boys on the internet. Ben's hands fumbled at his pants, unzipping them quickly and tugging them down his thighs to release his diamond-hard cock. His hand gripped tightly around it and immediately began pumping rapidly, his thoughts a little... softer and pinker than usual.
ClarkHollis: Say it. Tell me what you are.
Breathing hard, his cock a hot, slippery shaft in his pumping fist, Ben danced to Clark's tune, telling him what he wanted to hear.
WildRover: I'm young, dumb, and thirsty for cum.
Something about typing the words made a fresh flood of lust pulse through him, enhanced by a little twist of shame. But even if this was a little embarrassing, he was committed at this point. He wanted to see how deep this rabbit hole went.
ClarkHollis: Haha, fuck yes you are, you little slut. You're my sweet little princess tonight, Wild... In fact, you're so sweet I think you need a new name. One to get you in the proper girly mood. How about... Candi?
WildRover: Fuckkkk
He typed it with one hand, his cock growing slick with precum in his hand. It was such a stupid girly bimbo name... and now, for tonight at least, it was his. Why was his belly filled with hot, squirming desire? Why was his cock, the center of his masculinity, so pathetically eager and stiff from the idea of his own emasculation? It was a little humiliating to be getting off from this at all... but then again, who the fuck cared? He knew Clark well enough by this point to trust him not to tell anyone. This was a safe way to explore a weird, fresh corner of his sexuality.
ClarkHollis: Ooh, did I hit a nerve? I think someone likes becoming a girl for me. Is that right, Candi? Does it turn you on when I make you into my slutty little princess?
WildRover: Oh Fuck... Yeah, it turns me on when you treat me like a girl, Clark.
ClarkHollis: Hmmmm... no, sorry, Candi. When you're a girl, I need you to be a little more respectful. Call me Daddy.
Ben had to stop stroking his cock, momentarily afraid he would shoot his load right then and there. His eyes bugged out as he stared at the words on the screen. Clark can't be fucking serious! That's so fucked up!
Fucked up. Wrong. But also fucking hot for reasons that Ben didn't fully understand.
Ben hesitated for a second, then began slowly stroking again as he typed.
WildRover: Yes, Daddy, it turns me on when you treat me like a girl.
ClarkHollis: I treat you that way because that's what you are, princess. You just didn't know it until a real man came along and showed you your place. But that's the slutty little secret about all bimbos like you, Candi. They all play hard to get and put up all sorts of excuses for why they can't and why they shouldn't. But deep down inside, all good girls like you want the same thing. Do you know what that is?
Ben thought he did know, and where Clark was going with this filled him with embarrassed desire.
WildRover: No, Daddy, what do girls like me want?
Ben wasn't ready for what popped onto the screen next. It was the same girl from the porn shoot before, except now the picture was taken from a high angle and the girl was on her knees, staring up with wide submissive eyes as she locked her soft pink lips around a massive cock that barely fit between them.
ClarkHollis: Cock. That's what little bimbo sluts like you need, Candi. They can say that they want to just be friends, or that they have a boyfriend, or even pretend that they're actually a man. But the second they see a real man... and a real man's cock, silly bimbos get all giggly and horny and weak in the knees. Young. Dumb. Thirsty for Cum. That's what girls like you are, Candi.
Ben let out a strange little whine as he stared at the picture, fucking his fist wildly. He had seen a blowjob before. Just a picture of a girl with a cock in her mouth shouldn't have been enough to phase him. He had watched so much porn that he wouldn't even look twice at something like this, even if it was hot. But now the context was completely flipped. Right now, Ben wasn't imagining getting his cock sucked.
He was imagining himself on his knees... as a slutty girl with her lips wrapped around a thick, throbbing shaft. The thick, hot, powerful rod of flesh stuffing his slutty mouth full, his little pink tongue swirling around it, lapping up Daddy's salty precum...
The intensity of his reaction scared Ben a little. He wasn't gay. He had never jerked off to the idea of being with a man before, let alone sucking cock like a slutty sissy princess... but Clark's pushy dirty talk was unlocking something in him that he didn't know was there.
ClarkHollis: Are you touching yourself, Candi?
Ben groaned. Clark knew him too well. His fist was pumping up and down with feverish speed, keeping him right on the edge of cumming. Fuck! I'm about cum from thinking about sucking a cock! What the fuck is wrong with me? Despite his misgivings, Ben was too deep at this point. He was under Clark's spell, and he wasn't going to stop until he came.
WildRover: Yes, Daddy. I'm jerking my cock right now.
ClarkHollis: No, Candi. God, you really are a little airhead, aren't you? Look at the picture again, princess. That's a cock. Can you honestly say that what you have between your legs is the same thing?"
Another swooping feeling of humiliation swept through Ben, tangling with the powerful arousal roaring through his veins. He was average... well, maybe a tiny bit below average, but that didn't mean he wasn't a man! Did it?
WildRover: I don't know, Daddy.
ClarkHollis: Don't worry, Candi. You're confused, but Daddy can help you. What you have between your legs is a stiff little clitty. Now... are you rubbing your clitty for Daddy?
Ben gripped his cock tight at the base, gasping for breath as he tried to avoid cumming once again. Clark was throwing haymaker after haymaker at his masculinity, and for some fucking reason every devastating insult was just making him fucking hornier. He stopped even trying to resist. He could sort out his complicated feelings later. For now, it just felt too fucking good to worry about it.
WildRover: Fuckkkk. Fuck yes, Daddy. I'm rubbing my little clit for you.
ClarkHollis: That's a good girl. Now I want you to do something for me, Candi. Stop typing for now. You'll need both of your hands for what comes next.
Ben's heart was beating fast and hard in his chest. His hand moved up and down his cock in a slow stroke, keeping him right on the edge. His pupils were dilated wide, staring at the screen, ready to do whatever his daddy commanded.
ClarkHollis: I need you to suck one of your fingers, Candi. But in your head, it's not going to be a finger at all. I want you to suck Daddy's cock, ok?
Ben opened his mouth, realizing with shame that he was drooling. Without any hesitation, he obeyed his Daddy's command, closing his lips around his finger and swirling a curious tongue around his finger tip. He had seen so many blowjobs in porn that he had at least a fundamental idea of how one worked, although he had never imagined giving one himself. Sucking himself like this felt wrong. Taboo in a heart-pounding way. By doing this because a man told him to, it was almost as if he really was sucking cock. It felt almost as submissive at least.
ClarkHollis: That's right, princess. In and out of those pouty lips. Use that tongue. You're a natural-born cocksucker, Candi. Imagine my standing above you... tall and handsome, my cock thick and hard and perfect in that eager little mouth. In fact... get on your knees.
Ben actually fucking moaned, surprising himself. He had never been vocal during sex... but then again, he had never been a woman either. He fell heavily to his knees beneath the computer screen, staring up at the bouncing dots as Clark typed again, sucking his finger with slutty eagerness as he stroked his cock feverishly with his other hand.
ClarkHollis: Good girl. Rub that little clitty until you are right on the fucking edge, Candi. I want you to squirt right when Daddy tells you to. Get ready.
It wasn't difficult at all to bring himself to the edge. This taboo masturbation session had been more erotic than any of the porn Ben had seen in months. He pumped his fist up and down his cock while thrusting his finger in and out of his mouth, his tongue wriggling madly. He waited for his Daddy's command.
But what he got instead sent him over the edge before Clark could type another word.
It was a picture again, but this time not of a girl. It wasn't professionally shot at all, in fact.
It was a picture of a cock. A homemade cock shot, showing a thick throbbing shaft almost twice the size of the little clit Ben was currently rubbing away at. It was even shot from below, artfully framed so that the man's head wasn't in frame, although it showed a good deal of his muscular, hairy body.



Oh fuck... It's Clark's fucking cock. And it's fucking huge.
Ben was already on edge, and this tipped him over. He let out an unmanly whine, thick spurts of cum spurting out of his cock onto the floor of his office as he instinctively sucked hard on the finger in his mouth, staring at the thick, powerful cock on the screen. And, in the moment, his mind was pure pink. Overblown, slutty femininity filled him to the brim. For a second, he wasn't Ben at all.
She was Candi.
He breathed heavily, riding out his orgasm as the last few dribbles drained out, soaking into the carpet in a shameful mess. What the fuck was that? Did I really just cum for a picture of another dude's cock?
As if echoing his thoughts, Clark typed,
ClarkHollis: Did you cum?
WildRover:...Yeah.
ClarkHollis: Good girl. This was fun! And hey, if you managed to cum, I think you might have a talent for being a girl. Don't hesitate to reach out again if you want Daddy to show you a good time.
WildRover: Haha. Cut the act, man. Roleplay's over.
ClarkHollis: Just joking around with you, Wild. But for real, I think we may have found out a way we can roleplay together. Shit was hot.
WildRover: Did you send me a real picture of your cock, dude?
Clark sent nothing back for a few moments, and Ben began to feel a little tense. Finally, the dots reappeared.
ClarkHollis: Maybe. Or maybe I found a site with dickpics on it and downloaded it. Does it matter?
WildRover: I guess not. Anyway, I'll ttyl. Night.
It was an uncharacteristically brief sign-off for Ben, but now that he had cum, he was feeling scrambled and uneasy. He needed some time to think. Before he closed the Kaos window, he took one last lingering look at the cock on screen. Then he closed the window with a shudder and went to get a rag to clean up the mess he had left on the floor.
That had been hot in the moment, but with post-nut clarity, Ben found the whole thing extremely embarrassing. He resolved that he wouldn't experiment with that kind of roleplay again.
Who knows what sort of doors it could open if he wasn't careful?



        

  
    Cumbunny Pt. 08
  
  Cumbunny Pt. 08

        Kim finds it hard to resist her clinic's newest sperm donor.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cumbunny-pt-08

Title: Cumbunny Pt. 08

Author: RabbleLaid

Category: Mind Control

Description: Kim finds it hard to resist her clinic's newest sperm donor.

Tags: latex, nurse, blowjob, medical, cum eating, hand job, corruption, daddy, brat, hypnosis

Series: Cumbunny


Kim looked down to see that she'd received a text from "Frank Penn" announcing his arrival. She straightened her scrubs and took a deep breath, rolling her shoulders. Show time.
Forcing herself to move casually but briskly, she stood up from the nurse's desk and walked to the front doors to let Frank in. During normal working hours, he would be able to just stroll right in, of course. But that was exactly the issue: this particular appointment was, by necessity, off the books.
Kim had done something really, really stupid last night. Something so bizarre that she couldn't even explain it to herself, let alone justify it to any superiors who might have questions.
Last night, Kim had... it made her stomach turn with disgust and a strange hunger to even remember it... she'd eaten a full sample cup of sperm from a new donor while she masturbated. It was one of the most deeply fucked-up, yet intensely erotic things she'd ever experienced, and she still didn't understand why she'd even done it. But Kim didn't have time for self-reflection. She urgently needed to correct the major issue that her sexual misadventure had caused. There was a sample cup scanned into the system with Frank Penn's name on it that was supposed to be full of his sperm, and when her bosses found out that it was empty, there would be hell to pay... Unless she could somehow make sure that the cup was full again by the time the van arrived this afternoon to pick up the samples. That was why she was here early, before the clinic opened, ready to trick this ugly old donor into believing that he needed to provide a new sample.
As Kim approached the glass doors and saw Frank waiting for her with a wide, sloppy grin, she felt another wave of instinctive disgust wash over her. Every bone in her body screamed that this guy was a creep. And she didn't need instincts to tell her that he was a cocky asshole; she'd gotten that loud and clear from their first interaction. In short, Frank Penn was just the sort of guy Kim despised. A sleazy prick who thought he was better than everyone else just by virtue of the cock swinging between his legs.
But, alarmingly, disgust wasn't the only feeling that raced through Kim when their eyes met through the glass door. There was an almost magnetic pull between them as well. As if something inside her perked up and started drooling at the very sight of him. The feeling was so strange that Kim stopped in her tracks for a second, shaking her head in confusion.
It simply wasn't possible that she was attracted to Frank. No woman would be. He was short, balding, and scruffy, with a huge gut pressed tight against his stained t-shirt. Kim forced the sudden, inexplicable feeling down, instead putting on a glossy, false customer service smile and opening the door for the obnoxious little man to enter.
"Good morning, Mr. Penn. Once again, so sorry for the inconvenience," she said smoothly as he stepped inside. She gritted her teeth slightly as the older man obviously and insultingly let his eyes flick up and down her body, checking her out with no shame nor tact. Luckily, she was wearing scrubs, so there wasn't really anything to see at the moment, but the movement felt calculated and insulting: a demonstration of exactly how Frank saw her.
"I've gotta say, I was surprised to get your text!" said the older man in a rough, amused voice as he strolled into the clinic, hands in pockets. He grinned broadly, showing off a gold-capped tooth. "Ha! Well, don't get me wrong, I wasn't surprised to get a call from you asking to meet up. Wouldn't be the first time a pretty lady couldn't resist following up with me, if you know what I mean."
Kim felt like her plastic smile would shatter at any second. She'd forgotten how slappable this asshole was.
"But I thought you guys ran a tight ship here. That's why I picked this place. What did you say happened to my sample again?" His eyes gleamed with some sort of hidden amusement, and for a heart-pounding second, Kim thought he might suspect something. But that was impossible; no one would look at a wholesome, vivacious young woman like Kim and suspect something so perverted from her. He was just being his usual obnoxious self.
"Accidental spill," said Kim smoothly, turning away to lead Frank toward the donation rooms. "We pride ourselves on professionalism here, but the rare mistake does happen."
"A mistake. Right," said Frank with a low, dirty chuckle. Kim gave him a sidelong glance. It really did seem like he was implying something. But she couldn't jump at shadows. "So, why are you hustling me in before opening hours... Got something to hide?"
Kim stopped in front of the donor room, a bead of sweat forming on her forehead. Why was this guy asking so many fucking questions? She needed to get this finished as quickly as possible so that he had less time to pick at her lies. "We were totally booked up for appointments today, so this was the only time we could fit you in." She opened the door and gestured impatiently for him to enter, holding the sample cup forward for him to take. "In other words, we really should get this taken care of as quickly as we can."
Frank's piggy little eyes bored into hers, his wide grin never faltering. He didn't take the cup from her hand, and he didn't move into the room. Kim suddenly felt that magnetic pull again. Something inside her felt oddly compelled by his arrogant smirk and the smug certainty in his eyes. She opened her mouth to try to break the sudden, strange tension between them, but he spoke first.
"I don't buy it," said Frank flatly. "A sudden follow-up appointment out of nowhere. Only speaking to you about it and not using the appointment reservation system, then showing up with no one else around? Something's off."
"I don't know what you mean, sir," said Kim, feeling her heart rate rise and trying to keep herself from panicking. This asshole was just fishing. He had no idea how things normally worked at the sperm bank; that had been his first-ever donation. "I'm following standard procedure for situations like this."
"So you won't mind if I call your supervisor later and confirm that this is all above board?" asked Frank placidly. "It's not a problem. I don't mind waiting a few more days for my sperm to be tested if that's the issue."
Kim was holding onto her calm demeanor by the skin of her teeth. Frank's smug grin was really getting on her nerves now, and that strange pulling feeling was growing inside her the longer she stared into his eyes. She looked away, digging her nails into her palm in an attempt to regain some focus.
"Just get in the room, sir," she said through gritted teeth, pushing the sample cup toward him aggressively, trying to force the issue and get her way. Kim had always been a strong-willed person. That, combined with her natural good looks, meant that she wasn't used to being denied what she wanted, especially by men.
So she was confused and offended on a fundamental level when her pushy demand was met only with a chuckle and a shake of the head by Frank, followed by another deliberate scan up and down her body by his slimy eyes.
"I don't think so, sweetheart," he said in a firm, decisive voice. "I think I'm going to ask for a full accounting from the sperm bank over what happened to the sample I produced yesterday... Unless, of course, you're willing to cut a deal with me."
Kim's mouth felt dry, and that annoying, bone-deep hunger that she'd finally satisfied by eating Frank's cum yesterday had suddenly and inexplicably returned. Frank's tone made the deal he'd laid out crystal clear, but she still opened her mouth and asked, "What sort of deal are you proposing, Mr Penn?"
Frank was as blunt and crude as he looked her in the eye. "If you help me produce the sample, then I can forget all about the irregularities that I see popping up and forget that this ever happened," he said with a smirk.
There it was. Kim had heard about it before from the other nurses. The pervy donors who "joked" about getting some help producing a sample. It usually earned them a one-way ticket out of the clinic and a polite but firm request to never return. The sperm bank took sexual harassment very seriously. Kim had always thought she would knee the first man unfortunate enough to make a joke like that in the balls to teach him the error of his ways. Maybe that instinct was why it had never happened: she just looked too fierce for any guy to risk it.
But now, for some reason, her eyes were drawn to Frank's crotch, and not for the purpose of kicking. She saw a thick, powerful bulge forming there, and she gulped. The hunger that she'd hoped was gone forever roared inside her, entwining with the strange magnetism she felt when looking at the awful man. She was alarmed to realize that part of her was considering saying yes.
Kim cleared her throat and shook her head, scowling. This had gone too far, and she needed to get things back on the rails right fucking now. She let her indignant rage swell up inside her and sneered at the ugly little man who had dared to proposition her. If this ugly son of a bitch thought he could just openly disrespect her like that, then it was time for Kim to drop the fucking customer service act and let Frank know what she really thought of him.
"Excuse me?" she said with a scoff, crossing her arms firmly beneath her tits, pushing them up slightly. She realized a second too late that this just presented her breasts even more clearly to Frank's leering eyes, but she ignored the issue. If the old pervert wanted to look, let him feast his eyes on what he would never get. "Let me make things clear to you, grandpa. I'm a professional young woman, not some sort of bimbo slut here to service you. Where the hell do you get off talking to someone doing their job as if they were a piece of meat? If I didn't have to talk to you as part of my job, I wouldn't look twice in your direction, you ugly, bald, perverted piece of fucking shit! No, I will not touch your gross old dick. Just like the last dozen women I'm sure you propositioned this week."
It felt immensely satisfying to let that acidic rant off her chest. Kim wasn't just speaking to the man in front of her; she was pouring out all of her frustration at the odd feelings bubbling up inside her. Not just putting Frank in his place, but forcing herself back into line as well. Kim's satisfaction only intensified when Frank's smug expression transitioned into one of bewildered anger. He looked so surprised that it was actually comical, and Kim snorted a laugh. Did this loser really think that a few insinuations of misconduct and a clumsy come-on would be enough to get a hottie like her to whack him off? He was even stupider than he looked!
Her feeling of savage pride in herself lasted for about ten seconds, until the shock on Frank's face hardened into stony annoyance. He suddenly stepped forward, invading Kim's personal space with his eyes locked onto hers, burning with intense displeasure. "Wow," he growled, "You really are a brat, aren't you? You know, I think you need someone to put you in your place... and I'm just the man for the job."
Kim was unprepared for the sudden adrenaline rush Frank's proximity caused her. Her skin felt hot, and the gaze between their eyes crackled with odd electricity. The hunger that had been troubling her twisted and writhed inside her like a caged animal. She forced down the powerful pulse of arousal that inexplicably flooded her, cursing whatever strange fetish had been invading her mind lately. She would not give in to a creep like Frank Penn. It would be too fucking humiliating. She bit the inside of her cheek hard to get a hold of herself, and managed to get out, "Better men than you have tried." She wished that she sounded a little more certain and a little less defensive, but at least she hadn't given in, as her instincts had suddenly pushed her to for a second.
But Frank seemed to sniff out her weakness, and his face lit back up with a leering smile. "You've got a mouth on you, sweetie. But I like that in a woman. Tell you what..." he jerked a thumb into the collection room with an evil twinkle in his eye. "I'm going to step into that room and drop trou. I'll sit there for... let's say ten minutes with my big fucking cock getting some air. If a bratty little nurse steps in during that time and jerks me off, we all walk away happy. If not, I'll pull up my pants, walk out of here, and share my concerns with your management."
At the mention of Frank's big cock, Kim was disgusted to feel a fresh pulse of heat run through her body. She carefully concealed the reaction, not letting it reach her face. After all the shit he'd talked, it would be utterly humiliating to give in to Frank now, even if part of her really wanted to. "It sounds fucking weird to me, but if you want to sit alone in a room with your pants down for ten minutes, I guess I won't stop you," she said acidly.
Frank leaned in so close that Kim could feel his hot fetid breath on her face. That magnetic pull toward the ugly man had never felt stronger.
"See you in a few minutes, Kimmy," whispered Frank in her ear with infuriating confidence. Then he turned and entered the room, closing the door behind him.
Kim growled in pure frustration, flipping off the closed door. She fucking hated the nickname Kimmy. It was what people seemed to go to when they wanted to make her feel small or silly. The only person she even semi-tolerated using the diminutive was her brother, and even then, she always gave him shit for it.
Stiff and furious, she stared down at the sample cup still in her hand then turned on her heel and began marching toward the front desk, desperate plans whirling in her head. Maybe she could try to falsify a spill report... no, she'd already thought of that and decided it wouldn't work. Maybe she could just preemptively quit? But tampering with biological samples could get her into potential legal trouble, above and beyond getting fired.
Frank was in the room behind her. That thought began to crowd out the others. He was sitting in there, his pants down and his exposed cock stiff and throbbing. Waiting for her. Her steps slowed. Why the fuck did the thought of the obnoxious perv's cock turn her on so much? Despite her resistance, the idea of giving in and wrapping her hand around his dick turned her insides wet, hot, and persuasively liquid.
She turned around, looking at the closed door to the donation room, her heart in her throat and her body pulsing with unwilling lust. When she really thought about it, Frank had her over a barrel. Did she have a choice? Just one short, demeaning experience, and she would have the sample, and Frank Penn would be out of her life forever. It might be humiliating in the moment to endure his gloating, but that would be a small price to pay, right?
She couldn't believe she was even considering this. She'd been so confident just a minute ago when she'd sneered at the very concept. But some bone-deep instinct was pushing her to march in there and jerk off the horrible man... and Kim tended to follow her gut.
Kim made an effort to avoid looking at Frank's cock as she entered the room, but it was no use. Even though she did her best to keep her eyes low, they seemed to have a mind of their own, snapping upward like they were pulled by strings, locking onto the massive phallus in Frank's lap. The sneaky, consuming sense of lust inside her flared to even greater strength as she saw it for the first time. If there was any justice in the world, Frank would have a shriveled joke between his legs, but nothing could be further from the truth,
Frank's cock was massive. Probably the largest that Kim had ever seen in person. It had to be at least eight inches long, and was impressively girthy as well. It pulsed with masculine vigor, stiff and eager and veiny. Kim felt the perverse magnetism building inside her go into overdrive. Even while her mind recoiled in disgust at the idea, her body wanted to explore every inch of that thick, powerful cock. She wanted to feel its heat and strength in her delicate hand.
Frank, of course, had to ruin the moment of sudden, powerful attraction. "You made it nearly three minutes before deciding to come jerk me off!" he exclaimed with a rough, gleeful chuckle. "I'm impressed! With a horny little slut like you I was betting on something more like thirty seconds." The annoyance Kim felt at his grating voice was enough to drown out even the swell of desire pulsing through her. She looked up into Frank's piggy little eyes with a scowl.
"You must be so proud, Mr. Penn," she said, using his name like it was a curse word. "You managed to use blackmail to force a young woman to perform sexual favors for you. Congratulations." She managed to turn away from him and his glorious cock to look toward some discreet cabinets at the edge of the room. Luckily, these rooms sometimes served as examination rooms, so there were latex gloves available. She wouldn't have to touch the loathsome man's cock with her bare hands. She had to push away an upwelling of lust at the thought. She had no idea why she felt this way, but she needed to get through this crisis as quickly as possible. With a flaming blush coloring her face, she snapped on some latex gloves and pulled out a small bottle of lubricant.
Am I really planning on doing this? Have I become one of those stereotypical ditzy sperm bank bimbos from porn?
She paused, her eyes closed, trying to examine her own feelings and understand exactly what was going on in her mixed up mind.
But one moment of reflection was too much to ask for with Frank in the room. "Honey," he said smugly, "you can pretend all you want, but I saw that look in your eye. You're in this room right now because you want to be. So let's not play games. Get over here and jerk Daddy's dick like a good little girl."
Kim's lip twisted as she turned back to Frank and made her way across the small room to him, her eyes flashing with anger. "So you're that kind of pervert," she sneered. "Sorry to break it to you, loser, but you aren't really the 'daddy' type. Maybe creepy old uncle at best."
Kim wasn't a fan of using the word "Daddy" in bed. She was a petite, bubbly young woman, and she felt a little suspicious that guys who wanted her to call them "Daddy" were either making fun of her size or her youthful enthusiasm, or getting off on it in an unseemly way. In any case, if she'd refused to use "Daddy" for the couple of smoking hot boyfriends who'd tried to convince her to use it, she certainly wouldn't do so for this creep.
This time, Frank didn't look upset by her refusal, just shrugged and casually motioned to his throbbing cock. "We'll see, Kimmy. Now, are we going to stand around talking all day or are you going to make me fucking cum?"
Kim's heart skipped a beat as Frank's gesture called her attention back to the huge rod of flesh at his crotch. She felt a hot, furious blush spread across her face and squirted a healthy dollop of lube onto her gloved hand.
"Shut the fuck up, perv," she growled, trying and failing to look away from Frank's twitching cock. It just looked so... perfect. So powerful. She unconsciously licked her lips as she got into position standing on Frank's left-hand side. She took a deep, steadying breath and reached her hand out slowly towards the intimidating cock. It was now or never. She closed her fist around the hot, rigid shaft, a sizzle of erotic electricity firing through her veins as she felt its heat on her palm, Frank's deep, strong heartbeat pulsing against her fingers.
Frank grunted in satisfaction the feeling of the cool, slick lube on his cock. With the little brat wearing gloves and standing in this impersonal side-by-side position, it was about the least personal that direct sexual contact could be... but it was a gateway to better things. He could tell by the mild shudder that ran through Kim's curvy body that she felt what he just had... a connection had been made. One more link had just been forged in the chain that would bind Kim to him forever.



With a shuddering breath, feeling her body involuntarily warming up from the feeling of holding his powerful masculinity in her hand, Kim began to move her fist up and down Frank's cock, smearing the slick lube all over his head and shaft. She tried to ignore the way her nipples were stiffening and the warm pressure building low in her belly. All she had to do was make this dirty fucker cum. And that shouldn't be that hard. He was a pervert and she was a smoking hot woman half his age: in theory, he should be a quick shot. Kim was no slouch in her technique either; Frank's was far from the first cock she'd jerked off. She twisted her wrist expertly as her hand began to pump faster and faster up and down Frank's thick shaft, trying to get the task over with as quickly as possible.
The cock felt good in her hands... strong, smooth, and pulsing lightly with Frank's heartbeat. He might be an ugly man, but his dick was truly a top notch specimen. Kim lost herself for a second inspecting it. The way its bulging head squished slightly out of shape as her fist slipped over it... how there was a slight thickening in its width toward the top. As her hand glided with smooth, squelching strokes up and down the towering shaft, it was impossible not to imagine how a thick, well-shaped cock like this would feel elsewhere in her body. Kim shook her head and desperately dismissed the thought. Her feelings toward Frank were strange enough without letting her mind wander like that. She tightened her grip and pumped her fist faster, trying to finish up quickly before her mind wandered again.
Although Frank threw his head back with an exaggerated sigh of satisfaction and angled his hips upward to give Kim optimal access to his raging erection, he didn't seem to be getting any closer to orgasm. Kim redoubled her efforts, her fist now a twisting blur, and loud, sloppy sounds of squelching lube filling the air as she did her best to get the annoying pervert off. She focused on the head, rubbing her palm over his cockhead with feverish intensity, her glittering green eyes focused intensely on Frank's face, trying to read his tiny expressions of pleasure like a map, telling her where to go.
For a moment, all of the prickly anger and defensiveness and disgust for this awful man fell away. Now he was just a cock and balls; a source of the cum that Kim needed. And she became nothing but a tool for extracting that cum. His thick, smelly, virile cum... The memory swept over Kim in an instant. Fingering her slick cunt with desperate sexual need, dripping Frank's filthy sperm into her hungry mouth. Pleasure blending with satisfaction in one of the most intense sexual releases she'd ever felt. Her desire for Frank's climax roared through her, entwining with that powerful, shameful memory. She wanted his fucking cum so bad she could practically taste it...
But he wasn't giving it to her. Kim whined in frustration, her free hand falling lower to cup and knead Frank's heavy, hairy testicles as she worked his cock firmly in her skillful hand. "Come on you fat fuck," she snarled, "fucking cum for me!"
Infuriating as always, Frank just chuckled, leaning back on his elbows as he luxuriated in the handjob of a woman who had tried and failed to reject him. "Sorry, sweetheart," he said with a broad grin, his gold tooth glinting in the light, "It's gonna take more than a run-of-the-mill handjob to satisfy an experienced guy like me. I need a little extra to get the juices flowing. Should I give you a hint?"
"I know how to make a guy cum," muttered Kim irritably, both hands teasing and coaxing the best that they could. She fidgeted on her feet uncomfortably, feeling the wetness between her thighs from her soaked panties. "It's not rocket science. You rub the long, hard part til it spurts."
"Suit yourself,' said Frank with a shrug. "Tell me, when do your coworkers get here? How do you think they'll react when they find you jerking off a donor?"
Kim glanced at him sharply, then up at the clock. A spike of adrenaline pulsed through her. She hadn't budgeted a massive amount of time to extract Frank's replacement donation: she'd been worried that asking him to come in too early would look suspicious. To make matters worse, it looked like she'd gotten lost a little bit in her haze of anger and lust. She only had around fifteen minutes before her coworkers showed up... less if anyone was a little early.
She didn't have fucking time for this anymore. And it was clear from the smirk on Frank's face that he had no intention of helping the process if she wasn't going to listen to whatever obscene "tips" he was willing to provide.
"What?" she sighed, her hand still fruitlessly pumping up and down his rigid shaft, her other hand tugging gently on his balls. "What's it going to take?"
"I knew you'd see things my way, Kimmy," said Frank in a tone that made Kim want to scratch his eyes out. His eyes met Kim's, and he pointed down toward the ground at his feet.
"I'll get off for sure if I see those pretty green eyes staring up at me while you jerk me off on your knees," he said in a low, gravely voice, a hint of steel buried in the lilt of his chummy tone.
"No," said Kim automatically at the breathtakingly demeaning command. "I'm not going to fucking do that." Jerking off his monstrous cock was one thing. At least she could pretend that this was some sort of fucked up medical procedure. Getting on her knees would be a thousand times worse. Being physically lower than him, humbly crouched on her knees while she jerked off his cock... that would be far too much. Even the thought made the shameful spark of arousal inside her roar into full flame. But that gut reaction just made her want to submit to his awful desires even less. She was obviously not in full control of herself right now, and letting Frank take the reins in such a sexually dominant way felt dangerous.
Frank took her snapped response in stride, nodding as if it was no less than what he expected. "Suit yourself," he said lightly, watching with deep satisfaction as Kim redoubled her efforts on his cock. "But it's going to take more than a reluctant tug job to get me off. Submissive women are what turn me on... especially bitchy little brats submitting after they realize that they aren't the hot shit they thought they were."
Kim's fingers swirled and pumped and squeezed and milked, desperate to prove the infuriating old man wrong... But it was no use. Frank was clearly enjoying her desperate service immensely, but he also had an iron will. He wouldn't cum until she gave in and humiliated herself.
Kim looked up at the clock. Ten minutes. Her body pulsed anew with filthy, frustrating heat. Once again, Frank had deftly backed her into a corner. She'd come this far. She might as well bend just a little further.
With a snarl of frustration, Kim got onto her knees beneath Frank, glaring up at him, her wild green eyes shining with hate. The change in the tone of the confrontation was immediate and troubling. Her heart beat faster in her chest, and her uncomfortable arousal filled her up with hot, fluttering shame. Frank's cock towered over her, huge and intimidating, forcing submissive thoughts to rise up within her despite her best efforts to remain defiant. She felt her breath catch as she reached up to grasp hold of it again, this time both of her hands gripping tightly and reverently around the massive shaft. Shit. I'm really in trouble now. This bastard is fucking lucky that I happen to be having some sort of mental breakdown.
"Good girl," murmured Frank, his eyes glowing with satisfaction as he stared down at the wavering woman on her knees at his feet, "stroke Daddy's cock."
"I told you not to f-fucking call yourself that," stuttered Kim, cranking and milking his cock as she stared up into his eyes, trying to control the wild heat spreading through her body. 'You s-sound fucking ridiculous."
Frank chuckled. "I'll tell you what's ridiculous... this idea that you just somehow lost my cum."
Kim gulped, a thrill of apprehension lancing through her. 'I... I don't know what you mean," she said weakly, not meeting his eyes. Frank's thick cock felt right in her hands, strong and commanding. Reaching up to service it from below like this made Kim feel pleasantly overwhelmed by its power. She could feel every curve, every vein through the thin latex of the glove. It made her almost want to strip away the thin barrier and feel it directly.
"I'm not as dumb as I look," he said, his sharp, dominant eyes locking onto hers from above, over the pulsing cock her hands were now pumping up and down on wildly. "When a little slut like you gets her hands on semen from a stud like me, she doesn't just 'lose' it. Especially when she's this eager to call me up and get me alone to take a replacement sample."
"What the fuck are you talking about?" snarled Kim, blushing hotly as she twisted and milked her hands up the cocky asshole's giant dick. The way that he was framing this wasn't just insulting, it was totally wrong. Yeah, she'd been forced to call him back in to produce another sample, but it wasn't because she was some kind of desperate slut who wanted his cum...
Abruptly, she lost track of her train of thought, her stomach clenching hungrily. She felt a fresh wave of hot, wet lust roll through her at the thought of Frank's semen... at the memory of his thick, salty essence rolling across her tongue. Her eyes shifted away from Frack's head and instead fixed on his cock... on the meaty head, on the little slit where new fresh, potent cream would be spurting out in just a moment. Her hands started working faster, and she subconsciously licked her lips.
"You're right," said Frank with a nasty chuckle. "I'm mincing words. Let me come right out and say it. I don't think you 'lost' my sperm sample."
Kim's eyes rose once again to meet his with a prickle of anxiety mixed with the wild and uncontrollable lust this servile sexual submission was spreading throughout her kneeling body.
"I think you ate it," said Frank smugly.
Kim tried to open her mouth and laugh, like any woman would at an accusation so absurd. But she froze there, panting, and blushing, and unable to deny the simple truth. He was absolutely correct. And if he was correct about this, what else might he be right about? After all, he'd successfully convinced a professional sperm bank technician to give him a handjob. To kneel at his feet and jerk him off submissively. How did this awful man seem to know more about Kim than she herself did? And what would he convince Kim to do next?
Frank chuckled, seeing the horrified, inadvertent confirmation of his obscene guess written all over the face of the cute, bubbly blonde kneeling between his fat, hairy thighs. "Ha! Don't look so embarrassed, sweetheart. You aren't the first woman who couldn't resist my cum. In fact, I would bet you're interested in a second taste... aren't you?"
Kim's hands rapidly pumped up and down the thick, stiff shaft, squelching thick gobs of lube beneath her fingers as she felt his pulsing heat. Honestly, Kim hadn't even been considering tasting Frank's sperm again. She'd been narrowly focused on avoiding getting fired. To accomplish that, every drop of Frank's filthy seed had to end up in the sample container. But now that he'd brought it up... despite a sudden rush of disgust at the memory of swallowing his thick, chilled sperm sample, her mouth began watering. It had somehow been one of the most sexually satisfying experiences of her life to roll his gooey, potent cum over her tongue, to swallow it in thick, salty gulps.
How much more satisfying would it be fresh and hot from the source?
"Gross," she muttered unconvincingly. Her eyes were suddenly captured by Frank's big, dangling testicles, hairy and round and filled with the sperm she was suddenly craving. Her eyes went wide and an inexplicable flush of arousal spread through every inch of her body.
"Mmmmm, that dumb, horny look on your slutty face is about to make me cum," said Frank with a groan of satisfaction. Kim could tell he wasn't just dirty-talking. His heavy balls were drawing up tightly to his shaft, preparing to fire their thick, potent load. Kim lifted one hand to fumble for the sample cup that she'd set to the side, but Frank stopped her.
"Not so fast," he said in an oily, growling voice, his face lighting up with a sinister grin, "We both know what you want. What you crave. You don't want to waste my cum in a sample cup."
Kim's heart thundered in her ears. Her breath felt harsh and hot in her throat, moist panties now clinging wetly between her kneeling thighs. "What the fuck are you talking about?" she moaned, her right hand still stroking obediently up and down Frank's monstrous shaft.
Frank's voice was already rough from his onrushing orgasm as he said. "It would feel so fucking good if you sealed those pretty little lips around my cock and drank my cum down right now, wouldn't it?"
"You're f-fucking insane," said Kim, but her protest came out as a breathy gasp. Suddenly, the strange, insistent hunger that troubled her last week roared through every fiber of her body. Her mouth watered uncontrollably as her eyes locked hungrily on the tip of Frank's cock, winking in and out of the grip of her pumping fist. She couldn't. It would be fucking stupid. She'd called Frank here in the first place because she hadn't been able to control herself around his cum. If she gave in again, she would just be making her problems a thousand times worse. But suddenly the thought of his hot, salty cum bathing her tongue was all she could think about. She needed it more than anything she'd ever felt in her life.
The time was now. Kim's hand fumbled desperately for the sample cup, a desperate battle waging in her mind between pragmatic logic and incinerating lust. She could feel Frank's cock swell and twitch in her hand, and she let out a whimper of indecision. Her hand made contact with the sample cup and knocked it over, sending it rolling away across the floor. It was almost a relief: the decision had been made for her.
With conflicting feelings of wild arousal and disgust at herself and the entire situation, Kim darted forward, catching the very first pearly rope between her glossy lips as it spurt from the tip of Frank's pulsating dick, then sealing her mouth around his mushroom head to receive the rest.
The feeling of having this horrible man's cock in her mouth was humiliating to say the least, especially with his beady, gloating eyes staring down at her, pleased that he'd been right all along about how much of a slut she truly was.
But the pleasure that washed over Kim's body as she felt Frank's thick, hot sperm spurt over her tongue almost made up for the humiliation. She gasped at the sensation, her beautiful green eyes flying wide open as her brain flashed and spluttered with impossible pleasure. The satisfaction was almost frightening in its intensity as she greedily gulped down the hot, rich cream. Her eyes rolled back in her head as her tongue slithered over Frank's slit, desperate to catch the delicious creamy treat the instant it left his cock.
"Goood girl," cooed Frank above her, reaching down to condescendingly stroke Kim's feathery blonde hair. "That's it. Drink it all up for Daddy."
In her moment of powerful satisfaction, Kim didn't even bother to correct him. Her mouth was too busy gulping down his thick, sticky seed. Besides, right now, shamefully, his insultingly dominant words actually felt sort of... good. Right. Almost comforting. She never would have admitted it to him, but she nearly welcomed his dominant control in the heat of that submissive moment.
Kim discovered in that moment that Frank hadn't jerked off more than once into his initial sample cup like she'd suspected at first. The volume of his cum was staggering, and Kim had to swallow again and again to keep her mouth clear. Gulp after thick, gooey gulp disappeared down her throat, each one more satisfying than the last. Even with all of her hard work, oozing trickles escaped the corners of her mouth to drip down her chin, barely missing the front of her scrubs.
Finally, the powerful bursts of cum slowed to a trickle. Kim continued to swirl her tongue lazily over the head of Frank's cock to lap up the last few drops, still lost in a warm, fuzzy haze of submissive lust.
Finally, when there was no more cum to be had, she released him from her mouth with a palpable pop. And it was then, staring up into his smirking, punchable face, that her stupidity hit her like a ton of bricks. Her stomach gurgled, sloshing with a stranger's cum, and her heart flip flopped with shock and outright shame. What the fuck came over me? She'd not only just utterly fucked herself over by failing the one reason she'd called this raging prick to the sperm bank in the first place, she'd done so by utterly humiliating herself and submitting to an ugly asshole twice her age.
It was such a stunning failure that her brain struggled to accept it. She just sat there, Frank's softening cock still hanging in front of her face, the taste of his sperm still heavy on her tongue, and his gloating expression leering down at her. Finally, she shook herself, scrambling up, her face red with shame. She glanced at the clock. She had maybe five minutes. If she hurried, she could quickly leave and be gone before her coworkers arrived, and at least avoid any awkward questions... for now.
"What's this now?" asked Gene with a smirk, "trying to leave without even saying goodbye?" he didn't even seem to realize how horribly he'd fucked her over.
"Yeah, I'm completely fucked now, dick," she said flatly, stripping off the gloves and preparing to make a break for it. "I fucking lost your sperm sample, and thanks to your brilliant idea to do some impromptu cum guzzling, I've lost my last chance to fix it."
Frank just chuckled, reaching down to stroke his well-lubed cock, which curiously had only softened down to about half-mast. "Oh? Is that all? Well, why don't you let Daddy help you out, since you seem so upset? Hand me the sample cup."
Kim rolled her eyes. As a sperm bank nurse, she was well-versed in male refractory periods, and felt pretty certain that Frank was talking out of his ass. But, hey, what did she have to lose? She reached down to pick up the empty sample cup and passed it over to him with a raised eyebrow. Frank set to work immediately, jerking his huge cock to full stiffness again in no time at all. She let the continued "Daddy" thing pass without comment. It must be this creep's pathetic fetish, but calling attention to it would only encourage him.
Frank's eyes were focused on Kim as he worked. Their burning intensity was, frankly, a little intimidating. Their flashing heat caused that strange spark of arousal to leap up inside her despite her efforts to appear cool and collected on the outside. Is this guy seriously trying to cum less than a minute after his last ejaculation? He would have to be some sort of freak of nature...
But it seemed like that was exactly what Frank intended, and soon he was grunting and thrusting his flabby hips upward into his hand in a disgusting, but riveting display of obscene self-pleasure that Kim found it hard to look away from.
"Come on, Kimmy," he grunted suddenly, his eyes boring into hers. "I need something to push me over the edge. Beg me. Ask Daddy to cum for you."
Kim made a face. If she hadn't wanted to call this gross old pig "Daddy' even in the middle of her peak of arousal, she certainly wasn't going to do it now. "No way. Fuck you, creep," she said with a sneer. She was gratified by Frank's angry scowl. He looked like he was about to make further demands, but then he simply gritted his teeth and said.



"Fuck! Fine then, you little brat, show me your tits or something. Otherwise I'm not going to be able to fucking finish!"
Kim considered refusing that as well... then she saw the clock over Frank's head. She was out of time. Her coworkers would be there any minute now. Biting her lip hard and closing her eyes, she yanked her scrubs upward, gripping the bottom or her bra cups to roughly pull them up over her soft tits. She heard Frank grunt in release, and opened her eyes in surprise to see that, as hard as it was to believe, Frank hadn't just been idly boasting. His cum looked a little thinner than the load he had produced the other day, but he was cumming again, squirting a hot, sticky load into the sample cup held beneath his cock, his eyes fixed on Kim's bare tits the entire time.
Finally he shook the last few drops off into the half-full container and screwed the lid on firmly, holding it out to the stunned, exposed blonde with a crooked grin on his face. Kim remembered herself with a hot blush, tugging down her scrubs and bra to recover herself and taking the warm sample from him with a murmured, "Uhhh, thanks, I guess."
She couldn't quite believe it. After all of the antagonism and humiliation and back-and-forth sniping, she was somehow going to walk away from this with what she needed and still keep her job. The emotional whiplash and deep erotic confusion of the past half-hour left her feeling drained, and for a second, she just stood staring at the impossible sperm sample in her hands.
Frank snapped his fingers. "Hey hey. Earth to Kimmy. Weren't you working on some sort of deadline here?" he asked roughly.
Kim looked up at the clock with a spike of adrenaline. He was right. She was nearly out of time. She turned to the door, ready to rush up to the desk, when Frank stopped her one last time.
"Hey! If you ever need another refill, you know where to find me," said the obnoxious little man, standing and pulling his pants up over his finally-deflating cock.
Kim did her best to hold back a sneer. Now that she was out of the complex, heated moment of submission that her desperate need had forced her into, he just looked like the disgusting creep she'd always known he was. But, she didn't have the time or energy to start another fight with him, so she simply said, "No, Mr. Penn, this should be all that I need. If they determine that your sperm is of high enough quality, you will be able to make all further appointments through the scheduling system."
"I wasn't talking about the sperm bank, sweetie," said Frank with a filthy wink. "I was talking about your cum-swallowing habit. You have my number. Let me know."
Kim gave him an icy glare of contempt, then swept out of the room, refusing to dignify his crude proposition with a response. She made it to the front desk, unlocked the sample fridge with her badge, and had just slipped the refilled sample onto the shelf and closed the door when Gloria strolled into the lobby, yawning and holding an extra-large latte in one of her manicured hands.
"What are you doing here so early, girl?" she asked with a confused smile, but she let it pass with a laugh after Kim countered, saying, "I could ask you the same thing!"
There was still the issue of Frank being in the building before it had opened, but in the end he behaved smarter than he looked. He waited for the first wave of patients to come in, about fifteen minutes later, before slipping unobtrusively out of the lobby while Gloria was distracted, and, as far as Kim could tell, no one noticed him leaving.
The day went on, and Kim realized that she really had somehow gotten away with it. She'd done the stupidest, most perverted thing that she'd ever even heard about, and now it was all behind her. With a sample in the fridge right where it was supposed to be, the bosses would have no reason to check through the security tapes, which would be overwritten by the end of the week. Mission accomplished.
And the best part about it was that, thanks to the fact that Frank Penn would never in a million years be accepted as a full-time sperm donor no matter how healthy his sperm was, she would never have to see his obnoxious face again.
...
Gene knocked back another swallow of his gimlet. His face twisted at the bitter taste. Cheap rail gin. He wasn't surprised. What more could you expect from Tweety's? The place was a shithole, though the girls were always hot. That was sort of why Gene had made it his regular spot in the first place. He felt more at home in a place that didn't try to be something it wasn't.
Tweety's was a sleazy all-nude strip joint, and it didn't pretend to be some sort of fancy "gentleman's club." It wore its filth out in the open, much like Gene himself.
He hadn't been here in a while, although it used to be a frequent haunt of his. He no longer needed what the strip club used to give him now that he had an eager Cumbunny to keep him company. The thought twisted his face into a scowl more than the cheap gin did. That was why he was here tonight, in fact. He'd told Eliza that he was going to take the week off to focus on capturing Kim, but right now, Kim needed some alone time to think. The next step required the cute little brat to come to him rather than the other way around. So he was free for the evening. He could've called Eliza, and he knew if he did she wouldn't be able to resist rushing to his side to take his cock... but the idea didn't have a great appeal. If he called her in the middle of the week after saying he'd be gone, it would make him look needy.
And Gene hated it when other people thought he needed them.
Tweety's was decently busy for a weeknight, with a couple of rough, bitter-looking men skulking around in the shadowy booths, eyes locked onto the dancers on the stage under the pulsing lights. Not top-shelf pieces of ass, of course. Not on a Tuesday. But the slut up there now wasn't too bad. Maybe just a hair older than what it took to strip during the club's prime hours, but her big fake tits were still worth a look.
Gene sneered at the sad men in the strip club. They had a sort of angry hunger in their eyes, nursing drinks and staring at the slightly past-her-prime stripper blankly keeping the beat with her hips. Gene recognized what was behind their looks. He used to be one of these losers. Not that he felt bad for them. He was here to silently gloat, in fact. Gene wasn't like these sad sacks anymore. He'd finally been given what he truly deserved, real power.
That was what Gene's old man had always told him. The old bastard had been mean and dumb-as-bricks, but he'd taught his son the one lesson that really mattered. In this life, power is everything. Control, respect, women, they all flowed from a man's power. Gene had been taught that he should never be another man's bitch, and to always hold the reins in any relationship he had with a woman. The key was to never back down and to fight tooth and nail for what the world owed you. Be pushy. Be aggressive. Be willing to stab anyone and everyone in the back to claim what is rightfully yours. Gene was glad his asshole Dad was dead, but he still carried the bitter old man's teaching around with him; a central part of who he was.
Which only made it more frustrating that Gene's life had turned out how it had. Demanding power at all costs and taking what was rightfully his had only made Gene unpopular at work and in love, and by the time he'd entered his forties a few years back, he found himself in a moderately well-paid mid-level position at his job with no friends and no women.
Worse, a much younger, more charming man had been hired at his office and had climbed almost instantly into a position equal to Gene's. A position it had taken years of cutthroat pushing and scheming to attain. Everyone seemed to like David, despite the fact that Gene marked him instantly as a total pussy. He got everything handed to him on a plate, without demanding it or forcing others to do what he said. It made no fucking sense. David had instantly been on Gene's shit list from the very first day he'd started.
And that was even without considering Eliza. Eliza, with her supermodel body and her long, flowing, dark hair. Eliza with her cool blue stare. So dismissive. So indifferent. Even when Gene had tried flirting with her to get a rise out of the ice queen, the only reaction he could get was just a faint tinge of disgust. Like he was a bug that needed squashing. As if someone like him was nothing more than an annoyance to a beautiful, untouchable woman like her.
It reminded him of Candy.
At the thought, Gene took another deep pull of his unsatisfying drink to chase away the bitter memory. Candy had been a long, lithe woman like Eliza. All legs and ass, with just enough curves in her chest and hips to make her femininity really pop. She was blonde, not dark-haired, but her eyes had been just like Eliza's: two chips of sharp, sparkling ice. It would have been deeply satisfying to have made Candy his first Cumbunny. And he would have, too, if he knew her real name or where she was now. But Candy had quit stripping long ago, and Eliza, whose disdainful eyes gave him the same feeling as Candy's had, had been the next best thing.
Gene had always wanted a controlling, dominant relationship with the kind of woman he truly deserved, and for a moment, he'd thought that he had that with Candy. As his savings slowly drained away, she'd seemed like a perfect, obedient slut. She was such a good actress that Gene fell under her spell. He'd truly believed that he was her master.
Then he ran out of money.
He would never forget when Candy found out that he was out of money in the middle of a private dance. She'd been grinding her pussy against the bulge in his pants, telling him how badly she wanted her master's cum... how she would do anything for it. She'd asked him about a ridiculously expensive diamond bracelet she'd been bugging him about, and somehow, in his attempt to weasel out of that conversation, Gene had dropped that his savings account was empty. Her sparkling blue eyes had turned cold and flat in an instant. The next words out of her mouth had been to call for the bouncer just outside.
As the Bouncer manhandled him out the door, he'd fucking laughed. Commented that Candy had done it to another poor guy just last year. Like Gene was some sort of idiot sucker. And it had stung even more deeply, because Gene knew it was true: he had been a sucker. For the remaining couple of months Candy had worked there, she never even glanced in Gene's direction. He was nothing to her now that he had no money to spend on her.
Gene stared moodily at the stripper twirling around the pole on stage. He wouldn't be spending any more money here tonight. He didn't need places like this anymore. He had something better. He'd found the real thing that Candy had only been pretending to be.
Eliza was his; Kim would be soon. And they were going to fulfill every single dream of his. Better than Candy ever fucking could have.
...
Two days later...
Kim's thumb hovered over the number in her call history, her plump lower lip fixed firmly between her teeth, at war with herself. She knew on an objective, rational level that a cocky, abrasive asshole like Frank Penn was the very last thing she needed in her life right now. But that didn't stop her stupid pussy from getting hot and wet every time she remembered kneeling at his feet, jerking off his stiff massive cock while staring up into his cold dominant eyes...
With a groan, Kim tossed her phone away once again, covering her eyes with frustration as she stuffed a greedy hand down her panties, rubbing and teasing her slick, throbbing folds with flexing fingers, trying to find some sort of relief. She just couldn't do it. She somehow instinctively knew that if she called Frank, he would give her the sexual satisfaction she craved... But she also knew that it would come with the smarmy, gloating I-told-you-so attitude that she already knew was Frank's specialty. She wasn't sure she was willing to put up with that awful humiliation, not to mention the bizarre way it actually felt sort of good to submit to an old creep like him as it had last time.
But she wasn't sure what else she could do... Kim twisted and writhed in her sweaty sheets, biting her pillow to stifle a slutty moan as her fingers rubbed and plunged inside her wet, clinging panties. Her breaths hitched in her chest, her tits jolting and bouncing with the rhythm of her panting. This was the horniest she had ever been in her life: she was sure of it. And that horrible, gnawing hunger was back again as well, worse than it ever had been. She needed cum. Craved it. She wanted that salty, funky cream splattered over her tongue, sliding down her throat, filling her and satisfying her. Her hips humped upward into her fingers, her hot, humid breaths puffing into the air of her bedroom, and she whimpered with consuming, embarrassing desire. She needed to get fucked.
But who says I need to get fucked by Frank?
The idea was so simple and obvious that she couldn't believe she hadn't thought of it before. Wiping her glistening fingers absently on her tight pajama top, Kim dived for her phone and exited the call history, instead looking through her contacts. She scrolled through the dozen numbers she'd saved of previous lovers until she found the perfect candidate.
Jamie, one of Kim's former personal trainers who she'd hooked up with once or twice. She'd never found him to be boyfriend material, but he was perfect for this role. He was older, although not as old as Frank, thank God. He was also sort of a controlling asshole, just like Frank had proven himself to be. But, notably, he was also smoking hot, with smoldering, chiseled good looks. In other words, the perfect candidate to scratch the inexplicable itch she'd recently developed for older jerks with big dicks without having to resort to a creep like Frank Penn. If she knew Jamie, he would one hundred percent be in for a quick, no-strings-attached fuck session.
And Kim was absolutely correct. A few exploratory texts and a few risque selfies traded back and forth with Jamie over the next half-hour was all it took to convince the cocky gym rat to come over and "catch up." Kim ran her fingers through her tangled hair and took in the state of her bedroom. Her sheets were tangled and moist with her sweat and frustrated juices of unquenched desire. Her appearance was hardly any better; she wore fuzzy old gray panties now soaked through at the crotch and a tight little tank top, her hair a total mess from rolling around on her bed in sexual agony all day.
She thought she should probably take a quick shower and change her sheets since she had someone coming over and all... But then again, she could spend her time warming herself up for him instead, and right now that felt so much more appealing. She flopped back on the bed, lazily slipping her hand back into her panties and raising the other to grasp and tweak her stiff left nipple. Warm, swelling heat filled her core from the frantic fingers rubbing desperately at her clit while crackling bursts of sensation burst from the nipple she teased between thumb and forefinger. Her mind filled with the image of that cocky prick looming above her, his mammoth pole overshadowing her as his smug eyes stared straight into hers. She grunted in frustration while lust boiled through her veins, trying to picture Jamie's handsome face instead. But it was no use... All she could think about was Frank fucking Penn.
By the time the doorbell rang, Kim was wild with pent-up lust. She leapt up off the bed, green eyes flashing and wild, blonde hair streaming behind her as she almost sprinted to the door, her powerful desire nearly seeping from her pores.
She flung the door open to see Jamie standing there, a smarmy grin on his face and a bottle of wine in his hands. His eyes widened in shock, and his mouth fell open as he saw the sex-crazed wildcat panting in the doorway in front of him, her blonde hair ruffled, her chest heaving, and her panties completely soaked through.
Good. The dick is here.
Kim seized him by the collar and hauled him inside. The wine bottle in his hand slipped out of his grip and crashed to the floor, shattering in a wave of pungent burgundy, but Kim didn't give a single shit. She'd already yanked Jamie down from his towering height to capture him in a bruising, possessive kiss, her tongue aggressively tangling with his.
Luckily for her, Jamie wasn't the type to let an open invitation like this go to waste. As he pulled away, he chuckled, "What's gotten into you, Kim?" but he didn't look disapproving in the slightest. In fact, his strong hands settled on her waist in a way that indicated he approved of her aggressive initiative quite a bit.
"Tonight," said Kim in a raspy, horny whisper, "I want you to fucking own me Jamie. I want to be your little slut. Can you do that for me?" She'd to make new memories with this replacement cock. She needed him to burn Frank out of her brain. And to do that, Jamie needed to be in charge.
Jamie's face lit up with dark delight, and Kim could feel his cock rapidly stiffening through his pants as he pulled her tight to him, saying, "I think that's something I can help you out with, yeah." He seized her in his arms, pulling her upward, back into another frenetic kiss. Kim wrapped her toned legs around his waist as he carried her to the bedroom, their lips locked in a passionate, tongue-tangling kiss as they went.
Yes! This, this is exactly what I fucking need!
Kim ground her face relentlessly against Jamie's, desperate to feel his power... his control. But as she did so, Frank's leering face and flabby body kept flashing through her mind, sending little jolts of arousal sizzling up and down her spine. She groaned in frustration, her hands clawing at Jamie's back, willing him to force all thoughts of other men out of her head.
They had reached the bed, and Jamie tossed her down onto the sheets, his eyes blazing with lust. Kim loved the sight of his strong, dominant body looming over her, squirming out of her soiled panties and thin tank top with a wide grin on her face. Her whole body thrummed with lust. Her nipples were two crinkled pebbles on her chest, and her pussy was a sopping, swollen mess of arousal, desperate for penetration. Jamie couldn't get his pants off fast enough. He may have been shocked at the aggressive welcome he'd received, but he was anything but reluctant to have fun with the hot little nympho he'd suddenly discovered in Kim's apartment this evening.
Finally, his pants and boxers hit the floor, letting his stiff cock bounce free. The sight of it filled Kim with... disappointment? Kim tried to push through the strange knee-jerk reaction. Jamie may not be packing a monster quite as big as Frank's behemoth, but he had nothing to be ashamed of. So why did the sight of his slightly shorter, slightly thinner, slightly curved-to-the-left dick fill Kim with an odd sense of dissatisfaction?
"Hey," said Jamie, calling her eyes up from her intense study to meet his twinkling, charming eyes, "Want to show me what that mouth can do, pretty lady?"
Kim felt an odd stab of annoyance. This wasn't playing out according to the script she'd had in her head. "Are you asking me, or fucking telling me, pussy?" she asked sharply, raising a challenging eyebrow.
Jamie snorted a surprised laugh, then reached down and firmly gripped Kim's hair. "So that's the way the spoiled little princess wants to play it tonight, huh? Well, have it your way. Suck my fucking cock, you slut."
That's more like it.
Kim relished the feeling as Jamie's strong hand pulled her forward toward his cock. She opened her mouth, sucking him in, wrapping her greedy lips around a dick that she didn't have to feel guilty about wanting to suck. It felt fucking good to have a big, thick spike of lust thrust deep into her wet, willing mouth, her tongue wriggling around its powerful length. That undeniable lust welled up inside her, blazing in twin points on her chest and roaring between her legs in a hot, wet inferno.



Kim pressed herself further down. She wasn't normally eager to deepthroat. The act was a bit too sloppy and demeaning for her under the usual circumstances. But right now, her mind and body ached to be used. She pushed Jamie's cock until it hit the back of her throat, then kept going, taking him deep. But when she stared up at him, her eyes shining with a strange mix of submissive desire and fierce defiance, she felt that sense of disaffected mismatch again. Her mind had been expecting a different face. And although Jamie's rugged features staring down at her desperate, slutty deepthroating with horny glee were objectively attractive, for some reason she felt frustrated at the sight of him.
With a little growl of annoyance, Kim closed her eyes, focusing on the feeling of the hot, hard cock in her mouth. Working it in and out of her tight, wet throat. Squeezing and milking every inch of it with her tongue and lips. One hand rose to gently cup and roll her lover's big, hanging balls in her fingers while the other gripped the base of his thrusting cock, jerking and rubbing constantly to provide extra stimulation. She fell into a rhythm, ignoring the actual man she was sucking off and simply focusing on the feeling of being dominated by a powerful cock. This was what she needed right now. Her body began to sing with pleasure.
With her eyes closed, she could almost pretend that she was deepthroating...
Kim came up off of the cock, coughing and scowling. What the fuck? Why am I pretending that this is Frank? The whole fucking point is that I don't need that fat asshole!
"Holy shit, Kim!" said Jamie in a voice of awe. "That was fucking incredible! I had no idea you could even do that!" He was beaming at her, clearly having the time of his life, his cock dripping with opaque strings of Kim's thick saliva.
But that reaction was wrong, too. Kim instinctively felt like he should be ordering her to do better. To be sluttier. "Shut up," she rasped, grabbing the handsome, muscular man above her in a frantic grip around his waist and pulling him down on top of her. "Come here and fuck me."
"Hell fucking yes, I will," said Jamie. Finally, a dominant growl had crept into his voice, and that, at least, made Kim's pulse quicken with desire. His hard, powerful body pinned her down and her thighs spread open beneath him, welcoming him into her flushed, dripping pussy, desperate to feel his cock.
She clawed Jamie's broad back as he entered her, hissing in pleasure as his thick cock spread her open. Her whole body sang with pleasure as he stretched her wide. God yes! There was something about a hot, solid cock deep inside you that no dildo or fingers could ever match. For a second, she forgot all about Frank and his obnoxious face... and his thick, rich, gooey cum. She was able to focus completely on the moment and enjoy getting roughly fucked by a powerful man. Jamie gripped and lifted and an ankle in each hand, manhandling her into position for the deepest possible penetration, and Kim's apartment filled with the wet, sloppy sounds of rough fucking.
Kim moaned, low and growling in her throat as Jamie thrust into her hard and fast, just like she craved. She wasn't sure she'd ever been this fucking wet before. Her juices dripped down her thighs and butt as Jamie plunged into her, soaking her sheets. Her fingernails clawed into his shoulders. She was desperate for his powerful control, but at the same time, she wanted to fight back, to resist. "Fuck me," she snarled, staring up at Jamie, her wild green eyes glowing with a potent mix of hate and longing. "Show me what you can do..." she hesitated, on the cusp of letting loose with a word that she hadn't even realized she was planning to say.
Well, why shouldn't I fucking say it? Tonight is about getting all these nasty little kinks out of my system, right?
"Show me how you own this pussy, Daddy," she purred in a molten hot whisper, straight into Jamie's right ear. She felt a delicious twist of taboo arousal unfurl deep inside her as she gave in and used the previously forbidden word. The kinky power of its sound only seemed to magnify as it spurred Jamie on, making his powerful thrusts harder and faster, his panting breaths becoming grunts of dominant lust. Kim had no idea why that stupid word felt so potent, but even if she didn't understand, she couldn't deny the results. She whimpered in sexual surrender, pulling Jamie down into a warm, melting kiss as his jackhammering thrusts pushed deep inside her, stretching her tight pussy to the limit.
"Fuck me Daddy," she mumured against his lips, "Harder! Harder, Daddy!" She felt like she was right on the edge of an explosive orgasm. She just needed a little more. She just needed Frank... fuck! No, she needed Jamie, a real, handsome, worthy man to fuck her a little harder and drive that worthless, fat fuck out of her mind.
Jamie did his best. He not only fucked her down into the matress with his impressive cock, he reached down to play with her clit as well, playing Kim's body like a finely tuned instrument. Jamie was an experienced lover, and, to be fair to him, he had the power and muscle to make Kim feel the domination she craved... or at least he should have, in theory. Something was missing. Kim spread her toned thighs wide, letting Jamie plow down into her with relentless force. Her hips writhed upward to meet him, clenching and milking at his cock, chasing maximum sensation from the pumping rod plugging deep inside her sopping cunt. His fingers rubbed and teased her clit, his mouth kissing her with passionate heat... But for some reason, it wasn't hitting her in quite the way it should. Kim needed more, and even she wasn't sure what more she needed.
In a desperate moment of horny inspiration, Kim seized Jamie's hand rubbing at her clit and brought it up to her throat instead. "Take control, Daddy!" she whimpered, staring into his eyes and willing him to go further... to make her feel like the dirty owned slut she craved to be. "Tell me to tighten up for you! Make me milk that big cock!"
But as Kim looked up into Jamie's face, she could tell that he wasn't going to be able to get there. In fact, the request seemed to throw off his rhythm a little. He gave her delicate throat a half-hearted squeeze, but Kim could tell his heart just wasn't in it. Even worse, for some reason, every time she looked up, her mind expected to see Frank's smug eyes leering down at her. It should have been a relief that a much more handsome man was there, but instead, it honestly turned Kim off a little. To dodge the issue, she yanked Jamie's head down, prompting him to suck and bite at her neck... where she wouldn't have to see his face. After a moment, his hand fell away from her throat, and Kim did her best to forget that she'd asked him to choke her. And that he'd failed to do so.
With Jamie's face out of view, Kim was able to focus on the delicious sensation of his physical domination. She writhed and moaned like a bitch in heat, slick with sweat and her own juices. Aching to be righteously fucked... aching to submit to her Daddy. Her cunt gripped Jamie's cock in a silky vise, hugging every contour of his cock as it plundered her buttery depths again and again. But she wanted more. More girth? More length? There was a nagging, annoying itch she couldn't quite scratch, holding pleasure just outside of her grasp.
"Oh God, Kim..." warned Jamie with a snarl, "I'm gonna..."
Yes! That's what I fucking want! It seemed so obvious now. What Kim needed more than anything was hot, sticky cum filling her aching cunt
to the brim. Now that the thought occurred to her, she wanted it more than anything she had ever heard in her life. Her whole body flushed with desperate heat, eager to receive the dominant sperm of the man above her, pinning her to the bed with the powerful thrusts of his manly cock. "Inside!" she gasped, raking red furrows down Jamie's shoulders in the heat of her passion. "Fucking cum inside me, Daddy!"
Using that heated, submissive word again sent him over the edge, and Jamie thrust forward one last time, holding there deep inside her with a shuddering groan.
Kim was right on the knife's edge of orgasm, and knew without a doubt in her mind that feeling Jamie's cum would push her over the edge. But, as his cock twitched inside her... nothing happened. She could tell that he was cumming, but she barely even felt it. She'd experienced Frank cumming into her mouth, and that had felt like a powerful, gushing torrent. This felt like... nothing at all. Kim couldn't hold back a little huff of disappointed surprise as her potential orgasm receded, leaving her utterly disappointed. The tension left Jamie's body as his orgasm subsided, obviously feeling a satisfaction that Kim hadn't reached. The mismatch between the powerful, fiery orgasm she was expecting and the anticlimactic ending left a bitter taste in her mouth as Jamie rolled off her to the side with a breathless laugh.
"Oh my God!" he said, grinning ear to ear and covered in glistening sweat as he pulled Kim close to his side. "That was fucking incredible! Whatever the fuck has gotten into you, keep fucking doing it! You were like a tigress or something, I don't know... fuck!"
Kim put on her best smile, despite the teeth-grinding frustration she felt deep in her bones. "What can I say?" she said, unable to keep the sigh completely out of her voice. "I really am a sex goddess, aren't I?"
"You fucking are," agreed Jamie, snuggling up to her and nuzzling into the crook of her neck, unexpectedly clingy. "And what was with all that 'Daddy' talk? I've never heard you go there before."
"Just something that I decided to try out," said Kim cooly, her eyes distant, staring over Jamie's muscular shoulder. "I don't think it's my thing."
But, in fact, Kim had more than a sneaking suspicion that calling someone Daddy during sex might actually be quite satisfying.
It might just require a different partner.
...
It took a while to convince Jamie to go home.
He kept trying to initiate sex with Kim again, but, as horny as she continued to feel, Kim somehow knew that trying again would yield the same disappointing results as the first time. She had to be very firm and straightforward with the big idiot to finally push him out the door.
Jesus... I always thought this guy was an asshole. I guess all it took to turn him into a loyal puppy was a little rough, submissive sex.
A month ago, she would have considered it useful information. Now it was barely of any interest. When he finally left, Kim slumped back naked onto her bed, just as rumpled, frustrated and horny as she'd been at the start of the evening.
She stared at her phone on the end table beside her with a flat, angry expression. Well... in the end, maybe she'd never really had any choice. Whatever was going on in her mind when it came to Frank and inappropriate arousal, she wasn't going to wriggle out of it with a substitute. She needed to grab the bull by the horns and get to the bottom of whatever this was.
With a strange blend of creeping anxiety and relief that she was finally just getting it over with, Kim reached for her phone, took a deep breath, and began drafting a message to Frank Penn.
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Cameron Quaid almost ran his hands through his hair, then realized he was still wearing gloves. He stopped, shook his head, and stripped them off into the garbage can in the nurse's station.
It had been a long shift. They all had been lately. Ever since the new hospital director arrived with big ideas and fresh energy, it felt like the entire hospital staff had been working overtime. And no one more so than Cameron. Dr. Lang had been a huge inspiration to him ever since nursing school. He had a lot of bold, important ideas about improving access to medicine for low-income communities that Cameron shared, and Cameron had been giddy with excitement when he heard that Dr. Lang was going to be taking over as director of the hospital. He was determined to prove his worth. It had meant a lot of thankless work recently, but if all went well, Dr. Lang would recognize his efforts and promote him to head nurse.
Well... a guy could dream after all.
Today was especially important for Cameron's plan to impress his boss. National Nurse Appreciation Day. It wasn't something that most nurses took seriously, honestly. Most years, it was only wearily acknowledged with a humorless chuckle about it just being another shift. But administration tended to take this sort of observance seriously, and Cameron was sure that Dr. Lang would take the time to stop by the nurse stations. When he did, he was going to see Cameron running his station efficiently.
Just as Cameron was thinking about how he was going to impress his new boss, he heard the elevator chime. Shit! That could be him right now! Cameron glanced around the small nurse station for the floor, but everything looked neat and tidy, and his coworkers were on their rounds. In some ways, the situation was ideal. He might have a few minutes to chat alone with Dr. Lang while his co-workers gathered. He had talked with Dr. Lang as often as he could over the past few months since he had taken the directorship, but it was so hard to stand out and make an impression on someone that important!
Cameron even reached up to smooth his hair as the elevator doors slid open. But his hopeful expression curdled into disbelief when a tall, tall man with bulging muscles stepped off the elevator wearing a tiny white speedo with a conspicuous red cross over the crotch... and nothing else.
What the fuck?
The sight was so bizarre and incongruous from Cameron's everyday work life that for a second, he just stood with his mouth agape, too stunned to even react. The barely clothed man looked around, saw Cameron at the nurse station, and approached with a confident smile.
"You can't be here," said Cameron as the muscular man reached the desk, shocked by the man's proximity. "What are you...? I mean, why did they even let you inside?" he asked nervously.
"I told them I'm here to deliver a very special message, and they let me right up," said the grinning man in a low voice. "Is there someone on this floor named Cameron?"
Cameron felt a sudden swelling wave of mortified embarrassment. "Oh no. No, no, no, no. Sir, you have to leave," he hissed, circling around the desk and grabbing the beefy man by the shoulder.
But, despite his haste, he was already too late. "Ooooh, who's this beefcake here for Cameron?" asked Kelly as she popped her smiling head out of one of the rooms. She was one of his fellow nurses, and had an unfortunately keen nose for juicy drama.
Her voice was also piercing enough to carry all over the hospital floor, and Cameron's other coworkers were soon also joining them at the central desk.
"Oh, so you're Cameron!" said the oiled man happily. "Well, in that case, just sit back and enjoy, my man." he pulled a little bluetooth speaker out of his bag, which began to play pulsing music. "You have a big, big fan who wants to make sure you celebrate National Nurse Appreciation Day right!"
"No, thank you," said Cameron through gritted teeth, feeling his cheeks flush red as even visitors and patients were beginning to look toward the commotion and his coworkers began giggling with each other. "Please leave."
"Don't be that way, big guy," said the man, already beginning to gyrate. "Your fan told me you are way into this stuff."
It was just as Kim let out a half-mocking, half-genuine "Woo!" that Cameron heard the elevator ding. He already felt the chill of horror flash through him as he turned toward the elevator. Somehow, he already knew that it would be Dr. Raymond Lang, the man he wanted to impress most in the world.
And he was right.
...
"I mean, believe me!" said Dr. Lang, throwing up both of his hands in one of his usual animated movements. "I like a little levity as much as the next guy! Having a little fun is important. We work hard and play hard in this hospital."
Ray Lang was a tall, square-jawed man with a well-coiffed shock of thick, pure-white hair, an earnest face, and a handshake like iron. His elbows currently rested on his thick, hardwood desk in his office.
"But there's a time and a place, Quaid," he continued with a rueful grin, "And I think we both know that a hospital ward isn't the place to indulge yourself in that particular way."
At this point, Cameron had been so keenly embarrassed for such a long, sustained period that he was almost numb to it. Almost, but not quite. "I agree, Sir," he said wearily, his eyes on the carpet. "I would never call a stripper to the hospital. I don't have any interest in male strippers anyway! Someone was playing a prank on..."
Dr. Lang held up a hand. "Listen, Quaid, I get it. Things happen," he said warmly, but firmly. "But as the supervisor at the time, I expect you to take responsibility for the floor, not make excuses. So what I want to hear from you is 'this will never happen again' and leave it at that." He stared expectantly at Cameron with his sharp, earnest eyes.
"This will never happen again," said Cameron, trying to put all the confidence he could muster behind his words. In reality, he had no idea if he could make that promise, because he knew exactly who had sent the stripper-gram to ruin his day, and Cameron had absolutely no control over him.
This wasn't the first time that Cameron's older brother had screwed him over for a laugh, and it wouldn't be the last.
...
Cameron drove home in a partial fugue state. Clutching the wheel the entire time, he ground his teeth, a habit he had developed years ago in response to the "playful" bullying of his brother Wyatt. When Cameron saw the stripper emerge from the elevator, he instantly knew who had to have been behind it. In that moment, Wyatt's mocking laughter had echoed in his head, as if his older brother was right beside him.
But he wasn't. In fact, it had been years since Cameron had seen his brother in person. And it would stay that way if he had anything to say about it. Yet the memories of Wyatt's gleeful taunting, pranks, and smug superiority over the years had left a lasting mark on Cameron's confidence.
In many ways, Bainca had been his saving grace.. From the moment Cameron met her, his issues with his family had felt less aggravating and immediate. She was his refuge from frustration, his unwavering pillar, and his source of daily joy. Cameron was utterly devoted to her in return, and multiple friends had confided to them both that they were jealous of the couple's loving, close relationship. Bianca provided everything he needed, and, aside from the occasional squabble, their life was one of domesticity and joy. She wanted for nothing because Cameron never hesitated to offer her everything.
Cameron parked and took deep breaths as the garage door rattled shut behind him, trying to calm himself. The frustrations and humiliations of both the past and the present were common topics in their household. Bianca had heard him complain about his brother hundreds of times before. But she had weathered every one of her husband's bouts of anger and anxiety, listening to all of his woes with utter sincerity and love. If she was sick of hearing about Cameron's problems, she had never given any indication of it... but that didn't mean that he wanted to whine her ear off with petty annoyances every day.
Compared to him, Bianca was steadied, calm, and refined. She had few vices and even fewer traumas. Cameron made it known as much as possible that he would always listen to her and that she didn't need to keep secrets, but she didn't seem to have much to report. Nothing beyond the normal casual frustrations anyone might have. Still, Cameron made his presence and support fervently known. He never took her happiness for granted, even though she claimed that she never "had anything to hide".
Cameron slid his key into the lock, feeling the teeth gripping it as he unlatched the door and stepped through. Bianca was relaxing on the couch, assembling a puzzle of complex orchids with a glass of Cabernet Sauvignon. She smiled at Cameron, bright and shining, and he suddenly felt as if all his problems and fears were melting away. Bianca Quaid was a sight to behold. So much so that Cameron sometimes felt jealous at the way other men stared. She was a delicately-featured woman with pale, radiant skin, coal-black hair, and just enough soft, womanly curves on her slim body to draw the eye while still looking elegant.
Like he had been so many times before, Cameron was stunned for a moment by his wife's beauty and charm. Setting the wine glass down, she crossed the room with light steps, took him in her arms, and kissed him passionately.
"Cameron Quaid, I missed you terribly!"
"I missed you, too. Life's a little more gray when I'm away from you."
"You're cheesy. But I love it."
She tapped his nose playfully and turned to walk towards the kitchen, prim and proper, elegant and tall. Without a word, she poured a second glass of wine for her husband. By this point, she could read her husband's body language and tone like a book, no matter how hard he tried to conceal his struggles. She always knew when something was ailing him. When she returned to her husband's side, offering him his glass of wine, her eyes were soft and inquisitive. She held her wine glass by the stem and swirled it, the velvety red liquid slowly running down the sides as she nursed it with her full lips.
"Come on. Spill it. I can tell something happened, Cameron."
"It's just...it's work. That's all."
"Now, you and I both know that's absolutely not true."
She walked to their leather couch, and patted it, inviting her husband to come and vent. Cameron sighed deeply and took an experimental sip of the wine. Perfect. Bianca, as always, had fantastic taste. He knew from experience that he had to be honest. Now that she knew something was wrong, Bianca wouldn't rest until he told her. Even though it would free him, it was still difficult to admit that he once again needed his wife's help and sympathy. He sat down and faced her, giving in to her offer of unconditional support.
"Alright. So you know how much I've been trying to impress Dr. Ray. Like, it's super important for me."
Bianca nodded, her green eyes already sympathetic, offering him her complete attention.
"Today I knew that Dr. Ray was going to stop by to check on the stations. I did everything, and I mean everything I could to prepare. Complete perfection, y'know?"
"Of course. No one works harder than you, dear. You have always been nothing but devoted. To me. To work. To improve yourself, I completely get it."
"Yeah. But you see where this is going. Obviously, it got ruined. Because why wouldn't it? There I am, waiting for Dr. Ray at the nurse station, nervous as hell, and out of the elevator walks a male stripper."
"No!"
"Honey, I wish I was lying. He shows up wearing nothing but a fucking speedo, sets down one of those annoying Bluetooth speakers, then starts dancing. And you'll never guess who steps off the same elevator not a minute later, before I can even convince him to leave."
Bianca winced. "Dr. Ray."
"I was mortified. Just fucking mortified. There goes weeks of building up my reputation with a man who barely has time in his busy schedule to get to know every member of his staff. Now he's going to remember me... as the guy who orders male strippers at work. And I'll give you one guess who set up this prank."
"Wyatt."
"Yep. I can't prove it, of course, but it has to be him. Doctor Asshole MD strikes again. I shouldn't even be surprised anymore. But I was! It was such a brutal, targeted dick move."
Bianca sighed and reached out to squeeze his hand. "Well, I mean... what else can we expect from a horrible man like him? He's always been a dick. I mean, it's nothing new. But regardless, I know how much it hurts you. I get it. I'm sorry you had to deal with that, honey."
"It's just...we're not kids anymore. He needs to stop with the prank bullshit."
Cameron polished his glass of wine off in a long pull, needing something to take the edge off his voice. The last thing he wanted to do was push Bianca away by seeming like a whiner.
"Sorry, I'm getting riled up."
"Honey, it's ok," said Bianca soothingly, giving his hand a tight, loving squeeze. " I know how important it is for you to impress your new boss. Seriously. I don't mind listening."
He smiled, still feeling a twinge of guilt for how often he talked his wife's ear off like this..
"I know. I love that about you."
She set her wine glass down, eyeing him up and down. Her seductive intent was visible across her entire body as she stood. Her back arched lightly, subtly emphasizing her firm breasts beneath her shirt as she ran her hand through her shining raven locks. Her eyes smoldered with affectionate heat as she purred, "Maybe we can do something to... release some of that stress."
"Oh? Well, I could use that." Cameron could feel his interest stirring between his legs. It didn't matter how frustrated or humiliated he had felt today. An offer of sex from his smoking hot wife always got Cameron's attention.
"Oh... does my hubby need some tender love and care tonight? In that case, maybe I could do something, really, really special for you."
Cameron knew exactly what she was offering, and he couldn't be more on board. There was one thing his wife did for him that never failed to turn a bad day around. "How about you wear that..." he began with a sheepish grin.
Bianca reached out with a slim finger and pressed it firmly to his lips, silencing him. "Say no more. Wait for me in the bedroom. I'll see you there."
Cameron hurried to the bedroom, his mood instantly flipped upside down. Now he was feeling positively gleeful, knowing what was coming next. In a moment, his gorgeous wife was going to emerge from their walk-in closet wearing his favorite outfit. His cock was already diamond-hard, straining against his scrubs.
Every second he waited was agony, and Bianca was well aware of it. A little teasing could go a long way, and Bianca loved to gently tease her husband. But she also knew that a little anticipation could make the payoff that much sweeter... When the closet door opened, Bianca emerged wearing an obsidian-colored latex nurse costume, exaggerated in proportions, impossibly short, and with a steep plunging neckline that showed off her ample chest. She strode confidently forward on enormous red heels, her dainty nurse's cap affixed to her head like a slutty crown. To top things off, she had hastily applied black eyeliner, his favorite, knowing how much he loved the way it looked when it ran down her cheeks.
"Fuck..." Cameron whispered, watching his wife sassily saunter towards the bed. He immediately stood, pure lust and adoration in his eyes.
Bianca looked up at him, her eyes dripping with sexy innocence. She spoke with a coquettish tone, soft and pitched just a touch higher than her usual tone. She knew her bedroom voice drove him wild every time.
"Gosh, Dr. Cameron, I'm so sorry. I think I made another mistake. Maybe you could help me?"
Cameron smiled widely, running his eyes appreciatively up and down his wife's slutty costume. She knew exactly how much it turned him on when she acted all submissive like this. When Bianca played nurse, he got to be the Doctor; dominant, powerful, and in complete control. It was the ultimate gift, one that he appreciated from the bottom of his heart. One day, he wanted to make Bianca feel this fulfilled and turned on as well. But for now... he just wanted to enjoy and forget his worries.
"Oh? So you made a mistake again, Nurse Bianca?" asked Cameron in his stern doctor voice, crossing his arms over his chest in mock annoyance. "How many times has this been?"
She pouted and, with a bratty voice, cooed, "Oh... I guess I'm not sure, Doctor. I lost count."
"You know what? I think naughty little nurses like you deserve punishment."
"But Doctor, I can be a good little nurse! Please!" Bianca clasped her hands in front of her and bent forward just enough to give her husband a perfect view down the front of her skimpy uniform. The look on her face was so forlorn that for a split second, Cameron almost thought she was really pleading with him. Bianca had always been an excellent actress.
"Did I say that I want a good nurse?" growled Cameron, reaching up to dominantly grab one of her tightly-wrapped breasts. Bianca whimpered and thrust her chest out further, encouraging his touch even as she acted out reluctant arousal to a "t". "Because I don't. I want a sexy little fuckup who needs to be punished. Now get on the bed. Time to get the spanking you deserve, you naughty slut."
Bianca swiftly and smoothly mounted the bed on all fours. As she did, her latex skirt pulled up her thighs, revealing her bare, clean-shaven pussy, already slick with anticipation. Cameron took a moment to run his hand over the soft, warm skin of his wife's bare ass, savoring the feel against his palm. Then he slapped her plump rear, but not too hard; he wanted to make her flinch, but would never dream of leaving more than the faintest of pink marks on her perfect skin.
"Who's in control?" he asked in a hard voice.
"You are, Doctor Cameron." Bianca's response was perfectly delivered in a husky, trembling whisper.
"Good girl."
Another slap. Cameron marveled as he watched his wife's shapely rear jiggle beneath the tight latex. Bianca favored him with a sultry little moan, wiggling her ass temptingly.
"Hmmm, it seems like my naughty nurse might be enjoying her punishment," he mused out loud, taking the opportunity to cup and squeeze his wife's butt lovingly through the latex.
"I just can't help it, Doctor," moaned Bianca as she arched her back upward, pressing her ass against his groping hand. "I know I should reflect on my mistakes, but when you act this strong and manly, it just does something to me!"
"Well then, I guess I had better work a little harder and really get through to you..." Cameron delivered several more slaps, although despite Bianca's yelps, he still didn't hit hard enough to truly redden her pale cheeks. One of his favorite aspects of their little sex game was their tacit agreement that while she remained his nurse, Bianca existed only to pleasure him. He loved making love to his wife, making her cum hard enough to see stars, but as Nurse Bianca, she was his private fuckdoll, no reciprocation necessary. And right now, Cameron knew exactly how he wanted to use his fuckdoll.



"On your feet, nurse," he said with one last spank. "It's time for you to show me how sorry you really are."
Bianca giggled and stood from the bed, biting her lip as her eyes glowed with affectionate arousal. In moments like this, just offering her a soft command was intoxicating. The dominance Bianca allowed during these games was a powerful rush, even feeling better than the physical act he knew was coming. She looked up at him, her eyes wide as she batted her thick eyelashes playfully.
"Well, nurse? What are you waiting for? Or, do you need help?"
"I'm sorry, Doctor, I'm not very bright."
"Very well. On your knees. Open your mouth, Nurse, and you'll get a big surprise."
She closed her eyes, sank to her knees, and waited as he pulled his stout cock free. It was impressively wide, but modest in length. Cameron used to feel a little self-conscious over his... shortness, but it was one more thing Bianca had helped him to feel less anxious over: his wife said that it was the perfect size for her. He tapped his flared crown against her lips, relishing the feeling over their soft plumpness, before parting them and slowly feeding her his thickness into her warm, wet mouth as his hands clasped the side of her head.
"Good work, nurse. Very good. Open your throat for me."
She slowly pulled her husband's guiding hand away from her head, ready to take control. With slow seductiveness, she swirled her tongue around his cockhead, placing deep kisses along its shaft as she stared up at her husband with wide, submissive eyes. Then, in one smooth motion, she grabbed the base of his cock and shoved him deep in her throat, gagging as she bobbed her head.
"Fuck yes," groaned Cameron as he was sheathed over and over in his wife's tight, wet throat. His tension was melting away with every tight, loving squeeze she gave his cock.
She pulled her head back and let his girth rest on her face, leaving a shiny train of saliva across her lovely features: a filthy, fascinating contrast.
"Does it feel good, Doctor?" she asked with a naughty smile.
"Oh, you're doing a good job, nurse. You don't want to be punished more, do you?"
"No! Not at all. Let me show you how good I can be, Doctor."
She dove back onto his cock, working her mouth up and down the throbbing length of his cock with fluid bobs of her head, her lovely dark hair swaying with the speed of her enthusiastic blowjob. Cameron felt himself getting closer. The sight of his wife's slutty latex nurse outfit that she wore just to please him coaxed him closer to climax. The shiny, tight material hugged her lovely curves, emphasizing her womanly charms beneath the skin-tight material. Bianca's cheeks hollowed as she hungrily devoured his cockhead, acting the part of a desperate, slutty nurse to perfection.
"Fuck I'm close," grunted Cameron. Regaining some of his dominance, he pushed his cock deep into his wife's throat, grabbing the sides of her head and thrusting twice before spraying thick ropes of cum into her warm, wet mouth. Breathing heavily, he felt all the stress of his awful day leaving his body with each spurt. Finally, he was able to relax.
Bianca pulled her head back, catching her breath and letting his half-hard manhood hang in front of her, still dripping semen. She winked at him playfully and stuck her tongue out, showing him the pearly load he had made for her. For a moment, she held it there in a puddle on her little pink tongue, then curled it back and swallowed.
"So fucking tasty. Thank you for your guidance, Doctor Cameron."
"You're welcome, Nurse Bianca. But I hope you don't think that I'll let you off that easy... I need to make sure that you've learned your lesson thoroughly." Cameron might have cum once, but there was no way he was going to let a session with Nurse Bianca end with one little blowjob. He might be getting soft now, but that wasn't anything a few long, sensual minutes of making out with his wife and running his hands all over her tight, latex-covered body couldn't solve.
"Ooh, Doctor," cooed Bianca with an indulgent wink, as Cameron helped her to her feet, "You know I can never say no to you... Why don't you take me to bed, and you can show this poor little ditzy nurse the error of her ways?"
***
Cameron lay back on the bed, playing with himself idly while he waited for "Nurse Bianca" to get out of the bathroom.
After a long, sensual make-out session holding his sexy latex-clad wife in his arms, he was ready for round two to start. He had no idea what was taking her so long in there.
Finally, the bathroom door cracked open, framing his gorgeous wife in the doorway, a curtain of her dark hair swept down to cover one eye.
Even in the depths of his lust, Cameron felt a swell of affection for her. With her selfless gift of roleplay, she had already brightened up his shitty day... and he had a feeling that things were about to get even better.
"Mmmm doctor, I'm feeling so strange..." she purred as she padded toward him across the bedroom floor, her hips swaying in a way that flipped up the hem of her latex skirt as she walked. "I'm hot all over..." She crawled up onto the bed, biting her lips seductively before whispering, "I think you had better take my temperature."
Shit! If Cameron had been ready before, now his cock was as hard as a fucking rock. "Well, nurse, I think I might have a cure for what ails you," he said in his best deep, confident dom voice. "I have a special temperature we can stick in your mouth and..."
"Oh, but doctor," simpered his wife with a wicked little gleam in her eyes. "You already gave me an oral examination, didn't you? I think that there's a way for you to be much more... thorough with your special thermometer."
Cameron's heart was suddenly in his throat. His eyes widened in delight as Bianca pivoted, sweeping her hair over her shoulder as she faced away from him and bent low, exposing her cute little shapely butt.
He almost came right there on the spot as she reached behind her and pulled apart her plump cheeks, revealing her perfect, rosy asshole, clean as a whistle and winking slightly beneath his fascinated gaze. "Don't you think this would be a better way for your special thermometer to find out just how hot I am inside?" she purred, wiggling her butt at him temptingly.
Cameron didn't need to be asked twice. That explained why she had taken so long in the bathroom! Anal sex with Bianca was a rare treat, not because she disliked the act itself, but because she said that cleaning up enough for her to feel good about doing it was gross and a lot of effort, in her opinion. She must have really wanted to cheer up her husband today, and, as always, Bianca knew her husband inside and out. Sometimes that deep knowledge could come back to bite him in arguments, but it also led to her knowing exactly what her husband most desired in his heart of hearts... like right now.
His hands eagerly seized his wife's soft cheeks, taking the place of her own. He squeezed them... kneading them in his eager fingers, spreading them wide to stare at the tight little prize hidden between. Her pink hole was shiny; prelubed for his pleasure, and Cameron saw no reason to hold back.
Holding onto Bianca's cheek with his left hand, he gripped his cock and guided it downward, pressing it up against her tight asshole and drawing a purring moan from his wife's throat.
"Mmmm, hurry doctor," she urged, giving him a smoldering, teasing glance over her shoulder, "I'm burning up... I need you to give me my medicine."
She was mixing her metaphors now, but Cameron had never given less of a fuck. He moved forward slowly, his cock pressing against her asshole with increasing force, making Bianca squirm and gasp beneath him...
And then, with a sudden easing of pressure, he was inside. Fuck! Her little ring pressed tight around his cock, while inside, she was just deep, enveloping warmth. Bianca gave a little whimper beneath him, twisting the sheets in white knuckled hands.
"Are you ok, babe?" asked Cameron, breathing heavily from the depths of his pleasure. He hoped against hope that she was fine. Her tight ass felt incredible around his cock, and the last thing he wanted to do was back out and stop the session.
"Mmmm, it's..." Bianca let out a deep whooshing exhale, visibly relaxing her body. "It's fine. Wait. Just give me one second." She reached between her spread thighs, swirling her fingers between the glistening lips of her pussy. Cameron watched her for a moment, transfixed by the deeply erotic sight of his wife masturbating while his throbbing cock sat buried deep between her plump cheeks. He had to hold himself back from moving. He knew it would feel amazing, but he wanted his wife to feel just as good as him, and that meant letting her work herself up a little and relax.
"Mmm, tell me what a good nurse I am, doctor," purred Bianca in a panting voice, her head bowed and her fingers making deliciously wet noises between her spread thighs.
Cameron took to his appointed dirty talk task with gusto, reaching down to squeeze his wife's ass firmly as he said, "You're the best nurse I've ever worked with... Your perfect little tits, your talented lips and tongue... and this tight little ass." He lightly spanked her cheek, making his wife give a little gasp, staring back at him with a bitten lip and a raised eyebrow, her hand moving even faster between her legs.
"Ooh, doctor... you like my ass?" She pushed herself back a little, sinking her husband's cock another inch into her heat.
"Fuccckk," groaned Cameron, his fingers gripping his wife's hips tight, desperate to pull her deeper, but trying to obey her command to wait. "You know I do, nurse. God, it's fucking incredible."
Finally, Bianca lowered her hand, took a deep breath, and fixed her husband with a smoldering gaze over her shoulder, and said, "Well then, I guess you had better make it yours. Fuck me, Doctor."
With a fierce joy pulsing through his veins and deep love for his wife in his heart, Cameron slowly pushed forward until his full length was deep inside Bianca, the ring of her asshole tight around the root of his cock. She whimpered again, but this time it wasn't a whimper of pain... Cameron knew when his cock was making his wife feel good, and her masturbation session had warmed her up enough that she was now ready for what was about to happen.
Cameron pulled out again, relishing the sensation as his wife's asshole seemed to suck and pull hungrily on his retreating cock. Then he pushed inside again, a bit faster this time. Bianca pushed her hips backward against him as well, pressing her soft cheeks tight to his hips. "More doctor! Really make me feel it!" she said in a voice dripping with pleasure. Cameron gripped her hips tightly with a wide grin on his face. Well... if she says so!
He began a steady pumping rhythm, in and out of his wife's asshole, feeling the tight ring move up and down his cock. Bianca pushed back against him as well, matching his thrusts, urging him onward. "Mmmm fuck me, Doctor! Fuck my ass!" she moaned, her breath coming in ragged bursts. Cameron could see trickles of lubrication tracing down her thighs from her intense arousal, and it spurred him on.
As he felt Bianca's ass stretching and accommodating his cock, Cameron picked up speed, his rapid thrusts slapping against his wife's thighs and butt as he began to frantically fuck her, relishing the dominant feeling of completely owning her ass. Beneath him, Bianca was practically purring, letting out sultry moans which rose to little squeaks of pleasure every time his thrust carried him balls-deep inside.
"Fuck! I love you! God, I love you so fucking much!" grunted Cameron, hunching over slightly as his hips slapped forward again and again, fucking Bianca as fast as he could now.
"I... I looove you too, honey!" moaned Bianca, writhing and grinding back against him furiously, her latex skirt flapping with the intensity of the anal fucking her husband was giving her. Here, in the intensity of their passion, the roleplay was finally thrown away for good, making way for a more raw and authentic domination and submission, powered by their mutual love, passion, and desire. "Now fuck my ass until I cum!"
Cameron was on the edge already; he had to hold on for dear life, huffing and puffing and concentrating as hard as he could not to cum while he maintained his frantic speed. He willed his wife to orgasm. Needed her to climax so that he could finally release the thick, hot load of cum he had built up deep inside her.
Finally, he saw the telltale signs. His wife's moans took on a breathy, whining quality, and her thighs trembled as she tipped over the edge into anal orgasm. Cameron let himself go, briefly speeding up for a few strokes and savoring the feel of his wife's incredible ass as his orgasm gripped his lower belly like a hot, powerful hand. His cock spasmed, and Cameron felt like his soul was leaving his body as he pumped what must have been the biggest load of his life into his wife's twitching butthole. Bianca moaned like a bitch in heat beneath him, wiggling her hips up and down his cock to milk out every last drop.
Cameron held there for a moment, chest heaving and cock letting out a few last squirts of semen. Bianca seemed similarly stunned, resting her head against the mattress, her back rising and falling with her deep breaths. Both of them just lived in the moment for a few seconds, riding the golden glow of post-orgasmic bliss as Cameron's cock slowly softened inside her.
Cameron pulled out and collapsed back on the bed. After a moment, Bianca straightened up. With a few awkward movements, she removed the tight latex outfit and the sultry sex kitten Nurse Bianca was gone, replaced by his loving wife. She tossed the latex costume off the bed decisively and crawled up to snuggle into the crook of her husband's arm.
"Well... feel any better?" she asked with a warm, lightly teasing smile.
"I don't know if I've ever felt this good before in my entire life!" said Cameron truthfully with a broad smile, pulling the love of his life closer and kissing her.
"The amazing Bianca does it again," said Bianca with a giggle, "A little dirty talk, a little anal sex, and Presto! One grumpy Gus is transformed back into a grinning loon."
They both laughed and kissed again, enjoying the feel of each other's bodies in the afterglow of their shared orgasm.
Then Bianca's eyes grew thoughtful. Cameron waited for her to speak. He knew she would eventually. Still waters ran deep with his wife: she might keep things to herself for a while, but her true thoughts and feelings always bubbled to the surface in the end.
Finally, she traced a few lazy circles on his chest with an idle finger and asked softly, "Why does it turn you on so much?"
"I think anal with you would turn anyone on!" said Cameron flippantly.
Bianca playfully slapped her hand on his chest with a shake of her head, her silky dark hair tickling his arm. "You know what I mean, honey! The nurse thing. You know what real nursing is like... I would have thought that you wouldn't like that sort of porny stereotype. And why are you a doctor and I'm a nurse?"
Cameron sucked at his teeth, considering his answer carefully. The truth was that he knew exactly why the nurse costume and the roleplay scenario turned him on... But it wasn't exactly something he was comfortable talking about.
"Not that I'm complaining," said Bianca hurriedly, her eyes filled with concern. "I think it's hot too! And I would do anything to make you happy, dear. You know that. It's just a... well, a very specific scenario."
Cameron sighed. Bianca had dressed up in the slutty nurse outfit at least a dozen times now. She deserved to know why he enjoyed it so much. And there was no one in the world he could trust more than her.
"It's... It's about Wyatt," he said finally.
"Oh, honey," said Bianca in a soft voice. "Even in bed?"
Cameron cringed a little. He knew what she was saying. He had a thin skin when it came to his older brother. He was a lot healthier mentally now that he had gone no contact, but on days like this, when Wyatt found ways to bully him anyway, all that anger and anxiety came flooding back....And that was a big reason why it was these kinds of days that he requested the nurse costume.
"I know, I know," said Cameron with an embarrassed sigh. "I shouldn't let him get to me. But sometimes it's hard."
Bianca nodded sympathetically, laying her head on her husband's chest and pulling him close. "Ok, I see it now baby. Why you want to play the doctor. Wyatt is so cruel about being a doctor when you're just a nurse."
"I'm not 'just' a nurse," said Cameron a little more sharply than he intended. "Nurses have difficult jobs that need a great deal of expertise. We aren't any lesser than doctors."
Bianca looked guilty, pulling her husband into a kiss and saying hurriedly, "Oh! I'm sorry, my love. You know that I don't think that. I was just talking about how your brother puts things. Wrongly."
Cameron shook off the sudden spike of annoyance. Wyatt was the one he was really mad at. It wasn't fair to take his anger out on his wife. "Right. I know, baby. I'm sorry. Let me explain a little more clearly. You already know how Wyatt was the golden boy favorite child for my whole life growing up. And how he casually bullied me."
"Especially after you entered nursing school instead of Med School," said Bianca with furrowed brows. "An awful man."
"Yeah, but I didn't tell you the worst part," said Cameron with a sigh, running a hand through his hair. Bianca didn't say anything, just looking at him receptively, waiting for him to go on. This would be the hardest part to talk about.
"When I was in nursing school, I started dating one of my classmates," said Cameron heavily, the memory still twisting him up inside. "Her name was Wendy, and for a little while... well, for a little while it was serious between us."
Bianca looked surprised. "I thought you were single through nursing school," she said slowly. "Why have I never heard of this Wendy?"
Because how do you tell your wife about a woman you thought you were going to marry? Especially when you probably would have married her if... things had gone differently? Instead of going into detail, Cameron just said, "Because of what happened next."
Cameron wasn't sure if Bianca could guess what was coming up, but she looked sympathetic as she said, 'You don't have to tell me, honey. Not if it will hurt you."
"But I should," said Cameron doggedly, lacing his fingers through his wife's. "Sometimes pain is a good thing. Long story short, Wendy made me so happy that I was able to just ignore Wyatt. He didn't like that at all, so he set out to hurt me in a way I could never forget or ignore."
Cameron could tell based on his wife's expression that now she definitely knew where this was going. Her eyes blazed with an odd intensity as she said, "Oh, Cam, he didn't! That's sick!"
"It is sick," said Cameron wearily, "but he did it anyway. In a twisted way, he was doing me a favor. If Wendy was willing to fuck my older brother, who she knew I hated, after a little bit of his oily charm, then she wasn't the person I thought she was in the first place. When I caught them in the act, I left immediately and broke up with her."
He could still remember opening the door to his apartment bedroom to see Wendy on the bed, facing the door, face twisted in embarrassment and arousal as Wyatt loomed above her, athletically pounding into her doggy style with a broad, smug grin on his chiseled face. His brother knew that they would be caught. He had set it up that way to twist the knife.
"So the nurse outfit..." said Bianca musingly.
Cameron laughed bitterly. "It's pathetic, isn't it? An opportunity to act like the big man. Be the big dominant doctor playing with slutty submissive nurses, like the way my brother played with my girlfriend. It's like I'm trying to get back the control my brother took away from me all those years ago. I'm just letting him bully me again in a way."



Bianca reached up to turn Cameron's face toward her. "Cameron Quaid, I don't think it's pathetic at all. You took something traumatic and reclaimed it. When I play Nurse Bianca I really do submit to you, Cam. I want you to feel like you are worthy of that submission. And you are. In that roleplay, the doctor is a powerful, dominant, and superior man. You cast yourself in that role, and you play it wonderfully."
Cameron wasn't even sure what to say. Instead, he pulled his wife into a deep, long kiss, relieved beyond words that she had accepted him fully as he was. She snuggled down into a spooning position, and Cameron gratefully settled in behind her. He felt lighter than he had in months.
And he also felt a little guilty. Bianca was so sweet and accommodating. The nurse outfit wasn't the only kinky thing he had asked from her over the years, and she almost never requested anything in return.
Cameron decided it was time to rectify that.
"Well... enough about my weird kinks. I'm more interested in hearing about what turns you on."
"Oh, you know, baby," said Bianca airily, "I like what you like. I'm happy when you're happy."
But Cameron knew his wife well enough to know when she was holding back.
"Come on, now," said Cameron with mock sternness, wrapping his arms around his wife and pulling her warm, soft nudity close. "Spill it. With all the embarrassing things that I've asked you to do for me, it's only fair that we explore your fetishes a little."
Bianca laughed and craned her neck over her shoulder to give her husband a soft kiss. "It's not that I'm embarrassed necessarily," she said warmly, "It's just that it's not the kind of thing that is possible for us to do in real life. It's a wild, kinky fantasy that turns me on to think about, but just isn't practical."
Now Cameron was definitely intrigued. Bianca was no prude, and was eager and willing to play any sexual games her husband suggested, but she very rarely put forth her own suggestions, and when she did, it was usually for sensual, intimate lovemaking. The idea that she had been secretly sitting on some kinky, forbidden fetish was fascinating and arousing. Cameron had to hear more.
"What is it, though?" prompted Cameron, giving his wife a playful shake. "You can't say something like that and expect me to just let it go! Now you have me curious!" Something impossible, and, despite what his wife claimed, it had to be at least mildly embarrassing for her to have kept it a secret for this long... Was it something to do with anthropomorphic animals? Swallowing people alive? There were some things that were legitimately impossible that they could maybe find some way to simulate in ped.
"Are you sure you want to know?" asked Bianca quietly, facing away from her husband in the spooning position, her voice suddenly serious.
Cameron frowned. God, it wasn't something... really disturbing, was it? Well, if he had come this far, he couldn't just give up. If he let it drop, curiosity would kill him.
"Yeah, tell me," he said insistently.
"Ok, well..." said his wife, her finger slowly tracing over his arm in a ticklish little pattern, "For the longest time, I've had this fantasy about... being bad..."
Something about the way she said it sent a thrill of excitement up Cameron's spine. He could tell just by the throaty, reverent way she pronounced the word that just the idea of it turned her on immensely. It was instantly electrifying, sending a twinge of sensation through his deflated cock. Bianca was a deeply sexual person, but she also usually took a while to warm up. It could take a few minutes for her to really lose herself in pleasure. To find something that made her feel this way wasn't something that Cameron could just ignore.
"Bad?" he said with a mildly teasing tone. "Are we walking black leather and heavy eyeliner bad?"
"Looks could be a part of it," said Bianca sheepishly, "but really, the fantasy is about being cruel. Heartless. Powerful. It's about letting all of the mean, nasty, intrusive thoughts I would never tell anyone and letting them loose. It's about taking someone I love, who loves me, and completely crushing them. In other words, being the biggest, meanest bitch on the planet and taking it out on someone I love, all for my amusement and pleasure."
Cameron lay quietly, holding his wife close in the privacy of their bed. He had joked about the dominatrix gear, but now his imagination went wild with the image. His sweet, caring wife who had done so much for him... her eyes cold, looking regally beautiful in a leather catsuit and shiny boots, a riding crop slapping rhythmically into one palm as she ordered him to kneel...
His cock was slowly stiffening again.
Powerful women had always turned him on. Back when he watched porn more regularly, femdom had been one of his favorite categories. When he married Bianca, he had quietly given up on ever experiencing something like that. It was a common experience, he was sure: not every sex partner could be all things at all times, and Bianca had always seemed to be more on the submissive side of the spectrum. He definitely had no complaints about his current sex life.
... but he had to admit that he was intrigued by the possibilities of this new flavor of bedroom play.
"So," said Bianca with a sigh, "You can see why that's a fantasy that has to stay in my head. The idea turns me on, but I could never crush you like that in real life. It wouldn't be worth it for the few hours of fun."
"I don't see why we can't fulfill that fantasy for you," said Cameron, burying his face in his wife's soft, fragrant hair, his mind dancing with images of her powerful and cold and dangerously sexy.
Bianca laughed and patted him on the arm. "Oh my! Someone is feeling brave! I don't think you understand what I'm saying, dear. You would be all mine. My little plaything. And I wouldn't have any mercy. That's the fantasy. And it's far too dangerous for real life."
"I could handle that," insisted Cameron, his cock throbbing now, pressed against Bianca's springy ass. How long had it been since he was ready to go this quickly after they had sex?
Bianca wriggled around until they were facing each other, her eyes skeptical. "I don't think you're hearing me, Cam. I know you better than anyone. And this would mean using every pressure point I know to dominate you completely. You wouldn't look at me the same way afterward."
"Honey, you just acted like my slutty little nurse tonight. Is that how I treat you the next morning?" asked Cameron with a smile.
Bianca raised an eyebrow. "You had better not."
"That's right. I don't. Fantasies and roleplay are a separate thing from the rest of our relationship. You've done so many things for me. You've been a perfect wife for our whole marriage. I want to do this for you. I want to let you be bad."
Bianca looked straight into his eyes with a piercing gaze, her body rigid and tense in his arms. Then she let out a breath, and a wide, wicked smile crossed her face. Her soft hands ran down her husband's body, then began gently stroking his hard cock. "Mmm, so my husband wants to see how bad I can be? Wow, this is turning you on, isn't it?"
Cameron chuckled and kissed his wife as she began to give him a slow, sensual handjob. "Hey, what can I say? It's really sexy when a good girl goes bad."
"For the record," whispered Bianca in his ear, her hands moving faster, "I think this is a bad idea. Are you sure?"
"I'm positive," said Cameron in a voice rough with lust. "I want to see your fantasies come to life."
"Then give me a month," said Bianca, pulling away a little. Fuck, she looked so horny right now. Cameron was positive that he had made the right decision. He was so positive that he barely listened as she said, "After that, I get one weekend. During that time, my word is law. I can do anything I want to you, and you need to swear that the following Monday, everything will be forgiven and forgotten."
"I swear!" said Cameron, his hands roaming his wife's lush body.
"Then it's a deal," said Bianca happily. "I'm excited, baby! Now come over here and take charge... while you still can."
***
As the month passed, Cameron felt an increasing sense of unease and discomfort. Nothing had changed, at least not between him and Bianca. Their relationship was as close as it always was, if not closer. They shared wine together, watched silly movies, and, of course, made love passionately, Bianca displaying a renewed vigor he hadn't seen before. Cameron enjoyed his wife's company like he always had, and she seemed to treasure him as well.
Yet the dread was still there, growing stronger as the month wore on. Every day a new package arrived in the mail, some large, some small. Bianca had made it clear when the very first one arrived that anything that arrived with her name on it was for her eyes alone, and Cameron had managed to resist the temptation to open them. When Bianca wasn't home, he would carry them in, placing them on the counter as she instructed him to do, and simply stare at them in a trance, imagining why his wife would need so many purchases for the weekend she was planning.
Most of the packages had one thing in common: they were barren of origin. No symbols, logos, or identifying markings. They piled up for a couple of weeks, and then suddenly stopped. But when the packages ceased, Bianca started coming home with garment bags...each one pure black and impossible to see through. She would only offer her husband a playful smirk when he caught her bringing them inside, silently taking them upstairs to the guest bedroom closet, which had become absolutely off-limits to Cameron.
He was stunned at the precautions she was taking, like getting a large chest for storage that only she had a key to. It all felt like overkill for what Cameron had been expecting. Even when she had warned him that things could get extreme, he had been picturing something like a leather outfit and a riding crop. Why would she even need to buy this many things? But, despite his misgivings, he had to respect her. This was her show, and he had agreed to let her run it. His mind constantly ran with possibilities as the month wore on, and her preemptive teasing made it difficult for him to function at work. He found himself absent-minded around her, filled with both excitement and nebulous terror.
Even though Bianca hadn't admitted it to her husband, she was already enacting her plan. She wanted to leave him wondering what was inside each and every one of those packages. To fret over what delicious pleasure and pain could exist in that chest. Seeing Cameron already nervous and distracted left her in a state of near constant arousal.
On the last day of the month, the loving couple lay together after a day of relaxation. They had gone on a day trip to their favorite beach, the site of their first date. Bianca was vivacious, sweet and overflowing with energy. Her face had been alive with excited energy all day. Cameron was positive he knew the cause. She was looking forward to the upcoming weekend... the one she had been preparing for all month. But he didn't let his anxieties spoil this perfect day for him. As he looked into his wife's soft, loving eyes, he had never felt more in love with her.
"So Cameron Quaid...the rules," she murmured softly, lacing her fingers through his.
"Right. Rules. Tell me, I bet they're kinky."
"Not so much. They're actually very, very simple..."
"Easier to remember that way," said Cameron with a nervous smile. He almost felt like he was on top of a rollercoaster... a sense of wicked, fearful anticipation.
There was a breathless pause. Bianca's eyes met his with an intensity he had never seen before.
"Do whatever I say."
Cameron waited for her to continue, but she simply maintained her thousand-watt eye contact."Oh... So, what are the limits?" he asked, suddenly confused.
"There are none. You do whatever I say, whenever I say it."
"Of course, my mistress," He said with a wink.
"It's not a joke. I'm serious. That's the agreement. You're doing this for me and only me. Remember?"
"Well, I mean... yeah. I want to make you happy, it's only fair."
"This is your last chance to back out."
"Oooh, you're really going all out, huh? I'm not worried," said Cameron, donning a protective layer of false bravado.
"Maybe you should be." Bianca's tone was cool and calm. She bore no ironic smile, her face completely stoic, jaw clenched, demonstrating the deathly severity of her statement.
"I'm not worried, seriously. It's fine. I'm excited to finally give back to you. I mean that. I love you, Bianca. I always will."
"Cameron, I'm going to say things to you that will shake you to your core. I'm going to do things to you that you will never, ever forget."
"Babe, it's fine. I get it."
She didn't respond for a moment, and that's when Cameron got really worried. On some level, he knew she wasn't kidding. But a big part of him wanted to believe that this was a bluff, all part of her role play. It would be hard to square anything else with the perfect, kind woman that he married.
Finally, her serious expression softened a fraction, and she tapped him on the nose lightly.
"Well, dear husband... do you want to make love? Because everything else this weekend will be as far away from love as possible."
"Of course."
He pulled her close, just as he had done hundreds of times before. But kissing her felt strange tonight. Even as her pillowy lips delicately folded against his, clearly full of passion, he felt a nausea stir in him. Her words, the weight of them, gnawed away at the back of his mind. He should have been present, in this moment with the woman he adored. When she traced with her fingers enticing circles down from his chest to his cock, she was surprised to find him only half hard.
"Is this little game not naughty enough? Did I scare you, Cameron?"
Her teasing tone was enough. He came to life in her grip as he grabbed the back of her head and kissed her deeply, thrusting his tongue inside her mouth. He rolled her onto her back, draping her thighs over his shoulders as he kissed a trail of teasing, soft kisses, heading downward towards her pink, velvety lips.
He softly kissed her slit as she gripped the sheets behind her, a wispy moan escaping her lips. His tongue cleaved through her wetness, then found its mark, circling her clit softly... then harder, in swooping movements, feasting on her, needing her to remember what he offered with his love and body alike.
Bianca's already charged state of arousal made it all too easy for her to reach her climax; there was no chasing it, no searching, no neediness. She owed it all to what was coming, what she knew she was about to do.
She craned her neck, her eyes meeting his. "Fuck me. I want you to fuck me. I need your cum."
Cameron wiped her nectar off his lips, his cock raging, needy, the taste of her filling him with an insatiable desire. He climbed between her legs and slowly fed his cock into her slick pussy. Her tight, hot wetness gripped him greedily.
His thrusts were deep and hard. She opened herself further to him, needing him to take her despite her sensitivity. As he had given to her, now she would give herself to him. Their lips met, brushing against each other at first, then tightly locking, sticky and warm, their tongues dueling against each other.
He grabbed the base of his cock and withdrew slowly, savoring her wetness and watching her lips pull hungrily against his shaft. He slowly rubbed his cockhead over her clit, and she twitched in pleasure and pain. He turned her over, grabbing her waist from behind and climbing onto the bed. Mounting her like a dog. Adoring her ass as he thrust deep, watching her curves jiggle. His thrusts rapidly increased as he grabbed her waist. He growled, animalistic. She rolled her hips back, meeting every thrust. She had never felt him like this in all their time together. She moaned in submission as he continued to brutally thrust, her cheeks clapping against his waist. Wordless, he moved a hand to grasp the back of her hair, pulling it into his fist and riding her. She moaned louder, grinding her teeth as she felt her final orgasm begin to build.
"FUCK! FUCK ME! DON'T STOP!"
He didn't offer a response; his body spoke for him. He flooded her pussy with one of the largest loads of his life, his balls clenching as his vision blurred completely. The room spun from the intensity of his orgasm. Cameron half collapsed over her, kissing her lightly on the back and neck, treasuring this moment of love and connectedness. After a moment, she turned and returned his affection, kissing her husband softly and tenderly as the hot, sticky evidence of his love leaked out of her down her legs.
Without a word, they laid side by side, pulling the covers over them. He hugged his wife tightly from behind. Possessively. Slowly, his grip loosened. As Cameron fell into a blissful sleep, his gentle snoring filled their bedroom. When Bianca was absolutely sure he was asleep, she picked up her phone from the nightstand and sent a single text.
"See you Sunday...if he makes it."
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Cameron woke with the sun on Saturday morning like he usually did. In his half-awake state, he had no memory of his promise to his wife, or all of the foreboding hints she had given about the weekend. For a moment, he only experienced the warm, drowsy pleasure of lying warm and safe under the covers. Right up until he stretched.
*clink*
... his hand stopped short, held in place by a thin, but sturdy chain, the padded cuff at the end pulling tight around his wrist. A flash of adrenaline pulsed through him, dispelling his stupor, and he yanked the chain harder. No use. But the movement did clue him in to the fact that his other arm was also bound, as were his legs. The bindings were loose enough that he could move his arms a little, but not enough to even bring them to his face. His ankles couldn't touch either.
In other words, just loose enough that putting the cuffs on him hadn't been enough to wake him up. The confusion of half-sleep was clearing, and Cameron finally put two and two together. This was all because of Bianca's weekend. The realization sent a sizzle of sensation through his cock. Bondage wasn't something that he expected from his sweet, loving wife, but that was the point, wasn't it? This weekend she planned to be different.
This weekend, she was going to be bad.
Speaking of Bianca... Cameron looked over to her side of the bed, but she was nowhere to be seen. As if she was summoned, a shadow fell over the doorway, and Bianca entered the room
She clicked forward slowly on tall boots with stiletto heels, black and so shiny you could nearly see your reflection in them. Cameron's eyes traveled upward, past the boots, to the dark stockings, flouncy little leather skirt, long, shiny, black fingernails, and figure-hugging corset. Finally, he saw his wife's face... and his heart skipped a beat.
The wicked clothes might have been shocking, but it would be easy to put them on, no matter what you felt on the inside. Cameron had to imagine that the look on his wife's face would be harder to fake.
Bianca's eyes were two chips of ice, surrounded by bolder, darker makeup than usual. Her perfect rosy lips were pulled into a gloating sneer. Her dark hair was swept back dramatically from her face and down over her shoulder, glossy and wild as a raven's wing. A image of distant, superior beauty, not the warm, caring woman he loved.
But old instincts die hard. The greeting popped out naturally, as though this were any other day.
"Good morning, Honey."
Bianca raised one dark eyebrow, her lips twisting with mocking amusement.
"Honey?" She said the word as if it were the name of a particularly disgusting insect. She clicked forward across the bedroom floor, one foot in front of the other, her wide, luscious hips swaying with each step and making her skirt flip up tantalizingly. "Is that how you think of me?"
She walked up to the side of the bed, looming over her bound and helpless husband, a cold, curious glint in her deep blue eyes. Cameron was shocked to realize that he felt truly intimidated. Intimidated! By his loving, soft-spoken wife!
"Am I that sweet and wholesome?" asked Bianca with a mocking twist to her voice. "You know... poison can be sweet too, my dear, dear husband. Perhaps what you thought was honey isn't that good for you after all."
It was impossible to overemphasize how different Bianca was from her usual self. Her entire tone and bearing had completely transformed. Where once she had been a warm and tenderly affectionate wife, she was now a cold, cruelly distant ice queen.
Bianca reached down without warning and whipped aside the sheet from the bed, then tugged Cameron's boxers down his thighs without fanfare, letting his hard, throbbing cock bounce free. Embarrassment and arousal twisted in Cameron's guts, and his hands instinctively jerked down to cover his nudity, clinking hard against the chains. It was a silly impulse: this was his wife, she had seen him naked hundreds of times, if not thousands. But still, his inability to cover himself made a wave of powerlessness sweep over Cameron. Right now, there was no way for him to resist, no matter what his wife wanted to do to him.
Bianca laughed, low and rich in her throat, leaning down until her face was just inches from Cameron's throbbing cock. "My my... you know, I always suspected you were a closeted submissive, Cameron. And it looks like I was right. Is a hint of leather and a sense of powerlessness all it takes to get you throbbing and aching and dripping for me?
Cameron writhed in his chains in impotent arousal. Bianca was close enough he could feel the heat of her breath every time she spoke, but she might as well have been on the moon. There was no way for Cameron to touch her. The give in his chains allowed him to thrust his hips forward lightly, but Bianca dodged back with an annoyed look on her face. "Ah! None of that!" she said sharply, reaching up to confidently twist one of her husband's nipples between thumb and forefinger. Cameron gasped in shock, letting out an unmanly yelp of pain from the sudden punishment.
"This weekend is about my pleasure, not the shrimpy little disappointment dangling between your legs," snapped Bianca with a withering glare in his direction.
"Hone... I mean... Bianca," gasped Cameron, trying to twist his chest away as her fingers remained cruelly seized on his sensitive nipple, "That fucking hurts! Just ease up a little..."
Bainca twisted harder, making Cameron's words cut off in a hiss of pain.
"Like I said," commented Bianca dryly, ignoring her husband's distress, "This weekend is about me. Your job is to submit to my every whim. You're going to have to learn that dynamic quickly. Luckily I'm a fantastic teacher... and I have the perfect little lesson to teach you submission."
She released his nipple and ran her hands down her body to flip up her tiny skirt, revealing that she wasn't wearing anything at all beneath. Cameron let out an appreciative breath at the sight of his wife's pussy. She was already soaked, her tender lower lips flushed and puffy with desire, glistening with sexual need. Although he and Bianca had an active and fulfilling sex life, he wasn't sure he had ever seen her this physically aroused. She really wasn't kidding when she said that this was a fetish for her... It gave Cameron the strong sense that he was doing the right thing. If being a little mean and controlling turned his beloved wife on this much, he could put up with some hurt feelings and sore nipples.
Without another word, Bianca mounted the bed with an athletic, catlike movement, and for a moment Cameron thought that this wouldn't be so bad after all. As disturbing as it was to see someone he knew and loved cloaked in an odd aura of cold menace, it was kind of hot too. Both strange and familiar. And, whatever reservations his brain had over his wife's new cold demeanor, his cock had no such qualms. It stood stiffly at attention, a bead of precum slipping down and tracing a slimy trail down his shaft.
He would have no problem at all having sex with this half-stranger, no matter how cruel and snarky she was about it. Bianca read his thoughts on his face, and the way he positioned his body, spreading his legs and pushing his cock upward, ready to be mounted. She shook her head with another laugh, this time sounding a little exasperated.
"I may be a good teacher, but it seems as if you're a dull student. Again, your little stiffy holds no interest for me right now. In fact, I'm sorry to disappoint, but there will be no skin-to-cock content between you and I all weekend long. I wouldn't want you to get idea above your station, would I?"
Cameron let out a little Huff of disbelief, searching his wife's cruel, lovely face to see if she was joking. "What... Are you serious? We aren't even going to have sex?" His voice came across as a little whiny to his own ears, and his embarrassment at that only amplified as Bianca rolled her eyes.
"There you go again. Thinking about yourself. Whine whine whine about how unfair it is and what you deserve," sneered Bianca. "And what about what I deserve? After years of pretending that I enjoy the shrimpy excuse for a dick between your legs, I think I deserve a little real satisfaction, wouldn't you say?"
The casual, tossed off insult hit Cameron like a punch in the gut. His eyes widened in surprise. It wasn't so much the words themselves: talking down to a man about the size of his penis was pretty common in femdom porn. The issue was the absolute confidence in how she said it. Not in a teasing, needling way, but as if it was obvious that his cock had never been enough for her....Which had to be a lie of course. He had made her moan in orgasm countless times with his cock....right? But, lie or truth, it was unexpectedly painful to hear, even after preparing himself for a little domination. This was turning out to be a lot meaner than Cameron expected, and he wasn't sure that he liked it.
Bianca's grin widened as she saw Cameron's look of hurt. "Theeere. Now you understand what it means to be bad. Too late. You've let me off the leash, Cameron, and there's no going back until the weekend you promised me is over."
"What if I want to stop?" asked Cameron irritably. He had been onboard for a little kinky BDSM play, but the sudden casual disrespect had him reconsidering this whole weekend. "What if I tell you to take these fucking chains off so we can sit down and have a serious talk about our relationship?"
Cameron half expected Bianca's face to crumple into worry and panic, realizing that she had gone too far. He imagined that she would beg and plead with him, saying it was all just roleplay and that she was sorry she had gone too far.
But Bianca's expression never changed. She stared down at him with amusement and contempt as she said dismissively, "You won't do that."
She sounded so rock-solidly certain that Cameron's righteous indignation faded. "What? Wh-why the fuck not?" He blustered.
Bianca leaned down until she was right next to his ear. Cameron could smell her perfume, which was also completely different from usual, deep and floral and mysterious.
"Because you're a pussy." She drew out the last word, savoring it on her tongue. "You're a submissive little bitch, and deep down, this is the way you want to be treated. I mean, look: that shameful little twig between your legs still seems as happy as ever, no matter how much you sniffle."
"That's... I..." Cameron didn't have a good comeback. Despite how upset he felt at his wife's cutting words, his cock was still as hard as a fucking rock.
"That's what I thought," said Bianca smugly, pulling back from him with a smirk of smug superiority. "Now shut up. I've heard enough of your voice to last a lifetime. It's time for my little lesson in our relative power this weekend, and I think it will put that whiny tongue to much better use."
She turned, her dark hair flipping alluringly and wafting her perfume toward Cameron. The change in position exposed her plump rear to Cameron beneath her skirt. For one heated moment he was reminded of that night last month when Bianca had submitted to him, giving him her ass. The night when he had agreed to this whole insane experience.
But right now, anal was the last thing on Bianca's mind. Instead, she backed up, crawling backwards on her knees until her pussy loomed directly above her husband's wide eyes.
He gulped. It was one of the most erotic sights he had ever experienced. Bianca's pussy was flushed pink, dripping thick, syrupy juices of arousal. He could smell the wild, musky scent of her sex, and practically feel the sexual heat radiating from it. His cock ached for the contact, affection and pleasure that he had already been denied. All of the arousing stimuli clashed with the hurt and anger still roiling inside him from Bianca's casual cruelty. He tried one last time to slow things down so he could sort out the riot of emotions inside him.
"Honey, wait! Just... slow down,"he said desperately. His hands instinctively tried to rise again to hold her hips and keep them where they were, only to be caught again by the cuffs. "We need to talk!"
Bianca looked at him between her legs, her hair falling around her head like a dark curtain. She looked strange upside down. Like a different person.
"Ok. Here the talk: I'll say whatever I want, and you'll do what you're told. It's not that fucking hard to understand. How many years did you spend in school? Hmm? How many times did you explain to me all this boring bullshit about procedures and bloodwork? Dozens. Now here's the first simple instruction you've had in years and you dare question it? Shut. The. Fuck. Up. Now make me cum you fucking worm."
With that. Bianca's hips lowered, and before Cameron could say another word, his wife's slick, hot sex had pressed down over his face, silencing him.
For a second, Cameron lay back with his lips pressed together, uncertain if he even wanted to participate after Bianca's stunning rudeness. But in the end, his arousal won out over his pain. As much as he hated to admit it, Bianca was right: even if her cruelty hurt him, there was something undeniably compelling about a gorgeous woman like his wife being catty and mean. He wasn't sure if finding that attitude hot made him a "pussy", but it did make it a lot easier to cautiously open his lips and drag his tongue slowly up his wife's dripping slit.
This was far from the first time that Cameron had performed oral sex on Bianca. It was one of his favorite types of foreplay in fact. It made him feel like a real Lothario to dive between his wife's spread thighs and make her moan and purr with his tongue.
But this felt different. This wasn't a loving act of service he was performing to please his wife... he was being used. Bianca rolled her hips, sliding her slippery cunt up and down Cameron's face, using his nose and lips to stimulate herself. Normally Cameron felt like he was playing his wife's pussy like a fine instrument during cunnilingus, but now she was undeniably the one in charge. The bindings on his hands and feet only intensified the sensation. Cameron was tied down, unable to move, while Bianca rode his face. He couldn't stop her even if he wanted to.
He felt another trickle of precum drip from his neglected cock down onto his heaving belly. God... he had never been this starved for touch. His hips began humping upward by themselves, uselessly thrusting his lonely cock upward into nothing as he licked and slurped and sucked at his wife's dominant pussy, the musky taste of her feminine arousal saturating every taste bud.
"Haha, look at you!" Bianca's voice was husky with lust as the pressure of her hips increased, grinding her hot wet cunt down into her helpless husband's face. "Your little dicklette is just desperate for some love, isn't it?...I'll tell you what. If you are a very, very good boy today, we can have sex tonight. How does that sound?"
The offer was delivered in an achingly condescending tone, but in the humiliating, heated movement of having his face ridden while bound, the promise made Cameron's cock twitch. There was nothing that sounded better than fucking his gorgeous wife right then. Visions of brat taming danced in his head... fucking his wife so well that she couldn't help but break the mean act, kiss his, and moan his name as she came on his cock.
"I can tell you like that idea," purred Bianca. "So why don't I give you a chance to prove yourself? Show me what a good boy you can be, and get me off."
And then... she stopped. Her hips ceased their grinding, swirling motion, and she simply rested her pussy firmly on Cameron's face.
Cutting off his air supply altogether.
Cameron's tongue continued to wriggle for a few seconds, circling Bianca's clit now that it was finally stationary and in reach. He could feel his wife's heartbeat from the hot, wet pussy pressed tightly on his nose and mouth.
Only after a few more seconds passed did Cameron realize what was happening. The panic was instant and all consuming. His hands and feet jerked against the chains loudly, and he tried to wiggle his way out from under the pressure of the pussy pressing down on his face. But it was no good. His limbs couldn't help him, and Bianca was putting almost her full wait onto his face, preventing him from moving. He was trapped. Helpless. Air cut off by his wife's cruel sexual dominance.
"Now you're getting it," said Bianca with a giggle. "You're my little toy this weekend, and you'll do as I say... or else. There's only one way out of this one, Cameron. Make me cum, just like I commanded."
Cameron tried to speak... to beg for mercy, but his words were just buzzing vibrations and tongue movements upward into the pulsing cunt cutting off his air supply. His lungs were already screaming for air. In his panic, Cameron did the only thing that seemed to give him a chance to survive.
He submitted.
Cameron buried his face with new, desperate intensity into his tormentor's pussy, his tongue thrusting and swirling while his lips busily sucked and slurped. His heart hammered hard and fast in his chest as adrenaline poured through his veins.
And for some fucking reason, his cock ached and throbbed stronger than ever. Even in the white-hot lizard-brain panic of suffocation, this was still somehow the most erotic thing that had ever happened to him. The feeling of powerlessness and forced submission made his poor cock leak another spurt of slimy precum, eagerly lubing itself for the penetration that would never come.
Above him, Bianca let out a delicate moan, reaching down to balance herself, her nails digging painfully into the skin of Cameron's chest. "That's it... right there. It's funny what a man will do when his life is on the line. Apparently it can even turn a loser like you into a semi-competant lover. Now really try, Cameron. Or else this weekend might come to a premature end."
Cameron could feel himself getting fuzzy. His lungs burned. His cock throbbed, and his mouth worked with single-minded purpose, eating pussy like his life depended on it.
Just as Cameron thought he was a gonner, way past the length he had ever held his breath before, Bianca finally stiffened and let out a series of breathy, sighing moans, once again grinding her wet, sexual heat downward. The movement finally allowed Cameron to take a gasping breaths, and the crisis was averted.
After another long minute of wet, grinding pressure, Bianca had finally worked her way through a blissful orgasm. She lifted her hips and stood from the bed, revealing her husband's slimy, beet-red face.
"Well?" she said with a wide, ferocious grin. "Still want to have that little talk, big man?"
Cameron started into his wife's eyes and saw only cold cruelty. He no longer though she was acting. Bianca's wicked gaze was all too sincere.
"No, ma'am."
It was humiliating to crumble this way... but it just felt easier than standing up to her, especially when talking back had only gotten him humiliation and sexual domination the last time he tried. Besides... she had promised if he could play along all day, they would have sex. That was his real opportunity to restore the power equilibrium between them. He just had to play the part of a meek submissive until then.
Bianca laughed and clapped her hands together in glee. "That's the spirit! I would have tamed you with my pussy ages ago if I knew it would be this easy. Good boy. That means we can make good time and head on today's field trip that I planned."
She bustled over and unstrapped his wrist restraints.
"Field trip?" asked Cameron dubiously, rubbing his wrist and giving his wife a fearful sidelong glance.
"You didn't think I was just going to Dom you around the house, did you?" asked Bianca, looking up at Cameron with a sharp grin as she released his ankles. "No, we're going to have a little fun out in the wide world... I've had years to fantasize about all the awful things I'd like to do, and we are going to spend this weekend going right down the list item by item."



Cameron felt a shudder pass through him involuntarily at the naked hunger in his wife's eyes.
"Thanks again, hubby," said Bianca with a wink. "This is going to be a weekend we both remember for a loooong time."
...
"Who told you to wear those?" asked Bianca sharply, eyeing the jeans that Cameron had just put on with a sneer. "Take them off."
She herself had put on a loose white blouse over the top of her corset to make it at least marginally more respectable. Her clothes still radiated an air of sexual malice, and they would draw the eyes of every man within sight range, but they were at least barely plausible as streetwear rather than fetish gear.
"What... why?" asked Cameron blankly, staring down at his jeans in confusion. They were the sort of clothes he always wore when he was going out.
Bianca flashed him a warning look, saying, "Because I fucking said so. And because I have something much more... appropriate for you to wear." She crossed the room to the dresser, opened a drawer and turned, dangling something from a finger with a look of delight on her face.
It was a pair of her black leggings. The spandex ones she used for jogging. After Bianca had demonstrated her dominance on the bed, Cameron knew better than to protest the humiliating clothes, but that didn't mean he liked the look of them. He eyed the tiny, stretchy pants dubiously, taking them from his wife's hand and feeling the soft material between his fingers. Even though he said nothing, Bianca caught his stricken expression and let out a chuckle.
"Does it embarrass you?" she asked in a sweet, evil little voice. "Does it make you feel a little... feminine, to wear my clothes? Like you're less than a man?" She walked right up to him, her electric blue gaze burning into him. "Good. Because that's exactly how I feel about you. Weak. feminine. Beneath what a real man should be. It's about time your self-image matched what you really are. Now I won't ask again. Pants. Off."
Her words stung, and for a second, Cameron considered trying to talk back to her again. But the memory of her harsh punishment for backtalk earlier kept him silent. Am I... afraid of my wife? The thought was totally alien to him, but then again, so was Bianca's behavior. He looked away, blushing, and dropped his jeans, ready to obey his wife's humiliating command to wear her tight, ass-hugging leggings.
But, when he had finally kicked away his pants, Bianca stopped him.
"Wait... Take the boxers off too."
Cameron hesitated, opened his mouth to protest... then crumbled once again, sliding his boxers down his thighs to reveal his stiff cock.
Bianca bit her lip in cruel amusement, lifting up the hem of Cameron's t-shirt to give herself a better view. "Oh myyyyy," she giggled, her eyes flicking up from her husband's erection to meet his gaze, her eyes glittering with mischief. "It looks like somebody finds the idea of dressing in women's clothing very exciting."
"It's not... I don't..." spluttered Cameron, instinctively trying to hide his embarrassing erection from Bianca's eyes. She had the complete wrong idea. It wasn't the idea of crossdressing that had him this hard. It was his wife's cruel dominance. She had to at least understand that.
"Your lying lips can protest all they want," said Bianca with a raised eyebrow. "But your hard dick is a lot more honest. Actually... is it a dick? Maybe if wearing women's clothes get it hard as a rock, it's just a stiff little clit."
Fuck! Why did her mocking words make Cameron's dick throb? He wasn't into weird stuff like that. He made made his wife cum by fucking her hard with his cock too many times to count. It was obvious that her emasculating taunts were just to get a rise out of him. But no logic would calm Cameron's throbbing erection, or extinguish the spark of cruel amusement in his wife's eyes.
"You know what?" she said with a wide, shark-like smile, "I think that eager little clit deserves a reward for being so honest. She turned back to the dresser, walking back to it with a slow swaying walk and opening a different drawer. It was a drawer that Cameron recognized.
"Wait now," he said in a weak voice, taking a step back as Bianca considered her options and selected what she wanted him to wear. "I... I think that this is going a little too far with the joke, Bianca."
"You keep forgetting the terms of our weekend," said Bianca calmly as she turned toward him. In her hands, she held a pair of soft, silky pink panties. One of her favorite pairs. Cameron had seen her wear them dozens of times.
"I get whatever I want, Cameron. And right now, I want to see that little clit straining against a pair of pretty pink panties."
Cameron's heart was in his throat, his cock almost painfully hard between his legs. He tried to take another step back, but found that he was paralyzed by his wife's deep blue eyes. She approached, holding the panties in front of her like they were the most precious of gifts. "Here," she said in a voice soft enough that it almost sounded like the old kind Bianca, "you seem nervous. Let me help you."
She knelt at his feet, her eyes still hypnotic and compelling as she stared up at him. Cameron found himself rasing his feet, threading them through the leg holes of the feminine undergarments.
The pink panties felt sinfully soft as they glided up his thighs, then snugly hugged his throbbing erection. A little wet spot of precum bloomed from the tip of his cock as it pressed obscenely against the silky cloth.
Bianca laughed and flicked one slim, black-nailed finger with cruel force against the silk-shrouded erection. "There. Right where it belongs at last. Now... on with the leggings too. You might be girlier than we thought, but that doesn't mean we can spend all day playing dress-up. Let's go!"
...
Cameron's knee bounced nervously as Bianca drove them through the town, humming to herself occasionally with a faint look of excitement and satisfaction on her cold, beautiful face.
He had no idea where they were going. He had tried to strike up a conversation when they started driving, but Bianca was quick to remind him of the changed terms of their relationship. She had reached over and gripped his crotch, squeezing painfully hard through the springy spandex while informing him in an icy voice that good subs speak only when spoken to.
He hadn't tried to ask any questions after that.
In normal circumstances, Cameron would have just lost himself scrolling through his phone... but that wasn't an option either. His current outfit didn't have any pockets, and he was so flustered when leaving the house in it that he had totally forgotten to bring his phone along at all.
The tight, clinging leggings covering his lower body were a constant reminder of Bianca's cruel control... not to mention the soft feeling of the silky panties rubbing against his cock every time he moved. The silver lining was that, with one of his usual t-shirts over them, it was sort of hard to notice that he was wearing women's leggings at first glance. He really hoped they weren't going somewhere too public.
The car was heading deeper and deeper into a part of town that Cameron didn't normally visit. Old, worn-down warehouses and industrial parks. Well... the good thing was that Cameron didn't think they were likely to run into any of their friends in this part of town. That gave him a little hope. It meant that Bianca really must consider this a roleplay, if an extreme one. Of course Bianca isn't going to ruin our lives over one weekend of fun. Cameron thought, settling back into the car seat and adjusting his crotch uncomfortably.
Before Cameron even realized what was happening, Bianca rapidly pulled into a weedy, mostly empty parking lot and stopped the car. Cameron looked at the building in front of them dubiously.
Temptationz
Read the sign in cursive font against a background that had probably once been a deep scarlet, but now was a dusty, faded pink. The sign went on to advertise "adult novelties", "BDSM", and "Discretion". Cameron couldn't say he had been to many sex shops, but this was one of the shittiest ones he had ever seen.
Bianca, as usual, read his expression like a book, smirking and saying, "Don't knock it till you've tried it, Cam. It's not the fanciest place in town, but they have a wide selection and they don't ask questions. You're looking at my main source for this weekend's supplies."
Cameron sighed and opened the car door, ready to get this over with. Wearing panties and tight leggings in public made him feel awkward to begin with. Wearing them in a sleazy sex shop was even worse.
But Bianca snapped her fingers sharply, calling his attention.
"Hold on," she said with a smirk. "We can't just go in looking like this. Like a normal wife with her admittedly a bit effeminate husband. It just won't do! We need everyone to know what our new relationship is at a glance. And I have just the thing."
She reached across Cameron to open the glove box and pulled something out that Cameron didn't immediately recognize. Some sort of bundle of shiny pink leather straps. It wasn't until Claire unsnapped one of the studded loops and held it up to Cameron's neck that he realized what she was holding.
It was a fucking leash and collar.
Cameron moved back instinctively, his belly flip-flopping and a look of shocked disgust crossing his face. "Bianca, what the fuck are you...?"
A second later, Cameron's ears were ringing and his face stung with sudden pain. Bianca had just slapped him. He was so shocked he couldn't even respond as she grabbed him by the collar and pulled him close. "You listen to me, you little bitch," she said in a cold, furious voice. "I know you aren't the brightest bulb, but by this point even a slow learner should know the rules. I own you now, Cameron. I can do whatever the fuck I want with you. And when we go into that shop, you are not going to embarrass me by disobeying my orders. If you do, I swear our next stop will be your hospital, and I will walk you like a dog around every floor. Do I make myself clear?"
Cameron gulped heavily, then nodded. In the back of his mind, he knew that he could get out of this easily... All he would have to do is walk away. His wife would never be physically strong enough to stop him. But somehow that felt impossible. A laughable possibility that could never happen. As the collar snapped humiliatingly tight around his throat, he felt utterly trapped and controlled by his wife's dominant charisma. It would be easier to bend solid steel than to defy her.
Bianca gestured for him to get out of the car, and Cameron did so, blinking in the late morning sun and glancing around, nervous that someone would see. The tight leggings might not be noticeable at first glance, but the bright pink gold-studded collar around his throat was like a bright flashing sign declaring him a pervert.
If Bianca was concerned about people seeing her husband this way, she gave absolutely no sign of it, simply clicking across the cracked pavement on her stiletto heels and clipping the leash firmly to her husband's collar. She wrapped the leash around her fist and tugged it sharply, explaining in a clipped tone, "When you're leashed, the rules are simple. I lead, you follow. You don't speak unless asked a direct question, and you are always unfailingly polite to your betters... which is everyone. Understand?"
"...Yes."
"Oh... and we are no longer on a first name basis for the time being, pet. You may call me Villainess. That's the name that I've been going by when I bought supplies and got advice for this weekend. It has a nice ring to it, doesn't it?"
"Yes... Villainess." The word felt strange on Cameron's tongue... yet another abstraction separating him from his wife's usual warmth and love. But it was fitting. Bianca was playing the part of an evil femme fatale to a T, and it aroused Cameron almost as much as it scared him.
Without another word, Bianca turned and marched confidently up to the door of the shady sex shop, pushing it open and dragging her reluctant husband inside behind her. The inside looked just as tawdry and sleazy as Cameron had imagined. Racks of porn magazines and DVDs with filthy covers clustered near the entrance, with shelves of dildos, buttplugs, and pocket pussies a little further in. The cracked, grimy tile felt almost sticky beneath Cameron's feet, and he didn't want to think about why. The whole interior was washed with bright, clashing pink and red light from neon tubes over each shelf, giving the entire shop a surreal and slightly sinister vibe.
Along one wall, a glass case contained more expensive sex toys, and behind it leaned a tall, lean woman with a buzzed head. She wore a thin tank top without a bra, and prominent nipple piercing pressed tight against the fabric as she leaned forward over the case with a leering grin, sizing up Bianca and Cameron as they approached.
"Holy shit..." rasped the woman with a crooked grin, "So today's finally the day, huh Villainess?"
Her sharp brown eyes turned to Cameron and her smirk widened. The woman was actually pretty attractive, despite her close-shaven skull and numerous piercings. But she shared the cold cruelty his wife had adopted today. Her voice had a vicious edge to it as she asked, "Ahh, and this must be the little bitch you told me so much about. How much did he squeal when you used the..."
"Ah! Don't spoil it for him, Rose. We just got started this morning. He still has a long way to go."
Rose covered her mouth with a raucous laugh. "Oh shit! I almost spooked him, didn't I? God, I envy you, Villainess. Nothing like breaking in a new sub. Say... maybe you could lend him to me when you're done? He looks... entertaining."
Cameron's eyes went wide at the perverse request, then went even wider as Bianca simply chuckled and said, "Maybe... we'll see how well he responds to training. I don't want to let him out of my sight until he is a perfect, obedient pet."
That... that has to be a joke, right? Cameron's belly squirmed with reluctant arousal as the tall, intimidating woman gave him one last lingering glance, then turned back to his wife. "Understandable... But just one question. Why is your pet walking around on two legs?"
For the first time since they woke up this morning, Bianca looked a little embarrassed. Then she glanced toward Cameron with a hard, cruel look in her eyes.
"Rose has an excellent point, pet. On the floor," she said commandingly, jerking the leash sharply downward.
Cameron felt his guts flip-flop at the humiliating suggestion. She's already parading me around like I'm less than human...now she wants to make me crawl like a dog? The idea of submitting in front of his wife and the smirking sex shop worker was distressing... but Cameron knew he had no choice. Bianca had already shown that she was unforgiving of slip-ups in private. He didn't want to know what the punishment would be for disobeying her in front of others.
Cameron's cock pulsed perversely to life as his knees hit the grimy tile of the sex shop, followed by his hands. His impression from before had been accurate. Now that he was touching the floor directly, he could confirm that it was indeed sticky.
"What a good boy," said the employee, leering down at Cameron. "Anyway, I assume you're here for the special order?"
"Exactly," said Bianca airily. "I wasn't able to try it on him beforehand. So I had to bring him in for the fitting."
The woman behind the counter turned and bent low to get something off a shelf, revealing a thick, bouncy ass that pressed tight against her ripped jeans. The sight made Cameron's cock twinge again. Maybe the situation he was in should have been so mortifying it made arousal impossible, but he was finding that the opposite was true. Powerful lust pulsed through him, blending with his embarrassment in a way he had never felt before.
"Changing room?" asked Bianca briskly as the woman behind the counter slapped something shrouded by a paper bag into her hand.
The woman shrugged. "Don't technically have one. But you can use one of the peepshow booths. Remember, you want this sucker sized just right. Too tight and it could cause damage. Too loose...well, where's the fun in that?"
"Of course," said Bianca, hefting the hidden item in her hands with obvious glee. She tugged the leash again as she strode forward. "Come along, pet. I have to show you the special present I bought for you."
Cameron couldn't deny the immense authority Bianca was wielding; her cold, regal air of command resonated from her, making her seem like a different person entirely from the sweet wife he knew. In truth, she was. The coal-haired, sharp-eyed woman he was utterly surrendering himself to was a stranger to him. Not Bianca. The Villainess. Cameron reminded himself of his goal. This was just proof of his devotion to her. The bright lights of the store cascaded around them in hues of pink and red as Bianca led him to the back of the store on her tight leash. He had to follow the rules, which meant he could never be in front of her unless ordered. He was forced to stare at the allure of her strong back and shapely rear.
Rose tried to stifle her laughter at what she saw. Bianca's pronounced stilettos made her tower high over the sniveling "husband" at her feet. As Bianca threw open the velvet curtain, Cameron did as instructed, crawling on his hands and knees across the sticky floor into the peep show room.
"Stay on all fours."
Cameron nodded, knowing better than to offer a complaint or sign of resistance at this point. He knew that he could do this. He held on to a stubborn thought, one that created a bastion of resilience inside himself: this was all for her. This was something he was doing for his wife, who he loved. She slowly raised her leg, swinging it on top of a small stool, the top of which was askew and coated in a disgusting, yellowish crust left behind by the sex shop patrons. The gold YSL logo of her stiletto caught the light of the room, reflecting his shameful face in it.
Bianca's voice was without mercy. It held no sultry tone, no enticement. It was stern, cold, and mirthless.
"Lick it."
He obeyed without question, craning his neck to lick the point of her stilettos. Bianca scoffed, then knelt to slap the back of his head, knocking his teeth lightly against the stool.
"Not my shoes, idiot. The stool. Lick. It."
Cameron's stomach twisted at the thought, and he couldn't help but glance up at his wife, unsure if she was actually serious. Her face was as cold and hard and perfect as porcelain. Cameron had no fight left in him to resist even this disgusting command. His teeth still aching, he bowed his head and licked the crust, recoiling from the grit, texture, and potent taste. The remaining residue of hundreds of men and women was dragged across his tongue.
"Make it shine, you little fucking bitch. Polish it."
Her words stung more than usual. He wasn't used to this pathetic submission. He could never become used to this. The concrete floor made his knees ache, and the spandex tights she forced him to wear left him feeling exposed, skin clammy, the panties she had made him worn weakening his strength. As he licked, he soon lavished the stool with his tongue. He savored it, eager to please his wife he dearly loved. But something also began stirring between his legs.
Bianca cocked her head to the side, watching as a bulge formed in her husband's tight spandex, his hips starting to unconsciously thrust downwards slightly. She reached down and grabbed a fistful of his hair, pulling him up to his feet.
"Open your mouth."
His lips twitched. The taste of the drool still coloring his palette, he opened his mouth. She dug deep into her chest and spat a wad of phlegm past his lips. Cameron nearly choked from shock. The visceral contempt of the action hit him even harder than the phlegm to the back of his throat, but Bianca gave him no time to collect his thoughts.



"Swallow it."
She cupped her hand over his mouth as he choked her deposit down.
"Sit on the stool."
Hesitation. A grave mistake on his part, the stool was small, barely enough room for him, regardless of his lithe frame. Bianca's palm flashed out, cracking against his face, even harder than the slap he had received in the car. Cameron quickly sat, rubbing his face in numb shock, using the wall as some relief to lean against.
"Spread your legs."
He didn't hesitate this time; he spread them as far as he could, leaving his throbbing sex exposed behind the tight bindings of the spandex leggings. Bianca crossed her arms and swung her leg over again, this time her stiletto heel hovering against his manhood.
Fear took root. Cameron was terrified, but there was no safe word, only absolute obedience. He knew in his heart of hearts that his wife wouldn't actually hurt him. Not fully or permanently. This was just indulgent fantasy, nothing more. Yet as the pinpoint of her stiletto heel dug into his balls, he felt it press between them, parting them around sustained, increasing pressure as her ankle rolled forward with expert control.
Cameron yelped and groaned in pain. Nausea rolled through his stomach. Whatever carnal excitement he had gleaned from Bianca's dominance was non-existent in this moment as she pressed down, pinning his sack against the stool, making him suck in whistling breaths and writhe pathetically. How could this be the same woman he loved? The sadistic superior woman looming above him, reveling in his pain, was like a sexual demon, not the warm, soft angel he married.
"Confess to me that you're not a man. That you're a worthless waste of space. Not fit to breathe the same air as me."
Cameron tried to lean back in futile resistance, letting out a shuddering groan as Bianca held her posture, her shapely leg pressed forward, showing her bare pussy lips already drenched under her leather skirt.
"Say it."
"I...I'm not a man, I'm w-worthless, I'm not fit to breathe the-"
She pressed harder; his voice cracked.
"Good enough."
She lifted her leg back down, the pressure releasing as his stomach turned and he lurched off the stool to fall heavily to the floor.
"You're learning to obey... That's a good boy. Maybe if you continue to be a good little slut, I'll give you a little treat and take you to the gloryhole."
She winked at him as he struggled to his knees.
"Now that we've reestablished your worthlessness... let's talk about this," said Bianca, waving the bag in her hands with a raised eyebrow. "The reason we came to this miserable little hole in the wall in the first place."
Cameron nodded, his eyes fixed on the bag in his wife's hands. How could anything be as bad as what she had already done? He steeled himself. He had to remember that the reason he was doing this was noble, it was for her, everything he did was for her.
"I know that you're committed to obeying my every command," mused Bianca, the coldness of her eyes silently adding that she certainly hoped that that was the case. "But I think this gift might be... troubling for someone like you, with an overinflated sense of ego. So let me explain this in a way you can understand..." He watched her take off her wedding ring, the diamonds glistening in the light. She held it in front of his face, waving it in a hypnotic rhythm. Her voice was bubbly, bratty, and completely mocking.
"Remember how hard you worked to get this ring? So many extra hours. You proved all your love to me. Every vow we said, held in this tiny little ring."
She softly traced her fingers down his chest, lacquered nails digging into his skin, curving, gripping like talons as she approached his groin, then quickly withdrew them.
"It's a tiny ring, almost as tiny as your cock. Oh, don't look so surprised!" She purred as she stood upright, still coveting the ring. "Even now, I admit that I appreciated the gesture, but still, it's a bit... pathetic, don't you think? Both of them I mean. Anyway. What I bought for you today is another symbol of your devotion, just like this tiny ring you bought me. I want you to think of it that way. Another way to prove how much you love me, no matter what I do to you."
Cameron didn't know what to say, and besides, the smirking Villainess above him had already instructed him never to speak unless asked a question. All he could do was push through and obey. After all, he was doing this for love; his devotion through the pain would prove it to her. Instead, he watched with bated breath as her slim hand dived into the bag. There was a soft clink, and it emerged holding a fine chain.
With a key dangling from it's end.
Bianca leaned down toward her kneeling husband, holding a small glimmering key in front of his face, her eyes wide with a manic grin. She licked the key, her pink tongue swirling around it, covering it in a glistening sheen. "Do you know what this is for?" she asked in a soft, poisonously sweet voice.
Cameron could only shake his head, but a sneaking feeling of dread in his guts told him that it couldn't mean anything good.
"Hold out your hands," commanded Bianca sharply. Cameron did as he was told, and a moment later the Villainess upended the bag over his outstretched hands. Two metal pieces coated in bright pink enamel fell down with another clink. For a second, Cameron had no idea what they were... then some half-remembered images from extreme pornography flashed in his memory and a bolt of panic flashed through him.
"Bi- I mean, Villainess, I..." he stuttered, in his panic holding the hateful pieces out toward her, as if he hoped she would take them.
But if Cameron was expecting mercy, he was disappointed. The only reaction he got was a wide smile of glee on his wife's beautiful face. "What's wrong, pet?" she said with a look of mocking sympathy on her face. "I told you! This is just another symbol of your devotion to me! What better symbol of your love than to give your loving wife complete and utter control over your masculinity?"
Cameron looked down at the pink cage in his hands, his mouth going dry. It was a chastity device. The kind that pathetic, defeated men wore in deeply perverted porn videos. The kind of videos where cruel, dominant women exercised complete power. Exactly how Cameron's life had become since he woke up this morning. It came in two pieces that locked together, one cage-like device designed to fit around his cock and prevent him from becoming hard, and a sturdy ring meant to fit tightly around his balls and make the cage impossible to remove. As Cameron turned the pieces in his hand with dark fascination, he noticed that the interior of the cock cage was studded with dull spikes. He couldn't help but shudder.
"But before that," said Bianca with a sly smile, "We need to get you... prepared. We can't fit your new cage on when you're all worked up like that. Besides, you've been such a good little boy today. I think you deserve a reward. Hop back up on the stool, Cam."
Cameron got back onto the stool, forgetting the humiliating cage he held in his hands for a moment at the prospect of his wife helping him to cum. He finally smiled truly, and sighed, relieved for the first time in the day's exposure and humiliation. He knew Bianca loved him. Her guard was dropping. She would offer him pleasure in return for his suffering. They were still bonded, attuned to each other's needs.
"Oh my poor dear." She clicked her tongue against her teeth, withdrawing a gold condom wrapper from her pocket and slowly peeling it open.
Cameron didn't know what to make of it; his brow was quizzical, furrowed by the condom's unexpected appearance. They never used condoms, not anymore, not since his vasectomy.
The scent of rubber filled the room as Bianca donned disposable blue gloves.
"Wouldn't want to touch that pathetic thing you call a cock," said Bianca with a cruel wink. "Remember, dear, no skin contact? It's a rule."
Cameron nodded. His assumption that this would be a reprieve from The Villainess's dominance and mockery was quickly forgotten. Cameron's eyes widened as Bianca nonchalantly popped the wedding ring into the bottom of the condom, then stretched it over his shaft. It was a breathtakingly cavalier attitude to take with an object she had just admitted was a symbol of their love, and, although Cameron knew better to protest, her obscene use of their wedding ring hurt him more deeply than anything she had done to him physically so far.
If Bianca noticed his hurt, she didn't care. Using only her index finger and thumb, she pinched the base of his cock, and began squeezing. He yelped as she tightened her grip, his feet digging into the floor from the intensity of the sensation. His moral objections to the use of her ring as a sex toy were forgotten in a flood of discomfort.
"I always felt like using my whole hand was... overdoing it," said Bianca with a smirk, as she worked her tightly pinching thumb and forefingers slowly up her husband's cock. "This is much more appropriate for a man of your... modest size, don't you think?"
She looked at him expectantly, so he responded with a stuttered, "Y-yes, Villainess."
"Good boy," she said with a nasty snicker, giving her husband a light pat on the balls that sent a stab of pain through his lower belly. "So... tell me. Are you excited for your new present?"
Another direct question... Cameron had to answer. "I... I don't know if I can wear it, Villainess," he said nervously, his hand clutching the metal pieces of the cage tight in his sweaty fist.
Bianca gave him a wicked smile. Her thumb and forefinger glided up and down the condom, providing a teasing sensation that was just on the edge of pleasure, but wasn't even close to the full, satisfying feeling of her hand wrapped around his cock. "Oh, but I think it's just perfect, don't you? You can promise all you want that you'll obey me and respect my control, but this is a real, physical symbol of my domination. In a way, it's just like the tiny little ring you gave me..."
Her fingers rose up to the reservoir at the tip of the condom, briefly swirling around her engagement ring trapped inside before pressing it down hard against the tip of Cameron's cock. Cameron whimpered at the sensation as the symbol of his loving relationship with his wife was used to erotically hurt him. Bianca laughed at the sound, then continued.
"Think of your new cage as a second ring. Like the first one symbolized our love, this one represents my control. And instead of going around your finger, this one..." she raised her free hand to create a tight circle around the base of his ballsack with her thumb and forefinger, pulling them outward just enough to hurt. "Will go right here, around these soft, worthless little balls."
Cameron shook his head, his legs shamefully shaking as Bianca resumed her slow, teasing stimulation using one her thumb and finger, now tugging his balls lightly with each stroke, keeping him right on the ragged edge of pleasure and pain. He just couldn't imagine himself as one of the cowed, docile men who wore a cage around their cock. Or maybe he didn't want to imagine himself that way. He was happy to let Bianca have her fun, but it almost felt like she was trying to change him now. What kind of man would he be if he didn't push back on that at least a little bit?
"Villainess," he said carefully, "I'm just not comfortable with..."
"Silence."
The word was filled with such regal, confident force that Cameron's mouth snapped shut on its own. Bianca leaned down and got in his face, her eyes flashing with murderous intensity. "Now you listen to me, you worthless excuse for a man," she said to him in a tight angry voice. "I've had enough of your whining to last for a lifetime. I'm tired of hearing your mopey bullshit on a daily basis. I swear every time you come home, I can read it on your face: I'm going to have to endure another sob story about how everyone at work was mean to my pathetic pussy of a husband."
Cameron was so shocked he could barely process what Bianca had said as she stared down, looming above him with a vicious expression of cruel excitement. He had come to her for her understanding and support countless times, and had never received anything but love and acceptance. To now have all those times thrown back into his face, and reveal that she was secretly sneering at his unmanly weakness... The thought was so stunningly painful he struggled to even process it.
Even giving voice to a heartless thought like that seemed like a deep.
"So no. I have no mercy for a whiny little bitch like you. You're going to put that pretty pink cock cage over this worthless clit. And you're going to fucking love every painful, humiliating moment of the experience. Do you know why?"
Her finger and thumb sped up, zipping up and down the lubed condom faster and faster, tighter and tighter. Bianca seemed to pull at his sensitive testicles a little harder each time, sending tiny crackles of pain through Cameron's stomach. The ring deposited in the top of the condom began digging downward into the head of his cock with each stroke as the condom was pulled taut.
"Because I told you to fucking do it. And like it or not, every ounce of pleasure in your miserable life comes from me," purred Bianca, her blue eyes seeming to glow with enthralling power. "And I don't just mean this weekend. I've always been able to manipulate you into doing whatever I want. I'm just tossing aside the mask and doing it out in the open today. So yes, darling, I'm going to put your tiny cock in a cage. Because I think it's funny."
Cameron was breathing heavily now, the cock cage felt warm and sweaty in his fist. He closed his eyes, overwhelmed by the blend of pain and pleasure roaring through him. His wife's words were poison. Intended to hurt him. He knew that, but the knowledge didn't make them sting any less.
"And let's be honest," said Bianca mockingly, "We both know that you'll like it. That's what you're afraid of, right? That you're going to love being one of those pathetic sissies who like to have their cock locked up? Here's the secret... I always knew you would like it. You just give off the vibe of a man who wants to give up control of his cock to a woman. I don't really think "beta" is a useful term... but when the shoe fits..."
Cameron let out an unmanly moan at the teasing insult. That image of the sad pathetic men who let women torture them... that was how Bianca, the love of his life, had always seen him. Somehow, humiliatingly, that was what sent him over the edge. The teasing contact of his wife's two digits, her wedding ring tossed into the condom as if it was just another sex toy, and her sneering declaration that he was a weak man who deserved to have his masculinity under a woman's control.
Cameron strained upward, filling the condom with squirt after squirt of thick, pearly semen, bathing Bianca's engagement ring, the symbol of their love, in sexual filth.
"You came? Already? How disappointing."
She slowly pulled the condom off, chuckling in stunned amusement at the sheer volume of his load.
"Wow, were you backed up? Or have you liked being pushed around this whole time, you little fucking sissy?"
Cameron didn't want to admit that some of it did feel good, but luckily, Bianca didn't seem to expect a response this time. She pulled at the end of the condom until it was taut, then held the condom up to the light. The dark shape of the ring swam inside the thick, viscous semen. Bianca held the bulging condom out to her husband with a sneer of light disgust.
"Be a dear, and take my ring out for me, would you?" she said with a twinkle in her eye. "I have no intention of touching your slime. But don't spill too much... I have big plans for that load."
Cameron hesitated. To be honest, the idea of reaching into his own warm semen for the ring didn't appeal to him either.
Bianca shrugged. "Suit yourself, I suppose. I was only planning to put it back on to spare your feelings. I could always find another ring in a box of crackerjacks or something."
Cameron licked his lips and took the bulging condom from his wife's hands. Then, with a grimace of disgust, he reached his fingers down into the condom, instantly coating them in the thick warm slime he had shot out just moments ago. Semen. Fun to make, certainly, but Cameron had always found it a little disgusting. Most guys did, he thought. Or maybe just most people. Being forced to get some on himself was another mild degradation.
It took a moment of fumbling in the thick, slimy goo to get the ring and extract it without spilling any of the rest of the semen, but finally Cameron managed it, removing the goo-fouled ring and holding it out to his wife, his guts roiling at the feeling of warm semen coating the tips of his fingers.
Bianca looked down at the ring in her husband's extended hand, then back up to his eyes with skeptical raised eyebrows. She crossed her arms.
"I'm not wearing that. Clean it off first."
Cameron could see her eyes sparkling, a suggestion for how to best get the ring clean on it's way to her perfect lips. Once she gave him a command, that would be it. He would have to obey. In this particular case, Cameron thought it was better if he worked quickly, obeying the command to clean the ring without being told how to do it specifically. He now had a healthy respect for his wife's cruel ingenuity.
He lowered the fouled ring to his t-shirt and hastily wiped it off, smearing a healthy trail of cum along the shirt's lower hem, then raised it back to present to his smirking wife.
She stared at it for a moment longer, then snorted, accepting the ring and slipping it back onto her finger. Oddly, Cameron felt a swell of relief once it was back in its rightful place. As upsetting as all of Bianca's taunts and cruelties had been so far today, at least they had been focused on him. The idea that she might throw away her engagement ring without a thought made his blood run cold.
"I think there would have been more efficient ways to get it clean," she said teasingly. Her eyes flicked down to the front of Cameron's shirt, and the trail of goo across it. "Ones that didn't make it look like you staffed the glory hole after all. But to each their own."
She had a point. Hopefully the cum on his shirt would dry and look innocuous soon, because right now it looked nearly as bad as she was implying.
"Now," said Bianca in a voice brimming with wicked anticipation. "The fun part is over. Time for that little clit to have a time out." She held out her hand expectantly, a predatory grin slashing across her beautiful face.
Cameron's fist tightened on the pink cage in his hands. This was worse than the face sitting. Worse than the leash. He would be emasculating himself, and putting his sexuality in the control of a woman who clearly did not have his best interests at heart right now. But he had to admit that Bianca was right, at least partially. A small, self-destructive part of his soul was eager to feel that complete, cruel control his wife promised. He reached out and put the now warm and sweaty pieces of the chastity cage in Bianca's hand.
She sunk to the floor, her eyes oddly tender. "You'll need to help me. I'm not touching your dick today, remember? Not even for this. Take this part first." She held up the sturdy pink ring. "It goes around the base of your cock and balls. It should feel tight, but not like it's cutting off circulation. If it doesn't fit correctly, we'll need to get a different size."
Cameron took a deep breath, then applied the ring as instructed. It hurt a little when going on, but there wasn't a feeling of pain when it was in place... just mild pressure.
"Good. So much for the easy part." Bianca held out the spiked sheathe, her eyes glowing with excitement. "Now this. When soft, your clit should just barely touch the sides."



It was exquisitely embarrassing to fit the shiny pink cage over his soft, spent cock, especially with his wife's gloating eyes fixed on the action the entire time. Despite her worry that the cage might be the wrong size, it fit perfectly, with the interior spikes just barely indenting the sensitive flesh of his cock when it was fully inserted. When it was finally in place, Bianca reached up to finish the job, lining up the holes between the sheath and the ring, then slipping a padlock through it and snapping it shut.
It was done. Cameron was locked up until Bianca decided he should be free. He wished he could trust his wife's kindness enough at this point to know for certain she wouldn't abuse the privilege.
Bianca took a long moment to admire her work, smiling happily at her husband's cock trapped and controlled in an emasculating pink cage. Then she stood and clapped her hands together.
"Well! That wasn't so hard was it? On to our next stop!"
Fuck. Well, Cameron supposed it was unreasonable to expect that their day out would consist of just one stop. "May I ask where we're going, Villainess?" he asked, pulling his tight leggings and panties up over his new chastity device.
"You may. I'm hungry, pet. We're going to go get something to eat at the mall."
***
Union Plaza was the mall that Cameron had taken Bianca to on their first date. Back then, when he was fresh out of nursing school, Cameron didn't have a lot of money, but he had cared tremendously for Bianca. He did everything he could to make every date of theirs special, even if it was as simple as just window shopping at the mall, dreaming of the future they could have together.
As Bianca walked, her seven-inch stilettos echoed through the mall, shimmering with each step under the bright lights. She looked dangerously sexy in her corset and short leather shirt, flipping up high enough at times that Cameron worried other people would be able to see that she wasn't wearing panties. But the lustful looks that other men openly cast in her direction were clearly more embarrassing to Cameron than they were to Bianca. If anything, she seemed to enjoy the attention, grinning back at the leering men with open acceptance of their lust.
At least their focus on her was preventing passersby from noticing that Cameron was wearing Women's leggings.
Bianca looked over her slender shoulder, watching Cameron wince with each step. She snapped at him, with a fierce expression as she spoke.
"Hurry up! I don't have all day."
Cameron tried to increase his pace, but the cock cage was too tight, too constrictive. Bianca kept snapping her fingers, and made no attempt to lower the volume of her voice, not caring if anyone heard her as she ordered him around like a dog.
"What's the matter, dear? Is the cage too tight? Does it hurt your poor, sensitive clit?"
Cameron hurried his pace, finally catching up with Bianca. His face was hot and red from suffocating embarrassment. His jaw ached from clenching it so tightly. She gently patted his cheek, licking her lips before she spoke.
"Well, if it was that easy to hurry up, I must have to tighten that cage. A lot."
The prospect was completely terrifying to Cameron. Even if this was only for the weekend, having to endure another forty eight hours of constant pain seemed impossible. Noticing Cameron's stricken expression, Bianca let out a silvery laugh. "Don't be so pathetic, hubby. At least I let you take off the collar, right? Your gracious mistress let you keep your pathetic submissive tendencies a secret. For now. Anyway, let's get some lunch. I'm starving."
They sat down at a small table in front of a dilapidated pizza place. The kind that made you wonder how they were still in business. But apparently cheap single slices was always a good model, because this cheap, greasy pizza had been on sale ever since the first time they had come to Union Plaza together. Bianca sauntered over to the counter to place their order, and while she did so, Cameron could help but notice with discomfort that her attitude toward the man behind the counter was strangely friendly. And not just a little. A lot. Cameron watched, his cage suddenly pinching even tighter between his legs, as Bianca leaned forward, pressing her tits together so the older, ugly man behind the counter had no choice but to gawk.
Cameron couldn't hear what his wife was saying, but it was obvious that she was flirting with the man. Not only was she giving him a direct view of her tits by bending forward, she even did a little twirl for him, showing off the outfit he had clearly commented on, and allowing her skirt to fly up and give the slob a peek at her naked ass. Cameron watched Bianca throw her head back towards him, and realized with a blaze of humiliation that Bianca was directing the large ugly man's attention in his direction. The older man looked over at him with a dismissive sneer, then laughed uproariously. Bianca joined him in his laughter. Everyone else in the food court clearly saw and heard it, and Cameron wished he could dissolve into nothing at that moment.
Bianca licked her glossy lips, her long pink tongue sensually dragging across them as the man grabbed their pizza slices. She slid a piece of receipt paper over to the man behind the counter, turned, and started walking back to the table before calling out to him over her shoulder.
"Call me!"
Cameron watched Bianca sit down, smoothing her tiny leather skirt over her thick, pale thighs. The snickering and laughter of other food court workers and passers by made his face turn beet red. Hidden underneath the table, Bianca lifted a leg and drove her heel point softly against Cameron's groin, applying more pressure, tapping it against the hard cage beneath the spandex. She folded her arms underneath her cleavage, observing his shame as she spoke.
"Remember when we last ate here? What was that? Our second date? It was so sweet. So carefree. I remember how I was falling for you. Hard."
Bianca ground the point of her heel sharply as she said that last word. She pulled back just a little as Cameron let out an audible yelp. He nodded, hearing the ring of truth in Bianca's voice despite her cruel behavior. It was a minor lapse of the Villainess persona she had adopted. Bianca pulled Camerons' slice of pizza towards herself, the paper plate already greasy, and looked directly into his eyes as she spoke.
"I love you Cameron. I always will. I can't imagine my life without you. I know...how much this hurts. But every time you feel like you can't go on, just know you're doing this for me, for us."
Cameron felt a sense of relief, even if it was momentary. He knew that Binaca's cold cruelty was just an act. This was her way of letting him know what was really there, the honesty of their relationship, what he was offering her, and what she had offered him. A sense of optimism filled him, despite the continued pinch of the chastity cage between his legs. Everything was going to be alright. They would get through these two days, and Bianca would have it out of her system. She would be back to the woman he loved.
But for now, the brief peek at Bianca's loving self disappeared. Her warm smile sharpened into something sinister as she pulled the used condom out of her purse and dangled it over the slice of pizza. She bit her lip and batted her long eyelashes at Cameron, then grabbed a plastic fork and softly impaled the condom with it. Her voice still held the same loving tone from before as she cooed.
"Secret sauce. Just for you my dear."
With that gesture alone, Cameron was ripped back to the present, as if waking up from a pleasant dream that quickly turned into a nightmare. He watched the viscous, pearlescent liquid spool forth from the condom hole as she artfully drizzled it over every inch of the slice. Bianca took the plastic spoon and massaged it into the cheese, making sure every bite would be full of his own bitter cum. She slid the plate back over to Cameron, her eyes hungry and wrathful, narrowing with every word she spoke.
"Go ahead. Eat up. You won't have many more opportunities for real food."
Cameron grabbed the pizza off the plate, the tendrils of cum still visible, a foul icing that smelled of mushrooms and latex. His stomach roiled at the thought of ingesting cum. Even if it was his own. In his mind, cum eating was reserved only for the most degraded and perverted people, and even then, usually only women. The thought of choking down a mouthful of sperm and greasy pizza was emasculating and distressing... but then again, he had just freshly committed to getting through this weekend and proving his love to his wife. Steeling himself, he lifted the tainted slice to his lips. He gulped as he bit into it, the foul taste smothering his mouth as he struggled to chew. Bianca giggled.
"Do you like the way your cum tastes my dear?"
Cameron nodded ever so slightly, not wanting to chance further embarrassment. She leaned forward, exposing more of her cleavage to him, a reward for his efforts.
"You have something on your lip. Lick it off sissy."
It was cum, of course. A thick globule that had slid off the greasy cheese. He felt his cock twitch with a small surge of pleasure as he looked at her, his body betraying him. He licked it away, shuddering as he did. Bianca's heel dug further into his sensitive balls.
"Should I make an announcement? Call everyone to come see how much you enjoy eating jizz? How undeserving you are of being called a man? I think the public has a right to know."
Cameron knew she could do it, his reputation be damned. From the corner of his eye he could see the ugly man behind the pizza counter slapping his knee laughing, pointing at Cameron with gleeful malice. Cameron reached for his water to clear the sticky mix of cheese and cum clogging his throat, but Bianca moved it out of his grasp. She snapped her fingers.
"Uh-uh. Not yet. You can drink when I'm satisfied. Another bite. Now. Do it, you fucking worm. Make it a big one for me, dear."
His bite was as big as he could make it, as he chewed the disgusting slice, Bianca applied more pressure to his groin, then leaned forward again, her voice barely a whisper.
"You have no idea how fucking wet I am right now. But I need a real cock, from a real man, not a stiff clit from a pussy like you."
Bianca's words stirred something inside Cameron, he could feel his own manhood aching, contorting as it bent and pressed against the spikes of its cage, getting harder with her seductive stare. But it didn't matter; the casual cruelty of the pain she was inflicting still carved his heart apart, no matter how much it turned him on. He was counting hours, minutes, and seconds until it was all over. Cameron's only hope was that his wife was offering the same truth in words that she had with her body that night. He knew that Bianca could reconnect them, show her love again. Or, at least, he hoped she could.
As Cameron chewed he felt the sensation of someone close behind him, even through all of the emotions and sensations swirling through him. Someone was intruding on his clandestine, but very public humiliation. Bianca smiled warmly as she excitedly spoke over Cameron's shoulder, her heel digging deeper into his caged cock.
"Oh. My. God! Vicki! It's so good to see you!"
Cameron almost choked, reaching for his water which he was surprised to find gone. Bianca had moved it back even further away while he struggled to chew.
Vicki and Bianca had known each other for years, and they were a practically inseparable pair around the offices of the Spencer Consultancy Group where they worked. Cameron felt beads of sweat run down his brow. He knew that his skin was turning red with both terror and excitement. It was one thing to be humiliated in front of strangers, but Vicki was someone they knew. Someone they would see again many times long after this weekend was over.. He couldn't even hear the small talk Bianca made with her friend, chatting and laughing as if nothing at all was different than normal. All Cameron could hear was a tunnel of sound, the whooshing of his heavy heartbeat, and the clamor of the food court, all melding into a droning cacophony. Bianca's pointed heel pushed hard against his sensitive balls, blending pain with panic, making it hard to breathe.
It was Vicki's question that snapped him back to reality.
"What is that?"
Cameron saw Vicki was pointing at the half eaten slice of pizza in front of him, glossy with his cum still slathered on it. He was caught. Tongue-tied and shocked. It was all over. All of their friends would soon know him as a pathetic pervert.
Bianca spoke for Cameron. "Oh it's cream sauce actually. Cameron really, really likes it on his pizza."
Vicki laughed, trying to stifle herself with her freshly manicured hand.
"You serious? That's so weird! I can't believe they even have that as an option here."
Bianca's heel pushed even further into Cameron's groin, the wind leaving his stomach as his balls ached, his face painted with pained misery as he managed to choke out a reply to Vicki.
"Haha, no I brought my own. Yeah... uhhh it was something I used to do when I was in college, stoned y-you know?"
He had finally managed to stutter an excuse, but Vicki clearly didn't buy it. She leaned towards Cameron, inspecting his face closely with a nasty little grin. She cocked her head to the side.
"Uhh, Cameron, you have something on your chin."
He hastily wiped the thick glob of cum away with the back of his hand before Vicki could get a clearer look. Bianca's lip curled back, her expression now cruel and mocking as her husband chuckled nervously and desperately tried to play off his embarrassment to Vicki.
"Thanks. Guess I always was a messy eater."
Vicki's expression was unreadable as she straightened up. A faint little smile and glinting eyes. "Sure...yeah. Anyways, so good seeing you two!"
Bianca waved goodbye to Vicki, her foot finally retreating under the table, restoring both Cameron's breath and what little sensation remained to his cock. Bianca teasingly slid the paper plate closer to Cameron, biting her lower lip, before blowing him a kiss.
"Eat up, buttercup. And don't forget to lick the plate like a good little slut."
***
Riding home in the car with his wife, Cameron no longer felt the same level of fear that he had on their way out for the day. Fear requires a certain amount of curiosity. But Cameron was no longer curious about what the Villainess might have in store for him.
He assumed that there just wasn't that much more that Bianca could do to him. She had publicly humiliated him, taunted and mocked him, and taken him to levels of submission he hadn't even realized he was capable of. And, of course, she had physically dominated him in bed this morning, which Cameron assumed was what Bianca had in mind once again when they got home. In the end, those different types of domination were all that Bianca could do to him, just to greater or lesser degrees. So now he knew what to expect.
But, even though it was hard to admit to himself, Cameron's feelings about the day and what lay in store for him at home weren't wholly negative. As he sat back in the passenger seat, waiting for them to get home, the rigid contours of his cage pressed up against his cock harder and harder.
A real man wouldn't enjoy this type of thing happening to him. A real man wouldn't get aroused when his wife belittled him, emasculated him, and made him eat cum in public. So maybe the Villainess was right. Maybe he was something less than a real man... because as upsetting as this day had been, thinking about the horrible ways his wife had treated him still filled him with uncomfortable desire.
He was pulled out of his thoughts when Bianca's hand fell to his knee, giving it a little squeeze. It was an oddly tender gesture, considering how she had been treating him today. Cameron glanced up to see Bianca looking over at him with a twinkle in her eye.
"Rough day?" she asked with an ironic twist of her lip. Despite the mildly mocking words, her tone was actually compassionate, reminding him of how she used to listen to his problems. And that drew him out of his shell a little. Like it always did.
"It's been... a learning curve," he said cautiously, shifting his hips a little, in a vain attempt to escape the discomfort of the spiked cage around his cock.
Bianca chuckled and patted his knee. "I told you from the very beginning, Cam. I thought this was a bad idea. But hey, I think we both learned something about you today. You've taken to this new role with more enthusiasm than I ever imagined."
Cameron looked away, out the window into the houses flying by. "I... I don't know what you mean. All of this... it's been awful."
Bianca shook her head. "Yes, you keep saying that." She reached over and flicked her finger against the cage in his pants with a clink. "But your little clit tells a different story. Are you telling me that if I stripped those pants off right now, I wouldn't find your clit pressed tight against the bars, eager for whatever I'm going to do to you next?"
Cameron didn't have a reply. He just stared down at his hands, wondering why his body was betraying him like this.
Bianca returned her hand to the steering wheel, her eyes staring far into the distance.
"Don't worry. I told you early that I have a reward for you. You get to have sex with me again! Won't that be fun? Won't it make up for all the ways I was mean to you earlier?"
Despite how beaten down he was, Cameron did feel a little hope spring up inside his chest. That's right. Bianca did promise that. It would be a chance to reestablish himself as a man in the relationship, and prove to himself that Bianca was lying about despising his cock. She wouldn't be able to claim he was a worthless sissy when he was holding her down and fucking her until she moaned his name.
Abruptly, they pulled back into their driveway. Cameron had been so wrapped up in his thoughts he hadn't even recognized their neighborhood. He turned to exit the car, and Bianca stopped him.
"Hold on, now, dearest," she said with a smirk. "Aren't you forgetting something?" She pulled the leash out of the center console and clipped it to the collar around his neck. "I think it's better to finish the public portion of our day the right way... don't you?"
Cameron felt the familiar blend of shame and arousal swirl in his guts as Bianca pulled the leash taut. There were thousands of reasons why being walked like a dog the plain sight in front of their home was a bad idea... But through painful experience, he had learned by this point not to question his mistress's orders no matter what. So instead of trying to convince his wife to change her mind, he simply tried to ignore the painful pinching of his cage around his stiffening cock as he said, "Yes, Villainess."
Bianca pulled him with no apparent regard for his comfort, forcing Cameron to clamber awkwardly after her over the center console of the car and out the passenger door. He remembered the rules of walking on a leash, and did his best to follow them, staying on all fours and behind his wife.
Cameron could feel the weight of the surrounding houses. Anyone who looked outside right now would see Bianca walking her husband like a dog. Cameron would be the laughingstock of the neighborhood forever.
Despite the danger, or maybe because of it, Bianca took her sweet time, strolling casually up the driveway to the door and fumbling theatrically with her keys for a moment before finding the right one.
But she stopped there, key inserted, and looked down at Cameron with yet another cold, cruel smile blooming on her face.
"You know what, pet?" she said sweetly, "I can tell that those girly leggings made you uncomfortable. Take them off. Your shirt too."



Cameron felt shaky and panicked, adrenaline racing through his veins. The sun was going down, but there was still plenty of light left on their quiet, neighborhood street. He groaned in terror... but his cock cage had never felt tighter. One look into Bianca's eyes told him that she had already made her decision. Trying to talk her out of it would just waste precious time, and increase his chances of getting caught.
Cameron quickly and awkwardly struggled out the tight leggings and t-shirt... easier said then done while on your hands and knees on the rough concrete of a driveway. It took over a minute of panicked struggling before he crochet in his driveway, collared and leashed by his wife while wearing nothing but silky pink panties.
Bianca looked like the cat who caught the canary. She snapped her fingers imperiously, holding out her hand and saying. "And give me back those panties I lent you, sissy. I want you fucking naked like the bad little puppy you are."
As humiliatingly feminine as the pink panties were, they were the final shield preserving some scrap of modesty. It took all of Cameron's willpower to lower his shaking hands and pull them back down his thighs, revealing his dangling, trapped cock, pressed shamefully up against the bars of its cage.
When he deposited the panties into his wife's outstretched hand, she held it up, wrinkling her nose at the way he had splattered the inside with slimy streaks of precum.
"On second thought... maybe these will be yours from now on..." she teased maliciously.
Only then did she finally turn her key in the lock and mercifully lead Cameron inside.
"Finally home!" said Bianca with a sigh. She turned to look down at her husband with a wide, predatory grin. "Now I don't have to hold myself back so much."
Cameron felt a distinct stab of fear at the pronouncement. Hold back? It had to be a bluff. Before he could spend any more time worrying about it, Bianca was already moving on.
"I know I said we would have sex when we got home, dear, but there was one thing I thought we should discuss first."
She clicked her tongue against her teeth, her familiar glare of malice lancing through Cameron's heart. She pulled his leash tighter, his head jerking to the side as he continued to crawl as instructed. Bianca cleared her throat, tapping her fingers against her chin, her voice dripping with sultry cruelty.
"I heard all kinds of rumors..."
Cameron crawled across their kitchen floor on all fours, the cold, the firm tile making his knees ache. Bianca had denied him any water ever since lunch. His throat was dry, desperate for a drink of any kind, stammering over his words.
"What r-rumors?"
Bianca tightened the leash, and Cameron let out a minuscule yelp.
"Nasty, filthy rumors about your dearest brother. Wyatt."
Cameron's belly squirmed to hear his hated older brother's name. He couldn't help but remember all the time he spent confiding his insecurities in his wife, trusting that he would never receive anything but love and support from her. And all too recently, he had unveiled one of his most painful secrets to Bianca. His first love, Wendy, was stolen completely by Wyatt.
Bianca licked her lips, crouching down next to Cameron and running a nail across his chapped lips down to his chin. She tapped it there lightly for a moment, before sneaking her hand around his throat and squeezing. She whispered into his ear, her breath hot enough to make his cock stir.
"I took a whole month to prepare for this. After you told me about Wendy, I decided to reach out to her with some... friendly questions."
Cameron's vision narrowed and his pulse pounded in his ears. His worst fears were coming to life. Cameron's fingers raked across the grout as Bianca continued to squeeze his throat, her long pink tongue circling his lobe, licking down the side of his neck and biting sharply at his collar. His meek response made her pussy throb with delight.
"No...you didn't. Please. I-"
Bianca released her grip from his throat and slapped his face, leaving a deep red imprint.
"Shut up. If you interrupt me again, you'll lick the bottom of my heels you worthless sissy. Understood?"
She stared at her polished abyssal black nails, biting her lip she watched her order register with Cameron and his face twist into a mask of doubt. Massaging his throat gently, she continued.
"She was easy to find. She's on your brother's followers list actually. I wonder if her husband knows."
Bianca felt Cameron strain as he swallowed, his brow sweating as his panic set in. She lightly tapped his cock cage, watching his shriveled manhood swing to and fro, a pathetic pendulum of weakness and submission.
"I could see why you liked her, sooo cute. Big puppy dog eyes, button nose, tight body, with such pretty blonde curls, and those perfectly suckable small tits."
Cameron's eyes widened with terror. There was no doubt that Bianca must have found her: although crude, his wife had just given a precisely accurate description of Wendy. His Wendy, who was so cruelly taken from him. Bianca rubbed her hand across his chest, feeling his heart beat faster, pounding in fear and a dreadful excitement.
"Story time sissy, on your knees."
Even though Cameron's knees were already red and chaffed, he knelt as commanded, his cock cage hanging between his thighs, catching the faintest glints of light reflecting off of it.
Smirking, Bianca stood over him in her heels. She grabbed Cameron's leash and yanked, forcibly bringing his face below her glistening slit. She gently ran a hand through his hair, tightening the leash with the other.
"I want you to service me until you're out of breath and beyond. See how wet I am dear? It's because of everything Wendy told me. And now I'm going to tell you. Won't that be fun? God I'm so fucking horny right now." Her hand in his hair suddenly turned into a tight, painful claw. "Are you deaf, you sniveling shit? Get to work."
Cameron didn't hesitate. His hands grasped at her rich thighs. He laid his tongue flat against her folds, dragging it up and down in practiced slow movements, savoring her taste. He lavished her smooth, bald pussy with long, slow licks, focusing on her already swollen clit. Cameron wasn't sure he had ever seen his wife this wet. And it was obvious what was turning her on so deeply. His suffering. He folded his tongue slowly, pressing down, alternating to flick in tight little circles. Bianca chuckled as she ran her fingers through his hair, the softest moan escaping her lips.
Cameron paused, trying to catch his breath. But Bianca hinged her hips, smothering his face with her pussy and denying him any relief. He could only look up to her vicious smile as her hands held his head in place, her grip tightening as she cooed.
"This is all you're good for. You could never get me off with that pathetic dick. But... I know someone who could."
Cameron whimpered slightly, his lips sticky with her rich nectar and his own spit. He knew what she was going to say.
"Seems like you lied to me dear. You told me you ran like a coward when you saw your evil older brother with your woman....But that's not the whole truth, is it? Wendy said you stood there when you found them. Watching the whole time."
Shaking his head violently, Cameron offered a muffled protest between her legs. That couldn't be true! His memory of that awful moment was a little fuzzy because of how traumatic it was, but there was no way he had actually stayed to watch... right? Bianca clenched her thighs around the sides of his head, his neck burning.
"Shut up. Don't you dare make a sound. I wasn't fucking done. Maybe this is your future? Hmm? Would you like that dear? Being a living sex toy for me? I pinky promise I'd feed you at least once a week. And if you're really nice I'll even give you water."
Not bothering to test her further, Cameron continued lapping, sucking and nibbling ever so slightly. Bianca watched his eyes close as he focused diligently, his cheeks slick and red.
"You were so naughty leaving the best part out! You stood and watched. Like a pathetic. Little. Cuck. She even told me Wyatt said something as you stood there, his huge cock pounding her tiny little cunt. Wyatt said..."
Several tears rolled down Cameron's cheeks, but he didn't stop, he wouldn't dare disobey her, he had promised her. He loved her too much and had come too far to give up, regardless of how much he was suffering. Bianca began grinding across his face, dominating him as her lips dragged across his nose and forehead.
"Wyatt asked if you "like what you see bro?" And the best part is... to hear Wendy tell it, you had a clear hard on. Is that right? Is that true little cucky? Was your clit hard watching your brother claim your girl's cunt?"
No. No, that's a lie. Wyatt did say that, but I wasn't fucking turned on. I was devastated. But for some reason, right now, Cameron's memory and cock were betraying him. His trapped penis pressed tightly against the spikes of its cage as it swung beneath him, and he couldn't remember exactly what it felt like to see Wyatt fuck the woman he loved. Cameron feebly tried to shake his head, but Bianca's grip was far too strong, and she was too embedded in her role as The Villainess to even consider letting him go. She pushed his face flush against her slit.
"Your face is such a pretty shade of pink. I'd like to turn it red...maybe blue. Make you look like a fucking smurf. Oh yes, what else did Wendy say? That's right, silly me. I almost forgot. She saw you watching. And she came harder than she ever had before, knowing how pathetic of a cuck you really are. When she fucks her husband she still thinks about Wyatt. Isn't that romantic?"
With Cameron's eyes watering from both sorrow and pleasure alike, he redoubled his efforts. He watched as Bianca's face turned red, her lips swelling and her breathing speeding up., If nothing else, he could tell his efforts were working. Without warning, she tilted her head down and spit on his face, rubbing it through his matted hair.
"Good cuck. They got so turned on after they saw you cry like a little bitch and walk away, they fucked three more times that same night. She told me one last thing... and this is simply delicious. Wendy knows for a fact that her little one isn't hubbys...it's Wyatt's."
With that last phrase of his brother's name, Cameron's eyes rolled back and he came, his cock cage weeping a steady flow of cum onto the floor below. Bianca cackled as she shoved her stiletto heel into his chest, knocking him backwards.
"A hands-free orgasm to the memory of being cucked? That's pathetic even for you! Now clean it up cuck. With your tongue. No hands. Every. Last. Drop."
Cameron's chest heaved, his mind a buzzing nest of uncomprehending pain. But still, even though he had a hard time even registering his wife's impossible cruelty, his body moved to obey her. He bent low over the kitchen tile, extending his tongue to lick up the sticky little puddle of goo that his wife's domination had extracted from him. Just as he tasted the warm, salty slime coat his tongue, Cameron felt Bianca's stiletto press down on the back of his head, forcing his face down onto the floor and smearing his cheeks with the remnants of his shameful orgasm.
"Get used to that taste, loser." The Villainess laughed above him, grinding his face down into the puddle of cum. "A worthless cuck like you will have lots of opportunities to sample sperm. Although usually it's going to be a lot higher quality than the watery sissy-juice that comes from your soft little balls."
Cameron struggled to obey, but at this point, with Bianca pressing his face against the cold kitchen tile, he wasn't really able to reach any more of the semen.
Eventually, Bianca seemed to get bored with his pathetic attempts, snorting in derision and withdrawing her heel. Cameron didn't have much time for relief though. Before he even got a chance to wipe his face, Bianca tugged the leash sharply and strode off toward the bedroom with a confident sway of her hips.
"Well, I suppose it's time I paid up on my end of the bargain," she said archly back over her shoulder as Cameron struggled to keep up. "I said that if you obeyed me today we would have sex, and despite the fact you were a little slow on the uptake as usual, you performed... adequately. So let's draw day one to a close with a little marital bliss."
Biance pulled her husband into the bedroom, sighed in satisfaction at a day's work well done, then released the leash. "On the bed, hubby," she said simply, patting their king sized mattress with a warm smile that almost made her look like her old self again. "I'm just going to go slip into something a little more comfortable. She gave him a wink, pulled a garment bag that Cameron hadn't noticed before from the closet, and sashayed into the en suite bathroom, leaving Cameron alone for the first time all day.
Cameron let out an explosive breath and the tension in his back and shoulders left his body, leaving his head hanging bonelessly. He had survived one day of "bad girl" Bianca. And he knew one thing for sure: next time his wife warned him that something might be too much for him to handle, he was going to believe her. He got to his feet, rubbing his knees with a wince, and crossed the room to grab a t-shirt from the laundry basket.
The cum on his face was already a little too dry to completely remove with a few scrubs of dry cloth, but he got most of it, then hopped up onto the bed as instructed. His cock and balls jolted painfully with the movement, reminding him once again of their humiliating captivity. For a second, he worried that he might not be able to perform after just ejaculating a few minutes before in the kitchen, but on second thought, he wasn't worried.
After a day of being pent up and humiliated, he thought that he would have no problem getting hard and fucking his tease of a wife. No problem at all.
Although...come to think of it... why didn't Bianca unlock his cage at the same time that she took off his leash?
The door of the bathroom swung open, bathing the dim bedroom in golden light. Bianca stood silhouetted in the doorway.
Once again, like he often was, Cameron was struck by his wife's beauty. Even with her face in shadow, her beautiful feminine curves drew the eye. She had changed into a stunning set of white lingerie, almost bridal in its snowy purity. A lacy, sheer set of figure hugging bra and panties with stocking and a garter belt emphasizing her luscious legs and hips. The underwear was so sweetly feminine that for a second Cameron didn't notice the conspicuously masculine and aggressive addition to the ensemble.
A long, shiny black dildo had been strapped firmly between his wife's legs with a harness, presenting a sharp contrast with the innocently sexy femininity of her underwear.
Oh fuck. Cameron felt a sudden surge of weak-willed terror, unconsciously scrambling backwards on the bed as his wife slowly padded forward, her long black cock waggling obscenely with each hip-swaying step.
'What's wrong hubby?" she asked with a cruel edge to her voice, reaching down to rub her hand up and down the rubber phallus with a squelching sound of lube. "I thought you wanted to have sex! How did you think we would be doing that if I wasn't going to touch your clit?"
"Bian... Villainess, please," babbled Cameron. He ran out of room to back up, his head clunking against the headboard, "I don't think that I can..."
"Don't think that you can what?" Asked Bianca with a curious tilt of her head, "Don't think you can take eight inches of thick cock? Because I'm not sure you have a choice about that."
Bianca reached down and gripped her husband's ankles, tugging him down the bed toward her. In theory, Cameron should have been strong enough to easily resist his wife's manhandling, but for some reason right now all of his muscles felt weak and hot from panic. His stupid traitor of a cock was pressed painfully against the spikes of his cage already.
"What's the matter, big boy?" Asked Bianca in a mocking tone as she reached down and flipped her husband over with surprising ease, his knees on the edge of the bed and his legs hanging off the side. "You seemed to think anal was all fun and games when it was my ass on the line. I thought you said we were supposed to be equal partners in everything."
Bianca slid a hand beneath Cameron's hips and lifted upward, but at this point Cameron had reached the limits of submission. His breaths were quick and whistling in his nose, and his heart felt like it was going to hammer out of his chest. He pressed his hips downward into the mattress, feeling the discomfort as the hard metal of his cage pressed tight against the bed. He couldn't do it. No matter how hot and disturbing it was to let Bianca run roughshod over him. No matter what he had promised her yesterday night about obedience. He couldn't let her fuck him in the ass. Something in his very soul rebelled at the humiliating idea. Maybe some people could allow sex play like that and feel good about it afterwards, but for him... he knew it would be giving up a piece of his masculinity he could never get back.
Bianca tried again, pulling up on the underside of Cameron's hips to get him into an ass-up position. But this time, Cameron used his strength advantage, defying the attempt and keeping his hips pressed down into the bed.
Finally, she withdrew her hand... only for it to crack downward with surprising force against Cameron's ass, drawing a surprised yelp from his throat.
"So that's it, huh?" asked Bianca in a cold, furious voice behind him. "This is where you draw the line. You'll walk around like a dog. You'll slurp up that foul loser juice you keep in those swinging ovaries. But the second I ask you to do the thing I always do for you... then it's too humiliating for you?"
The undercurrent of hurt in her voice stung almost as much as the powerful swat on his cheeks. She did have a point... Cameron had never forced Bianca to walk around like a dog or locked her in chastity, but he had fucked her ass before. Drawing the line here as too humiliating to contemplate was a sort of insult to her. Revealing that he had always considered her beneath him sexually. But still...
"I can't." His voice was muffled as he spoke down into the mattress, unable to look up at her.
'You will." Bianca's voice was hard and certain, and a second later Cameron felt her finger worm it's way between his clenched cheeks. Before he knew what was happening, her finger pressed tight against his puckered hole.
The sensation sent a wet hot jolt of reluctant arousal through his belly, and surprised a huffing grunt from his lips. The sensation of his wife's possessive, insistent touch on a place he had never considered using for sexual pleasure was powerfully intimate and invasive.
The spikes of his cage pressed even more painfully into his swollen flesh.
"You're going to let me fuck your ass in the end, Cameron," promised Bianca, her finger circling her husband's pulsing hole with firm, even pressure. "Because deep down, it's what you really want. That's why it's scaring you so much. Facesitting and degradation is all well and good, dear, but the ultimate expression of sexual submission is penetration. And it's too late for you to hide what you are after what we both saw today..."
Bianca leaned down, her voice a venomous hiss as she continued to rub Cameron's tender asshole. "You're a sissy. A wimp. A pathetic cuck. And we both know that when you finally let me fuck you, you're going to love it. Because it will finally hammer into that soft little brain that I'm above you. That I fucking own you, Cameron."



Instinct took over for Cameron. As much as a twisted, rotten part of his psyche wanted this for both of their pleasure, it was too far of a step. His hips thrashed in response to her growing closeness, his back flexed as he started to push back with momentum. He was afraid, not only of Bianca's torturous desires, but also his own boundaries that were being artfully crossed by her.
She was an artist, a creator, and her model was Cameron, her subject was cruelty, and this weekend would be her masterpiece. Cameron rose, and felt Bianca lunge into him, the leash quickly garroting him. Using her weight and his quickly fading breath, she pressed him down into the bed. The cold stretch of her plastic cock dragged between his cheeks, every protest he could offer was suffocated by the growing pressure around his neck. Bianca leaned in, and whispered, completely monotone.
"Now. Stop fighting you fucking cuck. You made a promise. So very impressive dear, your willpower, your natural apprehension. I'm surprised you had the fucking balls to even dare to defy me."
Cameron's fingers clasped underneath the collar, giving him room to pull it away, but not completely, drawing in breath as spittle ran down his chin. Mercifully he felt the leash loosen, the pressure diminish from her back, and a wad of spit in his eye as she growled, her hand going between his cheeks.
Bianca's hand slipped back under Cameron's hips, and this time, he found it a lot harder to resist the steady upward pressure as she lifted him. His hips seemed to move on their own, arching his back upward into the slutty position he had seen women take so often in porn. Face down and ass up.
'Theeeerre we go," crooned Bianca behind him, her wicked finger probing and rubbing even deeper in Cameron's tender asshole. "It feels right, doesn't it? It feels good to do what I say."
It did feel good. The sensation coming from brianca's fingers was making a filthy heat swell inside him, stronger and stronger. His poor trapped cock throbbed painfully in its tight, spikey cage.
Cameron couldn't stop think about the last time he had fucked Bianca's ass. How if had made him feel so powerful and in control when Bianca allowed him access to the mildly taboo hole. How she had whined and moaned, bouncing back on his dick as he fucked her up the ass. His stomach flipped and swooped as he considered how it would feel to be on the other end of that equation. To be utterly overpowered and dominated as Bianca penetrated him, inverting their normal bedroom rules.
Suddenly, doing as Bianca said didn't feel quite so impossible anymore.
When it happened, it happened in a flash, before Cameron had a chance to protest or change his mind. One minute Bianca was pouring a constant stream of soft, supportive dirty talk in his ear while her finger circled his twitching butthole, the next, her finger was withdrawn, and Cameron felt an alarmingly thick rubber shaft push assertively between his cheeks.
He only had time to register a feeling of intense pressure on one of the most sensitive part of his body, and let out a strangled gasp, and then his wife was pushing her hips forward.
With a stab of intense pain and a sensation of uncomfortable fullness, Bianca's thick black strap-on slid into her husband's ass inch by inch, dominating him in a way he had never thought possible.
An unmanly whimper escaped Cameron's throat, and he tried to wriggle away from the painful stretching sensation coming from behind, his animal brain resisting the apparent danger by trying to flee.
Bianca was having none of his. She gripped the leash tight, holding him in place as she pushed the thick dildo even deeper into his virgin ass.
"Come on you big baby," said Bianca scornfully. "This sissy ass was meant to be stuffed. You just need to stop resisting. Just fucking relax!"
She gave Cameron's cheeks another stinging spank, but mercifully paused for a moment, halfway inserted into his rectum. Cameron buried his face into the sheets beneath him, taking rasping, humid gulps of air. His asshole spasmed around the foreign object lodged painfully inside it. He knew that it always took Bianca a second when they had anal sex for her to warm up and accept his cock fully, but he had never imagined that the process could feel like this.
"That's it. Relax. Be the pillow princess I always thought you deserved to be," said Bianca. She reached down and fondled his pathetic dangling genitals through the cage holding them, sending an intense but unsatisfying zip of sexual pleasure through him that blended oddly with the pain in his ass. "The faster you get used to it," promised Bianca, "The faster you can learn to enjoy it."
For the moment, enjoyment was the last thing on Cameron's mind. The pain of penetration was foremost in his mind, but even as that began to fade into a dull, throbbing ache, the humiliation of the moment remained top-of-mind. He had always considered himself the leader in the relationship between him and his wife, but here he was, being fucked in the ass by her as she taunted him. It was one of the most emasculating feelings he had ever experienced, even counting all of the day's other indignities.
Despite his reluctance, Cameron did find that, with time, the pain was ebbing away. And, reading him like a book, Bianca slowly began moving, thrusting her strap on deeper into her husband's ass.
Before long, she had entered a steady rhythm, pumping away behind Cameron, her thick rubber cock filling his ass again and again. The clinging, burning sense of shame filled him to the brim as his sad, caged genitals swayed and bounced beneath him, contained and sidelined as his wife exercised her humiliating domination over him.
The collar was still wrapped tight around his neck, the lingering redness easily visible. As Bianca's pace increased, she slowly tightened the leash again and this time he didn't offer any resistance. Partially because of his compliance, but also out of pleasure. His vision blurred slightly, as a whimpering moan emerged from deep within him. Bianca's response was to silence him, tightening the leash again.
Gritting her teeth and relishing her position of power, she bottomed out inside him, pausing so she could wiggle her hips and rotate the slab of plastic lodged in his sissy hole. She let the leash fall slack, delivering an open palmed slap against her husband's face. Cameron was shocked at how hard she had hit him. He felt his teeth rattle. Bianca began thrusting deep into him again, gently massaging his throat as she spoke sternly behind him.
"My little princess, look at you. Taking it up the ass like the slut you are. Now my dear, since you can breathe again, I want you to enjoy yourself. And I want you to repeat after me..."
Cameron tried to stifle another mewling pathetic groan, but he couldn't, after he spoke, each word full of a lustful fear.
"Yes...ohh fuck, yes Villainess."
She slowed her thrusts down to a tantalizing rhythm, lightly bouncing him off her strap on, giving her orders.
"Now repeat after me, princess. I'm a worthless piece of shit. And I fuck up again, I'll castrate myself."
Cameron's eyes widened. She couldn't be serious, there was no way. This was part of her increasingly disturbing game. He wondered if this was the apex, but his instincts told him it wasn't even close. As her deep, slow thrusts into his gaped fuckhole tickled his prostate he felt a mounting pressure building, struggling to repeat her orders.
"I'm a worthless...piece of ugh, ow-ow-ow, shit. And if I fuck up again, I'll OH FUCK,
castrate myself."
Strangely, Cameron began to feel something he had never expected.
The strap-on pumping his virgin hole was actually starting to feel... kind of good.
"Oh wow!" Said Bianca behind him, her voice straining a little with the effort of her quickening pace. "Your fucking leaking precum all over the sheets, pet. I intended this to be just another way to degrade you... but this is turning you on, isn't it?"
Fuck. No. No this isn't turning me on. Cameron's mind tried desperately to come up with some sort of alternate explanation for the hot, acidic arousal that was well up inside him, spurred by the thick rubber dildo plundering his ass. But there was only one explanation to be had: Bianca was right. His body was responding to getting fucked in the ass, no matter how much his conscious mind insisted it couldn't possibly be something he liked.
Bianca let out a breathless laugh, slapping his ass even harder and speeding up, slamming her hips forward into him rougher than he had ever been able to fuck her. "Three strikes and you're out, you pathetic fucking sissy," she laughed. "Real men don't get turned on from wearing panties, eating cum, and getting their tight holes fucked. Sorry, sweetheart, but you aren't a man. You're just a pretty little sissy who's been playing make believe."
Cameron let out a groan, then bit the sheets beneath him as his wife's hips slapped loudly into I'm from behind again and again, making his poor little caged cock bounce and flop uselessly between his spread thighs.
Bianca bore down on him, harder and faster, the pain of her powerful thrusts blending with the uncomfortable lust pooling in Cameron's lower belly. He groaned through the mouthful of sheets, his toes curling tight. He couldn't cum now. Not when doing so would prove The Villainess's taunting words correct.
But Bianca had other plans. Her fingernails dug into his hips as her cock pumped mercilessly, forcing Cameron closer and closer to the climax he was resisting with all his might. "Cum for me," she demanded. "You said you would do anything I fucking say. Well I'm telling you that I want you to spray that loser juice all over your marital bed while you have your first ever anal orgasm. Show me how girly you really are. Show me the truth, Cammy."
And then, despite his best efforts, Cameron was cumming. It was unlike any climax he had ever had before in his life. Like his cum was forced out of him unwillingly, squeezed out of his balls by the crushing force of Bianca's thrusts. Cameron whimpered as his whole body thrummed with a weak submissive pleasure unlike anything he had ever felt before. His spike-dimpled cock fired ropes of hot sperm uselessly down onto the sheets, ignored and neglected by both Bianca and himself.
Bianca laughed and withdrew her cock, leaving Cameron dazed and trembling, ass up in the air, lightly gaping from the rubber cock that had just withdrawn from it, dick leaking drips of thick, pearly cum downward onto the bed. It took a few seconds for Cameron to hear and register the shutter clicks of his wife's phone, but by then it was already too late. She was biting her lip with repressed hilarity as she took pictures of his ravaged ass and dangling caged genitalia from multiple angles. Noting the stricken look on his face she rolled her eyes and tossed her phone back onto the dresser. "Don't be such a stick in the mud, Cammy. I'm just capturing a few memories to look back on."
Cameron collapsed onto the bed, his ass throbbing as pain reintroduced itself. He wasn't sure how long it would take for him to feel back to normal, but he knew, for tonight at least, it was going to be tough to sleep with how sore his ass was.
"That was... a good first effort," said Bianca archly, turning to root around in a duffel bag and giving her husband an incredible view of her own perfect ass. Cameron wasn't sure if he would ever be able to look at anal sex the same way after tonight. "But I think with a little training, you could be an even better sissy slut. I mean, I didn't hear any moans at all! And you barely moved!"
Bianca straightened up, turning back to him holding a coil of rope, a sleep mask, and a large vibrating wand.
"Luckily... I have the perfect training regime to increase the sensitivity of my brand new anal princess."
...
A few minutes later, Bianca looked down at her handiwork with a broad satisfied grin.
Cameron lay in an awkward position, ball gag shoved between his teeth, his thighs tied into spread-wide position, a vibrating wand firmly lodged against his asshole, and his earnest little cock already dribbling precum from its pink cage despite his recent ejaculation.
Maybe he would be able to snatch a few hours of restless sleep in the hours ahead, but Bianca sort of doubted it. She was hoping that a long night of erotic torture and fatigue would make him even easier to bully tomorrow.
She would need that advantage, because what she had planned for Sunday would test the limits of anyone, no matter how submissive they were.
Bianca stared down at her husband for a moment longer, then softly, silently blew him a kiss. She knew that this whole weekend was probably horrible for him... But he was the only man in the world that she wanted to do this to. Her genuine love for him was what made the betrayal and cruelty so delicious.
But there would be plenty of time for that sweetness and love on Monday. Right now, she was going to enjoy every fucking minute of making his life an erotic hell. And to that end, she pulled out her phone again and snapped a few more pictures.
She was going to spend the night in the guest bedroom. While she wanted her husband to be half-asleep tomorrow, she herself wanted to be sharp as a tack, and sleeping next to her while he grunted and buzzed and dribbled all night didn't sound very restful. But before she got her beauty sleep...there was someone who she knew for sure would love to see the pictures she had taken tonight.
She opened her chat messages and sent off a picture of Cameron's gaping asshole and his bound position.
A few seconds later, a new message popped back.
[Lol. Always knew the little sissy had it in him. Can't wait to see you two tomorrow and really ruin his life. You really are the biggest bitch in the world, Villainess.]
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"A deal's a deal then," said Claire stiffly, standing awkwardly outside the door of the porn set house, her expression cold and shut-off once again. "You won't bother me anymore during our working relationship."
She had, predictably, immediately returned to the angrier, more hateful version of herself moments after she swallowed his cum. Zane wasn't exactly surprised. Women like Claire couldn't be broken by one instance of submission. In fact, although Zane always fucked the women he wanted in the end, even he wasn't good enough to convert every woman into a submissive slut. Sometimes, especially with women like Claire, it was more of a one-night stand situation.
Zane considered arguing that a blowjob didn't count for fulfilling their deal, but decided against it. Right now, it was important that this first sexual encounter served to draw Claire further in, not push her away. After all, he hadn't managed to seal the deal quite yet.
"A deal's a deal," he agreed lightly. "No more flirting during business meetings. You have my word."
"Good," said Claire with a sigh, looking a little less stressed. She really seemed to think that after this, she would be able to put Zane behind her. She had a talent for lying to herself.
Claire turned away without another word, heading down the now-dark front walk toward the gate. "Hey, no kiss goodbye?" Zane called after her. The only response he got in return was a smoldering glance and an upraised middle finger.
Zane watched Claire go, eyes glued to her swaying backside. She had really impressed him tonight, although obviously giving any sign of that to her would be counter-productive. He wasn't sure that he had ever gotten that close to sealing the deal with a woman and still had her successfully pull back. It spoke of a deep well of inner strength that fascinated Zane... and made him want to conquer her even more. He only had a week and a half left in his bet with Dan. It would sting to lose that little wager, but this game had gone beyond just the bet at this point. Regardless of whether or not he won, he had already decided that he wasn't just going to have a one-night stand with Claire. She was going to be his slut. The crown jewel in his collection. The trophy he was most proud of. And if that meant taking things slow enough that he lost the bet, so be it.
He waited until Claire exited the gate and he heard her car pull away to head back inside. Leah was waiting for him at the counter of the kitchen, calmly sipping a cup of tea on the same counter he had bent her over for a video last week.
"So," she said eagerly, "Did you do it?"
"A gentleman never tells," said Zane, wagging his finger. "Sorry, I promised that what happened in that room would be a secret. For now." Maybe it was a silly habit for someone as manipulative as him, but Zane always kept direct promises and agreements. Playing by the rules made games more interesting.
Leah looked annoyed. "I should have known," she said with a sigh. Zane gave her a curious glance. She was oddly invested for someone supposedly uninvolved. But that wasn't any of his business. He shrugged and headed for the stairs. Leah called after him, "Hurry up and fuck her more publicly, Daddy. And let me know as soon as you can share."
"I promise," said Zane with a wink. "You can go ahead and head out when you want. I'm just going to be packing up equipment and editing."
Leah took a big gulp of tea and shouldered her purse as Zane continued up the stairs. "Sounds good. See you later, Daddy."
Zane would normally head straight to the bedroom to help Summer with the cameras, but there was one other little task he had to take care of first. He made his way to the editing bay they had built into the unused bedroom and sat at the computer. Time to compose a short message to a certain lonely hubby. There was plenty of raw footage from the camera in the bedroom that he was sure would be devastating to the poor cuck, but that would certainly qualify as telling someone what happened in the room, breaking his promise. He wasn't going to do that. Besides, he wanted to drive Dan crazy without letting him know exactly what happened.
And the camera from the security footage of the front door would work perfectly well for that.
...
Dan stared down at the text, his heart hammering. In many ways, it was an innocuous photo. Nothing explicit. Just a photo of his wife on a doorstep he didn't recognize, looking slightly uncomfortable as she spoke with Zane.
But the implications were massive. Claire had lied to him when she said she was going to the office. And she had used that lie to meet up with Zane without Dan knowing. The accompanying text made it clear that Zane hadn't yet claimed victory, but this was alarming new evidence.
Dan had to do something.
This had gone beyond fun and games. It was no longer a kinky fantasy or an erotic hypothetical. His wife was being manipulated by a serial seducer, and Zane had already succeeded beyond Dan's wildest expectations. Now wasn't the time for caution or half-measures. Dan needed a real plan that would derail Zane's seduction before it reached its inevitable conclusion.
For a few minutes, Dan wracked his brains for ways that he could effectively combat Zane's growing influence, pacing his kitchen and chewing a nail distractedly. The problem, as far as Dan saw, was his lack of information. Zane had set up the perfect excuse to see Claire alone on a regular basis, which gave him plenty of time to manipulate her in ways that Dan couldn't keep tabs on. Through watching Zane's porn site, Dan knew the basic theory of how Zane operated. The problem was that Zane's levers of manipulation were different for each woman he pursued. It was almost impossible to combat Zane's mind games when Dan didn't even really know their nature.
In the end, what Dan needed was obvious: a way to get inside Zane's head and understand his current approach. He briefly considered trying to set up surveillance software on his wife's phone, so that he could listen in on their conversations... but he rejected the idea in the end. That sort of massive breach of trust just wasn't something Dan was willing to resort to. Luckily, there was a way he could get what he wanted without going that far. What Dan needed was an ally in his corner. Someone on the inside who would help him keep tabs on Zane and maybe even sabotage his plans. And Dan knew the perfect person.
Leah.
True, she was fucking Zane right now, but Leah was Dan's old friend. Besides, even though she and Zane had a sexual relationship, Leah didn't seem to like him that much. It was risky, but if Dan could convince Leah to betray Zane, he was sure the arrogant slob would never see it coming.
Dan felt a little better as he made up his mind. Leah would be able to help him, acting as his inside man. All he had to do was get in touch and make an emotional appeal, and he was sure she would help.
Dan texted her about meeting up for lunch soon before heading to bed, and by the time Claire arrived home, acting strangely quiet and subdued, Leah had already suggested that they meet at her house the very next day.
...
Leah rinsed off her hands with a sigh, looking over to where her husband was painstakingly guiding their daughter Bella through the process of making playdough. It was an adorable trait that her daughter had picked up in the past few months: when Mommy was baking, Bella wanted to bake too. Often, Leah was happy to have her five-and-a-half-year-old underfoot in the kitchen "helping", but today she didn't have the time. She wanted to have the pie in the oven and baking before her guest arrived, so that it would be ready in time for lunch.
She had finished on time. Leah made her way over to the table, gently wrapping an arm around Bill. A smile flashed across his big, broad, handsome face, but his hands were too busy with the electric kettle right now to embrace her back. Bill had always been a looker. Back in college, Leah had felt like the luckiest girl in the world to have caught the attention of the suave, good-looking frat president. She still felt lucky... despite how her eyes had been opened to other ways of thinking. Bill was a good man, a supportive partner, and a wonderful father. She settled in to watch as he finished the craft with their daughter.
Moving the kettle into position, Bill said sternly, "Ok, Sweetheart, for this next part you need to keep your hands to yourself. The water's really hot, and you could get hurt."
Bella stuck out her lip a little and gave her dad a sullen glare. She wanted to be involved in every step of the process. Luckily, this time she seemed to accept Bill's explanation and nodded solemnly. Despite being a bit of a daddy's girl, their daughter was already taking after her mother: a strong-willed, independent thinker. She couldn't have gotten it from Bill: after all, despite his macho appearance, he had turned out to be kind of a marshmallow.
Suddenly, unbidden, Leah had a wicked thought. If Bella was already becoming a little terror, how strong-willed would her child with a much stronger and more confident man be? She pushed the thought down quickly. It was one of the most important rules she had made for this new, strange lifestyle she lived: she didn't think about her Daddy during family time, and she didn't think about her family during Z time.
Of course, those lines had started to blur more and more, and if Zane got what he wanted, "Family Time" and "Z Time" would become hopelessly entangled.
But that was a concern for another time. The steaming water poured into the bowl, turning the dry mixture bright red and filling the room with the sickly scent of artificial cherry. Bella watched with wide-eyed curiosity, but she kept her hands to herself as Bill mixed the boiling hot ingredients using a spoon.
That was when the doorbell rang. Bill and Bella looked up, Bella with the sort of breathless excitement only a five-year-old could summon, and Bill with an expression of barely concealed discomfort.
"Someone's here, Mommy!" said Bella excitedly, hopping a little on the chair where she stood, pointing toward the front door as if Leah hadn't heard.
"Yes, sweetie," said Leah, releasing her grip on her husband's waist and planting a swift kiss on the top of her daughter's silky blonde hair. "It's an old friend of Mommy's. He's going to eat lunch with us."
...
Dan shook his hands at his sides, trying to dispel the fluttering butterflies in his stomach. This shouldn't be hard. A casual lunch with his old college friend. A meetup that he probably should have arranged a long time ago, honestly.
But he couldn't fool himself into thinking it was that simple. This was more than a meal to catch up with Leah. This was a make-or-break mission to get an advantage over Zane in a way the cocky douchebag would never expect: by enlisting the help of a woman that Zane believed was thoroughly under his control. It was a long shot. Dan knew that. As hard as it was to accept, Leah and Zane were regularly having sex, not to mention the fact that Zane was Leah's employer now.
But Dan refused to accept that things were that cut and dry. He was an old friend of Leah's. He knew her inside and out. And the Leah he knew had always been a woman who hated cocky pricks like Zane, and looked after her friends before anything. Dan had to believe that if he came to her with a serious request for help, Leah wouldn't ignore him.
And besides, a sneaky voice in the back of Dan's head said, Leah might be jealous that Zane was completely focused on a new woman. If she wasn't swayed by an earnest and straightforward plea for help, Dan was prepared to attempt to prime her jealousy. He was that desperate for an ally.
Despite his mental preparations, Dan was still surprised when Leah swung open the door. Suddenly, he felt like he was a tongue-tied college freshman again, shyly working up the courage to speak to the gorgeous, grinning girl he met at his dorm welcome mixer.
Dan had to keep reminding himself that they were both married as he looked at his former crush. She was older now, but Leah was still as beautiful as the day Dan had met her, with an hourglass figure that had only gotten more pronounced now that she was a mother, a thick honey blonde braid over one shoulder, and hazel eyes that always held just a hint of mischief.
For a moment, Dan thought he could read the mockery in Leah's eyes even more strongly than usual, but then her face broke into a soft, welcoming smile, and the moment was gone.
"Danny, so good to see you!" said Leah warmly and enthusiastically. She launched herself forward into an embrace, pulling Dan close. He tried his best not to focus on the way it felt as her breasts pressed against his chest, but it's almost impossible to force yourself not to think about something.
"So good to be here!" he said, trying to cover up his nerves with a big smile. "We should have done this ages ago! My fault. Sorry."
Leah drew back from the hug and waved her hand airily. "No, no. We're both busy people. Nobody's fault. I'm just glad we happened to meet up randomly the other week."
Dan's smile froze on his face, but he felt a sour twist in his stomach. The fact that they had met up hadn't been "random" at all. Bringing Leah to the spa had almost certainly been a play by Zane to throw Dan off. But if Leah didn't know that, it might be another lever to convince her to turn on Zane. Either way, now wasn't the time to bring up the short, fat elephant in the room. Dan wanted to butter Leah up a little first.
So instead, Dan said, "Absolutely. Once I heard you had taken your incredible baking skills pro, I knew I had to come over and taste the results myself."
Leah threw back her head and laughed like she always used to: a rough, uninhibited cackle that was somehow way more attractive to Dan than a demure giggle. I'm married. I'm just here to find an ally so I can help my wife: the woman I love. I need to control myself. No matter how hot Leah is. I can't even think about cheating on Claire.
Leah raised an eyebrow at him, her lovely eyes sparkling as if she could read his thoughts. But if she noticed his sudden attraction to her, she didn't say anything about it. Instead, she held the door open to let Dan inside her home.
As Dan walked through the door, he passed into a world of pure domestic bliss. The house was light and airy, with homey little design touches everywhere, making it still feel cozy despite its open layout. The smell of baking pie and, for some reason, artificial cherry filled the air.
Leah bustled forward ahead of him, leading him toward the dining room, where her husband and daughter stood at a table, working some bright red play-dough with their hands.
Bill. As Leah's husband saw Dan, a confident grin crossed his face. He grabbed a towel to wipe his hands, then strode over, extending his hand. "Daniel! Long time no see, buddy! Glad you could make it!" Dan had to swallow back a little bitterness as he took Bill's hand for a crushing handshake. It was unfair, really: leftover sour grapes from Bill "stealing" Leah during college. Now that they were both married, it should be water under the bridge, but some of those feelings still lingered.
Bill had always made Dan feel insecure, and not just because he had successfully attracted Dan's crush. He was tall and handsome, with the type of easy confidence that Dan would have killed for. Not to mention the fact that he had been a football star and president of his fraternity. The fact that he was unfailingly pleasant and polite, almost made his superiority worse.
"Glad I could make it. Should have come earlier," said Dan, trying not to wince as he endured the grip of Bill's strong hand.
"And where's the wife?" asked Bill jovially. "I've heard a little about the infamous Claire, but I didn't even have time to say 'hello' the one time we were in the same room."
Dan shrugged uneasily. The real reason Claire wasn't here was that she was going to be the topic of his conversation with Leah. "She's working," he said truthfully. "Claire's been trying to get her business to take off this past year. It means a lot of long work days, but I'm sure it will all be worth it in the end."
Bill clapped him on the shoulder with a look of sympathy. "I'm sure it will, buddy."
Leah was moving toward her daughter, who had looked up from the snake she was making with playdough, wearing an expression of uncertainty. Leah put a hand on her shoulder and gently said, "This is Mommy's friend Danny, Bella. Say 'hi'."
"Hi, Danny," said Bella shyly, then turned back to her much more interesting playdough.
It was a little surreal. Leah seemed like she had the perfect little cozy family here. Beautiful house, handsome husband, cute daughter. Yet she supposedly worked as a porn star for a fat asshole that she always used to hate? Dan couldn't square the two images of Leah in his mind: the wholesome homemaker and the depraved slut. He stood for a second, feeling scrambled and tongue-tied, before Leah saved him by clapping her hands together.
"Well, I think it's time to clear the crafts away and get eating. What do you say, everyone?"
...
The lunch was a delicious pasta salad with some crusty bread that Leah had baked earlier. A little light for Dan's taste, but not bad at all.
The conversation was light, too. Small talk about what they had been doing for the past few years, Bella's excitement for kindergarten, and Dan's work at City Hall. It was actually fun, despite Dan's growing anxiety. He needed to talk seriously with Leah, but he wasn't sure how he could get the opportunity. He didn't want to discuss his wife's seduction in front of Bill, and he would never bring up that sort of thing in front of a child. He hadn't mentioned his specific reason for coming over when he set up the lunch, which he was realizing now was probably a mistake.
He was still worrying about how exactly to peel Leah off for a private conversation as they laughed and talked through dessert: an incredible berry pie with hot, dark coffee to go with it. But it turned out that, whether through intuition or a corresponding desire to speak privately with him, Leah was way ahead of him.
After he had cleared away the last of the dishes, Bill opened the dishwasher to start loading, but Leah put a hand on his shoulder, smiled at her husband, and said, "Dear, I think Danny and I need some private time. Could you take Bella to the park? I'll call you when we're finished."
Dan winced a little at how she used the phrase "private time". It almost made it sound like they planned to do something inappropriate. He hoped that Bill would just shrug off the unfortunate wording, but his response was even stranger than Dan expected. A sudden conflicted, almost timid expression crossed Bill's face, then he gulped and nodded, his expression returning to its normal, self-assured smile as he turned back to Bella and scooped her up to go find the things they needed for a trip to the park.
In just a few minutes, they were out the door, and Dan was all by himself with Leah for the first time in years. She gave him a teasing smile and led Dan to the living room, sitting on her couch and patting the seat beside her. "Come, Danny boy. Sit. Let's get to why you're really here."
Dan felt a blush forming on his face. Had it really been that obvious that he had ulterior motives? "I... I really did enjoy catching up," he said guiltily as he approached, settling in to sit next to his old friend.
"Mmmhmmm," said Leah with a smirk. "That's why you come over all the time. I'm kidding, Danny. It was nice to see you. But you didn't come over just to say 'hi' and we both know it. So spill."
Dan took a deep breath and rubbed his hands nervously on his pants. He had considered just telling Claire the truth about the bet and decided that he simply didn't have the guts to face her anger. This was the alternative, but even telling Leah was turning out to take some courage. With his eyes fixed on the floor, he said, "I... I was talking with Zane a month and a half ago, and I... I made a pretty big mistake."



"Go on." Leah's hazel eyes were piercing. Weighing. This was harder than Dan thought it would be, but there was no way out but through. He had already decided that he needed Leah's help. "Zane was being... well, to be honest, sort of a cocky loud mouth."
Leah snorted and rolled her eyes. "Like always," she said ruefully.
Dan took it as a good sign, gaining a little courage as he said, "Yeah, tell me about it. Well, anyway, he was going on and on about how he thought all women were sluts, and when I said my wife wasn't one, he wouldn't back down. He said even Claire would be a slut in the right circumstances."
"Oh dear," said Leah, resting her chin on her hand and staring at him with an expression that was interested, but so far fairly neutral. "Not a very diplomatic thing to say in front of her husband."
"So I overreacted, maybe," said Dan with a grimace. "I sort of... made a bet with him."
Leah gently bit her lip, clearly doing her best to hold back a laugh. But her voice was totally even as she said, "Oh, Danny... you didn't."
"It seemed impossible!" protested Dan miserably. "And I thought it would be satisfying to see the wind taken out of his sails a little."
Leah shook her head, unable to hold back a sly, mocking grin any longer. "Oh come on, Danny Boy," she said, giving him a sidelong glance with her wicked eyes, "that's not the whole story, now is it?"
Dan cocked his head at her, his heart suddenly in his throat, although he couldn't have said why. "I... I don't know what you mean," he said uncertainly, feeling her blush grow hotter and a flow of blood pulse between his legs.
"Seirously, Dan," said Leah with a crooked grin, scooting closer to him on the couch. "Do you know what a normal guy would say if his friend bet him he could sleep with his wife?" Her lips were right up against his ear now, and she rested a warm hand on Dan's thigh. "He would say 'fuck off', Danny. He wouldn't even entertain the idea. So why did you say 'yes'?"
Dan jumped up from the couch as if he had been burned, his hand unconsciously falling to arrange his suddenly-too-tight pants. He stared down at Leah, wide-eyed, his nostrils flared, breathing heavily. What game was she playing here exactly? It almost felt like she was coming on to him! "I... I said yes because I was angry and trying to teach Zane a lesson," he insisted numbly. "Leah, why are you..."
He was struck dumb by Leah's sultry chuckle. She leaned back and crossed her arms, her eyes smoldering as she stared up at him with insolent glee. "Danny, you've been surprisingly honest with me, so let me be honest with you," she said in a purring voice. "Like you said, Zane is a bit of a talker. And lately, he's been talking about you. Claire more often, obviously: he can't fucking shut up about how much he wants to sink his cock balls-deep into your wife. But he talks about you as well. And you know what he told me?"
Dan's mouth was suddenly dry. He had never heard Leah talk like this before. She wasn't above dirty jokes... but callously talking about Zane fucking his wife? That felt like a completely different woman from the one he knew. But, even though hearing Leah talk like this as she stared up at him with a teasing smile was distressing, it only made the throbbing spike of uncomfortable arousal in his pants ache even more.
Seeing that Dan seemed to be struck dumb by shock, Leah continued. "He told me that he gave you a little gift... a chance to see your old college buddy in action on his porn site. And here's something you might not have known: Z can look up which videos you watch, and how often. You've been indulging yourself a lot, you bad hubby."
Dan's blood ran cold, and his mouth dropped open. Oh no. No. This can't be. In some ways, it was the ultimate nightmare of every man since adolescence: the revelation of his masturbation habits to a pretty girl. "That's not..." began Dan desperately, licking his lips, "He's lying to you."
Leah caught sight of the stricken look on Dan's face and clapped her hands with glee, that same rough, unfiltered laugh bubbling up as her eyes sparkled with wicked amusement. "Oh, Danny boy," she said fondly, "As if your face didn't tell me everything I need to know. I'm sorry, I'm sorry. For real, I'm not just being a snarky bitch, I have a point I'm trying to prove. Come on. Sit back down." She patted the couch next to her companionably, her wide crooked grin half-sinister and half-welcoming.
Dan gave her a dubious look. This didn't feel like a very good start for his mission. Even if Leah hadn't straight-out said that she supported Zane's seduction of his wife, the fact that she saw Zane's manipulations as hilarious couldn't have been a worse sign.
But he hadn't even made his pitch yet, and besides, he was starting to get a funny feeling. The blended feeling of arousal and frustration that he felt sometimes when he watched the censored porn Zane had sent him. Leah's teasing smirk made that same strange arousal flare up inside him, making his cock, which hadn't been performing for his wife lately, into a stiff, aching rod of sexual frustration.
He sat gingerly next to Leah, who patted him condescendingly on the shoulder. "Sorry, Dan. I got a little carried away there. Here is what I'm trying to say. When Z suggested a bet about fucking your wife, your first instinct wasn't to punch his lights out, it was to agree to the bet."
"What exactly are you trying to say, Leah?" asked Dan with a frown. He had a feeling he knew exactly what she was getting at, but he didn't like it one bit.
"I'm trying to say that it gives some guys a charge when other men... appreciate the charms of their wife," she said lightly, her grip warm and reassuring on his shoulder, but the corners of her lips quirked up into a smirk.
"I'm not a cuck, Leah," said Dan angrily. Even saying the word that had been in the back of his mind made that strange, anxious arousal swell inside him. His cock was stiff and painfully hard in his pants, almost bursting the seams. Leah had gotten the entirely wrong idea. Dan needed to make her understand, fast. Otherwise, he was never going to convince her he deserved her help. "In fact, I came here today because I'm determined to stop Zane."
Leah cocked her head, the smirk slipping from her face, and her hand dropping to clasp with the other in her lap. "So why come to me, Dan?" she asked with a thoughtful expression. "Why not confront Zane directly?"
Dan let out a sigh. Here it finally was. Time to make his pitch. "Because I want your help. I want you to work with me to stop Zane's plan."
Leah had been in confident, teasing control all day, but by the widening of her eyes, Dan could tell that he had actually surprised her this time. She took a moment, studying his face, before replying.
"Dan," she said carefully, her sharp eyes locked with his, "I'm not sure you know what you're asking. Zane and I... Well, I won't get into filthy details, but we have a special relationship. One that has certain rules and expectations that I wouldn't break lightly. Even if we didn't, he's my employer. Stabbing him in the back would be a huge betrayal of trust."
Dan wasn't about to back down now. Not when Leah finally seemed to be taking him seriously. "And what about my trust, Leah? You were my best friend, back when Zane was just an annoying guy you avoided at parties. Doesn't that mean anything to you? I'm asking you this because I trust you, and I know that you're a woman who does the right thing. Please, Leah. I can't just watch my wife get... devoured by a monster like him."
Leah leaned back against her couch, bouncing the foot crossed over her knee. "Devoured?" she asked softly, her eyes staring into space. "Is that what you think happened to me, Danny Boy? Well... you aren't wrong. But maybe the belly of the beast isn't as bad as you think." Her eyes snapped to his again, and Dan saw a strange mix of affection and the teasing heat from before lighting them up. "I'm flattered that you trust me that much. And, yes, our friendship still means something to me. But I would be sticking my neck way waaaay out if I helped you. Never getting in the way of his games is Zane's number one rule to stay off his shit list. I'm going to need to know for certain that if I help you out, you aren't going to... self-sabotage and blow this up for the both of us."
Dan felt both elated that Leah was taking his request seriously and a little concerned that she didn't seem to be jumping to agree. And more importantly... "What exactly do you mean by self-sabotage?" he asked cautiously, licking his lips.
He was completely unprepared for it when Leah reached over casually and groped the bulge still straining at the front of his pants. His first instinct was to jump up out of his seat again, but this time Leah gripped his cock through the cloth, refusing to let go and keeping him right where he was. "This is what I mean," she said with a little laugh as Dan gasped and blustered, unable to even put a coherent thought into words. "Either you are really, really excited to see me, or you're rock hard just from talking about Z trying to fuck your wife. How do I know that the kind of guy who watches hours of Zane's cock going in and out of women won't eventually crack and help him do it?"
But Dan wasn't currently capable of responding to her ideas. Instead, he put his hand on hers, weakly trying to pry it away. "Leah, stop! We're married! You can't just... I mean, your husband..."
Leah gave his cock a gentle squeeze that made his protest drop into a choked noise of reluctant pleasure. "Oh come on now, Danny," she said with a hint of exasperation. "Weren't you just telling me that your wife is about to fuck Zane? Why are you so hung up on a little over-the-pants stuff with your old flame? And as for Bill... Well, I think it's quicker to show you than to tell you."
Alarmingly, she reached to unzip Dan's pants, and in one swift motion, pulled out his cock before he had time to react. With her other hand, she held up her phone, smiling wide with Dan's hard, throbbing dick clutched in her hand. It felt like it was all over in the time it took Dan to blink. "Wh... What the fuck?" he said in shocked dismay, "Leah, you can't... You can't fucking..."
The smooth skin of her hand felt amazing on his bare cock, and it felt even better when she gave it another squeeze. "Quiet, Danny. I told you: I have to show you something." She was messing with her phone, and Dan felt paralyzed. Rooted to the spot by conflicting signals of pleasure, guilt, and confusion.
Finally, Leah gave him a wide grin and turned the phone so he could see. An icy wash of terror spread through Dan as his blood drained from his face. Leah had opened a text chain with her husband and sent him the photo, along with the message:
[Hey sweetie, just wanted to give you a little update on our "private time". Just to make Danny Boy feel better, can you send a message back telling him to enjoy himself? Thanks, Hun.]
The image was obscene: there was no mistaking what was going on in the photo. Leah smiled widely, her hand gripping Dan's cock as he stared at the camera in shock. There was no innocent explanation that Dan could give to Bill that would explain away the visual evidence that his wife was currently jerking him off.
"Leah, come on," said Dan, trying to calm himself down enough to put up serious resistance. "Th-this is wrong! Maybe if we stop right now, we can tell Bill that this just got a little out of hand!"
"Aww, Danny Boy," said Leah teasingly, stroking her hand up and down his cock in a way that drew a whimper from his throat and made his eyes close tight from the intensity of the sensation, "I don't think things are out of hand at all.How can it be wrong when it feels... so... right?" She rubbed her thumb teasingly over the tip of his cock with each final word, spoken in a low, sensual purr. When had his snarky, sharp friend turned into a sultry sex kitten? Dan knew the answer. It was Zane who had caused this transformation.
"Besides," said Leah lightly, "You might want to see how my husband responded."
She held up the phone again, and Dan was shocked to see Bill's text.
[Sounds good, dear. Have all the fun you want, Dan.]
He stared at it in confusion, wondering if he had missed something or if Bill had somehow misunderstood what Leah had sent him. "But... how? Why?" he asked stupidly, turning toward Leah.
"Woooww, you're slow when you're horny, aren't you?" laughed Leah. "Be careful, stud. Don't let Z figure that out, or he'll have yet another trick up his sleeve. Don't worry, I'm going to tell you all about all the hows and whys of my relationship with Bill. It's incredibly relevant to you after all. And it will help me give you a little test to see if I can safely help you."
"Leah, I'm married! Even if Bill is fine with it, Claire, she would never, ever-" His protests cut off again as Leah lowered his other hand and cupped his balls in a firm, but not painful grip.
"You want me on your side, tough guy?" she asked with a raised eyebrow. "This is my price. You're going to sit back and listen to me while I jerk your cock, and if I am satisfied by your reactions, we might be able to work something out. If you can't do that, then the answer is going to be a flat 'no'."
Dan groaned as Leah's hand began to work up and down his cock, its tip drooling with precum already as Leah's skilled fingers touched and squeezed his sensitive testicles. The sensation made it hard to think clearly. Leah did have a point... Dan wasn't sure if Claire really had done anything with Zane yet, but she was obviously thinking about it. She had lied to him yesterday when she said she was going to work. It wasn't even that bad to receive a handjob compared to what Zane planned on doing.
Dan took a deep breath and nodded jerkily.
"Good boy," said Leah smugly, increasing the speed of her hand as it pumped up and down his cock. "Now sit back and listen as I tell you how it happened with Bill. When Zane first managed to push me into a blowjob... which I know you saw, by the way, you naughty boy. What kind of person watches their 'friend' get face fucked by a massive dick over and over again?"
She swirled her palm over the tip of his cock for emphasis, making Dan hiss with the powerful sensation. "I... I don't know. For some reason, I just can't help it! I try to resist, but I just have to watch."
"I know, Sweetie, I know," said Leah, her voice just inches from Dan's ear now. "That's exactly how my husband is, too! To get back to my story... I had just sucked Zane's cock. I had cheated on my husband. And, just like you, I couldn't stop. It happened again and again. I was certain that someday, Bill was going to find out. I was so worried I mentioned it to Zane, and he came up with the perfect plan to help me."
"What d-did he do?" asked Dan in a cracked whisper. He was totally entranced now. The slow, rhythmic motion of Leah's hand up and down his cock was almost as hypnotic as her voice. Her hand tugged at his balls, just on the edge of pain.
"Well... Zane told me that there was an easy way around our little problem. All we had to do was plant a few seeds in my hubby's brain. I started telling Bill how good actors on TV looked... little comments about what I would like to do to them. Nothing obscene, just joking little side comments. Then I started saying those same things about hot men we saw in public. Whispering in Bill's ear what I imagined them doing to me."
Dan took shuddering, gulping breaths. He could imagine what it would be like to have Claire whispering in his ear how much she wanted other men... innocently at first, then with greater and greater graphic detail. He found that he was more invested than he thought he would be in how this story turned out, although he could guess the broad details of the ending based on the text Bill had just sent. "And... and what did he do... when you told him that kind of thing?" he asked, almost dreading the answer.
Leah chuckled, her grip growing tight on the base of his cock while her wicked finger pulled just enough to cause the slightest jolt of pain in his balls. "Well, he tried to act like it was bothering him... But men are simple creatures, Dan. They are programmed to get horny when they hear a woman talking about sex. Even when that woman is their wife talking about how hot it would be to fuck another guy. He blustered and protested, but he also got hard. Exactly like you, Danny Boy."
She giggled and released her hand from his cock for a moment, giving its swollen, sensitive tip a sharp little flick with her pointer finger. Dan gave a little yelp and moved to clutch his cock, but Leah swatted his hands away, and moved to grip his shaft again, continuing her slow, teasing strokes. Dan could see where Leah was going with this, and he felt like he had to speak up to defend himself.
"I'm not horny because Zane wants to fuck my wife!" he blurted out. Leah raised an eyebrow, staring at him doubtfully as her thumb teased over the head of his cock. "I'm turned on because of you, damn it! You know that I... That I sort of had a thing for you for years. Hearing you talk dirty turned me on, it has nothing to do with... the other thing."
Leah chuckled, her beautiful eyes sharp and lively as she increased the speed of her handjob. "Oh, is that so? Well, I have to say that I'm flattered. I didn't know that those lingering feelings were this..." she made her thumb and forefinger a tight ring, jerking just the tip of his cock in tight, short strokes "...strong."
"I'll tell you what, stud," she continued with a wink, pausing the handjob for a moment, "if that's really what's going on, we can stop with this teasing game and have some real fun. I'll strip down and you can fuck my sweet married pussy just like you've always dreamed of. You can be the kind of strong, dominant man that Zane is. Bill is totally fine with it, and you've already gone as far as a handjob. Claire probably wouldn't even be that much angrier if you went all the way. I'm telling you that I'm willing. All you have to do is take me."
Leah stared at Dan with half-hooded eyes, and in that moment, he knew that she was utterly sincere. If he kissed her now and tore off her clothes, the woman he had dreamed about for so many years would be all his. But, even as he fantasized about it, all of the reasons he couldn't crowded into his head. He was married. She was married. Was he really the type of person who could fuck a married woman on her living room couch while her husband was at the park?
Leah saw his hesitation and snorted, rolling her eyes as her hand continued its motion, now squelching with Dan's precum. "That's what I'm talking about," she said condescendingly, giving Dan's balls a light pat that sent a jolt of somehow-erotic discomfort up his spine. "That's the difference between you and Zane. He takes what he wants. And you? You get more pleasure from being denied. Even with your ultimate fantasy dangled in front of you, you can't take it. You're just like my poor hubby. You prefer to be a good little boy, watching the real men from the sidelines."
Dan tried to speak up for himself again, but at this point, Leah's hand was moving faster and faster, and he felt too overwhelmed with pleasure and stinging humiliation to speak. Instead, he let Leah's poisonous, honeyed words wash over him, closing his eyes and breathing heavily as he focused on the feeling of Leah's fist pumping up and down his throbbing cock.
"But I haven't even told you the end of the story!" purred Leah. "Eventually, after a month of hard work, just the thought of me with another man got Bill red hot. I pretended that I had just started noticing, and then worked in a little teasing dirty talk into our bedroom routine... And the whooole time that I was whispering in my husband's ear about how another man might fuck me better, another man actually was, in secret. Sometimes Zane would send me straight home, freshly fucked, to give my husband some unknowing sloppy seconds, while I told him to imagine a bigger, stronger cock fucking me."



Dan whimpered, his hips rising to grind upward into Leah's hand, which was now moving at a quick, steady pace, pistoning up and down his slick cock. He couldn't stop his imagination from putting himself and Claire into that same position. What would it be like to sit at home, his cock hard as a rock, knowing that Claire was with Zane? Having her come home afterward and tell him all about what she had done? Part of his mind reacted strongly against the filthy idea, but there was a certain dark hunger inside him that was deeply curious.
"From there, it was easy. I started 'roleplaying' the idea that I had a secret lover on the side. I blended reality and fiction, then started to deny poor Bill. I kept him on edge for a week, teasing him relentlessly, but never letting him cum."
Dan felt like she was doing the same to him. Her twisting strokes had slowed a little, keeping Dan hovering right on the edge of orgasm, but never letting him reach it. Leah's luminous eyes fixed on his face, reading his every expression, expertly edging him as her low, purring voice continued her story.
"By the time I introduced him to Zane, Bill was so fucking horny and confused that he stood no chance. To his credit, he did try to put up a fight... but, as much as I love my husband, his false bravado was no match for a real man like Zane. He learned his place that night, and when the time came, he sat right where Zane told him to: in his own special chair on the side of the bed. He watched his wife be taken and owned by a better man. He watched his wife's pussy get fucked by a bigger cock while he fucked his fist. And do you know what he did next?"
Her hand had ramped up again, and Dan could feel himself rushing toward a powerful orgasm. "Wh-what did he do?" he breathed, looking deep into Leah's heated eyes.
Suddenly, Leah's hands were gone, removed from his cock in a split second, leaving Dan in the lurch just on the wrong side of orgasm.
"He came all fucking over himself while Zane shot a hot load into my cheating cunt, of course," said Leah sweetly. For some reason, she stood up, her eyes sparkling with mischief and her lips curved up into a wicked little smile.
"Leah... what?" said Dan stupidly, his cock pulsing with sexual need, his mouth hanging open with mindless lust, "Please, I'm so close, can't you...?"
"Ah ah ah," said Leah, shaking a finger. "I want you to get a little taste of what my husband feels every day. You said you still feel something for me, right, you poor baby? Start jerking off like a good little cucky and let me show how completely Z owns me now. Maybe you can feel a fraction of what Bill does."
Dan was frozen with indecision. Getting a hand job was one thing, but Leah was right that jerking off felt much closer to... the sort of fetish she was describing. He wasn't sure if that was a road he was willing to go down, despite the dark hunger that was growing inside him. Before he could think about it too deeply, however, Leah, for some reason, unbuttoned her pants and turned around.
"This has become one of Bill's favorite things to look at while he jerks off," purred Leah as she wriggled her hips, sliding her jeans and panties down the swell of her round butt. "A permanent symbol of who I belong to, even when I'm with my husband. Jerk that cock, cucky. Look at what a real man was able to do, while you weren't even able to fuck me when specifically invited."
Dan watched wide-eyed and shocked as two tattoos on Leah's thick, shapely ass were revealed inch by inch. A large Z on one round cheek and a K on the other, with the thin strip of Leah's pink thong between. A powerful, inescapable declaration of Zane's victory. He had taken a married woman and turned her into his slut. Not just for a few months. Forever.
It was exactly what Zane planned to do to Claire.
Leah stared at him over her shoulder and reached down to jiggle one fat cheek. "Stroke, loser," she commanded in a voice rich with amusement.
Dan couldn't resist any longer. The sight was too erotic for him to hold back. His hand gripped his slippery cock and pumped, flooding his body with sick, twisted pleasure as he stared at how far his friend had fallen.
"That's right," cooed Leah, bouncing on her knees a little to make her fat ass shake, "it feels natural, doesn't it? To jerk your little dick while admiring the work of a real man? I wonder where your wifey's tattoos will go? On her big juicy tits, maybe? Ooh, or better yet... maybe he will give her something a little more permanent. Maybe he will fuck a baby into Claire's flat belly. Make it swell up with a permanent reminder of who's the better man..."
Dan's body was wracked with terror and lust. His fist was a blur, jacking up and down his cock. "St-stop!" he whined. "That will n-never... never..."
"Shut up, Danny Boy," said Leah sharply. "This is training for when Zane takes his place in your bed and you take your place in the chair across the room." She reached down, sliding her fingers beneath the edge of her thong and letting it snap down onto her luscious ass. "Shall I remove this and show you the pussy that Zane owns? Oh, right," she said with a cruel giggle, her lips pulling up into a smirk. "Zane told me you have the 'beta edition' of the porn site. You get off on not seeing hot girls' pussies don't you, loser? I guess I had better deny you then, since you love it so much."
Dan felt the sting of her mockery, but it only blended with his intense arousal. He could feel it: he was hurtling over the edge. "Leah, I'm going to..."
"Do it!" commanded Leah, bending over and sticking her ass out until it was almost touching Dan's face. "Cum for my tattoos. Cum for another man's name, you pathetic cuck."
Dan came hard with an undignified gasp, splattering the carpet of Leah's living room with a shameful load of cum, spraying it right between her spread legs so that not a drop touched her. The whole time, Leah looked at him over her shoulder, murmuring, "That's it. Let it all out. Really let that feeling sink in."
Finally, Dan collapsed back onto the couch, his cock spent and already softening. Leah pulled her pants back up over her butt. Then she clicked her tongue, putting her hands on her hips and staring down at the splatters of cum on her carpet. "Jesus, Dan," she said in a reproving voice, "Couldn't you have at least cum on my ass? Leave it to a beta like you to not even be brave enough to do that."
Now that Dan's lust was draining away, he felt totally defeated. He had set out to prove his determination in fighting Zane, and had basically proven the opposite due to Leah's skilled teasing. He couldn't imagine he had passed whatever test Leah had set up for him.
Leah left for a second and came back with a wet rag, tossing it to Dan and nodding at the mess he had made on the ground. Hanging his head in shame, Dan got to his knees and began wiping up his load.
"So, what did you have in mind, as far as my help goes?" asked Leah as she stood above, her arms crossed under her breasts and a warm smile on her face.
Dan looked up in shock. "Wait... I thought that I failed the test!"
Leah laughed. It still had a cruel edge to it, but there was much more fondness there than there had been during her teasing handjob. "Please, Dan. The test wasn't whether or not you would cum. I knew you were going to do that from the beginning. Don't question it too much. Just be glad you passed. Now spill; what did you need my help with?"
Dan finished scrubbing and scrambled to his feet, holding the rag between thumb and forefinger. "I mean... information is what I need, mostly. If you can figure out what Zane is planning and let me know what his next moves will be, it would be super helpful in fighting back."
Leah put her hand to her chin, a thoughtful expression on her face. Finally, she nodded. "Sure. I think that the risks are acceptable there. Zane doesn't always tell me what his plans are when it comes to new conquests, but when he does, I'll pass them on to you."
Dan felt so relieved and hopeful that he pulled Leah into a spontaneous hug, not even focusing on her breasts this time. The hug was so close that he didn't catch the sudden flash of guilt that crossed her face as her chin rested on his shoulder.
By the time they pulled away, Leah was her regular smiling self.
"Well, I think that it's time to call Bill back home. You'd better get going," she said regretfully. "I'll be in touch when I learn something. Don't be such a stranger from now on! Maybe next time we can have lunch without all the hidden psycho-sexual drama, eh?"
...
Dan felt amazing for about the first half of the ride home, but then the shame started to creep in around the edges.
Leah had agreed to help him, but she had also exposed something about himself that he had successfully been covering up for a while. Whether he was comfortable with it or not, the idea of cuckolding turned him on. And that might be a fatal flaw when struggling against a wily, resourceful genius who was trying to fuck his wife.
Dan squared his shoulders and set his jaw with determination. Fetishes and fantasies were one thing, and real life was another. Even if the idea of Claire having sex with Zane was hot in an abstract way, it was far too dangerous to allow.
He would have to be extra careful from now on, and struggle twice as hard. He had a difficult enemy to defeat in Zane... and now he had an internal enemy to fight against as well.
Himself.
...
As Dan pulled away from the curb, Leah made two calls. The first was to her husband, telling him it was time to come home. Bella was probably tired and cranky at this point, and she was past due for her nap. She could hear the longing and curiosity in Bill's voice. He wanted her to give him the details of her private time with Dan.
But that would have to wait for tonight. She had another call to make.
The second call picked up on the third ring, Zane's rough, jovial voice coming through. "Just the call I was waiting for! So what did the little guy want?"
"I didn't think he would be that dumb, but it was just like you thought, Daddy," said Leah, her lips twisting with a bitter expression, but her voice cheerful, "for some reason, he thought he could pry me away from you. He wants me to spy on you."
"And you agreed, of course," said Zane with an evil chuckle. "My sexy little double agent. How exciting!"
Leah stared out the window, that spasm of guilt crossing her face once again. Dan really should have known better. There was no beating Zane. If Leah had lost to him and Claire was in the process of losing, how did Dan think he would stand a chance? The only hope for him was finding joy and fulfillment as a cuckold, like Bill had. She had tried her best to help him find that path today. Hopefully, he would take the out.
Because otherwise he would be crushed.
"He won't know what hit him," said Leah in a cheerful voice, her eyes grim as she stared out the window.
When she hung up, she looked down at her phone, pulling up the camera reel and flipping to the incriminating photo of Dan with his hard cock gripped in her fist. She couldn't believe that Dan had forgotten all about it after she finished texting Bill. Should she tell her Daddy about this photo? It might be a potent tool in his corruption of Claire... But it might also deal a crushing blow to Dan's marriage.
She still hadn't decided by the time her little family trundled in the front door, so she slipped her phone into her pocket.
A decision for another time.
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Kim bounced her knee irritably, sipping the too-sweet cappuccino she'd ordered and looking furtively around the coffee shop through her dark glasses to see if Frank had arrived yet. She tugged the hoodie she was wearing up a little higher, knowing that the furtive motion made her look even more conspicuous, but not able to help herself.
She would rather die than have anyone recognize her meeting with someone like Frank Penn, especially if they even half suspected the purpose of her discussion. It was humiliating to even consider a sexual relationship with a disgusting fat-ass twice her age, let alone actually ask for one. Kim still couldn't quite believe she was giving this a try, but last night with Jamie had convinced her. Whatever strange fetish she'd recently developed wasn't just a desire for older men or jerks: it was an itch that could somehow only be scratched by Frank. God knew why. So no matter how embarrassing it was to become friends with benefits with an asshole like Frank, she just wasn't willing to put up with her gnawing sexual cravings any longer.
She was so distracted by stewing in her conflicted sexual misery that she didn't even notice Frank approaching until he slid into the chair across from her, a massive cup of steaming black coffee in one hand and his usual cocky grin plastered across his face.
"Kimmy!" he said in a too-loud voice, making Kim glance around nervously. "I've gotta say I was surprised to get your invitation. You were pretty insistent that you wouldn't be contacting me again after I gave you that sample. What made you change your mind?"
Kim narrowed her eyes. It was clear just from his tone of voice that Frank found this whole situation deeply amusing. She could tell that he loved how humiliating it was for her to come crawling back after saying that she wouldn't be contacting him again. His thoroughly shitty attitude was going to make this whole thing so much harder. But she had to push through. Kim had already decided she needed this, and it wasn't like Frank's attitude was unexpected.
"Look, let's cut the bullshit," she said in a quiet voice spiked with irritation. "I called you here because I have an offer for you."
Frank raised an eyebrow and took a long, slow sip of his steaming hot coffee. "Ok, I'll bite," he said finally with a smirk. "What exactly did you have in mind?"
Admitting that she wanted this out loud was the hardest part. Kim looked down at the table, fidgeting with her coffee cup for a moment before she managed to get out, "You and me. Hooking up. We split the cost of a hotel room, fuck for a couple of hours, then go our seperate ways. If we're interested in continuing, maybe it could become a regular thing. No strings attached, no contact outside of setting up meeting times, and absolutely no fucking romantic gestures expected or desired."
She waited, ready for a crude comment or dirty joke from the crass jerk sitting across from her. But Frank reacted in a way that she didn't expect.
He fucking laughed.
Kim looked up at the repulsive older man, shocked and stung as Frank chuckled low and deep in his throat.
"My, my, what a generous offer," he said with a wicked twinkle in his eye, turning his coffee cup around and around in his hands as he stared across the table at the angry young woman before him. "I bet you're expecting me to jump up and kiss your fuckin feet for being willing to slum it with someone like me, right?"
Kim's mouth dropped open. He was joking, but honestly, she had expected something very much to that effect. She was a stunning young woman, and he was an ugly, unpleasant middle-aged man. Frank was such an asshole that Kim hadn't exactly expected him to be grateful... but yeah, she had thought he would at least be a little excited about a smoking hottie twenty years younger than him showing an interest in his wrinkly old cock.
Before she could even formulate a response, Frank was already moving on. "Let me give you a counteroffer," he said with a grin wide enough to display his glinting golden tooth. "You come with me to the bathroom of this overpriced coffee shop, get on your knees, and beg me to be your Daddy by sucking my big fucking cock until I cum down your throat."
Kim stared at the repulsive old man for a moment longer, mouth again open with shock, a nascent fury building inside her, then rose from the table in a burst of energy. She leaned across the table, her lips curling into a sneer as she hissed, "Fuck you, old man. I was being nice by even considering this. Let's see how far that cocky fucking attitude gets you with other women, loser."
Frank didn't look disturbed or upset by her defiance. In fact, he seemed more calm and confident than ever. He took one more deep drink of his coffee before saying in a lazy drawl, "Ok, looks like you need a little more time to think. I get it. But next time that we meet, I expect you to show up with a much more... cooperative attitude. And no more fucking coffee dates. I'm not a twenty-something. Next time, I decide where and when we meet."
Kim couldn't believe this guy's fucking balls. She couldn't even think of a good response to someone this delusional. She settled for a middle finger in his face before turning on her heel and striding away, across the coffee shop and out the door onto the busy street.
She should've known that this was going to be a waste of time. Frank had never been someone she could trust or depend on from the beginning. She was just going to have to find some other way to deal with the growing sexual dissatisfaction burning inside her.
...
Kim panted and groaned, stuffing her fingers deep into her burning, needy cunt. It was no good. Everything she tried felt fucking good... but not good enough to take the edge off the monstrous craving inside her.
For the hundredth time, she grabbed her phone and pulled up the text conversation with Frank. She bit her lip hard, almost breaking the skin. She had to be strong. He was such a disrespectful bastard. And, more importantly, he had made his position crystal clear: if Kim wanted to meet him again, she would have to submit to him completely.
Kim just didn't know if she could stand that. She'd always had a problem with masculine men pushing her around. More than a handful of her relationships had ended because she felt like her boyfriend had become too controlling. There was something inside her that wanted to rebel any time a dominant man assumed she would do as she was told. Her Daddy issues cropping up again, most likely. But as much as her instincts told her to fight back against Frank's smug, condescending control, a deeper part of her craved him for reasons she couldn't explain. And no substitute would do.
Kim was strong and tossed her phone away with a groan, but as the night wore on, her need grew stronger and stronger. She chased an orgasm that never came, Frank's leering eyes burning in her mind as she moaned and whimpered, twisted in her sweaty sheets.
And in the dark of the night, with her strange sexual hunger burning inside her...
She gave in to her growing weakness.
...
Gene leaned against his old beat-up car, waiting for his new Cumbunny to show up with an evil twinkle in his eye and a song in his heart. Kimmy was turning out to be a lot different from Eliza. She was fiery. Bratty. Doing everything she could to avoid submission. But Gene was finding that he didn't mind her smart mouth and glaring hatred. It would just make things that much sweeter when she was forced to sweetly beg her new Daddy for cum.
He was certainly glad that he had gone to the trouble of using a fake name and approaching Kimmy anonymously. Gene had no doubt at all in his mind that if he'd started the same way he had with Lizzie, telling Kimmy straight up that he addicted her to his cum and she belonged to him now, things would have gone a lot differently. Kimmy probably would have laughed in his face and marched straight to her pussy brother, instantly giving the entire game away.
No, Kimmy needed to get broken in like a wild horse before Gene told her the awful truth. And tonight he was going to tame this brat. Luckily, Frank Penn was a name that he used frequently in situations where he didn't want others to know who he really was... including at Tweety's, so no one was going to call him Gene and ruin the surprise.
Finally, headlights swung across the parking as Kim's car pulled in, and a second later, the woman herself got out, slamming the door behind her and staring irritably up at the neon sign casting a lurid pink glow over the cars. She was wearing a cute black dress. Tasteful, but still showing off the womanly curves of her hot little body. It looked like she had assumed that Gene was going to take her out to dinner tonight.
She clearly still didn't really grasp the dynamic of their relationship.
Kim turned from her study of the massive sign reading "Tweety's" over to Gene as he walked across the parking lot toward her, unable to suppress a big, toothy grin.
"What the fuck, Frank?" she asked in disbelief. "Did you bring me to a fucking strip club?"
...
Kim almost got in her car and left when she found out where Frank wanted to go on their "date". Almost. But she knew what would happen at this point. She would go home burning with righteous anger, certain that she had done the right thing by telling Frank to go fuck himself. But then, over the long, frustrating hours, the anger would drain away, and all that would be left was dull, pulsing lust, growing stronger and stronger without relief.
She couldn't do that again. Even going to a shitty stripclub with an asshole was preferable.
"Fine you fucking asshole." She sighed. "You win. So what, I just need to play a shitty game of simon says with you all night and then you'll finally fuck me? That's the deal? I guess if you want to do something pathetic like going to a strip club, you're the boss."
Frank sidled up to her in the dark parking lot, his deep-set eyes reflecting the pink glow of the sign, his expression strangely serious. "That's right, Kimmy," he said in a low, hard voice that sent a reluctant thrill of desire up Kim's spine. "I am the fucking boss. That's how we agreed it would be if you wanted to meet again, right?"
Kim stared him down, gritting her teeth, rage and frustration boiling inside her at his smug tone. Then her gaze dropped. She was suddenly grateful for the lurid pink lighting. Hopefully it would hide her blush. "Yeah," she muttered reluctantly, a perverse twinge of arousal radiating from between her legs. "Whatever, I guess. You're in charge tonight."
It had been an absolute non-negotiable from Frank's end. If she wanted Frank to satisfy her sexual cravings, he was going to be calling the shots all evening. Agreeing to this had been one of the most embarassing fucking things Kim had ever done, but somehow that shame only made the filthy unquenchable heat inside her grow hotter.
"Good girl," said Frank with an obnoxious chuckle. "I'm going to teach you how fun it is to be my submissive little doll tonight." Then his huge, chunky arm slid around Kim's waist. She shuddered from the feeling of his insultingly possessive touch as his broad hand rested on her hip, pulling her petite curves tightly to his bulky frame.
Kim shuddered. "Gross," she said under her breath... but it was only partially sincere. Part of her was disgusted by the intimate contact with the older man. But, as much as she hated to admit it, something inside her craved that touch and rejoiced to feel the strong, dominant hand holding her close.
As they entered the club, Kim could feel the confused eyes of the burly bouncer on her as they walked in the door, and a fresh wave of shame crashed over her. He clearly couldn't understand why a hot young woman like Kim was on the arm of a troll like Frank. She couldn't blame him for his confusion. She herself had a hard time believing she was allowing Frank to treat her like slutty arm candy. But oddly, the feeling of the bouncer's judgmental eyes and Frank's broad fingers clinging to her waist sent a sizzle of sexual energy tracing up her spine, raising goosebumps up and down her arms.
Kim had never been to a strip club before. She might be adventurous and free-spirited, but something about a place where girls got naked and danced for money just felt sleazy to her. Tweety's didn't alter her impression, either. It was a low, dim room, lit by pulsing lights, with booths and tables arranged around a central runway and stage and a raised DJ booth in one corner. There was a bar along the wall on one side of the club with an oily looking goon behind it who nodded at Frank as they entered. The room was a few degrees too warm, and smelled like cheap perfume and even cheaper beer. Kim couldn't help but notice that the floor felt sticky as they walked deeper inside.
A chesty blonde with hooded eyes languidly twirled around a pole on the central stage as they entered. Kim blushed hotly and glanced away from the big, fake, naked tits as soon as her eyes rested on them, embarrassed yet strangely aroused. Kim had always had a bisexual streak, although it wasn't something that she had pursued seriously in the past. But that wasn't the reason for the hot, swooping feeling rolling through her belly right now. All of a sudden, the idea of someone being that exposed in front of a room full of horny men felt more hot than disgusting to her.
The music was loud enough that Kim felt it rattling her skull with every beat. All around the stage, sleazy men with hungry eyes watched the performance, some tossing bills up onto the stage or handing them directly to the performer as she shimmied past. They all looked like Frank to her. Not all of them were as old as the man holding her close to his side, or as ugly, but they all had the predatory look on their faces. A desire to control. To own.
As they approached the bar along one side of the room, the performance ended. The lights brightened a little in the room, and the music receded to a dull background thud. Kim could see now that other strippers were circulating around the room, chatting with patrons and trying to interest the men in private dances. Kim was glad that none of them were near the bar right now... She had no idea what to even say to a fellow woman if a stripper approached in one of the slutty outfits they were dressed in. How could they even stand to wear things that embarrassing in public?
An oily-looking man with slicked-back hair stood behind the bar, and his eyes widened as he saw Frank approaching with a hot young woman on his arm. "Whoa!" said the man in a raspy voice, his pale gray eyes slowly tracing up and down Kim's curves. "Good to see you, Frank. And especially good to see your little friend here. What service is she with? Because I think I might need to set up a date myself, if you know what I mean."
Kim stiffened at the implication. What the fuck? Does this slimy creep think that I'm some sort of fucking hooker?
"Bite me!" she said venomously. She was already on edge from the feeling of Frank's possessive hand on her hip, and for a second she wanted nothing more than to launch herself over the bar and teach the slimy bartender a fucking lesson.
"She's a little firecracker too!" said the bartender, roaring with laughter. "You should tell her to put that smart mouth to better use, Frank!" He didn't seem the least bit put off or intimidated by Kim's furious glare, but she supposed she didn't look too intimidating when she was acting as arm candy for a slob like Frank.
"Ha! Don't worry, Tony. By the end of the night, she's gonna be using that sharp little tongue for her real calling. And you've got it all wrong. This little girl is an amateur slut, not a pro. She's here cause she can't get enough of yours truly," said Frank with a broad, sleazy smile, pulling Kim's soft feminine body close to his bulky side.
"Right," said the bartender with a shrug. His eyes clearly disbelieving as he openly stared at Kim's round tits. Kim felt completely degraded and on display. Her dress wasn't even particularly revealing, but the very fact that she was openly here with Frank seemed to make her a piece of meat in the shady bartender's eyes.
"Say Tone," said Frank conspiratorially, "You don't mind if I... have a good time with my girl out on the floor tonight, do you?" Kim felt a wave of furious disbelief shot through with desire as Frank's hand wandered downward, cupping and groping a firm, perky buttcheek through the thin material of her dress. Her hand twitched, aching to grab his wrist and pull the presumptuous hand off her butt... but then she remembered that right now, she had agreed that what Frank wanted, he got. So instead, she just hung her head and let her helpless submissive lust flood through her as Frank demonstrated his dominance, palming her ass in front of his friend like he owned it.
Tony the bartender looked thoughtful, his slimy eyes still locked onto Kim's tight young body. "Well, normally I would say I don't want anything distracting from the girls. But what the hell, sounds like a laugh to me. Just don't overdo it, huh? Wouldn't want the free show to keep the boys from spending money."
"Strictly over the clothes," said Frank with a wink, then pulled Kim with him, heading for a table closer to the stage. Kim felt the eyes of the patrons following them as they went. A heavy older man with his hand openly groping the ass of his hot young eye candy. She could feel the jealousy coming off the watchers in waves; sense their eyes soaking in every inch of her curvy body. The squirming, uncomfortable arousal deep in her belly intensified even further. Frank had better make this worth her while by finally scratching her maddening sexual itch. After all, that was the only reason she was putting up with this public humiliation.
They sat at a small table within arm's reach of the stage, and Frank kept Kim close, slinging a hefty arm over her shoulder and pulling her chair snugly to his, practically engulfing her with his massive bulk. Kim felt like the hungry eyes of all the patrons were turned to her. She was so distracted and flustered by the attention that it startled her when Frank broke the silence between them, rumbling, "So... How does it feel?"
"How does what feel?" she muttered irritably, squirming a little under the weight of his arm holding her close.
"Being mine?" said Frank simply with a cocky smirk.
Kim snorted, but it took her a second to answer. She wanted to say that she didn't belong to anybody, especially not the cocky asshole currently strong-arming her into this submissive relationship. But that didn't ring true to her. She had come here today knowing that Frank would push her around and disrespect her. If she knew beforehand that that was how she would be treated, what else would you call it other than ownership? For the moment at least.
The truth was that it felt disturbingly good. As sickening as it was on one hand to feel like Frank's plaything, it only made the powerful sexual tension she had been struggling with even stronger. Her mind rebelled, but her body longed to give in... to snuggle up against Frank's powerful bulk and relish his power over her.
As she stared into Frank's piggy eyes, Kim struggled for the hundredth time in the past week to understand what was wrong with her. Some sort of trauma from unresolved Daddy issues? A mental break due to stress? Just plain old perversion that had somehow surfaced unexpectedly? It made no sense. Frank was the worst possible match for her in the entire world, physically and personality-wise.
So why do I ache to see his big hard cock again... and to taste his hot sticky load as he blasts it all over my slutty tongue?
"It's fucking embarassing," she said truthfully in a smoldering whisper, staring up at him with hate-filled eyes. Then she added a lie. "I fucking hate it."



Frank looked like he was about to make a smug, mocking reply, but then the floor lights dimmed again, and the stage lights grew bright. "Time to watch the show, Kimmy," said Frank with a grin. "This is one of my favorite dancers. We can talk more afterward."
"Ladies and gentlemen!" crowed a loud voice of the DJ over the speakers, "Please welcome to the stage, the one... the only... Vesper!"
Kim's attention was gripped as a long, slim, leggy dancer strode smoothly out onto the stage. She could instantly tell why Frank had said she was one of his favorites. Vesper had a supermodel build and a sort of lithe, catlike grace that made her movements fascinating as she leapt athletically onto the pole, twining her long legs around it and spinning while giving her audience a smoldering glare.
There was something about Vesper that reminded Kim of someone... A complex flip-flop of emotions pulsed through her as she realized who that someone was. Vesper looked a lot like her sister-in-law, Eliza. Not a perfect match by any means. The face was all wrong, for instance. But she was a tall, willowy brunette with incredible legs, a confident feminine grace, and a cool, haughty stare at odds with her job as a slutty nude entertainer. It was strange to make the comparison between her modest, straight-laced sister-in-law and the sultry performer who was currently reaching behind her back to deftly unhook her push-up bra. Kim had never put any thought into whether she found Eliza sexually attractive... But as Vesper shook her tits for the crowd, her stiff pink nipples wobbling obscenely in the pulsing neon lights, Kim was forced to reflect that she probably did find Eliza pretty hot.
Kim let out a strangled sound of shock as she felt Frank's arm shift, dropping a hand down between her thighs. "What the fuck?" she gasped, instinctively trying to wriggle away from the feeling of Frank's fingers as they wormed down between her thighs.
"Settle down," commanded Frank, his lips right up against her ear to be heard over the pulsing music. "I'm the boss right now, remember?" Kim held herself rigid against him for a moment, her thighs tightly clasped together... then slowly, she relaxed, whimpering in surrender as her thighs loosened, then spread, allowing Frank access to her pussy on the public floor of the strip club.
His thick, rough finger felt like electric fire on the soft, burning-hot center of her sexuality, even through the cloth of her dress and panties. Even she was surprised by the wetness she felt in her panties as the cloth was mashed against her moist sex.
"Mmmmm," said Frank's voice, hot and harsh in her ear as his finger kneaded and bunched the soft cloth of her dress between her thighs, "someone's getting horny, isn't she? Is it from the embarrassment? Or the feeling of Daddy's arm on your body?... or maybe Kimmy has a sneaky little thing for other girls?"
"Sh-shut up," whined Kim, panting heavily and squirming against the feeling of his rough, probing fingers. She was painfully aware of the other men in the room, mere feet away. She felt her body pulsing with filthy heat as she noticed some of the men look over, elbowing each other and getting distracted from the slutty show happening on stage.
"Ooh, I think we have a winner!" chuckled Frank, his fingers moving endlessly in a firm teasing motion, pressing her hot, wet panties hard against her swollen clit. "Kimmy likes girls! Well... that is interesting information. I'll tell you what, doll, Vesper is a real nice lady. If you like her so much, why don't you let Daddy buy you a dance? You can see that sexy body right up close and really explore that embarrassing same-sex attraction in front of everyone."
"Don't... don't you fucking dare!" gasped Kim, but she was already picturing it. Getting a lap dance from the gorgeous, slim stripper in front of everyone. Her humiliated arousal on display for Vesper and all of the audience members to see. The stimulation between her thighs was setting her veins on fire now, and her hips began making little involuntary thrusts forward into Frank's hands. She no longer had to imagine being the center of attention. More and more eyes around the room were focusing on her and Frank rather than the action taking place on stage.
A little moan wormed its way out of Kim's throat. Her eyes focused on the lithe, pale beauty of Vesper as she gyrated on stage, both the stripper and Frank's fingers moving in time with the deep pulsing beat of the music.
Vesper moved on the stage with elegant grace that was at odds with her slutty nudity, leaning back against the chrome pole to hump the air, with smooth, dramatic pumps of her slim, feminine hips. Her pussy was shaved utterly smooth, silky pale skin with just the lightest pink flush visible at her lips as she spread her legs wide. A strange perverse question popped into Kim's head... was Eliza's pussy shaved the same way? She shook her head, irritated at herself. Why am I thinking about my fucking sister-in-law right now. It doesn't matter if the stripper looks a little like her, that's fucked up.
But the problem was the movement of Frank's fingers was making it hard to think clearly. One thick finger pressed tight against the cleft of her lower lips over the layers of her dress and panties, rubbing incessantly right at her clit, driving her crazy with the sensation. You could accuse Frank of being a loser in a lot of ways, but the man had an understanding of female anatomy that made it clear he was experienced at sex. Kim couldn't help but spread her legs a little wider, trying to increase the sensations between her legs. Even as embarrassing as it was to be played with like this in front of an audience, her body craved more intense stimulation than over-the-clothes groping.
"You would fucking love it," hissed Frank in her ear. "We could go further than just a lap dance, too... This place is as seedy as they come. A lot of strippers are willing to do a little... extracurricular work on the side. How would you like to really explore your little lesbian streak while Daddy watches? Or better yet, you could share my cock with another woman..."
Kim wished that she didn't like the sound of that, but she couldn't stop picturing it as she stared at the now-naked dancer on the stage. Vesper gave her audience a sultry bedroom stare as she leaned forward, letting her firm little tits hang down from her chest and jiggling them for a moment before raising her hands to cup and squeeze them for her audience's pleasure. Kim pictured her own hands running over Vesper's slim, beautiful body in the same way, her breath hitching in her throat at the powerful erotic image. Her mind went even further, picturing the act of kneeling across from Vesper, that same sultry gaze on the stripper's face, as Frank loomed above them, his massive cock throbbing betweeen the two women.
Oh God... Sharing Frank's massive cock with another woman. Kissing his thick, salty cum back and forth between soft, feminine lips... Kim moaned again, a little louder this time, her hips pressing forward, needily rubbing her pussy up against Frank's thick fingers.
She felt her back arching, a tight spring of sexual pleasure winding tighter and tighter inside her, building up to a powerful release. And then, suddenly, it was over. The lights grew brighter, and the audience clapped, including Frank. His hand withdrew from between Kim's legs, leaving her breathless and frustrated, denied when she was just a hair's breadth from climax. She looked around with a scowl to see that half of the applauding audience wasn't looking toward Vesper as they clapped, instead leering at her and Frank, who was grinning widely at the attention.
Kim flushed hotly. She had known that she had maybe been making a spectacle of herself, but the mocking, horny eyes of the rough-looking men around the club brought home the point that she'd become the center of attention for their lust.
"Looks like my little bunny is ready for what comes next," said Frank approvingly, suddenly standing up and moving from her side. Something about how his tone when he said the word bunny made Kim shudder for reasons she didn't fully understand. "Wait here, Kimmy. I need to check something with my pal Tony. I'll be right back to fetch you."
Kim took a deep breath and let it out as Frank moved away through the dim room. She felt drained and shaky from the sexual intensity of Frank's teasing, but her body still brimmed with that powerful craving, desperate for the repulsive older man to fulfill it. As she huddled at the table, lost in her thoughts, she was both happy that she didn't have to deal with Frank for the moment, and wished that he would hurry back and finally give her what she needed.
"Are you ok, honey?" came a cool, calm voice from Kim's left, startling her. She turned with a start to see Vesper, the lovely stripper who somehow reminded her of Eliza, bending toward her with a look of concern on her lovely face. In her horny state, Kim couldn't help but swiftly run her eyes over the delicious curves of Vesper's lithe, graceful body, sending another embarrassing pulse of arousal through her. The tall, slim brunette had donned a cut-off top that gave Kim a direct view down her cleavage, as well as a tiny miniskirt and ridiculously tall platform heels, which she wore with effortless ease.
"I... I'm fine," said Kim breathlessly, trying her best to look Vesper in her clear blue eyes rather than staring at her tits. She suddenly felt like a tongue-tied high school boy rather than the confident, independent woman that she knew she still was. Being here with Frank tonight had fucked with her head. She couldn't stop picturing kneeling with Vesper in front of Frank's thick cock... and that image made it hard to act calm and collected in front of the beautiful stripper.
Vesper nodded, but the look of concern didn't leave her face. "I saw what Frank was doing to you when I was up on stage. Everybody here knows that he's a total creep. Tony is the only one who can stand the guy... and that's because he's a creep too. Is he forcing you to be here? Do you need help? Trust me, honey, no matter what he's using to pressure you, it's not as bad as it seems. Tony's a fucking asshole, but some of the bouncers are good guys. I could have them toss Frank, and then we can talk."
Kim flushed bright red, her insides filling with hot, acidic shame as Vesper's lovely, kind eyes bored into her. The sweet, sexy stripper saw Kim with someone like Frank and immediately assumed that she must be blackmailed or sex trafficked. In a way, it was even worse than the bartender's assumption that she was a prostitute, because it made the truth that she was here because she wanted to fuck Frank that much more humiliating.
"N-no," she stuttered, unable to look Vesper in the eyes. God fucking damn it, why is this turning me on even more? "I'm ok. I..." She gulped and managed to force out the truth. "I'm here because I want to be."
Vesper opened her mouth to say something, but then she caught the sincerity in Kim's humiliated, blushing expression. Kim read the mild disgust in the gorgeous woman's eyes as Vesper straightened up abruptly, the concern finally leaving her expression. Vesper now saw that Kim wasn't a victim. She was just a slut with bad taste. Being looked down on this way by another woman was more embarrassing than the entire club watching her get fingered. Even worse, she was being looked down on by a woman who took her clothes off for money! Anger started to bubble up through her embarrassment, but before she could say anything, Frank reappeared, a wide grin on his ugly face.
"Two lovely ladies getting to know each other," said Frank with a chuckle, putting one hand possessively on Kim's shoulder. "You love to see it. Are you interested in hanging out with us, Vesper? It would pay very well, I promise."
Vesper crossed her arms beneath her small, firm breasts and looked at Frank like he was something she had scraped off the bottom of her shoe. "It wouldn't pay well enough, Frank," she said in a frosty voice. It was exactly the tone and attitude that Kim wished she was able to take with Frank. But for some reason the inexplicable sexual weakness inside her simply wouldn't allow it. When Vesper's eyes turned to Kim, they didn't thaw this time. Kim knew what she looked like in the Stripper's eyes.
Just some pathetic pervert who was willing to slum it with a disgusting specimen like Frank.
And Kim couldn't even say she was wrong.
As Vesper turned and gracefully clicked away across the strip club floor, Frank shrugged carelessly, clearly used to that sort of dismissive reaction from women. "Her loss," he grunted, then shook Kim's shoulder, jerking his head to the side in a "this way" gesture. "Come on, Kimmy. I have a little surprise for you... or I guess, more accurately, you have a little surprise for me."
Kim scowled at him, but she couldn't deny the sudden powerful pulse of desire that flooded through her from his suggestive tone. Was it finally going to happen? Was Frank going to stop teasing her and fuck her already, calming the raging torrent of pent-up sexual frustration inside her? She got up from the table, trying not to look like she was too eager as she said cautiously, "What do you mean? Where are we going?"
Frank chuckled, throwing his arm around her again as he led her to one side of the dimly lit room, toward a short hallway guarded by a burly, bored-looking bouncer. "Somewhere a little more private, Kimmy. Trust me, you aren't going to want to do what happens next in public."
...
Gene felt like he was in heaven right now.
Everything was going perfectly tonight, Exactly how he'd envisioned it: Kim falling slowly but surely deeper and deeper down the rabbit hole of total submission.
Kim's expression was sour and confused as he led her toward the private room, but Gene could see the subtle signs of her fall beneath the surface. She was fucking horny. Desperate for his cock, and she had no idea why. That had been the best part about this pursuit so far: watching the fiery, bratty little blonde conquered and forced into humiliation by her own cravings.
It filled Gene with an intoxicating sense of control and power. Here was exactly the type of woman who normally sneered at him. Rejected him. Showed him zero interest or respect. Watching a cocky little brat like Kim brought low and forced to obey made Gene feel like the king of the fucking world.
And it was about to get a thousand times better. He had bribed Tony to let him use one of the club's private dance rooms. In fact, the exact same room where he had suffered an awful humiliation just a few years ago from a woman just as self-centered and stuck up as Kim. He was going to overwrite the memory of that embarrassing failure tonight with a sexual victory that he would never forget.
Kim looked around suspiciously as they entered the room, arms crossed defensively over her chest, but her cheeks flushed with arousal. It was a small room, just big enough for its intended purpose. A leather chair sat on one end of the room, and a one-way mirror was set along the outer wall, allowing the bouncer to supervise the action and make sure there was no funny business. Which was sort of a joke. Tony didn't give a shit if his girls got up to funny business in the private rooms as long as everyone was happy and getting paid, including him.
Tonight, there would be no need for a bouncer's protection. The slut in this private room wasn't one of Tony's; she was one of Gene's. And Kimmy was desperate for all the funny business he could give her.
Gene removed his arm from around Kim's waist and plodded across the small room to the chair, plopping down with a grunt and surveying the bratty little slut he was about to bring forcefully to heel.
Kim really was a hot piece of ass. Petite, with tits and hips that made a man want to run his hands all over them and feel her tempting curves. She had tried to wear a modest black dress tonight, as if this were a date with the sort of limp dicks she normally went after, but nothing could hide the sweet feminine swells and dips of her luscious little body. With feathery, lustrous blonde hair and lovely flashing green eyes that showed the fire she had burning inside, Kim was a knock-out beauty.
And tonight, she was all his. Even she, bratty and defiant as she normally was, had agreed to that. She stared at him, anger and frustration clearly written all over her face... But lust was there as well, staining her delicate features a pretty pink and making her breaths hitch, bouncing her tits softly beneath the cloth of her dress.
'What is this?" she asked sharply. 'What are we fucking doing here?" It was pretty cute how she continued to try to act like a badass little tough girl when she was this fucking horny for the man she hated.
Gene reached down slowly and unzipped his pants, watching with amusement as Kim's beautiful green eyes, normally so sharp and intelligent, but right now hazy with reluctant lust, tracked his every move. Her lips parted softly and she let out an involuntary gasp as Gene fished out his stiffening cock, exposing it in the dim light of the private room.
"This is what you want, right?" he taunted, reaching down to slowly stroke his cock, bringing it to full hardness. "It's what you've been craving all evening.'
Kim's face grew pinker. "Shut up," she muttered bitterly... but there was already a little rasp of arousal in her voice that made her true feelings clear.
"Be honest with me," commanded Gene in a steely voice, making his new bunny look up into his eyes, her gaze filled with reluctant desire and hatred. "Or there's no way you're getting what you want tonight."
Kim's lip twisted into a snarl, and her hands gripped her dress in white-knuckled fists of anger. But finally she dropped her gaze and muttered, "Fine... Yes. I want your cock."
Gene relished the humiliated, horny whisper, his cock now pulsing with dark lust in his palm. Taming this little brat had been a lot harder than a submissive softie like Lizzie, but it was oh so rewarding to hear Kimmy submit. Now he wanted to see that submission in action.
"I want you to show me how much you want this. Convince me."
Kim looked up at him with a questioning scowl. "Convince you? What the fuck do you...?" She seemed to finally realize where she was. In a private back room. In a strip club. Her eyes widened in disbelief, and Gene grinned broadly. She seemed like the sort of snooty woman who looked down on strippers from on high, and it didn't seem like she was taking the idea of acting like one very well. The funniest part was that she would be even worse than the girls who danced here: her only payment would be dick.
"You seriously expect me to...?" she asked in a choked tone, her body stiff with rage.
"Kimmy. Who's the boss right now?" asked Gene in a low, deceptively calm voice.
"Frank, you can just snap your fingers and turn me into a fucking slut!"
"Kimmy," Gene's voice cracked out like a whip, startling Kim into silence, and, by the looks of her suddenly harsh breaths, sent a fresh flood of arousal between her thighs. "Who is the fucking boss right now?"
Kim stared daggers at him... then rolled her eyes and said grudgingly, "You are..." in a small, defeated voice.
"Damn right I am. And I say my good little girl is going to dance for her Daddy to show him how much she wants his cock. No dance, no deal. You can walk out the door right now with no hard feelings if this is a dealbreaker for you."
Gene could see the war play out on his new Cumbunny's pretty face. Her pride, self-respect and hatred of her new master fought tooth and nail against the monstrous thirst for cock forced on her by the oil she still didn't know she'd swallowed. And, credit where credit was due: Kim's resistance almost won. She really was a tough little cookie.



But her struggle ended the way Gene always knew it would. It was inevitable. Even if Kim had somehow resisted right now in this moment, she would've just come crawling back in a day or two when her cravings had grown even more intense. The Mjölkhare oil was unbeatable. It gave cumbunnies a new basic need as strong as the need for water or air. And you could only fight your physical needs for so long.
Kim bit her lip hard, closed her eyes so that she couldn't see Gene's gloating face, then slowly began swaying her hips, the hem of her dress flipping and swirling around her thick thighs. It was awkward and jerky at first, but at the same time, it was one of the sexiest things that Gene had ever seen because of what it symbolized. A clear sign of the fiery brat's submission to Gene's will.
"You're a stripper right now, Kimmy," said Gene in a low, amused voice. "Start acting like one. Run those hands up and down your body. Do your best to tempt me."
With a shuddering breath, Kim did as she was told, hesitantly running her hands slowly down from her shoulders over her heaving breasts, across her taut belly, and over the swell of her wide womanly hips, pressing the black fabric tight to the flesh beneath. As she went, her movements started to grow more fluid and natural. She let go of her anger and let her arousal take over, her hips flowing and swirling in liquid movements as her hands traveled slowly back up the curves of her petite body.
Gene let her get into the rhythm for a long few minutes, her eyes closed and her hands' exploration growing more enthusiastic as they roamed over her body. But eventually, the show had to go on. "Kim," said Gene with a chuckle, "You know, the thing about strippers is... they strip. Be a good girl and take that dress off for Daddy."
Kim's eyes flashed open, and Gene noted with smug satisfaction that Kim no longer looked defiant or angry. She seemed almost confused by the powerful depths of lust that had taken hold of her. "Yes, D..." Kim paused, looked shocked at herself, shook her head, and started again. "Yes, Frank." But Frank had noticed the near Freudian slip. His incessant use of the word Daddy was slowly slipping the word into Kim's subconscious. Mjölkhare oil didn't just addict people to a man's cum... it also made all of the master's actions more arousing to his Cumbunny, and produced a subtle psychological effect that made the bunny want to please him. It would only grow stronger with time, and no matter how disgusted Kim was by the word right now, before long Kimmy would be his little Daddy's-girl Cumbunny slut.
Kim demurely turned her back on Gene as she lifted the simple, flowy dress. The garment slowly came up and off over her head, giving Gene a feast for his hungry eyes as Kim's toned thighs, perky butt, and smooth, lightly muscled back came into view. He began stroking himself as he watched, noting that Kim seemed to have picked out some sexy lace underwear for her date this evening. He supposed it made sense, since she was anticipating having sex.
As Kim turned back, her eyes went wide, focusing with laser-like intensity on Gene's hand pumping up and down his stiff cock. She visibly gulped, and Gene could see the way her perky nipples strained against the thin, lacy material of her bra. The poor girl had it bad, staring at his cock with obvious hunger in her eyes.
"Keep dancing, Kimmy," taunted Gene, "you have to earn this reward." This time, there was no flash of anger, Kim just nodded silently and began her liquid, swaying hip movements again, her hands trailing up and down her sexy curves. She had lost herself completely in her submissive arousal for the moment, and there were no more complaints about the demeaning nature of her master's demands. Her lustful gaze stayed completely focused on Gene's cock as he stroked it, her eyes on the prize as her movements became even more sensual.
Gene enjoyed the sight of Kim's slutty dance as he lazily pleasured himself. Kim had picked out an exquisite pair of underwear for this evening, a tiny black lace triangle clinging snugly between her thighs and a bra sheer enough to show the shape and color of her big pink nipples. But as alluring as the sight was, no good strip show ended with the slut wearing underwear.
Luckily, Gene didn't even have to ask for the next escalation. Kim had fully accepted her role as stripper for the evening, and with a heated glance flicking up to her master's eyes, she reached behind her to unhook her bra, allowing Gene a full, unobstructed view of her round, perky tits for the first time. Gene began stroking faster. They were perfect. Well-shaped and firm, with big, stiff pink nipples standing proud and tall as they heaved with Kim's submissive passion. Tits like that weren't just for looking at...
Gene beckoned his Cumbunny closer, his hand never ceasing its circuit up and down his thick shaft. Even though Kimmy was playing a stripper tonight for her master, she wasn't one. And that meant there were no rules against touching her. Gene remembered Candy, the stripper who had made a fool of him a few years back. She had always been full of excuses why Gene couldn't touch her very much. But that was why this was so fucking sweet. He had found a real slut now. One who craved his touch even more than he craved her tits. Candy had been a false submissive, but Frank was molding Kimmy into the real deal. And it was time to enjoy the fruits of his labor.
There was hesitation in Kim's eyes as she stepped closer... even intimidation. But it was outweighed by her bone deep desire as she stood above him, trembling with lust as Gene stroked his cock, staring at her beautiful body.
His hand reached out greedily, and Kim couldn't hold back a slutty little moan as Gene finally felt what was his, hefting one of her juicy tits in a broad, strong hand. His thick thumb brushed against, then pressed firmly into a stiff pink nipple, drawing a shuddering gasp from the horny, sensitive bunny trembling above him, She was putty in his hands now. Ready to do anything her new Daddy asked.
"Lap dance. Now," growled Gene, raising his hand off his throbbing cock so that he could squeeze both of Kim's tits in his sweaty paws.
Despite her inexperience, Kim took to her task like a pro, straddling Gene's lap with an intense expression of horny concentration and pressing the wet surface of the lacy panties covering her crotch against Gene's cock, rubbing and grinding her sexual heat hard into her master's manhood. Gene took the opportunity to turn his full attention to Kim's beautiful breasts, pulling her close to seize a pretty pink nipple between his lips. Kim had fully abandoned all resistance for now, throwing her hands around Gene's thick neck and crushing his face eagerly into her naked tits, her hips swirling and grinding madly against him.
Gene lashed his tongue against one nipple, then the other, building up Kim's pleasure to the breaking point as she whimpered, her head thrown back and riding his lap with abandon. This was so close to his final moments with Candy, the stripper who had humiliated him. Well... minus the nipple sucking. She had never actually let him get that far. But the pussy grinding was just as enthusiastic.
Tonight was going to end differently, though. Gene finally pushed Kim away, gently but firmly, and said gruffly, "Panties off. I want to see everything."
Kim nodded eagerly now, her eyes hazy with all-consuming submissive lust. She hooked her thumbs through the waistband of her panties and slipped them down her lovely tanned legs. Too eager to make it a sexy striptease now, she hurriedly stepped out of them and stood fully nude in front of her new master.
Gene's eyes ran appreciatively over Kim's beautiful young body. Her pussy was as cute as the rest of her, chubby and pink, with a neat little triangle of golden pubes above it. Currently, it was oozing desire, swollen with need for her Daddy's cock.
But Kimmy wasn't quite ready for that yet. He couldn't let her walk away entirely satisfied from this encounter. With what he had planned for the rest of the evening, he needed his bunny to be thirsty for more. Besides, Gene knew a much more humiliating way that his bratty little bunny could show her fresh submission.
"On your knees," he said with a smirk, pointing to the floor of the private room between his hairy thighs.
For just a moment, the humiliation and reluctance flashed back across Kimmy's pretty face. He was commanding her to sink lower than even a stripper. To get to her knees naked on the filthy floor of a sleazy strip club's champagne room to serve a man she hated.
Gene chuckled with satisfaction as he saw Kimmy swallow her pride and sink to her knees, defeated. She was right back where she had been earlier this week, staring up at his cock with lust, intimidation, and desperate hunger. But this time, a handjob wasn't going to cut it.
"Suck Daddy's cock, Kimmy," rumbled Gene, his eyes locked with his slutty brat's gaze as she panted with lust beneath him.
"I..." said Kim hesitantly, nearly crosseyed as she stared at the monstrous cock looming above her. Her big round tits heaved up and down with her hot, ragged breaths, their stiff pink nipples tracing little circles. "I... yes... yes, sir," she whispered, pursing her pouty pink lips and planting a lingering kiss on the tip of Gene's cock, smearing them with his filthy precum. Gene reached down with a possessive growl, firmly seizing and handful of Kim's lustrous blonde locks and pulling her down, sinking his cock deep in her warm, wet mouth.
Kim was submitting fully to him now, letting him take control of her movements as she deepened the slutty blowjob. Her soft pink lips made a vacuum seal around Gene's thick shaft as her head bobbed between his fat hairy legs, her tongue wriggling and licking every inch of his cock, worshipping the man she hated with the perfect little mouth that had sneered at him all week. Her eyes locked with his, their haunting green depths roiling with shame and lust and deep, helpless submission.
It was a dream come true. Gene would never be able to get revenge on the woman who had made him feel small, but this was the next best thing. Yet another woman who had assumed she was better than him was humbly on her knees, taking his cock. After all of her defiance and insults, their relationship had finally arrived at its natural state: with Gene on top and his little Cumbunny serving him on her knees.
Gene pulled Kim harder into him, deepening the blowjob and pushing up against her tight throat. Carefully at first, but as it became clear that Kim was experienced enough to handle it, with increasing speed and pressure, Gene fucked his Cumbunny's willing face. Spit dripped down her chin in sloppy strands as she submitted the to brutal domination. Her hand slipped down to rub and tease between her legs, increasing the chorus of obscene wet sounds filling the private room.
Gene was ready for his first orgasm of the night. But Kimmy wouldn't be allowed a fully satisfying load of his cum down her throat right now. He needed her craving to still be sharp and powerful for a little while longer... at least until he showed her the big surprise he had waiting for his new bunny at home. He slowed down the speed of the blowjob in preparation for his climax, thrusting long and slow and deep into the red-faced slut beneath him, relishing the feeling of her tiny throat snug around his powerful cock. Kim moaned desperately around him as Gene's balls tightened and drew up to the base of his shaft. The slutty sound of pleasure sent a pleasant gargling buzz around his cock, tipping him over the edge.
With a deep grunt of satisfaction, Gene quickly withdrew his cock, aiming it down at Kimmy's slutty little face and painting her with hot, sticky ropes of his semen. She moaned beneath him, her back arching and her tongue sticking out, desperate to catch his seed. Gene aimed around it, focusing everywhere except her mouth. Right now, Kim was only allowed to get the tiniest teasing taste of his semen... not enough to satisfy the hunger raging inside her.
While Kim was stunned, and before she had a chance to scoop the cum off her face into her hungry mouth, Gene reached down and picked up her discarded dress, roughly wiping away the sticky globs of his semen from her splattered face. Then, wiping off the last drops, he finally allowed Kim to take his cockhead back into her desperate mouth. She would only be able to get a measley few teasing drops at this point, but he let the little slut try, petting and stroking his new Cumbunny's hair as she suckled greedily on his cock. Her eyes closed in dreamy concentration as her tongue wriggled and lapped over his slit, sucking down every drop she could find.
This happened with Eliza too: she would go into a total trance as the obsession for his cum washed over her. Sometimes Gene wondered what it must feel like. Clearly it was a sexual thrill that was unmatched by any normal physical sensation. He would never know for himself, of course. The tradeoff to experience that mind-numbing pleasure was too damn high. But regardless, the utter, powerful wave of satisfaction he saw on Eliza's face sometimes almost made him jealous. In any case, Kim didn't have any deep satisfaction on her face as she tasted the few stray drops of his leftover cum. Gene saw only desperate, frustrated lust there as she sucked frantically for more.
Finally the spell that had gripped Kim passed, and she let his cock go with a pop, her blazing green eyes opening to stare at him with desperate hunger and a fresh sparkle of hatred. She seemed to realize where she was, naked on a strip-club floor, and shivered lightly, turning to grope for her discarded underwear and cum-soiled dress.
"Hold on, now," said Gene sharply, making her look up at him, startled. "You won't be needing your old clothes, Kimmy. Daddy has arranged a brand new outfit."
"What... what the fuck do you mean?" Kim asked him in an apprehensive tone. Right on cue, a brief pounding at the door signalled that the bouncer had brought the outfit that Gene had purchased from Tony.
The only question was... would Kimmy be willing to wear it? Humiliating herself this way would be a major test of her submission to him. Gene wasn't that worried, honestly. After the submissive blowjob and filling her mouth with the taste of his cock, she would probably walk through the club naked for him if she thought it would earn her a load of his cum on the other side. Kim had been wound up into a tight ball of sexual desperation, and Gene couldn't wait to see how far she could be pushed.
Without another word of explanation, he winked at Kim and rose from his chair, crossing the room to open the door and accept the hanger and pair of shoes from the bouncer. Kim squeaked in alarm, hurriedly trying to cover her pussy and tits from the eyes of the burly, smirking man in the doorway, but it was sort of a silly gesture. Afterall, the bouncer had likely taken the time to watch the little nude slut get her face painted with cum through the one-way mirror before knocking.
Kim was so distracted by the bouncer's arrival that she didn't even fully absorb the outfit that he was holding until the door was closed and Frank turned back to her. Her eyes widened in horror as she gazed at the stripper outfit that Tony had parted with for a few hundred bucks, complete with shiny black platform shoes. Sort of a rip-off, but it would be worth it to see Kimmy paraded out of the club wearing it. Not to mention the spice it would add when they got back to Gene's apartment
"F-fuck you, Frank," she said shakily, her nipples still broadcasting the fact that she was deeply aroused. "There's no way that I would ever..."
Gene just had to laugh at this point. "You keep saying that, Kimmy," he said, shaking his head as he brought her new outfit across the room to her, "but we both know that you're going to do whatever Daddy says in the end."
...
Kim sucked in a nervous breath, tottering on the massive platform shoes as they made their way down the short hallway toward the main floor of the strip club.
Her body pulsed with squirming anxiety and lust. Her sensitive nipples pressed hard against the flimsy white material of the tight cutoff top that left her toned, tanned stomach exposed to the night air. Her pussy throbbed with sweet aching need beneath the pornographically tiny red tartan skirt. Her long blonde hair was now gathered into two long pigtails that fluttered down her back as she walked, and her long legs were encased in silky white stockings that reached halfway up her thighs. She was wearing a slutty schoolgirl costume worthy of the strippers that she had probably inherited it from, dolling up and showcasing her curvy body in a demeaning display of total slutty submission.
When Frank had first presented the outfit to her, Kim was ashamed to say that her first knee-jerk reaction hadn't been disgust or anger. She had only felt a powerful wave of humiliated lust at the thought of wearing it for the smug asshole who had just dominated her. The anger and disgust had come right afterward, of course, but the eagerness to submit had arrived decisively first.
She hesitated for a moment as they reached the end of the short hallway, taking deep, gasping breaths and trying to control the powerful arousal pulsing through her.
I can do this.
Frank had convinced her to dress as a slutty schoolgirl under the condition that all she had to do was walk out the door with him in the outfit. It would only be a short walk from the edge of the room to the front doors. A short walk that she was sure would have the eyes of every slimy patron in the club glued to her slutty outfit for every second.
Wait... why the fuck did I agree to this again?
She could have just said "fuck you" to Frank and left if she really wanted to, regardless of whether she'd agreed to let him call the shots or not. But, although Kim fantasized about being that strong and defiant, she knew that she would never have been able to. Frank had won tonight. He wasn't just the boss because she was allowing it. As much as Kim hated to admit it, Frank had genuinely dominated her in that room in a way that no man had ever done before. Kneeling with his powerful, throbbing cock filling her mouth... stretching out her submissive throat... it had made her feel weak and helpless and owned in a way that still made her knees feel wobbly just thinking about it. Worse, the intense blowjob hadn't satisfied the insane arousal building inside her. And Frank had hinted with a twinkle in his eyes that if she left with him in the stripper outfit, things might continue between them once they left the club. Kim needed that with every fiber of her being at this point.
She had known that she would be wearing the schoolgirl outfit the second she had seen it. There was just no way she could say no to Frank tonight... not when there was a chance he might still fuck her and give her what she truly craved.
Seeing that she was hesitating, Frank half turned, looking over his shoulder at her with a discerning eye, his gaze traveling up and down, taking in her demeaning costume. His ugly face broke into a wide, satisfied grin and he held out his hand, gesturing her forward.
"Come on, Kimmy. Let's show everyone who you really are."
Kim gave him a flat, unimpressed stare... but she had to admit that there was no use waiting. This humiliating walk wasn't going to be any easier in five minutes. She walked forward, ignoring Frank's outstretched hand, doing her best to stand proud despite the hot, tingling shame that filled her belly and buzzed between her thighs. It was now or never. Just a quick walk.
No problem.
Kim could tell from the way the dirty eyes of the men around the room snapped to her that someone had tipped them off that there would be a spectacle to see. Probably that slimy weasel, Tony. If the feeling of the strangers' lust was intense before when she was just on Frank's arm, now it was a thousand times worse. Her whole body lit up with humiliated arousal as a dozen leering men saw her dressed in a demeaning stripper costume, her nipples pressed tight against the thin, sheer cloth of her ridiculous parody of a button-up shirt, her bare pussy feeling vulnerable and exposed beneath the obscenely tiny skirt. She was frozen for a moment, caught in a swirl of powerful shame and arousal... which unfortunately gave Frank a chance to sidle up behind her, slipping his hand under her skirt to palm her bare ass.



Kim had to bite her lip to stop from moaning. The shame, combined with the physical sensation of Frank's domination made the sexual cravings inside her flare up worse than ever. God, she needed cock. And not just any cock. She turned to Frank standing by her side and shakily whispered, "L-let's fucking go."
"Lead the way, Kimmy," he said with a smirk, gesturing her toward the front of the club... past a gauntlet of hungry eyes. Kim walked forward feeling her belly flip-flop and her pussy clench and flutter with need, sending little trails of lubrication down her inner thighs to dampen the tops of her pretty white stockings. She felt the gaze of the crowd like a physical weight on her body. All the work that Frank had done to belittle her and make her feel small and submissive came down to this erotic, humiliating moment.
He had turned her into his slutty little school girl. Publically. Frank slung his arm around Kim's waist once again as she walked, this time his hand resting on the bare skin between the cutoff shirt and the tiny skirt. Claiming her publicly. His slut. His plaything. Kim couldn't even say he was wrong at this point. Every step in this degrading outfit was another admission of Frank's ownership, and as she grew closer and closer to the door, she grew more and more aroused as well. She couldn't think straight. It was all too much.
Just as she had almost reached the entrance and escaped from the lustful eyes of the gathered crowd, Kim noticed that Vesper was watching her, arms crossed over her chest, hip cocked in a pose that displayed her lithe gorgeous body and an eyebrow raised in an expression of mild, disgusted amusement. God... Kim had looked down on this woman earlier, assuming that she was a total slut for displaying herself for the patrons of the club. But Kim realized now that she was ten times worse... She had no excuse for the powerful desire pulsing through her veins and leaking from her pussy. She wasn't a woman doing her best to earn money, she was just a desperate slut willing to do anything for Frank's cock.
Finally, they were pushing out the frost doors past the bouncer; one last set of leering eyes, and they emerged out into the warm darkness of the evening, lit only by the buzzing pink glare of the neon sign. Kim stood, wrapping her arms around herself, closing her eyes, and feeling the buzzing, fiery lust roar through her, stronger and more frustrating than ever before. There was no price too high to pay to relieve this feeling. When she opened her eyes, she locked gazes with Frank, standing in front of her with a smoldering look in his eyes as he relished the sight of his slutty little school girl bunny.
Kim was tired of waiting.
She launched herself forward, wrapping her hands around Frank's fat, balding head and pulling him in for an angry, hateful kiss. Her tongue slipped between his smirking lips to tangle and writhe wetly with the middle-aged man's fat tongue. Her leg raised instinctively, pushing up against Frank's side and lightly grinding her throbbing pussy against his bulk. One of Frank's broad hands descended to grasp her beneath her knee, supporting her lifted leg and pulling her close as he dominantly took control of the sloppy makeout, invading her mouth with his probing tongue and taking Kim's breath away with his forceful dominance.
She broke away, her breathing ragged and her nipples diamond hard beneath her slutty shirt. She cut right to the chase. "Are you going to give me what I want, Frank?" she asked in a husky whisper, lightly grinding herself against him in the warm darkness of the strip club parking lot.
Frank chuckled, like the fucking bastard that he was. "You really are a little horny slut. Making a fool of yourself really got you all hot and bothered, didn't it Kimmy?"
Kim wanted to snarl at him and bite his head off... but she didn't think that would get her any closer to fucking him, and that was all she cared about right now.
"Yeah," she said with a little groan of horny frustration. "Yeah, it fucking did, Frank. Now would you please fuck me already?" She didn't even know if she was asking him to take her home or fuck her right there in the parking lot. And, to be honest, she didn't particularly care at this moment which one he chose.
"I want to see," said Frank, his smile dropping away, replaced by an intense look of hunger. "I want to see how horny you are, Kimmy. Bend over for me." He gestured toward his beat-up ride. "Hands on the car."
Kim obeyed, untangling herself from Frank's grip, planting her hands on the hood of his beater, spreading her legs, and arching her back to present herself for his inspection. It caused another twist of humiliated lust inside her, but only a small one. After the public parade of shame in the club, this didn't feel that bad... despite the fact that the tiny fringe of skirt and the angle of her skirt meant that her pussy was exposed to Frank's eyes and the night breeze. Hopefully no one would choose to leave the strip club at this moment and see her bare, wet pussy lit up in pink neon.
She let out a low moan as Frank's rough hand glided up her inner thigh, sliding over to rest on her plump, upturned ass for a moment before cracking down in a stinging spank. She yelped and slapped a hand over her mouth, suddenly worried that if she drew too much attention, someone might see what she was doing here in public with a gross older man. But she wasn't worried enough to protest or shut Frank down. Instead, she arched her back even harder, wiggling her ass lightly, desperate for more dominant attention.
Her hand muffled another animal moan of lust as Frank's thick flingers slipped down between her cheeks, grazing her virgin asshole before resting lightly on her sopping cunt. Her breaths were coming in huge, hissing breaths through her nose, her heart thumping wildly in her chest. She knew now that she wouldn't be able to stop even if all of the sleazy patrons of the club came out to watch her. She needed Frank that fucking badly.
Kim went weak in the knees as Frank slowly inserted a thick finger into her hot, dripping pussy. She had never felt this turned on in her entire life. She could feel her pussy clenching and milking Frank's invading finger as he slowly pumped it in and out, wiggling his thumb to stimulate her throbbing clit as he went. She felt so fucking close. Right on the edge of an orgasm that she prayed would finally relieve her consuming lust. But she needed more. Either Frank needed to move faster, or he had to drop the fucking tease and pull his cock out right here and now.
But instead, Frank disappointed her, withdrawing his hand and wiping his hand contemptuously over the soft, hot skin of Kim's exposed ass.
Kim looked back at him over her shoulder, lips parted, panting with lust. He couldn't leave her hanging like this. Not when she was so fucking close. "Frank... please," she said in a small, weak whisper, swaying her ass on her tall platform heels, trying desperately to tempt him to go further. "Fuck me. I fucking need it."
"You want me to fuck you in public?" asked Frank with a toothy grin, eyebrow raised. "In the parking lot of a filthy strip club? But I thought you were soooo much better than me. What happened?"
Kim groaned in frustration, reaching back to finger her own juicy cunt as she said, "Come the fuck on! I know you want to, you fucking bastard."
Kim saw, based on the teasing expression on his face, that Frank had no intention of satisfying her cravings. "Sorry, Kimmy, no can do," he said with a shake of his head. "You might be a slut that fucks in dirty parking lots, but I guess I'm just too classy of a guy. You're going to have to wait until we're back at my place."
Kim whined in raw, intense sexual frustration. She could see her chance slipping away. She was going to have to leave her car behind in this parking lot and go home with Frank, enduring a long, teasing car ride with him before she would finally get her reward. Even that was too long for her to wait at this point. She wanted Frank's cock right fucking now.
And she thought there still might be a way to get it. It would be devastatingly humiliating, but at this point, even crossing her last red line and shattering her pride wasn't too high a price to pay.
Kim locked eyes with Frank and took a shuddering breath, her lip trembling slightly as she worked up her courage. Frank stopped in his tracks, sensing that something was coming he would want to hear.
"Please fuck me..." said Kim in a husky, trembling whisper, her luminous green eyes shining with naked need.
"...Daddy."
Even as Kim felt the conflicted stab of submissive pleasure and twisted humiliation at finally giving in to using the demeaning pet name, she could see that her tactic had succeeded. The look of sudden intrigued arousal on Frank's ugly face sent a thrill of anticipation through her, making her pussy twinge and raising goosebumps over all of the bare flesh exposed by her slutty outfit.
Frank looked conflicted for a second, an expression that Kim was unused to seeing on his face... then he reached down to unzip his pants, fishing inside to pull out his big, thick cock, his expression hardening into dominant lust. "Ok, Kimmy..." he grunted, stepping forward and placing a firm hand on Kim's waist, moving into position behind her. "You want Daddy's cock that bad? How can I say 'no'?"
"Yes, Daddy, yes!" gasped Kim, spreading her legs wider as Frank slid the swollen head of his cock up and down her dripping slit. "Fuck me, Daddy!" Now that she had broken the seal, she embraced the twisted pleasure of the word. Frank felt like her Daddy now... the dark, dominant male figure who she couldn't resist. Who she couldn't help but submit to.
With a grunt, Frank pressed forward, sinking slowly into Kim's needy cunt, stretching it wide inch by inch with his thick, dominant cock. It was like Kim had found heaven on earth. Her fingers gripped the hood of his beat-up car in white-knuckled claws, throwing her head back in a silent scream of pleasure. Her body was on fire with deep satisfaction. She clenched herself tight around her Daddy's invading cock as it slowly slid home, filling every inch of her slutty, submissive pussy. The comparison with Jamie from the other day was mind-blowing. It was completely night and day. This cock felt like a revelation. A whole new world of pleasure. Jamie's cock had just felt underwhelming.
Multiple times this past week, sexual situations with Frank had felt like they clicked a puzzle piece into place for Kim. Like she had found the perfect match. She had no idea why that might be. Objectively, Frank was a fucking asshole with a face only a mother could love. But she wasn't going to worry about that now. Right now she had no room for anything in her brain beside the sizzling, glowing satisfaction of having Frank's cock bottom out, balls deep in her hot wet pussy, filling and stretching her in ways she hadn't known were possible.
Frank began to thrust into her with short, powerful strokes, and Kim leaned forward heavily on the hood of the car, suddenly unable to trust her pleasure-weakened knees. She was completely unable to stop herself from moaning louder as Gene's cock ploughed into her soft pussy. She was totally exposed, humiliatingly dressed as a slutty school girl, getting fucked doggy-style by a fucking creep in a strip-club parking lot... and she fucking loved it. She squirmed her hips backward frantically, trying to feel every inch of Frank's cock. "F-fuck! Give it to me Daddy!" she moaned breathlessly as his massive cock slid in and out of her slick cunt. "Make my pussy yours!"
"It is fucking mine," grunted Frank, reaching down to take one of Kim's pigtails in each hand. She let out a little wail of pain, surprise, and submissive pleasure as he pulled her hair back, using it as reins to get better leverage as he plunged deep inside her. "You're all mine now, Kimmy. More than you even realise."
Kimmy couldn't care less what Frank was saying right now. She only cared about his massive cock thrusting deep inside her. Low animal moans poured from her throat, and she stopped worrying that she might get caught. But just getting fucked wasn't enough for her right now. Her body instinctively knew what she needed. The same thing that had drawn her to the fucking asshole in the first place. Cum. Jizz. Thick, hot, sticky semen. Her pussy rhythmically milked her Daddy's cock with every penetrating thrust, doing its best to make him cum.
"Cum for me, Daddy!" she whined, a bitch in heat bouncing on Frank's cock as he pulled her hair from behind. "God I fucking need it so badly!"
Frank roared behind her, speeding up his powerful thrusts. Kimmy's body tensed with anticipation, somehow knowing that when he came inside her, it would unleash an orgasm that would finally satisfy her horrible sexual tension. But just when she was sure Frank was about to explode, his hand left her hair and his cock withdrew, leaving her trembling and whimpering, brought once again to the edge of orgasm but not over it. She had a wild hope for a second that Frank was just repositioning, but when she turned over her shoulder to look, he was tucking his cock back into his pants, breathing heavily with a sheen of sweat on his brow and a wide, sloppy grin on his face.
"Daddy, no," whined Kim desperately, the hateful cutesy word already feeling more natural on her tongue. "You can't do this to me! Give me your cum... please!"
"You already got an extra little treat I wasn't planning on giving to you, you greedy little brat," said Frank jovially, giving her a playful spank on the ass. "Now get in the fucking car."
With that, he circled the car to the driver's side, leaving Kim staring after him in disbelief. He's seriously going to stop when we're both so fucking close? She couldn't beleive the audacity of this fucking prick. But maybe she should have been used to it by now. The passenger side door unlocked with a clicking noise and Kim straightened back up onto wobbly legs, muttering, "Fucking smug entitled asshole son of a fucking bitch," to herself savagely under her breath as she self-conciously tugged down her tiny skirt. Luckily, despite how loud and slutty her moans had become, it looked like no one had noticed their filthy parking lot fuck session.
Frank impatiently beeped the horn of his car, making Kim jump and glare at him. She spared one last longing glance over her shoulder to where her car was parked... if she turned around right now, she could be back home taking a long cleansing shower in less than half an hour. But she knew she couldn't do that. To get what she needed, she would have to go home with Frank. And as unappetizing as that was, it sounded much better than giving up without getting the satisfaction she craved.
With a sort of horny resolve filling her, Kim opened the door and eased herself down off of her high heels into the passenger seat of Frank's awful little car, ready to do whatever it took to earn the satisfaction she craved.
...
By the time they'd made it to the door of Frank's apartment in the shitty building where he lived, Kim was so horny she could no longer think straight. Frank had reached over between her thighs for the entire ride to his apartment, flipping up her slutty little skirt to play with her pussy as he filled the car with a constant stream of filthy dirty talk.
As they made their way through the halls to his apartment door, Frank no longer needed to put his arm around Kim's waist and forcefully pull her close. She was hanging off him now, snuggling up, her hand resting on his crotch beneath the imposing swell of his gut, massaging and gripping the thick bulge there with hungry intensity. They didn't pass anyone on the way in, but if they had, they would have seen a naughty little schoolgirl slut, cock-crazy with submissive lust for a man twice her age and half her attractiveness.
"God, I'm going to make you cum so hard, Daddy," she said in a sweet, whimpering voice, "I'm going to wrap this sweet pussy around your cock and milk every last drop out of those big fucking balls."
"I like that spirit, Kimmy," said Frank with a nasty chuckle, unlocking the door of his apartment. "Keep focusing on that feeling. I think you're going to need that motivation in a second."
Frank's ominous words just barely registered with Kim, whose forehead wrinkled into a frown for a moment as Frank opened the door to his apartment and led the way inside. But she let it pass quickly. It was hard to concentrate on worries when she was so fucking close to getting the creamy load she craved. She walked in behind Frank, saying in a raspy, seductive voice, "So where do you want me, Daddy? Are we going to use your bed, or do you just want to fucking bend me over and..."
Kim trailed off in shock as she left the entryway/kitchen and entered the living room, her eyes going wide as she realized that she and Frank weren't alone. There was another woman sitting on the edge of Frank's couch wearing a bunny costume just as obscene as Kim's schoolgirl outfit, complete with a tight corset that hugged her curves, fishnet stocking that encased her gorgeous, willowy legs, silky black bunny ears on a headband, and a leather collar snug around her delicate throat.
The unexpected sight of another woman in a slutty costume shocked Kim so badly that for a moment she didn't recognise the mystery woman. But when Kim's eyes met the icy, beautiful gaze of the slutty bunny on Frank's couch, the recognition snapped into place with sickening clarity.
Eliza.
The room seemed to sway around Kim, her whole perception suddenly swimming with dreamlike unreality. She felt like she might faint. It wasn't fucking possible. What the fuck was her sister-in-law doing here in Frank Penn's apartment? Why was she dressed up like a slut? Why was Frank standing there grinning ear to ear like he was fucking proud of himself. More and more questions piled up on top of each other as Kim, slack jawed and speechless, stared at her sister-in-law.
Eliza looked almost as shocked as she felt, her hands flying up to absurdly cover her chest... as if that would hide how slutty the rest of her bunny costume was. "Gene!" yelped Eliza, her eyes darting over the ugly middle-aged man standing between them who was looking like the cat that ate the canary, "You didn't tell me we would be doing this so soon! Is she ready to...?"
"Don't question me, Lizzie," said Frank flatly. "Kimmy's ready for the truth. It might just take a little convincing, from both of us."
Kim's lust-addled mind struggled to keep up with the impossible things that were happening. But one detail did stick out.
"Gene?" she asked in a disbelieving tone, her eyes darting between her sister-in-law and the man that she wasn't sure she knew at all anymore.
"As in Gene Crowder? As in the asshole who's been bullying my brother?"
She read the truth in Eliza's guilt and Frank's... no... Gene's smug grin.
As bad as it had been to be under this horrible man's influence, now it was a thousand times worse. She had sucked the cock of her brother's most hated enemy. Her brother's wife was sitting there in a slutty costume as well, for reasons that Kim still didn't want to ponder. She needed to get the fuck out of there.
But she was dressed in a slutty stripper costume. With no car.
And even worse, even through her shock and sense of awful betrayal, herself of powerful, suffocating arousal never left. She was still so horny it was hard to think.
Eliza stood, her eyes concerned. She clicked across the room on heels almost as tall as Kim's, letting her tower over her much more petite sister-in-law. She placed a soothing hand on Kim's arm, an effect a little spoiled by Gene's gloating face leering at Kim from the side.



"I know you're confused, honey," said Eliza gently, "but I think we need to have a talk. There are some... important things that you need to know about your situation. About our situation. About the strange feelings you've been having this week."
And, although her mind was swirling with lust and rage and devastating confusion, when Kim stared up into Eliza's clear blue eyes, she could tell that her sister-in-law wasn't lying about having answers for her. And she wanted those almost as much as she wanted Gene's cum.
This confusing, mind-boggling situation made Kim want to bite and claw and scratch at the perfect bunny standing above her and the evil, gloating asshole standing a few feet away until they were sorry they'd ever messed with her. But if Eliza had answers of any kind... she needed to hear them. Kim swallowed around a suddenly dry mouth, licked her lips, and nodded hesitantly.
"Ok...You have exactly thirty seconds to tell me what the fuck is going on."
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The room was full of red solo cups, and although the party buzzed with excited conversation, Cameron had never felt so nervous in his life. He couldn't deny that there was an excitement alongside his anxiety coming back to his hometown after being away for several months of college. Especially because Cameron knew that Madi was there.
It felt like she was calling to him through the hazy, raucous noise of the party. The one who got away. The object of his desire, and of every other young man who had graduated with him last year. He was home now from a new formative time at college, and the world seemed to pulse with new possibilities. Tonight, she would be his. At last.
He needed this. Needed to prove he could be the kind of man even Madi wanted.
Madi teetered on the staircase even while sitting, her enormous bust nearly spilling out of her black bikini top, her matted blue hair drooping over her brow as her nineteenth birthday gift of filler-enhanced cheeks and lips looked comically exaggerated under the bright halogens above them. Her soft midsection and thick thighs clenched together to keep her from drunkenly tipping over. She had always been the hottest girl in school, and there had been whispers around the party tonight that she had landed some sort of mysterious modeling job since graduation. Despite her struggle to stay upright, her phone remained affixed to her hand, the sound of her long nails clacking against the keys, with a dedicated fury.
Cameron stood in front of her, the young woman he adored, running his fingers through his shaggy hair, clearing his throat,
"Hey, Madi."
She looked up from the phone, her pale skin glowing. A faint smile of recognition. An odd glitter in her eyes.
"Oh, hey Cam, it's good to see you. So many people here, I almost didn't notice you. Hold on, I have to send a text to someone."
"Sure."
Cameron awkwardly put his hands in his pockets, feeling his cheeks get flushed as he couldn't help but stare at Madi's perfectly curvy, thick body. The subject of so many angsty jerk-off sessions. The body he had dreamed about while other guys had explored it. Tonight he was going to change that. Be the man he always wanted to be.
She finished sending her text and grinned at Cameron, putting her phone away while keeping the screen carefully turned from Cameron's view, as if concealing something. The pungent stench of acrid weed, spilled cheap beer and cigarettes wafted all around them, even at the top of the staircase; it was overwhelming. As he glanced behind him, the stairs were longer, the light fixtures on the ceiling pierced the dark like stars, the corridors he saw, which had been full of partygoers, were now empty. There was no pulsating music, just silence.
The buzzing intensified, and Cameron's perception blurred.
He groaned, opening his eyes to a dark room, slumped against the wall. He was confused, disoriented. Hadn't he just been talking to Madi? He had to find her. Had to seal the deal. He stood, feeling a strange ache inside of him, a constant vibration that worsened with each step. He opened the door and squeezed past other partygoers, seeking out Madi once more, heading further up the stairs where he had last seen her.
He nearly slipped as he stepped onto the stairs, but just barely caught himself on the bannister.
"Fucking Christ."
He looked down to see there was water everywhere, leaving the stairs dark and slick. He steadied himself and headed up further. Stepping past the double doors, he saw that the upper floor was as silent and deserted as he had seen earlier. The corridor was dark, with only a single lamp near the master bedroom. A simple, dull bulb to guide the path ahead.
Wet footprints traced down the hall, circling each other. Spiraling little puddles that led to the bedroom door, which was slightly ajar, Cameron could hear the faintest of voices, so soft it barely rose above the intense bass below.
Calmly, he crept forward. All other sounds except the wind seemed to fade out into nothingness. Cameron knew something was wrong; his instincts told him as much, but he couldn't stop. He felt pulled forward by something more powerful than the anxiety twisting his guts. His vision narrowed. The corridor felt impossibly long as he approached, but he still arrived at the door before he felt ready to see what was inside. The door was open. He peered in.
He wished he never had.
Madi was on her knees, ankles underneath her soft, plump cheeks, wearing only her bra and panties, presenting her curvy figure as a feat for the eyes. Cameron wished he could have enjoyed it more, but his attention was stolen by the other person in the room. Madi was staring upward with smoldering adoration, holding the towering velvety girth of the man standing above her in her delicate, long-nailed hand.
Wyatt. It made Cameron's blood run cold to see him. Why the fuck was he here? At a house party with his little brother's hometown friends?
But despite his shock, the obscene little play carried on without Cameron. Madi's voice was quiet, robbed of definition as she spoke in awe.
"What the fuck? Holy shit, it's fucking huge."
In comparison, Wyatt's voice was loud, unapologetic, commanding. The same sneering, superior tone that still haunted Cameron.
"Biggest you've seen?"
Madi nodded, entranced by the throbbing veins that ran alongside the shaft, hesitating to run her hand down it. Wyatt grinned.
"Go ahead. Touch it. It won't bite."
He let out a low chuckle as her soft hand struggled to fit around his cock. She bit her lip, looking up at Wyatt's already perfectly sculpted body, his strong chest and defined biceps enhanced by his tight v-neck. He ran his fingers through her hair.
"Got something to say?"
Madi slowly ran her hand down his cock, it was warm, throbbing, pulsing with a masculine energy. She looked up, her hazel eyes grappling with Wyatt's as she spoke.
"You know... I've always had kind of a thing for you, big guy," she said shyly, her hands growing bolder as they began to glide up and down his thick shaft. "In a fucked up 'he's such an asshole, but it's kind of hot' sort of way."
Wyatt laughed. Like he always did, with an edge of wild cruelty to it. "Is that so? You and every other girl in town. What did it for you? The car? The sports?"
Madi giggled, biting her lip. "Well... it's sort of fucked up... Remember that time you got Cam in a headlock? It was at Chrissy's pool party."
Wyatt continued running his fingers through her hair.
"Oh yeah. Poor guy. Everyone was laughing at him."
She nodded, kissing his broad cockhead with her full lips. Her tongue slithering out, dragging her tongue stud across his glans.
"I really did feel sorry for him. But...it got me kind of wet."
"Oh yeah?"
"Fuck yes. When you threw him into the pool, and he made that little yelp..."
The buzzing continued. Cameron closed his eyes to stem the tears that were forming. He opened them again, to a room that was terribly familiar, white sheets with ivory posts, a wedding photo on the wall next to a walk-in closet, a woman with her back turned to him, stretching, turning her head back towards him, her features a distorted blur. The only thing he could make out was a cruel grin.
Madi's head slowly descended the impressive length of Wyatt's cock, a trail of spit and slime already leaking down his shaft to drip down to the ground below. She wrapped one hand around his heavy sack, coveting it between her fingers as her other hand grabbed his thigh to brace herself. With a whimper of submissive arousal, she slid down to his broad hilt, filling her throat with his manhood.
Cameron felt the crushing weight of the sight in front of him. In a haze of anxiety and fear, he tried to speak, but couldn't. He was standing right there in that doorway, yet neither of them acknowledged him. He didn't exist. Cameron was a ghost.
Madi's eager blowjob picked up speed, until rhythmic choking *gluck*s of obscene worship filled the room. The curvy body that Cameron had worshipped from afar writhed and twisted as Madi put her heart and soul into sucking his hated brother's cock, her tits bouncing softly in her bra and her toes gripping against the carpet for more traction.
Suddenly, the reality of the situation seemed to dissolve in Cameron's mind. This wasn't happening. It was just a memory. One of the many times Wyatt had deliberately fucked with him. But this was all wrong... He had heard what Madi said that night... seen her slutty submission. But it had been heartbreaking and infuriating. So why was the memory now tinged and tainted with dark, twisted arousal?
Suddenly, Wyatt grabbed the hilt of his cock and slowly pulled it out of Madi's slutty throat, angling it at her upturned, panting face. She was ready and wanting, mewling and moaning for his seed as she stuck out her pierced tongue. Cameron watched in horror as Wyatt jerked his saliva-slicked cock rapidly, grunting animalistically in release.
Wyatt's load was inhuman. The first thick rope splattered against Madi's long eyelashes, clumping into a series of pearls and webs that dripped down her cheeks. His cockhead bulged again, shooting another triumphant arc of cum over her head. He adjusted his aim and splattered her eyes shut with another blast. The rest of his volume was spent coating her lips and chin in a thick, pale honey that she hungrily scooped up, giggling all the while.
The buzzing stopped. Cameron opened his eyes. With the haze of the dream fading, the room was recognizable once again, seeing Bianca and his wedding photo in the same gilded frame. Bianca turned around, toothbrush in hand, her voice saccharine.
"Good morning, princess."
For a moment, Cameron felt a wave of relief that the strange, upsetting, erotic dream was over, and he had returned to reality. But then the true nature of reality seeped in. The tight bonds contorting his body into a humiliatingly submissive position. The powerful vibrator pressed tight to his still-aching asshole. The spiky cage currently biting into his cock from the aftermath of the distressingly erotic dream.
In many ways, the reality he had woken up into was even worse than the dream he had escaped.
Bianca gave him a cold, leering smile around her toothbrush, then turned and spat heavily into the sink. After briefly rinsing her mouth, she returned to the room, taking her time as she slowly approached her bound husband. Right now, she was just wearing a bathrobe, the sort that was completely normal for her when she was preparing for the day. Even so, her feminine curves were impossible to ignore... even for someone in as much pain as Cameron.
"Mmmm. Look at you, enjoying yourself all night long," she leaned down to swipe up a little bit of the tacky, mostly-dried semen that had crusted on the shiny pink cage trapping his cock. At this point, last night was drifting back to Cameron in bits and pieces. After fucking his ass hard with a strap-on, Bianca had bound him with the vibrator against his asshole and left him for the night.
No wonder he had a strange sexual nightmare... sleep had been almost impossible, and Cameron was a little shocked he had managed to drift off at all.
Shamefully, in the early hours of the morning, tortured and aroused by his bindings and the maddening buzz of the vibrator against his most intimate area, Cameron had orgasmed. Which was exactly what Bianca was focusing on right now with cruel, taunting delight.
She reached up and, with a few contemptuous jerking motions, loosed the ball gag plugging his mouth. Cameron flexed his sore jaw and stared up at his wife warily, without any idea what she planned to do next.
"What?" she asked with a nasty chuckle, "No 'good morning, honey' today? What's the matter? Did I do something to upset you?"
It was hard to look at Bianca the same way after yesterday's events. Something dark and cruel had been unleashed from inside his wife, and Cameron was still reeling from the revelation that the woman he had come to know as a sweet, caring wife was capable of this type of perverse torture. And yet...there were flashes here and there, flashes in the way she looked at him when she was doing unforgivable acts of emasculation...at times yesterday, he could see the same love there in her eyes that he had seen in their tenderest moments together as a married couple.
How could that love and sadism coexist in the same person? Cameron had no idea, but he had a feeling he was going to be finding out today whether he wanted to or not.
"I know what's got you all cranky," crooned Bianca. She held the half-dried, crusty semen up to his mouth, her lips pulling upward into a manic grin. "No breakfast..."
Cameron had no defence. He was helpless as a baby in his tight bonds, and besides, he had already eaten his semen at Bianca's insistence yesterday. There was no point in balking now. He opened his lips and licked the foul leavings off his wife's fingertip as if he enjoyed it. If he had to endure one more day of his wife's worst impulses, it was probably easier to go with the flow.
Bianca smirked in approval at Cameron's docile acceptance of his place. "That's a good boy... or a good girl, should I say?" she laughed and moved to the dresser, grabbing a package of wet wipes and a pair of latex gloves, which she snapped on swiftly. When she returned to the bed, Cameron was shocked and pleased to see her fish the silver key from between her breasts and unlock his cage.
The relief was immediate and intense. So much so that Cameron couldn't help letting out a little groan as his chafed cock, covered in angry red indents from the spikes of his cage, was finally released. Bianca plucked a wet wipe from the package and began unceremoniously swiping it over Cameron's genitals, using her free hand to prop up her chin as she lay on the bed between his knees.
"I bet you're just dying to know what your Villainess has in store for you today, aren't you, hubby?" she said, her sharp blue eyes staring up into his with that strange, frightening blend of love and predatory hunger.
Bianca was moving the wet wipe briskly and without sexual intent, scrubbing away the leftover cum from the multiple times Cameron had ejaculated in his cage. But, despite the clinical harshness of the cleaning and the fact that he couldn't feel his wife's skin through the latex, Cameron found himself growing stiff. He had cum several times from humiliation and other types of stimulation yesterday, and having even the slightest touch on his cock felt intoxicating. Added to that, being completely bound and helpless with the vibrator still buzzing between his ass cheeks while Bianca touched his sensitive cock and balls made him feel intensely vulnerable in a way that only made his arousal spiral higher.
"Well, I don't want to spoil all the surprises that I have in store," said Bianca slyly, "but I can give you some hints."
She pinched the head of his cock painfully tight and pulled it up and to the side, cleaning his balls with swift, painful swipes. "Yesterday, you saw a whole new side of me... and I saw a whole new side of you. A weak, submissive, soft side. A feminine side."
Cameron groaned and shifted in his bindings. He knew what Bianca was talking about. There was a pronounced undercurrent in her cruel sadism yesterday...emasculating him and casting him in a feminine light. Making him wear panties and eat cum, referring to his penis as a clit, and fucking him in the ass. It was clear that the idea of feminizing Cameron was appealing to the Villainess, and the fact that she wanted to go further down that road filled Cameron with apprehension.
"Babe... Bianca," he said seriously, staring his wife in the eyes. His voice was rough and croaky from yelling last night and the endless moans that his long erotic torture had drawn from him. "Please... this is too much. I think we need to take a step back from this."
Bianca's eyes were wide and surprised, seemingly shocked at his statement. Then they narrowed and hardened. "Oh... is that so? So my big, tough man, who told me that he wanted to pay me back for all the times I endured his perverted bedroom fantasies, suddenly gets cold feet the second that we play a game where he isn't the boss. Is that right?"
Cameron felt a stab of fear in his heart at the cold fury closing his wife's face. But that was just the problem. Before yesterday, he never would have suspected that his wife could terrify him. "Bianca, can't you see that this is going to change things?" he pleaded. "If you go further than you did yesterday, how will you be able to look at me the same way ever again? How will I be able to look at you?"
Bianca stared at him with narrowed eyes for a moment, and then, bizarrely, threw back her head and laughed. Cameron stared down at her in horror.
"Darling, I have no idea what you mean!" She said in almost exactly the same tones she had used before this awful weekend. "Look at you differently? This is always how I've seen you. And I loved you all the same, despite the fact that you are a weak, pathetic little sissy. Are you saying that you can't love me now that you know who I really am?"
She said it in a taunting way, but the question still hit Cameron hard. Could he love Bianca now that he knew she had this darkness in her heart? Even if she went completely back to her normal sweet self tomorrow morning, would he always be looking for the monster behind her eyes, peeking out through the bars?
God help him, he thought he could. He didn't know why, but he was still attracted to this woman, even with the awful things she had done to him... and still had yet to do.
"Anyway... enough of your whining, Cammy," said Bianca with a sneer, putting heavy emphasis on the feminine name. She reached down and made a tight circle with thumb and forefinger around the base of his ballsack, pulling his testicles tight against the skin. "Today, we're going to explore your feminine side. You're going to be my pretty... little... sissy."
With each word, she lightly patted his balls with her latex-covered fingers, sending sickening jolts of pain up through Cameron's belly. He whimpered and tried to squirm away from the sensation, but there was no defence or escape. If Bianca wanted to utterly crush his balls right now, he would be helpless to stop it, and she wanted him to know that.
"The very fact that you still think you can get out of this tells me that you aren't submissive enough yet," she said with a pensive frown, running a long fingernail over the sensitive skin of his stretched-tight ballsack. "I won't be satisfied until you really accept that you aren't a man. Until you really believe that all you have between your legs is an overgrown clit and a set of swinging ovaries." She gave his balls one more firm, painful part, then moved her hand up to grab and twist a handful of his pubic hair, drawing another strangled groan from Cameron's throat.
"But before we can get you thinking like a sissy," she said with an evil smile, "We need you looking like one. Time for a makeover, Cammy."
****
This time, Bianca allowed Cameron to wear regular jeans and a t-shirt, but he didn't let that fool him. There was no mercy in her beautiful blue eyes as she drove him through town. Just the cold, cruel amusement of a cat that had found a mouse to play with.
Bianca had put his cage back on as soon as she had finished cleaning away the grime and crust from yesterday's erotic torture. The emasculating pink cage was once again biting into Cameron's cock, which, despite his disquiet, was still semi-hard as he considered what fresh humiliations the new day might bring.
To his discomfort, he realized that they were headed in the same direction that they had the previous morning. Toward Temptationz, the sleazy sex shop where Bianca had apparently purchased most of the supplies for her special weekend. Bianca looked over at him with a grin as she saw that the realization spread across his face. "That's right, Cammy. I needed a little assistance from my new friend Rose for this next part. She's an expert in helping poor mixed-up sissies like you... get in touch with their feminine side."


This time, they pulled up to the back of the building rather than the parking lot, and the tall, shaved-headed woman was waiting for them, propping open the door with the toe of her high-heeled boot while she smoked a cigarette with single-minded intensity.
Rose dropped the butt as they approached, grinding it precisely beneath her heel and blowing the last drag of smoke straight into Cameron's face. "I liked your pet better when he was leashed," she said, a nasty smirk marring her sharp, yet beautiful features.
"Don't worry, Rose," said Bianca warmly, kissing Rose fleetingly on the lips in greeting. "Cammy here is just a lump of clay right now. Let's turn her into a masterpiece, you and I."
The easy familiarity with which Bianca had kissed the intimidating woman made a shock of strange jealousy pulse through Cameron. It felt way too familiar. Like it wasn't the first time they had kissed. He remembered now that yesterday, Bianca hadn't introduced him to Rose as her husband. She had only ever called him "pet".
But, as usual, he wasn't given any time to process his feelings, Bianca was already impatiently waving him forward into the rusty back door of the sex shop as Rose disappeared inside ahead of them.
Cameron had thought that the sales floor of Temptationz was sleazy, but the back room was even less appealing. I was lit by dim, bare bulbs, and dusty boxes of dildos, sex dolls, and other miscellaneous objects of perversion crowded around the walls, giving the back room a cluttered, maze-like feeling. Cameron followed after the two women with uneasiness swelling in his heart, and was a little relieved when they emerged into a more open area.
That is, until he saw the chair.
It looked a little bit like a dentist's chair, and Cameron could tell that it would be able to recline fairly far. But, unlike a dentist's chair, it had two separate rests for legs. And, even more worryingly, each armrest and leg rest had thick leather restraints built into the ends.
"Ok, bitch boy, strip off those clothes," said Rose sharply, turning to him and rubbing her hands together with an eager smile on her face. "Time to make you into the pretty girl we all know you are deep inside."
Cameron still had no idea what exactly Bianca intended to do to him in this dirty backroom of a sleazy sex shop. And putting himself in the hands of someone like Rose filled him with deep anxiety. He looked toward his wife with a pleading expression, but he found no mercy in her cold blue eyes.
"You heard the woman, Cammy. Get naked. This is why we came here after all."
Feeling flushed all over with embarrassment, not just from his exposure, but also from submitting to the degrading command, Cameron tugged off his t-shirt and jeans. He hesitated for just a moment in his boxers, but Bianca made a sound of exasperated impatience and rotated her hand in a "let's go" motion. Cameron took a deep breath and dropped his boxers to the floor, standing naked in front of the pair of smirking, leering women.
"Holy fuck, Villainess," said Rose with a nasty chuckle, scanning up and down Cameron's nude body with glittering eyes, "No wonder you looked at this little twink and thought 'let's feminize him'. He's more than halfway there already."
Bianca laughed with her. "Yes, my little Cammy has always had a feminine side. We just need to help her get in touch with it. Up on the chair, Cammy. Auntie Rose is going to take gooood care of you."
Cameron no longer felt like he could resist. And besides, he had already come this far. He clambered up onto the stiff, slightly greasy-feeling leather, feeling tiny pieces flake off against his skin as he slid into place. The way that the leg rest split made his legs naturally spread, leaving his caged cock and balls dangling exposed between his legs.
Rose pulled up a rolling stool and tray, looming over Cameron as he cringed on the chair. Her face would have been beautiful in most circumstances, but right now, animated by a lurid grin, her nose and lip piercing glinting in the dim light, she looked terrifying.
She reached out with a finger and tweaked Cameron's pathetic, trapped genitals, making them swing with a pitiful jolt. "Nothing that I like to see more than a sub who knows his place," she said approvingly, "But unfortunately, we're going to have to let her little clit lose for a few minutes."
Bianca moved forward smoothly, leaning down so that the key around her neck could reach the lock on the cock cage. She paused for a moment as she noticed her husband's clear distress. She frowned and rolled her eyes, then laid a steadying hand on Cameron's bare, heaving stomach. "Calm down... You belong to me, Cameron. Rose knows better than to do any damage to my property. Get a grip. It's fun to see you squirm, but at a certain point you need to grow a fucking spine."
Her words were exasperated and dismissive, but they did give Cameron some hope. With all the talk about turning him into a woman and the terrifying atmosphere of this backroom, for a second, his mind had gone to a truly dark place. He was able to relax fractionally as Bianca removed the cage and set it aside on the rolling tray with a clink.
"Ok, sissy," said Rose matter-of-factly, "Villainess told me you were well-trained enough to not need the restraints, so don't prove her wrong, ok? I think she might be a little upset if you embarrass her like that."
Bianca nodded as Cameron's eyes flicked over to her, and when he turned back to Rose, she had scooped up a shallow tray of some sort of thick, amber-colored goop, which she stirred using something like a large popsicle stick.
He didn't recognize what it was until Rose had already scooped up a healthy glob and spread it over a patch of his pubic hair, sealing it down with a strip of cloth. Fuck... I'm getting waxed. In one sense, it was kind of a relief. With all the foreboding talk about turning him into a girl, it felt like he could have been in for a lot worse.
But any relief he may have felt died in a powerful flare of pain as Rose mercilessly ripped away the cloth, taking a healthy patch of short, curly hair with it. Cameron let out an embarrassing squeal and had to fight hard not to thrust his hands down and defend himself as Rose began applying another patch of wax. He couldn't resist or prevent this. Not without infuriating the woman who was in complete control of his life right now.
Speaking of Bianca, through the water filling his eyes from the pain, he saw that she had knelt down beside him, gripping his right hand in hers. "I know, I know, sissy," she said in a voice that was half-soothing and half-mocking, "Beauty hurts, doesn't it?"
Rose slathered more wax over another patch of his pubic hair, working with swift, economical movements that told Cameron she was experienced. The cloth came down next, and Cameron's body tensed, knowing that another painful ripping-up of hair was imminent.
"It's not just stripping away that gross, unsightly hair, Cammy," continued Bianca, "It's stripping away that silly masculine pride. I want you to be my perfect, pretty sissy tonight, and for that, you need to look the part. Once the outside is all soft and cute and feminine, the inside will follow."
"But why?" wailed Cameron as Rose tore away another strip of hair from between his legs. Bianca gave him a warning look, but he plowed on. He needed to know. "Bian... I mean, Villainess, I'm your husband! Why do you want to see me like this? Why do you want me to be a sissy?"
"Oh shit, Cammy is your husband!?" asked Rose with a raucous laugh.
Bianca stared down at Cameron with a look of icy disappointment. She turned to Rose. "The balls next, I think, Rose dear."
Rose began slathering Cameron's testicles in the sticky amber wax, and he felt his mouth go dry. He never thought that he had particularly hairy balls, but there was certainly enough hair to make him nervous.
"W-wait," he protested, squirming a little as the hot wax touched the most sensitive part of his body, "Is that even safe?"
"Look at me," said Bianca sharply. Cameron found himself obeying, looking deep into her sharp, glaring eyes, his attention drawn away as Rose began sticking the cloth strips to his sack.
"First of all," said Bianca coldly, "You're going to do whatever I tell you. Even if the only fucking reason I'm doing it is that I find it funny. Now, it just so happens that I do have a reason for this particular game. And I'll even share it with you this time."
She reached down and gripped the cloth strip over his balls, pulling it taut against the sticky wax. "Honey, wait..." whimpered Cameron, the pain already ramping up past comfort. His body was instinctively squirming away from the sensation, and Bianca let out a frustrated growl.
"Strap him down, Rose," she snapped, and in seconds his arms and legs were buckled down. Once again, he was utterly at his wife's mercy.
"Don't do this, Bi...Villainess," pleaded Cameron. "I think it could really hurt something."
"That's the side of you I want to see," whispered Bianca in his ear, her voice warm and sweet and almost seductive. She pulled the wax strip a little harder, and Cameron could feel his hair pulling nearly to the breaking point. "The soft side. The weak side. It's a lot more honest than that foolish desire you have to pretend to be a man's man. I know who you really are, Cammy. I know how weak and soft you are when that artificial manly mask is stripped away."
Cameron let out a strangled yelp as she increased the pressure, ripping every hair out of his tender ballsack.
"And I want you to finally admit it. That a whimpering, pathetic submissive is who you truly are. And if I need to dress you up as a woman and crush every bit of your false masculinity beneath my heel to finally help you discard that mask, that's exactly what I'm going to do."
Finally, Bianca tossed aside the strip. It was so painful that Cameron was almost afraid to look down between his legs for fear of what he would find. But when he opened his clenched shut eyes, he was relieved to find everything in place... pink and enflamed, but not damaged beyond that.
Bianca stood, her eyes cold. "Clean up the rest, then take care of his asshole," she told Rose. "I'll go get the prosthetic."
...
The rest of Cameron's waxing was just as painful as the first half. Rose was utterly and mercilessly thorough, removing every single coarse hair from Cameron's genital area and leaving every inch soft and smooth. Then she flipped him over and did the same between his cheeks. At a certain point, Cameron could only close his eyes and breathe deeply, hoping that it would all soon be over.
And finally, it was. Cameron's lower half felt raw and tingly all over from the rough waxing that Rose had provided, but the ordeal was finally over.
Or, at least, this part of his ordeal was over. Nothing would truly be finished until the clock struck midnight. Just as Cameron felt a swell of relief that the waxing was finished, Bianca approached once again, carrying something that Cameron didn't recognise.
It looked almost like the torso of a mannequin...except just the skin or outer layer, and far more explicit. As Cameron peered at it curiously, his perspective changed, and he realized that it was more like a latex shirt, except with realistic fake breasts on the outside.
Maybe it was the pain of his waxing, but it took a second for Cameron to connect the obvious dots and realize what Bianca had planned for him.
"Get up and put your hands over your head," she said briskly, opening the stretchy silicone in preparation for the fitting. "Time for you to get in touch with your feminine side, Cammy."
Cameron looked at the prosthetic breastplate in his wife's hands dubiously, but he got up and put his hands over his head as directed. This wasn't a hill he was willing to die on. There were far worse things that Bianca had done to him already.
Bianca wasted no time in slipping the rubber prosthetic over his head. It tugged painfully at his hair for a moment before sliding snugly into place. The silicone fit remarkably well, and the skin tone was almost a perfect match. There was no doubt in Cameron's mind that his wife had provided detailed measurements and picture references for the creation of this obscene prosthetic. The seams where the silicone transitioned to skin were difficult to detect, even up close.
To say it felt strange to look down and see a pair of breasts hanging from his chest was an understatement. They were realistic d-cups, with soft pink nipples rendered in a perpetually stiff state. Cameron wonderingly raised his hands to grip the fake tits in his palms. They weren't quite realistic feeling, and there was obviously no sensation coming from them that he could feel, but it was still jarring to reach up to his chest and feel breasts hanging there.
He was distracted by a soft snort and turned to see Bianca and Rose staring at him with wide, mocking grins.
"I think she likes them," commented Rose tauntingly, pointing downward.
It was only then that Cameron realized that his cock had grown stiff. His pale, freshly-waxed manhood was standing at attention as he handled the fake tits his wife had put on him. He blushed hotly. "It's not that..." he protested. "It's just that I've been locked up so long that..."
"Uh-huh, sure..." said Rose with a chuckle as she pulled out her phone. "I'm sure any manly guy would get a raging hard-on when his wife gifted him a new set of tits. Totally normal."
She snapped a few photos before Cameron could fully cover himself, and then a few more after Cameron had covered his embarrassing erection and, absurdly, the nipples on his new fake tits.
"Back in the chair, Cammy dear," said Bianca sweetly, sitting on the rolling stool that Rose had once occupied, unzipping a small bag that rested on the rolling tray, and pulling out various tubes of makeup. "We're most of the way there. Just need to complete the effect."
Cameron lay back on the chair once again, uncomfortably aware of his throbbing erection. He wasn't even sure why he was aroused right now. This whole thing was silly. He was a man, no matter how much his wife wanted to dress him up.
"Villainess, I'll do whatever you want," he said wearily, lying back and feeling the strange sensation of his fake tits splaying over his chest. "But... I mean, what is the point of trying this hard? It doesn't matter what prosthetics you buy, or what makeup you use, people are going to know I'm a man the second they see me."
Rose and Bianca shared a look and then giggled. Bianca picked up a foam wedge and blotted some foundation onto it, then began applying it to Cameron's face in careful strokes. "You have no idea how wrong you are, Cammy," she said confidently. "People aren't looking as closely as you think. They see the secondary characteristics first. Once we are finished with you, they will see all the outward signifiers of a woman and make an assumption. You want to believe there is something inherently manly about you that will shine through no matter what. But I promise you there isn't."
Cameron didn't press his luck by talking back, but Bianca must have been able to read the skepticism on his face because she turned to Rose and said, "Cammy's not convinced she looks feminine, Rose. Show her the pictures."
Rose was quick to obey, pulling up the photos she had just taken on the phone and then holding it up in front of Cameron's eyes.
Even knowing what he was supposed to be looking at, for a second, Cameron was confused. His mind immediately interpreted the image as a short-haired woman shyly covering her private areas while otherwise nude. He shook his head as he looked closer. It was uncanny. At that distance, in the dim lighting, it wasn't possible to see the seams where the prosthetic met his skin, and the realistic swell of the breasts beneath his shrouding hands immediately made him read as female.
Of course, once you looked carefully, there were signs. His Adam's apple and narrow hips gave it away to some extent. But Cameron had to admit that if he saw someone with that body shape pass him in the street, he wouldn't flag them as male without a detailed look.
To Cameron's intense discomfort, he felt Rose reach down and pinch the head of his throbbing cock between thumb and forefinger, beginning to humiliatingly jerk him off using only two digits. Someone besides his wife was touching his cock... while she was sitting right there, carefully applying eyeliner to his face with a look of intense concentration.
"Villainess, she's... she's..." he spluttered as Rose teasingly ran her thumb and forefinger over his cock.
Bianca looked down and snorted a laugh. To Cameron's shock, she shrugged as if she wasn't the slightest bit concerned about another woman jerking off her husband. "Have your fun, Rose. But make sure he doesn't cum. I want him all juiced up and dumb with arousal tonight."
Cameron boggled with confusion. The fact that Bianca seemed just fine with another woman jacking him off seemed like almost as serious a betrayal as anything else that had happened yesterday. She gave him a chilly look. "You had better keep your face still, Cammy," she warned, "If you make me fuck up your eyeliner, you'll regret it."
"Besides," chimed Rose, "I want your attention right here, sissy." She waggled the phone in front of Cameron's eyes, increasing the pressure of her thumb and forefinger momentarily. Cameron felt his gaze falling again onto the feminine figure captured by Rose's camera, demurely covering their chest and crotch, pale and timid looking in the grimy storeroom.
"Oooh, she looks pretty hot, doesn't she, Cammy?" asked Rose in an acidly mocking voice. "Makes this pathetic little baby carrot swell up in delight, doesn't she?" Rose's fingers moved rapidly up and down Cameron's stiff, dripping cock, providing little scraps of pleasure without ever fully satisfying.
No. No, it wasn't true. This picture of himself did look like a naked woman for a second, but that impression faded quickly when you looked more closely. Cameron wanted to shake his head in denial, but he knew better than to try when Bianca was applying his makeup. He could only stare, his cock throbbing with troubled lust between Rose's skilled fingers.
"Well, think about this, sissy..." purred Rose, her fingers working mercilessly while she held the phone up in front of his eyes, "When Villainess gets you out into the world, you're going to make all the real men rock hard as well."
The idea left a strange taste in Cameron's mind. That's impossible. I'm a guy. That hasn't changed just because I have a floppy bit of silicone attached to my chest and makeup on my face.
"There's no way..." he said in a cracked voice.
Rose responded only with a mocking laugh, pausing her finger to pull the throbbing head of his cock out painfully. 'Why? Because of this little thing? You think that this is going to mean real men won't see you as a woman? You couldn't be more wrong, Cammy. I'm afraid that this tiny disappointment isn't enough to make you a man. Just look..."
She swiped forward on her phone, arriving at a new picture. This one made Cameron feel even more uncomfortable, if such a thing was possible. In this photo, although he continued to cringe shyly away from the view of the camera pointed toward him, he no longer covered anything up. But, disturbingly, the sight of his stiff cock in the photo didn't dispel the impression of femininity. The complete waxing of his nether regions had left him looking soft and feminine all over, including his erection. His cock looked small, pink, and delicate in the picture. Hardly a beacon of masculinity that would prove that he wasn't a woman.
Overall, the impression given by the picture was one of extreme androgyny, and his penis didn't clash completely with the fake breasts hanging from his chest.


"Oooh," giggled Rose teasingly, "This pic made your little clit twitch, didn't it, Cammy? Has someone got the hots for themselves? Don't worry, sister, I feel the same way every time I look in the mirror."
"No, that's not true! I just..." Cameron's voice trailed off into a frustrated moan as Rose's fingers sped up and down his cock, forcing crackles of sizzling pleasure up his spine. His eyes were captivated by the image, and, humiliatingly, he really was getting sexual pleasure from the sight of his own feminized body.
"Shut the fuck up, sissy," growled Rose. Her fingers grew cruelly tight, but no less pleasurable. "Look at this fucking sexy bitch! Do you really think that the stiff, drippy little clit bouncing between your thighs would stop a real man from bending your sweet ass over? No. Your cock has never made you a man, Cammy. You aren't qualified. You've always been a little sissy bitch at heart. We're just giving you a makeover so the outsides match the real you."
Cameron shifted his hips away from the maddening pleasure of Rose's fingers because... Oh God... he was going to cum. He couldn't look away from the disturbing mix of feminine and masculine on the phone hovering in front of his eyes. He was going to cum to the image of himself as a sissy...
In that very instant, Rose's hand leapt away from his cock, leaving it throbbing and leaking precum uselessly in the cool musty air of the sex shop store room. For a second, Cameron thought it was too late and he had slipped over the edge... but then he pulled back, left dripping and unsatisfied. Rose was apparently an expert in edging, and she had stopped stimulating him at exactly the right time.
"Perfect timing," said Bianca briskly, tossing her makeup back into the bag and zipping it up sharply. "I'm all finished up here." She turned to Rose with an eager expression on her face that gave her husband a sinking feeling. "Do you have the change of clothes I asked for?"
"When have I ever let you down?" said Grace with a wink. The two women bustled over to a duffel bag and spoke in low tones as they sorted through it, leaving Cameron to try to find his bearings again.
He was still reeling from the strange, arousing image of himself and the near orgasm that Rose had forced from him. He sat up and swung his legs out of the chair, breathing heavily. Cameron didn't think of himself as a macho guy, but his masculinity was a sort of unquestioned mental pillar. Something as natural to him as breathing. Now that his manhood was being blurred and questioned like this, it felt like his mind was built on shifting sand.
He could feel the slightly greasy sensation of makeup on his face...if he had already looked like a woman in the picture, how much more feminine did he look now that his wife had made up his face? He wasn't sure that he wanted to find out...but his cock throbbed with dark interest.
"Over here, Cammy," commanded Bianca, snapping her fingers impatiently. "Those boring, manly rags you put on this morning simply don't fit with your new image. Rose and I have picked out a new wardrobe for you that will suit you much better."
As Cameron rose and stepped toward her, she turned, a wide smile on her face and a cute set of underwear in her hands.
In her left hand, a lacy little scrap of white cloth that Cameron could only assume was a pair of panties. And in the right...she carried a beautiful white bra.
...
"I...I... Villainess, please!" pleaded Cammy in a shaky voice, nervously smoothing her skirt down once again and cringing next to the car. "People are going to see me!"
"All the more reason to hurry," said Bianca with a catlike grin, waiting on the sidewalk and feasting on the appearance of her humiliated, feminized husband. "The faster we get that wig in place, the faster you'll pass. Trust me, once we get some long silky hair on you, no one is going to be treating you like a freak."
Cammy had no idea how that could possibly be true. He had never felt more awkward and out of place in his entire life. But Bianca did have a point. The longer he stayed cowering next to the car, the more people would see him in this sorry state. He took a deep breath and wobbled forward on the heels his wife had provided as part of his new outfit. The heels felt impossible to walk in, but then again, every piece of the outfit felt wrong on his body. Bianca had dressed him in a pink cutoff top that left his belly bare to the world and displayed a daring amount of his new fake cleavage, and a short, matching skirt that made him feel dangerously exposed and cold around his nether regions. He had caught a glimpse of himself in a mirror after he put the panties back on and before he had donned the skirt, and the pink chastity cage would be clearly obvious beneath the gauzy lace of the white panties if the short skirt happened to flip up at any point.
But right now, the main thing marking him as a crossdressing man was his short-cut hair. Even then, people were more likely to assume the slutily dressed, top-heavy figure in high heels and a short skirt was a short-haired woman, but it might make them look more closely and see the truth. Which was why Bianca had brought him to what seemed like an upscale costume shop.
Cammy would have greatly preferred another sleazy venue like Temptationz. At least there this perverted show of feminization wouldn't be something that wasn't out of the ordinary. Although the strip mall the costume shop was in wasn't particularly crowded, Cammy was already getting some odd looks from passersby.
"L-let's go," urged Cammy, crossing his arms over his wobbly fake tits to hide the permanently stiff nipples that poked through the thin lingerie and t-shirt material.
Bianca herself would have looked a little slutty if she hadn't been standing next to someone dressed as outrageously as Cammy. She currently wore the same skin-tight legging she had forced her husband into yesterday, along with a t-shirt with the deepest V that Cameron had ever seen her wear, exposing a tantalizing glimpse of the sides of her perfect breasts. In other circumstances, Cammy might have enjoyed the view. Currently he was too distracted by his own revealing clothing.
"Agreed," said Bianca with an evil chuckle. "Time to put the finishing touches on this masterpiece."
A bell tinkled softly as they made their way inside the shop, and a few of the browsing guests glanced over... then did a double take. Cammy wanted to curl up and die on the spot. Even if he were a woman rather than a crossdressing man, he would still be wearing wildly inappropriate clothes for polite society. Bianca hadn't just made her husband look like a woman... he had made him look like a slut.
"Sit," commanded Bianca sharply, pointing out a chair to her husband as she looked eagerly in the direction of a display of high-quality wigs. "I'll bring you the perfect wig to turn you into Cammy."
Cammy sat down in the chair just as his wife had ordered, primly pressing his knees together, acting unconsciously more feminine, in line with what he skimpy clothes demanded. He could feel every set of eyes in the store locking onto him, men and women alike. Few could ignore the sight of the hyper-feminized man waiting for his wig. He couldn't move, couldn't speak, couldn't do anything except breathe. The experience of being paraded in public like this was piercingly humiliating, but even so, Cammy found his cock cage growing tight as he endured the stares of the other patrons.
Bianca took her time, carefully examining each wig available, in every color and length. It wasn't just for show either. She was obviously taking great care to select the perfect choice for "Cammy". It not only had to be lifelike, the wig she chose had to be the one that was made for "him", destined in her eyes and darkest fantasies to turn him into the perfect sissy.
Cammy squeezed his eyes shut, no longer able to stand the growing tension of watching Bianca's intensely focused selection. He did everything he could to stop himself from crying, not wanting to ruin the smoky, hooded mascara that was perfectly and meticulously applied. If he did, he was certain that Bianca's fury would know no bounds. He began to disassociate, wishing he could just evaporate. He even thought about running... but something stopped him, not love, not obedience, something he couldn't define.
Fragments of memories with his wife arrived in sharp splinters and fragments. Slivers a life that not only felt like a lie, but was all but confirmed to be one. By now, Cammy had been hollowed out, leaving only Bianca's unrestrained fantasy. A shell of her husband.
He felt like he was floating, drifting backwards in time to his proposal to her, then walking down the aisle. The first time he introduced Bianca to his father. The first time they fucked, their bodies in perfect unison. He had known harmony with Bianca, but with the Villainess, he had come to know only abject savagery and humiliation. Worse, a part of him liked it, truly. Yet another part of him was broken beyond repair, utterly hopeless and yet still finding room to continue risking to love her.
Cammy opened his eyes and saw Bianca holding a platinum blonde wig in front of him. It was shoulder-length and bright enough to catch every light in the store. She caressed his face softly with the back of her hand. Even in public, as exposed as he was, he fully anticipated a swift, sharp blow. He considered what it would be. An open-palmed slap? A punch? A knee to his caged cock? He cringed from an assault that never came.
Instead, her touch was loving. Soft and tender. Filled with the kind of love that was all Cammy had known from his wife for years. "Here you go, darling," she said softly, turning the wig around and lowering it onto her husband's head. "I think you'll feel a lot more comfortable in this." She affixed the wig to his head like a noble gesture, crowning him, and adhering the wig perfectly.
As Bianca stepped back, she gestured for him to stand. Cammy did so, the slightest hint of dignity in his posture. Strangely, he actually did feel a little better. It felt like the costume was complete now, no longer in a half-finished stage that left him feeling vulnerable and compromised. The other shoppers still looked on, but Cammy thought he detected Bianca clasped her hands together, admiring him like a doll she had created, the perfect avatar of her fantasy. To Cammy's shock, a tear ran down her cheek as she stepped forward and wrapped her arms tenderly around him.
Instinctively, he moved his arms around her waist, expecting the worst. He knew the traps by now, and he expected punishment. An act of vitriolic admonishment, or demeaning humiliation. Instead, Cammy felt Bianca's lips press against his, with the same fondness and warmth he had once known. She whispered into his ear, words that shook him to his very soul.
"Cameron Quaid. I love you. Forever."
It was the most terrifying phrase he had heard in the last forty-eight hours. Because he still believed it to be true.
***
"The mall again?" asked Cammy nervously as they pulled into a place in front of the mall food court once again.
Bianca just laughed, playfully winking and saying, "Of course! Why, Cammy? Are you feeling a little hungry for another taste of pizza with cream sauce?" She licked her lips demonstratively, and Cammy couldn't help but feel a swell of arousal, his poor trapped cock pinching itself against his cruelly tight cage.
"No! I mean, no...I was just wondering what the plan was for tonight," said Cammy with a blush, embarrassed by how his voice had squeaked.
Bianca just gave him a knowing grin as she unbuckled her seatbelt. "Well, unfortunately, we aren't going to have time. We're only here to meet up with some people," she said wistfully. "Too bad... You finally look like the slutty little cumguzzler you are."
She got out of the car, and Cammy had no choice but to follow. He was actually getting used to the high heels by now, although walking on them didn't hurt any less. Bianca strode up and took his arm, and together they walked toward the mall entrance, looking for all the world like two friends out for a slutty night on the town rather than husband and wife.
"Don't worry, honey," Bianca whispered in his ear as they passed through the automatic doors, "I'm sure we can find a way for you to eat some cum tonight... the night is young after all!"
Cammy couldn't tell if she was joking or not anymore, but he didn't have much time to think about it. He was distracted by the stares.
They were different from the stares he had received earlier in his short hair. Those had been stares of judgment. Disgust and bewilderment that a man was walking around with fake breasts and a short skirt in broad daylight. These stares were utterly different, although no less disturbing to Cammy. These were stares of frank and unapologetic interest.
He noticed it right away as they entered. A table of college-aged men paused in their conversation, staring with obviously heated gazes at Bianca and Cammy as they swept past. And that was the shocking part: the men really did look at both of them equally. Their gazes swept up Cammy's legs, playing around the fluttering lower hem of his skirt without knowing the secret he kept beneath it. They stared eagerly at the wobbly silicone hanging from his chest without knowing or caring that it was completely artificial. There was no judgment or mockery in their eyes, just hot, filthy, not-particularly-respectful lust.
"What? What's the matter?" asked Bianca bluntly as they clicked across the mall food court, apparently heading for the attached bar and grill on the far side. As always, she was an expert in reading her husband and had noticed his confused blush immediately.
"Nothing, Villainess... It's just... those guys," he said awkwardly, trying to keep his voice low enough that no one would hear his masculine tones.
Bianca's face lit up with a nasty smile. "Ooooh, you little slut! Did you just make your first cock hard with that sexy little body? Well, I'm afraid we don't have time for you to explore the... physical side of femininity right now, sweetheart. But we can find someone later to show you what being with a real man is like, ok?"
The casual statement sent a pang of anxiety through Cammy. "What!? Of course I don't want that!" he hissed, his eyes nearly popping out with shock that his wife would even suggest such a thing. "I mean... you know I'm not gay, Villainess."
Bianca just shrugged, continuing as though her suggestion was only natural. "Oh, don't be such a prude, Cammy dear. It's only natural for you to feel a little... confused when you attract that sort of male attention. You might never look this cute again! Why not take the opportunity?"
Cammy felt the new gaze before they even got close. The owner of the pizza place. The same one who had openly flirted with his wife, the man who Bianca had apparently given her number just to tease Cameron. He was leaning across the counter, dark eyes glittering in his piggy face as he watched Cammy and Bianca walking closer and closer to move past the window of the pizza place.
Cammy knew he would say something. The ugly older man hadn't been shy about flirting with Bianca before when her husband was right there watching. The apparent presence of another woman certainly wouldn't give him pause. In fact, Cammy could feel the pizza man's gaze crawling all over his feminized body, taking in his exposed thighs and belly just as eagerly as the college boys had.
Cammy thought about what the Villainess had just said about making cocks hard with his new feminine outfit, and his stomach turned... but at the same time as his cock twinged, pinching against its cage.
Just as Cammy suspected, the slobby man in the greasy, splotched t-shirt let out a low whistle when they were close enough to hear. "What's the hurry, Bibi?" he called out with a sloppy grin that revealed a shining gold tooth. "Come on back here and introduce me to your friend!"
Bianca chuckled at the brazen invitation, but to Cammy's immense relief, she kept walking, calling over her shoulder, "We're running a little late as is, Marco. I'll text you later, maybe."
Cammy was pathetically grateful that whatever sadistic plans Bianca had in store for tonight, they apparently didn't involve the slob who ran the pizza shop. Marco let out a sour grunt, watching their two wiggling asses as they made their way over to the bar and grill attached to the mall.
It was one of those chain restaurants that seem so overpriced and low quality that it's hard to imagine anyone willingly visiting them. But even considering that, this one seemed to be a bit seedier and run-down than average. It was nearly empty, apart from a few listless waitresses and a loud, drunk group of women gathered in one of the corners.
Cammy didn't notice until it was too late that they were headed toward the raucous group of women. He felt a sharp sensation of despairing panic as Bianca dragged him forward. It was one thing to fool men from a dozen feet away while walking past, but these were women. Surely they would be able to instantly tell that he was faking with one look.
The women seemed to largely be four or five years younger than Cameron and Bianca, maybe fresh out of college. The purpose of their party was obvious. One petite, curvy blonde was wearing a sash that proclaimed her the "bride to be". A bachelorette party, with all of the raucous, slightly manic good cheer that went along with that. A forbidden feminine ritual that Cammy was being inducted into against her will.
Strangely though, contrary to Cammy's understanding of most bachelorette parties, everyone seemed to be in themed costumes as well. The short blonde wearing the bride-to-be sash had on a cowboy hat and sparkly sequined boots to go with her tiny jean shorts and a fringed top. Cammy spotted a firefight and a clown as well. Strange choices for a time of year nowhere near Halloween, but Cammy supposed it must have something to do with the theme of the party.
But there was a worse surprise yet to come. As they approached, one of the women dressed in a skimpy parody of a cop uniform looked up and noticed their arrival, waving cheerfully and standing from the table to trot over on her high heels and give Bianca a hug. Cammy's mouth went dry and the blood drained from his face as he recognized her.
It was Vicki. Bianca's friend from work. Someone who Cameron had met socially multiple times, and likely would again in the future.
Cammy had no idea what to do other than stand there in mute shock as Bianca and Vicki greeted each other.
"It took you long enough to get here, you bitch," said Vicki with a fake pout. "I went to all the trouble of inviting you to my little sister's bachelorette, and I thought you weren't even going to show!"
"Sorry babes," said Bianca breezily, kissing Vicki on the cheek and nodding toward Cammy. "We had a bit of a makeover day, and you can't rush perfection."
Cammy stood in mute horror as Vicki's eyes turned toward her, a broad smile creeping across her face. "So this is my bestie's famous cousin she tells me so much about..." said Vicki with a smirk. "Well, I must say whatever you did for her worked. You look fantastic, sweetie."
Did she know? Did Bianca tell her that she was going to force her husband to crossdress tonight? Cammy wasn't sure if she was just being paranoid or if there was a knowing glint of mockery in Vicki's eyes as she turned away.
"Anyway, we all agreed that if you two were rude enough to turn up late, you would have to do a penalty, so I hope you're both prepared."
Cammy didn't love the sound of that, but he was briefly distracted by the rest of the noisy, buzzed young women as they realized that the last two party guests had arrived. They erupted in a chorus of "nice to meet you's" and compliments, which Camy was shocked and suspicious to hear directed at him just as much as toward his wife.


Cammy did his best to use a high-pitched voice and speak as little as possible, and if the girls noticed that he was a man in women's clothing, they didn't act like it. Maybe they were too drunk to even tell. In any case, they were much more interested in the penalty game that Vicki had just proposed, giggling and giving the two recently arrived women side eyes.
'Ok, Bianca first," said Vicki decisively. "For your penalty... You need to take a body shot off the bride!"
The girls giggled and cheered, and, to Cammy's shock, Bianca's only reaction was to join them in laughter and good-naturedly roll her eyes, saying affectionately, "Why did I know it would be something perverted? It always is with you, Vick."
"But...what if someone sees?" blurted Cammy, unable to help himself. The seedy bar and grill was nearly deserted, but they were still just a stone's throw away from the crowded mall, and the waitresses would see anything that they got up to.
Vicki gave Cammy a flat, unimpressed glare. "Don't be such a prude, sweetie, it's a bad look on you. I know the owner and told him we would be getting a little wild. Trust me, short of burning the place to the ground, nothing is getting us thrown out of here tonight."
Vicki patted Cammy on the arm and sauntered off to the bar while the giggling blonde bride-to-be got up on the table. The other young women stared at Bianca with open anticipation as she stood over the reclining blonde with calm confidence, radiant in her tight leggings and low-cut t-shirt. A moment later, Vicki returned with a lime, a salt-shaker, and what had to be the cheapest-looking bottle of tequila that Cammy had ever seen.
"Have you done a body shot before, babes?" Vicki asked Bianca with a sly wink.
"Who do you think you're talking to? Of course I have," said Bianca cooly, a sharp grin lighting up her face. "Now stop bullshitting and start pouring. I'm thirsty."
His wife's answer frankly shocked Cammy. He had never known Bianca to be a wild party girl in any way. When would she ever have taken a body shot off another woman? What else did he not know about her?
Vicki wasted no time, hiking up the curvy blonde's shirt until the bottoms of her bra cups were revealed, then reaching down to tug the tiny jean shorts down until her pale, lightly stubbled pubic area was on display, drawing a chorus of oohs and giggles from the watching women. In practiced movements that told Cammy she had done this dozens of times, Vicki poured a line of salt up the reclining woman's pubic area, pushed the lime wedge into her mouth rind-side down, then carefully poured the cheap tequila into her belly button until it was overflowing.
Cammy stared down at the slutty display in bewilderment. This weekend aside, the Bianca he knew was a reserved and classy woman. There was no way that she would ever...
Bianca leaned down without hesitation, extending her pink tongue and pressing it hard to the bottom of the salt line, mere inches from the blushing bride-to-be's pussy. She slowly dragged her tongue upward, cleaning every grain of salt from the tender, stubbled flesh.
Cammy was mesmerized. Suddenly, the spikes of his cage were digging hard into his cock beneath the lacy panties the Villainess had forced him into.
The salt was now gone. Bianca moved higher, planting parted, glossy lips over the filled belly button and loudly slurping up the cheap booze, using her tongue to dive deep into the giggling bride's belly button and collect every last drop. Finally, she pounced onto the table, planting her hands on either side of the blonde's head and dipping her neck to crush their lips together, juicing the lime held in the blonde's mouth with her sharp white teeth.
The rowdy women burst into wild cheers at Bianca's confident display. And Cammy had to admit that it was sexy. He never would have suspected that his wife would be so comfortable acting that way with another woman...especially in front of other people.
Then the eyes of the assembled women turned toward Cammy.
"Well, that's one woman down," purred Vicki. "Time for Cammy to pay her penalty."
Cammy turned his feet inwards, pigeon-toed in his stilettos, pressing his thighs together in both terror and arousal. He watched Vicki peer over the table, her eyes roaming over him, studying every detail, daring him to break character. He meekly swallowed, parting his lips to try and draw in more air as his chest tightened in fear.
Bianca stood and looked down at him, her voice dripping with malice.
"Come on, my dearest, favorite cousin. I know the perfect penalty game we can play. Time to show everyone here how much of a total fucking slut you are."
Vicki and the rest of the party laughed in unison, some pointing, others whispering to each other. With each sweep of their eyes and cruel expression, Cammy felt more and more exposed. Did they suspect? Could sense the embarrassing secret swinging between his thighs? He clenched his legs tighter, feeling paralyzed. The ridiculous reality of his situation weighed heavily on him, piling on top of the cavalcade of atrocities he had endured.
Bianca reached out and ripped Cammy out of the booth, shoving him forward. Unable to stabilize himself in his tall heels, he stumbled and fell to the floor to a chorus of shocked gasps and giggles from the crowd of girls.. Cammy scrambled in a white hot panic, desperately trying to keep his skirt in place so no one would see his emasculating pink cock cage, sticky and dripping with precum from the arousal of his wife's cruel dominance. Working with feverish speed, Cammy straightened up, thrusting his manicured hand over his cock, desperately trying to cover it without making it obvious that's what he was doing. Vicki bit her bottom lip in amused suspicion as she watched Cammy's pathetic display.
Bianca gave her husband a sharp little spank, a predatory smirk lighting up her face and she said. "Be a bit more careful, you clumsy little klutz. Wouldn't want the whole world peeking up that little skirt, now would we? Then she gripped Cammy painfully tight by the wrist and pulled her along behind her. For a moment, Cammy was possessed by such raw fear that she made a grab for the back of the booth as they passed. But her nails just scratched ineffectually at the plasticy fake leather, and a moment later the bachelorette party dipped into the kitchen.
It was curiously empty inside, with only a single light illuminating a grimy, turned-off grill and a few shabby-looking countertops. There were no line cooks in sight. No staff, nothing. With a sharp, demanding yank, Bianca brought Cammy to his knees on the greasy, stained tile as the gaggle of vapid, grinning women made a rough circle around them.
"Time to pay your penalty, little bitch! Vicki, you know what to do."
Vicki nodded with a wicked glint in her eyes, grabbing a dirty dishrag and wringing out the damp water on the floor, a dull puddle of grey and brown settling into the grout. With a rapt attention, the party watched and giggled as Cammy stared upwards towards his wife's cold, shadowed face, cutting off the light of the single flickering bulb. Before he could even react, he felt the slimy rag pulled taut against his wrists, triple knotted, binding him in place. Making him helpless to resist his wife's cruel games once again.
"Wouldn't want to ruin that beautiful face and glorious makeup, would we? Dear cousin."
Keeping her icy blue eyes focused on his, Bianca reached into her purse and pulled out a heavy quilted sleep mask. She held it up triumphantly to show the watching women before turning it so that Cammy could see the words on the eyemask that would soon be blinding him."
"Big Cocks Only" embroidered in fake crystals.
Vicki laughed among the rest of the party, offering a kiss against Cammy's cheek."Ooooh, Cammy... I didn't know that you were that naughty! Looks like we have a fucking size queen here, girls!"
Bianca put her finger up to her lips, pressing them together tightly to silence herself. But her glee was apparently too much to contain. She giggled.
"Now, girls. I don't want to be misinterpreted. Someone might look at this mask and think I'm bullying poor Cammy... Nothing could be further from the truth. The fact is, my cousin just happens to simply adore big, meaty, throbbing penises. Listen up, everyone. I want to hear my dear cousin tell us how much she loves huge fucking cocks."
The kitchen fell completely silent. Even with Cammy's temporary blindness, he could feel every one of the partygoers' gazes on him, waiting for him to speak, to mess up and unveil who he really was. His breath came quick and shallow in his throat, and his cage pressed painfully tight against his tortured, swollen cock. He felt Bianca's heel slowly move forward, slipping beneath the hem of his skirt to press her pointed heel into his cageAs the pressure ramped up, he finally took on the most meek, feminine voice he could.
"I...l-love big cocks."
Bianca's heel dug deeper.
"It says 'huge' my dear. Come on. I want to hear you say it."
Cammy felt his balls contract, his heart began racing against the silicone prosthetic. His wrists were slick with the disgusting slime from the dishrag. He tried his best to muster the same voice despite his pain, arousal, and fear. Bianca pressed harder, and Cameron tried to disguise his moan and spoke with his best feminine intonation.
"I love huge cooocks!"
The girls clapped in unison as Bianca leaned closer to his ear.
"You know what, Cammy... I'm not convinced you mean that yet. But don't worry. You're going to learn what you really like after tonight, my little fucking bimbo."
As the applause died down, and Bianca snatched a far-from-sanitary funnel from a nearby counter, its end covered in a filthy fungal grime. She wiped the bottom end a little with a rag that looked hardly any cleaner as she smiled around to the pack of women circling like wolves.
"This penalty is simple, ladies. A game of trust. A game of obedience. You see, my silly little bimbo of a cousin is going to kneel like a good girl with a funnel between her pretty pink lips, and she is going to drink whatever we decide to pour in. Doesn't that sound like fun?"
The ladies chattered in happy agreement, and Cammy felt a thrill of fear as Vicki grabbed the sleep mask from Bianca, slipping it over his eyes and completely cutting off his vision.
"Open up, Cammy!" he heard his wife say. "You're gonna love this appetizer."
He shook his head, but it was too late; the funnel was shoved past his lips, and another woman grabbed the sides of Cammy's head, holding her in place. He could only hear the familiar percussive echo of high heels treading across tile, then Vicki's giggle and the sound of a cap coming off. The rim of a plastic bottle scraped the edge of the funnel, and a powerful, raw scent assaulted Cammy's nose. Bianca and the rest of the girls clapped as Vicki began to pour, her voice almost as nasty as Bianca's.
"Loosen that throat up, little bitch!"
Raw, cheap booze glugged down into the funnel. The kind of alcohol Cameron hadn't even been willing to drink in college. The burning sensation was overwhelming, and Cammy's stomach roiled in protest. But the fear of how painful the vomiting would be helped him relax his throat, the fiery spirit settling in his empty gullet as he thrashed in pain. For a moment, he thought that making him vomit was the point. He was utterly helpless as more and more burning, strong alcohol was poured down into his mouth. But the,n finally, it stopped. Mercifull,y the liquid ceased as they passed the bottle around, each woman taking a powerful swig of it, despite its abhorrent taste. Cackling filled the kitchen as Bianca bent to lick the rim of the funnel.
"See? Isn't she such a bad slut? Oh my god, ladies, you have no idea how many cocks Cammy took in college. Don't let that little, cute, innocent face fool you. Isn't that right, my dear?"
Cammy nodded, his eyes burning under the sleep mask from the stark liquor. Bianca grabbed her husband's head and whispered into his ear again, audible only to them, her voice like a razor.
"How's the cage doing, my little pantywaisted pissboy? Just remember... This is me being nice. I could have turned you into a human fucking toilet. Every girl here would have laughed her brains out as she drained her bladder into your slutty, girly mouth. Keep that in mind, and keep that funnel between those teeth. Don't worry, doll. The best is yet to come."
Then Bianca was gone, and for a few minutes Cammy shifted uncomfortably on the dirty kitchen floor as nothing seemed to happen. The bachelorette party sang among each other, a delightful and energetic pop song as they shimmied and danced around the paralyzed Cammy on his knees. They started cheering, their laughter reaching a crescendo as Cammy heard a door open. He figured Bianca had paid one of the owners off for this exercise in complete humiliation.
The girls began clapping in unison, as Cammy heard thudding footsteps approaching, blood whooped and whooshed in his ears as his throat closed in fear.
What foul liquid came next? What would the cruel, giggling women decide to pour down his helpless throat? Even in the depths of his submission and despair, with harsh alcohol gurgling in his guts, Cammy didn't even consider fleeing or fighting back. He could have. Maybe. His hands were bound, but there was nothing keeping him kneeling. In theory, he could rise and sprint right out of the back room.
But he didn't. Bianca had beaten him down too far at this point. In a few short days she had trained her once proud and loving husband to submit so fully that he was more afraid of her anger and retribution than he was concerned over his own pride. He waited, with the funnel held between his teeth, cowering on his knees in slutty women's clothes, ready for whatever fresh humiliation his wife had planned for him.
...
Bianca's heart soared and her pussy throbbed with dark, hot power between her thighs. Just the sight of her poor husband on his knees in the filthy kitchen, wearing slutty women's clothes and a demeaning sleep mask, made her hot and tingly all over.
This was the feeling she had been chasing for so long. The feeling she had just about given up on ever experiencing before her husband's ill-advised offer a month ago. The feeling of utterly crushing someone she loved. Bianca wasn't sure if it was a drive other people had and were better at resisting, or if she was broken in some way, but right now, that hardly mattered to her.
Right now, she was just a giggling little girl again at heart, playing with her favorite doll.
And Cameron still hadn't seen the worst she had in store for him.
Marco, the sloppy, greasy pizza shop owner, lumbered at her side, his ugly face breaking into a wide, stupid grin at the sight of the helpless little slut on the floor. Bianca had already briefed him on the situation, so he knew his role. All he had to do was shut the fuck up and provide the special sauce that Cammy would be guzzling down next.
There was already a noticeable bulge tenting up his pants at the very thought.
A chorus of scandalized giggles and suppressed "Oh my God's" slipped through the crowd of women. But Bianca could feel the electric excitement pulsing through them. The infectious interest of bullying a helpless slut. The same twisted power that she had craved for so long. Of course, these silly younger women were only getting a taste of it.
Bianca was the one in charge here.
They reached the kneeling sissy. Marco and Bianca loomed above him, standing side by side. Bianca raised a finger to her lips as she stared around at the assembled women, making it clear that the poor unsuspected slut was to be kept in the dark about the exact nature of her next little treat. Then she spoke.
"It's time for Cammy to have her next drink. She's going to love this one, ladies... Cammy was just telling me the other day how much she loves the taste."
This inspired a fresh wave of giggles through the crowd, which was the perfect cover for the sound as Bianca zipped down the fly of Marco's stained jeans. Even from her position standing beside him, Bianca could smell Marco's cock as she fished it from his pants. Sour sweat, with the slightly fishy smell of old semen. Cammy groaned slightly, the funnel lodged between his teeth giving his sound of despair and disgust a pitiful, echoey quality.
With a building sense of dominant lust roaring inside her, Bianca gripped Marco's thick, dirty penis, energetically jerking it off, feeling the slide of its greasy skin against her palm. She wasn't attracted to this disgusting brute of a man, of course. In any other context, even his crude attempts at flirtation from yesterday would have made her skin crawl. But this weekend, it made him perfect. Yesterday as a way to crush Cameron's spirit by flirting with a man so far beneath her, and today...
Well, today there was a whole new way she intended to demean Cameron using the disgusting older man. One that would lead him further down the path of feminine submission she had laid out for him.
Bianca could see that phones were coming out in the hands of the giggling women of the crowd. They seemed to be wholly focused on the pathetic bound figure on the floor and the filthy cock being stroked over Cammy's face, so there was no danger of Bianca appearing in the video. But maybe Bianca should have stopped it anyway...after all, she had every intention of resuming her sweet married life with her husband after this little weekend of letting out her most depraved desires, and that might be kind of difficult if there were videos of him floating around on the internet, kneeling in women's clothing while a fat slob drained his hairy balls straight into his slutty mouth.
But then again, the kitchen was dim, Cameron was pretty well-disguised, and the funnel was blocking most of his face. Who was to say that anyone would even be able to recognise him in the unlikely event that someone who knew him stumbled onto the video? It wasn't likely...and somehow the element of risk turned Bianca on even more. She let the bitches keep recording.
Marco opened his mouth to let out a groan, and Bianca swiftly clapped her hand over it. She had no doubt that her husband would know what he was drinking when the first rope of hot, sticky jizz landed in his mouth, but she wanted him in the dark right up until that point. She worked harder and harder on the greasy, throbbing cock in her hand, wafting its stomach-churning scent further. Cammy must smell it by now. She must have some idea of what was going on. Bianca wished, like she had many times already this weekend, that she could open up her husband's skull and crawl inside. Feel the confusion and fear and stinging betrayal that must be filling his whole world. His expression and whining protestations were delicious, but she wanted to soak up every drop of his despair.
Vicki, eager to get in on the fun as always, approached Marco from the other side, reaching below his cock to stroke and fondle his heavy, hanging balls. She gave Bianca a naughty wink and a grin. Vicki was also a loose end, amusingly. Vicki wasn't an idiot, and had met Cameron before, unlike the bride and her friends. Although she was playing coy, there was an excellent chance Vicki knew exactly what was going on.
Would she tell anyone the dark truth she had discovered about Bianca and her husband? Maybe. Maybe not. But Bianca tingled with anticipation.
She could feel the tension wind up in the disgusting man next to her. His balls tightened to the base of his shaft beneath Vicki's stroking fingers. Bianca pumped her hand with gleeful speed, her own pleasure reaching a peak without any stimulation needed at all.


"Enjoy, Cammy," she said sweetly, her wide, eager eyes completely focused on her pathetic husband's pitiful position. "Time for an even more delicious treat."
...
Cammy's knees were beginning to go numb from the hardness of the dirty floor, and his jaw was aching from holding the funnel for so long. It felt like it had been forever since the harsh, gut-churning alcohol had been poured down his throat, but Cammy had no illusions that his trial was over.
Even blind and bound, Cammy could feel the twisted anticipation in the air. Stifled giggles passed through the crowd of women, demonstrating that something had to be happening. The question was... what exactly? Were they mixing up some foul brew to force down his throat?
That would explain the smell that suddenly filled the air, although not the soft squelching sound that the amusement of the watching women couldn't quite cover up. Cammy knew that if he thought a little harder, he could piece together exactly what was happening, but his brain felt fuzzy from all of the abuse and humiliation he had suffered today, not to mention the alcohol leeching into his veins. Logic seemed to slip through his fingers like water. All he could do was sit back passively, jaw stretched open by the hateful funnel, and prepare to receive the worst that Bianca had in store for him.
"Enjoy, Cammy," he heard his wife say in a voice dripping with evil intent. "Time for an even more delicious treat."
Something splattered against the funnel, and a wave of laughter and gasps passed through the crowd of women, but for the moment, nothing made it to the bottom of the funnel. Cammy had a second or two to be confused before another splatter sent something thick and hot and salty rolling down the tube and dripping into his waiting mouth.
It was disgusting, but not as immediately distressing as the high-proof alcohol had been. Initially, Cammy couldn't even conceive of what it might be. He simply swallowed it down, his mouth filling with the rank, somewhat musky taste, knowing that it would be easier to just get through this rather than protest.
But as another splatter of the mystery fluid hit the inside of the funnel, sending a fresh wave of thick, salty fluid flowing down into his mouth, Cammy couldn't help but wonder about what exactly the thick goo flowing down his throat was.
He immediately imagined all of the assembled women spitting into a glass and then having it poured down his throat. The image seemed to fit, but wouldn't be a bit thinner in that case? And why would they need to pour it in individual spurts?
Spurts... that idea seemed to tug at the corner of his mind. Cammy felt a wave of disquiet as a half-formed idea seemed poised to break through...
"All done!" In just a few moments, everything was over. The funnel was snatched from between Cammy's teeth, he was helped back up onto his feet, and the bindings and blindfold were removed. For a second, as he stood blinking in the light, Cammy noticed that the swinging door to the kitchen seemed to be moving as if someone had just left, but Bianca swiftly recalled his attention.
"That wasn't so bad, right?" she said brightly. "What a good girl... oh wait, one second honey, you missed a little." She took the funnel she held in her hand and ran a finger around the inner rim, gathering some of whatever Cammy had been drinking.
Cammy's eyes went wide as he saw it, and his heart nearly stopped. His wife's finger dripped with pearly fluid. It was more yellowish and thick than what Cameron was used to, but it was unmistakable. Semen. Cameron's eyes darted back to the kitchen door. Had someone else been in here just a moment ago?
"I said," snapped Bianca, taking a step forward and holding her finger up in front of Cammy's face. "You missed a little, cousin. Swallow it down so you can finish your penalty." The group of surrounding women was once again filled with a sense of amused anticipation as Bianca's finger hovered right beneath Cammy's nose. His stomach roiled from the volatile combination of alcohol and... cum? Had his wife really just poured semen down his waiting throat in front of a watching, laughing audience? And now she expected him to willingly lick more off her finger?
Cammy considered rebellion. He thought about it hard, more seriously than he had since the first time he had seen how cruel Bianca could be yesterday. But now Bianca was staring into his eyes with that sharp, demanding expression he had come to dread these past two days, and Cammy felt an odd sense of weakness wash over him. Resisting his wife seemed impossible suddenly. It was like trying to win a boxing match with a brick wall.
Cameron took a deep breath, trying to find the strength to put his foot down and resist... and instead crumbled. He opened his pink, glossy lips and allowed his wife's befouled finger inside. The assembled women around them burst into a chorus of cackling delight as Bianca swiped the filth off her finger and onto his tongue.
Cammy wasn't sure if his tongue had just begun recovering from the burning alcohol, or if the knowledge of what he had been drinking just drove it home for him, but he had no difficulty recognising the taste of cum this time. A part of his pride died as he licked the foul goo off his wife's finger.
And for some reason, his cock was pressing up the spikes of his cage once again as he stared into her sharp, evil eyes.
"Well, we had better get going!" chirped Vicki, breaking the odd tension of the moment. "We have to get to the strip club after all! You two had better change into your costumes."
"Strip club?" asked Cammy blankly, staring with apprehension at the two garment bags that Vicki handed over to his wife. "Costumes?"
"You didn't think the night was over, did you?" purred Bianca. "No, dearest Cammy. We're just getting started. You promised me a full weekend of fun."
Her eyes blazed with cruel, dominant insanity, and Cammy's cock pinched painfully against the confines of his cage beneath his short skirt.
"And I intend to enjoy every last second."
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For the third time, Claire found herself sitting in her car, staring up at Zane Kruger's tacky McMansion.
The first time, she had been dismissive and annoyed to even be meeting him. The second time, she had been confident and eager to show off her sexual wiles. She didn't know how she felt this time. Zane had successfully manipulated and confused her to the point that she wasn't sure what to think anymore. The loathsome little pervert took up more space in her mind than any man ever had before, and that included her husband, as shameful as that was to admit.
Claire sighed and checked her makeup in the rearview. Flawless as always. Then she cursed herself for even caring. Her body still burned with sexual heat after her illicit meeting with Zane last night. He had cum in her mouth... The memory still made Claire cringe with embarrassment, even though it sent a crackle of erotic energy pulsing through her every time it came to mind. Claire, however, hadn't orgasmed at all that night. At least, not until she got home and took a shower. She had cum multiple times then, with hot water cascading down her body and her fingers working frantically between her legs... but none of those climaxes had been truly satisfying.
Claire shook her head to clear her thoughts. This was going to be a perfectly normal business meeting. The first truly professional meeting she had ever held with Zane. It didn't matter what she looked like. Zane wouldn't be pursuing her regardless. Zane had pledged that he wouldn't flirt with her at all during business meetings anymore. That was why she had given him that blowjob in the first place.
But, as Claire slammed the car door shut behind her and clicked her way up the driveway to the house, she wondered if Zane would really be able to keep that promise. Zane was an... despite everything that had happened so far, Claire was still unwilling to think of him as an 'alpha'; the term was eyerollingly repugnant to her. But he was a dominant, confident man. The kind of man who took what he wanted when he wanted it. Would he really be able to just sit and politely smile when a woman he desired was right there in front of him?
As she rang the doorbell, Claire grew more and more certain that there was no way that Zane would be able to resist. Especially after last night, when she had given him a submissive blowjob, but denied him the prize he wanted most: her sweet married pussy.
No, thought Claire with a smirk, there's no chance the little weasel will be able to hold himself back once he sees me. Today will be another meeting where Zane practically slobbered all over her, made even worse this time by the fact that she had given in a little yesterday.
The thought made Claire smirk with a feeling of superiority, but it also lit a little flame in her lower belly. Sparring with Zane was... interesting. Engaging. She had to admit that the idea of going toe to toe with Zane in an erotic battle of wills wasn't one hundred percent unpleasant anymore.
"Claire!" came Zane's voice over the intercom. "Glad you're here.. I'm not used to having boxes all over my bedroom, so I'm actually kind of relieved you were able to meet today. Give me a second. I'll be right down."
Claire unconsciously smoothed her skirt over her hips and straightened her shirt as she waited for Zane to make his way down the stairs. She mentally prepared for their usual game of cat and mouse, determined that today she would be the one who came out on top.
Claire could sense that the energy between them was different the second Zane opened the door. "Come on up," he said briskly, holding the door open for her and waving her inside. "If I read the manifest correctly, everything should be there. Spent all morning cracking the dang things open with a crowbar, so you won't have to worry about that."
Claire narrowed her eyes at the squat, ugly man as she entered his house. For someone who had been dealing with his obnoxious flirtation for over a month, the difference was night and day. Zane's tone was friendly, but not familiar. His body language was passive and relaxed instead of predatory. His eyes met hers without taking a moment to scan her body. He was treating her exactly how she expected any professional acquaintance to act.
It was a little unnerving.
The treatment continued as they made their way up the stairs. Normally, Zane would have insisted that Claire walk ahead of him and kept his eyes glued to her ass as she climbed. This time, he went first.
He half turned as he made his way up the stairs, smiling as he asked, "Is this the usual number of house calls that you do for clients, or are you giving me special treatment?"
Aha! Here it is. He's taking the chance to bring up last night. I knew he couldn't resist teasing me. "Now why would I give any special treatment to a man like you?" said Claire challengingly, a defiant spark in her eyes, the little flame of antagonistic interest leaping up in her belly.
Zane's eyebrows wrinkled, a picture of innocent puzzlement. "Well," he said with a little shrug, "Not to be rude, but I feel like I'm paying you a little bit more than this job is worth. I guess I'm just wondering if that comes with enhanced customer service."
He paused at the top of the stairs, and Claire strode up to loom over him, her heart beating a rapid rhythm in her chest. She could feel her nipples stiffening against the cups of her bra as her body began to heat up.
"And what sort of enhanced service were you expecting?" she asked in a smoky voice crackling with antagonistic heat.
Zane stared up at her, his eyes blank and bland. There was absolutely none of the dangerous, confident, sexual swagger that Claire had come to see as his default state. He cocked his head at her. "Uhh, additional house calls? Are you feeling ok, Claire? It kind of seems like you aren't following the conversation."
With a look of concern, he pushed past her and entered his bedroom, leaving Claire stunned, standing by herself on the landing.
That little fucking asshole!
On one level, Claire understood that he was just upholding his agreement. Claire thought this had been what she wanted. Yesterday, it had felt like Zane leaving her alone during business meetings was the perfect solution to his bothersome pursuit. But today, with the filthy heat of last night's sexual encounter still clinging to her, his ability to switch off his desire when Claire couldn't felt... insulting. She had expected more of a half-hearted effort, with lingering glances and visible frustration painting Zane's ugly face.
Claire found it hard to accept that acting like this was possible for Zane. He was a pervert. A beast of a man driven by his base instincts. Yet he had just completely and perfectly given her the cold shoulder, leaving her embarrassed and looking like an idiot. He shouldn't be able to see a woman like Claire, who he wanted so badly, and just turn off his lust.
Unless Zane was never as interested in me as it seemed.
The thought sent a chill through Claire. All of that talk about how much he wanted her. About how her panties would have been "the crown jewel of his collection". Was it all just flattery? Had she been utterly fooled by a man, like some sort of naive teen tricked by an older predator? How else could an over-sexed creep like Zane be able to so easily ignore her after having her lips wrapped around his cock last night? After denying him her pussy?
Claire bit her lip until she nearly broke the skin. No. It's not possible. I know what I saw from Zane this month. And especially last night. He wants me. He wants me so fucking bad that he would do anything. Which meant that he was just a good actor.
But all actors had their limits.
Working on instinct rather than thought, Claire reached down and unbuttoned the top button of her sensible work blouse, exposing just a hint of her tempting cleavage. As she did so, Claire looked down and realized with a shock exactly what she was wearing.
Shit... What was I thinking, wearing this today?
Beneath the demure work clothes that she had on, Claire was wearing the fancy lingerie that Zane had sent her as a gift. She had been in sort of a sexual haze this morning as she dressed, thinking about Zane and their scheduled meeting today, and she must have just picked them out subconsciously.
It actually gave Claire pause for a moment. What had she been preparing for subconsciously? Why would she wear this fancy lingerie to work if she didn't have a sneaking expectation, somewhere deep in the back of her mind, that she might have an opportunity to show them to someone?
For instance, someone I have a scheduled meeting with today...
Maybe she just needed to calm down... have a professional meeting today and sort through her tangled feelings and desires tonight over a glass of wine.
But then she thought about Zane's blank, mild eyes, looking completely calm and even bored while she roiled with volcanic lust and frustration. No. No, it isn't fair. Zane has to be feeling the same powerful emotions that I am. He can't pretend that the filthy, awful, mindbendingly erotic connection we made last night meant nothing. I won't let him.
She reached down and unbuttoned another button of her blouse, exposing a large "V" of her soft breasts and just the edge of her bra. There. Let's see if Zane can act all cool and professional when he sees this!
She strode into Zane's bedroom with a renewed sense of purpose. But Zane was a harder nut to crack than she thought. His eyes didn't dip down to her cleavage at all as he gestured to the packing crates littering the floor of his bedroom, saying, "Well, here we have it. I have the packing list here as well. Shall we get started?"
Claire snatched the list from his hands with an annoyed glare, doing her best not to snap at him. Things didn't get any better from there. This meeting with Zane wasn't a thrilling game of sexual antagonism like they normally were. It was a dry, slightly boring chore of looking through boxes and making sure that all of the furniture and art was accounted for, matched the color and description of what Claire envisioned, and was ready for the contractors to come and begin work later in the week.
Through the whole process, Zane was polite when speaking to Claire, but, insultingly, he seemed mostly disengaged, focusing on his phone rather than the task at hand. To be fair, there wasn't exactly much for him to do except give his input when Claire asked for it, but his utter disinterest in her rubbed Claire the wrong way, making her more and more frustrated as the minutes wore on.
Finally, they had reached the final box, and Claire was boiling with sexual frustration. Zane was treating her like just another one of his little whores... getting a blowjob from her one day, then tossing her away like a piece of garbage. But there was one more tactic that she had up her sleeve. Zane had always admired Claire's firm, juicy ass. In fact, the first time she felt his cock, it had been pressed up against her butt.
With a determination to beat Zane at his own game smoldering in her heart, Claire planted her legs a little wider than necessary as she stood above the final crate. Then she slowly bent at the waist, arching her back and pressing the perfect globes of her ass cheeks out, presenting them in all their glory. She knew Zane was directly behind her on the bed, and he was getting an eyeful that could give any man short of a corpse a raging hard on. She waited there, stirring the packing peanuts of the crate beneath her idly, swaying her perfect ass with small rhythmic movements of her thighs.
Any second now, Zane is going to crack. He thinks he's so smart, pretending that he doesn't give a shit anymore. Acting all high and mighty. But in a moment, I'm going to feel his filthy hands gripping my hips again. Feel that thick cock press up against my ass. And I'll prove that he can't resist me, no matter what he promised.
The time stretched out. Ten seconds. Thirty. Claire's certainty waned. She risked a peek between her thighs. Zane was absorbed in his fucking phone, not even paying attention.
Claire had to bite back a growl of rage. She plunged her hands into the crate in front of her, suddenly determined to get out of the house and head home to try her best to pull her thoughts together. But her hands closed around something that gave her pause. She lifted it out of the crate, her interest caught despite her current frustrating circumstances.
It was a mannequin, or at least, a mannequin of a very specific part of a body. It represented a woman's pelvic area, from the hips down to the upper thighs. The modeled legs were parted lightly, with a metal post coming down from each thigh to a base made of gleaming, polished wood. Claire had commissioned it herself, and it had turned out perfectly. It was a bit more anatomically correct than a model you might find in a department store, with the soft outline of lips between its ceramic thighs, and each ass cheek modelled separately. Embarrassingly, although it wasn't modeled after Claire's body directly (obviously), it was fairly close, proportionally speaking. Maybe an unconscious choice on the part of its designer.
It was a place for Zane to showcase his "crown jewel". The pair of panties that he was most proud to have won.
Claire straightened and approached the bed, where Zane seemed to be wholly consumed by a text conversation. She held the lower torso out wordlessly, and after a moment, Zane lifted his eyes. For a second, he wore a look of mild annoyance at being interrupted, but when he saw what Claire was holding, his face broke into a broad grin, and he pulled it from her hands.
"Incredible!" he said, his eyes glowing as he ran his hands over the presentation stand. "It's perfect! I knew that you were the right woman for this job. You have an unmatched eye for aesthetics."
His tone was sincere, and it was the first real enthusiasm Claire had heard from him all day. But there was still no heat there to answer the throbbing desire that Claire felt filling her to the brim. Foolishly, impulsively, Claire blurted out, "So... whose panties are going to be displayed on this? Who's going to be the crown jewel of your collection?"
Claire wasn't even sure what response she was expecting. For just a second, she thought she saw just a glimmer of that predatory cunning and amusement in the depths of Zane's piggy eyes... Then he raised an eyebrow and said, "My my, Ms. Harrison. That's an awfully personal question. If you must know, I'm saving it for a very special lady."
Claire's eyes flicked down to Zane's crotch. Nothing. No bulge. He was calm, collected, and ice cold, while she could feel a buzzing, distracting heat burning between her thighs, and her nipples were twin points of throbbing heat pressed tight against the sexy bra this bastard had bought to taunt her.
Something snapped inside Claire. She needed a response. Needed to prove to herself that she wasn't just some gullible girl that Zane had tricked into a blowjob by pretending he was obsessed with her.
"Oh yeah?" she asked in a smoldering voice, a firm resolution forming in her mind. "Someone special, huh?" She knew that she should be careful. She had learned the hard way that Zane was a manipulative sexual force of nature who couldn't be trusted... but right now her pride was on the line, and Claire had always been a proud woman.
Her hand fell to the third button of her blouse. She pushed her chest forward a little more, making the material strain against the natural swell of her breasts.
She was gratified to see the calm, confident smile on Zane's face freeze, a look of reluctant intrigue lighting up his bulging eyes. As she toyed with the straining button, he cleared his throat and shifted a little uncomfortably on the bed, looking away from the tempting sight of Claire's breasts. "I'm not sure what you're doing, Claire, but..."
"What do you mean, Z?" asked Claire with a catlike smile as she rubbed the little button between her fingers, her chest pushed outward provocatively, "I'm not 'doing' anything." Claire sensed weakness in Zane's evasive behavior, and a feeling of triumph welled up inside her. Let's see the little weasel act all cool and confident now! But she didn't just want Zane to feel a little uncomfortable; she wanted to get him so heated up that he broke his promise, proving once and for all what a hopeless, lustful pig he was.
"In fact..." Claire purred, taking a step closer and bending down to run her free hand sensually over the mannequin torso, coincidentally letting her tits hang directly in Zane's eyeline, "weren't we just discussing underwear? You shouldn't be so blase about it. Haven't you put any thought into what you want that... special lady to wear on the night you finally claim her? I mean, if it's going to be displayed in your bedroom for all time, it has to be a very special pair of panties, doesn't it?"
She slipped the button through its hole, making her tight blouse dramatically pop open further, exposing her juicy tits, lovingly cradled by the lace-trimmed bra that Zane had gifted her. "Oops!" she said innocently, staring down at Zane, where he sat on the bed, looking increasingly uncomfortable.
"I don't know," said Zane, folding his hands in his lap, and pointedly looking away from the luscious, barely-covered breasts hanging right in front of his face. Trying to cover up a growing bulge, maybe? "I don't think it's all that important. I mean, who knows how long the panties will even stay in the place of honor? Another girl might come along and dethrone whoever I put there initially."
Claire stared down at him with a challenging glare. "I don't think that will be an issue. A stud like you can surely find a superior woman to take that spot. Someone who isn't so easily replaced." She bent down toward him even further, until they were at eye level. Except that Zane was finally struggling to meet her gaze, staring instead deep into the depths of the soft cleavage she was parading in front of his eyes.
With apparent difficulty, Zane raised his eyes to look up into Claire's. "Ok," he asked in a voice that seemed to be teetering on the edge of interest, "Ok, I'll bite. You seem to have some strong opinions on my little centerpiece. What kind of woman do you think would be that difficult to replace?"
He was almost there, Claire could feel it. She straightened up, her pulse drumming hard through her quickly heating body. Her pussy already throbbed with a hungry need. She reached down to her already half-open blouse and popped open another button... then another.
"She would have to be a powerful, confident woman," Claire said in a low, heated tone as her flat tummy came into view behind the parting blouse. "Not some easily manipulated little floozy like the other girls who gave you their cheap undies. She would be a classy woman. One who you could respect." Her shirt draped loose now. Her breasts pushed out through the opening, covered in the expensive, high-quality bra that Zane had gifted her. His eyes danced over it, curious and greedy, before looking back up to her eyes. A thrill went through Claire as she saw that a bulge was finally forming in his pants. I fucking knew that he wanted me, she thought with a strange savage joy, the heat low in her belly flaring higher in response to the gleam in Zane's eyes.
Zane chuckled, raising an eyebrow. "My my, that is a... stimulating hypothetical," drawled Zane, his eyes running smoothly over Claire's body. "But I have to say that this doesn't feel very professional to me." Despite his chiding tone, his eyes never left Claire's chest, a hungry heat beginning to gleam in his gaze.


"Nonsense," said Claire firmly, swiftly stripping off her blouse and tossing it aside to stand tall and proud in the sexy bra that Zane had bought for her. "We're discussing the key design element of your room... the one that will tie everything together. You said yourself that your sexuality is crucial for this design. So..." stepped forward again, subtly arching her back to present her bra-covered breasts for Zane's inspection. "...if you think about it, you and I talking about sex is highly professional."
Zane shrugged, a wide grin spreading across his face. "If you say so, Claire. Fine. Let's talk."
Here it was... exactly what Claire had expected when she walked in the door: Zane's eyes crawling over her barely clothed breasts. I knew he wouldn't be able to resist! Claire's body drummed with pleasant, warm tension as she once again entered into the antagonistic, flirtatious combat that she had grown used to with Zane. It had been oddly frustrating for Zane to be completely platonic with her. As much as she disliked the little toad, she had to admit that their game of cat and mouse was... stimulating.
"I'm not sure that you're right, by the way," said Zane lightly, snapping Claire out of her train of thought. He was leaning back on his hands now, not even bothering to hide the growing bulge in his pants. The sight of it made Claire's mind flash back to the night before... on her knees, worshipping the thick, veiny monster that stood stiff and proud between her worst enemy's legs.. She shook her head to clear away the thought, but not before it made a flip-flopping sensation of molten lust squirm warmly through her belly.
"What do you mean?" she asked sharply, trying to cover up the sudden pulse of arousal with her forcefulness. Luckily, the bra that Zane had bought her wasn't thin enough to make her stiffening nipples obvious, or she would be giving Zane an even better show that he was getting right now.
"I mean, I don't know if I want a woman who thinks she's my equal," said Zane with a faint smirk, his eyes continuing to stare at Claire's breasts rather than her eyes. "I tend to prefer desperate, obedient sluts."
The words sent a fresh sizzle of arousal through Claire's veins. That's just what he wants, isn't it? To break me down into his obedient slut... kneeling at his feet and serving him like I did last night. Over my dead body. She had already gotten the rise out of Zane that she wanted, and now it would probably be safer to back off... but she couldn't help herself. She was locked into the intoxicating swirl of hatred and attraction that Zane had addicted her to.
"Exactly," she said haughtily, crossing her arms beneath her impressive chest and staring down her nose at the disgusting little man on the bed beneath her. "You have a habit of pursuing... easy targets. Women who would give their panties to any ugly stranger who waggles a cock in their direction. Would you really be happy taking panties from one of your run-of-the-mill sluts and putting them in that place of honor?"
Zane chuckled and slowly stood, not trying to hide or diminish the huge bulge tenting the front of his pants. "Are you suggesting what I think you are, Claire? Again, I thought this was supposed to be a professional meeting, but here you are, using such filthy language..."
Claire gave him a venomous glare. How could this little prick still stand there, his cock obviously as hard as a rock, and still try to pretend he wasn't fucking out of his mind with arousal? Does he think I'm stupid? I know he wants me. And there is no way that he has good enough self control to hold himself back. Not when I really turn up the heat...
Claire clicked forward with a slow, sultry, hipswaying walk, until she stood at Zane's side. Her blood pulsed hot and fast against her skin as she leaned down, cupping Zane's cheek in one hand and pulling him close to whisper in his ear. "How's this for professional? I can see that thick cock trying to tear a hole through your pants to get to me. It wants to feel my hot, wet mouth around it again, doesn't it? But that's not all... your thick throbbing cock wants to go further. It wants to fuck my married cunt until I scream for more... until your powerful cock turns me into one of those obedient sluts that you love soooo much."
She straightened again, a teasing smirk on her lips and a perverse fire burning in her eyes. "Well... am I warm?"
For a second, she thought she had him. Zane stared up at her with naked lust, his eyes burning with wild lust to match her own. Then he took a deep breath, flexed his hands into fists, then back again, and turned to pick up the mannequin torso, ignoring Claire's dirty talk completely.
"I think I can see the appeal of a more... strong-willed woman as the crown jewel of my collection," he said musingly, turning the mannequin this way and that, as if picturing what might look best covering it. "But I imagine a strong-willed woman wouldn't be afraid to show me the prize I would win." His eyes flicked to Claire for one heated moment. "She would know that just walking around topless wouldn't be enough to interest me."
Claire snorted and rolled her eyes, blushing. What a ridiculous provocation! But, on the other hand, it was a clear sign of interest as well. Claire bit her lip and considered her options. Stripping off her skirt right now would be playing right into Zane's hands. It would make her look, at least for the moment, exactly like those submissive sluts that she looked down on.
But Claire's body was burning with filthy heat now. Memories of Zane's cock, thick and hard, filling and stretching and owning her little mouth, kept leaping into her mind. Powerful, almost uncontrollable lust roared through her... and even if she hated the idea of giving in and making a fool of herself to satisfy that craving, she needed to know that she wasn't alone. She needed to know that the twisted, adulterous spark she had felt the night before with this awful man was mutual. And if that meant leading him on a little further... even to the point of sluttiness, then that was a price that Claire was willing to pay.
Claire maintained fiery, defiant eye contact with Zane as the sound of her skirt zipper broke the silence between them. She tried to convey through her piercing glare that she was doing this for her own reasons; because she wanted to, not just because he suggested it. But, no matter what lies she told herself, the submissive lust she had felt on her knees last night pooled with slick, buzzing heat between her thighs as her skirt fell in a puddle at her feet, revealing the lacy little set of panties Zane bought for her, topped with a cute black bow.
Claire could tell that she had come even closer to her goal of driving Zane wild. His eyes couldn't help but scan up and down her barely-covered body at this point, soaking in the sight of her feminine curves. There was a smug sense of victory in his eyes as well, which sent a sharp pang of annoyance through her, but she brushed past it and refused to cringe from his gaze. Claire was a proud woman, who knew what she wanted. And right now, what she wanted was Zane on his knees, drooling and begging for her. She wanted just one victory in this sexual struggle with the infuriating man in front of her. She wanted to crack his fake mask of indifference and take back her sexual power.
So Claire didn't shrink back from Zane's lustful gaze. It might be shameful for a married woman like her to be here, in this situation, letting herself be ogled by this perv, but Claire had never felt as alive as she did right now. She cocked a hip and raised a haughty eyebrow, looking down from her impressive height to ask, "Well... you still don't have any idea of who would be the ideal woman to fill your 'crown jewel' position?"
But, despite her near-nudity, it seemed like Claire still hadn't won. Her simmering anger flared as Zane pursed his lips, saying, "I don't know what you think you're doing Ms. Harrison, but taking your clothes off in front of a client hardly seems..."
Claire strode forward, her hand aggressively reaching down to palm the thick throbbing length of Zane's cock through his pants. "If you say the word professional one more fucking time, I'm going to slap that smug look right off your face," she hissed, her palm sliding up and down the length of Zane's thick erection as she glared down into his eyes.
"So... you're saying that this is no longer a business meeting?" asked Zane in a low, dangerous voice. He was poised to strike like a snake, sexual energy roiling off him in waves. For a moment, Claire hesitated. A thrill of intimidation tingled up her spine. Part of her wasn't sure she should pursue this. Was she poking a bear that she shouldn't wake?
But, in the end, she needed this. She couldn't take Zane's cool indifference when she was so twisted up inside with dirty heat. "Fuck business," she snarled in a raw whisper, gripping his cock hard in her hot little hands, "this is about you and me."
Even with Zane's powerful masculine energy rolling off him in waves, Claire was unprepared for what came next. He launched toward her, smooth and confident, capturing her lips in a rough, possessive kiss. His hands were all over her in a flash, rough and grasping, feeling every warm, feminine curve, grabbing both cheeks of her bubble butt and squeezing with almost painful force, pulling them apart and mashing them together again.
Claire was taken back, overwhelmed by the sudden sexual aggression coming for a man who was seemingly indifferent just a few seconds before. Her arms moved by themselves, loosely draping over Zane's shoulders. Her tongue fawningly stroked Zane's as it plunged confidently between her lips. Claire realized she was swooning, falling under the irresistible spell of the powerful lust that roared through her.
She was barely aware that Zane was moving her before she fell back onto the bed with a quiet *oof*. It was only then, as Zane loomed above her with lust in his eyes, that her position snapped into perfect clarity. After swearing to herself that last night was a one time thing, she was here again, nearly naked on her worst enemy's bed, practically gifting herself to him on a silver platter. Her nipples were two throbbing points of heat pressed tight against her sexy bra, and moist, tingling desire welled up powerfully between her thighs. Even if her mind was in denial, her body was preparing for what it knew was the only possible result of the fiery, greedy gleam in Zane's eyes...
A hot, filthy, deeply satisfying fuck session that would finally blow her mind and curl her toes the way she had been subconsciously craving for weeks.
And then, before Claire could mentally prepare herself, Zane was on her, pressing her down into the mattress with his heavy bulk. His lips were on hers again, and no matter how much she hated him, no matter how much his chauvinistic desire to own her like an object disgusted her, Claire's body responded to his dominance, coming alive with hot, twisted lust, pouring through her veins like molten darkness. Her thighs spread, welcoming him between them, her arms wrapped around him, her pussy clenched and fluttered, desperate for penetration.
One clear thought struck Claire out of the blue through her torrid sexual haze. I wanted this on some level. It wasn't about pride, or proving that Zane couldn't control himself. I wore this underwear because part of me wanted to be right here, in this situation, with him.
I did this to myself this time, without any help from Zane.
Claire moaned, writhing beneath the chubby pornographer and lightly biting his lip as she gave in, indulging in the submissive lust that she had been fighting tooth and nail. She had already sucked his cock... was making out in her underwear even that big of a deal? She could feel Zane's raging erection pressed tight against her soft belly, sending riots of butterflies through her insides. How can a horrible little man like this turn me on this much? Thought Claire, drunk on her own submissive arousal. How can a worthless slob like him be so much better at sex than a good man like Dan?
Despite her self-image as a tough, independent woman, Claire let out a needy whimper as Zane confidently reached between her legs, laying two thick fingers over the surface of her lacy panties, feeling the shameful, slick heat that had soaked through her panties. Her hips pressed upward instinctively, grinding her hot, wet sex against the fingers of her pursuer, her body craving his control no matter how much her conscious mind protested. Her hands clawed at his hairy back, her tongue slipping and wrestling his his in an obscene kiss as her whole body burned with filthy lust.
Well... I wanted to get a rise out of Zane... Mission accomplished.
Zane pulled back from the deep kiss, his eyes wild and cruel, his expression a barely-repressed smirk. "I've never taken a woman's panties before in my life, Claire. I've never pushed any of my conquests to give up a trophy to me. All of them, every single one, knew that I wanted their panties and offered them up of their own free will without being asked, knowing exactly what that meant."
Claire felt the force of Zane's will crashing down on her. His fingers, which had been gently, but firmly massaging the surface of her panties, fell away, leaving her empty and needy.
She felt flushed, and confused, and horny beyond all reason. She knew what Zane was asking.... But she wasn't sure that she had it in her to give him what he demanded.
Claire took a deep, shuddering breath. Zane's heavy body pressed down against her, his thick cock iron-hard and throbbing against her belly, through his pants.
Claire's belly swilled and twisted with butterflies as shame filled her to the brim. She couldn't believe she was going to do this. She couldn't believe she was even thinking about it! But even as her mind rebelled, a deep, primal need swelled up inside her. An ancient, bone-deep craving for power. Masculine strength. Dominant control. The basic instinct of a woman for a strong, confident man to take and own her.
To fill her with his cock and make her moan her surrender.
Zane must have seen Claire's resolve crumbling in her eyes because he let out a deep chuckle and got off of her, leaving her alone on the bed, wallowing in the shame of what she was about to do. Her mind rebelled against the humiliation of letting Zane win, but her pussy surrendered, tinging and gushing slick, hot lubrication, desperate for the superior male that had already conquered her spirit.
Avoiding the eyes of the man who now loomed above her, staring down from the foot of the bed where he stood, Claire hooked her thumbs through the waistband of her panties, held them there for a minute, then slowly dragged them down her thighs. The warm, wet silk of her soaked panties pulled away from her throbbing pussy, leaving it feeling raw and exposed in the open air as the underwear glided down her thighs... then her calves, then as she bent her legs upward, off her ankles, leaving her naked and defenseless beneath the eyes of a man who planned to fuck her brains out.
Claire saw exactly the look she had been dreading when she stared up into Zane's eyes. Gloating, smug victory. Zane had set out to fuck a married woman ten times hotter than him. Claire had been determined that he would never even get close to his perverse goal.
He had won. She had lost.
And it stung, even though the humiliation of her defeat filled her insides with dark, squirming desire. But, while a part of her boiled with hate for the cocky prick smirking down at her, Claire still couldn't look away as she lifted her trembling hand...
...and held out her panties to him as tribute. The symbol of her submission. Of his victory.
Zane reached out and took them without a word. The brutal expression of satisfaction on his ugly face said it all. He turned for a moment and admired the sexy pair of panties up against the light. The ones that he himself had picked out, knowing that one day they would be his prize. Then he picked up the special lower torso mannequin from the bed, worked for a moment to fiddle with the metal posts affixing it to the wooden base, and smoothly pulled the panties into place.
A perfect fit, Claire ruefully observed, even though the haze of her lust. She knew that he must have modelled it after her measurements.
Grinning like an excited child, Zane took a few steps and set the trophy on his dresser. The display case that the mannequin would decorate one day hadn't been built yet, but he wasn't willing to wait to display his prize. Claire was treated to the humiliating sight of her panties on display. The knowledge of what would happen next burned like a live coal in her lower belly.
Zane turned slowly to look at Claire, defeated and blushing on the bed, pussy bare and glistening with desire for a man she still despised, despite everything.
He dropped his pants without ceremony, letting his massive cock spring free, throbbing and swollen and glorious in Claire's horny eyes. After so many days of obsessing over that stiff, thick rod of masculine flesh, here it was in front of her. Her pussy pulsed with need, slick and wet and empty, desperate to receive. Her legs spread wider without her conscious thought, operating instinctively for what her body knew was coming. Claire's eyes stayed locked on Zane's cock as he pulled off his shirt, her pulsing thumping powerfully in her ears, in her throat, in her stiff, aching nipples.
Zane was naked now. She had seen him like this before, when she spied on him in the spa and when she had watched his filthy porn videos. But that had been different. She had just been a bystander then. Now she knew that Zane was naked for her. And that cast the sight of his ugly body in a whole new, disturbing, erotic light.
As he plodded forward on his stumpy legs, Zane seemed like some sort of mythical monster. A troll. An ogre. He was fat and hairy, in a way that Claire knew should disgust her. It did disgust her... but for some reason, his unattractive body carried an inexplicable allure as well. It was his unshakeable confidence, Claire realized as Zane drew near with fire in his eyes. Most people as ugly and fat as Zane had a certain cringing quality. Like they knew that they repelled others. Zane didn't have that. He seemed utterly comfortable in his body.
Now Zane stood above her again, after setting her tribute in a place of honor, naked and powerful and in his element. His hand fell to his cock, and he began stroking it. Slowly. Teasingly. Claire could only stare up at him, her thighs spread to display her shamefully dripping pussy, her whole body burning with humiliated lust. She was just starting to wonder when he would get on with it when he spoke.
"I never had any doubt," said Zane in an infuriatingly smug voice as his fist slowly pumped up and down his cock. His eyes didn't even glance up at Claire's face. Instead, he focused with laser-like intensity on her pussy: the prize that he had been aiming for. "I knew from the first business meeting that you would be a tough nut to crack... but I saw the submissive streak inside you, too. A slutty nature that you couldn't quite hide."
Claire gulped down the shame, closing her eyes so that she didn't have to see Zane's smirk as he stared at the pussy he knew he was about to enjoy. In theory, she could still back out... she just had to slam her legs shut and tell Zane to go fuck himself. But she knew that she couldn't. Her whole body ached with desire for the superior cock Zane held in her hands. She had already admitted defeat, and now she wanted her reward for her abject surrender... Even if that came with a side of infuriating gloating.


"I want to hear you say it," said Zane in a deep, commanding voice. Claire's eyes snapped open to see that Zane's expression had grown serious. "It's all well and good for you to hand over your panties and spread your legs for me. But I know you now, Claire. Tomorrow you're going to have all kinds of clever excuses for why this didn't actually count. You're going to tell yourself that taking off you're undies and showing me your wet pussy didn't mean you actually wanted to fuck me. And when you lie to yourself, I want you to remember what happened next. I want you to remember that you begged for my cock."
His eyes were hard as he stared down at the defeated woman beneath him.
"So beg."
Claire was so taken aback that she let out a little scoff of disbelief. But as her eyes darted over Zane's stony, uncompromising face, she saw that he was dead serious. Handing over her soaked panties and practically serving her pussy to him on a silver platter apparently hadn't been enough for him. He wanted to strip every scrap of pride she had left before he would give her what she needed so desperately.
Claire covered her throbbing pussy with her hand, closing her legs slightly as she scowled. She was already having enough difficulty as it was. As a proud woman used to being dominant in bed, it was hard enough to openly submit without Zane rubbing her fucking nose in it.
"Come the fuck on, Zane," she muttered bitterly, turning her head to the side so she didn't have to look at his stupid face. "I'm not the only horny one here, I see that fucking rock-hard cock. Can we just fuck like two adults and not play these games?"
Zane chuckled and got up onto the bed, moving forward on his knees. He reached out with firm, strong hands and slipped them between Claire's knees and up her inner thighs, smoothly parting her legs again. She kept her hand stubbornly clamped over her pussy for a moment, glaring up at him defiantly, but the dark tide of submissive lust inside her swelled again as Zane confidently manhandled her, looming over her with his cock throbbing like a dangerous stinger.
"Come on now, Claire Bear," he teased, his hands slowly rubbing up and down her inner thighs in a way that made Claire feel wet and hot and weak all the way down to her core. "You know me by now. You know the game is the best part for me... And you should know that I play to win. But this doesn't have to be a zero-sum game. If you just ask me nicely to fuck you with my big, hard cock, then you win too, in the only way that matters. So let's hear it. I want to hear that sexy voice begging for my cock."
His tone was oily and persuasive now, but that hardly made his ultimatum any easier to swallow. Zane was making another cocky gamble by trying to force her to submit further, and Claire was sorely tempted to make him lose that gamble. She gritted her teeth as she stared up at him, on the knife's edge.
But then what? If I turn him down now, what happens? I go home to Dan with this lust and curiosity still burning inside me? Try to convince my husband to fuck me even though he can't even get it up? Keep fantasizing about the cock in front of me while Zane taunts me? Every time our wills have clashed so far, he's come out on top. If I refuse him now, how long will it be until I give in?
Why not just get it over with and hopefully get this out of my system?
Claire took a deep, hitching breath and let it out. For a second her hand clutched even tighter over her pussy... then she released it, covering her eyes instead.
"P-please..." she said in a cracked whisper, shame and arousal twisting through her belly like two slippery eels. "Please fuck me, Zane. I need it."
As Claire tasted the bitter sting of defeat with her legs spread wide and her pussy exposed for the worst man she knew, she was certain that he was going to push even further. Make her beg in even more humiliating language. Make her get on her knees.
But Zane seemed to have an excellent instinct for when he had pushed her to the absolute limit. Instead of further taunts and denial, Claire felt him settle her bulk down over her. Claire uncovered her eyes to see Zane's face inches from her own, mockery replaced by sheer sexual hunger.
"Good girl," he rasped, his breath warm on her face. It smelled minty. "That wasn't so hard, was it? Now you get that reward that you wanted so fucking bad..."
Claire let out a little gasp of pleasure and shock as she felt the hot, velvety head of Zane's cock press demandingly against the sensitive flesh of her pussy, just an inch off the mark to the left. Zane grunted, reached down, and repositioned himself, sliding his swollen head between her dripping lips.
And then, as Claire's arms raised and wrapped instinctively around his hairy back, Zane pressed forward.
"F-fuck! Wait... Wait wait wait Oh Godddd," gasped Claire, her chest heaving with passion as Zane's cock pushed inside her for the first time. Fucking Christ, he's huge! That had been obvious to Claire for a while, especially since she had managed to fit his thick cock into her mouth the other night, but feeling it stretch open her sensitive pussy was another thing entirely. She had understood in her head that Zane was bigger than her husband, but the difference in sensation was even more marked than she expected. Even though her pussy was slick and receptive from their antagonistic foreplay, the explosive pleasure of the penetration was still blended with the sweet ache of being stretched wider than she was used to.
Surprisingly, Zane waited, just like she had asked. "Relax," he murmured, pulling her chin up and giving her a brief but deep kiss. "I know you can take it, Claire. Let me know when you're ready." His tone was oddly tender, despite his normally crude demeanor, and Claire found that she was relaxing. This time, it was she who pulled him close, kissing him while the tip of his cock sat just inside her throbbing pussy. His tongue slid dominantly into her mouth, and one of his hands reached up to roughly palm her breast beneath the fancy bra that she was still wearing. Claire felt the mild pain in her pussy fade, then disappear as they continued their sloppy makeout session.
She was ready for the main event. For the moment, her humiliation and dislike for the man above her were gone. She was just a horny woman beneath a hung man, with a pussy that ached to be filled. She continued to kiss him hungrily. She didn't even pause to tell Zane to continue. She simply reached down to needily pull at his thigh, silently urging him forward.
Zane slid forward with the slow, but unstoppable force of an avalanche. Opening. Spreading. Impaling. Packing Claire full in a way that she had never felt before. She pulled back from their kiss and threw her head back, squeezing her eyes shut and letting out a whining, primal moan of deep satisfaction as Zane scratched the maddening, horny itch that had been tormenting her for weeks.
She suddenly suspected that this experience would do very little to "get him out of her system". It might even have the opposite effect.
Finally, when Zane was fully inside, his fat balls pressing tight against Claire's ass and his thick cock stuffing her pussy completely full, he paused and held there for a moment, just bearing down and pinning her to the bed with his dick.
He didn't say anything, but Claire felt her humiliation come roaring back as she realized what he was doing. Zane was savoring his victory. Luxuriating in the feeling of her hot, married pussy wrapped snugly around his cock like a glove around a hand. Maybe with just the tip, she could have argued that it wasn't really sex. But now he was balls-deep inside her. Zane had fucked her, and she could never take that back.
"Don't... Don't stop you bastard," gasped Claire. "You wanted my pussy so fucking bad? Well, you got it. Now make it fucking yours." She needed to feel his passion. She needed to get lost in the pleasure of his dominant physical prowess, or the enormity of how far she had fallen would swallow her whole. She pulled her hated tormentor down into another deep kiss and flexed her pussy tight around his cock, egging him on.
Luckily, the provocation worked. With a grunt, Zane began moving, letting Claire's slick lower lips pull and cling to every inch of his thick shaft as his cock pulled out with deliberate slowness. Then his hips pushed forward again, forcing Claire to moan against his lips, her fingers clutching tight to his back as she felt the incredible sensation of complete and blissful fullness and stretching once again.
He gained speed, from a slow, teasing pump in and out to a deep, steady, rhythmic fucking. Claire's hips squirmed upward in little humping, liquid motions against his thrusts, her pussy clenching and milking the thick, powerful cock impaling it again and again. Their tongues continued to writhe together in a passionate kiss as their genitals merged like lock and key. A perfect fit that sent deep, mind-numbing pleasure radiating through every nerve of Claire's overstimulated body.
As much as she hated to admit it, it had never felt this good with her husband, even when he had been able to get it up. Dan was a good lover, but there was something about Zane. A primal, fierce energy that Claire couldn't explain, but that her deeper feminine instincts picked up on right from the beginning. The way he held her down with his heavy body. The way his thick cock pinned her to the bed with his slow, powerful thrusts... The way his tongue writhed and snaked against hers... All of it turned her insides into hot, submissive jelly.
Zane's pace increased, growing faster and faster as he slowly ramped up. Claire could feel her heart hammering in her chest. Zane's hand still grasped and palmed her breast over the bra, and she made a whining sound of dissatisfaction, writhing and twisting as Zane continued fucking her to reach behind herself and unclasp her unwanted bra. In another instant, it was gone and tossed away to the bedroom floor of the man who bought it, letting his hot, strong hand close over the bare skin of her tits.
She let out a needy whine as Zane rolled a sensitive nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Her hips humped up into Zane cock as his pace grew faster, fast enough to fill the room with rhythmic wet slaps as Zane's hips and thighs made contact with hers again and again. Zane wasn't just talking shit when it came to boasting over his sexual prowess. His slow buildup to these powerful, jackhammering strokes had played Claire's body like a violin. She clutched at him desperately, her legs spread as wide as they could go, her pussy eagerly swallowing his cock again and again.
Claire was shocked to feel an orgasm building up within her. She had never experienced an orgasm through penetration before in her entire life. She certainly hadn't been a slut... until now, that was, but Claire had dated and hooked up with plenty of men in high school and college, and although her body count was well into the twenties, none of them had ever made her orgasm during penetrative sex. She had long ago accepted that she was just the type of woman who needed clitoral stimulation to cum. But the wild, electric heat radiating between her legs and the increasingly strong pulsing of her pussy around Zane's pounding cock were unmistakable. Her whole body was filled to the brim with filthy heat, and it was building up to something powerful.
Claire could only think of one thing that was different; one factor that must be what was driving her toward a penetrative orgasm when no man had been able to accomplish it before. Submission. Claire had never allowed any man to dominate her like this. She had always been the one in charge, the one who set the pace, the one who led her men around by the nose. But Zane had come in and enforced his will on her. Won her pussy despite her best resistance.
Maybe on some subconscious level, her orgasm was a tribute to her conqueror. Her body was simply doing what her mind had done a few minutes ago by handing over her panties and begging for Zane's cock: waving the white flag and submitting to the prowess of a superior male.
Claire back arched dramatically up off the bed, a deep, animal moan pouring from her throat. Her thighs trembled and her toes curled. God, it's never been like this before... Dan can make me cum with his mouth after he's warmed me up enough with sex, but even then... When she came with Dan, it was like a warm, swelling tide flowing over her body. This was like a tidal wave, drowning her in fiery pleasure. She moaned louder as the orgasm roared through her, clawing red marks down Zane's hairy back, her pussy clamping like a hot, silky vice around his dominant dick.
Zane never stopped, maintaining his endless, relentless, powerful thrusts downward into the tight, wet cunt he had won by right of conquest. His perfect cock kept Claire right on the cresting wave of her orgasm, making her ride the climax for a long few minutes, moaning and writhing like a bitch in heat beneath him as he taught her the pleasure of deep, fulfilling orgasms that only a real man's cock could give her.
Finally, Claire collapsed back, like a puppet with its strings cut, panting and trembling, her sinful curves glistening with a sheen of sweat from the intensity of her orgasm. Her whole body tingled and buzzed, over-sensitive from the power of her release. But her sexual energy felt barely diminished.
It's almost too bad that it's over! I still feel like I need more...
But wait... Zane pulled his cock from her pussy, still hard as a rock, with no telltale drip of semen. Fuck! The fucking horny bastard didn't even cum! Claire had been so focused on her own powerful, unexpected orgasm that she hadn't even realized that Zane didn't cum. It sort of blew her mind. Zane's stamina must have been truly mindblowing if he was able to get through a session of intense fucking like that without cumming.
But it didn't just impress her. Claire felt a little thrill of erotic fear trace up her spine as she realized what this meant: Zane wasn't finished with her yet.
Her fears were confirmed as Zane moved forward confidently on his knees. She made a choked sound of awkward surprise as he straddled her chest, one hairy knee planted firmly on either side of her body, trapping her in place beneath his bulk as he loomed over her, smirking down with heated, lustful eyes at the once-proud woman beneath him.
Claire grimaced and wrinkled her nose as she realized the position that Zane had trapped her in. With one flabby thigh on either side of her chest, Zane's huge cock was now directly in her face. It was an even more humiliatingly submissive position than kneeling. With Zane above her pinning her down, Claire was unable to move. She had no choice but to confront his stiff, throbbing cock. As she stared up at it, intensely repelled yet attracted to the powerful symbol of masculine power, some of her juices dripped down off of it onto her cheek.
"Aww, is the high and mighty princess grossed out by the big bad dick?" snicked Zane above her. He shifted his weight a little and reached down to slap the hot, slimy cock against Claire's blushing face, making her squirm in embarrassment beneath his flabby bulk. "You didn't seem to mind it a second ago... Does your pretty-boy hubby make you cum like that, Claire Bear, or is it just bad boys that make you cream on their cocks?"
Claire snarled up at him, regaining a bit of her hateful rage that she held for this insufferable little man. His cock was right there, so she craned her neck upward, taking it between her lips and closed her teeth around it lightly. Her eyes flashed dangerously as she threatened to bite it and teach the smug prick belittling her a lesson.
But Zane didn't seem intimidated at all. He looked utterly confident that the light pressure of her perfect white teeth would be as far as she went. It made Claire boil that he seemed to think she was utterly broken... But her whole body still burned with desire, and being forced into this humiliatingly subordinate position made the submissive lust that Zane had been training into her spread through her veins like hot, weakening poison.
Claire could wriggle out from between his legs at any moment. She could bite his cock hard enough to make sure he never disrespected her again... But she didn't. As much as it stung to admit it, Zane was absolutely right in his assumption that she was his obedient little sex kitten, at least for now. Instead of biting him, Claire reluctantly swirled her tongue around the head of his cock, tasting her pussy on him while she glared daggers up at him with her fierce green eyes.
"There we go," he crooned, "suck me off, you little cocktease. Don't feel too bad for giving in, honey. You were probably the biggest challenge I've ever faced. You really played hard to get, didn't you? It must have been hard to deny yourself when you were this much of a slut on the inside."
Claire pulled her mouth away from Zane's cock long enough to bitterly say, "You think you're so clever, don't you? So tough and manly, swinging this freakish cock around all the time... Well newsflash, Z; you're just a bully. You push and insult and exhaust people until you get your way. Women don't sleep with you because they like you, they sleep with you because it's easier than saying 'no' to a persistent little fatass like you on a daily basis."
Zane threw his head back and laughed, and when he looked back down, Claire could see a gleam of antagonistic lust reignited in his piggy eyes. "You see? This is what makes you so fascinating, Claire Bear! Even after you lost, you still have a sassy mouth on you!" He reached down to grab his cock, tapping it against Claire's pouty lips. "But let's not oversell your point, sweetie. I know you hate me, but I think there was a little more to your submission than just shutting me up. I heard those desperate moans. And let's not forget how sweetly you begged... Please fuck me, Zane. I need it!"
Claire flushed red and opened her mouth to hotly contest Zane's condescending mockery, but Zane bore down, sticking his cock into her open mouth and silencing her before she could get a word out. "Now shut the fuck up, Claire..." he grunted with a savage grin. "I was nice enough to make your first time with me sweet and tender. But now it's time to put you in your place. Suck my cock, sweetheart. Warm me up so I can fuck you like the cheating slut you've become."
Claire tried to say something and argue back again, but it was no use. Zane's cock pushed in further against her tongue, and it came out as a ridiculous wet gurgling noise. The shame of being silenced by dick made her pussy pulse with fresh lust and her nipples ache with stiffness, pressed up against Zane's sweaty thighs as they clamped down on her chest. Zane pushed forward, carefully but firmly fucking her mouth as she lay back with her head against the pillow.
He was using her like some sort of sex doll, treating her resistance as a cute but meaningless tantrum. She really had become a slut in his eyes... and for some reason that deep disrespect just made the submissive lust deep in Claire's belly writhe and burn, spreading through her core, making trickles of fresh lubrication run down her thighs as her pussy prepared for more domination from her new master.
Zane's thick cock slid in and out between her lips, stretching them around its shaft as it dominantly filled her mouth again and again. Claire's anger faded away, replaced by desperate arousal... but the humiliation stayed. Normally, she was the dominant one in bed, but now she was getting her mouth fucked by an asshole she hated. That thought alone made her body ache with shameful desire.


Finally, Zane had had enough. It was clear that he had no intention of using Claire's mouth to cum during their first time having sex. No, a bastard like Zane must have something much more special planned.
He pulled away, leaving Claire gasping for breath as he got off of her chest. But she didn't have much time to rest. In a few swift, confident movements, he had manhandled his new slut into position, flipping her over, pulling up on her hips, and pressing down on her shoulders until she was in an arched-back, slutty doggy style position for him, her drooling, flushed pussy on full display between her spread, trembling thighs.
Claire's breaths were hot, humid gasps, trapped against her face by her tormentor's soft, expensive sheets. Her breasts were pressed down into the soft mattress as well, her sensitive nipples brushing against the Egyptian cotton again and again as her chest heaved with passion.
Zane had her right where he wanted her now. Something he had said kept running through her mind... that what they had just done was an example of Zane being "sweet and tender". If the jackhammering, deep, intense missionary fucking he had just given her qualified as sweet... What was she about to get right now? The idea aroused her almost as much as it scared her.
Just as that sizzling, anxious thought crossed her oversexed mind, Claire felt a thick finger trace down her slit from behind, pausing at her clit to rub in slow, lazy circles. She let out a muffled moan down into the sheets pressed against her face, her hips involuntarily squirming back and up into the delicious sensation of Zane's dominant, possessive fingers.
"You still don't realize what's happened to you, do you?" Said Zane in a low, smoldering voice as his fingers expertly circled her clit, making her squirm from the electric sensations crackling through every nerve. "You're mine now. No metaphor. No exaggeration. You belong to my cock. And by the time you finally absorb that, it will be way too fucking late."
She felt his hand fall away, and a second later, the thick head of his cock was teasing at her eager entrance once again. "Anyway. Time for your first lesson in being my submissive fuckdoll..."
This time, there was no slow, teasing entrance. Zane slid his powerful thickness deep inside Claire in one swift, smooth motion, pressing her face hard into the bed. Her arched-back pose let him reach even deeper inside her than he had been able to during missionary. For a second, Claire was so overwhelmed by the feeling of Zane's cock filling her that she couldn't even make a sound, silently screaming her pleasure downward into the sheets beneath her.
Then Zane's fingers gripped tight onto her wide, squishy hips, and he began roughly fucking her down into the bed with deep, powerful strokes. Suddenly, Claire couldn't stop making noise. Loud, choking sobs of primal sexual pleasure poured from her, so embarrassingly desperate that she seized a mouthful of sheets between her teeth, trying unsuccessfully to muffle her cries. Zane's hairy thighs slapped against her pillowy butt again and again, blending wet smacking noises with her slutty moans.
"Fuck!" growled Zane. "I love fucking married cunt. Especially when they have husbands with worthless, tiny dicks. You're so fucking tight you're practically a virgin for a real man like me, Claire Bear."
Claire now knew exactly what Zane meant by the contrast between "tender" and what he was doing now. His strong, dominant thrusts pressing her downward from behind hammered the lesson he intended to teach into Claire's fizzing mind with every thrust. She was his. Her pussy belonged to him now. She was just a stupid slut to him; only good for taking cock. She felt those truths burning in her soul as her whole body lit up with pleasure.
Zane's hand flashed downward with a loud *crack*, his palm landing in a stinging spank that sent shock and sexual fire blazing through Claire's shuddering body. She let out a primal scream of rage and submissive lust, her hips writhing backward to meet Zane's punishing thrusts as he battered her pussy with his thick, powerful cock. She had never allowed a man to touch her like that. She would have cut off the balls of anyone foolish enough to try... before today. Now she just bit the sheets harder, sobbing with overwhelming, humiliating pleasure from how far she had fallen.
She lost herself in the filthy, rough rhythm of Zane's conquering thrusts, pressing her down into the mattress, and making her sensitive nipples rub against the sheet every time his flabby hips contacted her ass. Her pussy was on fire, gripping and milking the thick shaft inside it, desperate for the superior seed of the dominant male claiming her. She pushed back against his cock, meeting every stroke with her hips, her toes curling, and her fingers twisting sweaty handfuls of sheets as she raced toward another deep, powerful orgasm.
But Zane wasn't about to let her off that easily.
He reached down and gripped Claire's hair, forcing her head upward. "I want you to look," he grunted in a bestial tone, "I want you to see what you gave up to become mine. Look at the symbol of defeat as I fill that slutty married cunt full of my cum."
Claire had no choice. Her bright green eyes, once so sharp and intelligent, but for now clouded with weak, willing lust, flew open as Zane's cruel hand held her up by her hair. She stared directly where Zane wanted, at the mannequin displayed on the dresser directly across the room.
Despite the dark dampness on the crotch, the underwear still looked classy. White silk and dark lace, with a cute little feminine bow. But Claire had given up that classiness; sold it as the price for the brutal, domiant fucking her new master was now giving her. The sight of the lost panties filled her with shame... but also pushed her screaming over the edge.
Claire took deep, whooping breaths, letting them out a breathy, whining yelps of raw pleasure. If anything, this climax was even stronger than the one she had had just a few minutes before. Her whole body shook and spasmed with its power. Her heavy tits swung behind her as Zane refused to let up his powerful thrusts. One fist still held her hair in a tight, painful, but somehow erotic grip in her hair while the other held her hip, stabilizing the flabby man as his cock pistoned into her spasming pussy. Claire was in heaven and hell, her body roaring with the fire and ice of pain and pleasure, radiating through every nerve of her body as Zane stretched her climaxing pussy to its limit, making it his.
Finally, when it felt like Claire had been trapped in the most powerful orgasm of her life for a thousand years, Zane grunted and thrust forward to the hilt, his balls pressing up against Claire's clit as he drained them into her married pussy, firing rope after rope of hot, potent cum into her deepest depths.
Claire deliriously reflected that it was a good thing she was on the pill. She could tell instinctively that she would be knocked up otherwise. She knew it didn't make medical sense, but Zane was so fucking powerful that she half wondered if his sperm would find some way to impregnate her anyway.
After shooting his massive load, Zane pulled his spent cock out of her pussy with a deep, rumbling, satisfied sigh, leaving her thighs trembling as his thick, pearly seed leaked out of her well-used hole.
Claire slumped down to the bed, panting and shaking, still trying to come back from the aftereffects of her orgasm. Oh fuck. I fucked him. I fucking lost. I even let the bastard cum inside me. What the fuck am I going to tell Dan? Fuck that... Dan can never ever know.
Before she could spiral further, Zane patted Claire's plush ass fondly, then, without warning, he turned her around and pulled her up the bed toward him, snuggling her into a tight, but oddly tender embrace.
"You and I are going to have so much fucking fun, Claire Bear," he said smugly, staring into her orgasmed-hazed eyes. "This is just the fucking beginning. Just wait until you see what's in store for my new woman."
Claire stared back at him with a vague scowl, a little confused from the abrupt transition from fucking to this odd snuggling. Her mind felt as slow as molasses. Now that she had been satisfied, her obedience and desperation were fading, replaced once again by a stony, stubborn desire to resist. She swore to herself that he was wrong. This had been a mistake. A bad one, absolutely, but everyone made mistakes. She had Zane out of her system now. She had tasted the forbidden fruit and satisfied her perverse curiosity.
Now she was going to kick Zane to the curb. She could get contractors to finish up the physical work and send him an invoice in the mail. She would never see Zane again, and Dan would never have to know about her embarrassing failure to keep her legs closed. She wanted to tell Zane that. Tell him that this had been a one-time thing, no matter what perverted hopes he had to make her into his slut.
But suddenly Claire felt completely drained... And strangely warm and comfortable in Zane's flabby arms. All of the tension and anger and frustration she had been carrying with her for weeks was gone, wiped away by strenuous physical activity and the most powerful sexual relief of her life. She felt a wave of fatigue crashing over her with shocking rapidness, making the idea of getting into another pointless argument with Zane deeply unappealing. So instead, Claire contented herself with just shaking her head with a bitter twist of her lip. She shut her eyes. Just for a second. Just to just rest and catch her breath.
As she was unintentionally drifting off, a tiny, nagging voice in Claire's mind reminded her that she had been absolutely certain she would never sleep with Zane as well...
So how can I know for sure that I won't become his obedient slut?
But she ignored the little annoying voice and fell into a deep, satisfied sleep of physical and sexual exhaustion.
...
When Claire started lightly snoring, Zane carefully extracted himself and rose from the bed.
It was time for a well-deserved celebratory cocktail. He padded out of the room and down the stairs, his deflating cock still dripping cum and pussy juice as he made his way to the kitchen.
He mixed himself a 7 and 7 and raised it silently with a wide, triumphant grin painting his features. A toast to himself and his victory. Then he downed the drink in one gulp and started to think about next steps. He had never been a man to rest on his laurels.
Maybe when he first started this bet, this was all he planned for. He had won handily, with a week to spare. Even if Claire never spoke to him again, which he was sure was her current hope now that he had scratched her itch, he had still convinced her to fuck him. A married woman fucking a pornstar out of wedlock was slutty, no matter how you sliced it.
But now Zane wanted more... Claire wasn't going to be one of his occasional slip-ups, where the woman got away after one night of sex. No. Claire was going to be his loyal slut, and she was going to love every minute of it.
Which raised the question of how exactly to handle his victory. It would be deeply satisfying to rub his victory in Dan's face... But was right now really the time to take a victory lap? If his ultimate goal was to win Claire as his permanent slut, maybe it was better to play the long game and not tell Dan he had fucked his wife yet.
Zane made the decision right then and there. He had won the Bet, but Dan didn't need to know that yet. Not until he had won a much larger prize. One that, this time, Dan didn't even know he was playing for.
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Breathing heavily, Kim stared into the cool blue eyes of her sister in law.
It was a lot better than staring anywhere else right now. Eliza was wearing a breathtakingly slutty bunny costume composed of a tight leather corset, clinging fishnets, and a cute pink and white set of silk rabbit ears. A vision of degraded, sexualized femininity. It honestly blew Kim's mind. She'd nursed a sneaking dislike for Eliza for most of the time she had known her, but that wasn't because her sister-in-law was a slutty dresser. On the contrary, it was because Eliza was steadily, annoyingly perfect.
But there was nothing at all perfect about her brother's wife standing in the apartment of David's nemesis, dressed up like some sort of sex doll.
To be fair, Kim didn't have a leg to stand on when it came to calling others slutty. She herself was wearing a stripper's outfit that could only very loosely resembling a schoolgirl's uniform. A sheer, skimpy little top was tied beneath her big, round, braless tits, and a tiny strip of a tartan skirt draped over her wide hips in a way that barely hid her pussy.
But it was different. She hadn't known until just a few seconds ago that the man she had been trying to hook up with wasn't "Frank Penn", but in fact was Gene Crowder, the evil bully who'd been making her brother's life a living hell for months. But Eliza had known. She was the one who'd called him Gene. Eliza was here willingly, in an outfit that dripped uninhibited sexuality.
And she claimed that she had a good explanation.
"Ok, what are you waiting for?" asked Kim impatiently, her eyes flicking back and forth between Eliza and Gene, who himself was sitting on the couch with the same cocky smirk Kim had grown used to, "Spill it. You said you could explain how I've been feeling this week. This oughta be good. Let's hear it."
The deep, powerful cravings and attraction for an old, fat prick like Gene certainly wasn't normal, but Kim had no idea how Eliza would know what made sucking Gene's cock and fucking him in a strip club parking lot seem like good ideas.
Kim shuddered at the memory of how she'd submitted to the man she didn't know was her brother's worst enemy. Her eyes moved by themselves, seeking Gene's crotch. Annoyingly, just that quick glance at him sent a pulse of desperate lust through Kim's veins, making her nipples stiffen against her sheer, confining top. She furiously pushed the feeling away. Why was she still getting turned on by Gene now that she knew what a monster he really was? God, I sucked his fucking cock tonight... I let him stick his fucking cock inside me in a strip club parking lot. The memory burned hot with shame and guilt and arousal. As frustrating as it was, even the shock of finding out "Frank's" real identity hadn't been enough to take away the burning, unquenchable lust that had been eating away at her.
"Ok," said Eliza with a sigh and a grimace, drawing Kim's attention back to her. "This is going to sound crazy. But I promise you every word is true. And if you think back on how you felt this week, I think you'll agree that it makes sense, as hard as it is to believe." She paused, wringing her hands in front of her.
"I said you had thirty seconds," said Kim impatiently, "Tick Tock, Eliza." She crossed her arms under her breasts, then realized, as Gene grinned over at her, eyes on her chest, that the pose only put her stiff nipples on further display. She thought about covering them, then decided that would make her look weak.
"Ok, you've been addicted to Gene's cum through the use of a substance called "mjölkhare oil". It's given you a biological need for his semen, and there's no way I know of to resist. You have to regularly consume his cum or suffer increasingly intense cravings." The words came out in a rush, as if Eliza wanted to rip off a band-aid.
Kim stared at her for a second, expressionless, then looked over to where Gene had flopped back comfortably on his ratty old couch, grinning insolently. "It's true," he said with a wink. "You won't be able to live anymore without a regular dose of my thick, hot baby-batter." He grabbed his bulge, punctuating the source of her nourishment.
Kim stared silently for a few more seconds, then snorted. The short became a chuckle, rising deep from within her, and soon she was caught in the grip of a powerful, deep, authentic laugh that jiggled her barely clothed tits and nearly doubled her over. She swayed for a moment on her tall, wobbly heels, then caught herself and managed to control her gasping laugh. "Fucking what?!" she said incredulously, wiping tears away from her eyes as she stared into Eliza's shocked face. "I give you a chance to explain why you've become the personal whore for your husband's worst enemy, and that's the best you can do? That you were forced to by fucking magic?"
"Kim..." said Eliza, stunned and beginning to look a little upset, "Just... think about what you've been feeling this past week. The urges. The cravings. You think all of that was natural?"
"I think I was fucking horny, you stupid bitch," Kim said with a sneer. She glanced over at Gene on the couch and was gratified to see that, for once, the smug look of superiority was absent from his face. Kim's body still pulsed and roared with dark, twisted lust, but her anger and skepticism were in the driver's seat for now, and her satisfaction at fighting back against the twisted game these two were playing felt nearly as satisfying as when she'd downed the specimen cup full of cum earlier in the week.
She turned on her heel and clicked across Gene's dirty kitchen floor with her head held high.
"Wait," said Eliza, her voice edged with panic, "where are you going?"
"Where do you think?" said Kim over her shoulder with a raised eyebrow. "Straight to my brother, to let him know that his blushing bride is stabbing him in the back. I hope you're satisfied with this fat asshole's freakish cock, Sis, because when my brother leaves your unfaithful ass, you'll be able to spend all the time in the world with him."
"I drove you here," said Gene, leaning forward on the couch with an angry scowl on his face. "How the fuck do you plan to..."
"I'm going to call a rideshare, you fucking idiot," said Kim lightly, scoffing as she headed for the door. This whole thing had been humiliating and frustrating, but at least she'd uncovered the truth about her cheating whore of a sister in law. That would let her finally put things to rights.
"Lizzie, time to pull out all the stops. You know that thing I asked you to bring along? It's your training aid for the evening. Bring her to heel," said Gene roughly. Kim's hand rested on the doorknob, and she rolled her eyes. What, is this some other stupid magic trick that they think is going to brainwash me? Kim thought about not even dignifying Gene's strange words with a response, but the temptation was too great: it would be satisfying to turn and sneer at whatever they thought would get her to change her mind. Eliza approached, standing right behind her now. Kim turned, ready to give one last parting shot to the two repellent lovers...
...Only to find Eliza holding something up in front of her eyes. It was unmistakably a used condom, tied off and bulging with a hefty load of thick, pearly semen. Kim opened her mouth to say something cutting and final, but that just let the unmistakable bleachy scent of sperm waft into her nose even more fully.
Kim's petite, curvy body suddenly seized with an overwhelming, debilitating spasm of pure, animal lust. Her pupils dilated, her mouth watered, and her nipples grew diamond hard, pressing even more tightly against the thin cloth of her top. Her wet cunt pulsed and clenched between her suddenly-quivering thighs. Fuck... all of her anger and certainty was now fighting tooth and nail against her primal cravings... which were demanding she snatch the used condom from her beautiful sister-in-law's hands and chew it like a piece of fucking bubble gum.
"Now that I have your attention," said Eliza softly, her eyes blazing with cold heat, "Let's continue with our conversation, Kimmy."
...
Earlier that day...
By Friday afternoon, Eliza had run out of the cum supply that Gene had provided for her at the beginning of the week. She'd even taken the opportunity, when her husband was occupied, to desperately lick up whatever residue she could from the inside of the empty creamer bottle.
In the end, it felt like she'd had a long week. Following her trip to meet with Bitsy, Eliza made a return visit the next day to hide the burner phone behind Coach S's trash cans like they'd discussed. Now she had windows of five minutes or so every afternoon where she was able to commiserate with Bitsy, her fellow Cumbunny. That by itself was nice, but there'd been no further updates so far on their plan to experiment with the effects of getting two mjölkhare doses at once. Bitsy thought that bringing the idea of another Cumbunny meetup up out of the blue to CoachS would be suspicious, and Eliza had to reluctantly agree.
Which had left Eliza alone all week without Gene. She'd sort of hoped that Gene would get bored with ensnaring a prickly firecracker like Kim, who wouldn't fuck him yet, and come back to satisfy his lust during the week. But he hadn't. Instead, Eliza was spending all the time she wanted with her husband, just like she'd craved when they were separated over the week before.
And it had become a living hell.
Not that she disliked her husband or didn't want to spend time with him. She was still able to enjoy their time together on that level. No, the problem was that Gene had forbidden her from allowing David to penetrate her in any way. No blowjobs, and certainly no vaginal sex. That rule was getting harder and harder to follow as both Eliza and David grew hornier and hornier. David had been plagued by erectile dysfunction for months, but since Gene was no longer around to stress him out this week, he had been blossoming.
And that meant that he wanted what Eliza wasn't allowed to give him more than ever.
It was frustrating for them both, and adding to it was that Eliza obviously couldn't explain why she couldn't just give in and have sex with him. David would kiss her, run his hands over her aching, burning body with sweet, loving caresses, reach to pull down her soaking panties... and Eliza would stop him. Something would compel her. It wasn't that she didn't want to fuck her husband. She was desperate to make love to him in fact. Being without Gene's thick, powerful cock for a week had left Eliza deeply sexually frustrated, and she was positive that Gene would have no way of knowing whether or not she'd had sex with David. He was busy with Kim right now, after all, and didn't seem to be monitoring her. But every time Eliza decided that she would defy her master's orders and have sex with her husband, that other part of herself that she called "Lizzie" after Gene's demeaning nickname for her, reared her ugly head.
Lizzie refused to disobey her beloved master's commands. She was positive that Gene would be so proud of her for resisting temptation and refusing to let her cuck husband's shrimpy cock inside her pussy. Whenever Eliza and David got close to sex, Lizzie would seize control, and Eliza would make some sort of excuse.
David could be oblivious sometimes, but even he'd clued in to the fact that something was wrong. He'd assumed that it was some sort of relationship issue and had been very sweet and considerate the past two days, trying to make up for whatever mistake he'd made. It made Eliza squirm with guilt, but at least it was preferable to telling him the truth.
On this lazy Friday afternoon after work, the loving act that David had settled on to bring them closer was a foot rub. David knelt at Eliza's feet, rubbing her arches dutifully as she watched television. Foot rubs were a common way that David showed his affection for his wife, although he didn't usually go to the lengths of getting to his knees and using both hands. He was clearly hoping that if he buttered her up enough, Eliza would melt and allow him to have sex with her. She didn't have the heart to tell him that it was never going to happen. She had to find some more permanent excuse that David would accept for why she couldn't have sex with him, and fast, because she wasn't going to be able to keep this up for long. As cruel as it was, she sort of hoped that Gene would get back to bullying him soon. At least then David's stress-induced erectile dysfunction would make her inability to have sex with him a moot point.
"So, how was your day at work?" asked David with a warm smile, working his thumbs into her sole in deep, circular motions.
Eliza sighed, trying to push past her conflicted emotions and her buzzing, uncomfortable arousal and just enjoy this moment with her loving husband. "It was fine. Had to finish up reviewing a thick stack of resumes for the open position in the auditing department. Tedious, but not difficult." A breezy, simple story, and it had the benefit of being true in this case. The other men of the office were still watching her like scavengers ready to pounce, but now that she was reconnected with David, he was around the office enough to keep them at bay. It wasn't so much that they respected Eliza's husband; they had just caught on to the rules of the game: according to Gene, she didn't have to entertain their sexual advances while her husband could see.
"Saw you got called into Carl's office," said David with a raised eyebrow, rubbing a thumb tenderly over the ball of her foot. "I hope that wasn't anything too serious."
Eliza cringed internally. Right... She did visit her manager's office today to kneel beneath his desk and suck his cock, bobbing her head up and down, her lips sealed tight around his throbbing shaft, swallowing down a hot, sticky (but ultimately unsatisfying) load of his cum. It probably said a lot that the event hadn't even really registered to her as notable. Swallowing a hot load from her boss had become a regular part of her routine, happening multiple times a week. It was a part of Gene's deal with Carl to ensure he remained in a position of authority despite his subpar performance. Although the humble service turned Eliza on just because of the fetish for submission and humiliation that Gene had trained into her, it wasn't even close to as intense as the feeling of serving her master. It really had become just another part of her job.
"Just some routine stuff," said Eliza dismissively, pulling out her phone as a way to avoid looking her husband in the eyes. She'd just asked, "How about you, dear? How was work today?" when her phone coincidentally buzzed loudly in her hands.
Her heart skipped a beat, and goosebumps pebbled her skin. It was from Gene.
Lizzie rose up inside her, always eager to be a slutty Cumbunny for her master. It was a part of her she hated, but Eliza recognized that Lizzie was a legitimate part of her. And right now, Lizzie was desperate to talk to her master. So, even though David was right there, launching into a story about some complex financial mystery he had been untangling this week while Gene was away from the office, Eliza opened the text chain with the man she was fucking behind his back.
[Hey, Lizzie. Miss me yet?]
Eliza's breath felt hot and heavy in her throat. This was... wrong. It would be far from the first time she had texted Gene, but that had always been secretly, when David wasn't around or in the dark of night. Right now, he was inches away, rubbing her feet and smiling up at her while the phone was between them, chattering away about his job. But, as much as betraying her husband like this made Eliza's belly squirm, it had been almost a week since Lizzie'd seen her master. And that trumped everything.
[It feels like it's been a long time. It's been difficult. Are you almost finished with your side project?] There. Neutral and restrained. Not the fawning message of devotion or begging for a meeting like a part of her had wanted to send. "Well, the numbers didn't add up, even though they swore that..." Eliza tried to focus on her husband's boring work story, smiling warmly at him as he continued her loving foot rub, but she was consistently distracted by checking and rechecking her phone every few seconds, waiting for Gene's reply.
She didn't have to wait for long. She zoned out from her husband's story, focusing fully on her phone as it buzzed once again with a text from Gene.
[Kimmy is coming along just fine. And don't try to play coy, you little slut. I know how much cum I gave you... and I know that by now you must be desperate for your master. So don't play innocent. Tell me what you want.]
Eliza sucked in a shocked breath as the primal hunger she had become so familiar with pulsed upward powerfully from between her legs. Even reading her master's dirty talk without being in his presence was enough to fill her with helpless, filthy lust. Her eyes flicked downward, meeting her husband's eyes as his hands moved humbly over her extended feet. He was still telling her about what he had been doing at work, although she had lost track of the story completely.
"... but it turned out that the value hadn't actually been re-entered in error, there was just a poorly documented transaction that had happened at about the same time for about the same amount! Just one of those weird coincidences, I guess. So I called up..."
Eliza looked back at her phone, gulping. It felt so wrong to have this kind of conversation with Gene while her husband was right next to her, his hands rubbing her body... But Lizzie wouldn't be denied. She missed her master so badly, and the last thing she wanted to do was disappoint him by not answering promptly. Letting her husband's chatter fade into the background once again, Eliza texted back.
[I want your cock, master. Your cumbunny needs a fresh hot load right down her slutty throat.]
She was surprised at her own filthy words, but she pressed the send button without hesitation. She meant the message from the bottom of her heart. Secretly texting her owner while her husband rubbed her feet was turning her on more than she could stand, her lust augmented and enhanced by her week of sexual frustration and her growing hunger for cum.
Gene's response to her obscene admission was swift and shocking. A picture of his thick, hard cock, drooling precum and held with his broad fist gripping its base.
Eliza let out a low, quiet moan at the powerfully erotic sight. Her nipples rose swiftly to attention and wet heat bloomed between her thighs, her body awakening with interest at the sight of her favorite source of pleasure and fulfillment. David looked up, concerned at the noise. "Are you ok?" he asked, confused. "Did I hurt you or something?"
"No, dear," said Eliza swiftly, with a wobbly smile, trying desperately to control the lust roaring through her and avoid tipping off her husband. "Your massage just felt so heavenly that I groaned a little at the feeling. Don't stop." David looked concerned for a second longer, then smiled and nodded, continuing the thoughtful footrub. Another text from Gene popped onto the screen.
[I love it when my little slut is honest. I think you deserve a reward for telling me how you really feel. Let's meet. I need your help with something.]
Gene wanted to meet? It was what Eliza had been secretly hoping for all week, but now that the moment was here, it seemed easier said than done. David was being very clingy and lovey-dovey at the moment, so it wouldn't be easy to extract herself. If she had a few hours, she could probably cook up an excuse... and god, it would feel good to let her master take the edge off her cravings. [Where? When?] She texted rapidly, her body simmering with filthy heat at the thought of tasting her master's cum again.


But Gene's answer filled her with white hot panic rather than arousal. [Right fucking now. I'm parked across the street. Come down.] Eliza's eyes went wide, and her pulse drummed hard and quick in her chest. She was grateful she had so much experience staying cool and emotionless, because otherwise she was sure that even her oblivious husband would notice her shock. Gene had come to her house? In the middle of the afternoon? While David was here? And wanted her to come down and service him? The idea aroused her almost as much as it terrified her. But it was obviously impossible.
[I can't, master. I'm with my husband right now. I won't be able to get away that quickly. Let's meet somewhere soon.] She hoped against hope that Gene would understand that his order was almost guaranteed to get both of them caught. But by now she knew her master well... and she knew that he wasn't likely to take "no" for an answer.
[Don't fuck with me, Lizzie. I know you can't resist. Do you want chaste, boring quality time with your limp-dick beta hubby? Or do you want to be my Cumbunny, and have fun with this...]
A short video briefly loaded on the screen and began playing. Eliza quickly made sure the volume on her phone was turned all the way down. Onscreen, Gene's hand gripped his monstrous, throbbing cock tight as it slowly moved down to its thick base, then up to its swollen head. Eliza's mouth felt dry, and her panties wet. Her body sang with pure, primal need.
She stared down at her poor, weak husband. On his knees. Humbly serving her in the futile hope that she might agree to let him stick pathetic, tiny dick inside her. Gene was right. He was weak. A total pussy. Gene would never beg like this. Her master didn't serve. He didn't do her desperate favors. Gene took what he wanted. He sent her images of his superior cock and demanded she come to him. The contrast was stark, and while Eliza kept repeating to herself that she loved her husband and that David was a much better man than Gene... Lizzie, for one, saw the choice as crystal clear.
Eliza knew that these dark, cruel thoughts about her husband were coming from Gene's manipulative training. The combination of the insidious oil and Gene's constant venomous words were shaping her thoughts about her husband toward her master's way of thinking. Eliza didn't actually think that a man being nice to his wife was pathetic... But even though she knew that, on a deeper, more subconscious level, she couldn't help but look back and forth between the taunting image of Gene's thick cock, and her kneeling, politely smiling husband, and sneer a little at the man she loved.
In the end, her choice was never really a choice at all. She couldn't resist Gene when her hunger was growing stronger by the minute and she hadn't been properly fucked in a week. She texted Gene [5 minutes] then put her phone in her pocket, already deciding on the tactic she would use to fool her husband. She needed something quick. Something that he wouldn't even think to question.
Well, there was one idea that was guaranteed to get her away immediately. It wasn't an ideal answer, but sometimes the simplest lie was the best.
"Sorry, dear," she said briskly, cutting off her husband's rambling small talk. She withdrew her feet from his attentive hands and slipped them into her sandals, trying not to give her husband enough time to question her. "I need to run to the restroom."
"Oh. Sure," said David, getting up from his kneeling position and moving to sit on the couch. "Well, see you soon then." Going with the excuse of using the bathroom was a risky maneuver, but it was all Eliza's lust-addled brain could come up with in the moment. It was easily believable, but it would also put her on a time limit. She needed to move fast.
Eliza slipped down the stairs on swift, but silent feet, hurrying to the front door and making sure to open and close it softly enough that David wouldn't hear. How long could she be gone without David growing suspicious? Five minutes? A little longer? Anxiety crackled through her. Maybe she should have said she needed to run to the store for something. She'd been so focused on getting away smoothly that she hadn't thought out how things would go later.
She was starting to make obvious mistakes. The sort of mistakes a junkie might make...
Eliza pushed the worries out of her mind as she noted Gene's old, beat-up car parked a block down from the house, his bulky shape recognizable behind the wheel. Eliza walked as quickly as she could toward him without looking suspicious. If David happened to look out the window, her lie would be exposed either way, but this way, none of the neighbors would see her wildly sprinting through the neighborhood.
Gene perked up as he saw her, his ugly face splitting into a grin. He reached over and unlocked the passenger side door as Eliza reached it. She glanced nervously over her shoulder at the surrounding houses, praying that none of her neighbors would notice her getting into a car with a stranger. It was already a miracle that no one seemed to have noticed Gene living in her house all throughout the previous week, but she couldn't count on her luck reaching any further.
Despite her nerves, being in Gene's presence once again filled Eliza with a pathetic delight she couldn't hold back. Gene didn't even greet her as she slipped into the passenger seat of his dirty little car. He simply chuckled and reached across to openly paw at her breasts with a strong, grasping hand, drawing a little whimper from Eliza's throat and making her squeeze her eyes shut against the overwhelming feeling of submissive desire that flooded her veins, stiffened her traitorous nipples, and dampened her panties.
"Good to see you too, Lizzie," said Gene with a cocky little chuckle, clearly noticing and approving of her arousal.
Eliza struggled to get a hold of herself, her breath coming in hot gasps and her chest arched upward into her master's possessive hands. "M-master, please," she said in a breathy whine, "I... I don't have much time. I told David that I was using the bathroom. I need to get back as soon as I can!"
Gene snorted with laughter. "Oh shit! Maybe I should keep you here for hours, then. How long do you think it would take that little pussy to realize you weren't on the pot? How long do you think it would take him before he checked outside... before he walked up to the strange car rocking on the curb, the windows all steamed up from the inside?"
Eliza moaned with a potent mix of terror and desire, her body aching with dark, twisted lust even as her mind reeled with the awful perversity of the thought. David catching her in the act with Gene would truly ruin both of their lives... but in a way, the awful climax of her weak husband discovering how his hated bully had stolen her away would be powerfully erotic in the worst possible way.
Gene read the conflicted horror and arousal on her face and shook his head with a grin, palming one breast and squeezing firmly. "I'm just joking, Lizzie! I don't want your cuck to find out about what's been going on yet. We've got to make it truly special when he finally realizes how badly he's been beaten. I do sort of wish you had been smart enough to come up with a better excuse, but I suppose what did I expect when I asked a bimbo bunny to use her brain?"
Eliza felt the sting of his casual insult like a slap to her face, even as his roaming hands on her aching breasts sent arcs of sexual electricity blazing through her. She had always been a confident, sharp woman before she had been ensnared by Gene. The only reason she might be considered a "bimbo" at all was because of his corroding influence. But Gene neither noted nor cared about her indignation. He was too busy fishing his cock out of his pants with his free hand.
Eliza's anger at Gene for belittling her immediately fuzzed out into irrelevance as her eyes fell on his cock. She felt her mouth flood with drool. Her core pulsed with dark, hungry heat at the sight of the commanding rod of powerful male flesh, pulsing lightly with Gene's heartbeat. Gene could insult her as much as he wanted if it meant she could fuck herself silly on that magnificent cock and take his hot, thick cum deep in her desperate pussy.
"I need to get my rocks off right away," said Gene bluntly, stroking his thick cock for emphasis. "And now that I have a Cumbunny, I don't jerk off. So you're up, Lizzie... and it looks like you had better hurry the fuck up if you don't want your pussy husband to get suspicious."
"Here? Now?" said Eliza in a voice of cringing shock. They were parked on her suburban street in the sunny late afternoon. They were inside a car, but anybody passing by on the sidewalk would be able to see inside easily and tell what was going on. There was currently no one in sight on the quiet street, but still, the very danger of the suggestion made Eliza's whole body throb with anxiety. But it wasn't just fear she felt at Gene's insane suggestion. There was arousal there too at the idea of being caught with another man by one of her neighbors.
Gene let out a mean guffaw. "Yeah here, you silly bunny. Do you have brains between your ears or cotton candy? I don't hang out with you for the sparkling conversation. Besides, you said we don't have time to go somewhere more private. Speaking of time, I think this conversation is a waste of it. Make me cum, you little slut. That's an order."
Eliza gulped back a wave of humiliation at his dismissive tone, but nothing he was saying was wrong. She should have known that Gene wanted her to get him off when he called her down to his car, and they truly didn't have time to go anywhere else. Besides, it was an excellent opportunity to fulfill the cravings roaring through her...
Eliza reached out, ready and eager to touch the throbbing shaft jutting up beneath Gene's hard gut. She embraced the powerful arousal roaring through her, pulsing in her nipples and blooming with wet heat between her thighs. If she had no choice, she might as well enjoy the wild passion that Gene made her feel... She shouldn't need anything more than her hand to make Gene cum. Eliza was confident in her hand job abilities at this point, and jerking him off seemed like the least conspicuous way to extract a load from him in her exposed position.
But, just as Eliza had almost touched the cock that she craved so badly, Gene stopped her. "Oh, shit, wait," he said gruffly, digging in his pocket, "I almost forgot the most important part." To Eliza's bewilderment, he extracted a foil-wrapped XXL condom, ripped it open with his teeth, and began to roll the huge rubber prophylactic down over his massive erection.
Eliza was dumbfounded. "Gene..." forgetting to use any honorifics as she watched him putting a condom on for the first time since they had become sexually involved, 'What the fuck? Why are you...?"
Gene looked up at her sharply, his eyes hard, and Eliza quickly corrected her tone. "S-sorry, master. It's just... I want to feel your raw cock so badly! Why would you wear... something like that with me? Why should there be anything between us?"
Gene glared at her a second longer, then resumed rolling the condom down the length of his towering shaft. "All part of my plan, bunny. I want to save up a load of my cum and transport it easily. But you don't need to worry about that. You need to worry about how you're going to make me cum when I'm wearing one of these fucking cock straightjackets."
He was clearly not going to share any more of his reasoning, and once again, he had raised an excellent point. Gene was used to power sexual stimulation after months of using Eliza's perfect body like his personal sex toy. It would take all of the skill Eliza had to get Gene to cum with the reduced stimulation of a condom.
Eliza launched herself into the problem, wrapping a hand around her master's latex-shrouded cock and jerking hard and fast, twisting her wrist on every upstroke. It immediately felt... wrong. And not just because she was paranoid over the exposure of jerking off Gene in broad daylight. The lubricated latex beneath her palm felt distant and unnatural compared to the warm, soft skin she was used to. Gene was still there, with his cocky grin and normal superior attitude, but Eliza didn't feel the same sexual connection to him as usual through the condom. It irritated her. She tried to focus on pleasing her master with her pumping hand, but the odd sense of disconnect only bothered her more and more as time went on.
Eliza's hand glided up and down the slick, lubed condom with rapid, graceful twists of her wrist. But Gene gave no indication that he was getting any closer to climax. "That's not going to do the job, Lizzie," he said with a hint of mockery in his voice, leaning back in his seat with his arms behind his head, obnoxiously enjoying her service. "Didn't you say you were in a hurry? What's with this weak shit?"
Eliza hissed in frustration. As much as she hated to admit it, she needed to step up her game if she wanted to get back to her husband before her absence grew suspicious. Besides, it was becoming more and more apparent that just jerking off Gene's enormous cock through a condom wasn't going to satisfy her desires either. Feeling horribly exposed, Eliza cast a nervous glance up and down the empty, quiet street through Gene's car windows. Her belly squirmed with anxiety and desperate arousal.
If she acted quickly, she could finish up before she was caught by any nosey neighbors or her poor husband. With one last shaky breath, Eliza dived into Gene's lap, sealing her lips around his wrapped cock and bobbing her head with a single-minded ferocity. There was no time for seduction or teasing: Eliza's lips formed a vacuum seal and her tongue slithered over every inch of the latex-covered rod dominating her mouth. Just as she had warmed herself up, Gene's hand went to the back of her head, pushing his cock deeper, pushing insistently at the entrance of her throat. Eliza welcomed the initiative: hopefully if he controlled the blowjob, it would mean he could reach orgasm faster than her working alone.
But Eliza could instantly tell that this didn't have the spark she was seeking either. Just like with the handjob, Gene's cock just didn't scratch the same itch if she couldn't wrap her lips around its raw skin. It just wasn't the same if she couldn't trace every ridge and vein with her slutty tongue. Gene grunted with displeasure as he pushed his cock into Eliza's throat. "Ugh... looks like this isn't going to cut it either, Lizzie. Not sure what to tell you... seems like your technique just isn't enough to get me off."
It's your fault for putting on a condom! Whined Eliza internally, but her mouth was too busy to say anything out loud. Her body buzzed with unfulfilled arousal that Gene's cock did nothing to satisfy when wrapped in rubber. Eliza nuzzled her nose deep into Gene's pubic hair, his fat balls pressing tight tight against her chin, drool dripping down onto the car seat between his fat thighs. God, what would a neighbor say if they looked into the window right now and saw her stuffing her mouth with this strange, ugly man's fat cock?
And that was to say nothing of her poor husband, who any second might...
Eliza's phone buzzed, sending a frozen spike of panic through her heart. Shit. She raised her head off of Gene's cock, leaving the latex slick and dripping with her thick saliva. Her hand immediately took her mouth's place, jerking rapidly as she pulled out her phone, doing her best to maintain whatever heat and pleasure her mouth had managed to build up.
The message was exactly what she feared.
[Hey, honey. Everything ok in there? Are you sick?]
Her husband had already noted her absence. Panic spiraled through her even as her hand made obscene squelching noises on the cock of another man. She needed to get back, or David was going to discover what was going on. "Master... I'm sorry," she said desperately, "but he just texted me. I need to get back right now, or he's going to find out!"
She tried to turn to the door of the car, but Gene caught her wrist. The wrist of the hand that still held his hot, throbbing cock. Eliza turned back to him, ready to argue further, but was halted by the powerful, dominant glare in his eyes and the arrogant expression painting his ugly features.
"Let me be clear, Lizzie," he growled, holding her wrist firmly, but not painfully, keeping her hand on his cock, "you're not going back to your pathetic cuck husband until you fill this condom. I don't care what it fucking takes. If we need to drive back to my place, we can do that. I'm not like your dickless hubby; you can't just tell me that sex isn't going to happen. Only betas accept that kind of shit. Understand?"
The wild, raw panic still roared inside Eliza, but it was overshadowed by a sudden swelling of submissive desire to please her master. Lizzie rose up within her like an unstoppable tide, seizing the reins, and her poor husband suddenly seemed like a secondary concern. "Y-yes, master," she breathed, her eyes glazing over with desire and her whole body suddenly burning with dark fire, "I'll make you cum. I'll fill that condom full."
Eliza didn't even spare a second to look around the neighborhood this time; her focus was wholly consumed by the throbbing cock in her master's lap. She hastily unzipped the sensible work slacks she wore and wriggled them down her hips, dragging the panties with them, exposing her puffy, dripping pussy to Gene and anyone who might pass by on the sidewalk.
It was awkward to pull her pants down to hang from one ankle in the cramped confines of Gene's shitty car, but desperation can accomplish many things, and Lizzie needed to feel Gene's cock stretching her slutty Cumbunny pussy as soon as possible. With her lower half now nude, Eliza slung a leg across Gene's lap, making a noise in her throat that was partway between a growl and a moan. Gene helped out by pulling the lever to lean his seat back, his eyes gleaming with possessive approval as he looked up at his slutty Cumbunny": desperate, panting, and gleaming with a sheen of sweat as she fumbled beneath her to get his cock into position.
Lizzie finally lined up Gene's massive cock with her eager, pulsating hole, then pushed her hips firmly down, sheathing him in her tight, wet heat. She had no time to waste with teasing and foreplay right now, no matter how much she wanted to savor the feeling of her master's cock. Lizza began bouncing up and down, already humping quickly from the very beginning. She didn't need any time to warm herself up after her long, frustrating week. Her master's presence was more than enough to have her dripping and ready, and almost fully open.
Lizzie knew she had to end this as quickly as possible. Even if she wanted nothing more than to fuck her master for hours on end, there were the unavoidable twin dangers of her husband growing too suspicious, or, worse yet perhaps, someone walking by and seeing her openly bouncing on the lap of a troll-like man in a parked car on the side of the street.
Eliza moved swiftly. Grunting with strain as her lithe hips bounced up and down, her pussy gripping tight around Gene's thick, rigid shaft. Her butt made meaty slapping sounds as she rode with wild, athletic bucking motions, impacting Gene's thighs over and over again.
Once again, there was something missing... The condom made the feeling of Gene's cock feel hollow and unsatisfying compared to when he fucked her raw. That gap between what she wanted and what she felt made Lizzie redouble her efforts, pumping her hips up and down Gene's long, thick cock with frantic speed, trying to get him off, but also desperately chasing the satisfaction that her body craved so badly. She looked down, panting and gasping with desperate, heated desire, at the man she hated but also craved. Gene's broad, powerful hands rested on her hips, his gold tooth glinting as he stared up at her with a wide, cocky grin. Just the sight of him made her belly twist with hatred and submissive desire.


"Try harder, bunny," he said tauntingly, giving her a few teasing thrusts upward. "Can't keep that beta you married waiting, can we?"
As if summoned by his mocking words, Eliza's phone buzzed loudly, trapped in the pocket of the pants dangling from her ankle. She moaned low in her throat, a blended sound of frustration, lust and sheer panic. Her hips were a blur now, the small dirty car filling with the scent of sex and sweat as she worked hard to fill the fucking condom that was preventing her from feeling fulfilled.
Lizzie could sense that she wasn't going to be able to do it with her physical efforts alone, no matter how fast she humped her hips or how tightly her pussy milked Gene's dick. Not in time to avoid being caught. She needed to somehow ramp up the intensity. Otherwise, a jaded sex-hound like Gene might take hours to cum with the added desensitization of the condom.
But by this point, Lizzie knew her master well. She was practically an expert at getting him off. What the situation called for was a little submissive dirty talk to heat things up.
"Cum for me," rasped Eliza, staring deep into Gene's hard, cynical eyes as she engulfed his cock again and again with her wet, pulsing cunt. "I want that jizz so fucking bad. Look at me, master. Look at what you've made me into. I'm here, riding your cock in broad daylight. I left my cuck husband all alone to come serve you. That's how much your jizz means to me."
She could see her words were having an effect. A dark, smoldering heat burned deep in Gene's gaze, and his hands gripped more tightly at her hips suddenly. His cock began to thrust upward to meet her downward riding strokes, lightly at first, but harder and harder as he was drawn like a magnet toward her slutty display of submission. Eliza's tits bounced heavily as she rode, pleasure crackling through every nerve as Gene's cock slammed inside her again and again, making her moan and whine... making her thighs tremble with the intensity of her sexual pleasure.
"So give it to me," said Eliza in a sugary, slutty whine, "please, master. Your little cumbunny needs her favorite treat. Show me how much manlier you are than my weak, inferior husband. Steal me. Claim me. Teach me who I belong to with your big, hard dick." The words were pouring out of her now, coming from a twisted, lustful place deep inside of her, exiting her mouth with no filter. The little car was no doubt rocking wildly with their unstrained movements, not to mention their loud moans and grunts. It wouldn't take someone peering into the car window to see what was happening anymore.
"Cum. Cum for me now," gasped Eliza. Her pussy gripped tight around her favorite cock, and she was out of words. She could tell that Gene was a hair's breadth away from cumming, but she needed to push him over the edge.
She did what felt natural in the moment.
Eliza leaned forward and pressed Gene down into the seat of his car with a passionate kiss, her tongue thrusting between his flabby lips to tangle with his as her hips slapped down onto his lap again and again, desperate for his cum. It wasn't the first time they had kissed, but this time was unforced, on her own initiative. She poured all of her deep lust, attraction, and frustration into her lips. A deep, scorching-hot kiss that should have been reserved only for her husband.
It sent Gene over the edge immediately, but even though Eliza felt a savage sense of triumph at making her master cum, even through the latex barrier, that elation was mixed with a sudden, gnawing surge of dissatisfaction. She should've realized from the beginning what the main issue would be when it came to fucking Gene with a condom on. Her whole body ached with a powerful craving for Gene's cum... but not one drop of it had touched her. Her pussy clenched and gripped and milked her master's dick desperately, but every glorious drop of his satisfying jizz was trapped behind rubber.
Eliza felt like she was dying of thirst just inches from a drinking fountain. She could feel the twitches of Gene's cock inside her, and the swell of the condom, but she got none of the powerful satisfaction that his creampies normally gave her.
Semen, semen everywhere, and not a drop to drink.
Eliza's hips continued to pump for a few seconds by instinct alone, chasing a release that she now realized would never come. Finally, she stopped, panting and hazy with unfulfilled lust, staring down at her master's smirking, satisfied face.
Then she remembered her predicament.
With a yelp, she lifted herself off of Gene's lap, leaving behind a filled condom with a swollen, pearly reservoir of cum. She looked wildly around, half-expecting to see a crowd of scandalized neighbors surrounding the car. But it seemed as though, in this sense at least, she had been lucky. The street was still deserted. It was possible someone had seen the action from a window: with Eliza openly riding Gene's lap, she was sure what was happening in the car would have been clear even from a distance, but she would have to leave that possibility for another time. Right now, she had bigger fish to fry.
She scrambled to pull her pants up, tangled them around her knees, then, with a growl of frustration, plucked her phone out of the pocket to check it.
[Seriously... are things ok in there? Just text me back so I know you didn't pass out or something, haha.]
Fuck.. That had been a couple of minutes ago, but she had been too busy to respond. With desperate speed, Eliza yanked her pants back up and zipped them. Beside her, Gene tugged the swollen condom off his cock with a wet snap and tied it off.
Before Eliza could open the door and escape, Gene handed her the slimy, filled condom. "Mission accomplished, Lizzie. You'll need this later. I know that you didn't get what you needed right now, but if you come by my place tonight, I'll make sure you get what you need. Bring the condom with you. No taste tests before then."
Eliza knew that making an excuse to get away from her horny, desperate-to-connect husband tonight would be difficult, especially if he discovered she was missing right now, but she had no time for argument. She took the used condom, filled with what she wanted most in the world, but wasn't allowed to taste, and said hurriedly, "Yes, master. I understand. I'll see you tonight. But can I..."
Gene chuckled at her desperation, but nodded graciously. "Ok, ok, fine. Go lie to your cuck, bunny. I'll text you the details of our meet-up later."
Finally free to go, Eliza burst out of his car and broke into a sprint, headed for her house. The danger that someone might see and note her sprinting through the neighborhood remained, but at this point, it was a risk she would just have to take. On the way, her phone buzzed again, and she looked down to see the text, almost tripping over the curb as she read.
[Babe, I just checked the bathroom and you aren't there... What's going on? Where are you?]
A cold spike of panic stabbed through her heart. She was too late. Her mind scrabbled desperately for excuses. David was already downstairs and suspicious, if she came in the front door, did she have a good explanation for why she had been outside after she told him she was using the bathroom? She rounded her car parked in the driveway, then stopped dead, an idea striking her like a bolt of lightning.
She yanked open the passenger side door of her sleek suv, opened the glove compartment, and rifled through it, searching, searching...
She heard the front door open just as she found what she was looking for. She straightened and got out of the car just in time to see David walking toward her, a look of mild concern on his handsome face.
"What's up, sweetie?" he asked mildly, his eyes searching hers earnestly. "I thought you were in the bathroom. I was worried for a sec."
Eliza steeled herself internally and put on her best fake smile. "Sorry to worry you, babe, " she said lightly. "I just happened to get a call from Lily, one of my old sorority sisters. We were reminiscing a little." She held up the little keychain she had managed to dig out of her glove compartment. It was old and a little worn out since she had used it through most of college, but the words "Ice Queen" could still be read on the snowflake design. "Lily was asking if I still used this silly thing, so I just had to dig it out to show her."
David's eyes glanced at the keychain in her hand, then back to Eliza's eyes. She felt her heart beating wildly against her ribs, and her teeth gritted hard through her fake smile. But there was no need to worry. Even after their recent troubles, her husband trusted her. "I don't know why you stopped using it," he said with a smile. "It fits you perfectly. I should have known you were on the phone. No wonder you didn't get my text."
Eliza's laugh may have been a little manic as she took her husband's arm and walked him back to the house, but if it was, David didn't notice. One quick glance over her shoulder confirmed that Gene had driven away while she was preoccupied. But, although he may be gone physically, the foul man was still burning in Eliza's mind. The used condom seemed to pulse with dark, twisted power hidden in her pocket.
She would be seeing him tonight. Betraying her trusting husband once again. Denying him the sexual connection he craved while she satisfied her needs with another man. Her master had given her a direct command: come meet him tonight, and bring the filled condom along.
She couldn't resist. Worse, she wasn't even sure she wanted to anymore.
"So," she said delicately as they reentered the house, prepared for her husband's weak-willed disappointment but ultimate acceptance of her lie, "Lily asked if I might be able to meet up with her tonight..."
...
Eliza held up the heavy, bulging condom in front of her sister-in-law's eyes. She felt a certain smug triumph as Kim's eyes widened. It looked like Gene's semen had more of an effect on her than she was willing to admit.
There. Not so high and mighty now, are you?
Eliza understood Kim's anger and confusion, and she obviously sympathized with her sister-in-law's immediate knee-jerk reaction to run to David and tell him all about Gene's evil schemes. How many times had Eliza wished that she could do the same? Too many to count. But there was something unforgivably annoying about the judgment in Kim's eyes. Kim's sneer showed what she thought Eliza was: just a weak woman who'd cheated on her husband.
In the heat of this moment, Eliza found that she wanted to humble Kim almost as much as Gene did, and not just because her master had ordered her to do so. A twist of cruel joy flashed in Eliza's chest as she watched Kim's face. The pretty young blond stared at Gene's load with reluctant hunger. Eliza's urge to drag Kim down to her level and wipe the superior look of judgment off her face was too strong to resist.
"Now that I have your attention," said Eliza softly, "Let's continue with our conversation, Kimmy."
She could see the war taking place on Kim's face. A desperate struggle between pride and hunger that Eliza had fought and lost herself hundreds of times. She waited patiently for Kim to fail, and was gratified that her sister in law dropped her hand from the doorknob of the apartment door with a little groan of frustration. "It's just..." said Kim angrily, sweeping her feathery blonde hair back from her forehead in a quick, compulsive movement, her eyes never leaving the condom, "It's a fetish or something, not a magic spell."
Eliza shrugged, and amused herself by swinging the condom back and forth a little, watching Kim's normally-intelligent eyes following its sway. "Whatever you say, sweetie," she said lightly. "Let's go with that. But whatever it is, it's strong, isn't it?"
Eliza could feel the pull of the cum inside the condom herself. Her mouth watered and her stomach twisted with uncomfortable lust every time her eyes fixed on it. Her hunger was growing stronger by the minute, and if Gene hadn't already told her she wasn't allowed to taste the contents of the condom, she would have ripped it open with her teeth right now. But it wouldn't be so simple to get her fix tonight. She knew that in order to get the satisfaction she craved, she had to play the role Gene had set for her: an evil, dominant woman leading her sister-in-law down the path to corruption.
Kim's eyes finally tore themselves away from the cum she craved and fixed onto Eliza's, their brilliant green depths still boldly displaying her strength and defiance. Kim was still early on her journey into submission, and it was Eliza's job to help her new Cumbunny sister make the transition from fiery brat to submissive slut. Eliza had her work cut out for her, and it was time to get started. Before Kim could open her mouth to say something cutting that she would regret later, Eliza cut her off. "Well, fetish, magic, whatever it is, you aren't going to solve it by running away. Come, sit. We can talk this out. I can tell you how I've been dealing with my own... fetish."
Eliza turned and clicked across the dingy living room in her stiletto heels to take her seat next to Gene, who winked at her, pleased by her performance. The odious man had been unusually quiet so far. He seemed happy to let Eliza take the reins for now and enjoy the show. Eliza suspected... no, she knew that Gene found the idea of his first Cumbunny training and instructing his second both amusing and arousing. And, as usual, Eliza had no choice but to dance for him like a puppet on a string.
Kim stood in the entryway for a moment, scowling at Gene and Eliza on the couch. Eliza held the filled condom a little higher and jiggled it lightly. Kim gulped, looked away with a blush, then reluctantly crossed the living room to join them, tottering slightly on her tall black platform heels.
Eliza took the opportunity to survey her sister-in-law as she approached, thoroughly evaluating her as a sexual prospect for the first time. Kim had spouted a lot of harsh judgments about Eliza's clothes a moment before, but she wasn't exactly dressed like a refined woman either. The young blonde was wearing a slutty schoolgirl uniform that turned her curvy, petite body into a mouthwatering display of female sexuality. A tiny, sheer white top tied off right beneath her tits clearly displayed the size, shape, and color of her nipples, while leaving her toned little tummy bare. The strip of tartan cloth slung low across her wide hips barely concealed her pussy, and only came about halfway down the swell of her tanned butt, and was nearly joined at the lower edge of silky white stockings clinging tight to her juicy thighs.
Eliza felt an unexpected pulse of desire at the sight of her barely clothed sister-in-law as her eyes wandered up and down Kim's luscious body. She could feel her nipples tighten beneath the tight leather corset and her skin flush with warmth from her sudden surge of lust. Maybe it was just the built-up sexual frustration from her week apart from Gene, inflamed by their sexual rendezvous earlier today. Or maybe it was a sneaking satisfaction at being granted the tiniest sliver of sexual power over someone else after so much submission. Whatever it was, the sight of Kim's slutty costume set a fire burning low in Eliza's belly. She knew that, as a fellow Cumbunny ensnared by their evil master, Eliza should feel solidarity and sympathy for Kim... but a part of her was turned on by her new role as the powerful senior Cumbunny.
Kim turned Gene's ratty easy chair to face the couch and threw herself down onto it. For a second, there was a glimpse of tanned, naked flesh beneath her tiny skirt, then she crossed her thighs tightly, cutting off the view.
"I'm not sure why I'm even entertaining this," she said stiffly, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but her eyes haughty as she stared at Eliza. "But you said that you had something to say. So... out with it."
Eliza glanced over at Gene, who simply shrugged and nodded toward Kim. He wanted Eliza to take the lead on this. Eliza took a deep breath, getting her thoughts in order. Kim was justifiably angry, but Eliza needed to convince her to fall in line, for all of their sakes. Best to be straightforward and blunt.
"Your plan of running to David and telling him everything simply won't work," she said flatly, staring into Kim's eyes and trying to pour as much sincerity into her gaze as possible.
Kim crossed her arms defiantly, a movement that only pressed her tits up further and pushed her nipples hard against the thin cloth, displaying their stiffness. "Of course you'd say that," she said grimly. "You're cheating on my brother. If I tell him, you'll be fucked."
Gene chuckled, amused with Kim's sassy response. The fat prick might as well pull out a bag of popcorn. Doesn't he realize that this is his problem too? A wave of annoyance made Eliza grit her teeth and take a deep breath before she answered. She leaned forward, trying her best not to snap as she said, "If it were as simple as that, I would've told him myself a long time ago. I'm not the heartless cheater you seem to be implying I am."
Kim smirked, bouncing her foot and dangling a massive black platform heel. "Is that why you're dressed like a sex object and hanging out with the guy who hates his guts? Because you're a pure and loyal wife?"
Eliza brushed off the taunt impatiently, raising her hand with the condom once again. That shut Kim up. The bratty blonde glared at the bulging condom with a mix of discomfort and desire in her fierce green eyes. That's better. Maybe now you'll listen to the truth. "I'm here for the same reason you are," said Eliza grimly. "Because we need this. Call it a fetish, or magic, or whatever the fuck you want. It doesn't change the fact that something inside you would do anything to get this. And that's why you can't rebel against Gene. He's the only source."
Kim licked her lips, a troubled expression flickering across her face. She squirmed uncomfortably on her seat. Eliza was willing to bet that the little bitch's pussy was as wet and hot as hers at the mere thought of drinking Gene's jizz, no matter what she claimed. "B-bullshit. There are a thousand guys who would line up around the block to cum for me. A thousand hotter guys who haven't been an asshole to my brother."
Something in her tone gave her away, and Eliza shook her head with a pitying sigh. "Ha! You tried it didn't you?" rumbled Gene beside her, guffawing with amusement. "You let some pretty boy treat you like his cum slut for the night. So? Don't keep us waiting. What were the results of your little experiment?"
Eliza grimaced at his crude taunts, but didn't say anything. Gene might be letting her take the reins on pulling her sister-in-law in, but he was still the master, and Eliza couldn't tell him to shut up... even if she did think that taunting Kim would be counterproductive right now.
Predictably, Kim glared murderously at Gene, although Eliza thought she caught the gleam of poorly concealed desire in the fiery blonde's eyes as well. "None of your business, prick," she spat. "If you're trying to sell me on keeping your dirty little secret from my brother, you're doing a shit job. It might be worth the trouble just to see that smug smirk wiped off your face."
Eliza held out her hand and hit the condom against it with a wet splat, drawing Kim's attention to her once again. "No, you're wrong. It wouldn't be worth it, Kim," she insisted. "Because the hunger you've been feeling for the past week, the aching, bone-deep desire... It doesn't get better. It only gets worse. Even I don't know top end... but if you never saw Gene again, you would discover how bad those cravings could get. The only thing that can possibly satisfy them is Gene's semen. We need to protect him in order to protect our access to his cum."


Kim's expression was wary, but her stiff nipples still pressed tight against her shirt, broadcasting her continued arousal as she asked, "And what exactly does Gene ask for in return? What does he get for letting us drink his cum?"
Eliza knew that lying was useless now. Kim's evident arousal and the disgust written across her cute features made it clear that she already knew the answer. There was no choice but to be honest. "We do whatever he asks," she said simply.
"Which is?" said Kim, challenging, demanding that Eliza say it outright.
Gene jumped in again, one thick arm snaking around Eliza's waist to rest on her hip as she smugly said, "Come on, Kimmy. You know what Lizzie means. Cumbunnies use their lips, cunts, and tight little buttholes to milk their master's cocks for the sticky, salty treat they crave. Don't pretend that you haven't been fantasizing about it."
Kim's face was a picture of angry determination. She didn't dignify Gene's obscene taunt with even a glance, let alone a response. Instead, she stared daggers at the condom in Eliza's hand, as if the cum she held was her worst enemy. Which, in a way, it was.
"I won't do it," Kim said in a strained whisper, her lovely green eyes lit with an inner fire as she stared at the obscenely bulging condom. "I don't care how hard you say it will be, or how much it will hurt. I won't give up my pride to a monster like him. Or my brother's pride either."
Eliza sighed. She was afraid it would come to this. Kim was a strong-willed young woman, and she wasn't far enough along in her corruption to fold that easily. Gene had never been very patient, and it seemed that he had jumped the gun a little in his desire to break in his new toy.
Eliza was going to have to break out the big guns if she wanted to successfully bring her new sister Cumbunny into the fold. She began working at the knot in the condom with her fingers, slowly loosening it as she wriggled out from Gene's grip and stood, looming over her seated sister-in-law on her tall stilettos.
"What are you doing?" asked Kim sharply, her eyes widening a little at Eliza's sudden movement. Eliza was gratified to see Kim squirm in her seat again, recrossing her thighs as her eyes flicked up and down Eliza's sexy body, taking in her porny bunny outfit. It looked like Eliza wasn't the only one who was strangely attracted to their sister-in-law tonight. Good. If I'm right about what Gene wants from Kim and I, a little attraction will make things easier for the both of us. Eliza finally got the knot free, untying the condom and releasing a wafting smell of bleachy cum into the stuffy living room.
"I'm showing you why you're wrong," she told Kim, arching an eyebrow at the cocky blonde. "I'm going to prove to you that you'll do whatever your new master says." Holding up the condom performatively, she stuck out one slim, delicate middle finger and dipped it into the open mouth, scooping up a fingertip of the thick, pearly goo.
Before Kim could react, she clicked forward and thrust her finger right beneath the defiant young woman's nose. "Suck," she commanded in a flat, imperious tone.
Kim's face went red, and she opened her mouth to say something else just as harsh and dismissive as everything else she had said all evening... And then her eyes glazed over with lust, going crosseyed as they stared down at the feminine finger hovering beneath her nose. "I... I won't," she insisted, but her voice sounded weak and indecisive. "I'm not some sort of slut who'll just... just..."
"Just suck sperm off another woman's finger?" asked Eliza teasingly. She pulled her finger back a little, and Kim's head followed after it, her lips parting unconsciously, deep breaths whistling in through her nose to sniff in the intoxicating scent. "Don't be so confident, Kimmy. Your master is training you to be exactly that type of slut. Just give in. It's going to taste so fucking good. I promise." Then she reversed the direction of her finger, pushing it forward toward Kim's glossy lips. Kim didn't resist or move, simply letting out a weak little whimper as Eliza's sperm-daubed finger slipped past her lips and into her warm, wet mouth.
Eliza felt a surge of victory as Kim looked up at her, her beautiful green eyes blazing with frustration and arousal... and then swirled her tongue around the finger in her mouth, acknowledging her defeat in an act of humiliating physical submission. Is this what Gene felt like all the time? Forcing Kim to obey made Eliza feel satisfyingly powerful. A wicked, dark pleasure pulsed through her, centered in the tight leather hugging between her thighs. For once, she was the one in charge; the one making someone else submit. Eliza knew she should hold back. She hoped that Kim would be her ally in this in the end, after all. But the power was addictive...
"Good girl," she purred, pushing her finger a little deeper and pushing it dominantly onto her sister-in-law's squirming tongue. "Just like that. You said you wouldn't, then you did. And it will be the same for our master." Both her and Kim's eyes were drawn to Gene like a magnet. He was watching the little scene of lesbian dominance and submission was smug satisfaction, openly pawing the bulge in the front of his pants. "You're a Cumbunny now, Kimmy," continued Eliza, feeling both bitter defeat and traitorous eagerness at the words as they poured out of her mouth, sickening and arousing at the same time. "Just like me. We belong to Gene now, and we're going to serve him as a team. We might as well enjoy it."
Kim spat her finger out, lips sneering and eyes blazing with renewed defiance as she said, 'Fuck you! You might be weak enough to become his loyal pet, but I never will."
'We're talking in circles now," said Eliza with a sigh. She looked down her nose at Kim speculatively, then over at Gene. He met her gaze and nodded with a hungry grin. He was ready to join in the fun. "The time for words is over," he said in a deep, eager tone.
An evil grin spread slowly across Eliza's face as she heard the rough, dominant lust in her master's voice. She had been a very good Cumbunny today, and had played the role of trainer well enough to please her master. It looked like she was about to get the reward she so richly deserved.
"Why don't we give our new Cumbunny a more... hands-on demonstration of how good it can feel to be mine?"
...
Kim knelt on the dirty floor in the living room of a man she had every reason to despise, not quite sure how she had gotten here. When Eliza had first talked about the Myolk... the whatever-it-was oil, Kim had actually felt a flood of relief. For one shining moment, everything had felt simple again: Eliza was just a lying slut who had been too stupid to resist an asshole with a big cock.
But then Kim had seen and smelled that fucking cum... when Eliza had pulled out that fucking condom, something in Kim's brain had short-circuited. The strange hunger that had been troubling her for the past week had blazed to life, and her brain had filled up with warm pink fog. Nothing seemed simple at all anymore.
The now-opened condom now dangled from her sister-in-law's fingers, right next to her wedding band, which was glinting in the dim light of the dingy living room. The beautiful, pale brunette loomed above Kim on those ridiculously tall heels, her icy blue eyes infuriatingly smug as she stared down at Kim on her knees.
When Eliza had told her to kneel, Kim had tried to say 'no', but then Eliza had promised she would be allowed to taste more cum from the condom and, well... somehow before Kim realized what was happening, she was on her knees, her nipples stiff and her pussy throbbing with wild, untamed heat beneath her tiny skirt. She tried to keep up a defiant front, glaring up at the woman she now knew was a heartless, evil bitch, but it was hard to look proud when you were on your knees wearing a slutty schoolgirl outfit.
As Kim watched, a broad, hairy hand slid around Eliza's hip and over the belly of her leather bunny corset. A thrill of lust raced up Kim's spine as she looked up into Gene's leering eyes. Her whole body broke out in goosebumps, her belly twisting with desire and disgust. Gene's hand slipped lower, possessively groping and grasping over the tiny leather panties covering Eliza's pussy. The pussy Eliza had pledged to David. It made Kim feel sick with anger... but at the same time, a big part of her wanted nothing more than to see what that massive cock could do to a beautiful woman like Eliza.
Well, maybe there was one thing Kim wanted more... but she refused to admit that to herself. She might have been willing to have sex with a fat asshole like Gene back when she didn't know that he was the prick who regularly bullied her brother... but now it was completely out of the question. The fact that she had sucked Gene Crowder's cock earlier tonight still made her cringe with shame and rage. There was no way she would ever stoop that low now that she knew who he really was.
No fucking way.
Eliza's eyes gleamed with the amusement of a cat toying with her prey as she teasingly dangled the condom above Kim. "I get it, honey. I really do. You aren't ready to fuck master yet. Your stubborn pride won't allow it. But don't worry, if you're a good, obedient girl, you can get a little taste of your master without having to fuck him tonight," Eliza said with a mocking smirk, swirling her hips a little against her master's groping hand right in front of Kim's face. "All you have to do is obey some simple orders, and I'll give you a little treat." She tipped the condom above Kim, and Kim unconsciously opened her mouth, her body crying out to taste the white slime inside. Eliza giggled and stopped the tilt of her hand just before the first drop of semen slipped free. Kim snapped her mouth shut with a furious red blush. Eliza had proven her point, she was in control right now, and if Kim wanted to relieve her hunger, she was going to have to play the smirking bitch's twisted game. It was humiliating, but if Kim could take the edge off her hunger without having to fuck Gene, she had to take that chance.
"Your first assignment," purred Eliza as Gene slipped his hands upward to hook his thumbs through the waistband of her tiny leather panties, "is to watch."
Kim couldn't have disobeyed the order if she wanted to. She sat staring upward with bated breath as the panties slipped down and away, revealing her sister-in-law's puffy, dripping cunt. Eliza's beautiful pink pussy looked as aroused as Kim felt. Gene took a moment to greedily dip his fingers between his Cumbunny's thighs. Kim watched Gene's thick fingers part Eliza's flushed lower lips, slipping inside, then emerging slick with the juices of her adulterous lust, all the while making loud, lewd squishing noises in the heated air of the small living room. She could smell Eliza's arousal blending with the heady scent of Gene's semen, and it made her feel almost dizzy, her body throbbing with need.
But Gene couldn't be satisfied with using only his fingers for long. There was a soft clink of his belt being unbuckled, and a moment later his massive cock thrust forward between Eliza's slim thighs, pressed tight to her juicy pussy from beneath, making her moan softly from the sensation as he rubbed against her.
"Mmmm, it feels good," murmured Eliza, reaching down with her free hand to stroke the thick cock that was now jutting out from between her thighs, for a moment looking as if she herself had a cock. "I bet it looks good too..." she held up the condom teasingly, tipping it so that a little cum almost slipped out of the open mouth. "What do you think, Kimmy? If you admit how good Master's cock looks to you, I'll give you a taste of what you need."
Eliza's entire body buzzed with deep pleasure as she stared down at the pathetic little defeated slut on her knees beneath her. Gene's cock pressed stiff and hot upward into her dripping pussy. She could feel his heartbeat against her sensitive flesh, sending sizzling bolts of electricity through her body at every throb of his cock against her engorged clit. And the look of frustrated surrender in her sister-in-law's pretty green eyes just made her arousal that much sweeter.
Kim gritted her teeth. Being treated like some sort of dog was humiliating. But worse than that was the fact that Gene's cock legitimately did look really good. With his face hidden for the moment behind the tall, lovely woman looming above her, Kim could focus on the cock itself rather than the disgusting man to whom it was attached. It was thick and powerful-looking, veiny but well-shaped. A throbbing monument to masculinity that made Kim's entire body sing with need. Her mouth opened before she realized what she was saying.
"It... it looks good," she admitted in a croaking voice, wiping her suddenly drool-filled mouth with the back of her hand. Her ability to resist was being worn away rapidly, not just by her thirst for cum... but also by a powerful, distressing desire to feel Gene's manly cock for herself.
Eliza let out an evil chuckle, her hand slowly stroking up and down the length of the cock thrust between her thighs, her lovely, elegant features locked into a gleeful smile. Kim had never seen her this way before. True, Kim had always gotten the impression that her sister in law was a bit stuck-up, but she had never expected Eliza to act like some sort of fucking dominatrix. As much as Kim hated to admit it, Eliza's icy blue gaze and the superior smirk on her face were having an unexpected effect on her. Maybe it was the over-heated circumstances and Kim's frustrated lust, but being under Eliza's power like this was actually kind of turning her on.
But she didn't have time to confront that strange and unpleasant thought, because Eliza was tipping the condom once again, and this time she wasn't just teasing. "Honest girls get rewards," she said in a heated voice. "Say 'ahhh'..."
Kim just barely had time to open her mouth wide before a thick drizzle of cum fell down from the condom. Most of it landed on her tongue, although a little of the thick, cool slime splattered onto her glossy, parted lips as well. Kim's eyes dilated and her back arched as a wave of intense pleasure burst through her. She rolled the thick, salty goo over her tongue, savoring the taste and feel of her hated enemy's sperm. Part of her insisted that it was the same old disgusting slime that she'd experienced any time a man had cum in her mouth, but that instinct was overridden by a deeper, more primal part of her that insisted that Gene's cum was the most divine thing she had ever tasted. She held it in her mouth for a moment before swallowing it down. She could feel it slipping down her throat like molten gold, all the way down until it reached her stomach, where it seemed to warm her from within.
Eliza watched the pleasure light up Kim's face with an indulgent smile, her hand sliding up and down her master's thick shaft while her hips slid back and forth gently, rubbing her pussy against the hard length of his powerful cock. She knew the pleasure that Kim must be feeling right now, and she would have been jealous if she didn't plan on receiving his cum in her pussy in a few minutes. She was sure the taste of master's cum was satisfying for her new Cumbunny sister, but it wouldn't be enough to quench her thirst. She had fed Kim maybe half of the contents of the condom. Kim would have to obey more commands if she wanted to earn the rest of her prize.
Behind her, Gene had run out of patience with Eliza's teasing game. One powerful hand gripped her hip tight as the other reached beneath her, slipping his cock backward to nuzzle against her wet, ready opening. Eliza gasped eagerly, biting her lip hard in anticipation before glancing down at Kim beneath her, who was watching with open fascination. "Keep watching, Kimmy. You can deny it as much as you want, but I can see the truth. You want Master's cock just as much as I do. Watch. Look closely at what you're too proud to admit you want."
With that, Gene's hips snapped forward, drawing a breathy gasp of delight from Eliza's mouth as he stretched her wide. Kim's eyes were wide as she watched closely, just like she had been commanded. From her position beneath Eliza, she could see how Gene's thick, veiny cock had spread Eliza's tender lower lips. As he began to move, thrusting himself balls deep into Eliza's married pussy, Kim could see how tight the fit was... how Eliza's pink pussy clung tightly to every inch of her master's shaft.
Her own pussy clenched hungrily. She bit her lip to try to force back the feeling, but it was no use. Her whole body ached with filthy lust. She'd felt it all week, never close to being satisfied save for the moment that she'd greedily slurped down Gene's sperm sample. She needed the fulfillment she saw etched across Eliza's moaning face. She needed the satisfaction that she now knew she could only get from the condom wiggling and dangling from Eliza's fingers as Gene began to rut into her brother's wife from behind.
Gene's powerful thrusts rocked Eliza forward, throwing her off balance, and the slutty, moaning bunny reached down to steady herself with one hand, gripping Kim's shoulder as Gene's belly and thighs loudly slapped into her again and again from behind. The other hand held the condom aloft, just out of Kim's easy reach, making sure she couldn't snatch it while Eliza was distracted by the impaling ecstasy of their master's cock.
Eliza pushed her hips backward into her master's powerful thrusts, her pussy eagerly squeezing and gripping his shaft as he plunged into her again and again. This is what she had needed all week. What her pussy of a husband wasn't man enough to give her. Gene was so strong... so masculine. His violent thrusts hammered into her, his cock stretching her wide. Her knees felt weak, and moans poured from her mouth as she forgot all about her role in training Kim, and her plans to fight back, and even her husband. She focused her whole mind on her master's cock and how good it felt in her pussy, and everything else drifted away.
As Eliza bent forward, the angle now hid Kim from a direct view of the action between her thighs. But now Eliza's panting, moaning face was just inches from Kim's, filling her entire view with that image of wild female pleasure. Eliza's tight grip on her shoulder sent tingles of sexual electricity crackling through Kim's body. Kim could practically feel Eliza's sexual ecstasy from this close. She wanted to feel what her sister-in-law was feeling so badly that she could barely breathe.
Kim's hand slipped down beneath her skirt, shamefully stroking and rubbing the wet heat she found waiting there. Even in the depths of her ecstasy, as Gene's thick cock speared into her from behind, Eliza saw what Kim was doing. Her icy blue eyes peered down at Kim's fingers swirling and flexing beneath her schoolgirl skirt, and when they rose to meet Kim's gaze again, they were no longer gloating or taunting. There was an understanding there. A solidarity in the depths of their depraved mutual pleasure. As Kim began to finger herself deeper and faster, Eliza gave her a little nod, biting her lip hard from the intensity of her pleasure. In that moment, for the first time, they really were sister Cumbunnies, bound together by their unnatural lust.
Suddenly, Kim heard Gene's growling voice speak from behind her whimpering, panting sister-in-law. He had been fairly silent so far tonight, letting Eliza draw in his prey for him. But now, at the peak of Kim's sexual desperation, he pounced. "You see what my cock does to Lizzie?" he said in a voice rough with exertion. "This is what you need, Kimmy. It's the only thing that can satisfy you. Well... that and my cum." He let out a dirty chuckle. "Lizzie seems to think you're not quite ready to drink straight from the source. But you will be... very very soon. For now, you're going to do exactly what Lizzie said. You're going to obey. That's how you're going to earn the reward you were promised."


His pace was increasing, and Eliza was panting harsh, hot breaths right into Kim's face. Kim could feel the strength of Gene's thrusts as he pushed Eliza forward into her. Kim's fingers rubbed and plunged into her beneath her skirt, matching the pace of Gene's thrusts. Her skin felt tight and hot, every beat of her heart carrying molten hot desire through every inch of her body. She hated Gene with all her heart, but right now she couldn't stop thinking about how his cock had felt when he took her from behind earlier tonight. Kim's eyes locked on the condom held in Eliza's fingers, dangling just out of her reach. Her resistance had crumbled. She would do whatever her tormentor wanted. "What?" she asked desperately, in a voice cracked by pleasure and frustration. "What do I need to do?"
"Promise me you won't tell your brother a fucking thing about this unless I tell you to," said Gene in a hard voice, never ceasing his brutal thrusts into the desperate groaning Cumbunny beneath him.
Kim gritted her teeth. Keeping that promise would mean betraying her brother, the most important man in her life... But her body ached for the taste of Gene's semen, and she wasn't sure if she could resist any longer. Just staying quiet isn't that bad... I can fight back against this asshole in other ways. "F-fine," she said bitterly. "I promise. I won't tell him."
"Good,' said Gene, his voice dripping with triumph in a way that turned Kim's stomach. "Now... one last thing. I want to hear it from you. I want you to admit that you're my Cumbunny now."
Kim moaned in frustration, her hips humping upward into her fingers. Eliza bounced backward onto her master's cock, her slutty moans blending harmoniously with her sister-in-law's as both women hurtled toward orgasm. Kim wanted to scoff, wanted to insist that she didn't even know what the word "Cumbunny" meant outside of Gene's perverted fantasies.
But she did know. It meant everything that Eliza had just outlined. Subservience. Submission. Pleasure, but only at Gene's cruel whims. It wasn't what she wanted. Kim shook her head, unable to say "no", but unwilling to agree to the humiliating new position. She felt caught, trapped between her pride and her lust, tormented by her need for release and her need to stay true to herself.
Suddenly, Eliza, who had been lost in her private world of pleasure, fixed Kim with an intense, heated gaze, just inches away as Gene plowed into her from behind. "Do it, Kimmy," she said in a husky whisper melting with pleasure. "Join me. You'll feel better than you ever have in your life. We can do this together. Trust me."
And for just one split second, Kim saw a flash of some hidden emotion in Eliza's eyes. Just a sliver of double meaning in her words that only someone that close to her face could catch. It was laughable, really. What had Eliza done to earn Kim's trust? All evening, she 'd acted like she enjoyed tormenting and corrupting Kim almost as much as Gene did.
But in her desperation, Kim was willing to take any small scrap of hope she could find. So she did what Eliza seemed to be asking... and surrendered.
"I... I'm your Cumbunny, Daddy," she moaned, giving into the fierce tide of pleasure pouring through her. "I'm your little slut. Your cum-addicted little bimbo sextoy. Please. Please give me what I need!"
Gene roared with laughter, a broad grin of triumph painted across his face. "You heard your new sister!" he said to Eliza, giving her rump a hearty slap as his pace reached a fever pitch, "Why don't you deliver Kimmy's reward... personally."
Eliza gave Kim a wink that was either supposed to be teasing or conspiratorial, she wasn't sure... and then put the half-full condom in her own mouth, tilting it upward to empty the contents between her lips. For a second, Kim thought that the greedy bitch was stealing the cum for herself... but then, without warning, Eliza's face closed the distance, pressing her soft lips against the stunned, kneeling blonde's gasping mouth.
Kim let out a startled moan as the thick, gluey cum slipped between her lips along with her sister-in-law's writhing tongue, delivering an electrifying taboo kiss along with the powerful euphoria of Gene's semen that Kim had already learned to crave. She was shocked into stillness for just a moment, and then Kim kissed back hungrily, greedily sucking and licking every inch of the inside of Eliza's mouth, trying to lick up every drop of the salty nectar she craved. She gave in to her base desires, surrendering to her thirst for cum, to a new strange, unfamiliar attraction to her sister in law, and to the slutty submission that Gene wanted from her. She orgasmed around her fingers, soaking them thoroughly, with Gene's cum flowing down her throat and her tongue wrestling with her sister-in-law's.
She registered that Gene was grunting in pleasure, and then Eliza was biting her lip, almost hard enough to draw blood, throwing her arms around Kim's neck and pulling her deeper into an ecstatic, suffocating, desperately passionate kiss.
Eliza's mind fuzzed out into fluffy pink ecstasy as she felt Gene spurt inside her, coating the walls of her spasming pussy, giving her the deep satisfaction that no man had ever come close to making her feel before. That her husband could never hope to match. She greedily kissed Kim, relishing the strange, unfamiliar pleasure of a woman's mouth on hers as her pussy milked every last drop from her master's heavy balls.
God... he's cumming inside her... thought Kim deliriously as her tongue tangled wetly with Eliza's. She couldn't help but wonder how that felt... She assumed that it must be much more intense than just tasting his cum.
But, as all three of them came down from their orgasms and the elation died down, Kim began to reflect that she probably wouldn't have to wait very long to discover what a creampie from Gene felt like.
Because she was certain that he wouldn't be satisfied with her just watching for long.
...
Kim slammed the door behind her as she climbed into the backseat of Eliza's car.
Predictably, her submission had faded sharply after she had been satisfied by a taste of Gene's cum. Eliza held back a frustrated sigh. One glance in the rearview mirror showed her that Kim was staring daggers at her from the backseat.
Eliza had hoped that Kim would see that everything Eliza had done tonight was a necessary act to divert Gene's suspicions. True, she had gotten a certain amount of twisted pleasure out of taking a dominant role, but those blurred lines of necessity and pleasure were inevitable when you were a Cumbunny. Kim would learn that... But she would have to learn fast. Because Eliza needed her as a partner, not an enemy, and there was no time to waste.
With someone as prickly and rebellious as Kim, that would be much easier said than done. But... Eliza had to try. She took a deep breath, and, as she pulled out of the parking lot of Gene's apartment building, she began.
"So... We need to talk about what our actual plan is."
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Cammy waited nervously outside the bathroom stall, tapping the toe of his stiletto heels against the grimy tiles. It still felt awkward for him to even be in the ladies' room, and even though the slutty clothes his wife had forced him into made him pass as a woman easily, they only made him feel more exposed.
He tried his best to relax in this brief moment of respite while his wife changed. At least it was one moment when she wasn't tormenting him. But Cammy couldn't let go of his anxiety. Her stomach twisted itself in knots, and not just because of the volatile mixture of cum and raw alcohol that Bianca had poured down his throat. He was in the second half of the last day of this weekend of torture, but he knew that Bianca wouldn't let the night end without some sort of finale, and if it was something worse than what he had already been through... Cammy shuddered to think what it might be.
Before he could spend more time on his troubled imagination of what might be coming next, the stall door swung open, revealing his wife, Bianca, the Villainess, in all her glory.
Despite all of the fear and humiliation and pain of this weekend, Cammy's arousal had been his constant companion, and the reason for that arousal stood in the doorway of that stall, bright blue eyes smoldering as she stared back at him. Bianca looked stunning in shiny black leather. A corset hugged her figure tightly above fishnet stockings and knee-high heeled boots and she wore a leather bunny mask over the top half of her face, with tall, stiff ears sticking up almost the same height as her head.
"Like what you see, sissy?" she asked, blowing her feminized husband a teasing kiss. "I thought a bunny seemed a little... tame, considering the type of fun I want to have tonight, but Vicki convinced me that it's a classic."
"You..." Cammy gulped, feeling a wave of embarrassment as he realized he had just used the high-pitched, feminine tone he had been using to disguise his voice, he switched back to a deeper, masculine voice, but he could see just based on the smirk on Bianca's face that she had caught it. "You look incredible, Villainess."
"Of course I do, Cammy. Now it's time for you to get all dolled up." She reached behind her and pulled the other garment bag out of the stall where she had hung it on the door. Cammy stepped forward to take it, but Bianca snapped her fingers.
"Stop. Stay right there, Cammy. I changed privately because I'm not sure a dirty little crossdressing pervert like you is worthy of seeing me naked right now. We obviously don't have the same issue with the reverse situation. Off with your clothes."
Cammy looked nervously toward the door of the women's restroom. The rest of the raucous party of twenty-something women were only feet away, still pregaming at the mall bar and grill. One of the drunk women could burst through the door at any second, needing to pee. And then they would see something that Cammy wouldn't be able to explain.
But Bianca's words and eyes were as cold as steel, and Cammy had no strength to resist her. He struggled out of the miniskirt and crop top that the Villainess had forced him into, standing and shivering in the fake silicone breastplate and the pink panties he wore over his cage.
Binaca sneered in disgust at the thin undergarments, and Cammy didn't blame her. They were soiled with dark, slimy splotches of precum from the teasing he had endured since putting them on, and they clung wetly to the outline of his caged cock and balls.
"Take them off, sissy. I was going to say you could leave them on, but you've already ruined them with your loser juice before the night really began. You'll just have to be careful not to let your skirt ride up so you don't give all the boys a peek at that caged clit."
Cammy did as he was told, dragging the feminine underwear down his hairless thighs and stepping carefully out of them in his high heels. By the time he rose, the soaked panties dangling from his fingers, Bianca was already unzipping the garment bag that supposedly held his costume for the evening.
Cammy was confused for a moment by what he saw. The shiny white latex on the hangar was familiar. Too familiar.
He gasped, a wave of apprehension and shock rolling through him. It was a nurse uniform... No, it was THE nurse uniform. The fetish outfit that he asked his wife to wear in their bedroom games. He could tell by the slight scuffing on the red crosses on the bodice that it was the exact outfit that Bianca wore for him when he was in a bad mood and wanted her to submit to cheer him up.
Cammy was speechless. He had a lot of fond memories with this particular outfit. Memories of his wife becoming "Nurse Bianca", a sweet, submissive plaything who never failed to do whatever her "doctor" ordered while the costume was on.
"Yes, dear," said Bianca sweetly, clicking forward across the grimy tiles with a sharp smile on her face. "Your favorite costume. I thought, since you love it so much, you wouldn't mind a little... role reversal. Especially since you've been learning so much about submission this weekend."
"Will it even fit me?" asked Cammy miserably, feeling his cock pressing hard against the spikes on the interior of his chastity device. He had no illusions that any protest would convince the Villainess to let him off the hook once she had decided on a way to humiliate him, but anything was worth a try.
It should," said Bianca thoughtfully, glancing at the latex uniform and then back at her husband. "The only reason I didn't give you double Ds was so you could squeeze into it. It might be a touch shorter and tighter on you than it is on me, but let's not pretend that you're a hulking he-man. No more whining. Let's get you into uniform... nurse Cammy."
Putting the tiny fetish costume on was easier said than done. In particular, the latex stuck to the silicone of the fake breasts, and it took both Cammy and Bianca tugging and shifting to get it properly into place. But finally Cammy stood, looking at himself in the mirror, his cock throbbing painfully against the spikes of his cage as he saw what was, based on all appearances, a slutty nurse similar to the one who submitted to him again and again in bed.
Bianca had been underselling it a little when she said the uniform would be "a little tight and short". Cammy felt nervewrackingly exposed with no panties on. He fretted that moving too quickly might whirl the skirt up, exposing his cock in its shiny pink cage. That would expose him for sure. But other than that danger... he looked more feminine than ever. The kind of woman he might look twice at in the street. Especially if she was wearing something this provocative.
Bianca came up behind him, her hand slipping beneath the white latex skirt to grab a viscous handful of his ass.
"Mmmm, my slutty little nurse... in the uniform she belongs in at long last." Bianca's lips brushed up against his ear as she asked the smoldering question: "Do you remember the rule I follow when I'm Nurse Bianca?"
Cammy gulped, feeling a hot fluttering of weak, lustful submission in his lower belly. "You... you do whatever I say until the costume comes off..."
"That's right," purred Bianca, backing up a step. "Let's see if you're well-trained enough to do the same. Kneel." The last word came out as a sharp, imperious command, and Cammy found his knees buckling before his brain had even properly registered the words. In a second, he found himself kneeling on the floor in front of his wife... his tormentor once again, staring up into her blazing blue eyes.
"Kiss," said Bianca, tapping the crotch of her leather short shorts with a slim, long-nailed finger. Cammy obeyed, leaning forward and leaving a shiny lip-gloss lip print on the crotch of his wife's leather shorts.
"What a good girl! Now I want you to do something for me, Nurse Cammy..." Bianca reached into the clutch she had set on the sink nearby and pulled out her phone, pointing it at her kneeling, humiliated husband. "I want you to say, 'Your little nurse would do anything for you, doctor.'"
"Y-your little nurse would..." began Cammy, cringing at the degrading task.
"No, no, no," sighed Bianca. "You're trying to harden cocks with this, Nurse. Put a little moan into that sweet voice and really eyefuck the camera. Ooh, and lick those pretty pink lips first."
His face on fire, his cock pressing hard against his tight, pinching cage, Cammy obeyed, putting his all into the humiliating performance. "Your little nurse would do anything for you, doctor." He said in his best simpering, seductive voice, trying to keep his voice high and feminine.
"Perfect! Just one more thing, sissy. Lift that little skirt up and show the camera your naughty secret," said Bianca in an amused drawl, still pointing the camera down at her humiliated husband.
Feeling broken and helpless, Cammy delicately gripped the hem of the latex skirt, then slowly lifted it in a curtsy-like motion, revealing his poor caged cock. It was bulging out around the bars now, the spikes prickling every inch of his swollen flesh. The camera zoomed in to capture a drop of precum silently dripping down from the tip of the cage, and then Bianca finally cut the recording.
"Oh, this is simply hysterical," she said, a distracted grin spreading across her face as she tapped on the screen.
A sudden suspicion formed in Cammy's mind, filling him with white-hot panic. "V-Villainess, are you sending it to someone?" he asked, horrified, his mind racing for who she wanted to see his utter and complete humiliation.
"Now what makes you think that?" asked Bianca with a sly grin, slipping the phone back into her purse. "Maybe I was just saving it! You want something to remember this special weekend by after it's over, don't you? I'm kind of curious if Nurse Cammy would turn my husband on just as much as Nurse Bianca does."
She leaned down until she was face-to-face with Cammy. "Would you like that, sweetheart? Would you get all stiff and eager if I showed you how girly and submissive and slutty you became for me? Do you want to jerk off to yourself later?"
"Villainess, I... I d-don't..."
"Shut up, sissy. That little mouth is only good for swallowing cum. Well, I don't have any of that, but open wide for me and I'll do my best."
Cammy opened his lips without hesitation. Obedience was becoming second nature to him at this point. He regretted it almost immediately as Bianca reared back and spat forcefully into his mouth. Even in his haze of arousal and terror, his disgust was visceral. He nearly spit out the wad of saliva before Bianca gripped him by the throat with a sharp, "Don't you fucking dare, Cammy. Don't dare spit out your gift. You swallowed down the chunky sperm of a disgusting slob, so don't pretend you're above it. Swallow. Now."
Cringing in disgust, but unable to effectively resist, Cammy did as he was told, his throat working against his wife's gripping hand as he swallowed.
"Good girl," said Bianca with a sneer, pushing him back so he fell on his ass. Now... turn over and present for me. You do know what presenting is, don't you? It's what a bitch in heat like you does when she submits. Head down, ass up."
Cammy stared pleadingly up at his wife, but he didn't even see a glimmer of the sweet, caring woman he married. There was only the cold, regal Villainess, with a glint of sadistic madness in her eyes.
Just a few more hours. A few more hours, and this weekend will be over. And then... honestly, then maybe I should look into getting her some therapy.
Cammy assumed that Bianca simply wanted to get a fresh look at his shaved ass and genitals, maybe even take a few more pictures. Which meant he whimpered in shock when he felt the heel of her boot grind into his tender asshole.
"Spread those cheeks for me, sissy," said the Villainess in a voice as hard and cold as iron. "I think it's high time we had a little chat about your sexuality, and I want to put you in the right frame of mind."
Allowing Bianca even greater access to his asshole was the last thing in the world that Cammy wanted, but he knew that things could get so much worse if he tried to defy her. With a groan, he reached back and pulled his cheeks apart, allowing Bianca to press her pointy heel even harder against his tender anus.
What Bianca said next almost shocked Cammy worse than the pain of Bianca's heel pressing into his sensitive flesh.
"Are you attracted to men, Cammy?"
Cammy was so surprised by the question that he nearly forgot the position he was in. He began twisting around to look his wife in the eyes, but was halted as she pressed her foot forward, inserting the tip of her heel into his ass and causing a sharp stab of pain. Still, he managed to get out, "H-how can you ask that, Villainess? I mean... the number of times that we..."
"Oh, save me your pearl clutching, Cammy," said Bianca, rolling her eyes. "There's such a thing as bisexuality, you know." Her foot hovered with precise control, the heel of her boot just barely inside Cammy's ass. His eyes watered, and every instinct told him to shy away from the painful intrusion, but he stayed frozen. Who knew what the Villainess might do if she thought he was trying to avoid her games?
"I'm not gay. I mean, I'm not into guys," insisted Cammy, his breath whistling and his hands bunched into tight fists as the discomfort of his wife's heel in his ass filled his world. Precum dripped to the dirty tiles from his dangling genitals. He wondered if submitting to Bianca this way had broken something inside him.
"Denial," said Bianca flatly, leaning forward a little and making Cammy hiss in pain. "I saw how much it turned you on when all those hunky college guys took a little peek at your girly body. Not to mention the cum you guzzled down mere minutes ago."
"You... you forced me to do that, Villainess!" whimpered Cammy. Fuck fuck fuck. Something back there is going to break! She's going to fucking tear something!
In the very instant that Cammy's panic swelled to the breaking point, Bianca finally backed off, withdrawing her heel. "You say that... but your little clit has been eagerly pressing up against the bars of her cage every time a guy gets within sniffing distance. In fact, you've been moaning about how awful this weekend has been constantly... yet you've been soaking your panties with precum the whole time. Almost like this is a turn on for you..."
Cammy had just managed to get to his knees and tug his tight latex skirt down when the door burst open, and Vicki looked in. A wide grin split her face as she saw Cammy on his knees in front of the Villainess. It was just luck that she hadn't walked in a few seconds earlier and seen something far more embarrassing. "Hate to interrupt your fun, ladies, but the party bus is pulling around. If you want to get to the strip club at the same time as us, it's time to head out."
"Be right there, Vick," said Bianca airily with a cold, glossy smile on her face. "I just need to get cleaned up a little, and then we'll head out."
Vicki giggled and gave Cammy one more lingering, disrespectful look before turning and letting the door swing shut behind her.
"Well," said Bianca brightly, lifting the heel of the same shoe she had inserted into Cammy's ass up to hover in front of his face. "Like I said, time to clean up. I'm not going to a club with my shoes smelling like sissy asshole. Get licking, bitch.
...
Cammy could feel the pounding base of the techno music from the club before they even got out of the car. The low, seedy-looking building had a blazing red neon sign advertising it as "The Butcher's Block", which seemed like a strange name for a strip club to Cammy, but then again, it wasn't like he visited them frequently, so maybe they all had names like that.
It also had groups of people hanging around outside the door, talking and smoking. Cammy was, as he had been many times before this weekend, assaulted by a paralysing mix of humiliation and fear of exposure. He was positive that in moments, one of the shady characters would point and laugh at the man dressed up like a slutty nurse.
And it wasn't just that... the humiliating connotations of the outfit were hitting him now as he tottered on his slutty heels toward the strip club. For years, he had struggled with an inferiority complex over his position as a nurse rather than a doctor, and now he had been forced to embody an even more humiliating version of the profession: slutty, feminized, and utterly submissive. He looked like the type of stereotypical porn nurse that he used to despise as giving his profession a bad name. And the worst part was that the disrespect was kind of turning him on.
They made it past the groups scattered around the door, and none of them seemed to look at Cammy any more than they did Bianca. Oddly, most of them seemed to be women, which was at odds with Cammy's understanding of normal strip club clientele.
It wasn't until he got into the club itself that he realized the fundamental mistake he had been making.
Swaggering shirtless men prowled around the open floor of the club while one impressively endowed dancer in a bulging speedo gyrated on stage to the pulsing beat. It was a male strip club, and Cammy couldn't help but stare open-mouthed at the scantily clad men on display.
"See something you like?" Said Bianca right up against his ear, caressing Cammy's butt over his skirt.
Cammy started, tearing his eyes away from the buff, shirtless men and staring at his wife almost guiltily. "N-no! I just didn't know that it would be... um... men."
Bianca gave him a flat, unimpressed glance. "It's a bachelorette party, Cammy darling. Did you really think we were going to collectively stare at tits all night?"
Cammy didn't have a good answer to that, and after a moment of him blushing and stammering, Bianca gave up waiting to hear one. She spanked Cammy's ass firmly once more, then took him by the hand and hauled him forward into the pulsing darkness of the club.
At least in the half-light, Cammy was more confident that he wouldn't be outed as a crossdresser. But he didn't have any opportunity to relax, because something even more concerning happened as they crossed the room.
Both he and Bianca began to receive attention from the male employees as they walked arm in arm. Considering glances. Knowing smiles. Long, smoldering stares. All things that Cammy had gotten used to today. As much as it made him uncomfortable, it was obvious that he passed as a woman, and, thanks to the ample silicone prosthetics and skimpy clothing, he looked like a woman whom men enjoyed looking at.
What was harder to stomach was his wife's reaction to the favorable attention she was receiving. She smiled and winked and giggled at the appreciative stares, wiggling her ass as she walked through the club, obviously basking in the attention. Cammy took a deep breath and tried to control the twist of impotent jealousy rising inside him. This was all aimed at him. One more humiliation to toss on the pile. It was all meaningless in the end.


But, even though he was positive that his wife was pretending to enjoy the strippers' attention in order to hurt him, that didn't make it any easier. These men were at the peak of physical masculinity, and Cammy had been caged, waxed, and feminized. Turned into a girly joke for his wife's amusement. It was hard not to feel the keen injustice of it.
But the worst was yet to come, because a tall, grinning man with gleaming muscles slid into their path, openly checking out Bianca and her cross-dressing husband. "Evening, ladies," he said in a smarmy voice, "care for a dance?"
Cammy bit his lip hard and had to stop herself from doing a double-take as he realized that he recognized the stripper. It was the exact same man who had delivered the nurse-themed stripper-gram to the hospital a month ago!
Cammy experienced a moment of white-hot panic before realizing that he probably had little to worry about. He looked utterly different from the brief time he had met this particular stripper, and although the encounter was memorable to him because of how embarrassing he found it, the stripper himself probably ran into multiple embarrassed people on a daily basis.
But his relief was short-lived. Bianca's eyes glowed with predatory interest as she did a slow, up-and-down visual examination of the muscular man, lightly licking her plump lips before saying, "Oooh, I may very well be tempted later tonight... what did you say your name was?"
The stripper gave her a broad grin, and Cammy was discomforted to notice what seemed like more than just professional interest in his eyes as he said, "The name's Brock, pretty lady. And what can I call you?"
Cammy felt a piercing sense of horrified jealousy as Bianca laughed with a flirty smile. "You may call me Villainess, Brock. Save that private dance for me..." she reached down and traced one nail down his hard, muscular chest. "Well-built masculine men like yourself are just the sort of guys that turn me on."
Suddenly, the rubber chest and slutty latex nurse outfit felt like a hot, humiliating prison around Cammy's body. It was yet another cruel twist of the knife from his once-loving wife, this time mental rather than physical. The thought of her with someone else made Cammy sick with anxiety. Not to mention the fact that he had once looked down on this same stripper as an embarrassing disgrace and was now losing to him in a competition for his wife's interest.
Through it all, Cammy's poor, trapped cock dripped slick, hot drops of precum down his bare thighs. He hoped that no one would notice in the dim light of the club.
After a few more murmured flirtations, Bianca waved goodbye coyly to Brock. "I'll come find you later, big boy," she purred, "but I can tell my friend is antsy to watch the show. I'd better find us a seat."
"She can come too, later," said Brock with a wink, his dull brown eyes rapidly scanning Cammy's body with every sign of appreciation. "I can give you two a... group dance."
Bianca chuckled. "We'll see. Until then!"
She pulled her stunned and uncomfortable husband away, toward the loud group of bachelorette girls they had come here to meet. "I saw the way you looked at him," said Bianca in his ear as they walked, just loud enough to be heard over the music.
Cammy glanced over into her grinning face with shock. That was what she took away from that interaction? Cammy had spent the entire time insecure and jealous! And it was true that Brock had an impressive physique, but Cammy didn't... look at him that way. "I don't know what you mean," he insisted, blushing furiously.
Bianca scoffed as they neared the group of cheering, tipsy women seated against one wall. "Oh please, as if this little clit wasn't throbbing when you looked at a real man's body!" Then, in a moment that filled Cammy with mindless panic, she reached down and teasingly flipped up the edge of his white latex skirt, revealing his caged cock for just a fraction of a second.
Luckily, everyone was focused on the stage, and there was no reaction, but it still sent adrenaline pumping wildly through Cammy's veins. The music swelled, and conversation was now impossible, although Vicki waved excitedly at Cammy and Bianca, patting a seat next to her. They sat, close enough for Cammy's hip to press against his wife's, and watched as yet another gyrating man took the stage.
Cammy's mind felt like a kaleidoscope of dark, troubled thoughts and confused lust. Bianca had pointed out that most of her cruelties this weekend had turned him on... and they had, as hard as it was to admit. He had been sucked into his wife's dark fantasy of control and cruelty, and his love and attraction for the woman he thought he knew blended in strange, new, terrifying ways with her sadistic games.
Was his helpless arousal because it was coming from her, the woman he wanted more than anything? Or because there really was a weak masochistic part of him inside that she had drawn out? Maybe one that Bianca had seen all along.
And then there was tonight... where she was aggressively pushing a whole new type of sexuality on him. Cammy didn't even watch the strip show in front of him, really. He let it wash over him in a blur of undulating male flesh. He didn't like guys. Anything he might feel was just confusion based on his attractive, dominant wife pushing something onto him artificially. It amused her to question his masculinity, so insisting he was bi was just one more step in this feminization she had initiated to humiliate him.
As if to harmonize with his troubled thoughts, Cammy felt his wife's hand slowly worm its way up under his skirt. He tried to push it away, but she wouldn't be stopped. Under the cover of the pulsing lights, using the distraction of the strip show on the main stage, Bianca found her husband's caged genitals and began softly, teasingly stroking them beneath his slutty skirt.
She ran her soft fingers over the curving globe of Cammy's balls, tapped the sensitive head of his cock through the cage, her touch feather-light and always moving. All the while, the in-your-face sexuality of the male stripper on the stage was inescapable. Cammy was assaulted by confusing imagery and intense but unsatisfying stimulation at the same time... the pressure and confusion and uncomfortable lust grew inside him, stronger and stronger until he felt like he might snap.
Finally, the lurid display was over. The oiled man left the stage, and Bianca's hand flicked the sensitive head of Cammy's cock one last time before withdrawing from under his skirt, trailing her hands over his smooth thigh to wipe them as she went.
A smarmy-looking older man in a dinner jacket mounted the stage with a microphone, working the crowd.
"Let's hear it for Leo! Pretty hot stuff, ladies, am I right?" His voice was so harsh and rough that it sounded nearly diseased, but the women in the crowd didn't care, hooting and cheering in approval.
"You're all too kind! Now..." his face split into a conspiratorial grin. "We don't employ ladies here at the Butcher's Block, but we are always on the lookout for... talented amateurs, so to speak."
The ladies around the room giggled and elbowed each other, clearly already understanding what the shifty man was talking about. Cammy himself had absolutely no clue.
"So every night we ask some daring patrons to get up here on the stage and show us what they've got! My boys work long and... hard, ladies, and they deserve a little eye candy too. So! Is there anyone out there brave enough to strut their stuff up here on stage?"
Cammy's heart froze, suddenly certain of what was going to happen. He looked over to his wife, and his fear grew at the amused sneer on her face. A cold sweat beaded up beneath Cammy's makeup. Oh shit. I can't! I can barely walk without everyone seeing my clit... I mean cock. Surely she can't expect me to...
Bianca raised her hand and was immediately picked out of the crowd by the smiling showman. "You there, the sexy little bunny near the wall. Are you interested in showing off?"
For a second, Cammy was positive that she was going to point to him and force him to dance on stage, but for the hundredth time that weekend, his wife managed to surprise him.
"It would be my pleasure," said the Villainess in a loud, clear voice that rang out through the crowd. There was a murmur of appreciation and jealousy as she stood, her leather corset, tall boots, raven hair, and bunny mask cutting a stunning figure. She winked at Cammy and made her way across the room, all eyes on her, utterly confident and poised despite her erotic outfit.
Cammy was stunned. He had been spared at the last moment from the humiliation of public exposure, and his wife was taking it on instead. Indeed, it seemed that being the focus of the watching crowd and male strippers didn't bother her in the slightest.
"No, my dear," said the emcee with hungry eyes, "I think that the pleasure will be all ours. Any particular music choice?"
Bianca shrugged, standing confidently with her hand on her hip. "Anything I can dance to." The man bowed low and signalled someone off stage.
A moment later, the music started... and so did Bianca's performance.
Cammy couldn't tear his eyes away from Bianca as she strode confidently across the stage toward the shiny pole at the center, hips swinging in time to the music. Her magnetism, her confidence, and her sheer sex appeal pulled the attention of the crowd like a magnet, drawing excited cheers from all directions. Her legs were a dynamo as she twirled around the pole, displaying the lithe power of her body. He never knew she could do that, but that was nothing new. This entire weekend had been an education in how little he truly knew about his wife, and how little he knew about himself.
Cammy was mesmerized; every one of Bianca's moves was met with riotous cheers from the audience. The women were mainly just drunkenly supportive as Bianca strutted and shimmied on the stage, but what concerned Cammy even more were the men. The male strippers stood around the floor of the club, watching Bianca's sexy performance with a sort of keen, predatory hunger. One man in particular, subtly gripped the form on his tiny shorts, massaging the growing bulge there as his eyes tracked the movements of the sexy, leather-clad woman on the stage.
Cammy felt humiliated, yet utterly turned on, his cock rapidly stiffening in his cage. His wife was the slutty center of attention for every man in the club right now. He could feel their desire as they stared at her, and he knew in that moment that this was exactly what The Villainess wanted. Not only Cammy's discomfort, but the arousal of the muscled, shirtless men around the sleazy strip joint. Bianca slid down the pole, her long pink tongue flicking against it to applause and cheers. Cammy's mind inevitably wandered as he watched, wondering how many men would jerk off to her now and at home. How many of those same men would go home and fuck their wives and girlfriends and think of his Bianca?
Cammy leaned back against the wall, the latex nurse costume and rubber breasts feeling unbearably tight and hot. Suddenly, he couldn't stand it anymore. The dim, loud room. The drunken cheers of the crowd, the lustful leers of the assembled men, and Bianca lewdly dancing across the stage with such grace and skill it looked like she had been doing it her whole life. All of it combined in a powerful mixture of arousal and dull, throbbing horror.
Cammy surged to his feet, ignoring Vicki as she called out behind him. He was alone among the vast amount of people as he teetered away on his heels. Watching Bianca pivot and lean back, her tits nearly spilling out of her leather bustier, he felt his balls clench. She was red hot. Filthy. She embodied raw, filthy, disturbing sexuality. He watched Bianca lift her leg while standing, a near flawless vertical split. Cammy realized too late as he saw the outline of her bald slit's lips exactly how close to the edge he was. He groaned as he came, spurts of hot, watery semen leaking out of his cock cage. He was grateful for the darkness of the club: no one could see the thick drops of cum falling out of his latex skirt onto the grotesquely sticky floor below him.
Cammy jumped as a man's hand viciously grabbed his ass, clasping the latex skirt between his strong fingers. Cammy felt the man's breath, hot, languishing against his ear as he spoke with a deep, gravelly voice.
"You seem a little nervous, babygirl. Maybe you'd be more comfortable in private? I still owe you that private dance I promised, and your friend looks busy. I could show you some moves even she doesn't know..."
Cammy turned around, attempting to brush the man's hand away and struggling to do so. It was Brock. The same man his brother had sent to try to embarrass him. The same man he had been utterly disgusted by a month ago. But right now, in the strange haze of arousal Cammy was wading through, he couldn't help but notice that Brock was exceptionally defined; even underneath the pulsating lights, he looked like a Grecian god. The circumstances, and his strange mood, and the well-muscled man made Cammy feel something he had never encountered before.
When Cammy finally answered, he made sure his voice sounded as feminine as possible, just like he had been instructed to do. His words, despite his nerves, were tinged with honey.
"Umm, no, thank you. I'm ok."
The stripper stepped closer, towering over Cammy, a walking pillar of power. Cammy felt his cock twitch, the cage tightening, his heart thudding in his chest. He knew he shouldn't be reacting this way. This wasn't who he was, this wasn't for Bianca, this wasn't even for himself. But Bianca's crash course in utter domination had forged new habits inside her husband. She had broken him, flayed apart his sense of self, and made a loyal and submissive slut from the ashes. Giving in to naked dominance felt only natural now. Natural and irresistibly arousing.
He could imagine it, defying Bianca, letting this swaggering example of masculine dominance take control. Falling to his knees... truly becoming the feminine sissy that Bianca mockingly claimed he was. Waiting to be found as his wife stalked like a spectral predator through the dark and crowded strip club, looking for her pet. Cammy wondered if it was worth it, to see how she would react if she found him with the stripper, sucking Brock's fat cock just to infuriate Bianca.
What held Cammy back was knowing how severe the punishment would be. Yet, despite her fear, his heart thudded in his chest, deafening even the pulsing bass of the speakers above. There was something raw and perversely erotic about the heated thoughts suddenly pouring through his mind. Touching, feeling, tasting...he entertained the idea further. Strangely, although the fear of Bianca's reaction gave him pause, defensiveness over his sexuality no longer seemed important. To be owned... overpowered... maybe even speared by this masculine brute no longer felt unacceptable. It would be humiliating, yes, but humiliation was a feeling that Cammy had grown used to by this point. Cammy wasn't home right now. Cammy ruled the roost. And, as Bianca had told him again and again, Cammy was a little sissy slut curious about boys.
Cammy leaned in close to the stripper, running a nail down his chest, just like he had watched his wife do earlier. He watched Brock smile in return, his voice hungry with need.
"Damn girl. Maybe I had you wrong. Maybe you're not so shy."
"Maybe I'm not shy at all."
Cammy batted his lashes at the oiled-up stripper. The decision to take this strange, uncharacteristic step was almost instinctual. Deciding that for the first time in days, Cammy felt like he had some sort of power, and the impulse to bask in it was irresistible. His flirting instantly had an effect on the man in front of him; he noticed the thin material that held the stripper's thick cock in place growing tighter. His cock was stiffening for Cammy. He wanted to... God knows what he wanted to do. Cammy realized that whatever it was, it sounded ten times more pleasant than whatever his wife had planned next. The crushing bass made Cammy's ribs shake as the large stripper groped and slapped his ass. His voice was purely authoritative as he hissed into Cammy's ear.
"Let me show you a good time, girl."
He didn't wait for Cammy to answer. Brock grabbed the feminized slut by his wrist and dragged him towards the sapphire blue curtains of the VIP area. Every step Cammy teetered in his heels, wondering how he had gotten this far, how this was becoming something he wanted. He couldn't lie to himself, not anymore. As he looked at the impossible musculature of a man he didn't even know, his own cock stiffened in perverse pleasure. Its eager pressure against his spiked cage was agonizing. Yet that pain was also what he wanted. It was what he needed as a subhuman slut, a broken doll that his wife had made.
As they drew closer to the shadowy back room, Cammy's heart raced in his chest and constricted his lungs into a series of breathless, anxious knots. Only four feet from the VIP room... The curtain was swaying as a dabble of precum slid down Cammy's thigh in anticipation.
The thunderous authority of Bianca's voice rooted them both in place. "Where in the FUCK do you think you're taking my property?
The male stripper raised an eyebrow at her. He had nearly claimed his prize: what seemed to be a pretty little slut, eager to please. He wasn't going to give Cammy up that easily.
"Your property? Listen, lady, I'm just trying to give her a-"
Bianca strode forward and grabbed Cammy's wrist, her voice cutting harshly through the thumping music of the club.
"You shut the fuck up. Cammy is mine. MINE! AND MINE ALONE!"
The stripper scoffed at her, for a moment, then took a step back as he saw the snarl of sheer fury she wore across her face. It was clear to him in a second that this was a woman; it simply wouldn't be worth it to cross. He held his hands up.
"Fucking Christ, lady. Fine. All good."
Bianca didn't spare the smarmy stripper another word. She dragged Cammy away and out the door of the strip club, into the cool, silent night. His heels scraped along the asphalt as she shoved him hard against the back of the SUV. Her voice was cold, efficient, and full of a rage he had never heard.
"Spread your legs, you fucking slut. As far as you fucking can."
It wasn't fair. Cammy had endured torture, betrayal, and disdain from the person who was supposed to always have his back. He had submitted to every whim that Bianca thought up. And the one time he had tried to assert even the slightest free will, she had yanked the chain. True, the impulse to go somewhere private was probably stupid, and could have gone very very badly, but the choice had been his, not the Villainess's.
Somehow, Cammy found some courage. Perhaps the last burning vestige of what remained. Between the bottomless cruelty of the woman he loved and his endless and sickeningly enjoyable degradation, he didn't have much fight left.
Nevertheless, at that moment, he shook his head in defiance, his voice unwavering.
"No. I won't."
"Let me make myself clear, you fucking waste of space, you will spread your legs, or I'll fucking do it for you."
"No."
With blinding speed, Bianca drove her knee into his stomach. The wind immediately left his body as he slumped to his knees, gasping. Cammy spoke through his teeth, wheezing with anguish.
"No more. No. Fuck this."
Bianca's leather-clad hand wrapped around his throat and squeezed, tighter and tighter by the second. It was violent. She wanted to hurt him in that moment, and he felt it. The lines were blurring rapidly, as was his vision. He batted her hand away as he stood, finally ready to resist. He had been stronger and bigger than his wife from the beginning, and he didn't have to take this.


Bianca delivered a crushing kick against his balls, and all of his half-formed thoughts of resistance evaporated instantly in a sickening wave of pain. His cock cage dented from the severity of the impact.
He slumped to the ground and threw up.
***
The discomforting silence in the SUV was unbearable to Cammy. Nearly as unbearably as the slowly subsiding pain throbbing between his legs. As Bianca drove them down the familiar roads back to their home, he could hear her murmuring something under her breath. It was hard to make out, just a rising, never-ending stream of angry undertone, while her eyes stayed locked onto the road ahead. It was scary, and that was saying something, considering what Cammy had been through these past two days. It seemed like she was dissociating, completely lost in a world all her own.
Cammy rested his chin on his knuckle, looking at himself in the rearview mirror. He didn't recognize the person he saw. He admired and simultaneously loathed what was reflected.
Cammy needed to say something, anything to break the silence. He shifted in his seat, feeling his cock cage ache. There was a tremor in his voice as he said,
"It's almost over. All of it."
Bianca's furious muttering monologue ceased as if cut off with a knife. Her hands tightened against the wheel, leather on leather squealing before she responded, her voice was surprisingly calm.
"Oh my sweet, sissy loser. Guess your time is almost up. Your itty bitty clitty probably won't get up again for a while."
Her mockery didn't feel as sincere as it did before. Maybe Cammy had gotten used to it, maybe Bianca knew she had exhausted every idea she had. To Cammy, this moment felt like a glimpse into their future, dark and empty, quiet, drained of love for one another. He shifted in his heels, digging the stiletto points into the rubber mat.
"Do you regret this?" He wasn't even sure why he bothered asking the question. The Villainess would never tell him the truth, even if she did feel sorry for some of the things she had done.
Strangely, Bianca was silent. She didn't slap him, or yell, or offer some new escalating threat. She just kept driving. That by itself might have been confirmation that somewhere, deep down inside her, she did think this had gone too far, and there was no chance that tomorrow morning they could just ignore what had happened. But he wasn't stupid enough to think that meant his wife was sorry for what she had done. He knew who she was now. She was the Villainess, and cruelty was just a part of who she was.
Cammy knew that Bianca had buried all of this down inside her. He would never know if it was some fetish that metastasized into obsession, or if this was an expression of how she really felt about him. In the darkest moments of the past two days, he had even wondered if this was actually who he was as well. A weak, sniveling coward who enjoyed pain and mental torment.
They drove by the familiar stoplights and roads as they entered their neighborhood of the city. The surroundings were normally comforting, because they knew it led back to the safety of their home. But Cammy knew that home wasn't safe. The night wasn't over. He thought about running, imagining how easy it would be. Yet the love he had for Bianca restrained him more than any ballgag or tethers ever could, and he hated himself for that. He knew that the idea of a sunny Monday morning with everything back to normal was a lie. But it was a mirage that he couldn't help but chase.
Bianca pulled over into a desolate parking lot. An old shopping mall used to sit behind this stretch of cracked pavement. Now it was nothing more than an abandoned husk. The SUV lurched and shook as it drove and crested over the large potholes below it. Bianca put the SUV in park. The headlights cut through the gloom in front of them. Bianca's voice held none of the malice and playful hatred that Cammy had grown used to over the past few days. Instead, it was detached and toneless.
"Get out."
Cammy unbuckled himself and hesitated before opening the door. The reflection in the window of the door was absurd to him. A metamorphosis into something he never wanted to be. A humiliating transformation into something that amused his wife to no end. He stepped out of the car into the night, slamming the door behind him, numb to whatever humiliating plan his wife had dreamed up for their stop in this lonely place. There was a sound of trickling liquid from the other side of the SUV. The pitter-patter of liquid jettisoning onto the ground slowed and finally stopped.
Turning around the corner of the SUV, Bianca sauntered over to Cammy, a wet pair of panties in her hand. She didn't ask him or tease him this time. She simply slipped her leather-clad fingers between his teeth and pulled his jaw down with a shocking force, thrusting the wet lace panties in his mouth.
"Don't spit them out, you fucking sissy."
The Villainess's voice was clear and confident again now that it had returned. Her tenor held the same disdain. The taste of the panties in his mouth was vile, the cotton bunched and damp with whatever liquid had soaked them. The taste and invasive feeling of the panties made Cammy instantly feel like he was choking. The Villainess took a familiar, neon pink blindfold and held it aloft in front of him. The bejeweled lettering read:
"Cum Slut".
Bianca reached up with swift, efficient movements, and Cammy felt her secure the blindfold tightly, triple knotting it. He heard the trunk opening, the familiar swoosh of the hydraulics sliding upwards. He felt Bianca's leather-clad glove grab his latex collar, dragging him to the back, teetering with each step, blind and trying not to break his ankles as she pulled him along the pockmarked asphalt.
The Villainess pushed him into the trunk and slammed it shut before wiping her eyes.
****
The ride home seemed to last for an eternity, and with his sight blocked, Cammy felt every bump and turn twice as intensely. After the harrowing ordeal at the strip club, it had to be late. Maybe ten PM? His sense of time was all out of whack as well. In any case, what he told Bianca on the ride home was true. This was all almost over. Bianca promised that this would all be over on Monday.
All over... the idea held a sense of relief, but it also seemed laughably impossible. How could this ever be truly over now? How could he look at his wife the same way he used to after everything she had done to him? After what he had discovered lurking beneath her warm, loving surface?
Hell, how could he look himself in the mirror after the awful things she had done turned him on?
Finally, the car turned, slowed, turned again, and stopped. A few moments later, the trunk swooshed open, and the cool night air flooded into the stuffy enclosed space.
"I hope that the ride home alone gave you some time to mentally prepare, Cammy," said Bianca in an oddly serene voice that was totally at odds with her near-breakdown a few minutes ago. "Because the best part is yet to come. The grand finale that this whole weekend has been leading up to is waiting for us inside. And I can't wait to show it to you."
Cold, mind-numbing fear spiraled through Cammy now. He had learned the hard way this weekend that the Villainess didn't pull punches. If she said that what was coming next was worse than anything that came before this weekend, Cammy was inclined to believe her.
He tried to think of some way to derail this train of misery, but all he felt now was defeated hopelessness. There was no escaping the Villainess. There was no way to coax mercy from inside her. And besides, even if that was what he wanted, his mouth was still stuffed full of foul-smelling panties.
Bianca reached into the car and hauled Cammy roughly to his feet, pulling him behind her toward what he could only assume was the home where they had shared so many happy memories as a married couple.
But as he stumbled behind her, something strange happened. Cammy nearly tripped on his slutty heels, and as he regained his balance, he bounced off a vehicle of some kind. One that was parked next to their car. In their driveway.
Who else was at their house right now? The question seemed so important that Cammy worked his mouth, trying to dislodge the foul panties stuffed deep inside. But he was unable to get them free and question Bianca before she pulled him over the threshold.
As she pulled him quickly toward the bedroom, Cammy finally managed to spit the panties to the floor, asking in a croaky voice, "Bian- Villainess, who's here?"
Bianca's evil laugh had a slightly manic edge to it now. "We're here, darling! You and me. Here at the end. This is what I've been waiting for for so long..." Cammy felt himself shoved down jarringly into one of their ladderback dining room chairs, fuzzy handcuffs snapped shut around his wrists, binding him in place.
His nerves crackled with terror over what Bianca might have planned, his breath whistled in and out of his nose, his heart thundered in his ears. His body felt sweaty and constrained in the tight latex of his outfit, and his cock pressed painfully hard into the confines of his spiked cage.
It happened in an instant. The darkness surrounding Cammy burst into disorienting light. He blinked, trying to get his bearings.
And then he saw the truth, the lengths Bianca had gone to in order to crush him completely. Cammy's world seemed to swirl as he went a little faint. His worst nightmare was there in the flesh, right in front of him.
Wyatt stood in front of Cammy, wearing a grim smile, the same expression Cameron remembered from years of torment. An expression that was smug and conceited, yet undeniably earned from his success and looks. Cammy watched Wyatt cross his arms, muscular and defined even when hidden beneath his collared shirt. He had never understood how someone as busy as a doctor found the time to maintain such a powerful physique. Even if Cammy hadn't been wearing the latex nurse uniform that clung and pinched his shamefully girlish frame, there would have been no avoiding an intense feeling of inferiority compared to his older brother.
Wyatt's eyes shone with dull, cruel amusement as he stared down at his feminized and emasculated little brother. The favorite target of his bullying. He didn't even need to say a word at that moment. His eyes flicked down Cammy's body, taking in the fake breasts, the slutty nurse uniform, and the tall heels. His sickening gloating grin widened further.
The Villainess walked around Wyatt, her long black nails carving across his button-down as her hand trailed across his sturdy shoulders. Her exaggerated heels punctuated each step as she paraded around and stood in front of him. Staring into her husband's eyes, she slipped her thumbs through the waistband of her tiny leather shorts and slipped them down her perfect, snowy thighs, revealing her smooth, shaved, blushing slit. In any other circumstances, it would have been a sight for sore eyes, since he hadn't been able to fuck her this weekend despite being desperately horny. But here, with Wyatt looking on, radiating smug triumph, it only disturbed him. After Bianca kicked away the tiny shorts, she stood tall and proud and bottomless, her pussy eagerly dripping down her inner thighs as she loomed above her husband. Then slowly and teasingly, she bent over, legs spread, pressing her perfectly smooth slit against the bulge barely contained by Wyatt's slacks. She stared into her husband's red-rimmed eyes, her voice now full of contempt as she said,
"Oh, poor Cammy. I imagine you didn't expect to see your brother today, did you? Well... let me be honest, since this weekend was about honesty."
Cammy watched his beloved wife press her curvy hips flush against his brother's crotch. She touched her toes and arched her back a picture of feral arousal. Her black rabbit mask made her ringlets of black hair look like the mane of a wild animal. She was herself, purely. What she had always been. What he never knew.
As she slowly began grinding back onto Wyatt's groin, her thighs quivered with anticipation of her own plans with each slow rocking of her hips. She licked her bee-stung lips.
Cammy was numb, his mouth open and his brain still struggling to register the shocking betrayal of his wife's last and greatest stunt. She knew his relationship with Wyatt. Knew how he had been tormented, belittled, and bullied by the monster he had shared a house with growing up. Cammy realized only belatedly what Bianca had meant by "crushing him completely".
But despite the overwhelming sense of betrayal, just like his wife's cruelties from this weekend, his body was responding quite differently than his mind. He felt the cage tighten, and as his cock stiffened, pulsing with pain and helpless lust as the spikes poked down on his shaft. Precum spread like a thin syrup down the pink cage. If this was her honesty... if this was who Bianca really was, Cammy held nothing but venom in his soul for her and his brother. No regret could take back anything that happened or was going to happen. But it also wouldn't put the reluctant spurts of his seed back into his body.
"Sorry, I got distracted by having a real man in front of me for once.. What was I talking about? Oh dear, I seem to have forgotten."
She turned her head over to Wyatt and watched his hands moving behind her, one slipping around to grip the curve of her hip possessively, the other clearly disappearing behind her wet folds. Cammy couldn't deny it; his brother's thick fingers were already seeking her. Touching her. Taking one more thing from Cammy: Wyatt's favorite pastime. The raw desire he could sense between them filled Cammy's stomach with a nausea beyond any humiliation he had endured so far. Bile rose up in his throat.
The Villainess slowly pulled away, dropping to her knees and staring up into Wyatt's handsome face with submissive adoration. Cammy recognised that look. They were the same doe-like bedroom eyes Nurse Bianca had given him a thousand times. But now they stared up at another man, kneeling at the feet of a bully who had made Cammy feel inferior for his entire life. Bianca gently took Wyatt's wrist and pulled it toward her, sucking her nectar off his fingers. Her other hand moved upward to cradle the ever-growing, thick endowment beneath his slacks. Her leather-gloved hands ran up and down the bulging girth as she playfully kissed it through his pants. She tilted her head towards the bound Cammy, a taunting smile on her beautiful face.
"Oh, that's right. I was talking about honesty! Silly me. It's so easy to lose track of your thoughts when you're distracted by...well, a former lover."
Cammy's eyes widened, and he shook his head violently, feeling the platinum blonde locks of his wig whip against his sweaty brow, his carefully applied smoky eyeshadow already turning into two long creeks of darkness on his tear-stained cheeks. It wasn't possible. She was just trying to hurt him. There was no way that she and Wyatt had... been together.
...But then again. It sounded exactly like Wyatt to try something like that just to hurt his younger brother. And he would have said up until Saturday that Bianca would never hurt him like that, but now he wasn't sure if he knew his wife at all. Hurting him was clearly something she enjoyed... and what better way to hurt him than fucking the man he hated most in the world?
The Villainess's hand slowly reached towards Wyatt's zipper, her fingers playfully, coyly walking up the top. She grasped the bronze clasp between thumb and forefinger and pulled it down with aching slowness. The ratcheting clicks were the only thing Cammy heard aside from the cadence of his heartbeat cascading in his skull.
Bianca giggled as she pulled Wyatt's manhood forth. It was the first time that Cammy had ever gotten a good look at it, of course. The only other time he had seen his brother in a sexual situation, it had already been buried deep inside his girlfriend. The thought sent a flurry of angry, confused, painful thoughts about Wendy and his hated brother whirling through his head as he stared at his brother's huge cock. It was long and girthy, textured with thick corded veins. This was the tool he had used to steal the first love of Cammy's life. The tool he had been using to steal the second one as well.
Bianca trembled as she lightly kissed the top of Wyatt's heavy, still-growing organ. "Been a while since I've seen this, so, so close." She purred.
As Cammy thrashed, clenching his jaw, his fists balled up behind him, the pink fur-adorned handcuffs cutting deeper into his wrists. His anger and betrayal at the way Bianca was acting, and the very fact that she had invited the man who he hated most in the world into their home, was catching up to him, breaking through the numb shock of discovery
"What...what are you talking about?" he said in a choked voice, praying that at very least she would laugh and say he was gullible. Some sort of taunt that would reveal this monstrous betrayal as a lie.
Instead, she did the most hurtful thing possible. She ignored her husband completely. Instead, she looked up at Wyatt, completely occupied with his towering manhood, needing to bring him to complete fullness. Marveling, worshiping him with light pecks at the bottom of his shaft. As Cammy watched, his cock pressing harder and harder against the limits of his cage, her long pink tongue nimbly graced the bulging ridge of his brother's throbbing cock.
Wyatt still had his arms crossed, imposing, powerful, like he always was. He was more focused on his brother now than the worshipful service of the beautiful seductress beneath him. He chuckled, low and evil, and spoke for the first time since Cammy had entered the room.
"You think this is the first time I've had her pussy, bro? You never really were that bright, were you? Guess that's why you were never able to cut it as a doctor."
Cammy felt his jaw slacken. He knew his brother well enough to know when he was speaking the truth. He also knew that if there was the slightest chance for Wyatt to humiliate him with the cold edge of truth, he would.
"And now," said Bianca with that scary, wicked amusement dripping from her voice, "it's time for something that's been a long, long time coming."
She gripped Wyatt by his thick cock, leading him forward toward where her husband was bound. Cammy fought feebly against his bonds once again, but it was no use. His slutty latex nurse uniform squeaked lightly against the ropes, and his blonde wig flipped a little around his ears, but there wasn't much he could do to stop what was happening. Bianca was calling the shots now.
Bianca brought his brother closer, closer... alarmingly close. Wyatt's thick, pulsating cock was now just inches from Cammy's face. Close enough that Cammy could smell the potent combination of his wife's arousal and the masculine musk of his older brother's cock and balls.
Wyatt looked down with a superior smirk, lighting up his face, his hips thrust forward slightly, invading his little brother's personal space with his erect cock. It was humiliating for two reasons. It was a stark reminder that Wyatt was free, his big cock hard and proud, while Cammy's was locked shamefully away. It was also a reminder that, even if he wasn't wearing a cage, Cammy would never have a cock as big and desirable as his brothers.
"Wh-what is this?" Cammy spluttered uncomfortably. He hated being this close to Wyatt's cock. His older brother has always loved to flaunt his superiority over Cammy, and this seemed like the ultimate expression of that infuriating instinct. Bianca snuggled her curvy body up to Wyatt and gripped his cock in her hand, lazily stroking just inches from her husband's face.
"What is it, you ask?" She let out an evil chuckle. "You can consider this a kind of... therapy." That caused a snort from Wyatt as well. They were both clearly in on this. A team. Two monsters who wanted nothing more than to cause Cammy the most pain possible. The evil laughter made Cammy's cock swell painfully against his cage even while a twist of anxiety shot through him.


"You see, Cammy, as your supportive wife, I've been forced to listen to your insecurities, petty rivalry, and envy of your brother over hours and hours of pathetic whining. All because you refuse to acknowledge what everyone can clearly see. Your older brother is just better than you. Richer. Smarter. More dominant. More handsome. And with a much, much bigger cock. So I'm going to help you do something tonight that you should have done ages ago: surrender."
She pulled Wyatt even closer, causing Cammy to let out a girlish gasp of alarm. He tried to scoot back, but he couldn't get away. His brother's dick was less than an inch from his mouth.
"Tonight you are finally going to admit your older brother's superiority. You're going to finally accept your place beneath him. And you're going to do it by letting him beat you in the most humiliating way possible."
Cammy was too shocked and horrified to even make a sound as his wife dragged his brother forward that last half inch. The hot, velvety skin of his brother's cock head dragged across his lips, smearing precum as it went.
"You're going to suck your brother's dick. You're going to finally admit how superior he is by becoming his submissive, cocksucking nurse. I'm so glad this free pass weekend is giving me the chance to heal this relationship between you and your superior brother, babe. You're welcome!"
The idea was so obscene that it somehow managed to surprise Cammy despite everything that had happened up to this point. Sucking the cock of the man he had hated for years? It was sheer insanity. Bianca's eyes were sharp and wicked, her smile so wide that it could have been a grimace of pain. Cammy looked to Wyatt, knowing that looking to his wife for mercy at this moment was pointless. "Wyatt!" He squeaked, "this is... oh my God, this is so fucked up. This is a joke, right? You can't possibly want a blowjob from your brother!'
Cammy wasn't encouraged by the smug smirk on his brother's face. It was a face Cammy was deeply familiar with. His bullying face. And what was this except the biggest, most humiliating bullying session of them all?
"Well, you know I'm not gay, Cammy," said Wyatt in a leering drawl. "I was just as resistant as you were at first. But your wife has quite a way with words. She explained to me that this would be your ultimate submission, and my final victory over my annoying little bro, physically, mentally, and sexually. I mean, this is going to put you in your place forever, Cammy. Any time you try to get bitchy with me again, we'll both remember the time you were my pretty little sissy cocksucker. Once she said that... well, I've been hard as a rock ever since."
"You heard the doctor," said Bianca with a laugh, "he needs a warm, wet sissy mouth wrapped around his superior cock, stat! It's your time to shine, Nurse Cammy!"
"No. No fucking way, this is so fucked up!" said Cammy desperately. He couldn't do this. Wouldn't do it. He had put up with so much shit this weekend, but this would ruin his life forever, even if Wyatt never told a soul. If he thought disrespect from his brother was bad now...
"Then let's play a game," said Bianca in a low, mocking tone. Her hand slipped down the squeaky latex of the nurse outfit, pausing at the tiny frill of skirt that barely covered Cammy's caged genitals. "If sucking your older brother's dick really is that much of a deal breaker for you, you should be all limp and soft, right? If you are, I'll let you go..."
"N-no, don't!" said Cammy desperately. He could feel the painful spikes pressed hard around his erection. He knew what they would find. But it was still humiliating when his wife flipped his skirt, revealing his penis pressed up hard against the spiked walls of its cage, drooling precum. He had no idea why his body was reacting like this. Something to do with what Wyatt was saying, how this was the ultimate humiliating submission.
"Your mouth says no, but your peepee says, 'please show me who's boss, big bro'," said Bianca mockingly. "No more excuses now. We can all see you want it. Open up that slutty nurse mouth and worship that dominant doctor dick."
"I won't!" gasped Cammy. "You can't make me! I'll... I'll bite it off!" His voice was high and gasping, girlish with fear. Every last nerve in his body roiled with disgust and refusal, but his cock continued to throb with dark arousal, the culmination of a weekend of submission and degradation. Part of him knew that there was no way he could resist his wife's plans.
Even before she clicked over to the end table and picked up the gag.
"I thought you might say that," she said with a contemptuous sneer. "Some people just don't know what's good for them. She brandished the silicone gag in her hands, her eyes glowing with dark anticipation. It was formed into a pair of lurid, bright pink lips and was designed to hold his mouth open, without the possibility of closing it.
Cammy tensed his body, ready for a moment to fight back... and then slumped in defeat. He could thrash and scream and try to bite, but none of it could stop the Villainess, especially now that his brother was here to back up her cruelty with muscle. This was happening, no matter how much it filled Cammy with dread and strange, hopeless lust.
The world around Bianca ceased; nothing remained except the sight of Cameron's face in front of hers. Carefully, Bianca affixed the gag on Cammy. He struggled. He fought back. He gnashed his teeth and clenched his jaw, to no avail. Bianca pried his jaw open with a startling amount of strength, her biceps burning with the effort. Cameron's lips quivered and ached.
Bianca over-tightened each notch of the gag; each click of the buckle made her wetter, matching the hidden, subtle tears that formed behind her black leather rabbit mask.
His own perspective didn't matter; tears, anguish, and terror blotted his sight, it drained the makeup around his eyes into long smudged lines that concealed any trace of who he once was. What was a beautiful, artfully embellished visage of a woman was now a mockery, a slutty pathetic mask worn by a man who barely existed anymore to anyone, even himself.
Cameron felt The Villainess's puckered lips close to his ear as she tightened the gag one last time. Her voice was barely audible; in between each word was a sultry moan and nervous grunt, all of which was pressed through her teeth.
"Cameron...I...you...this is us? This is all there is, ok? Trust me. I know you. Only you."
Spittle draped her lips as she whimpered, standing back up, as a cruel grin stretched from ear to ear, her eyes wide with violence and lust.
Wyatt moved his hips forward, and Cammy felt like time was moving in slow motion. There was no more resisting. The gag and the handcuffs made him utterly helpless to resist this all-consuming degradation.
Open your mouth and close your eyes, and I will give you a big surprise...
It was a stupid game they played when they were kids. If someone was foolish enough to obey the rhyme, you would stick something gross in their open mouth. It had been a favorite of Wyatt's, and Cammy had quickly learned not to open his mouth for the stupid rhyme.
Yet here, for the final and most important time, Cameron sat with his mouth open and his eyes closed for Wyatt.
In one smooth motion, his brother's cock slid between his lips. It felt impossibly thick and hard and huge, dominating him completely. Cammy opened his eyes and looked up, his mouth stuffed with cock, to see his older brother staring down with the same cocky disdain that had always infuriated him.
He had never felt more defeated in his entire life. His trapped cock pressed hard against the painful spikes.
He wriggled his tongue, tasting Wyatt's salty precum as he slowly swirled it around the swollen cockhead of his hated older brother. His worst enemy. His superior. An act of submission that could never be taken back. He was sucking his brother's cock.
"Good nurse," growled Wyatt with a look of savage triumph.
Cammy felt his brother's hands, strong and rough, grasping the sides of his head and pulling him closer, forcing the hard, hot rod of flesh deeper into his mouth, making him choke with its thickness. This is exactly what he had imagined happening with that stripper... but even more distressing and emasculating, coming from the man who loved to bully and belittle him. Wyatt was humiliating him, defeating him in a way so crushing that Cammy felt his whole sense of self crumbling at the edges. If he was the type of person who submitted to this, he wasn't sure he recognized himself anymore.
The Villainess had maneuvered behind Wyatt, her leather-clad hands smoothly tracing over his pectoral muscles, his crisply defined arms, the deep v-cut of his waist. There was something... disturbing about her eyes. Her expression. And not just because she looked like she was having a great time while watching her husband get face-fucked by his older brother. She was obviously aroused, but there was a glint of madness in her eyes as well, a thousand-yard stare for someone so deep in the grip of obsession that they could no longer fully connect with reality.
She reached to flick the front of Cammy's forehead before rearing back to spit onto his upturned face.
"He's such a good cocksucker," she said with a manic giggle. "He was made for this."
"Fuck yeah. If I knew this little asshole could suck cock this good..." Wyatt grunted between thrusts. Unlike Bianca, Wyatt seemed to be in utter control. The awful act of violation didn't seem to be unraveling him like it was Bianca. He was just a monster, so heartless that this act of destruction was fun for him.
"That's right. Facefuck this little sissy," agreed Bianca, nuzzling her face into Wyatt's neck as he pushed his throbbing cock into his brother's mouth again and again. Whatever else was happening in the Villainess's mind, she was still deeply aroused. One brief look was enough to confirm that eager trickles of lubrication were still sliding down her thighs.
Cammy could barely breathe, as his brother's endowment pushed deeper into his throat, he gagged, wretched, tried to turn his head, making a futile attempt to free himself from his bindings. Any attempt to rationalize his submission as a sacrifice for his wife dissolved with each thrust of his brother's enormity plunging between his lips. This was no act of love. It was an act of obliterating destruction. Bianca had told him her fantasy was to crush someone she loved completely. He just hadn't understood her definition of "completely". Cammy gagged and drooled, making a fine foam around the bulging shaft of his brother.
Wyatt's hands dug into the sides of his skull even tighter, clenching around the wig, threatening to rip it off.
"Fuck me, you're a genius, Villaness," he grunted as his thick cock plundered his brother's throat. "He looks like a really fucking girl. A little slutty blonde nurse built to take cock. It's like he's not a man at all anymore."
His tempo quickened, his heavy balls slamming against Cammy's chin.
"Fuck yes. Just like that other little slut I fucked. What was her name? Wendy?"
Cammy's eyes widened, a revelation from the past, a confirmation of his brother's inherent superiority.
"Let me tell you a secret, Nurse Cammy," said Wyatt above him as he began a series of slow, deep thrusts that made Cammy's eyes water and her throat convulse painfully around the intrusion. "Nurses are always convenient little fuckholes for doctors like me. Doctors are just so much smarter and richer and more prestigious than them, they can't help but give in. That's why it was so fucking hilarious when you became a nurse instead of a doctor. It was perfect for a little loser like you."
He pressed forward with his full weight, his hairy balls mashing up against Cammy's chin and packing his throat full completely. Wyatt reached down and plugged his brother's nose, an evil smirk lighting up his face. "It was the same for your little girlfriend Wendy. And even though she isn't a nurse, it was the same for your crazy bitch of a wife. In the end, they give in. Because they can't help it around a guy like me. And now, it's even your turn to be a little fuckhole for a real man like me. Like the good little nurse you are."
Cammy's vision was fading, growing dim around the edges. He couldn't breathe, being literally choked into unconsciousness by his brother's cock. It would almost be a relief to pass out and be done with this physical and emotional torture. His own cock twitched and spasmed against its thorny cage, spurting precum as his broken psyche crossed the wires of trauma and pleasure.
Then, shockingly, Bianca grabbed Wyatt's hips and pulled him back, unsheathing his dripping cock from Cammy's throat and leaving her husband to take huge, raw gulps of air.
"Wait," she snapped at Wyatt, staring down into her husband's reddened, wheezing face. "Don't fucking cum yet. It's not time. In fact..." She snatched some keys up from the nightstand and tossed them to Wyatt, who caught them deftly, his face painted with an expression of annoyance at having his fun delayed. "Uncuff him. I'll be right back."
With that, Bianca turned and slipped into the bathroom, clicking the door shut firmly behind her. Cammy was left alone with his older brother, the taste of Wyatt's dick still clinging to the inside of his mouth. Wyatt stared at the closed bathroom door for a moment in annoyance, then bent and did as he was told, unlocking the cuffs and freeing Cammy.
"I don't know how you could marry someone like that," he said in an undertone, as if they were just having a normal conversation. As though he hadn't just been fucking his little brother's face a moment ago. "I mean, talk about sticking your dick in crazy, dude."
The second his hands were free, Cammy scrambled to his feet, his heart bounding and his body pulsing with adrenaline. Wyatt chuckled darkly, his cock still erect and dripping with Cammy's saliva. He rolled his neck and gestured Cammy forward. "You want to fight me now? Let's do it. It would be the first fucking manly thing you've ever done."
Cammy considered it for a moment. Balling up his fists and taking a swing at the man he had hated for his whole life. But then the images of Wyatt's thick cock stuffing his mouth flashed through his mind. His eyes traced down Wyatt's powerful body, and he knew the truth. Fighting back would just be an invitation to humiliation and emasculation of a different kind. Wyatt had beaten him, and he would never be able to fight back again.
Wyatt saw the defeat in his eyes and let out a mocking laugh. "That's what I thought, nurse. Hard to get all uppity toward a man when you've choked on his dick, isn't it. That's why I've always known you were a sissy, Cammy. You never could fight like a real man."
They were interrupted by the bathroom door flying open. The Villainess had removed her bunny mask now, fully exposing her expression. Beautiful, fierce, and disturbingly hungry. Cammy wasn't even surprised anymore to see her wearing a strap-on harness. This one was huge. Bigger even than the cock that had just brutally stuffed Cameron's throat. It was also more realistic than the smaller black one Bianca had used the previous day; huge and flesh-toned, with realistic veins mapping its rubber surface.
"Haha, I've heard of wives giving their husbands a threesome for special occasions, bro, but I don't think anyone is going to be jealous of you on this one," said Wyatt with a snicker. The tall, well-muscled man took the opportunity to shed the rest of his clothes as Bianca moved forward toward her quailing husband.
Cammy shook her head, pathetic, mumbling noises slipping from the gag along with helpless drips of drool. He backed up as Bianca approached until the wall halted his progress. Bianca stepped close, her piercing eyes burning into him.
"Shhhh," she said, her hand rising to cup her husband's cheek with one hand in a tender gesture that almost felt alien now. "You told me, right? That fantasy and roleplay aren't that serious. That it was sexy when a good girl turned bad. You've enjoyed this. I know you have. Your cock has been leaking all weekend."
Cammy looked at her like she was crazy. She was crazy. No one could have anticipated the depths that Bianca would take him to this weekend. No one would have agreed to it if they did anticipate it. He tried to explain. Tried to tell her how wrong she was. But all that came out of his mouth was more drool and embarrassing, sloppy mumbles.
"I know what you're saying," said Bianca with a soft giggle. She leaned forward to kiss him on the rubbery pink lips of his gag. As she did so, the obscene length of her dildo pressed against her husband's tender belly. "This will be something we laugh about when we're old. I completely agree." She reached down to tap her nails against the metal of his pink cage. "Just one more thing left to do. Then we can go to bed satisfied."
She pulled him toward the bed, and as she did, Cammy felt the will to resist evaporate. He was tired, and Binaca was determined. He no longer looked forward to tomorrow. He no longer hoped for Bianca to transform back into his loving wife. He no longer hoped for anything at all. Bianca had set out to crush him and he had been completely crushed. His eyes glazed over, a compliant puppet of his wife's dark desires. He mounted the bed at her direction, on hands and knees, his white latex skirt flipping up to reveal his smooth, pale ass and sadly dangling genitals, still dripping precum like it had been all weekend, betraying him.
"Here," said Wyatt eagerly, his stiff cock bobbing and swaying between his thighs as he strode forward. "Swing the little slut this way. He got me all horny with that sissy blowjob. I want to make him into a real woman."
"No!" said Bianca sharply, her ferocious tone even snapping Cammy partially out of her funk. "Cammy is mine. Only mine." Her eyes were practically bulging out of her head, and the outburst had clearly shaken even Wyatt's bottomless confidence. He took a step back, the expression on his face clearly showing he was reconsidering his involvement with Bianca.
"You can use his mouth," said Bianca dismissively. "But only after I get him good and warmed up."
She reached between her husband's legs, groping and gripping his caged genitals, smearing his thick, slick precum all over her hand while maintaining a low, fervent undertone.
"All mine, Cammy. And mine for real now. You know who I am, and now our love is stronger. Purer. Just one more thing. Just this one last thing. A little pain, and then sweet loving Bianca comes back."
She rubbed the copious slickness up and down the length of the monstrous rubber rod between her legs, and then Cammy felt Its head press tight against his asshole, still sore from Bianca's other tortures earlier in the weekend.
It was too big. Far too big. Even the smaller dildo that she had used last night had been painful for someone completely unused to anal play. Cammy groaned in fear, but for some reason, he was more aroused than he had been all weekend. Somehow, here at the end of his long trial, he had learned to find a twisted pleasure in his own destruction. A sort of erotic Stockholm syndrome that allowed him an escape from what was happening to him.
He leaned on that strange arousal as Bianca began to push forward, trying to get lost in it, hoping it would save him. The huge rubber cock parted his ring slowly, and a choked cry echoed from Cammy's mouth. It felt like he was being torn apart. His brother watched from across the room with a leering grin, his hesitation forgotten, and his cock still obscenely hard.
"You have no idea how much you look like a bitch in heat, little bro," he said wonderingly. "I know I said it before, but I seriously think you were born to be a sissy slut."


The worst part about his words was that Cammy didn't even think they were intended to be mean this time. They didn't have any of Wyatt's usual tone of sneering mockery. They sounded like a sincere appreciation that his brother had found his place in the world at last.
With that fresh emasculation burning inside him, Cammy felt Bianca's fake cock finally slide inside. Impossibly thick, filling every inch of him. In some ways, Cameron Quaid had very traditional ideas about sex. To be penetrated was to be dominated. Claimed. Owned. He would never say this to his wife, but that is always how he felt during sex with her. Especially anal sex. The conqueror. The superior.
Now he groaned in pain and perverse pleasure as his wife packed his guts full of rubber. He was the one who was forced into submission. The weak, conquered sissy. Maybe his control and dominance had always been an illusion. Something that Bianca allowed because she found it amusing.
Bianca began thrusting, filling him completely again and again as she slammed the huge rubber dildo in to the hilt. Cammy felt like he was breaking apart. Not just physically, although the pain of Bianca's punishing thrusts was searing. Cammy felt himself coming unravelled mentally, losing his sense of self in the crushing tidal wave of humiliation, pain, and perverse pleasure.
When Wyatt stepped forward again and gripped Cammy's head, thrusting forward between the false pink lips of his gag, there wasn't enough left of Cammy to resist. Instead, he dissociated completely from Cameron Quaid, his tongue slithering and licking all over the cock pounding into his face hole, eager to serve. To be used. That was his place in the world.
Behind him, Bianca grunted and panted, furiously thrusting forward. She reached forward, slapping his dangling balls as she had his worst enemy took him from both sides.
"Break. Break for me, you little slut," she hissed, red-faced and wild, hair stuck to her face by pouring sweat. "Show me how much you love your bad girl. Show me what a good husband you are. Cum! Fucking squirt that sissy juice!"
Reality was once again getting fuzzy for Cammy. Not because he was losing oxygen this time, but because of the overwhelming cascade of sensation and emotion coursing through him. It was too much... Suddenly, his overtaxed mind was deciding that it would be much simpler to just give up and turn off rather than face the pain and pleasure his wife was offering. His ass was being split apart. His caged cock and balls were being painfully swatted again and again. His hated brother was thrusting himself deep into Cammy's mouth again and again, his own sweaty balls slapping against Cammy's chin.
Above him, Wyatt suddenly grunted and withdrew. But it wasn't because he had a change of heart. The cruel, muscular man pumped his cock rapidly in Cammy's face, and before he even had time to react, he felt ropes of hot, sticky slime spatter over him. One last act of bullying cruelty from the man Cammy hated most.
Cammy wished that was it. He wished he could say that he passed out right then and there. It would have been better.
Instead, the utter, consuming humiliation of the lowest moment of his life blended with the roaring pain and pleasure of his wife's anal fucking, causing a strange, low buzz of sensation in his caged cock. Behind him, Bianca was beyond words. She had slipped into the low, angry monotone that had scared him on their ride home, hiding through her teeth words that were impossible to make out as her hips snapped forward again and again.
With a groan of despair, Cammy came, leaking thick strings of pearly white down from his pink cage to the bed below.
And then his tortured mind gave up.
He was swallowed by the merciful blankness of unconsciousness. Finally, the weekend was over.
***
Cameron Quaid didn't dream that night. His world had turned to black and emerged into a pale haze of morning light with no time between. When he woke in their bedroom, he pinched his arm softly, making sure he hadn't risen in hell or limbo. That he was indeed alive. He hadn't ruled out death at this point, given what had transpired through the weekend. How stable was his heart? Questions he never sought to answer were now echoing in his skull.
It was quiet. The room is undisturbed. Bianca was nowhere to be seen. When he finally moved, stirring from his prone position, his joints ached, all of them, every muscle felt over-stretched and full of a brutal tension. As he slowly rose, the pain in his anus was astronomical. He groaned loudly as he stood; the mirror nearby revealed himself. No wig. No prosthetics. He was wearing his minimalist blue loungewear, and he had been bathed fully, made clean by a studious labor from someone.
He took short, measured steps to the restroom to avoid his aching genitals. They were no longer caged, but the bruises and scratches left offered brutal proof of what had happened. Some of the wounds would without a doubt become scars, testaments to what he thought was love, but had instead become a reckoning for their very existence. His balance was completely off, each movement heralded every single physical assault he had suffered. He collapsed down on the toilet to piss, nearly sliding off it. He didn't hear anything in that moment, not his thoughts, not his breathing, just the droning of the air conditioning.
He cradled his face in his shaking hands and started weeping. Time didn't matter. The world around him ceased its breath. The tears ceased flowing, but he still choked back the rage that was building within. Until finally, Cameron couldn't contain it anymore. His scream was primal, vicious, and crude, enough to fill the entire house with a violent sound that left his throat raw and his mouth dry.
No one came.
It was just him, and the foundation of the home, a tick of a grandfather clock, and the reverberation of his rage echoing. He could hear the front door open, with the same casual indifference anyone would hold as they stepped back into the familiar, the mundane, and the expected life they had nursed and cultivated.
He steadied himself against the nearby sink as he stood and trudged across the carpet, eventually reaching the door jam, his fingers wrapped tightly around it, fingernails carving into the frame. Bianca stood in the living room; wearing her jogging attire, offering a sweet and warm smile as she approached the kitchen. Her voice was tame and sweet, as he had always known.
"It's so good to see you awake, my dear. I wanted to let you sleep in."
Cameron's eyes narrowed, his rage was barely concealed behind his prolonged gaze, wondering himself if he had anything to be angry at. Her? Himself? Them both? He gritted his teeth.
"What? Are you fucking insane? After this weekend? After last night?!"
"I don't follow."
Bianca walked to the kitchen, a space that they had laughed in, kissed in, fucked in, and was now as hollow as Cameron's heart. Bianca took out a pan and grabbed a carton of eggs from the fridge.
"I'm making your favorite scrambled eggs. They had that organic cheddar we love, so I picked some up the other day."
Cameron's eyes widened. His fists clenched.
"You're going to ignore me, aren't you? Pretend like it never happened? How many people saw? How many people know? What...what have you done? ANSWER ME!"
Bianca's hand clenched around the handle of the pan as she rose above her head and smashed it on the counter. The handle warping in her hand in her vicious display of anger. Her voice, however, didn't match her outburst as she spoke to Cameron.
"I still don't follow. If you need to talk, we can talk. But I have to know what you're speaking about."
"Bianca...you're joking, right? This is all a joke to you, wasn't it? I-"
"What joke?"
Cameron's eyes narrowed, and he took several steps to the couch and sank into it, his body still aching in tandem with his broken heart.
"We need help. There's something wrong with you, with me. We have to try, otherwise I can't..."
As Bianca casually threw the pan into the garbage, her posture changed. She slumped her shoulders forward and headed towards the bathroom.
"I'm going to shower, dear. Perhaps after we could make love. I need you. I feel bad we didn't get to be together this weekend."
Before Cameron could even speak, she was in the bathroom. He sought to prove it. In any way he could. He texted his brother a vicious and heinous message. He never responded. Wyatt had blocked him on social media. He rummaged through the entire house, every place she could have hidden her cornucopia of horrors, and found nothing.
As the sound of the shower continued, he heard Bianca humming, but soon she stopped. The same mumbling he had heard in the SUV the other day, all the words unintelligible. The sound of the shower masked whatever admittance of guilt or joyful pain she extolled.
Cameron's phone buzzed. It was a message from Vicki.
"Did you enjoy the weekend?"
The End.
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Anne woke with a start to find that she had been touching herself in her sleep again.
But she hadn't been touching her pussy. No, lately, a different part of her body had felt like it needed attention. When she sat upright, bolting out of sleep, it was with her hands stuffed up the front of her shirt, sweaty palms massaging her breasts, fingers twisting and pulling her aching, tingling nipples.
She immediately pulled her hands away with a scowl, falling back onto her pillows with a frustrated groan. Something was wrong, and Anne couldn't for the life of her understand it.
Her breasts had started... itching lately. No, itching wasn't the right word exactly. But it was the closest that she could come up with to describe the tingling, needy demand for sensation that pulsed through the hefty orbs hanging from her chest. She felt them now, throbbing, nearly painful from their desire for touch. Especially her nipples. They were stiff almost all the time now, and unbelievably sensitive, sending shudders of pleasure through her at the slightest graze against cloth or breath of air.
It wasn't that her desire for sensation couldn't be satisfied. In fact, Anne was well aware that if she gave in right now and touched her breasts, pulling and twisting her sensitive nipples, it would be incredibly satisfying. And if she played with her pussy at the same time, she could cum within minutes and never stop.
But why? Why were her tits suddenly an explosive erogenous zone, more than they ever had been before? And what the fuck was she dreaming about every night that made her wake up with her hands all over her tits? Clearly, the dreams something deeply sexual about her breasts. She felt like she could almost remember, she thought, if she could just concentrate a little more. Someone touching her tits... no, sucking on them. And whoever it was really shouldn't have been sucking her nipples. It was wrong... but that's what made it hot.
But trying to remember the exact details of the dream was like grasping at mist. The harder she tried, the less she remembered. Her alarm went off with an annoying blare, and Anne sighed. Time to get to work.
She rose and chose the softest, nicest bra she could, but putting it on still made it feel like her nipples were being scraped across sandpaper. Stupid, erotic, teasing sandpaper.
Her day didn't improve at work. For some reason, her eyes kept wandering. Especially toward the guests in their early twenties. Women with lithe, tight bodies. Not that the guests minded. The most common response to Anne's wandering eyes these days was a giggle and a come-hither glance. But the sight of women with that body type only made Anne's arousal rise higher. Her fevered mind kept imagining what it would feel like for those young women to worship her aching breasts. To feel the hot, wet suction as their lips sealed over her needy nipples.
By the time lunch rolled around, Anne's mind was a buzzing cloud of frustrated lust, even more so than usual lately. She could feel her pulse in her breasts, a bone-deep, insistent demand for sensation. She couldn't stand it any longer. Regardless of whether it was normal or not, Anne's breasts demanded sensation, and she needed to give it to them right fucking now.
The cool air of her office felt like a blessing on the flushed skin of her breasts as Anne tore off her shirt and bra, snapping off a few buttons in the process. In an instant, her hands were all over herself, groping and grasping. Teasing and pinching. Drawing a shuddering moan from her lips.
She had barely begun when she already felt like she was on the edge of orgasm. Her back arched, pressing her breasts forward into her fumbling hands, desperate to get as much sensation as possible. The delicious feeling blended and harmonized with what her hand was doing between her thighs, and Anne could feel herself tipping over into orgasm...
The door opened and Janice stepped into the room, her eyes going wide with shocked delight as she saw her boss mauling her own naked tits. This was a lot more of an eyeful than she normally got: most of the time, when she "accidentally" walked in on Anne masturbating, all she saw was some under-the-shirt fumbling or Anne's greedy hand stuffed down the front of her pants. Seeing Anne's tits naked in all their glory, rosy nipples stiff and crinkled with desire as Anne tugged and twisted and pitched them... it was an unprecedented treat that immediately set a flame of desire burning in Janice's eyes.
"Having fun, boss?" asked Janice with a smirk as Anne stared up at her with mortified shock, the fingers of one hand deep in her pussy while her other hand still gripped and pulled a swollen nipple.
"Janice! Umm... I really think we need to discuss privacy expectations a-and furthermore... ummm... knocking," spluttered Anne, her hands both flying up to cup and cover her large breasts. She realized too late that the hand that had so recently been between her legs was shiny with juices, but there was little she could do about that right now. "I was just... my breasts have been a little sore lately, and I was... massaging them," she added lamely.
Janice raised an eyebrow with a disbelieving smile. "Massaging them?" She asked with a giggle. "Yourself? Boss, you know that we have a building full of expert masseuses. I'm sure any one of them would be eager to help you out with your... big problem."
Anne gulped and flushed, imagining lying back on a table, letting one of her employees pour warm oil all over her aching tits. Their hands firm yet tender as they took all of her itching dissatisfaction away...
"In fact, I'd volunteer for the job myself," said Janice quietly, a slight blush creeping over her face as she made the shameless offer. "I may not be a masseuse, but I'm skilled with my hands... and my mouth." Her lovely dark eyes were filled with smoky heat as she looked down at her boss, biting her lip lightly with coy desire.
Anne felt her heart thunder in her chest, that itching feeling building to a powerful crescendo inside her. This was exactly what she wanted, wasn't it? She trusted Janice and found her quite attractive. And her assistant was practically begging for the task of relieving her boss's pent-up sexual frustration. Why not accept her offer and let the cute little slut kneel and suck, satisfying both of their cravings?
Anne opened her mouth to tell Janice to step forward and help her... but the words wouldn't come out. Anne frowned. For some reason, the idea of letting Janice... or any of her employees, for that matter, touch her felt wrong. And not just for moral reasons. It felt like letting Janice touch her just wouldn't satisfy her at all. She couldn't explain why, but she knew for certain that it was true.
Janice was still staring at her, waiting. Annoyed at herself and buzzing with sexual frustration, Anne turned her back and began putting her bra back on as her answer.
Janice just smoothly launched into her report on the daily operations of the spa, seemingly unbothered by the rejection, but it continued to eat at Anne. Why couldn't she accept help if she badly needed the relief? What exactly was happening to her?
...
By the time Anne got home, she was a mess. Breasts singing with sensitivity, panties soaked through, and ready to snap from sexual frustration. She was ready for a movie night.
Movie nights had become a regular biweekly event now, and Anne had started to really look forward to them. They were calming and centering, even when she was feeling uncomfortably aroused.
It wasn't like the movies took away her burning sexual desires. After all, Melly was always sitting right beside her, close enough to touch. But, even if it didn't completely take away her sexual tension, while the movies were playing... it felt alright. It felt like Anne could exist comfortably in that sexual tension and enjoy it. And it really did make her feel closer to her daughter. Despite what was happening inside her that was making her attached to Melly, Anne sincerely wanted to have a close relationship with her only daughter. And the movies would help with that, she was sure of it.
So, as Anne walked in to see Melly already on the couch with a bowl of popcorn, her heart leapt. And so did her arousal. As usual lately, Melanie was wearing loungewear that left little to the imagination. Today, that meant her lower body looked practically vacuum-sealed in tight little spandex shorts that hugged every curve and crevice of her crotch, hips, and butt like a second skin. On top, she wore a matching sports bra that was similarly tight and compressive, leaving her taut belly and shoulders bare. It looked like she had come straight from a workout. And maybe she had. Melanie did have a daily gym routine.
"You look rough, Mommy," chirped Melanie, looking up from her phone with a welcoming smile. "What's wrong?"
Anne thought about how she could possibly answer. How could you tell your daughter that you were desperate to have your tits sucked, but for some reason couldn't ask anyone to do it? "I've just been... stressed," said Anne with a miserable sigh. She dropped down onto the sofa, and even that movement made her breasts jostle slightly, her nipples scraping against her bra in a way that sent little crackles of pleasure blazing through her body.
"Hmmm," said Melly with a secretive grin. "Stressed, huh? I can see it. I can tell how... stressed you are just by looking at you. But don't worry, Mommy. The movie will make you feel a lot better."
Something about her tone made Anne feel a little wary, but the suspicion evaporated almost as soon as it formed. A deep instinct told her that Melly was her sweet, innocent daughter and couldn't possibly have any ulterior motives. "Thank you, dear," said Anne with a sigh, reaching for the glass of wine her thoughtful daughter had already prepared for her, trying to ignore the burning, itching sensation in her breasts. "I could certainly use the relaxation."
For some reason, though, the film Melly had chosen tonight seemed to wind Anne up even more than usual. It was a European drama about a middle-aged woman rediscovering her sexuality with a young female lover. Artistically interesting? Perhaps so. Sexually explicit, with long, lovingly filmed scenes of the beautiful main character having passionate sex with a younger woman? Absolutely.
Anne's whole body seemed to throb with sexual heat as her eyes glued to the screen. The older main character was naked, her breasts heaving, as the college-aged girl kissed slowly up her legs. It wasn't shot pornographically; all that the audience got were shots of bare chests, with everything else artfully hidden, but it was still deeply sensual and fed the roaring heat inside Anne to an almost unbearable degree.
"She has beautiful tits, doesn't she?" asked Melanie in a low, smoky voice beside Anne. It was an inappropriate question, and it might normally have made Anne embarrassed or dismissive. But she was in the pleasant, fuzzy haze, so she just said "Yes, sweetie," in a low undertone, her eyes wide and staring as she watched the younger woman on the screen gently kissing the older woman's breasts. God, these Europeans went wild with their films. There was no way they could show this in a theater in the United States. Anne could feel her own breasts tingle and throb in sympathy with the action on the screen. She raised a hand to her breasts with a grimace, grabbing them instinctively in an attempt to hold back the intense sensations.
"Do your breasts hurt, Mom?" Asked Melly. For some reason, her tone was still smoky and teasing, despite the serious look on her face when Anne glanced over. Anne bit her lip. She had intended earlier to keep her embarrassing little problem a secret... But the warm flickering darkness of the living room, the intense sexuality of the movie on the screen, and her feeling of closeness with her daughter made her waver. Mothers and daughters should be able to discuss their problems openly and honestly... right?
"It's not that they hurt," said Anne cautiously. "It's that they... well they're itching, I suppose you could say. They've been really sensitive the past few days. Even rubbing against my bra sometimes makes them feel... Well, it's too much."
Melanie tilted her head with an expression of concern. "Oh nooo! Well, if bras are the problem, maybe you should go without them for a few days. Maybe wear some tops that are a little lighter as well, so they don't rub against you too much."
Anne frowned. Something seemed off about that advice... But, as she thought more about it, it started to make more and more sense. Yes. She should give that a try for a couple of days. What could it hurt?
"Or..." said Melanie with a crooked smile, her eyes flicking down to her mother's tits then back up to her eyes. "I could just work in some breast massages for our regular sessions. I'm sure your poor tits would feel soooo much better after your daughter rubs and squeezes them."
Anne's body signalled its approval of Melly's suggestion with a powerful wave of desire flooding through her at the same time that her mind fought back, rebelling hard against the idea that her daughter should interact with her breasts like that. The conflicting signals almost made Anne dizzy with their power and opposite directions, and all that managed to escape her lips was a conflicted little groan of desire as she imagined how her daughter's delicate hands would feel on her aching breasts.
Melanie giggled and reached out to gently touch Anne's arm. Even that innocent touch sent sparks sizzling through Anne's veins. "I'm joking, Mommy!" Melanie said lightly, "Geez, why do you always take things so seriously! Unless you wanted me to, of course... I would do aaaannyything for my Mommy."
Anne let out a shaky breath and turned away from her daughter, desperate not to let Melly see how much her little jokes were affecting her. God, if Melanie actually suspected what her mother fantasized about doing with her... It would be devastating.
Instead, Anne focused back on the movie, which thankfully had moved on from the steamy sex scene and was detailing the main character's problems with her husband. Anne let herself be absorbed by the movie, her brain feeling misty and warm and receptive. She relaxed, letting the sexual tension she had been experiencing lately flood through her body, not resisting it, just floating in it like a warm sea of sensation.
Before long, the plot moved forward, the main character sneaking out of bed and leaving her sleeping husband behind to go meet her tempting young lover. Anne could feel that another sex scene was approaching, and now she welcomed it. Wanted to see the powerful sensuality dripping off the screen.
She noticed movement out of the corner of her eyes as the two characters on the screen began kissing, deep and passionate. Some sort of rhythmic twitching and moving. But in that moment, Anne was too distracted by the action on the screen. A beautiful older woman, curvy and soft, entwining with a young, slim woman in a sexual embrace, both hungry and eager... the image spoke to something deep in Anne's soul.
A light, quiet moan came from the other end of the couch, and Anne finally tore her eyes away from the screen to see what was going on.
Her eyes went wide. The burning arousal inside her, the sensation she had been fighting against for weeks, bloomed inside her, filling her with liquid heat. Melanie sat with her legs up on the couch, spreading her thighs wide as she rubbed unselfconsciously between her legs, hand pressed up against the tight, clinging spandex covering her pussy. Her eyes were on the passionate sapphic sex scene on the screen, her lower lip trapped between her teeth, totally absorbed.
Normally, Anne might have panicked... but all negative emotions seemed muted and distant on movie nights. Instead of averting her eyes and telling Melanie to stop at once, like she usually would have, Anne watched the fascinating rhythm of her daughter's delicate hand as it swirled in graceful, circular motions, pressed deep into the soft flesh of her pussy.
"What.... What are you doing?" asked Anne in a vague, breathy voice, trying hard to contain the blazing desire that seemed to burst out of her every pore. Melanie looked over at her mother, her eyes teasing through her lashes. "The movie is so hot, isn't it, Mommy?" She purred. "You said masturbation isn't wrong, and it's nothing to be ashamed of, right? So why shouldn't I enjoy myself a little while watching something that makes me feel this good?"
Anne gulped, utterly mesmerized as Melanie's hips began to thrust lightly upward into the moments of her fingers. "But, dear..." she said, trying desperately to remember why Melanie masturbating in front of her was wrong. The pleasant, warm fuzziness had her now. She couldn't think straight, and the sight of her daughter's swirling fingers was so... sooo fascinating.
"In fact," said Melly in a low, persuasive voice, "I think you should join me, Mommy. I can see this sexy movie is making you feel good, too. Touching yourself is perfectly natural. Nothing to be ashamed of."
Perfectly natural. Nothing to be ashamed of. Anne nodded, but her eyebrows were still creased. Something bothered her about allowing Melanie to see her pleasure herself, but she couldn't quite think of what was so wrong with it.
Melly looked at her mother expectantly, then sighed in frustration and turned to grab a throw pillow. She handed it to Anne with a wry look. "Here. Put this on your lap. Then you can touch yourself... or not. I won't know either way."
Anne reached tentatively for the pillow, then set it gratefully in her wide lap. Her brows smoothed. Yes, this was acceptable. With the pillow in place to preserve her dignity, Anne turned her attention back to the screen... at least when she wasn't sneaking little glances at how her daughter's hand was moving between her thighs.
Melanie's hand slipped beneath the pillow, worming its way up beneath the short skirt she had worn to work today as she stared and her daughter's swirling fingers... at the way they pressed into the soft flesh between her thighs. Maybe she should have had more restraint, but Melanie was right: with the pillow there, how would her daughter ever know? Anne had to hold back a gasp as her fingers made contact with the surface of her panties... hot and soaking wet.
"God... what I wouldn't give to be her..." said Melanie, her eyes locked on the screen. Anne realized that it had been a while since she had been paying attention to the sex scene in the movie. The two gorgeous actresses rolled and writhed on artfully messy white sheets, moonlight illuminating them. As Anne watched, the older actress gently pushed the younger one down her body, the slim beauty trailing kisses down her belly as she dipped below her waist.
"Mmmm, when will I have a hot older woman do that to me?" purred Melanie, her hips humping forward now with long, languid strokes as she rubbed.
"Don't... don't say things like that," murmured Anne. But she couldn't help picturing it as well. Her hand on her daughter's head... pushing her downward gently, feeling the hot, wet kisses getting lower and lower... Anne's fingers impatiently slipped her panties aside beneath the skirt and the pillow, fingering her pussy directly. Her breasts felt like they were on fire. It took all of her willpower not to play with them using her free hand. She couldn't. Beneath the pillow was fine, but she couldn't touch her breasts so openly with Melly watching.
"Why not?" asked Melly in a smoldering voice, her eyes turning to stare directly into her mother's. "You said I can talk to you about anything. Why can't I discuss what I like in the movie? That's the topic I'm most interested in right now. I want to know, Mommy... do you see anything in the movie that you really like?"


Anne's breath was hot and humid in her throat. Her gaze felt trapped by Melanie's as strange energy crackled between them. God, her daughter was making her so fucking horny right now. She felt like she was on the edge of cracking. Of giving in to that desire. She felt her lips open on their own. She heard her voice as if someone else was speaking. "I... I want a younger woman like that. I want her to..." she took in a shuddering breath. Her eyes flicked down to her daughter's hand feverishly rubbing over her tight spandex shorts. "To do all sorts of things to me."
Melanie suddenly leaned forward, her hand never stopping between her thighs. Her voice was a hot, wet, sultry whisper. "What kind of things, Mommy?"
It was like a dam broke inside Anne, her fingers pumped into her hot, slick cunt, visibly jostling the pillow as she replied in a raspy, breathy rush, "I would make her kiss me until I can't breathe. Tongue my hot pussy like a good girl while I moan and squirm beneath her. Fucking lick and suck my big tits until I cum. Fuck!"
Anne gasped and strained, taken completely by surprise as a sudden orgasm washed over her. She clapped a hand to her mouth to hold back her moans as her face went red, her back arching and her hips thrusting forward, knocking the pillow off her lap and revealing her rolled up skirt and dripping pussy to her daughter's gleeful eyes.
It was all suddenly too raw. Too embarrassing. Melanie opened her mouth to say something, but Anne couldn't stand her daughter's eyes any longer. She jumped up on wobbly legs, still feeling the last aftershocks of her climax, and practically ran to her room, slamming the door behind her and burying her burning face in her hands.
She had gone too far out there. She had tipped her hand and almost let slip the awful secret she never wanted Melly to discover. After tonight, Melanie might think that her mother wanted to have sex with her.
And the worst part was, if that's what Melly thought, she would be right.
...
Melanie sat typing feverishly on her computer, creating new instructions for the ambient videos her mother played at the spa.
Her Mom was almost there. So close that Melanie could taste it. She just needed to turn up the heat a little more.
Janice would be helpful for that purpose. Melanie had found that by tuning the subliminals to a narrow band, she could insert instructions specifically to her mother's assistant. The instructions this time would be more complex than usual, but Melanie was confident that Janice would be able to execute them perfectly. It seemed like the cute little assistant had a talent for messing with her boss... one that Melanie was more than happy to take advantage of.
...
Anne felt a little ridiculous. Like some sort of streetwalker. Or worse yet, a cow. Her breasts had always drawn attention for their size and shapeliness. Now they drew attention because they were loose beneath the tight tank top she was wearing to work, their soft splay making it clear to anyone who looked that Anne wasn't wearing a bra. She swore that if someone looked closely enough, they would even be able to see the shape of her areolas through the thin material, let alone the points of her nipples, which stuck out like sore thumbs.
So the wardrobe choice was far from ideal, drawing more lingering glances from the spa staff and guests than Anne felt comfortable with. But it also felt like she had little choice. Ever since Melanie had suggested wearing thinner, lighter clothing over her breasts, Anne couldn't stand the feel of a bra anymore. But that didn't mean that this new way of dressing had calmed down the needy, itching sensation in her nipples. Far from it: the needy cravings seemed to be growing by the day! The sensation of a bra cradling her tits just made it ten times worse now.
As she stewed in her misery, trying to get some work done despite the distracting, needy ache in her breasts, Janice appeared at the door, knocking with the usual sly grin she wore these days. "Love the new wardrobe, boss," she said sweetly, her eyes lingering on Anne's chest. "So thoughtful of you to put your body on the line to raise staff morale like this."
Anne let out an annoyed sigh and said, "What is it, Janice? I hope you didn't stop by just to ogle my breasts." She had given up on questioning the staff's strange sexual teasing at this point. Over the past few weeks, it had become a fact of life.
"That would be worth the trip by itself, boss," said Janice with a giggle, "but you're right. We have a new hire that I think it would be worth your time to shadow... You know, just to get a sense of what things are like for the rank and file staff."
Anne gave Janice an incredulous glare. She was the owner of the company. Training new staff simply wasn't in her job description at this point. Besides, her throbbing breasts and ever-present horniness had put her in a bad mood today. She would much rather close her office door and get some much-needed masturbation done.... Whoops, she meant work. Get some much-needed work done. "I simply don't have the time to supervise one new employee," explained Anne, gesturing to the stack of paperwork on her desk. "Besides, I'm sure the poor girl wouldn't be thrilled at the idea of her boss's boss looking over her shoulder all day."
Janice shook her head with a grin. "But that's where you're wrong, Ms. Quinn!" She said eagerly. "This new worker is soooo excited to meet you and show you her massage skills. She would be super disappointed if you didn't at least stop by and say 'hi'."
"Janice, I just don't think that..." began Anne wearily, but once again her assistant cut across her excuse.
"Just watch her work for a few minutes, boss," said Janice firmly. "And then, if you don't think it's a good use of your time, hey, at least you were polite. Come on now, what's the harm?"
Anne rolled her eyes and got up from her desk. Fine. If Janice promised this young woman she could meet her boss, then she would at least say hello. But that didn't mean she had to like it.
Her impatience lasted right up until Janice led her toward the massage rooms and presented the young employee in question. Anne's mouth went dry, and she felt a cold sweat bead her forehead. The young employee was staring at one of the ambient music screens, her eyes hazy, but turned toward Anne with a broad smile when Janice gently called her name. "Melissa! Ms. Quinn is here to meet you."
Anne's heart thumped a wild, sickening rhythm in her chest. Melissa was in her early twenties, and had deep blue eyes, red hair, and a slim, toned body that was easy to see even through her uniform.
She wasn't an exact dead ringer for Melanie, but she was eerily close. Same age, same body type, same hair. The comparison was uncanny. An unbelievable coincidence.
"So nice to meet you, ma'am," said Melissa with a dreamy smile, holding her hand out to shake. "I was so honored when your assistant scouted me from my training program! I'll try my best to live up to your expectations."
Anne's skin seemed to tingle as she shook the young lady's hand. She gave Janice a suspicious glance. Scouted from her training program? Why exactly would Janice pick up this specific girl? But she would have to deal with that later. Right now, her eyes were drawn back to the entrancing young woman like a magnet. She knew she should say something professional and polite, but the words wouldn't come out. She felt like she was getting lost in Melissa's deep blue eyes.
Luckily, Janice came to her rescue. "Why don't you let Melissa show you some of her special massage techniques?" purred her assistant coyly with a gentle touch on her boss's back. "Just to get a sense of what your new employee is capable of?"
Anne tried to refuse, but she had to admit that the thought of this beautiful young masseuse rubbing her hands all over another woman was something she was eager to see.
Then the guest that Melissa would be massaging walked in the door wearing a fluffy white robe, and Anne's heart nearly stopped. It was a woman who looked to be in her lower forties, tall and curvy and red-headed. Another near match, but this time for Anne. How could this be happening? Just an insane coincidence? Some scheme from Janice designed to tease her? But why? And how would her assistant know anything about Anne's inappropriate thoughts about her daughter?
But, as the woman pleasantly greeted them all (not worried about the other people in the room: guests seemed to take Anne's presence during their massages for granted nowadays) and climbed onto the table, Anne found her confusion and worry slipping away, overwhelmed by a tide of anticipation and lust.
Yes... she wanted this. She needed to see this. As Melissa rubbed oil onto her hands and the guest disrobed, revealing a stunning, nude hourglass figure beneath her robes, Anne dismissed her objections. There was nothing wrong with this. Melissa wasn't her daughter. The guest wasn't her. Even if there were some strange parallels there, who cared?
Janice murmured something about attending to other duties and slipped away with one last teasing smile, and it was just Anne, Melissa, and the guest, who was lying naked face down on the table, revealing her shapely back and the swell of her fantastic ass.
Anne's eyes greedily followed every movement as Melissa firmly rubbed her oily fingers up and down the guest's back, drawing satisfied groans of pleasure from her mouth. It looked satisfying. Almost as satisfying as the massages that Anne's daughter gave her on a near-nightly basis. Of course, Anne had been insisting that she wear clothes during those Mommy/daughter massages, which meant less direct contact and no oil. What a shame... the slippery, smooth contact of Melissa's fingers looked so good... Maybe Anne should take her shirt off for the massages Melly gave her. It seemed like it would feel so much better if she just gave in...
"You know, Ms. Quinn, there is one type of massage that I want to show you in particular," said Melissa with a bright smile. "It's not one that they taught us in my massage training course, but I think it's one that the guests will just love. Turn over, honey." The last phrase was directed at the guest, who obediently flipped onto her back with a dazed, happy expression on her face.
Anne sucked in a hot breath as she saw the guest's enormous tits splay softly back onto her chest, topped with diamond-hard pink nipples. Her own breasts throbbed at the sight, her nipples surely just as hard and nearly as visible beneath her tight tank top. "You see, in my training, they said that we should avoid touching intimate areas, because it might make guests feel uncomfortable," said Melssia with a dismissive shake of her head, as if that were one of the silliest things she had ever heard. She raised her bottle of massage oil high and let fat drops of warm oil rain down on the guest's exposed, heaving breasts. "But you don't look uncomfortable at all, ma'am. Even though I'm about to thoroughly and firmly rub this slick oil into every inch of your fat tits. Isn't that right?"
"Mmmmmm, I'm sooooo comfortable," moaned the woman with a muzzy smile, arching her back to thrust her tits upward. "You're the professional. Touch me wherever you want!"
The woman's breasts and the young masseuse's hands glistened with oil. They seemed destined for each other. Melissa's hands teasingly slid over the older woman's collarbone and shoulders, creeping closer and closer to touching her breasts. Anne's heart was in her throat, her nipples throbbing powerfully beneath the thin material of her shirt, her pussy tingling with frustrated desire.
"I know this isn't exactly orthodox," said Melissa, capturing Anne's eyes with her bright blue gaze, "but can I show you my technique?"
Anne looked back down, where Melissa's hands were poised just above the guest's heaving tits. She didn't think she had ever wanted to see something more.
"Do it," she whispered. "Show me."
...
Anne was wild-eyed and desperate by the time she got home. She had been forced to wipe her inner thighs several times since she had seen the obscene massage this morning just to keep up a decent appearance, and her nipples hadn't softened since then either, presenting an embarrassing display of arousal to all of her employees and guests for the rest of the day.
And still she couldn't get the image out of her head... the new young masseuse's slick, skillful hands, grasping and kneading soft, sensitive flesh... Her wicked little fingers pinching and pulling the vulnerable rosy nipples... the guest moaning and writhing in pleasure...
Anne needed to retreat to her bedroom, lock the door and fuck herself senseless for hours. She normally found the idea of sucking her own nipples too embarrassing to contemplate, although her breasts were large enough for her to accomplish the feat easily... but today she was going to give in to that temptation. She had already decided. She needed to feel hot, wet suction on her aching nipples, and she needed it right now.
But as she entered the front door, Anne found a sight that was equally exciting and disturbing. Her daughter was waiting by the massage table with a wide, welcoming smile on her face.
"Welcome back, Mommy," said Melly with a wide smile. "I've been waiting for you. I've been practicing some new massage techniques to help you out with your stress. Come lie down. I'm going to make you feel soooo much better."
The images of the massage from earlier today flashed once again through Anne's fevered mind. Melissa's little hands rubbing and gripping and squeezing, oil oozing out between her fingers. She opened her mouth to reply, to tell her daughter she was tired and she didn't want a massage today. The words wouldn't come out. She did want a massage. She wanted a massage more than anything she had ever wanted before in her entire life. But it was wrong. She couldn't allow her daughter to touch her when these filthy feelings were rampaging through her body.
Melanie crossed the room toward her mother on soft bare feet. She was barely clothed. Just a thin camisole and lacy little pink panties. That by itself was strange, why was Melly suddenly walking around the house in only underwear? But Anne had no time to wonder about that. Her daughter took her hand, looking up at her with a strange, serious expression.
"Come with me, Mommy,' she said gently, pulling Anne slowly but firmly toward the massage table. "You look lost, but I promise that after your massage everything will make so much more sense."
Anne shook her head weakly... but she didn't pull her hand out of her daughter's grip. She allowed herself to be drawn forward, her body throbbing with forbidden desire. She was so worn out from this endless, frustrating lust. Maybe it would be easier to surrender... but what exactly would that mean? She felt instinctively that giving in to her desires was wrong, but she couldn't even picture exactly what that surrender would look like. For now, though, it would mean submitting to her loving daughter's innocent massage. All that Melanie wanted was to make her mother feel better and soothe her stress. The poor girl didn't know the perverted feelings that Anne's sexual frustration had driven her to. But Anne was too weak to resist. She couldn't hold back when she knew how good it would feel to have Melly's hands all over her body, almost like the massage she had seen earlier today.
She began to climb up onto the table, ashamed of her own weakness and feeling like she was taking advantage of her daughter, when Melly stopped her. "Not today, Mommy," said Melanie cheerfully. "I know we have been doing massages with clothes on recently, because you were feeling uncomfortable, but it really is holding me back. Today I'm going to be using massage oil, so the clothes are going to have to come off."
"Melanie," protested Anne nervously, trying her best to keep her eyes off her daughter's sexy body, barely covered by the thin top and the high-cut panties. "I'm not sure that I would be comfortable with that." In fact, the problem was that she would like the feeling of Melly's hands on her naked skin too much. The other night when they had mutually masturbated had been far too close of a call, and Anne just wasn't willing to risk temptation like that again.
A brief look of annoyance crossed Melly's face, then she shrugged and sighed heavily. "Ok, ok, how about this?" she said with a tight smile. "Why don't I play a movie for us to watch while I massage you. That will take your mind off the discomfort."
Anne shook her head, ready to say that she didn't think that would help, but her daughter was already calling up the movie. A title card came up for something called "Naughty Bunny", and Anne frowned. The first scene opened in a bright, airy home... and Anne's pulse sped up as she saw that the two main characters were a tall older woman with a curvy, top-heavy figure and a younger woman with a tight, slim body. Another image that directly paralleled the inappropriate tension she had been feeling with her daughter.
And, what was worse, the dialogue and camera framing reminded Anne of something. There was a strange emphasis on the way the younger actress called the older one "Step-Mommy". Something Anne couldn't quite put her finger on... until the younger woman on the screen launched herself forward, hungrily locking lips with her "step-mother". Then it all locked into place.
"Is this a porn?" asked Anne in a stunned, small voice, unable to tear her eyes away from the screen as the two women's hands explored each other.
"Uh-huh..." said Melanie with a giggle. "I thought since we had so much fun with that sexy movie the other day, and that was halfway toward a porn anyway, we might as well just go all the way!"
"Melly, I don't know..." said Anne vaguely. A part of her brain was screaming that it was utterly inappropriate to watch this kind of thing with her daughter... yet she couldn't tear her eyes from the screen as the younger woman began gently undressing the older pornstar. The calm, horny warmth that she always faded into during their movie nights seemed even more intense than usual. And she found herself reflecting that Melly was right... the movie they had watched last time was close to porn anyway. Why would it be wrong to watch a little lesbian porn with her daughter?
And if she was doing that, stripping down for a simple massage wasn't a big deal at all.
Suddenly, Anne's anxiety over being naked in front of her daughter drifted away as the two porn stars on screen kissed and sensually stripped. Anne found her fingers drifting to the zipper on the side of her skirt, unconsciously mirroring the images on screen.
"That's it, Mommy," said Melanie in her ear, helping her mother by gently lifting the clinging tank top Anne had worn to work, "Let's get this off... the massage will feel so much better skin-to-skin."
The cool air of the living room felt heavenly on Anne's flushed skin, and especially on her sensitive nipples. Melanie was right... It really would feel a lot better with Melanie's hands touching her directly... not to mention the warm, slick oil. As she slowly slid her soaked panties down her thighs, Anne was dimly aware that her daughter might see how hard her nipples had become and how wet her pussy was. But that didn't seem important anymore. Her eyes stayed locked onto the screen of the television as she lay forward on the padded table, pressing her aching breasts down into the leather. Why not just enjoy this? She wanted it, Melanie wanted it... Her daughter would never have to know that she was enjoying the massage on a whole different level than Melanie intended.
On the screen, the two women were topless now: a delicious contrast of small firm breasts pressing against massive tits, both with nipples stiff and horny. Anne soaked in the images. She knew that she should find it uncomfortable to watch porn with her daughter, but she couldn't help feeling warm and pleasant and relaxed as her eyes watched raptly.


Anne let out a groan as she felt drops of warm oil land on her back, followed shortly by her daughter's hands, rubbing in slow, firm circles, easing the tension from her muscles. Anne had always had minor back issues (one of the costs of having breasts as magnificent as hers) and even if she hadn't relished the feeling of her daughter's hands on her for shameful sexual reasons, the massage would still feel like a Godsend. She let her mind fuzz out into the pleasant haze that movie nights always caused her, augmented and strengthened this time by her daughter's attentive hands and the red-hot images on the screen.
Melanie had gotten GOOD at this, she realized as she melted into a puddle of bliss on the table. Maybe she would have to bring her daughter into the family business if she had magic hands this good. It was food for thought at least...
"So..." said Melanie suddenly, her warm, quiet voice just inches from her mother's ear. "Our conversation got interrupted the other night... but I still sort of want to hear about what you like in bed."
Anne's eyes flew from sleepy and half-closed to wide open in shock in an instant. She stared at her daughter in alarm. "Melanie Hope!" She said in scandalized shock, "I don't... that... that's an inappropriate..." Her protest cut off in a strangled moan as Melanie leaned into the press of her hands as they slowly stroked upward, causing a deliciously satisfying sensation in the muscles along Anne's spine.
"Relax, Mommy," said Melanie soothingly. "It's not that long ago that I realized that I like girls myself. I need a role model better than the dirty videos I see online. Like this video here..." The women on the screen only wore panties now. The two redheads, one curvy and older, the other young and slim, rolled together on pure shite sheets, their tongues tangling and their chests, heaving with passion. "I know that porn isn't realistic... but why not? How is it different from the real thing?" asked Melanie pleadingly. "Can we please just talk about it a little bit? I want to know what it's really like to be with another woman in bed."
Anne took a deep breath, trying to calm down. In the end, it wasn't an unreasonable request. Melanie couldn't know the temptation and torment that her mother was going through. She just needed to stay cool and answer questions like a responsible parent and mentor. Luckily, focusing on the pornography seemed to help. Although in theory the torrid images of taboo lesbian sex should make controlling her libido a lot harder, for some reason staring at the screen made Anne feel calmer and more centered, although not less horny... In fact, watching porn while her daughter's hands rubbed all over her was making her arousal spike off the charts.
"Fine..." said Anne with a sigh, allowing herself to lull back into her pleasant haze. "Ask away, and I... I'll try to answer."
Melanie's voice was a low purring buzz. Her hands never stopped moving, gliding across Anne's back through the slick oil. "That girl in the porn. The younger one... is she your type?"
Anne squirmed in uncomfortable arousal, feeling her sensitive nipples press and stick sweatily to the leather beneath her. "I... I don't think I have a type, dear," she murmured. That was a lie. Right now, a pretty young thing like the girl currently pressed down into the mattress by her "step-mom's" kisses on screen felt like exactly what Anne wanted in a lover... she just couldn't admit it out loud.
"You know what I mean, Mommy," said Melly with a coy giggle. "Would it excite you? To have a woman like her in your bed?"
Anne groaned, partly from the overwhelming pleasure of her daughter's hands and partly from reluctance to answer. But she couldn't think of a way to effectively weasel out of a direct question like that. "Yes," she finally answered in a quiet whimper, her eyes locked with the screen as the older actress kissed into the younger's neck, making her flush with pleasure and bite her lip. "I... I wouldn't be disappointed..."
"Hmmm, I bet not," said Melanie with a giggle. "But what I'm most curious about, Mommy, is exactly what we got interrupted talking about last time... What would you do with that little hottie once you got her into bed?"
Anne's whole body felt flushed and hot. This was exactly what had made her cum so hard the other day, embarrassingly admitting what she fantasized about, and just barely avoiding the humiliation of Melanie discovering her perversions. And, somehow, Melly had brought her back to this mortifying moment again... seemed to want to push things even further. This time, the situation felt even more dangerously sexual somehow. She was naked and oiled, her daughter's hands were all over her, and porn was playing instead of an erotic drama.
Anne felt like she was on the edge of a knife. She wasn't sure what she could say that would be safe.
"I would... I would kiss her," said Anne in a cracked voice, watching the torrid, naked make-out happening on her screen.
"Mmmm, that sounds nice," purred Melanie, her hands moving in a slow, sensual rhythm. "Where? Where would you kiss her?"
Anne's eyes were locked on the screen, but in her mind, the image of her daughter floated. Palely naked, slim, and perfect. A delicate flower. A ripe fruit waiting to be plucked. The words shook loose from deep inside her, bubbling up unstoppably from between her lips. "On her sweet lips," said Anne in a rasping voice. "On her stiff pink nipples. On her taut little tummy. And between her thighs. I would kiss deep and hard and long until she moaned for..."
Anne stopped herself, snapping her mouth shut so quickly she nearly clipped the end of her tongue. Fuck. She had been about to say "Moaned for Mommy". Something about this powerful combination of sensations was driving her crazy. She was going to lose the fight to stay decent if she wasn't careful. And her daughter wasn't helping...
"That sounds hot," said Melanie in a low, heated whisper. "I'm done with your back, Mommy. Turn over for me." She said it with such matter-of-fact confidence that Anne began moving right away, without realizing what turning over would entail. She was already settling in on her back before she realized what she had done. She stared up at Melanie with an open-mouthed expression of combined arousal and horror.
Melanie could see everything now. Her mother's erect nipples, the shining evidence of arousal gleaming between her legs... evidence of just how perverted Anne really was. Melanie stared down at her with an unreadable gleam in her eyes. This was it. She would finally catch on and would never trust her mother again.
Anne waited for the explosion of disgust. But instead, Mealnie's mouth quirked up into a little smirk, and she grabbed the nearby oil bottle, squeezing another healthy amount into her palm. "Where were we?" she said with a growing grin. 'Oh... right... So, you want to kiss the young hottie in your bed. But what do you want her to do to you?"
Melanie moved forward confidently, spreading her oily hands across her mother's soft, tender belly, rubbing gently. Anne had to bite back a moan at the intimate sensation. This made no sense! Melly could see how horny she was right now, and she wasn't even commenting on it. Now that they were face to face, the massage felt much more intimate; almost overwhelmingly so. Anne felt like she could almost burst into flames from the powerful eroticism of it all. But she couldn't answer the question. Not now. Not when Melly was staring into her eyes, with the soft, wet sounds of the lesbian porn playing behind her.
"Melly... I... I can't..." squeaked Anne inarticulately. She felt like she could barely breathe from arousal. Melly's light, oily touch skirted around her mother's breasts, deliberately teasing, up her ribs and over to her shoulders and collarbone. They were nose-to-nose now as Melly rubbed the oil in. Anne's breasts sang with need. It was like all of the itching, desperate sensation she had been feeling this week was peaking in this one intense moment. Her daughter's fingers danced around Anne's breasts, never quite touching. Her nipples and pussy throbbed in time with her beating heart.
"Let me guess," said Melly in a quiet, calm voice, her blue eyes locked in a heated gaze with her mother's.
"You would want her to play with your tits."
Melly traced just her fingertips around the lower swell of her mother's tits, leaving shining trails of oil in their wake. Anne let out a shuddering moan, her thighs rubbing together in a squirm as the ticklish sensation set her nerves on fire. "You... you can't t-touch..." she whined breathily, while inside, a part of her insisted that her daughter could and SHOULD touch her as much as possible.
"Just admit it, Mommy," said Melanie's teasing, sultry voice in her ear, smoky and hot. "I can already see it's true! Look at those stiff slutty nipples, just begging for attention. Come on... tell me the truth. You've been desperate for a naughty little girl to play with your tits, haven't you?" her fingertips traced little ticklish lines all over Anne's breasts, swirling around her nipples, but never quite touching them. It was driving Anne crazy. These tiny scraps of stimulation were almost worse than none at all! She whined in frustration, forgetting her pride and arching her back upward, thrusting her breasts outward to silently beg for greater sensation.
But Melly had already stated her price... and as embarrassing as it was, Anne would have to pay it. She squeezed her eyes shut in shame and groaned, "Yessss. Yes, I want someone to play with my t-tits! I want someone to rub them and squeeze them and pinch them! Please, honey, don't tease me!"
"That's a good, honest Mommy," said Melanie in her ear, her voice dripping with amusement. "And honest girls get rewarded." Before Anne could prepare herself, her daughter's hands slipped upward over the swell of her breasts, cupping them tightly, taking Anne's breath away as she finally felt the warm skin of another woman's hands on her tits, the sensation she had been desperate for for so long. But Melanie didn't stop there... she squeezed, sinking her fingers deep into the soft flesh of her mother's breasts, Anne's nipples hard and hot against her palms.
Anne let out a strangled gasp as the tingling nerves of her breasts, desperate for sensation, finally got what she craved. Her body bucked involuntarily upward, and she felt a fresh gush of arousal between her legs that she hoped wasn't obvious to Melly. No matter how good this felt, a deep bedrock instinct told her it was wrong. She shouldn't be getting sexual pleasure from her daughter's touch... no matter how much she needed and craved it. The words burst from her lips, even though she only half meant them at this point. "N-no, Melly!" she whimpered, reaching up to weakly clasp her daughter's wrists while Melanie continued to squeeze and tease her throbbing tits, "It's wronnnng!"
"I need to massage every part of you that's sore and tense," insisted Melanie, her hands rubbing and squeezing her Mom's oily tits incessantly, "and I've never seen any breasts that looked as sore as yours. Just relax, Mommy. Let me take care of you. Just watch the movie, and let's get back to our conversation."
Anne's grip on her daughter's wrists loosened, then fell away. Melanie was just giving her a massage. She needed to accept it without making it weird. She did as Melanie suggested, trying to ignore the blossoming lust inside her caused by her daughter's hands all over her breasts, and focused on the pornography instead. But predictably, that only made her growing lust worse.
On the screen, a fascinating power reversal had taken place. The older woman knelt humbly between the younger pornstar's spread thighs, licking and sucking worshipfully as she stared up with soft, submissive eyes. The younger woman had her hand tangled in the older woman's red locks, pulling her forward into her task, keeping up a constant stream of filthy encouragement and praise as her "step-mommy" serviced her tight young pussy.
It was one of the most erotic things Anne had ever seen, and it only heightened the growing arousal she felt from her daughter's deep, squeezing massage of her breasts. She squirmed on the table, wanting more of Melanie's touch, but afraid of what it might unlock inside her.
"You didn't finish telling me, Mommy," said Melanie, running her fingers over Anne's tits and tweaking her stiff, oily nipple with her thumbs. "What would you do with that hot younger woman in your bed? Don't hold back. I want to hear everything."
Anne stared at the television, slack-jawed, falling once again into the pleasant, all-consuming pink haze of the movie night. Her breaths were hot and shallow in her throat, her whole body on fire with the sensations pouring from her breasts. She opened her mouth, and the filthy truth poured out.
"I would dive between her legs," said Anne in a raspy voice. "Lick and suck the juices from her sweet young cunt. I would worship every inch of her tight body. I would kiss her neck as my fingers touched and rubbed and teased that sweet, hot place between her thighs. I would whisper in her ear that she was all mine now, and I was hers." Anne's hand crept down to rub gently at her upper thighs, getting closer and closer to her burning center. But she couldn't just touch herself in front of her daughter, no matter how good it might feel...
"Don't stop yourself," whispered Melanie, her eyes warm and understanding as they stared down into her mother's. "We talked about this... masturbation is nothing to be ashamed of. This massage is about letting go of your tension, Mom. I want you to feel completely comfortable doing whatever feels good."
With a whimper of crumbling resolve, Anne tentatively touched her pussy, sucking in a breath at the sudden wave of intense sensation that assaulted her. Everything was compounding now, swelling to make an erotic whole greater than the sum of its parts: her daughter's hands, her fingers rubbing and flexing between her glistening lower lips, and the filthy sounds of the porno. Anne had never felt this aroused in her entire life. She was touching herself in front of her daughter! While Melanie squeezed and rubbed every inch of her naked, oily breasts! It was so fucking wrong, yet so right.
"I would... I would beg her to touch me all over. To finger my pussy..." Anne imagined a faceless younger woman was the one touching and teasing between her legs, not her own hand. "She would... oh God, she would make my poor breasts feel sooo good!" she moaned, arching her back to give her daughter greater access. Melanie's wicked hands felt just like the mysterious lover in her imagination, despite the fact that she was just giving a massage.
"And just as I came, we would..." Anne gulped, squeezing her eyes shut as she chased the fantasy. Her young lover leaned forward in her mind, drawing close. "...we would..." whispered Anne in a voice filled with lust and longing. She felt a subtle shift of the table beneath her, and her eyes flew open. Melanie had crawled up onto the table between Anne's parted thighs and was just inches away from her mother's face.
"Would you kiss?" asked Melanie, her eyes and voice burning hot.
Everything suddenly clicked into place for Anne. She didn't want some mysterious young lover with a tight body and red hair. She wanted her own daughter. The daughter who was staring at her with lustful, half-lidded eyes, her smile sharp and teasing, her lips plump and ripe and tempting.
Something inside Anne crumbled away, overwhelmed completely by her roaring lust. She moved forward hungrily and captured her daughter's lips in a searing, forbidden kiss. And, to her wonder, Melanie didn't pull away in disgust. She made a small sound of happiness and approval in her throat as her tongue aggressively slipped into Anne's mouth, tangling and writhing in a wet, hot incestuous kiss. Anne's fingers circled her clit furiously. Melanie's fingers pinched her stiff nipples in a grip that blended pleasure and pain as the soft sounds of lesbian porn filled the air. But most of all, it was the powerfully wrong, but powerfully erotic feeling of her daughter's tongue sliding against hers that set Anne off, driving her into a thigh-trembling, toe-curling, mind-melting orgasm that shook her to her core.
When it finally ebbed away, Anne stared up at her daughter in shock and horror. What had she done? And what did she want to do now? She was suddenly wide awake to the fact that she was naked and covered in oil. Pinned beneath her daughter. Her daughter, who was staring down at her without the horror that she felt... only a sort of smugness.
It was all too much. Anne couldn't face it. With a strangled groan of shame, she wriggled out from beneath her daughter and escaped toward her room just like she had the other night, slamming the door behind her. She breathed heavily in the safety of her room, sinking onto the bed and putting her head in her hands. She had just orgasmed while sharing a very much unchaste kiss with her daughter. How could she ever come back from that... and why was her body still pulsing with a needy, desperate heat?
...
Melanie stared after her mother's bouncing ass as she ran away from her feelings. She smoldered with unfulfilled lust. Not as bad as Anne's, of course. Her mom's arousal had been fueled by weeks of subliminal commands. The fact that she had held back for this long despite the physical and mental pressure to give in to her incestuous desires was nothing short of amazing.
But she had finally cracked tonight. Or at least she had seemed to. She gave in and kissed Melanie, finally getting past the incest taboo... and then chickened out once again. Melanie rose from the table, wiping her oily hands on a towel with a look of grim determination on her face.
She was done waiting. She wasn't about to let her mother slip through her fingers like she had the night of their mutual masturbation session. Anne was ready. She had proven it tonight. Melanie wouldn't wait any more for her mom to make the first move. She had shown a crack in her armor tonight, and Melanie was ready to press her hard and shatter the barrier holding them apart sexually once and for all.
She walked to her mother's door, eyes focused and body pulsing with lust. It was time.
Tonight, Melanie was going to fuck her mom.
...
Anne didn't have much time to worry. She looked up, breathless and shocked, as the door to her room flew open and her daughter appeared in the doorway, her expression serious and her eyes blazing.
Anne was overwhelmed with guilt. Shit. It had just hit Melanie what they had done, and now she was here to confront her mother over the inappropriate kiss. "Melly, I... I can explain," said Anne miserably, using her hands to cover the nakedness she never should have let her daughter see in the first place.
It didn't even look like Melly heard her. She marched forward with that strange intensity glowing in her eyes. Close. Closer. When she reached Anne, she bent with no hesitation, once again deeply kissing her confused and conflicted Mother. Anne gasped against her daughter's lips in a combination of shock and arousal, feeling her body pulse with desperate need at the touch of Melanie's scorching lips. She tried to scramble back, still instinctively fleeing the forbidden temptation, but Melanie wouldn't let her escape this time. Her arms, slim but strong from long hours in the gym, wrapped around her mother, forcing her to stay close.
Anne managed to pull back, barely holding on against the torrent of lust unleashed inside her. "We can't!" she groaned, searching Melanie's eyes for a clue to what her daughter was thinking. Why was she doing this? Anne had held herself back for so long... was Melanie actually attracted to her, too?


Melanie's eyes were sharp, and her voice was soft, but smoky as she said, "Enough, Mommy. I don't want to hear that we can't. Or we shouldn't. We're going to. I've waited too long. Tonight I'm making you mine. Not just my mom, but my woman. Kiss me, Mommy."
With that, she pressed forward hungrily once again, pushing her naked mother back until she was lying on the bed, kissing her down into the mattress with desperate lust. Anne's mind popped and fizzled with conflicting signals. Guilt and horror and love and longing. She felt like she should resist. One last scrap of decency within her howled that this was wrong.
But then Melanie raised her face from hers, gasping and hazy-eyed with lust... then slowly lowered her head to Anne's breasts. Anne stared down, her eyes wide and her heart suddenly in her throat, as her daughter seized one huge, wobbly breast in her hands and lowered her mouth to the throbbing nipple, maintaining scorching eye contact the entire time. Suddenly, the week of torture and desperation for sensation on her needy tits felt like it was leading up to this. Anne didn't just want to feel Melanie's mouth on her nipple; she needed it with a fiery want that surprised even her.
Melanie paused there, her hot breaths puffing against Anne's stiff nipple. Her eyes were locked with Anne's, bold and challenging. Daring Anne to deny her... to deny that she wanted what her daughter was offering. Anne's mind reeled. She had held back for so long because she didn't think Melanie could ever accept her feelings of lust. But it seemed like Melanie was eager...
So why not give her what she wanted?
"Do it," Anne heard herself plead in a raspy whisper. "Please, honey... suck your mother's tits."
With a smug grin of victory, Melly did as she was told, bending her head and taking her mother's erect nipple into her hot wet mouth, lashing it with her tongue and sucking wildly.
Anne's eyes practically rolled into the back of her head as she let out a low, satisfied groan. Her hands rose compulsively to pull her daughter closer, mashing Melanie's face into her big, soft breasts. Melanie's hands had felt incredible before, but this felt unbelievable. This was the sensation her breasts had been craving, and she experienced the deep, powerful satisfaction of an itch being scratched, blended with intense sexual pleasure in a mind-melting mix of sensations.
Melanie herself performed with the desperate enthusiasm of a woman starved, sucking and licking and nibbling with her face flushed and her eyes glazed with lust. Anne could see that her daughter's nipples were pressing hard against the thin material of her camisole. Melanie wasn't confused. She wasn't going along with this because it was what Anne wanted. Her daughter was fucking horny. Almost as horny as her mother. And, with a twisted sense of motherly concern, Anne wanted to take care of her poor baby.
Still allowing her daughter to attack her sensitive nipples with her mouth, Anne slid one thick thigh between her daughter's legs, raising it up between Melly's thighs until it was pressed tight against the moist heat of Melly's pussy. Melanie gasped in surprise, glancing up at her mother with wide blue eyes, but Anne just stroked her hair and said soothingly, "Why should I be the only one to feel good? Let Mommy help you, baby." Now that the seal had broken, Melanie could feel all of her repressed desires flowing out. She wouldn't hold back any longer. Right or wrong, now that she knew Melly wanted this as much as she did, Anne was going to do unspeakable things with her.
Melly took the hint of what Anne wanted, and tentatively began grinding her spandex-covered crotch down onto her mother's naked thigh, all while continuing to desperately suck Anne's nipples. The strokes of her hips were soft and uncertain at first, but as Melanie began to feel how good her mother's firm pressure felt between her legs, she was soon grinding and humping unselfconsciously, making soft grunts of pleasure into her mother's tits as she sucked and humped, eyes squeezed shut in deep satisfaction.
...
This was everything Melanie had fucking dreamed of. Her mother was naked beneath her, panting and juicy and horny for her own daughter, utterly off the deep end of incestous lust and no longer held back by silly taboos.
"Mmm, I'm glad you're feeling good, baby," moaned Anne, arching her back to thrust her breasts even further forward.
Melly released her mother's nipple with a wet pop. "But I want more," she said, staring into her Mother's beautiful eyes with her pussy still grinding down into her soft thigh. "I want everything!" Melanie could see an answering heat and hunger in her mother's eyes. But a soft, willing submission, too. She realized with a swell of power that Anne would do anything she wanted in this moment.
And God was she going to take advantage of that.
Moving quickly, Melanie stripped away her clothes, revealing her toned, slim nudity to her mother's eyes for the first time. She could tell by the sudden hitch in Anne's breath that she was enjoying the view. Her mother's beautiful blue eyes darted all over the exposed, forbidden flesh, her expression pure horny bliss.
But now wasn't the time for staring. With her lust making her fumblingly eager, Melanie positioned herself back over her Mommy's thigh. But this time, when she lowered her pussy to press firmly against her mother's soft skin, there was no cloth in the way between them, just glorious direct contact between mother and daughter. That feeling sent powerful waves of arousal spreading through Melanie's body, even before she started moving. But she couldn't be satisfied with just a little sensation. Now that she was finally in bed with her mom, she wanted to fulfill every filthy fantasy that had been haunting her for the past month.
Anne was staring up at her daughter with worshipful eyes. Melanie reached down and cupped her mother's blushing cheek, seeing that, even though she was unable to resist any longer, her mother still felt a little ashamed to be giving in to her perversions. Well, she would just have to keep her Mommy so busy that she wouldn't have time to worry about the implications of the filthy sex acts she was participating in.
"Now it's my turn, Mommy," said Melanie, unable to hold back a wide grin. It just felt so fucking good to be here, her mother naked and wet and willing beneath her, ready to do whatever her daughter said. Her hand slid back from Anne's cheek, to the back of her head, guiding her mother's mouth toward her chest as her pussy began grinding, hot and wet, against the soft thigh pressed upward against it, covering it with her hot, slick juices of arousal.
Melanie's breasts weren't nearly as big as her mother's, but they were still stunningly beautiful: small, plump handfuls with perfect pale skin and bubblegum nipples. Seeing what her daughter wanted, Anne obeyed, sucking one of her daughter's rosy nipples into her mouth and swirling her tongue around it gently. Melanie hissed in pleasure, grinding her wet cunt hard into the warm flesh of her mother's thigh and throwing her head back in ecstasy, writhing in pleasure as her mother attacked her sensitive nipple with lips, teeth and tongue. She didn't have the same mental conditioning that increased the sensitivity of her breasts, but still, the catharsis of being sexually serviced by her beautiful, beloved mother made her pleasure nearly overwhelming.
They moved like that for a long few minutes, skin pressed to hot skin. Melanie wildly rode her Mother's leg with frantic, powerful hip movements, her juices dripping down her mother's thick, shapely thigh. Anne licked and sucked first one nipple, then the other, happy and grateful to be used by her daughter as a tool for sexual pleasure.
But it still wasn't enough. Melanie wanted everything. She wanted her pleasure and victory to be complete. She knew exactly how she wanted to cum. She slowed the slick thrusts of her hips, pulled her mother's face away from its busy, enthusiastic sucking, and smiled down at her with gleaming eyes, their locked gaze crackling with filthy incestual heat.
"Lie down," commanded Melanie in a gruff whisper.
Anne visibly gulped, understanding intuitively what her daughter had in mind. But... as humiliating as it was, Anne wanted this too. They had already come so far... it only made sense to fully consummate their new twisted union. Anne lay back on the bed, with her daughter kneeling above her. Melanie took a moment to relish the sight. Her mom's ripe curvy body, huge tits splayed softly against her chest, thick thighs gently parted to reveal her glistening pussy, soaking with arousal for her own daughter.
Maybe Melanie should have felt bad for how she manipulated her mom... but in the depths of powerful desire, she couldn't feel upset about winning this sexual prize. Her Mom was a sexual goddess, and in that moment, Melanie thought any price would be worth it to claim her.
With no more words, Melanie slung one slim thigh over her mother's face, facing away from her. She wouldn't be satisfied humping Anne's leg like a dog. She wanted to cum like a queen, and tonight, her Mommy's face would be her throne.
...
Anne's body blazed with heat, hot enough to burn her up. To consume her. A part of her still thought this was wrong... but she couldn't hold back anymore. When her beautiful, confident daughter, who she was so proud of, looked at her with those smoky, lustful eyes and gave her commands, she just couldn't help herself. She felt weak in the knees, warm and fuzzy in the brain, wet and hot between the thighs. It was like Melly was looking deep into her mind and speaking directly to the sexual frustration that had been building up there for weeks, promising to finally satisfy her mother's thirst.
Above her, Melly straddled Anne's face. There it was, her daughter's tight gorgeous pussy. Puffy and dripping with desire from her thigh humping, and slowly descending toward her mother's waiting mouth.
Was she really going to do this? Was Anne really going to lie back submissively and let her daughter sit on her face? Yes. Fuck yes. Her body burned for the taste. For the sensation of serving her daughter. Anne's hands slipped between her own thighs, teasing and rubbing herself as her daughter's wet cunt pressed down firmly against her mouth.
Melly ground her pussy down into her mother's face with a shuddering moan of satisfaction. The feeling was intensely humiliating to Anne... yet somehow freeing as well. For so long, Anne had been holding herself back, afraid of what her daughter might think. But now she felt the hot, wet evidence of her daughter's true feelings on her tongue and things felt much simpler, if no less kinky.
Anne fingered herself rapidly as her body gave in completely to submissive pleasure, her tongue slipping deep into her daughter's silky, tight hole, wriggling and slurping and sucking with slutty enthusiasm. All of her sexual frustration unknotted inside her, dissolving into pure, radiant sexual pleasure, filling every inch of her. She was going to cum, and unlike all of the frustrating, not-quite-satisfying masturbation sessions that she had been having lately, she knew this one would scratch the infernal itch thoroughly. She moaned desperately up into the hot, slick cunt grinding against her face, her hands moving faster and faster between her thighs.
And then Melly surprised her, doing something that drove Anne over the edge into an even more explosive orgasm than she was expecting.
Melanie leaned forward and down, keeping the contact between her pussy and her mother's mouth the entire time, and changed position into a 69, brushing her mother's hands away and parting Anne's lower lips with her sharp little tongue, getting a taste of her Mommy's pussy for the first time. Anne was already writhing and arching into a powerful orgasm as her daughter's mouth made contact, but she raised her hands to Melanie's butt to pull her closer, desperate to get her daughter there at the same time and share the climax together.
Her hard work succeeded, and soon mother and daughter were moaning into each other's pussies, tangled in a sweaty incestuous embrace, mouth's tasting the forbidden as they gave in to their animal desires. They orgasmed again and again, chaining one into another, shaking and gasping and connecting on a level Mother and daughter never should... as two women in lust with one another.
Finally, Melly rolled off, and mother and daughter lay sticky and panting on the bed. Anne waited for the wave of shame and guilt to crash over her... but oddly, it didn't. Anne wouldn't say she was proud of what had happened, but she couldn't feel bad about it either. She was just too relaxed and satisfied after her multiple orgasms to waste time on stress right now.
So she left the guilt for another day, instead pulling her daughter... her lover, into a warm, naked embrace, laying Melly's head on her breasts and just lying together in comfortable silence.
...
Melanie's heart soared as she lay with Anne... not as mother and daughter, but as two lovers. Finally, everything was as it should be. It had taken an unbelievable amount of programming, sexual frustration, and teasing, but Anne had finally cracked.
And now that the seal was broken, there would be no going back. Melanie was going to make sure of it. No, this wasn't going to end with one night of passion. Her mother was hers now, and she had big plans for how to train her into the perfect lover.
But that could wait until tomorrow. Right now, she just relaxed in the afterglow of an orgasm with a woman she loved as they drifted off to sleep together, naked, sweaty, and closer than they had ever been.
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Leah nodded with a sympathetic expression on her face, trying her best to look and act like the co-conspirator that Dan expected.
"You've listed an awful lot of circumstantial evidence, I'll give you that," she said thoughtfully, pausing to take a sip of coffee. Dan was giving her a haggard puppy dog look that made a pang of guilt shoot through her, so she plowed ahead with her deception. "But do you have any actual proof?"
"Well," said Dan with a frown, turning his own small cup of black coffee around and around in his hands, "I guess nothing specific. But Zane was clearly implying with that photo of him and Claire that..."
Leah snorted, cutting him off with a sidelong glance. "Oh, come on now, Danny Boy," she murmured, reaching across the table to place a hand on his. She could see that the gesture both soothed him and made him uncomfortably aroused at the same time. Not for the first time, she reflected on how easy it was to influence boys who had a crush. Even a crush as old and played out as the one Dan had for her. "You know that Zane would say anything to get under your skin. Him taunting you isn't proof of anything, no matter what pictures he sent you."
Leah could see the hesitant relief flood Dan's features, but he wasn't fully convinced. "But she told me she was going to the office," he fretted, squeezing her hand for comfort. "And instead, she was meeting with Zane. If it was all innocent, why would she lie to me?"
Leah shrugged nonchalantly. "I mean, Zane is her client right now, isn't he?" she asked with a cool raised eyebrow. "Maybe she had to meet with him for business purposes. She might not have told you because it's a perfectly normal aspect of her job. Or... maybe it was because she knew you would be insecure about it."
Leah saw the barb hit Dan, twisting his expression a little as he pulled his hand away. Men could get so caught up in their egos. But as entertaining as it was to tease her old friend, Leah's current mission wasn't to make Dan feel bad. It was to convince him that his wife was still faithful... for now.
"Dan, I don't think Claire is sleeping with Zane," said Claire with flat confidence. Dan was an open book, wearing his heart on his sleeve, and she watched as his tension dissolved away at her words. In reality, Leah thought that Zane had probably already fucked Claire. Maybe multiple times. She wasn't positive, of course. Zane, for all his underhanded habits, had a weird personal line about privacy. He wasn't about to spill the beans over whether Claire had fucked him until she was willing to submit publicly. It was all part of his weird game. But the signs were all there. He was getting all precious and coy about his private time with Claire, which meant that there was something to hide. If he hadn't fucked her yet, he was close.
Leah was intensely curious about Zane's progress herself. As soon as she could prove that Claire had done the dirty deed, she and Perlah had some plans for Claire. The silly bitch should never have made that bet with Leah. She was going to learn the hard way not to look down on other women.
But, regardless of Leah's little side bet, Zane's instructions had been clear. Leah had to reassure Dan and throw him off the scent. Whatever game Leah's master was playing, it involved Dan believing that his wife was still faithful. Leah had given up on directly defying the man who had taken over her sexuality long ago. She felt sorry for Dan, considering that it seemed like Zane was planning to crush him, but there was nothing that she could do but try to soften the blow the best way she knew how.
"So I think you're in the clear, at least so far," said Leah innocently. Then she leaned across the table, giving Dan a subtle motivational peek at her cleavage. "But did you think any more about what I told you the other day? And what you told me?"
Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper as she asked, "I know that it made you worried that your wife might have fucked Zane... but did it also turn you on?"
Dan jumped up out of his seat like the chair was burning hot, scowling down at Leah. "St-stop that," he said, trying to seem determined and commanding, but only managing to look confused and embarrassed. "I didn't mean what I said the other day. I was just a little confused. There's no part of me that's... happy about my wife cheating on me."
He looked so cute trying to deny his feelings that Leah had to stifle a laugh by biting her lip. She couldn't have gotten a stronger confirmation of Dan's blossoming cuckolding fetish if he had enthusiastically agreed. Maintaining smoldering eye contact with her friend, Leah reached out with snake-like speed, raising a hand to his crotch and giving it a sharp little flick with her pointer finger.
Just like Leah thought it would, her finger made contact with a growing bulge. "Seems like at least one part of you is pretty happy," she said with a lopsided grin.
Dan darted his head around the quiet coffee shop to see if anyone had seen, mortified by the public sexual teasing. Apparently, Leah had gone a bit too far this time, because with a huff of annoyance and a tossed off "What the fuck, Leah?" Dan turned and slouched out of the shop, hunched forward in a way he probably thought hid his boner, but only made it more obvious.
"Wait, come back!" called Leah with a laugh, but Dan looked like he wasn't in the mood for her games today. With the tinkle of the bell over the door, he was gone.
Leah sighed and took a long drink of her coffee, trying to finish it up quickly. It looked like Dan wasn't quite ready to roll over and show his belly yet, even if that was the smartest move when confronted with an apex predator like Zane. Well, she would keep working on him. Even if her former friend was offended now, she doubted he would stay away forever.
More importantly, she thought she had succeeded at her primary goal. Her master would be pleased.
...
"Z's here to see you, boss. Just like you asked," said the insolent voice over the office line. Claire pinched the bridge of her nose with a deep sigh. Maybe she really should fire Perlah if this was the sort of attitude she wanted to take. Claire had been bluffing when she threatened to let Perlah go at the porn set the other night, but she wasn't going to just let her bratty little assistant disrespect her like this.
But that was something she could deal with later. For now, she had bigger fish to fry.
"Send him in," she said crisply, then clicked the receiver down decisively. She smoothed her hair back and shifted in her chair, trying to put on an appearance of confidence and calm in the few seconds she had before Zane's arrival. She had a feeling that this meeting would set the tone for how they interacted moving forward.
Claire had done her best to mentally steel herself, but the sight of Zane's ugly, grinning face still sent a pulse of adrenaline through her veins as he pushed open the door.
The memory of that leering face inches above hers as his massive cock entered her flashed through her mind. She blinked it away, and gave her guest a tight smile. "Mr. Kruger. So glad you could make it."
He's just a client. What happened before was a mistake. I need to be firm and tell him how it's going to be from now on.
If she knew Zane, he was going to make that as difficult as possible.
"Glad to be here," affirmed Zane as he took a seat, returning her neutral smile. "May I ask what this meeting is concerning? Perlah was a little vague on the phone."
Claire grit her teeth. What do you think the meeting is about, asshole? The fact that you relentlessly pursued me until you got what you wanted? The fact that you fucked me harder than anyone ever has and made me cum all over your big cock? The fact that it's hard to look my husband in the eyes anymore because I've become the kind of woman I've always looked down on?
Claire pushed down those angry words on the tip of her tongue and instead said coolly, "I wanted to let you know that, now that the initial planning and design work is done, I am putting the actual assembly and installation in the hands of some hired contractors. They'll report back to me, of course, but my direct involvement is at an end."
She studied Zane's face for his reaction, but his expression was carefully bland as he responded, "I see..."
"They are quite capable, I assure you," said Claire, folding her hands in front of her on the desk. "I've worked with them many times in the past and can vouch for the quality of their work. I know you were paying a premium for my direct supervision, so if that's a concern, I could offer you a discount on the overall invoice."
"No, that's perfectly alright," said Zane pleasantly. "I hired you for your design skills, and I certainly received your best work in that sense. It's fine with me if you delegate the physical labor."
Claire stared at Zane for a moment over her folded hands. He was taking this very well, but then again, he had proven that he had iron control over his outward reactions. Was he really ok with letting Claire cut him out of her life completely?
"Will that be all?" asked Zane calmly, raising an eyebrow and shifting with apparent impatience in his seat.
Claire considered letting him go... but there was something of vital importance that they needed to discuss, even if it was embarrassing.
"About my last visit to your home..." began Claire hesitantly.
"Yes? What about it?"
He was so infuriatingly calm that it set Claire's teeth on edge, but she knew better than to rise to the bait at this point. "I think we need to discuss what happened," she said, controlling her emotions almost as well as Zane himself.
Zane leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms. "Is this a professional conversation, or a personal one?" he asked, tilting his head curiously.
"A professional one."
"I was satisfied with the quality of all of the materials we inventoried. Nothing seemed out of place to me. Was there some sort of issue you noticed?"
"God damn it, Zane," said Claire heatedly, "You know that's not what we need to talk about! We had sex, and I need you to understand that it was a mistake I don't intend to repeat!"
"This sounds like a personal conversation to me..."
"Fine, you fucking asshole, I want to have a personal conversation!" snarled Claire.
As if a switch was flipped, a broad, gloating grin crossed Zane's face, and his eyes immediately made a long, lazy tour of Claire's body. She was dressed perfectly professionally at the moment, but his filthy gaze made her feel naked. By the time his eyes made their way back up to meet Claire's gaze, her body pulsed with that old familiar sexual frustration she had grown used to. She had hoped that fucking Zane would finally satisfy her curiosity and scratch that particular itch for good... but it looked like that had been foolishly optimistic.
"Well... if you don't want to fuck me again," said Zane flippantly, his eyes glinting with obnoxious certainty, "then that's completely up to you. No one's forcing you, Claire Bear. If you decide never to see me again, I can live with that."
Claire snorted, crossing her arms over her chest in a subconscious attempt to hide her suddenly-stiff nipples, even though they were completely covered. "I know you, Zane. You expect me to believe that you'll stop pursuing me just because I'm not interested? Don't make me laugh."
Zane raised an eyebrow, leaning forward with a teasing grin to say, "Oh yeah? And how much have I been pursuing you since I promised to keep our business meetings professional?"
Claire scoffed and opened her mouth to retort... then she actually considered the question and her mouth snapped shut again. Zane hadn't actually pounced yesterday until she had thrown away the pretext of the business meeting. Today, he had refused to discuss sex at all until she had told him it was a personal meeting. It didn't feel like it to her, but technically, Zane had been absolutely true to his promise. She had been the one pursuing him.
"You see?" said Zane in response to Claire's embarrassed silence. "The ball is completely in your court. I've got plenty of pussy to play around with; one less makes no difference to me."
Claire didn't think that was true, at least. It didn't make sense for Zane to take the extreme efforts he had been if she was just another woman to fuck. But the idea that the relationship was under her control now did give her a certain sense of relief.
She sighed heavily and considered just kicking the vile little man out of her office immediately. But, unfortunately, there was one other important matter to discuss. One that might not be as smooth and easy.
"Zane," said Claire seriously, her lips pulled into a tight line of grim determination. "You can't tell anyone about what happened yesterday. I need you to promise me."
This was going to be a lot harder. When Claire had given Zane a blowjob, she had extracted a promise from him that he wouldn't tell a soul. But he had made that promise before they started, as a condition for the blowjob to happen in the first place. She couldn't help but worry that Zane might extract some sort of price from her if she wanted to secure another promise of secrecy from him.
But once again, Zane surprised her. He just shrugged, looking unimpressed, and said, "Sure. If you don't want me to tell anyone, it's our secret. I promise."
Claire narrowed her eyes at him. This felt too easy for a man who had used every available angle to manipulate her into sex. "So that's it?" she asked suspiciously. "You won't tell anyone, and we're done?"
Zane chuckled obnoxiously. "I mean, I don't know about that second part, Claire Bear. I think you might find it harder to resist a second taste than you're assuming. But as for the first part, absolutely. Here, as a sign of good faith, I'll even give you this."
He fished around in his pocket and pulled out a sleek metal flash drive, setting it on the edge of Claire's desk.
Claire glared down at it. "And what's that supposed to be?"
"Ok, confession time," said Zane with a lopsided grin. "I'm a bit of an obsessive recorder. When you live life like me, you never know when something spontaneous might happen that will work great on the website. I have cameras all over my house, recording all the time."
Claire's eyes widened, then darted back down to the suddenly much more sinister-looking flash drive on her desk. "You little weasel," she said in a stunned voice. "You're saying that..."
"That I filmed our glorious little mistake from multiple angles yesterday?" asked Zane with a cocky grin. "You're damn right I did."
"So what is this?" asked Claire, tension rising inside her along with, for some reason, arousal. "Blackmail?"
"Of course not," said Zane with a frown, sounding oddly offended. "That's the only copy. I might be a 'weasel', but I don't mess around with stuff like this. It discourages repeat business if women don't feel like they can trust me."
Claire gave him a long, searching stare, but if he was lying, she couldn't detect it. Finally, she sighed and rubbed her temple irritably. "You should have just deleted it."
Zane shrugged. "I thought this was better. More symbolic." He got up from his chair. "Is that all you wanted to talk about? I hear you loud and clear. Contractors will finish out the project, you don't want me to tell anyone we fucked, and right this minute, you don't anticipate fucking me again. That about right?"
Claire frowned at him, saying, "I mean... yeah. Except that the not fucking you thing is permanent. But Zane, I don't want the video." The flash drive on her desk seemed to radiate menace. She wished Zane would take it with him.
"Then throw the drive away," said Zane lightly, already heading toward the door. "See you soon, Claire Bear," he called over his shoulder. "Say 'hi' to your hubby for me."
And then, all of a sudden, Claire was alone, staring at the evidence of her slutty mistake sitting on her desk.
It still felt a little too good to be true. Claire had the sense there was some game being played here. She knew Zane too well at this point to truly believe he was giving up so easily. Could she actually trust Zane to keep his mouth shut? And, more importantly, if she couldn't trust him, was there even anything she could do about it?
Claire reached out with a grimace and picked up the flash drive between thumb and forefinger like it was something dirty. Which, in many ways, it was. Her hand hovered over the trash can, then she hesitated. If she threw the flash drive away, it would probably safely travel to a landfill and rust away there forever.
Probably.
But what if the janitor found it? What if a garbage man did? Surely it was worth the precaution of opening it up and formatting the drive. With an irritated sigh, Claire plugged the drive into her work computer, ready to get this over with.
All there was in the drive was one large video file. Claire right-clicked and prepared to reformat the drive. Then she paused, staring at the little thumbnail. It was a view from directly above, looking down at the bed, showing Claire's hourglass curves. Zane's hand was thrust forward, grabbing a handful of her dark hair and pulling hard.
The climax of their filthy tryst. When Zane had given her the powerful orgasm of her life while filling her with cum. She had been forced to hurry to the shower as soon as she got home, fearful that her husband would somehow smell Zane's thick, potent cum on her.
Trust a weird little creep like Zane to have a hidden overhead camera. Must have been in the light fixture. The thumbnail image was oddly compelling. Living in that filthy, humiliating moment had been intense... would it be just as intense to see it on the screen? The thought sent a flush of powerful lust through Claire's body, making her shift slightly in her seat from the tingle between her legs.
In the end, what would the harm be in giving it one watch? She had already done the deed. Watching it wasn't going to be any worse. Claire's eyes flicked up to her door. Closed.
Decisive as always, Claire made her choice. One quick viewing, just so that she knew where Zane kept his hidden cameras. Then she would delete everything for good. She popped in her earbuds and double-clicked the video, her heart beating a swift, thumping rhythm against her ribs.
The video faded up from black with a shot of her lying on her back, chest heaving, and legs splayed. Zane was above her, leering down, just on the edge of the shot to the right.
Claire was fascinated and appalled by the quality of the shot. Zane had high-definition cameras running all the time throughout his house? With multiple angles in the bedroom? It boggled the mind how much storage space he must take up with boring videos of empty rooms. It didn't make any sense...
Which left one of two choices. Either Zane was lying about constantly recording, and turned on the cameras manually when she came over yesterday, or the recordings were on a loop that constantly deleted. Either choice was troubling. The first meant that she had just been a puppet under Zane's control this whole time, and he knew they were going to fuck before Claire even made the descision. And the second meant that Zane had no reason to make a big show of copying and deleting the files: he could have just waited.
Almost like he thought it was to his advantage if she watched this video.
But despite that disquieting thought, Claire was already hooked on the video, watching with a dry mouth and wide eyes as her past self slowly removed her panties to offer them as tribute.
The static shot of the fixed hidden camera wasn't as cinematic as some of the porn she had seen on Zane's website. She could imagine it now... the camera zooming in on the glistening lips between her juicy thighs, then refocusing on the silky panties dangling from her fingers.


Fuck, that would be kind of hot.
Even without the benefit of dynamic angles and zooms, the action on the screen was still pretty fucking erotic. Claire watched herself submit... first physically and then verbally. Her body boiled with humiliated lust as she watched the scene unfold just as she remembered it.
God, I looked like a fucking slut. It was embarrassing, but unfortunately true. The woman in the video's full breasts heaved with passion as she begged a man who wasn't her husband to fuck her. Her face was flushed pink, and her legs were spread wide as she completely caved in, giving up her dignity for a chance to fuck the man she had grown obsessed with. Zane's room must have been wired well for sound as well, because Caluire's husky, trembling voice was crystal clear as she begged for Zane's cock.
Claire's hand slipped down to lightly touch her crotch as she watched Zane's hairy form crouch over her. The angle changed again, this time to show them from behind, perfectly framing the view between Zane's chunky legs as his cock nuzzled up against Claire's spread, glistening pussy.
How many fucking cameras does this asshole have in his fucking bedroom?
But Claire was beyond worrying about the massive invasion of her privacy at the moment. She was too focused on what was happening in the video. Despite knowing what was coming, she still breathed in sharply as she watched Zane's cock sink into her cheating pussy inch by inch. Her fingers pressed tighter to the throbbing flesh between her thighs as the sight washed over her.
The memory flooded back to her, raw and hot and powerful. The feeling of Zane's heavy bulk above her, the smell of his minty breath... the exquisite blend of pleasure and pain as the biggest cock she had ever felt spread her pussy wide.
Fuck it. She couldn't take it anymore. Claire unbuttoned her pants and shoved her fingers greedily down the front of her panties, sliding a finger between her juicy lips and sending a powerful zip of sexual energy up her spine as it made contact with her clit.
In some ways, the image on the screen looked even more intense than it had felt in the moment. At the time, she had been caught up in her sensation, but now, watching later, the intensely humiliating contrast of beauty and beast was powerful. Zane looked like a fucking pig. Like a wild boar, rutting and grunting.
And Claire? She looked like a bitch in heat. A filthy slut completely drunk on cock. As upsetting as that thought was, it made the submissive lust she had become addicted to boil up inside her, stirred and empowered by the firm little circles her fingers were drawing around her clit.
Zane had been training her... that was what he did to all women. It was practically his job. He had taken a proud woman who sneered at his appearance and his crude manners, and made her a moaning, writhing slut, begging for his cock.
Claire watched as her past self choked on Zane's thick cock, cleaning her pussy juice off as he gloated above her. It looked so obscene. More filthy than most porn. In fact...Claire nearly came as she realized that this was exactly the same as many of the videos she had seen on Zane's website. She was just another notch on Zane's bedpost. Another uptight bitch he had trained to think with her pussy. And, although that thought made her angry enough to punch a hole in the wall, it also made her whole body light up with submissive lust, her thighs clamping hard around her hand.
God, she could imagine his thick, juicy cock in her mouth. Stretching her lips out and making her feel small and weak. Even though Claire was taller than Zane normally, when she was beneath him, looking up at his cock, he seemed like a fucking giant. Watching herself submit to his cock and suck him off made her cringe with humiliation... but it made her new submissive side melt.
Even touching herself while watching Zane fuck her was ten times more intense than anything Dan had done for her in the past month! There was no greater sign of Zane's complete dominance in their relationship than the fact that he could casually agree to never see her again while she was burning up with filthy, frustrating lust for his cock.
Claire grunted and grit her teeth as the anger and shame and deep, clinging arousal twisted and merged inside her, her fingers rubbing deeper and harder between her legs as she gripped her onrushing orgasm by the throat and wrestled with it. On the screen, Zane was owning her, dominating her like the bitch he had molded her into. His cock was making her moan, making her beg for more.
Claire couldn't hide the truth from herself. Not in the depths of passion like this. She wanted to feel that cock inside her again. She wanted Zane's control. She couldn't act on that impulse, obviously. Not when it meant giving up all of her pride as a woman, but that didn't mean the temptation didn't exist. But fuck it... she didn't care about thinking pure, proper thoughts. Right now, she needed to get off as hard as possible.
She let herself slip into the fantasy... of giving in completely. Of being just another slut in Zane's stable. Dressing like a hooker just to please him. Being his stupid, slutty arm candy. Choking on his fat dick and having hot, sweaty, filthy sex all night every night.
Proudly starring in his porn...
The fantasy was terrifying, and disgusting, and utterly demeaning... and it was also so fucking hot it felt like Claire was burning up on the inside. Her eyes locked to the brutal, dominant fucking Zane was giving her on the camera, the tension inside her rising, growing hotter and hotter until something had to give.
When Claire came this time, it wasn't beautiful or fulfilling or magical. It was ugly and harsh and primal, her hips grinding up hard as her fingers strummed and flexed in her soaking-wet panties. Her face flushed red as the climax wracked her, making every muscle in her body go taut as she watched the hairy slob on the screen pump her cheating cunt full of his cum.
Then she collapsed back on the chair, face beaded with sweat and legs trembling with the intensity of her orgasm.
What the fuck has that little prick done to me?
Suddenly, a white-hot bolt of panic shot through her, and she looked up to the door. Perlah was still here, and if she had happened to come by, then...
There was no one at the door of the office, but it was cracked open. Was Claire certain that the door had been completely closed when she started the video? She thought it had been, but she had also been distracted.
So... there was a possibility that Perlah had seen her masturbating at work. That was deeply embarrassing, and certainly wouldn't help when it came time to put Perlah in her place for how bratty she had been acting lately... but at least her computer was set up so that the screen couldn't be seen from the door.
Claire took a deep breath and pulled a wet wipe from her purse to clean her fingers. Then, she once again prepared to format the drive.
And then she stopped again. Why should I delete it? It's not like deleting it will unfuck Zane. Sure, maybe there was a minor risk that Dan could find the video someday, but, as many wonderful qualities her husband had, Claire didn't really see him as an expert sleuth. Besides, if she was cutting herself off from Zane, she needed some way to get off, and she had proven today that the video could make her cum even if her husband couldn't.
So, feeling a little guilty, but unable to stop herself, Claire unplugged the flash drive and dropped it into her purse.
Then she rolled her shoulders, cracked her neck, and opened up her draft sketches of the next room she was designing, because it didn't matter how unsettled and frustrated she felt; the work of a small business owner never ended.
...
Perlah was practically bouncing in her seat, biting her lip hard to keep herself from giggling.
This was the best day of her fucking life.
Perlah had had a lot of time to stew over her boss's rudeness the other night. She used to think they were friends. Claire had never treated her as anything but an equal. But then, suddenly, it had all come crashing down. Claire had made it crystal clear that she saw Perlah as beneath her for the way she had become involved with Zane.
Which was hilariously fucking hypocritical considering the evidence that Perlah had just collected.
Claire apparently wasn't aware of the little trick Perlah had... Sometimes it was nice to be able to quickly tell what Claire was working on. When a client called to ask about when they could expect sketches, Perlah sometimes needed a quick view of how far along Claire was in the process without interrupting her. So she had discovered a way to look at her boss's screen without entering her office.
When Claire won an interior design award last year, she hung it proudly behind her desk, without really thinking about the fact that the etched glass of the plaque shone with a mirror finish. From a certain angle standing at the door, a watcher could see exactly what was on the screen of Claire's computer.
Or, for example... film it.
The footage Perlah had captured on her phone wasn't perfect. After all, it was a cellphone video of a reflection. But it was more than enough to prove that Claire had already fucked Zane.
And if she had... then Claire was going to have to pay up on a certain bet she had made with Leah. When Leah had told Perlah about the obscene wager she had made with Claire, Perlah had actually been skeptical. Zane was a sexual force of nature, and could be intensely charming when he wanted, but Perlah had known her boss for a long time, and therefore knew that Claire was no pushover.
But it looked like Zane was the one that Perlah had been underestimating.
Perlah pulled up her text chain with Leah and began typing, her thoughts rushing at one hundred miles an hour. They needed to plan how they were going to confront Claire. How they were going to force her to pay up on the bet...
And most importantly, how exactly Perlah was going to make Claire "apologise" on camera.
There were just too many good options.
...
Leah stood with her arms crossed beneath her breasts, looking down at Claire with satisfaction singing in her heart. Beside her, Perlah was practically vibrating with giddy joy, biting her lip to keep herself from giggling more than she already had. The cute young assistant had been over the moon ever since yesterday when she had gathered the proof of Claire's defeat, and it had taken some work from Leah to convince her to wait until today to spring their victory on Claire.
Claire, obviously, didn't share her assistant's joy. She stared down at the phone in her hands as the incriminating video played, as if she could make the contents of the video disappear through sheer force of will alone. But the proof was undeniable. The minute-long video showed Claire masturbating enthusiastically at her desk, her fingers flexing and plunging beneath her straining panties. Then the view of the camera zoomed in, focusing on the reflection of Claire's screen in a polished reward behind her desk.
The reflection clearly showed a video of Claire being fucked by Zane. And that meant one all-important thing: Claire had lost the wager she had foolishly made with Leah last week. And pay-up was going to be a bitch.
Claire's grip grew tight on the phone held in front of her for a moment, then she sighed and slid it across the desk toward Perlah, the video still playing.
"Not going to try to smash the phone? Maybe claim that the video is AI?" asked Leah with a raised eyebrow and a smirk.
Claire glared back at her, barely containing the rage simmering just beneath the surface. She shrugged and managed to maintain a look of wounded dignity as she replied, "What would be the point? You're both smart enough to back up the video before showing this to me. And even if it were AI, you could still ruin my life with something this detailed."
Leah shook her head, sinking to lounge back in one of the guest chairs in Claire's chic, well-decorated office. "Really dear? You think that little of me? Of course we wouldn't leak a video like that. We would never have to, because I know you're a woman of your word. I mean, you do intend to pay up, don't you?"
"Oh, she's going to pay up," said Perlah with a wide grin. "She's going to experience what it's like for me to be boss for a change."
Claire wouldn't even look at Perlah, but amusingly, a blush crossed her face. She was clearly envisioning exactly what 'paying up' would entail, and her reaction certainly didn't look like pure disgust. Wow... Zane certainly has made a lot of progress with this high-strung bitch if she is already turned on by the idea of this kind of humiliation. That little prick has a fetish for breaking down strong women...
"I don't see that I have any choice. What, do you want to do it right now?" asked Claire, her eyes darting between the two women confronting her.
Perlah and Leah gave each other a bewildered glance, then Perlah broke into a laugh, and Leah couldn't help but chuckle as well.
"What's so funny?" asked Claire stiffly. She was doing an admirable job of seeming calm and collected, but the tight grip of her folded hands on the desk showed the turmoil inside her. Leah knew Claire was a proud woman, and what she and Perlah planned to do was going to be incredibly difficult for her. But thanks to Zane's training, Leah suspected that Claire would enjoy herself quite a bit as well.
"It's not going to be some simple little 'I'm sorry,' Boss," said Perlah, using the honorific mockingly. "I'm afraid that you're going to have to give us a little time to set up."
Leah touched Perlah's leg gently to stop her gloating speech. The slim little Asian was really getting into this! Perlah's eyes were glittering, and just from getting to know her over the past month, Leah could tell that she was powerfully aroused. It seemed that Claire had badly wounded her assistant with her dismissive rudeness the other night, and Perlah was hungry for sexual revenge... But right now she needed to stay calm. Pushing Claire too hard now might make her dig in her heels.
Leah hadn't exactly run this plan by her master. She was reasonably certain that Zane would be overjoyed with her little side bet and its results. A little lesbian submission was all in keeping with his overall goal of making Claire into the perfect depraved slut. But he might not be happy if they pushed Claire too hard and backed her into a corner. And no matter how much Claire might worry, Leah and Perlah certainly couldn't tell Dan about this. Not when Zane wanted to keep him in the dark.
So they had to tread carefully.
Leah took the reins from Perlah, calmly asking, "You remember the terms of our wager, don't you, Claire?"
Claire's blush deepened, and she swiped some of her lovely dark hair out of her face as she leaned back in the chair, attempting to seem nonchalant. "Of course I do."
"I want to hear you say it. What did I win?" said Leah, putting a little force behind her words. If she was correct about how far Zane had rewired the curvy brunette's sexuality, then a tone of confident command should... Claire's breath hitched, and she bit her lower lip lightly for just a fraction of a second. It was long enough for Leah to see that she had scored a direct hit. This little punishment that Claire was about to face turned her on... Even if she didn't want to admit it.
"I have to 'apologize' to Perlah. However she wants," said Claire grudgingly, her eyes flicking to her assistant with a faint sneer. She was obviously taking refuge in anger rather than dealing with her submissive arousal. Leah hadn't known Claire well for very long, but that strategy seemed like a go-to for her. "Although I'm still not sure what I did that is worth being sorry for. Anyway, I assume, because we're talking about you two sluts, that you intend for the 'apology' to be some sort of humiliating sex act."
"You always were a smart one, Boss," said Perlah with a wide, eager grin.
Leah gave Perlah a warning look, then turned back to Claire. "You're close. But you're missing a key detail. The apology will be filmed."
Claire gulped, her fingers fidgeting on the desk in front of her. For a second, Leah wasn't sure if Claire was more aroused or scared, but her raspy voice made it clear that her arousal was winning as she asked, "And... what would the purpose of the video be? I can't allow my reputation to be ruined... no matter what the consequences might be."
"Purely for our personal enjoyment," said Leah smoothly, nodding toward Perlah, who was still grinning ear to ear. "And Z will get to watch it, of course. We're willing to promise that the video won't be seen by anyone else... Unless you decide that you want to start working on the website. We would definitely put it on your page in that case."
Claire snorted. Rubbing a hand distractedly through her hair. "As if I would ever stoop that low," she muttered, then in a louder voice asked, "Why does Zane need to see it? Shouldn't this just be between us?"
"I don't hide anything from him," said Leah with a shrug, fudging the truth just the tiniest bit. "Besides, you have to admit he has a stake in this, considering exactly how you lost the bet."
Claire went silent, staring down at her hands with a frown. Perlah started to say something again, but Leah kicked her ankle and she shut up with a scowl. For a second, Leah had no idea if Claire would cave in, or if they were going to have to lean on her a little harder... Then Claire sighed heavily and leaned forward on her elbows, covering her eyes as she said, "Fine... fine. If you can guarantee that only you three will see the video and no word of this will leak to anyone, then I'll... live up to my end of the bet. When did you have in mind?'
"Friday. After work," said Leah confidently, standing up from her chair. "You already know where the set is. It will be free that day."
Claire uncovered her eyes, and Leah noticed with a sizzle of erotic interest that a little spark of submissive lust had lit up the lovely woman's eyes. This was going to be a lot of fun...
"Anything you want me to wear?" asked Claire in a sarcastic tone, trying to take the sting out of her submission with a little levity.
"It doesn't matter," said Leah as she turned toward the door. "You can wear whatever you like. Come on, Perlah. I'm afraid I'm going to have to borrow your assistant for the rest of the day, Claire dear. We have some planning to do."
Claire waved them away irritably. "That's fine with me. Take her for the whole week for all I care."
Perlah seemed annoyed on the way out of the office, and when they were out of all possible hearing range, she rounded on Leah. "Why did you make me hold back?" she asked sharply. "She called me a slut! She proved that she doesn't see me as an equal at all. She treated me like dirt. And now, when we have her right where we want her, I have to be a perfect, polite lady? Fuck that!"
Leah snaked an arm around the prickly petite Asian and pulled her close to her hip affectionately. "You really think that I'm going to let her off easy after she looked at you like something she scraped off her shoe?" she asked softly. "No, I totally agree that she needs an attitude adjustment. If Zane has his way, she's going to be a fellow employee before long, and she needs to learn that she isn't any better than the rest of us. We're definitely going to need to drag little Miss Perfect down off her pedestal."
"I don't know if I want to be equal with that hypocritical skank," grumbled Perlah. Leah gave her a sympathetic sidelong look. Claire's harsh snub and subsequent cold dismissal had deeply affected Perlah. Leah knew that Claire used to be someone that Perlah really looked up to, so that must be where these extreme emotions were coming from.


"We'll see," said Leah, bumping Perlah a little with her hip as they walked side by side. "Don't decide whether you forgive her now. Wait until you see how well she can apologize."
Leah stopped Perlah and grabbed her by the shoulders, looking down into her lovely eyes with a wide, wicked grin. "Because I promise you, Perlah... That little show of politeness up there was just to lull her into a false sense of security. Once she comes to the set, and it's too late to back out, we are going to show that horny bitch who the real slut is. Are you with me?"
Perlah's face lit up once again, all of her annoyance forgotten.
"Yeah. Let's teach that snobby bitch that she isn't just a slut for Z... It's who she really is."
...
Claire sighed and ran her fingers through her husband's hair, then kissed him gently on the temple. His hand was rubbing up and down her thigh as his head rested on her lap, both of them relaxing as they watched one of their shows together.
It was hard to hold back the guilt and act like nothing was wrong.
It was true that Dan hadn't been taking care of her sexual needs lately. And that he was sometimes disappointingly wimpy. And it was also true that Zane was a crafty sexual force of nature who was difficult to resist.
But none of those were good excuses. Claire was supposed to be better than that. Dan was the man she had chosen, and in almost every respect, he was better than Zane. Handsomer, kinder, funnier, more athletic. There was almost no area where Zane was better than her husband. Except one. One big... hard... throbbing advantage Zane had over Dan that made him hard to ignore.
But that was the thing. Claire loved her husband. Maybe that was silly to say after a few months of obsessing over another man, but it was what she felt here in this quiet, intimate moment with him. What would a night at home with Zane even look like? He would probably just needle her five different ways until she snapped and they fucked each other's brains out. A long, passionate, sweaty night of hate fucking, his thick cock spreading her open as his hand reddened her ass...
Claire cut off that unhelpful train of thought sharply. She owed Dan more than thinking about Zane while they were together. She owed Dan a lot more than she had been giving him, in fact. And after one last humiliation, she would finally be able to give him her ful,l undivided attention.
"You want to get a pizza?" asked Dan vaguely, his eyes on the screen as his fingers idly traced over her thigh.
The wave of guilt was so strong that Claire was silent for a moment, just collecting herself and making sure her voice wasn't strained as she replied, "No, sorry babe. I have that client dinner, remember."
Dan's hand stopped moving, then fell away from her legs to rest on the couch. "Oh yeah, that's right."
His tone was dry and neutral. But did Claire detect some undercurrent of emotion? Was there a tinge of suspicion in his voice? The idea made Claire uncomfortable. She thought she had been careful to give her husband totally plausible excuses, and it wasn't unusual for her to be busy in the evenings... But Dan wasn't stupid, and maybe she had slipped up somehow.
She pushed away her panic and guilt and did what she always did: push through with sheer confidence.
"Tell you what," she said, tilting his face up towards hers, "Order that pizza anyway. Maybe I can make this meeting quick and hurry back... Maybe you'll even get something a little sweet for dessert, so be ready for me."
Claire was probably promising more than she could guarantee, but the smile that spread across her husband's face was worth it.
Besides, Claire had already decided that she didn't have much to worry about from those two sluts. It wasn't like they were Zane. She could handle anything they threw at her.
...
Despite her earlier confidence, Claire's heart was beating fast as she pulled up to the porn set in the quiet suburban neighborhood. She had been here during the day last time, and at night, the tall privacy fence and sturdy metal door seemed to loom forbodingly.
Or maybe that was just her imagination, played up by her anxiety for what the night might hold. She didn't trust that fat-assed skank Leah at all, and Perlah, well...
She knew that her cold dismissal and judgment of her assistant had been harsh, especially since, as Leah had pointed out, she herself hadn't exactly been immune to Zane's charms.
But her hypocrisy was beside the point. Claire reacted the way she had because she had discovered someone she knew and respected wasn't who she thought she was. Her friend, who she had trusted, had betrayed her by hooking up with the man Claire hated most. Claire giving in to Zane's seduction didn't change that.
So, in other words, Claire wasn't feeling particularly apologetic as she rang the buzzer to be let into the house. But she was worried about what Perlah might demand from her. She had seen hurt and lust burning in her assistant's eyes the other day in her office, and she knew that those could be a potent combination.
After a silent minute of waiting, the latch of the gate thunked, and Perlah herself swung it open, wearing one of the skimpy robes that Zane reserved for his female costars.
She looked a lot more controlled tonight than she had in the office the other day, but no less smug. "Welcome," she said with a wide grin. "So glad you could make it, Boss. We have a lot of fun stuff planned for tonight." She moved to the side to let Claire in, her eyes scanning hungrily up and down Claire's body as she went.
A strange sizzle of lust flared in Claire's lower belly at her assistant's obviously sexual appraisal, and it gave her pause. Maybe this was more dangerous than she thought. Perlah planned to sexually humiliate her on camera. That wasn't something that should turn her on, yet it did. Maybe letting this go further could awaken something in her that was best left sleeping. That slight prickle of fear. made her turn to Perlah and say cautiously, "Perlah... do we really have to do this? I mean, maybe this whole fucked up Zane situation has strained things between us, but I'd like to think we're still friends. Let's not do something that could ruin that."
It was far more vulnerable and humble a request than Claire was usually willing to give, and Perlah knew her well enough to recognize that. For a second, she seemed taken aback and thoughtful, the vengeful gleam in her eyes disappearing.
"Ok... you know what?" said the lovely young Asian cautiously, crossing her arms tightly over her chest, "I can appreciate what you're saying. If you humbly and sincerely apologise to me right here and now, and admit that we are both the same, equally bad for how we gave in to Z, then I will accept your apology. Leah is going to be pissed, but your "filmed apology" will be just that, verbally saying you're sorry."
Claire grimaced. It would be so easy. Just open her mouth and say some bullshit about how she and Perlah were both sluts because they both gave in to Zane. Then she could bypass this entire humiliating ordeal.
But she couldn't. They weren't equal. Claire had given in after a month and a half of concentrated effort on Zane's part, using every trick and strategy he could muster. Perlah had apparently fucked him after two brief meetings. Claire's pride wouldn't allow her to put them both on the same level. And, even though she knew this way of thinking was kind of shitty, the fact remained that Claire was the boss and Perlah was her underling. Part of her refused to humble herself in front of an employee when she had worked so hard for her position of respect.
"I'm sorry that you felt upset. And I think it's true that we both made mistakes," attempted Claire.
She could tell that her non-apology hadn't landed. The spark of annoyance leapt back into Perlah's eyes as she turned toward the house, forcing Claire to trail after her. "I guess we'll have to do this the hard way then."
Claire rolled her eyes and followed, fresh arousal welling between her legs as she realized that this was about to happen after all. As she entered the porn set house for the second time, Claire saw Leah sitting at the kitchen island, swirling a glass of wine while reading from a notepad.
She was also wearing some of the sluttiest lingerie that Claire had ever laid eyes on. The skyblue thong that she had on was pulled into a tight wedgie between her luscious cheeks, offering Claire a breathtaking view from behind of her thick, juicy butt, adorned with the initials of the man who had conquered her.
Those bold black letters were almost more arousing than Leah's fantastic ass in itself. They showed an utter, humiliating submission to a man who wasn't her husband, far beyond anything Claire and Perlah had done. Claire might quibble over who was sluttier between her and Perlah, but neither of them even approached the bottom-heavy blonde sipping wine at the counter.
Leah looked over her shoulder, obviously caught Claire staring at her ass, and waved her over with a laugh. "Enjoying the view, Claire Bear?" She asked with a mocking twinkle in her eye, wiggling her butt a little on the stool for emphasis.
"Don't call me that," muttered Claire irritably, trying to cover her flustered arousal by crossing her arms tightly and frowning.
"There's no shame in enjoying yourself tonight, you know," said Leah warmly, swiveling on the stool to face her and revealing the pale blue lace hugging her firm breasts tightly. "It's just us girls. You can cut loose and really let your submissive slut flag fly with no judgment."
Claire very much doubted that was the case. In fact, she suspected that making her feel bad about her slutty behavior was a major purpose of this meeting. Refusing to let her guard down, she asked stiffly, "So when are we going to do this? I want to get iy over with. My husband is waiting for me."
For some reason, that made a flash of annoyance cross Leah's features. "Oh, so now you're worried about Danny Boy?" She mused with a sharp look in her eyes. "Interesting. Well, if you're that eager to start, head up to the bedroom. We've laid your clothes out on the bed. Call down when you're ready, and we can get started."
"Clothes?" asked Claire, then she shook her head ruefully. Of course. She should have known that it wouldn't be as easy as wearing whatever she wanted. The reason that Leah had said that her outfit didn't matter was that she always planned on dressing Claire herself.
"Don't worry," said Perlah with a smirk. "You won't be wearing them for long. Now scoot!" She aimed a demeaning little swat at Claire's plump ass that made her yelp in surprise. Claire turned to her assistant, ready to cut her down to size, but was taken aback by the look in Perlah's eyes. All she saw there was brazen, dominant command. Perlah was absolutely certain that Claire wasn't her boss tonight... tonight, at least from the sassy young Asian's point of view, Claire was just her plaything.
Claire's anger deflated as she realized that Perlah was absolutely correct. She had no power here tonight. She would just have to get used to that and try to get through this quickly with as much of her dignity intact as possible. With a halfhearted grumble of protest, Claire turned and made her way toward the stairs, feeling the eyes of the two other women following her as she went.
The hallway upstairs had been burned into her brain from the events of the last time she visited the house, and she found her way to the bedroom with no issue.
The issues came when she saw the outfit laid out on the bed. Her face immediately flushed red in a combination of arousal and anger. So this was how they wanted her to look while they humiliated her on camera. The idea made Claire feel like she had swallowed a red-hot coal, lighting up her insides with lust and frustration.
It was a good thing that no one else would see this... Oh God, except for Zane, of course. The idea of Zane seeing her in this ridiculous outfit just made the heat growing between Claire's legs roar higher.
She had no choice. Claire began unbuttoning her blouse and preparing to don the humiliating ensemble that the two sluts downstairs had left for her.
It was only when she moved the flimsy top on the bed that she found the surprise they had left underneath it. She stared down in horror as it finally dawned on her exactly how bad this evening could go.
"They have got to be joking," she said to herself in a quiet voice, trying to convince herself that Perlah and Leah couldn't possibly go THAT far.
...
Zane took another long, slow, cool sip of his cocktail as he went over the subscriber numbers from the following week. Business was... plateauing. Probably inevitable now that he was so focused on his latest conquest. Things would pick up again once he was able to convince Claire to let him release her training log. That one would be one for the ages.
Speaking of which... it had been a few days since Claire had contacted him. She was likely to be stewing in her own repressed longing for his cock by now. Maybe it was time to throw out a little bait and draw her back in.
Just as he thought that, a message popped up on his phone. But not from Claire. Leah had just sent him a message.
[Hey, Master. Just had a fun night in with the girls. Thought you might want to see..."
Zane frowned down at his phone. He had no idea what Leah might mean... but she was a woman with a dirty mind and a filthy mean streak, and Zane had to admit that he was intrigued. A second later, a link popped up, which led to some sort of streaming site.
Zane leaned back in his chair, finished off the rest of his drink, shrugged, and stabbed a fat finger at the play button in the center of the screen. If Leah thought he would find the video interesting, he probably would. Maybe it would even be something he could market on the site to drum up a little more interest before Claire was ready for her debut.
The view from a handheld camera traveled down the familiar hallway of the porn set toward the bedroom door. A hand that Zane recognized as Leah's rose to push the bedroom door gently open, revealing...
Zane leaned forward, his eyes widening as he saw Claire dressed in a slutty parody of business-wear. A figure-hugging little vest tightly encased her chest, but swooped down beneath her breasts, leaving them covered only by a thin, sheer white blouse that showed the color and shape of her nipples clearly. The dark skirt matched the color of the vest, but didn't even come down far enough to hide the tops of her lacy stockings, even showing a peek of her garter straps. The look was completed by tall platform heels and cosmetic glasses, which made the intended effect a little clearer: someone had dressed Claire up as a slutty secretary.
More importantly, Claire had agreed to it. Zane set his empty drink down and focused completely on the video as Leah began talking. His cock began stirring between his legs.
...
Leah could practically smell the humiliated arousal coming off poor little Claire as she entered the bedroom. The curvy woman looked like a perfect slutty picture: a ditzy secretary willing to do anything for her boss. A pointed mockery of Claire's pride in running her own successful business. Claire's face was already pink, and her thick thighs rubbed together in subtle shifting motions beneath the inadequate skirt.
Well... if Claire thinks this is embarrassing, just wait until she sees what Perlah has in store for her.
"Well, are you happy?" asked Claire defensively, crossing her arms over her chest to hide the obvious pink nipples of her stiff nipples between the sheer blouse. "You made me look like some kind of fucking porn star. Congratulations."
Leah shook her head with a smirk. So the little wildcat still had some fire in her, despite her situation. Leah would need to prime her a little before she was ready for the main event downstairs. Break her spirit.
Luckily, that sounded like a fun task.
She silently circled the embarrassed woman fidgeting in the middle of the bedroom floor, slowly panning up and down her juicy body put on full display by the porny outfit they had chosen for her. The view from behind was almost as enticing as from the front. The tiny skirt wasn't quite big enough to cover Claire's bubble butt, letting the lower curve of her incredible ass peek out from beneath the bottom hem, above the tops of her lacy stockings.
Claire grew visibly less comfortable and hornier as Leah circled her, shifting on her feet and clearing her throat as the silent appraisal continued, her face flushing a deeper red. She was sort of adorable, really. Poor Claire was used to head-on confrontation, but silently leering at her assets got her all flustered.
Finally, Leah stopped again in front of Claire and made her move.
"Why... yes, honey, I am pretty happy," said Leah in a low, confident voice. 'Aren't you? You look divine." Leah knew that right now was a delicate moment. Claire had just been introduced to the pleasures of submission by Zane recently, and she would resist submission to anyone else... especially a woman she looked down on. She needed to take that embarrassed arousal that Claire was feeling right now and really exploit it to the fullest.
"You missed your calling as a secretary. And as for a porn star... well, I don't know what else you would call a woman about to film the kinds of things you are, Claire Bear," purred Leah, approaching slowly, rolling her hips as she went.
"Sh-shut up," said Claire in a wobbly voice. 'Don't call me that." Her eyes darted down Leah's body, taking in the skimpy powerblue thong and lacy bra. Leah could do her job just as easily tonight in casual clothes, but she had chosen to give Claire a peerpshop for a reason. Leah had suspected that Claire had a thing for girls ever since the night at the porn set, when she couldn't tear her eyes away from Leah and Perlah's lesbian scene. Now all she had to do was take that lesbian attraction and weld it to the new submissive instincts that Zane had been nurturing.
"I'll call you whatever I want," said Leah in a low, dangerous voice, reaching down to run a gentle finger along the edge of Claire's lacy stockings. "You need to face facts, sweetie. Right now you aren't Claire Harrison, powerful businesswoman. You're Claire Bear, the slutty little plaything. The sooner you get into that headspace, the easier it's going to be for all of us.
Leah was gratified by Claire's response. Her breath hitched a little, and goosebumps rose over her creamy skin. She pressed her thick thighs together tightly at the feel of Leah's touch... perhaps imagining how that touch might feel somewhere else. She was clearly falling deeper and deeper into a submissive haze... but her words were still defiant, at least for now.
"I don't have to do anything for you, Leah... The deal was that I apologize to Perlah. Leave me alone."
The words may have been firm, but her tone wasn't... and her body language had almost the opposite effect. Her arms were clutching her chest rather than shielding it now, and her hips and thighs were doing a little wiggle, which could only mean poorly suppressed arousal.
Leah let out a rich chuckle. "You say that, Claire Bear... But you want to submit even if you don't have to. Isn't that right?" Her finger slowly traced to Claire's inner thigh, then Leah ran just her fingernail up that soft flesh, toward the wet, hot junction between Claire's thighs. "Doesn't your body crave to give in? To submit?"
"No... I don't... I don't feel that way about..." gulped Claire, closing her eyes and shaking her head even as her thighs spread, anticipating Leah's touch.
Leah's heart pounded a quick, powerful rhythm in her chest, her body pulsing with dirty heat. God, it felt good to be in control for once. It was obviously incredible to let go and let her master take the reins, but she could tell why Zane enjoyed being dominant. She was getting the same feeling from bossing Claire around that she did when she teased her husband. The power was intoxicating.


"About women?" asked Leah with a smirk. "I just don't think that's true, sweetheart. I think your whole body is begging you to give in and experience something forbidden. I think that juicy little cunt is all hot and wet at the thought of serving your cute assistant in your new slutty outfit."
"I...I..." stuttered Claire, her brain overloaded by conflicting defiance and pleasure.
"Let's put my guess to the test, shall we?"
Despite her protests, Claire did nothing to stop Leah or move away as her finger moved all the way up, nestling against her hot, wet...
Panties?
"Someone has been a naughty girl," said Leah with a raised eyebrow, rubbing her finger up and down Claire's lips above the silky, soaking wet panties. "I don't remember us including any panties in the uniform we gave you tonight."
"I couldn't..." Claire paused to take a shuddering breath, her hips grinding downward subtly into Leah's fingers, "I couldn't wear a skirt this short with nothing underneath. I'm not..." Her eyes focused for a second, meeting Leah's in a green blaze that still held a spark of defiance. "I'm not a slut like you."
Leah kept a short leash of the little surge of anger that rose inside her. Being the dominant one meant being cool and in control. Let Claire stomp her feet and have her little tantrums. She had to learn that a sharp tongue wouldn't let her get her way in bed. Whether it was with Zane, Leah, or anyone else, Claire's destiny was to be a pathetic, horny sub. Zane had already declared that he would make it happen. Claire stalked across the room to one of the tripods that was set up for their regular shoots and locked her phone into it, pointed at Claire. It was time to capture some truly worthwhile footage.
"Maybe not," said Leah lightly. "But tonight, you will be. Take off those panties. You won't be needing them when you apologize." Leah's voice was firm and demanding, not allowing any argument. Claire glared at her for just a second... then broke eye contact, biting her lip.
Leah could see she had won. She watched, crossing her arms and cocky her hips while Claire awkwardly reached up beneath the tight skirt, tugging down the silk panties she had come with. She had to momentarily unclip her garter belt to slide them down further. The whole time Leah watched her with a smug smirk of amusement.
By the time Claire stepped out of the silky panties, she was clearly mortified, and even more turned on than before.
It seemed like a good opportunity to push her a little further.
"Give them to me," demanded Leah, holding her hand out demandingly. "Clearly you can't be trusted with them, naughty girl."
Claire scowled at the belittling language, but she was already slipping a little further under the spell that the slutty clothes and Leah's demanding tone were casting. "Fine, if you want them so bad," she muttered, looking away as she dropped the panties into Leah's outstretched hand.
Leah raised them to her nose, taking a deep, performative sniff of the musky, wild scent of Claire's arousal.
Claire's lip curled up in a sneer of embarrassed disgust. "Ugh... you're all perverts," she said with flaming red cheeks. "You, Zane, Perlah... all of you."
Leah surged forward. This time, she didn't take the time to subtly tease Claire. Her hand slid up confidently between the taller woman's thick thighs, slipping her middle finger between the dripping lips of Claire's pussy in one smooth motion.
"Perverts?" she asked forcefully, over Claire's shocked gasp. "Is that so? Well, what does that make you? You're standing here in a slutty little outfit, bitching and moaning about how unfair this all is." Leah's finger slid deep into Claire's pussy, feeling its hot, velvety depths press tight around the invading digit, drenching it in the slickness of her submissive arousal. "But your tight married cunt tells a different story," said Leah smugly, pressing her body up against Claire's... flesh pressing against soft flesh as she began pulsing her finger in and out of the shocked, wide-eyed bombshell. "Based on how horny you are, I think you might be a little perverted too, miss wet and wild and eager."
Claire's hand fell to Leah's wrist, almost as if she wanted to push Leah's hand away... but instead of acting, they just rested there, holding on weakly as Leah's finger pumped in and out of her. "MmmmMMm Fuck!" panted Claire, staring at Leah with an expression of shock melting into lust, "What the fuck do you think you're...?"
Leah rolled her eyes and lifted her free hand with the panties she had just been handed, stuffing them into Claire's mouth midsentence. "Jesus Christ, woman, shut the fuck up," she said with a laugh, her finger making sloppy sounds between Claire's legs as it thrust in and out of her pussy. "I have no idea how Master can even stan that incessant motormouth. Now shut that trap and hump my fucking hand like a good little secretary."
Claire's eyes locked with Leah's. Wild and green, with fury and submissive arousal warring in them. For a second, Leah could feel Claire's tongue working against the panties pressed into her mouth, the cloth bulging against her palm. Claire's hands tightened on her wrist.
"Hey!" barked Leah, pressing her finger as deep as it would go into Claire's fluttering pussy, "I said... hump my fucking hand like the bitch you are."
Her sudden, rough, forceful tone clearly shocked Claire. She looked stunned for a second, and Leah could tell that she was on the knife's edge between rebellion and submission once again. Leah pressed her luck, increasing the speed of her finger as it fucked Claire's juicy cunt. Claire's eyes hazed over, and with a little whimper, she closed them. Her hands once again felt weak as they grasped at Leah's wrist, almost holding her close now instead of pushing her away.
And, best of all, Claire's hips began making needy little motions, grinding against the hand between her thighs, submissively accepting Leah's dominant affections.
"That's right," gloated Leah, feeling a savage flare of lust rise as Claire's defiance crumbled, her hot wet cunt beginning to grind eagerly into her finger. "Doesn't it feel good to submit? To be who you really are?"
She rocked her hand slowly, rubbing the heel of her hand against Claire's clit as her finger continued to fuck her with slow, pumping thrusts, meeting the liquid movements of her hips. "Zane saw it inside you, Claire. He didn't make you a submissive slut. He just uncovered what was beneath the surface. That's why this feels so good. That's why you want to do what I say."
Claire kept her eyes closed, little muffled moans sneaking their way past the cloth of her panties and the fingers still clamped over her mouth as she lost herself completely in the pleasure of the moment. Leah glanced over the camera, giving it a little wink. She knew that this had to be a red-hot image: Claire on her feet in the ridiculous porny outfit, her hips grinding and humping as Leah stuffed her hand up her tiny skirt.
Claire was clearly winding up for an orgasm. The outfit and Leah's dominant teasing had primed her perfectly, and Leah's relentless fingerfucking was rapidly driving her to the edge of climax.
But this was still just the appetiser. Claire still had to accomplish her main task of apologising to Perlah. Leah couldn't in good conscience let her cum just yet. What if she wasn't as submissive after she got her rocks off? So, just as she felt Claire's humping hip motions reaching a desperate speed and her pussy clenching hungrily around her middle finger... Leah withdrew, smoothly pulling her hand away just in time to deny Claire the release she so desperately craved.
"Ahhwf! Gwhg fuh whlf!" whimpered Claire incoherently, reaching out needily toward Leah, all dignity forgotten for the moment.
"Consider that a little lesson about how to follow orders. I'll forgive you this time for wearing panties when you were supposed to go without, but you had better not test Perlah's patience like you did mine."
Leah reached up and plucked the damp panties from Claire's mouth, which allowed her to whine, "Leah, please, you can't just leave me hanging like that! I'm so fucking close!"
Leah pushed forward, getting right in Claire's face as she whispered, "Good. I want you fucking close, Claire Bear. I want you right on the edge of orgasm when we go downstairs to meet your pretty little assistant. Because don't forget... I'm not the only one you'll be submitting to tonight."
Claire looked taken aback, and then it finally seemed to dawn on her what she had been doing, and how pathetic she must have looked on film. She gave the camera a quick glance, her blush deepening again, and muttered. "Right, so why are we up here messing around? Let's get this over with."
"Ooooh, so eager for the main event!" said Leah with a giggle. "Well, don't you worry, Claire Bear. I was just thinking the same thing. But before that... There's one other dress code problem we have to address."
Claire gulped, her eyes flashing back toward the bed behind her. So... she hadn't missed it. Claire had left her last accessory out on purpose. Well, Leah had to admit that she didn't really blame her. It was by far the most humiliating piece of the entire ensemble. But wearing was even more important than going without panties, and Leah couldn't just ignore it.
"I... I thought maybe it was some sort of joke," said Claire in a hushed tone. It was clear from the anxious look on her blushing face that she was reconsidering that thought. Based on Leah's attitude, it was obvious that she had been absolutely serious.
Leah didn't even bother responding, simply walking past Claire toward the bed and treating the curvy slut to another look at her plush rump, proudly carrying the initials of her master. She bent over a little further than was strictly necessary, wiggling her fat cheeks as she bent low to the bed...
And picked up the studded leather collar and matching leash they had left there for the hapless, horny brunette.
Claire's hand went to her slim throat as Leah turned and walked toward her, twirling the collar on one finger.
"Come on, Claire Bear. Let's get you ready to meet your boss for the evening."
...
Zane let out a breath and adjusted the now raging bulge in his pants as he paused the video momentarily.
What the fuck was Leah thinking?
He knew that Leah had a cruel streak. Even a dominant streak, despite her enthusiastic submission to him. He had seen it come out plenty of times before with her husband. The few times they had scheduled a good old-fashioned in-person cuckolding session, Leah had really let her inner bitch out of her cage.
But she had never shown this sort of interest in participating directly in the domination of one of his conquests. Zane wasn't sure how he felt about it. He liked to keep his stable of sluts firmly under his control, and allowing this sort of powerful struggle between a current and future member felt... risky in some way he couldn't fully define.
But even if Zane felt a little conflicted about Leah's little side-project, his cock's reaction was unambiguous. It throbbed with pure, concentrated lust.
He pursed his lips, then shrugged and unzipped his pants. Whatever Leah had done with Claire, it was already over. He might have to teach her a lesson about the chain of sexual command, but for now, there was no harm in enjoying the slutty little show she had prepared for him. He took his cock in hand as he stabbed a fat finger at the play button again.
The video faded up to a view of the stairs, and a second later, two women walked down, both scantily clad and visibly horny.
...
Claire felt the leather collar pull tight around her throat as she wobbled down the stairs on the massive heels the two vindictive bitches forced her to wear. It wasn't tight enough to give her trouble breathing, but Leah wasn't acting like the humiliating combination of leash and collar was just for show. She was holding it taut, leading Claire forward to the humiliation waiting for her downstairs.
The leash and collar, the shameful costume, and Leah's entire swaggering, gloating attitude were demeaning and infuriating for a woman who prided herself on her intelligence and independence.
So why the fuck is it turning me on this much?
As much as Claire wanted to deny it, the truth was as plain as the shine on her upper thighs. Her whole body thrilled with twisted arousal, hot, liquid lust swirling in her belly and pounding against her skin with every heartbeat. Claire insisted furiously to herself that she shouldn't be feeling this way. Nobody should be able to mock her and push her around sexually, and if anyone could, it should only be the twisted, well-hung genius who seduced her in the first place.
But against all logic, all it had taken was a confident tone and a nominal amount of physical dominance, and Claire had been whining, humping, leaking putty in the blonde fatass's hands. It was a startling revelation about herself that Claire had no time to come to grips with. Not when Leah was pulling her forward to her next humiliation.
Finally, they reached the bottom of the stairs and reached the living room, giving Claire a view of exactly what was awaiting her. Her stomach dropped, then filled with burning butterflies as she saw Perlah.
Her normally cute assistant sat stiff and regal on the couch facing the stairs, dressed all in black leather. A tight corset gave her slim body more dramatic curves than usual, and she wore knee-length boots and elbow-length gloves, both in shiny, liquid-looking latex. Her lovely raven hair was swept straight back behind her, shining and pin-straight, and she had added some dramatic dark eye makeup while Leah had kept Claire busy upstairs.
But the hair and makeup and even the clothes weren't what drew Claire's eye the most. The most important part of Perlah's outfit was the long strap-on dildo jutting up from between her slim, toned thighs, standing proud and obscene, with one of Perlah's hands lightly stroking up and down its length as she watched her boss descend the stairs, collared, leashed, and ready to submit to her.
They paused at the bottom of the stairs, and Leah leaned in close to Claire's ear, whispering, "Time for the main event. I was just the warmup. She's your real mistress tonight. Go to her. Offer yourself to her." Leah suddenly held the leash up to Claire's face. For a second, Claire had no idea what Leah even wanted her to do... then, with a fresh flush of shame, Claire took the stiff leather of the leash between her teeth and turned her focus to the young leather-clad woman across the room.
Perlah was staring her dead in the eyes, stroking the rubber cock between her legs, her face a picture of horny concentration. Despite her recent experience with Leah, Claire was still skeptical that the petite Asian would be able to dominate her. It just wasn't how their relationship worked. Claire called the shots and acted as a mentor, and Perlah did as she was told. It was why Claire wasn't able to take the insistence that she and Perlah were the same seriously. They weren't the same. One day, Perlah might reach her level, but right now, as arrogant as it might be to say, Claire was simply a superior woman to her assistant.
Either way, it was time to get this farce over with. She rolled her eyes and took a step towards Perlah.
"Stop." The word was cold and confident, stopping Claire in her tracks as it dropped from Perlah's pouty lips. Claire flushed as she realized she had instinctively obeyed a firm command, even though it was Perlah who was saying it. Leah's teasing penetration and dominant priming upstairs had clearly messed with her head. But she had little time to think about it. Perlah was already pointing downward with one shiny gloved finger while her other hand continued to flow up and down the dildo at her waist.
"Kneel. Crawl to me."
This command was even more unacceptable. Claire wanted to tell Perlah that she was being ridiculous, but the Leash between her teeth effectively gagged her and kept her silent. She stewed for a second in prickly indecision, considering refusing the demeaning command...
But in the end, she decided it wasn't worth it. If she balked at this, it would only drag out the process of the obscene apology, instead of finishing it as soon as possible.
And so, painfully conscious of the multiple cameras set up and filming around the room, Claire sank to her knees. Her breasts hung softly beneath her, pressing against the sheer fabric of the blouse. As she began to crawl, the tight constricting skirt made her hips wiggle dramatically, and based on the cool feeling of air on her hot, throbbing pussy, she was certain that some of the cameras would be capturing gratuitous up-skirt angles of her dripping cunt.
Claire approached Perlah on her hands and knees, her own leash held in her mouth. She tried to tell herself she wasn't really submitting. She was doing this because it was the quickest and easiest way to make sure Leah and Perlah weren't an ongoing problem.
I'm not doing this because it feels good to look up into Perlah's dark, wicked eyes while she strokes her strap-on.
I'm not doing this because being dominated makes my pussy tingle.
I'm not like that.
I'm not...
Perlah reached down and seized the leash, taking control. "So... are you ready to apologize?" She asked in a husky voice, loud enough for the cameras to pick it up.
Claire reminded herself once again that, no matter how humiliating and even, yes, arousing it was to be beneath a beautiful young woman, she was the one who was in charge in the long run. She cleared her throat, ready to say the words that Perlah wanted to hear. She was under no illusion that she would be let off the hook at this point, even if she made the humblest apology of all time, so she didn't bother to debase herself too much.
"I'm sorry for being rude to you, Perlah," she said bluntly, staring up into Perlah's eyes with what she hoped appeared to be calm confidence.
Perlah giggled... then gathered the leash, wrapping it around her fist and pulling Leah closer... closer... until the smooth shiny surface of the black dildo pressed against her face: a physical sign of her power and control in this situation. "First of all, Claire Bear," purred Perlah, clearly relishing the use of the annoying nickname, "I want you to call me Boss tonight. That's why we got you those cute new clothes. Tonight, you work for me. A nice little role reversal to get you in the proper apologetic mindset."
Claire's breath caught in her throat, hot and wet, as Perlah slid her hips forward, rubbing the dildo across her cheek. "And secondly," continued the smirking Asian beauty, "That has to be one of the worst apologies that I have ever fucking heard. I want you to try again. Make me believe it."
Claire's belly twisted with humiliation and reluctant arousal. Her nipples throbbed, painfully stiff beneath the tight blouse containing them. Her pussy clenched around nothing beneath her embarrassingly short skirt as the dildo continued rubbing obnoxiously all over her face. Perlah was taking this too fucking far. I should really just tell her off and break the stupid charade that I'm actually submitting to her.
But, instead, Claire opened her mouth and said in a raspy voice, 'I'm sorry.... B-Boss. I'm sorry I said you were a slut. It wasn't... It wasn't f-fair of me." She wasn't sure why she was going along with this, but for some reason, it just felt right to give in.
As she talked, Perlah scooted her hips backwards and applied downward pressure on the dildo resting against Claire's face, dragging it across her cheek until its bulbous, realistic tip pressed against Claire's lips. "That's a good girl. Better," said Perlah in a gloating tone. "But I still think we can bring a real, humble apology from you. Why don't you suck your boss's cock while you think of how you phrase that better?"


She didn't wait for Claire to choose one way or the other. Without giving Claire any time to think, Perlah pressed forward, sliding the rubber cock between Claire's lips and invading her mouth with the symbolic instrument of dominance. She pulled the leash even tighter, sinking Claire's mouth further down the shiny black shaft, pressing it against her tongue.
Claire found herself instinctively swirling her tongue around the fake cock in her mouth, wetting it with her spit as her upturned eyes searched Perlah's face for approval. She looked inside herself for all the superiority and confidence she had felt a minute ago as she sucked the thick dildo like she could actually make it cum, but now all she found was weak, willing submission.
It was hard to be defiant when you were on your knees sucking cock. Zane had taught her that, and now Perlah was teaching her that it was true with any cock, even a rubber one. Despite how much the idea humiliated her, Claire did feel dominated by her younger assistant.
And a part of her wanted more.
Perlah pulled the leash cruelly tight, pulling Claire even closer as she pushed the dildo deeper, bumping it against the back of her submissive little secretary's throat.
"Not so high and mighty now, are you?" she hissed. "Not looking down on me anymore. Apologize again. Tell me how sorry you are, you pathetic submissive slut."
Claire stared up at Perlah in incomprehension. How can I say anything at all when she...? Then it hit her. Of course it would be impossible to say anything. That was exactly the point.
Her attempted apology was just a series of wet choking noises as Perlah stuffed the strap-on into her mouth again and again.
"You weren't friends with me." Claire could hear the raw emotion sneaking through Perlah's performative dominance. Apparently, her cold, dismissive attitude toward Perlah these past few days had really touched a nerve. "You just thought I was an obedient little assistant you could order around. Well... you aren't looking down at me anymore."
Perlah's eyes blazed with triumph and arousal as she pressed the dildo forward with a slow, steady thrust of her hips, pulling Claire's leash toward her from the other direction. "Now you're looking up at me. Serving on your knees. Come on now, Claire Bear. Be a good employee and take every inch."
Claire breathed heavily through her nose. Her body felt like it was on fire. Perlah's gloating words rubbed like sandpaper on her soul... but also made her throbbing pussy leak with the taboo pleasure of submission. Perlah's rubber cock pressed hard against her throat, thick and strong and insistent. And then, with a little whimper, Claire let her in. She opened herself and let Perlah take her slutty throat.
It was the first time she had ever been deep-throated. She had certainly never allowed Dan to do something that demeaning, and even Zane hadn't gone that far. Instead, her assistant was the one looking down with a smug smirk as her dildo made Claire's tight, married throat bulge.
"Now that's an apology that I might be able to accept,' said Perlah, and began to move, pulsing her thick dildo in and out of Claire's throat. You would think by the eager humping of her hips and the expression of glee on her face that Perlah could feel the hot, wet throat around her dick, but just the exhilarating feeling of dominance must have been stimulating enough for her. Claire herself was heating up further. Her body pulsing and roared with dark, twisted arousal. She was losing herself in a tidal wave of sensation as her bratty assistant relentlessly owned her mouth.
Perlah's pace increased, and Claire's hand snuck shamefully between her thighs and up beneath her skirt to play with her pussy, augmenting and intensifying the powerful sensation of Perlah's thrusts. Both women made little grunts and sighs, both getting wound up further and further by the twisted moment of revenge and bonding, until finally Perlah stopped, breathing hard, and allowed Claire to retreat, panting and drooling as the long dildo popped free of her mouth.
Fuck... Claire had been so close once again, but Perlah had stopped at the last second. Her body cried out for satisfaction. She would do almost anything at this point.
Perlah leaned back on the couch, smirking down at Claire and patting one toned thigh. Her black dildo, now shiny with Claire's saliva, wobbled obscenely.
"Come on up here, Claire Bear," she said eagerly, tugging on the leash. "You've apologized with your mouth, but you didn't think I was going to let you get away without apologizing with that sweet little pussy, did you?"
Perlah was really shocking Claire tonight. Perlah had always been a little... cheeky, but a month with Zane had apparently transformed her into a filthy, dirty-mouthed slut. In other circumstances, it may have turned Claire off, but right now, Perlah's arrogant command sounded like music to her ears.
"Yes, boss," said Claire meekly in a voice that had been roughened by Perlah's dominant thrusts. She rose on shaky legs and planted one knee on either side of her slimmer, smaller assistant on the couch, then reached beneath her to position the strap on, biting her lip as its head, slick and warm from her throat, teased at her entrance.
Perlah stared up at her with stars in her eyes, losing a bit of her dominant edge as she gave in to sheer arousal. Even though she was focused on getting revenge for Claire's snobby attitude, it was hard not to be aroused when a bombshell like Claire stuck her big, soft tits in your face as she prepared to ride your lap.
Claire pressed down until just the tip sank into her throbbing pussy, then locked eyes with Perlah beneath her. Some instinct told her that she needed to wait for Perlah's permission. She had accepted on some deeper level that, at least for the moment, her assistant was truly her boss. Perlah had gotten a hold of herself once again, and her eyes were brimming with steely, dominant lust as she stared up at Claire, the tip of her strap-on inserted, ready to claim her in a way neither of them had ever dreamed was possible.
"Ride me," hissed Perlah, her sinking into Claire's wide hips and pulling her downward, plunging the well-lubed dildo deep into her cheating cunt, 'Fuck yourself on my cock and show me how much of a slut you really are."
Claire obeyed, her hips descending until her bubble butt pressed down into Perlah's thighs. Then she rose again, the lips of her pussy gripping and draggingly greedily up the length of the dildo. It was almost a shame that Perlah wouldn't be able to feel this, because as Claire settled into a steady pumping rhythm, she was pretty sure that even a stallion like Zane wouldn't be able to resist the intense cowgirl riding for long.
...
Claire watched with a big smirk on her face as Claire crumbled completely. Her shapely ass slapping down against Perlah's slim thighs again and again, her tiny skirt now bunched up around her waist, showing everything. She impaled herself on Perlah's thick black dildo, tits bouncing and swaying wildly with her dramatic circular hip motions. Low sultry moans began to pour from her throat as she completely surrendered to her submissive punishment.
Perlah was enjoying herself as well, her dainty hands reaching back to maul and grope Claire's bouncing ass. As Leah watched with glee, she disengaged one hand to reach up and tear open the thin material of the slutty blouse, sending buttons clattering to the floor. Then the bratty little assistant seized one of Claire's bouncing nipples between her teeth, sending fresh moans of submissive pleasure pouring through the room.
Both women were in their own world, completely forgetting the cameras existed. Completely forgetting that Leah existed.
Which was too bad for Claire, because it had given Leah enough time to run upstairs and grab Claire's phone. It was locked with a pin, of course, but Claire had shared that info with her trusted assistant. Perlah had told it to Leah during the planning process just in case an opportunity like this came up. It took only a second for Leah to unlock the phone and move to Claire's contacts.
This was probably taking things too far, but it had rubbed Leah the wrong way when Claire brought up Dan waiting at home for her earlier. When Leah had been seduced by Zane, her husband had been on her mind all the time. True, she had fallen to Zane's charms in the end, just like everyone did, but it had torn her up inside to know what she was doing to her husband. And later, Leah had insisted on bringing Bill into her new life and made a place for him, humiliating though it might be.
Dan, Leah's old friend, seemed almost like an afterthought to Claire. So now it was time to remind her of the ripple effects of becoming a submissive slut for people outside her marriage. There was a significant risk that Dan might find out what was happening... but maybe that wouldn't be the end of the world. It would save Dan a lot of pain, and Leah could innocently protest to Zane that it had been a mistake she made in the heat of a sex game. Zane had made her call her husband while they fucked lots of times, even before Bill knew she was cucking him, so she could plausibly claim she didn't know that kind of call was off-limits.
Claire stalked toward the moaning, bouncing slut on the couch and pressed the call button next to Dan's name, a grim smile on her face.
...
"What the fuck..." said Zane blankly as Leah stepped into frame, holding a phone up to Claire's sweating face.
Ok, this is way waaaay too far. Leah might derail my entire fucking game!
The scene rolled on, and Zane began stroking his cock again, because, after all, it was still fucking hot. But a little flare of annoyance burned inside him as well.
Leah might need to be punished.
...
Claire felt the cool glass of her phone pressed to the side of her head, and was momentarily shocked enough to cut off her moans. Considering what she heard next, she was lucky she wasn't moaning anymore.
"Hey, babe, what's up?" asked Cameron's voice over the line.
Claire's eyes went wide, and her mouth dropped open, momentarily stunned. The sound of her husband's voice clashed with the rest of the situation, scrambling her thoughts and sending them whirling in every direction like dry leaves in a storm. She was half-naked, half-dressed in fetish gear, a thick dildo was buried deep in her pussy, and she was riding the lap of her personal assistant. Her husband simply didn't fit with that in her brain.
"Hello? Is everything ok?" asked Dan's voice with a growing edge of concern.
Claire panicked, feeling a sudden need to reassure her husband so he didn't get suspicious. "It's ummm... everything's fine, babe," she said in a wobbly voice, trying her best to control herself so that Dan wouldn't suspect something was going on.
She cursed herself a second later. She could have just hung up and pretended it was a butt dial. Too late for that now, she had messed it up in her panic.
"Ok," said Dan in a troubled voice. 'So why are you calling? You're usually too busy to even respond to texts during client dinners."
"Oh! Ummm, I just wanted to check in with you, since you've seemed a little down lately. Sorry that I had to take another night for work."
She almost had her voice completely under control now, and her excuse sounded at least half-plausible. She almost thought she had gotten away with it.
Then Perlah started moving.
It began with little teasing thrusts upward, wiggling just enough to stimulate Claire and remind her that the rubber cock was there. Claire had to bite her lip hard as the unexpected sensation almost surprised a sultry moan from her. She glared down at Perlah, but the little minx just grinned back unapologetically as Dan said, "Well... thank you, honey. Yeah, I have been a little down lately. But I understand. You're always working hard for us."
Perlah's thrusts grew more forceful. Deeper. "Y-yeah," said Claire, struggling to control her voice. "Soo harrd." She tried to think of something else that would feel natural to talk about on a call like this. Something that would have Dan doing most of the talking. " Enough about me. What are you up to tonight, baby?" she asked as Perlah's thrusts pushed relentlessly upward into her quivering pussy.
"Oh, you know," said Dan with a nervous laugh, "Just surfing the internet. Keeping busy."
What? Why does he sound guilty? It suddenly hit Claire like a ton of bricks. Her husband was watching porn. While his wife filmed a real-life pornographic scene across town. Maybe he was even watching a video of one of the two women who had dominated her tonight. Jerking off at home while someone else fucked her... the thought was as kinky as it was dark. The sudden erotic thought blended with a massive spike of physical pleasure as Perlah latched onto one of Claire's stiff pink nipples again, lashing it with her tongue as she stared up into Claire's eyes with an insolent twinkle in her eyes.
"Ohhhh, it's... It's good you're having fun, honey!" whimpered Claire, her hips beginning to move on their own against her will, her body chasing the orgasm it so desperately craved. Perlah reached back and gave Claire's plump ass a hard smack. Loud enough that Claire was certain that Dan must have heard it. She clapped her hand over her mouth, just barely stopping a low, animal moan from escaping. She was so close to being caught. So close to her husband finding out what a weak, submissive slut she had become. And somehow, that just made the whole fucked up situation hotter, filling her insides with pure, crackling lust.
"Claire, are you sure everything is ok?" asked Dan suspiciously. "It sounds a little..."
Claire summoned up every ounce of self-control she had to uncover her mouth and quickly say, "I've got to run, Dan. Need to get back to my table. I'll see you later tonight. Love you," in a tight, controlled voice. With shaking hands, she hung up the call and threw her phone to the couch. Then she let out a powerful, throaty moan, draped her arms around Perlah's neck, and increased the speed of her bouncing hips. She would probably have to cook up a good excuse for the weird phone call later, but right now, the only thing she gave a shit about was how fucking good the thick rubber cock felt as it stretched out her clenching pussy.
Perlah raised her face from the vicious nipple sucking and hissed in Claire's ear, powerful and hot, "Apologize. I know you mean it now. Tell me what I want to hear and I'll let you cum."
Claire let out a breathy whine, her hips pumping up and down, her naked tits bouncing in her assistant's face. She still wasn't sure if she meant the words, but she needed Perlah's approval. She needed to fucking cum. And if what it took was humiliating herself, right now, that was a price that was well worth it.
"I'm sooorry!" She wailed. "I'm so sorry for treating you like a slut, B-Boss! Especially when I'm a pathetic, married slut who couldn't resist Zane's cock! Punish me! Teach me how slutty I really am. Make me cum on your big fucking cock!"
"Now that's what I wanted to hear!" crowed Perlah. She reached back to spank Claire's big, bouncing butt again, but this time her hands stayed there, gripping tight and pulling Claire down faster and faster onto her thrusting dildo. "Cum for me. Cum for me, you little slut. Show me what a greedy little submissive you are."
Then her mouth captured one of Claire's nipples once again, nibbling and sucking as she squashed her face deep into Claire's soft, sweaty tits.
Claire's hips pumped up and down, slapping against Perlah's thighs again and again. The bratty Asian's wicked little mouth sent tingling sparks of erotic sensation through her tits, and her pussy milked the rubber cock inside her like it expected a creampie. She felt a powerful orgasm coiling inside her like a snake ready to strike, the tension building and building toward an incredible snap of sexual release. It was deeply humiliating to submit to her assistant this way, but at this point, that only fueled the fire.
Claire moaned out as she fell over the edge into climax, "Oh Godddd! Fuck me! Fuck me, Boss! Prove how much of a fucking slut I ammmmm!" And then she was lost. Seeing stars as the climax crashed into her, making her thick thighs tremble and her words dissolve into sloppy, incoherent moans. Her pussy gripped the dildo with primal hunger, pulsing around it with milking contractions to extract non-existent cum. One hand rose to the back of Perlah's head, pulling her face even harder into Claire's tits as the filthy fire of submissive orgasm flowed through her every nerve.
Her hips continued to swirl and grind as wave after wave hit her, for what seemed like an eternity, although it must have only been a few minutes. Finally, Claire fell still, spent and panting, her straining muscles loosening, feeling weak and hot all over.
Perlah released her nipple with a wide, pleased smile lighting up her face. There was no way that Perlah reached orgasm from penetrating Claire with a strap-on, but she looked blissful and satisfied nonetheless.
She reached up, took both of Claire's cheeks in her hands, and pulled the stunned, embarrassed woman into a tender kiss.
Her voice had lost the bratty, prickly edge it had held all night as she looked Claire in the eye and said, "I forgive you, boss. We're equals now."
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"So... we need to talk about what our actual plan is for resisting Gene," said Eliza heavily as she pulled out of the parking lot of Gene's apartment. She glanced into the rearview mirror to see Kim glaring back at her, her arms wrapped defensively around herself to hide the pornographic schoolgirl outfit Gene had tricked her into wearing. Eliza knew that this was probably a bad time to initiate a conversation with her new Cumbunny sister. After all, Kim had just learned that the man she'd been unconsciously lusting after for a week wasn't "Frank Penn", but in actuality was her older brother's worst enemy. Not only that, Kim had been forced to submit, not just by Gene, but by Eliza as well, drinking Gene's semen straight from her sister-in-law's mouth.
So Eliza could understand if there were some hard feelings now that Kim's fog of lust and hunger had cleared a little, like it always did after a Cumbunny got their fix. But, even if Kim was in a well-deserved bad mood right now, there was no time to waste. Regardless of what had just happened up in Gene's apartment, Eliza and Kim were natural allies now, and they had to get on the same page as soon as possible.
So Elia doggedly continued. "I have a lead," she said grimly, focusing on the road as she flicked on the windshield wipers to combat the rain that was beginning to fall, "but it's stalled a little right now. I found out that another Cumbunny..."
She stopped in confusion as she heard an unexpected noise from the backseat. Laughter. Eliza's eyes flicked to the rearview again, where she saw Kim shaking with hilarity, a bitter grimace of incredulity on her face. "Listen to you," said the petite blonde in a disgusted tone, sneering at Eliza's reflection in the mirror. "You're so far gone you don't even realize it. What do you mean, another Cumbunny? You're using his insulting term for yourself now, huh? God, you're pathetic."
Eliza felt a swell of rage bubble up in her belly. Kim was looking down on her. The woman who'd knelt beneath her not twenty minutes ago, pledging to be Gene's loyal slut, wanted to get all high and mighty about how corrupted Eliza supposedly was. Eliza took a deep breath and focused her eyes back on the road. Kim's upset. A totally natural reaction. I have to take it in stride. As someone who's lived in this situation longer, I need to be the bigger person.
"I'm sorry for what happened back there," said Eliza, restraining her sudden flash of anger. "But right now, Gene has too much power over us for us to defy him directly. We need to find a way to stop him by working together behind his back. All of that stuff in his apartment was an act. A necessary one to keep him happy and in the dark." It was true, but only partially. Even if she had been acting, Eliza still found everything that had happened between her, Kim, and Gene in that apartment to be explosively erotic. That was the issue. It was becoming harder and harder to separate the physical acts from her true feelings as the Cumbunny inside her grew stronger and stronger.
But Kim was in no mood for olive branches. "Who is this 'we' you keep talking about?" she asked sharply, her eyes blazing with rage. "I didn't see any 'we' back in that apartment, Sis. I didn't see any acting either. You might be a two-faced bitch, but you aren't fucking Meryl Streep. How do I know you aren't acting right now?"
Eliza sighed deeply and gripped the steering wheel. She knew that Kim was a little hard-headed, but this was eye-rollingly stupid. "We're both in Gene's crosshairs here," she said, heat creeping into her voice despite herself. "I know you don't like me, Kim, but you have to at least recognise that the enemy of your enemy is your friend!"
"Are you that fat prick's enemy?" asked Kim in a soft, smoldering voice. "Is that what you tell yourself when you bounce on his cock? When you moan his name? When you beg for his cum? I don't need help from someone like you, Eliza. Whatever you've been trying is clearly a failure."
Eliza was struck speechless by the devastating dismissal. She stared out into the rainy darkness, lit up by the streetlights and the beams of her headlights, chilled to the bone. No. Kim doesn't know what she's talking about. I have been fighting back. I've been doing everything I can in an impossible situation. She'll learn. She'll feel a lot less high and mighty once the hunger starts gnawing at her again.
As she stopped at a red light, Eliza turned around to explain this to the aggravating young woman in her back seat, but she was shocked to see that Kim was already opening the car door and stepping out.
"Where are you going?" she snapped, confused out of delivering the planned lecture she had for her sister-in-law.
"I'm going the fuck home," said Kim wearily. "I'm like five minutes away from my apartment."
"I'm driving you there," insisted Eliza, gesturing for Kim to get back in the car. "It's pouring out there, and you're dressed like a..."
Kim was already walking away, her bare feet slapping on the wet pavement as her ridiculous heels dangled from one finger. She was ignoring Eliza as if talking to her just wasn't worth the effort.
Shit, in this sort of mood, she might...
"Don't tell David!" Eliza called desperately after Kim, blurting out her anxiety.
Kim just raised a middle finger as she walked away, disappearing into the darkness of the rainy night.
...
A few days later...
Gene held Eliza's head in a tight grip as he glowered down at his phone. As he watched the screen like a hawk, He plunged his cock into her mouth again and again, plundering her tight, wet throat mercilessly, using her body like a stress relief tool.
Finally, he growled, "What the fuck!" under his breath and tossed the phone away, concentrating fully on the sensations of his Cumbunny's frenzied, submissive blowjob. "Where the fuck is she, Lizzie?" he asked, just like he had last night and the night before, with increasing annoyance. He didn't stop sliding his thick cock into and out of Eliza's throat to give her the chance to answer... but of course, an answer wasn't the point. Gene didn't care about his Cumbunny's opinion on the issue. He was just venting his rage.
For the past few nights, Gene had sent text messages to Kim demanding that she come to his apartment to begin her training in earnest. He had no choice but to text: Kim hadn't been answering his phone calls. It made Eliza nervous. Kim must be feeling intense cravings at this point, three days later, without a drop of her master's cum, but somehow she was still holding out. Eliza had to hand it to her fiery little sister-in-law: she wasn't sure if she would be strong enough for an act of defiance like that.
But Kim's rebellion was beginning to cause problems for Eliza as well. Gene was taking his frustrations out on David at work during the day and on Eliza at night in his apartment. David was once again a ball of stress and frustration after just three days of Gene returning to work, and Eliza had to submit to rough, humiliating sex every night. Luckily, David had been so exhausted that he had been falling asleep early, allowing Eliza to furtively sneak out to meet Gene on a nightly basis without him realizing. But she worried that she wouldn't be able to keep her nightly trips a secret forever. David was bound to wake up in the middle of the night during one of these trysts... it was just a question of when.
More concerning was how much Eliza had been enjoying Gene's aggressive domination. Even now, as the angry man pulled her head down on his spearing cock once again, pressing his heavy balls against her chin and her nose into his pubes, her body ached with desire for him. She throbbed with lust for the man treating her like a sex toy, the submissive Cumbunny inside her melting into a puddle of pleasure every time his thick rod of a cock stretched her lips wide. Her body craved her master's cum. Every nerve tingled, and her pussy pulsed between her legs with a moist, needy heat. She knew that it was dangerous when Gene was this angry, but Kim's bratty defiance was almost worth it for the power she felt coming from her furious, dominant master in every stroke of his cock.
Eliza's head ardently bobbed up and down Gene's powerful shaft, outpacing her master's hand in her enthusiasm. Her mind swam with images of thick, hot, sticky, creamy, salty, gooey, yummy cum. She forgot about Kim and David and all the current stresses of her life as her body became a machine for extracting semen for the moment. Her thick saliva slid down the shaft of Gene's cock, dripping onto his heavy, hanging balls, the source of her favorite treat.
But then, just as Eliza's instincts told her that her master was about to fire a hot, fresh load of heavenly ambrosia down her slutty throat, Gene stopped her, pulling her up off of his cock, dripping, gasping, and red-faced.
"You dosed her like I told you, right, Lizzie?" he asked, his voice dark with suspicion.
Even though looking into his ugly face when he was this angry made Eliza cringe, it also sent her heart racing in her chest, the fire of twisted lust blazing bright deep in her core. The oil had remodeled her subconscious completely: at this point, she was addicted to Gene's dominant power. And he had never looked stronger and crueler than he did right now.
'I did!" gasped Eliza. "I did master. I stirred it right into her pudding and watched her eat every bite!"
Gene stared hard into her eyes for a moment, then stood suddenly. "Get up. Hands against the wall," he barked. Eliza got the distinct impression that her master needed to feel in control now that Kim was defying him, and she was happy to fulfill her master's dominant needs. She scrambled up and planted her hands on the walls of Gene's apartment, spreading her thighs, and arching her back to offer her curvy ass for his inspection.
Gene rested a broad, rough hand on the soft skin of his Cumbunny's ass. Eliza shivered at the touch, goosebumps pebbling her skin, her nipples swinging diamond-hard from her hanging breasts beneath her. There was still a level of her mind that was repelled by Gene's hands touching her intimate places. That shame and disgust had never truly left her, but it was now drowned beneath an ocean of filthy, red-hot desire. It made for a complex tangle of sensations and emotions every time Gene fucked her.
She wondered if the most corrupted Cumbunnies she'd met, Mitsy and Cumslut, still felt the same dislike for their masters at some level, or if eventually that would fade away as well, leaving her a horny bunny eager and more than happy to serve her master. She needed to stop that from happening. And to do that, she needed Kim on her side. Or at least she needed Kim to stop actively sabotaging her...
"I know you fed her the oil," admitted Gene grudgingly. "I saw it in her eyes last week. She's hooked, that's for fucking sure. So why? Why is she still resisting?" His hand rubbed slowly over the curve of Eliza's upturned ass, sending little shivers of pleasure up her spine from his touch. Then his hand slipped lower, teasing up and down her inner thigh, closer and closer to her aching, dripping pussy without ever quite touching it.
"I... I d-don't know master!" whined Eliza desperately, wiggling her hips and arching her back, trying to position her desperate pussy beneath her master's fingers with no success. "She's just a little brat, I think! If you showed up to her work... or, or better yet, her apartment, you know that she wouldn't be able to resist you, master! She would crack in a second!"
Gene's hand withdrew from Eliza's thighs and cracked down onto her plump ass in one smooth motion, leaving a pink handprint on the silky alabaster skin of Eliza's left ass cheek and drawing a shuddering gasp of pain and pleasure from her throat. Her back arched further, a slick trail of arousal tracing its way down her shapely thigh. It hurt, but from her master, even pain made her veins sing with submissive arousal.
"Think for a second, bunny!' growled Gene, his voice crackling with frustration. "I can't just walk up to Kimmy and say, 'Hey! Why aren't you answering my texts?' I would look like a fucking pussy! No. That would be a horrible precedent. She needs to learn that she does what I say, when I say it." Eliza heard the clink of Gene's belt, a sound that sent a Pavlovian thrill of lust down her spine. Gene took his place behind Eliza, sliding his hands up her hips, then gripping them tight. She could feel his hard cock nuzzling against the lips of her pussy, and a little whine of sexual need wormed between her lips. "And you're going to be the one who teaches her that lesson, Lizzie," promised Gene in a hard, dark voice.
He slid his cock forward, entering her, splitting her, completing her. Eliza's fingers clawed against the grubby walls as she panted in slutty delight, her thighs already trembling from the intensity of the sensations. She could remember a time when sex had been pleasant, but more useful as a way to feel close to her husband than as something to completely obsess over.
Gene had changed that. As Eliza felt his cock press into the deepest part of her, stretching her married pussy wide open, she realized that Kim had been right about one thing: she really had fallen a long way. Part of her was Gene's eager slut now. His happy little cumbunny. She stared back into his smirking homely face, biting her lip hard as Gene pushed balls deep, packing her cunt full of his big, thick cock. The only thing she felt in that moment, staring at his ugly anger-reddened face, was helpless lust.
Gene's first thrust pushed her forward into the wall eliciting a squeak of pleased surprise. Gene had no patience for long, teasing strokes tonight, his cock thrust into her with terse, rough, powerful strokes, fucking her hard and fast right from the start.
Eliza's pussy clenched and writhed around the massive cock inside her, her hips slamming backward with equal force to Gene's forward thrusts, matching his brutal pace eagerly. Eliza closed her eyes, focusing completely on the humiliating, yet deeply arousing sensation of getting roughly fucked by her worst enemy. Her tits jolted and bounced beneath her, nipples throbbing and stiff with almost painful arousal as Gene jackhammered into her from behind.
Gene reached forward to pull Eliza upward, gripping her throat from behind with a powerful hand as he continued to fuck her powerfully from behind. Eliza saw stars. Gene had experimented with choking before in missionary position, but it felt much more intense to be held like this. Her body was arched up, pressed tight against her master's hairy bulk as his powerful hand dominated her in an intimate, erotic way. His firm palm on her throat, just tight enough to make it a little hard to breathe, made her feel weak, controlled, submissive... and utterly, completely, mind-blowingly horny. She let out a low, muffled moan, her hips grinding and writhing back against her master frantically, desperate to feel every inch of his incredible cock as it slammed into her again and again.
"You're going to go to that little brat..." hissed Gene in her ear, his voice roughened by anger and lust, "And you are going to bring her to heel. Understand me?"
"Yessss master," moaned Eliza, her body on fire with submissive lust as her master manhandled her and used her like a toy.
"Good. Now make me cum, you little slut," growled Gene. Somehow, he found even more strength, pounding into her from behind, his hand tightening further. Eliza came: her body submitting completely to her master's sexual dominance. Her thighs shook. A strangled, broken sound of sexual pleasure escaped her throat. But this time Gene didn't care if she had orgasmed or not. He was completely focused on his own pleasure and didn't give a shit about hers. He fucked his Cumbunny nonstop, forcing Eliza to roll straight into another climax.
Eliza's vision began to grow dark around the edges. Drool dripped down her chin. Her pussy clamped tightly around her master's conquering, invading cock, desperate for the creamy treat that was now the center of her world.
And finally, she got it. With a roar of released frustration, Gene shoved his Cumbunny against the wall, thrusting and holding deep as he explosively filled her pussy with hot, thick jizz. Eliza's fuzzy consciousness snapped back to life, woken up by the overwhelming feeling of Gene's addictive cum flooding her eager cunt. She screamed with pleasure as his hot seed overflowed her and flooded down her legs, filling her with a blazing, soul-searing satisfaction.
Gene withdrew and backed away, panting heavily. He collapsed on the couch, looking drained, and wiped his brow, murmuring, "Get me a beer."
Eliza felt like she was also about to collapse, but she knew that Gene wouldn't respond well to complaints. "Yes, master," she said meekly, turning to make her way to the kitchen on wobbly legs. Her whole body buzzed and glowed with the feeling of her master's cum. It felt like it was almost burning the inside of her pussy with its radiating pleasure as it slowly leaked out of her. But, even as it satisfied and fulfilled her, Gene's cum sharpened her mind as well.
So... my job is to go convince Kim to give up on her little protest. In theory, it should be an easy task. After three days without Gene's cum, Kim would definitely be feeling the itch. But, on the other hand, Kim had shown remarkable resistance by lasting this long. Eliza opened Gene's rattly old fridge and grabbed one of the cheap beers he preferred, a calculating expression on her face, hidden from her master by the open fridge door. Actually, Gene's command happened to align with her interests in this case.
From the beginning, Eliza had been firmly convinced that the best way to control Gene was to keep him happy and unsuspecting. She hadn't always succeeded at that, but she still believed that Gene was a lot less dangerous when he thought he had her completely under his thumb. When he was this angry, reckless, and insecure, it would only be a matter of time before Gene did something big enough to tip David off.
No. Kim needed to be convinced, whether through the easy way or the hard way. Once Kim was playing along and making Gene feel safe and secure in his dominance once again, then they could work on a plan to stab him in the back without him even suspecting a thing.
Eliza returned to the living room, getting to her knees and offering the ice-cold beer to her master with a bowed head, just as he preferred it. He took the offered beer, cracked it open, and chugged half of it, letting out a massive belch. Then he reached down and gripped Eliza's chin, lifting her eyes to him.
"Just to give you a little incentive..." he said with a cruel smirk, "That's the last cum you're getting from me until you bring me Kimmy. Understand?"
Eliza felt a chill of apprehension, but she nodded. "Yes, master."
Well, that settled it. She was going over to Kim's house tomorrow, and that little brat was going to submit, one way or the other.
...
The following evening...
Kim writhed and moaned in her sweaty sheets, pulling her bonds tight against chafed wrists, trying to escape, or at very least find some angle where she could rub her pussy against the bed to get some sort of stimulation.
Finally, Kim heard a little click and her handcuffs dropped away, released by the timer. She had a simultaneous instinct to rub the raw red skin of her wrists and touch her throbbing, dripping pussy. The second instinct won out. Her fingers delved between her juicy lower lips, circling her clit and plunging deep into her quivering pussy as she grunted and strained. In seconds, she was already tipping over the edge into a wild, toe-curling orgasm, hissing her fierce pleasure to the ceiling as an intense climax ripped through her.


Then she slumped back into her sheets, sweaty, gasping... and unsatisfied. Over the past few days, Kim had been consumed by fiery, inescapable lust, throbbing through every single nerve in her body, as well as a deep, gnawing hunger. She'd felt this kind of hunger before. The same craving had clung to her all last week. She'd been hoping that gaining full knowledge of what she was craving would make it easier to resist, but in a lot of ways, it'd made things even worse. She couldn't stop thinking about Gene's cock... and how amazing it had felt when he spurted a thick, powerful load of viscous cum into her mouth. No matter how disgusting she found the man on a physical and moral level, there was a part of her that wanted to run to his side and beg him to suck his cock.
Thus, the handcuffs. She picked them up and looked at them with a rueful expression. They were padded and had a simple little LCD screen that allowed a timer to be set. When Kim looped them around a bar on her headboard and closed them around her wrists, she wasn't
able to leave for the next couple of hours.
No matter how much she wanted to.
The day after that humiliating meeting at Gene's apartment had been a shit show. Kim had been forced to rideshare to the strip club, convince a couple of gruff men in a tow truck not to haul away her car from the parking lot, and go in to work a full shift at the sperm bank, all while exhausted and filled to the brim with dirty, sickening arousal.
But things had gotten even worse that evening, when she got the text from Gene. It was arrogant and demanding, naturally, insisting that she come to his apartment that evening to begin her sexual training as his new Cumbunny. The text had only made Kim roll her eyes... at first. But as the night wore on, and the time Gene had specified crept closer and closer, the insidious hunger rose inside her. She couldn't stop thinking about it... If she just gave in and abandoned her pride, she could experience that powerful satisfaction tonight. She could have her lips wrapped around Gene's cock within thirty minutes, and all it would cost was her dignity.
Kim wanted to be proud that she had resisted, but in reality, it had been a twist of fate. She'd been so distracted by all of the crazy fucking shit in her life that she'd forgotten something much more mundane. On the way to Gene's apartment that night, Kim's car ran out of gas, stranding her on the side of the road. By the time she had gotten it all sorted out, she was late to Gene's specified meetup time by over an hour, and that fact coupled with the frustration of coordinating the tank's refilling had given her the strength to turn around and go home rather than submit.
The next day, she bought the handcuffs. If the inconvenience of being late was enough to make the temptation bearable, she figured that forcing herself to miss Gene's deadlines might help her resist. Every night since then, she locked herself in the handcuffs when she felt herself wavering, and set the timer for long enough to miss Gene's meeting time of ten o'clock.
Weirdly, Gene hadn't sent a text at all this evening, which made Kim think that maybe she would be able to do without the handcuffs altogether. Unfortunately, around ten o'clock, the temptation to visit Gene had started creeping up again, so she had been forced to lock herself up just in case. It reminded Kim of her Classical Studies class back in college... Odysseus tied to the mast, so he could avoid leaping overboard toward the bewitching sirens. It would be kind of funny if it weren't her real life.
Kim found her hand sneaking down once again to her sopping pussy and was forced to grit her teeth, screw up her will, and stop herself. If she didn't limit her masturbation, she would just rub herself raw. She had found that out the hard way the second day after her encounter at the apartment. Orgasming again wouldn't calm the powerful arousal that gripped her anyway. There was only one cure for her arousal and boundless horniness, and that cure wasn't worth it.
Instead, she got up and headed for the kitchen. She needed to eat, even if her body screamed for other kinds of satisfaction. Things wouldn't get any easier if she passed out from hunger.
But as she made her way toward the kitchen, there was a knock at the door. Kim paused, a thrill of apprehension zipping through her. There's no way that it's Gene, right? The idea made dark, burning lust well up from her core. What would she do if that fat, repulsive sack of shit was standing right outside her door, waiting to come in and give her a dose of her new hot, creamy obsession?
She briefly considered retreating back to her room and locking herself up for another hour until whoever was outside the door fucked off... But her curiosity got the better of her. Kim crept forward toward the door and silently looked through the peephole.
The tension went out of her as she saw who was standing there on the doorstep of her apartment. "Eliza?" she whispered to herself, a faint sneer forming on her face. Her sister in law felt like the least of her worries right now. Kim had always thought Eliza was sort of annoyingly perfect, but that illusion had been utterly shattered by that night in the apartment. Eliza was weak. And not just that, she was a weak person who revelled in the tiny scraps of power that her master granted her.
Kim had strongly considered calling up her brother the morning after the encounter at the apartment and just spilling the entire dirty mess. Only two things had stopped her so far. The first was her distraction. With her powerful cravings and her struggle against giving in to Gene's orders, she had a lot on her plate right now. Secondly, there was now a possibility that things could blow up in her face. If David asked her how she knew that his wife was cheating on him, what could she say? That she found out when she was headed to Gene's apartment to fuck him?
Even if she tried to cover it up, or truthfully recount that she didn't realize who Gene was initially, she was sure that all of the details would come out in the end when David confronted Eliza. All of the kneeling and pledging to be Gene's slut on that night in the apartment had come after she'd come to know who he really was...
Anyway, Kim didn't feel like she had anything to worry about from Eliza, besides her very presence being annoying. All of Eliza's power came from Gene. Without him, she was just a cheating slut. Kim considered just ignoring her and going about her day, but she paused as she began turning away from the door. Actually, it might be kind of cathartic to have someone to unload on about her mounting frustrations.
Working on adrenaline and impulse, Kim flung open the door. "Hey bitch," she said acidly, "here to sell me some sob story about working together again?"
But Kim would never have imagined what happened next. Instead of simpering and sighing and whining about how they should work together, Eliza wordlessly pushed forward, forcing her way past her stunned sister-in-law and into the apartment. She raised an eyebrow, glancing briefly around Kim's kitchen, before turning back to Kim with an expression that radiated icy displeasure.
Kim stared at her with shock, her door-knob still in her hand, the door to the apartment hallway wide open. Who exactly does this bitch think she is? "What the fuck are you...?" she began, but Eliza cut her off almost instantly.
"Close the door, Kim. Unless you want all of your neighbors to hear what I have to say." Eliza had been nicknamed "The Ice Queen" at her fancy-pants sorority in college. Kim had heard her brother joke about it sometimes. Kim had always thought it was some sort of backhanded reference to her sister-in-law's prudishness, but right now, here, she could see why Eliza had gotten the nickname. Eliza stood stiff and regal, her height letting her tower over Kim's petite frame as her cold blue eyes glared down her perfectly-shaped nose.
Kim felt a strange twist of desire deep in her core. The memory of that night in the apartment flashed into her head. Kneeling beneath her tall, gorgeous sister in law, Eliza's pale skin flushed reddish pink with desire, her firm tits bouncing hypnotically as Gene pumped into her from behind. Drinking Gene's syrupy cum from Eliza's plump lips...
She buried the sudden flash of lust beneath a wave of righteous anger. That reaction was just coming from her overall sexual frustration. If she ordered a pizza, whoever showed up to deliver it would probably turn her on too: that's how on-edge she was. The fact that Eliza made Kim horny right now only served to piss her off more... but the icy bitch did have a point. If they were going to have an argument, Kim probably didn't want her neighbors to be privy to the details of their disagreement. She swung the door shut and turned back to Eliza, ready to tell her off again, just like she had the night before.
And once again, Eliza did the very last thing Kim would ever have expected.
It all happened in an instant before Kim even had a chance to react. Eliza stepped forward and wrapped her arms around the smaller woman's body, pulling her close. Then she dipped her head and captured Kim's lips in a searing, passionate kiss.
Kim's mind spun and fizzed, unable to handle the sudden switch from fighting to kissing. Eliza's soft, feminine lips felt like heaven on her own. Eliza's slim body felt incredible pressed tight against Kim's shorter, curvier frame. Kim began to melt into the kiss, her subconscious need for sexual relief overriding her anger and disdain for her sister-in-law... but just as Eliza's tongue flicked confidently into her mouth, Kim got a hold of herself, pushing the taller woman away with a gasp.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" snarled Kim, fighting back the burning desire flooding through her body.
Eliza fixed her with a regal, unimpressed stare, raising one eyebrow as she said, "You feel it. I know you do. I've felt it too. That bone-deep ache for satisfaction. Why are you fighting it?"
Kim's rage and frustration bubbled over, fueled by the same deep aching horniness that Eliza was describing. Her sister-in-law was so tall, beautiful and confident. So frustratingly perfect that it made Kim want to scream... made her want to kiss Eliza again. She chaneled her anger once again to push back her growing arousal. "Why the fuck aren't you!" she snapped accusatorily. She marched up to Eliza, getting in her face, her anger lighting her up on the inside like an incandescent flame. "I was there at your wedding, you cheating bitch! You swore to be there for my brother forever! Not just until some magic bullshit made you horny! Until death do you part? Remember that? If you couldn't resist a bullying asshole like Gene, then maybe you should have just died!!"
The slap came out of nowhere, snapping Kim's face and reeling it to the side, making her see stars for a moment, her ears ringing.
"I'm not going to die for David. I'm going to live for him," said Eliza, betraying a touch of heat in her voice. "And that means playing the long game. It means working behind the back of the man who could ruin my life with a snap of his fingers. It means keeping Gene ignorant and happy. Not making a petty, meaningless show of defiance that's going to piss him off!"
Kim massaged her jaw, glaring murderously at the tall, lovely woman who had just slapped her. "Whatever you have to say to make you feel better, right?" she spat. "Whatever lie you need to tell yourself to make it seem like it's the noble choice to stuff your slutty pussy with Gene's cock on a nightly basis!"
She was gratified to see that Eliza's cool, calm exterior was cracking now, anger leaping up in her eyes. "If you won't listen to reason, I guess I'll just need to teach you how to submit, just like Gene wants," she said in a low, smoldering tone.
Kim could read the same odd, volatile blend of anger and arousal in Eliza's eyes that she felt inside herself. Their words were angry and acidic, but there was a stifling, uncomfortable sexual tension in the air between them as well. Eliza and Kim had kissed cum between each other's lips, sparking a forbidden attraction they'd had no chance to explore. But that desire was rubbing up against a certain sneaking dislike they'd harbored against each other for years, not to mention their current disagreement. The tension was awful. Something had to give.
Eliza wants to crush my spirit? Let her fucking try. Even Gene's magic sluttification sauce couldn't do it. There's no way this pale, skinny bitch can make me submit.
"Bring it on, you fucking slut," snarled Kim, and launched herself at the taller woman, eager for the opportunity to make her gorgeous sister-in-law eat her smug words about submission.
Kim immediately tried to grapple Eliza, attempting to throw her to the ground. But Eliza was ready for her, widening her stance and grabbing Kim in turn, pulling her close and limiting Kim's leverage. The feeling of Eliza's sinuous body pressed tight against hers was distracting. Even as she strained and pulled, Kim couldn't stop focusing on the warmth of Eliza's breasts pressed up against hers. She tried to concentrate on the fight at hand, pushing aside the pulsing arousal inside her with only limited success.
Kim was proud of her physical fitness. She hit the gym on a daily basis... or at least she had before this whole mess started. But the fact was that Eliza had a lot of height on her, and, despite her slim build, was heavier than Kim as well. Kim would have to shift her tactics; it was rapidly becoming clear that she wouldn't be able to throw Eliza to the ground if Eliza didn't want her to.
So she tried something different. Kim released her grip on Eliza and raised a hand, cracking Eliza across the face with a slap even fiercer than the one that her brother's wife had given her a minute ago. Eliza narrowed her eyes, and her own hand snaked up, lightning fast, to grip Kim's hair. Kim braced herself, ready to be dragged around, perhaps slammed to the ground the same way she herself had hoped to do with Eliza.
Instead, Eliza kissed her a second time, roughly pulling Kim forward toward her lips. Kim made a strangled sound of rage against Eliza's mouth, sealing her lips tight and hitting Eliza's side with a poorly formed fist, struggling against her grip. What the fuck is wrong with this bitch? Does she really think that she can make me give in with a fucking kiss?
But Kim's furious rage was just covering up the roiling ocean of desire beneath it, and the feeling of Eliza's body and lips pressed against hers scratched that thin surface. Her snarl turned into a plaintive whine, and her hands stopped flailing against Eliza and gripped her tightly instead. Well... maybe Eliza thinks that I'm some pushover like her who can be led around by the nose because I'm horny. I'll show her... She's the one who can't control herself... and she has no idea how good of a kisser I am!
Kim parted her lips and aggressively kissed Eliza back, pushing the tall slim woman backward until she bumped up against the wall and snaking her tongue between her plump lips. Eliza didn't take the kiss counterattack sitting down. Her grip on Kim's hair tightened, while her other hand slid down to cup Kim's ass. One of Eliza's slim thighs slipped between Kim's legs, pressing up against the tight leggings clinging to her crotch and sending a fiery sizzle of sexual delight radiating through Kim's straining body.
Kim moaned in frustration and arousal. Eliza wasn't holding back, exploiting Kim's anxious horniness to the fullest by grinding her thigh upward into Kim's pussy, mashing her hot, wet panties firmly against her sex. Well, once again, two could play at that game. Kim slid a hand up her sister-in-law's flat tummy and seized her breast, cupping it firmly and running a thumb around its curves then pinching the nipple, all while continuing to tangle her tongue with Eliza's in a slick, wet wrestling match between their locked lips.
Kim's brain felt like it was about to melt and drip out of her ears from the intensity of the stimulation. Elia's thigh pressed upward firmly and definitively as her lips pressed downward from above bruisingly hard, no matter how soft they were. Kim's hand gripped Eliza's breast firmly, but rather than getting revenge on Eliza and driving her crazy with lust, Kim found the feeling of Eliza's breast against her palm was only making it harder for her to control herself. She felt like she was losing ground rapidly, getting lost in the powerful pleasure of Eliza's dominance.
That feeling only got worse when Kim felt Eliza's slim fingers slip beneath the hem of her pajama top, lifting it up without warning. Kim tried to resist, but Eliza pulled back for a second and lifted the shirt up and over her head. Kim's muscles felt loose and weak from the intense arousal, and she wasn't able to stop Eliza's swift, assured movements. In an instant, Kim's breasts and shamefully hardened nipples were exposed to the cool air of her entryway... and Eliza's icy, blazing gaze.
Kim clapped her hands over her tits with a flaming blush staining her face. Not before Eliza had seen them, unfortunately. Stupid fucking gorgeous, tall, elegant Eliza, staring at me with that weird angry hunger in her eyes! Who the fuck wouldn't get turned on by that? It's not my fault...
"So what?" Kim murmured defensively, her green eyes flashing like a cornered tiger, her nipples hot, throbbing pebbles against her palms, "Are you just planning on fucking me in my entry way? Is that why you're here?" The absurdity of covering herself before Eliza, at this point, was not lost on the younger woman.
Eliza stared down at her with the infuriatingly superior eyes, a faint smirk on her face. "No," she said flatly, "I'm going to fuck you on your bed. Come on." She grabbed one of Kim's elbows and dragged her, squawking and protesting, toward her bedroom.
Kim hit the bed with a surprised 'oof' as Eliza pushed her back onto it, now looming even further above her. Kim was mesmerized for a second by the sight as Eliza slowly unbuttoned her classy blouse, revealing a cream-colored bra. Kim knew she should be getting back up, but she felt stunned and overwhelmed, unable to move as Eliza reached behind herself and unclasped the bra, letting it fall loosely down her shoulders before shrugging it off completely.
Kim had known that she was attracted to girls ever since she was in junior high. She had even dated a girl for a few months in college. But she'd never felt the stark, fascinated lust that she did when Eliza's naked tits were revealed to her.
They were perfectly shaped. Not large, but beautiful, firm handfuls with glowing, creamy skin and rosy nipples that stood at stiff, lustful attention. Kim had a sudden urge to feel them again, naked against her palm this time... to taste them, sucking and licking every inch of the perfect, pale tits until both women came from the taboo pleasure. Kim realized that, as she'd been staring eagerly at Eliza's tits, she'd begun massaging her own breasts beneath her hands, feeling the crackling sparks of pleasure as she rubbed against her sensitive nipples.
She stopped immediately, but realized to her annoyance that Eliza's cool, smug eyes had been watching closely. Eliza had definitely seen what she'd been doing. Feeling the sting of humiliation, Kim forced herself, with a titanic effort, to tear her eyes away from her sister-in-law's tits and to look her dead in the eyes. "So what is this?" she asked with a defiant lift of her chin, "Gene's rotten cock not enough to satisfy you? You have to force yourself on your unwilling sister-in-law?"
Eliza laughed. She looked down at the panting, flushed little blonde slut beneath her and couldn't help but relish the feeling of control that she'd been denied from by Gene for so long. Her visit tonight had some very important objectives. She had to follow her master's command to break Kim's resistance and bring her in to submit. She had to convince Kim behind Gene's back that appeasing him was more effective than open defiance was. Most importantly, she needed to bring Kim in as her ally, as she had failed to do on the car ride home that rainy night.


But that didn't mean she couldn't have a little fun while she did it... Eliza realized that Gene's influence was probably behind her feelings of dominance over Kim. The oil made her horny whenever she did what her master wanted, and Gene wanted Eliza to be a bisexual slut that kept her "Cumbunny sister" in line. But these days, Eliza didn't try too hard to resist her baser instincts. She had learned the hard way that outright resistance just made it hard to think.
It was much more effective to try to ride the wave of her lust while fighting back in more subtle ways. More fun too. It was time for Kim to learn that lesson as well.
A few quick motions stripped off the rest of Eliza's clothes, exposing her hot, dripping pussy. She moved forward with the determined grace of a panther, crawling across the bed toward her trembling little sister in law. Kim scrambled back on her heels as she approached, her bratty little tough girl facade crumbling at the edges as intimidation and arousal lit up her face.
"Unwilling?" purred Eliza, staring into Kim's pretty green eyes. The cute blonde had run out of room to back up, and pressed up against the headboard. Eliza loomed over her, straddling her tight little body. Moving with swift confidence, Eliza plunged her hands down Kim's tight leggings, beneath her panties. Kim's hands were busy trying ineffectively to preserve her modesty by clutching her breasts, and although she yelped and tried to slam her thighs shut, Eliza was too quick. She felt the soaking wet heat in her sister-in-law's panties and raised her fingers in front of Kim's blushing face in triumph.
"That's a funny word to use when describing a girl as dripping wet as you are, sweetie," said Eliza with amusement. Her fingers glistened with shining lubrication, and as she gently parted them, a thread of clear, viscous goo glimmered on a strand between them.
"That's... that's..." stammered Kim, clearly at a loss for words.
"That's all the proof I need," purred Eliza. She gripped the waistband of her sister-in-law's leggings and yanked downward sharply, dragging her soaked panties along with them to reveal Kim's puffy, flushed pussy in the dim light coming from the hallway.
Kim gave a strangled gasp, her hands flying down to try to fight Eliza's attempt to strip her, revealing her big, round tits splayed softly over her chest, her nipples crinkled and hard enough to match Eliza's. "Wh-what the fuck are you doing, you crazy bitch?" asked Kim, but despite her brash words, her usual sharp confidence was clearly shaken. Kim's flaming blush had spread downward onto her heaving breasts, and the fingers clutching at the waistband of her leggings were trembling with raw nerves and deep arousal.
Eliza stared up at her, her hands iron-hard and unrelenting on Kim's leggings. "I think that I'm giving you exactly what you want, but refuse to admit," she said in a smoldering whisper. Maintaining her intense gaze on Kim's wide, hungry green eyes, Eliza slowly leaned forward. Her hot breath fanned against the sensitive flesh of her sister-in-law's wet, exposed pussy.
Kim's breath hitched as she realized what was about to happen, what was already too late to stop. Eliza closed the last inch, pressing her soft, warm lips to Kim's needy pussy and drew a strangled moan of anguished delight from her sister-in-law's lips.
"F-fuck!" whimpered Kim. "You freaky bitch! You don't know mmmme. You d-don't know what I want!" Her tone sounded pleading now, shot through with liquid pleasure despite her harsh words.
"But I do," said Eliza softly, pausing to extend her tongue and run it gently up Kim's hot, juicy slit, tasting her little sister-in-law for the first time. "I know exactly what you want. Because I want it too. You just need to learn not to fight what you want so hard." With that, she pressed forward again, kissing Kim's tight little pussy more deeply.
Kim moaned and wavered, her grip loosening on her leggings, which Eliza was still pulling downward steadily. Her mind raced. She was so fucking horny she could barely think, and Eliza's soft, feminine lips gently kissing her pussy weren't helping matters at all. She knew that she had to fight back against Eliza... but all of a sudden she couldn't remember exactly why. Eliza isn't Gene. He's the real problem... and if I need sexual relief this badly, why am I fighting this so fucking hard? Might as well let the horny psycho eat me out and get something out of this...
Kim's fingers loosened, then gave up, allowing Eliza to triumphantly slip Kim's leggings and panties down and off onto the floor. Then the pale, grinning ice queen spread her curvy blonde sister-in-law's thighs wide and dived back in to continue her feast. This time, Kim tangled her fingers in Eliza's hair and pulled her closer, hissing in visceral delight as Eliza flattened her tongue and lapped at Kim's throbbing pussy like a dog, making long, slow strokes of her tongue up the length of her slit again and again.
Kim's body was on fire with pleasure, every nerve pulsing with the dirty heat that had been swelling up inside her stronger and stronger ever since that night. Eliza's words were running through her lust-addled mind on repeat too, and before long, Kim couldn't hold back. "What the fuck did you even mean?" she muttered. "I shouldn't fight what I want? But I want fucking Gene! He's the enemy. He's the worst fucking guy I know. You think I should just give up?"
Eliza's intensely blue eyes stared up at Kim from between her spread thighs and heaving belly, giving Kim's fluttering pussy a few more lazy licks before pulling herself away long enough to answer. "And what have you accomplished with your little fight, Kim?" she asked calmly, her fingers replacing her tongue momentarily to gently rub Kim's pussy as she spoke. "You're hiding in your dirty apartment, finger-fucking yourself silly, if the smell of your sheets is any indication. And you pissed off the cruel bully who holds your life in his grubby hands. Do you feel like you've won?"
Kim ran her hands through her hair in frustration, distracted by how good Eliza's fingers felt on her pussy. "It... it doesn't matter if I win," she insisted in a frustrated huff. "That cocky bastard needs to know that he doesn't get to win all the time. I want to see that smug fucking expression wiped off his disgusting face!"
"I want that too," said Eliza seriously. "But I don't want to see him ever get that confidence back. I don't want Gene to be inconvenienced. I want to see him lose for good. Completely crushed. And I think we can do that. If we work together."
Kim wanted to believe her. But she had also seen Eliza out of her mind with lust, bouncing eagerly on her master's cock. Eliza had eagerly dominated Kim at Gene's command. In fact, she was probably here now on Gene's orders. How could Kim ever trust a woman who was that deeply compromised? What if this was all a trick to force her to let her guard down?
Eliza's sudden look of cool disappointment let Kim know that she had caught on to Kim's hesitation. But, instead of arguing further, Eliza returned to her work, licking and sucking Kim's horny pussy with renewed energy. Kim groaned in appreciation, curling her toes against the sheets as Eliza pursed her lips and began to suck gently at her clit. The taboo pleasure of receiving oral sex from her sister-in-law was so much better than touching herself. Her body cried out for more and more stimulation. Kim began to grind her hips upward into Eliza's mouth, desperate to cum from the intense, maddening stimulation.
But then, for reasons that Kim couldn't understand, Eliza began to suck slower and more gently, backing off from the peak of pleasure that Kim was chasing.
"Keep going!" Kim urged in a raw, raspy voice, running her fingers through Eliza's glossy raven hair and trying to pull her into her throbbing cunt to finish the job. "I'm... I'm almost there!"
But Eliza resisted Kim's grasping fingers and grinding pussy, raising her head with a mischievous gleam in her eyes to say, "Oh... but I thought that you didn't want to work with me. Weren't you just trying to tell me that you didn't need my help, Kimmy?"
Kim stared down at her with a sulky expression, her hips still moving on their own, straining to get closer to Eliza's incredible mouth. "Don't call me that..." she muttered distractedly. What sort of game is Eliza playing here exactly? A second ago, it felt like Eliza was desperate to fuck me, and now she's holding back? Kim's lust-addled mind struggled to keep up with the games that her gorgeous sister-in-law was playing.
Eliza extended her tongue, teasingly licking up the length of Kim's pussy once again. Kim squeezed her eyes shut, letting out a whimpering moan from the searing contact. "If you want to cum," said Eliza in a smoldering voice, her luminous eyes locked with Kim's, "you're going to have to be a little more... cooperative."
Kim's heart was suddenly thumping rapidly against her ribs. She vividly remembered the other night... How Eliza had made her suck a glob of sticky cum off her finger. Had made her kneel down beneath her and say filthy things about submitting to Gene.
Submission. That was what Eliza wanted. The very idea sent a little shudder through Kim's burning body. Allowing someone to have power over her had always been an issue for Kim. Although she found confidence and dominance attractive, something about humbling herself and accepting someone else's authority had always been a bitter pill to swallow. Eliza didn't just want to fuck her... Eliza wanted to dominate her. The thought scared Kim almost as much as it turned her on. I can't give up. I can't let someone else make decisions for me. No one else can be trusted. I have to be strong.
"You just want to warm me up for Gene," said Kim accusingly, her pussy clenching from the feeling of Eliza's gentle breath puffing over it. "He's the one you really want me to submit to."
"Don't think about him right now," said Eliza firmly. She leaned forward and gave the dripping lips of the curvy blonde's pussy another long, lingering kiss. "Think about me. I'm the one who wants you. All of you, body and mind. Give in. Give me control. You won't regret it."
Kim made one last effort to drag Eliza forward toward her needy pussy and be the dominant party in their encounter. Her arms strained and her hips writhed upward needily... But it was no use. She was weakened by lust and nerves, and by eating poorly for the last several days. Eliza just stared at her with those infuriating eyes, filled with their own lust, but controlled and powerful, while Kim felt so desperate and weak...
Wait... is it possible that this evil bitch might be right? Is surrender stronger than defiance? That can't be fucking right!
But no matter how hard Kim struggled, she couldn't force Eliza to do what she wanted. Eliza had the upper hand here, and now that Kim's body had been wound up to the breaking point, pushing Eliza away without orgasming felt impossible. As humiliating as it was... Kim thought she might have no choice but to give in.
Just this one time. It's not like I'm surrendering to Gene after all.
Her shoulders slumped and she sighed, letting her fingers go limp in Eliza's hair. "I... I don't..." she muttered, blushing and looking away from Eliza's attentive eyes. "What do you want me to say...?" This is so fucking embarrassing. I have no idea how to do this. Does she want me to beg? Call her mistress or something? Is she going to rub my nose in it?
But Eliza's eyes held a strange affection as she shook her head, rising to her knees and staring down at the defeated fellow Cumbunny awkwardly submitting to her authority. "You don't have to say a thing, honey," she said warmly, her smile holding only a hint of teasing triumph. "You just need to show me that you can be a good girl."
With her heart in her throat and her body buzzing with the unfamiliar arousal of submission, Kim parted her glossy lips to ask what exactly Eliza meant, but the slim, confident beauty was already preparing to give her a physical demonstration.
Eliza seized Kim's ankles firmly and pulled her down the bed, making Kim gasp in shock, her eyes going wide. She didn't have much time to wallow in the moment, though, because Eliza was already moving, turning and slinging one slim, perfect thigh over Kim's upturned face. Suddenly, Kim was faced with her sister-in-law's perfect pink pussy just inches above her face, tight and juicy, with a well-groomed strip of dark hair above it. Kim nearly went cross-eyed from the sight, and shamefully, her mouth began watering from the tangy smell of the dominant woman's arousal.
"Eliza, what are you...?" She gasped, her eyes mesmerized by the sight of Eliza's beautiful pussy hovering just inches above her face.
"Shhhh..." said Eliza in a sultry purr, "I thought I told you that you don't have to say anything right now. Let's put that sharp little tongue to better use..."
And then, ready or not, Eliza's pussy descended, pressing hot, wet flesh against Kim's glossy lips, silencing a desperate moan before it could even fully escape.
For a moment, Kim kept her lips tight. She had never been in a position like this before. She had gone down on guys lots of times, but despite doing lots of hand stuff with her college girlfriend, she had never tasted another woman's pussy. She felt hot and trapped with Eliza's thighs clamped around her ears and Eliza's weight resting gently on her face.
But, despite her discomfort and unfamiliarity with it, Kim's body lit up with submissive desire from the subordinate position. Her beautiful, annoyingly perfect sister-in-law was above her... a goddess demanding worship. A queen sitting atop her throne. And right then, desperate for release and filled with new submissive desires that she didn't fully understand, Kim didn't hold back.
Breaking out of her moment of hesitation, Kim extended her tongue, parting her sister-in-law's tight lower lips and eagerly tasting her dripping arousal. Her hands rose to slide slowly and hesitantly up Eliza's thighs before gripping needily at her hips and pulling her downward, shoving her face deeper into Eliza's hot, throbbing cunt.
Eliza groaned in satisfaction above her, subtly grinding her hips downward over and over again in small fluid motions, smearing her slick juices over the face of the bitchy little blonde who had tried to defy her. Dominance felt good... almost as addictive as submission. Kim's wriggling tongue and little humming noises of satisfaction showed that Eliza's new junior Cumbunny was learning the pleasures of submission rapidly. Time to really drive this lesson home.
"Mmmm, that's right," said Eliza in a low voice rich with pleasure, "Serve me. Show me what a good girl you are, and you'll earn a nice reward."
Kim's whole body was flushed with humiliation and lust, throbbing with the rapid beat of her heart. Her tongue slurped and delved into the wet pussy pressing down tight against her face, hungrily tasting Eliza's pussy. Demonstrating her obedience. Somehow, even though her own pussy wasn't receiving any external stimulation at all, this all felt even more intense than when Eliza was licking and kissing her. Kim tried her hardest to be the good girl that Eliza wanted, tossing aside her pride and reluctance and working her hungry mouth into the sopping cunt grinding downward onto her face.
"That's it!" moaned Eliza, pressing down a little harder and chasing the pleasure that her submissive sister-in-law's tongue was sending crackling through her. "Right there! Mmmm, such a good little pussy licking slut. Well, like I said... good obedient girls get rewarded."
Kim felt a shift above her, and the angle of the grinding pressure on her face changed. She was so focused on serving the pussy pressed tight against her mouth that she didn't realize what was going on until it was already happening.
Eliza bent forward, seizing Kim's plump butt in her hands and burying her face once again in the petite blonde's needy pussy, turning the dominant face sitting into a sixty-nine.
Kim's curvy body writhed and trembled as the new stimulation blended and harmonized with the pleasure of submissive service, lighting up her brain and body with a tidal wave of pleasure. Eliza's tongue swirled around her clit, dominant and confident, while Kim kissed and slurped and sucked with wild submissive joy.
Eliza was still above her, but now they were linked together in an even more intimate way. Kim could feel Eliza's jiggling breasts pressing against her, soft, with two hot, hard points, while her own nipples pressed and scraped Eliza's writhing body in turn. Eliza's slithering tongue teased and licked while Kim was tongue deep in her. In her submission, Kim found a connection she had never expected, and in that moment, she felt, perversely, that she and Eliza truly became sisters, not just by marriage, but through the bond of taboo pleasure.
Both women were already on the razor's edge. Kim from the unexpected pleasure of surrender, and Eliza from Kim's submissive pussy eating. It only took a minute of making out with each other's steamy sexes before they were moaning into each other, sweaty bodies straining and rubbing as they came hard. Together, as sisters.
They continued to kiss and lick and suck, riding the powerful, toe-curling orgasm together for a long, satisfying minute, sweating and grunting and tasting each other. Then, when their torrid passion had finally cooled, Eliza rolled off, leaving Kim red-faced, panting, and shiny with expelled juices. Great. Now I've humiliated myself in front of this smug bitch again. I'm sure that she is going to run right back to her master and...
Unexpectedly, Eliza pulled Kim into an embrace, molding their sweaty naked bodies together, both women still buzzing pleasantly from their shared orgasm. For a second, Kim thought that Eliza was immediately launching into another round of sex. But she made no further move, just holding Kim tight.
Kim's body was stiff for a moment, resisting Eliza's strangely tender gesture. What the fuck does this bitch think she's doing? Does she think that just because she burst into my house and fucked me that we are galpals now? She's working for Gene! She's taking advantage of me! Shes... She's...
Kim tried to hold it back, but the tidal waves of emotion inside her broke through her prickly shell of defiance. She returned Eliza's hug and buried her face in Eliza's warm, soft chest, tears springing to her eyes.
"I'm afraid," she admitted softly. "That's why I can't just act all slutty and plan behind Gene's back. I'm afraid of these desires inside myself. I feel like if I give in just a little, I'll be swept away completely. I'll be his little submissive pet. And, worst of all... I think I would like that. I think it would feel good." It didn't make any sense. Eliza wasn't to be trusted, but somehow, submitting to her and giving up some of her burdens felt freeing to Kim.
Eliza's hand rose to stroke Kim's hair. This was the connection that she'd wanted. The closeness that they would need to resist Gene together. The idea that it had taken sexual domination to break through Kim's emotional walls was a little disturbing to Eliza. She worried that sex was beginning to look like the solution to all of her problems... another insidious influence from Gene. But in this case, it seemed to have worked, forging a tentative bond of trust between them. But she knew she had to be careful, too. Dominating Kim had felt scarily good. She could imagine a future where she became just like Mitsy, lording it over her junior Cumbunny and serving her master.
"I'm scared too," Eliza admitted. "But it's better than being scared alone."


Kim laughed shakily, swiping away her tears as if embarrassed that they had been there in the first place. "And I'm still fucking hungry!" she added frustratedly.
Eliza nodded with a grimace. "That's going to stay a problem until you get more cum from... him. In fact, it will only get worse."
"Worse than this?" Asked Kim, her face twisting in anxiety.
Eliza nodded. "And the bad news is, he won't make it easy this time. Gene is immature, narcissistic, and emotional. He's going to want to punish you for your disobedience. It's going to be humiliating."
Kim wriggled free from the hug and lay back on her bed, heels of her hands dug into her eyes, a picture of frustration. "Ugh! I can't! I can't just let that fucking asshole win! To come crawling to him begging for forgiveness because I didn't immediately become his loyal sex pet...? I just... I don't have it in me!"
Eliza bit her lip, thinking quickly. She needed Kim to settle into her new role sooner rather than later. With Gene this frustrated and angry, he would both be on high alert and more likely to blow their tenuous cover with David.
Luckily, she had discovered that Gene could be manipulated.
"I have an idea," she said firmly, placing a supportive hand on Kim's naked thigh. "If we put on a good enough show for Gene, he will be so pleased that we can steer the encounter. Make it a little humiliating, but not crushing."
Kim looked at her, her eyebrows drawn together into a reluctant expression. "I... I don't know," she said hesitantly. "The idea of having sex with him still makes me angry just thinking about it."
"Trust me," said Eliza, staring straight into Kim's eyes.
And Kim, tired and confused and desperately hungry, gave in to the new peace and satisfaction she had found in submission...
... And nodded reluctantly.
...
Kim ran her hands through her feathery blonde hair, and once again, Eliza shot her a warning look. They had just spent a good hour doing their hair and makeup, and Kim knew that she shouldn't be messing around with her soft curls, but she couldn't help it. She was a bundle of frayed nerves right now.
"I don't think I can do this," she said for what must have been the hundredth time that night. They were in Gene's disgusting bedroom right now, making themselves beautiful for the ogre of a man sitting out in the living room, audibly belching every few minutes as he drank beer and watched filthy porn like it was a sporting event.
Luckily, Eliza had slipped Kim in while Gene wasn't there... Kim really might not have been able to go through with their humiliating plans if she had been forced to parade past Gene's gloating eyes on her way to get dressed for him.
Eliza came to sit next to Kim on the bed, placing a hand on her shoulder sympathetically. But despite her supportive gestures, her voice was firm as she said, "You can do this. You will. We have to make Gene think that he's won completely." Over the past two days of preparation, Eliza had stepped into the role of dominant confidently, and Kim, addled by hunger and lust, had been relieved to let her take the lead. She just wasn't sure if she could go through with Eliza's plan.
Eliza's hand traced over Kim's bare shoulder with a ticklish touch. Her lips pressed up right against Kim's ear, her whisper close and hot as she added, "Besides, it'll be fun."
Kim shivered, a repressed thrill of desire shooting through her. "Don't say that," she said softly, without any force or heat behind her words. Her monstrous hunger had only been growing over the past two days, and so had her lust, despite daily "relief sessions" with her sister Cumbunny. A part of her was looking forward to the humiliating session planned for this evening, but Kim was terrified of giving in to that desire.
Eliza laughed, low and musical, and planted a lingering kiss on Kim's cheek. "Why not? It's true. And like I've been telling you, leaning into the pleasure works much better than fighting it tooth and nail. The wise willow tree bends but doesn't break in the storm, Kimmy."
Kim eyed Eliza warily. "I wish you wouldn't call me that," she said uncomfortably. Eliza had shared with her that she had also been banned from drinking Gene's cum until she brought Kim back with her. Kim could see the difference in Eliza that just a few days without Gene's semen had made. Eliza was clearly horny to an almost dangerous extent.
"Sorry," said Eliza quickly, her eyes darting away with a sudden look of guilt. "I'm just... getting into character. But trust me. You can do this. What I'm trying to say is that if you relax and have fun tonight, it will sell it better to Gene, and that doesn't mean you've given up."
Kim nodded and sighed, but she still felt nervous about giving in to Gene so completely. The desire inside her to submit and make him cum was overwhelming. It felt like that kind of surrender might sweep her away completely. But, in the end, she accepted Eliza's logic and plan. What other choice do I have?
Tonight, Gene would be Kim's Daddy, and that lit a dark, pulsing fire deep in her core that demanded satisfaction.
"Are you ready?" asked Eliza quietly. Kim nodded. Tonight, Gene was going to be the luckiest son of a bitch in the world, and her terrible hunger would finally be satisfied, for better or worse.
"Then I'll go get him. Take your position," said Eliza, rising from the bed with a fox-like expression of eager hunger sneaking onto her face.
Kim watched her leave the bedroom, and slid off the bed to kneel at its foot, already feeling the twisting sensations of arousal and humiliation fill her belly.
...
Eliza stepped out of her master's bedroom, her entire body buzzing with filthy heat. She needed this badly. Yes, it was part of her plan, and Gene needed to be kept happy, and she wanted to bring Kim into the fold without letting Gene crush her completely... all of that was true. But more important to her right now was the fact that she needed to get fucked. She hadn't had any of her master's cum since he had commanded her to make Kim submit, and Eliza had been surprised by how far her addiction had come. It had only been a few days, and she was walking around in a horny haze, panties soaked and nipples swollen, at all times.
This past week at work, she had even broken down and begged Gene to fuck her, calling an unscheduled meeting with him, stripping down, and literally pleading with him, naked and horny, kneeling on his office floor.
It had only amused him. He had been firm and unrelenting. She would get her fix when Kim gave in. Not before.
And Kim would be giving in tonight. Eliza had made sure of it. She hadn't been lying to Kim. She believed everything she said about resistance and leaning into the pleasure working better than resisting... But a part of her deeply wanted to see the bratty little blonde submit to her Daddy as well. Eliza just hoped that particular part of her wasn't influencing her decisions too much. It was hard to tell these days.
Gene looked up from the couch as Eliza approached, his face breaking into a broad grin at the sight of his sexy Cumbunny all dolled up for him.
Today, Eliza wore a set of lacy, black lingerie that lifted and presented her tits and barely covered her pussy. It was sheer enough to show her pale skin and pink nipples through the material: an enticing contrast between black and white. Her raven hair fell in a sleek, shiny waterfall down her back, pin-straight and lustrous. The sexy ensemble was completed by dark stockings, tall platform heels, and a studded collar that added just a hint of a hard edge to the sexy, feminine lingerie, befitting her new, more dominant role as senior Cumbunny.
Eliza knelt down in front of Gene, placing her hands on her thighs and gazing up at him with adoring eyes.
"I did as you asked, master," she said in a meek voice. "Kimmy is waiting... eager to submit to her Daddy."
Gene reached out, caressing Eliza's face with a look of greedy possessiveness, admiring the treasure he had conquered. He pressed his thumb against Eliza's pouty lips, demanding entrance. Eliza greedily sucked his thumb into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, luxuriating in the feeling of her master's attention.
"It's like I'm living in a fucking porno. Just imagine," said Gene with a chuckle, "poor little Danny at home all alone while his wife and little sister offer up all their holes to his worst enemy. What did you tell the stupid cuck this time? Did you tell him you're taking a really long shit?"
Eliza was ashamed at the way that her body flooded with hot, horny shame when Gene mentioned her husband. She released his thumb with a wet pop and averted her eyes, whispering, "He's asleep. I gave him a pill, and..."
Gene let out a nasty chuckle. "God, that's rich! Drugged up your limp-dicked loser of a hubby to go fuck his boss! You're a wicked woman, Lizzie!"
Eliza flushed red. It wasn't quite like Gene was describing. It wasn't like she had crushed up the sleeping pill in David's drink or something... But she had suggested that he take it because he needed more sleep. And the reason she had suggested it was so that he would be sound asleep when she left their house to fuck the man he hated most in the world.
Sometimes, Eliza felt like David would have caught her a long time ago if he didn't trust her so completely, and that just made her deception even more unforgivable.
She changed the subject to one that she knew her master would find hard to resist.
'We can't keep poor Kimmy waiting, master," she purred, rising on her knees to run her hands up the front of Gene's grubby pants, palming the thick throbbing bulge in at his crotch. "She's desperate for her Daddy's thick cock."
And so was Eliza. It was so much fucking better than David's. His limp little noodle isn't even allowed to penetrate me anymore. It can't hold a candle to this monster. Eliza practiced what she preached to Kim, letting go of thoughts of her husband and sinking fully into the slutty mindset she called "Lizzie". She licked her plump lips and gave Gene a needy stare with her icy blue eyes, now lit up with passion. Her hand gripped his cock, jerking him slowly through his dirty pants.
But tonight wasn't just about her. It was about the grand debut of the latest Cumbunny in her master's stable. She reluctantly released her grip on Gene's cock and stood gracefully on her long luscious legs, grabbing Gene's hand and playfully tugging him upward.
"Come, master. Time to give your new bunny what she needs."
"Oh, I'll give her what she needs, alright," growled Gene, getting up with a hard light in his glowering eyes. Eliza had expected this. Gene was a... predictable man in some ways. With her little show of defiance, Kim had hit him right where it hurt. Directly in his pride.
Their little game of dress-up tonight had been designed to blunt Gene's anger by offering him such a complete, slutty submission that he'd be delighted, distracted, and convinced that Kim no longer needed to be taught a lesson.
Eliza hoped the plan worked... But even if it didn't, it had the added benefit of turning Kim into a delectable little submissive fuckdoll, and that in itself was its own reward.
Eliza pulled her master toward the door of his bedroom, swinging the door wide to reveal the present that she had brought him.
Kim knelt on the floor of his grubby room, eyes downcast demurely. She was a vision of innocent beauty, crafted by Eliza to incite her Master's dominant lust. In contrast to Eliza's coal-black lace, Kim wore pure white, almost bridal lingerie, with a shelf bra that displayed the hard pink nipples on her big tits, a frilly lace-trimmed white thong, and gossamer stockings. Eliza had done Kim's beautiful blonde hair in soft, shining curls to contrast with her pin-straight black locks.
Kim's lovely green eyes looked up shyly, a pink blush coloring her face. For the time being, the prickly, acid-tongued rebel was gone. Eliza had never seen anyone look as soft and submissive in her life.
All exactly according to plan.
"Hi, Daddy," said Kim softly, her eyes flicking to Gene's, then down to his crotch, then away. "I... I'm sorry I took so long. Do you think..." Her blush deepened as she looked back up, her eyes burning with humiliated submission as she met Gene's gaze. "...do you think I could m-make it up to you?"
Gene was so surprised that he was brought up short for a moment, his eyes widening. Eliza bit her lip to keep from letting out a giggle as she saw his cock literally jump in his pants. "I can think of a few ways," he said in a low, hungry voice, his eyes running up and down the soft, curvy form of his newest sex toy. Gene had come in here tonight with a chip on his shoulder, ready to break Kim's will. But they had done the equivalent of pulling open a door as he charged at it with his shoulder. He seemed almost confused by the conflicting desires to punish Kim and smugly accept her humiliating submission.
But his cock didn't seem to be confused at all. Eliza stepped forward beside him, deftly reaching down and releasing his throbbing dick from his fly. It practically burst outward, carried by the lust of a man looking at a beautiful woman's sexual surrender. Eliza began stroking her master's thick cock, her pulse quickening as she looked back and forth between Gene and his new Cumbunny, her curvy body kneeling humbly. Their eyes were locked on each other, rapt with mutual lust, dark and fiery, and Eliza felt herself responding to it, her nipples pressing hard against the lacy fabric of her bra and her panties growing moist between her thighs. Right now, Kim looked like a lost lamb and Gene like a hungry wolf. Kim the dry tinder and Gene a roaring flame.
Some perverse instinct in Eliza wanted to bring them together and watch what happened.
She pulled Gene forward by his cock toward Kim, whose heaving chest exposed her own driving, desperate arousal. Eliza didn't blame her one bit. Kim hadn't gotten a taste of Gene's addictive semen for almost a full week. His throbbing cock probably looked like a tall frosty glass of water to a woman dying of thirst.
Now Gene's broad, hairy form loomed over the petite kneeling woman, a huge, monstrous mass in contrast to her innocent-looking beauty. Yet, no matter what Gene had intended for tonight, it was obvious that Kim wouldn't need to be forced into anything. Her entire body looked flushed with arousal, and her chest heaved, calling attention to her twin rock-hard nipples. Her glossy lips parted, letting out rough, hot pants of breath, and her eyes went hazy with wild lust.
Gene turned and looked to Eliza, his eyes sharp and lustful. A rough hand circled her waist and pulled her to his side. "You did it," he said, his voice dripping with amusement. "You tamed the little brat. How did you bring her to heel? For future reference."
Eliza snuggled into Gene's side, staring down with him at the blushing, kneeling woman beneath them. "All it took was a hot, wet pussy pressed against those pouty little lips," purred Eliza, "and she was putty in my hands, master... but I think a cock would work even better."
Kim was obviously mortified by the two people standing above her and talking about her like an object... but she was also clearly a woman in submissive heat. Her eyes left Gene's face to focus on the thick cock just inches from her pretty, blushing cheeks. Eliza felt a hunger and a perverse curiosity growing deep inside herself. She needed to see Kim give in. And an ugly, spiteful, bitter little voice deep in her heart, (despite her genuine desire to work together with Kim) wanted to watch her cute blonde sister-in-law lose. You think you're so much better than me... the twisted little voice whispered, but you're on your knees after all, calling the man you hate Daddy. I guess you weren't stronger than this "weak slut" after all...
Eliza knew it was Lizzie talking, mirroring Gene's contempt and hatred, but she found the nasty little thought difficult to shake.
"Look at you," Gene said, staring down at Kim while Eliza stroked his cock. "Little Miss high and mighty. You thought you were too good to even respond to my texts. Now you're on your knees, begging for my cock." he moved a step closer, pressing the length of his cock against Eliza's pretty face while Eliza let her hand fall away.
Kim whimpered, a complex expression of mingled disgust and desire contorting her face. Gene shifted his hips slightly, rubbing his cock all over Kim's face, smearing her with his pre-cum. "If you want my cock that bad, then say it. I don't want it to come from Lizzie how much you want me now. I want to hear it from you."
Kim looked up again into Gene's face, biting her lip, reluctant again to take a further step into her own degradation. Her eyes flicked to Eliza, who gave a little nod, trying to keep the look of eager triumph from her face.
"I... I want your cock, Daddy, said Kim in a low, throaty whisper. Eliza could tell just by looking at her flushed face and trembling body that Kim was telling the truth. She was even subtly nuzzling her face up against Gene's swollen dick.
But apparently it wasn't enough for Gene.He grabbed his massive cock at the root and gently slapped it against Kim's cheeks, first on one, then the other. "And who owns you now, bunny? Who do you belong to?" His voice was hard and uncompromising, his eyes still holding a hint of fire... anger at Kim's annoying defiance over the past week.
Kim squeezed her eyes shut, and Eliza held her breath. For their plan to work and let Kim off with an evening of erotic humiliation rather than angry punishment, this moment was key. Could Kim do it? For a second, Eliza wasn't sure.
Then Kim's eyes opened again, blazing with the sincerity of submissive lust. "You do, Daddy. I'm yours. Your slutty little Cumbunny. And all that I want is to suck your big, fat cock. M-may I Daddy?" Asked Kim in a broken whisper, the last word dripping with reluctant arousal.
Gene's smile nearly split his face, and his cock leaked another bead of slick precum down onto the submissive blonde's face. Eliza felt a powerful sense of relief. They had him, hook, line, and sinker. "Suck my cock, slut."
Eliza knew that Kim had already sucked Gene's cock once. But back then, she hadn't been aware of the monster he truly was. This time, the act of sexual service was obviously an effort for the new Cumbunny. Kim raised a hand and wrapped it firmly around the root of Gene's thick cock, her breath faltering a little as her palm felt its pulsing strength.
She visibly gulped, staring at the thick rod of dominant pleasure in her hand. Gene waited, watching like a hawk. Everything was going exactly like Eliza had planned with Kim. Instead of trying to break his new Cumbunny's will, Gene had been convinced that she'd already surrendered completely and was now watching gleefully.
Which meant, at least for tonight, Kim had to play her part to perfection.
Kim closed her eyes, breathing heavily as she leaned forward, gently pressing her lips to the bulging, precum-drooling cockhead of her hated tormentor. Eliza couldn't hold back any longer; she reached down and cupped the back of Kim's head, firmly pulling her closer, letting Gene's cock slip between her glossy lips.
Kim opened her mouth eagerly, accepting her Daddy's thick cock. Gene gave a deep, rumbling chuckle of triumph. "Good girl. That's my little slut... Feels a lot better to suck cock than to be a frigid little bitch, doesn't it?"
It was a fascinating sight. The soft pink lips that had sneered at the very idea of surrendering to Gene sealed tightly around his cock. Eliza began pulling and releasing rhythmically, guiding Kim's head up and down her Daddy's hard dick. Slowly picking up speed, faster and sloppier. Soft glucking sounds came from Kim's throat as she took Gene's cock deeper and deeper at Eliza's urging. She opened her brilliant green eyes, staring upward with utter submissive dependency into Gene's face as his giant cock plundered her wet, willing mouth, staking his claim on his property and ending her short-lived rebellion with a humiliating show of dominance.


And Eliza shared in his triumph, grinning broadly at the sight of another woman conquered by her powerful master. She knew she would probably feel guilty later for how much she was enjoying Kim's shameful defeat, but for now, Lizzie was holding the reins, and the Cumbunny inside Eliza celebrated her master's victory. Eliza pulled Gene's face to the side with her free hand, kissing him deeply as she continued to push Kim's mouth down his cock. He tasted like sweat and cheap beer, but at this point, she loved her master more than he disgusted her.
Gene broke the kiss, his eyes alight with dominant fire. "Join her,' he growled, nodding sharply to the ground at his feet. "I want to see how my two little Cumbunnies work as a team."
Eliza nodded and meekly said, "Yes, master." It was a swift, efficient reminder that she didn't have a position of any real power in this relationship. She might be able to push Kim around, but Gene was the one who held all the cards, and, ultimately, Eliza was a submissive at his beck and call. The reminder was sobering, but not crushing. Lizzie loved to serve, after all. A thrill of arousal flashed through Eliza as she fell to her knees. Her true place: serving her master.
Eliza pulled her horny fellow Cumbunny off their master's cock with a pop and stared into Kim's lovely green eyes. She was totally lost to her submissive desires right now, so thirsty for cum she could barely think. Eliza could see it in her eyes. Working on instinct, Eliza pulled Kim in for a brief, but deep kiss, tasting her master's cock on the slutty blonde's tongue.
"Follow my lead, Kimmy," Eliza said in a throaty whisper as she pulled away. "Let's give him a show that he'll never forget."
"That's right," said Gene with a chuckle. "Show me what you can do."
Eliza began kissing and licking performatively up and down the thick shaft of Gene's cock, and, after a second of observing, Kim joined her. Together, they showered his monstrous, throbbing dick with affection, rubbing their soft lips and cheeks on it, soaking it with their tongues, and even giving it gentle nibbles, one on either side.
Gene loomed over them, staring down past his hard gut with a wide, smug grin on his face, enjoying the sight of his two bunnies working together, one slim and elegant in dark lingerie and straight black hair, the other cute and curvy in angelic white lace. Eliza's eyes were icy blue, and Kim's were blazing green, but they both looked up at him with horny, desperate submission as they worshipped his cock. Two goddesses, different, but both dripping with raw sexuality. Both humbled and serving a man like him. Both of them slobbering all over his dick as if it were the most delicious thing either of them had ever tasted. And the best part was who they were. The wife and sister of the young pretty-boy who'd thought he was better than Gene. Someday soon, it would be time to finally land the crushing blow. To pull back the curtain and reveal to David exactly how badly he had been beaten. But for now, Gene was happy to sit back and enjoy training his two loyal Cumbunnies into perfect, slutty obedience.
The teasing and visual stimulation were fun, but after watching Kim from the sidelines, Eliza needed to have her lips wrapped around a cock. She authoritatively gripped Kim's head and pushed it down, wordlessly assigning her to serve her master's heavy, hanging testicles while the senior bunny took her rightful place above, plunging her master's slick, dripping cock into her greedy mouth.
Eliza took her master's huge cock deep in long, smooth strokes, warming herself up rapidly until his full length was thrusting deep into her slutty, married throat. Beneath her, Kim worshiped her Daddy's balls, bathing the heavy orbs with her sharp little tongue before sucking each one between her soft lips and gently sucking.
Eliza reveled in the feeling of her master's dominant cock fucking her opened throat like he owned it, but it was clear that the stimulation of their two-pronged attack was too much for even a jaded deviant like Gene to handle. After barely a minute of deep, passionate face fucking complemented by sensual ball-sucking, Gene casually pushed Eliza away, then leaned down to grip Kim's chin in his hand, turning her face up to stare deep into her eyes.
"On the bed," he rumbled. "I'm going to make you mine."
Kim's heart beat a wild rhythm in her chest as she stared up into Gene's hard, cruel eyes. The strangest part of this whole thing was that her hatred and disgust for Gene had never really gone away. She could still feel her dislike for the fat, ugly prick burning bright in her heart... but it had tangled and merged with the monstrous cloak of artificial lust that had taken her over so hopelessly that she could no longer sort her true feelings out.
All that she knew was that now her desire to be claimed by her Daddy was even stronger than the disgust she felt every time she looked at Gene.
Kim got up onto the bed, her limbs feeling loose and weak, her skin hot and sensitive, her nipples throbbing in time to the rapid beat of her heart. She lay back, as nervous as a virgin despite the large number of casual hookups she had had in the past. She could tell by instinct that none of the men she had been with before could possibly match how she was about to feel with Gene.
Her eyes were focused on her Daddy. Her obsession. He stood like some sort of hulking troll at the end of the bed, his cock jutting up proudly from beneath his hairy gut, throbbing with manly power. Kim's body wanted that dick more than she had wanted anything in her life. Her pussy felt empty. Needy. Desperate to be filled. She reached down with trembling fingers and slid the wet lace panties down her shapely thigh, leaving the scrap of cloth dangling from one ankle as she spread her legs invitingly, staring up at Gene with smoky bedroom eyes.
Gene's eyes were immediately drawn between his new Cumbunny's thick thighs to her tight, juicy pussy, and Kim could see his cock throb at the little surprise that she and Eliza had prepared for him there. She had waxed herself clean yesterday. Damn near came all over the poor aesthetician she was so fucking on edge and horny. But Gene's reaction made the embarrassment worth it. She could tell that Gene was utterly enamored by her submissive act of preparation, making herself soft and smooth and defenseless in preparation for his plunging cock.
"Come fuck me, Daddy. Come show your Cumbunny who's the boss," she purred, abandoning herself entirely to the role as she ran her hands up her thighs to her smooth, silky pussy, gently parting her lips to show her Daddy the wet pink heat within, inviting him to come claim what he had won by right of conquest. Calling this horrible man Daddy was deeply humiliating... but somehow that filthy demeaning word set Kim on fire. She knew how much Gene liked it when she made a fool of herself by using it, and that made her ache with shameful arousal every time it passed between her lips.
Gene had lost the need to demean the women with his quips and put-downs and taunts by now, utterly absorbed by bestial desire. He growled with unleashed lust, lurching forward to rub his swollen cockhead all over the soft, smooth lips of Kim's waxed pussy. Kim gasped, throwing her head back and gripping the sheets tight in her two white-knuckled hands. God, it feels fucking good! If it feels like this just for him to tease me, how fucking good will it feel when he actually puts it in? When he fucks me? Oh God... when he fucking cums? The thought alone made a guttural moan bubble up from deep inside Kim. Her hips thrust upward toward the feeling of her Daddy's cock, desperate for penetration... and for insemination.
Gene didn't make her wait any longer. It looked like he could barely wait to begin himself. He thrust forward, parting and stretching her buttery smooth lips in one motion, making Kim cry out in ecstasy as she experienced his thick, powerful cock for the second time ever.
Gene grabbed Kim's hands as she spread her thick thighs wide, welcoming the deep, fulfilling penetration as Gene filled and stretched her completely, leaving her needy pussy satisfied at last.
"Fuck you're fucking tight!" groaned Gene as he bottomed out in Kim's pussy. "What do the asshole guys you pick up have swinging between their legs, tic-tacs? Well... don't worry, bunny. Daddy's going to teach that pussy to take a real man's cock..." Kim took a shuddering gasp of breath as Gene began moving, slowly pulling his cock out, watching her tight pink lips grip his shaft as if fighting to keep him inside... before snapping his hips forward again, angrily pushing forward until he was balls deep once again.
Kim was trying hard to ride the wave, just like Eliza had told her to, but it felt like she might be crushed beneath the tide of lust at any moment. She had never had a guy this big inside her before, but she was so fucking turned on that it wasn't painful at all, just an unbelievable sensation of satisfying, pleasurable stretching.
"Yes Daddy Yes Daddy Yes Daddy," gasped Kim, her hips grinding and writhing against Gene's big cock as he plunged into her again and again, spreading and battering her pussy with his thick cock. Kim felt a rushing wave of powerful, humiliating surrender as the ugly, hairy man above her thoroughly fucked her, conquering her pussy despite how much she hated him as a person. It was a level of sexual submission she had never even conceived of to let a fat bastard like him fuck her this hard and deeply, but it made her whole body light up with twisted pleasure. Her tits bounced and her thighs trembled as Gene gripped her hands tight in his, using the leverage to fuck her like an animal.
As Gene began to really warm up, rutting hard, making Kim feel the wild, animatic force of his thrusts as his invading cock stretched out her tight pussy, Eliza appeared over his shoulder. Her hand draped possessively over his hairy, sweaty chest, caressing him as she grinned down with a sharp, predatory smile on her lovely face.
For a second, Kim had the swooping, terrifying thought that she had been duped. That all of Eliza's talk of teamwork and working behind Gene's back was a ruse to maneuver her into this situation. To trick Kim into getting fucked by Gene and breaking her down into his loyal Cumbunny. As scary as the idea was, it was also oddly arousing... Kim wasn't sure why the thought of being used and manipulated into submission by her gorgeous sister-in-law turned her on, but it did.
But a single moan of despair bubbled up through her lips, sure that Eliza was the evil scheming slut she had suspected all along, Eliza slipped down to Kim's side. She palmed one of Kim's ripe, bouncing tits in one hand while she pressed her soft, warm lips directly up to Kim's ear, whispering, "You're doing sooo well Kimmy. He's fucking you, but you're holding him in the palm of your hand. Keep going... earn that cum." She punctuated her words with a firm squeeze of Kim's nipple and a little wet lick around the curve of her ear.
Gene looked down with a smirk as he powerfully pumped his hips forward, impaling the soft tight pussy beneath him again and again. "What's going on, bunnies? Secrets?"
Luckily, his tone was joking, and Eliza turned to him with a smile, flicking the nipple on Kim's bouncing breast casually as she said, "Just telling Kimmy how good she looks with your cock inside her master. Now, could you really fuck the shit out of her? Please master? I want to hear this little slut moan!"
Gene chuckled and released his iron-hard grip on Kim's wrists. "Ha! You think the little minx can handle it if I go hard, Lizzie? It's her first time after all," he rumbled with a cruel twinkle in his eyes.
Kim looked back and forth between Eliza and Gene, her eyes wide. "Wait... that just now wasn't hard?" she asked with a whimper.
Gene's only response was a deep chuckle... and to hunch down over Kim, pressing her body down into the mattress with his heavy bulk. Eliza lay next to them, watching with a wide smirk and idly rubbing her pussy.
Gene began pistoning into Kim, faster and harder and deeper than she thought possible. She moaned and writhed, her body jolting and bouncing from the powerful, frantic pace. She felt trapped beneath Gene's heavy, hairy bulk, but that sense of control and oppression just made her submissive arousal flare brighter. She could feel Gene's cock in her deepest places, stretching her wide again and again, making her feel things no man had ever been able to ignite in her before, staking his claim on her pussy forcefully and completely.
Kim knew that she would be sore tomorrow. Getting fucked this hard basically guaranteed that. But she didn't care. Her pussy clenched and milked the thick, powerful cock on every thunderous thrust, desperate for her Daddy's cum, and her body radiated sexual pleasure from her toes to the roots of her hair as Gene's disgusting body rubbed against hers. She began to moan, just like Eliza had requested. "Ffffuckk! Yesss, fuck me! Fuck me, Daddy! Make me your little Cumbunny! Take this fucking pussy and make it yooooours!"
Working on feral, unleashed instinct, she reached up and seized Gene's head, pulling him down into a rough, sloppy, tongue-tangling kiss as his thick, throbbing cock speared her soft pussy. Wet, sloshing sounds filled the air as they fucked like animals, consummating their new relationship as dominator and dominated.
Eliza lay beside them, and craned her neck in as well, kissing first Kim, then Gene, then turning it into an obscene three-way make-out that left all three smeared with mingled saliva. As she worked, she fingered her pussy, failing to hold back needy little moans. It was fun to watch her master fuck his new toy down into the mattress, but Eliza was already discovering a new downside to this new arrangement... Gene only had one cock, and so only one bunny could fuck him at any given time.
She snuggled close to the rutting pair, grinding her hips needily against Gene's hairy thigh as she whimpered urgently, "Master, please... It's not fair. I need you too!"
Gene turned a bloodshot eye toward her and grinned proudly. Only a few months journey from a loyal wife who sneered at his very presence to this slut who got jealous when he fucked other women. He surged upward, leaving Kim behind with a mewling moan of disappointment, and took Eliza in his arms, manhandling her into reverse cowgirl position.
Eliza gripped Gene's thick, veiny cock in her hands, still slick with her sister-in-law's aroused lubrication. Her mouth was dry, her skin tingling, and she could feel the heat and pulsing heartbeat of her master's cock as it pressed tight to her pussy. This was what she needed. This connection. Kim watched, panting, sweaty, and unfulfilled, still lying back on the bed in a sexual daze, her pussy pink and lightly gaping from the hard fucking she had just taken. Staring Kim dead in the eyes, Eliza rose up and positioned Gene's cock against her tight, wet hole, slipping him easily inside as she brought her lithe hips down smoothly to meet his.
As Gene's cock filled her, she felt an odd sense of possessiveness. It's my cock. Know your place, newbie, growled Lizzie inside her as Eliza began bouncing with smooth, rolling hip motions. She let out a long, sensual moan as she picked up speed. It had only been a few days since Gene had fucked her, but still, it felt like she had been starving for his cock. Her pussy clenched greedily around her master's shaft as she stared down at Kim. The cute little blonde stared back with obvious envy, rubbing herself as she watched her senior Cumbunny sister receive her reward. The reward that she richly deserved for tracking down her wild cat of sister-in-law and bringing her in as a tame little kitty.
Gene slapped her ass hard from behind, grunting and puffing with exertion. "Fuck! Ride that cock you married slut!" he hissed. "Show Kimmy how a Cumbunny earns her reward!
Eliza was already on edge, and she could feel that Gene was too after fucking Kim so thoroughly. Eliza had no desire to hold back or drag this session out. As wonderful as her master's cock felt, hard and hot inside her, she wanted his cum more than she wanted a long sex session. She quickened her pace, sweat dripping down her body and soaking her flimsy bra, more beast than woman as she chased the primal, raw need that Gene had inspired.
Kim crawled closer, desperate for connection even after her master had chosen Eliza for the honor of receiving his cum. She carefully positioned herself between Gene's thick, hairy legs so that she could kiss, lick, and suck Gene's balls once again, preparing him to creampie the gorgeous dark-haired angel riding him. Gene grunted from surprise at the unexpected sensation, and his balls drew tight to the base of his cock, ready to fire their potent load.
Eliza wanted that fucking load. Wanted it more than anything. Her hips rose and fell in rapid liquid motions, slapping her ass loudly against her master's thighs again and again. Her whole body cried out for his semen. She moaned, 'Cum... Cum for me, master! Fill my pussy. Give me my reward..."
Gene's fingers seized iron-tight on Eliza's hips, pulling her down and thrusting his cock as deep as it would go. He let out a roar of triumph, releasing a hot, thick load into the depths of his Cumbunny's pussy as she writhed and moaned on his cock. Eliza lost the capacity for speech as she felt the flood of white-hot jizz paint her inside, spreading radiating bolts of pleasure through every nerve, lighting her body up like a Christmas tree. Her back arched and her mouth flew open, letting out a strangled, guttural cry of primal fulfillment as her pussy milked every drop of cum from the monstrous cock filling it.
Gene must have been saving up for the past few days as well, because his thick load spilled out of Eliza's pussy, dripping down the root of his cock and onto his balls, where it was caught and licked up by Kim. Her tongue greedily found every last drop, then pulled her Daddy's softening cock out of Eliza's pussy and licked every inch off that as well, mindlessly devouring his cum, her body screaming for more and more.
Finally, Gene's cock was clean, and Kim stared at the messy, well-fucked pussy in front of her eyes, still dripping thick globs of pearly semen. She glanced up and saw that Eliza was watching her with an expression of deep, powerful satisfaction. Kim didn't feel that calm yet. She hadn't had enough semen to scratch her itch. And if she wanted to get it, there was only one source.
"Go on," purred Eliza, spreading her thighs a little wider and scooting her sloppy pussy closer to Kim's face. "You deserve a reward for being such a good girl. Take what you need."
Kim gulped, part of her repulsed by the filthy act that Eliza was offering... but, after all, was it any worse than what she had already done?
Kim closed her eyes and latched her lips onto Eliza's inflamed pussy, pulsing her tongue deep inside and extracting the creamy goodness she had been desperate for.
God, it's even better when it's hot! Kim's hesitance fell away almost instantly as the incredible taste hit her tongue, lighting up her brain with pleasure. She dug deeper, feasting on the pussy of the beautiful pale queen above her, not even caring anymore how ridiculous it made her look as she sucked and swallowed the thick, tasty jizz she craved.
After a few seconds, Gene extracted himself from beneath Eliza, sitting on the sidelines for a minute, just watching with a smug smile as Kim hungrily ate Eliza out.
"Good job, bunnies," he said in a gruff voice. "I can tell you two are going to make me very, very happy. Give me one sec. I need to hit the can."


He bounced up off the bed, scratching his ass as he wandered out of his bedroom door, leaving the two women with a fleeting moment of privacy.
Kim raised her head with a gasp, finally feeling a warm, glowing sense of thorough satisfaction settling over her after a week of torturous hunger.
Eliza pulled Kim's face up into a gentle kiss, smiling as she said softly, "We have him right where we want him! He won't suspect a thing! Good work, Kimmy."
But now that her cravings were finally fulfilled, Kim wasn't sure she shared Eliza's confidence. "I told you not to call me that," she muttered, breaking free from Eliza's hands cupping her cheeks. "And I don't know if that's true. I think maybe he has us right where he wants us."
Eliza was about to say something in response, but they had already run out of time. Gene reentered the doorway, his cock already stiffening again as he saw his two Cumbunnies in each other's arms.
'Well, don't get started without me," he said with an evil leer that sent a chill down Kim's spine. "I'm not done with the two of you... no, not by a long shot."
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Anne awoke from a deep sleep, feeling refreshed and rested. She hadn't had any of the shadowy, tense wet dreams the past few nights.
But that was only because, in some ways, her whole life had become a twisted erotic dream. She turned over in bed to see her daughter sleeping beside her, her face calm and almost angelic, but her lovely red hair still ruffled from their wild lovemaking the other day. She was sleeping together in bed with Anne these days, like they were lovers. And that was because, well... to be frank, they were.
After Anne and her daughter had given in to temptation and consummated their incestuous lust last week, Anne had felt guilty. She had tried her best to behave. She even sat Melanie down the next day to explain that they had done something that could never be repeated. But sitting there, staring into her daughter's beautiful blue eyes, something had drawn Anne to her like a magnet, and they had started making out again. And making out had led to clothes being torn off, and being naked had led to Melanie sucking her mother's nipples, then her pussy, and then.... Well, then it had devolved into an entire evening of sweaty, passionate lesbian incest, just like the night before.
Something similar had happened every night since then as well, no matter how hard Anne tried to resist. It was honestly humiliating, in more ways than one. She was supposed to nurture her daughter, to always be there for her with unconditional love. Her role as a mother had been perverted into that of an eager lover, greedily exploring her daughter's tight young body with her tongue and fingers. Taking where she should be giving selflessly. As a mother, she was also supposed to be honored, respected, and deferred to by her daughter... but embarrassingly, Anne had found herself taking the submissive role in bed during their nightly trysts. Melanie was by no means a dominatrix... but she was the one who decided what they would do and when, and when Melanie told her mother where to kiss and lick and suck, Anne simply wasn't able to say no.
In other words, their loving mother/daughter relationship had been twisted inside out. Melanie no longer treated Anne like her respected and loved mother, but like a naughty submissive lover that she was eager to command.
Just the sight of her daughter's sleeping face sent a pang of conflicted emotions whirling through Anne's mind: lust and love and shame and excitement. She turned away and gingerly got out of bed, careful not to wake her daughter. It might be better if she left the house before Melanie woke up. She headed to her closet to pick out an outfit for the day.
But that just reminded her of another troubling fact. Anne's perception of her wardrobe had changed as well. When she looked at the long row of blazers and professional blouses that had once been her daily work attire, she couldn't help but feel... repelled somehow. They seemed impossibly boring. Unbelievably restrictive. She couldn't even stand the idea of putting them on, let alone wearing them to work, even though a part of her recognized that they looked perfectly nice and totally professional.
Instead, she turned to the small, but growing section of clothes tha,t for some reaso,n gave her a warm, happy glow whenever she put them on. Thin, sheer material that her nipples poked straight through. Tiny strips of cloth that could only jokingly be called "skirts". Lacy stockings that felt more at home in the bedroom than the office. The sight of them sent a squirming feeling of embarrassed lust through Anne's belly. But, even though they made her uncomfortable, the revealing new clothes had actually been a hit at work, drawing her seemingly sincere compliments on a daily basis. And Melanie? She loved the slutty new clothes that her mommy paraded around in. Many of them had been gifts from her, in fact.
Including the shoes.
Melanie's gifts had taken over the entire bottom of Anne's closet. And they starkly showed her daughter's taste in footwear at a glance. Heels. The taller the better. Often strappy, in all different hues of the rainbow, but always with a massive platform or stiletto. When Anne had first seen the new type of shoes that her daughter wanted her to wear, she thought they were simplyly impossible. She had always had trouble with foot pain, and in fact had just recently switched from low, sensible heels to flats to help deal with it. But, at her daughter's urging, Anne had reluctantly given the massive heels a try, and was shocked to find that somehow, the towering heels felt natural. Instead of tottering around on them, she had felt a new sense of gratefulness and even freedom.
And yes, as Melanie had slyly pointed out, they did make her legs look fantastic, especially combined with the stockings that her daughter had bought for her. But even with how strangely fun and empowering it felt to wear the new shoes that her daughter had gifted her, Anne still hadn't worked up the courage to try the shoes that Melanie had presented her with the other day... if you could even call them shoes. They sat in a box on the top shelf of the closet, weighing on Anne's thoughts every time her eyes strayed over them. Maybe she could work up the courage soon. She knew it would make Melanie happy, but she just couldn't see how anyone at work would see her as anything other than a slut if she walked into the spa wearing them, no matter how permissive they had become.
Today, Anne selected a pair of leopard print platforms with a minuscule leather skirt and sleeveless blouse so sheer that she could easily see the color of her nipples in the mirror. The outfit showcased the wicked curves of her body, and made her heavy, round tits and juicy thighs an enticing erotic spectacle thanks to how skimpy it was. There was an odd sense of cognitive dissonance as she checked out the effect of the outfit in the mirror. Part of her sneered that she looked like a trashy streetwalker, but another part, nearer to the surface, whispered that she looked amazing. Fierce. Wild. Free.
The positive emotions outweighed the bad. This would be her work outfit for the day.
As she turned to grab her purse and head out the door, Melly stirred in the bed, and Anne realized that she wasn't going to be able to sneak away without their morning ritual. The idea made her flush with embarrassed arousal. She both loved and felt guilty about the strange new sexual dynamic with her daughter.
She turned toward Melanie, her pulse suddenly thumping in his chest. Her gorgeous, sexy, confusing daughter was now propped up on one elbow, her eyes lazy with sleep and her firm little breasts hanging softly beneath her in her loose pajama shirt. "Morning, dear," said Anne with a breezy smile, half-hoping that she could get away, and half-hoping her daughter would make her stay. "Just on my way to work. I'll see you later."
Melanie laughed deep in her throat with a little shake of her head, her green eyes flashing playfully. "Oh, Mommy, you're so silly. Did you already forget what I told you on Monday? You can't go off to work without... kissing me goodbye." Her voice was a pleasantly sexy early-morning rasp, and as she teasingly mentioned their new morning ritual, her eyes flicked down her body meaningfully.
Claire swallowed, savoring the sweet burn of humiliation and desire as it filled her. "Oh... of course, dear. I didn't forget. I just thought, you know, that I should let you sleep." She wished she could say that she hated the new requirement that Melanie had sprung on her recently. But that was just the issue; she didn't hate kissing her daughter goodbye at all. In fact, every time she did it, it made her so fucking horny that she had to drive to work with soaked-through panties. But that sense of weak, submissive dependency on her own daughter was scary. Anne was wary of giving in to it completely.
So she made one last token effort at resistance.
"Oh, honey," Anne said with a nervous simper, "I really am running a little late today. So I thought it might make more sense if I..." She hesitated, and her protest trailed off, and Melanie's face locked into a sultry pout,
She felt that strange erotic weakness washing over her again as her daughter said, "That's so mean of you, Mommy! You know that I have to spend all day alone while you go have fun with all the ladies at your job. And you don't even care enough to give me a kiss goodbye?" Her beautiful eyes, mirrors of her mother's, locked onto Anne's as she slowly dragged away the sheet covering the lower half of her body. Naturally, like usual lately, Melanie hadn't worn any panties to bed.
Anne couldn't stop the spasm of greedy lust that passed through her the moment the sheet revealed her daughter's pussy. It was like the tide, or the changing of the moon, something elemental and unstoppable. A force of nature. Between Melanie's slim, pale thighs, her tight, sweet little pussy waited for her mother's obscene "kiss goodbye", the new ritual that Melanie had insisted they begin earlier this week: a kinky parody of maternal affection. Her pussy was already puffy with desire, still lightly pink from Anne's submissive service the night before. A little groomed strip of fiery pubic hair decorated it above (even though Melanie had pestered her mother into shaving completely silky-smooth).
Melanie trailed a hand down her taut, flat tummy and down onto her lower lips, holding her fingers there lightly, drawing her mother's eyes. Then she purred the two words that she knew Anne couldn't resist.
"Please, Mommy?"
Anne whimpered, feeling the tell-tale bloom of warmth in her lower belly that meant she would be traveling to work with soaked panties yet again. But she knew that there was nothing she could do now. She moved toward the bed with her eyes locked between her daughter's thighs, her mouth already watering. It wouldn't take long. The ritual was about token submission, not actually getting Melanie off... that would come later tonight.
Anne crawled between her daughter's thighs, her shapely ass barely concealed by the tiny skirt her daughter had bought her as it wiggled in the air. "That's a good Mommy," purred Melanie, her hand raising to gently grip Anne's head, pulling her mother in for her required sexual service. "Show me how much you love me..."
It was one thing to be sexually involved with her daughter. That was embarrassing all by itself. But this was the part that made it so much worse. The fact that Melanie was the one who wore the pants. She was the one who called the shots. Her eyes gleamed with just the faintest of smirks on her curvy, expressive lips, but it was enough for Anne to feel Melanie's pleasure at being above her mother, to be the one demanding pleasure. But the shame of being handled so easily by her daughter only made Anne's lust roar higher as Melanie spread her toned thighs wider, welcoming her mother in.
Anne took a shuddering breath, smelling the musk of her daughter's dominant arousal as she nuzzled in, just inches from Melanie's wet cunt. Her eyes rose upward, soft and submissive as she pressed her soft lips to her daughter's pussy, tasting her slick juices. Melanie's face broke into a wide smile, and her hips rolled upward involuntarily into the pleasurable sensation. "A little deeper," she said in her raspy morning voice. "...Please, Mommy"
Anne moaned, pressing her face tighter against her daughter's pussy, extending her tongue to wriggle between Melanie's lips, feeling her wet heat pulsing against her. Her whole body was on fire with arousal, her nipples stiff and pulsing where her large, hanging breasts pressed against the bed. She couldn't help it, as reluctant as this type of submissive service made her, she wanted more, needed it. She works her lips, swirling her tongue around Melanie's swollen clit, her eyes closing as her hand dipped between her own thighs to pleasure herself.
But then Melanie chuckled, reaching down to pull Anne's face up by her chin. "I thought this was just a little kiss goodbye! Is my Mommy... horny?"
Anne blushed red hot, but couldn't turn her gaze away from Melanie. "Y...yes," she breathed, her chest heaving with passion.
"Good," said Melanie softly, rubbing her mother's cheek tenderly as Anne knelt between her thighs. "Stay that way. I want you to be a dripping mess by the time you come home to me. I'll take care of you after work, Mommy. Don't you worry."
Anne felt a wave of petulant disappointment, but she knew a dismissal when she heard one. As much as it frustrated her, her daughter was in charge of their sex life now, and she wouldn't be getting any sexual favors until she got home from work. She straightened and got back to her feet with as much dignity as she could manage with her daughter's pussy juice smeared across her face.
"Right," she said briskly, straightening her skimpy clothes. "Well, I hope that you have a good day of classes then, sweetie."
Melanie demurely crossed her legs at the thigh, hiding her sopping pussy from Anne's longing gaze. "Thanks, Mommy. Have a good day at work," she said sweetly. It was the kind of exchange they had all the time as a normal Mother and Daughter, but now colored by the fact that when Anne returned from work, Melanie had promised to satisfy all of her sexual desires.
She turned and left the bedroom, now buzzing with unfulfilled lust. She hoped that Melanie was right and that she would have a pleasant day at work. And she was sure she would, everyone at work had been extremely... friendly lately.
But if she was having trouble with persistent arousal, she knew that being at the spa as it was now would only make things much, much worse.
...
Because of her daughter's teasing right before leaving home, Anne already knew that today would be harder than usual to get through. She mentally resigned herself to go straight to her office, tell her employees that she was working on some important admin work, and rub her throbbing clit until she climaxed so many times she felt normal again.
But to do that, she would first have to navigate the halls of her spa. And the spa had undergone some changes lately. Immediately as she entered the front door, her eyes were drawn to the screens playing ambient images and music. Melly had been very attentive in making sure the videos had been updated frequently, and the new ones focused a lot more on massage techniques rather than calm, serene nature. Oil drizzling on tanned skin. Firm hands gliding over soft flesh. Soft grunts and moans of satisfaction in the background. Like always, seeing the videos made Anne feel pleasant and warm... but they did nothing to soothe the growing arousal inside her.
She managed to break away from the screens in the lobby, but that put her face-to-face with the receptionist. And the receptionist was wearing the new uniform. Fuck, why did I let Janice talk me into this? Before, the uniform had been dark smocks, reminiscent of scrubs. Clean, simple, and professional-looking. This new uniform was almost a twisted parody of the original. The scrubs were now tight enough to define the hips and bust of the woman wearing them, with the V in front plunging deep enough to show a tempting amount of cleavage.
The loose pants had been changed for tight spandex shorts as well, but luckily, the receptionist was seated, so her vacuum-sealed butt and crotch weren't on display. Unluckily, Tina the receptionist had more than enough going on in the breast department, so her horny boss still had a hard time keeping her eyes away.
"Morning, Ms. Quinn," said Tina with a teasing wink as Anne struggled and failed to keep from staring deep into her cleavage. Anne gulped and shook her head, finally managing to smile weakly and nod as she scurried away toward her office. That was one of the strangest things about work lately. Despite Anne's increasingly sloppy arousal on a daily basis, her employees and guests didn't really seem to mind. In fact, it was almost like they found their boss's constant horny distraction... amusing? Exciting? It was hard to say.
Even that short encounter with Tina had made the roaring flame of desire inside Anne flare higher. Thank God that Tina had been here a couple years and wasn't wearing the "junior employee" uniform that Janice had suggested. The new regular uniform was supposedly "sharper and sleeker" in Janice's words, but even when her assistant had first modeled them, Anne hadn't been able to see them as anything but slutty.
And the "junior uniforms" that Janice had pushed for employees with less than two years of experience? Janice had claimed that they would help guests to understand who was an expert and who was still learning the ropes, but the actual effect seemed to be lots of young employees walking the halls in uniforms even more revealing than the slutty new scrubs for the regular employees.
Anne was able to make it to her office while only running into one other pair: an employee leading a dreamy-looking dark-haired woman wearing the new, silkier, shorter-cut robes that Janice had pitched along with the uniforms. Anne paused as they passed her to gawk at her employee's wiggling ass and the fantastic legs of the spa guest... but she was proud of herself for only staring for ten seconds or so.
She had really gotten pretty lucky to make it to her office with such little fuss. Some of the staff had begun to enjoy teasing her a little. It was all in good fun of course, but when her employees flaunted their bodies in their revealing new uniforms, it tended to wind Anne up in all the wrong ways. And with how horny she already was, that was the last thing she needed today.
Which made the sight that met her eyes when she opened the door to her office especially distressing.
Anne stood open-mouthed, a hot, wet jolt of arousal surging through her as she took in the sight. Janice was standing next to Anne's desk, holding tight onto Melissa's hips as the sexy little new hire perched her firm, bouncy ass on the edge of the desk, her long, lovely legs wrapped around Anne's Asian assistant. The two women were making out with a sort of powerful, hungry desperation, their lips locked and their hands greedily exploring each other's bodies.
And there was a lot of Melissa's tight young body on display to explore. She had been hired just a week ago straight out of a training program, so of course she wore the "junior employee" uniform. The spandex shorts of this version were just as tight as the regular uniform, but didn't even reach the bottom of the employee's ass cheeks in most cases, especially on Melissa's mouthwatering rear, leaving a fascinating stretch of smooth, lovely skin on display. The top of the junior uniform left the employees' midriffs uncovered, but even worse, they were white and just a little sheer. Janice swore that she hadn't told the junior employees not to wear bras, but if that was true, they had all decided to do without them anyway.
Anne's wandering eyes could clearly see the color and shape of Melissa's pretty pink nipples as she kissed Janice. The sight made her belly twist with frustrated lust. Melissa looked a lot like her daughter. Not so much in the face, but her body type, red hair, and blue eyes made her a very close match. It made it especially important that Anne avoid the sexy new employee whenever she could on bad days when she was especially horny. Otherwise, her thoughts about Melly would get too strong to bear.
So finding the young woman passionately making out with her assistant in her office wasn't a good start to her day. Her face flushed and her body buzzing with reluctant desire, Anne cleared her throat loudly. But despite her best attempt at a "stern and disapproving boss" act, she couldn't keep her eyes off Melissa...
Her openly horny stare may have reduced her authority as a boss a little, because when Janice finally broke the long kiss and looked up at her, it was with a naughty giggle and a wink. "Oops! Sorry, boss," she purred, her hands still all over the panting young employee she had been kissing, "We just ducked in here to have a quick... employee review. I thought we had a few minutes until you got in, but I guess we lost track of time."


Anne rolled her eyes with a huff. It was obviously bullshit. If the other employees could tease her a little sometimes, Janice had made it practically her full-time job to turn Anne into a hot, quivering mess at all times. Anne had tried talking to her about it, but the little vixen always had an excuse and an attitude of wide-eyed innocence whenever Anne told her to stop. Well... to be fair, Anne had to admit that she kind of liked it. Now that she had a sexual outlet at home that satisfied her, it wasn't so bad to have a shameless flirt winding her up at work.
But today was different. Anne was right on edge, and she wasn't sure she would be able to make it through the day with her dignity intact if Janice was her usual slutty self. Anne finally managed to tear her eyes away from Melissa and stared down at the floor, managing to say, "Melissa, please go attend to your duties, Janice and I need to have a word," in a passably professional voice.
When the young woman left the office, Anne was finally able to let out a breath. She turned to Janice and tried to put on her best stern expression. She was willing to put up with her assistant's games on most days, but this time, she had to really make Janice understand that she needed to behave.
"Janice, I plan to take care of some important paperwork today," she said briskly, hands on her hips. She realized she probably looked a little ridiculous in the slutty clothes she had worn today, but she liked to think her authority as boss hadn't deserted her entirely. Janice's almond-shaped eyes stared at her, glittering with mischief. Anne frowned, trying to put all the power she could gather into her voice as she said, "No interruptions today, Janice. I want to get some solid, uninterrupted work done. Understand?"
"Oh course," said Janice sincerely. Her tone and expression seemed completely serious... but Anne couldn't help but read a certain wicked eagerness in her eyes as she said, "I'll make sure that you are only interrupted for the most important of reasons, Ms. Quin. You can count on me."
...
The first interruption came less than twenty minutes later. Anne had just begun to settle in and relax. Her overheated mind began to wander back to thoughts about Melly. Her sweet daughter... her new lover. Feelings of warm maternal love sickeningly blended with the horny excitement of someone in a new sexual relationship. She felt the dark heat in her body flare to life as she imagined her daughter's deep blue eyes, burning with incestuous passion as she said "Please Mommy..." in that teasing, tender tone that made Anne melt.
Anne leaned back in her chair, her hand sneaking beneath the hem of her tiny skirt, finally able to indulge the consuming lust bubbling within her. And just as she had slipped her soaking panties to the side...
The door burst open, revealing Janice with a wide, leering grin on her face, her eager expression making it clear that she was expecting exactly the eyeful she received: her gorgeous boss fingering herself beneath her slutty skirt.
Anne made a strangled sound of alarm, straightening up far too late with a squeak and clatter as her rolling chair righted itself. "J-janice! I told you not to interrupt me!" she gasped, her pulse drumming hard against her skin as she blushed heavily.
"Of course, boss," said Janice innocently, doing an excellent job of holding back a snicker. "Only for the most important things. I have a few supply invoices that Gina wanted you to sign. She said it couldn't wait."
Anne glared at Janice. She very much doubted that that was true. Supply invoices were rarely urgent matters, but she took the documents anyway and feverishly signed them. "Ok, done," she said with a bit of a huff in her voice. "Now no more interruptions please."
"Of course, boss," said the pretty Asian assistant with a coy smile, "Sorry to disturb you... I know how busy you can get in here."
This time, when Janice left, Anne locked the door behind her. She didn't particularly like locking herself in her office normally. She thought it sent the wrong message for the owner to be locked away and unreachable during business hours. But this was a special circumstance. Anne settled back, hiking up her skirt a little... and lost herself in a fantasy. A fantasy of her beloved daughter snuggling in between her juicy thighs, kissing and licking gently between her mother's legs, her deep blue eyes staring upward, filled with forbidden passion.
She made a low, purring sound of pleasure deep in her throat. The best part of this fantasy was the fact that it could very well come true. Melanie was just as enthusiastic as Anne was about the filthy, taboo sexual relationship they had just discovered. If Anne went home and confessed that she had been dreaming of her daughter's sweet lips all day, she was positive that Melanie would be happy to oblige...
She was startled out of her fantasy once again, this time by a rapping on her office door and a rattling of the knob. She saw a dark shape from behind the closed blinds and heard Janice's sweet voice saying, "Sorry, Boss, just one more thing I needed you to take a look at. The contractor on the mudroom project needed to go over a few unforeseen difficulties with you, and he can't continue until he has your input."
Anne groaned and put a hand over her eyes. This, at least, Janice couldn't have faked. The contractor building a new mudroom for the spa genuinely was sort of a pain in the ass, and it sounded completely believable that he would require her direct input. Especially because it would force her to meet with him face to face... something that the contractor had been insisting was necessary more and more often ever since Anne's wardrobe had become extra slutty.
There was no help for it. Unfulfilled and buzzing with frustrated arousal, Anne rose decisively and yanked open the door to reveal her cheekily-grinning assistant. Anne wanted to growl something, but couldn't think of any good reason why Janice had done something wrong in this case, so she settled on a withering glance at her assistant before clicking down the hallway toward the under-construction mudroom.
The area where the contractor and his employees were working on the construction had been carefully separated from the rest of the spa by thick curtains, and the men had been carefully instructed not to enter the spa proper for any reason. The entire point of an all-female spa was to make women feel safe to be partially and completely naked, knowing that there were no men around. It was important that the rough working men didn't have a chance to ogle the scantily clad guests.
The scantily clad boss, however... She was fair game.
Anne could feel the ravenous eyes of the working men crawling all over her body from the moment she pushed through the curtains into the construction area. Her sexual world had been... highly focused on women lately, but Anne was bisexual, so the heated male gaze that always focused intensely on her when she visited this part of the building certainly had an effect. It was... quite a bit more embarrassing than when her employees or the spa guests stared at her scantily-clad body for some reason, but it made the powerful arousal inside her rise even higher.
The contractor was just as bad as his men, and as he explained the issues he had run into with the water system of the spa, his eyes subtly scanned up and down Anne's body. By the time Anne finally managed to get the issue straightened out, her panties were soaked through and she was worried that she was going to start dripping down her thighs. She ran into a pair of giggling junior employees on the way back to her office, and she was embarrassingly unable to keep her eyes off their slim, scantily clad bodies until they turned the corner.
She needed relief right now, or she was going to snap. But unfortunately, Janice seemed to be determined to needle her today of all days. When Anne made it back to her office, she found Melissa, her daughter's sexy doppelganger, sitting on the edge of her desk, kicking her long, luscious legs and looking a little bored. Her slim, but shapely hips were hugged sinfully tight by the tiny spandex shorts, and her juicy little tits were practically falling out of her tiny sheer uniform. She looked up with a faint smirk and a glimmer of curiosity in her eyes as Anne entered and said, "Hi, Ms. Quinn. Janice said I should wait here for you and ask if there was anything you might want me to do."
Anne flushed red. The words were on the tip of her tongue. If she told Melissa to kneel and eat her throbbing pussy until she came all over the young employee's pretty little face, Anne had no doubt that Melissa would do it. It was why Janice had sent Melissa here in the first place, partially as a taunt and partially as an offering.
But, despite her deep, burning sexual desperation, Anne couldn't force the words from between her lips. It was nothing new; some powerful mental barrier kept her from even touching another woman at the spa, let alone fucking them. Anne would have thought that after breaking the ultimate taboo with her own daughter, mere professionalism wouldn't be enough to restrain her. But, even if it made zero sense, she just couldn't do it. The slim, sultry young masseuse might as well have been on the moon. Anne couldn't touch her.
"No," said Anne heavily, the words bitter on her tongue, "Janice was sadly mistaken. I don't have any work for you."
Melissa hopped up, but hesitated for a moment, licking her glossy lips, her eyes darting down to survey her boss's curvy body, so sexily displayed by her leopard-print heels and tiny clothes. "Are you sure, Ms. Quinn?" she asked, her voice carrying a tiny twist of heat. "Janice said that you had a big, important job that was super urgent."
"Get out of my office, Melissa," said Anne sharply, gritting her teeth against the pulsing arousal rioting inside her. Hearing the finality in Anne's tone, Melissa finally scurried to leave, her eyes widening a little in mild intimidation. Anne watched her go with a frown, her eyes tracking Melissa's pert, wiggling butt until it was out of sight.
Then she sighed heavily, covering her eyes with a weary hand. It was clear that Janice had no intention of letting her masturbate in peace. Which left two options. She could masturbate through whatever interruption the little brat of an assistant came up with... which was probably Janice's goal in the end: to be allowed to spectate one of Anne's masturbation sessions.
Or... she could find a way around Janice by satisfying herself in a way that her assitant couldn't account for, and therefore couldn't interrupt.
...
Janice raised her hand to knock at her boss's office, then stopped when she realized the door was open. She poked her head inside, and her lips drew into a thin, disappointed line.
Anne had slipped away somewhere, probably to rub one out in secret, the horny bitch. Moving swiftly, Janice pulled up the security camera feed on her boss's computer. Anne couldn't have gone too far, considering that she had just sent Melissa away minutes ago...
Aha. Perfect. There she was, sneaking down the hall toward one of the saunas that wasn't scheduled for use. Anne had just been unlucky this time. Another minute or so, and she would have gotten away clean. Janice wasn't positive why teasing Anne was so important to her. She had been bisexual ever since high school, but it was sort of weird to have this powerful, deep obsession with teasing her boss, no matter how hot she was. I have a boyfriend, for fuck's sake! At night, when she was in her pajamas relaxing at home, some of the mischievous games she played with Anne during the day made her feel uncomfortable.
But coming into work always changed her mind right back. She had stopped questioning it. When she saw her beautiful slutty boss all flustered and horny, it just made her want to pounce in the worst possible way.
Which was exactly what she intended to do right now. She was certain that Anne was right on the verge of giving in and masturbating in front of an audience.
All she needed was one final push. And Janice thought she knew just the thing.
...
The solution to Anne's problems was simpler than she thought.
It had been the work of seconds to look up the room schedule and find out that Sauna C was free until 1. Which left her two glorious, uninterrupted hours where she could explore her body and dirty mind without Janice having any idea where she was. It might be a little irresponsible to go completely AWOL in the middle of a workday, but Anne's arousal had reached crisis level at this point. The spa would keep running for a few hours without her. What else did she pay Janice for in the end?
Working quickly in order to avoid her assistant, Anne made her way to the closest changing room to the saunas and slipped off the slutty clothes her daughter had bought her, instead donning one of the skirt-length robes that Janice had introduced. The best part about using the sauna for her little mid-workday vacation was that Nudity wasn't just allowed, it was expected. If someone did happen to walk into the sauna, Anne might need to swiftly move her hands, but her nudity would look perfectly natural.
One short trip down the hall, seeing no one as she went, and Anne reached her destination: Sauna C. She punched in her code on the access panel outside and set it to her preferred temperature, then slipped inside.
It would take a while for the sauna to heat up, but Anne was in no mood to wait. Now that she had finally found a place to indulge in her perversions uninterrupted, she planned to use every minute that she could. With shaking hands, she slipped the robe off her body and tossed it carelessly beside her, revealing her luscious, mature curves.
Anne ran a hand sensually up her hip, then over the curve of her breast, letting out a satisfied little gasp as she felt one of her big pink nipples stiffen under her palm. The crazy sensitivity she had been feeling in her tits lately hadn't been lessened by the fact that her daughter was sucking and licking every inch of them on a nightly basis. Quite the opposite, in fact: at this point, she was capable of bringing herself near climax with nipple stimulation alone.
But right now, there was no reason to hold back. Why rely only on her breasts when she could sample the entire range of self-pleasure? As she continued to palm and squeeze her heavy, round breast, Anne spread her thick thighs wide, exposing her sloppy cunt, buzzing with frustrated desire and desperate for her fingers.
She plunged one hand down, parting her slick lips and feeling for the swollen nub of her clit, circling it with eager, firm motions. A shuddering whine burst from between her lips, her eyes squeezing shut as she savored the delicious sensations. Yes... this was exactly what she had been craving. These powerful, electrifying bursts of pleasure jolting through her body. Her hand began to pinch and pull at her stiff nipple, getting rougher with her body as the pleasure took hold. She could already tell that this was going to be a powerful, toe-curling orgasm. The type that arched her back and made her eyes roll back into her head...
But it wouldn't be complete with just physical sensation. The only release that Anne could find these days was from her daughter, as fucked up as that was to say. And that included masturbation. If she wanted to cum, she was going to have to imagine Melanie.
...Not that that was a difficult task.
The sauna was heating up quickly, and Anne's body was gleaming with fine beads of sweat as she leaned back on the wooden bench, breathing the hot, moist air in deeply, smelling the fragrant cedar. She let her mind wander as one hand continued to make soft squishing noises between her spread thighs and the other switched to teasing her left breast.
In her mind's eye, her daughter stood before her in sinful red lingerie, sheer, lacy, and crotchless, with little heart-shaped cutouts to display her cute pink nipples and a garter-belt that held up her fishnet stockings. She wore a headband with little horns, and a little devil tail swished down between her legs. In Anne's mind, Melanie pointed a fork at her mother and purred, "Oooh, looks like Mommy wants to be a bad girl... Well, Mommy, if you want to sin tonight, then I can be your naughty little devil."
Anne whined and moaned, bucking upward against her fingers, her other hand squeezing and gripping hard against her breast.
"Because it is a sin... isn't it, Mommy?" asked Melly teasingly, slipping a hand down over her taut belly to touch her tight young pussy, showing Anne how wet and hot it was for her own mother. "It's soooo wrong. Mommy and daughter shouldn't be doing kinky things like this with each other.... But that's what makes it feel so good, isn't it? Let's be wicked together, Mommy... just you and your sweet, eager daughter..."
Anne gasped, writing on the bench, feeling her orgasm rushing toward her. The air was wet, burning heat against her skin, matching the roaring lust inside her. God, she needed this in the worst way. She was so close to finishing...
Suddenly, a breath of fresh, cool air and light burst into the room. Framed in the doorway was Janice with a triumphant little smirk on her face, with a small group of robed guests behind her, staring over her shoulder with expressions of shock mixed with horny delight at finding a beautiful naked woman vigorously masturbating in the sauna they intended to use.
It looked like Anne's assumption that it would be easy to play off her self-pleasure had been wildly optimistic. With her thighs spread wide and her fingers buried in her dripping cunt, her other hand seized tight around an erect nipple, it was obvious even at a brief glance what she had been up to. What she ought to do was stop her masturbation immediately, grab her robe, and retreat. Maybe if she was bold and stubborn, she could play this incident off like it was a misunderstanding, despite all appearances. How could she maintain her dignity once the word spread that she, the spa's owner, couldn't help masturbating in the saunas during work hours?
But her fingers didn't stop moving for a critical few seconds. Would it really be that bad to just go on a little longer and reach the orgasm she had been desperate for all day? She had already been caught, after all. It wasn't as if this could get any more embarrassing. As the thought flitted across her mind, Anne was surprised to find that her body responded with a fresh flare of heat. The shocked eyes of the women gathered behind her assistant, combined with the heated smirk of Janice herself, actually made Anne even more turned on.
Maybe it would be kind of hot to have an audience... especially one that was as appreciative as this group. Those fevered thoughts flashed through her mind in an instant, while the group of women still stood in the doorway. Anne's fingers moved over her clit, the image of her daughter still lingering in her mind.
Should she put her robe back on and maintain her dignity? Or give in to temptation? Anne found herself on the knife's edge, unsure of what she should do. Then she looked into Janice's eyes, and even though they were dark, unlike Melanie's blue, she saw the same teasing energy there, reminding her so much of her daughter. Janice nodded gently to her, encouragingly, and for a second, Anne could have sworn it was Melly there telling her what to do.
Anne's hands worked faster and harder, filling her with hot burning lust and shame as her orgasm washed over her. She was cumming in front of other women. Guests of her spa. Panting and moaning as her pussy fluttered and clenched, her hips writhing upward in slutty desperation, utterly on display and loving every second of the heated gazes from her spectators. Her skin was slick with sweat, making her curvy body look almost oiled as she shook and arched in a powerful, satisfying climax.


Finally, she slumped onto the bench, naked and dripping with sweat and feminine lubrication, feeling the swell of mortified shame as the small group of spa guests giggled and whispered excitedly. Janice smiled a broad, wolfish smile, gave her boss a big thumbs up, and turned to the group of women, loudly saying, "That's right, ladies! Our saunas are that good!"
...
Melanie could immediately tell that her mother had experienced a... breakthrough of sorts right away as she walked in the door.
Anne had a permanent pink blush staining her face, her breaths were labored, heaving her enormous, juicy tits up and down, making them a mouthwatering sexual spectacle only enhanced by the diamond-hard nipples poking through her slutty top. She could even detect a tell-tale tremble in her mother's thighs, evidence that powerful pleasure was still roaring through her tall, curvy body. Well... either that or the trashy leopard-print heels that Melanie had made her wear were taking their toll on her mother's shapely legs.
Melanie had to bite her lip hard to keep from giggling evilly. If she looked at things objectively, it was clear that the power had perhaps gone to her head a little. What was the saying? Absolute power corrupts absolutely. And, in all of her experiments so far, it certainly seemed like Melanie had discovered the secret to absolute power over her mother. Anne was fulfilling every perverted fantasy Melanie could think up on a nightly basis, dressing like a total whore, and was constantly so turned on that she was practically leaking hot, slippery juices down her deliciously thick thighs twenty-four hours a day.
Melanie knew somewhere in her heart that she had taken things too far. But whenever she felt guilty, she stopped and asked herself: where's the harm? Anne was happy. A little frustrated at times, sure, but Melanie made sure that her mommy was thoroughly satisfied on a nightly basis, and the anticipation just made her catharsis more intense. Melanie was happy too. The days of feeling lonely and neglected by her mother were over now that she and her mother had become incestuous lovers. And that closeness wasn't just sexual either. Although they spent a lot of time exploring each other's bodies, they also spent much more time than before talking, snuggling, and watching movies together. Melanie genuinely felt more at peace and relaxed than ever when she was at home.
There was no particular danger of Anne's reputation being ruined either. Melanie had seen to that with her modification of the screens at her mother's spa to include specially targeted subliminals. All of the employees and guests would be totally accepting of Anne's slutty new behavior... when they weren't egging it on. The spa was going to be a nest of sin and debauchery from now on, and no one who stepped inside was going to have any issues with that at all. Anne didn't get out much besides going to work, and Melanie had specifically programmed her so that errands like the grocery store required clothes that were a touch more modest than her new work attire.
In other words, the new world of sexual corruption that Anne lived in right now was all fun and no consequences, and would remain that way as long as Melanie maintained her expert control. So why should she feel bad? And why should she stop?
And so, Melanie's first instinct when her mother entered the front door wasn't to feel pity or guilt for her mother's sexual embarrassment that she had orchestrated... it was to put a little more pressure on Anne, just to make the explosive release later on that much more delicious.
"Hi Mommy," she purred, stretching her long, lithe body like a cat and noting with wicked glee the way her mother's eyes widened and flitted over her braless tits, slim hips, and toned thighs. Her bottom half was gloriously naked now that Melanie had started wearing only thongs for bottoms around the house.
Anne gulped and said, "Hello,dear... How are you? I hope you had a good day in class." She was trying so hard to talk as if their relationship hadn't changed... as if this time she would be able to resist and wouldn't fall into bed with her daughter again in the next few minutes. Sometimes Anne's stubborn denial made Melanie roll her eyes, but it did make it feel a lot more fun when her Mommy shamefully gave in to her desires over and over again.
"Classes were fine," said Melanie with a shrug. In fact, her business classes hadn't been that interesting to her since she started this new brainwashing project. How could she concentrate on boring school work when she had something so fascinating to work on at home? "I'm more concerned about your day. You look a little flustered. Everything alright, Mommy?"
If Anne's blush and clear arousal as she entered the door hadn't convinced Melanie that something big had happened at work, her reaction to the question confirmed it. Anne flushed red at the question, her eyes darting away and refusing to meet her daughter's gaze as she said, "Oh, just f-fine, dear. Just a... well, an average day at work, I suppose!"
Melanie's grin nearly split her face. Her Mommy had never been a good liar, even before she had been conditioned. Something had finally happened, just as Melanie had planned. She had been slowly increasing the intensity of the conditioning videos at the spa for weeks, pushing Anne to become hornier, the employees to tease her mother more and more insistently, and for everyone to wear as few clothes as possible.
But, of course, her mother's incredible body was only for her daughter to play with. Melanie didn't want Anne to satisfy all of her urges at work. No, her Mommy needed to come home warmed up and dripping with desire, ready to fall into her daughter's welcoming arms. Melanie was eager to provide all the relief her poor, horny Mommy needed... and also eager to get the story of what had happened today from her. She saw her opening as Anne slipped off the tall, slutty platform heels, wincing as her stockinged feet touched the tile of the entryway.
"Are you ok, Mommy?" she asked sweetly, gesturing down toward her mother's lovely feet, barely visible through her sheer stockings. "Looks a little painful."
"Oh, it's not that bad," said Anne dismissively, looking happy to move on to a safer topic. She reached down and gingerly took a foot in her hand, rubbing it softly with a little frown of discomfort. "It's just these heels that I've been trying out lately are a bit much for all the walking around the spa I have to do on a daily basis."
"Well, that settles it," said Melanie firmly, scooting over a little on the couch. "I was the one who bought you those cute heels. It's my fault that you're in pain, and so it's my responsibility to make you feel better. Sit down. It's time for one of your daughter's special footrubs to make all that pain go away."
She could see the reluctance on her mother's face warring with the deep sexual need that Anne had no other outlet for. They both knew what physical contact between them might mean in the end, no matter how innocently it started. Melanie was eager to get her hands on her mother's feet again. In the week since they had finally had sex, Melanie had focused mainly on more vanilla aspects of lesbian sex with Anne... If sex with your own mom could ever be considered vanilla. But she hadn't forgotten her foot fetish. And now seemed like a great opportunity to explore that new, exciting avenue with her lover. In fact, Melanie was eager to try out a little mental modification she had been tinkering with the past few days regarding feet. If she had done things correctly, her mother was suddenly going to find foot rubs from her daughter a lot more... stimulating.
It would also give her a chance to find out what sexual incident her mom had finally fallen into at work.
Anee had seemed to make up her mind, biting her lip and padding forward softly toward her waiting, grinning daughter, her hips swaying in her tiny skirt as she walked.
"O-ok dear, maybe just a quick little rub. Just until Mommy feels a little better..."
...
Anne took a deep, shuddering breath as her daughter's fingers slowly slid up her calves, then her thighs. For one brief moment that sent butterflies rioting in her belly, she thought Melanie wouldn't stop, continuing upward until she reached her mother's sopping wet pussy. She wouldn't have been able to say "no", honestly. After the embarrassing, arousing incident today in the sauna, Anne was hornier than she had ever been, despite the fact that she had climaxed in front of a shocked, amused group of guests. Things had gotten even worse throughout the day as the news seemed to spread like wildfire through the spa. By the end of the day, employees were giggling and whispering to each other as she passed, which only turn her on more, especially when the whispers and lingering glances came from the junior employees in their skimpy little outfits.
The thought of their cute faces looking her way with eyes that were somehow shy and mocking at the same time still sent a flood of embarrassed arousal through Anne's veins every time she thought about it.
But Melanie's hands didn't go up to her pussy. Not yet, at least. Instead, they gently gripped the top of her stockings and slid them down her thighs, removing first one, then the other, before folding them neatly and setting them to the side. So it was going to be a foot rub after all. Much more innocent than their usual nightly activities, but Anne wasn't opposed. Her feet were genuinely sore, and it did sound relaxing.
Unfortunately, she hadn't accounted for the fact that Melanie had a curious mind and a talent for spotting bullshit.
"So," said Melly lightly as the banal romantic comedy she had chosen for the evening played in the background, taking one of her mother's slim, feminine feet into her hands and pressing her thumbs firmly into the insole, "let's talk about work..."
Anne suppressed a sudden moan that welled up unbidden, turning it into a strangled sound of shock at the last second. Her eyes flew open wide at the sudden sensation of her daughter's thumbs on her feet. She stared down in open bafflement at the slow, firm foot rub her daughter was giving, barely able to process the powerful sensations of sexual pleasure that the innocent movements were sending up her spine. How was this even possible? Every gentle stroke of her daughter's thumb over the sole of her foot sent powerful sexual pleasure blazing through her, turning what should have been an innocent mother-daughter bonding activity into a filthy sex act.
'W-wait one second, dear, I just need to..." protested Anne weakly in a shuddering voice, trying to head off her daughter before she continued the inexplicably arousing foot massage. But Melanie didn't understand, tilting her head curiously and quirking her lips up into an innocent smile as her thumbs pressed up against her mother's aching feet. "
"Just need to what, Mommy?" she asked sweetly as Anne squirmed, biting a finger hard in an attempt to control the powerful lust roaring suddenly between her thighs. "Are you changing the subject? I thought we were talking about what happened to you at work."
"N-no, I'm not..." gasped Anne, wiggling her thighs in a useless attempt to lessen the burning heat building between them. "It's not that! Nothing interesting happened today. I'm not... I'm n-not trying to hide anything from you."
"Hm," said Melanie, raising an eyebrow. "You really think that I'm going to just accept that? I know you, and I can tell when you're horny. So let's just go over what happened today. Please, Mommy." She accompanied the last words with a slow, firm stroke of her thumbs up her mother's instep that actually did make Anne moan this time, flexing her feet and curling her toes against the wicked sensation as her daughter's words made her melt into a warm, weak puddle of sexual submission. She couldn't say no when Melanie asked like that. She just wasn't strong enough.
"Well, I was a little... I was a little distracted this morning as I got into work, sweetie," gasped Anne as her daughter ran her slim fingers ticklishly between her toes. How could she tell her dominant, sexy daughter the humiliating exposure she had been through today? Hopefully she could be vague in her explanations while still satisfying her daughter's curiosity.
Malanie giggled and bit her lip with teasing amusement. "Oh, Mommy, you can be honest with me. After the past few nights, I think we are beyond the point of shyness. You weren't just "distracted" this morning. You were horny," her daughter's words dripped with gentle, affectionate mockery as her wicked little fingers ran over every inch of Anne's sensitive feet. "Kissing your daughter's sweet little pussy goodbye got Mommy allll hot and bothered, didn't it?"
"Oh Godddd, Melly... Melly, I can't!" moaned Anne, panting and writhing on the couch, the strange burning pleasure coming from her feet nearly overwhelming. It was so intense that she wanted to pull her feet out of her daughter's grip... but at the same time, she was desperate for more.
"You can, Mommy," insisted Melanie, pressing her thumbs deeper into her mother's feet, making her writhe and whimper with pleasure, her delicate feet flexing and straining in her hands. "Just say it. Tell me how horny kissing my pussy made you."
"Yessss!" gasped Anne, covering her eyes in adorable embarrassment. "You... you turned me on so badly this morning that I was a horny mess when I got into the office! And everyone could tell! It was so sooo embarrassing..."
Melanie's grin was sharp and catlike, and her voice was utterly insincere as she said, "Aww, sorry about that, Mommy. That must have been really rough to be all juicy and randy where all of your employees could see you. Tell me... did they tease you a little?"
Anne moaned in despair at the memory, but now that her daughter had asked so sweetly, it felt impossible to hold anything back. "Y-yes dear," she squeaked as Melanie swirled her fingers lightly over her heels, producing a sensation that was equally erotic and ticklish. "My employees have been a little... naughty lately."
"Especially the young employees, right? The ones fresh out of college?" asked Melanie teasingly, her fingers dancing over every inch of her mother's feet, sending fiery jolts of pleasure through Anne's veins.
Even through the waves of pleasure, Anne frowned and sat up a little, staring at her daughter questioningly. How exactly had her daughter known that? How had she known that the younger, slimmer woman, with their whispers and giggles and wicked eyes, the ones that wore the tiny, skimpy uniforms, were the ones that drove Anne crazy on a daily basis? "I'm not sure what you mean," said Anne slowly, feeling equally defensive and embarrassed. "I don't think that..."
Her words cut off into a strangled moan as Melanie pressed her thumbs hard and deep, sending a mind-numbing wave of sexual ecstasy through her mother and making her mind fuzz out in warm pink bliss. "It's nothing to be ashamed about, Mommy," said Melanie loftily, grinning down at her mother as Anne lost herself completely in sexual ecstasy for a moment. "Youth is hot after all. Well... not as hot as a certain type of curvy maturity in my opinion, but different strokes for different folks, I suppose."
Anne couldn't even respond. She was too far gone in the throes of passion. She could only let out a series of low, gasping moans, her eyes squeezed shut and her hands tight fists, gripping the couch cushions.
Melanie giggled. "Is everything alright, Mommy?" she asked in a voice of pure innocence. "I'm not hurting you, am I?"
Finally, Anne managed to catch her breath. Her whole body was on fire now, her pussy hot and wet between her thighs, her nipples throbbing and painfully stiff, pressed tight against the thin, sheer cloth of her shirt, no doubt obvious to her daughter's eyes. "I... I'm fine, dear," she finally managed to gasp, but it was anything but true. She was hanging on by a thread, barely managing to avoid having a humiliating orgasm from stimulation of her feet alone. She needed to somehow get her daughter to back off from her aggressive foot rub, otherwise she was going to come completely undone, climaxing loudly and embarrassingly right here on the couch. If Melanie didn't already think she was a pervert, she certainly would at that point.
"Umm, Melly dear," she said tentatively, trying to make it sound like her request wasn't that big of a deal, even though it felt essential to her in the moment, "Mommy's feet are a little sensitive right now. I wonder if you might be a little more... gentle with them."
Anne thought it was a perfectly reasonable request, but for some reason the question made her daughter's eyes light up with a glow of teasing curiosity. "Ahhh," she said softly, her mouth quirked up into a sharp little grin. "You need me to be a little more gentle..." Her thumb swiped softly around the curved ball of her mother's foot, sending a tingling, electric sensation arcing through Anne's nerves. Then, as Anne watched in aroused horror, Melanie slowly lifted her foot to her mouth.
"No... No, Melly, don't you dare!" she squeaked, wriggling and squirming in erotic terror, but somehow never quite pulling her foot out of her daughter's hands. It was almost like a part of her wanted to experience what was coming next...
"I'm just trying to do what you said, Mommy," protested Melanie innocently. "Even if my thumbs are a little too rough for you, I think I could be a lot gentler... with my tongue." Anne let out a shaky moan, covering her eyes with her hands to hide her blushing face, but peeking through her fingers to watch as Melanie extended her pink, dripping tongue and slowly dragged it up the sole of her foot from heels to toes.
The sensation was overwhelming, detonating crackling fireworks of pleasure in Anne's overheated brain. Her daughter's hot, wet tongue traced a line of pure, molten, ticklish pleasure all the way up her foot. If Melly's thumbs had felt intense, this was ten times worse... or ten times better depending on how you looked at it. Anne's whole body burned with filthy heat. Her nipples continued to poke stiffly out, tenting up the cloth of her tight shirt, and she felt wet and needy between her thighs, desperate for attention.
But the only part of her body that Melanie was paying attention to right now was her feet. Anne's daughter grinned teasingly at her mother's obvious horny distress, planted a soft, hot, wet kiss on the ball of her foot, then licked up from the heels to the toes once again, sending yet another flood of arousal roaring through Anne's body. And just when Anne thought that she couldn't take any more, and Melanie was just going to lick her feet until she melted into a helpless puddle of horny goo, Melanie paused in her licking and continued the conversation that Anne had almost forgotten they started.
"So..." said Melanie, pausing to trace the arch of her foot with her wicked little tongue, "where were we? Oh, right. You got to work all wound up and horny, and your naughty employees noticed and spent the whole day teasing you. But that can't be all, Mommy. I assume that happens every day. Why did you come home such an embarrassed, dripping mess today in particular?"
"It was nnnggh..." Anne's chest heaved with deep, gasping breaths. There must be something wrong with her. She hadn't even had someone worship her feet with their tongue, but how could it feel this good? It was hard to imagine anything feeling like this short of Melanie licking her pussy itself. But that made no sense! Why were her feet an erogenous zone this powerful? Was it just because her daughter turned her on so much? Anne's thoughts were so frenzied and confused that she just let the truth flow out in a whimpering, moaning voice.


"I... I got so horny that I had to touch myself!" she admitted miserably. "But Janice kept interrupting me, so I had to find someplace that I could get off in peace!"
"Mmmmm, do tell, Mommy," purred Melanie.
Anne tried one last time to put up a fight and resist the temptation. Melanie had already humiliatingly turned the tables and now dominated her in bed. Detailing her sexual humiliation at work would just make her daughter lose all respect for her mother. "Melly, I... I don't think..." she groaned as her daughter's tongue slithered all over her ticklish sole.
"But I want to know!" said Anne's lovely daughter with a little pouting expression. A crafty look spread across her cute face. "I'll tell you what, Mommy... If you tell me what happened, I'll do something extra special for you. Something that I just know you're going to like. Now tell me... Please, Mommy."
"I... I masturbated in the sauna..." squeaked Anne, closing her eyes against the exquisite sting of arousing humiliation as her daughter softly giggled. "And when Janice came in with a group of guests to use it, they all saw me... naked and sweaty with my fingers rubbing my juicy cunt. And the worst thing..."
"Yes...?" said Melly eagerly, her eyes alight with eager curiosity, urging her mother on.
"I didn't stooop!" wailed Anne. 'I couldn't! I was so fucking close, and I needed to cum so badly! I just kept rubbing while all those women watched me and laughed! And I came, Melanie. I came so hard." She covered her eyes in shame, but admitting her embarrassing day actually felt kind of freeing. Now that she had admitted it, some of the negative feelings associated with the day had been purged, and only the deep, burning lust was left.
"That's my good, honest girl," cooed Melanie. Anne's eyes widened and her heart thumped wildly in her chest as she watched her daughter extend her dripping pink tongue and swirl it slowly around her big toe, making direct, sizzling eye contact the whole time. Anne realized what her daughter was about to do, and her first instinct was to tell her to stop. Anne had never wanted anything like that before. It was dirty! But, before she could open her lips and act on that instinct, a stronger, more primal instinct rose up inside her. One that wanted her daughter to continue, and find out just how dirty she could get with her only child.
Melanie giggled as she saw the conflict play out on Anne's face, but she had waited too long for this moment to waste any further time on taunts. Watching her mother's perfect lips parted by moaning gasps, her curvy body, dressed in slutty clothes she had chosen, wriggling with pent-up desire on the couch in front of her, Melanie sealed her pink, pouty lips around her mother's toes and began to suck.
Even if it made her look undignified and silly, Anne couldn't help letting out a little cry of sexual ecstasy as she felt her daughter's soft lips grip the base of her toes, sealing them in the hot wetness of Melly's mouth. She squeezed her eyes shut and breathed in hot, ragged gasps of air as she felt Melly's soft little tongue wriggling and licking over every inch of her toes, slipping and sliding and getting into every crevice, sparking fiery crackling sensations of desire as they went.
Anne's breathy moans turned to animal grunts of desire as her whole body lit up with pleasure. Melanie's lips gripped up and down the slim length of her toes, her tongue swirling around the tip of each. She started with the big toe before moving on to each other individually, licking over the skin of each one in turn. And the only thing that Anne could think, the thought running over and over again in her overheated brain, was that this must be what it felt like to have someone suck your cock.
The comparison was obscene, but felt apt. With the new, strange erotic sensitivity of her toes and feet, the sensation of her daughter's head bobbing up and down the short length of her toes felt like it must be just as pleasurable as a blowjob. Anne flexed and wiggled her toes, powerful moans building up and then bursting out of her as her whole body pulsed with filthy incestuous arousal. Her daughter looked so fucking sexy while her lips were stretched around Anne's slim, pale foot. Melanie herself had a look of lazy, perfect satisfaction in her eyes as she tongue bathed her mother's toes. Like this was something she had looked forward to for a long time. Anne wasn't shocked when she noticed Melanie's hand stuffed down the front of her panties, bunching and bulging the cloth as she indulged herself.
Anne looked at her daughter's flexing fingers with envy. She was so fucking close to her own orgasm... Maybe it would be a good idea to indulge herself a little as well. As her daughter switched to her other foot, leaving the toes of Anne's first foot glistening, Anne's hand slipped down her soft, womanly belly toward the burning, soaking center of her sexuality between her thighs.
But the shifting of her legs as she spread them lightly to get into position awoke Melanie from her daze. Her lustful eyes sharpened, and her lips left Anne's left big toe with a loud pop. "Ah, ah, ah, you naughty girl. Hands off." She was using that sharp, commanding voice, the one that she used in bed to order her mother around... the one that made Anne melt into a puddle of pathetic, horny submissiveness whenever her daughter used it.
But this time, it was hard to obey. Anne whined breathlessly as she reluctantly dragged her hands away from her throbbing pussy, "But... honey I'm sooo close. Just a little more. Please, please let me touch myself! I need it!" It was burningly humiliating to beg her own daughter for permission to masturbate, but Melanie was in charge right now, and Anne knew in her heart that there was no way she could defy her daughter in this moment. The only way she would be allowed to dig her fingers into her needy pussy was with Melanie's permission.
But she could tell just by looking into her daughter's smirking face that she wouldn't get any mercy on this point. Melly had something else in mind entirely. "Aww, Mommy, that's no fun," she said with a sultry pout. "You want to cum with your fingers? Wouldn't it be so much better if we explored this new kind of pleasure?" Melanie gently wiggled one of her mother's feet for emphasis, raising her eyebrows.
Anne flushed red once again. God, had she been that obviously in sexual bliss? Yes, come to think of it, she had: her moans were loud enough that Melly would have to be deaf not to notice how much the footplay had turned her on. But what exactly was Melanie suggesting? She wanted to make Anne cum just by sucking her toes? That was insane! It might feel good, but there was no possible way that it could...
"I want you to ask for it, Mommy," purred Melanie from above her, running her thumb teasingly up and down her mother's foot as a sexy, crooked grin crossed her face.
"What d-do you mean?" stuttered Anne, feeling a twinge of desire between her thighs from the naughty look her daughter was giving her.
"I want you to beg your daughter to get you off by sucking your toes," insisted Melanie, her eyes gleaming with a possessive light and her voice roiling with volcanic lust. Anne gulped as she stared into her daughter's eyes. Her lover's eyes. The woman she had cared for, but now ruled her. It would be impossibly difficult to humble herself and ask such filthy things from someone who was supposed to look up to her. But she had no other choice. She was turned on so much that she needed release.
"Please..." she said through a suddenly dry mouth, her body pulsing with humiliated arousal as she stared up into her daughter's burning gaze. She gulped and pressed on. "Please help your Mommy, honey. Please suck on my toes until I cum." The last part came out as an embarrassed squawk, her eyes squeezed shut against the shame.
Melanie giggled fondly. "Good girl! How can I say 'no' to such an adorable request? If you insist, Mommy... Get ready to cum in a whole new way."
With that, she lowered her drooling mouth again, her eyes blazing with filthy, perverted lust as she seized Anne's big toe between her lips, sucking it like a miniature cock. But, as perverted as Melanie looked right now, Anne was in no place to judge. Her brain was overloaded with pleasure from the sensation of her daughter's wicked little tongue tracing every inch of her toe as her tight, soft lips bobbed up and down.
"Unnnh, Oh Goddddd," she moaned desperately. She wanted to touch her pussy so fucking bad, but her daughter had said no. Anne's fingers twisted and scrabbled at the fabric of the couch, her back arching in desperation and her pussy aching and unfulfilled. It was impossible... but somehow she was getting there. Somehow, her daughter was just a hair's breadth from making her orgasm with foot stimulation alone. The new, strange pleasure was unlocking something inside her.
"Please, Melly!" she whined, flexing her toes desperately against her daughter's wriggling tongue, trying to increase the sensation. "Please make me cum! Suck your mother's toes until she climaxes for you, you dirty girl!"
This time, it was Melanie who moaned, her fingers making sloppy wet noises between her legs, moving faster and faster in time with her tongue. Opened her mouth wider, taking all of Anne's toes in her mouth and sliding her tongue all over them while she gripped Anne's other foot, pressing her thumb deep into her mother's sole once again for a different type of deep, satisfying pleasure.
Anne's body went tense. She could feel the new forbidden pleasure cresting like a wave inside her. Her legs shook, her back arched. Her mouth opened, letting out a deep groan of sexual satisfaction.
And she came.
Anne enjoyed one of the deepest, most satisfying orgasms of her life. Not from a thick cock thrusting deep inside her, or a skilled tongue lapping at her pussy, but from her daughter's tongue tickling her toes. It was one of the filthiest, most perverted things she had ever done, but that didn't stop it from sending cascading sexual fire burning through her veins.
Finally, sweaty and spent, Anne collapsed back on the couch, her chest heaving and her butt wet from the juices slipping down her thighs. Melly spat out her toes, leaving them glistening with saliva.
Anne was aroused and a little intimidated to see that the horny fire in her daughter's eyes hadn't dimmed. Of course. Anne had climaxed, but it appeared that Melanie hadn't yet.
"I always love doing things for you, Mommy," said Melanie sweetly. "But... now I have a few things that you can do for me in return." She hooked her thumbs through the waistband of her soaking panties, pulling them down to reveal her puffy, throbbing pussy, just waiting for her mother's obedient tongue.
"...Please, Mommy?"
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Claire sent her husband off with a kiss, then smiled and waved at him through the front window as he drove off. Her warm, happy expression dissolved, her brows crinkling and her mouth drawing down into a light frown. She collapsed back onto the couch with a sigh and rubbed a temple thoughtfully. She had gotten herself into a fine mess with this Zane situation, but she was free now. All loose ends had been tied up.
At least in theory.
Her submissive sexual encounter with Leah and Perlah had been intense and humiliating, but it was in the past now. Her phone call with Dan in the middle of it had, miraculously, not raised any red flags with him. Dan had just mildly asked if everything was ok later that evening. He accepted her reason for hanging up abruptly: she had claimed dessert was coming out and she had to hurry back to the table.
The encounter had changed her relationship with Perlah, however. The pretty young Asian was a touch less respectful now... a little less deferential to her boss in subtle ways. And Claire found herself phrasing things a little more politely to her assistant. Requesting rather than commanding. It was hard to see yourself as unquestionably above someone else when they had fucked you to sloppy orgasm with a strap-on, it turned out.
That was part of the reason she was working from home today. She had increased her work-from-home schedule to escape the filthy flashes of memory that Perlah's wicked eyes caused her. She was sure they would fade with time, but for now, they made every day at the office embarrassing, erotic torture.
And as for Zane... There was nothing to report. Claire hadn't seen him at all since the meeting where he had passed her the flash drive. If Leah had shown Zane the video like she said she would, it hadn't provoked any reaction or contact.
Considering that all of the work on his bedroom had been passed to contractors for completion, that meant Claire had done it. She had escaped from Zane entirely. She was free... Physically, at least. Mentally was another story.
Claire lay back on the couch, covering her eyes as another searing memory washed over her. Zane thrusting into her from behind while his sweaty fist yanked her hair backward. His cock pumping in and out of her quivering pussy in a primal, frantic rhythm. Her eyes focused on the symbol of her defeat: the panties she had willingly surrendered while she begged for her enemy's cock.
Claire bit her lip hard, her thighs shifting and rubbing together as she felt heat pooling between them. The memories had been growing stronger and stronger this past week. They were getting more difficult to ignore. With careful coaching, Dan had actually been improving in bed. His ability to... rise to the occasion was still only on and off, but he was making up for it with enthusiastic use of his mouth and fingers.
Fingers... Claire's fingers slid down the seam on her jeans, rubbing lightly over the crotch, sending fiery sparks of sensation radiating out and up through her lower belly. The problem was that, no matter how much Dan improved, he was just missing something that Zane had. There was no sense of that volcanic, dangerous heat in her lovemaking with her husband. The antagonistic struggle and humiliating defeat that set her soul on fire. She still hadn't stopped hating Zane's guts, but she couldn't deny that there was chemistry between them... the kind of chemistry that sizzled and smoked and gave off noxious fumes... but God, the fire was pretty.
Like when Zane had manipulated her into sucking his cock. She saw that now; even if his original intention was to fuck her, and she had prevented it, a married woman willingly kneeling and worshipping his throbbing cock was a win for Zane no matter how you looked at it. In fact, it had been all wins for Zane from the beginning. Every move that Claire had tried to make to resist him had only drawn the noose tighter around her neck.
She wasn't sure if that meant she was dumber than she thought, or if Zane was right about all women being sluts for him, but either way, it was humiliating.
Mmmm. Humiliation. Claire's fingers pressed harder against the crotch of her,jeans feeling how wet she had become as her arousal soaked into her panties. That was maybe the most surprising aspect of this entire sordid affair: Zane had awakened a submissive streak inside her that she never knew existed. Could he be right that I spent my whole life surrounding myself with weak men? Is that why a cocky jerk like him can push my buttons so easily? The button of Claire's jeans popped open beneath her shaky fingers, and her hand greedily dove down the front of her panties, touching her slick, heated flesh directly.
The way Zane had taken control... drawn her in as if she was just another one of his bimbo sluts... That was what a confident man with a big cock could do. He could take even a smart, confident, driven woman like her and make her drool for him. Make her lust after his thick cock.
As Claire closed her eyes, Zane's cock seemed to float in her vision. She could almost feel his hot, pulsing girth stretching her lips. Taste his salty precum on her tongue. Claire's fingers circled her clit, and a soft moan puffed from between her lips. But the sound dripped with frustration just as much as it did pleasure. It wasn't enough. Just the memory of Zane's dick couldn't satisfy her. Not even when combined with her husband's earnest attempts with his fingers and tongue.
She needed more... but she couldn't get it without compromising her principles and slipping further down the rabbit hole. Her fingers swirled and flexed, but she was stuck on the wrong side of climax. She was also trapped between two impossibilities: she couldn't crawl to Zane and agree to be the sort of desperate slut he expected, but she couldn't just go back to mild, unsatisfying sex either.
The doorbell rang, shocking Claire out of her haze of self-pleasure and self-pity.
She sat bolt upright, jerking her hands out of her pants while her heart pounded wildly in her chest. Who the fuck is that? They lived in a quiet neighborhood, and she couldn't remember the last time they had a salesman come to the door.
A certainty formed in her mind... it seemed impossible, but somehow she knew it had to be him. Claire rose from the couch, filled with jittery nervous energy, and headed to the entryway, buttoning her jeans as she went. There was no possible way he was here at her house. There was no reason for him to come. She had made it clear to him that things were over.
But as Claire walked slowly to the front door, her heart in her throat, she knew that she wouldn't find some random salesman behind it. The toxic, white-hot attraction that had been forged between her and Zane was undeniable. He had to feel it too. It had drawn him here to her.
When Claire swung open the front door to see Zane standing there with a flat, smoldering look of lust on his face, she wasn't sure what to feel. Pure adrenaline rushed through her veins. Hatred and disgust for this horrible, presumptuous little man burned in her heart. But even stronger her hate was the shameful, bone-deep longing she felt for him. The age-old desire of a woman for a man. She hated the fact that he had come here. But she was thrilled to see him. Both were true.
But even if a part of Claire was thrilled to see her tormentor, the fact that he was here at all was risky beyond words. Her home had been a refuge. A place where she could worry and rage about Zane's antics, but he couldn't reach her. A place for her and her husband. Zane being here felt wrong. Another type of intimacy that Zane had claimed.
She opened her mouth to tell Zane he had to leave. Part of her might want to drop everything and experience the red-hot passion only Zane seemed to be able to give her, but her habit of shutting presumptuous men down still clung to her powerfully. Zane wasn't going to get Claire to break that easily. She wasn't that sort of woman.
But, like he always managed to do, Zane surprised her. Just as Claire was about to say something cutting him and send him away, he lunged forward, his hand raising deftly to pull her into a deep, searing kiss.
Claire's mind went blank with shock. Not only had Zane fucking kissed her, a married fucking woman, without even saying a word of greeting, but he had done it in the open doorway of heer home, where anybody passing by might see them. She went stiff in Zane's arms, panic and humiliation washing over her at the thought that her nosey neighbors might see her making out with a squat, ugly man who certainly wasn't her husband.
But, even though she weakly tried to push Zane away, his strong arms wrapped around her, holding her close. His tongue insistantly pressed tight to her lips, demanding entrance. He is so... fucking...arrogant! He thinks he can have anything he wants, just because it's him who wants it! The thought brought Claire's anger roaring to life... but overwhelming lust came with it. Before she knew what was happening, Claire's lips parted, her tongue wrestling aggressively with Zane's. She gave in to her roaring, red-hot passion, kissing Zane back as her pulse drummed in her ears and the wild heat between her legs that still lingered from her masturbation session grew hotter and wetter.
Finally, she managed to pull away with an angry gasp. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?" she snapped, peering over his shoulder to see that, thankfully, no one seemed to be watching. "Someone might see us!"
"Then I guess we'd better get inside," growled Zane. "Otherwise, who knows what I might do to you in the doorway?"
Claire stared at him in blank shock. There was none of Zane's oily charm in his tone right now. And he wasn't joking. His eyes blazed with sexual dominance. With one glance, Claire could tell that he meant what he said. He would allow her to take this confrontation into the privacy of their home... or he would strip her right there in the doorway and have his way with her on the front steps. Just walking away wasn't something he would even consider.
The pushy, insulting certainty in Zane's ultimatum sent a submissive thrill through Claire's core. She could feel her body eagerly preparing for Zane, her pussy flushing with heat and her nipples stiffening in her bra. Her mind struggled desperately to push back, to reclaim some of her dignity by saying "no" to Zane this one crucial time.
But she couldn't fight against her basic sexual instincts. A part of Claire that she hated wanted desperately to give in to Zane's arrogant control... to be dominated and conquered by his irresistible will. And, after being starved of Zane's sexual intensity for several days, that part of her had grown stronger than her pride. Claire bit her lip, hesitated, then stepped to the side to let Zane into the house that she shared with her husband.
That movement by itself felt like it was a bigger betrayal of her husband and her own dignity than when she had sex with Zane. This was supposed to be her home turf, and she was caving completely to Zane's demands. A little embarrassed at herself and defensive, Claire huffily asked, "What the fuck is this about Zane? Why are you even...?"
As soon as the door was closed behind Claire, Zane pounced once again. This time pinning her back against the front door with his bulk. One hand greedily clutched between her legs, pawing and rubbing over the tight denim, while another rose to palm a full breast over her shirt. "F-fuck!" gasped Calire, feeling her knees go weak at the intensity of Zane's sudden rush. His mouth was on her neck, nuzzling and licking, his face bristly and rough against her tender skin. His hands were firm and confident, touching her body as if it belonged to him. Claire was overwhelmed by how fucking good it felt. She had been tortured and conflicted about how much her body craved Zane's touch for the past few days, but now all of that confusion was gone, blasted away by raw sexual need.
But, despite how good it felt to be manhandled by him, some ragged scrap of dignity clinging stubbornly in Claire's mind made her moan, "You... you can't just come in here and... oh God! You can't just... take me like this, Zane!" Her weak words were only further undermined by the way her hips needily ground downward into his rubbing hand, her chest arching outward to accept his touch.
Zane rose from her neck, eyes glinting with a hard, steely light. His fingers traced upward to the waistband of her jeans and plunged inside, stuffing his fingers greedily down the front of her panties like she herself had done just a few minutes earlier.
Claire let out a low whimpering moan, biting her lip hard and leaning back against the door as she felt Zane's dominant fingers touch her quivering, needy cunt. Fuck! Why the fuck does his touch feel so fucking good when a better man like my husband leaves me so cold?
"That's why I'm here, Claire Bear," said Zane, staring straight into her eyes. His voice wasn't gloating, or joking, or cloaked in layers of subtlety and teasing like it normally was. Just calm and confident, like he was telling her the way things were. "To teach you that I can just take you like this. Whenever I want. Because you're mine now, even if that makes you uncomfortable."
Claire flushed red, anger welling up inside her at Zane's monstrous arrogance... But then his fingers moved again, slipping between her slick, tender lips and brushing over her swollen clit with a feather-light touch. Her half-formed angry words dissolved into a mewl of pleasure again, her legs spreading instinctively to welcome even more sensation. Her fury faltered, then dissipated as she gave in to the pleasure once again.
"You've been lying to yourself for too long now," said Zane in that same voice of absolute certainty. The hand on Claire's breast cupped and squeezed with firm, even pressure while his strong fingers began to swirl slowly around her clit, tearing a hot, ragged gasp from her throat. "Every time you submit to me, you say it's the last time. Not anymore. Today you're going to admit the truth: that you and I didn't just fuck. We are fucking. It's an ongoing thing, and I'm the one in charge of where and when it happens, not you."
Claire shook her head in desperate denial. No! I didn't agree to that! I'm not just the kept woman of a sleazy pornographer, fucking him behind my husband's back! But any sense of resistance that she started with was crumbling completely. Zane pinned her against the door with another rough, possessive kiss, making Claire's logical brain fuzz out into a haze of lust. Her tongue tangled with Zane's, hot and wet in her mouth, where his had rudely intruded. He slid his middle finger deep into her pussy, which clenched around it greedily. Her nipples pressed, tight and stiff against her bra, as if straining to feel the direct touch of Zane's rough palms. Her body wanted exactly the filthy, shameful relationship he had described, and right now her body was in charge.
Fuck it... I can always just correct him later... After I've gotten my fix.
Claire draped her arms around Zane's shoulders. Giving up. Giving in. Kissing him just as fiercely as she once resisted his advances. Grinding her hips downward into his dominant touch. It was humiliating to surrender like this, but also unbelievably hot. Like her entire sordid relationship with Zane had been from the beginning.
Zane pulled away, now with the ghost of a smug, yet approving smirk flashing across his face. He pulled a blushing, panting Claire away from the door where she leaned, half-collapsed from arousal, saying, "Come on, Claire Bear. I'm not going to fuck you in the entryway. I want you to treat me like the man of the house."
Oh. Oh fuck. He wants to take me in the bedroom. The place of so many tender love-making sessions with her husband was going to be defiled by Zane's aggressive, mind-blowing dominance... stained by the juices of their adulterous lovemaking. The idea was distressing, but only fed the fires of Claire's twisted lust. She didn't even try to resist anymore. Setting boundaries in her relationship with Zane was a distant problem for future Claire to worry about. Right now she was about to get fucked just like she needed, and nothing was going to stand in the way of that.
She took Zane by the hand and turned to lead him upstairs, breathing heavily, blushing, and keeping her eyes to the ground. She knew that if she took a second to think, she would realize that this was the worst idea she had ever had. But she didn't want to think right now. She wanted to get fucked.
Zane made it easier by playfully giving her ass a hard spank as they walked, sending a blazing bolt of submissive lust singing through her. She actually moaned a little... Not so much from the physical sensation, but from Zane treating her like one of his pet sluts. Like her body was just a toy for him to play with. It was so fucking filthy and wrong that Claire couldn't help but fall deeper into her haze of arousal, pulling Zane eagerly into the master bedroom.
Zane flopped back on the bed, his thick bulge pressing hard against the crotch of his pants in a way that made Claire feel weak and wet and hot all the way down to her core. He stared up at her with insolent hunger.
"I'm your man now. I want what he gets." Zane gestured with his chin toward the framed photo of Claire and Dan on the dresser. Claire's eyes flew to it, a fresh stab of guilt lancing through her. It was a simple picture of them on a date, Claire smiling widely and reaching across the table to put her hand on Dan's. She remembered the picture vividly, because Dan was too shy to ask the waiter to take it for them, so she had needed to step in and ask.
It was a frame that Claire had intended to fill with a picture from their honeymoon, but that was one more disappointment from her husband. He kept saying that they would go soon... But soon never came.
Claire turned back to Zane, guilt and desire warring inside her. Here was a man who would always deliver exactly what he promised, because all that he promised was top-shelf dick and dominant control. A man who always got what he wanted and never hesitated to fight for it.
"I..." Claire gulped, clearing her dry mouth. "I normally give him a little striptease to start." Even if it was wrong to perform her usual bedroom routine for another man... it was Zane asking, and Zane always got what he wanted.
"Kinky," said Zane with a nasty chuckle. "I fucking love it. Give me one of your best strip tease, wifey. Show me what only Danny Boy got to see before I claimed you."
Claire took a deep, shuddering breath, then slowly reached down and pulled her sweater upwards, revealing her wide hips and flat, toned belly. For a second, her vision was blocked out as it came up and over her head, and when she could see again, Zane was already pulling his growing cock from his pants. Just the sight of it made Claire's insides twist and burn with desire so strong it was almost painful. His perfect cock had become an obsession for her. She couldn't count the number of times in the past few days she had pictured it in her mind... imagined the feel and taste of it.
Zane began lazily stroking himself as he grew to his full, proud length, throbbing and dominant, clashing with the warm familiarity of the bedroom she shared with her husband. "Keep going," said Zane in a low, compelling voice. "Who's stripping for who here, slut?"
Claire blushed and reached behind her back to unhook her bra, her fingers trembling a little at the sheer taboo eroticism of stripping for another man besides her husband. Her bra fell loose and she shrugged it off her shoulders, draping her arms across her bare breasts for a moment while giving Zane a sultry sidelong glance.


"God, you're fucking hot," growled Zane, pumping his fist up and down his shaft. "And all this was just for fucking Dan? You were wasted on a wimp like him, Claire."
It felt utterly bizarre to perform her usual bedroom ritual with this crude man. Technically, this is exactly what she would do for her husband. She would take off her clothes, and he would praise her while jerking off. But the tone of this encounter couldn't have been more different. With Dan, she felt like a goddess. Every word he said dripped with worship and awe.
Zane's eyes roamed her body like she was a delicious meal he couldn't wait to devour. Like she was his to play with as he chose. She didn't feel like a goddess at all... she felt like a sleazy stripper, getting Zane off.
So why does this feel so much fucking better?
Claire let her hands slide sensually down off of her tits, flowing down like water to rest on her hips, allowing Zane to feast his eyes on her bare breasts. She loved the way he looked at her, like some sort of wild beast waiting to pounce... her nipples were diamond hard under his scorching gaze, stiff and crinkled with desire.
"Touch them for me. I can tell you're fucking horny. Tease those gorgeous tits while you watch me stroke."
Claire's heart skipped a beat at the firm command. Another way this was totally different from what she did with Dan. He watched and praised her as she revealed her body, but he didn't tell her what to do.
There was no question over what Claire's reaction would be, however. Right now, submitting to Zane's desires was exactly what she wanted. She ran her hands back up over her heaving breasts, feeling their hot, soft skin beneath her palms. She cupped one large breast in both hands, stared at the thick, pumping cock between Zane's thighs... and squeezed. She let out a little huff of air at the pleasurable sensation of pressure, her nipples two hot, throbbing points against her palms.
It felt so good that she shifted her grip, greedily circling her thumbs around her nipples, watching with growing desire as Zane's thick cock pumped into his tight fist, already slick with precum.
Her pussy felt hollow, desperate to be filled. Still groping her tits with one hand, little moans building in the back of her throat, Claire reached down to unzip the front of her jeans, sliding them awkwardly down her thighs to reveal the simple pink panties she had chosen for today... and the dark wet spot on their crotch.
"I fucking knew it, you little minx," said Zane triumphantly. "All of that resistance was bullshit from the very beginning. You're a cock hungry slut like all the rest... You just hide it a little better."
Claire shook her head at the insulting words, for a second, some of her old wounded pride fighting to be heard over the haze of lust she was trapped in. That isn't true. I didn't always want Zane like this... right? But her hands pawing her breasts felt too good, and once again her resistance crumbled. Claire's hips thrust forward to give Zane a better view of her shameful wetness. She wanted him to see... to know how far she had fallen for him.
"Panties off. Give them to me," said Zane gruffly, gesturing demandingly with one hand while the other continued its ceaseless pumping.
Claire shoved her jeans the rest of the way down and kicked them aside, turning and bending at the waist, arching her back dramatically to give Zane the best view possible of her plump, heart-shaped ass. "How many trophies do you want from me, Z?" She purred. The nickname dropped naturally from her lips, as though she had been saying it for years, just like all his other girls.
"Just one," said Zane in a smoldering, sincere voice. Claire turned. Zane's eyes were locked between her legs, single-mindedly focused on her juicy, married cunt. The prize that he was really after. "I want you. The whole thing. You're going to be my trophy, Claire. The thing all the other men look at and envy, knowing how much of a winner I fucking am."
Fuck... Claire's belly erupted in butterflies, and she looked away as she tossed her soaked panties to Zane, scoffing a little to cover up how much his possessive words had turned her on. "Whatever. You say that to all the girls you fuck, don't you?"
"No," said Zane, standing up and quickly stripping away his pants. "You're different."
Claire's eyes widened, and she took a step away from the man suddenly coming toward her with a thick, powerful cock swinging between his legs. 'W-wait, normally Dan waits for me, and then we do reverse cowgirl before..."
"I'm not your pussy husband," grunted Zane as he stepped forward. In an instant, his strong hands grabbed her waist, setting her ass onto the edge of the dresser. Claire's legs instinctively wrapped around his bulky torso, pulling him closer, while her hands clung around his neck for balance.
Dan never tried this in all the years we've been married. He's always sat on the bed like a good boy, waiting patiently for me to...
"Fuckkkk!" All of Claire's thoughts of her husband flew out of her head completely as Zane entered her from below, thrusting upward to instantly sheathe himself balls-deep in her vulnerable pussy. Being held like this, barely resting her ass on the dresser while Zane supported the rest of her weight, made her feel mind-meltingly submissive. She was cradled in his strong arms, under his control, while he impaled her with his thick, throbbing cock. It felt like fireworks were exploding in her brain, pleasure bursting through her again and again as her pussy greedily clutched at Zane's cock. All he had done was enter her, and Claire was already on the verge of orgasm... An orgasm that was ten times as explosive as the weak half-climaxes her husband could inspire with his mouth.
With a grunt of satisfaction, Zane began slamming upward into her tight, silky pussy. Claire leaned forward to kiss him, eagerly egging him on with her lips and tongue. Wrapping her thick, powerful thighs around him. Accepting his passion and masculine power with submissive delight. Zane's powerful upward thrusts pushed her back against the dresser, rattling the mirror attached to its back and toppling the photo of her and her husband to the ground, unnoticed.
There was just something so... primal about the way Zane fucked. He fucked like a starving man tearing into a steak: hard and fast and hungry. His cock pumped in and out in long, fierce strokes, imprinting every curve and vein of his magnificent cock into the walls of Claire's fluttering pussy. And she in turn milked him with powerful internal squeezes, urging him deeper, needily clinging to his cock with her silky heat.
Claire bit Zane's lip, throaty purrs muffled by his mouth as she felt the powerful, deep satisfaction she had been missing ever since the last time Zane fucked her. How had she ever thought that penetration couldn't get her off? Zane's thick, throbbing rod spearing deep into her sensitive pussy made it feel like her brain would melt out of her ears from sheer submissive pleasure.
Zane's mouth pulled away from hers, but immediately set to work on her bouncing tits, sucking a stiff nipple into his mouth and lashing it with his thick, rough tongue, sending jittering little crackles of sexual electricity out from her breasts to join the stronger molten cascade of pleasure roaring upward from between her legs. Zane never missed a stroke with the steady, pounding rhythm of his hips as he claimed her tits with his lips and tongue, just like he was claiming her pussy with his thick cock.
He was taking her. Just like he said: because he wanted to. Claiming her in a way that her husband never had, despite winning her over and doing everything a good husband was supposed to do. In this moment of primal sexual need, it didn't matter that Zane was an awful, arrogant man who saw her as a hole to fuck and Dan was a sweet, loving man who saw her as a goddess. All that mattered was that Zane was able to create this dangerous, explosive, live-wire sexual energy inside her when his cock pounded hard and fast into her pussy.
Claire could feel her orgasm coming, bubbling inside her like hot magma just waiting to erupt. She leaned back against the shaking mirror, loud slutty moans pouring from her throat as Zane continued to lick and suck every inch of her bouncing breasts that his tongue could reach. The dresser slammed loudly into the wall again and again with the power of Zane's thrusts as he conquered her pussy. All the little everyday items that Dan and Claire had left on the dresser scattered. A bottle of Dan's cologne fell to the ground and shattered, filling the room with her husband's scent as she let another man fuck her senseless.
But, just as she felt like her orgasm was about to overwhelm her, Zane pulled back. But before she could even open her mouth to protest, he grabbed her by the arms, spun her around, and threw her over the front of the dresser.
Claire was confronted by her own image in the mirror, and it sent a hot, arousing flood of shame through her. As she scanned her face and body in the mirror, she saw no trace of the competent, powerful career woman she thought she was. All she saw was a panting, eager slut, green eyes drunk on cock, lips glossy with a man's drool, sleek dark hair disheveled from vigorous fucking. Her ripe tits hung beneath her, covered in red marks from Zane's teeth and sucking lips, stiff nipples almost scraping the top of the dresser she was bent over. She looked exactly like the fallen women she had seen in Zane's porn videos.
And behind her loomed the man himself, the one who had turned her into this. Zane was smiling again. A wide, arrogant grin split his face as he watched the humiliating realization wash over Claire. The knowledge that she had been lying to herself: that Zane really had beaten her, through and through. There was nothing left for her to do but enjoy the sweet rewards of her defeat.
Zane's hands slid over the upturned cheeks of her ass and locked in, holding her wide hips tight. He slipped his throbbing length into her pussy again, his first powerful thrust pressing Claire's face up against the mirror in front of her. "Tell me, Claire Bear," he grunted as he resumed his punishing pace, this time in a brutal, dominant doggy style. "Tell me what you see in the mirror."
"Uhhhnnn, I see..." It was hard to focus with Zane's thick cock pumping into her pussy, stretching her little hole wide. But she knew what Zane wanted to hear, and right now, as she submitted completely to his powerful cock, Claire was willing to tell him anything he wanted to hear. "I see a s-sluuuttt!" she moaned, her hot, gasping breath fogging the glass of the mirror.
Zane spanked her ass hard as it eagerly slapped back against his thighs, making Claire whimper in pain and pleasure.
"My slut," he growled. *Crack* He spanked her again, aggressively punctuating his claim of ownership.
Claire couldn't disagree. Her thighs were trembling, and her pussy was eagerly accepting every thrust of his manly cock. She belonged to him right now. And it felt fucking good. "Y-your slut, Z!" she gasped in agreement, her fingers white-knuckling the back of the dresser, holding on for dear life as she wriggled her hips back into his pumping dick.
"That's right. I own you now. And that means you're going to fuck me whenever I want," growled Zane, increasing his speed and sinking his fingers deep into Claire's meaty hips, his bulk slapping against Claire's plump butt with every stroke, her pussy juices dripping down his bouncing, heavy balls and onto the carpet of Claire's marital bedroom.
Claire moaned in despair. She knew that Zane meant every word and was trying to get her to agree. If she submitted to him now, this wouldn't be the last time they fucked. Claire would be saying goodbye to her precious illusion that she and Zane were done. She would be sinking one step deeper into the depths of perversion that Zane promised.
Her pussy clenched hungrily around Zane's intruding cock at the thought, and she heard herself say in a trembling, moaning voice, "F-fuuuuck! Yes! You own me. My pussy belongs to you, Z! Again and again, whenever you fucking want! Now making me cum, you fucking bastard!"
Despite his already feverish pace, Zane somehow dug deeper, pistoning in and out of Claire's pussy with brutal speed, pushing her forward enough that her face and tits pressed hard against the mirror, leaving an impression of her naked upper body in sweat on the glass. Claire's back arched and her butt pressed back into the punishing strokes, moaning and gasping as a powerful orgasm took her. Every muscle in her body strained as she saw stars, her nerves lighting on fire with deep, satisfying pleasure. Her pussy spasmed and clutched at Zane's cock, milking it desperately. Every part of her sang with a kind of pleasure no other man had ever taught her. All traces of Claire's pride and resistance were burned away in an instant, replaced by genuine sexual submission.
"Fuck meeee, oh fucking God, fuck your little slut! I'm cumming, fuck I'm cumming for you, Z!" Her liquid, babbling moans of devotion sent Zane over the edge. He grunted and pressed forward once again, burying his full length in her hot, wet depths... then erupted, his heavy balls pumping rope after sticky rope of hot, potent sperm into the cunt of his former friend's wife.
They stayed in that position for a moment longer, Zane holding Claire from behind, her upper torso pressed hard against the steamed-up surface of the mirror. They both took in deep, gasping breaths, sweat rolling down their bodies from the strenuous fucking. Sperm rolled in a thick trail down Claire's thigh.
Then Zane let out a deep sigh of contentment, pulling back and withdrawing his cock. He gave his slut's thick ass an affectionate little slap and asked with a smirk, "So... does your hubby normally do that during your little bedroom routine?"
Claire slid to the floor, leaning back against the dresser and panting. Apparently, her legs were still too weak and wobbly to stand on after the powerful orgasm Zane had given her. She laughed weakly, shaking her head. "Of course fucking not. I ride him for a little, then he finishes me off with his mouth."
Zane looked down at Claire's crotch, red and puffy from rough fucking and leaking his thick, pearly cum. He snickered meanly. "Well... sorry, Claire Bear, but I'm not putting my mouth anywhere near that sloppy mess until you've taken a nice long shower. But hey, maybe your hubby can keep that task. He'll just have to do it after a real man fucks his wife."
Claire rolled her eyes at the crude joke. Her husband wasn't as talented as Zane in bed, but that didn't make him... whatever sort of pervert Zane was suggesting. "Very funny."
"Who's joking?" said Zane with a savage grin. Mercifully, he moved on from the unsettling topic, reaching a hand down to help Claire to her feet. "Anyway... I'm going to grab some water while you clean up for round two."
Claire gave him a bewildered, wide-eyed look. "Round... Round fucking two? You can't be serious, Z! I'm already going to be walking funny tomorrow, and I need to clean this fucking mess up before Dan gets home!"
Zane raised an eyebrow, then reached his hand out, placing it gently but firmly around Claire's throat. He applied no pressure at all, but Claire could feel her body react, the residual heat of her orgasm flaring up again in her veins from the casual gesture of dominant ownership.
"You told me you belong to me, Claire. Did you mean it?" asked Zane in a deep, calm voice.
Fuck... It's one thing to say shit like that in the middle of an orgasm... Claire felt her face grow hot. She didn't have it in her to resist him. Not right now. Not when her whole body still pulsed with sweet, golden pleasure from one of the best orgasms of her life. She gulped, feeling her throat work against his rough, hot palm. "I mean... yeah..." she said in a cracked whisper.
"Then, like you agreed before, I fuck you wherever and whenever I want," said Zane simply, dropping his hand and giving Claire his best oily smile. "And I want you in about five on the bed where your husband disappoints you every night."
Claire bit her lip, then nodded and turned away to the master bath as Zane grabbed his phone and left the room, headed downstairs for something to drink. It was fine to give in to Zane on this. She would still have time to clean up after one more round of mind-blowing sex... and it would give her a chance to orgasm again, harder and stronger than she had with any other man before Zane.
...
Zane thumped down the stairs with a spring in his step and a big smile on his face. He had made great strides today... Although that didn't mean he was finished.
No, he wasn't going to be done until Claire was his full-time slut, and even though she was closer after admitting she was his today, she still wasn't ready for that. One crucial step was the porn website... but Zane still didn't think he could convince Claire to let him post her videos quite yet. Tentatively admitting she was a slut for him behind closed doors and that she wanted an ongoing sexual relationship was one thing; agreeing to put her name and face out there connected to filthy pornography was quite another. That would still take a little work.
He had some ideas about what he wanted next for Claire Bear, but first, he had to tie up a loose end.
Zane, still naked, with drops of cum leaking out of his cock, leaned back against Dan and Claire's kitchen counter, unlocked his phone, and dialed Dan.
"What do you want, Zane?" asked Dan irritably over the phone. "I'm at work."
"Hey!" said Zane jovially, absent-mindedly grabbing a dishtowel with a printed lemon design and wiping his cock with it before tossing it back, "Is that any way to talk to a guy calling you with good news?"
'What do you mean?" Dan's whiny voice was cautious, but optimistic. He must suspect what this call was about, considering how close it was to the deadline.
"I mean you won the bet! Turns out that Claire is just as pure and innocent as you thought!"
"But... I mean, you still have two days left."
Poor Dan. Zane could tell he was trying to maintain an air of suspicion, but the hope in his voice shone clearly through. The sucker just wanted to believe so badly. But that had always been Dan's problem, hadn't it?
"Yeah, but I'm getting nowhere," said Zane, putting on a voice of mild frustration. "There's no way I'm getting from where I am now to sex in two fucking days, man. I'm willing to call the game right now rather than embarrass myself. That is, if you're cool with it."
"Well... yeah, that's fine with me," said Dan, sounding pathetically relieved.
'Tell you what, buddy. Why don't you take Claire out for a fancy dinner on the night the bet was supposed to end?" asked Zane chummmily, standing naked in Dan's kitchen, fresh from fucking his wife silly. "My treat. You can tell her you're taking her on the honeymoon she always wanted."
Dan was quiet for a moment, then said with a trace of gloating, "You know what, Zane? I'll take you up on that. You know... you're taking this loss rather well."
Zane had to use every ounce of willpower he possessed to sound a little disappointed as he said, "Well, buddy, you'll find I'm anything but a sore loser. I'd like to think that if the situation were reversed, you would take defeat just as well, if not better."
"I don't know about that," said Dan with a scoff.
"I do," said Zane flatly. "Anyway, just text me the name of the restaurant that you'll be taking her to, and I'll wire you enough money for a nice evening. Thanks for the laughs, buddy."
He hung up, not even waiting for Dan's limp-dicked response. Finally, Zane let out the laugh he had been holding in, doubling over with cruel amusement. He really hadn't been lying. Claire was different. He had never felt this alive in years. With any other challenge like this, he would have rubbed his victory in Dan's face, then walked away. But his eyes were on the prize now. Claire was going to be his forever.


And that was where his next idea came in. Claire wouldn't be making it to that romantic dinner with her husband. It was time to show Claire what belonging to him meant, not just by making Claire choose him over her husband and stand Dan up for a date...
But by pushing her sexually to places she never thought she would go.
...
[I'm at work right now, Z. I can't.]
Claire set her phone down with a decisive click, turning back to her tablet and doing her best to concentrate on her latest design. But Zane kept burning in the back of her mind.
He had gotten so... pushy since that scorching hot visit to her house the other day. After Claire had given Zane an inch by accepting an ongoing sexual relationship with the cocky little prick, he had taken a mile. Although it had only been a few days, he was now constantly blowing up her phone with dirty talk, dick pics, and demands to know what she was wearing.
From another man, it might have felt desperate. From Zane, it only gave Claire a sense of his dominant control. He knew that hearing from him instantly turned Claire on, and so he abused that fact at every opportunity.
Claire was completely unused to being a submissive lover. In all her relationships with men before, she had been firmly in the driver's seat, choosing how and how often to contact them based on her whims. Being at Zane's mercy was frustrating and erotic, like their whole relationship had been so far. It had become so difficult to resist Zane's commands that when he showed up at her office yesterday, Claire couldn't say no to the humiliating bathroom quickie he had demanded. Getting bent over and fucked in her own office bathroom by a greasy little asshole like Zane had to be one of the most humiliating experiences of her life.
She had masturbated twice last night just from the memory of the encounter.
Claire's phone buzzed loudly, rattling on the surface of her desk.
No. I shouldn't look at it. For one, I am legitimately busy. Second, if I don't set some sort of boundaries with Z soon, he is going to think I'll do whatever he wants. And with a man like Z, that could be incredibly dangerous.
Claire had something that Zane's other conquests didn't. Class. A sense of propriety. The sooner Zane learned that, the better this would go. Claire had gotten a little caught up in her new submissive kink lately, but she needed to set some ground rules for her interactions with her new lover. She was willing to accept that sex with Zane was something she needed right now, as embarrassing as that was, but she refused to be just another one of his slutty bimbos.
In retrospect, giving in to him when he showed up unannounced and telling him he owned her during dirty talk had probably been a mistake. She needed to correct the impression of complete slutty submission she had given him. And step one was ignoring his demanding messages.
But focusing on her work felt impossible. Her phone laid on her desk like a coiled snake. A message from her infuriating, passionate, dominant lover waited for her, and the suspense was killing her over how he had responded.
Finally, with a grunt of frustration, Claire snatched up the phone, glaring at it like it was what had caused the sexual predicament she found herself in, rather than her own failures.
[It didn't matter that you were at work yesterday. I won't ask again, Claire Bear. I want a pic. Now.]
Fuck this little prick. Seriously. He really thinks he can take that tone with me? Claire fucking Harrison? I'm not some needy little slut like Perlah and Leah. Claire moved to throw her phone back to the desk with contempt... and then considered what their next encounter might look like if she refused Zane's demands. Yesterday, when she had tried to refuse to have sex with him, Zane hinted that he might restrict her to blowjobs until she learned her place.
It was humiliating to consider, but Claire just wasn't sure she could go back to just blowjobs. After having sex with Zane a few times now, she was already hooked. Unlike every relationship Claire had ever had, she was the one at a disadvantage. Despite his massive libido, she needed Zane's cock more than he needed her pussy.
Well... after what we did yesterday, is a quick little picture really a big deal? Classy women send tasteful nudes all the time.
Feeling her face flushing red with embarrassment, Claire moved quickly, hiking her sensible skirt up her wide, womanly hips. She reached beneath them to tug aside her panties, a little disgusted with herself to feel how wet and hot she was. She shoved her phone down beneath her skirt, tried to guess the angle blindly, and took a picture with a partially obscured flash.
The knock on her open office door startled Claire so badly she dropped the phone and looked up at Perlah standing in the doorway with an undignified yelp, her face red and her skirt pulled up indecently high.
"Jim Rossbach just called, asking if the initial proofs will be finished today." Perlah's voice was sharp and professional, but Claire could tell by the twinkle in her wicked, dark eyes and the faint smirk on her face that her assistant was laughing internally.
"Absolutely. Should be finished within the hour," said Claire a little too quickly, trying unsuccessfully to wiggle and shift her hips enough to subtly get her skirt back into place.
"Great," said Perlah sweetly, the grin spreading further across her face. "You know, if you ever need help with a little photo shoot, I could always give you a hand, Claire Bear."
Claire wanted to die. Losing her authority with Perlah had been hard enough without looking like a desperate slut in her assistant's eyes. "That... won't be necessary," she said awkwardly, finally giving up on being subtle and reaching down to yank her skirt lower.
Perlah shrugged and turned to leave, then looked back over her shoulder. "Oh... and before I forget. The bathroom in the office is pretty echoey. If you do something too loud in there, everyone near the reception desk can hear it. Let me know if you need anything else!"
Claire stared after her, dumbfounded, her brain temporarily overloaded with embarassment. Fuck. Well, there was no point in crying over spilt milk. She would just have to hold Zane off a little better next time. Somehow.
Oh, right! Zane!
Claire dived beneath her desk to scoop up her phone, taking a second to rearrange her panties beneath her skirt, a movement that made her fingers graze the overheated flesh of her pussy and send a tingle of sizzling sensation through her core.
The picture she had taken before Perlah interrupted was a little blurry... but it got the point across. It showed Claire's flushed, glistening pussy, her lavender panties pulled hastily to the side. An image of slutty, sexual desperation. Claire made a face. True, at this point she had entered some sort of twisted relationship with Zane, which was a slutty act in and of itself. But she still had a strong image of herself as a classy woman.
She was confident that she could steer this relationship with Zane into a passionate, but refined affair. Classy, elegant women had affairs all the time. She just had to pull back on the reins a little, and she was sure that Zane would accept the new terms of the arrangement. She would get the dick she needed without turning into one of Zane's pathetic sluts.
So perhaps the quick and dirty under-the-desk photo sent the wrong message. But she didn't want to take the time to take another photo, so she sent it anyway.
I can always lay down the law with Zane next time.
Zane's response was quick and predictable. A well-shot image of his thick, powerful cock. God, just looking at it was enough to moisten Claire's mouth and pussy. When it came to Zane, she always felt totally insatiable... all the more reason to carefully restrain her appetites.
Remember Claire. Classy. Refined. You are a better sort of woman than the sluts he normally picks up.
[I told you I'm at work, Z. Is there anything you needed?]
[You. That's what I need. Come by my house tomorrow. At six.]
Claire bit her lip. She wished it didn't turn her on this much when he spoke to her so forcefully, but it did. But no matter how horny the whole exchange with Zane had made her, this was an excellent time to set some boundaries. She was busy at six tomorrow. Dan had asked her out for one of their rare date nights. At a fancy restaurant no less.
Claire had managed to justify her affair with Zane to herself. She was a woman with sexual needs that her husband simply failed to meet. She would continue to rendezvous with Zane until David got out of his sexual slump and her strange sexual fever broke, but she wanted very clear boundaries. Her relationship with Zane was purely physical, and David deserved all of her love and affection. That meant that skipping bonding time with her husband was out of the question.
[I can't. I'm busy then.]
She thought for a moment, then added,
[Five?]
There was no conflict if she was able to squeeze in a quick session with her lover before giving her husband her full, undivided attention.
[No. Six o'clock. My house. I'll see you there.]
"Claire... I thought you said you were working on the Rossbach account."
For the second time that morning, Perlah's appearance made Claire jump guiltily.
"I am!" she yelped, sounding like a sulky, defensive teen. Perlah simply gave her a frank, knowing look before turning away with a shake of her head.
Claire sighed and set down the phone. She really did need to get back to work. If she spent all day, every day, obsessing over Zane, she would go out of business. She considered sending one more text to Zane, but decided that it didn't matter. He had told her what he wanted, but she had given her final word as well.
Zane would just have to learn that he couldn't expect her to follow every word that came out of his mouth.
...
Dan felt his phone buzz in his pocket just as he pulled into the restaurant's parking lot. He knew exactly what it would say before he even read the message.
[Sorry, babe. Got held up at work. Go in and get a table without me. I'll be there as soon as I can.]
Dan scoffed lightly, but his face held a wry, loving smile as he climbed out of his car into the warm evening. Once again, he would be spending a little time alone, waiting for his wife. But he didn't feel suspicious of her this time. Because of her business, Claire was probably late to more dates than she was on time for. Besides, ever since Zane had called to concede defeat, all of Dan's anxieties and insecurities had drained away. In retrospect, all the times it had seemed like Claire was sneaking around could easily be explained by her odd business hours and practices.
I never should have doubted her in the first place.
Tonight was Dan's victory lap. Their victory lap, in fact, although he obviously couldn't tell Claire about the bet he had just won. Even in victory, he doubted his wife would be understanding.
Dan couldn't help but smile as he walked into the upscale restaurant, dressed to the nines. It was a restaurant he knew that Claire had wanted to go to for a long time, and now that Zane had offered to pick up the considerable tab, it seemed like the perfect occasion. Cassa Rossa was a hotspot for the powerful and rich citizens of the city, and he knew that Claire would love the opportunity to get dressed up and rub elbows with the elite that she one day hoped to join.
The maitre d swiftly and efficiently brought Dan to a secluded table in the corner of the room and left him alone. There was nothing left for him to do but settle in and wait.
Dan spent a minute flipping through the menu, then another few scrolling listlessly through his phone. As time went on, his pleasant mood began to sour. He had been hoping that this would be one of the times that Claire was held up for a minute or two... but it was starting to feel like she might be significantly late. He checked his phone again to see if she had sent an update. It would really take the wind out of his sails if he was forced to eat dinner alone on the night that was supposed to be his triumph.
Just as he had opened the menu again in irritation, ready to order an appetizer so he didn't look like a loser sitting all alone and waiting, Dan was surprised by a voice calling to him across the restaurant.
"Well, what are the chances? Danny Boy!"
Dan looked up in surprise to see Leah crossing the restaurant, her curvy form displayed in an ivory evening gown just on the correct side of the line between tasteful and revealing. Her husband Bill trailed after her with a boyish grin, wearing a sharp, tailored suit that made Dan feel a little underdressed in his nice button-up.
"Leah," he said, feeling a little bit caught on the back foot. "What are you doing here?"
Leah gave him an odd look as she leaned down for a hug. "The same thing you are, I assume, you silly man. Date night. We finally managed to find a sitter. But speaking of dates, where is your lovely bride?"
"Oh... ummm, caught up at work," said Dan awkwardly. It was the truth, but for some reason, he still felt a little defensive, like he was a loser being stood up by his date.
Leah nodded with a sympathetic look. "Ahhh, the trials of a small business owner. Well, why don't Bill and I keep you company until she gets here?"
"Oh, that's not necessary. I don't want to impose on your date night," insisted Dan, wincing a little as his eyes flicked to Bill. He had nothing against the man... But it was hard to see Leah's tall, handsome husband in the same light ever since Dan found out he was a cuckold.
Especially after Leah had jerked him off with Bill's knowledge.
"Nonsense," said Leah firmly, pulling out a chair and sitting decisively. "We can't just leave our friend alone and bored, can we, Bill?"
"No, dear," agreed Bill cheerfully, following his wife's lead and sinking into the chair across from Leah.
"Excellent," said Leah with a broad grin. She leaned across the table toward Dan, treating him to a distracting view down the cleavage of her low-cut dress. "Now, tell me, Danny Boy... what's the occasion for such a fancy date?"
...
Claire sped quickly up the drive to Zane's house and screeched to a halt. Although she was on a clock, she took a moment to give herself a quick once-over in the mirror.
Perfect. Her hair and makeup presented an image of classy, refined sexiness. Exactly what she was going for tonight. Her hair, makeup, and the sexy but modestly cut black cocktail dress she wore would look perfectly at home in the fancy restaurant her husband was taking her to.
And, perhaps more importantly, it would show Zane just what kind of woman she was. It was time to bring this strange, fraught relationship back within acceptable bounds. Claire could accept that sex with Zane was something that she needed right now, but it had to be on her terms. A discrete, contained, purely physical transaction. Zane could dominate and "own" her as much as he wanted in the privacy of the bedroom, but Claire would walk away every time with her head held high and her body cleansed of filthy desire.
With a look of determination on her lovely, made-up face, Claire got out of the car and marched up to Zane's front door. She was hoping that she could get him off relatively quickly. It wasn't unusual for her to be a few minutes late to dates with her husband for business reasons, but if Zane tried to turn this into a marathon session, it could be crushing to Dan. So he planned to turn up the charm immediately and initiate a quick and dirty fuck session.
Hopefully without a blowjob this time. She really didn't want to have to redo her makeup.
This time, when she pressed the intercom button, Zane didn't reply or come to the door to greet her. He simply buzzed her in. That was a little odd. Normally, he bounded down the stairs from his bedroom to meet her, eager and horny.
With a faint suspicion growing in her heart, Claire opened the door and entered her new lover's home.
It didn't take long to discover what was different today. Zane wasn't in his room; he was downstairs in the living room, fussing over what looked to Claire like some sort of combination of dentist chair and gynecological exam table.
He looked up as Claire entered with a big grin and a wave, his eyes hungrily scanning her body like they usually did. His blatant, open lust made an echo of hot, liquid desire surge through Claire's belly.
"Claire Bear! I thought you said you had a date? And yet here you are, at six on the dot. How... unexpected."
Claire flushed and bit her lip. Shit. That's right. When she left off the conversation yesterday, she had told Zane she definitely wouldn't be coming over when he wanted. But somehow, over the course of the evening last night and her workday today, as she idly daydreamed of Zane and his thick cock, her firm no had morphed into a yes without her really realizing it. Zane seemed to have a talent for turning her 'no's' into 'yes's'.
She looked for a way to change the topic, wandering over to wear Zane hunched over the strange chair, running her fingers curiously over one of the padded leather armrests.
"What is this, some kind of prop for your porn?" she asked in a tone of faint disgust. She imagined that she and Zane would make quite a contrast right now for anyone watching them. He was wearing a clean but worn-looking sleeveless undershirt and boxers, while she was dressed to kill, ready to go on a fancy date. The contrast between his crass slobbiness and her elegant refinement couldn't have been starker.
Zane chuckled. "No, no, this is for personal purposes. Although I'm sure it will feature in some videos. I'm going to use this bad boy when I mark my property." His wicked eyes turned to her, flashing with dirty lust.
"And you're going to be the first lucky girl to help test it out."
Claire felt a strange mix of sensations at Zane's bold declaration. A chill ran down her spine at the casual mention of "marking his property" at the same time that hot molten lust bubbled up from low in her belly, turning her body into a battleground of hot and cold.
"And what the fuck is that supposed to mean?" she asked, her mouth suddenly dry.
Zane laughed and straightened up, his big soft gut pressing hard against his undershirt. "What can I say, Claire Bear? I'm a jealous guy. Especially with women who have other losers still clinging to them like you do. You've seen Leah's tattoos, right? I usually ask my women to wear some sort of sign that they belong to me, no matter what other guys they might hang out with sometimes. A change to their appearance that I request, that makes it crystal clear that they're mine, and that their husband or boyfriend or whatever is just borrowing them."
Claire stared at him like he had just grown another head. "Absolutely fucking not," she said flatly. Rediculous. Sure, she had told him that he "owned her" and that she was "his slut" the other day when he had shown up at her house, but even a horndog like Zane had to recognize that that was all dirty talk, right? He couldn't actually think she literally meant she was his property to mark as he saw fit.
But Zane's eager grin never changed. He simply stared into her eyes like he was expecting her to cave once again, just like she had caved about showing up at his house today.
It kind of pissed her off.
"I'm married," Claire snapped.
Zane still stared at her. "So?"
"So if I show up with a fucking tattoo, I think my husband might have a few questions," said Claire, her voice dripping with bitter sarcasm. "Look Z, I'm willing to... continue what we've been doing up until now. In the bedroom... God fucking damn it..." she flushed red and looked away. "In the bedroom, I'll be your slut. You can use me however you want. But I'm a grown-up, classy lady who, no matter what you think, still loves my husband. I'm not going to get a fucking tattoo for you. There needs to be a line."


Zane shrugged languidly, as if he didn't agree with Claire's objections, but didn't think they were worth arguing over. "Well, sure, I accept that that's how you feel right now," he said in a condescending voice. "We don't have to jump straight to something blatant and permanent. It took Leah a little while to warm up to the idea as well. We can start with something more subtle."
Claire's anger flared. "Are you fucking stupid?" She hissed. "Zane, I don't know what other kinds of women you wrap around your finger, but I'm not some bimbo slut. My appearance and my reputation are important to me. I make all decisions about my body, and you don't get a fucking vote! Now... are we going to fuck, or should I just go?"
Zane stared at her for a second, cocking his head as if he was a little confused. Then he turned back to the chair.
"Sure, have fun on your little date."
Claire stared down at him, burning with anger, her lips drawn down into a stiff, disapproving line, then turned and flounced off toward the door. Fine. The cocky prick wants to play games; I can play games. I may have given in in the past, but I'm not just going to melt into a submissive puddle every time he tries to order me around. We'll see how long it takes for him to come crawling back, wanting another taste of...
"But don't expect to get any more calls from me then," said Zane casually over his shoulder.
Claire stopped in her tracks. She hated the fact that his words sent a pang of anxiety through her, but they did.
"Yeah, right. You're bluffing," she said hotly, refusing to turn around so he couldn't see the expression on his face.
"Why would I? I have a dozen women at least as hot as you in my little black book, Claire Bear, and each of them would jump at the chance to come over and serve me. They would all mark themselves for me, too. They've all done it before, in fact."
Claire couldn't help it. She turned back to Zane, worry swelling up inside her. Now that she had reconciled herself to having a sexual relationship with Zane, a part of her had begun to rely on it. A part of her mind now depended on Zane for sexual satisfaction, and, even though their new affair had only started a few short days before, the idea of giving it up was... unpleasant.
"Not every woman changes her appearance for you," she claimed, trying to keep the desperation from creeping into her voice. "Perlah looks the same as she ever did."
Zane chuckled. "She hasn't shown you yet? I booked her for a belly-button piercing a few days ago. She has one of those dangling pendants with a big golden Z. It looks so fucking ridiculous, but hey, she wanted anyone who sees her naked to know who she belongs to."
"What about Summer?" shot back Claire, remembering the tech assistant who had once been one of Zane's girls. She had seemed incredibly breezy and down to earth, and didn't seem like the type to accept a "sign of ownership".
Zane raised his eyebrows, clearly a little surprised to hear Summer used as an example. He rubbed his chin. "That's fair... Summer didn't get any permanent changes, but like I told you, not all women do. But they all do something. I demand it. Tell you what, if you want, we can start you out with what Summer did for me."
Claire hovered on the edge, half turned toward Zane, half turned toward the door. It was important to establish the boundaries she wanted and drive it into Zane's thick skull that she wasn't his sex toy... but on the other hand, how important could this change to her appearance be, if it didn't leave any lasting effect on Summer?
"Ok. I'm not saying yes necessarily... but what is this... thing that Summer did for you?"
Zane picked up a can that he hadn't noticed before from the side table near the chair, then squirted a dollop of this white cream onto one finger, holding it up with a crooked grin.
"Nothing major. Just a little... personal grooming."
...
"You don't say!" said Bill with a wide grin, slapping the table animatedly. "You know, I had a buddy who bought some land out by the railroad tracks, and he said that he had a hell of a time trying to get it developed. I mean, doesn't the city want people building on unused land?"
Dan smiled politely and shrugged. "Well, unfortunately, it's not that simple. Most of the land in that part of town is zoned for industrial use. If he was trying to open a business, I'm not surprised his permits weren't approved."
Something about Bill had always gotten on Dan's nerves. He wasn't sure if it was residual resentment from back in college, when the tall, handsome frat president had swooped in and started dating Leah, who Dan had a devastating crush on, or if it was just who Bill was as a person, but after talking to him for twenty minutes, Dan was starting to think it was the latter. Bill reminded him of a big, friendly dog. Obviously overflowing with nothing but good intentions... but annoyingly insistent in his friendliness..
Dan couldn't believe that Bill had turned out to be a cuck... Dan wasn't an expert in the fetish, but the impression he generally had of men who enjoyed being cuckolded was wimpy, effeminate types. Bill, big, broad, and relentlessly confident, couldn't have been further from that stereotype.
Just thinking about it made Dan flustered and uncomfortable. He tried to focus on whatever poor understanding of zoning Bill was good-naturedly grousing about and put the fact that the boisterous man liked to let his wife fuck other men out of his mind.
"Honey, I'm sure that Dan doesn't want to talk about his job all night long," said Leah gently, laying a hand over her husband's. Her sharp hazel eyes turned to Dan's, lit up by curiosity. "Tell me, Danny, how are things with Claire?"
A day ago, that was a topic that Dan would have been even less enthusiastic about than explaining zoning laws to a layman. Today, though, he didn't mind talking about it.
"Just great!" he said simply, taking a second to have a sip of the beer Bill had insisted on ordering for him. "I mean, things have been busy at work, but we've never been stronger." That... wasn't necessarily the full truth. It was obvious to Dan that his failure to perform in the bedroom had been a source of discontent for his wife. But that was behind him now. All of that had been caused by his anxiety about what Claire might have been doing with Zane. Now that he knew that his fears were unfounded, impotence wouldn't be an issue for him anymore.
Leah nodded, but there was a wry twist to her smile that Dan didn't appreciate. "I only ask because... it does seem like she is a little late to your romantic evening."
"She's caught up at work," said Dan firmly, trying to head off the twinkle in his old friend's eyes.
But Leah wouldn't be dissuaded; she leaned across the table, giving Dan a view straight down her dress to the warm, soft cleavage within. Her voice was a silky pur.
"Are you sure?"
Dan couldn't help it; the combination of Leah's sexy voice and provocative pose sent a rush of blood straight to his cock. But that wasn't the only thing that aroused him. It was the fact that Leah's husband was right there, suddenly studying his glass of beer uncomfortably, but not saying anything as his wife sexually teased another man. It was also the fact that Leah had teased Dan about being a cuckold just like her husband before. It was the fact that she was making a mocking insinuation right now that Claire might be sneaking around on him.
Dan tried to shake off the sudden pulse of lust at those dark thoughts. "Stop it," he muttered. "I'm done thinking about stuff like that."
"I have no idea what you mean," said Leah with a little giggle, her eyes shining as she toyed with the end of her braid.
"Yes, you do," snapped Dan irritably, a little louder than he intended. He continued in an undertone. "All of this cuckold shit you've been trying to push on me. It's just not something I'm into." His eyes flicked involuntarily to the awkward-looking Bill as he added, "I'm not that kind of man."
That made Bill look up at him with a frown, his hand tightening on his glass of beer. "I'm not sure I like your tone, buddy," he said, his normal friendly voice taking on a note of strain.
Shit. I should have been more careful with my words. Dan floundered, trying to find some way to take back his veiled insult. But Leah jumped on the moment eagerly.
"Don't be upset, dear," she said lovingly to her husband, before turning her teasing eyes back to Dan. "Danny Boy is just... struggling with some new feelings. I think it would be really helpful if you could tell him your perspective."
Now it was Bill's turn to look like he wished he hadn't spoken up. "Ah. I don't know, sweetheart." His face was red now, and he was looking anywhere but at Dan. "I don't know if he wants to hear about..."
"Nonsense," said Leah firmly, a little glint of steel creeping into her tone. "Tell my friend why you find cuckolding hot. Now, Billy."
Bill was actually right. Dan had no desire to pry into Leah's twisted marriage and hear why Bill liked to watch his wife have sex with Zane. But he also knew that, based on Leah's dominant tone, there was no way he OR Bill was going to get out of this now. Bill gulped, sighed, and then began speaking hesitantly.
"I... actually used to think the same way you do. That men who like to watch, or just to know that their wives sleep with other guys were weak and pathetic," said Bill, turning his beer glass around in his hand. "And I hated the fact that it turned me on, whether I liked it or not. But then I read something that really clicked for me. I read that the reason that cuckolding turns men on is because of their competitive drive. The fact that another man is... tempting our women away activates our instinct to fight for her. It makes us horny because, on a primal level, we want to reclaim her and make her ours again. So, if you think about it, that means that the people who get off most to being cuckolded are the men who are most instinctively competitive. Not the weakest ones."
He said the speech in a stilted rush, and when he looked up into Dan's eyes, Dan could tell that it was a justification: something that Bill had desperately tried to tell himself. Dan wasn't sure what to say. He didn't believe that being a cuckold made you strong, and Bill's desperate justification had only made Dan think less of him. But that wasn't something he could just come out and say.
Leah broke the awkward moment, but the way she did it didn't exactly fill Dan with a sense of relief. She scooted her chair closer toward Dan's, then reached beneath the tablecloth to teasingly rub her fingers over his crotch. The move sent a hot bolt of electric lust through Dan, and made him splutter, "L-leah, what the fuck are you..." at the same time that Bill said nervously, "Honey, I don't know if this is the time or place for..."
Leah reached her free hand up to lay a finger on Dan's lips while under the table, she began to unzip his pants.
"Shush now. Both of you. Bill said his piece, and now it's my turn."
Dan let out an embarrassed moan, but felt paralyzed by indecision as Leah fished his rapidly hardening cock out of his fly. His eyes darted around the fancy restaurant, terrified that someone might see. It was lucky their table was in a secluded corner.
"Let me tell you why I think it turns you both on so much to be cucks..." she began, giving her husband a teasing wink as she slowly began jerking Dan off beneath the snowy white tablecloth.
...
Claire felt intensely exposed in the new chair that Zane had purchased. Part of that was the position, tilted back dramatically with her legs spread open. But a significant part of her vulnerability was the fact that she was completely naked from the waist down, her privates slathered with thick, pungent shaving cream.
"So... what? You're saying that you've never gone Brazilian for poor Dan?" asked Zane with a snicker. "Not even on your wedding night?"
He knelt between Claire's spread thighs, in the special gap created by the design of the chair. But even though he was on his knees, there was still nothing submissive about him at the moment. He looked completely in charge as he reached up with the razor in hand, gliding it over Claire's intimate areas, leaving a stripe of smooth, hairless skin behind.
Claire took a deep breath, the familiar feeling of helpless lust rolling over her as Zane confidently and possessively gripped one thigh for support, going back to swipe away another inch of her well-groomed pubic patch. She could tell from the way her pussy was getting hot and moist beneath the mercifully shrouding foam that this had maybe been a bad idea after all. It was a minor concession to allow Zane to shave away her pubic hair, and one that would be easily explained to her husband. But it was still changing an aspect of her appearance for Zane's pleasure.
And the fact that doing something like that for him was turning her on made the whole thing feel even more dangerous.
"I never felt the need to," said Claire, keeping her voice cold and controlled so that Zane couldn't tell how the feeling of his control was getting to her. "Dan isn't some pervert who likes his women to demean themselves like that. Pubic hair is a sign of adulthood. To find it unsightly says a lot about a man."
"I see..." said Zane thoughtfully. Claire bit her lip as the razor carefully glided over her sensitive skin once again, taking part of her pride along with it. "So that means you ARE willing to demean yourself for me. I'll keep that in mind."
His fingers gently pulled at her skin, flattening the surface he was about to shave as he continued to speak in a low, compelling voice. "I'm not sure we agree on the meaning of a bare, smooth pussy... although I agree it can be a little demeaning. Pleasantly so, for everyone involved."
Another glob of cream mixed with dark, curly hairs came away with the razor, and Zane swirled it through the bowl of warm water he had set up by his knee to clean it.
"A shaved pussy is soft... cute... perfect. But above all, it's vulnerable. You know me, Claire Bear. I'm a man who enjoys the hunt. There is nothing sexier to me than getting a woman to submit completely, making her soft, sweet, and vulnerable. That's what a smooth, shaved pussy means to me."
Claire had closed her eyes during the speech, breathing heavily, her tits bouncing lightly in her bra, which she had insisted on keeping on. Her body pulsed with dark, corrosive lust as Zane's words poured into her ears. He was wrong. Maybe she liked to submit in bed. She could admit that to herself now. But that was just a sexual kink. She would never submit herself completely to Zane. It wasn't who she was. She was a classy lady. An elegant queen. Zane couldn't change who she was with a sharp voice and a hard cock.
... Even if she did let him shave her pussy.
Claire's eyes flew open as she felt the touch of a soft, warm towel between her legs, tenderly wiping away every last trace of the thick, clinging foam. She looked down with a strange thrill of anticipation in her heart as the towel was lifted away, revealing what lay beneath. The result of Zane's careful work with the razor.
In the big scheme of things, it really was a minor change. Claire already did a significant amount of work on a weekly basis to keep herself neat and tidy down there. So all that was really gone was the dense triangle of hair above her pussy.
But aesthetically, the difference was night and day.
Her flat, toned belly now led down to a bare, soft, silky pubic area, with her flushed, dripping pussy beneath. Just like Zane said, she looked vulnerable and submissive... ready to be penetrated. Almost begging for it.
She tried to tell herself that the thought was ridiculous. Whether or not a woman shaved her pubic hair had no bearing on her relative dominance or submission. But the thought that she had somehow made herself defenseless and soft to please Zane still tied her belly in knots with reluctant arousal.
Zane was also entranced by the sight of Claire's freshly shaven pussy, nearly crosseyed as he stared between her legs. He laid a hand on her thick thighs and pushed them apart to get closer. Claire knew that the effect was purely psychological, but being completely shorn and smooth made her feeling of exposure much more intense as Zane moved forward, his warm breath fanning over her tingling, sensitive flesh. A fresh welling of moisture and heat rose between her legs, sending a trembling thrill of arousal through Claire's body. Zane had marked her now... remade her body how he saw fit.
And now he was going to claim his prize.
Without another word, Zane closed the distance, his lips making contact with Claire's hot, throbbing pussy. His surprisingly long, dexterous tongue confidently parted her lips and lapped at her thick juices of arousal. A surprised moan puffed lightly between Claire's parted lips as she squirmed in Zane's new sex chair, trying to process the intense new feelings that Zane was creating between her legs.
Claire loved cunnilingus. She was practically an expert in good and bad pussy eating, considering that it had been the only way her boyfriends and husband had ever been able to make her cum. Her surprise didn't come from being unused to the sensation of a man's tongue lodged in her pussy... but from the man doing the licking. Zane had never struck her as the pussy-eating type. He seemed too... pushy to enjoy selfless acts that were all about his partner's pleasure.
But the proof was in the pudding. It turned out that Zane was an expert in this particular area. His tongue wriggled and flicked skillfully over Claire's throbbing clit before plunging bolding inside her... then sliding out to restart the process all over again. Claire's fingers gripped tight on the armrests of the chair. Fuck it was good. Zane was eating her pussy like it was a delicious meal, yet it didn't feel like he was submitting or serving her at all. Despite being on her knees between her legs, it felt like Zane was claiming her with his mouth the same way he had with his thick, throbbing cock. Her new smooth, soft hairlessness lent a new dimension to feeling to his mouth on her pussy as well, a certain warm, buttery frictionlessness that made Claire's chest heave with passion.
Zane's intense eyes stared up at her from between her legs, his mouth locked over her wet cunt, his tongue slipping in and out of her, and Claire had a sudden, embarrassing realization. He's fucking better. He's better than Dan. This whole time, she had been thinking of Zane and her husband as two men who were skilled in completely different ways. Zane was a pushy, rough man only skilled in self-centered use of his cock, while Dan was a generous, tender lover who could make her cum with his mouth.
But Zane was making her feel things with his mouth that Dan never had. Maybe he was just better in every respect.
Claire bit her lip to stifle a moan as her back arched up a little and her legs unconsciously spread wider to grant her lover greater access. She tried to hold herself back, feeling like she owed something to her husband; to preserve him as the only one who could make her cum with his mouth. Dan was waiting for her still, and it felt like a double betrayal to keep him waiting while orgasming in their preferred position. But her efforts were useless. It would be easier to hold back the tide than the powerful orgasm that was welling up from deep inside her. Zane's skilled mouth on her freshly shaved pussy, claiming and marking her, wouldn't be denied.
Finally, she gave in, moaning loud and low, her eyes squeezing shut as her back arched and her hips swirled forward into the delicious sensation of Zane's tongue. Her guilt burned away in the fires of climax, her pleasure unspooling from inside her into a glorious, red-hot orgasm.


"Well... I'm sorry to interrupt... But I was wondering when you wanted me to do my thing," said a low, amused voice from over near the door.
Claire gasped in shock, instinctively pushing Zane away and slamming her thick thighs shut in a white hot panic as she realized that they had an audience. A tall, broad man stood by the door, grinning widely beneath his bushy black beard, thick tattooed arms crossed over a barrel chest.
Zane didn't seem the least bit surprised to see him. "Shiner! Took you long enough to get here! I had to get started without you." He got up off the ground where he had fallen, not looking the least bit annoyed that Claire had pushed him.
Claire, blushing, clutching her hand desperately to her pussy, and furiously asked, "Zane, who the fuck is this? Any why is he here when I'm fucking naked?"
Zane gave her a mischievous grin. "Oh, don't be a prude, Claire Bear. Despite his looks, Shiner is a professional stylist. He helps get my girls ready for shoots. More importantly, he's a tattoo artist."
Claire's mouth dropped open, and her eyes fell to the heavy case that the newcomer was holding in his hands. Her wide eyes slid back to Zane in disbelief.
"He's fucking what?"
...
Adrenaline pumped through Dan's veins as Leah's hand closed firmly around the base of his cock. Within seconds, it had twitched and pumped up to diamond hardness, despite Dan's near-panic.
This would be the second time Leah had given him a handjob... but it was one thing for her to jerk him off in private, and quite another for her to pleasure him in a crowded restaurant with her husband watching uncomfortably.
'L-Leah, we can't do this," he hissed. He thought about slapping her hand away, or simply wriggling out from beneath her grip, but he couldn't think of a way to do it inconspicuously. There was a real danger that, if he made a wrong move, everyone in the restaurant would see his dick.
"Ha!" Leah's grin sparkled as her palm slowly glided up the length of Dan's cock beneath the tablecloth. "I think that we can, Danny Boy. Your cock certainly isn't complaining. Now be quiet and accept my little gift... I need to tell you my perspective on cuckolding. It's at least as valuable as my husband's, wouldn't you say?"
Dan knew he should talk back: put his foot down and insist that this public sex act was inappropriate, not to mention unbelievably risky. But the pleasure from Leah's soft hand and the confident force of her words held him back. He felt paralyzed. Like a fly caught in a spider's web. And when he glanced across the table at Bill, he saw the same sexual helplessness reflected back at him.
"Now... my dear husband prefers to think that cuckolding is about his competitive, jealous spirit," said Claire conversationally. Her tone never let on that anything unusual was happening, despite the obscene act she was committing beneath the table. "I tend to disagree. I think cuckolding is about... the natural order of things."
"Honey, please, don't tell him about the..." said Bill quietly, looking like he wanted to crawl under the table and disappear.
Leah snorted, cutting him off. "Wow! Another loser who wants to pretend he doesn't enjoy this. Just for that, you don't get to touch yourself, hubby. Hands on the table. I want you to strain and leak as you watch me get my friend off."
Dan wasn't even sure what she meant, but it soon became apparent that she knew her husband well. Bill's face flushed an even deeper red, then Dan heard the sound of his zipper closing, and Bill's hands appeared above the table, balling into fists of shame.
He was already touching himself under the table? Dan marveled at how far gone the perverted husband and family man was.
"That's better,' said Leah with a wicked wink toward her husband. Her hand began moving a little faster up and down Dan's cock. "Now, where was I? Oh, right. The natural order of things."
Dan tried to keep his breathing slow and even despite the toe-curling pleasure from Leah's handjob. Under normal circumstances, he might expect that it would be difficult to pay attention to Leah's words. But for some reason, her low, sultry voice seemed to blend with the sensations radiating from his lap, forming one unified blend of pleasure and shame.
"I think that when a pathetic cuck sees a real man pleasure a woman, their dinky little dicklette can't help but celebrate," purred Leah into Dan's ear, her voice like warm, poisonous honey. Dan's cock was leaking precum now, and Leah's fist made squishing, squelching noises as if moved faster and faster up and down his shaft. "Their brain might feel sad. Their heart might break. But their dicks know the truth. That cucks don't deserve pussy. Only real men do. And so their primal instincts give them a little reward for bowing to reality. Their pathetic, submissive cocks stand at attention and squirt in joy when they give up their woman to a man who truly deserves her pussy. Like I said... it's alllll about the natural order of things."
Dan was clutching the tablecloth now, sweating freely as Leah's wicked hand took him to paradise. Her quick, tight strokes felt better than anything he had experienced sexually in the past month, even with his wife. He was already on the edge of orgasm after only a few seconds of stroking, and based on Leah's crooked grin, she could tell.
"You're the same way, Danny Boy. I can smell that weakness on you," she whispered in his ear, her finger relentlessly squeezing and milking his cock. "Even while you were sooo stressed over your wifey and what she might be doing with Zane's big bad cock, your little dicklette was still hard as a rock, wasn't it?"
"I don't... that's..." panted Dan, his voice rough with need and his hips straining forward into Leah's teasing touch.
"You just need to accept what you are,' insisted Leah, her soft lips scraping his ear. "Bill has... and he had been happy ever since." Dan looked across the table at Bill. Contrary to Leah's claim, he didn't look happy... but Dan had never seen anyone look at pathetically horny as Leah's normally strong, confident husband. He was practically drooling as he stared across the table with hungry eyes, watching his wife jerk off another man.
"And no matter what excuses he makes, Bill is accepting his rightful place more and more every day," said Leah. Her fist squirmed and writhed, lubed by Dan's copious precum. She was holding him right on the edge now, expertly leading him right up to orgasm without letting him spurt. "By now, I've convinced him to submit in ways neither of us would have thought possible. I mean... look at him. You aren't even a particularly superior man, Danny Boy. No offense. But still, my poor hubby is ready to cum just from watching me jerk you off while I ignore him. Pathetic, right? Sometimes he watches when Master fucks me as well..."
The way that Leah said the word Master with submissive desire dripping from each syllable made Dan's cock throb with longing in her hand. For a moment, he could understand what she was saying about superior and inferior men, although he still didn't agree with it. He knew he would never be able to inspire the type of helpless, submissive lust he heard when Leah called Zane her master. Zane had something that he lacked, whether or not the repulsive little man had been able to fuck Claire in the end.
"Bill will just sit in the corner, having a ball. Wanking his little willy as he watches another man own his wife. It makes him cum harder than my pussy does these days! Maybe we should just reserve my pussy for Master, since Bill likes his hand so much... What do you think, honey?"
Her last words were directed toward her husband, who let out a quiet groan, his fists squeezing tight on the table and his face a picture of misery. But he didn't contradict her, or even interrupt at all.
Leah's tight, pumping fist picked up speed, and now Dan was legitimately worried that the motion and position of her arm were going to give them away. His heartbeat thumped in his ears. Any moment now, a murmur of disgust could go through the restaurant... a waiter could stop by and throw them out of the restaurant for their indecency. Or worse... Claire could suddenly appear just as Leah made him cum. But it didn't matter how terrified Dan was of exposure. He couldn't escape the powerful pleasure of her twisting, pumping hand.
"But that's not even the most embarrassing thing I make poor Billy do." Dan could feel himself tipping over the edge. The pristine tablecloth in front of him bunched in his hands as his balls drew tight to the base of his cock. "I want to show you, Dan. I want you to see what a cuck in his rightful place looks like."
It was hard to pay attention to her words anymore. Dan's cock flexed and twitched, squirting ropes of hot, sticky jizz into Leah's soft hand. Dan was cumming in public, and as his balls emptied, he felt like the burning eyes of the restaurant guests around him were searing his skin. Leah's palm was positioned expertly at the end of his cock, carefully catching every drop of cum that emerged while cooing half-mocking encouragement into his ear. "That's it, Danny Boy. Let it alllll out for Leah. It feels good, doesn't it? It feels good to do exactly what I say."
Dan couldn't respond, only whimper as he climaxed so heavily it felt like his soul pumped out along with his hot, thick load. His orgasm seemed to last forever, and by the end, he was certain that everyone in the restaurant would be turned and staring at him like a freak. But, when his shoulders finally slumped and his cock let out the last dribble of cum, he was surprised to realize that the quiet, refined conversation of the other patrons seemed to be continuing as if nothing had happened. They hadn't been caught. Either this crowd was much more oblivious than Dan had feared, or Leah's actions had been more subtle than he assumed.
With a cat-like smile, Leah rose smoothly from her chair, holding the hand she had used to stroke Dan off low by her side. Dan stared at her uncomprehendingly as she walked to her husband's side. In the jittery aftermath of his public orgasm, he couldn't even begin to guess what she was intending to do.
Why wasn't she hurrying to the bathroom to clean off the palmful of his thick, pearly load?
He got the answer to his question almost immediately. Bill had a haunted look in his eye: the same blend of shame and arousal he had worn during the handjob, but cranked up to an almost painful degree. He looked up into his wife's eyes, and as Dan watched with sick fascination, tried one last time to head off his humiliation.
"Please, babe. Not here," he said, all of his boisterous confidence stripped away and replaced by weak, needy lust.
"You're going to do as you're told," said Leah to him simply, her voice thrumming with dominance. Her eyes turned to Dan as she stood at her husband's side, just behind the chair where he sat. "Watch, Danny Boy. This is how I taught my husband to submit and respect men who are above him."
Dan had to hold back a gasp as Leah raised her hand and held it up in front of her husband's mouth. His stomach twisted in knots as Bill, red-faced and sweating, closed his eyes... and extended his tongue, licking up some of the thick, creamy load that Leah held in her hand. Dan's eyes flicked up to meet Leah's and saw she was staring at him with a heated gaze and a knowing smirk.
"The ultimate humiliation, Danny," she purred as her husband tasted Dan's load. "A straight man being forced to swallow another man's seed. To taste the superiority of the man his wife prefers. It's perverse, isn't it? But hot too... It really reinforces a cuck's proper place at the bottom of the sexual hierarchy."
The most twisted part of the whole thing was that Bill almost looked like he was enjoying himself.
"Of course, my hubby is normally used to... higher quality material," said Leah with a wrinkle of her nose. "Like I said before, you're not a superior man like Z. This is just a demonstration."
Dan was hypnotized by the disgusting sight of Bill lapping at the thick, warm puddle of jizz in his wife's hand. What would drive a man to debase himself so thoroughly? He could almost understand Leah's explanation... but a grudging admission that some men were superior and this level of abject surrender to another man's masculinity were two very different things.
"Hey," said Leah, her voice firmly calling Dan's attention back to her. Her hazel eyes glowed with intense inner light.
"You want to try?"
"What? I... Of course not!" said Dan in a stunned tone. Even seeing Bill lick up the sperm from his wife's hand was enough to tie his stomach in knots. The thought of tasting it himself sent a flood of hot, wet panic through his veins.
"Don't be shy," said Leah with a warm chuckle, pulling her now-mostly-clean hand back from her husband's mouth and moving around the table back to Dan's side. "I can see how much the thought turns you on... even if you don't want to admit it."
Dan shook his head, his eyes wide. Is she fucking crazy? The idea of eating cum doesn't turn me on. Of course it doesn't. Well... maybe the idea of a cuckold like Bill being forced to submit that way is a little hot. But I'm not a cuck. I would never want something like that to happen to me.
But it looked as though Leah had other ideas. She was already looming above him, and her hand was already moving closer to Dan's face. His eyes almost crossed as he focused on the thick, globby streaks of his own cum on Leah's palm, tilted a little so that it wasn't easy for the rest of the patrons to see. The smell of his cum hit him, musky and bleachy and unmistakably male. His stomach roiled, and his freshly spent cock, still hanging loose from his pants, twitched beneath the table.
Like many guys, Dan had tried his own cum before. Not exactly his proudest moment, but sometimes curiosity was irrepressible. It wasn't something that he had ever felt the need to do again. Since it was his cum, taking a taste of it shouldn't really have been a big deal. Certainly not as humiliating for him as it was for Bill. But the context of the act freighted it with confusing, humiliating meaning. A beautiful woman he still had confused feelings for was pressing the cum into his face, right after saying that cum eating was a symbol of inferiority. Her mischievous eyes showed that this was a test. And one that she was certain that he would fail.
Dan shook his head wordlessly, his mouth suddenly dry. He thought about pushing back from the table, but he had been so distracted by Leah's dominant display that he had completely forgotten to tuck his soft cock back into his pants. Leah's hand moved forward toward him, as she said in a calm, conversational voice that wouldn't raise the suspicions of the other patrons, "You're going to eat it, Danny Boy. Either that, or I'm going to smear the sticky load you made all over your face. Good luck explaining that to the other diners."
That added an element of threat which pushed Dan over the edge. It allowed him to tell himself that he didn't really have a choice, and that made all the difference. He stopped craning his neck backward and let Leah's hand travel closer. He closed his eyes, extended his tongue... and tasted bitter submission.
"There we go. You're finally learning your place," said Leah above him. "I know it stings a little now, but it will be better for you in the long run if you learn to enjoy it."
Dan's sperm was salty and sticky on his tongue, but the taste was secondary to the crushing sense of humiliation. Leah was feeding him his own cum because she thought he was a lesser man. And he had gone along with it. The whole thing was ridiculous. Now that he knew he had won the bet with Zane, Dan could put the whole idea of being a cuckold behind him. But as the salty, rank taste of sperm filled his mouth, and Leah's encouraging, yet mocking eyes stared down at him, it wasn't so easy to dismiss the idea of his own inferiority.
Finally, all that Dan's tongue licked against was Leah's soft palm. He and Bill had finished off the thick copious load together. Leah withdrew her hand, wiped her slick palm on the back of Dan's shirt, and returned to her chair.
There was silence at the table for a few moments. Leah smug and satisfied and both men humiliated and aroused. Finally, Leah snatched a menu from the center of the table.
'Well... after an appetizer like that, I'm sure you boys are both hungry! Let's order something. It looks like Claire is going to be a bit later than you thought."
...
"No fucking way, Zane," said Claire heatedly, her hand clamped tight over her bare wet pussy as she distractedly searched for her discarded panties. "That's the first fucking thing I told you. Nothing permanent. Nothing I couldn't explain to my husband. You must be out of your fucking mind if you think I'm going to get a tattoo for you."
Zane chuckled, sharing a look with the huge bearded man who was apparently named "Shiner". "Oh come on now, Claire Bear,' he said with a grin. "First of all, I invited my old friend over way before I knew how uptight you were going to be about this. Besides, when I said I wanted to mark you as my woman, did you really think that just going bare down there was going to do the trick?"
Claire rolled her eyes, but her angry front was partially bravado. The truth was, as hard as it might be to admit, Zane's perverse demands were beginning to sound tempting. The sane, rational part of her brain knew that it was crazy to get a tattoo to proclaim herself the property of a man who wasn't her husband. Especially when she privately hoped that this would be a short-term fling and Zane would quickly be out of her system.
But the small, slippery, submissive part of herself that Zane had fostered inside her could see the appeal of giving in to Zane's command. It would be so hot, insisted that hated little voice, to just give in completely and be Zane's completely. To show everyone who you belong to. Like that slut Leah. Zane's initials... big and bold and black, carved into your fat ass with a stinging needle. His forever...
She pushed back as hard as she could against that voice, even as a fresh welling of moisture rose beneath her clenched hand. It was deeply arousing to give in to Zane, that was true. But that was exactly why she needed to guard herself. If she became too submissive, her entire life could be ruined. She knew better than to assume that resisting Zane would be easy. That was why she needed to remain vigilant.
"There is no way. No way in hell that I'm getting a tattoo for you, Zane," she said firmly, ignoring the steamy heat beneath her hand as it hid her bare, shaved-smooth pussy from the newly-arrived stranger.
Zane sighed. "I thought you might say that. I knew you probably weren't ready to go all the way." He turned toward the broad, bearded man in the entryway again. "Did you bring our plan B?"
The bearded man shrugged nonchalantly. "Of course. I always come prepared." He crossed to one of the low couches a few feet from Zane and Claire and set down the case he held, flipping it open to reveal a shiny metal tattoo gun that made Claire bristle. But he didn't pick up the tattoo gun. Instead, he reached for a little squeeze bottle with a pointed tip, holding it out for Claire to inspect.
"Henna," he said with a raised eyebrow. "Lasts a few weeks. After that, you'll be good as new. As if you never gave in to a pervert like Zane."
Claire felt a strange prickle of mixed apprehension and lust as she stared down at the murky greenish-brown liquid in the stranger's hand. Her skin raised in goosebumps all over her body. The little voice inside her was suddenly a lot louder. Almost deafening.
This solves the problem, doesn't it? This is the perfect way to feel the thrill of submission without permanent consequences. You can be Zane's little marked slut... and then erase the evidence later as if it was never there.


So what excuse could you possibly have this time?
Zane moved forward, pulling apart her legs again and stepping between them. Claire whimpered and tried feebly to push him away, but when her reached down and replaced her hand between her legs with his own, she did nothing to stop him, despite the fact that Shiner was watching with leering, slimy eyes.
Claire's eyes squeezed shut and she let out a shuddering moan as Zane dominantly slid his middle finger deep into her pussy, sending cascading tingles of pleasure rushing up and down her spine. The voice of logic and resistance and reason inside her was getting weaker and more distant. That weak, soft impulse to give in and be the slut that Zane wanted was rising, drowning out all of her resistance.
"Come on, Claire Bear," said Zane in a low, oily voice. "I can tell you want to. Stop thinking so hard. You know it will be hot to get marked for me. So why not just say fuck it and give in? Won't it turn you on that much more when I fuck you to know that you belong to me completely?"
Claire's mind was swimming in a hot, throbbing haze. It was hard to think. A minute ago, she had had so many reasons why allowing Zane to mark her as his property was completely unacceptable. But now she could only think of how hot it would be to roleplay as his property.
Roleplay. That's all it would be. Harmless. And the henna would be gone within a few weeks.
"I... I can't get your name on me..." she moaned, her hips beginning to grind upward into the delicious feeling of Zane's penetrating finger. "I could never explain that if s-someone saw it."
"You're right," said Zane soothingly. "Too much too fast. Luckily, I have a better idea." he reached behind her with his free hand, deftly unclasping her bra with nimble fingers. Claire made a whining noise and blushed as Zane plucked her bra away, biting her lip as she looked toward Shiner, who was watching the slutty display with obvious interest. It was fucking humiliating to be exposed like this in front of a stranger. She had obviously been exposed in front of Perlah and Leah before, but somehow the fact that another man was seeing her naked made this scenario feel much more embarrassing and volatile. But it also made Claire's blood race in her veins, and only increased the heat of her lust. Why was some random guy staring at her naked tits turning her on? It had something to do with the way Zane was so casually treating her as his. Like it was his decision whether to show off her body to this other man, not hers.
"Here," said Zane, touching gently at the little dark beauty mark on the outer swell of her left breast. Claire's nipples began to stiffen from the combination of Zane's light touch and the hungry eyes of the tall, masculine stranger.
Claire felt a swooping feeling of panic in her stomach. That beauty mark... she used to feel like it was an unsightly blemish, and had considered having it removed. But she had changed her mind because Dan seemed to love it. Covering it up with some symbol of her helpless submission to Zane would be a crushing act of disrespect toward her husband.
But looking up into Zane's blazing eyes, she knew that there was no way she could dissuade him. This is where Zane would plant his flag on her pure, married body. His grin was savage as he murmured,
"I think this is the perfect place for a little sign that Claire Bear belongs to me."
...
Claire whimpered, trying her best to control her breathing. Shiner had already sternly told her once that he wasn't going to be able to draw clean lines if she kept "bouncing her tits everywhere". In fact, shortly after that he had grabbed her left breast in one meaty palm to stabilize it as he worked. Claire's erect nipple throbbed against the strange man's sweaty palm.
But that wasn't why she was so fucking turned on. It was because Zane had refused to stop fingering her. For the past ten minutes that Shiner had been slowly and carefully applying the Henna dye to her soft, flawless skin, Zane had been touching her, blunt fingers circling her clit with maddening pressure, just enough to keep her on edge without letting her cum. It was becoming more and more difficult not to squirm and fidget, despite both Shiner and Zane ordering her to "stay still like a good girl".
"How's it coming?" asked Zane. Claire bit her lip hard as he pulled his fingers back a little bit, then pressed the tip of his middle finger against the pulsing entrance of her hot, wet pussy.
"Close," grunted Shiner. "It would go a lot fucking faster if you didn't insist on finger-fucking your slut while I work." For a second, the grip of the massive hand palming Calire's breast tightened and shifted, rubbing his rough palm against her stiff nipple. Claire's hand gripped the handrest of the chair with white knuckles. She had never wanted to cum so badly before in her whole life. But, besides Zane being upset with her, she thought the only thing worse than a Henna tattoo proclaiming her as Zane's property would be a slutty Henna tattoo that was fucked up and looked shitty.
But, despite the danger that she might move involuntarily, Zane didn't seem to be able to resist teasing her. "You hear that, Claire Bear?" he said gloatingly above her. "It's almost over. You're going to be mine. My mark, stamped on those juicy fucking tits. So any other man that sees it will know that you already have a master."
Claire's eyes flew open, and she looked up into Zane's heated stare. He wasn't just putting on a show to humiliate her. His eyes blazed with possessive lust, and a massive bulge tented the front of his pants. In many ways, his obsession with marking and defacing the bodies of women he thought belonged to him was juvenile. The immature urge of a moody teen to graffiti a wall. But the fact that she was giving in to a selfish, demeaning request like this only made it hotter to Claire.
She had come here today with the mission of showing Zane that she was a classy woman, unlike his other conquests. She had utterly failed, but she was learning that failure could be almost as sweet as victory when it came to Zane. It was just another chance to experience the pleasure of humiliating submission.
"You're mine," growled Zane, sliding his thick middle finger forward into Claire's steamy pussy. "Say it."
She groaned, biting her lips hard and trying to keep still. Her pride as a woman rebelled against this oppressive feeling of ownership. But her pride wasn't in charge right now. Right now, her pussy was in charge, and it wanted to feel more of Zane's cruel, degrading control.
"I'm yours. All yours, Z!" she panted in a rough, raspy voice. Zane rewarded her by moving his finger in a slow, pumping rhythm, giving her the penetration she craved. Her internal muscles milked and gripped Zane's intruding finger like a miniature cock. Miniature... A perverse thought filled Claire's head. Zane's finger felt more satisfying than Dan's cock. She immediately flushed in shame and let out a whimper at the comparison. It was unfair. After all, she hadn't really felt Dan's cock in over a month. And it was undoubtedly bigger than Zane's finger, no matter how thick his digit was. But on the other hand, Dan had never managed to make her cum with his dick, and right now Zane was holding her right on the ragged edge of orgasm with his middle finger alone.
Maybe there were some gaps in sexual ability that were too wide to bridge with love...
"There," said Shiner with a sigh, scooting back on the stool he pulled over to do his work. "Finished, no thanks to you, you fucking horndog."
Zane withdrew his finger, making Claire whine in needy protest. But right now, he only had eyes for the henna tattoo.
Claire looked down at herself, her heart thumping and her belly twisting with aroused shame as she surveyed the symbol of submission she hadn't been strong enough to refuse. The tattoo was on the lower swell of her large breast, so it wasn't easy to see from her position, but the general design was simple and straightforward.
A simple teddy bear, with her beauty mark serving as its button nose. In a way,it was cute and innocuous. Except for the fact that it was on her breast and referenced the insulting nickname that Zane loved to call her. But whether or not the tattoo was obscene wasn't the issue. The issue was its location.
"Oh Goddddd," groaned Claire, covering her face with her hands. "How the fuck am I going to explain this to Dan? Just tell him that I decided to get a fucking henna tattoo on a whim after work, and let the artist do it on my bare fucking tits?"
Zane and Shiner looked at each other and let out a mocking laugh. "Come on now, Claire Bear..." said Zane with a cocky grin. "I thought you were supposed to be smart. The answer to that little issue is obvious."
His hand reached out to grasp her breast, his grip firm and tight. Playing with his toy.
"Just don't let Dan see your tits until the tattoo is gone," he said in a rough, possessive growl.
Claire gasped, the cutesy Teddy bear bulging outward as she arched her back, pressing her tits further into her lover's palm. "F-fuck... I can't do that, Z!" she protested, her voice smoky with reluctant lust. "He's my husband! I can't just tell him..."
"You don't have to tell him shit," said Zane flatly, cutting her off. In a few efficient motions, he dropped his pants. The sight of his thick straining cock made Claire's heart leap and her pussy pulse with hunger. She hadn't realized how much she wanted his dick until she saw it in front of her, but now her protests died. All she wanted was to get fucked by Z while wearing his humiliating mark. His little "Claire Bear" at last.
"Just find an excuse to keep your bra on," said Zane with a chuckle as he pushed Claire's thighs open and stepped between them. It seemed that this special chair was perfect for more than just shaving and tattoos: It was at exactly the right height for Zane to fuck her while she remained reclined. "Your pathetic cuck is so whipped he'll swallow any lie that you give him."
"Don't... don't call him that," protested Claire weakly. That sharp, dismissive word... cuck. She had never thought of Dan that way, although technically she supposed that it fit at this point, since she now had an ongoing affair behind his back. Still, as submissive and disappointing as Dan was in bed, "cucks" were men who willingly allowed that type of relationship, and Dan would certainly never do that.
She opened her mouth to defend her husband further, but Zane chose that moment to take hold of his cock and slide its swollen head teasingly up and down the length of her juicy slit. Her new smooth hairlessness between her thighs made the sensation feel buttery smooth and even more taboo than usual. Her protest dissolved into a needy moan.
"Why not?" asked Zane with a smirk, pressing his cock up against Claire's quivering entrance, almost but not quite penetrating her. "I mean... if the shoe fits, Claire Bear. Your pathetic hubby couldn't even stop his 'friend' from stealing you right out from under his nose. Now his wife has another man's mark on her tits while he sits alone, wondering where she is. He's a weak pussy whose soft little cock couldn't keep his woman satisfied. And what do you call someone like that?"
Claire whined in frustration, unable to think of anything but deep penetration from Zane's thick, powerful cock. Her hips ground forward needily into the feeling of his swollen cock head pressed against her vulnerable entrance. Zane didn't move, staring down at her expectantly. She knew what his price was... what she had to do to get fucked like she craved. And right now, it seemed like a price that was well worth paying. Just because she said it didn't mean that she really meant it.
"A... a cuck," she admitted in a broken whisper. "My husband is a cuck."
"Good girl." Zane surged forward, sliding his cock balls deep into Claire's smooth, wet pussy, claiming it just a thoroughly as he had just claimed her tits as his. Claire's legs spread as wide as they could on the chair, throwing her head back to let out a long, purring moan. As humiliating as it felt to be treated like property and have her marriage so utterly disrespected, none of those degrading feelings could match the sheer animal satisfaction of having her cunt packed tight with Zane's thick cock.
It was a sensation she could already tell she was growing addicted to.
Zane plunged into her, lust enflamed by the dominant acts that Claire had allowed. And Claire writhed and squirmed her hips upward into his thrusts, greatfully receiving his cock, milking it with every backstroke as it slammed balls deep into her eager pussy again and again. Her position in the chair made her feel especially defenseless, and her smooth, hairless pussy made her extra sensitive and vulnerable, sending a tingle of arousal up her spine every time Zane's thick gut slammed forward into her bare skin.
"You're mine now," grunted Zane, pumping his hips forward powerfully to stretch her tight pussy wide with his girth. "Every fucking inch of you. This pussy is bare and ready for me at all times..." he reached down to skillfully rub her clit while thrusting into her. Claire saw stars. She covered her blushing face with her hands, not wanting Zane to see how crazy he was driving her. As if he couldn't already tell based on the needy, liquid motions her hips were making... not to mention the way her pussy was desperately grasping at his cock as if it never wanted to let go.
Then Zane raised his hands to Claire's breasts, cupping with almost reverent tenderness and circling their achingly stiff nipples with his thumbs. His cock continued a steady, deep rhythm as he worshiped her tits like they were his prized possession. "And these...? These are only mine. Your pussy husband doesn't even get to fucking see them," he said in a low, wondering voice. Claire could feel his cock throb powerfully inside her, and she felt an answering thrill of lust well up from between her legs as Zane's thumb traced gently over the teddy bear with the beauty mark nose.
Her husband used to love to kiss and touch that beauty mark. It had been a clear sexual focus for me. He had called it a sweet little secret that only he knew about her body. All the other dirty men who pictured her naked would get the image wrong, because they didn't know about that little mark.
Now that had been stolen from him. Now she had a little secret with Zane that her husband wouldn't be allowed to know.
It was the biggest betrayal she could imagine, and for some reason, it made the taboo thrill of this illicit affair even hotter.
Claire lost herself in the perverse heat of sex, feeling the deep, stasifying rythm of Zane's cock claiming her again and again. Her bare pussy hugged his cock closer than ever before, his skin rubbing against hers a constant reminder of how she had submitted to him completely. Zane's fingers tweaked and rubbed her nipples, staking his claim on a part of her bady he had claimed completely from her husband.
She was pulled out of her focus by the feeling of something hard and hot grazing her cheek. Her eyes sharpened out of her sexual haze, and she looked up with a start to see Shiner looming above her, his pants dropped to reveal hairy thighs as thick as treetrunks and a truly massive cock rising from a forest of dark, thick pubes.
"Wh-what the fuck!" she gasped. For a second, she tried to squirm away, but the confines of the chair and Zane's bulk still pressing into her from above gave her very little ability to get away.
"Ha! Calm down slut," said Shiner, backing away a step, but still looming over her. "Don't act like you're above it. I can see how much you love big cock."
Claire opened her mouth to tell the massive man to fuck off, but Zane reached down and turned her face toward him, capturing her eyes with his intense gaze. His pumping rhythm of penetration never stopped, but he did slow down, gliding in and out of her slick heat in a slow, calming pace.
"Calm down, Claire Bear. You said you were mine. Did you mean it?"
Claire moaned low in her throat, a sound of mixed arousal and reluctance. Her eyes flicked sideways to stare at the massive stranger's huge, intimidating cock. It throbbed slightly, big and veiny and thick... maybe even bigger than Zane's. The idea of a strange man waving his naked cock in her face was repellent... mostly. The feeling of Zane slowly fucking her tinged everything with eroticism, and it was hard not to notice how strong and well-formed the stranger's dick was. "Z... I can't. I can't just... With a fucking stranger?" her voice was breathy and whiny, her hips still swirling down into Zane's thrusts. She had to stick to her guns on this. I'm a classy woman meeting her needs with a discreet affair! Not some sort of wanton slut who sucks every cock she sees.
Zane's firm fingers pulled her chin to focus on him again. "Answer the question Claire. Do you belong to me?" His voice was warm and firm as his strong fingers.
And the answer was obvious to Claire. The feeling of his powerful form above her, his thick cock filling her completely, his eyes staring into her soul. They all resonated with Claire. She had let this man mark her. She had broken her marriage vows and surrendered her pride for him. The truth was inescapable.
"Yes... Yes, Z, I'm yours," she admitted, focusing only on him rather than the strange cock just inches from her face.
"Then if you belong to me... I can do what I like with you," said Zane firmly. "Even share you with my friends."
The demeaning statement felt like a slap in the face, but her anger just blended with the overpowering pleasure of Zane's cock as he began moving again. "No... No, Zane, I w-won't," she insisted in a weak, wavering voice. Her words dissolved into a moan as Zane reached down to pinch a stiff nipple between thumb and forefinger.
"And it also means I can shape you into whatever I see fit. Like the type of slut who can't resist a thick, juicy cock, no matter who it belongs to," insisted Zane. His cock thrusting in and out of Claire's smooth, defenseless pussy, which pulled and gripped it eagerly; willing and desperate to submit to his thick, pumping shaft. "Now look at it, Claire Bear. Doesn't my friend Shiner have a nice cock?"
When Claire looked at the stranger's powerful cock this time, her arousal overwhelemed her disgust. She felt her will crumbling, and she knew that she stood on the precipice of the sluttiest thing she had ever done. That very fact filled her belly with hot, fluttering arousal. Proud, classy women definitely didn't touch the cocks of men they met less than an hour before. Only a desperate, horny slut would do that... I have to... I have to resist.
"Shiner was nice enough to tattoo you for free," said Zane, his cock never stopping its deep, throughout strokes. "I want you to be a good girl and repay him... the only way a slut like you knows how."
It was so fucking hard to think. I belong to Zane. Shiner's cock looks so fucking good. I need to repay him. No! No, I can't be the slut that Zane wants... even if it would be sooo fucking hot...
"Z, I... I..."
"I want that pretty little hand wrapped around my friend's cock, Claire Bear. Now."
Zane's hard, commanding voice seemed to reach inside Claire and flip a switch. Still not quite believing she was doing this, Claire reached out a trembling hand... And wrapped it tentatively around the hot, hard flesh of a stranger.
"Fuck! That's right. Jerk me off you little slut." Shiner pressed his massive bulk intimidatingly forward, sending a dark thrill of lust through Claire as she began pumping her fist up and down the rigid length of his shaft. It felt so wrong... but the wrongness only augmented and enhanced the lust pulsing inside her, spreading to fill every inch of her insides with squirming, pleasurable heat.


Zane bore down on her, gripping her hips to push into her harder and faster, bouncing and jolting her breasts with the force of his thrusts. Claire couldn't believe what she was doing. It was another complete victory for Zane. She had hoped to come here tonight and draw boundaries, but now Zane had convinced her to jerk off another man. He hadn't just claimed her as his property, but shared her as well. Claire closed her eyes again, focusing on the feeling of Zane's cock in her pussy and the giant throbbing dick in her hand. Her heart thumped wildly against her ribs as she felt her arousal coiling inside her, like a snake about to strike. She opened her glossy lips to moan...
Only for Shiner to push forward unexpectedly, the bulging head of his cock slipping between her parted lips. Her eyes flew open again in shock... but then her tongue curiously traced the curve of this stranger's dick, tasing the salty tang of his precum as it spread over her tongue.
"Fuck, you greedy son of a bitch... Whatever. Suck his cock, Claire," grunted Zane, his hips beginning to pump faster and faster. "I'm about to fucking cum, and you are too. Let's fucking cum together. I want you filled from both ends."
Claire didn't resist. She swirled her tongue around Shiner's thick cock greedily, then began bobbing up and down his shaft with swift, sinuous head motions. Zane was right, she was on the edge of orgasm, and if he wanted them all to cum together, she would have to work fast.
Her body burned with perverse arousal. Marked and claimed. Filled from both ends by the cocks of other men while standing her husband up on a date. She had a heartbreaking realization just as the waves of orgasm began to crash over her.
This wasn't something that a classy woman would ever do.
She had become exactly the kind of stupid, horny slut that she had looked down on.
With that erotic, crushing thought, Claire's pussy clamped down on Zane cock like a vice. She sank her head lower and took a strangers, thick throbbing cock deep into her married throat. Shiner grunted and grabbed the back of her head, holding her in place as he gave in to her swift, slutty blowjob.
Zane lasted for a few seconds more, pumping into her shuddering, climaxing pussy a few more times before her muscle contractions finally milked an orgasm out of his penetrating cock. He sheathed himself balls deep into his Claire Bear's pussy and filled his property full of thick, sticky cum, just as Claire paid back her tattoo artist by taking his hot load right down her slutty throat.
Claire's back arched, and she let out a choking, muffled moan. She had never felt this dirty and used in her entire life. Hot squirts of cum fired into her from both ends, filling her with filthy sperm as the heat of a powerful climax roared through her, making her thighs quake and her toes curl. Her tongue wriggled madly and her pussy milked the sparsming cock inside it. Her body rejoiced in the slutty submission that her lover had taught her, and Claire's conscious mind surrendered the the overwhelming pleasure.
A moment later, Shiner backed away with a deep sigh of satisfaction, leaving Claire coughing, red-faced... and already beginning to feel mortified by what she had done. She collapsed back on the chair, panting heavily, her mind racing.
I'm a married woman, for God's sake! And all that it took to trick me into getting spitroasted was a stern voice and a big dick. Oh God, if Zane was able to make me do this... what else could he get me to do?
Maybe this is even more dangerous than I thought.
Zane called her attention back to him by once again tracing the outline of the new henna tattoo on her breast. "Hey. Don't worry," he said, his voice warm and forceful.
Claire couldn't help but scoff and roll her eyes, even though the feel of his touch sent a thrill through her still-sensitive body. "No, you're right," she said sullenly, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "I just got a new tattoo from my secret lover while standing my husband up on a date. What do I have to worry about?"
Zane didn't smile or quip this time. He leaned down and kissed her forehead in a gesture that felt oddly tender to Claire... until she realized he had done it to avoid her cum-sullied mouth.
"You belong to me now," he said, staring deep into Claire's eyes. "You're my woman. And I don't let bad things happen to my women. You can depend on me."
Claire looked away, blushing, her mouth tasting like dick and her pussy dripping semen. A lot of women would consider the sort of things that Zane had done to and with her so far to qualify as "bad things". But for some reason, she felt reassured by Zane's cocky words anyway. It was just hard to imagine that a man as resourceful and determined as Zane would allow anything to go wrong for her if he didn't want them to.
A realization suddenly hit Claire like a bolt from the blue.
"Fuck! What time is it?"
She scrambled up off the chair, searching for her purse and pulling out her phone to check the time. Her stomach sank like a stone as she realized she had been at Zane's house for over an hour and a half. Strangely, it seemed that Dan hadn't tried to call her in that time, but he must be devastated by her absence. She needed to go. Right fucking now.
Which made it especially infuriating to turn and see Shiner cleaning his cock off with her discarded cocktail dress.
With a wordless snarl of frustration and rage, she crossed the room and snatched it out of her hands. But it was too late. Streaks of cum stained the whole front of the dress. She looked up with rage in her eyes, ready to slap the shit out of the grinning, unrepentant man above her.
But Zane laid a soothing hand on her shoulder.
"Don't worry, Claire Bear," he said mildly. "I have some back up clothes you can wear. And a few suggestions for how you can make up for your lateness to your poor husband."
Claire turned to look back and Zane suspiciously... but at the same time, her pulse quickened at the thought of what he might say.
I should at least hear him out... after all, he just said he would never let anything bad happen to me. So what's the harm in taking his advice to... spice things up a little with Dan?
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Two weeks later...
Anne moaned and squirmed as Melanie's hot, tight little cunt ground downward into her licking, sucking mouth. She was trapped beneath her powerful daughter... and even though it was humiliating, it felt fucking amazing.
"F-fuck! Kiss me! Kiss me, Mommy!" whined Melanie, clearly just as aroused as Anne was as she sat on her mother's face like a throne, reestablishing their relative power just like she did every morning.
Anne had thought things were intense in the days following the first time she had sex with her daughter. She had been wrong. She had been completely unprepared for how intense things could get. Their morning kiss was only one example: it had started out as a brief smooch of her daughter's pussy as a token submission. Now she was required to make Melanie cum with her mouth before she was allowed to leave. Sometimes it would take a few minutes, but it had made Anne late to work more than once over the past week, slipping sheepishly in through the front door fifteen minutes after opening with her daughter's juices still drying on her cheeks.
Luckily, today it seemed like Melanie was horny enough to cum quickly. Within a minute, Melanie moaned, clasped her thighs around her mother's head, and pressed her spasming pussy tight against Anne's mouth, cutting off her air for a few heart-pounding seconds before releasing and falling back onto the bed with a satisfied smile.
Anne lay panting, her face red from exertion and embarrassment, and shiny from her daughter's enthusiastic fluids. But she didn't have time to sit around. With a groan, she got up from the bed. Another day of getting all wound up before heading into work. That was one thing that hadn't changed about their morning routine: the goodbye kiss was about Melanie, and Anne wasn't allowed to cum until she got home in the afternoon.
As she rose from the bed, Anne caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, and a fresh jolt of humiliated lust flashed through her. The good morning kisses weren't the only thing that had intensified. The outfit that she was wearing to work today was, frankly, obscene. The tiny leather 'shorts' were just a hair's breadth longer than panties, and only came halfway down Anne's plump ass cheeks, leaving half of them hanging out. But that was nothing compared to her top. Today, Anne was wearing a mesh shirt that her daughter had bought for her. It was completely see-through, displaying her big, gravity-defying breasts to the world. As a minor compromise, Melanie had grudgingly allowed her mother to wear some star-shaped pasties beneath it so that she wouldn't be arrested if a cop happened to catch a glimpse of her, but the total effect was still unbelievably slutty. So much so that even in the submissive haze that Anne seemed to live in 24/7 these days, it gave her pause.
Work had become a sexual minefield lately... things had intensified there as well. Maybe she needed to slow down a little and take stock of how her life was going. When had it started to feel normal to wear clothes this slutty to work? Why wasn't she pushing back at all on the way her daughter had taken complete control? It was hard to think through the constant, overwhelming arousal that clung to her, but something didn't feel right about the whole situation.
"Melanie dear," said Anne cautiously as she stared at her embarrassing outfit in the mirror, "I think that this outfit might be... a little too much for me." It was a mild statement, but it still represented the greatest act of rebellion Anne had managed in the past few weeks.
Melanie raised herself onto one elbow, giving her mother a flat, appraising look. Anne felt a shiver run through her. Every instinct inside of her insisted that she apologise and submit... except for one stubborn, bedrock feeling. A part of her that said that she had to hold on to just a scrap of dignity. It was a small, weak voice, but right now Anne decided to listen to it, no matter how much her daughter's electric blue eyes turned her insides to jelly.
"Sounds like someone is lacking a little confidence," said Melly finally, raising one eyebrow. "That's too bad... I thought that you had finally learned to be proud of your amazing body, Mommy. What's the problem? Has someone been complaining at work?"
"No... that's not it," said Anne sheepishly. If anything, her employees had become... overly enthusiastic about Anne's inappropriate wardrobe choices. She was certain that if she showed up to work totally naked one day, her staff would be over the moon at this point. "It's just... I don't know if I can wear things like this. It's embarrassing, sweetie."
Melanie shook her head, a little smirk crossing her face. "Ah... like I thought. It's a confidence problem. You need to walk proud, Mommy. And I think I have just the thing that is going to help you with that." She stretched like a cat in the morning sun, then hopped up off the bed, not even bothering to put her panties and sleep shorts back on. Anne watched with growing apprehension as her daughter went to the closet.
It was a deeply erotic sight as her bottomless daughter stretched her body upward to lift the box from where it was hidden on the upper shelf, but Anne found herself unable to appreciate the sight of her daughter's tight little naked ass.
Because she knew what was hidden in that box.
"No, dear, that's alright," protested Anne hurriedly, flushing as she felt her submissive desires rise like a hot squirming tide inside her, "I think I was just overreacting a little. There's no need to..."
Melanie turned back to her, her eyes flashing with wicked mischief as she held the box in front of her and advanced on her mother. "Don't be silly... I've wanted to see you wear these for a while, and I think that this is the perfect opportunity. Come on. It will help tie the look together and make you much more confident. Please, Mommy?"
...
A group of giggling junior employees often waited around in the reception area for Anne to arrive. For some reason, although all of her employees got in on the teasing these days, the junior employees were the worst. Always teasing and laughing and flaunting their tight young bodies in ways they knew would make their boss hot and bothered. Anne had started catching them making out and groping each other in out-of-the-way corners and unused massage rooms as well, a sight that never ceased to make her body burn with uncomfortable lust. She suspected at first that they were just putting on a teasing show for her benefit, but she caught them too often and in too many places for it to be just for her benefit. For reasons she didn't understand, the younger employees of her spa had become giggling, hypersexual nymphs, obsessed with hooking up with each other and even spa guests.
And each and every one of them loved to tease their poor boss more than anything else.
Today, it was a gaggle of three hanging out at the reception desk, chatting up Tina the receptionist with wide, amused grins, leaning over the desk to let their shirts fall open to tease the older woman with glimpses of their tits. They were succeeding in their task: Tina looked so horny she was practically drooling. But even if the junior employees were shameless teases, they weren't cruel. In a few minutes, one of the giggling nymphs would probably pull Tina into a supply closet to relieve her frustration as a reward for being such a good sport.
The only person who couldn't take advantage of that kind of relief was Anne. Something inside her still simply wouldn't allow it.
In any case, Anne wished that the junior employees had skipped today, because she didn't want anyone to see what Melanie had convinced her to wear. But that was a vain hope. She knew from the moment these heels had been strapped to her feet that she was going to be the talk of the spa all day today. There was no escape, so she might as well get it over with.
The three junior employees and Tina looked up as soon as the door opened. The three younger women looked her up and down, turned to each other with a look of shocked delight, then burst into squeals of excitement.
Anne blushed crimson, managing to get out, "Good morning, ladies." But the attempt to sound calm and professional felt hollow now that the four women were wholly focused on her body. Her completely inappropriate top and shorts had been joined by possibly the sluttiest and most over-the-top footwear that Anne had ever seen, let alone worn. The shiny black platforms that supported the balls of her feet were stabilized by a ludicrously tall spike on her heel, which kept her feet posed like a ballet dancer's at all times. The back of her calf was covered by leather, but the front of the boots, if they could be called that, were just laces crisscrossing her legs in a series of x patterns, revealing her creamy, flawless skin beneath. The dramatic, revealing footwear made Anne uncomfortable, embarrassed, and unbelievably horny.
The three junior employees hustled over immediately, graceful and swift on their own high heels, which had become a sort of unofficial part of the junior employee uniform over the past few weeks. "Wow, Anne, I looovee your new boots!" chirped one freckled dark-haired young woman with a wide grin.
"So sexy!" agreed a petite blonde, biting her plump lower lip and giving Anne a heated stare through her lashes.
"Makes me want to slip them off and lick those feet all over," purred the last. Melissa. Maybe the person in the building who loved to tease her the most, besides Janice. The young employee looked just like Melanie. Same brassy red hair and blue eyes. Same slim, tempting body. Anne wasn't sure if Melissa loved to tease her because she sensed Anne's particular lust for her, or if it was something that Janice had encouraged, but whatever it was, hardly a workday went by without Melissa finding some way to turn Anne on.
"Thank you, girls," said Anne awkwardly, wobbling a little as she tried to get around them and make her way toward her office. The three women giggled, their hands all over each other, rubbing hips and asses and taut, flat tummies as Melissa asked, "Awww, where are you going, boss? Don't you have some time to rub... elbows with your employees?"
Anne gulped, feeling the sweet burn of arousal between her thighs, left unsatisfied by her daughter, just like it was every morning. This was the worst part of the cycle her days went through lately. Melly would wind her up right as she woke up, and then work would be slow erotic torture. All of the employees and even the guests would tease and flirt, until Anne was a dripping mess and couldn't resist masturbating.
While she was able to get at least some relief from touching herself (usually with one or more employees spying on the act and making it hotter, but more humiliating), Anne could never indulge with the other women at the spa like her employees did. She couldn't even explain why, although it frustrated her deeply and she had been living with it for weeks. After all, even if having sex with her employees was a little unethical, it wasn't any worse than having sex with her daughter. But, no matter how much Anne struggled, for some reason, she couldn't even touch other women when she was at the spa. Something inside her wouldn't allow it.
And so, she was forced to turn away from the three giggling young women in their skimpy uniforms, no matter how much she wanted to take them in her arms and teach them to respect their elders.
"I hope you can come see me later, boss," called Melissa after her. "I've been training on a new massage technique with Janice... We want to see if you approve of it for the guests."
Anne turned and looked back at her to see that the little brat's eyes were glowing with anticipation, and it made her arousal burn even brighter. She knew with a sudden certainty that she would both hate and love whatever she and Janice had cooked up... and that there was no possible way she would be able to get out of it.
...
In the end, it was just like she feared.
Anne was trying fruitlessly to get some work done in her office, as usual, despite frequent interruptions. The employees of the spa had discovered that if they randomly showed up at her office with inane "questions", they could sometimes catch her masturbating. And, because of Anne's burgeoning exhibitionist kink she had started to pretend she didn't see them right away. It was embarrassing that Anne wanted her employees to see her that way, but whenever the opportunity came up, she simply wasn't able to help herself. She let them stand in the doorway while her fingers swirled and plunged and rubbed, letting them see everything.
The downside to that humiliating, but mutually arousing arrangement is that employees dropped by her office all the time even when she was actually trying to get some work done. Even if the entire spa had become a den of debauchery, someone still needed to order cleaning supplies and make sure the paychecks were being signed. The administration had become an even more difficult task with all of the teasing and arousal Anne had to go through on a daily basis.
But it was another bad day today, and Anne found that it was just too difficult to concentrate. She leaned back from her computer and threw a hand over her eyes, trying without success to calm the volcanic rush of arousal bubbling inside of her. It was the fault of these damn boots... Anne opened her eyes and stared down at them again, feeling the sting of humiliation all over again. They made her look like some kind of fucking stripper. No... worse than that, because strippers actually had to move for their job. They made her look like a kept slut, whose only use was looking sexy.
That's what it felt like she was turning into.
Her own employees treated her with more amusement than respect nowadays. The brief banter the three junior employees had teased her with in the lobby was mild in comparison to the treatment she normally got. Just the other day Melissa hadn't just caught her masturbating... she had joined in. Well, kind of at least. She hadn't touched Anne, but what she had done had been more than enough.
Anne found her hand sneaking down to slip beneath the hem of her shorts as she indulged in the memory. Now if someone interrupted her they might actually get a show, which was a little embarrassing, but Anne needed this. She needed the small bit of relief that a masturbation session might bring her. So she settled back in her chair and closed her eyes, remembering what had happened earlier this week with Melissa...
Anne had been covertly watching one of her masseuses with a client, peeking in through the open door and seeing how the experienced employee worked the body of a beautiful young guest, her skilled hands slipping over her shining, oiled-up skin.
Massages were another thing that had... intensified over the past few weeks at the spa. Once Anne would have insisted that the art of massage was always practiced in a professional and non-sexual way at her establishment. That was no longer the case. Now, whenever Anne watched her masseuses work (and she took the opportunity to watch frequently), their hands began rubbing and gripping innocently... they touched closer and closer to the guests' erogenous zones, slipping slowly and teasingly up their inner thighs, swirling over their ribs and collarbone, almost, but not quite touching their breasts, all while the serene music and images of the meditation videos filled the ears of guest and masseuse alike. By the time that the spa employee finally went for it, touching the guests' stiff nipples and dripping, needy pussies, they were always moaning for more.
So was it any surprise that Anne touched herself sometimes when watching the seductive, sensual dance unfold? She wasn't exactly subtle about it, and typically the masseuse and guest she was watching simply acted as if she wasn't there. Maybe that gave Anne a false sense of confidence, because openly rubbing herself over her shorts was what got her humiliatingly caught by Melissa that day.
"Ooooh, what are you doing, boss?" came the warm, honeyed whisper inches from Anne's ear, making her jump a little. Anne turned to see Melissa's grinning face, her heart thumping as the little tease continued, "Doing a little employee review?"
Anne tried to stutter some excuse, but she had been caught with her hand between her legs, and she couldn't manage to do anything but blush and stutter.
Melissa just shook her head with a gentle chuckle. "Don't worry, boss. I don't see anything wrong with you having a good time while you supervise your employees. After all, they're having a good time as well. I was just wondering if I could help you conduct this little employee observation..."
This time, Anne was able to respond. As much as she wanted to, she couldn't accept any physical advances from women at work. "No, Melissa," she said quietly but firmly, her free hand balling into a frustrated fist. "I can't do that. You're my employee, and..."
"No no, I understand that," said Melissa with a lopsided grin, leaning against the hallway wall in a way that showed off her long, slim legs. "You don't... fraternize with your employees. Very, very admirable. But I don't need to touch you to help you enjoy yourself. You just need to listen. Does that sound ok?"
"Melissa... I don't know..." said Anne reluctantly. A soft moan from the massage room made her turn her head, and then Melissa was right next to her again, whispering in her ear.
"Don't think. Just enjoy yourself," urged the teasing young woman. Anne was powerless against her. It felt more and more like Melissa and Janice were running her life here at the spa just as much as her daughter was running her life at home. It was easier to just give in to the sexy, soothing voice. Anne focused once more on the massage, her hand slipping down to rub between her thighs over her shorts.
"That's a good boss... Watch how much she loves to be touched. Don't you wish you could get touched like that?" purred Melissa in her ear. Anne's breath hitched. Right now, Helen, a lovely woman about Anne's age, was slowly rubbing her hands over the shoulders of the young woman at the table, her fingers travelling down until they just barely swirled over the top of the guest's heaving breasts, hidden only by a thin towel. The young woman's eyes were squeezed shut in wordless pleasure, and her nipples were so stiff they could be seen poking up through the material of the towel.
As Anne watched, wide-eyed, her fingers slowly but firmly rubbing up and down the surface of the jean shorts between her legs, Helen finally stopped teasing. In one smooth motion, they slipped down beneath the towel, pushing it aside and revealing the college-aged guest's oily, heaving tits just as they squeezed satisfyingly around them. The young woman on the table moaned, her chest arching up into her masseuse's hands, offering her tits completely to the expert touch of the woman pleasuring her.
Anne was so captivated by the moan that she almost didn't catch it as Melissa whispered, "I want you to touch your tits too, Boss. I want you to imagine that it's you on that table." Obeying her bratty employee's commands felt a little embarrassing, but as Anne's eyes locked onto the obscene massage happening in front of her, she had to admit that matching the breast-focused action she saw in front of her did sound pretty hot. While one hand continued to rub between her thighs, the other rose to cup and squeeze a breast beneath the thin cloth of her blouse, sending a new type of pleasure pulsing through her veins.
"Good," purred Melissa, and one heated glance over at her red-haired employee revealed that Melissa was also running a delicate hand up her torso, cupping a squeezing one of her more modest breasts over her skimpy uniform. "It looks so fun, doesn't it? Now... I want you to imagine that I'm the one massaging you. That's it's my hands touching you right now, not your own."


The perverse idea sent a tingle of taboo desire crackling through Anne's body, centering between her thighs, where her fingers suddenly sped up. On the table, Helen had changed her focus as well, now running her hands up the guest's thighs smoothly. The guest's tan skin glowed with massage oil, and she spread her thighs wider and wider by the second. The only thing covering her now was a little towel draped over her hips. It bunched up further and further as her legs spread. Helen's hands got closer every time they glided up the smooth, oiled thighs.
"Oh my God, that looks so amazing," said Melissa in a moaning whisper, hot and wet in Anne's ear. "And trust me, as someone who gives that kind of massage, it almost feels better to give them! Nothing feels better than having a sexy woman oiled and moaning beneath my hands. Especially a beautiful older woman like you... Unzip those shorts now, boss. I want you to cum, and over-the-pants just isn't going to cut it."
Anne's chest was heaving with passion now. She obeyed Melissa's obscene command, unbuttoning her shorts and plunging her hand inside just as Helen's hands reached the guest's shaved pussy, tenderly rubbing her lips in a gentle circular motion, smearing her fingertips with the mixture of oil and feminine lubrication.
"That's how I want to touch you, boss," Melissa's voice hissed in her ear. Anne's fingers plunged and rubbed between her thighs. She could feel the pleasure winding tighter and tighter inside her like a spring. "That's how I would touch you if only you would let me..."
Anne heard another soft knock on the door of her office, snapping her out of her heated memory of Melissa's teasing. She quickly pulled her hand out of the front of her tight leather shorts, ready to snap at whoever had interrupted her.
But the words died on her lips as she saw her assistant Janice leaning in the doorframe with a sultry smile on her lips, wearing what had to be one of the tiniest towels in the spa. It was only barely long enough to cover the slim asian's nipples and pussy at the same time, and left most of her beautiful, flawless body uncovered.
If the spa had become a circus of unleashed sexuality, then Janice was the ringleader. Anne might run the financials and have final say on policies, but when it came to the new rules of sexual play, Janice was in charge. Anne had never even thought to question that. One look from Janice's warm, teasing eyes and she melted into a horny puddle.
But even Janice normally wore clothes rather than towels during the workday, although she had recently switched over to wearing the skimpier "junior" uniform. Something was clearly going on, and Janice confirmed it when she purred, "Busy, Boss? Melissa and I have been cooking up a new idea for the spa that we just can't wait to show you."
Anne found it hard to even respond with words. One of Janice's hands gripped the tiny towel, holding it shut since it wasn't long enough to easily tuck into a secure wrap. Her juicy thighs fidgeted slightly, and Anne could swear that if she just kept staring, she would catch a glimpse of her assistant's pussy before long. Her mind floated, overwhelmed by her haze of lust. Her eyes locked to where Janice's thighs pressed gently together, just beneath the lower hem of the towel...
Janice snapped her fingers, making Anne blink and look back up into her eyes guiltily. Far from looking annoyed at her boss's wandering eyes, Janice instead looked deeply pleased. "I can see you're very receptive today Anne," she said with a wide, catlike grin. "That's perfect. Come on now. Follow." She crooked a finger and slipped back out of the office, padding down the tile hall on slim, feminine bare feet, her tiny towel flipping and flapping tantalizingly.
Anne knew that there were some crucial admin tasks she needed to get done... but once again her lust got the better of her. She rose swiftly, almost falling from the extreme height of her heels, and hurried after her retreating assistant, eager for whatever new humiliation was in store for her.
Janice stayed ahead of her, moving with a quick, hip-swaying pace down the hall. Anne followed her in a daze. As they went, they passed by other employees, who gave them knowing grins... Janice leading the way, nearly naked, pursued by their blushing, embarrassed boss? Everyone knew the general outlines of what was happening: once again, Anne's kinky, irrepressible lust had gotten the better of her.
Finally, they arrived at one of the massage rooms and Janice slipped inside. When Anne followed, she saw that Melissa was already there waiting for them, leaning back against the massage table with a big, eager grin plastered on her face.
Strangely, instead of her normal skimpy uniform, the young employee was wearing one of the spa's robes, which were nowadays cut around mini-skirt length.
But Anne didn't have time to worry about why Melissa was wearing a robe, because at that moment, Janice whipped off her towel with absolute confidence.
Despite all of the sexual innuendo and merciless teasing that Anne had endured from her assistant over the past month, this was the first time Anne had ever seen Janice naked, and she was momentarily stunned at the sight. Janice had a long, slim body, with flawless, slender legs, firm breasts with big sensitive-looking nipples, and a sweet little pussy framed perfectly by the gap between her slim thighs.
Without any sign of discomfort or self-consciousness, Janice hopped nimbly up onto the table, getting comfortable as she lay back. Anne sometimes wondered if Janice was aroused by all of her teasing, or if she was just putting on an act because she found it hilarious how far she could wind up her boss. In this moment, all of Anne's concerns on that score were put to rest: Janice's nipples pointed straight up in the air with desperate stiffness, and her pussy glistened with obvious arousal. As Anne stared, open-mouthed, Janice's lips quirked up and she spread her legs a little wider, inviting her boss to take an even closer look.
"I can see you're already excited for our little presentation, boss," said Melissa with a giggle. She crossed to the other side of the massage table, trailing a finger up Janice's thigh as she went, making the slim Asian assistant shudder and break out in goosebumps. "That's good, because we have so much that we want to show you."
Janice turned toward her blushing, wide-eyed boss with a sultry smile, lifting a leg to lounge in a seductive pose as she said, "As you know, Boss, over the past few months, our masseuses have been experimenting with more... intimate techniques."
"I think that you've made a thorough inspection of those particular experiments more than once, haven't you, boss?" added Melissa with a wink.
"Oh! Well... I don't know," said Anne reluctantly, wincing a little bit at the two young women's teasing tone. "I think that some of the staff have been getting... carried away, yes. But I don't know if it's good as a general practice to touch paying customers like that."
Janice raised a languid eyebrow, one of her hands rising to palm and tweaking one of her stiff nipples, apparently without even realizing it. "But that's where you're wrong, Ms. Harrison," she said in a solemn tone. "I've run the numbers. Repeat visits have gone up over thirty percent, and our online reviews have been glowing ever since our masseuses have given the guest a more... personal touch."
Anne stared at her in astonishment, overwhelming even her arousal for a moment. Was that true? Could more intimate massages have improved their numbers that much? "I hope that the guests haven't been too explicit in these glowing reviews," she said cautiously. If the word got out that their establishment was a place to receive sexual lesbian massages, they could expect some unwelcome attention from the government.
Luckily, Janice shook her head. "Nope. All general positive impressions and glowing comments about how attentive the staff is."
"Let's not lose focus now," said Melissa firmly, reaching down to run a firm hand over Janice's flat, toned tummy. "I had some ideas for how our massages could be even more.. attentive. Only for customers who were interested, of course. Janice thought it was such a good idea that she said we should give you a little demonstration."
Anne could tell based on the eager, heated eyes of her two employees that whatever they had planned was going to make the powerful lust inside her boil over. Not to mention her assistant's nudity and the general direction of the conversation. She had been called into this demonstration to tease her, quite apart from whatever pitch they had planned.
But even if she knew that she was being toyed with, part of Anne was desperate to see what the two little minxes had planned for her. "What... What did you have in mind?" She asked in a small, raspy voice.
"It would be faster just to show you," purred Melissa. She swiftly untied the knot in front of her robes and shrugged them off in one languid motion, revealing the sluttiest bikini that Anne had ever seen.
It was white... Well, what little there was of it anyway. The bottoms were a tiny triangle of soft white cloth that was totally inadequate to cover Melissa up completely, revealing a well-groomed patch of fiery pubic hair poking out the top. The top was even smaller: two bits of cloth that were more like strips than triangles. They covered Melissa's nipples themselves, but not her areolas, leaving the pink, rosy circles poking out either side.
The tiny bikini was somehow even more erotic than Janice's utter nudity, and Anne was rooted to the spot by her powerful shock and arousal.
"I think she likes this idea already," giggled Janice on the table, lying back and staring up at Melissa with lust-hooded eyes.
"Just wait until we actually get started," purred Melissa in response, turning to grab a bottle of massage oil. She upended the bottle and shot a healthy stream of the clear, viscous liquid all over Janice's naked body, completely slathering her in slick, shining oil. Soon, Janice's slim, perfect nudity was shiny and wet-looking, pornographically enhancing her body's erotic charms.
Anne let out a light gasp at the sight. It was complete overkill. Anne wasn't an expert in performing massages herself, but working in spa administration for a decade, she had picked up a good deal of knowledge. Most masseuses used just enough oil to cover their hands, applying more when needed. This sort of sloppy application wouldn't make sense for any normal massage.
But then again, she had no expectation that this massage would be normal at all. Janice turned her head and stared deep into Anne's eyes, the heated passion there feeling like an echo of Anne's lust. "Sit down, Boss," she murmured. "I want you to really enjoy this demonstration..." She gestured to the side, and Anne saw that a chair had been set up next to the massage table. She had been so distracted that she hadn't even seen it when she came into the room.
Anne obeyed her employee's command, too caught up in the haze of lust to even consider resistance. She watched, slack-jawed, as Melissa upended the bottle of oil over her own body as well, aiming a stream of the thick, warm oil all over her pretty little tits, toned tummy, and her shapely hips. The tiny bikini instantly went see-through, clinging to her skin and displaying the hidden treasures of her nipples and the blushing lips of her pussy. For a moment, Melissa stood with a sultry grin, letting her older boss soak in her majesty, before turning to the naked slut on the table beneath her.
"Now," said Janice to Anne, her eyes still locked with hers, "All you have to do is watch... and enjoy."
With that, Melissa pounced, mounting the massage table with feline grace and straddling Janice's oily body. The two young women stared into each other's eyes. Anne was forgotten for a moment, only spectating as the sexual energy crackled between the nude and nearly-nude women. Then Melissa crouched, arching her back to get into position, and began massaging Janice, not with her hands, but with her entire body.
Anne drew in a sharp breath as she watched the startlingly erotic sight. Melissa slipped and slid against Janice's body, the thick, shining layer of oil squelching between them. Melissa's pale skin rubbed up against the warm, tawny brown of Perlah's, making a delicious contrast. But, despite the differences in their appearance, one thing was the same between the two women on the massage table. Their arousal. As their two pairs of breasts made wet, sloppy friction, both of them had nipples crinkled and stiff with their intense desire.
Anne watched with fascination as Janice squeezed her eyes shut, writhing in appreciative pleasure beneath Melanie as the red-haired vixen slid her tight young body all over her, aided by the dripping, slick lubrication of the oil. Janice was normally so teasing... so in control. Seeing her lost to pleasure made Anne's always-simmering arousal heat up in her veins. She reached down and touched herself lightly over the shorts, right between her thighs at the sweet, burning center of her desire. Even that light contact sent crackling sparks of pleasure racing up her spine.
Melissa looked over with a shark-like smile. "Goooood boss," she cooed. "I think you're getting it now... the potential of this new service. If the guests like our massages now, just imagine what they'll say when we do.... This!" She began humping Janice's thigh, grinding her oily pussy up and down Janice's legs with rolling, fluid hip motions. Janice grabbed her hips, staring up at Melanie in adoration, relishing this moment of connection with another beautiful woman.
Anne's fingers pressed more firmly between her legs, groping her sensitive pussy through the cloth as she watched the obscene, slippery show taking place in front of her eyes. Her breaths were coming harsh and hot in her throat, the molten pleasure inside her building up further and further, winding tight like a spring.
She was so focused on watching Melissa's pussy, covered only with a scrap of oily cloth, grinding up and down Janice's leg, that she didn't even notice that Janice had turned her attention back to her.
"Under the pants, Anne," said Janice, hoarse and panting. There was no teasing or mockery in her voice or eyes now, just burning passion. "I want you to cum with me when you see what happens next." She stared up at Melissa and moaned, "Stop playing with me, you little tease. Give a real fucking massage."
Melissa bit her lip and nodded. "Yes ma'am... we've got to show the boss the full range of offerings, don't we?" She reached down and plucked at the little string ties on either side of her bikini bottoms, loosing them, then reached down to pull them away entirely, exposing her pussy, soaked and dripping with arousal and warm oil.
Anne's shaking hand repositioned itself, resting on her belly for a moment before slipping down under the waistband of her tight shorts. She gasped as her fingers contacted the desperate, radiating heat there, instantly slicked by her gushing arousal. Her fingers parted her lips and rubbed tenderly but firmly as she watched the obscene action unfolding in front of her.
Melissa grabbed Janice's ankle and lifted it, displaying her puffy little pussy to Anne's greedy eyes. But it wasn't visible for long. In one smooth motion, Melissa slid her oil-slicked cunt all the way up Janice's thigh, making contact between their pussies.
A ragged moan tore from Janice's throat, and she scrambled for traction on the slippery massage table, her hips humping upward desperately into the pussy that was pressed against her. The teasing red-haired woman above her began applying firm downward pressure, humping and grinding with noisy, lewd squishing noises, mashing her tight little pussy against Janice's in a performative act of slutty sapphic lust.
Anne's heart thumped powerfully against her ribs as she watched the intense sexual display, her fingers diving deep between her thighs. One of her hands rose to grope a nipple through her thin shirt, and, embarrassingly, she began rubbing her feet lightly together as well. The sensation of her feet, nipples and pussy blended together into a symphony of pleasure, and the increasingly passionate moans from the two women on the table only made it feel even sweeter.
Melissa looked over with a triumphant grin as her boss openly masturbated. This was exactly what she had wanted, to watch as her boss lost herself to deep, overwhelming desire.
"Can you imagine it?" she purred, her pussy squishing and sliding against the heated flesh of the moaning beauty beneath her, "Us doing this for each and every guest? Not just teasing them with our hands, but satisfying every inch of them?" With a smoldering wink, she pulled Janice's trembling foot closer by the heel and sensually licked across its toes, cleaning the oil off and making Janice gasp in shock and ecstasy beneath her.
Anne was getting close... seeing Melissa play with her confident assistant like this was kinky in a way that she had never expected. She let out a low moan as her hips began to grind upward into her fingers and her hand gripped tighter at her breast.
"Say yes," demanded Melissa in a raspy, panting voice. "Tell me that I can massage whoever I want like this... no. Actually, fuck that. I don't just want you to give your permission, I want you to watch me do this. I want you to sit right there like the good little boss you are and watch me bring our guests to screaming orgasm."
By the sounds of it, Melissa's heated words weren't just an empty boast. Janice was writhing and arching beneath her, her beautiful, lithe body straining and shining with oil. Anne was close as well, sweet fire filling her veins as she focused with laser-like intensity on the passionate scissoring in front of her.
"Say yes, Boss," demanded Melissa in a strict, uncompromising voice. Anne could detect a liquid, pleasure-soaked tone there in the young redhead's tone as well, and she knew that all three of them were just seconds from cumming together. She wanted that more than anything.
And it was clear what that would take from her.
"Yes! F-fuck... Whatever you want!" gasped Anne, abandoning all dignity to chase the orgasm she needed so fucking badly. "I want to watch you rub that beautiful little body all over every guest that comes in here. I want you to leave them all dripping and slick and satisfied!...and yes, I want you to make me watch."
"Cum for me," growled the fiery redhead, her hips grinding and humping with frantic speed between Janice's legs. Anne wasn't sure if Melissa was speaking to her or Janice or both, but whatever Melissa intended, both women came for her, Janice wailing and writhing beneath Melissa's merciless gyration and Anne with her hand stuffed down her shorts, on the edge of her seat. Janice and Anne's sweet moans filled the air, harmonizing in sexual pleasure as they both basked in their deep orgasms.
But a spike of jealousy shot through Anne. Even as a powerful climax ripped through her, she stared with bright, acidic envy at the intimate touch of the two women on the table... at how tightly their pussies pressed together. She was once again on the sidelines. Forever teased, but never about to participate. As she watched, Janice slumped back onto the table like a puppet with her strings cut, and Melissa dipped her head low to gently kiss her, pressing their slim, tight, oiled bodies together once again.
Anne was denied even that. All of her coworkers were having fun with each other on a daily basis, and Anne had to wait until she got home. In fact... why was all of this happening in the first place? The powerful orgasm and strong reaction of jealousy had cleared Anne's mind a little, which only opened the door to confusion. Why were all of the employees and even guests of the spa total sluts all of a sudden? Why couldn't Anne resist wearing revealing clothes to work? In this moment of clarity, suddenly questions that had felt distant and unimportant an hour ago crept up on Anne.


She could take it anymore. She was too frustrated and confused and horny to deal with the tense work environment right now. Anne rose and turned toward the door, confused thoughts swirling.
"Is someone jealous?" called Janice teasingly. "Well... you could always come join us and try out the new..."
"I'm taking a personal day," said Anne flatly, already headed to the door. Some instinct inside her reacted to the impulsive decision, convinced that she should stay until the end of the workday. But, for the first time in a while, Anne rejected the instinct. She needed a second to think, and she knew that her employees would never allow that.
"What? Are you sure, boss?" asked Janice from the couch. "I really think that..."
Anne didn't catch the rest of what she said. She was already through the door and on her way down the hall toward the exit.
...
Anne rushed in through the front door of her home, her mind in a whirl and her body throbbing with unfulfilled desire.
She almost expected Melanie to grin at her from the couch, teasing words on her lips and fire in her eyes...
But Melanie wasn't there. She would be in class right now. Something felt wrong about that. The routine had become ingrained by this point: Anne would come home hot and bothered by all the teasing she had endured at work, and Melanie would make her feel better through long sessions of incestuous lovemaking. In fact, Anne couldn't remember the last time she had been home alone.
Nagging instincts deep inside her still insisted that she should return to work... that she shouldn't be here at home while her daughter was at college. But she couldn't return and face Janice and Melissa. Not yet. Instead, rejecting those persistent feelings, Anne wobbled across the living room in her ridiculous heels, with vague intentions of taking a calming nap or something until her daughter got home.
But on the way to her room, Anne heard something that changed her life forever.
It was pornography, playing at a quiet volume. She could hear it coming from the cracked door of Melly's room, the soft moans and wet slapping sounds were unmistakable. Anne frowned. Is Melly home? And if she is, why is she watching porn? Surely dominating her mother every night should be more than enough to satisfy her sexually...
With mounting curiosity, Anne pushed open Melanie's door, revealing her darkened room, lit only by the flickering light of the lesbian porn playing on the monitor of her desktop. The room was empty. But in many ways, that was even stranger. Why had Melanie left porn playing on her computer when she was away at school? Carelessness?
Anne stepped forward to turn off the video, but something inside her brought her up short. She had a sudden certainty that she shouldn't go into her daughter's room. The urge was so strong and sudden that it felt like it came out of nowhere, dropped into Anne's mind from the outside.
Anne put a hand to her forehead. Since when have I been this afraid of Melly? True, I've been experimenting with kinky sexual submission, but this is my fucking house! Melly deserves privacy, but I'm not afraid of just stepping into her room.
Despite her determination, Anne still had to force herself to step through Melly's door, taking a deep breath and holding it as she stepped over the threshold.
Anne's sense of wrongness and discomfort lessened slightly now that she had made that crucial first step. She wiped a bead of sweat from her brow and hurried over to the computer. This didn't have to be a big deal. All she wanted to do was stop the porn from playing.
But, as she hurried up to the computer, eager to complete her task and leave, Anne saw something that gave her pause. A small, blocky gray window was open in the corner of the screen over the porn. It read "Encoding commands", with three moving dots. Something about the wording didn't sit right with Anne. Below the text, two buttons read "Abort" and "Pause". Anne bit her lip. Now it really felt like she was meddling in her daughter's business, but something told her that she had stumbled onto something important.
She clicked "pause" on impulse, and the filthy porn immediately stopped playing. A larger, more complex window popped up in the center of the screen. Anne began reading, her eyebrow furrowing as she went.
Under "Reinforcement", several concerning sentences were listed.
[Melanie turns me on more than anyone else.]
[I can't resist Melanie when she says, "Please, Mommy".]
[Showing off and performing for others sexually turns me on.]
[I can't have sex with anyone else besides Melanie.]
The prompts went on. It was like reading a list of the demons that had been sexually tormenting her for the past month. Her most shameful, frustrating secrets, typed up in a line on her daughter's computer.
Even more concerning were the two prompts listed under "New Commands".
[I am deeply aroused by spanking and ass-play.]
[I can't orgasm without Melanie's permission.]
Anne sat heavily in the chair at her daughter's desk, her hand going up to her mouth as she thought through the disturbing implications. This was it. This was the reason why her sexuality and her life in general had been turned upside down completely.
She didn't want to believe that something as far-fetched as mind control was possible, but the evidence was hard to shake. All of her sexual perversions were written right out in this program, being "encoded" into a video on her daughter's desktop.
And all of Anne's strange new fetishes had started around the time they began having their movie nights again. Always playing a movie from a flash drive that Melanie supplied.
I'm not a filthy incestuous pervert... Well, I am, but it isn't my fault!
The news was hardly positive. It meant Anne's daughter had been deliberately brainwashing her into a horny slut she could play with. A betrayal that Anne wasn't sure their relationship could come back from.
Anne looked at the clock. There was about an hour before Melanie would be arriving home. For now, it was safer if she didn't let Melanie know that anything had changed. She decided to start the video Encoding again, but this time, she made one small tweak. She changed the target age range from 30-40 to 60-80. Now, all new changes would be useless. Then, working quickly, she went to get a flash drive of her own.
It was easy enough to find and copy the program, then get it installed on her laptop. Finally, Anne got in her car with ten minutes to spare, drove through a local coffee shop, and parked in the parking lot of a grocery store, waiting until her normal arrival time at home.
As she waited, her mind buzzed with thought, and her body still buzzed with pent-up arousal. Arousal that her daughter had planted there.
...
Anne got up slowly and carefully, making sure not to disturb Melanie as she dozed on the couch. She had managed to maneuver the evenings... activities in such a way that they ended in the living room rather than her bedroom tonight. It would give her a lot more room to maneuver.
She had been worried that acting the part of Melanie's brainwashed nympho Mommy would be difficult now that she knew the truth, but, shamefully, it had required very little acting at all. All of the fetishes, instincts, and mental blocks that Melanie had installed into her brain remained, and it had been disturbingly easy to fall back into old habits.
Anne softly closed her bedroom door and locked it, then pulled out her laptop and opened the strange program that she had found on her daughter's computer.
F4R1A 2.0...
She had never heard of it, despite its strange powers. But its application was obvious, and using it seemed straightforward. All you had to do was insert a video, then type in whatever commands you wanted the target to absorb.
Anne paused, biting her lips with her fingers on the keyboard. She had come this far... but what did she actually want?
The obvious answer was to undo all of the commands that Melanie had inserted into her brain. She could create a video right now that would turn her completely back to normal...
Back into a stressed, tired woman with no time for anything but work. Was that really better than her life was right now? Anne shook her head irritably. I'm being silly. Being a slut may be fun, but it's unnatural! It's not who I am!
But the longer that Anne froze with her fingers on the keyboard, the less sure she felt. True, there were some parts of her life right now that were frustrating and humiliating. But, on the other hand, she felt more alive than she had in years. Every day felt like an exciting adventure, and she spent every night having her world rocked.
By her daughter.
That was the real sticking point. Incest. It was a dirty, taboo word. Something that Anne had never wanted to get involved in. That would have to go.
Anne typed the words into the prompt.
[I will no longer have any sexual attraction to my daughter Melanie.]
She stared at the sentence, and, strangely, a hollow sense of loss filled her. She didn't know why. Whatever sexual relationship they had... whatever sort of twisted couple they had become... it had all been artificial.
But that didn't stop the feelings that Anne had for her daughter. Her passionate yet tender attraction for her young lover was anything but maternal, and she hesitated to give it up so easily. Maybe even if her feelings had started out artificial, they were still real.
They felt real, at least.
Anne deleted the sentence. Maybe this kinky little relationship would have to end one day, but there was no reason it had to be right this second. Anne had been fucking her daughter for a month now without any negative repercussions. Why not let it go on a little while longer?
But some things would definitely have to change. Anne typed a few sentences completely removing the control Melanie held over her. She considered removing the desire to dress and act slutty in front of others... but then decided to keep it, simply lessening it to a fetish rather than a compulsion. Anne had found that exhibitionism was fun, and now that she knew what her daughter was doing, it was obvious that Melanie had doctored the ambience videos in the spa, so there would be no downsides to having a little fun at work.
She also removed the compulsion to only have sex with her daughter. She wasn't sure exactly what her relationship with Melly was, but Anne wanted it to be her choice whether or not she remained monogamous rather than an enforced mental block.
Anne set her modification program running and leaned back against the headboard of her bed with a deep sigh, worrying a thumbnail between her teeth. She had so far avoided thinking about the elephant in the room.
Melanie was going to catch on sooner or later than Anne was free from her control. And even before then, she was likely to try to slip more programming into their movie nights. Would Anne have to compete in a brainwashing arms race with her daughter, cleansing the modifications that Melly made with competing videos?
There was a more elegant solution, of course... All she had to do was create her own video and make a few changes to her daughter. Maybe it was a little hypocritical, considering how much of a violation of trust she considered Melanie's modifications to have been in the first place... but on the other hand, turnabout was fair play. Melanie shouldn't have played around with mind control if she wasn't willing to risk it herself.
By the time her own video had finished compiling a few hours later, Anne had already made up her mind. She set the targeted age to 18-25, then typed a few phrases into the program, thinking carefully between each one.
[It is no longer necessary to modify my mother further.]
[Any changes I observe in my mother from now on are perfectly natural and nothing to worry about.]
[I will respect my mother's right to make her own choices without complaints.]
There. Perfect. This should solve the issue of Melly trying to program me again. Anne loaded in an old cartoon movie that Melly used to love as a kid and was about to hit play...
When she thought, bit her lip, then returned to the prompt window.
Maybe one or two other little changes. Just to teach her daughter and lover to respect her elders.
...
Melanie was in a bit of a funk when she got home the next afternoon.
Her latest test in her business program had gone... well, not catastrophically, because that would mean an F. But a sixty-five percent certainly wasn't something worth celebrating. She had just been a little distracted lately by the endless sexual possibilities presented by a completely obedient, drop-dead gorgeous, perpetually horny Mommy. If it was a question of studying for an exam or getting eaten out by her sexy, submissive mother for hours... Well, the choice was obvious.
Luckily, the cause of her recent problems was also the perfect thing to cheer her up. She planned to test out some of the new commands she had inputted tonight. She had always loved worshipping feet, but getting her mom onto her knees and sucking her toes was a deeply intriguing prospect... not to mention the possibilities of erotic spanking. Tonight she would be getting delicious sexual revenge for all of those childhood spankings...
But Melanie found herself brought up short when she arrived home. Her mother's car was already in the driveway. It immediately sent faint alarm bells ringing in her mind. She had her mothers movements and habits locked down fairly tight at this point: she riled Anne up in the morning with their ritual "goodbye kiss", Anne went to work and got teased and tempted by her employees with no relief, then she came home a sloppy horny mess later in the afternoon, practically jumping into her daughter's arms, submissively begging for sexual relief.
All of that had been set through subliminal suggestion, so in theory, it shouldn't have been possible for Anne to get home early.
Melanie entered the house cautiously, on the alert for any further changes. Her suspicions only deepened when she saw what was waiting there for her.
Anne sat on the sofa, shapely legs propped up on the coffee table, slim, feminine feet bare and painted toes wiggling. Next to her was a steaming bucket of popcorn, and on the table next to her feet were a glass of wine and a frosty mug of root beer.
The stereotypical setup for one of their old-fashioned, wholesome movie night, before they had devolved into an excuse to watch porn and fuck each other. Melanie could hear that something was playing on the screen, which was another red flag. She was the one who picked the movies for their movie nights. She had no idea why her mother would take that task onto herself.
As she crept closer, her eyes narrowed suspiciously, Anne noticed her, smiling sweetly and patting the seat next to her. "Over here, honey! I got home a little early, so I decided to get things set up. I picked out one of your favorites!"
"What's going on here, Mommy?' asked Melanie cautiously. "Why did you...?" Then she caught a glimpse of what was on the screen, and her sentence trailed off. Mom's watching "The Princess and the Pea"!
The cheesy eighties animated fairytale adaptation used to be Melanie's favorite when she was a little girl, and she was instantly swept up in a wave of warm nostalgia when she saw it. She just stood stock still for a moment, watching with fascination as the familiar colors and sounds of the cartoon washed over her. She remembered she had something important to ask her Mommy, but whatever it was wriggled out of her mental grasp. Instead, she asked, "Where did you even find this, Mom?" In a vague voice, her eyes locked onto the screen.
"Oh, you would be surprised what you can find on the internet,sweetie," answered Anne with an off undertone to her voice that Melanie couldn't quite put her finger on. "Why don't you come sit with your mother and we can watch it together, just like old times."
"Just like old times," repeated Melanie, her voice just above a whisper. She walked toward Anne with suddenly heavy feet and sat next to her, staring open-mouthed at her old favorite movie.
"Isn't this nice?" asked Anne in a soothing voice, her words seeming to whisper directly into her daughter's hungry ears.
"It's nice," agreed Melanie in a fuzzy voice. The old, beloved cartoon seemed to fill her whole world, driving away all nagging suspicions and anxieties. It didn't take away her horniness however... it just spread her arousal into a low, pleasant buzz throughout her whole body, pleasant and calming rather than sharp and passionate.
Her mother's gentle hands pulled her down, setting Melanie's head onto her wide, soft lap. Melanie did nothing to resist. She was too focused on the movie to put up much of a fight, and besides, it felt good for Anne to gently stroke her hair and whisper words that she couldn't quite catch while she lost herself in the pleasant oblivion of warm, pleasant nostalgia.
...
Melanie was hot. Her body poured with sweat, every inch of her skin flushed with moist, choking heat. And the sweat ran and dripped freely down her body, because...
Melanie was naked. Every breath of air seemed to caress her sensitive skin. She was vaguely ashamed of her nudity, but that shame only blended and intensified the throbbing heat in her deepest core, because...
Melanie was horny. Her nipples ached with desperate stiffness, and the slick, clear fluid trailing down her inner thighs wasn't just sweat. She throbbed with desperate sexual need in the stifling heat...
"Melly. What is it now? What have you done?" Melanie gasped, suddenly realizing where she was, who was sitting in front of her.
Anne. Her mother. She sat at perfect ease, one thigh crossed comfortably over the other, just as naked as her daughter, but calm, composed, and not the least bit affected by the heat that Melanie felt. Just looking at her, Melanie felt a sudden wave of inferiority. Her mother's wide hips, thick, powerful thighs, and full, round breasts all seemed perfect to Melanie. Symbols of her feminine power that her smaller, slimmer daughter simply couldn't match. Melanie suddenly felt foolish for believing she could ever control such a powerful, superior woman, let alone own her as some sort of pet.
Anne was looking at her expectantly, one eyebrow raised. Her big, erect nipples indicated that Anne was just as aroused as her daughter. But she seemed completely in control right now, ruling her lust, not ruled by it. Melanie looked down at the ground, suddenly feeling like a little girl in trouble.
"I... I was bad, Mom,' she admitted nervously, staring at Anne's perfect body without being able to meet her eyes. Her mother seemed so huge, so strong, so sexually powerful that Melanie was overwhelmed, awkward, and tongue-tied. Tingling with shameful heat between her slim thighs.
"Well..." said Anne in a deep, calm voice, "You know what that means, don't you, sweetie? When you've been a naughty girl, you need to make up for it."
Anne's thick, creamy thighs shifted, uncrossing to lie flat. For a sizzling, breathtaking moment, Melanie caught a glimpse of her mother's tender, glistening pussy lips before her thick thighs, squished together, hiding them from sight. Anne patted her lap gently. "Come here, darling. It's time to teach you who's in charge."
Melanie didn't resist. She didn't want to. Deep down, she knew she had been a naughty girl, just like her mommy had said. She trembled as she climbed up onto her mother's wide, soft lap. Her Mommy's big, beautiful breasts hung above her, and the skin of her thighs was warm beneath. Melanie knew what was coming. Her heart was in her throat, and her pussy pulsed with horny anticipation. She lifted her butt, arching her back to present her tight little cheeks and dripping pussy to her Mommy. Defenceless. Receptive. Submissive.


"This hurts you more than it hurts me," murmured Anne. Melanie could feel her Mommy raising her hand, and squeezed her eyes shut as it whistled down...
...
Melanie awoke with a gasp, heart pounding and sheets tangled around her sweaty body.
Fuck! That had been an intense dream. Almost a nightmare, even if it was erotic. As she calmed down a little, Melanie looked around to realize that she was in her own bedroom, which was a rarity these days. Normally, she just passed out in Anne's bed after they finished a marathon session of incest.
...But they didn't have sex last night, did they? Melanie rubbed her temple with a frown, trying to remember. She had come in, and her mom was watching something interesting on the TV, and then... everything sort of fuzzed out into a pleasant haze.
For a second, something about that bothered Melanie, but then her concern faded away. It was fine. In fact, it was probably better to take a break and relax once in a while. Melanie got up, stretched, and decided to go check on her mother. Based on the morning sun shining in the window, it must be time for the goodbye kiss.
But when she opened the door to her mother's bedroom, Melanie was shocked to see the bed neatly made and her mother nowhere in sight. A note was laid on the bed in her mother's precise handwriting.
Saw you were sleeping when I got up, and didn't want to wake you. Don't worry, we can "kiss" later tonight.
XOXO -Mommy
Melanie frowned and shook her head. This felt wrong, too. Anne shouldn't have been able to leave without the goodbye kiss. It was hard-coded into her programming... But the second that thought occurred to Melanie, it seemed to blur away into irrelevance. I'm being too hard on Mommy. She deserves a little break...
In fact, a sudden powerful twinge of guilt rushed through Melanie at how she had been treating her mother over the past few weeks. Ordering her around, humiliating her... it really was disrespectful in a way that suddenly made Melanie feel ashamed.
She resolved firmly, then and there: no more messing around with Anne's mind for the time being. She would halt the reprogramming where it stood and leave Anne in her current state.
She felt good about the decision, filling up with a warm, happy glow that chased away her guilt for the moment.
She was in such a good mood that she completely forgot that, even if her morning cunnilingus task for Anne was unfair, it shouldn't have even been possible for Anne to break the routine.
...
For the first time in a long time, Anne felt completely confident and in control as she strolled into the front door of her spa.
Tina the receptionist looked up with a leering grin, ready to tease her boss as usual, but today Anne didn't cringe back from her lustful eyes.
She was still wearing slutty clothes. Today, she had on a tight little corset that her tits were practically spilling out of, a skirt so mini that it barely covered half her ass cheeks, and a stiletto heel sharp enough to poke an eye out.
Anne didn't have to wear skimpy clothes anymore if she didn't want to, but she had decided to leave the programming in place that gave her an exhibitionist streak. It just made things more exciting: as Tina's wicked eyes stared at her, they filled her with the same old slippery, embarrassed heat. But now she was in control of that arousal. Owning it.
It was time for the employees to meet their new boss, and Anne knew exactly where to start.
She strode confidently up to the reception desk, and Tina immediately caught that something was different, a slight look of confusion wrinkling her brow. Despite that, she gave her usual opener: "Morning, Boss. Looking good!"
This time, Anne raised an eyebrow and smirked, running a hand performatively up her curves. "You like it? Don't worry, dear, I can lend it to you. I think you'd look heavenly in it."
Tina's confusion deepened. It was normally Anne's role to blush and stammer and protest in these interactions, and the receptionist seemed frozen by the unexpected response. "I... Well..." she said lamely, at a loss for words.
"Enough chit chat," said Anne firmly, leaning confidently over the desk so her big, beautiful tits hung right in front of Tina's wondering eyes. "I want you to get a hold of Janice and Melissa. Send them to my office right away."
Tina's mouth hung open, completely focused on her boss's perfect breasts, tightly encased in the black lace corset.
"Tina!" said Anne sharply. "Do I make myself clear?"
"Y-yes, ma'am!" squeaked Tina, all of her mocking tone completely evaporated.
"Good," said Anne with a tight little satisfied smile. She turned and clicked away on her heels toward her office. It felt good to hear respect in the voice of an employee again. She didn't mind if her spa became a den of sexual debauchery, not if there were no consequences attached. But the spa was hers, and she would be treated as the leader here. Some light teasing was fine, but she refused to remain a laughingstock.
And to do that, she needed to bring the two ringleaders of the teasing into line.
...
Janice already looked a little wary by the time she showed up at Anne's office door. After all, it had been a while since Anne had summoned her rather than just letting her pop in whenever she wanted. Her glittering eyes looked Anne up and down where she sat, relaxed and in control behind her desk, her lovely legs crossed demurely.
Janice wouldn't be as easy to crack as Tina. But Anne looked forward to the challenge.
"I got your message," said Janice lightly, slinking into the room with a cautious smile. "What do you need, boss?" Her tone still gave a little mocking twist to the honorific. Anne planned to hear that word from her cute little assistant's lips with complete sincerity before the hour was up.
"I hadn't gotten back to you on your proposal for new massage offerings," said Anne calmly, twirling a pen dexterously in her fingers while maintaining a cool, penetrating gaze straight into her assistant's eyes. "I was hoping to discuss it with the two of you. Is Melissa coming?"
"She's here," said Melissa in a purring drawl, slinking through the door in her tiny little junior employee uniform. "So you liked the little presentation we gave you? We were a little worried that it was too... intense for you, considering you ran off home right afterward."
Anne gave a little scoff. Janice had folded her arms warily, a look of mild disquiet on her face, but Melissa was still all smug confidence. Hmmm. Cunning, but not all that bright, it seems. Maybe she isn't as close to my daughter as I thought.
"I did enjoy it," said Anne pensively, leaning back in her chair and toying with a coppery lock of hair. "And it was certainly intense. But I'm afraid that I do have a concern."
Melissa looked like she was about to give a teasing response, but Janice held up a hand to silence her. "Which would be...?" she asked cautiously.
"Why, it didn't look like a massage technique at all," said Anne innocently. "It looked like you two girls were having sex."
Janice and Melanie gave each other a bewildered look. Their boss straightforwardly stripping away their teasing fiction was clearly outside the bounds of the game. Anne was supposed to be too timid and embarrassed to say things like that. And she had been. But Anne hadn't founded her own business by being a mumbling pushover, and now that she had broken free from her daughter's dominant hold, it was time that she let her hard side out again.
Melissa had finally caught on that there was something different about Anne now and looked to Janice for guidance. The slim, pretty Asian pursed her lips, saying slowly, "Well... it may have looked like that, ma'am, but it was just a new massage technique."
"Hmmm..." said Anne, tapping her chin as if deep in thought. She had to admit that it felt great to finally put Janice on the back foot. "Well, I think there's only one way for me to visually compare that massage technique with lesbian intercourse. I'd like the two of you to have sex for me."
Melissa snorted. 'You can't be serious," she said in a shocked tone. She turned to Janice, asking, "She can't do that, right?"
"No, she can't," said Janice firmly, with a glint of steel in her eye. Now that Janice saw that Anne intended to retake her authority, she seemed determined to resist. Anne had expected no less. "A boss giving orders like that would be wildly inappropriate."
Anne stood, taking her time so that Janice could sense that she was in total control. She slowly approached Janice, and was gratified to see a faint twinge of intimidation in the younger woman's eyes. Finally, she loomed above her, staring down into Janice's lovely eyes.
"Do you really want to talk about appropriateness from management, Janice? With all of the kinky little decisions you made behind my back?"
"I...!" Began Janice, a faint blush darkening her skin, but Anne cut her off.
"I agree. Pushing my employees to have sex in front of me is hardly appropriate. But neither is bringing spa guests to orgasm, and you don't seem to have had any issues with actively encouraging that. Hmmm?"
Janice's eyes dipped to the ground, and her mouth twisted. Anne knew this was probably hard for her. She hadn't yet overridden the programming that Melanie had inserted into the spa videos, so Janice probably had a deep instinct telling her she needed to tease and control her boss at all costs.
But Anne intended to break through that instinct and teach her assistant her true place in the organization... lovingly, of course.
"Strip," said Anne in a flat, commanding voice.
Janice looked up into her eyes again, her face a picture of determined defiance. "Ms. Quin, I'm not going to just have sex with someone because,.."
Anne reached up, cupped Janice's chin in a firm hand, and pulled her into a powerful, toe-curling kiss. That shut the feisty little Asian up. Anne felt Janice's chest hitch with choked arousal against hers. Janice's toned body squirmed, not in resistance exactly, but in deep shock. Anne reveled in the feeling of freedom and power that roared through her, sliding her tongue between Janice's soft lips to explore.
Janice had probably never expected that Anne would kiss her. Melanie had specifically programmed her mother to shy away from touching any other women but her, and on some level, Janice knew that. Which was why this fierce, aggressive kiss was the ultimate power play. It let Janice know that the rules had changed, and Anne wasn't someone she could push around anymore.
When she released the little tease, Jackie stared up at her, her respect finally beginning to outweigh the mockery in her pretty eyes.
"Strip," said Anne insistently, her voice now carrying a hint of steel.
Melissa looked back and forth between them, her mouth a little O of shock. "Janice, you're not just going to...?"
But Janice, her face colored by a deep blush, was already pulling her skimpy top over her head, exposing her firm little breasts and shamefully stiff nipples. She couldn't look Melissa or Anne in the eyes as she murmured, "She's the boss, Mel. She's in charge."
Anne turned toward Melissa with a sharp grin. Unless she missed her guess, the sassy little redhead was feeling a little horny herself... turned on by Anne's dominant display. Her own nipples pressed up against the thin material of her cut-off scrubs, and a certain squirming shifting of the young slut's slim thighs showed that she might be feeling some heat lower down as well.
"You'll need to strip too, Melissa," purred Anne, reaching out to run her finger teasingly down her employee's goosebumped arm just to show that she could. She glanced back to Janice, who was shimmying out of her tiny shorts to reveal a puffy, glistening little pussy. Hmmm, so the little tease is revealed as a secret subby slut all along... how delicious. "It's the duty of a supervisor to help new employees out on the job, dear," said Anne briskly. "Help Melissa out of those clothes so we can get started."
She turned and stalked back to her desk to sit, revelling in her newly regained authority. By the time she settled into her chair to watch the fun, her lovely nude assistant was already tugging up her reluctant employee's top, revealing the creamy, blushing skin on the underside of Melissa's tits.
"J-janice, wait," gasped Melissa, still struggling to come to terms with the sudden power shift in the room. "We can't just..."
"Why not?" asked Anne, leaning back in her chair with her chin in hand, eyes twinkling with amusement. "You were eager and willing to get all oiled up and fuck like rabbits in front of me just a few days ago. How is this different?"
"But I... it's..." Whatever Melissa was trying to stutter was muffled by her top being pulled over her head, but Anne knew what she was trying to say. Of course this felt different. Before Janice and Melissa had been in charge, cruelly toying with their boss's uncontrollable arousal. Now Anne was in the driver's seat, pushing for her own private show. But Anne wasn't particularly worried. With Janice's skilled guidance, she knew it wouldn't take Melissa long to warm up to the idea.
Melissa's eyebrows were still creased, and she gave Anne a worried glance, but it was clear to see that she was horny. Her breaths were coming in a little gasp, making the stiff, rosy nipples on her chest bounce with each panting breath. Her cute pink blush had spread down her neck onto her upper chest. Janice reached up and firmly turned Melissa's face toward her, pulling her into a wet, greedy kiss, two pairs of soft, feminine lips locking in heated passion. Melissa melted into the kiss almost instantly, her face smoothing into an expression of naked lust as she pulled Janice's slim nudity tight to her body.
Janice pulled away, locking eyes with the cute junior employee in a heated stare as she said, "Ms. Quin is the boss, Mel. So we're going to do everything we can to make her happy." Her hands reached down to slip Melissa's shorts down the swell of her hips, her mouth nuzzling into the crook of Melissa's neck, kissing softly.
Melissa whimpered, squeezing her eyes shut to avoid Anne's avid gaze, but her hand cupped the back of Janice's head, cradling her as she kissed and sucked gently at her neck.
Now both women were standing, beautiful, nude, and dripping with submissive desire in Anne's office. A complete reversal of their respective positions over the past week. Janice turned to look at Anne, her arms looped around Melissa's slim nudity, her eyes hot and eager, ready to be commanded.
Anne scooted back a few feet, patting the desk in front of her with a smirk. "Here. I want to see the difference between sex and massage right up close. Show me."
Janice nodded, taking Melissa by the hand and drawing her forward. The slim redhead no longer protested, although her blush still blazed. She was under the same spell of submissive lust now, cowed by their dominant, confident boss and too horny to resist her obscene commands. Where was this cute shyness the past few weeks? Anne thought she liked her employee better this way.
Janice jumped up lithely to perch her firm ass on the edge of the desk, spreading her thighs wide to reveal her pussy. Anne had to admit it was a delectable sight. Buttery-smooth and hairless, Janice's tight little innie pussy glistened with her obvious arousal, ready to be touched and licked and serviced. Ready to put on a show for her boss.
"Come here, Mel," said Janice in a husky whisper, beckoning to Melissa, but with her lustful eyes on Anne. "Let's show our boss what real lesbian sex looks like."
Melissa stepped forward, gently biting her lip, a trickle of lubrication slipping down her thigh. When she was close enough, Janice laid her hands on Melissa's shoulders and gently pushed her downward until the cute redhead's knees hit the floor.
Anne had a front row seat, just feet away as Melissa dropped her eyes to the juicy pussy right in front of her face, leaned forward with adorable hesitation, and gently kissed it.
Janice reached down and pulled Melanie closer, letting out a soft, appreciative moan as Melissa began using her tongue and lips to full effect, serving her senior employee on her knees. Anne leaned back and lazily spread her legs, reaching down to rub herself over her panties as she watched Melissa eagerly slurp and suck Janice's tight pussy, her earlier reluctance falling away. Anne felt voyeuristic pleasure race through her, radiating from her rubbing fingers between her legs as Melissa gripped Janice's thighs, pressing in tighter, audibly making out with Janice's juicy cunt, filling the room with wet noises that blended with Janice's moans.
In many ways, it was exactly the same scene as what had happened a few days ago: two gorgeous young women were sexually performing for her benefit. But this felt completely different for some reason. She was the one in control. She wasn't an object of mockery now. She wasn't on display, only they were.
This was definitely a change that Anne could live with. Of course, Anne did still like being the center of attention... She pulled her panties to the side and slid a finger into her pussy as she watched Melissa's passionate cunnilingus, thinking about what fun she could have at work now that she was fully in charge.
"I see..." said Anne in a warm drawl, luxuriating in the delicious feelings that her fingers were causing between her thick, spread thighs, "So this is hot, passionate lesbian sex. Intriguing. It is different from what you showed me the other day. A lot less oil, for one."
Janice looked over to her, her gaze flashing down to her boss's bare pussy. Her dark, lovely eyes brimmed with molten lust. She pulled Melissa up away from her pussy, looking down with an excited smile and saying, "Good job. Exceeds expectations... But I think our boss maybe needs a more hands-on demonstration of what lesbian sex is."
Melissa looked over to Anne as well, both young women now facing her with hunger in their eyes, their eager offer crystal clear. Anne blinked in surprise, a little taken back. That's right... I could fuck them now, couldn't I? Melanie's prohibition on me is broken.
She had been willing to kiss Janice, but she had honestly never even considered having sex with her. It felt... wrong. Not because of any moral reason, and especially not because of any brainwashing. The fact of the matter was that Anne was concentrated on her daughter right now, sexually speaking, as fucked up as that was to admit. Even while she had been taking charge today, he mind kept wandering back to Melly and what was going to happen tonight.
It was strange to have monogamous feelings towards her own daughter... But today was about doing what she wanted, and although she was thrilled to masturbate while watching them show off for her, Anne didn't want to fuck Janice or Melissa.
"No. Thank you, I think visual demonstration is more than adequate," said Anne, momentarily embarrassed. "But I do think that it's your turn to demonstrate your... oral proficiency, Janice."
The two girls looked disappointed, but they swiftly got back into the spirit of things with each other as their boss watched, masturbating and daydreaming about what she planned to do with her daughter that evening.
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"It's fine," said David in a stony, smoldering voice that told Eliza that he didn't think anything about this situation was remotely "fine".
"Honey, I'm sorry," said Eliza desperately. "It's just been a long day, and I'm tired, and I think I caught a bit of a bug I'm still getting over, and..."
"Yeah, and next time it will be a headache, or an upset stomach, or you 'just won't be in the mood'. Be honest, Eliza. You don't want to have sex with me anymore."
David's voice was so weary and wounded that Eliza's heart went out to him... but there wasn't much she could do to make him feel better. She was bound by her Master's cruel command to refuse any and all types of penetration from her husband. So it was basically hand jobs or nothing. Explaining that would likely bring about worse consequences than refusing to fuck him, so Eliza was forced to rely on increasingly strained excuses.
"Be patient with me," pleaded Eliza, feeling a swelling sense of hopeless guilt bloom inside her. "I've... been having a hard time lately, honey. It's not easy for me either. I wish I could have sex with you. I really do."
David turned over, his expression a picture of pain and frustration. "So explain it to me. Why have you been struggling? What's making things so hard for you lately?"
Once again, Eliza was tempted to confess everything. To tell her husband how she had been ensnared, humiliated, and sexually dominated by his worst enemy. But there was no way David would understand. If this all hadn't happened to Eliza herself, she wouldn't have believed it either. "Magic oil" was such a terrible excuse that using it would probably be worse than just telling David she had cheated on him on purpose. It didn't matter that it was true: no sane person would accept it.
"I... I can't explain it," said Eliza miserably. "Maybe I'm just depressed or something. I'm sorry."
"Then get help!" said David earnestly, taking her hands in his. "If you can't talk to me, talk to a professional. I can tell something is wrong, Eliza. And it's not just the sex. I mean, our anniversary is coming up this week. We're supposed to be celebrating our relationship, but somehow it feels like we're further apart than ever."
Shit. That's right. Eliza had been so wrapped up with all the drama over Gene converting Kim into a Cumbunny that she had completely lost track of their upcoming anniversary. It felt like the precarious double life she had been living, caught between her loving husband and her cruel, dominant master, was coming apart at the seams. She needed to find some way to reassure David, or she knew she was going to lose him, just like she'd always feared.
She wasn't sure why she said what came out of her mouth next. It wasn't a particularly smart idea. But she just had to tell her husband something.
"Don't worry so much, honey," said Eliza softly, squeezing his hands in hers, "on our anniversary... I won't have any problems. I want to show you how much I love you. How much our relationship means to me. Can you wait for me until then? Hmm?"
She'd intended it to fall just short of an explicit promise of sex, but she could tell by the wide smile of relief on her husband's face that he'd taken it as one. "Sounds good," he said happily, planting a brief warm kiss on her lips. "Sorry for pushing, but it really has been a while. We'll have a romantic evening... and then we can reconnect a little in bed. I can't wait."
"I can't wait either," said Eliza, trying to keep her anxiety off her face and out of her voice. She'd just promised him something impossible, and when she failed to deliver this time, she knew that her husband was going to have some serious questions.
They said goodnight and settled back into bed, but Eliza's mind was still working feverishly, seeking some way out of the noose that circumstances had woven around her neck. There was one option... although it was dangerous and nearly as impossible as finding a workable excuse to tell her husband.
The reason she couldn't fuck David was that Gene had forbidden it. If he lifted the prohibition, Eliza could give her husband what he needed.
But what could possibly convince a monster like Gene to show mercy to the man he hated most?
...
"Fuck!" hissed Kim, "I can't believe that the sick bastard is making us fucking do this!" Her face was flushed red, and she was doing her best to cover up her barely clothed body without much success. Two hands could only do so much for a woman wearing one of the new "outfits" that Gene had gifted them today.
Kim was wearing something that much more resembled a fetish outfit than a bikini. The two postage-stamp-sized triangles of bright pink cloth didn't even fully cover her areolas, and the tiny wedge of cloth between her thighs, precariously connected by pink threads, left her patch of blonde public hair completely exposed.
At least Eliza had a basket she could hold awkwardly over her chest to hide her matching purple micro bikini. "I'm not surprised," she said in a strained voice, trying to ignore the growing lust inside her. It was yet another insidious effect of the oil. What was hot to Gene was now hot to his bunnies... and Gene seemed to love humiliating them with slutty public exposure. "You'll learn. If there's one thing Master likes more than humiliating his bunnies, it's showing them off. He would probably be thrilled if everyone in this complex saw us and knew we belonged to him."
Kim swore murderously under her breath, but Eliza could see she was aroused too. Kim's corruption wasn't as far along as Eliza's, but she was progressing rapidly, and her tiny, thin bikini wasn't up to the task of hiding her stiff nipples. Finally, Kim appeared to steel herself, saying, "Well, if we don't hurry the fuck up, he might get his wish. People are about to get home from work. These halls aren't going to get any emptier if we wait any longer."
Eliza flashed her a humorless smirk. "You think the people that live in this shit hole work?"
The snarky comment pulled an unexpected genuine laugh from her sister-in-law. "Ha! I never knew you could be such a bitch, Lizzie. Where have you been hiding all the cattiness?"
"Gene brings out the best in me, I guess," said Eliza with a sigh. "You're right. Let's get this over with."
They emerged from the dim fluorescent-lit little alcove beneath the apartment stairs where they'd been hiding, tottering on the massive, slutty platform heels Gene loved so much.
Luckily, their destination wasn't far. Unluckily, the hallway they were walking down wasn't empty. A haggard woman who looked either fifty or a rough lived forty was coming from the other direction, carrying bulging plastic grocery bags in each hand. Kim and Eliza froze as they saw her, and the woman did as well. The two bags slipped from her hands as her mouth fell open.
The expression that spread across her face wasn't promising. More shocked anger than shocked delight.
"Run!" said Kim, taking Eliza's hand and breaking into a ridiculous-looking boob-jiggling jog on their too-tall platforms, making for the corner they needed to turn to reach their destination. It felt like Eliza might fall at any moment, but they managed to slip around the corner just as the woman yelled, "Fucking Hookers! The landlord said you skanks can't come around no more!"
They ran a few more feet down the hall despite the fact that their feet were killing them, but it soon became clear that, no matter how much the stranger disapproved of prostitutes, she couldn't be bothered to chase them down.
Both women caught their breath for a second, staring at each other wide-eyed. Then a laugh bubbled up from Eliza's throat. She couldn't help it. Seeing Kim standing in the middle of a shitty apartment hallway in the sluttiest bikini Eliza had ever seen was completely ridiculous, no matter how you looked at it. Kim shook her head, but began giggling too, clapping a hand over her mouth to try and muffle the sound. Sometimes, things were so fucked up that all you could do was laugh.
Finally, still chasing away the aftershocks of laughter, Kim gestured further down the hall. "Come on," she said softly, in case the woman could still hear them, "Let's get this over with."
Eliza couldn't have agreed more. They made their way to the door directly beneath Gene's apartment and paused for a moment outside, nervously glancing up and down the hall to make sure they weren't being observed.
"You ready?" asked Kim, biting her lip in a way that broadcast her reluctant arousal at this embarrassing situation. She reached over to pluck her phone out of the basket Eliza was carrying and got ready to film. Gene insisted that they bring back proof they had carried out his humiliating task "properly," and Eliza had offered to let her junior Cumbunny take filming duties, since she'd had more experience with acting slutty at this point.
But experience wasn't going to make this any less embarrassing. "No," said Eliza truthfully, "but we have to get this done. Start the recording."
Kim nodded and tapped the screen, and Eliza too easily slipped into Cumbunny mode. It felt disturbingly natural to take on a slutty, submissive mindset at this point; the Cumbunny version of herself that she called "Lizzie". When she saw the video later, she could detect the instant that she let the Cumbunny take over, just a second before she turned to the door and knocked.
An irritated voice from inside the apartment called out, "Just a second!" and a few moments later, the door swung open to reveal Gene's downstairs neighbor, Larry. He was a lanky, ugly man wearing a grubby-looking t-shirt with the name of a metal band Eliza didn't recognize on it. For a second, his face wore an expression of irritation. It blossomed into shock, and then delirious pleasure with a goofy grin as he saw the two barely-clothed sluts at his door.
"Hi, Larry," purred Eliza. "Remember me?"
"Oh! Uhhh, hi!" said the flustered man, reaching up distractedly to push back his greasy mop of unwashed hair. "Yeah, I mean... of course! You're the sl... the woman who hangs out with Gene."
"Oh... I do much, much more than just 'hang out' with him, Larry. And I think you know that." Eliza moved forward a half step, invading Larry's personal space. His eyes were practically popping out of his head, zooming all over Eliza's slim, pale, perfect body, barely covered by tiny violet scraps of cloth. "Master tells me that my noises have been upsetting you a little. Is that true?"
"Oh! Uhhh, I mean, yeah, you guys have been a little... you know, enthusiastic," said the tongue-tied man sheepishly. According to Gene, Larry had been coming upstairs to whine and complain every morning after their shared sessions. And this little nearly-naked trip had been Gene's response to those complaints.
At first, one might assume that it was a goodwill gesture. But Gene had been very clear about how he wanted this "peace offering" to go, and Eliza doubted that it would do anything to lessen the tension between the two neighbors.
"Oooh, I'm so sorry, sir," cooed Eliza, reaching forward to run a hand down his chest while Kim filmed the action. "But I'm afraid I just can't help it! When I'm with Gene, it's just not possible to hold myself back." Larry was doing a poor job of concealing his growing erection, Eliza noticed. Well, it was hard to blame him. What else could you expect when two oversexed sluts appeared at the door of a loser like this? The best Eliza could do for Larry was to complete Gene's cruel taunt without dragging things out.
"But my master said it just isn't fair to make you sit down here all lonely listening to our fun," said Eliza sweetly.
For a second, she saw Larry's ugly face light up with anticipation. He clearly thought he was about to get some sort of sexual favor as compensation for all the loud, slutty noises Eliza and Kim had been tormenting him with. But generosity and empathy just weren't Gene's style.
Eliza pushed the basket forward. It took a second for Larry's eyes to tear themselves away from her barely covered tits to look at it, but when he did, a scowl slowly darkened his face.
"Gene thought he would send down a... care package. So that you could enjoy the experience a little more," chirped Eliza happily, and she heard Kim suppress an evil giggle, and when she gave her fellow Cumbunny a sidelong glance, she was surprised to see that Kim was biting her lower lip, trying hard not to laugh.
Sort of weird for Kim to be getting so into the spirit of things...
Larry snatched the basket from Eliza's hands, rustling through the contents with growing annoyance. Nestled right at the top of the gift basket was a big bottle of lotion. Next to it was a box of tissues, and the final item was a sealed envelope with the word "enjoy!" scrawled across it in red marker.
Larry tore open the envelope and pulled out the stack of photos. Gene had conducted a little photoshoot with his bunnies the other day purely for this purpose. The shots showed Eliza and Kim hanging all over their fat, ugly, older master wearing slutty lingerie. No nudity, of course. That was just for their master, not the likes of Larry.
Larry was starting to look at the calculated insult from Gene, but Eliza still had one line she needed to say.
"My master hopes that this will help with your loneliness while you listen to what a bigger, better man does upstairs. Have fun, big boy."
Now Larry was furious. He tossed the basket to the ground and took a step towards the nearly naked woman taunting him, his fists balled.
"If you think you can just come to my door dressed like a whore and make fun of me like this..." he began in a growl. Eliza wasn't sure what to do. She was almost nude, wearing ridiculous heels that made running away almost impossible, and was clearly weaker than the repulsive man in front of her. She opened her mouth, hoping to say something to appease him...
And then suddenly, Kim was standing at her side.
"And what?" she asked in a flint-edged voice. "What are you going to do then, big man?"
Larry paused, seemingly taken aback by Kim's inexplicable confidence in the face of his aggression.
"Well... maybe I can make you sluts give me what Gene gets," he said with a scowl. But Kim's continued glare was clearly sapping his confidence.
Kim barked a harsh laugh. "Ha! You really think you have the balls? Look at you! You couldn't "make" a cashier give you change for a twenty, let alone get something you don't deserve from fine pieces of ass like me and Lizzie here." She took a step towards Larry, and he actually stepped back, seeming almost as confused as he was intimidated. Eliza wasn't sure why Kim was able to cow a bigger man while she was wearing a ridiculously slutty bikini, but she was somehow doing it solely through sheer force of will.
"You can't... You can't just..." sputtered Larry, but Kim didn't give him a chance to collect his thoughts.
"I'm a hot chick and you're a worthless little jerk off loser," snapped Kim. "I can do whatever the fuck I want. And I can tell you what you're going to do too."
She deftly bent to scoop up the dropped basket and pushed it hard into Larry's chest. "You're going to shut the fuck up, take the gift my Daddy graciously gave you, and jerk off like a good little loser."
"Fuck you!" snarled Larry, slamming the door in Kim's face. Eliza couldn't help but notice that he was clutching the insulting gift basket to his chest as he did so.
Kim aimed a kick at his door, then swiped a lovely blonde lock of hair back into place with a sigh, visibly calming herself.
"Jesus," said Eliza in an awed voice, "why didn't you do that with Gene?"
"I tried," said Kim, giving her sister-in-law a weary look. "He used magic to cheat. Now let's get out of here before Larry decides he wants another try at that interaction."
They made their way back, scurrying down the hall the way they came. Although it was important that they make it back quickly, Eliza had something she absolutely needed to say to Kim before they reached the room. As they walked, she pulled Kim back into the space beneath the stairs.
"Lizzie, we've got to go," said Kim irritably, peering down the hall behind her anxiously as Eliza tugged her arm, "What the fuck are you..." She trailed off as she saw Eliza's face. "What's wrong?"
"Kim, I need your help with something tonight. Something that might be... difficult."
Kim gave her a wary look, shivering a little and rubbing her arms. It was too fucking cold to be walking around practically naked like this. 'What do you have in mind?" She asked suspiciously.
"Gene cut me off from having sex with David. I need to change his mind for our anniversary."
Kim groaned, and her mouth twisted in disgust. "Jesus, Lizzie," she said with a roll of her eyes, "I do not want to hear about you and my brother's love life. I think you're on your own with this one. It's none of my business."
Eliza drew her mouth into a grim, determined line. This is exactly why she hadn't told Kim about her prohibition on fucking David before. Her sister-in-law could be oddly immature sometimes for a woman in her twenties. "Unfortunately, it's now both of our business," she said doggedly. "Because if I refuse my husband on our anniversary, he is going to start asking some big questions we don't have the answers to."
Kim sighed and pinched her nose; even if she was a little immature, she wasn't stupid, and Eliza could tell that the message had come across. "Ok, fine. What do you need me to do?"
"I need help buttering him up. Making him feel good so I can start working on him. He likes fucking me behind David's back, so if I can make him feel unthreatened, he might give me a one-time hall pass. You know, to keep the secret going," said Eliza hopefully.
"Yeah, maybe," said Kim, her eyes doubtful. Eliza could tell that she was thinking the same thing Eliza was: Gene couldn't be counted on to make the logical choice if it meant doing something nice for David. For reasons that Eliza still didn't fully understand, Gene hated her husband with an irrational passion.
But she had no choice; her only chance was to make Gene see reason and let her have sex with David. Kim nodded sharply. "So the mission is to be the bestest Cumbunnies ever in order to put the bastard in a good mood. Got it. Can do. Is that all?"
Eliza nodded, a twisted feeling of determination and despair filling her belly. "That about sums it up."
'Then let's get to it, Sis."
...
Gene howled with laughter as he watched the video that his Cumbunnies had recorded for him, probably loudly enough that Larry could hear him one floor down.
"Oh my God, this is fucking rich!" he chortled, scratching the big, hard beer belly that pressed up against his stained undershirt. The state of Gene's apartment was a perfect demonstration of what a disgusting loser he really was. At work, Gene had no choice but to put on a half-decent appearance. But, here, in his dingy, grimy apartment, it was obvious how crass and filthy he really was.
But, despite his filthy living situation, it was impossible for Eliza to feel the proper disdain that she knew Gene deserved. The Mjölkhare oil had robbed her of any disgust she would normally feel for a fat slob like him. All she could feel when she looked at her master in his ratty boxers and dirty undershirt was helpless, horny submission.
His amusement was a good sign. It meant he might be in a permissive mood. But it was still important for Eliza to butter him up a little more. She gestured subtly at Kim, nodding to the dirty carpet at their master's feet, and Kim managed to only lightly roll her eyes as they both knelt submissively.
After a second, Gene tore his eyes away from the video on Kim's phone to see his two Cumbunnies on their knees subservient beneath him, eyes soft and upturned, beautiful bodies barely covered by the slutty swimsuits he'd commanded them to wear.


His usual broad, gloating grin spread across his face, and Eliza felt a fresh flood of hope that this was going to work. Gene may have a certain animal cunning, but at his core, he was a simple man. One who could be manipulated. All you had to do was make him feel like he was in charge.
And that's precisely what Eliza planned to do tonight.
"What's up, bunnies?" he asked in a voice smoldering with amusement and arousal. "Hungry for a little treat?"
"You know that we are, Master," purred Eliza, reaching forward to run a hand lovingly up her master's squat, hairy thigh. After a moment, Kim mirrored her on the other side, managing a passable expression of submissive devotion. "We want you to use your poor, hungry bunnies and fill us up with your cum. Please. Let us serve you."
"We want to please you, Daddy," Kim added in the breathy voice she was getting so good at lately, tugging needily on Gene's boxers. "Is there a way we can earn your cum?"
Their show of complete submission was having the desired effect. The python in Gene's boxers stirred, pressing up against the loose material as he tossed Kim's phone aside and focused on his two favorite sex toys. "So my bunnies want to earn their supper," he mused, reaching down to massage his growing bulge. "Well, I might have an idea. Now that I have two bunnies, there is something I've always wanted to try..."
Without warning, Gene stood, unceremoniously dropping his boxers down his stumpy legs and letting his thick, club-like cock spring free. The sight of it took Eliza's breath away, a wet, squirming feeling of desperate arousal filling her belly.
"Two mouths on my cock feels amazing," he rumbled, stroking the massive member in question slowly, just inches from Eliza's blushing face. "But I think it might be even more fun for one bunny to take care of my cock in front while the other takes care of... some much dirtier work from behind."
Eliza and Kim glanced at each other, at first in confusion. Then disgust blended with arousal dawned on both of their faces.
"I'll leave who gets what up to you, since you're the head bunny," said Gene to Eliza airily. "What do you think, Lizzie? Are you going to take one for the team? Or is Kimmy going to experience a brand new taste sensation?"
Kim was staring at Eliza, her eyes wide, as if willing Eliza to let her off the hook. Rimming was something that Gene had demanded from Eliza before. It was clear why Gene liked it: he got off on humiliating his bunnies. There was nothing quite as sweet to a fat, ugly pervert like him than forcing a beautiful woman to lick his asshole, kneeling and sticking her lovely face between his flabby cheeks. He considered it the perfect demeaning act to put his bunnies in their place.
Kim hadn't been asked to do it yet and based on the look on her face, she was hoping that today wouldn't be her first time. But, as much as Eliza would have liked to spare her sister-in-law the indignity, that wasn't really an option here. She had to work on Gene during the sex act, when he was at his most pleased and distracted, and she would have no opportunity to talk to him if her face was buried between his fat ass cheeks.
Sorry, Kim... this is exactly the kind of thing I meant when I asked you to play along.
"I want to suck your cock, master," said Eliza, her eyes downcast. "Kimmy can take care of your... other needs."
Kim stared daggers at her, and looked like she was about to speak up, but then bit her lip and barely contained herself, her face red and her eyes murderous.
"Well, Kimmy?" asked Gene with a cruel smirk. "Ready to try something new?"
Kim shut her eyes and breathed deeply. Eliza could tell what her fellow bunny was feeling... she had felt it echo in herself countless times. Kim was angry and humiliated... but the curvy little blonde was also deeply aroused by the idea of the disgusting submission she was about to perform. Her nipples pressed hard against her tiny suit, and her heavy, rasping breaths weren't caused by anger alone.
When she opened her eyes and meekly managed "Yes, Daddy," her eager tone was only partially an act.
"Good girl," said Gene in an oily, gloating voice. Then, grotesquely, he turned and bent slightly, waiting for Kim to submit in the most humiliating way yet. Although her face was now blocked by Gene's hairy bulk, Eliza could see Kim hesitate, then reach up to take one cheek in each hand, part them, and nuzzle her lovely face into her Daddy's unclean ass.
A moment later, slurping and licking sounds filled the room. Eliza could watch Kim's body language move from stiff and disgusted to loose and eager with surprising speed. Her fingers gripped tighter, and the slurping grew louder, blending with light, muffled moans as Kim's slutty submissive side took over.
"Well?" asked Gene flatly, making Eliza jump a little. "Are you just going to watch, or are you going to do your job?"
Right... she had to get to work if she wanted to convince Gene to do her an uncharacteristic favor. Eliza's eyes flicked downward to her master's cock, throbbing and dripping with precum from the pleasure of Kim's oral service. Then she leaned forward eagerly, running her tongue up the hot, veiny length of her master's cock. Slowly. Reverently. Worshipping it like it deserved. It no longer required any acting from Eliza to seem like she enjoyed Gene's dick. It was simply true. Even when she wasn't with him, Gene's cock ran through her head constantly these days, making her mouth water and her pussy flush with desperate heat. The brute's cock sank deep into the warm, wet depths of her married mouth. She sealed her lips tight as they glided down her master's shaft. She couldn't hold back the pleasure and satisfaction welling up inside her... the deep desire to taste his cum.
Eliza was working as hard as she could to find a way to break Gene's domination... but sometimes she wondered what life would be like without his magnificent cock. Sometimes, as much as she wished she felt different, the thought of never sucking or fucking Gene's cock again made her depressed.
She was getting lost in those thoughts... lost in the pleasure of her sloppy, slutty blowjob as she bobbed her head up and down Gene's substantive length. But she couldn't let herself turn completely into Lizzie. Not right now. She needed to be sharp.
Finally, Eliza pulled away, a trail of saliva momentarily connecting her lips to her master's cock. She stroked it rapidly with both hands, using her spit as lube as she looked up into Gene's beady eyes.
"Master..." she said meekly, speaking up to be heard over the slutty muffled moans and slurping coming from between Gene's ass cheeks as Kim feasted with ever greater and greater enthusiasm, "My anniversary is coming up..."
Gene gave her an odd look. "It hasn't been a year since I... Oh! You mean with your loser cuck of a hubby. That's hilarious! As if your pathetic sham of a relationship deserves celebrating. I'm glad you told me. Maybe we should surprise little Davey somehow."
Well, that first knee-jerk reaction wasn't an incredibly good sign. And it certainly wasn't where Eliza wanted Gene's thoughts to be headed. She sucked her master cock for a few more seconds, rapidly bobbing her head up and down his thick, manly shaft while she collected her thoughts. She would have to try to lead him carefully to the correct conclusion.
"Lately David's been getting suspicious, master," said Eliza breathlessly as she popped up off of Gene's cock again. She stared up into his piggy eyes, doing her best to impart her sincerity to him with her lovely ice-blue eyes. "He keeps asking why I won't have sex with him, and I don't have any good answers."
Gene snickered evilly and gripped the back of Eliza's head, shoving his thick cock back into her mouth and dominantly seizing control of his blowjob. Eliza felt herself swoon, her pussy buzzing and throbbing between her legs as her master's cock pressed against the back of her throat... harder... harder... then slipped inside, taking ownership of his slut as he sheathed himself in the slick heat of her tight married throat.
"Tell that limp-dick cuck that he can't fuck you because he isn't good enough," grunted Gene as he used his hand to roughly push Eliza's head up and down his cock. "It's about time he learned where he ranks on the list of men in your life." His eyes were filled with savage triumph. He was sandwiched between the mouths of two gorgeous women, stuffing his cock down the throat of his worst enemy's wife while the tongue of David's little sister slithered and slurped over his asshole. It felt like victory.
Eliza had no choice but to let Gene have his way with her throat for a few long, heart-pounding minutes, surrendering completely to her master's cock, wrapping her lips tight around his pulsing length as her straining throat bulged around it, accommodating his throbbing girth. She sucked and poor Kimmy licked, degrading themselves in service to their master, just like good Cumbunnies should.
Finally, with a deep sigh of satisfaction, Gene released Eliza, letting her pop up from his cock red-faced and coughing. She struggled to collect herself and focus on her mission. If she wasn't careful, she would be totally sucked into her Cumbunny self. She had to steer this conversation in the right direction, and quickly.
"But master, if I tell him something like that... he might find out that I'm having sex with you," she pointed out, careful to keep her voice mild and submissive.
Gene narrowed his eyes as he stared down at her. He reached back to tap Kim on the head, signaling her to stop. The petite blonde ignored him for a moment, working her lips and tongue energetically as she continued to feast between her Daddy's cheeks. With a chuckle, he was forced to reach back and pull her away from her slutty task before turning back to Eliza.
"So... what exactly are you trying to say?" he asked Eliza in a low, dangerous voice.
There was nothing left that she could do to soften the blow. Now that Gene was asking directly, she just had to go for it. Eliza licked her lips, getting another fleeting taste of her master's dick, and said nervously, "If you just let me have sex with him for that one night, then..."
Gene cut her off abruptly. "No." The word was terse and final, allowing no argument. Gene's face was closed off, his eyes dull and disinterested. Eliza had never seen anyone so unreceptive. This was going just about as badly as it possibly could. But Eliza had no choice but to keep trying. She had to somehow make this happen. Her relationship with David and the entire tenuous secret life she was living depended on it. If she refused her husband again after promising him they would have sex on their anniversary, there was no way that David would ever forgive her.
"Master, please," said Eliza in a soothing, sultry voice, reaching out to start softly stroking his cock once again, "It's been so fun sneaking around behind that worthless loser's back with you. But if I can't at least fake a half-hearted performance on our anniversary night, even that idiot will start asking questions. And then our fun, sexy little game will be over."
For a second, Eliza thought she had him. He relaxed a fraction of an inch, and a thoughtful look crossed his ugly face. But then, shockingly, he reached down and pushed her hand away from his cock.
"I don't give a fuck about that anymore," he said with a sneer. "It was kind of funny for a while to sneak around and fuck Davey's wife while I bullied him, but newsflash, Lizzie. He's not even really your husband anymore. You aren't a wife, you're a Cumbunny. It was always going to end with you flipping off your cuck and living as my full-time sex doll, just like all the other bunnies do. It's time for us to make that happen."
Eliza was numb with shock, her heart in her throat, and her mind racing in panic. Fuck fuck fuck. She had always known in the back of her mind that Gene intended this to be her fate in the end. The other Cumbunnies she'd met didn't have rich, fulfilling lives away from their masters: they were permanent live-in fuckdolls. It was obvious that Gene would work toward that end at some point.
She just thought she'd have more time. More time to find some way out of it. To find a way to undo this addiction to Gene and his cum. But it appeared her time was up... Unless she could somehow find a way to convince Gene otherwise.
"Master," she said desperately, her mind scrabbling for something, anything that would allow her to wiggle out of Gene's decision, "Surely you don't want me to just disappear and leave David behind, right? That would be so... anti-climactic! Isn't the best part of this how we're putting him in his place? We need to plan a grand finale, and we need more time for that. Just let me have sex with him one last time, to throw off his suspicions."
Gene crouched down on his hairy haunches, staring into her eyes with a menacing glare. Eliza tried to look down, but he reached up and seized her chin, holding her head up and forcing her to maintain eye contact.
"If I didn't know better, I would say that you actually wanted to fuck the little loser," he growled, his voice grim with suspicion.
Eliza's mouth went dry. She realized she was really playing with fire now. Gene could easily make her life a living hell just by cutting her off from the cum she desperately craved. Her survival instincts screamed at her that she had no choice but to do whatever he wanted. Lizzie, her Cumbunny self, reared her ugly head as well, distressed that her master was so upset with her. Lizzie just wanted to be a giggly, happy little bunny. Living at her master's house full-time sounded super-duper fun!
But, despite those strong urges, some hard, flinty part of Eliza's mind hung on. She had to try. Through all of this bullshit, she still loved her husband. And the only narrow chance she had to save their relationship was to convince Gene to let them have sex. Somehow.
"Of course not, master," she gushed. "Why would I ever want the limp little worm between that loser's legs when I have your perfect cock to fill all of my holes?"
Gene paused, raising an eyebrow. He wasn't fully convinced, but Gene was especially susceptible to flattery, and Eliza could tell she'd scored some points.
"Yeah, I mean... I always thought the whole point of this was to teach my pathetic brother a lesson," said Kim from behind Gene in a bored-sounding drawl, wiping the back of her mouth with her hand. "Are you really just going to cut him out of this whole situation before he discovers the humiliating truth?"
Gene looked at Kim over his shoulder, then turned back to Eliza. Unfortunately, his expression hadn't softened.
"Who is more important to you, Lizzie, your master or your weak, pathetic husband? Answer me." His voice was flat and hard, just like his eyes.
Eliza licked her lips and nervously said, 'M-master, it's not that simple! Having sex with him will let us..."
Gene abruptly straightened up and stalked away from the two women, hands gripped tight behind his back.
"Kimmy!" he barked, making them both jump.
"Yes, Daddy?" said Kim timidly, sharing a nervous look with her fellow bunny.
"For now, I'm promoting you to head bunny. It looks like your sister needs a little reeducation before she can be trusted. Think you can handle that?"
Kim stared at Eliza, her eyebrows furrowed. Then she bit her lip and looked away.
Eliza felt a stab of anxiety pulse through her.
"Yes, Daddy," said Kim with an alarming twist of satisfaction in her voice. "I think I can help my sister see the error of her ways."
Gene rounded on the two nearly unclothed kneeling bunnies with a savage grin. "That's what I like to hear....But I think it might be hard for poor Lizzie to accept her new spot at the bottom of the hierarchy. Let's help her get into the right mindset. Sit on the couch, Kimmy. Let's show Lizzie who the new alpha bitch is."
Kim scrambled up and sat back on the couch, her face a picture of eager arousal. Before Eliza had even absorbed what was happening, Gene plopped down on his ratty old easy chair across from them and began stroking his cock. "Go on, Kimmy. You're the head bunny now. Why don't you teach Eliza a little respect? I can think of one way that might... make the point clear."
Kim looked down at her lap, then to Eliza, still kneeling open-mouthed at her feet. A broad grin spread across her face as she caught on to what Gene was suggesting.
Kim patted her lap and said with a smirk, "Come on up here, Lizzie. Looks like the shoe is on the other foot now."
Eliza stewed in frustration and despair. Not only was her only hope of saving her relationship ruined, but Kim had utterly stabbed her in the back, jumping at the first chance for a minor scrap of power. Eliza tried to think of some sort of excuse she could use to get out of her predicament, but she came up empty. Her philosophy right now was all about appeasing Gene, and there was no way out of this humiliating transfer of power without open defiance. She rose on her ridiculous heels and, blushing heavily, laid across her petite sister-in-law's lap, her pale, round butt sticking up into the air, defenseless and nearly bare, with only the thin string of her thong bikini as any kind of covering.
"Mmmm, I've been wanting to get my hands on this fat ass for a while, Daddy," purred Kim in delight, sinking her fingers greedily into Eliza's plump cheeks.
"Haha, you're a little slut, aren't you, Kimmy? I bet you snuck peeks at your pretty sister's ass even before you became a Cumbunny, didn't you?"
"Maybe..." murmured Kim in a tone so embarrassed that Eliza was shocked to realize she might not be embellishing for their master's benefit.
"Well, in that case, let's make all your dreams come true, Kimmy. Lizzie's in the doghouse now. Make her feel like the bottom bitch that she is."
Eliza turned, looking at her master with pleading eyes, hoping that she could still turn this around before things went too far. But before she could even speak, Kim's hand flashed down, sharply slapping Eliza's bared ass cheek and turning whatever Eliza planned to say into an embarrassed yelp.
Kim's hand rose and fell again, leaving another red, five-fingered mark on Eliza's pale skin and making her whine and wiggle in discomfort. It wasn't the first time she had been spanked. She had a beautiful, shapely ass, and Gene had thoroughly enjoyed every part of her body by now. But submitting to this type of dominant treatment from another woman was a different level of humiliating kinkiness altogether. Especially from Kim, who Eliza had dominated sexually up until this moment.
Kim's palms fell in an irregular rhythm, making Eliza's jiggling cheeks sting and, shamefully, her pussy grow wetter and hotter with every blow. The reversal of positions was both embarrassing and deeply arousing. Somehow, even starting from a slutty, degraded position, Eliza had fallen even further. Now she wasn't just dominated by Gene, but by her sister-in law as well.
"I hope..."
*Crack*
"That you were taking notes on how obedient I was when you were in charge."
*Crack*
"Because I remember every detail of how you treated me, Sis."
*Crack*
"I remember every single way you rubbed my nose in my weakness."
*Crack*
"Every way you flexed your power over me."
*Crack*
"...You know what? Don't worry if you can't remember. I'm going to remind you."
"P-please, Kimmy! I'm sorry! I'll be good, I promise," whimpered Eliza. All of her plans and her frustrations and her reluctance to submit to the woman who had formerly been beneath her in the sexual hierarchy were evaporating in the face of the stinging, humiliating slaps. Lizzie the Cumbunny rose to the surface within her, desperate for the scary, sexy lady's approval. Lizzie loved the feeling of Kim's strong hand even through the pain. Her pussy had already soaked through the tiny strip of cloth covering it and was now dripping down her thighs onto Kim's soft lap beneath her.


"Oh, you'll be good, Lizzie," said Kim in a voice bolstered by smoldering certainty. "I know you will. Because that's what I want. And what I say goes." Her free hand rose to Eliza's mouth, her slim fingers pressing at Eliza's pouty lips, demanding entrance. "Now stop your whining. Put that little mouth to good use and suck."
Eliza had no strength left within her to resist. Gene had trained her to submit, and that training had left her weak and willing for this type of sexual dominance. She parted her lips and allowed Kim's two fingers inside, while Kim's other hand slipped down her stinging cheeks, tugging aside her soaked bikini bottoms to mirror the intrusion at her lower lips.
Kim's fingers pressed down dominantly on her submissive sister-in-law's tongue, stifling her moan as her other two fingers slid easily into her hot, silky cunt. Eliza was being stuffed from both ends, and her body's instinctive response was to spread her slim thighs wider and swirl her tongue around Kim's probing fingers, welcoming them deeper into her mouth. Kim began rhythmically thrusting both pairs of fingers, playing Eliza's throbbing pussy and greedy mouth like instruments.
"That's it," she murmured, her own voice husky with desire, "That's my good little bunny. Cum for me. Cum for your sister, Lizzie."
"No." The command was a strict whipcrack of low, dominant force, making both women jump. They had been so lost in their own world for a moment that they had totally forgotten about their master, watching the play of dominance and submission while stroking himself.
Both women stared at him raptly, snapping to attention, ready to receive their orders without a single thought of defiance, thanks to their sexual haze.
"Lizzie doesn't get to cum. Not until I say. And I don't just mean right now. Indefinitely. She doesn't get to touch my cock either. Not until she gets her priorities straight." He stood, his expression menacing as his cock throbbed powerfully between his squat, hairy thighs. "But she can watch... while she thinks about whether it's me or her cuck hubby she wants more. Come here, Kimmy. I want to show Lizzie what she's missing."
Kim wriggled out from beneath Eliza, and, as humiliating as it had been to be finger fucked from both ends by her bratty sister-in-law, her departure left Eliza feeling neglected. She lay on the couch, panting, with her reddened ass and dripping pussy still throbbing with pain and arousal, as she watched Kim run to her Daddy.
Gene scooped her up into his powerful arms in one confident motion, spinning her and hooking his elbows beneath her knees, suspending her facing Eliza with her thighs spread wide.
Kim reached down with an expression of horny anticipation painting her face, pulling her bikini bottoms aside to expose her puffy, glistening snatch. She was clearly on board with Gene's brutal show of force, eager to be used as an example of what her Daddy's cock could do to this willing slut.
Eliza felt a powerful twinge of jealous lust as Gene slowly lowered Kim, impaling her on his fully erect cock. The petite, curvy blonde let out a sharp cry of pleasure, her body arching and writhing in her Daddy's thick hairy arms as Gene demonstrated his crude strength. He began moving Kim, easily manhandling her, bouncing her slowly up and down as he deftly filled her eager cunt again and again.
Eliza turned over and let her hand dive between her spread thighs, rubbing her clit in quick, desperate circles, seeking the satisfaction of release. Kim stared down from above her, her lips parted to let out sweet moans of pleasure, and her eyes gloating over her position of power.
Anger coiled and burned in Eliza's heart as her fingers moved faster and firmer on her throbbing clit. That little bitch... Jumped at the first opportunity to betray me. She's getting off on seeing me desperate and horny while she gets fucked by Master's cock!
Kim's hips ground and swirled, doing her best to increase her and her Daddy's pleasure, even though she was helpless in his powerful arms. Gene was using her like a sex toy, and it was obvious from the look on Kim's face that being fucked like that was deeply satisfying. Eliza could see that her master and his new top bunny were both heading for orgasm. Gene was grunting, deep and rough in the back of his throat, and Kim's moans were rising to a breathy whine. Eliza was desperate for release herself, filling the room with the soft, wet noises of her self-pleasure as her fingers worked frantically on her horny cunt.
But it was like a glass wall had been thrown up between her and climax. She could feel her orgasm just out of her reach, but it kept retreating as her pleasure and tension spiraled higher and higher. It was just like Gene's prohibition on fucking her husband: she couldn't cum right now, no matter how badly she wanted to. Her master had forbidden it. So she was stuck in frustrated, horny limbo as she got closer and closer to climax, but never reached it.
Gene seemed just on the edge of cumming, which was sure to send Kim into convulsions of bliss from the feeling of his creampie...
But then an annoying, jangling ringing noise sounded from the bedroom.
Gene paused his jackhammering rhythm, cocking his head to listen while panting heavily. The jangling ringtone continued, obviously coming from Gene's computer. With a grunt of annoyance, he withdrew his pleasure-slicked cock and set Kim down on her wobbly legs, ignoring her whines of sexual desperation.
"Hold that thought," he said with a grimace of exasperation. "They aren't supposed to call unless it's important."
He strode across the room and into his bedroom, slamming the door behind him, leaving his two Cumbunny alone for the moment.
Eliza immediately leaned forward, pointing an accusing finger at Kim. "What the fuck was that?"
Kim raised her eyebrows, giving her fellow Cumbunny a flat, unimpressed stare. "Watch your tone, Lizzie. I have no idea what you're talking about."
It infuriated Eliza beyond belief that Kim was still maintaining her air of superiority even after Gene had left the room. She had to take a deep breath to calm herself before she continued. "You know what I mean, Kim. You suddenly teamed up with him to 'punish' me for suggesting the goal we both agreed to work toward!" She was hissing quietly at this point, trying hard to make sure that Gene wouldn't overhear them from his bedroom, but her anger made it difficult to be quiet.
Kim's face darkened into a scowl. "Well... that's a strange thing to hear from the bitch who had no problem dominating me up until today. I thought we were supposed to go along with what Gene wants, no matter what. Or is that just true when you get to be the one bossing me around?"
Eliza stared at Kim in embarrassed shock for a second, then stammered, "Th-this is different."
"Why?" demanded Kim, leaning down to get right in her sister-in-law's face. "Why is it suddenly super important that we stand in sisterly solidarity when it was fine for me to be on the bottom of the hierarchy just yesterday?"
Eliza didn't have a good answer for Kim's pointed question, but in the end, it didn't matter anyway. They were interrupted by the door to Gene's bedroom bursting open, revealing their squat, ugly master with a broad grin across his face.
"Good news!" he said loudly, spreading his arms wide. "I've just gotten word that Rabbit Season is coming up!"
Their animosity temporarily abandoned, Kim and Eliza shared a worried look. A sudden plunging feeling stabbed through Eliza's belly. She knew exactly what Rabbit Season was, although she couldn't admit that fact. She'd picked up the knowledge from lurking on Cumbunny Acres, the Kaos server that held the degenerate community of Cumbunny owners of all stripes, current and aspiring.
"Rabbit Season" wasn't a time period. It was the name of an event, which was a frequent topic of conversation on the server. A giant meetup of masters and their Cumbunnies, usually including live "talent show" sex exhibitions, Cumbunny swapping between masters, and even twisted presentations about how to succeed at "the lifestyle". Rumors swirled that the mysterious supplier of the Mjölkhare oil also attended, although if that was true, it hadn't given any widely known clues about who they actually were.
She hadn't shared any of this with Kim yet. Up until now, it had never seemed relevant. Another thing that Eliza thought she would have more time to deal with.
Kim turned to Gene, not finding the answers she wanted in Eliza's conflicted eyes. "What's Rabbit Season, Daddy?"
Gene chuckled and slapped Kim's ass fondly. "Only the biggest, horniest party in the world, bunny. A place where you and Lizzie can meet all kinds of new friends." His eyes shifted to Lizzie where she still sat on the couch. "And it's all happening next Friday."
A stinging bolt of pure, cold panic struck Eliza. Oh fuck...
"I can't master, that's the day of my anniversary!" she blurted out without thinking. Kim actually rolled her eyes, and that made Eliza realize with a sinking feeling that, in the heat of the moment, she had done precisely the wrong thing. Telling Gene "no" was guaranteed to set him off.
But her resolve hardened. This anniversary was essential if she wanted to salvage any sort of relationship with her husband. She could last without Gene's cum until Friday. It would probably take every scrap of willpower she had, but she could do it. His punishment would no doubt be severe, but if that was what it took to show David she still loved him, then that's what she would do.
Gene opened his mouth with a scowl, no doubt ready to lay into her once again for her disobedience. But then he paused, a calculating look crossing his face. He had noticed the defiant glint in his Cumbunny's eyes. That look was increasingly rare these days, and that must have given him pause.
A series of emotional displays crossed his ugly features. Anger, disbelief, confusion, and finally, grudging acceptance. He sighed and scrubbed a hand through his thinning hair. "I can't believe I'm saying this," he grumbled under his breath, then fixed Eliza with an annoyed glare as he continued, "Look. I can see that you want to make a problem out of this. We both know I could order you to go to Rabbit Season, and you'd have to do it. And we both also know that there are lots of ways you could embarrass me in front of my friends if you really wanted to. I can't think of every possible way you could defy me and order you not to."
Eliza gave him a tight nod. Gene was more perceptive than he looked. She'd been holding that threat in her back pocket in case he tried to force the issue.
"But I'm not going to be the loser who goes to Rabbit Season without a Cumbunny everyone already knows I have," said Gene savagely, pointing a thick finger at Eliza. "And I'm not going to let my sex toy publicly make a fool of me either."
Eliza and Gene made eye contact with each other, and it was the first time in a long time that Eliza had felt anything other than slavish devotion when she was in his presence. Gene seemed to steel himself and grudgingly said, "Don't get used to this... but this one time, you have something I can't just take. And I have something you want too. So... let's make a deal."
Eliza felt a wild spiral of hope rising in her heart. It seemed too good to be true, but for the second time ever, she had managed to force a concession from Gene. She summoned all the dignity that a woman with a reddened ass and a bare, dripping pussy could and asked, "What are the terms?"
"You're going to go to Rabbit Season. And you're going to be the perfect, obedient Cumbunny," said Gene in a flat voice saturated with frustration. "If you perform to my expectations, I will let you rock your hubby's world on your anniversary."
"I need you to be clear," said Eliza seriously, trying hard to think clearly and not fall into some sort of trap. "If I do this for you, my husband will be allowed to have sex with me. As in, penetrate my pussy?"
Gene rolled his eyes. "Yes! How fucking clear do I need to make this? You make it sound as sexy as a medical textbook. If you do as I say, your worthless little cuck will get one last opportunity to stick his little cock into your pussy. Happy? Do we have a deal?"
Eliza considered his offer carefully. It still wasn't ideal. His suggested plan meant that she would have to spend the majority of her anniversary going to a raucous sex party with Gene instead of spending time with her husband. There was only one possible excuse she would be able to give, and it was one she was saving in case of emergency. But that didn't matter. She'd use any excuse she could and do whatever submissive, humiliating acts her master demanded, as long as she got to go home to her husband to have sex and reassure him that everything was alright.
Maybe it would take a deal with the devil, but in the end, she'd be able to somehow keep this fragile equilibrium intact...
And, come to think of it, Rabbit Season would present an opportunity to further her other plans as well...
"It's a deal," said Eliza carefully. She still had an odd sense that something was wrong, which only increased as a broad grin crossed her master's face. But she was committed now. This was the only narrow window she had available for keeping her marriage going. Kim looked shocked, staring back and forth between them like she couldn't quite believe what had come out of either of their mouths.
"Well, I hope you enjoy your cuck's dinky dick," said Gene with a nasty chuckle, "Because you're still not allowed to touch my cock or climax until you've made up for your disrespect."
He slid his arms around Kim, hoisting her into the air again as she giggled and bit her lip in anticipation.
"Now... Where were we?"
...
Eliza stared down at the message from Bitsy, with cautious hope blossoming in her heart.
[I agree. It's the perfect setup. Coach already said we're going. I'll be honest, I'm a little scared.]
Eliza felt her heart go out to her co-conspirator. It was asking a lot from Bitsy to let someone else give her a second dose of the oil. Neither of them had any idea what the effects of two doses might be. It might free her from the overwhelming desire for cum, or it might double it.
[Thank you, Bitsy. I'll be there too, and I'll help any way I can.]
There was nothing more she could say. She had nothing left to look into except the slim possibility that two doses of Mjölkhare oil might do something completely unexpected. The Rabbit Season gathering a few days from now would be a pivotal night for the both of them.
In more ways than one.
Eliza had been trying her best to show all the love and affection that her husband deserved over the past few days, cooking for him, giving him backrubs, soothing his worries over Gene's latest bullying tactics at work... Being a good wife was easier said than done when her master's prohibition on orgasming was turning her into a ticking time bomb of sexual frustration. But she was somehow holding it together. She needed David to know how much she loved him, so that the first part of their anniversary wouldn't turn him against her completely.
The plan was simple and daring. She would make some throwaway comments over the next few days about how her phone was acting up. Then, on the day of their anniversary, she would drive separately to work, making an excuse about picking up a gift. Finally, she would drop completely out of contact all evening, allowing her to go to the obscene gathering of Cumbunnies.
If Gene said she would have a chance to have sex with David "on their anniversary", that meant he couldn't plan to keep her later than midnight. She would hurry home with a story about running out of gas and getting stranded while her phone died.
It was an awful excuse. Full of the kind of holes that David would see through in a second... unless she immediately pulled him into bed and gave him the best sex of his life. Even then, it was a plan that carried tremendous risk that David would see straight through it, not to mention the fact that he would probably be sick with worry for the entire evening up until she got home. But she had no choice. There was no other excuse she could use that would make sense for why she was skipping out on their anniversary. She had to make up something that made it seem like the situation was out of her hands.
It would take a miracle to get through her anniversary night with both the fragile equilibrium of her marriage and her servitude to Gene intact. But that's what she was hoping for. She would just remain confident and push right through her mounting doubts.
...
Gene's shitty car rattled to a stop in front of a building that Eliza recognized immediately. It was the same shady BDSM club where Gene had brought her for her first meetup. It was likely popular in the Cumbunny scene.
"Alright," said Gene, rubbing his hands together with gleeful anticipation, "ready to rock and roll, bunnies?" Gene had made a real effort tonight. He was wearing a brand new suit jacket with a dark blue shirt underneath. Eliza thought it looked ridiculous and sleazy, but she knew better than to give the thought voice. Although Gene didn't give a fuck what anybody at the office thought of him, it was obvious that he wanted to impress his fellow Cumbunny owners.
"Ready," said Kim dryly, shifting a little uncomfortably and making the leash dangling from her collar clink. She was answering for both of them. Kim had accepted her role as chief bunny completely and enthusiastically. No matter how much it frustrated Eliza to take orders from her bratty blonde sister-in-law, there was nothing she could do. Gene had ordered it, and his word was law.
"Then masks on," said Gene eagerly, pulling down the black fox mask he'd had resting on his forehead.
"Why are we wearing masks, Daddy?" asked Kim as she pulled her lacy bunny mask down over her eyes, its two ears sticking up almost enough to reach the roof of the cramped car. "Lizzie says you didn't wear them at the last meetup."
Eliza shot Kim an irritated look that her sister-in-law pointedly ignored. Why the fuck is Kim telling Gene things we talked about in private? True, it wasn't exactly an important detail. Kim had agreed to assist Eliza and Bitsy in their mission when Eliza had told her about the chance this gathering represented, and Eliza knew that Kim wouldn't be dumb enough to mention anything about that to Gene... But Eliza didn't even want Gene to consider that his two Cumbunnies might be talking to each other about him behind his back.
Luckily, Gene didn't seem to think too deeply about it. He let out a throaty chuckle and said, "I know! I think the masks are fucking stupid personally, but it's a long-standing tradition for Rabbit Season. Some guys got worried about their identities leaking, then got nervous that if they were the only ones wearing masks, they would look even more suspicious, and, well, you get the picture. Everyone has to wear them now. But don't worry, a lot of Bunny masks end up slipping off by the end of the night, especially for guys who want to show off a bunny that they think will be recognized." He opened the car door and stepped out with a grunt. The two bunnies felt the car shift in his absence.
"Well, it's not like these masks are going to hide our identities anyway," said Kim with a roll of her eyes toward Eliza as she opened the door to follow. Eliza had to agree. The white lace masks covered the tops of their faces in a thin, sheer layer, but didn't seem like they would be much use in concealing their identities.
Eliza tentatively stepped out of the car, and for a moment Gene and his two bunnies stood in the parking lot of the low, unmarked building. Eliza cringed a little, anxious to get inside. The outfits they were currently wearing were even worse than what she'd worn on her first visit to this sex club. Eliza and Kim were wearing modified versions of the same bunny suit Eliza had worn on that previous night, but with two crucial differences: the removable portions of the corset that normally covered the breasts were absent, and the leather bikini briefs had been left at home, leaving Kim and Eliza completely bottomless.


In other words, both Cumbunnies had their tits, pussies, and asses hanging out for the world to see, wearing only a half-corset, stockings, the tall platform heels that Gene seemed to love, and, of course, collars and bunny masks.
Every second they stayed outdoors made Eliza more and more concerned that some random passersby would see their slutty display. The very thought made her insides twist with anxiety, but, because of Gene's conditioning, it also made her pussy throb with a dirty heat. Gene still hadn't allowed her to orgasm all week, and the only scraps of cum she had been allowed to taste were the leftovers that Kim had been willing to drool into her mouth. Thanks to that reduced ration and her inability to find sexual release, Eliza's whole body ached with sexual tension at this point... a feeling she'd grown used to ever since becoming Gene's Cumbunny, but had never learned to enjoy. Desperation was by far Gene's favorite training incentive.
God, this night is going to last an eternity. I can't fucking wait to leave this erotic nightmare behind and finally have sex with David. Eliza put her plan into motion this afternoon just as planned, driving separately from her husband, kissing him goodbye at the end of the workday, and telling him she would see him in a couple of minutes, then turning off her phone and driving straight to Gene's apartment. He was probably worried sick right now... She was spending time as the slutty fuckdoll of her husband's worst enemy on her anniversary. And, in the same way that Gene had conditioned her to be turned on by exhibitionism, this act of betrayal was shamefully erotic to her.
Gene seemed to sense Eliza and Kim's discomfort and made a cruel, obvious show of taking his time as he picked up their leashes, straightened his jacket, and finally strolled toward the door.
"Welcome to Rabbit Season, Bunnies," he said over his shoulder after whispering the password to the bouncer. "A place where sluts like you can finally feel at home."
Eliza was taken aback as they entered the dim, smoky room. She understood that there would be more people here than had been at the small meetup they'd attended earlier, but she was unprepared for the sheer volume of attendees at the twisted event. The first time she'd been to this sex club, it had been mostly empty, with pockets of people clustered at the tables around the room. Now the entire club was jam packed.
Everyone who was there looked like they were either obviously a master or a bunny. As they moved into the crowd, Eliza peered around her, taking stock of what the masters looked like...... and they were more or less exactly what she expected. The kind of men who had an absolute inability to attract women, beautiful or otherwise, on their own, and so were forced to use magical means to fulfill their dark desires. Some were scrawny and weak-looking. Others just fat. Wizened. Ugly, even beneath their masks. But none of them cringed or looked beaten down like they might have otherwise. This was their night to show off and take pride in their twisted accomplishments.
Each of them had at least one Cumbunny, sometimes on their arms, sometimes at the end of a leash like Eliza and Kim. It seemed that wannabe masters hadn't been worth inviting.
Unlike their masters, the bunnies were a rainbow of stunning variety. Every hair color and skin tone imaginable, only unified by the fact that they were all drop dead gorgeous. The classic bunny suit seemed to be the most popular choice for what their masters chose to dress them in, but there was a variety within that as well. Some Cumbunnies were completely naked. Some were in fetish outfits, dressed as slutty nurses or horny cheerleaders. Strangely, some women wearing the lace bunny masks were dressed in evening gowns, arms linked with their masters. Eliza could only imagine that their masters had tricked themselves into believing they had a real relationship with those bunnies. Or maybe they were women who had somehow forced concessions from their masters? Eliza was intensely curious, but she doubted she would have a chance to investigate tonight. Not when she had so much on her plate as it stood.
Eliza was so focused on scanning the room that she almost missed it when Gene turned to her and Kim, yelling over the crowd to be heard.
"I'm going to go get a drink! Stay here! It's too crowded by the bar! If anyone touches you, yell that they don't have permission!"
Kim made a face, clearly unhappy at the thought that some random man from this motley crowd might touch them, even if they did have permission to resist. But Gene had already loosely tied their leashes around a pillar, and was now pushing through the half-naked crowd toward the bar.
Eliza turned to talk to Kim, hoping to talk strategy for the evening, but her fellow bunny was staring intently at the stage in the center of the room. Eliza turned to see what had caught Kim's attention and soon found herself equally fascinated.
On the stage, a tall, lithe black woman squatted, facing away from the crowd. She wore thigh-high leather boots and one of the standard lace bunny masks, but otherwise she was completely naked. Her dark mocha skin was gleaming with a fresh coat of oil, and her long-nailed fingers grasped a thick cheek in each hand, pulling them apart to reveal her perfect, dark asshole.
As Eliza watched, mesmerized, the puckered hole bulged outward as the woman let out a low, vibrating moan, loud enough to be heard over the din of the crowd. Eliza flinched, believing she was about to see something utterly filthy on stage, but to her surprise, what emerged from the black Cumbunny's impressive ass was an egg, covered in brightly colored stripes and smeared with what was unmistakably semen.
Another egg followed, dropping onto the first one with a soft plop of silicone as the woman panted and her thighs trembled. More eggs followed, squeezed out of the gorgeous woman's pulsing asshole to make a pile of brightly colored easter eggs beneath her on the stage, dripping with semen.
Finally, she straightened and turned, giving the audience a humiliated smile, her nipples rock hard and her pussy juices mingling with the oil covering her body as it dripped down her thighs. Like any well-trained Cumbunny, she was pathetically turned on by her own public degradation.
"Seven eggs from Rae-Rae!" crowed a tubby, masked emcee who mounted the stage with a grin. "Impressive! But who would expect otherwise from such a fat fucking ass, am I right, boys?"
The audience roared with approval as a scrawny fox-masked man with a ratty ponytail took to the stage and slung an arm around Rae-Rae's waist. "Especially when her master thought to use cum as lube!" continued the emcee. "That was smart thinking, Whiteknight66! Any words for our audience?"
The thin man leaned toward the mic and said in a nasally voice, "Rae-Rae just loves to get her fat ass stuffed. With anything and everything, if you know what I mean. Come find us if you want to find out more. I'm always down for swaps."
"Big round of applause for Rae-Rae and Whiteknight66!" said the Emcee. "But we'll have to see if seven is enough to win the grand prize! A lot of people are gunning for that all-expenses-paid spot on the swingers cruise, gentlemen. Imagine it! All you've have to do is loan out your Cumbunny, and you can fuck all the wives you want! The definition of a one-sided deal. But a little secret from me to you, boys. Last year's winner fit a full dozen inside her. If you think your bunny has what it takes, flag down one of the staff, and they'll supply you with all the eggs she can take!"
Kim grabbed Eliza's arm and hissed in her ear, "I knew these masks fucking suck! That was Imani Rae! I would recognize her anywhere!"
"Who is she?" asked Eliza, trying her best to keep an eye on Gene's progress with ordering drinks while paying attention to her fellow bunny in the loud, crowded room.
"She's a fitness influencer," said Kim in a despairing tone. "Or, at least she was. Now I guess she's just a Cumbunny. But I would have thought someone would have noticed this sort of thing happening to her, since she has so many followers. I guess not..."
Eliza knew why the thought disturbed Kim: she had always sort of hoped that someone might see what Gene was doing and step in to save her. But if someone with that high of a profile could be captured without society noticing, what hope was there for the two of them?
They didn't have time to talk about it, because Gene was already halfway through the crowd on his way back from the bar, holding only one drink for himself, naturally. Why pay extra for your sex toys to enjoy themselves?
Shit. Eliza had been hoping to have a chance to go over their strategy. Before this night was over and she was allowed to go home to her husband, Eliza had to ensure that Hareofthedog got his chance to give the second dose of oil to Bitsy.
"I saw you two admiring the performance," said Gene with a wide grin. "Good. I was thinking of taking you two up there for a little demonstration later."
Eliza blanched, and Kim hurriedly said, "Oh... I don't think that we would have any chance of us winning, Daddy."
Gene frowned, then burst out laughing. "Oh! You mean the fucking egg game? Nah, fuck that. That's for suckers. I don't want to compete; I want to show off my two Cumbunny sluts. You'll see in a bit. A lot of people put on sex shows to show how well-trained their bunnies are. Think of it as... Cumbunny karaoke."
"You talk about it like you've been here before, old man," said a snotty voice behind them.
Eliza turned to see that she had at least one piece of good luck tonight. HareoftheDog came pushing through the crowd, with his former stepmother, who he'd renamed Cumslut, in tow. He was apparently one of the masters who'd decided that his Cumbunny should go fully naked, wearing only the bunny mask and a thick leather collar.
Despite her degradation, Cumslut seemed to radiate poise, approaching with a confident, hip-swaying walk that temptingly displayed her beautiful body. Wide hips, full breasts with blushing pink nipples, radiant, milky skin, and fiery red hair that flowed down past her shoulders and clung in a well-groomed patch between her thick thighs. She didn't look the slightest bit self-conscious about her public nudity, instead wearing a warm smile on her beautiful, gracefully aged face.
Despite the woman's calm confidence, the sight of Cumslut sent a thrill of fear through Eliza. The reason that Cumslut was so happy all the time was that she had utterly surrendered to her master's will. It was a picture of Eliza's possible future if all of her plans of defiance failed. She could already feel the Cumbunny inside her yearning for that same happy servitude.
But meeting Hare and Cumslut meant they were halfway toward their goal. All they had to do now was find CoachS and Bitsy. Well... and then came the truly hard part: getting Hare and Bitsy alone together for long enough for him to dose her.
Oddly, Gene seemed almost as happy as Eliza was to see HareoftheDog.
"Hare! Good to see you, buddy! You know how it is, people talk about Rabbit Season on the server so often I feel like I've been here a dozen times already," said Gene in a loud, jovial voice. Then he glanced around conspiratorially and pulled the young blonde man to the side. "Speaking of the server, I actually wanted to finish our conversation from last night."
"Oh. Well, I thought that I made my position pretty clear..." Hare didn't look particularly pleased, but he allowed himself to be pulled down to sit with Gene on one of the low leather couches. Eliza and Kim shared a look. The last thing they wanted was for Hare to be stuck in a conversation with Gene all night. He had to be free to dose Bitsy if they wanted to get their intel.
But there was nothing they could do. Gene was already whispering into the younger man's ear, gesturing wildly.
"So nice to see you again, Lizzie," said Cumslut in her low, musical voice, a faint smile touching her lips, "Welcome to your first Rabbit Season. And so nice to meet your new sister as well."
Eliza turned toward the gorgeous redhead, butterflies filling her stomach for reasons she didn't fully understand. The last time they'd met, Eliza had been sucking Gene's cum out of the ravishing redhead's pussy.
Kim was blushing, her nipples hardening slightly as she looked the other Cumbunny up and down. "So... Do you want to introduce us, Lizzie?" she asked, making sizzling eye contact with the beautiful nude Cumbunny
...
David paced the floor of his home as his phone call went straight to voicemail once again, running through the same frenzied thoughts he'd already considered a dozen times already.
Maybe she's stuck in traffic? No.
The possibility of that excuse was always pretty thin, and had become downright impossible after three hours of waiting for Eliza to come home. Is she in trouble? Has she gotten into a car accident?
Is she cheating on me?
David shook his head with a bitter grimace. But it wasn't so easy to dismiss the thought. The suspicion had been growing in his mind ever since their brief separation. Why else would Eliza be so reluctant to have sex with him? Why was she spending more and more time "running errands" and "meeting up with old friends"? Once he had woken up in the middle of the night to find that she wasn't even in bed next to him. He had considered getting up and searching for her... but in the end, he had just gone back to sleep, and in the morning she was in her usual place beside him.
Maybe she'd just been in the bathroom, or couldn't sleep and went downstairs to watch TV. David didn't know. Because he was a coward. He had been ignoring all the signs, sticking resolutely to his trust in the woman who he'd married. It simply felt impossible to him that his Eliza would ever betray him with another man.
But then... where was she? After all of her excuses and the odd amount of time she spent away from home, where was she on their anniversary?
David considered what would happen if he called the police. Eliza was technically a missing person. Then he shook his head and grabbed his car keys instead. He would drive slowly on the way back to the office and see if she was having some sort of car trouble. She said she was picking something up as a present on the way, so she might not even be on that route.
But he had to try something.
...
"Kimmy, this is Cumslut. Cumslut, this is Gene's new bunny, Kimmy," said Eliza reluctantly, trying to split her focus and pay attention to Gene's whispered conversation with Hare. Whatever he was saying, it didn't seem to be landing well with the young blonde man, who was sneering and shaking his head.
Kim frowned, shaking her head disapprovingly. "That little shit named you 'Cumslut?'" She whispered in an affronted voice. "God... and I thought Gene was a fucking asshole."
Shit. Eliza glanced back and forth between the tall, gently smiling redhead and her petite, blonde sister Cumbunny. That's right... Kim has never met another Cumbunny besides me before. She has no idea how corrupt they can get.
Luckily, Cumslut didn't seem to be offended. "Oh, this one is cute, Lizzie," she said with a chuckle. She reached out with supreme confidence and palmed one of Kim's bare breasts, making Kim gasp and squirm away in shock, goosebumps rising all over her body, as her sensitive nipples rose immediately to attention. "But she's a little wet behind the ears... amongst other places, I'm sure. You really should teach her her place, darling."
Kim was obviously heating up, her face blushing cutely as she crossed her arms over her vulnerable tits and snapped, "She's not going to teach me shit. I'm the bunny in charge now. I just happen to have a little more pride than a worn-out old skank like you!"
Maybe she should have been focused on helping out her fellow bunny, but Eliza's attention was divided by her continued attempt to eavesdrop on her master's conversation. And she was glad that she had made the effort. She caught the phrases, "already claimed" and "a lot of fish in the sea" from Gene, and Hare responded in an angry mutter loud enough to hear clearly, "No one is going to tell me who I can and can't fuck anymore, old man. I'm an alpha, and alphas don't get told 'no'."
It was just as she feared. They were rehashing the same old argument. Which meant that Gene was also aware of what Hare wanted to do tonight... and was trying to stop him.
That detail added a complication to an already risky plan.
But Kim and Cumslut weren't paying attention at all. Cumslut was indulging in a low, rich chuckle, and Kim was anxiously bristling once again, clearly put on the back foot by the attractive nude woman. "Oh, well then, I suppose congratulations are in order! But all the more reason why you should learn the way things work. I adore the name my master has given me. It's refreshingly... honest, don't you think? We're all sluts for cum now, Kimmy. Why not embrace it?"
Kim snorted and rolled her eyes, but Eliza could tell that the words had bothered her more than she let on. "Sorry, I'll never be that far gone," said Kim brashly, clearly putting on a brave face.
"We'll see," said Cumslut with a gentle smile. "I look forward to watching your progress."
"Hey, this looks like a party!" said a rough, boisterous voice from nearby.
CoachS heaved into view, wearing a rumpled polo that barely covered his bulging gut and a pair of too-tight khakhis. Based on the clothes Eliza had seen him in before, she was positive the outfit was the fanciest thing he owned.
Mitsy and Bitsy, as usual, looked a thousand times better. CoachS was one of the masters who had chosen to get creative with costuming rather than go with the traditional bunny suit. Mitsy was wearing an outfit that could have passed for a sexy librarian, although in context, Eliza could tell she was supposed to be a pornographic version of a teacher. Her blouse, despite its long sleeves, was ludicrously immodest. Completely see-through and wickedly tight, it left no detail of her ripe tits to the imagination. If Eliza didn't see her competently managing it, she would have sworn that walking with the tight, ass-hugging pencil skirt and shiny black heels would be close to impossible. Cosmetic glasses, dark pantyhose, and a messy updo completed the picture of slightly disheveled eroticism.
In contrast, Bitsy wore a slutty Japanese schoolgirl outfit. Another example of CoachS's infuriating tendency to force Japanese fetish material on his young Asian Cumbunny that Bitsy had ranted about in their brief daily text chats (despite the fact, as Bitsy had so memorably put it, "I'm fucking Korean"). It had the typical blue collar, red bow, and pleated skirt, but they were all shrunk to ridiculous proportions that showed off her tight, lithe belly, her firm little tits, and her long, slender legs, encased in thigh-high white socks with stripes at the top.
This time, Gene didn't look happy to see his online friend. But Hare looked almost cartoonishly eager. Eliza nearly despaired that this was the fucking idiot they were going to have to assist in completing his poorly thought-out scheme.
CoachS either didn't notice Gene's discomfort or ignored it completely. The tubby older man squeezed in next to him on the couch.
"Good to see you, Coach," said Hare with a sly grin. "And even better to see your bunnies. Hi, ladies. Love your outfits."
Mitsy twirled with a giggle, her tits jiggling with the movement. "Oooh, thanks, sweetie," she said with a wink. Her eyes gleamed as they took in the sight of the statuesque nude redhead standing with Kim. "Your bunny isn't looking so bad herself."


"Thank you, sir," said Bitsy bashfully, looking down, biting her lip, her blush visible through her mask. Eliza silently commended her on the performance. She thought the blushing demurral was the perfect act to bring out Hare's predatory instincts and make him want to pounce.
"Wow!" Said Hare, ignoring Mitsy altogether and leaning forward to leer at Bitsy, "I have to say I'm impressed at little Bitsy's progress. It seemed like last time, you were... struggling to train her Coach."
CoachS frowned at the backhanded compliment, his displeasure obvious even under his mask. "Thanks..." he said slowly, as if he were deciding whether or not to get angry. "She was a little firecracker at first, but at this point, she's a sweet little kitten."
Hare leaned forward to say something else, but Gene held up a hand to stop him, quickly saying, "Look, gentleman! Another stage show is starting. Let's watch."
Hare and CoachS glared at each other for a second, then turned to watch as an old man in a silk robe mounted the stage, pulling two leashed bunnies behind him. Both were wearing traditional bunny suits, and both had matching sleek black ponytails.
"Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the stage for a double-blowjob demonstration... Master Tom and his Cumbunnies, Lola and Lacey!" announced the MC.
The two bunnies immediately knelt and, with downcast eyes, parted their master's robe, revealing an unimpressively small cock that seemed to be only at half-mast.
"Ha! Pathetic," said Gene gleefully as the two bunnies began eagerly lapping at the disappointing cock.
CoachS chortled in agreement. "Yeah, I don't know why the tiny-dicked guys think that stage shows are a good idea. Too many masters think they're hot shit just cuz their bunnies worship them. Gives them an inflated level of self-esteem."
"That sort of over-confidence is an epidemic," said Hare with a sneering smile, looking right into CoachS's eyes.
Good lord, the little shitstain really is an idiot, thought Eliza to herself, digging her nails into her palm. If he really wanted to steal Bitsy from CoachS, the smart way to do it was to be stealthy. But Hare was so mindlessly obsessed with being an alpha male that he was going to blow this for everyone.
Eliza was rarely thankful for anything Gene did, but she could have kissed him for once again rapidly changing the subject. She had to work to stop herself from doing so.
"That's why I'm going to get up there later and show them what a real man can do," said Gene boastfully, tugging at his crotch in a crude display. "And trust me, boys, it won't be an embarrassing display like this." He gestured toward the stage, where the old masked man was in a flop sweat, cursing at his two bunnies while they busily sucked. He seemed like he was getting even softer. Performance anxiety, no doubt.
"You're a braver man than me," said CoachS with a chuckle. "I think I might hit the panel in one of the side rooms about making a profit with your Cumbunny. Three mouths are a lot to feed on a teacher's salary."
Hare leaned forward with a sharp look in his eyes. "Nah, those panels are a waste of time. They give the most obvious possible advice. I'll save you the trip: set up a Simpspace account for your Cumbunny or get her into porn. I have something a lot more interesting we could do." His eyes flicked to Bitsy, and an eager grin spread across his face.
"Bunny swapping."
Kim wasn't able to hold back from rolling her eyes, and Eliza was forced to kick her ankle to get her to behave. But she shared Kim's frustration. Hare's lust and predatory intent were so obvious that even CoachS could read it instantly.
Gene instantly jumped in once again, playing peacemaker. "Ahhh, that does sound like fun, doesn't it? But I'm having fun just drinking right now. Maybe later."
Eliza thought quickly as a sour, dissatisfied look crossed Hare's face. She had no confidence the little weasel would be able to pull this off by himself, and as long as Gene was hanging around, he wouldn't give Hare any opportunity to dose Bitsy.
But what if I could temporarily take Gene out of the picture? Eliza decided to seize the opportunity.
"But swapping does sound like fun, master," said Eliza mildly, gently touching Gene's shoulder while giving CoachS big, puppy dog eyes. "Maybe we could give it a shot?'
Gene looked up at her with narrowed eyes, then his face broke into a broad grin. "Ha! You'll have to forgive Lizzie, boys," he said in a cruel, mocking tone. "She's in heat right now. I haven't let her get off all week. She's been a bad girl."
CoachS stared at Eliza with a raised eyebrow, a bulge beginning to form in his khakis. "Is that so...?" He mused in a growling voice. 'Well... a bunny in heat does seem like a terrible thing to waste. How would you feel about a quick little swap, buddy?"
Gene looked like he had been caught flatfooted. He looked back and forth between CoachS and Hare, indecisive.
Then, to Eliza's surprise, Bitsy spoke up. "Oh yes, Master," she gushed. "It sounds like a lot of fun? Can we do it? Please?"
Eliza glared at her silently, trying to communicate that she was messing this up. Her entire plan had been to draw Mitsy, Gene, and CoachS away so that Hare would have his chance to make his move. Bitsy pairing off with Gene was useless.
But she should have given Bitsy more credit. A second later, her game became apparent as Mitsy jumped in, a competitive gleam in her eyes. "Master, as the older and more experienced bunny, I should be the one to swap," she insisted, draping her arms around CoachS's neck and giving Gene a smoky come-hither gaze.
CoachS laughed and absent-mindedly reached up to grope his bunny's hanging tits. "Well, you heard the lady. I guess our bunnies are horny for a little change of pace. What do you say? I've been training Mitsy in tit-jobs lately."
"I've been getting reeaaaly good," purred Mitsy, pressing her softly hanging tits together lasciviously.
Gene looked reluctant for a moment, but then Eliza saw the switch flip in his brain. Gene was a hedonistic asshole who always looked out for number one. Clearly, he had some sort of investment in preventing Hare from breaking whatever passed for a code of conduct between Cumbunny Masters, but it was asking too much of him to deny himself pleasure in order to sit and babysit Hare.
"Fuck it!" he said with an eager grin. "I came here to have fun, let's have some fucking fun. Let's go into one of the private rooms and do this."
As they got up from the couch, Gene gave one last conflicted look back to where Hare sat on the couch, with Bitsy, Kim, and Cumslut standing at attention nearby.
"Kimmy, entertain my friends while I'm gone," he said gruffly. Probably his attempt at distracting Hare enough to prevent his plan.
"Yeah," said CoachS, giving Hare a suspicious side-long glance. "Don't let anyone touch you until I get back, Bitsy."
Eliza felt a surge of triumph as they made their way through the crowd toward the rooms set aside for sex. Neither of the two men's flimsy tactics would be enough.
Kim was on her side, and Hare didn't need to touch Bitsy to do what he planned.
...
David was boiling with anxiety and frustration by the time he pulled back into the office.
He knew his plan to find Eliza on the side of the road by driving slowly back to the office was a long shot. But still, the fact that he sat here in the dark, empty parking lot meant that he was out of leads entirely.
He slumped down over the wheel of his car, feeling hollow and defeated. Maybe it was time to call the cops. Who knew? Maybe Eliza had been abducted or something.
But just as he reached for his phone, it buzzed and the screen lit up.
David scrambled to pick it up with a shock of adrenaline. Was Eliza finally texting him? But instead, he was met with a message from an unknown number that made him frown in confusion.
[Hey Buddy. I imagine this is a pretty frustrating night for you, huh?]
...
The last few days had been... confusing for Kim.
Mentally, she still knew that Gene was her enemy. And she accepted that, even if Eliza's plans were vague and risky, she was probably on the right track with how she was choosing to resist Daddy.
No, not Daddy... Gene. Fuck! It was getting harder and harder to keep her thoughts straight.
Resistance must be a lot easier for Eliza. Eliza could go home to David and have some sort of mental break from Gene. She probably took that for granted... Kim didn't get any breaks. She was either at work, seeing, smelling, and handling cum all day, at home, restlessly imagining her Daddy's big thick cock, or over at Gene's place getting fucked senseless and filled with his addictive cum.
Her sexual encounters with Gene had accelerated too, ever since he had forbidden Eliza from orgasming. For the past few nights, Kim had spent all of her time between the end of her shift and when she went to bed attending to her Daddy's every sexual need.
Her Daddy had become the center of Kim's world in a way he just hadn't for Eliza, and it was becoming hard to resist him, especially now that she was his number one bunny. Being promoted to Eliza's superior was a powerful rush, and even though Kim recognized that it was probably a better idea to support her sister-in-law's efforts to escape, she couldn't resist exercising her intoxicating new power whenever she got the chance.
The whole situation was confusing. Hopefully, whatever scheme Eliza was working on would bear fruit soon and release Kim from this strange blend of torture and temptation.
Right now, she had been left alone with Bitsy, Hare, and his Cumbunny named Cumslut. Kim wasn't sure what to make of the serene but utterly degraded woman. She had at least ten years on Kim, but she didn't show any signs of rebellion or even the slightest embarrassment. She stood naked by her Master's side in a casual pose, as unconcerned as she would have been wearing an evening gown.
How can she just be... ok with it? She was a beautiful, mature woman enslaved by an awful little shit a decade her junior, but she seemed completely happy and unconcerned.
Cumslut caught her looking and smirked, giving her a sultry wink. Kim looked away with a blush. Well, some people are just born sluts I suppose, she thought dismissively.
"Left all alone without her Master!" said Hare, clicking his tongue and patting the seat beside him as he stared at Bitsy, completely ignoring the fact that Kim was in the same situation. "Come... sit with me. Have a drink while we wait for them to finish having their fun."
Kim felt a sense of warm certainty. Now that Gene and CoachS were safely out of the way, even an idiot pipsqueak like this blonde kid couldn't screw things up, especially since Bitsy was willing to go along with it.
But before Bitsy could take her seat and accept the clumsily offered dose that Hare was sure to slip her, Cumslut plopped down into her master's lap. "Speaking of having fun, master," she purred, wriggling her soft, naked ass down into his lap as she nuzzled gently at the crook of his neck, "All of these gorgeous bunnies have your poor little Cumslut all hot and wet and horny. Maybe we can go somewhere private, too?"
No, you stupid little fuck! Tell her to fuck off and do what you came here to do! Kim seethed internally, willing Hare to focus on Bitsy. But it appeared that the young man was easily distracted by his Cumbunny's charms. With a crooked grin, he slid a hand down her soft belly, through the dense but short-cropped patch of pubic hair, and toward her blushing pussy. Cumslut wiggled and giggled in appreciation, spreading her legs for him, and Bitsy hovered, not sure if it would blow her cover to say something.
Kim steeled herself and took matters into her own hands. They had come too far to trip at the last hurdle. Lizzie had even decided to fuck that gross old fat dude for this... well, a different gross old fat dude than the one she usually fucked. Kim couldn't stand by and watch her sacrifice be made in vain.
"Maybe I could keep your bunny company, sir," said Kim meekly, giving Hareofthedog her best flirty smile. "I'm a little hot and bothered myself, and my master always loves it when I get more practice with other girls."
Hare paused, looking annoyed for a moment that a Cumbunny had actually spoken up and interrupted what he was doing. Then his annoyance blossomed into sly pleasure as his dull little brain realized the opportunity that had apparently fallen into his lap.
"Yeah... yeah, that sounds great. Kimmy, right? You and Cumslut go get to know each other a little better," he said with a condescending tone that set Kim's teeth on edge. But his insulting attitude no longer mattered. He pushed his naked bunny off his lap with a shooing motion and beckoned Bitsy closer.
Bitsy didn't acknowledge the assist at all, but Kim could read the tension in the slim young woman's body. This was on now... Bitsy was about to get her second dose of Mjolkhare oil, and none of them had any idea what the resulting effect would be.
Cumslut, however, had gone cold as ice, her regal eyes glinting behind her mask as she grabbed Kim by the wrist a little tighter than was probably necessary and led her away through the bustling, sweaty, half-naked crowd. "Come on, Kimmy," she said in a voice of brittle politeness. "You wanted to fuck? Let's fuck. And while we do, I think we should have a little chat."
There were private rooms set aside for rendezvous away from prying eyes, but Cumslut didn't bother with them. She found a shady alcove and shoved Kim against the wall, planting a hand next to her head and getting up in the shorter, curvier woman's face. Kim let out a humiliating yelp of alarm at the sudden aggressive movement, her heart thumping hard in her chest at the intensity of Cumslut's glare. Before, the woman had just given off a zoned-out Stepford Wives style tranquility, but now she stared into Kim's soul with a blazing intensity that awakened a strange anxiety and lust in Kim's lower belly.
"What game are you and Lizzie playing?" asked Cumslut in a low, forceful voice.
"I...I have no idea what you mean," said Kim defensively, feeling her pussy warming up between her thighs from the sudden intense proximity of the attractive naked redhead.
Cumslut snorted lightly, arching one perfect, scarlet eyebrow. "Oh really... You think I'm a mindless bimbo, don't you? I know that my master is after little Bitsy. He's been talking about it for months. The only question is... how do you two know that? I'm not one of those knuckledragging men who can be distracted by a giggle and an offer of pussy, Kimmy." Her hand strayed down to lightly trace up Kim's inner thigh as she chuckled, low and rich in the back of her throat. "Although... I'll certainly take it when offered."
Before Kim even had a chance to react, her fingers were tenderly probing upward, sliding between her lips and feeling the wet, pulsing heat between her thighs. Kim couldn't help it: a little whimper escaped her throat from the sudden, intense sensation, her legs spreading instinctively to welcome Cumslut's touch.
"Oh, sweetie," said Cumslut in a condescending croon as her slim, feminine fingers probed deeper and her perfect body pressed up against Kim's, soft and hot. "I thought you said you were a top bunny? All I see here is a submissive slut..." Her head dropped to the crook of Kim's neck, her plump lips planting hot, wet kisses there, her tongue flicking out to trace ticklish trails on Kim's tender skin.
"A-at least I haven't given in completely," said Kim, a trembling moan creeping into her voice. Cumsluts's fingers were probing deep and hard now, drawing humiliatingly sloppy sounds from between her spread thighs. "Not like you!"
Cumslut laughed again, raising her head to give Kim a lingering kiss on the lips that she couldn't help but return... Cumslut's lips were so full and soft, and her tongue twisted and writhed hot and wet against Kim's own.
When she pulled away, her eyes were filled with smoky heat. "Given in? I guess that's true, from a certain way of looking at things." Her fingers withdrew slightly, but only to focus intensely on Kim's clit, circling it with her wicked finger, filling Kim's belly with hot, crackling arousal. "But if you think that I simply succumbed to brainwashing, then I'm afraid you're mistaken. I just decided that the life of a Cumbunny wasn't as awful as I'd initially thought, and decided to work with my fate rather than against it."
Kim managed a shaky laugh, even as her body burned and throbbed with wild, uncontrolled lust. "Not so awful? You're not exactly making your case about not being a cock-obsessed zombie. Who wants to be a useless fucking slut for a man like your master... or mine?"
Suddenly Cumslut's soft lips were directly on Kim's ear, her voice sweet and soft as her fingers swirled and rubbed relentlessly on Kim's dripping pussy. "Kimmy... don't tell me you haven't felt it. The joy of submission. The powerful rush of pleasing your master. Be honest with me. Be honest with yourself. Did anything you ever experienced before the oil compare?"
Kim's pussy clenched and fluttered, a fresh trail of slick, hot lubrication arose, welling up beneath Cumslut's rubbing fingers. Her thighs and her voice trembled as she protested, "No... I'm not like that. I'm my own f-fucking woman. With my own thoughts and desires."
"And where have those independent thoughts ever got you?" asked Cumslut in her poisonous, honey-sweet voice. Her hot, wet tongue poked out to trace the delicate shell of Kim's earlobe. Kim's hair stood on end, the tremor that ran through her throbbing body blending with the powerful sensations radiating from between her thighs. "I used to feel the same way. But really think about it. If living under your master's will is easier... and less stressful... and more satisfying... Then what are you really giving up by becoming his brainless little fuck toy? Sure, it's humiliating, but I think we both know that a little humiliation can make things even sweeter..."
Kim shook her head, trying to deny Cumslut's twisted, arousing logic, but the only thing that came out of her mouth were low, whining moans. Her back arched and her hips thrust forward into Cumslut's rubbing fingers as a powerful orgasm ripped through her.
And, even though she had succeeded in getting Cumslut out of the way, Kim wasn't thinking about the mission at all in the moment where the powerful tide of sexual pleasure washed over her...
She was thinking about how good it might feel to surrender completely and let Gene be her Daddy forever.
...
CoachS wheezing and pumping away above her with his cock plunging into her mouth actually clarified some things for Eliza.
Sucking off the repulsive older man was hot in an abstract way. Being humiliated turned Eliza on now, and allowing the gross older man's thick, short penis between her lips was certainly embarrassing. Her body still crackled with sexual energy from her pent-up need for orgasm, which made CoachS's short, frantic thrusts at least somewhat erotic.
But there was something missing. With Gene, his repulsiveness made her heart beat faster, her body flushing with desire for his brutish, squat mess of a body. But CoachS's equally disgusting body was just that: disgusting. She would have greatly preferred a handsome man like her husband looming above her with his cock in her mouth, like she would get later tonight.
It was a relief in a sense. It confirmed that Eliza wasn't just some sort of fetishist who now preferred ugly old men. But on the other hand, it was very disquieting. Gene really did have a supernatural hold on her. His body, his gloating eyes, his powerful, manly cock. It wasn't her husband that Eliza really longed for as she submitted to CoachS's sweaty rutting, it was her master.


After what seemed like an eternity, CoachS grunted, withdrawing his slick cock and pumping it rapidly in his hand, spilling ropes of thick, gluey, off-white semen onto Eliza's face. The fluid did nothing for her, just as her boss Carl's sperm failed to impress when she had to give him one of his regular blow jobs. It was just mildly unpleasant hot slime splashing over her face - nothing like the powerful, enrapturing substance that her master bestowed upon her during sex.
CoachS panted above her, and the hungry, horny desperation drained out of him, making him look hollow and a little lost. Eliza felt nothing but contempt for him, although she was careful to keep the impulse from her face. Were these really the sort of men that deserved the massive power that had been granted to them? Not for the first time, she wondered about the identity of whoever the mysterious supplier of the oil was. Why did they hand out the oil exclusively to ugly, awful men like CoachS?
"Good job," grunted CoachS halfheartedly, already tucking his cock back into his pants and turning toward the door of the room. Eliza plucked a wet wipe from a conveniently placed dispenser and cleaned the useless goo off her face. The brief sexual encounter with CoachS may have been enlightening, but it had only intensified her sexual frustration. Eliza's body ached for true satisfaction, desperate for the orgasm it had been denied all week.
There was only one person who could give her that, and it wasn't her husband, who himself was probably sitting at home frantic with worry. Only Gene could give her the release she craved with every fiber of her being. Eliza worried that, unless Gene let her cum before the end of the night, having sex with her husband would be even more frustrating than her humiliating blowjob with CoachS.
As she exited the private room into the bustling hallway, Eliza saw Gene leaving from another nearby door, tucking his shirt into his pants.
"How did it go?" he asked with a roguish grin, his gold tooth glinting in the dim light.
"Nothing compared to you, master," said Eliza truthfully.
Gene barked a mean laugh. "Ha! You can say that again. I think I blew his little blonde bimbo's mind without any oil necessary. He's in there right now, 'reclaiming' her or some shit." He pulled Eliza close to him, his eyes fierce and possessive. "I don't need to do any fucking reclaiming with you, bunny. Because no man could ever take you from me, even for a second. Right?"
His tone was so intense and his eyes so filled with stark, fiery lust that Eliza felt an answering pulse of desire rise from deep inside her. She melted into her master's arms. "Of course, master. I'm all yours." The words were sincere... straight from the growing Cumbunny inside her. She wanted nothing more in that moment than her master's twisted ownership and the physical pleasure that went with it.
"I know you are," said Gene with a nasty smile, gripping her butt tight to pull her forward and grind her bare pussy against his insatiable bulge. "And tonight I'm finally going to get that through your thick skull. Come on. Let's get back to your sister."
Gene took Eliza by the hand and began pushing his way through the pulsating crowd on the floor of the club. Eliza was jostled and touched on every side, sometimes by slimy-looking men in fox masks, sometimes by gorgeous women in bunny masks. The body heat and the quiet roar of the crowd, sometimes punctuated by sharp cries of pleasure, filled her senses and made her arousal writhe and swell inside her like a living, breathing thing. She simply needed to get fucked. She had grown accustomed to that raw, desperate hunger over the past few months, but it had never felt stronger than it did right now in this sweltering crowd.
She saw Bitsy and Hare sitting together on the leather couch. Hare was pushing a drink into Bitsy's hand. Everything was coming to a head. At their current pace, Gene might still be able to stop Bitsy from drinking. Eliza's arousal and desperation fused together into desperate action.
She pulled Gene back, whirling him around to face her and seizing both sides of his head to pull him into a kiss. His body was stiff with shock for a moment. In their twisted relationship, he was almost always the pursuer. It was unusual for her to force a kiss onto him.
Eliza pulled away with a rough gasp. "I need you. I need your cock, master. Right fucking now." Her voice was rough and husky with lust, and there was no need for acting in this heated moment. She really did need him. Gene stared up at her in blank surprise for a moment. Then... strangely, he got out his phone and checked something that Eliza couldn't see. Her eyes flicked over her master's shoulder to see Bitsy throwing back the drink Hare had given her. Mission accomplished. Whatever else happened tonight didn't matter.
Gene slipped his phone back into his pocket with his usual smug grin. "You know what? You're right, Lizzie. It's time that I gave you what you deserve. I've been winding you up all week, and I'm going to give you the best fucking orgasm of your life." He turned to point at the spotlit stage at the center of the room. "But we're going to do it up there. I want everyone to see exactly who you are. My little submissive Cumbunny slut."
Eliza gulped, looking at the public stage in the middle of the crowd. It would be by far the most humiliatingly public display of submission that Gene had ever put her through... and the thought made her drooling pussy throb with desire.
"We're also going to need Kimmy," said Gene with a deepening frown. "Where did that silly bitch get off to?"
...
David sat in the parking lot of the strange, dirty building in the bad part of town, chewing his lip, his mind racing.
Something was wrong. Very, very wrong. Every instinct inside him screamed that he should just throw his car into reverse and head back home.
But how could he do that when Eliza might be in trouble? He stared down at the text conversation on his phone again, searching it for clues for what felt like the thousandth time.
[Hey Buddy. I imagine this is a pretty frustrating night for you, huh?]
[Who is this?]
[Someone who wants to help. Look, your wife told me to lure you in with some bullshit excuse, but I figure you're probably stressed enough. She's throwing a surprise anniversary party for you. That's why you haven't seen her all afternoon.]
[Why should I believe some random number? Eliza wouldn't do that to me. And who the fuck throws a surprise anniversary party?]
[Shit, I don't know, man. It was your wife's idea, not mine. Believe me or don't, but this is where your wife is...]
The number had sent the address of this building and then refused to respond to any further texts.
It didn't make any fucking sense. They had already planned to go out for dinner, so why would Eliza plan a surprise party for him? Like he had said, no one threw fucking surprise anniversary parties anyway. And if they did, they didn't depend on strange anonymous texts to lure in their husband.
But was it really a more far-fetched explanation than his loving wife voluntarily disappearing on him? This was the only lead he had. What did he have to lose?
He turned the car off, stepped out, and approached the door of the strange, nondescript building.
...
Eliza could barely register the sound as the MC announced them. It was all just one big, incomprehensible noise competing with the blood pounding in her ears.
But the crowd heard. They turned their attention to the stage in unison, ugly men and beautiful bunnies, faces shadowy and indistinct in the glare of the spotlight shining down on Eliza.
Eliza could feel their eyes on her breasts. Her hips, the hint of her bare pussy peeking out from between her closed thighs. The air seemed thick and hot with the collective disrespectful lust of the crowd. Murmurs of interest and laughter seemed to ripple across the room as the hungry eyes bore into her, brimming with interest for the sexual degradation they were about to consume.
Eliza felt swollen with overwhelming, humiliated arousal. Filthy heat swirled through her, molten and corrosive, making her nipples ache with painful stiffness in the heat of the spotlight. Her pussy dripped with reluctant desire, giving her inner thighs a tell-tale sheen. Exhibitionism was just one of the embarrassing new fetishes Gene had introduced her to, but it had never taken an extreme form like this. Gene had forced her to dress slutty in front of the office staff, sneak through his apartment building practically naked, and had even teased her with the possibility of being caught having sex at work. But this was a whole new level of humiliation. He was going to fuck her in front of all these people. Brutally stake his claim on her body for the amusement of the horny crowd of deviants and Cumbunnies.
Eliza had to bite her lip not to indulge a moan at the sheer perversity of it all.
A chair had been set up in the center of the stage, straight-backed and leather-padded. Gene stepped forward, waving happily at the crowd with a big, shark-like grin on his face. He had none of the stage fright of the man who had given the demonstration earlier. A thick bulge was already clearly visible pressing hard against his dress pants, despite ejaculating just minutes ago. Just another example of her master's frightening sexual stamina.
Gene sat back on the chair, lounging like it was a throne, and reached down with a smug look to undo his pants, releasing his cock to spring free, hard and a dark shade of red, pulsing under the bright lights of the stage. A murmur of interest and envy rushed through the crowd. It seemed like you had to be old or ugly or creepy to get a sample of the oil, but a big cock was certainly not a requirement. Even in this room of sexual dominators, Gene's long, powerful cock put him well above the rest.
Gene turned to Eliza, his eyes flashing with a ruthlessly savage joy, and patted his lap, his imposing cock wobbling obscenely with the motion.
From the beginning of Gene's cruel control, Eliza had always considered him her enemy. She had resisted however she could behind the scenes. She might pretend to be enthusiastic about her master's sexual dominance, but a secret part of herself hated it.
But when Eliza stepped toward her master tonight, her belly twisting with powerful, humiliating lust, she was forced to recognize a hard truth. She wanted this. She was willingly submitting to the public degradation her master had promised. There was nothing stopping her from turning and running right now. Sure, she could lie to herself and say that she was doing it so Gene would keep his promise to let her fuck her husband. Or she could say she didn't have a choice and she needed to appease the man who controlled her access to addictive cum.
But she could feel the shameful truth in her heart as her tall heels clicked across the stage, eyes locked on her master's cock: She wanted this. She wanted her master to claim her in front of everyone. She wanted to cum on his powerful cock and show the whole room who she belonged to.
Everything else was unimportant.
Despite her consuming desire, Eliza trembled like a leaf as she approached her master. Before she had become involved with Gene, she had been very traditional about sex. She had thought intimacy was a pure, loving thing between husband and wife, done in the secrecy of the bedroom. But now she was going to put on a filthy show for this horny, mocking crowd. Her body, her moans, her utter submission shared with a room full of strangers.
When Eliza came within reach, Gene grabbed her, not hard enough to hurt, but firmly enough to make it clear he was in charge. He spun her around to face the eagerly watching crowd, then gripped her waist, hoisting her up to sit in his lap.
The hot, hard length of Gene's cock pressed up against the bare skin of Eliza's ass, sending tingling bolts of erotic sensation radiating through her body. Eliza's deep, gasping breaths heaved in her chest, making her naked tits bounce lightly with every hot, heavy exhale. She could feel the slimy ogling of the men in the crowd on her tits, and it made her nipples crinkle and stiffen more than she thought was possible, thoroughly turned on by their humiliating display.
But Gene wasn't finished showing her off yet. His rough hands slipped down between her thighs. Eliza had known this was coming, but she still whimpered and blushed in an earnest show of embarrassment, turning her head and squeezing her eyes shut as Gene slowly parted her slim, creamy thighs, exposing her pussy to the crowd.
It was a thing of beauty, even after months of heavy use by her Master's powerful cock. Delicate blushing lips parted lightly with her arousal, displaying her inner pinkness. It glistened all over with slick, hot lubrication, prepared for her Master's cock by a week of denial and a full evening of carnal torment.
Gene relished the oohs and ahhs of appreciation from the crowd for a moment, proudly displaying the pussy he had won by right of conquest. He reached down and touched her performatively, spreading her delicate lips for the crowd, thrusting two fingers inside to show how eagerly her pink lips clung to her master's intrusion, eager for his touch. When he grew bored with fingering her, Gene lifted Eliza slightly, making her rear up on trembling thighs as he stroked his thick shaft with a few quick pumps, lubing himself with the juices of her arousal.
Finally, he gripped his cock and positioned himself to enter his Cumbunny. But not where Eliza expected.
Instead of nuzzling his bulbous cock head between her glistening lower lips, Eliza felt Gene slip it between her ass cheeks. She sucked in a surprised gasp as its hot skin pressed firmly against her tight, puckered hole, preparing to slide inside.
"M-master, wait," she gasped. But Gene was already easing her downward, his hands on her hips. The hot cock head pressed against her. Tighter. Tighter. Until her tight entrance began to give way. The throbbing length of his shaft slid inside her, impaling her with his hot, powerful thickness. The extreme pain and pleasure melded together in an incredible singular feeling that almost made her pass out.
Eliza let out a shuddering moan as Gene filled her completely, pressing his fat balls against her cheeks as his full length stretched her ass open, claiming the place where her husband had never been allowed to go, this time publicly.
Eliza could hear the crowd murmur in approval. The lights were too bright for her to see details, but she could see shapes writhing together in the darkness, lust between Cumbunnies and their masters inspired by her slutty display. Her whole body pulsed with obscene heat, her heart beating in time with her master's. Gene's cock throbbed deep inside her ass. Her pussy dripped enthusiastic juices as her thighs remained spread wide, gleaming brightly beneath the hot spotlight.
"Hop for me, Bunny," hissed Gene in her ear, his rough hands holding her tight around the waist. "Show everyone who you belong to."
With an eagerness that frightened her, Eliza obeyed, lifting her hips up and then pressing her thick ass cheeks down into Gene's lap, relishing the feeling as his giant cock satisfyingly stretched her tender asshole wide. Again, she lifted and dropped, whimpering lightly at the intensity of the lewd sensation. She could feel the crowd's intense interest as she picked up speed, fucking herself anally on Gene's thick, throbbing pole with a genuine slutty eagerness, her displayed pussy leaking from her pathetic, submissive arousal. Her desperate bouncing on her master's cock grew faster and faster. The moans from her throat grew sluttier and louder.
The crowd was cheering now. Laughing. But the presence of the audience for Eliza's degradation no longer held her back. Her public humiliation only turned her on, spurring her to go faster. Her ass slapped down loudly on Gene's lap, blending with her moans of anal pleasure into a symphony of slutty delight.
"Please," whimpered Eliza to her master, "Please let me cum!" She had done everything he asked. She was fucking herself on his cock in front of a crowded club, publicly worshipping his superiority for all to see. Surely she deserved her release now.
"Not yet," said Gene in a gloating voice, close and hot in her ear. "We haven't even gotten to the best part!"
This time, Eliza did hear the announcement the MC made.
"Ladies and Gentlemen, please welcome to the stage... Kimmy!"
Eliza's eyes widened as she saw her sister-in-law mount the stage steps. Something immediately felt off about her. The usual fierce gleam in Kim's eyes had been replaced by dull, fiery lust. Eliza recognized the hunger for power and domination that she had seen in Kim ever since Gene had promoted her to top bunny, but now it seemed to radiate out from her, the flame of dominant desire had flared into a powerful inferno.
And the impression was only increased by what the petite blonde was wearing. A buckled leather harness strapped to Kim's waist held a thick black dildo, waggling proudly as she strode across the stage. Her eyes fixed on Eliza's juicy, exposed pussy with hungry intensity.
"Ohhhhh, Oh nooo," moaned Eliza, unable to stop bouncing on her master's cock as she saw her newest humiliation approaching.
"Oh yes," chuckled Gene in her ear. "Kim's been doing such a good job as top bunny, I thought it was time to promote her permanently. We're going to honor the occasion by having our new bottom bitch submit to us both on stage."
Kim now loomed above Eliza, who sat panting on Gene's lap, his thick cock buried to the hilt in her tight asshole. A superior smirk that was eerily similar to Gene's crossed the cute blonde's face. "Sorry, Sis," she murmured, dragging the rubber cock up and down Eliza's juicy slit, making her whimper from the teasing contact with her clit, "But I think we both know that I'm the one who belongs at Daddy's side. I'm the dominant one between the two of us after all. So just lie back and enjoy it as we show everyone how submissive you really are."
The dildo slipped downward, pressed against Eliza's wet, quivering hole, and easily slipped inside.
As Kim thrust her wide hips forward, sheathing the strap-on to the hilt, the sensation of fullness was overwhelming. Eliza's ass was stuffed full of her master's powerful cock and her pussy was now stretched wide by her sister-in-law's strapon. She was being double penetrated. Both of her holes packed full. Used like a dirty slut in front of a cheering, enthusiastic crowd. She writhed and whimpered with the exquisite agony of overwhelming arousal, her thighs shaking and her toes curling as she looped her arms over Kim's shoulders for balance. She was certain that if Gene hadn't forbidden it, she would have cum from Kim inserting the dildo. Instead, she rode on the fiery edge, her body coursing with erotic sensation, but unable to find release.
The three breathed beneath the spotlight for a moment. Eliza humiliated and blissfully full from both ends. Kim triumphant, relishing the scraps of dominance her Daddy had allowed her. Gene demonstrating his complete success in training his two sexy Cumbunnies.
Without warning, Gene reached up and snatched Eliza's mask off, revealing her face to the crowd, drawing a roar of approval. Eliza blushed... but it was like Kim had said earlier. The masks were flimsy in the first place, and no one here knew her anyway.
Kim began moving, pumping in and out of Eliza's tight pussy with powerful thrusts of her lithe hips. A moment later, Gene caught the rhythm, pulsing upward into Eliza in alternating thrusts. Just when Kim's thick rubber cock withdrew, Gene's hot flesh and blood cock would slam upwards into her ass. Eliza felt utterly helpless and dominated. Before, when it was just her and Gene, she was at least somewhat in control, impaling her ass on his dick, but now that she was being taken from both ends, she couldn't even move.


She was being used as a sex toy. And she was loving every second of it.
All of Eliza's senses blended together. The slap of flesh, the creak of leather and wood, the wet sounds of her horny pussy as Kim's dildo hammered into it, and the dull roar of the crowd. The bright lights, the dark shapes moving in the audience, Kim's lovely face staring down into her eyes with an expression of smug superiority. The smell of sweat and arousal.
And the feelings. Kim's thick rubber cock plowing into her. Gene's broad hairy bulk beneath her, his bristly lips sucking and kissing at her neck. And, better than anything else, her master's throbbing dick lodged deep in her asshole. The sensation of being dominated in both holes made the fires of Eliza's arousal burn white-hot, threatening to consume her and burn her to ash. "Please! Please let me cum, master!" she begged in a trembling whisper as Kim grunted above her, rolling her hips forward to fill her pussy again and again.
"Didn't I tell you?" said Gene in her ear, his voice rough from the exertion of the fucking. "You aren't allowed to cum until we get to the best part."
He raised his voice suddenly, speaking to Kim. "Back up, Kimmy. Your part is over. Time for the grand finale."
Eliza was reeling. She had no idea what the fuck Gene was talking about. Kim obeyed without question, pulling her thick strapon out of Eliza and leaving her pussy drooling with arousal and lightly gaping. Strands of viscous fluid fell to the stage from her pulsing slit.
Eliza panted, her pussy once again exposed to the crowd, confused and right on the ragged edge of orgasm.
What the fuck is going on?
Suddenly, the spotlight on Eliza dimmed slightly, giving her a clearer view of the crowd. Another spotlight clicked on, searching through the crowd until it focused on a figure near the door. A man who wasn't wearing a mask, much more good-looking and younger than the Cumbunny masters.
Eliza's arousal-addled brain couldn't put the pieces together for a second. It wouldn't allow her to think about that man and her current situation in the same thought. Her legs were spread wide to present her throbbing, dripping cunt to the crowd, her ass was stuffed full of her master's cock, and the handsome man standing there with a pale, shocked expression didn't fit at all.
The crowd was utterly silent, looking back and forth between the obscene couple on the stage and the new arrival with cruel anticipation. Their silence was what allowed Eliza to hear her husband say loud and clear, in a heartbroken voice...
"Eliza?"
That broke the spell. A paralyzing wave of shock and shame and devastation crashed over her. She instinctively tried to snap her thighs shut, futilely attempting to lessen the damage of her obvious public betrayal, but Gene wouldn't allow it, his firm hands forcing her thighs to remain open and reveal her shame.
Gene began moving again, his cock rapidly sliding in and out of her asshole as David watched, dumbstruck across the room. Eliza hissed, "Fuck! What the fuck do you think that you're...?" Her voice cut off in a strangled moan as Gene's cock thrust harder and his hand slipped down to rub her sensitive pussy. Eliza tried to fight down the powerful wave of arousal, but after a week of no orgasms, the dominant feeling of her master's hand and cock was able to override her panic and shame with unabashed pleasure.
"What's the matter, Lizzie?" asked Gene in her ear, his voice low and savage. "I told you that I would let you fuck your hubby tonight... It'll be a chance for you to make a real side-by-side comparison before you finally ditch him for a real man."
He spread her pussy open with his fingers, revealing her glistening inner walls to David's shocked, horrified eyes. "Come on up here, buddy!" He yelled to David in the crowd. "My anniversary gift to you! One final chance to fuck your cheating whore of a wife... as long as you don't mind doing it while I'm balls deep in her ass!"
Obviously, Gene's twisted offer was only a cruel taunt. A loophole he had used to engineer this final, humiliating victory over the couple he hated. Eliza saw her husband's face twist in anger and disgust. His hands balled into fists, and he took a step toward the stage... only for a bouncer to push him roughly back, making him fall to the ground. The crowd roared with laughter at the sight.
"Look at how fucking weak he is," growled Gene in her ear, his cock pistoning upward into her ass with greater and greater speed, making molten pleasure flood her veins. 'I'm fucking his wife's ass in front of everyone, and he can't do shit. He always was a weak fucking cuck on the inside, Lizzie. You were always destined to be stolen by a stronger man like me."
Eliza shook her head, trying to deny it. But the truth was... David did look weak right now. He was stuck in the crowd, watching, while his well-hung enemy fucked his wife. The seeds that Gene had planted in her mind bore twisted fruit. Her weak, pathetic beta of a husband being so publicly defeated was only driving her closer to orgasm. Her hips began moving on their own, grinding downward against her master's cock, her butthole clenching greedily around him as moans built up once again in the back of her throat.
David, his face etched with impotent fury and despair, turned to leave. But the crowd was an impenetrable wall to him now. They didn't want him to leave yet. Not before he saw the climax of the twisted show.
And there was no doubt that climax was coming. Eliza couldn't hold herself back. She bounced wildly on her master's cock. Faster and faster, her naked tits bouncing and her bare pussy thrusting up and out every time her master's cock pushed upward into her.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. He's here. He knows. My life is fucking ruined. Goddddd I'm getting fucked right in front of him. Master is claiming me from my husband. Making me his. Stealing me with his powerful cock...
Eliza's sorrow and anger, and shame were slipping away, unable to stand up against the orgasm rushing toward her with the force of an unstoppable tsunami. In the face of that obliterating pleasure, nothing mattered.
Not even David.
"Cum for me, Lizzie," Gene hissed in her ear, and that permission was all it took to set her off. Eliza's back arched as she let out a powerful moan. Her pussy clenched hard around nothing, dripping more thick lubrication onto the stage floor. Her whole body flushed and throbbed with waves of satisfying pleasure.
And then Gene came, spurting a thick, hot load of semen upward into his Cumbunny's asshole, taking her rapturous pleasure to fresh heights. Eliza whimpered and whined, grinding her ass down into Gene's lap, milking every last drop of semen from his incredible cock. Eliza made eye contact with her husband then. She read the devastated look of betrayal and hurt in her weak cuckold husband's eyes.
And, as much as she wished she could claim otherwise, it set off a fresh wave of explosive orgasms, rolling her eyes into the back of her head and making her thighs shake rigorously as she rode her master's cock harder, smearing his glorious semen all over the inside of her ass.
...
By the time Eliza had gotten a hold of herself again, David was gone. The crowd had apparently allowed him to escape after his final humiliation was complete. Eliza climbed off her master's lap, his thick semen leaving burning trails of pleasure down the backs of her thighs. Now that she had been satisfied by an orgasm and her master's cum, reality began to hit Eliza.
David had seen her with his worst enemy. Saw her getting publicly ass fucked in a slutty bunny costume by the man who had made his life a living hell for the past few months. That wasn't something she could explain away. And no matter what Gene claimed, her husband just wasn't the kind of man who could get turned on by that kind of thing, or even forgive it.
She had to face the fact that her relationship with her husband was dead. Unless... was there some way she could convince him of the truth? It might be the only way to get him to forgive her.
She had no more time to pursue that unlikely thought. Gene rose from the chair to explosive cheering and applause from the crowd, tucking his dripping cock back into his pants as he took a little bow. He reached out and pulled Eliza close, and for the first time in a long time, all that she felt for the horrible little man was pure, unalloyed hatred.
"I'll give you the weekend to pack your stuff," he said in a low, almost pleasant voice as the crowd continued to cheer around them. "But it's time to end your little charade. You're my full-time Cumbunny now, and you're moving in with me."
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Monique opened her eyes to the dim bedroom, hearing the sizzle of the shower in the other room. Proof that her husband was already up and preparing for his day.
Just like every day, she was tempted to turn over and go back to sleep. She had a fairly flexible schedule at her work-from-home editing job, and if she clocked in an hour late on any given day, no one would bat an eye.
But just like every other day, Monique resisted that temptation and rolled out of bed. Besides, today wasn't just a workday like usual. She had taken PTO in order to get ready for their guest.
Monique began laying out clothes on the bed, first for Martin, then for herself. It was a ritual that she had done so often that she could do it on autopilot. A crisp white shirt, blazer, and tie for Martin, and a pleasant blouse for herself. She shook her head, frowning. No, she was planning to spend the morning cleaning. She put the blouse back and selected an old t-shirt from Martin's company softball team and set it out with some leggings.
As she did, Martin opened the bathroom door with a sudden gust of moist air and flood of warm yellow light.
Martin emerged from the bathroom, bleary-eyed and half-awake. He was always completely useless in the mornings until a few minutes after his first cup of coffee. Monique's gaze flickered over his face and his body, and, not for the first time, the thought rose to her mind that he was getting old.
He still had that square jaw and piercing eyes that made Monique melt when they first met a decade ago, but now the first hints of jowls were appearing beneath his strong chin, and crows' feet were stamping themselves onto the corners of his piercing eyes.
Monique didn't mind those changes; if she saw herself getting old with him, they were inevitable. Beautiful, in a way. She would love her husband no matter what, like any good wife would.
But the significant age gap between them was beginning to show.
Sometimes she wondered if the same thing occurred to Martin when he looked at her... She wasn't the fresh-faced, eager young intern that had stepped into his office ten years ago, either. She hoped he felt the same way.
Martin stepped forward and dropped his towel to the floor, picking up the boxers that his wife had laid out for him. Monique scooped the towel up and hung it as he started to dress.
"I was thinking carne asada for tonight," she said with a smile, approaching to give Martin a swift kiss on the cheek as he buttoned his pants. "Unless you think she would like something better?"
"She...?" grunted Martin in a confused rumble.
Monique felt a little pang of annoyance--not at her husband, of course, but at his forgetfulness. Understanding that wasn't his fault, but his age was showing. Still, she was experienced enough to keep it from showing in her face or voice the slightest bit. A good woman was calm and pleasant at all times, as her mother used to tell her.
But it was a little frustrating that this visit that Monique had been stressing over for a week wasn't even top of mind for Martin.
"Ashley, dear," she prompted, reaching out to fix the button he 'd missed on his way up his shirt.
"Oh, of course!" said Martin, chuckling a little and rubbing his face. "I'm sorry, my love, you know how I am in the morning. I think carne asada sounds great. Ashley loves your cooking, so you really can't go wrong."
The idea that Ashley "loved" anything that Monique did was, in her opinion, a serious overstatement. But, to be fair, Monique's cooking was a topic that Ashley had always had no comment on, which likely meant that she did enjoy it.
'Are you excited to see her?" Asked Monique, keeping a close eye on her husband's face. The fact that he had even momentarily forgotten Ashley's visit had Monique concerned. She certainly wasn't having the brat over for her own benefit.
"Of course, dear!" said Martin, turning away toward the mirror to tie his tie. "It's been far too long since we've seen her, and she's never been the best at keeping in touch." He looked at her in the mirror over his shoulder. "Why do you ask? You're excited too, right?"
Monique painted a gracious smile on her face and lied, just like any good wife would in this situation. "I'm always happy to see my step-daughter, amor."
...
Monique finished the marinade first. The longer the skirt steak was left in the lime juice and spices, the more tender it would be, after all.
Then she got to cleaning. A complete top-to-bottom cleaning of the house. It was a tradition that she had loathed as a little girl, arguing with her mother that their guests couldn't possibly care or notice if the fan blades had been cleaned recently, for example. But in adulthood, the habit was hard to break, even therapeutic.
Besides, the physical work focused her mind and kept her from fretting. Mostly.
It wasn't that she hated Ashley necessarily. Things were just... strained between them. In fact, Monique couldn't remember the last time things had felt normal and casual between her and her step-daughter. Maybe the first few days after they met?
Probably not even then, if Monique was being honest. Ashley had taken one look at the woman only six years her senior who was marrying her dad and seemed to instantly reject her.
Monique had done her best to be the woman of the house, despite not feeling fully adult herself just fresh out of college. She had been raised to believe that the matriarch of the household was in charge of morals, but that had only caused more friction with the fifteen-year-old princess who she had just moved in with. It didn't help that Monique privately considered Ashley to have been a bit of a brat, with her Daddy wrapped around her little finger.
Ashley had refused to bend and turned the three years that she stayed in the house into a living nightmare for Monique, insulting her and spreading rumors behind her back.
Luckily, when Ashley moved out, it took the temperature between them down immensely. But that just meant frosty politeness rather than venomous hatred. Still not exactly a warm and respectful relationship.
Finally, Monique had completed her cleaning tasks, and the house was sparkling.
...
Monique glanced at the clock on the stove and clicked her tongue. It was almost time for her to leave--she couldn't be late to pick up Ashley. The last thing she wanted to do was to add another entry to her step-daughter's long list of grievances.
Without really thinking about it, Monique squeezed her thigh, her nails digging in harder and harder until she gasped with the ache, the pain forcing her to stop. She rubbed the aching spots on her thigh with a frown. It was a terrible habit she had picked up as a teenager, and right now, all of her pent-up stress was making her revisit that same old mental state. The formless anxiety. The sense that she just wasn't good enough.
"Darn it, I forgot to dust the counters," said Monique distractedly, swiping her finger along the marble that covered the kitchen cabinets.
She was almost tempted to give herself a little grace, though. She had just spent the last few hours cooking and cleaning, after all. But what would her mother say about leaving a task like that undone?
Monique could almost hear her now. "¡Ay mija! They're going to think we live with a bunch of pigs."
Sighing, she squatted to look under the sink for a brand new pack of cleaning wipes, more to silence that voice in her head than for any practical reason. As she reached for the wipes, she felt a creak in her back and another in her neck. Those were starting to become more and more frequent since she had entered her thirties. Well, thirty-one as of a couple of months back.
The thought made her groan, thirty-one and still just editing articles, she scolded herself--again, it was her mother's voice that echoed in her mind, just like always... Monique had expected to at least be overseeing several sections by the age of thirty. Maybe even in charge of editing entire sections of the online magazine. On days when she was feeling ambitious, she would even dare to dream of the title "editor in chief".
But she would never reach that position at the rate her career was currently progressing. Considering the priorities she juggled, work had become the easiest thing to put on the back burner.
Despite how flexible her schedule was, Monique's obvious lack of dedication was really starting to strain her professional relationships. Although it had stung to read at first, she found it hard to disagree with her most recent evaluation:
Monique has the talent to do the job and excel, but lacks the dedication and focus necessary for success. She requires frequent reminders of deadlines and needs to be prompted to check in with progress.
The friction she felt with work, along with everything else going on in her life, made her long for a vacation. But there was no time for that.
Not now or anytime soon.
Instead, she refocused. There were only thirty minutes before she needed to leave. She could finish cleaning and double-check her work...or she could take a quick break.
A shower wouldn't hurt, she thought. Scrubbing off the grime of the morning cleaning session and the smell of the food she'd been preparing would at least make her feel clean. It might even help her mood if she was lucky.
As Monique climbed the steps, her feet felt heavy, her back complained, and her neck was tight. She really wished that she could just drop everything and have a relaxing evening with her husband. Maybe even a massage. But Martin had been so busy at work lately that he had barely had time to even hug her, let alone break out the massage oil and work on her back.
Hell, they hadn't even had sex since her birthday, with or without foreplay. This pattern had happened before... the distance, the increasing work demands... until...She shoved those thoughts back down. She had agreed to move on.
But the frustration remained.
And now, thanks to her husband's busy schedule, she was rushing to pick up his daughter. His daughter. Not theirs, not hers--Ashley had never let her get close enough to even develop even a semblance of a maternal relationship--but his.
Monique had never wanted to be the bitter step-mother, but it was difficult not to feel that way.
Yanking her dresser drawers open, Monique pulled out the first set of nondescript undergarments her fingers touched and threw them haphazardly onto the dresser. The panties slid off the edge of it and tumbled to the ground, adding to her annoyance.
Groaning, she picked it up and placed it further from the edge. She awkwardly tugged the old t-shirt over her head, then kicked her shorts and panties off and tossed them all into the hamper.
Her angry steps on her way to the bathroom made her tight, light brown curls bounce around her head as she flounced past her mirror.
But the movement she saw in the mirror from the corner of her eye caught her attention, and made her pause. With hesitant steps, she walked back towards the mirror, peeking at her reflection before finding the courage to step out in front of it--scared of what she would see.
A lifetime's worth of her mother's harsh criticisms made Monique blind to her own beauty. She saw every imperfection when she looked at her body, rather than the truth of her luscious, tempting curves. Monique regularly turned male heads and drew low whistles of appreciation when she went out, despite her conservative style of dress. But all of that went over her head, and would only make her uncomfortable if she noticed it.
As the veil of self-loathing and perpetual penance fell over Monique's eyes, she stared at her body--feeling self-conscious and utterly insecure.
Too freaking soft, she poked her stomach in disgust--gripping her small love handles, pinching until it hurt. At least she didn't have the chunky, blubbery belly that some obese older women had. Even she could acknowledge that. She dieted and exercised too much for that to happen. But still, a small pouch of feminine softness stubbornly remained, no matter how hard she tried. She remembered when her midsection had been flat and toned from her time playing tennis. Sure, she had never been in perfect shape, but at least she hadn't looked like this.
And her butt... it was huge! She turned and looked over her shoulder at it with a grimace. Big and round and soft, with wide hips above and... what did they call them? Thunder thighs. Ugh... thunder thighs below.
At least those were her thoughts in these moments. Self-loathing that stemmed from her husband's constant rejection.
No wonder he doesn't even want to look at me, she chastised herself. No wonder he had to look elsewhere.
No wonder he fuc-- she stopped her train of thought, it would do her no good to dwell like this. The past was in the past. She had agreed to move on, and she had to keep that in mind and do her best. She just wished they had returned to some type of normalcy since then. It would make forgiving and moving forward so much easier for her.
Monique missed the moments they had spent together, no matter how infrequent they had become in the second half of their marriage. The lost intimacy was especially noticeable to her. It was what she missed the most.
With her fingers, she traced the stretch marks on the wide curve of her hips lightly at first. But with each frustrated thought, she pushed harder and harder until her nails were almost raking her skin.
We can't all look like that b--woman, she thought bitterly, her mind conjuring the image of her husband's affair partner. That skinny, white college student with her straight black hair... One of the things that had upset her most was the intense contrast to her own cinnamon skin and light brown, tight curls.
It was a source of deep insecurity for Monique. If Martin had needed someone who was almost the complete opposite of her, it must mean that she wasn't good enough. Every negative comment she had ever received, including from her own amá, felt like it had been validated.
Jealousy was Monique's strongest emotion when she thought of Martin's affair partner--not anger. Jealousy for Martin's attention and interest. Jealousy that the slim young woman had captured his elusive lust the same way Monique once had. Jealousy that felt like it was eating away at her core.
Still, Monique felt like she couldn't complain. Martin provided a stable home for her, just like a good husband should. Even when she stagnated in her own career, he continued to rise in his and more than made up for her shortcomings.
Now, Ashley would be home to take more of Martin's attention, at least for the time being. Part of Monique felt bad for resenting that--Ashley was his daughter, after all--but Monique was his wife. Ashley was already out of the house, and she hardly ever visited. She was never there when Martin needed someone, but Monique was.
Monique was his partner. She was supposed to be his soulmate and best friend. But he hadn't been treating her that way lately. Again, that absence of intimacy overwhelmed her, tainting her thoughts.
And in that bitter state of mind, it occurred to her that if she hadn't gotten that intimate release in the last two months with just the two of them in the house, then she definitely wasn't going to get it while Ashley was visiting.
Monique exhaled in frustration, "tch!" Trying, but failing to keep her composure. She rubbed the heels of her hands into her eyes, then came to a decision.
If Ashley being here will keep me from getting the relief I need, I might as well try before she gets here...
Monique glared at her reflection, her eyes laser-focused on each perceived imperfection while her fingers reached between her legs.
As her fingertips slid through her coarse bush, her eyes snapped shut. She turned away from the mirror, unable to bear seeing herself sin. Masturbation was immoral, and she was repulsed by her own actions--she felt so unclean and pathetic.
Despite having a husband, she had to take care of herself as if she didn't have anyone who wanted her. No one to desire her. As if she was too grotesque to even touch. To be so needy that she had to try and do it herself--she felt so dirty and hurt.
Nevertheless, she did need it.
Monique wasn't sure she could survive the day without sexual relief, let alone the couple of weeks that Ashley was scheduled to stay. And a need that desperate overrode the hardwired disgust she felt.
Taking small, reluctant steps towards the bed, she huffed indignantly, feeling reluctant arousal bubble up low in her belly at the prospect of release. Lying back, resigned to her task, she spread her legs just enough to squeeze her fingers between her thick thighs.
Monique imagined Martin coming home, bursting through the front door, looking for her in a lustful haze. He would find her cleaning, bend her over the desk, and pull down her shorts like a wild man, taking her then and there--
Martin wouldn't do that, she berated her imagination, Martin is a gentleman. I shouldn't even imagine him that way. She tried again.
The needy, wet heat between her legs kept distracting her, though. She hadn't felt the need to touch herself in a long time, since before she'd gotten married at twenty-one. Since then, she had always had Martin to take care of her needs.
But now she had to feel that slick, gliding lubrication between her legs. It made her feel so gross and filthy, nauseous even, to touch it herself. And thinking about that was having the opposite effect of what she needed at the moment.
She didn't have time for this. She had to leave--she looked at the clock--in twenty minutes. At this rate, that wasn't enough time.
Monique would have to leave and go pick up Ashley. Ashley, the girl who had never accepted Monique. Who had made her feel like an unwelcome addition to her own home.
Ashley, who took the little attention Martin had to spare when she would visit.
Ashley, who had told her to "eff off" when Monique asked her to pick up after herself the last time she was visiting. Although Ashley hadn't felt the need to censor herself, of course. Monique had then spent the next two weeks picking up those used, slutty, barely there strings that Ashley called underwear.
It was an irresponsible, dirty habit Ashley had developed ever since she had returned the first time from college.
"Oh--" Monique quietly moaned, covering her mouth with her free hand. Her fingers gently touched... rubbed... parted, working unconsciously as her thinking mind overheated with bitterness and annoyance.
Martin never listened. That made Monique so upset. So frustrated.
Undoubtedly, he would come home today, ignoring Monique, only giving her a meager second of his time to ask if dinner was made, then spend the rest of the night doting on Ashley.
Ashley, who only called him when she needed money. Who only ever gave him attention anymore when he could do something for her.
Monique didn't even ask him for more than his time and a little bit of attention.
"Pffvv..." Monique sputtered as chills spread across her body, crackling sexual electricity radiating out from between her legs.
But the worst part was, she wished she could be more like Ashley... young and wild and sexually liberated. Not this needy, aging woman. Not this pathetic, attention-starved woman who needed to touch herself to feel any sense of relief. Monique bet that Ashley didn't have to do that.
Ashley, with her lithe, perfect body. No doubt she had enough time to go to the gym every day. Ashley, with her slutty clothes and too many boyfriend problems--what was the name of that burnout that always made Martin angry to hear about? And how many others had lusted after that little brat?


Monique couldn't even have sex with the one and only man who was supposed to satisfy her.
"Ugh!" she strained, her fingers starting to cramp from unfamiliar writhing, plunging movements.
"Darn it! Come on!" Monique rubbed herself with less and less lubricant, tears welling in her eyes as her arousal began to evaporate. "Pleassse!" she hissed.
Fruitlessly, she tried grasping that fleeting feeling with her fingers, but suddenly, out of the blue, a series of sounds startled her. Footsteps thumping up the stairs spiked Monique's panic, and she scrambled for the blankets, yanking them over her immodesty just in time--
"I'm home!" Ashley shoved the master bedroom door open, making it thud loudly against the doorstop. "Oh shit. My bad." But there was no guilt on her face, only amusement. Ashley was slim and feminine, but her willowy frame didn't make her look innocent or delicate. Her perpetual wicked grin told you all you needed to know about her, and her tight, lithe little body turned more head than most women's curves.
Her icy blue eyes took Monique in. They scanned her curvy form hiding under the blankets, her thick hair slightly matted against her face. The little smirk already on Ashley's face widened into an evil grin.
"Ashley! How--who--close the door!"
Ashley laughed, and her eyes flicked away from her stepmother as she hid naked beneath the covers. But the young, sassy brunette didn't leave the room or even bother to close the door.
"What were you doing in here? Were you about to shower?" Ashley giggled and bit her lip. "But then again, why would you be under the covers if you were showering? You know what, maybe I should stop being so nosy." She walked into the room, ignoring Monique's squirming discomfort, and her eyes locked onto the underwear on the dresser. "Oh God, Monique, you need a style upgrade. Are these really frumpy panties you wear underneath your proper clothes?" She grabbed the bottoms in her hand and, in a move that made Monique's stomach flip-flop with embarrassment, brought them to her face.
"Ashley! Stop! Don't do that..." Monique tried to sound assertive, but naked and flustered under the blankets, she had a hard time feeling anything but vulnerable. "How did you even get here? How did you get in?"
To Monique's horror, Ashley pressed the panties to her nose and took a deep sniff, then raised her eyebrows--she liked what she smelled. "Wow, Monique... seems like you had a hot shower planned, didn't you?" Monique squirmed.
"But anyway, I don't know, the Greyhound was ahead of schedule or something." She tossed the panties carelessly back onto the dresser and turned around to look at Monique. "I hitched a ride back here. And it's a good thing I did, I think I would have interrupted your...shower, if I hadn't." Ashley grinned. "And I used the spare. Dad has kept it under the same stupid rock since the day we moved in."
Ashley wore the same old shit-eating, fake smile that made Monique's blood boil. It seemed to come so naturally to her, too. Monique had no idea who had taught her all of this sassy disrespect. By all accounts, her mom had been the kindest woman.
A saint that Monique would never measure up to.
"You hitched a ride? Dang it, Ashley--you know what, never mind. Let me get dressed, and I'll meet you downstairs." Monique sat up, hugging the blankets tightly to her chest.
Ashley crossed her arms and frowned in a parody of disappointment. "What, no hug from my favorite step-mom?" There was just enough emphasis on the word favorite to strike Monique directly in her insecurities.
"Just...please, Ashley."
Ashley pouted, making her thin lips swell just enough to look plush. "Fine. You're no fun." Turning with a flourish to make her mini-skirt lift, she thumped her way back downstairs, leaving the door wide open.
It was Monique's turn to avert her eyes after catching a glimpse of Ashley's butt. A sudden peek at two plump little rounds of bare skin.
"Oh my--" Is she even wearing a thong, at least? But Monique would never ask. If Ashley got even the slightest hint that Monique had looked at her ass, Monique would never live it down. Ashley knew she was quite a bit more conservative sexually speaking, and pushing that envelope was one of her favorite ways to torment her stepmother.
As soon as she was sure that Ashley was far enough down the stairs she wouldn't be able to see her, Monique threw her blankets off and ran to the door, slamming it shut.
With a storm of thoughts and emotions rushing through her, she hurried to get dressed.
A few moments later, when she hurried down the stairs to play hostess, she found Ashley rifling through the fridge, looking for something.
Monique felt herself bristle as she studied her step-daughter leaning forward to look through the fridge. It made Monique angrily jealous to see someone so awful be blessed with such beauty. It was hard not to stare at her long, toned legs beneath the miniskirt, or the way her tummy was flat even when leaning forward... not to mention her little bubble butt that Monique had just caught a glimpse of. It must be so nice to be desired by everyone. Monique had to take the scraps her husband gave her.
Monique understood on an objective level that she wasn't ugly, but when she was in the same room as Ashley, it only made her feel more like an ugly old cow than her husband's rejection.
The younger woman was everything Monique wasn't. Where Ashley was tall and lithe, Monique was short and curvy.
Where Ashley's hair was long, straight, and black--so healthy and sleek--Monique was forced to silk press her own to even get remotely close to that look.
But what made Monique the most jealous was Ashley's sanpaku eyes with their almond shape and that icy blue hue. It made her step-daughter look ethereal. Monique's own mother had said Ashley looked like an angel. The same mother who had never had a kind word for her own daughter's appearance.
"Do you guys have any snacks? Oh! How about those gansitos you like so much? Those would hit the spot so good right now." Ashley bent her tall frame to look deep into the fridge, her tight ass wiggling beneath her tiny skirt.
Monique's jealousy simmered. Ashley's comment reminded her of just how hard she had to diet to maintain the shape she was in now. And there was Ashley, asking about sweet treats. She probably ate anything and everything she wanted and still looked like she would be able to cheerlead at the drop of a hat.
Monique's chest tightened. "I gained too much weight in the last few months. We decided to stop buying them."
Ashley looked back, arching her brow. "We?" She rolled her eyes and let out an exaggerated sigh. "But there's still twinkies?" She pulled out the box, her tight grip denting it--no doubt squeezing the cream out of several. "Hasn't Dad gained weight, too? So why are these still here?"
Monique opened her mouth, then shut it. It was different for men. But how could she explain that to a wild, liberated brat like Ashley?
"And gained too much weight? Seriously? Did dad tell you that?" Annoyed, Ashley tossed it back into the fridge carelessly, jostling several bottles. "What I would give to have a snatched waist and big tits like you," she muttered under her breath.
Ding--before Monique could process what Ashley had just said or tell her to be careful with the glass bottles in the fridge, the doorbell stole her attention. Confused, she looked towards the sound, seeing the blurred outline of a large man in the small, frosted window of the front door. They weren't expecting anyone else today, not even a delivery.
Scoffing an annoyed "ugh," Ashley rolled her eyes again. "Oh. My. God. Can't he just leave me alone? I told him we're not on speaking terms right now. You would think he would get the message after I stopped responding to his texts.. Annoying ahh dude." She walked to the pantry and opened it.
Ding.
Worry crept into Monique. The silhouette in the doorway was tall and broad-shouldered... clearly a large man. "Who is it? What does he want?" She was fixed in place, staring at the door with a formless anxiety growing inside her.
Ashley reached into the pantry, finally finding something she wanted. "Does it matter? He's just some guy who can't take a hint and followed me here--just get rid of him. If he asks for me, just tell him I went out or something--I don't know."
Ding.
Monique turned back towards her step-daughter. "Me? Why don't you--" She trailed off as she realized the kitchen was empty.
Feaking dang it! Of course Ashley was leaving her mess for Monique to clean. Nothing had changed. Still the same, self-centered brat she'd always been.
Knock-knock-knock, the rapid thuds on the door startled Monique. Whoever the strange man at the door was, he was insistent. Monique sighed and grimaced... but she didn't see any other option than answering the door, if only to tell him to go away.
Bringing her hand to her chest and gripping her shirt, she walked to the door and tentatively opened it. As it swung open, she found herself face to face with an intimidating, unmistakably Latino man with dark hair and tan skin--one hand in the pocket of his leather jacket while the other clutched the door casing possessively.
He was barely taller than Ashley and Martin, maybe six-one or six-two, but that still made Monique have to look up to meet his eyes. His wide shoulders made Monique think he must have been a swimmer at one point. Either that or a linebacker.
"Hi...can I help you?" Monique managed, trying to put the calm assurance of the lady of the house into her voice and maintain polite eye contact. But, despite her best efforts, she couldn't help but run her eyes curiously over the stranger, soaking in the details.
His face looked young, around the same age as Ashley, but his neat beard and slicked back hair made him look older--closer to Monique's age. The leather jacket and faded jeans made him look like he belonged to a biker gang.
Monique wasn't sure where Ashley knew this stranger from, but she was sure it wasn't from anywhere pleasant based on his rough exterior.
Especially his eyes.
Those dark brown eyes held Monique's gaze for a moment, sparkling with sharp intelligence. Then his gaze slowly dipped, then dipped lower still, until Monique realized with a crackle of shock that the strange young man was checking her out. Staring at her chest, hips, and thighs without any shame, and not even caring that she knew he was doing it. His eyes lingered on every inch of her curves. It couldn't have taken longer than ten seconds or so, but to Monique it felt like a burning, embarrassing eternity. He even took his time staring at her chest on his way back up to meet her gaze again.
"Mm mm." He grunted, bringing color to her cheeks and flooding her with flustered indignation.
She instinctively swallowed hard-- "Excuse me!" --and took a step back behind the door, bringing it forward like a shield between herself and the man.
The stranger took a step forward, his foot nearly blocking the doorway. "Can you get Ashley for me?" His voice was deep and confident, but not nasty or rough like Monique was half expecting. Although his demeanor remained calm, Monique still felt intimidated.
There was no way Monique was going to do what he asked. As annoyed as she was at her step-daughter, this boy could potentially be dangerous, and she had no intention of letting him near Ashley. Still, she wouldn't lie for Ashley. That went against Monique's principles. To lie was to sin. Two sins in one day would be more than she could bear having the knowledge of committing.
"No, I won't do that, so please leave." Monique waited for him to move, but he just continued to stare at her as if he was a little confused. When he didn't move, she pressed. "You need to go. Don't make me call the cops."
He raised an eyebrow, and the natural, slight frown of his face turned into a genuine smile. There was something in the shift that made Monique's heart beat just a tad quicker. She gripped the door tighter in one hand and clutched her shirt harder in the other.
"Alright, alright. No need to get upset." He looked her up and down again with a slight smirk, his eyes focusing on her chest once again in a way that made Monique flush hotly. "Just let her know I want to meet up. Oh, and tell her that I said she was right and I'm sorry for doubting her." With that, he gave Monique a cheeky wink, calmly turned, and walked back to the motorcycle parked next to the curb.
Somehow managing to hold herself together enough to appear calm and collected, Monique closed the door and latched the dead bolt, then nearly collapsed against it, sighing deeply.
After closing her eyes and breathing deeply for a few seconds, Monique had recovered enough to go find some answers. Anger bubbled up through her chest as she went to confront her step-daughter.
How could Ashley just lead a scary, strange man to their home? How could she leave Monique to deal with the stranger alone? Who even was he?
It doesn't matter who he is, he looked dangerous, thought Monique grimly as her tennis shoes thudded against the hardwood floor.
God! She's so dang irresponsible! Martin would be hearing about this later. For now, she had to let Ashley know how she felt.
Monique stomped her way down the hallway connected to the living room until she reached the room at the end of it. Ashley's room, which Martin insisted on keeping just as she left it. Monique lifted her fist and paused. Was she really about to scream at Ashley? Yell at her like she was still a teenager?
No. That might be satisfying, but it wouldn't be the right choice. And Monique always made the right choice. She lowered her fist and instead lightly rapped on the door with a single knuckle. "Ashley," she called out in a calm, pleasant voice. She waited a few seconds before she tried again, knocking a little louder. "Ashley, we need to talk about this. What's going on? Who was that?"
Silence.
Deep breaths, Monique...don't break the door down, now. She would have to handle it later. After she had calmed down a little.
Part of her was tempted to go back upstairs and try to finish what Ashley had so rudely interrupted. But she knew that was impossible. Touching herself felt dirty and embarrassing enough when she was alone in the house. She thought it would probably be impossible now that she knew her step-daughter was lurking around. Instead, she walked back to the kitchen and picked up the Lysol wipes. Cleaning was soothing to her. She tried to let go of her anger and frustration as she got to work wiping down the marble tops.
She focused on the repetitive motions. Beginning at the edge, she pushed the wipe forward, then twisted and brought it back towards herself, barely overlapping the area she had just wiped. She repeated this motion until she finished the first counter. The citrus smell and the mindlessness of it felt therapeutic to her.
Until the loud music started playing from down the hallway.
Monique squeezed the wipe tightly, making a little puddle of cleaner on the counter. "Dang it!" She clenched her teeth, annoyed.
Redoubling her efforts to clear her mind, she began to hum one of the songs she and her mother used to clean to.
How did amá deal with me all the time? She wondered how her mom had been so patient during Monique's rebellious years. I wish I had your patience--she still acts like a freaking teenager.
Ashley was stubborn, irresponsible, and selfish--always doing whatever she wanted without consideration for anyone else. But worst of all, she was uncaring and mean. If Monique had behaved the same way with her amá, that tiny, scary woman would have beat her with her chancla.
Wipe.
Why couldn't Ashley just be cordial with her? At least polite? Despite the awkward situation, Monique had always tried her hardest to be a good mother figure to Ashley, but her step-daughter had rejected everything she tried. They could still have a good relationship. It wasn't too late. If Monique had forgiven Martin for what he did, Ashley's treatment of her might as well be water under the bridge. But that would require effort from both sides.
Monique couldn't keep extending herself, olive branch after olive branch. Eventually, she was going to run out of branches.
She still remembered the first time Ashley had screamed at her, saying that she would never replace her mom. That Martin would never love Monique as much as she loved her mom.
Wipe.
Monique understood that, she really did. How could she prove she was better than someone who was already dead? But it still didn't hurt any less to hear it from someone she was just trying to comfort. Ever since that moment, it had always been tense between them.
Wipe.
At least when Martin was there, they were both polite enough to play house.
Wipe.
Monique blinked, realizing she'd been wiping down the same marble top for several minutes. Frustrated that she'd wasted time, she walked up to the trash bin, opened it with the foot pedal, and tossed the soiled wipe in.
After washing her hands, she washed the vegetables she was going to use for the salsa, doing her best to ignore the loud music coming from the hallway.
About an hour later, Monique heard the door open over the sizzle of the frying meat and turned to see her husband coming in through the entryway, bags under his eyes and stubble on his face.
Monique hurried over and gave him a kiss on his rough cheek, slipping off his blazer and smoothing back his hair. "Welcome home, mi amor," she said warmly. "How was work?" She knew, based on his haggard look, what the answer would be before he even said anything, but listened intently anyway as he shook his head.
"It's the Anderson account. One of our oldest. In fact, you probably remember it back from when you worked at Apex, right?"
Monique nodded, casting a quick eye back to the meat on the stove to make sure it wasn't burning. She remembered it as one of the most important accounts they had: outsourced editing for technical manuals used in factories. Huge amounts of boring, but steady work. The kind of work that the company needed to stay afloat.
"Well, they are saying that they can get a much better deal on services from a company in India. Can you believe that? Getting editing services from people whose first language isn't even English?" Monique gave him a sidelong look. English wasn't her second language per se, having grown up in a bilingual household, but the remark still seemed a little insensitive.
Martin didn't seem to notice. He moved over to the fridge and pulled out a can of beer, an unshakable after-work ritual of his. "Anyway... We're scrambling to put together a pitch for why our services are better. But it's shaky. We can't match the price from those Indian..."
"Daddy!" Both of them were surprised by the loud, girlish exclamation, but before Martin could even turn to look, Ashley ran straight into him, her arms spread wide and her silky dark hair flying. Martin's weary expression was wiped away in an instant and he was suddenly grinning ear to ear and hugging his daughter close.
"Bug!" he cried out happily in response, lifting Ashley's slim frame and spinning her around as if she weighed less than a feather. Monique had a warm smile pasted on her face. Despite how petty the thought was, she couldn't help but wonder why she never made Martin look that happy anymore.
Finally, Martin set his daughter down and stepped back, looking full of energy now. "So... how was the trip?"


"It was great!" chirped Ashley, perching herself on one of the dining room chairs and giving Martin and Monique a bubbly, vivacious smile. "Just a short little bus ride, and then I got to hang out with Monique!"
Monique covered her annoyance by heading back to the stovetop to turn the meat. Ashley was always like this. She put on a good show for her father, while saving her barbs for her step-mother behind his back.
"I love to see the two most important women in my life get along," said Martin with a happy sigh. "So... are we ready to eat?"
Monique was relieved that they were moving toward dinner before Martin asked any questions about her and Ashley "hanging out". Monique hated lying to her husband, and sitting there and smiling while Ashley spun a mother-daughter reunion out of whole cloth would be grating.
So instead, she busied herself with setting out plates and serving dishes while Ashlay and Martin chattered away. Monique often found in life that it was easier to sink into the background, and this was definitely one of those times.
"So... how is work?" Asked Martin, his eyebrows drawn together and his hunched over posture giving away the fact that he took this question a lot more seriously than his light tone would suggest.
Monique took a sip of water and eyed Ashley over the glass. The real question was more like "what is work?" Ashley kept in touch with her father sporadically, but Martin had been stressing for the past few months since Ashley left her job at a marketing firm that he had arranged through his connections.
Ashley gestured animatedly and made a muffled sound through her mouth full of steak, then held up a finger until she had chewed and swallowed. "It's actually going awesome, Daddy, thanks for asking," she gushed. "I'm working with this brand called Diamant, who are trying to break into the luxury vodka market. Basically, I just need to go and be the hottest girl at the club and get guys to order it for me. So, yeah, I more or less get paid to party."
Martin's smile congealed on his face. Ashley's constant partying during college had been a source of constant gripes from him, and Monique recalled that he had been relieved when she graduated. Ashley would finally "grow up" and start acting like an adult. This was certainly not what Martin had in mind when he paid for his daughter's marketing degree.
Martin reached under the table and squeezed Monique's hand. She felt a sinking sensation in her belly as Martin glanced over at her, his eyes pleading. It was an old dynamic, and a frustrating one for Monique. Martin had neither the ability nor the intention to discipline his daughter. He never had. And that meant that Monique had to try her best to muddle through tough conversations like this one as the "bad cop".
"Ashley dear, I guess your father and I were hoping that you would settle down a little after graduating," said Monique hesitantly. "I mean... it must be hard to find any stability or even someone responsible when your job involves flirting with men who are still partying at their age."
Ashley's smile was playful, but her eyes were sharp as she said, "Don't be silly, Monique. I'm already dating Matt. Besides, he's secure enough to know that those guys don't mean anything to me."
Martin choked on the bite of food he had snuck, badly enough that his face turned red and Monique had to thump him on the back a little. Monique wasn't shocked at his reaction. While Ashley was in college, hardly a night had gone by without gripes from Martin about the burnout bad boy that Ashley was seeing at the time.
"Matt?" asked Martin finally, his voice hoarse and his eyes watering from the coughing fit. "I thought you two broke up last year!"
Ashley shrugged, with a faint smirk on her face that said she didn't mind causing a stir. "We did, Daddy! And then we got back together again. It's been on again and off again, to tell you the truth. Actually sort of off again right now in fact... but we haven't broken up, not really. Not yet, anyway."
A sudden realization hit Monique like a thunderclap. That strange, forward, handsome young man at the door today. Had that been the infamous Matt? She hadn't realized it before now because, like Martin, she assumed that Ashley had finally broken up with him a year ago.
Monique had never seen Matt before this afternoon, but she had heard enough about him from Martin's tirades that she felt like she could fill a book.
If Martin was to be believed, Matt had been kicked out of the university where Ashley studied for assaulting another student. He had no steady job, instead spending his time cruising the streets on his motorcycle. He had cheated on Ashley, allegedly, more than once, and was the one who seduced Martin's precious daughter into the partying lifestyle she now enjoyed.
That last part, Monique knew, was an exaggeration. Or maybe just an act of selective memory on the part of her husband. Because the roots of Ashley's hard partying definitely began in the later years of high school. But still. If even half of what Martin said about Matt was true, he was trouble. Certainly not the kind of man that Monique wanted to know, let alone allow into her house.
Luckily, before Martin could really get wound up by the mention of Matt, Ashley deftly steered the conversation to other topics, and soon Martin was laughing and relaxed again as Ashley recalled a memory of a failed science fair project in fourth grade.
Monique couldn't help but relax, no longer having to play the strict step-mother for the rest of the night.
Monique settled back and watched the conversation with occasional smiles and laughs instead of participating. She couldn't help but think, while studying Ashley's sparkling blue eyes and perfect smile, that if Ashley steered the conversation that easily away from Matt, the chaos she caused with her words on a regular basis was probably no accident.
Monique was feeling conflicted as she made her way up the stairs that evening. Dinner had gone better than she expected, and she couldn't help but feel a little bit of optimism. But the thought of how easily Ashley had guided Martin throughout the conversation made Monique uneasy. It seemed so easy for the little brat to just her father around the topics that would trigger a reaction. Ashley was able to completely control her father's reactions and mood.
The sort of manipulation Monique had seen at dinner wasn't necessarily new, but it worried her how effortless it had seemed. But that was a problem for another day. There was unresolved business she had in their bedroom, and Martin was the only person who could help her take care of that.
Boxing up her thoughts and emotions and setting them aside for later, Monique slipped into their bedroom. Eyes avoiding the mirror, she undressed and tossed all her clothes into the hamper. Then she crawled onto the bed, lying naked on the duvet.
As the seconds passed, she shifted and shifted--changing positions to find the best angle for Martin. But everything felt weird to her. She was unused to this type of seduction. Most of her life had been spent trying to get men to look at her breasts less, not more. Emphasising them felt unnatural. As a compromise, she chose to remain on her side, her legs closed to tease modesty and her hand on her hip.
With her heavy, round, cinnamon-hued breasts uncovered, her sensitive nipples slowly stiffening in the cool bedroom air, she hoped her husband would be enticed. That was what he had always told her he loved about her.
Before her, he'd never really gone for the curvy type with big breasts and butt like her. It used to be something that Monique thought he found special about her.
And she hoped that seeing her ready and waiting for him would bring those thoughts and emotions back. She just wanted to be able to ignite his lust again. Really, it ought to be him pursuing her... but it wasn't sinful for a wife to entice her husband, just a little awkward. She would try anything at this point if it meant rekindling the spark with Martin.
Her heart raced, and she began to feel a needy ache between her thighs as seconds became minutes. She wondered mournfully if he was even going to sleep in their bedroom tonight. Maybe he'd stay up doing work. To Monique's shame, work entailed sometimes forgetting to check if the headset was connected, so that the rest of the upper floor could hear what he was working on.
"Are you in here, dear?"
Her heart fluttered when the door began to open, and Martin's manly figure came into view. Despite the passage of time and the aging of his body, Monique still found him attractive. He was Martin, her Martin, after all. And sometimes she could still see glimpses of the man she'd fallen in love with in him, like when they were downstairs with Ashley.
That face he made when laughing, unable to contain his joy, was something that still made Monique's heart race. But sometimes, she wanted to be the one who caused that face. Like she used to.
"Dear lord!" Martin's eyes went wide upon seeing his wife's state of undress.
Monique smiled, and her heart beat a powerful rhythm against her ribs as her arousal soared--she felt like a seductress leading this mortal man to temptation as he quickly shut the door behind himself.
"Monique!" The reprimanding tone in his hissing whisper caught her off guard. "We have a guest! What if it had been Ashley who had opened the door?" Monique thought that was ironic, considering her step-daughter's antics earlier. "Please, cover yourself, dear." The click of the lock falling in place made Monique flinch.
She saw no indication that he appreciated her nakedness. No desire to even look at her. Instead, he crossed over to the bathroom and closed the door behind him.
Reddening, Monique self-consciously pulled the blankets over herself--her breath coming unevenly. In that silence, despite Martin being only a few feet away, she felt so alone.
Pathetic. Disgusting. Desperate. Ugly. Fat. Grotesque.
Every insult she had been calling herself lately mocked her now. Each one louder than the last inside her mind.
She stifled a sob and clutched the blanket to her chest, wishing it could replace her skin--she couldn't bear how she felt in her own. Keeping herself covered, she stood up, dragging the blanket on the floor. Shamed, she walked to her dresser and pulled out an oversized shirt and basketball shorts.
These clothes were safe. She could hide in them. Every body part was obscured, but more importantly for her, every curve of her body was hidden from the eyes who didn't want to look at them.
Neither she nor Martin would judge her this way.
Monique noticed she had been slouching, so she made an effort to straighten her posture as she walked back towards the bed. Her shoulders retained their pride and she held her head high. There was no use in wallowing in her own self-pity.
Grabbing her mystery book off her nightstand, A Good Girls Guide to Murder, she gingerly laid on the bed, taking up as little space as she could on her side.
She had read about thirty pages before Martin finally exited the restroom--he'd taken his nightly shit and then showered. He wouldn't be able to sleep without doing both.
"Oh, good, you're still awake, dear." He turned off the lights. "I wanted to talk about dinner."
She sighed, putting her book down. "Yes, amor." But she didn't turn over to face him as the night light in the room slowly came to life. It was important for a good wife to be gracious to her husband... but she just couldn't right now.
"I'm just so happy that Ashley is home. Sometimes I get really concerned about what she's doing out there." The bed shifted slightly as he sat, making sure his phone was plugged into the charger.
Monique was tempted to be sassy, what she's doing out there? Her partying and having sex with other men despite having a boyfriend? Or her quitting that cushy job you got her and staked your reputation on her for?
Instead, she bit her tongue and breathed deep. "I know, amor. I worry, too." Despite how hard that brat makes it.
"I'm just glad she's here, where we can protect her. She really does light up the home when she's here." The cheery tone in his voice made Monique cringe inwardly. Ashley certainly lit up the home... much like a match would. "What do you think about her staying here longer, maybe she doesn't have to leave?"
That question finally made Monique roll over and look at her husband. When Ashley graduated college and finally moved out, they had agreed they would make Ashley's room into a studio for Monique. It had been two years since then and Martin still hadn't let her start changing the room.
And now, he wanted Ashley to move back in?
"Martin, Ashley is an adult now. She has her own life, just like she should. We even talked about changing her old bedroom--"
"Do you not want Ashley here, Monique?" asked Martin, his brows tightening. There was an edge in his voice that made Monique think twice about her words.
Her instincts told her to be accommodating and pleasant, but the indignation she'd suffered today, combined with all of the frustrations of the last couple of month,s spurred her on. Uncharacteristically, she huffed. "You're never here. I have to be here. Ashley and I don't get along well enough to be around each other that much."
Martin's eyebrows shot up in shock. "Monique!"
"Martin!" She countered, sitting up. "You never tried to bring Ashley and I together when she was younger. That was the time to do it. I told you about all the awful things she would say, but you never tried to correct her. And now--"
"She mentioned you two hung out earlier! And I have seen you two interact, you get along great when--"
"She is the perfect daughter when you're here, Martin. But you're hardly here." Monique sighed and shook her head.
"That's not fair. I'm at work, it's not like I am out and about doing God knows what." His eyes were grave and even hurt as he said it. But if he intended it to calm Monique, he couldn't have made a worse mistake.
Monique couldn't believe he had managed to say that with a straight face after everything that had happened. She felt her sanity slipping and her emotions slipping out of her control. He had been out and about doing God knows what with that young intern a few years ago. And he had the audacity to tell her this? Was he that forgetful? Or maybe just that callous.
She knew acknowledging that open wound might escalate this fight from a small disagreement to something far worse, but the words just slipped out of her. "Seriously, Martin? You weren't?" She felt crazy at that moment--but she wasn't.
Martin's temple flared, his jaw tightening. He swallowed the spit in his mouth before taking a steadying breath and opening his lips to speak--but didn't. Instead, he stayed quiet as they stared each other down across the mattress, unspoken hurt and anger crackling between them.
Monique turned over and laid back down, facing the mirror in the room. She closed her eyes to avoid the sight of the dramatic curves that couldn't be hidden even beneath the blanket.
"I said I was sorry." Martin groaned.
When she didn't respond, he finally laid down and turned over.
Monique used the blanket to wipe the tears that managed to slip out of her clenched eyes. Luckily for her, she had tired herself out that day with all the cooking and cleaning. Before she knew it, she was finally asleep.
In her dreams, she found escape.
...
Monique was relieved the next day when Ashley left soon after Martin in the morning, calling something out behind her about catching up with some old high school friends. When she was gone, Monique breathed out a sigh of relief, brewed up some herbal tea, and retreated to her home office.
Her editing job was, frankly, grindingly dull. She struggled on a near-daily basis to find the motivation to work. But today, finally free for a few hours where she didn't have to play the perfect hostess to a brat that hated her guts--it felt almost decadently relaxing to just lose herself in her work tasks.
Brat... Monique rolled the word around in her mind while she kept half of her attention on the words in front of her. It was her go-to designation for the little witch that she was forced to play nice with, although she hadn't uttered the word out loud when talking about Ashley for half a decade. Maybe it didn't really apply anymore, since Ashley was a grown woman now, independent and living on her own. But Monique thought that her daughter-in-law would likely always be a brat in her eyes. The word fit her awful attitude too cleanly.
*Ding*
Monique looked up from her screen in confusion. Was she hearing things, or...
*Ding*
No, it was unmistakable. The doorbell was ringing. Just like it had yesterday. An immediate suspicion formed in Monique's mind that she did her best to dismiss. There was no way that that dangerous young man would be stupid enough to show up at their door again. She had threatened to call the cops last time. Even a burnout like Matt must have a healthy respect for the cops.
But then again, who else ever rang their doorbell? They were barely on waving terms with their neighbors in the upscale neighborhood where they lived, and did door-to-door salesmen even exist anymore?
*Ding*
Monique descended the stairs, and for some reason, her heart began speeding up in her chest. It might be someone in some sort of emergency, so she couldn't just ignore it. But as Monique approached the door, some sixth sense told her exactly what she would find.
When the door opened, Monique found the same tall, bearded, insolent young man from the day before, raising his finger to ring the bell again. His face lit up into a smooth smile as he saw her open the door.
"Hey, good morning!" Had Monique not known any better, she'd have thought he was invited over because of how confident his deep voice sounded--despite her threatening to call the cops the day before. "Monique--sorry, Ms. Harmon, right?"
She looked him up and down disapprovingly. He had chosen to wear a sleeveless tee today, and although Monique considered it a trashy look, it was obvious why Matt had selected it. A man with this level of muscle tone usually looked for any excuse to show off.
To her embarrassment, Monique had to keep a grip on the door to stop herself from staring at those arms. She didn't want to convey the wrong message to this delinquent.
"What are you doing here?" snapped Monique, masking her fluster behind a sharp tone. "I thought I told you to leave yesterday." Monique was on the defensive, ready to slam the door in his face at a moment's notice. From the stories she had heard about Matt, he was capable of anything.
But to her surprise, a sheepish, charming expression crossed his face. "Right... Yesterday. First off, let me apologise for that. I can get a little single-minded sometimes, and I didn't really consider how I might come across." He frowned slightly. "If I scared you, I'm sorry."
Monique had been prepared for Matt to raise his voice, make threats, or even lunge toward her. A sincere-sounding apology was the last thing she had expected. "Hmmph. Well... apology accepted, I suppose. But I'm still going to have to ask you to leave. Ashley isn't even here right now."
"Oh, that's no issue," said Matt with a confident smile. "I figured she would probably be out somewhere. Ash has always been a social butterfly. I was actually hoping to talk to you."
Monique stared at him uncomprehendingly, temporarily speechless from the unexpected statement. What was this strange young man's game? Monique's eyes darted over him, trying to read his intentions. His tall, muscular frame stood with easy, casual confidence. His expression looked open, honest, and sincere. If Monique hadn't heard such bad things about him before, she would have assumed that he was a nice young man without ill intentions.


Finally, Monique found her voice. "Why?" she blurted. Right after it left her mouth, Monique realized that it sounded a little ruder than intended, and felt her face darken with a hot flush. "I mean... Talk to me about what, exactly? My husband's not home, and I don't even know you..."
Matt let out a little laugh and shifted his weight back on his hip, crossing his strong-looking arms over his chest in a way that made Monique's belly do a complex little flip. Monique felt the heat in her face grow. She struggled to understand why she was reacting this way.
Not only was Matt her step-daughter's boyfriend, he was the type of man that Monique didn't associate with. It didn't matter how attractive he was--he was bad news. In fact, that just meant she should hesitate even more to talk to him.
She tried to hide how her eyes kept wandering--it was an innocent curiosity, nothing more. At least that's what she told herself.
Monique was so distracted by the clean lines and toned muscle of Matt's body that she almost missed what he said next.
"But that's just it," said Matt firmly. "I don't know you, but I feel like maybe I should. You saw how it was yesterday. Ash isn't even speaking to me right now. I've never gotten a chance to meet her family, but I know that her Dad hates me. I feel like if I get to know you a little better, then maybe you could put in a good word for me? Not just with her, but with Mr. Harmon too."
Monique grimaced, hesitated, then sighed and stepped back, waving him into their home. Even as she made it, she was a little surprised at herself for the decision. Maybe it was some sympathy for a young man who felt like an outsider. Or maybe it was because of how polite and well-behaved he seemed.
Later, when she was cursing herself for ever letting him in in the first place, the most shameful possibility wouldn't stop echoing in her mind. Maybe she let him in because he was an attractive man who was taking an interest in her, and it wasn't any more complicated than that.
Matt followed her into the kitchen, looking around the house and making polite, approving comments. "Wow! This place is nice! Did you decorate it yourself?" he said, reaching out to gently touch a piece of carved wooden wall art with a look of keen interest on his face.
"My husband hired an interior decorator when we first moved in," said Monique warily. "Can I get you anything to drink?" The question was instinctive. Just something that Monique offered automatically as a good host. But it made Matt's face light up in a smile.
"Actually, a beer sounds great if you have one," he said cheerfully, sitting at one of the dining room tables as if he owned the place. Monique was already having a sneaking sense of regret for letting this strange young man into her home. It was still before noon, for goodness sake! But it would be even more awkward at this point to kick him out, so she reluctantly fetched him a can of beer from Martin's stock in the fridge and set it near him on the table along with a glass.
Matt ignored the offered glass and cracked the can open, drinking a quarter of it in one go and following it up with a satisfied sigh, lounging back in the chair, a picture of relaxed satisfaction. Monique was the older person here. It was her home. She was the stepmother of this young man's girlfriend. She should have been the one who felt in charge.
So why did it feel like Matt was?
Monique leaned back against the kitchen island and crossed her arms. Better to just get this over with. "So?" She looked at him expectantly. "You wanted to talk. Talk." Again, her response came out more forcefully than intended.
Matt raised an eyebrow and chuckled, taking another sip of beer, his dark eyes sparkling with amusement. "Well, Ash has told me a lot about growing up with you in the house, but uhhh..." He looked away with a shrug and a smirk. "Let's just say that she focuses on the negatives a little. I'd love to hear things from your perspective. How did you and Mr. Harmon meet?"
Monique turned to grab herself some tamarindo from the fridge, but it was mainly an excuse to turn away so that this stranger wouldn't see her frown. Of course Ashley was talking to people behind her back, telling them how awful she was. It was just like her. Well, that was one good thing about inviting Matt in as a guest. She would have the opportunity to set the record straight.
"Martin and I met at work," said Monique with a cool expression when she finally turned to face him again. She took a sip of her drink, then went on. "I got a position as an intern at Apex Editing Solutions right out of college, and Martin had been working there for a while. When we met... well, I suppose you could say that we just hit it off." She smiled genuinely. She was very fond of how they had met.
Matt chuckled. Monique wasn't sure she liked the look of his grin. It was sharp, wide, and a little too familiar. "Ohhhh, I see how it is. Powerful older boss and the sexy, naive young intern. That's hot!"
Monique nearly choked on her tamarindo. "Excuse me?" she said, in shock that Matt would say something like that to an older woman he barely knew. "I'm not sure what you're thinking, young man, but that was not how it was between my husband and I!" She hated that he was twisting their innocent love story into that.
Matt shrugged and took a long drink of beer, his dark, intense gaze holding on Monique, making her feel like she was under a microscope. Then Matt stood, and Monique's skin rose in goosebumps. She was suddenly powerfully aware that Matt was a much taller and stronger person than her. But as he took a step forward, she froze, like a mouse looking into the eyes of a snake.
"First of all, Monique," said Matt in a low, amused voice, abandoning the pretense of "Ms. Harmon", "Don't call me a young man. You're what, five, six years older than me at most? Stop trying to act like we aren't as close as we actually are--" He took a step towards her. "--in age."
He was so close now. Uncomfortably close. Monique could smell the sharp, clean scent of his cologne as he loomed over her. But strangely, it wasn't just fear she felt. There was also a certain twist of... heat? That couldn't be right; she was just confused. Monique found herself unable to speak through the sudden lump in her throat, and Matt continued.
"And second of all," he said, his tone lightening, "I meant absolutely no offence. Toward you or the old man. Hell, if I saw a sex bomb like you walk through the door, I probably wouldn't be able to resist either."
Monique felt her face flush hot as Matt's eyes flicked down her body, openly checking her out just like he had the other day at the door. And that wasn't the only part of her that was feeling hot suddenly. As inappropriate as it was, her reaction was undeniable. This cocky younger man was making her feel things that she definitely shouldn't.
Letting him in had been a mistake. She had to nip this in the bud immediately.
Monique wanted to cross her arms over her breasts, but she worried that the perverted young man in front of her would misinterpret that action. Instead, she put all of her dignity as a married older woman into her voice and said, "Matt, that is totally inappropriate, and I'm going to have to ask you..."
But Matt had gotten distracted. He was staring over Monique's shoulder with a look of open delight.
"Oh shit!" he said enthusiastically, "You guys have a pool? Ash never told me that!"
Monique looked on, bemused, as Matt brushed past her--his body grazing hers--and opened the sliding door to the back patio, looking down in childlike wonder at the turquoise water of the pool.
Monique didn't particularly care for the pool. It had sounded like a luxury when they bought the house, but she and Martin had barely ever used it. Ever since Ashley moved out after high school, it was mostly just a huge hassle to maintain for very little benefit. Monique used to like to swim when she was younger, but now if felt like too much effort to change into swimwear, then shower off the chemicals afterward. Martin had even looked at quotes for how much it would cost to have it filled in.
"Wow... you know you've made it if you have a pool," said Matt softly, kneeling down to run his hand through the warm water. "You guys are lucky. You can just go swimming whenever you feel like it." For just a moment, there was a vulnerability in his eyes.
Monique found the enthusiasm oddly endearing, and for just a moment, she was thrown off from her determination to kick this rude man out of her house.
The spell was broken a moment later when Matt straightened up and reached down to pull his sleeveless t-shirt up and off his torso, revealing his hairy, muscular chest.
Monique felt like she was about to short-circuit from a volatile combination of shock, anger, flustered embarrassment, and unwanted arousal. The realization that she was home alone with this half-dressed man hit her like a truck. A half-dressed man who had already admitted his attraction to her.
So when Matt turned and casually asked, "Want to join me?" He didn't exactly get the result he was hoping for.
"Of course not!" she snapped coldly. "In fact, I think it's time that you left."
Matt raised his eyebrows in surprise. Monique swallowed. Even as annoyed and slightly scared as she felt, she couldn't deny that he looked good--tempting.
Martin was the only man she would ever need, but she wasn't made of stone. For a second, she felt a flicker of understanding over why her step-daughter found it hard to resist getting back together with Matt over and over again.
A cocky grin flashed across his face as he noted the curiosity in her eyes. "And why is that, mamacita? Afraid you might want to do something you're not supposed to?"
Matt had officially pushed Monique too far. "Get out of my house!" She struggled to keep her rising voice steady. Hopefully, she hadn't attracted the attention of their nosey neighbors. "Before I call my husband and tell him you are here...against my will! We'll see if you can get on his good side after that!"
Matt raised his hands in mock surrender, clearly still unintimidated by her outburst. But at least he walked back into the house and toward the front door, pulling his tee back on as he went.
"So nice to finally meet you properly, Monique," he called back over his shoulder with a wink as he strolled casually toward the door, as if he hadn't just been threatened. "We'll talk again real soon."
When he had finally closed the door behind him, Monique rushed up and clicked the deadbolt shut, her heart hammering in her chest. Then she returned to the dining room and collapsed in a chair, picking up her still-cold glass of tamarindo and taking a steadying sip.
Matt was a much more dangerous young man than she had assumed. She had made the mistake of trusting him today, and it had only proven how inappropriate he could be. She wouldn't be fooled again.
It took her a few more minutes to calm down and return to her office. Despite what had just transpired, at the forefront of her mind, for some reason, was that she would have to try harder to initiate sex with her husband tonight. She felt like she needed it more than ever.
...
Monique hadn't told Martin anything about the strange man that had been lurking around their house for the past two days--not about meeting Matt when Ashley had arrived, nor that Matt had basically stripped in their backyard. Monique had the guilty sense that she had somehow mishandled the situation. Her intentions had been pure... of course they had been. But Martin might question why she had invited Matt in at all. Martin seemed to be enjoying Ashley's company far too much, and Monique didn't want to be the reason that mood was ruined.
It was the happiest she'd seen her husband in a while.
Monique felt flustered and distracted throughout dinner, and she had to excuse herself early to cool off with a cold shower. She wanted to get that guilt out of her mind and focus on what was important. The thing she needed most in the world now--
Relief.
She changed into her sexiest nightie and waited for Martin to come upstairs. Luckily for her, it didn't take long tonight.
She hoped Martin would react better now that she was covered up a little rather than sprawled naked on the bed--her face still grew hot with immense shame when she thought back to the night before.
Monique listened to her husband's footsteps mounting the stairs and approaching the door. Her heart pounded with nerves, and her belly flooded with eager heat. She hoped against hope that she would get the reception she so desperately needed tonight. Then, the moment of truth arrived. The door swung open, and Martin was framed in the doorway again, just like last night. He smiled at her, and Monique's heart soared. "Oh! Wow, dear!" This had always been his favorite of her lingerie.
Monique's heart fluttered; smiling was a good sign. And he was undoing his tie, walking towards--the bathroom? To Monique's dismay, her husband walked right past their bed and into the bathroom.
For the first couple of minutes, she hoped that he would come out after brushing his teeth. She lost herself in a torrid little fantasy of her husband peeling down the straps of her nightie and using those teeth on her... But instead, she soon heard the unmistakable sound of Martin laughing as he scrolled through his Reels.
He was taking a shit.
Which meant he would be on the toilet for the next thirty minutes. Then he would shower for another twenty. Finally, taking another ten minutes to dress for bed and actually brush his teeth.
His freaking routine, Monique clenched her eyes shut and slammed her right palm hard against the bed, producing only a dull, muffled thud of a sound for her effort. There was barely any feeling in her hand despite how hard she'd swung it down.
She wanted to scream out of frustration, but she couldn't. That wasn't how a proper woman handled herself. Monique needed to remain poised and unfeeling--
But she didn't, and she couldn't.
Instead, she felt pain welling up through her body. A desperate longing tore through her heart, and exhaustion spread through her mind like a cold, dull fog.
She roughly laid her left forearm over her face to hide her tears and breathed in deep.
Get. It. Together. She had to be stronger, like amá. She just needed to box these inappropriate feelings up and shove them down where she didn't have to think about them--just like she had dozens of times before.
Wiping her face on her pillow, she grabbed her book and read, trying to calm her racing mind. She hadn't read more than a few pages before she fell asleep.
...
Monique's consciousness stirred, but not to wake. She felt the fuzziness of dreaming haze her thoughts. As she looked around, she found herself in a familiar place--a dream she had more often than she was comfortable admitting to herself.
The classroom was exactly like she remembered it. It had been over a decade ago now, but this particular memory was etched into her brain. It was her junior year--the semester right before she'd met Martin at her summer internship--and she'd finally gotten accepted into her program on top of getting a coveted student aide position for the Dean of the College of Communications and Journalism.
Dr. Turner had already left for the day, saying something about a date with her husband, and Monique had stayed to finish grading the freshmen's papers. She still remembered what she was reading when she felt his presence standing to her left, encroaching on her space behind her desk.
Even in the dream, the anxiety she had felt on that day clutched at her chest. She knew who it was before she looked up to her side.
"Kyle, how can I help you?" she said, keeping her voice calm and professional.
Bad-news-fucking-Kyle. A fellow junior who had been refusing to take no for an answer since before they had gotten to college. But he'd never been that brazen, that insistent. That day he had finally gotten her alone, where he could truly make his move.
"You know exactly how you could help me, shortstack. I'll take you for a ride on my bike to warm you up." His voice was low and compelling as he leaned down to whisper into her ear, carrying a nasty undercurrent that made it crystal clear what kind of help he meant.
Her heart raced every time he was around--everything about him terrified her, but especially how he looked at her. There was something predatory deep inside of those dark brown eyes. Some filthy, needy heat that stripped her down and laid her bare. She always had the impulse to cover herself up under his penetrating gaze.
Just like the men in the novellas her mother had belted her for reading. Dangerous, powerful, sexy men who ruined women even as they set their passions free. After the third time she was caught reading those shameful books, Monique realized her mother was right. It must have been divine punishment if she couldn't hide her sins from even her old mother.
Maybe this was her real punishment--being pursued by delinquents like Kyle. She had secretly lusted after the idea of a bad boy in her heart, and now she was the object of lust for a bad man. Those dirty stories had just been tainting and tempting her mind, and now she had that temptation tainting her real life. Or at least, that's what it had felt like then.
At that time, she had steeled herself behind the convictions her parents beat into her. She didn't want to end up like her sister.
"I told you not to call me that, Kyle. Don't make me file a report with campus police, again." But saying that didn't seem to deter him. She had to turn in her office chair and scoot back to escape him
"Every time you tell me no, that just makes me want you more. Let me show you how much I want you. I'll show you things about yourself you've never known."
Monique yelped, closing her eyes as his hand shot out--but the hand at her throat she'd been expecting never made contact with her. Instead, he'd only gripped the chair so she wouldn't scoot away anymore. Had part of her wanted to feel his strong grip on her delicate throat? Sometimes in the dead of night, Monique worried that maybe it had.
Instinctively, Monique knew Kyle was telling the truth--looking back, maybe that's what scared her--he would show her just how unworthy and dirty she was. Just like amá had told her would happen when she decided to go to college. He would ruin her life for what amounted to only a few hours of bliss.
But right now, this Kyle, this moment, it wasn't real--this had happened a long time ago. She wasn't in any danger. This was just the same dream she had lived through so many times.
And almost every single time, she satisfied her own morality, she stood her ground even in the safety of her dream. It made her feel good about herself to know that if she had a chance to go back, she would still reject him all over again, just like she had on that day.
Almost every single time.
And even in those desperate occasions--where she decided to go along with dream-Kyle--her dream would end abruptly. Even then, she wouldn't allow herself to find out what he would expose about her.
But tonight, in this heated dream. Monique's frustration and naked sexual need twisted and grew inside her... and she made a different choice. She chose to find out exactly what filthy lessons Kyle wanted to teach her that day. She opened her eyes,and Kyle was staring at her, waiting for her answer just as he always did, with a lustful fire blazing in his dark eyes.
"Okay." Her voice was small, scared...excited.
There was a flicker in his eyes that changed the air in the room, electrifying it.


"What was that, shortstack?" He leaned in so close his breath disturbed her heavy curls, tickling her neck and sending shivers down her spine.
His breath smelled like cherries and smoke. His powerful presence was invading her comfort zone, but right now, that didn't feel all bad. She swallowed, breathing in deep and trying to steady herself. Her whole body felt flushed... particularly between her legs. There was a needy, throbbing heat there that was growing by the second. She closed her eyes--maybe closing her eyes would protect her in this dark moment--and she licked her dry lips, inhaling--
"Show me."
When she opened her eyes again, they were in her home--her current home. The one she shared with Martin. They stood in the kitchen, the large dining table between them and the oversized windows with a direct view of the pool in the backyard.
"Nice place, your husband must make a lot of money," Kyle smirked, pinning Monique between himself and the table--his hands flat on the table at either side of her.
This close, she could smell his musk. She was unsure of where she had smelled it before, but it was familiar nonetheless. A tantalizing scent, warm and complex.
"I work, too." She exhaled, trying to gain some confidence back and maintain some sense of dignity.
But dignity and confidence weren't possible here. Kyle's dark gaze looming above her and the smirking twist of his lips told Monique exactly what he thought of her. And he didn't see her as a proper, dignified housewife. She was his dirty little girl... and he was going to teach her her place.
Kyle held her with his gaze for a few more seconds, breathing down on her--then stepped back suddenly and took off his jacket. Carelessly, he dropped it at his feet. Grabbing the hem of his white shirt, he peeled it off himself, and it soon joined the jacket on the floor.
Monique held her breath; she didn't understand the hunger she felt upon each inch of skin revealed to her. His rippling muscles beneath the light hair of his chest reminded her of something, although she had certainly never seen Kyle naked in real life. She bit the inside of her lip, trying to maintain composure.
She knew why she had decided to do this; she understood full well the expectation, but she was still scared. Was this really her? Could she do this? Even if only in a dream?
"Your turn." It wasn't a request.
Monique wanted to protest; she wanted to tell him she changed her mind...but that would be a lie. She wanted this so bad that it scared her. A deep, hot hunger roared inside her. A fire that needed to be put out, no matter what the cost.
Trembling, she reached down. She realized that she was now wearing the same nightie she had worn to bed for Martin. She took the lower hem in trembling hands and lifted it up and over her head. As it flowed off her, the neck going over her eyes, she closed them instinctively.
The cool air tingled, electric on her skin. Her face was hot, and her nipples were crinkled and stiff with her shameful lust. She felt Kyle take a step towards her, his hand going to her hip, tracing up the cinch of her hourglass waist. Monique's skin rose in goosebumps, and her chest heaved. Just the touch of his finger was almost too much... but she had to admit that she wanted more. Much more.
"Why are your eyes closed?" His finger traced over her ribs, teasing along the outline of her breasts, but not giving her the full, satisfying contact she was beginning to crave.
Nearly shaking from nerves and fear, Monique opened her mouth--then closed it. Her chest felt hot. There was no way--no matter that this was just her dream--that she would confess her insecurity to a man. She didn't want to see her embarrassing body right now.
His fingers reached her collarbone, and he pressed his hot palm against her skin, still rising until it lightly closed around her neck. Monique could feel her pulse drumming beneath the pressure of his hand, quick and shallow, like a frightened rabbit.
"Open them. I want you to see how much I want you." His grip tightened to emphasize his command, and Monique felt the empty, needy heat between her thighs flare even higher as she sensed his power and control.
Swallowing despite the hand at her throat, Monique opened her eyes and looked into his. She wasn't struggling to breathe, but she could feel the confident pressure at her neck enough to understand she was completely at his mercy.
"Pull me out," Kyle told her, his voice low and raspy with desire. "Understand?"
Oh God... another man's... she couldn't even think the word. It was too dirty. But Kyle had promised to show her new, dirty things about herself. And that meant... Shakily, Monique nodded, and her hands reached down to his pants, hesitant and fumbling. Slowly, she unclasped the button and pulled the zipper down, careful not to feel his... arousal.
Impatient, he let go of Monique's throat and grabbed her hips, forcefully turning her around and bending her over the table, his firm hands manhandling her body, pressing her back down while holding her hips up, forcing her back to arch. Monique whimpered, feeling the cool air on her most private areas as they were exposed to Kyle's triumphant eyes.
Her hands hit the table hard as she caught herself. Still, she felt her nipples graze the table as her heavy breasts dangled beneath her. The cold, hard surface sent electric chills through her sensitive skin.
"Look at what I'm going to do to you," Kyle demanded, iron-hard command in his voice.
But as she tried to turn her head back to see, to look back at him, he grabbed her hair to stop her, instead forcing her to look at the window.
"Ah!" She let out a breathy yelp and closed her eyes at the rough treatment. But some part of her strangely relished the painful grip.
"Open. Your. Eyes."
Breathing in slowly, Monique's eyes opened, just as he commanded.
In the reflection, she saw herself naked, her large breasts now pressed against the table, her arms struggling to find purchase as she was held down by her hair. And, in this moment of taboo release, Monique saw herself as she really was. A curvy, gorgeous woman with dark skin, lustrous curly hair, and a body that should have made any man drool. But she was distracted by that captivating sight. Behind her, her gaze grazed the chest of the man holding her, about to push himself inside her.
But when her eyes reached his face, shock lanced through her, shaking her to her core. It wasn't Kyle behind her.
It wasn't even Martin.
Instead, she found Matt smiling at her, then she felt him press forward--
*Splash*
Monique stirred, half wanting to remain in the torrid tension of her dream and half wanting to escape. But what she wanted didn't matter anymore. The dream was slipping from her mind, dissolving back into the mist, and her consciousness was being dragged to the surface by the sound of water.
Water? She thought.
Monique opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling. For a moment, she was confused by what had woken her up. Martin was sleeping beside her, unbothered, and the house felt just as dark and silent as usual. But then she heard it again.
*Splash*
The sound was unmistakable, and it was coming from the backyard. Something was in the pool. In her half-awake state, Monique thought it might be some kind of animal. She considered waking Martin up and just asking him to deal with it, but some instinct made her pause. A look out the window showed shimmering, watery light reflecting off the trees. Now a thrill of disquiet passed through her. The pool lights were on.
She didn't know of any animal that could do that. Had Ashley gone for a late night swim?
Moving swiftly, Monique got up and peeked out of the bedroom window, down onto the backyard patio and pool. Her mouth went dry and her nerves jangled at what she saw. Her hand went to her chest.
It was Matt, swimming a backstroke in the illuminated blue waters as if he didn't have a care in the world. His tight, muscular body glistened as his arms moved in even, confident strokes. He may not have grown up with a pool, but it was clear that he knew what he was doing when it came to swimming.
Some fragment of the dream she was quickly forgetting clung to Monique's mind, and for a moment she just watched silently, her heart beating fast in her chest. Her eyes darted over the younger man as he launched himself up out of the pool, water cascading down his body in the shifting, blue hue of the lights. It had been so long since she had been unable to keep her eyes off a man. She thought that she had left that behind when she had matured and learned to have self-control. But even though he was a dangerous man, she felt a certain... hunger when she looked at him. Maybe it was just the dream that made her feel that way, but it was difficult to shake.
Matt jumping back into the water and making the same noise that had woken her shook Monique out of her daze. She glanced back swiftly at Martin and saw that, thankfully, he was still asleep.
Trying to understand why she felt relieved Martin hadn't seen her, she had a dangerous realization--she didn't know what had come over her. She was a married woman and this was inappropriate. But more importantly, Matt had just broken into their house. Maybe this afternoon had been her fault--she had foolishly invited him in, after all. But there was no grace she could offer here, this was crossing a major line--criminal, even.. Monique made her decision in a split second. She would go take care of this herself before Martin even knew it was an issue.
Her perpetual guilt made her feel like this was somehow her fault...
After all, it might be hard to explain her thinking to Martin if Matt let it slip that she had invited him in alone earlier that day when Martin had been hard at work. Monique tied on her robe over the nightie she was wearing and headed into the hallway, moving quickly and softly closing the door behind her so she wouldn't wake Martin.
Then, adrenaline pumping through her veins, she made her way silently down the stairs, already thinking about what she would say to the awful young man. She made it down the stairs and to the back door, psyching herself up for the confrontation when she was brought up short by an unexpected voice.
"And what the fuck do you think you're doing here?" The voice was cold, confident, and feminine.
Shit. Monique cussed involuntarily in her mind.
It was unmistakably Ashley. Monique pulled her hand away from the handle of the sliding door like it was burning hot and instead carefully reached up to slide one of the vertical blinds that covered the door to the side and peek out onto the patio.
Ashley had clearly been woken out of bed as well, wearing an old faded t-shirt and tiny pair of soft pink pajama shorts that barely came down past her butt, leaving her slim, pale, gorgeous legs on full display. As Monique watched, Matt swam to the edge of the pool, and reenacted the same movements that Monique had seen a minute ago upstairs, levering himself onto the edge of the pool with his powerful arms, water cascading down off of him.
"What do you think, princess?" he asked with a cocky twist of his lip. "I wanted to see you, of course. I just knew--" He stepped closer. "That you wouldn't be able to resist once you saw me."
Ashley snorted in derision, flipping her hair and saying cooly, "Shut the fuck up. You know that being a cocky asshole isn't the least bit attractive, don't you?"
Now Matt laughed back, running his hands through his dark hair to force out the water. "Princess," he said in a low, amused voice with danger coiling beneath it like a snake, "We both know that that's a lie." He took a step toward Ashley, his eyes focused on her with the smoldering heat that Monique had seen there earlier in the day. "We both know that nothing makes you wetter..."
Ashley held up a commanding finger and cocked her hip. "Don't you fucking dare take one step closer, Matt. I told you that you and I were done, and I fucking meant it!"
Monique's breath caught. So had Ashley been lying before? Was Matt coming after her after she had tried to break up with him? Maybe she just didn't want her father to worry and avoided mentioning her dangerous situation.
But despite Ashley's cold, furious tone, Matt didn't seem phased in the least. He stalked forward like a panther toward the bristling, angry young woman before him, a smirk still spread across his handsome face.
"Your mouth is saying one thing, princess, but I know your pussy is saying something else entirely. Are you going to lie and say you aren't dripping wet for me right now?"
Monique felt a strange electricity tingling through every nerve. There was a dangerous energy between the two out by the pool now, and Monique found herself hanging on every word. Every movement. Frozen in the moment, unable to move or stop watching.
Matt was close enough to touch Ashley now. His powerful frame dwarfed even Ashley's tall, willowy form.
"You fucking wish, asshole," snarled Ashley. A vicious slap whistled through the air aimed upward at Matt's chiseled jaw, but in a quick, effortless movement, he caught her wrist before she could connect, holding it tight. He spun Ashley around easily in his strong arms, holding her tight and not letting her escape as she began to squirm.
He held her wrists in a single hand as she struggled. Her shirt was riding up her skin with every attempt she made to break free.
Monique's eyes were wide, and a strange heat pulsed against her skin as she watched, part horrified and part strangely aroused. Ashley had been facing away from her before, but now Monique could see her daughter-in-law's face. She wasn't sure if Ashley had just been trying to sound brave earlier, or if her confidence had evaporated with Matt's sudden physicality, but Ashley's face was twisted in a strange expression that seemed to mirror the emotions twisting inside Monique.
"D-don't," gasped Ashley, her lithe body twisting and arching in Matt's strong arms as she tried futilely to escape. But Matt paid no attention to her--with his strength, she was his to do with as he pleased. His hand slipped beneath her shirt, lifting it to expose her flat, pale tummy. Her navel was perfectly framed by the faint imprint of abs that flexed with every strain.
"Your nipples are as hard as fucking diamonds, you little slut," said Matt with a deep chuckle. His fingers bunched up the thin cloth of Ashley's shirt as they pinched and pulled at each nipple in turn. "You know lying gets you punished. You want to get punished, don't you, naughty fucking girl."
"You fucking asshole!" whined Ashley, panting heavily now, still fighting like a wildcat. "I can feel your fucking cock poking my ass, you Goddamn pervert." She wiggled, trying to break free--Monique wasn't sure if that would help her situation, seeing as her butt was against his crotch right now. "You like this, don't you, you sick fuck?" She twisted and bucked more, her ass inevitably grinding on him, "Groping girls that can't fight back?" she huffed, struggling.
"Maybe I do," whispered Matt in her ear, so low that Monique could barely hear it. His hand left Ashley's tits, the water from the pool leaving her shirt soaking, transparent, and clinging to her skin, revealing that he wasn't lying about her stiff nipples. "And maybe you get off on it too." His hand slipped downward again, greedily plunging beneath the hem of her pink sleep shorts. Ashley clamped her thighs together, but Matt's hands were too strong. Monique could see his finger moving beneath the cloth, circling.
Monique felt so confused. Her eyes kept darting from the movement of his hand up to Ashley's tits--Monique could clearly see them now as Ashley's wet shirt stuck to her chest. Monique's own hand went to her chest, and she clutched at her shirt, feeling her heart beating too hard with each deep breath she took.
"Come on, princess," said Matt, his voice deep and rich. "You know you want it. I can feel that you do. Your pussy needs my cock. Just like it always has." Monique could see that he was pressing hard into her step-daughter from behind now, grinding into her ass. "Just like it always will." He breathed onto her neck, his lips roughly pressing against her skin.
"You--you try to stick that thing in me, I'll--fuck--I'll tear it right fucking off," hissed Ashley, her eyes squeezed shut, and her tits heaved beneath her sopping wet t-shirt.
"We'll see about that," chuckled Matt, and he began tugging down the pajama shorts. He was going to fuck Ashley right there in the backyard.
Monique pulled herself out of her stupor with a start, as if she had been hit with a splash of icy water. This was going way, way too far. In fact, it had gone too far the moment Matt had grabbed Ashley. Monique had just been so shocked she couldn't move... or at least that's what she told herself.
Either way, she could move now, and there was no way she was going to sit back and watch Matt tear off Ashley's clothes and take her against her will, no matter what differences she had with her step-daughter. She scooped up the landline off the counter and dialed nine-one, then threw open the back door, screwing up her courage to fight.
Both Matt and Ashley started as the door flew open and Monique rushed out, brandishing the phone like a weapon.
"Look at that," said Matt with a grin, pausing with Ashley's shorts just barely down over her hip bones--her mound barely coming into view, "Mi reina, what can I..."
"Get out! Get out of my house right this second," said Monique, her eyes wide and her nerves jangling with adrenaline. She still had the presence of mind to keep her voice low. "I've got the first two numbers for 911 dialed already. The cops can be here in just a few minutes."
Matt's expression went from teasing to bemused, then he sighed and stepped back from Ashley, a thick bulge still visible in his wet trunks. "Your wish is my command, reina," he said grudgingly. He backed away, picked up a bundle of discarded clothes from one of the poolside chairs, then turned and vaulted over the backyard fence, disappearing into the night as if he was never there.
When he was gone, Monique let out an explosive breath, her arms dropping to her sides. She turned to Ashley and asked, "Are you alright? Did he hurt you?"
Monique expected, if not a thank you, then maybe an expression of relief from the young woman she had just saved from her crazy ex-boyfriend.
But Ashley never acted the way Monique expected or approved of, and this time was no exception. Instead of thanking her savior, Ashley raised an eyebrow at her mother-in-law, then sat back in one of the poolside chairs.
She crossed her arms beneath her breasts, which still pressed up against the thin, clinging wet material of her shirt, crossed her long, gorgeous legs, and said disapprovingly,
"Why do you always have to spoil the fun, Monique?"
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Claire cursed as she got out of her driver's seat, tugging down the stretchy material of the hot pink cocktail dress to try to bring it at least a little bit lower down her thighs. She stopped when it became apparent that any further "adjustments" would probably make her boobs pop out the top. Her tits were already on display too much as it was: the dress had a deep scooped neck beneath the thin shoulder-straps that exposed a jaw-dropping amount of cleavage.
During her frenzy to leave Zane's house and make it to dinner on time, the dress honestly hadn't seemed that slutty. It had certainly been the best of the options that Zane presented her from his "emergency stash" of clothes. It was obvious just taking one look at the selection that they were intended for porn shoots. But, regardless of how innocuous this dress had seemed in comparison to the other skanky outfits Zane had on offer, now that she was walking up to the high-class restaurant, she felt awfully exposed.
Claire let out an irritable sigh and crossed her arms over her chest, chewing her lower lip. She really did look slutty. Maybe it would be better to just go home and call this whole thing off. But she had already texted Dan she was on her way, after making him wait for over an hour while Zane marked and then fucked her. It would be awfully rude to cancel after all that.
And... as much as she hated to admit it, there was another reason that Claire felt like going through with the date. Zane had selected this dress to wear. So, in a way, Zane was the one who had made her look slutty tonight. Just like he had shaved her pussy bare and marked her breast with a henna tattoo. By walking into that restaurant in a tiny pink dress, she would be secretly showing the world who she belonged to, without anyone realising the full truth.
The idea was perverse, but compelling. She could only imagine the way that the stuffy clientele would judge her when they saw the way her curvy body was packed into the skimpy, stretchy dress. But Zane had taught her that a little humiliation could be hot... and where was the harm really? She would be sparing her husband's feelings at the same time as she enjoyed a forbidden thrill. And hey... maybe wearing something a little provocative would get a rise out of Dan for once.
Dan... as Claire began tentatively walking toward the front door of the restaurant, she couldn't help but focus on the extra slick gliding sensation between her legs. In the end, it didn't really matter if this dress turned Dan on, because having sex with her husband was out of the question tonight. Zane, the disgusting little perv, had insisted that Claire carry a little piece of him along with her on the date "to remind you who you belong to now." Zane had pushed her to... not clean herself up after he creampied her. She protested that she didn't want his cum leaking out into her good panties all night long, but that had only prompted him to provide her a fresh pair: an eye-rollingly skanky leopard-print thong.
So now Claire was wearing the tight, leopard-print undies, sealing in the remains of Zane's thick, creamy load. By the end of the date,, most of it would have leaked out... but considering the fact that making love with her husband usually consisted mostly of cunnilingus, Claire would have to deny him tonight even if he was somehow able to perform.
Denying her poor husband after letting Zane fuck her... that sent another taboo shiver through her. Claire shook herself a little and tried to get a grip. She needed to focus. Tonight had to be about her and Dan from now on... regardless of the embarrassing outfit Zane had tricked her into.
As she opened the door and walked into the restaurant, Claire realized that she may have still been underestimating exactly how inappropriate her outfit was. The maitre d's eyes practically popped out of his head as he saw her, and, with a sense of hot, prickling shame, she noticed conversations die and attention turn to her from all corners of the restaurant. The eyes of upper-class diners burned into her from all angles. She could feel the judgment in their faint sneers... and also detect the glimmer of disrespectful interest in the eyes of the male viewers.
The moment was broken as the maitre d cleared his throat and asked, "Ummm, do you have a reservation with us this evening, madame?" in a strained voice. Claire could tell that he was locked in a desperate struggle to maintain eye contact and not look down at the massive tits that were nearly spilling out of her slutty dress.
Coming here in the dress had been a mistake. Claire could see that now. Zane's enthusiasm for the dress and her frantic desire to hurry to her date had blinded her to how ridiculous she looked. The entire reason she had wanted to come to this restaurant in the first place was because it was where the rich and powerful came to dine. Now she was making a fool of herself in front of the very people she was hoping against hope to join once her interior decorating business took off. She looked like some sort of pathetic bimbo slut thanks to Zane, and she had been so horny from his manipulative teasing that she hadn't even realized that this was just another part of his game. He was humiliating her here again without even being present. His corrupting influence was creeping into every corner of her life.
Maybe if I leave right now, I can minimize the damage. But, just as she had that thought, it became too late. Across the room, Claire saw her husband, and he saw her. Dan was sitting at a table with that skank Leah for some reason (which by itself made alarm bells ring in Claire's mind... but she put that aside to worry about another day), and his eyes were as wide and surprised as the Maitre d's had been.
Shit.
Claire would have to go through with this now. What possible explanation could she give Dan for showing up in a tiny little dress to the restaurant, making eye contact, then turning around and leaving? It would make things obvious that she was hiding something, and the last thing in the world she wanted was for her husband to discover her embarrassing indiscretions.
No, there was only one option available to her now: she would have to push through with complete confidence and act as though she saw nothing wrong with her dress.
She took a deep breath that pushed her luscious, perfectly-framed tits out, then smiled tightly at the maitre d and informed him that her party was already seated. The eyes of the other patrons followed her progress as she clicked across the floor of the restaurant, focusing on her plump, bouncing ass and round, luscious tits. Claire had possessed a distractingly curvy figure since high school, and she had always hated it when she was objectified.
Or... at least she used to hate it. A funny thing was happening to her as she endured the leering stares of the upper-class men throughout the restaurant. Although their avid gazes were still insulting and humiliating... Claire also found their slimy interest oddly arousing. It all had to do with what she had gone through earlier tonight. Zane had marked her... staked his claim on his woman by shaving Claire's pussy smooth and bare and tattooing her tits with henna. And the dress was just another humiliating part of that. She was wearing it because that's what Zane wanted... he wanted to show off the hot body of the woman he owned. And that made the objectifying stares of the men Zane's fault. Just another indignity he put her through.
Fuck... why is it so hot when that fat little perv puts me in my place?
Because that's what it was in the end... Claire was learning to become instinctively aroused by submitting to Zane. And parading around in an embarrassingly slutty dress was just another submission to his will.
By the time she reached her husband's table, Leah had already stood, a leering smile spreading across her face.
"Claire Bear," she cooed, "so good to see you! Bill and I saw your poor hubby all lonely, so we kept him company while he waited... LOVE the dress by the way. Is it new?"
Claire could tell from the mean little smirk on Leah's face that the bitch knew precisely where this particular dress had come from. Claire plastered a matching fake smile across her face as well. Now was not the time to poke the bear. After her last encounter with Leah, she had developed a grudging respect for her husband's old friend.
"It is. I thought I would try something a little different tonight," she said without a trace of the discomfort that was slowly seeping into her from the watching eyes all around her. The novelty of her appearance had worn off enough that the entire restaurant was no longer staring at her, but she could definitely tell that she was getting occasional dirty looks from the women and appreciative leers from the men whenever they were able to sneak a glance.
"Well, it's WORKING for you," said Leah with a teasing wink. "Don't you think so, boys?" She turned to Bill and Dan, who were both staring goggle-eyed at the tall, curvy goddess poured into the tiny pink dress. "Yes, dear," said Bill numbly, his eyes helplessly glued to Claire's tits.
Dan didn't say anything, but mutely nodded, looking somehow shocked, pleased, and uncomfortable all at the same time. Claire felt another cringe of shame. Dan didn't know it, of course, but if this dress was just another humiliating sex game Zane was putting her through to demonstrate his control, then it was also a direct insult to her husband. She would have to make it up to Dan... but not tonight. Not while Zane's semen was still leaking from her cheating pussy.
"Well, we'll get out of your hair then," said Leah airly, gesturing for her husband to follow. "Wouldn't want to get in the middle of this hot little date." Suddenly, she turned to Dan. "But don't forget what we discussed, Danny Boy. I think it might be more relevant than ever tonight..."
Claire glanced suspiciously between Leah and her husband, but Dan just blushed and shook his head, and by the time Claire turned back to Leah, she was already walking off on her husband's arm.
There was nothing left to do but sit across from Dan and try to somehow get through this dinner without letting on why she was dressed so inappropriately.
...
Dan felt a strange combination of arousal and discomfort swelling within him as his wife smoothed her tiny dress over her luscious backside and took a seat across from him.
He honestly had no idea why Claire would wear something this revealing. And not just because they were in a fancy restaurant like this. Dan didn't think he had ever seen his wife wear anything even approaching the slutty little dress. She hated being objectified and drooled over by strange men, and with a body like hers, that usually meant quite conservative clothing.
So... if Claire hated showing her body off that much, why was she showing it off now? And why wasn't she acting like the glances of men all over the room were bothering her? In fact... maybe it was just Dan's fevered imagination, but he could have sworn that Claire was subtly pushing her chest out a little as she cracked open the menu... and the way she slowly crossed her long, smooth legs almost made it seem like she wanted everyone to see.
No. I'm just being paranoid. Leah's little speech about other men... appreciating my wife is just getting to me. I have to keep it cool.
"So, that's a... a new look for you," Dan said nervously, taking a sip of his water. God, why do I suddenly feel like a dweeby nerd talking to the popular girl? This is my wife. I know her better than anybody.
But Claire didn't feel like the woman he knew right now. The tight, revealing dress and the faint pink blush across her normally sharp and intelligent face made her feel like a different person. She cleared her throat and gave him a lopsided smile. "I know, isn't it? I wanted to wear something special for our date and give you a little thrill, darling... But I think I overdid it, honestly."
Her embarrassed tone and little self-deprecating chuckle made Dan feel better. So, just a miscalculation. It was the same old Claire he knew, who had just made a mistake in the heat of the moment. That was unlike her, but it certainly wasn't impossible.
"So... work ran a little long?" he asked, trying to steer the conversation back into more familiar territory.
"Oh! Right, yeah..." said Claire distractedly. "I'm sorry about that, babe. Just an asshole client wanting to act like a big shot, as usual..." She continued with a fairly typical story of an entitled rich client, but Dan kept getting distracted. While she spoke, Claire absent-mindedly fanned herself with the drink menu as if she was feeling warm. The movement made her tits jiggle distractingly, their soft creamy globes half-exposed by the skimpy dress. She looked around the restaurant and lightly bit her lip as if flustered, and it was easy to tell why. Claire had become the center of attention.
It wasn't as if all eyes in the room were on her one hundred percent of the time, but some of the men were being remarkably unsubtle in the way they sizied up Claire's assets. For some reason, it made the uncomfortable arousal Dan had been feeling bubble up even more strongly in his belly. Claire's perfect body, which had once been only his to see, was now a public spectacle. The pink dress left very little to the imagination. In a way, Claire was sharing herself with all of the men in the restaurant, and they were taking advantage of the opportunity to eye-fuck her ruthlessly.
Fuck... why the fuck am I getting hard again? I need to get this under control right fucking now. Leah is wrong. I'm not... not like that.
"Dan... are you listening to me?" asked Claire sharply, snapping Dan's attention back to her with a start. Her eyes held that glint of sharpness that he was used to now, and as she leaned forward toward him with an annoyed expression, Dan could see deep into her cleavage. By now, he had a full-blown erection. But he couldn't let Claire know that. The reasons why were too confusing and embarrassing to explain.
"O-of course, dear, you got held up by a dick, but you're here now with me. That's what matters."
"Right," said Claire, with an odd shadow passing over her expression.
The awkward moment was saved by a waiter approaching, and Dan breathed a sigh of relief, scooting his chair a little closer to hide his crotch under the tablecloth.
...
Fuck... everyone's looking at me... including my husband. Claire could feel her body heating up as she babbled a made-up story about a picky client, piecing it together from a dozen similar stories she had told Dan before. But her mind was on her exposure; the male attention that was turned toward her from every corner of the room.
It felt like she was under the blazing sun. Wet heat built steadily between her crossed legs, her own fresh lubrication blending with the leftover sperm from her early tryst, turning the slutty panties Zane had lent her into a gooey mess. She could feel her traitorous nipples pressing outward... and this obviously wasn't the type of dress you could wear a bra under. If she couldn't find some way to calm down, it wouldn't be long until her stiff nipples broadcast her arousal to all the horny men watching her.
But what distracted her most was the strange way that Dan was reacting to her outfit. Her husband was looking around nervously and licking his lips, a flush creeping up his face from his neck. When he wasn't staring around the restaurant nervously, his eyes roamed Claire's body... as if he were just one of the other horny spectators, rather than her man.
It was bewildering, but unmistakable. Dan was turned on. Claire could read him like a book. The question was why. It was true that a dress like this on a body like Claire's would draw any man's attention, but it felt like a loving husband would be more upset about the public audience than horny in this situation... Right?
The word rolled around in her head. The one that Zane had pushed her to say about Dan earlier in the evening, in the heat of passion.
Cuck.
She said it at the time because Zane insisted, although she hadn't believed it. She was cheating on Dan, but by her definition, a cuckold was a man who willingly lets his wife sleep with other men because it turns him on. And that didn't describe her husband. Or did it? Why exactly was Dan getting flustered and turned on now that all the men of the restaurant were seeing her in this revealing dress?
"Dan... are you listening to me?"
Dan's reaction to the question was to stare straight down at Claire's tits, while practically yelping, "O-of course, dear, you got held up by a dick, but you're here now with me. That's what matters."
Claire felt a jolt of uncomfortable arousal at his unfortunate phrasing. Did Dan suspect something? No... no, even Dan wouldn't be ok with what she and Zane were doing. But he still apparently didn't feel the need to say anything about the way his wife was dressed.
"Right," said Claire awkwardly, shifting in her seat a little in a vain attempt to alleviate the unstoppable arousal boiling up inside her. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the waiter approaching... and a perverse idea crept into her mind.
Maybe it was just the kinky idea of Zane making a sexual spectacle of her... maybe it was the eyes of the men around the room focusing on her body... or maybe it was her husband's unexpected reaction to her slutty dress, but Claire suddenly wanted to push things just a little further. Zane said that her husband was a cuck, and far from disproving that, Dan had gotten horny from other people seeing his wife exposed.
So why not give her dear hubby a little test? If Claire flirted a little with the waiter, an average husband would get upset. If she was misreading his reactions, she would back off, but if taking her public exposure one step further got Dan even more hot under the collar... well, that would be interesting information indeed. Besides, the damage to her reputation was already done with the other people around the room, and if she got a little... saucy with the waiter, their table was far enough away that most people wouldn't even notice.
It felt like there was very little harm in conducting her experiment. The worst that could happen is that Dan would get upset, and she had dealt with an upset Dan before. And the thought of getting even more attention was oddly appealing, despite the humiliation of her exposure.
The waiter was a tall man with a sharp grin that looked too big for his face. He had an oily, annoyingly confident air that told Claire he probably considered himself God's gift to women. In normal circumstances, Claire would consider it almost her duty to ignore him, if only to discourage him from hitting on other women in the future. But tonight was this guy's lucky day. Claire just so happened to need a man to test her theory on.
"Hey there," she said in a warm, welcoming voice, leaning her chin on her hand and favoring the approaching waiter with a sultry smile. "I hope you're here to take my order. I'm just dying for a bite to eat."
"Of course... I can help you get what you need." The waiter's dark eyes scanned every inch of Claire's exposed body, not even pretending to be professional. A shiver went up Claire's spine. He was looking at her like she was a piece of meat. A potential conquest that he wanted to pursue... even though she was here with another man. The idea made her nipples stiffen even further, becoming obviously erect and visible through her dress's fabric. In any other circumstance, Claire would have hidden her breasts from the sharp, greedy gaze coming from the tall man above her. Instead, she pushed her chest out a little more, inviting him to look closer and notice how turned on she was getting.


"I love a man with confidence," said Claire with a throaty chuckle. She traced a finger up the length of the leather-bound menu, giving the waiter a smoky gaze with her chest still pushed outward provocatively. "So... what do you have that will satisfy a girl like me?"
Claire's tone and posture made her invitation obvious, and the waiter seemed more than eager to play her game. "The house alfredo is an excellent choice," he said, rubbing his chin in a way he clearly hoped would show off his muscular arm. "Hot, rich, and creamy. It could satisfy any hunger."
God, what a cheesy little fuck boy. He was lucky that Claire was so horny right now. Shamelessly flirting like this, and right in front of her husband, no less, was completely unlike her... but it felt like Zane had unlocked a whole new side of her. Just the act of showing off was intoxicating... especially because it seemed to be what Zane wanted.
"Oh! It sounds like maybe a bit more than I can handle," said Claire with a wink. "After all... I need to watch my figure." She leaned back in her chair, running a hand swiftly and teasingly down her side and over the swell of her wide hips.
The waiter clearly wanted to keep an eye on her figure as well. He looked like he had died and gone to heaven, and Claire thought she detected a certain tightness in the front of his slacks. He leaned down a little, moving confidently into Clalire's personal bubble as he said, "It's fine if you work off the calories later..."
The waiter's reaction to her flirty tone was obvious and enthusiastic... But Claire wasn't primarily concerned with what the slimy waiter thought. Her eyes flicked to her husband to see how Dan was taking her forward attitude toward the wait staff.
That brief glance was all it took for Claire's sneaking suspicion to take root. Dan was staring at his wife and the waiter with open-mouthed dismay... But disgruntled shock wasn't the only thing on Dan's face. Claire knew her husband well enough by now to tell when he was horny, and the only other times she had seen the awed, star-struck expression on his face were when she was giving him their regular foreplay stripteases.
Dan wasn't completely on board with his wife flirting with another man, but it was having a profound effect on him. One that filled Claire with strange curiosity.
...
Dan's cock throbbed with the fast, drumming pulse of his heart, harder than it had been in months.
His brain was struggling to process what was going on in front of him, but, despite the disturbing implications, some deep, primal part of him appreciated the view deeply, transmitting his wife's strange actions into dark, sizzling lust that roiled sickeningly inside him.
Claire was flirting with the waiter. No. That was too mild a description. She was coming on to the waiter, dropping thinly veiled double entendres while openly presenting her body for his gaze. And she was doing it right in front of him. Her husband was just feet away from the shameless display, and she didn't even seem to care.
Dan knew he should stop it. Angrily speak up, or deftly redirect the conversation, or even just clear his throat. But he did none of those things. He sat blushing and tongue-tied through the humiliation as his wife made a fool of him and practically propositioned the grinning waiter.
The question was, why? The fact that his wife was giving another man a come-hither stare and allowing him to see her body filled Dan with anxiety, but it was also making him uncomfortably aroused.
The things that Leah and Bill had told him kept echoing in his mind. Bill said that jealousy turned him on because of a need to reclaim his wife... Leah insisted that inferior men couldn't help but get aroused when they saw superior men pursuing their women. But they had to be wrong. Both of them. The dark, twisted arousal Dan was feeling right now was the same as what he felt watching Zane's website, and that had to hold the key. He had been so confused lately by Zane's pursuit of Claire that he had gotten disconnected from her sexually.
Yes. That made more sense. He was turned on by Claire right now, not because she was flirting, but because it had been too long since they had satisfying sex. He had to remedy that tonight.
Claire finally finished her giggling, flirty order, casting occasional glances over to her husband as she went. Almost as if she was teasing him on purpose. Dan himself ordered in a haze, barely paying attention to what he asked for and the waiter's responses. He could only focus on his wife, just like almost every other man in the restaurant.
Things got better after the waiter left.
"So..." said Claire, her heated tones and provocative body language fading away as she focused on her husband, "you never did end up telling me. What's the occasion? I've been trying to get you to take me here for ages. What changed now?"
The twisting anxiety in Dan's stomach stilled. That was right. Claire might have decided to tease him, but she had an odd sense of humor sometimes. He had to remember why he was here in the first place. He had won. That by itself should give him enough self confidence to brush off some harmless flirtation. "Can't a man take his wife out just because he loves her?" he asked with a gentle smile. Claire's answering grin made the sting of her teasing feel less sharp.
During dinner, things almost seemed normal. Dan was almost able to forget the daring dress his wife was wearing completely. Men around the restaurant continued to sneak peeks and murmur amongst themselves about Claire's incredible body, but Dan was able to tune them out and just enjoy his wife's company.
Right up until she recrossed her legs, giving Dan a brief, sizzling glance up her short dress. To the tiny, leopard-print panties beneath.
That just brought everything flooding back to him. Her mysterious lateness. Her slutty dress. The eyes of the male patrons that still focused on her... Dan couldn't take it anymore. Maybe Bill was right. He needed to reclaim his wife.
By the time the check came, Dan was desperate to leave. But it seemed that Claire wasn't quite finished with their waiter. Dan had managed to hold her attention when he brought the food, but this time she wouldn't be deterred.
"I wanted to thank you for your attentive service," said Claire in a simpering voice. She traced a finger idly up and down her collarbone, just above the exposed tops off her breasts, drawing the eyes downward toward them. The movement looked casual, as if she she didn't even realize that she was doing it. Dan knew better, and he was sure the waiter did too. "I was very impressed."
"I can think of a way for you to repay me," said the waiter in a low voice, barely concealing his intentions at all anymore, and acting as if Dan didn't exist.
"Of course," said Claire, opening her purse and dipping inside. "I know exactly what you need." She pulled out a neat stack of bills. Claire's business paid much more than Dan's job, and she often handled the check. "You're after a little gratuity," purred Claire. She reached up and tucked the bills into the waiter's pocket in a deft movement that sent a lurch of surprise through Dan's stomach. "Lucky for you I love big tips."
The waiter looked just as shocked as Dan at the fleeting contact, but much more pleased. "That's... not exactly what I had in mind," said the waiter with a dreamy grin, "but I suppose I won't refuse."
Claire laughed and bit her lip. "Oh, not enough for you? Well that won't do." She pulled a pen out of her purse and grabbed the check. Dan's mouth dropped open as she rapidly scribbled something on it and tucked it into the waiter's pocket along-side the bills. "Why don't you give me a call and we can discuss if there's any way I can thank you properly."
With that, she stood and turned swiftly toward the entrance. "I'll see you at home dear," she said to Dan with a blown kiss.
Then she was gone, leaving her husband and the grinning waiter behind as she hurried toward the entrance, giving the restaurant a perfect view of her swaying ass in the tight dress as she went.
...
Dan couldn't help speeding on his way home from the restaurant, humiliating images running through his mind.
Claire walking in, her curvy body displayed in her tight pink dress. The eyes of every man in the room undressing her.
Claire's eyes shining with mischievous arousal as she leaned forward, giving the waiter a perfect view of her tits.
The tiny flash of leopard-print cloth between his wife's juicy thighs... a type of underwear he would never have expected her to wear in a million years.
Claire hastily scribbling a number on their bill and stuffing it in the smarmy waiter's pocket with a wink, her hand slipping confident along his thigh.
Dan cock throbbed with painful stiffness and his mind felt clouded with dark, swirling thoughts. He knew that he had been disrespected tonight, but he had no idea why. What had gotten into Claire? She had acted utterly out of character. Was it some sort of test? Based on the way she had observed his reactions from the corner of her eye, she obviously was playing some kind of game with him... but to what end? And if it was a test, how exactly was he meant to pass?
With how fast he was going, Dan made it home well before his wife. He stood in the entryway waiting for her, pacing and fretting. He had to show her that he could be the only man she needed... show himself. He thought he understood now, after thinking about it. Dan had been dissapointing Claire lately in bed. This was her way of needling him. Of showing him what an attractive woman she really was. It had worked. Other men were desperate for Claire, and now Dan was too. He felt a deep need to reclaim her from the filthy eyes of the other men, just like Bill had been talking about.
When Claire finally arrived home and slipped in the front door, Dan practically pounced on her, wrapping his arms around her and pinning her to the front door with a needy, passionate kiss. His hands slipped down to grip hungrily at her plump ass, pulling her close, pressing the hard bulge at his crotch into her soft belly.
Claire went stiff for a moment with a sound of mild alarm, her lips tight against Dan's. Then a little chuckle bubbled up from her throat, and her lips opened, her tongue dancing teasingly with her husband's. Her arms slipped loosely around his neck as she allowed herself to be kissed, lightly grinding her hips forward into Dan's crotch.
"My my..." she said in a low, throaty voice as Dan finally pulled away. "Hubby's all riled up... I wonder why that could be?"
Dan stared at her, panting with passion. This was unlike her. She would tease him lightly in bed sometimes, but he had never seen this wicked gleam in his wife's eyes. It only fueled the insecure arousal burning inside him more.
One burning question stuck in his mind. He had to know. "Your number... You gave the waiter your number..." He couldn't even fully form the accusation with his lips.
Claire smirked, maintaining the strange new role of teasing temptress she had adopted. She leaned forward to Dan's ear, whispering, "Did I? Maybe I just wrote down some random numbers to tease you both... Or maybe I wrote allllmost all the right numbers, with a few question marks. Did he seem persistent enough to guess until he gets my number right? What do you think I would say if he calls me?"
Dan ran a hand down the curve of his wife's breast. The cloth was so thin he could feel the heat and stiffness of her nipple beneath. She purred and pressed her chest into his touch. His hand slipped lower... lower... down past her belly into the triangle between her thighs. Up under her dress....
He felt just a hint of hot, wet cloth there before Claire squirmed out of his grasp, putting a little distance between them as she moved deeper into their dark house. "Ah ah ah," she said over her shoulder with a raised eyebrow. "You might be horny, dear, but I just don't think I'm in the mood tonight. I had a long day at work, and I need a shower."
Dan frowned and pursued her as she stayed just a few steps ahead of him. Her tone was still teasing, but for some reason, Dan detected a genuine reluctance beneath her words. She wasn't just trying to rile him up right now; for some reason, she was genuinely pushing back on the idea of having sex.
After her public teasing, it only made him want her more. Dan's cock seemed to be pulling him toward her like a magnet as she made her way to the bedroom, glancing over her shoulder at him with eyes that were half-encouraging, half-dismissive. His lust for her burned even brighter now that he had seen it reflected in the eyes of all the men in the restaurant.
He managed to stop her with her hand on the door to the master bathroom, grabbing her wide hips and once again rubbing his cock against her, this time pressing it deep into her pillowy cheeks. "I want you," he groaned, kissing her neck.
"You and every other man I met tonight," purred Claire, reaching up to run her fingers through his hair and pull him closer into her neck. She turned, her green eyes flashing as she said, only half-joking, "Where was this fire the past few weeks?" Her hand slipped down, her palm pressing with fleeting pressure against the bulge in his pants, and her lips quirked up into a crooked smile. "What's different about tonight, I wonder? What has my poor hubby so stiff and eager?"
Darren made a low, frustrated growl in his throat. He remembered that Claire had wanted him to take charge in the bedroom. Be a little more dominant. With the possessive fire of jealous lust burning inside him right now, he felt like he could do it. He reached up to slip the pink straps off of Claire's shoulders, ready to pull down her dress and expose her tits...
And then something odd happened.
A look of near panic crossed Claire's face, and she planted a hand on his chest, pushing him back. He stumbled a little and fell back onto the bed a couple of feet away, looking up at her, shocked.
Claire also looked surprised at her reaction, hurriedly slipping the straps of her dress back over her shoulder. "I said I just want a shower," she muttered, glancing away and turning to the bathroom door again.
Normally, with something that unexpected happening, Dan would think the mood would be broken. But the sexual tension between him and his wife felt thicker than ever. As she turned, he could clearly see the outline of the hard nipples she had just refused to let her husband see, and the light hitch in her breath made it clear that she was as aroused as ever, despite her rejection.
Dan didn't understand it. They were both horny... Claire had just spent all night teasing him... Why was she saying no? She opened the door to the bathroom, but before she could go inside, Dan called out to her.
"Please. Please babe. I want you so fucking bad."
Claire turned back to him, biting her lip with a strange look of reluctant lust that made Dan's pulse pound in both heads. She seemed to think carefully before she spoke.
...
Claire felt her body humming with erotic energy as she stared down at her husband. He was begging for her. Passionate at last now that she had made herself seem available to other men.
She was starting to think that Z might be right.
The whole experience at the restaurant had been... illuminating... humiliating... intoxicating. She was still reeling from the aftermath of having her body on display like that, all thanks to Zane's manipulation. But one thing became clear over the course of dinner: it was definitely a turn on for her husband when other men were interested in her. She had found his aroused reaction so fascinating, and had gotten so horny herself, that she had maybe pushed the envelope a bit further than necessary.
The numbers she had scribbled on the bill had been fake, of course. She had no desire to have an oily young hound like the waiter sniffing around her constantly, and even if flirting with other men turned Dan on, she somehow suspected that Zane wouldn't appreciate her pursuing a third man. But Dan's reaction had been highly amusing. He looked like he wasn't sure if he wanted to crawl under the table in embarrassment or start jerking off right then and there.
God, if only he knew the real truth about me and other men. The thought sent a shiver through her. Would it turn him on to know that she had been taken by his former friend? No... surely not even Dan was that far gone.
The problem was that there was no way she could have sex with Dan right now, even if he was stiff and ready to go for the first time in weeks. She was just as horny as he was... but Zane had left a thick, gloppy load of sperm deep inside her pussy held in only by the slutty pair of panties he had loaned her. She couldn't let her husband discover that no matter what... not to mention the fucking henna tattoo he had left on her breast. That would also be impossible to explain.
But that, perversely, meant that she would be denying her eager, horny husband sex on the same night she had let Zane fuck her. The same night that she had sucked the cock of a total stranger. That was utterly cruel... and for some reason sent a flush of deep, pulsing heat through her core. Far from being an inconsequential side-piece, Zane had maneuvered perfectly to gain more privileges than her husband. He got to fuck her hard, and poor Dan got nothing.
She bit her lip, looking down into her husband's pleading eyes. Even when he pushed for sex, he wasn't as forceful or dominant as Zane. But it was unfair that he didn't get anything tonight, when she had given Zane so much. And she was sooo fucking horny...
"Take your cock out," she said decisively. "You want me that fucking bad? Stroke for me." This was probably an awful idea, but she couldn't resist. She would have to control this session carefully to make sure she wasn't outed as a cheater... and that would mean some further cruel denial of her husband. But at this point, in her horny daze, that only made it hotter.
Daren swiftly obeyed, yanking down his pants to reveal his cock, already dripping precum as he eagerly took it into his fist. It had been a while since Claire had seen it fully erect, and she was surprised to find that she was... disappointed. After sucking and fucking the monster between Zane's legs, Dan's cock just seemed a little unimpressive.
But Claire didn't worry about that right now. This wouldn't progress to sex anyway, no matter what Dan was hoping. As Dan began to pump his cock, staring at her slutty dress, Claire was strongly reminded of the stares of all the men in the restaurant tonight. Dan was looking at her with that same hunger... and even though he was her husband and not a pervy stranger, he had just as much chance of getting his dick wet tonight. A sly smile crept across Claire's face, and heat surged up in her belly at the cruel thought.
She was already betraying Dan by having sex with Zane, so adding insult to injury was hardly fair. But on the other hand, he seemed to enjoy teasing, so why not lean in and do something they would both enjoy? It was part of their normal routine for Dan to jerk off to her a little as foreplay. He didn't need to know that he had no chance of getting further than that.
Claire began gyrating her hips, running her hands up and down her curves over the tight, slutty dress. "So... I think you noticed that my new dress was quite a hit at the restaurant," she said coyly, her bright green eyes staring deep into her husband's.
"F-fuck..." Dan took a shuddering breath as his fist worked steadily up and down his hard cock. It was almost lost in his hand, only its tip poking out when he gripped it around the base. "Yeah. Everyone in the restaurant was staring..."


"Staring at what, Dan?" asked Claire in a teasing tone, turning around and bending over a little to press her ass tight against the material of the dress. "Be specific."
Dan groaned, the blush on his face flaring up. "Your t-tits. You thighs. Your beautiful ass." He's really into this. I didn't think it was possible... The arousal inside Claire was winding tighter and tighter. She should really stop poking this bear, considering that she absolutely couldn't allow this to go too far. But she couldn't stop.
"Your wife's ass," she agreed with in a sultry purr. "Your wife's tits." She turned around and squeezed them through the thin material of the dress, putting on a show for her husband, teasing him with something he wouldn't get to see for a few weeks... until the henna faded away, the sight of her tits was reserved only for Zane. "And that got you all hot and bothered, didn't it, you bad boy?" she added in a smoky whisper.
Dan shook his head, looking as if he had been caught with his hand in the cookie jar, spluttering a half-formed excuse incoherently. "What? No! I just... I was a little bit distracted, and..."
"You were hard as a rock when you saw all those men staring at me," said Claire with a mock pout. She leaned forward slowly, letting her luscious tits hang softly from her chest in front of her husband's wide, wondering eyes.
"What do you think all those men wanted to do to your wife, Dan?"
Dan was breathing heavily now, tugging his cock with short, furious strokes. "God... they wanted to fuck you, Claire."
"Mmmm, yes, I could feel it," said Claire with a smirk, running her hands all over her body and giving her masturbating husband a show. "They wanted to tear this slutty little dress off and fill my married pussy with their thick, hard cocks. They wanted to press these beautiful tits together and slide their filthy dicks between them. They wanted to cum in every hole your wife has, honey. But they didn't get to."
Dan looked relieved for a moment. A little more secure that she was all his. It made Claire hesitate for a moment. Dan should be confident that she belonged to him... even if that wasn't strictly true anymore. It was much safer that way. But now she was in a spiral of arousal she couldn't get out of... and she wanted to see how far she could push Dan.
"But here's the bad news baby," she crooned, strightening up and again and clutching her breasts tight once again. "Those strange men don't get to fuck me... or touch me... or see me naked... But tonight, you don't either."
Fuck... the look of stunned, horny despair on her husband's face was worth the dangerous ground she was treading on.
"But... what do you... are you serious?" spluttered Dan, but his hand never stopped pumping up and down his cock. His eyes never stopped roaming his wife's scantily clad body, as if by looking hard enough, he could somehow see the nudity she had denied him.
"Oh I'm afraid so, honey," said Claire with mock sympathy. She paused for a moment, biting her lip, wondering if what she wanted to say was too mean. Hey, I've already come this far. Why hold back at this point? "You haven't even been able to get it up for the past few weeks. What makes you think you even deserve to fuck me at this point?"
Dan groaned again, his hips actually bucking upward a little into the air as he continued to stroke. "Don't... don't say that babe," he whined.
"I'm serious," said Claire innocently, sliding a hand down to the front of her dress to teasingly press the material between her legs. "I really don't think you deserve this pussy tonight." She was having a hard time keeping control of her own arousal at this point. Because her words carried a obscene double meaning that her husband didn't even realize. Because, while Dan might not deserve to see or touch her luscious body, one particular lucky man had gotten that and more.
"But..." she continued in a taunting tone, "I do think you can see just a tiny bit more... you are my beloved hubby after all. I have a kinky little surprise for you under my dress."
Dan didn't say anything, he seemed beyond speech, his fist a blur working on his cock. It was a shock to Claire that he hadn't cum already considering how hard and fast he was jerking it. Probably due to lots of recent... endurance conditioning in this particular activity, thought Claire.
She reached down and rolled up the bottom hem of her tight pink dress, revealing more and more of her thick thighs...
Before reaching the sodden leopard print thong, clinging so tightly to her pussy that her lips were clearly discernable. Dan took a long, shaky breath, his eyes locked at the slutty panties between his wife's thighs. Claire didn't think her husband paid particular attention to her underwear wardrobe, but he had to know that these weren't a pair she normally wore.
"Where did you get those?" he asked in a raspy voice, his hips now humping upward faster and faster into his hand. His words weren't accusatory... just deeply troubled and horny.
Claire reached down and rubbed the squishy panties into her hot, aching pussy. Now she was really playing with fire. Because there was a bigger kinky secret just beneath the leopard-print panties. She could feel the remains of Zane's cum as she rubbed the surface of the undies. She was playing with another man's cum in front of her cuck husband and he didn't even realize. A light moan squeezed its way from her throat as a crackle of pleasure flashed through her. Fuck... being mean to Dan was turning her on far, far more than it should.
"I borrowed them from a friend," said Claire, a slight moan creeping into her voice as she pressed the panties tightly against her overheated flesh, Zane cum sliding and squishing benenath the damp cloth.
"And... fuck... you shaved..." gasped Dan, his eyes focused intently between her thighs.
Shit, that's right... Claire had been so distracted by the other events of the night that she had totally forgotten that she had let Zane shave her pussy bare. The tiny thong made that obvious: it was slung low enough that her previous groomed triangle of hair would have easily stuck out of the top. Without even thinking, she had shown her husband one of the marks of Zane's ownership. Well... might as well sell it with confidence.
"I thought that you might like it... and maybe other men might too..." She watched her husband's reaction carefully as she dropped another tiny teasing hint that she might be interested in fucking someone else.
She wwas gratified to see his eyes go wide, his hand stopping and holding tight at the base of his cock. He had to stop, she realised, otherwise he would have cum right then and there.
"Claire...I..." Dan heavily gulped, seemed to get a hold of himself, then slowly began stroking again, less fast this time. "I know you're just having fun teasing me. But please... give me a chance to prove myself."
Claire felt a faint stab of guilt, even through her dominant lust at teasing her husband. If only Dan knew how real her taunts about other men were. But she had to stay strong. There were important reasons why she couldn't give in and fuck her husband tonight. "I've already decided though dear," she said with a shake of her head, making her dark, glossy hair flip enticingly. "No sex for you tonight. You can cum with your hand if you want... but you don't deserve me."
"Let me prove that I do," said Dan fervently, stroking his cock in firm, even strokes. "Let me show you how good I can make you feel." He sounded serious, and a glint in his eyes told Claire that this meant a lot to him for some reason.
"Sorry hubby, but..."
"Come on baby, I can eat you out sooo good," promised Dan in a low, persuasive voice. "I know how much you love it when I do that. Let your husband make you cum."
Claire bit her lit hard as another moan built in her throat. A filthy image of Dan diving between her thighs, licking and slurping and... cleaning flashed through her mind. The thought was disgusting and wrong, but strangely also red hot. It took the kinky, slightly guilty thought of denying her husband while accepting Zane and turned it up to eleven.
Making my poor clueless hubby clean up the mess another, better man made...
Waves of pleasure were now flowing through, radiating upward from between her thighs as she mashed the cum-stained panties deep into her needy pussy. She shook her head, just as much to clear it of the filthy, distressing, arousing idea as to deny Dan's suggestion. "No Dan... not tonight. You can't."
But for some fucking reason, Dan had chosen this moment to man up and push for what he wanted. He rose from the bed, crossing the distance between them and taking Claire's hand, pulling her toward the bed. "Come on babe," he said pleadingly. "Let me show you. I want you to remember how good I can make you feel."
Shit... Fuck! Claire felt adrenaline buzzing through her, entwining with the roaring, unstoppable arousal pulsing in her core. She needed to seize control of this situation. She needed to really put her foot down. But instead, she was lying back on the bed, her whole body throbbing with dark lust.
Dan was single-minded. If this continued, he was going to get a mouthful of Zane's cum, unknowingly esmasculating himself in an disgusting, and completely crushing way. Claire had to stop it, or everything would be ruined.
But, as Claire pay back on the bed, her pussy pulsing with slimy heat, a little voice whispered in her mind, sounding almost like Zane at his most convincing.
Really? Would it really ruin things? Most of Z's cum has probably leaked out into the panties at this point. Not all of it... but enough to give me a little plausible deniability. For all Dan knows, I'm just extra wet tonight. Besides, Dan probably doesn't even know what cum tastes like...
It would be the ultimate cruelty... a humiliating betrayal of a husband who, even if he was a little passive and disappointing sometimes, had never been anything but loyal.
But that was what made it so fucking hot. Claire had discovered a kink for teasing Dan tonight, and this was the ultimate expression of that, tricking Dan into unknowingly embracing his cuckolding.
Fuck... what the hell, he seems to enjoy thinking about me with other men. Let's give him a little taste of the truth... This is such a fucking stupid idea...
Her breasts heaving with passion beneath the dress she still wore on her upper half, Claire reached down and swiftly slipped the borrowed panties off and tossed them across the room so Dan wouldn't notice the cum pooled in their crotch. This was the moment of truth... would it be obvious that she had been creampied?
A quick peek showed that at least there was no obvious white, pearly semen on the surface of her pussy. It was now more of a thin, slick glaze over her labia. Dan was already moving forward eagerly, crawling between her thighs, his stiff cock still looking small to her as it wobbled and bounced between his thighs. But luckily, it seemed like he was focused on her tits. He reached up again toward them, his eyes needy, trying to expose them once again.
And once again, Claire denied him, feeling another spike of anxiety and arousal from refusing to allow her loving husband to see her naked breasts. "Focus," she said sharply, reaching up to twine her fingers through Dan's hair, then pulling tight. "I thought you said you were going to make me cum."
Her belly roiled with disgust and taboo arousal. Now was the crucial moment. If she was going to do this, she needed to do it fast, so Dan didn't have time to think about it or examine her used pussy too closely. With one last shaky breath, Claire looked into the eyes of the man she was about to betray, then pulled her down between her thighs, pressing his face tight against her jizz-smeared pussy.
As his lips pressed against her, Claire waited, her breaths hot and harsh in her throat. She had taken a massive risk here. Any second, he might rise with an angry "What the fuck? Is this cum?" And then her relationship would be over.
But, after one heartpounding second, Dan pushed closer, his tongue extening to part her lower lips, still slightly swollen from the pounding force of Zane's cock. Without even knowing, the essence of a more dominant, well-hung man was flooding his mouth. He was slurping up the leftovers from his wife's new lover.
Like the cuck he was.
Claire bit her lip and let out a whining moan, tightening her grip on Dan's hair and pulling him in tighter. It was so fucking bad. So evil. The very thought of the disgusting task she had tricked her husband into turned her on even more that his tongue flicking submissively over her clit.
Would he get off even more if he realized what he was doing? Was her husband a pathetic fucking cuck? Right now, in the heat of the moment, even that possibility turned her on.
"Fuck! Jerk that cock, Dan," she demanding in a voice throaty and ragged with forbidden lust. "Show me how much you love the taste!"
...
Dan could feel the difference as soon as is lips touched his wife's hot, wet pussy.
Fuck she was smooth now that all of her hair had been shaved away... perfect buttery skin made it feel like his lips were gliding over her as he opened them wider and began feasting on his wife's throbbing sex.
Claire looked like such a fucking slut tonight. All the men in the restaurant had seen it from just her skimpy dress alone. But she also had tiny slutty panties and a freshly shaved pussy...
And worse, she had teased that her smooth, shaved pussy was intended to please someone else.
Dan slid his tongue deeper between Claire's lips, teasing at her hole before slightly withdrawing to circle her clit. She was totally drenched after flirting with another man and letting a crowd of strangers see her body. Her juices were thicker and saltier than usual... or maybe it was just sweat? The taste was different than Dan was used to.
Claire moaned and pulled him deeper with a sharp, painful tug on his hair, mashing Dan's whole face deep into her pussy. Dan eagerly devoted himself to his task. After tonight, anxious jealousy left him feeling like he had something to prove. He needed to show Claire his sexual worth... that she belonged to him in way she never could to another man.
Another man...
Leah's words burned in Dan's mind once again. How some men couldn't help but be turned on by other men fucking their wife. Claire had teased at the edges of the idea tonight, pushing him to imagine what all of the other men in the restaurant wanted to do with her... flirting openly with the waiter... The idea of her with someone else felt his guts with squriming, uncomfortble lust.
Maybe he had been watching too much of Zane's porn site, but for some reason, when he pictured Claire with another man, it wasn't the tall handsome waiter... it was his short, fat, cocky friend. As his tongue delved deeper into the Claire's wet heat, tasting the salty tang of her quivering cunt, he couldn't help but picture Zane claiming her. Sinking his cock deep inside her again and again and making her scream like the girls in his videos.
Although obviously that was ridiculous. Whatever games Claire was suddenly playing, they definitely didn't involve Zane. Zane had called him to concede defeat, and Zane was the sort of proud, cocky asshole who wouldn't hesitate to rub it in Dan's face if he won.
Dan pushed his face even tighter into his wife's pussy, rubbing his lips and tongue all over her sensitive folds, doing his best to prove to her that he could be the only source of pleasure she needed. His mind also kept flashing back to earlier this evening to when Leah fed him a handful of his own cum. It had been salty and rank... close to the taste of Claire's pussy in fact. That made sense, since feminine lubrication and semen were both sexual fluids, but it still made Dan's stomach twist. Bill ate Zane's cum... maybe even directly out of his wife's pussy. The idea sent a pang of disquiet through Dan and made his cock throb between his legs, but before he could think about it any further, Claire moaned above him, "Fuck! Jerk that cock, Dan. Show me how much you love the taste."
Dan rose his face a little, gasping, "What? But I thought that we were going to...?" His intention had always been to rile Claire up enough that she would give up on her teasing denial and let him fuck her. He hadn't even considered that she might actually deny him now that he was finally hard and desperate to fuck.
Claire looked down at him over her heaving, still-covered breasts, her eyes blazing with hot, cruel lust. Her fingers tightened painfully in his hair.
"No. I told you Dan. You don't deserve it. This is what you deserve..."
She pulled him into her pussy, grinding her sexual heat against his face with muscular rolls of her hips. "Eat that pussy baby. Taste what you deserve. This is where you belong. F-fuck, eat me out..." Her voice was dripping with pleasure now, and, despite how humiliating it was for his own wife to so thoroughly deny him, Dan couldn't help but lick and suck and slurp at her dominant pussy as she rubbed it all over his face.
And, like she had commanded, he reached between his legs, jerking himself off as he did it.
...
Claire's body was on fire, powerful waves of pleasure roaring through her as Dan served between her thighs.
This was so wrong. She was being an evil bitch right now... But she had never felt more alive. Dan's tongue was deep inside her cheating cunt where Zane had been just hours before. Her husband was cleaning out every last trace of his rival's sperm. All while jerking off. Pathetically jerking his too-small cock, denied access to her pussy, which she had promised to Zane wherever and whenever he wanted.
Zane had awakened a new appreciation for submissive sex inside her, but Claire had always enjoyed being dominant in the bedroom, and trying out a new flavor of sexual pleasure hadn't erased her old love of being in charge. She couldn't even imagine taking the lead with Zane, but she had years of experience pushing Dan around in bed. This kinky play was just an extreme version of what she already loved.
She could feel that she was about to cum. The first orgasm that her husband had given her in weeks, and it was because of how badly she was treating him. But, in the depths of her sexual pleasure, Claire let go of all guilt. This felt too fucking good to spoil with second thoughts.
She humped her pussy powerfully into her cuckold husband's face, her thighs trembling and straining as she rushed toward orgasm. She wanted him to taste ever last drop of sperm as he licked it out of her well-fucked pussy.
"Cum for me," she panted as she began tipping over the edge into orgasm. "Shoot it all out on the fucking sheets. You want to prove yourself to me? Show your wife how much you're really worth."
Dan groaned into her, setting Claire off into a toe-curling, back-arching orgasm as the sound of his despair vibrated through her sensitive pussy. Her wild moans set Dan off as well. At first he tried to catch it, but his sperm dripped through his fingers and down onto the sheets, wasted pathetically in his hand, while Zane had the privilege of cumming in Claire's pussy.
Claire knew that in the aftermath, there would be awkward questions between her and Dan over what had happened tonight, even though she had avoided showing him the most incriminating evidence on her tits... but for now, Claire cast aside all guilt and moaned her forbidden pleasure to the ceiling, rubbing her soiled, cheating pussy all over her clueless husband's face as she savored her kinky, taboo orgasm.


...
Zane sighed happily and flopped down into the seat in front of his computer, ready to go over number and business emails... a nightly ritual for him.
It had been a good day. He had gotten further with Claire than he expected to be able to. The henna tattoo had really been pushing the envelope. He had also had Shiner bring along a piecing kit, and would have settled for something a lot more explicable to Dan if necessary.
The happy couple were probably finished up with their date by now... presumably Leah had kept Dan distracted at the restaurant long enough for Claire to make it. Zane wondered what the dope would think of his wife's new wardrobe... not to mention what the rest of the restaurant patrons would think.
Claire accepting the sluttiest dress Zane had ever seen her wear was another surprise. To his delight, Claire was falling faster than he had anticipated. But for some women it was like that. All of their submissive sexual urges were hidden behind a strong dam. But once that barrier was cracked...
Zane opened up some customer comments from the site and frowned thoughtfully. People were getting restless over the "coming soon" tease he had put out to taunt Dan. They wanted to hear more about the mystery woman and her training log.
Unfortunately for them, the time wasn't ripe for Claire to make her pornstar debut. Despite beginning her way down a slippery slope, she was still clinging grimly to respectability, at least in her own mind. More importantly, posting her directly on the site would give the game away to her porn addict husband.
...But it wasn't to early to start planting seeds and laying groundwork. Slutty or not, Claire was a woman who could be stubborn. Zane needed a way to make sure that, when he ended up posting his conquest of her online, she thought it was her idea.
Luckily, he had a few ideas.
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Melanie's day had been frustrating. For one, she had found herself a little lost during the lecture today. Apparently, she had been even less engaged than she thought over the past few weeks and was falling behind.
But even worse were the clinging remnants of the dream that stuck with her all day. It had been erotic in a way that Melanie was completely unused to. She had always been the dominant partner between her and her mother since they had started their sexual relationship, but for some reason, that dream had raised the specter of older feelings. Feelings of inferiority and dependence.
She had been fretting and trying not to think about the intensely erotic dream all day, with little success. By the time she got home, she was simmering with annoyance and lust in a way she wasn't used to.
Her mood didn't improve when she saw her mother's car in the driveway again. She scowled at it in confusion. For a second, she was angry at Anne's defiance... but then, inexplicably, her anger dissipated.
Mom is her own person. She's been working hard. Why should I care if she takes a little time off work?
For a second, the thought felt odd and alien, then it slipped into place in Melanie's brain like two puzzle pieces fitting perfectly together. It made sense to let her mom do what she liked. The thought felt perfectly natural now.
But that still didn't put Melanie in a good mood. She needed some sexual stress relief, and for that, Anne was the perfect outlet. Dominating her Mommy a little would also help Melanie to shake off whatever lingering feelings her odd dreams had caused. Maybe it was better that Anne was home early, in fact. It would let Melanie dive right into another intense session of sexual domination and submission and chase away this odd funk without having to wait.
When Melanie entered the door, she smelled a rich floral scent wafting through the house, along with the soft, warm sound of Anne humming happily to herself. The combination was oddly soothing. As she approached the living room, Melanie saw that her mother had lit a few candles, which gave the light of the room a warm, flickering quality it didn't normally have.
Anne sat on the couch in a leaned-back, relaxed pose, swirling a large glass of wine in one hand while holding a book in the other. But Melanie could spare little attention for what her mother was holding. Not when what she was wearing was so much more interesting.
Anne was wearing a skin-tight lace bodysuit from wrist to ankle. It was sheer enough that not a single inch of her pale, perfect skin was actually hidden, just shrouded behind the gauzy black floral designs. It was a stunningly erotic choice for relaxing at home, and, more importantly, It wasn't something that Melanie had picked out for her. Before now, all of the slutty clothes Anne had been wearing had been purchased and pushed on her by her daughter.
Why was she suddenly choosing new lingerie to wear herself?
Not that it was an issue. Anne was an adult woman who could make her own choices. But the unexpected decision to choose sluttiness for herself harmonized troublingly with Melanie's dream last night. It made her feel nervous and off-balance as she approached the curvy goddess waiting on the couch.
Suddenly, Anne glanced up, noticing her daughter for the first time. A soft smile pulled up the corners of her lips as she gently closed the book, saying, "Ah! Sorry, dear, didn't hear you come in. My head was completely in the clouds." She shifted a little, uncrossing her thick, juicy thighs and revealing that the body suit she was wearing was crotchless, giving her daughter just a glimpse of her puffy, well-groomed pussy before crossing her legs the other way. Her eyebrows creased slightly as she set the book aside. "Oh my... what's the matter, darling? You look all upset!"
Melanie shook her head, a lump suddenly forming in her throat despite the deeply arousing appearance of her mother and lover. "I... it was just kind of a hard day, Mom," she said quietly.
"Awwww, I'm sorry, honey," said Anne sincerely. "Come here." She held her arms wide, presenting a tantalizing view of her perfect, round breasts pressed tight against sheer black lace. "Give mommy a hug."
Melanie hesitated for just a fraction of a second. This wasn't really how their relationship was supposed to work anymore... But in the end, she could resist the siren call of maternal comfort and warmth. Suddenly, the idea of sinking into her Mommy's loving arms felt better than anything in the world. She surged forward and fell into Anne's arms, savoring the warmth of her embrace as well as the feelings of her soft breasts pressing tight to her chest. She couldn't help but note that, despite the genuine sympathy in her mother's voice, Anne's nipples were as hard as diamonds.
For a long, warm minute, Melanie savored the feeling of her mother's love, oddly blended with arousal from the slutty lingerie Anne was wearing. Finally, Anne rubbed her back, and pulled away, saying with a smoldering look in her eye, "Now... I think I know a perfect way to make you feel better."
Melanie shook herself a little. Right. That was what she wanted when she came in the door. Not a hug, but raw, intense sexual connection. She wanted Anne the lover, not Anne the mother. She had just lost sight of that for a second. "I was thinking the same thing," she said, feeling some of her drive and confidence come back. 'Why don't you get on your knees, and we can start out with..."
But strangely, Anne was now shaking her head with a small, rueful smile. "Ah. No, dear, I don't think so. I think that today, we are going to change things around a little. Why don't you get to your knees instead?"
Melanie stared at her in bewilderment. This was just not how things were supposed to go. "I've had a hard day, and I really think you ought to kiss it better," said Melanie firmly, trying her best to regain control of the situation. "Please, Mommy." There. That was the trump card. The two magic words she had placed in her mother's head as an override that would ensure complete obedience.
But shockingly, Anne just clicked her tongue and waved a finger. "Ah ah ah! Please isn't going to cut it this time, young lady. I'm sympathetic to your rough day. I really am Melly. But we both know that you don't deserve a special kiss from Mommy right now. You've been bad, haven't you, Melly?"
Her tone was still soft and gentle, but Anne's beautiful blue eyes held a hint of cold disapproval now. Not enough to be scary, but more than enough to cause a powerful pang of guilt to race through Melanie.
Her mind began racing, putting together the pieces. If Anne knew this much, and if she was suddenly and inexplicably able to resist her implanted commands, then it must mean that...
...That...
What? Suddenly, the train of thought that had felt like it was barreling toward a solid conclusion in Melanie's head derailed completely. The links in her chain of logic fell apart, leaving her feeling weak and confused. It was on the tip of her tongue... a conclusion that had felt obvious just a second ago. But she couldn't figure it out. She was left with an odd sense of guilt and confusion... and a strong inclination to do as her mother said.
Still trying desperately to chase the thought that was eluding her, Melanie slipped slowly off the sofa, her eyes locked with her mother as her knees hit the living room floor with an audible *clunk*
"Good girl," said Anne pleasantly. "See? You can be well behaved when you try, sweetie. Now, while you are down there... your mommy had a long day at the office in those slutty heels you bought for her. Give me a foot rub, and show me how sorry you can be for being so naughty."
Melanie didn't know why her Mommy thought she was so naughty, but if she thought too hard about that, it made her head hurt. So she simply took her mother's pale, slim foot in her hands and began rubbing.
"Mmmm, yes, that's it, Melly," purred Anne, swirling her wine as she arched her foot against her daughter's rubbing fingers. "That feels heavenly."
"I... I'm glad, mommy," murmured Melanie meekly, concentrating on her task. It made sense that her mother enjoyed foot rubs so much. After all, Melanie had recently programmed Anne's feet to become erogenous zones. What was unexpected was the effect that the foot rub was having on Melanie herself.
Her body was heating up slowly but surely. Low, simmering sexual tension welled up between her kneeling thighs and spreading upward into her chest. Melanie had had a foot fetish for a while, and the reason she had made her mom get off on foot contact in the first place was that Anne's slim, feminine feet turned her on. But this was another feeling entirely. For some reason, her Mommy pushing her to kneel while she was wearing that stunning, slutty bodysuit was making new submissive feelings blossom inside Melanie after weeks of dominating her mother. It almost felt like that terrifying erotic nightmare from yesterday was coming true.
"You haven't told me why your day was bad, darling," said Anne, staring down from her superior position with kind but proud eyes. "Tell me. It will make you feel better."
Melanie sighed, rubbing her thumbs over the soft, perfect skin of her Mommy's feet, unsettled by her powerful desire and the sudden feelings of inferiority that were flooding her mind. There was no point in lying. She got the feeling that her mother would know instantly if she tried to hide the truth.
"I... haven't been doing that well in my business classes," she admitted sullenly. "I realized how far behind I am today."
Melanie was so embarrassed by the admission that she couldn't even look into Anne's eyes. But her mom was having none of that. She touched Melanie's chin with the toes of her free foot and lifted it, forcing her daughter to look up into her eyes. Some of the sultry warmth had dropped from Anne's face. Her expression was disappointed when she said, "Melanie, are you serious? You've been letting your grades slip?"
"I... I guess I've just been a little distracted lately," said Melanie sheepishly, feeling a hot blush stain her face as her guts twisted with embarrassment.
Anne shook her head. "You're a bright girl, Melly. There's no reason you should be struggling. If you can't handle your responsibilities, Mommy is going to have to help you manage your time effectively."
"It's not that big of a deal, Mommy," said Melanie, squirming with embarrassment, and, for some reason, flaring lust. She wanted to look away from her mother's lovely, disapproving eyes, but Anne's foot kept her face tipped upward.
"I'll decide that," said Anne decisively. Her foot slipped upward from her daughter's chin, one toe tracing lovingly up her cheek as her voice grew more tender. "You just need a little more... discipline, Melly. You've been a bad girl. But don't worry. Mommy's here. I can teach you how to behave."
Her warm, but dominant tone sent another flush of embarrassed heat through Melanie's core, and now she finally managed to look away. This wasn't how things were supposed to go at all! She was the one in control, and Anne was her submissive lover. But she had to admit that the idea of letting her loving Mommy take control sounded... relaxing.
Melanie let herself fall into the rhythm of humble service, on her knees beneath her powerful, sexy mommy, serving her by rubbing every inch of her perfect feet. The new submissive lust inside her built higher and higher, rising from a smoldering fire up into a crackling blaze of desire, warming and lighting her from within.
Anne moaned in satisfaction, closing her eyes and parting her lips as she leaned back and let her daughter serve humbly at her feet. She looked so strong... so in control and confident. Melanie couldn't help but want her... not in the way she had before, where she played with her Mommy like a toy, but in a new way. She wanted to be her Mommy's little girl... to be spoiled and protected and disciplined by an older, superior woman who knew what was best.
Just as that strange, heated thought blossomed in Melanie's overstimulated brain, Anne uncrossed her legs, spreading her thick thighs slightly and revealing the puffy lips of her pussy, topped with a well-groomed spray of close-cropped, fiery pubic hair and glistening with arousal.
Melanie's mouth watered, and her eyes grew wide. Her own pussy throbbed with deep desire to match her mother's. She suddenly needed a taste of that throbbing, slick flesh. She wanted nothing else but to bury her face between her mother's perfect thighs and lick and slurp and serve until her mother called her a good girl.
And why not? It wasn't like they didn't eat each other out on a near-nightly basis. Why do I suddenly feel nervous about asking?
"Mommy," she said hesitantly, her pussy throbbing powerfully with her rapid heartbeat, "Can we have sex?"
Anne looked down at her, raising one eyebrow with a velvety chuckle.
"P-please?" Asked Melanie, feeling embarrassed for reasons she couldn't quite explain.
"Awwww, sweetie," said Anne with an apologetic tone, "You know that I would love to. But like I've been saying, you've been an awfully bad girl. What message would it send if I gave you a reward right now? Only good girls get to taste their mommy's pussy I'm afraid."
Melanie felt a wave of guilt and disappointment. Somehow, her Mommy's gentle, understanding tone made it even worse. She had been an awful daughter, and now her passionate love affair with her sexy mother was being brought to a halt. She deserved it,
Anne clicked her tongue, pushing Melanie's chin up once again with her foot. "Come on, sweetie... don't look so down. When you prove to me that you can be Mommy's good little girl again, I'll welcome you with open legs. In the meantime... I think that there are other ways you could show your love and devotion with that sweet little mouth...
Her toe traced upward until her big toe pressed gently against Melanie's plump lips. "Come on, baby girl," she said sweetly. "Show mommy how sorry you are for being naughty."
Melanie gratefully took the chance to make up for her misbehavior, seizing her mother's heel and greedily sealing her lips around her mother's toes. Her tongue swirled around them, sliding between the wiggling digits as she stared up into her mother's face with wide eyes, trying her best to convey her sincerity.
Anne moaned lightly, biting her plump lower lip and flexing her toes against her daughter's tongue. It was clear that, whatever new exchanges had happened to her confidence and authority, one thing was still the same: her feet were still erogenous zones nearly as sensitive as her pussy. "Ohhhh! Goooood girl," she purred, her eyes flashing with powerful lust as she stared down at her obediently serving daughter, "Show mommy what that little tongue can do!"
Melanie's body pulsed with a filthy, sickening heat. As she opened her mouth, leaving her mother's toes dripping with thick saliva, humiliation swirled through her like red-hot smoke. Somehow, she had been manipulated into serving as her mother's slutty little foot slave, and it was turning her on even more than dominating Anne had. She ran her tongue over the sole of her mother's dainty foot, throwing herself into the humiliating role with gusto. Maybe it was disgraceful to become a sexual servant to her own mother, but right now, Melanie wanted to be punished. It felt good to finally be put in her place after lording over such a superior woman for so long.
Melanie looked up to see that her mother was clearly feeling good as well... The wine glass had been emptied and tossed aside, and now Anne had one hand writhing and hunching between her legs while the other palmed a full, heavy breast, tweaking and pinching her stiff nipples through the lace. The sight was breathtakingly erotic. Any sexy older woman playing her body like a fine instrument would have stirred Melanie's arousal. The fact that it was her mother, getting off to her own daughter's tongue bathing every inch of her foot in spit, made Melanie nearly cum from the sight alone. One of Melanie's hands fell from holding her mother's foot, slipping greedily beneath the waistband of her pants to copy her mother's self-pleasure.
Anne smiled down at her, her finger rubbing and flexing with delicious little wet noises between her juicy thighs. "Ahhh, so you want to be just like Mommy? Well... have fun, darling," she said indulgently. "But don't lose concentration on serving your mother... and don't cum without Mommy's permission."
Melanie gulped and nodded with her hand halfway down her pants, then continued running her tongue over every inch of her mother's feet. Her hand slipped tentatively lower, sliding with buttery smoothness between Melanie's hot, slick lips and gently touching her throbbing clit, making her moan softly against the soft skin of Anne's beautiful foot. The pleasure of humble service, the feeling of her fingers on her hot, wet pussy, and the sight of Anne playing with her luscious body blended together into a symphony of delight, driving Melanie rapidly to the edge of orgasm.
Her finger and tongue moved in shared rhythm, matching the pace of Anne's fingers, sharing in their mutual pleasure. Mother and daughter moaned and squirmed with pleasure, Anne sitting back, regal and in charge, and Melanie kneeling humbly, licking and sucking her mother's feet, trying to be a good girl.
Melanie could see that her Mommy was getting close. Anne's face was pink with passion, and her chest was heaving with deep gulping breaths. She shifted her foot again, pressing her toes to her daughter's lips once again in silent command. Melanie obeyed, engulfing her mother's big toe between her greedy lips and sucking it like a miniature cock, swirling her tongue around it wildly while the tight seal of her lips moved up and down. She could feel her own body preparing for orgasm, her pussy spasming around her plunging fingers as she served her mother's sensitive feet.
But something was... off.
It almost felt like there was something in the way of her climax. Like she was running up against a flexible, but unbreakable barrier. She could come close, but never quite reach. Her orgasm was tantalizingly just a little too far away.
It took her a second to realize why. Anne had told her, hadn't she? Melanie wasn't allowed to cum without her mother's permission. It felt a little silly, but Melanie's guilty subconscious and her desire to be a good girl must have been holding her back. She needed her Mommy's approval.
"Mom... can I cum, please?" Asked Melanie in a needy, whining tone, after releasing her mother's toe.
Anne looked like she was on the very razor edge of orgasm herself. "Mmmm... sorry, baby," she said in a breathy voice. "Not this time. You haven't shown Mommy how sorry you are yet."
Melanie stared at her in disbelief, her fingers still rubbing feverishly between her legs. "What.... Are you serious?" she whined, desperate for release.
"No complaining," moaned Anne, her wide, womanly hips grinding upward into her fingers as she hurtled toward orgasm. "Suck my toes, Melly, or you'll never convince Mommy to let you cum."
Melanie had no choice. Despite her frustrating inability to reach orgasm, she was under her mother's control in this encounter, and she didn't feel she had the power to resist. She still desperately rubbed her needy clit as her lips engulfed her mother's toes once again, but she could feel that it would be useless.
Above her, Anne reached her own blissful climax, her back arching, creating a lovely display of her incredible hourglass curves. Her huge tits pressed hard toward the sky, her stiff nipples tenting the gauzy black material with their slutty stiffness. Her pussy thrust up and outward into her fingers, and rapturous moans poured from between her glossy lips as her eyes squeezed shut in ecstasy.


Melanie couldn't help but soak up the erotic sight, jealousy and guilt and frustrated lust boiling inside her as she witnessed her mother's satisfying release. Her fingers rubbed desperately as she witnessed the slutty orgasm, but it was just like Anne had said: she didn't have Mommy's permission to cum, and her body simply wouldn't get there without it.
Melanie continued to suck and rub desperately as her mother slumped back to the couch with a sigh, something inside her still driving her to try to climax even though she knew it was impossible. Finally, Anne gently but firmly withdrew her foot, leaving her daughter frustrated and unfulfilled.
"I'm sorry, sweetheart," said Anne softly, leaning forward and taking her daughter's cheeks in her hand. She looked completely sincere as she leaned forward to plant a gentle kiss on Melanie's forehead. "I do want you to feel just as good as Mommy. But I think you need a little motivation right now. No touching Mommy's pussy, and no cumming. Not until I see that you've really reflected on your actions and shown me that you can be a good girl."
Melanie tried not to look bitter, despite the disappointment she felt. Her frustration wasn't directed at Anne, however. Mostly, she was disappointed in herself. She had let her mother down, and she knew that she deserved this punishment, no matter how embarrassing and torturous it might be. For a fleeting second, the thought that Anne shouldn't even know about her hypnosis popped into her mind once again... but it disappeared just as quickly. That didn't matter. What mattered was proving what an obedient daughter she could be.
"Now," said Anne firmly, with a bright smile, "You look uncomfortable. Strip off all those silly clothes, then be a dear and fetch me another glass of wine. It's time for our movie night!"
The idea made Melanie's body buzz with reluctant lust. Spending the evening snuggled up to her lingerie-clad mother while naked, but not allowed to initiate sex or cum, sounded like slow erotic torture... but, despite her misgivings, Melanie durifully scooped up the wine glass and made her way to the kitchen to refill it, shedding clothing as she went.
She had to show how obedient she could be. No matter how much sexual frustration it caused her.
...
The following days passed for Melanie in a blur of increasingly desperate sexual frustration. Anne had been as good as her word: Melanie was not allowed to cum, and also wasn't allowed to have sex with her mother directly, instead being forced into humiliating and arousing tasks like long massages and footrubs.
It wasn't that those things were necessarily a chore... Melanie loved to take care of her Mommy, and touching her ripe, curvy body could never be a punishment. But it did make her simmer with unfulfilled lust, made even worse by the fact that Anne usually masturbated to completion during the act.
The power dynamic between the two of them had been completely turned on its ear, so completely and dramatically that Melanie had a hard time even remembering when she had lorded over her mother. Now, instead of dreaming up new ways to use her mother like a toy, she was far more concerned with how to prove that she was a good girl.
She had tried to just ask Anne what she could do to regain her trust, but her mother had simply chuckled and said that it wouldn't count as really being a good girl if Melanie had to be directly told what to do. She would just have to honestly try her best, Anne explained, and her effort would be recognised.
Melnaie hoped she could manage it soon... she had become a hot, dripping mess of arousal 24/7 since her mother had forbidden her from climaxing. She had spent every night since rubbing Anne's feet, masturbating frantically, chasing an orgasm she knew she didn't yet deserve. She had been trying everything she could think of. Waking up early to make breakfast and coffee, taking on more cleaning duties around the house, volunteering cheerfully for the massage duties that her mother seemed to enjoy so much...
Anne had been appreciative, smiling and heaping praise on Melanie's efforts... but she hadn't said anything about lifting her ban on sex and climaxes. Melanie could swear that her mother was deliberately teasing her as well. Her glances lingered when Melanie was on her knees, rubbing her feet. Her kisses were hotter and deeper than anything an average mother gave to her daughter. And she hadn't stopped her new habit of wearing scandalously slutty outfits around the house, which never failed to increase Melanie's arousal to a fever pitch.
Melanie sensed no cruelty behind her mother's teasing. Anne wasn't deliberately trying to drive her daughter crazy with lust... or at least that wasn't the impression Melanie got. It was more like her mother wanted to motivate her, and was leaning hard on her desires as an incentive. And Melanie didn't want to disappoint her. She just needed to find some way to show her mommy that she was a good girl...
And there was one thing at least that she knew that Anne would appreciate. That week, Melanie really dug back into her business studies, paying attention in class, taking notes, and studying hard for a quiz that Friday. It was difficult work, and not just because of her constant state of distracted arousal. Melanie was a lot further behind than she had realized, and it wasn't easy to catch up this late in the semester. But she was a smart woman, and besides, she was highly motivated. She knew that this would impress her mother, beyond what any begging and massages would ever accomplish.
At the end of the week, filled with tension and determination, Melanie marched into class and took the quiz. She was even able to convince the professor to grade it on the spot. It was the hardest A she had ever earned, but it was also the proudest. She had to admit to herself, a little sheepishly, that if her mom had never cut off their sexual relationship, she almost certainly wouldn't have been able to dig herself out of the hole she had dug herself into. She had really lost control there for a second...
Melanie was no longer surprised to see her mother's car in the driveway when she arrived home. Her mom had made a practice of coming home a little earlier lately, and she was usually waiting for her daughter, wearing something scandalous, full of smiles and hugs and gentle encouragement.
She was there today as well, in her usual spot, nestled on the couch, reading a book. As always, she dressed in a way that took Melanie's breath away. Today, she was wearing a stunning sky blue babydoll that clung like a second skin to her big, round breasts, displaying her stunning nipples through the barely-there fabric. It fell down her deliciously curvy body in a gossamer curtain, see-through enough for her tiny white thong to be easily visible from across the room.
But, although her mother was a tempting feast for the eyes like always, Melanie's triumph had almost made her forget about sex for a moment. Almost. She hurried forward, her eyes running over her mother's incredible body, holding her graded quiz forward with an irrepressible grin. It felt a little stupid to be this excited over a college quiz grade... Melanie was powerfully reminded of proudly bringing her mother crayon drawings after school when she was younger. But despite how silly it made her feel, she couldn't help but be proud of her work.
"Good afternoon, sweetheart," said Anne mildly, raising her eyebrows in surprise at the paper her daughter was thrusting towards her. "What's this now?"
"It's a quiz that I had today," said Melanie, with just a touch of defensiveness. "I told you before I got a little behind, but I've caught up now."
Anne's attentive look broadened into a sunny smile as she accepted her daughter's quiz and ran her eyes over it appreciatively. "Oh, honey, that's wonderful!" she exclaimed warmly. "I knew that you could do it if you tried. I'm proud of you."
Melanie basked in her mother's praise, and a swell of hunger seemed to lift her from beneath as her gaze flicked down from her mother's eyes to Anne's perfect breasts. She had finally done it. She had proven herself worthy and made up for how poorly she had treated her mother. "So then..." she said, practically bursting with excitement, "Does that mean that I can finally?..."
Anne tilted her head, clearly confused by what her daughter meant. Then her eyes widened. "Oh! No, dear, sorry, I think you've gotten the wrong impression. This is very nice, and I am proud of you, but I still don't think you've quite earned..."
Melanie nodded, a crushing sense of disappointment settling over her. She had tried so hard and worked her ass off this week in order to do this and impress her mother... and it appeared that it still wasn't good enough. She bit her lip hard to stop herself from crying, but it didn't do any good. Hot tears blurred her vision and spilled down her cheeks.
"Oh! Melly, dear, it's ok. Please don't cry!" said Anne, her voice colored with shock. But it was too late. Melanie was upset and horny and humiliated by her incorrect assumption. She should have known that it would take more than a good grade to change her Mommy's mind, but she allowed herself to hope and now she felt stupid. Unable to take the swirl of negative emotions anymore, Melanie turned and ran to her room.
"Wait, Melly, stop!" said Anne sincerely, but Melanie simply couldn't face her anymore. She slammed the door of her room behind her, collapsed on the bed, and buried her face in her pillow, wishing that the bed would swallow her whole.
The door to her bedroom opened with a soft click behind her, and Melanie buried her face even further into the pillow. Part of her wanted to shout at her mom to go away, but that wouldn't be fair either. The only one at fault here was Melanie herself, for being a bad girl in the first place, and then being silly enough to believe that one quiz grade could fix things.
Anne sat on the bed and rubbed a gentle, loving hand over her daughter's back. "I'm sorry, Melly," she said softly.
Melanie shook her head with her face still stuffed deep into her pillow, but still didn't quite trust herself to speak. It was my fault. All my fault.
"I've been pushing you really hard this week. Too hard, I think. I wanted you to really feel what you've done wrong, but I lost sight of your needs in that process. One week without cumming while I teased you was too much. And I haven't done enough to reward you for the real improvements that I've noticed."
Melanie raised her face and turned over to look at her mother. Anne looked almost on the verge of tears herself. "I deserve it, though, Mommy," said Melanie sadly. "I haven't been good at all. And this week, I've just been trying to improve because I wanted sex, not because I had actually changed."
Anne took her daughter's chin in her hand and raised Melanie's tear-streaked face for a warm, gentle kiss on the lips, taking this moment of reconciliation between mother and daughter and making a tender moment between lovers as well. When she withdrew, Melanie could see heat dancing in her mother's eyes. "I know, dear... you had a long way to come. And, although I still think you have a way to go before you are the good girl that Mommy wants, you've already come a long way this week. And I want to recognise that. Come with me."
She rose and took Melanie by the hand, leading her back toward the living room. Melanie felt her body heating up, flushing with desperate lust as she wondered exactly what her Mommy intended. She could hardly dare to hope again after making a fool of herself with her inflated expectations a few minutes ago... but it seemed like Anne was planning on having some mercy.
Anne sat down on the couch, and Melanie couldn't help but run her eyes over her mother's beautiful, curvy body once again. The jealousy she once felt was drowned out mainly now by lust instead. It was hard to envy her mother's thick, womanly hips and perfect tits when they had become her playground. But right now, denied access to her mother's sexual delights, some of that desperate longing to be more like her mother crept back in, enhanced by Melanie's frustrations of the past week.
Melanie didn't have time to dwell on it. Anne pulled her down, directing her daughter to lay back with her head on her mother's lap.
"There we go. Relax now, dear," said her mother in a gentle, soothing voice. "You've been working so hard to be good this week. And Mommy's going to give you a little reward." Her fingers traced over Melanie's face soothingly as she spoke, and Melanie found herself closing her eyes. Her mother's lap was wide and soft beneath her head, and the combination of her fingers and voice only added to the tension diffusing calm of the situation.
Melanie heard a rustle, and caught a whiff of her mother's floral perfume. When her eyes fluttered open, she saw that her mother had removed the top of her lingerie, unleashing her breasts from the gauzy blue material and exposing her stiff, pink nipples to the air.
"Are you ready for your reward, honey?" asked Anne above her, staring down at her daughter with love and mischief written all over her lovely features.
Melanie could only mutely nod, overwhelmed by her powerful desires.
"Goood, now just relax and let Mommy take care of my good little girl," cooed Anne. Her hand reached down to gently cup the back of her daughter's head and pulled it close, guiding Melanie's mouth to one of her stiff pink nipples.
Melanie closed her eyes, and the stiff, throbbing nub of flesh found its place against her lips and tongue. She began sucking on it gratefully, the entire experience joining together to fill her with calm and deep, strong arousal. The scent of her mother's perfume, her broad, soft lap beneath Melanie's head, the soft press of her breast against Melanie's face as she suckled, and, of course, her stiff nipple that Melanie endlessly lashed with her tongue... every aspect of the situation was both comforting and arousing.
But despite how safe the situation made her feel, Melanie didn't want to keep her eyes closed forever. She opened them to see her mother's eyes staring down, lit from within by a strange mix of tender love and fiery arousal. "Mmmm, what a greedy girl," said Anne with a little chuckle, her fingers twining through her daughter's glossy hair as she pulled Melanie even closer, softly squishing her face against the swell of her full tits. "You want alllll of Mommy's love for yourself, don't you? That was why you were such a bad girl in the first place. Well... Mommy can understand that. So take all you want. Mommy is all yours now."
Melanie sucked hard, her body lighting up with warm, rich pleasure as she lay back and enjoyed her Mommy's body to the fullest. Sucking on Anne's tits like this wasn't quite the same as having sex with her, but it was a clear concession from her mother's strict prohibition on sexual contact of any kind, and Melanie was unbelievably relieved at the symbol of her mother's appreciation.
Melanie was even more elated when Anne's free right hand slid down over her belly, leaving a tingling, fiery trail of sensation as it moved downward toward her pussy. She released her mother's spit-drenched nipple with a gasp, not able to stop herself from saying, "Mommy! Are you...? Is it ok?" She wanted to feel her mother's touch more than anything, but she wasn't sure that she deserved it at this point.
Anne laughed again, pulling Melanie in toward her nipple again as she said. "Yeah, dear. You deserve a little relief after trying so hard this week. Lie back. Let Mommy make you feel good..." And, with her heart singing and her whole body buzzing with warm, golden lust, Melanie was happy to obey, taking her Mommy's nipple between her greedy lips again as Anne's fingers slipped confidently beneath the waistband of her shorts.
She let out a whimper of overwhelmed pleasure as Anne's fingers made contact with the slick, swollen flesh of her pussy, sending crackling sexual energy blazing through every inch of her body. Her legs spread wide on their own, desperate for greater contact, and her face pressed more eagerly into her mother's breasts, gently nipping at her in the depths of her sexual ecstasy.
Anne's fingers slipped between the juicy lips of her daughter's pussy with deft confidence, seeking and finding her clit, then circling it with gentle, yet firm fingers. After a week of not being able to interact with her mother directly, the feeling of her mother's fingers almost fried Melanie's brain. Her hips shifted on their own, humping upward into the delicious sensations with little liquid movements of instinctual need. Melanie sucked harder, pulling even more of her mother's magnificent breasts into her greedy mouth, bathing her mom's perfect nipple in saliva as she moaned, long and low in the back of her throat, a sound of fulfillment and even greater longing.
This was amazing. Perfect. Melanie loved to feel this deep sexual connection with her mother and lover, who had been so disappointed in her this past week... but it wasn't quite everything that Melanie had hoped. She didn't just want to be touched by her mother. She wanted to fuck her. She wanted to bury her face between her Mommy's thighs and lick and suck until she heard her Mommy moaning for more. Her little moans of satisfaction grew into little grunts of longing as she thought more about it, her hips swirling upward into her mother's rubbing fingers harder and harder, chasing further sensation to chase her frustration away.
"Ahhhh, someone wants more, doesn't she?" said Anne knowingly above her. "Mommy's tits aren't enough for my darling daughter?" Her fingers dug deeper into Melanie's pussy, wriggling into her tight little hole as her other hand crushed Melanie deeper into her breast. "Don't be too greedy, dear," said Anne in a smoky, lustful voice. "I've been a little hard on you... but that doesn't mean that you're already my good girl. You'll taste Mommy's pussy... when you earn it."
Melanie moaned and squirmed. Her face was pressed so tightly into her Mommy's big, squishy tits that she could barely breathe, but she had no complaints. Her body burned with powerful desire as her mother's fingers plunged deep and hard into her needy pussy, filling the room with loud wet sounds.
"For now, be satisfied with what Mommy is nice enough to give you: a dirty little orgasm on your mother's fingers," said Anne in a husky whisper, fidgeting her wide lap a little beneath her daughter's head. It was obvious that she was incredibly turned on as well, but right now, she was wholly focused on her daughter's reward. She thrusts her middle finger deep into her daughter's pussy, feeling it pulse around the intruding digit, milking it with her internal muscles as she began to cum.
Melanie let out a muffled sound of sexual release, sucking hard as her teeth lightly latched onto her mother's nipple, her free hand gripping a handful of her own shirt in a white-knuckled grip as her legs shook and her chest rose and fell in passion.
"That's my girl... That's my girl... Cum for Mommy," said Anne gently, slowly sinking her middle finger deep into her daughter's pulsing pussy, then withdrawing it, pumping it in a slow rhythm over and over as Melanie's mouth greedily sucked at her nipple.
Melanie rode the powerful, transcendent orgasm for a few blissful minutes before Anne finally withdrew her finger, pulled gently at the back of her head to detach her from her nipple, and held her dripping middle finger to her daughter's mouth.
Melanie didn't even hesitate, accepting her mother's pussy-slicked finger as a substitute for her nipple. She sealed her lips around it and licked away every drop of her own juices, the taste of her orgasm flooding her mouth as she stared up into her mother's loving eyes.


"You did really well today," said Anne in a low, serious voice, her whole expression radiating dominant, nurturing pleasure. "But you aren't finished yet. Show me how good you can be. Show me how much you can improve. I promise you, when I finally decide that you're my good little girl, you are going to love Mommy's reward. It will alllll be worth it."
Melanie's whole body felt like it was floating on a cloud of physical bliss. But something tickled at the back of her mind, telling her that there was something she would be concerned about in this arrangement...
...But what could possibly be concerning about being her Mommy's good girl? She forgot about all her worries and sucked harder at her mother's fingers, staring up at her perfect Mommy with soft, submissive eyes, eager and desperate to please.
...
Melanie trembled with lust, her pussy leaking hot juices down her legs as her hands glided all over her Mommy's perfect, oiled body.
Her eyes were locked onto her mother's pussy, her mouth watering and her body burning hot with unholy desire. But she knew in her heart she didn't deserve it. She didn't deserve to part her plump pink lips with her little tongue and taste her mother's arousal. She didn't deserve to suck and lick her Mommy's clit until Anne moaned in ecstasy above her.
She didn't deserve it... but she wanted it desperately.
Melanie's skilled fingers worked deep into Anne's back, doing her best to take away every last twinge of discomfort and make her Mommy as happy and relaxed as possible. Over the past few weeks, she had become quite an accomplished masseuse, her skills growing more and more as she strived to serve her Mommy the best she possibly could. Once, she had been focused on earning the right to have sex with Anne. But now all of her efforts were purely aimed at pleasing her Mommy. She didn't care if she was locked into sexual frustration forever, as long as her mother was happy with her good little girl.
Anne stirred beneath her, turning over to reveal her massive, oily breasts, with stiff pink nipples crowning each softly splayed orb. Her eyes were warm and relaxed as she purred, "You've been doing so well lately, Melly... Mommy thinks you deserve a little reward. Would you rather focus on my tits or my feet tonight?"
Melanie was practically vibrating with joy, her pussy clenching hungrily around nothing as she stared first at her Mommy's slim, beautiful feet and then at her round, perfect tits. This had become their regular routine as well: if Melanie had been on good behavior for a while, eagerly doing whatever her Mommy wanted, then Anne would reward her with an orgasm. Usually an orgasm based on serving her Mommy, but that was what Melanie liked nowadays anyway.
This choice was new and different though. And Melly was feeling a little daring today. She thought she knew something that would make her Mommy cum as well... but asking for it was perhaps going outside the lines of her Mommy's rule.
"Mommy," she said hesitantly, "I was thinking that maybe I could worship something different tonight.'
Anne raised an eyebrow with a little chuckle. "I hope you aren't getting ahead of yourself now, Melly," she said in a warm but warning tone, "I'll let you know when you've earned the right to taste your Mommy's pussy, but you aren't quite there yet."
"I know, Mommy," said Melanie swiftly with a blush. "That isn't what I was asking for. I was wondering if..." she fidgeted, twisting bashfully on one foot, unable to meet her mother's searching eyes. "...If maybe I could worship your ass tonight?"
Based on her widening eyes and the little scoff she gave, Melanie had actually managed to surprise Anne. A thoughtful expression crossed her face. "Hmmmm, well that is an...interesting request." She reached up to lazily lift a squeeze a handful of tit, adding in a playful voice, "What, are Mommy's breasts just not exciting to her baby girl anymore?"
Melanie shook her head desperately. "No, Mommy, of course not! I just... I think that I could make you feel really good. And that's what I want more than anything."
Anne's wary expression softened into a smile, and she reached up to cup her daughter's cheek, smearing it with oil in the process. "You really have become a good girl, haven't you?" She murmured softly, pulling Melanie in for a gentle, but distinctly non-maternal kiss on the lips. "That's going to be awfully close to Mommy's pussy," she said warningly, a certain dominant edge creeping into her eyes again. "And you still aren't allowed to touch or taste there, no matter how good I'm feeling. Are you sure that you will be able to resist the temptation?"
"Yes, Mommy!" said Melanie, feeling excited anticipation bubbling up inside her. "I'll be the best obedient ass-kissing daughter a Mommy could hope to have, I promise."
"Then why not?" asked Anne with a wink. "I've never been that big on anal play, but, then again, I've never had a submissive slutty daughter desperate to get between my cheeks. Let's give it a try and see if we like it."
And with that, Anne turned over again and lifted her hips slightly, presenting her thick, pillowy ass. Melanie found herself breathing heavily, her nipples and pussy throbbing with sultry heat and her mouth beginning to water as Anne wiggled her rear temptingly.
"Well? What are you waiting for, sweetheart? Mommy prepared a delicious dessert for you... dig in."
With trembling hands, Melanie reached down and pulled apart her mother's round cheeks. It felt like the gates of heaven were opening to her. Her Mommy's hole was tight, pink, and tempting, winking slightly under Melanie's scrutiny.
And beneath it was Anne's juicy pussy, leaking arousal down her thighs just like her daughter's. Melanie ignored it, although it was hard to look away. Why was the forbidden fruit always the most tempting? She focused instead on the taboo prize that she had been granted access to, pulling the heavy, round cheeks of her mother's ass wider and moving in.
Her Mommy's plush butt was so big that it felt like she had to stick her whole head between the cheeks to reach her asshole. But in many ways, it just made the entire experience hotter to wear her mother's pillowy cheeks like earmuffs as she dove deep into her heavenly cleft.
She licked experimentally, her tongue seeking and finding her mother's tight little sphincter and lazily swirling around it, wetting it with saliva.
Anne groaned beneath her, shifting her thighs and wriggling back a little into the feeling of her daughter's tongue. "Fuuuuck... Maybe I was wrong about not liking anal," she purred. 'Don't stop, honey... eat your mother's ass."
Hearing her mother's arousal was like music to Melanie's ears, making her body buzz with happiness and lust. Maybe once upon a time, she would have found this time of dirty submissive service to be humiliating. And, to a certain extent, she still did. But she now enjoyed being humbled and used by her mommy.
And there were few things more humbling and filthy than rimming your gorgeous mother.
She dived in with renewed passion, tracing firm little circles around her mother's tight pink asshole, the taste of her mother's butt imprinting itself on her tongue. It wasn't foul or unpleasant. Just musky... almost bitter. Melanie dripped drool down her mother's crack as she eagerly licked and slurped, desperate for more and more of the strange taste. She took her Mommy's wide hips in her hands and pulled herself even deeper, until she couldn't breathe without taking huge sniffs of her mother's womanly aroma.
The scent of her mother's pussy was almost overwhelming. Again, just like the taste of her ass, it wasn't unpleasant... just powerful and feminine and deeply arousing. Melanie was loving the feeling of her mother's butthole against her exploring tongue, but a part of her longed to taste her mother's beautiful pussy once again.
She refocused. This wasn't about her. This was about her Mommy's pleasure. Melanie was determined to give Anne her first-ever anal orgasm, and she set to the task with slutty enthusiasm.
Anne groaned in satisfaction, reaching back with one hand to force her daughter's face even tighter between her pillowy cheeks, urging her wicked little tongue to work harder and deeper.
Melanie could barely breathe, and every hot, humid gasp was heavy with the scent of her mother's ass and pussy. But she loved it. Her body sang with submissive lust.
Anne, attentive as always to her daughter's feelings and needs, craned her neck to look over her shoulder at Melanie, groaning, "I want you to touch yourself, darling. You've earned it. You're making Mommy feel so fuuuucking good. I want you to cum with me. Rub that pretty little pussy for Mommy."
Melanie didn't need to be told twice. Her hand eagerly dived between her legs, and soon powerful waves of sexual heat roared up from her lower belly, blending with the exquisite submissive delight of being sandwiched between her mother's cheeks.
Melanie found herself rapidly speeding toward orgasm, and if her mother's low, animalistic moans and backward-wriggling hips were any indication, she was getting close as well. Anne's fingers gripped tight in her daughter's hair, pulling her closer. Melanie's tongue pushed deep, sinking into her mother's tight sphincter and wriggling inside, deeper and deeper.
When they both came, it felt like a bomb going off between them. Often with her mother, the orgasms that Melanie was rewarded with were slow and calm, pouring through her body like molten light. This one, in contrast, was fast and harsh and blazing hot, filling every nerve of her body with crackling fireworks.
Melanie savored the feeling of her complete submission as she wriggled her tongue deep into her Mommy's ass. Beneath her, Anne was clearing cumming as well. Her lovely toes curled, and her thighs shook as she bit her lip, ineffectively attempting to muffle the slutty moans pouring out of her from her first anal orgasm.
Finally, Anne released her daughter's head, letting her pull away, gasping for air. Fuck... That had been one of the most erotic experiences of Melanie's life. Partially because she had finally been allowed to experience her mother's incredible ass... but more importantly because of how well she could tell she had pleased her Mommy. Anne was also gasping below Melanie. Not because she had been nearly smothered between thick ass cheeks, but just from the intensity of her orgasm. Melanie stared at the way her mother's pussy was leaking hot, slick fluids and felt another spasm of hunger. But no. She looked away. She wasn't worthy.
Anne finally seemed to get a hold of herself, and turned over again, her big breasts heaving and her flushed face wearing a wide, satisfied grin. She held her arms wide, softly murmuring, "Come here, baby. Snuggle with your mommy."
It was a little awkward for them both to fit together on the massage table, but it wasn't the first time they had done it, and lying in her Mommy's warm, loving arms was well worth a little discomfort in Melanie's eyes.
Anne twined her arms around her daughter's body, drawing herslimmer form into her womanly curves with heat dancing in her eyes. She deeply kissed Melanie, her tongue lazily flicking past her daughter's lips to dance and tangle with Melanie's. They lay like that together for a few minutes, bodies sliding against each other as they made out, slicked by sweat and fragrant oil. Finally, Anne pulled away, staring into her daughter's eyes and purring, "You taught me something new today, sweetheart. You've been very, very good lately."
Melanie basked in the praise, biting her lip for a moment, then shyly asking, "You really liked it, Mommy? Does that mean you would want to do it again?"
"I love it," confirmed Anne firmly. "And I would love to explore that feeling a bit more... But I have to admit..." One hand slipped down to touch lightly between Melanie's legs. "The whole time I couldn't help thinking about how good that little mouth would feel somewhere else."
Melanie's heart was suddenly in her throat, her hips unconsciously humping against the light touch of her mother's fingers. Anne leaned down to whisper in her ear.
"I want to see you kneel. I want that cute little face between Mommy's thighs again. I want you to eat my cunt, sweetheart. Do you want that too?"
"Oooh Mommy yesss!' moaned Melanie desperately, unable to even believe that this could be happening. It felt too good to be true. "You know I want that more than anything!"
Anne chuckled, her fingers growing firmer, slipping deeper between Melanie's slick folds. "You're so close, sweetie. You've been so good. You just need to do one last thing to prove how good you can be. Your business final is coming up next week, isn't it?"
"Yes, Mommy," said Melanie, her eyes widening. She had been a little stressed about it. She knew that her Mommy wanted her to get good grades, but the final promised to be tough.
"Impress me, and Mommy will give you a big reward," hissed Anne in her ear before beginning to softly kiss her neck.
"Yes! Yes, Mommy!" Moaned Melanie, already rapidly approaching a rare second reward orgasm, writhing on her mother's finger and filled with determination to win her offered reward.
...
Anne planted one of the same ridiculously tall laced-up boots that used to embarrass her so badly onto the pavement and levered herself out of her car. The boots no longer worried her, although, just like the rest of her clothes, they still made all of her employees stare. Anne enjoyed their horny attention now. She fed on it, using it to fuel her desires. Her exhibitionist tendencies hadn't changed... although a lot of other things had.
As Anne breezed through the front door of the spa, now Melissa and Janice were waiting for her, meekly chorusing "Good Morning Ms. Quin" together, staring at her with doe-like, submissive eyes. Janice and Melissa were still two awful little sexual brats... to the other employees. But to their boss, they were both total submissives.
Anne strode up to them, running her eyes appreciatively up and down their lithe bodies dressed in the tiny, slutty junior uniforms. She saw Janice bite her pillowy lower lip at her boss's attention, and goosebumps rose over Melissa's sun-kissed skin. Anne was well aware that she made her poor little assistants' pussies wet, and they would gladly kneel and serve between her legs the second she asked. But for some reason, she had held back so far. She was no longer bound by her daughter's hypnosis to only touch Melanie, but it still felt wrong to have sex with other women. She was holding sex over Melanie's head as a carrot for her to atone. It felt wrong to be fucking Janice and Lemissa behind her back while denying her.
So, instead of pouncing, Anne gave her two horny assistants a lazy, sultry smile and said, "Morning, girls. What's on the agenda for today?"
Janice gave her boss's lush, curvy body one last longing glance, then tore her eyes back away and referenced a clipboard. "Ummm, you said you had some paperwork that needed to be completed," she said thoughtfully, 'So you're scheduled to work on that right away until ten."
"After that, you'll be supervising more training sessions for the new massage techniques," chimed in Melissa with a sly, flirty wink.
Anne felt a rich blossoming of desire in her lower belly at the thought. The 'training sessions' were more or less just an opportunity for Melissa and Janice to fuck members of the staff while Anne watched and touched herself.
It was the sort of thing that old boring Anne would have found unbelievably inappropriate for the workplace. But none of the employees had complained. In fact, as far as she knew, there was a waiting list for the next batch to be "trained". None of the spa guests had complained either, with bookings up significantly since the new "full body oil massages" had become available.
"Excellent," said Anne with a wicked grin. "Can't wait to get them up to speed." She began walking towards her office at a brisk clip, her tits jiggling enticingly beneath her tight top, unrestrained by any bra. The only time she bothered to wear bras anymore was during exercise for comfort's sake. Otherwise, why hide her assets from the world?
"So... after lunch, what's on the docket?" she asked over her shoulder as her two sexy assistants hustled behind her, their little asses wiggling from walking on their tall platform heels.
"Well, you had a supplier meeting scheduled, but they called to cancel just before you got in," said Janice apologetically. "So it looks like we have a schedule gap we need to plug."
Anne clapped her hands and bit her lip in anticipation, rounding on her young assistant with a delighted glow in her eyes. "Perfect! Just what I was hoping you would say. Spread the word through the staff. Anyone with a free moment and any guests who elect to join are invited to another seminar on stress relief techniques."
Melissa and Janice gave each other a look of surprise and joy, as though Christmas had come early.
"The same place as last time?" asked Melissa eagerly.
"No, we're moving it to Sauna A," said Anne decisively. "More seating that way. Shuffle things around if you have to. I want everyone who's free to attend."
"Yes, ma'am," said the cute redhead and Asian simultaneously, eager and ready to spread the word.
"Good girls," said Anne with an indulgent smile, turning to open her office door. "Well? Don't let me stop you, go spread the word."
The ladies scampered off to spread the word, and Anne eased back into her chair, a warm, buzzing feeling of arousal spreading through her body. She couldn't wait for this afternoon...
She knew she had some paperwork that needed doing, but surely it could wait until after she touched herself a little.
...
The chatter and buzz among the ladies filing into the sauna was electric. An undercurrent of sexual excitement pulsed in their hushed voices as they took their seats on the tiered benches.
Anne had only given one seminar on stress relief techniques so far, but it had already reached legendary status throughout the spa. A couple of employees had already come around her office pouting this morning over the fact that they were booked with clients in the afternoon and wouldn't be able to make it.
As they filed into the already-steamy sauna, the spa employees stripped off their thin, skimpy uniforms, revealing glistening pussies and hard nipples, obvious signs of their eagerness to learn what Anne intended to teach.
As many spots as possible were reserved for her beloved employees, but the rest were filled in by guests. It was easy to pick them out of the crowd: the guests looked a little sheepish, many of them still wearing robes rather than stripping naked like the workers. They looked around at the gathering crowd of giggling, whispering women with wide, curious eyes. Anne had found that guests sometimes needed a little more gentle prodding to fully get into the obscene spirit of the spa, although they always ended up just as enthusiastic as the employees in the end.
Anne herself was regally, confidently nude, sweat rolling down her curvy form in shiny trails as she leaned back on her bench. Her legs were spread wide to proudly display her juicy pussy, dripping with sweat and arousal. Her beautiful, powerful cunt drew the eyes of the assembling women like a magnet, and their gazes burned like the warmth of the sun between her thick thighs. She wanted them to look. That's what this was all about. When Melanie had made her a whimpering, submissive mess, the employees had snuck peeks that had aroused her beyond belief. Now that she was in control, this was how she got that same thrill. By showing herself deliberately and basking in the other women's intense arousal.


Finally, the benches opposite Anne were packed with nude employees and robed guests, all of them focused on the confident, sweaty goddess sitting across from them.
"Welcome, ladies," said Anne in a quiet voice that nonetheless cut through the chatter of the crowd. The woman fell silent, staring at her with rapt attention and obvious interest. Even the guests, who had no idea what they were in for, were catching on to the strange atmosphere of crackling sexual tension.
"Here in this spa," said Anne in a warm, purring voice, "we deal in relaxation."
The crowd of aroused, gently sweating women hung on her every word, their eyes shining as they leaned forward to focus on Anne through the dim, steamy light.
"But one can't have a spa trip every day," said Anne with a raised eyebrow and a gentle smile. Despite her calm, measured tone, she could feel the heat of the arousal building inside her growing to match the oven-like sauna. It seemed to pulse against her skin from within, hardening her nipples in the wet jungle heat and making her pussy as steamy as the air. "And so... in this seminar, I will instruct you in the art of self-massage. A way to find escape and release from tension in our day-to-day life."
Some of the women in the crowd were already dipping their hands between their thighs, gently touching and parting their eager, overheated flesh. Anne laughed softly and shook her finger. "I can see some of you are getting ahead of me. None of that yet. First, I want you to... watch."
Anne leaned back, spreading her thick, sweaty thighs further, sliding her ass forward on the bench so that the assembled women could get the best possible view of her pussy. Her lips parted gently from the angle of her legs, dewy with arousal. She slid a hand slowly and sensually down over her soft, feminine belly, through her short-cropped fiery public hair, and between those pink lips, gently seeking and finding her stiff, throbbing clit.
'It is essential to be in tune with your desires..." purred Anne as she slowly rubbed herself, her hand moving in tight little circles and her hips grinding upward into her touch with little liquid motions. "Your powerful feminine sensuality. Seek the source of your power... feed the lust inside yourself and let it fill you."
Her free hand traced upward over her hot, slippery skin, cupping and kneading a full breast, rolling an engorged nipple between thumb and finger. The crowd was watching her with a smoldering intensity now. She could practically smell the wild arousal in the room as dozens of pussies moistened at once. She wasn't just stoking her own arousal now, she controlled the sexual energy of every woman in that room. And it made her feel like a Goddess.
"Watch me," commanded Anne in a smoldering voice as her fingers shone and dripped with the juices of her arousal. "See how I come alive. See how I release all negative emotions in a cascade of pleasure." It was a command that the eagerly watching crowd was eager to obey. The assembled women fidgeted and bit their lips, their arousal obviously reaching a fever pitch. Even among the guests, robes were slipping off as they immersed themselves in the contagious atmosphere of sexual debauchery.
Anne had made them watch long enough. It was time for the hands-on portion of the demonstration.
"Show me," she purred, her fingers plunged deep into her powerful, milking pussy. "Show me what you've learned."
Across the room, legs spread and fingers eagerly set to work, rubbing and teasing and penetrating. Anne's body lit up with the feeling of power and arousal. The room was a gallery of female beauty. Women of all shapes and sizes, petting their hot, wet pussies and moaning. For her. The crowd watched her frantic masturbation, and she watched theirs, sexual electricity passing between their heated gazes like a constantly reinforcing feedback loop, spiraling higher and higher.
One Latina guest was letting out a low, growling moan, her hips making dramatic circles as her fingers rubbed feverishly at her clit. Frankie, a pale,petite employee who was normally so shy she could barely say hello to guests, had worked three fingers into her tiny, blushing pussy, and looked like she was trying for a fourth. Janice and Melissa sat hip to hip, a hand working away in each other's laps, stealing occasional kisses despite the fact that this was supposed to be a strictly solo experience.
Anne's own pleasure was reaching a peak. She had never felt this exposed and vulnerable, yet so powerful and dominant. A dozen women rubbed their juicy pussies to her. She was what was getting them off, and it gave her a sense of unrivaled satisfaction. In that moment, she thanked her daughter for showing her that this kind of feeling was possible. Melanie may have intended her to be embarrassed by displaying herself, but the deep arousal she had gifted her mother was something Anne would treasure.
Anne could no longer lecture; deep throaty moans poured out of her, joining the chorus from the other women in the room. Her fingers slid in and out of her tight, hot pussy. Her hands pawed frantically at her jiggling breasts as her hips tilted and humped. Sweat poured down her, making her curvy body a shiny, glistening visual feast for the masturbating women watching her.
When Anne climaxed, most of the women watching did as well. Their wild moans of pleasure joined in chorus, backs arching, toes curling, and legs trembling in a massive collective burst of pleasure.
It took long minutes for the mutual orgasm to end, raggedly dropping off as some women rode the waves of pleasure longer than others. But finally Anne called their attention to her once again, demurely crossing her thighs now that the visual portion of the demonstration was over.
"This is the core mission of our spa," she said in a firm voice, staring deep into the orgasm-hazed women of the crowd. "To release tension and improve tranquility. But all of you have tranquility inside yourself. You just have to release it."
Some of the women clapped, others cheered or whooped, but many just smiled shyly, reflecting on how they would take the lesson home.
Anne knew that most guests and employees didn't take full, clear memories of their time in the spa home with them, but she hoped that the sense of release and pleasure would seep through to their everyday lives. Melanie had originally planned the spa brainwashing to simply support Anne's life changes, but Anne saw more potential.
What if there was a place where people could shed all of their sexual hang-ups and taboos and get true, deep satisfaction? A safe place where they could cut loose, then rejoin the world with no guilt or consequences?
That was what she wanted to build here. And Melanie's brainwashing had given her the chance to do it.
...
Melanie was lucky that she made it home without accidentally crashing into anything. She was a boiling ball of joy and excitement, and every time she glanced down at the passenger seat of her car, a fresh flood of adrenaline pulsed through her veins.
On the seat sat her graded final exam. One hundred percent. The exact grade she'd needed to raise her final grade in her business class from a B to an A. She had fucking done it. She had done something that would make her Mommy proud.
And, yes, that meant that maybe Anne would finally relent and have full, satisfying lesbian sex with her daughter again. But oddly, that wasn't what Melanie found herself focused on. The thought of fucking her mother still turned Melanie on beyond belief, but she had given up on the presumption that she deserved it. All that she wanted was to make her mother happy.
That's why she was heading home early today, after making a quick stop by the mall to buy a little surprise. She was pleased to see that she had made it in time. Anne hadn't made it home before her, and that gave Melanie a little time to prepare.
By the time Anne's keys rattled in the door and she swept in, looking as regal and beautiful as she always did lately, a beautiful sight awaited her.
Melanie knelt on the living room floor, her eyes doe-like and submissive. She wore gauzy, gossamer lingerie that clung to her lithe little body without hiding a thing, complete with thigh-high stockings. She held up her graded exam paper with a shy smile, offering her mother her body, her effort, and her devotion.
Anne stopped dead, surprised by the submissive greeting. A big smile spread slowly across her face as she approached gracefully on her tall stiletto heels.
"My my... what do we have here?" Murmured the tall, curvy redhead looming over Melanie. She plucked the stapled exam paper from her daughter's fingers and scanned the grade posted on the front. "A good little girl doing her best for Mommy? Or maybe just an eager little slut trying to get in her mother's pants."
Melanie shook her head, glossy red hair flying. "No, Mommy! That isn't why," she said earnestly. "I... You were right that I needed to focus more on my future. I want to thank you for making me see that. With a massage, or a foot rub, or anything you want."
Anne's face grew serious for a moment, staring into her daughter's eyes with her sharp, brilliant green gaze.
The smile reappeared on her face, like the sun coming out from behind a cloud. 'You really mean that, don't you, dear? All that you want is to make your mother happy."
"Yes, Mommy," said Melanie sincerely, filled to the brim with desire to please the perfect Goddess standing above her.
"Well... in that case, I think it's time for something a little more exciting than a foot rub."
Anne bent down and, without warning, scooped up her slim, pretty daughter in her arms. Melanie gasped as she was pressed against her mother's magnificent tits, slipping her arms around her mother's neck for balance. The sudden, powerful show of confidence and strength emphasized the size difference between her and her curvy mother, and her pussy clenched hungrily beneath her gauzy panties at the submissive feeling of being completely under her mother's control.
By the time Melanie caught her breath, Anne was already striding purposefully toward her bedroom... where Melanie had been forbidden ever since her mother had cut her off from sex. Did that mean...? Melanie felt flushed and nervous and hornier than she had ever been in her entire life. She nestled her face in the soft, fragrant crook of her mother's neck, breathing heavily, overwhelmed by emotion and arousal.
She had almost given up on sex with Anne ever again. In a way, she had made her peace with the idea. And now, just as she had really submitted, she was getting the prize she hadn't even dared to dream about.
Anne gently laid her trembling daughter on the bed, unzipped her tight skirt, and slowly, sensually wiggled them down her hips, revealing that she had gone without panties today.
"Do you remember what Mommy told you, Melly?" She purred, staring down at Melanie, biting her lips and looking up at her mommy with arousal so deep it almost looked painful. God, she's so fucking cute. I don't think I've ever seen her this turned on, even back when she could get anything that she wanted from me sexually. "I said that only good girls get to taste their Mommy's pussy."
Maintaining smoldering eye contact, Anne mounted the bed, slinging one thick thigh over her daughter's face and reaching down to lightly part her lower lips, revealing her hot, wet inner pinkness.
Melanie couldn't help but whimper in slutty submission. She knew what was coming, and her mouth watered for it. Her whole body burned and pulsed with pathetically eager lust as Anne's hips slowly sank, bringing her pussy closer and closer to her daughter's waiting mouth.
"...And you've been a very, very good girl."
Melanie's breath hitched, hot and ragged in her throat. Her own pussy was on fire with eager lust. Her nipples sat stiff and aching on her firm little tits. But she didn't care at all about her own body right now. She was completely focused on the hot, juicy pussy slowly descending toward her glossy, parted lips.
Mother and daughter harmonized with as little sigh of satisfaction as Anne's pussy pressed down firmly into her daughter's mouth, breaking their fast with a beautiful display of incestual dominance and submission. Anne squatted above her daughter in a triumphant pose of sexual victory, her thick thighs spread wide and her pussy pressed firmly down onto Melanie's upturned face. Melanie writhed in delight at the treatment, so lost in arousal and devotion that she wasn't even embarrassed to be used like a sex toy by her own mother. She was just happy to be of service.
This was far from the first time that Melanie had eaten her mother out. They had both sucked and licked each other to orgasm many times when she was still in charge. But it had never felt like this. Melanie was pinned beneath the weight of her Goddess of a mother, Anne's slick cunt grinding with moist heat all over her face. She moaned, her voice vibrating upward into her mother's sex as her tongue plunged and swirled, circling the throbbing clit of the woman who had become the center of her world.
Anne groaned in satisfaction, rolling her hips downward against her daughter's slurping mouth, relishing the feeling of caring maternal dominance as Melanie humbly served beneath her. "That's it, baby," she purred, husky voice dripping with lust, "Eat your mommy out. Taste your reward for working so hard."
Melanie's hands rose to clutch needily at her Mommy's thick ass cheeks, pulling her closer, pushing her to rest more of her curvy weight on her face. It was hot and humid between her mother's thick, womanly thighs. Melanie breathed the scent of her mother's most intimate places as her tongue pushed deep inside, the wild, musky taste of Anne's arousal covering every inch of her mouth. Nothing had ever tasted better to her.
As Anne's arousal peaked and spiralled upward, her hips moved more and more, relentlessly grinding her slick cunt downward into Melanie's face, riding her daughter's slobbering mouth like a sex toy as low, purring moans of satisfaction grew in her throat. She had never felt so powerful. In a way, Anne had defeated her daughter, the little minx who had tried to turn her into a submissive bimbo. But... on the other hand, Anne had never felt so sexually free. Melanie, although misguided in how far she had taken things, had broken Anne out of a miserable, anxious spiral of overwork and depression. Anne owed her something for that. And she still loved her daughter, of course... what mother wouldn't?
But those complex feelings had no place right now in this moment of complete sexual dominance. All that Anne focused on now was the feeling of riding the face of the submissive woman trapped between her plump thigh, feeling the molten swell of pleasure rush up through her belly as the little slut writhed beneath her, moaning in ecstasy upward into the pussy half-smothering her.
Anne bit her lip hard, running her hands up over her curves to grasp and tease her heavy, jiggling breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples in rhythm with her daughter's wriggling tongue. Dominant pleasure roared through her veins. She could feel her orgasm approaching, more powerful and complete than any she had given herself in the past few weeks without her lover. Almost her full weight rested on Melanie now, pressing her daughter's face down into the mattress with hot, wet pressure. A physical demonstration of her motherly superiority as the head of the household.
Melanie reveled in her total submission, kissing and licking and slurping with wild abandon, desperate to prove what a good, obedient daughter she could be. It was hard to believe how turned on she could be just from serving someone else. Melanie almost felt like she was on the edge of orgasm just from her mom sitting on her face. Her body was flushed with filthy heat, her breathing hard and labored in the soft, squishy confines of her mother's thighs. Her face pressed more and more eagerly upward into her Mommy's hot juicy cunt.
Finally, Anne groaned in release, pressing and holding herself down over her daughter's beautiful face, dominantly orgasming in a position of absolute superiority. The proper hierarchy had been thoroughly reestablished, and Melanie signalled her satisfaction with Anne's control by continuing to lick kiss her mother's pussy throughout her long, luxurious orgasm.
Finally, Anne dismounted. She had no intention of smothering Melanie, and her dominance had been effectively and thoroughly proven.
When she slung her leg off of her daughter's face, she was shocked to see tears in the corners of her daughter's eyes. With a pang of guilt in her heart, she was quick to scoop Melanie up into her warm, loving arms. "Oh no! What's the matter, honey?" She asked gently, her voice filled with motherly concern.
"It's... it's nothing, Mommy," said Melanie in a wobbly voice, burying her arousal-slicked face in her mother's warm, naked breasts. "I'm just so happy that you aren't angry with me anymore."
That gave Anne pause. She had been angry. Justifiably so. Melanie had taken away her autonomy. Forced her to act as some sort of sex slave. Imprinted new kinks and submissive tendencies into her without consent. But, strangely, she now realized that Melanie was right. She really wasn't angry anymore. In her own corrective, relatively gentle way, she had given her daughter a taste of her own medicine. And it was hard to be angry when Melanie was so obviously devoted to making up for her mistakes, even if, thanks to her new programming, Melanie couldn't exactly make the mental connection that her mother had turned the tables.
"I just... All I ever wanted was to be closer to you." Melanie's beautiful green eyes were starry with tears, and her voice was dripping with utter sincerity. Anne felt her heart go out to her daughter. She drew Melanie into a deep, loving kiss, tasting herself on her daughter's soft, warm lips. The world would see what their relationship had become as deeply disturbing... But Anne didn't give a shit about that anymore. She had not only found a new lover in Melanie, but had also become much closer with her beloved daughter, the most important woman in the world to her. She couldn't see that as a bad thing, no matter how kinky and perverted their relationship was.
Anne pulled away, looking her lover in the eyes with a soft smile. "We are. Closer than ever, Melly. I love you."
"I love you too, Mommy!" gushed Melly, eagerly coming in for another deep, passionate kiss.
Anne lost herself in the kiss for a long, slow, heated few minutes, enjoying the delicious feeling of her daughter's warm skin and silky lingerie pressed against her curves. But there was one other thing she wanted to do tonight, other than kiss. Melly really had been a good girl, and she deserved a more thorough reward than just getting to taste her Mommy's pussy. Anne's good little girl deserved to cum. But... even though Anne thought that a reequalization of power might be a good idea in the long run, she wasn't quite ready to give up her superior position quite yet. Melly could cum... but only in a way that still let Anne have her fun, at least for tonight.
"Mommy has a special treat for you," murmured Anne, soft and low in her daughter's ear. "How would you like to cum for Mommy?"
Melanie was practically vibrating with excitement. Her cute little nipples poked eagerly in Anne's chest through her thin lingerie. Despite her recent orgasm, Anne felt a swell of powerful, dominant lust roar through her. Melly was hers. Her little girl. Her lover. Her submissive.
And Anne wanted to blow her mind.
Anne reached down confidently and stripped away the tiny see-through panties her daughter was wearing, taking care not to damage the delicate fabric. It left Melanie writhing in anticipation, her thighs already trembling and her tight little pussy puffy and leaking with wild desire. It would be deliciously satisfying to bury her face between those slim, pretty thighs and return the favor, gently kissing and nuzzling her daughter's tight, wet pussy until she moaned and screamed for more... But Anne had an even better idea.


"Kneel," she said in a low, dominant growl, softening the harsh tone with a sultry smile. "I want you on your knees so you can receive Mommy's special gift."
"Yes, Mommy," breathed Melanie, her lovely green eyes shining with eager excitement as she slipped off the bed, kneeling at its foot with her throbbing pussy dripping juices of arousal down onto the bedroom carpet. She knelt there, her hands resting on her toned thighs, each rough, panting breath bouncing her firm little tits beneath her gauzy bra. Her eyes were locked onto her mother's, shining with devotion, eager for the reward her dominant lover had so graciously promised her.
Anne sat on the edge of the bed, crossing her thick, powerful thighs and staring down at her darling daughter with her chin on her hand, taking in the erotic image of pure submission she had molded her daughter into.
She couldn't resist just a little more teasing. "How bad does my little girl want to cum?" she asked in a slow, sultry drawl.
"I... I really want to," said Melly meekly, biting her lip and looking down bashfully. "I mean... if that's ok with you..."
God, she's so fucking cute... Anne didn't let her swelling affection show in her expression. Right now, she was in her Domme role, not her nurturing affectionate mother role. "So... I guess you had better ask nicely then," she said coolly with a raised eyebrow. "Since I'm doing you such a big favor, that is."
Melanie gulped and licked her lips, eagerly saying with a hint of a needy whine in her voice. 'Please... please, Mommy! I would do anything. I'll be your good little girl forever if you just let me cum. I need to feel your touch so bad."
It was music to Anne's ears. What mother didn't enjoy being loved and needed by her daughter? Time to give Melanie a reward she will never forget.
"Good Melly... you've convinced me. Mommy's going to reward you with something she just knows that you'll like."
Anne slowly uncrossed her legs, giving Melanie a little peek at the pussy she had just devoured, still throbbing with dominant arousal. But her pussy wasn't what she wanted Melly to focus on right now... She raised on slim, dainty foot and stroked it teasingly across her daughter's face, chuckling in amusement at Melanie's wide-eyed stare of intense arousal. "So," said Anne in a low, musical voice, "My daughter likes feet of all things. What a perfectly... humble little fetish."
Melanie's insides were hot, squirming liquid, and the gentle touch of her mother's foot on her face made her pussy clench hungrily between her thighs. Her face flushed with erotic shame at the gentle teasing, but Anne was quick to draw the sting of her mockery a little.
"Don't get me wrong, dear, I think you've shown me the appeal. It's a fitting fetish for a cute little sub like you." Her soft foot moved to Melanie's lips, pressing the ball against her daughter's lips. "Show me. Show me how humble you are, sweetheart."
Melanie didn't hesitate, embracing the embarrassment as she pressed her lips against her mother's lovely foot again and again, wordlessly demonstrating her abject devotion. Without being asked, she sucked her mother's toes into her mouth, bathing them with her tongue as her whole body tingled and flushed with submissive lust.
Anne allowed her daughter free rein for a minute, letting Melanie express her submissive lust. But in the end, this wasn't about serving Anne again; this was about getting Melanie off. Anne withdrew her foot... and then lowered it, tracing down her younger lover's lithe body, then slipping it between Melanie's spread thighs.
Melanie gasped as her mother tapped her foot upward, bumping it rhythmically against her sensitive pussy. "Mommy wants to make all your dirty foot fetish dreams come true, darling," she purred with a big, wide smile. "Use me, Melly. Use your mother's foot to cum."
Staring deep into her daughter's eyes, green meeting green, Anne pressed her foot upward with firm, even pressure, feeling her daughter's hot, quivering flesh flatten lightly against the top of her foot. Melly whimpered, closing her eyes in ecstasy, then reached down to hold her mother's ankles in shaking hands, pulling Anne's foot upward tighter. Her hips began to move, first in furtive, almost embarrassed little grinding motions, then, as her arousal peaked, in powering hip rolls, humping her Mommy's foot in wild sexual abandon.
No matter how humiliating it felt to hump her mother's foot as she sat smiling down from above, Melanie was in absolute heaven. Soon Anne's dainty foot was slick with her daughter's hot juices of arousal, its soft skin sliding back and forth over Melanie's throbbing clit.
"Good girl," purred Anne from above, leaning forward to stroke her daughter's hair as Melanie squeaked and mewled in sexual ecstasy, grinding her hot, wet cunt down into her mother's foot with slutty enjoyment. "Mommy is so proud of you. You make your mother so happy, baby."
The words of praise hit Melly like warm sunshine, turning up her lust even further. "Th-thank you, Mommy! Oh God, I love you, Mommy!"
"I love you too, sweetheart," said Anne gently. It looked like getting warm, genuine praise from her mother was turning Melly on even more than the teasing. Well, Anne was happy to lean into it. After all, Melanie had legitimately done very well these past few weeks.
"My little girl is the smartest, hardest-working daughter in the whole world," said Anne warmly, watching as Melly's breath caught in her throat, jiggling her firm little breasts. "Not to mention the hottest..."
"Mooommmmm," whined Melanie with a shy little smile, never stopping her relentless, horny grinding of pussy on foot. "Stooooppp. I'll never be as sexy as you."
"Oh, honey..." said Anne, giving her daughter a deep, smoldering stare, "Are you joking? Your firm, beautiful breasts make your Mommy's mouth water. My pussy aches for your tight, slender body. Just the sight of you turns Mommy on so much, darling. You are so fucking sexy even your own mother couldn't resist."
"Uhhhhn, Mommy, th-thank yoooou," moaned Melnaie, blushing heavily, seemingly even more undone by Anne's praise than by her teasing. "That's... oh Goddd..." Her pussy was making obscene squishing noises as she humped it against Anne's foot faster and faster, her sexual heat powerfully enhanced by Anne's praise.
Anne couldn't help but push things further. Giving voice to her genuine attraction, admiration, and love for her daughter felt amazing, and the fact that it seemed to wildly turn Melanie on set Anne on fire with lust.
"You're my good girl, Melly," Anne purred as her daughter rode her foot in long, grinding strokes. "My beautiful, cherished daughter. I love you so much. Now I want you to cum for me. Show me how much you love mommy by grinding that perfect flower between your lovely thighs all over my foot. Do it, Melly. Cum for Mommy."
Melanie let out a wild sobbing moan, clutching Anne's foot tight between her thighs and rubbing her pussy down into it with short, rapid little grinding humps, her back arching in orgasm. Anne watched with lustful fascination as her daughter lost herself completely to blinding lust, panting, moaning and shaking as the powerful climax rushed through her. She really was a beautiful young woman. And she was all Anne's. Completely and utterly hers. Slavishly submissive in fact.
That would have to change, unfortunately.
The thought clung to Anne stubbornly as she pulled her daughter off to the bed, snuggling and kissing and petting her cute little lover, enjoying the way their bodies, curvy and slim, seemed to fit together like the pieces of a puzzle. It had been fun to teach Melanie a little lesson about the use of brainwashing for a few weeks. And nothing in Anne's entire life had been quite as sexually thrilling as bringing her bratty daughter to heel and making her an eager submissive.
But Anne wanted her daughter to submit willingly. A brainwashed sex doll was a hollow victory as far as she was concerned, even apart from how morally repugnant it was. Melly's attempt to turn her mother into a sex slave had been wrong, and if Anne simply did the same thing in return, she would be no better.
No. Anne had had her fun. It was time to make another video. One that would strip away all of the forced control and finally allow mother and daughter to have an open, honest conversation.
...
Melanie awoke and stretched luxuriously in the morning sun. Things were good. She had finally proven herself as a truly good girl to her Mommy and had been richly rewarded. Now she could finally settle into a life as her mother's obedient servant.
It sounded heavenly. Based on the position of the sun, she had slept in quite a bit, and Anne would likely be at work already. That sent a pang of sadness through Melanie. Why hadn't Mommy woken her up to say goodbye? With a slump to her shoulders and a mopey frown, Melanie wandered out of her mother's bedroom in search of something to eat. She was on break from classes now, so it was going to be a long, boring day of waiting for her mother to get home.
But when Melanie left the bedroom, she saw that, shockingly, her mother was still there. Even more strangely, Anne wasn't dressed in sexy lingerie, but a modest fluffy bathrobe, sitting on the living room couch with a steaming mug of tea in her hands, reading a book.
Melanie wasn't sure why the bathrobe unnerved her so much. For most of their relationship, before they had become sexually involved, it would have been a perfectly normal wardrobe choice. But these days, it felt much more normal for Anne to lounge around the house wearing skimpy lingerie. The shrouding robe almost felt like a form of denial.
Anne suddenly looked up, noticing her daughter standing hesitantly in the doorway. Her expression was complex. Anne smiled, but her eyes seemed distant, and there was a twist of some faint negative emotion in her features that Melanie couldn't quite read. She immediately feared that she had somehow disappointed or angered her Mommy. The very thought filled her with consuming fear and weakness.
"Good morning, dear," said Anne gravely, setting her tea and book aside and patting the couch next to her. "Come. We have something important to discuss."
Melanie's heart pounded in her chest. She felt sick. Although her mind reeled, she couldn't imagine what had gotten her Mommy so upset. She hurried to the couch and sat beside Anne, instinctively trying to reach out and snuggle into her mother's warmth.
But today, Anne held her at a distance. "Not right now, honey," said Anne dryly. "I said we need to talk. But more importantly... I have a video I need you to see first."
Now Melanie was approaching full-on panic. She couldn't understand why her mother was suddenly acting so cold. But... if her mother wanted her to watch a video, she would do it. She would be a good girl and do exactly as her mother said.
Anne directed her daughter's eyes to the television screen and pressed play. It was an old classic cartoon from the fifties that Melanie had seen dozens of times. But this time it felt especially engaging. Her worries faded away as her eyes unfocused, turning the images on the screen into blobs of moving light and color.
She let her mind wander, thinking about her and her Mommy. How much she wanted to please her Mommy... to make up for being such a bad girl. Wait... how... how was I a bad girl in the first place again? It felt like some sort of knot in her mind loosened, then came undone. That's right. I made Mom into my obedient submissive. That's what I was making up for.
Melanie frowned. The wrongness of that thought suddenly loomed in her mind in a way she had never noticed before. It really didn't make any sense when she thought about it. If Anne had been programmed into a horny, ditzy sub, how had she been dominating Melanie for weeks? And how could Anne demand that Melanie make up for her actions when Anne wasn't supposed to know what Melanie had done in the first place?
And... holy shit, why the fuck have I been submitting to mom like this?
Melanie snapped awake as if a bucket of cold water had been thrown on her, turning to stare at her mother with wide eyes. Anne smiled back over her mug of tea.
"Good morning, dear. It's good to finally have you back with me."
Melanie stood, adrenaline pumping through her veins as her experiences of the past few weeks snapped into the proper context. "You... you used me!" she said in an accusatory voice.
Anne took a sip of tea, her legs crossed nonchalantly. "Mmmmhmmm. Yes, I did."
"You turned me into a... a sex slave," said Melanie bitterly.
Anne shrugged. "A little harsh, but accurate, I suppose."
"You evil bitch!" gasped Melanie. She realized she was still wearing slutty, revealing underwear and made a belated attempt to cover her body.
This finally made Anne frown. "Maybe you're right," she mused. "But if that makes me an evil bitch, what does it make you?"
Melanie furrowed her eyebrows. Opened her mouth. Shut it again. Their two cases felt different, but it was difficult to put into words. Finally, she made her best attempt. "I... also did some things that were wrong, but it was all with good intentions. I tried my best to help reduce your stress and improve your life. Your brainwashing was just calculated revenge."
Anne shook her head. "And yet I voluntarily lifted your brainwashing. Can you say the same?"
Melanie glared at her for a moment longer, then blushed and looked away. "Fine," she muttered, "I guess we're even. I hope that you enjoyed having your own daughter as a submissive fuck doll."
Anne snorted. "Almost as much as you enjoyed turning your mother into a whimpering, juicy mess, I'm sure."
They just stood like that for a moment in stony silence. Then, finally, Melanie sighed. "So... what now? I broke your trust and crossed boundaries we can never take back. And you.. you certainly got your revenge. So I guess I should just move out then, right? Are we... are we just done?"
Despite their current opposition, Anne could hear the heartbreak in her daughter's voice, and her own heart swelled with affection. Melanie really did need to reflect on what she had done, but Anne would never push her daughter away completely.
"Of course not, sweetie," she said warmly, reaching out to take Melanie's hand, bridging the gap between them. "No matter what has happened between us, you will always be my daughter. But... we do need to consider our path forward."
Melanie could tell by her mother's tone that she had something in mind. "I'm listening," said Melanie cautiously, squeezing her mother's hand. Anne patted the sofa beside her, and when Melanie had joined her on the couch, navigated the television to display that the flash drive currently plugged in had three files on it, not just one. The first one was titled "Reset" and the next two were titled "A" and "B".
Anne gestured toward the television, turning grave eyes toward her daughter.
"I have two very different videos prepared," she said calmly. "They represent two very different paths."
Melanie nodded solemnly. She felt like she could see where this was going, but she didn't want to interrupt her mother's explanation.
"If you choose A, the video will remove all traces of our attraction for each other," said Anne in a slow, calm voice. "We will go back to being an average mother and daughter with average libido and sexual preferences. We will remember everything that happened over the past few months, but not feel guilty or disgusted over it, simply acknowledging it was something that happened and we have since moved past."
"Wiping the slate completely clean," mused Melanie with a little grimace. Anne nodded.
There was a certain appeal to that option. Society would never accept a sexual relationship between mother and daughter. When and if their relationship was exposed, they would both be ostracized. Would a sexual relationship like this be appealing in ten years? Twenty? If it wasn't anymore, could the fallout ruin their mother/daughter relationship?
"Option B," said Anne smoothly, "would be a sort of compromise."
Melanie felt an odd quickening of her pulse as she stared into her mother's intense green gaze.
"All of the compulsion and forced submission would be gone. Neither of us would be under the other's control. But our increased libidos and enhanced pleasure would remain. And then we could... see where this strange rabbit hole takes us."
Melanie began to feel hot and bothered, and she was once again conscious of her scandalous undies. She squirmed a little in her seat as the erotic implications of her mother's offer hit her.
Everything up until now between them had been artificial. Would Anne really have agreed to a sexual relationship with her only daughter if Melanie hadn't forced the issue with hypnosis? Melanie doubted it. And even afterward, when Anne had turned the tables, it had been to teach Melanie a lesson.
Now, Anne was offering something different. A sexual relationship on an equal footing. They wouldn't be a mistress and her hypnotized puppet, but two lovers. Girlfriends even? The idea filled Melanie with a strange longing. Anne stared at her from the other end of the couch, her eyes burning with a banked heat. She had prepared these two options. It was clear she was prepared to watch either video with her daughter. The choice was completely up to Melanie. Option B was risky. And it didn't erase all the issues and difficulties that their relationship presented.
But to Melanie, the choice was obvious, and always had been.
"Option B," she said eagerly. Her stomach swooped with joy as Anne's face split into a broad grin.
Anne moved forward and cupped Melanie's face, pulling her closer for a deep, hot, distinctly unmotherly kiss.
"I knew you would say that, you naughty girl," teased Anne in a throaty voice, her eyes sparkling with affection. "I'm happy. That's what mommy wanted too. Now..." she turned and pressed play on the remote control, staring at the video.
"Let's watch. I'll see you on the other side."
...
Melanie's mind seemed to float through pink clouds. Her eyes were unfocused, and her breathing slow and even. She felt an overwhelming sense of peace and freedom, like heavy chains were falling away, letting her fly at last.
She blinked, her eyes focusing again as the video on the screen stopped. She felt... fine. Normal. There were no obvious changes to her thoughts or feelings.
She turned to her mother, and her heart almost stopped.
Anne had apparently taken the liberty of removing her bathrobe during the video presentation, revealing the lingerie she had chosen beneath it.
It was a deep, sinful scarlet, with a shelf bra that lifted and presented Anne's juicy tits and a tiny little thong that clung tightly to the soft junction of her thighs. But the lacy red underwear wasn't the best part. Melanie's eyes hungrily roamed over every creamy inch of her mother's bountiful curves, awakening a roaring, gnawing lust inside her that begged to be satisfied.
Anne blinked slowly, the haze of programming falling away from her eyes as well. She turned to her daughter, and, as she did, Melanie could see her mother's pupils dilate and her nipples stiffen. The open, obvious arousal on her mother's face was almost comical.
"Mmmm," purred Anne, trailing her fingers down to pet her pussy over the surface of the lacy panties, "I included a little... enhancement of our lust for each other, darling. I thought it might spice things up between us... but if you don't like it, I can take it back out."
"Don't you fucking dare, mommy," growled Melanie, and then launched herself across the couch at her giggling mother.
This time, when Melanie's slim, toned body pressed up against her mother's soft curves, it felt right in a way that sex between them never had before. Locking her lips with her mother in a deep, passionate kiss didn't just feel dirty and wrong, although there was an intense edge of taboo pleasure that Melanie didn't think would ever completely go away. It felt... romantic.


Melanie almost swooned as her hands rose to dig possessively into her Mommy's big, soft breasts. "Mine," she said fervently in a hot, raspy whisper.
"All yours," agreed Anne warmly, her hand slipping down her daughter's flat, toned belly to slip into her panties, touching and rubbing the slick, eager heat between her thighs. Melanie groaned and pulled her Mommy back into a kiss. Their passion wasn't about dominance and submission right now. It was about mutual lust married with deep, lasting affection. The love of a mother and daughter mixed and mingled with the passion of lovers. Kinky and sweet and red-fucking-hot.
Melanie had never been more certain she had made the right decision.
Suddenly, Anne pushed Melanie back with the forward momentum of her kiss, pressing her daughter down until Melanie was lying back with Anne above her, straddling her waist.
Anne broke away for a moment and stared down at her daughter with smoldering eyes, her lovely red hair in curtains around her, her big, round breasts hanging softly beneath her, and her hot cunt pressing down onto Melanie's thighs.
"I hope that you won't stop being a good girl for me just because you aren't forced to anymore," whispered Anne, low and husky.
Oh Shit... maybe Melanie was wrong about this not being about domination or submission at all, because there was a definite pulse of heat between her legs from the way her tall, curvy Mommy loomed above her, looking down at her daughter like she was a delicious snack to be savored.
Anne's tone was a playful invitation, not a command, but Melanie found that she was more than willing to play along.
"I... I've always wanted to be a good girl for you, Mommy," said Melanie softly. "That's why I did what I did in the first place." Jesus, it was a little embarrassing to say things like this when she wasn't brainwashed into submission, but the mild humiliation was half the fun.
"I know, baby," said Anne with a gentle smile, reaching down to cup her daughter's face. "Your heart was in the right place. And look where it led us in the end! Now... enough talk. Put that sassy little mouth to better use."
Anne leaned forward, pressing her soft, warm breasts down into Melanie's mouth, who eagerly sucked on her mother's stiff nipples between her glossy lips.
Anne let out a deep moan of satisfied pleasure as her daughter mischievously nipped at her throbbing nipple, her hands rising to cup and squeeze the other breast while her tongue and lips began to work ceaselessly, sucking and licking greedily. Anne began to grind her hips downward into her daughter's toned legs, biting her lips and making little mewling sounds of satisfaction as warm crackles of sexual electricity radiated upward through her body.
She had wanted this so badly... but she knew that forcing it would be wrong. The brainwashing software gave an intoxicating sense of power to whoever used it, but that power was corrosive. Anne knew that if she allowed herself to keep hypnotic control of her daughter, it would be hard to ever give it up. It had to be this way. She had taken a chance and let the beautiful bird free of her cage... and as a reward, she had gained something sweeter than any sex slave.
Melanie let out a muffled, needy moan into the soft skin of Anne's breasts, never ceasing her obsessive tongue worship, wriggling and flicking the stiff nipple in her mouth savagely. Anne could tell that her daughter needed more. Melanie's hips were pressing upward in desperate little pulses. It was fun to worship her mother like this, but she wasn't just a simpering, submissive pleasure doll anymore. Melanie had needs. And she was letting her Mommy know that without words.
Anne chuckled and cupped the back of her daughter's head, pulling her close and smothering her deep within her luscious cleavage for one more long, pleasure-tinged moment, then she let Melly go. Her little girl stared up at her with glossy, parted lips and starry eyes. A gaze filled with love, devotion, and lust, made all the more special because it was real... not something that had come from a program. Anne wanted nothing more than to take care of Melanie in the moment, both as a mother and a lover.
And she knew exactly how she could take care of her daughter right now.
Anne leaned down to kiss her daughter deeply on the lips. Then she moved further down and kissed Melanie's tender throat. Then further down, beneath her firm little breasts. Melanie saw where this was going and placed her hands gently, encouragingly, on Anne's head, relishing each warm, sultry kiss as Anne trailed kisses down her flat belly, heaving with passion.
"Yes, Yes, Mommy, don't stop!" moaned Melanie, her toned thighs spreading wide to welcome her loving Mommy lower. Anne obeyed. She suspected that, in the end, she would end up the more dominant partner more often in this strange new relationship with her daughter... But relationships were founded on mutual pleasure, and right now she was happy to serve.
Melannie let out a shuddering gasp when Anne's soft lips made contact with the heated flesh between her legs. "F-fuck!" She whimpered, pressing her hips forward into the delicious feeling as Anne's tongue parted his lower lips and slipped smoothly inside her hot, fluttering hole. "Eat me out, Mommy. Fuck you feel so fucking good."
Anne felt her own pulse speed up, her body flushing with dirty heat as she slipped her hands around her daughter's tight butt, pulling her close to feast.
Melanie whined and groaned, grinding her pussy hard into her mother's mouth as Anne worked her lips and tongue, sloppily eating her daughter old with wild, slutty enthusiasm. Anne had been almost exclusively lesbian for most of her life, Melanie's father being a rare exception, but being with another woman had never been quite this exciting. The filthy wrongness of fucking her own daughter added a spicy extra layer to the sexual delight of pleasing a woman... Not to mention how fucking hot Melanie was.
Anne felt like a missing puzzle piece of her life had finally snapped into place. As she pressed her face hard into her Daughter's warm, wet pussy, she didn't just feel the burning flame of lust... she felt connected and loved in a way she never had before. Maybe adding lust and perverted sex to their mother-daughter relationship should have tainted and corrupted it, but it didn't feel that way to her at all. Rather, it felt like it had been strengthened.
Melanie moaned and humped against her mother's face, and Anne could feel that her daughter was rapidly approaching the edge of climax. She welcomed it. After weeks of forcing her daughter to repent through hypnosis, it felt like she owed something to Melanie... Even if she had richly deserved her punishment in the first place.
But, oddly, Melanie pulled Anne's head up from between her legs, then bent to pull her into a deep, tongue-heavy kiss, tasting her own arousal on her mother's tongue.
"I... I don't want to cum without you," whispered Melanie shyly, blushing cutely. 'Let's do it together this time. Please, Mommy?"
That had once been a key phrase Melanie used to activate her hypnosis. "Please, Mommy" had long since lost its power to force Anne's compliance. But Anne felt like she would have a hard time saying "no" to anything her daughter asked in the sweet voice, with or without mental programming.
Not that this was a difficult ask.
"You're sweet, baby girl," said Anne warmly, giving her daughter another lingering kiss. "How can I say 'no'? Lie back again. Mommy knows just how we can both feel good together.
She gently pushed Melanie onto her back on the soft couch, then gripped one of her slim ankles in a confident hand, raising it up into the air. Melanie stared up at her with that same, adoring, starry-eyed look. Submissive, but actively participating and consenting to Anne's dominance. It was the best feeling in the world. And it was about to get even better.
Anne reached down and tore away her red lacy thong impatiently, tossing it aside to reveal her glistening pussy. Melnaie's eyes locked onto it instantly, shining with eager hunger. But Melanie wouldn't be tasting her Mommy's pussy this time. Anne had something else entirely in mind.
She pressed her hot, wet cunt firmly down into her daughter's thigh, then slowly dragged it up across her soft skin, closer and closer to Melanie's tight little pussy.
"Oh fuck..." moaned Melanie beneath her, her voice filled with almost painful longing as she realized what was about to happen. She squirmed beneath Anne, trying to speed up the contact between them. But with a mischievous grin, Anne drew the moment out teasingly. Melanie could wait a moment for the satisfying contact that Anne was offering. Anticipation made everything so much sweeter after all. Besides, if Melanie was going to be the submissive in this new relationship dynamic, she would have to get used to a little delayed gratification
So Anne moved slowly, relishing the feeling of her stiff clit sliding along her daughter's soft skin. Menaine whimpered beneath her, her heaving breaths bouncing her beautiful little tits. In the end, Anne was absolutely correct. The build-up of anticipation made both of them nearly cum on the spot once their pussies finally touched. Anne let out a purring moan that harmonized with her daughter's higher-pitched sound of pleasure as their wet cunt pressed tight together, mixing their juices and blending their body heat in a red-hot incestuous blaze.
Both of them began moving instantly. Caught in a lustful frenzy. Both pairs of hips, Anne's wide and womanly, Melanie's slim, swirled and humped, grinding their pussies together with wet, hot passion. Every dramatic roll of her hips dragged Anne's stiff clit across her daughter's warm, wet flesh, sending cascades of sexual energy bursting through her, radiating out from between her thick, powerful thighs. She moaned, deep and loud and proud. Any shame she had once felt over fucking her daughter was long gone. Beneath her, Melanie strained and writhed. In the lower position, she didn't have as much control as her mother, but that didn't lessen her pleasure one bit. In fact, being under her Mommy's control seemed to only make things hotter for her.
The two women rubbed themselves against each other, their steaming hot sexes performing a forbidden kiss as they glistened with exertion, moaning and rolling their hips desperately against each other.
Mother and daughter, two lovers, closer than ever. Joined in sweet affection and filthy lust. Forever.
"Mommy, ohmygod Mommy, I'm going to cum," gasped Melanie, her little hips pumping faster and faster, grinding and squishing her tight little pussy into her mother's desperately. "Please. Please Mommy. Cum with me. I need you to cum." She was babbling now, her words almost unintelligible they were dripping with such intense lust.
Anne was almost in the same state herself. Her whole body burned with consuming pleasure. Her nipples ached with stiffness on her tits as they bounced and swayed with the shifting of her hips. Her pussy clenched and fluttered as her overheated flesh mashed against Melanie, driving her straight to the brink of orgasm. "Cum for me, baby girl," she moaned, gripping Melanie's leg tight to grind herself even harder and faster down into her daughter. "I'm there too! Cum for me. Let's cum together."
Melanie, overstimulated by her mother's dominant attention and warmed up by Anne's tender cunnilingus, came first, but Anne followed just a second afterwards. Melanie's moans of release were breathy and sweet, while Anne's were low and primal, but they made sweet music of sexual pleasure as mother and daughter orgasmed together, their beautiful bodies straining and arching in a picture of incestuous bliss.
"I love... oh God, I love you so much, Mommy!" whined Melanie beneath Anne.
"I love you too, baby," cooed Anne, her hips still bringing downward, her back arching to push her tits outward dramatically. They continued to slowly swirl their hips together for a long few minutes of slow, liquid pleasure before the waves of orgasms washed away, leaving them both in a fuzzy, golden bliss.
Anne slumped down to join her daughter with a sigh, warm skin pressed to warm skin, twining her arms around Melanie and drawing her close. They put their foreheads together and kissed. Not frenzied and lustful anymore, but just blissfully and completely bonded and happy together.
A few minutes later, when their kiss finally broke, Melly whispered, 'What now?"
Anne chuckled with a wide, warm smile on her face.
"Now comes the good part, Melly. Now comes the happily ever after."
...
Some time later...
Anne locked lips with her assistant passionately, pulling the slim, pretty Asian close to her body as her tongue slid dominantly into her mouth. She could feel her heartbeat pulsing against every inch of her skin... a wild, primal rhythm.
Now was finally the time. All obstacles had been cleared, and she could finally claim the prize that her teasing assistant had dangled out of her reach for so long... her fingers touched Janice's bare, taught belly, the warm skin seeming to sizzle under her fingers as they traced gently downward. Janice moaned against her mouth, her breath coming harsh and hot as she prepared to submit. The tiger had finally caught the bratty rabbit that had taunted her for so long, and she intended to play with her food.
Anne's fingers dipped beneath the waist band of the junior uniform, moving lower, her own pussy tingling with dominant desire as she prepared to touch what had been forbidden for so long.
"Am I interrupting something?"
Melly's voice was enough to shock Janice out of their embrace with a little gasp. "I... Melanie! Your mother and I were just..."
Anne pressed a finger to Janice's lips to silence the panicking young woman, turning to her daughter leaning in the doorway with a raised eyebrow. "Now now, honey," she said with a teasing twist in her voice. "Jealousy doesn't look good on you. I thought you agreed the other day that I could play with Janice a little."
Melanie rolled her eyes, but her sly grin told Anne that she was just being playful. "I think I also told you to take it slow, Mom. Finger-fucking her in the middle of your office two days later seems a little fast to me."
Melanie looked absolutely divine in the Junior employee uniform, although, like Janice, she only wore it for fun rather than as a statement of her position in the company.
"Not at all..." said Anne lightly, reaching around Janice to give her a little spank, drawing a pleased yelp from her assistant's glossy lips. "Compared to what I plan to do to this little slut eventually, I think I'm moving at a positively glacial pace."
"Ms Quin!" said Janice with a giggle and a blush, "You're so bad!"
"She is, isn't she?" agreed Melanie with a laugh, moving closer and sliding up against her mother's curvy body, wrapping her arms around Anne with a hint of a needy pout forming on her face. "Jealousy might not look good on me, Mommy, but maybe it will feel good for you... Come with me. I want to... talk business."
Anne turned away from Janice and tilted Melanie's face up towards her, capturing her in a soft, romantic kiss unlike the dirty, horny smooch she had planted on Janice just a second before. "Sorry, Janice," she said, staring deep into her daughter's sparkling green eyes. "I'm afraid my number one woman needs me at the moment."
Janice looked a little disappointed, but bowed out gracefully. It was understood at the spa that, no matter how much Anne might tease or even touch the other staff members and guests, her daughter was her one true love and obsession. No one was foolish enough to get in the way of that.
Anne lost herself in the kiss, holding her daughter's hips as their lips clung tighter, their tongues dancing together. She felt a sort of swooning contentment. Things between them were good. It was hard to move from a strictly mother/daughter relationship to the reciprocal respect and equality of being a couple, but in the past few months, they had navigated those choppy waters. All without a need for forcing the issue with hypnosis.
Anne finally broke the kiss, cupping her girlfriend's cheek and whispering, "Did it actually make you uncomfortable... that thing with Janice? I told you I would stop if it made you feel bad, and I meant it. Just say the word."
Melanie bit her lip and looked down, her long red lashes shading her beautiful green eyes. "No, it's ok, babe. It felt a little weird to see... but I'll get used to it." Her lips curved up into a sly grin. "I even have a little thing going with Ramona myself."
Anne had to admit that that made her feel her own little pang of jealousy. Ramona was a pale, petite junior spa employee with dark hair and more piercings than Anne approved of. But, after a tentative conversation last week, they both agreed that it would be more fun to join the sexual debauchery at the spa rather than be one hundred percent monogamous. As long as they kept it within the walls of the building.
"Anyway, let's walk and talk, Mommy," said Melanie sweetly, lacing her fingers through Anne's. "I have a couple of things to run by you."
Anne allowed herself to be led out into the hallways, and they made their way through the spa, Melanie getting right to business about their sales numbers and what they meant for potential business expansion.
Anne just looked at her daughter and girlfriend with a warm glow of pride. Bringing Melly into the family business after graduation had been one of the finest business decisions she had ever made. Melanie had a keen mind, despite the constant horny haze pervading at the spa, and had already made some positive changes in how the business was run... not to mention taking a lot of work off of her mother's place.
"Bottom line is," said Melly with a sigh, stopping near the massage rooms with hands on her hips and a serious look on her face, "we have more demand than we can meet. I think it would unquestionably be worth it to expand our facilities. Or... we could franchise."
"Hmmm," said Anne with a grimace, "I don't know, sweetheart. That feels risky... What we are doing here needs secrecy. If anyone discovered what this place actually was... Well, jail might just be the start." No matter how much their customers clamored for more, Anne doubted the authorities would look kindly on a spa whose therapies were based on lesbian sexual release. And the fact that their customers and staff were brainwashed to be unclear on what exactly happened during their time in the spa was a moral grey area to say the least, even if the treatments had proven remarkably effective for stress relief and general well-being. Creating more spas would multiply the chances of being discovered tenfold, if not more.
Melanie waved her concerns away. "I think you're being pessimistic. The brainwashing videos at the endtrace are a perfect defence. They make men turn and walk away, and all women either lose interest or gain significant interest, based on their preferences. No one could get inside without being reprogrammed first. It would be the same at each spa."
Anne opened her mouth to respond, but was interrupted by a soft, passionate moan coming from the door to the massage room nearby. Both women turned with matching grins at the sound.
"Sounds like the special oil massages are getting more and more popular," said Melanie in a tone of aroused amusement.
"Shall we do a little spot check... partner?" asked Anne with a wink. Melanie gestured toward the door with an "after you", and they both made their way inside. Every door in the building was open to the boss and her daughter after all.
In the room, Melissa looked up with a squeak of surprise. She was currently holding the leg of a lusciously plump blonde woman in the air, grinding their hot, oily cunts together with great enthusiasm... right up until she had been interrupted, of course.


It was a little bit unlike her. Melissa was normally perfectly happy to show off her oil massage techniques. Anne wasn't sure why she was now staring at the two intruders with wide eyes and a look of embarrassment.
"Boss! Mel! I... this is..." she gasped, her hips still moving a little bit on their own, pressing her pussy greedily into the snatch of the woman beneath her.
"I'm her Aunt Denise," said the lovely blonde on the table with a dreamy smile. Her whole curvy body glistened with a shining layer of oil. "Melissa begged me to come check out the spa she works at, and I have to say... I'm loving it. It's nice to meet you ladies."
Melissa looked mortified, and Anne tried her best to keep a straight face, but it seemed that Melanie couldn't hold back a little giggle. "Wow, Mom," she said with a cheeky sidelong wink at Anne, "It looks like we're an inspiration to the staff."
Although in the outside world, Anne and Melanie were careful to maintain strict secrecy, inside the spa, the brainwashing allowed them to live their relationship out in the open without fear of judgment. And it appeared that Melissa had decided to take a leaf out of their book.
"Well, your aunt is welcome to come in whenever she likes," said Anne warmly, her eyes roaming with interest over the oily, entwined aunt and niece. "We'll get her priority booking and a family discount."
Anne turned and grabbed Melanie by the arm, pulling her back through the door. "Now, we'll leave you to your... family time."
As they closed the door behind them, Melanie practically leaped into her mother's arms, raising a leg to wrap it possessively around Anne. As she pulled Anne down into yet another deep, passionate kiss. Her hands roamed her mother's curvy, mature body, no longer ashamed, no longer hesitant, just taking and giving pleasure freely to the woman who she had chosen.
"I need you..." she whispered breathily into Anne's ear after breaking away from the kiss. "...Please, Mommy."
It didn't take brainwashing for that phrase to flip a switch of desperate arousal and send a pulse of needy heat between Anne's thighs.
"Sauna B should be open," whispered Anne in return, taking Melanie's hand and pulling her down the hall. She felt like she was a young woman again, bursting with love and curiosity. That was the gift that her daughter gave her every day. Maybe one day it would end, maybe even in tears, but in the meantime, Anne was going to live every day with eyes wide open, enjoying the incredible, improbable life and love she had been given.
Mother and daughter giggled together as they let the sauna door swing shut behind them, eager hands tearing each other's clothes off in a whirl of cloth. Melanie's slim beauty met her mother's sumptuous curves in a blaze of heat and passion and affection. Anne's fingers slipped between her daughter's toned thighs, feeling the slick, eager heat there. Melanie's lips trapped a stiff nipple, sucking deeply and lashing it with her wicked tongue. Both of them found endless pleasure and satisfaction in their lover's body, and seeing the incestuous desire their relationship had inspired in Melissa filled them with a deep need that had to be quenched.
Anne sat back regally on the lowest step on one end of the sauna, spreading her thick thighs to reveal her cunt, puffy and glistening with arousal. She beckoned her daughter imperiously with a dominant glint in her eyes, saying, "On your knees, little girl. Time to serve your Mommy."
Melanie bit her lip. "Yes, Mommy," she said sweetly, sinking to her knees and crawling across the floor toward her girlfriend with a slinky, cat-like grace. Now that they had sworn off brainwashing in their relationship, dominance and submission was just a bedroom game that they left behind in the real world... but it was a game that they both loved to play.
When Melanie was close enough, Anne seized her hair in a grip that was tight, but careful to avoid any real pain, pulling her into the smothering embrace of her shapely thighs to begin her feast.
Anne let out a gentle moan almost immediately. Months of getting to know each other's bodies had trained Melanie into a perfect pussy eater. She knew each and every one of her Mommy's pleasure zones, and she licked, sucked, and gently nibbled with utter devotion, single-mindedly focused on making her Mommy cum her brains out.
When the door swung open and shut the first time, Melanie was so focused on her task that she didn't even notice. It wasn't until the third employee snuck in and slipped into a seat on the opposite benches that Melanie looked around curiously. She snorted and rolled her eyes. "Oh God... I should have known that this would turn into another 'stress relief seminar'," she said ruefully."
Anne reached down and cupped her face with a teasing smile. "Can you blame them? I don't think there's anything quite as entertaining as seeing you naked, darling... well, except when you use that divine little tongue of yours."
Melanie rolled her eyes again, but she was smiling as Anne pulled her in close again, opening her soft lips to deeply kiss her girlfriend's hot, wet pussy. More employees streamed in as the word spread of the sexy little show that the boss and her right-hand woman were putting on. Despite her exasperation, Melanie put on a show for them, arching her back to display her tight, cute little ass and dripping pussy, and reaching one slim hand between her thighs as she continued to slurp and suck between her mother's legs.
Soon, the room was filled with soft sounds of pleasure as the assembled women began touching themselves, watching the mother-daughter duo's passionate sex. Anne felt herself winding up for an orgasm as Melanie pressed her face deeper, pursing her lips around her mother's clit and applying gentle suction. She stared down into her daughter's eyes, enraptured by her beautiful, talented, sexy daughter and lover.
She came, arching her back and letting the glorious pleasure roll through her, at peace and thankful for the paradise that she and Melly had made together.
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Monique stared down at her stepdaughter, not quite sure that she had heard her correctly. Monique had just saved Ashley from a brute that wanted to strip her down and have sex with her right then and there in the backyard. Monique hadn't really expected the brat to actually show she was grateful, but even she was caught off guard by her stepdaughter's response--Ashley seemed completely annoyed.
"Excuse me?" said Monique finally. Letting the phone with nine and one dialled droop in her hands.
Ashley smacked her lips and rolled her eyes, tucking a strand of dark, lustrous hair behind her ear. She leaned her light frame back against one of the poolside deck chairs, totally unconcerned that her thin pajama shirt--now basically transparent--was clinging wetly to her small, but firm breasts, making her look practically naked and revealing her pebble-hard nipples. "You heard me, Monique. You always ruin the fun. You just had to show up when things were getting hot--"
"But he-he was going to..." spluttered Monique, gesturing toward the fence where Matt had disappeared scarcely a minute before.
Ashley tilted her head in confusion, then laughed. "Oh, God! You thought he was actually going to...? Oh, that's so cute." Ashley guffawed incredulously. "Hell no, Monique. You would have seen me clawing and biting. Not acting like a helpless brat. But I get it, you're so fucking vanilla that it's probably hard for you to tell the difference."
Monique felt her face flush with heat, reminding her of the lingering, residual heat that still coursed through her body from watching the perversity happening in her own backyard. The way that she had felt while watching was shameful. Worse still, she hadn't even realized it was some sort of twisted sex game at the time.
It was even more shameful that her body still felt hot right now. Especially since her eyes kept creeping back to Ashley's chest. She couldn't stop thinking about how Matt's meaty hand had touched and groped Ashley's tight, young body--sliding beneath her clothes to greedily--
Pinching her thigh, she derailed that train of thought, ashamed of her lack of control. Trying to distract herself from the unacceptable, lingering heat still burning inside her, she snapped at Ashley, "That's messed up, Ashley! Disgusting, really! Only a... a freaking pervert would enjoy something like that." Her brain scrambled to find a valid reason to justify her reaction. "It looked like he was forcing you--and you wanted that? That's so...so wrong! A man shouldn't want to force a woman and--and a woman shouldn't want to be forced!" Monique struggled to keep her voice low. "Besides, you told me that you didn't even want to speak with him! What was I supposed to think?"
Ashley stared up at her from the deck chair, a mild sneer marring her cute features. She reached into her pocket and pulled something out, then held it to her mouth. A moment later, a fair cloud of strawberry-scented smoke blew out of her nose.
Finally, she responded. "It's called CNC." She took another drag of her geek bar. "And I'm not shocked you find it perverted, Monique. Honestly? I'm sure that if Dad ever asked you for even a blowjob, it would have you sobbing with conflicted guilt for a fucking week. Not that I blame you, old man dick is fucking gross." Ashley started to shiver a bit, prompting her to take another puff. "But you'll excuse me if I don't take your advice when it comes to men."
Monique frowned, and now a different heat began to bubble up inside her. "And what the heck is that supposed to mean?" she asked in a stony voice, her hand gripping her thigh and digging in again.
"I mean," said Ashley nastily, "That men aren't flies, Monique. You don't need to be sweet and soft like honey--sometimes they love it when you throw a bit of vinegar in their face. They're like fucking dogs, they love a good chase. If you want them to obsess over you, sometimes you need to play hard to get." Ashley looked at Monique with pity. "You don't, for instance, throw yourself at them again and again, hoping they'll change their mind and want you."
Monique's face felt cold, utterly drained of blood. Her fingernails dug into her thigh so hard they almost drew blood. To have this silly little party girl talk about things that she couldn't possibly understand filled Monique with anger. It didn't matter that Ashley was an adult now; in Monique's eyes, she still acted like an irresponsible child. Someone who wouldn't stop partying and flirting with strange men could never be considered a full-grown woman.
And yet, Monique was still hurt by what Ashley had said.
Monique wanted to say something--anything--that would hurt Ashley just as bad. With that plain clouding her mind, she lashed out, "Your boyfriend isn't who you think he is. Did you know he was here earlier today? I had to throw him out of the house for flirting with me!"
Seeing Ashley's eyes go wide, Monique felt the satisfaction of scoring a direct hit. She was smugly certain that her bratty step-daughter was going to have an unpleasant night of tossing and turning over her unfaithful boyfriend, followed perhaps by a messy breakup tomorrow. Monique would probably feel bad about that later, because she was a fundamentally good person at heart, unlike Ashley. But for now, she was prepared to relish the shattering of the little brat's smug certainty.
Then, to her shock, Ashley snorted, a grin flashing across her pretty face. "Oh my God, that fucking horndog. I should have known."
The events of tonight had been bewildering in general, but nothing shocked Monique quite like this. She had just informed Ashley that her boyfriend was interested in another woman...Ashley seemed amused rather than upset. "Did you hear me?" she asked shrilly, confused why she didn't seem to be getting through to Ashley. "Your boyfriend was here this afternoon. Flirting with me. A married woman!" Maybe Monique had miscalculated. "Do you even care?"
Now Ashley was starting to look a little upset, but it seemed to be annoyance rather than anger at Matt. "Yeah, I heard you the first time," she said, taking another drag on her vape. "I don't know why you think it's my problem. If he's making you uncomfortable, just tell him to fuck off. Matias loves a chase, but he's not a piece of shit; he'll back off if you tell him you don't want him--you can't just be a doormat and hope he doesn't step on you."
Monique had to control the undignified scowl that wanted to appear on her face. "You're not even a little upset that your boyfriend is interested in other women?" she asked bitterly. If Ashley wanted to sweep that part of the issue under the rug, Monique would simply drag it out again.
Ashley narrowed her eyes and chuckled again. There was an edge beneath her laughter. Without warning, she stood from the deck chair and approached Monique, padding on bare feet over the rough, wet poolside concrete. Monique felt frozen in place, intimidated by the slender young woman.
When she was close enough that she was inside Monique's personal space, Ashley took another drag on her vape and obnoxiously expelled a puff of strawberry-scented vapor into Monique's face.
"Really, mom?" Ashley mocked. "So, this is all about concern for me," she said with a sneer. "I'm touched, honestly. But let me give you a friendly word of warning, Monique. You don't understand my relationship with Matt. Your simple, frigid little brain couldn't handle it. So stay out of my business--" Ashley leaned in, her lips dangerously close to Monique's ear. "I wouldn't want stepmommy dearest to get burned getting so close to us sinners." Ashley leaned back, holding Monique with her gaze.
Monique felt paralysed looking into Ashley's deep, expressive sanpaku eyes. Her tongue was stuck to the roof of her mouth in a strange combination of intimidation and anger.
When she saw that Monique had nothing else to say, Ashley snorted, rolled her eyes, and pushed past her, headed toward the house. When she reached the door, she turned around one last time and said over her shoulder in a taunting voice, "Oh... and just to be clear, don't make the mistake of thinking I'm like you again. If you ever see Matt and me doing that again, fuck off. Unlike you, I do what I want when I want to. I don't need anyone's permission or to be rewarded like a good little girl. I'm. Not. You. Have a night, Monique."
With that, she entered the house and slid the door shut behind her.
In stunned silence, Monique stood for a moment at the edge of the pool, hugging her robe close in the cool night air. Anger and embarrassment, and, for some reason, arousal continued to rage inside her. All she could do was stare out into the night sky, wondering what the hell had just happened.
But there were no solutions to her confusion and hurt out in the darkness, and a few minutes later, she had no choice but to turn the pool lights off and go back upstairs to toss and turn next to her husband in bed.
...
Monique woke the next morning feeling frazzled and angry. She was half-hoping, half-dreading the possibility that after Martin left for work, she would be alone in the house again with her step-daughter.
But the issue was mooted. Ashley didn't even wake up until well after ten, spent an hour getting ready, then breezed out the door without saying goodbye, just like the day before, leaving Monique alone in the house.
Monique did her best to concentrate on editing work, but by the time Ashley left, slamming the front door behind her, Monique knew it would be useless. She had slept badly the night before after her confrontation by the pool, and the same anxiously frustrated thoughts kept chasing themselves around in her head, over and over.
How dare Ashley speak to her like that? When her only intention had been to help her and keep her safe? And how dare Matt bring that... that filth into their house? She had genuinely thought that Ashley was being attacked! The idea that the two of them were just participating in some perverse sex game was infuriating. It had looked so real! So intense...
Monique groaned and put her head in her hands, trying to get the images of last night out of her head.
Ashley held tight, helpless in Matt's strong, wicked arms...
His hands roaming her tight young body, wetting her thin pajamas as they slipped beneath, teasing and touching...
How he just planned to... take her. Right there under the stars beside the pool... just outside her and Martin's bedroom window.
It made her shiver with the wickedness of it. Worse, it made her flood with a dirty heat that she couldn't shake, no matter how wrong she told herself it was. Monique bit her soft lower lip hard, trying to force the inappropriate thoughts out. But her mind kept flashing to those awfully compelling images... putting herself in the place of Ashley. Feeling Matt's strong hands exploring her body as she gasped and begged him to stop.
But he wouldn't stop. Because he loved a chase. Ashley had admitted as much. It was like he could see through her act of resistance and tell how badly she secretly wanted it.
Monique recoiled from the fantasy boiling up inside her, lightly slapping her cheeks to try to bring herself back to reality. These were simply not the kinds of thoughts a good and proper wife should have.
The problem, she decided, was her unfulfilled sexual frustrations. As well as the distance that had been growing between her and Martin. Without the rock of her husband, she was adrift, straying into the dangerous waters of her sinful thoughts. She needed to reconnect. To be anchored.
She knew that Martin didn't like it when she called him at work, but she needed this right now. Before she could talk herself out of the idea, she scooped up her cellphone and dialled.
...
Martin felt another migraine building up behind his eyes as he flipped through the pitch documents that one of his employees had prepared for the afternoon.
He grimaced when he got to the final offer outlined on the last page. The amount they were asking for was a little less than seventy percent of their current contract, and they were promising beefed-up customer service support as well. It raised a troubling question over how Apex could possibly make ends meet with less money and more responsibilities.
And it still likely wouldn't be enough. The Indian editing firm was offering prices that Apex simply couldn't compete with. Their only hope would be a price reduction and scaring them with the idea that customer service would be a nightmare with an overseas firm.
Just as he was reading through the frustrating details of the final pitch, Martin's phone rang in his pocket. He immediately suspected that it must have something to do with the pitch meeting, and dug out the phone quickly, only to suppress a grimace when he read the caller ID.
It was Monique.
Martin loved his wife. She was a dependable partner who kept the house clean, was an excellent cook, and was good-looking and just smart enough not to embarrass him on the rare occasions he needed to attend social engagements.
But she had been a bit... needy lately. Martin was perfectly happy to go through life being mentally stimulated at work, then relax at home for a few hours with a beer and some television. He wasn't sure why Monique couldn't take a similarly laid-back approach to life.
He realized that his stupid mistake a few years back had changed things between them, but he also felt like he had done more than enough to apologise for that, and he refused to self-flagellate over it forever. Although he would never say it to Monique, he still thought she had blown it out of proportion. He had been drunk, and the sex was totally meaningless regardless of how long it went on. It wasn't like he was trying to replace Monique or something silly like that. She was the perfectly proper wife.
Except for this. He had tried to discourage her from calling him at work. But Martin didn't want to deal with her being all sad and mopey for days on end, so he answered the call, closing his eyes and forcing through his best cheerful voice. "Hello, dear. Good to hear from you. What's up?"
"Sorry to call you at work, amor," said Monique hesitantly, "but I was hoping to ask you something."
Just then, his coworker Danny, who had written the pitch document, poked his head into the office. He opened his mouth, saw that Martin was on the phone, then made a vague, indecisive gesture, indicating he wasn't sure if he should stay or go.
Martin waved him in and held up a finger to tell his employee it would just be a second. Martin needed to go over the pitch document with Danny, and didn't want to have to track him down in a minute or two when he got off the call. "Of course, dear," he said, trying his best to keep his impatience out of his tone. "What can I help you with?"
"It's just..." said Monique hesitantly, and Martin had to bite his tongue to avoid telling her to hurry up. "It's been so long since we went out..." She paused again, really testing his patience. "Do you think--that maybe we could have a date night tonight... like we used to? I really miss you."
Martin could see that Danny was getting antsy, checking his phone for the time while his leg bounced with nerves. They were all working all out to get ready for the big pitch this afternoon, and he was sure Danny had a hundred things to do that were more useful than waiting for his boss to finish an unimportant phone conversation.
Martin looked into the distance and made a snap decision. He would probably be exhausted tonight after such a stressful day, but Monique also had a point. It had been a long time since he had taken her out--he had to eat anyway.
"Sure. Let's do it. I'll see you when I get home."
Monique's obvious relief and pleasure made him feel like a super husband as she said, "That sounds wonderful, amor! I'm going to dress up nice for you. I can't wait!"
"Me neither," he said. "Now I really do need to go, darling. I'll see you later."
Then Martin hung up the phone, got involved in a deep technical discussion with Danny, and instantly and completely forgot that the conversation with his wife ever happened.
...
Monique breathed a sigh of relief as she hung up the phone, feeling some of the tension leech out of her shoulders. She congratulated herself on the perfect idea. She had felt lost and off-track, but reminding herself of who her man was would get her back to where she needed to be.
Even if her anxiety was ebbing a little, none of the heat left Monique's body. But that was ok. It was appropriate, even. She was just excited about a romantic dinner with her husband... as well as everything that came after. There was nothing shameful about that. There was no way that Martin would deny her after an evening out. And, finally satisfied, she could get rid of all these wicked fantasies.
And that made the pent-up sexual desire roiling inside her almost bearable. Monique found her groove and actually got a good amount of work done for once. When she stretched and looked up at the clock, she was surprised to see that it was a little after noon.
In an excellent mood, Monique rolled back in her chair, ready to take her lunch hour. Then she heard it.
*Splash*
Her heart froze, and a strange feeling of anxious anticipation spread through her. It was just like last night... but it couldn't be. Even a lowlife like Matt had to have realized by now that he wasn't welcome.
*Splash*
But there was the sound again. Monique knew that she was going to have to check. She rose on suddenly wobbly legs and crossed to the window of her home office, pulling aside the curtain to look down at the pool.
The feeling that pierced her heart as she saw Matt was complex. It wasn't fear, nor anger. It borrowed a lot of the heat that had been building up inside her lately, but it wasn't pleasant either. That nameless emotion roiled her belly and made her mouth as dry as a desert as she saw her step-daughter's handsome, dangerous boyfriend swimming in her pool without a care in the world.
She stood rooted to the spot for a few long minutes, staring down at him through the window with a frown on her face, just observing.
He was, if anything, even more attractive under the sunny, blue sky than he had been at night. His powerful bronze shoulders ripped with muscle as he swam with long, confident strokes, water beading like diamonds on his hair and skin.
The heat that Monique had felt last night was back, spreading through her veins like poison. She knew on one level that Matt was dangerous. But he was like a wolf, or a panther. Terrifying, but compelling at the same time.
Without warning, Matt turned in the water, and, to Monique's horror, he glanced upward. Their eyes locked, with him treading water in the pool and her staring down at him silently through the window. Monique instantly felt like she had been caught doing something embarrassing, and in a way, she had been. How long had she stood there, creepily running her eyes over the young man's muscles instead of calling the cops or telling him to leave? With a gasp, she moved back from the window, her heart pounding.
She hoped against hope that the sight of her would scare Matt just as much as it had her, and he would leave without further fuss... But no such luck. Matt's voice floated up from the backyard as he called out. "Come on down here, Monique!" he said in a laughing, slightly breathless voice. "You could get a much better look if you were closer."
Monique gritted her teeth and prayed that he would just go away, but after a few seconds, he called out again. "Come on, Monique... I won't go away until we can talk. I could stay here all afternoon. This pool is great."
That settled it. If she didn't go down and kick him out personally, he would just yell and yell until he got the neighbors' attention. Calling the police would have the same effect. The only way out of the embarrassing situation was to go down and convince him to leave as quietly as she could. It was objectively true, so Monique wasn't sure why she felt a stomach-twisting sense of guilt and strange arousal as she swiftly made her way down the stairs and out onto the back patio.


Matt was waiting for her as she arrived, hanging on the side of the pool, lazily resting his head on his muscular brown arms, staring up at her with an insolent smile that sent the squirming, embarrassed arousal inside her spiraling. Monique stood above Matt and cocked her hip, crossing her arms tightly over her chest, unconsciously assuming a defensive posture.
"Afternoon, mi reina," he said with a smile, squinting his eyes against the midday sun. "Told you that I'd be seeing you soon, didn't I?"
Somehow, Matt had an uncanny ability to seem like he was in charge, even in situations where Monique should feel totally confident. He was once again a trespasser, but somehow he seemed utterly at ease. As if Monique should be the one embarrassed. Monique made a frustrated sound in the back of her throat, trying to screw up her courage to answer with the force and confidence needed to scare this disrespectful boy off. Ashley's casual warning from the night before flashed through Monique's mind: Matt loved a chase, and if she didn't send an absolutely clear message that she wasn't interested, he would continue with his unacceptably aggressive flirtation.
But, despite her best efforts, the words that came out of Monique's mouth sounded weak and indecisive even to her ears. "You need to leave, Matt. It's not right for you to keep coming here when you aren't wanted."
Matt ran his fingers through his hair, sending pool water trickling down to ripple the clear blue water. "Aren't I though?" he asked with a smirk, "I felt pretty wanted a minute ago, with the way you looked at me when you thought no one was watching."
Monique clicked her tongue in frustration, feeling the sting of shame from his taunting words even as his dark, wicked eyes made her feel an embarrassing tingle. "Gosh! You're so awful! What exactly do you want?" she snapped. "Ashley goes out every day. Go meet her somewhere else. There's nothing for you here!"
Matt smiled widely as he stared up at her. "But you're here, mi reina."
Monique felt her face flush hotly and bit her lip to try to suppress the sudden wave of inappropriate heat that came over her. She was a married woman, and all of this pent-up sexual frustration would be taken care of tonight when her husband came home and took her on a lovely date. Besides, there was no way that Matt was serious. He was just trying to get a rise out of her. "You need to stop making fun of me," she said angrily. "You think that I would seriously believe that you're interested in an older married woman? I'm not as easy to trick as you think."
Matt raised an eyebrow, as if she were the one who was being ridiculous. "Are you serious?" he asked blankly. "Okay, okay, I admit that you're fun to tease, but I mean... why do you think that I keep coming around? You're hot as fuck, mi reina. Hotter than Ash even... Don't tell her I said that." There was genuine concern on his face that Monique would tell Ashley--out of everything he had done and said, that was what concerned him.
Monique covered her face with her hands, fighting back the tide of arousal that washed over her. She still didn't believe him. She was far too flabby and unattractive for even an ill-intentioned bad boy to have any interest in. But hearing those words in his deep, confident voice was too much for her right now. She was flustered and off balance, and if she didn't find a way to get rid of Matt soon, she was going to embarrass herself even worse.
"Why won't you just leave?" she groaned through her hands. Peeking through her fingers to see, annoyingly, that Matt apparently found her discomfort highly amusing.
"Well, I'll get out of the pool right now if you want," said Matt lazily, "but it might be a little awkward for you."
Monique could hear the laughter in his voice, and she almost didn't want to know what he meant. But morbid curiosity propelled her to ask, "Why not?" in a small, anxious voice.
"Because I didn't bring my trunks today," said Matt, staring her right in the eyes as she peeked through her fingers. "I decided to just go skinny dipping."
Monique was rooted to the spot by shock. She hadn't even noticed when she was staring down into the pool from the window, thanks to the rippling water. She wondered if he might be lying again just to fluster her further, but a quick glance at the pile of clothes he had left by the side of the pool revealed a pair of black boxer briefs lying on top. Monique felt a strange tingling throughout her body as she turned her wide eyes back to Matt. She was in some sort of shock. Part of her wanted to scream and run away, but another part of her wanted to surrender to the rising tide of arousal inside her.
But of course she would never give in to any wicked impulses like that. She was stronger than that. Despite that determination and strength, however, filthy images kept flashing through her mind... of Matt last night, backing away after grinding himself on Ashley's butt. The huge bulge that had pressed forward hard against his swim trunks. And now he was... Monique blushed to even think about it... he was swinging free in the water of the pool.
Is he hard again right now? No, Monique, you're being silly. Why would he be? And it would be a bad thing if he were. A horrible thing.
Matt could see her obvious shock and the mental battle going on behind her eyes. He raised his deep, confident voice, calling her back to reality. "Monique! Look at me."
She obeyed, staring deep into his lively brown eyes. Oddly, even though he was the one who had caused her distress in the first place, his sharp gaze seemed to center her.
"It's okay," he said firmly. "No one is going to make you do anything you don't want to. You and I are going to have a friendly conversation, then I'm going to leave. No harm done. Ok?"
Monique had recovered from some of her shock, but that didn't make it any better that she was standing here, talking to a naked man while her husband was away. It wasn't just her face that was flushed now. Her whole body burned with tingling heat. Just being here in his presence was dangerous. She took a step back, her tongue sticking to the roof of her mouth. She had to be strong. She had to do what was right, and what was right in this situation was running back inside and locking the door behind her. Her husband was counting on her. He was coming home later to take her out for a romantic evening.
"Hold on," said Matt with an exasperated roll of his eyes. "Wow. Ash wasn't kidding when she said you scare easily. I'll make this even easier, mi reina. Three questions. That's all I need."
Monique wavered. She knew she should leave. Remaining in this conversation with a naked younger man who was trying to flirt with her was wrong in and of itself. But he made it sound so reasonable. Just a short conversation, and he would leave. Then she could pretend this whole thing had never happened. Then there wouldn't be the scene of this scandalously naked young man calling to her inside the house and the police arriving to take him away.
Matt's offer gave her an excellent excuse to give in to the temptation she had buried deep; the part of her that didn't mind talking to an attractive bad boy at all.
"Fine," she said in a small voice, staring down at the poolside cement rather than anywhere near the impertinent man who had interrupted her innocent afternoon. "I still can't see why you have any interest in talking to me... but fine. Three questions. Then you leave."
"Perfect," said Matt happily. He pushed away from the wall of the pool, treading water, and Monique began studying the cracks in the pavement, willing herself not to look. "Ok, first question. Why did you marry Martin?"
Monique had half-expected more aggressive flirtation, so the topic of the question was unexpected. She glanced up at Matt in surprise, then looked away again, her face burning. She was worried that if she stared too deeply at the rippling water, she might get a look at what lay beneath. Trying to clear her mind and think only the purest thoughts, Monique answered as best she could.
"Isn't it obvious?" she asked, sounding defensive. "He's a good man. A man who provides for me. One that I can rely on. But I wouldn't expect someone like you to understand that."
"I'll tell you what's obvious to me, mi reina," said Matt confidently, beginning to swim back and forth in the water with big, lazy strokes. " Someone like you should be out having fun, not wasting her best years as a maid and a cook for a sad old man. It always seemed weird to me when Ashley showed me her family photos. A total smokeshow with a stuffy, boring old loser who cares more about work than her. And don't give me that "provider" crap, reina. Any man should be able to take care of his woman, but that's the bare minimum, not something special. If the only thing the old man is bringing to the table is money, then he's falling down on the job."
Now Monique felt a prickle of anger again at the arrogant young man's presumption. She risked shooting him a venomous glare, her arms crossed over her chest. "If stability and trustworthiness is the minimum, then what does it say that you can't even clear that bar? Do you even have a job right now?" she asked sharply, and was gratified when Matt frowned. It seemed like she had finally scored a hit.
"Second question," said Matt, with a new fire burning in his eyes. "When's the last time you had sex?"
Monique felt suffocating embarrassment rise up inside her once again. Sometimes this younger man could be scarily perceptive. The true answer to his inappropriate, insulting question was too humiliating to admit. It had been months. Since her birthday. And it wasn't as if that had been a stunning night of passion. The painful truth was that her and Martin's love life had never been the same after the incident with his intern at work. It had petered out from once a week or so down to once a month. And even those sessions had felt forced. Now, despite Monique's frustration, deep sexual need, and desire to overcome the rift between her and her husband, they basically never had sex anymore at all. Monique had been half in denial over it for a while, but Matt's confrontational question had brought the truth into sharp relief.
"That," she said in a strangled, angry voice, "is a completely inappropriate question to ask someone who..."
Matt cut her off in a sharp, disparaging voice. "Stop deflecting. I think we both know the answer. Too long. You know what I think, reina?" He laughed and leaned backward to float on his back. Even though she was growing more and more upset with him, Monique was forced to look away so she didn't see anything she shouldn't. "I think you're scared. Just like you were last night. But it was more than just fear, wasn't it? You saw me touching Ash, and it turned you on. That's why you waited, huh?"
Monique shook her head, turning her back on Matt, but saying fiercely, "That's not true. I was terrified!" She was trying to convince herself just as much as she was him. She still remembered the forbidden heat that had pulsed through her last night, watching the obscene confrontation by the pool.
"That's right," said Matt with a chuckle. "Terrified of how much you want to feel how Ashley feels when she's with me: how exciting it would be to feel that someone wants you so bad they don't give a fuck who walks in on you. Boundaries don't matter, vows don't matter. The only thing that matters is how bad you need it. And I can tell you need it bad, so I'll ask my second question again. When was the last time?"
"You can't talk to me this way! I'm-I'm Ashley's mom--" her voice was half stunned, half angry. Matt had just gone way, way beyond even her minimal expectations for him. Doesn't he have even the slightest sense of decency?
"Stepmom. Answer the question. How long?" fired Matt back at her, his voice now carrying a hint of the dominant steel he had used last night.
"If Martin knew you were here talking to me like this, then---"
"Martin? That old douchebag is probably cheating on you again anyway, that's why he doesn't fuck you when he comes home." Matt's voice was hard. Cruel. Mocking.
It pierced Monique to the core. Once again, he had put his finger directly on one of her sore spots. He was saying exactly what a terrified voice deep inside her had been saying for months now. A voice she had been desperately trying to ignore. She couldn't think of anything to say. She just stood there, biting her lip with her back turned to the infuriating young man who had broken into her pool, trying to quiet the storm of insecurity and confusion raging inside her.
"The fact that you can't answer my question tells me what we both already know: I'm right."
Monique was still trying her best to come up with a response when she heard a spine-tingling sound behind her. A cascade of water... almost as if--
She turned around with a gasp, her eyes wide and her hand fluttering up to cover her mouth. Matt had levered himself up out of the water, and now he stood under the blazing midday sun, his bronze, muscular body gloriously naked. Monique's response was involuntary. Her eyes roamed his broad shoulders, his strong arms, the faint traces of abs beneath his flat stomach. But her gaze didn't stop there. Her eyes slid down as if pulled by a powerful magnet.
Her blood boiled as she saw how hard the younger man was for her. It was so wrong. So filthy, but Matt clearly knew what he wanted. He hadn't just been teasing her. His thick cock pointed forward like a throbbing spear, like a weapon pointed directly at Monique's virtue.
"Third question," said Matt in a smoldering voice, stalking forward and leaving wet footprints across the cement. Monique was rooted in place, unable to even think, let alone respond as the sexy naked man approached. "What do you want? Right now. Answer without thinking for once in your life."
He reached toward her, his eyes burning, his cock powerful and thick and glistening with beads of water. For a second, Monique thought he intended to grab her and have his way with her. She expected his hand to grasp a breast, or maybe even her throat, in a cruel grip.
But instead, his extended finger just barely made contact with the button on her blouse, tracing around it, curiously gentle.
His touch seemed to break the spell. Monique squeaked in alarm and jumped back, her whole body pulsing with adrenaline and forbidden heat. This was wrong--so wrong. Monique broke and ran, yanking the sliding patio door open, slamming it closed so fast she nearly broke it.
Matt was calling something out after her, but she couldn't hear it over the sound of her heart pounding in her ears. She rushed up the stairs and locked the bedroom door behind her, willing the powerful wave of panicked arousal to leave her body. It took her nearly twenty minutes to calm herself.
When she finally got the courage to peek through the window down toward the pool, she was deeply relieved to see that Matt had left.
Monique desperately needed that date tonight. Her repressed sexual desire had led her perilously close to making a decision she could never take back.
...
Even though it had been a couple of hours, and she had taken a cold shower, Monique still felt hot and bothered. Her mind had been racing with inappropriate thoughts the entire time since Mat left.
Flustered, she put the plum lipstick back into the wooden makeup organizer sitting on her dresser. At least she had her preparations for dinner to distract her now. Next, she applied her light, whipped Curlheights cream. Raking her hands through her hair thoroughly, the tight curls extended and settled back. Then she applied the finishing touch, a tight scrunch to make sure they retained their spring before moving onto the next section of hair.
The mirror mocked Monique, scowling at her. It was like her mother's eyes were staring at her, judging her for what had happened earlier. Good women didn't get themselves into that kind of situation. And they certainly didn't obsess over it for hours afterward.
The memory was so clear, every detail vibrant. The water running down Matt's skin between the cuts of his muscles and the crevices he hadn't shown her yet...so wet. That tanned skin, just a few shades lighter than hers--Monique knew it must be so soft. So smooth.
The image of Matt climbing out, muscles rippling, shoulders taut and flexing their strength was seared into her brain. Then his...manly parts...dragging over the rubbered rim of the pool. Monique gripped her thigh hard at the memory.
Matt was muscular and thick...everywhere. Everything on that boy--no, she couldn't call him a boy--everything on that man was thick. Thick arms, thick chest, thick thighs, thick c--
The pain from pinching her thigh made her wince, but it did the trick, distracting her for now.
The dirty thoughts she'd been having slowly dissipated until she finally released herself and looked at the time on her phone.
4:30 PM--she groaned.
Time was strange. Monique only had another hour to get ready for her date night, but she still had to wait another hour after that to get her hands on Martin. Goodness, she was going to wreck that man tonight. She was going to rock her husband's world like she hadn't in years. All night.
Despite how guilty and terrified she felt about earlier, especially since she couldn't get it out of her head...Monique couldn't deny it was really lighting a fire in her. She'd been in a constant state of anxious arousal since it happened--and the deep, shameful heat it had lit inside her was fueling her imagination of what she would do to Martin tonight.
Monique finished zipping herself up and stood in front of the mirror, getting a good look at herself. She was still able to appreciate herself in brief moments of clarity like this if only a little. These moments of self-appreciation had been few and far between lately as the pain of her rejection by Martin got sharper and more painful.
But she looked amazing right now in her navy blue dress with a leather brown belt cinching her waist and accentuating her bust and hips. It was an elegant, sleeveless mock neck dress that went down to her calves. Although it kept everything covered, the dress hugged each curve of her beautiful body tight, allowing any leering eyes to know her shape. It would tease every gaze that lingered on her except her husband's--after all, Martin would be the one to take it off her tonight.
A hot chill ran through her body at the thought. She thrilled at the chance to feel him between her legs once again...maybe tonight he'd taste her the way he used to. He'd always told her she had a sweet--
"Monique! Can you help me?" Ashley's shrill voice managed to cross the entire house to ring clearly in Monique's ears.
Normally, the sound would have caused a flare of anxiety, if not annoyance. But today, Monique was in a good mood. If a young man like Matt could get hard for her--she blushed at the memory--then Martin had to. She would make sure of it. Her husband wouldn't be escaping her, not tonight. She was going to be very insistent...
And that meant she could handle any sass that her bratty step-daughter could throw at her. "Coming!" She bounded down the stairs with an enthusiastic energy she hadn't felt in a while.
When Monique got to Ashley's room, her eyes went wide, and her pulse sped up instantly. Ashley was standing in front of her mirror taking curlers out of her hair and wearing a dress--or, more accurately, half-wearing it. The suede dress was bunched up around her waist...and Ashley hadn't bothered wearing a bra.
Ashley rolled her eyes and smacked her lips. "Mch. What are you staring at? I can't get the buttons on this dress myself. Give me a hand, would you?"


Monique blinked, then swallowed hard, forcing herself with mixed success not to stare at Ashley's small tits. Her first thought was that they looked incredible, small, but well-shaped and perky, with blushing pink nipples--the second was that the little brat probably had zero back problems.
In any other circumstance, Monique would have taken an issue with Ashley's demanding tone, but right now, it seemed safer to get her stepdaughter fully clothed as quickly as possible. Monique approached Ashley from behind as the younger woman brought the dress up and handed back the wide straps. Now that it was actually wrapped around the raven-haired cheerleader the way it was supposed to, Monique could see it was a scandalous brown suede halterneck mini shift dress. Her stepdaughter's entire back was on display down to the swell of her butt.
Averting her eyes from the way the dress fit Ashley's tight young body, Monique focused on buttoning the strap. It had two snap-ons with a third sewn-on button to make sure it didn't accidentally snap off...
Despite her best efforts, as Monique fumbled with the buttons, her eyes dropped down Ashley's back. It was defined and smooth. There wasn't a blemish to be found. And then, in a strange, twisted moment of arousal fueled by the erotic tension that had been boiling through her all afternoon, Monique imagined her hands following her eyes down Ashley's toned back--feeling how soft and smooth skin this pretty was.
Her gaze traced down the ridge of her spine until it disappeared as the swell of Ashley's cute little pert butt appeared, right above the waist of the dress.
"What's going on back there? Are buttons too complicated for you or something?" Ashley turned her head back, now holding her hair up in messy, loose curls. Her laughing eyes focused on Monique... saw where her gaze was pointed. "What? Does my butt look too big?"
Monique's gaze snapped up, her expression obviously guilty, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. "Nothing! Just... lost focus," she mummured, fixing the button in place.
But Ashley pressed further. "Well? Is there something wrong with the dress? Don't just stare at me like an idiot--say something." Ashley's brows furrowed.
Several thoughts ran through Monique's mind in quick succession and none of them could be said aloud. The only two things she knew were that Ashley looked fantastic--if a little slutty. And that--
She cleared her throat. "Don't talk to me like that! I know you don't respect me, but you don't have to be rude. I just did you a favor for goodness sake."
Ashley's faint smirk stayed the same, but her eyes softened a fraction. "Fine. You're right." She let her hair down and adjusted her dress as she turned back to the mirror, smoothing out the light creases it had from being bunched around her waist. "Thanks for the help."
Monique scrunched up her nose--that thanks sounded reluctant. She should have known that it was impossible to have a civil conversation with the little brat. Annoyed, she stepped back, about to leave the room. But as she turned to leave, she noticed exactly how much Ashley's dress left exposed. She probably should have just kept walking. She had enough on her mind without another contentious argument with her stepdaughter. But she couldn't just keep silent when she saw something this egregious.
"Ashley! Your butt is hanging out!" It was. Or practically so at least. Two pale, chubby half-moons of cheeks peeked out beneath the lower hem of the tight, slutty dress.
Ashley threw her stepmother a knowing smile and wiggled her rear a little teasingly. "Thank God, I was worried I had gotten a size too big."
"Aren't you worried that your--you know...your vagina--" Monique managed to squeak out. "--is going to be on full display?"
Ashley's smile turned into a scowl as she realized that Monique was really judging her. "Oh, come on, you prude, I'm wearing a thong." The only warning that Monique got of what was about to happen next was a brief gleam in Ashley's eyes. Suddenly, the slim younger woman lifted her dress, displaying her perky ass, completely naked except for a thin pink string of a thong between her cheeks. Monique's eyes flew wide at the deeply inappropriate, yet strangely arousing sight. But unfortunately for her, it seemed like Ashley wasn't finished yet. With a lithe arch of her back, she bent low, reaching her manicured hands behind her to spread her butt and give her step-mother an even better view.
Before Monique had the sense to look away, she saw everything. "Ashley! I can see your--your freaking butt!" she gasped, feeling a flush of heat spread through her from head to toe. She would have normally said it was just embarrassment... but for some reason, the sight was keying off of the repressed arousal that had been boiling inside her all day.
"Yeah, that's the idea." The teasing brat gave Monique a droll look over her shoulder that made the older woman seethe.
"No! I mean... Your butthole!" Monique blurted out. It was true. When Ashley spread her cheeks, the tiny thong hadn't been enough to completely conceal Ashley's little pink hole between her pale cheeks.
Ashley snorted and waved the idea away as she straightened up and readjusted her dress. "And? I'm not going to be bending over and giving everyone a show. That was a special treat just for you, mom. They won't be able to see my hole, just the outside. Pretty tame in comparison, right?"
"You're crazy. You can't go out like that." Monique crossed her arms firmly, staring at Ashley through the mirror as her step-daughter leaned in to touch up her eyeliner.
"Ha!" Ashley shook her head, clearly holding back an even ruder laugh. This was just about as polite as Ashley was ever likely to get.
Sighing, Monique eased up, realizing how stupid she sounded trying to tell her adult step-daughter that she wasn't going out.
She turned to go. There was no point in continuing this conversation with her stepdaughter. The only thing that she was likely to get was more teasing and disrespect. But as she eyed Ashley, Monique had a thought--if this was the woman Matt wanted to be with, a tall, lithe pale woman with beautiful straight hair--then what the hell was he doing coming onto a woman who looked like Monique? Curiosity got the better of her.
"Can I ask you something?" she asked tentatively, lowering her arms and starting to fidget with her dress over her thigh.
The eyeliner went into the small makeup pouch, and out came the lipstick. Ashley arched an eyebrow. "Depends." Her lipstick was a deep purple--a harsh contrast to the naturally pastel pink of her lips. "Is it another lecture about how slutty I am?"
Monique ignored the barb, fidgeting more and more with her dress as she took the plunge and asked what she wanted to know. "Tell me about Matt."
The lipstick froze mid-lip in Ashley's hand. Her eyes flicked to Monique in the mirror, a smile playing at the corner of her thin lips.
"What do you want to know? He's an open book." Ashley continued to apply her lipstick until she was satisfied--blowing herself and Monique a kiss through the mirror.
Monique started to pinch herself. "I don't know. Why?"
"Why?" Ashley's smile faded, replaced by genuine confusion. "What do you mean, why?"
"I mean--" Monique chewed her lip. "What do you see in him? Why Matt? You guys keep breaking up and getting back together. What's so special about him?" There were other questions she wanted to ask, but she didn't know how to get there. She was surprised at herself for even working up the courage to ask this question.
Ashley shook her head with a smirk. The lipstick returned to the pouch, and out came the eyebrow tint. "Isn't it obvious?"
It was not obvious to Monique.
When Ashley caught her stepmother's confused expression, she laughed. "He's fucking hot. You saw him!" She teased. "All hot and wet... Remember how he just effortlessly walked out of the pool like he's fucking Poseidon or something."
Monique's face turned pale--the shameful, red-hot incident from earlier that day replaying vividly in her mind-- "What? No! I mean, I haven't seen him--not like that..." she sputtered.
Ashley turned toward her with a sneer. The irritated bewilderment in her expression made Monique's heart race. "Yes, you fucking did. You literally caught us. Last night? Remember?"
Monique froze, half-relieved and half-embarrassed. Of course, that's what Ashley meant. "Right--you're right."
Ashley scowled, then turned back toward the mirror after one last side eye. "Yeah...well. He's hot."
"But that's it?" Monique pressed. She couldn't believe it was that simple-- Ashley had a well-deserved reputation for throwing boyfriends away when she got bored. If Matt was just another hot body, there was no way he would have lasted this long. "There has to be more to it than that."
Ashley put her eyebrow tint away and sighed, checking her makeup in the mirror and apparently deciding it was passable. "Fine," she said lightly, "You really want to know?"
Monique nodded.
Ashley turned around and walked to her closet, picking out a leather jacket that was much too big to be hers. "Matias--Matt--he's not what he seems." She held the jacket in her hand like it was precious to her--Moninque made a mental note of that. There was some deeper emotion at play here than she had suspected. "He comes from a fucked up family--his scumbag dad walked out on his mom like a year after he was born. But his mom's best friend...well, she stepped up."
"Stepped up...?" said Monique blankly. Ashley rolled her eyes, and it was only then that Monique understood what she meant. Monique couldn't believe it. A brash, cocky bastard like Matt was raised by not just a woman, but two? Lesbians? "He has two moms?" Was all she could say.
"Yeah. But that piece of shit didn't just walk out on Matt and his mom, he also sold the house while they were still living in it." The slim brunette's hands clutched tight on the leather jacket, and her expression twisted in pain. Monique had never seen Ashley this way. "And even with all the shit he went through, the rough people he grew up around, he still managed to get to college." Ashley snorted and shook her head, an easy smile clearing away her clouded expression from earlier. "He dropped out--yeah--but it wasn't his fault. This rich asshole wouldn't stop fucking with him. So, he beat his ass."
To Monique's surprise, there was genuine fondness in Ashley's voice for this delinquent--no, for this misunderstood man. Monique had never known Ashley to show that kind of warmth toward anyone or anything. Not even her own mother.
She had to know more. "How did you meet?" Monique sat on Ashley's bed now, listening.
Ashley put on the jacket and turned towards the mirror--there was a stupid smile on her face. "We were at a party--well, I was with Devin, this guy who was tutoring me--and I saw Matt. He was hustling a game of pool and smoking weed--" She pulled her hair out of the jacket and looked at Monique, her cheesy smile bigger now. "Can you believe that? Hustling. In a game of pool. In 2019. Who does that?"
Monique had always struggled to control her face. She used to get in trouble with her mother constantly for the fleeting expressions that advertised her true thoughts. Ashley noticed the look of disdain that Monique failed to hide.
The moment of tentative connection was gone in an instant. "You know what--forget it," snapped Ashley coldly, roughly unplugging her phone from the charger and looking around for her handbag. "I knew you were just asking so you could judge him. I've always hated that about you--you know that? But I'm not going to stand here and listen to you judge my boyfriend. You don't even know him."
Monique didn't even bother trying to deny Ashley's accusation. Judging Matt had been precisely what she had been doing. But she couldn't just let Ashley's words stand. "I'm just trying to look out for you," she said heatedly, rising from the bed. "He's not a good person. He--" She stopped--She had a gut feeling that mentioning what happened earlier this afternoon could lead to unfortunate consequences--Monique could imagine Martin's face when her step-daughter ratted her out. "Ashley, I just--I don't think you know him as much as you think," she finally finished lamely.
Ashley snickered cruelly. "Oh! That's rich coming from you."
"What's that supposed to mean?" Monique stood up, her hands on her hips, a flush of affronted anger pulsing through her.
Ashley was anything but intimidated. She took a step towards Monique, saying, "I bet you thought you knew my dad pretty well--knew he would always be loyal to you, huh? Is that what you thought?" She poked Monique between her tits with a stiff, confrontational finger, leaving an imprint on the blue dress. "Guess you didn't know him as much as you thought you did... You know, since he fucked that stupid bitch behind your back."
It was Moinque's turn to laugh. It burst out of her, set free by Ashley's obvious naked contempt and disrespect. Every little thing about Ashley that made her angry came roaring back to her... every sneer and slight and veiled taunt. All that Monique wanted in that moment was to make Ashley hurt like she had been hurt so many times.
The words blurted out of her without thought. "Well I guess that makes two of us, since Matt was here earlier and he tried to touch me."
Ashley's face scrunched up, then her eyebrows shot up in realization. Monique felt a surge of wicked triumph. She had finally managed to say something that Ashley hadn't expected. But the smirk that appeared on Ashley's face a moment later turned Monique's savage joy into confusion. She took a step back from her suddenly grinning stepdaughter, bewildered.
There wasn't any hurt on the younger woman's face--no, for some reason, Ashley actually looked amused.
"Monique, you're so pathetic--I can't believe you don't get it. We aren't dried-up old prudes like you. Matt and I, we fuck other people." She paused for dramatic effect. "Anyone we want, whenever we want."
"What?" The idea was so foreign to Monique that she couldn't even process what Ashley was trying to say, she just stood there with her mouth open in stunned confusion.
"Yeah." Ashley looked confused for a moment as she saw the obvious shock on Monique's face. "Oh my God. Wait--you--" The loud burst of laughter made Monique flinch. "No way! Monique! Aww! You actually thought he liked you...like, obviously he does, any guy his age would drool over those fat tits--but you thought he liked you more than me? Be real. You're just a milf he's hoping to trick into taking his cock."
Monique blushed hard, every insecurity rushing to the surface. She'd never felt dumber or more ashamed than she felt now. But she still had a little bit of fight left in her.
"You're disgusting," she snarled. "How can you just be okay with your man sleeping around? And how can you just sleep around with all those men?"
"Not just men." Ashley confided in a teasing whisper, adding a wink that sent an unexpected sizzle up Monique's spine. "Besides, you're one to talk--you're literally a doormat. My dad cheated on you and you still stayed. And even after that, you still can't even wrap your head around a relationship where that isn't an issue! Face it, Monique, you're a boring fucking prude. You know..." She got right up into Monique's face now as she taunted her. "That's probably why he fucking cheated on you." That hit Monique directly in her insecurities like a sledgehammer. She felt cold, then hot, powerful forces of rage and shame and shock warring inside her.
"But don't feel too bad, mom," said Ashley sarcastically., "After all, Dad will never leave you--why would he? He has an obedient cook, babysitter, and housemaid all rolled up into a nice, pretty doormat--sorry, I meant wife."
When Monique didn't respond, still speechless from shock and anger, Ashley kept going. "So if you want to fuck Matt, go right ahead. It's not like you're a threat to what we have. He doesn't want boring pick-me's." Ashley saw her handbag hanging on the doorknob and walked to it, then called over her shoulder as she left. "So, good fucking luck. Maybe you can replace the stick in your ass with a cock."
...
Monique's leg bounced impatiently as she once again checked the time on her phone, then looked longingly at the door. For what felt like the dozenth time, she thought about calling Martin, but she didn't want to seem needy. The last thing she wanted to do was annoy him when they were supposed to be having a nice night out together.
But it was annoying her that he was already almost four hours late. Almost every day, he got home at 5:30 PM. He almost never deviated from that, but today he had. On the one night when she needed him to be home on time, he hadn't been.
They had already missed their reservation at his favorite restaurant. Monique's consciousness flickered in anger, her left hand pinching her thigh as the right held her phone. She had made a reservation at his favorite restaurant. Not hers.
It didn't help that she was still seething with anger over her conversation with Ashley--she couldn't believe the audacity that little brat had. Amá would have beat Monique with a belt for even raising her voice, let alone saying the insulting filth that Ashley had said.
But Monique couldn't let that little slu--brat--upset her. Tonight was the night that she was going to reconnect with Martin, and everything would feel right again.
Again, she glanced at the clock. It felt like time was moving slower on purpose just to piss her off...She rubbed her temple and tried to calm down. Getting upset now would spoil the mood when Martin did arrive. She knew what would help to soothe her nerves a little...
Standing up and rushing to the wine cabinet, she pulled out her favorite--a bottle of Reunite Lambrusco. Then she flounced towards the dishwasher to grab a deep wine glass, then reached for the corkscrew sitting in one of the top drawers. She set all three onto the table and sat down again.
Instead of pouring some for herself, she held onto hope. Hope that maybe her husband was on his way. Even if he had gotten takeout for them to spend the late night together, she would understand. But if something had happened to delay him, she needed to hear that from him.
She just needed to hear that he cared. Monique glanced up at the clock again, tapping her nails on the table. Not even a minute had passed since she last looked. She couldn't stand it anymore. She had to call him--she needed to call him. Her phone was already in her hands before she had fully completed the thought. Her thumbs angrily tapped on the screen until Martin's smiling face from their wedding day came up and she hit the call button.
It rang and rang again and again, Monique's impatience building until his dull voicemail came up.
"You've reached Martin Harmon, if you called me by accident--" beep! Monique hung up, frustrated, a dull headache already starting between her eyes. She wasn't about to sit through that voicemail, so she dialed again.
"Come on, come on, come on." Her palm tapped against the table as she waited for Martin to pick up.
Finally, on the third call, he answered.
"Yes, hello?" The annoyance in his voice worsened Monique's mood tenfold.
Trying not to escalate, she ignored his annoyed tone and instead tried to approach this as a good wife should: softly and gently. "Hi, amor. Where are you?"
A heavy, annoyed sigh came through the speaker. "Where--Where am I?" he nearly scoffed. "Where do you think, dear?" It was the same condescending tone he always used when he thought she was being stupid or needy, and he didn't have time for it. "I'm working, I'm always working."


Before she could respond, she heard a woman's voice in the background. "Martin, were you getting the burger or the chicken sandwich?"
Monique didn't recognise the woman's voice. Hearing some strange woman in the background should have ignited her jealousy and sent her into a furious rage--given Martin's track record. Instead, it broke her. She could feel a pit of apathy open deep inside like a sinkhole.
Without any emotion, any semblance of herself, she spoke, "You forgot about tonight." The hollow finality in those words made Martin audibly hesitate on the other side of the line.
"Shit." He softened his voice. "Dear, please, you have to understand." She always had to be the understanding one. "I need to finish this. Competing with those Indians hasn't been easy...just, please understand, dear. This is very, very important--not just to the company, but to me." The underlying annoyance hadn't disappeared, he'd merely tried to suppress it for her sake, as if she just couldn't understand that what he was doing was important--
More important than her.
Monique let the phone fall away from her ear. It clacked loudly on the dining table, but Monique was barely paying attention to it anymore. She grabbed the corkscrew and twisted it down into the bottle, pulling the cork out with a sharp, efficient yank..
Martin's voice barely reached her ears. "Dear, are you still ther--" She ended the call wordlessly and stood up, leaving the phone on the table.
As she picked up the bottle of wine, she heard the phone ring. But, despite the fact that it was right in front of her, it sounded far away and indistinct. Lifting the heavy bottle to her lips, she tipped it, letting the bubbly wine fill her mouth and spill over slightly before she swallowed.
Hearing that woman's voice in the background had made every single feeling, every thought, every insecurity she'd ever had over Martin's infidelity slam into her with full force. Her hand clutched at her chest, and her breath shortened.
Why can't I be good enough?
Not good enough for Martin. Not good enough for Ashley. Not even good enough for her own mother. Monique had done everything right. She was a good woman, a good wife--always loyal and loving. Carrying out her duties every day at home, no matter how much it affected her professional life and her own creative endeavors.
A cook, a babysitter, a housemaid, Ashley's words echoed in her mind.
Did Ashley have a point? Monique didn't want to believe it. Her step-daughter always tried to hurt her with her words, so her instinct was to ignore them...but was there truth to what she said? Monique had stood by her vows despite how shattering it had been when Martin broke his vows to her. She had even helped to raise that ungrateful brat, that little bitch of a step-daughter, when all Ashley had ever done was reject Monique and make her life miserable.
And amá, that frigid woman. Always telling Monique how unworthy and unclean she was. How her body was a curse she deserved for the disgusting books about carnal pleasure she had read. She'd even told Monique that if she went off to college, she would always be childless. Worldly books were useless, she had insisted; the only book Monique should have been studying was the Bible. And the only lectures she needed were the word of God coming from the mouths of padrecitos at church.
Monique hadn't accepted that then and she wouldn't accept it now. She took another big gulp of wine, doing her best to drown out the memory of her mother's shrill voice. There must have been some other reason she was being punished...
But why? Why did she deserve to be punished when she spent so much time and effort trying to do what she was supposed to? It didn't make sense. But all of those feelings of bitterness and disappointment disappeared into that pit of apathy. Maybe she would feel it later, but right now, she was numb.
She hadn't noticed that she'd been standing in front of the large window in the kitchen, not staring at the backyard, but at her own reflection.
A thought circled within her mind again and again as she scrutinized her appearance, like a dog chasing its tail. Why doesn't Martin want me?
Again, the bottle was at her lips. She hungrily drank from it like it was the essence of life itself.
Why did Monique have to hate her body as much as her mother did? For the first time in her life, it occurred to her that she didn't have to. She didn't have to hate her curvy body, and she didn't have to hide it just because it made people like her mother or Martin uncomfortable.
She reached behind herself, one hand on the zipper, and the other clumsily trying to hold her dress up with an open bottle in her hand--not caring if any spilled onto the tile floor. After a few seconds of awkward fumbling, she managed to slide the zipper down, tugging sharply a few times when it snagged along the way.
As the dress fell pooled at her feet, she stared at her body intently, truly taking it in. Her initial impulse was to criticize herself with her mother's words. Just like she always did. It took all of her willpower to force herself to really look at herself and notice without judgment.
A sheer emerald green bra hugged her tits in a restrictive grip, her flesh straining against the fabric uncomfortably. The material was supposed to be light and gentle against her, but it was tight and abrasive, always leaving marks on her skin. The thong wasn't even the kind she liked...but it was the set Martin had gifted her for her birthday, so she had worn it to please him.
Lingerie for her birthday, she groaned at the thought.
Relief flooded her as she unclasped the uncomfortably tight bra and freed herself. She used the hand not currently occupied with a half-full bottle of wine to massage her sore chest, pinching her nipples to remove the residual textured feeling the cup always left.
Still holding onto the bottle like it was some sort of life preserver, Monique awkwardly shimmied out of her panties with one hand, dragging them over her wide hips and big butt until they joined the rest of her clothes at her feet.
Monique took another deep pull of wine and stared deep into her reflection, observing her naked body with all of its coverings stripped away and its secrets revealed. And, for one bright, blazing moment, she saw the truth of what she was... an image of ripe, tempting sexuality. Heavy, round breasts crowned with dark, sensitive nipples. An hourglass waist that widened in broad, feminine hips, luscious thighs, and a thick, bouncy ass.
And then the moment of self-appreciation was gone, swallowed by her ama's hateful words and Martin's chronic neglect. The emotional void swallowed them again, but her brief joy went along with them.
Kicking off her heels, Monique opened the door to the backyard and walked out into the summer evening. The alcohol made her flushed, the blurry heat steadily building in her tummy and feeding into her veins, but the night air swirled around her naked skin, cooling her and covering her in goosebumps.
As she reached the edge of the pool, Monique swayed unsteadily--her increasingly volatile emotions mixing with the alcohol spreading through her system. Her reflection mimicked her swaying movements in exaggerated, waving blue, making her feel dizzy.. She squatted next to the pool, setting the mostly-empty bottle of wine down.
Off balance, Monique managed to catch herself on her hands and knees, leaving her face-to-face with her naked reflection. The sight taunted her as the waves undulated, showing her the sinful, wanton sight of a curvy whore on her knees. She smacked the water in a fit of annoyance, but her reflection returned quickly.
She felt so pathetic. Dressing up. Cooking. Cleaning--
"I'm not a fucking housemaid!" The word 'fuck' felt so foreign on her tongue, but no other word could properly convey her turbulent emotions. "I don't deserve this, I've been good!" But Ashley had called her out on that, too--did she really just make all of her choices based on what a "good girl" would do? "I don't need this! I don't want this! I want--" She cut herself off and sighed.
In truth, Monique wasn't sure what she wanted. What she wanted had never seemed all that important compared to what was right. But she knew one thing. She sure as hell didn't want more of this monotonous life, playing the dutiful wife to people who didn't appreciate her or even notice her.
"I need to cool off," she mumbled. She sighed hard and walked towards the steps, preparing to actually use her pool for the first time in months.
Tentatively, Monique dipped her toes into the cool, rippling water. Then she lost her balance and tipped over into the pool. For a moment, her world was panic and water and wavering blue light. When she finally got her feet under her, she came up with sputtering gasps, trembling from the cold shock. Her hair was plastered all over her face, and she swiped at it frantically.
Her nipples were instantly diamond-hard, and goosebumps coated her skin. Slowly, taking deep breaths, Monique was finally able to calm herself, but she still shivered. Her teeth chattered from the unexpected chill, and with the shock to her system came a certain clarity. A laugh bubbled up in her throat suddenly. growing stronger as she thought about how clumsy she was, then how stupid she had been to think Martin was going to come home and take her out. The bitter laughter got even harder as she realized that she hadn't just been left alone... she had been left at home with her stepdaughter, who Martin had insisted should stay with them, even though she was nothing but rude and abrasive to Monique.
The laughter faded into sobs. Monique's make-up streaked down her face, following the path her tears led and then branching off where her face was still wet from falling into the pool. Slowly, she drifted toward the deep end until the water came up to her neck.
Outside of the undulating water swishing and swashing off the walls, the night was completely quiet. At least tonight, there would be no one to hear the sounds of water and hear her in the pool. She was home alone. But that silence felt too loud to Monique. It was like pressure in her ears, and she couldn't take it anymore. She clenched her eyes and her jaw.
With a sudden rush of anger, Monique dipped her head under water and screamed. Every emotion bubbled up to the surface to breach and be carried off into the surrounding water. Expelled along with her frustrations, her self-pity, and everything else she'd been carrying.
After about ten seconds, she finally came up. Struggling with her thick hair draped over her face, she felt disoriented and lightheaded. She hadn't noticed she'd drifted closer to the deep end.
"I thought you didn't like skinny dipping." The now too familiar voice startled Monique, filling her with a white-hot blaze of adrenaline.
She whipped around, struggling to keep treading water while covering her breasts and her pussy from Matt's unabashed gaze. He was standing at the side of the pool, totally relaxed, staring down at her with a faint smile, as if looking at his girlfriend's naked stepmother was the most normal thing in the world.
"Matt! What the hell?!" she spluttered, her whole body seeming to flush with hot blood from the humiliation of being caught nude by the younger man. She wanted to rush to the house, but she was barely staying above water on her tiptoes as it was, and there was no way she would be able to make it to the house without giving the insolent young man an even better show. At least right now, the wavering water was at least somewhat blocking his view.
"Leave!" she hissed. And that was when her surprise faded enough to realize something even more important about her predicament. Her eyes widened and she yelped, "Y-ou... you're naked?!"
He was. The watery pool lights gleamed off his bronze skin, emphasizing his lean, fit body. Shamefully, even in her raw panic, Monique's eyes were drawn like a magnet between his muscular thighs. His thick cock was dormant, but already growing as he stared down at her nude body beneath the water.
Monique gulped.
"I just want to swim--" protested Matt with false innocence. He jumped into the pool, splashing water every which way--making Monique lean back and throw her hands up to block the wave--only to find him in front of her when she opened her eyes. "...With you." He noticed that she was struggling on her tiptoes and smirked. "It's too deep here for you."
She felt his rough hands on her waist, stabilizing and holding her up. The touch of his rough, confident hands on her naked skin sent a blaze of new sensation spreading through her body like wildfire, overwhelming her raw panic. Unfortunately, this feeling was even worse than shock. Being here, naked beneath the water with a strong, handsome man filled her with hot, raw, knee-weakening lust.
"I can swim!" she huffed, pushing his wrists away frantically, desperately fighting the needy heat that had rapidly flared up low in her tummy.
Before Monique could push Matt away, he made a move to aggressively push the boundaries even further. Monique felt his strong, confident hands slide up her thighs, gripping and lifting them from beneath, coaxing them up to straddle his waist. Monique's eyes went wide and she gasped as her legs reflexively locked around him. It was an uncomfortably intimate feeling. They were so close together now, her tits pressed up against his hard, muscular chest, her nipples like two hot pebbles throbbing against his wet skin. But, embarrassing as that was, it was nothing compared to what was happening between her legs. She could feel the thick, hot length of his stiff cock nestled right up against her cleft, pulsing with the rapid beat of his heart. Her naked body pressing against his turned the flame of desire inside her into a raging inferno. It was wrong. Filthy. Sinful. Her amá's voice echoed shrilly in her ears, and she immediately placed her hands on his shoulders and tried to push him back. But his hands were now holding her waist, and besides, her legs never released their instinctive lock around him. Her frantic struggle only succeeded in presenting her tits to him and grinding herself against his waist.
Flexing his cock, he managed to press it harder into her natal cleft. "How does it feel?" he whispered, his voice low and rough.
All her thoughts had left her mind except for one--
Holy fuck. Holy fuck. Holy fuck.
"How does what feel?" Monique strained through clenched teeth, still struggling ineffectively in his strong arms despite feeling like it was just making Matt harder.
His smile lit a fire in her, equal parts infuriating and something else--
"My cock." He flexed it again, pressing it against her asshole--making her flinch. Making a feeling of needy heat pulse powerfully between her legs.
"Put me down, Matt," she said, a whine creeping into her breathy voice, "--or else I'm going to--" He flexed again, sending another blast of sexual heat roaring through her. "Stop!"
"Or else you're going to stop?" Matt grinned, effortlessly carrying her to the edge of the pool, still in the deep end where her feet couldn't reach the bottom.
"No!" Her voice had risen to almost a yell... but then she looked at the fence line. She immediately strangled her voice to a whisper. "Put me down! Or else I am going to scream...for my husband!" She furrowed her brows, trying to seem angry and stern to intimidate him despite the anxious butterflies flittering in her tummy. She was the older one here. The married woman. In her own home. He should be the one listening to her.
"Oh!" Matt dropped his smile and adopted a mask of mock understanding and concern. "You want to call for your husband? Let me help you with that." He pressed her against the wall of the pool closest to the back door, squishing her heavy breasts tight to his muscular torso and increasing the uncomfortably arousing pressure of his hard cock between her legs. "Oh, Martin!" he yelled, lifting his head with a taunting grin.
Monique's eyes went wide, and her heart skipped a beat. "Stop." She breathed out the word, her eyes darting between him and the fence again.
Matt's dark, wicked eyes gleamed as they locked onto hers. "Why? You said you wanted him here...so let's get him--Martin! I have your naked wi--" Her hand slapped onto his mouth, covering it.
One of his hands left her hip and slipped onto her back, pulling her further into his strong embrace. Her tits mashed harder against his chest, making her squirm.
Their eyes locked onto each other, Monique breathing hard, nostrils flared and eyes widened--silently begging Matt not to yell again. His eyes were aggressively playful, as if daring her to make another bluff that he could call.
"Stop. Yelling," she whispered harshly--then pulled her hand away from his mouth as if she'd been burned. "You... you licked me!" Matt took the opportunity to pull her closer until their faces were only an inch apart.
"I just had to know how you taste," he murmured, his teasing voice sending a hot shiver down Monique's spine. His smile widened as he felt her tits press harder against him with each breath she took. His eyes lifted over her shoulder, looking behind her towards the house. "Where's your husband now?" he asked. His dark, commanding eyes challenged her to try to lie to him again.
Worry spread through Monique. Hyperaware and sensitive, she could feel everything in that moment. His broad shoulders under her straining hands. His hairy chest against her sensitive tits--the way the coarse hair roughly teased her stiff, aching nipples. Her legs wrapped around his waist...and that she hadn't unwrapped them yet.
And his thick cock lying against the length of her slit to her asshole.
My God, she thought. I shouldn't be here. I should be screaming. Clawing. Biting. Not passively whining and squirming in his strong arms. This isn't right. This isn't what a good wife should do...
But a good husband shouldn't skip dinner when his wife needs him either.
"He...he's at work." She looked away, unable to keep the tears from reaching her eyes.
Matt tsked, shaking his head with what seemed to be genuine sympathy in his eyes. "I thought you had a date." Monique looked at him with bemused concern. How exactly did he know that anyway? He noticed her expression and explained, "Ashley told me. Guess she was right again."
Monique's brow furrowed, her teary eyes narrowing. "What do you mean 'she was right again'?"
"That your husband was probably going to leave you high and dry--well, I guess not dry." He smirked, flexing his dick under her, making her flinch again from the powerful pulse of sensation.
Angry indignation flooded Monique again--of course Ashley had told Matt, it seemed like the little brat couldn't shut that pretty little mouth up.
"That's none of your business!" snapped Monique hotly. Then she blushed as she realized that made it sound like she was agreeing with him-- "It wasn't his fault--" she clarified.
"It never is." Matt's voice was grave rather than teasing, but his serious expression only made Monique more annoyed.
"You don't know anything!" She resumed her struggle against Matt, trying to push away. "He works a lot!"
"Well, I do know something." A coy expression played on Matt's face.
Monique glared at him suspiciously. After a few seconds, she took the bait. "What? What can you possibly know?"
"I know that your husband isn't here for your date..." He pressed Monique into the wall harder, locking her in place, the hot length of his cock sawing forward against her sensitive pussy. "But I am."


"Matt! Just--we can't!" Her pitch rose as she struggled, scared not only of Matt's clear intentions, but also the powerful dark arousal swelling inside her. "He'll be here any minute and--and he's going to call the cops!" she threatened.
But they both knew how empty it was.
"I don't think so--" he grunted. Feeling her slipping from his grasp, he hoisted her a little higher--grabbing her left hand with his right one while keeping his left on her thigh. "Why would he? He has plenty of interns to fuck behind your back while you wait around for him to love you back."
Monique stopped struggling, stinging from his barb with an expression of angry hurt on her face. How much had Ashley told him? "You're wrong," she protested, her bottom lip trembling.
Matt shook his head like he was talking to an idiot. "Ashley was right--she's been right all along--you're just a boring pushover. It's kind of pathetic, actually. He's probably fucking another woman right n--"
Slap
Monique's right hand flew to her mouth in shock as she realized what she had just done. Her handprint was already reddening on Matt's cheek.
He met her gaze again, something dark in his eyes. "Interesting." The word was almost growled out.
"I'm so sorry--"
"Fuck that." His jaw clenched and his temples flared. "Harder."
"What?" Bewildered, Monique tried to lean back, but Matt wouldn't let her.
"Again. Slap me again--harder." His voice was rough. Intense. His cock was still rock-hard between her legs.
Monique pushed off him, her head a mess of anger and shock with nervous excitement roiling underneath. She didn't understand what he wanted-whether he was angry or horny. "I-I can't...I didn't mean to--"
"Yes you did." He pressed his forehead to hers, raising his voice, his eyes blazing. "Do it again! Harder!"
"Matt--I--"
"HARDER, YOU FUCKING DOORMAT!"
"I'M NOT--
"THAT'S WHY MARTIN FUCKS AROUN--"
Slap!
He smiled wide, his thick cock throbbing against her pussy. "Again!"
Slap! Slap! Monique really let loose, putting all of her strength into her arm as her palm collided with the grinning face of the man relentlessly teasing her.
They stopped, staring into each other's eyes. Hot, ready genitals in direct contact beneath the cool water. Both breathing hard, adrenaline coursing through their veins.
"How does that feel?" Matt asked in a growl, trying to keep his arousal in check.
Monique searched his face for any threat and found none. This wasn't a fight. Just a strange new avenue of sexuality she had never explored. "Good." She exhaled shakily, her lips parting slightly. "Really good."
"You finally did something for you." He smiled--it was genuine--but there was more to it than being proud of her. "Good fucking girl--"
Her lips mashed his, her hands roughly grabbed onto his head, her fingers threading through his wet hair. She didn't even know why she did it. Something inside her had just built up so strong and insistent that she could no longer hold it back. He kissed her back, one hand still holding her up and the other in her thick hair.
Suddenly and unexpectedly, Matt's fingers tightened in her thick, luscious curls, pulling hard. Monique groaned with a strange combination of pleasure and pain throwing her head back to present her sweet caramel neck to him. He pressed his mouth to her skin and bit, not hard enough to break skin, but enough to make her gasp.
"We shouldn't--oh!" she protested in a wavering voice... but her hands told a different story, clutching Matt closer to her neck with primal, unspoken need.
He lifted his mouth from her for a moment-- "Tell me you don't want me." And then resumed, his hot teeth grazing her tender skin once again.
Monique moaned, and her hips began to move on their own, grinding on him. Responding to impulses deeper and stronger than conscious thought, her body slowly inched down his waist--pressing her hot, wet pussy more firmly against his cock, grinding it against her slit and rubbing her clit on its base.
He pulled her off the wall and walked them to the shallow side. He lifted her curvy body up with ease and sat her on the edge of the pool, lining his face with her chest, staring at her round, heaving tits with a hunger that filled Monique's belly with hot butterflies.
"These are fucking amazing--Martin's a fucking idiot." He reached out reverently and hefted her heavy tits in his strong, rough hands, lifting them up and giving each a hot wet kiss, right on the nipple.
"Don't-don't talk about my--fuck--about my husband," gasped Monique. But she didn't stop him. She couldn't. No one had played with her breasts in so long. His hands were firm but gentle, sending powerful pleasure cascading through her. She leaned back to offer herself to Matt.
"It's fucking true though--If I had a smoking hot wife like you, I would never leave the house..." Matt buried his face into her cleavage and inhaled.
Monique shivered at the feeling of his beard brushing against her sensitive skin, "You're just saying that because you're still young--ow!" She yelped, feeling a little jolt of pleasurable pain as his mouth closed around one of her nipples, his teeth nibbling at her. "Be careful! They're sensitive."
"You're still young, too." Matt looked up at her from between her breasts with a teasing grin. She blushed.
He pinched her nipples and pulled down, drawing her down into a kiss. She could feel his raging passion for her as his tongue slipped into her mouth, tangling his with hers. But, despite his obvious desire, Matt showed restraint, lowering his left hand to her leg and caressing her--his thumb teasing her inner thigh, just inches from her pussy.
Monique bit her lip and spread her legs almost reluctantly. She still had the presence of mind to feel guilt, but her hesitance was slowly slipping the more attention Matt gave her.
"You're so sexy, Monique," he murmured, his dark eyes capturing her in their depths. His hands fell to her knees, applying gentle pressure, parting her legs, making her display her sex to him, puffy, flushed and dripping with more than just pool water at this point.
Her brow furrowed and she pouted. This cocky young man must think she was so desperate and needy. The humiliating idea annoyed her. "You're only saying that because you want to have sex with me," she protested, starting to close her legs.
Matt looked up at her with a flash of steel in his eyes, forcing her legs back open with his strong hands. "You're right, but what's wrong with that?" He leaned in, maintaining eye contact. "You're sexy and I want to fuck you." He planted a kiss on her tummy, making her feel light-headed. "Don't be shy, you think I'm sexy, and that's why you want to fuck me, too." His lips went lower, kissing just above her triangle of trimmed pubes.
Monique was desperately trying to maintain eye contact, but each kiss on her skin made her eyes want to flutter from the electricity the contact shot through her nerves.
"But we shouldn't..." She bit her lip. "I'm married...you're--GOD." Her eyelids felt heavy, and chills shot through her, making her shake. Matt had moved even lower now, his head directly between her thighs. She could feel his hot breath fanning over her clit. "Matt--you're with Ashley."
Matt chuckled, his breath teasing her. "This is happening, Monique. Your mouth is making excuses, but your body is being more honest. Look at you, you want this. You need this." His eyes flicked down to her pussy, which was now buzzing with deep, primal need. Maintaining sizzling eye contact, he darted forward, planting a hot, wet peck directly on her tender lips, surprising a little moan from between her lips and making her feel weak with lust."And I'm the only one who can give it to you."
Monique could think of a thousand reasons why she should say "no", but none of them were as strong as the lust blazing through her at this moment. She stared down into Matt's dark eyes, her face flaming with shame and embarrassment and her body drowning in lust. She nodded her head in one swift motion, and Matt grinned. He nuzzled his face right up between her thighs, his beard ticklish on her tender skin. With a wide and eager tongue, he lapped at her clit. It had been so long since Monique had felt the sensation of a tongue on her pussy that she had almost forgotten what it felt like. Her eyes rolled back for a moment from the intense sensation of pleasure. Not wanting to miss a moment, she reached for a bundle of indiscernible clothes--probably Matt's jeans, judging by the rough texture--and placed them under her head.
She watched her step-daughter's sexy boyfriend suck her clit into his mouth and nibble softly with his lips while his tongue swirled around it. Her legs were splayed over his broad shoulders, her toes wiggling and straining from his efforts, her back arching upward as a deep moan of pleasure escaped her lips.
Matt's beard was rough, scraping against her sensitive labia as his jaw worked--but it felt amazing to her. Proof of his powerful masculinity. She watched as one of his hands left her lower tummy and slipped under her leg. She assumed he intended to start stroking himself, but instead she felt his fingers tease her opening, making her yelp. With his other hand, he dug his fingers into her skin above her mound and just below her waistline. She arched her back, shocked by how it felt to be touched intimately in that sensitive area.
Matt's meaty finger slowly parted her dripping lips, slipping inside her. Monique took in a shuddering breath, squeezing her eyes shut and savoring the toe-curling sensation of his thick finger. God, she was ashamed... but deeply turned on as well--Matt's finger was so big it almost felt like Martin's cock.
"Matt! Don't--it feels too--I'm married--" she gasped breathily. Her mouth struggled to catch up to the disjointed words that streamed through her overheated mind. "Shouldn't--don't--stop--"
Then Matt stopped--Monique's body relaxed, her chest heaving, her thighs trembling lightly on Matt's broad shoulders. "Oh." Her own tone surprised her--almost as if she was disappointed. "Thank you." She didn't know what else to say.
But Matt wasn't finished. Far from it. He effortlessly hoisted himself over the edge of the pool, his hefty cock dragging over the edge as his knees came over. Monique gasped, scrambling back over the concrete, her wide eyes fixed with a blend of hunger and intimidation at the throbbing spike of lust between his legs.
"Thank you for what?" Matt laughed, his voice low and rough with desire. "We're not done." He didn't stand, instead crawling toward her like some kind of beast, his muscles flexing with each movement beneath his water-slicked skin.
His hands reached toward her calves, parting her legs once again-- "Matt!" she whined, not sure if she was resisting him or welcoming him anymore --he shifted her until her pussy was facing him again.
Without wasting another moment, Matt leaned down again, lying on his stomach and diving between her thighs hungrily. Eating her out as if her pussy was the most delicious thing in the world. This time, two fingers tested her tightness, but she was so slick there wasn't any more resistance beyond the initial penetration.
"Ahh." Monique gasped, her hips tilting upward toward the sensation. Her breaths came in harsh, hot pants.
Curling his fingers inside her, he stroked at her inner walls.
"Yes, Matt! Like that--that feels--" Monique brought her hands to her tits, palming and squeezing them, pulling and pinching at her sensitive nipples as Matt's tongue and fingers played her body like an instrument. Her body started to jerk from the pleasure of Matt's touch, her eyes glazing over.
"Look at me," he insisted, bending down to give her a slow, sucking kiss on her clit while still coaxing her with his fingers and massaging above her mound. "I want you to look at me when you cum." Another intense kiss. More focused, skillful movements of his fingers. "I want you to know who made you cum."
Monique opened her eyes and met his. She could feel the blazing, crackling sexual connection between them as Matt smiled then resumed sucking on her clit, never breaking eye contact.
She couldn't understand why this encounter felt so raw and intense--maybe it was just because she could see Matt and how he was playing with her body. Martin always insisted on turning the lights off when they made love.
"Don't stop," she huffed, pinching her nipples. "I'm--fffff--so close..." She let out a shuddering breath, arching her back and rolling her hips upward into Matt's licking, kissing mouth. Matt reached up from her tummy, his hand moving from above her pussy to firmly palm one of her sensitive tits-- eliciting a whining cry "F-fuuuuck!" Her attention snapped fully back to him.
She had lost focus for a second, but she obeyed Matt's command now. She didn't dare to look away as he stared up from between her thighs, his lips working and his fingers plunging--it was the most erotic thing she had ever seen. Someone like Matias, a rough and gruff man with his strong body and dark eyes--the way he talked to her--
"Maaatt--I'm--" Her core twitched, and her nipples ached between her fingers. Her eyelids felt so heavy, but she needed to see it.
She needed to cum on Matt's face.
Not Martin's, Matt's.
Monique cried out for a moment before her voice was cut off--her throat muscles tightened and her mouth froze open in a voiceless scream. Her neck muscles strained, and her limbs went rigid. Barely in control of her face, her eyebrows rose in supplication for Matt to stop--and for Matt to never stop. For this pleasure to seize her and fill her and make her whole.
She had never cum this hard before in her entire life. The sensations flooding through her were so intense that for a moment, her body felt foreign to her. Only the much-needed rush of painful pleasure paralyzing her muscles gave her a sense of existence.
After a few more blissfully agonizing moments, Matt stopped, rising to kneel between her legs. While Monique was trying to regain the feeling in her limbs, he laughed, staring down at her.
"Tell me..." He leaned over her, letting his hot length of his dick rest on her heaving tummy. "Do you like how you taste?"
Monique was in a haze of arousal, she looked up at him in confusion, unable to understand what he meant. She saw his handsome face slick and shiny with her cum. Before she could ask what he meant, he was already leaning down to kiss her. She had the fleeting thought that this same mouth had just been on her pussy, but here in this heated moment, that only made it hotter to her. She gave in to the kiss, instinctively licking at his lips and his jaw, tasting her own sweetness.
She could feel the hot stiffness of his cock sliding against her sensitive flesh, using her wetness as lube to glide his shaft over her tummy. On every stroke, the veiny length of his cock ground deeper between her lips, grazing against her tingling clit and sending crackling electricity through every nerve. The feeling of his perfect cock ingrained itself into her memory--it felt so heavy and hot, she couldn't help but wonder how it would feel inside her.
"I'm going to fuck you now, mi reina." There was no question in his voice, just cocky, dominant certainty. He sat back and grabbed her hands, pulling her weak body up to sit.
"Matt--but Martin--Ashley..." Despite the orgasm that had wracked body and mind, Monique's guilt still managed to break through.
"Fuck them." His confidence was both terrifying and reassuring. He pulled her to her feet, watching her perfect, curvy body glisten with pool water and sweat.
Out of breath, Monique followed Matt. Intoxicated and horny, the after shocks of her orgasm drowning out her alarm bells. Her usual anxieties barely registered in her mind, so she easily snoozed them.
That was future Monique's problem.
"Lay down on the chair with your legs off the side." Matt pointed at the chaise lounge. "God, you're so fucking hot, mi reina." He slapped her ass hard as she walked past him, making her gasp and jump on unsteady feet.
She looked up at him, biting her lip. He was so tall, so broad, so powerful-looking. Even the sight of him, chest puffed out, cock standing at attention, was enough to turn her on. Monique's eyes shone with terror at how bad she was being, but they burned with arousal, too. She had been starved of sexual release for so long that she was willing to submit to anything this younger man commanded, as long as he could give her what she needed.
"L-like this?" She laid herself over the deck furniture, her legs still planted on the ground as her back rested across the seat.
Matt nodded and ran his hands through his hair, wringing the water and light sweat out of it.
Monique drank him in, mesmerized. She realized suddenly that Matt looked like a tanner, more mature Kyle. It almost felt like the bad boy she had rejected in college was here again, standing in front of her... giving her a second chance to sin. The thought circled in her mind endlessly, sending chills racing up and down her spine.
Matt's triceps flexed as his hands swept through his hair, then down to his chest and abs to work off the excess water--Monique feasted her eyes on the sight of his young, strong, masculine body. She felt like he was offering himself up to her--her toes wiggled in anticipation and her pussy ached with need, ready to be filled. Reflexively, she licked her lips as her eyes traced the faint cuts of his abs and down to his cock. It wasn't that much bigger than Martin's, but even his modestly larger size was already enough to make her curious.
And something told Monique Matt was going to be much better in bed than her husband.
Matt, in turn, enjoyed the sight of the curvy, sex-starved housewife offering herself to him. Her heaving tits hung from her best like ripe, luscious fruits as she propped herself up on her elbows, waiting for him to come fill her needy pussy--he had considered indulging in a tit-fuck with her first, but it was much too early for that. Monique, despite looking like a sex goddess, was a traditional girl. He didn't want to fuck this up because he was over-eager.
He licked his lips, imagining how he was going to suck her tits while her fucked her.
Matt laughed as his eyes traced every inch of Monique's body. It was a misstep, if only a minor one.. He saw insecurity instinctively flash across Monique's face at his laughter. How can a sex bomb like this be so deeply insecure? He thought to himself.
He took a step closer to her and murmured reassuringly-- "Your husband is a fucking moron. You're so fucking sexy, Monique." His right hand gently cupped her face, playfully patting her cheek. "I'm going to show you exactly what this body of yours is meant for." He caressed her cheek, his thumb ghosting across her lips. "Do you want that?"
Monique nodded, enthralled by the younger man. Every part of him made her want to bolt inside like she had earlier...but she wasn't going to do that. Because, shamefully, every part of her also wanted the filthy release he was offering. She was going to do what he said tonight, and deal with the consequences later.
She parted her lips, allowing him to push his thumb between them. Her tongue darted tentatively, slowly, swirling around his intruding digit worshipfully. Submissively. He tasted like body wash and chlorine water--and a hint of orange. When he pushed in deeper, she sealed his thumb in her mouth, suckling gently.
"These lips--fuck, Monique. They were built for this. Mmm-mmm." She took his thumb deeper, thrilled by his attention and the sensation of having him in her mouth. "Look at you--you deserve to be fucked every night." With his left hand, he cupped her cheek, caressing her face--beguiling her.


Her eyes begged him to give her what she deserved.
Matt slid his left hand down her neck and to her chest, then gave her tits a playful little slap, drawing a grasp from Monique's lips and making her breasts wobble from the light impact. "You know--Ash is jealous of you--" he said with a smirk, roughly palming her tits with his strong hand, making her wince from the deliciously submissive sensation of pleasurable pain. "She's really fucking jealous of these big tits in particular..."
Monique let out rhythmic, muffled groans as the younger man played rough with her tits, squeezing them tight. Still,Monique sucked his thumb, egging him on, submitting to the humiliating, but arousing treatment. "You like this, don't you--? You like being treated like this," teased Matt, leaning in, his breath hot on her face. Monique couldn't deny it. It was wrong in so many ways... but she had never felt so alive." He pushed his thumb deeper until it reached her throat, and Monique gagged, tears in her eyes, but she made no move to retreat.
Slowly, deliberately, he kept pushing his thumb into the back of her throat while maintaining smoldering eye contact the entire time. It was almost unbearably intense for Monique. Martin had never treated her like this, even when they had been at their most passionate. Matt was like a wild man. A force of nature. His arrogant control over her body was almost insulting... but it also made Monique burn with desire like she never had before. As if he had read her shameful desires, Matt's other hand rose up to her neck, his hot palm resting against her vulnerable throat. He teased her with it, not applying any pressure--yet.
"I want to feel your hands on my dick," he said in a rough, demanding whisper. He dragged his lips across her cheek to her forehead, kissing her there before pulling away to stand upright.
Monique sat up and Matt took his thumb out of her mouth, instead running both of his hands through her hair. Monique's heart fluttered against her ribs. Her mouth was dry, and her body pulsed with adrenaline. Her gaze was focused on the big, powerful cock in front of her, still beaded with water from the pool, swollen with lust for her. Her hands shook as they reached for it.
This is wrong--so wrong, she thought. It was one thing to lie back passively and let Matt play with her body. Psychologically, it felt like an entirely different thing to touch him instead. Dirtier. More sinful. Like she was making herself complicit. But her hands still reached his thighs, running up their length and feeling the firm, corded muscle beneath his bronze skin. She stared at the cock right in front of her and felt a powerful throb of hot, molten lust between her thighs. Her mind might hesitate, but her body knew exactly what she wanted. Matt laughed as he saw the deep hunger in her eyes staring at his dick, flexing it to wordlessly remind her of her task.
Tentatively, Monique wrapped her delicate hands around his base, still scared to touch him. But she did. She slid both hands over his shaft. It was hot to the touch, smooth but hard. She could feel his heartbeat, fast and strong, pulsing against her palms. He felt powerful and masculine in her hands, and her body hummed with desire for him.
Monique couldn't take her eyes off the thick cock in her hands as she slowly and reverently stroked it from base to tip with both hands. She was really touching another man's cock--and it felt good. She looked up at Matt, a curious question on her full lips.
Her voice came out raspy and dry. "Who do you want to--" Nerves made her swallow reflexively and her breath caught in her chest. She continued stroking him slowly and firmly as she worked up the nerve to ask her question. "Who do you want to fuck more?" She could only whisper the word 'fuck.' "Me?" Her grip tightened around his cock, and Matt groaned. "Or Ashley?"
Matt smiled through Moinque's hard, frustratingly slow strokes of his dick. His words were the absolute truth. "You, Monique." He pumped forward, thrusting into her hands, surprising her. "Right now, I want you more than anything in the world. Ashley included."
Monique closed her eyes for a moment and basked under the warmth of that admission. When she opened them again, she spoke with a confidence she hadn't felt in very a long time. "What are you waiting for then? If you want me so badly, take me."
Groaning, Matt gripped her hair tightly, forcing her to move back and let go of his cock--she leaned back on her elbows, her heart racing and her pussy burning with hollow need now that things were finally moving toward the climax. Matt didn't crouch down; he simply grabbed her legs and placed them on his chest, lightly folding her as he pressed his cock throbbing against her opening.
"This isn't a one-time deal," he warned her in a smug rumble. "If I fuck you now, you're going to need more."
"Shut up and just--oooh!" Monique cried out as Matt forced himself into her cunt, bottoming out on the first stroke. "Shit! You--Cabroncito...sssshhit!" She hissed, her breath shaky and her eyes clenched tight as he pulled out and bottomed out again.
It was the weirdest feeling she'd ever experienced--the sudden stretch of his cock impaling her was a little painful, but Matt brutally taking what he wanted filled her with dizzying, molten lust. She didn't associate being taken with pleasure-- it wasn't something she had even considered in her sex life up until now, but right now the pain, pleasure and submissive feeling of being stretched open by a powerful cock were inextricable. Her pussy clenched hungrily around Matt's thick shaft as it plunged into her again and again.
Matt leaned his weight into her, folding her until her knees were touching her chest and her ass rose off the chair. Monique let out a moan. She had never felt so helpless... so horny. She wanted Matt to hurt her more, to take everything he wanted from her with his strong young cock.
"What if--" He withdrew until he was only a couple of inches in, Monique's wet walls pulsed around him, desperately trying to draw him deeper in. "Martin comes--" He shoved himself back in, making Monique grimace in pain and pleasure. "And sees us?" There was a hint of malice in his playful smile now. "What would you do?" He continued to pump into her, thrusting deep to fill every inch of her completely and press his warm skin against her clit, then pulling slowly outward, leaving her feeling hollow.
"Don't-- oh God, don't say that!" gulped Monique. Guilt and shame flooded her as she turned her gaze towards the glass door. Monique imagined Martin on the other side, his face filled with a jealous rage. She wondered what he would do...part of her wanted him to storm in and beat Matt, then reclaim her with the same raw passion Matt fucked her with now.
And part of her hoped Martin would feel as broken as she had when she'd found out about his affair. That he would be forced to watch as Matt kept fucking her.
Just the thought of being caught filled her with powerful shame and disgust for herself--but there was something else there too... a touch of heat, growing stronger and stronger. She grew more and more guilty by the moment, but also more and more aroused.
Is this--does that--God, do I-- She didn't dare finish that thought.
"God!" she cried out. Every time Matt bottomed out, Monique felt too full, straining, stretching around his thickness--but along with the discomfort came a blazing pleasure she had never known before. Her breaths were being stolen from her, each stroke forcing a gasp from her lungs.
"I bet you would love that--" His hands fell to her tits, seizing her nipples in a cruel, hard grip. "For your husband to find out--" He was so rough. So demanding. Taking what he wanted from her without asking. It turned Monique on so much she could barely think, just roll her hips upward into his pounding cock and arch her back upward into his hands, eagerly offering everything to him. "That I'm not just fucking his daughter--" He pulled her tits up by her nipples and twisted. "But that I'm fucking his wife too."
"Ow! God!" Monique couldn't believe what she was feeling. "Shut up!" Her hands gripped his wrists; she didn't like thinking about Martin finding out--she couldn't. "Martin is--shit! I love him--" But in this torrid moment of sexual release, those words felt like a lie, even though Monique knew she really did love her husband.
Matt laughed, a smug grin painted across his face. "Do you really?" He leaned into her harder, increasing his pace and roughly filling her pussy with his frantic strokes, making his point clear. "I'm fucking you in his backyard." He let go of her tits, and for a moment Monique felt disappointed. Then one hand reached up, grabbing her throat in a confident, commanding grip. Monique moaned and writhed, shameful pleasure flooding her veins at the foreign feeling of utter submission. She had never had a man grab her throat like this. It felt so wrong. So raw. So dominant. Her hips humped upward needily as Matt leaned in and slowed down, fucking her deep and hard. "I'm fucking his wife like he fucked that intern. Do you think she felt this good?"
An angry shame filled Monique, but she couldn't ignore the pressure building up in her again. She had rarely cum in the last few years, yet here she was, nearing her second orgasm of the night.
"Shut up." Her hands gripped his broad shoulders, digging her fingers in.
"Fuck!" Matt's growl was softened a little by the grin plastered over his face. "Is that what you want, mi reina?" His right hand gently caressed her cheek. "Do you want him to find us?"
In her aroused state, Monique's anger, shame and desire were tightly entwined. Monique remained silent--afraid that if she spoke, she might say the wrong thing.
"I think..." A gleeful rictus formed on Matt's handsome face-- "That you do. Naughty girl."
Unable to bring herself to respond, Monique grabbed Matt by the hair and forced him into a bruising kiss to shut him up. Alternating between roughly pulling his hair and massaging his scalp, she wrapped her legs around his waist, using her heels to push him deeper into her.
Moaning into his mouth as they kissed, she pleaded, "Don't stop, don't stop--so clossse..." Her hips pumped upward, her pussy clutching around Matt's plunging shaft. Her body and mind were on fire, aching with her need for release.
Matt reached between them and suddenly his thumb was on her clit, rubbing in gentle circles that sent crackles of electricity up her spine. Her breaths grew shorter and shorter, puffing out in whining moans. The sudden rush of pressure he was creating in her forced her thoughts into overdrive.
This is Martin's fault--
Just this once--
So good--
Matt broke their kiss. "God, you look so sexy taking cock. You know that?" He stroked her clit faster, winding the pleasure inside her up to the breaking point. "What would Martin say?"
What if he sees? That was the final thought Monique had before she felt that much-needed eruption flooding through her.
Monique's vision degraded into static as she clenched her eyes shut, opening her mouth to suck in air before releasing a deep throaty moan.
Matt felt her go rigid under him, her pussy milking his cock as she reached blissful orgasm. It took every bit of strength to resist following her into that bliss. He wanted to see the moment she came back to him, not lose himself in this incredible moment with her--not this time, at least.
For a few powerless moments, Monique felt her muscles lock up. Her back arched powerfully and her toes curled as she savored the feeling of being stuffed full and satisfied. Her lungs felt like they were spasming and she was struggling for air. All she could do to avoid crying out was reach underneath herself on the chaise lounge, her fingers scrabbling over its surface, trying to ground herself.
Finally, Matt relented, removing his hand from her clit. Within a few seconds, he felt her relax, watching as the tremors racking her body eased.
Monique's eyes fluttered open to see Matt's shit-eating grin leering down at her while he continued to slowly pump in and out of her. A shamefully satisfied warmth filled her completely. Through heavy lids, she saw him pull out and stroke himself over his stomach. Weakly, she reached out, placing her hands on his abs, feeling them contracting while he strained. Her other hand barely teased his chest hair.
On top of her shame and still feeling the satisfaction of her release, she also felt the volatile mix of calm, hate, and lust. It roiled in her body completely, making her feel unsettled. She knew that tonight would fill her thoughts for weeks to come... if not forever....
It only took a few seconds of his hand rapidly pumping up and down his shaft before she saw Matt's cockhead briefly expand, and the first powerful ropes of cum erupted out. Matt groaned loudly, splattering her with his hot, thick cum. The pearly goo absolutely covered her heaving belly, and his shots were so powerful they reached up to her tits as well, painting them with the evidence of his youthful lust. Transfixed, she watched Matt, gaze shifting from his jerking, cumming cock to his gorgeously rugged face and back down. Even after her orgasm, it was fascinating to watch the obvious proof of how badly he wanted her. He might have been able to bluff his way through sweet talk, but a man couldn't simply fake an orgasm this powerful or massive.
As the last few spurts faded away, Monique reached for his cock with both hands, tugging it to milk every last drop out of him. She shook and squeezed out the last few drops to sprinkle down and gleam like pearls in her pubic hair.
"Well? Did that scratch your itch, mi reina?" Matt asked with a little chuckle, reaching down to caress her thigh tenderly.
Monique refused to answer. The satisfaction still filled her body like warm sunlight, but now that her arousal was fading, reality was creeping in around the edges. Her tired and worried eyes stared at this young stranger's deflating cock, wondering why she had let him do this to her--why she had participated.
And still, curiosity filled her in that moment. In a moment of wild impulse, she dared to try something she had never done. She was already sinning anyway. She might as well get the entire filthy experience. With trembling hands, she tentatively touched a fingertip to the still-warm cum pooling in her navel. It was so thick and pure white it looked like icing. Nothing like the watery teaspoon she wiped out of herself on the rare occasions Martin bothered to make love to her. Bringing her fingers to her face, she took a sniff. To her surprise, she didn't find it unpleasant; it almost smelled like earthy grapefruits. With butterflies filling her stomach at how bad she was being, she let her tongue dart out quickly, swiping across the glob of semen on her fingertip. Surprised once again, she liked the taste. It was salty and slightly sweet, but mostly tangy and earthy--like a grapefruit that had gone briefly past ripe.
Impulsively, she reached down and swiped her finger across her nipples, scooping up more of Matt's hot cum. She licked it away greedily, sucking her finger into her mouth to get a better taste of it. Then closed her eyes, finally surrendering to the calming warmth of the moment.
"Oh, this is fucking perfect." Monique was brought out of her serenity with a panic hearing that bratty voice, forcing her to turn her head towards the back door--
Where Ashley stood with her hands on her hips.
"I just can't wait to hear you explain why a perfect little judgmental wifey like you is covered in my boyfriend's cum," she said, a sharp, eager smile lighting up her face.
"But before that... congratulations! You finally managed to do something that isn't fucking boring."
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"All right, well, don't keep me in suspense," said Amelia around the mouthful of pad thai she had just slurped up. "What did you think of the intro? I've been tinkering with it for like a week, so the least you could do is tell me if it sucks."
"It's good," said Tanner tersely. "You don't need me to tell you that, Amelia. Your stuff is always good."
She rolled her eyes, keeping the phone clamped to her ear as she wiped her mouth with one of the napkins scattered around her desk. She could hear the unspoken disapproval in her editor's voice; even though they were just talking on the phone, she could picture his little frown.
"What?" she huffed in exasperation. "Don't fucking tell me that you're going to try to talk me out of the article again, Tanner."
"Look, just hear me out," he began in the lecturing voice that Amelia loathed. She let out a tortured groan, but he just kept bulldozing right over her. "You don't need to risk your life for every single piece that you write. You blew everyone away with your last article. No one will think less of you if you choose a topic that is just as interesting, but has less of a chance of getting you killed!"
Amelia swiveled her chair and looked up at the framed awards she had won for her first big article. Chasing down that story had been thrilling, and just as dangerous as Tanner had implied. It was an in-depth look at the history and character of Pascal Mavinga, a brutal warlord in central Africa, along with an expose on the network funneling charity funds to him. She had to meet with some very dangerous men to act as her sources for that story. It hadn't been an easy task for a freelance, independent journalist. She didn't want to get big-headed, but she had rightfully been praised for her work, and the story ran on Spyglass, one of the big online alt news sources.
She wanted to chase the high of a big, important story like that again. It didn't matter what it took. "I'm not going to settle back into mediocrity, Tanner. And if you bring up the fucking Symbiosis article again, I'm going to-"
"It's a great opportunity!" insisted Tanner, exasperated. "Spyglass knows how good you are at finding dirty little details people want to hide. That's why they want you on that story. You're the perfect reporter to expose the seedier side of a music festival like that. And, better yet, it could lead to an actual steady job with them."
"Like I've told you a thousand times, Tanner, that's the last thing I fucking want," said Amelia wearily. This wasn't the first time they'd had this conversation. It wasn't the tenth time. "The second I start working as a staff reporter, even for a place as good as Spyglass, is the second they start controlling me. My spark comes from being able to do whatever I want. To search for what interests me with no restrictions."
"Well, I just hope that going wherever you want doesn't leave you bleeding out in an alley. Or less dramatically, broke," grumbled Tanner.
"I'm not dropping the Van Heel story, Tanner," said Amelia firmly, taking another big bite of pad thai. "If you can't let it go, I'm hanging up on you until you're in a better mood." She knew that Tanner was just a worry-wort because he cared about her, but this kind of thing was exactly why they just fucked and weren't dating. Amelia couldn't stand being tied down or ordered around. She might give in and get exclusive with Tanner someday. But not if he couldn't stop trying to tell her what to do.
Luckily, he was smart enough to know when she had reached her limit. There was hope for the dummy yet. "Ok, ok," he said with a sigh, "Let's talk about it then. That intro anecdote... well, I won't insult you by questioning if it's real, but... holy shit, Mel."
"Of course it's real," said Amelia with a derisive snort. "You think I would put it in the story if it wasn't?...But I get what you're talking about. This guy is like something out of a horror movie."
Amelia wouldn't be the first to write about Oscar Van Heel, but she saw a golden opportunity there nonetheless. He was a man so shrouded in rumor and misinformation that finding the real truth behind him would be a feather in any journalist's cap.
Everyone agreed that Oscar grew up in Russia, but whether he was brought there by his South African father or born there to a Russian mother was unclear. Either way, he swiftly climbed the ranks of the local underworld once he was old enough to demand respect, but unlike many of his fellow criminals, Oscar had global aspirations. He founded a multinational criminal enterprise using methods so brutal and underhanded that Amelia didn't blame Tanner for finding them hard to believe.
The story that she'd written into her introductory anecdote wasn't the craziest story she had heard about Van Heel... just the craziest she had been able to confirm for certain.
Around five years ago, when Van Heel was making major moves in the Caribbean, he had been opposed by a small-time local gangster in the Dominican Republic. And, as was his usual practice, Oscar decided to make this thorn in his side an example. It apparently helped to smooth the way once everyone else knew how Oscar Van Heel treated his enemies.
One day, the local gangster disappeared without a trace. His young wife was devastated. Life, after all, isn't always kind to the widows of criminals. But Oscar, it was said, was generous. He could be a gentleman when he wanted to, all of Amelia's sources agreed. Oscar took in his rival's widow, giving her her own villa and staff. Treating her like a princess. And, although she initially hated the man who had obviously killed her husband, the woman eventually gave in to Van Heel's charm and became one of his many lovers.
Cruel in its own way, to kill a man, then make his woman your own. But if Amelia's sources were to be believed, the rival gangster's punishment was far, far worse than what it appeared. The local crimelord hadn't been murdered at all. After he had been captured, Oscar had the unfortunate man subjected to plastic surgery that made him appear much older. Then, Oscar had the man's tongue removed. Oscar's enemy was forced to work as the gardener at his wife's new villa. Forced to watch while Oscar kept, wooed, and eventually fucked his wife. He had to keep quiet, knowing that something terrible might happen to the woman he loved if he tried to say anything to her. But even if the unfortunate man's wife was kept in blissful ignorance, the truth was spread far and wide through the criminal underground of the island, and men learned never to cross Oscar Van Heel.
"It certainly paints a fucking picture," muttered Tanner. "But you know how people can be. Even if you heard it from multiple sources, how do you know that they didn't just see an old mute gardener and assume?"
"I saw pictures of this gardener, Tanner. Before and after. It happened," said Amelia, repressing a shudder at the memory. But her excitement was more than strong enough to overpower her fear. "But that's just it! If this crazy rumor was actually true, which of the other ones are real? Did Van Heel really force an entire rival gang to become male prostitutes? Did he feed the kingpin of the Bangkok underground to his unsuspecting men? Does he really use his own father's skull as an ashtray? He's definitely used rumor and fear to spread his legend, but at least some of his reputation is based on fact. And that's something that people are going to want to read about."
"Yeah... sounds like something a well-funded team with bodyguards should be investigating," said Tanner with an ironic twist in his voice.
"Don't start." Amelia couldn't believe that Tanner was actually about to have the same boring conversation again on the same day. Maybe she had overestimated him.
"Just... promise me you won't do anything dangerous without telling me. Be daring, but don't be reckless," pleaded Tanner.
"You got it," said Amelia, feeling a little restless with the conversation. She pulled out her phone to check the time. Shit. She had actually better get going. "If I ever decide to do something crazy dangerous, you'll be the first to know."
"You want to hang out tonight?" asked Tanner quickly, sensing that she was wrapping up the call. "It's been a while."
Amelia frowned, thinking about all the notes she wanted to go over, then shook her head and sighed. He was right. It really had been a while. "You know what? Yeah. I'll come over to your place. We'll get take-out and fuck."
That surprised a laugh out of Tanner, but after all, that was what he was asking for. He was a sweet guy, and Amelia knew he was just worried about her. Tonight would be fun. "Ok, I'll see you then," he said sheepishly.
"Yep. Can't wait."
As soon as she hung up, Amelia jumped up out of her chair and grabbed her keys and jacket. She had told Tanner that she would let him know when she did something dangerous, but she didn't say she would tell him beforehand.
A meeting with one of Van Heel's former lieutenants was too juicy to pass up. This guy would know for certain which of Van Heel's acts were true and which were tall tales. The interview had the potential to crack this story wide open.
Besides, it couldn't possibly be that dangerous, though Amelia as she hurried out the door. He was a former lieutenant, totally at odds with his former boss. And she had some bear spray and a taser with her if she needed them.
What was the worst that could happen?
...
Amelia felt trapped in a cage of troubled dreams. Dreams where she tried to struggle, but her body was too weak to move, let alone fight back. Dreams of noise and darkness and rumbling vibration. Voices speaking a language she didn't understand. Strong hands lifting and moving her.
She woke up to the sound of... waves?
Amelia's eyes flew open, and she experienced the disorienting feeling of waking up somewhere unfamiliar. Her head pounded with a sickening headache as she spread her hands over the crisp, clean bedsheets she was resting under and stared up at the ceiling. Shit... I must have had a hell of a night last night. She waited for everything to click into place and to realize where exactly she was.
But her brain refused to cooperate this time. There was no sudden burst of understanding. Amelia, like the journalist she was, was forced to gather more evidence.
Levering herself up into a sitting position in the plush king bed made her head throb with even worse pain, and she was forced to close her eyes and rest for a moment before continuing. When she opened her eyes again, it was to look around at a room she had never seen before in her life.
It seemed luxurious, in an unlived-in, hotel-like kind of way. The floors were shining hardwood, and the bed she was lying on was comfortable enough to feel expensive. There was a painting on the wall featuring elephants and palm trees that looked better quality than a usual hotel room print, at least to Amelia's untrained eye. A dark wooden wardrobe sat in one corner, and a large, antique or imitation-antique dresser topped with a mirror sat against the wall, offering Amelia a view of herself sitting up in bed.
Amelia had no complaints about her looks, generally speaking, although at times she had dearly wished for bigger breasts when she was younger and less secure. She had pale, flawless skin, thick, glossy black hair courtesy of the Korean genes on her mother's side, and a lithe, bottom-heavy body that was more than sexy enough to turn the heads of the kind of men she found attractive.
Right now, though, she looked like hell warmed over, with massive, dark bags under her eyes and skin that looked more like wax than porcelain. She was tired of looking herself in the face, and glancing around the room hadn't given her any clues where she was or how she got here. Detective Amelia would have to work a little harder to crack the case today.
Working slowly so as not to upset her aching head, Amelia peeled off the covers, noting that she was wearing a set of pink silk pajamas that weren't hers, but fit perfectly. On the wall to her right, a window stood open, admitting a fresh breeze and the sound of waves... which was a little odd. Any place close enough to the water to hear it that easily must cost a fortune. Definitely out of the price range of Amelia's circle of friends.
She stood slowly from the bed and took a deep breath, closing her eyes until the agonizing blood rush went away, then plodded unsteadily over to the window.
Her mouth dropped open, and she had to lean on the windowsill to keep from falling over. The view outside the window might normally have filled her with delight. The sun was setting over a beach with white sand and crystal blue water. Palm trees swayed in the warm breeze. It was beautiful enough to be a travel brochure.
It was also a view that you couldn't get within hundreds of miles of New York.
Amelia stumbled back and sat heavily on the bed, her heart pounding and her mind racing, now not just with confusion, but with fear. How? How can I possibly be on a tropical beach? How the fuck did I get here?
Up until looking out that window, Amelia had assumed that she had had a wild night and ended up waking up in a stranger's bed. But even on her wildest night, there was no way she would get on a fucking plane to wherever the fuck this is. Now that her situation had gotten so much more bizarre and concerning, Amelia probed her memory harder, trying to force herself to remember.
It was no use. The very last thing she remembered clearly was talking to Tanner on the phone, then heading out the door to meet her source. After that... she strained for even a scrap of a memory, but nothing came. Just the vague, disturbing dreams she had experienced right before waking up.
In a shock of realization, Amelia thought of one surefire way to find out what had happened. She patted her hips, trying to find her phone, before realizing the pajamas didn't have pockets. "Stupid..." she muttered to herself, craning her neck to look around at the nightstand. But there was nothing there either. Or in the nightstand's drawers. In fact, looking around the room, there didn't seem to be any electronics at all. Another dead end.
There was nothing to go on. Amelia sat, breathing heavily and trying not to panic for a solid few minutes. Then she got a hold of herself, squared her shoulders, and decided to keep looking. She was apparently free, in a luxury hotel room on a tropical island, and she was unharmed apart from her splitting headache. If she really had been kidnapped, her circumstances could be a lot worse.
With a sense of determination papering over her fear, Amelia explored the rest of the room. The dresser only contained socks and multiple sets of bras and panties. They were in Amelia's size, but they were also impractically lacy and sexy. The kind she might wear if she really wanted to impress a guy, not the type she would wear on a daily basis.
The wardrobe was filled with a collection of summer dresses in a variety of patterns and cuts. Amelia made a face. She was a ripped-jeans-and-a-hoodie type of gal. She couldn't remember the last time she had put on a dress that wasn't a wedding or a funeral. But once again, they did appear to be her size. The door to the left of the bed led to a large, luxurious bathroom with a heated towel rack and a massive rainfall shower. Even in her nearly panicked state, Amelia was impressed. In normal circumstances, she would be totally blown away by accommodations like this.
The only thing left unexplored was the door on the wall across from the bed, next to the mirror-topped dresser. The door that presumably led out of the room. For some reason, just looking at it made Amelia's panic threaten to break through her thin veneer of determination.
But there was nowhere else to go, and no answers left in this clean, luxurious, but soulless bedroom. If Amelia was going to get answers, she would have to see what lay beyond.
She took a deep breath, strode up to the door, and grasped the doorknob in a sweaty palm. She half-expected it to be locked, but the knob twisted easily enough in her hand. The door was oddly heavy as she swung it open, holding her breath to see what was waiting for her on the other side.
It was worse than she could have ever imagined.
She recognised him instantly, lounging back on a comfortable designer couch with a glass of amber liquor in one hand and a smirk across his face.
"Took you long enough," said Oscar Van Heel in a deep, lightly-accented voice.
Most pictures of the infamous crime lord were either low-quality, out-dated or both, but Amelia had seen enough of them to know who he was. What she wasn't prepared for was how attractive he seemed. Even in her state of utter panic, it was hard not to notice. Either the photos she had seen of him when he was younger didn't do him justice, or he had gotten good plastic surgery since then, but Oscar Van Heel had a chiseled face, roughened with stubble and complemented rather than marred by a scar on the right side of his jaw. His skin was tanned and glowing with health. His eyes were a deep brown, and his dark, swept-back hair was just turning grey at the temples.
Not exactly Amelia's type, but she had a couple of friends who she was positive would try to sign a silver fox like him up as their sugar daddy in a heartbeat.
But in the end, it didn't matter what Oscar Van Heel looked like. What mattered was that he was a pitiless, bloodthirsty shark in the skin of a man. Amelia knew that better than anyone. She had only two options: run back into the room to try to escape... or fight.
And Amelia had never been a shrinking violet.
She saw a small metal decorative statue on an end table next to her and snatched it up, hefting it in one hand. Then she turned and strode toward the smirking villain on the couch, her face locked into a snarl and murder on her mind.
To her satisfaction, Van Heel looked mildly alarmed, the smirk dropping from his face, and his eyebrows rising. He didn't look terrified by any means, but he set down his drink on the coffee table in front of him and rose to meet her assault.
Amelia put everything she had into a vicious swing of the metal statue, aiming to end the conflict in one blow before Van Heel stopped underestimating her.
But unfortunately, she was the one who had underestimated him. He easily caught her wrist as it whistled toward him and snatched the statue out of her grip with his free hand, tossing it aside to thump harmlessly down onto the carpet. Reacting quickly, Amelia aimed a slap at his face with the hand that wasn't currently trapped in his, but he caught that effortlessly as well, and she was trapped, staring up into his deep brown eyes, roiling with rage and fear.
"Well..." he said mildly, looking only mildly disappointed rather than afraid or angry. "This wasn't how I planned this to go at all."
Amelia took a deep breath, prepared to scream and twist and bite until this monster let her go. Van Heel gave her a pained look and said, "Wait, Amelia. Before you do... just... think about it. I told my men you might need to vent, but they're very protective of me, and they can only be so patient."
Amelia was momentarily confused about what he even meant, but then she saw a bright red point of light dance and flutter over her chest. Her heart stopped, and she gasped, staring down at the laser sight, then out the open doors leading to a veranda outside. Whoever was pointing a gun at her wasn't in sight... but they could clearly see her.
"So that's it..." she said numbly, fear seeping down into her bones as she went limp. "You're just going to kill me?" Amelia always thought that she would be able to face death with bravery, but now that it was potentially here, she could barely breathe with terror.


Oscar Van Heel shook his head, releasing her hands and instead reaching down to rub her shoulders. "No! No, of course not, Amelia. If I wanted to, you'd already be buried under a ton of trash in a landfill an hour away from where we took you. My man doesn't even have bullets loaded tonight, just tranquilizers, in case of emergency. But I have been informed that knocking you out again so soon after the first time could cause fairly serious health complications, so I'd like to avoid that if at all possible. So... can we just sit for a moment and calm down? I can get you something to drink if you like."
Amelia wasn't sure if Oscar was intending to intimidate her, or if he was such a scary person that he didn't know how to be reassuring. Regardless of how she felt, however, one thing was crystal clear to her. She had absolutely no power in this situation. If Oscar Van Heel wanted to sit down and pretend to be polite, she had no choice at all in the matter.
"No, thank you," she said stiffly, but sank down onto the couch as far away from Oscar as she could get. "Why am I here?"
Oscar threw his head back and laughed, showing off a shiny white mouthful of veneers. "Already asking the hard-hitting questions! I would expect nothing less of a brilliant journalist such as yourself. I read your piece on Mavinga. I met him once, you know. Ghastly man."
"You're one to talk," muttered Amelia, then closed her eyes, cursing herself for her irrepressible loud mouth. Stress, unfortunately, made her ability to put her foot in her mouth worse rather than better.
Luckily, Oscar roared with more laughter, scooping up his drink once again. "Touche! Wow! You're funny too! It just goes to show that no matter how much you read about a person, nothing beats the real thing." He stared at her with intense predatory focus, his brown eyes gleaming as he paused to take a long pull of his drink. "You're absolutely right, of course. I'm a monster myself. But Mavinga was even worse. He was an uncultured, crude monster. And that's something I just can't stomach."
Well... at least he wasn't going to fly off the handle every time she said something snarky. If that had been the case, Amelia could have just given up right then and there. She felt a tiny bit more relaxed. "You were about to say why you brought me here," she prompted, her nails digging into her palm as she tried to hold things together and be brave.
"Right, right, I was getting to that," said Oscar, waving his hand vaguely. He took another deep sip of whatever liquor he was drinking, and then, chillingly, the friendly smile dropped off his face. "So... you were planning to write a story about me."
Amelia noted the firm past tense. Oscar was absolutely certain that the story was no longer happening. And, considering the situation she was in, Amelia couldn't call him a liar. "I was," she agreed calmly, sticking her chin out defiantly.
Oscar chuckled again, the grin reappearing on his face. "I love that! Honesty is quite refreshing coming from someone in your position. You wouldn't believe the number of people who just tell me what I want to hear. Anyway, when I heard you were researching me, I decided that turnabout was fair play. I had some of my top men look into you as well."
He leaned forward and picked up a slim file from the table in front of him that Amelia had completely missed in her wild panic. As Amelia watched, mesmerized, he flipped it open and began to read, pausing occasionally to sip his drink.
"Amelia May Svenson, born February 3rd, 2001, to parents Karl Svenson and Ji-hye Svenson, née Kwon. A successful commodities trader and the youngest daughter of an electronics tycoon. Being born into wealth might explain why you have an instinctual sense of your own invincibility," He looked up from the file, his dark eyes glittering with amusement. "Sorry, that last part was editorializing. Not from the file."
Amelia felt a sinking, uncomfortable sensation in the pit of her stomach. It felt creepy in retrospect to know that while she was researching him, Oscar Van Heel had been researching her as well. This time, the abyss had gazed back. It was maybe a bit hypocritical to be this uncomfortable about some basic biographical information in a file, considering her profession, but it didn't change the creeping sense of invaded privacy.
Oscar returned to the file. "As far as education goes, it seems like your parents spared no expense, and you took to it like a fish to water. Valedictorian of your class at a top-notch private high school, followed up by graduating with honors from the college of journalism at Moresly." He looked up from the file again, this time with his eyebrows raised. "This is going to sound condescending in the circumstances, but that's genuinely impressive. They have a world-class program."
"Thank you," said Amelia sarcastically, sinking back into the soft couch and crossing her arms over her chest as if it could help her disappear.
"After college, you did some underappreciated freelance work that my researchers tell me was high quality, didn't gain employment through any of the typical avenues taken by talented young journalists, then eventually got your big break a few months back with that Mavinga expose. Does that about sum it up?'
Amelia shrugged uncomfortably. At least this weird tactic made Oscar seem less like the insane murderer he was and more like a creepy stalker. "I mean, there's a reason that no one is writing an article about me," she said defensively. "This stuff is pretty boring." It was also information that could be dug up fairly easily in public records and her own student journalism. If this was what Oscar's scary crack researchers were able to dig up, she wasn't all that concerned.
Oscar chuckled, licked his finger, and turned to the next page of the file in his hands. "Oh, but I disagree! Once we scratch the surface is when things get really interesting."
He tapped the page excitedly, his eyes gleaming as he said, "Because, although you were at the top of your class during high school, teachers attest that there were constant discipline problems. You were almost expelled from your college when a protest against a conservative speaker got out of hand, and a lecture hall was almost burned to the ground. It took a grant from Daddy to smooth that over and keep it off your record."
The mild discomfort had flared into full-blown embarrassment inside Amelia, and she had to admit that she had underestimated Oscar's researchers. Her father swooping in with his money to "solve" her problem during her senior year of college was one of the great shames of her life. She would have preferred to get expelled with the other ringleaders of the protest, even if that did leave her in a worse position after graduation.
"In any case," said Oscar with dry amusement, as if reading her thoughts, "That incident might be why you're estranged from your parents at the moment. But all of these point to a fascinating pattern that my researchers noticed."
He flipped the file closed and turned his full attention to Amelia, who suddenly felt like a germ under a microscope. "You aren't just some spoiled rich girl, Amelia. You're a rebel. And it isn't just surface-level. You've resisted control, authority, and even basic obligations your whole life, even when it made no sense. It's not that you couldn't get steady employment after college. You didn't even want it. It's also why you're a serial dater and haven't had any relationship last beyond a few months for your entire adult life."
Now, despite her frightening circumstances, Amelia started to get pissed. "So you read a couple of isolated incidents from across my entire life, and you decide you have me all figured out?" she asked acidly. "Don't make me laugh. Go ahead, call me a spoiled rich girl. Call me a rebel. Hell, toss a few other judgements on there as well. I'm used to it. Both sides of my family did it all the time when I was growing up. Problem child. Brat. After I graduated, the most common one was "burnout" or "wasted potential". But I proved them wrong. I'm not someone you can sum up in a couple of sentences. You don't know me."
She didn't know what she was hoping. It was clear that this dangerous criminal kingpin wasn't going to back off just because she chewed him out. Amelia knew that she was completely in Oscar's power, and worse, she knew the terrifying things he had done to those who angered him in the past. It would have been smarter to keep her mouth shut, or better yet, beg for mercy. But that just wasn't who Amelia was. It never had been.
But instead of anger or cruel laughter, Amelia received a reaction she never expected.
"You're exactly right!" said Oscar excitedly, tapping the folder against the table. "I don't know you at all! And that's what finally made me truly interested in you. I thought you were just another rich brat who does whatever she wants because she knows in the back of her head that Daddy's money will smooth over any consequences. But when my researchers found this video... well, let's just say my interest was piqued."
He grabbed a remote control from the couch next to him and used it to turn on a truly massive television that hung on the wall opposite the couch. As he did so, Amelia frowned in confusion, unsure of what video he could possibly be talking about. She had never really been involved in video journalism, and luckily, her protest in college hadn't been filmed. As far as she remembered, there shouldn't have been any videos of her floating around for investigators to find.
But her mouth went dry from a panicked swell of adrenaline and white-hot humiliation as a low-quality video clearly filmed on an out-of-date phone popped up on the big screen.
"Fuck... turn it off," she heard herself say reflexively as the camera panned around a crowded room decorated with leather furniture and dimly lit with red recessed lighting.
Oscar seemed to relish her discomfort. "Not a chance, Amelia. You've been asking me why you're here and not just dead. In this video, we'll find the answer."
Amelia had an urge to wrestle the remote from his hands and forcibly turn off the humiliating video. But she knew she would never succeed. She was only having a back-and-forth conversation with the monster next to her because he found it amusing. If he wanted to watch this video with her, there was nothing she could do.
She bit her lip and grew slowly red with shame as the view of the camera panned over... Revealing her, as she looked on that night three years ago.
She cringed in embarrassment at the sight. The woman in the video had her glossy, dark, shoulder-length hair in messy waves. She wore only black lace-topped stockings, a garter belt, a lace mask that obviously hadn't done its job to preserve her identity, and, most humiliating of all, a studded leather collar clasped tight around her neck. She grinned at the camera, then bit her lip seductively as her then-boyfriend Garret spoke, his voice fuzzy and indistinct over the murmur of the other people in the club.
"Well, well, well. What do we have here...?" He said in a smug voice, reaching out to cup the modest swell of one breast, rolling a stiff nipple between his thumb and forefinger. "A slutty little bitch all hot and ready for her master?"
"Yes, sir," purred the sexed up slut in the video, reaching up to take his hand. "See how much I want you?" She guided his hand downward and the camera followed as his fingers traced over her tight tummy, over the wide curve of her hips, then across one thick thigh to touch her pussy. She gave a performative gasp as Garret's fingers made contact and parted her lips. She began subtly grinding her hips against his fingers in little liquid motions.
Garret withdrew his hand and held it up in front of the camera, shining and dripping with her hot, slick juices.
Oscar Van Heel, international crimelord and monstrous villain, paused the embarrassing sex tape and turned to her with a wide, shark-like grin. "So here's Little Miss Rebel," he said with gusto, savoring each syllable as he drank in her mortified embarrassment. "Can't stand even the slightest bit of control a long-term boyfriend would imply. Yet here she is on video, naked, collared, and submissive, and it apparently makes her horny as fuck. Now that's intriguing."
Amelia buried her face in her hands and groaned. She shouldn't even care this much, really. Why should it matter to her what a psychopathic criminal thought of her? But that didn't matter somehow. Right now, as they talked, Oscar just felt like a cultured older man who had discovered one of her mortifying secrets. Her humiliation burned down to her soul. She found herself making an excuse that couldn't possibly matter. "It was... Fuck, it was just something my boyfriend at the time was super into. He belonged to this club and..." She peeked out from between her fingers to see that Oscar was holding back a laugh, and felt a stab of anger. "Oh, fuck you! It was something I tried out one time and didn't like it that much. Fucking Garrett... he swore that he was going to delete the video." Apparently, that had been a lie. She wondered how many of her numerous ex-boyfriends had been grilled by the researchers that Oscar had hired.
"You say you didn't like it," said Oscar musingly, tapping his lips with a finger, "but that's not what I see in the rest of the video."
He pressed play again, and Amelia had no choice but to watch as the video cut to a new scene, cursing Garrett with all her heart. The scene now showed her kneeling at Garret's feet, right in front of his throbbing cock. It was immediately easy to see what Oscar was saying about her arousal. The kneeling slut in the video certainly didn't look like she was having a bad time. Amelia's nipples were as hard as bullets, standing stiffly out from her chest, and her face was flushed pink beneath the lace strip covering her eyes. She wore a sultry grin as she reached out to slowly pump her fist up and down Garret's cock. Even now, the memory was vivid for Amelia. It wasn't easy to see in the video itself, but at that point, there was a crowd forming around her. Public sex acts were encouraged at the seedy BDSM club that Garrett pressured her to join, but they were a lot rarer than most people hoped. Especially from someone as young and hot as Amelia. People had started to gather the second it became clear that she was willing to play in public.
"In fact," said Oscar, his dark eyes focused on the screen as he picked up his glass again and settled back to enjoy. "It looks like the girl in this video fucking loves to be dominated..."
Instinctively, Amelia's eyes flicked down to her captor's crotch, and with a pulse of anxiety, she saw exactly what she was expecting.
Oscar Van Heel's pants were already beginning to tent outward from something monstrously long beneath. In some ways, this was even more concerning than if he had violent intentions toward her. If some of the stories she had heard could be believed, Van Heel had sexual urges just as deep and twisted as his thirst for violence.
And now she had caught this monster's sexual interest because that fucking trust fund douchebag Garrett had revenge porned her at the worst possible time.
The video played on. "Oh fuck! Do it, suck my fucking dick!" grunted Garret from behind the camera. He had always lost his cool and became less and less articulate the hornier he got, which sort of spoiled the master/slave roleplay.
Amelia had tried her best to forget that night ever happened, but as she watched the humiliating footage, it all came flooding back to her. The intense exposure and embarrassment of being publicly naked. The press of the crowd. The smell of sweat and liquor in the stuffy underground room. The pulsing heat of her body as she wrapped her hands around her boyfriend's cock. The butterflies in her stomach as she prepared to submit to him even more deeply in front of a watching crowd.
There was no question that it had been intense. It had been one of the most powerfully erotic moments of Amelia's life. And that was partially why she had decided never to do anything like it again.
On the screen, Amelia bent forward, extending a wet, pink little tongue to performatively swirl around her boyfriend's throbbing cockhead. Even the shitty microphones of the phone caught the murmuring of the horny crowd now, but Amelia didn't remember them getting louder. At this point, her heart had been hammering loudly in her ears, and she had been focusing completely on her boyfriend's throbbing cock and his pale face, twisted with a combination of performance anxiety and deep arousal.
She kissed the head of Garret's cock softly, then deepened the kiss, sliding its diamond-hard length between her soft lips inch by inch as she stared upward into the camera.
The video cut off abruptly. Amelia could only imagine it was because Garret had cum prematurely only seconds later, which had led to a short but awkward argument in front of the disappointed crowd.
Amelia was glad it was over. She couldn't even look her captor in the eye, instead focusing on her hands as they picked at the hem of her pajamas. Once again, she was struck by the fact that, even though she had absolutely no respect for this murderous monster, it was still embarrassing to have her sexual secrets exposed to him like this. "What is the point of this?" she asked miserably. "Did you just think it would be fun to have a movie night with the most embarrassing moments of my life before you killed me? What, do you have the video of me falling off a pony when I was six, too?"
"I do, but it's not as interesting to me," said Oscar with a roguish wink. "I know I've kept you in suspense for a while, but bear with me here. I promise it will all make sense. I just want to watch the last little scene of the video first. This is my favorite part."
Amelia frowned. Last part of the video? But that was the only part that she had let Garrett film, and it had ended in an embarrassing anticlimax seconds later. Does he really want to watch Garrett accidentally cum in my mouth while a crowd around us boos his stamina?
But, to Amelia's shock, when Oscar pressed play again, the video shifted to an entirely different viewpoint. One that she would have strangled her ex-boyfriend over if she had ever realized it was being filmed.
Unlike the last section, this video was filmed in a private setting. One of the private backrooms of the BDSM club, used for more secluded play. Amelia was being filmed from behind, wrists and ankles strapped down to a leather stand similar to a sawhorse. Amelia remembered it vividly. After the dissapointing end to their attempt at public sex, both of them had been eager for a second chance at satisfaction. Amelia had actually, in the moment, been a little disappointed that Garret hadn't waited to give it another try in public. Something about all the eyes watching her embarrassing surrender had been intriguing. But Garret had insisted on taking things into a private room, and Amelia had enjoyed the humiliating heat of being strapped down and totally helpless.
From behind, Garret panned slowly over her upturned ass. It was pale, shining lightly with sweat, and mouthwateringly plump. Numerous men had told Amelia that her bouncy, heart-shaped ass was her best feature, and Amelia was inclined to agree. Even as mortifying as this exposure was, especially since she had never realized this part of the video existed, she had to admit that her butt looked fantastic.
Garret gave one round cheek a little spank, and the past version of herself in the video moaned, her muscles straining visibly against the leather restraints holding her helpless. "Fuck..." she said in a trembling voice. "Don't tease me, Garrett. I fucking need it! Fuck me already." She hadn't even been performing, since Garrett was secretly filming her without her knowledge like a creep. She had just actually sounded that horny in the heat of the moment.


Despite her terrifying circumstances, Amelia felt a little flicker of heat low in her belly as she watched the video. The sight of it made the sensory memories flood back into her mind. Her hard nipples pressed tight to warm leather. Her pussy throbbing with need. The total sense of helplessness from the straps holding her in position. The public blowjob, short as it had been, had heated her up to a sexual boiling point, and she had been ready to explode. She couldn't remember ever being hornier before or since.
And that was why she had never gone back. It helped that she caught Garrett messaging other women a week later, but she thought that even if she hadn't, she would have refused another invitation to the seedy club. Something about that level of helpless surrender scared her more than it turned her on. Sexual satisfaction wasn't worth that loss of control.
But even as that thought crossed her mind, she watched Garrett's hand reach down in the video, pulling aside one plump ass cheek to reveal her dripping pussy and the tight pucker of her asshole. She was a picture of needy, moaning arousal. Oscar made a noise in the back of his throat at the sight, and Amelia looked over with her heart leaping into her throat as she watched him adjust the bulge in his pants, his eyes focused on the screen. Somehow, that bulge had only grown since earlier. Amelia felt the flicker of arousal that her memories had incited grow a fraction of a degree hotter, and she had to shake her head and get a hold of herself. She was in mortal danger here. It was the worst time in the world to get aroused. She needed to be sharp.
But it was hard to keep herself totally focused as the video continued. Garret lined himself up and eased slowly into her from behind as she let out a low, satisfied moan, her muscles writhing beneath her skin again as her back arched at the sensation, giving a glorious view of her wet pussy as Garret's cock slid inside.
Amelia could barely watch as Garrett slammed into her from behind, his strokes filled with lust and embarrassment from his earlier failure to perform. In retrospect, she could see he was trying to reclaim the feeling of dominance he had lost from cumming prematurely in front of the crowd. Maybe that was why he texted some other girl a week later as well. But regardless of whatever Garrett was going through mentally, the Amelia on the screen was clearly relishing every second as her boyfriend's frenzied strokes pierced her bound and helpless body. She was panting and whining, begging for more as Garrett fucked her hard.
She even seemed to enjoy the spanks that he rained down onto her jiggling ass, even though she usually drew a hard line against spanking most of the time. "More, master!" came her breathy voice as her muscles strained against the tight leather straps, instinctively trying to meet his oncoming strokes despite being unable to move.
Amelia and Oscar sat in silence, watching a grainy, years-old video of her fucking, tension boiling between them. Finally, Amelia couldn't take it anymore. "Enough of these games!" she snapped in a harsh voice that sounded braver than she felt. "What the fuck do you want, Van Heel? Do you just want to fuck me? Is that it? Don't play with your food, asshole. You know there isn't anything I can do to stop you, so just fucking get it over with."
Oscar half-turned toward her with a lopsided smile. "Oh, Amelia... I think you've done enough research to know that playing with my food is my favorite pastime." He gestured toward the screen, where Amelia's moans were growing even more desperate and wild as Garrett fucked her faster and faster. "You instinctively recoil from control and authority. More than anyone else I know, perhaps. It's no act. You've proven it again and again. But when you're collared and dominated, you cum your little brains out. Watch..."
Again, he pointed insistently at the television screen, where Garret reached down with his free hand and swept aside her tangled raven hair... then seized the back of her collar in a tight grip, pulling it back and choking her. Even when choked by his tight grip on her collar, Amelia's moans of pleasure grew even deeper. Her thighs twitched in her bindings. She was cumming, harder than she could ever remember doing. Seeing stars. Nearly passing out. Her contracting pussy must have set Garrett off as well, because a second later he pulled out and released his grip on her collar, stroking himself to climax and aiming a sticky torrent of sperm all over her ass.
"That was fucking amaz..."
The video cut off there. Garrett probably had been forced to hide the phone so that she wouldn't see he had been filming.
"Before I saw that," said Oscar animatedly, turning toward Amelia with predatory eyes, "I thought you were just some run-of-the-mill reporter that was sticking her nose where it didn't belong. But this was fascinating... and, yes, I admit, erotic. A fiercely independent woman who can't help but reach screaming orgasm when forced to submit? That's something special. A project worth working on."
Now that the video was over, the momentary flicker of arousal that Amelia had felt was draining away to be replaced by the creeping horror of her hopeless situation. She looked around the room, searching for exits, but besides the doorway back into the bedroom where she woke up, there were just the wide open doors leading outside to some sort of patio, which was the direction the lazer sight had come from, and a front door that she would never reach before Oscar caught her. She had no choice but to play along with this conversation until she had a cleaner chance at escape.
"So, what?" she asked nervously, swallowing around her dry mouth. "'You're just planning to keep me as some sort of sex slave?"
Oscar laughed, the sound of it setting Amelia's teeth on edge. "Close, but not quite! You're going to be my cat."
Amelia recognised each of those words individually, but they didn't form a coherent whole in context. She stared at Oscar uncomprehendingly, waiting for the punchline, but he just stared back at her, grinning as if he was waiting eagerly for her reaction.
It seemed like if she didn't say something, Oscar would just continue to stare at her forever with his wide, sharp grin. "Excuse me?" she finally managed in a strangled voice.
"I mean, I considered turning you into a puppy girl," he explained in a casual, conversational tone, "but I don't know, that feels more like it fits an outgoing blonde with big tits, don't you think? Someone as proud, prickly, and independent as you just screams 'kitty' to me."
Amelia shook her head in frustration. "Stop. What the fuck are you talking about?" She had a bad feeling she wouldn't like the answer.
Oscar held up a finger and stood, moving the other end of the couch to pick up a black duffel bag that had sat just out of sight. "Well, Amelia, I just can't have journalists trying to deflate my image," he said, almost apologetically as he unzipped the bag. "Mythology is my bread and butter, and I worked hard to make sure no one is quite sure what's true and what's made up when it comes to my exploits. So obviously, I have to make an example of you so that no one will ever try what you intended to do again."
Amelia's blood ran cold. Based on her research, she was well aware of the kind of examples that Oscar made of his enemies.
For a moment, Oscar's smile seemed as cold and humorless as a knife blade. "I can see you've heard of some of the other lessons I taught in the past. You really should have been more careful. Curiosity killed the cat, as they say," he murmured softly. Amelia could see a glint of madness in his eyes, buried deep beneath his affable exterior. For once, she was struck speechless, like a mouse frozen in fear, eye to eye with a deadly snake...
Then the little peek of terror evaporated as Oscar continued, reaching into the bag. "But I didn't want to do anything too gruesome to you. It might be hard to believe, but even I feel a little bad when I'm forced to kill young women like yourself. Besides, my background research uncovered that fascinating, erotic video of you. So I decided on something a bit more creative."
He pulled three objects out of the bag and forced them into Amelia's nerveless fingers. She had no choice but to look down and see what her cruel captor had in store for her.
The first item was a cat ear headband. The kind that Amelia had seen some girls who were a little too desperate for attention wear in college. It seemed high-quality, with real-feeling hair and sturdy plastic, compared to many of the cheap-looking versions she had seen in the past. She set it down on the couch next to her, disturbed by the sight of it and its implications.
"Just imagine it... I invite some friends over socially. As they enter my home, they see my lovely pet, purring and meowing, receiving a belly rub from her beloved master. It's the same nosey, rebellious reporter who thought she was good enough to bring me down. Reduced to a loyal pet, eager to meet her master's every whim. I think that sends a strong message, don't you?"
Amelia could barely register what he was saying. She was too focused on the other two items in her hands. The second was some sort of long, furry tube... a second later, Amelia recognized it as a prosthetic tail. On its end was a sort of acorn-shaped rubber attachment that- Amelia realized where the rubber part of the tail was supposed to go and dropped it with a sneer of distaste. Now that her shock was wearing off, she found incredulous anger replacing it. Did this man really think that he could do this to another human? What gave him the right?
The last item was a black leather collar. The kind that a particularly rich owner might put on his pet, except much too large for a cat's neck. This one was decorated with a little bell and a nametag that read "Cookie".
"I had a cat growing up," said Oscar in a warm, reminiscing tone. "A cute little midnight black girl. We called her Pechenka. But I thought it would be better to use English for you. You're going to just love being my pet, Cookie."
Amelia couldn't hold back. Laughter bubbled up from deep inside her, and soon she was shaking with deep, wracking whoops of hilarity. The entire situation was just so fucking bizarre that she couldn't help it. She thought that this monster was planning to kill her, but instead... instead, he had just confessed to some sort of fucked-upsexual kink, and was absolutely certain that she would play along.
Amelia knew that it wasn't wise to test this man, but by this point, she was burned out on fear and feeling a little reckless. She unceremoniously swept the three items off the couch and onto the floor with a disgusted wave of her arm. "There's just one issue with your little plan," she said through hiccups of manic laughter. "It requires a willing participant." She stared her captor dead in the eyes defiantly as she threw down the gauntlet. "You can have your men hold me down and put that head back on my head, that collar around my neck, and even shove that tail up my butt. But someone's gonna lose an eye. And I will never roleplay as a cat for a perverted old criminal. Not even if it saves my life."
Oscar nodded thoughtfully, apparently not the least bit put out by her laughter and furious refusal. "I'm not shocked that you feel that way now," he said mildly. "In fact, I expected it. Let me ask you a question, Cookie. You've been doing your research. You know that some of the things I've done to those who crossed me were worse than death. So... why didn't my enemies choose death instead?"
"Because they were afraid," said Amelia confidently. She herself was feeling remarkably fearless for the moment. It was probably just a stress response, but right now, she felt invincible. "You terrified them so much that they did anything you said."
"Good guess," said Oscar warmly. He stood and moved toward the spacious kitchen attached to the sitting room. "For some of them, that's certainly true. But it's an incomplete explanation. The reason that I've been so successful in what I do is that I can read people. Sure, I'm intelligent and ruthless, but those are standard prerequisites for operating at my level. My edge is that I can look at a person and know exactly which buttons to press to get the result I want. All of those people I punished, they started out thinking that they would never accept that kind of disgrace. And every single one did what I wanted in the end."
Oscar paused to pour himself another drink, then downed it in one gulp, tossing a nearly full rocks glass back like a shot. Then he turned back toward Amelia.
"After I saw that embarrassing little video, every instinct I had told me that you might hiss and claw and bite at first," he rounded the couch, until he loomed above Amelia, then, swift enough to make her gasp, he knelt, so he was eye to eye with her, just inches away. "... But in the end, you would submit to being my loyal pet, and love every mind-melting, panty-drenching minute of it."
This man is insane. There's nothing I could possibly say to convince him he's wrong. Amelia's thoughts were clear and oddly calm. She knew that her chances of escape were slim to none. But Amelia still had to make her position clear, if only for her peace of mind. Her defiance was instinctual. "You can press whatever buttons you want," she said stonily, staring him right in the eyes. "But that video you saw was something crazy I did when I was drunk one time. I'm not the submissive pervert you seem to think I am. I'm not going to act like a fucking cat."
Oscar shrugged with a look that said he didn't believe her at all, then scooped up the weird fetish items from where she had dropped them. "Well, I guess we will just have to see who's right then!" He crossed the room to the mantle over the fireplace, which Amelia assumed had to be decorative, considering the humid heat, and laid them out in a row. "In the meantime, you'll be my guest here in this villa until you change your mind."
"What, you're just going to keep me here until I agree to be your sex pet?" asked Amelia incredulously. "I mean... Where are we even?"
"I won't answer the second question," said Oscar firmly. "You don't have the means to communicate with the outside world, but I know you're smart. If you somehow figure something out, I don't want you to be able to tell anyone any useful information. As for the first question, yes, you're exactly correct. Don't worry. It will be the most luxurious confinement one could ask for." He returned to the kitchen and held up a notepad and pen. "If you need anything, you can communicate with your housekeepers through writing. There are some requests they can assist with, and others that they can't. But I'll leave you to figure that out on your own. If you tell them to pass a message on to me, they will do so verbatim. But I can't promise I will always answer. I'm a busy man after all."
"Wait... you're just going to fucking leave me here? By myself? That's it?" asked Amelia, stunned and strangely relieved. After all, a little time alone would be vastly preferable to spending one more second with this dangerous creep.
"That's it!" confirmed Oscar with a pleasant smile. "Now I'm sure that after your long sleep, you aren't actually very tired, but I'm going to need to ask you to retire to your room for a few minutes while I leave."
Amelia didn't need to be asked twice. Her burned-out, nihilistic fearlessness was wearing off, and she was starting to feel shaky. It would feel good not to have to spar with an international crimelord anymore. She jumped up from the couch and practically scurried to her bedroom, as Oscar called after her, "Good night, Cookie. We'll speak again soon."
As she closed the door behind her, Amelia heard an odd whirring sound from the door, followed by a heavy *clunk*. A suspicion formed in her mind, and she tried the handle. Just like she thought, the door was now locked, trapping her inside the bedroom. She could only assume that Oscar didn't want her to see how he left the villa. It might give her any ideas on how to escape.
...
Tanner had always been told that you should never voluntarily offer information to the police, especially without a lawyer present. But this time, he really didn't give a shit. If any of the sparse information he had could help them to find Amelia, he was willing to give it.
A few hours of repetitive, suspicious questioning by the police were physically and emotionally draining. He felt even worse than when he had banged on Amelia's door that morning and finally had to accept that she wasn't just being an asshole and not answering her phone. She had disappeared. He had a bad feeling when she hadn't shown up the night before for their planning hangout, but forgetting about that kind of thing wasn't unusual for her when she was on a story. This morning had clinched it.
Finally, the questions from the police had dried up. Maybe he was a suspect now. He didn't know and didn't care. They left him alone in the dingy little room with a cold cup of coffee and a broken heart. He just stared dully down at his hands, wondering how he could have done things differently. He had tried to warn Amelia that she was chasing something too dangerous this time, but when she got an idea into her head, it was almost impossible to change her mind.
At least the police had let slip after he brought up Amelia's investigation of Oscar Van Heel that they had checked the usual dumping grounds used by gangs and came up empty-handed, which might mean she was kidnapped rather than dead.
When the door opened again, Tanner wasn't sure if it was for another round of interrogation or if they were finally ready to let him go home. But instead of the detective, a short man with a grim face and thinning blonde hair stepped into the room, shutting the door behind him and sitting down in the chair across from Tanner.
He had on a thick peacoat, rimless glasses that magnified his red-rimmed blue eyes, and some of the shiniest black shoes that Tanner had ever seen. Tanner was so surprised to see someone who so obviously wasn't a police officer that it took him a second to realize he recognised the man.
"Mr. Svenson!" he gulped, sitting up from his despondent slump. "Why are you in the police station?"
The older man folded his hands and gave Tanner a piercing glare. "I have a few friends on the force who were happy to facilitate this private conversation," he said crisply. "Now... I have been told you were the last person to talk to my daughter before she went missing."
"Yes... Yes, sir," said Tanner uncomfortably. "And can I just say, I would never do anything to hurt Amelia. I want them to find out who did this and..."
Mr. Svenson held up a hand with a sigh. "I know, son. I don't want you to get the wrong impression. I'm not speaking to you right now because I suspect you of wrongdoing. I don't know much about my daughter's current lifestyle. As you no doubt are aware, she isn't on speaking terms with me right now. But from what little I do know, it seems like you were a good influence."
That just made Tanner feel more uncomfortable. "Oh. Well, I'm very sorry for your l- I mean, I'm sorry that this happened. I tried my best to warn her that she was investigating something dangerous," said Tanner awkwardly.
"Oscar Van Heel," said Mr. Svenson, pursing his lips. "One of the most dangerous men on the planet, in fact. So dangerous that my friends in the police force have told me, unofficially of course, that my daughter's disappearance is already destined for the cold case files. He's a man that the police aren't willing to expend the resources or energy to cross. Not even for me."
"So... what can I do for you, Mr. Svenson?" asked Tanner, getting a distinct feeling that Amelia's father hadn't stopped by just to say hello.


Mr. Svenson gave him a thin, humorless smile. "Right to business. Good. Young man, in the past few hours since the police contacted me with the bad news, I have spoken to some of the best private investigators in the country. None of them will touch this with a ten-foot pole. The second they hear that monster's name, they cut off communication."
"I... I'm not sure how I can help with that," said Tanner cautiously, spinning the styrofoam coffee cup nervously in his hands.
"You're a journalist, aren't you, son? You know how to investigate, don't you?" asked the middle-aged man intensely, leaning forward across the table and catching Tanner's wrist in a tight grip. Karl Svenson was so tightly buttoned and stoic that it was only now that Tanner realized how desperate and on edge he really was.
"I mean... yeah," said Tanner, licking his lips. "But I'm mostly an editor these days. Amelia is the one who was actually good at going out and hunting down the truth."
"You're the only one who can do it," insisted Mr. Svenson. "I don't need you to storm in guns blazing. Mercenaries are a lot more reckless than PIs, and I still should be able to hire some of those. I just need someone to find out where she is. And you're the only one who can help. You would have access to all of my connections. Money is no object."
Tanner stared into his eyes, warring with himself. He was the father of his best friend. The woman he wanted to be more than friends with. And Tanner found that the older man's desperation echoed the need in his own heart to find where Amelia was and bring her home safe.
But he hadn't been lying when he said that investigative journalism wasn't his strong suit. That had always been Amelia's thing. He was much better at the writing side of things. Would he even know where to start if he was willing to try?
And was there any guarantee he wouldn't just end up in the same trouble as Amelia?
But, for once in his life, Tanner fought through his second thoughts. Mr. Svenson had made the stakes crystal clear. The police wouldn't investigate. No private eyes were willing. It was time to take a page from Amelia's book and get a little reckless. Otherwise, there was no hope for her.
"I'm going to need to see all of her notes on Oscar Van Heel," he said decisively. "Even if the police have already collected them as evidence."
Mr. Svenson gave him a big toothy smile that, for the first time since he stepped in the door, touched his pale blue eyes.
"That can be arranged."
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Steven woke up with a start.
His bloodshot eyes immediately turned toward the other side of the bed. Some part of him still expected to see Charlotte there, sleeping peacefully, looking like the perfect angel he remembered. It would be just like her... slipping in after an absence as if nothing had happened, with only a sheepish grin and a hangover left over from her wild time without him.
But the other side of the bed was empty and cold. He hadn't heard from his girlfriend since the night before last, when she had gotten finger-fucked naked in front of a crowded bar. Charlotte hadn't come home yesterday, and she hadn't slipped in during the night like Steven had sort of hoped she would.
He had been avoiding even thinking it, but Steven needed to grapple with the possibility that his girlfriend might never come back.
It seemed too horrible to even contemplate, but the look in Charlotte's eyes at the end of the night, when she had meekly agreed with Grace's plan to have her fuck a fan... Steven had never seen Charlotte like that. There had been weak, submissive heat radiating off of her. It was obvious now that Grace had some sort of horrible hold on her.
Charlotte might not be able to save herself anymore, and, as inadequate as Steven felt to the task, that meant he had to be the one to save her.
After all, he had watched the other night and said nothing while Grace turned his girlfriend into a public sexual disgrace. He had cum in Grace's hand while Charlotte suffered the ultimate humiliation of getting spanked and fingered by her hated misogynistic boss. He had said nothing as Grace sexually humiliated her in front of the bar and announced that she would fuck Nelson, the disgusting little creep that Charlotte had always loathed. He owed her more than just sitting back and doing nothing. At this point, the only way they could get out of this twisted situation was if he was able to somehow pry away Grace's cruel grip on her.
But first, he would have to find her and stop Grace's insane plan to whore her out to the weaselly little dweeb from the bar that Grace had announced as the winner of the "fuck a fan" promotion.
Despite his determination, Steven was stuck. Charlotte wasn't taking his calls. Her phone was clearly on, based on the fact that Steven's calls always rang, but she hadn't picked up or responded to texts or voicemails.
If there was no way to even speak to Charlotte, that left only one option, as unpalatable as it was.
Unlike Charlotte, Grace picked up on the second ring. "Hey!" She said in a voice that sparkled with bright, nasty cruelty. "If it isn't the cuck boyfriend. Decided to start blowing up my phone instead of Cherry's, huh?"
Steven felt a surge of hatred toward the evil, manipulative bitch as he heard her casually use Charlotte's porn name. Grace may have tricked him into sexual submission and standing by uselessly while her corruption of Charlotte continued, but he wouldn't let that happen again.
"Where's my girlfriend?" he asked bluntly, closing his eyes and rubbing his temple.
"Can you even call her your girlfriend anymore, lover boy?" asked Grace tauntingly. "I mean, she's my slutty slave at this point, and she's getting ready to fuck another man. Might be time for you to cut and run before you get your feelings hurt."
"I'm not going to give up on her that easily," said Steven grimly, his fingers gripping tight on the phone.
"I knew you wouldn't..." said Grace in a voice of false sympathy. "Because you're a cuck, and you secretly love it when your girlfriend is a slut for other people. It wouldn't be as fun if you were just another one of her simps, would it? But enough about what gets your little dicklette hard. What are you calling me for, loser?"
"I told you..." said Steven, trying to head off the disturbing little surge of arousal that Grace's haughty, disrespectful tone was causing him, "I need to talk to Charlotte."
"Oh, I'm not standing in your way, cuckie boy," said Grace lightly. "I told Cherry she can speak with you if she feels like it. She must just think it's pretty awkward to talk things through with you right before she gets fucked by someone else."
"Let her go," Steven snarled.
"No," said Grace smugly. "Why would I, when having my own slutty little real-life barbie is so much fun? She lets me dress her up and play all kinds of fun games with her. Trust me, loser, her mouth is the best sex toy I've ever owned. And the best part is she loves it!"
Steven shook his head, trying to come up with some way to refute what Grace was saying. But, as much as he hated to admit it, she had a point. Grace had manipulated Charlotte into her current position and broken her spirit, but she wasn't currently coercing Charlotte into obedience. Charlotte was supposedly doing what Grace said of her own free will now.
Still, he had to try something. "I'll call the cops."
Grace laughed. "And tell them what? That you're sad that your girlfriend is a slut?"
"Last I checked, prostitution is still illegal."
"Are you calling your girlfriend a hooker, you little shit?" Grace's voice was scornful, but Steven could detect an undercurrent of annoyance beneath her usual cold self-assurance. He waited for a few seconds in silence, hoping against hope, and was rewarded with an irritated sigh on the other end of the line.
"You're bluffing. Both of us know it. Cherry herself will be the first to tell the cops that she's happy to do whatever I tell her. No money is changing hands either. But I don't want to answer those types of questions from a cop, so why don't I offer you a little... wager?"
Steven felt a prickle of apprehension. Any sort of deal with a slippery snake like Grace was bound to be dangerous. But on the other hand, this might be the in he needed. After all, if Grace simply refused to answer his calls as well, he might lose access to Charlotte altogether, and at that point, freeing her from Grace's control would be impossible.
"What kind of wager?" he asked cautiously.
"Simple," said Grace decisively, "If you can convince your girlfriend not to go through with fucking Nelson, then I will let her go. I won't even stand in your way or forbid her from speaking to you."
"And if I can't?" Steven had a feeling that he wouldn't like the answer to that question.
"Oh, nothing much... You'll just have to hand over control of your dick to me for a week."
Steven frowned, his mind racing. "What do you mean?" he asked, with genuinely no idea what she could even be talking about.
"It's not complicated," said Grace with an evil chuckle. "I decided what you do and don't do with that disappointment dangling between your legs for a whole week."
Steven's mind instantly conjured some frightening imagery. "I can't agree to that," he said flatly. Some things just weren't worth giving up, even if Charlotte's dignity was on the line.
"Oh Jesus," huffed Grace in exasperation, "boys can be sooo sensitive over stuff like this. Look, I promise that there will be no lasting damage to your precious little noodle. I'll return control of it at the end of the week in the same condition I received it. No one wants to cut off your dick, Mr. Paranoid."
That made the request even stranger. If this wasn't an excuse to hurt him, then what was the deal even about? Did Grace want to force him not to jerk off or something? The entire idea was bizarre, but if she swore not to hurt him, he failed to see why it was even a big deal.
It certainly seemed like a small price to pay for ensuring Charlotte's safety. "Fine," he said hesitantly, not sure exactly what he was getting himself into.
"I want you to be clear with me, loser. I don't want you claiming later that you didn't actually agree."
"Fine. I accept your bet. I need to convince Charlotte not to fuck Nelson." It didn't matter what Grace was scheming to do to him if he lost, because this wouldn't even be that hard. Steven knew that there was no way Charlotte actually wanted to fuck the little stalkery creep she used to complain about endlessly. More importantly, even after everything, Steven still believed in their connection. Once he convinced Charlotte to talk to him, he could break whatever strange hold Grace had over her. He was sure of it.
"Perfect. I would hurry if I were you. We're live-streaming her romantic evening with Nelson tonight."
Steven's gut clenched with anxiety. Shit. He didn't have much time then. "I need to see her in person. Where are you right now?"
"You'll have to ask her yourself, Romeo," said Grace in a bored voice. "It's your job to convince her, right? Part of that is convincing her to even meet with you. I agreed not to stand in your way, but that doesn't mean I'm going to be your fucking wingman. Oh! And no watching the stream to find out where Cherry is. I consider that cheating."
"That's not fair!" protested Steven. "You never said I couldn't figure out how to reach her in other ways."
"Call off the bet if you want, then. I'm not having you show up in the middle of my stream to pour your sob story out on camera. You have to convince Cherry to talk to you, not just force your way into her evening to harass her."
Steven pinched his nose and sighed. "Fine. Whatever." Before he could say another word, Grace had hung up on him. Steven's mouth pulled into a grim, determined line.
Even if his bet with Grace hadn't made it any easier to contact Charlotte, it was still an opening. If he could get to her before she fucked Nelson, Grace would be forced to voluntarily give up her control. He had to do this. Charlotte, whether she realized it right now or not, was depending on him.
He pulled open his chat application once again and began typing out a heartfelt message to Charlotte.
...
Cherry bit her lip and whimpered, white-knuckling the chair as Grace briskly ripped off the wax strip, bristling with the last of her pubic hair.
"F-fuck!" She groaned, panting with the intense pain. "Why did we have to d-do this again, mistress?"
Grace wrinkled her nose at the pube-covered wax strip and tossed it in the trash with the rest. "Client request," she said with a mean little chuckle. "I don't mind a gal with a little hair down there, but I have to admit that having you all bare and smooth adds a certain... submissive charm." She reached out and ran her smooth, delicate fingers over the sensitive skin of Cherry's pubic area, making her shudder, her pussy warming up at the gentle touch.
"Anyway, when I asked Nelson's preference, he wanted you smooth and bare. Can't disappoint a fan, now can we?"
Cherry gulped, a strange twisting of arousal and disgust roiling through her belly. She still couldn't believe that she was going to be... intimate with a guy like Nelson.
He had always creeped her out. A short, pudgy nerd who was obsessed with her in a borderline stalkery way, he hung out at the bar despite the fact that he had no friends among the regulars.
Even worse, he made snide comments about "sluts" and "females" sometimes that convinced Cherry that, far from being a harmless, poorly-socialized dork, he had a super regressive way of thinking about relationships with women. The kind that made her skin crawl.
This was the person that Grace wanted her to fuck tonight.
"Why does it have to be Nelson?" she asked, blushing and looking away from Grace's piercing gaze.
"Because I said so," said Grace, with a hint of warning in her voice. Her fingers slipped lower, pressing between Cherry's labia and savoring the slick heat she found there. "I want you to learn early that belonging to me means that you fuck who I want, whenever I want. Sometimes that will be me... sometimes it will be men you don't particularly care for. Either way, you'll gladly submit."
Cherry cringed at the humiliating confidence in her mistress's voice. She was still unused to this new arrangement... two nights ago, she had thrown away all pride as a woman, surrendering completely to her rival. She was still shocked at herself for willingly becoming Grace's sexual slave... but the reason why was obvious. The humiliating thought that she had let Grace win was heating her body up again as Grace's fingers rubbed her silky-smooth pussy.
Grace withdrew her fingers and moved them up to Cherry's lips. Cherry's stomach rebelled, but her pussy clenched at the wordless, degrading command. She had already given up her pride and defiance the night before. There was no point in pretending to be anything other than Grace's slutty pet. She willingly opened her lips to admit Grace's dripping fingers and licked her own lubrication away.
"So don't worry, Cherry," crooned Grace with a strange expression of cruel glee mixed with tenderness. "It's going to feel amazing to get fucked by Nelson, even if he is a greasy little waste of space. Because by doing it, you'll be submitting to me. And we both know how much you love that."
She withdrew her now-clean fingers from Cherry's mouth with a pop and straightened up. "Ok, now that you are silky smooth down there, it's time to talk wardrobe."
"I let Nelson pick out whatever he wanted to see you in for his first date ever and..." she snorted with laughter, heading toward the closet, "Boy, did he deliver. With the creativity of an incel who has jerked off to more women than he has ever spoken to. Let me show you what he picked out. You're going to love this... or at least I will, and that's the same thing, isn't it?"
Before she could retrieve the clothes, Cherry's phone started buzzing again. Cherry's heart dropped. She stared down at it, checking the caller ID, even though she already knew who it was. He had been calling and texting constantly over the past few days.
Steven.
Even thinking about him sent a hollow ache through Cherry. She had loved him, but in the end, even her last-ditch plan to save his feelings, running away and leaving her disgrace behind, had been foiled by Grace. Now she wasn't sure what she was supposed to do. Probably the kindest thing would be to send him a brief breakup text and then block him forever. She had publicly revealed herself as a porn star to a bar full of his acquaintances while naked. It couldn't be long before he realized just how slutty she was.
But she couldn't do that either. She felt paralyzed when it came to Steven, not even wanting to open that box and look inside. For one thing, as she said, she still loved him, and even if it was becoming increasingly ludicrous, her dream of spending the rest of her life with Steven was hard to let go. And, much less nobly, Grace had instilled a new fetish in Cherry... As much as she wished she didn't, she found it hot to betray him. Breaking up with him would mean giving up on that fetish forever.
Grace had made it clear that she didn't care either way. Cherry was allowed to speak to Steven and say whatever she liked, as long as it didn't conflict with Grace's other commands. In fact, she smirked as she looked down at Cherry's ringing phone, then back up into her slave's eyes, an eyebrow raised.
"Well? Are you going to get that?"
Cherry reached down and silenced the call. Just like every other call she had received from Steven for the past few days.
"Good," said Grace smugly. "Now let's get you dressed."
...
"Fuck," swore Steven under his breath, tossing his phone aside and pressing the heels of his hands against his eyes. Somehow, he had assumed that the very act of making the bet with Grace would make contacting Charlotte easier... but he was stuck in the same position as before.
If he couldn't get a hold of Charlotte, there was simply no way for him to convince her to come back. Even worse, now there was the added pressure of losing the bet hanging over him.
He was at an impasse. Who knew when Charlotte would be starting her stream with Nelson? He could just show up at Grace's apartment and hope they were there getting ready, but that felt too easy. It was something that Grace would anticipate. But his only hope seemed to lie with randomly showing up to catch Charlotte somewhere in person. If he could just make that connection, he was confident he could convince her.
Steven didn't have time for playing by the rules. Grace had told him not to watch the stream for clues, but if that was the only way to find Charlotte, then he didn't mind losing the bet.
Steven opened up Charlotte's Simpspace and saw that, in fact, the stream was about to start. He stared down at his phone, his guts roiling and his cock slowly hardening, and prepared to do a little research.
...
Cherry stared up at the sign of the grubby little storefront, trying her best not to panic.
It read "Black Knight Comics and Games" with a cartoonish representation of a stereotypical knight raising a sword. The sort of game store that Cherry had seen around before, but dismissed instantly as the type of place that losers hung out when they managed to drag themselves out of their mom's basement for an outing.
Maybe she shouldn't have looked down on game store patrons, since she would be heading inside in a moment to meet with Nelson. Especially considering what she was wearing.
"I can't do this, mistress," said Cherry miserably. She raised her hands to her face, then realized that she was about to ruin the makeup Grace had worked so hard on and thought better of it. "This is just... fucking humiliating!"
Grace snorted, but looked almost affectionate as she gripped Cherry's chin with firm fingers, forcing her pet to look her in the eyes. "Come on now, you silly bimbo," she said coaxingly, "You've gotten pegged and covered in jizz in publicly posted videos. A neanderthal fingerblasted you in front of a bar full of dudes while you were buck naked! All you have to do now is go hang out with some nerds while wearing stupid clothes. Piece of cake."
"But this is woooorse," moaned Cherry, wrapping her arms around her as if she could cover up the stupid fucking clothes that Nelson had picked out for her. It was a stupid thing to say: how could going out in embarrassing clothes be worse than getting fucked on the internet? But it was true. Cherry would rather get publicly humiliated at the bar every night than wear this stuff in public.
But Grace was having none of it. "That's too bad, honey," she said firmly. "Because this is what I want from you, and we're doing it, whether you are happy about it or not." She patted Cherry's bare thigh and got out of the car, leaving Cherry sitting alone for a moment. Cherry took a deep, steadying breath. She really didn't have a choice now. If she stayed in the car, there would be hell to pay from Grace later.
So, her stomach filled with nervous butterflies and her pussy tingling with humiliated lust, Cherry opened the passenger-side door and stood from the car on wobbly legs.
Immediately, a passing couple leaving the nearby supplement store gave her a look of bewildered disgust that made the anxious shame heating Cherry's body flare higher. Despite her horny misery, she couldn't exactly blame them. If she saw someone dressed like this, she would probably give them the same look.
Nelson had the trashy taste of a horny, socially maladjusted internet troll, and now those preferences were painted across the canvas of Cherry's curvy body. She wore high-heeled boots that matched the tiny leather shorts that were practically painted onto her ass and crotch. Even though the heels were ludicrously tall and the shorts left half of her ass cheeks hanging out, she could have lived with those. It was the rest of the outfit that was the problem.
The "top" only reached down 3/4ths of the way down her tits, displaying twin pale semi-circles of under-boob and leaving her at risk of a nip slip at any moment. Over the swells of her obviously braless tits were printed two 20-sided dice, with a 20 displayed face up on each and the words "They're Natural!" printed above them in old-timey script.


And, to top it all off... the hoodie. The obscene garment was pure white, with pictures printed all over it in black ink. Pictures of cartoon women in states of orgasmic ecstasy, their eyes bulging and crossed, and their tongues lolling from their drooling mouths. Grace had told Cherry that it was an "ahegao" face popular in "hentai". It was all new and foreign to Cherry, but she knew that it was something only a slut would wear. Or a loser. Or more likely both.
In contrast, Grace was dressed downright conservatively today, at least for her. An off-the-shoulder black blouse and tight, dark jeans looked good, but not particularly eye-catching. It was obvious that today, Grace wanted all of the attention on Cherry.
Cherry hustled toward the store, tottering on her heels and dying inside at the bewildered disgust of the older couple as they turned and watched her go. Cherry breathed a sigh of relief as she got into the game store, but her problems were just beginning.
Black Knight Comics and Games was a dingy little shop that immediately gave an impression of crowded disorder. The walls were lined with racks and racks of comics. One corner of the store was devoted to shelves of dusty board games and cheap plastic statues of pop culture figures. The rest of the space was devoted to folding tables, which probably were meant to be playing space for various games, but mostly were taken up with scattered boxes of cards and comics, half rifled through.
A fat, balding man with a ratty beard and thick glasses stared at Charry open-mouthed as the smudged glass door swung shut behind her, but unlike the couple outdoors, his face then split into a wide smile of delight. "Welcome, my lady," he said in a reedy voice, gesturing broadly to the dingy, crowded room. "What brings you here today? Is there anything with which I can assist you?"
Before Cherry could even get a word out, a voice even more nasally than the owner's piped up from the back of the store. "Cherry! Oh, good, you finally showed up. Come back here, I want to introduce you to these idiots." It was Nelson, the man that Cherry was "dating" today. His short stature barely cleared the heights of the stack of comic boxes he was peering over, his pudgy face pale and grinning as he surveyed the outfit he had selected for his crush.
Cherry noticed Grace hold up her phone and silently begin filming. The owner stood up from behind the counter, his mouth agape in obvious shock. His eyes darted back and forth between Nelson, Cherry, and Cherry's half-naked tits. "You're Cherry?" he asked in stunned disbelief. "And you're real?"
"I told you," said Nelson smugly. "Now get over here, sugar. You're just in time. I was going to teach these blowhard losers a lesson."
Cherry, feeling a hot, flaming blush stain her face, slunk over toward where Nelson was calling her, noting with distaste that the owner hitched his cargo shorts higher on his blubbery belly and trailed after her. Nelson was beaming with pride as he watched her approach with a broad smile on his face... but pride clearly wasn't the only thing he was feeling. His slimy eyes traced every inch of Cherry's curvy body, noting how it filled out the embarrassing outfit he had selected for her.
Nelson had always creeped Cherry out. He was too clingy. Overly familiar, treating her like he knew her, even when she had barely ever spoken to him outside of taking his order.
The idea of validating his obsessive interest in her with an evening of submissive fawning over him was humiliating... Cherry glanced up at Grace as she hovered close behind, holding her phone up to capture Cherry's jiggling walk with a cruel grin on her face. Of course the evening would be humiliating. That was the entire point as far as Cherry's mistress was concerned. And Cherry had to admit that the degradation turned her on, no matter how much Nelson disgusted her.
Nelson and his friends had set up a little free table space in the back of the store, where they were shuffling up some sort of collectible card game that looked far too complicated and nerdy for Cherry to take any interest in. A friendly-looking older man with a receding hairline and a twitchy college-aged guy with a strong overbite looked up, blinking in shock as Cherry, a curvy, barely dressed slut, intruded on their safe space.
Their eyes only bugged out further as Nelson, with a look of delirious happiness on his face, reached out hesitantly and wrapped a pudgy arm around Cherry's waist, pulling her hip to hip with him.
"Guys, I would like you to meet Cherry," he said in the smug voice of a man whose dreams were coming true, "Who is not only real, but is my girlfriend, just like I've been telling you doubters all along."
Cherry's eyes shot to Grace as her stomach did flips inside her. Grace just nodded and winked. His fucking girlfriend? Cherry had been prepped by Grace for the fact that Nelson would be using her as some sort of arm candy for the day, but acting like they were dating was much, much worse than that.
She knew better than to publicly embarrass Grace or Nelson by disagreeing though, so Cherry swallowed her indignant shame and meekly mumbled, "N-nice to meet you all." The other two men actually seemed quite a bit less malignant than Nelson, and murmured hellos while trying to look anywhere other than Cherry's barely-covered tits. Grace, of course, did the opposite, clearly aiming her phone camera directly at Cherry's chest, capturing the way her pierced nipples pressed against the cheap, thin material.
Nelson, of course, was as happy as a pig in shit. Every time that he had interacted with Cherry before, he had been whiny and sniveling, but now that Grace had lent him some power over the object of his obsession, he was more than happy to lord over her. Cherry could feel his clammy hand pulling her close, relishing the soft warmth of her naked hip. Her skin crawled at the thought of what Grace planned to let him do later tonight... but there was a certain measure of twisted heat that blossomed between her legs at that idea as well. Grace had taught Cherry the pleasure of debasement, and there were few things more humbling than letting a pathetic man like Nelson claim what he had always wanted.
The awkward hellos were interrupted by the owner of the store, who stormed up with a thick deck of cards in his hand. "You were about to play some Sorcery: The Confluence, right, Nelly?" asked the chunky nerd, sideeying Cherry with a smirk. "You wouldn't mind if I joined you, right? A little healthy competition might show your lady what you're really worth." The loud, obese store owner's complete shock at Cherry's appearance seemed to have transformed into jealousy and competitive instinct. Nelson's eyes narrowed, and his clammy hand clutched tighter on Cherry's hip.
"Fine," he spat, gesturing to the other side of the grubby table. "Shuffle up. I was just going to introduce Cherry to my friends, then head off on our hot date, but I don't mind taking out the trash first." He sat with a slump in one of the metal folding chairs, and the glowering owner took the spot opposite, with Nelson's other friends getting out of the way.
Nelson pulled up another chair beside him and patted it. "Sit down, Cherry. Watch me thrash this loser."
Cherry couldn't think of anything less appealing than watching two gross nerds fight over her, but Grace was still filming the embarrassing ordeal, and she knew she had no choice. She reluctantly took a seat beside Nelson as the two man-children glared at each other across the table, preparing to play.
...
Steven stared intently at his phone, trying his best to read every possible clue. It was obvious that they were in some sort of comic book store, but a frantic internet search told him that there were six or so within driving distance, and he didn't know enough about that type of business to tell which of them were good candidates.
He got distracted for a moment as the live stream zoomed in lasciviously on Charlotte's wobbling tits, barely hidden by the tight t-shirt that only covered them partially. It was obscene. Grace had pulled out all the stops to turn Charlotte into a slutty, barely clothed public disgrace.
Fuck, Charlotte was hot. And she used to belong only to him. Even though he had always loved her and felt attracted to her, Steven couldn't help but feel that he had taken Charlotte for granted now that she had been captured by Grace's mind games.
It made him sick to watch as Nelson the greasy little creep reached out and laid his hand on Charlotte's hip, verging down to her butt as he rubbed it gently up and down. But, as much as the situation angered Steven, it also turned him on. He knew that seeing a creep like Nelson touching Charlotte should horrify him, but Grace had done her work well. Steven was as hard as a rock as he watched Charlotte's disgrace.
The camera panned up again from Charlotte's body, showing another flash of her face, and Steven felt a spasm of worry. Charlotte looked embarrassed and miserable, but also horny... the exact same awful blend that Steven felt inside himself. If he was struggling with this, he couldn't imagine how Charlotte was feeling, especially directly under Grace's stifling influence.
He had to save her.
With determination filling his heart and pulsing blood filling his cock, Steven leapt up from the bed and grabbed his keys. If he didn't know for sure which store his girlfriend was in, he would just have to check them all.
...
Cherry stared down at the cards that both men had laid carefully in rows and columns on the table, her brows furrowed.
She hadn't understood a single sentence that came out of their mouths during the game, had absolutely no concept of how the game was going, and wasn't sure if she would care even if she did. Despite the arousing, humiliating circumstances, and Nelson's sweaty paw caressing her ass, she was starting to feel a little bored.
Grace clearly felt the same way. A card game between two nerds obviously wasn't the riveting erotic content she had promised Cherry's subscribers. "Nelson," she said sharply, "Let's wrap this up. We have the rest of the date to get to."
Nelson looked up, pulled out of his fierce concentration on the card battle, and grimaced, clearly unhappy over the idea of being pulled away in the middle of a game.
"That's right, Nelly," said the obnoxious owner with a braying laugh that displayed his yellowed teeth, "let your lady friend save you a little face. It was clear that you were about to lose anyway, so why not take the opportunity to scurry hence like the craven you are."
Whatever the owner had said was clearly fighting words, and an ugly flush spread across Nelson's already ugly face. "I'll show you," he muttered darkly.
Grace sighed irritably, but Nelson waved his hands placatingly, saying, "I know what would make this more interesting! Why don't we play with something on the line?"
"I'm listening," said the owner and Grace, overlapping. The owner looked pleased that they had been thinking alike. Grace did not.
"Winner of the match," said Nelson with an expression of immature fury, "gets seven minutes in heaven with Cherry in the back room."
Nelson looked nervously at Grace, not even bothering to check if the owner of the comic shop would be interested. Cherry didn't blame him: by the way the shop owner's face lit up as his eyes immediately locked onto Cherry's scantily clad body once again, his agreement was a foregone conclusion.
Grace was the tougher nut to crack. She narrowed her eyes, then gave the shop owner a considering glance. Cherry held her breath, nearly trembling with anxiety. That anticipation curdled into frazzled arousal as a smirk quirked up Grace's lips. It was obvious that Cherry's cruel mistress considered the possibility of Nelson trading Cherry off to an even grosser nerd was worth the wait. "Fine," said the gorgeous goth decisively, "you have five minutes... winner take all."
"You're more foolish than you appear," said the smug shop owner, his eyes gleaming behind his coke-bottle glasses. "Looks like I'll be sampling this fair maiden that you've oft bragged about."
"You wish," scoffed Nelson. "Five minutes will be more than enough time to finish this." Both men leaned forward, a new air of intensity settling over the table. Cherry focused on the game with a worried frown. The idea of going into the back room of the comic shop with Nelson was bad enough... but doing so with the fat, older store owner would be even worse.
But, despite her increased investment in the result of the game, Cherry still had no idea what was going on in the match. The play went back and forth in a rapid volley of cards and jargon that she didn't follow at all.
"I will..." said the store owner in the self-satisfied tone of a player laying down a trump card, "Vaporize your Towering Rockshell, exhaust your Vitruvian Spinetwister, then crack in with my whole squad, which, unless I am very much mistaken, leaves you with two vitality remaining."
"Goes to two," muttered Nelson irritably, clicking a counter next to him from 14 down to two. Cherry had absolutely no idea what any of those words meant, but her heart hammered in her chest as she easily read the situation. Nelson was going to lose. And she was going to be handed over like a poker chip for the store owner to have his way with. The ugly man across the table caught her staring and winked at her, sending a thrill of disgust through Cherry. Even Nelson would be preferable.
She had to do something.
Painfully aware of the camera in Grace's hands pointed right at her, Cherry snuggled in close to Nelson, pressing her lips right up against his ear. "You're not going to let this loser take me, are you?" she whispered, low and seductive in his ear, feeling his arm raise in goosebumps. "I don't want him to take me into that backroom, Nelson... I would much rather go with you." She emphasized her point by dropping her hand to Nelson's lap and squeezing the small but frantically pulsating bulge that was already straining against his pants there.
Nelson stared at her, bug-eyed and practically drooling. This was probably the closest he had ever been to a woman who didn't have the same last name as him, and, even after dreaming about this day for so long, he looked like he wasn't entirely sure how to process his sudden good fortune. But then his gaze hardened, and he turned back to the store owner, obviously finding a new well of determination now that Cherry had reestablished the stakes of the match.
He swiped the top card off his deck, stared down at it for a second, then went almost limp with relief. Cherry didn't follow, of course, just like she had been lost the entire game. The card Nelson picked up pictured a scrawny lizard that didn't look particularly impressive to her.
But he slammed the card down onto the table. "Ember Lizard. I tribute all my resources to empower it, then attack." It all came out in one wheezing rush.
The owner stared down at the lizard, one eye twitching. "If I had one fireball spell..." he said through clenched teeth.
"But you don't, do you?" asked Nelson in a mocking voice.
The owner simply scooped his cards up in his hands and stormed off, leaving Nelson looking smug and Cherry breathing a sigh of relief.
But, at least for Cherry, the celebration was short-lived. Not even caring about the cards that he was leaving on the table, Nelson grabbed Cherry's hand and pulled her up from the table, a look of unwholesome hunger painting his pale, pinched face.
"I won," he said gloatingly. "And to the winner, go the spoils. Come on, Cherry. 7 minutes in heaven. You got exactly what you were hoping for."
Nelson rushed back to a door behind the counter of the shop, while the owner crossed his arms over his swelling gut, looking on with furious envy. Nelson pulled Cherry fast enough that she had to jog awkwardly on the tall heels of her boots, making her breasts jiggle and sway, and the ridiculous, inadequate shirt ride up over her nipples, flashing the owner, Nelson's friends, and, of course, the camera held in Grace's hands as she followed swiftly behind.
Nelson bolted through the door, held it open for Grace to slip in, then slammed it shut behind them, rounding on Cherry with a hungry expression.
Cherry could feel the perverse lust rolling off of him. She could see in his eyes the endless nights of unrequited lust. The endless masturbation sessions, first just imagining her, and then to the content that Grace had forced her to produce. Nelson took a step forward, and Cherry found herself stepping back, bumping against a dusty stack of comic boxes. She had always been completely disdainful of Nelson, only holding back from cutting him down to size because she might get in trouble with her boss for chewing out a customer.
But now all of that confidence was gone. Nelson had all the power here... and that thought made prickly anxiety and hot, wet lust pulse through Cherry's body, stiffening her nipples against the tiny shirt and making her pussy pulse with filthy heat beneath her tight leather shorts. Nelson's entire attitude had changed as well. In all their prior interactions, he had been whiny and demanding, but almost worshipful. Like he knew on some level that she was too good for him.
But Nelson's whiny insecurity had been stripped away as he moved toward her, licking his lips. He was now certain that she was a filthy slut who he could do whatever he wanted to. Even worse, she was a filthy slut that had been lent to him by her owner.
Cherry had nowhere left to back away to, and if she was being truly honest, she wasn't sure how strong her resistance was anyway. Even though the thought of submitting to a man-child like Nelson filled her with disgust, it also filled her with hot, squirming lust. She anticipated the humiliation of his sexual attention almost as much as she feared it.
She didn't have long to wait. Nelson had won seven minutes and he planned to use every one of them. He surged forward, his eyes locked onto her tits. The degrading shirt he had selected for her granted him easy access. Cherry gasped and squeezed her eyes shut as his clammy hands slid up and under the pathetic excuse of a shirt, squeezing her hot flesh tight and tweaking her nipples with sharp, eager pinches. But, despite her horror, she also thrust her chest out further. A twisted part of herself deep inside was eager for more of Nelson's inexpert attention. His hands grasped needily, too tightly. It was obvious that this was the first time Nelson was touching a woman's breasts, and his enthusiasm made his movements frantic.
A quick peek with one eye showed Cherry Grace's leering grin, floating above the phone, still filming Cherry's humiliation for her adoring fans. Cherry couldn't help but remember how often she had laughed with other bar patrons behind Nelson's back about his unwanted advances. Considering how many of her bar regulars were now loyal subscribers to her Simpspace, she was likely the one that everyone was laughing at now.
Nelson surged forward in his eagerness, feasting on Cherry's tits with his hands. Palming and squeezing, pinching and pulling her pierced nipples to the point of pain. Cherry's shirt was rolled up over her heaving tits now, exposing them fully in the dim light of the cluttered, dusty storeroom. But the pudgy little nerd wasn't satisfied with stopping there. He was almost snorting with lust at this point, deep, labored breaths rushing through his flared nose.
"Fuck, you are a hot fucking slut, Cherry," he said, in what he probably intended to be a dominant growl, but sounded more like he had a sore throat. His attempt to sound powerful would have been ridiculous in any other circumstance... but in this case, he actually wielded real power over Cherry. Even if it had only been gifted by Grace.


Nelson wasn't going to stop at Cherry's tits, however. He still had at least three more minutes in heaven, and there was another part of a woman's body he had never had a chance to explore. Nelson's sweaty hand trailed down Cherry's body, sending a shudder of desire and disgust flowing through her, before pausing at the top of her waistband. He hesitated there for a moment, looking up at Grace and licking his lips nervously. "You said I could do whatever I want, right? She's mine for the day?"
Grace snorted. "It's your seven minutes, hotshot. If you feel like fingering her slutty cunt, no one is going to stand in your way."
Nelson nodded, his face scrunching up into a parody of manly decisiveness, and before Cherry was fully prepared for it, he stuffed his fingers down the tight front of her leather shorts. Cherry shuddered at the sensation. Her newly waxed pussy meant that every nerve sang with the sensation of his sweaty fingers gliding over her smooth flesh and between her lips.
"She's... slimy," said Nelson wonderingly as his fat fingers inexpertly squirmed against her sensitive flesh.
Cherry groaned in embarrassment and covered her blushing face. Grace giggled. "Is she now?" she purred, giving Cherry a knowing glance. "Well... you may be a virgin, Nelson, but I think you've seen enough porn to know what it means when a woman gets wet."
Cherry let out a whimpering moan as Nelson inserted a finger deep into her hot, wet pussy. "I'm turning her on," said Nelson in a voice that sounded like he couldn't quite believe it.
"Bingo," chuckled Grace. "Cherry's such a slut that even a virgin winning a card game can get her all hot and ready to go. Take notes, viewers, if Nelson can get Cherry all hot and bothered, then imagine how dripping wet she would be for you."
Cherry wanted to crawl into a hole and die, the shame was so intense. Grace's words weren't one hundred percent accurate: it wasn't Nelson's card-playing prowess that had aroused her. But she wasn't one hundred percent wrong either. Being forced into her slutty outfit and playing the role of slutty arm candy for a virgin loser really had gotten her hot and bothered from the humiliation alone.
Nelson was shoving two fingers deep into Cherry now, and to her shame, her pussy gripped tight around them. Her body didn't even care how much she despised and looked down on the man those fingers belonged to. Her pussy just wanted more.
Suddenly, Nelson's fingers withdrew. He reached down and started fumbling with his belt, and Cherry felt adrenaline rush through her veins as she realized that he intended to fuck her right here and now. Fuck... I'm going to get fucked on camera in the dirty back room of a comic book store! What sort of fucking slut have I become?
Cherry wasn't sure if she was disappointed or relieved when Grace reached out and stopped Nelson. "Hold on there, stud," she said with a low chuckle. "We still have the rest of the date before you finally pop your cherry with Cherry. Besides, your seven minutes are up."
Nelson frowned and looked like he wanted to argue, but one look into Grace's flat, cold glare made him rethink that plan. He might be riding high from dominating Cherry, but he wasn't completely delirious. He nodded sullenly. And stepped back, an obvious tent in his pants.
"Fix your shirt, Cherry dear," said Grace in a chipper voice. "It's time to get on with the date. As for all of you watchers, stay tuned! We will start the stream back up when we get to the cafe."
...
"Fuck!" Steven had to stop himself from throwing his phone in frustration. The first two comic shops he had tried hadn't been the correct ones. He had opened up the stream again after leaving the second store, only to catch the tail end of Nelson groping Cherry's naked tits and fingering her under her slutty shorts.
He had missed them, and he wasn't going to get any other clues until they got to wherever they were going for the date. He slumped back in the seat of his car, closing his eyes and feeling his pulse drum in his throat and ears. He had a boner that refused to go down. In fact, it had held him back. He kept having to wait until his cock softened a little before going into the next store.
Maybe he should jerk off... if only to relieve the pressure and help him think more clearly. But he couldn't just jerk off in the parking lot of a comic shop. With his heart in turmoil, Steven reversed out of the parking space and began driving back to his apartment.
...
Cherry recognized the cafe, although she wasn't sure how Grace knew about it. It was the same place that she had first gone on a date with Steven, and was still a favorite of theirs when they were feeling nostalgic or fancy. They had good desserts and felt a little upscale without requiring a dress to fit in.
But Cherry's outfit definitely stood out like a sore thumb. It would stand out anywhere besides a porn set. Cherry had to force her wobbling legs to keep moving as Nelson led her toward a booth in the corner and Grace trailed after, beginning to film again. Cherry didn't come here often enough to be recognised by the other customers or staff... but she had the sinking feeling that she would be recognised from now on.
Cherry's whole body flushed with hot shame as she took her seat across from Nelson, enduring the horrified stares of the other patrons. An older man and woman sitting nearby got up and left, and one man who had been standing in line at the counter was staring with an open-mouthed combination of lust, shock, and disgust at Cherry's humiliating getup.
A manager hurried up with an angry look on his face, clearly about to kick them out of the cafe, but Grace pulled him aside momentarily for a brief, but intense, hissed conversation, after which he hurried away with a troubled look on his face to talk to the other employees, tucking a wad of bills into his pocket.
Probably Cherry's subscriber money being reinvested by her mistress.
Grace hurried to the counter, apparently ordering something, and, in the moment they had alone and unfilmed, Nelson gave her a weak smile across the table.
"So..." he asked in his nasally voice, "are you enjoying yourself?'
Cherry stared across the table at him in bewilderment. Was Nelson under the impression that he was on a real date?
All she could do was shake her head and sigh. "Nelson... I mean, come on. You know I'm only doing this because Grace is forcing me."
Nelson, strangely, looked a little hurt. "I... I know that," he said, sounding defensive. "But you said you wanted to go into the back room with me at the store. You grabbed my dick. You even got wet!"
It was almost enough to feel sorry for the naive little nerd. Almost. Cherry couldn't manage to squeeze out any sympathy for a man who was all too happy to treat her like a slut. She crossed her arms over her chest, and her lips twisted bitterly as she tried to think of words that could properly convey her utter contempt for Nelson while still admitting her willingness to submit.
But the moment was interrupted by Grace's return. The curvy, smirking Goddess slid a massive banana split onto the table between them, her phone up and filming. "Well, look at the two little love birds, chattering away while the camera's gone. Whatcha talking about?"
The absurd look of hurt on Nelson's face hardened into anger. "Nothing," he muttered sullenly. "It wasn't important."
"Good!" said Grace firmly, "because we have something more important to do than jabbering away... like enjoying a sweet treat. She nudged the banana split toward Cherry, raising her eyebrows.
Cherry wasn't sure exactly what Grace was up to, but she took a hesitant bite of the ice cream treat. She had never ordered the banana split from the cafe. A slice of cake or pastry was usually more her speed.
Nelson reached toward the ice cream as well, but was puzzled to find that there wasn't a second spoon.
"No, no, no, big guy," said Grace with a giggle. "There's no need for you to feed yourself when you have a cute little helper like Cherry! Cherry, why don't you give Nelson a little something sweet?"
Well, as embarrassing as it was to feed Nelson like they were some sort of lovey-dovey couple, it didn't even rank among the top ten most humiliating things she had done this week. With a neutral expression on her face, Cheery scooped up some ice cream with fudge sauce and spooned it carefully toward Nelson, who sat with a smug look on his face, mouth open.
The angle was a little awkward, and when Cherry pulled the spoon away, it left a little smear of chocolatey sauce on the corner of his lips. Nelson reached up to wipe it away, and once again, he was stopped by Grace. The wicked grin on the cruel goth's face made it obvious that things were going exactly according to her plans.
"Don't wipe that away, stud," purred Grace. "I've got a better idea... say, have you ever been kissed, Nelson?"
Nelson flushed red, then shook his head, avoiding the lens of the camera. Cherry couldn't say she was surprised. Not only was Nelson ugly on the outside, but he was pushy, entitled, boring, and obsessive as well. Not exactly someone who had to beat girls away with a stick, Cherry was willing to bet.
"Well, Cherry can take care of that little issue right now, can't you, slut?" chirped Grace, reaching out to slap Cherry on the back over her ridiculous hentai hoody and making her tits wobble.
Cherry wasn't exactly enthusiastic about the idea, but considering that all of this was just the lead-up to letting Nelson fuck her, she was probably getting off a little lightly. "Yes, Mistress," she said meekly, and prepared herself for another humiliating ordeal.
But surprisingly, and insultingly, now it was Nelson who looked a little hesitant. "I don't know..." he said reluctantly, with a twist of his lip as he once again looked Cherry up and down. "Kissing someone like her?"
Annoyance spiked through Cherry, and her face flushed red. She had been the one embarrassed to slum it with a loser like Nelson, but now he was looking down on her like she was some kind of dirty hooker. Cherry had thought there was no other way to make this situation more humiliating, but she felt the burning weight of the camera on her as she considered the fact that even a kissless virgin like Nelson thought she wasn't worth kissing.
Unsure how else to escape the smothering awkwardness of the moment, Cherry leans across the table toward Nelson aggressively, grabbing his collar and pulling him closer. "Come over here, you little dweeb," she snarled. It might have been more satisfying to refuse to kiss him after his insulting hesitation, but Cherry knew her mistress well by this point. There was no way that Grace was going to let Cherry escape without a kiss, so she might as well get it over with.
Nelson, for all of his balking, didn't hold back. He leaned into the kiss, and a second later his fat tongue thrust eagerly between Cherry's lips, wiggling around her mouth. It was a kiss from someone whose main reference for making out was filthy porn videos, and as a first kiss, it was both pathetic and far, far too dirty.
Cherry tried to pull away, but now that Nelson was in this kiss, he wasn't going to let it end until he was fully satisfied. He reached up and gripped the back of her head, pulling her in close and forcing his tongue deeper into her mouth. Cherry tasted chocolate and realized to her shame that the awkward lean over the table had bunched up her shirt, once again exposing her nipples, this time to the horrified eyes of the cafe customers, more and more of whom were getting up and leaving. The perverted lust inside Cherry was growing hotter and hotter. Not because of any particular skill at kissing that Nelson was showing, but from her indecent exposure and helplessness. As Nelson tasted every inch of her mouth with his thick virgin tongue, Cherry was painfully aware of the camera in Grace's hands, capturing every moment of her disgrace.
Finally, Grace reached down and physically separated Nelson from the sloppy kiss, leaving the pale, pudgy nerd panting, spots of color burning high in his cheeks.
"Enough, you bad boy," said Grace with a wicked chuckle. "God... never underestimate how enthusiastic a virgin can be, I guess. How did your first kiss feel, stud?"
"Fucking..." panted Nelson, licking his lips, "Fucking hot!"
Cherry felt a little sick, but the desire pumping through her veins had never been stronger. She bit her lip, balling her fists in her lap. She just wanted to go back to Grace's apartment and fuck the shit out of this little creep at this point... partially just to get it out of the way, but partially because at this point she knew that the humiliation would make her cum unlike nothing else.
But Grace's vision for the obscene parody of a date wasn't over yet.
"If you think that's hot, you're going to love the other way that Cherry can kiss," purred the dominant goth, turning the camera to once again pan lasciviously up and down Cherry's body.
Cherry put her head in her hands and stifled a groan as she immediately realized what Grace was suggesting. Nelson seemed to be a step behind. "What other kind of kissing is there?" He asked, looking a little bewildered and embarrassed by his lack of experience.
"Oh, don't worry about it, stud," said Grace with a predatory grin. "Cherry will be happy to show you."
That was Cherry's cue. She knew what was expected of her. Just another humiliation in the long list. She took a deep breath to steady herself, then slipped beneath the table. Grace stepped back a few steps to capture the whole picture as Cherry shuffled forward on her knees. A dopey smile crossed Nelson's face as it finally dawned on him what sort of kissing Grace was referring to.
A quick glance to the side showed that most of the rest of the patrons of the cafe had left in disgust at this point, but Cherry still had an audience. The woman behind the counter looked on with a sneer of horrified disgust, and an older man leered at the proceedings with a dirty little grin that said he wasn't planning on going anywhere.
Cherry's hands shook as she reached up and unzipped Nelson. She had undergone a lot of sexual exposure on camera lately, including being spanked and fingered by her boss, but this was the first time she would be sucking a real cock on camera, not just a strapon. She couldn't help but feel that this was pushing her one step further down the road toward utter corruption.
But there was no resisting Grace. Cherry had learned that lesson the hard way. Even with her fumbling fingers, Cherry managed to free Nelson's diamond-hard cock from his pants. Just as she had felt earlier, it was hardly impressive. Probably even a little smaller than Steven's. But this wasn't about Nelson's dominance or how impressive he was. The entire humiliation of this date was the fact that Grace was the one in control, and pushing Cherry to do things with a man who was beneath her.
As if Grace had read her thoughts, the evil goth chuckled and said, "Well, Nelson? Why don't you give the order? Tell your slut for the evening what she ought to do."
Nelson was so excited that he stumbled over his words. "S-suck my cock, Charl... I mean, Cherry!"
As much as she loathed following the orders of a little creep like Nelson, Cherry knew her role. She leaned forward and caught a whiff of poorly washed crotch before sucking Nelson's twitching, drooling cock between her lips.
It felt... small. Cherry wouldn't describe herself as a size queen necessarily, but all of her previous boyfriends had been packing some heat. She could fit most of Nelson's dick in her mouth without gagging, and even when fully inserted, he didn't get much further than barely piercing the seal of her throat.
Cherry dutifully swirled her tongue around the runty virgin cock that had never known any pleasure but Nelson's fist. Nelson let out a shuddering, unmanly groan, gripping the edge of the table tight and squeezing his eyes shut at the heavenly sensation. Cherry noticed that the barista had turned away in disgust, but the older spectator still watched with interest, squeezing his crotch through his jeans.
Grace stifled a laugh and brought the camera even closer as Cherry began to bob her head. It was more performative than anything. Nelson's cock wasn't long enough to warrant moving her neck up and down much, but Cherry knew Grace would be pleased if she gave a better show. Her tongue slithered over the tip of Nelson's throbbing, weeping cock, tasting the salty ooze as it coated her tongue. Nelson was as unimpressive as ever, but Cherry's body was feeling hotter and hotter. No matter how small it was, she was sucking cock in public while wearing one of the sluttiest outfits she had ever seen, let alone worn. And that wasn't even counting the hundreds of people who were paying for the livestream.
A virgin like Nelson didn't stand a chance against Cherry's experienced mouth. In minutes, he was panting and grunting. He looked toward where Grace was crouching, filming Cherry's subservient suck job, and whined, "I... I'm gonna cum!"
Grace snorted. "I should have fucking known. Well, at least if you blow a load here, you won't be such a fucking quick shot for the main event. But before you do..."
She reached up and snatched the mostly uneaten banana split from the table and pressed it into Cherry's hands. "There you go, slut. Add a little of your favorite sauce to the sweet treat."
Cherry's stomach turned, but she grabbed the ice cream dish obediently and held it in place as she released Nelson's cock from her mouth and raised her other hand to rapidly jerk it off. Grace zoomed in tight to the obscene tableau of Cherry's face, Nelson's cock being pumped by her fist, and the gooey, melting ice cream dish in her hands. A few seconds later, Nelson gasped, and his cock exploded, firing seemingly endless ropes of hot, sticky jizz all over the banana split in Cherry's hands. If Nelson was below average in length and girth, he was definitely ahead of the curve when it came to sheer volume of cum... well, either that or he had been saving up for a while.
When he had finally slowed to a dribble, Grace impatiently gestured for Cherry to get out from underneath the table. "Ok, ok. Job done. Get back up here, girl, before someone sees you sucking off your date. You're in public, Cherry, get it together!"
Cherry got out from under the table and pushed the tainted ice cream dish away from her with distaste, happy that the humiliating task was behind her. But... of course she should have realized that Grace wouldn't let her get away that easily.
"Well, Nelson, we got a little sidetracked there," said Grace cheerfully, "But I believe that Cherry was nice enough to feed you some of that banana split, wasn't she? I think you should return the favor."
Cherry stared down at the gooey ice cream, bananas, and sauce, now with an added cum glaze, and her guts twisted with a powerful combination of disgust and desire. She hated that Grace was doing this to her... but another part of her, the weak, pathetic, sub that Grace had discovered deep inside her and nurtured, was sizzling with the awful, mind-bending heat of this whole shameful experience.
As Nelson reached down eagerly with the spoon and scooped up a gloopy mouthful, Cherry glanced up at Grace and saw the awful fires of dominance burning in her mistress's eyes. This is what she had to look forward to... forever. This is what she chose above her easy, comfortable life with Steven.
But when had Steven ever made her feel this way?
Cherry opened her mouth as the spoon approached, loaded with a disgusting combination of salty and sweet.
"And we don't waste food on this channel, Cherry," said Grace in a purring voice with a hint of commanding steel in her voice. The eyes of the camera seemed to glitter in her hand. "I want to see you finish every. Last. Bite."


...
Steven screeched to a halt in front of the cafe, cursing at himself under his breath. He had just stopped at home for a minute to jerk off a little and relieve his stress, and he had sort of lost track of time when looking up old videos of Charlotte. By the time he had opened the stream back up, Charlotte was finishing off the last of the loathsome banana split.
He already knew he was too late before he even opened the door. Some new customers had come in, and the booth that Charlotte and Nelson had occupied was empty.
Steven turned around smoothly and headed out the door. He checked his phone just to be sure, but the stream was currently on a screen that said "we'll be right back". Steven knew where they must be going. Grace had teased the audience enough already. They had to be headed for the main event.
And that most likely meant Grace's apartment. With a grim look on his face, Steven pulled back out of the cafe parking lot, determined to stop Charlotte before it was too late.
...
Cherry felt her heart pounding hard against her chest as they made their way inside the front door of Grace's apartment. She felt sick, and not just because of the stomach-full of sperm and ice cream.
This was it, the foreplay and teasing was over. She was about to have sex with a man on camera. And that man was the most humiliating partner that Grace had been able to find. The reason that Grace had chosen Nelson had been growing more and more obvious all day. If one of the other men from the bar had been the first to fuck her, some of the viewers might get confused. They might think that Cherry was fucking the other man because he was attractive, or because he had forced the situation in some way.
With Nelson, the situation was crystal clear. Cherry was fucking this man because Grace commanded her, not because of any special qualities the dweeby little virgin had on his own. But that didn't make this any easier. Cherry had tried to tell herself that it didn't matter. That what she had already done on camera was worse than sex anyway. But that was hardly comforting.
"So," she said nervously as the three of them stood in the entryway awkwardly, "Are we just heading to the bedroom... or...?"
Grace held up a finger, checking something on her phone. She let out a little snort of frustrated amusement and shook her head. "Actually, I need to take care of something. You two have a drink in the kitchen. Calm down a little and break the ice. We'll get started after that."
It was a strange request, and after her disgusting dessert at the cafe, adding alcohol to her roiling stomach was the last thing that Cherry wanted. But there was no arguing with Grace. Cherry obediently led Nelson to the kitchen and found a bottle of wine that she could pour for them.
After she had poured them both a small glass, Cherry leaned back against the counter and took a deep breath, trying and failing to relax. At least the sex would give her a chance to get out of these fucking boots. Her feet were killing her.
Nelson was smirking at her as he took a gulp of wine. "I can't believe that I'm actually going to fuck you," he said in an obnoxiously gloating voice.
"I can't believe it either," Cherry muttered into her glass, taking a tiny sip and avoiding Nelson's eyes. Being forced to submit to Nelson hadn't made her respect him any more. It was Grace she was actually submitting to. Nelson was just as creepy and unappealing as ever.
"You've always been such a stuck-up slut," said Nelson with a vicious undercurrent in his voice. "I can't believe it took another whore to finally teach you your place."
Cherry looked up at him sharply. There it was. The disrespect and hate that she had always known lurked beneath Nelson's whining and begging. Nelson stared back, his eyes blazing with lust and insulting certainty that this was the way things should be.
"If it wasn't for that other whore," said Cherry, laying delicate emphasis on the last two words, "I wouldn't fuck a little creep like you in a million years."
Nelson's newfound certainty never wavered as he drained the remainder of his wine in one mouthful. "Whatever you say, Cherry. I'm still fucking you in the end, aren't I? Now let's get this over with."
He turned and walked away, and Cherry had to admit that she had no good comeback. He sort of had a point anyway. She wanted to get this over with as much as he did, if not more.
...
Steven rushed up to the door of Grace's apartment, ready to break his way in if he had to, but to his surprise, the door swung open at his approach, revealing Grace standing there, hand on her hip and an unimpressed glare painted on her face.
"There you are," said Grace with a smirk. "I knew you wouldn't be able to stay away."
"Where is she?" asked Steven in a near panic, trying to push past Grace. "Has she...?"
Grace confidently reached out and pushed Steven back. "Not yet. But I'm afraid that you aren't going to be getting anywhere near your lady love, loser. You cheated."
Steven paused for a second, feeling a ripple of anxiety pass through him. He had, in fact, cheated based on the original rules of the bet. But he didn't know how Grace could possibly say that for sure. "No, I didn't," he said defensively, licking his lips, "I just made a guess where you would be. It wasn't hard to figure out you would..."
"Oh Please," scoffed Grace, rolling her eyes. "You think I don't know your Simpspace username by now, idiot? I saw you watching the stream all day. And now you magically show up at my apartment right when we get here? I don't think that's just a coincidence."
Steven shook his head. He was still letting Grace push him around, but when he really thought about it, what power did she have over him? None. All he had to do was yell for Charlotte, and there would be nothing the bitchy goth could do to stop him.
Grace saw him open his mouth and draw breath in preparation to yell, and she moved with the speed of a snake, reaching between Steven's legs and clutching with an iron-hard grip. Steven's planned bellow came out as a shocked squeak, and his eyes bugged out of his head, staring at the coldly furious woman glaring up at him, her lips compressed into a tight line of disapproval.
"You're not going to do that, loser..." said Grace in a whisper that crackled with authority. Steven whimpered as the hand between his thighs tightened and pulled slightly. "And not just because I would rip your worthless balls off if you tried. Poor Cherry still doesn't know how long her useless boyfriend sat on the sidelines and jerked off to her SimpSpace. What do you think her reaction would be when I show her how long you've been a subscriber?"
Even through the pain, Grace's words sent a cold spike of anxiety through Steven's heart. It wasn't fair by any stretch of the imagination. Grace was the one who had tricked and manipulated him into subscribing and obsessing over "Cherry Sweets", and for a long time, he had lied to himself that it couldn't be Charlotte... But it certainly would look bad if Grace framed it the wrong way.
Grace chuckled and finally released Steven's balls. "Don't look so glum, loser!" She said, patting his cheek condescendingly. "You lost the battle today, but your little struggle amuses me. As long as you do what I say and pay a penalty for cheating, I'll graciously keep your little secret from Cherry."
"A penalty?" asked Steven nervously, wincing at the remaining twinges of pain from between his legs.
"Don't worry," said Grace with a wicked grin, beckoning him into the apartment, "You're going to love it."
...
It had felt like long, drawn-out torture while it was going on, but now that she was here in the bedroom, it felt to Cherry like the date had passed by in a blink. Grace was already there, swinging her closet door closed for some reason. She turned and brandished her phone with a wide, toothy grin.
"Ok, lovebirds, ready to give your eager viewers a show?" She glanced down at Nelson's pants, where his throbbing cock was once again pitching a tent, and chuckled nastily. "Well... I can see at least one of you is."
"Let's get this over with," mumbled Cherry, crossing her arms over her chest. "How do you want me to do this?" she asked Grace. "Just missionary? Cowgirl?"
"Don't ask me," said Grace with a wink. "Until you drain his balls, you can consider Nelson the boss. What he says goes."
The gloating grin that came over Nelson's face made anger boil up inside Cherry. She may have submitted to Grace, recognizing her as a superior force, but that didn't mean she had completely changed as a person. It still rankled her to submit to someone she considered inferior.
But right now, Nelson's authority was backed up by Grace, so Cherry grit her teeth and asked, "So... Nelson. What do you want me to do for you?"
"First of all," said Nelson as he flopped back onto the bed, giving her an insolent, lopsided grin, "I think you ought to call me 'Master'."
Cherry felt like she could chip a tooth from how tightly her teeth were clenched. She saw from the corner of her eye that Grace had raised the camera once again and was filming. From now on, her humiliation would be public.
"What do you want me to do, Master?" Cherry asked in a tight voice.
"Strip for me," said Nelson confidently. "I want to get a good look at what I'm about to enjoy."
Cherry turned her back, counted to three, then slowly slipped the ridiculous ahegao-print hoodie down off her shoulders. Her skin rose into goosebumps as she let it slump to the floor. Not from cold, but because of the insidious desire creeping through her. Part of her wanted to hold back. To prove to Nelson, Grace, and herself that the little nerd didn't have the capacity to turn her on. But if the past few months had taught her anything, it was that giving in when it was most humiliating could make her hornier than anything else in the world, and the siren call of that pleasure was hard to resist.
She bent forward and arched her pack, putting on a show for the camera and pressing her thick ass tight against the leather shorts that barely covered them. She reached up and peeled the skin-tight leather slowly down her thighs, feeling it pull away slick from her overheated sex. The air felt cool and tingly on her waxed, bare pussy. She couldn't imagine how obscene it must look on camera... but she wouldn't have to. She was sure this stream would be put up on demand for paying customers after today. She could rewatch her disgrace any time she wanted.
The shorts were so tiny that Cherry was forced to pause for a moment and take off her boots before she could kick them off. Now she stood with only the tiny scrap of a cutoff t-shirt covering her tits. It was gone in an instant, fluttering across the room and leaving her tits bare, pierced nipples diamond hard as they heaved with her heavy breathing.
"On your knees," said Nelson with a sneer. "Crawl to me."
Cherry gave him a smoldering glance of caged fury... but at this point, she didn't even need to glance over to Grace to be reassured. She would obey Nelson. Like Grace said, right now, he was the boss.
...
Steven cowered in the closet, his lips stretched around the ball gag that Grace had forced into his mouth to keep him quiet. He watched breathlessly through the crack in the closet door as his girlfriend slowly disrobed for the creepy little nerd she had always complained about and Grace gleefully filmed. Steven's cock throbbed with almost painful intensity in his pants. As intense as it was to watch Charlotte on his phone, he had learned the other night that seeing her betray him in person was even more intense. And now she was about to have sex. It made Steven's head feel like it would explode with anxiety, and his cock felt like it could cum right in his pants at a moment's notice.
His girlfriend had been transformed from the loving, sweet, and, yes, sexy woman he once knew into a slut, oozing filthy, unrestrained sexuality. He didn't even recognize her anymore. But that strange sense of disconnect didn't stop his body from throbbing with impotent lust as he watched her strip. His eyes hugged every curve of her body, zeroing in on the glistening cleft between her legs. Her pussy was completely bare and smooth now. She had almost ripped his head off the one time he suggested that she shave, saying that it was a sign of malignant patriarchy. Apparently, that wasn't something she was concerned with anymore.
Charlotte's wet pussy and the stiff pierced nipples crowning her tits were undisputable evidence that Charlotte wasn't being forced into this... or if she was, she was also getting off on every second of it. For a moment, the disquieting thought echoed in the back of Steven's mind... what if Charlotte didn't want to be saved? Steven shook his head and crushed the thought. Now wasn't the time for doubt.
When Steven heard Nelson give the sneering, disrespectful command for Charlotte to drop and crawl to him, some part of Steven still expected Charlotte to laugh in his face and refuse. Despite everything that had happened, he still saw her as his fierce, proud girlfriend.
But of course, things had changed. Her words were a little stiff as she said, "Yes, Master," but that didn't stop her from falling to her knees and making a sexy, catlike crawl toward the nerd waiting for her on the edge of the bed, her hips swaying and her tits hanging beneath her.
She was submitting sexually to Nelson. Steven couldn't even count the number of times that Charlotte had vented to him about the little creep after work. How he was always hanging around, trying to catch her attention. Refusing to take "no" for an answer despite the fact that Charlotte had only ever shown him professional politeness.
But now she was stark naked, sensually crawling toward him on the floor, her pussy leaking shiny trails of arousal down her thighs as she stared up at him with fierce, but tamed eyes.
And even worse... Charlotte had never sexually submitted to Steven. Or, at least, not since very early in their relationship when she had judged that dominance wasn't his strong suit. The fact that she apparently was willing to submit to Nelson but not him was just another knife in Steven's heart.
"Take off my pants," commanded Nelson in his nasally voice, now insufferably smug instead of whining. Charlotte did as he said, unbuttoning his pants and easing them down his flabby hips along with his tighty-whiteys, freeing Nelson's unimpressive little cock in its nest of untamed pubic hair. Steven couldn't believe that this nerd's cock was more attractive to Charlotte than his. He wouldn't believe it. He felt like if he could just break out of the closet right now and save her, Charlotte would be grateful.
But that was impossible. Grace had made his situation clear when she stuffed him into the closet. If he tried to stop what was happening right in front of him, she would reveal to Charlotte how long Steven had subscribed to her Simpspace and let another woman jerk him off while watching it. The truth was more complicated than that, but it didn't matter. Steven knew how good Grace was at twisting the truth. If he dared to cross her here, he wouldn't be saving Charlotte; he would be ending their relationship for good.
It filled him with a sense of powerlessness and desire as Charlotte leaned forward and took the tiny straining cock between her lips, engulfing its full length in her warm, wet mouth. It was a powerfully erotic and heartbreaking sight to see Charlotte's fat butt wiggling up in the air as she began to bob her head, closing her eyes and sealing her soft pink lips tight around the cock of a man unquestionably beneath her.
Steven let out a little muffled whimper, blocked by the bag gag that Grace had stuffed in his mouth. Charlotte and Nelson were far too distracted to notice, but Grace whipped her head around, staring at Steven's eye through the crack in the door with an eyebrow raised warningly. Her eyes darted over Steven's expression, then she smirked, and as she continued filming, she raised her free hand and made a jerk-off gesture toward Steven with a wink, then turned back.
Steven shook his head, even though Grace was no longer turned around to see him. He wasn't going to fucking jerk off!
Was he?
But as Charlotte continued to eagerly suck Nelson's cock with loud slurping sounds of enjoyment, her tits wobbling beneath her, and Nelson reached down to grab two handfuls of Charlotte's silky blonde hair, forcing her head up and down his cock while giving breathy grunts of pleasure, Steven started to weaken.
Why shouldn't he indulge a little? It wasn't like Charlotte and Nelson would even notice. Grace clearly expected him to do it anyway, and couldn't possibly think less of him in any case. Steven still had a sneaking sense of shame in his heart as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, but that didn't stop him. He pumped his straining cock in his fist as he watched breathlessly, both eager and terrified to see what would happen next.
...
Cherry fell deeper and deeper into a haze of submissive lust. She wasn't worried anymore about the fact that she hated Nelson. That just made the feeling of his greedy fingers tangling painfully in her hair and his throbbing cock plunging into her mouth that much more arousing. Her body crackled with submissive lust. Her pussy felt hot and wet and needy and empty. It ached to be filled, and she couldn't let a virgin like Nelson accidentally waste his load in her mouth again. She swirled her tongue around the head of his little cock one last time, then pulled back, gasping.
"Fuck me, Master," she whined pathetically, reaching between her legs to rub her slick, eager pussy, warming herself up for the sex she now craved. "Please... please, I need it!'
Nelson chuckled and nodded, pulling his shirt off to expose his pale, flabby frame. "Yeah... Yeah, it's time!" he said, his breath coming in gasps and his face flushed with arousal. "Get up on the bed."
Cherry was ready as well. More than ready. She needed to get fucked, and it didn't matter that she was on camera or that Nelson was a completely unimpressive specimen. He was the only cock in the room, and Cherry was a bitch in heat. She leapt up onto the bed and grabbed Nelson's hips, drawing him closer with hunger in her eyes. "How do you want me, stud?" she asked, the words dripping off her lips without a hint of sarcasm. "Doggy? You want to fuck me from behind like the dirty bitch I am? Missionary? You want to get right in my face and fuck me down into the mattress while you see the submission in my eyes? Just tell me what you want and you get it, Master. This is all about you tonight."
But it looked like the number of choices had paralyzed Nelson. He stared down at Cherry with goggle-eyed confusion. He was like a kid in a candy store: presented with so many attractive choices that it was simply impossible to choose one. Cherry glanced over at Grace, but although she was grinning widely, it was obvious that she would be no help. Cherry was on her own here.
With Nelson's smaller size and Cherry's fat ass, doggy might not work. Missionary was straightforward and easy, but it did depend a lot on Nelson's skill and pacing himself.
"Cowgirl," said Cherry with a sultry smile. "I want to ride you. Lay down here, master." Being on top would allow Cherry to control the pace and depend less on Nelson's nonexistent skill as a lover.
Nelson seemed to have temporarily forgotten his dominant role, hurrying to comply with Cherry's suggestion. He scrambled back onto the bed, his cock pointing straight upward, quivering with eagerness for its first-ever opportunity to fuck a real pussy. Cherry slung one thick thigh over him, reaching down to take his cock in hand, small, stiff, and still slick with her saliva. She rubbed it over the glistening folds of her needy cunt, shuddering in pleasure at the feeling of aroused male flesh... even if it wasn't the big thick cock she craved.


She rose a little on her knees, just enough to slide Nelson's cock into position. He gasped beneath her, reaching up instinctively to grasp her hips. His face was plastered with a beaming grin that was almost endearing... despite how much of an awful little shit he was.
That's when Cherry saw Grace from the corner of her eyes, repositioning herself and zooming her phone camera way in as it pointed between Cherry's thighs, to where Nelson's cock lay, just barely parting her moist, freshly waxed lower lips. The reality of the situation crept back in for Cherry, filling her guts with churning anxiety.
This was a man she utterly despised. She had laughed at Nelson behind his back. Sneered at his amateurish attempts to win her attention. Felt a twinge of disgust every time he even ordered a beer from her. Considering that many of the viewers were regulars at the bar, it was especially humiliating to surrender this way to a man that they all knew she hated.
But Cherry was too far gone now; even the shameful truth couldn't restrain her sexual need. With a hot blush tinting her face vivid pink, she lowered her hips, easing Nelson's eager little cock inside her pussy and taking his virginity for all to see.
"Oh my Goddddd," breathed Nelson, his chest heaving with passion as he felt the tight embrace of the pussy he had obsessed over for months. His fingers dug tight into her wide hips. Trying to somehow pull her even closer, even though he was already inserted fully, with Cherry's juicy lips sealed around the base of his shrimpy cock.
It wasn't as stimulating as Cherry had hoped. She was used to a pleasant feeling of stretch during sex, and that was something that Nelson simply couldn't provide. The presence of the camera made up for it somewhat, just by increasing the shameful heat, but Cherry would need to provide most of the required stimulation herself.
Her hips rolled downward in a liquid grinding motion, her internal muscles squeezing Nelson tightly and making him whimper in pleasure, biting his lips and instinctually humping upward into her in a silent plea for more. Breathing in deep, ragged gasps, Cherry flexed her hips again and again, taking Nelson's cock inside at an increasingly frantic pace. It was working. She could feel the pleasure building inside her higher and higher.
She stared into the camera, her eyes dull and smoky with lust. A virgin she hated was going to make her cum. And hundreds, if not thousands were stroking to it right now. That made her feel almost a twisted sense of power. Even in her deepest disgrace, fucking a man on camera because her mistress commanded it, she still held all those jerkoff losers in the palm of her hand.
And maybe she had a message for all the anonymous men watching her defilement...
...
Steven watched and stroked, his cock hard and hot in his pumping fist as he saw his girlfriend's degrading act of betrayal.
She was as gorgeous as she had ever been, her silky blonde hair fluttering and her firm little tits bouncing with the up and down movements of her hips as she fucked annother man. Even now, Steven was certain that he was a better lover than Nelson. There was no way that little creep could make Charlotte feel better than him. But that didn't matter. Because it was Nelson who was deep inside his girlfriend now, not him. Charlotte had had every chance to speak with Steven today, and she had chosen not to.
This wasn't just Charlotte being forced into sex she didn't want. That was made obvious by her light moans of pleasure, how stiff her pink, pierced nipples were as their bouncing traced tiny circles in the air, and the wet, sloppy sounds that filled the room as her hips slapped up and down on Nelson's lap. Charlotte was wildly turned on right now. Steven tightened his grip as he stared into her moaning face. Had she ever been this horny when fucking him? He couldn't remember. Casting his mind back to the simple time before Grace fucked with them felt almost impossible.
It felt rawly, upsettingly arousing to be here in person, jerking off, alone and ignored in the closet while his girlfriend got off with another man. Steven had started the day so determined and confident, ready to save his girlfriend... and he hadn't just failed. No, he had done much worse than that. He was getting off to his failure. Making a mockery of his heroic instinct in an utterly disgraceful way.
Steven was wallowing in his own erotic misery so deeply that it shocked him when Charlotte spoke.
"That's right. Jerk that pathetic cock," she said with a voice roughened by pleasure.
A sizzling bolt of adrenaline passed up Steven's spine, positive that she was talking to him. But she wasn't looking toward the closet. Charlotte's eyes were focused on the camera in Grace's hands, speaking directly to her audience.
Still, her purring tone seemed to pierce straight through Steven's heart as she continued. "You wish that this was you, don't you?" she moaned, spreading her legs a little wider and leaning back as she pumped her hips up and down. "You wish that it was you inside this perfect pussy."
Grace moved forward, pointing the camera directly at the junction of Charlotte's luscious thighs. Steven focused there as well, letting out a light grunt into his gag as his hand pumped frantically up and down his slippery cock. Charlotte's plump, smooth lips swallowed the little nerd's stiff cock again and again, both shining with arousal as Charlotte's body undulated over him, tits bouncing and belly rolling with her muscular, grinding humps.
"Maybe it can be," purred Charlotte in a breathy voice, giving the camera a sultry stare. "Or maybe not. Maybe you don't deserve it..." God, Steven wished she were looking at him like that. Charlotte could be a bit of a tease outside the bedroom in their previous relationship, but she had always been loving in bed, even though Steven knew she used to have kinkier, more dominant sex with previous boyfriends. Now he felt like he had been cheated. Cheated of this red-hot, slutty side of Charlotte that he had never been worthy to see.
"But I want you to stroke that cock, and imagine that that fist is my sweet pussy," insisted Charlotte, her voice tinged with pleasure. "Imagine the day that you might be as lucky as this little loser..."
Steven felt his own inadequacy crash down on him, blending strangely with his arousal. Charlotte wasn't knowingly speaking to him, but she might as well have been. He may have lost his chance to fuck her forever. Maybe he would just become one of the losers jerking off to her, dreaming of how lucky he had once been to date her.
He wasn't the only one riled up by Charlotte's words.
Steven was shocked to hear Nelson growl, surging upward unexpectedly to turn the tables on Charlotte above him.
...
Cherry squeaked in alarm as Nelson surged upward with unexpected strength, reversing their positions and pushing her until her back hit the mattress. He loomed over her, breathing heavily with a wild look in his eyes, his cock pulsing and dripping between his legs. Cherry had felt creeped out by Nelson in the past, but as she looked up at him, trembling with desire and surprised by his sudden physical rush, she felt something she never expected.
Intimidation.
"Did you just call me a loser?" he snarled down at her, reaching down to absent-mindedly stroke his diamond-hard cock.
Cherry shook her head, feeling a pulse of heat between her legs at the sudden feeling of submission toward a man she would never have expected dominance from. "N-no, Master! I was just... I was just dirty talking the guys watching! I didn't mean that..."
Nelson reached down and grabbed her legs, roughly pulling her closer and spreading them wide, forcing another little gasp from between Cherry's glossy lips. "I'm going to show you who the loser is, you little slut." Nelson tapped his cock hard on Cherry's lightly parted lips, making an embarrassingly wet thwapping sound. Cherry moaned and squirmed. She had been just on the edge of orgasm before Nelson decided to turn the tables on her, and she wanted nothing more than to feel his cock inside her again.
"Yes, show me who's boss master! Fuck me... Fuck me until I can't say anything bad about you again." She was babbling, nearly incoherent, focused completely on the burning need between her legs rather than making any kind of sense. Grace had moved in close once again to capture Cherry's moment of complete, degrading surrender, but that was a distant concern for Cherry now. She needed to get fucked.
"Shut the fuck up and take your medicine," grunted Nelson. He pressed her thighs back hard and squatted over her in a frog-like position. He was taking her in a mating press, no doubt a position he was familiar with from porn. Cherry was pinned beneath his body, feeling helpless and restrained as he entered her deep and swiftly. His size was still less than Cherry would have wanted, but the forced submission of the position sent pleasant thrills of weak, helpless pleasure through every nerve of her body. She was already about to cum the second he inserted his cock, and the only thing that came out of her mouth as Nelson bore down on her, huffing and puffing as he began to pump his hips, were loud, sloppy moans.
Nelson was making up for his lack of experience with sheer anger, thrusting with hard, wild instinctual force down into Cherry's quivering pussy. "You're the loser, you pathetic slut," he grunted, his eyes brimming with his first taste of dominance. "You thought you were so much better than me... and now this pussy is mine. Isn't it?"
"Fuckkkk! Oh fuck Master Yessss! This pussy is yooours!" moaned Cherry, her toes curling and her thighs quivering as she was fucked down into the mattress by Nelson's frantic thrusts. She knew it, body and soul: she had lost to Nelson today. And not just because Grace told her to. She was genuinely submitting to Nelson now, whether she liked it or not.
"Now show all of those guys you were teasing how a loser cums!" commanded Nelson, his voice getting tighter and wheezier as he reached the end of his lacking stamina. But what he had was enough.
Cherry whined and gasped as she felt a powerful orgasm tearing through her body, making her flush all over with wicked heat. She gripped the sheets beneath her tight, her whole body straining and her pussy constricting tight around Nelson's cock, which was still plunging into her over and over. Fuck she felt good. The shame and hate of fucking the loser she had rejected over and over again intertwined inside her, melting together into acidic pleasure that burned through her veins. Her back arched and her hips tilted, her pussy milking the cock inside her rhythmically as some primal instinct inside her begged for the cum of her conqueror.
She felt Nelson twitch inside her as he let out a high-pitched, strangled yell, sharply at odds with his dominant tone a second before. He was cumming, flooding her pussy with his sperm just like he had always dreamed about. Grace swooped in, capturing every detail as his sticky white cum leaked out around the sides of his cock, dripping down from Cherry's pussy to her ass.
Cherry put a hand over her eyes, shuddering and gasping from the shameful orgasm that was still rolling through her. She wasn't someone she recognized anymore. The old her would never have cum for Nelson... would never even have touched him with a ten-foot pole. But Grace was changing her... molding her day by day. And Cherry had no idea what the final version of her would be. As the orgasm faded, and along with it the sexual heat that had been papering over Cherry's inner turmoil, shame filled her to the brim.
After being silent for the sex itself, Grace finally piped up. "Well, stud... was losing that v-card everything you hoped it would be?"
Nelson withdrew, leaving Cherry filled and dripping. Cherry uncovered her eyes and stared up to see him looking down his nose at her, where she lay sweaty, naked, and leaking his cum from her pussy. His face lit up in a ghastly smile.
"When can I fuck her again?" he asked, with an edge of addict's hunger in his voice.
...
Steven sat slumped back on the floor of the closet, some of Grace's boots poking him painfully in the back. He didn't care. A little back pain hardly mattered when his world seemed to be crumbling. He had removed the ball gag. Hopefully, he wouldn't catch shit for that from Grace later, but at this point, it no longer felt relevant.
A shameful load of semen dripped slowly down the closet door in front of him. He watched the progress of the drops as they slowly slid toward the floor. There was something fucked up inside him, he decided. True, Grace had dug up his worst impulses and encouraged them, but there had to be some sort of twisted weakness inside him in the first place for her to find. No well-adjusted person would have a deep, toe-curling, stomach-clenching orgasm to the sight of a sweaty nerd creampieing the love of his life.
He had heard voices murmuring in the bedroom for a few minutes after he collapsed back onto the floor, but at this point, he was barely paying attention anymore, lost in his thoughts.
Oddly, his determination to somehow break Grace's hold on Grace was still powerful, maybe even more so. He had a healthy new respect for Grace, who had effortlessly outplayed him today and gotten everything she wanted, but that just made him want to save Charlotte from her cruelty even more.
But today's debacle had proven that he had to be smarter about it.
Steven's thoughts were interrupted by Grace throwing open the closet door. For one white-hot moment of panic, Steven thought he was about to be revealed to Nelson and Charlotte, but beside the sweaty imprint of their bodies on the bed and a trickle of semen, there was no sign of them. They must have left the room while Steven was in his funk.
Grace immediately glanced down at the spurts of semen on the door and snickered. "Gross, Cuck. You're lucky that I don't make you clean that up! But unfortunately, I need to claim my prize and get you out of here before Cherry finishes her shower."
Now that she said it, Steven realized that he did hear a shower running. Cherry was right in the other room... so close, but yet so far. He could only assume that Grace would still prevent him from speaking to her, even if Cherry did welcome him bursting into the bathroom.
He almost got so caught up in his thoughts that he almost missed what Grace had said. "Wait... your prize?"
Grace laughed again, taking a step forward and making Steven scramble back unconsciously until his back hit the closet wall. "Of course! You didn't forget about our little bet, did you?" Her shadow fell over Steven as she stepped forward again, now looming over him directly. "You said that you could stop Cherry from fucking Nelson... I said you couldn't. And despite cheating... well, you saw exactly what happened, didn't you, you naughty boy?"
Fuck... what had he bet again? Steven hadn't even been thinking about it. He had been too wrapped up in the intensity of the moment. "You... said that you would control my dick for a week," he said, his mouth suddenly dry.
'Uh-huh," said Grace with a chuckle. She pulled her hand out from behind her back, holding a metal contraption with a tiny lock and key attached to its side.
"And I think I know just what I want to do with it."
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"F-fuck... I can't... I can't do this anymore, Z!" gasped Claire desperately, beads of sweat rolling down her face. "I have another client coming in ten minutes."
"I guess you'd better cum for me then, Claire Bear," said Zane's low, amused voice over the phone. "Wouldn't want anyone walking in on you doing something this slutty."
"Oh Godddd," whined Claire, her fingers circling her clit madly as her other hand clutched the phone to her ear. "Z... maybe if you sent me something... Just a little peek of..."
"Inspiration?" Zane let out a chuckle. "I think I can do that for you. This time. Since you're in such a big hurry."
A second later, Claire's phone pinged, and she lowered it from her face, her eyes frantic and greedy as she stared down at the picture Zane had sent. There it was... Claire could feel the pleasure between her spread thighs roar into a blazing inferno at the sight of her lover's cock, tall and proud, throbbing with masculine power.
In seconds, the orgasm she had been chasing for her entire phone conversation with Zane crashed over her, swallowing her up in its white-hot intensity.
She could hear Zane's voice murmuring from the speakers, but for now, she was only focused on the glorious image of his cock as her fingers strummed her clit and her toes curled with pleasure.
Finally, she sighed and collapsed back in her chair, raising the phone back to her ear. "Well, did that take care of your stress, Claire Bear?" asked Zane, a twist of amusement coloring his voice.
"A little," said Claire with a gentle snort. She reached down to pull her panties up from her left ankle, where they dangled, bunched up.It was embarrassing that Zane could convince her to do shameful things like maturbating at work, but it didn't do much harm in the end. Claire had already learned that giving in and being a little slutty for Zane could be lots of fun... as long as she was careful that things didn't go too far.
"But when am I going to be able to see you again?" she asked, trying her best to sound confident rather than needy. She and Zane were two busy professionals, and it was inveitable that at some point their schedules would conflict. It had been nearly a week since she had seen him in person... and she had to admit that she was kind of missing him. Or his cock at least.
"Tomorrow," said Zan confidently. It was one of the things that Claire found irresistible about him, even if it was a little annoying at the same time. Dan would have asked her if tomorrow would work for her. Zane just told her when they would meet like she had no say.
The next thing he said pleased her significantly less.
"I'm taking you out."
The very idea caused a sneaking feeling of unease to sprout up in Claire's chest. "Not possible," she countered, trying to sound equally firm and confident. "I'm having an affair with you, remember? We need to keep a low profile."
Claire wished that, for once, Zane would just accept that she had put her foot down and move on, but he seemed never to back down from this type of confrontation as a matter of principle.
"Trust me, Claire Bear, where we're going, no one will recognise you."
Claire sighed and rubbed her temple, but by now she was familiar with the feeling growing inside her. The feeling that it wouldn't be that bad. That it would be kind of hot and fun, actually, to let her dominant lover have his way.
"Come on," coaxed Zane. "You keep saying you belong to me. You even let me mark you. But what good is that if I can't ever show off the hot little slut I own to other people?"
Fuck. It did sound hot. Not just Zane's sex kitten in private, but on his arm out in the world, showing everyone that she belonged to him...
"It can't be anywhere that someone could even possibly recognise me," she said reluctantly.
"I'll even get you a wig," promised Zane, an eye-rollingly smug undercurrent in his voice.
"Fine. Text me what time and we can meet at your place," said Claire, and hung up, tossing her phone onto her desk irritably. Even now, when she had given in on so many things, it still stung a little to cave and do what Zane wanted. Without thinking, Claire's hand rose to gently touch the outer swell of her breast over her blouse, right over where the Henna bear tattoo stained her skin.
Zane was leaving a different type of mark on her... one that might last longer than the dye marking her breast. And that idea filled her with terror and excitement.
...
Claire glanced at her husband over her book, watching as he frowned down at his phone, clear tension in his face. Things had been strained between them for the past week, and the reason why was obvious.
Claire fed her husband Zane's cum on the night of their date. Dan still didn't realize that, thank God. Claire had to imagine that a revelation like that would be the end of their marriage, no matter how submissive Dan was.
But what she had done openly was more than enough to make things awkward between them since then. Even if the cum was a secret, Claire had openly flirted with other men while dressed like a slut, denied her husband sex, then heavily teased him with the idea of pursuing other men. And, even worse as far as Dan's self-esteem was concerned, the entire experience had made him hard as a rock, and then had given him a powerful orgasm.
They had learned a lot about each other that night, and Claire knew that they were both still processing what that meant. They hadn't had any sort of sexual encounter since then, and Claire wasn't exactly sure if it was because she was still denying Dan sex, or if he wasn't ready yet. Maybe a mix of both.
Regardless, the revelations about Dan's cuckold fetish did make Claire feel less guilty about her dalliances with Zane. Maybe it was just natural for her to lust after other men if Dan was aroused by other men wanting her.
Wasn't she just giving him what he subconsciously desired? Overall, it made it much easier to make excuses.
"I'm going to be out with a client tonight," she said mildly.
Dan looked up, a frown of discomfort twisting his face. "Oh? Tonight? You mean like... late?"
"Yes," said Claire serenely, staring into her husband's eyes without a trace of guilt. "He's a big fish. I want to butter him up, see if I can squeeze a little more out of him."
Dan's eyes widened at her brazen declaration that she planned to be out late with another man. It was yet another provocation dangled in front of him. A chance for him to put his foot down and be a real man.
Claire maintained challenging eye contact. Would Dan object? Openly declare that he didn't trust her? Or would he fold, deciding to trust her faithfulness despite her teasing?
Claire knew the answer even before Dan looked away.
"Just... be safe," he said weakly.
Claire glanced at his crotch before returning to her book. There might have been a bulge there. With Dan's size, it was sometimes difficult to tell.
"Yes, dear. I always am."
...
Claire felt anxiety twisting her belly more and more as they sped through town in Zane's luxury SUV. She tucked a strand from the high-quality blonde wig Zane had provided behind her ear nervously, shifting in the leather seat and feeling it stick slightly to her thighs.
Her old, proud, practical self was waking up now that this seemed close to actually happening, bringing up a furious list of reasons why this was an awful idea.
All it would take was one client, or, God forbid, one of her friends, to recognize her, and everything would be over. Not only would she be seen publicly with the ugly little pornographer who had somehow conquered her; just being seen in this dress alone would be enough to make her a laughing stock.
It was made of gaudy, shimmery gold cloth, with a tiny, flowy little skirt that came barely a quarter of the way down her thighs and put her at risk of flashing the whole world her panties if she made any sudden moves.
But she was used to short skirts by now. But this dress left her feeling exposed in other ways. The design of the dress left her back completely bare, with just two strips of cloth covering her tits and coming up to loop over her neck. Even those cloth strips themselves were only barely adequate, leaving enough side-boob uncovered to display a little peek of her new tattoo.
The dress left her feeling almost naked, although all the most critical areas were covered. And she wouldn't just be in public in this dress. She would be with Zane. Acting as his slutty bombshell arm candy. Displaying her curvy body as a sort of decoration to advertise her lover's power and dominance. It offended everything she once believed about her place in the world.
She shivered, and Zane reached over, laying a broad palm on her leg as he drove, eyes forward on the road. "Relax," he said simply. "You're with me. I'll take care of you."
The notion that Zane could take care of her better than she could look out for herself was so condescending that it should have enraged her. But instead, she did feel calmer. Zane was bringing her into a world that he understood, as his guest. And all she had to do was depend on him. That was relaxing in its own way.
Before she knew it, they were parking and making the short walk to the club. Claire wasn't a total novice at walking in high heels. They were basically a requirement of women's formal wear after all. But still, the height of the sparkly golden stilettos that Zane had lent her to match her dress made her cling to Zane's arm as they walked. They made her look even more like the simpering eye candy that Zane wanted her to be.
Zane had brought them somewhere simply called "Quiver", which he had assured Claire was currently one of the hottest nightclubs in town. Not that that mattered that much to her. But it was obvious that he had been telling the truth. There was a line down the block for the club's front door.
Zane breezed right past the end of the line, headed for the front. Claire wasn't sure if he had some kind of connection or if he was just that confident that he was sure he could talk their way inside. But that question wasn't what concerned her most at the moment; she was far too distracted by the male attention that her skimpy dress was attracting.
As she clicked her way down the sidewalk past the waiting line, wolf-whistles, low cat calls, and dozens of appreciative eyes followed the progress of her swaying hips. She grew more and more uncomfortable as they went. Showing up at the restaurant in a slutty dress last week had been bad enough, but at least the men there had been high-class enough to keep their thoughts to themselves. The whistles and groans and furtive calls of "Over here, mama" and "Damn, come back here, pretty lady" felt like direct insults.
Zan must have felt her bubbling rage, because he chuckled and, shockingly, reached down to squeeze Clalire's ass, saying under his breath. "They're jealous, Claire Bear. The men because you're mine, and the women because of how fucking fantastic you look. You're a status symbol right now. A luxury watch. An expensive car. Enjoy it."
Claire glanced over and noticed for the first time that Zane was absolutely correct. Claire saw glinting glares of disapproval from the women waiting in line, even though many of them were wearing outfits just as revealing as hers. Being a sex object was an uncomfortable and humiliating idea to her... but she had to admit that it was kind of hot that all of the men in the line wanted her and all the women wanted to be her.
And then there was the added twist of being Zane's property in public for the first time. It was intoxicating to submit to the obnoxious oaf in private, but to have his hand squeeze her plump ass in front of all these people dialed her steamy sexual embarrassment up to eleven.
Apparently, it wasn't even a question whether they would get in. The heavyset bouncer at the front of the line had sleepy eyes and a grim expression, but his face broke into a wide grin when he saw Zane coming, and he clasped hands eagerly with the short, hairy man when he got close.
"Damn, Zane, you outdid yourself with this one!" said the man in a deep, rumbling voice, speaking about Claire as if she wasn't even there. "Is she working yet? I've got to up my subscription!"
Claire felt a flare of furious heat flash through her, her old instincts rising to the surface to tell this presumptuous man to get fucked. Before she could speak, Zane's hand, which still rested on her ass, rose and fell in a shark little spank, making her intake of breath to start yelling into a strangled gasp.
"Nope, this one is strictly business rather than pleasure," said Zane, tipping the big man a wink that Claire was too distracted to notice. "But keep an eye on the site. I promise you there will be lots of new material soon. Now, would it be any issue if we head inside?"
The Bouncer laughed as he stepped aside and waved them forward, much to the apparent annoyance of the group of women waiting impatiently at the front of the line. "I think the boss would have my nuts if I tried to stop you. You have a nice evening, Mr. Kruger."
Zane pulled her forward by the hand, and they entered the pulsing darkness of the Club Quiver.
The noise hit Claire like a physical force, pounding against her skin and throbbing in her ears. It didn't sound like music to her so much as the deep, booming pulse of a massive heart. Lights flashed and strobed with blinding neon hues, illuminating the darkness in one moment before leaving the club in shrouding darkness again the next. Claire felt the brush of hot, sweaty bodies against her exposed body as Zane pulled her forward, although her eyes had not adjusted well enough for her to make out faces. It almost felt like she was rubbing against one massive, multilimbed organism, twitching to the throbbing beat. The hot air was heavy with the scent of perfume, cologne, sweat, and alcohol; a primal scent that spoke of lust and wild abandon.
Claire's eyes finally began to adjust, and she took in Club Quiver as an actual space rather than a sensory experience. It was a large open room with a huge dance floor and tables scattered around the edges. On one side of the room, there was a slightly raised VIP area with fancier tables, and on the other side sat a bar, mobbed by a crowd of eager patrons looking for a drink.
Even now that her eyes had adjusted to the wild mix of flashing lights and near darkness, the atmosphere of the club was overwhelming to Claire. She had never been much of a club-goer herself. There had been a handful of trips with girlfriends in college, but the issue was always the same. Claire hated aggressive male attention, and men at clubs refused to be discouraged when they saw a woman as beautiful and curvy as Claire. No amount of cold dismissal or flat out rudeness could convince them she was only there to dance with her friends.
And Claire could feel the same thing right now in the hot, electric air of the club. Her arrival in the slutty, flashy dress had awakened the appetites of the men around within sight range, and they were already devouring her luscious body with heated eyes. But, like she had been noticing more and more lately, things had changed inside Claire. The obvious appreciative glances at her chest and plump rear as she brushed past men in the crowd no longer made her bristle with indignation, but instead raised the temperature on the simmering heat boiling low in her belly. Zane had taught her the pleasure of dominant male attention, and now that she had a taste for it, simply rolling her eyes and scoffing at the men nearly drooling over her body was no longer an option.
Zane's hand stayed slung possessively over her waist as they walked, casually laying claim to the premium piece of ass that all the men of the club desired. It was just like she had envisioned when Zane made the invitation: she was his arm candy right now. Like he said: a status symbol as lavish and gaudy as the expensive watch on his wrist. It was a demeaning thought, but it still made Claire's stomach twist with dark desire.
They finally reached a high-top table that was empty except for some scattered drink glasses. Zane craned his neck so that his lips were almost right up against Claire's ear and yelled to be heard over the pounding electronic music.
"I need to make sure we're on the list for the VIP area. Wait here."
He squeezed her ass possessively and then was lost in the swirl of the crowd before Claire could say a word in return, leaving her alone at the table.
Claire felt the change in atmosphere instantly. A moment ago, the men in the surrounding crowd had been casting veiled looks at her body. Checking out her ass and tits with obvious interest, but held at bay by Zane, a man with first claim. But now that intense interest sharpened. She felt like she was a doe encircled by wolves. It was the same as she remembered from going out with her friends in college. Except this time, she was dressed like a complete slut, and her heart was pounding in her throat with reluctant arousal.
A muscular man with slicked-back hair was the first one to break from the crowd, sauntering up with his eyes blazing, locking onto her gaze for a moment before sweeping down her body in an obvious and performative show of interest, Just like Zane, he had to come close to be heard, but his presence felt invasive as he leaned close into Claire's personal space. She could smell his too-strong cologne, spicy and sharp... feel the feverish heat radiating off his body.
"How you doing, little mama? Can I buy you a drink?" His voice was deep, with a rough edge. Claire was momentarily taken aback by his breathtaking confidence. What kind of man got this close to a woman he had just met? She could feel his pushy, arrogant masculinity rolling off him in waves, just as strong as his cologne. She knew that she had to refuse his attention. She wanted to refuse his attention. But right now, coming here with Zane had put her into a peculiar passive mindset. Right now, she wasn't Claire the conquering self-made badass... the skimpy dress and blonde wig had transformed her into Claire Bear, the slutty, simpering eye candy, and even though she reached inside herself to find a sharp, angry voice to set this presumptuous man straight, she came up empty-handed.
"Come on, pretty lady, you don't need to be so shy. Lose the little fatty and come talk to me," rumbled the man, a sly grin spreading across his face. His hand moved to catch her wrist, and Claire felt a spike of fear that somehow didn't dampen her growing arousal one bit.
And then, without warning, a flabby but familiar arm slid around her waist, and Zane's bulk was at her side once again. He grinned up at the man with an expression that was friendly, but had a noticeable edge to it.
"Sorry, man," he shouted over the music in a tone that wasn't the least bit apologetic, "She has all the drinks she needs."
The stranger stood there for a moment with a flat, bemused expression. Clearly, he wasn't inclined to give up when confronted with someone he had just dismissed as a "little fatty". He raised an eyebrow and took a challenging cross-armed stand that puffed out his chest and emphasized the bulging biceps that he probably had to slave away at the gym to maintain.
But Zane continued to stare up at him, his eyes sharp and his grin sharper, refusing to back down despite their difference in size, looking confrontational but not distressed. His fingers didn't even tighten on Claire's hip; they simply lay there with a sense of confident ownership.
The man opened his mouth, then tilted his head, confused. It seemed to go utterly against his expectations that Zane would be so confident. A flicker of doubt crossed the tall man's expression, and a second later, he had slipped into the crowd in search of easier prey.


Claire could feel the attitude of the crowd change once again. The men looked on in grudging respect as Zane led her away through the crowd toward the VIP area, his arm firmly around her. She had been claimed publicly: she belonged to Zane, and no one else could have her.
All of the other men probably assumed that she was with a fat, ugly troll like Zane for his money, but the truth was even more humiliating than being a gold digger. Zane had won her submission fair and square: with utter confidence and a big, tempting cock. It wasn't just a superficial appearance: she really was his. She had sworn it while he claimed her cheating pussy with his magnificent cock, and even though she hadn't meant it sincerely at the time, she was starting to feel that ownership more and more deeply with every dominant display of affection her lover made.
...
Even though the VIP area was still in the same open room, the sound was much quieter here thanks to careful placement of the speakers. Zane led her to a rounded booth by the wall that looked like it could seat 12. They slid into it alone, and Zane cracked open the bottle of vodka that was already waiting for them in a bucket of ice, pouring a healthy measure over a glass of ice and sliding it to Claire.
She took a sip of the drink and gave him a long, considering stare over the rim of her glass. Zane had opened a lot of new doors for her. Experiences she had never dreamed she would have. And interacting with him in public was yet another strange new world for her. She just wasn't the type of girl who let a man lead and take charge, and although Zane had taught her the pleasure of submission in bed, it still felt strange to be a pliant and docile woman for him where others could see.
But she had to admit that it had been pretty hot... the way that Zane had taken charge of that situation, confidently defending her and staking his claim all at once. It was unfair to keep comparing him to Dan, but Claire couldn't help but remember last week when Dan had just blushed and squirmed while a different confident man flirted with her.
Just as she suspected, Zane wasn't the type to be disrespected that way; he was in charge at all times. But still, Claire might have ceded control to Zane during their private time, but some remaining dignity inside her prompted her to try to draw a boundary here.
You didn't have to do that," she said tentatively, watching as Zqane poured himself a class of expensive vodka twice as full as hers. "I can take care of myself, Z."
Zane took a long pull of his drink, then, without a word, scooted closer to Claire until they were hip to hip. He reached up, his expression serious and his eyes blazing with desire, then cupped her face and pulled her into a deep, unexpected kiss. Even though it happened so suddenly, Claire leaned eagerly into the kiss, her tongue dancing with Zane's as it slipped dominantly between her lips. She swooned at the powerful confidence her man put into his kiss, gripping the front of his shirt and pulling him closer. She tasted the burn of alcohol on his tongue, felt the heat of his lips pressed against her, and she surrendered to the pleasure of being his for a long, sweet moment.
Finally, Zane broke the kiss. "I did have to, Claire Bear. I told you that when you were with me, nothing would happen to you. And there was no fucking way I was going to go back on that promise."
It was a cheesy line, but the unbelievable confidence in Zane's eyes when he said it made Claire's cheeks flush even as she rolled her eyes. A smile crept across her lips that she wasn't able to repress. "Well... I guess it is kind of nice to have someone I can always rely on," she grudgingly admitted.
Zane lifted her hand to his mouth and planted a showy kiss on it. "That's something I can guarantee, Claire Bear. When you're with Z, you get the five-star princess treatment. Always."
"And how exactly am I supposed to pay you back for that?" asked Claire. It sounded sarcastic in her head, but somehow as it was on its way out of her lips, the phrase picked up a little unintended heat. The dim, pulsing atmosphere of the club was getting to her, making her feel woozy, mixing with her growing arousal.
"Well." Said Zane with a cocky smirk. "I can think of at least one way." One of his hands slipped behind Claire's hip and pressed outward while the otherOne of hissd up behind her hips and pressed forward, while the other reached up to her shoulder, pressing down. The combination of movements took Claire by surprise, and she stared at Zane in bewilderment for a moment, not sure what he was even trying to do. It wasn't until her butt slid off the seat and Zane pushed down more firmly, beginning to push her beneath the table, that her eyes widened with understanding.
"Are you fucking crazy?" hissed Claire angrily, her eyes darting around the VIP area as she pushed back against Zane's hand. "There are people around!"
But that stupid cocky smile never left Zane's face. "Aww, come on Claire Bear," he said calmly, "They won't know if you don't make a big deal about it. Loosen up a little. You did ask me how you could repay me after all."
Claire wasn't sure why she was even surprised at this point, but pushing her under the table was so breathtakingly arrogant that she was at a loss for words.
Fine. He does have a point, after all. If I fight him on this, it will only draw more attention. He can get me under the table, but he can't get more than that. I'll wait down there for a minute until he realizes that I won't play his stupid game, then come back up.
Claire stopped fighting, and a moment later, she was in the even dimmer light beneath the table of the VIP booth. She took a deep breath, her heart pounding in her chest as she crouched beneath the table. Her mind raced with frantic thoughts. Had anyone seen Zane push her down here? If she stayed, would they assume what she was doing? The dark tablecloth hanging down from the table's edge at least mostly obscured her from casual glances, but a part of her still wanted to crawl back out from under the table immediately.
But that part of her faltered and faded into silence as Zane unzipped, fishing his magnificent cock out of his pants right before her eyes. It throbbed, stiff and veiny and powerful in the dim pulsing light beneath the table. Claire could smell his musk in the stuffy, cramped space. Her body responded powerfully to the presence of the perfect masculine specimen in front of her, her pussy instantly coming alive with a flush of heat and her nipples rising instantly to stiffness beneath her slutty dress.
She took a shuddering breath as her pupils dilated and her mouth started to water. She felt drunk, even though she had only had one drink. Suddenly, she was a lot less concerned with how demeaning it was to suck Zane's cock under a table in a busy club and a lot more interested in how fucking good it would feel to wrap her lips around his throbbing shaft.
She hesitated for a moment, biting her lip. This wasn't the kind of woman she was. She didn't suck cock in public... But on the other hand, it was dark, and there was a tablecloth in the way that would prevent people from seeing what was happening exactly. She was wearing a disguise anyway... The idea of submitting to Zane's will and doing this slutty act for him seemed unbelievably hot. Just like he always had, Zane was pushing her to greater depths of sexual depravity. And the very act of giving in was irresistibly arousing.
Shocked at herself for going this far, her whole body flushed with shame and arousal, Claire crawled awkwardly over, between Zane's parted knees. He grinned smugly down at her from above, looking particularly grotesque from below with his soft double chin, sprinkled liberally with stubble. He said something inaudible in the bone-deep pulsing beat of the club's music, but Claire almost heard the words spoken directly into her soul. In any case, his lips were easy to read.
"Suck my cock, Claire Bear."
She obeyed, reaching out trembling hands to grip his thick shaft at the root while leaning forward to plant a soft, submissive kiss on its swollen tip. The salty taste of her master's precum immediately spread over her pouty lips, and she licked it away before eagerly pressing forward to take his cock deep into her mouth.
Fuck I'm actually doing this. I'm sucking cock in public. What the fuck is wrong with me?
She could hear the buzz of conversation nearby, see the shadows of people dancing sprayed across the wall by the lurid pulsing lights. It made her pulse race and her pussy throb between her shaking thighs. God, this so fucking slutty... She slowly sank her head down Zane's cock, swirling her tongue around it as she went, serving the man who owned her. Proving to the world that she belonged to him.
Luckily, no one seemed to immediately notice the curvy woman stuffed beneath the VIP table, allowing Claire to begin bobbing her head up and down Zane's pulsating cock, staring up into his gloating eyes as she bathed every inch of his veiny shaft with her tongue. She felt drenched in filthy heat, her panties humid with raging desire. It was too much temptation to bear. While she continued to smoothly sheathed her lover's cock in her wet, warm mouth, her hand slipped down to rub and touch the surface of the slutty thong that Zane had lent her, adding to the delicious, taboo pleasure of her public service.
She had hesitated at first, but now that she had started, Clairre found the semi-public blowjob perversely thrilling. She started to take Zane cock deeper and deeper, preparing to deep throat him. If Zane wanted to embarrass her with a public sex act, let's see how he liked his own little taste of public exposure. I'll make him cum, and we can see how he plays off his orgasm face in front of the crowd. Serves the pervy fucker right.
That was when she heard it.
"Zane! What's happening, my man?" Shit. It was a deep, charming male voice, and by the sound of it, it was coming from someone who was only a few feet away from the table. Claire froze with Zane's cock lodged deep in her mouth, looking up at him with wide, anxious eyes. Zane didn't look down. Instead, he laid a hand on the back of Claire's head. She interpreted it as a gesture of reassurance and waited for Zane to get rid of whoever this acquaintance was.
"Caleb! Buddy! It's been too long!' said Zane with his usual sleazy confidence, not sounding at all like a man who was secretly receiving oral sex beneath the table. Something about the name combined with the man's voice tickled something in Claire's mind, but she was too busy not breathing and praying she wasn't noticed with a cock buried in her mouth to think about it too hard.
"You're telling me!" said the stranger, and Claire heard his voice drawing even closer. Come the fuck on, Zane! Get rid of this guy. She tried to stealthily spit out Zane's cock, hoping to minimize the damage. It still would be pretty obvious what had been happening if the man saw her kneeling there with Zane's cock out, but anything was better than getting caught in the act itself. But Zane apparently had other plans. As she tried to withdraw, his hand grew firmer, holding her down against his crotch and keeping his thick, throbbing cock wedged between her lips.
She hoped that he would quickly get rid of the strange man he had decided to speak to while holding her head down on his cock. But, much to Claire's shock, Zane took a different route.
"Have a seat, buddy, have something to drink!" said Zane companionably.
Claire had only a moment of white-hot panic as the man slid into the booth. She was frozen with shock, heart in her throat and cock in her mouth. And then it was too late. A handsome black man slid into view, sitting next to Zane. His eyes met hers, and in that moment, Claire realized that she recognized him. It was Caleb Lemarc. A minor celebrity famous mainly because of his much more famous popstar father. A favorite of the tabloid press for his good looks, his habit of serially dating celebrities, and his bad-boy behavior.
Caleb's mouth dropped open as he saw the shocked and embarrassed woman kneeling beneath the table, her mouth full of Zane's cock, then he threw his head back and clapped his hands, roaring with laughter. "Holy shit, Zane! You should have told me you were busy! The poor girl..."
Zane smirked and looked down into Claire's eyes. "Don't worry, Caleb. She loves it. Don't you, Claire Bear?" And then, the prick had the audacity to wink.
Mortified rage and embarrassment bubbled up inside Claire, but somehow, a fresh wave of submissive arousal came with it. Zane had been training her, bit by bit, to respond to his pushy arrogance; to flush with desire when he showed her off as his property. And what was more arrogant than stuffing her mouth with dick in front of another man? What more humiliating show could there be?
Claire hovered with indecision for a moment, feeling the pulse of arousal inside her warrring with the shock and anger of being deliberately exposed by Zane.
Then Caleb spoke again. "Come on, sweetheart," he said with a laugh, "Don't stop because I'm here. I'm not going to tell anybody. And I think it's fucking hot." It was undoubtedly a sleazy thing to say, but something about his half-joking, casual tone strangely did put Claire a little more at ease.
"You heard the man, Claire Bear," said Zane, his hand growing a little firmer where it rested on the back of her head. "Finish what you started. Let's put on a little show for my friend, huh? Weren't you the one telling me that you were desperate for my cock yesterday?"
Claire's face flushed red. She certainly didn't remember putting it that way, but Zane did have a point. She had wanted to reconnect with him sexually after a week away. The twisting lust inside her and the heartbeat pulse of the music once again made her head feel fuzzy. Was it really that big a deal to suck a cock in front of a guy she didn't even know? She had done worse in front of her assistant. And she was wearing a wig anyway... who was to say Caleb would even recognise her if they met again?
It would feel so fucking good to submit and let Zane have his way...
Hating Zane for making her do this... hating herself for loving it so much, Claire swirled her tongue lazily around the cock lodged in her mouth. Zane let out a groan of satisfaction, then began applying rhythmic pressure with his hand, moving Claire's mouth up and down his shaft, fucking her face and displaying his dominance in front of their new audience.
"Oh fuck man," commented Caleb in a voice that was half-amused, half-aroused, "She's a real freak, isn't she?"
"Fuck yes, she is," said Zane in a rough grunt, increasing the speed of the sloppy public blowjob. "She would do anything for this dick."
The words made the blended anger and lust inside Claire spiral even higher. Mostly because they were true. She never would have guessed that she would want a man so badly that she would humiliate herself like this. Zane's smug eyes burned into her as his throbbing manhood plunged into her mouth, stretching her lips again and again. His gaze was approving... but also victorious. He had beaten her again, this time in a game she didn't even know she was playing. Caleb's eyes blazed as well. This was how he met her... as a bimbo on her knees, choking on a dick beneath a table in public. This was all she would ever be to him. One of Zane's slutty floozies.
The twisted erotic wrongness of the situation was so hot that Claire began touching herself again, augmenting the roaring emotions and pleasure inside her. She would have words with Zane later about respect and restraint. But right now, all that she wanted was to turn this roaring inferno of lust inside her into a deep, satisfying climax. At least the tablecloth and the angle of her body meant that the men enjoying the spectacle of her humiliating blowjob wouldn't be able to tell she was masturbating. She tugged her soaked panties to the side and began rubbing her aching cunt, sharpening and intensifying the weak, submissive pleasure winding tight in her core.
I'm going to cum... Fuck, I'm going to cum from sucking cock... in fucking public.
The heated thought burst through her mind just as Zane grunted, pulling her down harshly until he was balls deep, stretching her throat wide. She could feel his cock pulse and jerk, and then hot spashes of thick, gooey cum were spurting down her throat. She closed her eyes and let out a choked, sloppy moan around Zane's cock as her orgasm washed over her. She continued circling her clit with needy fingers as Zane dominantly shot his hot, thick load of cum down her throat. Her crouching thighs trembled as perverse heat pulsed through every square inch of her body. She could feel the intense interest of their audience of one. It was one thing to cum like a slut for Zane where only he could see... Even letting go into embarrassing orgasm in the presence of Perlah and Leah hadn't been that bad: she knew that they had done the same with Zane.
But Caleb was a stranger, and she could feel his disrespectful judgment pouring off him in waves, no matter how much her slutty show pleased him. His dark, handsome eyes only drove her orgasm to greater heights.
Finally, Zane was finished, and he pulled his softening cock from between Claire's panting lips, leaving a few salty drips of semen behind on her tongue. Claire's orgasm left her as well, and she hastily tucked her panties back over her dripping pussy. Now that the heat of the moment was cooling, crushing shame took the place of her lust, and Caleb's mocking grin no longer seemed quite so arousing.
Claire had the sudden impulse to retreat under the tablecloth and hide. But that would simply be ridiculous. The only way through this was to pretend it was no big deal, get through an awkward conversation with this semi-famous stranger, and hope that they never met again... or that if they did, he wouldn't recognise her. Claire awkwardly slipped out from beneath the table and sat on Zane's other side, keeping her eyes down and self-consciously adjusting her skimpy dress and blonde wig.
"You already know Caleb I'm sure," said Zane jovially to Claire as he zipped up his pants. He turned to Caleb, and in a jolt of adrenaline, Claire realized what he was about to do.
She managed to get out a warning, "Zane..." but it was too late, Zane was already pushing forward with the mutual introduction.
"Caleb, this is Claire Harrison, my interior designer. She's a pro. If you ever need a room redone, give her a call."
Calire sat stunned, her mouth open, as Caleb snickered, a smirk cracking his handsome face. "Oh, I can tell that she's skilled. I think I could find a use for her... services."
Claire barely heard him. Her pulse was pounding in her ears. Fuck. He used my real name. He told him my real fucking job! Now someone knows who I am... and that I fucking suck dick in public!
After a fresh orgasm, none of this felt hot. Instead, the only thing left inside of Claire was red-hot rage. Zane was saying something else in his infuriatingly smarmy voice, but Claire was in no mood to listen anymore. She stood on shaking legs, powered by rage alone, and turned away, marching straight toward the exit. She heard Zane calling after her, but didn't slow down.
She knew he loved pushing boundaries, but he should have known that this was going too fucking far.
She was almost to the door when Zane caught her wrist from behind. She jerked it out of his grip and turned toward him, her eyes wild with rage.
"Where do you think you're going, Claire Bear?" asked Zane with a bemused expression. "The night's not over until I say it is."


"Shut the fuck up, you little prick," hissed Claire. In this moment, she couldn't believe she had ever been attracted to smarmy little freak standing beneath her. "You gave him my name! You told me that no one would recognise me, and then you gave him my fucking NAME!"
He could have at least tried to look sorry. Instead, Zane just looked confused. "What? You think he's going to tell people? Caleb is the best secret keeper I know. Discretion in his middle name! Besides," Zane stepped closer, his voice growing deeper and more commanding. "You're mine, Claire Bear. I can do whatever I want to you, even introduce you to my friends."
Claire saw red, and before she knew what was happening, she had planted a ringing slap across Zane's stupid, smug face. He still didn't look angry as he raised a hand to rub his fat, pinkened cheek, just shocked. "Listen, you dull fucking creep," said Claire flatly. "I can put up with a lot of shit. Sometimes it's even fucking hot. But when you come after my business? That's crossing a fucking line. Goodbye, Zane."
With that, she turned and pushed out of the front door, leaving a stunned Zane behind her in the flashing darkness.
...
It took a long time for Claire to calm down. Through the taxi ride to Zane's house to retrieve her street clothes, the whole trip home, the awkward, terse conversation with her husband, and several sleepless hours tossing and turning, she fumed.
But by the morning, she was having second thoughts about her extreme reaction. Not that she thought what Zane had done was fine. Far from it. She still thought he had crossed a line last night. But, to be fair, she had done an awful job of showing Zane where the line was exactly. Every time he had pushed her so far, she had given in and found his pushing hot. Was it any surprise that he had gotten the message that he could do whatever he wanted?
Despite his boneheaded betrayal last night, Claire wasn't ready to be done with Zane. But she needed to teach him a lesson. She needed to push back in a way that would actually hurt him, rather than just trying to sternly tell him "no".
She thought she knew a way...
...
Claire leaned back in her seat and let the warm sun on her skin and cool wind in her hair blend together into a soothing symphony of sensation. It felt good.
And it felt even better to be teaching that fucking pig a lesson. She hadn't messaged Zane back since that night at the club three days ago. The night when he had crossed the line and outed her real name to one of his friends, right after pushing her to suck him off in a crowded club.
Zane had taken Claire's silence stoically so far. He had messaged her the very next day as if nothing had happened, but Claire hadn't responded. It had taken a titanic effort to hold herself back, but she had left him on read. Zane hadn't messaged her again after that, mirroring her silence. Even though he was playing it cool, Claire was confident that she was getting to him. Zane liked to put on shows of indifference like this, but he was probably stewing in rage over her little act of rebellion.
He would be even angrier soon... Claire had dropped a hint to Dan that he never took her out anymore, and her husband was such a considerate and attentive partner that he decided to take her on a romantic trip up the coast for a picnic.
Claire opened her eyes, then reached out and took Dan's hand in hers, flashing him a warm smile. She forgot about Zane for a moment and just enjoyed being here with Dan. She had been tempted away from him by the sparks that flew between her and Zane, but Dan still had qualities that the stumpy pornographer couldn't match. And even if it was selfish, she wouldn't hesitate to enjoy them.
"What?" He asked with a grin to match her own, squeezing her hand.
"Nothing. I love you." It was true. Despite everything, it was true. And maybe it made her an awful person to love Dan while still fully intending to fuck Zane's brains out when he had learned some manners, but she did.
"I love you too." It was all that needed to be said. They drove off into the warm sunshine with windows down, enjoying each other's company. And in that moment, for the first time in a long time, Zane left Claire's mind altogether.
...
"I have a little surprise for you," said Dan, snapping Claire out of a pleasant haze as she stared out at the crashing waves further down the beach.
"Besides this fancy bottle of wine?" she asked with a chuckle, taking another sip. Dan had probably spent too much on it, but she appreciated the gesture.
"Even better," said Dan with a self-satisfied smile. "You remember that honeymoon that we kept putting off?"
Claire's eyes went wide, and she had to struggle not to spit out her wine. Finally, she managed to gulp it down, saying, "What?! But I thought we said we wouldn't be able to afford it until..."
Dan took her hand and squeezed it. "You let me worry about affording it. I've already booked us tickets. A Caribbean cruise. The Honeymoon suite. All expenses paid. Just like we talked about."
"Honey, I don't know... My work is at such a crucial point right now, and it's all so sudden!" Honestly, Claire was simply shocked. It had been years now since they were married, and she had made her peace a while ago with the fact that the honeymoon just wasn't going to happen. She had stopped even bringing it up, content to let it just fade off the agenda.
"I'm not going to make you go," said Dan earnestly, raising her hand to his mouth to kiss it. "But you're a genius, babe. I know if you put some effort into it, you could change things around enough that you're free."
Claire felt another excuse rising to her tongue, but then caught herself. Dan was right. It would be a bit of a pain to shift her responsibilities around a little, but it wasn't like it was impossible. She would also have to spend a whole week away from Zane, but now that she thought of it, maybe that was a good thing. Wasn't she the one who wanted to keep Zane as a less-important side-piece to work out her sexual frustrations on? He had been quite presumptuous lately, and maybe leaving on a cruise without him would be a good way to properly put him in his place.
Suddenly, all of her excuses seemed unimportant. Here in the warm sunshine on the dunes, with a glass of wine already pleasantly leeching into her bloodstream, only her relationship with Dan seemed to matter.
She drained the remainder of her second glass and flashed Dan a wide, genuine smile. "You know what? Let's do it! If we don't celebrate our marriage now, when will we?"
Dan said nothing more. His expression of happiness was all that he needed to say. He pulled his wife into a tender kiss, and Claire reflected that she wasn't sure why she had ever felt like she needed more than this.
Before they packed up their picnic, Claire made sure to snap a sunny, smiling selfie of the two of them and post it to social media. She wanted her disrespectful lover to see what it really looked like for a man to treat her how she deserved.
"It's almost a shame to leave it all behind," Claire said wistfully, looking out at the waves once again.
"Well, good thing I have more planned," said Dan with a laugh. "How does a couple's massage sound? After that, I have dinner booked at the highest-rated restaurant in the resort town nearby. I thought we could turn this into a whole day thing."
Claire hung her arms around her husband's neck and kissed him within an inch of his life. Saw what you would about Dan Harrison; he knew when to step up his game when it really mattered.
...
The place was lovely, and Claire had to admit it was nice to be in a high-class restaurant without the sneer, disrespectful looks of lust around her. She felt nothing but her husband's affectionate gaze right now... even though the henna tattoo still marking her left breast seemed to burn beneath her clothes.
It really had been wrong for her to agree to be marked that way when she had a loving husband at home, and in this moment of loving connection with Dan, the guilt was almost too much to bear.
After dinner, while they were waiting for the waiter to bring them the Creme Brulee, Claire impulsively grabbed her husband's hand. "Why don't we get matching tattoos?" she blurted out, trying her best to fight off the pink blush that was staining her face. Something about this night made her feel like she had when she was first dating Dan. Head over heels and giddy.
Dan burst out laughing, but squeezed her hand affectionately. "What?! That's crazy, sweetheart. I thought you didn't like tattoos. What brought this on?"
What brought it on, of course, was the way she had submitted to a temporary tattoo from another man. But she couldn't tell him that. "I don't know... it just... feels romantic," she said with an embarrassed shrug. "It doesn't have to be something big. Just a little heart with initials or something like that." She wanted something permanent. A silent, secret victory for Dan over the temporary marking that Zane had given her.
"Well, maybe," said Dan, but Claire could tell by his little smile that Dan could be convinced if she pushed a little further. And she would push. She needed it, a way to push back on her guilt for falling so deeply into another man's clutches.
"Tonight," said Claire, using her best puppy-dog eyes. "Let's not wait. We can stop somewhere on the way home." She didn't want to hesitate. She wanted to capture this moment of pure, innocent love and stamp it on her skin before Zane had a chance to confuse her again.
But Dan shook his head. "I'm afraid it will have to wait for tomorrow," he said with a sheepish grin. "Because I have one last surprise for you. I rented us a nice room in the Grand Vista hotel, a couple of miles up the coast. I even did my best to pack your bag for you so it could be a surprise."
Well... it was hard to be disappointed by that, even if it meant that her tattoo plans would be put off for a day. Claire wasn't too worried. Today had turned over a new leaf in her relationship with Dan, and there was nothing that would happen tonight that could change her determination to mark that love forever on her skin.
Before they left the restaurant, she took a short video of herself and Dan spoonfeeding each other creme brulle and posted it to her social media.
Not even to annoy Zane anymore. Just because she was having such a good time with her husband.
...
Claire bit her lip as she pulled her husband through the door of the hotel room. Dan had been just full of surprises today, in the best way possible.
The entire day had been incredibly sweet and thoughtful. Dan was doing everything right. He had proven that, despite the weakness and inadequacy he had been displaying lately, he still possessed the romantic impulses and kindness that first attracted her. Things that Zane would never be able to match. And this time, Claire thought that he deserved to be rewarded.
She led her husband to the bed and pushed him onto his back. She grimaced as she saw a hint of apprehension in his eyes. This was the same position they had been in last time... when she had teased and denied him mercilessly, before feeding her poor unsuspecting husband an illicit creampie. The whole memory felt shameful now. Especially because it had turned her on so fucking much. She had a lot to make up to Dan.
Working swiftly so that he didn't think she planned to just tease him again, Claire unzipped her dress and left it in a puddle on the floor. Even when she thought it had been just a picnic, she had been well aware that this date with her husband might lead to some sexy time, so she had been sure to wear an appropriately fetching set of lingerie. She had also been sure to choose a bra that wasn't lacy or sheer in any way... and it would have to stay on as well. She didn't want to flaunt her henna tattoo to her husbands and raise all kinds of questions she couldn't answer.
Last time she had made her husband jerk off and then eat her out. This time would be different. She wanted to give him the same kind of service that she offered Zane. Claire knelt at the foot of the bed almost reverently, running her hands up the thighs of her husband's pants while staring him in the eyes with a heated, loving gaze.
He looked almost deliriously happy, not quite believing that she might be offering what he thought she was.
Claire wasn't a fan of blowjobs. Or at least she hadn't been before Zane had begun training her. Wrapping her lips around a cock had always felt a little too demeaning and subservient. So, although she had blown her husband a handful of times when specifically requested, it had never been part of their normal bedroom routine.
But tonight, Dan deserved it. And not just because she had been sucking Zane's cock a lot lately. Her husband had really impressed her today, and she wanted to show him some love.
Claire tore open Dan's pants with fierce impatience, and this time he sprang out of his boxers hard and throbbing and ready for her. Claire had somehow known he would be. Tonight was too perfect for him to fail to perform.
Claire wasted no time. She reached out to grip the root of his dick.
...too thin. Scrawny and dissapointing in comparison to her lover's thick, throbbing manhood.
She extended her tongue to lick slowly up the underside of her husband's cock...
It felt like she had barely begun before her tongue reached its end. Surely Z couldn't be more than a few inches longer, but those few inches felt like a mile when it came to the impressive intimidation Zane's cock was capable of.
... And planted a soft kiss on its head, before parting her soft lips and slowly sinking her mouth down the length of his shaft, swirling her tongue the whole way.
Too small. Too small. She was used to Zane's cock stretching her lips wide. When she dipped her head this low, Z was already pressing his bulbous head against the back of her throat. But by the time she had reached the bottom of Dan's cock, he had just barely reached her throat.
She stared up into her husband's eyes, desperate to feel that sizzle of sexual connection that his romantic gestures had made her feel earlier... that Zane could so easily inspire with his obnoxious, bullying dominance.
The ick. Claire had heard the term before, although she had always found it kind of stupid. The concept that one moment could turn you off of someone you were attracted to up to that point... It sounded shallow and petty to her.
But something did happen when Claire stared up into her husband's eyes. Despite the nagging thoughts about his inadequacy that lurked in the back of her mind, Claire was still horny, and wanted more than anything to light the spark of desire and connection inside her into a raging inferno of love and lust with her husband.
But Zane's training had taken root in her deeper than she realized. Her body was primed to see a powerful, dominant man glaring down at her when she looked up with a mouthful of cock, and that wasn't what she saw at all. Dan, who couldn't believe his luck and was nearly dying of shocked pleasure, had chosen that moment to bite his lip and close his eyes in a weak, faltering expression of sexual ecstasy.
The ick.
The was no other word for it. When Claire expected to see a confident expression of command and dominance like Zane would give her, he husband let her down once again. She looked down immediately, averting her eyes from his face, and, shamefully, tried to imagine the expression that should be there instead. Zane's ugly face floated in her mind, replacing her husband's. She rapidly bobbed her head up and down his disappointingly short cock, trying to forget her shock of disappointment and remember the spark and first she had felt a moment ago.
"Oh God! Where did you learn that baby?" asked Dan in a quavering voice, and Claire had to resist an urge to tell him to shut the fuck up. His tone was soft and hesitant, almost as if he didn't want to bother her. His hand hovered over the back of her head, but he didn't touch.
Weak. Too fucking weak!
Claire cleared her mind, swiftly and smoothly bobbing her head to stuff her husband's cock deeper and deeper into her throat, wriggling her tongue over every inch of his pulsing shaft, trying her hardest to lose herself in the sexual heat of a blowjob well-delivered. But, although she made rhythmic choking sounds in the back of her throat, and thick saliva began to drip down her chin, she simply didn't feel the powerful, filthy lust that seemed to fill her to bursting every time she was with Zane.
"Honey, slow down," groaned Dan weakly, "if you keep going that fast, I'll cum!"
Claire held back a snarl of frustration and withdrew, leaving her husband's dick dripping with her saliva. Ok, so a blowjob won't do the trick. No big deal. That's just the warm-up anyway. After the perfect day my romantic man gave me, we are going to have dynamite, lovey-dovey sex and rekindle a connection that Zane could never even dream of. Working in a frenzy of sexual desperation, and trying her best to avoid her husband's eyes, Claire dropped her panties to the ground and mounted the bed, planting a knee on either side of her husband's hips.
With Zane, she would normally prefer to be held down and dominantly fucked into the mattress... but she no longer had the same confidence in Dan she had enjoyed up until a minute ago. Cowgirl had served her and Dan well for their entire relationship, and that seemed like the best choice for a position that could rekindle their sexual connection.
At least Dan was stiff and eager for her... she reached down and gripped his cock, rubbing up and down her slit, trying to stir up the heat of desire she had felt burning there for him this evening. She closed her eyes, biting her lip, and let out a low, artificial moan... trying to fake it until she made it, willing herself to get horny again. Luckily, she was still dripping wet from earlier, and her husband's cock slid inside her easily.
It's wrong. It... it isn't filling me completely. It isn't stretching me the way I want.
Claire ignored the nagging feelings of dissatisfaction as she ground her hips downward, clenching her hot, slippery walls around her husband's cock.
"Fuck baby, it feels so fucking good," groaned Dan. He didn't push her to fuck him. Didn't gloat over how she belonged to him. Just softly voiced his appreciation. He reached out to hold her hips... tenderly, softly. Not the dominant, commanding grip she craved. Claire couldn't even look at him, bouncing her hips up and down, faster and faster, desperately chasing a feeling she wasn't sure that Dan could give her.
She tried to ignore the voices in her head, but they grew stronger and stronger, more and more insistent as Dan's inadequate cock failed to thrill her...
He isn't enough. It was an awful, uncharitable thought, but Claire couldn't deny it. Dan had done everything right tonight. He had pulled out all the stops and put in a truly impressive performance as a romantic partner. Claire had been swept off her feet. Had been totally willing to fall into bed and turn that romantic spark into a sexual blaze of passion.
But Dan couldn't do it. It didn't matter if he was more romantic, and kinder, and a better conversation partner. She and Dan simply didn't have the sexual chemistry that sizzled between her and Zane.
She humped her hips faster, sweating and grunting with the effort of frenzied movement, her tits bouncing in the bra she had been careful to keep on, the muscles of her belly straining in the dim light as she squeezed her husband's cock tight with every upstroke. Her fat ass slapped down loudly against her husband's thighs again and again as she struggled to feel something... anything that could rival the dark heat of sex with Zane.


But it was no use. Dan's cock couldn't hit the right spots. It wasn't thick enough... wasn't long enough. But it wasn't just a problem with his cock. There was no sense of command from Dan. He just laid back and took it, staring up at her in worship.
"You're so beautiful, babe," he breathed, reaching up to cup her cheek and try to pull her into a kiss. Claire ignored the gesture, biting her lip hard and increasing her pace further. He was treating her like a Goddess, but that wasn't what she wanted right now. She wanted to be treated like a slut! Something that Dan might not even be capable of.
"Fuck!" gasped Dan beneath her, thrusting his hips upward... but not as hard as Claire wanted, "Fuck s-slow down a little, honey. You're going to make me..."
Claire didn't care. She was lost in her own world, fiercely denying what she already knew was true, trying to force a pleasurable reaction from her body that could only happen naturally. Her hips pumped and her pussy clenched and her tits bounced heavily in her bra from her feverish pace. But she didn't even detect the ghost of a potential orgasm.
Which shouldn't have been a surprise. Only one man had ever made her cum on his cock, and it wasn't the man she married.
Dan gave increasingly desperate, strained protests, but Claire paid no attention. She rode her husband mercilessly until he finally groaned and released, shooting a pathetically small load of inferior cum into her pussy.
Claire kept pumping her hips for a moment in her single-minded obsession with feeling good, but in just a few moments, Dan went soft and slipped out. Claire leaned forward heavily on her hands, bitter disappointment raging through her. And not just disappointment in Dan. She was equally disappointed in herself, if not more so. Something was wrong with her. Dan hadn't changed. This is the way they had made love for years.
It just wasn't enough for her anymore. Not after the changes that Zane dick had made inside her. If she had been less weak, less foolish, she could still be happy with Dan. Zane was to blame for the new sexual incompatibility between her and her husband, but she had let it happen.
"I love you, sweetie," said Dan beneath her, looking up into her eyes with the same old love and admiration.
"I love you too," said Claire with all the warmth she could muster, hiding her confusion and despair behind a smiling mask.
...
Claire lay awake on the soft, luxurious mattress, staring at the ceiling. Dan snored softly beside her, but she felt miles from rest. Her brain fizzed and popped with dark, fleeting thoughts that she couldn't turn off.
Am I just going to be stuck like this forever? Forced to either cheat on the husband I still loved or live life sexually unfulfilled? She wasn't sure she could make that choice now that she had experienced true satisfaction.
She lay in a cold sweat, rethinking the same conundrum that she had puzzled through a dozen times already, when her phone buzzed, rattling on the hotel nightstand. Claire's eyes focused on it immediately, her adrenaline spiking. Suddenly her pulse was racing through her again, her belly twisting with anxiety.
The devil on her shoulder had chosen the perfect time to strike once again. In theory, it could have been a spam text. Or a notification from social media. Or even her mother reaching out at an unfortunate time. But she knew that it wasn't. She knew what she would find in the messaging app before she even reached out to hesitantly pick up the phone.
[How was your day, Claire Bear?]
Claire frowned down at the text. For Zane, it was conspicuously innocuous. Really, what she ought to do was pay no attention and let him stew, just like she had planned. The very fact that he had double-texted meant that her silent treatment was getting to him.
Claire glanced over at her sleeping husband, curled up and facing away from her, his chest gently rising and falling. He was a good man and a good partner despite his shortcomings. But tonight, it was hard to focus on his strengths. Even after pulling out all the stops and giving Claire the most romantic day ever, he had tripped at the finish line.
Claire was hungry for a spark of passion, and she knew that Zane could give her that. Even over the phone.
[You saw, I'm sure. I had a lovely day with my husband.]
She waited, eyes glued to the screen, a sneaking sense of arousal already creeping through her from the illicit contact while lying just feet away from her peacefully sleeping husband. It took Zane long enough to reply that she thought that he might have turned her game back on her, but then the dots appeared, and a response popped it.
[Uh huh. I knew that little performance was for my benefit. Looks like the cuck did his best. What was the result? Did he wow you?]
Claire felt a surge of annoyance at Zane's response. Mostly because, as usual, it seemed like he had instantly put his finger on her insecurities and pushed them to the fullest. Just from knowing her and looking at some happy pictures, Zane had been able to predict her dissatisfaction before she even felt it. Claire couldn't just let him think he could win that easily.
[Yes, he did. Ten times as romantic as I've ever seen you act. I didn't think about you at all. We had a perfect day.]
Claire smirked at the phone. There. Let's see how the little troll reacts to that!
[Wow. That's high praise from a woman with standards as high as yours. So little Danny was perfect, huh? Even in bed?]
Claire stifled a groan of angry frustration and set the phone face down on the bedside table. Fucking Zane. Once again showing his talent for pushing her buttons... and manipulating her. To her horror, Claire found that she was getting more and more aroused just from sparring with him over text. More aroused than she had felt when her husband was fucking her. She had to get a hold of herself. The entire reason she had gone on this trip in the first place was to reconnect with her husband and prove to Zane that she didn't fucking need him. She had to cut herself off right this second. She might have done irreparable harm to her mission already just from that brief conversation.
The phone buzzed again. Claire bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut. Willing herself to stay right where she was and not pick up the phone. There wasn't another buzz. She waited, her pulse drumming through her and adrenaline singing in her veins. Her resolve wobbled. There isn't a problem if I just read the message... as long as I don't reply, Z will never know that I read what he sent.
Claire snatched her phone back up almost greedily, eager for the opportunity to scoff at whatever petty trick Zane had cooked up to try to hook her deeper.
Her eyes widened and her breath caught as a sickening pulse of lust blazed through her. Zane knew when to use a scalpel and when to use a sledgehammer, and this time he had gone for forceful, aggressive sexuality. A picture of Zane's towering, swollen cock filled Claire's screen, and her eyes traveled over it hungrily against her will, drinking in every stiff, veiny inch. The sexual hunger her husband had failed to satisfy earlier roared back, throbbing between her legs and stiffening her nipples as she saw what she really wanted vividly splashed across her screen.
[Fuck you!] Claire texted back without even thinking, in a blind rage over Zane's audacity. How dare he send her a picture of his cock when she was making an effort to reconnect with Dan?
How dare he make her want him that easily?
Zane's answer flashed across the screen in an instant, as if he was waiting for her reply.
[That could be arranged.]
Claire bit her lip again, but this time it wasn't from frustration. It was to hold back the sudden surge of longing that pulsed through her. Fuck, even just him mentioning the possibility sent a fleeting blast of images through her brain. Zane's cock sinking into her wet, aching pussy, filling it completely. Her lips stretching around the throbbing head of his dick as he stared down at her with a dominant sneer of command. Filthy images of sweaty, satisfying rutting, of getting fucked down into the bed by a man who knew how to put her in her place.
The dirty heat rushing through her body was pooling with uncomfortable intensity between her legs, but she still defiantly texted back, [Are you even listening to me, you idiot? I don't need you! You took me for granted and went way too fucking far. I'll stick with a man who deserves me, asshole.]
Zane didn't respond for a while, and Claire felt a strange pang of mixed satisfaction and disappointment. It felt good to win an argument with him for once, but she still craved more of that spark that only a fight with him could give her.
But it turned out that Zane wasn't done. Her phone vibrated in her hands once again.
[Claire, you can lie to me all you want, but you're never going to feel like you are in control of your life until you stop lying to yourself. You think that Dan deserves you? Ridiculous. I know the type of woman you are, Claire Bear. The only man you can truly accept is one that wins you by right of conquest. One who proves his superiority by putting you in your place and physically claiming you as his own. Dan can't do that, but I already have. I'm the man who deserves you, and you know it.]
Claire stared down at the confident, obscene message with her heart in her throat and her pussy pulsing with needy, wet heat between her thighs. Her anger was still there. She was furious at this man's naked presumption, but she couldn't help but admit that what he said had a ring of truth to it. Zane's dominance did make him feel more deserving than Dan's kindness, even if Claire could recognise intellectually that that was a fucked up way of looking at things. She tried to think of some way to respond to Zane that would defend her and her husband's honor, but before she could even begin typing, Zane had texted her again.
[Touch yourself for me.]
Even in this moment of heated, contentious exchange, Claire couldn't help but snort and roll her eyes. Of course, that's what Zane would want.
[No. I told you I'm not interested.]
[And I told you to stop lying to yourself. Apparently, I need to show you who you belong to. And I fucking know that your cuck husband didn't get you off tonight, so you must be pretty pent up.]
Claire shook her head, denying the dark, taboo appeal of the idea even as her body warmed up. She glanced over guiltily at her husband's sleeping form, biting her lip. Obviously, she couldn't fucking rub her pussy for another man while lying in bed with her husband. Zane was being fucking ridiculous.
But Zane didn't stop. It just wasn't in his nature.
[You know what, Claire Bear, you don't need to say anything. Just read what I have to say and decide for yourself whether you're going to rub one out. I think we both know what choice you'll make in the end.]
Claire's whole body throbbed with anxious arousal. Dan shifted in bed next to her, mumbling something in his sleep before settling back down. She couldn't even entertain this. In fact, since Zane was so good at manipulating her, she should probably just turn her phone off to remove the temptation. But she couldn't. She was like a deer in the headlights, helpless to do anything but watch as her doom approached her.
[I want you to imagine yourself on your knees in front of me. Staring up into my eyes. Seeing the power and control there. My cock is right in front of you. Thick. Hard. Throbbing with masculine power. Is your mouth watering, Claire Bear?]
Fuck. Claire wiped her lips with a shameful swipe from the back of her hand. Say what you wanted about that pudgy little freak, he had a way with words. Claire felt her body growing hotter and hotter from Zane's obscene teasing, her nipples almost painfully stiff against her bra, and her panties beginning to feel clingy and moist against her aching pussy. She teetered once again on the edge of turning off her phone..., but the temptation was too great to resist.
[I'll take that as a "yes". Are you touching yourself yet, Claire Bear? I know you need it. You've been aching to cum ever since your pathetic excuse for a man stuck his limp noodle inside you and failed to do anything worthwhile. I know it's true. So why not touch yourself? Just a little. No one has to know. Not even me.]
Claire bit her lip and let out a stifled whimper. Damn it. God fucking Damn it! He's right. I do need it. And, in the end, I won't have to admit it to Zane even if I do indulge myself. So why not do it and quench this burning desire that had flared up inside her? With a shuddering breath, her face blazing with a hot blush and her belly roiling with the feeling that she was playing right into Zane's hands, Claire slipped her fingers beneath the waistband of her panties, probing the slick, heated flesh beneath.
[Good girl. Now imagine how it would feel to serve me on your knees. Taking my thick cock between those soft lips and worshipping every inch of it with that wicked little tongue. Showing your man that he's in charge with an act of pure, humble submission. That's what you want, isn't it? For a man like me to take charge?]
Claire's fingers slowly circled her clit, and she had to bite her lip even harder to hold back a moan. Fuck, how can he do this with just words? She felt like she was already close to orgasm just from this tease, when her husband hadn't been able to get her there through hard fucking. Without thinking, she texted Zane back, too swept up in pleasure to care how weak it made her look.
[Yes, Z.]
[That's what I thought. Here. This is what you need, isn't it?]
He sent another picture of his hard cock, and Claire's hips squirmed upward into her fingers at the powerfully erotic sight. His teasing words and pictures had awakened the powerful desires that her husband had failed to fulfill, and now that hunger felt like the only thing that mattered.
[But we wouldn't stop with a blowjob, Claire Bear. You and I never do. I would fill that hot little pussy completely with hot, hard cock. I would drill you down into the bed again and again until you screamed for more. Until you told me I was the only man you need. I would make you cum, whimpering and moaning and bouncing on my thick cock. Make you feel so good that you can barely think from the mind-melting pleasure of it all. Does that sound good, Claire Bear? Do you want to cum for me?]
Holy shit, I'm so fucking close. Claire panted hot, heavy breaths, her fingers working madly on her clit as she stared at the phone in front of her, focusing on Zane's poisonous words. This was so fucking wrong... Dan was sleeping right beside her. He had given her a perfect day of romance and love, and she was repaying him by getting off to another man's filthy dirty talk. But she ignored Dan for now. Right now, Zane was the center of her world.
[Yes, Z. I want to cum so bad.]
His answer was cold a harsh as a slap in the face.
[Too bad. You don't have my permission.]
Claire stared at the text in incomprehension, her fingers slowing down for a moment. What the fuck kind of game is this cocky little prick trying to play? He got me right to the edge, and now he wants to pretend he isn't interested? Claire tried to get herself off anyway, rubbing feverishly and swirling her hips up into her fingers, but suddenly her orgasm felt distant again. Zane, the man who was supposed to be controlling her, had forbidden her orgasm, and even though Claire knew the dominance and submission was only a game, that took some of the wind from her sails.
She whined in frustration, trying to stay quiet and not wake Dan, and furiously texted him back.
[What the fuck, Zane? You can't just wind me up like this and leave me hanging! Let me fucking cum!]
[Oh... so you DO need my permission. Interesting. Don't worry, Claire Bear. I'll let you get a little relief. But I'm going to need something from you in return.]
Claire shook her head, her fingers still circling her swollen clit. No. No, I have to be strong. Giving in to his demands will mean sinking deeper into his clutches. The whole point of this fucking day with my husband was to teach Zane I don't need him! What message would it send if I beg him for an orgasm?
She tried. She pushed herself hard to cum on her own, then tell Zane to go fuck himself. But in the end, it felt just like it had when she tried to orgasm with her husband, and after a few desperate, sweaty minutes of sexual frustration, she grudgingly texted Zane back.
[Fine. What you you fucking want, you monster?]
[Simple. I want you to come see me. Right away. Right after you cum.]
Claire hissed quietly in frustration, her fingers making wet, sloppy sounds in her panties.
[I can't fucking do that, Zane! I'm in bed with my husband right now! And besides, I'm out of town.]
[Haha, you're rubbing one out to dick pics with your husband sleeping right next to you? You're such a little slut, Claire Bear! I know you're out of town. I saw your pics, remember? I'm close to you. Maybe five minutes from the restaurant you ate at. I can send you the address after you cum your brains out.]
Claire's heartbeat sped up, and her pussy pulsed needily beneath her fingers. Zane... had taken the day off to follow her? Her cold shoulder must have affected him more deeply than he was willing to admit. Zane liked to pretend that he was above feeling any sort of special connection with her, but he had tipped his hand this time. But that didn't matter for the moment. What he was suggesting was foolish and risky.
[No way. Impossible. What happens if Dan wakes up in the middle of the night and I'm not here?]
[Oh, I know... it would be a terrible risk, wouldn't it? You're right. We should just call it a night then. Sleep tight, Claire Bear. If you can get to bed after I don't let you cum, that is.]
Claire closed her eyes and frantically rubbed her pussy, chasing the orgasm she wanted more than anything in the world. But the fact that Zane told her not to had somehow dropped an impenetrable wall between her and climax. Fuck... I can't. I can't do what he says. Not this time. Claire reached up and yanked down her bra, exposing her nipples and a peek at the bear tattoo on the outer swell of her breast. She tossed the phone aside and focused completely on pleasuring her own body, grunting rhythmically and flexing her hips while her fingers pinched and pulled her stiff nipples, trying to force an orgasm out.
Finally, she collapsed back in a sweaty, trembling heap. Mercifully, even through that slutty display, Dan still hadn't woken up. But that was the only positive aspect of the situation. Dan's lackluster performance had left her wanting more, and Zane's teasing had brought her to the brink of desperation.
Suddenly, her mind began bubbling with excuses. Maybe giving in to Zane's demands wouldn't be the end of the world.
I can just slip out and visit Zane, then slip back into Dan's arms without him knowing... right? And even if the worst does happen and Dan wakes up to find me gone, that wasn't impossible to explain. I can just claim I went out to satisfy a late-night craving... for food. Dan will never have to know!
Claire scooped her phone back up, filled to the brim with frustrated desire and twisted taboo arousal.
[Fine. Fine, I'll come see you. Just let me fucking cum!]
[That's what I like to hear. Cum for me, Claire Bear. Rub that hot, wet pussy and imagine a real man filling it. Cum for a man who knows how you actually need to be treated. For a man who really "deserves" you.]
Claire had to admit that, even though it was humiliating, Zane's permission was what unlocked the key to her pleasure. Suddenly, it was like the intensity of sensation coming from her clit was multiplied by one hundred. Her hips bucked upward into her fingers with needy, liquid movements, and stifled whimpers of pleasure poured from her throat. She belonged to Zane. Depending on Dan to make her cum had been foolish. He couldn't even manage to make her cum with his cock, and all Zane needed was a few smug words and...


Zane sent one last picture of his hard dick, his fist wrapped around its base to emphasize its impressive length.
"F-fuuuuuck!" moaned Claire, and then her orgasm washed over her, toes curling and thighs trembling beneath the fancy sheets of the hotel her husband had thoughtfully booked for her. Guilt and frustration and submissive desire mixed and burned inside her as her pussy spasmed beneath her rubbing fingers, sending cascades of pleasure roaring through her body.
Dan stirred beside her, and Claire hastily pulled the covers up to just beneath her chin, her heart hammering in her chest even as the waves of orgasm continued to wash over her.
"Honey... are you ok?" asked Dan in a low voice, muzzy with sleep.
"Everything's fine, dear," said Claire softly, working as hard as she could to keep her voice calm and even. "I just... I had a nightmare."
"Oh... ok then, babe, hope you sleep better now."
"Yes, dear," said Claire, "I think I will." Her phone buzzed one last time. The only contents of the message was an address and a room number.
...
By the time Claire made it to the address that Zane had sent her, she was reconsidering her agreement. She was a bundle of nerves now, tapping her nails on the dashboard as she squinted through the dim night. Dan was such a heavy sleeper that making it out of the hotel room without waking him hadn't been a problem, but even he got up sometimes during the night to pee. He could wake up at any moment. Claire kept expecting her phone to light up with a call from him, suspiciously demanding to know where she was.
But Claire didn't have it in her to deny Zane's request. It might have been fine if she had told Zane "no deal" and refused to entertain his perverse bargain in the first place. But instead she had agreed to his terms, and she couldn't shake the feeling that trying to back out of the deal now would have consequences she was unprepared to deal with. Besides, she was willing to grudgingly admit at this point that doing what Zane said felt good.
All she had to do was say hello. A short visit would fulfill what she had promised. Then she could go back to her husband before he even realized she was gone.
Claire's GPS informed her she had reached her destination. She wrinkled her nose as she pulled into the crumbling parking lot. The "Shoreview Motel" was an inaccurately named shithole. The only view that the dimly-lit strip of doors looked out on was a gas station and a pizza restaurant that looked like it had gone out of business years ago. The contrast with the luxury hotel her husband had booked was so sharp that Claire was certain the comparison was purposeful. Zane had enough money to rent the finest room in town. He wanted her to meet him in a sleazy motel room, and he wanted her to leave her husband's side in a luxury suite to do it.
Claire parked and made her way swiftly to room 7 beneath a buzzing, flickering streetlight, hugging herself close and staring nervously around at the shadows surrounding the seedy motel. There was no light coming from beneath the door... but this was where Zane had insisted on meeting her. Claire knocked hesitantly, half-hoping that there had been a mix-up and Zane wasn't here. It would give her an excellent excuse to get out of this situation and go back to her husband's side, safe and secure.
But as soon as she knocked, a firm, confident voice called out from inside.
"Come in. The door's open."
With her heart in her throat, Claire checked the knob, finding that it was indeed unlocked. She swung the door open silently to the dark room, and in an instant her disquiet and fear was transmuted into equally troubled lust.
Zane sat across from her on the motel bed, utterly naked. The only light in the room was the deep red of the neon light outside the room, bathing Zane in a surreal tint. His eyes glinted in the shadowy half-light. His cock lay dormant, but long, hanging down between his squat, hairy legs. The sight of him naked in that dim, dingy hotel room sent an instant flush of desire through Claire's body, taking her breath away. Up until a second ago, she thought her masturbation session had taken care of her sexual cravings completely, but when her eyes focused between his legs... all of that hunger roared back, stronger than ever before. As she watched, Zane's cock stirred, jerkily lifting as blood pumped into it.
"Come here, Claire Bear," said Zane in a low, calm voice. "Close the door behind you." He beckoned her closer as his cock stiffened to its full impressive length, jutting up from his waist. Claire's heartbeat pounded in her ears. She knew that if she obeyed, this wasn't going to be a quick greeting and then a trip back to her husband. If she walked forward toward the fat little man on that bed, she would be doing whatever he said for as long as he wanted.
The door clicked loudly shut behind her as she stepped forward, her mouth watering and her eyes locked onto Zane's cock. Zane held up a hand when she was just a few feet away.
"Clothes. Off."
Claire's whole body was alive with crackling, dirty sexual electricity. Her resistance was all used up for the night. Right now, she was a plaything for Zane's twisted desires, and that thought flooded her with weak, trembling, submissive lust. She pulled her shirt up and over her head, then dropped her pants to the ground, shivering in the cool, unwholesomely moist air spat out by the room's rattling air conditioner.
Her panties slid down over the swell of her thighs, leaving her sensitive pussy tingling in the air of the room. Claire was thankful for the darkness. From Zane's perspective, she must just be a curvy silhouette outlined in red. Hopefull,y he couldn't see how instantly and completely he had turned her on. Her desperation to get fucked just at the sight of his cock was pathetic.
Her bra came next, and in a few efficient movements she had unhooked the bra from behind her back and dropped it to the filthy carpet, leaving her nipples to stiffen instantly in the coolness of the room. She knew it was only her imagination, but the henna tattoo on her breast seemed to burn on her skin.
Zane didn't say another word. He didn't need to. Claire closed the distance between them. His eyes stared up into hers, glittering with the confident command that Calire had wanted to see in Dan's eyes so desperately. Claire's knees went weak, and she followed that impulse, sinking to the ground in front of him until, despite his short stature, she was staring up into his eyes... and more importantly, at the thick, throbbing cock just inches from her face.
The only command that Zane gave was the command in his eyes. The only hint of what he wanted was to slightly scoot forward on the bed, spreading his legs a little wider. The movement made his cock bob obscenely up and down, and Claire's eyes followed it, desire rioting through her.
She took the next step herself, gripping her lover's cock around the base and sucking it eagerly between her lips. She instantly felt a wave of powerful satisfaction mingled with shame. This whole day had been about proving to herself and Zane that she had standards. That he couldn't expect her to bend to his every whim. Yet here she was, on her knees in a filthy hotel room while her husband slept alone somewhere else, eagerly sucking Zane's cock, feeling more sexually satisfied than Dan had ever made her with more respectful, equal lovemaking.
Zane seized the back of her head in a rough grip, taking charge of the blow jobb and sinking her head down, slowly but firmly, until he was fully lodged in her tight, wet throat.
"I want you to get one thing through that pretty head, Claire Bear," said Zane in a possessive growl, beginning to slide Claire's head up and down his stiff cock. "You're mine. My woman. No one else's. And especially not that pussy that you call a husband." Claire was utterly under his control now. His powerful hand on the back of her head pushed her face up and down, making thick gargling noises in the back of her throat as Zane slowly fucked her face. Every nerve in her body sang with humiliated pleasure. Her pussy burned between her legs, dripping slick lubrication down her thighs. Her breasts, which her husband hadn't even laid eyes on in a week, bounced lightly, her stiff nipples scraping against Zane's thighs.
"You were made for my cock. You were born to submit to me. I'm your man."
Claire could feel the truth in what he said. She wanted to be his. She wanted to be claimed by him. Possessed by him. No matter how much of an asshole he could be. Because of how much of an asshole he could be. Her neck began doing most of the work, no longer needing Zane's brutal guidance. Sliding his thick cock into and out of her throat while her hand slipped between her legs, flexing and rubbing feverishly, adding sloppy wet noises of another kind to the choking throat noises already filling the room.
"And I'll do whatever I want with you. You'll serve me whenever and wherever I want. Just like you promised me."
It brought her vividly back to that night beneath the table. Humbly serving Zane on her knees while so many people were close by. While his friend was watching her directly. God, it had turned her on, even while it had infuriated her. Right now, devouring his cock with single-minded intensity, she imagined burning eyes on her like that night, and her blood boiled with the shame and arousal of that moment once again, like it was fresh.
Then Zane pulled her up, gasping and red-faced, off of his cock, and, to Claire's shock, bent down to kiss her passionately. Claire's hand fell automatically to his slimy cock and began to jerk him off as they kissed, tongues wrestling between their writhing lips. Zane pulled away first, and said the last thing that Claire ever expected to hear.
"But... I'm sorry. As the man in charge, it's my job to make sure that I push you just enough, but not too much. I went too far at the club. The next time I push you, I'm going to be certain that you can handle my orders."
Claire stared into his eyes and felt something she didn't expect. Just a ghost of the deeper, warmer connection she felt with Dan... but somehow mixed with the exciting sizzle of dominance and submission. Zane's cock felt strong and hot in her hand as she smoothly pumped his fist up and down its rigid length. Her body burned for more..
"Fuck me," whispered Claire, her voice roughened by her enthusiastic blowjob. She wanted to make this night complete. For Zane to prove his superiority by making her cum all over his cok like her husband couldn't.
But Zane surprised her once again.
"No," he said with a cocky smirk, staring down at her with eyes that regained a bit of their displeased edge. "Not tonight, Claire Bear. I fucked up the other night, but you fucked up since, haven't you? You tried to make me mad today, and you fucking succeeded. Now you're going to have to make it up to me."
Claire felt a pang of disappointed desire. Was he fucking serious? He had called her out to this shitty motel, and all he was going to let her do was suck his cock? But on the other hand... His reference to her "making it up to him" was as scary as it was intriguing.
"How?" she asked, unable to keep the bitterness from her voice. "What do I have to do?"
"That's the attitude I like to hear," said Zane with a smirk, patting her cheek. His eyes flicked downward. "Keep jerking my cock. Don't stop."
"Pig..." muttered Claire. But despite her annoyance, her hand began moving once again, sliding up and down Zane's thick, veiny shaft.
"You fucking love it. Well, the first thing you're going to do is spend the night here with me."
Claire stared at him as if he were insane, but her hand unconsciously gripped tighter around his shaft and began jerking faster. "Z... you know I can't do that. I snuck out on Dan. I left all of my clothes and stuff back at the hotel... We brought one fucking car for God's sake. What the fuck is he going to think when he wakes up and finds me missing?"
"I have no idea, Claire Bear," said Zane with a raised eyebrow. "Maybe you should have thought of that before you tried to make me jealous. I want you to prove you care more about me than your husband, and this is how you're going to fucking do it. You'd better start thinking of a good excuse to tell him."
Claire took a shuddering breath, her belly fluttering with dark flames of twisted lust. Fuck... I'm actually going to do this aren't I? It was the same feeling she had experienced the night when she fed Dan Zane's cum. An utter betrayal of her marriage in the cruelest way possible... After Dan had worked so hard to impress her, after he had booked her a luxurious room for a night of love, she would be sleeping instead with his ugly rival in a filthy motel room.
"Fine," she said, her insides twisting with guilt and lust. "Fine. I'll make some sort of excuse in the morning. He'll believe me."
"He always does," said Zane with an evil snicker. "Secondly... I need you to clear your schedule for me tomorrow. That's when I'll fuck you again. If you're a good girl, that is. But tomorrow night... You have to do everything I say. No more little Miss sassy, strong, independent woman. You're going to be my willing fuckdoll all night long. Can you do that for me, Claire Bear?"
Claire shuddered. She knew the depths that Zane could go to with the women he called his. He had already demonstrated how far he wanted to go with her. The sort of complete submission he was suggesting could lead her places that would be hard to come back from. She hesitated... but her whole body was swooning with submissive heat. Her fist pumped wildly up and down her lover's cock, and the urge to please him and earn the right to get fucked by him once again was strong.
"Hey," said Zane seriously, his gloating tone giving way to sincerity for a moment as he reached down to grip Claire's chin and turn it upward toward him, "I told you. I won't push you further than you can handle. Next time, you'll enjoy what I make you do. I guarantee it."
Claire bit her lip... then nodded. "O-Ok," she whispered. "I promise. Tomorrow... Whatever you say goes."
"Good," said Zane with a broad smirk, leaning back on his hands. "Now... one last task. And it's one I want you to take care of right fucking now. I made you cum tonight already. Now it's my turn. And this time, it's going to be all over that pretty face."
Claire blanched at the thought. If blowjobs were too demeaning for her, facials were beyond the pale. Their only purpose was to brutally and disgustingly put a slut in her place. To primally mark a man's territory with a hot, sticky gush of... Fuck, Claire was turning herself on just thinking about it. When had she become so depraved that the idea of submitting to a man jizzing all over her face made her horny?
With her heart leaping into her throat, Claire worked both hands up and down Zane's massive cock. She had swallowed his load at this point. Taken multiple creampies deep in her pussy. But this would be the first time she let him fire a load of thick, sticky sperm all over her lovely features, marking her as his in the most humiliating way possible.
She began masturbating again with one hand as she pumped his cock faster and faster, licking her lips and sucking in hot, gasping breaths as submissive pleasure roared through her veins.
"That's it, you little slut," growled Zane above her, pressing his bulk forward in anticipation. "Smile for me. Your husband might get all kinds of cute pictures with you, but he doesn't get to paint that pretty face with cum. Fucking take it all."
Claire felt hypnotized, her eyes locked to the swollen head of Zane's cock. She could feel him tensing in her hand and knew that she was only moments away from the most demeaning experience of her life, which was saying a lot after what Zane had put her through. She found herself craving that humiliating hot splash of goo... she wanted to be dominated and disgraced by the man who had conquered her body and soul.
Claire let out a gasp as a spurt of thick, pearly jizz splashed across her nose and lips. Her tongue poked out automatically, licking up the salty cream, but by then the second blast of cum had already been fired from her lover's heavy balls, splattering thickly across her cheek and forcing her to close one eye. Another spurt hit her face, then another, covering her in thick, gluey ropes of semen.
It was just as humiliating as she had assumed... but Zane had trained her well, and by this point, humiliation was just another turn-on. She was being marked, just a surely as the bear tattoo had. Baptised in Zane's filthy lust, changed from the snooty woman who considered Zane beneath her into a wanton whore who would do anything for his cock. Her hands never stopped moving, one of them milking every drop of hot cum out of Zane's cock and onto her upturned face, while the other rubbed incessantly between her thighs, reveling in the shameful pleasure of her first facial.
Claire didn't realize what Zane was doing with his phone until he had already snapped a few pictures of her with his cock in hand and sperm splattered all over his face.
When she did realize that he had already captured her disgrace, Claire shook her head in exasperation... but the fire had gone out of her for the evening, and the only protest she could muster was a weak, "Z... what the fuck?"
Zane chuckled and tossed his phone aside. "Don't worry, Claire Bear. Just for my own personal collection. You got all sorts of nice pictures with your hubby this weekend. I wanted at least one of us. Now... why don't you get washed up? It's late, and I'm sure you're tired. You've got a long day ahead of you tomorrow."
...
Zane stared down at Clairre's face as she tossed and turned on the narrow, uncomfortable motel mattress. Mine. Forever. I'm going to make fucking sure of it. Zane could count the number of women he had ever apologised to on one hand, but Claire was an exception he was happy to make.
He had meant every word that he said to her tonight. He really had pushed her too far at the club when he had revealed her real name to Caleb. He had gotten too excited over the prospect of getting her on the website and rushed things.
But that didn't mean his general thrust was wrong. Claire was close. He could tell she was turned on by being shown off in public, and getting a facial had almost made her cum by itself. Yes, Claire was nearly ready to make her porn debut despite this little setback. She would be the crown jewel of his site, and a slut he was proud to have on his arm besides.
Claire didn't know it, but tomorrow they would be filming her porn debut. She wouldn't necessarily agree to post it immediately... but by the end of the night, Zane was confident he could get her most of the way there. This little speed bump today had been annoying and even nerve-racking, but Zane actually thought it had probably brought Claire closer to total obedience. She had learned that she needed him now, and learned the stark difference between him and lesser men.
Everything was in place. Zane had meant it when he said Claire would enjoy it the next time he pushed her boundaries. He was confident that by the time he finished with her, Claire would be the happiest porn star on earth.
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Cross Contamination Part 14: Learning to Say Yes
Cassie nervously tugged the long sleeve of her sweater a little further down, then crossed her arms uncomfortably as she walked into the school building.
She had scrubbed and scrubbed last night, but the permanent marker that Renee and the other cheerleaders had graffitied her pale skin with had just refused to come off completely. She had grown used to wearing more revealing clothes at Renee's suggestion, but today she had been forced to go completely the opposite direction. Luckily, none of the girls had doodled on her face, so covering herself from wrist to ankle would hopefully be effective at hiding her shame.
Some had crudely scrawled "clit flicker 5000" with an arrow pointing to her hand on her inner right wrist, though. Thus why she kept tugging anxiously at her sleeve. Her reputation was bad enough without anyone seeing that.
But even though Cassie had inspected herself carefully in the mirror that morning to be sure that absolutely none of the crude doodles and writing showed up, she still felt eyes following her as she made her way through the hallways of the school. Whispers and giggles seemed to spring up in her wake.
Cassie knew it was stupid, but some part of her brain insisted that somehow the entire senior class knew about what had happened in the girl's locker room yesterday. But there was no way that the cheerleaders would spread rumors about their own hazing rituals. They would get in trouble with the administration immediately.
Right?
Cassie saw Kelsey at her locker, looking almost as miserable and anxious as her, and began walking over, a faint smile growing on her lips. She and Kelsey were supposed to have met up after the initiation yesterday to celebrate Cassie's anticipated triumph. But, with the way things had gone, Cassie hadn't felt like celebrating and had just hurried home to shower and throw up whatever gross cocktail the cheerleaders had fed her instead. She hoped that Kelsey wasn't mad that Cassie had ghosted her.
But before Cassie could make it to Kelsey, she was beaten to the punch by the last person in the world she would have ever expected.
Bass Rivera, a massive senior jock with slicked-back hair, an honest-to-goodness mustache, and muscles so big that they couldn't even be hidden under his letter jacket, leaned on the locker next to Kelsey and began chatting her up, his eyes smoldering and his mouth pulling up into a smirk. Cassie was too far away to hear what he was saying, but if the rumors about Bass were true, it couldn't be anything good. He had allegedly been responsible for more than one pregnancy among the senior class. It was bizarre that he was talking to Kelsey at all. Cassie's best friend was very pretty, in a wallflower sort of way, but Bass tended to go for big-chested, popular blondes.
Kelsey wasn't brave enough to tell a scary guy like Bass to fuck off right to his face, but Cassie would have expected her to at least stammer out some excuse and escape. But instead, to Cassie's growing confusion, Kelsey licked her lips, and, although she had a frightened look in her eyes, joined the conversation. Cassie shook her head as she watched Bass slip a powerful arm over Kelsey's delicate shoulders. She hoped her friend knew what she was getting into.
Kelsey didn't make it to homeroom a few minutes later, and Cassie resigned herself to a lonely, nervous day with the feeling of the obscene messages on her skin burning beneath her clothes. Just when Cassie had settled in and closed her eyes for a second to calm herself, Renee slid into the chair next to her with a bright, chirpy, "Morning, Kissy!"
Cassie's eyes shot open, and her heart skipped a beat as she looked to her side, where Renee was shooting her a signature catlike grin. She was impeccably dressed as always, with a form-fitting grey sweater and a short tartan skirt that showed off her long, smooth legs. Very private schoolgirl, despite the fact that Riverside High had never had a uniform.
But Cassie couldn't let herself get distracted. She had to draw a hard line here. Renee had bent her yesterday, but she wasn't broken. She steeled herself for the confrontation and said calmly, "Good Morning Renee. Look, I don't want you to get the wrong impression from... what happened yesterday." Cassie blushed hotly as she remembered how Renee had brought her to begging, screaming orgasm. It was hard to hold her head high and be defiant after that, but she had to try. "I still don't want to be friends with you."
Renee just giggled, her dark eyes flashing with amusement. "Oh, Kissy, you're such a kidder! Are you really the type of girl who would let an enemy choose who pops her cherry?"
Shit. Now Cassie's blush deepened, and she was uncomfortably aware of the other seniors at the desks around them. But by now she knew better than to try to get Renee to stop saying embarrassing stuff. The embarrassment was Renee's objective. The easiest way to minimize the public spectacle was just to brush past it.
"No, I... That's irrelevant," said Cassie stiffly, unconsciously tugging down the sleeve of her sweater once again. "I just don't want you to act like we're best friends, Renee. You know we aren't."
Renee raised an eyebrow, leaning back in her chair and crossing one long, gorgeous leg over the other in a way that Cassie found massively distracting. "Do I know that, Kissy? Do I? Whatever. I'll keep it in mind. But I hope we can at least be cordial at practice tonight. I am the squad captain after all."
Shit. Cassie had forgotten in the heated struggle to fight back against Renee's tyranny and prove her worth that passing the cheerleader initiation meant that she was actually a member of the squad now. Meeting with the other cheerleaders after what they had done to her yesterday was a thought that made Cassie's stomach twist with anxiety and strange lust.
"Oh... I'm not actually feeling that well today, so..." said Cassie nervously, imagining putting on one of the cheerleader uniforms and exposing that much skin now that she had marker scrawled all over her.
"Nonsense," said Renee, with just a touch of iron in her voice. "The pep rally is tomorrow, Kissy! We need to whip our newest member into shape for her big debut!"
That didn't make Cassie feel any better, but by then the teacher was already calling the class's attention to the front of the room, and Renee had turned away with a smirk and a flip of her glossy raven hair. Cassie sighed, shook her head, and fitfully pulled down her sleeve once again. She should probably go. If she wanted to maintain her defiance, she had to stay on the team, and missing a vital practice would give Renee a perfect excuse to kick her out.
Besides, what was the worst that could happen? All the cheerleaders knew what was written on her body, and she could probably get away with practicing in street clothes for one day anyway.
...
Gina bowed low on her hands and knees, her eyes blazing and her stiff nipples scraping Victor's muscular onyx thighs as she extended her tongue to tease the tip of his big, thick, black cock.
The way he was grinning down at her while he lunged back in bed with his arms behind his head was pissing her off. To be fair, everything was pissing her off today, but she felt like Victor was being even more obnoxious than usual.
"What are you smirking at?" She grumbled before sealing her soft lips around the head of Victor's throbbing cock.
"Gigi, your body is a work of art," said Victor in a rumbling voice, giving her a slow wink. "Why wouldn't a man smile when he sees it, eager and bare for him?"
Gina's only response was to roll her eyes and slowly descend, stuffing more of Victor's python deep into her mouth. She was getting more and more used to deepthroating Victor's cock, but it was so fucking big that it felt like a challenge every time. She needed to warm herself up to it.
"You seem mad," said Victor with a raised eyebrow. "What's the matter? Trouble in paradise?"
Gina shot him a venomous glare as the head of his cock hit the back of her throat and her tongue swirled around it. As usual, he had just hit infuriatingly close to home. Last night, after Gina had put a great deal of effort into a pleasant date night with her husband, Daren had fucked it all up by cumming in his hand like a fucking loser before even reaching her pussy. And considering the idiot had gotten himself into a blackmail situation that had his cock locked up by a girl his daughter's age most of the time, he had spoiled their one chance at a sexual reconnection.
"Well," said Victor with a satisfied sigh, wiggling his toes as he enjoyed the sensation of his sex kitten slowly sliding his cock down her tight throat, "At least you have a real man to run to when the wimp lets you down."
Ok, Gina had been content to let Victor run his mouth, but that was taking things a step too far. Especially when part of Gina's anger came from her own failings last night. The date was supposed to be about her and Daren, but somehow Victor had tempted and tricked her into a quicky in the restaurant bathroom. That didn't excuse Darren's eye-rolling failure, and couldn't have influenced it in any way, in fact, since Gina had been careful, but it still was a factor in her prickly annoyance today.
Gina rose, coughing a little before snapping in a cock-roughened voice, "Shut the fuck up, Victor. You know the only reason that I'm here is because of that stupid contract. Which is ending next week, by the way. I bet you thought I would forget about that, didn't you?"
Victor chuckled, his broad, muscular chest falling up and down with his mirth. Gina's eyes flicked down to his chest and abs for a second, then cursed herself for her wandering gaze. "So, the only reason you suck and fuck my cock is because you have to, huh?"
"That's right," lied Gina fiercely, absentmindedly popping Victor's cock back into her mouth and sucking it like a pacifier.
"And here I thought we were getting along better!" said Victor with mock-wistfulness. "You were finally learning to enjoy submission like a good girl. You must be a good fucking actress. I've heard about crying on command, but a wet pussy and stiff nips when you hate every second deep down... now that's real talent."
Gina didn't respond this time, instead pretending to get deeply absorbed in her blowjob, gliding her lips smoothly up and down Victor's huge cock. As much as she hated it, he had a point. Victor Cross was evil, but he was a dangerously sexy man. And he had successfully awoken a submissive streak in Gina that she hadn't realized she had. It felt good to just give in and accept his control. Which was exactly why Gina had to show a little resistance sometimes. If Victor knew how weak he made her feel, who knew what he would do to her?
Victor shook his head and mockingly clicked his tongue. "All of this anger and strife... and on the day that I finally arranged a job for you, too!"
Gina released Victor's cock from her mouth, coming up with an open-mouthed expression of delight, her sullen annoyance forgotten for the moment. "Wait... are you messing with me?" She asked cautiously, trying to adjust her expectations. It had been nerve-wracking and awkward for the past few weeks since she had been fired from her law firm. She still hadn't told Daren, and part of the reason for that was Victor's assurance that he would find her a new job using his connections, although in Gina's opinion, it seemed like he was dragging his feet on that.
"God's honest truth," said Victor gravely. "I found a job that matches your talents perfectly."
"What firm is it?" asked Gina excitedly. "It's not Martin and Goodwin, is it? Those guys are chumps. Well, never mind, actually I would take what I can get at this point, as long as it isn't some two-lawyer family law outfit." Gina realized she was babbling and shook her head, embarrassed by her own excitement. "Anyway," she finally said sheepishly, "What did you find? Who will I be working with?"
"Why, with me of course!" said Victor with a wide grin. "I want you to come work at Cross Advertising!"
Gina stared at him with narrowed eyes, then released his cock and pinched the bridge of her nose. She should have known that Victor would try to pull some crap like this.
"An in-house corporate lawyer?" she asked with a bitter twist of her mouth. She was under the impression that those jobs were mainly paperwork, and while she certainly had the experience necessary for a job like that, her main skill set was as a trial lawyer. Well... I guess it's better than unemployment. Once I let the rumors swirl and die down about why I left the old firm, maybe I can go out on the job hunt again.
"But wait," she added with a questioning eyebrow, "Didn't you just offer Xavier a position as your lawyer? Do you really need another on retainer?"
Victor shook his head, a hint of a grin playing on his lips. "I'm afraid that there's been a bit of a misunderstanding, Gigi," he said, his tone much more serious than his face. "I have all the lawyers I need... but the position of my personal assistant has just opened up. I think you would be just perfect for the role."
Gina tilted her head in confusion. For a moment, she couldn't even understand what he was saying. But after a few silent seconds, Victor's meaning finally sank in, and with it came a tidal wave of rage.
"Victor Cross," she finally managed to say in a small, tight voice, "That's not a very funny joke."
Victor shrugged, his cocky, self-important smile not shifting an inch as he observed her anger. "It isn't a joke at all, actually. Like I said, I think you would be absolutely perfect for the job."
Gina rose from the bed, white-faced with rage, and began snatching her clothes from where they had been scattered over the ground.
"What's the matter, Gigi? Leaving so soon?" Asked Victor, turning over to his side with his head propped up on his elbow to face her, his thick cock still stiff as iron and dripping with her saliva.
Gina flashed him a look of pure hate, untainted by arousal at this particular moment. He had really caught her on the wrong day for this bullshit. "If all you were planning on doing was jerking me around with this stupid game, the least you could have done is get it out of the way on the day that I got fired," she snapped, "instead of making me think you were really job hunting for me."
Victor chuckled richly and gestured down to his cock, "I kept you busy, didn't I? If it makes you feel better, we can backdate your first check and claim that all of our mid-day rendezvous were 'consulting sessions'."
"See there it is," said Gina furiously, pointing an accusing finger at Victor. "You don't even care if I would be a good secretary or not, do you? You just want to turn me into your slutty public office pet. Well, I have news for you, Victor."
She marched up and got right in Victor's face, "I went to school for seven fucking years to become a lawyer. And I'm a damn good one. It's fun to submit to you in bed. I can admit that. But I'm not going to blow up my entire career because humiliating me gets you hard."
"But didn't you do that already?" asked Victor innocently. "That's why you got fired at your last job."
The only thing that Gina could do was make an inarticulate sound of pure rage, turning her back on him and leaving the room, her middle finger raised high over her shoulder.
"Goodbye, Gigi. I'll see you soon," called Victor after her, but she didn't pause or look back. Victor had really crossed the line this time.
And now she was going to have to frantically begin the job search in earnest, a step behind thanks to Victor's antics.
...
Cassie wasn't positive what to expect when she entered the gym for cheerleading practice that afternoon. In theory, hazing, for all its faults, was supposed to bring people together. A symbolic act of bullying that brought someone into the fold. So Cassie was hopeful that the rest of the squad would now be more open and welcoming.
She was almost immediately let down. She skipped the locker room on the way into the gym today. She intended to insist on wearing her regular clothes for reasons the rest of the girls should be well familiar with. As she entered the gym, Cassie could feel the atmosphere change almost immediately. It was just like when she had entered the school early, except now Cassie was absolutely certain what the other girls were whispering and snickering over.
Still, she held her head high as she crossed the gym to the group of giggling cheerleaders eyeing her and stood defiantly in front of Renee.
The gorgeous cheer captain looked her up and down slowly, her eyebrow raised. "No uniform today, I see," she commented mildly.
"I think that the team has seen quite enough of what's under my clothes for the time being," said Cassie with a matching tone of cool detachment. "I didn't think you would force me to wear a uniform today, considering the mistake you all made with the markers.
Renee snorted with amusement. "Maybe I won't force you to wear your uniform... But she might." Renee nodded over Cassie's shoulder, and Cassie turned to see a woman entering the gym, wearing tight leggings and a form-fitting zip-up hoodie.
Cassie had never seen her before. The stranger looked like she was somewhere between thirty and forty, but it was honestly kind of hard to tell. She had had enough plastic surgery that she could have been fifty as far as Cassie knew. It wasn't bad plastic surgery by any means, but it did give her a somewhat plastic and artificial look. And, while Cassie was no expert, she thought the new arrival's body had had some work done as well. Breasts were rarely that big and round naturally, and it was odd to see a butt that big and wide beneath such a slim waist.
"So nice to meet you all!" cooed the woman in a high-pitched voice, clapping her hands together and flashing them a wide, blindingly white smile. "I was asked if I would come in and help coach the team for the rest of the season. You all might know me better as Ms. Fontaine or Melissa's mom, but you can all call me Coach Dee Dee during practice, kay?"
Cassie wasn't sure what to make of the strange, artificial-looking woman. Up until this point, she was pretty sure the coach was supposed to be Miss Chambers, but she never came to practice. Cassie had started to become convinced that the coach position was simply a formality, since Renee ran the squad with an iron fist.
Cassie's thoughts were interrupted by Dee Dee's finger stabbing out toward her, and a sudden sharp exclamation of "You! Step forward."
Cassie wasn't all that pleased with the stranger's tone, but, with a look around at the other grinning girls, she stepped forward awkwardly, separating herself from the pack.
"What's your name, honey?" asked the new coach, her hazel eyes piercing straight into Cassie's soul.
"Cassie," she said, trying to sound confident despite being singled out like this in front of the hostile crowd. "Cassie Harlowe."
For some reason, a smirk twisted Dee Dee's lips. "Pleasure to meet you, sweetie... now explain to me why you're disrespecting your teammates."
The words were said in such a sugary sweet voice that Cassie had difficulty piecing together what the new Coach even meant. She tilted her head and said, "Excuse me, I'm not sure exactly..."
"I mean," said Dee sharply, bulldozing over top of her, "That everyone else came today ready to practice. And yet here you are in your street clothes, wasting everyone's time. It's a disgrace!"
Cassie grimaced. She hadn't thought she would have to explain her situation to someone who wasn't involved. But surely, as a responsible adult, Ms. Fontaine would understand if Cassie explained it to her privately. "Coach, if I could just have a quick word with you," she said in an undertone.


But it seemed she had misjudged her target. Dee Dee's smile grew wider, and her eyes gleamed viciously as she said, "Why? So you can waste even more of your squad's precious time? I think not, Cassie. In fact, I think you ought to strip right here and now while someone runs and grabs your uniform from the locker room. You know... so that we can save ourselves a little time."
Cassie's stomach dropped as the rest of the girls giggled and let out a scandalized "oooooh!" It seemed as though there would be no help or support from this new coach. She was honestly kind of shocked that an adult would be so willing to join in on the sexual bullying, but there was no time to wonder why Dee Dee was acting like this... not when she found herself in another predicament.
"You heard the coach," said Renee, clapping her hands. "We need someone to run and fetch Kissy's uniform!" Harmony volunteered and went running as Coach Dee Dee pursed her lips with a displeased expression.
"Kissy, huh? I thought you said your name was Cassie, sweetheart."
"Oh... Ummm, it's just a nick-"
"Quiet now. You've proven yourself a time-waster and a liar, Kissy, and I don't have much patience for either one. Speaking of wasting time, I believe I told you to start taking off those clothes. Now Kissy. We're waiting."
Cassie blushed and bit her lip, a strange arousal bubbling up inside her from the embarrassing situation. Not for the first time, she cursed the fetishes for humiliation and exhibitionism that Renee's "advice" had uncovered. It made it hard to stand up for herself in situations like this. But what else could she do exactly? This wasn't just bullying; it was an official command from the woman who had become the coach.
Cassie took a deep breath and gripped the bottom hem of her sweater. Dee Dee tapped her foot and folded her arms. "Chop chop, Kissy. Let's get you out of those disrespectful clothes."
Cassie just had to rip the Band-Aid off. She tugged up the sweater swiftly, dragging the t-shirt beneath along with it. As the sweater peeled away, the canvas of her skin was revealed. Dark streaks of marker that were faded... but not nearly faded enough for Cassie's comfort. Crude pictures of cocks. Filthy taunts. Insults expressed in the harshest language possible. Cassie's squadmates hadn't held back. And just a fraction of the disgusting bodily graffiti was revealed once her shirt came off. Even more appeared when she shucked her jeans to the floor.
Cassie paused, cheeks pink and breathing heavily, in her favorite cream-colored bra and an old, comfortable pair of grey panties. She genuinely hadn't thought anyone would be seeing her underwear today, but she was constantly being surprised these days.
"Well," said Dee Dee in a sweet, poisonous drawl, "We're waiting! Off with those frumpy underthings, sweetie. I want to see all of the... fun drawings you've chosen to decorate your chubby little body with."
Even after the humiliating order to strip in front of her giggling squadmates, this still took Cassie by surprise. "But Coach... I plan to wear underwear under my uniform. Why would I...?"
"Don't listen to her, Mom," said Melissa with a grinning leer. "Everybody knows that Kissy can't wear underwear under her slutty uniform."
Now, instead of shocked, Cassie felt angry. The last thing she needed was the bitchy blonde cheerleader to chime in right now. "You told me that uniform was just until I became a full member!" said Cassie through gritted teeth.
"Quiet!" snapped the new coach, her plumped lips drawing into a thin line of disapproval. "Mel, I don't need your help, thanks. And as for you..."
She stepped right up to Cassie, getting into her personal space and making Cassie suck in a breath of shock. "I don't care what kind of uniform you think you ought to have. I think that little brats like you deserve a little embarrassment for thoughtlessness and arrogance. So off with your bra and panties, Kissy. Coach's orders."
The lecture, delivered in a low, forceful voice and accompanied by a hateful sneer, didn't do anything to lift her confusion over this strange adult's behavior, but at least it made her situation crystal clear.
Cassie's new coach was an enemy. One with the power of adult authority behind her. It wouldn't do any good to try to defy her now. Cassie just had to grit her teeth and get through this. She reached behind her with a sinking feeling of powerlessness to unhook her bra strap, and could feel the leering eyes and wolf-like grins of the surrounding women, coach included.
Cassie had scrubbed her tits until they were raw the night before, trying to remove the crude graffiti. Wriggling black sperm shapes surrounded one nipple in an obscene parody of an egg being fertilized. No less than three crudely drawn cock sprayed stylized droplets downward toward her heavy mammaries. Someone had just gone on a tear of writing all the synonyms they could think of for breasts. Tits. Knockers. Udders. Funbags. Words that turned them into lurid sexual objects rather than parts of her body.
The new coach took one look and snickered into her hand, leading to a wave of cruel titters from the rest of the squad as well."Oh my Kissy... someone had some fun last night, didn't they? Planning out potential tattoos, perhaps?"
Cassie tried her best not to participate in her own humiliation. "No, Ma'am. Initiation ritual." Despite her carefully composed expression, however, Cassie felt her nipples, raw from the desperate washing, rising under the gaze of her new coach and the rest of her squad. She couldn't help it. It felt like, at this point, a humiliation fetish had been etched into her soul.
"Whatever you need to tell yourself, darling," said Dee Dee with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Panties next, if you please."
With a low, dangerous heat building between her thighs, Cassie hooked her thumbs through the waistband of her panties and slowly slipped them down her ample butt and thighs, letting them pool around her ankles, then kicking them away, doing her best not to give the surrounding girls the kinky show that she knew they wanted.
Dee Dee looked her up and down, her piercing hazel eyes gleaming with some sort of unguessable, strong emotion. She opened her plump lips to say something, but before she could say anything, Harmony hustled up, grinning and obviously checking out Cassie's humiliatingly naked form as well before dropping the flimsy rags of the trainee uniform in front of her.
"Perfect, thank you, dear," said Dee Dee with a plastic smile. "Now we can finally stop wasting time. Kissy, put on your uniform and stop showing off your body like a little slut."
"But..." Cassie knew it was useless, but this felt so manifestly unfair that she felt like she had to speak up. "They said I could have a full uniform when I..."
Dee Dee strode forward again and grabbed Cassie's chin in a cruel grip. Getting right in her face to say, "You'll get a full uniform when you earn it, Kissy. And your awful attitude tells me that you just aren't there yet. But keep going! I'm sure we can find a brand new uniform that fits a slutty little brat like you. Maybe we could just color one in with a marker, since you seem to love skin art so much. Or just have you get out on the field wearing only hair ribbons and a big, team-spirit smile. Would you prefer that?"
"No, Ma'am," said Cassie in a weak little voice. One glance at Renee on her left showed that the cheer captain had a thoughtful look on her beautiful face. Even if the new coach considered it an empty threat, Cassie would put nothing past Renee. Best to take the loss here and try to make up ground with this adult who hated her for some reason later. Swallowing her pride yet again, Cassie bent to retrieve the inadequate uniform, giving those behind her an excellent view of her plump rear, then pulled on the tight, stretchy, revealing top and the pathetically thin excuse for a skirt.
"Ok," said Dee Dee, taking a step back and finally turning her attention to the group rather than Cassie alone. "I hear the big pep rally is happening tomorrow. That's a tall order for me to step into on such short notice. I want to see the routines that you've prepared. And, of course, as is traditional, our brand new member will be performing a short solo dance as well."
Cassie was left wide-eyed in bewilderment once again. It felt like every other word out of this woman's mouth was a complete surprise. But it seemed like Renee had tired of watching Cassie spar with her new coach. She stepped forward and took Cassie by the hand, saying decisively, "On it, coach, I'll make sure she is completely ready to go by the end of practice." Mercifully, Dee Dee just nodded and shooed them away.
"Renee, I don't know what she's talking about," hissed Cassie as soon as they were out of earshot, tugging down the hem of the ridiculous top, trying ineffectively to contain her breasts completely inside. No matter what she did, it seemed that two pale crescents of underboob peeked out from the bottom. "I'm not prepared for any kind of solo dance!"
Renee scoffed. 'What? Of course you're ready, Kissy. We've been preparing you for your dance since the first day you joined the squad. You know the cheer that we've had you practicing over and over? That's going to be your solo dance."
"Oh," said Cassie, relaxing just a fraction. She wasn't exactly a talented cheerleader at this point: practices had had far too many distractions for her to actually build any skills. But she had been practicing one dance over and over again since the beginning, and she was reasonably sure she could put in a good performance of that at least.
"If I were you, I would be more worried about the fact that cheerleaders wear their uniforms on pep rally day, and Coach just made that your permanent uniform."
Cassie stared in open-mouth horror, then shook her head, resistance hardening inside her. "No way. No fucking way, Renee Cross. You've made me do a lot of stupid things, but I am not going to wear this fucking slutty uniform to school. And I'm not wearing it to do a dance either."
Renee shrugged. "That's what it's going to take to stay on the squad, Kissy. Sorry if that upsets you. I expect to see you wearing that uniform tomorrow, first thing. Now... let's run through those steps again and make sure you've got them down."
Cassie opened her mouth, then decided that it wasn't worth it to argue. Every time she did, Renee just found a way to manipulate her. But as they ran through the dance steps again and again, working up a sweat as her tits flopped and her tiny skirt whirled, Cassie made up her mind. She would make her ultimatum tomorrow. No full uniform, no dance. If she had to quit the squad to preserve her dignity, so be it.
...
Gina pecked at the down arrow viciously, scrolling through the job listings with prickly annoyance building in her heart. It was hitting home to her that most high-quality jobs in the legal profession were gotten through networking rather than just a random submission of an application. Almost all of the jobs that she could find posted online were low-level positions. And, with the way she left her old firm, she imagined that calling up her colleagues and asking for a job might be an exercise in awkward refusal.
It was almost enough to make her consider one of the corporate lawyer positions she had scoffed at to Victor. But a fucking secretary? No. Never. Fuck that.
The very idea that Victor thought that was something she might accept made her blood boil. Maybe she had been enjoying the forced submission. It had been... sexually fascinating to meet a man impressive enough to bring her to heel and make her obey. But bedroom fantasies were one thing, and public disgrace was quite another. She had been sliding down a slippery slope on that front, with the blowjob she had given Xavier in front of her former boss and the reveal of her passionate tryst with Victor that had gotten her fired. If she didn't set a firm line here, who knew how far Victor might try to take things?
She was Gina fucking Harlowe, shark in the courtroom and a woman you didn't want to mess with. She had been forgetting that lately, but now it seemed both she and Victor needed reminding. She was not going to work as some bimbo eyecandy secretary for Victor to fuck on his lunch break. She would rather scrub toilets.
Gina sighed, clicked her laptop shut, and reached for her now cold latte. She had searched a half a dozen job sites and found nothing that met her standards. Maybe it was time to make a few calls to colleagues and grovel a little. Embarrassing as that might be, it paled in comparison to the things that Victor had been making her do.
Gina finished up her latte and stood from the table at the cafe she had been parked at for a few hours. She still needed somewhere to go in the morning when Daren thought she was headed to work, and she certainly wasn't going to go over to that pig Victor's house at the moment. Luckily, he hadn't contacted her since her blow-up yesterday. If he did, it would really put her defiance to the test, since technically she was still bound by his fucking fraudulent contract to do whatever he said.
Gina decided to go home. Daren should have gone to work already, and she would be able to relax and think through her next moves better there. Her mind chewed through the same bitter thoughts again and again as she drove home, and by the time she pushed open the front door, she was in an even worse mood than when she left the cafe.
Her mood wasn't improved in the slightest when she saw Daren standing in the kitchen, eating a bowl of cereal, still in his pajamas. To be fair, he didn't seem happy to see her either.
"Uhh... hi sweetheart," he said vaguely, setting down his cereal bowl on the counter with a look of guilty panic crossing his face. "I thought you would be at work."
Gina glared at him, trying her best to get her thoughts in order. "I could say the same thing to you," she said slowly, buying time for her to decide how to approach this. Although she had just caught her husband at home when he claimed he would be at work, she was in a similar position. A worse position, actually, when she really thought about it. Because, unless Dan had become a much better liar in the course of the last few weeks, she was pretty confident that he hadn't lost his job like she had.
But the best defence was a strong offense. Especially when it came to Daren. Gina raised an eyebrow and crossed her arms, giving her husband a disapproving glare. "So... decided just to take the day off, huh? I thought things were tricky at work right now. Is it really the time to be taking a personal day?"
Daren stared down at his feet with a grimace. "Yeah... I mean.... I g-guess that's true," he said softly, slipping back into the stutter that afflicted him when he got nervous.
Gina immediately felt a little bad for pushing him. He was probably just as upset as she was that he had failed so spectacularly in bed the other night. But at the same time, Gina's pride and annoyance wouldn't allow her to soften. She was sure that things were hard for Daren, but that was how things were when you fucked up.
He had gotten caught and caged by a girl his daughter's age, for God's sake! At a certain point, he had to take accountability for how things had turned out....But that didn't mean Gina needed to twist the knife. Especially since Daren didn't seem to have any inclination to question her own absence from work.
Gina sighed and rolled her shoulders, forcibly shifting herself out of her combative mindset. "Well, if we're both off from work, let's make a day of it. We can watch a movie, maybe, and when Cassie gets home, we'll..."
The excitement on Daren's face at the prospect of a relaxing day of reconnection was heart-warming to see. But it was spoiled when Gina heard the sharp click of her phone's text alert and felt it vibrate in her purse.
She cut off midsentence as anger and arousal pulsed through her. She could only think of one person who would be texting her right now, and, after his insulting job offer yesterday, it was the last man on earth she wanted to speak to.
"Sorry, one second. Let me take care of this," she said irritably, snatching her phone up out of her purse with a scowl growing on her face.
"Is it him?" asked Daren dismally. Gina simply held up a finger, checking what the message said. For once, it was blunt and straightforward,
[Come and meet me here.]
An address that Gina didn't recognise followed. Gina made a sound of annoyance in the back of her throat. Of course she should have known that it was too good to be true. Victor wasn't the kind of man to give a woman space, even if she was angry at him.
[I don't feel like speaking to you right now, Victor. We can meet tomorrow.] she texted back. She felt good about it. Setting a boundary with Victor was important.
[Do I need to remind you of the terms of your contract?]
Gina's blood went cold. Although she had been well aware mentally that Victor held the power to order her around, she had begun to dismiss the possibility. He hadn't really exercised the coercive power of the contract in specific terms up until now. It seemed uncharacteristically crude of him. But there was no way to wiggle out of this one. If it had been a regular contract, Gina may have been able to find a loophole, but this one was backed by Victor's blackmail material. If he thought she was in violation, then she was.
Gina sighed heavily and tossed her phone back into her bag. She had little choice. She would have to go and at least talk to him. Luckily, even if he was being a bit of an ass about making her show up, Gina had developed a certainty that Victor would never force himself on her. Not because he was a good person, but because he considered it cheating in the twisted games he liked to play.
"I actually have to go," said Gina, feeling a twinge of regret over dangling a chance at bonding over Daren's head before snatching it away. "But maybe we can still watch a movie when I get back... or something."
"What happened?" asked Daren, licking his lips and leaning against the counter in a way that screamed, "I'm trying as hard as I can to look casual." He probably already knew who had texted her, but Gina saw no reason to rub it in. Daren had been surprisingly forgiving about her humiliating failure to resist Victor's schemes. She knew that was because he had a cuckold fetish, that didn't mean she had to be cruel toward the husband who was still standing by her.
"Something came up at work," she said with a crooked smile. A little white lie. And one that even Daren probably wasn't stupid enough to believe.
But if he was suspicious, Daren didn't say anything. It wasn't his way. Instead, he nodded with a little grimace. "Ah. ok, I understand. Well, I hope it isn't anything too serious." He made an awkward half-step forward, as if going in for a kiss, then seemed to catch himself and shrink back, a look of uncertainty on his face.
That just made Gina feel worse. Yes, she was disappointed and exasperated with him for his bedroom failure on the one free night he had negotiated, but she would have kissed him. He was her husband, and she loved him, no matter what complex schemes poisoned the air between them.
She would have kissed him. If he had taken that step.
All she could do was give him a tight smile, turn on her heel, and leave back out the front door. She would do her best to make it up to him later. But Victor wouldn't wait.
...
Cassie rehearsed what she would say over and over again in her head as she got off the bus. Sorry Renee. That uniform just isn't appropriate for school. No... that was way too much of an understatement. Renee, I think if I wore that slutty getup to class, not only would I get sent to the principal's office, I would probably get arrested for indecent exposure.


Maybe a touch dramatic, but also probably accurate. Wearing the tiny, slutty parody of a cheerleading outfit to practice in front of other girls had been questionable enough. To wear it in front of boys? Teachers? That was simply impossible. Even Renee had to see that the idea simply wasn't viable. Cassie had gotten in enough trouble with her trek through the school yesterday wearing the slutty clothes left to her in the locker room. She had no desire to relive that, although the memory, once so horrible she could barely stand to think of it, now made strange arousal squirm through her.
Cassie didn't see Renee until her gorgeous enemy strode confidently into homeroom, wearing the typical cheerleader uniform. It was perhaps a touch more scandalous than the ones worn by their rival high schools, with a bit more stomach bared above and a bit too much of her luscious coffee-colored thighs below, but it was nothing compared to the slutty uniform that Renee wanted her to wear.
The beautiful, evil minx raised an eyebrow as she saw Cassie in her street clothes, and Cassie felt her mouth go dry. All of the carefully rehearsed resistance seemed to be leaking out of her head as Renee stalked across the room toward her, her skirt flipping up distractingly around her thighs. Finally, she stood looming over Cassie. Her eyes glittering with cruel appraisal, her hip cocked, and her arms folded decisively beneath her impressive breasts.
"So... you didn't change into your uniform at home. Smart. Wouldn't want your parents to get too worried about you. But come on, Kissy, school's about to start. Let's get this show on the road."
Cassie was feeling less and less certain by the second, but still she shook her head. "No, Renee, I'm not going to do it."
Renee stared down at her for a moment, her expression unchanging. Then opened her mouth and said in a tight, carefully controlled voice, "I don't think you understand, Kissy. This is a requirement for all members of the squad. I'm going to need you to put on that uniform."
"Then maybe I shouldn't be on the squad anymore," said Cassie, staring straight back into her beautiful brown eyes. She had been thinking about this as well. The whole point of getting onto the team had been to show that Renee couldn't force her to quit. But if her entire time on the squad would just be an opportunity for Renee to sexually bully her more, then maybe it was better to cut her losses.
"Don't say something that you'll regret, Kissy," said Renee sourly, her face and voice growing colder as her anger took root. "We both know you went to hell and back to earn your spot on the squad."
It was genuinely intimidating to face down Renee when she was angry like this. The lithe, lovely queen of the school towered over Cassie, her face a picture of icy displeasure. Part of Cassie just wanted to give in and watch Renee smile. Part of her was even curious what it would feel like to let all of the boys in her class see her in the embarrassing cheer outfit. More importantly, Cassie knew firsthand how hard it could be if you made yourself Renee's enemy... and yet she couldn't back down. Putting on the slutty cheerleading costume and parading around the school just because that was what Renee wanted would be as good as waving a white flag.
And Cassie had a sneaking suspicion that, no matter how hot it might be to wear Renee's leash, she wasn't a caring pet owner.
"You can say what you want, Renee," said Cassie, setting her jaw in determination and fighting through the twinge of fear, "But you can't make me put on that uniform. If that means I'm kicked off the team, then I'm prepared to deal with that."
Renee opened her mouth, ready to fire back... then her eyes darted over Cassie's face, and her mouth snapped shut. With a dawning sense of pride, Cassie realized that Renee had read her resistance and realized that there would be no further point in trying to convince her.
Somehow, she had won this battle.
"I need to use the bathroom, Gloria," snapped Renee to the put-upon older teacher who ran the homeroom. "I'll be back when I'm back."
Then she swept out of the room, graceful as ever, with her back held perfectly straight and her lovely features fixed in an expression of haughty disapproval.
Cassie was left sitting at her desk, stunned that she had somehow won. A smile crept across her face. She would probably pay for it later once Renee convinced the rest of the senior class to bully her even worse, but for now, she felt untouchable.
...
Renee opened the door to Miss Chamber's office abruptly and strode inside, her head swirling with seething rage. The petite blonde counselor let out a little gasp at the sudden intrusion, staring up at Renee with wide eyes. She opened her mouth to speak, but Renee had no more time for idiots today. She gestured impatiently toward the door. "Out."
The counselor didn't ask any questions. She simply scooped up her phone and hustled out the door, closing it behind her. The employees of the school were just as reluctant to draw Renee's anger as the students, if not moreso. Renee had made examples of the first few teachers to cross her, and the rest had fallen quickly in line.
Running the school had its perks... like the use of Miss Chamber's office when Renee needed to make a phone call and had to be absolutely sure it was private.
Her father picked up swiftly, like he always did. Victor Cross was the type to either pick up right away or not at all. "Yes, Renee, how can I help you? Keep it brief, if you would. I have a meeting in a moment."
As always, her father's voice was deep, powerful, and confident. Exactly what Renee wanted to feel right now. She hated showing him her weakness, but she needed his strength. She was so close to moving to the next step, where Kissy wasn't just rumored to be a slut, but was known for a fact by the entire senior class to be a total whore. But all of her careful plans would go to waste if Kissy retained this infuriating stubborn streak for the remainder of the day. She could make Kissy's life hell as punishment, but arranging another pep rally would be difficult or impossible.
"I'll cut to the chase then," said Renee, trying to project the decisiveness her father prized. "The daughter has become an issue. I completely broke her the other day with the public teasing, but she somehow grew her spine back since then. Every time I bring her to heel, it seems like she just won't stay broken."
To her surprise, her father chuckled. She felt a stab of panic, suddenly afraid that she had made herself seem ridiculous to him. "What's so funny?" she asked stiffly.
"Sorry, sorry, dearest... I just can't help thinking that she's remarkably like her mother in that way. I'm dealing with a little rebellion of sorts myself at the moment. No matter how many times I break her spirit, she somehow finds a new reserve of pride and defiance. A fascinating little toy. If Kissy is anything like Gigi, she's a difficult assignment for your first corruption, no question. So let me give you a little advice that I learned when it came to handling her mommy. Why do you think she submitted to you the other day, but won't right now?"
Renee frowned and closed her eyes, thinking deeply. Then her eyes snapped open, with a glint of understanding. "After I tricked her into getting naked, the rest was easy. She couldn't think straight once I was touching her."
"Exactly," said Victor confidently. "You've nursed her new perversions carefully. Her unleashed kinks and her desire for you are all the tools you need in order to humble her pride. This is the day you planned to have her perform for her classmates, is that correct?"
"That's right..." confirmed Renee thoughtfully.
"Well... that's a significantly bigger ask than just disrobing in front of what she assumed was a small group of other girls. No wonder you're struggling with buy-in."
Renee sighed and rubbed her temple. "Well then... what do you suggest?"
"She can't help but submit when she's deeply aroused," said Victor flatly. "Why push her into such a slutty choice when she's totally calm and collected? Get her wet, and she'll melt in her hands. All of your teasing so far has been pretty oblique, right?"
"That's true," said Renee softly, grimacing a little. "I've gotten a lot of mileage so far by leaving her uncertain whether I am interested in her sexually or not. That awkward guilt has been a useful lever. But I suppose you're right. If a little direct contact doesn't break her, nothing will."
"I think you're on the right track, dearest. Best of luck. Got to run."
"Goodbye, father." Renee lowered the phone, feeling reinvigorated. It kind of sucked that she had to involve her father, but it felt good to have a sense of direction. Renee began texting with a new sense of purpose, ready to pull some strings.
...
"What exactly does she want to talk about?" asked Cassie suspiciously as Melissa led her through the halls of the school. She already felt strange for just walking out of Physics class because Mel showed up at the door, and the mystery behind the meeting only put her more on edge.
The tall, perfect blonde cheerleader rolled her eyes. "I told you, Kissy. I. Don't. Know. All she told me is that she needed to talk to you and that I should bring you to the counseling office."
Cassie snorted. "Well, I guess that she respects you just as much as she respects me. The only difference is I don't kiss her ass."
Melissa whirled on her, blue eyes blazing with rage. "Listen to me, bitch," she hissed, looming over Cassie. "Maybe I do kiss Renee's ass, but the only reason I do is because I know she could ruin me in a second. She could ruin you in a second, too. If you think that what she's done to you so far is bad, see what happens when you really piss her off. Then we'll see who's kissing ass."
Cassie stared up defiantly into Melissa's blue eyes. Eyes that were actually a shade pretty close to her own. For some reason, Melissa just got under Cassie's skin, and she could tell the feeling was mutual. Some subconscious factor made them rub each other the wrong way.
But Cassie didn't have any time to deal with a small fry lackey like Melissa when Renee was waiting for her. "Won't your boss be mad if you take this long to bring me to her?" she asked sarcastically, raising an eyebrow.
Melissa looked like she wouldn't mind getting into a cat fight right there in the hallway, but it seemed that Cassie's taunt wasn't far from the truth. She huffed in annoyance and turned, flouncing down the hall toward the counselor's office.
It was a strange choice of venue. If Renee just wanted to talk to her and convince her to do the rally, why not just come get Cassie herself and talk in the hallway? Was she hoping to involve Ms. Chambers? It didn't matter either way. Cassie wouldn't degrade herself by participating in the rally. Renee could ask every staff member in the building to back her up, and it wouldn't change Cassie's stubborn refusal.
Melissa led her to the door and gestured toward it impatiently. "She said to bring you here. You're here."
"Aren't you going inside?" asked Cassie in confusion. It was rare to see Renee at school without her faithful lapdog Melissa at her side.
"Not this time," said Melissa, with an annoyed twist of her lip that said she had already had this conversation with Renee. "She's pissed. Good luck, loser. You'll need it."
With that, she turned and disappeared down the hallway, leaving Cassie standing alone in front of the closed door to the counsellor's office. Cassie had a strange feeling of apprehension as she stared at the frosted glass with "Miss Chambers" printed across it. Renee was a slippery snake, and she fought dirty. If something felt off, it probably was. Renee would never invite Cassie anywhere unless she was confident it would help to convince Cassie to change her mind about the pep rally.
But her minor victory earlier in the day had filled Cassie with a sense of confidence. All she had to do was refuse Renee's demands, and she would win. And claiming another victory over the school's bratty queen bee was tempting all by itself.
So she knocked on the door. A thrill passed through her as Renee's musical voice called, "Is that you, Kissy? Come in!" There was some undertone in her voice that Cassie couldn't quite place, especially muffled through the door. There was only one way to find out what Renee's game was this time. Cassie swung the door open and entered.
The sight that met Cassie's eyes immediately transformed her smug confidence into red-hot, bewildered arousal, scattering her thoughts to the wind.
Renee sat on the edge of the counselor's desk, completely and gloriously naked, her folded cheerleading uniform laid neatly beside her.
Cassie's eyes traveled on their own up her rival's long, silky legs, folded demurely at the thigh... over the delicious curve of her hips... her toned belly, the stiff nipples adorning her round, dusky breasts... her slim, graceful neck... her plump, glossy lips curved up into a mysterious smile. Finally, only after making that long, heated journey, did her gaze lock with Renee's deep, luminous brown eyes.
Cassie gulped around a suddenly bone-dry mouth, her arousal roaring from zero to one-hundred in an instant. She could feel her heart hammering hard in her throat and ears as her whole body flushed.
She was used to being naked around Renee at this point, but Renee herself was usually only naked in circumstances where going without clothes was perfectly natural. Cassie would have thought that being clothed while Renee was naked would give her a sense of power or control, but strangely, it felt like the exact opposite. Being in the same room as a perfect sexual goddess like her enemy only made her feel flustered and weak.
"Are you planning to stand there with the door open all day?" asked Renee with a teasing smile. "That might end up being kind of embarrassing for me, not gonna lie."
...
Gina let out a frustrated groan as she neared the address that Victor had sent her. It was the high-rise where Victor's business was located. She hadn't recognised the address by sight alone, but she had been to the building a few times for Daren's office Christmas parties, and she recognised it as she approached.
Victor had called her to meet him at his job. The exact same place where his "job offer" implied she should work. Gina felt like she knew exactly where this conversation was about to go, and she didn't look forward to it.
She checked in with the attendant at the private parking garage to find that she was already on the list, and after a short ride up the elevator, she stepped out onto a floor that she normally only saw decked out in holly and tinsel.
There was a reception desk right across from her as she entered, so she stepped up and addressed the pretty brunette behind the desk. "Excuse me," she said, trying to speak in the clipped, professional tones she had used as a lawyer so no one would suspect she had been called there as Victor's personal slave. "I have a meeting with Mr. Cross. Could you direct me to his office?"
The woman behind the counter raised her eyebrows, and Gina detected an unfriendly glint in her eyes that she had no idea how she had earned. "You're here to interview for the assistant position?" the brunette asked sharply, looking Gina up and down as if she were wearing slutty rags rather than professional officewear.
Gina bristled at the question. "Of course not! Do I look like a secretary?"
The unaccountably rude receptionist scoffed and rolled her eyes, getting up from behind her desk. "Not yet," she muttered under her breath. Before Gina had a chance to respond indignantly, the receptionist started clicking her way deeper into the office on towering high heels, waving for Gina to follow. She called over her shoulder, "Well, maybe he put down the wrong type of meeting, but you match the description he gave. I'll show you to his office."
She was moving fast enough that Gina had to hustle to catch up. She glanced nervously around the office floor, mildly worried that someone might recognise her. At this point, the revelation to Daren that she was meeting with Victor would only be somewhat embarrassing rather than devastating, considering that he already knew about and grudgingly accepted her and Victor's temporary sexual relationship. But if anyone got the impression she was here interviewing for a job, which she most definitely wasn't, then it could expose her unemployment. She wanted to avoid that at all costs.
But just as she had that thought, a deep, raspy masculine voice called out to her from one of the open office doors. "Hey! Is that my old pal Gigi? As I live and breathe, never expected to see you around these parts!"
A second later, a scruffy, grinning face poked out of the office door, revealing a man Gina had hoped was in her past forever. Fuck. Not him. Gina had spent the better part of her life avoiding talking to or thinking about Charlie Fontaine. She had carefully and deliberately steered clear of him at all of Darren's work functions, even though she was well aware he would relish the chance to corner her and "reminisce". But, like always, it seemed that Charlie had a nose for trouble, and the receptionist guiding Gina seemed disinclined to rescue her, instead slowing and allowing Charlie to catch up.
Gina had no choice but to put a tight, insincere smile on her face and say testily, "Charlie. Good to see you're well."
Charlie's slimy eyes slowly traveled down Gina's body, then back up. "You're looking good yourself, Gigi," he said with an amused undertone that made the intent of his comment crystal clear.
Gina couldn't say the same. Back when he had been captain of the high school football team, Charlie Fontaine had been the wet dream of all of the girls in the school. Although she gagged to say it now, even Gina herself had tended to steal glances at him when he tore his jersey off in the heat of summer training camp and just let herself... imagine. But those days were long gone. To say Charlie had "dad bod" would be a massive understatement, and his once-strong chin had disappeared under softness and stubble. In a way, time had made his outsides match his insides.
"Anyway, what brings you in today?" asked Charlie in an annoyingly chummy voice, as if they were the best of friends. "I'm afraid that Hardon isn't here, so if you were hoping to drop by to surprise him, you'll be disappointed."
Gina had no intention of telling a creep like Charlie her business, but she was instantly stabbed in the back by the bitchy receptionist.
"She's here to meet with the boss," said the brunette tartly, twirling a lock of hair in her fingers.
Gina could have slapped her across the face. If only there weren't dozens of her husband's coworkers on the open office floor as potential witnesses. There was a reason she didn't want Charlie to have any more information than necessary. She hadn't spoken to him since high school, but based on what she had heard from her husband, Charlie had only become a worse person since then.
And Charlie already had more dirt on her than she was comfortable with. She was thankful on a daily basis that the odious man hadn't taken her up on her desperate offer to become her man that she had foolishly proposed on prom night.
"Is that so?" asked Charlie with a filthy little chuckle in the back of his throat. "I'm sure that you and the boss have at least one BIG topic of conversation to discuss after the fun little game you both played the night of the Ball of the Beasts. Have you guys been... meeting regularly since then?"
Gina felt her face beginning to flush, and she noticed with a growing sense of embarrassment that some of the workers at nearby desks were beginning to take notice of the conversation. The longer she let this go on, the more likely it became that someone would mention to Daren that she was here.


"This is strictly a business meeting," she snapped, trying to keep her voice low and calm, but not completely succeeding. Since the smirking receptionist seemed to have no inclination to bail her out, Gina had no choice but to take matters into her own hands. She brushed past both Charlie and the receptionist, muttering, "I think I can remember where his office is from the Christmas party."
The receptionist huffed and hurried after her, and Charlie called out from behind, "Maybe you and I should have a meeting soon too, Gigi. We've got a lottt of catching up to do."
Gina ignored him, and thankfully the receptionist squeezed ahead of her, because Gina wasn't actually at all confident that she could locate Victor's office in the maze-like office.
Finally, the brunette stopped by a heavy oak door with a golden nameplate reading "Victor Cross, CEO" on the outside. She grabbed the handle, but paused, giving Gina another venomous glare.
"What?" asked Gina, feeling more and more annoyed at the woman's inexplicable hostility.
"You know what Victor wrote in the notes for how to recognise you when you came in?" asked the receptionist, leaning in with a conspiratorial smile on her face, like they were two girlfriends at a sleepover instead of two strangers in an office.
"Curvy blonde slut who looks like she thinks her shit doesn't stink." She savored every syllable, then, before Gina could get over her shock, knocked briskly on the office door.
"Enter," said the deep, powerful voice of Victor Cross, and the receptionist swung the door open immediately.
"Hope you enjoy your meeting, Gigi," said the stranger sweetly, gesturing her into the room with every appearance of politeness.
Gina glared at her, but she knew that if she got into a fight while Victor was within earshot, he would use it as ammunition to manipulate her further. So instead, she turned her nose up and entered the office without a word, as if the bitchy receptionist wasn't even worthy of comment.
Victor was the one she was really annoyed with, anyway.
...
Cassie realized with a surge of embarrassment that she had been standing there in the doorway for several seconds in dumb shock, her mouth hanging open and a deep pink blush creeping across her face as she stared at Renee's naked body. She quickly moved inside and pulled the door shut behind her, stepping into Renee's lair and unwittingly agreeing to play whatever twisted game she had in mind.
"Renee... what the fuck is this?" she asked, not knowing where to look. A dark, primal monster deep inside her kept pulling her eyes to focus on Renee's body, no matter how many times her mind tried to insist that Renee was pure evil and she should avoid the obvious provocation.
"Have a seat Kissy," said Renee with a smirk. "I'll explain everything."
"Don't call me that anymore," said Cassie numbly, with no expectation that Renee would obey. It was unnerving how poised and unaffected Renee looked, despite not wearing a stitch and clearly being aroused, if her stiff chocolate-brown nipples were any indication. Cassie had found herself stripped in front of clothed women more often than she cared to admit in the past few months, and it always made her a flustered, dripping mess. But Renee looked almost regal, like a queen on her throne rather than a naked cheerleader on a counsellor's desk. Cassie sank into one of the chairs for students visiting the counselor, mesmerized by the bizarre circumstances.
"I've been thinking about our relationship, Kissy," said Renee seriously, staring directly into her eyes with a smoldering gaze. "Because, while it certainly blew up recently... It's always been a little tense, hasn't it?"
Cassie licked her lips, her belly squirming and her nipples beginning to throb with painful stiffness in her bra. She thought she knew where Renee was going with this, and if she was correct, it was a conversation she had been trying to avoid almost since she and Renee first became friends. "I mean, it's because you've been working to humiliate me since almost from the beginning," she said defensively, unconsciously crossing her legs and arms to become a mirror image of the gorgeous nude girl sitting above her on the desk."
"Liberating you. Training you," said Renee mildly, as if she were correcting a minor misunderstanding. "Sometimes change is painful. But that's not what I'm talking about, Kissy. And I think you know that. There's been tension between you and me from the beginning. And it isn't hateful...'
Renee slowly uncrossed one long, silky leg the color of milky coffee, giving Cassie just a tiny peek at her sweet little pussy before crossing the other leg over. Cassie was so distracted that Renee's next purring words took her by surprise.
"...It's sexual."
Cassie felt the heat of shame and arousal spiral out of control inside her. She must look brick red. This had been a sneaking fear in her mind since the very first "training sessions" Renee had pushed on her. That the gorgeous queen bee would realize exactly how intense Cassie's feelings for her were. That Renee would realize that regardless of whether Cassie loved or hated her at the moment, part of her saw the glorious, evil girl as more than just a friend.
"I don't know what you mean," lied Cassie, trying to fight through her embarrassment. "I mean... You were teaching me how to masturbate and stuff. Obviously, I was going to get turned on."
Renee laughed heartily enough that it bounced her perfect tits distractingly. "Come on now, Kissy!" she teased, "Don't bullshit me. I see the way you look at me. There's hunger in your eyes. You want me right now, don't you? And it's not because you're looking for more friendly advice."
"I don't... I don't like girls," insisted Cassie doggedly. Even as the words left her lips, she knew that they were a lie. She hadn't explored every corner of her sexuality yet, but the evidence from the past few months was inescapable.
And Renee's taunting smirk told Cassie she had seen straight through the flimsy lie as well. "Come on now, Cassie," she said with a disappointed shake of her head, "You begged me to make you cum two nights ago in that locker room. I don't know, you might love dick. You haven't had a chance to try it out yet. But I think we both know at this point that pussy is definitely on your menu."
She leaned forward again, lightly bouncing the foot resting on her crossed leg. "Your pussy is soaking wet just being in the same room as me when I'm naked, isn't it, Kissy?"
Fuck. This was way too intense for Cassie. She scooted her chair back to escape the red-hot tension of a naked Renee invading her personal bubble. And the worst part was that Renee was right. Cassie could feel a wet heat between her thighs from where she was leaking into her panties.
"I mean... I don't..." Cassie wasn't sure what to say anymore. Was this Renee's trump card? Did she plan to ambush Cassie with accusations about her sexuality and threaten to tell the whole school that she was a lesbian sneaking peeks at the other girls in the locker rooms? Even through her cringing embarrassment and shameful arousal, Cassie felt a flare of defiant anger. If she was going down, Renee was going down with her. Her and all the other bitches on the cheerleading squad. It was ludicrous for them to make fun of Cassie for liking girls when they had sexually teased her for months.
She opened her mouth to fight back against Renee's taunts, but once again, Renee surprised her.
"Anyway... I called you here today to admit something. I like girls too."
Cassie's righteous anger derailed completely, and her belly did a complicated swivel and flop as if she was on a rollercoaster. "Y-you do?" she asked in a stunned whisper, not sure how to feel anymore.
Renee nodded solemnly. "Oh, absolutely... I mean, look at the state I'm in!"
Cassie's eyes flew open wide, and a sharp gasp sucked between her glossy lips as Renee slowly spread her thighs, then rolled her hips to scoot forward to the very edge of the desk, putting her pussy on full display.
Cassie had been around Renee when she was naked before, but she had never gotten such a good look at the queen of the high school's pussy. She certainly had never been invited to examine it. She leaned forward and unconsciously licked her lips, mesmerized.
Renee kept a trim, sculpted triangle of pubes above her pussy, tightly curled and dense; a little patch of midnight against her smooth, dusky skin. Below it, her pussy was buttery smooth and soft. Her outer lips were a little darker than the rest of her skin, with some trim little inner lips poking shyly out from within.
"Look," urged Renee in a raspy whisper, sliding a delicate hand down her flat belly, "Look how fucking wet your eyes made me, Kissy." She slid her hand down between her thighs, sliding one finger over each lip, then slowly spreading them apart.
Cassie had to bite her lip to avoid the groan building in her throat. Renee's pussy was so fucking perfect that it filled her with a powerful longing. Although on the outside Renee's pussy was as beautifully dark as the rest of her skin, on the inside it was a lovely, delicate pink.
And more importantly, Renee had been telling the truth. She was just as wet as Cassie, if not more so.
"See what you did to me, Kissy?" murmured Renee, finally getting Cassie to look up from her horny gaze between Renee's spread thighs. "I know for a fact that I love cock, but you've started making me feel things I never realized I could about a girl. This is where the tension between us is coming from. I'm like a little boy who picks on his crush because he doesn't know what he's feeling."
Cassie wasn't sure that was true... after all, some of Renee's actions felt far too extreme to be explained away by a misdirected crush. But on the other hand, it was also undeniable that Renee was here, naked, admitting that she had the same lustful feelings for Cassie that Cassie had been struggling with for Renee.
Cassie felt like she was beginning to drown in her own arousal... but a small, stubborn part of her held on. Renee's objective was still to get her to participate in her own humiliation during the pep rally. What if this was all just a trick?
"I..." Cassie gulped again heavily, digging her fingers into her palm in an attempt to distract herself from her rival's juicy pussy, sitting there spread open and tempting right in front of her. "I'm still not going to do it, Renee. I'm not wearing that uniform. I'm not doing the pep rally."
Cassie half-expected Renee to explode in rage, but instead she simply shrugged, waving away Cassie's concerns. "Oh, don't be silly, Kissy," said Renee lightly. "That's just one minor issue. I'm talking about solving the tension between us once and for all! I have an idea that is going to dispel all of this bad energy all at once. After that, we can set aside all this tension and start fresh."
Maybe it was a trap, but Cassie was now hanging onto Renee's every word. "Ok," she said nervously. "I'm listening. What's your idea?"
Renee giggled as her fingers began to slowly tease and rub at her pussy. "Isn't it obvious?" she asked sweetly. "I think we should have sex, Kissy."
...
Victor sat lounging behind a massive hardwood desk as huge, decadent, and masculine as everything else in his life. The room smelled like aged liquor and spices. It had a sort of shady backroom feel, accentuated by the dim lighting and low leather furniture.
"Come in," said Victor warmly, a big, charming smile spreading across his face as the door softly clicked shut behind Gina, leaving them alone together. "I apologise for Grace. She and I had a... rendezvous a few months back, and sometimes women get a little hung up on me. Have a seat, kitten. Can I get you something to drink? We can relax a little before we begin the interview."
Gina stood stiffly, her arms crossed over her chest and her face frozen in an expression of forbidding disapproval. "I'd rather stand. And I know better than to let you liquor me up after that farce of a contract negotiation. There isn't going to be an interview, Victor. I don't want to be your sex-kitten secretary, and I think you know that. Why would I try to convince you to hire me for a job I don't want?"
Victor leaned back in his sumptuous leather office chair and shook his head, his grin growing sharper. "I think there has been a misunderstanding here, Gigi. I'm well aware of your... reluctance to take your new position. You made that clear yesterday. What I had in mind was you interviewing me as a potential boss."
Gina narrowed her eyes, then warily crossed to one of the chairs across from the desk and sank into it gingerly. She might as well be comfortable as she sparred with Victor. "What exactly do you mean by that?" she asked cautiously.
"Exactly what it sounds like," said Victor, spreading his hands in a gesture of innocence that Gina didn't believe for a second. "You don't want to be my assistant, and I want to convince you. Grill me on the specifics, and I'll try to make it clear why I think the job would be perfect for you."
Gina couldn't help but roll her eyes. "Are we being serious, Victor? Do you really think you can just convince me? Enough of these games. If you're planning to order me to playact as your slutty secretary, then order me to do it."
Victor wagged a finger. "Ah ah ah, Gigi. You know me better than that by now. I only had you sign that contract in the first place to give you an excuse to do what you already wanted to do deep down. I don't force women to have sex with me. I give them an opportunity to indulge while telling themselves it was understandable in the circumstances."
"So you admit it!" said Gina triumphantly. "You're not even offering me a real job. It's just some kind of public sex roleplay. You just want another venue to humiliate me."
Victor leaned forward across his desk, and Gina couldn't help but notice how broad and powerful his shoulders were. "Would that be so bad, kitten?" he rumbled. "If I recall correctly, being humiliated by me has given you some of the best orgasms of your life."
"Yeah," muttered Gina as her body began to heat up involuntarily, "And I'm sure jumping off a building would be super fun right up until the moment you hit the ground. I'm not going to burn my entire career to the ground just because it would be kinky, Victor."
"I'll tell you what," said Victor flippantly, "If you're worried about a gap in your resume, we can work around that. Officially in the books, you'll be a lawyer working for me on retainer, and when and if you move on somewhere else, I'll give a glowing reference concerning your legal skills. You have my word."
Gina squirmed a little in her chair as an unexpected pulse of heat throbbed between her thighs. Victor was still confidently talking like this was a real possibility... the thought of actually acting out the humiliating role of being his secretary flashed through Gina's mind, and brought with it more heat, spreading through her body. He had to be careful here. Victor had a way of getting into her head.
"It's not about that," she said angrily. Her face flushed deeper pink as she heard the desperation in her voice.
"Then what is it about?" countered Victor swiftly, not giving her time to stop and think. "You admit that it would turn you on. I've just explained how it couldn't possibly hurt your already tarnished professional image. You're just resisting the idea out of sheer bloody-minded stubbornness at this point.
"This is where Daren works!" protested Gina, with the sinking sense that she was beginning to grasp at straws. "I can't just parade around the office as your public sex toy!"
Victor laughed, and this time, it wasn't just performative; he threw his head back and really let loose for a moment. "The cuck? That's the best excuse you have? Gigi, sweetheart, your husband knows that you're fucking me. He's given, if not explicit, then tacit consent. And if it's a little embarrassing for him, so what? Submissive cuckold wimps like him love humiliation. It's in their DNA."
Gina shook her head. All of Victor's manipulative words were just confusing her. No matter how horny his confidence and voice and eyes and stupid muscular body were making her, she had to stay strong. "No, Victor. You're asking me to submit because submission is hot. That's all your argument boils down to. But I'm stronger than my own libido. I don't want to be your fucking secretary. All the arguments in the world won't change that."
Victor rose from behind his desk, trailing his hand over its leather-topped surface as he slowly rounded it. "But that's not true,kitten. Not at all. You already want it. You just think that wanting it is embarrassing. Yes, I'm asking you to submit for submission's sake, not because submission is a good idea. But you can trust me, Gina. If you put yourself in my hands completely, you'll never need to worry again."
Gina's mouth grew dry, and the thumping, powerful beat of her heart drummed against her skin as Victor stalked around the corner of his desk like a panther, approaching her. Her nipples were like two aching pebbles in her bra, and she could feel a wet spot forming in her panties. Even if this was mentally a fight for her dignity against the man who wanted to break her completely, her body had already been trained too well by him. Subconsciously, she yearned for his strict, confident control.
"I don't want that," she lied.
"I can make you want anything I feel like," said Victor in a breathtaking display of arrogance.
"You didn't this time," fired back Gina.
Victor loomed above her, a dark mountain of masculine bulk. Staring down at her with deep, dark eyes. One massive hand reached down to touch her cheek, and Gina found herself drawing in a sharp little breath despite herself. His gentle, probing fingers were electric, tingling on her skin as they traced back, threading through her feathery blonde hair.
"You think I can't make you want things, kitten?" he murmured in a bass rumble, just loud enough for Gina to make out the words. "I'm making you want me right now."
Gina stared back at him, blue eyes luminous with defiance. She was fighting hard against the rising tide of submissive lust swirling up inside her, so thick and heavy she could barely breathe. "I want what I want, Victor Cross," she lied in a raspy voice. "You can't make me want anything."
Victor's strong hand gathered her lustrous blonde hair in his fist, then wrapped it around, tightening his grip and pulling just on the edge of pain. Gina felt trapped and helpless; completely in his power, and it sent the needy, hollow feeling between her thighs spiking wildly. The burning lust inside her only swelled higher as he reached down and unzipped his pants, fishing out his hard, thick cock with his free hand while holding her tight by the hair with the other.
"That will prove your point," she said in a voice that was a little too aroused for her sarcasm to properly land, "Force me to suck your cock. Be the big, strong man and don't take no for an answer."
"That depends," said Victor smugly, "On whether I hear 'no' as an answer."
By this point, just the sight of Victor's cock was enough to turn Gina on. His thick, throbbing, ebony manhood had brought her to screaming orgasm enough times that it was a predictable Pavlovian response.
Victor pulled her forward, using her hair like a handle. Not roughly or painfully, but more like a man with a well-trained dog, directing her confidently with every expectation that he would be obeyed.
Despite her show of defiance, Gina parted her lips, realizing her mouth was swimming with eager drool at the thought of packing it full of Victor's manly cock. But, surprisingly, Victor didn't aim his bulbous, dusky cockhead toward her open lips. He chuckled, saying, "Ah, ah, ah, I told you, didn't I, Gigi, I don't force women to fuck me when they don't want to. You've made your feelings on sucking my cock perfectly clear, so why don't I spare you the indignity today?"


Instead, he laid the hot, throbbing length of his shaft across Gina's face. She had to bite her lip hard to suppress a whimper of surprise as she was intimately confronted with the thick, masculine power of her dominant lover's cock, pressed against the soft skin of her cheek. It was nearly overwhelming to feel him this close, and as he began to slowly rub and nuzzle his dick all over her blushing face, it began to feel even more dirty and possessive than when he fucked her mouth.
Gina closed her eyes, doing her best to control her thundering heart, her ragged breath, the deep heat growing hotter and hotter in her lower belly. As she did, the burning, velvety skin of Victor's cock head traced over her face, the thick, veiny stiffness of his shaft occasionally pressing there as well. Her body wanted to surrender so badly that her mind was being pulled along by its dark gravity. Her lips parted, harsh panting coming through as images of sealing her soft pink lips around Victor's thick, dark shaft invaded her mind, unable to be banished.
"You're drooling, kitten," said Victor with a rumbling chuckle as his cock head just barely grazed over the surface of her glossy lips, leaving a little salty smear of precum. "Are you certain that you still don't want anything?'
"I..." Gina gulped away a mouthful of hot drool, but more welled up to replace it instantly. "I'm sure."
"Sounds good... well then, let's do this instead."
Suddenly and without warning, Victor pulled Gina's head close again, but he still wasn't aiming to force his cock between her lips. Instead, he pulled her lower, beneath his towering cock, pressing Gina's nose tight up against his scrotum. Gina could feel her lover's heavy, round balls pressing up against her, and she made a little noise of alarm at the unexpected movement.
The leathery, wrinkled skin was pressed hard against her lips and chin while his massive cock pressed against her forehead. She could feel the shape of his testicles against her face, and she imagined them heavy and bursting with hot, virile cum, eager to fill and claim her.
But even more importantly than her chin and lips, her nose was pressed tight against Victor, right at the base of his cock where it met the scrotum. Without even thinking, she snorted in a deep breath of his wild, feral, masculine smell. In any other circumstance, Gina was sure that the scent would turn her stomach. But right now, humiliatingly forced to smell him whether she liked it or not, while she was so horny she was leaking through her panties, it only aroused her further.
Gina couldn't take the teasing anymore. She was in heat, and she needed to taste Victor. She told herself that it didn't count as she parted her lips and began slithering her tongue over the wrinkled skin of Victor's sack, circling the massive orbs beneath the skin. After all, what they had been arguing about was sucking cock... not licking his balls.
Victor seemed to take it as a victory anyway. Holding Gina tight by her hair and pressing himself against her face. "Mmmmm, that's it, baby," he crooned, "If you're too proud to admit what you want, licking my nuts is the next best thing, isn't it?"
Gina pulled away a fraction of an inch, panting heavily, her hot, humid breaths tickling Victor's sensitive skin. "You're being a child about this, Victor," she muttered accusingly, her beautiful blue eyes glaring up at him with his thick black cock laid between them.
"And you're being a brat," responded Victor in a smoldering voice, "Who's too proud to even admit her own desires, let alone act on them."
He pulled her up again, and this time, Gina thought she would finally be able to feel his stiff, satisfying thickness stretch her lips. Victor pressed his leaking, bulging cockhead against her pouty lips, and Gina parted them gladly, eager to welcome him into the wet, eager heat inside. But then, just when he was about to plunge inside as he usually did, Victor paused. His tip was just inside her lips, not even past her teeth, but he went no further. Instinctively, now that she was so close, Gina tried to bridge the gap herself, pressing forward to take the object of her heated desires deeper into her mouth.
But Victor didn't allow it. He gripped her silky blonde hair tightly in his strong hand, refusing to let her move even a centimeter further. She was so close, yet so far, able to grip his cock head with her soft, warm lips and just barely reach it with her wriggling tongue, but denied the satisfaction of a full blowjob.
It was pathetic, really. Most women only gave blowjobs grudgingly, or as an act of service for someone they loved. After all, blowjobs were an act centered wholly on the pleasure of the man. Gina used to enjoy giving her college boyfriends blowjobs, but it was more a feeling of enjoying making them feel good than something she craved. But somehow, Victor's massive ebony pillar was completely different. Gina had a deep, itching urge to worship it. To interface directly with its masculine power by taking it inside her mouth and tracing every inch of it with her curious tongue. Somehow kneeling at Victor's feet and serving him was more satisfying that regular old sex had been with any of her past boyfriends. Victor's domination had opened new doors for her that she might never be able to close... even if she wanted to.
"Just... come on, Victor," she whined, her lips brushing the sensitive head of his cock as she spoke. "I get it ok? I get what you're saying." She felt the hair on the back of her head tighten painfully, but not because Victor had pulled it any tighter. She was straining forward again, trying to get as much of his dick in her mouth as possible.
"If you get it, then all you have to do is ask," said Victor with one of his signature infuriating grins. Gina let out a frustrated whining growling in the back of her throat, licking the tip of Victor's cock frantically and letting the salty taste of his precum spread over her tongue. The frustrated lust built up inside her stronger and stronger, until it dwarfed her stubborn pride.
"Uggggh fine!" She hissed angrily, her eyes blazing with sullen submission as she gazed up at Victor's cocky grin. "I want to suck your cock! Can we stop playing this game?"
"Round one goes to me," commented Victor calmly. Before Gina could give any retort, he not only stopped holding her back, but pulled Gina closer, pressing his head between her lips and deep into her waiting mouth. Gina was so surprised that she let out a little moan of satisfaction, buzzing against the thick, pulsating shaft now lying heavy on her tongue. Now that she had surrendered, Victor showed her no mercy, dragging her pretty pink lips up and down the length of his powerful black shaft as he plundered her mouth. Her tongue wriggled, and her lips gripped, but Victor was in charge of this blowjob, not Gina, and he made that clear. Gina's thick saliva was soon dripping down his shaft and off her chin as he used her like a sex toy. As degrading as it was to have a man pull her hair and practically fuck her mouth while she sat helplessly in a chair and took his cock, Gina wouldn't have it any other way.
For a moment, she reflected that she had come here with the intention of telling Victor to fuck off, not to suck his cock, but that thought was lost in a haze of lust as Victor pushed his cock deep, slowly easing it into Gina's tight, wet throat. As always, the feeling of him deep inside her was nearly overwhelming. Gina breathed slowly through her nose and relaxed her throat to welcome him, but she still felt utterly dominated by the thick rod of flesh buried deep in her mouth.
Finally, Victor released her hair altogether and stepped back, leaving Gina panting and red-faced, holding a hand to her forehead as she was nearly overcome with the intensity of her lust.
"Get up," he said with a grin, "Take those fancy clothes off for me... now that you're my woman, I want you to learn one of my favorite ways to get my cock sucked."
...
Cassie's eyes went wide, and she was sure her face was rapidly changing from pink to red. Even though she did her best to look away, she couldn't stop staring at Renee's beautiful pink pussy, and the way her delicate, feminine fingers slowly rubbed her clit in soft, circular motions. What the fuck? Have sex with Renee? Just like that? The idea was so insane that she couldn't even speak. Her heart was in her throat, and a burning, corrosive lust was pulsing through her veins, spreading a powerful heat through every inch of her body.
In some ways, it had been what she secretly wanted since the first dayRenee had begun teasing her. For so long, Cassie had told herself that Renee couldn't possibly be interested in something like that. That she herself was weird for even thinking about a friend like that. And now, at a point where the two of them were completely at odds, this was when Renee proposed what Cassie used to pleasure herself to, knowing it would never happen.
She knew now that Renee was an evil bitch... but that didn't make Cassie want her any less.
"Well? Cat got your tongue?" asked Renee with a little smirk, her voice colored with a tinge of pleasure as she continued to rub softly at her exposed pussy. "I'm shocked you aren't jumping for joy after the way you've been looking at me. Come on, Kissy. This is your chance. Don't you want to fuck me?'
Cassie shook her head, overwhelmed and tongue-tied. Part of her wanted that more than anything... but it was the middle of a school day in a counsellor's office, and, more importantly, Renee had proven herself to be utterly untrustworthy. Renee had said her little speech about solving the tension between them and turning over a new leaf, but how could Cassie know that it was genuine, and not some ploy to entrap her once again> She got up out of her chair on wobbly legs, at war with herself as she took on hesitant step backward, poised between running toward and away from Renee.
She probably would have talked herself into refusing eventually... if Renee hadn't made her move. As Casse took a step back, Renee slid off the desk and got to her feet as well, moving forward. She closed the distance between her and her prey before Cassie could break her paralysis. Her slim arms wrapped around Cassie and drew her in, pressing her soft, warm nudity against Cassie's rigid, panicked body and pulling her into a deep, passionate kiss.
Cassie groaned against her lips and resisted for a moment... then surrendered. Feeling Renee's soft lips on hers, and feeling her wicked little tongue slip inside to tangle and tease, felt too good to resist. Her tension melted as she wrapped her arms around Renee, hungrily clutching at the warm, velvety skin of her back before slipping down to cup her perfect, bouncy ass in greedy fingers.
Cassie felt her anger drain away as Renee's soft breasts and bullet-hard nipples pressed tight to hers. The only way it would feel better was if...
As if she was reading her mind, Renee reached down and pulled up the hem of Cassie's shirt with fumbling fingers. Cassie gasped, pulling away from the kiss, suspicion and wild arousal roaring inside her. "No... Renee... I don't know if... How can I...?" she licked her lips, but even in the middle of her objections, she couldn't keep her eyes from flicking downward toward Renee's tits. "How can I trust you?"
Renee laughed and continued to pull Cassie's shirt up and then off. Cassie felt weak and indecisive... unable to fight back. After all, she had just been imagining how good it would feel to have her naked skin pressed against Renee's. "You think too much, Kissy," whispered Renee in her ear as she slipped her hands behind her back to unclasp Cassie's bra. "What could the trick possibly be here? I told you I want to have sex. I'm fucking naked. What you see is kind of what you get." She nipped the delicate shell of Cassie's ear with sharp white teeth, hissing, "Why don't we just let our bodies do the thinking and see where it leads us, hmmm?"
Cassie tried to remember why it was so important to resist Renee, but now her bra was falling away, and the cool air of the office was almost stinging against her nipples. When Renee pulled her close again, her breasts pressed against Cassie's. Their throbbing nipples rubbed against each other, sending sparks of pleasure firing through Cassie's overtaxed brain, and her resistance evaporated completely. She reached up to seize her evil rival's beautiful face and pulled her into a hungry kiss.
And she was lost.
When Renee unbuttoned the front of Cassie's jeans, she not only didn't resist, she eagerly helped to pull them down her thick thighs, dragging her panties along with them to expose her puffy pussy, swollen and dripping with wild desire. They were both fully naked now, and Cassie could feel unleashed lust roaring through her, making her feel free and submissive at the same time. While their tongues remained locked in a frantic, tongue-tangling kiss, her hands eagerly roamed every inch of Renee's perfect body, finally free to touch all of the places she had only been able to stare at when she thought her lust had been forbidden.
Her hands cupped and squeezed Renee's perfect breasts, thumbs flicking over her stiff, responsive nipples. They slid over her hips and ass. But Cassie didn't just restrict herself to erogenous zones. Now that she had a little taste, she wanted to feast on every inch of Renee. She touched her arms, her hair, her thighs, her flat, toned tummy. Like a kid in a candy store, she wanted a little bit of everything.
Except, of course, the one place she was saving for last. The place where she knew this would definitely be heading in the end. Although her hands crept close, sliding up Renee's inner thighs, she still felt a little nervous to directly touch Renee's pussy. It was a silly impulse. After all, she had eaten Melissa out just the other day. It wasn't like it would be her first experience with someone else's pussy. But somehow Renee felt... different. Special.
Before Cassie could work up her nerve to touch Renee's pussy, she was beaten to the punch. Her stomach fluttered and her body pulsed with filthy heat as Renee's slim fingers traced down her belly, tickling through her pubic hair. Renee giggled, pausing to seize a few strands between her knuckles and tugging playfully. "A little too messy down here, Kissy," she murmured. "Remind me to help you clean up later."
Cassie bit her lip and whimpered at the little jolt of pain. What Renee was saying was dumb, of course, because there was no way that Cassie would let her dictate what her pubic hair looked like... but Cassie didn't object in the moment. Instead, she let her own fingers slide down to touch Renee's dense patch of pubic hair. "B-but, you have some too..." she whispered, staring into Renee's deep, brown eyes, trying hard and failing to avoid getting starstruck.
Renee flashed her a mischievous smile. "It's different." Her fingers slipped lower, and Renee let out a trembling moan, squeezing her eyes shut as Renee's fingers glided over her tender, sensitive pussy. "Because I'm a Dom. And you, Kissy? You're a total sub. So you should look the part."
Even in the depths of her pleasure, that didn't quite sit right with Cassie. She gulped and shook her head. "I'm not a... a s-submiss-"
Her words cut off in a ragged gasp as Renee slid a finger between her juicy lips, seeking and finding Cassie's hard, throbbing clit. "Don't make me laugh, Kissy," purred Renee, slowly beginning to circle Cassie's sensitive love button. "You're as submissive as they come! You just love it when I tell you what to do, even when it makes you mad."
"No, that's not true!" insisted Cassie. But it didn't hold much weight when delivered in a breathy gasp. She thought back to all the times that Renee had bulldozed over her and convinced her to do something that she knew would be humiliating... and how much it had turned her. She had said "no" to letting Renee decide who took her virginity... but then went back on that again later when Renee teased her into submission at the cheerleader initiation. There was only one thing she could hang onto right now...
"I... I said no to you about the pep rally today," she moaned, spreading her legs a little wider and beginning to hump forward into Renee's fingers as they delicately teased her throbbing clit. "I didn't let you push me around!"
Renee got right up close to Cassie's ear again as she slowly slid a finger deep into Cassie's quivering hole. "The pep rally hasn't happened yet, Kissy dear," she whispered throatily. "And besides, I'm about to make you submit in a totally different way right now."
Without warning, Renee withdrew her hands and took a step back, gripping Cassie's hips to bring her along. Cassie didn't know what Renee had in mind, and she was still a little stung by the insulting way that Renee had called her a submissive, but she was willing to do whatever Renee wanted if it meant finally quenching the bone-deep thirst she had for her bitchy enemy's perfect body.
Renee sat back on the desk again, perching her perfect ass on the very edge and spreading her slim thighs wide. She took Cassie's cheeks in her hands and pulled her forward for another passionate, but brief kiss.
"Are you ready to fuck me, Kissy?" she whispered, nose to nose and eyes to eye with her flustered, horny victim. "This isn't training anymore. It's not advice to reclaim your sexuality. It's just raw, red-hot sex. Is that what you want?"
Cassie thought about lying. It would have been so much easier if she didn't want anything to do with Renee at all. But she knew what the price of admission here was. She needed to tell the truth if she was going to get what her whole body screamed for.
"Yes," she breathed, in a desperate, broken voice. "Yes, that's what I want."
"Good. Then get down there and worship, like the sub we both know you are." With that taunting barb, Renee pressed downward on Cassie's shoulders, and her weak knees gave way, falling until they hit the floor. Cassie was left face to face with Renee's pussy, her heart in her throat and her nerves singing with erotic tension.
Renee was right. This was no longer a "lesson" or some sort of punishment. This was sex. And that made all the difference, psychologically. She stared at Renee's glistening pussy and swallowed. Her mouth was suddenly swimming with eager saliva. All of her misgivings dropped away as she placed a hand on each of Renee's thighs and craned her neck forward, trembling with desire.
Just before she made contact, Cassie looked up into Renee's eyes. The gorgeous queen of the school stared down at her with a strange mix of smugness and adoration. "Go on, Kissy," she said softly. "We've both wanted this for a long time, haven't we?"
Cassie nodded, then looked back down at Renee's perfect pussy... and pressed her lips against it, tasting the essence of Renee's arousal flood her mouth. It wasn't sweet or delicious, or any of those other cliche descriptions. But it was wild and human and unmistakably real. This was the taste of her crush's pussy, and finally being here, doing this, made Cassie's heart beat wildly in her chest.
After that first hesitant taste, Cassie pressed deeper, her tongue extending to explore every fold and crevice of Renee's pussy, her eyes closing and her lips latching tight around Renee's tight little cunt. As embarrassing as it was for Cassie to kneel at Renee's feet, feeling her warm, toned thighs closing around her ears and her hot cunt beginning to grind into her face, it also felt right. None of the teasing and training and humiliation had been even half as satisfying as this act of simple, straightforward worship. Cassie lost herself in the sweet, slightly shameful burn of serving her enemy with her mouth.


Renee reached down and seized Cassie's hair in a tight grip, her hips grinding upward to rub her wet pussy over Cassie's obedient face. "Mmmmm, you know," she purred as Cassie slurped and slobbered between her silky thighs, "In a way, it's me who's taking your virginity, isn't it? Since we both agreed that this is officially sex."
The idea made Cassie feel even more ashamed. She had assumed that her first time would be something magical. And in a way, this was. Having her evil enemy's tight, wet cunt shoved into her submissive, licking face was hotter than Cassie could ever have imagined.
She had just assumed that her first time would be in a bed with someone she loved.
"But don't worry," said Renee in a hard, smoldering voice, "I'll still be the one to decide which cock claims you first too. I just want you to remember that when I do, they're getting my sloppy seconds. Now... make me cum, Kissy."
Renee stopped talking, instead concentrating all of her effort on humping Cassie's face while pulling her closer with a cruelly tight grip. Cassie left all of her thoughts behind as she concentrated fully on sucking and slurping while flicking her tongue lightly over Renee's clit. She looked up again into Renee's deep brown eyes, and was frightened and aroused to see an intense possessive greed shining there. Right now, she belonged to Renee. She had submitted. She had let Renee win.
"That's it, you little bitch," snarled the perfect queen bee above her as her hips ground forward relentlessly in smooth, muscular motions. "You'll do whatever I say, won't you, you pathetic sub... Fuck! I like that sassy little tongue better when it's buried in my cunt. Make me cum you nasty little slut!"
Cassie worked double time as Renee's venomous words dissolved into moans, her back arching and her hips moving faster and faster. Her pussy smeared all over Cassie's face, and Cassie felt her arousal spiraling as Renee viciously rode her, using her like a sex toy as her moans got louder and more desperate.
Finally, Renee flexed and strained with a breathy whine. Her fist clutched tight in Cassie's hair while her thighs clamped around her face, temporarily cutting off Cassie's air as her spasming pussy sealed over Cassie's mouth and nose. The only thing that Cassie could do was hold on for dear life, wriggling her tongue and trying to serve the best she could.
Just when the air began to burn in Cassie's lungs, Renee loosed her grip, allowing Cassie to fall back on her butt, gasping for air, her face dripping with Renee's juices. Renee sat back for just a moment, covering her eyes with one hand while her beautiful chest heaved with passion. Then she seemed to gather herself and crossed her legs again, hiding her perfect pussy from view. "That was... good for a first time," said Renee with a cheeky grin.
Cassie could only let out a shaky laugh. Right now, her whole body trembled with desire. Renee had just climaxed all over Cassie's face, but Cassie herself had only been turned on further by eating out her rival's pussy. She needed to cum. Badly.
Renee seemed to notice her predicament, leaning forward to plant her chin in her hand and asking in a tone of amused sympathy, "Ahhh. Kissy needs a little attention as well, doesn't she? Do you need to cum, Kissy dear?"
Cassie was beyond having any pride or rebellion. She needed satisfaction, and she would do anything to get it. "Yes," she admitted, staring up at the dominant woman perched above her with pleading, submissive eyes. "Please."
Renee slid off the slightly wet desk and patted it with a grin. "Well, get up here, girl! Let's get you taken care of!"
Cassie didn't need to be told twice. She hurried to jump up on the desk, her head beating a rapid, shallow rhythm in her chest. She spread her thick thighs wide, exposing her plump, leaking pussy. Her whole body pulsed with powerful need, and her desperation only intensified as Renee moved forward, planting a hand on each thigh to spread her even further. Renee leaned down, keeping her eyes locked on Cassie's face as she drew closer and closer. Cassie's stomach swirled with butterflies as she felt Renee's hot breath fan over her sensitive flesh. In just a few more inches, Renee's soft, pillowy lips would make contact, and Cassie knew she would cum almost instantly in the strongest orgasm of her young life.
But then it all went wrong. Renee's eyes flicked upward to the clock behind Miss Chamber's desk on the wall, and her eyebrows rose in mild surprise. "Oh shit," she murmured, straightening up, much to Cassie's dismay, "is that the time? I need to get ready for the pep rally."
"Just... just finish me off quick," said Cassie, squirming on the desk and biting her lip. "It really won't take that long. I'm almost there already."
Cassie felt a stab of disquiet when she saw Renee's expression. The gorgeous, evil cheer captain had just the hint of a smug smile playing on her lips as she said, "I'm afraid I just can't, Kissy. I'm the captain. I've got to be ready before anyone else." She picked up her bra and thong from her neat pile of clothes and began slipping them on.
The truth crashed over Cassie. This had always been the plan. Renee had wanted to leave her dripping and desperate. "Are you fucking serious, Renee?" she whined, still unable to bring herself to accept defeat and close her spread thighs. "After I ate you out, you're just going to fucking leave?"
Now the grin was unmistakable. "Wow, you really haven't even had sex with a boy, have you, Kissy? Sometimes one person cums and the other doesn't. I did exactly what I promised. We fucked. I don't have time to go any further. Sorry!"
Cassie swallowed the huge wave of frustration that was building up inside her. That was the response Renee wanted. She knew that she could use her fingers and work herself over the edge of orgasm in a matter of minutes. But now that she had tasted Renee's pussy... that she had been just inches away from feeling Renee's sweet lips kiss between her thighs... she knew that her fingers wouldn't satisfy her. Not truly. She needed to experience this again, and more importantly, go all the way. "So... when are you going to be able to finish the job?" she asked, finally closing her thighs, despite how needy her poor pussy felt.
Renee pulled her cheerleading top over her head and gave Renee a sidelong glance. "I'm not sure what you're talking about, Kissy. This wasn't an invitation to some sort of sexual relationship. We were just breaking the sexual tension between us. It worked! I feel great, and there's no need for any more sex."
Cassie stared at her open-mouthed, her insides boiling with anger and acidic sexual frustration. She knew it wouldn't convince Renee, but she couldn't help whining, "It's not fair! You... you can't fucking leave me like this!"
Renee was fully dressed now. She reached over to pat Cassie's cheek condescendingly. "Oh, Kissy... I don't owe you anything! We aren't even friends, remember? You said so yourself!" She walked toward the door, then turned to call back over her shoulder with a glint in her eye. "But if you were my friend... then I might change my mind. But a friend would be a lot more accommodating and take my advice more often... don't you think?"
She winked as she opened the door to the hallway, then added one last thing.
"I left you a present under Chamber's desk. I'll be seeing you soon, Kissy."
Then she left, leaving the door hanging wide open behind her.
Naked and ashamed, Kissy slid off the desk and crossed the room, swiftly closing the door again. Conflicting feelings raged inside her. To make matters worse, she was still horny beyond words, and that made it difficult to think clearly. The image of Renee's beautiful face getting within inches of her pussy kept flashing into her mind. If she was reading Renee correctly, more sex was definitely on the table... but the price would be submission. An actual surrender, not a temporary one like she had made at the initiation.
Cassie decided that she had better check out the gift that Renee had left her. Beneath the counselor's desk, she found a gift box tied with a ribbon. A note on the outside was simply addressed to "Kissy" with a heart beneath. Cassie flipped open the note to read, "If you just do this one little thing for me, I promise you that I'll give you the best orgasm of your life. Tonight." Cassie's heart hammered as she slipped the ribbon off the box and opened it up.
Inside was a brand-new, but identical version of the slutty cheerleader uniform she had been forced to wear at practice for the past few months.
The deal was clear. If she did the pep rally, Renee would have sex with her again. Reciprocal sex this time. If she didn't, she would be left fantasizing about it forever.
Cassie glanced up at the clock. She only had a few minutes left to decide before the pep rally began. It should have been an easy choice, but Cassie found herself staring down at the uniform, wracked with indecision as precious minutes ticked by.
...
A tiny voice in the back of Gina's head protested that it was a bad idea to strip naked in Victor's office. The blinds were down, and the door was closed, but she hadn't seen him lock it. Some of her husband's coworkers were sitting at desks and chatting by the water cooler just a stone's throw from the doorway. But even though it was foolish and humiliating, Gina couldn't help herself. She reached down and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the ground before slowly unbuttoning her blouse.
Her skin raised in goosebumps as Victor's eyes devoured her, sliding hungrily over every inch of her naked skin. As her bra fell away, his gaze lingered on her stiff, rosy nipples, straining and crinkled with the embarrassing force of her lust. She slipped her panties down over her thighs, and Victor's smoldering eyes locked onto the flushed flesh between her legs, utterly hairless and soft thanks to his machinations, and at his point, his personal playground.
Victor remained clothed. His thick, powerful cock poked stiffly through the fly of his pants, but otherwise dressed in an impeccably tailored suit, like always. It was a stark and clear reminder of the power difference between them. Gina was the sexual plaything, and Victor remained in comfortable control at all times.
"Come here," he murmured, reaching out to slide a hand over her naked hip, making a shudder pass through her body. His hand gripped her tight, pulling her closer to him, and the lust inside Gina began to boil over.
"I thought you were going to have me suck your cock," she whispered softly, gazing up into his eyes as she threaded her arms loosely around his neck. His magnificent cock was sandwiched between them, pressing hot and hard and throbbing against Gina's tender belly, making butterflies erupt beneath where it touched.
"I am," said Victor confidently. Without warning, his strong arms scooped Gina up, making her gasp in alarm.
He's just... so fucking strong!
When Victor held Gina in his arms, it set the powerful submissive instincts he had unlocked inside her ablaze. She felt so weak and helpless and soft when his rock-hard muscles gripped and carried her so effortlessly. She still didn't know exactly where this was going, but she was eager to find out. The day that Gina had been fired from her job as a lawyer, Victor had pinned her up against a wall and fucked her into submission. And despite how awful that day had been overall, it was still something that turned her on to remember. If Victor put on a repeat performance of that kind of masculine dominance, Gina was more than happy to go along for the ride, regardless of why she had come to the office in the first place.
But lifting Gina up wasn't the last trick that Victor had up his sleeve. Instead of aligning her sopping wet pussy with his cock, Victor suddenly spun her upside down in a dizzying whirl that sent blood rushing to Gina's head... among other parts of her body. This time, the noise she made wasn't so much a gasp as an undignified squeal. If being held upright by Victor made her feel helpless and submissive, being upside down made her feel like a doll in his arms. Her legs moved by themselves, wrapping around Victor's neck for security as her hands braced themselves on his thighs.
She found herself face to face once again with his cock, this time even more helpless than when he had gripped her hair. She could instantly feel what he meant when he said this way of sucking cock was even more submissive.
"Well? What are you waiting for, Gigi?" asked Victor with amusement as he dangled his naked sex slave upside down, her mouth aligned with his cock. "You admitted that you want to suck my cock. Don't hold back now."
Flushed with submissive arousal and breathless from being manhandled, Gina's defiance had evaporated for the time being. Her pussy was in charge now, and it wanted her to wrap her lips around the big black cock in front of her face and start sucking.
She leaned forward and began bobbing her head up and down her illicit lover's thick shaft. Upside down, his cock fit differently on her tongue and lips, and she found herself having to explore and learn its shape again, savoring every inch with her tongue.
She moaned deeply against him once again as he leaned forward, his hot breath fanning over the sensitive flesh of her overheated, dripping pussy.
"Let me show you why I love standing sixty-nine." He leaned forward, pressing his lips softly to Gina's labia, sending a cascading crackle of sexual energy down her spine. "Not only does it let me put my women in their place, but women tend to get a lot more... enthusiastic with their mouths when they're cumming at the same time."
Gina moaned low and passionately, arching her back dramatically at the intense pleasure as Victor leaned forward, closing his lips over her sensitive pussy and parting her tender lower lips with his tongue, exploring and delicately tracing every curve and crevice with his warm, wet mouth.
Gina found herself taking his cock deeper and deeper, opening up and easily engulfing him in her tight, wet throat as Victor feasted on her horny cunt. He worked with passion, using his lips, tongue, and even his teeth, sucking and slurping as he circled her clit, slid his tongue over every vulnerable fold, and occasionally slipped deeper inside to lease her with what deep, satisfying penetration might feel like.
Gina was overwhelmed, beginning to sweat in Victor's arms as she writhed her hips against the delicious feeling of his mouth and bobbed her neck between his thighs. The blood rushing to her head was making it more and more difficult to think rationally, but one thought was growing in her mind, blazing brighter and brighter as her arousal flooded her.
She didn't just want to suck Victor's cock... she wanted... no, needed him to fuck her. And she knew that he wanted the same thing. Victor had iron control of his own cock, and he didn't cum from blowjobs unless he wanted to. As the minutes drew on, Gina grew desperate, whining and grunting as she drew the thighs clutched around Victor's neck tighter, pressing her cunt against his face. As incredible as it felt, she needed more than just Victor's tongue. She wanted to feel the powerful masculine rod of flesh currently buried in her throat to stretch open her pussy instead.
But Victor just kept going, taking Gina to new heights, but never quite leading her over the edge. Her whole body was on fire, and it didn't matter anymore how good it felt to be held in Victor's arms and used as his sexual plaything.
Gina pulled her face away from Victor's cock, letting it rest against her neck, hot and slick with her saliva.
"Enough, Victor!" she moaned hoarsely, "I need your fucking cock. Stop playing with me and fuck me."
For a moment, Victor didn't pull away from his passionate cunnilingus, and she felt his chuckle rather than just heard it.
Then, thankfully, Victor effortlessly spun her around again and set her down. She leaned back against his desk, panting as her head and pussy throbbed. Being upside down for that long had been affecting her more than she thought.
Victor leaned down toward her and smoothed her hair, tucking it behind her ears from when his grip and then hanging upside down had mussed it.
He spoiled the uncharacteristically tender moment with a cheeky grin, saying, "And round two goes to me as well!"
Gina frowned at him, then let out a groan as she realized what he was saying. She had just lost a game she hadn't even realized she was playing. He had teased her until she begged him to fuck her, once again "making her want something."
She couldn't believe he was still focused on his stupid game even in the middle of a torrid fuck session with her. But then again, that was what Victor was all about. Stupid fucking mind games.
"Are you going to stand there gloating or are you going to fuck your sex kitten like a real man?" she snarled heatedly in his face, both furious and aroused that he had made a fool of her once again.
Victor pressed forward unexpectedly and kissed her deep. His lips were hot against hers as his hands snaked up to pull her closer into his possessive embrace. Gina returned the kiss, riding the wave of frustrated sexuality cresting inside her, but she rebelled against his control by biting his lip hard. She was rewarded with a sharp intake of breath, and Victor drew back, staring at her in shock, a hand rising to his mouth.
Gina panted, sweaty strands of hair in her face as she tasted blood. She watched with satisfaction as a tiny drop of red came away on Victor's fingers when he touched his lip.
For a second, she thought she had finally succeeded in angering the unflappable Victor Cross. But then, instead of yelling, his face split into a wide smile, and he laughed. This was no condescending chuckle. He let loose with a deep, genuine laugh from his gut.
"You know, that's what I love about you, Gigi," he said warmly, leaning forward to get into her face again, completely unafraid. "Usually, when I tame brats, they stay tamed. But you're like a puzzle that keeps unsolving itself. Just what I needed."
Gina didn't know what the fuck he was talking about. All she knew was that if she didn't have a cock spreading her cunt in thirty seconds, Victor would be bleeding a lot more than just a few pinpricks. "Shut the fuck up," she grunted savagely. "Fuck me."
This time, thankfully, Victor had no smart remark. He spun Gina around swiftly and pressed down on her back, bending her over the desk so swiftly she felt her teeth click. Gina practically purred in approval at the dominant display, arching her back dramatically to present her dripping snatch, begging to be taken.
Victor's broad hand descended in a vicious spank as he angled his cock, teasing at Gina's delicate lips with his hot, bulbous cockhead. "So... Gigi wants to call the shots," he mused as Gina whined and wriggled beneath him, trying to press her hips back and achieve the deep, satisfying penetration she craved. "Well... I suppose I can indulge you just this once."
Gina's fingers scratched lines into the leather of the desk, and an inarticulate cry burst from her throat as Victor slid inside her, finally bringing the torturous teasing to an end by claiming her pussy.
Victor reached forward to seize a handful of Gina's hair once again, this time to gain leverage as he began pumping into her. It was painful and intense to have her silky blonde locks pulled so tight, forcing her back to arch so hard that her sweaty tits pulled up off the sticky leather of the desk... but the pain felt good. It was deeply, primally erotic to be used this way, and Gina spread her thighs wider, submitting eagerly to the rough, dominant sex that Victor had initiated.


They descended into hard, animalistic rutting, Victor's powerful thrusts pushing her forward into his bulky desk again and again, each thrust accompanied by a deliciously humiliating tug on her hair. He was stretching her out, making her feel every inch of his powerful cock as it took the deepest depths of her pussy. She was up on her tippy-toes now, slamming her soft butt back into his hard, muscular hips over and over again.
Every thought of how angry she was at him, or how his job offer had insulted her so deeply, was drowned completely in her hot, gushing, submissive pleasure.
"Fuck me!" she gasped, every muscle trembling with strain as she writhed back to meet his powerful thrusts. "Make me feel like a woman, you fucking monster!"
Victor's grip tightened in her hair, making Gina let out a strange sound that was half moan and half snarl of pain. The antagonistic spark of rivalry mixed with attraction had always been the most compelling part of her relationship with Victor, and this brutal, hard fucking was turning up that volatile, horny hatred up to eleven.
Gina could feel herself cruising toward a massive orgasm, and she craved it with every fiber of her being. Her moans lost their snarling and instead became breathy whines as she rapidly approached her peak.
And then Victor slowed down.
It felt like missing a step when going down the stairs. A sudden, brutal punch to the gut that left her feeling cheated. Gina tried to make up the difference by pushing her ass back against him even faster and harder, but without Victor's dominant muscle and hair-pulling, it just wasn't the same. Her orgasm was just out of reach.
"Come on, you motherfucker," she grunted, panting with arousal and fury, dripping sweat down onto Victor's expensive desk as her nipples dragged across its leather surface, "Fuck me. Fuck me like a man, you pussy."
But taunts didn't seem to work either. Victor continued to thrust slowly and deeply into her. It was immensely pleasurable, but it kept her right on the bleeding edge of orgasm without letting her cross the finish line. It was a stunning sexual misplay on Victor's part, who usually relished making his sexual partners cum hard multiple times. In fact... It was a suspicious error. Victor usually didn't make mistakes when it came to sexual prowess.
Gina craned her neck around, staring over her shoulder at the man pinning her down and plundering her married cunt. A jolt of adrenaline went through her as she realized her worst suspicions were confirmed. Victor looked down at her with a taunting grin as he slowly and torturously pumped in and out of her pussy.
"Something the matter, kitten?" he asked teasingly. "You look like you... want something."
"You son of a fucking bitch," she hissed through her teeth, "Stop with these stupid fucking games and make me cum!"
His response surprised her. He looked her dead in the eyes, his taunting smile dropping away as he said, "Be my assistant."
"Fuck you!" she spat back, redoubling her efforts to hump her hips backward into his cock, impaling herself feverishly in an attempt to steal the orgasm he refused to give her. "Never! Fucking never, Victor! I'm not going to make a fucking laughingstock of myself just because I want to fucking cum!"
Victor laughed and spanked her ass hard, sending another powerful jolt of pleasure through her... but still not tipping her over the edge. He continued his slow thrusts as he spoke, filling her utterly with every deep, firm stroke. "We both know that this is just stubborn pride talking, Gina. You know you need a job... You know that I can take care of you... You know that I would never let it ruin your life, not really... Your husband will be humiliated, but that shit makes him cream his jeans on a regular basis. Most importantly, you want it. You know it's shameful to be my slutty little bimbo, but you want it so bad you can taste it. Just like at the strip club. Just like at your old job. You hate being dominated and degraded by me, but nothing makes you cum as hard as losing. And what would make you more of a loser than playing the slutty secretary for a man you used to despise?"
Gina shook her head furiously. Victor was just being an asshole again, messing with her as usual with his smug, manipulative words. But this time, he wasn't suggesting some little sexy adventure that she could chalk up to a mistake later on. He was suggesting a massive life change. A public submission that would degrade her not just in his eyes and the eyes of strangers, but in front of her husband's coworkers.
But on the other hand... here in the heat of sexual submission, it was hard to argue with the sexual potency of the idea. Every time she had lost to Victor and felt the humiliating sting of sexual defeat, she had cum so fucking hard she saw stars. Whether or not it was something inherent to her nature, like Victor claimed, or it was something he had somehow twisted in her sexuality, she was turned on by humiliation now.
And he wasn't wrong that going from high-powered lawyer to slutty secretary would be deliciously humiliating.
"I'm a fucking lawyer!" she whined, desperate to not only convince him, but head off the traitorous arousal blooming inside her. "I command respect, God damn it! I'm not some little doll you can show off to all your fucking employees!"
"Then I guess neither one of us is going to get what we want," said Victor smugly.
Then he stopped.
Even the slow, languid strokes he had been teasing her with ceased. His thick cock was buried deep inside her, but he no longer gave her any of the slick, pumping friction her body craved. Gina whined in frustration. Her pussy gripped and clenched hungrily around the pulsing rod of flesh embedded deep inside her. This was even more maddening than the slow strokes. She tried to hump backward into Victor, impaling herself on his stationary cock, but Victor was waiting for her. His strong hands gripped her hips and held her close, not letting her do anything more than little circular grinding motions, which only fueled her frustrated arousal more.
"No so fast, Miss Fancy-pants Lawyer,' he chuckled. "Only good girls get what they want." He slowly withdrew his cock until only the head was inside, then slammed it forward, drawing a ragged moan from Gina's lips. Fuck, it wasn't enough! She wanted that power, but over and over again until she was a sobbing, shaking mess of climax. This was like pouring one drop of water onto the tongue of a person dying of thirst.
"So be my good girl. Do what I say." Gina's breath was hard and ragged. Her whole body burned with sexual need, and her mind buzzed with dissatisfaction. "You know that you want to be my assistant. You just don't think you're allowed to say yes. Well, I give you permission. Be my assistant. Not for any logical reason... but because it feels fucking good to obey."
Gina bit her lip hard, trying to focus on the image of herself she had cultivated at her old job. Hurricane Gina. A shark in the courtroom. A force of nature you might not like, but had to respect. But that image was already crumbling into the pink haze of powerful desire that the throbbing cock buried inside her was sending through her brain.
That image had been vaporized for all of her old coworkers in an instant that she had been caught getting fucked like a bitch by Victor. She was the only one who still saw herself as the proud, accomplished lawyer. And when she thought about it, did that even matter? Victor had already sworn to work with her best interests at heart... and say what you wanted about him, the man abided by the rules of his own sick games. Would it be so bad to play a little sex game for a few weeks until the contract ran out?
Gina realized with a pulse of fear that Victor was right... Beneath her reluctance lay a vast ocean of desire. A growing part of her loved being Victor's humiliated sex pet. She knew it was dangerous to give in to that deep, subconscious impulse to submit... But it would feel sooo fucking good...
"Fine..." the word slipped out of her, weak and trembling and tinged with her frustrated desire.
"What's that, kitten?" asked Victor, on hand stroking encouragingly up and down the curve of her hip as his cock pulsed inside her.
"I said fine!" snapped Gina in a petulant whine. "I... I'll try being your assistant. At least until the contract runs out."
"That's my good girl," said Victor in a sickeningly triumphant voice. His fingers gripped tighter on her hips, and then a second later he was pumping in and out of her hot, sloppy pussy once again. Shoving her up against the desk hard enough to rattle the drawers.
Gina let out deep, cathartic moans, pushing back into every forward stroke as her pussy gripped and squeezed the cock that had become her favorite. She could feel herself rocketing rapidly back toward the orgasm that Victor had stolen from her, her entire body crackling with sexual electricity from every dominant thrust.
Victor reached one hand forward again to grip her hair, holding it in a commanding fist and sending more jolts of arousing pressure and pain through her scalp. "You'll be mine. All day long. Right in front of your pathetic husband," he growled, thrusting so hard into her that her straining toes almost left the ground each time his thighs impacted her butt with a sweaty slap. "The submissive little kept sex kitten you were always meant to be."
No matter what he said, Gina had always known that this was how Victor saw the situation. Degrading her. Defeating her. Turning the bitchy lawyer into a pathetic slut. But the knowledge she had once again played right into her hands didn't make her rethink her decision. Instead, it sent her screaming over the ragged edge of orgasm. Whining and moaning and clenching her pussy hard around the cock of the worst person she knew. Her back arched up and Victor pulled her hair hard, every muscle straining, and her skin gleaming with the sweat of her sexual exertion. Her body sang with powerful orgasm, roaring through every nerve, deeper and more complete than any other man could give her.
"Say it!" demanded Victor roughly, as he pumped into her with tight, rapid strokes. "You know what I want to hear."
"I love yoooouuu!" Moaned Gina pathetically as the orgasm continued to ripple through her in powerful waves. It wasn't true. It had just been a lie that Victor forced her to tell every time she made him cum. But it felt easier and easier every time.
Her moaning words must have sent him over the edge, because Victor grunted, and a second later, Gina felt his cock twitch and pulse powerfully inside her. A hot trickle of sperm traced down her thighs as her chest heaved, her orgasm slowly draining away.
Finally, Victor stepped back, letting Gina collapse forward onto the surface of the desk, her knees too weak to hold her up. With a sigh of satisfaction, he pulled a handkerchief from his pocket, cleaned the tip of his cock, then dropped it into the wastepaper basket by his desk.
Gina just panted and rested, totally drained by the overwhelming sexual experience. She could feel Victor's hot sperm slipping down her leg as reality set in. On what exactly she had agreed to. Technically, she could still back out and refuse... but Gina had never felt as defeated and dominated as she did now. She had decided to take the job as Victor's assistant, and that was exactly what she would do.
Victor circled back around the desk and sat back in his chair, staring in pride at the panting, trembling, naked slut collapsed on his desk. Then he thumbed a button on his desktop phone. When the line connected a second later, he said with deep satisfaction, "Miss Harlow has accepted the position, Grace. Could you bring in her uniform? I think it would be best if she started her training right away."
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"Fuck," said Naomi softly, staring down at the phone I had just passed into her hands. Maybe it wasn't fair to ambush her with this right after she got home from work, but, considering what my friend had sent me, I actually thought I had shown admirable restraint by not calling her at work and hashing it out right then and there.
She set the phone down immediately and rubbed the heels of her hands into her eyes. She didn't have to study the paused video on the screen for long to recognise it. When you film a video of yourself dirty talking the camera while sucking a cock, you tend to remember it pretty well.
I gave her the time she needed to collect herself. I had a lot of thoughts on the situation, but it wasn't my intent to just ambush her and make her feel bad. I genuinely wanted her best explanation. Finally she looked up, leaning forward with her elbows on the table and her hands resting on her forehead as if she had a migraine coming on. "You know that that was from ages ago, right?" she asked weakly. "From way before I met you."
I sighed and nodded. "Yeah, I know. You look totally different. I trust you, Naomi. I just... I mean, why didn't you tell me?" My voice broke a little on the last word. I'm not ashamed to admit it. Naomi and I had been dating for over a year, and at the time, I genuinely thought she was going to be the one. She was one of the coolest, smartest, and most drop-dead gorgeous girls I had ever met, let alone dated. Even now, when we were both so upset, she was an image of beauty, with her long, soft chestnut hair and expressive brown eyes. She radiated wholesome, outgoing, girl-next-door energy most of the time. To find out that she had a series of homemade porn videos uploaded to various free streaming sites on the internet was pretty shattering.
"I'm sorry," said Naomi, her eyes welling up and her lips tightening in the way they normally did when she got upset to keep them from wobbling. "I was going to tell you. Really. But I've told some of my past boyfriends too early and spooked them, and things were going so well. I was afraid it would ruin things. And then it felt too late, and I wasn't sure what to do. Do you hate me? Are we breaking up?"
I sighed. The friend who had discreetly sent me the video advised me to break things off with her. But Naomi was the woman I loved. I couldn't just give up what we had that easily.
"No. We're not breaking up," I said, taking a seat next to her and hesitantly taking her hand. "But I do think that I'm going to need that explanation from you now."
Naomi looked like she would rather do anything else, but she nodded. "Yeah. I mean, I think you deserved to get it before now. But maybe a little wine would help with this conversation."
I went to fetch two glasses and a bottle, and by the time I got back to the dining room, Naomi was already looking much more composed. She eagerly accepted her glass from me, took a deep sip, then began, a look of faint embarrassment on her face.
"I mean... It's not some big story, I guess. I was a sophomore in college, and I had just been fired from my job at a bookstore. I needed some way to make ends meet. This was around the time that Simpspace was first starting up and becoming big, so it was something I sort of had in the back of my head. I was already making... I guess you could say 'home movies' with my boyfriend Leo for our own personal enjoyment. It didn't feel like that big of a leap. We made and sold maybe a dozen videos, and for a while it seemed like a good scheme. The money was decent for someone that age, and I never really considered the fact that once you put something on the internet, it's there forever. I guess the videos were popular in their... ummm... niche, which is why they're still circulating years later."
My belly squirmed with discomfort, and yes, I admit it, arousal. I'm not made of stone. Naomi was a beautiful woman when I dated her, and seeing her five years younger, with more piercings, heavier makeup, and black-dyed hair, was like seeing her in a whole new way. Which made the videos sexually fascinating. If you added the things she was saying in the video to that... it made for a strange and powerfully erotic combination.
"About that," I said, licking my lips. "I mean, the topic of the videos..."
To my surprise, instead of the embarrassment she had been showing before, Naomi's mouth twisted with annoyance. "Ok, Josh, before you start, I'm going to nip this in the bud. Everything I said in those videos was stupid, made-up dirty talk. It was the kind of thing that sold videos, and it helped that Leo had a big dick, so we were sort of working with what we had."
"It's just..." I shrugged uncomfortably. "You were so passionate about it. So... detailed."
Naomi made a small, frustrated sound and reached over to take both of my hands in hers. "Josh, I want you to look at me." Her voice was serious, and when I looked into her soulful brown eyes, they were solemn. "None of the stuff I said in those videos is how I actually feel. It was all to turn on horny internet losers. Dick size genuinely and truly does not matter to me."
Of the dozen or so videos that Naomi and her college boyfriend had produced, over half of them were focused on humiliating the watcher about the size of their penis, and talking about how much better bigger cocks were. A fetish called small penis humiliation, or SPH.
And Naomi didn't half-ass the dirty talk. She was filthy, specific, and passionate with her filthy words as she gripped what she described as "a real man's cock" and worshipped it on camera. She said crazy things, like short-dicked men were genetic wastes who shouldn't be allowed to breed. How they couldn't be called men at all. How no woman could ever love them. All with a wicked twinkle in her eye and a naughty, teasing tone in her voice. It was hard to believe that all of it was one hundred percent an act. Especially since the naked, giggling Naomi in the videos had been so obviously turned on.
Naomi must have caught the doubt in my eyes, because she squeezed my hands harder. "Hey! I'm serious about this!" she said sharply. "This is exactly why I was nervous to bring this up. I've had a boyfriend break up with me before over this exact same thing. Guys get so weird about dick size, I swear to God." She seemed to be heating up on the topic. Clearly, it was a long-standing pet peeve of hers. "I guarantee you that most girls don't even really think about it. It's only other guys out there measuring each other's cocks. But I stupidly made a couple of videos for money a few years back and accidentally voiced a bunch of guys' secret anxieties, and now they won't believe a word I say otherwise."
Now I was starting to get a little annoyed myself. "Well... I'm sorry if I'm trying to sort out how I feel about this," I said stiffly. "I just had a friend send me a video of my girlfriend on a porn site saying some pretty crazy stuff, so I guess I'm just sort of working through it."
Naomi seemed to deflate a little, realizing that she had gone on the attack against the very person she had been apologizing to just a moment before. "You're... right. Of course you're right. I'm sorry, honey, I'm not trying to jump down your throat. I'm just tired of explaining it. Sometimes it feels like once a guy has seen those videos, they just won't believe me when I tell them I didn't mean what I said. I'm embarrassed by those videos, but I won't apologise for being kind of an idiot trying to get money years before I knew you. What I can apologise for is not trusting you with this earlier. So... do you think you can forgive me?"
It was impossible to say no to her. The idea that thousands of strangers on the internet had seen my girlfriend naked was uncomfortable, but I'm not the kind of guy who thinks I ought to own my girlfriend's body. She also had a point that it was silly to be upset with her for things she did with another guy before she even knew I existed.
But the dirty talk in those videos still stuck in my craw. Even though we ended the night with things feeling relatively back to normal between us, I couldn't stop thinking about the kinds of things Naomi had said. They ran through my mind again and again in the following days, until finally, I couldn't stand it any longer.
I had to watch the video again.
Look, you don't need to tell me. I know it was a stupid idea. I know that better than anybody, in fact. If I had managed to hold out and forget all about Naomi's sordid past, it would have been better for everyone. And if the videos just disturbed me, I think I would have had no problem forgetting about them. But they didn't just make me feel bad. They also turned me on.
Before I go any further, I want to make one thing crystal clear. My dick is average size. I know, I know, it sounds like something a guy with a tiny dick would say, but in this case, it's true. Like every adolescent male, I broke out the ruler after growth had stopped and measured. My dick is five point four inches. Right down the middle, nearly dead average.
So I have no idea why the hurtful things the younger version of Naomi said in the video struck at my soul so deeply. Like any guy, I had a sneaking wish that I was packing a little more heat down there, but I had never felt ashamed of myself. It was just one of those things. Every guy suspects that men with bigger dicks are just a cut above sexually, even if they understand rationally that it just isn't true. As Naomi explained, women seemed indifferent as long as their man wasn't on either extreme end of the spectrum, apart from a few fetishists.
But that didn't stop a dark, whispering voice in my subconscious telling me that women secretly craved... more. The dirty videos that Naomi filmed spoke in the same words of that secret insecurity, and her mocking tone lent them heat. It was a potent combination.
I gave in to temptation on a night when Naomi was gone for a bridesmaid's party. No boys allowed, which meant I would be alone all evening. Normally, that would mean pizza, beer, and some video games, activities that I had started having less time for since moving in with Naomi. But that night, the siren call of the forbidden videos was impossible to ignore. I waited nervously until I was certain that Naomi wouldn't return for something she missed, then grabbed a box of tissues, retreated to the bedroom with my laptop, and locked the door, my heart pounding and my cock already stiff.
It didn't take long to find the same video that my friend had sent me. My nerves were jittery and my mouth was dry as I set the laptop on my chest and hit play, staring into the eyes of my girlfriend as she looked five years ago.
Naomi had admitted to me in the past with a shy laugh that she had an "alt" phase in college, but in my opinion, she was underselling it a little. The girl who giggled and waved at the camera had feathery black hair, dark eyeliner, and a nose piercing. Her style was totally at odds with Naomi's current mature look. I was mesmerized as she started speaking in a purring, taunting tone, staring straight into the camera.
"Heyyyy, losers!" she chirped, biting her lip in glee, her eyes twinkling. "You just had to come back for more, didn't you? You just love it when I put you in your place...." She was lying on her front on top of her bed, staring up at the camera. Based on the sparse decorations, the background was obviously a college apartment. She wasn't wearing a thing, and her cute, plump little butt, which I had lovingly squeezed so many times, was totally uncovered, wiggling slightly as she kicked her feet in the air.
"Well good," said Naomi with a smug smirk. "Because today I have one mission and one mission only." She raised one pinkie stiffly up from her hand and ran her thumb and forefinger mockingly up and down its length. "I'm going to get you to jerk that pathetic little peepee until you spurt those worthless genes into a tissue. One more wasted load means one less chance you might trick a girl into fucking you and passing on your tiny dick genes, dooming another generation to be a dickless loser like you."
"Fuck," I said softly under my breath, reaching to squeeze my cock over my pants. It was weird... it wasn't like I actually believed my dick was too small. Or at least I didn't want to. But it was still intoxicating to see Naomi like this. She could be snarky and blunt sometimes, but that just wasn't an energy she brought into the bedroom. This Naomi in the video, by contrast, was a total brat. And something about that cruel confidence was fascinating and arousing. I had never seen anything like it from her in the time we dated.
"And to help you finish faster, I thought I would bring in a real man," she said with a nasty giggle, beckoning off camera. "Cuz I know how much it helps you cum when you see an actually decent-sized cock. Ever wonder why that is?"
As she spoke, whoever was holding the camera scooted forward, his massive erection coming into frame just inches from Naomi's cute face. My gut churned and my cock twitched at the sight of him.
Leo, Naomi's college boyfriend. Like Naomi had said, if she and Leo were just working with what they had, taunting content about big cocks was a natural fit. He must have been eight inches long, if not more. Porn star big. Naomi's hand reached out instinctively to wrap around its thick girth, slowly stroking up and down as she continued to stare up into the camera.
"It turns you on because you know that he deserves me, even if you don't. You want to see me suck and fuck an actual full-sized dick because that's what real sex is, instead of whatever it is that you do with that disappointment dangling between your legs. So... start jerking that tiny dick while you watch a real man get what he deserves."
I couldn't help it. With shaking hands, I shucked my pants down my hips and took my cock in my fist, staring at the screen with a combination of jealousy and mind-numbing arousal as Naomi continued to barrel the camera.
"And if he deserves this..." she asked in a low, taunting drawl, her beautiful brown eyes glowing with malice, "Then what do you deserve, loser?"
She giggled and flipped off the camera as she bent down to run her tongue up the length of Leo's cock. I groaned, feeling my own cock pulse in my pumping hand. I knew it was wrong to be watching this, but seeing my sweet, sexy girlfriend interact with a cock so massive that it would be right at home on a porn set was unbelievably erotic.
"Fuckinnggg Noooothiiiing," said Naomi slowly, as if she was talking to the stupidest person in the world. Her hand continued to pump up and down her boyfriend's massive cock as she continued. "If you're below six inches, then you don't deserve a woman's touch at all, let alone her pussy. That's the absolute cutoff. And if any of you shrimp-dicks out there think you're with a woman right now, I have bad news for you. She's in it for your money. And she's probably out there getting satisfaction from a bigger, better cock, because I guarantee your little toothpick is doing nothing for her."
In the humiliating heat of the moment, my brain began to play all kinds of tricks on me. I had made Naomi cum dozens of times in the past. She always enjoyed it when we had sex... But I felt a twinge of doubt. Could she just be humoring me? Faking it? The idea was silly, but Naomi seemed so certain and passionate in the video that it made me second guess myself for a second.
"Now watch what happens when a girl sees a big, manly cock like this," she instructed, finally looking away from the camera and focusing completely on the massive cock she had been slowly jerking up and down. My heart twisted as the soft lips of the woman I love parted and took another man's huge, stiff cock between them. I knew that she wasn't doing anything wrong, apart from the short-sighted decision to produce porn in the first place. She didn't even know me at the time, after all, and she was doing this with the man she was in a relationship with. But that didn't stop the powerful stab of jealousy I felt... or stop the strange crackle of sexual electricity that blazed up my spine at the sight.
Naomi bobbed her head up and down the thick cock in a sultry, performative blowjob, clearly enjoying every second. I couldn't help but think back, panicked and aroused, wondering if she had ever shown the same level of enthusiasm when sucking my dick.
Finally, she released his saliva-slicked cock with a loud wet pop, panting roughly as she said, "I just can't help it when I see a big, thick cock like this. It just makes a part of me want to submit and be his good little cocksucker." She was jacking her boyfriend's thick, veiny cock faster now, using her copious drool as lube. Wet squishing noises filling the air.
"And you know what a woman's natural reaction is when she sees a runty little dick like yours?" she sneered, a bratty twinkle in her eyes. "Laughter. Disgust. Maybe pity if you're lucky. You just don't have what it takes to satisfy a woman if you can't match my man's cock." She gripped the massive cock in her hand for a moment, waggling it teasingingly toward the camera with a giggle.
"How is that tiny dicklette feeling in those fingers, loser?" she asked with a sharp grin, raising her thumb and forefinger and again to move them up and down in time with her other pumping fist, mockingly emphasizing the presumed size difference. "It feels good to be told the truth for once, doesn't it? You ready to cum for me, loser? Good. I think this stud is ready to cum too. Let me count you down."
"Ten..." she said in a firm tone, stroking Leo's cock faster, with a little twist of her wrist added in. "Two fingers only, shrimp-dick. You know the rules. Only real men can use their fists."
For reasons that I couldn't explain, I obeyed. I stopped gripping my cock fully, instead extending only my forefinger and thumb and using those in a pitiful grip on my cock. To be frank, as far as stimulation went, it sucked. My dick wasn't nearly small enough for that sort of grip to make sense, even if in theory it was appropriate for smaller dicks. But at this point, it didn't matter that it didn't give me as much pleasure as a full grip would; I was completely focused on Naomi, and obeying her humiliating commands was kinky enough to make up for the lack of stimulation.
"Nine..."
"Eight... Keep pumping that tiny cock, loser. I want you to watch while I make a bigger,better man cum."
I was breathing hard now, pinching my dick tight as my hand desperately pumped up and down. I reached over and snatched up a tissue.
"Seven..."
"Six... Come on, little guy. Stroke! I know you can do it!" She rose up a little, revealing the same pale, rosy nipples I had seen so often, except they were pierced with little silver studs.
"Five... Here. Look at these pretty tits that you aren't worthy to touch. Maybe I should let this big guy cum allllll over them!" My eyes locked onto her breasts, wandering over the piercings that I had never known she once had. I hadn't gotten this far in the video the first time I had previewed it, so I had never seen them before, and they almost made me cum on their own.
"Four... I think that sounds like the perfect finale. C'mon, tiny. Jerk jerk jerk that pathetic baby carrot. You're almost there!" She rubbed and tugged on her stiff nipples with one hand while jerking her boyfriend's massive cock with the other, staring straight into the camera in a way that sent a sizzle up my spine. She was right... I was almost there.
"Three..."
"Two... Grab that tissue, loser. I want you to watch this hung stud paint my fucking chest while you waste those worthless genes like the garbage they are."
"One... Wait for him to cum first. He deserves it more."


"Fuck!" I whispered, my thumb and finger now slick with precum, frantically slipping and sliding over my throbbing head as I watched my future girlfriend jack her boyfriend's cock above her waiting tits.
Naomi's mocking eyes seemed to be staring straight into mine as she looked into the camera. "Zero. Cum for me, shrimp-dick."
She either had a perfect sense of timing, or her handjobs were so good she could tell exactly when Leo would pop, because right as she said zero, he began spraying thick ropes of cum all over her chest, splattering the breasts that one day I would consider my exclusive playground with hot sperm. And then, as if his satisfaction was my cue, I came as well, grunting a little as I held the wad of tissues to my dick and filled them with hot, thick cum.
I had cum inside Naomi many times, even if she had never let me cum on her tits like Leo had in the video. So the jealousy I felt when I had to cum in a tissue while watching him cum on Naomi was irrational. But just because it was irrational didn't mean it was any easier to swallow.
The video ended with Naomi running a fingertip through the sticky mess on her chest, then bringing it up to her lips and extending her tongue to lick off the blob of cum with a giggle. "Good job, loser," she chirped. "Now be a good little boy and flush those worthless genes down the toilet for me, ok? Thanks! Bye!"
The video cut off, and I was left feeling emotionally and physically drained, clutching a cum-filled tissue to the tip of my dick. I felt off and mildly guilty for the rest of the evening. I told myself that it was a one-time slip-up, and I would never repeat it. When Naomi got home drunk and horny from the bachelorette party, I even managed to put in a good performance in bed with her that evening, and I convinced myself that I had gotten the curiosity out of my system.
That lasted right up until the next time I was left alone for the evening, this time because Naomi was headed to a work conference. I watched another video. And then another the next day, and a third on Sunday before she got back. Once I got started, it was hard to stop. Not all of the videos involved blowjobs. Some were just her talking to the camera, but others involved sex between her and Leo. There was one where she faced the camera while Leo fucked her from behind, taunting dirty talk dripping from her lips between sultry moans.
But my favorite was the one with the body writing. The one where she made a little scale just above her pussy, with markings ranging from "Ew." at the bottom all the way up to three hearts all the way at the top of the drawn-on ruler. Of course, when Leo laid his cock down over her pussy, it went all the way up the scale to the three stylized sharpie hearts. He proceeded to fuck her thoroughly, pointing the camera down to give a searingly erotic view of his thick shaft stretching open her tight pussy while she moaned insults into the camera at the viewer.
It made me wonder how far my cock would reach on that scale...
It became a bad habit. My dirty little secret. Over the next few months, I watched Naomi's old videos whenever I had time alone. I became familiar with them all. And even though Naomi had done some more vanilla stuff early on when she was still figuring out her content, the humiliating dirty talk about penis size was what I came back for time and time again.
I don't think I can explain why listening to my girlfriend make fun of my penis size affected me as much as it did. Maybe it was because Naomi was normally so kind and loving. Seeing her mean and bratty added a forbidden spice that was hard to resist.
And even though my cock wasn't the sort of tiny, worthless disappointment that the sneering, giggling vixen on the screen insisted it was, her words did begin to have an effect on me over time. In some way, I even sort of started wanting to be a tiny dicked loser for her. So that her withering disdain and mockery were accurate.
I got more and more used to using my thumb and forefinger when masturbating.
And all through that, I kept my relationship with Naomi going as usual. In a lot of ways, the past Naomi in the videos was like a totally different person in my mind from the woman I loved. It was just their shared image that gave the videos their erotic power. As long as I could keep my girlfriend and her porn persona separate in my mind, there were no issues.
But I discovered that doing that was easier said than done when I was constantly watching porn of her.
Things came to a head on the night of the same wedding she had gone to the bachelorette party for I lost my cool at the reception in a way that I'm not proud of. I'm not even sure what happened, honestly. As a bridesmaid, Naomi was naturally seated at the head table, and I was across the room, doing my best to struggle through a conversation with a friend of Naomi's that I'm sure she had introduced me to once, but I couldn't for the life of me remember.
But when I looked across the room, I saw Naomi talking and laughing with one of the groomsmen. Totally normal. Not even particularly flirtatious, just outgoing and friendly, like she normally was. But watching all of those filthy videos had changed something in my brain. The thought rose into my mind unprompted.
I wondered if the guy she was talking to had a bigger dick than I did.
Once that train of thought started, I couldn't stop it. I interpreted her smile and wave across the room at me as a mocking smirk. I saw every word from her lips toward him as flirtation. I was a little surly when she came over to reconnect, and we spent the rest of the reception in a bad mood. By the time we caught a rideshare home, we had both had too much to drink and were spoiling for a fight.
"I don't know what the fuck is wrong with you!" said Naomi with exasperation, tossing her purse on the dining room table, slumping back onto the couch, and shooting me a glare across the room. "We're having a great evening, and then all of a sudden, you have to be a little bitch for no reason!"
It was then, unfortunately, that her angry words had an unintended effect on me. It wasn't my fault. Her annoyed tone and casual insult were just a little too close to her catty porn persona. I felt a flash of inappropriate arousal as I kicked my shoes off in the entryway, making my throbbing head spin and sending a surge of blood to my cock.
I spoke without thinking, the alcohol in my system loosening my tongue. "Well, maybe it wasn't possible for me to have a good time when you're flirting with other men across the room."
"What!?" said Naomi angrily, her mouth falling open in disbelief. "Are you fucking serious right now, Josh? You got jealous because I was fucking talking to some random guy? That is so fucking thin-skinned and insecure. Just... ugh. Small dick energy."
I knew that she didn't mean anything by it. Just some angry words said while drunk and in a fight. But my subconscious didn't care. It had already been primed by my jealousy and the strange twist of lust that her annoyed insults had sent through me a moment ago. Her tossed-off insult hit my libido like an atom bomb. The sudden flush of arousal finished the job that Naomi's catty insult had started, pumping my cock up to full stiffness. Unfortunately, I was too buzzed to put two and two together in time to avoid turning toward Naomi while pitching a massive tent in my pants.
I realized a split second later what I had accidentally revealed, and turned my body awkwardly away, but by then it was already far too late. Amelia's annoyance had been short-circuited by utter bewilderment. She was giving me an open-mouthed stare. "What the fuck?" she asked blankly. "Josh, do you have a fucking hard-on right now?"
Now my annoyance and discomfort were dissolving into shame. I turned toward the bedroom in a half-hearted attempt at escape, mumbling. "I mean... It's just that the situation is..." I struggled to come up with some excuse that wasn't the truth, but at this point, alcohol and lust were fogging my brain.
"What the fuck do you mean?" asked Naomi, her shock dissolving back into annoyance as she got up from the couch and pursued me into the bedroom. "You're being an asshole, and I'm pissed at you. What about this situation is remotely erotic to you?"
I turned back to face her, desperately thinking of some way to excuse my inappropriate stiffy. As I did, I tangled my feet and fell back onto the bed. I stared up at my angry girlfriend, and it hit my brain like a lightning bolt. Her annoyed expression wasn't quite the same as her sneering dominance in the videos, but looking up at her from below certainly helped. They were the same person. The teasing seductress in the porn videos I jerked off to, and my loving partner, were the same woman. And I had known that, obviously, on an intellectual level. Now I felt it in my gut, and despite the amount of trouble I was in, I had never felt more pathetically horny in my life.
And, of course, being so scrambled and drunk and horny and emotionally drained from an evening of confused jealousy, I said the worst possible thing that I could have. "Babe, it's just, I was watching your videos and..."
This time, instead of shock or anger, Naomi's face went perfectly still. "My videos..." she said in a disturbingly neutral voice. "My old porn videos?"
"I mean... I was just curious, and then I watched some of them, and they were sort of hot, so..." I babbled, watching her face take on a look of disdain that only turned me on more.
"Oh my God," she said in disgust. "You know, I always thought that the guys who bought and enjoyed those perverted videos must be the biggest losers on the planet. If only I fucking knew that you were a pervy loser too."
Fuck... now it felt like she was pushing my buttons on purpose. Naomi glared down at me in contempt, staring at my flushed face, my labored breathing, and the massive tent I was pitching in my pants, and I saw a change come over her. The sneer of disgust widened into a smirk. The anger in her eyes morphed into a malicious glitter. The teasing minx from her videos was suddenly here, standing above me, staring down at me with a mix of disdain and cruel playfulness.
Without a word, she reached behind herself and unzipped the rose bridesmaid's dress, letting it slump to the floor.
"H-honey, what are you doing?" I asked, a little unnerved by her sudden shift in attitude.
"Well, I just thought I would give you what you wanted," she said in a voice of false sweetness. She reached back again and unhooked her bra, and when she shrugged it down off her shoulders, my eyes went wide to see how stiff her nipples were. "You thought it was so hot when I was mean... so maybe I should be a little mean to you right now. Since it gets that little dick sooo hard." There was still an edge of tight annoyance in my girlfriend's voice, but she had caught on to the odd, tense arousal that was coming off me in waves, and it had made her horny as well.
Looking into her sharp, burning gaze, I wasn't sure if that was a good thing.
"So," she purred, mounting the bed with the slow, clumsy movement of a woman who had had a few too many drinks, "You watched me playing with a much bigger, thicker cock and jerked this off, huh?" Her hand ran firmly up my thigh before clutching the stiff shaft tenting my pants. I groaned and tried to squirm away, but it was too late for that now. Naomi was determined that I was going to answer for my perversions.
"Jesus, babe, d-don't..." I gasped, trying weakly to scoot back as her merciless fingers began rubbing me through my pants.
"Don't what?" asked Naomi with mocking innocence as she continued teasing my throbbing shaft. "Don't compare you to my well-hung stud of a college boyfriend? God, Leo could be a bit of an ass, but he had an incredible cock, didn't he?"
"What? Ughhh I don't know..." I moaned, my breath coming in ragged heaves as I tried unsuccessfully to gather my thoughts through the horny haze.
"Uh-uh," insisted Naomi, getting right up into my face, her expression the same sneering tease that I had seen so many times in her videos, "I'm not going to let you get away that easy after you spent so much time watching me play with that thick, throbbing monster. I know you have an opinion at this point, so just say it, loser. My boyfriend had a nice fucking cock, didn't he?"
"F-fuck!" I whimpered, unable to resist the siren call of Naomi's mocking words. "Yes! Leo has a nice cock." This was even more intense than any of the jerk-off sessions I had had with her videos. The old, canned dirty talk was nothing compared to her intense attention focused on me.
But I had no idea how intense it could get. "Better than yours?" she asked in a nasty, purring tone, her eyes glittering as they stared deep into mine and her thumb and forefinger working frantically up and down the bulge in my pants.
"Oh God... Don't. Don't make me..." I wasn't sure I could handle this anymore. It was all too much. My head was spinning and my cock was throbbing with nasty heat.
But Naomi wouldn't give up. "No. You wanted me to be mean. This is me when I'm mean. I want to hear it, Josh. Is Leo's cock better than yours?" Fuck, just the sight of her face was enough to set my heart racing. She had completely transformed into the dominant, bratty version of herself from the past.
"Yes. Fuck! Yes, his cock is just better," I admitted, shame burning me down to my core and humiliated lust crackling through every vein.
"That's what I was saying earlier," said Naomi contemptuously, as her hand moved faster and faster. "Leo was an ass... but he was a real man too. If he had gotten annoyed about me talking to another man, he wouldn't have sat and pouted across the room, getting hard under the table. He would have marched over and told the guy to fuck off. But hey, some guys just can't manage something like that..."
I was rapidly approaching orgasm. "H-hey, wait a second, babe," I said desperately.
But Naomi only sped up, her finger and thumb pinching my cock as she stared straight into my eyes. "Some guys just have... small dick energy."
I came in my pants as she directly called my dick small for the first time. "Fuck!" I groaned as my cock twitched and spurted beneath her teasing hand, spreading a hot wet spot across the front of my pants.
"And he never came in his fucking pants either," said Naomi with a sneer, flicking the sensitive tip of my cock through my pants and rolling off the bed. She turned her back on me and stalked toward the bathroom, saying in a cold, slurring voice behind her, "You're sleeping on the couch tonight, Josh."
I heard the door slam and the shower turn on, and I was left by myself, with a hollow feeling in my chest and a cooling mess in my pants. I cleaned up the best I could without access to the bathroom, then changed into pajamas, grabbed my pillow, and slunk out the door with my tail between my legs. There wouldn't be any more productive conversations tonight while we were both drunk and upset. I would have to wait until tomorrow to find out exactly how much trouble I was in.
The fallout of that evening didn't happen until the next afternoon, when we had a chance to cool down a little by spending the morning nursing our hangovers and avoiding each other. Finally, around two o'clock, Naomi plopped down on the couch next to me with a sigh and said heavily. "Ok. Are we going to talk about this, or what?"
I turned off the TV and prepared myself for what might be the most awkward conversation of my life. "Ok, yeah," I said wearily. "Let's talk."
"So..." said Naomi with a look of distaste, "You've been... enjoying my old videos."
"Yeah," I said awkwardly, focusing on a loose thread on my shirt rather than looking her in the eyes.
"Josh... I just don't get it, I guess," she said, with an undercurrent of frustration running through her voice. "But then again, I never understood why those were the kind of videos that sold well in the first place. You don't have a small dick. You just don't! You've always been just right for me. And even if you did have a dick on the smaller side, which, again, you don't, all that stuff I said in those videos was horrible. Really nasty, mean things that I didn't believe at the time and I don't believe now."
I would have preferred not to have this conversation at all, but after I accidentally let it slip last night that I had been watching her videos, this was what I had signed up for. I did what I could to explain. "It's not that I really think I have a tiny dick or something," I said, trying not to sound too defensive. "It's just... I don't know, it's something that every guy worries about every once in a while. We see porn all the time with cocks way bigger than us, and we hear the message all the time from society that bigger is better. So even for average-sized guys, those words resonate."
"But if it makes you feel bad, then why jerk off to it?" she asked, exasperated. "I've told you it was all an act, and you clearly think having a small dick is a bad thing, so why subject yourself to that?"
That really was the key question. And the answer, unfortunately, was embarrassing. But at this point, my girlfriend deserved an explanation, no matter how humiliating it was. "I mean... It's just really sexy to see a woman with that much power," I admitted. "To have someone you are desperately attracted to look down at you, and say that you're beneath them... I don't know, it's a thrill. Mean girls can be super hot."
Naomi just closed her eyes and rubbed her temple, shaking her head in disbelief. Now I started to get a little bit frustrated.
"C'mon, babe," I said flatly. "Don't pretend that you're completely above this. I saw you last night. You were turned on, too. And, not to bring up the videos again, but even if your words were an act, they were still turning you on. You were dripping fucking wet in every single..."
"Don't be fucking gross, Josh," snapped Naomi, her eyes flying open and glaring at me. Then her stiff posture relaxed a fraction and she sighed. "But you're not wrong. I masturbated in the shower last night after you left. As much as I hate to admit it, it is kind of a rush to have that sort of power."
But her anger wasn't completely gone. She crossed her arms firmly, her lips in a tight line as she said, "But that doesn't make what you did ok. I told you those videos were embarrassing to me, and you watched them anyway. That was a violation of my trust. It hurts that you saw me as a sex object that way."
It was then that I got a crazy idea. And probably a stupid one. The problem was that, as much as the conflict with Naomi pained me, I couldn't get the crazy, erotic intensity of last night's encounter out of my head. Once again, my stupid libido led me down a path that I would have avoided if I was smart.
"Well... maybe you should just punish me then," I blurted out nervously. A second later, I wished I hadn't, because the look Naomi shot me was truly withering.
"Josh... I'm not joking about this," she warned.
"I'm not either," I said hastily, my heart beating faster as I pushed forward, going way out on a limb for a plan I had no idea if Naomi would go for. "I was disrespectful. And you're upset. Why not just really put me in my place? Unleash everything you've got on me. Disrespect me, and then we'll be even."
Naomi scoffed, but I was encouraged by the fact that a pink stain flushed her cheeks. "Yeah, right. What a punishment. I already know that you get off on it when I'm mean, you dork."
"Then make me regret it," I said, a little heat creeping into my voice. "Show me why I shouldn't dare disrespect you again."
Naomi looked conflicted, but I saw that she was tempted. She found the idea of being dominant hot, and it seemed like she hadn't indulged in that kink for a long time. She pursed her lips, then gave me a thoughtful, piercing stare. "Josh..." she said carefully, "Two things. First of all, like I keep trying to tell you, I don't care about dick size. I know it's a way to make boys feel bad, but it doesn't reflect my real feelings. What I'm trying to say is that small penis humiliation isn't essential for me. There are lots of ways that I can be a little mean and bossy to you without making fun of your dick. So I need to know for certain. Do you want me to just be mean to you in general? Or do you want me to make fun of your cock?"


She had a point. Just because those were the kinds of videos I had stumbled on didn't mean that we had to do that kind of roleplay specifically....But then again, there was something so raw and real about hearing Naomi make fun of my size. Especially because I knew for a fact that she had been with someone much larger in the past. Fuck... as embarrassing as it was, I didn't just want Naomi to be mean to me... I wanted her to mock my dick just like she had in the videos. I wish I could say it wasn't, but it absolutely was an important part of the puzzle for me.
Naomi saw the conflict play out on my face. She grabbed my hand and squeezed hard. "I'm not going to guess on this one, Josh. I need to hear you say it."
I cleared my throat, not able to meet her eyes. "I... yeah. I want the size thing to be part of it."
"Hm. Ok," said Naomi. I risked a glance at her face, and she wore an odd little smile that faded as she said, "And the other thing. Probably more important. Are you absolutely sure you want to do this? Because if I'm being honest, babe, you can be a little thin-skinned. I mean, I think that's a big part of why those videos worked on you in the first place. If I really let you have it, are you absolutely sure that you can just let bygones be bygones and leave what I say in the bedroom?"
I laughed, but Naomi looked dead serious. "Come on, babe," I said affectionately. "I mean, I've been watching those videos for like a month, and I've been treating you the same as always, haven't I?"
Naomi gave me a searching look, then shrugged. "Ok, fine then. If you're certain, let's do it this Friday. I have a busy week at work, so I don't know if I'll have the energy before then."
That was it. We had just scheduled a domination session as if it was the most natural thing in the world. We spent the rest of the day acting a little gingerly around each other, but by the end of the night, we were snuggling on the couch as if nothing had happened. As it sunk in, I couldn't help but feel like the luckiest guy in the world. I was going to get the best of both worlds: the loving girlfriend and the bratty, dominant minx I had seen Naomi perform as in her old videos. I was over the moon.
Over the course of the week, things between Naomi and me were the same as ever... almost. We usually had a couple of quickies over the course of the week, but on Tuesday night, she shut me down cold.
"Let's wait until Friday this week," she said with a naughty grin. Then, in a move that sent a sizzle of arousal up my spine, she leaned forward to whisper in my ear, "No jerking off either. I want you to be begging for it by Friday."
Needless to say, by the time Friday rolled around, I found it hard to concentrate at work. I was so fucking horny I had to keep taking deep breaths and concentrating in order to stop myself from just walking around with a boner all day.
I went home that afternoon filled with impatience and ready for the session that my girlfriend had promised. But I figured that it would probably take a while. Naomi usually finished up with work a little later than I did, and when she got back, we would probably have to complete our usual weeknight ritual. We would relax a little while she had a cup of tea, and we talked about our day. She would decide on what we would eat, and we would either cook it or order in. Then, after digesting a little, we would get to sexy time. I had no idea how I was going to make it tonight, but Naomi also hated it if I was too pushy or demanding. It sounded like slow torture.
But all of my worry over the slow wait was for nothing. As I pulled into my parking spot at our apartment, I saw that Naomi's car was already there. Even that mundane sight was enough to get me hard as a rock in an instant. If Naomi was home early, it could only mean one thing: she was just as eager for this experience as I was. So much so that she had taken off of work early.
I hurried inside with my stiff cock tucked up into my waistband so that no one I ran into in the hallways could see how fucking horny I was. When I reached our apartment door, I took a couple of deep breaths in an attempt to calm down. I felt like a nervous virgin, unbearably horny, but also terrified at this massive sexual step. After a week of anticipation and denial, it was finally here. I unlocked the door and headed inside.
I could sense the charged atmosphere the second I stepped into the apartment. Naomi had turned off all the lights except for the lamps in the living room, dimly lighting the apartment. I was just about to call out to her when the bedroom door opened and she emerged, taking my breath away completely.
She had undergone a transformation, and I realized now that she probably hadn't just gotten off of work early, but instead taken the whole day off. Her hair had been dyed black again and styled back into the wolf cut she wore in college. Her nose piercing was back too... although it was possible it was some sort of clip-on replacement. To complete the look, she had put on the same eyeliner-heavy makeup that she had used in the videos as well.
But even with those changes bringing her back to her alternative look, it was hard to focus on anything other than what she was wearing. Naomi had on a skin-tight lace body suit that clung to every curve and deliciously hinted at what lay beneath without fully revealing it. All except the little pocket carved out of the crotch of course... that showed just a glimpse of her tight little pussy while not revealing it right away.
Naomi let out a low, throaty laugh at my wide-eyed reaction, stalking across the floor toward me with a teasing grin on her face as she said, "Welcome home, loser. See something you like? Something that reminds you of your favorite spank material?"
Her nasty taunting tone felt like a live electric wire pressed directly to my cock, sending a buzz of sexual energy burning through me. It was surreal to hear her talk to me in person, just like she had in those kinky videos. It was exactly what I had dreamed about all week. "I... You look great," I gulped lamely, unable to take my eyes off the way her hard nipples were poking up into the thin material clinging to them.
"I fucking hope I do," said Naomi dryly. "I had to sit in a fucking salon chair for hours today just to become your porny fucking princess. You're going to be paying me back for that tonight."
"Thank you," I said breathlessly as she approached to stare up at me with her luminous brown eyes, alive with mischief.
"Don't mention it," she said tartly, reaching up to grab my tie and using it as a leash to pull me after her toward the bedroom. "You went through your own preparation for this little rendezvous, didn't you, sweetheart? A whole week with no love from your sweet girlfriend or your own sweaty fist..."
We reached the bed, and she pushed me back to sit on the edge. Once again, she was looking down at me with a smug, mocking smile, hip cocked and arms folded. In complete, dominant control. I felt like I was in fucking heaven, hanging onto her every bratty word.
"You must be just about ready to pop!" she teased, slowly sinking to her knees while bracing herself on my thighs. "You're probably the hardest... and biggest that you've ever been after a week of denial. I wanna see. Show me the absolute biggest that you can get, honey."
My heart was hammering in my chest as I looked down into her sharp, hungry expression. I knew exactly what was coming, and suddenly, no matter how much I had wanted it before this moment, I felt a little intimidated. Could I really handle my loving girlfriend looking at my cock and pronouncing it small and worthless?
It looked like I was about to find out, because now that we were in this roleplay, Naomi was the one in charge.
"Go on," she prompted, her eyes glowing with bratty enthusiasm and a sharp, teasing smile painting her face. "Whip that big manly thing out. What are you afraid of, anyway? What have I always told you, sweetie? I said it's the perfect size for me. That I just love it. Right? There's no way I could have possibly been lying."
I had run out of other options. With shaking hands, I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, and Naomi helped me to ease them over my hips and down to my ankles along with my boxers. All five and a half inches of my diamond-hard cock sprang free, pulsing with anxious lust and leaking precum.
My body buzzed with adrenaline, and my heart was in my throat as Naomi focused completely on my cock. She was face to face with it now, close enough that I could feel her warm breath on its sensitive skin. It was stupid, of course. We had had sex dozens of times. She was intimately familiar with my cock already. But, even though she had touched my dick and taken it inside her so many times, I couldn't remember her ever studying it this closely.
Even worse, the pose and view were deliberately familiar. Naomi had taken a similar pose in many of her videos with Leo, kneeling at his feet with his cock in full view just in front of her face. For someone familiar with the videos, and with a much smaller cock, the scene was familiar... and humbling in the way I failed to live up to Leo's role.
Naomi's neutral, inquisitive expression slid slowly into a mocking grin as she stared at my straining cock. A little giggle built up in the back of her throat, and soon she was helpless with laughter, leaning on my knees as she stared at my cock, her face etched with disgusted amusement.
And I won't lie, it stung. That was the point, obviously, but it affected me a lot more deeply than I thought it would. Because Naomi was a fantastic actress. When I looked down at her giggling face, it seemed like I saw real contempt and mockery there. Like maybe I really hadn't been big enough for her all this time, and only now, through this roleplay, was she able to actually let her true feelings be known.
She patted me on the knee, finally managing to fight through her laughter to say, "I'm sorry, honey! It's just..." She giggled again, a sharp, mocking sound that would have been totally out of character for her normally. "It's just that... this is the best you can fucking do! This dinky little hard-on is just straining and throbbing and trying its hardest. It's almost bursting out of its skin you're so fucking horny, and still it's only..." She lost herself to laughter again, but held up and wiggled a pinkie finger to show what she thought of his size in a brutally effective demonstration.
I squirmed with erotic discomfort at the withering assessment. I knew that Naomi would call me inadequate today... that was what I had invited in fact. But she was a lot more convincing than I thought she would be, and it struck right to the heart of my anxiety and libido, filling me with dark, twisting arousal.
"Ok, wellllll," said Naomi, staring up at me with bratty eyes and biting her lower lip lightly. "You've been jerking off to me making fun of your tiny cock for weeks, right? I want to see. Show me how you work that baby carrot to my videos, stud."
I knew what she wanted, but it was still humiliating to reach down with my thumb and forefinger and pinch my drooling cock between them, slowly rubbing them up and down the sides of my dick. Naomi giggled again, her sharp brown eyes glittering with avid fascination as she watched me humiliate myself for her.
"That's right," she said smugly. "Looks like you already know your place. Baby-dick losers like you don't deserve to use their full fist, do they?"
She stared back up at me, and I realized with a jolt that she was expecting a response. I was used to taking this sort of abuse passively from the videos. Being forced to participate was a whole new taboo thrill.
"No..." I agreed tentatively, "I don't deserve it." Jerking off with just my thumb and forefinger was humiliating enough when I was doing it alone; doing it now while my girlfriend watched and laughed was twice as intense. I could already feel an orgasm building, even with the poor stimulation of just two digits, and had to slow down so that I didn't ramp up too quickly.
"That's right," said Naomi smugly, resting her elbow on my knee and her chin in her hand. "This is all you deserve, to get put in your place while I tell you exactly how disappointing your worthless little dicklette is."
Her eyes left my cock to meet my gaze, the sadistic gleam in their depths sending a sizzle of heat through my veins and a twinge of pleasure through my cock. "I mean..." she began, with a cruel, lazy smile spreading across her face. "What's a girl even supposed to do with a runty little pee-pee like this? Can't even fit two hands on it. It's less than a mouthful. And don't even get me started on sex. Do you know how awful it is to have sex with a tiny guy like you, loser?"
I shook my head with a shuddering breath, feeling genuinely stung even while a part of me knew this was all just an act. I didn't always make Naomi cum, but it must have been at least every other time we had sex. She couldn't possibly be as unsatisfied as she was implying. "N-no... tell me," I said, my voice rough with pleasure as my thumb and forefinger pumped humiliatingly up and down my stiff, leaking cock.
"Girls don't say this to tiny little boys like you," said Naomi with a smirk, staring back down at my dick as I jerked it between thumb and finger, "because they don't want to hurt your feelings. But pleasure comes from that streeetch, you know? That feeling of being stuffed tight by a thick cock. A tiny cock just can't give that to you. No matter how much a pin-dicked loser like you humps and sweats, they just don't have the tool for the job. Guys below six inches don't even deserve pussy to be honest."
I was struck dumb at this. Hearing my girlfriend pronounce me unworthy of having sex, not just with her, but with anybody, was a punch to the gut, acting or no. A fresh dribble of precum welled up, dripping from the head of my cock and wetting my thumb and forefinger further as Naomi watched with cruel delight. I hated and loved the teasing at the same time, burning with a potent blend of humiliation and lust.
"But... you are my boyfriend, so maybe I should give you a little more than a typical shrimp dick," said Naomi with a sigh. "What do you think, loser? Should I give you a chance to prove yourself worthy of a pity fuck?"
"Yes!" I gasped, "Please, babe, let me fuck you!" I begged, my fingers never stopping. At this point, any sort of proof that she was just teasing and actually liked me would be welcome, even if her bratty insults were getting me off.
"Sure," said Naomi, getting up swiftly and motioning for me to stand as she laid back on the bed, "Let's see if you... measure up." Once again, it struck me how incredibly beautiful my girlfriend was. Her curvy body looked absolutely mouthwatering beneath the skin-tight lace, and I ached to run my hands over every inch of her. But I knew that wasn't my role right now. She was in control, and she had decided that I wasn't worthy.
I didn't know what she meant by "measure up", but it didn't take long to find out. As I watched, Naomi reached down between her luscious thighs and gripped her lace bodysuit tight right where it opened up above her crotch. Then, with a little effort, she tore the gauzy black material, exposing her flat, sexy tummy.
My blood was rushing in my ears as I stared down at my girlfriend, lying back in a seductive pose, the stiff nipples on her softly splayed breasts broadcasting her intense arousal. Her fingers trailed teasingly over her heaving tummy... and what she had drawn there. She had recreated it. The scale from my favorite video. A line with ruler ticks stretched up from the top of her pussy all the way up to just beneath her belly button, with comments written periodically at different levels. "Ew." was at the very bottom, just above her blushing, moist pussy lips. The scale continued up through "Yawn" to "Almost" to "Deeper" and finally to three stylized hearts right at the very top.
"Come on, sweetheart," purred Naomi, spreading her legs wide to display her flushed, dripping pussy. "I just know that you must have enjoyed this video. You're exactly the kind of loser that likes being put precisely in his place. So step right up. Let's see how you compare. You know that Leo reached the very top. Let's see how far you can get."
I tore the rest of my clothes off and pressed forward, half-eager, half-fearful, and completely aroused. I had been in this position many times between my girlfriend's thick, welcoming thighs... except this time wasn't an invitation to fuck. It was an invitation to judgment. Naomi used a foot to push me back a little with a contemptuous laugh when I got too eager. "No cheating, shrimp-dick! The base of your cock needs to start right where my entrance is. We need an accurate view of exactly how deep you reach."
Somehow, the ranking on this scale seemed all-important. Like it would determine my worth as a man. I held my breath as I laid my cock down over my girlfriend's hot, wet pussy, feeling her hot skin beneath my cock, trembling with lust as she stared up at me with a blushing face and a bitten lip, her arousal just as obvious as mine.
My cock reached a little higher than the mark reading "Ew" at the very bottom, but fell short of the next mark up that read "Yawn." I let out a little puff of breath at the humiliating sight as Naomi looked down, giggling, at how far short I had fallen of the biggest cock she had ever fucked. My dick throbbed with powerful masochistic arousal as I saw exactly how inadequate I was.
Namoi reached to the side, picking up a sharpie she had waiting on the bedside table and forcing it into my hand. "Mark your length, Josh," she said with a wicked grin. "I want a record of exactly how short you fell."
I did as I was told, uncapping the marker and drawing a line on the tender skin of my girlfriend's lower belly where the tip of my cock had reached. I started to recap the marker, but Naomi stopped me. "Not so fast, loser. We need to write something don't we? Just to sum up exactly how I feel about your disappointing dick." She stared me right in the eyes and relished every syllable as she said, "Write 'Not Enough'."
Shaking with the intense adrenaline and arousal of my humiliation, I did as I was told, writing the humiliating assessment in shaky handwriting across her soft skin. She giggled and wriggled a little at the ticklish sensation, staring up at me with obvious enjoyment and arousal at my discomfort.
Not knowing what else to do and needing to cum more badly than I ever had in my life, I got into position above her, moving between her legs and grabbing my cock to insert into her clearly wet and ready pussy. After all, she was clearly horny. I figured that at this point, we could stop the humiliating roleplay and just fuck.
But Naomi was having none of it. He planted a foot on my chest and pushed me back again, making me unbalanced and nearly shoving me off the bed as she laughed. "Have you even been listening, loser? What did I tell you to write on the scale?"
"I... I just..." I stuttered lamely, my mouth hanging open and my throbbing cock held uselessly in my hand.
"You seriously can't be this fucking dumb. What did you just... fucking... write?" asked Naomi in a nasty snarl, looking like an evil temptress as she lounged back on the bed, her legs still spread to display the pussy she had just denied me.
"Not enough," I said, the shame swirling through my body like painfully hot mist.
"That's fucking right," purred my girlfriend. "Did you think I was fucking joking? I don't want that runty dicklette anywhere near my pussy. I'll admit that I'm a little turned on from putting a loser like you in his place, but not enough to let you stick that little thing in me. No... I think that instead, I'm going to make you apologise for having such a disappointing cock with that mouth of yours. Get down here."


Before I could even react, she had slung her ankles around my neck and began pulling me down between her thighs. I didn't resist. It felt right to sink down, bowing my head to serve her pussy in the only way I was worthy to. I nuzzled up to her hot, wet cunt and kissed it tenderly before slipping my tongue between her juicy lips, licking and sucking and servicing her the best I could while my unwanted cock hung stiff and dripping and useless between my thighs.
"That's a good little loser," hissed Naomi roughly above me, gripping a handful of my hair and pulling me closer, rubbing her hot, slick sex against my submissive face. "Fuck, at least you have half a chance of getting me off this way..."
She let out a cruel, pleasure-tinged laugh as my tongue wriggled deeper into her tight sex. "But I know what you're thinking... 'Hey, but what about all those times we fucked before? You told me you liked it!'." I hung on her every word. She was right, that had been exactly what I had been thinking a moment ago. As she pulled me tight within her thighs, her cruel taunts sank into my heart, deepening and intensifying my humiliation.
"I mean, of course I told you that," moaned the brat writhing beneath me. "How could a relationship work out if the guy knows his cock is completely worthless to me? I mean, you make good money, and you look nice enough for me to take you places, so it seemed like a small price to pay to lie to you and tell you your dick was adequate."
My heart felt like it was beating out of my chest as my deepest insecurities and fears came to life inside me. But by this point, no matter how painful her words were, I had been primed to find her cutting taunts erotic. I felt like I would have cum the second I got inside her... if she would have actually considered me worthy. Naomi gripped my head in both hands and started really grinding hard into my face, rubbing her wet heat all over me. "But I've got to thank you for this opportunity, dearest," she said in a breathy, mocking voice. "Now I have the opportunity to stop living a lie and tell you you're a shrimp-dicked loser right to your face!" I could tell by the tension in her body and the power she put behind her rolling hips that she was about to cum. Fuck... my girlfriend was about to cum from telling me I was worthless and she had never liked my cock. Was it even possible for someone to act this well?
"I... faked... every single orgassssm," she moaned, her fingers painfully tight in my hair as she crested toward climax. "But I'm not going to fake this one. I'm going to cum all over your loser face while I tell you... Oh Goooddddd, while I tell you how fucking worthless you are!" Her words cut off in a deep, powerful moan while her thighs trembled around my ears. Just like she said, she was cumming, and either she was telling the truth about all the other orgasms I had given her being fake, or this one was far more powerful than any she had ever had from my cock, because she was practically howling with pleasure, her back arching up off the bed as she shoved her hot cunt onto my face.
Finally she fell back to the mattress and released my head, panting with exertion and release... but I was still unsatisfied. My cock throbbed with unfulfilled desire as I sat back, shiny-faced, eyes glazed over with submissive lust. Naomi stared at me for a minute, her chest heaving and her hard nipples jutting upward into the lacy material covering them.
Then her face broke into her mocking grin once again. The show still wasn't over. I had asked her to really put me in my place, and she wouldn't consider that offer fulfilled until I came exactly how I wanted. She turned over, grinning over at me and kicking her feet up in the air as she set her chin in her hands, her perfect ass jiggling with the movements beneath the gauzy black lace.
"Stroke for me," she commanded.
"Wait, Naomi," I said hesitantly. "Time out. Maybe we should just..."
"Shut up, loser," she said with a sneer. "You said I was in charge today, and I want to see you waste those pathetic genes while I tell you exactly how worthless you are. I won't tell you again. Stroke."
I couldn't disobey her. Not this far down the rabbit hole of submission and humiliation. I sat back on the bed under her pitiless gaze, pinching my cock between my thumb and finger and jacking furiously.
"I should have known that you would enjoy those videos," said Naomi with a sneer. "You always were a little bitch, weren't yo,u Josh? And I always had to be the nice, supportive girlfriend, saying that everything was fine. That your whiny feelings were valid... that your cock was ohmygosh, just the perfect size to make me cum!"
She let out a nasty laugh. Not a performative giggle this time, but a genuine chuckle that almost sounded like her natural laugh. "But you knew it all along, didn't you? That's what drew you to those videos in the first place. You knew deep down that you were worthless. That your cock wasn't enough for someone like me. I want to hear you say it. Admit to me that you're worthless."
I couldn't handle her mocking eyes, and the pressure of my fantasy's dark fulfillment. I closed my eyes and whispered the words while my fingers sped up and down my slippery shaft.
"I... I'm worthless."
"Good boy. Now I'm going to give you a countdown. You like those, don't you? And when I say zero, you're going to prove to both of us what a pathetic, shrimp-dicked loser you really are. Ready?"
"Y-yes, dear."
"Ten..."
"Nine... Open your fucking eyes, loser. I want you to see the woman who you've been disappointing for years when you cum."
I opened my eyes to see that Naomi was on her back again, rubbing her juicy pussy in slow, deep circles as she watched my humiliation.
"Eight..."
"Seven... It feels good to finally admit what a worthless, tiny dick you have, doesn't it, babe?"
"Fuck... yeah. Yeah, it feels good," I panted. It was partially true, partially a lie. I had never felt perverse sexual pleasure like I did in this moment, even as my sense of masculinity was being utterly eviscerated. My cock was twitching in my fingers, desperate to cum.
"Six... good. Then say it. Say "my dick isn't good enough." Naomi's fingers were rubbing on her pussy faster and faster and her chest was heaving with passion. She was getting off on this, too. We were locked into a twisted, toxic spiral of dominance and submission, and the only way out was through.
"My dick isn't good enough," I gasped. The words burned as they came out of me, but waves of pleasure were radiating outward from my cock. At this point, I was a slave to the pleasure. I would have said anything that helped me cum.
"Five..."
"Four... that's right. You can't satisfy me. I need a real man. So now that the cards are on the table, I'm sure you won't mind if I just... get my fix every once in a while. You know, I still have Leo's number..." said Naomi in a moaning purr, her eyes glinting with teasing malice.
I couldn't even believe what she was saying, but it blended with the awful, incredible, sexy, emasculating torrent of pleasure and pain that was roaring through me. I let out a sound that was halfway between grunt of pain and moan of pleasure, and watched as Naomi basked in my pain and humiliation, roaring toward orgasm even faster herself.
" Three... You're about to cum? Good. I want to see you waste those worthless genes all over yourself. Two... You're never going to touch this pussy with that pathetic baby carrot again. I hope you know that. One... get ready now... show me that big, thick loser load you've built up from being denied and humiliated..." Her voice was getting rougher and higher as she cruised toward her second orgasm, her body arching up toward the feeling of her finger and wet noises coming from the furious fingers buried between her thighs. But despite the clear pleasure she was feeling, her deep brown eyes never left mine as she counted down to my release.
"Zero. Cum for me. Show me that worthless sperm, pindick."
I came right on cue. My stomach muscles contracted so hard from the first cumshot that it felt like a massive cramp. A thick load of cum rocketed out of my cock, splashing upward onto my chest, covering me with the hot, sticky proof of my masochistic perversion. As I came all over myself, Naomi dissolved into orgasm again, her toes curling and her thighs shaking with the intensity of her climax as she took in my pathetic display.
For a second, I sat there, stunned, dripping with my own cum, then I collapsed back onto the bed, utterly drained emotionally. Post-nut clarity began to hit me, harder than it ever had before in my life. I hadn't just sat back as my girlfriend deeply insulted and disrespected me; I had gotten off on it. The disrespect was what made me cum.
I heard Naomi get up and head to the bathroom, and I assumed that she must be heading for a shower without a word. Ignoring me like the loser that I was. I was actually surprised when she came right back with a damp towel and began wiping away the cum I had splattered all over myself, a huge, goofy smile on her face.
"That," she said with satisfaction, leaning down to give me a warm kiss, "Was really fucking fun! I forgot how hot it is to just be a total bitch and order guys around in bed. What a rush! Was it good for you too? Everything you fantasized about?"
I gave her the best version of a smile I could muster. "Yeah," I said, telling the truth, but not the whole truth. "Yeah, that was exactly what I imagined."
...
I wish I could say there was a happy ending to this story. I mean, a girl with a hidden dominant streak and a guy with a hidden submissive streak. A match made in heaven, right? At first, we both thought so too.
But things fell apart after that. Slowly at first, then faster and faster. It was completely my fault. I can own up to that. I wasn't able to handle the full force of Naomi's teasing in person. After that night, a sneaking part of my subconscious kept whispering that Naomi had been telling the truth during that domination session, and our normal, loving relationship was the lie.
I suspected, against all evidence, that she looked down on me. That she was laughing and sneering behind my back at my tiny, worthless cock. Normal sex became difficult for me thanks to my own insecurities, and every time she went out alone, I suspected her of meeting up with another guy with a bigger cock.
I couldn't talk to her about it either, because I had sworn that I wasn't thin-skinned and that I could handle a little roleplay. But maybe I should have tried anyway. Maybe things could have worked out.
By the time we broke up, Naomi knew what the problem was anyway. She gave me an angry little lecture as she packed her bags, the only closure I ever got from her. I half-expected her to angrily tell me as a parting shot that I really was too small for her, and that my insecure "small dick energy" just proved that losers with tiny dicks weren't worth the effort.
But what she told me was almost worse. She told me that my dick size had never, ever been a problem. That she would have been just as turned on by any type of dominance play, and that the only reason she had talked about the SPH stuff was that I wanted it.
I was left with that in my cold, lonely apartment where I used to share a life with her. It had been in my head the whole time, just like Naomi had said from the beginning. Only guys obsess about dick size, and I had gotten so wrapped up in that obsession that I had sabotaged my relationship.
I still watched the videos for years afterwards, even after I started dating other people again. They tore me to shreds emotionally, but nothing got me off in quite the same way. Eventually, I stopped when I met a different girl who I thought might be the one, the girl I'm still dating now. Once bitten, twice shy. Kinks are fun, but you really need to know your limits.
I still think about Naomi and that night sometimes. I haven't really kept track of her, but I think she's engaged to someone now. I sort of hope, for his sake, that he never stumbles on her old videos. Or if he does, I hope he has the good sense not to watch them.
But then again, maybe he has a massive dick, and they wouldn't work on him at all.
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Lizzie watched her master's broad, hairy chest rise and fall, her eyes hazed over with dull, smoldering lust. Then her gaze flicked lower, to the sheets already tented upward by his thick, throbbing cock. Her mouth watered, and her pussy, always wet and eager for penetration these days, clenched hungrily, desperate for her master.
But she had to wait. She squirmed a little as she knelt at the side of the bed, hands flat on her thighs, wearing only a tight black collar and a tiny pink thong. Originally, Master had her completely naked at all times, but they quickly discovered that, without panties, Lizzie would drip lubrication onto the floors all day long. So the slutty little panties were a compromise.
Lizzie bit her lip, her eyes turning impatiently to the alarm clock next to the bed. It was only 9:57. Three more minutes until her master's Sunday wake-up time. He'd instructed Lizzie to always wake up two hours before he did, so that she could take care of her personal hygiene, do some cleaning, and make him breakfast, in support of being completely sexually available to him during all his waking hours.
The apartment already looked notably better thanks to those two daily hours, not to mention the time she spent cleaning while he was at work. There really wasn't much else to do during the long hours while he was away. Well... besides endlessly masturbating while fantasizing about what her master would do to her when he got home.
Eliza had moved in with her master after Rabbit Season the week before. When her husband had learned the awful truth, he had apparently driven straight home, packed a bag, and left, because Eliza still hadn't seen him since. She doubted that she ever would see him again after what he'd witnessed that evening. There isn't much of a relationship to salvage after you've see your wife getting butt-fucked to orgasm on stage by your worst enemy.
Lizzie didn't stay in their old house for much longer herself. Gene had given her a few days to pack necessities, and since then she'd become her master's full-time live-in slut. Lizzie remembered that, once, fighting back against her master's control had felt all-important. It was hard to connect to that feeling anymore. Eliza, that cold, boring, frumpy part of herself that hated Master for some reason, still existed in the back of her brain, but she was quiet and irrelevant, curled up into a ball of hopeless pain.
It turned out that most of Eliza's resistance had come from her love for David. Now that their relationship was completely broken, Eliza had surrendered to the inevitable. That was fine with Lizzie. Trying to fight back against Master was boring and pointless. It was much more fun to give in and be his horny little slut.
As the clock struck ten, Lizzie felt a thrill of anticipation course through her body. Finally, it was time to wake her master up. Working quickly but carefully, she peeled back the sheets from Gene's slumbering bulk, revealing his immobile, hairy gut... and the sight of his thick, magnificent cock. She almost let out a moan just looking at it. Being a full-time Cumbunny was utterly different than simply being Gene's slut every once in a while. Now Gene's cock was the center of her world. The focus of her every waking moment. Eliza hadn't been to work since that eventful night at the sex club. She hadn't even been out of the apartment. Master said that she was in her training period right now. His time to break her into perfect, slutty obedience. Once she was trained, she would be allowed out to do chores like grocery shopping, but for now, the only thing she needed to think about was how to best please her master.
And that meant that Master's cock was her only source of joy... both in a sexual sense, and from the physical satisfaction of consuming his seed.
Drool dripping down to her chin and her pussy already soaking through the fresh panties she'd put on after her shower, Lizzie carefully positioned herself between her master's stumpy legs. She had to be very gentle and precise with this part. There was only one thing that Gene wanted to wake him up, and Lizzie might be punished if she startled him out of sleep by jostling him too much.
Finally, she was ready. Closing her eyes and relishing the devoted act of worship, Eliza dipped her head, opened her mouth wide, then precisely sealed her soft, pouty lips around the bulbous head of her master's morning wood.
Her eyes dilated and her body flushed with pleasure as the taste of his cock hit her tongue, her nipples instantly leaping to full stiffness and her pussy throbbing with intense heat. She felt hot all over as she swirled her tongue greedily around Gene's rotund cockhead, her copious saliva dripping down his shaft. Her addiction seemed to have progressed by leaps and bounds ever since she'd moved in. She'd found that if she wasn't fed multiple times per day, she started feeling desperate, and just the overnight wait turned her into a sloppy, needy slut, begging for Gene's cum.
Gene grunted and shifted in his sleep, his cock twitching against Lizzie's tongue. She sank her head lower, taking more of his thick, powerful shaft into her mouth. Her heart singing and her pussy throbbing, she sealed her lips tight around her master, wriggling her tongue over every veiny inch of his considerable cock, welcoming him to a new day like the perfectly submissive Cumbunny she was.
Gene finally opened his dull, piggy eyes, staring up at the beautiful slut sucking his cock. Lizzie's icy blue eyes stared straight into his soul, wide and pretty and empty of anything but the sincere desire to please her master.
Everything was as it should be.
Gene had finally gotten what he'd always felt he deserved. A gorgeous woman to obsess over him and tend to his every sexual need. Lizzie was almost completely broken. A week was a long time when you spent almost every waking hour sucking cock or enduring intense sexual teasing from the man who dominated you.
The process was helped immensely by Gene's ability to command his cumbunny. The effects of the oil had progressed to the point that Lizzie was no longer able to disobey direct orders, whether they be positive or negative. There were limitations, of course. Only specific commands had binding power, so ordering Lizzie to "do everything to make me happy" or something vague like that wouldn't have any effect. But Gene had already taken advantage of his directive power to change Lizzie's wardrobe. She was no longer able to dress in conservative clothes or wear anything other than tall, slutty platform heels, even if she wanted to. He'd also banned her from using electronics. He wanted every waking moment that he spent at work to be monotonous torture for his poor, slutty cumbunny. His cock was the only source of entertainment she needed.
Eliza was taking his cock deeper and deeper, beginning to slip its swollen head into her throat. Gene couldn't help but smirk. His sly, hungry little bunny was trying to surprise him into giving her a free meal. But it wouldn't be that easy. Gene reached down and grabbed Eliza's beautiful, silky, dark hair, pulling her up off of his cock firmly, but not painfully. Eliza was his property now, and he had no intention of damaging her.
"Is breakfast ready?" he asked smugly, knowing what the answer would be.
"Of course, master," said Eliza meekly. "Pancakes and bacon. Your favorite." Her eyes were still locked steadily onto his cock, and Gene felt the rush of victory he had been savoring all week. He had finally cracked Eliza. After months of slowly addicting her to his cock, he had finally breached the last desperate wall of resistance. She was his completely now. Utterly addicted. Slavishly devoted to his cock and willing to do anything and everything to please him.
And all it took was finally snatching away her last little bit of hope. Crushing her pathetic joke of a relationship with her husband had completed the transformation from proud and demure wife to hopeless, depraved bimbo slut.
But that train of thought made Gene's mouth twist a little. Just a tiny wrinkle of dissatisfaction in his otherwise perfect new life. It had been really fun to fuck David's wife behind his back, but that chip had more or less been cashed in. Gene had always assumed that a weak little pussy like David would show his true colors as a cuckold when push came to shove. David and Eliza had been so sappy about their relationship that Gene expected that David would've done anything to stay with his wife, even sit in the cuck chair and jerk off while a better man fucked her. The fact that David had just dropped the relationship completely, like a man with self-respect, irked Gene a little. Maybe little Davey was just sulking now. Yeah, that's probably it. He'll come crawling back in a few weeks, sniveling and crying and willing to take any position Lizzie and I are willing to grant him. Then the real fun can begin.
In any case, Gene didn't want to think about that little cuck right now. It could spoil his mood.
Instead, he shifted out from under his horny little Cumbunny, chuckling with amusement at the look of hungry dismay on her face. "To the kitchen, Lizzie," he said, giving her ass a little motivational slap. "You don't get your breakfast until I've had mine."
He lumbered out of his bedroom toward the little table on the edge of the kitchen, Lizzie crawling eagerly behind him. Gene liked petplay and had been pushing it more and more the past few days. Some masters liked to keep their Cumbunnies as if they were wives or girlfriends, but Gene found this much more amusing. Taking another man's wife and turning her into his sweet, slutty little puppy was fucking hot.
Gene plopped down in the creaky wooden chair, licking his lips at the stack of pancakes in front of him. Lizzie wasn't any Betty fucking Crocker, but it was miles and miles ahead of the bachelor food he'd made before she moved in.
And the add-on benefits of this particular chef were better than what you could expect from the highest rated five-star restaurant.
"Under the table, Lizzie," said Gene with a crude smirk. "You can cook up your own breakfast while I finish mine. The nuts now, bunny. You need more ball-sucking practice."
Lizzie scrambled to obey, her nipples hard as diamonds and her panties already sporting a dark spot in the center of the crotch as she scurried beneath the table. Gene didn't even own a second chair for his dining table. He didn't need one; this was their normal arrangement at meal times.
Gene sighed in deep satisfaction as he scooted forward to the edge of the chair and took a big, sticky bite of Lizzie's home cooking. The sweetness of the syrup wasn't nearly as satisfying as the intense pleasure of Lizzie's humble service. An intoxicating sense of dominant power flowed through him as the once-proud woman planted soft, gentle kisses over every inch of his hairy ballsack, treating it like a precious, beloved treasure. To her, it certainly was. It was the source of her favorite treat. The hot, sticky cream that could bring her to orgasm all by itself at this point.
He could feel her hot, labored breath on his balls as Lizzie got more and more turned on. She began running the tip of her little wet tongue over every inch of wrinkled skin, raising her hand above her head to jerk him off as she licked and sucked on his heavy, swinging testicles. She was getting good. Before Gene had dosed her, Lizzie had been a bit of a prude. A real missionary-in-bed-with-the-lights-off kind of girl. Now she eagerly sucked one of her master's big balls into her mouth, running her tongue all over it before letting it loose to wrap her soft lips around the other.
Gene's hard work of training Lizzie had finally paid off. She was his devoted Cumbunny now. Eager to use all of her holes to thoroughly please her master.
Gene finally burped and smacked his lips. Pancakes were always more filling than expected. There was still a mess of syrupy scraps on his plate. Lizzie's patient, lavish tongue bath had done its work during his leisurely meal, winding Gene up to empty the heavy balls that she'd been ardently worshipping.
"Come on, bunny," said Gene with a nasty grin, scooting back from the table with his plate in hand. "Time for you to have a good meal as well." He crossed the kitchen to the dog dish he had bought especially for her earlier in the week, scraping the remnants of his breakfast off his plate into the bowl and then handing it over to his Cumbunny, who was already kneeling in position, breathless with horny anticipation.
"Go on now, Lizzie," said Gene, looming above his perfect little slut, flexing his cock to make it bounce and throb menacingly. "You've earned it. Time to eat."
"Yes, Master. Thank you, master," purred Lizzie. Her eyes, once so sharp and intelligent, were now filled with a dull heat. A thin line of drool dripped from her soft, glossy lips, as she leaned forward to take Gene's cock into her mouth once again.
Gene stood with his hands on his hips, beaming down as he watched Lizzie's pathetic, slutty performance. She held the dog dish of breakfast leftovers in front of her heaving tits, going hands-free with her submissive blowjob. Her neck bobbed swiftly, taking his cock deep into her warm, wet mouth again and again... then deeper. Lizzie was well-practiced in deep-throating at this point, and before long, his thick cock was stretching her tight throat, the bulge visibly evident.
She was working hard, and her desperate blowjob was fueled by more than just hunger. Eliza used to fight back, only performing sex acts because of her addiction to Gene's cum. But now, she was much further gone than that. She stared upward as she forced her master's cock deeper and deeper down her throat, her eyes submissive and wide, as they met his. At this point, all Lizzie wanted was to please her master. Gene had defeated her completely and utterly.
It felt amazing to really, truly win for once in his life. This is what Gene felt he had always deserved, yet had been denied. His smug sense of satisfying victory, combined with the feeling of his Cumbunny's tight, slick throat, was enough to send him over the edge.
"Alright, bunny, here it comes," he grunted. Lizzie knew the drill by now; she pulled back from his cock, red-faced and gasping, and immediately reached up to begin jerking her master's cock.
"Please master... please feed me!" she moaned desperately, her gaze smoldering with pathetic need, based half on deep arousal and half on primal hunger. The rapid saliva-lubed hand job and the moaning whines of the degraded woman beneath him would have been enough to push any man over the edge. Gene felt the euphoric sensation of his balls tightening against the base of his cock, and a moment later, the first thick rope of semen erupted from its tip, splattering all over Lizzie's upturned face.
She groaned in satisfaction, her slippery, feminine fist continuing to pump rapidly, milking every last drop of life-giving jizz out of his cock. The majority of his powerful, pearly spurts landed on the scraps of food he had left for Eliza, glazing the leftover pancakes and bacon with a special sauce that Lizzie preferred to syrup these days. Lizzie's long tongue was busily licking around her lips as she continued to work, collecting every drop of thick, salty semen she could reach.
Finally, Gene sighed in satisfaction, pushing Lizzie's clutching hand away and shaking off the last few dribbling drops of semen onto his Cumbunny's breakfast. Lizzie watched him with laser-like intensity, the avid stare of a dog who knew that she needed her master's permission before wolfing down her treat.
"Go on," said Gene with a chuckle. "Eat up. We have a long day of training ahead of us."
Eliza got to work, setting her dish on the ground and sticking her face directly in it, slobbering and slurping as she greedily ate the foul jizz-laced remnants and licked every inch of the metal dish clean.
Gene watched as her pretty face was smeared with his sexual fluids and leavings of food, basking in the complete power he had always wanted.
But, for the first time since Lizzie moved in, he felt... oddly dissatisfied. Lizzie did whatever he asked. Whatever he could think to ask. He was now the center of her world. The only source of happiness and pleasure she had. She lived to serve him.
So why didn't he see the same look in her eyes that she used to give to David? He knew what Eliza would say, before she became a hopelessly broken slut. She would probably bring up some stupid bullshit like "love". But what was love except dependance and sexual attraction? How could that pathetic little worm David still have something that Gene wasn't able to extract from his new Cumbunny? Gene knew for certain he didn't feel anything like love, to the degree he knew what that was, for Lizzie. She was just a warm wet hole for him to fuck. A pathetic, pretty plaything that demonstrated his power and sexual prowess through her abject submission.
But even if he didn't love her, Gene deserved everything his Cumbunny was able to give. She should be in love with him at this point. Right?
Gene made the decision as his Cumbunny licked and slurped up her breakfast. Today, he was going to push Lizzie to her breaking point. He would push her to the edge of orgasm and not let her cum until he saw the love in her eyes.
...
Kim pulled into the visitor's space at Gene's shitty apartment and killed the engine, simmering with hunger and discontent.
He didn't even fucking call me!
It should've been fine. Better than fine. Kim should've been celebrating. The evil bastard who'd messed with her mind had, for the time being, lost interest in her. She should be celebrating her sudden relative freedom.
But it wasn't that simple. All of the bullshit that Cumslut told Kim last week at Rabbit Season kept running through her head. About how much more fulfilling the sexual ecstasy of being a Cumbunny was than the rest of her life before getting dosed with the oil. And Kim had to admit that, now that Gene was so utterly distracted by Lizzie, the rest of her life had started feeling dry and boring. Work was long and tedious, but when she got home, the evenings stretched out in front of her, barren and pointless. The only times she felt alive was when she was having filthy sex with Gene.
But that had dried up too, now that he had his shiny new toy.
Kim called ahead on her way up the stairs to Gene's apartment, but she didn't receive an answer. She would have tried Lizzie's phone too, but her brother's wife didn't have one anymore. Gene had, in fact, given it to Kim and told her to pawn it. He didn't envision his Cumbunny ever having a need for independent communication ever again. In any case, Kim was forced once again to just walk right up to Gene's drab front door and knock, hoping that he would let her in.
She stewed on her Daddy's doorstep for three long minutes, occasionally pounding on the cracked paint of the door, before Gene finally appeared to swing it open. His face snarled with annoyance at being interrupted as he opened the door, but when he saw her, his expression faded to mild surprise. He waved her inside impatiently.
"Oh. It's you," he said flatly, as if she were some vague acquaintance he'd run into at the grocery store rather than the woman he'd converted into a fuckdoll for his amusement. "Well, come on in. I'm right in the middle of a training session."
Kim bit the inside of her cheek as she flounced after him. A training session. Of course. Once again, one hundred percent of Gene's time and energy was devoted to Eliza. What exactly had been the point of being promoted to head bunny if Gene only had eyes for his bottom bitch?
He didn't even spare a glance at Kim's outfit: a scandalously tiny skirt with ripped fishnets beneath and a tube top so narrow and thin that it barely hid the shape of her nipples at all, leaving a significant portion of underboob hanging out. She had hoped that dressing like a fucking streetwalker would be enough to get her pervy Daddy's attention, but apparently nothing was good enough to distract him from Kim's pale, perfect sister-in-law


As Kim followed Gene into his apartment, she marveled again at how different it looked. The kitchen still had the same old splintery, cheap cabinets and crappy linoleum, but years of grime had been cleared away. It looked like having a live-in fuck maid was useful for more than just draining your balls.
How. Nice.
The sounds of Lizzie's moans were audible as soon as Kim entered the apartment, and despite her sour mood, she couldn't help but get turned on. Lizzie could be annoyingly perfect at times, even as a slutty fuck toy, but that didn't change the fact that she was smoking hot, and in Kim's sexually frustrated state, the low, desperate moans of her sister-in-law made her wet before she even reached the living room and saw what kind of training Gene was doing.
Kim froze as she entered the living room, a jolt of hot sexual arousal pulsing out from between her legs. Gene had used soft rope to bind Lizzie onto the ratty old easy chair in his living room, tying her ankles to her thighs and then splaying her luscious legs wide to leave her pussy completely defenseless and vulnerable. A thick, blue-gel sleep mask covered her eyes, her hands were bound with a silly-looking pink fuzzy handcuffs, and a vibrating wand had been crudely taped to her pussy, buzzing wetly there as Lizzie's hips shifted and squirmed endlessly, trying to somehow increase the stimulation above its current maddening buzz. She let out endless whining moans, clearly driven past the point of articulate speech by Gene's cruel sexual torture.
Kim's prickly jealousy still gripped her heart tightly, but she couldn't help but feel an odd sense of loss as well. Eliza had always seemed to have a stubborn bedrock reserve of resistance. She'd been the one scheming and plotting behind Gene's back. Kim had come to rely on that. The fact that Eliza was trying something, anything behind the scenes to resist their slow corruption had been a source of secret hope.
But after Gene's cruel masterstroke, Eliza had been reduced to this. An over-sexed submissive bunny, desperate for her master's cock and unable to think of anything else.
Gene stared down at the beautiful writhing Cumbunny, and Kim was surprised to see a look of dissatisfaction on his face. The evil son of a bitch had won completely. What the fuck else could he possibly want?
He turned to Kim with a sharp glance, and what he asked next only deepened her confusion.
"You heard from Davey lately?"
Kim hid her bewilderment the best she could. She had, in fact, heard from her older brother recently. He'd crashed at her house for a few nights until it became clear that Eliza had moved out of their shared home and he wouldn't risk running into her there. David was another reason that her life was so hard right now. He'd been an emotional wreck ever since discovering the depth and depravity of his wife's betrayal, and Kim wasn't sure she had the strength to be a supportive sister while lusting after the same man who'd ruined his life.
"Yeah," she said cautiously, keeping her eyes on the moaning, writhing slut strapped to the chair beneath them to avoid looking her Daddy in the eyes. "He's been in touch."
Gene grunted, leaning forward to roughly palm one of Eliza's heaving, milky-white tits in his hand, rolling her bubblegum-pink nipple between his thick fingers. "So when do you think he's going to crack?" he asked thoughtfully.
"What do you mean?" Kim genuinely had no fucking idea what Gene was talking about. David had already "cracked" by any standard imaginable. Every time Kim saw him he had either just finished crying or looked like he was about to start. Her brother was shattered into a million pieces, and she was doing a shitty job of supporting him. How could she help him when all she could think about was her Daddy's thick cock? Gene couldn't break David further than he already had.
Gene flashed her an annoyed glare. "I mean, when is the little cuck going to come crawling back? We all know he's a little submissive bitch. So when is he finally going to admit it to himself?"
Oh fuck. He's insane. Kim had always known that Gene wasn't exactly a genius. He had a certain level of cunning, but when you had an unfair cheat code like the Mjölkhare oil, it didn't take a mastermind to succeed. Apparently, his invincible power when it came to his Cumbunnies had given Gene an utterly deranged view of the world.
David wasn't a cuckold. And Gene didn't know her brother at all if he thought David would accept a relationship with a woman who fucks other men. David might be a little mopey and self-pitying at times, but he didn't get off on submission. And Gene didn't have the chemical hold over David that would allow him to enforce his perversions like he did with Eliza and Kim.
But she couldn't say that to Gene. Bursting the delusions of a man who had utter control over your mind and body was bound to end poorly. So Kim simply said "I'm not sure, Daddy," maintaining a non-committal tone.
Gene looked dissatisfied, but shrugged and let it go with a muttered, "Only a matter of time. Help him realize the truth, Kimmy." He was already focusing intently on Eliza once again, kneeling down next to the chair to continue his rough groping of her naked tits. The vibrator buzzed noisily between her thighs, providing a dull undertone beneath her continuing, whimpering moans.
"She's had enough vibing," said Gene, his eyes intense as he stared down at his favorite Cumbunny. His gaze flicked briefly to Kim, and he added, "Get on your knees and eat her out. Use the vibrator on her ass."
Kim's worries about David faded to the background as bitter jealousy swelled up inside her. Yes, it was true that she was in a dominant position here compared to Eliza. She wasn't the one strapped to a recliner after all. But that was small comfort when the entirety of the situation was focused on Lizzie.
Still, there was no disobeying her Daddy. Kim fell to her knees and ripped the taped vibrator up from between Lizzie's trembling thighs. It came away with thick, glistening strands of her copious fluidsl dripping from it. Jesus. Kim had never seen any woman in such a state of profound physical arousal. Lizzie's pussy was bright pink and dripping with syrupy love honey. Its lips gaped open sloppily, loose and ready for any and all penetration. A flood of dark, molten lust welled up inside Kim. She may have preferred to be sucking her Daddy's cock right now, but eating out this pulsing, horny cunt wouldn't be a difficult assignment at all.
She began her assigned task with gusto, burying her face in her sister-in-law's pussy and slurping greedily, tonguing Lizzie's quivering hole before switching to lapping her tongue over her stiff clit over and over again, drawing raw slutty moans from the slim, pretty woman, louder than the ones the vibrator had caused. As she worked her tongue deep into the bottom bunny's quivering hole, Kim raised the slimy vibrator and nestled it below her chin, sliding it between Lizzie's plump cheeks and up against the knot-like ring of her tight anus.
Lizzie's hips pulsed upward rhythmically into Kim's plunging tongue, and for a moment, Kim forgot about her frustration and jealousy, focusing instead on the raw sexual heat of her mouth connected to Lizzie's wet cunt. The taste of her fellow bunny's arousal on her tongue. The way her own sex grew hot and steamy beneath her too tiny skirt. These were the only moments that made her feel alive these days.
Gene spoke up from where he knelt next to Eliza, his voice a smoldering growl as his hand grasped and rubbed relentlessly at his bound bunny's sensitive tits.
"Who's better... me or your worthless cuck husband?"
Kim could feel Lizzie's pussy clench hungrily around her tongue at the question. Lizzie didn't hesitate for a second. "Yoooouuuu. You're so much better masteeeeer!" She gushed, her voice raw and sloppy with overwhelming, mind-unraveling desire. Kim wondered how long Gene had been teasing her to get Lizzie to this desperate state. Her pussy tingled at the thought of that sort of intense sexual focus from her Daddy, and her heart burned with twisted jealousy once again. She lashed Lizzie's throbbing clit intensely with her tongue as if somehow she could punish her greedy sister Cumbunny with her mouth.
"Whose cock is bigger?" demanded Gene, hissing into Lizzie's ear.
Once again, there was no hesitation. "Your cock is bigger, Master, so much fucking bigger," whined Lizzie, straining to hump her hips harder into Kim's mouth despite the taut ropes that held her back. "Please fuck me, Master, I need it sooo fucking bad."
Gene took one of her nipples into his mouth for a moment, sucking heavily. There was a dangerous look in his eyes that Kim didn't like. She could feel that this long, slow erotic torture of Lizzie was leading up to something, but she couldn't tell what. All Kim could do was continue to eat her sister-in-law out, enjoying the taste of Lizzie's warm, wet pussy as the moaning slut writhed in pleasure beneath her working mouth.
Gene released Lizzie's nipple with a wet pop, licked his lips, and asked in a growl, "And who do you love more, me or him?"
Kim's tongue stopped moving for a second as a bolt of shocked disbelief flashed through her. What the fuck is Daddy thinking? Love? Did he really just fucking ask that? Nothing that Gene had ever done for the past months had been anything close to love. Obsession, maybe, but certainly not love. Even hearing him ask the question was shocking to Kim. She didn't think an evil pervert like Gene even thought in those terms.
Lizzie apparently shared Kim's surprise. Unlike with the other questions, she hesitated, her mouth a round "O" of surprise. Lizzie recovered relatively quickly, but when Kim's eyes flicked to her Daddy's face, she could see that he had noticed the pause. "I love your cock, Master," gasped the bound slut on the recliner, her voice utterly sincere. "I love the way you fuck me!"
Based on the look in Gene's eyes, it was the wrong answer.
Without a word of warning, he reached down and pushed Kim back onto her ass and took her place between Lizzie's legs. She moaned in ecstatic need as Gene slid his cock upward between her plump cheeks, pressing hard against the tight pink asshole that Kim had just been teasing with the vibrator.
"I'm everything to you," grunted Gene roughly. "I'm fucking everything. There is nothing you have to give that doesn't belong to your master." His voice was quiet enough that Kim wasn't sure he even intended for her and Lizzie to hear it. Lizzie definitely didn't seem to care about whatever hangup her master had right now. She was wriggling her hips eagerly down into the feeling of his thick cock, whining and babbling about how badly she wanted him to fuck her.
Oh, how the mighty have fallen. Kim could remember clearly how she used to think her brother's wife, the tall, elegant sorority girl with the refined manners and the impeccable sense of style, was infuriatingly perfect. Like a living doll or a model out of a glossy magazine rather than a real person. Right now, the only kind of magazine Lizzie might model for was the filthy kinds sold under the counter when no one was looking. She had been broken down and remade by the insidious oil and her evil pervert of a master into a perfect slutty fuckdoll. A living sex toy built to take cock and love every second of it.
Once, that would have horrified Kim. Now it just made her annoyed that Gene hadn't even bothered to complete that same process with her.
Gene pushed forward, using the copious lubrication that dripped down from Eliza's drooling pussy as lube as he speared her tight asshole, sheathing himself in her tight, slimy heat. Eliza threw her head back in animalistic ecstasy, a throaty moan pouring from between her glossy lips, chest heaving with passion as her Master began to fuck her.
Gene thrust deep and slow, a strange passion flaring in his eyes. Most of the time, Gene's style of fucking was hard and fast and selfish, designed purely to maximize his pleasure, without caring too much how good his bunnies felt in the process. But today was different. As Kim picked herself up and knelt to the side of the chair, completely ignored for the moment by Gene, she watched her Daddy's sweaty face with keen interest. Something had clearly gotten under his skin today. Even though he had just claimed a complete victory, something about it wasn't sitting well for some reason. Something to do with David and Eliza's relationship, even though he'd effectively ruined their marriage.
Kim wanted to know what was going on... maybe if she watched carefully, she could discover some way to not only be the top bunny, but also the bunny that Daddy cared about the most.
As he slowly thrust his cock in and out of Eliza's ass, Gene glanced to the side. For a second, Kim's heart fluttered. He had realized she was there. Maybe now he would finally involve her more fully. Instead, without a word, he snatched the vibrator out of her hand, then turned back to Eliza, pressing it up against her pussy as he continued to slowly, sensually fuck her ass.
"I've made you feel things no one else has," he growled. "I made you mine like he never could." His cock was slowly speeding up as he pressed the vibrator down into Eliza's sloppy pussy. Her mouth was wide, but no sound escaped. Her whole body arched and strained, and in that moment, Kim realized that Gene must have forbidden Lizzie from orgasming until he allowed it. There was no other way a woman could experience the level of pleasure coursing through Lizzie right now and not climax.
Gene strokes slowly but surely sped up. His increasing breaths were rough and harsh, bursting out of his mouth in ugly gasps. Kim had never seen her Daddy this passionate before, and it twisted her guts with frustration. She hated Gene, never wanted to see him or his monstrous cock ever again... but she needed him. Felt like she was being slowly starved of his sexual power. All while Lizzie received all of his wild unbridled passion.
In a swift, violent motion, Gene reached up and tore the sleep mask off Lizzie's face, leaving her blinking stupidly in the light of the living room, her eyes muddy with animal lust. With his hips pumping hard into her, impaling her ass and pushing her hard backward into the seat, Gene stared down intensely into Lizzie's eyes, his gaze almost seeming to search for something. His face twisted in frustration.
"Cum for me!" he commanded harshly, his hips a blur and the powerful vibrator digging into Lizzie's overstimulated pussy, "Show me how much you love this cock!"
Lizzie let out a piercing cry of pleasure, her whole body flushing pink and straining hard against her bindings as a mind-blowingly powerful orgasm enveloped her. Gene stared into her eyes the whole time, especially when his hips finally snapped forward and he pumped her asshole full of his hot cum. But whatever Gene saw in his Cumbunny's fluttering eyes must have disappointed him, because his expression was flat and sullen as he stood, leaving Lizzie writhing and panting in sheer bliss on the chair, cum leaking from her open asshole and pussy spasming with powerful orgasmic pleasure.
Gene ran his hands through his thinning hair and collected himself.
"Daddy, I was thinking that maybe we could spend a little time together," said Kim, speaking up hopefully, her voice not quite as definite as she wanted it to sound. The ask was a bit of a long shot, considering the fact that Gene had just cum moments ago, but at this point, Kim was desperate. She hadn't been fucked by Gene in days, and the only cum she had been allowed to eat was scraps and leftovers.
She could tell right away that again, she wouldn't be getting what she needed today. When Gene's eyes flickered to where she knelt on the ground next to Lizzie, his gaze was dismissive. "Not today, Kimmy," he said flatly, already turning toward his bedroom. "I'm busy."
Kim took a few shuffling steps toward him on her knees, a sharp sense of unfairness rising within her. "But Daddy, I really need something to eat!" she whined, big, puppy-dog eyes filled with submissive longing.
"Then eat up," said Gene dismissively, gesturing to the thick cum leaking from Lizzie's ass. "When you're finished, untie her, then go out and pick up some groceries. We're running low, and I'm going to be too busy to go out tonight."
Kim swallowed her disappointment with difficulty. If she lashed out, it would only make it harder to get what she needed from Gene later. Without another word, Gene turned and stormed into his bedroom, and a second later, Kim heard the shower turn on.
She turned with a bitter, dissatisfied expression toward her meal, possibly the only one she would get today: the thick, lukewarm cum leaking out of her fellow cumbunny's ass. Kim considered talking to Lizzie for a moment, but her fellow Cumbunny seemed to be in some sort of hedonistic swoon, eyes lidded with lazy pleasure from the combined sensation of her overwhelming orgasm and the enslaving cum that Gene had pumped into her ass.
This wouldn't stand. Kim had to find some way to correct this new state of affairs, or she'd be in an even worse position than becoming a degraded sex object: she would be an abandoned, degraded sex object.
For now, there was nothing she could do. Kim's hunger wouldn't be denied, and Gene had given her no alternative options. Kim nestled her face between Eliza's cheeks and started sucking, the fetid stream slaking her thirst.
...
Kim narrowed her eyes and tapped her fingers against the steering wheel as she drove through the sunny suburban neighborhood. Gene's shitty apartment building felt like just the sort of sleazy place for a Cumbunny and their master to live, but this place was too picture-perfect and pristine. It felt off. But, regardless of how it felt, this was her destination. The GPS on her phone insisted that she was just two minutes away from a meeting that might solve her problem.
Kim had made up her mind about halfway through slurping her dinner out of Lizzie's asshole. She hated Gene. Hated what he had done to her. Hated how she wanted him so badly, even though he was by far the worst person she knew. But that hate didn't make her white hot burning desire for him any weaker. Kim wasn't the type of person to sit back and play second fiddle to another woman. Not even in the fucked up situation she and Lizzie had found themselves in. But it was becoming more and more clear that that's where things were headed. Even after Gene finished breaking Eliza in and turned her into the perfect Cumbunny, he was never going to obsess over Kim in the same way he did Lizzie. It didn't matter if she was the "top bunny", Kim was always going to be the second most important slut in her Daddy's eyes.
Unless Lizzie was somehow out of the picture.
Kim had no shortage of sympathy for Lizzie. She knew that her sister-in-law hadn't chosen this any more than she had, but her own calculations were ruthless. If Kim wanted to be her Daddy's obsession, Lizzie had to go. She wouldn't go so far as to hurt Lizzie, of course. That wasn't her style. But Kim did consider going behind Lizzie's back to tell Gene all about how she'd planned to betray him. In the end, she figured that ratting out Eliza's attempts at resistance had too much of a chance to backfire. It would no doubt make Gene angry with Lizzie to know that she'd been plotting to break his control, but him getting angry would probably backfire. He'd want to "punish" his Cumbunny, and that would just make him focus on her more.
The real solution was to complete the scheme that Lizzie had been working on behind the scenes. If Lizzie was no longer a Cumbunny at all, Gene would be furious, but Lizzie would no longer be around to receive that fury. All of Daddy's frustration, obsession, and passion would be reserved for Kimmy alone.


And yes, if Kim succeeded and managed to free her sister in law, then she would be free as well. And she might take advantage of that... eventually. Lusting after Gene was degrading and humiliating after all. But Kim couldn't stop thinking about what Cumslut, the sexy, utterly corrupted redhead, had told her at Rabbit Season. What exactly had been going on in Kim's life before Gene had ensnared her? A decent-paying but unfulfilling job... a series of relationships that crashed on the rocks of her lurking Daddy issues... a couple of hobbies she usually felt too tired to pursue. It had been average, boring, and unimpressive. At least with her new Daddy, even with the shame and hate, she felt alive.
So maybe if Kim could free Eliza, she would take that same escape route herself. But first, she wanted to experience what it would be like to be Gene's sole obsession. His only bunny. That was why she was in this eerily perfect suburb today.
When her Daddy told her to pawn Lizzie's phone, Kim had instead just given him some money, and he had forgotten all about it. Gene didn't seem to fully realize that, since he hadn't been corrupting her as long, Kim could still disobey his orders if she really put her mind to it. And since she'd kept Lizzie's phone, it was a simple matter to contact Bitsy and find out the results of the experiment they'd run on the night of Rabbit Season.
Eliza and Kim had conspired to allow HareoftheDog to give Bitsy a second dose of Mjölkhare oil. And if Bitsy's texts could be trusted, the results were more significant than they'd ever expected.
Kim's phone navigation chimed, letting her know that she'd reached her destination. Kim squinted at the house doubtfully. A picture-perfect two-story home identical to all the others on the same street. If the text from Bitsy wasn't some sort of trick, this was where she was.
A tall, broad-built man was running a push mower over the lawn as Kim pulled up, and killed the engine as she parked, staring over at her intensely. His blonde, grey-streaked hair was dry and overly long, hanging shaggily over his ears. He could have been anywhere between his mid-thirties and early fifties, although his lined face and hollow eyes made the latter end of that scale seem more likely. He just stood there on the half mown lawn, arms crossed and staring at Kim's car with a brooding expression. For a second, Kim considered just driving away. But she'd come this far, and a little awkwardness wouldn't be enough to stop her.
She got out of the car and made her way up the lawn toward the glowering man. She opened her mouth to greet him, but he held up a hand, cutting her off sharply by grunting, "Friend of the new girl?" His voice was rough and raw, as though he didn't use it very much, and he wouldn't meet Kim's eyes, instead staring just over her left ear.
Kim thought for a second, then shrugged uneasily. "Yeah, I guess I am."
"Then head inside," said the odd older man dismissively, already turning back toward the lawn mower. Kim stared at him for a second longer with a troubled frown, then hurried toward the front door. If the strange, unpleasant man didn't have anything else to say to her, she certainly wasn't going to waste any more time with him.
Knocking on the front door and ringing the doorbell produced no results for several long minutes, and Kim was about to turn and ask the gruff man mowing the lawn for help when a pleasant voice behind the door asked, "Who is it?"
Kim recognized the voice immediately. Even hearing it brought heated memories of that night at the sex club back. It was Cumslut. Just as Bitsy had said, this was Hare's house, where he lived with his former stepmother turned Cumbunny.
"It's Kim."
There was silence behind the door for a few moments, then it swung open to reveal Cumslut, looking immaculate as always. She looked like Betty fucking Crocker in fact, in a blue-checked house dress straight out of the 1950s. Her expression, however, didn't convey her usual cool confidence. Cumslut's eyes blazed with fury kept on a tight leash, and her lips curled into a cold sneer as she peered into Kim's eyes.
"Here to consult with the new princess of the castle, no doubt," said Cumslut lightly. Her tone was perfectly pleasant, although Kim thought that she could sense the tectonic forces of hate hidden beneath it.
Cumslut moved slightly to the side, allowing Kim to squeeze past her into the entryway of the light, airy suburban home. Cumslut slammed the door behind her and locked it with a sharp click, then immediately reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the ground revealing her nudity to the room. "Come on," she snapped, "They're in Master's bedroom."
Kim trailed after the tall, gorgeous redhead as she led the way to a staircase. Cumslut's perfect, swaying ass was normally a distracting feast for the eyes, but Kim had bigger issues right now. She was supposed to be here to speak to Bitsy, but the idea of a confrontation with Hare, the little blonde piece of shit who had dosed Bitsy, was massively unappealing.
But it seemed she didn't have a choice. They'd already reached the bedroom, and Kim was about to come face to face with another Cumbunny master, whether she wanted to or not.
Cumslut raised her hand to knock, then looked back at Kim with a calculating look in her eyes. "She's playing a game she can't win," said Cumslut in a flat, cold voice. "Tell her that from me, if you don't mind." Then, without waiting for a response, she knocked crisply on the closed door.
"Come in!"
Strangely, the voice that called out from inside the room wasn't the weaselly tone of HareoftheDog, but soft, high-pitched, and feminine.
As Cumslut swung the door open and gestured Kim into the bedroom with a raised eyebrow, Kim took in the scene with a sense of mild shock. She remembered HareoftheDog from Rabbit Season. He looked just as mean and spoiled as ever, sitting back on his bed with a gaudy, expensive gaming laptop open in front of him. Bitsy was snuggled up at his side, her hand on his chest and one leg slung over his. They looked for all the world like a young couple just back from a date rather than a cruel Cumbunny master with his sex slave. Especially considering Bitsy's wardrobe. Unlike any Cumbunny Kim had ever seen, Bitsy was dressed modestly and comfortably. Her pajama shirt was perhaps a little tight, and she clearly wasn't wearing a bra beneath it, but no master would ever let a Cumbunny wear baggy grey sweats like those Bitsy had on currently.
The cute young Korean smiled as Kim entered the room, waving with a broad grin. "Kimmy! So glad you can make it. Say 'hi,' Curt."
Hare glanced up at Kim, his eyes sullen, but, shockingly, he only muttered, "Hi, Kimmy," before turning back to Bitsy. "Beth, I don't like other strange Cumbunnies in my house," he said in a tone that sounded more nasal than commanding.
Bitsy smirked and planted a kiss on his cheek before getting up off the bed beside him. "I just need to talk with her for a little and then she'll be gone," she said lightly. "Besides, I told you that I would do that thing you've been asking for if you let me have a guest, right?"
Curt muttered something under his breath, then nodded and turned back to whatever game he was playing with an insolent frown on his face. But he didn't put his foot down or insist on Bitsy doing as he said. It was behavior that Kim never would have expected from the master of a Cumbunny. She stared agog in bewilderment at Hare (or Curt?) for a second, until Bitsy grabbed her arm and led her out of the room, closing the door behind them.
Kim turned toward her immediately. "Bitsy, what the fuck was that?" she asked, unable to contain her shock.
Bitsy beamed. "I know, right? And you can call me Beth now. I don't let people call me Bitsy anymore. Come to my room, I'll tell you all about it."
Beth's room was a clean little room furnished simply with a bed and a desk; it had probably once been a guest room. They sat together on the bed, and Beth immediately began gushing, telling Kim all about her triumph.
"I really thought that I might be sacrificing myself," said Beth solemnly, lying back on her bed and stretching her legs. "As far as Eliza and I knew, I could have gotten addicted to both Coach and Hare at once. But after Hare dosed me, he snuck me out to the bathroom and made me suck him off."
She said it as if it were inconsequential, and Kim realized that, for them, it was. Giving a blowjob was almost quaint at this point.
"When he came down my throat, I realized the truth," continued Bitsy, her eyes shining. "I wasn't addicted to both of them. I was addicted to either of them! It was one semen addiction that either man could satisfy. I confirmed it after I went home with Coach that night. Now whenever I get a craving, cum from either man will do."
Kim felt her pulse quickening as she considered the new possibilities. "But... how did that lead to..." she gestured to Beth's comfortable clothes and the house surrounding them, "This?"
Beth snorted and crossed her arms with a smug expression. "Stu and Curt may act all high and mighty when they have the power of magic oil on their side, but neither of them is particularly smart. And they hate... hate being told 'no'." Beth let out a delighted giggle. "When I started making demands that Stu treat me better, he couldn't even believe it. You should have seen his and Mitsy's faces when I just walked out the door to go stay with Curt. Of course, Curt had to learn the same lesson, but after I bounced back and forth a few times, I got the poor boys into a bidding war over who would give me a better deal. It's not perfect... I mean, I still need to fuck and suck whoever I'm with at the time. There's no getting around that. But the oil has taken care of that as well, to some extent. Even Curt is starting to look kind of cute to me now. All I have to do is continue to play these two man-children against each other, and I'm golden."
Kim shook her head in disbelief. It couldn't be that simple. "They might not be smart, but the type of guys who want a Cumbunny also aren't very nice either," she said nervously. "What happens when one of them gets the bright idea to lock you in the basement?"
"That's why I have this," said Beth grimly. She fished in her pocket and pulled out a knife, which she confidently flicked open. "Stu is overweight and pushing sixty, and Curt is a spoiled brat who hasn't lifted anything over ten pounds his entire life. I'm not going to let either one of them push me around."
Kim remembered the furious glare on Cumslut's face when she let her inside and the way Mitsy treated Beth during Rabbit season. "I think your fellow bunnies might be a bigger issue."
"I can take care of myself," said Beth confidently. "I'm more concerned about you and Eliza than with my situation at this point. Without Eliza reaching out and motivating me, I never would've broken free. I owe her a lot. Let's talk about how we can save you both."
Kim shook herself a little and nodded. "Right. Let's save Lizzie," she said determinedly. She had been shocked for a moment by how Bitsy had been able to turn her life around so thoroughly, but this was why she was here after all, to break Eliza free from Gene's obsessive control and have her Daddy all to herself. For a moment, a strangled sprout of hope rose inside Kim as well. Maybe if she could figure out how to do what Bitsy had done, the idea of being Gene's plaything wouldn't even appeal anymore. She wasn't sure. Either way, this seemed like the best step forward. "I don't think finding Lizzie a more acceptable master will be a problem. The main issue is the oil," she said with a frown.
"Right," agreed Beth, her enthusiasm deflating a little. "I sort of lucked out. Curt had a half-vial left over and wanted to dose me anyway, but all of the masters we know have used up their original two doses. We don't have access to any more."
"So what can we do?"
Beth didn't look discouraged. "The masters have to get their oil somehow, don't they? From that fucked up Kaos server they all hang out in. Since I have a lot more freedom nowadays, I'll try to look around a little. See if I can figure out how to get my hands on a dose."
Kim nodded with a sigh. She had hoped that Beth would suggest something more solid than that. From what Eliza'd said, the Kaos server "Cumbunny Acres" was filled with hundreds of losers desperate to get their own sample of Mjölkhare oil. Kim had no idea how they could stand out amongst that crowd.
There wasn't much more to say. They had a plan, even if it seemed like a long shot. Kim left shortly afterward. Cumslut didn't reappear, but based on the enthusiastic sounds that Kim heard coming from Curt's room, she had decided to take advantage of Beth's absence to get some one-on-one time with her master. It made Kim feel a sudden pang of sympathy for Cumslut. It was clear that Beth had become Hare's main focus right now, and Kim knew what it was like to be sidelined by the man you were chemically compelled to adore.
The peculiar older man mowing the lawn stared at Kim silently as she made her way to her car, his eyes cold and empty. Kim was happy to drive away. Even with Beth's improved circumstances, the suburban home held almost as much tension as Gene's apartment.
As she drove, Kim got a text from her brother. He wanted her help to pack things up from the house. Kim sighed deeply and tossed the phone to her passenger seat. David was another problem altogether. He had always been a little sensitive, under that annoying layer of false bravado that most guys insisted on cloaking themselves in. The horrible public betrayal by the woman he trusted most had the potential to break him.
Kim was going to have to do something about David's heartbreak. He had always been there for her, and right now he was fighting against forces he didn't understand. Besides, Kim was growing more and more convinced that her plan to pry Eliza away from her master wasn't going to work unless she could somehow reignite the fires of Eliza's resistance. Right now, Eliza had given up completely, and Gene's cock was all she had left. She would remain that way forever, unless Kim somehow did the impossible.
When she got home, Kim picked up her phone and began drafting a text to her brother.
...
Lizzie stared out the car window at the brick front of her former workplace, an odd mix of emotions running through her. It already felt like the bright-eyed, demure young woman who was hired a year ago was a different person. Working in HR and sneakily stealing co-workers' food from the communal fridge was another lifetime ago.
But now she was back, for reasons that her master still hadn't seen fit to share with her. All that Gene had told her this morning was that she had to dress in the outfit he had bought for her so that they could go to work.
And what an outfit it was. Lizzie stepped out of the car onto shiny black platform heels, the kind of slutty footwear that her master had ordered her to wear exclusively. Her long, shapely legs were encased in dark stockings with lacy tops completely exhibited by the tiny, tight strip of skirt above them. It didn't even cover the alluring bottom swell of her ass. On top, she wore a suit jacket with no shirt or bra beneath at all, just a tie dangling ridiculously between her bare tits. One button bound the jacket together and prevented her from flashing her full naked breasts to the sparsely occupied business parking lot.
It was a humiliating parody of professional office attire. Par for the course for Gene's desire to expose, embarrass, and show off his favorite bunny. It had been only a matter of time before playing with Lizzie in private had become boring to him. But the fact that she was back here at the office was disquieting. This was a link back to Lizzie's old life. A place filled with people who'd once respected her. More importantly, this is where David still worked, and coming back here in this slutty outfit might hurt him. Even if their relationship had been blown to pieces, that was the last thing that Lizzie wanted.
But there was no use in resisting. Eliza, the part of her that fought back against her master, had been buried deep in her mind. And Lizzie was up for any kinky games that would get her master hard. Gene took her hand and pulled her forward toward whatever was waiting for her inside her old office building.
Lizzie had walked in this door a thousand times, but, even when Gene had forced her to wear revealing clothes before, she'd never felt this exposed. The wide, evil grin on Gene's face as he led her forward made her pulse thump wildly against her skin, heat building up throughout her body as she prepared for whatever her master had planned.
She could tell as soon as they entered the office that this wasn't a normal workday. For one, the reception desk was unmanned, which she couldn't ever remember having been the case. The office floor itself was too quiet, filled with a brooding energy that Lizzie had never felt before.
But the office wasn't completely abandoned. A group of maybe a dozen men stood around the water cooler near the center of the office floor, chatting with a strange, intense energy that radiated from the group. Lizzie's stomach twisted, and she felt a sickening pulse of heat from between her legs as she put two and two together. The crowd was comprised of all the men who had been pushy and flirted with her, with Gene's express permission.
All of the men who had looked a little too long and hard at her slutty outfits, or made obvious innuendos, or "accidentally" brushed past her a little too closely. All of the men from the office who had obviously wanted to fuck her. All together in one place. While she was wearing this cartoonish, pornographic outfit.
It wasn't hard to see where her Master wanted this to go. As the men noticed they were there, they seemed to turn toward her together in unison. Their eyes flashed hungrily as sharp, predatory smiles crossed all of their faces. A stifling feeling of intense lust suddenly filled the air as the group of men eyed Lizzie's slutty costume. She was a woman who had once been a married coworker that they'd been obliged to respect. Now she was a piece of meat, a sex object dressed in a pretty wrapper they couldn't wait to tear off and dispose of. A slutty sex kitten built solely to please their hardening cocks.
Lizzie could practically smell the intense tide of almost coppery masculine arousal pouring off the small crowd. Her body eagerly responded to their powerful lust. Her nipples stiffened almost painfully with a swift rush of blood and a throbbing heat spiked sharply between her thighs. Once upon a time, this type of naked lust coming from her coworkers would have disgusted her... but her master's training had done its work. Now her eyes locked greedily onto the crotches of the leering men, watching bulges form as her mouth began to water...
"I told you boys that skipping the conference would be worth it." It was Carl, his polished, professional smile seeming utterly out of place in the bristling pack of lustful men. Lizzie's eyes flickered downward to his crotch as well. It was a bulge she knew well at this point. Gene had tasked her with sucking their boss's cock on a weekly basis to cover for his poor job performance.
Lizzie assumed that they wouldn't be stopping at just a blowjob today.
Gene led his Cumbunny forward by the hand, into the middle of the group of men, who closed in, forming a rough circle around them. It made Lizzie feel like she was surrounded by a pack of wolves... But maybe in this case, the poor little bunny wouldn't mind the feeling of teeth.
"Holy shit," said Hank, a timid-looking man from billing. "It's sort of hard to believe it's really her. She used to be the fucking ice queen!"


A dirty chuckle rippled through the men, who'd crowded even closer. Lizzie felt the roiling, bubbling heat low in her belly rise even higher. The circle surrounding her now had conspicuous bulges tenting from all of their pants. Their eyes roamed every inch of Lizzie's exposed body, making her break out in goosebumps.
"She was an ice queen," agreed Gene, reaching down to grip his swollen cock through the front of his pants. "She was a modest little married professional, who I can personally confirm could be a massive bitch about even the lightest of teasing."
His hairy arm snaked around Lizzie's waist, gripping her ass and pressing her body tightly to his. An excited murmur passed through the surrounding men. "But now? Now she's just the horny little slut she was always meant to be. This body was built for sex, boys, and I've unlocked alllll of this nympho's natural talent."
Lizzie's face burned with a shameful blush even as moist heat built between her thighs and her nipples throbbed against the silk lining of her suit jacket. Gene was making it sound like all it had taken to train her into his personal whore was his natural charm and dominance, leaving the truth of the magic oil out of it completely. It made her look even more slutty and pathetic than she really was. But the truth didn't matter here if it mattered at all. She doubted that the horny men surrounding her would care exactly why she had become a cum-hungry slut. All they cared about was the debauchery Gene was promising them. She had ceased to be a respectable woman in their eyes. Now she was just an object they could use to vent their dark desires. And she was here, right now.
"Obviously, I don't think our firm can employ a woman of such loose morals in HR," said Carl with a shit-eating grin, leaning back against a desk with a massive tent in his pants. "I'm afraid I'm going to have to let you go, Lizzie! You would be far too much of a distraction. But we wanted to send you off with one last going-away party."
The men chuckled nastily once again, and Gene's fingers dug even deeper into Lizzie's plump ass. "Oh, trust me, boss," said Gene with a wink, "Lizzie is just great at parties. Maybe that could be a new position for her in the company. The... entertainment for get-togethers of managers and certain favored employees."
"Is that so?" Carl's eyes blazed with a filthy heat. "Maybe she'd better give us a little demonstration of her entertaining skills then... since she turned out to be a disappointment as a respectable businesswoman."
The tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. The men could tell that things were coming to a head, just as they'd been promised. They crowded forward, their intense focus forcing Lizzie's lust to the boiling point.
Gene caught his Cumbunny's chin and looked her dead in the eyes, his gaze filled with possessive triumph.
"On your knees, slut."
Lizzie obeyed. Keeping eye contact with her master as she sank slowly to the office carpet. Her pussy throbbed with perverse longing as she knelt on the floor of her former workplace, the men surrounding her muttering to each other in words that almost sounded angry in their intensity.
"What a fucking slut."
"God, look at her fucking tits."
"Poor little Davey, Ha!"
"Can't wait to have those soft lips wrapped around my..."
All the words were silenced by the sound of a zipper. Lizzie's breath was hot and wet in her throat as her eyes and focus locked onto her master's crotch. After a few moments of fishing, Gene dragged his thick, powerful cock out of his fly, already rock-hard and ready to show all of his friends how to treat his new slut. Performance anxiety had never been a problem for Gene. He seemed to revel in the opportunity to show off his big cock. The surrounding crowd maintained a breathless silence, eagerly anticipating the public humiliation of their former coworker that was unfolding before their eyes.
Gene played up the moment for their benefit, slapping the veiny length of his shaft against both of Lizzie's cheeks as she blushed, drowning in a raging torrent of shame and desire. It had been one thing to get fucked in front of an anonymous crowd, but here she was on her knees in front of men she knew. Men who had once treated her with respect. The cock of a man she had publicly accused of harassment was slapping against her face, and she was just taking it like the slut she was, getting hornier and hornier.
It wasn't quite as intense as when David had watched her get fucked in the ass, but it was pretty close.
"Suck my cock, Lizzie," grunted Gene above her, his eyes glowing with twisted lust. "Show them how much you love your new master."
Lizzie ignored the 'L' word. For some reason, it was a fixation for her master lately. Even in the depths of her total submission, hearing him talk that way made her feel uncomfortable. Instead, she focused on the burning gazes from the surrounding crowd. She extended her tongue and dragged it up the length of Gene's throbbing cock, then swirled it sloppily around his swollen head, feeling gratified at the bead of precum that almost instantly welled up there. The watching men let out what almost sounded like a sigh at the sight: the fulfillment of the sexual tension. Many of them had probably fantasized about Eliza sucking cock even before she had started acting and dressing slutty, and now here she was on her knees, making all their dreams come true.
Lizzie held Gene's cock firmly at the root as she pouted her lips and planted a warm, wet kiss right on its massive tip, then slid her lips over the swollen mushroom head, taking him deep into her mouth. The thrill of sucking her master's cock never got old. Feeling the hot, throbbing masculinity filling her mouth made her blaze with submissive lust, displacing even the humiliation of having an intimate audience. The only thing she could focus on as her head started bobbing, deeper and deeper, was the hard, dominant eyes of her master and the feeling of the powerful cock stretching her lips.
Her hand slipped down beneath her tiny skirt, tugging her thong aside impatiently to rub at her wet, needy pussy. She lost focus for a moment, her brain fuzzing out pleasantly as her hand gripped the root of her master's hard cock and her lips glided up and down his shaft, her tongue swirling and licking every inch of his hot, hard rod. She was in her element. Completely at peace, with her fingers circling her throbbing clit and her greedy mouth slobbering all over her only remaining source of pleasure.
Reality snapped back as she felt the presence of another man looming above her. She nearly gasped as she looked to her right and noticed Carl standing with his cock bare as well, the first man bold enough to join in the fun. He halted a step away from the slut on the floor, giving Gene a questioning glance. He may have been the boss, but right now Gene was the one in charge.
Gene let out a rough chuckle. "Come on in here, boss," he said jovially, waving Carl forward. "Lizzie loves cock so fucking much that just one won't get the job done." Lizzie wasn't one hundred percent sure she agreed with that assessment, but her mouth was too stuffed with dick for her to protest, and Carl was already stepping forward. His cock, a little shorter than Gene's but just as girthy, waved demandingly in her face, and she had no choice but to take it in her grip, if only to prevent him from nearly putting an eye out.
Lizzie began slowly moving her fist up and down Carl's stiff shaft while bobbing her head up and down her master's cock. It was tricky to get the rhythm right, like patting your head and rubbing your belly at the same time, but Lizzie got the knack quickly. After all, she'd had plenty of practice in both hand jobs and blow jobs at this point. The second cock only made the shameful heat of her position roar higher. Not only was she sucking off her husband's worst enemy in front of all her coworkers, but she was jacking off her boss at the same time. Well... her boss for now. It sounded like this demeaning display was meant to be a send-off before she was fired in disgrace.
It seemed like she'd only been working on the two cocks for a few seconds before another eager male shape loomed on her left, and another cock was being pressed greedily toward her upturned face. This long, thin cock was one she had never seen before, though she was all too familiar with its grinning owner. Max. Her husband's former friend and one of the most sexually aggressive of the men who had flirted with her at work behind her husband's back.
"Jerk my cock, slut," he sneered. "I always knew you were like this, even from the very beginning. Poor Davey should've chosen more wisely."
Hearing her husband's name stung, but Lizzie couldn't even say she disagreed with Max's cruel words. If David had chosen another woman, it probably would've saved him a great deal of embarrassment and heartache. Her hand slowed only for a moment as she reached out and wrapped her left fist around Max's cock, now with a dick in each hand in addition to the larger one stuffing her mouth.
It would be hard to imagine anything more obscene and degrading. Lizzie felt like exactly the slut they said she was as she double-fisted two cocks, jerking them the best she could as she choked on her master's fat dick. She could feel the shape of all three cocks at once... every vein and ridge as each pulsed against both her palms and tongue. The idea of pleasing three men at once was so taboo that it made Lizzie's pussy pulse with desire between her legs. It was even more difficult to find the rhythm now, but she threw herself into her role, swirling her tongue around her master's stiff shaft while slowly pumping her fists up and down the cock in each hand, trying to please all three men, but her master above all.
"Look at that," said Gene with a grin, elbowing Carl next to him. "Finally performing above expectations."
Carl snorted a laugh, humping his hips forward slightly into Lizzie's stroking hand as he said, "You know what? You're right. Eliza never really seemed to find her niche at this company, but I think she finally found a position she can excel in."
"Just too bad her hubby isn't here to see her demonstrate her new skills," added Max darkly.
"Hey, he's a fucking pussy, but I think I would quit too if my wife was doing this to my coworkers," said Carl in a joking tone, nodding down to the degraded slut kneeling on the office floor, her hands dextrously gliding up and down two cocks while she continued to bob her head up and down the shaft stretching her lips.
"Enough about the cuck," said Gene roughly, withdrawing his cock from Lizzie's drooling mouth. "I think our friends are getting a little jealous. Let's move this somewhere we can have a little more... group participation." Without further warning, he knelt and scooped his Cumbunny up into his strong arms, carrying her across the office with complete confidence. It was only then that Lizzie realized that the surrounding crowd of men hadn't been just idly watching. Every man now had a cock in hand, stroking themselves with looks of open sexual hunger on their faces as Gene carried Lizzie across the room like a new bride going over the threshold. In an instant, all of them were transformed into sexual beings in Lizzie's eyes, much like she had been turned into a sex object to them by her revealing clothing.
It was disturbing and arousing to be the sexual focus for such an energetic crowd. Lizzie's eyes widened and her pulse quickened as she looked around at the horny men crowding close, trailing after her as they moved. Gene had already shown a willingness to share her... what exactly was she in for during this twisted "farewell party?"
Lizzie should have known what their destination was. It was her desk. She had been so proud on her first day of work to take her place at such a reputable firm... There was still a framed photo of her and David on her wedding day on the top of the desk, along with all of the paperwork she'd been working on last week, when she still had a real job. Gene knocked everything to the floor with one contemptuous sweep of his arm, laying her back onto her desk, ready to take her publicly on the symbol of her former pride and professionalism.
Lizzie gasped as Gene reached down. Roughly tearing her flimsy thong and exposing her flushed, dripping pussy to the eyes of the hungry crowd, which was already reassembling around them. In seconds, Lizzie was surrounded by a forest of cocks, fists pumping up and down them wildly. The center of a swirling storm of aggressive lust. Lizzie's chest heaved with passion, her stiff nipples scraping against her suit jacket, her tall black platform shoes dangling in the air as she spread her legs wide, welcoming the degradation of being claimed by her master's cock.
The crowd was silent, the only sound the soft, fleshy sound of a dozen men jerking off. Gene slapped his cock down onto his Cumbunny's sensitive, exposed pussy with an embarrassingly loud, wet sound. Lizzie was humiliated, but had never been more turned on in her fucking life. She wanted this badly. Want to be claimed in front of all these watching men. She wanted them to see what her master could do with his magnificent cock. Wanted to be ruined in front of the same men who used to smile and ask how her weekend was at the water cooler.
Gene didn't taunt her this time as he pressed his swollen cock head against Lizzie's quivering hole. This wasn't the time for words. It was time for him to display his utter dominance physically.
He slid his cock in slowly, really putting on a show for the watching crowd of masturbating men, showing them how his thick cock spread Lizzie's tender pussy lips wide. Showing them how he could drive his pet slut wild with penetration alone. Lizzie held nothing back, tilting her head back to gasp and moan, her thick thighs trembling with desire as her master sheathed himself inch by inch into her tight, velvety cunt. All around them, under the buzzing fluorescent lights of the once-familiar office, the watching men increased the speed of their pumping fists, turned on by the slutty display.
Lizzie remembered vividly when she had publicly accused Gene of harassment. All of her coworkers in the office had her back then, many of them assuring her that they always knew that Gene was a total creep. Some of the men jerking off to her degradation right now had said the same thing. And now they were watching her laid back on her desk, moaning and sighing with overwhelming pleasure as the man she'd once despised filled her pussy completely with his cock. She had fallen, and people that she knew well were witnessing Gene's complete victory over her and her husband.
Her pussy pulsed hungrily around her master's cock at the thought. Humiliation was only more fuel for the perverse fire burning incandescently within her now.
Gene began moving, pumping into her with deep, forceful strokes. Her pussy was already slick and open for him; she didn't need any warming up. Lizzie's hands scrabbled over the scattered paper on her desk, trying to get any leverage that she could. They'd once been important details for her, but now the papers were just trash, a cushion for her humiliating sex show. She let out a little whining moan with every thrust forward, and her pussy clung hungrily to Gene's cock with every backstroke, desperately milking it.
The crowd was surrounding the desk now, watching as Gene brutally fucked his obedient slut. Lizzie lost track of time in the powerful haze of submissive pleasure, but it seemed like they had only been fucking for a few minutes when the first hand reached out.
Lizzie let out a little squeak of alarm as a rough male hand reached out and slipped beneath her suit jacket, cupping a breast. "Let it happen, Lizzie," grunted Gene above her, not stopping his rhythm for a moment as his thick cock pumped in and out of her. "These guys want to give you a proper farewell. And you're going to do whatever they want."
It was open season at that point. Hands reached out to her from all sides, opening her suit jacket and exposing her breasts. Multiple rough hands soon ran all over the swell of her tits, pinching and teasing her nipples. Her skimpy skirt was rolled up so that a hand could trace the curve of her hip. The crowd around her touched and rubbed and palmed every inch of her as Gene continued to violently stretch out her pussy. A finger entered her mouth, and she sucked in eagerly. Fingers ran through her long, dark hair. She felt her shoes come off, first the left, then the right. Lizzie couldn't tell where the attention was coming from: the crowd surrounding her was just one mass of lustful masculinity.
At first, the men simply touched her while they stroked themselves. Then her hand was pulled down, and her fingers were wrapped around a throbbing cock. Someone reached out and pulled her face to the side, a swollen, oozing cockhead rubbing suddenly against her soft lips. A pair of hands seized a dangling ankle, and a moment later a hard shaft was rubbing against the sole of her stockinged foot. The men around her surged forward, no longer content to just watch and stroke, rubbing their hard cocks over whatever part of her that they could reach... her hair, her thighs... Some men even leaned way over the edge of the desk to rub themselves over her tits. Soon, both hands and her mouth were filled with cock once again. She was being utterly dominated by male attention from all sides while her pussy was being filled again and again by the cock that owned and controlled her.
Lizzie gave in, accepting the degrading, humiliating, but overwhelmingly exciting role. She was the subject of a gang bang, the center of attention for a dozen horny, disrespectful men. She reveled in the storm of powerful sexual energy surrounding her, touched and teased and defiled by a dozen hard dicks while her master thrust into her tight pussy.
She moaned around the thick rod thrust between her lips, humping and swirling her hips downward into Gene's pumping cock. Every inch of her skin throbbed with sexual heat. Slick precum now covered her skin, and the air was heavy with the primal smell of dick. This is where she belonged now, this swamp of suffocating obscenity. She climaxed, suddenly and harshly, her back arching up and choked moans erupting from her mouth, orgasming to the feeling of being so thoroughly and disgracefully used.
"That's my girl," laughed Gene as the men surrounding laughed and cheered raucously. "I told you boys the little slut loved cock... now clear some space. I think it's time to really make this bitch's wet dreams come true."
His eyes burned with infernal light. "...Let's make this bitch air-tight."
The low growling pronouncement sent a thrill of erotic terror through Lizzie and prompted a cheer from the gathered men. Lizzie felt Gene's cock withdraw, and then hands grabbed her from all sides, lifting her from the desk. She twisted and writhed in their grip... not exactly reluctant for what was about to happen, but still terribly intimidated by the powerful vortex of dark sexual energy she found herself at the center of. Rough hands slid over every inch of her exposed body, still sensitive from her mind-blowing orgasm. Greedy fingers rubbed and touched her thighs, her tits, her aching pussy. Her whole body throbbed with pleasure so powerful it was almost agony. Almost.
There was a sense of motion. Lifting and carrying. The crowd parted to show that they were taking her to Gene, who was lying on his back on the ground, massive, drooling cock jutting upward obscenely beneath his big, hard gut. Carl and Max stood nearby, stroking their cocks with a look of wicked anticipation.
Lizzie wasn't well-versed in the language of pornography. She had never heard the term "air-tight" before. But it wasn't exactly difficult to guess what the three men had in mind. She was in no mental state or mood to refuse; she wanted nothing more in this moment than to be used and degraded completely. To be her master's perfect, slutty Cumbunny. And if that meant being used in all of her holes, that is exactly what she would do.


Everything was happening in a blur. Rough hands seized Lizzie, still rubbing and groping even as they pulled her forward toward her waiting master. Her knees hit the office carpet hard on either side of her master's waist, skidding slightly, rubbing raw. Gene's cock was beneath her, pressing upward against her pussy. Her breath came in rough panting gasps as he took hold of his cock, inserting himself into her sensitive pussy while grunting, "That's it, Lizzie. You're my Cumbunny. This is what you were made for. Show everyone what a good slut you are."
Lizzie gasped in delight as his cock slammed into her again, filling her completely. Gene was all that she wanted... but she was about to get much more than just his cock. Carl was already moving in behind her, red-faced and snorting with lust like a bull. Max crowded in from the front, stroking his cock and grinning down at her like all of his dreams were suddenly coming true.
The surrounding crowd of men was a blur of leering faces and fists pumping up and down cocks. Their growling murmurs, filled with sharp expletives and filthy promises of what they would do to Lizzie, blended together into one low, toneless rumble of aggressive male lust.
Carl's cock pressed against Lizzie's ass at the same time that the head of Max's cock smeared over her soft lips, wetting them with slick, salty precum. Lizzie could feel her arousal spiraling upward into a powerful catharsis. She was about to be used and defiled in a way she wasn't sure she could ever come back from. But the way her master's cock stretched her pussy while he continued to whisper poisonous words of encouragement upward made her degradation seem almost like a victory.
Lizzie let out a gasp of surprise and pleasure as Carl surged forward, spearing her tight ass with his cock. Lizzie had gotten used to Gene's monstrous size, so Carl's smaller cock slipped in easily, and soon he was pumping into her from behind, stretching her open in time with Gene's upward thrusts. The feeling of being penetrated by two cocks at once was overwhelming, making Lizzie feel utterly dominated. She opened her mouth to let out an appreciative moan, only to have Max press forward, deftly slipping his thin cock between her lips. She swirled her tongue gently around it, but found it difficult to bob her head. In fact, she found it difficult to move at all. Her former boss reamed her ass with frantic strokes while her master surged powerfully upward into her from below. With two cocks penetrating her, Lizzzie wasn't able to move her own hips much at all. She was merely a receptacle for their lust, rather than a participant. A set of holes for their cocks to fuck.
Just as Lizzie had that thought, Max grew impatient with her distracted blowjob and grabbed the back of her head, thrusting forward to fuck Lizzie's mouth while the two other men plundered her ass and pussy. She was truly airtight now, every hole filled by cock as a dozen horny men crowded around, jerking off to her public humiliation.
Lizzie stopped resisting the intense pleasure and shame of being thoroughly used. Her eyes rolled back in ecstasy as three cocks pumped into her, her whole body throbbing and burning from the stimulation of ultimate submission.
When the first cumshot landed on her, it was a surprise... a sudden splash of hot liquid over her heaving tits. But, even though the man who had stepped forward first had been especially daring, he was far from the last. Other men stepped forward, and more thick splatters landed on her skin. One across her face, another on her thigh. The men of her office were marking her. Defiling her with their lust while they watched her get utterly conquered. More men crowded forward and began covering Lizzie. Her hair, her face, her tits. Soon she was dripping with the sperm of her disrespectful admirers, covered in the hot, sticky evidence of their lust.
If Gene was upset by the friendly fire dripping down on him, he gave no sign of it; he looked up with a savage grin at his slutty Cumbunny, fucked in three holes and splattered with jizz. The ice queen had finally been dragged off her pedestal and melted into a puddle of shameful, slutty lust.
Carl climaxed next, groaning and hunching forward from his position kneeling behind her to deposit a thick, creamy load of sperm deep into her bounding ass. Giving her a farewell treat she would never forget. His departure allowed Lizzie to bounce her hips up and down on her master's cock, increasing both of their pleasure while she continued to suck off her husband's friend.
The men surrounding her grew even bolder, pulling her hands out and wrapping her fingers once again around their cocks. She tried her best to jerk them off, but she was distracted by Max beginning to orgasm, filling her mouth with hot, salty sperm. Her hips continued to buck and writhe, humping downward with wet, meaty slaps, her pussy milking and gripping her master's perfect cock with every downward stroke. More men pushed forward with gasping groans, firing hot ropes of pearly goo all over her bouncing body. She was no longer a woman. She had become a moaning, writhing sex object, and these men were baptising her with their sticky lust. But the load she really wanted was from the cock impaling her, spearing deep into her deepest core. She wanted her master's cum more than she wanted her next breath, and her hips pumped wildly, desperate to earn it.
She could tell Gene was close. His face was locked into a wild snarl of fierce, dominant pleasure, and his hands reached up to grip tightly around her waist as he hammered upward into her, not even caring about the sperm dripping downward onto him.
"What do you want, Lizzie?" he growled, his voice rough and deep. "Tell me. Tell all of them."
Lizzie let go of the cocks in her hands, planting them on Gene's chest as she focused wholly on him, bouncing her pussy up and down his cock with wild enthusiasm.
"I want your cum, Master! Please... please cum for me."
She could feel another orgasm building inside her, coiling like a snake about to strike. The crowd of faceless, stroking men still surrounded her, and she dripped with the hot juices of their lust, but right now it was just her and her master. The man who had claimed her for his own.
"And who do you want? Who do you belong to?" demanded Gene. His thrusts were a short and fast staccato tempo now, plowing into her at a feverish pace.
Eliza felt herself tipping over the edge. Her thighs trembled, her toes curled, and her pussy closed like a vice around the cock of her owner. Her lover. Her master. The man who meant everything in the world to her.
"Youuuuuu! Only Youuu Maaaaasteeer!" she moaned wildly. Her words choked off into breathy, wordless noises of ecstasy as Gene burst inside her, filling her insides with hot, molten pleasure. The other mens cum was worthless slime in comparison to the precious, addictive ambrosia that gushed into her, filling her pussy completely and sending cascading shockwaves of sexual satisfaction roaring through her body.
Every sexual experience she'd ever had paled in comparison. Even the humiliating gangbang she'd just gone through could never compare to just one load of cum from her master. She reveled in it, continuing to grind her pussy downward into him while letting out low, sloppy moans, milking every drop from his balls as her own powerful orgasm consumed and rippled through her.
Finally, she stopped, her head clearing a little, coming back to reality. The crowd of men still surrounded her, staring hungrily at the sex-crazed vixen beneath them, wearing only a skirt hiked up around her waist and a pair of lacy stockings. She was filthy in every sense of the term, glistening with sweat and the cumshots of her former coworkers.
She had been disgraced forever in their eyes. She supposed that she should be grateful that this gang bang wasn't scheduled while the entire office was working.
Especially her husband. Did he even still work here? Lizzie realized with a pang of sadness that she didn't know. Hopefully he'd quit. She couldn't imagine that working with these men would be a pleasant experience for him.
Gene broke the awkward silence by slapping Lizzie's ass and standing up from beneath her. "Well!" He said with a grin, "That was good for round one... But I'm assuming these boys have at least one more load left in them each. Why don't we show them everything I've been teaching you, Lizzie?"
Lizzie wished she could say she hated the idea... but as the men hauled her to her feet and their hands began greedily running over her body once again, all that she could feel was a helpless, needy lust.
...
"A-are you sure that Master is ok with this?" asked Lizzie nervously, for what felt like the thousandth time.
Kim grit her teeth. You'd think that a woman who'd been cooped up inside an apartment for a week apart from one memorable gangbang would be eager to get out of the house. But no, Lizzie had to make a huge fucking federal issue out of leaving.
"Did Daddy order you to stay in the apartment?" snapped Kim irritably.
"Well, no, but..."
"This is why. He told me to take you to get nipple piercings, and that's what we're doing," lied Kim again. She was actually pretty lucky that Gene hadn't thought to order Lizzie to stay home. That would have made this crucial rendezvous impossible. Lizzie was quiet for the rest of the car ride, picking idly at her fingernails in the lap of her tiny, flouncy skirt. Lizzie had picked out the outfit herself, adding a pale pink tubetop and tall, tacky heels to go with the scandalous skirt. Kim wished that Lizzie could've worn something a little more... demure. Her appearance right now was only going to make things harder. But this was a case where they'd run up against the weight of Gene's commands. He wanted Lizzie to dress like a cheap whore from now on, so she couldn't wear something more modest even if she wanted to.
Lizzie was so distracted that she didn't even realize where they were going until they pulled up in front of the house. When she finally put two and two together, the blood drained from her face, and her mouth dropped open with a high pitched squeak of alarm.
"K-Kimmy, what are we doing here?" she asked in a trembling voice, looking up at the house she'd once shared with her husband in growing panic.
Kim turned off the car and turned to her sister-in-law with an exasperated expression. "What do you think? Looks like I need to play matchmaker again. We're here to talk to David."
Kim hadn't thought there was any fight left in Lizzie, but somehow that old icy blaze of disapproval flared up once again in her clear blue eyes, washing away the haze of helpless lust that had clung to them all week. "No. Absolutely not, Kim," said Eliza firmly. Despite the clear panic filling Eliza at the very prospect of talking to her recently estranged husband, her words were rock solid. "David doesn't want to see me, and I have no explanation for him that he could possibly believe. It's better for both of us if we just leave it as it is."
But even if Eliza had a talent for being firm and confident, Kim had a talent for bucking authority. She snorted and opened her car door. "Fuck that. That's what I admired about you, Sis. You always fought back, despite all the evidence telling you your fight was impossible. And now you want to let your husband go without even trying to explain?"
"It would be humiliating for both of us!" fired back Eliza, crossing her arms over her ridiculously skimpy tube top as if just now realizing how slutty it was. "I am not going to put both of us through that when it has absolutely no chance of..."
Kim could see that this was going nowhere fast. Eliza had already given up on her relationship and was too cowardly and hurt from the traumatic moment when she'd lost it to attempt to get it back. If Kim didn't give her a push, there was no way Eliza would be walking into that house.
Luckily for her, she knew Eliza's buttons by now. Kim's promotion to "top bunny" may have been hollow, but it did provide a useful framework for ordering Eliza around. Kim's hand reached out and grabbed Eliza's chin, forcing her stubborn sister-in-law to look her in the eyes.
"Listen to me, you cowardly little bitch," said Kim in a low snarl. "I don't really give a shit what objections you have to my plan. You're going to do it because I fucking said so, whether or not you think it will be embarrassing."
Kim could see, based on the way Eliza's eyes widened and her breath caught, that her aggressive approach had made an immediate impact. Eliza had been remodeled by Gene into someone who caved at the first sign of dominance. The pale, lovely woman was clearly now struggling against her first instinct: to give in and do what her dominant sister-in-law demanded.
But she still had some fire left. A last protective instinct for David that made her resist, based on the assumption that any conversation would hurt him more than help him. "Kim," she said miserably, "I can't! Even if I had a chance to get back together with David, I don't deserve it. I couldn't help what I was doing... but doing it felt good. I enjoyed it in the end. And David deserves a woman who hasn't betrayed him. No matter what my reasons were."
Kim sighed. In a lot of ways, Eliza was right. After how badly David's trust had been broken, she wasn't sure that his relationship with Eliza would ever be the same, even if Eliza didn't do it of her own free will. But David was key to all this. Kim had to believe that they could repair their relationship... because her own future happiness depended on it.
"Eliza, I didn't just bring you here so you could beg David to take you back. I have a plan. Trust me. Anyway, if you don't do what I say, I'll tell Daddy you've been scheming behind his back. Ready or not, this is what we're doing," she insisted grimly, getting out of the car and adjusting her clothes. "So mentally prepare. Give me five minutes, then come in after me. I have to make sure he doesn't just run away."
Eliza continued to try to argue back, but Kim slammed the door on her and strode toward the house. She was confident that Eliza would follow in the end. Kim had just given her a couple of excellent reasons to obey, and she was sure one of them would stick. Now she just had to hope that the rest of her plan would work as well.
In a few short steps, she'd reached the front door, knocked briskly, and then let herself into David and Eliza's home.
It looked considerably different than the last time she had been here. Boxes were scattered all around, all filled with crumpled-up newspaper and random items haphazardly tossed inside each. It looked like what it was: the work of a severely depressed man trying to pack up a house as quickly as possible. At least it was better than David just tossing all of his household items in the garbage. Kim had just barely managed to talk him off that particular ledge two days ago.
Almost as soon as she took in the sight of the mess, David himself came slouching mechanically down the stairs with another box in hand.
God, he looks like a wreck.
David's eyes were red-rimmed, and he clearly hadn't shaved in a few days. Maybe not even since that awful night at the sex club. He looked tired and sad and utterly lost. In that one look, Kim was reminded that, even though David wasn't fighting the same battle as she or Lizzie, he'd gone through something that no man should ever have to.
He didn't deserve what Gene had done to him, and even though she firmly believed that what she was about to do would make things better for him in the end, things were going to get worse for him before they got better. But Kim had no choice.
"Kim..." he said in a voice that sounded rough and strained, as though he hadn't spoken out loud in a while. "Thanks for coming." He cleared his throat a little and broke eye contact, making his way down the rest of the stairs and carelessly tossing the box he was holding down into a chair.
"Don't mention it," said Kim, feeling a little twinge of guilt. It's going to be better in the end... I swear, David. She crossed the room and gave David a little punch on the arm. "How are you holding up, bud?"
David gave her a weary look, leaning heavily against the banister. "I... I don't fucking know, Kim. Not good. I just need to get the fuck out of here. Carl may have been a shitty boss, but he wrote me a decent letter of rec. I have a few interviews set up in Chicago already. I'll live on savings for a month or two until I can line up a job."
Kim nodded sympathetically, reaching slowly into her back pocket. None of that was actually going to happen. Her brother was going to be staying right here. Where she needed him.
It only took a second. David was tired and distracted, and he never saw it coming. In two sharp, efficient clicks, the fuzzy pink handcuffs she had swiped from Gene's apartment trapped his wrist, then bound it to the stair banister. Kim knew her brother, and there was no way he was going to willingly stick around for what was going to come next.
David stared down numbly at the handcuffs now binding him to the stair railing, blinking stupidly, then frowning. "Kim, what the fuck do you think you're..." His words trailed off and a look of horror dawned on his face as he looked over his sister's shoulder toward the front door.
Kim knew that Eliza wouldn't be able to resist this chance. She turned to see her sister in law standing in the doorway, looking like the dirty slut she had become, biting her lip and looking as if she would rather be anywhere else.
"What the FUCK, Kim?" asked David, yanking the handcuffs hard.
...
If walking up to her old workplace the other day had felt strange, walking up to her old house felt utterly bizarre to Lizzie. Her heart was pounding a thousand miles an hour as she stepped out of Kim's car and wobbled toward the house on her too-tall heels.
Lizzie had sat in the car, insisting to herself that she wouldn't go into the house again and again for almost the full five minutes Kim had told her to wait. It wasn't that she didn't want to get back together with David. If she could wave a magic wand and put her relationship back together with her soon-to-be-ex husband, she would do it in a heartbeat. But it wasn't that simple. Gene had crushed their relationship so thoroughly with his perverse stunt that trying to fix it would just further hurt them both. There was no point in trying to explain the unbelievable truth, especially not after the fact. Nothing she could say to her husband right now would grant her the forgiveness she wasn't even sure she deserved anymore.
But in the end, she left the car anyway. Maybe it was some sort of misplaced hope. Maybe she was just worried about Kim's plans to tell Gene about her failed scheme. Exactly why didn't matter; what mattered was that she was marching up to the house she once shared with the man she still loved, her hands sweaty and her mouth dry.
Lizzie froze as she walked in the front door. Her eyes locked with her husband's across the room instantly, before she was ready. Her breath caught in her throat and her mind went blank for a moment as she stared into his eyes. He looked perfect to her. Well... no, that wasn't exactly true. He looked like a mess; unshaven, with sunken eyes and pale skin. But something inside her that she thought was already dead stirred back to an uneasy state of life.
Inside her, Eliza woke up and sobbed.
"What the FUCK, Kim?" asked David roughly, his shock giving way to anger as he yanked against the cuffs that Kim had apparently bound him in. "What is she doing here?"
Eliza was stung by the venom in her husband's voice. It made sense. The last he had seen of Eliza was her monstrous betrayal. A sickening act that had no logical explanation besides her being the most evil woman imaginable. But even if she understood his reaction, it still hurt when he turned away from her, unable to even look her in the eyes.


Kim crossed her arms and sighed, rolling her neck as if getting ready for an exhausting, unpleasant task. "We need to have a talk, David. All three of us. And I knew that you wouldn't agree if I asked you. Thus... cuffs."
David's nostrils flared. He yanked at the handcuffs again, making sure they weren't novelty items he could easily snap. "You're damn right I wouldn't have agreed," he muttered. "I have nothing to... nothing to say to her." His voice cracked on the last word, letting a tiny glimpse of pain out through the mask of anger, and making Eliza's heart break. She was suddenly painfully conscious that she was dressed like a slut. Not that she had much of a choice: thanks to Gene's specific commands, she was unable to dress more modestly. But, even if Kim had some sort of plan to reconcile them, her outfit was a poor start. She crossed her arms self-consciously over her thin tube top, as if that would make it any less revealing.
"But I have something to say to you," insisted Kim firmly. "About what your wife has been going through. So stop pulling at the stupid cuffs, David. You look like a fucking idiot."
David sat in an exhausted huff on the nearest stair, one arm dangling from the cuff, the other over his eyes so that he didn't need to look at Eliza. "I don't care what she's going through," he said tonelessly. "Nothing would explain what I saw. I don't want to think about her at all anymore. I want to leave this town and forget everybody in it ever existed. Except for you Kim... but now I'm not even sure about that."
"Lucky for me, you've gotta listen anyway," said Kim flatly. "Thank god for fuzzy handcuffs. David, your wife was roofied."
David dragged his hand down his face to give her a disbelieving glare. "It didn't look like a fucking roofie to me. It looked like she was screaming for..."
"Shut up. She's been roofied over the course of the past few months. Using something called Mjölkhare oil. When a woman is dosed with a mixture of the oil and a man's cum, she becomes addicted to his semen. She can't live without it, no matter how hard she resists. And trust me, Eliza put up one hell of a fight."
Eliza and David's mouths dropped open. Eliza was shocked because Kim was just laying out the bare, ridiculous-sounding truth. David was shocked for... other reasons.
A grim, humorless chuckle bubbled up from between his lips, and he slumped back against the stairs. "What? Are you...?" his eyes searched Kim's stony face. "Are you fucking serious? Addicted to cum? That's the best excuse you could come up with? You should have just stuck with roofies. Kept it simple."
"It's real," said Kim starkly, staring back at him with blazing green eyes.
David's eyes flicked to Eliza again, burning with anger and suspicion. She felt like she had to add something, so she quietly said, "David, I know it's hard to believe..."
"Stop!" said David in a broken voice. "Just... this is pathetic, ok? It doesn't make any fucking sense. Why would she... I mean, in front of everyone. I heard how much she liked it, Kim."
"It twists your mind, David. Gives him the power to order Eliza around. To make her like it. Even if she wishes she didn't," said Kim. Eliza could hear the bitterness echoing beneath her words. She wasn't just thinking about Eliza.
David was having none of it. "Well... Isn't that fucking convenient?" he scoffed. "This magic oil just explains away everything! Seriously Kim. I was stupid enough not to notice my wife cheating on me for months. That doesn't mean I'm stupid enough to pretend she never did. Why are you even going to bat for her anyway? I know you never liked her."
Kim took a deep breath, glanced at Eliza, then gave her a nod, her lips pressed together into a determined line. Eliza only realized what Kim was about to do a second before she did it. She reached out a hand, trying somehow to stop her, but it was too late.
"Because I was dosed with the same oil, David. I'm also addicted to Gene's cum."
David stared at her, his confused expression slowly morphing into horror. "No. No... Kim. You can't be saying..."
"That's how I know," said Kim, her jaw set defiantly. "Because I've been going through the same thing."
The anger and tension seemed to leave David. He just lay back against the stairs, his eyes closed. Looking utterly defeated. Eliza's heart went out to him, but she knew there was nothing she could do right now that would be helpful. All she could do was watch this trainwreck and hope that Kim had something more than this in her thus-far unsuccessful plan.
"David, what if..." began Kim.
"No. Enough," said David in a voice that was hollow, but forceful enough to cut through Kim's words. "I'm not listening to this anymore, Kim. I'm serious. Unlock these cuffs. I don't want to see either of you ever again."
"Listen to me," said Kim firmly, but David refused to let her speak.
"Kim, it sounds like you're admitting to fucking my worst enemy. Do you deny it?"
"No. That's why you should believe me. Why would I admit it if I wasn't telling the truth?"
"Because you think I'm an idiot. Like he does. I'm fucking done with this, Kim. Done with you. Just another person to forget about in this fucking town. Now unlock these cuffs, or I swear to God that I'll just start yelling so I can't hear you." David kept his eyes closed. His posture was utterly collapsed and defeated, but he sounded dead serious. He hadn't been convinced. Eliza commended Kim for having a decent idea. Using her confession as proof of her sincerity had been bold. But it looked like it had backfired. David hadn't been persuaded. Eliza's heart sank.
"What if I could prove it?" asked Kim sharply.
David's eyes opened, once again fixing her with a dubious glare. "You can't. Because it's fucking stupid."
"Would you let me try?" asked Kim seriously. "Would you be willing to accept it if I gave you solid proof?"
"I'm not going to get tricked by you," said David guardedly, but strangely, Eliza could hear a strange hint of interest in his voice. Just a tiny scrap of hope.
"I'm not going to force anything," said Kim decisively. "You'll decide if the proof is convincing. If not, I'll leave you alone forever."
Eliza had no fucking idea how Kim could possibly prove the existence, the power of the oil. Even if they had Gene here, how could you prove an internal craving? To David, it would just look like Eliza and Kim were sluts. But at this point, she was willing to try anything.
David frowned at his sister for a long minute, thinking hard, then shrugged with a look of discomfort and looked away. "Fine. You can try. And after you try to trick me, both of you can get out of my house."
"Perfect!" said Kim, sounding unreasonably confident. "In that case, let me unlock you. I'm going to need those cuffs for the demonstration." She crossed briskly to the stairs and released her brother, then, with the estranged couple both watching her curiously, she fetched a ladderback chair from the kitchen table and set it down in the middle of the cluttered living room. Then she turned to Eliza and patted the seat. "Sit," she said simply.
Eliza still couldn't fathom where her sister in law was going with this, but at this point, she was committed. David had already been hurt and humiliated, and if this had even a chance to work, she was willing to try. She sat in the chair, and with a little fiddling and some sharp metallic clicks, both of her hands were bound firmly to the chair behind her.
"Perfect," said Kim, rubbing her hands together. "Now I just need to grab a couple of things from upstairs. I'll be right back."
She turned and scurried past David up the stairs, leaving her brother sitting and wearily rubbing his wrist, looking as if he already regretted agreeing to this demonstration.
Husband and wife were alone together again for a few moments. Words tangled on Eliza's tongue. There were so many things that she wanted to say. I'm sorry. I love you. How could you not notice the trouble I was in? I never wanted this to happen.
But nothing had changed between them. Not yet. Nothing she could say would be well-received. David didn't look up at her, and a second later, the moment was gone. Kim came charging down the stairs... with a pair of Eliza's sweatpants and running shoes in her hands.
"Look," she said with an odd grin on her face, waving the clothing beneath her brother's nose. "These are Eliza's clothes, right? Stuff she wears all the time?"
"Yeah, I guess... where are you going with this?"
Kim crossed the room to Eliza and swiftly knelt, carefully removing Eliza's platform heels and setting the running shoes in front of her. "Can you slip those on for me, Sis?" she asked lightly. "Shouldn't be too hard, even without your hands."
Eliza looked down at the shoes, then back up to Kim. "I can't."
"Why not? Explain it to him," said Kim, jerking a thumb back over her shoulder at her brother.
Eliza blushed. This was going to sound bad. She hoped that Kim knew where she was going with this. "Because Gene ordered me to only wear platform heels," she said, hanging her head. As predicted, a look of disgust crossed David's face.
"And same with these sweatpants, right? You can't wear them, because Gene ordered you to only wear slutty clothes," said Kim, waving the ratty old around-the-house sweatpants Eliza had owned since college.
"Right," said Eliza miserably.
"This doesn't prove anything," said David impatiently. "Just more lies. Easily faked."
"Maybe so, but watch this next part and tell me if you think she could fake it."
Kim knelt and took a running shoes in hand, seizing one of Eliza's feet with the other. Eliza finally realized what Kim planned to do, and her belly flipped and twisted inside her. "Kim, wait..." she said desperately, her whole body going stiff as her subconscious mind rebelled against Kim's plan.
"No waiting. Should be easy, right? These are your shoes, Eliza. Just let me put them on." She trapped Eliza's ankle in her armpit so that she couldn't move away, then slipped the shoe over Eliza's toe.
The effect was immediate. A powerful wave of discomfort swept over Eliza. It had been a little while since she had even tried to disobey her master's direct orders, and she was unprepared for the intensity of the sensation. She didn't even know it was possible to feel this uncomfortable. Every nerve cried out with a feeling like an errant grain of sand trapped under an eyelid: an unacceptable state that needed to be corrected immediately. "Fuck!" she gasped, wriggling and shifting as hard as she could to try to get her foot out of the shoe Kim had trapped it in. "Kim, stop!"
"Why?" grunted Kim, holding on for dear life as the frantic Eliza started to kick her with her free foot, her hands straining against the cuffs. "These are your... fucking... shoes, Eliza! Just put them on for a second."
David watched the two women struggle with clear confusion. "What the fuck is wrong with her?" he asked blankly, his brows furrowing.
"I... told you... what was wrong with her... idiot!" Kim was having a harder time holding on now as Eliza squirmed and bucked, trying to shake her off.
"Jesus F-fuck! Take that fucking shoe off of me, Kim!" growled Eliza. She knew that she probably looked fucking ridiculous, but that didn't matter anymore. She knew from experience that it was becoming more and more difficult to disobey her master's orders, but she had never been forced to cross that line before. It was more than she could bear... and unfortunate proof that the oil had corrupted her deeper than she even realized. Not only was knowingly obeying her master's orders impossible, but even being forced into it by someone else was pure torture. No wonder she hadn't been able to disobey Gene and fuck her husband.
With an almighty effort, Eliza planted a foot on Kim's shoulder and managed to pull her foot out of her sister-in-law's armpit, stripping the shoe off along with it. Unfortunately, the movement sent her toppling backward, knocking the chair over and bouncing her head off the carpet hard enough to make her see stars.
Kim stood above her, blowing a stray piece of hair out of her face. "Ok," she said grimly, holding up the pair of sweatpants. "Time for demonstration number two."
"Wait!" David said, standing up from the stairs with a troubled look on his face. "Stop. She's going to hurt herself... or you, maybe."
Eliza turned to her husband, a tender sprout of hope growing in her heart. Kim lowered the pants, a smile spreading across her face. "Does that mean...?"
"Shut up," said David irritably around the thumbnail he was chewing. "Let me think. Magic fucking oil? It's so stupid. But... if anyone would do something sick like that, it would be him. And Eliza always hated him."
"I did!" agreed Eliza from the floor, unable to hold herself back from chiming in. "I would never get together with a man like him on purpose!"
David looked down at her, but his eyes were still angry and distant. He stared into her face for a long while, then let out a bitter sigh and turned to Kim.
"I... I'm not sure what to believe. And I can't forgive her. Not yet. Maybe not ever. But I want to hear more... and if you have a plan for getting back at that fat, wife-stealing prick? That is definitely something I could get behind."
His words were harsh. Conflicted. Tenuous.
But it was better than nothing, and even though she was lying cuffed on her living room floor with a lump already swelling on the back of her head, Eliza felt better than she had in a long time.
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Amelia opened her eyes on the morning after her first encounter with Oscar Van Heel, filled with purpose. As a journalist, she had honed her investigative skills for years. Now she was going to use them to get herself out of this humiliating captivity. Amelia jumped out of bed and got dressed in the only clothes available to her, overly fancy lace underwear and her pick of summer dresses.
After getting dressed, she moved to the window to study the surrounding landscape more carefully. When she had taken a look last night, the shock of being somewhere tropical had been so bad that she hadn't taken the time to note many details. It showed a view of a white sand beach with crystal blue waters gently lapping at the shore. Away from the beach, the sand faded into rockier soil studded with palms and glossy tropical plants. The elevation rose further inland into low hills shrouded by vegetation. The endless blue of the sea continued out toward the horizon, unbroken by other islands or ships that she might conveniently signal.
The landscape said "Caribbean" to her, and she knew that Oscar was a major player in the criminal underground of that part of the world... but then again, it could just as easily have been Southeast Asia or a Pacific island. Amelia didn't know geography well enough to be able to tell the difference. She resolved to investigate more thoroughly once she had a chance to explore the villa.
Exploring the small building didn't take long. She had, in fact, already seen most of it. Immediately outside her bedroom, there was the sitting room/living area where she spoke to Oscar the night before. The three hateful items he had presented to her still lay on the mantle over the decorative fireplace. A cat-ear headband, a tail butt plug, and a collar. With a sneer of disgust, Amelia took them all and tossed them in a nearby trash can before continuing her exploration. The couches in the sitting room were comfortable, the decorative elements were tasteful, and the TV didn't fucking work. The remote that Oscar used the previous night could turn it on, but the only thing that the screen would display was a weather report for the next few days, presented in simple graphics and without any location listed. None of the buttons except for the power button functioned.
All the windows of the villa were closed, presumably to keep in the air conditioning that was running full blast, but the glass doors leading out to a veranda opened easily. She wasn't locked inside the villa, at least. The veranda hosted a few comfortable deck chairs and an even more stunning view of the tropical beach. But it was deathly hot and humid, and after a moment of poking around and finding nothing of interest, Amelia retreated back into the coolness of the villa and closed the door behind her.
There was a spacious kitchen attached to the sitting area, complete with a table and two chairs, which raised Amelia's eyebrows a little. If she was confined alone, she would have expected just one chair. On the counter top that half-separated the kitchen from the sitting room, there was a note addressed to Amelia, written in crisp handwriting.
Good Morning, Miss Amelia
It will be our pleasure to serve you for the duration of your stay on this island. We can assist with any cleaning and cooking that you desire.
Unfortunately, Master Van Heel has indicated that there is to be absolutely zero face-to-face contact between you and the staff of the villa. We apologise for the inconvenience. If you need anything, simply write on the notepad provided, or speak your desires aloud in the sitting room, and they will be heard and noted.
Amelia frowned, rereading that sentence. She glanced around the room suspiciously. If they were confident that they could hear her whenever she spoke out loud, that meant there were almost certainly hidden cameras and microphones throughout the villa. She should assume that she was watched at all times.
She continued reading.
The kitchen and sitting room will be cleaned daily. If you would like us to clean your bedroom and personal bathroom, simply inform us, and the spare bedroom will be made available to you so we can clean, change your sheets, and do laundry overnight.
We will provide three meals for you and leave them in the refrigerator every morning, along with various snacks for you to eat when the mood takes you. Regrettably, to ensure we never meet face to face, freshly prepared meals will be impossible, unless you wish to prepare them yourself. We can leave the necessary ingredients for you if that is the case. If there are any dishes or foods you want specifically, let us know. Master Van Heel has given us wide latitude to meet your needs in that respect.
If you have any questions or special requests, please let us know. We hope that your stay is as comfortable and pleasant as can reasonably be expected.
Amelia set down the note and checked the fridge, finding a variety of sliced fruit along with three pre-portioned meals for breakfast, lunch and dinner. They looked good. At least she wouldn't starve.
There were four other doors she hadn't checked yet. One was small enough to be a closet. Locked. One on the same wall as the bedroom was locked as well, but it could easily be for the "spare bedroom" that was mentioned in the note. One large, mysterious door opposite the veranda had no obvious purpose, but was locked as well. And that left a door that led outside, set apart from the sitting room with a small entryway featuring a coat closet that held only a raincoat.
Just like the veranda door, the front door leading outside was unlocked, and led out to a walkway with flowers planted on either side, baking in the tropical sun. Amelia could see from the doorway that the pathway wound down an incline for a short distance until it stopped at a dock. She made the short walk in the oven-like heat and humidity, but there was nothing to see from the sturdy dock except more beach, more palm trees and jungle scrub, and a few brightly colored fish milling around the support posts curiously.
There weren't any more obvious places to explore. The villa and its surroundings were eerily quiet and empty, without any signs of human habitation.
Amelia made her way back to the villa and ate her breakfast, feeling a bit stumped. When she had finished the oatmeal with nuts and berries, she was determined to explore further out from the villa and see if there were any other possible escape routes. Walking down the beach away from the villa at a steady pace brought her back to the dock in about an hour and a half. As she suspected, she was on an island. And, although she kept her eyes peeled, there was no sign of any other nearby islands or mainland away across the water. Escape by raft might not be possible either.
She found herself totally exhausted by the time she made it back to the villa. A combination of the tropical heat and perhaps the aftereffects of the drugs that had been used to transport her. She ate lunch and had a long, troubled nap. She spent the afternoon searching through every cabinet and drawer she could find and finding nothing useful or interesting. As she worked, she was troubled by... frustration. A perverse heat that had nothing to do with the sweltering climate. But she brushed the feeling aside instantly. She needed to stay focused, and it simply wasn't the time to deal with things like that. She fell into bed just as the sun went down, frustrated and exhausted.
Amelia woke early the next morning to the noise of soft sounds beyond the door of the bedroom. She tried the handle of her bedroom door, but it was locked. Probably to enforce the rules against her interacting with the staff. When she pressed her ear against the wood, she could make out faint sounds of conversation between at least two people, but the sound wasn't distinct enough to make out their language, let alone what they were saying. There had to be some level of soundproofing at work.
About an hour later, the door unlocked with a click, and Amelia was able to remerge into the freshly-cleaned sitting room. The headband, tail, and collar were back in place on the mantle. She once again placed them firmly in the trashcan before moving on. Today, there was a new note sitting where the other had been yesterday.
Good Morning!
I hope you're settling in well to your new living arrangement. I'm told you spent a little time exploring yesterday. I hope you enjoyed the exercise. You have free roam of the island, but please be careful. Some of the terrain in the center of the island is treacherous, and I wouldn't want you to hurt yourself.
I have some free time in my schedule the day after tomorrow, and I'd like to have dinner with you and discuss your current situation. But I don't want to impose. I'm sure this is a confusing time for you, and if you would prefer to be alone, I respect that. Let me know if you would be open to dinner by writing on this notepad.
I hope you have a lovely day in paradise,
- O.
Amelia crumpled the note with a snarl, throwing it to the ground and turning to the empty room in a fit of rage. "I know that you can hear me!" she yelled. "All of this luxury crap isn't fooling anyone! It doesn't matter how nice the cell looks, you're holding me here against my will! I won't ever forget it, so don't pretend I'm some sort of fucking guest!" She pulled in deep, whooping breaths as a wave of panic washed over her once again. To stave off a full-blown breakdown, she had to get a glass of water and sit down to calm herself. Right now, things looked hopeless, but giving up and submitting was exactly what Oscar wanted. If she wanted to defy his sinister sexual plans and escape, she would have to be smart.
And that would have to start with not openly defying him anymore. As cathartic as it had been to have a good outburst, it was probably counter-productive. Oscar was much more likely to let his guard down if he believed she was buying into his bullshit. Which meant that Amelia had to accept his self-invitation to dinner. The last thing that she wanted was to subject herself to another conversation with the dangerous, oddly handsome creep, but there was no other way to gain leverage or information. Oscar had apparently taken great care to construct this gilded cage for her, and unless she was able to use him to gain new information, she could see no easy avenues of escape.
After finishing her glass of water and taking a deep breath, Amelia rose and wrote "I Accept" on a sheet of paper from the notepad, then left via the front door to explore the center of the island. She might agree to meet with him in order to lure him into a false sense of security, but she wasn't about to take her enemy's advice on anything. If Oscar told her to avoid the interior of the island, then exploring it was the first thing she planned to do.
But it turned out that Oscar had given her fairly reasonable advice in this case. The center of the island was rocky and covered in dense, prickly scrub. Within an hour of exploration, Amelia was sweaty, dirty, and exhausted. She kept going for a few hours from pure bloody-minded stubbornness, but there was nothing to find. No trails, no buildings, no signs of other inhabitants.
The one discovery she did make was a small outbuilding under the shade of the trees near the villa that she had missed yesterday. It was locked tight, but the hum from inside and the expensive-looking satellite dish on the roof made Amelia suspect that this was where they kept the generator supplying the Villa's electricity. And presumably the internet, although Amelia had not seen any way to access it.
But the tiny outbuilding wasn't large enough for a bed, considering that there must be a heavy-duty generator inside. And that begged the question... where did her housekeepers live? Finding a way to connect with them against Oscar's wishes felt like her best current bet, but if they didn't live with her in the villa, and there were no other suitable buildings for them on the island, where were they?
Maybe they arrived and left on boats every day. There was no other evidence to go on in that particular mystery, so Amelia was forced to drop it.
She took the afternoon with a long shower and a longer nap, then spent the evening tossing and turning in bed. A growing, needy heat was troubling her, but she once again pushed it down, refusing to think about it. There was simply no way for her to meet that particular craving right now. Especially considering her every move was likely watched. Instead, she concentrated on thinking about what angles she could work during dinner with Oscar to get information and leverage.
Before falling asleep, she got up and added a request for some skincare products and basic makeup to the bottom of her acceptance note. Apparently those weren't things that her captors had considered. While she was at it, she put in a request for the latest novel from her favorite author. Now that she had explored most of the tiny island, the days were getting a little boring with no internet.
Afterward, she returned to bed and fell into a troubled sleep.
...
When Amelia woke up the following morning, she found a red cocktail dress waiting for her on a mannequin in the middle of the sitting room, along with a note on the counter simply stating,
Excellent. Glad to hear it. I'll be seeing you later tonight. Please enter your room at 5 PM so that I can arrive and the staff can prepare our meal. Wear the dress.
- Oscar
Amelia examined the dress that Oscar had provided for her. It was a dark, rich red, and she could tell just by looking at it that it was designed to hug her curves. If she chose to agree to Oscar's demands and wear it, it would almost certainly be the sexiest dress she had ever put on.
After once again throwing away the three cat items that had been placed back on the mantle, Amelia went back and forth on whether to wear the dress or refuse throughout the morning, staring at it balefully as she ate the caesar salad they had provided her for lunch. It felt like another example of Oscar trying to force her into a mold that didn't fit her. Like the fucking cat thing, although admittedly less extreme.
Amelia was a hard-edged journalist who either wore street clothes to blend into the city, or professional business attire so that others would take her seriously. She wasn't the sort of woman who wore sexy, slinky cocktail dresses and batted her eyelashes at powerful men. That by itself made her want to refuse the dress.
But, on the other hand, she saw the value in showing Oscar what he wanted to see. Bristling defiance would only make him more cautious. If he saw her as a simpering, weak sex object, he would likely underestimate her.
So, when five o'clock came around, Amelia took the dress with her into her bedroom, hearing the whirr and clunk of the automatic lock behind her. If she was going to go through with this dinner, she ought to go all the way.
As she suspected, the dress was practically skin-tight, hugging her wide hips and plump butt in a way that left little to the imagination. Even her unimpressive chest was squeezed in tight enough that the shape of her tits was obvious through the thin material.
It wasn't just a racy dress; it was downright slutty, and it made Amelia flush pink to even look at herself in the mirror. Oscar clearly wasn't above indulging in a little eye candy, and the "gift" of this dress made his sexual interest in his captive crystal clear.
As angry as it made Amelia, it also sent a twisting snake of reluctant lust slithering through her lower belly. Although she had been avoiding thinking about it over the past few distressing days, Amelia was dealing with a troubling issue that she couldn't just sweep under the rug forever, and the tight, revealing red dress had just reminded her of her growing problem.
Amelia had always had an overactive libido. She wouldn't call herself a sex addict necessarily, but if she didn't have sex, or at very least a deep, involved masturbation session, at least three times a week, she started getting distractingly horny. It wasn't something that affected her daily life normally. Tanner, along with a parade of anonymous guys from bars that Tanner didn't need to know about, met her needs easily. But now was a different story.
With the terror of her captivity, the impulsive need to explore every inch of the island, and especially the revelation that the house had hidden cameras and microphones, Amelia hadn't so much as touched herself for three or four days. She could ignore her simmering arousal for a while, but the heat and pressure would only build up under the surface, ready to explode like a volcano.
It disgusted her to think about masturbating beneath the sheets when Oscar might be able to review the footage and know exactly what she had been doing, but she might need to resort to that tonight. She took a steadying breath and smoothed the red dress over her hips, pushing down the arousal as best she could. She needed to get a hold of herself and stay clear-headed. Which might be difficult when she was wearing a slutty red dress around a man who made no secret about wanting to fuck her. No matter how difficult it was, she would have to keep a tight lid on the reluctant arousal roiling through her.
Just as she had that thought, another whirr and clunk sounded from the door, announcing that the preparations for their dinner party were complete.
Amelia made one last face in the mirror. Agreeing to wear this dress, which presented her body as a feast for the male gaze, would definitely give Oscar the wrong idea... But then again, she wanted him to be misled. She would have to grin and bear it, and hope that she could repress her inappropriate arousal for one night so that Oscar couldn't sniff it out.
She emerged from the bedroom in a confident strut, refusing to allow Oscar to see her discomfort. The living space had been modestly transformed by dim lighting and candles, giving the room a dreamy, dim atmosphere.
Oscar waited for her at the table in the kitchen, lounging back at the table in an impeccably tailored suit, a warm grin on his face. Amelia felt a flush of unwanted heat as his sharp eyes roamed her body, clinging to her hips, breasts, and butt. He didn't even have the decency to hide his open, appreciative lust as she approached. And why should he? She was completely under his power. The only reason he hadn't fucked her already is that he had the crazy delusion he could make her want it.
As she approached, Oscar rose swiftly from his chair. Amelia flinched back for a moment, imagining his strong hands grabbing her roughly, dispensing with the polite fiction of Oscar's hospitality. But he merely raised an eyebrow at her frightened reaction and pulled the chair out for her with a little bow.
Amelia cursed herself for her jumpiness. It was one thing to make Oscar think she was seriously considering his sexual advances; it was quite another to let him think she was an easily frightened girl. She took her seat with a scowl. Both of them already had a meal set at the table in front of them. She had some kind of pasta dish in a rich, red sauce, and Oscar had a large steak.
"So pleased that you could join me," said Oscar with a broad smile, returning to take his seat. "And might I say, that dress looks just as good on you as I thought it might."
Amelia raised an eyebrow at him, crossing her arms uncomfortably over her chest, unconsciously trying to hide as much of her body as possible. "I mean... I didn't really have a choice," she said stiffly. "It probably wouldn't have been my first pick for what to wear. This might be news to you based on the wardrobe you picked out for me, but I'm not really a dress kind of girl."


Oscar chuckled and shook his head, slicing off a chunk of rare, bloody steak and devouring it before speaking. "You're right, of course. I'm afraid that I'm a man who knows what he likes, and, regardless of whether you're a 'dress girl', I'm a dress man. This dinner was going to happen my way, or not at all. I would apologize for that, but I think we both know it would be insincere."
Amelia had no good reply to that. She gulped down some of the heat boiling inside her as Oscar once again took his time admiring her body through the revealing dress he had selected for her. Like she was some sort of doll for him to play with. Or some sort of pet...
"Try your pasta," said Oscar with a smile. "I'm curious to hear if you like it."
Amelia did her best to focus. She was supposed to be charming Oscar right now, but the instant she saw him, her defenses had raised once again instinctively. She flashed him what she hoped was a convincing smile, scooted her chair a little closer to the table, then picked up her fork.
As soon as she took a bite of the pasta, however, her expression froze, and her eyes darted to Oscar's face, growing wide. He clapped his hands in delight. "Excellent! They told me that they could recreate it perfectly! I'm assuming based on your reaction that they succeeded."
Amelia swallowed heavily. The pasta she had just eaten was a dead ringer for her favorite dish at the mom-and-pop Italian place a couple of blocks down from her house. It was one of her favorites. More importantly, it was the place she took guys when they insisted on a date before fucking her.
Oscar had not only discovered what her favorite date spot was, his chef had recreated her favorite dish to a T. He had copied the meal she most often ate while across a table from a man who she was planning on fucking. The implication couldn't have been clearer.
"How?" she managed to say, snatching up the wine glass in front of her and taking a sip in an attempt to moisten her dry mouth.
Oscar shrugged with an infuriating grin, chewing another bloody hunk of meat. He took a sip of wine, swallowed, and answered, "Money makes all things possible, Cookie. I hired people to find out everything about you. You should know better than anyone that a dedicated and nosey investigator can turn up the answer to almost any question. You were pretty good at it yourself."
Amelia gritted her teeth. There he went again, using that fucking cat name. She felt like blowing up at him and releasing some of the frustration and heat that were building up inside of her, but instead, she managed to keep her voice pleasant as she said, "I think what I do is a little bit different from what your mercenary investigators are up to. I actually find information ethically, so I can tear down blights on society. Not really the same thing as stalking women in order to manipulate them more easily." Again, Amelia cursed herself. These acidic little digs at Oscar's character wouldn't help her cozy up to him. But she couldn't help it. It wasn't in her nature to just sit back and meekly take humiliating insults.
But Oscar didn't look offended. He nodded in agreement, gesturing with his fork. "Mm. I actually agree with you. You were doing excellent work in your career, short as it was."
Amelia felt a chill run up her spine as she heard her captor confidently use the past tense. Whatever was going to happen here on this island, Oscar was positive her journalistic career was over. We'll see about that. When I find my way out of this mess, I'll write the mother of all exposes documenting my experience.
Oscar took a sip of the excellent wine that he had brought and poured himself another glass. "So, although for selfish reasons I can't allow you to continue your story about me, I do applaud your skill. I can appreciate hard work and genius when I see it. I like to think I bring that kind of drive and focus to my own enterprises."
Amelia snorted, then tried to relax her stiff shoulders a little. She finally unclasped the folded arms over her chest and felt another flush of annoyed heat as Oscar shamelessly took the opportunity to stare at her chest. She didn't know what he thought he was looking at anyway... it wasn't like she had massive knockers to ogle down there. But, in any case, she took the opportunity while he was distracted to dig for a little information.
"You can't be working all that hard if you're able to jet off to the Caribbean on a moment's notice to have dinner with your forced houseguest," she said with a raised eyebrow, taking another small bite of the eerily perfect copycat pasta.
She was fishing for any sort of information she could get about her geographic location. It wouldn't even be that useful to know where she was, but some info was better than nothing. Oscar didn't take the bait. He just chuckled, his dark eyes alive with mischief, saying, "Even a hard-working man has to have his hobbies. But speaking of this island, you've had a few days to settle in so far. How are you finding the accommodations?"
"Lovely," said Amelia with a false smile. "Clean, beautiful, and comfortable. Incredible food as well. I'd love to give my compliments to the staff personally."
Oscar made an apologetic sound, smirking and shrugging lightly. "Impossible, unfortunately. But I'll pass along your compliments." It was easy to tell that, as polite as Oscar may be, getting concessions and information from him wouldn't be easy. Amelia resolved to try again.
"There is one thing I requested that they haven't provided yet. The latest romance from my favorite author. Maybe you could get it for me?"
"Romance," said Oscar with interest, tilting his head. "Not a genre that I'm very familiar with. Then again, as I said before, I'm a busy man, and my hobbies lie elsewhere. Why are they your favorite author?"
Amelia found herself drawn into the conversation, despite having her guard up. Even though he was a terrifying monster of a man, Oscar was also charming. Amelia comforted herself with the idea that she was just lulling him into a false sense of security, but after a few minutes, she was just chatting freely about books and art, without effectively digging for information.
"Rembrandt has to be my favorite," she said, polishing off her second glass of wine. "All those dark, dramatic shadows."
"Ha, somehow I sensed that you were a fan of the dark and dramatic," said Oscar with a wink, eating his last slice of steak with gusto.
Amelia snorted and rolled her eyes. She knew that Oscar was deliberately pushing the atmosphere with the pasta, but this really did feel like a first date; they were getting to know each other with light, fun topics without digging too deep. And Oscar was a master of conversation. He had a sharp sense of humor and a good instinct for when to layer on a little flirtation.
Luckily for her, Oscar could never quite conceal the monster lurking behind his pleasant facade. "I owned a Rembrandt at one point. Fenced it from a museum heist. I do have a tendency to steal beautiful things. An insatiable desire to possess what I admire, I suppose." Amelia's belly roiled with discomfort and a faint hint of arousal as his dark, burning eyes roamed her body again, making his meaning crystal clear. She could never forget this man's evil intentions toward her.
But she also couldn't let him think his efforts were worthless.
"Stop it," she said with a shy smile, secretly meaning her words much more sincerely than she let on. "Anyway. I appreciated this meal. More than I thought I would actually." Unfortunately, she meant those words as well.
"I enjoyed myself as well," said Oscar, his eyes swooping over her body once again as he wiped his mouth and stood up decisively. "I wouldn't mind doing this on a regular basis. Under two conditions."
Amelia felt a knot of anxiety form in her stomach, along with the swirling, building heat that Oscar's eyes had been forcing into her. She knew there had to be some sort of catch. If he started talking about acting like a fucking cat, she was going to scream.
"First, it will have to follow my schedule, not yours. You can request a dinner date whenever you want, obviously, but as you said, I'm a busy man." His face split into a broad smile. "I can't just fly to the Caribbean every other evening."
Amelia felt a burst of triumph that she was careful to keep from her expression. Her first genuine hint! So she was in the Caribbean somewhere... it wasn't information she could currently use in any meaningful way, but any little scrap felt better than nothing. She was so distracted that she was almost caught by surprise by Oscar's next condition.
"Second, I will decide the dress code for our dinner dates. If you want my company, I will decide exactly what you wear."
That brought Amelia up short. She wanted to continue the dinners if at all possible, but it was clear that it would mean serving herself up as Oscar's eye candy. Even now, she felt like she was holding on by her fingernails above a molten sea of frustrated arousal. Not because of Oscar specifically, of course, but it had been far too long since she had found sexual relief, and having an objectively attractive older man constantly staring at her body with open desire didn't help matters. It would be a difficult price to pay, but if wearing a parade of slutty dresses was what she needed to do to keep wringing info from her captor, she would grin and bear it.
... Except for one thing. She glanced over to the three items on the mantle. The headband, butt plug, and collar. They had taken on a kind of dark gravity in her mind, representing ultimate surrender to her captor's disturbing sexual whims. No matter how many times she threw them away, they were always back in position by the time she woke up the next morning.
Oscar caught the direction of her gaze and chuckled, anticipating her objection. "Oh no, pet, don't worry about those. I only want you to wear those three when you truly want to. I wouldn't pressure you. But, if it makes you feel better, you have my word. Those three items will never be part of the required dinner dress code." He added a spicy wink. "But if you ever feel the urge, you could always add them."
Amelia ignored the last remark but nodded hesitantly. She could handle some revealing clothes as long as the humiliating collar and other cat accessories were off the table.
"Splendid," said Oscar, clapping his hands together with finality. "Well then, I hope to see you again soon. Since you were such a good sport over my sudden visit and my wardrobe requests, I have a little gift for you. I'll leave it behind as I exit. Good night, Cookie."
Amelia had to work to keep her smile from twisting at the pet name he had decided on. She said, "Good night, Oscar," and made her way to the provided bedroom. The doors locked behind her, and she put her back up against the door, sliding down to the floor with a wave of relief flooding through her. Not only had she gotten through another dinner with the most dangerous man in the world, but she had genuine hopes of being able to get more information and concessions from him.
If she could manage to keep up the rapport they had established tonight, she could probably convince him to loosen some of her restrictions. Maybe find a way to escape. And maybe that would be moot anyway, if the help sign she had created attracted a plane. It was a slim lead, but Amelia still felt filled with energy and purpose now that she had a direction.
While she waited for the door to be unlocked, Amelia took a shower. She felt a little dirty after Oscar had spent the entire evening ogling her. But the hot, steamy water didn't make the filthy heat inside her go away. It only made it worse. Memories of Oscar's dark, heated eyes flashed in her vision. She considered touching herself and burning away all the tension, but she didn't put it past a creep like Oscar to have a hidden camera in the shower, and, as much as she wanted to butter him up, she didn't want to give him the satisfaction of seeing her touch herself immediately after a dinner with him.
By the time she got out of the shower, feeling more hot and flustered than she had before, the door was unlocked. Amelia changed hurriedly and left the room, curious about the "gift" that Oscar had apparently left for her.
A bottle of wine sat on the dining room table, which had already been cleared, the dishes drying in the rack by the sink.
It was the same wine they had at dinner, and it was accompanied by a short note reading,
Something to drink and remember me.
-O
Amelia painted a false smile on her face, as if she was touched. She was certain that somewhere Oscar was watching her reaction. So he thought she could be bribed with stupid gifts like this... Well, she would drink it. Not tonight, but soon. Maybe it would relieve the long, hot days, which had started to get a touch boring now that she had realized there wasn't much to explore.
She left the bottle where it was and returned to her room for bed, her pulse sizzling in her veins and her heart filled with butterflies as she prepared to do something she had been putting off.
First, Amelia slipped beneath the cool crisp sheets, then, working swiftly, spurred on by the lust that had been growing inside her all evening, she slipped off the pajama bottoms and greedily touched the slick heat between her thighs.
She had to bite her lip hard to keep from crying out in pleasure at the feeling, her toes curling and her thighs clamping hard around her hand. It felt a lot better than she had anticipated... she was even hornier than she thought.
She wanted to move quickly. Masturbating beneath the sheets gave her at least a little privacy, but, based on the way Oscar eye-fucked her whenever they met, she was certain he would be watching. She wanted to give him as unsatisfying a show as possible.
But that was easier said than done when she was so filled with sexual frustration. It had really crept up on her in an unexpected way... She knew she had a high libido, but this was ridiculous. With even the lightest touch, her pussy was practically dripping all over her fingers. Her hips instinctively rolled upward into the touch of her fingers as she continued to gently circle her clit, coaxing more and more powerful sensations from her over-heated body. She began to lose herself in the pleasure, and a liquid moan burst from between her lips despite her best effort to hold back. She spread her thighs wider and snaked a hand up beneath her pajama top to provide additional stimulation. Her tits might be small, but Amelia had incredibly sensitive nipples. Pinching and gently pulling them was a common routine in her self-pleasure sessions.
Before long, she was panting roughly with lust, her wet pussy hot and throbbing beneath her fingers. She could feel the orgasm she was chasing just out of reach. Despite her lust and sensitivity, it was proving oddly elusive. It felt like she should be able to cum instantly from the intense pleasure roaring through her body, but she couldn't quite reach the satisfaction she craved.
It was then that Oscar came unbidden to her mind. Tall, suave, and handsome... but some dangerous and repulsive at the same time. He was darkly fascinating. His dark eyes flashed through her mind, and she felt her pleasure peaking. She resisted. She didn't want to think of the monster who had captured her while she orgasmed. She tried to think of something, anything else...
And that was when she imagined those three hateful objects. The cat ears, the tail, and the fucking collar. Instantly, just as she thought of them, the orgasm she had been seeking washed over Amelia. She gasped as her back arched and pleasure exploded like fireworks in her brain. For some reason, the humiliation of what Oscar had planned for her triggered it. In the moment, Amelia didn't even question it. The climax felt too intense to quibble about what it had taken to reach it.
She was so drained and exhausted from the consuming climax that it was all she could do to tug her pajama bottoms and lacy panties back into place before fatigue rolled over her, making her eyelids feel like they weighed a ton. The orgasm had been powerful and exhausting... but still hadn't completely quenched the arousal deep in Amelia's core. But there was nothing to be done about that now.
Amelia fell asleep, confident for the first time since she had gotten to the villa that she was headed in the right direction.
...
The next few days, Amelia woke up burning with energy, but there really wasn't much to do. Her pleas for books, movies, and even music had, for some reason, been studiously ignored, and there were only so many walks on the beach one could take.
Today was different. She had thought up a plan that could work as an effective backup if her plan to butter up Oscar went nowhere. But she got more good news as well. Although there hadn't been many notes on a daily basis ever since her first few days on the island, one was waiting for her on the counter today as she exited her room. She pounced on it immediately, scanning the short note for what she hoped would be another proposal for dinner. She wasn't disappointed.
Greetings, Cookie!
I've had an evening open up in my schedule tomorrow night, and I thought I would ask if you wanted to host me for another dinner. If the answer is yes, write a note to that effect, and I will have your wardrobe delivered tomorrow morning.
-O
This time, Amelia didn't need to fake her smile. She had been spoiling for another chance to work on Oscar since he had last visited. It was obvious he had a weakness for beautiful young women, and he had already demonstrated a tendency to let things slip around her. She couldn't write the note accepting his offer fast enough. She looked forward to a chance to try the new strategies she had been thinking up since the last dinner.
But before that, she was eager to attempt her backup plan.
Amelia spent a few minutes scouting for a large, flat section of white sand on the beach she could use. When she found a likely spot, she spent an entire sweaty afternoon dragging palm fronds and branches from the interior of the island onto the beach to spell out "HELP" on the beach. She hadn't seen any planes overhead so far, but it seemed like a good first step in attracting attention. If she really was in the Caribbean like Oscar said, the sky above must be crisscrossed by flights. One of them would have to see the message and get the word out.
As she worked, Amelia went over possible conversations and tactics she could use on Oscar to wring more concessions from him. Maybe she could ask him about his family, and use that to beg him to let her send a "goodbye" message to her father. All she would have to do then was include some subtle clues in her message. Or maybe if she buttered Oscar up enough, she could convince him she wanted to go on a trip together with him... offering her untold chances to escape.
Amelia sat back as the sun went down, admiring her work while panting and sweating from the effort. She was glad she had requested suntan lotion with her skincare products, or she was sure she would be as red as a lobster from laboring in the hot island sun all day.
It had been a good day's work. A massive HELP sign now stood on the shore, and tomorrow she would have her chance to work on Oscar some more. Things were looking up. Once again, Amelia touched herself under the sheets before bed, but this time she wasn't able to climax. Maybe she was just too worn out from the physical exertion... although she still felt lurking arousal beneath the surface, she gave up trying to coax herself into orgasm after a few minutes.
Maybe tomorrow she would have better luck after another successful dinner with Oscar.


...
The next day, Amelia woke up a little sore. But that was fine. It was just evidence of a good day's work. She stretched and groaned at the stiff ache in her muscles, but overall, she felt good. Strong and confident. Today would be another day of progress.
She took her time with her shower, letting the heat soak deep into her muscles while gently massaging herself. Then, after her skincare and dressing in one of the many sundresses on rotation, she made her way into the sitting room to find out what sort of slutty dress Oscar had in store for her today.
She wouldn't say she gasped when she exited the room and saw the mannequin, but she certainly made a sharp little intake of breath as the morning sun glittered off her wardrobe for the evening. Or the accessories, maybe it would be more accurate to say. The mannequin had no dress today. Instead, it had a set of dangling earrings, a big, gaudy necklace, and a set of bracelets. All of them were the finest gold, dripping with glittering diamonds. Amelia had never been a woman who cared about expensive jewelry, but she was spellbound as she approached and gently touched an earring, watching it sway, refracting light over the living room. She had to be looking at thousands... no, potentially hundreds of thousands of dollars worth of gold and gems. Amelia had grown up rich, so shows of wealth usually didn't impress her much, but this was overblown and gaudy even for her.
Amelia shook her head and took a step back, snorting with disbelief. Was Oscar somehow under the impression that he could make her submit with a massive show of wealth? If so, he was sorely mistaken. She examined the matching jewelry critically. She supposed that he wanted her to wear it with the same dress she had worn the first time? She glanced over at the counter and saw there was a note. There was no reason to guess her captor's intentions. She wandered over and picked up the note, her eyes still focused on the shining jewelry as she crossed the room.
The note was short.
Good Morning Cookie,
On the mannequin in the sitting room, you will find your wardrobe for this evening. In its entirety. I hope I make myself clear without being needlessly crude.
Look forward to seeing you tonight.
-O
Amelia stared at the note uncomprehendingly. She looked up slowly at the mannequin, wearing only jewelry, then back down at the note, a look of dawning horror on her face.
This time, she did gasp. Not so much in surprise as in horror.
That absolute fucking pig! She had been drawn in by his false air of suave civility, but in the end, this had always been about sexual humiliation and conquest for him. This unbelievable demand was just his mask slipping off.
Oscar wanted her to wear the jewelry on the mannequin. Nothing but the jewelry on the mannequin. He wanted her to eat with him stark fucking naked. Well, that immediately closed off the dinners as an option for escape. She would simply refuse to come out of her room if he was going to be that way. In a fit of rage, Amelia snatched up the insulting note and crumbled it into a ball, then, because she wasn't sure precisely where the camera was exactly, she just flipped off the air and spun in a circle with a snarl on her face.
She wasn't the sexual object that Oscar so clearly craved. And she wouldn't become one either. She would rather rot on the island forever.
But maybe that wouldn't be necessary... Stewing with a dark blend of anger and disappointment, Amelia burst out the veranda door, heading toward the help sign she had left on the beach. It has rocketed up from plan B to her only slim hope, and she wanted to be sure that the wind or tide hadn't messed it up.
But, after walking for a while, Amelia felt a pang of disquiet. Shouldn't she have reached the sign by now? She stared around at the sand, but nothing but blank, powdery white stretched out in a strip around her, curving over to the left around the tiny island.
This was definitely where she had spent hours constructing her sign, but there was absolutely no trace of the branches and vines she had painstakingly dragged from the scrubby center of the island. Amelia staggered and fell to her knees. The HELP sign had been a silly one-in-a-million backup anyway. She had even known, in the back of her mind, that there was no way that it would stay there forever, considering the iron-hard control that Oscar had over every aspect of the island.
But it was still a withering disappointment that it hadn't even lasted one evening. It had taken her hours of physical labor, and it had been wiped away without even a comment from Oscar or his anonymous staff. This disappointment, hot on the heels of her realization that the dinners wouldn't work either, caused despair to wash over Amelia like the tide. She had been running around like a rat in a maze while Oscar chuckled at her struggles.
There was just one thing left she could do.
...
Amelia drained the last drops of the fine wine down her waiting throat, then flung the bottle away from her as hard as she could. It landed on the wet sand with a dull thump embarrassingly close by, but Amelia was beyond caring. She hadn't eaten her breakfast, and she was probably a little dehydrated, so Oscar's gifted bottle of wine was hitting her like a truck. Amelia laid back and let the baking hot mid-day sun hit her in the face, shining blood-red through her closed eyelids.
Nothing mattered anymore. She had already lost. All of her plans had already come to nothing. There was only one way off this island, and that was with a collar around her throat and a tail butt plug planted firmly between her cheeks.
Amelia felt a sudden, surprising sensation of wetness as the balmy water of the Caribbean Sea lapped against her hand. She was too far gone to start in surprise, but she lazily turned her head to see another wave foaming up to just barely reach her and splash over her hand. The tide was coming in.
Maybe she should just stay here and pass out. Let it wash over her and never wake up.
Being drunk was the only reason she allowed that thought at all. She had been carefully avoiding it since she got here, after all. There was a reason that all of the utensils they gave her were flimsy bamboo. There was a reason that there were no hanging light fixtures in the villa.
They thought she might try to take the easy way out. But they couldn't stop her from just walking into the sea. Not when she had been left completely unsupervised.
Amelia allowed herself to really contemplate the idea for the first time, turning it over in her fuzzy, pleasantly warm mind.
It didn't take her long to reach her conclusion. She just wasn't the kind of person who could do that sort of thing. Maybe it was just ego... the thought that she was too important to die here. Or maybe it was just a subconscious refusal to believe that a prison paradise like this could be worth such an extreme reaction.
But, for whatever reason, Amelia wouldn't even contemplate that solution to her problem. As long as she was alive, there was always hope that she could find a way out of this mess, no matter how far ahead of her Oscar thought he was.
So, instead of staying and letting the tide take her, Amelia got up, stumbled back to the villa, chugged three massive glasses of water, and collapsed onto her bed, still wet and covered in sand.
She was snoring almost as soon as her head hit the pillow.
...
Amelia woke up feeling bad, but not quite as bad as she had feared. She took a long, hot shower, then headed to the kitchen. Mercifully, the rules of the villa had allowed her free use of the coffee machine.
Once she was sipping on a steaming cup, she felt almost human again. She sat at the dining room table and glanced at the clock. It read four thirty PM. Since she had accepted Oscar's offer before she knew exactly what insidious strings had been attached, Oscar would be arriving after she entered her room about a half-an hour from now. Or maybe he had known better than to even show up, considering her reaction to his note.
Amelia reluctantly stood from her chair and approached the mannequin again. Her mouth twisted bitterly. This was the problem with refusing to take the easy way out. It meant she had to somehow get plan A back on track, since the HELP sign seemed completely non-viable.
Oscar wanted to see her completely naked, apart from this gaudy jewelry... the image sent a shiver up her spine and sent a flicker of heat through her belly. She squashed that feeling immediately. She knew the arousal was just her overactive libido again. Last night, she hadn't managed to reach orgasm, and it was catching up to her again.
But still, there was something perversely intriguing about the idea... She was already helpless in Oscar's villainous hands. Showing up naked to dinner with him would just be a humiliating representation of that fact. Utterly stripped and powerless, ornamented with his own wealth to please him. Weak, wet, eye candy for her powerful master...
She squashed the heat in her belly once again. This was exactly why she had to refuse his demand. The feelings around Oscar and his obscene wardrobe suggestion reminded her too strongly of her short experiment into BDSM with her old boyfriend. That feeling of helpless submission to masculine dominance and power really was hot to her... so she had to remain vigilant and make sure she wasn't somehow tempted by the strange atmosphere on the island and Oscar's manipulative charm.
But, despite how obviously dangerous and sexually predatory her captor was, Amelia couldn't just give up. She would just have to wear the jewelry with the dress he had provided last time, and argue with him when he tried to enforce his bullshit demand. It was her only path forward.
Amelia carefully detached the jewelry from the mannequin with ten minutes or so to spare and retreated to her bedroom, her belly roiling with anxiety and subconscious heat as she prepared to match wits with Oscar Van Heel once again.
...
Amelia's heart thumped fast and hard in her chest as she emerged from her bedroom door. The necklace and earrings felt heavy, weighing her down. The bracelets jingled softly as she moved. She had donned the same red dress that Oscar had insisted on a few days before. Once it had felt insultingly revealing, but now it felt like a shield against Oscar's true intentions.
Oscar looked up with a smile as she emerged, but his expression faded into perfect neutrality as he noticed what she was wearing. He was silent as she approached, his dark eyes tracking her movement as she crossed the sitting room into the kitchen, where he sat at the table.
Fear curled through Amelia's belly as she felt an icy disapproval radiating off of her tormentor. It wasn't anything in his face, and he hadn't said a word yet, but the set of his shoulders and the tension in his body said it all. Oscar Van Heel was unhappy with her. And she knew from her research that he was a man who made things very unpleasant for those he was unhappy with.
There was nothing that Amelia could do but approach her chair with her head held high, doing her best to project confidence and make it clear that she wouldn't bow to his demands so easily.
She had just reached her chair and began easing it out from beneath the table when Oscar sighed and held up a finger.
That was all it took to make Amelia freeze, staring at him uneasily.
He waited for a moment, staring into her eyes with an intense gaze, then finally said, "Our last dinner gave me the impression that you are an intelligent woman, Amelia."
She flushed a little at the condescending disappointment in his voice. He really was treating her like a little kid... or, again, like a pet. "I am," she said flatly, nonplussed.
"And yet you couldn't even remember the two simple rules that I laid out from the beginning," said Oscar, leaning back and crossing his arms over his chest. "I expected more from you, really."
"It's not that I didn't understand," said Amelia, frowning. "It's more that I had too much self-respect to parade around in front of you naked just because it gets you hard."
Oscar raised an eyebrow. "Well... Maybe I've been a little too nice. It seems as though you don't really understand the nature of our relationship... Perhaps I should explain it to you." For the first time since meeting him face to face, Amelia felt just the faintest hint of anger from him. It immediately made her mouth go dry as a desert and made her legs feel weak. She had a sudden urge to do whatever she could to make him not angry at her anymore.
"Here is the foundation of our relationship, Cookie. I tell you to do something, and you do it. Simple," said Oscar in a flat, hard voice, his eyes iron-hard as he stared into Amelia's soul.
Amelia stuck out her chin defiantly. Oscar had admired her feistiness in their past encounters. If she gave in to this humiliating request, there was no way he would ever respect her again. "Oscar, I don't know what sort of women you're used to, but I'm not some bimbo you can push around," she began, keeping most of the fearful wobble inside her out of her voice, "I'm not going to..."
She was cut off by the scrape of Oscar's chair legs on the kitchen tile as he stood abruptly.
"Then we have nothing left to discuss," he said with an insincere smile. "I expected that we might eventually reach this sort of disagreement, Cookie, but I hoped it wouldn't be this early. I'll come back later after you've had some time to ponder the value of self-respect. Maybe... three months? How does that sound?"
Amelia blanched. "Th-three months?" she asked faintly. Her mind whirled. Three months on this island, with no other human contact besides occasional cheerful customer service notes from housekeeping. Just the sound of the waves and her thoughts. And absolutely no leverage or avenue for escape.
It was unthinkable.
"I'm in no hurry," said Oscar dryly. "If this is a process that takes years, that's perfectly acceptable to me. If I show up again and you still have too much self-respect to follow my simple rules, then maybe the next wait will be six months. Do I make myself clear?"
A yawning pit had opened up inside Amelia. She had to avoid that long a wait at all costs. "We can talk about this," she said hopefully. "Negotiate."
"We can't," said Oscar flatly. He raised his arm and pointed toward Amelia's room. "Now I'm going to have to say goodnight, Cookie. I'll see you when you decide to be more reasonable."
Amelia licked her lips, screwing up the courage to defy him. What if she simply refused to return to her room until Oscar heard her out?
Oscar must have caught the conflict in her eyes, because he shook his head with a dark, humorless chuckle that sent goosebumps all over Amelia's skin. "Do you really think I'm above carrying you into your room and tying you down?" He asked softly. "You aren't listening to me, Cookie. There are no words that you could say to convince me to go through with our dinner tonight."
Something about the emphasis he put on his sentence made Amelia pause nervously, the sound of her heart loud in her ears.
There were no words that could convince him to stay... but there was one action that might do the trick.
A flush of dark heat pulsed through Amelia at the very thought. She couldn't believe she was even considering it. But Oscar's eyes egged her on. Even though his finger still pointed commandingly toward the door of her bedroom, his eyes burned and drew her in, commanding something else entirely.
Amelia let herself get lost in those eyes for a moment. She couldn't let him abandon her for three months. It was all the excuse she needed to give in to the submissive instincts she had buried for so long.
She slipped one of the crimson dress straps off her shoulder, her belly rioting with hot butterflies.
Oscar's arm lowered, and a wide grin spread across his face. He nodded, his dark gaze still locked with Amelia's. "That's it, Cookie," he said in a low, coaxing rumble, "show me what a good girl you can be."
A little shudder passed through Amelia as his voice made the reluctant heat between her thighs leap higher. She had hidden this part of herself away long ago, when she decided that it was too embarrassing to get so aroused by BDSM. But now she felt like she was back in that dim, noisy club, exposing herself once again.
But this time, not for some dumbass rich boy who wanted to prop up his masculinity, but for a dangerous monster who would exploit her submission to the fullest.
That only made things hotter. This would be a step she could never take back. An act of unmistakably sexual submission. But it was inevitable. She needed to rip this band-aid off and stop hesitating. Amelia abandoned all thought and locked eyes with her captor. She forgot all the reasons and excuses for why she was getting naked for a man she hated and simply did it because it felt good to obey him.
She peeled the tight dress down over her breasts, which, with the tight design of the dress, obviously weren't covered by a bra. Her face burned with shame as she revealed how stiff her nipples were... not that the dress had necessarily hidden much, but there was a massive mental difference between her nipples pressing against cloth and being bare and bullet-hard under Oscar's burning gaze.
As usual, Oscar didn't hold back. He stared avidly at Amelia's modest breasts with an avid hunger that only made her nipples crinkle further with shameful desire. The feeling of submissive arousal was so frighteningly powerful that Amelia felt a desperate need to get this over with as soon as possible. If she lingered, this forced striptease would turn her into a dripping, scrambled mess. She stripped the tight red fabric down over her flat, toned tummy, then had to take a long moment to stretch the material over her ample hips and butt.
Finally, the red material pooled at her feet. One last flick of her hands to drop her lacy white panties to the floor with her dress, and Amelia stood in front of Oscar fully naked except for the gaudy jewelry he had presented to her. She burned with embarrassment and arousal. Every inch of her skin felt hot and sensitive, and she compulsively locked her thighs tight, worried that he might see the tell-tale gleam between her thighs... as if her stiff nipples weren't enough to let him know that getting pushed around turned her on.
Oscar took his time before speaking. His eyes roamed every inch of Amelia's tight, bottom-heavy body. He savored the sight of her like a fine work of art, and every instant that she was subjected to his gaze heated Amelia up further.
"Beautiful," he finally murmured, and Amelia, for reasons that she couldn't explain, felt a sudden and irrepressible wave of pleasure at the compliment.
He nodded down between her thighs with a keen look of interest. "So you normally keep things smooth... interesting. I would have taken you for more of an au-natural type of girl."
Amelia gulped and looked away, overcome by her blend of embarrassment and submissive desire. She did normally keep her pussy shaved. It had started because of a boyfriend's request in college, but she kept it up afterward as a personal preference. Despite being a little prickly sometimes, keeping herself shaved just felt cleaner to her, and looked better as well, at least in her opinion. She wasn't particularly impressive-looking at the moment, however. About a week without maintenance had left her a little stubbly. Finally, she managed to get out, "Whatever... You already knew that, obviously. You've had plenty of chances to see me naked. I know you have cameras set up all over this place. Not to mention the fact I was wearing pajamas when I woke up after getting kidnapped in street clothes."


Oscar simply shook his head, still staring shamelessly at his captive's revealed body. "Well..." he said softly, "You're right that I could have... but where's the fun in that? I wanted the first time I saw you naked to be when you chose to show me. And I'm glad I did. So much more erotic to know that the first time I saw you without clothes was when you took those clothes off for me personally."
Shit... The fact that this was the first time Oscar was seeing her naked made the whole thing way more erotic for some reason. Amelia's head was spinning, and the needy, hollow heat between her thighs was growing more and more intense. She felt like Oscar's eyes were searing her, and she squirmed a little in place, her thick thighs rubbing against each other.
"C-can we eat now?" she squeaked. Humiliatingly, she sounded just as horny and intimidated as she felt. She was laid bare in front of the man she had hoped would be forced to respect her, and it was obvious that the situation aroused her, just like he had smugly assumed it would.
"Sure," said Oscar with a wolfish grin. "But before I forget..." He turned to the sitting room and said in a loud, clear voice. "Get a high-quality razor and some shaving butter for our guest, please. She prefers to stay groomed."
He obviously didn't expect an answer when addressing a hidden microphone, so he instantly turned and walked to Amelia's chair, pulling it out for her to sit.
She took the invitation, keeping her thighs locked together tight, her chest heaving with passion, trying desperately to think clearly. Her entire goal with this dinner in the first place was to lure Oscar into a sense of security... and, even though she hadn't planned on this humiliating submission, maybe it would work in her favor.
So she tried to concentrate and picked up her fork, looking down to see that today the chefs had prepared her some Bibimbap... suspiciously similar to the way her mother used to make it.
Amelia took a bite, trying the best she could to distract herself from the fact that she was eating dinner with a crime lord while fucking naked... without much success. The food was like ashes in her mouth, tasteless and dry, though to be fair, that was probably due solely to her nerves rather than any failing on the part of the chefs.
For a little while, they ate in silence. It should have been a relief, but instead the tension and unwelcome arousal built up higher and higher inside as Amelia sat there trying to eat as if nothing was wrong. Her body insisted that, now that she was naked in front of a powerful man, she was about to have sex. And no matter how much she insisted to herself that that definitely wasn't going to happen, her pussy grew wetter and wetter, aching to be filled.
"So I understand you've taken up a little landscaping," said Oscar with a grin, carving off a slice of the beef wellington in front of him.
"Hmm?" grunted Amelia around her mouth of food, looking up with her eyes growing wide. God fucking damn it. Even the sound of Oscar's low, confident voice made her pussy pulse with need. Being naked in front of a handsome man was sending her underserved libido completely off the rails, even if it was a man she despised. Maybe she should have waited the three months after all...
"I mean the little sign that you decorated my beach with," said Oscar with a chuckle and a shake of his head. He picked up the tall glass of dark, foamy beer that had been poured for him and took a deep sip. "I have to say that the staff wasn't particularly pleased with you about that. Groundskeeping is outside their normal duties."
Amelia bit her lip to give her strength and managed to almost control her voice as she said, "Can you really blame me for trying? What else did you expect?"
Oscar slowly chewed his bite of food, clearly savoring it as his eyes continued to crawl over every inch of Amelia's body. This was harder than she expected. Just being naked in front of a clothed man like this gave her an automatic sense of inferiority and vulnerability. Her whole body was covered in goosebumps and trembling with nerves. Her goal was to carefully and cleverly pry answers from this man, but that felt almost impossible when she was distracted by the needy ache between her legs.
"Oh, I expected nothing less," said Oscar finally, a smug smile spreading across his face. "I knew that you would claw and hiss and bite when I got you here. It's only natural. After all, right now you're wild." He leaned across the table, and Amelia felt a thrill zip up her spine and tingle between her legs at the intensity of his gaze.
"Feral..." he added with relish. He reached across the table. Slowly. Inch by inch, his hand coming closer. Amelia could barely breathe. Was this when it would finally happen? Was he just going to grab her right here and now? The idea terrified her, but a traitorous part of her yearned for his rough, brutal touch. She watched his hand cross toward her, and she was paralyzed. Unable to move. Unable to speak. Totally at his mercy for whatever he wanted to do.
But Oscar didn't reach all the way to her breasts, which were heaving with near panic. Instead, he just delicately traced a finger over the back of her hand, leaving a tingling trail of sensation. "But that's what this is all about, Cookie," he said, his fingers brushing lightly against her skin, "Taming you. Domesticating you into the perfect, sweet little kitty. When I watched that video, I knew you weren't a tiger. Not really. You're just a confused stray, and once you find the right owner, you'll eat right out of his hand."
Suddenly, it was all too real for Amelia. She was hanging onto Oscar's every word, getting lost in his eyes. She was supposed to be milking him for information, but instead, the only thing she had done so far was choke down some rice and get helplessly turned on by her own powerlessness and nudity.
If she stayed there, letting him touch her like this, she was going to do something she regretted. She had already done something she regretted by stripping naked in front of him. She may have already fatally crippled any chance that Oscar would ever take her seriously or see her as anything but a sexual object.
Suddenly free from her paralysis, Amelia pulled her hand away like she had been burned. She stood on shaky legs, and her hands subconsciously flew to cover her nudity, one hand draping over her stiff nipples and the other cupping between her legs to hide her shamefully wet pussy. She stared at Oscar for a moment, wide-eyed and trembling, then turned and bolted toward her bedroom, burning with terror and shame.
"You did well tonight, Cookie," called Oscar after her, his voice dripping with satisfaction. Amelia turned one last time as she reached her doorway and saw him raise his glass to her with a wide smile. "I have another gift for you tonight. For being such a good sport. I'll leave it on the table for you."
Amelia disappeared into her room and slammed the heavy door shut behind her, her heart thumping wildly in her chest. A moment later, she heard a whir and clunk as the automatic door locks sealed shut behind her.
...
Amelia lay back on the bed, curled into a ball and breathing deep, ragged breaths, filled to the brim with filthy, all-consuming lust. She was trying to calm herself, but it was simply impossible. Her libido was back, and it was now completely unleashed. The worst impulses that she had turned her back on a few years ago, when she had decided that the BDSM scene wasn't for her, were now here in full force, pulling her down into a mire of submissive sexuality.
Back then, she made the firm decision that giving in to these submissive impulses would only lead her down a degrading path she couldn't return from. Her mind hadn't changed. The helpless arousal that Oscar inspired in her could only mean bad things. Logically, it made no fucking sense to be attracted to a murderous crime lord who had already admitted his plan to turn her into a debased sexual laughingstock. But her body wasn't operating on logic. It was operating on pure primal chemistry. Feral and wild, just like Oscar had said. Her instincts were whispering that Oscar was a virile, powerful man who had beaten her.
And they were insisting that she surrender.
In the heat of the moment, Amelia hadn't even bothered to put on her pajamas. It didn't seem all that important anymore. Oscar had gotten a better look at her naked in person than he could ever see through a camera lens after all. She reached down to tentatively touch between her thighs and let out a weak little groan at the powerful sizzle of heat that lanced through her when she touched the slick, heated folds there. Fuck she was horny. It had been a few days since she had cum, and she was realizing too late that even that orgasm a few days ago hadn't fully satisfied her needs.
Although she had only intended on a quick feel to test how wet she was, Amelia's fingers lingered there, slipping between her slick lips and tracing over her clit. Her imagination drifted as her fingers seemed to move on their own... Oscar's face filled her mind. And not just his charming smile, but the hard, commanding expression he had worn when he had forced her to strip. As hard as it was to admit, it wasn't just her raging libido that had made her this horny. It wasn't even the fact that she had been naked in front of an attractive older man.
It was Oscar's overwhelming dominance. He had gotten everything he wanted. The only reason that Amelia wasn't fucked already was that he thought it was more fun to toy with her. The scary, humiliating thought sent a shiver of pleasure through Amelia's veins as her fingers moved faster and firmer between her thighs. This was wrong... she should stop. The hidden cameras could pick up all of this... but it just felt too fucking good.
Amelia was startled by the whirr and clunk of the lock. Oscar was gone. That idea filled her with relief, but also an odd sense of frustration and disappointment. Whatever plans Oscar had for her wouldn't be going any further tonight. Obviously, she didn't want his plans to succeed, but after such an over-heated dinner, just another unsatisfying masturbation session under the sheets felt like a major anti-climax.
But wait... hadn't Oscar said something about a present?
Amelia slowly uncurled from the bed, her heart thumping and her body tingling with a strange sense of anticipation. The last time, Oscar had gifted her a bottle of wine, but based on the way he had talked about his gift this time, Amelia knew it had to be something more significant.
Still naked except for the diamond jewelry, Amelia slowly padded her way across the hardwood floor of her bedroom and swung open the door. Her eyes immediately focused on a slim gift box waiting for her on the cleared table. She licked her lips and glanced around the room. No doubt the cameras were watching her every move. Maybe it would be better for her to put on some pajamas... But once again, she discarded the idea. The secrets of her naked curves had already been won by Oscar tonight. It no longer mattered if he saw her again.
She crossed the room slowly, her body still thrumming with wild, irrepressible arousal. There was a note on the table in front of the box.
I've noticed that you seem a little frustrated. Hopefully, this gift will be enough to take the edge off until you find a more satisfying solution to your little problem.
-O
Her mouth dry, Amelia set down the note and reached out to lift the lid of the gift box.
Inside lay what was unmistakably a vibrator. One of the bulbous, rounded varieties with a little branch running off for clit stimulation. This one was a soft lilac color. Amelia had a vibrator of her own at home, of course. It was absolutely essential for a woman with her sexual needs. This one was a different color and variety than hers, which was actually kind of a relief. At least the investigators that Oscar had hired weren't that good.
The implications of the gift and note were invasive and disturbing, just like everything else on this island. It was an obvious attempt by Oscar to get involved with her sexual pleasure; to position himself as the one who provided her with satisfaction. She was skeptical of accepting it for that very reason. She already felt subconsciously submissive toward Oscar, taking and using this gift to bring herself to orgasm felt like a step further down the road he wanted her to travel. But still... as horny and desperate as she was, it sounded better than her fingers.
There's nothing wrong with just taking a look at it... it doesn't mean I'm going to use it. Amelia reached out and tentatively wrapped her fingers around the buttery-smooth surface of the vibrator, hefting it in her hands. It felt good. Soft, pliable, and even faintly warm. Her thumb rubbed up and down its surface, finding and sliding into the mild depression that signaled the activation switch. She pressed it down without thinking, and the vibrator began to buzz softly in her palm.
She ran her other hand over the smooth, soft silicone. It would feel so fucking good for the little toy to be buzzing against her clit instead of just against her fingers. Her arousal seemed to swell and writhe inside her, and before she could stop herself, Amelia let her hand drop, pressing the toy lightly against her throbbing pussy.
She gasped, her toes clenching tight and her back arching lightly at the sensation. Fuck, it felt good! She forgot where she was and what she was doing for a moment as she pressed the vibrator tighter against herself, biting her lip and savoring the intense sensation. She needed this more than she had even realized. Amelia spread her thick thighs and little further, angling the rounded tip of the vibrator to tease at her hot, pulsing hole. She needed to be filled in the worst way.
Suddenly, Amelia cut through the haze and looked around the kitchen with a nervous whine. She really shouldn't be doing this here. If she were smart, she would retreat to the bedroom and have her fun with the vibrator beneath the sheets, where she would at least have a tiny scrap of privacy.
But a sudden feeling of contrariness came over Amelia. That was what Oscar expected her to do. He expected her to be shy and hesitant and scared of him. She had been trying to pretend to go along with his twisted whims to lure him into a false sense of security, but Oscar couldn't have been more secure in his smugness, no matter what she did. Maybe it was her wild arousal talking, but she wanted to do something unexpected.
Oscar thinks that I'm a poor little lost kitty? Let's show him exactly how feral I can be! I'll turn up the heat on him for a change, and give him a little taste of what he's never going to get!
Amelia turned and bent over the table, arching her back to present her thick, bouncy ass and dripping pussy to the empty sitting room... and presumably to the hidden cameras. She felt her heartbeat rioting, strong and fast, pulsing against every inch of her flushed skin. This was a stupid idea, but it felt right. Maybe she was giving Oscar exactly what he wanted by putting on a show for him. But it felt good to let loose and follow her darkest instincts. She wanted to be as wild and untamed as the uncontrollable lust burning inside her.
"How's this for a tiger, you evil mother-fucker?" she muttered fiercely under her breath, then pressed the button on the vibrator to turn it to a higher setting and slipped it between her legs. A moan tore from between her glossy lips as the toy pressed tight to her dripping sex. Her free hand rose to pinch and pull and her hanging breasts. Doggy style masturbation was one of her favorite positions. It scratched an itch that lying on her back couldn't always satisfy... and now she was enjoying the added taboo of putting on a teasing show for a man who she knew desperately wanted to fuck her.
She went up on her tiptoes, her back arching even further as she pressed the tip of the vibrator into her entrance, easing it inside. Its bulging shape provided a satisfying stretch that her finger would never have been able to accomplish. Amelia panted roughly as she thrust the toy's tip gently in and out, warming herself up and throwing fuel on the flames of her desire with the low, vibrating buzz. She glanced over her shoulder toward the empty living room, her eyes gleaming with feral heat as she stared toward the cameras she knew were there.
She imagined that Oscar was watching her, and shoved the vibrator roughly deeper, filling her tight, wet pussy with its silicone-coated hardness until the massaging attachment just barely touched her throbbing clit, tearing another groan from her throat. Her thighs shook as she began rubbing and grinding the vibrator inside her, pressing its clit massager against her tender flesh. And the whole time, she imagined Oscar was watching. Imagined him getting just as helplessly turned on as her. Imagined him wanting her so bad that he could barely stand it.
"Too bad," she moaned softly, gripping the buzzing, bulbous vibrator inside her tightly. "Too fucking bad. You can try to domesticate me as much as you fucking want, you psycho. You can stroke that fucking cock to the thought of my purring and rubbing against your fucking legs. But it's never going to fucking happen."
But even mentioning that possibility seemed to send liquid fire flooding through Amelia's veins. She frantically pulled and teased at her rock-hard nipples as she rubbed the slick, buzzing vibrator all over her needy sex. The idea of being dominated was too hot to ignore. She imagined Oscar watching this, getting horny and hard with the smug knowledge that the pussy she was flaunting would be all his soon enough. It made her angry to imagine Oscar thinking about her like that, but it turned her on deeply as well. Oscar was preparing her, already trying to break her down into the submissive pet that he wanted. For a closeted submissive like Amelia, that idea was as arousing as it was frightening.
But she didn't want to think anymore. Amelia needed to fucking cum, and there was no possible way that she was going to stop her masturbation now and retreat to the bedroom. Not when she was this fucking close. But if she was going to give Oscar a show, she really wanted him to get a good look at what she planned on denying him. Moving quickly, she turned and hopped up onto the table, lying back and splaying her legs to point her pink, dripping pussy toward the cameras.
"Eat your heart out, you creepy fuck!" she whined, then impaled herself with the buzzing vibrator once again, her toes curling as they hung in the air and her thick thighs trembling with passion as the wave of powerful pleasure washed over her. She moaned, loud and low, one hand teasing her nipples as the other plunged the vibrator in and out of her needy pussy, nuzzling the clit stimulator against her sensitive flesh. Her hips rolled and writhed, instinctively seeking greater pleasure as a massive orgasm rolled unstoppably toward her.
She squeezed her eyes shut and bit her lip as she reached the brink, her whole body singing with tension and pleasure. Oscar's burning eyes filled her mind... and she heard him speak the words as if she was standing right there beside her. The same words he had used when her will crumbled and she shamefully stripped for him.
"Good Girl."
A whining moan poured out of her throat, and her back arched up off the table as a powerful climax gripped her, tensing every muscle and making her pussy clench hungrily around the vibrator stuffed deep inside it. Her thighs trembled and shook as sensations crackled through her, overloading her brain and deeply satisfying her for the first time since she had come to the island.


Finally, the orgasm subsided, and Amelia was left panting on the dining room table, wet and satisfied... and deeply ashamed. Now that the haze of desperate arousal was finally clearing from her mind, Amelia was struck by what a uniquely terrible idea it had been to give in and put on a sexual display for the man who wanted her to submit. She closed her legs quickly, wrinkling her nose in disgust at the slick sex toy in her hand.
Tonight had been yet another slip-up. Not only had Oscar gotten his way with the nude dinner, but she had given him an eyeful that would only serve to further inflame his lust. She had given in to her own sexual frustration and submissive impulses in the worst possible way. At least she hadn't been foolish enough to actually do anything with Oscar himself. But still, she needed to get back to her room and think through her strategy again. If she wanted to oppose Oscar's twisted plans, she would have to do a lot better than today.
Amelia hopped up and made her way toward her bedroom, trying to hold her head high and walk slowly, so that no one watching wouldn't recognize her walk of shame for what it was. But on the way, her eyes fell on the three hateful objects sitting on the mantle once again, and anger flared up inside her.
She knew that they would be back in place the following morning, but she simply couldn't help herself. Amelia marched over and seized the collar, tail, and ears, then tossed them into the nearby garbage can with a sense of petty satisfaction.
Oscar had won this battle, but he wouldn't win the war. Amelia was a sharp, independent woman, not a bimbo sex pet. And no amount of forceful words or sexual frustration could change that.
For a moment, her hand holding the used vibrator hovered over the trash can as well. It was a gift from Oscar, and was therefore suspect. In fact, it had already gotten her in trouble tonight. It might be better just to get rid of it...
But then Amelia's hand withdrew. The past few days had proven that her own libido was one of Oscar's most powerful tools in manipulating her. She needed to be able to relieve her frustration, and this vibrator could help with that.
Ameila turned and stalked back to her room, mind already racing with new strategies on how to oppose Oscar, despite tonight's humiliating setbacks. And all the while, she carried his gift in her hand, still dripping with her juices.
...
Tanner ran his hands up his face, dislodging his glasses, which clattered to the floor. He had done it... or the first step at least.
It had taken days to parse through the copious notes that Amelia had taken on her investigation so far. Nothing was straightforward with her, and that included her notetaking. The notes were haphazard, in shorthand, sometimes deliberately cryptic, and, worst of all, in Amelia's handwriting.
Luckily, Tanner didn't need to unravel Amelia's entire investigation. He just needed to figure out what she had been looking into specifically on the day she disappeared.
That was what he had finally managed to do.
Amelia had some notes mentioning that she had finally managed to track down one of Oscar's former lieutenants living in a suburb outside the city. Raul Marquez had supposedly been one of the few men to ever fall out with Van Heel and live to tell the tale. But, although she definitely had the contact info for Marquez, there were no notes for any conversation Amelia had with him. There was no way she wouldn't have copious notes for such an important source, and there was also no way Amelia would wait long to meet with Marquez once she knew how to find him.
Tanner was willing to bet anything Amelia had gone to see Marquez that day. It seemed like maybe Marquez was on better terms with Van Heel than everyone assumed.
But this was the first substantial lead he had managed to get after nearly a week of constant work and little sleep. He needed to share it with the only person who might care about the case more than him.
Mr. Svenson picked up the phone on the first ring. "Mr. Waits," he said crisply by way of greeting. "Do you have something for me?" Tanner knew that Amelia's Dad was an extremely busy man, working at the highest levels of the importing business. Yet he had insisted that Tanner call immediately whenever he had new information, and always picked up immediately when Tanner called. He also always broke out the checkbook for anything that Tanner mentioned might speed the investigation. Tanner knew that Amelia didn't like her father that much, but you certainly couldn't accuse the man of not caring about her.
"I know who she was going to meet on the day she disappeared. A former associate of Van Heel's named Raul Marquez. I'm texting you the address now. You still haven't received any ransom communication?"
Karl let out a dry little humorless sound into the phone. The closest he ever got to laughing. 'I told you that was a long shot. Oscar Van Heel doesn't need my money. So this Marquez fellow... You think she had something to do with my daughter's disappearance?"
Tanner hesitated, then said, "Yeah, I think so. Eighty percent sure. But, as much as I want to go question this guy, I'm afraid I might end up just like Amelia.'
"No, no, I don't want you to go after him," said Mr. Svenson's gruff voice over the phone, "I don't expect you to be an action hero, son. You've done great so far. Well done. I'm writing you a bonus for your work as soon as I get off the phone."
"You don't have to do that, sir," insisted Tanner, slumping forward with his elbow propped on the desk and his fingers running through his hair. "I would do this for free. I just want to help however I can."
A dry little laugh again. "Me too, son. Me too. Which is why I'm throwing money at the problem. Just take the cash so I can feel like I'm doing something, ok?"
"Yes, sir," said Tanner ruefully. He was making more as Karl Svenson's personal private eye than he ever had as a journalist, but it was all ashes in his mouth. "Anyway, what's the next step?"
"Something you don't need to know about," said Karl briskly. Tanner felt a little taken aback, and Karl must have realized how harshly he had come across, because he added, "It might get a little messy, and I don't want you to get your hands dirty unnecessarily. When and if you can help, I promise to bring you in. In the meantime, I'm keeping you on retainer. Reread as many of Amelia's notes as you can. More knowledge is never a bad thing, and if I know her, there's info in there you can't find anywhere else."
"Ok, sounds good," said Tanner. The line went dead in his hands, and he tossed his phone wearily to his desk.
Probably what he should have done was eat something and go to bed. Instead, he went to his fridge, cracked open another energy drink, and pulled out the notebook he figured was the first one that Amelia had filled with info about Oscar Van Heel.
It was going to be a long night.
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Chapter 8
Cassidy peeked out the back door that led onto the patio. The pool glittered in the late afternoon sun. Collin was sitting on the outdoor couch under the overhanging shade, sipping at a soda and scrolling through his phone.
She couldn't help but smile. He was so cute. It was times like this, when his guard was down and he was just relaxing, that she could see how sweet his face really was. The fine lines. The set of his jaw and his lean figure. It sent thrills through her even after all the years they'd been married. Jack had an impressive, toned body, but Collin had the slim figure of a runner... And a fair amount of stamina too. Which she was hoping he would demonstrate for her now.
Slipping out onto the patio, Cassidy made her way towards her husband, slow and sleek. Her bare feet kept her approach quiet until she was standing in front of him, casting a shadow over him. He glanced up at her with a faint look of surprise on his face. A look that only deepened when he noticed what she was wearing.
"Hey there, good lookin'!" Cassidy grinned and planted a hand on her cocked hip, doing her best to look sensual, sexy, and confident. The swimsuit she'd borrowed from Kelly was, frankly, scandalous. Or at least it was in Cassidy's book. The two little strips of dark sapphire blue that made up the top barely covered her areolas, just the smallest hint of pink peeking out around them. Little strings held them, tied behind her neck and back. A little golden circle with a cross in the middle bound the two tiny scraps of cloth together in the center. The bottoms were equally revealing: a tiny little triangle of material that didn't even cover her smooth mouth completely, making it puff out around the edges, tied by strings on her hips and the back a simple string down her crack.
Based on the way Collin dropped his phone and stared at her in open-mouthed awe, the suit had the desired effect. Cassidy was glad. This sort of racy clothing was utterly unlike her in normal circumstances. She hadn't been able to stop blushing on the way home just thinking about the skimpy bikini. But Collin deserved a sexy treat... for a lot of reasons. "Miss me?" asked Cassidy with a wide, hopeful smile.
"Honey!" said Collin, his eyes wide and his expression utterly shocked, "What are you... Where did you even get something like..." His words trailed off, speechless as his eyes traveled slowly up and down her body in a way that made Cassidy bite her lip and flush pink with pleased embarrassment. She could tell by his expression of shocked pleasure that she wasn't the only one who still got turned on by her spouse. It wasn't taking long for Collin's body to catch up with the shock, though, based on the bulge rapidly inflating in his shorts.
"I felt bad leaving you at home all alone, so I borrowed a little something from my best friend to surprise you." Cassidy said it with a smile, but as she did, the image of sex with Jack and Kelly flashed through her mind, red hot and exciting, but also causing her a twinge of guilt. The first threesome had been with Collin's permission, but the sex this afternoon had been completely unsanctioned, even though Jack and Kelly still thought Collin was on board. She owed Collin a lot, and right now she needed to show him that she loved him and loved having sex with him. Even if he didn't know why she had that sudden impulse.
Collin's shocked face broke into a wide, eager grin that made Cassidy's heart swell. He sat forward on his chair and raised his arms, eagerly gesturing her forward, and she hurried to his side, feeling her body heat up at the sight of her beloved husband's obvious arousal. When she got close enough, Collin's gentle hands rested on her naked hips, warm and supportive, but filled with desire. They tingled as they slid across Cassidy's skin, tracing down to cup her butt. Collin's eyes stared up at her, worshipful and tender.
Cassidy's whole body thrilled with desire for her wonderful man. The love of her life. This sensation was different from the dirty, fiery thrill she felt with Jack. It was pure and warm and sacred. Arousal, but with love mixed in, unlike the raw, uncut lust she felt with Jack and Kelly. Cassidy leaned down and cupped Collin's cheek, pulling him into a passionate kiss. Her breath hitched as her husband's tongue slipped into her mouth boldly... Well, maybe there is a little more lust mixed in with the love today, she thought with warm amusement as Collin's hands gripped her bouncy butt more firmly, pulling her close. That suited her just fine. She had been exploring kinky sex a little, so she was happy to give her husband the chance to try something new as well. It was why she had shown up in this slutty swimsuit today.
Collin's hands began to roam further, over Cassidy's thighs, her belly, her hanging breasts as she continued to lean down, kissing him. Everywhere his hands went, they made Cassidy's body heat up with desire. Her own hand dropped to Collin's lap, feeling and rubbing the hard, throbbing rod in his shorts. He was rock hard and ready for her, and Cassidy wanted him just as badly, feeling a blossoming heat between her thighs.
Soft little kisses began to warm their shared lust into a blazing flame. Their lips and their hands roamed, making their bodies begin to drip with sweat in the afternoon sun. Spurred on by the kinky games she had played earlier and the humid heat in her tiny bikini bottoms, Cassidy felt an urge not just for sexual gratification and conquest, but a certain... playfulness.
She pulled back, sucking at Collin's bottom lip as she went, then took a step back. "I take it you like the suit?" With her heated eyes locked onto her husband, Cassidy began to slowly, sensually caress her hands along the exposed sides of her breasts. She moved with fluid motions down her sides and along her flat stomach, between her thighs and around her hips. She turned, her hands moving to her ass cheeks, nowhere near as bouncy as Kelly's but with their own lovely perky appeal. She gripped her firm cheeks, one in each hand, and jiggled them, bending forward, ass out towards her husband. The string between her cheeks didn't do a thing to hide her pink little asshole as the tiny triangle of blue cloth pulled tight over her bald slit, clinging to the shape of her lips beneath.
"What do you think, honey? Kelly was kind enough to let me borrow this. Can you believe she wears naughty things like this for Jack? Maybe I should go shopping with her more often... Would you like that?" Cassidy slapped her ass cheek and gasped, surprising herself. She was never, ever this bold and teasing. Her experience with Jack and Kelly had lit a fire inside her... and she wanted her husband to feel its heat.
"I... um..." Collin was suddenly at a loss. His wife had always been attractive. Sexy. Desirable. But this... this was new. Sensual and playful. Teasing and forward. When she looked over her shoulder at him, pulling open her ass cheeks slowly, further exposing herself to him, Collin nearly blew his load in his shorts. He could remember a few weeks ago when she had felt too shy to even let him see her pussy with the lights on. Cassidy bending and spreading her cheeks to show off her tight asshole... it was a show that he never would have expected in a million years.
"Can you imagine it? Your sweet little wifey going shopping and coming home with something... naughty?" Her voice became lower, softer, husky. "Hm? Something that shows off this nice little smooth... cunt?" Her cheeks were on fire as she called her vagina something so dirty.
Collin groaned. "Oh, my God..." he gasped. Dirty talk?! From Cass? Whatever had gotten into her, he wasn't sure he wanted her to snap out of it.
"Language, mister. God is good. Now... unzip for me. I wanna show you how sorry I am for leaving you alone this afternoon." Cassidy stood back up straight and twirled around, hands in her hair like she was a model in a photoshoot.
Collin quickly, clumsily pulled at his pants, not even bothering to unbutton or unzip, just tugging them down over his hips and letting his cock bounce free.
"Mmmm... honey... is all that for me? Or maybe... is my bad husband thinking about Kelly in this suit too?" Cassidy giggled as she descended to her knees in front of him, pushing his knees apart and leaning in. She remembered the lessons she'd been given just a few hours before with Jack and Kelly. How to worship. To please. As fun as it had been to please Jack, the idea of applying these new skills to her marriage excited her even more.
Cassidy moved close and ran her soft lips slowly along the underside of Collin's cock. "You smell sweaty...were you waiting out here long?" She asked gently, lips trailing up and up until she kissed the oozing, pre-cum-glazed tip of her husband's rock hard penis.
Collin took a deep, shuddering breath as he watched his wife work on his cock in a way he never knew she could. She parted her lips gently, holding the throbbing head of his cock just inside their warm heat, slowly swirling her tongue around and around the tip, sending crackles of sexual electricity up his spine. God, something really has gotten into her today! But I fucking love it.
"N-not that long," he gasped, maintaining eye contact with his wife's heated, loving gaze as she slipped her head a little lower, wrapping her soft lips tight around his shaft as her tongue began to work overtime, sliding wetly over every inch of his cock. It was a little fib. It had felt like a very long time indeed while he was waiting. Cassidy had said she was going over for lunch, but it was already past four. But he felt too sheepish to bring it up. Embarrassingly, his dark thoughts and jealousy had actually started to get stirred up at the end there. How could he doubt his beautiful wife? He could see the love glowing in her eyes as she bobbed her head deeper down his shaft... Deeper and deeper than she had ever gone before during their rare blowjobs.
Cassidy concentrated on her husband, pouring all of her effort into making him feel good; into making him feel her love and desire. She traced every curve and line of his cock with her tongue as her lips sealed around him. Deeper and deeper...She was determined to surprise her husband with his first deepthroat blowjob. It was easier than she expected. Cassidy truly didn't think that cock size was a big deal, but it was undeniable that Jack was a little longer and a little thicker than Collin. So when Collin's cock pushed at the back of her throat, it wasn't too intimidating to push further and sink it deep into the hot, wet tightness. After all, she already knew she could do it.
Collin gasped and gripped the armrest of the chair tight as Cassidy went deeper than ever before on his cock, then kept going. "Fuck! Oh fucking God, honey, that's so good!" He gasped as his cock was sheathed in what could only be her throat. It made part of him want to push deeper, fuck his wife's face and explore the powerful feeling of his cock deep in her throat. But he couldn't. He couldn't be that rough with a woman he loved. It was more than enough for him to sit back and enjoy as she moved up and down, milking his cock with her mouth and throat.
Cassidy hummed gently, loving the feeling of making her husband happy. She could feel the tension in his body as her movements pleased him. She ran her hands up his thighs, rubbing him with her soft palms as she set a slow, sensual rhythm up and down.
Their soft moans and grunts got lost in the soft breeze and the buzzing sound of cicadas. Collin gripped the chair as Cassidy tried to give Collin her best blowjob yet. She'd done a good job with Jack, but now she was trying to outdo that performance. Collin deserved her best. And damned if she wasn't going to give it to him.
The wood of the patio began digging into her knees, so Cassidy got onto her feet, squatting instead. She opened her thighs wide, the suit stretching along her slit. With hands moving up and down Collin's thighs in slow, sensual caresses, she bounced up and down along the full length of her husband's cock. Spit and bubbles started to gather along her lips and chin, dripping down his balls.
Collin watched his wife as she gave him the best blowjob of his life. Sloppy. Wet. Eager. Hair swaying and sticking to her face as she grew sweatier and sweatier, glistening and dripping in the hot sun. Her breasts bounced and finally slipped free of the little patches of material, but she didn't stop. Her naked tits bounced and swayed as spit dripped down onto them. She swallowed over and over.
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It was like she was on a mission. A mission to get Collin as hard as humanly possible. She let one of her hands move to her pussy. Gliding over the little bit of material hiding her sex. Rubbing in hard circles.
Suddenly, Cassidy pulled Collin's cock out of her throat, coughing lightly. Spit dripped down in shimmering strings onto her exposed chest. Her hand went to the shaft and began to stroke up and down firmly. "Do you want to fuck me? Do you, honey? Please... please say you wanna fuck my little cunt."
Again, there was that dirty word... coming so easily from her lips as she rubbed herself and then pulled the bottoms aside, letting Collin see her swollen labia and glistening slit.
"Sit back, honey. Just sit back. No hands. I wanna ride you!" She was on her feet. Eyes blazing with a hunger that almost scared Collin.
Collin had never seen Cassidy like this, not even when she had come home the day after the threesome and wanted to "show him some of what she had done for Jack". But, even though the passionate desire was more intense than he was used to, Collin had to admit that it was fucking hot. Well... there were worse things than a horny wife. He could go with the flow when necessary. Especially if going with the flow got him red hot sex with a desperately horny version of the woman he married. A big grin crossed Collin's face as he gripped the armrests of his chair again, beckoning his wife closer and saying, "Come here then, love. Show me what you can do."
Biting her lip softly in anticipation, Cassidy reached down and over, pressing her sweaty, slippery naked breasts into her husband's face for a moment before releasing the latch to recline the deck chair, easing Collin into a laid-back position.
Collin looked up in loving awe as his beautiful wife straddled his lap. A shining crown of auburn hair surrounded her cute, blushing features as she reached beneath her, totally focused on his cock. She took it confidently in her hands, rubbing it briefly between her hot, wet lower lips, letting her husband feel her desire for him, before pressing it up against her tight entrance and sinking down.
Collin loved the sight, eagerly watching as his cock sank slowly into his wife's smooth, shaved pussy. She had been keeping it totally clean and bare ever since that night with Jack, but that was yet another thing that Collin had no reason to complain over. He loved the feel of Cassidy's buttery-smooth sex on him when they made love. Her pussy looked especially soft and vulnerable in this moment: rosy and beautiful and dripping with desire for her husband. Cassidy groaned deeply, slowly lowering her hips as his cock spread her lips apart, entering her inch by inch. Her tight pussy wrapped snugly around him, feeling like a warm, passionate embrace around his cock.
"Ohhhh fuck....fuck Collin oh my god!!!" Cassidy came immediately with Collin's cock only half inside of her. It was intense. Overwhelming. Her entire body shook, skin breaking out in bumps and hair standing on end. She pressed her hands against his chest, one foot on either side of his lap, breathing heavily as she savored the feeling. Her pussy was swollen, warm, gushing slick arousal all over him.
"Oh fucking shit! Collin my god your cock feels so fucking good!" She was whimpering. Nails digging painfully into his skin and scraping down, leaving little red marks. "St...stay still oh my fucking shit fucking god!!!" She screamed. Loud enough that the neighbors could probably hear if they were paying attention.
Her core was on fire. Something about the taboo of coming home after an illicit threesome, and letting him enter where another man had been... it was overpowering. A new, strange kind of arousal she had never experienced before.
It hadn't been like this after the first threesome. Probably because it was so new. She had still been processing things. She fully understood the ramifications of what she was doing now. Of what she'd done. She'd let herself openly enjoy it. Not as a favor but because of the desire burning inside her. And now she was home and her husband was inside her... Filling her just like Jack had filled her. She wanted more. So much more.
Her hands pressed down hard on Collin's abs. With her nails digging into his sides, she looked down at her beloved husband with a fire in her eyes. "Baby... oh my god baby you feel so good. Please tell me you feel good too. Please... do you like my bald little pussy? Do you like how it swallows your manly fucking cock? Say it. Please, baby say it!"
Her tone was needy. Pleading. Something deep inside her needed her husband to say those words. As if just hearing them might be enough to make her orgasm again. She stayed perched, squatting over Collin's lap with his throbbing dick half inside her. She was determined to take all of it... but she needed to hear his voice. His words. She wanted to know that he felt the same way she felt.
Collin stared up at his whimpering, groaning wife with shocked awe written all over his face. This was... well, it was utterly unlike her, to say the least. Cassidy had always been a little shy about dirty talk. Collin had already concluded years ago that getting her to talk about "cock" and "pussy" just wasn't possible. Cass tended to blush and get embarrassed even when Collin said them.
But he had to admit this new wild, sexy, horny version of his wife Cassidy entranced him. He loved that she was coming out of her shell and experimenting a little sexually. Wearing something this skimpy and riding his cock out on the patio wouldn't have even felt like a possibility just a few short weeks ago. The words she wanted to hear were a little beyond the pale even for him, but he wanted to support her new sexual awakening more than anything...
"I love your little bald slit," he grunted, sinking his fingers deep into his wife's hips and pulling her further down his cock, relishing the feel of her wet, pulsing heat around his cock. "I fucking love sinking my manly cock deep inside it, baby."
Cassidy felt a powerful wave of pleasure and togetherness as she stared down into her husband's eyes. Her hips finally sank deeper, fully engulfing her husband's perfect cock. It felt incredible inside her, hitting all of the familiar places, but there was also the intriguing new heat of knowing Jack had been inside her earlier today, and the arousing, dirty words in her husband's gentle voice. It was something old and well-loved made new again with a little added spice.
She felt so incredible that she was now even more certain that her sneaky sex with Jack and Kelly wasn't that wrong. How could it be that bad when it led to such hot, intimate sex with her husband? Cassidy threw her head back, letting her glossy waves of hair trail down her back, then began riding, bouncing on her husband's cock, feeling it push deep inside her as his hands rested on her hips, guiding her pace.
Collin bit his lip, already struggling not to cum too quickly. Now that he had broken the seal of filthy dirty talk, he found it hard to stop. "That's right," he said in a rough, growling voice. "Ride me. Ride my fucking cock with that smooth, bare pussy. Ride me better than you rode Jack." The last few words slipped out unintentionally, and he immediately cut off and fell silent.


Cassidy's threesome had been stuck in his mind ever since it happened, and had picked up a lot of erotic baggage in his mind, so when he tried dirty talk, it just sort of... slipped out. He looked up into Cassidy's eyes, worried that he had killed the mood.
Cassidy moved her hips, grinding against her husband as she felt him throbbing deep and strong inside her. Her insides felt ten times more sensitive than usual. She was burning up. On fire with lust. Drunk on the feeling of her husband penetrating her. She rode him with deep, smooth motions, chasing that feeling. Her moans poured out, loud and uncaring if anyone might hear. Let them hear. She wanted everyone to know that Collin Hart was fucking her brains out.
"You want me to ride you like I did Jack?" She cooed, looking down at her husband as she was perched almost like a gargoyle, impaled on his dick. "Hmmm? Is someone a little jealous?"
She moved her hands up her husband's chest. The good little church wife had flown off somewhere. Now she was a seductress. Something inside had been brought to life fucking her best friend and her husband, and she was very quickly grabbing hold of that brand new Cassidy and giving in. Her hands traced along Collin's neck and then cheeks, his hint of stubble scratching her fingers. She tangled her fingers into her husband's hair and grabbed hold tight.
"Are you jealous of our preacher? That he fucked your wife with his big dick? Hmmm? Well, don't worry, honey. I saved the very, very best for you. Only you." Looking him straight in the eye, Cassidy lifted her hips up all the way to the crown of Collin's cock and then rammed herself back down with a deep gasp. "Oh holy fuck! God above fuck me oh my God, Collin!" She was cumming again. So quick! So soon! And just from one thrust.
Trembling, losing all control, Cassidy looked down at her husband with a desperate need. "Collin...baby... honey... fuck me. Hard. Fast. Don't stop. Even if I cry, don't stop. Please. I need it hard!"
And though Collin was a little hesitant, because he never ever wanted to harm his wife, the animal inside him took over, just like the demon inside Cassidy had taken hold. Gripping her hips tight, he set his jaw and began thrusting. Bouncing his ass up and down hard, ramming his cock deep into his wife's tunnel. It was smooth. Wet. Warm like fiery silk. Cassidy's eyes rolled back. Her tits bounced freely.
"God! God! Oh god!" She leaned back, arching, grabbing hold of Collin's thighs behind her, giving him a complete unobstructed view of her puffed pink pussy that was straining around his pistoning cock.
"Fuck me baby! Fuck me! Fuck your fucking dirty wife!" she screamed, tears dripping down her cheeks. Part of her extreme reaction was from the intensity of the pounding her husband was giving. He had never fucked her this hard and deep before. It was so good. Overwhelming. A lot like parts of her time with Jack and Kelly. That was the other reason her tears were falling.
She was cheating on her husband. This man who was now bringing her such amazing pleasure. But it was because of that cheating... that experience, that this incredible experience was happening. They were the spark. Collin was the firework.
"Fucking cum in me honey oh my god...god fucking christ I'm cummmmmming!" She screeched and dug her nails into Collin's legs, shaking and convulsing. Juices dripped all over her husband's thighs and balls.
Collin gasped and thrust upward into his wife, his hips bucking up off the chair in his eagerness to be deeper inside her. "You want my fucking cum?" he growled, feeling a strange blended sense of power and frustration. "Fucking take it then! Take it all!" Her teasing words about Jack felt like red-hot spurs urging him forward. Collin's hips pumped harder and faster into her climaxing pussy, and he could feel himself rushing toward orgasm as well. Cassidy's moans were sweet music to his ears as his balls pulled tight against the base of his shaft. His cock twitched and spasmed deep inside his wild, horny wife, spurting hot cum into her deepest places. Places that were his, not fucking Jack's.
Cassidy panted above him, her hazel eyes staring deep into his, glowing with feverish excitement, possessiveness, and fierce love. Her auburn hair hung around her face, sexily disheveled by her wild ride. She seemed almost alien for a moment: dangerous and feral, despite how much she loved him.
Then her face broke into a wide, warm smile, and she collapsed on her husband's chest, letting his softening cock slip out of her filled pussy, leaking cum. She pulled his face to hers and kissed him. Not a kiss filled with volcanic passion this time, but a slow, deep, loving kiss, more like what he was used to. The wildcat that had replaced his wife was gone for the moment, and Cassidy was back, pulling back to smile at him shyly.
"Wow," said Collin softly, his eyes searching his wife's face for clues about what had gotten into her. "That was... really something!"
Cassidy's throat was sore from screaming. When she tried to speak, to return the sentiment and praise her husband, it came out as a coughing croak, leading to her laughter. A deep laugh of satisfaction and joy. Sex with Jack and Kelly was amazing; there was no denying that. They had uncovered new parts of her that she was only now realizing had been hiding and waiting quietly for the right moment to emerge. But what she'd just done with Collin... that was fucking transcendent in a way she'd never be able to articulate.
She could still feel his cock pounding into her. His cum shooting deeply. Possessively. She really was his. His alone. Her body may have been shared, but her soul was his.
With another rough cough, she held up a finger to Collin, who was giving her a worried, curious look, and got up. The bathing suit fell off, having come loose during the wild ride. Now she was naked and rushing back inside, her ass wiggling and bouncing. Cum slipping down her thighs in thick drips. She came back out with a glass of water, downing it as she walked back to her reclining husband. Her skin was glistening with sweat, breasts and hips swaying gently and beautifully as she finished the water with a soft sigh.
"Sorry. You nearly made me lose my voice." Cassidy grinned widely and gave Collin a sly wink. Bending down, she gave him another slow, warm kiss. "That was amazing, honey." With one last gentle peck on the lips, she stood up. "Now... I need a shower."
As she began walking back inside, she looked back over her shoulder at Collin. Her insides were still on fire. Belly warm with her husband's cum and the lust she had for him. "Wanna join me?" She licked her lips, as if suggesting maybe there was more they could do in the shower than just get clean.
...
After another deeply satisfying session in the shower, Cassidy put on some worn, decidedly unsexy pajamas, sighing contentedly. She had felt insatiable when she got home, but it turned out that two excellent performances from the love of her life had fed her sexual appetite completely. The fiery heat that had filled her body had died down to a warm, pleasant buzz... as well as a sweet, satisfying ache between her legs. She would probably be sore tomorrow. It would make sense after getting thoroughly fucked by two different men multiple times.
The thought caused another twinge of guilt to flood through her, which wasn't helped when her phone buzzed in her hand with a message from Kelly. Collin was puttering around in the kitchen, so Cassidy took the opportunity to quickly read it. Another trove of pictures and videos. With a growing sense of disquiet, Cassidy scrolled through them rapidly, a kaleidoscope of pleasure; naked bodies, glistening fluids, and moaning faces. Now that Cassidy's arousal had died down, the images didn't feel quite as sexy anymore.
She looked up guiltily as Collin entered the room, a cocktail in each hand. An Amaretto sour for her: one of the few cocktails she liked, and a gin and tonic for him. Their usual. But the drinks, in addition to Collin's nervous expression, made Cassidy feel uneasy. Collin could be a little predictable sometimes, and when he wanted to have a serious conversation, he had a habit of coming into it with a little gift. His way of softening it, she supposed.
"Honey," said Collin as Cassidy took her glass from his hand, "I think we should talk."
Ah. She'd been right after all. Cassidy's belly twisted with anxiety. She covered it up by taking a sip as her mind whirled. Did Collin somehow know what she had been doing today? No, surely he would be more upset than this if he knew. Then what was it? Controlling her expression as her heart hammered in her chest, she managed to say neutrally, "What about?"
Collin sighed and ran a hand through his hair, sitting on the edge of the bed. Cassidy waited anxiously, prepared for the accusatory words that might come out of his mouth.
"You kind of put me on-the-spot today," said Collin with a wry grimace, shooting her a look that was half annoyed and half apologetic for even bringing it up. "You just sort of told me that you would be going over to Kelly's house, without giving us a chance to talk about it. I didn't really have a chance to tell you how I felt about it, since we were in front of the entire congregation like that."
A wave of relief swept over Cassidy. But with the relief came more guilt. She was the kind of woman who snuck around behind her husband's back now. That hurt her heart.
"Oh..." Cassidy muttered, trying to swiftly mentally recalibrate to her husband's actual complaint. "Um... I guess I can understand that. I mean... It's not as if I haven't gone to Sunday lunch with Kelly before..."
"This... is different. After... you know. After Jack's birthday. It's different. You understand that, right?" Collin turned to her, the look on his face a little exasperated.
"Yyyyeah." She sighed. It wasn't fair to downplay his concerns. "I... yeah, I get that. Um. It is different. But..." She put a hand on Collin's thigh. "Honey. Kelly is my best friend. And I don't want to lose that. Not because of some silly present. But I can understand maybe... how that might affect you." How could she assuage Collin's worries? Especially when he was right. That lunch date hadn't been innocent. He had every reason to suspect and question. It was unfair. It was duplicitous. When had she turned into one of those women? She didn't want to gaslight Collin. Make him feel guilty for suspecting her of something. In some ways, that would be even worse than the affair she was having.
"I know. I'm not trying to come between you and Kelly. Or Jack, I guess. I trust them. And I trust you. Honestly. But... Come on, babe. You can see how it was a little awkward, right? You just sort of marched up and told me you were going without even talking about it beforehand."
Cassidy nodded sullenly. "I'm sorry. I didn't handle that very well. I should have talked to you about it. And we should talk about these things." She looked into her husband's eyes, trying to figure out how best to move forward, but not blow up her entire marriage. She loved sex with Jack and Kelly, but she would never want to give up her husband. "Collin... does it bother you that I had the threesome? Like... does it really bother you? I know you agreed to it, probably because you want to have your threesome with Kelly. That's still on the table, of course. But that's beside the point... tell me the truth. How do you feel about this? We haven't really talked about it. Not... seriously."
Collin took a moment to sip his drink before responding. Cassidy was right. They had talked around the threesome, but not about it directly. Cassidy could be a little shy about this kind of direct conversation, so the fact that she was asking outright meant that this had been eating at her as well. But it wasn't as simple as just telling the truth. Because the truth was the threesome had bothered Collin. Just not in the way he expected.
The idea of Jack having sex with Cassidy was horrible, yes, but it was also arousing.
He couldn't admit that to Cassidy. How could she ever look at him the same? Real men didn't feel that way when someone else fucked their wife. Collin felt pressured into one of two paths. He could be an angry, possessive, manly man who yelled and swore and told his wife that she had wronged him... or he could be a totally cool, sex positive man who was so secure that a little sexual adventure by his wife didn't faze him. But he couldn't be a cuckold. He couldn't tell his beautiful wife that the thought of another man fucking her, turned him on.
So, since he didn't want to start throwing things and yelling at the woman he loved, that left only one option.
"It did bother me. A little," he said slowly, fidgeting with the cool glass in his hand, clicking his wedding ring against it. "It's a big thing, you know? Bigger than I think Kelly and Jack wanted it to seem. To me at least."
Cassidy reached out to grip his hand, and she looked so guilty that he added, "But on the other hand, I know that you never intended the threesome to change things between us. I don't want things to change either. But... I don't know. It's hard to look at Jack and Kelly the same way after that happened. After learning that the threesome was something they wanted. You know what I'm saying?"
Cassidy bit her lip. "So... are you saying... I mean, do you think they are deviants or something? I know we've always been kinda conservative when it comes to sex. But... these are our friends, Collin. The reason they asked wasn't for some sort of sick scheme. They weren't eyeing me like a conquest or something, if that's what you think. It was because they trusted me. Trust us. It was just sex. An experience. They wanted something wild and fun and once in a lifetime."
Inwardly, Cassidy was cringing. That was the truth. At least at the beginning. Now... now they wanted to explore more. And so did she. It was new territory. A whole new world of pleasure that none of them wanted to just give up. But Cassidy knew if she told Kelly and Jack that Collin was uncomfortable, they'd stop everything. It would end.
But she didn't want it to end. It was selfish. But it was true. Maybe that made her a bad person. A bad wife. But... she had to see this through. She had to find out where this journey of sexual discovery took her. She wasn't going to cut Collin out. The idea of a threesome with him and Kelly was still an option. There was no way she'd renege on that promise, even if it did make her nervous. That was another selfish impulse she couldn't quite shake. She wanted to be shared, but she couldn't stand the idea of sharing her husband. It was a mess, and it was all her making.
"No. Jack and Kelly are good people. I don't think they're some sort of evil scheming sex freaks." Collin slumped back with a dry little laugh. "But I have to admit that sometimes I wonder if they... I don't know, size you up a little when they look at you now? They've seen you naked. Been... with you. I mean..."
"Collin." Cassidy scooted closer. "When you look at me... do you just see boobs, a vagina and a butt? Do you see me as a sex object? Or a person?"
"A person. Of course! I'd never reduce you down to something as simple as your body." He felt almost offended that his wife would even ask.
"So, do you think it's fair to think that about our friends? Honey. They see me the same way as you. I'm a person. Sure, we shared something for a few hours..."
"All night," Collin interjected.
Cassidy blushed. "Right, well... you get what I mean. We've been friends for years. They see more than just my private parts. My goodies." She grinned and nudged her husband playfully.
"Goodies. Well... that's accurate. They are good." Collin chuckled, slowly twisting his glass in his hands, watching the ice shift and clink.
"Honey. Your feelings are valid. I won't downplay them. And... if, if you need me to take a break from afternoons with Kelly, then we can do that. We can stop meeting until we feel more comfortable." It wasn't what she wanted, but she'd do it. She'd do anything to make sure her husband didn't feel like he was getting pushed aside.
Collin took her hand and laced his fingers through hers. "No. I won't come between you and our friends." Part of him wanted to accept her offer. To pull Cassidy away from Jack and Kelly. But he knew deep down that doing that would be wrong. His friends hadn't done anything except ask for a favor. A favor Cassidy and Collin had both said yes to. He couldn't blame them for his insecurity.
"And I don't want them to come between us," said Cassidy sincerely, touching Collin's chin gently to bring him into a kiss. "So I'll keep going over to Kelly's... but I'll let you know beforehand, okay?"
Collin kissed her back, his lips tasting bitter and herbal from his drink. "Sounds like a deal." A little smile crossed his face as he added, "So what was up with your libido today, sweetie? I felt like someone kidnapped my wife and replaced her with a porn star or something."
Cassidy gasped in mock indignation and hit her husband playfully on the arm. "I know you didn't just compare me to a porn star, Collin Oliver Hart!" Her words were sharp, but a giggle and blushing cheeks softened them. "I don't think there's anything wrong with a woman being... enthusiastic to see her husband. Why? Are you complaining?"
"Of course not!" said Collin with a wide grin, happy to be done with the awkward and tense part of the conversation. "I was just thinking that maybe that porn star could step in for my wife more often."
"You're just digging yourself deeper now, mister," said Cassidy, holding back a laugh. Collin pulled her into another, longer kiss, but despite his saucy words, it was warm and loving rather than fiery and passionate. After the sex out on the patio and the second round in the shower, he didn't think he had any more left in him.
He pulled away, staring deep into Cassidy's eyes. "I love you," he said sincerely. The words, simple and clean, had bubbled up straight from his heart and out of his mouth.
"I love you too, honey," said Cassidy happily, squeezing his hand. "I'm never going to let anything get in the way of that."
They spent the rest of the evening lazing in bed in their pajamas, eating ice cream, half-watching a movie, and talking. By the end of the warm, cozy evening with his wife, Collin had forgotten that he had ever been worried about her brief trip to her friend's house.
...
The following Sunday, as they were getting ready for church, Cassidy nervously asked if it would be okay for her to go eat lunch with Kelly again this week. Collin was a little taken aback. Even though he had told his wife that he was fine with her going over to Kelly and Jack's, it was surprising that Cassidy asked again so soon after it had been a point of contention.
But Collin had said he had no problem with it, and he didn't want to go back on his word. Once again, Cassidy went home from church with her friend rather than her husband. Collin spent that afternoon mowing the lawn, catching up on a little reading... and trying as hard as he could not to feel insecure.
...
Kelly's fingers twisted in Cassidy's hair, pulling her face tighter to her juicy cunt, her thighs pressing tight on either side of her friend's cute, blushing face.
"That's it, Sweet Lily," hissed Kelly, her hips tilting and grinding upward into Cassidy's working mouth. "You've almost got it. God, you're going to be a champion pussy eater in no time, you little minx. Just a little more suction on my clit. Mmmm, there you go."
Cassidy raised her dripping face, her eyes hazy with lust. "It's hard though!" she gasped, glancing back over her shoulder, "especially when he keeps... when he's distracting me!"


Jack grinned insolently, continuing to pump in and out of Cassidy's pussy. Every inch of her silky wet pussy clung desperately to every inch of his shaft as he fucked her, just slow enough to drive her crazy with the stimulation without ever fully satisfying her.
Kelly tapped the top of Cassidy's head with an expression of playful strictness. "Ah, ah, ah!" She wagged a finger. "If you can't eat me while Jack's cock is inside you, it's going to limit the positions we can do. That's why we're doing this. Now... make me cum. Just because I gave you some tips doesn't mean that you were doing badly. You're actually not that far off."
Cassidy whimpered from the sensation of Jack's slow, never-stopping thrusts, but obediently lowered her head, slurping and sucking Kelly's pussy, doing her best to make her best friend cum.
...
FIVE WEEKS LATER
Collin ran, his feet pounding on the treadmill, cleansing himself of all negative thoughts as the sweat dripped down his face. Or that was what he was trying to do, at least.
This would make the fifth Sunday in a row that Cassidy was having lunch with Jack and Kelly, and, despite Collin's determination not to ruin Cassidy's relationship with her best friend, the doubts were starting to creep back into his mind. Today, he had tried to bring up that Cassidy seemed to be eating lunch at the McDaniels' house every single Sunday afternoon, and his wife had just shrugged and said that it was turning into kind of a tradition, and that she liked having time set aside to connect with Kelly.
Which made sense. He was just reading into it too much. And really, Collin had nothing to complain about when it came to Sundays. He and Cassidy had started a tradition of their own: wild, passionate sex every time Cassidy got home from lunch. Their sex life had been super-charged, having sex at least three times a week in positions and styles that Collin never would have suspected Cassidy knew, let alone be willing to try. But Sunday's were the most intense sessions, and, despite his sneaking discomfort with Cassidy's weekly absence, Collin had to admit that he looked forward to Sunday afternoons all week.
In fact, he probably shouldn't be running this hard if he wanted to keep up with Cassidy later. He switched off the treadmill, stood panting for a minute, then headed to the shower.
He really shouldn't be asking too many questions when his bond with his wife felt stronger than ever.
...
"Oh, my god! Oh my god!" Cassidy gasped as Jack gripped her ass cheeks, standing tall and straight, holding her in the air with his powerful arms and slowly plunged her down his throbbing cock repeatedly. His thick cock spread her swollen lips, sliding smoothly into her tender cunt. Her eyes rolled back, her back arched, and her hair swayed in the air as her breasts bounced along with the motions.
"Holy fuck, Jack... oh my god, why don't you ever do that to me?" Kelly giggled, laying back on the bed, fingering herself while she watched her strong, naked husband impaling her best friend.
"She's...lighter..." he grunted, trying to stay focused as he sheathed his cock inside Cassidy's pretty little pussy over and over. It was intense and so stimulating he had to concentrate not to cum immediately.
"Don't call me fat!" Kelly laughed with a reproachful glare, one hand palming and pinching her tit and her fingers rubbing her pussy faster as she continued to watch.
Jack laughed through his panting breaths. Cassidy was oblivious to the chatter, her mind overloaded with endorphins. Every single lift pulled Jack's cock out until only his head was inside her, and every drop filled her completely, going balls-deep inside her.
Turning slightly, Jack made sure Cassidy's back was to his wife, then lifted her, spreading her ass cheeks painfully wide to show off her arousal-soaked asshole and pulsing pussy. Then, locking eyes with his horny wife, he slowly brought her friend back down onto his rod, stretching and filling her pretty pink pussy in front of Kelly's watching eyes. "Fuuuuuuck!" he gasped, feeling how tight she was despite the punishment his cock had been doing to her over the last two hours.
"Ohhhh fuck!" Kelly fell back and started bucking her hips, cumming as she watched her husband fuck another married woman.
...
"What if I join you today?" asked Collin, coming up behind his wife as she brushed her hair, sliding his hands possessively around her hips. "We could make it a double-date kind of thing."
Cassidy didn't answer for a second, but she bit her lip as she continued to stare into the mirror. A little wriggling feeling of doubt crept into Collin's belly at the sight. She's reluctant. Why?
"I don't know, honey," said Cassidy slowly. "I mean, it's really about me and Kelly connecting. I feel like having you there would make that harder."
Collin kept his voice light and cheerful. "But Jack is there every week, sweetie. I don't see what the difference is."
Cassidy shrugged. She still wasn't looking Collin in the eyes, focused instead on her shining auburn hair as she ran the comb through it again and again. "It's his house, Collin. I can't very well kick him out."
Finally, she turned and looked Collin in the eye, a nervous grimace on her face. "Honey, look... We spend a lot of time together. Almost all of our time. And I love spending time with you! I really do. You're my best friend. But sometimes I need... I don't know, a palate cleanser. A few hours every week where I can be my own person. I think a little independence and private time are good for our relationship. This is what that looks like for me: spending some time with my best friend. Girl time. I always come back missing you and happy to reconnect. You know that."
Collin did know. But it didn't necessarily make him feel better. Speaking of private time, he had begun looking up cuckold porn again. It was like his brain just couldn't stay away from it. Maybe that was why his wife's weekly trips had started to feel suspicious.
But he knew when he had lost an argument. The way Cassidy had framed it, he would look like a controlling asshole if he objected. So he let the matter drop. Cassidy went home with Kelly and Jack again after church, and Collin stewed in his growing suspicions.
...
Cassidy felt bad about gaslighting her husband. He just wanted to be a part of her life. Go to lunch with friends. But 'lunch' wasn't actually lunch, though they did usually eat first. She couldn't have Collin walking into a situation he wasn't prepared for, let alone a situation that she had been hiding from him and from her friends.
"Fuuuuck like that, Cass...that's it, Little Lily... swallow it all." Jack groaned, his hand on the back of Cassidy's head, gently guiding her to continue swallowing every inch of his thick cock until his heavy balls pressed against her sloppy, spit-covered chin.
The feeling of his cock head slipping down her throat made Cassidy's pussy gush, her little pink thong getting utterly soaked as she squatted down in front of her friend's husband, letting him own her throat completely.
Behind him, Kelly had her face buried in her husband's ass, tongue lashing and lapping at his asshole, gripping his cheeks tightly as she rimmed him. The lucky man was being pleased from both ends by two beautiful women, and he was standing like an emperor with his subjects fawning all over him.
Cassidy reached up, running her nails along Jack's firm stomach, clawing at her lover as he helped guide her back and forth on his cock. Spit and saliva dripped in strings and bubbled along his shaft and her chin as she bobbed slowly up and down his thick shaft.
"Just like that... good girl... like that... take it all. Goooood." He was gentle, sensual, encouraging, staring down at her with intense, possessive eyes.
Cassidy met his gaze, feeling vulnerable, like this man could devour her. Take her in any way he wanted, and she could never say no.
"Bounce your tits, Little Lily. Show off for me." He grinned widely as he made the arrogant demand. Kelly snorted with a soft laugh as she continued licking at her husband's ass.
For just a moment, Cassidy pulled herself off Jack's throbbing member, gasping for breath. "Yes, sir. Anything you want." She took him back into her mouth while her hands went to her breasts and began bouncing them, softly massaging and pinching her nipples as she moved her tongue and swallowed deeper and deeper, over and over.
"Yesssss, god fucking yes.... Get your tongue deeper, Kel, like that... mmm." Jack put his hands on his hips like he was a superhero. "Damn, Collin is a lucky man. Fuck Cass... oh my god look at me like that... that's it... Get me good and hard so I can ruin that married pussy." He chuckled.
Flashes of Jack assaulting her little pussy, pounding and thrusting and stretching her, made Cassidy gush even more, slick wet juices soaking her panties beyond rescue and dripping down her thighs and ass.
Then she thought about what she would do when she got home, about how she could use this experience to please Collin and get him excited. Would he like a sloppy blow job like this? Juicy and dirty? She'd have to try it out with him and see if he enjoyed it. That alone gave her a new sexual thrill, making her thighs tremble.
Finally, she pulled Jack's cock from her throat, coughing and moaning. "Fuck me, Jack. Fuck my little married cunt!"
...
The movements of Cassidy's hips were slow and sensual, gently sloshing the warm water around them as she pressed backward into her husband again and again.
Once again, Cassidy had come home from her lunch with Kelly horny and full of kinky ideas for how they could spend Sunday evening together. This time, she wanted to have slow, lazy, sensual sex in the tub. Currently, Collin was sitting with his back propped against the wall of the tub while Cassidy sensually bounced up and down on his lap in a sort of sitting reverse cowgirl. The water was hot, and the air was steamy and humid. Their lower halves were submerged in the blissfully warm water, which added another delicious twist to the silky grip of his wife's pussy as she rode him.
As Cassidy slowly moved up and down, making slow rippling waves in the hot water, her upper body dripped with a sheen of sweat. Her beautiful hair fell in wet tangles down her back, almost in Collin's face. Her eyes squeezed shut as little mewling moans slipped out of her parted lips.
Collin was in heaven. Or at least, he should have been. He couldn't stop his mind from working overtime lately, and it seemed to be getting worse every Sunday. Today after he got home from church and Cassidy went with Kelly, Collin hadn't been able to relax at all. He had stared at his phone, debating whether to give Cassidy a call. Almost certainly, Cassidy would pick up right away, revealing that nothing was wrong.
But Collin didn't end up calling, because he had been afraid that if he did, the call would ring and ring, going straight through to voicemail. Just like it had on the night of the threesome; because Cassidy was too busy having sex to answer. Even worse, maybe she would answer... with a little edge of a moan in her voice and soft wet slapping sounds barely audible over the line...
Strangely, Collin's suspicions hadn't diminished his libido. He was rock hard, even though Cassidy had been slowly and teasingly fucking him for almost an hour. But the reason he was so aroused and on edge now in particular was something that he had noticed almost as soon as they got into the bath.
It was a little thing. Almost insignificant.
From Collin's viewpoint, he could see down over his wife's shoulder, watching her firm little breasts jiggle and sway with her slow, languid movements. An incredible sight... but Collin couldn't focus on the eroticism of his wife's perfect breasts.
He was focused on the little red mark that marred the perfect skin on her right breast, maybe two inches right of the nipple, on its outer curve. It could have been anything. Irritation from Cassidy's bra. A bug bite.
Or maybe it was a hickey.
Collin had been racking his brain to remember if he had seen the little red mark earlier this week. He couldn't remember, no matter how hard he tried. He kept trying to fool himself into thinking that when they last had sex, on Friday night maybe, he had gotten overenthusiastic and gave her the red spot.
Collin's heart beat hard in his chest as he watched Cassidy's breasts bounce. Had Jack's mouth been kissing his wife's perfect breasts? Tasting and licking and sucking what should be just for him?
Collin's hands seemed to move on their own, reaching up from where they rested on the edges of the tub and cupping Cassidy's breasts, feeling their soft weight... the slippery moisture of her sweat, the hardness and heat of her erect nipples against his palms. His thumb grazed the little red mark... rubbed over it. There was nothing to feel. It was the same as the rest of her skin, judging from touch alone.
Collin felt his wife's pussy clench hard around him, and an appreciative moan slipped from between her lips. "Yes! Yes Collin! God, touch me! Mmmmm, I love your strong hands, baby!"
But were his the only strong hands she loved? Was he the only one who got to enjoy her sweet little body? Collin's grip grew firm around his wife's breasts. Not painfully tight, but possessive. He pinched her pebble-hard nipples between his thumb and forefinger, drawing a breathy gasp from his wife. "Yes! Harder, baby!" she whined, her hips beginning to swirl in a circular motion.
Collin thrust upward into her, the water sloshing more and more as his anxiety and lust blended together into an almost painfully intense maelstrom of pleasure and negative emotion. "Mine," he whispered, low and intense. He hadn't intended to say it out loud.
"Yes, honey! I'm yoooours," moaned Cassidy, her bouncing hip motions growing stronger and stronger as she approached orgasm.
"Mine!" said Collin again, a little louder. His thumb kept rubbing over the red mark on his wife's breast again and again. His cock was on fire. The water was sloshing all over the floor now, and Cassidy had descended into a low, passionate moan, throwing her head back as orgasm took her.
"Yes!" Her moans were breathy and deep. "Yours...always...forever...yours, baby...yours..." Her pussy clenched tight around him.
When he came deep inside his wife, it was one of the most powerful orgasms that Collin had ever experienced.
But the warm afterglow of their shared climax didn't solve Collin's growing anxiety. And it didn't erase the red mark from his wife's breast.
...
Cassidy was weeping. The pleasure was too intense. Overwhelming. She was being overstimulated, but it felt fucking amazing.
A silk blindfold was tied around her eyes, blinding her. Jack had bound her hands behind her back with the softest, silkiest rope she'd ever felt. It was tight around her wrists and kept her arms pulled back just enough to stretch her muscles, but not enough to hurt. Kneeling on the bed, legs open wide, Kelly held a vibrator against Cassidy's clit. Jack knelt behind her, slowly plunging his firm cock into her pussy, pulling her hair so she was arching back, breasts swaying with little soft clips hanging from her nipples.
"Fucking shit so good." Jack breathed. He was fucking her slow. Painfully slow. In and out. Letting Cassidy feel every inch. Her lips were wet and engorged and throbbing, gripping his shaft as he slid into her depths. When he was completely inside, his balls would press up against the vibe his wife was holding firmly against Cassidy's little nub.
"God...god!" Cassidy cried. "Oh god I can't... I can't..."
"Yes you can." Jack said with authority, pulling her hair more firmly. "And you will, little lily. Now squeeze me with your cunt."
She did it immediately. Tensing and squeezing her muscles around Jack's firm dick.
"Yessss! Yes that's it... oh fuck Kel she's so fucking tight."
Kelly smacked Cassidy's ass hard. "Hear that? Hmmm? My husband loves your cunt Cass. That married little cunny." She pressed the vibe harder against Cassidy's clit making her scream. For this fun little experiment, Kelly had gone all out, dressing in a shiny PVC dress that only covered half her ass and exposed her bald pussy. She completed the look with knee-high, shiny boots and pulled-back, braided hair. She looked like a stereotypical dominatrix, and she was getting into the part.
"I want you to cum for him. Cum for my husband's big fat dick." Kelly gave Cassidy's flushed cheek a light slap. "And you say thank you for the privilege. Say it, slut."
Cassidy kept crying, not from the pain, which was very light, or the humiliation, which was present, but was a kinky game she had agreed to play, but from the sheer overpowering stimulation. "Fu...fuck...oh god...fuck me...Jack...Sir... fuck me... god fuck it's so good... I'm...I'm cumming for you...you...oh god thank you, Sir, thank you!" She was shaking with a new kind of orgasm. It was a small, rushing river. It never stopped. It relentlessly carved its way through her like the river carving the Grand Canyon. Her pussy clenched over and over. Her clit throbbed as the vibe crushed it. Her depths were burning as Jack slid in and out slowly and steadily.
"So good. So fucking good baby." Jack groaned, pulling her hair and putting a hand on her hip. "Are you ready for me? Are you Cass? I'm going to rail you. Fuck you. No mercy. Say you're ready for me. Say it." His hand gripped her hips hard and left little marks, soft yellow bruises that would be hard to explain if Collin ever saw them. But, for the moment, Cassidy was beyond caring or thinking about her husband and what he might or might not see.
"YES!" Cassidy moaned loudly. "PLEASE! PLEASE! I NEED...AAAHHHHH!"
She didn't get to finish her sentence. Jack was up on his feet, squatting behind her, pulling her hair so she was arching back almost painfully, breasts out swaying with the clips hanging from her nipples. He began to thrust. Hard. Deep. Relentlessly fast. Plap Plap Plap Plap! Over and over, he drove himself into her depths.
"Fuck her. Fuck my best friend. Use her little cunt. Oh, fuck, baby, it's so beautiful. Fucking do it. Don't stop!" Kelly stared at her husband's dick ramming into Cassidy's little tunnel. Juices squirted and splashed as he huffed and puffed and fucked the living daylights out of their friend.
All Cassidy could do was scream. Scream as she came. Scream as the orgasm rushed through her and wouldn't stop. Scream for the pleasure that was being given and that she desperately wanted more of.
Her friends made her screech, and she loved every second of it.
...
Cassidy and Kelly collapsed back onto the bed, breathless and giggling, while Jack panted with exertion. He made an attempt to climb over and join them, but Kelly planted the toe of her boot on her husband's chest and pushed him away with a laugh. "Ha! Nice try, Mr. dripping-with-sweat! It's girl time, babe. Bring us some water, then go take a shower."
Her tone was warm, but she was serious, and Jack accepted the instructions with good grace. "Mmmm, I'll do anything you say when you're all dressed up like that angel," he said with a wink as he stood and stretched his back with a wince.
"I'll remember that," said Kelly, raising her eyebrow with a saucy grin. "It'll come in handy when you try to buy another tacky piece of junk to hang on the wall in your man cave."
"They're antiques, Kelly," he called over his shoulder. "I thought you were supposed to know art!" He slipped out the door before Kelly could reply, leaving the two women entwined on the bed.
Kelly gently traced her friend's wrists, her eyes warm and concerned as she asked, "How was it for you, Cass? Too much?"


Cassidy lay back for a moment, laughing at the almost absurd question. Too much? It had been the most intense thing she'd experienced next to losing her virginity. Her hand drifted down between her thighs, her pussy puffy and sore. Thick drips of Jack's semen were flowing out of her. Her fingers gently played in the warm, sticky mess. "Too much?" she muttered, then turned her face to look at Kelly, who was watching her intently. "Not enough." She admitted, leaning in and kissing her friend deeply on the lips.
Kissing her friend felt so natural these days that Cassidy actually had to restrain herself from doing it in public. Their new sexual connection had only strengthened her warm, trusting bond with Kelly. It felt like their relationship had blossomed into something new and exciting.
Kelly's hand moved down along Cassidy's stomach to join Cassidy's hand, playing with her husband's thick cum dripping from her friend. Their lips kept touching, kissing softly and warmly.
"It was good, Kel..." Cassidy whispered, her eyes warm and hazy with the afterglow of her powerful orgasm. "More than good! It was incredible! The way you and Jack... the way you just... own me...it's so intense."
"It was intense for me too," admitted Kelly. She leaned closer, pulling Cassidy into a tight embrace while she whispered into her ear, "I wasn't sure you could handle us... doing that. Being so forceful. And for the record, I don't think you're a slut." Kelly giggled and held Cassidy close, their breasts pressing against each other as their hands continued playing in the mess between Cassidy's thighs.
When their giggles died down, Kelly's gaze became serious. "Cass... At first this was all for Jack, but... I really love this thing we have more than I can describe. I don't think I've ever felt more alive."
Cassidy felt a powerful tingle up her spine at the raw, sincere words whispered softly into her ear. She reached up with her glistening, sticky fingers and traced them along Kelly's lips, leaving behind a trail of cum before leaning in and meeting Kelly's lips hungrily, letting that soft, warm feeling fill her to the brim. The two women lost themselves in deep, passionate kissing for a long minute. Not even sexual ‌just warm and tender.
Jack entered the room with two water bottles, cold enough to be dripping with condensation. "Ooooh, you didn't tell me we were starting up another round!" he said with a sharp grin, his cock stirring a little with interest between his legs.
"We're not!" Cassidy laughed apologetically. "Round one took too long today, Sir," she said the naughty term with a little mock sarcasm. "Sorry, but I've got to get back to Collin before it gets too late."
Jack looked a little disappointed, but shrugged and handed over the water. "Guess I better shower then!" he said a little wistfully before heading to the bathroom.
"Speaking of your hubby," said Kelly, cracking open her bottle and taking a few greedy gulps, condensation dripping onto her chest and down between her heavy cleavage in the pvc dress, "How is he doing with all this? We haven't gotten a chance to talk to him about it. Is he enjoying the videos? Spicing things up at home?" She gave Cassidy a wink and a nudge.
"Uh... yeah," said Cassidy simply. This part was always hard. Jack and Kelly were just as in the dark as Collin was about the true nature of the arrangement. Cassidy wondered how upset they would be if they discovered she was cheating on Collin rather than doing this with his permission... "I don't really understand why he finds it hot, but he does," she said idly. She remembered back to the few days after the one threesome Collin knew about. How passionate he had been. How... frantic. She still wasn't sure why, but it really had seemed to turn him on.
"Well, if he's enjoying watching and all that, maybe he's a voyeur. Or a cuckold." Kelly took another deep swig from her water.
"Cuckold?" Cassidy turned to Kelly. She'd heard the term before, but really didn't know much about it.
"Yeah. Well, I mean, there's a lot of nuances to it, but basically a cuckold is a man that likes watching his wife get taken away from him. It kinda crosses over with Hotwifing and Stag/Vixen sort of stuff," Kelly said casually, as if everything she was mentioning was common knowledge.
"Um... you kinda lost me." Cassidy admitted as she opened her own bottle of water and took a drink.
Kelly chuckled. "Believe me. I was lost too. Jack and I have been reading up on it a lot though, even before the threesome. I'm no expert. I'm not sure anyone is, because sexuality and desire are so fluid, but basically..." Over the next few minutes, Kelly endeavored to describe the cuckold dynamic. That a husband and wife would agree that another man could take the wife. Often there were elements of denial. Or humiliation, but Kelly made it clear that their arrangement would never have to go in that direction if Cassidy and Collin weren't comfortable with it. It was fairly standard for the wife to go out with others, sometimes a steady partner, or Bull, and come home with stories, or videos and pictures, to tease the husband with.
"So see, you're doing something really special for Collin, honestly. Like, if this really gets him going... then you're just feeding his desire. His kink. And that's totally fine. I mean, as long as everyone is in agreement. So if he has any like... limits or something, be sure to tell us. I know you said he didn't really wanna talk about it... it can be a hard sort of kink to confess to or discuss openly. I get it. Jack and I have nothing but respect for your husband, and the last thing we want to do is somehow emasculate Collin. God, please tell me we haven't done that!" Kelly sat up, eyes wide, suddenly worried.
"No...no!" Cassidy stayed laying down, still exhausted and sore from the treatment she'd gotten from her friends. "No. Sex with Collin has been fantastic. Believe me. No problems there." She bit her lip. That was true... mostly. Would Collin feel emasculated if he found out what she'd been doing? Or would he just feel betrayed? Her hand snuck between her thighs again, dipping into the semen Jack had left behind, feeling warm and guilty.
"Oh, good." Kelly flopped back down. "Geez, I really want this to work. Like... Cass..." Kelly turned to her. "I don't wanna give you up." She whispered. "It's like... you're this gift that just keeps giving..."
Something suddenly sparked in Cassidy's mind. Gift. Birthday. "Collin's birthday!" Cassidy gasped and dropped her water, pouring it all over herself and making her gasp from the chill.
Kelly yelped when the water splashed onto her and rolled away quickly, jumping up off the bed with a laugh. "Geez, Cass. What gives?"
"Shoot! Shoot, I'm sorry." Cassidy scrambled off the soaked sheets, standing naked next to the bed across from Kelly. "I just remembered. Collin's birthday is next week. I haven't planned anything. Oh, shoot!" She stomped a foot, upset with herself that she'd become so wrapped up in things with Jack and Kelly that she'd forgotten one of the most important days for her husband.
"Birthday? Oh! Sweet! Okay, what were you thinking?" Kelly put down her water and came scampering around the bed to grab hold of Cassidy's hand. "A party, maybe? Or something more intimate, like a nice dinner? I know this super nice restaurant uptown that..."
Cassidy tuned out Kelly for a moment as she thought. What could she do for her husband? What was something special... She bit her lip and blushed.
"Okay. You just had an idea. I can tell." Kelly stood back, hands on her hips, smiling. The dominatrix from earlier was gone; now she seemed more like a sensual party girl. "Spill it, Cass."
"Well... you know how... when you asked for a threesome... we sort of promised..." Cassidy stammered.
"Oh!" Kelly smiled widely, eyes bright. "Do you wanna give him a threesome for his birthday?"
Jack came walking in, drying his hair but otherwise naked, with his cock swinging. "A birthday threesome? You mean for Collin?" He shot a mildly exasperated look at his wife. "Why am I not surprised that you forgot to mention this to me?"
Kelly shrugged with an unapologetic smirk on her face.
"Does that mean you won't let her?" Cassidy couldn't decide if she wanted him to say yes or no. As fair as it was for Collin to get the threesome he was promised, this would be the perfect excuse for it not to happen.
Jack sighed and ran a hand through his hair with a wry smile, his eyes still locked on his gorgeous wife. "No, I think you three should do it. I mean, considering he's been so generous with you, what kind of man would I be if I refused? I mean, that is, if Kelly's willing."
Kelly turned to Jack, giving him a sassy stare. "I'll have you know, Jack, Collin is very good looking and from what Cass always tells me, he's terrific in bed. So I'm totally in..."
"Wait." Cassidy held up a hand to stop them. "It's... not exactly what I had in mind. I... Kell... could we talk... alone, about this?" She was blushing and looking at Jack, pleading with him silently to just accept this request.
He did. Nodding, Jack wrapped his towel around him and left the room without protest.
Kelly looked back at Cassidy. "What's wrong? I'm absolutely fine with having a threesome with Collin. It only seems fair."
Cassidy sighed. "I know this is going to sound bad. Selfish. Hypocritical. But... I... I just don't know if I can see Collin with someone else. Even you. Especially you. I... this is so horrible. I'm such a bitch." She sat down on the bed, ignoring the fact that water had practically saturated the whole mattress, and it made her butt wet and cold.
"Hey. None of that. You're entitled to your feelings." Kelly came and sat next to her on the soaking bed, hand on her knee. "Talk to me. If you don't want to have a threesome with Collin, I understand. But... I mean, you're right. It is a bit unfair. He's been so good at sharing you with us."
A few tears slipped from Cassidy's eyes. She whipped them away quickly. "I know. And I want to give him something special. But... I don't think I'm ready to let him... have sex." She cringed at her own hypocritical selfishness.
Kelly nodded slowly, tapping a finger against her lips. "Well... Collin definitely deserves something." She was quiet for a moment, then captured Cassidy's gaze with a wide smile. "How do you feel about handjobs?"
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Claire woke, feeling groggy and sore. She shifted against the thin, saggy mattress and grimaced. For a second, she was bewildered, not knowing where she was.
Then she heard a snore and turned to see Zane's bulk lying crushed up against her on the tiny bed.
Fuck.
Her memory of last night came flooding back. Yet another humiliating submission to Zane. Yet another betrayal of her husband. It was then that she realized what had woken her up. Dan was calling. Her phone buzzed angrily on the nightstand where she had left it.
FUCK!
Claire scooped it up and tried to stab the accept call button, but she was too late. It went to voicemail, and she saw with a sinking feeling it was the sixth time that her husband had tried to call her in the past twenty minutes. Last night, in the throes of lust and totally under Zane's spell, it had felt sort of hot to abandon her husband to spend the night with her lover in the seedy motel room. But in the harsh light of day, the consequences of that slutty betrayal felt all too real.
She rose from the bed, pacing over the grimy motel carpet as she dialed her husband. Last night, the motel room had seemed alluringly trashy and sleazy, but now it just felt dirty and sad. Like Claire herself. Dan picked up on the first ring.
"Claire, where are you?" he demanded immediately in a voice buzzing with anxiety.
Claire closed her eyes, her mind trying its hardest while still shaking off the haze of sleep. Shit. Fuck! Why didn't I think up a good excuse before I went to sleep last night? The answer to that was obvious. Because she was under Zane's spell so deeply she hadn't really been thinking about her husband at all.
"Work emergency," she said, her voice rough from last night's... indulgences. "Came up out of nowhere early in the morning. I didn't want to wake you, so I just took off."
"What?!" said Dan in sheer bewilderment. "What the fuck do you mean you didn't want to wake me up? You have the car, Claire! How am I supposed to get home? And you... fuck Claire, you left all your clothes and shit here. How bad of a work emergency was it?"
Claire felt a spike of adrenaline as her hasty lie immediately ran into trouble. Dan sounded shocked, not suspicious... at least, not yet. Claire rubbed her temple and took a breath, trying to think this through. If she scrambled and told another obvious lie, Dan would be suspicious. She needed something better on the second try; otherwise, she could be caught.
"I know," she said calmly, willing her thumping heart to slow down. "It sucks. I thought it was the kind of thing I could take care of quickly and be back in time to pick you up for breakfast, but I got wrapped up in the work, lost track of time, and... I'm sorry, honey."
Her voice cracked a little on the last phrase, letting through a glimmer of her genuine guilt. Dan was silent on the other end of the line for a long time. Finally, he sighed and said, "Fine. I mean, that's shitty, but fine. I don't know, sweetie, it feels like if your job needs you to do crazy shit like this? You need to take a step back, or delegate, or something."
Claire's guilt was like a live animal in her guts. "Yeah," she said quietly, "Maybe you're right, babe." She looked over to Zane, only to see him sitting up in bed, staring at her with a cocky, lopsided grin.
"Hang up on him," he said in an undertone, his eyes glittering.
Claire was about to scoff and turn her back, but then, with a prickle of arousal and apprehension, she remembered the pledge she had made yesterday. Today, she had promised to be utterly obedient to Zane.
And that meant doing what he said, even if it was another cruelty piled up on her husband.
"I've got to go, honey," she said tonelessly. "Something came up."
"Are you coming back to pick me up? Check-out is in, like, an hour," said Dan in a disbelieving tone.
"I don't think I'll be able to make it. You'll have to catch a rideshare or something," said Claire in a rush, while Zane raised an eyebrow.
"All the way back to the city? Claire, that's going to cost..."
"Bye, I love you." Claire pressed the red button firmly, cutting off her husband's voice and ending the call.
"There," she said grumpily, tossing her phone to the bed and crossing her arms. "Happy now?" She intended the gesture to look displeased and confident, but she had forgotten she was only wearing lingerie right now, and pushing her tits up this way probably only made her look extra sexy.
"Actually no," said Zane with a chuckle, rolling out of bed. "I don't think saying you have to go and that you love him qualifies as hanging up. But that's ok. It's your first time being an utter sub. You'll get the hang of it eventually."
He stalked toward her with that same infuriating grin on his face that he seemed to always wear, and Claire had a sudden, powerful urge to slap it off his face. In this moment, in the broad daylight, he didn't seem cute or charming anymore. Just obnoxious. But that wasn't all that Claire felt. She had been denied sex last night after her husband had badly disappointed her, and the sight of Zane's thick morning wood swaying beneath his boxers as he waddled closer on his stumpy legs sent a little tingle through her, waking up a faint stirring of heat between her thighs.
Zane stood in front of her, staring up into her eyes, and Claire's anger and impulse to rebel faltered in the face of her suddenly growing arousal. Zane was a slut trainer, and by this point, his cocky attitude caused a Pavlovian response. She was addicted to Zane, and she could no longer sustain any effective resistance.
"Kneel," said Zane simply, eyes flickering over Claire's body, then back up to her eyes, filled with arrogant certainty that she would obey.
Zane had been training her to submit for months now, but Claire had been training herself for years to not take shit from anyone, and her instincts rebelled against Zane's obnoxious command.
She rolled her eyes, "Don't you think it's a little early in the morning for..."
"No," said Zane firmly, cutting her off. "I'm not going to hear any of that today, Claire. This is your second warning, and I don't expect you to need a third one. You wanted to play all sorts of games this week. And to apologize, you told me you would submit to me today. Not half-submit. Not grumble under your breath. Not obey only when you're desperate for cock. When I tell you something, I expect you to do it. Now. Fucking. Kneel."
Zane's eyes blazed with dominance as they stared up into hers, and Claire felt her breath hitch. The arousal building deep in her core unfurled and spread through her, stiffening her nipples and making the heat between her legs roar hotter.
He was right, she had agreed. He hadn't really expected to be ordered around like a dog, but it was well within the bounds of what Zane had said he expected from her.
When Claire realized she was going to obey, a massive wave of shame and arousal swept over her, staining her face pink. Before she met Zane, she had been a strong woman, not some blushing, stammering weakling. But it was no use insisting that things hadn't changed. She was the one who had blinked first in the sexual game of chicken she had played with Zane, and this was her punishment.
Claire's knees buckled, and she followed the motion down until she was once again kneeling on the dusty, threadbare motel carpet. Her pulse drummed in her ears, and the heat between her thighs was almost uncomfortably strong now. She almost didn't dare to look up, but it felt like her eyes were drawn by magnets.
Zane was ugly from any angle, but looking up at him from below was especially unflattering, with his roll of stubbled flab below his chin, his leering, sharklike smile, and, of course, his pale, gloating eyes floating over them all like twin moons of disrespectful lust. Claire stewed in the humiliation of being caught and conquered by a little toad like him. She hadn't just been seduced and made to submit; she had been defeated by a man who, by any reasonable standard, was beneath her. By now, that shameful truth only served to fuel her lust.
But even more than his face, the thick bulge pressing up against Zane's boxers drew Claire's eyes, and caused a spasm of arousal to roll through her.
"Are you ready to serve me, Claire?" asked Zane in a smug, gloating voice.
Claire's eyes flicked from his eyes down to the growing erection straining his boxers, then back again. "I..." she swallowed. Suddenly, her mouth was swimming with saliva. "Yes, Z. I'm ready."
"Good!" chirped Zane, patting her on the head condescendingly and turning away. "Well then, I want you to serve me by joining me for brunch. We've got a long day ahead of us after all. Best to start with a good meal.
Claire stared at him with a confused scowl, still on her knees as he bustled over to a duffel and pulled out a towel. Is he fucking serious? Seeing that he indeed was getting ready for a shower while humming tunelessly to himself, Claire let out an annoyed huff and got to her feet. She could tell that he was toying with her at this point. Last night he had refused to fuck her, and this morning she had been denied even a blowjob! It was strange to think about it that way... denied a blowjob... as if it was something she would do for her own pleasure. But she felt denied all the same.
She had a chance to stew in her annoyance as Zane disappeared into the grimy little bathroom and the shower turned on.
This might be a longer day than she thought.
...
The diner that Zane chose didn't fit Claire's expectations.
It didn't give off the vibe of tasteless opulence that his SUV or McMansion radiated, nor the purposeful sleaze of the dingy motel he chose for last night. It was just a modern, comfortable eatery that looked like it served good food. Claire had always thought of Zane as a man with awful taste... but maybe that was just another mask he showed the world.
Claire felt like she was on a sort of walk of shame in the same clothes she had worn over to Zane's room last night, but as she sipped a surprisingly well-brewed cup of coffee, she began to relax.
"So... how's business?" asked Zane, pushing a big bite of bacon and eggs into his mouth, then promptly and neatly wiping his lips with a napkin.
Claire gave him a wary look. "Do you really want to know?" she asked dryly.
"Yeah," said Zane with a shrug, his eyes for once without artifice. "I'm a business owner myself after all. Besides, my own project you did for me piqued my interest in the process."
"You mean the project you paid for just to get into my pants?" said Claire, chuckling despite herself.
Zane joined her laugh, shrugging and raising his hands self-deprecatingly. "Guilty! Worth every penny in my opinion, and hey, the room looks fucking awesome, so I got that out of the deal as well."
"Ass," muttered Claire, but a little smile touched her lips as well. Zane could be charming when he wasn't being annoying on purpose. "Business is good. But it can be exhausting, especially with how... distracted I've been lately." She ran one foot teasingly up Zane's leg beneath the table. His denial last night and this morning had left Claire with a lot of pent-up desire, and it felt like it was forcing itself out all over the place.
"Do you enjoy your work?" asked Zane in a frank, sincere tone.
"Of course."
"No, no, no, don't just give me the knee-jerk canned response," said Zane, waving a fork at her across the table. "Tell me the real answer. Think about it. You're supposed to do everything I say today, right? So consider it an order."
Claire raised an eyebrow at him. "It wasn't like I was lying! Sure, there are annoying parts of the job. Rich clients tend to be entitled. I seem to spend more time with billing and paperwork than actually designing. The hours can be long. But it's something that I'm good at. Something that can make the money I need to fund the lifestyle I deserve. It's as good a job as any."
"None of that adds up to being a job you actually like," said Zane around a mouthful of hashbrowns.
Now Claire was feeling a little irked. She leaned forward across the table, trying to keep her voice calm. "So what? Probably 90 percent of people have jobs that aren't their favorite thing in the world. All of this 'get a job doing your hobby' crap is pie-in-the-sky bullshit. I do interior design because I'm fucking good at it, Z."
Zane took a glug of orange juice and swallowed heavily. "Let me tell you what I think, Claire Bear. I think you do this job not because you like the work itself, but because you feel like it's what is expected of you. You think highly of yourself... no, don't shake your head, you do! And you deserve to think highly of yourself. But you need a job that gets you recognition. Where you are put on a pedestal as the best. And being the boss of a business, showcasing your raw skill? That gives you just the sort of ego-boosting recognition that you need. It gives you the chance to appear perfect, and you feel that's what you need to project to the world. Perfection."
Claire felt stripped raw by Zane's precise analysis. She didn't want to look in his eyes anymore, so she stared down into her coffee cup. Did he have a point with what he was saying, or was it just another game to pull her deeper under his control? She didn't know anymore.
Before she could formulate a response, Zane reached across the table and grabbed her hands. He flicked his nail lightly against her wedding band. "And this... isn't it the same thing?" he asked in an undertone. "A woman needs a handsome, socially capable husband in order to appear perfect, doesn't she?"
"I don't really want to talk about my marriage with the guy I'm fucking on the side, Zane," said Claire stiffly, yanking her hands out of his.
"Well, the guy you're fucking on the side does want to talk about it," said Zane with a cocky smirk painted across his face, "And you promised to do what he says all day. I'll make it quick. I just want to show you something."
He pulled out his phone and began scrolling through it. "Do you remember that I was invited to your wedding?" he asked distractedly, his eyes locked on the screen.
"Yeah," said Claire coolly, taking another fortifying sip of coffee. "Dan and I argued about it. I wanted to cross you off the guest list."
"Ouch!" Said Zane with a chuckle, not looking in the least bit offended. "Well, I get invited to a lot of weddings, Claire Bear. You might not believe it, but a lot of former employees remember me fondly. And you know what I see at most weddings I go to? Brides smiling and laughing and sometimes even crying with joy. Sure, there is stress too, but their happiness usually shines through, at least in the marriages that last."
Claire could tell where he was going with this, and she didn't appreciate his "Dr. Kruger, psychoanalyst" schtick. He finally found what he was looking for and thrust his phone into Claire's face. On, he had a picture from Claire's wedding, of her and Dan standing at the front of the church.
Claire looked regal and stunning in the designer gown she had picked out. But her face was held in an icy display of haughty calm.
"Weddings are stressful," she snapped.
"Sure, but this stressful?" asked Zane with a raised eyebrow, sliding his thumb to move through the gallery. In each and every photo, Claire was either obviously posing or had a faint look of stressed annoyance on her face. "It stood out to me even at the time, and I didn't know you so well then. It wasn't a day about being happy for you, was it? It was a day about projecting a certain image."
Claire stared into Zane's eyes again, growing angry.
"Quite a foundation to start a marriage on, Claire Bear."
"What is this about Z?" she asked heatedly. "Do you want to marry me? Is that what this has all been about? Fat chance. It doesn't matter how good you fuck, Z, that's not going to fucking happen. Regardless of what you say, I do love my husband. Just because I had a stressful wedding doesn't mean anything."
Her wedding, in fact, wasn't a particularly happy memory. She had gotten a little over-focused on the fact that it might be an opportunity to advertise her design sense for the business she was thinking about starting, and her divorced parents had once again insisted on trying to make the entire event about their failed relationship. But that had nothing to do with her relationship with Dan.
"Whoa, whoa," said Zane with a smirk, "Easy there. All that I'm trying to say is that I wonder what you would look like at an event where you were really having the time of your life... and what kind of event that would be exactly."
Claire glared at him suspiciously, but Zane just took the opportunity to polish off the rest of his food, and after a moment, Claire sipped at her coffee in brooding silence.
Zane had always had a talent for getting under her skin, but he had never done it in quite this way before. She was happy with her life. She was happy with her marriage. Zane had come in like a wrecking ball and made things a lot more complicated, but that was because of him, not some base dissatisfaction in her life.
Finally, Zane finished his food and sat back, patting his belly. "I fucking love this place," he said happily, then leaned forward to rub his hands together, grinning ear to ear. "Well, anyway. Time to get moving."
"What are we doing next?" asked Claire, feeling a fluttering of anticipation rise in her chest. Zane's teasing denial meant that her arousal was still bubbling under the surface, even after his rude, invasive questioning. And she was certain that Zane had something a lot more obscene than a conversation over breakfast in mind for her day of utter obedience.
"We need to get you into hair and makeup," said Zane with a wink as he rose to his feet. "You need to look your best before we put you in front of a camera."
Claire froze with her last sip of coffee halfway to her lips, carefully studying Zane's face to see if he was joking. He was grinning back at her with the same fucking smirk he always wore, but that meant nothing. As far as she could tell, he meant what he said. "Zane... you only make one kind of video that I know of... this had better not be what I think it is."
Zane threw his head back and laughed. "God, Claire, I wish you could see your face right now, you look so horny and scared!"
"I'm not fucking scared, I'm mad!" said Claire hotly, then blushed as she realized her mistake. "And I'm not fucking horny either! I'm not like those other skanks, Z. I don't want to be one of your bimbo porn stars." But Claire realized, to her shock and discomfort, that she actually was horny... It was partially left over from the low-level background arousal from her denied satisfaction, but the idea of her crafty, perverted lover using her pledge of loyalty to expose and humiliate her in the most public way possible was turning her on.
Zane took her hand across the table and squeezed it. "Relax, Claire Bear! I swear to you, I'll never post videos of you online without your specific permission to do so. But yes, I want to have a shoot. For my own private collection. Think of it as a souvenir."
Claire rolled her eyes, but some of the tension in her evaporated. She wasn't sure why, but she believed Zane on this point. He wouldn't post videos of her online unless she gave her permission... which she never would, of course.
"Ugh, pervert," she said with a sneer. "But I did say I would do what you want... so what choice do I have? Don't you think hair and makeup is going a little too far, though? Can't you make a sex tape like a normal fucking person?"
"I'm anything but normal," said Zane with a grin, offering a hand to help her up. "Just wait until you see the wardrobe."


"I think I'm going to murder you before the day is over," said Claire cooly as she took his offered hand.
...
Claire stared into the mirror with a feeling of chagrin, turning her head from side to side. She had been less than enthusiastic when she heard that the massive, bearded man that Zane called "Shiner" would be her stylist for the video shoot that Zane had in mind, but she had to admit that the man could do a good job. She had been half-expecting some sort of sloppy, degrading "whore makeup" scrawled over her face, but the burly man had applied a deft hand and left her looking fresh and beautiful. The eyeliner was perhaps a little thicker than she would have normally worn, but that was more or less her only complaint. She knew people who would have paid good money to have their makeup done this well. Her hair also looked perfect, sleek and shiny, hanging in dark waves down her back.
Claire glanced away from the vision of beauty in the mirror and up to Shiner, who towered over her, staring down at her with an expectant expression.
"It's... not bad," she said grudgingly.
"High praise, coming from a high-class slut like you," said Shiner with a nasty chuckle. "Hey, if you want to pay me back, you can suck me off again. I've been dreaming about that since last time."
"Fuck off," snapped Claire. "Not in a million years." She might take some shit from Zane, but he was a special case. Besides, although it was true she had reluctantly given the burly bearded man a blowjob, it was only because it was the heat of the moment and Zane told her to. Just thinking about the fact that she had swallowed this ogre's cum made her feel queasy.
Shiner just laughed. "Wow! I've heard the sharpest tongues give the best head, and you're living proof, babe!"
Just then, the door opened, and Zane swept in, bizarrely wearing a tuxedo. It was as well-cut for his figure as it possibly could be, but the sight of a short, fat man like Zane in formal wear still looked a little ridiculous.
He noted Shiner's grinning leer and Claire's obvious annoyance and rolled his eyes. "You'll have to forgive my asshole friend, Claire Bear," he said ruefully, extending a hand to help her to her feet. "This one tends to think with his dick, and doesn't have a courteous bone in his whole fucking body."
Shiner scoffed with a lopsided grin. "Like you're one to talk!" But Zane was already hurrying Claire out of the room before she had a chance to bite Shiner's head off.
"You look fabulous, though," said Zane with a wink. "There's a reason I keep that barbarian around. You ready to get dressed?"
Claire let out a breath, trying to dispel her annoyance at the stylist casually assuming she was a slut who regularly sucked strangers' cocks. "That depends," she said cautiously, "on what kind of outfit you plan to dress me in."
She had been suspicious about the surprise video wardrobe since Zane had casually mentioned he was excited about it at brunch, and his giddiness now only made her more nervous. Zane loved to degrade and humiliate her, so she could only imagine that he would want her to wear something incredibly slutty and revealing.
"Well, I mean, not to be a dick about it," said Zane with a chuckle, "but you're going to be wearing it no matter how you feel. That was the deal, remember? Total obedience today, or no dick for you."
Claire looked away with an angry blush. He made it sound like she was a dog or something, eagerly drooling for the treat dangled just in front of her nose. And even if that were partially true, framing it that way was a deliberate way to needle her and made the humiliation sting that much worse.
"Anyway," said Zane lightly, leading her down the stairs, "They got the wardrobe all set up downstairs while you were getting pretty, so it should be ready for you to..."
Claire stopped paying attention as they descended, and she saw what was waiting for her in the center of the living room, presented on a mannequin torso.
It was a wedding dress. But not just any wedding dress. It was a parody of the very dress that Claire had chosen for her own wedding. It was a very similar style and cut, but with certain... alterations.
The bodice of the dress was sheer lace rather than opaque white cloth, and Claire could see instantly that it would put her breasts on open display when she wore it. This version of her dress also had a daring slit up its front. Too daring in fact. Claire was confident that it would allow at least occasional glimpses of her panties if she made the slightest movement. It still held some remnant of the ethereal grace and elegance that the original dress projected, but now it was tainted. Tarnished by compromising changes intended to reveal and display the tawdry sexuality beneath.
Beside it, a set of pure white lingerie was displayed on a hanger. Gossamer white lace panties, thigh-high stockings, and a pure, snowy garter belt. They matched the dress perfectly: a sinister blend of innocence and blatant, sleazy sensuality.
Claire stopped dead on the stairs, staring open-mouthed at the perverse wardrobe that Zane had prepared for her. She turned to him in shock. "You have got to be fucking kidding me."
Zane didn't even have the grace to look sorry for himself. He stood grinning ear to ear as if he was the cleverest man in the world.
"What? I thought this would be kinky and fun! You're a married woman cucking your husband after all, isn't a little naughty wedding play just what the doctor ordered?"
"Come on down, Claire," called a singsong, feminine voice. "We have to get our blushing bride ready for her close-up!" For the first time, Claire noticed that Leah was there as well, wearing a pale rose dress of the same style and color that Claire's bridesmaids had worn.
"Why the fuck is she here?" asked Claire in an undertone, turning to Zane with a scowl. "Don't tell me you plan to have her in the fucking video."
Zane chuckled. "Nope! Not unless you want her in it, I guess. She just got excited about the idea when I asked her to help out as an extra set of hands. The whole dress thing was her idea."
"I just thought you could use a maid of dishonor on your big day!" said Leah with a wink, messing with the train of the wedding dress. "Well... I mean, on your second big day."
Claire pointedly ignored her and turned back to Zane. "Listen, Zane, I know you think it's kinky that I'm married, but this..." she waved her hand toward the dress. "This is really fucked up." But despite her clipped, decisive tone, Claire was already struggling to contain her own arousal. She had left her husband behind this morning to spend all day with his former friend. She was shooting a porn scene with another man, even if no one would ever see it. And now that filthy scene was going to be a deliberate mockery of her marriage. The whole thing made her shiver with a combination of guilt and twisted lust. She hoped that she could convince Zane to back down... not because she was actually disgusted, but because she was nervous about how much she might enjoy the twisted roleplay that the dress implied.
But as usual, Zane seemed like he read her like a book. He patted her on the arm condescendingly and said, "Don't worry, Claire Bear. Your disapproval is noted. If anyone asks, I'll tell them that you objected and thought the whole thing was gross and inappropriate. And then you can quietly enjoy being my slutty little bride anyway. I'm headed upstairs to help Summer set up the equipment. You get dressed, and then you can come up and enjoy a second wedding night... one that will be ten times better than the one Dan gave you, I'm guessing."
Claire wanted to give him a cutting retort, but suddenly she was at a loss for words, her insides swirling with eager desire, guilt, and lingering humiliation.
Zane disappeared up the stairs once again, and Claire was left alone with Leah.
Well... she had promised to obey everything Zane asked of her... It wasn't her fault if it was something this obscene.
...
"It's ok to be nervous," said Leah, adjusting Claire's veil outside the bedroom door. "A lot of girls get nervous."
Claire gave her a venomous glare. "Drop the fucking act, Leah, this isn't actually a wedding."
Leah giggled, "Oh, I know, sweetie, trust me. Imagine how your wedding guests' jaws would have dropped if they had seen you like this."
With the obscene wedding dress on Claire's curvy body rather than the flat mannequin, it looked even more erotic than Claire had been expecting. Her lush, feminine curves were presented in an alluring blend of innocent bridal purity and pornographic sexuality. Guaranteed to short-circuit any horny male mind with a cock-stiffening mixture of madonna and whore. She was still floored that Zane had managed to create a dress that looked so close to her actual wedding dress from the day itself, aside from its erotic alterations. Had he purchased the same dress from the designer and had it modified? Had he commissioned a custom dress based on her wedding photos? Either one implied a breathtaking amount of time and money.
How long had Zane been planning this shoot? Since before they first had sex?
"Anyway, I know it's not a wedding, silly," said Leah with a giggle. "I thought you might be nervous about shooting your first porn."
"My only porn," corrected Claire testily, feeling a jolt of humiliated lust at the stark reminder of what she was about to do. "And it doesn't really count anyway, since no one outside of this house is ever going to fucking see it."
"Hmmm," said Leah with a shrug. "I wouldn't be so sure. I thought the same thing when Z got me in front of the camera for the first time."
Another wet, hot surge of embarrassed arousal. Claire was uncomfortably aware that with the sheer lace covering her tits, there was no way of hiding her stiff nipples from Leah's discerning eyes. "He said he wouldn't post it," she insisted stubbornly.
"I know Zane. He told you he wouldn't post it unless you agreed, right?" Leah leaned in to whisper in Claire's ear. "But I think we both know that Z has a way of making us want what he wants."
Before Claire could respond, she reached forward and knocked sharply on the door. "Come in!" called Zane's voice from within, and with a fluttering of warm butterflies in her stomach, Claire realized that her time had come.
Leah swung open the door, and Claire adjusted her bouquet of white lilies in front of her. As she stepped forward into the room, the first thing she saw was Zane, sitting at the edge of the king-size bed with a shit-eating grin plastered across his face. He was wearing his tuxedo, which made a lot more sense now, and already had a massive bulge tenting the front of his pants.
The second thing that she noticed was the camera. Just like the previous time she had walked into a professional scene being filmed, Summer, Zane's tall, confident camerawoman, stood behind a professional-looking camera. And its shiny glass eye was pointed straight at Claire.
She froze for a second, her breath catching in her throat and her body flushing with heat. She clutched her bouquet tighter as her nipples crinkled with powerful lust and her pussy throbbed beneath the airy dress. Fuck... I'm on camera. It was silly... she had been filmed in compromising situations before, once without knowing in Zane's bedroom and once on Perlah's phone, but this felt different.
Even though she knew that this video was for Zane's private collection, it was still being shot and produced like any other professional porn video he put on his site. She truly felt like she was making her porn debut, and the idea of exposing and degrading herself in that way sent her heart beating faster and her reluctant arousal spreading through every inch of her body.
"Here comes the bride," said Zane in a low, appreciative voice. But, despite the fact that he was talking, the camera didn't pan to him. It stayed focused on Claire, hungrily recording every inch of her slutty bridal apparel.
"Why don't you introduce yourself?" asked Zane.
Claire shot him a glare, but she recognized a command even when it was phrased as a question. "I'm... I'm Claire," she said in a voice that wasn't nearly as confident as she wanted. She had been about to add her last name before barely stopping herself. Despite the fact that no one else would see this, the shiny black eye of the camera was still deeply intimidating and arousing. The fact that her embarrassing current outfit would be immortalized forever hung over her mind like a heavy weight.
"And why did you come here today, Claire Bear?" Asked Zane in an amused, almost taunting voice.
Claire shifted uncomfortably. 'Well... I guess I'm here to..." she cleared her throat, hating the fact that she was blushing. She was a confident, intelligent, self-assured woman, but Zane was making her seem like a stammering, bashful girl.
'It's ok, don't be shy, sweetie," said Zane in a condescending purr. "You're here to get fucked on camera. You can say it."
She scowled at Zane again, but he just nodded at her expectantly, still out of frame of the camera.
"I... I'm here to get f-fucked on camera," said Claire quietly through a dry mouth. Her nipples were throbbing now, almost painfully erect. She could feel a moistness between her legs as her warming pussy began to overflow with slick, eager juices.
"Well. you certainly came dressed for the job," said Zane with a snicker. "Tell me, Claire Bear, is that the kind of pretty dress that you hope to get married in one day?"
"I'm already married," snapped Claire, flustered. She realized in the very next instant that she had walked straight into a trap.
"Ooooh, you bad girl!" crowed Zane. "Why don't you get a little closer to the camera, show off that ring a little?"
Claire could have died from the embarrassment... but she had agreed to follow Zane's commands today. With a wet, hot sensation squishing between her thighs as she walked, Claire moved closer to the camera and held up her hand, her simple gold wedding band catching the light.
"Does your husband know you're here?" Zane asked from behind her.
"No, he doesn't," said Claire simply.
"Maybe that's better. He might not like it if he saw his wife having a second wedding night with another man. Now come over here, wifey. It's time to see what that married mouth can do."
Claire turned toward Zane and saw that he had unzipped his pants, allowing his thick, throbbing cock to jut up through his fly. The view didn't surprise her. She knew that his dick would come out at some point, of course. But her body's response to seeing his cock was instinctive and automatic at this point. A flush of primal heat. A throb of sensation through her stiff nipples. A hungry clenching of her pussy. Zane's cock was something her body lusted for on a deep, subconscious level. There was no fighting it. Maybe their never had.
As she strode across the room, Claire could see Summer unlocking the camera from its tripod and carrying it closer, ready to get some up-close footage of Claire's next humiliation. She reminded herself once again that Zane was the only one who would ever see this... But that didn't make it any less embarrassing when the swish of her dress as she walked kept displaying little glimpses of her wet, lacy panties.
Finally, she made it to Zane and knelt gracefully in front of him without being told, the dress dividing as she did so in a way that put her panties on permanent display. A feature that was no doubt intended.
"You really do look like the perfect innocent bride, looking up at me from your knees," said Zane in a voice smoldering with lust. "Well... except for those big slutty tits hanging out. Now grab my cock... I want to show the perfect angle of your ringed hand stroking my dick while your poor dumb cuck sits at home jerking himself off."
"Don't talk about him that way," said Claire heatedly. "It isn't his fault that I'm doing this." She had known the second that the dress was revealed that Zane would be hammering on the idea of infidelity and cuckolding today, but still, the filthy dirty talk was already filling her with a blend of guilt and filthy lust.
Her hand wrapped around the thick, pulsing heat of Zane's cock, and her body sang with submissive arousal as she began to slowly stroke up and down it. Summer loomed over them, the camera capturing every detail as her wedding ring glinted in the soft light of the bedroom.
"But isn't it though?" Asked Zane with a smirk. "Your husband's fault, I mean. You're a beautiful, intelligent, dynamic woman. It takes an equally exceptional man to deserve you. To keep your attention. I mean, sure, it's sad for the poor little guy, but if he wasn't good enough to be your man, isn't that because of his own failings?"
Claire shook her head, her belly twisting with her shame and uncomfortable arousal. "No. D... I mean, my husband is a good man. I'm not..." her hand sped up for a moment as she jacked it up and down the biggest cock she had ever touched, his hot, smooth skin feeling heavenly against her stroking palm. "I'm not doing this because my husband failed. I'm doing it because I failed. I wasn't strong enough to resist."
Zane leaned down and grabbed her chin, raising her head to look into his eyes. He kissed her, deep and fierce and passionate. "No. You betrayed your husband, but you betrayed yourself first. You made vows binding you to an unworthy man. One who couldn't satisfy your needs. That's all this is. The natural order reasserting itself. Your primal needs trumping the social niceties of a marriage to a man who never deserved you."
Claire tried to argue, but Zane kissed her again, and her mind felt all hot and fuzzy. His cock was pulsing in her hand with a mesmerizing rhythm, and suddenly giving in and submitting to his twisted views felt infinitely easier than explaining why her boring, distant husband mattered. She could feel it... Now that she was dominated and on camera, Zane would no longer hold back. After a week of conflict and a night of nearly painful denial, she was going to get fucked. Her body cried out for it, and she had no reason to deny herself.
"Today, you're going to swear a new set of vows," said Zane with a sinister chuckle, leaning back on his arms as Claire continued to stroke slowly up and down his drooling cock. "But these ones are going to be a lot easier to keep. Because they are going to work with your natural instincts, not against them."
Even in the depths of her increasingly desperate lust, Claire frowned uneasily. "Z... I'm not going to marry..."
Zane laughed. "Don't worry, Claire Bear. This isn't going to be a traditional ceremony. Just a pledge that... let's just say recognizes certain realities. Not a marriage. Just a little kinky fun. Now..."
The camera zoomed in on Claire's pumping fist as a line of precum dripped down the outer side of her fingers and over her golden wedding ring.
"Do you, Claire, take this thick fucking cock to be your master and obsession from this day forward? To suck and to fuck, to faithfully serve with every hole, for as long as your master desires?"
Claire could not have rolled her eyes harder. It was beyond cheesy... but despite herself, she had to admit that the idea of pledging herself to Zane's cock on video was kind of hot. She raised her eyebrows and looked up into Zane's sneering face, pumping her hand faster and faster up and down his raging erection.
"I do."
Zane reached to his side and picked up a box that Claire hadn't noticed before. "Open it," he urged, looking like he could barely hold back his excitement.
Claire took her hands off his cock for a moment, absent-mindedly wiping the slick precum onto her dress, and opened the wooden box. She was confused to see a shining golden ring inside... but one that seemed to be the wrong size. It was way too big around to fit on a finger.


Zane chuckled and flexed his cock, making it bounce obscenely. "Well, wifey... Let's make your little pledge official. Slip that ring on. A symbol of your faithfulness to utter slutty submission."
Zane had really pulled out all the stops to make this cheesy, farcical ceremony as embarrassing as possible. But, despite its hokey nature, Claire was getting more and more aroused by the depravity of it all... It might be silly, but she was still pledging herself to Zane's cock on camera. Her heart began beating faster, and the heat in her body flared higher as she reached into the box and pulled out the heavy golden ring.
It was a snug fit, and only fit over the bulbous head of Zane's raging erection with the help of his precum as lube. With difficulty, Claire managed to slip it down until it sat tight around the root of Zane's magnificent cock, shining dully to match the ring on her own finger. With it in place, Zane's cock seemed to swell further, menacing in its bulging length.
"You may now kiss the cock," said Zane proudly.
Summer crowded even closer as Claire rose a little on her knees and leaned forward. Suddenly, the memory of her wedding day flooded her mind. Standing for what felt like an eternity as the priest droned on and on.... Focusing on keeping a beautiful, serene expression on her face... getting mildly annoyed as Dan got weepy... When it came time for the kiss, she was so focused on the angle of the shot the photographer was snapping and looking good that she barely focused on the kiss itself at all.
This time was different. The camera seemed to fade into the background as she made smoldering, electric eye contact with her illicit lover. She gripped his thick cock around the base with a little metallic click as their rings collided. Her soft lips mashed up against the pulsing surface of his swollen cockhead, smearing them with slick, salty precum. She lived in the moment, relishing the feel of his cock beneath her lips, the intense stare of his eyes on hers.
Guided by instinct, her lips parted, dragging over his sensitive head as she took him into her mouth, slowly tracing every inch of his hot, velvety skin with her curious tongue. She was in a world with only him, maintaining her intense eye contact, and in that heated moment, she meant every word of her pledge, silly or not. She would be his. Belong to him in a primal way that Dan could never manage. In a way, their sexual bond was more real than any marriage.
Claire began bobbing her head, gripping the base of Zane's cock tight as she took his cock deeper and deeper, leaving it shining with her thick, eager saliva. She wasn't just doing it to please him now. The feeling of his powerful thickness plunging between her gripping lips again and again fueled the submissive lust inside her, turning the wet heat between her thighs into a raging inferno of desire. She needed him... and she would make any pledge, humiliate herself on camera in a thousand ways, to earn the deep fucking she craved. Finally she swallowed him whole, taking him all into her tight, wet throat, sealing her lips around the obscene wedding ring at the base of his cock, the symbol of her complete submission.
"Wait, wait, hold up," said Zane in a pleasure-roughened voice, tapping Claire to signal her to withdraw before her enthusiastic blowjob made him cum. "There's something that I've always wanted to try..."
He reached down and wormed two thick fingers into the delicate lace of the obscene dress, just below Claire's tits, ripping a little hole in the gauzy fabric.
Then he grabbed her shoulder and raised her up firmly but carefully, and slid his cock up into the hole he had just made in her bodice.
"Press those tits together, blushing bride," grunted Zane. "Since it's our wedding night, it's only appropriate that I claim you in a whole new way."
Claire was only dimly aware of what a titfuck was. It was the sort of sex act that seemed much more appropriate for porn than a real-life bedroom. Even more so than a blowjob, tit fucks seemed like an act that was wholly focused on the man's pleasure. For her, all she felt was awkwardness and embarrassment as she pressed her tits together, her stiff nipples scraping against the sheer lace covering them as she created a warm, squishy tunnel for Zane to fuck. But as Zane began thrusting, moving his hips and grunting in pleasure as his leaking cock quickly spread a slick layer of precum over the inner swell of her tits, Claire began to get more and more turned on.
Not because the feeling of Zane's cock between her breasts was particularly stimulating, but because of the disgraceful way she was being used. Her beautiful breasts were being claimed and defiled by the cock she had just pledged herself to. Her rock-hard nipples ached against her palm as she felt the hot, hard girth of Zane's cock press against her breasts. She was sure that the sight must be solid gold as far as the porn video was concerned. Zane's monstrous cock speared upward again and again from between the luscious tits she clutched tight in her hands, pressing against the lace at the top of her bodice and leaving a dark splotch of precum there from its seeping head.
This wasn't her actual wedding dress, of course. Claire was pretty sure hers was still hanging deep in a closet somewhere. But Zane had deliberately modeled this one after her original dress, apart from his pornographic modifications, and now he was deliberately defiling it. Ripping holes to insert his throbbing cock and staining its pure white lace with his lustful juices.
Claire was staining the lace of her panties with juices of her own, and although Zane sliding his thick cock between her pressed-together tits on camera was arousing in its own humiliating way, Claire needed to get fucked.
"Z... There's one thing that every bride expects on her wedding night," she said in a throaty growl, staring up at Zane as his hips pumped, fucking her heavy, round tits, poking upward out of her soft cleavage again and again with lewd noises of squishing precum. "Fuck me."
Zane laughed, thrusting his cock up so hard it strained against the delicate lace of the bodice, just inches below Claire's face. She bent to kiss it, running her tongue over the lace's thin, scratchy surface, tasting the salty precum seeping through.
"If only past you could see you now. The proud, haughty social climber... on her knees begging to get fucked by the pudgy pervert she despised."
Claire flushed red. He was right. She had tried to stay strong for so long and hold on to her pride, only to crumble completely into utter submission. Trying to resist Zane had been the greatest and most humiliating defeat of her life... but there was a good reason she had lost. Zane might be the most infuriating little prick she had ever met, but he had opened an entire new world of sexuality for her. And going back to the tame, dull feeling of sex with her loving husband after experiencing what Zane had to offer felt unacceptable
So she pushed past Zane's teasing, standing and withdrawing Zane's stiff cock from the same ragged hole in the lace he had slipped it into in the first place. It left her tits slippery and shining on their inner surface from his copious precum, and her nipples pressing tight against the lace bodice, throbbing from the prolonged stimulation of her breasts.
Zane looked up at her, surprised, but not displeased, as she pushed him back onto the bed, his cock sticking straight up into the air along with his blubbery gut.
"Just shut the fuck up for once," said Claire wearily, planting a knee on either side of his hips and tugging her soaking wet white panties roughly to the side. "In case you didn't know, genius, weddings usually involve vows from both sides. And since this thing can't talk..." She reached beneath her and gripped his hard cock in one hand, slapping it into her other palm roughly and making their rings click against each other once again. "Your cock is going to have to pledge itself to me physically rather than verbally."
Zane chuckled, grabbing Claire's hips and lifting her slightly so she could position his cock at her hot, dripping entrance, shuddering with delight as his bulging head slid through her sensitive folds. "You know what? You got it, Claire Bear. This is your special day after all..."
His strong hands slowly lowered her. Summer brought the camera closer, zooming in and capturing a perfect HD video as Zane's thick pock spread her lips wide, penetrating her dripping pussy.
Claire threw her head back with a low, throaty moan of pure satisfaction, biting her lip and squeezing her eyes shut to better savor the sensation as Zane sank into her slick, velvety depths inch by inch, filling her completely with hot, throbbing cock. The difference between Zane and her husband was night and day, and because she was riding Zane cowgirl, the comparison was even more sharp.
Last night, she had given her husband every opportunity. She had tried her utmost to enjoy sex with him. And it had been a complete failure. His earnest thrusts and words of love had failed to arouse her. As Claire slowly sank, relishing every vein and curve as she impaled herself on Zane's dick, she had already enjoyed herself more than she had all evening with her husband before he even reached the bottom.
Finally, her plump ass squished down onto Zane's hairy thighs. Claire sat atop him like a queen on her throne, taking deep, ragged breaths as she felt her pussy greedily contracting around his cock. "Fuck you feel good," she groaned, grinding and shifting her hips around to feel the thickness of his dick inside her and provide delicious pressure on her clit as it rubbed against his skin.
"Better than hubby's?" asked Zane with a wicked grin, his fingers sinking possessively into the softness of Claire's womanly hips.
"Don't talk about him," whined Claire breathlessly as Zane began thrusting upward into her with short, teasing strokes, making her whole body throb with needy desire. "I don't... I don't want to think about him right now."
Zane's chuckle was pure evil. He let his hands rest as Claire began to do his work for him, bouncing her perfect ass up and down, slapping it against Zane's hairy thighs again and again as she sheathed his rigid length in her hot, wet pussy. "Too bad, wifey, because that's exactly who I want to talk about right now. You really thought you were going to get away with dressing up in a wedding dress and pledging yourself to my cock without talking about how you already have a husband? Sorry, Claire Bear, but your viewers want to know who you really belong to."
Zane gestured toward the camera, and Claire shook her head, distracted by the deeply satisfying feeling of Zane's cock plunging into her deepest parts. It was like an itch being scratched, but so much more pleasurable. She could barely even focus on his taunting words. "It's... f-fuck Z, he's not the same. He loves me, but he can't fuck me like this. He couldn't fuck me like this in a thousand years."
"And why is that?" asked Zane, beginning to pump his hips upward in long, smooth strokes, meeting Claire's bounces in perfect harmony. "What's the difference between him and me?" The slits of the wedding dress allowed it to spread to either side of them, but Claire's bucking hips still sent the pure white fabric puffing up and down dramatically, the rustling sounds of cloth almost but not quite drowning out the wet, sloppy sounds of Zane's cock filling her pussy over and over.
"F-fuuuuck," moaned Claire, leaning forward and planting her hands on Zane's flabby chest to gain leverage as her hips began to buck faster. "He's kind, and you're an asshole. He's handsome, and you're a fucking troll. And you... Oh God you're so much more of a man than him!"
Her braless tits bounced and jiggled from the force of her squats, making her nipples scrape against the lace of her bodice, sending crackling blots of sexual pleasure through every nerve. It also probably provided an excellent view for the camera. Summer hovered close, taking in the breathtaking sight as Claire, all sinful curves and pure white lace, humped her lover's cock with slutty abandon. Not only was the erotic sight of her bouncing tits captured perfectly by the camera, but the dramatic slit up the front of the dress allowed a perfect view from the front as the lips of Claire's juicy mound hugged the slippery, plunging shaft of Zane's cock. The heavy gold ring on the base of his cock, the symbol of Claire's commitment to total sexual submission, glinted in the mood lighting as Claire's juices dripped and ran down it.
"Your cock is bigger!" gasped Claire, her hips winding and grinding downward in needy circular movements, desperate to feel every inch of Zane's cock. "You're more dominant... more confident... You get what you want, and don't take no for a fucking answer. Dan could n-never do that. I fucking hated you, and I still couldn't resist this fucking cock."
"And I couldn't resist this perfect fucking body," grunted Zane. He reached up and grabbed two handfuls of the dress. "You're a little too slutty to wear white anyway. Let's give the camera a look at what you're really working with."
Claire gasped as Zane strained, ripping the white dress right in fucking half. For a second, she was stunned by the act of masculine forcefulness and strength. She realized a second later that Zane must have commissioned the dress with a weak seam in order to make the aggressive act much easier than usual, but she had to grudgingly admit that it was kind of hot to be forcefully stripped like that.
Summer backed up a little, looking a little horny herself despite her experience with pornography as she captured Claire's body in all its glory.
Claire's tanned skin gleamed lightly with sweat, her heavy, round tits shifting and bouncing with the force of her gasps, marked with a bear tattoo as a symbol of Zane's ownership and topped with big, stiff, slutty nipples. The hourglass of her waist widened into broad, womanly hips supporting her plump, luscious ass. Her thick thighs gripped the blubbery bulk of Zane beneath her, instinctively holding tight to the man who had conquered her. The only things she wore now were sheer white stockings, a lacy garter belt to hold them up, ivory high heels, and lily white panties that had once looked almost innocent, but were now soaking wet and pulled roughly to the side to expose her shaved pussy and the cock spreading it wide.
"That's fucking right, Claire Bear," said Zane beneath her, with an oddly serious look in his eyes. "I'm a better man than little Danny boy could ever be. I'm your man now. And you're my woman. Let's prove that to the cameras. You've been aching for this since last night, right? When your pathetic hubby failed to satisfy you? Now I'm going to make you fucking cum. Like he can't."
Claire couldn't even respond. All that came out of her mouth was an ecstatic moan as Zane began to thrust upward into her, claiming her pussy as his own with deep, powerful strokes, filling and satisfying her in a way her husband never had. Claire leaned back, gripping the heels of her classy ivory heels and allowing the camera to get a perfect view of her perfect, curved form. Her bouncing tits, with their teddy bear tattoo. Her wide, swirling hips. Sights that only belonged to her husband were being captured forever in all their slutty glory.
"You're perfect, Claire," said Zane beneath her. "A fucking Goddess. You want a job that puts you on a pedestal? That shows everyone the incredible woman you are? This is fucking it. Thousands would worship your perfection if this was on my site. Let me fucking post it. Let me make you a star."
"No... fuuucking... waaaay," said Claire in a whining moan. But she had to admit that the idea was intensely erotic... Although she would never admit it, Zane wasn't wrong. She had always liked to be admired, although before she mostly preferred to be recognized for her mind and accomplishments rather than her body. Suddenly, the memory of when Zane had sent her to the restaurant in that slutty fucking dress flashed through her mind, and her pussy clenched hard around his cock. To be seen not by a few dozen people, but by hundreds... Not just in a revealing dress, but to see her fucked dominantly like a bitch in heat.
The idea was humiliating, but hot. So hot that it sent her tumbling over the edge of climax.
When Claire's orgasm hit her, it gripped her whole body like a hot, sweaty fist, straining her muscles and sending hot blood pumping hard against her skin. Her pussy closed like a vice around her new obsession, desperately milking it for cum. Her thick thighs quaked with a pleasure her... her first husband had never been able to give her, and she shouted cries of deep, fulfilling ecstasy to the ceiling as she rode out the high, her tits bouncing heavily.
Finally, Claire relaxed, letting out a deep breath and collapsing forward to lay on Zane's soft belly. She kissed him, hot and loose and wet. Maybe it wasn't right to kiss during a porn shoot, but she couldn't help it. Zane had bewitched her with his sexual prowess, and it was impossible to treat him like just any other man right now. For good or bad, he was right: he was her man, maybe even more so than the man she had actually married.
Claire's half-lidded eyes shot open as she realized something... Zane's cock was still as hard as a rock, pulsing with the beat of his heart inside her sloppy, freshly-fucked pussy.
Zane felt her surprise, and he chuckled, deep and nasty. "That's right, Claire Bear. I can last a little longer with this cock ring on. And good thing too... because there's one other thing we need to do tonight.
Suddenly, he surged upward, his thick cock slipping from Claire's pussy as he moved. Claire's muscles all felt pleasantly warm and loose after her powerful orgasm, so Zane was easily able to manhandle her into position, flipping her over and raising her hips while keeping a firm hand on her shoulder to get her into a face-down, ass-up doggystyle position. Her hips arched dramatically to present the delicious site of her thick ass and drooling pussy to the camera.
What? Doggy style? Thought Claire fuzzily through her pleasant post-orgasmic haze. Well, that's fine, he could have just fucking asked. She wiggled her butt enticingly, ready to get fucked down into the mattress by Zane's cock.
She didn't quite realize what was happening when Summer leaned over and handed something to Zane. It wasn't until he pulled apart her fat cheeks and she felt the cool dollop of lube on her asshole that she realized what he had in mind. A shock of panicked adrenaline pulsed through her, and she tried to rise, but Zane had foreseen her reaction, and in her post-orgasmic state, a firm hand on her shoulders was enough to pin her down.
"Z! I... I can't," whimpered Claire, not even thinking about how weak she must sound on the camera. "I've never done... that before."
"Relax, Claire Bear. Just breathe," said Zane soothingly. "Summer, cut the recording for a second."
Summer lowered the camera, and Zane took his hand off Claire's shoulder. She straightened up a little, the panic subsiding.
"I want you to try this," said Zane seriously, "But I'm not going to force you. Not for something that might hurt you if you aren't ready."
Claire felt an odd sense of shame creep through her, like she was letting Zane down. "Even though I was supposed to do everything you say today?" she asked sheepishly.
Zane laughed. "Listen, Claire, it's not fun for me if the women I'm with aren't having a good time. Every time I've pushed you up until now, it's because I thought you would be turned on by it in the end. But this is different. As I said, this could actually physically hurt you if you aren't completely on board... But it is something I want from you. It's sort of the ultimate submission. And it's also something that Dan has never gotten."


Claire bit her lip. Her initial instinct was to say hell no. Zane wasn't the first guy to try to sweet-talk her into anal. Some guys just saw her juicy ass, and it became a sort of obsession. She had never been the least bit tempted, and, in fac,t had gotten annoyed at some past boyfriends for even bringing it up. In fact, one of the points in Dan's favor had been that he never worked up the courage to ask her about anal. If vaginal penetration had never done it for her in the past, she was certain anal wouldn't be pleasurable. And it just felt... a little embarrassing. And too submissive. On the other hand, embarrassing and submissive was how most of her sexual encounters with Zane had gone so far, and he had taught her how fun those feelings could be in bed.
Even looking at Zane's cock right now, massive and throbbing, and thinking about it going into her ass made Claire shiver. She could see the sincerity in Zane's eyes. He was serious about making this her choice, but it was something he badly wanted. And the fact that he was so passionate about it did kind of turn her on. Besides, she appreciated the fact that he was being a little more careful about pushing her boundaries after he went too far last week at the club. Maybe she should reward that impulse.
"I'm... not sure that I can," said Claire reluctantly. She stared at Zane's cock with nervous reluctance. Even if she was inclined to give it a try, what if it was just... physically impossible?
"That's fine," said Zane confidently, waving her objections away as if they were of no consequence. "All that matters is that you want to give it a try. If it doesn't work, it doesn't work. We'll just cut out that part of the video."
Claire gulped and nodded, the reality hitting home that she had actually agreed to this. She was going to get fucked in the ass. The thought filled her with hot, wet, trembling desire. It felt like a whole new level of submission. Zane guided her back to the position they had just left, firmly pressing her shoulder downward while lifting up on her hips with his other hand, arching her back, and leaving her vulnerable and exposed. Claire's nipples throbbed as they pressed downward into the silky sheets that had seen countless filthy sex acts. Her pussy leaked eager juices down her thigh, even though it wasn't going to see any action. Summer lifted the camera again and gave a silent countdown with her fingers.
Claire could feel her pulse drumming hot and heavy through her veins. Her breath came in hot gulps. Zane laid a hand on her ass, and she shuddered, half in arousal, half in intimidation.
Then Zane did something that Claire never expected. He suddenly leaned forward, one hand on either cheek, and pulled them apart. Claire had just enough time to feel the heat of his breath on her asshole before he had nestled himself between her thick cheeks, his tongue slipping in to squirm, wet and hot, over her most intimate area.
Claire grunted in surprise, her back arching and her fingers digging into the sheets beneath her at the strange, intimate feeling. The odd, pleasurable sensation of Zane's tongue on her asshole surprised her out of her stress, and suddenly all she could think about was how good it felt despite its unfamiliarity. Well... that and the fact that she was currently having her ass eaten on camera by one of the ugliest men she had ever met.
"Mmm, that's it, wifey," said Zane with a chuckle as he came up for air. "See how good my tongue feels on your little rosebud? It's so fucking tight... No other man has ever been here, has he?"
He dived back in, and Claire felt a low, slutty moan dragged out from deep inside her. She bit her lip hard and tried to muffle it, but her back arched even harder, instinctively presenting her asshole to her lover's tongue. It felt so strange... the pleasure that was flooding through her from between her thick cheeks was unlike anything she had ever experienced. "No..." she panted. "I... I've never let anyone else near my ass."
"But I bet every guy who ever fucked you wanted to," said Zane wickedly, rising and swirling a finger around Claire's tight, twitching hole, pressing softer, then harder against the tight sphincter. "Even your hubby has never even touched you here, has he? I bet he wanted to so fucking bad... just too much of a pussy to ask."
Claire whined and squirmed at the intense sensation of Zane's probing finger. But it wasn't discomfort anymore. She was beginning to feel a need... almost an itch. She wanted more. Something deeper and more satisfying than this teasing. She didn't particularly want to talk about Dan right now, but she knew that she was expected to respond, and Zane wouldn't let her weasel out of it.
"No. Not even my husband," she said, hanging her head and trying to hide her combined blush and expression of sexual need.
"But that's perfect," said Zane, pressing slowly with his finger, increasing the pressure. "What's more appropriate than giving up your virginity on your wedding night? I'm about to make you my woman in a whole new way, Claire Bear. Something that only belongs to me."
Claire groaned and twisted two sweaty fistfuls of sheets in her hands as Zane increased the pressure more and more. His thick finger slipped inside her... and it felt so fucking weird. But weird in a way that made the needy sexual curiosity swell up inside her until she thought it might burst. She couldn't get the idea of being butt fucked by Zane out of her head... of being bent over and fucked in a way no man had ever done. Conquered and dominated completely by the man she had surrendered to.
She needed it.
"Stop..." she groaned.
Zane froze, withdrawing his finger. Clearly, he thought that Claire was trying to call off the anal sex, just like he had promised she could. But he misunderstood. Claire just needed to catch her breath.
"Stop talking about it and just fuck me," she moaned, wiggling her virgin ass temptingly and giving him bedroom eyes over her shoulder. "Your blushing bride wants to give you her last and dirtiest virginity. Don't make her wait."
Zane looked at her with wide eyes, then a wide grin spread across his face. "What the lady wants, the lady gets," he rumbled, reaching for the lube once again and squirting a healthy glob onto his finger.
Claire's stomach swooped and knotted with lust and fear. She had talked a big game just now, but God... she sneaked a nervous glance at the thick, throbbing rod of meat between Zane's thighs as he leaned forward and smeared the cool, thick goo against her tingling asshole. She wanted to try, but that didn't make her less nervous. His cock feels impossibly big when it stretches out my pussy... can it even fucking fit inside my ass?
She was about to find out one way or the other. With the lube applied, Zane grabbed his cock, with its shining gold cock ring gleaming in the light and nestled it between Claire's luscious cheeks. Claire sucked in a breath as it pressed against the tight ring of her ass. It felt impossibly huge against her. Monstrous in its heat and girth. Her whole body throbbed with adrenaline and lust, her nipples as hard as bullets as they pressed down into the soft sheets.
Zane laid a soothing hand on a quivering ass cheek. "Just breathe, sweetheart," he said calmly. "We'll go slow. Ready?"
Claire bit her lip and nodded, and Zane slowly moved forward. Claire groaned and strained at the alien feeling on the tenderest part of her body. The pressure grew and grew, her asshole twitching against the hot, fleshy bulge of her lover's cock. Zane pressed forward harder, and Claire began to feel that the whole thing was impossible. The feeling of Zane's cock rubbing against her tight virgin hole was pleasant in the same strange way his tongue had been, but it just couldn't fit.
But Zane just kept pressing, leaning his bulk forward until the intense pressure on her anus actually began to hurt a little. Claire gritted her teeth, trying to push through and give this a real try... but it was clear that Zane was too big and her ass was just too small.
She was about to open her mouth and call things off when Zane pushed forward one last time with a grunt of effort. And suddenly, with a feeling of resistance giving way, Zane's bulbous cockhead slipped inside.
"Fuck!" Claire gasped at the sudden intense feeling of intrusion. It hurt! And it was humiliating! Summer got closer with the handheld camera, zooming in close between Claire's cheeks to capture the shameful sight: Claire's perfect, fat ass speared and conquered at last.
"Shhh," crooned Zane as her newly deflowered asshole spasmed and clenched around the head of his cock. "You're doing so well, Claire Bear. Just breathe and relax. Focus on my voice."
His hand slipped between her legs and began slowly rubbing her wet, aching pussy, sending waves of pleasure through her that went a long way toward distracting her from the pain of her first anal penetration. Slowly, she began to relax as she took deep breaths and focused on the pleasure radiating outward from her pussy. The cock in her ass stopped feeling quite as painful, and as Zane felt her sphincter reluctantly loosen, he pushed a little deeper. Slowly, slowly, he worked his way in. Inch by inch, impaling her perfect ass with his thick, dominant cock. As he slowly slid inside, Claire let out a little whimper, then a soft moan. As he worked, the pain from his first intrusion was transforming little by little into a new type of pleasure.
Pleasure that was strange and foreign and humiliating and oh so deliciously submissive. Zane was forcing himself into a place that Claire thought would always be off limits, and the sensation was better than she ever could have imagined.
Finally, Zane stopped. All the way. Balls deep. The thick golden ring at the base of his cock pressed against her conquered butthole, the touch of metal reminding her of her illicit pledge. Zane paused there, his thick, powerful length pulsing inside her, spreading her wide and packing her full. Summer captured the moment forever, Claire on her hands and knees, her back arched to offer her ass up to be fucked, moaning like a slut for her first anal penetration.
And then Zane began moving again, slowly pulling out, her tight hole gripping his shaft as it slid outward, clinging to him like she never wanted him to leave. Claire gasped and groaned, thighs shaking as the new sensation washed over her. It was a completely different kind of pleasure from when Zane fucked her pussy. There was an intense feeling of fullness. And also one of satisfaction, like when she stretched her muscles long and hard.
She craved more.
"Fuck me," she said in a rough, lustful whisper. "Fuck my ass, Z. Show me who owns it."
For once without a little quip, Zane did just that, slowly picking up speed until he was sliding in and out of her asshole with long, deep strokes, his golden cock ring bumping up against her asshole again and again as he packed every inch of his cock into her tight asshole.
"God damn," he groaned in satisfaction, reaching down to give Claire's thick rump a little spank and watching it bounce and jiggle. "So many fucking guys must have wanted inside this ass. But only one got to. Only one." His pace picked up speed, and by this point, Claire was warmed up enough that it was no problem; she easily accommodated Zane's faster pumping thrusts.
Claire's arousal built higher and higher. She pushed back into his cock and slid her hand between her shaking thighs to touch herself while Zane fucked her, moaning desperately down into the sheets. Even through the haze of her arousal, Claire noticed that Summer had unbuttoned the front of her jeans and was touching herself as well as she filmed the erotic sight.
Claire couldn't imagine that the professional camera woman normally masturbated while filming, but she couldn't exactly blame Summer. It must have been an overwhelmingly erotic sight to see a curvy goddess like Claire bouncing her fat ass backward into Zane's thrusting cock. Her slutty moans contrasted with the pure white innocence of her stockings and garter belt, a kinky mixture of innocent bride and anal slut.
Zane was fucking her hard and fast now, driving her down into the mattress with the force of his powerful thrusts, grunting with effort and pleasure as he drove forward into her pillowy butt over and over, stretching her wide, forming her asshole around the shape of his cock. It began to hurt a little once again, but the pain blended with Claire's pleasure in a way she never dreamed possible. She frantically bounced her hips backward into Zane's driving cock, biting the sheets beneath her and seething in pain and shameful pleasure.
*Crack*
Zane spanked her again, harder than before as he rode her ass, primally claiming her. "Fuck, Claire," he grunted. 'You have to let me fucking post this. I want everyone who has ever stared at this fat fucking ass to know that I fucking took it. I want everyone to see how you submitted to me."
"Nooo," moaned Claire, panting with overwhelming lust. That slow, deep feeling of stretching satisfaction was blending with the sweet ache of pain and the feeling of her rubbing fingers between her thighs to push her towards orgasm once again, this time even stronger than the one Zane had given her earlier. It was getting hard to think. But she knew that she couldn't give in to this request. It would be burning down her whole life! She couldn't do that... no matter how fucking hot it sounded. "I c-can't do that, Zane. Never."
Zane gripped her hips, switching up his technique to fuck her slow and deep. "What if I blurred your face?" he asked in a wily, persuasive voice. "Hid your name? I never do that for any other woman, Claire, but that's how much I need people to see this. To see how fucking perfect you are."
Claire whined in pleasure and tortured indecision. She didn't want to be a porn star, did she? But who would fucking know? And then everyone would be able to see her... see how slutty she was. Watch Zane take her anal virginity while she begged for more. Where was the harm if no one would ever know it was her? She knew that it was wrong to have videos of her fucking on the internet... for some reason she couldn't think of right now. Zane's slow, teasing thrusts clouded her head, only letting her think about how fucking hot it would be.
"Maybe," she whispered down into the sheets, her whole body burning with a desperate need to orgasm.
"What's that? I couldn't hear you," said Zane sweetly with a tone of mocking triumph.
"I said maybe you fucking asshole!" moaned Claire, "Now fuck my fucking ass until I cum on your cock!"
Zane surged forward once again, fucking her firm and fast, his palm flashing down onto her bouncing cheeks until they were pink with palm prints. Driving Claire wild with the intense pleasure of raw, unfiltered male dominance. "Hey," he roughly growled, snapping his fingers at Summer, who was mesmerized by the erotic display, her hand stuffed down the front of her pants, "Go around front. I want you to get her face when she cums her fucking brains out."
Summer dutifully moved, and suddenly Claire had the camera right in front of her face as her orgasm rushed toward her. She went bright red, stung and aroused by the sudden reminder that she was being observed... maybe by thousands if she let Zane do what he wanted...
"Remember how you looked at your real wedding, Claire?" said Zane mockingly, his voice heavy with lust, "So annoyed and distracted and unhappy? I want you to remember that when you watch this... and see the difference. See what you look like at a wedding where you are having the time of your fucking life."
Moaning and straining and sweating, Claire rode into her first anal orgasm, bucking back enthusiastically into the monster cock splitting her open, showing her humiliating expression of submissive delight to the camera pointed right in her face. She could feel Zane cum inside her, but her didn't stop, continuing to plunge into her again and again, churning his jizz into a frothy mess inside her hot, sloppy asshole. He kept going as long as he could, prolonging Claire's moaning, trembling orgasm until his cock was too soft to penetrate her.
Then, while Claire was lying ass-up in a blissful daze, He reached down to her hand and slipped the wedding band off her finger. He beckoned Summer back toward him as he set up the final shot.
Claire's thick, juicy ass was stuck in the air, reddened by spanks. Between her fat cheeks, her freshly fucked asshole lightly gaped and leaked thick, perly cum. And right over it, framing her puckered hole perfectly, Zane had laid her wedding band, staining it with his cum.
"I fucking love weddings," said Zane with a grin.
"Ok, cut. That's a wrap."
...
About an hour later, Zane lay with Claire in bed, feeling satisfied by a good day's work. It hadn't been easy. In fact, at times, Claire had fought him tooth and nail. But he could sense it now. She was his. It might take a little while longer for her to realize how far she had fallen, but Zane truly didn't think anything was beyond his grasp at this point.
Claire was his now. Everything yet to come was just a formality.
"So... you said that you would let me post this video as long as I blur your face and remove your name," said Zane softly, testing the waters.
"I don't know," said Claire non-commitally. She looked exhausted now and was snuggled into Zane's shoulder, closing her eyes. "I said maybe. It seems like a huge risk. I mean, Dan subscribes to your site! I'm not sure it's worth it."
"You don't need to decide now. Just think about it," said Zane placidly. He was confident he could convince her over the next few days. He didn't think that Dan recognising her would be a major issue. Denial was a powerful thing, and the key mole on her breast that would identify her was now covered up by a tattoo. If necessary, he could use Leah to throw him off the scent, but it would be fine if he was suspicious, as long as he wasn't certain. It was almost time for the finale after all.
Claire's phone buzzed once again next to her like it had a few times already. Claire had requested Summer fetch it for her before the camerawoman went off to edit footage, but so far she hadn't checked it.
They both knew who was probably calling. At this point, Claire had spent almost all day with Zane after giving Dan a lame excuse first thing in the morning. He was probably frantic with worry. But Claire made no effort to pick up the phone.
"He invited me on a cruise for our honeymoon," said Claire softly, turning her wedding band over and over in her hand. She still hadn't put it back on after rinsing it off in the sink. She let the sentence hang between them, with just a hint of a question on the end.
She wasn't sure if she should go anymore. She was no longer certain about her relationship with Dan. She was fishing to see if Zane would tell her not to go.
But Zane had other ideas in mind. This was never going to end with Claire respectfully divorcing Dan. Where was the fun in that? No, Zane had had something much more fun in mind when he told Dan he would pay for their honeymoon.
"I think you should go," said Zane firmly. "In fact, send me the details of the cruise he picked out. I want to book a trip on the same boat."
Claire's eyes snapped open, and she stared at him warily, a frown forming on her face. She might be his now, but Claire was never going to be a simple or easy woman to handle.
"Why is that?" she asked suspiciously. "You can't seriously expect to fuck me while I'm on a honeymoon with Dan..."
It was time. Zane had to convince Claire to cuckold Dan. Not behind his back, but out in the open. Rubbing his nose in his defeat up close and personal. It was what Zane had dreamed about from the first moment that stupid, self-absorbed pretty boy had talked down to him in that restaurant. But he needed to introduce this carefully. Claire might have finally realized that her relationship with Dan wasn't viable, but that didn't mean she would be on board for utterly crushing him. She would need the proper explanation to go through with the cruelty Zane had in mind...


        

  
    Caught in Candi Pt. 02
  
  Caught in Candi Pt. 02

        Candi wears panties to please her dominant daddy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/caught-in-candi-pt-02

Title: Caught in Candi Pt. 02

Author: RabbleLaid

Category: Crossdressing

Description: Candi wears panties to please her dominant daddy.

Tags: sissification, feminization, roleplay, panties, submissive, daddy, corruption, humiliation, masturbation, sissy




Ben blinked and shook his head, coming out deep thought. "I'm sorry sw,eetie," he said blankly, "I was a million miles away. What were you saying?"
"I said 'what do you do with your time when I'm away?'" Lucy's eyes were kind, but her mouth was pulled up into an exasperated little grimace at her husband's lack of attention when she was trying to be caring. "I've been having to travel a lot lately and I feel a little bad for leaving you home all alone so often."
Ben shrugged and took a bite of his chicken parmesan. "Oh, you know me, honey. Stick me in front of a computer, and I'll be perfectly happy." That was putting it mildly. Lately, sitting in front of the computer seemed to be the only thing that he was interested in. In a matter of speaking, of course.
Ever since that first roleplay chat with Clark, it had been hard to resist coming back for more. Ben was soul-witheringly embarrassed that roleplaying as a slutty girl made him cum so hard, but for some reason, it did. All that Clark had to do was show him a picture of a girl, insist that the girl was Ben, then begin his dominant dirty talk, and Ben was practically putty in his hands.
Ben just couldn't say no... and when he let slip to Clark that his wife would be out of town starting tomorrow for another business trip, Clark had insisted that they plan something big. Clark had been teasing and building up to it all week. He had even forced Ben to change his screenname on Kaos for the occasion...
"Well," said Lucy with a lopsided smile, reaching across the table to squeeze her husband's hand, her wedding ring and her soft brown eyes twinkling in the light, "I know that I've been busy lately, but maybe we could... get close tonight. You know, a little send-off for my trip."
Ben felt a spasm of guilt and nerves. Shit! He hadn't expected this to happen. Although typically he enjoyed a decent love life with Lucy, she very rarely felt in the mood when she was busy and stressed. Ben had figured that she would be so frazzled from the preparations for her upcoming trip that she would have no interest in sex until she got back. Otherwise, he never would have agreed to Clark's demand.
Ben's dominant roleplay partner had insisted that "Candi" not cum for the entire week, until Clark had "her" all to himself. Ben had lasted up until now, the night before Lucy's trip. He knew that he should just fold. Have sex with Lucy and explain to Clark that real life got in the way, and that his relationship with his wife was more important than a silly jerk-off game that he played on the internet.
But for some reason, he hesitated. Licked his lips. Squeezed his wife's hand and said hesitantly, "Do you mind if I take a rain check, sweetie? I'm just feeling a little stressed from work, and I was hoping for a sort of low-key evening with you."
Lucy said it was fine, but even though the rest of the evening was perfectly pleasant and loving, Ben could tell she was a little disappointed. He didn't blame her. It was pretty fucked up of him to deny her just because some dude on the internet who made Ben call him Daddy told him to.
But he justified it to himself by saying it was just one night of denial. What was that in the course of a long, successful marriage? He would have his fun with Clark when she was gone, then treat her to a romantic evening and rock her world when she got back.
It wasn't really that big of a deal.
...
Ben was just settling in to sleep next to his wife, already nervous and excited for what sort of kinky roleplay "Daddy" had in store for him tomorrow, when his phone gently buzzed on the nightstand. It could have been anything... but Ben already felt a twist of excitement as he unlocked the screen to see who it was.
ClarkHollis: Daddy has a task for you, Candi.
Ben's heart pounded, strong and wild in his chest. He glanced over to his wife, who was turned the other way. After a second, he heard a gentle snore and cautiously texted back.
CandiGurl: I told you I can't fucking do this, Clark. Not when she's here.
ClarkHollis: So then use the safe word. Do it.
Ben stewed in horny confusion, his cock suddenly tenting up the covers from beneath. It was becoming harder and harder to resist Clark when he got like this. There was something intoxicating about his roleplay partner's pushy confidence. Clark said it was because of his "natural feminine instincts." Ben wasn't sure how much of their conversations were Clark's actual beliefs, and how much was roleplay at this point.
Lucy shifted slightly, then went on snoring. Ben shook his head and typed the word "Butterscotch" into the prompt line, his finger hovering over the send button. It was the safe word that they had worked out when they started chatting regularly. If Ben ever needed to seriously put his foot down about boundaries, all he had to do was use it.
Until then, Daddy was in charge.
Before Ben could make up his mind, Clark texted back again.
ClarkHollis: That's what I thought. If you have the choice between being your wife's strong, manly husband and your Daddy's girly little slut... well, it looks like the choice is obvious to you.
Ben squirmed uncomfortably on the bed. His cock felt painfully hard, throbbing beneath the sheets. The message hit a little too close to home. He had just decided not to fuck his wife on her last night home before her trip, and now he was hard as a rock for Clark's degrading feminization talk.
He thought for a moment longer, then deleted the safe word. His wife was already asleep, after all. Where was the harm in a little chat?
CandiGurl: What task did you have for me, Daddy?
ClarkHollis: I want you to edge for me. I want you so stupid and horny and desperate for cock tomorrow that you can't maintain your stupid delusion that you're a man. I want you to be a girly little bimbo for Daddy.
Ben felt a sizzle of arousal zip through him. This was one of Clark's favorite verbal games: his constant, forceful insistence that Ben wasn't really a man. That he was just a girl pretending. It was silly. Ben's masculinity was as obvious as the hard cock between his legs, which he began rubbing as he bit his lip, staring down at the message.
CandiGurl: Ugghhh. Yes Daddy. But I might need to leave partway through.
Ben glanced nervously over toward his sleeping wife. He was probably safe to rub himself a little while she was fast asleep, but it would be really awkward if she woke up.
ClarkHollis: Don't you dare, Candi. Daddy's in control right now. Now... tell Daddy what you're doing.
Ben let out a little involuntary groan, then bit his lip to stifle it, glancing over nervously at his wife.
CandiGurl: I'm rubbing my clit for you, Daddy.
It never got less embarrassing, no matter how many times he typed it. But if he ever slipped up and mentioned his cock during roleplay sessions, Clark would immediately sign off and insist on "punishing" him next time.
ClarkHollis:[That's my good girl.]
A picture popped into the chat. A blonde woman kneeling and staring up at the camera with wide blue eyes. A massive, thick phallus was plunged deep between her lips, marked by her bright pink lipstick in little circles up and down its shaft. Ben's cock pulsed beneath his palm, another bead of slick precum welling up. Clark always used pictures of the same pornstar when roleplaying with Ben. Ben had eventually been curious enough to look up who she was. Apparently, she was a semi-popular adult performer who worked under the name "Cherry Sweets".
But in the end, who it was exactly in the photos didn't matter. Because when Ben and Clark were talking, the pictures were of Candi. And Candi was Ben.
ClarkHollis: Look at you go, you little slut! Some lips were just made to be wrapped around cock, aren't they? Like yours, for instance. You were born to suck dick. Say it, Candi.
CandiGurl: I was born to suck dick, Daddy.
Ben was breathing heavily now, although he tried to be as quiet as possible. He stared at the picture of the cute blonde porn star, and for a momen,t he imagined it. Kneeling at the feet of a tall, muscular man, staring upward into a smug, masculine face. His lips wrapped around a thick, hot, pulsing shaft.
He groaned softly as his cock twitched beneath his ceaselessly rubbing hand. He had never imagined gay shit like this before Clark had started messing with his head. But that was the complicated thing... He didn't imagine himself as a man sucking off another man. He imagined himself as Candi. As a woman.
ClarkHollis: Good girl. Are you ready to edge for Daddy?
CandiGurl: Yes, Daddy.
The picture that came through made Ben bite his lip hard to keep from gasping. It was a picture of a cock. A cock as big, hard, and thick as any you might find in a porn. But this picture was clearly homemade.
It was Clark's cock. Ben was sure of it.
Even though it was just a picture of a cock with no woman in it, getting himself to the edge was shamefully easy for Ben.
ClarkHollis: That's right, princess. Look at that thick, meaty cock. It looks good, doesn't it?
Fuck. He had to admit that it did look good. Ben's eyes traced the rounded outline of the bulging cockhead on the phone screen while his hand rubbed and swirled. His thumb flashed across the keyboard.
CandiGurl: It looks so fucking good, Daddy.
ClarkHollis: Then I want you to rub that stiff little clit harder, Princess. Get yourself right to the fucking edge. And then... tell me what you want to do with my fucking cock.
Ben stared at the picture of cock, his hand squishing and sliding in the precum his cock kept pumping out. He imagined himself as Candi... a slutty little bimbo on her knees, overpowered and in awe of the big thick cock in her face, radiating masculine power. He could feel the beat of his heart throbbing throughout his body as the filthy image played in his mind, lurid and red-hot.
CandiGurl: I would suck it, Daddy.
He hesitated, then began typing again.
CandiGurl: I would take it in my hot little hand and poke out my pink tongue. I would lick right up the bottom of your thick, manly shaft until I reached the head. And then... I would take you inside.
ClarkHollis: Are you right on the fucking edge, Candi?
Oh Fuck. Fuck yes, he was. He was just about to cum in his hand. Right next to his sleeping wife. For cock.
CandiGurl: Yesss Daddy!
ClarkHollis: And do you want to Cum?
CandiGurl: Please! Please, Daddy!
ClarkHollis: No.
Ben stared stupidly at his screen for a moment, slack-jawed in surprise. His whole body was screaming at him to let go and fill his hand with hot, sticky sperm. But he couldn't. Right now, he was in his Daddy's hands, and Daddy had just said no.
ClarkHollis: Shame on you, you little slut... Trying to squirt while your poor innocent wifey is sleeping right next to you. No. You don't get to cum until tomorrow. Hands off, Candi.
Ben could have died of frustration, but he did as he was told. Somehow, Daddy always knew if he tried to cheat. And, as humiliating as it was to act like a bimbo slut for another man, the times when Clark simply ignored him were worse.
CandiGurl: Fucccckkk. Yes, Daddy.
ClarkHollis: Good girl. Trust me, it might be hard to hold back, but you'll more than make up for it tomorrow. You're going to be mine from the second your wife leaves. Do you understand what I'm saying? I don't want any whining or second-guessing. When I give you a command, I want to hear either the safe word or "yes, Daddy".
Ben slumped back against his pillow, his cock throbbing with almost painful arousal. His blood sang with lust pumping through his veins. He had never wanted to cum this badly before in his entire life... but his Daddy had told him to hold back... Ben could just reach down right now and make himself cum. It would only take a few quick strokes at this point, he was positive.
But he didn't. He knew that somehow, some way, Clark would know if he did. And then he would refuse to go through with whatever fucked up, disturbingly erotic plans he had for tomorrow. So, with a bitter, suppressed sigh, instead Ben typed.
CandiGurl:...Yes, Daddy.
ClarkHollis: Awwww, is my little princess pouting? You had to know that putting me in charge would mean you don't always get what you want. I want that stiff little clit to ache and leak for Daddy all night. Patient girls get rewards, Candi. Sweet dreams.
Ben plugged in his phone and tried to get some sleep. It wasn't long until his balls began to ache... For a frequent masturbator like him, blue balls weren't a common issue. It had been years since he had been deprived so badly that he felt that sickening ache. But he had no choice... With the way that Clark was emphasizing total obedience, he must have something truly fucked up planned for tomorrow.
And Ben couldn't wait to find out what it was.
...
Ben tried his best to be present with Lucy as he drove her to the airport, laughing and joking and talking about how much he would miss her. And he would. He loved his wife deeply. But another part of him was impatient. He needed to be alone. To text his Daddy and discover what perverted delights Clark had in store for him.
Luckily, it seemed like Lucy was distracted enough about her business trip that she didn't clock her husband's odd, impatient energy. She was already running a little late by the time that they made it to the airport, so it was just a quick goodbye kiss, some hurried "I love yous", and then Ben was all alone.
Fuck... he was already hard as a rock. Still idling in the drop-off lane, he opened the Kaos app on his phone and texted Clark.
CandiGurl: Just dropped off my wife, Daddy. I'm on my way home now.
A message popped back immediately. Clark must have been eagerly waiting for this too.
ClarkHollis: Good. Let me know the second you step in the door, Princess.
Ben could barely focus on the way home. Last night, being denied had been one of the most frustrating things he had ever been through. But now he was glad that he had waited. The roleplay sessions he had with Clark were white hot, and he couldn't imagine a better way to kick off his week alone while his wife was on her trip.
By the time he got home, he had to tuck his throbbing cock into his waistband to prevent it from making an obvious tent in his pants. He swiftly made his way to the front door and slipped inside his house. His heart was hammering as he closed the door behind him. Things felt different now. Now he belonged to Clark.
CandiGurl: Here.
He sent the text and waited in the entryway, pulsing with forbidden lust.
A moment later, an image popped in. It was Ben's favorite blonde pornstar. The model his Daddy had given him. She stared at the camera with wide, innocent blue eyes, biting her lip in an expression of horny anticipation. She also wasn't wearing a stitch of clothing. Her arms were held behind her back, and her chest was thrust forward to present her tits, their bubblegum pink nipples stiff and eager. Her thick thighs were lightly parted to show her juicy little pussy, clearly glistening for the camera.
The picture was so perfectly soft and feminine and devastatingly sexy that Ben lost focus for a second, just staring at it in awe. His attention was snapped back in an instant by the next text from Clark.
ClarkHollis: A good little slut is ready to get naked for Daddy at a moment's notice. Are you my good little slut, Candi?
CandiGurl: Yes, Daddy.
With a shuddering breath, Ben shucked his pants swiftly down his thighs along with his boxers and kicked them aside, pulling his shirt off and tossing it away shortly afterward. It felt bizarre to be standing in his entryway stark naked. Especially because someone else commanded it.
ClarkHollis: Good girl. I knew you were. Now, tell me Candi, do you notice anything about your pussy in this picture? Describe it to me.
Ben bit his lip and squirmed a little in the entryway, feeling exposed and horny. He hadn't even done anything particularly sexual yet, but his cock was painfully stiff and leaking precum. He raised his phone to his eyes, and zoomed in, staring at the pussy that Clark insisted that he should identify with his own body, despite the physical differences.
CandiGurl: I don't know Daddy. It looks soft and pink and smooth and wet.
ClarkHollis: Smooth. That's what I'm looking for. Completely smooth and soft and vulnerable. Candi, before we have any more fun, I need you to match that photo exactly. I want you completely smooth.
That gave Ben pause. He reached down and ran his hands speculatively through the rough patch of hair just above his cock. His body hair tended to be pretty light and fair all over his body, so there wasn't exactly a jungle down there...
Clark was pushing the boundaries here. When Lucy got back, there was no way she would fail to notice the change. Ben occasionally did a little trim job, but if he was totally hairless...
But, despite his misgivings, Ben was primed for submission. He had waited all week to be controlled and ordered around as Candi. And Candi was a submissive slut who would do whatever her Daddy told her. She was probably the sort of girl who wouldn't even need to be told to keep her pussy bare.
CandiGurl: Yes Daddy. Give me a second.
It felt so deliciously wrong to put his body into Clark's hands. But at the same time, it turned Ben on so much he could hardly breathe.
...
It turned out that shaving with a throbbing hard-on was easier said than done. Ben had to keep holding his cock out of the way with one hand while shaving with the other.
It wasn't until he had completely swiped away the last of the shaving gel that Ben saw the complete effect. And it was arousing as it was uncomfortable.
It was surprising the difference in appearance that a scruffy patch of hair could make. Now that his crotch was completely bare, it was just like Clark said. Ben turned back and forth, observing himself with a sort of sick fascination. He obviously still didn't look like the slutty blonde pornstar in Daddy's picture, but, just like Clark had said, he looked... vulnerable. Soft. And yes, more feminine. Even his raging erection seemed more delicate now, strangely. Ben had never noticed how... pink it was before.
He was shocked out of his observation by the rattling of his phone across the counter. Daddy had sent another text.
ClarkHollis: Well? Is it done?
Ben stole one last glance at his soft, bare new appearance in the mirror, then texted back.
CandiGurl: Yes, Daddy. I'm totally hairless and ready for you.
ClarkHollis: Good. Now... Go to your bedroom, Candi. It's time to show you how to cum like a girl
Fuck yes. Ben needed this so fucking bad. For someone with an overactive libido like his, a week without cumming had felt like torture. Last night, he had had blue balls so bad it had been hard to sleep. Ben hustled to his bedroom, his cock throbbing and sensitive in the cool air.
CandiGurl: Ok, I'm here in my bedroom, Daddy. How do you want me to cum for you?
ClarkHollis:[Not so fast, you little slut. Before Daddy lets you cum, I need to ask you a question. Are you a girl for me?]


The question was strange. Ben wasn't quite sure how to answer. Was he supposed to respond in character as Candi? Or was he supposed to admit the truth as Ben; that this was just a kinky roleplay. The ambiguity in the question made Ben a little uneasy, but it also turned him on. It felt like Candi's dominant Daddy was pushing at the boundaries of the roleplay.
Well, if he had asked Candi, Candi would answer and leave Ben out of it.
CandiGurl: Of course! I'm your good girl, Daddy!
It would never not be humiliating to roleplay a bubbly, girly bimbo like this, but the humiliation was a big part of what made his cock throb. Ben's mind was filled with the image of Cherry Sweets, the curvy, slutty blonde pornstar. Right now, he lived and breathed Candi.
ClarkHollis: Hm. I don't know if that's true... You can be a little slow sometimes, Candi. I worry that you might still be silly enough to believe that you're a boy who's only pretending. But there's no halfway tonight, Candi. If you want to cum, you're going to have to be a girl. All the way. Can you do that for Daddy?
For some reason, the words on the screen sent a pulse of adrenaline through Ben. He gulped. In theory, it was just more meaningless dirty talk. But something about how serious Clark was being gave him pause.
Was this really a rabbit hole he wanted to go deeper down?
The answer was yes. Daddy had controlled his clit all week, teasing him, forcing him to edge, and driving him crazy with submissive, feminine lust. There was no way that Ben could just give up and jerk off to vanilla porn tonight. Candi belonged to Daddy right now, and Clark's word was law.
CandiGurl: I'm all yours, Daddy. I'm ready to be a girl for you.
Ben wasn't sure if it was him saying that, or Candi, or what the difference was anymore. All that he knew was that he needed to cum, and right now, Daddy was in charge of that.
ClarkHollis: Good girl. I'm going to send you another picture of yourself, but hands off that clit! You still aren't allowed to cum until I say. Just look for now.
A moment later, a picture came through of the same gorgeous blond pornstar, lying back on pure white sheets and grinning coyly up at the camera. She wore a tiny pair of soft pink panties and nothing else. Ben was once again struck by how pretty she was. With her wide hips and softly splayed breasts, she was a dream of perfect, slutty femininity. Once, Ben would never have been able to identify with a picture of a woman like this. But things had changed. A growing part inside him saw the pornstar and whispered "Me".
ClarkHollis: Take a closer look, Candi. God, you get Daddy's cock so fucking hard. I want you to recreate this pose for me. Can you do that?
Ben hurried to obey, lying back on the bed he shared with his wife, his stiff pink clit thrusting upward into the air like a white flag surrendering his masculinity as he tried his best to act like a female pornstar.
CandiGurl: Yes, Daddy. I'm lying back for you, ready to do whatever you want. Are you going to show me how hard I make you?
It was pretty fucked up that he was looking forward so much to seeing a picture of a cock, but at this point, Ben was all in. He was Candi right now, and nothing made Candi hornier than big cocks.
But it turned out that Clark still wasn't done teasing him yet.
ClarkHollis: Not so fast, slut. I told you that you have to really be a girl for me if you want to cum. It's time for Daddy to help you one step further down the path toward becoming a woman. I'm going to need you to get even deeper into character before I let you cum. If you're going to match that picture exactly, it's not only going to take the right mindset and pose... You're going to need the right wardrobe.]
For a second, Ben didn't know what Clark was talking about. Then his eyes locked onto the soft pink undergarments between the pornstar's legs.
Panties. Oh Fuck.
Ben could see now why Clark had put in the ground work and pushed to get him so horny and submissive before asking this. Wearing panties would be a massive step forward psychologically.
Up until this point, everything had been theoretical. Just a mental game that he and Clark were playing to get their cocks hard. Ben could dirty talk as a slutty girl all day long and shrug it off in the end. It was like watching porn. Maybe a little shameful, but something he could write off as a fantasy. Even the shaving wasn't that serious. Guys shaved their pubes all the time. It didn't make him any less of a man.
But wearing panties wasn't something the average guy did every day. Doing that would be mixing "Ben" and "Candi" together in a way that he wasn't sure he was comfortable with... even though the taboo idea made an oozing drop of precum drip from his throbbing cock down onto his hairless lower belly.
Ben composed his answer carefully. He wasn't willing to call an end to their roleplay session just yet, but now might be a good time to draw some gentle boundaries. He took refuge in his Candi persona, hoping to distract his dominant daddy.
CandiGurl: I don't know if I can do that, Daddy! I don't own any panties. I prefer to go bare, after all. Don't you want me all naked for you?
Clark's answer was swift and absolute.
ClarkHollis: Don't be a brat, Candi. You told me you would be my slutty little girl tonight. Your wife isn't there. Borrow some of her panties. She'll never know.
Moving in slow motion, Ben got up from the bed and made his way over to the dresser. His hand felt like it was moving by itself as it reached toward a drawer that didn't belong to him. A forbidden drawer that held the feminine secrets inside. He slowly slid the drawer open, and an array of soft, pastel panties met his eyes. In any other circumstances he wouldn't have looked twice. He had probably seen each of these pair a dozen times. Hell, he had probably slipped most of them down his wife's hips in the past with his own hands.
But right now, they looked somehow dangerous and seductive. This time his hands wouldn't be slipping them down his wife's legs, but up his. The idea was both terrifying and erotic. He took a shaky breath and turned away from the still-open drawer, texting Clark, breaking character for a moment in his horny distress.
CandiGurl: I don't know if I can do it, man. This is getting a little intense for me.
For once, it actually took a while for Clark to respond, and Ben began to relax, beginning to think that maybe his roleplay partner was backing down from the extreme suggestion. But when his text did come through, it just filled Ben with more hot, writhing lust.
ClarkHollis: Awwww, is my little princess worried about making a mess in her wife's pretty panties? Afraid that wifey will somehow be able to tell, no matter how much you wash them? That your carefully constructed lie of masculinity will crumble and your wife will realize you're secretly a girly little slut who gets off to Daddy's cock?
The raw, filthy humiliation of the text made Ben's cock throb with nasty heat. Especially since, once again, Clark was blurring the lines between roleplay and reality. He was still talking to Ben like Candi, the slutty girl, but was now mentioning his wife. Ben wasn't sure what to do anymore. Part of him burned to just submit to Daddy and be a good girl just like he had promised. But another part of him worried that the roleplay was escaping all boundaries.
CandiGurl: I don't know. Maybe.
Ben was close to texting the safe word to Clark and calling this off. The fact that this was turning him on enough to almost make him cum with no stimulation at all was concerning in and of itself. He was getting ready to type in "Butterscotch" when Clark's next message came through.
Not a text this time. A picture. A picture of the same huge, veiny cock that Daddy had been sending him for weeks. Ben bit his lip at the sight of it, actually leaning back on the dresser as his knees began to feel a little weak. It was still fucked up that a picture of a cock by itself could do this to him, but... fuck.
ClarkHollis: This is what you do to me, Candi. Do you realize that I haven't cum all week either? I've been hard as a rock every day thinking about forcing you to submit and actually become a girl for Daddy. So I'm not taking no for an answer, Candi. Put on the panties and become the woman you always were inside. You're about to drain Daddy's balls.
Ben shook his head, trying to stop the decision that was coming to a head inside him, but even as his head moved from side to side, his eyes remained locked on the thick, powerful, masculine cock on the screen. Fuck. It wouldn't matter if Clark shaved, there was no way a monster like that would ever look vulnerable or feminine.
And it was all hard and throbbing for Candi, his good little submissive slut...
Ben looked back toward the open drawer, his belly rioting with hot butterflies. He reached out slowly and selected a pair. They weren't as tiny and slutty as the pair of panties the blonde porn star had worn in the picture, but they were the same shade of soft pink. It was harder than Ben thought it would be to bend over and thread first one foot, then the other through the leg holes of the girly panties. It felt as if his masculinity was cracking under the stress of the humiliation as he dragged the soft cloth up his thighs, then pulled the panties snug against his freshly shaven genitals, encasing them tightly in soft, pink, femininity.
It was probably the most humiliating thing he had ever done. A tiny dot of precum instantly bled through the cloth where his erection pressed eagerly against it.
Ben walked back toward the bed on legs that would barely support him anymore and got back into position, feeling hot and flushed and tingly all over. It was like his whole body was an erogenous zone now. He had never felt more horny in his fucking life. He tried to avoid looking at the pair of pink, girly panties he was now wearing; tried not to think about how good the soft cloth felt as it whispered over his sensitive, shaved skin.
CandiGurl: Ok, Daddy. Fuck! I can't believe I'm fucking doing this. I'm wearing them. I'm wearing panties for you. Can we finally fucking do this now? Your little slut needs to cum so fucking bad.
The reply made his jaw drop.
ClarkHollis: Almost. Send me a pic of you wearing them. I want to see.
Ben could feel the breath whistling in his throat. His whole body pulsed with forbidden lust. He felt shaky. Nervous. Horny enough that he might fill his fucking panties with Jizz before he could even touch himself.
CandiGurl: Clark, time out. What the fuck, man? This is supposed to be anonymous! I'm not going to send you a fucking pic!
He stared down at his phone, waiting for Clark to reply and show some sort of sanity.
ClarkHollis: I thought you said Daddy was in charge, Candi. Show me what a good girl you are.
Now Ben felt weak. Confused. His face was hot from blushing. Did Clark want him to look up a picture of the blonde pornstar to continue the roleplay? He started to look up another picture, but then another message came through from Clark.
ClarkHollis: Candi, I swear to God if you don't send me a pic right fucking now I'm not going to let you cum for another fucking week.
Fuck. Fuck!
Clark was fucking serious! Ben's belly roiled with butterflies. This was such a fucking stupid idea... But he was locked into the submissive mindset at this point. Nearly hyperventilating, he snapped a picture aimed down his torso, then sent it before he could talk himself out of it.
He squirmed on the bed in discomfort as the picture went through. What would Clark even fucking say? Clark had insisted over and over again that he could never roleplay with a dude, but in the picture...
Ben's humiliation blazed even brighter as he took a good look at the picture he had sent. His rock-hard little cock tented up the soft pink of his wife's panties, a wet stain blooming right at its tip. It couldn't have been clearer that there was a small, but eager penis beneath the silky, feminine underwear.
ClarkHollis: Fuck... You look so fucking slutty in those tiny pink panties. Naughty girl. You told me that your clit was stiff, but you're getting all wet for Daddy too, aren't you?
Ben groaned, squirming in shame and arousal. But somehow, the positive reception filled him with a warm glow as well. Clark didn't even like Ben to mention he had a penis in roleplay, but somehow that picture hadn't turned him off.
ClarkHollis: Ok, enough teasing. Are you ready to cum for Daddy, Candi?
Ben had never wanted anything more. His whole body flooded with adrenaline at the very thought.
CandiGurl: Yes! Fuck Daddy, I want to cum for you so fucking bad!
ClarkHollis: Ok, I want you to start touching yourself for me, Candi. But you have to remember that you don't have a cock right now. You have a stiff little clit. And sluts like you don't rub their clits by grabbing it like a boy. They touch themselves like this...
Clark sent a gif of the beautiful blonde pornstar, taken from the same shoot as the picture he had sent before, lying back in bed wearing her tiny pink panties. As Ben watched, spellbound, she reached down between her thighs and began rubbing her soft pussy with little circular strokes over the panties. Breathing hard, his legs trembling with wild arousal, Ben reached down and did his best to match the movements in the video. His hand pressed the soft panties against his straining cock and rubbed in small circles, almost like he really was teasing a clit.
The sensation was strange and foreign, and was more of a tease than the real satisfaction of jerking off. More importantly, it made Ben feel even more like a girl, and held him right on the edge of orgasm despite his desperate need to cum. His balls ached with need as he stared at the gif on his screen, his swirling fingers matching her pace exactly.
CandiGurl: I'm doing it for you, Daddy, I'm rubbing my little clit for you! Oh my fucking God, I need to cum. Please Daddy! Please let me cum for you!
Clark sent back another short video, this one of a much more personal nature. Ben's eyes greedily drank in the sight as she watched Clark's hand slowly stroking the thick shaft of his cock.
ClarkHollis: No cumming until I say, Candi. I want you right on the edge as you watch me stroke for you. Really rub that clit now. Faster. Watch how fucking hard you make me, you dirty little slut.
Candi spread her legs wider, bending them at the knees as she feverishly mashed the hot, wet panties into her straining clit. She was so fucking horny. Strange feminine pleasure seemed to blossom between her thighs as she stared at her Daddy's cock... so hot and hard and throbbing for her. She wanted him to cum. She wanted him to shoot thick, steaming ropes of jizz out of his heavy balls all for her. She was harshly panting now, her hips squirming and wiggling up into her fingers, right on the edge of orgasm.
CandiGurl: Fuck! I need to cum. Please let me cum, Daddy, please!
It was hard to type when she was this horny and distracted, but her connection to Clark was her only lifeline. Even from a distance, he held complete control of his naughty little slut, and she knew there was no way she could cum unless Daddy said yes.
ClarkHollis: Tell me what you would do if I was there right now. Tell me how you would convince me to let you cum.
He followed the message with another video. This time, his fist was pumping up and down his cock faster, his thick, veiny shaft shining with lube.
The sight sent Candi crazy with lust. She no longer cared how embarrassing it was to talk like a dirty girl to another man. All she wanted was Daddy's permission to cum, and she was willing to do whatever it took to get it.
CandiGurl: Fuck Daddy, I would get on my knees and suck that fat fucking cock until you pumped my slutty belly full of your sperm. Or maybe you would prefer to cum all over my pretty face. Mark your fucking territory and turn me into your dripping, giggling cum slut. I would be your personal, desperate whore, Daddy. Your slutty little bimbo cocksocket to play with however you want.
The words just flowed out of her, powerful by the frustrating pleasure crackling outward from the new, unfamiliar way of masturbating.
ClarkHollis: Fuck, if I was there right now, you really would suck my cock, wouldn't you?
The question was so raw and real and outside the bounds of the roleplay that it made anxious darkness swirl through Candi, and the answer she typed was just as real, and just as arousingly disturbing and disturbingly arousing.
CandiGurl: Yes.
That admission stung more than any of the messages Candi had sent before. Because it wasn't just teasing dirty talk or some distant, hypothetical fantasy. In this haze of imposed femininity and near-delirious arousal, it was just fucking true. She was confused and horny enough that if Clark was here, she would do absolutely anything he said. She would be a girl for him. She would suck his cock.
ClarkHollis: Fucccck. Ok, princess, it's time for you to cum. You fucking earned it. Watch this. Oh... and make sure you practice some moans when you squirt for Daddy.
He sent through one last video. Candi watched hungrily, her fingers rubbing her clit beneath the panties with frantic speed. In the video, her Daddy's hand was nearly a blur, pumping up and down his cock with loud, wet sounds punctuated with manly grunts of pleasure. Candi's body tensed up, back arching and hips humping forward as she watched her Daddy's thick cock swell in his tight grip, his heavy balls tightening to its base.
Candi felt a strange flood of sexual heat fill her as she watched her Clark's cock tense, then fire, spraying out thick, gluey ropes of cum. That cum was for her. She had made her Daddy cum that fucking hard
Candi's lips opened, and she let out a tentative moan. As a man, Ben had been taught that he was expected to stay mostly quiet during sex. The noise sounded strange to her ears, both too high-pitched and too low-pitched at the same time.
But Candi didn't have time to worry too much about it, because, despite the lack of stimulation that rubbing herself through the panties caused, the sight of Clark cumming for her was more than enough to make up for it. A powerful orgasm washed over her, and another moan, already sounding more feminine, poured from her throat. Her hips jerked upward, the muscles in her belly contracted almost painfully hard, and then she was cumming, the wet spot at the tip of her clit spreading and darkening as she pumped her wife's pink panties full of sticky cum. The moans wouldn't stop, and Candi continued to rub herself furiously as the climax tore through her, her hands getting slick, then sticky with semen.
Finally, after emptying his balls completely into the tight pink silk, Ben slumped back, feeling drained and hollow.
CandiGurl: I came. Fuck. I came so fucking hard.
ClarkHollis: Send me another pic. I want to see.
Ben didn't even hesitate this time. In for a penny, in for a pound. He snapped a pic of the panties, now dark and wet with the cum oozing through them, and sent it to Clark.
ClarkHollis: Wow, you really made a mess, didn't you, Candi? You're going to have to clean those panties so wifey doesn't discover your dirty little secret. Why don't you start now? Take them off and give them a little taste. Pretend that you're tasting the mess that Daddy made for you instead.


CandiGurl: Butterscotch. Enough dude. This was really fun, but, no offense, post-nut clarity is sort of hitting right now.
This time, using the safe word felt easy. Whatever shameful spell of submission and lust that Clark had him under had been broken by orgasm.
Ben had a fleeting concern that his pushy, dominant roleplay partner wouldn't respect the safe word and would insist on obedience, but he was relieved to see that that didn't seem to be the case.
ClarkHollis: Totally understand. But you can't blame a man for trying, can you? You're right. This was fun. We're pretty compatible, aren't we? You said your wife would be gone for a week, right? That will give us plenty more time to play.
Ben considered messaging back that he wasn't interested. That he had let things go too far and it had been a mistake. But something held him back. A part of him knew that tomorrow, when he was feeling horny again, things would look a lot different.
Ben sat up in bed, the sodden, slime-filled panties sliding against his skin, his body feeling loose and weak from the powerful orgasm. Tonight had given him a lot to think about.
CandiGurl: Yeah. I'll talk to you tomorrow, Daddy.
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Amelia woke up, but she didn't open her eyes. Instead, she just lay back, keeping them squeezed shut, and imagined. It was a ritual she had begun a few days ago, and had grown more serious about it every morning since then.
She imagined that she was actually in her shitty little apartment in the city. That her forced trip to the island had been a bizarre dream caused by eating bad curry the night before. She imagined that in a few minutes, she would wake up and laugh the bad dream off and get to work on a new story.
But the illusion never lasted for long. Amelia didn't have a king bed in her apartment, nor the luxury Egyptian cotton sheets currently whispering against her skin. She also couldn't hear the waves against the beach from her apartment. Amelia opened her eyes, and even though she knew the fantasy was silly, it was still disappointing to see the lofted ceiling of her bedroom in the villa.
Another day in paradise.
Still, Amelia lay back in the bed, unable to force herself to get up. What was waiting for her outside of the bed anyway? Another stroll around the beach? Her breakfast would be good, but that would only last a few minutes. She had requested some weights and a resistance band from housekeeping, and the request had been granted, so she now she filled part of her days with exercise. She could already see some of the results. Her ass was as fat as ever, her body stubbornly holding on to her bottom-heavy curves, but everywhere else, her body had become more lithe and toned even in the few weeks she had been here.
It was inevitable when she had nothing to do except exercise. It didn't matter what form of entertainment she requested from housekeeping. Her requests for movies, books, music, even crossword puzzles had all been politely ignored, as if she had never written them.
She had finally realized the truth a few days ago. It didn't matter what kind of entertainment she requested, or how politely she asked, she would never be granted any form of diversion.
Her boredom was the point.
Oscar was an expert at manipulation and torture. The form of torture that he had selected for her was more subtle and painless than most, but it was one that was undeniably effective:
Solitary confinement.
There was a reason that confining a prisoner to a cell all alone for extended periods of time was considered cruel and unusual punishment. Without human contact or adequate mental stimulation, people could go insane. The issue was only intensified by the denial of other forms of entertainment. Even prisoners in solitary confinement got a fucking book every once in a while.
Amelia was sharp enough to know exactly what Oscar was trying to do. His occasional visits were her only opportunity for human interaction, and that made it almost impossible to refuse his self-invitations. But even if Amelia saw the writing on the wall, she wasn't sure what she could do about it. The idea of turning down Oscar when he offered to visit was a lot easier said than done when she was so starved for mental stimulation.
She had to be especially wary of Stockholm Syndrome. Amelia had attended dinner with Oscar three more times since the first night he insisted she strip for him, and all three times he had required her to attend naked. Strangely, she found herself almost getting used to it. Although the stinging shame of being nude while he was clothed never truly went away, it was now almost routine to feel his dark, heated eyes scanning her naked body. It became just another perculiarity of her time on the island.
But that was just the issue. Showing off her body to Oscar; letting him see her breasts and ass and pussy, bare in the flickering candlelight... she had started to look forward to it. The dinners had begun to excite her in more ways than one, and, to her crushing shame, Amelia usually ended her dinners with Oscar helplessly horny. She had found him handsome from the beginning, and constantly appearing in front of him, helpless and naked, had started to form a Pavlovian response inside her. Just the sight of his face could send her heart racing and cause a flare of wet heat between her thighs. Stockholm Syndrome... she had to fight against it with every fiber of her being. If she started feeling the urge to please Oscar, he would already have won the war.
It didn't help that he was so fucking charming and intelligent either.
All these thoughts of Oscar reminded Amelia of her sole other source of entertainment here in the villa. She turned her head with a little grimace and looked to her nightstand, where she had tossed her only companion last night after she orgasmed.
The soft lavender vibrator seemed to lie in wait like a snake ready to strike. Over time, Amelia had come to recognise Oscar's gift for what it really was: another manipulation. With no other sources of entertainment, the temptation to play with her pussy for hours was hard to resist.
And when she did so, with no other sources of inspiration, her imagination... well, it tended to run wild.
Constant masturbation hadn't helped her issues with her overactive libido. In fact, her frequent self-pleasure sessions had only made her constantly horny and needy. Of course, by the time she had realized that, it was already too late. She was almost as dependent on the vibrator as she was on Oscar.
Amelia stared at the sex toy for a moment, biting her lip and feeling the magnetic pull of desire, but then managed to turn away. She had been trying to deny herself as much as she could in an attempt to get her libido under control. To mixed results.
"Not happening, Jjinchin," she groaned as she levered herself out of bed, using the sarcastic nickname she had come up with for the sex toy. She had to find some other way to fill the hours, and she started with a shower.
After that, she picked out a sundress from the closet and threw it on. She had stopped bothering with underwear altogether last week. Her chest wasn't big enough for a bra to even be necessary, and just going bare and breezy beneath the dress was more comfortable than the thin, flimsy lace panties that Oscar provided. Maybe once upon a time she would have been worried that a stray breeze would expose her to the hidden cameras, but that was hardly an issue anymore. Even though she tried to keep her thighs together as much as possible during her naked dinner appearances, Oscar could probably draw her pussy from memory with how hard he stared.
Amelia gave her vibrator another longing glare as she left the bedroom, but managed to continue holding out. If she wanted to get out of this with her mind and dignity intact, it was important to resist Oscar's manipulation however she could.
Instead, she wandered out into the sitting room, ready for breakfast. She wondered idly what it would be today. Often, they made some sort of creamy oatmeal concoction with chia seeds and berries, but sometimes it was some sort of bread pudding that she absolutely adored. She had requested they just make it for her everyday, but that was another request that had been ignored.
She suspected that she had been put on some kind of diet.
There was no bread pudding waiting for her today, but Amelia found an even better surprise waiting for on the counter: a fresh note from Oscar. This one couldn't have been simpler.
Dinner tomorrow?
-O
He saved most of his talking for when they were together lately. As Amelia stared at the note, she felt a warm flush of arousal fill her, radiating outward from between her legs. Her heart was suddenly beating fast, and her nipples stiffened against the soft material of her dress.
Amelia realized with horror that a wide, eager grin had spread across her face, and she dropped the note as if it were burning hot.
Stockholm Syndrome. No matter how careful you were, it crept up on you. She needed to watch herself. More than anything, she needed something to fill her long, empty days besides masturbating and constantly escalating the sexual tension growing inside her.
But there was only one person who could grant her relief from her boredom... the same man she needed to keep at arm's length. It was a bad sign that the chance to see Oscar had instantly excited her and turned her on. For a second, she thought about refusing his offer for the first time. But that would only kick the can down the road. She needed to go to this dinner. And she needed to somehow convince her worst enemy to give up the weapon he had been using to manipulate her.
Amelia had to admit that she wasn't looking forward to the challenge.
When she headed back to the bedroom later in the day, Amelia took the vibrator and stuffed it in the underwear drawer, snuggling it deep so she wouldn't have to look at it.
"Not today, Jjinchin," she said grimly, filled with determination. "No temptations. No distractions. I need to think up how to beat a villainous mastermind at his own game."
...
As usual, the wardrobe that Oscar provided the next day didn't include any actual clothes. This time it was a scrunchie, which Amelia took to mean she should wear her hair up in a ponytail, and a pair of high heels. The perverted request for her to appear naked didn't even give her pause anymore. But still, she was far more nervous for this dinner than she had been for the previous two. During those dinners, she had just been generically fishing for information, without much success. This time, she had a specific objective, and she was going to have to be sharp and on her toes.
No more swooning over Oscar's charms. If she got flustered and horny, she would be at a disadvantage already.
She continued to psyche herself up throughout the day, and even as she did up her hair and slipped into the high heels.
You can do this. Stay focused. Don't fall for his charm.
The issue was that Oscar Van Heel had quite a lot of charm to fall for.
"Mmmm, no," said Oscar in a muffled voice, waving his hand animatedly and then holding up a finger, telling her to wait while he finished chewing. "I'm sorry, but no. You mean to tell me that The King and I is your favorite musical? That piece of shit?"
Amelia rolled her eyes at him. "Fine. Enlighten me. What's the best musical then?" she asked sarcastically, slicing off another rare chunk of steak from the prime cut on her plate. She was doing her best to stay focused and wary, but it wasn't easy.
"Chicago," Oscar said with a shrug, wiping his mouth with a snow white napkin.
"A story of crime and corruption," said Amelia with a shake of her head. "How... predicable." As she lifted the next bite of steak to her lips, a drip of juice fell and splashed onto a naked breast, tracing a reddish brown line down the pale curve of her flesh. Oscar, as usual, took the opportunity to feast his eyes, openly and unabashedly looking down to admire Amelia's firm little tits as she scrambled to pick up her napkin and wipe herself off.
It was still mortifying to eat dinner with this monster naked while he sat there fully clothed. It made the stark difference in power feel almost overwhelming. When Amelia thought too hard about her nudity, her feelings of vulnerability and powerlessness were almost too much to bear. And Oscar didn't help matters. He never controlled his wandering gaze. Never let Amelia forget that he lusted after her, and only invited her to dinner so he could feast his eyes on the body he was sure would be his before long.
Amelia had no idea why a monster like him even bothered with this sick game when she was utterly in his power anyway. Maybe tonight she would work up the nerve to confront him on the topic again and finally get some answers.
Humiliatingly, she felt her nipples begin to stiffen under her captor's sustained attention. Every time she got the least bit horny during these dinners, there was simply no way to hide it. Her nipples broadcast her faint surges of desire like a beacon. As usual Amelia was frustrated by her helpless arousal. She knew that her strange reaction was probably only caused by her loneliness and being naked in front of a man who she grudgingly had to admit wasn't bad looking, even though she hated him, but getting turned on by an evil sleazeball like Oscar was humiliating, no matter what her excuse was. The gift of the vibrator had been caulculted to produce this result. She had become so horny by default that being subjected to Oscar's stared turned her into a dripping mess.
"Ok, I didn't know you were some sort of Broadway connoisseur," she said with a blush, doing her best to draw Oscar's attention away from her stiff pink nipples.
Oscar refused to be distracted. He stared openly at her breasts with hungry eyes as he replied, "There's a lot you don't know about me, Cookie. But yes, I used to visit New York regularly up until a few years ago, and I loved Braodway." His dark eyes finally flicked back up to hers, and a sardonic grin spread across his face. "After that, the press made me famous enough that entering the US was unwise, even with a fake passport."
With a surge of self-loathing, Amelia realized that she had been lured into pleasant dinner conversation with her captor once again. The Stockholm Syndrome was creeping up on her. She needed to fight back. She needed to show Oscar that she wasn't just a simpering submissive, desperate to please him.
Amelia focused on her anger and hatred, clutching them tight like a shield. "You expect me to feel sorry for you?" she asked, heat creeping into her voice. "Because you can't take fun trips to see Broadway plays? You're a murderer. You've killed hundreds. More, if you count the people who have died from the drug trade you've supported. If I had my way, you wouldn't be able to visit the outside of a jail cell!"
Amelia belatedly realized that it might be unwise to blow up at the man who had her completely at his mercy. She had no doubt in her mind that a ruthless criminal like Oscar had had people killed for lesser acts of disrespect than that. And that wasn't even getting into the fact that she needed to ask him a favor tonight,
But Oscar just smirked and chuckled, taking another bite of steak as his eyes drank in Amelia's shameful nudity once again. As if her words had no weight at all. He acted as offended as if a little kitten had hissed at him: more cute than intimidating.
Amelia flushed again, squirming in her seat as a perverse twist of lust crept through her. She struggled to get a hold of herself. Well... if the bastard didn't care that she was talking back, she had quite a few things to say to him.
"I've had enough of this torture, Oscar," said Amelia angrily, crossing her arms and legs to cut off his view.
Oscar leaned back and took in the view of his nude table guest's delicious body and angry pose. "Torture?" he asked in his smooth, deep voice, raising an eyebrow. "Keeping you in a luxury island villa with all the gourmet food you desire is your definition of torture?"
"I'm not an idiot, Oscar. You haven't allowed me to talk with or even see anyone else. No TV. No movies. No books. Not even a magazine. This is just solitary confinement, no matter how nice the cell looks. I know what you're doing. You think that if you bore me to death, you can get me to crack."
Oscar just stared at her with an infuriating smirk on his face that made Amelia's feeling of helplessness and strange lust bubble higher in her belly. Then he got up swiftly, crossing the sitting room to the mantelpiece. To the three objects that still sat there from the first visit he had made.
The disgusting cat tail butt plug. The insulting cat ear headband. And the collar.
The collar was what Oscar scooped up, tossing it to the table in front of Amelia with a jangle.
"If you have issues with your accommodations, Amelia, the answer is right in front of you," he said, looming over her now, his eyes alight with sadistic pleasure. "Once you become my pet, then all of your discomforts will disappear. I guarantee it."
Amelia refused to look at the collar, although it seemed to pull at her with an awful, sickening gravity. She knew what it looked like by now anyway. She spent too much time glowering at it during her endless, boring days.
Shiny pink leather. Golden, heart-shaped studs. A dangling tag that read "Cookie". If you had seen it once, you had seen it a million times. If you had seen it a million times, it throbbed in your mind like a toothache. She must have tried to throw the collar in the trash a dozen times. Once she had even upended her oatmeal over it. It didn't matter. They apparently had spares, because no matter what she did, the collar was back in place the next morning
"If you want to fuck me, Oscar, just fucking do it," said Amelia angrily, shoving the plate away from her in a fit of helpless anger at the whole situation, but especially at the unquenchable lust boiling up inside her. As long as they were talking about this, why not get it all out in the open? "You know I couldn't stop you. I haven't had any power in this whole situation, so you might as well stop the "gracious host" act and fucking take me!"
Oscar stared at her, rubbing his lips pensively, his eyes stormy, his gaze still unselfconsciously roaming her naked body, like always. He left Amelia stewing in frustrated silence long enough to make it clear that she couldn't force a conversation out of him through petulant outbursts, then slowly returned to his seat, still utterly calm.
"You have the wrong impression of me, first of all," he said finally, picking up his glass to take a leisurely sip of Scotch. "I would take no pleasure in the sort of..." his lips twisted, "encounter you are suggesting. But you're right that I'm an evil man. I admit it fully. Because what I want is, in many ways, worse."
He leaned forward, and the look of utter, bone-deep confidence made Amelia's skin crawl and her lower belly flood with dark desire. "I want you to want it, Cookie. I want you to beg to be my sweet little kitten. I can have any woman I want. And I have! Models. Movie stars. Other men's wives. But nothing is better than taking a stuck-up, self-righteous woman who hates me and stripping away all pride and self-respect, until she is left begging for my cock."
He leaned back, and the moment of terrifying sexual intensity was gone. "You're not there yet," said Oscar placidly. "But you will be. I can see the cracks. I'm turning you on at this point, aren't I? Not a good sign, Cookie..."
Amelia stared at him, flustered and anxious. She wanted to say that what he was describing was impossible. She wanted to laugh in his face. But she could no longer be 100 percent certain he was wrong. She had been getting hornier and hornier over the long days in the villa, but she still definitely didn't want to have sex with a psychopath like him... and as for the degrading cat accessories, she would rather die. But there was a reason that solitary confinement was reserved for the worst of criminals. Claire knew that if she spent much longer with absolutely no mental stimulation and growing sexual frustration, begging Oscar for attention might become more and more attractive... no matter what the price might be.
She had to find some way out of this. But once again, Oscar held all the cards... and clearly had every intention of abusing that power dynamic.
The next words out of Oscar's mouth, therefore, shocked her.
"What about a compromise?" he asked with a grin, leaning back in his chair and swirling his glass of amber liquid.
Amelia glared at him suspiciously. There was no reason for her captor to compromise in the slightest. It had to be some sort of trap.
On the other hand, she was in no position to refuse. "What did you have in mind?" she asked reluctantly.
"A simple trade. I could make some movies available to you. In exchange, all you would have to do is make me cum."


Amelia snorted and rolled her eyes, but Oscar's confident smile never wavered. Another complex twist of uncomfortable lust squirmed through her belly as she realized that he was dead serious.
"I think it's a little early for me to be surrendering completely, wouldn't you say?" asked Amelia in a prickly voice, clamping her arms tight over her breasts so he couldn't get the slightest glimpse of her stiff nipples.
Oscar chuckled indulgently. "Oh come on now, Cookie, we both know how I've defined my victory. You, as my loyal, brainless sex pet, meowing and purring and wriggling contentedly on my lap, begging for belly rubs. This little act of service wouldn't even get close to that. You can pick the method. It can be as quick and impersonal as you want."
"No deal," said Amelia automatically, her mouth as dry as cotton. Getting Oscar off... touching his cock and guiding him to orgasm... draining his balls with her hands or mouth or body... It would be crossing a line that could never be uncrossed. Compromising that way would be compromising her integrity. Her pride. Her very sense of self. She had come into this dinner desperate to find some way to make a deal, but she wouldn't do this.
In fact, the more she thought about the offer, the angrier she got.
"I mean... How fucking dare you?" she snapped, her voice growing stronger. Now that the shock of the offer was fading away, anger welled up inside her at this smug fucking man's unbelievable arrogance. "You think I'm some piece of meat that you can toy with however you want, don't you? Well... I don't know what the other women you've manipulated in the past are like, but I'm stronger. I would never accept a degrading exchange like that."
"Completely up to you," said Oscar with a languid shrug. "The offer stands. Think about it, and bring it up again whenever you change your mind. Now... what else shall we discuss?"
Over the course of the next few minutes, Oscar managed to placate his fuming, forced houseguest. Amelia couldn't afford to waste her only opportunity for human contact on being angry. The evening turned to other subjects, and Amelia even managed to get her traitorous nipples and pussy to calm back down before Oscar left for the evening.
But the obscene offer festered in Amelia's mind when she slid between the Egyptian cotton sheets, keeping her awake. She tossed and turned half the evening, mind filled with heated, half-formed thoughts. When the soft breeze and sunlight woke her in the morning, the indecent proposition was still blazing in her mind.
It stuck with her through that endless, boring day. There wasn't much else to think about on the monotonous, sun-drenched isle. She tossed stones into the crystal water and pondered the offer, her body simmering with perverse heat. She thought about it as she jogged around the beach. Ate her breakfast. Stared hatefully at the cat tail, collar, and ears.
She hated the fact that she might have to sexually pleasure the man she loathed. And she hated it even more that the idea was turning her on.
Because she saw the trap now for what it was. A false choice. She and Oscar both knew that she couldn't stand this lack of mental stimulation for long. She had no choice but to take the opening that he provided. Would giving in and making him cum lead her further down the path that he wanted? Or would the ability to escape into the movies she earned give her enough mental strength to resist his plans?
Oscar must be certain that it was the former. Amelia had to bet that she could make the latter work. A twisted mind game. Amelia was already learning that it was Oscar's favorite type of game to play. The sick bastard.
Amelia tried to distract herself with exercise, to burn the filthy heat of Oscar's deal out of her mind with sheer physical exertion.
But it didn't help. All she could think about was Oscar's smirk. The way his eyes traveled all over her body, as though surveying a prized possession he couldn't wait to play with. Making him cum would validate his smug possessiveness. The enforced nudity had already degraded Amelia. No matter how cordially Oscar treated her during their dinners, it was obvious that he respected her less after she was forced to submit and present herself naked for him.
And that's what it was. Submission. His latest offer was just another attempt to make her submit. To drag her down one step further toward the utter, humiliating power imbalance that he had in mind as her ultimate fate.
Oscar didn't want a relationship between two equals. He wanted Amelia to be his pet, with all the helpless servility that implied.
Amelia let out a cry of rage and threw the two dumbbells to the floor of the veranda, dripping with sweat, chest heaving, and eyes blazing with helpless anger.
She couldn't get Oscar and his stupid, insulting offer out of her mind. She couldn't stop thinking about the thick bulge that she sometimes saw tenting his pants when he looked at her. And most of all, she couldn't stop thinking about how deliciously humiliating it would be to crumble once again and submit to his power by giving in to his perverted demand.
She wasn't going to last like this. Even if she refused the offer, she would just stew in her uncomfortable lust day after day until her brain was completely fried. She had to make a decision, and soon.
If exercise wasn't helping her to clear her mind, there was only one choice left.
Amelia made her way to the bedroom, stripping off her dress and tossing it to the ground as she went, leaving her naked and glistening with a sheen of sweat.
Opening the underwear drawer she barely used anymore, she rooted around inside and found just what she needed to clear her head.
She held the soft lavender dildo in front of her eyes, thumbing the button to start it buzzing. "You're up, Jjinchin," she whispered hoarsely, feeling the uncomfortable heat swelling between her legs. "Fuck restraint. I need to fucking think straight again."
She lowered the sex toy, nuzzling it up against her aching pussy and letting out a low groan. The powerful buzz sent sparks of sexual excitement blazing through her nerves. Fuck it felt good. So good that denying herself up until now suddenly seemed silly.
But Amelia held off for at least one more second. She was already streaming sweat anyway, and this would feel twice as good in the shower. After a little experimentation with the bulbous little sex toy, she had discovered that it was perfectly waterproof, and now the luxurious walk-in shower was one of her favorite venues for self-pleasure. She hurried to the bathroom and turned on the massive rainfall faucet, barely able to contain herself even for that short trip. Blood-hot water cascaded down onto her, drumming on her skin with intensity to match the thrumming lust building inside her.
Amelia slid the buzzing toy up against her slit again, crying out unselfconsciously in delight as she the satisfying pleasure she craved roared through her. She teased the soft, rounded tip against her quivering entrance, then slowly slid it inside, panting harsh, hot breaths. She squeezed her eyes shut, abandoning all thought as she lost herself completely in the sensation.
She pressed the vibrator deeper... deeper... until the massaging attachment rubbed against her clit, flooding her belly with liquid fire. She held the toy there, clenching it inside her pussy as the buzzing arm nuzzled up to her clit. As the steaming water cascaded over her body, Amelia leaned back against the wall, her hips writhing into the stimulation of the vibrator. Her free hand traced up her tummy, toned by her constant exercise, and cupped a water-slicked breast then seized a hard nipple between thumb and forefinger. Another grunting moan burst from her lips as she felt herself spiral upward, already cruising toward orgasm.
The physical sensations were nearly overwhelming. She could never remember masturbation feeling this good before the island. She supposed that a lack of other stimulation had sharpened her pleasure. But that boredom also meant her mind was more prone to wander...
As the pleasure flowed through her body, her mind returned to Oscar. The object of her hatred. The object of her desire. Outside of the island, she would never look at him as a sexual prospect in a million years. He was a monster; the opposite of everything she stood for morally.
But here? In this boring, hellish paradise? He was the center of her world. There was a dark gravity around him that pulled her every thought and desire. Fevered thoughts flashed in front of her scrunched-shut eyes as she ground her horny pussy against the buzzing toy.
Oscar's eyes crawling all over her exposed body.
The shape beneath his pants, straining upward. Stiff and hard and hot for her naked body.
What he wanted to do to her... what he wanted her to become.
The tail.
The ears.
The collar.
Fuck. I'm really going to make him cum, aren't I?
As that despairing thought crossed her mind, Amelia reached loud, sloppy orgasm, whining and moaning and thrusting her hips hard into the toy she held in a death grip, her other hand pawing at her tits. She rode the orgasm for a long few mintues while her thoughts descended into a dark, kinky spiral of submission.
Finally, she dropped the vibrator and slid down the wall of the shower, hugging her knees and letting the satisfaction of release wash over her. She knew that giving in would only make her more desperately horny later, but for now, she gratefully accepted the hit of dopamine.
Even as her arousal ebbed away, Amelia's decision remained. She really was going to have to get Oscar off. She knew that it was all part of his plan to lead her further down the path of humiliating submission, but in the end, that didn't matter. Oscar had planned it perfectly so that she had no other choice. She could do it now or do it in a month when she was even more horny and bored. Maybe by giving in early, she could undermine his plans by conserving some willpower.
With a sigh, Amelia stood and turned off the shower. At least now she had something to occupy her mind.
She needed to plan exactly how she intended to make her worst enemy cum.
...
Oscar let Amelia stew for a few more days before offering to come to dinner again, and by the time he arrived, Amelia was firm in her decision. She didn't have to enjoy it. In fact, she would do her best not to get turned on in the slightest. But she had to do it.
She had to give the man she hated most in the world an orgasm.
The wardrobe for the evening was actually more coverage than she was used to getting, although that wasn't much comfort. She wore a set of silky black thigh-high stockings with lace tops, that temptingly emphasized the juicy thickness of her thighs. The evening began like any other dinner. When the door unlocked, Oscar met her with a casual smile, already seated at the table.
Amelia kept the beginning of dinner as nonchalant as she was able, trying to ease herself into the act she knew she would have no choice but to perform. But, like always, her stupid stiff nipples gave her away. No matter how hard she tried to deny it, the fact that she would be... handling her worst enemy's cock in a few minutes was making her horny. An irresistible biological response that she couldn't escape. Her own body betraying her.
Her pussy was growing hot and wet from the obscene scenario as well, although mercifully that wasn't something that Oscar would see if she kept her thighs pressed firmly together. But she had no doubt at all that she would be leaving a shameful wet spot on the chair when she left her seat.
It was impossible to focus on the conversation. Not when she knew what she would be doing later. Her tension and perverse arousal grew so powerful that her stomach was twisted in knots, and she finally pushed her half-finished food away with a shaky sigh. It was time to face this. Waiting wouldn't make it any easier.
Oscar was watching her with a faint smirk, and with a rush of humiliation, Amelia realized that he knew. He could tell that she had already mentally surrendered to his degrading task just by looking at her. He was just patiently waiting for her to admit it out loud.
"I thought about your... offer," Amelia said grudgingly, her nipples throbbing and her pussy burning with moist, filthy heat.
Oscar tilted his head in mock confusion. "Which offer was that?" he asked in a polite, neutral tone.
Amelia gritted her teeth and counted to five in her head. Oscar really was a bastard. He wanted her to say it. To show that she was complicit. She couldn't flinch; couldn't show weakness. This was a game of mental endurance, and her pride was her greatest shield.
"I make you cum, you provide movies," she said flatly.
"Perfect," said Oscar with a lazy smile. "Are you prepared to... pay up, so to speak?"
"A few questions," said Amelia, swallowing down another twist of lust as Oscar's heated gaze roamed her body once again.
"Shoot."
"When you say movies, you don't mean just two, do you? How many are we talking?"
Oscar chuckled, his eyes flicking upward to meet Amelia's with a twinkle of amusement. "Aha. Reading the fine print, are we? I would expect no less from a sharp woman such as yourself. Well, since you are considering my offer so carefully, let me go into more detail. I obviously won't allow you to access an internet connection, but you will be provided with a hard drive that can connect to the television in the lounge. It will be preloaded with hours upon hours of content. More than I think you will be able to get through quickly, but, just to be completely fair, I promise that if you run out of content, you can request more and it will be provided."
Amelia stewed on the information, giving the impression that she was thinking carefully. But in the end, what could she do even if he told her it would be two movies and no more? She had no leverage. "Can I request specific movies?" she asked calmly, as a bluff.
Oscar shrugged. "You can... although I can't guarantee that I will fulfill those requests."
Amelia nodded and bit her lip. This was the moment of truth. Could she really do this? If she refused, she could just leave right now and go to bed. Rest and wait and build up her nerve. But that would mean another endless, empty day in the empty villa, with only the sound of wind and waves to keep her company. Probably several days, considering the fact that Oscar didn't offer to eat with her every night.
She didn't know if she could stand that. Five minutes of awkwardness was surely worth it.
"Deal," she said in a shameful whisper, her eyes falling to the table, unable to meet Oscar's mocking gaze. "H-how do you want... I mean, what is the plan here? How do we do this?"
"Completely up to you," said Oscar, his voice calm and controlled, but his eyes dancing with mockery, amused with the fiery little reporter who was willingly debasing herself for a few movies. "I told you you could choose how to... fulfill your end of the deal. Do you want to take care of it at the table? Or on the couches, perhaps? I assume that we won't be taking this to the bedroom."
"Of course not!" snapped Amelia, trying to cover her arousal and anxiety with bravado. "Right here at the table is fine." She took a deep breath and willed her nipples to go soft, then stood from the table on wobbly legs. There was only one way to do this. She had to treat this like a quick, clinical, distasteful task. She had to divorce her feelings, and especially her libido, from the event entirely.
Easier said than done.
Oscar pushed his chair away from the table, his face splitting into an eager grin as his naked captive approached. A roiling feeling of utter hatred filled Amelia's belly as she stared into his eyes, but it was complicated by the irrepressible arousal that was swelling through her. Her body throbbed with it: a primal instinct based on her deep need for human connection and the objective attractiveness of the brutal monster sitting across from her. Oscar's eyes flicked downward between her thighs as she approached, and she realized that now there was even more evidence of how his mind games had gotten under her skin. Her smooth, shaved pussy was dripping down her thighs, shamefully revealing the depths of her unwanted lust.
Oscar was getting into the spirit of things as well. A thick bulge had formed in the front of his pants. Quite a bit thicker than most men that Amelia had been with before. Amelia had seen Oscar get aroused before, but this wwas the first time she had really studied his... reaction. She gulped as she drew close, the knowledge that soon she would be touching what lay beneath that straining cloth burning in her mind.
Amelia avoided looking at Oscar's face as she stood above him. Now was not the time for talking or any sort of connection. It would only give him an opportunity to twist the knife of her humiliation. Instead, she reached down swiftly and began unbuckling his belt with fumbling, nervous fingers, determined to get this over as quickly as possible.
Oscar leaned back, scooping up his drink from the table and taking a leisurely sip. "Are you going to jerk me off and hunched and leaned over like that?" he asked with a chuckle. "Seems a bit awkward..."
"Shut up," snarled Amelia. "You said I can do this however I want, and I want to do it without you talking." She was about to give him a couple more choice words about how lucky he was that she was desperate, and how she would never do this otherwise, but at that point, she had finally tugged Oscar's boxers down his thighs, allowing the biggest cock she had ever seen to bounce out into the candlelight, stiff and magnificent.
Amelia had to bite her lip to hold back a gasp. Oscar Van Heel's cock looked thick and powerful, throbbing with excitement from the submissive service he was about to receive. Thick veins traced their way up its sides, and it was topped with a swollen head, already dripping with precum. It was, regardless of how Amelia felt about its owner, an impressive cock.
"Well... are you going to just stare at it, or do you want to earn yourself movie privileges?" asked Oscar in a taunting voice, subtly flexing his muscles to make his cock bounce
Amelia drew her lips into a thin, grim line, pushing down the hotswell of lust that the sight of her tormentor's cock had sent flooding through her belly. Quick. Clinical. Detached. She had to follow her plan... the next part would be the hardest.
Trying to tune out Oscar completely, Amelia dropped to her knees in front of him. It made sense. A handjob was less stimulating than a blow job, and might drag the process out, giving Oscar more of a chance to mock and dirty-talk her. Even though a blow job was more extreme, a more intense sex act would allow her to finish this humiliating task rapidly. Especially if it surprised Oscar and threw him off balance.
But despite preparing herself mentally, Amelia immediately felt the stinging downside of her strategy; powerful humiliation and arousal rolled over her as she physically lowered herself. This plan meant she was submitting to her worst enemy even more deeply than he had anticipated.
And Oscar had no intention of softening the blow. "Oh?" he said with a shining grin and a raised eyebrow, "A little more eager than I thought. I know you've been lonely, Cookie, but just diving for my cock like that isn't very ladylike."
"I told you to shut up," growled Amelia, staring up at him with hatred in her beautiful dark eyes. Looking up was a mistake, sending a wild, swooping feeling of inferiority through her as her circumstances hit home in a visceral way. She was on her knees in front of her hated enemy, naked and embarrassed and frustratingly horny, preparing to suck his cock. His handsome, smirking face just made it that much more difficult.


She had to press forward before this all got to be too much for her. The reason she had decided on a blowjob was speed, so dragging this process out was the last thing she wanted to do.
Amelia seized Oscar's cock in her hand, trying to ignore its powerful, throbbing heat.
She was no stranger to blow jobs. One of the reasons that she had decided on a blowjob for this distasteful task was that she was confident in her technique. With a boyfriend or one-night stand, she would have started slow, putting on a show with soft, teasing kisses and lingering licks.
But there was no way that a bastard like Oscar would get anything like that from her. This blow job wasn't just a necessary evil to improve her conditions; it was an act of defiance. She needed to show Oscar that making him cum and being his slutty sex pet were two very different things.
What was called for in this case was a rapid, passionless, vacuum suckjob, efficiently draining his balls. Amelia opened her mouth and took the powerful, throbbing cock inside without fanfare.
Fuck, it felt big in her mouth. As Amelia sealed her soft lips around its veiny shaft and began swifly circling its swollen head with her tongue, Oscar's cock managed to intensify the feelings of helpless submission coursing through her body, stiffening her nipples until they were crinkled with desire and making her pussy burn with a sweet, needy ache.
She began bobbing her head, warming her mouth up to the task swiftly. She was single-minded now, squeezing her eyes shut to try to shut out as much sensation as possible. But she couldn't shut out her own thoughts...
She had thought she would be the one to tear down this brutal villain. The thorn in his side that would drag all of his dirty deeds into the light. And now she was just the naked slut on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock while he enjoyed an after-dinner drink. The humiliation was deep and inescapable. This was already Oscar's complete victory, and he had every intention of taking things further.
Amelia tried to console herself with the idea that she would have her revenge on the bastard one day, but that wasn't much comfort when her mouth was stuffed with his thick, throbbing cock.
"Mmmm, that's right," said Oscar in a gloating voice. "Let me feel that sharp little tongue all over my cock. I wonder what your readers would think, seeing their fearless little truth-seeking lioness turned into a submissive, cocksucking kitty?"
Despite her desire to end this as quickly as possible, Amelia couldn't hold back. She opened her lips with a gasp, leaving his cock dripping with spit. "You think you're so clever!" she sneered, jerking his slippery cock with one hand to keep her momentum going. "But there's nothing to be proud of in forcing a woman who hates you to perform for you like this."
Oscar unexpectedly reached down and tucked a lock of Amelia's hair behind her ear in an oddly intimate gesture. "What about making her want to perform for me? What about making her turned on by the very thought of it? Can I be proud of that?"
Amelia slapped his hand away with a scowl, denying her arousal with every fiber of her being, even as her body throbbed and burned with it, drops of slick lubrication dripping to the floor beneath her.
She sucked Oscar's cock back between her lips with greater urgency, determined to end this quickly. Her neck bobbed in graceful, sinuous motions as her tongue slid and swirled around him, doing her best to create a hot, wet pocket of irresistible pleasure for him to thrust into again and again.
But Oscar was more resilient than Amelia thought. Although she took his cock deeper and deeper into her warm, wet mouth, her tongue swirling and slithering over every veiny inch, he didn't cum. Amelia got more desperate, sealing her lips tighter and moving faster. Oscar throbbed and leaked salty precum onto her tongue, so he was definitely enjoying her service... but she didn't sense that he was winding upward toward orgasm.
It was frustrating... and worse than that, it was dangerous. The longer that Amelia spent bobbing her head on Oscar's cock, the more turned on she became. Her pussy throbbed with dull, needy heat between her legs. Her nipples were twin diamonds of desire, gently wobbling on the tips of her modest breasts from the moment of her neck. Her dream of finishing this quickly without humiliating herself unnecessarily was disappearing fast.
Spit dripped down her chin as she pressed deeper, choking herself on her enemy's fat cock. Submissive lust roiled through her, making her breath harsh and hot as it whistled through her nose. Deeper. Harder. Amelia could deep throat when she really tried... mostly when she was really horny. And she was ashamed to say she didn't think it would be a problem right now. She felt worthless and used and slutty here on the floor between this horrible man's thighs... but she also felt hornier than she could ever remember being.
"You're good," said Oscar softly, setting down his drink. "Better even than some ladies who suck cock for a living. And trust me, I would know. But it's going to take you a while at this rate."
Amelia paused with Oscar's cock still lodged deep in her slutty little mouth, her soft lips stretched around his girth, her beautiful eyes staring up at him with a mixture of wariness and bone-deep arousal. Her heart was hammering in his chest as she realized that he wasn't finished with his little mind game. It would probably be safer to ignore him and finish the job... but instead she listened... caught in a maze of submissive heat.
"I know that you were hoping to finish this quickly," he said, his dark eyes blazing with wicked heat. 'Well... I know a surefire way to make me cum fast."
Amelia maintained the sizzling eye contact, waiting with bated breath to hear his latest provocation.
"You simply have to let me take the reins," he said with a disarming smile. "It won't take longer than a minute, and then you can put this all behind you. Just submit completely and let me take control, and I guarantee you that I'll cum. Almost right away."
It was a trap. A trick of some kind. There was no way an evil man like Oscar would offer a deal like this out of the goodness of his heart. But... on the other hand, Amelia couldn't take any more of this powerful, humiliating arousal. The temptation of getting this over with was too great.
And a small, shameful voice deep inside her chimed in that the idea of letting Oscar have complete control temporarily was... interesting.
Despite her better judgment, Amelia nodded, accepting the offer.
Oscar pounced.
Amelia felt a thrill of intimidation and submissive weakness as Oscar's strong hand moved swiftly and confidently down, seizing the back of her head, his fingers tangling tightly through her silky hair.
Amelia had just enough time for her eyes to go wide, a sharp breath to whistle in through her nose, and to think that maybe she had made a mistake before Oscar made his first thrust.
Deepthroating a cock when you are the one in charge is a completely different thing from getting face fucked. For one, you have the ability to set your own limits on depth and speed. But the difference isn't purely physical, as Amelia discovered in that moment, naked on her knees in the villa that had become her prison. There is a huge psychological difference as well.
Amelia felt completely helpless and dominated as Oscar's thick cock pressed forward, sheathing itself fully in her tight, wet throat. She had already warmed herself up, so there wasn't any pain or choking, but the overwhelming feeling of humiliating degradation was like a physical force pressing down on her, and it only got stronger as Oscar's powerful fingers flexed, pumping her head up and down his shaft like her face was some kind of sex toy; a masturbation aid that Oscar was using to get himself off.
"That's it. Good girl, Cookie. Take all of your master's cock," said Oscar with a satisfied groan as he took utter and complete control, owning Amelia's helpless throat with his stiff prick. Amelia was overwhelmed. Dominated. Unable to resist. But the worst part was how fucking horny it made her. Her whole body throbbed with wet, weak desire, her pussy tingling and burning with need between her legs as she let a man she hated fuck her face. Spit dripped down her chin and embarrassingly loud *gluck* *gluck* *gluck* noises sounded from her throat as Oscar plundered it over and over again. Amelia's hands rested on Oscar's muscular thighs, but they didn't push back. Shamefully, she didn't want to push back. As much as she might want to resist Oscar in general, right now she was caught in a dizzying spiral of submission and lust, and she wanted nothing more than to receive his pumping cock.
Oscar was using her like a whore. Just another warm, wet hole for pleasing his cock. And with a shock, Amelia realized that this was what he truly wanted for her. That was what his perverse petplay plan was really about. The dinners and conversations about art and writing were all just a ploy to lure her deeper. He didn't care about her as a person. On the contrary, nothing would amuse him more than to strip away all of her intelligence and charm and skill and pride and turn her into what he had made her in this moment: a compliant, warm, wet hole for him to fuck.
It was terrifying. But also, in the grip of her submissive haze, perversely arousing. She had to struggle against Oscar's plans with all her might... if she gave in to her worst instincts, she might really turn into his obeidient, brainless sex pet.
But there was no resistance possible in this moment. For now, Oscar was in complete control. At least, finally, Amelia could tell based on his rough grunts of pleasure and the twitching of his cock in her tight throat that he was rapidly approaching orgasm.
Just as Amelia realized that, Oscar's grip grew cruelly hard on the back of her head, forcing her down until her nose was nestled deep in his pubes. Her lips wrapped tight against the root of his massive cock, and he held her there for a long moment, the full length of his shaft sheathed deep in her throat, owning her completely and making submissive lust riot through her in burning waves. Then his cock twitched and pulsed, firing hot, thick ropes of semen directly down into Amelia's belly. She had planned beforehand to read his arousal carefully and make him cum on the floor... but once he took complete control, there had been no more hope of that. Now she had no choice but to take his load, filling her belly with his fresh, hot seed.
Oscar held her in that uncomfortable, erotic position for what felt like longer than necessary, until he had drained his balls completely down her slutty throat, all the way to the last sticky drop. Then he extracted his softening cock with a sigh of satisfaction, tucking it swiftly back into his pants as Amelia sat, panting and trying to get a hold of herself.
"There, that wasn't so hard, was it, Cookie?" asked Oscar smugly, picking up his Scotch again and taking a sip. "I knew you could be a good girl for me if you tried."
Amelia's eyes turned upward toward him as she breathed hard, her gaze gleaming with hatred once again now that her arousal was fading away. I'm going to find some way to beat this man. I swear to fucking God. He will regret playing with me like this.
"I think it's time for you to leave," she said in a rough, raspy voice, with as much dignity as she could muster.
Oscar shook his head and chuckled, but didn't complain or argue. It amused him to give Amelia the illusion of control over some things, including when and how she enjoyed his company.
He drained his drink and stood casually, just as cool and calm as he ever was, despite roughly fucking her throat just a few moments before. "As you wish." He stared down at her for a moment with thoughtful eyes, taking in her kneeling, disheveled stated... the lacy stocking tightly encasing her thick thighs and the dripping shaved pussy betwen them. "Well done tonight, Cookie," he murmured, a warm smile breaking across his handsome face. "I'm proud of you. I'll see you soon."
Amelia didn't dignify that with a response. She rose on wobbly legs and brushed past him, heading for the bedroom.
After she closed the door, it, as usual, locked itself so that Amelia couldn't follow him and discover how he left the island. Amelia was left on her own, sprawled naked on the bed, her stomach gurgling from the fresh load of sperm and her throat raw from the brief but hard fucking.
The... trade had been much more intense than she hoped. And her plan to make a statement with a quick, clinical milking had been a dismal failure. But she had done it. By submitting to a brief humiliation, she had won herself a source of mental stimulation. From that narrow advantage, she was certain she could build a path to victory.
Amelia masturbated herself to two orgasms during a long, hot shower that night, and went to bed still feeling a little dirty and used, but hopeful that she was making progress.
Unfortunately, her elation suffered a major blow the following morning.
When the housekeepers had left and her bedroom door unlocked, Amelia rushed straight to the lounge. As promised, the television, which before had displayed only static on every channel, now had a hefty hard drive attached, with a short note explaining how to navigate to its content in case she was confused.
Amelia ate breakfast first, then settled back into the couch and prepared to inventory her new options for entertainment.
It was only then that she discovered the cruel trick that Oscar had played.
The folders in the drive had names that immediately raised red flags.
"Petplay"
"Submission"
"Deepthroating"
"Humiliation"
Amelia immediately suspected what Oscar had done, but she couldn't help but confirm her suspicions. Entering the "petplay" folder told her everything she needed to know.
Every thumbnail showed a girl with cat ears. Or a collar. Or locked in a dog kennel. Or eating from a dish on the floor. And each and every woman was naked and aroused, if not sucking cock or getting fucked.
Oscar had been pretty vague when he offered her "movies". Now Amelia knew why. What she had won wasn't a selection of cinema classics, but a hard drive chock full of hundreds of gigabytes of filthy pornography.
Amelia covered her eyes and repressed a scream of rage. She thought it was likely that Oscar had cameras in the villa, and she didn't want to give him the satisfaction.
She should have known that Oscar wouldn't make it that easy to escape his mental games. Even when he offered the illusion of choice and autonomy, every aspect of her captivity was designed to corral her in one inevitable direction.
Amelia glared hatefully at the cat accessories on the mantle. She wouldn't do it. Ever. No matter what games Oscar tried to play. She would find some way to beat this twisted mind game if it were the last thing she did.
...
Tanner almost dropped his phone in shock when he saw that his incoming call was from Mr. Svenson. It had been a few weeks since Amelia's father had last called, and Tanner had started to think that maybe the trail had gone cold. He had continued to read through Amelia's complex notes, learning more and more about the kind of sicko that Oscar Van Heel was, but the more he learned, the more his hope dwindled.
Van Heel just wasn't the type to leave weaknesses exposed, so the idea that he had left dangling threads that could be used to locate Amelia seemed unlikely. And that was assuming Amelia was even still alive. Tanner had begun to wonder about that as well. They had kind of rushed to conclusions after the police said they couldn't find a body, but what if Amelia was at the bottom of the ocean right now, never to be found? It might even be better if she was, considering how Oscar Van Heel treated his enemies...
But, regardless of his fading hopes, Tanner accepted the call instantly, his heart thumping in his chest. It was most likely that Amelia's dad was calling to let him know that he was calling off the search after finding nothing, but a spark of hope still blazed inside Tanner.
"Hello? What's up?" he asked, his voice a little too sharp and eager.
Mr. Svenson's voice was gravelly and more tired than Tanner had ever heard a man sound. "Afternoon, son. I was..." he interrupted himself to sigh heavily, and Tanner had to hold himself back from yelling over the phone for the old man to spit it out. The tension was killing him. "I was hoping I could avoid bringing you in on this part of the investigation altogether, but we've hit a dead end, and I need to use every resource at my disposal. If I send you an address, can you clear your schedule and head straight there?"
Tanner frowned in confusion, but pushed back from his desk without even considering a refusal, grabbing his keys and shrugging on a jacket. "The only thing that I had on my schedule was more research on Oscar Van Heel," said Tanner dryly. "But where exactly am I going?"
"I need your help to interrogate Raul Marquez," said Mr. Svenson in a bone-weary voice. "You know more about him and his boss than any of my men. Maybe you can say something that will convince him to talk."
...
By the time that he reached the old warehouse near the docks and parked, Tanner was sweating bullets. This had gotten far, far more serious than he had ever expected. He wasn't sure what he had thought Amelia's dad would do with the identity of the man who Amelia had been going to meet on the day of her disappearance. Bribe him? Turn the authorities on him? Set up a stakeout and see who he met with?
What he hadn't expected was that Karl Svenson would arrange a kidnapping of his own using some shady hired toughs.
Tanner slouched toward the warehouse, looking around over his shoulder, half-afraid that some goon would pop out of nowhere and attack. It was a little paranoid, but not as crazy as it might seem. After all, just by being involved with this, Tanner was crossing Oscar Van Heel.
Mr Svenson met him at the door, looking even worse than he had sounded on the phone. A cigarette dangled loosely from his lips, and as he saw Tanner approach, he dropped it to the ground and crushed it out.
"Nasty habit," he said distractedly, as he clapped Tanner on the shoulder. "I quit a decade ago, but... times of stress, you know?"
Tanner nodded and gulped against the dry stickiness of his mouth. He had nothing to say on the topic, so he cut right to the chase. "He's inside?" he asked, his voice cracking embarrassingly.
Mr. Svenson nodded and motioned Tanner to follow, pushing into the doorway of the warehouse. "He's held up surprisingly well, considering what my men have done to him. I guess we should have known. He's a hardened criminal." Mr. Svenson stopped in the dim hallway and stared Tanner in the eye. "Son, I want to be clear. This is our last chance. The scumbag hasn't given anything to go on so far, and if we can't get anything out of him, we've reached a dead end. I need you to find something. Anything."
Tanner shook his head with a miserable expression. "I... I'll do whatever I can, sir, but I'm not sure what I can bring to the table. If you and your... employees couldn't convince him, I don't know what I could possibly do."
Mr Svenson didn't look discouraged. In fact, he looked hopeful, which actually felt worse. "All I need you to do is talk to him," he said, already turning toward a set of double doors. "Just see if anything you know about Van Heel clicks in your head."
All that Tanner could do was swallow his doubts and follow the older man onto the floor of the warehouse.
The sight that met his eyes made him feel faint, and Tanner had to grit his teeth to keep walking, following Mr. Svenson into the dim, cavernous space. A single light shone down on a folding chair where a middle-aged man sat bound. Raul Marquez. Tanner recognized him from Amelia's research. Around the edges of the light, several burly men stood with arms crossed, faces obscure in the darkness.


As Tanner approached, it became clearer exactly how bad off Raul actually was. One eye was puffed up and bruised, and blood spattered the off-white undershirt he wore. Yet, despite the terrible damage that had clearly been done to him, Raul looked up sharply as Tanner approached, following him with eyes that glittered with life.
Mr Svenson gestured for Tanner to sit in the chair opposite the waiting criminal, and Tanner sank into it uneasily, face to face with a man who had done unspeakable things, if Amelia's research was to be believed.
He was suddenly struck with the thought that Raul had seen his face. Once Raul got out of here, Tanner might be on his shit list for life just for being involved.
"Another one," said Raul in a rough, raspy voice. He paused to spit out a mouthful of phlegm and blood. "But this one is a little less impressive. What, are they sending their boyfriends to beg me now? They think I'll feel bad and spill my guts to a little boy?"
Tanner's guts churned as he leaned forward, trying his best not to look as disturbed as he felt inside. "They brought me here because I know the butcher of La Vega better than they do," he said quietly, managing to look Raul in his bloodshot eyes without flinching.
There was a faint glimmer of surprise in those eyes at Tanner's words, but then Raul snorted, his split lip twisting up into a sneer. "You think you know what that title means, kid, but you don't. You probably read some words on a page about what I did in La Vega. But you can't even really imagine what it was like, can you? Why I had to do what I did?"
Now Raul leaned forward as far as the ropes would allow him, his voice a curious growl. "Why are you here, little boy? You aren't like these other assholes. You aren't even like the old man. You're soft."
Tanner's throat worked, and he tried to think of something he could say that would force this hardened crimal to respect him.
But he didn't make it in time. A light of recognition flashed in Raul's eyes and he slumped back in his chair, barking a laugh. "It's her, isn't it? The reporter bitch. She's your woman. Ha! That's rich."
"I need to know where she is," said Tanner, the words coming to his lips automatically, not even trying to deny Raul's guess.
But Raul was chuckling weakly now, shaking his head. "Listen kid, just give up. You're already in too deep. You don't want to find your girlfriend anymore. She's probably sucking the boss's cock as we speak, and if you ever see her again, Oscar's cock is the the only thing in the world she's gonna care about when you find her."
Mr. Svenson snarled wordlessly and gestured one of the shadowy goons forward. A hand with a pistol in it flashed out, cracking against Raul's cheekbone and sending a fresh trickle of blood flowing down his face.
But Raul never stopped laughing. Tanner didn't know what to say. This was going just about as badly as it possibly could, and it seemed like his arrival had only made things worse. But still, he couldn't help but feel a surge of relief. Based on Raul's words, Amelia was definitely alive.
But how could they find out where she was if Raul had nothing to say?
Despite Tanner's despair, Raul shocked him. "You know what? Why not?" grunted Raul with a bloody grin. "I'll give you something good, kid. I like you more than these meatheads. My job was to slip your girlfriend some drugs in her tea, then bundle her up and move her to a warehouse at the county airfield."
Tanner's mouth fell open. He had barely said two sentences to this man, but somehow just being there had gotten him to talk when sustained torture had been ineffective. Maybe he shouldn't have looked a gift horse in the mouth, but he couldn't help but ask. "Why are you telling me this?"
Raul's horrifying grin only grew wider. "Because the best revenge I can possibly imagine is for you and that asshole old man to see what happened to the girl you care so much about... right before Oscar makes an example out of you. Oscar will swat you like flies. Giving you a clue on how to find him is just signing your death warrants."
A spike of fear passed through Tanner. He opened his mouth, ready to ask more questions, but Mr. Svenson laid a hand on his shoulder, jerking his head back toward the exit. "We're done here," he said gruffly.
Tanner supposed he was right. On the way back to his car, walking beside Mr. Svenson, he said, "Do you think he meant what he said there? Is he telling us the truth?"
Karl Svenson's face split into a wide, manic grin. "Oh yes. You did splendidly, son. Now all we need to do is investigate the airport and see which flights were leaving for where on that day."
"But all the stuff he said about revenge... What if he tells Oscar about us the second that he gets free?"
Mr. Svenson waved the concern away. "Nonsense. The ravings of a desperate man. He's underestimating us."
They had reached Tanner's car, and Mr. Svenson clapped him on the back with a sharp grin. "Don't worry so much. Keep doing your research and I'll let you know when we have something else. This was a huge step forward! And don't worry about that scum in there. He won't be able to hurt us."
Tanner tried to feel reassured as he got into his car and drove away, but he couldn't shake the feeling that Mr. Svenson had got it wrong... that it was the two of them that were underestimating Oscar Van Heel. As he pulled away, Tanner heard a loud *pop* from behind him in the direction of the warehouse.
It could have been anything. Like something falling or a car backfire. Tanner wasn't an expert. He didn't know for sure that it was a gunshot.
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Cross Contamination Chapter 15: The New Girls
Renee Cross absolutely loved it when a plan came together. She strode down the hallways of Riverside High like the queen she was, reveling in her power and control as the other students made way, eying her with a blend of jealousy, fear, and desire.
She saw the old, lecherous principal down the hallway and gestured for him to approach. Even he looked wary and subservient as he fell in beside her.
Principal Wheaton had been a key, early conquest in subjugating the school. All it had taken was a little evidence of his unsavory desires toward students, and Renee had all the leverage she needed. After the principal was in her pocket, ensnaring other key staff members had been easy. For years now, the high school had been Renee's playground and kingdom. But things felt a little too easy now. In a few short months, she would give up the throne and move on to a college where she could have fun conquering all over again.
Until then, she planned to send off her rulership of Riverside with an explosive bang.
"Yes, Miss Cross?" asked Principal Wheaton under his breath, doing his best to seem like he was having a casual conversation with a student rather than bowing and scraping.
"There's going to be a special presentation at the end of the pep rally today," said Renee sweetly as they continued down toward the girls' locker room. Her eyes flicked to the side to give the dirty old man a meaningful glance. "One that's just for the seniors."
A ghost of a filthy grin crossed the principal's face before he concealed it. "I'm sure it will do wonders for their school spirit," he chuckled.
Renee dismissed him with a flick of her wrist. Like most of her old toys, the principal had ceased to be amusing to her a long time ago.
Her latest toy was much more interesting to her currently.
Although she was on her way toward the girls' locker room, Renee paused and whipped out her phone first. There was a missing element of her little plan for today, and now that she was certain the plan was moving forward, it was time to set up the final piece. She opened a group text with both Daren and Charlie and sent them a message.
[Hey boys. I need you two to swing by the high school for something.]
Daren answered immediately. All of the little courage he had had to begin with had been crushed out of him already, so of course he answered with a timid:
[Yes, Mistress]
But Charlie was a bit of an ass, as usual.
[Can't. Something interesting going on at work.]
Renee blew air through her nose and stilled a spike of rage. Her father had taught her that her own emotions were the biggest obstacle to success in the twisted game that they played. It was easy to fly into a rage when your lessers copped an attitude, but it was better to remain unfazed.
Charlie had too high an opinion of himself, but his cocky, slimy arrogance was why he was useful. Crushing him would lessen his usefulness. So Renee used a carrot instead of a stick.
[Suit yourself! But I was going to have the two of you compete for a juicy prize, and I would hate to have my puppy just win by default.]
Charlie's answer was predictable.
[Fuck that. I can be there in 20.]
Renee smirked and shook her head. The real reason she was so much more interested in corrupting women over men, despite being attracted to both, was that men were too easy and predictable.
[Perfect. I'll meet you both in the office.]
With that, Renee continued on her way to the girls' locker room. When she got there, it was a flurry of activity as the cheerleading squad readied themselves. The pep rally was one of the biggest events of the year after all. The squad performed at games in front of anyone who attended, but this was an opportunity to show off their skills to the entire student body.
And, despite the fact that Renee herself had only joined the squad for social prestige and easy access to the hottest girls in school, many of the members actually took cheerleading seriously. Especially Melissa, who was barking orders like some sort of leggy blonde drill sergeant. Renee let her have her fun. She was waiting for...
Right on queue, just as Renee had taken a seat regally on one of the locker room benches, the door swung open again, revealing Kissy, blushing from the roots of her dark hair all the way down to the tops of her cow tits, sluttily displayed in the tiny little porn parody of a cheerleader outfit that Renee had left for her.
The whole room of cheerleaders turned to look as she shuffled in, the tiny fringe of a skirt rustling around her thick, juicy thighs. Kissy shuffled her way over to Renee, biting her lip, her eyes troubled with a potent mix of lust and humiliation.
She had broken. Just like Renee knew she would. But this was another time when holding back her emotions was important. She wanted to jump up and whoop in triumph at the defiant little brat's defeat. But that would be counter-productive. Kissy's shame at giving in was already sky high. The last thing Renee wanted was to reawaken any last scrap of pride that was still lurking beneath those fat tits.
So instead, Renee painted a calm, welcoming smile on her face and stood to pull her submissive into a tight hug. "Kissy, so glad you could make it! I'm proud that you decided to take your place on the team."
She felt Kissy shudder against her, goosebumps rising all over her miles of exposed skin. Renee could feel the curvy slut try to resist the pleasure of feeling Renee's tight body pressed against hers, but it was a fight she was destined to lose. Renee had whipped Kissy's sapphic lust to a frenzy just minutes before. She was thinking with her pussy now, desperate to cum, no matter how self-destructive she had to get in order to do so.
"I...' muttered Kissy, pausing to gulp audibly. "I can't believe I'm fucking doing this... it's so sooo fucking stupid!"
Renee bit her lip to hold back a chuckle. This was what was so amusing about corrupting the mixed-up, chesty slut. Kissy technically had one of the brightest minds in school. Part of her knew that the dance routine and uniform that Renee had pushed her to display to the school would make her a degraded laughingstock. But that was the power of lust. Renee had wound Kissy up to the edge of orgasm, then left her wanting. For the first time ever, she had dangled direct sex with her in front of Kissy's nose as a carrot. No teasing. No fig leaf of "friendly advice". Just raw lesbian sex with the girl Kissy had become obsessed with.
Kissy was a moth to the flame, and today it was time to burn her pretty wings off in front of the whole senior class.
But now was the time to soothe, not rub her nose in it. Renee reached up and placed a finger against her submissive's plump lips, silencing her. "Shhhhh, you're making the right choice. This is going to be fucking hot."
"B-but," protested Kissy, her soft lips moving against Renee's pressing finger. "They're going to see me. They're going to see..." she cringed, running her hands over the pornographically revealing cheerleader outfit, "...e-everything!"
"It's all going to be fine," said Renee gently, pulling Kissy back into a hug and letting her feel the tempting sensation of her tight young body. "I'll make sure nothing bad happens to you. And besides..." Renee's lips were pressed right up against Kissy ear as she whispered, "If you do this one little thing for me, you'll get the happy ending that I promised you." Her tongue darted out for a teasing lick, then Renee pulled away, leaving Kissy with a dazed, horny expression that overwhelmed her fear for the moment.
Renee gave Kissy a little spank on the ass as a goodbye, then went to find Melissa, who was chewing out some of the other girls over their sloppy hair ribbons.
"You're in charge of all of the actual cheerleading shit today, co-captain," she said in an undertone, "I'm going to be busy with a few other projects."
Melissa waved away the other girls and raised an eyebrow curiously. "Oh yeah?" she asked with obvious interest. "What do you have cooking? I mean, besides having your little slut shake her tits for all her classmates?"
Renee just giggled and gave Melissa a warning, hooded glance that said that she shouldn't dig too hard. "Oh Mel... you wouldn't believe me if I told you!"
She had no intention of revealing her plans to her henchman today. Especially since some of them concerned her dad.
...
Gina sat back in the chair in Victor's office, uncomfortably aware of the fact that her well-fucked pussy was leaking Victor's sperm out onto the leather. She had tried to insist that she should get dressed again, but Victor overrode her, saying that her new uniform would be here in just a second, and it made no sense to get dressed only to undress again a moment later.
Gina couldn't exactly defy him. After all, in addition to her dominant lover, Victor had just become her boss.
The idea was still strange, unpleasant, and arousing. Just like he always did, Victor had somehow pushed and bullied and manipulated Gina into a humiliating new circumstance. She had once been a lawyer, but through a combination of smooth-talking words and sexual pleasure, Victor had convinced her to become his secretary... at least until the agreement dictating her complete submission expired.
Gina's eyes flicked over to Victor as he sat behind his desk, flipping through a leather portfolio of documents. As she watched, he took a cigar out of a case on his desk, neatly cut off the end, and lit it up, all without looking up from his document.
He made it look easy. In fact, Victor made almost everything he did look easy. He certainly hadn't seemed to have any difficulty in seducing her and overriding her will. Gina had no idea what Victor's ultimate plans for her were... was she just a toy that he planned to toss away when playing with her wasn't fun anymore? Was this all about torturing her husband, a despised employee? Either way, it didn't feel like this was heading in a healthy direction. But Gina had no idea how to get off this ride. She didn't necessarily believe Victor's bullshit about her being a "natural submissive", but it was undeniable at this point that she had a hard time refusing him when he put his mind to convincing her.
Somehow, some way, Gina would have to protect herself. But it was too late to back out of the personal assistant position. She only had to do the humiliating job for a few weeks until their contract ran out anyway. In that short time, Gina resolved to do the best job she possibly could. The idea brightened her a little. Yes. That made sense to her. Despite what you might see in porn, being an assistant was a legitimate job. All she would have to do is be so competent and professional that no one would assume that Victor had hired her to be his work-hours booty call. If all of the people in the office simply saw her as an effective assistant, even Daren wouldn't be embarrassed to have her working in his office.
That dream lasted about two minutes, right up until the receptionist knocked and entered with Gina's "new uniform".
The smirking bitch ran her eyes over Gina's nudity with a smug roll of her eyes that sent a flare of angry heat through Gina's belly, then turned to Victor, her face shifting to a simpering expression. "Here you are, Mr. Cross!" she purred happily, holding out the hanger with the clothes dangling from it.
But, as infuriating as the bitch was, Gina only had eyes for the clothes she was carrying. Her cheeks flamed when she saw what Victor had in mind for her new "uniform". It was exactly the type of degrading outfit you might see in a porn about a slutty secretary. A tiny little half-see-through shirt that was at least two sizes too small, a skirt that looked like it would restrict her from taking all but the tiniest mincing steps, dark stockings with lacy tops, and a pair of sky-high heels that Gina imagined would make her legs and ass look distractingly fantastic at the price of killing her feet.
And, worst of all was the thong. A lacy little scrap of dark material. To be more precise, the issue was what the thong implied. It meant that she wasn't intended to wear the underwear she walked into the building with.
And there was no bra supplied to wear beneath the tight, half-sheer top.
This wasn't the outfit of a confident career woman working at a lower, but respectable position. This uniform screamed from the rooftops that Gina was a kept woman, hired to service the boss's cock during any free time he might have.
"No. No way," said Gina stonily as Grace walked over and held out the hangar to her. "This is going too far, Victor. Even for a pervert like you."
Victor sighed and blew out a cloud of fragrant cigar smoke, then stood from behind his desk. Gina suddenly felt a clenching sensation of mixed fear and arousal deep inside her as Victor sauntered around his massive desk and plucked the clothes from the receptionist's hands.
"I'll take it from here, Miss Dewitt," said Victor lightly, gesturing for the receptionist to leave the room. "It looks like our newest employee needs a little orientation. Be a dear and take the rest of her clothes with you as you leave, would you? There's a good girl."
The bitch literally giggled and twirled a lock of her hair as she swiftly scooped up the clothes Gina had come in with. Gina tried to protest, but she was stopped by Victor placing a calming hand on her shoulder and shaking his head. Grace shot her one last venomous, gloating glare on her way out the door, and then Gina was alone once again with the powerful, infuriating man who had become her obsession.
Victor simply stared down at her for a moment, his eyes calm, holding his cigar in one hand and the insulting clothes in the other. Gina wanted to let him stew in her point-blank refusal, but it became clear after a while that he had more patience than she did. Gina shifted uncomfortably on the leather chair, feeling the unpleasant squish of semen beneath her, then grumbled, "What are you, deaf? I told you. I'll be your fucking assistant for a little while, but I'm not going to wear those... those clothes."
Victor tilted his head as if genuinely confused, leaning back on his desk as he set the clothes aside and asked, "Why not?"
Gina scoffed, squirming again in her seat and crossing her arms tightly over her chest. For some reason, even talking to Victor these days was enough to turn her on. Especially when he was trying to bully her into something. "Don't play games with me, Victor," she snapped. "I won't wear clothes like that because I'm not some slutty bimbo you can turn into a sex object for your employees to ogle!"
Victor chuckled, taking a deep puff of his cigar. "Aren't you, though?" he asked in a deep, rich voice.
"Excuse me?" Gina's voice was high and strangled with outrage. This time Victor had seriously overstepped himself.
"I mean, let's be realistic," said Victor with a sly grin. "As far as being slutty goes, I think that goes without saying. You're getting regularly fucked by your husband's boss. Not exactly chaste behavior."
Gina opened her mouth to angrily respond, but Victor's low, confident drawl simply rolled right over her. "And let's be honest with each other, Gigi. You may have been a smart woman once, but you've been making dumber and dumber choices every day. I think your decision-making skill has sunk to the level where the label 'bimbo', while insulting, isn't entirely inappropriate."
"You're a fucking pig, Victor Cross," snarled Gina. But at the same time, she found her body perversely heating up. Being talked down to by her dominant lover was just another trigger for her now. She had once been a fiercely proud woman, but at this point, Victor had trained her to get aroused by her own degradation.
Victor ignored her outburst once again. He suddenly knelt down in front of her, His deep, dark eyes gazing up at her with supreme, unshakable confidence. And why wouldn't he be confident? Gina thought to herself. Every time he and I have gone toe to toe in a battle of wills, he has come out on top.
"And yes," he said with a grin, "You are exactly correct. I'm going to turn you into a sex object for all of my other employees to ogle." His massive, warm hand slid up Gina's thigh, sending shivers down her spine. "But what's the matter with that? Come on now, Gigi, isn't it time you were honest about what turns you on? Remember the strip club? Hell, remember why you got fired from your last job? It makes you unbelievably horny to be my slutty eye candy."
His hand slid further up, his fingers pressing and working their way between her tightly crossed thighs. Gina took a shuddering breath, reaching down to grab his hand, half-heartedly trying to stop him. "D-don't Victor," she whined, "I'm trying to have a serious conversation with you!"
"I'm as serious as the grave," said Victor with a wink. But he didn't stop pressing his hand forward, and with a twist of shameful lust, Gina spread her thighs for him, allowing his thick, skillful fingers access to her pussy, still dripping with his sperm.
"Now, where was I?" asked Victor, teasing her overheated cunt with swirling fingers. "Oh yes... the humiliating uniform. You're going to wear it for me, Gigi. We both know it. You whine and complain, but in the end, you always submit like a good girl. So why are we playing this game?"
"Prick!" spat Gina, but her hips were now grinding into the delicious feeling of Victor's fingers, and her resolve was weakening.
'Put on the uniform, Gina. You're only mine for a few more weeks, right? You might as well enjoy all of the humiliating submission you can stomach until then. Save up enough horny memories to last you a lifetime."
Gina let out a frustrated moan, her bruised pride fighting tooth and nail against the submissive pleasure of giving in to yet another humiliating demand. Victor's excuse that she would only be humiliating herself temporarily gave her a tempting out... and the cum-smeared fingers tenderly circling her clit were making her prickly, offended resistance evaporate.
But there was one sticking point.
"Daren," she gasped, her fingers white-knuckling the armrests of the chair as Victor coaxed untold pleasure from her throbbing pussy. "These are his coworkers! If I act like a slut around his office, he'll never live it down!"
Victor actually laughed. His fingers increased in speed, drawing a wavering moan from Gina's throat. "Your husband? That's what you're worried about?" He shook his head with a contemptuous sneer. "That pathetic cuck loves to be humiliated even more than you do. Being the office laughingstock will have him pitching a sad little tent in his pants from now until he finally gets fired for incompetence."
The image actually surprised a nervous giggle from Gina. It was breathtakingly mean, but she had to admit that it had the ring of truth. Daren really did get off on her being dominated by Victor. But right after laughing, she felt a twinge of guilt. "Stop! Don't talk about him that way..." she insisted. But her voice still held a twinge of amusement that she couldn't quite hide.
"I won't stop," shot back Victor with a playful grin, beginning to plunge his fingers into Gina's pussy, making loud wet sounds fill the air. "I know that you're new to this cuckolding thing, kitten, but you're going to have to learn that your cuck is your bitch. He'll take all the humiliation you give him and beg for more."
Victor pulled his dripping, gooey fingers from Gina's pussy and held them up to her lips. "Now... say it with me, Gigi. Fuck that cuck."
Gina shook her head weakly, then bit her lip, her belly writhing with uncomfortable arousal. It felt unimaginably cruel to badmouth her husband, even in private. They were supposed to be a team getting through these awful circumstances together. But the idea also had a certain kinky heat. Gina had always been dominant with her husband, in life and in bed. A little dominant, catty meanness felt like just an extension of that.


And it would please Victor... Get him off her back...
The thick, dripping semen on her lover's fingers made her stomach twist and her mouth water at the same time.
"F-fuck that cuck," she whispered, maintaining heated, submissive eye contact with Victor.
"Good girl," rumbled Victor, pressing his fingers between her pouty lips. Gina closed her eyes and swirled her tongue around Victor's fingers, savoring the familiar taste of his thick, sticky semen. For a moment, she just turned off her brain and enjoyed being Victor's submissive plaything.
When fingers were clean, he withdrew them from her mouth with a pop. "Alright then, Miss Swallowes," said Victor, rising to his feet and picking the uniform back up from where he had set it on his desk. "I'm afraid that's all the time I can spend today on orientation." He thrust the hangar forward again, and this time, Gina reluctantly accepted it from his hands. It always felt amazing to submit to Victor... but it always came with a humiliating price in the end.
"So get dressed and report to your station," said Victor firmly. "You'll be working at the desk just in front of my office."
Gina sighed and got up, looking at the clothes in her hand with weary skepticism. She plucked out the tiny thong and began slipping it on. "What do you even want me to do?" She asked irritably. "You haven't exactly explained the job very thoroughly."
Victor waved away her concerns, circling back around his desk to sit. "Oh, don't worry about that. I've left you a description of your job responsibilities at your desk. As you keep desperately reminding me, you're a smart girl. You'll pick things up quickly."
Gina nodded at the tiny, lacy thong pulled snuggly against her creamy pussy. It probably would have been better to clean up first, but there didn't seem to be any cleaning supplies in the office, and there was no way she could get to the bathroom without dressing first.
Victor didn't say anything more, returning to his careful consideration of the documents in front of him.
It looked like Gina was on her own. All that she could do was get dressed and begin her first day of work.
...
Cassie paced back and forth in the locker room, heart thumping and skin flushed with throbbing heat. The other girls giggled and stared at the way the movements made her tits sway and the tiny skirt flip upward to show off her ass, but right now, the bitchy bullies were only a minor distraction from the real issue.
The other girls might be ogling her now, but soon a lot more people would see Cassie in this getup. The rest of the senior class already whispered and made up rumors about how slutty she was after the debacle a few months ago, where she had been forced to go out into the school in a ridiculous, porny outfit. If they saw her in this "probation uniform", her status as the sluttiest girl in school would be all but confirmed in the eyes of her classmates.
This was such a stupid fucking idea. Cassie wasn't even sure why she had put on the uniform in the first place. But... no, that just wasn't true. She knew why she had made this choice. Her flaming blush deepened to even think about it.
Renee had finally had sex with her. The red-hot image of kissing, licking, and sucking her crush's perfect pussy flashed through Cassie's mind, making her nipples stiffen against the thin, stretchy cloth of the tiny cheerleader top. She was a buzzing ball of unfulfilled sexual frustration right now. Renee had cut things short before Cassie had reached climax, and the only way that she would fuck Cassie again was if Cassie played ball with this humiliating public display.
The tradeoff wasn't worth it in any logical way. If it turned out that Cassie was bisexual and needed sexual relief, she could just find someone actually nice to take care of her, male or female. But even if it wasn't logical, Cassie didn't want just anyone. She wanted Renee to make her cum.
And besides that, it had started to feel good to obey Renee even when... no, especially when the evil queen bitch was pushing her to do something embarrassing. It was fucked up, but it was the truth. So, even though her logical mind knew that she was making an insane mistake, Cassie felt trapped. Like she had no choice but to give in to Renee's humiliating demands.
A sharp, bitchy voice snapped Cassie from her deep thoughts. "Ready for your cheerleader debut, Kissy?"
It was Mrs. Fontaine, the new coach of the squared, wearing a pink tracksuit and looking as plasticy-perfect as she ever did, without a single strand of her platinum blonde hair out of place.
Cassie felt a flare of hope for a moment. Maybe she didn't have the strength to refuse Renee's commands on her own, but if an adult refused to allow her to go through with it, she really didn't have any choice in the matter. Mrs. Fontaine obviously didn't like her for some reason and had even been a little cruel in practice. But she was also an adult, and would probably be a lot more sensitive to the possible consequences of a member of her squad performing almost naked in front of the senior class.
"Uh, Mrs Fontaine, I think there has to be some sort of mistake!" said Cassie hopefully, putting on her best innocent, wide-eyed look. "Renee told me I would be doing my cheer in this uniform, but I'm worried that it might be a little too revealing. Don't you think that I might get in trouble?"
Cassie could tell by the glint of cruel amusement in the coach's eyes that her plea had fallen on deaf ears. But she still didn't expect the evil little giggle that came from Mrs. Fontaine as she leaned forward with a sharp grin. "Oh dear... so the little slut wants me to save her from her big bad bitch of a bestie! I'm afraid not, Kissy. I'm afraid that whatever Miss Cross wants, she usually gets. But I'll tell you what. I'll go to bat for you. I'll tell Renee you won't be dancing today."
Cassie was stunned by that reaction, but intensely grateful nonetheless. A sense of relief swept over her as she realized that the decision had been taken out of her hands now that an adult was involved. "Oh... thank you, Mrs. Fontaine! It means a lot to me that you would..."
"...If you beg me, that is."
"Wh-what?" Cassie couldn't quite believe her ears. It was one thing for an adult to be a little mean. Mrs. Fontaine had said some pretty crazy stuff yesterday at practice, after all. But this felt like crossing the line.
Coach Dee-dee's marble-like blue eyes glittered with malice as they squinted at her prey. The chatter from the rest of the locker room stilled as the other cheerleaders focused on the confrontation.
"If you get down on your knees, kiss my feet, and beg, maybe I'll help out!" chirped the new coach, her plastic smile spreading wider across her face. She tittered a fake laugh, raising a manicured hand to performatively cover her mouth. "I mean, then you can just continue to be the team's personal slut instead of being a slut for the entire school!"
Cassie felt a disturbed realization wash over her. Of course Renee wouldn't allow an outsider into her kingdom without first making sure that she was one hundred percent on board.
She should have realized earlier; trying to appeal to Mrs. Fontaine's sense of morals was completely pointless. Her botoxed face was locked into an expression of predatory delight, and her augmented breasts were heaving with excitement on her birdlike frame as the woman savored having Kissy right where she wanted her.
Kissy still had no idea what Melissa's mom had against her, but she could sense that, in some ways, being under this plastic housewife's control would be even worse than Renee's. She backed away a step, unconsciously crossing her arms over her chest to hide her tits from Mrs. Fontaine's avid gaze. "No. Thank you," she said dryly.
Coach Dee-dee pursed her lips in obvious disappointment, twirling a dyed and styled lock of platinum hair around a finger as she acidly said, "Suit yourself. I would do some warm-ups then, if I were you. The other girls are going out to do their normal routine. After that... it will be time for your special debut."
She clicked away on her pink platform heels, and a moment later, Melissa led the other girls out onto the court. Kissy could hear the whoops and cheers of the crowded gym from the now-deserted locker room.
She sat on a bench, trying to hold back the powerful heat that bubbled up from inside her. Her last slim hope had been exhausted.
Well, that wasn't quite true. She could always just say "no"...
But when Kissy thought of the steamy reward that Renee had promised... and the cold indifference that she had threatened if Cassie didn't obey, she felt trapped once again.
Although she had a choice, her submissive nature and the iron-hard command of the woman she had become obsessed with meant that there was only one thing she could do.
It was time for the entire school to find out what Renee had turned her into.
...
Daren got out of his car, licking his lips nervously and bouncing his keys in his hand. It wasn't the first time he had been to his daughter's high school, but for obvious reasons, this time felt completely different.
He wasn't here to attend a volleyball game or a parent-teacher conference. He had been called here by the dominant little queen bee who had taken control of his sex life. And he had learned from hard experience that if Renee was involved, there was no way that this would be anything innocent.
It had to be something involving Cassie. Involving her in an... unseemly way. Renee seemed to have a perverse fascination with making Daren sexually interested in his own daughter. He couldn't imagine why. Probably just because she was a sadist who enjoyed dragging people down into the mud.
Daren could feel the tight pinch of the cage that Renee had installed around his cock. The past few days had actually been pretty peaceful for him, although he had been a little worried that that meant both Victor and Renee were busy working on the two women in his life. But that rest meant he was pent up as well. He hadn't cum at all since he had shamefully released early all over his wife's ass on their date night. That made this whole nerve-wracking, twisted situation even more erotic.
Daren made his way nervously to the front office, trying hard to act casual. He was terrified that someone might catch even the slightest hint of the nature of his visit. He was gently sweating by the time he pushed in through the glass doors to the office, where a receptionist greeted him. "Good Morning!" she said pleasantly, gesturing toward the sign-in sheet. "Here for the big pep rally? You're a little late. Most of the other parents who wanted to attend got here twenty minutes ago! I think it's already started."
Daren blinked in surprise. Right... he remembered Cassie saying something about a pep rally, but he had been so distracted by other things lately that it hadn't even been on his radar.
But that made things a lot easier. It gave him a natural excuse for being at the school, most importantly.
Daren pulled the guest sign-in clipboard toward him and picked up the pen... only for a slim brown hand to pluck it from his grasp. Daren looked up into Renee's dark, predatory eyes in her cute, almost innocent-looking face. A wave of helplessness and arousal washed over him... the twin feelings that she had been building inside him from the first time they met.
"Puppy! So good to see you again!" Renee was wearing a cheerleading uniform right now, and Daren had to work hard to keep his eyes from popping out of his head. It was probably just slightly more revealing than a uniform from any other high school, but it still left a lot of Renee's long, smooth, cafe au lait legs on display. Daren did his best to keep his eyes to himself. The last thing he wanted was for the high school receptionist to suspect that he had a sexual relationship with this girl... even though he did.
But Renee wouldn't let him off the hook that easily. She snuggled right up to him, pulling him into an embrace that pressed her big, soft tits tight against his chest and even raised a leg to wrap lewdly around his. It was the least innocent hug that Daren had ever been a part of, blowing his plan to stay under the radar completely out of the water. The receptionist stared at them in open horror that made Daren want to die of embarrassment. His cock pinched cruelly tight against his cage. He was worried for a moment that the receptionist might say something, or even call in the principal over the obscene embrace.
But then Daren saw the other look on the middle-aged woman's face as her eyes flicked to Renee.
She wasn't just disgusted, she was scared.
If the receptionist was afraid of the devious young woman currently rubbing her body up against Daren's, then he could certainly understand why. But it was also disturbing to him. If Renee had the receptionist in her pocket, who else did she control?
"We're going to have so much fun today, puppy," exclaimed Renee with a wicked little giggle as she finally released Daren from her embarrassing grip. He was forced to reach down and adjust himself from the painful pinch of his cage as her mouth twisted into a mild pout and she added, "All we need to wait for now is... ah! Speak of the devil."
Charlie Fontaine strolled in through the doors, looking just as confident and sleazy as ever, gut bulging out over his greasy dress pants, stubble shading his chin, and thinning hair slicked back over his scalp. His grin widened as he saw Renee and Daren, and he sauntered over, hands stuffed in his pockets.
"Hardon! I thought you were supposed to be under the weather!" he said with a nasty snicker. "But here you are having fun with this hot little thing."
The receptionist made a little sound of disgust, and, sensing that this conversation was about to go to places she didn't want to hear, she got up and disappeared down the hall toward the principal's office, casting a disgusted look behind her.
Charlie and Renee both ignored her, although part of Daren wished he were strong enough to also escape this conversation.
Charlie reached down to take Renee's hand, bringing it to his greasy lips to kiss it wetly while saying, "And as for you, princess... always happy to see my daughter's best friend."
Renee's coolly raised eyebrow showed that she was just barely willing to put up with Charlie's antics. If this man was a dog, she was a wolf, and if he thought she was a little girl he could wind around his finger, he was dumber than he looked. But she visibly held herself back from snapping at him, instead commenting mildly. "I'm glad you're here, Charlie. I would hate to award my special prize to this loser without some sort of competition."
Charlie barked a laugh and gave Daren a stinging slap on the shoulder. "Well, you know that Hardon is going to lose anyway, so when you really think about it, I'm the one who's winning by default anyway." His grin faded just a fraction as a hungry light entered his eyes. "The real question is, what's the prize?"
"Oh, don't worry, boys," said Renee in a velvety, purring voice. She put a hand on the small of both men's backs. "I'm positive that it's something that you'll both be desperate to win... even if you shouldn't be."
She slipped past them and pulled open the glass door of the office, leading deeper into the school. "Come on!" She said with a wink. "Let's go. I'll explain the rules of the game AND the prize once we're in position."
Daren didn't know what she could possibly mean, but it was too late to ask her. Renee was already striding confidently down the school hallway with a swing of her hips and a swish of her cheerleader skirt.
Charlie trotted after her immediately, and Daren had no choice but to follow. He walked quickly, darting nervous glances around as they made their way through the hall, afraid that one of the students who knew Cassie might see him there.
After a while of walking through the maze-like halls of the school, Daren noticed a faint sound of band music and cheering. Daren figured that it must be the pep rally that the office receptionist was talking about. He was glad that the student body would be distracted and contained in one part of the building so no one could possibly know he was there.
But, strangely, the sounds of the crowd kept getting louder, and eventually he realized that they must be heading for the gym. Daren's mouth went dry at the thought. It sounded like there was a huge crowd in there. And that would probably be fine if he were just going to listen to the band and clap politely, but he knew that Renee must have much, much worse in mind than that.
Daren warred with himself, trying to screw up his courage enough to turn around and give up on whatever twisted entertainment that his evil little mistress had planned. But he knew he would never be able to find the strength... and besides, it sounded like if he left, Charlie would win whatever nebulous "prize" that Renee had in mind by default, and for some reason that terrified Daren.
Renee paused in front of a door, looking back at them with a grin. "Ok, boys. We'll have to move kind of quickly in a second here. The underclassmen and parents are going to get dismissed in a minute or two, and that will be our signal to move. We'll head in this side door while the crowd is moving and everyone is distracted, then head straight under the bleachers."
Luckily, this time Charlie seemed to have some reservations as well, so Daren didn't need to speak up.
"Under the bleachers?" said Daren's hated coworker with a sneer. "Are we high schoolers now? What, are you planning to make out with us or something?"
Questioning Renee's commands carried the risk of angering her, but luckily, this time she just bit her lip and giggled, then said, "Better. I'm afraid the bleachers are the only option... if you don't want the entire senior class seeing what we're doing, of course. The end is covered on the other side, and it's dark under there, so there's not much chance we'll get caught."
What she was saying made Daren feel a little better... but only a little. Whatever Renee had planned must have been totally scandalous if they needed to do it in utter secrecy. There was no time to worry about it, though, because they heard the rumble of feet as three-fourths of the student body got up and began exiting the gym. Renee waved them forward and slipped through the side door.
In a burst of adrenaline, Daren followed, terrified that someone might see the three of them. If they were noticed slipping beneath the bleachers, he was certain he would be asked a lot of questions that he didn't have good answers to. Luckily, Renee seemed to have picked her time perfectly. As the crowds surged toward the larger main doors and the seniors remaining on the bleachers chatted with each other, no one was focused on the short distance between the side door and the bleachers. Renee was able to lead the way with a quick, confident step, and soon they had all disappeared beneath the wooden stands.
It was dark and dusty beneath the bleachers. Like Renee had said, only the side closest to the side door was open, so it felt fairly enclosed. Daren felt like he was intruding on some forbidden place. Back when he was in high school, under the bleachers was the legendary place where the popular girls would go to lavish special favors on their boyfriends away from adult supervision. Up until senior year, Daren wasn't even close to that special privilege, and even when he was lucky enough to start dating Gina, the cheer captain at the time, she wasn't the kind of girl who did that sort of thing with her boyfriend. Especially not at school.
Charlie, the captain of the football team, had been under the bleachers almost every day. He certainly didn't look impressed as the three of them wove around the metal support struts. He only had an expression of curiosity and hunger on his face.


The muffled sounds of gossiping 18-year-olds above them filtered down through the creaking boards as Renee led them to a central position toward the front of the bleachers. She sat, directing them to each sit on either side of her on the dusty floor.
She had chosen her spot well: there was some sort of gap in the boards directly in front of them, allowing an unobstructed view of the gym in front of them, where members of the cheerleading squad were milling around and warming up.
The curiosity had finally gotten to be too much for Daren. "Wh-what's going on, Mistress?" he whispered anxiously, feeling the tight pinch of the cage around his cock. "Why did you bring us here?"
"Yeah!" agreed Charlie with a lazy grin on the other side of her, sitting sprawled out and leaning back on his hands on the other side of her. "And what do I win when I beat poor Hardon here?"
"You boys," said Renee, rolling her eyes with a teasing grin. "So fucking impatient! Ok, I can finally tell you."
Her hands snaked into both of their laps, sending a tingle of lust through Daren and a pulse of blood to his poor, trapped cock. "In a second, Kissy Swallowes is going to make her big, embarrassing debut as the school slut while you two feast your eyes, I'm going to give you a little... entertainment. Whoever lasts the longest is the big winner." She squeezed both crotches, then giggled as she felt the plastic cage between Daren's legs.
"Oh, silly me! Almost forgot! Can't give you that big of an advantage!" She unzipped Daren's pants, leaned down, and swiftly freed his cock from the confines of the cage, where it swelled to its full, unimpressive size almost instantly, feeling cramped and bruised from its captivity.
"Seems like that gives Hardon an unfair advantage," grumbled Charlie as Renee freed his bigger, thicker cock from his fly. "I mean, what kind of sicko would cum for his own daughter?"
That made Renee laugh so hard that she had to clap a hand to her mouth to avoid alerting the people directly above them. Daren just hung his head. He knew why she found the objection so funny. If anything, he was the one at a disadvantage. Renee had twisted his libido so badly that he couldn't help but see Cassie in a sexual light now.
"Trust me," she managed to say eventually through little giggles, "Hardon won't have any problem draining his little balls to what's about to happen."
That just disturbed Daren more. His cock was a spike of throbbing lust between his legs, but he was still worried about his daughter. "What do you mean, here debut as the school slut?" he asked, terrified and aroused at what the answer might be.
"Fuck that," grunted Charlie, "Who gives a shit? We're about to see the answer to that for ourselves. What I want to know is: what's this prize that the winner will supposedly get?"
Renee chuckled low in her throat, wrapping one warm palm around the two hard cocks on either side of her. "Yes, I suppose it's time I told you..." she purred.
Out on the floor of the gym, a pretty blonde cheerleader stepped forward as the other girls got into formation in wings on either side of her. She clapped her hands to get the attention of the senior students remaining in the gym. But, for now, all of Daren's attention was on Renee as she continued speaking.
"I told Kissy that it was about time for her to lose her V-card, and I've decided that one of you two is the right man for the job."
...
"Miss Swallowes?" said Victor in amusement, looking up from the papers he was reading. "Is there some sort of issue?"
Gina glared at him. The prick thought this was funny. Of course he did. That was why he had picked out the clothes to begin with. Gina's massive natural breasts pressed tight against the too-small top, straining its buttons and pushing up the bottom hem far enough that it gave little glimpses of her tanned belly whenever she moved. Her nipples were already on full, erect display from the erotic humiliation of the disgraceful officewear: they were two obvious points denting out the tight white fabric. Worse even than the shape, the slight sheerness of the cloth made the color of pink show through faintly, making the size and shape of her areolas obvious through the shirt.
The skirt wasn't any better. It felt like her ass was shrink-wrapped into the thin material, and she was now grateful that the underwear provided was a thong. The pencil skirt was tight enough that if she didn't take tiny, mincing steps, the skirt would ride up high enough to show the lacy underwear beneath. Even in the ideal position, the bottom of the skirt wasn't long enough to conceal the lacy tops of the dark stockings.
In short, she looked like a slutty fucking bimbo, exactly like she had feared. She had been hesitating at the door of Victor's office, trying to work up the courage to leave, for a few minutes now.
In a way, Victor had been right. The idea of making a fool of herself in front of all of her husband's coworkers was frighteningly arousing. But her old fierce pride had been reawakened now that she wasn't staring into Victor's eyes, and the idea of putting herself through this ordeal willingly felt insane. She was caught between conflicting urges to take off the ridiculous shoes she was wobbling around in and sprint out of the building, Victor be damned, or be a good girl for him and meekly accept the sexual humiliation he was demanding.
"You're a bastard, Victor Cross," she said in a voice that sounded much more like a pathetic whine than she was comfortable with.
"Mmmhmm," said Victor with a look of amusement. "But I'm a busy bastard. I can't spend all day babysitting you, Gigi. I thought you said you were a competent, independent woman. So go prove it by working. You can report in later."
That stung Gina enough to get her moving. She gave Victor one last venomous glare, then steeled herself, took a deep breath that threatened to pop the buttons off her shirt, and yanked open the door, striding out into the public office.
Although she hadn't noticed it specifically on her way in, Gina's new desk was obvious. It stood a little distance from Victor's door, facing outward toward the busy, open floor of the office.
In her new, humiliating get-up, Gina couldn't help but feel that the position of the desk looked a little... exposed. It seemed that anyone on the open office floor would have a sightline toward her at all times. And that might be an issue, because she already seemed to be getting attention. A handful of men standing at a watercooler about halfway down the office floor looked up as she exited the office and seemed to all lose focus on whatever they had been talking about before that, suddenly staring at her with dopey grins. A moment later, they turned to each other and started whispering excitedly, their eyes never leaving her sluttily displayed form.
Gina felt a flaming blush spread across her cheeks as she wobbled on her slutty platform heels toward her new desk, the tiny stride jiggling her tightly encased tits with every step. She couldn't believe that Victor had actually talked her into something this fucking ridiculous, but now that she had agreed to do it, she felt trapped. Somehow, the thought of going back on something she had promised Victor was unthinkable. All she could do was try to act casual and carefully sit on the office chair in front of her new workstation... easier said than done, since her skirt kept wanting to ride up past the point of indecency.
There was just one thing she could do: continue with her hopeless plan of being so competent at the job that people forgot about her slutty "uniform". If she were just a brisk, efficient personal assistant who happened to have her body continuously on display, maybe people would forget about her indecency at some point, and it would fade into the background.
Gina could tell that she was drawing more and more attention around the office. Dozens of eyes were staring at her now, and she had to fight the urge to cover her tits with her hands. No. Confidence was key. She had to just get to work and try to act like her clothes weren't a big deal.
Victor said that there was a list of her duties at her desk somewhere...
She found it almost instantly, but she had a bad feeling about it the second she laid eyes on the single sheet of paper. It didn't look particularly detailed. In fact, when she picked it up, the only thing written on the paper was a few short sentences and a numbered list of two items.
Welcome to your new position, Gigi. Below you will find your job responsibilities. I know from experience you are more than qualified to fulfill them:

	Look Pretty.
	Suck Cock.


Gina's eyes grew wide, and she was so flustered that she actually flipped the page over and tried to see if there was anything written on the other side. But that was it. There was no more. No other papers on the clean, empty surface of the desk either. Just the one insulting "job description" and a computer.
The eyes of the other employees around the office seemed to burn into Gina, and now that the shock had worn off, a low murmur of whispers and suppressed laughter seemed to drift through the air. Gina's eyes flicked upward to see the group of men by the watercooler still staring over and chatting excitedly. Two women had gathered at a desk on the other side of the room, giving her sidelong glances filled with smug superiority and withering disgust.
Gina felt her hot blush deepen further. Victor had put her in an even worse position than she thought. People would assume that she had only been hired as Victor's personal slut... because that was the absolute truth. She was meant to sit here at this exposed desk, stewing in humiliation and submissive arousal until he had the time between meetings for her to suck his cock.
The worst part about the humiliation was how much it was beginning to turn her on. Gina held the paper up, as though studying it carefully. Her real objective was to try to hide the way her traitorous nipples were pressing tight against the thin top. Fuck! Her husband's coworkers weren't just seeing her as a slut, they were seeing that she was obviously horny from her twisted predicament. She was being looked down on like she was just some pathetic bimbo. And that just started to turn her on more.
A wicked thought crossed her mind suddenly... why exactly should she hide her tits anyway? All of this was Victor's fault, and it would be over in a few weeks anyway. If she secretly enjoyed the humiliating exposure a little, then where was the harm?
As Gina was sitting there, getting more and more turned on, a group of three men, chatting and laughing, came around the corner from the entrance, heading toward Victor's office. They were obviously men here from another company, here for a meeting. Gina decided to take the opportunity to distract herself from her spiraling thoughts. It wasn't much, but if her desk was at the door to Victor's office, then at least she could assume that controlling access to his office was part of her job. She got up from her desk and stepped in front of the oncoming group, giving them what she hoped was a professional smile and said in a cool, pleasant voice, "Good afternoon, gentlemen. Are you here for a meeting with Mr. Cross?"
The three older men stopped in their tracks. Then their eyes looked her up and down, and smiles cracked their faces. Gina watched as they noted her tottering heels, her juicy thighs wrapped in lacy stockings, the tight, short shirt, and the way her big tits were pressed tight into the tiny top. They classified her and decided exactly how much respect she was due.
"No need to worry about it, sweetheart," said the man in the front with a chummy, condescending tone. "We just have some business discussions to take care of with your boss. Man stuff. A little above your pay grade." His eyes never left her tits the entire time he was talking to her, and a second later, he simply stepped past her to open the door to Victor's office, completely ignoring Gina's feeble attempt to act like a real secretary. Gina turned and stared after him, totally taken aback by being treated exactly like the dumb, slutty eyecandy that Victor had hired her to be. As she turned, one of the two men flanking their leader took the opportunity to give her plump butt a sharp little spank. Gina yelped and jumped in surprise, a move that sent her tits jiggling as the three men disappeared into Victor's office and closed the door behind them.
Gina heard giggles behind her, and, her ass still smarting from the wildly inappropriate swat to her cheeks, she whirled to see the two women who had been gawking at her before leaning on each other, helpless with laughter. And it wasn't hard to imagine why. Gina had attempted to be a professional and had been viciously shot down and reminded of her place. This position Victor had put her in was intended as a public humiliation rather than a real job, and there was no escape from that.
Once, Gina would have marched right to HR and threatened a lawsuit... but Victor had trained her well. Over the course of the past months, her tormenting lover had forged an unbreakable connection in her brain between defeat, humiliation, and submissive lust. The primary feeling she experienced as she slumped back into her chair wasn't fury at the sexist pigs meeting with Victor or embarrassment at the position Victor had put her in, although both of those were present. It was an overwhelming wave of helpless arousal.
This was Victor's ultimate victory. He had seen a proud, fiery woman he lusted after and broke her down and remade her into the kind of woman he liked: horny, dumb, and submissive. None of her struggles against him had done anything to stop him. In fact, the harder she fought, the deeper she found herself in his clutches.
Compared to him, she really was a horny bimbo. Dumb and unable to control her libido. That thought burned her to the core with weak, wet submissive lust.
She had to find some way of pulling herself out of this spiral, or it would only get worse. She looked around her desk again anxiously and was about to start looking in the drawers when she glanced at the computer. A little relief washed over her. It was perfect. A computer would give her the perfect way to look busy, and also put at least something between her and the rest of the open office floor.
She thumbed the button on the desktop tower and grabbed the mouse with confidence as it booted up. With this computer, she was pretty sure she could find some way of killing time until the end of the workday. Then she could regroup, get out of this spiral of arousal and humiliation, and maybe even find some way of refusing to participate in this public disgrace tomorrow.
The computer opened to a sparse desktop, and without thinking, Gina double-clicked on the internet browser, ready to find something to do.
But, unfortunately for her, Victor was once again one step ahead of her.
To Gina's shock, the internet browser didn't open to a search engine or some other innocuous homepage. It loaded briefly...
And then a filthy pornographic movie began playing on her screen. Gina's mouth dropped open and her eyes went wide in shock. On the screen, a curvy, naked woman with massive tits, wide hips, and heavy eye makeup crawled seductively forward toward the camera, which panned down to reveal a truly massive black cock, already dripping with precum.
Gina snapped out of her momentary shock and swiftly tried to close the browser window. But nothing happened. She clicked on the little x again and again, but it seemed frozen; the window stubbornly refused to close. In a panic, Gina looked around behind her, trying her best to hide the screen with a frantic hand. Luckily, no one was currently in a position to see the screen, but it turned out that that wasn't the only danger. On the screen, the slutty blonde porn star had reached her destination, licking her puffy pink lips lasciviously as she sat back on her thick haunches at her costar's feet.
'Oh my gawwwwd," purred the slutty blonde performatively, wrapping her manicured hands around the thick cock in front of her, "is all this juicy man meat for little old me?"
Fuck. Fuck! The volume was set way too loud. People around the floor of the office had finally started turning their attention back to their work, but now their eyes snapped back upward. Confused eyes gave side-long glances to other coworkers as the porn dialogue floated across the room. They were all thinking the same thing: "She can't really be watching...that at work, can she?"
Gina, withering under the newfound attention, desperately tried to close the window again. Then tried to navigate to a different website. Turn off the volume on her computer. Even just pause the video. Nothing worked. This wasn't some glitch or accident. It was deliberate sabotage. A trap set in order to humiliate her and destroy any attempt to appear respectable in front of her new coworkers.
"Mmmmm, I just love sucking big black cock, Daddy," gushed the slutty performer, the computer speakers broadcasting Gina's apparent taste in porn throughout the floor of the office. Loud wet noises sounded as the volumptuous blonde engulfed the massive python in her mouth, performing a sloppy blowjob while staring deep into the lens of the camera.
Gina was frantic, desperate. She didn't know what to do. She frantically clicked all over the screen, willing the mouse to somehow do something, even though it hadn't before. She could feel the judging, amused eyes of the whole office on her, and a nasty, corrosive heat was rising higher and higher from deep in her belly.
Suddenly, the screen went black, the sound cutting off sharply. Gina gasped in shock and relief at the miracle... until she looked up and saw Grace, the bitchy receptionist, standing there with a raised eyebrow and the computer's plug in hand.
"It looks like you're enjoying your new position a little too much, wouldn't you say, Gigi?" she asked dryly. "I mean, everyone has their hobbies, but maybe it's better if you keep your passion for interracial sex behind closed doors."
Gina felt the awful heat of embarrassment wash over her again. She opened her mouth to dispute Grace's insults, then closed it and shook her head. There was no point. Grace held some sort of grudge against Gina out of some sort of misplaced jealousy over Victor's fascination with her.
But that didn't mean that Gina didn't want to take the opportunity to vent a little.
"What the fuck is wrong with people in this office?" she groaned, leaning back in her chair and covering her eyes. "Are they really that eager to see a woman disgraced like this? I mean... some guys will always be horndogs, but where is the fucking sympathy?"
Grace snorted, tossing the plug to the ground and crossing her arms. "Ha! People still remember two years ago at the Christmas party. The wife of the biggest loser to ever get his own office comes in with this superior smirk, thinking she's better than everyone here. No wonder they wanted to knock you off that pedestal."
Gina stared at her in bewilderment. "What? That wasn't how I acted!" she insisted. The only thing she remembered clearly from the party was that it was the first time Victor hit on her. The only impression of the rest of it she had was that it was fairly dull. Daren worked at an advertising agency, for God's sake. It wasn't anything impressive compared to her work as a high-powered lawyer.
"And did you forget that most of the people here were at the mask party?" asked Grace with a mean little laugh. "They saw how big a slut you can be then. Can you really blame them for enjoying the sight of your downfall?"
Gina's eyes flickered toward her new coworkers, still staring at her from across the office floor. Some sitting at their desks, grinning at her from behind their unsabotaged computers, others gathered in little knots whispering with each other about the new slut that Victor had brought into the office... the stuck-up bitch married to that loser Daren. Gina had never been able to forget her first humiliation at Victor's hands during the masquerade party, but she hadn't made the connection that most of the people here right now had probably last seen her when she was kneeling naked at Victor's feet, publicly planting a kiss on the tip of his cock.


It made the absolute disdain and lack of sympathy in the eyes of her fellow coworkers more understandable, if no less humiliating. On that night months ago, she had already dug a hole of disgrace so deep that there was no way out. This was how they knew her: the slutty little failure that Victor had wrapped around his finger. Just the thought made wet heat boil between Gina's thighs.
Before Gina could say anything else to Grace, the door to Victor's office opened, and the three men who had arrived before left the room, laughing and joking in a cloud of cigar smoke. The bitch of a secretary sighed and turned away, saying, "Duty calls! Enjoy the rest of your... busy workday, slut."
Then she was all professional smiles and courtesy, leading the three men away while chatting animatedly about the day-to-day operations of the firm. It was exactly the sort of work that Gina might expect a real assistant to do. Gina couldn't help but notice that the guests had no trouble treating Grace like a professional rather than a piece of meat. A spike of rage broke through Gina's arousal, and she turned to glare through the open door of Victor's office.
He leaned back against the front of his desk, relaxing and grinning at her. As she watched, he raised a glass of scotch and toasted her before taking a sip. Before she even knew what she was doing, Gina had risen to her feet and stormed through the door, slamming it shut behind her. "You think this is funny?" she snapped, using prickly anger to cover up the humiliating lust that was boiling underneath. "Is this getting you off? To turn me into a public disgrace while you laugh in here with the boy's club?"
Victor, predictably, was unfazed. "It does get me off, actually," he said mildly, taking another sip of his drink. "But I'm not the only one who's feeling a little hot under the collar about the situation, am I?"
Gina looked away, crossing her arms defensively and willing the flare of submissive lust inside her to quiet down. "I... don't know what you're talking about," she muttered irritably.
Victor chuckled and shook his head, then snapped his fingers commandingly, beckoning her forward. Gina considered telling him to go fuck himself and refusing to approach, but something deeper than pride pulled her forward toward him. In the end, resisting his call was beyond her capabilities now.
She huffed and clicked forward on her ridiculous heels until she stood before him, furious, but still intoxicated by his calm, dominant presence.
Without warning, he reached out to touch her inner thigh, his finger sliding upward toward the bottom hem of her skirt. Gina made a pathetic little yelp of discomfort and slammed her thighs shut, but Victor didn't remove his hand. He just looked up at her calmly and said in a low, firm voice, "Kitten... don't be difficult."
Gina hated herself for giving in, but her thighs seemed to move on their own, parting and allowing Victor's fingers to glide higher, beneath her tight skirt. She bit her lip hard to keep from moaning when one of his thick, firm fingers probed hard against the surface of her wet lace thong.
"Hmmm," he said with a superior little chuckle. "She doesn't know what I'm talking about, yet her pussy is all hot and soaking wet after that supposedly horrible ordeal I just put her through. Now what can I take away from that, I wonder?"
"Did you forget?" asked Gina acidly. "It's your fucking cum that's making things wet down there, you pig."
Victor smiled and shook his head, and his finger pressed even more firmly against the sodden surface of Gina's panties. "I don't think that's true, Gigi. I think that being my little kept whore has you so horny you can barely think."
Gina wanted to give him a clever response that would put him in his place for once, but all that came out of her mouth when she opened it was a breathy moan. Her hips were grinding down into the delicious feeling of his fingers,
Victor went on. "Why can't you just accept how you really feel?" he asked in a smoky voice. "I've told you the truth about yourself, but you still refuse to accept it. You're a natural submissive, Gina. This is the life that you were born for. To be controlled by a powerful, confident man. To be the precious treasure that he shows off to others. That's why your body is celebrating being my slutty little secretary, even as your mind rebels."
Gina shook her head with a whine, but by this point, she was leaning heavily on Victor's desk to avoid collapsing on her trembling legs. She should have known it was useless to march into the office and attempt to give Victor a piece of her mind. There was something about his presence that she couldn't resist. That made her into the weak, slutty disgrace that he insisted she was.
"In fact, I think my poor little Kitten needs an outlet to work off that pent-up energy from her first day on the job," rumbled Victor, setting down his glass with a click and unzipping his pants.
"Did you read your job description, Gigi?" he asked with a twist of amusement in his voice. His finger still traced firm circles at the soft, sweet junction of her thighs.
"Yessss," hissed Gina, breathing heavily as volcanic lust roared through her.
"Yes, sir," insisted Victor. "You've got to remember that I'm your boss now, Kitten. Try again."
"Yes, sssirrr," whimpered Gina, grinding her hips downward into Victor's firm, masculine hand.
"Good. You've been doing an excellent job living up to your first job responsibility today," said Victor approvingly, his eyes freely roaming his submissive slut's luscious body. Slowly, he withdrew his hand from beneath her skirt, trailing a shining trail of slick juices down her thigh as he went, and leaving her whining for more.
"Now I want to see your skills with the second part of your duties," said Victor in a smoldering growl. He reached up to Gina's shoulder and pressed downward, making her weak knees buckle and bend, until they bumped softly against the office floor. Once again, Gina gulped as she stared upward into Victor's hard eyes. His thick, powerful cock loomed above her, throbbing with dominant lust
It was a position that she had found herself in frequently the past few weeks. But this time, it felt even more twisted than usual. She had spent all day doing her best to resist becoming Victor's ridiculous, slutty secretary, yet here she was, a dripping, horny mess, on her knees and ready to serve, just as Victor had planned.
Victor didn't even need to give the command this time. He simply flexed his muscles, making his thick, dark shaft bounce enticingly.
Gina needed no further incentive. She reached out with needy hands, wrapping them around the thick base of his shaft. Victor had cum mere hours before, but that had sapped none of his masculine vitality. Victor was monstrous in his endurance. He was ready for Gina whenever she wanted.
Gina ran her hands up and down his powerful cock for a few strokes, feeling its heat and weight in her hands for a moment before dipping her head and sealing her pink lips around its dark, swollen head. She ran her hot, slick tongue all over it, worshipping her master in a way deeper than words, making smoldering eye contact with him as she submitted physically to his dominance.
Victor thought this was where she belonged... on her knees with a cock in her mouth, dressed up like a slut and given only the job of pleasuring her man. Gina had never seen herself as that sort of pathetic woman before she met Victor, but now it was starting to make a twisted sort of sense.
Gina moved her neck down, taking more of Victor's cock inside her hot little mouth. Part of this did feel right. So much of her time had been spent trying to put on a brave face and be as impressive as possible to others. As humiliating as it was, it was also kind of relaxing to have the only expectation of her to be sucking cock and looking pretty. She relaxed into her task, easing Victor's cock deeper into her mouth and reaching beneath her own skirt to play with her overheated pussy.
It did no good to get upset at Victor. Experience had taught her over and over again that she couldn't win against him. Today was humiliating, but it was also hot... and what Victor was saying made a certain amount of sense. If she couldn't win by struggling anyway, didn't it just make more sense to submit and enjoy herself? She could worry about all of these unpleasant feelings, and pride, and self-respect later, when her contract with Victor ran out.
Gina opened her throat and forced herself down onto Victor's massive cock, breathing through her nose and thinking open, accepting thoughts. For a moment, his cock felt way too large to ever fit in her tiny throat, just like it always did. But then she sank lower... and lower... and finally she had done it, staring up with proud, watery eyes into Victor's cocky grin, pleased that she had managed once again to fit his commanding manhood inside her.
That was when the office door opened.
Gina felt a stab of panic and began to withdraw. But although Victor allowed her to pull away far enough that he was no longer lodged in her throat, his firm hand clamped down on the back of her head before she could spit his cock out entirely. She was trapped, on her knees with Victor's throbbing cock head oozing precum directly onto her tongue, unable to move as the three men from before entered the room again, with Grace, the bitchy receptionist, in tow.
All four stopped in surprise as they saw Victor leaning back against his desk, with his cock wedged into the mouth of the slutty secretary they had disrespected just a moment ago. Luckily, Grace left and shut the door behind her with a snarky comment of, "I'll leave you gentlemen to it." But that still left three strangers gawping at Gina with her lips wrapped around her boss's cock.
Gina cringed and struggled feebly, flooded with white-hot embarrassment and panic at being caught in the act. But Victor held her close, refusing to allow her to escape, forcing her to bask in the shame of her predicament. Her helplessness sent powerful waves of crackling submissive lust rushing through her. No matter how witheringly humiliating she found this, she wasn't in charge right now. Victor was. She stared up at him with eyes that no longer blazed with fury, but only weakly pleaded with him.
But it looked like Victor was in no mood for mercy right now. He just winked at her, then turned his attention to his guests, who had gotten over their shock and were grinning ear to ear.
"Couldn't even wait until we have finished our office tour to... avail yourself of the secretarial services, eh, Cross?" Asked the grey-haired man with a snicker as he slid into one of the leather chairs. "Well, I suppose I don't blame you, considering how hot this sweet little piece of ass is."
"Jesus," said one of the other men, his eyes avidly examining every inch of Gina's kneeling body as he poured himself another glass of scotch. "I thought that honest-to-God cocksucking secretaries died out in the 60s! Where did you find the little slut? Is there some kind of service we can hire from?"
"I'm afraid not," said Victor casually. "I had to catch and tame this one myself from the wild. She used to be a cocky lawyer before I got to her." Victor's hand pressed downward, pushing more of his meaty cock between Gina's lips. She let out a strangled, pathetic sound of disapproval, and for a second it seemed like Victor would relent. His hand eased off, and his shaft withdrew an inch or two. But the relief was short-lived. His hand pressed down again, and Gina finally realized what he was doing.
Victor was silently signalling her to continue the humiliating public blowjob.
Gina found herself at a crossroads once again. She was presented with the choice of obeying Victor and humiliating herself in front of strangers who had already assumed the worst about her and proving them right in the process, or she could fight back.
But that feeling of fiery resistance felt so distant and impossible in the moment. The afternoon of public display and humiliation had sapped her strength and raised her arousal to the tipping point. Gina didn't want to think anymore. It just made her upset.
What did she care what these pricks thought anyway? She had already sucked the cock of her hated rival at her last job. Compared to that, this was nothing.
Cautiously at first, then with greater speed, Gina resumed her blowjob, bobbing her head with sloppy little wet noises up and down her boss's cock while his three sneering guests watched. She closed her eyes, her cheeks flaming and her body buzzing with troubled desire as she stuffed her mouth again and again with her Victor's big black cock. Somehow, doing this in front of others, when she knew that it was painting her as a filthy bimbo slut, was even better than doing it in private. It raised her feeling of helpless humiliation up to a fever pitch.
She didn't even realize what was happening until the grey-haired stranger meeting with Victor unzipped his fly, approaching to stand at Gina's right side. She gave a sharp little gasp as she finally opened her eyes and noticed the angry red cock barely a foot away.
"You don't mind, do you?" asked the businessman. He wasn't talking to Gina. He wasn't even looking at her. He was smiling at Victor, gesturing down to the blonde slut bobbing up and down his dick. "I had an urge to sample her talents the second that I saw her. Maybe just a handy?"
Victor chuckled, then surprisingly reached down to hoist Gina to her feet.
"I'll do you one better," he said smugly. In one smooth motion, he spun Gina around and put a hand on her back, bending her forward at the waist. Gina allowed herself to be manhandled. She was more confused than anything, but she had a bad feeling that this situation was about to get a lot more embarrassing.
Her suspicions were confirmed as Victor reached down and effortlessly hiked up her tiny skirt, exposing her naked thighs, hips, and butt, clad only in her tiny black thong. She instinctively reached down, trying to move the skirt back into place and covering herself, but Victor gently pushed her hands away... then reached down again to slide her thong to the side.
"Why don't you make the front and I'll take the back," said Victor jovially as his cock nuzzled up against Gina's throbbing pussy. "More fun this way."
"Don't mind if I do!" Said the stranger brightly, shifting to the side until his swollen, angry erection was right in front of Gina's face.
Gina was confused and overwhelmed, a jangling bundle of anxiety, disgust, and frazzled desire. This was all moving so fast. Barely an hour before, she had been trying to convince this man she was a legitimate professional. Then she had been furious at his insulting treatment of her. And now his cock was inches from her face. Part of her screamed that she didn't want to suck this man's cock; she wanted to slap his face off for daring to assume she was some kind of whore.
But, while her mind was still a shocked kaleidoscope of shock and arousal, Gina felt Victor's cock tease the juicy lips of her pussy, and her angry words died on her lips. "Miss Swallowes," said Victor in a commanding voice from behind her, "I want you to show our guests a good time. Be a good girl and perform your secretarial duties, ok?" Gina had been pushed too far already today. She needed to cum so badly she couldn't think, and submitting to Victor felt natural, no matter what humiliation he asked from her.
But still, even as the feeling of submission washed over her, Gina glared sullenly up at the smarmy prick thrusting his stiff pink cock in her face. Gina submitted to Victor because of his obvious superiority. It still annoyed Gina to service lesser men. This asshole wasn't worthy of her obedience.
It was lucky for him that Victor was asking this of her. Gina reluctantly parted her lips and swallowed the man's dripping white cock, running her tongue experimentally around its head and tasting the salty ooze of his precum while glaring daggers up at him from below.
The man didn't seem to mind her clear distaste in the slightest. In fact, it seemed to amuse him. "I don't think your assistant likes me that much, Cross!" He said with a chuckle, looking up from Gina's reluctant blowjob to joke with her boss.
"Oh, don't worry about that," said Victor warmly. "The little slut just prefers chocolate to vanilla, if you know what I mean. Look, she'll change her tune once she gets a little taste of me."
He made her sound like some sort of cock-starved bimbo... and, frustratingly, he was correct. When Victor pressed his cockhead against Gina's opening, her blood sizzled with powerful arousal, and she let out a vibrating moan against the stranger's cock shoved deep into her mouth. Her sharp, angry expression hazed over with lust, and as Victor sheathed his shaft in her tight, wet pussy, she instinctively put a little more passion into the way her tongue slid and slithered over the cock filling her mouth.
"I can see what you mean," said the stranger with a chuckle, reaching down to seize the back of Gina's head and pushing himself in deeper. "She just can't help herself when it comes to her boss, can she?' The man's cock slipped easily into Gina's throat. Even though he had nothing to be ashamed about when it came to cock size, he was still nowhere close to Victor in length or thickness. With the way Victor had been training Gina's throat, it was easy to take his full length with barely any discomfort.
"You're right," agreed Victor with a grunt. "Now shut the fuck up and help me spitroast the slut." He pulled his thick cock out a little, then slammed it in to the hilt, forcing Gina's head forward further and pressing the stranger's balls against her chin as she took his cock all the way to the base in one swift thrust. Gina's eyes rolled into the back of her head, and drool dripped from her lips as Victor began thrusting into her from behind, and the stranger in front of her began pulsing his cock into and out of her throat.
She was being taken from both ends, fucked like a whore in her boss's office, and, worst of all, she was loving it. Her whole body flushed with red-hot arousal as she gave up on self-respect and dignity for the moment and just accepted her utter disgrace, sucking and slurping and slamming her hips backward into the delicious sensation of Victor's cock.
"You two," grunted Victor, motioning for the other men to come forward as his hips slapped forward against Gina's plump ass again and again, "Get over here. Miss Swallowes has two hands after all. I'm paying through the nose for this little whore. We might as well make her work for every penny.
Gina was lost in the sexual haze, barely aware of the others' approach as she focused on the feeling of her stretched cunt and fucked throat. Fuck... maybe Victor was right about her submissive tendencies if it felt this fucking good to be used so thoroughly and disrespectfully.
She allowed the two men who approached either side to unzip themselves and guide her hands to their throbbing rock-hard dicks. She did her best to jerk them off while their leader plundered her throat and Victor thoroughly fucked her from behind, but the most they got was probably some limp wrist movements. Gina was spiraling too deeply into submissive pleasure to devote too much time to handjobs. Not when her pussy was shooting powerful bolts of sexual electricity up her spine, and a grunting man in front of her was slapping his balls against her chin over and over as he fucked her throat.
Gina's body moved in mechanical fulfillment of her primal drives, rolling her hips back into her master's powerful thrusts, milking his cock with each stroke, seeking his cum with single-minded intensity. She barely needed to do any work at all with the blowjob. The businessman had her head in a tight grip and fucked her mouth on his own, using her like a sex toy.


The buttons on her tight top, finally over-strained by the jolting movement of Victor's powerful thrusts, burst open, spilling her naked breasts out to bounce and sway beneath her, stiff, sensitive nipples making wobbling circles in the air as she serviced cocks on all sides.
Gina was just aware enough to realize what was happening when the office door swung open again. Grace's voice floated in, gloating and amused. "I was just wondering if you needed anything, boss?"
It came to Gina then that Grace was doing all of the work that a real assistant would normally handle. Just one more piece of evidence that she was being deliberately disrespected. Her position only had submissive sexual service as the job description.
Victor barked a laugh, never pausing the swift pumping of his hips, filling Gina to the brim with hot dick, then leaving her deprived over and over and over. "Sure! I think we've hashed out all the important contract revisions. Bring the paperwork in for signing. Thanks, Ms. Dewitt."
"You got it, boss," said Grace in a purring simper. Then she turned and left. Gina couldn't see what was going on, since her whole face was getting shoved into a sweaty male gut over and over again, but even as she was stuffed from both ends, she could feel something different. A faint sound of whispers and giggles drifted over her, just loud enough to be heard over the wet slap of flesh and masculine grunts of the four men surrounding her.
Fuck. Oh fuck... Grace had left the door open. The door that faced outward toward the open office floor filled with her husband's coworkers. The door opening and closing earlier might have been swift enough that no one caught her kneeling with Victor's cock in her mouth, but there was no chance that anyone had missed this. Grace, that smirking little bitch, had obliterated any chance that Gina may have kept her slutty submission to Victor a secret.
But it was too late now. Everyone had already seen... and if all of her husband's coworkers knew she was Victor's kept slut... then why not have a little fun with her utter humiliation?
She gripped the two cocks in her fists tighter, arching her back to writhe back onto Victor's thrusting cock with renewed intensity.
God, they're all looking at me... a woman married to a man they know. Totally disgraced... used by strange cocks while her boss fucks her to pitiful, moaning orgasm.
As if on cue, a low, muffled moan slipped from her throat. Gina's legs were beginning to tremble, and her breath was whistling through her nose faster and faster as her pleasure ramped up. She was close now... so fucking close that she could taste it. Her body thrilled with the sensation of pleasing four men at once, her lips and her pussy gripping rhythmically as she did her best to sloppily pump the two cocks flanking her.
She knew Victor well enough to know that he was getting close as well. His strong fingers gripped her hips convulsively as his cock plunged into her, deep and fast and strong. For a moment, Gina forgot all about all of her new coworkers spectating her disgrace. She even forgot about the three strangers using her body with their dirty cocks. Her whole world was filled with the sensation of her and Victor's pumping bodies. The feel of her tight cunt wrapped snugly around his cock.
She craved his dominance. His control. His cum. She knew that she was going to have to deal with the fallout when Daren learned that all of his coworkers knew about her illicit relationship with his boss, but right now, she didn't give a fuck. Right now,she wanted them to see everything. She wanted them to know that she belonged to this superior man in a raw, carnal way that even the man she married couldn't reach.
The overwhelming sensation of humiliating submission was too much to resist. Gina moaned around a stranger's cock as orgasm washed over her, her pussy squeezing tight around Victor's pumping cock. Her legs felt so shaky and weak that she thought she might fall down if she wasn't supported by the four men surrounding her. A moment later, as Gina was still caught in the depths of an all-consuming orgasm, Victor grunted and surged forward one last time, plunging deep into her pussy as he filled her with hot sperm for a second time that day. Gina closed her eyes and basked in the red-hot furnace of her orgasm. She knew that all of the people on the office floor were probably gawking at her now, watching her getting creampied by her husband's boss. But she no longer cared.
A moment later, Victor withdrew, and Gina could feel his hot cum dribbling down her thigh. He wiped off the last of his load onto her ass, then said warmly, "Well, Miss Swallowes, as much as I appreciate your enthusiasm, I think you've neglected our guests for long enough. Concentrate and show them how hospitable Cross advertising can be."
Gina momentarily slipped the stranger's cock from between her panting lips, but only long enough for her to fall back to her knees, taking the weight off her weak, trembling legs. Her naked tits heaved with passion as a thick line of drool dripped from her lips to messily drape over them.
As Victor zipped himself back up, Gina shifted her grip on the two hard cocks, then obediently opened her mouth to allow Victor's guest to reinsert his dripping cock. Her hands began pumping up and down in a rhythm with her bobbing head, servicing three men at the command of her dominant lover. Their cocks felt unsatisfyingly small in her hands and mouth, but Gina still felt the wild, sweltering heat of humiliation and submissive service. She was still doing this because Victor commanded it after all.
"What do you say?" said Victor to his guest, returning to sit behind his desk and pouring himself another glass of scotch. "Maybe we can add those additional print ads back in that you were on the fence about?" He nodded toward Gina, whose tits were bouncing with her efforts as she concentrated fully on pleasing three men at once. "I mean, I think we can both agree that I've given you a hell of a sweetener."
The grey-haired man groaned and reached down once again to grip the back of Gina's head, thrusting his cock into Gina's tight, wet throat once again. "Hey, if you have your secretary take care of us every time we come in for updates, I think you have yourself a deal!"
Gina moaned and closed her eyes, her stomach erupting into butterflies as she realized she was being used as a bargaining chip. It was all so overwhelming. The door to the office was still hanging open as well, letting everyone see the purpose that their boss was putting his new slut toward.
That bitch Grace was certainly taking her sweet time...
The man on Gina's right softly groaned, "Oh Fuck..." and Gina felt his cock swell in her hand. That was all the warning she got. A moment later, with a series of twitchy bounces, he fired thick, gluey cum all over her, splashing against her cheek and neck. The sight of her covered in cum must have set off the other man receiving a hand job, because he came just seconds afterward, aiming his spurts of seed downward onto her heaving tits.
Their boss had more stamina. He was still thrusting into Gina's throat as he huffed and puffed with the effort, fucking the face of his business associate's slutty secretary as if it were his right.
"Good girl," chuckled Victor behind her. "Now... take it all, Miss Swallowes. Show our guest how you earned your name."
At this point, Gina didn't have a choice either way. With a rough gasp, the man looming above her rammed his cock in to the hilt, pressing Gina's nose into his greying pubic hair. Gina could feel his cock twitch against the confines of her tight throat, then the thick, warm sensation of semen flowing downward into her stomach.
A moment later, the man sighed in satisfaction and withdrew his softening cock from her mouth. "Always a pleasure doing business, Cross," he said with satisfaction. As he zipped up and stepped away toward the desk, Gina saw out onto the office floor, where she held the undivided attention of most of the staff, looking in with silent expressions, some disgusted, some mocking, some aroused.
Gina was panting on her knees, skirt hiked up around her waist and shirt hanging open to display her naked tits, covered with splashes of semen from these anonymous men.
It was ten times worse than when some of those same people had seen her at the masquerade with Victor. At least then she had defiantly refused to suck his cock. Now they had seen her suck the cock and swallow the semen of a stranger, just because Victor commanded it.
The business associate seemed to notice for the first time that he had had an audience. He made a sound of discomfort as he stared out the door. "I would hope that I can count on the... discretion of your staff," he said with a frown, self-consciously adjusting his clothes.
Victor waved his hand with a chuckle. "Oh, there's no need to be concerned about that," he said dismissively. "All of them know how foolish it is to cross me."
Gina's lust was finally fading away, replaced by clinging, acidic shame. She plucked at her ruined shirt, trying her best to pull it back together, despite the fact that it was now missing several key buttons. The thin, see-through material was instantly soaked by the cum smearing her tits, making it even more transparent.
Grace finally arrived back, holding a sheaf of paperwork in hand. She closed the door behind her with what Gina saw as deliberate slowness, then brought the contracts to the desk.
Gina stood on wobbly feet, barely able to stand on her tall heels, and tugged her skirt down into place. She felt hollowed out by the overwhelming emotion and physical exertion of her defeat. "Sir," she said hoarsely. "Could I leave early today?"
Victor glanced up from the documents and pursed his lips. Even covered in cum with her new slutty clothes ruined, Gina was worried for a moment that he would insist that she stay and finish out the last few hours. But as his eyes flicked over her sorry state, she saw his eyes soften just a fraction.
"Yes, fine," he said with a sigh and a flick of his hand. "I suppose we put you through the wringer for your first day on the job. I expect to see you bright and early tomorrow morning, Miss Swallowes."
Gina meekly accepted the dismissal. That was right... This wasn't just a one time humiliation. She would be back again tomorrow, except it would be even harder... Since presumably her husband would also be at work, and she hadn't yet admitted to him that she had lost her job as a lawyer.
But that was an issue for tomorrow. Before that, she was going to have to walk through the office and down to the car park wearing only the cum stained remains of her slutty secretary outfit.
Despite everything, she felt a slither of reluctant lust crawl through her at the thought.
...
Renee had to clamp a hand swiftly over Charlie's mouth to keep him from laughing loud enough to alert the students sitting above them that someone was underneath the bleachers. Daren himself was stunned, his veins pulsing with white-hot adrenaline at what Renee had said.
He needed to control his own voice to not yell as he said in disbelief, "What?! Cassie's virginity?"
He knew, of course, that Renee had had a twisted sexual interest in his daughter. She had even referred to her plans for Cassie's virtue a few times in his company, but now that she was revealing her concrete intentions, it all felt too real.
"Of course, puppy," said Renee distractedly as she fixed Charlie with a warning glare. "I mean, if I want her to be a good little slut for me, she can hardly remain an untouched virgin forever. She's done enough experimentation with pussy for now. It's time to get the little bitch hooked on cock."
Daren's head swam in the stuffy, dusty air beneath the bleachers, and his cock throbbed with sickening heat. Cassie, getting fucked... once the very image would have sickened him and filled him with anxiety. Now the same insidious lust that Renee had cultivated inside him overwhelmed all other emotions.
It could be him. He could be the very first man who fucked Cassie. That was the prize that Renee was offering. He pictured Cassie's perfect, curvy body, naked beneath him... so like her mother's. He pictured her whispering in his ear, "Fuck me, Daddy..." A sweet, hot hiss of breath as her slim arms wrapped around him, pulling him closer...
Daren was turned on beyond belief by the red-hot fantasy. Then humiliated and ashamed that he was so turned on. Which only made him hornier. He wasn't sure what to think, so he just got redder and hornier, his cock throbbing in Renee's hot little hand.
Finally, Charlie had calmed down enough that Renee removed her hand from his sweaty face. "Geez, so the little slut might have to fuck her own daddy?" He said in a wheezing undertone dripping with cruel amusement. "I mean, let's be frank, a fat old creep old enough to be her dad isn't a good alternative either," he added with a self-deprecatory slap to his gut. "What have you got against the little bitch anyway?"
That question drew Daren out of his haze enough to glance curiously at Renee. He had wondered about that same question himself. Renee seemed bent on sexual control over Cassie, if not outright ruining her life. He had never understood the motive there.
"That's a question you don't need the answer to," said Renee in a dry voice. "All you need to know is if you play my little game and win, then you get first crack at Kissy's tight virgin cunt. Or would you rather forfeit?"
"Hell no," grunted Charlie with a viscous smirk. "That little slut will be calling a new man Daddy soon enough." He glanced over at Daren with a sneer. "But speaking of which, doesn't Hardon have a bit of an unfair advantage here? He's a weaselly little perv. But is he really going to cum for his slutty little girl? Ha! And what if he wins? Is he really gonna..."
Renee squeezed his cock with a catlike grin. "Oh... that is definitely not something you need to worry about. Trust me, my bad little puppy can definitely lose a hot, sloppy load for his little girl. He might even be more excited for the grand prize than you are, honestly."
Charlie snickered meanly. "Ha! Fucking gross."
"Now shut up," said Renee sharply, her grip on their cocks tightening. "The show's about to get started."
The blonde cheerleader had finally got the excitedly murmuring crowd to shut up, and she addressed the senior class with a big, fake, plastic smile. "Thank you for staying in those seats, seniors! We have a very special treat for you all today!" she said brightly. "We need to introduce the newest... and sluttiest, member of our squad!"
Daren was a little taken aback. Renee had already said that this was supposed to be an exhibition of how slutty Cassie could be, but to hear a cheerleader using filthy words like that in front of her class still felt a little unreal.
Renee's hand began pumping slowly up and down the two cocks in her fists as the whole cheerleading squad turned to the locker room door behind them, rustling their pompoms.
...
Cassie took a deep breath, her heart hammering against her ribs and her body pulsing with reluctant desire.
This was the most insane thing she had ever done. She knew that the rumors about her were already flying through the school. She had seen the sidelong glances. Heard the whispers. This would just confirm the filthiest assumptions of the rest of the student body.
But she felt locked in now. There was nothing else she could do. Visions of Renee's perfect body flashed through her mind. It would be hers to enjoy if she just did this one impossible thing.
And, after all, she just had a few months left of school anyway.
Before she could talk herself out of it, Cassie scooped up her pompoms and pushed out the door into the bright lights of the gym.
"You know her! You love her! You've probably shot a hundred hot loads into your sweaty little fists for her! Iiiiiit's Kissy Swallowes!" crowed Melisa to the crowd, the entire squad rustling their pompoms with big, cheerful smiles on their faces.
Cassie was frozen, the full stark reality of her position hitting home now. In front of her in the bleachers sat the entire senior class. People she had shared classes with. People she had considered her friends. She could see Peter in the front row, eyes shining with disturbing lust. Kelsey was toward the middle, oddly sitting with Bas Rivera's arm slung over her shoulder, her face fixed in an expression of mixed pity and disgust. The senior class cheered, eyes wild with mockery and lust, as they watched their classmate come forward to disgrace herself for their amusement.
For a second, Cassie couldn't move. She was painfully aware of how much of her thighs were bared by the tiny fringe of skirt. How every single one of her classmates could see the exact shape and size of her tits, along with the nipples that were denting out the stretchy fabric.
"What are you waiting for, Kissy?" called Melissa in that same taunting, performative voice. "You've been practicing your special debut dance for sooo long. Your audience is waiting!"
Cassie took a shuddering breath. Even though Melissa didn't have her best interests at heart, she did have a point. In a sense, it was already too late. Everyone had seen her in her slutty "probation uniform". Stopping now would be a waste.
Besides, the eyes of her classmates had awoken a dark, troubling heat low in Cassie's belly. Renee had taught her how hot it could be to be exposed and ashamed. She had gotten addicted to that feeling when she had masturbated in front of anonymous men on the internet, and now that she was in front of people she knew, the feeling was twice as intense.
She stepped forward, toward the empty position that Melissa had left between the two wings of cheerleaders.
This was her destiny. It was what Renee wanted. Renee always got what she wanted. Maybe Cassie had never stood a chance in the first place. Cassie could feel the way her tits jiggled and swayed beneath the inadequate covering of her tiny top. The way the skirt fluttered around her thick thighs. The cool air of the gym seemed to tingle as it hit her bare, wet pussy beneath the skirt. Going without panties beneath the ridiculously tiny uniform had felt like a harmless, if embarrassing, inconvenience when it was only something she wore in private during practice. After all, the other girls had already seen her vagina in the showers plenty of times.
Now it felt intensely dangerous. Some of the moves that she had been learning over her months practicing this special routine were a little... revealing when done in this outfit. There was a real chance that her classmates might get a look at her bare, recently-shaved pussy if she wasn't careful.
But there was no more time to fret about what might happen. It was already happening to her whether she liked it or not. Cassie had taken her place between the two wings of cheerleaders, biting her lips and holding her pompoms nervously in front of her.
The cheerleaders around her dropped the pompoms, then began a rhythm, stomping and clapping in perfect time. It was a beat that Cassie recognized perfectly. It had been drilled into her head, practice after practice, by Renee's strict guidance.
Cassie's body knew what to do. It was the only dance they had let her practice. But this time it was different. And not just because she had an audience...
This time, the other cheerleaders slipped into a chant that fit the rhythm exactly. One that they had clearly worked together to practice behind Cassie's back.
She's Horny
She's Wet
She'll be your little pet
The words rang out across the gym as Cassie strode forward with a hip swinging walk, each foot hitting the floor in rhythm with the stomps of the other girls. The dramatic model-walk made Cassie's big, natural tits sway dangerously in the tight confines of her slutty top. The crowd watched with breathless silence, and for the first time, Cassie noticed that the principal himself was watching too. He had a shit-eating grin plastered across his wrinkled face, and his hands were folded over his crotch in a way that made it obvious what he was concealing beneath.


But Cassie was too busy to focus too much on the pervy old creep. Her body was still mechanically performing the dance that had been drilled into her practice after practice.
She leaned forward, just as Renee had taught her, shimmying her shoulders to give her classmates a truly obscene view of her round, slutty tits.
Sheeee wears
Slut-ty
Out-fits
To show off her massive tits!
Cassie cringed as she heard the dirty words that the other cheerleaders were chanting for the first time. She had been naive when this dance had first been taught to her, and she had been fooled at the time into believing that it was a dance she would be doing together with the rest of the squad. Only now did she realize this was always the plan... a slutty dance Renee had choreographed with the express purpose of humiliating her in front of the entire school.
And it didn't get any better from here...
...
Daren took deep breaths, trying to think about anything other than the obscene performance his only daughter was giving in front of him. He knew that it shouldn't turn him on... But he thought that even if Renee hadn't been teasing him and forcing him to view Cassie in a sexual light, it still would have been difficult to resist this particular performance.
Renee giggled softly, her wicked little hand gliding up and down Daren's straining cock. "What do you think, boys?" she asked in a sultry whisper. "Pretty fucking hot, right?"
Cassie had never looked hotter to Daren than she did right now. Her cute features were colored with a pink blush, but that was the only thing that looked innocent about her. She moved with lithe, sexual grace, her voluptuous young body swaying and bouncing in time with the music. Daren had to bite his lip hard to hold back from the pleasure as she bent and shimmied, her expression of intense embarrassment clashing erotically with the wanton display of her heavy, round tits.
"Fuck yeah, she is," grunted Charlie, staring forward with a look of intense hunger on his stubbled face. "Can't wait to be balls deep in the little bitch.
"Perv," teased Renee with a giggle. "She's the same age as your daughter, you dirty old man." Her lopsided grin turned to Daren next. "But not as pervy as her actually being your daughter, I guess."
The humiliating taunt hit home. Daren knew that the right thing to do was to close his eyes, but he couldn't. He felt mesmerized as he watched his daughter bend lower, laying a hand on her ankle and slowly drawing it up the length of her curvy leg.
The other cheerleaders chanted in their high, feminine, teasing voices, continuing the mocking accompaniment to Cassie's slutty dance.
She'll pant!
She'll moan!
When you get her all alone
Daren's fingernails were digging hard into his palms as he tried to think of anything else besides his daughter's sexy performance. But it was impossible. The memory of her writhing naked on her bed, openly fantasizing about him, ran through his mind as her sultry little body gyrated in front of him... in front of everyone in her class.
Renee pressed her soft lips right up to Daren's ear and her little hand twisted and pumped up and down his frantically throbbing cock, now squelching with his precum. "Mmmm, you really want to win, don't you, Daddy? I can feel it right here." She paused at the base of his cock, squeezing tight. "Won't that be so sweet? To be the first dick your daughter ever has inside her? To be the first man she ever fucks?...I'll tell you what. I'll help you cheat a little bit, puppy."
Her palm slipped away, replaced by just her thumb and forefinger, pinching his cock firmly between them. Daren shivered at the sensation. It was true that the reduced contact made it a little easier to hold out, but being condescendingly given a handicap while Renee's fist was pumping up and down Charlie's much bigger cock with full speed added an extra layer of humiliation.
In the center of the gym, Daren could see that the obscene dance his daughter was engaged in was heating up. Cassie ran her hands upward over her luscious curves as the other girls stomped and clapped, hurling their teasing chants at her.
She's curvy
She's thicc
Her pussy needs a dick
The audience sat spellbound, along with Charlie and Daren. He glanced over at his opponent for a moment, hoping to see that his hated work rival was on the edge.
But, unfortunately for Daren, he wasn't far from orgasm himself, no matter how close his high school bully was.
...
Cassie lost herself in the rhythm and the overpowering haze of arousal. It felt like she was in some sort of twisted erotic nightmare. But that strange sense of reality allowed her to be even looser and more provocative with her dance steps, rolling her hips and shaking her tits without the stinging knowledge that she would never live this down holding her back.
After running her hands up her body, Cassie ran them through her hair, then moved smoothly into the next part of the choreography... jumping up and down and clapping with a big, happy smile plastered on her face.
She loves
The boys
She wants to be their toy
Renee must have put a lot of effort into this day if she wrote a special song just for Cassie. Humiliating her must have been incredibly important to the bitchy queen bee for reasons that Cassie couldn't begin to understand. But, as scary as that was, that also meant that Cassie was the center of Renee's attention, and that was special in its own right.
Cassie fell to her knees, eyes hollow of thought, yet still blazing with strange sexual intensity.
She's on
The hunt
For girls to lick her cunt!
The latest words of the chant were mocking, yet they were true. Dark lust for Renee burned inside her, corroding her will and making her submit to this farce of a cheer routine. She was dimly aware of the shocked, yet pleased silence of the senior class. She had once been one of the smartest girls in the grade. Now the other girls looked down from the bleachers with a mixture of disgust and amusement.
The boys, of course, were almost all staring down with lustful eyes, practically drooling over the display of uninhibited feminine sexuality.
Cassie leaned forward, crawling on her hands and knees, in a fierce, feline crawl, tits swinging heavily beneath her as she went. All reason and self-consciousness were fading away, destroyed by the blast-furnace of lust scorching her from within. She could feel her pussy aching with sweet need, leaking slick juices down her thighs behind her.
It was time to bring this home. Time for Cassie to give Renee the obscene show she demanded, and claim her reward.
...
Daren was shuddering, letting out a low whine in his throat as he was relentlessly teased by Renee's pumping fingers. He burned with a desperate desire to win the twisted competition, but he was already struggling, forcing himself to concentrate with every fiber of his being not to orgasm.
Despite his desperation to win, he couldn't take his eyes off Cassie. The way she crawled forward like a cat, eyes forward and burning with indecent heat. They seemed to be staring straight into his soul. The teasing chant of the cheerleaders echoed in his ears.
She likes girls
She likes guys
She'll crawl between your thighs
Were the words they were saying really true, or were they just trying to embarrass her? Was his little girl really attracted to women? The thought added another flare of spicy heat to his taboo lust. His cock twitched and leaked pathetically between Renee's pumping fingers. "Really let loose, Daddy!" she whispered, her soft lips grazing his ear. "Isn't it a father's job to cheer on his daughter's... art? I can't think of any better show of support than squirting out a hot load for her sexy little performance."
Daren sucked in a shaky breath, right on the edge of climax. He obviously knew that winning would be far better than losing in the end, but right now all he could think about was how good it would feel to give in to the pleasure and just release all of his pent-up lust. But there was one thing that held him back.
Daren stared over at Charlie, the man who had done everything he could for decades to torment and belittle him. He stared forward at the show with equal fascination to Daren. And Renee certainly wasn't giving Charlie the two-finger treatment. Her hand was fully wrapped around his throbbing cock, moving up and down with tight, rapid strokes.
Even in the middle of one of the most erotic performances that he had ever seen, Daren couldn't help but notice that Charlie's cock was a lot bigger than his. It certainly wasn't the biggest he had ever seen... Victor still held that title easily, but if you were counting both length and thickness, Charlie's cock had to be at least double the size of Daren's, angry and red and swollen in Renee's pumping hand.
Daren imagined his daughter having sex with the hairy ogre of a man leering through the gap in the bleachers and gulped, shaking his head.
He wished that the disturbing thought would have driven away his desire to cum... but for some reason, the thought of his sexy, innocent daughter in the clutches of his hated bully only brought him closer to the edge.
Disturbingly, Charlie let out a low chuckle. "You're thinking about it, aren't you, Hardon?" he asked in a smug undertone. "Thinking about how it might look when she takes my thick cock in her tight little virgin pussy."
Daren shook his head frantically, panicked that his worst enemy had somehow managed to read his thoughts. "N-no! Th-that's n-n-not..."
"Save it, Hardon," said Charlie lazily. "I know what sort of weasley little perv you are. You like to watch, right? Happier on the sidelines than in the thick of things. That's why you were happy to give me pics of your precious little daughter. And why you got turned on by it, too."
Daren opened his mouth, trying to reply, but no sound came out. His stutter had frozen his tongue completely.
In front of the crowd, Cassie had moved on with her performance, sticking her hips upward and arching her back dramatically, and bouncing her plump ass up and down in time with the rhythm of her squadmates as they chanted,
She'll bump
She'll grind
When you fuck her from behind
Now it was the only thing that Daren could imagine. Cassie in that same position, tits hanging beneath her like ripe fruit, legs spread slightly, back arched to present herself. But in Daren's mind's eye, Charlie was behind her, his body hulking and broad and hairy, his grin wide and gloating as his fingers sank into her wide hips, pushing himself forward and taking her innocence.
"Tell you what, Hardon," said Charlie in a low, oily voice. "I'll make you a deal. You don't want to win this one anyway. I mean, maybe you're a big enough perv to want to fuck your own daughter, but I think we both know that if you even got a chance, you would just fuck it up. Do you really want to see what little respect your little girl had for her dad leave her eyes as you explain how 'this never usually happens to me'?"
Daren was mortified by the suggestion. But he couldn't fully dismiss it as impossible. The last time he had tried to have sex with Gina, he had ejaculated prematurely. Having sex with Cassie was likely to ruin their relationship anyway. How much worse would it be if he tried to have sex with her but failed? He wouldn't just be a failure as a father, but a failure as a lover as well, instantly puncturing any respect Cassie had left for him.
"So... if you let me win..." Charlie glanced over at Daren with a big, sharklike grin, leaning back on his arms, his chunky legs sparkled out, and his thick cock straining and red as Renee's slim little hand pumped up and down it. Daren couldn't imagine that his rival ever had a problem performing in bed. Charlie was like a wild beast, perpetually horny. "...I'll let you watch."
"Wh-what?" asked Daren softly, his chest heaving with the intensity of his passion and terror.
Cassie had risen to her knees, lifting both arms into the air to make pumping motions on either side of her head. With her pompoms discarded, it was hard to interpret the motions of her pumping fists as anything other than stroking off two cocks directly onto her face.
She's hot
But dumb!
She wants to taste your cum!
She accompanied the movements with a heavy bounce that made her big, braless tits jolt and sway, nearly escaping her tiny top. Her fringe of a skirt fluttered and flipped upward with each bounce, riding up her creamy thighs and nearly showing what she had underneath. Daren was spellbound, but Charlie's obscene offer was still seeping slowly into his skull.
"Come on, Hardon," said Charlie with a nasty chuckle. "You wouldn't even know what to do with a little slut like that. She needs a real man. And besides, I know that you would be happy as a clam to watch and jerk off while a bigger, better man claims your daughter."
Daren made a strangled noise in the back of his throat, his eyes still fixed on Cassie. Fuck! It would be so wrong to give in and let this creepy old slob fuck Cassie. But somehow, the humiliation of that filthy act, for both of them, was fascinating.
Daren could feel himself caving in... he needed to cum so badly, and his protective impulses over Cassie were losing to the dirty thought of her being corrupted by his high school bully. But he still had one out. Daren shook his head, glancing over hopefully to Renee and saying, "It isn't up to m-me though! I don't know if Renee even wants the l-loser of the game to watch!"
Renee snorted with a grin. "Don't drag me into this puppy," she chided, speeding up her fingers for a few seconds to emphasize her point. "I was having a good time watching you two boys negotiate. If you both agree, I have no objections to letting you watch your daughter take a cock for the first time... as long as she can't see you, of course. I don't want to freak her out during her magical experience."
So much for her help. But it appeared that Daren had been saved by the bell. Cassie had stopped her bouncing. She was on her knees, panting and looking around a little confused. Although the stomping and clapping continued, it appeared that she had no more dancing to do.
"It l-looks like it's a tie anyway," said Daren in a gasp of relief. He had somehow made it without cumming. Maybe his daughter was safe from the indignity of fucking her own father or a gross older man after all.
"Not quite," said Renee with a soft, evil giggle. "The finale is going to be a surprise even to Kissy herself."
...
Cassie panted, watching the crowd watch her, feeling their eyes on her like a scorching heat. She had shown them everything that Renee wanted them to see. A wanton, desperate slut, horny and pathetic. She had finished the awful, degrading routine that Renee had choreographed for her.
Yet the stomping, clapping rhythm went on.
Cassie looked around, confused, licking her lips nervously. The other cheerleaders grinned back at her, their smiles wide and predatory as they continued to move in a coordinated mechanical rhythm. All except Melissa, who approached Cassie, bending over to offer her a hand.
Cassie knew that the bitchy blonde couldn't be trusted, but she was in too vulnerable and submissive a state to put up a fight. She reached out to take Melissa's hand and let herself be hauled back up to standing.
Oddly, Melissa went in for a brief hug. The reason why became obvious as she whispered in Cassie's ear, "Just a little more cheerleading to go. Play along, slut. Unless you want Renee to hear about how you refused to cooperate."
Cassie had no idea what Melissa was talking about, but it seemed that she was about to find out. Melissa bent swiftly and gripped Cassie's ankle, and then, slowly and smoothly, began to lift it. She looked at Cassie with her evil blue eyes glittering with malice as she whispered, "Keep that balance now, Kissy. Time to give the people what they really want."
Cassie moaned low in her throat. For a moment, she did her best to keep her legs together... but her resolve was weakened by the powerful submissive lust raging through her. Besides, with Melissa's unwavering grip pulling her ankle upward, it was either give in or be knocked to the ground. The crowd seemed to hold its breath as Cassie's shapely thigh raised higher, her skirt riding up further and further.
Cassie felt like she might faint. The cool air of the gym drafted along Cassie's bare, wet pussy. A pussy that was creeping closer and closer to being revealed. Because that's where this was going. The end of the erotic nightmare was her exposure to the entire school.
Cassie felt twisted humiliation and lust burning through her. In just a moment more, everyone would see everything...
And she was so fucking horny at this point that she wasn't even scared of that anymore. She wanted them all to see.
With one last strain of her thigh, Melissa lifted Cassie ankle high, and suddenly it was all over. White-hot adrenaline pulsed through Cassie's veins as she realized that all of her classmates could see everything. Melissa swivelled her a little on her planted leg to give the crowd the best possible view. Cassie's classmates stared with open-mouthed shock at the secret beneath Cassie's skirt for a moment before it sank in that there were no panties covering her.
The only thing beneath the bunched-up skirt was Cassie's bare, recently-shaved pussy. Flushed pink, swollen with lust, and leaking hot juices down her thick, creamy thigh. The girl who they had all seen as a goodie-two-shoes bookworm for years had been remodeled by Renee in the course of a few months into a slut who was willing to flash her pussy to the entire school.
The crowd jumped to their feet with a roar of disbelief and excitement, all talking at once, and breaking the fascinated silence that had reigned since the routine started. Cassie closed her eyes and bit her lip to stifle a moan. This was one of the most embarrassing moments of her life... but thanks to Renee's training, also one of the most sexually fulfilling. And she was about to be even more sexually fulfilled.
Because with this final degrading submission, she had finally earned her promised reward. Renee was going to make her cum.
...
"Well, what's it going to be, Hardon? Are you going to give up and let me be the one to fuck your daughter's sweet pussy?" asked Charlie, speaking louder to be heard over the sudden roar of the crowd above them.
Daren couldn't answer. His eyes were locked on his daughter's perfect pussy, pink and tight and dewy. But he couldn't picture himself fucking it anymore. As he looked at his daughter's virgin cunt, he could only imagine the rude, awful man he hated most in life thrusting into it, ruining it with his thick, throbbing cock. Something about that awful thought triggered the masochistic arousal that Renee had been training into him in the worst way.
"Answer the man," insisted Renee. "Do you want to jerk off while you watch your least favorite person fuck your precious daughter?"
Searing images blazed through Daren's mind. Cassie's lovely legs locking around Charlie's porky hips as he fucked her hard and fast, drawing whimpering, high-pitched moans from her throat. Charlie's broad, strong fingers sinking deep into the flesh of her untouched tits, squeezing them tight enough to leave red marks on her creamy white skin.
Charlie holding Cassie in the position she was in right now, leg lifted high as his cock rammed inside her, defiling her perfect body with his filthy cock.


Daren was caught in an impossible situation. He knew that giving in would be an awful betrayal... but he wasn't sure if it was any worse than having sex with Cassie himself. There was only one thing that was completely clear and obvious to him right now.
He needed to cum in the worst way. The feeling of Renee's thumb and forefinger on his cock was sheer torture. If betraying his family once again was what it took to cum, then he didn't care anymore.
"F-fine!" he gasped miserably. "J-just let me cum!"
Charlie crowed in triumph, and Renee let out a wicked giggle as she gave up on her teasing two-fingered stroke and finally wrapped her fist satisfyingly around Daren's desperate cock. "Good Puppy," she cooed as her fist began to pump relentlessly. "Now... we had better hurry, hadn't we? We need to get you off while your daughter's slutty pussy is still in view!"
Daren moaned low in her throat as Renee's fist became a squelching blur, jerking him so hard and fast it was impossible to enjoy fully. In seconds, he felt himself tipping over the edge into orgasm, all while his eyes were locked on the tight, wet pussy beneath his daughter's tiny skirt. All while in his mind's eyes, he imagined Charlie plunging his cock into her curvy body with a big, shit-eating grin spread across his face. As he twitched and strained and let out a pathetic few spurts of thick, gluey cum, the cheerleaders added the last bit of their obscene chant.
It's Kissy,
She rules!
She wants to fuck the school!
K-I-S-S-Y! Goooo Kissy!
Daren felt drained and hollow as the blonde cheerleader finally released Cassie's leg. The crowd was going wild above them, but Daren just buzzed with a sense of dull horror at how he had surrendered. He had actually been doing pretty well, due to Renee's "handicap". If he had just managed to maintain a little self-control, he would have been in charge of his daughter's first time. Maybe he could have made it a little less of the degrading humiliation that Renee clearly wanted.
But it was too late now. He had given in to his worst instincts, and now Cassie's first time would be with a monster like Charlie. Renee wiped the remnants of Daren's orgasm off onto his shirt, then turned to the broad, hairy hulk of a man sitting next to her.
"Aww, looks like the show's over, Mr. Fontaine!" she chirped teasingly, bringing her other hand over to play with his balls and turning her back to ignore Daren. "You won't have anything to look at to get you off!"
Charlie caught the tone in her voice, and his lips quirked up into a smirk, sensing that if he played along, he might get something out of this. "Yeah..." he said carefully, "It really is a shame. I'm not sure I can cum this way."
Renee chuckled. "I thought that might be the case... Tell you what, big guy. I'll do a little something extra for you, but only if you promise to follow my exact orders from now on when it comes to little Kissy. Deal?"
Charlie nodded swiftly, his head bobbling up and down like his head was on a string. Daren's heart nearly stopped when Renee dipped her head toward his lap, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear. She isn't actually going to... Not with fucking Charlie!
"Oh... and if your daughter ever hears about this, I'll make sure you wish you were never born," said Renee in a calm, cold voice.
"I never tell her about..." began Charlie roughly. "Then he caught the look on Renee's face and quickly said, "Yeah. Yeah, I swear. She'll never find out."
Renee made a small sound of satisfaction, then lowered her head and took Charlie's cockhead between her pillowy lips without further fanfare. Daren felt a wild pang of jealousy. Renee had been teasing and controlling him for months, and yet Charlie got a blowjob from her within minutes of their first sexual interaction. Daren stared longingly at the way her soft lips gripped Charlie's shaft, bobbing up and down.
Charlie groaned again, and his hand reached for the back of Renee's head, only to be slapped away contemptuously. Charlie took it in stride. "You wouldn't believe the things this little bitch is doing with her tongue, Hardon," said Charlie with a nasty wink toward Daren. "Although I guess you'll just have to wonder... I doubt she'll ever do something this good... for... Oh fucking Jesus!"
Daren at least had the satisfaction of knowing that Charlie couldn't last long either when Renee wanted him to cum. She popped up off of his cock and stroked his slick cock a few times as Charlie reached climax, spraying a thick load of cum onto the floor beneath the bleachers. Even if she wanted to give Charlie a little something extra, she clearly had no intention of stooping so low as having his cum in her mouth.
Daren was anxious to discuss what the plan was exactly for his daughter's virginity, but it seemed like they were out of time. The principal had been announcing something in his reedy voice (wait... had he been in the gym the whole time? Why hadn't he stopped things?) while they were distracted, and now the seniors got to their feet, chatting excitedly as they got down off the bleachers.
"Ok, boys, that's our cue," said Renee, swiftly and confidently relocking Daren into his cage. "Out the side door, the same way you came in. I trust you can find your own way out of the school? I've got some other business to take care of."
There was no arguing with her. In a few short minutes, Daren found himself back in the parking lot, feeling drained and apprehensive. A few vehicles away, Charlie gave him a little wave as he opened the door to his massive pick-up truck.
"See you soon, Hardon. I can't wait," he let out a deep, mean-spirited belly laugh. "And I bet you can't either, perv!"
Daren scowled and said nothing, just getting into his car. A moment later, Charlie roared away in his truck, leaving Daren in the silent parking lot. He leaned his head against the steering wheel and groaned.
He couldn't even say Charlie was wrong. He could already feel his trapped cock pressing tight against his cage at the thought of what Charlie and Renee might team up to do to his precious daughter.
At least tomorrow, he could just try to bury himself in work and forget about his troubles.
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Amelia bit her lip, staring down at the remote in her hands, then back up at the TV. She really shouldn't. Oscar had been leading her down a path toward submission step by step. Watching the filthy porn he had provided for her was just another step toward his insidious goal.
But her curiosity burned... along with her arousal. The dominant blowjob that Oscar had taken from her a few days ago had lit a flame inside her, even worse than the sexual frustration she had felt up until now. Every night, she fucked herself silly with her vibrator, her mind blazing with the memory of Oscar's thick cock thrusting down her throat.
She had been holding out on accepting Oscar's tainted gift so far, but her boredom was getting the better of her now.
Maybe it wouldn't be a big deal if she just watched one...
This wasn't the first time that she had hesitantly browsed through the thumbnails and video titles on the hard drive. And there was one video in the "petplay" section that held a sickening fascination for her. She navigated to it now, studying the thumbnail with curious, horrified eyes.
It showed a startlingly beautiful blonde woman with pale, blushing cheeks and luminous blue eyes. The rest of her face was hidden because her mouth was buried in a food bowl set on the ground, the word "Kitty" scrawled on the side of it. She wore a cat-eat headband that could have been a twin of the one Oscar wanted his "Cookie" to wear for him.
The title of the video was "Kitty Needs her Cream", and something about the arresting thumbnail and the obscene title filled Amelia with squirming, uncomfortable lust. If she was going to test out one of the videos, just to get a sense for how they made her feel, this would be the one.
Quieting the foreboding feeling weighing her down, Amelia stabbed the select button, starting the video. Her body tingled, raising in goosebumps as the screen faded up from black.
The large flatscreen TV on the other side of the sitting room filled with the image of a large pet carrier. The size that you might use to house a large dog. The cameraman was filming it from behind, but he slowly circled it, heading toward the front.
Amelia knew what... or who would be shown inside, but still her body buzzed with anticipation, her mouth going dry as she stared raptly at the screen.
Just like Amelia knew it would, when the cameraman reached the front of the pet carrier, the screen showed a beautiful blond pornstar inside, beautiful blue eyes wide and submissive as she stared up from behind the bars of her cage, the blushing pink nipples bullet-hard on her hanging tits, and the cat ear headband marking her in the symbolic role of pet.
Amelia pressed the pause button with shaking fingers, stopping the video and squeezing her eyes shut as her pulse thundered in her ears. She had just experienced a twisted, arousing vision. Her wearing the headband. Her on her knees in a pet carrier, staring up into Oscar's eyes. Being the pathetic, degraded pet that Oscar wanted.
And God help her, the idea turned her on.
She turned off the TV and jumped up from the couch, running her hands through her hair. I need to get the fuck out of here, before Oscar manages to mess with my mind worse than he already has!
Luckily, since Oscar had given her the poisoned gift, Amelia had started working on a new plan. She wasn't sure if it would get her off the island necessarily, but it would be a step toward changing her circumstances.
It had started with thinking about how exactly the security and control systems of the villa worked. It was obvious that there were cameras and microphones throughout the building, but Amelia was fairly certain that the doors were locked and unlocked manually rather than automatically. Sometimes, according to the clock on the television, her room unlocked at 8:32 in the morning, and sometimes it unlocked at 8:38. Or some other random time between 8:30 and 8:45.
The door to her room didn't lock automatically when she went to sleep at night. She stayed up one night and didn't hear the lock engage until nearly four in the morning. Which meant that the housekeeping staff must be locking the door manually before they arrived.
Amelia thought that if she tried hard, she could arrange an in-person meeting between her and the housekeeping staff. She might be able to escape in whatever boat they arrived in, or at least appeal to them for sympathy.
Unfortunately, it wasn't as simple as "accidentally" falling asleep on the couch in the living room. When Amelia tried it, the staff simply didn't arrive at all that day, and she was forced to go hungry. Whatever protocol the staff followed must involve checks to make sure she was in her room and the locks were engaged before they arrived. The next day, she found a reproachful note on the counter, along with an icily polite request for her not to make the staff's job harder.
It was a request that Amelia was sadly unable to accommodate. She could feel her willpower leeching away under the warm tropical sun day by day. Soon, she wouldn't just be sampling a few seconds of one of the porn videos. She asked herself if she was strong enough to avoid sucking Oscar's cock again the next time he invited himself to dinner, and she was fairly certain the answer was no. Not if she couldn't find some other sliver of hope.
Amelia put her plan into motion that very evening. She went to bed around her usual time, then lay perfectly still for over an hour. Then, moving slowly but purposefully, she slipped the extra pillow on the bed beneath the covers in her place. This next part was a major gamble. If Oscar had sprung for motion sensors or infrared cameras, she had no prayer of success. But if he had depended on cheap labor, and the only thing monitoring her was the cameras and human eyes... well, even if they had someone watching the feeds 24/7, a person couldn't watch with their full attention all the time.
Amelia moved through the dark room, her heart pounding, hoping that her slow, deliberate pace wouldn't be easy to read in the shadows. She had practiced opening the heavy door silently in the past few days, and in the dark silence of the early morning, she only cracked it open far enough to ease her bubble butt through before closing it again behind her.
It only took a few moments to ghost through the veranda doors she had left open, then she wriggled into the bushes beneath the open window of her bedroom.
As Amelia lay back in the dirt, staring up at the open window, her heart slowed, and her adrenaline faded. She had rolled the dice. If whoever was watching the cameras was inattentive and uncurious, maybe they would have been lured into a false sense of security by their daily routine. Maybe the simple ruse of the pillow in the bed would pass a brief, half-interested inspection. There was no other way: if Amelia had spent time constructing a more believable double to put in her bed, the constantly watching cameras would have exposed her immediately.
Amelia had a long, uncomfortable night ahead of her. If this was going to work, she needed to stay absolutely hidden in the bushes until morning. If the plan worked, the open window above her would swing closed on its own and lock sometime around 4 AM. Then she would be able to meet with the housekeeping staff.
As the sky slowly lightened, Amelia lost herself in thought. As usual lately, one figure towered in her mind.
Oscar Van Heel.
It was hard not to think about him when he had deliberately made himself the center of her world. Amelia had thought she knew him before she came to the island. Her research had painted him as a bloodthirsty psychopath.
It was hard to see him that way after spending so much time with him... after choking on his cock, her body on fire with submissive lust. She knew that her change in attitude toward him was largely a result of his deliberate manipulation, but it was still hard to square the cold, brutal killer with the warm, confident man she knew from the dinners.
It was a dangerous train of thought. The last thing that Amelia should do was sympathize with the man who had captured and humiliated her. But it wasn't possible to ignore the instincts that were welling up inside her.
She had started feeling a warm flutter when she thought about Oscar's visits...
The sun rose up over the lapping water, peeking through the bushes, and Amelia realized that she had lost track of time. Hopefully, she hadn't fallen asleep and missed something important. But when she glanced up, Amelia saw that the window of her bedroom was still open. It wasn't a good sign. It must have been past time for the housekeepers to arrive at this point.
A feeling of bitter defeat leeched through her. She should have known that a weak ruse like that wouldn't be enough to fool her captors. The old "pillow under the covers" trick could barely fool half-awake parents trying to keep their kids from sneaking out after curfew. It had been naive to think it could work on a criminal kidnapping enterprise. And the worst part was that this particular scheme would never work again either. They would be on guard for tricks now.
Amelia was just about to lever herself up off the ground with a sigh when the window above her silently swung shut. She almost couldn't believe her eyes. Against all expectations, her plan had been successful. For a moment, she just lay back in the dirt, staring at the closed window, her body pulsing with excitement and disbelief.
Then she sprang into action, flipping onto her front and crawling swiftly and silently around the corner of the building, her heart pounding wildly in her ears. When she made it to the front of the Villa, she rose to a crouch but stayed low, moving toward the dock.
She had been hoping to find the boat that the housekeeping staff arrived on in the mornings, but she was disappointed. The ocean was calm, and the dock was utterly deserted. She was certain, when pressing her ear against the windows in the morning, that she had heard the whine of a boat engine, but it must arrive only for occasional supply shipments. So Amelia had gotten unlucky in that respect at least. She hadn't managed to enact her plan on a day when shipments were arriving.
That meant that the housekeeping staff must live on the island. But where? The only two buildings were the villa and the small outbuilding with the generator and internet satellite. There was one door in the house that had always remained locked, but based on the shape of the Villa's outer walls, it couldn't have been more than the size of a large closet.
Amelia stood with a chagrined expression and stretched, easing out the soreness and muscle knots that had come from a night lying on the ground. She had succeeded, but being loose when she was supposed to be in her room still wasn't a ticket off the island. But there was still something she could get out of this mixed success. She turned back toward the villa, not even trying to hide her presence anymore.
It was time to get to know her housekeepers personally.
When Amelia swung open the front door of the Villa, she wasn't sure what exactly to expect. The entire setup had been designed for her to see her housekeepers as a sort of invisible, automatic force, almost like the house itself magically replenished her food and cleaned itself.
So it was a bit of a shock to the system to see the team responsible for her stay on the island. All three of them were currently in the kitchen. A thin, greying man with nut brown skin was busy over the stove, preparing some sort of noodle salad for Amelia's daily lunch. A petite young woman with a flashing smile and dark, wavy hair was busily washing the dishes, and a bald, rough-looking man with tattoos covering his bulging arms leaned casually against the table, looking down at the phone in his hands with a bored expression.
But if seeing her housekeepers for the first time was a little disconcerting for Amelia, it was downright shocking for them. All three heads turned sharply at the sound of the front door opening, and all three of them immediately fell into expressions of shock and horror.
"Good morning," said Amelia with what she hoped was a disarming smile. "It's good to finally meet the people who have been taking such good care of me. I'm Amelia."
The burly man with the tattoos was the first one to recover, standing from his lean on the table with his surprise morphing into anger. "Mierda!" He barked, then turned to the two still-frozen housekeepers and began speaking to them in rough, rapid Spanish that Amelia couldn't understand a word of, pointing insistently across the room over Amelia's shoulder.
"Wait," said Amelia nervously, holding her hands up in what she hoped was a soothing gesture. "There's no need to be upset. I just wanted to get to know you all a little. We don't have to tell Oscar about this if..."
The tattooed man snarled at her, drawing a gun from a holster at his hip that Amelia hadn't noticed before. Her voice tailed off into a whisper as her throat closed in fear. Of course a criminal like Oscar would attach an armed security guard to his kidnapping operation. Amelia didn't know why she had expected anything different.
The chef and the maid hurried past her, their faces ashy with fear, but at that moment, Amelia's focus was stolen completely by the yawning barrel of the gun pointed right at her. She was frozen in fear as the man stared into her eyes, face red and nostrils flared with rage.
"You fucked us," he growled savagely, taking an aggressive step toward Amelia. "You realize that, right? All of us here are completely fucked when Oscar hears about this."
Amelia gulped around her suddenly dry, sticky mouth and said, "I just wanted to talk."
The angry man shook his head with a snort of disbelief, keeping the gun trained on her like she was a dangerous wild animal as he moved past her. Amelia tried to reach out to him, her fear momentarily overpowered by her desperation to connect before the chance slipped past her forever.
The man pushed her away with a snarl, shoving her to the ground and knocking the wind right out of her. "Don't touch me, you little slut," he sneered as he backed away, clearly just as frightened as he was angry.
Amelia turned and looked up to see that the two other housekeepers were huddling back in the small room behind the previously locked door. The interior that Amelia could see instantly revealed its true nature.
An elevator. The housekeeping staff lived beneath her. That was why she had never discovered where they came from.
"What you did," said the man as he entered the elevator, "Was the opposite of what Oscar Van Heel wanted you to do. He holstered his gun as the sliding doors of the elevator began to close. "And if you didn't know why that's a bad idea already, you're about to find out."
Once the sliding doors had closed, the regular door swung shut to cover them automatically and locked with a clunk.
Amelia was left alone, still shocked and jittery from having a gun pointed in her face, and nervous about what might happen next.
Because, if the armed guard was to be believed, her defiance might show her a different side of the brutal criminal that had captured her.
...
Amelia was filled with a sense of foreboding as the day wore on. She ate the half-completed pasta salad for lunch and snacked on some of the sliced fruit when she got hungry in the evening, but the lack of dinner when she expected it only added to the sour feeling in the pit of her stomach. It only grew as the sun went down and the shadows grew longer. The villa was always silent and empty except when Oscar was there, but tonight it felt particularly vacant. Like the building was holding its breath, waiting for the shoe to drop.
Amelia went to bed half-nervous that she would be awoken in the night by armed thugs, ready to make her pay for her defiance. But instead, after a few hours of fitful sleep she awoke to see the sun shining through her windows. She dared to hope that Oscar had just ignored her transgression, but her relief was shattered when she entered the sitting room. The dishes that the cleaner had been washing the day before were still in the sink. There was no new food in the fridge. The housekeepers hadn't performed their usual duties that day.
It was obvious that something was wrong. Amelia had no idea how long she might need to wait until service resumed. If it ever did.
At least she was no longer bored. She was far too busy with her anxious dread. She lay back on the couch and fretted, wondering what was going to happen. It was around mid-afternoon when she heard the noise. A far-off, distant buzzing sound, almost like a fat fly droning through the air. But this was no insect. It got louder over the following minutes, until Amelia recognized it for what it was: A speedboat was arriving.
For one wild moment, she considered fleeing out the veranda door and trying to hide in the greenery in the center of the island. But she knew it would be no use. It might even make Oscar angrier. So she waited as the sound of the motor grew louder and louder, then cut off.
Amelia stood and paced, anxiety boiling up inside her as the seconds ticked by. She knew that in moments the door would open and...
She nearly jumped out of her skin as the front door flew open, letting tropical heat and sunlight flood in. She turned with fearful eyes to see Oscar Van Heel staring right back at her.
His face was perfectly composed, like always, but displeasure radiated off him in waves, twisted anger radiating from his eyes. He wasn't alone today. Five heavily armed men followed him through the doorway, stone-faced and hard-eyed.
But Amelia only had eyes for Oscar. She had a sudden, powerful memory of being a little girl scared of monsters in the dark. Just like then, all she wanted to do right now was go and cower under the sheets to hide from Oscar's anger.
But somehow, perversely, the part of her that had started getting aroused by Oscar's dominant presence sent a flicker of heat through her veins at the terrifying confrontation ahead of her. She had come to crave Oscar's power and control, and, even if he was terrifying at the moment, he had never looked more powerful and in control.
Oscar stopped a few feet away from her, planting his feet and crossing his arms. His eyes bored into hers, filling Amelia with an odd sense of guilt. She knew that, objectively, she had nothing to be ashamed of, but his obvious annoyance and disappointment still made her cringe.
After regarding her for a silent moment, Oscar turned over his shoulder and addressed his men, nodding toward the locked elevator door as he said, "Head down and round them up... while I discipline my pet."
The casual and disrespectful way that he referred to her in front of the first strangers she had seen in weeks made a spike of annoyance flare up inside Amelia, even breaking through her fear. Once again, it carried with it a twist of inappropriate arousal as Oscar arrogantly imposed his views on reality.
"Oscar," she began awkwardly, painfully aware of the continued presence of two armed guards as the other three broke away to unlock and enter the elevator. "I...I'm sorry that I caused such a fuss, but what did you expect when I...?"
Oscar raised a hand, and the sheer aura of cold disapproval from him strangled Amelia's words in her throat. "Cookie, be silent until I invite you to speak," he said dryly. "I'll be blunt. There are no excuses or explanations you could use right now that would improve my mood or lessen your punishment."
Amelia pursed her lips and nodded, her gaze flickering over to the two bodyguards flanking her captor. It was humiliating to submit to Oscar with an audience. She had just started to get used to obeying him instinctively, but doing it in public made the sting of shame feel fresh.


Oscar sighed and rolled his shoulders, then crossed to the couch and sat. Although he relaxed back into the cushions, somehow he didn't look any less tense and angry. His bodyguards moved to stand behind him, creating a forbidding, dangerous image despite their boss's reclining pose. Although Oscar didn't tell her she couldn't, Amelia could immediately sense that she was not invited to sit down.
"I expected this, you know," Oscar finally said, staring Amelia in the eyes. "I knew that you were wild and untamed. It's the entire reason I have this villa set up in the first place. It was meant to be a foolproof system that slowly and gently trained you into the perfect pet. You were doing so well, too. Really, it's a failure of the staff. If they had run the system perfectly, you never would have had a chance to defy me."
Oscar leaned forward. A sinuous, confident movement. "And that's why they'll be the ones who receive the bulk of the punishment."
The elevator door slid silently open once again, revealing the two terrified housekeepers and the armed guard, being led forward by the newly arrived thugs. All three were gagged and had their hands zip-tied behind their backs. The armed guard had a swollen eye and a lump rising on his head as well, indicating a failed struggle. They all looked utterly terrified.
Amelia licked her lips, the creeping guilt swelling up inside to overwhelm her. She knew that Oscar had told her to stay silent, but she couldn't help the question that burst from her lips: "What are you going to do to them?"
Oscar shook his head gravely. "I'm going to send them home to their families."
Amelia felt her shoulders loosen. Good. They lost what was probably a high-paying gig, but at least they won't...
"In pieces. I don't allow my employees to fail me this spectacularly without paying a public price. I mean, really?" His voice crackled with anger for a moment. "A pillow under the fucking blankets? The next person I hire will know to keep their eyes peeled, unless they want me to peel them for them."
Amelia's mouth dropped open, turning to watch as the three bound and terrified staff members were roughly hustled out the door by Oscar's thugs. They had held her captive for weeks, but they had also fed and cleaned up after her. And now, because of Amelia's "genius" escape plan, they would lose their lives. Oscar was staring at her now, his expression composed and his eyes blazing with fury. But even with his anger, the cool confidence with which he ordered the housekeepers' murders chilled Amelia to the bone.
She had always known that Oscar was a psychopath beneath his charming mask, but over the past few weeks, Amelia had forgotten some of her wariness and fear, fooled by Oscar's sexual magnetism and charisma. Even now, it was hard for her to square her charming dinner partner with the murderer in front of her. It was probably useless, but she had to try to change his mind. "Oscar... don't," she said pleadingly. "No matter what you say, this was my fault. If I hadn't managed to trick them like this, I would have kept trying until I found a way."
Oscar chuckled humorlessly, raising an eyebrow. "Oh, don't worry about that. You're going to get punished too, of course. Even if I expected my little kitty to try to escape, you still deserve to be disciplined for the attempt. If I don't spray you when you jump up on the counters, then how will you learn?"
Amelia's stomach dropped, glancing at the glowering men standing behind the couch. How exactly did Oscar intend to punish her?
"Three months alone," said Oscar dryly, holding up three fingers casually on his right hand, a weary grimace on his face. "I think that should be long enough for you to think about what you've done and develop a better attitude."
"Wait... Let's talk about this," blurted Amelia as her stomach dropped and her legs felt weak. This was a punishment that Oscar had threatened before, but this time it wasn't some hypothetical. Oscar was dead serious. He had pronounced his sentence. As guilty and concerned as she was about the fate of the housekeepers, three months of solitary confinement with only porn and a vibrator to keep her company was a terrifying prospect.
"And before that," said Oscar doggedly, overriding her attempt to bargain, "I'm afraid that I'll have to lock you in your room for a minimum of three days. A new staff will have to be brought in and trained, thanks to your little rebellion." He motioned to one of the men behind him, who tossed a sack to the ground between Amelia and Oscar with a metallic clunk. "Don't worry. I've provided some food for you. It won't be the gourmet stuff you're used to, but I'm sure you'll survive."
Amelia's mouth was dry, and she felt overwhelmed and jittery. Three months. Three months of solitude in this erotic hell. It was longer than she had been here already.
There had to be some way to convince Oscar to have mercy. She thought back to the last time that Oscar had made this particular threat... and she remembered how she had convinced him then. Amelia might not have much leverage, but she knew that there was one thing she had to give that Oscar wanted.
Submission. Words would be useless. Oscar had already told her that. But it was possible that actions could still improve this situation.
Amelia took a deep breath, eyeing the two stone-faced bodyguards nervously. Submitting to Oscar sexually was hard enough when it was just the two of them. Doing it with two men watching made Amelia want to wilt with mortified embarrassment. But Amelia was out of choices. Oscar had proven in the past that there was only one way that Amelia could sway him once he had gotten an idea into his head. In one slow, smooth motion, Amelia reached down to grab the lower hem of her sundress and pull it up and over her head.
Her naked body was revealed, her chest heaving and sweat beading on her forehead.
Oscar raised an eyebrow, but he didn't speak up to tell Amelia that her attempt was useless. He just sat back, his dark, stormy eyes flickering over her exposed nudity as usual. With a flush of shame, Amelia noticed the eyes of his bodyguards exploring the forbidden treasures of her naked body as well, although their expressions never changed. Like Amelia had feared, exposing herself to strange men was powerfully embarrassing, but at the same time, Amelia found the heat inside her rising from a low simmer to a boil.
She was a little disgusted with herself for getting turned on, fighting the instinct to reach up and cover her stiffening nipples. She couldn't help it, though. Oscar had already engraved a fetish for utter submission into her mind through the sheer force of operant conditioning. Even the danger of the situation only served to make Amelia's heart beat faster, adding a dangerous spice to her arousal as she slowly crossed the room toward the man who held her fate in his hands.
Oscar's eyes still blazed with anger, but another kind of heat was beginning to burn there as well. Without another word of pleading, Amelia slipped gracefully to her knees in front of him, gently placing one hand on each of his thighs. Her heart hammered in her chest from a toxic blend of fear and desire. And this time, it wasn't just Oscar's eyes burning into her; the scorching eyes of his men roamed her body as well. Was she turning them on? Would they think of her later, seized with lust as they remembered the hot little slut the boss was training into his pet? They gave no sign of a response, but Amelia noticed with pleasure and discomfort that she could see growing bulges in both men's pants.
But there was only one man she needed to worry about enticing right now. With her heart in her throat and her body buzzing with adrenaline, Amelia ran her hands slowly up Oscar's thighs as he watched and waited, silent.
Amelia felt a twist of disquiet as her hands reached Oscar's crotch.
There was no bulge there. The revelation was shocking to her. She had never failed to make Oscar as hard as a rock when she presented him with her naked body. Worried that she was somehow mistaken, Amelia unzipped him with fumbling hands, digging into his fly. But she found only his soft, dormant cock. Pulling it out didn't help the situation. Although Oscar's cock was long and thick, it simply wasn't erect, flopping forward over his thigh loosely as Amelia looked on in dismay.
Oscar snorted as he saw Amelia's obvious disappointment. "What did you expect, Cookie?" he rumbled, raising an eyebrow. "I'm unhappy. And when your master is unhappy, he just isn't in the mood to play. It's a good instinct for a pet to want to cheer their master up. But you'll have to do better than just flashing your tits."
Amelia heard the challenge in his voice and saw the strictness in his eyes. The intimidation and submissive arousal swelled inside her as she realized she was completely at this cruel murderer's mercy. And once again, despite persuasive words being her whole life before she arrived at the island, they were completely useless here.
The only way that Oscar would allow her to beg was with her body. So she set to work.
Amelia maintained wide, docile eye contact with Oscar as she craned her neck forward and sucked his flaccid penis between her lips. She began to suckle and slurp, circling his cock with her tongue frantically in an attempt to get the rise out of him that she so desperately needed. She used every trick she could think of, soft, sultry kisses over every inch of his shaft, sucking his balls while her hand pumped his soft cock, rubbing him all over her face in a slutty display of utter submission... Nothing worked. Oscar stared down at her with judgmental eyes, completely soft.
Amelia felt a stab of panic. It was obvious that Oscar had an iron-hard control over his own body and libido. He had decided that he wasn't going to get hard for her right now. But why? Was he just proving a point that she couldn't get out of every punishment with a blowjob? Or was there something else that he was waiting for?
Amelia channeled her rising desperation into her voice. Oscar had said that words wouldn't work to convince him... but Amelia was pretty sure she knew one type of words that he would be happy to hear.
"Please master," she rasped in her best bedroom voice, her eyes hooded with troubled lust and her hand pumping rapidly up and down his soft, saliva-slicked cock. "I need your thick, hard dick. I've been a bad girl... I want to be punished by my master's powerful cock. I want to feel it sliding between these soft lips and throbbing on my little tongue so badly... Don't you want to pull my hair and fuck my mouth and make me apologize with my slutty throat?"
Amelia was certain there was a glimmer of interest in Oscar's eyes now as she let loose with the filthiest dirty talk she could. But, even though she felt it twitch for a moment in her fist, his cock remained stubbornly soft.
"Is that all you have?" he asked with a smirk. "You really fucked up this time, Cookie. If I let you off with a throat fucking just because you deigned to dirty talk me for once, how would you learn your lesson? I can see who you really are behind the act, Cookie. You still don't believe I can make you my pet. That doesn't show me that you're sorry for defying me. It shows me that you're sorry you got caught. So if that's the best you can do, I think we're done here."
Amelia stared up at him, frustrated and desperate and incredulous and horny. Supposedly, the only reason that Oscar had taken her in the first place was to make her his obedient sex slave. But here she was, on her knees, ready and willing to suck his cock, and he didn't even seem interested.
Oscar reached down to push her away from his dick, gently but firmly. Things were collapsing right before her eyes. There had to be something she could do... some way to arouse him and convince him not to go through with his draconian punishment.
Well... there is one thing he wants that I still haven't given him...
"Wait," said Amelia suddenly, just as Oscar was about to tuck his cock back into his fly. "Just... one second."
She got up on shaky legs, shocked at herself for even considering this, then turned toward the mantle... and the three items that she had sworn never to wear. She crossed the room slowly, filled with reluctance, shame, and seething lust, and paused at the mantle, running her hand over the cat ear headband. Giving in and donning even one of the three hateful objects felt like a total betrayal of all she stood for. A surrender that would only encourage Oscar to see her as a weak submissive pet for him to train.
Oscar was silent behind her, and a backward glance from Amelia revealed a slight smirk on his handsome face. He was still paused in the act of stuffing his cock back into his fly. Once again, Oscar hadn't forced anything, but his actions had led Amelia neatly toward the only choice. Even when she defied him unexpectedly, Oscar was still able to effortlessly turn the situation to his advantage.
Amelia's hand closed over the headband. If Oscar trapped her so that there was only one way out, then she had no choice but to take it. She couldn't force herself to wear more than the headband... and a headband wasn't really that bad. She had seen people wearing cat-ear headbands on the train before. She had always found them sort of weird, but wearing one didn't mean she was some sort of submissive pervert... probably.
With a faint look of distaste on her face, Amelia picked up the headband and slipped it on over her dark, glossy hair. She didn't have a mirror nearby to see how she looked, but she could only imagine that the image was humiliating.
As Amelia turned back to Oscar, the smirk on his face was now unmistakable. As she slowly returned to him with a hip-swaying walk, his cock visibly pumped itself to full hardness under her gaze. Her submission had been accepted. That fact made her heart swell with relief. She fell to her knees again, and this time she didn't even care that her mouth was watering for her master's cock. She couldn't feel guilty for sucking cock when it was the only thing that would get her out of three months of solitude.
Looking up into Oscar's eyes now, Amelia saw a glint of possessiveness that scared her at the same time that it sent a thrill of desire through her body. The cat ear headband seemed to burn. It was just a piece of plastic and cloth, but the psychological difference of kneeling at Oscar's feet while wearing it was immense.
"Good girl," murmured Oscar. His cock was standing tall now, throbbing with dominant lust as usual. "Now... show me how sorry you are."
This was exactly what she had wanted. This was what she was hoping to be able to do when she took off her dress. But it was still humiliating to lean forward and take Oscar's hot, hard cock between her lips, docilely accepting his authority and working to please him. Even with that humiliation burning in her mind, there was a certain... rightness that filled Amelia as she wrapped her lips around her master's thick, veiny shaft. A sense that this was where she was meant to be. If she had been a little more careful, that feeling would have scared her. But at that moment, she just closed her eyes and accepted that warm sense of relief with open arms. She was pleasing her master again, and that was much preferable to having him angry with her.
Amelia forgot all about the watching guards, the terror of Oscar's threats, and even the stupid fucking cat-ear headband she had on. Right now, the only thing that existed in the world was the powerful, masculine cock that filled her hot little mouth. She abandoned herself to submission, feeling hot, molten lust curl and spread through every inch of her as she bobbed her head up and down Oscar's shaft. The wild, unbound heat tingled and pulsed between her legs, turning her nipples into diamond-hard points of pleasure on her modest breasts.
This time Oscar didn't take control. His hands stayed right where they were, allowing Amelia to take the blowjob as deep or shallow as she wanted. But, despite the fact that she could have taken things easy, Amelia found herself swallowing Oscar's cock deeper and deeper, until it was pressing against the back of her throat with each bob of her head. Images of when she had sucked Oscar's cock the first time flashed through her mind. His passion, his force, his dominant lust. Her body craved that brutal submission again. Oscar had once again walked into the villa and bent Amelia to his will, and a twisted part of her lusted for physical domination to match the way he had just utterly put her in her place.
Her bobbing head went deeper. Faster. Drool escaped the corners of her lips, and loud wet noises of oral submission filled the air as Amelia began to impale her tight, wet throat on his cock.
Oscar groaned in satisfaction, and Amelia's eyes snapped open to lock with his. A sizzle of submissive desire flared through her at the intense, intimate eye contact. He looked down his nose with a smug expression of ownership while she looked up with his thick cock buried deep in her throat, eyes watering and brimming with weak, submissive lust. It was night and day with the feeling of angry, terrified defiance that she had met him with on her first night at the villa. Her humble apology with her body was a pledge to never defy him again... and even if Amelia still harbored a secret desire to escape, in this moment, her respect and fear for Oscar Van Heel had never been higher.
"Good girl," said Oscar softly. "Now finish me off. I don't have time for a slow sensual tease today."
Amelia felt a spike of annoyance at that. He was talking as if she hadn't just been stuffing his cock down her throat as fast as she possibly could! But she was so filled with a burning need to serve the smug, superior man above her that she swallowed her indignant pride, and pushed herself harder, spearing her tight throat again and again with her master's cock. She fell into a swift, slutty rhythm, single-mindedly milking him with her lips, tongue, and throat, her hands rising to work his shaft and balls as she slurped and sucked. Wet noises filled the sitting room, and thick saliva dripped down to cover her heaving tits in slick, shiny droplets.
She could feel her effort paying off. Oscar tensed beneath her and let out a low rasping grunt as his balls tightened to the base of the thick cock plundering Amelia's throat. That was all the warning she got, but it was all that she needed. Amelia suddenly had a wild idea for how best to show her complete submission, and without giving it a second thought, she put it into practice. Instead of swallowing her master's cum this time, she pulled his cock from her mouth with a wet pop, jerking it swiftly over her face until he came.
Oscar's cock erupted with hot, sticky ropes of sperm, splattering over Amelia's cheeks, chin, and open mouth, spreading the taste of his salty semen across her tongue. Amelia revelled in it, completely giving in to her degradation and submitting to the man who controlled her completely.
It was only after the last few drops of his cum dripped down into her open mouth that the euphoria began to fade, replaced by dawning horror in Amelia's mind. She was covered in sticky, rank semen, kneeling at the feet of her worst enemy, who was staring down at her with a sort of twisted pride in his eyes. And worse than the degrading facial had been the fact that she wanted it. She had made the decision on her own, eagerly stroking his cock to messy completion over her face.
Amelia had always assumed that if she was aware of Oscar's mental manipulation, she could effectively fight it... but today, all it had taken was a stern voice and the slightest threat to crack her defiant surface and reveal the growing submissive tendencies beneath. The weeks of solitude and rising sexual tension had made her dependent on him in ways she hadn't even understood, and today he had yanked the leash and shown her the shape of the slut he was crafting inside her mind.


It had been like she was a totally different person for a moment. How could Amelia resist Oscar if her own worst enemy was herself?
Oscar saw the fear in her eyes and laughed, tucking his cock back into his pants. "Don't get cold feet now, Cookie! You were doing so well!" he said tauntingly, moving to the side to stand up while Amelia stayed kneeling, spattered with cum and on the edge of having a breakdown. He gave her a thin-lipped smile, and Amelia was relieved to see that the smoldering, terrifying anger that had been rolling off him ever since he entered the house seemed to have dissipated. She may have compromised her dignity even further in order to appease him, but it seemed as if her submission had been successful.
Even getting off to abject humiliation was better than spending three months alone on the island.
But Amelia had congratulated herself too soon... The next words out of Oscar's mouth froze her blood and dissolved her sense of relief instantly.
"I think that my good little pet deserves to have a reduced sentence," said Oscar with a smirk. "But I can't let you get away with absolutely no punishment, now, can I? You might start to think that you can get away with anything as long as you suck me off afterwards! So how about this..."
He crouched down next to Amelia, madness burning in his eyes once again. "I'll give you a choice. We can skip the three months. You'll still need to stay in your room for three days while the new staff is trained, but after that, it will be back to life as usual. Or... I can spare the lives of your former staff. You know what, I'm feeling generous. I'll even sweeten the deal. If you choose to spare the staff, I'll still reduce the sentence to one month. How does that sound? Can't get fairer than that!"
Amelia stared at him in uncomprehending shock. She shook her head, Oscar's jizz still dripping from her face as she struggled to process his cruel ultimatum. "Wait... no, Oscar. I'm sorry," she said pathetically. "There's no need for..."
"Choose," said Oscar flatly, his face only inches from hers as he leaned forward. "Show me who you really are, Cookie. I'm curious. You used to spout a lot of high-minded bullshit back when you were a journalist. Are you willing to put yourself on the line in order to save the people you fucked over? Or is a little discomfort too much to bear for a spoiled little rich girl like you?"
Amelia realized with a thrill of disquiet that this was her real punishment. Forcing her to confront her own morality in the starkest possible terms. Putting the lives of three people who had held her captive directly in her hands. Oscar's eyes burned with harrowing intensity as Amelia froze, unable to decide. On the one hand, even one month of absolute solitude sounded impossible. There was a very real chance it would break her completely. On the other hand, taking the easy way out would put their blood on her hands.
Another no-win scenario, presented by the man who loved to torture her.
"I... I can't," gasped Amelia, reaching up to try to ineffectually clean the cum off her face. Now that the mood had changed entirely, it felt sticky and disgusting rather than eroticly humiliating. "I can't choose between those."
Oscar's expression remained perfectly neutral, but his voice was as cold and hard as stone as he said, "Well, I'll leave that up to you, but if you don't give me some direction here, I'll just go with the original plan. Three months and three dead employees. Is that what you want?"
"No! No wait..." said Amelia, feeling faint. She could tell that Oscar wouldn't wait forever. She had to pick one of the two options. She closed her eyes and tried to concentrate, but her panic and the leftover shreds of arousal from her submissive service made it feel almost impossible to concentrate.
"Tick tock," said Oscar sharply, straightening up from his crouch. "What's it going to be?"
It was a difficult choice, but Amelia knew that if she broke down and took the selfish option to minimize her discomfort, she would never be able to live with herself. Even if the housekeepers had been working to keep her captive, she couldn't be responsible for their deaths. She opened her mouth and said, "I'll take the month."
Oscar barked a laugh, a broad grin spreading across his face as he strolled back toward the front door, his two guards falling into place behind him. "The moral high road! I'm impressed, Cookie. I thought that captivity would have exposed your selfish animal survival instincts. I hope that your moral compass is a comfort during the long, lonely days ahead."
He cast one last glance over his shoulder. His eyes looked empty and hollow. Another chill ran through Amelia. She realized that she had no idea which, if any, of his emotions today had been genuine. Had he really been angry at her earlier? Had he been pleased and proud when she gave him the blowjob? Was he amused now? Or was it just masks over masks? She had no way of knowing.
"Time to head back to your room, pussy cat," Oscar said solemnly. "Make sure you take your rations with you. I'll see you in a month."
Amelia scrambled to obey, all resistance burned out of her by the terrifying, humiliating, sexually overwhelming encounter. She scooped up the canvas bag that the guard had tossed to her earlier and practically ran to her bedroom.
It was only when the door had closed and locked behind her that she realized she was still wearing the hated cat ears. She reached up and snatched them off, tossing them as hard as she could across the room with a wild cry, then slumping to the bed with her face in her hands. Her cheeks were still sticky with cum.
She didn't know what to think anymore. Oscar had proven today that fighting back against him was dangerous. But Amelia couldn't just surrender. She felt herself slipping more and more under his control every day. She hadn't just been forced to submit to him sexually today, she had loved every second of it. Even while he had been threatening to kill people and confine her, her body had still throbbed with eager heat while she sucked his cock. The destination that Oscar had in mind was sheer, thoughtless obedience and sexual degradation. It was something she had to avoid at all costs.
But she would have plenty of time to think through her strategy now. The next time she saw Oscar would be in a month. She would have almost endless free time. Amelia considered the long solitude stretching in front of her grimly. Even the few days between Oscar's visits had been hard to stand before. She didn't know how she could make a whole month. And for the next three days, she wouldn't even be allowed outside her bedroom.
With a bitter sigh, Amelia got up from her bed. The first step was to take a shower and wash the remnants of Oscar's jizz off her face. She still couldn't believe she had taken his cumshot so eagerly. More disturbing evidence that a growing part of her loved the degradation that Oscar's control offered.
But, before she made her way to the bathroom, Amelia opened the canvas bag that had been provided, supposedly containing her rations for the next three days. She selected one of the cans with a frown and held it up to read the label, then gasped in horror, letting it drop back to clunk against the others.
She should have known that Oscar would take one last stab at revenge for her escape attempt.
The only food he had given her for the next three days was cat food.
...
"How good is your Spanish?" asked Mr. Svenson gruffly over the line.
Tanner rubbed his eyes and leaned back in his chair. It had been another long night of poring over Amelia's cryptic, rambling notes, and his brain was too fried for riddles. But even in his current state of exhaustion, Tanner could hear the note of excitement in Mr. Svenson's voice.
"Uhhh, I know 'gracias', 'hola', and I think I can count to five," murmured Tanner wearily. "What exactly is this about?"
"We've done it, son," said the older man, his voice taking on a manic edge. "We managed to get our hands on the blacklist flight logs from the airport. We know where Amelia was headed that day."
Tanner sat up, his fatigue falling away as he realized what this meant. Suddenly, the prospect of finding Amelia had narrowed significantly from a worldwide search to only one location. "Where? Where is she?"
"San Isidro. Or, at least, somewhere nearby. But I'll do you one better than the location. I've already made contacts there. A former employee of Van Heel's who claims that she has information about where and how Amelia is being held... but she's hesitating to tell us. She wants to speak to the leaders of the search directly, not intermediaries."
Tanner blew out a breath and frowned, fiddling with a loose thread on his shirt. San Isidro. It made sense. In some ways, it was even the most obvious choice. Although Oscar had influence in cities all over the world, San Isidro was a particular stronghold. The tiny Caribbean nation was more or less bought and paid for by Oscar's criminal syndicate. Although in theory it had an elected president, Oscar Van Heel was the one who really ruled the island.
But, even if it was good news that they had discovered where Amelia was, the news left Tanner feeling cautious. It almost felt too good to be true. "So..." he said slowly, trying to work through the formless anxiety that suddenly filled him, "You want me to go as well?"
"Of course," said Mr. Svenson firmly. "I see this as a joint venture, son. We never would have gotten this far without your research and hard work. You and I are going to bring her home together. Besides, even without Spanish, after going over my daughter's notes so carefully, you understand Oscar and his operation better than I or any of the men I hired. I need you now more than ever."
Tanner gulped heavily. Part of him wanted to protest that there was no more help he could give. He wasn't even an investigative journalist like Amelia, let alone a fearless detective. He was just a freelance editor who had been dragged along by a desperate father at the end of his rope.
But at the same time, he couldn't just turn his back. If there was some way he could help out, even if only a little, he had to take it. He owed that to Amelia. Besides, Mr. Svenson seemed more and more untethered. If Tanner stopped here, he might get himself into trouble with his obsessive search.
What else did Tanner have going on in his life anyway? The past month, all he had been doing was helping out with Karl Svenson's frantic search by reading Amelia's notes.
"I'm in," he said with reluctance and vague anxiety still coiling in his chest. "When do we leave?"
...
One month later...
Amelia writhed on the couch, unselfconsciously gasping, squirming, and humping her sore, well-used pussy up into her buzzing dildo. She had run out of batteries AGAIN yesterday, and waiting for the house staff to change them overnight had been sheer fucking torture. She had been forced to go almost twelve hours without fucking herself silly! Her fingers just weren't enough to reach orgasm anymore.
But even the vibrator wasn't what she wanted. Not really. As she mewled and strained on the couch, creating a slick wet spot beneath her that the cleaning staff would have to remove later, one thought pulsed in her brain over and over.
cock
Cock
COCK!
Fuck she wanted a thick, hot, throbbing cock. She wanted to feel its masculine strength as it stretched her throat wide. She wanted it deep in her pussy instead of this lifeless, buzzing plastic. Amelia had never been so thirsty for cock in her entire damn life. Partially, it had been brought on by her relentless masturbation. She had tried to hold herself back and refrain from self-pleasure for the first few weeks, but the boredom eventually broke her will. By the end of the second week, she was pleasuring herself almost all day, from when she woke up to when she went to bed. It was natural that after so many hours of using a vibrator, she would begin to crave a real, meaty cock.
And there was one man who she wanted to give it to her. Amelia hated Oscar with all her soul for putting her through this humiliating and soul-crushing sentence of solitary confinement. But the time alone had raised the thought of Oscar Van Heel to an obsession, constantly on her mind, especially when she was masturbating. He had been so cruel on that day a month ago. So powerful and dominant. Thinking about his cock plunging into her throat filled Amelia with a knee-weakening blend of frustration and submissive lust that sent her into orgasm after orgasm.
And the porn made her crave cock as well, Obviously.
Amelia's attempt to refuse Oscar's gift of pornography had gone out the window even faster than her attempt to restrict her self-pleasure. Even if the sloppy, lust-addled state she was in right now was bad, Amelia firmly believed that she would have been irretrievably insane if she hadn't relied on the entertainment offered by the porn. She must have watched each and every video on the hard drive a dozen times over by this point and had definitely developed some favorites.
She scooped up the remote now, a twinge of pleasure twisting through her core as she turned on the TV. Among her favorites there was one that stood out, and she saw no reason to hold back after being forced to abstain from full pleasure all afternoon yesterday.
Ironically, the video that she had become most obsessed with was the very first one that caught her eye. "Kitty Needs Her Cream." Just the sight of the thumbnail was enough to flood Amelia's belly with dark, hot arousal. Amelia's eyes seemed to meet the gaze of the pornstar on the screen for a moment as the sultry blonde knelt in front of the bowl... then Amelia greedily stabbed the play button, pressing the buzzing sex toy even tighter to her needy, drooling cunt.
The video started with the opening shot that had been burned into Amelia's memory at this point. The view of the camera slowly circled the large pet carrier... but unlike the first time that Amelia had watched with her belly roiling with anxiety and disgust, this time her eyes eagerly drank in the details that she had come to love.
Instead of pausing the video in disturbed arousal when the beautiful blonde pornstar came into view, Amelia spoke the words along with the smug masculine voice behind the camera.
"Looks like Kitty's ready for her cream." The insulting words, spoken in the low, dominant voice, sent a perverse thrill through Amelia every time, and her hips began to make little liquid humping motions upward into the vibrator as she continued to watch, glued to the screen.
The camera moved closer to the bars of the cage, showing a perfect picture of the blonde pornstar's sultry, pouting look of submissive sexuality. Her deep blue eyes seemed to glow with lust as she trapped her pillowy pink lower lip in her teeth and let out a convincing purr. She wore a collar around her neck, as well as the same style of cat ear headband that Amelia wore that day a month ago, when she had begged her master for mercy.
The blonde never spoke during the video. She played the role of stupid, horny pet slut perfectly from beginning to end. She had turned herself into a sexual object for the gratification of whoever watched this video... Amelia included.
A broad, hairy hand reached down into the frame and unlocked the pet carrier door, and the blonde prowled out on hands and knees. Her body was perfect for the role, lithe and tight, with her muscles rippling beneath her lightly oiled skin. She stared upward with open arousal, rubbing a cheek against the pants of the man filming, a loud thrumming purr escaping her throat.
Without even thinking about what she was doing, Amelia tried to emulate the purring sound, her mouth hanging open slightly and her eyes glassy with lust as she stared stupidly at the screen, pressing her vibrator against her aching clit. The first few times that she had watched this video, her arousal had been mixed with terror at the obvious parallels with what Oscar intended for her. But by this point, she just turned her brain off and luxuriated in the pleasure of the filthy video, beyond guilt or fear or any negative emotions as she let her submissive lust run wild. She focused completely on enjoying the perversity of the video, without a care in the world for what might be seeping deep into her psyche.
The hairy, masculine hand reached down to stroke the slinky blonde's cheek, and she lovingly nuzzled into its palm, extending her tongue to lick up the length of his thumb. When she reached the top of the cameraman's blunt thumb, she took its tip between her plump pink lips, sucking it softly while staring straight up into the lens of the camera with a penetrating gaze.
"Somebody's hungry..."
Once again, Amelia mouthed the words, squeezing the vibrator tight inside her as her eyes roamed the slutty blonde pet on the screen. Her tits were bigger than Amelia's, firm and obviously fake. They hung heavily beneath her slender body, the stiff nipples showing that the submission turned the pornstar on. Amelia's free hand snuck up to pinch her own nipples as she focused on them, feeling completely in tune with the degraded slut on the screen.
The man's rough hand cupped the cheek of his slutty pet once more, then his fingers trailed up the side of her head, threading through her blonde hair before roughly seizing a handful in his fist.
The sultry pornstar didn't resist, although she let out a sharp cry of pain dripping with pleasure. Instead of fighting back against the indignity, she happily crawled along beside her master as he dragged her over to a nearby couch.
Slumping down with an *oof*, the man scrambled to undo his belt and fly, allowing his thick, hard cock to flop into view. Amelia felt an intense pang of longing as she stared at it, her pussy clenching hungrily around the vibrator she had inserted deep inside. God, she wanted a real cock so fucking bad! And, unless it had grown larger in her fevered, lustful memories, Oscar's dick was even bigger than this porn star's...
This was no slow, teasing blowjob. The man maintained his tight, dominant grip on his pet's hair, pulling her forward roughly to rub her moaning face all over his huge, hairy cock and balls, leaving a shining trail of precum as his cock head dragged over her cheeks. The blonde Kitty's deep blue eyes were gleaming with lust, and she kept doing her best to lick and kiss her co-star's cock as he rubbed it degradingly all over her lovely features. Amelia wasn't sure if the woman was just a great actress, or if she really was a pathetic slut, but as she watched and pressed the buzzing sex toy hard to her aching clit, she felt like she saw a kindred spirit... a woman so consumed by submissive lust that she reveled in the deep disrespect from the man dominating her.
Finally, the man had had his fun teasing the submissive pet on his feet and was ready to feel what her sweet little mouth could do. He grabbed her hair in his meaty fist and pulled her up so that the purple, straining head of his cock was just at the tip of her lips. She stared up into the camera with a combination of lust and intimidation that Amelia knew all too well.
"You want your treat, Kitty?" asked the man in a lust-roughened voice.
The blonde barely had time to nod before the man's grip pulled her roughly down his cock, thrusting into her throat balls-deep in one brutal motion.
Amelia let out a low moan, her thighs trembling as a mini-orgasm rolled over her at the sight. Fuck... she could remember vividly when Oscar had treated her like that. She longed to feel that disrespectful, dominant control once again. She had sucked her vibrator a few times in the past week, but it just wasn't the same thing as a real cock. The clit massaging attachment kept getting in the way, for one thing, but more importantly, the silicon would never feel the same as hot, throbbing skin.


Still, the sight of the pretty porn star's face getting fucked by a powerful man built the swelling pleasure inside Amelia higher and higher. She focused on the cat ears that the blonde was wearing... and for just a moment her eyes flickered across the room to the cat ear headband that was once again lying in wait on the mantle. Another dark swell of lust rose inside her as her eyes lingered on the collar, the headband, and the tail. Even with all of her sexual debauchery these past few weeks, she still hadn't incorporated those into her sexual play. They felt like they represented the ultimate surrender. Wearing them would indicate a willingness to sink to the level of the blonde slut in the video... even worse, actually, because Amelia was sure that the actress was only acting like a sex pet for one shoot, and Oscar wanted her as his cat permanently.
Amelia couldn't do that. It would represent total defeat. Even in her sexual haze, she still dreamed of escape. Once she wore the cat items, it would mean she had given up entirely on being Amelia Svenson. She would just be Cookie, Oscar Van Heel's slutty cat.
Amelia was a little scared of how erotic that idea was starting to sound to her.
Amelia shook her head and turned back to the video, putting aside the distraction and focusing once again on the pleasure radiating out from her needy cunt. On the screen, the man's powerful hand was still forcing the blonde pornstar's mouth up and down his thick, throbbing cock, reddening her face with strain as he plundered her throat again and again. Her mascara was streaking down her face now as pitiful wet sounds echoed through the speakers of Amelia's TV. Amelia moaned in time with the brutal stroke, little puffs of vocal feminine pleasure as she imagined being used in such a brutal way.
Finally, the cameraman plunged himself all the way in, pressing his swollen balls hard against the blonde pornstar's chin and holding her there, helpless with his cock filling her throat completely. The first time she had watched this part, Amelia had assumed that this was when he was firing a load of sperm straight down into his co-actress's belly. But no. He had something much more... special in mind for his load in this particular video. A moment later, he withdrew his stripping erection, leaving the slutty cat at his feet panting and coughing.
"Ok," he chuckled, "You've worked hard for your supper. It's time to give my kitty what she deserves..."
Amelia bit her lip and writhed her hips against her vibrator as dark lust bloomed inside her. What happened next was utterly disgusting, but it was also her favorite part.
The view of the camera shifted to a small end table near the couch where the man was sitting. On it was a pet dish with "Kitty" printed on the outside... as well as a can of cat food.
The cameraman worked quickly, ripping the pull tab on the can open and slopping some of the foul, flaky mixture into the pet bowl before pushing it into the blonde's waiting hands. Even she looked a little reluctant now, her lip curling in mild disgust. But the diamond-hard nipples on her heaving tits above the pet bowl showed that she wasn't completely turned off.
Amelia whined and gasped, rhythmically clenching her pussy on the vibrator inside her as its soft silicone branch nuzzled against her clit. It was so fucking... nasty! To degrade yourself like that by eating pet food.
She had managed to avoid that indignity herself, despite the fact that cat food had been all that Oscar provided while she was locked away in her room. She had been starving by the time she got out of the room, but she just couldn't bring herself to eat food made for a cat. Even apart from the stomach-roiling disgust that the ingredients and quality caused, eating cat food would be accepting her enforced role of pet.
But watching it happen on a screen still set her body on fire with lust. And eating the cat food wasn't even the best part. The best part was the twist they added to it...
But before the video could get to the best part, the lights flickered, then cut out. Amelia almost screamed in fury as the screen died. With a wild grimace on her face, she fucked herself furiously with the vibrator, but no matter what she tried, the moment was gone. Now that the filthiest part of the video had been cut off, she was left wanting and unfulfilled, unable to cum.
Although it hadn't happened before this month of solitude started, power outages had become an issue over the past three weeks, happening once every few days. Amelia wasn't sure if it was ineptitude from the new staff, increased power use since she was using the television more frequently, or if the generator was being worn down, but now it was just another annoyance she had to deal with. But it had never happened at such a frustrating time in the past. Amelia was filled to the brim with impotent rage. She stood in a sulk, her whole body buzzing with unfulfilled lust. She had been confined to this fucking villa with only porn and a vibrator to entertain her, and now her incompetent new housekeepers couldn't even maintain the "luxury" that Oscar claimed to be keeping her in.
Ridiculous!
Well, in any case, she had to retreat to her room. After the first power outage, they had established a procedure. Five minutes after the power went out, the housekeepers would emerge from the basement to fix it. How they managed to get out when the elevator seemed to be the only entry and exit, Amelia had no idea. But either way, Amelia had to be safely in her room so they could manually lock it from the outside and deal with the problem.
Ironically, meeting with the housekeeping staff would be trivially easy at this point. She just had to stay in the sitting room and wait for them. But she had learned her lesson the hard way a month ago. It wasn't worth it.
Amelia turned to her room with a bitter sigh, preparing to hide out there for another few hours while they did whatever they did to fix the generator. She remained naked as she did so. Amelia had stopped wearing clothes around the villa weeks ago. She no longer saw the point, and it meant easier access to her pussy whenever she felt the urge.
But as she began to slouch toward her room in a frustrated huff, something caught the corner of Amelia's eye. A sheet of paper on the countertop. Her belly did a complex little somersault as her eyes grew wide. The last time that she had gotten a note from the housekeeping staff had been to outline the procedure for power outages. It was possible that they could have something else to tell her... But it could also finally be a note from Oscar. She had been so focused on the new batteries this morning that she hadn't even checked to see if there was a note for her. They came so infrequently over the past month.
She practically sprinted to the counter to scoop up the note, her heart thundering in her chest. Had it been a month? Amelia's days had blended together into an endless haze of arousal, boredom and release, so she had lost track of time a while ago.
But her hopes were confirmed as she read the message.
Hello, Cookie!
It's been a while. I've seen through the camera feeds that you've been learning a lot and you've been a good girl while I was away. I think that deserves a special treat. Your month-long punishment is up, and I want to have dinner to celebrate. I will be coming over to dinner tomorrow night... that is, if you are interested in my company.
- O
Amelia almost dropped the pen in her nervous excitement as she scrawled YES! Under the message. She was almost delirious with happiness that she was going to be seeing another human being again. And it wasn't just happiness that flooded her. She could feel a trail of hot juices slipping down her leg as images of Oscar's thick cock filled her mind.
A clunking sound drifted from the closed door to the elevators, and Amelia glanced over fearfully. She had to get to her bedroom. The last thing she wanted was to mess up her dinner at the last second by accidentally meeting with the staff again. She turned and swiftly retreated to her room.
But as she went, she clutched the vibrator tight in her hot little hand. With the prospect of her master arriving tomorrow, she didn't think she would need pornography to get her off after all.
...
Amelia was almost shaking with excitement by the following evening... but it wasn't just anticipation that made her tremble.
It had been easy during the month that had passed to just abandon reason and embrace lust. She could fuck herself silly all day long with her vibrator and know that the consequences would be a problem for another day.
But now that day was here. She was painfully aware that she was a different person from the one who had had dinner with Oscar last. Even one month had been enough to shape and mold her in subtle ways. She could feel it in the eager lust that seemed to pulse against the inside of her skin, searching for a way out. From the heightened sensitivity of her pussy, which seemed to tingle even from moving through the cool air of the villa, raw and needy. The porn she had watched day in and day out had rotted her brain and sent her already-overactive libido into overdrive.
That meant that she was practically drooling when she thought about the idea of getting her lips around Oscar's thick, manly cock. And that was dangerous.
Amelia wasn't so far gone that she wanted to give in to Oscar completely. Even in her new sexual haze, she still frantically dreamed of escaping somehow. But her subservient lust for her captor was a major weakness. One that she knew he would ruthlessly exploit. He had systematically made Amelia lust after him, with his plan succeeding every step of the way. If Amelia didn't find a way to derail it soon...
Her mind flashed with filthy images from the petplay video that so aroused and disturbed her.
She needed to be on her guard tonight... but she wasn't sure how that was possible when she was this fucking desperate for cock. If she had been no match for Oscar's manipulation when she had been at her full mental strength, what hope did she have now that she had spent a month shoving filthy, perverted BDSM and petplay porn into her overheated brain while fucking herself silly?
Amelia shook her head and gritted her teeth, doing her best to clear away the horny fog clouding her brain. She couldn't let hopelessness swallow her whole. The alternative was to become like the degraded blonde pornstar in her favorite video. Permanently.
Fuck, the thought turned her on so much she could hardly breathe. Amelia realized she had absentmindedly reached between her legs to gently tease her throbbing clit, and another wave of despair washed over her. She was a sloppy, horny mess.
Amelia was so lost in thought that the clunk of the door unlocking made her jump and squeak in alarm. Adrenaline pulsed through her as she realized what the sound meant. It was time to step back into the lion's den and meet with the man who had already turned her into a dripping, eager submissive... and wasn't finished yet.
Despite her dark thoughts, the main emotion that filled Amelia as she pushed through the door to her bedroom was excitement and pleasure at seeing Oscar again, overwhelming all over anxiety. Her nipples throbbed on her chest, twin points of hot, hard pleasure. Her pussy ached with sweet need. She had avoided masturbating today, although maybe it would have been smarter to try to relieve some of her lust. By this point, her body craved stimulation. And she felt certain that Oscar would give it to her.
When she cleared the door and saw her master, Amelia sucked in a sharp breath. The pulse of lust and happiness that flooded through her at the sight of him was overwhelming and a little scary.
He sat there just like he always did, wearing a simple white button-down shirt undone enough to expose his chest hair and drinking a glass of wine while his dark, heated eyes followed her progress across the room. But, even if he looked just as smug and handsome as he ever did, Oscar seemed to have... grown in Amelia's mind. He looked powerful. Magnetic. His harsh punishment had imprinted on her subconscious exactly how much control he wielded over her, and after her month of sexual debauchery, Amelia couldn't help but find that power irresistibly sexy.
"Cookie!" Said Oscar warmly, raising his glass with a broad, charming smile on his face. "It's good to see you in person again after such a long time. Come closer. Let me get a good look at you." His voice was deep and soothing. All of the terrifying anger that had rolled off him in waves the last time they met was gone now. He was back to playing the role of perfect host. And even though Amelia knew that his charming mask was just a lie now, it was hard not to get sucked into his gravity... to want to see him smile and laugh with her all evening.
Amelia did as he said, coming closer to him, her skin rising in goosebumps as she felt his gaze roam her body once again. The first time she was naked, his avid gaze had disturbed her. Now she almost wanted him to look closer. More intensely. "H-hello, Oscar," she said softly as she stopped by his side, nervously clutching her hands in front of her. "It's good to see you, too." Her words were intended to butter him up and make sure he didn't suspect that she still hoped to defy him, but they were also true. Oscar was a sight for sore eyes, and her whole body thrilled at his presence.
Unexpectedly, Oscar reached up, a strong, rough hand cupping her cheek. Amelia immediately felt blood rush to her face as her pussy clenched hungrily between her legs around nothing. His touch felt embarrassingly good. Amelia had to stop herself from nuzzling up against his hand, but God, she was tempted. Instead, she pulled away nervously, her heart thumping and her body buzzing with intense desire.
Oscar chuckled and grinned as his eyes roamed her aroused body. It was like he could see right through her, down to the weak, wet, submissive core. Amelia felt naked in front of him in a way that went beyond just physical. "My poor kitty doesn't like to be pet," he said teasingly, adding a knowing wink that filled Amelia with squirming sexual embarrassment. "... or maybe she does, and that's the problem. Well, that's fine. I won't touch you if that's what you want. Let's eat instead. I'm starving."
Amelia retreated with an odd sense of mixed relief and disappointment. Part of her had hoped that Oscar wouldn't stop at just touching her face...
Oscar had some kind of Beef Wellington in front of him that looked delicious. Amelia was so nervous and turned on that she wasn't sure how much she could eat, but at least some food in front of her would give her a distraction from Oscar's intoxicating presence.
But, to her confusion, there was a large silver cover over her plate today. Usually, they didn't bother and simply left a dish with a serving of dinner waiting for her, uncovered. She looked up at Oscar with a questioning frown, but he said nothing, just staring at her with a faint smirk on his face, then nodding toward the covered dish in front of her.
There was nothing left to do but lift the silver cover off her plate and see what was waiting for her beneath. The answer made her gasp, a shock of adrenaline flashing through her body at the sight. The silver lid slipped through her fingers, clattering to the floor as Amelia's hands rose to cover her mouth.
It was a pet dish with the name "Cookie" embossed on its metal side. A small serving of what looked like a seared tuna steak lay at the bottom of the dish. But it wasn't about the food... the pet dish was all Amelia could see.
"I saw in the videos that you refused to eat any of the cat food that I provided you," said Oscar with a smirk. "And I realized that you're right. No pet of mine should be eating any old junk from a can. You have the finest tuna in front of you now, Cookie. Enjoy."
Amelia shook her head in mute horror as powerful waves of arousal washed over her. Oscar's casual mention that he had watched the videos of the three days she spent locked in her bedroom reminded her that he had also most likely watched the rest of her month spent alone as well. He had seen what her favorite video was, clearly. The food bowl was proof of that. It could have been ripped directly from the disgusting pornographic video, apart from the fact that it read "Cookie" rather than "Kitty".
But, apart from the pure shock of seeing the pet dish in front of her, and the uncomfortably strong arousal welling up from the memory of her favorite porn video and the comparison Oscar was drawing with her own situation, Amelia found an unexpected emotion rising inside her.
Renewed defiance.
The long weeks of paralysing boredom and mind-melting lust had made her forget who she was in some ways. Interacting with Oscar reminded her. She wasn't the type to give in to this type of bullying. No matter how badly her first attempt at escape had gone, she was still the same woman who had tried to get away rather than submit to Oscar's perverted plans. Oscar might be able to force her submission through threats and even mold her sexuality to his twisted ends, but he couldn't change who she was at her core.
And that was how she would beat him in the end.
Still, even with the renewed swell of determination, Amelia had to fight through a horny haze to push the dish away from her and fold her arms over her chest. She wasn't out of the woods by a long shot, but seeing the mild surprise in her captor's eyes still felt like a victory.
"Disgusting," she snapped in a passable imitation of disdain.
Oscar just shrugged. "Hey now... you'll hurt your new chef's feelings. He worked hard to get the perfect sear on that fish."
"You know that's not what I mean!" said Amelia hotly. "Why do you even like this whole cat thing anyway? It's disturbing. Taking a person and ripping away everything that makes them human? What's fucking sexy about that? It's filthy and perverted and... and wrong!"
Amelia's chest heaved, her nipples pressing like two hot, throbbing bullets against the underside of her crossed arms.
Her angry words were directed against herself just as much as they were toward Oscar, and when she looked into his smug, knowing eyes, she could see that he knew it. He remained silent for a moment, chewing and enjoying a bit of his meal before replying. "My, My. That's quite an accusation. Filthy and perverted, you say? Maybe so." Suddenly, he stood from his chair in a confident motion that made Amelia's stomach swoop and her pussy throb with needy heat.
He stalked around the table toward her as he continued in a low, smug voice. "Maybe it is perverse to turn someone into a brainless, eager slut, drooling and begging for your cock. Willing to do anything in exchange for domination and sexual pleasure, even something as humiliating as acting like a housecat. It's a wicked rush to have that sort of total power over someone."
Instead of stopping at Amelia, he walked past her. She couldn't resist turning to see where he was going.
Oscar made his way to the mantle, examining the collar, butt plug, and headband with a keen eye for a moment. Then he looked back over his shoulder toward Amelia with a grin.
"But even if I am twisted and perverted for wanting something like that, I'm not the only one, am I?"
Amelia shook her head, immediately knowing where he was going with this and not liking it one bit. "That's..." she gulped and set her mouth in a firm line, fighting down the boiling arousal inside her. "The only reason I'm confused is because you're manipulating me. I don't like fucked up shit like this. Not really."
Oscar chuckled and picked up the collar from the mantle, rotating it swiftly in his hand with a pleasant jingle. "Come on now, Cookie," he teased as he turned back toward her. "I don't think anyone could have that many moaning orgasms over something that they aren't into. And we both know that I'm not the first one who asked you to wear a collar."


Even with all of the embarrassing ways that Oscar had forced her to submit since she arrived on the island, Amelia still flushed at the memory of the sex club video. The slutty little mistake that she hadn't known would both save her life by drawing Oscar's attention and trap her in a hell of temptation and humiliation. "That was one time!" protested Amelia, hearing a trace of a whine creep into her voice. "Just because I let my boyfriend try something freaky in bed once doesn't say anything about me."
Oscar stalked closer, running a thick thumb over the collar as he twirled it in his hands. "Doesn't it, though?" he asked mildly. "You saw the hot little slut in that club, Cookie. You saw how much it turned her on. So let me turn the question back on you..."
He stood above her now, his dark eyes seeming to bore into her soul as he quietly asked, "What turns you on about the idea of being collared and owned?"
Amelia shook her head fiercely, mutely rejecting the premise, but she couldn't speak. Her heart was in her throat, racing at a thousand miles an hour. She wanted to say that she didn't like the idea of being a pet. That it was all a lie. But she knew in her heart that that wasn't true. It was just like Oscar's filthy taunt had claimed: you couldn't have a dozen screaming, toe-curling orgasms while watching a girl turned into a cat without some sort of attraction to the idea.
But she didn't want to examine that dark, twisted desire lurking inside her. Everything she had said about the idea being demeaning and dehumanizing and wrong was true as well. If the idea of that happening to her turned her on, what did that say about her?
It didn't matter that Amelia didn't want to think about her new fetish, though. Oscar wanted to talk about it, and he was the one in charge here. Just like he had always been.
"You know what I think, Cookie?" he asked with a teasing smile. "I think that it's the freedom."
His hand was working now as he spoke, undoing the delicate buckle on the leather collar. Amelia's attention was torn between staring, entranced at the collar and meeting his intense, heated eyes.
"You've spent your adult life proving yourself. Convincing your friends and family that you're the smartest. The best. Someone to respect and take seriously. Convincing your journalistic peers that you are a great writer. That you aren't just a spoiled rich girl who bought her way into the industry. It's why you struggle to commit in relationships. You can't stand the appearance of dependence. You have too much to prove to the world."
Oscar finished undoing the collar and tossed it to the table in front of Amelia with a jingle. She stared down at it, her insides twisting with uncomfortable lust. As much as she wished she could say he was wrong, the things he was saying resonated. Although it wasn't something she usually registered consciously, the struggle to prove herself was sometimes exhausting.
"But imagine being someone's pet," said Oscar in a low, compelling voice, ripping Amelia's attention away from the collar to focus back onto his smug face. "No more thought. No more pride. You'd have nothing to prove and nothing to worry about. All that would fill that empty little head all day long is your master's pleasure and how good it feels to serve him. A mindless little slave with every need taken care of. Who lives to look pretty and take cock."
Amelia's mouth was dry, and she was finding it hard to focus on anything other than Oscar's eyes and the instant, needy throb of her pussy between her thighs. Fuck... he was right. She hadn't even known it herself, but he was describing the exact reason why the videos of women acting like docile, domesticated animals were so seductive and arousing. They represented a complete surrender of free will, but also a surrender of all responsibility and stress.
In a way, Amelia had been living that exact life for a month. Her entire world had revolved around her pussy. She had let whole days go by without thinking about anything other than maximizing her sexual pleasure. Turning her brain off and diving into hedonism like that had been a defence against the extremity of her boredom... but it had also been relaxing in a way. There was a reason she had stopped counting the days.
"Put on the collar, Cookie."
The stern, confident, commanding tone sent a flood of adrenaline and submissive arousal through Amelia, making her feel weak and confused. She gulped as she looked back down at the simple leather band on the table in front of her. It seemed to coil like a waiting snake. It would be so easy to reach out and pick it up... to clasp it around her neck and feel the choking bite of absolute submission... to turn her brain off and be Oscar's perfect, obedient pet.
But then that was all she would ever be. Amelia's need to prove herself rose once again. Her impulse to defy Oscar's will felt weak and bruised, but she reminded herself of her resolution right before the dinner.
Oscar could confuse her. Even arouse her. But he couldn't change who she was at her core. There was part of her that his dominance and manipulation couldn't touch, no matter how much he shaped her into a compliant submissive.
It wasn't a proud and haughty refusal this time, but Amelia didn't give in. She bit her lip and broke eye contact, then shook her head. "No. No, I won't do it. I won't wear your collar."
Oscar sighed heavily. Amelia's heart pounded as she stared down at the floor, unable to look him in the eye. Was he angry again? Disappointed? Amused? She didn't know, and couldn't force herself to look.
But, just like he always did, Oscar surprised her.
The zip of his fly pulled Amelia's attention back to him, and her eyes went wide as he fished his hardening cock from his pants. He stood above her now as she remained in her chair, his naked cock in her face.
"Well... that's disappointing," said Oscar dryly, with a twisted little smirk on his lips. "But still, you've made great strides. You were a good girl all month training yourself while I was away, and I think you deserve a reward."
Amelia tried to refuse again, but her mouth wouldn't form the words. Her eyes were locked to the thick, manly cock in front of her. She could almost feel the sexual heat radiating off of it. She could smell his light musky scent. Not a dirty or unclean smell. Just one of... masculinity. Her mouth swam with drool suddenly, her mind overrun with the memories of how it felt to have his powerful, throbbing manhood rammed deep into her throat. Strange electric heat crackled through every nerve in her body.
"Do it," said Oscar above her in a deep voice that felt far away. "You've been so good. You even said 'no' to the collar! That's impressive. You deserve to have a little fun after being such a strong, defiant woman, don't you?"
But this time, Oscar's manipulations didn't move the needle all that much. What really made Amelia's defences crumble and fail was the powerful sexual frustration and lust that had built up inside her over the course of the month alone. She had spent hours dreaming of this cock while playing with her aching, needy pussy. It would have taken a stronger woman than her to resist it when it was being so freely offered to her.
Amelia's delicate hand reached out to wrap firmly around the base of Oscar's cock, feeling its hard, hot thickness pulsing with life beneath her palm. She felt powerful warmth pooling in her belly as she took in the sight and feel of Oscar's cock. She had craved real dick so badly during her month alone that it almost felt too good to be true. She bent forward, almost shyly, to kiss its throbbing head, then gently parted her lips, letting them graze along every inch of hot, velvety skin as she took her captor inside her eager mouth.
When his salty, slick precum hit her tongue, Amelia had to hold herself back from moaning. She didn't care if it made her a slut, she was going to suck the life out of this man and enjoy every fucking second of it, defiance be damned. But even as she sank lower, curling her dextrous tongue around his shaft, her pussy ached with need. Sucking dick was fun, and a great way to indulge her blossoming kink for submission, but it wasn't going to get her off.
What she really wanted was penetration. And not just by her vibrator. She wanted her needy cunt impaled by a hot, throbbing cock.
That felt... scarier. No matter how humiliating it was to suck the cock of the man who had kidnapped her, it no longer felt like a defeat. That seal had been broken a month ago. Amelia would never be able to unsuck his dick, so why not do it again and have a little fun?
But having sex with Oscar would be a further submission. And one that felt a lot more serious. Amelia tried to put the temptation out of her mind and focus on the cock she was slowly burying between her soft, gripping lips.
"Fuuuckkk," groaned Oscar, reaching down to run his hands through Amelia's dark hair, but not yet applying any pressure. "That's my good girl. You can say all you want about how sick and wrong it is to be my slut, but I can feel how much you want it. Come on. Be honest. You don't even have to say anything. If you think it would be hot to be a pet... swirl that hot little tongue around my cock."
Amelia stared up at him, eyes wide and mouth stuffed with his cock... then slowly, lazily, circled her tongue around her throbbing tip. She had excellent plausible deniability. It could have been a coincidence; her tongue was licking over every inch of his manhood after all. But still, even if she intended to resist Oscar's ultimate goal with all her heart, in this submissive moment, she couldn't resist the wordless sexual admission.
"That's what I thought," growled Oscar. His hand tightened in her hair, and he thrust himself deeper, his cock suddenly pressing against the back of her throat. "You already know that you're destined to be my slut. You already want it. The only thing still in the way is that silly pride. Let's see if I can help to fuck the stubborn pride right out of that silly little head, shall we?"
This time Amelia couldn't hold back the low, slutty moan as her master took her throat, sliding himself inside by applying firm, steady pressure to the back of her head, piercing her inch by inch and packing her tight, wet throat full of cock. Amelia closed her eyes and luxuriated in the feeling. Her thighs seemed to spread open on their own as Oscar began to thrust into her mouth, and her finger fell to part her dripping lips, teasing and circling her swollen clit. This is what she had craved for weeks as she eagerly watched a parade of little sluts get utterly dominated by cock on her screen, pressing her vibrator to her needy cunt. She had dreamed of real fucking cock putting her in her place just like all the pretty porn stars on the screen.
She sucked and licked and hummed against Oscar's shaft, contented and horny as she opened her throat and sealed her lips tight around his pumping cock, letting him freely fuck her face. As he cock impaled her, her fingers circled her clit, sending powerful crackles of sexual electricity racing through her sensitive body. Amelia lost herself in pleasure for a few long, pleasant minutes, turning off her brain entirely and just enjoying the bliss of submission.
She wasn't shaken out of her sexual haze until Oscar paused for a moment, withdrawing his cock. Amelia opened her eyes to see him reach over slightly and grab the pet bowl. With a sickening grin, he turned toward her and pressed the pet bowl forward into her hands. "Here," he said in a confident, commanding voice, "Hold this for me."
Amber's belly swooped with anxious desire as she realized what he was doing. Oscar knew what she had watched during the time that he was away. He knew what her favorite porn video was. And if he intended to reenact the end of that video... Amelia stared down at the tuna sitting at the bottom of the pet bowl, her stomach roiling and her pussy throbbing with filthy heat. No. No way. It had been hot to watch that happening on screen, but there was no way that Amelia would ever want to actually...
Before she could even complete the thought about how she would never want to do what the blonde pornstar did in the video, Oscar had already seized her head once again and pulled it down onto his cock. Despite the near panic at the thought of what Oscar had in mind, Amelia took his cock between her lips eagerly, unable to resist the siren call of submissive service. He resumed his deep, dominant blowjob, thrusting himself into Amelia's throat over and over, filling her with weak, willing heat once again.
Except now she clutched the pet bowl in her hands, just beneath his plunging cock. Her mind burned with the knowledge of how her favorite porn video ended, and despite the conflict racing through her mind, she couldn't set the dish down. She could feel Oscar getting closer and closer to orgasm, his balls tightening to the base of his cock and his thrusts getting more urgent. Amelia felt her fate rushing toward her like she was a deer in the headlights, unable to move.
With a grunt, Oscar withdrew, his cock dripping with her saliva as he pulled it from her gasping lips. He reached down and seized her hand, bringing it to his cock with dominant urgency. Amelia's mind reeled as her chest rose and fell with heavy gasps. One hand held the dish of food up beneath Oscar's cock while the other began stroking it rapidly. It matched the action of the porn video exactly, down to the last filthy detail.
All that Amelia would have to do to avoid this degradation would be to refuse to participate. She could simply stop stroking him, or put down the food bowl, and she would escape the role of slutty pet.
But she couldn't. She felt trapped in the inescapable gravity of the moment, pulled toward the inevitable finale by her libido and Oscar's dominance.
Her hand picked up speed, and her eyes darted between Oscar's throbbing cock, his triumphant eyes, and the food waiting in the bowl.
"That's right," grunted Oscar. "You keep saying that you don't want to be my pet, but when it comes right down to it, kitty needs her cream, doesn't she?"
All that Amelia could do in response was whimper and bite her lip, flushing with humiliation. Even though she no longer had a free hand to play with her pussy, sexual pleasure still crackled through her with frightening intensity, just from her embarrassing submission.
Amelia felt Oscar's cock swell in her hands, and in the next instant, she aimed it down toward the bowl, continuing to run her hot little hand up and down its swollen, saliva-slicked length. With a grunt of satisfaction, Oscar reached climax, pumping out thick, hot ropes of sperm, splattering his essence all over the tuna steak at the bottom of the dish. Amelia stared down at the awful mess she and Oscar were making, torn between arousal and disgust. It was just like in the video. After the dominant, deep throating blowjob, the blonde pornstar stroked the man above her off all over the cat food.
But that was no problem. The issue was what came next.
Amelia was so focused on the cum glazed food in the bowl that she was taken by surprise when Oscar reached down and pulled the bowl from her. For a moment, she felt a wave of relief, thinking that he didn't expect her to go any further tonight. But instead of throwing away the disturbing concoction in the bowl, he simply set in at his feet. Then his dark, burning eyes locked with Amelia's and he pointed toward the ground, silently commanding her to get on all fours.
Amelia shook her head, her breath hot and ragged in her throat. She couldn't do something this disgusting. Wouldn't do it. It was true that she always came hard when the video got to the part where the degraded blonde porn star took her first bite of the cum splattered cat food, but that wasn't her. She wasn't a degraded sex pet, no matter how hot the idea was to her. She had refused the collar hadn't she? She was strong enough to resist this.
"Amelia," said Oscar in a low, commanding voice that seemed to reach deep inside her and flip a switch, "On your knees. Now."
Before she knew what she was doing, Amelia slid off the chair, landing on her knees at Oscar's feet, just above the degrading pet bowl. Somehow, resisting felt impossible when she heard his dominant tone. Her heart was pounding in her chest and her pussy was throbbing with needy heat as she stared up into Oscar's dark eyes. Just like when she had sucked his cock on her knees before, she felt the swooping sense of submission that came from being naked in front of a clothed confident man, staring up into his eyes from a position of physical inferiority.
But that height difference didn't last for long. This time Oscar crouched down beside her, brushing back her hair with a gentle hand as he murmured, "I know, I know. It's a big thing I'm asking. A little gross, right?'
"More than a little," said Amelia with a nervous laugh. The odd moment of near-tenderness caught her off-guard. She had been steeling herself to resist with all her strength, but the unexpected warmth confused her.
"But I know this is what you want. This is what turns you on now. You know I watched you every night during my month away?" asked Oscar, with that same warm, firm confidence, locking eyes with Amelia and making her heart skip a beat. "I saw how hungry you were for the same humiliation you saw in that video. You owe it to yourself to at least try it. To find out if submitting to me this way would be just as hot as watching it in porn."
Amelia's eyes fell to the tuna in the bottom of the bowl, her guts churning. The seared tuna steak that Oscar had provided looked a lot more appetizing than the canned cat food the the porn star had eaten... or at it once had. Now it wore Oscar's cum like a glaze. Oscar made it sound so simple and inconsequential... as if eating cum covered food out of a pet bowl was like trying out a new sex position. She shook her head, confused. No... it would be a completely unacceptable degradation... right?
Amelia realized that Oscar's hand, which had risen to gently smooth back her hair, was becoming firmer. Then applying downward pressure. Amelia whimpered as he pushed her head down toward the pet bowl, lower and lower, until her ass was wiggling in the air with her face hovering just inches above the fish streaked with thick strands and puddles of creamy white. She could smell it now... the unmistakable bleachy scent of cum mixed with the savory aroma of tuna.
But despite how disgusting it was, Amelia's body and mind didn't react with nausea or horror. As Oscar's hand held her down, her breath fogging the shiny metal of the bowl, her body burned with powerful arousal. Oscar wanted her to do something humiliating, disgusting, and degrading... for no better reason than because he said so.
The idea of giving it to an arrogant demand like that made her pussy leak hot juices down her thighs, even as her heart thumped in terror. She was certain that in a moment, Oscar would press her face down all the way, and, even if she refused to open her mouth, she would get tuna and semen all over her face.
But she should have known by that point that that wasn't the way Oscar operated. Right when she was nose-to-nose with the disgusting mixture, the pressure on her head eased, holding her in place, but no longer pushing her down.
"The choice is up to you," he said calmly. "But let me sweeten the pot a little... If you give in to your darkest, wrongest desires and take a little bite, then I can promise you I'll make you cum harder than you ever have before in your life. But if you chicken out, you won't have my permission to cum at all until I see you next."
Amelia bit her lip, staring up at Oscar. He clearly meant every word he said, both carrot and stick. She had no idea how Oscar planned to enforce his assertion that she wasn't allowed to cum until their next dinner, but in this moment of erotic submission, she had no doubt in her mind that it was possible.


Her eyes flicked down from Oscar's face to the disgusting mess in the bowl in front of her. The images from the porn video flooded her mind...
The pornstar's beautiful eyes locking with the camera as her face descended, blazing with lustful confidence even as she opened her mouth and took a delicate bite of the semen-splattered food.
Another well-hung porn star stepping up behind the blond slut while the camera man continued to film... Gripping the blonde's wide hips in greedy fingers and spearing her from behind while she continued to eat.
The way she let out muffled, meowing moans, arching her back and humping her fat ass back into the stud's punishing strokes, until the humiliating meal was forgotten in the heat off their frenzied coupling.
Amelia's disgust was drowning in a sea of lust. Fuck... she needed to cum so fucking bad.
Without warning, Oscar reached out and rested a hand on the soft skin of Amelia's bubble butt as if it was the most natural thing in the world. The skin contact tore a startled gasp from Amelia's lips, and made her legs tremble beneath her as sexual electricity crackled through her.
She had sucked Oscar's cock before, and he had put his hand on the back of her head a few times now... but he had never touched her. Not like this. His hand ran lightly over her ass as if it was a favorite toy... a possession that he treasured and planned to take good care of. The sensation was so distracting that Amelia nearly forgot about the humiliating task that Oscar was trying to convince her to do. He reminded her with a light spank, then squeezed.
"What are you waiting for, Cookie?" he asked in a smoldering voice. Amelia took one last glance up at him as his finger dug firmly into her fat ass. His eyes carried heavy, insistent expectation. "Take a bite for your master... so he can make his good kitty cum."
Amelia closed her eyes. She felt the breath whistling through her throat and the aching, needy emptiness of her pussy. She remembered swimming in a quarry near their summer house as a girl, and how a strange feeling would bubble up through her as she worked up the courage to jump off the high rocks. It was a sense of crazy inevitability. A determination that, despite her reluctance, she actually was going to do this crazy thing.
The same feeling roared through her now, overpowering her reluctance and disgust. In one jerky motion, she closed the rest of the distance between her and the tuna and took a bite.
The chef really had done a good job. The concept of what Amelia was doing was a lot grosser than the taste. But the concept was gross enough. For a moment, she wasn't sure that she could do this after all.
And that was when Oscar's hand traced down her ass and across her thigh, heading toward the center. Before Amelia even had time to process what he was doing, his fingers were already cupped lightly over her pussy. Amelia let out a low, muffled moan, her thighs shaking with passion as the sensation of Oscar's strong, confident fingers washed over her. He gently lifted his middle finger above the others as he cupped her sensitive pussy from below, easing it between her hot, dripping lips... seeking, then finding her stiff clit.
This was a whole new connection between her and Oscar. She had already sucked his cock multiple times, but each of those session had been solely about his pleasure. Now as he began gently rubbing between Amelia's legs, he was focused wholly on making her feel good... and God he was fucking good at it. Amelia had expected Oscar to be the kind of arrogant, self-centered man who didn't even care if he knew how to please a woman. But apparently Oscar knew his way around a pussy. Amelia began pushing her ass back against the sensation in needy little humps, luxuriating in the feeling of a man's touch after masturbating for so long.
"Keep eating," Oscar whispered in her ear, "and I'll keep making you feel good, Cookie. You look so fucking hot when you know your place."
Amelia moaned around the cum-fouled food in her mouth, then chewed and swallowed heavily. It was still disgusting, but somehow Oscar's heated words whispered into her ears had transformed her disgust into humiliating arousal.
"Another bite," insisted Oscar, his fingers rubbing in tight little circles over her clit. "You're so close, Cookie. I can feel it. Take one more bite and I'll let you cum."
He repositioned his hand to tease her tight, throbbing entrance with his middle finger, and Amelia arched her back hard, craving penetration more than pride or dignity. She realized in that moment that what she really wanted wasn't a finger though... Her body burned for cock. Oscar's hot, powerful manhood had felt amazing against her tongue, but she really needed it buried deep between her thighs. She knew that if she opened her mouth and begged in a voice sweet and rough with arousal, that Oscar would oblige her, even if he had just cum a few minutes before. He would take his place behind her, his hands strong on her hips, his thick cock pressing in right where his finger pressed now.
Even in the throes of wild lust, Amelia fought that craving with all her might. Fucking Oscar would truly be the end. She could sense that in her heart. If just his finger was enough to get her to turn her into a sloppy, moaning mess, then she felt like taking his cock would make her submit to him permanently.
In that context, bowing her head to take another cum-soaked bite felt almost like an act of defiance. The taste of semen and fish rolled across her tongue again, and Oscar chuckled.
"Good girl," he growled, and slowly eased his finger forward into her horny pussy.
Amelia whimpered in pleasure, her thighs trembling and her eyes squeezing shut at the delicious sensation. She would have thought that non-stop porn and vibrator use would have desensitized her to something as simple as the feeling of a finger sliding deep into her cunt, but her long, horny time alone had apparently done the opposite. She felt like she could feel every contour and curve of Oscar's thick, masculine finger as her pussy pulsed hungrily around it. She chewed her humiliating mouthful, basking in her degrading submission as she thought about how Oscar had won again, feeding her his semen while he felt her pussy for the first time.
Seeing her obey, chewing and swallowing just as he had commanded, Oscar began sliding his long, thick middle finger in and out of Amelia, flooding her belly with molten desire. She began pushing her thick, pillowy ass back against his hand, mewling in pleasure as he reached between her thighs with his free hand to rub her clit as well. She couldn't believe how good he was able to make her feel. Oscar had made himself the center of her sexual world through his manipulations, and now Amelia was discovering how that could pay off in pleasure. The powerful stimulation of his plunging finger and the skilful, gentle stimulation of her clit made her feel weak and hot all over, hurtling toward exactly what Oscar had promised.
The best fucking orgasm of her life.
Amelia whined and panted, falling to her elbows when her weak and wobbling arms could no longer support her. She arched her back and desperately humped her hips backward into her master's hands as she felt an orgasm bubbling up from deep inside.
"One more," demanded Oscar, in a rough, low voice. "One more bite, Cookie. Then I'm going to make you cum all over my fingers."
Amelia was moving her hips and moaning so hard that she could hardly manage to get her head into the bowl, but despite her onrushing orgasm, she had no hesitation anymore for obeying her master's command. She dug her face in and took a massive, sloppy bite, smearing jizz all over her cheeks as she filled her mouth.
"Good girl." Oscar's fingers moved faster and faster, playing Amelia's body like an instrument. Amelia's mind went white with ecstatic release as a powerful climax roared through her.
It wasn't just Oscar's magical hands, although the man certainly had a talent. It was the fact that she was here, despite all of her resistance, cumming all over Oscar's hands while eating his sperm. She had insisted to herself over and over again that there was nothing Oscar could do to turn her into his pet... but what else could you call it when she was on her hands and knees, eating from a pet bowl and moaning like a slut?
Amelia's thighs trembled as she ground her pussy backward into Oscar's fingers, riding out her powerful orgasm. Oscar had been right. Even with just his fingers, the combination of pleasure and humiliation were making this the hardest she had ever cum in her life. She couldn't help but wonder how his cock might make her feel if he could inspire feelings like this in her with just his hands... The filthy image of him dominantly slamming into her from behind filled her mind, driving her to new heights of pathetic climax.
She imagined herself in the collar, ears, and tail as he ruthlessly packed her tight pussy full of cock from behind, squeezing and spanking her ass like he owned it. She felt like she would pass out as every muscle strained and her mouth opened in a silent, screaming moan of pleasure, tainted food slipping out unnoticed.
Finally Oscar withdrew his hand, and Amelia slumped to the floor, utterly drained from her explosive orgasm. She had thought that her many sexual releases on a daily basis over the past month would have satisfied her sexual needs, but it was only now that she realized that it had done the opposite, building her desires up further and further.
Oscar had finally satisfied those desires, and that powerful catharsis left her feeling warm and sleepy and mindless.
Oscar patted her thigh as he stood, a wide grin plastered across his face. "Tonight was an important step Cookie. You really impressed me. I have to admit, I missed you over this past month."
Amelia felt an absurd flare of heat, and couldn't stop a smile crossing her face. The words slipped out before she realized they were coming. "I missed you too."
That only made Oscar grin wider. "I know you did, Cookie. That's a good sign. I have a feeling that things will move quickly from now on. I plan to come back and eat dinner with my favorite pet again very soon..."
He strode away for a moment toward the entryway, and returned a moment later with another gift box, which he left on the table. Then he stood, staring down at Amelia as she lay on the floor, naked and relaxed after her cathartic orgasm.
The possessiveness in his dark eyes should have been scary and sickening to Amelia, yet she found that it only built the comfortable heat that flowed through her when she thought of him lately. Amelia couldn't even say anything, Her whole body felt warm and loose, her mouth tasted awful, and thinking felt like fighting through a hot pink haze.
"Good night, Cookie," Oscar said finally. "Dream of your master. Enjoy your gift until I see you next. You won't have to wait long."
With that, unexpectedly, he turned and walked out the door, leaving Amelia in peace on the floor without even making her return to her room before he left.
Amelia just lay back, staring at the ceiling and letting the golden afterglow of orgasm slowly drain from her body as she listened the buzz of Oscar's boat retreating. Her mind pulled itself together. Thinking became easier. In fact, after a while, she couldn't stop her thoughts from racing a thousand miles an hour.
Oscar was right. Tonight had been a major step forward for him toward his ultimate goal, and that was awful news for her, unless she enjoyed the thought of ending up his brainless sex pet. Amelia hadn't lost every skirmish... she had still refused to wear the collar for her captor, and she had narrowly avoided begging him to fuck her. But she could hardly be happy with the evening. She had gotten so caught up in her spiral of submissive lust that she had done some truly humiliating things, and she had allowed Oscar to touch her pussy for the first time with every sign of slutty enthusiasm.
Oscar had seemed supremely confident as he left tonight. He hadn't even bothered with the normal security protocols, despite Amelia's escape attempt a month ago. And Amelia couldn't blame him. She thought he was probably right that with a little more time and pressure, he would be able to turn her into the mindless sex kitten he wanted so badly.
Which made it all the more important that Amelia do something now, before it was too late. Oscar's confidence was the exact reaction she had been hoping for since the beginning. They had been playing a game of chicken since her first day on the island to see if she would submit first, or he would let his guard down. They were reaching the end game now. Amelia had to find some way to exploit Oscar's overconfidence before it was too late... before the powerful submissive desires he had been fostering inside her made her self-sabotage any chance at success.
Amelia's mind was humming desperately, but she knew that there was nothing she could do tonight, exhausted and burnt out by her orgasm. She needed some sleep.
...But first, she decided to check out the present that Oscar had left her. It was likely another tool he planned to use to lead her down the path toward submission, but she still couldn't just ignore it. Not at this point.
She rose on wobbly legs, grimacing at the half-full bowl as she stepped around it toward the table. At least she could be sure that housekeeping would remove it before she woke up the next day.
The box was roughly the same size and shape as the gift box that had contained the dildo, and for a second as she removed the lid and wrapped out the tissue paper shrouding what was inside, she suspected that Oscar had just got her a new and kinkier sex toy.
And, in a way, she was right. She lifted a realistically shaped and colored phallus from the box with a dawning sense of horror and a resurgence of arousal.
It was a realistic dildo in a shape she would recognize anywhere. She had had this exact shape deep in her throat three times now after all.
Oscar had gifted her a dildo in the shape of his cock... and even though she still wanted to resist him as much as she could, Amelia had to admit that she couldn't wait to use it.
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[Please. You've got to tell me. Is it her?]
Dan tossed his phone to the table and buried his head in his hands, trying to ignore the insistent throb of his cock. He had just jerked off 20 minutes ago, but even though his cock was sore and chapped, he was ready to go once again.
His phone buzzed in response, and he scooped it up only to read:
[I don't know, Danny Boy. You ought to know your own wife better than me. Does it look like her? Does it sound like her?]
It did. That was the problem. The woman who had just made her debut appearance on Zane's website had her face blurred and her voice altered. Added to that the regular black boxing of her nipples and pussy that came with Dan's "Beta Edition" of the website, and a great deal of the woman on the screen was obscured. Really, it could have been anyone with a curvy build and dark hair.
But that didn't stop her from ringing a bell. Part of Dan's subconscious brain told him that the way she moved and the cadence of her altered voice were the same as his wife's, even though he knew Claire would never get a bear tattoo in a million years.
[I don't know.] He texted truthfully. He and Claire were already packing for their upcoming cruise, which was supposed to be the celebration of their love and marriage... but there was a reason why this sudden new video update had him more worried than he would have been normally. Claire had been oddly distant lately.
And there had been that day last week. She had disappeared in the middle of the night, and her only excuse was some vague work emergency. She hadn't come home until the following evening, and when she did, she went straight to bed with scarcely a hello.
[Tell me the truth, Dan. Is this turning you on?]
Dan groaned. His sore, chafed cock was at full-mast again, dribbling precum. God help him... Leah had put her finger right on the truth again. After he had won the bet, he felt like the troubling, humiliating arousal and suspicion were behind him, but recent events had brought it back to the surface, stronger than ever before.
But he couldn't tell Leah that. Not even if she was helping him think through things. She already thought he was a loser as it was.
[No. Of course not.] He stared at the text for a solid minute before he sent it. It sounded a lot more confident than he felt, but maybe he could fake it until he made it.
He waited a little for a response, but it seemed like Leah was done for the day. Dan sighed and set his phone aside. He really should finish packing. But first, he squirted another blob of lotion into his hand and scrolled the progress bar back to the beginning of the video. He would watch it one more time, just to be certain that it wasn't her.
...
"Fuck!" hissed Claire, seizing Perlah's silky black hair tighter in her hand as she ground her spasming, climaxing cunt all over her cute little assistant's face.
Despite the petite Asian servicing her under the desk, Claire's attention was laser-focused on the screen of the tablet in her other hand, where her debut video played over and over.
She couldn't fucking believe she had let Zane talk her into this. Even thinking about the fact that there was a professionally shot porn video of her live on the internet sent Cascades of erotic humiliation roaring through her. When she watched it, those feelings grew even stronger, letting her chain orgasms together as she watched her pussy stretched open by Zane's thick cock again and again.
The comments were almost as erotic to her as the video itself. Hundreds of anonymous men gushing over how fucking hot she was... how much they wished they could fuck her... how many hot, sticky loads they had wasted jerking off to her body. The thought of so many strangers lusting for her sent pleasant tingles through Claire's body. She had been checking and rechecking the comments for days, and it almost always led to another masturbation session.
Her identity seemed to be well hidden, at least. Her biggest fear had been that her husband, who was intimately familiar with her naked body, might recognise her, but he hadn't said a thing.
And besides, she didn't particularly care about hurting her husband's feelings for the moment.
Even thinking about Dan sent a wave of fury through her, turning her off and choking out her glorious rolling orgasm. She sighed and tossed the tablet onto her desk, digging the heels of her hands into her eyes.
A bet. A fucking bet. As if her virtue was a fucking horse race or a college football game. And even worse than the flippancy of it was the direct effect that the bet had. Dan had practically turned Zane loose on her, giving his perverted pornographer friend free rein to harass and seduce his wife.
No wonder he had been jerking off to Zane's website and exhibiting cuckold tendencies. He had practically served her up to Zane on a silver platter.
Honestly, Claire wasn't sure how she felt about Zane anymore either. On the one hand, his pursuit of her was rendered even more crass and chauvinistic by the fact that it was all a dick measuring contest and competition. But, on the other hand, he had always been an asshole. Zane wore his disgusting, lustful heart on his sleeve and had never pretended to have pure motives when it came to conquering Claire. So... maybe that made it better?
Claire didn't know what to think. She had met up with Zane a few days after he told her the truth about The Bet, but they hadn't talked about it. Instead, Zane had spent the evening slowly teasing her with his cock until she couldn't think straight, and getting her to agree to post the porn video. It had been good to turn off her brain and enjoy herself, but seeing Zane again hadn't gotten her any closer to figuring out how she felt about him. Dan was easy. A husband should never make a bet like that. But Zane had her stumped.
Perlah's nuzzling and licking between her thighs felt as good as always, but Claire wasn't in the mood anymore. She reached down to tap her assistant on the head when an unexpected guest interrupted them.
"Wow," said Leah as she peeked in the door, a wicked smile lighting up her face. "I thought you guys did design here. I would visit way more often if I had known that cunt munching was your main pastime."
Claire scooted back from Perlah and clapped her thighs shut with a blush and a scowl. "What are you doing just waltzing in?" she asked irritably.
Leah shrugged, entering the room. "Door was open. You two should be more careful in case a client makes an unexpected stop."
Claire made a little frustrated sound as she leaned down to pull her panties back into position. Truth be told, business had been slowing down a little. Claire was still producing good results for her current clients, but her efforts at scouting new projects had suffered from her distraction, and the client list was a little light these days as a result.
"And I'm surprised at you, Pearls," teased Leah as Perlah got to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, "I didn't take you for the type of submissive secretary who serves her boss under the desk."
Perlah grinned at her and winked. "I'm not. She had to promise me something pretty special so I would help her out. Zane broke her ass in the other day, and I want to be her second ever with my strap."
Leah giggled and started to say something that Claire certainly did not want to hear, so she cut through the chatter with an annoyed, "Leah, if you don't have a reason to be here, I'm going to have to ask you to leave."
Leah's jovial, teasing air fell away with a sigh, and she dropped into the chair across from Claire's desk. "I didn't just come to make a pest of myself, Claire. We need to talk about your husband."
Claire snorted in derision, but Leah's now-serious expression didn't budge. Claire couldn't imagine what an obnoxious slut like Leah had to say to her about Dan, but she was confused anyway. What could it hurt to hear what she had to say? The worst that could happen was that it was useless and she needed to kick Leah out.
"Fine. Perlah, can we have the room?"
Perlah seemed to read the serious atmosphere and ducked out gracefully, leaving the two women alone in Claire's office.
"Well?" said Claire with a raised eyebrow, leaning back in her chair and crossing her arms.
"Dan is falling apart," said Leah simply. "He still doesn't know what's going on exactly, but he suspects enough that it's eating him up inside."
Claire shook her head. "So you've been in touch with him, huh? I should have known. Well, I'm not shocked he's beginning to worry. Dan is an idiot, but even he should be putting the pieces together by now."
Leah's sad eyes were beginning to piss Claire off. "If you keep going down this path, you're going to crush him completely. Is that really what you want?" Leah asked.
Claire leaned across the desk, the molten magma of anger that had been building inside her all week erupting from her mouth. "Maybe that's exactly what he deserves! I'm going to give him a good, clear look at the results of his actions when we go on that cruise. He made a bet knowing for a fact that it meant Zane would try to seduce me! What kind of husband offers up his wife like that?"
Leah sighed. "A husband who trusts his wife completely," she said dryly.
Claire thought that she was just about done with this conversation. If Leah thought she could tear-jerk Claire into forgiving her idiot of a husband, she was barking up the wrong tree.
But Leah did something unexpected. She pulled out her phone, saying, "I want you to take a look at something." She passed the phone across to Claire, who had to admit that she was curious in spite of herself.
The image on the screen shocked her so badly that for a moment, she wasn't even mad. It was a selfie of Leah and Dan, taken on an unfamiliar couch. Dan looked uncomfortable with his pants down around his ankles, and Leah looked smugly triumphant with her hand wrapped around Dan's cock.
Claire rose from her chair, the shock wearing off to be replaced by white hot rage. "You... you fucking slut," she growled, deep in her throat. "What are you trying to do here? Did you come in here wanting me to slap your face off? If you want me to forgive Dan, why show me this? It just makes me want to cuck that asshole even more!"
Leah looked like this was exactly what she expected. She grimaced wryly. "I'm not surprised that you're angry. I would be too. But can you guess who told me to give your husband a handjob?"
Claire paused for a second, thinking quickly under the roaring, white hot rage on the surface. "Well... I'm guessing you're going to say Zane did. But it doesn't fucking matter! Why didn't Dan just fucking refuse?"
Now, Leah looked a little frustrated. "Just like you refused each and every one of Zane's games?' she asked sarcastically. "That's what I'm trying to say, Claire! Zane has been working on your husband just like he's been working on you. How can you blame Dan for failing to resist when you couldn't either?"
Claire huffed, refusing to let go of the anger warming her from within. "Dan was the one who started this in the first place! All he had to do was say no when Zane suggested the bet. Then we wouldn't be in this mess at all."
Leah gave her a flat glare. "Let me describe a situation, Claire, and you tell me if it sounds familiar. Zane is being a cocky ass, acting like he is unquestionably right when you know for a fact that he's wrong. He's being so obnoxious that it feels like it would be incredibly satisfying to prove him wrong and wipe that smile off his face."
Claire frowned. She wasn't stupid. She knew what Leah was saying. She had taken Zane on in similar circumstances more than once and lost her cool every time.
She sank back into her chair, no longer feeling lit up with rage, but as cold and dry as ash. "So... what?" she said wearily, "you just want me to forgive Dan? Ride off into the sunset with him and pretend it never happened?"
"No," said Leah soberly, "Dan isn't blameless. Neither are you. Maybe whatever sordid fucked up show that Zane is planning on that cruise needs to happen just to teach you both a lesson. But I want you to ask yourself... are you're doing this because you truly want to see Dan suffer... or because it's what Zane wants."
Claire frowned at Leah silently for a moment, unsure of what exactly she meant. Of course going along with Zane on this was her decision. Sometimes Zane had managed to push her hard into decisions she wasn't sure of. He had done it just the other day by convincing her to post the porn video online. But the idea of showing Dan the results of his actions on the cruise ship hadn't been one of those times. Claire had pounced on the idea immediately. Dan deserved to be punished for his foolishness, and even if she wasn't sure what to think about Zane, fucking him in front of her husband would certainly accomplish that.
Leah noted the disquiet on Claire's face and nodded knowingly. "You know what I mean," she insisted, "even if you don't want to admit it to yourself. Take it from me, Zane can be frustrating at first, but most women discover he can be strangely charming and fun beneath the surface."
Claire found herself nodding back. Zane wasn't the crude monster that she thought he was in the beginning. There was more to him, beneath the performative crassness and ugly exterior.
"But, you'll make a second discovery if you stick with him for too long," said Leah dryly, a faint bitterness in her expression. "Zane isn't as evil as he first appears, but he is... hollow. There's something missing in him that means he'll never be satisfied. In the end, he always loses interest in his latest obsession and begins working on a new girl. Always."
Claire scoffed. "What? Who cares?" she asked incredulously, "Do you think I'm planning on dating Zane?"
"Aren't you?" said Leah with a raised eyebrow. "You might not think of it that way, but you're burning your bridges with your husband and planning on exclusively fucking Zane. And I bet if he wants to take you for dinner or on weekend trips, you'll allow yourself to be persuaded. Call it whatever you want, but that might look like dating to an outside observer. Be careful, Claire. You'll think that you're different. That you're the one who's captured Zane's interest forever. You won't be the first. Or the last."
Now Claire was getting angry again. Not because Leah was being ridiculous, but because she was making too much sense. She recognised that she was reacting emotionally, but Leah was the last person she wanted to point out how her knee-jerk reactions might backfire.
"You know what? This just sounds like jealousy," said Claire haughtily. "You're not talking about me, you're talking about yourself. I have absolutely no emotional attachment to the little troll. But you do, don't you? You're the one who wants something more from him, and this is just your pathetic attempt to scare me away so you can pursue whatever twisted little relationship you're after."
It was a taunting barb intended to get Leah angry, but shockingly, she just sighed and nodded. "Yes. Yes, I fooled myself into thinking the twisted, fucked up threeway relationship that I had with Zane and Bill was special before you came along. But you're wrong about my intentions here. I'm not trying to scare you away to get Zane all for myself. In fact, regardless of what happens, I'm disentangling myself from Zane's entire situation. It will be hard, but not impossible, now that his interest is flagging. He actually asked me to go on this cruise with him as a sort of... facilitator. It will be my last hurrah. I need to cut ties before things get pathetic."
Claire stared at her in bewilderment. "But... you have his initials tattooed on you! You were..." she lowered her voice to a scandalized hiss, even though there was no one there who could overhear them, "You were going to let him knock you up for God's sake!"
Leah laughed. "Well, let's just say that I'm glad that I had this little epiphany before things went too far. Yes... Zane left his mark on me. And on my relationship with Bill. Maybe we'll find another man to fill that role... or maybe it will always be the memory of Zane. But, even if my relationship with Bill has changed... I still have him. I made sure of it. Zane has already moved on to you, but Bill is there for me. Can you confidently say that you will have someone waiting for you when Zane loses interest?"
Claire didn't know what to say. She disagreed fundamentally with some of Leah's interpretations and insinuations, but the things she said were disturbing enough to at least give her pause. She stared at Leah, hand on her chin, for the first time in a few days, more thoughtful than mad.
Leah smoothly stood, not waiting for a response. "I've rained on your parade," she said apologetically with a little smile. "You're enjoying your debut, and plotting some very satisfying revenge on a husband who even I admit should have known better. Just... for the sake of my friendship with him, promise me that you'll think carefully over whether you want that revenge to teach him a lesson... or burn him to the ground."
Claire sighed. "I'll... consider what you've said."
Leah waved and left the office, and Claire could hear her chatting and giggling with Perlah for a few minutes. She didn't listen in, though. She had too much on her mind.
Claire had a choice to make. Should she go along with Zane's sadistic plan for Dan? Or give her husband a break and try again?
But the more she thought about it, the more she was convinced that she was right. Dan had been the one who had taken a fucking bet on her virtue in the first place. He was the weak little cuck who jerked off to the thought of her humiliation rather than helping her.
No... Leah was just trying to confuse her. Dan deserved everything he got. To change paths now would be to admit that she had been the one at fault, and Claire couldn't accept that. Her husband had been the weak link, not her. It was his betrayal that allowed her to be corrupted.
And so Claire watched her video again. And stewed. And forgot all about the brief moment of reconsideration that Leah had sparked. This cruise was going to ruin her husband. And he would deserve every last second of it.
...
"Fuck! Give it to me, you fucking pig!" snarled Claire as she lay beneath Zane's kneeling porcine form, using her hands to press her big, juicy tits together beneath the cock he was pumping rapidly in his fist. She was still reeling from the third back-arching, toe-curling orgasm he had given her that night, and at this point, anyone would agree that he deserved to cum wherever the fuck he wanted.
She moaned and bit her lip in perverse delight as Zane let go, spraying hot ropes of sticky sperm all over the heaving, sweaty globes in her hands. As the cum splashed all over her, she gazed over at the camera running in the corner, making a mental note to ask Zane for the video later. He had made it a habit to record all of their encounters since the porn shoot, and although the videos since then had all been more amateur-level than the first, Claire still found them thrilling to watch.
Zane finally groaned, flicked one last drop of cum down and off his cock onto Claire's heaving tits, and threw himself down on the bed beside her.
Claire wrinkled her nose at the cooling spurts of jizz glazing her tits as the erotic heat of the moment faded, and Zane, seeing her discomfort, rolled over to grab a package of wet wipes from a drawer in the nightstand.
"Cruise starts tomorrow," he said with his usual cocky smirk as he tossed the package to her. "Ready to teach your cuck of a husband a lesson he'll never forget?"
"I mean," said Claire with a raised eyebrow, plunking out a wipe and mopping up the sticky mess on her chest, "It sounds like fun, but I'm not sure what you want me to do exactly. You're the evil mastermind here. I guess I was just waiting for you to appear and then follow your lead."


"No, no, no, Claire Bear," said Zane, sounding almost scandalized, rolling over on his side to give her a concerned look, "You have an incredibly important role tomorrow! I want Danny boy to be on the fucking edge by the time we make the big reveal."
Claire slowed her cleaning and circled one of her stiff nipples with the wet, cum-soaked wipe as she stared into Zane's ugly face.
"I want him so jealous and horny and anxious that he can't fucking think straight," insisted Zane in a low voice. "I want you to reach inside him, grab two handfuls of that pathetic cuckold fetish, and YANK. By the time he sees us fuck, sitting down like a good boy and jerking off to his own emasculation is going to seem like the only possible choice."
"Jesus Christ," said Claire, feeling her already-satisfied body heating up once again from the evil passion in Zane's voice, "I mean... I want to teach him a lesson too, but you really fucking hate him, don't you? What did he do to you?"
The strange, dark erotic spell was broken. Zane seemed to sober up a little in that moment, wryly shaking his head and reaching over to pat Claire's cheek. Claire wrinkled her nose again. His hand smelled like sex. "Don't you worry about that, Claire Bear. Just focus on how fucking hot it is. What I'm saying is I want you to drive him crazy with jealousy. Find ways to embarrass him. Flirt with other men. In fact, go as far as you can with other men, as long as he just suspects, but doesn't know for sure."
Claire frowned over at Zane, plucking another wet wipe from the pack. "It kind of sounds like you want me to fuck other guys," she said slowly. She wasn't sure she liked the idea. Dan was the man who got turned on by her fucking other guys, not Zane.
"No," said Zane flatly, pulling Claire into his flabby arms. "Let me be clear. I want you to do everything but. Flash them. Give them a sly handjob when your cuck hubby isn't looking. Even suck them off. I want you to really unleash your inner slut tomorrow. Dress to impress and let everyone on that cruise know that you're thirsty for cock." One hand slid upward between her sweaty thighs, pressing one thick finger up between her still-hot-and-juicy lips. "But you don't give this pussy up for anyone. Especially not Dan. It belongs to me now."
That... that was something that Claire could approve of. She had long since given up on feeling bad about being Zane's possession. Now it just filled her with glowing, submissive heat. There was no sarcasm in her voice at all as she murmured, "Yes, sir. No one gets to fuck me but you, Z."
Zane laughed and slapped her ass, then turned to get out of bed. "Well... big day tomorrow. You had better hurry home so hubby doesn't get suspicious." His face was almost scary with the intensity of his evil anticipation as he turned back to look at her, his cock stiffening once again. "Don't want the dumb cuck putting two and two together before the grand reveal, now do we?"
...
Dan wiped his forehead as he climbed into the back of the cab. The muggy Florida heat was already getting to him, and it would probably only get worse as the ship got underway.
But the weather was really the least of his worries. It felt like there was a lot riding on this trip with Claire. The distance between them had only grown since he had texted with Leah about their issues, and Dan had also grown more and more obsessed with the mysterious censored porn video on Zane's website. Part of him insisted it was Claire in the filthy video, but he resisted that interpretation with all his might.
In the end, it was simply inconceivable that Claire would ever let a video of herself be put up on Zane's website. Dan could maybe have believed that Claire could be tricked into sleeping with Zane. He had seen too much evidence of Zane's skills of seduction since he made the Bet in the first place to really doubt that. But posting a video of herself getting fucked on Zane's filthy website? Ludicrous. Claire had too much self-respect for that.
Or at least that was what he kept telling himself.
Dan slammed the door behind him, let the driver know where they were going, and turned to his wife, filled with determination that this was going to be a magical time of reconnection in their marriage. But he was immediately thrown off once again by the outfit Claire had chosen for the day.
She smiled down, staring at her phone through dark glasses and clicking away on the screen with long pink nails. Her top was a thin, airy white blouse unbuttoned at the front to reveal her juicy breasts, barely concealed by a skimpy navy blue bikini top. Below, she wore tiny cutoff jean shorts, with the thin, high-waisted straps of her matching thong bikini bottoms poking up over the low-slung waistline.
To say that it was unusually revealing for Claire would be an understatement. For as long as Dan had known her, Claire had done everything she could to conceal and demphasize her curvaceous figure, but her current outfit practically invited the male gaze. Dan had tried to casually bring up the outfit as she dressed in the hotel a few minutes ago, but her only response had been an exasperated glance and a terse explanation that she didn't plan on dressing like a nun in the tropical heat.
Last night at the hotel had been a poor start to the trip, awkward and quiet, with both of them locked onto their phones and going to bed early. Dan was determined to get things back on the right foot today. He reached out and took Claire's hand, squeezing it in his, and winced a little at the cool, unimpressed look that she shot him, her hand limp and unresponsive in his.
"Honey," he began, licking his lips, "I know that things have been crazy lately. But I'm really hoping that this trip is a chance for a brand new chapter in our relationship. I mean... it's our honeymoon, isn't it? Can't we just use this to start our marriage over again and do it right?" He stared into Claire's face, finding it kind of difficult to read her expression behind the dark sunglasses. He had been cooking up his little speech since they got on the plane yesterday morning, but he had no idea whether it would get through to her. After all, he still wasn't positive exactly why she was so upset and distant in the first place.
Claire's expression remained neutral for a few more moments, then her pink, glossy lips curved upward into a smile.
"A brand new start?" she asked in a low, sweet voice. "I think that sounds just... wonderful."
...
By the time she got into the cab that bright, sunny Florida morning, Claire was already completely ready to move on from her husband. She had had a lot of time to reflect on where she wanted to take her life. Leah had given her a lot to think about. But in the end, Claire had come to some simple, bedrock conclusions.
First, right or wrong, her relationship with Dan was over. It had been over for a long time, if she was being honest. The only thing that had kept her from recognizing that was stubborn pride. A refusal to admit that she might have made a mistake as massive as shackling herself to a man unworthy of her.
Second, she was ready to see where things led with Zane. It might be just as foolish and self-destructive as Leah had implied. It might be just as big a mistake as marrying Dan... But in the end, there was something obscenely compelling about the man. Submitting to him gave Claire a bigger thrill than anything before in her carefully controlled life. And she wanted to feel the ultimate thrill... complete submission. And not just in the bedroom. She wanted to be his completely. After so many years of carefully managing every aspect of her life, it was almost relaxing to put herself completely in the hands of a man worthy to tame her.
Lastly, this major change in her life deserved a powerful, cathartic sendoff to the old her. And, more to the point, her spineless little husband deserved to be taught a lesson for his role in the whole sordid affair. And if the thought of her fucking other men got him off... well then, maybe this little sendoff would finally let him live out his perverted cuckold dreams.
Claire resisted the urge to snatch her hand out of his when Dan took it and made some sort of pathetic speech about love and his desire to bond with her. It wasn't time yet. There was still so much fun teasing to do before she finally revealed that Dan had lost her long ago. So she let him finish his little speech, then smiled at him, little sparks of arousal traveling up her spine. Speaking of fun... now's as good a time as any to get started.
She pulled her hand out of his and instead slid it down into his lap, causing Dan's eyes to widen and his pathetic little cock to jerk to attention beneath her fingers. Well... at least her husband's pathetic foray into the cuckold fetish had cured him of his erectile dysfunction.
But it clearly hadn't made him any less of a pussy. His instant reaction was to try to squirm away from her touch, looking nervously toward the driver in the front seat of the small sedan. "Wh-what... are you crazy?" he hissed, seeming more scandalized than pleased by the touch of the wife he supposedly wanted to reconnect with. But Claire wasn't going to let him get away that easily. She scooted closer, until her warm, bare thigh pressed against him, keeping her hand firmly in place between his legs. Her goal for today was to get Dan as anxious and horny as possible, then spring his surprise on him tonight, when they were away from shore and it was too late to turn back. This seemed like the perfect place to start.
"But I thought you wanted to start fresh on our marriage, dearest," said Claire sweetly, her fingers rubbing over his rapidly stiffening cock. "Isn't this the sort of thing that young couples in love do?"
Dan might be uncomfortable with this brand of public affection, but it was clear that his dick was loving it. It was already hard and throbbing against Claire's hand. "I... Claire, the driver is going to notice," protested Dan in a shaky whisper. Despite his protests, he did nothing to physically stop his wife. He didn't grab her hands or try to push her away. He had always been a bit of a pushover when it came to Claire's desires.
"So what if he does?" purred Claire, grinding her palm downward into her husband's twitching cock. "Isn't it kind of hot anyway? To have another man watch you and your beautiful wife having some... fun?"
Dan leaned back in the seat, eyes squeezed shut, panting with nerves and pent-up desire. He was right. From the corner of her eye, Claire could see that the driver had tilted the rearview to look into the backseat. She winked and mimed a kiss as she worked her husband's cock hard beneath his pants. "Maybe we could even give him a real show..." continued Claire in a seductive voice. "Ask him to pull over and let him get a real good look. You could take me right here on the back seat, hot and sweaty and quick. Show him what I look like when I get fucked. Make a little deposit in his spank bank."
Her hand moved faster and faster, clutching the fabric around Dan's stiff cock. Claire was surprised that the taxi driver hadn't crashed, given how focused he was on the action in the back seat. She double-checked that Dan still had his eyes squeezed tight, then slyly pulled her tiny bikini top to the side, giving the watching driver a little peek at one stiff pink nipple.
"Maybe our driver would even want to join in," she whispered to Dan, maintaining smoldering eye contact in the rearview mirror. "Would you like that, honey... sharing your wife with a poor, needy man?"
Claire twitched the bikini top back into position just as Dan made a choked sound of shameful release, his cock twitching and spurting in his pants. Calire smirked and gave him one last firm pat. "You know what?" she said lightly, pretending that she didn't realize that her husband had just filled his pants with a fresh, sticky load of semen, "I'm being silly, aren't I? Our boarding time is soon. We'll have to wait and have fun later."
"Y-yes, dear," said Dan, his face an almost comical mask of shame. His body language was no better, half-curled around the wet mess he still thought he could conceal. But even in his private hell of shame, Dan's forehead still wrinkled with disquiet. "What was that you were saying? About sharing?"
Claire giggled and slapped his shoulder playfully. "Oh, Dan," she said, shaking her head, 'Don't take everything so seriously! I was just teasing you a little!"
Dan nodded doubtfully, shifting uncomfortably beneath the sticky mess in his pants. Claire smiled to herself, looking out the window at the massive cruise ships as they approached the port. This would be far from the last embarrassing tease that Dan would experience today. Not if she and her lover had anything to say about it.
...
The check-in process felt unbearably long for a man who had filled his pants with cum. Dan felt like everyone could sense it. Or smell it, maybe. His withering embarrassment only grew stronger as they made their way aboard the ship.
The cruise ship was luxurious. The best that money could buy. Which only made sense considering that Gene had footed the bill for the whole experience. Even on the luxury ship, their accommodations were the finest available. Dan had booked the honeymoon suite, complete with a balcony, a king-size bed, and a bottle of champagne just waiting for them to celebrate.
"Woooow," said Claire, taking off her sunglasses and turning to stare around at the hardwood and brass fixtures. "I have to say... you've outdone yourself, hubby. How did you afford all this?"
"Well..." said Dan with a shaky smile, his discomfort from the sticky, oozing mess in his pants reaching its peak. "Sometimes I think it makes sense to splurge on the important things. This weekend is going to be worth it."
Claire flashed him a glossy smile. "Yes, Dan... yes, it absolutely will be."
The bellboy hustled in after them with their bag, smiling brightly. "Well, sir, madame," he said, with a leering glance at Claire's scantily clad body. "Thank you so much for choosing to voyage with us. Welcome to the honeymoon suite, where you will be staying with us for the duration of the cruise. It would be my pleasure to show you the amenities that this room has to offer."
Dan knew that the young man was just after a tip, but by this point, the feeling of drying semen against his skin was nearly unbearable. "That's quite alright," he said hurriedly, taking his suitcase from the bellboy's hand and unzipping it, ready to dig inside for a fresh pair of boxers... maybe even a new pair of pants too, depending on how messy things were down there. "We're good. We'll figure everything out ourselves."
Claire rounded on him with a raised eyebrow. "Really, Dan? You aren't going to let the man do his job? What's the hurry anyway?" Something about the mean little smirk at the end of the phrase told Dan that his wife was well aware of what his hurry was, although he was mystified why she wanted to torture him like this.
He shook his head and took the only way out that wouldn't lead to direct conflict. "I... I'll just be in the bathroom then, while he gives you the tour," he muttered evasively, snatching a pair of boxers from his bag and trying to hide them low and close to his side as he retreated to the bathroom and closed the door behind him.
Finally, Dan had a second alone to think. He shucked his pants and boxers down to his ankles and sat back on the toilet to breathe for a second.
What the fuck is going on with Claire? Her strange new willingness to dress in revealing clothes... her odd sexual aggression in the car... her teasing, smirking attitude. All of it was new and strange.
Dan scrubbed a little at the sticky, half-dried mess covering his crotch with a handful of toilet paper, but it was obvious that he would need some water to make any headway. He was just about to turn on the shower when he heard odd sounds coming from behind the bedroom door. Claire and the bellboy were talking... he could make out the bellboy's deeper voice, and Claire's higher-pitched one. But the tone felt... off. It didn't sound like a professional exchange between a bellboy showing off the room's amenities and a guest asking questions. Dan couldn't make out the words, but he caught his wife's teasing tone, her light, uncharacteristic giggles... and it didn't sound like the bellboy was disinterested.
Shamefully, Dan's mind flew right to the worst possible scenario: his wife openly flirting with another man while he was in the next room over. And, even more shamefully, his cock reacted to that thought, slowly growing to half-stiffness even as the pang of anxiety shot through him. It was a stupid thing to think anyway. Leah had gotten way to far into his head with this cuck nonsense.
Dan took a handful of toilet paper and wet it under the sink, scrubbing it over his crotch and cursing at the way it shredded and disintegrated, leaving his hardening cock covered in wet paper. Maybe he didn't have time to shower after all. There was no possible way his wife was flirting with the staff just feet away from him, but there was also no reason for him to keep Claire waiting...
...
The bellboy put on a good professional front, but Claire could tell within a minute or two that he was thinking very unprofessional thoughts about her indeed. His eyes lingered and stuck at the edges of the skimpy bikini top beneath her flowing white blouse. He made a point of walking in behind her so that he could get a better look at her ass in the tiny, ridiculous cutoff shorts that Zane had encouraged her to wear. His smiles were a little too wide. His laugh a bit too friendly. Quite bold for a man talking to a married woman right in front of her husband.
Once upon a time, it would have infuriated her. She would have verbally torn the man to shreds where he stood for daring to disrespect her with his leering eyes. Zane had changed her perspective. Now her heart beat a little faster, and her body began to heat up at the thought that she was the center of attention... that this man wanted her so bad that he was willing to openly stare at her ass in front of her poor, distracted husband.
She even thought that such boldness might deserve a little reward.
As soon as Dan slipped into the bathroom to take care of the embarrassing mess he had made in his pants, Claire rounded on the bellboy with a hungry grin.
"You know what, maybe my husband is right," she purred, stepping closer to the nearly drooling young man. "I think I can figure out what this hotel room has to offer... There's something even more important that I think we need to take care of instead." Her hand rose to brazenly press against the bellboy's chest, feeling the firm muscles beneath his shirt. "I think it's customary to tip the staff when they give exemplary service... is it not?"
"Yes ma'am," said the bellboy, his eyes bugging out of his head in disbelief. His eyes flickered toward the bathroom door where Dan had disappeared just a moment before. He still didn't quite believe that Claire was seriously offering anything to him while her husband was just feet away in the bathroom.
But seeing was believing, and Claire had every intention of proving exactly how serious she was. "We'll have to be quick then," said Claire with a giggle, sinking to her knees and swiftly unzipping the stunned bellboy's pants. "You see, while I'm a generous tipper, my husband might not like to see me... spreading the love."
The young man's cock was... modest when Claire fished it out of his fly. Probably about the same size as Dan's, honestly. But this wasn't really about finding the manliest specimen on the cruise. It was about sneaking around behind her husband's back in a taboo moment of unleashed sluttiness.


Claire didn't waste any time in wrapping her lips tight around the bellboy's stiff cock and bobbing her head, her tongue wriggling over every inch of his heated, throbbing flesh. All of the bellboy's confident flirtation was gone now. The young man let out a low groan of shocked pleasure, his legs shaking a little with adrenaline as Claire's skilled tongue and lips worked his cock.
It was sort of cute. Although Zane had awakened her to the pleasures of submission, Claire still had a deep dominant streak, and the added taboo layer of sucking off a guy while her husband was nearby made the forbidden act even more exciting.
But Claire had to be quick. The clunking noises in the bathroom made it clear that Dan had started to hurry. Claire was sure the thin door wouldn't hide sounds that well, and the bellboy's excited pants and grunts may have already given them away.
The smart option would probably have been to instantly spit out his cock and straighten up... but at this point, Claire was horny and committed. She wanted to swallow this stranger's cum while her dumb cuck husband washed his unwanted jizz down the drain.
Instead of giving up, Claire doubled her efforts, staring up into the bellboy's blissful expression with blazing green eyes, taking his cock deep into her tight, wet throat, and reaching up to tug gently on his hairy balls.
Cum for me. Cum right down my slutty throat. Give me what my stupid husband can't...
...
Dan's heart raced and his cock grew stiffer and stiffer as he heard a masculine groan from behind the door. What the fuck are they doing out there? As hard as he tried, her couldn't imagine any innocent explanation for the soft grunts he heard.
He wasn't making any headway on the mess he had made of himself. In fact, the toilet paper was only seeming to make things worse. Short of a shower, he wasn't sure what he could do to get cleaned up again, so he decided to say "fuck it". He hurriedly pulled up his pants, his cock bulging awkwardly against the crotch as he stood from the toilet, heart pounding and mouth dry.
Just the fact that he was aroused by the wild things he was imagining was humiliating in and of itself. Too much time spent watching Zane's disgusting porn videos. Too much of letting Leah get into his head about cuckolding. From this moment on, he had to stop polluting his mind with that kind of thing. His relationship may have already suffered.
Dan took a deep breath and put his hand on the handle of the door, his pulse quick and his body jangling with nerves. Although he was absolutely terrified what he might find on the other side of that door, his cock pulsed with sickening arousal from what he expected.
In a rush, he threw open the door to see...
Nothing much. His wife and the bellboy were standing near the bed, and Claire was delicately dabbing at her mouth with a tissue. The bellboy looked maybe a little red in the face, but Claire seemed totally composed. She glanced over at her husband with a cool, reserved expression as he cautiously exited the bathroom.
"What... were you two up to?" asked Dan, eyes darting over the scene, but finding no damning evidence of anything untoward.
"What do you mean?" said Claire lightly. "I was just giving the bellboy his tip." She sauntered over, a smirk curving up her glossy lips. When she reached Dan, she pulled him forward into a deep, passionate kiss, her tongue sliding into his mouth to wetly tangle with his. Dan was taken aback by the sudden show of affection, stunned by his wife's strange, mercurial mood. His cock throbbed even more passionately in his pants for a moment before she pulled away.
Claire looked over her shoulder at the bellboy, standing with an oddly flustered look on his face. "That will be all. Thank you for all of your... help."
"Yes ma'am," said the young man with a broad grin, "Any time."
...
Claire was walking on cloud nine as she sauntered out toward the pool. She felt like she was dripping sex from every pore, and she fucking loved it. Until Zane, she had had a complicated relationship with her sexuality. She hated it when men stared and drooled at her curvy body. But now she saw the truth. It was like God himself had sculpted her perfect tits, her wide hips, and her bouncy ass for one thing: hot, sweaty, filthy sex. It was just one more natural advantage, in addition to her sharp intelligence, that she could use to conquer the world.
And the men on the cruise were definitely catching her newfound air of sexual liberation. It was like they could smell the sex wafting off her. Conversations trailed off and heads turned as she walked by, eyes of dozens of anonymous men locking onto every sinful curve of her body.
She thought Dan sensed the change as well, although as usual, he was ridiculously oblivious of what was really happening. It had been all that Claire could do not to laugh, giving him a deep French kiss seconds after swallowing down a fresh load of cum from a stranger. She was starting to think that Zane was right... Dan really was a natural-born cuck. She was curious to see what her husband's reaction would be to the grand reveal tonight. Her relationship with him as a married couple was obviously over, but he might be fun to keep around as a pet cuckold. Someone to rub her feet and fetch drinks and food for her and Zane. Something to consider at least, if the pathetic little perv was into it.
Claire made her way onto the sunny deck near the pool, taking a moment to survey the clear blue sky, decorated by a few fluffy clouds, and the cerulean waves beneath. The land was still in sight as they pulled away, but it wouldn't be long until they were surrounded by loathing but sea and sunshine. Which was perfect. She didn't want any chance for Dan to run away when she rubbed his nose in the situation she still saw as his fault.
The weather was so perfect that all of the well-placed deck chairs were already taken, but that wasn't an issue at all for a woman like Claire. She simply sauntered up to a chair taken by a boy in his early twenties and purred, "Excuse me, sweetheart, do you think I could borrow your chair? I'm just dying to get a tan."
The young man gawped up at the curvy, scantily-clad woman above him, his mouth flopping open as his eyes wandered over her with a life of their own. "I ummm... I was supposed to save this spot for my girlfriend," he said vaguely, without much conviction.
Claire put a hand on her wide hips, raised her eyebrow, and gave the overwhelmed young man a challenging grin. "Well, she's not here right now, and I am. Besides, it's going to be a nice long cruise, and if you do me a favor, I might be interested in doing something for you in return down the line..."
The boy's eyes widened, and he scrambled up off the deck chair almost by reflex. Dan came bustling up from behind, a little too late for him to hear her teasing promise, which was all for the best. Claire wanted him on the edge of suspicion at all times, but it was important that she have at least a little plausible deniability before tonight.
Besides, Claire knew an even better way to drive Dan crazy than hearing her make vague sexual promises to a stranger.
"Thanks, sweetheart," said Claire, lowering her sunglasses to wink at him. "Now I can get a little sun on this skin." Claire looked around the poolside to make sure she had an audience, and was gratified to see that she was currently the center of attention for the forty-odd people gathered on the sunny deck near the pool. Her mouth curved up into a sultry grin as she anticipated how she planned to hold their attention.
"Ummm, babe, maybe we should..." began Dan in an uneasy voice. He probably didn't even quite realize what his wife was planning, but he could read her energy and was feebly trying to spare himself the humiliation.
And it might even have worked, if his humiliation wasn't the point.
Claire arched her back and thrust her sizeable chest outward as she slid the thin white blouse down her arms, revealing her upper body to the eyes of her raptly watching audience. The bikini that Zane had picked out for the day was tiny. Two little triangles of dark blue cloth that did a deliberately poor job at covering the ample swell of her breasts, leaving deliciously rounded curves hanging not only out of both sides, but the bottom as well. For the moment, Claire had been forced to apply makeup over her still-fading henna tattoo. If Dan saw it right now, it might give the whole game away. She wasn't certain how long the cover-up would last in the hot sun if she got sweaty... but it was a risk that she was willing to take.
She thought that she knew a way to distract her husband's eyes from her chest, however...
Claire popped open the button of her jeanshorts, which was already under massive pressure from her broad, curvy hips. She had to squirm and strain a little, bending forward, to successfully slip the tight shorts over the thick swell of her ass, giving her eager audience an even better show. The thong that she wore beneath the shorts was the perfect match for the top: dark blue nad ridiculously revealing, with a tiny wedge of cloth as the only thing between her and total exposure. Her incredible ass itself, which she had once torn men to shreds for even peeking at, was completely bare apart from a thin blue string wedged deep between her bubbly cheeks.
Claire lay back on the deck chair, her pulse beat wildly in her chest, her body thrumming with sexual energy and her nipples slowly stiffening as she felt the attention of a dozen horny strangers focusing on her exposed body. Fuck... over the past week, the idea of anonymous rangers getting off to her had become more and more erotic. Zane had a way with words, and her had shown her how arousing the idea of being the center of attention could be.
This was just like the time she had worn that slutty pink dress to the restaurant. In fact... maybe I packed it. That might be an excellent choice for later on...
Dan stood above her, looking down at her with wide eyes, just another horny boy in the crowd... and although he didn't know it right now, he had just as much chance of fucking her as the rest of the stiff-dicked nobodies ogling her across the cruise ship deck. "Ummm, babe," he said miserably, his eyes still soaking in every luscious detail of her displayed body. "Maybe you should cover up a little? Everyone is... I mean, they're..."
He looked around and gulped, and his objection was painfully obvious. The men surrounding the pool were anything but subtle in their open lust for the hot, barely clothed vixen lounging in their midst. Even the death glares of their wives and girlfriends weren't enough to deter most of them.
It was exactly what Claire wanted. Today, she belonged to everyone except Dan. Zane had primed her to find displaying her perfect body arousing, and this was the ultimate expression of that. If Dan thought he could stop her with a bit of mealy-mouthed whining, he was sorely mistaken.
"Don't be silly, dear," she said in a withering tone. "If I cover up, how am I supposed to get tan?"
"But honey..." said Dan miserably, wilting under the sustained sexual interest of the surrounding men toward his wife. "Everyone can see... well, everything!"
It was the closest that the weak little man could get to condemning her open slutty display. Pathetic. "Don't be insecure, dear," she said sharply, giving him a pointed glare over her sunglasses. "It's a fucking pool. Everyone is wearing swimsuits. I certainly hope that you don't plan on being that type of controlling husband who gets jealous over every little thing!"
"Of course not!" said Dan, looking defensive and confused.
"Good, then go get me a drink," said Claire with a dismissive flick of her fingers. "You're spoiling the sunlight."
Dan gulped, with eyebrows drawn together in a picture of reluctance and, unless Claire was very much mistaken, a bulge forming in his pants. He was clearly unhappy with the idea of leaving his barely clothed wife here in the middle of a crowd of horny men, but he was too weak-willed to mount any sort of effective protest. Finally, he sighed and scurried off, leaving Claire alone in the wolf's den.
Her lips curved up into a secretive smile. As she covertly glanced around behind her sunglasses at the men around the pool. Who would be brave enough to approach a woman clearly here with her husband?
Anyone brave enough might earn a reward...
...
Dan was in a cold sweat, and his mouth felt like cotton as he made his way on wobbly legs toward the poolside bar. Something was very wrong. And even though that was obvious, he had no idea how to stop it.
It was totally out of character for the brilliant, acid-tongued wife that he knew to deliberately flaunt her beautiful body to strangers, but that was unquestionably what she was doing currently. Claire might be a little... strict on him at times, but it was also strange for her to disregard his discomfort completely. This entire trip was sliding surreally into a sort of twilight zone, and Dan had no idea how to get it back on track.
He could only hope that this was just a strange mood his wife was going through and it would even out over the course of the trip. This was supposed to be their time to bond and renew their relationship after all.
Dan leaned heavily on the bar and ordered them both a sex on the beach, which seemed appropriately fun and fruity for the beginning of a cruise. Hopefully, it would improve his wife's mood.
But as he was impatiently waiting for the drinks to be prepared, Dan felt his phone buzz in his pocket. He pulled it out to see if it was anything important, and saw that he had just received an email. He was about to disregard it, after all, the only important emails he ever got were for work, and he had made it clear he wouldn't be doing any work while out of his office this week, but then he froze as he read the subject line.
[Our latest star makes her stunning debut tonight! The face reveal you've all been waiting for!]
It couldn't be... the woman with the blurred face that Dan had been obsessing over, the one that some part of him insisted had to be Claire... was the truth finally going to be revealed tonight? Dan looked around to make sure no one nearby would see him opening a porn website, then navigated to "Freaks in the Sheets". The lurid website with the stinging "Beta Edition" label at the top opened as usual, but there was something new there as well. A countdown just under eight hours, advertising the grand debut of the lady Zane promised would be "the best fucking model we have ever hosted on this website".
Dan's heart was in his throat. It was for the same video he had been watching and jerking off to over and over. Tonight, he would finally know for sure if it was Claire. Or, rather, he would finally put his mind to rest and get proof that the pornstar wasn't his wife. Obviously. There was no way that Claire would put a porn video of herself online. The fact that they were going to reveal the woman's face nearly proved that it wasn't her all by itself.
Just under eight hours... since it was early afternoon now, that would put the reveal around nine o'clock. Dan would have to see if there was a window for him to sneak away and ease his mind. It shouldn't be too hard. A quick trip to the bathroom would do it.
The bartender cleared his throat, and with a start, Dan realized he had been totally zoned out, focusing on the porn website on his phone. He quickly paid his tab and scooped up the drinks. But when he turned, he saw something that made his jaw drop.
A scruffy, potbellied older man stood looming and leering above Claire...
And he had a bottle of tanning oil in one hand.
...
Claire watched her husband scurry off toward the bar, then focused on the men surrounding her, lifting one knee to display her shapely legs and arching her back subtly to press her juicy tits out a little further for their inspection.
It wasn't long before the boldest and least scrupulous of them stepped forward.
Claire looked him up and down, holding back faint amusement. The bellboy had been kind of cute, although below what Claire considered her usual standards. This man, however, made the bellboy look like an adonis.
He was bowlegged and short, with a scruff of stubble on his cheeks, tin, balding hair on his head, and an avid leer on his ugly face. He looked old enough to be Claire's dad, but he apparently had a deep well of unearned confidence, because he chuckled hoarsely and commented, "Hehe... Well, well, well, aren't you a sight for sore eyes, miss. I'm surprised your hubby lets you out of his sight wearing a sweet little number like that. Some guys might take it as an invitation."
Claire didn't know about other guys, but this old vulture had certainly seen her as vulnerable and pounced. She bit back a               sudden, strong impulse to tell the creep to get lost. He might be old and gross, but in many ways, Zane was also repulsive on the outside. Besides, flirting with an ugly old man like him would be perfect for the purpose of making her husband jealous, and that's what this was all about anyway.
She lowered her sunglasses and lightly stretched, giving the creepy old man an even better look at her assets. One that he seemed only too happy to take advantage of. His slimy eyes roamed her body, and his grin grew wider.
"Well, maybe it is an invitation," she said with a coy smile. "I'm always looking for new friends, mister...?"
"Hehe, you can call me Roy," said the older man in an oily voice. "And I promise you that you'll never find a better friend." He pulled a wallet out of his back pocket and peeled out a hundred-dollar bill, turning to the middle-aged lady in the closest chair and saying, "Scuse me. Hundred bucks for you to fuck off and find another seat."
The woman looked offended... until Roy pulled out another hundred, which she accepted with a huff, then left the older man to drag the deck chair closer to Claire and sit staring at her with a hungry grin.
"Maybe I'm way off base here," said Roy roughly, "but it sort of feels like your hubby... might not be a deal breaker as far as having some fun on this cruise. Is that right?"
Claire chuckled. She could see through this man immediately. An opportunistic scavenger, trying to scoop up beautiful women who would otherwise never look twice at him by exploiting the moment. She would have to be careful. As a disgusting old man, he would be perfect for making her husband insecure... but she had no intention of being his next conquest.
"You're not totally wrong," said Claire teasingly, licking her lips. "But don't get too optimistic. I'm not sure I can offer you... everything you're looking for."
Roy nodded, not looking the least bit discouraged. If he was anything like Zane, he probably didn't think she would be able to resist, and if Claire gave an inch, she would probably give a mile in the end.
"I get you, I get you," said Roy placidly, scratching his stomach. His lips curled up into a sly grin. "I'll take what I can get."
Claire snorted a laugh, then looked over to see her husband totally absorbed in his phone, still waiting for their drinks.
This seemed like a good opportunity to give her dear hubby a little surprise. She reached down into the over-the-shoulder bag she brought with her and pulled out a bottle of tanning oil. Roy's ugly face lit up like a kid on Christmas as she tossed it to him. "Well then, since my hubby isn't here," she said with false innocence, "I might need a helpful stranger to help me apply some oil to all the... hard-to-reach places."
...
Dan rushed over, weaving between deck chairs the best he could, doing his best not to trip or spill the drinks, but still desperate to reach his wife before the strange old man next to her could get her hands on her.


He made it just in time, right before the squat, ugly man was about to pour a stream of oil into his hand.
"Excuse me, sir," he said, panting, "What exactly do you think you're doing?"
The old man looked a little taken aback and disgruntled at Dan's sharp tone, hesitating in the act of oiling up his hands. He cast a glance over to Claire, who, to Dan's shock, actually backed up the creep who was trying to feel her up.
"This nice man agreed to help me apply some tanning oil," said Claire, reaching up and snapping her fingers demandingly. Dan put her drink into her hand without thinking as she continued, "So I would appreciate it if you didn't bite his head off."
Dan felt flummoxed and uncomfortable. The mocking eyes of all the horny men around the pool were on them. "But dear, don't you think it's a little inappropriate for..."
"No, I don't," said Claire, cutting him off. "I'm not sure why you have to make everything about your jealousy and insecurity, Dan. It's just a little tanning oil. Now stop insulting my new friend and go find yourself a chair."
Dan looked around, but the deck around the pool was just as packed as before. "But there aren't any chairs," he said sheepishly.
Claire sighed, "Well then, I suppose you'll have to head back to the room. Don't worry, Roy will keep me company."
Roy let out a dirty chuckle and winked at Dan, shrugging in a "well, what can you do?" gesture. "Hehe, don't worry, boss!" he said jovially, opening the squeeze top of the oil bottle once again. "You wife will be in gooood hands with me."
Dan stood by, feeling impotent and confused, as the ugly old man poured a warm stream of oil into one hand. God... he hoped the bulge forming in his pants wasn't noticeable. He knew that Claire was being unreasonable and treating him badly, but he never had been very good at standing up to her, and if he tried to put his foot down at this point, he had a feeling things would just get worse. He watched, tongue-tied and reluctantly aroused as the stranger rubbed his hands together and leaned forward to begin applying the oil.
"I actually agree with Danny Boy on this one," said a sharp, obnoxious voice from a few feet away. Dan looked up in shock to see Zane striding across the pool deck as if he owned the ship. He was wearing swimtrunks, his blubbery belly hanging over them and swaying with his walk. Leah waved to Dan with a smirk as she hung on his arm, wearing a red swimsuit that could have been the twin of Claire's. It left her bountiful ass exposed, along with the scandalous tattoos Zane had marked her with.
What the fuck is he doing here?
Since Zane had paid the bill for the cruise, he obviously knew the details of what ship they were taking. Buying a ticket to joining them would have been easy. But the question was... why he had bothered? Dan narrowed his eyes, the sudden appearance of his former friend spiking his adrenaline even worse than the threat of his wife being publicly felt up by a stranger. Is he here for one last chance to win the Bet? Or is Claire really in that video on his site, and he's here for some worse reason...? Dan's suspicion and twisted arousal spiralled so high he could barely breathe.
"I think that having strange old men rub oil all over your skin is a little..." he made a tilting motion with his hand, grimacing. "... I mean, there's no other word for it. Fucking slutty is what it is. If you want someone to help you slather oil on those perfect curves, you should really ask someone you know."
Roy looked up at him in consternation, then over to Claire's curvy, nearly-nude form, clearly reluctant to let her prize get away. "I don't know who you friggin' are, bud," he said with an oily smile, "But the lady said that..."
"Fuck off," said Zane in a cheerful, confident voice. "The lady's taken."
For a second, a spark of competitive masculinity crackled between the two men's gazes... Then Roy looked away, muttering under his breath. It seemed like Roy had no stomach for an actual fight... which made it all the more humiliating that the old man had had no problem dismissing Dan as a threat.
"Bye, Roy," said Claire with a smirk, waving as he got up with a look of sullen disappointment. "Cheer up... I'm sure someone on the cruise who isn't taken will be happy to... play with you."
Roy didn't even bother to say anything back, just turning with a sour grunt and trudging off down the deck. Dan stared after his hunched, retreating shoulders with a frown. The old man had defied him, but folded almost instantly when Zane pushed back. Was it really that obvious that Dan was no threat?
"Anyway," said Zane with a wide grin, plopping down on the deck chair and angling his legs so Leah could sit on the footrest, "Fancy meeting you two here! Great minds really do think alike!"
Dan had to stop himself from bitterly reminding Zane that he knew Dan and Claire would be on this cruise. As far as Claire knew, Dan had bought the cruise tickets himself, and he didn't want to dispel that notion. He looked over to his wife, keen on gauging her reaction to Zane's arrival. For most of the time she had been working with Zane as his interior designer, she had absolutely hated him. The one time they had all been together in the spa and Zane had dropped by just like he was doing now, Claire had practically bit his head off.
But now she just stared at the pudgy little man with a faint smile, her expression unreadable behind her dark glasses. "I'm not sure why you boys are getting all up in arms over a little tanning oil," she said dryly, with just a quirk of a tease in her voice.
"Then you don't know what a body like yours does to men," said Zane with a snort. To Dan's speechless horror, he plucked the bottle of oil up off the ground from where Roy had left it and promptly oiled up his own hands, taking up where the stranger had left off. "Here, if it's not a big deal, I can just take care of it quick."
Alarm bells began ringing harshly in Dan's mind. The Claire he knew would be snapping at Zane at this point, questioning why he was here, and demanding that he leave them alone. Dan's mind flashed back to the mysterious porn video that was set to be revealed tonight. If Claire was acting so comfortable with Zane's presence now... was that because there was something between them? Something felt seriously wrong here, but he couldn't identify any particular smoking gun either... and he badly wanted there to be nothing to worry about. So instead of leaping to any rash conclusions, he decided to wait and observe.
But he couldn't just let Zane oil up his barely clothed wife without protest.
"I... I think that I should be the one to take care of that, actually," said Dan with as much confidence as he could muster.
Both Claire and Zane turned to him, their smiles fading a little. Claire tsked and shook her head with an expression of impatience. "Dan, I don't have any idea why you are getting so upset about this! Like I told you before..."
"No, hold on now, Claire Bear," said Zane soothingly, regaining some of his good cheer. "I would feel a little possessive too if you were mine. Can't blame a man for getting a little... territorial. Here, tell you what buddy..." He held up the bottle of oil with a wide smile. "Let's divide and conquer, shall we? You start low, I'll start high."
Dan wasn't sure that he wanted to see Zane's hands on his wife at all, but at this point, Claire already felt like he was overreacting, and turning down a compromise would make him look even worse in her eyes. He took the offered bottle with roiling disquiet swirling through his chest and moved down to Claire's feet.
"So... don't play coy," said Claire to Zane, a smile curving up her lips. "What are you doing here exactly, interrupting Dan and my wedded bliss?"
Dan couldn't tear his eyes away as Zane confidently moved forward, his oily hands gliding without hesitation over Claire's shoulders and arms. Zane didn't seem to be stopping to savor the feel of Claire's smooth skin beneath his hands, even when he dipped beneath her collar bone and got perilously close to the tops of her barely-contained tits, which was a relief. But on the other hand, a suspicious, anxious voice inside Dan insisted that he saw a certain... familiarity in his touch.
"Oh, just a coincidence," said Zane lightly. Dan glared at him, but Zane took no notice. It wasn't possible that it was a coincidence. Zane was here on purpose... and he was also lying. "I'm here for a... professional celebration, I guess you could say."
"What, filming another scene with this shameless, married slut?" asked Claire acidly, waving toward Leah, who had been watching silently with vague amusement.
Leah chuckled and took a sip of Dan's drink that he had set down. "Oh, I am here for pleasure this time, not business," said the curvy blonde with a mysterious smile. "And don't you worry about Bill. He knows exactly what I'm up to and approves fully. It's a wife's duty to maintain her husband's trust, don't you think, Claire Bear?"
Dan glanced back and forth between his wife and Leah curiously. Now he was finally seeing the annoyance on his wife's face that he had expected ever since Zane showed up, and she seemed to be about to say something else when Zane cut in.
"I thought you were going to be helping me out with this, Danny Boy," he said jovially, moving lower to rub his oily hands over Claire's ribs. Dan was thankful to see that he had tactfully skipped over Claire's tits entirely... although oddly, part of him felt almost disappointed by the fact that Zane hadn't taken advantage. Dan shook himself and got to work, removing his wife's sandals and squirting a healthy amount of oil over her feet, beginning to rub it into her soles, embarrassed at being distracted for so long.
"Anyway," said Zane, turning back to Claire. "I actually have a big release for my website planned for tonight, so I decided to treat myself as a celebration. You ought to see my newest slut. She's going to be the most popular girl on the site, I guaren-fucking-tee it."
Dan glanced sharply at his wife, reading her reaction. She smirked and rolled her eyes. "What the fuck, Z... I don't want to hear about your porn website. I'm on vacation right now."
That was a good sign... wasn't it? Zane was telling her about the new porn star like she was hearing about it for the first time, and she was reacting negatively. Or could they be playing a game with him? Wouldn't Claire's reaction normally be even angrier and more disgusted? Dan didn't know anymore. He was so frazzled and anxious and horny it was hard to think.
Especially as Zane's hands moved lower. Dan watched with his pulse thumping in his ears as Zane's hands glided over his wife's toned tummy, making her squirm and giggle a little at the ticklish sensation. "Oh, my mistake then," said Zane lightly. "I wouldn't want to make you uncomfortable, now would I?" Dan started rubbing the oil between his wife's toes, and the perverse contrast wasn't lost on him. He was rubbing Claire's feet while Zane's hands were all over some much more intimate parts of Claire's luscious body. Zane was sitting at his ease while Dan knelt on the hard ground. Zane held Claire's undivided attention while Dan was left ignored.
It should have infuriated him, but instead it only made his cock throb harder.
"Good. You're much more charming when you behave," said Claire with a raised eyebrow as Zane's fingers squished into her wide hips, slipping beneath the thin trings holding up her bikini at moments, spreading the thick, shiny oil over every inch of her glowing skin. "If you're willing to play nice, maybe you and your pet wife should come eat dinner with us."
Dan knew that Claire had softened on Zane at least a little based on the fact that she hadn't instant told him to fuck off, but this was frankly shocking. She wants to eat dinner? With Zane? On purpose?
"That sounds great, Claire Bear," said Zane with a toothy smile, his hands beginning to glide down her silky thighs. "We can really catch up. It's been forever since I just shot the shit with your husband. I was beginning to think we weren't friends anymore or something!"
Claire chuckled and spread her thighs a little, granting Zane access to rub the shining oil all over their tender inner flesh. "Oh come now, Z. Our family just can't get enough of you. We'd be delighted to entertain you tonight. Isn't that right, dear?" Dan heard the words, but didn't quite register them. He couldn't stop staring at the way Zane's hands were moving. He couldn't stop thinking back to the way Zane had gripped and manhandled and fucked the mystery woman in the video. His gliding hands seemed to show the same confidence now on his wife's thick thighs. This was feeling more and more wrong by the moment. Wouldn't a real man object at this point? Wouldn't a husband normally get upset to see another man, who he knew had been pursuing his wife, touch her inner thighs like this? One thing was for sure... a normal man wouldn't have a pulsing, rock-hard erection in this circumstance. But Dan felt trapped in a twisted vortex of lust, suspicion, and desperate, unrealistic hope. He wanted someone to tell him this was just a nightmare. That he was being silly. That there was no way his wife had fallen for Zane...
Claire's feet flexed in his hands. "Hello? Are you listening to me, Dan?" she said with exasperation. "I said that Zane will be eating dinner with us. You have no problem with that, right?"
Dan tried to screw up his courage and put his foot down. But staring into his wife's face while on his knees, submissively rubbing his feet... somehow he couldn't do it. He lost his nerve instantly, looking down to the slim, feminine feet in his hands and murmuring, "I... Sure babe. If that's what you want."
Zane made his excuses and sauntered away with Leah on his arm a few minutes later. Dan had been so distracted that Zane had done almost all the work of rubbing oil into his wife while leaving only the feet to him.
He was hoping that Zane's leaving would finally give him a chance to connect with Claire, but when Zane left, she was finished with her drink and demanded that Dan go fetch her another one. By the time he returned, Claire was deep in conversation with the lifeguard, and someone had taken the open chair next to her. Dan had no choice but to hover nearby awkwardly as his wife chatted up one man, then another, seeming to preen beneath their wandering eyes.
He could only hope her strange mood would pass and she would warm up to him a little... or at least cool down toward the other men on the cruise. Especially before their planned dinner with Zane...
...
The main dining room of the ship didn't quite match the luxury of a high-class restaurant, especially with some of the cruise guests wandering in wearing cargo shorts and Hawaiian shirts, but it played the part admirably, with crisp linen tablecloths, hardwood floors, and a breathtaking view of the sunset through the large windows.
Claire looked breathtaking and deliciously slutty in the same tiny pink dress that Zane had tricked her into a few weeks before. And just like she had described to Zane about that day at the restaurant, she was drawing the attention of nearly every man in the room, and some of the women. Her skin had a warm, healthy glow from her oily tanning session that made her deep, bountiful cleavage that much more mouthwatering. Leah had pulled out the stops as well, wearing a tight forest green gown that would have looked at home at any classy event while also showing off her curves to devastating effect. She wasn't turning many heads at the same table as a juicy slut like Claire nearly spilling out of her hot pink dress, but she was still a feast for the eyes.
Even Zane had made an effort, in a dinner jacket well-cut for his awkward size and a bowtie. Dan was the clear odd man out. Claire had deliberately "forgot" to mention to him that there would be any call for fancy clothes on the cruise, and he looked seriously underdressed in a polo and jeans.
Zane was in a relaxed and focused mood, lounging back in his chair with his arm slung over Leah's shoulders. He took a deep sip of the ship's most expensive wine as he surveyed the doomed couple across from him, satisfaction rolling through him. This whole evening was really more of a victory lap than any sort of challenge. Dan wasn't an obstacle. He never had been. The man was a cuckold waiting to happen, saved only by the fact that his wife was a tough nut to crack.
Claire had been one of the most fascinating and erotic conquests of his career. He couldn't help by admire her now as she sat across the table, publicly playing the part of good little wife for the last time. The dress that Zane had bought her hugged her sinfully... but he thought it would look even better crumpled on the floor of the master suite that Zane planned to steal from Dan. She winked at him subtly, her green eyes sizzling with banked heat, and reached over to take her husband's hand in hers.
Dan looked so absurdly grateful for the unexpected act of affection that, for a split second, Zane almost felt bad for him. But he chased that feeling away as soon as it arrived. Dan deserved every bit of what was coming to him for assuming that Zane was less than him... for being a fake friend willing to end a relationship longer than his marriage just because he wasn't able to stand up to his wife. Weak men like that disgusted Zane. And tonight he was going to show Dan exactly how weak he really was.
"Well, look at us," said Zane with his best warm, chummy tone, "two couples out on the town. I never thought we would get to go on a double date like this."
"Especially since you two aren't actually a couple," said Claire dryly, taking a sip of her wine and smirking across the table at Leah. "Just a pornstar and a hopeless married slut."
Leah laughed, swirling the wine in her glass and snuggling up against Zane's torso. "Oh, I wouldn't judge too harshly, dear. I'm not the first lady Zane has charmed. Nor the last."
Zane enjoyed the double entendres, but he could see that the suspicion was peaking on Dan's face right now, and this was a delicate art... keeping Dan on the edge of certainty for just long enough until they made the reveal. Now was the time to change the subject.
"Well, let's put that little disagreement aside, ladies. No reason to spoil the evening," said Zane placidly, grinning across the table at Dan. "How's work going, buddy? As the only one at the table with a regular 9-to-5, it must have been hard to get off for this little adventure."
Dan shrugged his shoulders and clutched his wife's hand tightly. "Not too bad," he muttered, his thoughts clearly occupied with Zane and Leah's profession as he glanced furtively across the table at Zane's sexy blonde companion. "I don't take PTO very often, so they didn't give me a hard time."
Zane's hand rubbed up and down Leah's shoulder as he glanced over at her as well. She was drifting away from him. He could feel it. It happened with a lot of women when they realized that his attention was being pulled elsewhere. Most women loved being the center of his attention, but weren't so keen on playing second fiddle. He would let her go, if that was what she wanted. He prided himself on maintaining a good relationship with his former conquests whenever possible.
"Speaking of work," said Leah warmly, her eyes twinkling with a little of the old fire as she glanced over at Zane, "Did you ever get a look at your wife's wonderful bedroom that she completed for Zane, Dan? I hadn't had a chance to see her work before that, but I must say I was impressed."
Dan looked over at his wife curiously. "Actually... I never did see the finished product," he admitted, with a twist of curiosity in his voice. "I mean... maybe a few sketches here or there, but I didn't see how it fit together."


"Describe it to him," said Zane in a low commanding voice to Claire. "I don't have any pictures with me to show him, so you'll have to paint a picture with your words." She stared at him across the table with a tiny smile touching her lips, clearly reveling in this chance to emasculate her husband right in front of his nose.
"A room to match the man," said Claire in a sultry tone. Zane stiffened and had to carefully control his face as he felt her shoe press up against the surface of his crotch beneath the table. "Dangerous. Confident. Masculine. Sexual... both on the surface and in ways you might never expect. A complex design capturing a complex man." Her foot pressed a little harder as she simultaneously rubbed a thumb over the back of her husband's hand. "Is that a clear enough picture for you, Z?"
"Sexual?" said Dan with faint alarm, squirming in his chair a little, red-faced. Claire rolled her eyes and unclasped her hand from his to pat his cheek, all the while teasingly rubbing her foot up and down Zane's crotch beneath the table. "Relax, honey," she said calmly. "I need to match my client's vibe in order to deliver the perfect design. I think you can agree that sexuality is a huge part of who Zane is. He's a fucking porn star for God's sake!"
Zane chuckled, partially because Claire's flippant comment called for it, and partially at the delicious irony as Dan's expression faded from open alarm back to guarded suspicion. Any other man would be absolutely certain at this point, and confront his wife and Zane over their obvious affair. It wasn't that Dan was stupid... he was just too weak. Confronting his wife and her confident lover would require inner strength that Dan simply didn't possess. Zane's cock was at full mast now, throbbing beneath the pressure of Claire's shoe.
"Well..." said Dan, clearly interested in changing the subject from this uncomfortable topic, "how is your business going lately, Zane? You said you have a big release coming up tonight? That's exciting."
Zane raised an eyebrow. This was a lot more daring than he suspected Dan to be comfortable with. Of course, Dan was aware on some level what the reveal would be... nevertheless, he was clearly fooling himself into believing he must be wrong.
"Oh, honey," said Claire with a roll of her eyes, "I think your friend's job is a little too..." she ground the sole of her shoe hard against Zane's throbbing crotch "...filthy for polite conversation."
"I don't mind at all," said Zane expansively, leaning back in her chair and thrusting his crotch forward subtly. He was going to have to teach Claire a lesson later for this tortuous under-the-table tease... but he knew he would get the opportunity. "Everybody gets curious about it. I've had this conversation dozens of times. To answer simply, business is booming, Danny Boy. I know how to find hot women and make them mine. The strokers who log in just eat it up. Have you ever watched my content?"
Zane knew he had... Claire knew he had... even Leah was well aware. But Dan still blushed heavily and stammered, "Oh! W-well, I don't know. I might have c-caught a little bit of a video or two."
"Then you know the format," continued Zane, staring deep into his former friend's eyes, happy to have the chance to twist the knife. "I take innocent women. Women who would never look at me twice. Who think I'm beneath them. Then I make them desperate for my cock. And you know why it's so easy, Dan?"
Dan gulped heavily and pulled his wife's hand into his grasp once again as if searching for strength. He wouldn't find it from Claire, who was staring at Zane, her eyes hazy with lust as she teased his cock beneath the table. She was on Zane's side now. She had been for a while.
"Why?" said Dan in a quiet voice shot through with dread.
Zane reached down and stealthily grabbed Claire by the ankle, taking control as he ground himself against her even more heavily. "Because all women are sluts, Dan. At least... they are for me."
Dan went red in the face, and Zane could see him warring with himself, trying to work up the nerve to throw the example of his wife back in Zane's face, just like he did at that fateful lunch several months ago. But things were different now... Dan, once so positive that his wife would never submit to a filthy, ugly little toad like Zane, wasn't certain at all anymore. He had no confidence left that his wife wasn't a slut, although his self-delusion still didn't allow him to recognise the truth.
Dan looked over at his wife with something like desperation in his eyes. He knew very well that once upon a time, Claire was the sort of woman who would be furious to hear Zane's insulting assessment. But Claire did nothing to ease his mind here. She controlled her expression well as Zane slipped off her high-heeled shoe and ground his throbbing erection against her stockinged foot, but a faint blush colored her face as she calmly said, "My, my... that's quite a sweeping assessment, Mr. Kruger. Surely there has to be some exception. At least one woman must have gotten away."
"None of them," said Zane with grim satisfaction, reaching down to covertly unzip his fly, pulling out his hard cock to rub directly against her stockinged foot, smearing his precum against it. "Every single woman I ever pursued became a slut for me in the end."
Zane could see that Dan was just bursting to say something. He looked indignant and confused. After all, Zane had told him he won the bet. That was the only reason he was here on his long-delayed honeymoon. But there was no lie here, and even if he was confused now, Dan would see the truth all too clearly by the end of the night.
"Well... that must make things easy for you," said Claire tartly, taking a sip of her wine to cover up her deepening blush and hitching breath. "All you do is choose the hottest women you can find, mess with their minds until they are hopelessly horny, then fuck them on camera. Must be easy when you have a magic cock."
"Hardly magical," said Leah with a smoky chuckle. She reached over and began rubbing her hand all over Zane's cock and Claire's foot, completing the secret threesome while the clueless cuck stared at the three participants obliviously. "It's just that a man with enough confidence and... animal magnetism is hard to resist."
"Besides, there's quite a bit more artistry to the job that you're suggesting," said Zane pointedly. "In fact, I think that our jobs are a lot more similar than you think, Claire Bear."
That shook Claire out of her lustful haze a little. So much so that she withdrew her foot from Zane's crotch, giving him a skeptical glance. "Well... let's not go crazy, Z."
"Yeah," said Dan, looking thankful to have something he agreed with Claire about. "I really don't see the connection between interior design and something like porn."
Zane took a deep breath, steadying himself and controlling the annoyance boiling up inside him. Dan looking down on him was what got the pathetic cuck into this situation in the first place. And, despite the fact that he had conquered her sexually, Claire still somehow saw him as beneath her. Leah's hand curled around his cock beneath the shrouding tablecloth as though trying to soothe him. But he didn't need to be soothed. He needed to finally make this couple understand that they were no better than him.
"In your profession," said Zane calmly, staring deeply into Claire's fiery green eyes, "you need to read people. Understand them on a deep level. I do the same thing in my seductions. And after that, it's all visual presentation. I need to dress up my little slut and fuck them in ways I know my audience will love. Just like you designing the most aesthetically pleasing room you possibly can. You and I have the same skillset, Claire Bear. I don't know why you can't see it."
Claire just raised an eyebrow and took a sip of wine, looking a little uncomfortable rather than mischievous for the first time since they sat down for dinner. She was still uncomfortable with the idea of porn, despite being talked into her big debut tonight. She didn't see herself as a porn star... she just thought that this was too good an opportunity to pass up to burn her husband. She had even twisted Zane's arm into using a fake name, despite her face reveal, a deal that he had never offered any other woman.
But all of this half-hearted secrecy was going to change. Zane didn't want Claire as his part-time secret fuck buddy. She was going to be his public, slutty porn star partner if it was the last thing he did. And if that meant that her interior design business fell by the wayside, that wasn't the end of the world. With Claire's sinful body and their sizzling sexual chemistry, Zane was pretty sure that Claire could earn more as a porn star than she ever had working on the rooms of entitled rich people. She would probably find it more fulfilling too... Claire had been developing quite a taste for being the center of attention with Zane's help, and there was no outlet for exhibitionism quite as strong as posting videos of yourself fucking on the internet.
Dan was looking ill at ease, and Zane could hardly blame him. There was tension between Claire and Zane in this moment, but it was so obviously sexual tension that Zane thought even a delusional cuck like Dan would pick up on it. "I'm going to hit the bathroom," said Dan suddenly, pushing away from the table with a lurch. The coward's way out, as usual. Zane really couldn't see what Claire had ever seen in the little weasel.
"See you soon," said Claire, breaking her challenging eye contact with Zane to give her husband a little smirk. "Wouldn't want to order dessert without you, hubby."
Dan scurried away, and when he was out of sight, Claire looked around furtively, then slipped beneath the table, hidden quickly by the low tablecloth. Zane chuckled. "Couldn't wait for even a minute more, could you, you little slut?" he asked in a growling voice. "Well then... looks like you're getting some dessert without your husband after all. Get over here."
"Shut up," said Claire irritably. "I'm trying to get back the shoe you took off in the middle of the fucking meal before Dan realizes it's gone. I thought you wanted to keep this a secret until after dinner!"
"I'm not the one who decided to play footsie under the table! I'm hard and ready to go here. Come on. Just a little suck while your dumb cuck is in the bathroom. It'll be hot."
Claire's flushed face appeared, flipping up the tablecloth, eyes already locked onto Zane's stiff cock. Leah chuckled and rolled her eyes, withdrawing her hand so that Claire could perform her slutty service, and Claire shot her a withering look. But the embarrassing circumstance wasn't enough to dissuade Claire. Despite her protests, Zane knew that nothing would turn her on more than secretly sucking his dick while the other diners continued to chat and eat around them, acting like the whore she had become rather than the classy lady she had once imagined herself to be.
Zane felt a thrill of dominant lust as Claire seized his thick cock in her hand, running her tongue up the underside slowly, her fierce green eyes locking onto his, burning with shame and lust. She was all his now. His little tamed tiger. He didn't think he had ever felt this turned on by one of his conquests before. "Did you enjoy acting like a slut in front of your oblivious husband?" he asked with a cocky grin.
Claire responded by extending her slim middle finger on the hand still gripping the base of his cock while she kissed its swollen head. "Yeah... I even sucked off the bellboy while he was in the bathroom cleaning up the mess I made him shoot in his pants. Jealous?"
The question sounded flippant, but Zane could hear the genuine curiosity in its tone. Claire loved being a slut... but she loved being his more. It could be concerning to his women at first that Zane liked to share them. At least before he framed it properly for them.
"No," said Zane confidently. "Not jealous at all. Because I know you did it for me... and I know that it's my cock you're actually drooling for. I love it when your slutty for me. I love it when you give all the other guys stiff pricks. I even love it when you take care of those stiff pricks for them, as long as you have my permission. Because I know that they could never actually own you like I do. That's what separates me from your cuck husband."
Claire's blush only deepened, and to keep her from running her smart mouth any longer, Zane reached down and pulled her head closer, pressing his cock up against her soft lips. She bent to his silent demand, opening up and accepting his cock into her warm, wet mouth, submissively swirling her tongue around his cock and letting out a low hum of satisfaction. Despite how much it turned her on, submission didn't come naturally to his latest conquest. Zane had a feeling that it was always going to be a battle with her... but it was a battle that he would always win. And her resistance was what made Claire so fun.
"It's not fair, Master," said Leah with a sultry pout. "I want to have fun too, you know."
"Who's stopping you?" said Zane with a chuckle. "More than enough room down here for one more.
Unlike Claire, Leah didn't even make a show of reluctance. She slipped beneath the table with eager speed, and soon both women were sucking and slurping contentedly, Claire engulfing his shaft with her tight, wet throat while Leah licked and kissed every inch of his balls. Zane had experienced more sexual delights than the average man, but nothing quite compared to the feeling of two eager married sluts worshipping him on their knees. He took a sip of his wine and savored the moment. And the best part was that it wouldn't even be the most satisfying thing that he did today!
He looked up to see Dan approaching once again. Apparently not a particularly long bathroom break... if fact, if Zane had to guess, he would say that his former friend probably just stepped away to check his phone. The countdown timer to the big reveal was likely almost over, considering the long, leisurely meal they just had. Zane considered warning Claire and Leah, but it was too late now anyway.
It made more sense for them to just stay where they were and continue while he had a one-on-one talk with Dan.
...
Dan felt his stomach roiling and his blood surging through his veins as he sat in the bathroom stall, frantically opening his phone.
Fuck.
He had misjudged the time slightly. There were still fifteen minutes left on the countdown clock, which meant that waiting to watch the debut right now was out of the question. There was no way he could spend that long in the bathroom without comment.
The whole conversation over dinner had him at the end of his rope. There had been a strange, simmering chemistry between Claire and Zane that was difficult to deny. They had been practically eye-fucking each other across the table. Dan closed his eyes and leaned back against the cool tile of the bathroom, breathing heavily and willing his erection to go down. He found his thoughts running in circles.
It's impossible. Zane said he lost the bet. It's impossible, Claire is too strong to submit to a creep like him. It's impossible. Zane said he lost the bet. It's impossible...
His mind flashed with images of Claire and Zane making electric eye contact across the table... of the mysterious, blurred-faced woman in the video getting fucked in the ass by a grinning Zane. The woman who part of him whispered was definitely his wife. The video loomed large in his mind. It seemed all-important. The one thing that could prove things either way. He knew intellectually that he could just confront Claire and figure things out... but instead, he was fixated on the idea that the video would tell him everything. That he was being silly, and if he just waited a few more minutes, the video would prove that. He would watch the video, and some other woman's face would be revealed, and he would feel a little silly. He would find out what was upsetting Claire and causing her to be so distant. They would patch things up. Everything would be right again, and he wouldn't have to fuck things up by accusing her of doing something she didn't do.
He had to believe that. He had to. But he couldn't stay in the bathroom any longer. He had to go back to the table for fifteen minutes at least.
When Dan emerged from the bathroom, Zane was alone at the table. Dan felt a wash of faint relief. At least for a couple of minutes, he wouldn't have to observe the sickening chemistry between his wife and another man.
Zane raised a glass to him as Dan approached, and Dan had the sudden, strong thought that he wished he had never gone to that fucking lunch with Zane on that to begin with. If he remembered correctly, he had considered blowing it off entirely. Claire had asked him to end the friendship with Zane, but he hadn't met with his old friend recently anyway. It had probably been a friendship that was on its way toward petering out. But Dan had gone because he was worried Claire would find out he had blown it off and get mad.
It could turn out to be the biggest mistake he had ever made.
"Have a seat, buddy," said Zane, gesturing toward the empty chairs at the other end of the table. "It's been too long since we talked, you and I."
Dan sank into his seat, his eyes narrowing at Zane suspiciously. The squat, ugly man seemed distracted somehow... or maybe uncomfortable. It was hard to tell what exactly was up with Zane. "Where's my wife?" Dan asked nervously.
"She's busy. She and Lizzie went off to do some girl stuff," said Zane, airlily. "You just missed them. How has the cruise been going for you so far, pal?"
Dan stared daggers at Zane. Now that Claire wasn't here, there was no reason to beat around the bush. "What are you doing here?" he asked sharply. "And don't give me all of that 'coincidence' bullshit. You knew exactly where we would be right now."
Zane bit his lip with a strange expression of discomfort, shifting in his chair for a second and clearing his throat before his eyes sharpened again and he fixed Dan with a piercing glare. "Why don't you ask what you're really wondering, Dan?" he demanded with an evil grin.
Dan felt his insides roil with powerful anxiety, mixed with the volatile, humiliating lust he had grown used to since this whole awful affair had started. It was easy to recognise the taunt... but Dan still found himself unable to respond. Unable to put his fears into words. He had made his choice. He was going to find out the truth by watching the reveal. Anything else felt too raw and confronting. He broke eye contact with Zane, looking down at his hands on the tablecloth and asking, "When do you think Claire will be back? I was thinking we might call it a night." His phone felt like it was burning a hole in his pocket as the timer counted down to zero, drawing closer tp his date with destiny.
"Hard to say," said Zane with a dirty chuckle. "You never know. Maybe she and Leah are having a great time somewhere. Could be a while."
Dan could feel his leg start to bounce from anxiety. He couldn't wait too long. He needed to see the video as soon as it released. It had become an obsession, a burning need that he had to satisfy. Wild, uncomfortable lust was rioting through him now, making him jittery and flushed.
Zane seemed to sense his discomfort. A slimy sneer crossed his face. "Got somewhere to be, Danny Boy?" he asked in a taunting drawl. "Well, I'm afraid even when she comes back we might not be done for a while. We still have to have dessert... and then maybe after dinner drinks... Could turn into a long night."
Dan shook his head. He couldn't wait that long. And even though he might be able to check the video in the bathroom in a few minutes, he was realizing now that what he really needed was catharsis from the corrosive, gnawing arousal inside him. It was going to feel so fucking good to cum to the face of the anonymous woman in that video, washing all of this anxiety away. He needed more than just seeing the video. He needed to jerk off... which, come to think of it, might be hard if he went back to the room with his wife.


As if reading his mind, Zane said conspiratorially, "If you need to step away, buddy, just fucking go for it. I'll cover for you!"
Dan bit his lip, his mouth dry and his palms sweaty. It was a stupid idea. He recognised that, at least on some level. If he really suspected that his wife might be fucking Zane, it made no sense to leave them alone together. But in Dan's fevered mind, the situation felt like Schrödinger's box. Either Zane and Claire were fucking and staying here didn't matter, or they weren't and it was all a misunderstanding. There was no in between. The video would collapse this whole nightmare into one of the two possibilities. He needed to see it. Now.
Dan stood on shaky legs, feeling light-headed. "I..." he licked his lips. "Tell Claire I'll be right back." Then he turned and made his way out of the restaurant, his anticipation nearly killing him. On the way out, he checked his phone. Less than five minutes to go.
...
Zane flipped up the tablecloth to reveal the flushed panting faces of his two eager sluts, their tongues extended to twine around his stiff cock. They had been sucking and slurping on him so enthusiastically during the conversation that Dan probably would have heard it if he hadn't been distracted by his own fretting and whining.
"Come on, ladies," Zane said eagerly, rubbing his hands together. "That's enough of a warm-up. It's showtime. Leah, go after him. Steer him to the other room. Claire Bear and I are going to need the master suite for ourselves." Leah sighed but nodded. She had always been a little wishy-washy when it came to crushing Dan, but she would do as she was told here. It was too late to save him anyway.
"And as for you, Claire," said Zane, reaching down to cup her cheek. "It's time for you and I to have some fun."
Claire gave his cock one last adoring kiss, then tucked it back into his pants. The wicked smile that split Claire's face was everything that Zane had ever dreamed.
...
Dan was halfway toward his room when he was stopped in his tracks by a voice calling out after him.
"Where are you headed off to in such a hurry?"
Dan recognised the sultry purr instantly, and he knew before he whirled around that he would see Leah standing there, lovely in her deep green dress, her plump lips curved upward into a teasing smile.
Dan felt a spasm of disappointment. His phone was practically burning a hole in his pocket, seeming to pulse with heavy, leaden heat against his leg. The last thing he wanted was a distraction right now, but he couldn't think of any way to get rid of Leah without giving his perverse intentions away.
"Just... getting some air," he said with a tight smile, fighting hard to keep his frustration from edging into his voice.
Leah only chuckled, swaying closer on the tall wedge heels she was dressed in, her sinuous movements emphasizing her dramatic curves. "The countdown is almost over, isn't it, Danny Boy? You can be honest with me. I know how much you've been obsessing over that video, remember?"
Dan shook his head, but Leah had him dead to rights. He had already spilled his anxieties and fears to her. There was little use in trying to hide.
Leah unexpectedly reached down and took his hand. "Come on," she said in a voice that was gentle despite the dark undercurrents swirling beneath it, "We can watch it together, and discover the truth. I might even be able to help you... enjoy the experience."
Dan wanted to deny her... but actually the idea sounded strangely pleasant. Leah had been there for him these past few weeks. Her presence would be a comfort... not to mention the fact that he was still carrying a torch for her after all this time, and an offer by a beautiful woman like her to watch porn with him was hard to pass up.
"But we can't do it in your room," said Leah decisively. "What if Claire hears you weren't feeling well and comes to check on you? I'm not sure she would understand if she saw us together."
Dan winced at the thought. Leah definitely had a point. "But then where should we go?" He asked numbly.
Leah was pulling him further now, down a corridor he hadn't been before. "I can take you to Zane's room," said Leah confidently. "He won't be back for a while."
...
Claire laughed breathlessly as Zane threw open the door to the honeymoon suite, whirling her around and kissing her deeply. Her blood sang with filthy, white-hot desire for him. His dominance, his confidence, the thick cock that felt so fucking good against her palm, between her lips, deep inside her tight, hot cunt. She needed him with an urgency that she had never experienced with another man, let alone her weak husband.
As Zane threw her to the bed and pinned her wrists down, kissing her with bruising force, Claire couldn't help but make the comparison with Dan, the man she had once thought she loved. She had felt angry and betrayed by the fact that he had ever made the bet in the first place... but if she was really honest with herself, that hadn't been the real reason she was willing to betray him... no, Dan was guilty of a much greater crime than making a foolish bet.
The truth was as clear as day to Claire as she squirmed and moaned beneath the man who had conquered her, fumbling with his fly to free his monstrous cock and stroke it needily in her hot little hands.
Dan's crime was that he just wasn't good enough. He deserved his treatment because he wasn't Zane. He had arrogantly tried to claim a woman that only a real man deserved, and now karma was humiliatingly putting him in his place. The thought was cruel and stark and darkly erotic, enflaming the hot, pulsing lust in Claire's loins as Zane ripped off the slutty pink dress he had once tricked her into but she now wore for him willingly, exposing the stiff nipples atop her heavy, heaving breasts.
Zane had opened Claire's eyes. She deserved a man who could dominate her, and a weak pussy like Dan deserved to watch every second of his defeat.
...
The room that Leah led Dan to was tiny and cramped, with barely enough room for two people to stand in with the twin bed. Compared to the massive honeymoon suite that he himself had booked, it was shockingly small and spartan. Dan was almost surprised that they sold rooms this dismal on a luxury cruise like this.
Even in the middle of his anxiety, he had to mutter under his breath, "This is the room that Zane chose?" In confusion.
Leah's only response was a mysterious chuckle, sitting back on the bed and patting the empty space beside her. "Oh, you don't need to worry about that, Danny Boy," she assured him. "Zane has thought this whole thing through, I promise you. Now... are we going to waste time comparing hotel rooms, or are you ready to jerk yourself silly to some porn?"
What she was saying seemed ominous, but Dan had no time to worry about that, because she had a point. As Dan pulled the phone from his pocket, he saw that the deadline had passed by two minutes. The video that might change everything was live on the site, waiting for him.
He collapsed on the bed next to Leah, wiping his sweaty palms on his jeans, taking deep, panicked breaths. He knew that this was the moment he had been waiting for, but now that it was here, he wasn't sure he was ready.
Leah nearly made him jump out of his skin as she reached over and ran her fingers teasingly over the throbbing bulge in his pants. "Come on now," she whispered, hot and close in his ear, "don't lose your nerve. You're so close to the answer you've been craving. Open the site, Danny Boy. I'll be here with you every step of the way."
She was right. Dan couldn't bear to look, but he couldn't bear not to look either. With one last sickening pulse of adrenaline, he unlocked his phone and refreshed the page. He had tunnel vision, his hands shaking as he read the banner at the top of the screen...
...
Claire was naked now, her dress crumpled in a sweaty heap on the floor along with Zane's clothes. She felt the thrilling, wild heat of his bulky body pressing down into her. Her stiff nipples pressed hard into his soft chest. His thick, throbbing cock nuzzled against her lower lips. But he was still teasing her now. Winding her up to greater heights of arousal before he filled her with the dick that she craved.
"He's probably watching right about now," said Zane gleefully, reaching down to slip a finger into her hot, juicy cunt. "Him and a couple thousand other pathetic perverts. They're all seeing how this pussy belongs to me now... watching how I own it."
"I d-don't want to talk about Dan right now..." whimpered Claire. Right now, in the heat of her humiliating submission to his former friend, the thought of her husband as a cuck was almost uncomfortably erotic, but tinged with creeping guilt as well, despite her new disdain for him.
"But I do," chuckled Zane. "You're stolen goods, Claire Bear. A fallen wife that I turned into slutty porn star with my cock." He began pulsing his middle finger in and out of her quivering pussy, deep and slow as he grabbed her hand and held it up, her wedding band glinting in the light. "This little ring is just as much a trophy of my sexual dominance as that pair of panties you donated to my bedroom. Aren't you happy everyone gets to see you submit?"
"Yesssss," hissed Claire in despairing pleasure, her whole body burning with humiliation and lust. "Yours, Z. I'm all yours now. I want everyone to fucking see. Especially him."
The idea made Claire's pussy clench hungrily, a whimper of submissive lust rising from her throat. In a lot of ways, Zane had already ruined her. Even if she had extracted a promise that he would use a fake name, her real face was now out there to see for all of his "strokers" as he called them. Along with a filthy, demeaning explanation of how she had fallen prey to Zane's sexual manipulation. Right now, hundreds of men were jerking off to her utter defeat... maybe even her husband. Would one of them recognise her in the street someday as the filthy porn star she had become? What if a client found out? The questions were terrifying, but also somehow erotic.
"Speaking of trophies, I think it's time we got this changed to real ink," said Zane with a chuckle, tracing the fading teddy bear tattoo on the outer swell of her breast and leaving a shining streak of her own lubrication. "Make my mark of ownership a little more permanent."
"Anything," said Claire fervently, her hips humping upward against him with horny urgency, desperate to feel his cock fill her. "Anything you want. Just fuck me. Please," she whimpered, staring into his eyes with a vulnerable neediness she had never felt vulnerable or submissive enough to ever show another man.
Zane positioned himself at her quivering entrance, the hot, bulbous head of his cock nuzzling against her sensitive, tender lips. Claire's body was flooded with overwhelming heat. Her beautiful thighs spread wide, welcoming the evil beast of a man who had won her body and soul.
"Can you imagine what that stupid cuck's face will look like when he sees the truth?" Asked Zane, his eyes glittering with dominant cruelty, just inches from hers.
Claire considered telling him not to talk about her husband again... but this time, instead, she fully accepted the awful, cruel feelings inside her heart. She imagined Dan's face, filled with pathetic sadness and shame. Imagined his stiff little cuckold prick dripping with embarrassing lust as he watched his wife stolen from him. And she let herself be set on fire by the evil, bullying glee she saw in Zane's eyes. It would be unimaginably cruel and wrong to get off on destroying the man she had once loved... but that was the point, wasn't it? Life wasn't fair. Zane was a better man and Dan was a pathetic weakling. She had been getting off on humiliating Dan all day, and there would be nothing more humiliating than looking in her husband's eyes and seeing his expression when she declared Zane the winner and Dan the loser.
"I won't have to imagine for much longer," she whispered back, her evil grin matching his. Then she leaned upward to kiss him, just as he slowly pushed inside her, filling her and making her feel the submissive bliss she craved.
...
Dan let out a huff of released tension. The banner on top of the site read "Meet our newest slut: Crystal!"
Crystal. Not Claire. A heavy weight that he hadn't even realized he had been carrying unwound inside him, leaving him feeling weak and drained.
"What's wrong?" asked Leah with a smirk. "Disappointed?"
Dan shook his head, although strangely, she wasn't entirely wrong. Part of him had been so certain that the woman in the video was Claire... and an even more shameful part of him had taken a sort of perverse thrill from that. Now all he was left with was the unpleasant task of finding out the real reason that Claire was distant from him.
"Hold on," said Leah, chuckling softly as her fingers reached up to grip the zip of his fly. "Is that it? Don't you want to read the training log? Zane did say that it was the hottest one that he had ever written, after all... It would be such a waste to just go back to dinner now when you have a pretty lady willing to jerk you off to your favorite website."
Dan almost refused. Contrary to his expectations, he no longer felt like he needed release anymore. His panic was subsiding, and he mostly just felt tired... But on the other hand, Leah had a point. When would he ever have the opportunity to get a handjob from her ever again, now that this whole messy thing was over? He nodded and turned back to his phone as Leah pulled his still-throbbing cock from the front of his pants and began twisting her fist around it in slow, teasing motions.
[Here it finally is, strokers,] read the lurid text, [The filthiest, most exciting conquest I've ever done. Some girls are easy, and some play hard to get... but Crystal was the white whale. A stone-cold bitch with a body built to get fucked but a mind built to tear men to shreds. But you know what they say, strokers. The bigger they are, the harder they fall, and this ice queen was a natural-born slut just waiting for a dominant dick to wake up her natural instincts. There was no obstacle that could stand in my way when it came to claiming that sweet, forbidden pussy. Not her distaste for me, not her dominant habits... and especially not her marriage to her pussy of a cuck husband.]
A little tension crept back in, worming its way through Dan's gut. Leah's hand moved slowly and steadily up and down his cock as she read over his shoulder, whispering softly in his ear, "Oh my... it seems like this particular lady was a tough nut to crack. A bitch with a weakling for a husband... it sort of reminds me of someone I know."
Dan was speechless, his tongue sticking to the roof of his mouth as he scrolled further down.
[The first challenge in turning this sharp-tongued girlboss into my personal cocksocket was even getting access to her in the first place. But that was no problem for a man of means like myself. She owns her own interior design business (for now at least... she'll be a full-time porn star for me in the end, boys). All I had to do was hire her to do a little job for me, and that gave me all the opportunity I needed.]
Dan closed his eyes tight, his anxiety and dark corrosive lust suddenly back in full force, twisting and burning inside him, making his cock throb wildly in Leah's merciless hand.
"Don't look away. You helped start this, Dan," said Leah in his ear, her voice soft and hot and mocking. "Now you have to see how it finishes. You need to see the awful, filthy, heartbreaking, mindblowingly erotic result that the weakest, most shameful part of you secretly wanted all along." Dan could feel her reaching over his shoulder, swiping her finger to scroll down the page while his pulse thundered in his ears and his carefully constructed delusions crumbled inside him.
"There," said Leah gently. "I pulled up the video you wanted to see so badly. The video that you've spurt to again and again since the censored version came out. All you need to do now is open your eyes and press play. It's time to get what you deserve."
...
Fuck it felt good to get fucked by a real man. Claire relished the feeling of being held down and pounded into the mattress by the thick, hard cock of a man who knew how to dominate her... who was strong enough to conquer even a woman as strong and dominant as her.
Her hips writhed upward into his, meeting him stroke for stroke, milking him hard with her pussy, just enjoying the feeling of their bodies merging. The sexual chemistry between them was electric... molten and bright-hot as magma. When Claire opened her mouth and let out a low, sultry moan, when she clawed desperately at Zane's flabby back, when she took his cock again and again, there was no acting or performance, just true, deep submission to a man she deemed worthy. When Zane silenced her by pressing his lips down into hers, for this one moment, there was no smug, snarky taunts or preening superiority... just the primal physical claiming of woman by man.
Too often in their videos, she and Zane were playing to the cameras or trying to prove something to each other. It felt good to just let go and connect with each other in this moment.
"Fuuuuck," groaned Zane above her, panting heavily as his body slid sweatily against hers. His thick cock impaling her and spreading her wide, claiming the deepest part of her. "I want... I want..."
"Anything," breathed Claire, leaning up to plant hot wet kisses on his neck and chest, delirious with pleasure. "I'll give you anything, Z. You want to take my ass? You want to make my husband watch as you stuff that big cock in my fat ass?"
"I want you to be mine for real," said Zane, shockingly freezing for a moment and staring down into Claire's eyes, his nostrils flaring and his expression dead serious. "I want you to be my full-time porn star slut. I want you to work for me."
Claire stared at him with her mouth open. Her heart racing. Her pussy pulsing with dark corrosive lust, snug around his cock. He had always beat around the bush before. Slyly suggesting that they would wait and see, and maybe do some other videos in the future. She had figured that he might try to turn her into a real porn star in the long run, but she had never expected such a direct and forceful appeal.
"Zane I don't know..." she said uncomfortably. She couldn't think clearly in this moment of sexual heat. Temptation and revulsion warred inside her.
"Don't decide now," said Zane in a rough voice dripping with desire. He began fucking her again, slow and deep, filling Claire's brain with a hot pink mist of pleasure. Just think about it.
Zane's voice was deep and soft, whispered right into her ear. "No more clients and deadlines and stress. No more worrying about keeping up appearances and worrying about if others respect you..." Claire let out a breathy moan, her whole world filled with the sensation of Zane's slowly pumping cock and the seductive words he was pumping into her ear. "All that you would need to do is look pretty and take your man's cock in every hole. My perfect slutty princess living a life of luxury without a worry in the world."
Claire squeezed her eyes shut and bit her lip as she pictured it, milking Zane's cock hard with her pussy. It would be the ultimate humiliation. The ultimate submission. To give up all of her own ambitions and become Zane's slutty eyecandy. Becoming a porn star, known only for getting fucked on camera. A complete inversion of everything that she once considered important. But Claire had become so addicted to submitting to Zane... so turned on by humiliation and exposure, that the idea was perversely attractive.
"Zane..." she moaned, her back arching upward and her round breast hitching with her gasping breaths, "Zane... I... I..."


Even she didn't know what answer would come out off her mouth. But Zane stopped her with a finger to her lips. "Not during sex. I don't want you to think I tricked you this time. When you submit for real, I want it to be real. We have other things to enjoy tonight. Just... think about it."
And Claire did. While Zane fucked her deep and slow, making her feel the thrill of physical submission with every fiber of her body. For now, they just enjoyed each other.
Before Dan arrived and they put on their biggest performance yet.
...
Dan tried to keep his eyes closed. To toss the phone away and avoid what he now knew was coming. But he knew that he couldn't do that. Just like he hadn't been able to refuse the perverse bet in the first place. Just like he hadn't been able to tell his wife that Zane was after her.
Maybe it was destiny. Maybe it was just weakness and self-sabotage from a cuckold humiliation fetish that had always lurked under the surface. Maybe it was just the irresistible combination of Leah's taunting voice and her hand smoothly stroking up and down his cock.
Whatever compelled him, Dan opened his eyes and pressed the play button hovering in the center of the screen.
His wife was the very first shot on the screen as the video faded up from blackness.
It's her it's her oh fuck oh God it's really her.
Dan's brain was frozen, overwhelmed by the sudden culmination of all of his worst, most erotic nightmares. But his cock responded immediately, twitching and pulsing to even greater stiffness in Leah's pumping fist, drooling out another flood of slick, hot precum at the soul-eviserating, distressingly erotic sight on his screen.
Claire was as lovely as the day Dan first met her. Or, a more direct comparison, as beautiful as the day of their wedding. He should have realized the first time he saw the video that the slutty parody of a wedding dress she wore in the video was based on the one she wore during their ceremony.
Maybe he had noticed. But his self-delusion hadn't let him see.
And, of course, Zane had taken that pure, loving memory and defiled it. Perverted it into just another mocking symbol of the marriage he had destroyed. Claire's face was unblurred now, but in a cruel joke, her breasts and the peeking shots of her panties were still hidden. The "Beta Edition" once again denied Dan a full, satisfying view of the slutty costume that Zane had gotten to enjoy.
"Here comes the bride," Zane said in a mocking drawl in the video. A line that Dan had heard over and over at this point. But it hit him even harder, filling him with humiliation and cuckold lust now that he knew this wasn't some hypothetical slut, but the woman he loved, degrading herself for a filthy pornstar. Participating in the mockery of their marriage with obvious enjoyment.
Dan was struggling to process the tide of emotions that washed over him as the video played on. All of the parts of the dirty conversation that had turned him on when they were just the abstract idea of a cuckold husband being humiliated now hit their target directly. Fuck... why the fuck does this feel good, he thought to himself desperately, his mind filled with scattered emotions.
"It's ok," whispered Leah gently in his ear, her pumping fist now making squelching noises from his free-flowing precum. "There's nothing wrong with a lesser man like you enjoying the beautiful, natural sight of a superior man claiming a superior woman. There's a reason that you enjoy it, Danny Boy. Because a part of you knows that you never deserved her. That this was always your place... to watch her surrender to a real man. Don't be ashamed... Oops, that's not quite right, is it? The shame of it is what makes it hot, isn't that right, cuckie? So do feel ashamed. But embrace that shame. Feel the submissive pleasure that comes with it."
Dan was so weak. So overwhelmed by his nightmare coming true, that he couldn't even resist anymore. He just stared at the screen, surrendering to the feelings of Leah's skillful hands as he watched his wife swear perverse vows of loyalty to another man's cock.
Then came the blowjob. Claire on her knees, worshipping the thick, veiny monster swinging between Zane's legs. It was much hotter than the version where her face had been blurred, for obvious reasons. Dan couldn't stop staring at the lips he had kissed so often as they sealed tight around another man's shaft. Normally, the Beta edition put a black bar over the eyes of the porn star performers. But this time, Zane had seen fit to leave Claire's face exposed completely.
Dan could see the submission in his wife's eyes. Claire. The fierce, intelligent woman who never bowed to anyone, knelt and worshipped Zane's cock. Seeing his Queen conquered was breathtakingly erotic. Mindnumbingly heartbreaking. And through it all, the relentless pleasure of Leah's teasing handjob, and her low, purring voice in his ear.
"She looks good with a cock in her mouth, doesn't she? But a lot different from the disinterested blowjobs she's given you before I'm sure," said Leah with a soft giggle. She held her palm flat against the head of his cock, grinding it down against him in tight, circular motions. "That's the sight of a woman who is truly thirsty for cock... and I think we both know Claire has never wanted you like she does Zane. It's different for him... he just has that effect on women."
Before Dan was mentally ready, the video was moving forward to sex. He knew every beat of the video by now. How Claire bucked and moaned. Begged for cock. Told Zane in a whimpering voice dripping with pleasure that he was better than her husband could ever be. He knew by heart the moment that Claire came with Zane's thick cock buried deep inside her. Something that she had sworn to him throughout their marriage was impossible: that she had only ever orgasmed from tongues or fingers.
Dan watched again with twisted, all-consuming arousal as the man he now recognised as his worst enemy took Claire in the ass, plundering something that Dan would have never thought his proud, intelligent wife would ever give to anyone. And all through every moment of the filthy pornographic video, Leah's hand was there, playing with his cock, making sure that this memory was forever tainted and mingled with sexual pleasure. Forging new links in his mind and making sure that the fetish she had encouraged took deep root.
"This was your fault, you know," hissed Leah into his ear, in a voice so rough and raw that Dan knew she was turned on as well. "It was your weakness that made this happen. You weren't strong enough to deny who you really are inside." They both watched the screen as Claire grunted and sweated, bouncing her thick, jiggly ass back into Zane's monstrous cock, clearly enjoying her first anal fuck as punishing spanks rained down on her.
"I asked you before, didn't I?" said Leah with a breathless giggle. "What kind of man accepts a bet with his wife's pussy on the line...? Well, let me be even more blunt than I was before, Dan."
Her lips were so close that they brushed against Dan's ear. Her fist pumped hard and fast, skillfully bringing Dan right to the brink of orgasm without letting him cross that threshold. "A cuck. That's who. A man who subconsciously wants another man to fuck his wife. You made this happen, Dan. It couldn't have happened without you."
Dan watched Zane cum inside his wife, filling her ass with thick, pearly sperm. He knew the final shot that was coming. It had practically burned itself into his memory, despite the censorship that spoiled it. He could feel his orgasm rushing forward now, and he knew that it would break him. But somehow, he had never wanted anything so badly before in his life.
He watched with horror and arousal as Zane reached down in the video, plucking the ring from his dazed, cumdrunk wife's finger. Leah's fist was a slick, tight hole, pulsing and rubbing every inch of his cock. Claire's thick ass was pointed up toward the camera, blurred by the frustrating censorship of the Beta Edition, but Dan could still see the thick cum dripping downward. He knew where the wedding band Zane had slipped on his beloved wife's finger was going.
But just as Zane laid the symbol of Dan and Claire's love over her blurred, cum-glazed asshole, and Dan felt himself right on the edge of orgasm, Leah pinched the base of his cock cruelly hard, cutting his pleasure short as the video ended and the screen faded to black.
Dan let out a choked sound of frustrated lust, eyes bugging out and hips bucking upward as his body did its best to chase the orgasm and catharsis it craved so very badly. But Leah was merciless, holding his cock in a cruelly tight grip until his imminent orgasm passed and Dan collapsed back onto the small bed.
"Why?" he asked her in a broken voice, unable to comprehend why she had denied him the satisfaction he needed.
"Because this isn't how you get to cum tonight," she said with an expression that was somehow half-pitying and half-mocking. Dan thought the anxiety and dread would have eased now that he had finally learned the truth, but they were stronger than ever, raging like a storm inside him.
"Tuck that little dick back in your pants and follow me," said Leah simply, standing from the bed. "Time to live the dream, cuck."
Dan wished he could say he lost his erection when he realized what she meant. But it was as hard as ever as he followed her reluctantly into the ship's corridor.
...
"I... I can't do it," said Dan. His voice sounded weak and pathetic even to his own ears, but he was beyond caring. The wild sounds of the fucking were loud enough to pierce straight through the door of the honeymoon suite. He could practically smell the sex... feel the heat of it rolling beneath the door.
"Don't lie, Dan," said Leah, cozying up to his side and reaching down to teasingly stroke her fingers over the bulge in the front of his pants once again. "I know that this turns you on. Every step of the way, you've whined and protested and sniveled. And every step you've followed along like a good boy in the end."
Dan turned to her with one last miserable scrap of pride burning in his heart. "But this is different," he insisted. "If I go in there, I'll be exactly what they say I am. I'll be giving up everything that makes me a man. I'll just be a... a..."
"A cuck," agreed Leah softly. A grimace quirked up the edge of her lips, and she looked reluctant for a moment. "You're right, Dan. We both know what will happen if you go in there. You'll do just what your wife says. And tonight, she plans to turn you into the worthless, humiliated cuck that you've always feared you are. And you'll deserve it, because you chose to submit just by walking in that door."
Dan frowned. Leah was silent for a solid minute, a conflicted look on her face, but he could sense that there was something else.
Finally, she turned to him and said, "You have a choice, Dan..."
"... You can walk into that room. You can submit to your total defeat. Become the pathetic cuckold jerkoff you were always meant to be and cum in your cuckold fist while watching Zane take your wife. I know enough now to know that you'll enjoy it. It's going to fucking ruin you, but it will also be the best orgasm in your life as you stare into the eyes of the woman you love and watch her cum on another man's cock. That's what Zane wants. It's what Claire wants. And I think part of you wants it too... But it isn't your only choice."
"You could leave with me. Right now. Stand up for yourself for once and refuse to follow the path Zane laid out for you. You would lose your wife, but you could at least console yourself with the fact that you didn't cum to your own emasculation. Tell you what: since I am such a softie, I'll even give you a pity fuck. You could end the night letting that big, cathartic load out into a wet pussy instead of your hand... if you're just man enough to seize the opportunity."
...
Author's Note:
Thank you all for reading along so far! For those of you who are unaware, The Bet was originally presented as a "choose your own adventure" style story, which allowed readers to vote for their preferred outcome at the end of every chapter. For posting on this site, I chose to edit out all of those decision points, and simply present what happened.
That won't quite work for the final chapter, because I wrote out both of the choices for the finale. One version of the final chapter sees Dan turn away and reject his ultimate humiliation. The other version sees him embrace his role as cuckold fully and wallow in complete humiliation.
I will be posting both of those version in quick succession soon, followed by the short epilogue chapter. I wanted to explain ahead of time so that you wouldn't see the next chapter and get confused!
Thanks for reading!
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David sighed and rubbed his hand wearily over his face. He felt drained. Completely empty. Worn out like an old sponge. He had experienced some of the most intense emotions of his life over the course of the past week, and now here was his sister, the woman he trusted most in the world, asking him to believe the stupidest fucking thing he had ever heard.
If she hadn't given him that disturbing demonstration of how this supposed oil affected Eliza, David wouldn't have even considered believing her.
Eliza... she was sitting there right now, an ice pack pressed to the back of her head, looking sheepish and wearing some of the sluttiest clothes David had ever seen a woman willingly put on her own body outside of a porno. Kim swore that his wife had been an innocent victim forced into betrayal by Gene. But even if that were true, emotionally, it wasn't that simple. It wasn't possible for David to forgive a woman at the drop of a hat after he'd seen... what he saw.
"Ok, fine," said David, holding up a hand. "I think I get the general outline of what's going on. Gene has the two of you addicted. So what are we supposed to do about it? Capture him and fucking milk him?"
Kim snorted and rolled her eyes. David loved the hell out of his sister, but she could be sort of a pain in the ass at times. "No. Wouldn't work. Eliza has to do what he says, remember?" Eliza looked miserable, staring down into her lap and blushing. She had been fairly quiet in all of this, apparently stewing in what David considered well-deserved shame.
"Ok, so let's quit the guessing game. Tell me your plan," said David impatiently. He was operating on about three hours of sleep and had been at the end of his rope before Kim had appeared with Eliza in her slutty outfit.
"Simple. We get more of the oil, and we get Eliza addicted to someone who will treat her right."
Eliza and David glanced at each other, just for a moment, sharing a moment of incredulity as husband and wife before they both looked away. "Wait... how do you know that will work?" asked Eliza, finally contributing to the conversation.
"I talked with Bitsy the other day. It worked for her," said Kim with a sharp grin.
David had no idea who Bitsy was, but that also didn't really matter in the broader scheme of things. He was disturbed by the implication that Eliza might get addicted to his cum... he had seen the depths that his wife was willing to sink to based on that addiction, and the idea that this sort of single-minded dependency might be turned on him was... a very peculiar thought, and one he didn't want to process right now.
"Even if it did work, how are we supposed to get our hands on this... magic oil?" asked David testily, unable to keep a twist of contempt out of his voice when mentioning the supposed substance.
A shadow of doubt clouded Kim's confident expression. "Well... I admit, that's the tricky part," she said reluctantly. "We know where masters get the oil, but not how exactly. I'm not sure they even know themselves. People seem to be chosen from their Kaos server almost at random. And that's not the only issue with the plan, if I'm being honest."
Kim pointed at Eliza with a rueful twist of her lips. "Unfortunately, we can't trust her. The second that Gene catches on to even a whiff that we might be plotting against him, all he has to do is ask Eliza to tell him the truth, and that's the ballgame."
David looked over into the beautiful blue eyes of the woman that he loved. The woman who had broken his trust so badly, he wasn't sure he would be able to love her again. And all he saw there was guilt and fear. Eliza agreed with Kim. She didn't know if she could trust herself.
"So what's the point of this then?" Asked David wearily. "You're saying that the second that Gene suspects something, we're fucked? Then why even start? That guy's a paranoid egomaniac. There is no possible way we can pull this off with him never suspecting a thing."
Kim crossed her arms, and a smug smile of confidence crossed her face. "Oh, I know he'll get suspicious. But the very fact that we know that can be used to our advantage. There's a way through this..."
She winced a little as she looked back and forth between David and Eliza.
"...but I'm not sure either of you is going to like it."
...
Eliza felt every last bump in the road through her aching nipples as they sped back to Gene's apartment. But the intermittent jolts of pain and the throbbing lump on the back of her head were a welcome distraction from the chaos running through her mind.
Meeting David again had been both heaven and hell. Just seeing his face was like a tall cool glass of water to a woman dying of thirst... but the hatred and heartbreak in his eyes was almost as painful as having lost him the first time. Even if Kim had somehow managed to convince him of the truth, fixing their broken bond wasn't going to be that simple. It wasn't clear if it could ever be repaired at all.
And that wasn't even to mention Kim's insane plan. Just the idea of it twisted her guts into knots of anxiety. Eliza had reawakened inside of her, and her determination to fight back against Gene's control was strong... but Lizzie lurked just under the surface, that slutty, submissive part of her didn't like the idea of betraying her master for a pathetic little pussy like David one bit.
How could they defeat Gene if David couldn't trust her? How could they have even a chance if she didn't trust herself? Kim seemed confident, but she'd always been a little impulsive. They'd need a miracle to somehow pull this off.
"Ok, so, if we're lucky, Daddy hasn't made it home yet," said Kim as they approached Gene's apartment building, using Gene's preferred honorific in her distraction. "Then we can just..." she trailed off with a frustrated click of her tongue as they rounded a corner and saw that Gene's shitty old car sat there parked in his usual space. "Ok, scrap that, I guess. We'll have to go with plan B."
She threw her own car into park and turned to Eliza, reaching over to grab her shoulder. "You ready? We can do this. Just follow my lead and remember what I told you."
Eliza sighed, shaking her head. "I... I don't know if I can, Kimmy. I'm... I don't think I'm as strong as you're assuming. I'm going to let you down. I can feel it coming."
"Hey." Kim reached out and cupped Eliza's face, turning it toward her. "Eliza, you're the one who taught me how to fight back against this prick. To make him think he's won and stab him in the back. And that's exactly how we are going to do this. I need your help. We can do this, Eliza. But only together."
Eliza looked into Kim's fierce green eyes, seeing the trust and confidence radiating within them. And somehow, she found the strength she needed to go on.
"Let's do this," she said in a voice resounding with more confidence than she felt.
Gene was waiting for them when they entered the apartment, sitting back in his chair with a face dark like a thundercloud, eyes narrowed with fury and suspicion.
"Well, well, well," he snarled, leaping up from the armchair and closing the distance toward them as his face flushed red. "My two little prodigal bunnies return. I don't remember sending you two out, Kimmy... and I know Lizzie wouldn't think to leave on her own. So where exactly were you two?"
It was just as they had feared. Gene was naturally paranoid and a controlling man. If their goal had been to operate secretly and have him be completely ignorant of their plans, that ship had already sailed.
"I got you a little surprise, Daddy," said Kim, cool as a cucumber despite Gene's angry accusations. "Show him, Lizzie."
Eliza bit her lip and lifted the bottom edge of her tube top, letting her firm pale tits bounce out into the dull light of Gene's apartment. Gene's face went from anger and suspicion to faintly pleased shock as he saw her nipples.
They were bright pink, swollen, and enflamed, throbbing painfully from the brand new metal studs that they had gotten at a hurried appointment after they left David behind at the house. A necessary cover story if they wanted to keep Gene's guard from being raised.
Eliza whimpered, and Gene reached out and palmed her sensitive breast, brushing a thumb over her sore, stiff nipple. He looked like he was deep in thought.
"I know you like it when Lizzie is nice and slutty for you," said Kim in a purring voice, reaching down to rub the front of Gene's pants enticingly. "Now the little bitch is going to be pressing those metal bolts against every top she wears, showing the world what she wears for you. Pretty hot, right, Daddy?"
"Hm." Grunted Gene. Eliza could see a bulge forming in his pants, and she thought that they almost had him...
Then he stared right into Lizzie's eyes with a piercing gaze. 'Is that right, Lizzie? Did you go out with your sister to get your nips pierced?"
Eliza felt a bead of sweat form on her forehead. "Y-yes, master."
"And is that all you did? Tell me the truth, Lizzie."
Eliza felt her guts twist in fear. Gene wasn't exactly a genius, but he could be surprisingly sharp in some cases, and reading people for weakness was a particular skill of his.
Now that he had ordered Eliza to tell the truth, she couldn't lie to him. It was a physical impossibility.
"We... We went to visit David," she admitted haltingly. Some of the suspicion flooded back to Gene's eyes, accompanied by smug triumph. "And you thought you could hide it from me," he said over his shoulder to Kim, half accusatory, half mocking.
Kim shrugged, still giving no indication of the emotions that were no doubt swirling beneath the surface. "Yeah, I was hoping to make it a surprise." She looked toward Eliza and nodded. "Go on, Lizzie. Tell Daddy what we discussed with your husband."
Eliza swallowed, took a breath, and stared into her master's eyes as she said,
"We tried to convince him to become a cuckold, master."
...
"I think you need to become a cuck, David. Or at least act like you've become one," said Kim grimly.
David stared at her for a moment as if he didn't even comprehend the words she was saying. Then his eyebrows creased. "No way. No fucking way, Kim. How the fuck could you even suggest that?"
"Listen to the plan before you get angry!" snapped Kim. "There are two very good reasons you need to let Gene think he's cucking you. First of all, because he wants it bad. He's obsessed with you acting like a weak pussy and getting off on him fucking Eliza while you watch. If we dangle that in front of him as a carrot, he'll be so eager that it will blind him to what's really going on. And secondly..."
Kim pointed toward Eliza. "This is how we're going to get around Gene's complete control of you. You need to be able to give Gene a 100% truthful story about what we were doing here today, if he asks. But do you need to tell him everything that happened? No. I don't think so. So tell David you think he should be Gene's cuck, Eliza."
Eliza had never thought about it that way. If Gene told her to only tell him the truth, she would have to answer honestly, but she wouldn't necessarily have to tell him everything... it was risky, but it could work.
But for it to ring true, she would have to be involved. And that meant doing something that would hurt David's feelings.
She bit her lip, then looked her husband in the eyes, butterflies of embarrassment filling her stomach.
"Honey... I think she's right. I think you should become Gene's cuck..."
...
It was clearly the last answer that Gene expected. His eyes darted back and forth between Eliza and Kim. "What? Really?"
"Of course," said Kim lightly, with a teasing smile drawing up the corner of her lips. "Lizzie can't lie to you if you tell her to be honest, remember, Daddy? I knew you wanted my pussy of a brother to become a pathetic cuck for you, so Lizzie and I went over to do a little groundwork."
Gene had been on the warpath a second ago, and it was obviously difficult for him to change trains of thought on a dime, but it was clear he was intrigued. It had been easy for Kim to tell the previous week that Gene wanted something more from David. And when it came to his desires, it was a struggle for Gene to hold himself back.
"Oh. So how did it go?" Gene asked cautiously, allowing himself to be drawn out of his suspicious rage.
"He's thiiiis close, Daddy," purred Kim, squeezing the growing bulge in the front of Gene's pants. "I'm positive that with juuuuust a little more pressure, he's going to be positively begging to watch you fuck his wife."
The temptation was stark on Gene's ugly face. Maybe he even realized that they were dangling bait in front of him, but he couldn't resist either way.
"And what do you think it will take?" He asked in a growl, his growing erection beneath Kim's hand giving his desire away.
"I think you could convince him in one more session if you could get some alone time with him, right, Lizzie?" Asked Kim, turning to her fellow Cumbunny.
Eliza nodded, trying to look as sincere as possible. "I think so, master. If I make it seem like we can get back together in the end, I think I can get him to agree to almost anything."
Gene rubbed his chin pensively while Kim continued to rub his bulge, gently caressing his growing shaft. Finally, he rolled his shoulders and said, "Fine. Set up a meeting. But he's still not allowed to fuck you. And you'd better come back with some fucking results, Lizzie."
"Yes, master," said Eliza humbly, keeping her eyes downcast. A tender shoot of hope sprouted in her heart. This was going exactly the way Kim had predicted. Maybe this wasn't impossible after all.
"Yayyyy, this is going to be so fun!" gushed Kim. "That means that you and I can spend a whole day together while Lizzie is busy. I already have a few thoughts on what we can get up to."
"Yeah, yeah," said Gene gruffly, "Maybe. As for right now, get both of your asses to the bedroom. I need to teach you both a lesson for going behind my back without running it by me first."
"Yes, Daddy," said Kimmy, overlapping with Eliza's "Yes, Master". Gene grabbed Kim's ass, beckoning Eliza to follow as he led them into the bedroom.
It seemed they would both have to endure and enjoy another long evening of marathon sexual humiliation... but as Kim looked over her shoulder at Eliza, for once, there wasn't just dull hopeless lust in her eyes.
Kim could see a gleam of triumph there. She hoped it was justified.
...
Gene stared out the window as Kim's car sped through the bright sunshine of the beautiful late morning, but his eyes didn't see the city rolling past. He was too deep in thought.
There was definitely something going on with his bunnies. They almost surely thought he was stupid. It was a big part of why they'd never succeed in wriggling away from him. They were probably scheming with David right now.
But in the end, it was only something to keep an eye on, but not something to get into a full panic over. Gene was sure he knew David, all the way down to his soul, and that little pussy was not going to be a problem. In fact, by working together with someone as inept as him, the girls were more likely to sabotage themselves than to actually receive any meaningful help. David might think he was setting a trap, but Gene would make sure that he was actually walking into one. Poor Davey was going to be Gene's cuck, one way or another. Because Gene had a trump card. He controlled Lizzie utterly, and a plan involving her cooperation in any way was guaranteed to blow up in all of their faces.
Gene was sure that the one-on-one trip that Kim had arranged today was likely meant to distract him while Lizzie and her cuck husband plotted behind his back. That was fine. Gene could focus on two things at once. And it had been a bit since he'd had the chance to play with Kimmy, his bratty little Daddy's girl bunny.
Today would be fun. Dealing with Eliza could wait til afterwards.
Kim was a tempting enough sight to distract him from his brooding. She looked fresh and young and fun today, with her blond hair up in a loose ponytail, dark sunglasses, shirt tied up at the front to display her tanned, taut belly, and a tiny little pair of cutoff jean shorts that left her silky bronze legs bare. She caught him looking, and her glossy lips pulled up into a wry smirk. "Like what you see, Daddy?" she purred, reaching over to grab at his crotch.
Gene felt his cock immediately swell from the teasing contact. How could it not? Kim was exactly the sort of giggling, flirty young thing who loved to tease and taunt older men like him with their tight bodies while mocking them behind their backs. But Gene wasn't anything like those other losers. He'd done the impossible and tamed the untamable, making this little vixen his and his alone. Gene rested his arms behind his head and leaned back in his seat, relishing the feeling of Kim's slim, feminine hand on the crotch of his jeans. Yes, today was going to be a romp.
After a satisfying trip of ten minutes or so with his Cumbunny fondling him, they finally made it to the beach parking lot.
At first, Gene hadn't been that enthusiastic about the choice of venue for their outing. He had never really been that big a fan of the beach. If given the choice, he was the kind of guy who preferred smoky bars and the privacy of his own home. To lay out exposed in the heat and sand didn't appeal at all to unattractive people like himself.
But, although he'd been lukewarm on the idea when Kimmy first suggested it, it hadn't taken long for Gene to warm up to the idea of the beach. So far, Gene hadn't really gotten a chance to flaunt his Cumbunnies publicly. True, he had gone with them to Rabbit Season, but everyone that mattered there was a master as well, so Gene hardly stood out. He'd taken Eliza for a gang bang at work, which certainly had been satisfying in its own way, but a dozen or so people in an otherwise deserted office was hardly public.
He wanted to flaunt the sexy young women who were now hopelessly obsessed with him. The beach, with its casual public display of scantily clad bodies, seemed like it could be the perfect venue.
"I got you something," said Kim with a broad, wicked grin. "Just a little gift to make today a little spicier."
Gene looked sidelong at her suspiciously, but a faint smile played over his lips. Kim was someone he needed to keep an eye on. She'd been a little brat to begin with, and, unlike Eliza, the oil didn't seem like it was crushing her spirit. She was still utterly addicted to her new Daddy, but that just meant that he was on the receiving end of her preferred form of affection: constant needling and teasing.
He had to admit it was refreshing, and he'd missed it a little, focusing on Eliza. He wondered what she had up her sleeve for today.
Kim fished around in the back seat for a second before snatching up a folded-over shopping bag and pushing it into Gene's hands. "Just for you, Daddy," she said with a wink and a giggle of anticipation. "I hope you like it."
Gene shook his head and opened the bag. He frowned, then reached inside to pull out the small piece of clothing. Too small in fact. It was a speedo. Not comically undersized, and certainly big enough to fit even his bulky frame, but a speedo nonetheless.
"No. I think not," he said flatly, giving Kim an unimpressed stare.
Kim sighed and pouted. "Awwwww, you're no fun, Daddy! I thought we were going to give all the people on the beach a show! How can we do that if you're wearing jeans?"
Gene grimaced. She had a sort of a point. If he was going to display his sexual mastery of his hot young bunny, it didn't make much sense for him to be fully clothed from head to toe. Kim had been deliberately provocative by buying him a speedo rather than trunks, but that didn't mean she was wrong on that point.


Kimmy gave him a wicked little grin and reached down to pull her t-shirt up and off. Gene felt an immediate surge of lust as she revealed the pornographically tiny micro bikini top that he'd bought for her. The tiny patches of shiny cloth barely covered her nipples, letting the soft pink of her areolas peek out around the edges and exposing the entire soft swell of her perfect, round breasts to the sunlight.
It was the kind of suit that a woman wore in bed to get her man's dick hard. No one with even a shred of self-respect would let herself be seen in public wearing it.
And that's exactly why Kimmy was teasing him with the prospect of hanging off his arm on the beach, wearing her slutty strings. She knew he liked to embarrass and display his property to the jealous eyes of other men. She knew exactly which of his buttons to push...
"Come on, Daddy," she said in a low voice, leaning back and jiggling her barely-covered tits a little, calling attention to the stiff nipples beneath the tiny cloth scraps. "I want everybody to see how powerful and manly my owner is. Why don't we show them the beast that conquered this beauty?"
Gene absolutely knew what his Cumbunny was getting at. Women tended to look at his squat, hairy body with disgust. That was part of the power rush of having become Lizzie and Kimmy's master. Even though he'd normally be repulsive to them, they had no choice but to lust after his brutish, unattractive physique.
Kimmy was suggesting they play that up today. She wanted to enhance her humiliation by revealing as much of her Daddy's disgusting body as possible. She was going to play the part of the poor, entranced nymph captured by the lustful satyr. Gene had never been proud of his body, but he had to admit that flaunting his success in spite of his ugliness was kind of hot.
"You nasty little bitch," he growled, matching Kim's grin with his own. "You want to be the public slut of a man old enough to be your father? Well, you've got it."
Changing into the speedo was a little awkward in the car, but it was pretty entertaining to watch Kimmy get all hot and bothered as he struggled out of his jeans and pulled on the snug swimsuit. It was definitely not made for a man with a cock his size. Especially when the perversity of the situation had him at half-mast. It was easy to see the rounded curve of his cock head pressed tight against the material. Shit, if you looked close, Gene thought you might be able to count the fucking veins.
Kim slipped out of her tiny shorts as well, revealing the band-aid-sized bottoms of the scandalous micro bikini that were barely big enough to hide her slit and left her lightly stubbled pubic area out completely.
They'ld be lucky if they didn't get arrested.
The two of them looked like quite the pair as they stepped out of the car with beach towels in hand. Gene was a squat mountain of hairy flesh, with a stiff, protruding gut, broad, powerful shoulders, and a head of thinning, greying hair. And on his arm was a sight that would make any red-blooded man's cock bone-hard. A sweet, petite little bombshell blonde, nearly nude in a humiliatingly tiny bikini that left every mouthwatering asset jiggling in the hot sun.
It took them a second to come within sight of any other beachgoers, but it was a hot, sunny day, so the beach was reasonably full.
Gene's cock began to swell as he crossed the sand, looking for a spot to set up. Conversations died and eyes glued onto them as they passed by; the women silent in disbelieving disgust, the men into stunned lust and jealousy. By the time they'd laid out their towels, it felt as though they had the rapt attention of all of the surrounding beachgoers, and the front of Gene's speedo was straining to contain his stiffening enormous cock.
Kim cast a heated gaze around them at the silently watching crowd, a teasing smile pulling up the corners of her mouth. Then she pulled out a bottle of tanning oil from her bag.
"What do you say, Daddy?" she said in a raspy voice, loud enough for their audience to hear, "Do you think you can help me oil up all my hard-to-reach places?"
...
Eliza took a deep breath to calm herself before getting out of the car and walking up the driveway.
She couldn't believe it. She was going to be together with David again. Even after everything he had seen.
Well, "together" for this afternoon at least, in order to secretly work on the plan to defeat Gene. Unfortunately, her husband hadn't yet shown signs of forgiving her. He might not ever be able to... The thought was glum, but Eliza chose to stay determined. It might be small, but Kim had given her a chance to snatch a happy ending out of the jaws of defeat.
Kim was taking Gene on a beach trip currently, in hopes that some slutty antics could distract him from what they were trying to pull off right under his nose. Although Eliza wouldn't be surprised if Kim were revealing some ulterior motives there as well. She knew Kim lusted after Gene almost as much as she herself did, and despite her determination to fight back, even now, Eliza felt the dull ache of lust and jealousy over the fact that Kimmy had their master all to herself for the day.
She'd said goodbye to Gene just an hour before as she left the apartment, but she already missed him. Not in the same way she missed David, of course, but that didn't make the dull, hungry lust any easier to bear.
Gene himself had seemed uneasy about letting his Cumbunny go, despite his strange eagerness for her to corrupt David. He had only allowed it after giving Eliza a strict set of commands.
She was allowed to touch David. Even his cock. But the prohibition on penetration was still in place.
More importantly, she needed to work to convince him to accept a position as a cuckold. That wouldn't be too bad, since David pretending to submit to Gene was part of their overall plan anyway, but it certainly wouldn't help with their reconciliation for Eliza to keep bringing it up.
Eliza was all out of time. She couldn't waste precious minutes fretting in her car when they had a nearly impossible task in front of them.
David met her at the door with an expression of mingled reluctance and yearning. They just stared at each other for a moment, both wanting to reconnect, but held apart by circumstances beyond their control. Eliza had once again been forced to wear a slutty outfit under her master's standing command. She'd done the best she could today, but the tiny corset and booty shorts would hardly be considered appropriate apparel outside of a club.
"Well... um. Come in,' said David awkwardly, stepping to the side and holding the door open for her. "I guess it's a little weird to invite you into your own house..." His laugh sounded bitter rather than joyful, and Eliza couldn't help but wince at how badly this meeting was already going.
"No, I completely understand," she said softly. "I appreciate you agreeing to this after... everything that happened."
David stood in the entryway of the home they had once shared awkwardly, hands stuffed into his pockets. He sighed heavily, facing half away from her as if he couldn't stand to look in his wife's eyes.
"I've been thinking about it," he said heavily, "and I want you to know that... if this is all true, the way that Kim described, I don't blame you. It sounds like you did everything you could've."
He did look at her now, and the raw pain and anger in his eyes made Eliza almost flinch away. "But understanding something in your head is one thing. I can't look at you the same way now that I saw you do that with a man like him. After I saw how much you enjoyed it. I don't know." He looked down at his feet, his mouth twisted. "I want to just forgive you and say it didn't matter. But I can't. I'm trying."
Eliza wordlessly laid her palm on his shoulder, and he didn't pull away, but he was stiff and tense beneath her hand, obviously uncomfortable.
Eliza let her hand fall and broke the silence. "Well. We have some work to do. Let's get to it."
They proceeded to the living room, where David had already set up a laptop logged into the Kaos server "Cumbunny Acres" using the account that Kim had provided him.
David sat in front of the computer, and Eliza sat around the corner of the table, doing her best to avoid looking at the screen.
David gave her an odd look, gesturing to the other chair available right next to him, but Eliza shook her head. "He forbids me from using electronics," she said with a humiliated blush. "Even looking at a screen makes me uncomfortable now."
David's expression was a hurtful combination of disdain and pity, but he shook it off as he focused on his screen.
"Ok, what exactly are we trying to do here?" He asked with a keen expression of focus.
At least this was a topic they could cover without awkwardness between them. "This is where all masters get the oil they need to make someone into a Cumbunny," she explained, feeling a strange twist of heat as she explained her downfall to the man she loved. "We need to somehow do the same thing. The issue is that there are dozens of perverts who also want the oil, and it isn't clear how the supplier decides which ones get it."
'Well, our first step is simple. We know at least one person who got the oil. Let's see if we can find out what Gene was doing on the server before he got picked."
It was easy enough to find Gene's screen name, and David's face grew more and more grim as he scrolled up, looking back through time at the posts that Eliza's master had made.
He made a sound of discomfort and disgust, which finally prompted Eliza to ask, 'What's wrong?"
David shook his head, his face growing beet red. "The son of a fucking bitch..." he muttered, not looking Eliza in the eyes, "has been posting nothing but gloating progress updates about you and Kim for months."
Oh. Yes, come to think of it, Eliza had seen the same thing when snooping through her master's account, but the updates had seemed fairly tame to her, having lived through the original events. She was sure the descriptions were a lot more... distressing for David, with all the vivid, disrespectful descriptions of the woman he loved being slowly ruined and corrupted.
Finally, after wading through more and more of Gene's obscene boasting, David found the post that Gene made right around the time that he had received the oil.
"It's just more of the same," said David in disgust. "Except at that point, he was just talking about what he wanted to do to you and me and hadn't done it yet. Seriously, that's basically all he posted. Fantasies about what he wanted to do to you."
It felt like a dead end. "Let's try some other master I know of. Search for HareoftheDog."
David dutifully typed it in, and a second later, he was absorbed again in a backlog of filthy posts from one of the twisted masters frequenting the Kaos server.
But this time, much to her surprise, Eliza saw something different in her husband. The way he shifted in his seat and cleared his throat wasn't born from pure disgust this time, and his eyes seemed a little more... avid than they had been before as they reflected the scrolling words on the screen.
David's getting turned on by this?
He seemed to notice her attention on him, and his eyes flicked to hers. He seemed a little flustered. 'It's sick," he said awkwardly, not managing to convince Eliza of his disgust. "Doing that to your step-mother? Insanity."
"Uh-huh," said Eliza. She bit her lip. Lizzie was stirring inside her, interested in this unexpected reaction from her husband. It was only natural after all... a lot of men would probably get turned on to hear about such an obscene display of dominance. She might have expected that David would be turned off on the entire concept of a Cumbunny based on the fact that it'd happened to his own wife, but apparently not.
The part of her that Gene had trained to see her husband as weak and pathetic rose to the surface. She was supposed to convince David to be Gene's wimpy cuck after all. Her master had commanded it. Surely it wouldn't do any harm to push David a little further into his reluctant arousal.
"Such a shame," she said in a voice a little lower and throatier than her usual tone. "Just imagine how she must've felt... suddenly having these dark cravings. Lusting after her husband's son without really knowing why. Wanting an obnoxious younger man to own and control her..."
Eliza reached out, just barely brushing David's thigh with the back of her hand. He definitely flushed at that, flinching away from her and rapidly scrolling the mouse wheel.
"It's the same," he said hurriedly, his voice strained and his face red. "Before they got the oil, this Hare guy just had endless posts about his 'bitch of a stepmom' and the perverted stuff he wanted to do to her."
"Let's try one more. CoachS." Eliza was keying off her husband's embarrassed arousal now, her whole body beginning to throb with a dark, dirty heat, especially between her thighs.
David had avoided looking at her slutty clothing before, but a hot shiver of arousal passed through her as she noticed his darting eyes travel down her body and back up to her eyes. David must have been so lonely the past week. Not to mention the fact that she had been denying him sex for even longer before that. Maybe it would be a kindness to tease him a little bit... a way to reconnect with him...
Those were all excuses, and Eliza recognized it. But her master's training made the idea of watching her husband squirm irresistible.
As he focused back on the screen, Eliza scooted her chair a little closer. David gave a sharp little intake of breath as he read the screen this time.
"Pretty dirty, right?" asked Eliza with a faint smirk.
David looked over at her and reluctantly nodded. "This one..." he cleared his throat and shifted in his seat a little. "This one has pictures."
"I guess I'm not surprised. CoachS is a dirty old man after all." Eliza could barely control the strong arousal that was welling up inside her. Gene had turned her into a horny, eager slut, and just talking about Cumbunnies was getting her hot and bothered. Add her husband's aroused reaction, and she couldn't hold back any longer.
Eliza reached over and gently touched her husband's crotch, feeling the throbbing hardness beneath his pants.
'Wh-what are you doing?" asked David, squirming back from her touch. Eliza didn't let him get away that easily, scooting further forward to press her hand against the throbbing (too small) length in his pants.
"We're supposed to be getting inside the heads of the masters, right?" she asked, feeling her blood thumping through her veins, deep heat pooling between her thighs. "It's ok if you're horny, honey. It's good in fact! Let's chase that feeling... if we understand how these perverts were feeling and thinking, we'll be one step closer to discovering how they won the oil."
David's face was a near-comical mix of reluctance and yearning. Eliza could see his desire for her, the continued pain from her betrayal, his confused arousal at learning about the debauchery of Cumbunnies, and his desire to solve this very mystery warring across his face. But in the end, his simple male biology won out. When a beautiful woman he longed to feel closer to offered him physical affection, he wasn't capable of refusing.
"Maybe you're right," he said nervously, licking his lips. He still sat stiff and awkward as Eliza began rubbing gently up and down the front of his jeans, but he no longer tried to shift away.
"I want you to focus on those naughty pictures..." said Eliza in a smoky voice, just loud enough that her husband could hear. "And I want you to think about what it would feel like to be Coach S."
"What a bad, bad man. Taking an innocent young woman, one who looked at him with only disgust... and making her want him. Making her beg for his cock. Tearing down a cute, bright young teacher until she was his utterly depraved cock slave." Eliza's voice was low and compelling as she wove the story, her hand moving with steady, teasing pressure up and down the length of her husband's straining cock. David's eyes were troubled, but Eliza could sense how horny he had become, despite his misgivings.
"Fuck... he really is bad," said David vaguely, his eyes still darting over the lurid logs that CoachS had posted.
"So bad. You know," she continued, "I heard it all from Bitsy. Martha used to be the smartest teacher in school. She used to lord it over poor CoachS, how he was just a sexist old idiot. Dumb as a rock compared to an enlightened mind like hers. So you know what CoachS did once he got poor Martha addicted to his jizz?"
"What?" asked David, his eyes meeting Eliza's as she squeezed his cock tight through his pants.
"He turned her into a brainless little bimbo," purred Eliza. "Took away all that sharp wit she was so proud of and left only giggles and thoughts of thick, yummy dick in her new tiny mind. Martha turned into Mitsy, his devoted bimbo slut. And then, when her favorite student came back from college to save her dear teacher, he made Bitsy into her submissive playmate. Teacher and student united in their love of cock."
David shook his head. "That's... that's fucking awful..." he muttered. But his raging erection gave him away.
"It is. But it's still kind of hot, isn't it?" asked Eliza with a giggle. "That incredible power that CoachS had? The ability to do whatever he wanted, and make two sexy young women love it, no matter how fucked up it was. It's the ultimate male fantasy... to be the sexual obsession of a beautiful young slut. The oil made it happen, even for an old slob like Coach S."
David cleared his throat and squirmed a little, scooting back from his wife's stroking hand. Eliza had to hold back a laugh. Had he been about to fucking cum from a little dirty talk and some heavy petting? True, he had probably been a little under-stimulated lately, but even for him, that was pretty pathetic.
"Anyway," he said awkwardly, "I reached the point before CoachS got the oil. It's just more of the same. He's laying out what he plans to do if he gets it... in sickening detail, I might add."
Eliza made a face and tried to concentrate. Her training and mission from Gene made it feel interesting to tease her husband, but she was here trying to rebel against Gene first and foremost, and she had to do her best to remember that. She focused on the problem at hand, willing her lust-addled, submission-trained mind to work the way it used to.
Three people that they knew of who had received oil... and the only thing they seemed to have in common was that, before they were selected by the oil's mysterious creator, they were regular posters fantasizing about what they would do if they got the oil.
"There are two things I don't understand," said David, running his hand through his hair in visible frustration. "First, why do only total fucking creeps like Gene get their hands on this oil? If it were random, you would think you would have more users who were average guys. And, more importantly, if this oil really works the way you say it does, why hasn't it changed the world yet? Why hasn't someone dosed a billionaire or the president or something? I mean, the person who gets addicted to your cum has to do whatever you want, right?"
Eliza stared at him in shock, the pieces suddenly falling into place in her mind. It was simple when you thought about it.
"Because that's not what he wants," she said numbly, staring into space. "Whoever makes the oil, I mean. They screen for that. If they get the sense that anyone actually has any grand ambitions for the oil, they wouldn't give it away."
David reached out and grabbed her knee, and Eliza met his intense gaze. "What do you mean?" he asked harshly. "What the fuck do they want then?"


Eliza couldn't help but laugh. It was just too ridiculous. "They want to fucking get off, of course! Whoever makes the oil is just as big a pervert as the rest of the people on the server. That's why only the most fucked up losers get selected. The ones with the most perverted ideas for how to use the oil. Whoever makes it must pick out the scenarios he thinks are twisted and transgressive in just the right way, and then gets off to the training logs."
"So what are we supposed to do?" asked David blankly.
"Simple," said Eliza, her arousal roaring back as she leaned forward to unzip her husband's fly. "We're going to come up with a scenario fucked up enough to get this mystery user's attention... and I'm going to help get you into the right headspace to do it."
...
Gene stared down at his teasing little bunny, already lying forward, her plump, spankable cheeks wobbling a little as she shifted into position, completely uncovered except for the tiny string of the thong threaded between them. Her naked back was somehow just as sexy, lightly toned and muscled from Kim's countless hours working out at the gym. As he watched, she reached back and plucked apart the knot tying her bikini top together at the back, letting the straps fall loosely to her sides.
"Well, Daddy," she said in a teasing voice, turning toward with a smirk and a sultry wink," if you don't oil me up, your darling bunny might burn!"
Gene cast one look around at the half-disgusted, half-aroused crowd of onlookers... and his ugly face cracked into a broad grin. A chance to demonstrate his ownership by touching every inch of a bratty little bunny? With an audience? This was exactly the kind of thing he'd wanted the oil for in the first place.
He squirted a healthy amount of oil into his broad hands, rubbed them together, then set to work. He slid them up Kim's toned back, sliding over her soft, young skin and drawing an appreciative moan from her throat. "Yeeeeeesss, harder Daddy," she insisted, arching her back beneath his fingers and wiggling her butt teasingly. "I'm soooo stiff, and I need you to work out all my... kinks. Get a little rough with me."
Gene could hear a mutter pass through the crowd as he set to work, leaning way forward to rub slick, shiny oil all over his Cumbunny's teasingly tight body. He was straddling her thighs from behind now, and Kim took the opportunity to press back a little, mashing her bubbly ass cheeks against his large cock. The rush of blood was instant, and soon the front of his speedo was oily and bulging, barely holding back the size of his massive erection.
Kim was unrelenting, despite her Daddy's growing problem. She continued to press back against him, grinding her ass into his cock. Gene snorted in lust, reaching down to maul and rub oil all over his bratty Cumbunny's fantastic ass. Gene could tell some of the other beachgoers were averting their eyes in disgust, but not all of them. Gene wasn't the only man on the beach who was suddenly sporting an obvious erection.
Gene lived for this. Let them all watch. Let them all wonder why an ugly bastard like him got to rub his thick cock all over this young slut's ass cheeks. Let them throb and leak in their trunks, dreaming of being like him. Kimmy was really letting plausible deniability fall by the wayside at this point, humping backward into him desperately, sliding her thick, oily ass up and down the front of his double-stuffed speedo, grinding with a feverish intensity as if her goal was to make him cum in front of all these people. They were practically having public sex at this point; the only thing between his throbbing cock and her hot, wet pussy was two tiny scraps of thin, oily cloth.
"Daddy," moaned Kimmy beneath him as her hips continued to work up and down, "I'm a little worried that the rest of me might get burned unless I'm careful. Could you do my front?"
Gene could tell from the wicked, teasing twist in her words that she was teasing him on purpose, but Gene fucking loved it. He could sense the arousal beneath her bratty words, crackling with powerful erotic energy. She wanted to be challenged. To be tamed. And Gene was just the Daddy for the job.
"I don't know, sweetheart," he chuckled, gripping her slick, oily hips in his powerful fingers and pulling her grinding pussy even tighter to his cock, "You had better put your top on first, otherwise maybe all these people might see everything..."
"But Daaaaaddy," pouted Kimmy performatively, wiggling and pressing her soft cheeks back into Gene's cock, "I don't want to get any tan lines! Couldn't you just..."
Without warning, she turned over, revealing her big natural breasts, splaying softly and jiggling a little from the force of turning over, rosy nipples rock hard in the blazing sun.
"...oil me up real quick? Before anyone notices?" she finished, staring up at her Daddy with wickedly gleaming bedroom eyes.
The ship had already sailed on people not noticing. The disturbed murmur ran through the watchers again, although this time Gene caught a definite aroused edge to it. Kim had just brazenly revealed her tits to the whole beach, and was staring up at him with a challenging grin as if daring him to take things further. His little Cumbunny brat wanted to see how far she could push her Daddy before he became too embarrassed to continue...
But if that was her aim, she was about to find out that Gene absolutely fucking loved putting on a show. He quickly snatched up the bottle of tanning oil and sprayed it downward, splattering Kim's big, bouncy tits with fat drops of slick, warm oil. Kim's face broke into a naughty grin and she held her breasts up in both hands, presenting them for the shower of oil from above. The scent of coconut and sweat filled the air for a moment, and, staring down at the slutty topless blonde presenting her tits to be covered, Gene thought that his speedo might burst open from the sheer force of his raging erection.
With a growl of dominance, Gene tossed aside the bottle and pounced. This time, he made no pretense of a massage, simply palming Kimmy's tits directly, feeling nothing by hot skin, slippery oil, and still nipples beneath the fingers sinking deep into their feminine softness.
"Yes, Daddy!" moaned Kim, reached up to grip the back of his head and pull him into a fierce, hungry kiss, "Take me! Show all these losers what a big, strong Daddy I have. Show them how I belong to you!"
Gene was hunched over her now, his bulky, hairy body hiding Kim's alluring form from the people watching... Unless they came closer to see what was going on, of course. And some did. Mostly men, but a few blushing women as well, drawn forward to see the obscene spectacle of an ugly old man like Gene and the oily, nearly naked young woman moaning in sexual ecstasy beneath him.
Kim really did look pornographic. Her bikini top had been inadequate, but now her tits were bared for all the world to see... when Gene's hands weren't covering them that is. The tiny wedge of cloth between her legs left nothing to the imagination, and the oil now covering her body gave her a Shiny, wet appearance that felt more at home in a sleazy porn movie than on a beach.
Gene felt overwhelmed by lust. He was a beast, a raging bull, ready to rut with the mewling bitch in heat writhing beneath him. His hips began to thrust down into her, sliding the oily, straining surface of his speedo against the thin scrap of cloth barely covering her hot, oily pussy. God, he wanted to tear that annoying little fig leaf aside and plunge himself balls-deep into her hot, welcoming wetness. To feel her squeeze around his thick, conquering cock, welcoming her daddy in an obscene submissive embrace. To take her raw and hard in front of all the enviously ogling beachgoers...
Kim gripped his head and pulled him lower, hissing in his ear, "I know what you want, you bad boy... You want your Cumbunny's pussy right here in front of everybody, don't you?" She nipped his earlobe, her breath hot and wet in his ear as she continued in a moaning voice, "Do it. Fucking do it, Daddy. It's so wrong, but I need your cock now. Fuck me in front of everyone. Show them that this pussy belongs to only you."
Gene gritted his teeth, trying as hard as he could to hold back and not rise to Kimmy's taunting challenge. The last thing he needed was to take a ride home in the back of a cop car with a charge for indecent exposure. But he had an itching need in his soul to put Kimmy in her place. To fuck her hard and deep in front of everyone until he brought her to deep, shameful, toe-curling orgasm.
With a rough grunt, Gene reached down to tear away the oily bits of cloth holding him back...
And then he heard a disturbance in the crowd. A deep masculine voice was speaking up, and people on the edge of the knot surrounding them were turning to look. Someone was approaching. Someone who wasn't exactly pleased with the public display that Gene and Kimmy were enacting.
Eyes darting, Gene took stock of the situation. Kimmy was covered in oil and practically naked., he bikini top lay beneath her on the oil-splatter beach blanket. She might be able to plausibly claim some sort of mistake or wardrobe malfunction, but Gene was in a more desperate situation. His erection strained powerfully against the thin material of his speedo, adding a decidedly sexual air to their appearance.
Gene had only a split second to make a decision. Whoever was coming to bust them was making his way through the crowd. By the way that Kim was staring up at him, biting her lip in amusement, he could tell she had done the same calculus as him, and had no intention of making things any easier.
"Get rid of him," said Gene gruffly, getting swiftly to his feet. "I'm headed to the bathroom to... calm down."
Kim gave him a sarcastic salute, and Gene turned and pushed his way into the crowd just in time as he heard a voice behind him ask, "And just what exactly is going on HERE?"
He barely caught Kim responding, "I don't know what you mean, Mr. Lifeguard... I was just catching a little sun and my bikini happened to..." before he was out of earshot and storming off toward the bathrooms.
Fuck, his cock was throbbing with frustrated sexual longing. When he got back, he was going to take that little brat somewhere a little less public and teach her a lesson about teasing her Daddy...
...
"Wh-what exactly do you mean?" asked David nervously. His body language was a little uncomfortable, but he didn't try to move away or stop Eliza as she fished his cock out of his pants. It looked... small. Cute and non-threatening compared to the thick, manly rod between her master's legs. But that didn't matter. Her goal today was to move David further down the path of being a cuck... wait. No. My goal is to get a sample of the oil and use it to escape Gene. I can't forget that.
In any case, she scooted her chair even closer to her husband and closed her delicate fingers around his cock, slowly and teasingly stroking up and down his shaft. 'Don't play coy with me," she said with a smirk. "I just had a breakthrough. We need an utterly perverse and depraved fantasy to sell to the mysterious oil maker, and this little stiffy..." she paused to give her husband's cock a few rapid strokes, "... tells me that you are on exactly the right wavelength to help me come up with something truly obscene. Don't hold back now, David. I want you to dig into those deep, dark fantasies."
It was true enough. It did seem like coming up with an erotic scenario would be a good next step... although maybe the handjob part wasn't strictly necessary. But, despite his wariness and estrangement from his wife, David didn't seem to be in a state to resist her affections. He tensely nodded, closing his eyes as his cock throbbed, stiff and trembling in his wife's teasing hand.
"F-fine. So how do we do this?" he asked, breathing heavily through his nose. "Just... think of a sexy fantasy or something."
"Not just any fantasy," corrected Eliza, swirling her thumb over the swollen head of her husband's cock, smearing slick, warm precum all over its velvety skin. "Something perverse. Eyecatching. Think about all those evil men who got the oil they wanted... They wanted ultimate power over the forbidden fruit. Young women. Women who hated them. Were disgusted by them. They wanted what they could never have, and they got it."
David nodded, his eyes closed, his legs spread, and his cock hard as a fucking diamond in Eliza's stroking fingers.
"Think, Davey," prompted Eliza. "Think of a woman who would be totally inaccessible. Who would never even consider fucking you. No matter how much you might want it." Her words carried a hazy, teasing note, needling him over the fact that her pussy was forbidden to him. But David didn't rise to the bait. Instead, his answer surprised her.
"Lesbians," he blurted out, before snapping his mouth shut rapidly, as if embarrassed by the speed and intensity of his response.
Eliza couldn't help but let out a little laugh, rotating her fist as she worked her hand up and down her husband's cock to give him even more teasing sensation. "Now there you go!" she said approvingly. "Look at who is getting right into the spirit of things."
"I mean," said David awkwardly, blushing and squirming in his seat a little from the intense pleasure of the slow, steady handjob, "You just asked for women who wouldn't be interested normally, and I thought..."
"No, no, no, don't misunderstand me," Eliza reassured David, "I think it's a great idea. Who is a more taboo and forbidden object of lust than a woman who has no interest in cock at all? I think that's an excellent place to start. So... some pretty young thing... pussy makes her hot and wet and eager, but cock leaves her cold. At least, until you get your hands on her, you dirty man."
"Jesus, Eliza, it's just because you told me to," said David, embarrassed.
"That's right, I did. And you're doing wonderfully. Now I want you to tap into that even deeper. What would it feel like? To take this beautiful woman who wouldn't even normally look twice at you and turn her into your devoted plaything?" Eliza's voice was soft and calm, and her hand moved ceaselessly, coaxing the tortured arousal out of her husband, pressing him to wallow in the obscene world of Cumbunnies.
"Not just her," said David in a voice thick with reluctant arousal. "A couple... to take two young women, in love with each other, and make them both obsessed with my cock. It would be so wrong... but it would make me feel so fucking powerful."
"I had no idea my husband was such a pervert," said Eliza with a teasing giggle. David's cock was slick with his copious precum now covering her hand, making little squishing noises as her tight fist pumped up and down it. "Taking two beautiful young women in love, tonguing each other's hot pussies every night, and making them yours. To take two lesbians with no interest in cock and turn them into devoted worshippers. To steal them at the same time, and from each other. Imagine sharing that sweet young couple..."
"Oh Godddd," groaned David, his posture stiff and resistant, but his cock throbbing with lust despite that.
"Tell me what you're imagining," demanded Eliza. "I want to hear it. I want to see all the filthy things running through that head right now."
"They... They're kneeling in front of me," said David reluctantly, closing his eyes once again and unconsciously pressing his hips forward into his wife's slow, relentless handjob. "They're staring at my cock... Part of them disgusted, but part of them drawn forward by a strange new desire they don't understand. A desire to suck and lick and please me. Their new master."
"I can see it," said Eliza with a grin, feeling perverse lust bloom through her as she quickened the pace of her handjob. "Two lovely young ladies looking up at you with wide eyes, brimming with disgust and arousal. Reaching out and touching a cock for the first time. Together. Exploring their new obsession with trembling hands. Then lips. Then tongues. Make a twisted new sexual discovery about the pleasure of submission to a man. Together as a couple." The entire image was even more amusing and arousing to her because Gene had gotten the same kind of scene from her and Kimmy multiple times before at this point. The same twisted power that David was getting off to right now had been wielded against his wife... Now if only Eliza could find a way to spark some connection between David's current fantasy and the erotic humiliation of his wife being turned into another man's loyal sex toy. That would be the perfect way to prepare David for his new role... all in service of their ultimate plan, of course.
"Fuck..." said David with a shuddering breath. "Plunging into one tight wet pussy while the other sits on her wife's face, making out with me. Both of them are treating me like a king as they slowly bend to my will."
"I love it," purred Eliza. "They are both supposed to be devoted to each other, but now you are changing them, making yourself the center of both of their worlds. Perverting their marriage bonds into just more fuel for how kinky their submission is. Bound by cock now instead of love... Fuck my hand now, darling. Imagine it is that sweet lesbian cunt you're conquering. I can't give you my own pussy sadly, since another man has claimed it... so I guess my hand will have to do, won't it?"
David didn't push back on her insulting wording, too lost in the fantasy to protest. He did as Eliza said, humping his hips upward, fucking her fist wildly with his desperate little dick. Eliza felt the ecstatic pleasure of obeying her master's commands pulse through her, centering with a dirty, dark, roiling heat between her thighs. Her husband was weak now, vulnerable emotionally and sexually. Her master had ordered her to make him a cuck... and it also worked with their plans, didn't it? She needed to push this further while his guard was down.
"And while you fuck one, the other has to watch," said Eliza in a throaty whisper. "Burning with jealousy. Watching as a hateful man takes what's hers. She's powerless to stop such a superior man, but she finds a twisted arousal in watching how you rock her wife's world in a way that she never could. It's the ultimate display of your strength and her weakness... to pluck a flower that doesn't belong to you in front of the person she loves... and have her cum from the sight."
"Fuck! Fuck I'm going to cum," grunted David.
But Eliza stopped, instantly withdrawing her hand and leaving him foolishly humping the air for a few seconds. His eyes flew open, and he stared at her mouth agape, frozen in a look of shock as she denied his imminent orgasm.
"Sounds like we have the perverted core idea," said Eliza sweetly, wiping the copious precum off her palm onto her husband's pants. "Turning a lesbian couple into your submissive cock slaves. Now we need to flesh it out. How do you know them?"
David stared for a second longer, a freshly produced dollop of precum sliding down his still-throbbing cock. "I..." he shook his head as if clearing it. "What if I were their marriage counselor? I'm someone who they should trust, and it deepens the betrayal that I'm perverting their relationship." He reached down to tuck his cock back into his pants.
"Leave that out for now," said Eliza firmly, slapping his hand away. He gave her an odd look, but the intense eroticism of the handjob and his clear hope that he might yet get to cum made him obey the command. "Good idea. Yes, a perverted marriage counselor would work perfectly."
She gestured to the computer. "Start typing it up. Introduce yourself as a lurker, explain how you know these young lesbian targets, and go into detail about what you want to do with them once they become your Cumbunnies."


As David's hands hit the keyboard, she reached out and took his cock in hand once again. "You'll need to go into extreme detail," she said with a grin, "So I'll help keep you in the mood."
And then, when you're so horny from riding the edge that your masculine pride takes a back seat, I can talk to you a little about what my master has done to your poor innocent wife, and see if we can plant some cuckold seeds in your mind.
...
Gene dropped back onto the toilet seat in the dim beach restrooms with an explosive sigh. His nose wrinkled a little at the state of the bathroom. The wet cement floor was streaked with dirty sand, and the cave-like room smelled like piss. The sort of disgusting restroom that you get when the location is popular but doesn't have a particularly high cleaning budget.
Well, at least the gross restroom might distract him enough to lose his massive fucking boner, because the size of his erect cock was alarmingly conspicuous in the size of speedo Kimmy'd pushed him to wear. He'd practically been an anatomy lesson as she made his way across the hot sand to the bathroom. It wouldn't surprise him if you could have counted the veins traversing his shaft through the thin oily cloth
Fuck, Kimmy was getting under his skin today... in the best way yet. He had sort of put his younger Cumbunny on the back burner for a little while now while he focused on breaking Lizzie completely, but if this was her attempt at making a play for his attention, she was doing a hell of a job. She had almost taunted him into getting in serious trouble with her cock-teasing.
He sat back on the toilet, breathing the fetid air and trying to calm down, but he couldn't stop thinking about Kimmy's curvy little body, naked and gleaming with oil in the hot sun. Fuck, he wanted to go track her down and fuck her hard. His whole body burned with the need to put his bunny in her place. But he wasn't even sure if she had managed to talk her way out of trouble with the lifeguard.
Gene considered jerking off in order to finally get his raging cock to deflate, but rejected the idea angrily. He didn't jerk off anymore as a matter of principle. Not when he had two Cumbunnies to use as jizz rags. But he had grown used to instant gratification over the past months since he had slipped Eliza the oil, and denying himself even for a few minutes felt like torture.
It was all Kimmy's fault, that little minx. When he got her alone, he was going to teach her such a satisfying lesson.
The door flew open, banging hard against the cinderblock wall and letting in a blast of light and heat.
"Oh my god, dude, I know!" said a loud, brash male voice. "That girl needs dick in the worst way."
"And did you see that old fatty she's with?" said another voice as they made their way across the dim room, flip-flops slapping against the moist pavement. "She's clearly a slutty little golddigger, and you know what that means. She's probably starving for some attention from a real man."
Gene felt blood rush to his face and away from his cock as the two beach bros chuckled amongst themselves. His hands bunched into fists,and his nostrils flared. Those two little shits... they were treating him just like everyone had... until he had a pair of his own Cumbunnies that is. Apparently, even the public display he and Kimmy had put on on the beach just now hadn't been enough to shake their instinctive belief that ugly older men like Gene were sexually worthless.
Gene was about to burst out of the stall and... he wasn't sure. Maybe just intimidate the two younger men a little, but then one of them spoke again, this time with a note of bitterness creeping into his voice. "But she's not going to put out for either of us, man. Fucking lifeguard Josh already has his eye on her. And you should have seen the way she was looking up at him when he busted her topless. Nipples hard as bullets, dude. She's going to be choking on his cock within the hour and getting what her sugar-daddy can't give her."
"Fucking Josh," said the other guy with disgust. "Wish he would save at least a little of the puss for the rest of us." The two young men left the bathroom, laughing and moving onto other topics. But Gene remained, stewing on the toilet, a frown etched across his face.
Fuck... What the fuck had those two been talking about? Who was this Josh asshole, and had Kimmy really been making eyes at him? Gene felt a sudden surge of angry, acidic jealousy. He knew well enough that Kim would never be able to resist his cock. It was a physical impossibility for her to prefer another man to him at this point. But Gene had a long, knee-jerk hatred for young pretty-boys who thought they were better than him. He had been dealing with men like that his entire life.
And he wasn't going to allow some douchebag lifeguard named Josh to try and steal the woman he'd won fair and square. Gene stood, his hands still balled into fists. At least now his erection had gone down. He strode forward with a determined step, a scowl on his ugly face. Kimmy better not have flirted with that lifeguard just to tease him.
When he made his way back across the sand to their blanket, he found that the lifeguard was now gone. Kimmy laid on her stomach, chin propped up on one hand as she read her phone. She was still topless, although her tits were now pressed down into the blanket, hiding her nipples. Her plump cheeks jiggled and glistened with oil as she kicked her legs idly behind her. There was no longer a dense crowd surrounding her, but she was still drawing plenty of attention, as any curvy beauty covered in oil and almost naked would.
She looked up as Gene's shadow fell over her, biting her lip, then saying, "Sooo, finally back, Daddy. I can't believe you left me alone with all those horny guys around me. Who knows what could have happened?"
Gene narrowed his eyes and plopped down beside her, dropping his hand to loudly slap against her juicy, oiled ass in something that began as a spank and ended as a grope. "I knew I could trust you. And I can, can't I? What did you tell Josh to get out of trouble?"
Kimmy giggled and rolled over, draping an arm across her chest to lazily hide her breasts as she stared up into Gene's eyes through her dark sunglasses. "Oh, Daddy, you know how easy it is to trick boys. All you have to do is get them horny, and they'll overlook every detail except for your naughty bits. All I had to do was flutter my eyelashes and streeetch..." She demonstrated, briefly raising her arms above her head and arching her back to thrust out her gorgeous, glistening tits with their stiff pink nipples before returning her arm to its place, "... and that poor lifeguard was putty in my hands. He told me I just had to keep my nipples covered. And I have been more or less..."
"So you flirted with him," said Gene stonily, feeling a flare of angry jealousy swell inside him as he looked down at the teasing brat grinning back up at him mockingly.
"Yeah, I guess I did," said Kim with mock sadness. "I'm soooo sorry, Daddy. I was just so scared when you left me all alone, and he was just such a tall, handsome man, I couldn't help but be a little naughty. Are you mad?"
Gene tried to control himself. He knew, based on the quirked-up corner of Kim's sultry lips, that she was needling him deliberately. She wanted him to get mad and teach her a lesson. Her tight little pussy was probably dripping in anticipation just thinking about how rough he would fuck her. He was the master. He was in charge. And that meant he had to appear cool, calm, and in control. But he also had to make it clear that he was in control.
"Maybe I am," he growled, running a rough hand up Kimmy's smooth thigh. "Maybe I don't like it when my bunny talks to other men like that."
Kim lowered her sunglasses, and Gene felt a surge of blood to his cock as he saw the mischievous twinkle in her startlingly green eyes. "Well, if you don't like that, Daddy, I'm afraid you're going to be especially mad when I tell you what I had to say to get him to go away."
Gene's hand slid over his bunny's slick thigh, heading toward the center. "Tell me," he grunted. His cock was inflating once again as he felt something that hadn't troubled him for months. Sexual frustration. He had no idea how a Cumbunny completely reliant on him for semen was managing to get his goat like this... but he loved it. It was all a game in any case. He was the one with the real power here, and they both knew it. He could order Kim to suck his cock right here and now in front of everyone and abjectly apologise for disrespecting him, and she would humbly obey.
But this was an interesting contrast to Eliza's abject soft submission, and variety was the spice of life. So he let himself get annoyed at Kimmy, safe in the knowledge that she would moan out apologies for each and every slight later.
"Well, Daddy, I'm afraid he wouldn't take no for an answer. He was trying to pressure me to come with him right away and do who knew what terrible things to your sweet, loyal little bunny," said Kim with a pout, spreading her thighs a little to welcome Gene's hand as it slid up and over. "So I sort of had to promise my new friend Josh that I would meet him somewhere more private."
Gene stared down at her in open-mouthed shock. How could a Cumbunny do something that her master so obviously wouldn't like? True, it wasn't like he had ordered her not to, but at this point, Kimmy should be obsessed with him and be desperate for his cum at all times. The idea that she could try to sneak around his back with another man wasn't just infuriating; it was impossible.
Gene's fingers found the tiny scrap of pink cloth that was the only thing shielding Kimmy's tight pink pussy from the summer sun and began massaging it down into her quivering sex. "What the fuck, Kimmy. You told him that you would meet him? You know what he wants to do with you, right?" It was a stupid question, of course. Kimmy might act like a bimbo for his pleasure, but she wasn't stupid. Gene was just so confused by her making that promise in the first place, he needed to find out why.
"Of course, Daddy," moaned Kimmy, spreading her legs ever wider and rolling her hips upward into Gene's possessive searching fingers. "He wants to touch every inch of my tight little body. He wants to grab my fat ass, suck my tits, and hold me tight." A bratty little smirk crossed her face, and she stared into Gene's eyes through her sunglasses, clearly enjoying his scowl of annoyance as she continued. "I think that bad boy even wanted to stick his hard little cock all sorts of places, Daddy. I think maybe he wanted me to suck his cock. To hold me down and fill this hot little pussy until I moan for more."
Gene had been tested to his limit at this point. He pressed his fingers deep into Kimmy pussy, leaning down to give her a deep, bruising kiss on the lips, silencing a little teasing giggle. "But he fucking won't get that chance, will he, Kimmy?" growled Gene, feeling the throbbing heat of her tight cunt through its thin cloth covering. "Because you belong only to me."
Kimmy stared at him for a long moment, biting her lip and savoring the fact that she had truly gotten under his skin. Then she finally relented, saying in a voice dripping with pleasure from his rubbing, groping fingers, "Of course not, Daddy. I would never let another man have what belongs to you. How could you even suspect something like that from your good little bunny?" She writhed for a moment beneath his hand, swiveling her hips to press herself upward into him needily, then she spoke again in a throaty whisper. "The reason that I told him to meet me is because I thought of something really fun we could do, Daddy. I know that you've been wanting to put another man in his place lately. My brother, right? You want to show him that you won and he lost. Well... I know this isn't quite the same thing, but I thought it might be fun if we both went to my little rendezvous with Josh together."
She reached up and cupped the back of his head, letting her perfect, round breasts hang free once again as she whispered in his ear, "And you can crush that douchebag's confidence by showing him who really owns this pussy."
Gene's speedo was feeling uncomfortably tight once again. Kimmy might enjoy needling him a little too much, but he had to admit that her wicked mind came up with intriguing ideas. "When did you say you were going to meet with the poor guy?" asked Gene with a lopsided grin. Kim smirked back at him, but this time it was a cheeky smile of co-conspiracy rather than just teasing. "Hmmmm, he seemed to want to meet me right away... so I think he's probably waiting for me under the boardwalk right now, Daddy."
Gene let out a rough laugh and withdrew his hand from between his Cumbunny's legs, instead holding it out to pull Kimmy to her feet.
"Well then, I guess we had better go meet him," he said as his cock bulged harder and harder against the front of his speedo. "It wouldn't do to keep your new friend waiting."
...
"Ok, ok, it's finished," said David shakily, stabbing a finger down at the enter button and leaning back in the chair. He looked jittery and distracted. Probably because Eliza had been edging him mercilessly for the past half hour while he typed up the fake scenario about the perverted marriage counselor and the lesbian couple he planned to ensnare.
"All we have to do now is wait," said Eliza with a smile.
"Y-yeah, and now that it's written, you can, you know," David glanced down to where Eliza still kept up a slow, steady, maddening pace with her hand, slowly stroking up and down his cock.
Eliza chuckled, raising an eyebrow. "Stop? I suppose I could. Or did you mean that you want to cum? Is that right, Davey? Do you want your wife to jerk you off until you cum?"
"I... well I just thought," said David, looking away with a face red from embarrassment, his cock throbbing needily in Eliza's tight fist. All of the bitterness and anger had been drained out of him for now, driven away by the endless unfulfilled arousal and sexual frustration. Just like Eliza had planned. Now he was softened up, this was the perfect time to bring up the mission Gene had sent her on today.
"There's actually one other topic I wanted to discuss, while we wait to see if we get a response," said Eliza smoothly, scooting closer to her husband and staring deep into his eyes as her hand continued its slow, measured pumping. "Have you given any more thought to... playing the role that Gene wants to see from you?"
A shadow passed over David's face, and he shook his head. For a second, Eliza worried she had gone a step too far and killed his arousal by bringing up his past trauma once again. "I don't know," he said with a twist of his lip. "I know that you and Kim think it's a great way to make him let his guard down, but I don't think I can play that role. Sitting back and watching you... with him again?" He swallowed heavily. "I don't think I could just sit there without trying to take a swing at him."
"Oh sweetie," said Eliza in her best soft caring voice, feeling a dark pulse of heat between her thighs, "you don't need to actually like watching Gene fuck me. You just need to pretend to like it. You just need to get into that mindset just enough to fool Gene."
Eliza watched her husband carefully, hoping that her crude pronouncement hadn't crossed the line and made him angry. She knew she was walking a delicate line here between pulling her husband down a rabbit hole and setting off an angry outburst once again. She slightly increased the speed of her pumping hand just in case, twisting her palm a little to deliver increased pleasure that would hopefully keep her husband on the hook.
"I... I don't know, Eliza," said David reluctantly. He seemed torn between his desperate arousal and the masculine pride that had kept him at arm's length from her since the incident at the club. For a moment, Eliza felt a stab of guilt. She knew it was wrong to manipulate her husband and encourage him to find pleasure in his betrayal... but she had no choice. Gene had given her an order, and she needed to use every trick at her disposal to try and corrupt her husband.
And shamefully, the oil made the process much more arousing than guilt-inducing.
"It's important, baby," said Eliza pleadingly. "I know you can do it if you try. You were this close to cumming your brains out thinking about breaking up a happy marriage a second ago. I think if you shift your thinking just a little bit, you can see the eroticism in our situation too. Or at least pretend you do," she added hastily.
"There's nothing erotic about you fucking Gene. You betraying me. Moaning for..." his voice broke a little. "You moaning for more as he fucked you in the ass."
Fuck. I'm losing him. Eliza decided to do something daring. A risky play that might ruin this whole thing.
"You say that," she said, her voice suddenly firm. "But if it isn't the slightest bit arousing to you, then why is this thing still hard as a rock, ready to spurt in my hand?" She squeezed his iron-hard cock in her hand and stared challengingly into his eyes, daring him to disagree. It was high-risk, high-reward. This could either make him back down in confusion and arousal or blow up and scrap the whole game. The argument was bullshit, of course. The reason he was hard was that a woman he loved and was attracted to was jerking him off... But if there was even a glimmer of shameful arousal deep inside him based on what he had seen at the club that night, he might be confused and embarrassed enough for this accusation to give her an opening.
David stared at her for a moment, his face red, his nostrils flaring, and his cock throbbing, painfully stiff in her grip. Then, to Eliza's delight, he looked away, dodging the confrontation. "That's... It's not what you think. I don't think that kind of thing is hot. I'm just confused."
Eliza had no doubt in her mind that it was true... but her job was to convince David he was wrong. "Well, let's find out," she said with a wide, eager smile, beginning to slowly move her hand up and down his cock once again. "I'm going to give you a little... motivation. Describe to you how a hypothetical cuck, who definitely isn't you, might find it arousing to watch another man fuck his wife. If by the end you are unmoved, I'll go back to Kim and tell her that you can't play the part we need from you, and we need to find another way. But if you let go and drain your balls into your wife's soft hand while she tells you all sorts of kinky things about cuckolding..." she paused for a moment to swirl the flat of her palm of the swollen head of her husband's cock, making him hiss at the unexpected pleasure. "...then I guess that this was the role you were born to play."
"Eliza, I don't think I'm comfortable with..."
"No complaints," said Eliza. "You said it'll be hard for you to act like a cuck, and now I'm giving you a chance to prove it. All you have to do is listen to me for a few minutes and not cum. It should be pretty easy, right?"
David looked troubled, but his cock showed no signs of deflating. In fact, it leaked a fresh spurt of precum as Eliza continued, not giving her husband a chance to protest further.
"Ok, I want you to imagine a cuckold, sitting in a chair in the bedroom, watching as his wife kisses another man on the bed. He's nervous... filled with anxiety and jealousy and yes, even anger. But his little willy is stiff and eager in his pants anyway, despite all of those negative feelings. Can you guess why?"
David shook his head. "No. There's nothing hot about your wife being stolen. Fucking someone else in front of you."
Eliza chuckled, pausing at the base of her husband's penis to grip it tight, emphasizing its hardness for both of them. "You say that, yet you're hard just like him, despite your negative emotions. Well, don't worry, hubby. I'll make things clear to you. It's exactly the same feeling you were getting off to earlier! That twisted sense of absolute dominance and power... just experienced from the other end."


David was breathing heavily, leaning back in his chair, and covering his eyes with a hand. He was clearly distressed, but Eliza could see that her words were getting through to him, fanning the tiny spark of reluctant lust he felt into a flickering flame. She pushed further, her voice low and throaty and seductive, her hand never ceasing its graceful, liquid movements.
"So that poor cuck just sits there, watching. His eyes wide and his little stiffy aching with need as another man's hands explore every inch of the woman who should belong to him alone. And she moans, David... a little sound of need against the lips of the man brazenly kissing her. She's blushing, aflame with embarrassment from her audience of one, but still kissing this strange man with a hunger and heat that the poor cuck doesn't recognise. And do you know what the poor little cuck feels in that moment, David?"
"No," insisted David in a shaky voice. "I have no id..."
"I think you do know, David," said Eliza with a giggle, speeding up her handjob, filling the room with the squelching sounds of her husband's precum. "He feels weak. So fucking weak. The bull on the bed is strong. So powerful he can reach out and pluck a pretty flower right out of the hands of a pathetic man like himself. Just like those masters you read about, he can take a woman with no interest and make her obsessed with his cock. So the husband feels weak... but there is a certain twisted pleasure that comes from weakness. Trust me. I know. Gene taught it to me."
Eliza slipped off her chair, kneeling in front of her husband, staring up at him with wide, eyes revealing her wickedness, letting him peek down the front of her low-cut shirt. Enticing him with the pleasures Gene had stolen from him. She jerked her husband's cock with both hands, hovering above it with her face so close he could feel the hot puff of her breath against his tingling flesh.
"She gets down on her knees, David. And that only gets the poor little cuck harder. Because she is willing to do things for this bull that he never gets. She's going to suck this strange man's thick, powerful cock right in front of her husband, while he only gets the pleasure of his hand. That's what a fucking stud this bull is, Davey. He gets what he wants. The royal treatment. Any woman is willing to submit to him... even if she shouldn't."
"Oh Godddd, please, Eliza. Please," breathed David as she opened her mouth just above his cock, staring up at him with wide innocent eyes. She snapped her mouth shut with a teasing grin, shaking her head and making a tsking noise.
"Sorry, hubby," she explained with false contrition, "you know I can't. Gene won't let me, remember? He used that nasty oil to claim my mouth for his own personal use. The best I can do for you is this." She extended her tongue to let a stream of warm saliva drip down onto her husband's cock, lubing it up for her constantly pumping hand. She knew she was playing with fire at this point, but she couldn't stop. She needed to see how far she could push David.
"So, of course, the poor, denied cuckold starts jerking his cock while watching his woman be conquered. In fact..." said Eliza with a teasing wink, "It probably feels just like my hand on your cock right now. Well... maybe mine is just the tiniest bit better. Anyway, he revels in his shameful weakness. Every stroke of his dick a celebration of his failure and his enemy's victory. And his wife?"
Eliza dropped her voice lower, her icy blue eyes smoldering with inner heat as she whispered, "She's just along for the ride. Giving in to her primal instincts. Enjoying the feeling of a bigger, thicker cock as it stretches her lips wide open and shows her who's boss."
"Eliza, I don't..." David opened his mouth, panting heavily. Eliza could feel his cock twitch in her hands, and the combination of fear and arousal in his eyes told Eliza everything she needed to know. "I don't like this. I can't like this."
"But we haven't even gotten to the best part yet." She reached up to tug her corset down, exposing her perfect, firm tits with their freshly-pierced nipples. "The part where that bad, bad, powerful man strips off every inch of innocent wifey clothing." She removed one hand from her husband's cock, running it up her body to grasp and pinch at her sore, swollen nipples. "Touches and tastes and makes every part of her his." Her own body was filled with twisted heat now, pulsing in time with her husband's cock. She was getting off to this fantasy of betrayal, and to her intense delight, she could tell that her husband was getting off to it as well.
And true, maybe it was more because she had been edging him for over half an hour at this point while pouring manipulative dirty talk into his ears, but that didn't change the fact that they were both fucking horny while expressly fantasizing about cuckolding. Eliza wanted desperately to feel closer to him... and more importantly, to seal the deal and make him cum to the twisted scenario she was weaving. And she knew just how she could do it. She stood suddenly, shimmying her shorts down her hips to reveal her blushing, dripping pussy to her horny husband's shocked gaze.
'Eliza... what are you...?" He gulped, unable to take his eyes off her gorgeous pussy that he had been denied for so long. "I thought you said that you can't..."
Eliza raised her hand and pressed it over his mouth, cutting him off. "Shut up. We're imagining, remember?" She lowered her hips until her husband's cock lay against the length of her pussy, hard and throbbing against it. So close, yet so far. "Imagine what it feels like for that poor cuck once the foreplay is over," purred Eliza, sliding her hips forward to grind her wet, naked pussy against her husband's dick. "When that powerful man has wifey on the bed, moaning and panting beneath him, her married pussy dripping and eager to be taken. The bull gets whatever he wants, Davey, and what he wants in this case is to take what the wife isn't supposed to give to anybody but her husband."
David's chest heaved as Eliza's silky, wet pussy glided up and down the length of his cock, wetting it with her slick juices. Gene had forbidden penetration, but this didn't qualify... no matter how close it got.
"And that poor cuck just watches. Watches and jerks his unwanted dick," said Eliza in a rough voice. 'While the bull sinks into her, deep and slow and satisfying to them both. And the cuckold wishes to God that it was him in the bed instead... That he was the one who was inside his loving wife right now."
Eliza rose higher, until the slick, swollen head of her husband's cock pressed warm and wet against her lower lips, in perfect position to slide home into where he belonged. The pussy of the woman he had married. "But the cuck knows, at some instinctive level," moaned Eliza, "that he is right where he belongs. That the bull somehow deserves it more than him. That in some deeper, more important way than vows and rings and pretty white dresses, his wife's wet cunt belongs to the real man in bed with her now. And the only thing he deserves..."
Eliza leaned forward and whispered in his ear at the same time that she reached out to grab David's hand and bring it to his lap.
"... is his pathetic cuckie fist."
She smoothly withdrew, dropping to her knees in front of him once again and bringing her hand to her own crotch to join him as she insisted, "Jerk for me, David. Show me how hot you think it is. Don't hold back. Cum. Cum for me now."
David groaned, but he was too far gone to resist, horny and dumb and desperate for release. He jerked his cock wildly, staring down at his half-naked wife with open lust, using her pussy juices as lube, but not allowed to fuck her. He looked angry and sad and conflicted, but he still came. In thick, gluey spurts of cum.
And Eliza dodged them, letting her husband's cum fall to the floor rather than even touch it. She had always been a little grossed out by semen after all, and her husband didn't have the advantage of magic oil to make her obsess over his.
So while Gene got to cum down her throat, and deep inside her pussy, and all over her face, David got to cum on the floor, groaning as if his heart was breaking as Eliza looked on with glee.
"I guess that settles it," said Eliza smugly. "It seems like you find cuckolding a little hotter than you were willing to admit."
But Eliza saw a moment too late that David seemed to be in no mood for her teasing. As he sat panting, she could see clarity and shame and distrust returning to his eyes. Eliza began to feel a little guilty as well, her horny mischievousness fading away. She tugged her corset back up into place and stood, turning away while she pulled the tight little shorts back up her thighs.
"I'll get the mop," she said awkwardly. "Any hits yet on our post?"
David sighed deeply and tucked his spent cock back into his pants. "A lot of likes and some comments, nothing from the mysterious oil maker."
"Well, I suppose we'll just have to wait for it," said Eliza, hurrying to get the mop as she'd promised. The little stunt she pulled was fun in the moment, but it may have set her relationship with her husband even further back in the long run. Even so, as Eliza hurried to the closet to fetch the mop, she couldn't stop a secretive little smile from creeping across her face.
The mission her master had given her was a success. Regardless of whether or not he was fully on board, she'd certainly succeeded in getting her husband to think more deeply about becoming a cuckold.
...
Kim led Gene by the hand toward the boardwalk, her whole body thrumming with sexual energy, coiled like a spring, just waiting to be released.
She could feel the eyes of the other people on the beach as she went, men and women alike, their gazes crawling over every inch of her body, but especially the naked, jiggling tits she barely concealed beneath one arm as she marched off toward her date with "Josh". The entire day had been mortifyingly embarrassing... yet exhilarating at the same time. Teasing Gene was like waving a red cape in front of a bull. Making someone in utter control of your life angry could have dire consequences. She was walking a razor's edge in being amusingly bratty without actually pissing him off.
But she had been pulling it off perfectly so far, and had gotten close to succeeding at her goals for the day. First and foremost, this was about getting Gene so horny and riled up that he didn't think too hard about his other Cumbunny and what Lizzie was up to at the moment. And, secondly, and maybe secretly more important and far as Kim was concerned, she was attempting to make her pitch to Gene why he didn't actually need Eliza.
Kim still hadn't mentioned to Eliza and David that her goal was to free Eliza and leave herself, at least temporarily, as her Daddy's one and only Cumbunny. They wouldn't understand. They might even question her loyalty. But she needed the excitement and passion she had felt today with her evil, dominant Daddy on the beach. Maybe one day she would grow bored or depressed and want to clean up her life, and the oil would always be waiting for her then. But until that day... she wanted to experience what it was like to be Gene's bratty little Cumbunny. And today was the perfect taste of how erotic and exciting that life could be.
It felt like they had slipped into a different world as they slipped beneath the boardwalk. It was cool and dim down here, and the splashes of lapping water were loud. The prying eyes of the crowd were finally off them. As Kim pulled her Daddy forward by the hand, she was filled with a sense of intrigue and arousal. She was headed to a secret rendezvous, and more importantly, she was a bout to get fucked after teasing herself and her Daddy all day. Her body flushed and tingled with anticipation.
It didn't take long for them to find Josh. His lean, muscled body leaned against a pillar in a way that he probably assumed made him look nonchalant. But Josh was anything but calm and disinterested. The bulge in his little red trunks completely gave him away.
Josh was exactly the kind of tall, handsome, pushy douche that Kim used to select for her one-night stands. She had even felt a certain familiar tingle when she'd spoken to him before. An impulse to take and own Josh for a night. To push back against his control, squeeze his balls dry with her tight little pussy, then leave him heartbroken. The cycle that felt as familiar as an old hit song.
But things had changed now. She had been caught and domesticated by the ultimate pushy asshole, and the starter version no longer appealed. Bros like Josh were the easy mode compared to a real alpha male like Gene, and she would never go back to the petty games she used to play with them.
So in some ways, humiliating Josh was just as much for her as it was for her cuck-obsessed Daddy. It would be fun to utterly reject the same kind of guy that used to arouse and infuriate her.
Josh looked up with a confident smirk on his pretty-boy face, but his expression dissolved into confused displeasure as he noticed the broad, hairy form of her Daddy beside her. Gene was grinning like a maniac at the prospect of what was about to happen, and his cock was bulging against the ridiculous speedo that hardly served to contain him. He looked like some dark force from a fairytale, and Josh could tell by his very presence that things weren't going to go like he planned.
"Wait... why the fuck is this old piece of shit...?"
His words faded into stunned silence as Kim wrapped her arms around her Daddy's thick neck and pulled him down into a performatively obscene kiss, tongues wrestling as his hands dropped to squeeze her ass hard and her naked tits pressed tightly to his hairy chest.
Finally, she pulled away, thrilled to see that not only was Josh still standing there with a stupid look on his face, he still had a stiffy tenting the front of his little red trunks. Wonders never ceased. It seemed like some guys couldn't help but get turned on when they saw a dominant man take what was his... as much as they might protest and to deny it.
"I'm here to meet you, just like I promised, Josh,' said Kim with a smirk. "Although I'm afraid I can't give you what you thought I would. I'm afraid my whole body is spoken for by my Daddy." Gene played his role of the dominant stud perfectly, leaning down to suck a fat pink nipple between his lips, mauling her other breast with a broad calloused paw while his Cumbunny taunted the younger, more attractive man about his defeat.
'Fuck this," snarled Josh, putting up a front of flustered, angry machismo. He began to storm away, but Kim stopped him in his tracks with a smoldering glare and a sharp, "Hold it!"
"You could certainly walk away..." she purred, holding the confused and furious young man in her burning green gaze as she reached to cup the back of Gene's head, mashing his slobbering mouth deeper into her breasts. "But that tent you're pitching tells me that you might want to stay. Gene is about to... demonstrate his ownership, shall we say, and he's graciously agreed to let you watch."
"I don't... I don't want to fucking watch some fat old slob..." the hunky young lifeguard's eyes widened again, and his mouth dropped open as Gene impatiently tore away the flimsy thong that had been the only thing covering her all day, exposing her tight pussy, flushed and dripping with excitement from the long days of teasing. Her Daddy immediately slid a thick finger up between her lips, into her wet heat, drawing a little whimper of pleasure from her throat. She had been craving her Daddy's touch all day... but she needed to focus right now. She needed to draw Josh into her web, not only for her own pleasure, but to show Gene just how exciting an audience could be... and make him crave a particular audience member even more. The more Gene was focused on David and his crazy cuckolding pipe dream, the less he would pay attention to what she and Eliza were doing right under his nose.
"Come on now, Josh," said Kim with a giggle, grinding her hips needily into Gene's probing fingers as he slobbered and slurped over her nipples, playing the part of conquering brute to a t, "There's nothing wrong with just taking a little look, is there? It's like a real-life porn, put on exclusively for your pleasure. Please? I want you to. Do it for me?"
"You're crazy," said Josh vaguely, licking his lips as his eyes played over Kim's naked, oiled body, shining with a mix of desire and wounded pride.
"I ammmm," moaned Kim. "But I'm crazy for my Daddy, I'm afraid... So I can't be your little slut, Josh. Sorry about that. But it's not all bad news. My Daddy has trained me into a bad little girl. I know you're curious what I see in him, and I pinky promise that you'll have a good time if you stick around to find out." Gene moved behind her, peeling off his tiny speedo to expose the full, veiny glory of his thick cock. Kimmy had to bite her lip to hold back a giggle as Josh's eyes locked onto his rival's cock and widened. Boys were so silly. They all wanted to believe that they were the big alphas who wanted to be the one in charge... but every boy she had ever met loved to watch bigger, thicker cocks fuck pretty women on screen. And with a little bit of pressure, she thought she could tease out that desire to watch.
"Stay, Josh," said Kim in a more commanding voice as she bent at the waist, her whole body shivering with lust. Gene dragged the bulbous head of his cock up and down her juicy slit, teasing her with her favorite thing in the world. "I want you to see what a real man can do to me. Maybe you'll learn something." This is what she had been longing for all day as she teased him: the feeling of being fucked into submission by this ugly man and being put into her place. The fact that a man she would have once been attracted to looked on in mingled lust and defeat only made it hotter.
Josh looked torn for a moment, on the edge between staying and storming off. A big, confident guy like him probably got all the pussy he wanted. Especially when he had the opportunity to show off his washboard abs all day on the beach. Rejection wasn't something that Kim imagined that he experienced very often... especially not when competing with an ugly, old, balding man like Gene.
But men were men, and a moaned, oiled-up slut begging one to watch her get fucked wasn't something it was easy to turn down. "This is so fucked up," he said under his breath. But, fucked up or not, his hard cock still pressed up against his trunks, and he stood rooted to the spot as Gene positioned himself at Kim's tight, pulsing entrance.
"Good boy," said Kim in a gasping, throaty voice. "Now look in my eyes as you watch what my Daddy can dooooo!"
Her command trailed off into a slutty moan as Gene slid inside of her slowly, inch by inch, blanking her mind out with pleasure and making her tongue loll from her mouth in utter sexual bliss. Fuck it felt good... it had been too long since Gene had fucked her, and feeling the thick rigid length of his hot cock fill and stretch every inch of her was pure ecstasy.
"Fuck Daddy! Fuck, it feels so fucking good!" she whined, squirming her hips backward, forcing him deeper. She wanted to feel every inch of his powerful cock inside her. For a moment, the poor sad-sack lifeguard watching with cock hard and jaw agape, slipped her mind entirely. All that mattered was her Daddy's hard dick.
"Are you sorry, Kimmy?" asked Gene, his voice hot and rough in her ear as he withdrew, then snapped his hips forward again, slamming himself balls-deep into her needy pussy. "For being a little brat to your Daddy all day long?"
"I'm sorry, Daddy," she whimpered, feeling her insides pulse and grip tight around Gene's magnificent cock, wanting to hold it close. To never let it go. "I'm sooo sorry for being such a bitch. I just F-fuck! I just wanted you to punish me. It feels so fucking good!" Gene pulled out then slammed forward into her again, drawing a sobbing moan from her throat and making her bounce her plump butt backward into him. She didn't just want him to punish her. She wanted him to break her. To imprint the feeling of his cock so deep into her bratty cunt that she could never enjoy another man again, whether or not she managed to free herself in the future.


Gene began a punishing pace, fucking his bratty little bunny hard and fast from behind. But Kim immediately ran into a problem. Bending over at the waist and letting Gene fuck her from behind just wasn't a position that was easy to balance, especially with how hard he wanted to go. She kept having to reposition her footing to avoid falling over. Without something to brace herself on, it might just be impossible.
Gene saw the problem immediately, and as the man in charge, he moved to solve it. "Hey, you, pretty boy," he grunted, snapping his fingers. "Get over here."
Josh, who had been staring at the obscene sexual display of Kimmy getting stuffed, seemed shocked to be spoken to. "What? Me?"
"Do you see any other douchebag lifeguards standing around?" asked Gene acidly. "Come stand here so my slut can lean on you. I can't fuck her right this way."
Josh seemed more confused than offended at the suggestion, but mustered up a, "Hey, fuck you, dude! I'm not just going to do whatever you say because..."
"Do what he says, Josh," said Kim in a strict voice, still a little ragged on the edges from her intense pleasure. "He's in charge here. He's the one with the bigger cock. The one who gets to call the shots. If you can't handle that, you can leave."
"I don't..." Josh gulped heavily, shaking his head and trying to dispel the strange sexual spell he had fallen under. 'I don't know you people. I could just leave. I should just fucking leave."
"But then you wouldn't get to see me get fucked," said Kimmy with a giggle. "Enough. I don't want to hear any more whining. Stop being a pussy and come over hear and help me fuck a real man... or fucking leave, I don't give a shit. One of the pillars would work just as well."
Looking like he couldn't believe what he was doing, but drawn forward by the glistening, bratty temptress, Josh stepped forward. With a sultry smirk, Kim reached out to brace herself on his tall, muscular body, and a moment later Gene had resumed his punishing pace, Fucking her hard from behind, this time pushing her forward into Josh with every stroke, her juicy tits swinging and jiggling beneath her with his powerful thrusts. His heavy balls slapping wetly against her clit every time his hips pumped forward.
"It feels good, doesn't it, Daddy?" gasped Kim, speaking to Gene while she stared deep into Josh's eyes. "To show a pussy like this how a real man fucks?"
"Fuck you," said Josh, but his voice broke a little on saying it, and he made no move to get away. Kim felt like she had hit the jackpot with this loser. Surely it couldn't be this easy to convince any guy to accept such a submissive role. Or maybe all guys were this weak when compared to a man like her Daddy...
Maybe even David could be this weak if Gene and Eliza applied the right pressure...
She pushed the thought away as Gene let out a guttural, panting laugh. He reached down and gripped Kim's hair, pulling her hair up and forcing her back to arch dramatically as he hammered into her. "Shut the fuck up, loser," he said roughly. "My woman asked me a question. It feels fucking amazing, Kimmy. Because everyone here knows who the alpha is. Who gets the fuck, and who gets turned on from watching what a real man can do."
"I don't... I'm not fucking turned on by you, dude," said Josh defensively.
This time it was Kim's turn to laugh. It came out as a sound of half-amusement and half mindless lust, vibrating with pleasure as Gene's cock filled her again and again as he pushed her forward into the awkwardly standing lifeguard. "Not turned on?" she purred. "Come the fuck on. As if my face wasn't inches from this fucking... thing." She reached forward and yanked down the lifeguard's tight trunks before he could react, making his shameful boner flop out for all to see, dripping precum and hard as diamond from the taunting words of the fucking couple. It wasn't bad. Probably even above average in terms of length and thickness. But it simply couldn't hold a candle to the monster that was sending bolts of pure molten lust radiating through Kim's body as it pumped in and out of her hot, wet cunt.
Josh scrambled to try to reach down and pull his trunks back up, but Kimmy held onto them, breathlessly laughing and moaning as Gene fucked her from behind, reveling in the opportunity to put a pretty boy douche in his place, just like she'd always wanted.
"Leave them," barked Gene, making Josh freeze. "It's only fair that you get naked too, considering the show we're giving you. In fact... I want you to jerk off. Show us how much you enjoy seeing little Kimmy getting fucked."
Josh's face went red, and Kim could see that he was about to angrily refuse the obscene command. But by this point, she'd had enough of his bullshit. "Josh," she panted, staring into his eyes, her tits swinging wildly beneath her and her face just inches from his throbbing cock, "Jerk. Off. Now."
Something about the raw lust in her voice, and the erotic sight of her utter sexual submission to the ugly older man got through to Josh, crumbling his prideful defences. He dropped his eyes from her blazing green gaze, then reached down to shamefully grip his cock, pumping his fist up and down in shameful pleasure as he watched another man fuck the woman he wanted for himself.
"That's right, Davey," grunted Gene, his hips working faster and faster, claiming every inch of Kim's pussy as she desperately bounced back into his thrusts, savoring the feeling of complete submission. "That's what you fucking deserve. Jerk off like the good little cuck you were born to be while I take what's yours."
"Who the fuck is Davey?" gasped Josh, his own slippery fist pumping his cock faster and faster inches from Kim's face. But no one cared what poor little Josh had to say anymore. All three of them were caught in the grip of climax. Gene grunted in pleasure, his heavy balls drawing tight to the base of his pumping cock. His hairy belly and thighs slapped forward with fleshy wet slaps against Kim's bouncing butt again and again. Her pussy gripped and milked every inch of her Daddy's cock as he fucked her, her pleasure racheting up more and more intensly tight, her thighs trembling and her toes gripping in the grimy sand beneath the boardwalk as she roared towards orgasm.
Kim's glossy lips parted in a low, passionate moan... just inches from Josh's cock, and as she looked up, she saw a moment of hope in his eyes. Hope that she might lose herself in the moment and take his cock in her mouth. Or at least that he could "accidentally" cum on her face in the heat of the moment.
But that wasn't his role here. Feeling Gene winding up to orgasm, and feeling her own fast approaching, Kim judged her moment carefully, then took it.
Just as Gene roared behind her, flooding her tight, hot cunt with his addictive seed, she pushed Josh hard, making him fall backward onto his ass. His arms flew behind him to catch his fall, but Kim had timed her cruel trick perfectly. Josh came just then, his cock erupting in a ruined orgasm, splattering himself with hot cum while Gene enjoyed a deep creampie.
But Kim was immediately distracted from the pathetic lifeguard's fate by her own overwhelming orgasm. For the past week, all she had enjoyed of her Daddy's cum was the spare scraps she could lick out of her sister-in-law's pussy. There was no comparison to a direct creampie of white-hot cum. It felt like every nerve in her body was soaked in electric pleasure, burning bright and hot through her veins. She choked out endless, breathless moans, feeling Gene's cock pump rope after rope of jetting semen into her, emptying his balls into her greedily milking pussy.
By the time that the delirious pleasure of her orgasm was over, Josh was nowhere to be seen. He must have scuttled off in shame after the post-nut clarity hit him, but Kim didn't care much. He was a nobody. Just a stand-in. For Kim, he had represented all the men who had failed to win her and how they paled in comparison to her Daddy. And for Gene... well his Freudian slip had made things crystal clear, hadn't it? Gene wanted to cuck David more badly than ever just now.
Speaking of Gene, he finally released his iron grip on Kim's wide hips and gave her ass an encouraging slap as he pulled himself out of her. "Good work today, Kimmy," he said gruffly. Probably the highest praise she'd ever heard him give anyone.
So Daddy likes punishing his little brat, huh? thought Kim wickedly. Well, he is going to have a lot to punish me for soon, once I free Eliza. It will be just me and him, and he can punish me with that big cock all he wants.
Gene plopped down and leaned against a pillar, rooting through the bag Kim had brought with her to retrieve his phone.
"Why don't you go get cleaned up?" he said with a dismissive wave. "It's a long way home, and I don't want to drive with the smell of jizz filling the damn car."
Kim took a deep breath and bent to pick up her discarded thong, making sure to be cautious on her wobbly legs. "What about you?" she asked lightly.
"I'm fucking tired and hot," grumbled Gene. he was, in fact, pouring sweat after the strenuous fucking he had given his bunny. "I'm going to sit here where it's cool while you clean up. See you in a bit."
Kim nodded meekly, then let her face break into a broad grin as she turned away and headed toward the bathrooms. It had been a good day. She'd gotten closer to her Daddy, increased his interest in cuckolding, and, most importantly, distracted him completely from what David and Eliza were up to.
She could only hope her brother and Eliza were doing just as well on their mission.
...
David slumped in front of the computer about an after he came, tapping his fingers listlessly on the desk. The air had been filled with awkward tension between them in that time, only amplified by the apparent failure of their efforts.
"Any word?" asked Eliza again, feeling anxiety bubble up inside her as she checked the clock on the wall. They were running out of time. After their day at the beach, Gene would expect Eliza at home, with a full report on how she'd tried to convince David to become a cuckold. They had perhaps another hour or two. Tops.
"Nothing," said David flatly. "I mean, do we know for sure that the oil creator even works that quickly? What if we have to post about it for weeks before he decides we're serious?"
"We don't have weeks," said Eliza nervously, biting her thumbnail and bouncing a leg. "Master... I mean Gene, will expect me to either convert you or give up before that." Not to mention the fact that Eliza felt she was on the precipice of giving in to her master completely. She had already been headed that way before Kimmy's last, desperate plan had pulled her back from the brink. Who knew what might happen in the next few weeks? Would any of Eliza be left, or would Lizzie be the only one left, dumb, happy, and devoted to her master's cock.
'I know," said David in a voice pained with frustration, "But I'm not sure what else we can do. We gave them the most perverted, obscene scenario we could think up, and they didn't take the bait. We're out of options other than waiting."
Eliza froze, a sudden idea sparking in her desperate mind. "Wait... actually, I think there is something even more fucked up we could say. Something that might get the attention of whoever it is."
David frowned, catching the anxiety in her voice. "Which is...?"
"I'll give you my login information. Switch to my account and get ready to type," said Eliza grimly. This had a chance of exposing them, but it might also be the only thing fresh enough to grab the interest of a jaded thrill junkie like the oil creator.
It only took a moment for David to switch to the other account, hands on the keyboard, ready to hear her idea.
"Ok... type this: I am a Cumbunny, and I want a sample of the Mjölkhare oil to addict my master to someone else's cum."
David gave her an odd look. "Eliza, this is a server filled with Cumbunny masters and guys who hope to become Cumbunny masters. I sort of doubt that your post will be popular."
"I know it won't be," said Eliza grimly. "In fact, I expect it to get me banned. But I don't need the post to be well-liked. I only need it to get one person's attention."
David still looked skeptical. "Yeah, I guess," he muttered. "But we're talking about the same guy who gave all the masters their oil in the first place. What makes you think he will like the idea of a Cumbunny ensnaring her master?"
"Because it's something new. And if my guess is right, that's all that really matters to this person. Trust me. Just type it in."
David shook his head, but typed out the short message and pressed enter. A moment later, he scoffed at the screen. "Wow. I don't know about our mysterious oil creator, but we were totally right about how popular this would be with the average user. The post is catching some serious hate from the thin-skinned guys on this server."
Eliza stewed in her anxiety, nervously checking the clock and chewing her nails as David kept up a running commentary on how many of the server's users were piling onto the post in their hatred.
Finally, she couldn't take the strain anymore. She stood abruptly and said, "I'm going to use the bathroom."
But just as she turned away, David straightened up at the computer with a gasp. "Eliza, wait," he said excitedly. "I just got a message... from what looks like a burner account, just like you said." His eyes held a volatile, nervous combination of hope and fear as they stared into hers. "I think it's him."
Eliza sat back down, clasping her hands in front of her so they wouldn't shake.
"Read me exactly what he says, and type exactly what I say in response," she said sharply. Maybe she was being rude at this point due to nerves, but David didn't apparently care, because the next thing he said was,
"Hello. I understand that you're interested in a sample of the Mjolkhare oil. Is it true that I have the pleasure of speaking to a Cumbunny?"
Eliza took a deep breath to calm herself. Even across the internet, even through her husband's voice, speaking to the creator of the oil, one of the most powerful tools for evil she had ever heard of, sent a chill up her spine.
"Yes, that's correct. On both counts." She tried to keep her voice firm and confident. The man on the other side of the chat couldn't hear her, obviously, but she needed to stay in the right frame of mind.
David waited for a moment, his eyes locked on the screen, then read the stranger's reply.
"Fascinating. I would have expected you to sound a little more... vacant. I've never spoken to a Cumbunny before."
Eliza frowned. "I mean, don't you speak to your own bunnies?"
David tilted his head in confusion at the reply, then read. "I don't have any Cumbunnies of my own. I don't need them. Who is your master?"
Eliza wasn't sure if she was comfortable with giving out that information to the head of all creeps. In the worst-case scenario, he could simply pass that information along to Gene.
"Tell him I belong to BossHog87," said Eliza reluctantly. There was no other way. This was probably a test to ascertain if she was telling the truth about being a Cumbunny or not. She had to play ball.
"Ahhh. That would make you Kimmy... No, probably Lizzie if I were to guess. Pleased to meet you, Lizzie. So. Why do you think I would give a Cumbunny a sample of the oil, when I spend so much effort empowering people like your master?" David's voice betrayed his growing discomfort and disgust with the person he was chatting with, but Eliza put her feelings aside. She felt like she understood this strange man, and if she was correct, the oil was within her grasp.
"Because you give out the oil to men who want to corrupt someone who considers themselves untouchable," she said, choosing her words carefully. "Women who are more beautiful, or richer, or smarter than the masters who drag them down. It's a fantasy of reversal. The ugly, downtrodden man dominating the perfect, beautiful woman. Dragging her down from her pedestal."
She leaned forward in her chair as David furiously typed her detailed response. "But who is more arrogant and full of themselves than a master who has used the oil? Who could consider themselves more invincible? Talk about a fall from grace... to go from unquestioned power to the same servitude they have forced someone else into. The ironic justice would be... delicious."
"Fascinating. I certainly have noticed the... arrogance that comes from being a master."
Eliza waited with bated breath. The silence hung in the air as David glared at the screen. "Well, what is he saying?" snapped Eliza finally. The tension was killing her.
"Nothing," said David back defensively. "He's not even typing. I don't know, maybe you'd better say something else before... Wait... Wait, no, now he's typing again." This time they had to wait for a solid minute, Eliza's tension growing in her chest until she felt like she could barely breathe.
Finally, David spoke again, reading the reply.
"I'll admit that you've piqued my curiosity. Something that is harder and harder to do these days. I'm inclined to accept your proposal. On two conditions. Firstly, and more mundanely, you'll pay the associated fee. The price is high, but reasonable in my opinion, when you take the incredible power I am offering into consideration. Secondly, unlike the other masters, you will not post about this on the server. Knowing that they might face the same fate could potentially discourage new masters from coming forward. Instead, you will update me regularly on Gene's descent, messaging this account. Are those terms acceptable?"
Eliza's heart was nearly beating out of her chest. She couldn't believe her luck. The most difficult part of their plan was about to succeed. They were about to get the oil they needed to break free from Gene's command.
They might actually pull this off after all. Eliza had barely dared to hope that it could happen. Of course, there were a few things that gave her pause... She had pledged to addict Gene and send the creator of the oil regular updates on his descent, but dosing Gene hadn't been their plan at all. In fact, since each vial included only two doses of the oil. If they used one on Gene, that would leave either her or Kim still solely addicted to Gene's cum.
And something else bothered her... How did the strange man know that his name was Gene? As far as Eliza knew, he only used the user name BossHog87 on the server, and she and David had never mentioned his real name either.
What else did the creator of the oil know? And how did he figure it out?
It took David a few minutes to work out how to send the mysterious creator of the oil the bitcoin he requested, but then David slapped the laptop shut, a look of triumph crossing his face. "Done! He said that he's going to have the oil sent to us by courier within two hours... God knows how. Maybe he's headquartered in this city. Anyway... We did it!" he said with a broad grin. "We got the oil we need to ruin that bastard. And then..." he gulped. "Then we can finally get you back to normal. So you aren't... doing such strange things anymore."
The memory of her aggressive teasing hung heavy between them, and Eliza grimaced. She wished that she could just fall into his arms and apologise. And she would. Soon. After they had managed to remove Gene's insidious influence from their lives for good.
Eliza's burner phone began buzzing, and she pulled it out of her purse without thinking. Her blood ran cold as she saw who it was. Of course it was. Only he had the number. She looked up at David with her eyes wide. "I... I have to take this. I'll be right back."
Eliza hurried out the back door, her heart hammering in her chest as she took the call and raised it to her ear.


"Hello, Master," she said, trying her best to sound calm despite the butterflies raging through her stomach.
"Hello, Lizzie," replied Gene in a deep drawl. "Having a good time with hubby?"
"Well, Master, I don't know," said Eliza carefully. "I always like doing what you say, and you told me to..."
"Don't lie to me right now, Lizzie," said Gene firmly. "Just simple, direct, truthful answers. Now tell me. Did you have fun with Davey today?"
"Yes, Master," said Eliza, her mouth dry. "I did."
Gene grunted sourly, and Eliza closed her eyes, praying that he would just let it drop. That he wouldn't dig any further.
"What did you two do together?"
Eliza licked her lips, leaning back against the house to keep her knees from buckling. She had to get through this. She had to somehow satisfy him without giving anything away. Kim and David were counting on her.
"Just like you said, Master, I tempted him into becoming a cuck for you," said Eliza sweetly, feeling a bead of sweat drip down her brow.
"Good. Good. How did you do it?"
"I jerked him off while talking dirty to him about how hot cuckolding is," said Eliza, trying to inject a little sultry heat into her voice.
"Perfect... did the loser cum for you?"
Eliza could sense the interest in her master's voice. She seized on it eagerly. "Of course, master! He seemed really into it once I approached it the right way. I think he can be convinced."
"Ha! Hilarious. I knew that he was a cuck all along." Eliza could hear the satisfaction in Gene's voice, and relaxed a fraction. Then he spoke again.
"Was that all you did? Nothing else important?"
Fuck. "Um... we did other things," said Eliza nervously. "We ate lunch, and... ooh, we talked about our relationship a little!"
Gene was ominously quiet. Then in a calm, stony voice, he asked, "Is that it, Lizzie? Or is there something you're hiding from me? What else did you do?"
Eliza felt like she was choking. No. Not when we're so close. She looked for some way out. Some way to lie while telling the truth.
"Answer me, Lizzie."
Eliza tried to hold back, but her master had commanded her, and refusing him was physically painful. She tried to bite her tongue to stop herself, but it came spilling out anyway.
"We... Oh God! We convinced the maker of the Mjölkhare Oil to send us a sample!" Eliza's world felt like it was collapsing around her. The daylight seemed too bright, and for a second, she felt like she might faint. It was like that time she had nearly escaped all over again. Once again Gene had been one step ahead, ready to crush her plans. There was no escape.
"Explain," rumbled Gene in a voice of deceptive calm.
Lizzie couldn't help herself. The whole plan came spilling out of her. How they'd discovered Bitsy could have two masters at once. How Kim had distracted him today. How a vial of the precious oil was going to be delivered to their house within hours.
She slipped to the ground as she spoke, like a puppet with its strings cut, out of energy and out of hope. By the time she was finished, she slumped bonelessly against the wall, listening to her master's deep laugh over the phone.
"Well, I'm not going to lie, Lizzie, you almost fucked me there for a second!" he said jovially. "But don't worry. I forgive you. Because you just gave me the perfect opportunity to get exactly what I want. Here's what you're going to do for me, bunny. When the oil is delivered to your house, you are going to collect it for me and replace it with olive oil. Bring it to me later tonight. Then, you're going to pretend like nothing is wrong. You're going to be my perfect little double agent. Let Kimmy and Davey think their plan is going off without a hitch. Convince them that the only way to dose me properly is during a threesome, with David watching as a cuck. I'll take care of the rest."
"Yes, master," said Eliza wearily, her eyes glazing over.
"And hey... put a smile on that face, Lizzie. You want your poor hubby to think that good times are just around the corner."
"Yes, master."
A bright, shiny smile crossed Eliza's face as she stood up, dusted herself off, and returned to the house to wait for the oil.
...
Gene couldn't help but laugh as he cut the call.
Kimmy, Davey, and Lizzie must think him a real idiot. It was obvious to him from the beginning that there was something fishy about this whole day. Kimmy had been trying too hard to occupy him. And why would Eliza need a whole day for a brief conversation with her husband?
But it had been brain-dead of them to trust Lizzie with any information at all. All it had taken was one stern command to unravel the entire conspiracy.
And now... now he would get exactly what he wanted. With a fresh dose of the oil, he would finally turn David into a cum-craving cuck. The perfect addition to his fucked up menagerie.
Gene looked up to see Kim sashaying across the sand toward him, a satisfied smile on her face. No wonder she seemed so smug. She thought she was pulling the wool over the eyes of the man who had debased and humiliated her.
It was so fucking funny that Gene had to laugh again.
"What's so funny, Daddy?" asked Kim with a raised eyebrow.
"Nothing," said Gene, wiping away a tear, "You wouldn't get it."
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Amelia stared numbly at the interior of her closet, where all of the sundresses had once hung. It was empty now.
Last night, she had initiated the normal procedure for when she wanted her room cleaned. All she had to do was speak aloud and let the staff know that was what she wanted. As usual, they had unlocked the spare room, which was a bit smaller and more spartan than the main bedroom, so that she could stay there overnight while they cleaned her regular room.
But the staff hadn't just cleaned this time, she was discovering. Her clothes were gone. Not just the dresses either. The pajamas and underwear had been removed as well.
It seemed that Oscar was accelerating her training. Amelia couldn't blame him for thinking that she was ready for the next step. A few days ago she had willingly eaten tuna covered in his cum from a pet dish on the floor while he fingered her to orgasm. The month that Amelia had spent all alone with only filthy pornography to entertain her had weakened her resistance and increased her libido. Even now, the fact that she was now expected to by naked at all times, denied even the decency of clothing herself, sent a hot flush of embarrassed lust through her rather than anger or despair.
Amelia turned and left her freshly-cleaned bedroom, making her way to the sitting room naked. Not that she had a choice. At least she could console herself with the fact that she had spent most of her month of solitude naked anyway. So really, not having clothes to wear anymore wasn't that major of a change. But there was no fooling herself. Psychologically, the difference between choosing not to wear clothes and not being able to wear clothes was enormous.
The revocation of her clothing privileges wasn't the only psychological blow that Amelia suffered that morning. When she went to the fridge to eat her breakfast, she found that her morning oatmeal and berries had been portioned out into a metal pet dish with the name "Cookie" embossed on the side. Lunch and dinner were the same, three meals side by side in the fridge in three identical pet dishes. A quick check confirmed that all silverware and alternative dishes had been removed from the kitchen. If she wanted to eat, it would be from a pet dish from now on, with no forks or spoons to help her.
Amelia ate her oatmeal with her fingers, then washed them in the sink. With that finished, she moved to the couch and sat, staring with a troubled frown at the gift box she had left on the coffee table ever since that night a few days ago, when Oscar had given it to her.
Every day, she took out the gift that he had given her, and every day so far she had managed to return it to the box without using it. She knew that if she did, she would be moving one step further down the path of degradation that Oscar had laid out for her.
But she couldn't say it wasn't tempting.
Amelia began the daily ritual again now, earlier in the day than usual. A sign that her resolve was weakening, she feared. She reached out with trembling hands and pulled off the lid of the box, teased aside the layers of tissue paper, and revealed the poined "gift" that Oscar had given her.
It was a cock. Not literally, of course, but the resemblance was uncanny. Whoever had sculpted it had carefully colored and shaped it to look exactly like the real thing. Delicate bluish lines traced veins beneath the surface of the flesh-toned silicone, and the bulbous head was believably swollen and purplish. Amelia could almost fool herself into thinking she could see it throb and swell slightly with a heartbeat; it was so realistic. Now that she had seen it, as usual, Amelia couldn't keep her hands away. They seemed to move by themselves, wrapping around the thick shaft of the realistic toy and lifting it from its nest of tissue paper.
Obviously, it didn't feel exactly like a genuine cock. It wasn't possible to replicate the heat and life of the real thing using only silicone and plastic. But it got strangely close. It was clearly made of soft material over a hard core, giving it the same compelling blend of softness and rigidity that a living cock would have.
Amelia fell naturally into a rhythm of gripping and pumping her fist up and down the realistic dildo, savoring the feel of it in her hand. After a second, with a twist of shame at her inability to resist, she grabbed the remote and turned on the television, navigating to another favorite video. This one featured a woman tied down to a bed while a tall, muscular man first teased, then fucked her. Amelia had become more and more engrossed by this video over the past couple of days... mostly because of the male pornstar's huge, beautiful cock.
Amelia stared at the screen, her eyes dancing over the thick, throbbing pillar of lust between the man's thighs as he leaned over the bound woman on the bed, running his rough hands all over her curves. Her hand pumped up and down the dildo, dark, delicious heat uncoiling low in her belly as her mind clouded with thoughts of cock.
She had become almost desperately hungry for dick these past few days. She was sure that that was exactly the reason the life-like dildo had been gifted to her, but even if she recognized that, it did nothing to stop the craving welling up inside her. Her pussy ached with need between her legs, begging to be filled. Her trusty vibrator, the previous gift that Oscar had given her, no longer felt like enough. It wasn't thick enough. It didn't have the right... give.
Not like the fake cock in her hands right now. Amelia's pulse quickened, and the heat rising through her grew even hotter as she tightened her grip and pumped the cock through her hands, feeling its stiffness and girth. She stared at the screen as the male porn star vaulted onto the bed and kneeled over the face of the bound woman, rubbing his throbbing erection all over her helpless face.
Amelia raised the dildo to her own face, her heart thumping against her ribs as she rubbed the fake cock against her lips and cheeks. The silicone had been warmed enough by her hands that it almost felt like the real thing. The feeling of the dildo on her face reminded her of the worst thing about the silicone phallus... or maybe the best thing, depending on how you looked at it. She had noticed immediately upon seeing the dildo in the gift box that it seemed familiar. Playing with it had only confirmed her suspicion.
This wasn't just any cock. It was an exact replica of Oscar's.
Amelia sucked the tip of the dildo between her lips and swirled her tongue greedily around it. Her other hand dived down between her legs and began rubbing feverishly at her clit. Her eyes were locked with the action on the screen, watching the tied-down blonde suck the cock of the dominant man looming above her. She pressed the dildo deeper and deeper into her greedy mouth, sucking for all she was worth. This was why she was certain that the dildo was a replica of Oscar's cock. The memory of sucking his cock was seared into her mind. The shame and submission. The burning heat that suffused her body. But most importantly, every curve and vein of his powerful cock was etched into her memory. She would know the shape anywhere.
This was her master's cock.
Amelia's belly swooped, and her pussy throbbed with filthy heat as the video moved on. The hung stud on the screen wasn't satisfied with just his co-star's mouth. He moved further down the bed, to where the blonde's legs were spread, revealing her slick, blushing pussy. Amelia moaned around the dildo still stuffed deep between her lips as she watched.
That was what she wanted. Her body burned with need for what the slutty blonde in the video was about to get... a rough, hard fuck. A thick cock drilling deep between her thighs to scratch the maddening sexual itch in her deepest places. The dildo could provide exactly that. The next best thing to a real cock stretching her open and fucking her deep. But Amelia had been wary so far. The past few months had taught her a painful lesson: sometimes, indulging in her cravings didn't satisfy them. It only deepened and reinforced them. If she threw caution to the wind and fully indulged herself with the life-like dildo, how long would it be until she craved the real thing instead?
Maybe she craved the real thing already, and she was just scared to admit it...
But, despite her fear, Amelia found it hard to resist the temptation. She felt disappointed in herself as her willpower crumbled... but she consoled herself with the thought that she was just experimenting. Just testing what it would feel like to tease herself with the tip of Oscar's hard cock.
She pulled the dripping dildo from between her glossy, panting lips and let it trace down her body, leaving a shiny trail of saliva in its wake as it glided between her firm little tits and over her taut, heaving belly. Her pussy tingled and clenched in hungry anticipation as she nuzzled the head of the fake cock against her dripping lower lips. It had been warmed by her eager tongue at this point, and felt more real than ever.
Amelia mimicked the action on the screen as the male star pressed his seeping cockhead against the bound blonde's pussy, dragging it up and down, parting her lips and teasing her entrance. Amelia let out a frustrated moan that echoed the sounds the blonde slut on the screen was making, her thighs shuddering a little with barely contained passion.
I shouldn't... fuck, I really shouldn't. Oscar gave me this dildo so that I would want him to fuck me. If I give in here, I'm going to lose to him completely. I can feel it. But... fuck it would feel so fucking good!
Amelia watched the screen, her breath hot and raspy, her nipples stiff as two throbbing pebbles on her chest, her pussy burning with the need to be satisfyingly filled. She knew what was coming next in the porn on the screen. She held the dildo exactly where the porn star held his, its tip pressed firmly against her entrance without penetrating.
She should stop the video. She should go get her trusty little vibrator and use that to get off instead. She should put the dildo down, or better yet, throw the tainted gift into the sea and not let it influence her anymore. Because she knew what would happen if she kept watching the next part of the video.
The wild, lustful, animal part of Amelia that Oscar had been feeding wanted one thing, and the weakening, rational part of her mind wanted another. She had always been a rational person, but the conditioning she had received on the island was flipping the power balance inside her. Her animal lust wouldn't be denied. So she kept watching, the thick head of the dildo pressed against her hole, even though she knew exactly what would happen next.
She watched as the pornstar on the screen shifted his hips forward. The cameraman perfectly captured the action as the muscular man's throbbing cock stretched his curvy costar's lips apart, his thick shaft disappearing inch by inch into her tight, pink pussy.
Amelia couldn't stop herself. Her heated, primal desires moved her hands, overriding the whining warnings of her conscious mind. She let out a low, shuddering moan as the mouth-warmed silicone cock parted her folds, sinking satisfyingly into her deepest depths.
Her pussy clenched hungrily around the dildo as it filled her, and Amelia's thighs trembled a little with the intensity of her pleasure. She couldn't help but reflect that this must be exactly how it felt to get fucked by Oscar. Fuck he was thick! She knew that from sucking his cock, but squeezing her tight pussy around the dildo was a whole other experience entirely. She began thrusting the dildo into and out of her dripping pussy in a swift, deep rhythm, matching the action on the screen as the pornstar began fucking the bound blonde who was writhing beneath him in ecstasy.
Amelia didn't bother to hold back her moans, reveling in yet another moment of degrading defeat. She knew that Oscar was probably watching this, and the new staff lurking in the basement certainly were. But she no longer cared. In fact, the fact that they were watching only made things hotter.
It didn't take long for Amelia to wind up to an explosive orgasm. The realistic dildo inside her was satisfying in a way that her little purple vibrator just couldn't match. She wanted more. Needed more. Amelia closed her eyes, losing the visual stimulation of the porn on the screen, but focusing even more deeply on the stiff rod moving inside her.
It felt good... but there was something that bothered her. Maybe it was the lack of internal heat from the dildo itself. Maybe it was because her hands couldn't properly imitate the motions of strong hips thrusting to her. Or maybe it was like when you can't tickle yourself because your body expects the sensation.
Whatever the reason, Amelia craved something more. No matter how realistic the dildo was, it wasn't a cock. She opened her eyes again, her dark, lovely eyes dilating and darting over the screen, drinking in the erotic sight of a wet, eager pussy drilled by hot, hard, throbbing, real dick.
Her climax crashed over her unexpectedly at the sight, making her back arch and her toes curl with its intensity. Her mouth opened in a silent scream of pleasure for a moment as she struggled to catch her breath, then burst into loud moans of sexual abandon as her pussy milked the fake cock inside her. It was still a poor substitute, but it would do for now.
She continued to thrust the dildo hard and deep, over and over until the powerful waves of release finally ebbed and left her sweaty, panting, and spent. Then she slowly withdrew the dildo from her still-spasming cunt, staring at it with a strange mixture of self-loathing and satisfaction. It shone with her slick juices... but the best part about a dildo, as opposed to a real cock, was that it was just as stiff and ready as ever.
She was only able to hold back for a few minutes before starting round two, scrolling eagerly through her collection of pornography for another video that featured a submissive woman taking a hard fucking from a big, thick cock.
...
Later that afternoon, after masturbating three times with her new dildo, Amelia was thinking a little more clearly.
It was obvious to her that her grip was loosening. Oscar's plan had gone perfectly up to this point, apart from one small hiccup. If she didn't come up with one last desperate plan, she wouldn't have the willpower to escape anymore. Maybe she wouldn't even want to.
It meant she had to put everything on the line. Convince Oscar that she had broken completely, without actually doing so. And then, she had to use that one moment of overconfidence from Oscar, the moment that he thought he had won, and find a way to convert that into freedom.
Easier said than done. There was no room for error. The last time Amelia had seriously attempted escape, she had been punished severely. The house staff would be on their guard... and besides, she had learned the hard way that slipping out of her routine was useless if there wasn't a boat available to take her away.
But... something had changed since her last escape attempt that might give her the edge she needed.
After a few more hours of intense thought, Amelia got up and wrote a note to housekeeping requesting two more items.
Candles and a hair dryer.
She just hoped that they wouldn't think too hard about why she wanted them all of a sudden.
...
"It's a lot different from New York, isn't it, son?" said Mr. Svenson with a weary grin, mopping his face with a limp handkerchief as he slumped back in his seat.
Tanner wished he had something to wipe his face with as well. It was midday on San Isidro, and the tropical sun was sweltering. He wasn't sure if Amelia's father had rented the cramped, dingy apartment in order to keep a low profile or because it was the best he could get on short notice, but either way, it had no air conditioning. The ceiling fan was whirring and rattling away with no notable effect on the air temperature of the room.
San Isidro was a shock to the system after leaving the cold, grey weather of the north-eastern United States. The air felt like an oven. The city bustled and pulsed with busy life in a whirl of bright-colored clothing, shouted Spanish, and clouds of blue gasoline smoke from the half-dead engines of old cars and motorcycles. Tanner had thought he was out of his element chasing down criminal masterminds, but diving into an environment so foreign to his experience only made him feel more out of place.
He probably would have enjoyed the cultural exchange more if the dark truth of San Isidro hadn't been lurking in the back of his mind the entire bumpy ride from the airport. This island was basically Oscar Van Heel's private fief. The government of the small island nation was bought and paid for by the international criminal, and his word was stronger than law here. They had passed his estate at a distance on the way in from the airport. It was impossible to miss. A massive mansion like a gaudy, modern-age Versailles. Heavily armed guards stared at the Jeep Tanner was riding in with hard eyes as it had passed. Storming in and extracting Amelia just wasn't going to be an option, no matter how many men Mr. Svenson had hired.
The reality of Van Heel's influence had been echoing through Tanner's head ever since he saw the mansion, a visible symbol of Van Heel's open dominance. Every person he saw in the street, he wondered if they worked for the monster. Many probably did. It would be foolish to trust anyone on this island.
Tanner wiped his brow and flicked the sweat off his hand. Even being here filled his gut with a tight knot of anxiety, but he had no choice but to try his best. Amelia was counting on him.
"So," he asked, licking his lips, "what's the plan? What's our next step?"
"We're hitting the ground running!" said the pale older man with a grin. "We plan to meet with our contact tonight. She wanted to make sure you were here before we met." Mr. Svenson looked out of place in his deeply unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt and a pair of khaki shorts that showed off his knobbly, fish-white legs.
Tanner tried to ignore the sudden swelling feeling that Mr. Svenson was just as out of his depth as he was. "How do we know we can trust this source?" asked Tanner, pushing his voice to sound confident.
"Don't worry about that," said the older man with a wave of his hand. "She has just as good a reason as we do to hate Van Heel. Maybe an even better reason, honestly."
Tanner didn't reply, just wiping his face again. The fan creaked and spun above them. A sudden, sharp crack rang out a little distance away outside the windows, making both of them freeze. One of Mr. Svenson's goons jumped up from the table where he had been half-dozing and looked out the window, fingering the gun at his hip. After a moment, his tension drained away. "Car backfire," he muttered roughly. "Or else something that has nothing to do with us."
The unexpected noise had only brought the tension to the surface. Everyone in the room knew that they were in the lion's den right now. Mr. Svenson slapped his knees with an unconvincing chuckle, trying to puncture the sudden grim atmosphere. "Well, no reason to sit around fretting! I'm going to try to catch a nap, and I recommend that you do the same, son. It's what the locals do in the heat of the day. Our meeting won't be until 5."
Tanner nodded wordlessly and retreated to the tiny bedroom Mr. Svenson had indicated was his. He did his best to sleep over the next few hours, but he felt like he was stewing in shapeless fear and his own sweat. He didn't sleep a wink before it was time to go.
...
The market was a seething mass of humanity, loud and raucous and humid. Vendors called out from behind stands piled high with colorful fruits, leather goods, herbal remedies, and secondhand electronics, apparently arranged at random throughout the crowded square. The air was filled with the scent of flowers, smoke, frying food, and the thin, ever-present hint of something rotten. The sun was going down, casting everything in a surreal, orangish light, and Tanner felt like he had stepped onto some strange, distant planet.


Mr. Svenson looked just as out of place, and although his hired goons put on a good show of stoic nonchalance, it was clear they weren't in their element either. Hiring muscle from the island itself was out of the question: it was wise to consider everyone on the island as a spy for Van Heel. So Mr. Svenson had been forced to bring along a team from outside.
That was why the informant was so important. Without her, they had no way of finding out exactly where Amelia was.
"So where is this woman?" asked Tanner testily, shoving his hands deep in his pockets to keep a hand on his wallet. The close, swirling crowds of people made him instantly think of pick-pockets.
Mr. Svenson shrugged irritably, mopping at his brow with the increasingly damp handkerchief. Even with the sun going down, it didn't feel all that much cooler. "She said that she would find us," he half-shouted against the noises of the crowd. "She's probably watching us right now." He glanced around, squinting, as if he was hoping to pick her out of the crowd. Finally, he shook his head. "We'll go scout around a little. Sit tight. Last time she met us here at the edge, but maybe she's in among the stalls."
Tanner wanted to protest that he didn't want to be left alone, but Mr. Svenson clapped him on the shoulder before he had a chance to say anything and wandered deeper into the market, his armed goons trailing behind him.
Tanner had no choice but to stand awkwardly, hands in pockets, hoping that a lone tourist wouldn't draw unwanted attention on an island famous for its thriving criminal element.
Without warning, a small motorcycle buzzed up and stopped short, idling noisily on the curb right next to where Tanner stood. Before he could move a muscle, the figure on the back of the bike turned toward him. It was a woman, maybe a year or two younger than him, in her early twenties. Even in the fraught circumstances, it was hard not to notice how attractive she was. Her skin was the color of cinnamon, her eyes dark, and her lips plump and full. Her hair fell over her shoulders in loose, raven waves. She wore a pair of ripped, baggy jeans and an open leather jacket over a white undershirt, even in the baking heat. Tanner was taken aback for a moment as she turned the full weight of her attention toward him.
"Tanner?" said the stranger, her accented voice firm and confident enough to cut through the noise of the crowd and motorcycle. Tanner glanced around, searching for Mr. Svenson and his hired men in the crowd, but failing to find them. Was this the woman they had come to meet? Or was it someone working for Van Heel trying to trick him? Only Amelia's father would know for sure.
"I'll take the stupid look on your face as a yes," said the woman with a roll of her eyes. She scooted forward on the bike and patted the seat behind her with impatient confidence. "Get on. We can't talk here."
Tanner took a step back, more suspicious than ever. "I... I'm here with Mr. Svenson. He just stepped away for a moment. If we wait a second, I'm sure that he'll..."
The stranger shook her head sharply, a dismissive sneer on her lovely face. "I'm not talking to that man anymore. I'll only talk to you. And I won't do it here. Come on. On the bike."
Tanner's mouth felt dry, and his palms were suddenly clammy. Why was he the one who ended up in situations like this? Amelia was the one who specialized in getting her hands dirty. "I really feel like I would be more comfortable..."
"Puta madre!" groaned the woman with an expression of pure frustration, "I've barely met you, and I've already had enough, pinche gringo. I'm trying to do you a favor. We do this on my terms or not at all. You can get on the bike and find out where your precious girlfriend is, or I can leave you here, and you'll never hear from her or me again. Your choice."
That made his decision a little clearer. Tanner did his best to harden his resolve. He knew that things wouldn't be easy when he got to the island, and if he wasn't going to stick his neck out even a little, he might as well not have come. Without another word, he moved forward and awkwardly slung a leg over the thrumming motorcycle.
"Good choice," said the woman in front of him with a savage grin. 'Now wrap your arms tight around me... San Isidro traffic tends to make gringos nervous."
Tanner felt a little awkward about wrapping his arms around the stranger's tight little body, but he had no time to worry about how good it felt to be pressed up against her, because a second later she was speeding away, and, if anything, she was underplaying the insanity of weaving cars on the island's crumbling roads.
...
Tanner thought he was going to die no less than three times on the way from the market to the small, ramshackle house the woman drove him to. But somehow, miraculously, he wasn't pulped against the side of a truck. The mysterious woman he had just spent twenty minutes pressed up against from behind killed the motor and gave him a light tap as a signal to get off, then wheeled the bike into a small garage.
Tanner had a second to look around the quiet neighborhood where she had taken him. That solved one problem at least. He imagined that if the woman was working for Van Heel, their destination would have been a lot less... residential.
The woman returned from the garage while he was staring around the neighborhood and waved him forward toward her house. When he got inside, she swung the gate closed, turned to him with a steely glint in her eyes, and said, "You need to give up and go home before you get yourself fucking killed."
...
By the time Oscar invited himself to dinner again, Amelia was as ready as she would ever be. Luckily for her, her request for candles and a hairdryer was deemed acceptable. After all, she had a good reason for wanting a light source during the occasional power outages that had been happening recently.
She had carefully timed how long it took one of the pillar candles to burn down to the bottom. Seven hours, give or take. That was longer than she had feared (they were thick, tall candles, fortunately), but it was still a little tight for her purposes. It would have to do. Amelia had no choice but to work with the tools she had available.
On the day of what was hopefully her final dinner with Oscar, Amelia slipped out the veranda door and headed into the rocky, brush-covered center of the island. She had been setting up in a clearing there for a few days in a row. She had been worried at first that her caretakers might ruin her work, just like that had her "HELP" sign on the first few days on the island, but luckily, her project now didn't look like much to the untrained eye.
It was just a wide mat of dried brush that filled the clearing, getting deeper as it radiated outward, until it was almost to Amelia's knees by the time it reached the edges of the trees. Moving carefully, Amelia set her candle in the center of the meticulously designed nest of dry brush. The candle flame didn't flicker. This clearing was highly sheltered from the wind; the exact reason that Amelia had chosen it.
If all went according to plan, then seven hours from now, she would have the mother of all diversions.
Amelia turned away and hurried back to the house, her heart thumping and her belly tying itself in knots now that she had decided to actually go through with her plan. So much for the easy part... the rest of what she did tonight would test her very soul.
When Amelia entered through the Veranda door, her skin raised in goose bumps. Partly it was because of the way the cool, air-conditioned air flowed over her skin, which was gleaming from sweat from her short hike through the woods. But mainly, it was because of the objects that her eyes fixed on the moment she entered the room.
The three items that lay in wait like coiled snakes on the decorative mantle of the sitting room.
A leather collar with a dangling heart-shaped tag that read "Cookie".
A headband with a set of cute, furry cat ears attached.
And a long, cylindrical tail, with a flared buttplug obscenely attached to its end.
Amelia glanced at the clock, her mouth dry and her pussy beginning to flare with moist heat between her thighs. It was just about time to retreat to her room and get dressed. She crossed to the mantle, hesitated with her arm outstretched, then picked up the three hateful items.
There would be no half measures tonight. She needed to convince Oscar she was completely broken. This was the best way to do that. The collar, tail, and ears seemed to pulse in her hands as she retreated to her room and heard the lock whirr shut behind her. They almost seemed to feel slimy against her skin. Filthy in some way deeper than physical. But they burned with a forbidden heat as well.
She laid them out on her bed and stared down at them with a frown, her body slowly boiling hotter and hotter with a twisted heat that rose from deep in her belly. These were the tools of her enemy. Accessories that were supposed to represent her utter, humiliating submission. Oscar's smug insistence that she would one day wear them and willingly give up her humanity to be his pet had seemed silly a few months ago. But now she was considering doing just that, and the shame and kinky arousal that came with that thought were so powerful Amelia could barely breathe.
If she wore these, she would be telling Oscar that she no longer had any pride or self-respect. That she was no longer a whip-smart investigative journalist but instead a silly, slutty kitty good only for looking pretty and taking cock. Even after all of the manipulations that Oscar had put her through, the idea made Amelia furious. Letting a smug bully like Oscar win rubbed her the wrong way, even after she had been trained to crave his bullying.
But Amelia had no choice but to give in. Tonight, she had to play the part of the utterly submissive sex kitten. And she needed to be convincing, even to a connoisseur of manipulation like Oscar Van Heel. And that meant compromising her principles in more ways than one... She had to willingly wear the accessories and give Oscar his complete victory, or there was no chance her plan would work.
Amelia only hoped that pretending to surrender wouldn't send her growing submissive lust spiralling off the deep end.
Amelia reached out with trembling hands and, before she could change her mind, seized the headband, slipping it over her sleek black hair. A quick glance at the mirror over the dresser across from the bed showed how ridiculous she looked already. Amelia had to bite her lip and close her eyes against the sight of herself dressed up as a kitty-cat for a man's sexual amusement.
Fuck! This isn't hot. There is nothing hot about this! I'm not even giving in to his demands! It's just a trick.
Amelia wasn't fooling herself. It was humiliating to wear the cat ears, but humiliating in a way that burned with needy, wet heat between her thighs and made her nipples stand at attention on her firm little tits.
And what was worse, the headband was the easiest of the accessories to wear...
She reached for the leather collar next. It was still unclasped from when Oscar had asked her to wear it at their last dinner. She had refused then, but tonight Oscar would get exactly what he demanded... the sight of his obedient little pet wearing the symbol of his ownership.
The leather fit cool and tight around Amelia's throat as she cinched and buckled it. It felt like more than just a band of leather. It felt like Oscar's strong hand pressed tight against her throat.
Suddenly, Amelia couldn't take it anymore. She collapsed back on the bed, her hand falling to rub and work on her overheated pussy. Normally, with the amount she had been masturbating with her new dildo, the stimulation of her fingers alone wouldn't have been enough. But right now, she was so turned on that she was already panting and moaning in delirious lust as her fingers found her clit and began to flex and swirl.
Her mind raced with overheated fantasies of Oscar's control. Of kneeling in submission. Of him looming over her, thick cock dripping with precum as he smeared it over her soft, gently parted lips. Of him seizing her hair in a cruel, tight grip and fucking her mouth, roughly using her like a sex toy.
She looked over to the last accessory she had left. The worst one. Her body thrilled with terrified lust, and her tight asshole puckered as she eyed the shiny, flared end of the tail.
Amelia had never been that into anal play... at least not with any of her previous boyfriends. And it certainly wasn't because of any lack of interest on their part. Amelia's wide hips and thick, bouncy ass drew the attention of men on the street, let alone men she took to her bed. And it wasn't even that anal stimulation felt bad to her. The little experimentation she had done felt fine enough. No, the issue was that guys playing with her ass had always felt a little degrading to Amelia. It felt like she was being objectified when men focused exclusively on her most prominent sexual feature. Her general prohibition on spanking and anal play had been an exercise in autonomy: she demanded that guys she was seeing treat her as more than just a sexual object. She had told herself that when she got really serious with a guy and was sure she wasn't just a quick fuck, she would let him play around back there... but that hadn't happened yet.
But now anal play was necessary, whether she was ready or not. Once again, Oscar would get his way. It was appropriate that Oscar was the man who would finally get her to play with her ass for him. Sexually objectifying her was the point of this entire project.
Her body buzzing with twisted arousal and her blood thumping loudly in her ears, Amelia got into the position she thought would make things easier: face down, back arched, and fat ass wiggling in the air on her bed. She looked awkwardly over her shoulder into the mirror over the dresser, and a humiliating wave of desire flooded through her again as she saw the state she was in.
Her cute bubble butt stuck upward into the air, cheeks parted to display the tight, wrinkled circle of her virgin asshole. Beneath it, her pink, flushed pussy glistened with desperate arousal, drooling slick, shining juices down her thick thighs.
Fuck... just looking at herself, Amelia could sort of understand her past hookups' fascination with her ass. She looked so vulnerable and tempting. Her tight little hole pulsed and winked a little as she stared at it, and another crackle of lust zipped through her. Time to become the sex kitten that Oscar always wanted. She had to be ready to greet him as a convincingly broken submissive slut by the time the doors unlocked.
With her eyes locked on her posture of submissive presentation in the mirror, Amelia reached out and seized the tail. She wasn't even sure how to do this, she realized. She tentatively raised the tapered, obscene end of the tail to her puckered asshole, and, observing in the mirror, began to slowly press it against her hole.
She bit her lip with a sharp intake of breath at the intense, foreign feeling of pressure and cold metal. But it seemed impossible. Even when pressing the pointed tip of the butt plug firmly against her tight, puckered hole, it barely inserted at all. She couldn't imagine getting the whole thing inside...
Not without a little help, at least.
Amelia was well aware that lube was important for anal play... and although she could have ducked into the bathroom to see if she had a lotion that would help, it didn't really feel necessary when she had a source of natural lubrication close at hand.
Biting her lip hard to stifle the moan that bubbled up from deep in her throat, Amelia lowered the bug plug and gently parted the dripping, swollen lips of her pussy. It was still a little cold, but it warmed quickly against her heated flesh as Amelia covered it in the juices of her arousal. And as it heated up, so did Amelia herself, the submissive lust inside her boiling up further and further as her imagination worked in overdrive and the little metal plug swirled around her overheated cunt.
This time, she didn't just imagine submitting to Oscar. She imagined being his pathetic sex pet, just like he wanted. Wearing these demeaning accessories every day. Rubbing up against his legs. Purring and meowing and eating food from a fucking pet bowl.
And getting fucked.
That thought made a moan burst fully from between her lips, unable to be held back any longer. That was what this was all about, after all. Oscar didn't want her as his cat because he wanted a pet that didn't shed... no, Oscar wanted to fuck her in the most humiliating way possible, over and over again.
And it would all start tonight. Amelia gasped and raised the now-dripping end of the tail butt plug back up to her ass, rubbing it all over to spread her natural lubrication.
Fuck I can't believe I'm going to fucking do this... I can't believe I'm going to be that monster's fucking cat. I can't believe that I'm going to let him...
Tonight, Oscar Van Heel was going to fuck her. She had been avoiding that searing, humiliating truth all day, but it was true. There was no other way to convince him that he had completely defeated her. But worse than that was how much Amelia craved it. Just like Oscar intended, the endless porn and day after day of stuffing her needy cunt with the dildo shaped exactly like his cock had infused Amelia's subconscious with a deep, primal need for the real thing. She wanted to feel Oscar's thick, throbbing manhood filling her up. Fucking her hard and deep and fast.
She wanted to be his submissive pet and reap the rough, dominant control that he promised. And that scared her.
Amelia tried to ignore the kinky thoughts crowding her brain and applied pressure on the butt plug, her face twisting into a wince as the feeling of pressure gave way to discomfort, then mild pain. The tapered acorn-shaped plug was slipping inside, but the going wasn't easy. Her breath was whistling hard and harsh in her throat... but she pushed harder. The pain flared a little, but oddly, it seemed to blend with her arousal. Amelia raised her other hand awkwardly, putting all of the pressure on her shoulders and neck, to slip it between her thighs and begin rubbing her throbbing pussy, increasing her pleasure even while the pain became almost too much.
Finally, with a sudden sensation of easing pressure like when your ears pop on a plane, her asshole finally accepted the widest part of the plug, sealing tight around the narrow part beneath it.
Amelia pressed her face down into the sheets and breathed heavily, getting used to the strange feeling of fullness and intrusion as her asshole gripped and pulsed against the butt plug lodged inside it. The feeling was raw and inescapable: a constant reminder of the humiliating accessory she had willingly inserted to become a pet for her hated enemy.
Wincing from the red-hot shame and arousal that rioted through her, Amelia opened her eyes and looked over her shoulder into the mirror once again. Now a long, dark, furry cat tail sprouted from between her upturned cheeks. Part of her wanted to crawl into a hole and die of embarrassment, and part of her wanted to find Oscar right now and show him what a good girl she could be.
Moving carefully and whimpering as the odd feeling of shifting and stretching in her stuffed anus, Amelia got up from the bed and stood in front of the mirror, taking in the full effect of the accessories that Oscar had forced her to wear.
A cute pair of ears marked her as a pet, a tight collar bound her neck, representing her submission, and a tail swung between her shapely legs, evidence of her sexual servitude. The three accessories made a perfect image of her domination, blending with her blushing cheeks, stiff nipples and the pussy dripping eagerly down her inner thighs to mark her transformation.


She no longer saw Amelia, the bright young reporter in the mirror. Only Cookie, the slutty kitty cat.
Just as she confronted her image in the mirror, Amelia heard a sharp click from the door. It seemed that Oscar had made his arrival more quickly than usual. He was as eager as she was.
With a blaze of fear and lust roaring through every nerve, Amelia turned toward the door and stepped forward.
Time to put on the show of a lifetime.
...
Tanner just stared at the strange woman in bewilderment for a moment, hoping that she would add some sort of context that would make the abrupt statement that he should give up and leave. It made absolutely no sense. He had come all the way here to this Caribbean island to save Amelia. This lady wanted him to turn around and give up instantly?
But the beautiful young woman said nothing, simply continuing to glare at him. Eventually Tanner was forced to say, "What? I... I'm sorry, I don't know what you mean."
"I mean that you and the old man are going to get yourselves killed," snapped the stranger, adding a weary sigh as she raised a hand to rub her temple. "I already told the old man that, but he won't listen. I hoped that I could at least save you if I could get you alone and talk some sense into you."
Tanner shook his head in confusion. "I... wait a second here. Mr. Svenson told me you know where they're holding Amelia."
Marta sighed and rolled her eyes. "I do. But that information isn't useful to you. Even if you knew, you couldn't rescue her. And if you tried, you would just end up dead. Listen, little boy. You don't understand. Oscar Van Heel has her. The best thing for you is to make your peace with the fact that she's beyond your reach and try not to think too hard about what might have happened to her."
Tanner stiffened. He might not have been the most intimidating man in the world, but he still didn't appreciate being called "little boy" by a woman who was clearly younger than him. He wasn't just going to take this kind of insult lying down. He crossed his arms and frowned. "Listen, lady, I don't even know who you are! Why should I trust you? And why are you even going to all the effort to offer this sage wisdom? What's in it for you?"
Marta gave him a searing look with her dark, lovely eyes, then sighed and nodded sharply. "That's the smartest you've sounded all day. Good. I was starting to think you were an idiot. It's appropriate for you to be suspicious." She held out a small, but calloused hand, and, after a moment, Tanner shook it. "I'm Marta," she said brusquely. "I know where they are holding your woman because I was hired to do house cleaning there. And as to why I'm sticking my neck out to warn you..."
A spasm of annoyance curled up the young woman's lip. "It's because I owe that spoiled girl a debt. I was almost killed because of something stupid your woman pulled... but then she made a different stupid choice that saved my life." Her sharp eyes flicked up from where they had been staring into space to study Tanner. She didn't seem to like what she saw. "I don't like owing others. If I can convince you that pursuing that girl is stupid, I'll be saving your life. If I save the life of Cookie's man, then she and I will be even."
Tanner stared at her, not even sure what to do with that information. Finally, he managed to ask about the weirdest aspect of her explanation. "Cookie?" he asked, puzzled. "You mean Amelia, right? Why did you call her that? You said you were her housekeeper?"
Marta's expression was closed. "I'm not interested in getting into details with you. Look, the only thing you need to know is that your girlfriend isn't the same person she was when you knew her. Even if you do find her, she won't be the person you remember. So why not give up?"
She took a step closer and touched Tanner's arm. "Why not just... let it be and save yourself at least. Not everyone needs to be destroyed by this. It's not too late. If you leave before Van Heel knows you're here, you'll be safe. You're too small a fish to even be on his radar."
That only made Tanner more annoyed. He was well aware that Oscar Van Heel was more powerful and well-connected than he was, but there wasn't a man on earth who would passively accept that his alive and well girlfriend was lost to another man forever.
"I know Oscar Van Heel," he said stubbornly, "so I also know that I can't just let him have Amelia. Whatever he's doing to her, I need to stop it. She would do the same for me."
"Ugggghhhh. Puta!" groaned Marta, holding her head in her hands. "You and that old man. You think you can just waltz in here and get what you want, just because you want it very badly. On San Isidro, you learn fast that it doesn't matter how badly you want something if Van Heel wants the opposite." She pointed a slim finger at Tanner's face. "What, are you going to get a gun and break into his compound like some sort of action movie star?"
Tanner felt himself getting red in the face. It was obvious that this woman saw him as completely worthless. "No! I would think through it carefully and find out another way to sneak Amelia away from him," he protested hotly.
"And have you ever considered the fact that one of the most powerful criminals in the world might be smarter than you?" asked Marta mockingly. "What if it isn't possible to outthink him? What if he's already one step ahead of you?"
"Then I'll do whatever it takes!" snapped Tanner, some heat creeping into his voice. "I mean, I won't get far if I have to do something stupid like grabbing a gun and storming Van Heel's fucking compound, but I don't give a shit. I can't just leave her with a sadistic fuck like him."
Marta raised an eyebrow, staring at him silently. Her opinion on the matter was obvious: Tanner would be completely unable to save Amelia, no matter how determined he was. Tanner stared back defiantly, his nostrils flaring. He had come all the way to this country under the assumption that this informant would give him the information that he needed to save Amelia, only to find out that she had the info, but refused to give it. It was beyond maddening. He was about to open his mouth and tell Marta to take him back to Mr. Svenson when the younger woman suddenly walked past him in a whirl of dark hair and a whiff of bright, citrusy perfume.
"Come on," she said simply, unlatching the gate and gesturing for him to follow her through.
"Where are we going?" asked Tanner suspiciously.
"To a house party," said Marta, gesturing impatiently. "A lot of the guests there work for Van Heel. You're claiming that you'd even be willing to storm the man's compound. So just being around some of his men when they don't even know you're an enemy should be no problem for a tough man like you, right?"
Tanner blanched at the idea. "No way," he said immediately. "You said yourself that I need to lay low. If I just show up at a party with people who work for Van Heel, he'll know I'm here."
"Half of the island works for Van Heel," shot back Marta. "Just being here isn't suspicious. I'll tell them that you're a friend of my sister's. She lives in the States. No one will care, and your cover won't be blown." She raised a well-groomed eyebrow, and her curvy, expressive lips quirked up into a smirk. "What's the matter? Afraid to hang around the criminal element? That's not a good sign for your poor, lost girlfriend."
Tanner had run out of excuses. It seemed like this was the only way forward. He had talked a big game about standing up to Oscar, and, in a way, Marta was right. If he was too scared to even be around Van Heel's henchmen, how could he save her? If this was the only way to prove to Marta that he was brave enough to trust, then he had no choice.
"Fine," he said with as much confidence as he could muster. "Lead the way."
...
The house party wasn't far from Marta's place. Tanner had thought he felt out of place in the country before, but hanging out awkwardly in the smoky, dim rooms of the house made his fish-out-of-water feeling peak in intensity.
The eyes of the other party guests seemed to follow him judgmentally wherever he went. As he passed others, Marta introduced him with a broad grin in swift, liquid Spanish. The introduction was often met with loud laughter, and Tanner got the feeling that he was the butt of a joke he didn't understand. He grew more and more uncomfortable as the night wore on and started to drink in order to take the edge off his nerves.
Marta never left him alone all evening, hanging around with a smirk on her face as she led him around the crowded party. But she was the only person who seemed pleased he was there. Besides the mean laughs, the common reaction to him was sullen, unimpressed glares from the men and women at the party. Tanner wasn't sure if Marta was the only one who spoke English, or the only one who bothered to, but he didn't have a word of conversation the whole evening with anyone else.
Eventually, Tanner had had enough. As they finally entered a part of the house that wasn't quite as crowded, Tanner grabbed Marta's hand and stopped her. "Ok, enough!" he half-shouted to make himself heard over the blaring Reggaeton music that filled every inch of the house. "You proved your point. I'm out of my element. And I hope I proved mine: that I don't care. I need to get back. Mr. Svenson probably thinks I'm dead. If you won't help us, we'll have to find another way."
Marta rolled her eyes at him, then sighed heavily and grabbed his hand right back, pulling him along behind her, back in the direction they had come.
"Where are we going?" he demanded, nonplussed.
"Somewhere where we can talk privately," snapped Marta. A few moments later, she pulled him through a side door covered in flaking paint. They had entered a dark bedroom, and it took Tanner a second to realize that there were two shapes entwined on the bed. Marta said something to them in sharp, rapid Spanish, and a second later, a man and a woman slipped back out through the door, leaving the smell of sex behind them.
Marta didn't seem bothered by the scent of sweat and cum. She flicked on the light switch to reveal a dingy room with a low ceiling and a bed with a sagging mattress and turned to Tanner, her eyes blazing. "So... you don't get it yet? You don't belong here, little boy. You should have seen yourself out there at the party. You don't know the language. You don't know the culture. You wouldn't know how to take the first step in rescuing your woman. And that isn't even mentioning the fact that you're up against one of the wickedest men in the world. He'll eat you alive."
"And I'm trying to tell you that doesn't matter!" snarled Tanner in frustration. "Amelia needs me! She's in the hands of a monster. I can't just... let that happen! You want me to run away and pretend I never knew her? Impossible. That would haunt me for the rest of my life."
Marta stared right into Tanner's eyes, and, bizarrely, she let out a low, nasty chuckle, her lips pulling up into a smirk. "Oh no... poor boy," she said softly. "You still don't understand what Oscar is doing with your woman. I'll give you a hint. He isn't torturing her..."
Tanner frowned, a flicker of disquiet slithering through him. "What do you mean?" he asked cautiously as Marta stepped forward toward him, entering his personal space.
"I mean that your woman caught the eye of a criminal mastermind. She's pretty cute after all. Van Heel is giving her a mental remodel. Turning her into a... toy."
Tanner's stomach dropped. "You don't know that."
"I do! I told you that I did her housekeeping, didn't I? You know what Oscar was doing with your girlfriend when I left?" She was right beneath him now, staring up into his eyes with a challenging expression.
"It... it doesn't matter what..." began Tanner, licking his lips nervously.
"Training her to suck his cock," said Marta, seeming to savor each word. Her dark eyes burned into his, dancing with mischief. "And not just that. Training her to love it. What happens if you find her and she doesn't want to go with you home with you any more? What if she's addicted to her master's cock?"
"St-stop," said Tanner shakily. But unfortunately, what she was saying fit uncomfortably well with some of the research Amelia had left behind about the evil crimelord. He was a man of monstrous sexual appetites. Tanner wouldn't put it past him at all to capture an enemy and turn her into a sexual plaything just to display his dominance.
"If you can't handle hearing the truth, you definitely won't be able to handle seeing it for yourself," said Marta in a strange, purring tone. "Your sassy little girlfriend is being turned into a submissive sex kitten as we speak, gringito. By the time you find her, you'll have to do more than just help her escape."
Marta was staring up at him with a strange fire in her dark, hooded eyes, and Tanner was suddenly painfully aware that he was alone with an attractive young woman. The smell of sex hung heavy in the air from the previous occupants in the room. Tanner shook his head, trying to clear the sudden twist of inappropriate heat he felt. He was in a strange house with a woman he barely knew, fighting for Amelia's life. Now wasn't the time to get horny.
But Marta seemed to pick up on the flare of heat he had barely suppressed. She turned away, and, to Tanner's shock, shrugged off her leather jacket, then reached down to pull her white undershirt up, revealing her toned, caramel-colored back.
"What... what the fuck are you doing?" whispered Tanner, blood rushing straight to his cock despite the strange intensity of the circumstances.
Marta gave him a searing glance over her shoulder, partially veiled by a wave of silky raven hair. She reached up, beginning to unhook her bra as she purred, "Just another test... If you ever see your woman again, she's going to be a cock-crazed submissive. It's not as simple as just smuggling her away. You'll need to convince her you can be her new master, or she'll run right back to Oscar."
Marta turned, and Tanner's heart went to his throat as he saw her topless beauty. The bra and undershirt must have been doing a lot to compress her chest, because Marta had big, beautiful, natural tits. Her nipples stood dark and stiff on the soft, rounded globes, advertising her state of arousal and making the strange, inappropriate heat rise higher inside Tanner. He was speechless as Marta reached down and unbuttoned her jeans.
"So... can you be the dominant, decisive man that she needs? Can you be her master? Or are you just a scared little boy?"
Marta's jeans hit the ground, leaving her gloriously naked, her tight pussy glistening with arousal between her thick thighs. Tanner wasn't sure if it was just the tension or maybe the fact that he hadn't gotten laid since he started the search for Amelia, but he was fully aroused now, no matter how stupid it was.
"That's... you have no idea what you're talking about!" blustered Tanner, looking up at the ceiling to avoid staring at Marta's curvy, brown body. He folded his hands awkwardly at his crotch, instinctively trying to hide his embarrassing arousal. Marta was naked, but somehow it felt like she was in control and he was the one exposed. "Amelia isn't like that. She'll be grateful to get away from that monster!"
Marta approached again with a slow, hip-swaying walk. "You keep saying that you'll do whatever it takes. But I'm telling you what it's going to take and you're saying no." She reached out and pushed away his hands, pressing a warm palm against the bulge in the front of his jeans. "See? You want me, but you're too scared to take what you want. With resolve this weak, you'll never be able to win against Oscar. To save your girlfriend, you'll need to show her you can be a man. But all I see right now is a scared little boy."
Now Tanner looked down into her eyes, breathing heavily, frustration and caged lust blazing through every nerve. Marta's body was a lust paradise, her eyes a teasing hell. "You talk a big game about how brave you are," whispered Marta through her pouty lips.
"Prove it to me, papi."
Suddenly, his lips were on hers, his hands greedily encircling her and pulling her close. It was wrong. Tanner was here for Amelia. He shouldn't be giving in to temptation with some mysterious woman. But he couldn't hold back under that kind of taunting temptation. Marta had been disrespecting him all evening, and it felt good to finally prove her wrong, even if it was inappropriate.
Marta chuckled against his lips and returned his kiss with interest, her tongue slipping into his mouth, dextrous and hot and wild against his. One of her hands rose to rake, clawlike, through his hair while the other fell to deftly unbutton his pants and dive inside, confidently gripping his cock. "There it is," she whispered, pulling away to grin up at Tanner as her hand twisted up and down his throbbing cock. "There's the fire that I wanted. So you can take what you want when you want to. Good. Now come here... see if you can take something else."
She led him toward the bed, pulling his cock like a leash. Tanner felt lost in a daze, the drinks he had had at the party clouding his brain. It didn't make sense to give in to this tempting stranger when he should be focused on Amelia, but he let himself be led forward, dropping his pants and kicking them off as he went. His life had been so stressful and dark lately that it felt good to just let go and let his instincts run wild.
Marta giggled and lay back on the bed, spreading her legs to reveal her pussy, tight and silky smooth, her inner pinkness peeking through her dusky, dripping lips. "Show me how bold and daring you can be, papi," she teased with a wink. "Won't you be my knight in shining armor? I want to see your tough, manly side."
Tanner had no idea why Marta was coming on to him so strongly, but at this point, he was too horny to care. He mounted the bed and crawled between her Marta's silky legs, feeling like a thirsty man being offered a cool glass of water. Marta pulled him down into another kiss. Her soft lips burned against his, and her skin felt like velvety heaven beneath him. As her lips gripped his, Marta reached down between his legs, her hand once again pumping up and down his cock.
Tanner couldn't take it anymore. His base instincts commanded him to surge forward and claim the hot, wet prize that the willing woman beneath him was offering.
But he had underestimated Marta. She held him back, allowing him to nuzzle the head of his cock between her juicy lips, but keeping a firm grip with her fist that refused to allow him any further.
"Ah ah ah, papi," she whispered, pulling his head down with her other hand so she could speak directly into his ear. "Not so fast. There's a price for getting what you want. Isn't that always the way it is?"
Tanner wordlessly pressed his hips forward again, but Marta wouldn't allow him to get any further. Penetration was frustratingly just out of his reach. "If you swear to me that you'll give up on your girlfriend, you can have this sweet pussy," promised Marta in a warm, honey-sweet voice, pausing to run her hot, wet tongue around Tanner's ear. "Hell, you can stay for a little vacation, and I'll be your woman the whole time you're here. You can fuck me every night and forget all about that spoiled bitch."
Tanner was panting with lust. He could feel the heat of Marta's pussy radiating out. He knew that if he was able to sink inside it, it would feel amazing. He would be able to release all his tension and stress. And... if he was being completely honest with himself, it would be a relief to give up on his mission of saving Amelia as well. He had never really been cut out for for this kind of adventure in the first place. Marta was probably right. He was only going to get himself killed.


And Amelia had never actually been his girlfriend in the first place, no matter how many people seemed to make that assumption...
But even with all of the lust coursing through his veins, and the temptation of the hot, silky pussy that Marta was only letting the tip of his dick penetrate, and his fear and inadequacy, Tanner couldn't betray Amelia. He was stopped by a single sobering thought.
Amelia is all alone. Trapped and afraid. She needs my help.
"I caaan't," he moaned in frustration, trying to shift his hips forward to somehow get past Marta's gripping fist and slip into her tight, wet pussy. "She needs me. I can't give up."
Maya sighed in his ear, and then suddenly her hand was moving faster and faster on his cock. "What a shame. I guess this is all you deserve then."
Tanner sucked in a deep breath, trying to hold himself back, but he didn't stand a chance. Marta was too skilled with her hand, and he was too aroused. Within a minute of the tight, rapid handjob, he was already cumming.
With a grunt, Tanner released a few hot spurts of semen onto Maya's flat belly beneath him. She milked out every last drop, whispering in his ear, "There we go... let it all out. The offer still stands, gringito. You want this pussy? All you have to do is give up your suicide mission."
As soon as Tanner had finished cumming, he felt suddenly clear and focused. He pulled away from Marta, who lay back on the bed, staring at him with a lazy, smug expression, her toned, sexy belly pearly with his semen. "Never," he said firmly. "If you won't tell me how to find her, I'll have to find some other way."
Marta rolled her eyes, grabbed a sheet, and scrubbed the remains of Tanner's orgasm off her skin before jumping off the bed to collect her clothes. "Dios mio, I thought if logic couldn't sway you, maybe your dick could. I mean, why even chase after the bitch if you aren't motivated by pussy?"
"Don't talk about her that way," grumbled Tanner, finding his boxers and pants tangled together and putting them back on. "If you aren't going to help, fine, but I'm not just going to listen to you..."
"Oh shut up," snapped Marta. "You won't find anyone else willing to tell you a thing. Come crawling back to me when you realize exactly how fucked you are, little boy, and then we can talk." She slapped him on the back and strode toward the door. "Now come on. We need to get you back to the old man before he has a heart attack."
Tanner glared at Marta's cocky grin as he slipped past her into the loud, smoky hallway, but his annoyance didn't make a dent in her attitude.
He wished he was feeling just as good as she looked. It seemed like the only lead they had was yet another dead end.
...
As Amelia exited the room, body pulsing with filthy heat, nipples diamond hard, and pussy dripping down her legs with submissive excitement, she saw that Oscar was sitting at the table in his usual calm pose.
When he looked over to her with his usual false, charming smile, his expression froze. Amelia knew now that every expression and reaction Oscar gave was calculated and manipulative. It was possible that after all this time matching wits with and being trained by Oscar Van Heel, she still didn't know the "real him". But now she knew that she had surprised a genuine reaction from him. It was no more than a slight widening of his eyes and a sharp intake of breath, but she had done something that Oscar Van Heel hadn't expected:
Submitting to him completely, ahead of schedule.
Amelia knew it would be humiliating to give in completely like this, but even knowing what she would face ahead of time wasn't enough to prepare her for the smug grin that flashed across her captor's handsome face. He stood from the table, food forgotten, as his gaze roamed over the prize he had wanted for so long: the sight of Amelia, the feisty reporter who was once a thorn in his side, transformed into his pathetic sex pet. His eyes lingered on her cat ears, the tight leather collar with the new name he had chosen for her, and between her shapely legs, to where her humiliating tail dangled.
"Come, Cookie," he said in a low, commanding voice, snapping his fingers and pointing to the ground at his feet. "Come and meet your master."
Amelia knew exactly what he wanted, and the fact that it turned her on at this point didn't make it any easier. The shame burned as she sank to her knees, then began to crawl forward. The collar jangled at her neck, and the slight pull as her tail dragged along the ground made it impossible to ignore the sensation of the plug stuffing her anus.
This was the trade-off. For her plan to work, Amelia had to convince Oscar that she was completely defeated. She would have to throw herself completely into that mindset in order to being convincing... but there was danger there as well. As Amelia slowly crawled the length of the living room, her firm little tits wobbled beneath her, stiff nipples jolting and bouncing. Her pussy leaked hot, slick juices down her thighs, and her heart thumped a nervous rhythm against her ribs.
Submitting to her worst enemy was turning her on. No... not just turning her on, making her into a hot, wet puddle of melting submissive desire. She was playing with fire by playing this game. There was a real risk that this act would become all too real before long.
All of that twisted, pathetic lust swelled inside Amelia as she paused beneath Oscar. He towered above her, grinning down with a thick bulge already pressing hard against the surface of his pants. He was a terrible man... a monster that just a few months ago, Amelia had wanted to take down with her words.
Now he was the center of her world... Amelia had fallen from confident reporter to pathetic pet, on her knees, staring up at her former enemy with soft, submissive eyes, desperate for his approval. Her master. The man who owned her now, body and soul.
...or at least he would, if this night didn't go off without a hitch.
Luckily, Oscar seemed to be buying the performance so far. He smiled down with the smug grin of a spoiled child getting his way yet again. Amelia could only hope that he bought her act completely. Her stomach flipped with anxiety and arousal as she considered how far she was planning to go to convince him.
"It's good to see you finally learning your place, Cookie," said Oscar warmly. "Now... how should a good little kitty greet her master?"
Amelia gulped and thought about it carefully. The answer was obvious when it came to her. If she was going to play the part of this monster's pet cat, she was going to have to learn to let her feline side out by instinct.
Amelia let out an experimental "M... meow..." and moved forward, rubbing heer cheek and the side of her body against Oscar's leg. His legs felt firm and strong as tree trunks against the soft skin of her side and hip. As she moved, sinuous and graceful as the animals she was imitating, Oscar leaned down, reaching out one hand...
... and pet her. That was what it was, unmistakably. Just like Oscar had always said he would, he was treating her like a pet cat, running a warm hand down her back before pausing to give her juicy ass a little squeeze. It should have disgusted her. Instead, it sent a buzzing charge of sexual electricity through Amelia's overheated cunt and made her arch her back upward into his dominant hand. Just like a good little kitty should.
"Good girl, Cookie," said Oscar smugly. He gripped the tail in his hand and tugged it lightly, increasing the pressure on Amelia's poor, virgin asshole and making her whimper, gripping the tile beneath her with white knuckles. "You certainly are full of surprises... What else do you have in store for me tonight?" His dark, burning eyes stared down at his new pet, and Amelia felt her belly riot with butterflies. He knew what this show of submission meant. But he was going to make her say it.
"Come with me, master," said Amelia meekly, turning and crawling toward her bedroom. Her heart was hammering in her chest now, her whole body burning with anticipation for what came next.
Tonight, she would finally get what she had been craving for so long. And she had the perfect excuse to give in. After all, she needed to be convincing, didn't she?
There was no way to make Oscar believe he had truly dominated her except by letting him fuck her. That was the reason Amelia was about to spread her legs for him... not because her whole body was throbbing with desperate lust for cock.
Oscar followed slowly after her as she crawled back across the sitting room, inviting him into her bedroom for the first time. In reality, he owned every inch of the villa, and no doubt had hidden cameras covering every inch of her "private room" and bathroom. But it still somehow felt like a violation as he crossed the threshold into her space. Amelia led the way to the bed, then turned and paused, waiting for Oscar on her knees.
Oscar knew his place in the scene. He strode up with absolute confidence, smirking down at the nude, meek little kitty kneeling at his feet, staring up at him with worshipful submission. Amelia felt her face grow hot with shame. All of this was necessary to make Oscar feel like he had truly won. But what was the difference between losing and pretending to lose when you needed to humiliate yourself this badly? Amelia wasn't sure she knew the answer. She just knew that it felt disturbingly right to reach up and undo Oscar's belt. She licked her lips, took a shuddering breath, and began the little speech she had prepared as she undid her new master's pants.
"I... I realized that it was pointless," she breathed, staring up into Oscar's smug, handsome face as she finished unbuckling his belt, then undid his button. "There's just nothing I can do. You're smarter than me. You have more resources. You are far more ruthless. Against you, I might as well be weak, helpless animal."
She gently tugged down Oscar's pants and silk boxers, allowing his semi-erect cock to flop out into the air. Amelia didn't need to fake her enthusiasm as she wrapped a hand around its base and gave it a few slow strokes. "So why fight? Isn't it more natural to submit to a man so far above me? To take his generous offer of protection and control..." She bent forward, maintaining eye contact as she planted a soft kiss on the tip of Oscar's cock, feeling it swell in her hand.
"...and ask him to be my master?"
This was the key part of the deception. This was intended to be Oscar's moment of triumph. If he got greedy and accepted Amelia's submission, then the plan could continue. But if he got suspicious about why Amelia had folded so completely in such a short span of time...
Luckily, the wide grin on Oscar's face made it seem like he was eating this up. But he still wasn't going to make it easy for Amelia... "Oh? You want to be owned by a big, strong man?" he teased with a nasty little chuckle. "But I thought you were little miss independent reporter! I thought you said you would never, ever submit to being a sex kitten for a monster like me."
Amelia flushed an even deeper shade of red. Luckily, she had something right in front of her she could use to distract herself from the shame of submission. Amelia lightly gripped the edge of Oscar's throbbing shaft between her soft lips and slowly moved her head up and down, worshipping his cock, lavishing it with her swirling tongue between her lips. It gave her time to think and work up the courage to say the humiliating words that Oscar required. Finally, she released his cock, panting with pent-up lust, and looked back into his eyes, her guts squirming as she betrayed herself for his amusement. "I was wrong," she said softly. "I thought I was strong and independent... but you showed me who I really am. I've always been a submissive slut on the inside. Someone who needed to be collared by a superior. I'm just happy it was you who caught me, and not some weaker man."
Oscar sighed happily, then reached down to pat Amelia's head. "Of course I'll be your master, Cookie. It's what I've wanted all along. I'm glad you finally realized the truth. Now all you need to do is forget all of your worries and live for your master's cock." The headpat became a grip as he seized her hair, then demandingly positioned her head at the tip of his rock-hard dick.
Oscar's dark eyes flamed with dominant lust as he stared down at her, falling for her submissive act hook, line, and sinker. But Amelia couldn't stop the twisted primal heat rising inside her either. Even if she insisted to herself that every word she just said was a lie to fool Oscar... it still felt good to say those humiliating words out loud. It was perversely thrilling to submit completely to this cruel, controlling man, even if she planned to escape later.
It was becoming clear to Amelia that Oscar hadn't just been blowing smoke when he said that Amelia had a strong hidden submissive side. It was true that months of his perverse pet training had worn her down, but the feelings of satisfaction from submitting to her captor didn't feel artificial when they welled up inside her.
"Why don't you show me just how much you love your new master, Cookie?" suggested Oscar in a possessive rumble. The pressure on the back of her head grew greater and greater, and then Oscar's thick cockhead was pressing in past her lips, claiming her mouth like the conquering victor he was. Amelia closed her eyes and concentrated on the feeling of her master's powerful cock sitting heavy on her tongue.
It didn't matter if she enjoyed this a little, right? No one would ever know how much it made her pussy throb and tingle to surrender to her worst enemy. She could go to her grave saying that everything she had done tonight had been an act.
Her tongue writhed, hot and slick, around the cock stuffing her tight little mouth, worshipping the evil man who had broken her and earned the right to call himself her master.
Oscar pushed deeper, pressing the hot, bulbous head of his dick against the back of her throat as a show of dominance. "I knew it the second I saw that slutty video Cookie. You were a born submissive who fooled yourself into thinking that you could stand on your own." He pressed even harder, and Amelia took a deep hissing breath in through her nose, opening her throat the best she could to accept his veiny girth. Submitting physically even as one last crumbling bit of her mind held onto defiance by its fingernails.
"You and I are going to have so much fun," grunted Oscar as he pushed deeper and deeper, filling Amelia's tight, wet throat with hot cock. "My former enemy... my prized pet kitty. A slutty little naked masterpiece in a collar and ridiculous fucking ears that I can laugh about with all my friends as she sucks my cock in front of everyone."
Amelia thrilled at the terrifying unmasking of Oscar's true intent. He had always pretended up until now that he would be a nurturing, loving master, as ridiculous as that sounded. But now he admitted the truth that Amelia had known all along. She would be a laughingstock and a sex toy for him. A lesson to anyone else who would try to even somewhat stand in his way. Of course, she wouldn't let that actually happen, but even hearing Oscar talk about it as a foregone conclusion filled her with uncomfortable lust.
Oscar began thrusting into her. Gently, so that he didn't injure her throat, but firmly enough to let her know that he was in charge; that her purpose was to make him feel good. Amelia focused on being open and receptive, and let Oscar fuck her mouth like a pussy, taking every inch of his cock over and over. Her throat made little wet noises around him as he pleasured himself with her face, using her like a sex toy. Amelia never would have believed she could be this good at deep throating, but submitting to Oscar had become easier and easier over the months of her training. Now, physically receiving his cock was no problem at all.
And soon she would be receiving it in a brand new way. That thought filled Amelia with volcanic heat as spit dripped down her chin, making Oscar's balls slap against it wetly as he sheathed himself in her tight, slick throat again and again.
But Oscar had no plans to cum down Amelia's throat tonight. Taking her mouth like he had done a few times before wasn't enough for him right now. He withdrew, leaving his new pet red-faced and coughing. But he gave Amelia no opportunity to catch her breath. In moments, he had stripped away his clothes, revealing his powerful build, crisscrossed with scars and a few complex tattoos. Amelia had just enough time for her eyes to dart over his revealed skin, drinking in his powerful, masculine form, before he bent low and scooped her up in his strong arms.
She could help but gasp and instinctively wrap her legs around his torso, feeling her hot, wet cunt press up against the hard firmness of his torso. Amelia's stomach tied itself in knots and her nerves cracked with electricity as she realized what was about to happen.
Letting Oscar fuck her was always part of the plan, but Amelia couldn't believe how badly her body craved it. Every atom of her body seemed to thirst for the thick cock she could feel nuzzling upward against her butt, still warm and wet from her mouth.
Oscar moved forward swiftly, depositing Amelia on the top of her dresser so she was leaning back agains the smooth, cold plane of the mirror. Amelia clutched his shoulders tight, her breath coming in hot, wet gasps that jiggled her firm little tits. She had no choice but to shift her hips back dramatically so her pussy was tilted upward: otherwise, she would be sitting directly on the tail butt plug that was firmly wedged in her ass. That angle allowed Oscar to lay his throbbing cock onto her pussy. She could feel its heat and weight pressing into her, and her body throbbed for it. She stared up into his eyes, biting her lip hard as butterflies roared through her belly.
It wasn't difficult at all to act like she was submitting to him completely now. Her hips pressed upward rhythmically into his cock, savoring the feeling of his hot, masculine flesh. All of the practice she had done with the realistic dildo came back to her now. She knew exactly how good it would feel for his size and shape to stretch her open and fuck her deep.
"I need you to say it, Cookie," said Oscar in a smoldering voice above her. He slowly thrust his hips forward and back, sawing his thick cock between Amelia's lower lips, rubbing against her clit. "I need you to tell me what you want from me."
The words slipped from Amelia's lips easily... too easily. It wasn't an act at all as she gasped, "Fuck me! Oh God master, I need your cock right now!" Even the word master felt completely natural as it dripped breathily from her parted lips.
And being such a good pet had its rewards... With a little growl of dominant satisfaction, Oscar slid his cock back, pressed it briefly against Amelia's hot, throbbing opening, then began to ease himself inside her tight, wet cunt for the first time.
Amelia whined low in her throat... a feline noise of desperate arousal. Her chest heaved with raging passion as she felt her worst enemy's cock spread her tender pussy open with its hot, veiny girth. It felt incredible... beyond arousing. Intoxicating. Her body had been absolutely desperate for cock for the past few weeks as she watched video after video of submissive sluts taking dick deep and hard, and Oscar's impressive manhood was more than just meeting her craving. The feel of it inside her was satisfying in a way that almost felt spiritual.
As his flared head plunged deeper inside, Amelia moaned, her nails gripping tight into his broad shoulders, her pussy spasming and clenching hungrily around him already. The shape was hauntingly familiar from her submissive service on her knees and her enthusiastic use of the realistic dildo. But, just like she knew it would be, the intensity of being filled by the real, hot, throbbing thing was miles better than a cold silicone replica. Amelia was gasping with deep, raw lust. She stared up at Oscar with feral passion, her lips curled up into a snarl of reluctant pleasure as he packed her cunt full of conquering cock.


Finally he bottomed out, his heavy balls pressing against the tail butt plug where it still filled Amelia's ass. She whined and writhed on his cock, her hips flexing and shifting as her pussy pulsed around him, feeling every inch of him as he filled her up completely. Amelia's legs instinctively wrapped around Oscar's muscular waist, trying to draw him closer... deeper somehow. She wanted him with a primal intensity that overwhelmed all of her disgust and humiliation for the moment. Right now, he was her rightful master, and she wanted to feel owned by him.
"Fuck me, master," she hissed, staring up at him with wild, animal passion burning in her lovely almond eyes. "Make me your pet."
Oscar obliged her, pulling out and slamming forward again, pushing her against the dresser so hard he rattled the mirror. Amelia couldn't help but give a little yelp at his rough, raw power... but she wasn't scared or disgusted with him right now. Now she wanted every last drop of frightening force her big, bad master had to offer. He set a slow, deep, punishing pace, filling her with every thrust forward and leaving her needy and hollow with every backstroke.
Amelia was totally lost in a submissive sexual delirium, focusing on the sexual heat radiating from her pussy and the powerful, muscular body holding her close, and forgetting all about pride and dignity. Her collar jingled at her throat with every pl thrust, and she revelled in the feeling of belonging to a man she hated.
Oscar's pace grew faster, listening to the call of primal lust inside himself that told him to rut the submissive female in his arms. His cock plunged into his pet deeper and faster, hitting her deepest places in a relentless, torrid rhythm. Amelia moaned and panted, her thighs shaking even as she locked her ankles behind Oscar's back. "Faster!" she growled in animalistic passion. "Deeper, master! Fuck! You feel so fucking good!"
Oscar's thrusts took her deep and wild, pounding her in a way no man ever had before. If you had asked Amelia a few months ago if she enjoyed rough, punishing sex like this, she would have denied it strongly. But right now, she wanted to be conquered. Primally taken by the man who had broken and tamed her. Her fingernails scrabbled like claws against Oscar's broad, muscular shoulders, tracing angry red marks over his scarred skin. Marking him as her master.
Amelia lost track of time. Right now she was just a pussy and Oscar was just a cock. She closed her eyes and let out low, purring, unselfconscious moans as Oscar took her. Her toes flexed in the air, and her hips writhed against his in the endless rhythm of mindless copulation. She dripped with sweat, pooling beneath her ass along with their mingled juices of lust as wet noises filled the air of her bedroom.
When Oscar withdrew, it felt like a shock to her system. Like she was losing a part of herself. She whined and clutched at him with her hands and legs, but he wouldn't be held. He had a specific climax in mind, and as the master, his word was law.
Luckily for Amelia, he wasn't done with her yet. With a strong, confident hand, Oscar slid her down off the dresser. She had to cling to him to avoid falling to the floor. Her knees were so weak from the mind-numbing pleasure he had given her that she could barely stand.
"Sorry, Cookie, but there is only one way that this ends, and it's not fucking missionary," murmured Oscar with a grin, breathing heavily from his athletic performance. Amelia's brain was practically melting out of her ears with submissive pleasure. She had no idea what Oscar meant. She just clung to him, gently kissing his chest... enjoying the way it felt for her stiff nipples to press against his hot, sweaty skin.
But she understood instinctively when Oscar turned her around and bent her over the dresser, spreading her thighs with rough, insistent hands. She arched her back and purred low in her throat, swaying her hips to make her tail swing back and forth temptingly. Master wanted to take her like a bitch in heat... Oscar was right. It was more appropriate this way.
Oscar grabbed her tail and lifted it, making Amelia rise to her tiptoes with a whimper from the sudden pressure on her poor, stretched asshole. Oscar chuckled and gave her bouncy ass a spank. "We'll have to train this hole as well, Cookie," he said smugly, pulling the tail up just a little more, nearly making the widest portion of the plug slip free of her tight asshole. "I can already tell that you'll love being my anal slut. But for tonight..." he dropped the tail and slid his cock up her slit, sending a powerful shiver through her as he pressed up against her quivering hole once again. "I'm fucking my good little kitty's pussy until she cums all over her master's cock."
Amelia was about to moan another enthusiastic invitation, but Oscar beat her to the punch, sheathing himself fully in her tight cunt in one forceful stroke. It turned the purring come-on that Amelia had planned into a moaning gurgle as pleasure shorted out her brain once again. This time Oscar wasted no time on a warm-up. Amelia was as horny, wet, and receptive as she could possibly get. Oscar thrust into her wildly from behind, forcing her to brace herself on the wood of the dresser in front of her so her wobbly knees didn't give way to her master's masculine power.
Amelia lost herself in pleasure once again, slamming her hips back to meet Oscar's thrusts with a wet slap at each contact.
Amelia could feel herself building up to an orgasm. It had been swelling inside her the entire time he had been fucking her on the dresser, and now that he was taking her in rough, dominant doggy style, it was roaring toward her with frightening speed. And based on the rough, panting breaths that Oscar was letting out behind her, he was approaching his climax as well. Some deep, primal part of her craved it. She wanted to feel his cock twitch inside her, releasing its potent load into her deepest places. She was lucky that she had an IUD, although thoughts like that were far from her mind at the moment.
But Oscar wasn't content to allow his new pet to sink into a comfortable haze of submissive lust. As his thrusts grew wild and frantic, he reached down to grip her collar, forcing Amelia's head up...
... confronting her with the image of herself in the mirror atop the dresser.
The sight made Amelia let out a humiliated, horny, despairing sound that was half-gasp and half-moan. She had gotten through most of the evening either insisting to herself that her submission was all an act or refusing to think at all and just indulging in mindless pleasure. Through it all, she had kept her self-image as a crafty, intelligent, independent woman intact.
But the image in front of her in the mirror put a massive crack in that self-image. The sex kitten jiggling and moaning in the mirror was being choked by the tight grip of a man she loathed, tugging back on her collar. She saw no intelligence or independence in that pathetic slut in the mirror. She saw a humiliated pet, sweaty and wild-eyed with lust. The sex kitten jiggling and moaning in the mirror was being choked by the tight grip of a man she loathed, tugging back on her collar.
She didn't see Amelia Svenson, a journalist to be feared and respected. She saw Cookie, slutty little sex pet, owned and conquered by the man she hated most in the world. Only now did Amelia realize how deeply she was giving in; how fully she had submitted to Oscar ever since his cock slid deep inside her. This was all supposed to be an act, but she had given Oscar everything he wanted, in her body and her mind. For the entire time they had been fucking, she had stopped thinking like Amelia. She had been Cookie, down to her core.
"Who do you belong to?" asked Oscar as his cock drilled deep inside her. "Who owns you, Cookie?"
Amelia stared at herself in the mirror, cat ears and tits wobbling with the force of Oscar's thrusts. She strained, arching her back and writhing her hips backward, desperate for the maximum possible penetration. She felt the answer bubble up irresistibly from inside her. She couldn't hold it back any more than the slutty moans that were pouring from her lips.
"Yooouuu," she moaned, her eyes still dancing over her trembling, sweaty, naked body as Oscar fucked her to orgasm. "You own me, master. I'm your little kitty. I belong to you!" It frightened her how true it felt. In this heated moment of complete submission, she could no longer lie to herself and say that she didn't mean it. Her climax gripped her like a hot fist, sending searing waves of pleasure cascading through every nerve as her pussy closed around her master's cock like a slick, silky vice.
Oscar kept fucking her spasming pussy for a few torrid moments, drawing whining moans of liquid need from Amelia's throat, then pulled out, jerking his cock rapidly.
He reached forward and, with a firm hand, pushed Amelia's face against the fogged surface of the mirror. Then, before Amelia could even whine about how much she wanted a creampie, he erupted, splattering her face and the reflective glass with torrents of thick, hot sperm.
Amelia, perversely, welcomed the sticky baptism, sticking out her tongue and allowing her master to feed her the cream she so richly deserved. He coated her completely with his pearly essence as she panted and strained, still riding the white-hot waves of the deepest orgasm of her life.
Finally, Oscar released the grip that pressed Amelia demeaningly into the mirror, stepping back with a sigh, his cock already deflating. Amelia slumped down onto the surface of the dresser, physically and emotionally spent. Her eyes studied the slutty degraded pet in the mirror, no longer with arousal, but with a sort of sickened fascination.
As troubling as it was to admit, Oscar had successfully molded her. He had gotten the pet that he wanted, despite all of her resistance.
But just because he had won so far didn't mean Amelia was done completely.
Sacrificing her dignity had been necessary to convince him. To fool someone as crafty as Oscar, Amelia had had no choice but to give in to the dark desires he had planted inside her.
She could only hope that her sacrifice would pay off. This next step would be the riskiest part.
Oscar sighed in satisfaction and clapped his hands together, the very picture of a man happy with a job well done.
"Well, I must say that I'm impressed!" He said briskly. "You've come a long way in a short time, Cookie. In fact, you were sluttier and more submissive than I gave you credit for! It looks like we are ready to move into the final stage of training."
Amelia barely managed to stand on wobbly legs, her worst enemy's sperm dripping from her face. 'Thank you, master" she said meekly in a voice roughened by cock.
Oscar approached and pulled her into an embrace, apparently totally unbothered by the way his semen smeared across his chest from her face. "Take a good rest, Cookie," he said fondly, kissing the top of her forehead. "You earned it. I need to get going, but I'll be back soon to outline how you will complete your training."
Amelia's heart hammered in her chest, almost as fast as when she was getting fucked. Here it was: the make or break moment for her entire plan. She tightened her arms around Oscar, burying her sticky face in the warm skin of his chest.
"Stay," she said in her most pitiful voice.
Oscar stiffened. "What?" He asked in a tone of bewilderment.
"I know, I know," said Amelia softly. "You're a busy man. I'm just one little side project you do as a hobby. But I've never been... owned by a man before. It's scary and new. I know I can't ask this from you every day, but could you stay with me just for tonight? Just to celebrate this new, scary thing? I... One time wasn't enough for me."
Amelia put all the sincerity she could into her words, blushing and refusing to look Oscar in the eyes. She leaned as hard as she could on the genuine feelings of submission that had blossomed inside her. She waited for Oscar's response, her mouth dry and her nerves jangling. The entire success of her plan depended on this. Oscar would only agree if he didn't suspect her even a tiny bit. If he thought there was even a chance she was bullshitting him, all he had to do was refuse, and it would ruin her plan.
After what felt like an eternity, Oscar murmured "One moment," and slipped from her grasp, heading for the bedroom door. Amelia stared after him, wide-eyed, unsure what to think. Oscar exited to the sitting room, apparently completely unconcerned about his nudity, and a moment later, Amelia heard him conversing with a gruff male voice in Spanish. She couldn't even guess the topic. Was he telling his guards to seize her? To kill the staff again because she was planning an escape?
But Oscar slipped back into the room a minute later with a broad grin. "My assistant, I am afraid, isn't happy at all with rearranging my schedule for this," he said with mock disapproval. In one athletic movement, he bent and swept Amelia off her feet. She gasped and giggled, throwing her arms around his neck as he carried her toward the bathroom. "But how can I refuse a request that sincere from my favorite pet? Tonight you're all mine, Cookie. Let's get you cleaned up... and while we shower you can warm me up from round two."
A smile crossed Amelia's face that matched Oscar's, but the adrenaline pulsing inside her rose yet another notch.
Oscar was staying the night. And that meant that her escape plan was on.
...
Amelia lay still for hours, forcing herself to stay awake. After her strenuous... workouts with Oscar, her body kept slipping downward into sleep, and she had to force herself back from the brink again and again by pressing her nails into her palms, biting her tongue, and flexing her asshole around the tail that Oscar had reinserted during their third round of sex.
She tried her best to time things perfectly in her mind. Somewhere out in the jungle, a candle was burning down toward the dry brush. She had to make her move just before anyone else noticed the emergency, and that would require careful timing and a little luck. Finally, when she had waited so long that she had begun to suspect that the candle had been blown out by a freak gust of wind hours ago, Amelia caught a whiff of smoke.
It was time.
But for a minute, she hesitated, biting her lip. She knew that what Oscar wanted for her was awful and humiliating. And yet, tonight had been the most sexually fulfilling experience she had ever had. For hours of searing, mind-melting pleasure, she had been able to shed all logic and stress and ego and just exist as a purely sexual being. There was something darkly intriguing about that. Oscar was offering that type of lifestyle not just for one night, but permanently.
Once, the idea would have horrified her. But after a few months of conditioning on the island, Amelia felt conflicted. Oscar had inscribed the lesson on her soul that sometimes it felt good to let your mind go numb and just think with your pussy. And living that life would be simple. All she had to do was stay in Oscar's arms. Turn the act she had put on tonight into the truth and become his pet. No more worries. No more pain. Just endless luxury and sexual fulfillment.
But even under the haze of arousal and confusion, a bedrock part of Amelia struggled to resist. It was harder now, and it felt almost like she was doing it from sheer spite than because it made sense to her anymore, but she couldn't give in. She couldn't let Oscar win like that. It would mean all of her efforts up until now would be meaningless.
Amelia moved slowly and carefully, slipping out of Oscar's arms. When she was sure she had gotten out of his grasp without waking him, she padded swiftly and silently to the bathroom. Right now, timing was key. She had to put the next part of the plan in motion before anyone else noticed what was happening. Working swiftly, Amelia took out the hair dryer she had requested a week ago... and almost dropped it. She managed to catch it by the cord, watching it swing back and forth just above the floor with her heart in her throat, then shook herself and got back to work. She plugged it in without turning it on, turned on the large, luxurious sink, and began filling it.
Amelia tapped her foot impatiently, waiting for the cry of a guard raising the alarm, or Oscar calling out from the bed, wondering where she was. But it seemed that tonight, luck was finally on her side. When the large sink was about halfway full, Amelia decided it was close enough. She dangled the hair dryer by its cord, then carefully dipped it into the water. There was a brief crackle of electricity, the smell of burning plastic... and then nothing.
If everything went to plan, the villa had just experienced a very, VERY poorly timed power outage.
Amelia swiftly pulled the hair dryer from the sink, wiped it dry, and put it back into its place beneath the sink. Then she returned to the bedroom and slipped back into bed beside Oscar.
She had just barely made it when the first cries went up from outside. Oscar rose as the hoarse cries of his men outside grew louder. He instinctively reached out and pulled Amelia's naked form toward him, as if she were some sort of prized possession he instinctively wanted to keep safe. "What's going on?" he muttered roughly, still half-asleep.
"I don't know," lied Amelia, putting every ounce of effort she could into sounding sleepy and confused. "People are shouting..."
Just then, the door swung open, and the bulky silhouette of an armed guard appeared in the doorway. He spoke in rapid Spanish, and Oscar sat up in bed, releasing Amelia from his grip as he answered the man gruffly. Amelia didn't speak the language, but she knew the topic of discussion.
The man was reporting a raging fire on the island. One large enough to potentially threaten the safety of the villa.
Oscar jumped out of bed, snatching up his clothes while he rattled off rapid, confident instructions in Spanish. Amelia wasn't sure what he planned to do, considering she had never seen anything approaching firefighting equipment on the island. In the end, what he planned to do didn't matter though, as long as he was busy. On his way out the door, Oscar turned back to her. It was too dark to read his expression, but his voice was hard as he said, "Stay here, Cookie. There's a minor issue. I'm going to have them lock the doors. I'll be back in a few minutes." Then he was gone. Amelia could hear him shouting commands as he exited through the veranda door.
A red glow and a heavy scent of smoke were now coming in through the window.
So, just like Amelia expected, Oscar was careful. His first instinct, even in an emergency, was to lock her up. It was a good thing that she had taken the precaution of knocking out the power as well. She was willing to bet that the workers on the island hadn't been eager to stress the power grid issues to their demanding boss. He probably didn't know that the locks weren't an option.
Amelia didn't waste any time. This was the window she had planned so carefully to create. The guards, staff, and Oscar were panicked and confused. And more importantly, she had engineered it perfectly so it would all happen while Oscar was here...
Which meant that his boat was here as well.
Amelia had no clothes to put on. She could only hope that whoever found her after her escape was kind to a naked female in distress. But, despite the pressing nature of her escape, she carefully removed the butt plug in her ass and tore off the collar and ears, flinging all three to the floor. Then she rushed out the bedroom door.
A squat, confused-looking man stood in the sitting room, gawping at her as she burst from the bedroom door. A moment later, he reached for her as she passed, but he was too slow. Amelia was already darting out the front door and sprinting for the docks.


All she needed was a little bit more luck... She was sure that it was standard practice for someone to guard the boat, but if Oscar decided that he needed all of his men to help fight the fire, then maybe...
Amelia's heart soared as she saw the large speedboat, standing completely empty at the docks. It had worked. She was out of here. Amelia untied the boat from the dock, vaulted onboard, and hurried to the steering wheel, hands fumbling and eyes searching for how the controls worked. She didn't need to be an expert in steering the boat right off the bat. She just needed to get it far enough away from shore to be out of gunshot range.
She had just turned the key and was working out how to get the boat moving when he called to her from the dock.
"Think carefully about what you're doing, Cookie," said Oscar in a low, persuasive voice.
Amelia gasped, jumping in shock as she looked up to see her villainous captor watching her from the dock. He spread his open hands in a placating gesture. "Now now, no reason to be alarmed. I just want to keep you from making a mistake."
Amelia gave a shaky laugh, her skin rising in goosebumps despite the balmy tropical night. Luckily, it seemed that Oscar was alone for some reason; he must have left his men behind, fighting the fire. Another piece of luck for Amelia. She was confident that she could escape him if he was alone.
Despite everything, Oscar had never looked more handsome, standing on the dock with a calm expression. Amelia still felt the tug of temptation to run to him and fall into his arms. God... he had really fucked her up good. "I don't know what the fuck you mean," she hissed, pulling a lever near the steering wheel experimentally. "We both know it isn't a mistake to try to escape from you. That's what I've been doing all along! You made it hard, but now I'm going to be free."
"Pampered pets want to escape out into the wild all the time," said Oscar mildly. His dark eyes shone in the dim light, and he was backlit by smoky red as the fire spread over the island behind him. "But that doesn't mean that its the best place for them. Come on now, Cookie. You know that you've changed in your time here at the villa. I've domesticated you. Out there isn't the place for you any more. Your place is here with your master."
"Fuck you," snarled Amelia, her eyes wide and her breath coming in ragged gasps. But the defensive, prickly tone wasn't just because she was disgusted by Oscar's smugness. As much as she hated to admit it, part of her wanted to take the deal that he was offering. She knew that it was mental conditioning and Stockholm syndrome talking, but there was a weak, willing, submissive part of herself that craved to be Oscar's loyal pet. After getting fucked and put in her place so througouhgly in bed with him tonight, that part of her had only grown stronger. She was fighting just as much against her self as Oscar as she spat, "You're a monster. And this whole 'Cookie' thing is sick. When I get out of here I'm going to tell everyone who you really are. I hope you like the limelight, douchebag, because the whole world is going to hear every perverted detail."
"So run then," said Oscar lightly. "You'll never see me again. And you'll never find another master that is worthy to collar you. You'll have to live out in the cold real world again, dealing with small, boring men with small, boring cocks. Doesn't that sound lovely?"
Amelia bit her lip, warring with herself. Frozen with indecision. It was insane for her to even consider Oscar's offer to stay with him. The only thing he was promising was humiliating captivity. But tonight had shown her exactly how pleasurable his control could be, and that was what made her freeze.
For just long enough for it to be too late.
Oscar's guard surged up out of the water on the other side of the boat with a splash, making Amelia shriek in alarm and try to throw the boat into gear. But it was too late. Oscar and her own traitorous desires had confused her for just long enough to be caught again. The muscular, soaking wet arms of Oscar's goon closed around her chest and wrestled her toward shore, unbreakable no matter how much she squirmed and kicked.
Finally, she found herself with her face pressed down against the rough wood planks of the dock, glaring up at Oscar with seething hatred in her eyes. "I fucking hate you," she hissed, still wriggling and trying to fight back against the henchman pinning her down.
Oscar sighed and shook his head. "You want to, Cookie. You wish you hated me. But if you really did, you would be cruising away right now." He knelt down, looming above her as the smell of burning vegetation and the distant shouts of his other men fighting the fire filled the night.
"But I saw the look in those pretty eyes," crooned Oscar, reaching down to smooth back her hair... no, to pet her.
"Just like I said earlier tonight, you're ready for the final step of your training."
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"It's a terrible idea," said David wearily, stuffing his hands deep into his pockets and leaning back in the driver's seat. The three of them had decided to meet just a few blocks from Gene's apartment, so that if he happened to come back early, Kim and Eliza could hurry back without him realizing they'd been meeting with David.
"David, we've been through this," said Kim, bopping the back of his headrest lightly for emphasis. "He's at his weakest when he thinks he's invincible. We need to make him think he can't possibly lose. That's when he'll let his guard down."
Eliza was happy that Kim was so certain about this aspect of the plan. It made her job as a traitor much easier. "She's right, David," said Eliza seriously. Her master's commands compelled her to play the part of co-conspirator the best she possibly could, so her voice was steady and sincere. "If Gene even suspects that something is going on, there's no way we will be able to dose him."
David stared over at his wife with a look of fear haunting his eyes. "Eliza... I mean, you do realize what he wants me to do, right? Sit there and watch while... while he..." He gulped heavily.
Pussy. The sneering thought bubbled up from deep inside Eliza, a product of her master's insidious conditioning. Gene had been coaxing and training her for months to view her husband as a lesser man. And, like in all things, the oil's insidious influence was difficult to resist. "Isn't it worth the sacrifice?" asked Eliza sweetly, reaching out to cup her husband's face in her hand. "To know that you can be together with me again? That we will finally defeat Gene?" It made her feel sick to betray Kim and David like this, but it was what her master demanded, and she was powerless to disobey. She was leading them right into a trap... one that would leash David into the same sickening servitude that had already captured his wife and sister.
"I just... I don't know why the sacrifice is even necessary at all," said David gruffly, looking away. "We have the oil in our hands, why not just get you addicted to MY cum, find Kim some other rando donor, and not even worry about the creep who makes this weird fucking oil?"
Eliza shook her head. Here she had a much more convincing reason to object. "That won't work. We promised whoever makes the oil that we would ensnare Gene and update him on what happens. He has power and influence we don't understand. I'm not sure I would feel comfortable crossing him."
"Me neither," said Kim firmly from the back seat. "We definitely have to dose Gene."
"But what are you going to do then?" asked David sharply, craning his neck around to stare at his sister. "Just stay addicted to that creep?"
Kim shrugged with a mysterious smile on her face. "Don't you worry about that, bro. I have a plan."
In the end, it didn't matter what Kim and David's plans were. In reality, they held no cards, and every scheme they came up with was pointless. Yesterday, when the oil had been left in a non-descript box on the doorstep of Eliza's former house, she had managed to get to it before David realized it was there. She slit the box open, found the vial of oil, and emptied it into a small bottle to take to Gene, filling it back up with olive oil before David even saw it.
Kim and David were going into battle with only blanks loaded into their guns, and they didn't even realize it. Gene was going to reign supreme after all. It was inevitable.
"Well how about this," said Kim, distractedly checking her phone, "we don't need to necessarily go through with the cuckolding, just so long as Gene thinks we will. Let's set up a meeting with him to plan out logistics. During that meeting, if you act the way he wants, he'll probably be relaxed enough to drink anything I hand him. Once we have Gene dosed, the rest will be a piece of cake."
David licked his lips and sighed, the tension seeming to flow out of his body. With a pang in her heart, Eliza realized that David had been dreading the necessity to watch her get fucked by Gene. She didn't blame him. If Gene had his way, it would be deeply humiliating. "Oh... yeah, that's fine," said David, almost limp with relief. "Wait... what exactly do you mean by 'act the way he wants'?"
Kim grimaced. "Submissive. Pathetic. Like the idea of being a cuckold turns you on and you just can't want to see him stretch your wife's holes."
David's face twisted in hurt and anger. "What the fuck, Kim?" he snarled, "do you really have to say it like that?"
Kim shrugged. "He's going to say it ten times worse David. If you can't act like a good little cuck, we might as well just go through with the idea of dosing him during the threesome. Totally up to you."
The anger of David's face faded into disgust, then grudging acceptance. "Ok... fine. Set up the meeting," he murmured in a defeated tone.
Eliza just smiled and nodded. Technically, in order to follow her master's orders to push the threesome idea, it might be better for her to dissuade them from this plan, but Eliza had an even better idea. One that would further Gene's plans better than talking them out of it could. If she told her master what Kim and David's little plan was ahead of time, he could avoid the indignity of having to drink David's cum... and also make David and Kim think they had wasted half of the oil they had available. Which would make them even more desperate. Which would make them willing to do anything... maybe even sitting by and watching as Gene fucked her.
"I think we have a plan," said Eliza firmly, a not entirely false smile painted across her face.
...
They met in a cafe downtown. It was actually one of the first places that David and Eliza had ever gone on a date, although Eliza hadn't felt the need to share that with her master.
She almost wished that they had chosen a less familiar spot. This one was going to feel tainted by what Eliza helped with today.
Eliza and Kim arrived with Gene, of course, one on each arm, allowing him to project the image he had always craved. The big man, desired and fawned over by his loyal sluts.
Kim and Eliza looked the part as well. Gene had decided to really play up the bratty, Daddy's-girl image of his younger Cumbunny today. Kim had her hair up in pigtails, was practically bursting out of a bright-pink cut-off top that read "sweetheart" with a sparkly heart design stretched across her braless tits, and wore high-waisted hot pink shorts that were cut off to let half of her ass cheeks hang out.
Eliza's outfit wasn't any better. The strapless black-and-white striped top she was wearing was cut low enough that you could almost see the blushing pink of her aerolae, and, although her leggings in theory covered her body a lot more than Kim's ridiculously skimpy shorts, they were tight and thin enough to hug her like a second skin, leaving nothing to the imagination. Eliza was certain that anyone who looked closely enough would be able to tell through visual examination alone that she wasn't wearing any panties at all. The leggings hugged the slightest contours of her ass and pussy. She might as well have been wearing body paint.
Eliza saw David at the table as they walked in and watched the misery spread across his face as they approached. It was an important part of Kim's plan that Gene feel like it was the three of them versus David... If only she knew that Eliza secretly was on her master's side after all.
Gene grinned broadly and strutted through the cafe with a hand on each Cumbunny's ass. He had gotten his moment of triumph in the sex club, when he had revealed Eliza's infidelity to David in graphic detail, but Eliza had come to realize in the following weeks that that one moment of catharsis just wasn't enough for Gene. He didn't just want to crush David. He wanted to rub it in. He wanted to gloat. He wanted David to beg and plead and snivel, becoming a cuckold in the face of overwhelming superiority.
It was a misread of David's character. David was still the same man who'd taken a swing at Gene for daring to flirt with his wife, not the useless pussy Gene had always imagined him to be. But, Eliza reflected uneasily, it seemed like thanks to the oil and Eliza's secret betrayal, Gene would get what he wanted after all. If Gene managed to turn David into a "jackrabbit", the slang that masters used for male Cumbunnies, Gene would have leeway to rewrite David's character as he saw fit.
They reached the table, and Gene pulled the chairs together so that Eliza and Kim could sit with him, across the table from David.
Three versus one.
"Davey, so good to see you!" said Gene crudely, plopping down in the seat across from him and slinging his thick, hairy arms over the shoulders of his two sluts. "I was so sad to hear that you requested a transfer from work. People CAN'T stop talking about what might have upset you so badly." His eyes sparkled evilly as his broad hands rose to grip his two Cumbunnies by the neck casually, but firmly. "The rumors are just flying."
David looked like every instinct was telling him to launch across the table and beat the smug look off Gene's face. But he couldn't. The whole point was that he was supposed to be here requesting that Gene allow him to watch. Eliza could see it eating him up inside...
And it sent a flush of humiliated lust pulsing through her. Fuck, it was just too much! Her master's strong hand on her throat in front of her powerless cuck of a husband... it made Eliza's slutty, submissive, cumbunny self rise up inside her, filling her with eagerness to serve her master. Her pussy suddenly throbbed with perverse heat, her nipples stiffening to press up against the fabric of her top. Part of her hoped David didn't notice how turned on she was. Part of her hoped that he would.
David cleared his throat, keeping his eyes down and clearly managing his rage with difficulty. "Look, Gene, you won, and I lost. Everybody knows it. I just wanted to see if there was a way I could maintain a relationship with my wife moving forward."
Gene chuckled deep in his throat. "We're all adults here, Davey. We all know what you're really asking for. So why not say it loud and proud? You want to watch a bigger, better man fuck your wife. Is that right?"
David swallowed heavily, his face going white with suppressed emotion. "Yeah," he said in a cracked voice. It sounded like the word was dragged from the depths with chains.
Gene lifted his arms from the Cumbunnies' shoulders and leaned forward, his expression ravenous. "Then I want to hear you say it. I'm not sure if I like the idea of a little pussy like you jerking off while he looks at my dick. The least you can do is actually ask for what you want."
David's jaw worked, clenching his teeth hard. Eliza glanced over and saw that Kim was tense, a bead of sweat forming on her forehead. As far as her sister-in-law knew, this performance from David was essential to the success of their plan. Could David throw away his masculine pride completely in order to fight back against Gene, or was that just too much of a sacrifice to ask of him?
Eliza knew the answer that David would reach before he opened his mouth. It was written in the painful defeat shining in his eyes.
"Please," he said in a halting, rough, despairing voice, "Please let me watch as a... bigger, better man fffucks my wife."
God... Eliza felt her whole body crackle with an acutely intense blend of sorrow, guilt, and lust. Her master was just so unthinkably dominant... forcing the lesser man to bow down and acknowledge him. To give up the woman he loved to the man with the bigger cock. To take twisted pleasure from the act of surrender. Eliza's guilt and anger were there too, deep inside her, fighting to keep her sane, but it was hard to focus on them when she knew the dark truth behind this little meeting.
David thought he was acting, but it would be real soon enough. He really would surrender to Gene's superiority in the end.
Silence hung in the air above the table for a moment, tense with Gene's obvious pleasure and David's equally obvious discomfort. Kim broke the tension, turning to kiss Gene on the stubbled cheek and saying in a cute, high-pitched tone, "Should I get us all something to drink, Daddy?'
Gene's eyes flicked to her, and a little smirk crossed his face. This was another part of Kim's plan... they had prepared a sample of David's semen mixed with the oil earlier. Kim planned to dose Gene's coffee and complete their mission in one fell swoop. However, Eliza had already briefed Gene fully on the plan, and now he had a reverse plan all his own.
"Go for it, Kimmy," said Gene happily. "Me and the happy couple have to lay out some ground rules anyway." He watched Kim's curvy body hungrily as the petite blonde rose from the table, then gave her plump ass a little swat to send her on her way before turning back to David.
"Ok, loser," said Gene harshly, smugly grinning at David, "Let's go over the rules." His hand wormed its way around Eliza again, except this time it rested on her breast, groping and squeezing in a way that made David grimace and Eliza flood with helpless submissive desire.
"When we're in the bedroom, I'm the one in charge. You do what I say, when I say it, got it?"
David couldn't take his eyes off the way his hated enemy's paw-like hand was grabbing Eliza's tits.
"Yes," he said, a sour look twisting his mouth.
"Yes, sir," corrected Gene sharply, with a bark of a laugh. "You need to show the proper respect to the man who finally fucked your slut wife the way she deserves."
David's eyes flickered with smoldering hatred as he locked eyes with Gene. If Gene hadn't already figured out what their plan was, David probably would have given things away with only that rage-filled glance. "Yes, sir," he managed to get out.
"Good, as long as you understand," said Gene, relishing his victory. "Because you might see some stuff that hurts your feelings a little, sport." He turned to Eliza and tipped her chin upward with his free hand, leaning forward to seize her in a sizzling kiss right in front of David.
Eliza burned with twisted lust. From the corner of her eyes, the glare of anger and helplessness from her husband made the sickening heat between her thighs roar higher. She couldn't help it. Teasing David was what turned her master on, and her master's pleasure was her pleasure.
When Gene pulled away, he whispered to Eliza just loud enough for David to hear, "I'm feeling a little wound up, Lizzie. Why don't you take care of me under the table?"
"Her name is Eliza," said David sharply, drawing both Gene and Eliza's attention. His face was set into stony defiance. "She hates nicknames. You would know that if you had even tried to get to know her for even a second. This is why she'll never actually like you, even if she obeys."
With a thrill of disquiet, Eliza realized that for the first time today... for the first time in months, Gene was actually stung. His face twisted into an ugly snarl as he stared across the table at David. He took a deep breath in and out and visibly got a hold of himself before replying.
"Lizzie," he said, heavily emphasizing the Cumbunny name, "do as I said. Take care of your master while I tell this pathetic cuck how things work between you and me."
Eliza glanced around the cafe nervously. They were off in a corner, but hardly in private. Regardless, their relative exposure didn't matter to her master. He had given a command, and she had to execute it, no matter what the potential consequences might be. With shaking fingers, Eliza reached down and unzipped her master's pants, fishing around inside his fly to extract his already-inflating cock.
Since David's view was blocked by the table, he couldn't see what Eliza was doing as she slowly began jacking her hand up and down her master's cock. But he heard the zipper and saw the look of gloating pleasure in his worst enemy's eyes.
"Here's what you don't understand, cuck," said Gene roughly, sneering down his nose at his uncomfortable, powerless foe. "It doesn't matter what your precious little wifey liked before she met me. I know exactly what the fuck she likes these days, because I'm the one who decides what she likes now."
His cock was at full mast now, throbbing against Eliza's pumping palm. What he was saying was humiliating, but true. Everything Gene wanted sounded good to Eliza as well. Every one of his turn-ons had become her fetish as well. Even though there was still part of her that wanted to break free and return to her husband, watching Gene brutally emasculate her husband was making her wet.
"That's why she loves you so much, right?" asked David quietly.
Eliza could feel the change in Gene's cock instantly. It was something she had never experienced before while pleasuring him. It actually deflated a little. David was somehow getting under Gene's skin in a way neither of his two Cumbunnies had ever been able to.
Gene leaned forward across the table, his nostrils flaring and his face growing red from the depth of his incredulous rage that anyone might dare defy him. He could tolerate it from his Cumbunnies... he knew that he had the power to punish them later and make them apologize in humiliating ways. But David, the object of his hatred and obsession from the beginning, was a different story.
"We'll see how much she loves her dear husband when we actually have this little session we're planning, tough guy," said Gene in a murderous voice, reaching over to openly grope Eliza's tits in a display of compulsive possessiveness. "I'm going to show her the real you, Dan. I'm going to show her the whiny little beta male who's always lurked under the surface. And when she sees you in the cuck chair, crying and jerking off while a better man fills her full of cum... that's when the 'love' you think is so important is going to die on the vine."
"Well! This looks like you're all having a great time without me," said Kim brightly, arriving with a cardboard drink carrier filled with cups of coffee. "Who's thirsty?" Gene seemed to realize that he'd risen to David's bait and leaned back with a grunt, pushing Eliza's hand away from his now-deflated cock.
Eliza watched closely as Kim distributed the drinks. One of them was spiked with a potent mixture of Mjölkhare oil and David's cum. It was what Kim and David were hoping would turn the tables on Gene.
"Here you go, Daddy," said Kim, selecting one of the steaming cups and holding it out to Gene. "Here's yours..."
She was a good actress. If Eliza didn't know what was really going on, she wouldn't have suspected a thing. And Gene wouldn't either, probably. A big, oily smile spread across Gene's ugly face, and he seemed to forget about David's annoying defiance. It was hard to be upset at someone fighting back during your moment of triumph.
All that Gene needed to screw David and Kim over completely was an innocent little "accident". As he reached for the cup in Kim's hand, he fumbled it slightly, knocking it down and out of her hands and making the creamy drink spill across the table to drip into David's lap.


Eliza had to bite her lip hard to control the volatile mixture of despair and amusement bubbling through her as she saw David and Kim's shocked, bug-eyed reaction to the crippling blow Gene had dealt to their plans, apparently by accident. That cup held half of the precious dose that was supposed to break them free. Now it was spilled over the table top and staining the front of David's pants, his cum sample ironically returning home to roost.
"Whoopsie Daisy!" said Gene with a manic grin. "Guess I was a little clumsy there. But that's ok... I wasn't all that thirsty anyway."
He motioned Kim to sit again, and with an expression of sour reluctance at odds with her just-a-minute-ago chipper attitude, she did so. "Anyway, let's talk logistics," continued Gene eagerly. "We do this at your house. I like the symbolism of it better that way. Stealing your woman in your own marital bed. Doesn't get kinkier than that, does it, Davey?'
Eliza, Kim, and David shared a three-way glance of apprehension. Their first attempt had failed, and if they planned to dose Gene, they only had one more shot at it. David had an angry, defiant look in his eyes for just a second, but Kim's meaningful glare overpowered his silent objection, making him deflate and say in a broken voice, "Fine... we can do that... When do you want to... to get it done?'
They had tried their best to avoid it, but now David was stuck. He was going to have to play the role of cuckold anyway if they wanted a second chance to dose Gene...
A second chance that was just as doomed to failure as the first.
...
"Fuck!" screamed Kim again, slamming the door behind her as she, David, and Eliza entered the door of David and Eliza's home. "We almost fucking had him there! We were this fucking close!"
They hadn't been close at all. The only reason that Gene had even bothered with the spill was to keep them on the hook... well, that and a natural distaste for drinking David's cum. The mixture of olive oil and cum that Kim had stirred into the coffee was meaningless.
"Well, what are we going to do now?" asked David plaintively. He had looked white and shaky ever since he realized that he would be forced to actually go through with the cuckolding session that Gene so desperately wanted.
Kim shot him a tight-lipped, sympathetic glance. "Sorry, David... We're going to have to go through with it. We're out of time, and if you refuse, he's only going to get more suspicious."
Gene had insisted that they should do the cuckolding tonight, removing any chance that Kim and David might have to regroup and come up with an alternative plan. He had sent Eliza along with them to "prepare" for the session, by which he meant spying on any last-minute ideas they might come up with to wiggle out of it.
David groaned and put his head in his hands. "I can't! I can't fucking do that! There has to be something else we can try!" Despite his distress, Eliza thought she detected reluctant arousal lurking under the surface. Had Gene's demonstration of sexual dominance at the coffee shop sparked some of the same cuckold desire in David that Eliza had teased out of him the other day? Eliza thought that maybe it had.
"This is the only way," insisted Kim.
"But why does it even matter anymore?" asked David, his voice nearly broken with frustration. "We only have one dose of the oil left. What's the point of dosing Gene? You'll both still be addicted to him!"
Eliza stepped in to make Kim's job easier. It was important for Gene's master's plan that David felt like he had no choice but to be cucked. "Once we have Gene under our thumb, we can force him to treat us better," she said, touching David's arm reassuringly. "You've seen how he orders us around. We can do the same to him."
"I couldn't have said it better myself," said Kim, pinching the bridge of her nose. "Ok... I know this isn't ideal, you two, but it's happening. I'll head back to Gene and get him as horny as possible. Maybe if I tease him enough, the... festivities will be over quicker. Either way, it should make him less suspicious. See you both soon."
She turned and left the house, and Eliza and David were alone together again.
David ran his hands down his face. "I... need a drink," he sighed. "You want anything?"
"I'm fine," said Eliza, with a false smile painted across her features. The second that David left the door, she slumped down onto a chair, her mind reeling.
It was hard to describe the emotions roaring through her right now. The arousal and amusement and glee at her master's plans succeeding were artificial. A product of the oil. But that didn't make them any less strong. Beneath those false emotions lay an untapped abyss of sorrow, guilt, and despair.
It was a long time coming, and Eliza felt like she was coming apart at the seams. Losing herself. She had already come close once, when she thought David was gone forever. She'd let Lizzie take over and simply enjoyed being Gene's submissive Cumbunny pet in a warm, pleasant, thoughtless haze. And, at this point, that almost sounded like a relief. But she couldn't. Before, even if David was heartbroken, she'd been able to let him go, confident that one day he might heal and be happy again. There was no chance of that if Gene won.
Eliza had to find some way to foil her master's plan, even though a huge part of her wanted him to win.
She couldn't work together with David and Kim anymore. Gene was sure to ask her about anything she discussed with her husband and sister-in-law. To make matters even worse, Gene had told her she couldn't give any signs that something was wrong. In fact, she had to encourage David and Kim to go through with the cuckolding threesome no matter what.
That left her options extremely limited. If she could somehow get her hands on the other sample of oil that Gene had, she might be able to do something... but she had little to no room for maneuvering now that Gene had demanded the cuckolding session take place tonight. She was supposed to be here, keeping an eye on David and encouraging him to go along with Gene's desires. Gene would definitely be suspicious if Eliza showed up at his apartment snooping around. And she had no idea where Gene might have hidden the leftover oil anyway.
But there was one other way Eliza could derail Gene's plans... at least temporarily. If she got up right now, walked out the door, and stayed hidden for the rest of the evening, there would be no way that David and Kim would go through with Gene's planned cuckolding threesome. There would be no reason to, without Eliza there.
It also might clue them into the fact that something wasn't right. And, while it was true that Gene had instructed Eliza to act like nothing was wrong in front of David and Kim, his instructions hadn't been iron-clad. She thought she could probably just run away and hide, without considering herself to be breaking the rules.
It was a last-minute, Hail Mary plan, but it was the best one Eliza had. She got up from the couch, taking a deep breath to steady herself, and moved toward the front door. Gene would be beyond angry when he found out about this sneaky act of defiance. Eliza would have to bear the brunt of his wrath. But it would be worth it if she were able to spare her husband from becoming his cruel rival's plaything.
Just as her hand hit the knob, she heard David behind her.
"Where are you going?" he asked, troubled.
Eliza couldn't possibly tell him what she'd been considering. Couldn't tell him what was wrong at all. All she could do was paint another fake smile on her face as she turned, saying, "Nowhere, dear. Just thinking about getting some fresh air."
When she turned back to him, Eliza was surprised to see that David hadn't fetched himself a drink at all. Instead, he held in his hands a plate with a small slice of wedding cake.
He smiled sheepishly. "I... I know that we didn't get a chance to do the tradition before. I wasn't sure we would get another chance."
Eliza's eyes welled up with tears. Their wedding cake. The slice that they had saved to eat on their anniversary, before Gene's evil plans had ruined everything. Things had seemed so simple a year ago. All that had mattered was that she loved David and they were going to build a life together. Eliza's hand fell from the knob. She couldn't turn her back on this. Even though she was once again betraying her husband, she couldn't deliberately hurt his feelings.
"I... I didn't think you would want to eat it with me anymore," she said ruefully, returning to the living room and sinking down to sit on the couch. "I've done a lot of things I'm not proud of. And I understand if you can't forgive me."
David set down the slice of cake and took her hands. "I was thinking about that. Kim has been telling me how hard you're fighting for us. How hard it's been to resist the oil. How you can't help it when it comes to... all that stuff with Gene."
Eliza shook her head silently, hot tears slipping down her face. Part of her didn't think she deserved to be forgiven. It was true that Gene had snared her and she couldn't disobey... But David didn't understand the dark truth. He didn't understand how much she had enjoyed it. How Gene's cruel sexual degradation lit her on fire and consumed her world. She had howled in orgasm while getting fucked in the ass in front of her husband. How could he sit there and say she was worthy of forgiveness?
David squeezed her hand again. "This is our chance to turn over a new leaf. Once I give you the oil, you won't have to obey him anymore. We can be together again. I can save you from that monster."
Eliza froze, staring sharply at her husband. "David... we don't have two samples of the oil anymore. Remember? We don't have enough for you to give me a dose."
David looked nervous but determined. He pulled the half-empty vial of useless olive oil from his pocket. "I can't do it. I don't want to wait another second. What if our next plan to dose Gene fails just like the first one? I need to know that you're safe, and the easiest time to do it is right now, before Gene can mess this up."
Eliza stared at him, breathing heavily with her mind working a thousand miles a minute. It was actually a fairly logical decision when you thought about it. As far as David knew, right now he had a guaranteed dose of the oil he could use to prevent Gene's total victory. True, using it would be a bit heartless when you considered that Kim would be left high and dry. But if David had the actual oil, Gene would be totally fucked in this moment.
But, even though David's oil wasn't useful, Eliza still couldn't allow this to happen. If David went through with dosing her, there would be no reason for him to participate in his own cuckolding, and Eliza had strict orders to encourage his presence to the very best of her ability.
"We can't," she said solemnly, her heart beginning to pick up pace in her chest. "It isn't right. What about Kim? She'll be fucked if we can't force Gene to compromise. Besides, what will happen if the oil maker finds out we didn't dose Gene?"
David growled in frustration. "We can figure all of that out later! We can find another way to get the oil we need to free Kim. We can ghost the oil maker. I know it won't be easy, but we can think of how to solve those problems after you're safe and with me. You're my absolute top priority, and everything else can come afterward."
Eliza was touched. Her husband, in the dark for so long, then beaten down by a monstrous, unexpected betrayal, wanted nothing more than to fight for her. The last thing she wanted was to deny him... But she was bound by invisible strings. She was just a puppet now, and she had to ensure that her husband showed up and sat right where her master wanted him: in the cuck chair.
Eliza took her husband's hand and said in a sad, serious voice, "That's very romantic, dear... but we can't do that to Kim. She's been fighting so hard for us. I can't just leave her behind."
David sighed, and his angry, determined posture slumped a little. He looked down at the olive oil vial in his hands, then back up to Eliza. "What if we kept it a secret?" he asked suddenly.
"I don't know what you mean," said Eliza, narrowing her eyes cautiously.
"I mean, I dose you with the oil, but we still go through with the... the thing," said David heavily. "I mean, look, I'm not thrilled about it. Obviously. But if we just pretend for a little while, you can secretly be free while we find a way to get Kim out. I mean, I'm sure she won't be happy. But it means that you'll be safe, and Gene won't get suspicious."
Eliza stared at her husband, conflicted. He looked so earnest. So impassioned. It was a welcome change from the scarred, broken man she'd interacted with this past week. Now that he'd found a way to reclaim her, he was desperate to fight.
Maybe it would only hurt David more in the end if she gave him false hope now... but Eliza found it hard to resist doing so. Why not have one more sweet moment with him now, and let him think he had won?
"Ok, David," she said with a smile, pulling him into a hug so he couldn't make out her expression. "Let's do it. There's nothing I want more than to be together with you again. Like we used to be."
David's arms were firm and warm around her, and for a moment, she forgot all about Gene being strong and David being weak. He was just her husband. The man she loved. No one else mattered.
When they pulled away, Eliza had a twinkle in her eye and an eager smile on her face. "Well, hubby," she purred, "I guess we had better... make ourselves a little frosting, shouldn't we?"
David gulped, and Eliza could see the front of his pants tent almost instantly. It was cute. The idea of winning back his wife had finally allowed him to pierce through his feelings of anger and weakness. There was no hesitation to his arousal anymore, although he did object a little bit on other grounds.
"I mean," he said sheepishly, clearly desperately aroused, "We don't have to. I could just go... take care of it. I know that that asshole ordered you not to do anything with me."
Eliza shook her head with a little smirk, slowly sinking to her knees in front of her husband. "That's right," she said lightly. "There are some things we can't do right now." She reached up to teasingly unzip his pants, and had to stop herself from giggling at the look of eager, horny joy lighting up her husband's face. They were married. They'd had sex many, many times, but due to the circumstances, he was acting like it was prom night, and this was the first time he had ever been touched by a girl.
She only wished there was more that she could do for him.
When Eliza got David's cock free, it was already diamond hard and dripping threads of precum, nearly bursting out of its skin with his passionate arousal. Eliza took it in her hands. Lovingly, worshipfully. Her fingers caressed up the thick vein, then over the swollen head, gliding through the beading precum and slowly smearing it around his tip.
Too small.
Her breath caught for a second as she crushed down the feeling. Comparing her husband to the magnificent size and girth and power of Gene's cock was unfair, and totally inappropriate right now. But Gene's insidious training was deeply ingrained in her at this point, and even when trying to connect with her husband, she had to fight through it. Gene was detestable... but her mouth was watering and her pussy throbbing for something to fill and satisfy her and what she was holding in her hands... it just wasn't worthy. It was a paradox of loathing hatred and longing desire that was ripping her mind apart.
She pressed her warm lips against it in a soft, tender kiss, staring up at her husband with her big blue eyes, feeling gratified as his cock twitched against her lips and he let out a little groan of satisfaction. As she concentrated solely on her husband, the dissatisfaction she felt and her longing for Gene's bigger cock were fading away. She focused on that feeling of connection, and tried to ignore the lingering traces of frustrated desire for something bigger.
"You know..." she said in a throaty whisper, planting hot little kisses up the length of his shaft,
tasting the faint salt tang of sweat, "once you give me that oil mixed with your cum... you'll be my master instead of Gene."
David's eyes widened, and he shook his head. "No, baby," he protested, "I would never want to order you around and control you like he does." Despite his words, Eliza could feel his cock throb against her skin. David might think the idea was wrong... but he thought it was hot as well.
"Oh, I know you wouldn't, sweetie," purred Eliza, nuzzling her cheeks over her husband's cock, letting him feel the warm softness of her skin. "You're a good man. But doesn't a good man deserve to be treated like a king every once in a while? Don't good guys deserve a taste of power every now and again?" Eliza thrilled at the pulsing heat of her husband's cock beneath her slim, skillful fingers... against her cheeks and lips. She wanted to take it between her lips and drink his cum down straight from the source... but it wasn't possible. Not with the restrictions that her master had put in place. She couldn't allow David to penetrate her in any way.
But that didn't mean a girl couldn't dream.
"When you give me that oil," she lied in a smoky voice between running her lips all over her
husband's cock, opening her mouth and letting her tongue slide out, tapping it against his tip. A little loophole. David wasn't inside her mouth. He wasn't penetrating her. But he was damn close to being inside the warmth and wetness within, "I'm going to suck this cock so good, my love." She cooed. "I'm going to beg for it. I'll become your eager little cocksucker twenty-four seven. Sloppy. Wet. Messy. I'm going to suck my husband's cock raw, swallowing and gargling and smearing your sticky seed all over my lips. It'll be my favorite protein drink. Don't you want me to be desperate for your creamy cum?" David's cock was dripping more and more, pulsing harder. "Do you like that idea? Hmmm? Of your wife being not only in love, but head-over-heels in utter lust for this fucking dick?
"Oh fuck..." groaned David, clearly already trying to hold back from cumming. "I don't... I don't want to just use you..."
"But that's just it, darling," said Eliza with a wink, extending her wet, pink tongue to swirl teasingly around the head of David's cock, "I'm going to crave to be used. "I'll do anything you want. I'll let you fuck me in every eager hole. I'll wear slutty clothes and costumes. Because you're the boss, and I would do anything for you, as long as you give me that sticky warm treat I crave."
It was a lovely fantasy. And it broke Eliza's heart that it was a lie. She would never have that kinky, loving relationship with David. But it felt good to imagine, if only for this one sweet moment.
"I can't wait to feel this hot, hard dick plunging deep down my throat!" moaned Eliza, spreading her legs and beginning to rub her fingers over the thin cloth at the crotch of her leggings. She ran her hot little tongue all over her husband's cock... doing everything except what David really wanted, taking it into the warm, satisfying embrace of her mouth. David growled in frustration, then lunged forward. Suddenly, he was on top of Eliza on the ground, panting heavily as he loomed over her.
His cock, slimy with her slick saliva, needily pressed and rubbed and prodded against Eliza's hot, wet pussy over the spandex. It smeared stains along the material, pressing against her. A thin barrier. There was something devilishly wonderful about having her husband so close, and yet so far. Teasing him. Tempting. David was nearly mindless with lust, desperate for what she couldn't give him, his body still seeking that warm comfort of sexual connection despite knowing it wasn't possible


Eliza was taken aback by her husband's sudden, forceful dominance. Just knowing how much he wanted her made her heart thump and her body tingle with arousal in ways her husband hadn't ignited in a long time. She wanted to do something for him... anything to show that she cared, even though Gene had forbidden most types of sex.
"When you give me that oil," she said, staring deep into her husband's troubled, horny eyes, "My pussy will be only for you. My love. My master. My husband. My king." She raised her right hand in front of her face and spat into it, then curled it into a loose fist and placed it just above her throbbing, needy pussy. Then she gripped her husband by the back of his head and pulled him down to whisper hot and soft into his ear,
"Show me, David. Show me how you'll own my pussy when you're my only man."
Her offer was, perhaps, a little demeaning, but David took what he could get, pulling back his hips and sliding himself gratefully into his wife's slippery fist. His cock was hard and hot and eager as he began humping into it, sliding in and out of her hand, quickly adding hot trickles of precum to her saliva to lube up the only hole he could fuck his wife in.
Suddenly, in the ridiculous circumstance of her husband enthusiastically fucking her hand rather than her pussy, Gene's dark training rose up inside her stronger than ever. This was what cuckolds got. A sloppy handjob. A fake pussy.
Her lips almost moved. The evil words in her heart planted by Gene's twisted worldview and the oil's overriding force nearly spilled out. You're a little cuck, David. How can you deny it any longer when this is enough to satisfy you? And this is all you're ever going to get. My hand. Some spit. Maybe if Master is generous he'll let me give this to you on special occasions. Just a few quick pumps, then a little mess to be rinsed down the drain. That's what your cum is good for David. You're nothing compared to Master and his cock. I deserve a real man and his cum is the only cum allowed in my body. Not yours ever again.
She stopped herself. David didn't deserve it, and the words didn't represent her true feelings. "That's it, baby," purred Eliza instead, holding back from snorting laughter. "Own that pussy with your strong cock." She genuinely hadn't intended this to be a degrading mockery for her husband...but her programming was too strong to hold back when the comparison was this stark. David was getting so excited and turned on as he busily fucked her fist... while in a few hours, he would be watching another man take her pussy.
"I love you, baby," groaned David, his hips moving faster and faster, his cock pumping in and out of his wife's slippery hand as he took the closest thing to sex she could offer him. "God, I want you so fucking bad."
Eliza felt her breath catch and her body flushed with needy heat, her pussy clenching hungrily around nothing. She still felt the same desperate love and longing for her husband that she could sense radiating off him. In an instant, all of her amusement and dark thoughts over her husband's pathetic display was swept aside, and she felt ashamed that the mocking thoughts had ever surfaced in the first place. She wanted him just as badly as he wanted her, and she wished with all her heart that it could be true. She tightened her fist a little, pulsing it around her husband's pumping cock, gripping it the way she wished she could with her pussy. "Give it to me, honey," she said in a throaty voice. "I want you to cum inside me." She pulled him down into a deep, passionate kiss, and for that moment, they both lived in the fantasy that they were fucking again. Man and wife, with no swaggering bully between them.
David breathed in sharply and thrust forward one last time. Eliza gripped his cock hard and felt the thick spurts of his semen fill her hand, gooey and hot and full of his desperate love. David shook above her, trembling like a leaf from the force of his passion. Eliza would've given anything to experience the same spike of passionate pleasure at that moment... but no matter how much she loved her husband, she wasn't going to get satisfaction from having her hand fucked.
David got up onto his hands and knees, staring down at her with loving, determined eyes. "It's worth it," he said simply. "I don't care if I have to watch you with him... as long as I know that you're mine deep down."
Eliza couldn't look at him. She would never belong to David again, but she couldn't let him see the heartbreak in her eyes. Instead, she looked down at the warm, sticky load filling her hand. "Are we going to do this?" she asked, avoiding what he had said entirely.
"Yes!" said David, getting to his feet and pulling his pants back up. He helped Eliza to her feet and led her back to the couch, with the slice of cake on the coffee table in front of them. First, he took a bite himself, cutting through the still-frozen dessert with difficulty. He popped the bite into his mouth and chewed, then laughed softly.
"What?" asked Eliza with a raised eyebrow.
"Nothing," chuckled David with a big grin that almost made him look like his old self. "It's just... you know how I always teased you that it was going to taste all stale and freezer-burnt? I was right."
"David Meyer, sometimes you are the least romantic man in the world," Eliza said with mock disapproval, struggling to hold back a bittersweet laugh.
"Hey, see for yourself!" he said, pushing the cake toward her.
"I don't think I'll be the best judge of flavor, since I'm eating my bite with cum all over it," Eliza opined, and then they were both laughing. It felt good to connect with David like this. But it was hard not to think that this might be the last time.
"Anyway," said Eliza, sobered by that thought. She raised her hand covered in the sticky load. "We had better get this done before Kim and Gene get here."
"Right," said David eagerly. He carefully tipped the vial over Eliza's palm, and she dutifully stirred the fake oil in with his load of cum, creating a little slurry of oil and semen.
It turned out that there was a good reason that Gene had mainly used liquid as a delivery method for the oil. Choking the mixture down on two dry bites of cake was pretty disgusting, especially since Eliza knew that the effort was pointless. Finally, Eliza managed to swallow the last of it, and hugged her husband back when he pulled her into a tearful embrace.
Once again, Eliza thought about how it might be best to run. It might be even harder now that David was convinced he had dosed her with the oil, but at least it would spare her husband from being corrupted himself. In the short term, at least.
"Something's wrong, isn't it?" whispered David in her ear.
Eliza went stiff in his arms, her pulse immediately racing. Shit. Maybe she wasn't as good an actress as she thought. She immediately felt a spasm of discomfort rise inside her... her own subconscious punishing her for disobeying her master's order not to let David know anything was wrong
She had to somehow convince her husband that she was fine.
"I don't know what you mean!" she said in a neon-bright, plastic voice. "We're about to be free from that horrible man forever. I mean, it will be a little hard while I pretend to still belong to him, but that's nothing we can't get through now that you've saved me."
David pulled away, his brow furrowed. "Eliza... I know you. And I know when you're upset and you're trying not to show it."
Eliza shook her head, panic and discomfort bubbling up swiftly inside her, but David put a calming hand on her forearm and said soothingly, "You don't want to tell me. That's fine."
He stared her deep in the eyes as he said the words that tore her heart to shreds.
"I trust you."
Even though David had seen her betray him in the worst way, he still believed in her. And she was about to do something even worse to him. Eliza was silent, her face an expressionless mask. She couldn't trust herself to speak. If she did, she was positive she would give away the fact that something was wrong, just like David had guessed, and that was the one thing she had been ordered not to do.
"Kim told me, you know?" said David, rubbing her shoulders. "That you never gave up. That you fought against his control with everything you had. We're almost there now. You just need to fight a little longer. Promise me you won't give up."
David didn't understand at all. There was nothing left to fight for. The battle had been decided in secret behind his back. What was the point in being brave and standing up to fight when you'd already lost?
Still, something in his voice called to her. There was one thing she could do... she hadn't ever really considered it in the past, and it was beyond risky, but if this wasn't a break-the-glass moment, what was?
Her mouth hardened into a determined line. "I promise," she said solemnly.
...
A few minutes later, Eliza was able to slip away with the excuse that she needed to use the bathroom. Instead, she went to the kitchen and, slowly, to make sure that David wouldn't hear, slid the largest knife out of their knife block, tilting it to get a better look at its gleaming edge in the light.
Technically, Gene had never ordered her not to stab him. He had probably assumed that she was so dependent and obsessed with him that she wouldn't be able to anyway. And maybe she wouldn't. It was hard to resist the sexual chemistry with her master when they were together. Even if Eliza wanted to be done with Gene forever right now, in the heat of the sexual moment, maybe Lizzie would think differently and eagerly betray her husband instead.
Regardless, Eliza had promised David she would fight. She knew Gene's plan. He intended to mix the oil with his cum right there in the room in order to feed it to David. Gene had always been more cocky than he was smart. It would have been far safer to have Eliza secretly dose her husband beforehand, but Gene wanted to roll it all into one massive, public victory.
That hubris could be her narrow path toward escape. Gene would bring half a sample with him tonight, and no doubt had the other half hidden away somewhere in his apartment. If Eliza could somehow find the strength inside herself to turn her back on the man who had enthralled her, she might have a chance to steal back the oil and save both her and her sister-in-law.
But if they couldn't find where Gene had hidden the other half...? Then things might get ugly.
It was the only path they had. While David was distracted, Eliza carefully hid the knife beneath a pillow in their bedroom. As she did so, her burner phone, the only electronics she was permitted to use, buzzed in her pocket.
[On the way there with Kimmy. What did you and hubby talk about?]
Eliza's mouth twisted as she felt the familiar blend of anger and longing that her master inspired. Even if she wanted to fight with all her strength against him, she had no choice but to answer when he asked questions directly. She typed out a brief paragraph explaining how David had, from his perspective, used the last dose of oil they had available.
[Ha! So the little cuck thinks he has me beat, then. Good. That will make it that much sweeter when he learns the truth. And at least that means Kim will stop trying to sneak me stuff with that runt's cum in it. Make sure you pull her aside and tell her before we start, so she doesn't try anything funny.]
[Yes, Master]
Eliza breathed a sigh of relief. He hadn't asked if she did anything else this time. Which meant that the knife she had hidden remained secret. She turned to rejoin her husband downstairs for one last moment together before Gene arrived, but before she could, her phone buzzed once again in her hand.
[Are you ready, Bunny? You, Kimmy, me, and David have been playing games for a long time now, but finally I'm going to make you all mine forever. My toys to play with however I want. It's all over tonight.]
Eliza gripped the phone so hard that if it wasn't a cheap brick-like burner, she might have cracked it.
[I can't wait, master.]
...
With his hot, slutty blonde Cumbunny handing off one arm, Gene strolled up to the house like he owned the place. And... come to think of it, maybe he kind of did. He already owned one of the owners of the house, and was going to take possession of the other one tonight. Maybe I should just move in here permanently after I turn the cuck into my Jackrabbit. Beats the hell out of my shithole apartment!
He didn't bother to knock on the door, simply barging in so forcefully that the front door slammed back against its door stop. He was gratified to see Mr. and Mrs. perfect marriage jump in alarm at the sound. They were sitting on the couch hand in hand, the little lovebirds.
A nasty smile broke across Gene's face, and he took the opportunity to squeeze Kim's ass right in front of her brother. This was going to be fun. From what Lizzie had told him, David, idiotic little entitled pretty-boy that he was, probably thought that he'd won. Taking all that hope and pride and crushing it beneath his heel would be the most fun Gene'd had since the night he'd first revealed to David that Eliza was his during Bunny Season.
"Lizzie," he said commandingly, holding out his arm and gesturing her toward him. "Enough pity kisses for the loser. Your real man is here."
Eliza gave her husband a pathetic glance of apology, then rose and crossed the room to Gene, leaving her loving husband's side to join the man who treated her like a prized sex toy. She snuggled in under Gene's broad arm, and Gene had to hold back a laugh as he saw her face had grown pink with humiliation and shame. It used to be so fun to tease her in the beginning, but the shine had worn off a little as she grew more and more shamelessly slutty. Seeing her embarrassed and futilely resisting once again only inflamed Gene's lust higher.
It turned him on so much that he decided to push things even further. That's what this evening's fun was all about after all. He pulled Eliza in for a kiss, making sure that her husband got the optimal view as he inserted his tongue between his wife's perfect lips and tasted her once-innocent mouth. He saw David squirm uncomfortably on the couch at the sight... so he decided to show him something he might like even less. He turned toward Kim and pulled the curvy little blonde into a kiss just as deep and passionate. When he pulled away, Kim bit her lip and gave him some of the filthiest fuck-me eyes he had ever seen, giggling and saying, "God, what's gotten into you, Daddy?"
Gene had to admit that he was impressed with Kimmy's acting talent. Eliza swore that the naughty little minx was plotting against him, but she played the part of cock-drunk whore perfectly. Looking into her sparkling green eyes, it was hard to imagine her wanting anything besides Daddy's thick cock.
Gene reached lower and mauled the asses of both of his loyal Cumbunnies, drinking in the helpless discomfort of his rival as he sat on the couch across the room. So close, yet powerless to stop his own inevitable humiliation. That feeling was only going to get worse as the night went on... And although poor Davey thought that the debasement was just something he was putting up with for one evening, he was going to find that the situation was more permanent than he was expecting.
Gene gave both of his bunnies an encouraging slap on the ass, then gestured them toward the stairs with his chin. "Why don't you two go get pretty. Us men need to have a chat. Make sure we're on the same page." With Kim giggling and Eliza looking reluctantly aroused, the girls quickly slipped out to the car to grab the garment bags that Gene and Kim had brought along, then headed up the stairs. Gene waited until Eliza was gone, with one last apologetic look toward her husband, before rounding on David.
Gene just stood there for a moment, wearing a grin of proud victory. He had waited for this day for a very long time... the day that David would finally admit his defeat. David stared back at him, with a hidden core of defiance beneath the uncomfortable surface. Gene wondered how long it would take for that confidence to crumble.
"What?" asked David uncomfortably, the first one to break the gaze between them. Perfect. Embarrassed and uncomfortable was exactly where Gene wanted him. He stepped closer until he was looming directly above the poor little cuck on the couch.
"I just thought this was the perfect opportunity for you to thank me," said Gene with a throaty chuckle.
David's eyes flashed with disbelieving anger as he looked back up at Gene. His brow furrowed and his hands bunched up into fists on the couch next to him, but he managed to keep his voice even as he asked, "And why exactly would I do that?"
"Well, first of all, because I managed to finally give your slutty wife the dick she deserves!" said Gene with false chumminess. "But I can see how you might not be especially enthusiastic about that gift. Anyway... the real reason you should be kissing my boots with gratitude is that I'm going to let you watch."
David shook his head, growing red in the face. "Cut the shit, Gene," he said through gritted teeth, "you're the one who has kept pushing this... this cuckold shit."
Gene raised an eyebrow. "Oh, Davey... you really should thank me. Because this is the only possible way you are going to see your precious wife again. We don't need to beat around the bush here. I'm sure you know by this point that my control over the two most important women in your life is nearly unlimited. If I ordered your wife to stop speaking to you, you would never hear from her again."
David set his jaw, his nostrils flaring and his eyes defiant. He didn't believe it yet. But he would.
Gene leaned right down into the little pussy's face until they were eye-to-eye. "So I want you to treasure every single second that you see your wife bouncing on my fat cock, Davey. Because the only reason I'm keeping you around is that it turns her on to stab you in the back."
He clapped David heavily on the shoulder. "Now, let's get upstairs, buddy. I bet the ladies are changed by now, and I want to get right into the action!"
...
Eliza's heart beat a sickening rhythm in her chest as she waited on the bed for her husband to arrive. Part of her didn't want him to see her like this, dolled up in slutty clothes for the pleasure of another man. But another part of her was hungry to see the helpless, impotent arousal in his eyes. To make him watch her utter submission to his hated enemy.
Gene had dressed his two Cumbunnies to make the maximum visual impact today. They wore bunny suits, practically traditional for women corrupted by the Mjölkhare oil, but with a twist. Rather than the normal opaque corsets and silk ears, the form-fitting tops and ears were made of sheer lacy material today, Eliza's in pure, almost bridal white and Kim's in lustrous, sinful black. The outfits were completed with matching garter belts and lace-topped thigh-high stockings, but they wore no panties. With what they had planned for today, they would just get in the way.
She looked over at Kim, who took her hand and gave it a squeeze. Something was off about Kim today. When Eliza broke the news to her while changing that David had used the other half of the oil they thought they had, Kim had seemed only mildly concerned. She had shrugged off the news almost instantly, saying that she agreed with David that they should just pretend for a little while until they could get their hands on another oil sample.
It almost made Eliza suspect that Kim was never that interested in her own freedom in the first place. In fact, Kim didn't look conflicted about the upcoming threesome at all, despite how crushing it might be for her beloved brother. Her big pink nipples stood stiff and eager, crowning the top of her large, round breasts and pushing out rock hard against the lacy surface of the sheer corset. One swift glance between her stockinged thighs revealed flushed, glistening arousal. Far from being nervous and angry, Kim was the picture of eager lust.


Is Kim double-crossing David just as much as I am for some reason?
Eliza had no more time to consider the question. The bedroom door flew open, revealing the two most important men in her life. The husband that she was about to brutally betray, and the man who had corrupted her to the point of betrayal.
Gene had a wide, predatory grin on his face as he strode confidently into the room, while David seemed shocked and hesitant, hanging back. Eliza couldn't blame him. The last time he'd witnessed his wife in an outfit this sexually uninhibited, it had been with Gene's cock buried deep inside her ass while she came her brains out. Seeing David's reluctance, Gene turned back, full of false concern. "Well don't get cold feet now, loser!" he said, gesturing him forward. "You're going to see some stuff way sexier than this tonight. Ladies, say 'hi' to poor David. Let's try to make him feel welcomed."
Kim and Eliza looked at each other, blushing a little. Neither wanted to hurt David, but in a certain sense, Gene was absolutely correct. David was going to see much worse than this before the night was through. "Hi, honey," said Eliza softly, demurely crossing her legs at the thigh in the hope that he hadn't seen how wet her pussy was for the things that were about to happen.
"Hey, big bro," said Kim with a wink and a giggle, not even bothering to cross her legs. There was definitely something off about Kim. She wasn't taking this as seriously as she should.
Gene gripped David by the shoulder and dragged the stunned, wide-eyed man into the room, whispering viciously in his ear. "Look at these two little sluts... Even Kimmy, you little perv. I mean, who could blame you, even if she is your sister? See those pretty pink nipples? Stiff as diamonds. See between those sexy legs? Slick and eager and desperate to get fucked. And it's not for you, Davey. It never could be. I'm the one who turned them into this; Horny little fuckbunnies desperate for cum 24/7. Warm, wet, moaning holes for my superior cock. That's what your wife and your sister are now."
David shook his head, but his eyes couldn't stop staring at the way the two women he loved most had been meticulously dolled up like sluts for Gene's pleasure. "You're wrong..." he insisted weakly. "They're more than that. They love me."
That seemed to annoy Gene a little. "You like to use that word. Well... let's put it to the test. Which is stronger, your love, or my cock? Lizzie!" He snapped his fingers to call his Cumbunny to his side. "Come here. Kneel down in front of us. I want to demonstrate to your hubby where your priorities lie now."
Eliza had no choice but to obey. It felt wrong to be dressed in such a slutty outfit in front of her husband. The revealing clothes primed her mentally to be Gene's obedient slut... and part of her hesitated to be seen that way by her husband. But another part of her thrilled at the exposure, heating up at the prospect of submitting to David's bully while he could do nothing about it. She slipped off the bed and did as she was told, kneeling down between both men and looking up at them with wide, docile eyes. Gene stared down at her behind his double chin with an expression of smoldering possessiveness. David had a look of disturbed concern on his face. He had gotten a taste of Gene's perverse control over her at the sex club and earlier today at the cafe, but if Eliza knew Gene, David was about to get a full lesson in how powerful and complete his dominance really was.
"Let's start with your hubby," said Gene in a taunting drawl. "Just to give him the biggest advantage possible. Pull his pants down for me, Lizzie. Let's see what lover boy is working with."
With an apologetic expression, Eliza did as she was told, reaching up to unbutton her husband's pants and then tugging them roughly to the ground. His pinkish cock flopped out, flaccid and underwhelming.
"Awwww, that's sad," said Gene with an evil chuckle. "Having a hard time performing, I see. Not like it's the first time though huh? Your wife told allll about your bedroom issues you've been having with that limp little noodle... pretty embarrassing, I've got to say."
David looked shocked and hurt, turning a wounded expression to Eliza, who blushed in shame. "Sweetie... you told him? Him?" he asked disbelievingly.
"Honey," said Eliza desperately, "I couldn't help it! I know that it was just stress, but Gene forced me to..."
"Ah, ah, ah," said Gene sharply, shaking a finger disapprovingly. "No whitewashing. No pleasant lies tonight. Tonight, Dave finds out exactly what you think of him. Give your hubby a hand. Jerk him off a little, and as you do, tell him what went through your head when he couldn't get his soft little pee-pee to work. The very worst parts, please."
Eliza gulped, her body pulsing with a filthy, twisted heat. It was fucked up that she was even horny at all right now. David clearly wasn't. But Gene had been priming her for months to think that talking shit about her husband was hot, and now that she had to do it to his face, the arousal was almost overwhelming.
"I'm sorry, baby," she said mournfully, reaching out to take her husband's cock in hand. "But I can't say no to him."
She could feel her husband's cock stir as she slowly, teasingly began stroking him, inflating beneath her fingers as she said hesitantly, "I thought it was pathetic. Every day you acted like a total pussy at work, getting bullied by Gene. Then you came home and couldn't even fuck your wife because he hurt your feelings so bad. Meanwhile, I was sucking the cum out of Gene's thick, hard cock on a daily basis. And he never had trouble getting hard, even after he was fucking your sister too."
David's look of heartbreak had deepened, but surprisingly, he had reached full mast in his wife's hand while she jerked him off, throbbing against her palm. Eliza dropped her eyes from his face, horny and flustered. "Anyway. Those are the worst things I ever thought. I didn't think like that all the time."
"Good girl," chuckled Gene, crowding forward a step. "Now that hubby's hard, it's time for the moment of truth. Get my pants off and let's see who the winner is."
Fuck... Eliza felt her pussy clench hungrily as she realized that she was going to have Gene and her husband's cock right in front of her, both at the same time. She knew where Gene was going with this, and although part of her was screaming that she had to find some way to derail this before she crushed her husband's ego forever, another part of her was simply screaming for more. Her hands fumbled as she unzipped Gene's fly and pulled his pants down to match her husband's.
Unlike David, Gene didn't need any stroking to help him achieve erection. His cock practically burst out of his pants, long and thick and veiny, throbbing with masculine power. Gene didn't even need to ask Eliza to touch it. She felt drawn to it like a magnet, her hand reaching out by itself to wrap around its base and feel the beat of his heart through his cock. The heat between her thighs leapt higher at his touch, her body aching for him to take her.
"So... how do they compare?" Gene's smirking voice showed that he knew what the answer would be before he even asked.
Eliza looked over guiltily to her husband's cock, throbbing needily in her left hand. Honestly, she had forgotten she had even been holding it. David's cock wasn't without its charms. In fact, she even felt a little tingle looking at it, which was more than she expected in the presence of her master's cock. But there was simply no comparison.
She couldn't look David in the eyes. Staring at Gene's glorious cock was much more entertaining. "It's yours, master," she said in a shameful whisper, fidgeting from the intense moist heat growing between her legs. "Your cock is the one I choose."
Gene looked over at David with a look of mock sympathy. "Hey! Sorry, pal. Well, we can't all be winners. Sometimes your wife chooses the cock of her husband's worst enemy over you. What can you do? But, hey! Maybe it was close! Tell me, Lizzie, why did you pick my cock over that thing, the one on the man you supposedly love so much?"
"It's just..." Eliza couldn't help herself. She leaned in toward her master's cock, rubbing her face against its manly stiffness. Touching it. Smelling it. Feeling its radiating heat. "It's so much bigger. So much stronger. So fucking hot. David's cock..." she glanced over at it again, and again felt a faint glimmer of attraction she hadn't expected... but nothing compared to the devoted arousal her master caused. "It just can't compare. It's not good enough for me anymore."
She didn't even look up to see her husband's expression. She was too busy kissing softly up and down Gene's cock, her eyelashes fluttering with passion as she worshipped her master's dick right in front of her disbelieving husband.
"Well then... I guess you had better let go of that disappointing dick and focus on the one that really matters!" said Gene sternly. "In fact..."
He reached up with one hand and pushed David, making him comically waddle backward with his pants around his ankles to keep from falling over. "I don't think your poor hubby gets to feel your touch at all for the rest of the night, since you've made your choice and all. If he wants to cum, he'll have to jerk that tiny dick off himself."
"That's... you can't just fucking do that," fumed David, brimming with impotent anger, his cock still standing stiff between his legs. "She can do whatever she wants."
"She wants what I want, cuck," growled Gene, pulling Eliza closer with one hand as she began to eagerly lick up his shaft with the flat of her tongue. "Tell him, Eliza. Tell him where he belongs right now."
Eliza knew what he was talking about. Gene had insisted that they set it up in the bedroom before he arrived. She took a moment to pause her eager tongue worship of her master's cock and point across the room, where a chair sat, lonely and isolated. "Go sit in your chair, cuck," she said in a smoky voice. "It's where you belong tonight."
She knew that it was what Gene expected from her, and if she wasn't harsh enough, he would just make her say it again... but it still filled her with a pang of guilt as a look of defeat crossed David's face and he slunk across the room toward the cuck chair. It would only be for a little while. Once Eliza retrieved the knife she had hidden beneath the pillow, this whole humiliating spectacle would come to an abrupt end. But until then... she couldn't resist the temptation of her master's dick.
"I know you two are having lots of fun," said Kim from the bed in a pouty voice, "But I'm starting to feel a little left out, Daddy." She sat with one leg up, lazily rubbing her pussy as she watched her brother's humiliation and her sister-in-law's submission. If she was uncomfortable at all over seeing her brother's cock, she didn't show it. In any case, it seemed like she only had eyes for Gene.
Gene barked a rough laugh, pushing Eliza away as she attempted to take his thick cock into her mouth. "Good point, Kimmy! This is supposed to be a threesome, and the limp-dick loser certainly isn't invited. Come on the Lizzie. Up onto the bed. I have a little game in mind..."
...
David looked down at the chair for a moment before sitting. It was just one of their dining room chairs. One that he had sat in dozens, if not hundreds of times. But this time was different. Now the chair symbolized something new and disturbing.
But he sat anyway. He had to. The only way out of this was through. Everything would be alright if he just played the role of cuckold that Gene expected and got through this. After this, he and Eliza could be together.
He turned his attention toward the bed, where Gene was lounging back against the headboard, his stubby legs spread and his thick, veiny cock sticking up menacingly into the air. His two bunnies lay on their tummies in front of him, their faces right up next to his crotch, presenting their plump backsides to David's view, showing off the fluffy tails at the bottom of their corsets that David hadn't noticed until now.
David's cock throbbed, painfully hard as he sat watching, distant from the action and neglected. Kim had slipped him a blue pill earlier in the day, telling him to take it before Gene got to the house. She told him that it would help him to perform and "play his role", and just as she had promised, it seemed to be allowing him to stay rock-hard despite the disquiet and heartbreak roaring through him.
In many ways, tonight was his worst nightmare. The very worst case scenario he had imagined when he first saw Eliza moaning and bouncing on Gene's cock that night at the sex club. Even though he now knew that it was a little more complicated than Eliza simply despising him, it was still deeply painful to hear those words come out of her mouth.
And some of those things had to be the truth... right? After all, Gene had insisted that Eliza be honest, and she had to obey his commands.
Luckily for David, he didn't have time to stew over the painful words his wife had just said. Unluckily for him, that was because Gene was beginning the twisted game he wanted his Cumbunnies to play. "Ok, Bunnies," he said with a wink in David's direction, "Here's the game. Whoever can come up with a good reason why I'm better than David gets to suck my dick until the other girl can come up with an even better reason. Since Eliza just started off by saying I have a bigger, better cock, she gets to go first."
David felt his dick twitch with uncomfortable lust as his wife dived forward hungrily, taking her master's thick cock between the lips he had kissed so many times before. It wasn't just that watching her suck someone else's cock was uncomfortable... it was how enthusiastic she seemed. The beautiful, innocent woman he married really did look like a desperate slut as she slurped and slobbered on the thick rod stretching her lips wide, a picture of horny contentment now that Gene's cock was filling her mouth.
"Mmm, fuck, it's not fair!" whined Kim, wiggling her butt in frustration as Eliza happily slurped and bobbed her mouth up and down her master's dick. "Ummm, let me think..." She cast a glance over her shoulder at her brother sitting across the room all alone, his cock hard and unwanted, and David was shocked to see a little smirk on her face. His cock jumped slightly as a strange little zip of lust traced up his spine.
It was strange seeing his little sister like this. Uncomfortable. But in the general atmosphere of erotic humiliation, it was hard not to see her in a sexual light, at least a little.
His blonde, curvy sister turned back to Gene, one hand rubbing up and down his fat, hairy thigh coaxingly as she purred, "You're sooo much smarter than him, Daddy. Look at the dumb fuck sitting over there, sad and horny with no one to keep him company. He walked right into your trap, and now he only gets to jerk off while you enjoy his wife's throat."
Gene laughed, his hard gut shaking. "He did walk right into my trap, didn't he?" he said musingly. "Even more than you know, Kimmy. And now I'm going to enjoy his bratty little sister's mouth just as much as his wife's. Your turn, Kimmy."
He pulled Eliza from her fellating, up off of his dripping cock with a whine of disappointment, and Kim eagerly took her place, sucking the monster cock greedily between her lips.
Gene laughed at Eliza's obvious annoyance at being replaced in her cock-sucking duties. "Hey, you could always go join your poor hubby over on his chair," said Gene mockingly. "He's all stiff and ready for you!"
"I don't want his cock, master, I want yours!" protested Eliza, sending another spike of pain lancing through David's heart. At this point, he would have assumed that his erection would be gone, blue pill or no. But for some reason, he was still hard as a rock. Even with the heartbreak involved in this scene, it was hard to watch two hot, depraved sluts deepthroating a huge cock without finding it at least a little erotic.
"Then I guess you had better come up with some way that I'm better than your husband. And make it good," said Gene in a smug voice, leaning back once again as Kim made sloppy throat noises around his cock.
Eliza thought for a moment, fidgeting and shifting on the bed in a way that jiggled her plump ass distractingly. For a moment, David felt a wild spark of hope that Eliza simply couldn't think of any other ways that Gene was superior. But finally, Eliza sighed and said in a husky, desperate voice, "You're just so much fucking manlier than him, Master. Every day, I had to listen to David whining about how you pushed him around at work. About how there was nothing he could do to stop you! You did whatever you wanted and my poor, weak husband just had to take it. That's why you're better than him."
David wanted to curl up into a ball and die. The devastating admission had come from his wife's mouth not only with a smoky twist of arousal, but with absolute sincerity. Every time he had come to her with his problems, counting on her support and love, she'd been laughing at him behind his back, believing his bully to be superior. Gene apparently approved of her answer, because he switched the women sucking his cock once again, pushing Kimmy off of his cock and giving Eliza her turn once again.
David was shocked by his wife's technique, watching with disturbed arousal as she took Gene's cock down to the base, choking and face red with the effort as she sealed her perfect lips around the root of his cock, staring up into her master's eyes for approval and no longer paying the slightest attention to her husband. She must've had his entire cock lodged deep in her throat, a slutty feat that he had never heard of any woman outside of the filthiest pornos being able to accomplish. Gene had trained his wife into a talented cocksucker behind her husband's back, then forbidden David from ever getting to experience her slutty new skills.
But that would be over soon. This was all just temporary... a slight speed bump before their happily ever after. David kept reminding himself of that over and over as Eliza took Gene's cock balls-deep into her tight, wet throat again and again... after only teasing him with her tongue earlier. His cock throbbed with impotent desire as he watched, shifting uncomfortably.
"I've got a good one, Daddy," said Kim wickedly, staring up into Gene's eyes with a teasing smirk. "After our Dad walked out, David was always trying to look out for me. Trying to take care of me. He wanted to be a real father figure for his little sis, you know?"
Kim cast another glance over her shoulder at her pathetic, sidelined brother. She gave him a wink, then turned back to stare submissively up at the man who was now the center of her life.
"But you showed me what it really means to be my Daddy. You control and take care of me better than my pussy of a brother ever could. I don't need him anymore."
Fuck... that was even more of a punch in the gut. He and Kim had gone over this multiple times in the lead-up to this awful threesome... how she would tell Gene whatever she had to in order to make him let his guard down and relax. Kim was able to lie to Gene, unlike Eliza, who was months and months further down the path of slow corruption. But Kim's voice held an edge of taunting sincerity that made David question everything.
Is it possible that she really means it?
Eliza groaned in frustration as Gene made her switch places again. "Master, do we have to keep doing this?" she whined. "You're just better in every way! You're a real man, and he isn't. It's just as simple as that!"
Gene sighed in satisfaction. "I am, aren't I? Tell you what, Lizzie, I think the time for competition is over. Get in there with your sister and show David what teamwork looks like."


...
Eliza nuzzled her face down and gently kissed her master's swollen balls, her head filled with a pleasant pink haze of lust.
She knew she was saying horrible things. Things that her husband might not be able to forgive, whether or not she was able to free herself from Gene. But it just felt so fucking good to belong to her master. Gene wanted David to be left out and humiliated, and the slutty little Cumbunny inside Eliza was more than happy to assist with that, filling her to the brim with guilty lust as she twisted the knife deeper and deeper into her poor husband.
But speaking of knives... Eliza had lost herself in the fun of being an obedient Cumbunny for a minute there, and almost forgotten her true goal. She sucked one of her master's heavy testicles between her lips and bathed the rough, hairy surface with her tongue, tasing the manly tang of his sweat. If she wasn't careful, she could lose sight of her goal completely. She had hidden the knife for a reason... to bring Gene's swaggering tyranny to an abrupt and bloody end.
But, just like she had assumed, it was harder in practice to harm the man who overwhelmed her with desire. As she lovingly sucked on Gene's balls, her ears full of Kim's sloppy slurping above her, the idea of hurting her master and ending up with David almost seemed laughable. Could her sad, pathetic husband ever make her feel this weak, submissive, melting heat pulsing through her core? Make her pussy ache for his cock like Gene could?
Lizzie didn't think so. Lizzie thought that she should give up on David and just be her master's full-time slut. Gene had almost won completely by fooling Kim and David with the fake oil. All that Eliza had to do to live out the rest of her days as a slutty bimbo Cumbunny was... nothing. She just had to forget about the knife beneath the pillow, and she would belong to Gene permanently.
But even as Gene shifted his hips, pressing Eliza's face down to force her between his ass cheeks, a stubborn part of Eliza deep inside remembered her promise to David. That she would never stop fighting. That they would be together. There was only one way for that to happen now.
And so, as she poked her tongue out to run it along the puckered rim of her master's asshole, Eliza slid her hand up the bed, moving toward the stashed knife. It was one of the hardest things she had ever done. Lizzie inside her was fighting her tooth and nail, but Eliza pressed onward, slipping her hand beneath the pillow...
To find nothing there. A shock of panic went through her body. She slid her hand further up. Then side to side. Nothing. The knife simply wasn't there anymore.
'What's going on down there?" grunted Gene. "You're supposed to be tongue-fucking my ass, Lizzie, not just taking a fucking nap. You know what? Get up here and share my cock with Kimmy. I know that will wake you up a little."
Eliza felt a cold sweat forming on her body. It made no sense. She had made sure the knife was in place before Gene and Kim arrived. The only time that anyone would have had time to find the knife and remove it was...
Eliza raised her head up from Gene's ass and was met by Kim's sparkling green eyes, filled with gloating mischief. Gene's cock was still lodged deep in Kimmy's mouth, but her lips were curled up into a little smirk at the corners even as the massive phallus stretched them out.
No... it couldn't be. But... Kim had been all alone on the bed while Eliza, David and Gene were busy with the humiliating cock comparison. She could have found the knife then... but why would she get in the way? It came to Eliza as she stared into Kim's eyes. Of course. As far as Kim knew, there were no samples of oil remaining, which meant getting rid of Gene would commit her to a horrifying torture of endless hunger.
Kim released her Daddy's cock from her mouth with a wet pop and held it out teasingly to her sister Cumbunny. "You look like you lost something, Lizzie," she whispered evilly. "But everything you need is riiiight here. Why fight it?"
Eliza felt her resistance evaporating. It was all over now. This threesome had been her last chance to get rid of Gene before he found a way to dose her husband. Her last attempt at resistance had failed, and all that lay ahead was becoming Gene's loyal, slutty cumslave along with David.
A huge part of her cheered as she extended her tongue and licked her master's cock from the root to the tip, tracing every ridge and vein as she let Lizzie take over. If there were no choices left, there was no reason not to enjoy her disgrace.
With a giggle, Kim joined her on the other side, and soon both of their tongues were slipping and sliding over every inch of Gene's dick, tangling with each other when they weren't pleasuring their master.
Gene groaned in satisfaction, reaching down with one meaty paw on each of their heads, ushering them closer as his two Cumbunnies worshipped their master. For a moment, all three of them forgot poor lonely David altogether, simply enjoying the intense act of dominance and submission.
Lizzie could tell that the sight and sensation of two beautiful women gently kissing and licking every inch of his cock was about to make Gene cum. Her hungry instincts kicked in, and she worked even harder, subconsciously pushing herself to do whatever it took to earn the salty cream she craved. Kimmy pressed in as well, mewling with need as she lapped and wetly smooched her Daddy's balls, eagerly calling up her dinner from its source.
But Gene had no intention of letting this end with a blowjob. He pushed his two bunnies away with a rough chuckle. Kimmy and Lizzie looked at each other with disappointed frowns, but knelt on the bed in front of Gene with downcast, submissive eyes. They knew that they could only earn his cum if they let this play out exactly how he wanted... and that meant much more humiliation for everyone involved.
Gene pointed across the room at David, who was staring wide-eyed and stricken at the debauched scene on the bed. His cock was dripping with precum, but he still had enough willpower that he hadn't yet begun jerking off. But he should... thought Lizzie wickedly. Now that all hope was lost, she wanted her cuck husband to enjoy humiliation just as much as she was....And after all, just like Gene had said, David had always been weak. Maybe this was just the natural order. Gene got to fuck, and David had to get whatever twisted pleasure he could out of being denied.
"Look at your poor cuck Lizzie!" said Gene with a sneer. "He looks like he's feeling a little left out! Well, bring your chair a little closer to the bed, pal. Don't be shy."
David hesitated, licking his lips. He could clearly tell that Gene's intentions were insidious, but on the other hand, he was getting sucked into the twisted erotic atmosphere of Gene's control almost as much as Lizzie and Kimmy. Seeing another man so effortlessly dominate the women you love has a certain effect on your confidence, no matter how hard you try to resist.
"Now!" barked Gene, and David instinctively jumped to obey the dominant male in charge, picking up the chair and scuttling forward until he sat with his knees touching the foot of the bed. He blushed and looked away afterward, conscious that he had just followed the orders of a man openly cuckolding him, but it was too late to take back, he sat and fidgeted, his cock hard and dripping, waiting for whatever twisted game Gene wanted to play next.
Gene reached around Lizzie and gave her a little stinging swat on the ass. "Why don't you go over and give your poor lonely hubby a big kiss?" he snickered. "Give him a little... taste of all the fun we're having."
Lizzie stiffened at the obscene objection, perverse heat worming its way through her belly. She had just kissed and licked and sucked Gene's cock, balls, and asshole. Kissing her husband right now, far from being a mercy, would be an emasculating and disgusting degradation.
She would be taunting him with her own abject submission to Gene. Her pussy throbbed and leaked as she considered it. There was nothing the little pussy would be able to do about it...
Lizzie turned and crawled toward her husband, her lustrous dark hair falling over one eye as she smirked at him. He really did look weak right now, barely holding back the tide of submissive cuckold lust that threatened to consume him. And he would always be weak from this point on. Gene planned to dose him tonight, and after that, Gene would be free to mold David's sexuality just like he had formed Kim and Eliza into his eager sluts. If Gene wanted David as a pathetic cuckold, the oil would make it possible, no matter how David felt about it.
And there was nothing that Lizzie could do to stop it, even if she wanted to. So there was no point in fighting anymore. She might as well embrace Gene's vision of her husband as a pathetic, perverted voyeur in his own bedroom and have her fun where she could. Lizzie reached the end of the bed, face-to-face with her husband. She glanced down at his rock-hard dick, then back up into his troubled eyes. 'How does it feel, David?" she purred, so close that she could feel his rapid, nervous breaths fan out over her plump lips. "To see me with him?"
"I hate it," said David in a cracked voice, his eyes running all over the body of his beloved wife, displayed in skimpy white lace.
"You don't have to lie..." said Lizzie with a soft giggle. She reached out her hand until it was almost touching her husband's cock, but held it back at the last second, watching as another drop of precum welled and oozed down the side of his cock. "I can see how much losing turns you on..." She tilted her head a little bit and leaned forward, and David didn't resist, despite where her mouth had been.
Her tongue pushed its way forcefully into his mouth, delivering the traces of her master's taste and scent to her poor, defeated husband. She could tell that he was thinking about it, his shoulders going stiff and taking in a sharp breath of displeased shock at the deep, cruel kiss. But his lips still gripped hers hungrily. His tongue still slid tentatively against hers, despite the taint she brought with her. He couldn't help it. He still wanted her so badly, despite knowing that she belonged to another man now. And in the end, that had been his downfall. He would've been better off if he'd told Kim and Eliza to fuck off and gone on his own way.
She and David were so lost in their own world of taboo arousal that they didn't even notice Gene coming up behind Lizzie on his knees. Lizzie's pleasant shock as his thick cock rubbed firmly up against her sensitive folds was so strong that she bit her husband's lip hard, a breathy moan bubbling up from the back of her throat.
"They say that a good husband should be someone to lean on, right?" asked Gene smugly. "Let's put that little chestnut to the test."
That was all the warning he gave as he positioned his cock at Eliza's quivering entrance and slid it home.
"F-fuck," gasped Lizzie, pulling back from the kiss but keeping her hands planted firmly on her husband's shoulders. She was so wet and turned on that she needed no warm-up at this point. Gene's cock slid in easy and deep, stretching her pussy open with its hot, bestial thickness. Fighting back no longer made sense to her as she felt Gene's fat, hairy bulk press up against her from behind, his cock sheathing itself balls-deep in her hot, wet, cheating cunt. Why would she fight back against something that felt this fucking good?
"Oh shit, man," groaned Gene, biting his lip and playing up his intense pleasure. "Your wife has a world-class pussy. It's a shame that you'll never get a chance to feel it around your shrimpy cock again."
He began moving, slowly sliding out of Lizzie, drawing reluctant whimpers of submissive pleasure from her throat, then he thrust forward again, pushing her forward against her husband's shoulders. "Because from now on, you're only allowed to fuck that little cuckie fist," said Gene with deep satisfaction. "Tell him, Lizzie. Tell your husband what pathetic little cucks deserve."
Lizzie sighed out a little laugh, interrupted by little puffing moans. "S-sorry, baby," she said in a breathy voice tinged with pleasure, "cucks don't deserve pussy. They only fuck their hands." Now that she was fully giving in, David's sad, pathetic expression made a hilarious contrast with his stiff, dripping little dicklette. She was bending to Gene's worldview harder and harder by the minute, internalizing his toxic ideas of alpha supremacy.
She began to bounce backward into Gene's thrusts as her master's thick cock plunged deep inside her again and again, taking her in front of her husband. Having David watch, helpless and weak, as her strong, dominant master claimed her completely was a massive turn on. Her tits swayed with every savage stroke, bouncing just inches from her cuckold's face, yet he was tortured and neglected, unable to claim the same intimate pleasure she lavished on Gene with her tight pussy.
Kim suddenly appeared right behind David, wrapping her arms around her brother from behind in what might normally be a loving embrace. She leaned down until she was close to his ear, her wicked green eyes watching the show along with him as Gene brutally fucked his first and favorite Cumbunny in doggy style, dominating her obscenely.
"I can tell you love this big bro," she said in a low, smoky voice, "even though you hate to admit it. But it's fine if you like it! Why hold onto pride when it would feel so good to humiliate yourself for us? Go on now, cuck. We all know you've been dying to jerk off this whole time. Do it."
David shook his head, his face white and his eyes focused between his wife's thighs where Gene's heavy hanging balls flopped forward again and again, slapping against Lizzie's tender clit as she moaned and arched her back in delirious pleasure. "I can't. I won't... It would be... L-letting him win!"
Kim's response was a low, pitying chuckle. Lizzie caught it too, giggling through her heavy moans as she was thrust forward into her husband again and again. Gene snorted with laughter too as David got redder and redder in the face, flushed with shame and arousal.
Kim finally let her brother in on the joke. "David... don't you see that Daddy has already won? Who do you think you're fooling, sitting there with a stiff dick, pretending that it doesn't turn you on to see him fuck your wife like you never could? We all know the truth... jerk off for us. Prove what we already know. That you're a weak little cuck that gets off to being a loser."
David shook his head, trying to protest once again, but this time Gene cut him off. "Jerk off, loser. Now," he said in a stark contemptuous voice, roughened slightly by the effort as he hammered into the moaning, submissive slut bouncing backward onto his cock. "I'm the boss here. I make the rules. And I say I need to see you cum for your superior. As a tribute to the bigger, better man."
Dave hesitated, his eyes lost, staring upward into his wife's ecstasy-twisted face. She opened her eyes, once sharp and intelligent, now clouded with abject submission. She nodded, a line of drool dripping from her lips. "Jerk that little dick, David," Lizzie gasped. "I want to see it. I want to be my cuck."
David closed his eyes... then reached over with a shaking hand, and wrapped it around his cock, gripping tight, then slowly pumping his fist up and down.
"That's right," whispered his sister in his ear, just loud enough for Lizzie to hear. "Give in to it. It feels good to submit, doesn't it? Just let Daddy Gene get whatever he wants, and jerk yourself off to your defeat. That's the place of a weak little man like you."
"Good cuck," grunted Gene as David picked up speed, matching the punishing rhythm of Gene's thrusts, enjoying his tight, slippery fist while his worst enemy enjoyed his wife's tight, slippery pussy. "In fact... I think you deserve a reward."
Gene moved so quickly that Eliza let out a squeak of alarm, lifting her and looping his elbows beneath her thighs, rearing up on his knees and holding Eliza aloft, exposing her pink, dripping pussy to her husband's eyes, less than a foot from David's face. Gene's throbbing dick, monstrously long, thick, and veiny, and dripping with Lizzie's juices, hovered just inches beneath it, ready to continue the cuckolding sex.
"You couldn't get a good view from the other position, could you, cuck?" asked Gene with a smug grin. "Well, I want you to get a really good look. I want you to see what a real cock can do to your wife."
Lizzie inhaled deeply, her tits bouncing with the intensity of her breaths, feeling helpless and used and filthy and fulfilled. She stared down at her husband, who now looked just as lost as she was, his hand pumping rapidly up and down his cock, staring at the woman who had once been his alone as if she was just another porn star he had no chance of ever touching. That he wasn't worthy to touch.
She thought about saying something, but right now, as amusing as David was, Gene's cock was more important. She turned her head and begged. "Fuck me, Master. I fucking need you. Enough talking, just show him with your cock!"
"Watch and learn, pretty boy," grunted Gene, then lowered Lizzie, slowly impaling her puffy, drooling pussy on his thick cock. Lizzie moaned in rapturous pleasure as her master's cock spread her open right in front of her husband's eyes. Her slick lips gripped tight around his shaft as she sank inch by inch, swallowing his cock whole. She felt totally helpless. Not just because she was in her master's arms, but because of how he had outplayed them all. Gene's victory was complete, and now everyone in the room recognised it.
Lizzie gasped and closed her eyes in pure ecstasy, her hips squirming and shifting as she clenched her internal muscles hard around her master's shaft. If felt so perfect inside her, packing every inch of her full with his powerful, throbbing masculinity. David had never filled her this full. He couldn't, no matter how hard he tried. Lizzie bucked her hips desperately, but she was helpless in her master's strong arms. "Fuck me," she hissed, gripped by wild feral sexual need. "Fucking take me master. Show this little pussy how a real man fucks! Please!"
Gene chuckled and relented, pumping her up and down his stiff cock by bouncing her in his powerful arms. Using her pussy like a sex toy in front of the husband who loved and cherished her.
David stared up with an expression of horror overwhelmed by lust, not even focusing on his wife's face anymore. Instead, his eyes were locked between her spread thighs, where Gene's thick, throbbing cock stole what Eliza was only supposed to share with him, spearing upward again and again, impaling the pussy she had pledged to him on their wedding day.
Her tender lips gripped needily around her master's thickness, pink and raw as they stretched and pulled around his cock. Her slick, clear juices of arousal made it obvious, even if her wanton moans didn't, that she was having almost more fun than her master. Fat, hot drops of lubrication dripped down Gene's shaft and over his hairy balls as Lizzie pumped up and down his cock. Her firm tits bounced heavily beneath the white bridal lace shrouding them, nipples poking through the fabric, stiff and eager.
David's fist pumped his slippery cock as he watched and heard and smelled his complete defeat, so close he could feel the feverish heat of Gene and Lizzie's enthused coitus. He must have been right on the razor's edge of ejaculation after the long, erotic, distressing sight of Gene's teasing cuckold session, because after watching a few sweaty, frantic, animalistic minutes of sex between wife and bully, he came. It was sad, really. A pathetic whimper of despair and a few unwanted squirts of pearly goo filling his fist. Compared to Gene's inhuman stamina, David had been a pathetically quick shot. The sight of his wife's close-up penetration had been all it took to send him over the edge.


Gene rumbled a triumphant laugh. "Jesus, cuck, I thought that you could at least last longer than that. Well, since you came, I guess it's time for me to get mine. But your wife and I are going to need a little privacy for this." He hauled Lizzie up and turned, pushing her back on the bed and entering her swiftly and brutally in a sweaty intense missionary position, pinning her down with his bulky body as he began thrusting. There was no more art and showmanship now. Gene was just letting himself go, rutting mindlessly, chasing a rapid orgasm.
It was a sloppy, rough, and self-centered way of making love. It should have been utterly charmless. But Lizzie found herself winding up for another incredible orgasm anyway. Her body could sense that the load of cum she was craving was coming. She could feel it in Gene's frantic hip thrusts, hear it in his animalistic grunts. She ground her hips upward into his rough thrusts, milking his cock for all it was worth.
With the position they were in now, the only sight that David would have was Gene's bouncing, hairy ass. Denied even the sight of his wife as Gene got his rocks off. Yet another act of cruelty on the long list.
With a roar of triumph, Gene surged forward, releasing a torrent of molten hot seed into Lizzie's pussy, primally claiming her in front of her pathetic husband. Lizzie screamed in delight, eyes rolling back in her head as she accepted the hot, sticky gift, the one thing that her master had that she couldn't do without. The awful, glorious addiction that had consumed her life and turned her from a proud woman into a slutty sex toy. As usual, it set Lizzie alight with white-hot crackling pleasure, overwhelming her with an ocean of ecstasy. She could hold back her loud sound of slutty delight, filling the room with a chorus of desperate moans. David was listening, but in the moment she had forgotten about him completely. All that mattered was the cum flooding her innermost parts, and the artificial joy that it brought her.
Lizzie was still in a state of muzzy half-awareness as Gene reached up to her lace bunny ears. He fumbled around at the base of the left ear and ripped off something that Lizzie hadn't noticed, hidden in the curled base of the ear.
A tiny vial.
It was a breathtakingly arrogant place to hide the key part of Gene's plan, but that hardly surprised Lizzie anymore. After all, it had worked as a hiding place. Eliza had never thought to check that he had hidden the oil sample in her costume. Gene gave her a leering wink and unscrewed the tiny vial. Working quickly and shielding the view from behind, he pulled out of Lizzie's pussy slightly, drizzling the oil over the root of his cock and the lips of his Cumbunny's pussy. With a few more strokes, he mixed the oil in with his softening cock, churning it together with the sticky cum he had deposited in Lizzie's flushed, throbbing cunt.
Then he turned back with a sharp, cruel smile to where David sat at the end of the bed, still looking stunned and heartbroken.
"Got one more thing for you to do, cuck," he said, beckoning David forward.
David looked at Gene's cruel grin, then down to his wife, lying back on her elbows, legs spread to reveal her gaping pussy leaking a thick stream of pearly white fluid. Lizzie watched with weary amusement as David did the calculations and realized what Gene wanted.
He shook his head wildly, but he looked more scared than angry now. 'N-no! No way! I draw the line there!" he said in a nervous, breaking voice, convincing no one with his pathetic little display of bluster.
With a growl, Gene surged forward, grabbing David by the scruff of the neck and manhandling him between Lizzie's thighs. "You're going to fucking slurp up a real man's cum," he said with murderous certainty, "and you're going to fucking like it. I let you see me with my women, you little worm. They belong to me now, and the only way you will be allowed to even see them again is if you do what I say. I need you to show me that you are completely obedient. Now... fucking do it."
Eliza held her breath. Now that she had her fix of cum, this suddenly felt a lot less hot. She wanted to scream. She wanted to somehow warn David of the trap that was laid here for him. Tasting the insidious blend of cum and oil between her legs would bind David to a fate worse than death, and break him down into the cuckold that Gene wanted him to be, inside and out.
If he gave in here, it would be far from the last creampie he ate.
There was nothing Eliza could do. She had been forbidden from interfering. But still, she held out hope. David stared down at her glazed pussy with open disgust. He still probably believed that playing along was the only way to keep Kim safe, but surely he would draw the line here. Regardless of whether the heated atmosphere had made him give in to temptation and jerk off, he still wasn't the pathetic cuck that Gene suspected.
He had to refuse. He had to.
But just when it seemed like David would pull away, Kim spoke up behind him.
"Do it, David," she insisted, staring at him with a strange intensity in her sharp green eyes. "You heard Daddy. It's the only way."
David craned his neck around to look at his sister, and to Eliza's horror, she saw that her command had an effect on him. He turned back to her cum-filled pussy with a weary resignation on his face. Eliza bit her lip, every fiber of her being warring between shouting out in warning and staying quiet to obey her master.
She failed in her struggle. Before she said a word, David closed his eyes, swallowed heavily... and leaned forward, his lips making contact with the cum-slicked lips of her pussy. Eliza's despair blended with arousal as her husband licked and slurped, doing as he was told and cleaning the thick, copious load that Gene had deposited inside of her.
Eliza put a hand over her eyes, trying to ignore how good her husband's lips and writhing tongue felt on her sore pussy as he licked up every drop. His first taste of the cum. But not his last.
Gene couldn't stop laughing, staring at the humiliating spectacle from every angle, pulling Kim close so they could watch together. Eliza swooned into a funk of despair, trying to keep herself from crying as her husband surrendered his freedom without even knowing it.
Finally, it was all over. Eliza was clean, and David wore a queasy look on his face as he backed away.
Gene sighed in utter happiness. He slapped Kim on the ass and said, "Go get me a beer, Kimmy. I'm thirsty. After that, we can all have a nice loooong chat about how things are going to work in this new happy family."
...
By the time that Kim returned from the kitchen with an ice-cold beer cracked open for her Daddy, Gene had arranged things just the way he wanted for his gloating session. He sat back, propped up against the headboard, with Eliza snuggled under his arm. David knelt on the ground across the room, looking uncomfortable and justifiably disgusted with himself.
"I mean... aren't we done here?" whined David as Kim crossed the room and held out the beer to Gene. "I get it. You won. But I'm not sure what else you want from me."
"Oh, this is just the start, Davey," promised Gene with a leer. He snatched the offered beer from Kim's outstretched hand and downed it in one long chug, letting out a thick, powerful belch as he finished. "God, that tastes fucking good! Nothing like a cold beer after a good fuck. Anyway. I have a little bad news for you... that oil that you fed your innocent little wifey was actually just olive oil! Lizzie's been working behind your back all along! She switched the real oil out... and you'll never guess where I put it."
Eliza hung her head in shame. Here it was, the moment when Kim and David found out how badly they had been played, and how Gene would now own all three of them. She closed her eyes and got ready for the tears and anger.
But they didn't come.
Eliza opened her eyes and looked cautiously at her husband and sister-in-law. Both of them had oddly neutral expressions.
Gene, however, looked a little miffed. Somehow, his big crushing reveal wasn't landing the way he had hoped. He frowned, sourly saying, "Wow. I thought you guys might be a little more upset about becoming my sex slaves forever. I guess you're more pathetic than I thought."
Kim and David gave each other a glance with those same, strange, neutral expressions. "There's one thing I don't understand," said David solemnly. "When did Eliza change the oil?"
Gene rolled his eyes. 'Do these little details even matter? You'll be feeling the cravings before long now. That will be all the proof you need." He gestured toward Eliza in frustration. "Fine. Lizzie, tell your hubby how you stabbed him in the back."
Eliza's heart was breaking. Clearly, their terrible fate hadn't quite sunk in with Kim and David yet, but telling them about her betrayal might finally get through to them how doomed they really were. Her master had told her to testify, so she had no choice.
"I did it before you even had a chance to see the package," admitted Eliza miserably, unconsciously shielding her breasts and pussy with her hands so her husband couldn't see how aroused she still was. "All I had to do was quickly open the vials, take the oil, and replace them. I did it all while you were in the bathroom."
David shook his head with a wry grimace. "Faster than I thought. I couldn't have been gone for more than a minute or two."
"That's right," said Gene, crossing his arms behind his head and leaning back with a smile on his face. "Lizzie's been playing you both for suckers this entire time. Every stupid scheme you cooked up was brought straight to me by my pretty little mole. You didn't have a chance of beating me from the start."
He laughed, long and hard, thrilled with his complete victory despite David and Kim's continued subdued reaction. "And that's not even the best part! I hope you enjoyed that creamy treat your wife fed you, cuck, because it's the first of many! I used the oil sample I stole to turn you into a Jackrabbit, David! You and your wife have one more thing in common now... being addicted to my baby batter. I hope you're ready for a wild ride, Davey. I'm told being a Jackrabbit is an even worse fate than being a Cumbunny."
Even through Gene's smug tirade, David remained unmoved, and now Eliza was really starting to get confused. Did he just not believe Gene? Was he so devastated that he had become numb to his fate? It didn't make any sense.
Instead of lashing out or pleading for mercy, David glanced at Kim once again. "Think we've waited long enough?" he asked in a clipped, annoyed tone.
Kim shrugged, a smirk forming on her face. "I'm no expert, but I would think so."
David turned back to Gene, his eyes flashing with the same sharp rage that Eliza had seen so long ago, when he had decked Gene for flirting with his wife.
"You know what, Gene Crowder?" he said dryly, getting to his feet, "I feel bad for you. And I don't just mean that as an insult. Something broke inside you a long time ago, that told you you deserved to be handed things that can only be earned. Men like you are destined for lonely, bitter graves. And yeah, the fucking psychopath who gave you the oil managed to make your twisted dream come true for a little bit. But that's only going to make you more bitter about what's going to happen now."
Gene stared at David with his mouth open, his face growing red. "Listen here, you little shit... You think I'm the one who's entitled? You've gotten everything in life handed to you on a silver platter because you've got looks. And that little speech just confirms it! You think guys like me should just shut up and accept hate from the entire fucking world. Well, sorry to burst your bubble, cuck, but the oil has turned things upside down between us. I get the girl... and you get to watch her suck my cock as your new hunger gets harder and harder to resist. Lizzie! My dick is all sticky with cum from our fuck session. Clean it off for me so your husband can see who you belong to."
Eliza felt the irresistible pull of the command. She was going to suck off her master in front of her husband once again and crush David's defiance once and for all. Maybe then he would finally put his foolish dreams of resistance to bed and understand the position he was in.
"Wait," said David, holding up a hand with a faint, inexplicable smile on his face. "I have a better idea. Why don't you punch the fat prick in the balls instead, Eliza?"
Gene roared with laughter, slapping his knee in disbelief and amusement at how dense David was being.
But Eliza felt something that she couldn't quite explain. Usually, a command from Gene felt impossible to resist. Like she was being forced forward by strong chains preventing her from even the smallest resistance. But after David spoke, it felt... different. She still had the urge to suck Gene's cum-glazed cock, but there was also a different urge there. A conflicting urge. And a choice.
"You still don't fucking get it, do you?" howled Gene. "How stupid can you be after seeing so many examples? I OWN your wife, your stupid cuck! She is my loyal, slutty Cumb-"
His words cut off abruptly into a pitiful wheeze of pain as Eliza's fist hammered downward into his vulnerable testicles, making him double over in agony. His eyes almost popped out of his head as he stared at David with open-mouthed shock and dismay.
Eliza stared down at her fist in wonder, seeing it as if for the first time, then over to her husband, who had a grin spread across his face now as he stood up from the ground. "Come over here, sweetheart," he said with a welcoming wave of his hand. "You don't need to do what this fat sack of shit says anymore."
Even in the depths of his rage and pain, Gene didn't want to let Eliza go. One hand was still clutched over his crotch, but his other hand shot out to grab Eliza by the wrist. "No... Stay..." he wheezed, his eyes furious and desperate. "That's... an order."
Eliza felt the urge to obey him... but, miraculously, she once again had the choice of what she wanted to do. She stared down at Gene, and her brow furrowed. For the past few months, he had always looked strong to her. Thick and powerful and troll-like. But right now, he just looked like a fat old man.
Eliza shook his grip off and jumped up off the bed, running across the room to join her husband. He pulled her into his arms and held her close, kissing her deeply, and Eliza felt a sizzling spark that had been conspicuously absent between them since Gene had dosed her months ago. She had to catch her breath a little as she pulled back from her husband. Looking at him now, she reacquainted herself with the fact that her husband was a startlingly handsome man.
"How?!" snarled Gene, his face nearly purple with rage. "I knew every fucking move you made before you made it! Even the cuck admitted that he didn't notice the oil get swapped!"
"A very smart lady once told me that men like you are at their weakest when they are positive that they've won, Daddy," said Kim mockingly. She turned to Eliza with a sunny smile. "Sorry, sis. We knew that Gene was going to get to you eventually. That's why we fed you false information. Nobody's more reckless than when they think they hold all the cards."
"But... she swapped the oil without you knowing!" insisted Gene. He was starting to recover from the unexpected blow, but his voice still sounded whiny and desperate. Eliza wrinkled her nose a little. She could still feel the pull of the oil forcing an attraction toward the pathetic man on the bed, but it seemed more artificial than ever.
David shrugged. "We knew she would at some point. Eliza never got a look at the screen when I was chatting with the supplier. I told him to deliver the oil to Bitsy's address instead of ours. She swapped out the real oil, then got HareoftheDog's Dad to deliver the fake oil to our house. Eliza had never met him, so even if she saw the man dropping off the box, she wouldn't suspect a thing."
"Fuck!" screamed Gene, his voice carrying a manic edge now. His eyes were bloodshot, and his stringy, thinning hair stuck to his red, sweaty flesh. "Well, I hope you're fucking happy!" He pointed a shaking finger at Kim. "Because your sister still belongs to me! Too bad you wasted your chance at that cafe, because I'm going to take out every ounce of my anger and frustration on her tight little body, and there is nothing you or your bitch wife can do about it."
Kim sighed and shook her head. "Oh, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy. You really haven't been paying attention, have you? Who's the thick one now? Every plan we shared with Eliza was a lie. Including when we told her we would try to dose you at the cafe. We still had the second dose all along."
Gene was beside himself. He had clearly gotten used to winning struggles of will on easy mode these past few months, and effective defiance was making him nearly melt down. "Oh. I get it. You found some other guy to be your donor. Or maybe you just used your brother, you sicko. Fine," he said darkly, standing and picking up his scattered clothes with an air of wounded dignity. "I guess I lose then! Congrat-u-fucking-lations. I'll just have to get my hands on some more oil and train my next bunnies better."
Kim and David looked at each other, then grinned.
"Oh... you didn't think you were going to get out of this without consequences, did you?" David asked with a cold laugh, snuggling Eliza close with one arm. She still couldn't quite believe this was happening.
Gene barked a dismissive laugh as he struggled back into his boxers, wincing as they touched his tender balls. "What, are you going to go to the police? Good luck convincing them that the girls were unwilling! I've got dozens of photos and videos that will prove otherwise. In fact... maybe some of those videos will accidentally leak out onto the internet. Oops."
Kim and David looked utterly unimpressed.
"Oh no, Daddy," said Kim with an evil smirk, crossing the room to Gene with a teasing, hipswaying walk. "I didn't take the second dose... you did! Just as planned. That beer tasted reeeeeally good, didn't it? Even better than usual, I'm willing to bet."
Gene stared down at the beer can he had tossed aside in horror, then up to David, his face white.
"Don't bother trying to make yourself throw up," said David with a smirk. "We kept you talking a while just to give you some time to digest."
As Gene realized what had happened to him... that he was going to be a slave to primal, disgusting desires just like Kim and Eliza had been, his face twisted into mindless rage. He charged toward David with a strangled yell of pure fury.
But it seemed like David had been waiting for this. He smoothly moved in front of Eliza, placing himself between her and Gene. When Gene got close enough, he delivered a swift, precise punch to the older man's jaw, dropping him to the ground instantly.
Gene may have been broad and powerful-looking, but in the end, he was an overweight man twenty years older and eight inches shorter than David. He looked up with a dazed expression from the floor, rubbing his jaw, and Eliza felt a thrill of triumph as the cocky assurance that had always seemed to make him invincible evaporated, leaving him looking like a spoiled child.
"You're going to regret doing this to me," he growled sullenly. "I'm going to be a thorn in your side... and so will every other master in the country once I tell them about this. They won't like one of their own being disrespected like this. Not to mention... Eliza might be addicted to you now too, pretty boy, but she's still addicted to me as well. I'll turn her against you in the end."
David cocked his head in confusion. "What? Eliza and I aren't ever going to see you again. I didn't addict you to my cum. You think I want a fat old man begging for my jizz all the time? Disgusting..."


It looked like Gene had been through one too many surprises today. He didn't even look mad anymore, just blank and confused and tired. "But then... who...?"
"They don't know," said Kim with a throaty chuckle, walking up behind Gene and ruffling his greasy hair. "Only I do. If you want the cum you need to live... you're going to have to beg Mommy for it."
Gene had finally been struck speechless by the totality of his defeat. David sneered down at the deflated, unimpressive loser and said, "Kim, take this piece of trash back to his shitty apartment. I want to be alone with my wife."
And then, within a few moments, Kim and Gene had gathered their clothing and disappeared out of the door, Kim happily chattering with plans for how fun her life with Daddy would be, and Gene looking numb and shell-shocked.
When the door closed behind him, Eliza realized that she might never see her "master" again, and it was like a massive, crushing weight was lifted off her. She didn't realize right up until that moment how deeply and utterly she despised Gene from the bottom of her heart... that feeling had just been buried by artificial lust and attraction for too long.
"You... you ate cum," she said wonderingly. "Just to throw him off the scent?"
"Ugh," said David with a twist of his lip, "don't remind me. Kim and I argued about it forever. I said it wouldn't be necessary, she said that Gene had to feel absolutely certain he had won. I told her right up until today that I wouldn't do it, but right there in that moment?" He sighed heavily. "I decided that I couldn't let my pride be the one thing that kept me from saving you. It was..." he shuddered. "It was fucking disgusting, and I'll probably have nightmares about it forever. But in my book, it was worth it."
"You hated it so much, but you did it for me..." said Eliza in a shaky voice.
David saw that she was on the edge of tears and pulled her close again, stroking her hair as the enormity of her escape washed over her. She had done the impossible in getting free from the Mjölkhare oil. Although, come to think of it...
"I guess I was pretty useless, huh?" she said in a shaky voice. "I was such a liability that you two could count on me backstabbing you. I had to be saved like some damsel in distress at the end."
David gave her an exasperated look. "Are you kidding me, babe?" he said dryly. "We never would have gotten the oil without you. The only reason we came this far in the first place was that you refused to give up. Kim had me watching you like a hawk to make sure you didn't do anything drastic and ruin the plan."
Eliza laughed through the tears now freely flowing down her face. "Yeah... I mean, I guess I did almost stab Gene."
"You what?!"
Eliza turned and went back to the bed, wrinkling her nose at the smell of sex. She would have to burn these sheets... or maybe just the whole bed. Too many bad memories. She searched carefully and finally pulled the kitchen knife out from where Kim had stuffed it behind the headboard.
"Yep," she said with a grimace, "If Kim hadn't been thinking quickly, we would have a lot of explaining to do to the police."
David could only shake his head in wonder and kiss his wife deeply once again.
They had both come through this... but not without scars. Both of them would need time to heal, but without Gene in the picture, they would have it.
Finally, the future looked bright.
...
Months later, in a city that Gene can't discover, no matter how hard he tries.
It was a classic movie night. The kind that they used to have all the time before the unpleasantness. Wine and popcorn and snuggling on the couch. The movie was just ok, but the company was good. It finally seemed like things were settling back into relative normality.
Tonight was the first time that they would try to have sex again.
Immediately after escaping Gene, Eliza had kind of assumed that she would leap directly into her husband's arms, sexually speaking. That turned out to be a bit optimistic. The events of those months had been traumatizing to them both in ways that they only truly felt after everything was over. Eliza had had her free will stripped from her and been used as a living sex doll. It was hard to approach sex with a loving perspective after that. She was addicted to her husband's semen now, and still felt the increased submissive tendencies and libido caused by the oil. But David wasn't Gene, and only wanted to make love with her when she fully and authentically wanted to. It felt empowering, and Eliza had needed a few months to know what her desires were and how they were different from the wild lust caused by the oil. In the meantime, David had been happy to provide her with all of the cum she needed, so she never felt the bite of hunger like she so often had with Gene.
As for David, he had been through hell of a different kind. Eliza's cruel words and sexual submission to another man had wounded him deeply. Eliza hadn't been in full control of herself, but they both knew that her contempt wasn't just an act. Gene's influence had made her genuinely look down on her husband, at least at times, and that would be hard for anyone to accept from the person they loved.
It took time for them to rebuild love, intimacy, and respect between them again. And that process had been complicated even further by the stress of moving out of town and selling their house. Living in the same city was simply untenable. Too many of their former coworkers and residents of Gene's apartment knew too much. Besides, there was the ever-present danger of running into Gene himself, and neither wanted the small, bitter man to have any chance to get his revenge.
But the move had gone smoothly. They had a small apartment now instead of a house, and they had to work separately with a decent pay cut, but things were finally settling in, in life and with their emotions.
So when David had left that morning, sheepishly reaching out and taking her hand as he asked, "Honey, do you think we could... try tonight?" Eliza didn't have to think long before she answered, "Yes, dear. I'm ready," with a warm smile.
Eliza could feel it as she rested her head on her husband's broad chest on the couch... a slow, strong, lazy heat building up in her body minute by minute. A desire for him... to feel that connection once again. To feel united with him, physically and emotionally.
With Gene, her desire had always come blended with humiliation and shame, but she didn't feel that at all here. The pulsing heat between her legs and in her nipples was just as strong and compelling as when she had wanted Gene, but it was only now that she felt the comparison that she realized just how hollow that lust had been. Her desire for Gene had been an artificial shell over her deep disgust and hatred for the man. But now that super-charged lust was strengthened and deepened by her true trust and affection for her man... and that made it even stronger.
The movie simply wasn't holding Eliza's interest anymore. She had something more important she wanted to focus on. David's mood was completely in sync with hers: as Eliza turned her head to softly smile up at him with bedroom eyes, he leaned forward, capturing her in a warm, passionate kiss.
There was no sense of forced, humiliating surrender. David's tongue didn't slide roughly between her lips, demanding service. Instead, he was firm and eager, but gentle, his tongue meeting hers in a delicate dance of mutual desire. Eliza felt that slowly building heat ramping up, filling her body with desperate need. She reached down to David's crotch, running her palm curiously over the bulge forming there for her.
It was smaller than Gene's. It was hard not to make these comparisons after Gene had been the center of her sexual world for so long. But a few months of freedom and breathing room had given her perspective. Size had never been important to Eliza before the oil. The only reason Gene's monstrous cock had seemed irresistible to her was that the oil made everything about him seem ideal. Now that the oil was affecting her feelings about David, her body thrilled at the feeling of his stiffness. Her body yearned for it. The perfect size and shape. The key to her lock. A dick that wouldn't stretch and ram and make her sore, but would skillfully please her.
Eliza let out a little gasp as her husband's fingers slid down her belly and into the front of her panties, gently exploring, parting her lips and rubbing at the wet heat inside with tender passion.
Eliza spread her legs wider, pressing herself needily forward into her husband's hand. Her heart was beating wildly in her chest, her nipples like twin pebbles brushing against her bra. Even though she knew she needed the break, going a few months without sex had been hard with her supercharged libido. Her husband's fingers felt good on her overheated, horny pussy, but she needed more. Her hand clutched eagerly at her husband's cock over the cloth, feeling every detail. Lust built inside her fiercer and fiercer as her hips ground forward and her tongue slithered and slid more and more boldly against David's.
Fuck... she needed this. And not just this... she needed more.
Eliza pulled away from her husband with a gasp. "David... take me to the bedroom. Now," she demanded in a throaty whisper.
The happy grin across her husband's face was the only response she needed. He wasn't content to just lead her by hand. David scooped Eliza up in his arms and carried her to the bedroom, making a riot of warm butterflies erupt in her stomach as she slung her arms around his neck, burying her face in his chest and giggling. She felt like it was her wedding night again... or maybe like the night she lost her virginity to her high school boyfriend, filled with nervous, red-hot desire mixed with swoon-inducing, sincere affection for the man she was with. She was his again. Only his, and it felt so good.
David laid her back gently on the bed, kissing her deeply as one warm hand slid up her shirt, palming a breast beneath his strong hand. Eliza moaned against his lips. They had barely gotten to second base, and she already felt like she would faint from the intensity. She was hot and tingly all over, and suddenly desperate to get out of her clothes and feel her husband's hands directly on her naked skin. She ripped her shirt up over her head, interrupting their kiss. Her husband helped, reaching behind her with eagerly fumbling fingers to unlatch her bra. She wasn't wearing sexy lingerie this time, just her everyday underwear. David didn't need her to be displayed and demeaned for his pleasure. Her naked body was more than enough for him.
Her pants came next, stripped impatiently down her thighs along with her panties and yanked down off her ankles by her husband, leaving her naked and shivering with lust, her nipples throbbing and hot in the cool bedroom air, and her pussy dripping with need.
David stared down at his beautiful wife in wonder, his eyes feasting on her perfect porcelain skin, her rosy nipples, her feminine curves, her pink pussy. His pants were heavily tented now, and Eliza knew that he felt just as called toward her as she did toward him. "Take those pants off," she said temptingly, raising one knee and wiggling her leg just slightly to hide her pussy, then give him a little peek over and over again. "I want to suck your cock."
David grinned and stripped his own shirt off in one smooth, confident motion, displaying his trim, lightly muscled body. Fuck... Now that's a real man. It felt almost dirty how much Eliza enjoyed running her eyes over her husband's body. There was nothing perverted about seeing your own husband naked, of course, but it felt wicked to enjoy anything this much.
"I have a better idea," said David in a low, compelling voice. He put one hand on each of Eliza's thighs and spread them firmly and confidently. Eliza's heart was in her throat and her eyes went wide as her husband dived in, kissing her over-heated pussy deeply.
Eliza immediately let out a ragged moan, gripping two tight handfuls of sheets in white knuckles. The hot, molten pleasure that flooded her core as David's tongue lightly flicked against her clit felt like it was strong enough to drown her completely. She tangled her fingers deep in her husband's hair, pulling him closer, grinding her wet pussy hard against his face. Maybe it was a little rude, but she couldn't help it. She just loved him so fucking much, and the feeling of his tongue skillfully licking and plunging was making her unravel with intense pleasure.
"Oh God, honey, don't stop," she moaned, biting her lip hard, her chest heaving with passion. This would never have happened with Gene. That asshole was the most selfish lover in the world. He might occasionally get amusement from the way he could force Eliza to cum, but never once had their sex been about her pleasure. But Eliza realized in that moment that she didn't really give a fuck what sort of lover Gene was anymore. He was a bad memory, and David was the bright ray of morning clearing away the nightmare.
David took her moaning encouragement as a challenge, pressing closer, sliding his tongue deep inside of her, his hands rising to hold her squirming hips firmly. Eliza's orgasm wasn't forced or pushed or wrung out of her now. It bubbled up joyfully from deep inside her, cathartic and powerful, pouring out of her mouth in a joyful sound as her thighs shook and her body flooded with wholesome warmth. "I love you... I love you, David," she crooned, humping her hips forward needily as she basked in the sensation of his dextrous tongue.
David lifted his head up, breathing hard, his eyes full of need. An eager, welcoming smile lit up Eliza's face as she beckoned her husband forward. She was eager to reward her man... to feel the deep, steamy connection that only intercourse could bring. David removed his pants and boxers in swift, efficient motions, letting his stiff cock bounce free. Eliza focused on it immediately, another thrill of lust pulsing through her. She needed it, right now.
David mounted the bed, looming above her, his face a picture of devotion and arousal. Eliza was almost panting with lust. Her first orgasm had been satisfying, but she needed more. She needed her husband inside her. David reached down to touch and tease her with his fingers, but Eliza batted his hand away with a frustrated whine. "No, baby," she insisted, grabbing him by the back of the neck and giving him a bruising kiss before continuing, "I don't want your fingers, or your mouth, or any other kind of fucking foreplay. Give me your cock. I've waited long enough."
David kissed her back, crushing her down into the soft pillow with the force of his love. "Yes, ma'am," he murmured. He reached down, positioned himself, then pushed forward with aching slowness to enter his wife's hot, silky depths.
"Yessss," hissed Eliza in utter satisfaction, reaching up to claw her husband's back closer in an instinctual act of fierce claiming. Her legs rose to lock her ankles around his hips and her pussy clenched hungrily around his cock. She had never wanted another man this strongly in her entire life. Not Gene. Not even David himself. The powerful influence of the oil strengthened and deepened her desire for him, giving her warm affection a sharp, white-hot edge of primal lust. "Fuck me," she whispered, nipping his earlobe to spur him on. "Your bad, bad wife needs to be reclaimed. Show me who I belong to!"
David grunted in agreement, and his cock began pumping into her, slowly at first, but then with greater and greater force, dominantly pinning her eager, submissive pussy down into the mattress with his firm, controlled thrusts. "Yes, Honey, yes," gasped Eliza, humping her hips upward to meet his thrusts over and over, rhythmically milking his cock with her slick velvet walls. She was his. All his. Forever.
One of the reasons that Eliza had been cautious about jumping back into bed with David, she had to admit, was a certain anxiety. A lurking fear that, once they had sex, she would realize that it still wasn't as good as when she had fucked Gene. That she might have a twisted chemistry with Gene that David could never match. That Gene was right: that she would never be able to be satisfied with her husband as a lover. She could feel that David had the same fear. She could feel his desperate need to prove himself. He wanted to reclaim her so badly from the man who had confused her and stolen her away.
Even in the heat of their passionate lovemaking, Eliza wouldn't let his doubts persist. She looked up at him with soft, adoring eyes and said, "Only you, David. You're the only man I need. You're better. You always were. I love you."
All their fears melted away like snow in the spring sunshine. David's face lit up with a smile and he ground his hips forward in a delicious rhythm. Eliza moaned and writhed beneath her husband, flustered and flushed with arousal so powerful she was almost embarrassed. David wasn't just matching Gene; he was better. Freed from the stress of cruelty and bullying at work, David's true colors as a confident and attentive lover were revealed. He was dominant, but not grasping and selfish like Gene's dominance always was. David didn't force his wife to submit as he fucked her, kissing her with urgency and passion, his cock pistoning with greater and greater speed into her, their mutual pleasure building up higher and higher toward its crescendo. He invited her submission, and she was glad to give it, spreading her legs wider and pulling him close, wanting to feel every inch of his skin against hers.
With one last contemptuous thought, Eliza let go of Gene's memory forever. She had something far better now. Something real. Instead, she focused on the deep, resonating connection with her husband, forehead to forehead with him as he slowed down, fucking her deep and slow, their gasping breaths mingling between them. She locked her ankles behind her husband's back once again, hissing in his ear, "I want your cum inside me! Cum for me, David. Claim me!"
David pumped faster, harder, fucking his wife down into the bed as they joined again in a deep, smoldering kiss. Husband and wife united again. Eliza moaned hard against his lips, humping her hips upward to meet every thrust, milking his cock for the cum she desperately needed. Every cell of her body wanted more of her husband. Her nails traced stinging, bloody lines down his back.
Then, with one final forward thrust, David came, letting loose a torrent of his backed-up liquid desire into Eliza's eager depths. Eliza couldn't breathe, couldn't even make a sound as every one of her muscles strained in unison. Then the moans came pouring out as the pleasure washed through her from head to toe. Her mind burst with fireworks as she accepted addictive sperm in a whole new way. She realized now that a part of her had always been holding back before, due to shame and hatred and guilt. Now, as her husband's thick, hot cum flooded her, there were no bad feelings to hold her back. She was right where she should be, with a man who deserved her. She let herself go completely into the incandescent bliss of her husband's addictive cum, pumping her hips to milk every last drop from his balls.
After what felt like a blissful eternity, Eliza and David lay panting side by side, sweaty, sticky, and deeply in love. They just smiled at each other, fingers interlaced as their chests heaved, catching their breath. If there was one silver lining to this whole affair, it was that Eliza couldn't imagine their sex life would ever be boring again.
"That was fucking amazing, babe," said David, limp with satisfaction and relief at how well the reclaiming sex had gone. "I love you so much."


I love you too, babe," said Eliza sincerely, giving him a swift, gentle kiss on the lips. Her pussy still burned with pleasurable fire, sending little shocks of mini-orgasm up through her every time she shifted and the cum inside her hit a slightly different part of her insides. All she wanted to do was lie in bed and enjoy it for a few lazy minutes... or hours.
"Babe, could you maybe get me some water?" said David, panting and covering his eyes. "That really took it out of me."
Eliza was just about to teasingly tell him he should be the one to get them water when a funny thing happened. Instead of what she intended to say, a meek "Yes, baby" came out of her lips instead. Her legs seemed to move on their own as they swung out of bed and headed out of the bedroom toward the kitchen.
It was probably nothing. Just a subconscious desire to do something for her husband since she felt so close to him. And in the end, it didn't even really matter anyway. David was a good man. He would never take advantage of her even if it turned out she really did have to obey his commands.
By the time Eliza slipped back into bed with her husband, she had managed to completely reassure herself that she had nothing to worry about. The loving couple spent the rest of the evening snuggling and enjoying each other's company, excited to begin the rest of their lives together.
...
Kim hummed to herself, bustling out of the bathroom with her hair up in a towel. The rest of her body was utterly naked, her skin soft and gleaming from the lotion she had just applied. She often hung around the apartment without clothes nowadays. It kept things spicy.
She had planned to write another update to the oil provider today over how her life with Gene had been progressing. The strange, demanding man had been pestering her lately for more details on Gene's development. But that would have to wait for later this afternoon. Gene sat on the bed waiting for Kim, glaring at her with the angry, suspicious eyes that were kind of his trademark these days.
"Tell me who he is," he snapped in a commanding voice. "That's an order." Kim's Daddy was normally a wily snake, trying to trick information out of her. He must be grumpy today if he was acting this straightforward.
Kim felt the compulsion to obey rising inside her. It was actually an effort to hold back from answering him. The months since Eliza and David had moved had progressed Kim's corruption to the point where she was probably at the point where Eliza had been when she left. Under normal circumstances, she would have been forced to answer.
...If she didn't have a countermeasure, that is.
"Take back the command," she said flatly. "That's an order too, Daddy."
Kim had made an important discovery about the effects of the oil in the past few months. Its effects were much more mental rather than physical. Even though the sperm she fed Gene obviously didn't come from her, he only knew her as the source of it... which made her commands just as binding as his.
Gene's face screwed up in effort, and sweat beaded on his forehead as both he and Kim fought against the growing discomfort of not obeying. Maybe one day Gene would win this kind of battle of wills, and Kim would be fucked, but it turned out when he didn't have magic oil in his corner, Gene was no titan of willpower.
He broke first, like he always had thus far, looking away with a snarl and saying, "Don't answer that," releasing Kim from having to answer his question.
Kim turned to start dressing as Gene fumed behind her. "You know that I'm going to find out eventually," he said petulantly. "You can't hide forever. I know that it must be one of the donors from the clinic. All I need to do is find out which one. And then... then I will make sure you regret it."
Kimmy's heart sang and her nipples stiffened a little at the anger in his voice. She was having the time of her life. Every day was an exciting game of cat and mouse with the man she lusted for despite his humiliating fall from power. He was right: this equilibrium probably wasn't sustainable forever. But then again, getting punished by Daddy sounded hot in its own way.
"Well, you can try getting in touch with every man on the clinic's donor list and asking if you can drink their cum if you want," she said with mocking skepticism, "But that doesn't sound very fun to me. I think some of them might get offended."
She began pulling panties up her thighs, but Gene stopped her.
"W-wait," he grumbled, averting his eyes in shame. "Do you think we could... I mean, can I at least feed you breakfast before you go?"
Kim smirked with her back still turned to him. She knew he was starting to lust after her just as much as she did him. She was careful to only feed him after he fucked her right, slowly training him to satisfy her the way he had trained her. He had been creeping slowly closer and closer to begging outright.
"Sorry, Daddy," she said, blowing him a kiss. "You were so greedy yesterday that I have two whole loads saved up. I'm good. Maybe if you're a good boy and fix the broken drawer like you promised to we can fuck tonight. Anyway, I've got some errands to run. Bye, Daddy!"
Gene grumbled to himself, stewing in the same rage he had been stewing in for the past few months. It was sort of sad, really. At his core, Gene really did believe he deserved to have two beautiful women under his thumb, and couldn't understand why he'd lost.
Kim paused at the door. "And what does a good boy say?" she prompted in a teasing voice.
"Goodbye... Mommy," said Gene grudgingly in a murderous undertone. He would learn in time to be more enthusiastic about it. Kim was positive.
In a few minutes, Kim was out the door and driving across town. She had been doling out Gene's "special medicine" in fairly small doses, but she still needed to make regular supply runs. The semen was absolutely essential for training Gene and maintaining her tenuous control. She couldn't afford to run out.
Contrary to Gene's expectations, Kim didn't drive to her work for her resupply. Instead, she drove across town to a row of grubby townhomes. She parked in front of number 4 and swiftly snatched a pair of latex gloves out of the box she had stashed in her center console. Then she hopped out and walked briskly up to the door.
She didn't usually call ahead or plan these sessions beforehand... too much risk that Gene might snoop. But that rarely mattered. Her milk cow was sort of a loser. He was never busy. In fact, he answered the door just a few seconds after Kim knocked.
Gene's former downstairs neighbor, Larry, as usual, tried to act calm and aloof, but Kim could sense his excitement that she was there once again. He had moved out of Gene's apartment building at Kim's suggestion last month, which made it much less likely that Gene would discover where his favorite treat came from.
"Hey, cowboy," said Kim brightly, pushing past him into his cluttered home, "Got time for a quick milking sesh?"
Larry folded his arms and tried, hilariously, to look intimidating. "Hey... I think I need to know what you're doing with my cum," he said in a voice intended to be firm and dominant, but just came across as grumpy. "I know you work at, like, a fertility clinic. Do I have kids across the city that I don't know about now?"
Kim rolled her eyes. "Trust me, cowboy, I wouldn't shoot your loser juice into my worst enemy's pussy. I told you before, you don't need to know what I use it for. All you need to do is sit back and receive free hand jobs from a woman way hotter than you'll ever be able to land."
Larry still looked unconvinced and seemed like he might be about to protest again. So Kim preempted him with a sigh. "Look... the only reason I chose you for this was because I thought you would jump at the chance and not ask questions. If that isn't true, I can go find a different guy to jerk off."
That, of course, was a massive bluff... but it was one that Kim knew would work. Larry wasn't particularly bright, and it wasn't like he was exactly drowning in pussy. There might be one day when the Larry situation got too complex to handle, but it wouldn't be today.
"I... whatever," said Larry sullenly, unbuckling his pants. "Let's get this over with."
Kim snapped on a glove with a grin. Men were too easy.
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Dan stood, caught in a dilemma by Leah's unexpected offer.
He felt the pull of the dark, erotic future he sensed inside the hotel room. Inside, he could hear his wife's passion peaking into wild orgasm. The part of him he hated, the weak, lustful part that couldn't help but watch Zane's porn site endlessly and jerk off, even when he knew it left him spent and soft for his wife, urged him to open the door and submit to his fate.
But, even after everything, a spark of defiance still burned inside Dan. He had never asked for this, no matter how much everyone wanted to tell him this was his fault. He had made that bet because he had trusted his wife so deeply. And, true, maybe that had been a bad idea. Maybe it had been giving Zane a green light to harass Claire. But, when he really thought about it... would Zane have stayed away from Claire even if he had refused to bet? He wasn't sure anymore. Winning the bet no longer felt like it was Zane's primary motivation.
Dan had made mistakes... but so had Claire, and no one deserved what was going to happen to him if he stepped into that room. He looked up at Leah, feeling raw and vulnerable and a little lost. He had been on track for a while now... following a plan carefully laid out by Zane. And now that he was thinking of breaking away, he had no idea what might happen.
"Fuck them," he said heavily. "I'm not going to play their game anymore."
Leah's face spread into a wide grin, and she reached out to take his hand. "Good. Then let's play a different game together. Come on, hot stuff. You've earned the reward that I promised..."
...
The tiny, cramped cabin was a poor consolation prize for the luxurious room that Dan had chosen to book, and Dan realized that this must have been Zane's plan all along. To usurp his place with Claire in the honeymoon suite and banish him to the worst cabin on the ship.
The thought clung to him and made it hard to appreciate it when Leah pulled him close. Her hands were warm and tender on the small of his back, her lips soft on his as her tongue slipped teasingly into his mouth. Once upon a time, this kind of attention from Leah would have been all that he had ever dreamed of. But now that he had escaped the dark vortex of cuckolding lust that had trapped him, the true darkness of his circumstances started to hit Dan.
His wife was gone. Stolen from him by a man who hated him. Turned against him so thoroughly that she apparently didn't just want to leave, she wanted to crush his spirit completely.
It was enough to make anyone despair. So it was no wonder that when Leah reached down to palm his crotch, she felt no stiff, eager desire there. Dan felt as cold as ice, exhausted and hollow.
Leah pulled back, staring up at him, concerned. "What's the matter?" she asked, then shook her head with a rueful smile, realizing that the answer to that question was obvious.
But Dan answered her anyway. The truth was bubbling up from inside him and needed to force its way out, regardless of whether or not Leah needed to hear it.
"It's all over. I fucked it up," said Dan in a weary voice, slumping down onto the bed and holding his head in his hands. "I was tricked by Zane in a moment of weakness, and he's been leading me around by the nose ever since. I guess he really is just better than me."
Leah pursed her lips, her expression more annoyed than sympathetic. She reached down and took Dan's face in her hands, forcing him to stare up into her eyes. "Dan... do you know what the difference is between you and Zane?" she asked calmly.
Dan snorted a laugh that was half a sob. " A bigger cock?' he asked, only half joking.
Leah shook her head dismissively. "No. Well... I mean, yes, but that doesn't matter. Lots of women don't like dicks as big as his, honestly. Dan, the answer is confidence. Zane would never question whether he was worse than some other man. The thought wouldn't even cross his mind. He was able to fuck me and Claire because he was absolutely positive that he could and pursued that goal with single-minded purpose."
Dan barked a bitter laugh. "So you're saying that I should just march back to that room and demand Claire come back to me? You think that would work?"
Now Leah did look sympathetic. "No... no, I do think you need to accept you lost this time, Dan. And that's going to suck, don't get me wrong. Zane has been playing this game a lot longer than you, and he's convinced Claire that she can put all of the blame on you for her own embarrassing failure. I don't think you can change her mind."
Dan let out a painful exhale as the sense of defeat swelled up inside him. Even while giving him a pep talk, Leah couldn't manage to soften that particular blow. Things with Claire were truly over.
"Listen to me, Dan," said Leah, her voice suddenly strict. Dan's eyes focused again on her, and he saw certainty blazing in her eyes. "Normally, I would say that the best thing for you is to lie low and cry and get it out of your system for a month or two, but unfortunately, you need to step up. Zane and Claire want to grind you into the dirt during this cruise, and if you want to have the slightest chance of getting out of this with your pride intact, you are going to need a crash course in confidence and self-respect. And to start, you're going to fuck the shit out of me, the woman you've been pining over for years. There's no better source of confidence for a man."
"I don't know if I can," said Dan miserably. 'I've been having... issues in the bedroom with Claire these past few months, and I think with how depressing this whole thing is, I..."
Leah made a little sound of frustration in her throat. She tugged on her braid for a second with a thoughtful expression, then grabbed Dan's hand and pulled.
"Leah? Where are we...?"
"Come on," she said briskly, pulling him out of the depressing little room. "I think I know something that will spark a little confidence from you, like it or not."
...
Zane picked up his phone and checked the time again, a faint twinge of frustration worming through him. Leah was fucking late. Surely she hadn't been dumb enough to actually let the cuck cum.
Claire was licking and sucking at his cock dutifully, keeping him hard for the big performance, but it was clear that, even for her, the moment was stretching out a little too long. It was difficult to keep the tension and passion at its peak for a long period of time.
Claire glanced up at him, and Zane silently willed her not to ask. Right now, they could just pretend that Dan was about to waltz through that door. If she asked, it felt like the issue might become real.
She asked. Of course she fucking did.
"Where are they?" she said, her voice carrying the same growing annoyance that Zane felt inside himself.
"Leah's just going overboard with the teasing buildup," said Zane confidently. "Keep sucking. I'll text her to move that fat ass."
[Ok, bring him over now.] He texted, then tossed his phone aside and closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. It was just a little wrinkle. Soon, Leah would walk in through that door, and the show would start.
"My jaw is getting tired," said Claire five minutes later. "Where the fuck are those two?"
Zane didn't know. And he didn't particularly want to talk about it either. His balls were starting to ache a little. It had been years since Zane had experienced blue balls, and the fact that he could cum at any time if he so chose wasn't much of a consolation.
In a huff, he got up from under Claire and plucked one of the fluffy robes that had come with the luxury room off the back of a chair.
"Where are you going?" Asked Claire in her old bitchy voice.
Zane didn't answer her. It should have been obvious. He was going to the other room to see what the fuck was taking them so long.
...
The pool area had been blocked off by small gates, each posted with a warning explaining that the pool was closed for the night due to the lifeguards being off duty. Although they had passed some late-night partiers on the way, this part of the ship was quiet and still... obviously designed to be used during the daylight hours.
Dan looked both ways nervously as Leah quickly and confidently vaulted the waist-high gate. "Leah, are you sure that it's ok for us to..."
She looked back at him with a flat, unimpressed glare. "We're supposed to be building your confidence, Danny Boy. Can you at least pretend to have a spine for once? I promise that the worst that can happen is a teenage staff member tells us to leave. I think you'll survive."
Dan still wasn't comfortable with breaking the rules in such a public way, but she did have a point. Following his instincts had gotten him nothing but pain lately. He awkwardly jumped the fence and hustled after Leah, who was approaching the silent pool with a slow, hip-swaying walk.
The pool and adjoining bar had been bustling with people in the sunny afternoon, but it was dark and silent now, with a full moon glinting off the water. "What are we even doing here?" whispered Dan, his heart pounding as he looked around, somehow expecting to be caught at any moment.
Leah smirked at him, her wicked eyes catching the moonlight in a way that lit a flicker of the old flame Dan held for her deep in his heart. "I'm giving you a redo," she said softly, and turned her back on him gesturing toward her dress. "Unzip me."
Dan froze for a second. Shit. She wanted to go skinny dipping. The pool area was empty and silent, but it was a crowded cruise ship, and he couldn't imagine that the pool area would remain completely unchecked by staff and unobserved by the other guests for long. Getting caught naked here could be quite a bit more embarrassing than just being told to leave the area.
But he remembered what Leah said... he needed to be confident. To get out of his comfort zone. And, despite the turmoil in his mind, the idea of undressing Leah here under the moonlight wasn't wholly unappealing.
He reached forward, his hesitation fading away as he gripped the pull on Leah's zipper and tugged it down, loosening her forest green dress. Leah let it fall in a shimmery puddle at her feet, then, still facing away from Dan, reached behind her to deftly unhook her bra, shrugging it off and tossing it on the pile with the dress. Dan's heart was in his throat as he watched her strip quickly and confidently, as though she wasn't worried at all about someone catching or seeing her.
He had always admired Leah's free spirit and mercurial nature. She was always smiling, always teasing, always bursting with energy and new ideas about what to do next. It was part of the reason he was so shocked she had let a man like Zane tame and control her. But here and now in the moonlight by the silent pool, she was back... the spontaneous, wild girl he had wanted so badly. He felt a surge of desire for her again, pushing through all the pain and hurt of the evening.
The surge of desire became a flood as Leah hooked her thumbs through the waistband of her panties and bent forward to remove them, pushing her fantastic ass out behind her. The big, glaring initial of the man who had conquered her were prominent. Z and K, one on each cheek. A stark reminder of the boogeyman hanging over both of them. But it was hard to focus on Zane too much when Leah was now fully naked in front of him, bending low to present him with a perfect view of her perfect ass.
A moment later, she stepped forward swiftly and dove into the pool with barely a splash, surfacing with her skin dewy and her eyelashes decorated with beads of shining water in the moonlight. "Well... are you coming or not?" she asked, mischief in her eyes as she tread water beneath him. The rippling water of the pool obscured her nakedness in a way that reminded Dan of the censorship on the "Beta Edition" of the website.
Suddenly he decided that he didn't deserve to be denied anymore.
It took Dan a little longer to get undressed than Leah, and he certainly felt much more self-conscious than she had looked, especially when he nearly tripped and Leah let out a giggle at his awkward hopping with his pants around his ankle. But finally he managed it. He was naked and shivering. Strangely, despite his utter dejection and lack of libido a few minutes before, the adrenaline of public nudity and Leah's little tease meant that his cock was as hard as steel as he jumped into the pool beside her.
The cool water engulfed him for a moment as he slipped beneath, and then he surfaced face to face with his college crush. Her eyes were alight with playful affection as she swam close.
"Tell me, Dan... do you remember the last time that we went skinny dipping together?" she asked in a husky voice.
Dan did remember. Of course he did. It had been one of the most heart-pounding moments of his young life. No one would be able to forget a moment when they came so close to something they wanted that badly. Leah was right in front of him now. She was naked beneath the water. So was he. Just like on that day during college. And just like on that day, electricity seemed to crackle between them as their eyes met.
"You know, I wanted you to fuck me that day," said Leah in a husky whisper, her curvy lips quirking up into a slightly mocking smile.
"No, you didn't," said Dan automatically. It was stupid to tell Leah what she had been thinking, and Leah's raised eyebrow said that it was certainly a bold response, but it popped out of Dan automatically. It was something he had told himself over and over again in the years following that hiking trip. "We were just friends. You made that super clear to me again and again. If I had just... ignored that and pushed past your comfort zone, what kind of guy would I have been?"
Leah chuckled softly, and put her hands on Dan's shoulders. "Oh my God... they say that boys can be oblivious, but this is just silly. Trust me, Danny Boy, no girl suggests skinny dipping alone with a male friend if she isn't expecting something to happen. The only way I could have been clearer is if I had a sign on my forehead saying 'please fuck me, Dan'."
"It wasn't as simple as that," insisted Dan, doggedly. "We were friends. I valued that. What if I had tried to fuck you and you turned me down? I could have ruined the friendship we did have for a fling that might not have even worked out anyway."
Leah's eyes took on a mocking tone, and she moved even closer, close enough that Dan could feel her stiff nipples just barely brush up against his chest. She moved her lips right up close to his ear and whispered. "And what do you think would have happened if Zane had been naked with me in that quarry, big guy? Do you think he would have worried about upsetting me?"
Dan felt a shock of anger and shame flood through him as Leah pushed herself away with a giggle, her eyes flashing with mischief as she turned and floated away. It was a low blow. For a second, he had forgotten about Zane and Claire completely, and now it all came rushing back to him. But, strangely, he didn't just feel defeated and exhausted now... he was starting to get mad.
"I'm not like him," he growled, swimming after Leah to pursue her. "He's a fucking asshole. And to me, it sounds like that's what you want. Are you in favor of any random guy who thinks you're hot pursuing you and refusing to take 'no' for an answer?"
"Ooooh, someone's getting mad," said Leah tauntingly, leaning back against the far wall of the pool, causing her tits to break the surface of the water, showing off her stiff nipples, glistening with water in the moonlight. "Took you long enough. To answer your question... no, I think if most guys tried to push me that way, I would slap them down hard."
Dan made a sound of frustration, swimming forward until he was just feet away from the grinning woman in front of him. "You're not making any sense," he snapped. "You want guys to read your fucking mind, then act with total confidence. But if the guy gets it wrong, then he's an asshole."
Leah shrugged languidly. "Oh, poor baby. Is it too tough for you? Would you rather stay home and jerk your cock to naked ladies on the internet? Zane didn't care about all of this bullshit. When he came on to me, he cut through my bullshit and showed me what I wanted. And that was without me dropping any hints at all."
Dan could tell what Leah was doing. He could see it in the mocking glint in her eyes, mixed intriguingly with the spice of arousal. She was needling him on purpose. Trying to spur him into action. It was fucking working. Dan's cock throbbed insistently between his legs, and nervous energy pumped through his blood. He no longer felt sad and defeated by Zane and Claire's betrayal. He felt angry. He felt like he wanted to do something about it.
Not even knowing what he was doing exactly, and still worried about taking the step without any open invitation, he lurched forward, wrapping his arms tight around Leah and pulling her slippery nude body close to him. He pressed her lips against hers, and in response, she reached up to cradle his head, fiercely kissing him back. Her soft breasts pressed tight to his chest, warm in the cool water of the pool and tipped with stiff, throbbing nipples that broadcast her arousal. Luckily, they had moved into the shallower end of the pool during their conversation, because otherwise Dan was sure he would be underwater right now as she clung to him. Her thick thighs wrapped around him as her tongue slid daringly between his lips, her ankles locking behind his back.
"Good boy," she purred with a low chuckle as he pulled away from the kiss. "You're already doing better than that sad little college boy back then. What do you plan to do now?"
Her mocking tone only annoyed him further... but it spurred his arousal too. "I'm going to fuck you, you little brat," he growled, his hands sinking into her squishy hips, "Just like you wanted back then."
But Leah wasn't going to let him claim his prize that easily. She wriggled out of his grasp and pranced away with a sharp grin. "But what if I say 'no'?" she teased. "What if I say that I don't want that runty little dick swinging between your legs?"
Dan pursued her, completely forgetting his earlier worries about someone seeing them. "Then I'll catch you and fuck you anyway," he said confidently.
Leah danced out of his grip. "What a naughty boy," she laughed. "Aren't good, well-behaved boys supposed to take no for an answer? I'm a married woman, Dan. I ought to save myself for my loving husband."
Dan moved toward her slowly, arms spread to cut off her escape, cock throbbing hard between his legs, dominant instincts he didn't know he had stirring to life inside him at Leah's coaxing. "If you really meant 'no' then I would leave you alone, Leah," he said with a new sense of confidence, his blood thumping in his ears. "But I felt those stiff fucking nipples. I can see how bad you want to fuck when I look in your eyes... and I'm willing to bet when I thrust into that married pussy, it's going to be hot and wet and ready for me."
He was close now, and Leah was staring into his eyes with a challenging grin. "Want to bet, Danny Boy?" she purred. "I guess you'd better come over here and see if you're right..."
All hesitation was gone as he grabbed Leah this time. He reached down to spread her thighs, and this time she didn't try to escape, obediently allowing herself to be manhandled by her inexperienced dom.
His cock slid home into her tight, hot pussy beneath the lapping waters of the pool and the silvery moonlight. Dan's heart sang as he finally won a bet. Leah wrapped her arms around his neck and he pushed forward into another fierce claiming kiss. Outside of this one moment, things were complicated. Leah had been lost to him long ago, and his life had spiralled out of control thanks to Zane's cruel games. But right now, he could forget all of that, because he felt like he had righted a wrong. He had finally fucked Leah, the one who got away, and that made him sizzle with an unfamiliar feeling.


Dominance and pride.
His new sense of power filled Dan with eager lust. He pressed Leah back against the wall of the pool as the water lapped against his chest, thrusting up into her fiercely and quickly. Leah moaned, her fingernails tracing hot lines of pain down his back as she whispered in his ears, "Dan Harrison, you are a bad boy... Didn't you hear me tell you no?"
"Fuck you," whispered Dan back, panting with arousal as his plunged into her tight pussy again and again, "You've been teasing me for years... It's about time that I taught you to behave."
"Teach me Danny," she purred, hot and soft in his ear. "Teach me to respect you with that big cock." Dan knew that she was just playing a game and humoring him, but the words still made him feel powerful. He tightened his grip on her thick, juicy ass as his speed increased. All of his pain and indecision was left behind in the blazing, powerful moment of sexual dominance. He felt free.
With a snarl of repressed sexual frustration, Dan plowed forward, thrusting Leah up against the wall of the pool with a rhythmic slosh of water, savoring the feeling of her forbidden fruit... the pussy he had dreamed about for so long, pulsing around his thrusting cock with obvious passion. He didn't need to ask or guess whether she was interested in him; he could feel it in the way she clung tight to him, locking her ankles around his back. Soon, little gasping moans puffed from between her lips. The nipples crushed against his chest were like twin throbbing pebbles. Leah was horny. For him. Just the thought alone was driving him closer to orgasm with every desperate thrust.
"Fuck me, Dan," said Leah in a whimpering voice, punctuating her pleas with hot little kisses on the crook of his neck. "Fuck me so good that I forget my husband. That I forget Zane. Make yourself my only man right now. Make me fucking cum."
Dan was breathing heavily now, his body singing with the effort of fucking hard and fast. He would probably be sore in the morning... but he didn't give a shit. He had a primal, desperate need to do exactly as Leah said. To somehow own her, if only for this one powerful moment.
Dan felt like he was right on the edge of cumming, but he held back with all his might. Tonight, he wasn't just fucking Leah for his own pleasure. He was fucking to prove something. That he could be as good as Zane. He managed to restrain himself long enough. Leah whined and arched her back, her pussy gripping and milking Dan's cock with passionate strength as he felt his college crush orgasm in his arms.
"It's goood, Dan... fuck it's good," hissed Leah, her hips writhing against him as she luxuriated in the powerful orgasm rolling over her.
Dan was getting close as well. He could feel his balls drawing tight to the base of his shaft, and he knew that when it came, his orgasm would be complete, thorough, and powerful. He began rhythmically grunting, not even caring that his noises might be embarrassing. It just felt too good to hold back.
"Are you going to cum?" asked Leah, her voice suddenly sharp and urgent.
"Yeah," breathed Dan, thrusting harder and faster than he ever had in his life, making loud splashing noises in the cool water of the pool.
"Not inside," said Leah firmly. This time, there was no hint of teasing or needling in her tone. She was drawing a serious line, and despite Dan's sudden twinge of disappointment, he knew he would have to respect it. "But don't worry, big guy... I think there's somewhere you can put that thick load that will be even more fun."
Dan groaned in frustration as her sleek, wet body slipped out of his arms and his stiff cock was suddenly surrounded by cool pool water rather than the tight heat of her pussy, but he was rewarded a second later as she rose dripping from the water, her delightful curves shining in the moonlight as she knelt at the side of the pool, spreading her thick thighs wide. She beckoned him to follow, saying, "Up here, big boy. It's time for you to cum. You deserve it."
Dan was quick to follow, his disappointment from being denied a creampie giving way to horny anticipation as he realized exactly what Leah was offering. Water cascaded off of him as he levered himself up and out of the pool to tower over the kneeling Leah. She immediately reached out to take his cock in her hands, one of her signature teasing smiles playing at the edges of her lips as she began stroking him.
"How many times did you jerk off to this thought, Danny?' she teased, her hands pumping up and down his throbbing dick. "Little old me on my knees, begging for your cum? I bet you lost sooo many loads into tissues and socks and your own slippery fist thinking about me."
Even in the heated moment, Dan couldn't help but let out an embarrassed chuckle. She was absolutely right, of course. The number of times he had masturbated to a scenario just like this was honestly kind of embarrassing. But the warm flush of shame was more than balanced out by the sight of Leah on her knees, stroking him off with a warm sizzle of lust glinting in her moonlit eyes. Not to mention the feeling of her little hands pumping up and down his shaft.
"Well... now you get to live that fantasy, stud," giggled Leah with a wink. "I want you to paint my face. Let out all those years of frustration in one big cathartic load and leave me dripping with your jizz. Can you do that for me, Danny boy?"
"Fuck yes, I can," grunted Dan, so eager that he was beginning to pump his hips forward into the feeling of Leah's hands. Every cell of his body screamed for him to cum, and he couldn't take his eyes off Leah's incredible body, her curves sleek and shining wetly under the light of the moon
"Cum for me," whispered Leah, her fist pumping hard and fast. That was the last little push that Dan needed to tumble over the edge into orgasm. He groaned with powerful satisfaction as a thick rope of hot, sticky cum painted Leah's smiling, upturned face. Then another. And another. He was cumming so hard that the muscle spasms almost hurt. But Leah was right. It felt like all of his years of frustration and unrequited love were pouring out of him, splattering over her lovely face in a torrent.
He was shaking with the intensity of it... after a long month of jerking off to Zane dominating women, Leah included, he was finally in the position of power, marking a woman's face with his hot, potent sperm. It helped to loosen the tight bonds of hopelessness and despair that had bound him ever since he had started to suspect that Zane was fucking his wife. Every spurt of semen felt like it gave him back just a little bit of his dignity, as shallow as that might sound.
Leah waited until his spurts had trailed off into a dribble, then gave his cock one last slow jerk upward from the base of his cock to his tip, wringing out the last few drops. "Wow, big guy," she said with a giggle, planting a brief peck on the tip of his softening cock, "I didn't know you had that much in you!" She was a bit of a mess, truth be told. Stringy blobs of goo slipped silently off her face as she spoke, and one eye was glued shut by cum. She patted him on the thigh and got awkwardly to her feet. "Get dressed, Dan. This was fun, but I don't actually feel like getting caught breaking the rules while naked on the first day of the cruise."
Right. He had completely forgotten their exposure in the heat of the sexual moment. Dan scurried off to find his clothes, but half-turned when he heard a splash behind him. He let out a disbelieving laugh as Leah surfaced in the pool, scrubbing at her face with one hand to remove his copious load.
"Gross, Leah! People swim in that!"
She rolled her eyes. "Easy for you to say. You wouldn't have to walk back to the cabin with your face looking like a cinnamon roll. Relax. It's chlorinated. You think you're the first hotshot to get your cum in this pool? Fat chance."
By the time Leah got out of the pool and struggled back into her dress, the adrenaline and euphoria of the moment had calmed, and Dan just felt tired.
They didn't say much on their way back to the tiny cabin that Zane had booked as a humiliation to Dan. But Leah's hand in his did give Dan warmth and strength as they made their way through the dark corridors of the ship.
...
Claire looked up from where she was listlessly scrolling through her phone to see Zane throw open the door, his face locked into a scowl. The sight immediately disquieted her. She had seen Zane momentarily annoyed at setbacks, and when she had escaped him at the club, he had seemed genuinely put out afterward, but she had never seen him look like this... Like he wasn't even sure what to do.
Claire didn't know how to interact with him when he was like this. But she couldn't stop herself from asking the question. "Well... What happened? Where are they?"
Zane closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and when he opened them, it looked like he had a better handle on himself. "I don't know," he said dryly. "They clearly made it to the other room for a while, but they weren't there when I checked. Maybe Dan decided he would prefer a drink to being cuckolded."
Claire wasn't sure what to think. The point of this whole trip had been a cathartic goodbye to her loser of a husband by rubbing his nose in his defeat. It had never even crossed her mind that Dan might resist. Their relationship had always had the dynamic of Claire making the decisions and Dan meekly going along with them.
And more importantly, why had he chosen this moment to resist, instead of any earlier moment that might have actually saved his marriage?
But regardless of her annoyance, Zane did not seem to be in the mood for more discussion on the topic. "I don't think our first cuckold session is happening tonight," he said sourly, untying his robe and stripping it off to reveal his cock dangling soft between his chubby legs. "I'll track down Leah and find out where things went wrong tomorrow. Hopefully, we won't have any false starts tomorrow night."
Claire considered asking Zane if he wanted to have a quickie just to work off some of his stress. He hadn't cum when they fucked earlie,r after all. But before she could ask, he had plodded over to the bathroom and shut the door firmly behind him. A second later, she heard the shower start to run. Maybe it was for the best. Claire had to admit that her own arousal had cooled considerably as well.
...
The night was long and uncomfortable. The bed in the tiny cabin barely fit them both, and Dan lay awake for hours, not just physically uncomfortable, but tortured by the knowledge of how his life had gone off the rails.
Despite the cramped bed, he was grateful for Leah sleeping next to him. He had no idea how he could have gotten through the night without her. After an hour or two of troubled sleep, he woke with the sun to see Leah staring at him with warm, serious eyes.
Without so much as a "good morning", he asked her the question that had risen to the top of his turbulent mind during the night. "Is Zane right?"
Leah yawned and shrugged, commenting in an alluringly raspy morning voice, "Sometimes. Sometimes not. What do you mean specifically?"
Dan groaned in frustration. Leah always had to tease. "I mean about women. How they're all... you know."
"Sluts?" asked Leah with a chuckle. "Really, Dan? He's converted you to his bullshit way of thinking that easily?"
Dan frowned, feeling defensive. "I mean... can you blame me? He took two women who wanted nothing to do with him and turned them into his willing... I mean, there's no other word for it, is there? You and Claire became his sluts!"
Leah shook her head with a thoughtful expression. "Well... I guess it depends on your definition of a "slut", Danny Boy. Are all women flawed? Absolutely. Zane's genius is reading flaws and exploiting them to his ends. Would every woman in the world have sex with Zane? I think not. Maybe Zane thinks that's true, but that just shows that he's flawed himself."
"But you and Claire were the last people on earth that would want to sleep with him!" protested Dan heatedly.
"I don't think that's true," said Leah doggedly, propping herself up on her elbow. "Both of us found Zane annoying and crass, but he was able to use that to get under our skins. Both of us weren't completely sexually fulfilled in our marriages, and Zane has a keen nose for that sort of thing. There are probably millions of women who are sexually satisfied, or truly have no submissive streak, or just find Zane tiresome rather than annoying. And that's not even counting lesbian or asexual women. My view is that Zane doesn't even attempt to seduce women that he subconsciously knows he would truly have no shot with. That's what accounts for his success rate."
Dan sighed and rolled over onto his back. He wanted to believe that Leah was correct, but he was too tired and heartbroken to think about it now. All he wanted to do was sleep... and maybe drink. That sounded good.
"Get up," said Leah, stretching and rising herself, "We've got work to do today."
Dan stared at her as if she were insane. His body hurt almost as much as his heart, and besides, he couldn't imagine any pressing business he might have on the cruise ship the day after finding out his wife had been cuckolding him. Before he could even get a word out, Leah caught his bewildered expression and rolled her eyes.
"Look... I know your first instinct is to turtle up and lick your wounds, Dan. I mean, it's understandable. And once you get home, I think that's a good plan. Recharge. Take stock. All of that good stuff. But we still have another day and night at sea before we reach the first port, your first possible chance to escape. And during that time, Zane and Claire have their hearts set on humiliating you and grinding you into the dust. If you want to have any self-respect left at all after this, you need to rise to the occasion and defy them. Otherwise, they'll never stop using you as a punching bag.
Dan put his hand over his eyes. What she was saying was the absolute last thing he wanted to do. Bravely face his spiteful wife and the man who had orchestrated her betrayal? It sounded like a nightmare. But she wasn't wrong. Zane and Claire still hadn't seen his reaction to the news of their betrayal, and if he reacted how they wanted, all aroused and timid and submissive, they wouldn't leave him alone after the cruise either.
He needed to perform the acting challenge of his life: the angry, defiant spurned lover.
"What do you want me to do?" he asked wearily.
"You," said Leah, reaching down to offer Dan her hand, "Are going to finally learn how to pick up chicks. And I'm going to be your wingman."
...
"This is stupid. I feel stupid," said Dan miserably, shifting uncomfortably in the swim trunks that Leah had bought him from the Cruise gift shop. It was basically the only option that he had for a change of clothes, considering the fact that he had no intention of going back to the honeymoon suite to retrieve his luggage. At least not yet.
"You didn't seem this nervous last night," said Leah with a smile. "Try to channel a little bit of that energy, ok, big guy? This is important."
They had gone over the plan while they were getting dressed, and Dan had to admit that it made a certain amount of sense. Claire and Zane had created a narrative: that Dan was a pathetic loser that no woman would ever want. They would be eager to enforce that point of view on reality today, especially since Leah told him that she had gotten some angry texts from Zane last night.
Dan needed to be proactive in fighting back. If Claire and Zane came to hassle him and found him successfully chatting up another woman, it would seriously undercut the way they were attempting to pigeonhole him.
But even apart from frustrating Zane and Claire's plans, Leah insisted that Dan needed this for his own mental health as well.
"Remember," she said calmly, pulling him into a brief hug, "You are a man that so many women would be proud of. You are worth it. Don't let Zane and Claire tell you who you are."
Dan gave her a tight-lipped smile, but couldn't help reminding her, "I think you also told me in the past that I was nothing compared to... what did you say, 'a real man like Zane'?" His tone was light, but there was a troubled undercurrent beneath his words.
Leah, to her credit, did look a little guilty. Her hazel eyes were troubled, but her hands were firm as she gripped Dan's collar and pulled him close, face to face with her. "I'm not going to tell you that I didn't mean a single bit of it," she said softly. "You wouldn't believe me if I did. There's a reason that Zane won that bet, Dan. There are things about him that are more attractive than you. The old you. That's what I'm trying to do here. You don't need to be a swaggering, dominant bully to attract women, Dan, but you do need to be confident in yourself. I told you those things earlier because I knew they would turn you on... but if they also made you upset, use that. Prove me wrong."
She leaned in to whisper directly in his ear. "And if that isn't incentive enough, remember the reward that I promised you tonight!"
Dan felt his blood quicken at that thought. Leah had promised that if he could be brave and confident today in his mission of hitting on women and defying Zane and Claire, she had a secret surprise reward for him tonight. One she promised would make him feel like a real man.
And, even if his heartbreak and confusion made the idea of coming on to women on the cruise unappealing, that was something he could use as a light at the end of the tunnel.
He nodded with a look of determination, and Leah's face lit up with an answering grin. "I knew that would be helpful." She slapped him on the rear and nodded toward the same poolside bar that Dan had ordered from yesterday. "Go get 'em, Tiger. I'll be watching. This is the birth of a new, more confident Dan."
Dan wished that were the case, but although he did his best to walk and think and even breathe confidently, he still felt awkward and artificial as he made his way to the bar.
As he leaned against the bar and nervously ordered a beer, the panic began to set in a little. It had been years since he had tried to do something like this. He looked around the open-air bar nervously, trying to remain calm and see if there were any likely ladies he could talk to. It didn't have to be a love connection. All he had to do was prove that he was strong enough to get out there and flirt with someone.
There was a group of young women in bikinis ordering a round of shots at the bar, but Dan almost immediately discounted them as a possibility. They looked barely old enough to drink, and he suspected they would immediately sneer at him as a dirty old man, especially since they were in a group. There was another woman at the other end of the bar who was probably ten years older than Dan, and he seriously considered going over to talk with her, but even as the thought crossed his mind, a man came up from behind her and hugged her affectionately. It was only then that he noticed the ring on her finger. It looked like this was going to be more difficult than Leah was making it out to be.
Feeling a little overwhelmed, Dan was about to give up and go back to Leah with his tail between his legs when a woman slid up to the bar next to him and ordered a Vodka Soda. Dan felt taken aback by her sudden appearance and proximity. The woman had sandy blonde hair, cute features with a hint of crow's feet at the edges of her eyes, and was wearing a conservative one-piece with a towel over her shoulders. More importantly, she was alone, was probably only a couple of years older than him, and a quick check showed that she had no ring on her finger.
Dan's belly flip flopped. Now that the opportunity had landed right in front of him, he suddenly no longer felt ready. But it was now or never. He reminded himself that this wasn't about convincing a woman to sleep with him. It was just about building confidence. He took a deep breath.


"Vodka soda," he said, a little louder than he intended. "Refreshing. Perfect for this weather." His voice cracked a little in the middle of his last sentence, and he cringed internally. But it was too late to back out now. The woman had already turned toward him with a raised eyebrow, and Dan braced himself for a cold dismissal.
But the woman, somewhat to Dan's surprise, just chuckled mildly and said, "Actually, I'd prefer to have one of those giant fruity tropical drinks that everyone else has, but I'm counting calories right now."
For reasons that Dan didn't fully understand, he was in. Or in for a conversation at least. After the crushing blow of his wife's betrayal, his self-confidence was at a low ebb, and he had half expected to be ridiculed just for attempting to speak to the woman. He had to push himself to stay calm and try to keep the tentative conversation going. "Well, this is a cruis,e isn't it?" He asked with a smile, "Shouldn't you live it up a little while you are on vacation?"
The woman rolled her eyes good-naturedly and leaned back against the bar, sipping her vodka soda. "I wish it felt like a vacation. I'm here because my friends dragged me along... It's a long story, but more or less I plan to spend the whole day drinking and reading in my cabin. Not exactly fun in the sun."
This was going better than Dan expected. She was actually opening up to him a little. He licked his lips and tried to focus on the budding confidence growing in his heart. "Hey, if you give me your number, maybe we could meet up later. It would beat just reading for the rest of the trip."
For a second, Dan thought he had succeeded. The woman looked amused rather than dismissive, and it was clear that she didn't take his advance as a joke or an insult. But in the next instant, her eyes flicked down to the hand Dan had wrapped around his bottle of beer, and Dan realized his mistake.
"I don't know if your wife would like it if you called strange women that you met on your cruise," she said mildly, nodding down to the ring glinting on his finger. Dan cursed his stupidity. He had worn the ring nonstop basically since the wedding ceremony, and it felt so natural that he hadn't even thought of removing it for this mission.
"Oh... Well, it's not like that," he said, embarrassed. "I mean... It's kind of complicated."
The woman's smile wasn't unkind, but it wasn't encouraging either. "Maybe a little too complicated for me," she said apologetically. "But I hope you have a good trip."
She picked up her drink and wandered out of the bar, leaving Dan alone. He sighed and took a long swing of beer. Well, that was an unfortunate mistake. But regardless, he was encouraged by the encounter. The goal had never been to actually hook up with a stranger after all. It had been to get out there and flirt, and he had certainly managed that, despite the rocky start.
His buoyant mood dissolved the very next instant, however, as Claire entered the bar, hips swaying and eyes blazing angrily. Dan's immediate instinct was to run and hide. But then he remembered what Leah had said. The entire reason that he had hit on someone in the first place was to build his confidence and put on a brave front. If he didn't face his wife head-on, that would all be pointless. He needed to show her immediately that he refused to be dominated.
She marched right up to him, her body pure curvy sin in the same tiny bikini she had insisted on wearing yesterday to embarrass him. In contrast, her eyes blazed with roiling hate and annoyance, markedly different from the smug teasing confidence he had seen the other day.
"What's this I hear about you pestering poor, innocent women?" Said Claire acidly, not even bothering with a greeting. "It's not really fair, Dan. They might not realize how pathetic you are before it's too late."
Despite everything that had happened the past few days, the venom in her voice and the contempt in her expression still surprised Dan. For a second, he just stared at her, troubled. Then he hardened his resolve. He remembered what Leah told him, about how he was worthy. He had to prove that to himself, even if Claire would never believe it.
"I'm not sure if I would talk about being pathetic if I were you," he said determinedly, his voice shaking a little too much to fully sell his confidence. "When it only took an asshole negging you for a couple weeks to turn you into a full-blown pornstar."
The stunned expression that spread across his wife's face was almost worth the volcanic wrath he knew would follow. Their relationship had worked almost from the beginning on the principle of Dan meekly following Claire's lead. The idea of defying her openly hadn't occurred to him in years... and judging by the open-mouthed shock on Claire's face, it hadn't occurred to her either.
As he expected, Claire's speechless shock was short-lived. Her face hardened. "You say that as if it has nothing to do with you. As if you weren't the one who served me up to that pervert on a platter. Who drove me right into his fucking arms."
Her words were sharp and withering, and they hit home squarely. A spasm of guilt passed through Dan. He wasn't blameless here. He had watched and gotten horny while a part of him knew that Zane was pursuing his wife. But after the guilt came indignation... Claire was twisting things to her advantage. Just like she always had, come to think of it.
"I didn't fuck anyone, Claire," said Dan, forcing himself to stare her right in the eyes. "I didn't post a video of myself fucking someone else onto the internet for everyone to see. Maybe it's fair for you to be mad at me, but if we are competing for who was wronged more, you don't even come close."
"Look who finally found some balls," snapped Claire, leaning forward to get right in her husband's face. "Too late. Way too late. That bitch Leah may have given you some false confidence, but I've lived with you for years, Dan. I know who you really are. And I know that you can't say no to me. Not for long. You'll be begging to sit by like a good boy and watch the little show we have planned. Just like you jerked off for months just thinking about it beforehand."
Dan wished he could say she was totally wrong. But he had done whatever Claire said for years. And it was true that he had jerked off to Zane corrupting and fucking other women. He had been weak, foolish, and even complicit in his own destruction.
But Claire was wrong. All of his past mistakes didn't mean he would never be able to change. He tightened his fist. Normally, the feeling of his ring was so normal that he didn't even notice it anymore, but now he concentrated on the metal around his finger. It had already gotten him in trouble today. He didn't think he needed it anymore.
Claire's anger faded once again to bewilderment as Dan pulled off the ring and dropped it to the ground in front of her. "I think... No... I don't just think. I know. I'm done with you, Claire. I want a divorce. And then I never want to speak to or see you again."
"Well, the joke's on you," she said coldly. "I had the divorce papers written up before we even left for the cruise. We were supposed to reveal it to you on the last day, but I guess that's just one last thing you had to ruin."
Dan shook his head, and his fear of Claire drained away. He would always admire the woman that she once was, but whatever she had sacrificed to let her submit to a man like Zane had... diminished her somehow. He felt sorry for her more than he feared her. "Good," he said simply, letting out a deep breath and feeling more relaxed than he had in a while. "Good luck, Claire. I think if you plan to be Zane's girl, you're going to need it."
He turned and walked away. "Running away!" called Claire angrily after him, hands on hips. "How original. How brave. I hope you're proud of yourself, Dan, because..."
He tuned her out as he walked out from under the cabana roof of the bar, looking around for Leah. He couldn't see her... but he did see Zane. The squat little man was waiting for him, sitting at one of the poolside deck chairs. He had saved one for Dan, patting it companionably. "Have a seat, buddy. You and I need to talk."
Dan approached warily. He was riding high from shutting Claire's humiliation down, but he was also uncomfortably aware that Zane was likely much more dangerous than his wife. He was the one who had defeated Claire in a battle of wits to seduce her after all. "I'm not sure I have anything to say to you," he said warily.
"Humor me," insisted Zane with a grin that someone who didn't know him might mistake as friendly. "I mean... after all, has ignoring your issues and hoping they go away on their own solved any of your problems lately?"
Dan didn't relish the idea of sitting down with the man who had destroyed his marriage for a chat, but Leah's words echoed in his mind once again. A confident man faced his problems head-on, and his objective today was to show both Clare and Zane that he couldn't just be pushed around. Running away without even speaking to Zane would look cowardly. He reluctantly took a seat next to the pudgy, grinning mastermind, his guard up. "I'm not sure what there is to talk about, Zane," he said testily. "You won. Claire clearly prefers you. I no longer have any interest in her."
"I agree with the first part, Danny Boy," said Zane, leaning back in his chair and propping his arms behind his head. "It's the second part where I run into a problem. You think that you can just switch off your feelings for a woman you loved and served for years? You think that you can bluff me into believing that you have no erotic interest in me fucking her after you've jerked off to other women being stolen on my website for months? Let's be real, champ."
Dan felt a sneaky sense of shame sprouting up in his heart. Zane was right. Right now, he was riding high on Leah's pep talk and pure adrenaline. But even Leah admitted that when he got off the cruise, he would probably crash hard. Could Dan really guarantee, sitting here right now, that he would never be tempted to call his ex-wife, or watch more of her videos on Zane's website? No, he didn't think he could, and that curdled his sense of defiance a little. But still... if he didn't push back now, Zane would never stop trying to reach out and bully him.
"All that sounds like to me," he said calmly, "is a spoiled child upset that someone is taking away his toys. Leah and I are both done with you, Zane. I know that makes you mad, but why don't you try acting like a mature adult for once?"
Now he actually had Zane's attention. The smarmy grin on the ugly man's face slipped a few notches. "Yeah, about that... I talked with Leah just now. Sounds like she's been filling your head with all sorts of nonsense about how you can be a real man if you try. She's just another slut, Dan. How the fuck would she know? She told you she was done with me, huh? That's funny, considering I just fired a fresh morning load of cum down her slutty throat about five minutes ago while she told me all about your little swim last night."
Dan was stunned, but a scan of Zane's face showed that he didn't seem to be lying. How could Leah make such a big deal of defiance only to turn around and suck his cock the next morning?... maybe fighting back against Zane was impossible after all.
"Now you're getting it," said Zane with an evil smirk. "Leah wants to believe that she can just quit me any time that she wants. But I meant what I said, buddy. All women are sluts deep down, no matter what lies they tell themselves. But let me tell you about men, Dan. Because I left that part out earlier to spare your feelings."
"I don't want to hear it," said Dan, rising from the chair. He was suddenly lost at sea, even the brief surge of hope that Leah had given him seemed to disappear, leaving him feeling drained and hopeless.
"You'll want to hear this," said Zane sharply, sitting up as well. "Women are all sluts, but men come in two varieties. There are real men... and there are total pussies. Some people call them alpha and beta and all that shit. It doesn't matter which labels you use. The important part is this: you are what you are, Dan. And you're a man who jerked off to sluts moaning on my fat cock for months while you knew I was trying to seduce your wife. You can whine about it all you want, but your place is in the cuck chair while I fuck your wife. Claire Bear knows it. I know it. And I think you know it too. This little rebellion you're putting on is just wishful thinking."
Dan stared down into Zane's face. It was filled, as usual, with obnoxious, sneering confidence. Suddenly, this felt impossible. Zane blazed with pure, selfish certainty. He saw the world in one narrow way and he attacked every situation as if he couldn't fail. He had decided what Dan was and was going to make sure that he was proven right in the end, no matter what. What could Dan do in the face of that sort of dogged mental strength? It had worn down and crushed Leah and Claire, who were both a lot stronger than him.
There was only one thing he could do. And it wasn't impressive or badass or even particularly satisfying. But it did have the advantage of being simple.
"No," said Dan simply. Then he turned and started walking away.
Zane let out a guffaw behind him. "No? That's all you have to fucking say? No arguments against me? No brilliant defence of your manhood? Of course not, because you know I'm right!"
Dan just kept walking. He heard Zane getting up from the chair and coming after him. "You think walking away solves this problem, you pathetic cuck?" Dan was amazed to hear, for the first time ever, a note of true annoyance in Zane's voice. It was surprising enough that he stopped and turned around to see a scowl on Zane's face. "You know that in the end you're going to do what I want anyway. Everyone always does. Why prolong it?"
Dan shook his head. Suddenly, things seemed a lot simpler. Unlike Leah and Claire, he had known Zane pretty well back before his whole macho womanizer thing. And finally, everything was clicking into place. "Listen, Zane. I have no comment on all your insane ramblings about everyone's true nature. But you won. You hurt me, just like you planned. So now I'm going to hurt you back by telling you the word that stings you worse than anything."
He leaned forward until he was right in Zane's pudgy face.
"No."
The wild punch came out of nowhere and surprised Dan more than hurt him. Zane had some strength, but absolutely no technique. Much more of a lover than a fighter. Zane was well and truly enraged now, losing his cool completely. And all it took was one little two-letter word. "No! No!" he said mockingly, massaging his fat fist from his ineffective punch. "You sound like a fucking toddler! This is why you'll never be a real man, Dan, you...!"
"Toddlers are hard to manipulate, Zane," said Dan with a chuckle, watching Zane's face turn red as he cut him off. "What will you do if that's the only comeback I ever have for you? What levers will you pull if the only answer you ever get is refusal? Hey, I have a bet for you. What do you think you'll do if you can't make me into a cuck? Will you melt down even worse like this and throw a total hissy fit, or will you reconsider your insane worldview like an adult and quit living your life to prove the people who made fun of you in high school wrong?"
It had clearly been a long time since anyone had struck a nerve with Zane like that. Dan's knowledge of Zane before the hype began had allowed him to score a hit that all the scornful women he had ever tried to seduce couldn't. Zane was white-faced with rage, and his fists were balled up and trembling. "You're going to be sorry, Dan," he said in a small voice. "I swear you are going to wish you had never said that."
"No," said Dan, and turned away, flipping Zane off over his shoulder. It was time to head back to his tiny, shitty room and try to calm down from the two intense confrontations he had just had. And maybe find out exactly what was going on with Leah.
...
Leah was waiting for him when he got back from the room, looking tired and a bit unhappy. She got up as Dan entered the room, a grimace on her lovely face. "I'm sorry, Dan," she said nervously. "I didn't think that Zane would be that mad. I thought you would have at least another day before they really came after you. I didn't expect them to ambush you first thing in the morning."
Dan let out a shaky laugh and slumped back onto the bed. "Well, it had to happen sooner or later, right? You should have seen the look on Zane's face!"
"Why? What happened?" said Leah, sitting next to him with a look of fascinated horror painting her face.
Dan explained the best he could how he almost successfully hit on someone, threw his ring away in front of his soon-to-be-ex wife, then had a confrontation with Zane in front of the pool. By the end of it, Leah was shaking her head in disbelief. "Wow, Dan. I... I mean, I knew that I said you should put on a show of confidence, but you did a lot better than I imagined you could! That's impressive. Truly."
Dan smiled, but looked away. "He also told me that you sucked him off and told him all about our night last night while I was in the bar."
He felt Leah go stiff next to him, although he didn't look up to see the expression on her face. Finally, she sighed heavily. "It's true. What do you want me to say, Dan? I never said I was perfect. Zane is a weakness of mine. And maybe he always will be. That doesn't make anything I told you untrue. But I'm sorry. I couldn't say no to him."
Dan shrugged. He didn't want to be a jerk about it. Not when he had come so close to caving to Claire and Zane himself. "It's just..." he said wearily, "It just feels like there is nothing I can do. He's already won."
Leah chuckled grimly. "Winning has never satisfied Zane in the past. The very fact that you managed to keep any dignity at all is probably deeply upsetting to him. I wouldn't want to be Claire tonight. It would be like sharing a bed with a grumpy wild boar. But... if it's competition with Zane that you're after..."
Leah reached up and turned his head toward her, and her sultry bedroom eyes immediately washed away his lingering stress. "When I see a man facing impossible odds, but being brave anyway... well... that really impresses me. Makes me feel like that man deserves a reward. So what do you say, Dan? Do you want to punish me for being a bad girl and sucking your worst enemy's cock?"
Her body language was open and receptive, and Dan could feel all the boldness that he had been struggling to maintain boil up inside his body. He really had faced down Zane, hadn't he? And maybe that did deserve a reward, now that he thought about it. This was one other way that he could compete with Zane, at least indirectly. Maybe he couldn't compete with the pornstar's stamina, size and technique, but suddenly he was eager to do his best.
Dan pushed forward into a kiss, and Leah accepted eagerly, her soft warm lips pressing firmly into his and her tongue snaking into his mouth with genuine hunger. The nerves and anxiety of his confrontations a moment ago was transformed into lust in a blazing instant.
But his sense of betrayal toward Leah remained, smoldering in the back of his mind. He had been able to stand up to his fears and defy Claire and Zane... why couldn't she? In that moment, he really did want to punish her. To make her feel sorry for her inability to resist. And... yes, it was undeniable that some of his emotions about Claire and her betrayal bled into that. In fact, that was probably Leah's explicit intent. She was offering herself up as a sacrifice, letting Dan work out his twisted up lust and sorrow and jealousy on her, because the woman he was actually angry with would never allow him to have the satisfaction.


Dan had no qualms with taking her up on her freely offered submission. His hands reached down, roughly and hungrily pulling up Leah's shirt. Their kiss was interrupted for a moment as the shirt came up and over, but a moment later their lips met again. Dan kissed Leah as if he was dying of thirst and she was a tall, cool glass of water. It felt like, in this moment, she was his only lifeline, and he held on with powerful determination.
Now fumbling hands were reaching and tugging and stripping each other's clothes in a mad rush, driven by passion and hot, raw dominance and guilty submission. Leah was yielding before him, soft and willing and painfully real in his arms. A poor substitute for his wife, but a welcome one.
Soon they were naked together, rolling on the firm, uncomfortable little bed of the cabin that Dan had been banished to. Leah's hand was on his cock, stroking and gripping needily. Dan reciprocated, and as his hand slipped down her soft, warm belly, Leah's thighs opened beneath him, welcoming his gentle touch on her slick, heated flesh.
"Mmmm fuck," she murmured in his ears. "It's all yours tonight, hotshot. You earned it." She ran her hot little tongue up and around the curve of her ear, adding, "And I still haven't told you the best part... but if you want to earn the real prize, you're going to have to keep impressing me. Think you can manage that, Danny Boy?"
Dan grunted, Leah's needling words spurring the feelings of frustration inside him. He inserted his middle finger deep into her hot, sopping cunt, drawing a little whimper of pleasure from her lips. "Tonight, you're going to give me everything you have, Leah," he said in a low, smoldering voice, finding a source of hard, steely dominance inside himself that he didn't know existed. "And, since you apparently can't resist when a pushy man insists, you're going to start by sucking my cock."
Leah chuckled and flipped Dan over so he was lying beneath, somewhat exposing the fiction that she was being dominated. But other than that, she acted the part well, her eyes big and her expression meek as she said, "Yes, sir," and began kissing slowly down his chest, leaving hot wet lip prints on her journey down her body.
Dan's cock was throbbing with lust so strong it was almost painful. He realized in a flash of insight that this must be how Zane felt all the time: like a fucking king. Leah's sexy, submissive gaze seemed to sear into him as she trailed further and further down the bed until she was finally looming directly about his cock, her heavy tits hanging beneath her, tipped with rock hard nipples.
Silently, and maintaining her intense eye contact through her long lashes, she leaned down and planted a slow, lingering kiss on the tip of Dan's cock. The sight was so fucking erotic that it almost made him cum right then and there, but he managed to just barely hang on by the skin of his teeth.
With a faint smile playing on her lips, Leah went deeper, taking Dan's cock into her mouth, and swirling her tongue around his head. She raised her head a little afterward, asking innocently, "Do you like it when I do that? Z just loves it."
The taunting look in her eye made her intention crystal clear: Leah knew that bringing Zane up would annoy Dan. She wanted him annoyed. She wanted him angry and defiant. Anything except mopey and sad and defeated.
"I'm willing to bet that you don't talk this much when you suck his dick," growled Dan. He reached down and finally did something that he had fantasized about for years... he seized the thick, honey-blonde braid that Leah always wore and pulled her head down toward his cock, using it like a handle as he thrust his cock deep into her hot, wet mouth.
Leah played along enthusiasticaly, submitting to the humiliating treatment and wriggling her tongue all over Dan's cock as he began fucking her face, moving her mouth up and down his shaft. Fuck, it felt good. Better than any blowjob that Dan had ever had. Maybe that was because Leah was simply more skilled than Claire... but Dan suspected that it had more to do with the dominant power that Leah had granted him to pleasure himself with her willing mouth.
But he wanted to go deeper... he had seen Leah deepthroat Zane's monstrous cock in the online videos, and although he knew that he was physically incapable of reaching as deep as his enemy could, he had a burning desire to feel the tight embrace of Leah's throat. Slowly and carefully, he pressed down on Leah's head, making her sink lower and lower, until his cock pressed against the back of her throat. Dan hesitated for a second. Despite the fact that he had seen her do this with Zane on the website, his instincts still told him he might hurt her.
Leah looked up at him, her face a little red from the exertion... and she winked. That was all the permission that Dan needed, his grip on her braid tightened and he eased further, plunging into the exquisite tightness of her throat. Leah, of course, being used to taking a cock much larger than Dan's, barely batted an eye, and when Dan began moving, using her throat like a sex toy, she simply closed her eyes and rhythmically stroked his cock with her lips and tongue.
Once again, Dan found himself right on the edge of climax almost instantly. He rode the edge, fucking Leah's throat with short, quick strkes while keeping a tight grip on her braid, relishing the wet slutty sounds she made around his cock almost as much as the feeling of complete dominance and control.
But within two minutes of sucking and slurping, he had no choice but to back off to avoid cumming, releasing Leah's braid and letting her rise from his cock. She turned and slumped back onto the bed beside him with a laugh, her voice slightly rough as she said, "That was hot! I think you're getting the hang of this whole dom thing. But now..." She turned to him, her eyes sparkling with lust and mischief. "...I need to get fucked Dan. Have I been a good enough girl to earn that dick?"
Dan growled in assent, rolling over on top of her and staring down at her flushed and grinning face. This felt even more intense than when they had fucked in the pool the night before. It was somehow intimate for reasons that Dan couldn't quite put his finger on. Something in the faint blush on Leah's face, the hitch of her breath... She was wildly horny. Was Dan somehow drawing this reaction from her? If so, it was incredibly flattering.
"Are you just going to stare at me or are you going to fuck me, stud?" teased Leah, biting her lip seductively and reaching up to palm a breast. Dan decided not to look a gift horse in the mouth. Leah had invited him to prove his worth in direct competition with Zane by fucking her, and right now he felt up for the challenge.
Leah spread her thighs wider in anticipation as Dan reached down to position his cock, shuddering as he slid it upward through her hot, slick folds and found her entrance. She twined her arms around his neck, smiling up at him, and urged him forward again. "Don't keep me waiting Dan... I want to feel you inside me."
When Dan pressed forward, smoothly sliding his full length into Leah's tight, wet heat, it felt like coming home. It had been a little hard to tell in the water of the pool yesterday, but now it was unmistakeable. Leah was utterly, completely turned on for him. Even if the eager heat of her pussy hadn't been enough to tell him that, the little gasp that she gave as he pressed himself against her would have told the story. Leah's face was flushed red now, her eyes squeezed shut and her breaths ragged with arousal.
It gave Dan an intoxicating sense of power, to have a beautiful woman that he admired so much get so horny for him. He couldn't shake the feeling that this was something he didn't quite deserve. How could a woman this stunning, who was used to a sexual beast like Zane, want him so badly in this moment? It didn't feel possible. He was a man who had just lost his wife to another man. Who had anxiously jerked off to his rival's sexual prowess for weeks. Was Leah maybe just a good actress, or did his confidence today really turn her on that much?
All of those scattered thoughts flew out of his head as Leah pulled him forcefully down into another kiss, writhing her hips upward into his with needy, liquid motions, the buttery heat of her pussy gripping and milking his cock insistently. There was no time for second-guessing and self-consciousness here. Not when she needed him so badly.
Dan began thrusting in slow, intense, passionate missionary, and was gratified when Leah began moaning enthusiastically, her hips tilting and writhing upward beneath him to meet every stroke. "Yesss! Fuck me Danny Boy," she hissed, into his ear, pausing to nip at his lobe with sharp teeth. "Make me feel like I belong only to you. Make me forget everyone else."
Dan was forgetting everyone else too. For a few long, satisfying minutes, there was nothing else in his brain but the soft, beautiful woman beneath him. Her sweet moans and the feeling of her arms around him, welcoming and holding him. His cock and her pussy and the deep, satisfying pleasure they shared.
Leah's soft moans were taking on a needy, whining tone that Dan recognised from her porn videos, and he felt a sudden surge of pride. He was going to make her cum again. Him, just some loser who had lost his wife, was going to fuck a porn star to orgasm. His pace quickened and his breaths grew shallow as that thought brought him closer as well.
He wondered if Leah was going to make him pull out and finish on her face again... She had seemed to be insistent on that last night. But in this moment, it was the last thing Dan wanted. His deepest instinct told him that finishing deep inside her would be utterly and deliciously satisfying.
It seemed as if Leah had read his mind. She let out a low, rich chuckle, her eyes gleaming with powerful lust and mischief as she pulled Dan's head down to whisper in his ear again.
"I told you that you were going to be competing with Zane, right big boy? Well... my dirty little secret is that you'll be competing with my poor hubby as well. I wasn't so sure you deserved it last night, but today sealed the deal. I'm ready to enter you as the third contestant in a kinky little competition I'm running."
Dan wasn't sure what she meant exactly, but her low, smoky voice seemed to send a jolt of sexual electricity straight to his cock. "Leah," he panted, unable to slow his hips this deep in the grip of pleasure, "What are you saying?"
Leah's whisper was a hot, wet hiss in his ear. "I'm saying that I've been off birth control for a while now. I want another baby, Dan, and I want you to do your best to give it to me."
The shock rolled through Dan, but did nothing to interrupt the intense arousal and pleasure that had seized him in its grip. If anything, the filthy, taboo thought only synergized with his deep compulsion to cum inside Leah, bringing him even closer to orgasm. But still, a part of his conscious mind rebelled at the obvious irresponsibility of what Leah was suggesting.
"Leah," he grunted, his cock still plunging deep inside her with slow, even strokes despite her shocking announcement, "You can't just... I mean, isn't that something a little too serious to just...?"
Leah let out a laugh that trailed off into a moan, her pussy milking his cock needily with every deep thrust. "Don't overthink it, big booyyyy. My husband knows all about this and agreed to it. He even got the first try. I've been with Zane twice since then, so you might be late to the party. But you never knooooow! You may beat Zane in a way he would never expect."
At least the mystery of why Leah was so turned on was solved... The kinky idea of giving yet another man beside her husband the chance to knock her up had clearly driven Leah into a sexual frenzy. Dan groaned, wrestling with the deep lust and guilt inside himself while his hips continued to pump and his cock was embraced by the silky vice of Leah's pussy. But then something changed in Dan's mind. Reluctance and guilt and feelings of inadequacy were what had lost him Claire. Leah wanted this. She was begging for his cum. And every nerve in his body was screaming at him to fill the writhing beauty beneath him with his hot seed and give her the child she so clearly wanted. It wwas time that he took what he wanted. Damn the consequences.
With the last mental block clear, and Leah whispering heatedly in his ear a low chorus of, "Give it to me Dan... fill me up. Breed me and make my belly swell up with your child. I want that cum!" Dan didn't hold himself back any longer. He ramped his speed back up to a frantic pace as he felt the pleasure built up to the bursting point inside him, then he thrust himself as deep as he could go and released.
The night before, he thought that he had released the biggest ejaculation of his life, but this one put the load he had fired all over Leah's face to shame. Leah moaned, her legs shaking and her hands tightening into claws on Dan's back as she surrendered to an orgasm that seemed just as powerful as Dan's.
Dan's cock pulsed powerfully again and again, firing rope after rope of thick, virile semen deep into Leah's fertile pussy. He was fulfilling a primal instinct to breed that he had never been able to satisfy before, and the red-hot erotic intensity of the moment seemed to scorch him to the core.
Dan pushed another fierce, possessive kiss down onto Leah's lips and let the long moment of sexual fulfillment hang between them. It seemed to go on forever. Dan felt endless spasming pumps of semen rush through the length of his cock, emptying every last drop from his balls while Leah's married cunt milked him relentlessly, pulsing around him and coaxing out more and more.
But finally, things came to an end. Dan felt drained... and not just in a literal sense. He felt hollow of emotion as well. He collapsed down to the side to lay beside Leah again, and it was only when he hit the bed that he realized how tired he was.
Leah just breathed deeply for a moment, one hand covering her blushing face and her legs still spread wide to reveal her well-fucked pussy, dripping thick globs of pearly semen from her pink slit. Finally, she seemed to collect herself from the depths of her orgasm and turned to face Dan, her eyes alive with teasing pride.
"You did it, Danny Boy!" she said in a husky voice, snaking her arms around him to embrace him. "You dominated me! And even might have knocked me up, you lucky dog!"
"That was..." said Dan, shaking his head with a faint smile painting his face, "...fucking crazy, Leah. What the fuck are we going to do if I actually got you pregnant?"
Leah snorted. "Dan, if my husband is ok with raising Zane's baby, he's not going to have a problem raising yours. He'll probably breathe a sigh of relief! Besides, I'm probably already pregnant from Bill anyway. So relax. I'm more interested in what your more immediate plans are."
Dan shrugged, and the enormity of his current circumstances settled on him again like a heavy weight. "Like you said I guess. At the first island tomorrow I'll skip out on the rest of the cruise and fly home. Then I'll have to pack a bag and move into a hotel for now, and look into hiring a divorce attorney, and see if I can do some preemptive damage control with my family friends and..."
Leah put a finger to his lips. "Let's think even more immediate," she said in a gently chiding voice. "You and I are sharing this shitty room for another night... and I want you to get one more chance to knock me up."
Dan couldn't hold back a laugh, his anxiety disappearing over the horizon once again. "I don't think so," he said ruefully. "I think you got every drop in round one."
Leah reached down and palmed his balls in her warm hand. "Never say never, big guy," she murmured, gently massaging with a mischievous smile on her lips. I bet you felt like it was also impossible to tell Claire to fuck off, and look what you did today!"
Dan rolled his eyes, but he was glad that Leah was there with him.
And in the end, like she often was, it turned out she was right.
...
I guess this is it," said Dan, standing outside the airport on the island where they had disembarked the next morning. "The rest of my life starts now."
It wasn't a hopeful statement. At very least ditching the cruise and flying home would help him to avoid Zane and Claire for another week, but now that the time had come to go back to his old life, Dan's mind crowded with what came next. Messy divorce proceedings with a woman who now hated him. Distentangling their living situation and shared assets. Awkward questions about their splitup from well-meaning friends and relatives that Dan had no idea how to answer.
Not to mention the fact that he was positive that this wasn't the last he had heard of Zane and Claire. Both of them were stubborn and strong-willed, and he was positive that they wouldn't give up on humiliating him and forcing him to become a cuckold.
Leah saw the gloom on his face and reached up to pat him on the cheek. "That's right, Danny Boy. The fun can't go on forever. In the end, we have no choice but to pick up the pieces." A quick glance down confirmed that Leah's other hand was resting gently on her belly... maybe without conscious thought. Was she carrying someone's child right now? Her husband's? Zane's? Maybe even Dan's? Maybe no-one's. Dan felt that they had made a deeper connection than they had ever had before in the past forty-eight hours, and he was reluctant to let it go.
"I'd like to keep seeing you... you know, after this," he blurted out, pulling Leah's hand off his cheek and holding it in his.
Leah smiled sadly. "Sure Dan, let's plan lunch again sometime soon." It was clear what she was thinking... that in the hectic scramble of everyday life, they would soon slip back into their old habits and fall out of touch.
Dan shook his head impatiently. That wasn't what he meant at all. "No... I mean..." he took a deep breath. This was probably out of line, but hadn't Leah herself told him he needed to be bold and push for what he really wanted? "That's not enough for me. I want more. With you."
Now Leah raised an eyebrow, catching his serious tone. "Dan," she said affectionately, but with a hint of warning in her voice, "yesterday was a lot of fun, and God knows you needed a little love, but let's not lose our heads. I'm a married woman with a child. And despite what you might think, I love my husband."
Dan knew that, of course... and maybe it was more polite to back down and accept the offer of platonic friendship. But the events of the past few days had filled him with a hunger for more, and a reckless sense of boldness.
"You and Bill have had another man in your relationship before," he said in a low voice, taking a step closer toward Leah and looking straight down into her eyes. "Who's to say that you couldn't have that arrangement again?"
Leah scoffed and gave him a flat look of disbelief. "Dan... I know you're fragile right now, and I don't want to be mean, but you aren't bull material. You came a long way in a short time yesterday, but that is 100% not going to happen."
Dan had gone too far to back away with an apology now. With adrenaline pumping through his veins, he slid a hand around the back of Leah's head and pulled her demandingly into a fierce kiss. Her eyes went wide, but she allowed the daring, forceful gesture, her tongue cautiously meeting his as it slid into her mouth.
Dan pulled away, and said breathlessly, "I bet that's what you said to Zane as well... but all you needed was a little persistence to change your mind." He stared into her eyes, reading her reaction carefully. He wasn't Zane. If she insisted again on a hard line after his declaration of intent, he would reluctantly back off.


But he was rewarded by a smirk and a chuckle. "Ok, big boy," she said fondly, pushing him away, "If you want to challenge yourself, you can do your best to convince me. But I'm warning you, I still don't see it."
He turned and left her with a faint grin on his face, his dour mood brightening just the tiniest bit now that he had a challenge in front of him.
Still, his thoughts were a whirl of anxiety and depression as he checked in for the last minute flight he had booked to escape the cruise, and waited to board.
One last surprise for the trip awaited him as he took his seat. The woman he had met in the bar the day before looked up from her book with an expression of surprised recognition as he sat next to her. "I guess great minds think alike," he said ruefully. "The cruise wasn't working out for you either?"
She smiled and laughed a little uncomfortably. "No, I suppose it didn't. I see that pesky ring is gone now."
"Long story," said Dan with a weary shake of his head.
The woman pursed her lips and gave him an uncertain look, then seemed to decide that there was no harm in the conversation. "Well... it's a good thing we have a long flight then. I'm Rachel by the way."
"I'm Dan," he said with a carefree smile as he settled back. The upcoming weeks promised to be miserable, but right now? Maybe this flight wouldn't be so bad.
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Already feeling pleasantly warm and fuzzy, Zane made his way over to the cluttered counter of the kitchenette to have another shot. The closest bottle was Malibu, which made his nose wrinkle a little. But hey, he wasn't paying for it, and he wanted to tie at least one more on before they headed out to the party.
He gulped a shot glass of the foul sugary liquid down and grabbed another beer from the fridge just in time for Dan to call from the couch, "C'mon Zane, you're going to miss the entire fucking game!" He hustled back and plopped down on the ground, since all the seats on the couches were taken, then held up three fingers. The other six people around the couches held up significantly more, and that was because, as usual, the game had descended into an opportunity to tease Zane about his many exploits.
"Alright, alright, I've got a good one!" said Corey, his horse face split into a grin. "Never have I ever streaked through a sorority house."
The group turned to Zane with giggles and grins, and he good-naturedly put down a finger and took a gulp of beer. "You haven't lived then, Corey," he said placidly. "You simply haven't lived. I'll have you know that little stunt got me my first threesome. Maybe you should try it."
Corey didn't love that little return jab. Some of the guys that Zane hung out with weren't happy with the fact that the pudgy little slob they had gotten used to bullying was now inexplicably becoming a hot commodity in the sexual marketplace on campus. But luckily, the game was moving on to the next person.
Unluckily, it was Paul, who was probably worse than Corey. He smirked over at the two sophomore girls he and Corey were trying to impress lately and said, "Never have I ever gone two years of college without a girlfriend!"
Zane lightly grit his teeth at this as he put down another finger and took his required drink of beer. The giggles from the two younger girls stung even more than Paul and Corey's chuckles. But this time at least, he wasn't the only one to put his finger down. Dan, with a blush spreading across his face, dropped one of the six fingers he held up and took a long drink of his beer as well, pointedly not looking over at the lovely girl sitting hip to hip with him. Leah, her name was, and Zane knew that his buddy Dan was hopelessly hung up on her.
Their situations were utterly different, of course. Dan was good-looking enough, but he was too focused on a girl who was uninterested in him. Zane had been sharpening his skills of seduction for his three years of college, and by this point was regularly having hot, sweaty one-night stands multiple times per week.
It was just converting those into a relationship that was the issue.
But still, he reached over and offered Dan a cheers with his beer can, and Dan, with a wry grin, accepted. They shared a short moment of camaraderie, but then Corey got up, staring down at his phone and loudly saying, "Alright, time to go, y'all. Party is at Gina's. Enough pregaming, let's do this for real."
The already buzzed group let out a cheer and got up to gather purses and shoes. "Are we walking or driving?" asked Dan, his words slurring a little. "It's only like, six blocks or something."
"I'm driving," said Paul confidently, looking over toward the younger girls he was trying to make a move on. "I can take a couple of people in my car."
Zane himself scurried to the bathroom while people decided. The shot of Malibu was starting to hit now, and all of his movements were warm and floaty. He needed a quick piss before they got on the road, because he knew from experience that trying to find an open bathroom at a houseparty could be an ordeal. As he scrubbed his hands for a few seconds in the sink, he caught a glance of himself in the mirror, and he felt an instinctive twist of self-loathing.
There was no way around it. He was short and chubby, with wiry blonde hair that refused to lie flat and slightly squashed features that would prevent him from being any woman's dream man even if he did manage to get his weight under control. It was frustrating... no, scratch that, it was infuriating that, even after he had been working so hard on seduction and learning how to fuck like he was some sort of damn Casanova, he was still a guilty pleasure.
Girls would jump into his bed if they felt like there was no chance they would be caught doing so. And they would have a hell of a time. But afterward, they still wouldn't want to be seen with him. Guys were even worse, although Zane didn't fuck them. They refused to see that anything had changed about Zane. Every man on campus unconsciously thought they were better than Zane, no matter how many girls he fucked. All because of the shitty face and body he had been born with.
Zane shook himself from his daze of self-loathing and stumbled out of the bathroom to find that the house was already empty. Of course his housemates and the girls they had invited over hadn't noticed that the least popular member of the group wasn't present. He hurried out of the door only to see Paul's rusty old beater starting to pull away from the curb.
He waved his hand and jogged forward. "Hey! Come on, guys, wait for me!"
Corey rolled down the driver's side window with a cruel smile on his face, and Zane realized with a sinking feeling that at least some of his "friends" had realized he wasn't there and thought it would be funny to leave anyway.
"Sorry, bud! We're totally packed in here. You'll have to walk. It'll be good for you! Help you lose a couple LBs." The girls, crammed tightly in the backseat with Dan, laughed loudly, the alcohol already stripping away some of their inhibitions and making his cruel bullying seem like the height of hilarity.
Zane grit his teeth again, and a swell of helpless annoyance washed over him. Girls were all shallow sluts. Guys were all swaggering bullies in the making, willing to pounce on anyone weaker than them. There wasn't a man on campus who wouldn't abandon him the same way if they thought it would make a girl like them.
"Wait, wait... come on, guys," said a slurred, weary voice from the backseat. Dan opened the back door of the little sedan and said, "Come on, buddy. Leah's sitting on my lap, so one of the other girls can..."
"Not it," said one of the sophomore girls swiftly.
"Me neither," said the other one, with a twist of disgust in her voice.
Zane shook his head. He appreciated what Dan was trying to do, but this was just prolonging his humiliation. "I'll walk," he said, plastering his face with his trademark carefree grin while secretly fuming inside. "Don't worry about it." In fact, maybe he would just stay home tonight. The combination of looking at himself in the mirror and the thoughtless bullying of his housemates had soured the whole evening for him. He met Dan's eyes for a moment and shrugged. Dan clearly looked torn. He was probably in heaven now that he had convinced that bitch Leah to ride to the party on his lap. Leah had a fat ass, and Zane wasn't so sure he would be able to turn his nose up at a car ride with her sitting on him.
But Dan surprised him. He struggled out from under Leah, saying, "Meet you guys there. Get me a drink, would you Leah?" The sassy blonde rolled her eyes and sighed, but said, "Sure, Dan. We'll see you there." She slammed the door shut, and the car sped off, leaving Dan and Zane alone on the curb.
"You didn't have to do that, man," said Zane, feeling oddly touched. "I know you have been trying to get with Leah since freshman year."
Dan shrugged and looked a little sheepish. "Yeah, but those guys are assholes, and I didn't want to listen to them for the whole ride. Besides... Bill would probably beat my ass if he heard Leah was sitting on my lap, even if he is out of town this weekend," said Dan, rubbing his hands together in the chilly air. "Should we get going?"
It was just one night of many similar ones. Zane ended up in a threesome with the two sophomore girls that Corey and Paul were after. Zane spent the evening mooning over Leah while she more or less ignored him, and life went on.
But Zane was left with a lasting impression of Dan after the rest of the evening was long forgotten. Maybe here was a guy who finally saw him as a worthwhile person and wouldn't let a woman come between them. It wasn't until years later that Dan proved him wrong.
...
Dan stared at Leah, taking in what she was saying. He was sorely tempted to take her up on her offer. He could finally be a man. Fuck Leah like he had always wanted to. Walk away from the darkness inside the honeymoon suite with his head still held high.
But it wasn't that simple. He had just found out that the woman he still loved had been seduced by his former friend. The strongest, smartest woman he knew had been converted into a slutty pornstar. It was the awful truth he had denied, obsessed over, and jerked off to for months. And it was all happening on the other side of the door, right in front of him. As Dan listened, he heard his wife's voice peak in ecstasy, then fall silent. His whole body tingled with powerful anxiety, emotional devastation, and irresistible desire.
It might be healthier for him to turn away, but Dan wasn't sure it was possible for him. The inside of that room seemed to pull at him with irresistible gravity. He needed to experience the erotic nightmare that had troubled him for so long. It wasn't a question of wanting it or not wanting it. It felt like destiny.
But, despite that excuse, as his hand went to the doorknob, Leah leaned forward to whisper in his ear, 'Remember, this is what you chose."
The room was hot, humid, and dim, with a thick scent of sweaty bodies and sexual arousal in the air. As Dan stepped into the room, his eyes locked onto the bed immediately... and he saw that his arrival was expected.
Zane lounged back on the headboard in a relaxed, dominant sprawl, grinning ear to ear as his former friend entered the room. By this point, Dan had seen Zane naked dozens, maybe hundreds of times in his videos, but it was still confronting to be there in the presence of another naked man. A thin sheet covered his lower half, but his cock tented up the covering considerably, leaving little to the imagination.
But Zane wasn't the one that Dan was most concerned with right now. Claire was on the bed as well, snuggled up under Zane's thick, flabby arm. She was topless, her nipples hard as diamonds on the big, beautiful breasts that had once been Dan's alone to enjoy. Her sweaty, sexy air of slightly disheveled relaxation made it clear that this wasn't some sort of prank to teach Dan a lesson. No one could act well enough for this to be a trick. Claire had clearly orgasmed just seconds before Dan entered the room.
Claire had a lazy smile of satisfaction on her face as well, playing the part of the sneering seductress to a "T". But it was her eyes that scared Dan even more. There was lust and satisfaction burning there... but also smoldering anger. And Dan knew his wife well enough to know she was dangerous when she was angry.
"Well, look who it is," said Zane jovially, breaking the tense moment of silence as Leah slipped in after Dan and shut the door behind her, "A porn addicted loser, finally here to see his fantasies come to life." Zane'es eyes twinkled with malicious mirth, his ugly face a picture of sadistic glee. This was all wrong. Dan couldn't shake the feeling that this wasn't how things should have turned out. Zane wasn't the kind of man who was supposed to get the girl. Maybe that rock-solid certainty had been why Dan had lost in the first place.
"Claire!" said Dan in a strange, gasping shout. Even though he had been expecting to see her there, the sight of her entangled with Zane still overwhelmed him, making him feel faint. "H-How could you do this to m-."
Claire cut him off, her voice dripping sweet, poisonous sexuality. " Now, now, Dan. We can skip the self-righteous husband act. We all know that you practically handed me to your old friend on a silver platter. Or shall we ask your old college flame what you were watching before you got here? That's what I thought. You were desperate to see this on some level, weren't you... Did you enjoy the big reveal, hubby?" She reached down to palm one of her big, sweaty tits, flashing the fading tattoo that Dan now knew she had. She was teasing him already, and Dan's cock stiffened as he faced the fact that the teasing would only get worse. "Was it worth leaving your wife alone with the man you thought wanted to fuck her?" She demanded, her eyes flashing. "You know, I was considering calling this off if you actually manned up tonight and stuck by my side... but it seems like you actually want me to be stolen away. Just like you did when you made that fucking bet!"
Her bitter words hit home with Dan, stinging him almost as much as her hateful expression. He knew that she was lying: there was no way that she would have given up Zane and come back to him at this point, no matter how he acted tonight, but her point that he hadn't tried to protect her from Zane was true.
It was also true that it wasn't completely, or even mostly his fault that Claire had given in to Zane's seduction. But it was too late to say that now. Too late to have any sort of calm discussion about their failings. Right now, Dan's role was to wallow in his failure. And he wasn't strong enough to resist.
"Hey, let's play nice, Claire Bear," said Zane with a chuckle. "We invited your husband into the bedroom to have a little fun, didn't we? We're all going to have a great time together." He grabbed Claire by the shoulder, pulling her close. "And provided that he can agree to all of my terms, he's going to see all of his dreams come true tonight."
Dan licked his lips, his cock already responding to the sight of Claire in Zane's arms and his former friend's thinly veiled mockery. He thought about adjusting himself so that his growing erection would be less obvious, but knew that would only give him away. "Terms...?" He managed to croak through a desert-dry mouth. He would have thought the transaction here was fairly simple. They had sex, and he watched as his marriage and pride were flushed down the drain. He wasn't sure what else Zane could want.
Leah slipped around behind Dan and moved to the side of the bed, where she picked up something that Dan hadn't noticed before.
A handheld camcorder. Suddenly, he put two and two together.
"No way, Zane," he said, almost in a panic at the thought of his humiliation being recorded for Zane's perverse website. "There's no way I'm going to..."
Zane cut him off. "I have a bet for you, Dan." The words were cool, calm, and steely. Utterly confident. Essentially, the opposite of the roiling, anxious weakness Dan felt inside himself. He knew that he might regret engaging with Zane's mind games, but the ugly little man had a certain charisma that was difficult to resist. "Wh-why would I bet you anything?" He asked, licking his lips, his eyes darting back and forth between the smirking couple on the bed and the dark eye of the camera in Leah's hands. "You've already taken everything from me... and you lied the last time we made a bet."
Because you want to stay and watch," said Claire, playing lazily with a stiffening nipple. "That's what all your problems in the bedroom have been about, right? You could stop picturing me with Zane. Well... here is finally your chance to see the truth. If you don't do what Zane wants, we aren't going to let you watch."
Dan stewed in uncomfortable silence for a moment, unable to tear his eyes away from the gutwrenching sight of his wife lounging in bed with another man. Part of him wanted to scream. But another part of him wanted exactly what his wife had tauntingly dangled in front of him. To come this far... to see them in bed together, but not see the awful, erotic truth that he had imagined... that would be even worse than being a cuckold.
"What's the bet?" he asked in a shamed undertone, already feeling the crushing weight of Zane's power in this situation.
"It's simple. Should be easy to win for any normal, well-advised guy," said Zane flippantly, his cocky grin turning Dan's stomach. "But we know your track record with you and Bets, don't we, Danny Boy?"
Dan didn't say anything, just stared stupidly at his wife's breasts, thinking about how he might never touch them again. After a second, seeing that Dan had no more fight in him, Zane shrugged and continued.
"Just like I'm sure you assumed when you walked in this door, I'm going to fuck your wife, and you're going to jerk off," said Zane, his hand dropping down to take the place of Claire's, palming her round breasts and idly playing with a stiff nipple with a sickening sense of ownership. "Here's the catch. You'll be competing with me during this little private peepshow. Whoever cums first is the loser."
Dan gulped. Claire and Zane glanced at each other and shared a cruel laugh at their victim's obvious discomfort. "Awww, come on now, Dan," said Claire in a parody of her old, loving tones, "This is a bet you can win for sure, right? All you need to do is hold out! Zane'es got quite a handicap in this fight. It's my pussy versus your fist, and I promise that I won't take it easy on him."
"What do I get if I win?" asked Dan miserably. It was obvious to everyone involved that this was just a way for Claire and Zane to toy with him. He had been completely under their control since the moment he chose to walk in the door and take on the role of cuckold. But part of his role is pretending that he still might refuse.
"Well... as much as I'd like to say that I'll give your wife back, I just don't think she would go along with that idea," said Zane apologetically.
Claire flipped Dan off casually and turned to give Zane a big kiss on the cheek. 'Of course fucking not," she said with a casual laugh. Even after seeing her with Zane like this, the certainty in her voice still stung Dan.
"But I can promise you this," said Zane seriously, "If you win this little wager, I won't rub my victory in any further. We will be out of your life forever. A clean break. And hey, as a little added bonus, I'll even introduce you to one of my former employees who thinks cuckolds are cute. You two might hit it off, and you can find out more about your new favorite fetish."
Dan flushed red and shook his head. "No, I don't think so," he said in a strangled voice. "I mean... about the second part." He couldn't believe that he was just standing here and having a civil conversation with a man naked in bed with his wife. Any normal man would be yelling and swinging his fist around at this point. Maybe Leah and Zane and Claire were right... Maybe there really was something wrong with him. Something that made him less of a man.
Claire snickered. "Maybe that's good..." she said acidly. "You'll be spending way too much time jerking off to me to focus on anyone else anyway!" Dan had to admit he was taken back by his wife's attitude. He knew she was angry about him making the bet in the first place, but he didn't recognize the sneering, naked woman in front of him as the wife he had once loved. Either Zane had twisted her beyond recognition through his manipulations... or Dan had never known the real Claire in the first place.
"And what happens if I lose?" he asked reluctantly, not sure that he even wanted to know the answer.
Zane gestured over to Leah, holding the camera and filming the entire exchange. "If you lose, you'll be our co-star for the rest of the cruise. Your unedited face will go up on the site as the pathetic cuckold jerkoff that you've become. One last fun activity as a married couple before saying goodbye to your wife forever."


Dan felt his stomach twist with anxiety and his heart skip a beat as Zane revealed his wicked plan. In theory, it should be easy to win, just like Zane said, but Dan was under no illusions that he would walk out of here the winner. Zane was in control now, and Dan had no ability to stand up to either his wife or her new lover. Nevertheless, he had one last moment of resistance, licking his lips and considering getting up and walking out the door.
"Dan... You're going to take this bet," said Claire in a voice smoldering with lust and rage mingled together. "You're going to sit your ass right down in the cuck chair that we prepared for you and jerk that little cock as you see a better man do the job you never could. Or do you only accept bets when other people pay the price for you losing?" Dan felt his last bits of resolve crumble away as he looked into Claire's furious eyes.
He had never been good at saying no to her.
"F-fine then... I..." he gulped. "I accept."
"Good. Then take off your clothes," said Zane in a harsh tone of command. Dan thought for a moment about resisting... then decided there would be no point anymore. Zane had already beaten him in every way that mattered. Now all they were playing for were the last remaining scraps of his dignity. He stripped away his clothes as Claire and Zane watched with judgmental eyes.
Zane snorted as he saw Dan's cock come into view, already stiff and eager for the humiliation to come. "God, I can see why this guy never made you cum," Zane said in an undertone loud enough for Dan to overhear.
"I know, right?" chuckled Claire. "I can't believe I went this long without giving real men a try."
Finally, Dan stood, just as naked as the couple on the bed. But even though Zane and Claire seemed relaxed and in control right now, despite their nudity, Dan himself had never felt more vulnerable and ashamed. Especially with the way Leah kept her handheld camera focused on him, panning up and down his stark nudity.
"Now sit," commanded Zane, pointing to the foot of the bed. A chair sat there. Dan had seen it in the corner of the room earlier when he had first arrived. That felt like a lifetime ago now. Earlier, it had seemed unimpressive and nondescript, but now the chair seemed to pulse with a sort of dark energy. It represented much more now than a place to sit. It was the symbol of his exclusion from the bed. His apartness.
Feeling like he was pulled forward by invisible chains, Dan walked over to the chair, looking down at it with sickening anxiety and dark lust filling him to the brim. He knew that once he sat, things would start. He would see Zane's dominance and skills at training women in person. And not practiced on some anonymous slut, but on the woman he married.
But he knew that his reluctance was silly. He was already living the nightmare. Refusing to sit down wouldn't get him out of this now. So, accepting his fate, Dan sank into the chair and faced the bed, his cock throbbing with cuckold lust even as his heart was breaking.
...
Claire had been preparing herself for this moment for weeks, imagining the look of stunned betrayal on her sadsack cuckold 's face when he finally saw what his inadequacy and foolishness had won him.
And it was satisfying. Dan was just as shocked, pathetically sad, and horny as she could have imagined.
But there was a tiny thread of sympathy that she couldn't quite fully suppress that tickled at her. She had really thought that Dan was the man for her once, before Zane had opened her eyes. She wasn't made of stone. Seeing a man she once cared for utterly devastated had an effect on her. She thought back to what Leah had suggested... pursuing a cuckold relationship with Dan.
But after that fleeting thought crossed her mind, she pushed it aside, snuggling in closer to the real man that she had found and watching the pained look on Dan's face with a swell of satisfaction. Now that she had found a man who could truly tame her, there was no way she could waste her time with a boy like Dan. She would enjoy putting him in his place tonight, then cut him loose afterward... the fact that she had once been confused into loving him would only make his humiliation that much hotter.
"Why don't you start by telling him how he lost his little wager?" suggested Claire in a sultry purr, looking up at her lover with worshipful eyes. "I mean... I would do the honors, but I'm going to be a little... busy."
She shot Dan one last smoldering glare, then ducked down beneath the sheets, hiding herself from his sight for the time being. All part of the plan. Zane had said that sucking him off under the covers while Dan watched would wind her husband up further, and wind up his perverse desire to watch to the breaking point, dealing with any lingering hesitation he might have and helping him fully embrace his cuckold degradation.
Well, based on how hard Dan had been before she even started the teasing hidden blow job, Claire wasn't sure that it was even necessary, but she wouldn't turn down the opportunity to be alone with Zane's cock once again beneath the covers.
Although the sheet was thin, the already dim light of the room was shaded even further by the covering, and Claire was forced to proceed through feel alone. She reached out and gripped the thick manly base of her lover's cock with a sort of reverence, moving her face forward to nuzzle at its tip with her soft lips. She was immediately assaulted with the scent and taste of her own pussy as she began to kiss and lick his slick, throbbing head, taking her time. Zane had given her a deep, satisfying orgasm mere seconds before Dan had walked in the door, and Zane's cock was still dripping with her excited juices.
"Well, you heard the lady, Dan. Let's talk a little about failure," said Zane in his trademark cocky drawl. "Your failure... Claire Bear's failure... Overall, just the way you lost the bet."
The mention of her sent a thrill of humiliated lust through Claire, centering and pulsing between her legs. It reminded her that, even if the focus of this evening was to turn Dan into a cuckold, she wouldn't be getting out unscathed either. Because part of Dan's humiliation would hinge on the fact that his loyal wife had been turned into an utter slut for another man's cock.
The thought made Claire's cheeks burn as she slid her lips over Zane's thick, throbbing cockhead, smearing them with her own lubrication and his precum as she took him into her hot, wet mouth. She was a slut now. Just as Zane had said. She had been bent to his will, and now craved to serve his cock. The idea made the smoldering heat inside her leap higher, and she swirled her tongue slowly and tenderly around every curve of his bulbous tip as she relished the embarrassing, kinky thought.
His. His slut. His willing, shameless whore. And he wanted to take her even deeper. He had invited her to quit her job and become his kept woman, a bimbo pornstar rather than a successful career woman.
God, it would be like living in this awful, heated moment forever. The idea was as revolting as it was sexy.
"So obviously I hired your wife as soon as we got done with that last lunch as friends," said Zane lightly. Claire couldn't see or hear Dan's reaction through the sheet, but she imagined that he must be hanging on every word of the story of his defeat.
"And, I mean, by that point it was already over, man," said Zane with a deep chuckle. "I knew the second that you didn't convince her not to accept the contract that this would be a piece of cake."
Claire sank her head further down Zane's shaft, filling her mouth with his hot, throbbing thickness, thinking back to that time... when she was so sure that Zane was some cocky idiot that she could easily handle. She had been so fucking stupid... but so had Dan. Dan knew what his former friend intended, yet hadn't lifted a finger.
"She hated me at first, Danny Boy. You know that, of course. But it turned out that your wife was just a cock hungry slut underneath that bitchy outer layer... all that it took was a real man to show her who she really was on the inside."
He left a moment of silence, and Claire understood her role here perfectly. She bobbed her head, making loud, wet sounds of enjoyment with her tongue and lips as she stuffed her mouth with Zane's cock. She put on a show for her husband, who she was positive was watching and listening with his little dick dripping precum... if he wasn't jerking off already. And all the while, her insides squirmed with embarrassment. She had just posted a video of herself getting fucked to the entire world, but now she was going to have a private audience of one man she knew better than anyone else. And that could be more humiliating than anything she had done before, she was now realizing.
She did her best to focus completely on the feeling of cock filling her mouth, trying her best to please the dominant man beneath her... but that was a task easier said than done when Zane was just getting started with his taunting speech.
"All it took was a couple little taunts. A couple little hints at how a real man could treat her. Women can't help it when they sense a real man, Danny Boy. She wanted me subconsciously long before she could admit it to herself." Zane's voice was casual and cruel, laying out his victory as if it were utterly easy. Child's play. That wasn't the way that Claire remembered it at all. She had fought tooth and nail, and nearly resisted successfully at several points! Had it really been a piece of cake for a seducer like Zane? The thought was deeply embarrassing... but only made her pussy pulse with moist heat as she teased the tip of Zane's cock with the back of her tight throat.
"You tricked her," said Dan, speaking up for the first time since Claire had ducked beneath the sheet. "Manipulated her."
"True, but that just lit the spark," said Zane confidently. "There's only so far that trickery can get you. You can't use manipulation alone to get someone this far..."
Without further warning, Zane whipped the sheet off of his lap, and Claire was fully exposed to her husband, with the base of Zane's thick cock stretching her lips open while its tip pressed against the back of her throat. She froze, her eyes flicking upward to see her husband. This was what they had planned: what the weekend was all about, but it was still a heartpounding moment to be eye to eye with the man she once loved with another man's cock in her mouth.
Dan sat with a look of absolute stupefication on his face, his eyes wide as he drank in the sight of his wife's disgrace, and, by extension, his own. Just as Claire had thought, his cock was stiff and throbbing, jutting up from between his legs as he sat in a defeated posture on his cuck chair. The contrast in her mind was immediate and stark. Dan had never looked less impressive to her. His cock had never looked more inadequate. Seeing him like this while Zane sat in confident command only reinforced her choice... and made her body burn with eager lust.
Claire began to move again, bobbing her head and teasing the back of her throat, warming herself up to take Zane's cock even deeper. It felt good to accept his thick, powerful cock into her submissive mouth while her loser husband looked on... like the natural order of things was being enforced.
"Come on... I'll keep telling you all about how I seduced your slutty wife, but I think it's only fair that you start jerking off," said Zane with a chuckle. "After all, we're in a competition at this point... aren't we, Danny Boy?"
"This... I mean..." spluttered Dan, sounding like the pathetic cuck that he was. Even with her head bouncing up and down, lips gripping Zane's shaft in a vacuum seal, Claire could see that Dan was staring, transfixed by her blowjob, his cock leaking precum as he watched his wife pleasure a bigger, better man. "I don't want to jerk off to her..." he was breathing deeply now, his eyes wide, almost having a panic attack despite his arousal.
Claire could sense that he needed a firm hand to get things back on track, and although Zane opened his mouth to argue with Dan, his intervention might only make things worse. So she rose from Zane's cock, jerking its slick, throbbing length rapidly with her hand as she stared her husband in the eyes and said, "Zane is in charge right now, Dan. I want you to jerk that fucking cock. That's the only reason we're letting you watch in the first place."
Dan looked stunned for a moment, staring into his wife's eyes as her fist pumped up and down his rival's cock... and Claire saw his resistance crumble. He always had been a pushover when it came to his wife. With his face flaming red from embarrassment and a look of horny misery twisting his expression, Dan's hand fell to his lap and wrapped around his eager little cock, soon pumping up and down like the good little cuck he was.
"Thanks, Claire Bear, but I can take this from here," said Zane pleasantly. "There's a much better use for that sharp little tongue right now anyway." Before Claire realized what was happening, Zane's hand gripped the back of her head and pressed her back down. She dutifully opened her lips and accepted his cock inside, but couldn't help but feel a sting of humiliation as she realized that she had been put in her place just as much as her pussy of a husband. She and Zane were lording Dan's loss over him tonight... but that didn't make them equals. Zane was in charge here, and her role was as his submissive sex pet.
Zane's hand remained on her head, as hard and unyielding as iron as he pushed her mouth up and down his cock, using her like a sex toy in front of her husband. Claire felt her body flare with dark lust at Zane's dominant control. She belonged to him now. Her mouth was his to use. The thought was as erotic as it was shameful. She concentrated on opening her throat up for him, taking him deeper and deeper with each bob of her head until finally...
Zane's hand pressed down with cruel force, burying his cock completely in Claire's throat, her lips drooling around the base of his cock. God... she felt utterly overwhelmed and dominated by his masculine power. Forced into the embarrassing role of eager cocksucking slut by his iron will. Her throat spasmed around his thick, throbbing dick, just another tool to pleasure him. Silenced and conquered in front of her weak-willed loser of a husband.
"I mean... the rest of the story is obvious, isn't it?" said Zane in a light, mocking tone, so casual you would never know he was balls-deep in a slutty throat just by listening to him. "Once I had gotten into your wife's head, she got more and more desperate for my cock. It was actually kind of funny... for a while, she couldn't accept her true feelings. She was subconsciously doing anything she could to earn the cock she craved, all while insisting to herself that she hated my guts and wanted nothing to do with me."
It was getting a little hard to breathe now, impaled fully on Zane's thick cock. Claire tapped him gently on the thigh to let him know to ease up... But Zane didn't move for a few more seconds, holding her in place with his dominant hand, making sure that she understood the truth... he was in control right now, not her. Finally, he eased the strength of his hand, allowing Claire to back up a little and take some easier breaths through her nose while smoothly bobbing her head up and down his shaft. Her pussy was buzzing with a needy, hollow feeling between her thighs now. She needed to feel her lover's dominance in another way... and soon.
"You're lying," protested Dan in a weak voice, his hand squeezing and ripping his pathetic little cock as Zane enjoyed his wife's throat. "Claire... she would never do that! She hates... well... she hated when guys tried to hit on her. You must have forced her... or tricked her somehow."
Zane barked a laugh. "Are you serious? You never used to jerk off to being a cuck either, and yet here you are, jerking off to your own pathetic failure. No, Danny Boy, I didn't have to force anything. All I had to do was show who you two really are."
His hand pressed downward again, and now his powerful cock was plunging deeply in and out of Claire's mouth, drawing wet choking *gluck* noises from her throat with every thrust as he fucked her face. "Your wife has always been a submissive little bimbo on the inside. You've always been a weak, wimpy cuck. All it took to show you both your rightful place was a real man who knew what he was doing. That was how weak your outer facade was."
Claire's body and mind burned with humiliated lust. Zane had never been quite this brazen with her about what he really thought of her. And, true, some of this was probably just dirty talk to rub Dan's nose in his failure... but she could hear the rumble of smug triumphant lust in Zane's voice when he talked about turning her into a submissive slut, and it was sort of hard to argue that he was wrong.
Finally, Zane released his grip from her head completely, and Claire rose, face red with effort and shame, mouth dripping with drool from her slutty service. She looked up, gasping, to see her husband gripped by cuckold lust, his fist pumping wildly up and down his cock, his face locked into a pathetic blend of embarrassment and lust... a feeling that mirrored the powerful feelings coursing through Claire.
"Stop," commanded Zane sharply, snapping his fingers at Dan with an insulting air of command. "I know you're enthusiastic about losing this bet, Danny Boy, but it's not time for you to cum quite yet."
He looked down at Claire, and she realized she had never seen Zane enjoying himself quite as much as he was right now. "After all," chuckled Zane, "We haven't even gotten to the main event yet!"
...
Dan felt like Zane's words were connected directly to a switch in his brain at this point. His hand dropped away from his cock immediately, not even attempting to resist Zane's confident commands. He was past the point of resistance or defiance, or even self-respect. Zane was calling the shots now, and Dan was surfing a turbulent wave of submissive pleasure, giving in completely to feelings he had been resisting for months.
It was horrifying and soul-witheringly embarrassing, but at the same time liberating. Dan didn't think he had ever been as turned on as he was right now, no matter how much Zane's barbed words were piercing him. His cock throbbed with almost painful stiffness, and he wanted nothing more than to grip it again, pumping and pumping until he could finally cum and scratch the deep sexual itch that the filthy sight in front of him had caused.
Claire stared at him, her mouth open and dripping from deepthroating a cock twice as big as her husband's. And if he had harbored any secret hopes of winning her back, they died as he stared into her eyes and saw them dimmed and cloudy with animal lust. She was lost to him now, no matter what he did. She belonged to Zane and his monstrous cock, body, and soul.
And Zane had no issue showing his new sex toy who was boss. His flabby arms scooped Claire up and manhandled her into position, pushing her forward on the bed with her head facing Dan and her incredible ass facing backward toward him. "Now I think it's time for you to see what really converted your wife into a desperate slut," said Zane smugly. One hand reached down to push Claire's shoulders downward, while another lifted her hips upward, arching her back.
Dan was face-to-face with his wife now, finally with all the lies stripped away, along with their clothes and inhibitions. Her eyes were burning, filled with raw humiliation and lust and hurt. Even with the distance that separated them now emotionally, Claire reached out her hand. Dan took it in his without thinking. It was a blistering moment of connection, eyes locked as Zane moved his flabby bulk into position behind her.


"You deserve this," said Claire in a husky voice, choked with lust and emotion. There was no teasing smirk on her face now. No hint that any of this was a show. She looked dead serious, her eyes staring into Dan's soul as her fingers threaded through his.
Maybe it would have been better to stay silent. Claire had been turned against him fully. There was nothing that she could say that would help Dan or make him feel better about his humiliating sexual torture. But he still had to ask. He had to know, no matter how painful it might be.
"Why?" he asked desperately, his voice cracking with the emotional strain.
Zane chuckled darkly, on his knees behind the woman that Dan still couldn't help loving, breaking into the fevered moment of bonding. "Isn't that the million-dollar question?" he said in a voice rich with dark amusement. Dan looked up into his eyes and saw an odd parallel with Claire. Zane looked like he was enjoying this immensely, but Dan noticed the glint of betrayal there as well. Which made no sense. He had never done anything to Zane that deserved a response like this. "Here's an idea... why don't you spell it out for your poor hubby, Claire Bear. Tell him why he's the kind of guy who has to jerk off while I get to fuck you." Zane winked at Dan, then slapped Claire's perfect, thick ass cheek with a stinging spank, making her close her eyes and groan, biting her lip with her face flushing red.
Dan had never seen Claire like this before... outside of that filthy porn video, of course. Seeing her stuff her mouth with Zane's cock, looking uncharacteristically embarrassed and submissive, yet desperate and sexually ravenous, had nearly made Dan lose the bet right then and there. The sight was as disturbing as it was erotic. Claire had always been the driving force in their relationship. The strong one. The one, as the cliche so vividly put it, who "wore the pants". To see her undone and degraded sexually felt impossible. It lent a powerful testament to the idea that Zane was a dominant force of nature, somehow even stronger than a sharp, forceful woman like Claire.
If Claire had been forced to submit, what chance could someone like Dan have?
Claire gasped and shuddered as Zane moved behind her, teasing her slick folds with the bulging head of his cock. She looked exactly like the desperate slut that Zane had boasted about... but when her eyes opened, Dan could still see the same intelligence and force of will there that she had always had... just clouded by her new submissive lust.
"I'll tell you," she purred, her voice hitching a little as Zane continued to tease her overheated pussy from behind. "I'll tell you why Zane gets to fuck me, and you don't anymore..." She was panting with lust now, but Dan could still read the contempt in her eyes breaking through. " But not because you deserve it. But because he told me to. And he's in charge."
She was interrupted as Zane pushed forward, her eyes squeezed closed again, and a low, vibrating moan poured from between her parted lips. Her fingers squeezed viciously tight on Dan's hand in the depths of her pleasure, and he was fascinated by the deep, unleashed passion he saw rolling off of her in waves. The truth was undeniable. Zane had been able to bring her this much pleasure just by easing the head of his massive cock into her tight, wet pussy. Dan had never been able to excite her like this. He never would be able to. It was beyond him. And now she was beyond him too.
But even as Dan began to understand the truth on a deeper level, Claire began to spell it out for him explicitly. She dropped his hand so hers could return to the bed, giving her better leverage to push back against the thick, manly cock she preferred.
"You deserve it because... mmmmff... because you're weak," moaned Claire, writhing her hips backward into Zane's penetrating cock with needy little liquid movements. "You always did exactly what I said, exactly how I said it. 'Yes, dear!', 'Right away, dearest!'" She let out a breathy laugh that turned into another moan as Zane finally buried himself to the hilt in her married cunt, claiming her fully in front of her wide-eyed, heartbroken, horny husband. "Wh-why a fucking joooke!" She moaned.
"But... but I just did what you wanted! What was I supposed to do?" Said Dan miserably, watching as Zane began to move, thrusting into his wife's perfect, curvy body from behind, once again reaching down to slap her thick, jiggling ass with possessive disrespect.
"You were supposed to be a fucking man," growled Claire, her fists twisting the sheets as she arched her back like a cat in heat, pressing her hot cunt backward into her new lover's powerful thrusts. 'You were supposed to make me treat you as an equal... if not a superior. She locked eyes with him again as little whines of pleasure escaped her plump lips. Her whole body shook and strained with the force of Zane's cock, accepting his punishing thrusts with every sign of rapturous pleasure. "I want to see that hand on your cock, Dan," insisted Claire in a voice melting with pleasure. "I'm stroking his cock with my tight pussy, and that means you need to be stroking yours with a tight fist like the pathetic cuck that you are."
Dan swallowed a lump of shame in his throat, but he obeyed. Like he had always obeyed his wife. He wrapped his fist tightly around his throbbing cock and began jerking off once again, his hand unconsciously matching the rhythm of the sex he watched with painful erotic jealousy. Zane's pumping hips gained speed, slapping loudly against Claire's plump ass as they met again and again, rutting energetically. A primal dance of dominance and submission.
"This is real sex," whispered Claire in a low, husky voice, echoing the dark thoughts rising up inside Dan. "This is what it looks like when a man takes a woman like he should. I want you to watch me cum, loser. I never came on your pathetic cock. I never even pretended. But he makes me cum. He makes me scream his name. Watch. And jerk that pathetic little prick while you do."
And then Claire lost the power of speech, her words spiralling down into a low groan of satisfaction. Zane had been perfectly happy to let the happy couple have their moment, but he knew his cue when he heard it. His fat fingers dug greedily into Claire's wide hips as his pace increased, thrusting forward with feverish speed. His hand rang down again and again, leaving red handprints on the perfect ass that Dan used to lovingly caress. Zane's casual disrespect spoke of ownership, and Claire did nothing to correct him, arching her back and eagerly accepting the powerful thrusts of his cock, moaning and whimpering and submitting to the man she had once hated.
Dan could see it coming. Practically feel it, in fact. Claire's heavy tits swayed beneath her as her juicy ass eagerly squirmed back against Zane's cock, tipped with diamond-hard nipples. Her breath hitched as her moans grew increasingly loud and desperate. Her thick thighs began to shake with the depths of her pleasure. Claire was rocketing toward a powerful orgasm... nothing like the weak little spasms his mouth used to inspire.
Dan pumped his fist up and down his cock as he watched Claire come undone, screaming her pleasure into the hot, humid air of the honeymoon suite as Zane's cock thoroughly fucked her to orgasm.
"Yessss! Fuck yes, Z!" she moaned, her words punctuated with sharp cries of ecstasy. Her thighs quaked and her back arched, her hands turning to grasping claws on the silky sheets as she lost control completely. Zane never stopped, hammering forward again and again. Claire's cunt clenched tight around his invading cock, making him feel like a king while her husband watched, alone and unwanted.
Dan couldn't help it. The woman he had only ever known as a confident, in-control badass was being dominantly fucked into the actress and losing her mind with pleasure, desperately humping backward into the thick cock fucking her. And finally, he was seeing all the filthy glory of Zane dominating a woman without the shrouding black bars of the beta edition. He lost control, spurting a hot, shameful load of cum downward onto the floor.
For a few seconds, the dominant, triumphant couple on the bed didn't notice Dan's failure. Claire was too busy moaning in passionate orgasm, and Zane was focused on fucking the shit out of her. But then, Claire began to calm. Her eyes opened and she glanced over toward her husband, a sickening grin lighting up her face. "Well, well, well... look at that, Z," she said in a voice husky with post-orgasmic glow. "It seems like Dan isn't capable of winning a bet."
Zane roared with laughter. He gave Claire one last loud spank and withdrew from her plundered pussy. Dan was ashamed to see that Zane's thick, powerful cock was still fully erect, dripping with the slick evidence of his wife's submissive arousal. "You would think that your own fist would be a lot easier to resist than a world-class pussy like this," said Zane crudely, scooting over to the edge of the bed to sit and plant his feet on the floor, spreading his chubby legs. "But I suppose you can't underestimate how hot it is for a cuck to watch a real cock please a woman for once.
"Come here, Claire Bear," he said commandingly, reaching over to take a careful but deeply insulting grip of a handful of her hair and pulling her toward him. "I want you on your knees serving me. It's going to be my turn to cum in a second here, and I want to be good and warmed up."
A part of Dan still expected his wife to get mad and fight back. The idea that Claire would just let a pig like Zane grab her by the hair and manhandle her into a blowjob was ludicrous. But he should have known better by this point. Claire just let out a pathetic "Yes, Z," and slipped off the bed to her knees, once again taking Zane's thick cock into her mouth, licking and slurping off her own juices in a slutty display of complete submission.
"I don't think there will be any more action to film from the two pump chump for a little bit," said Zane with a smirk, winking toward Leah, who still held the camera, capturing Claire's devoted oral service. "Give the cuck the camera for a few minutes and come down here to help out. Two is better than one when it comes to blowjobs, I've always found."
Leah didn't hesitate; she strode over and pushed the hand-held camera toward Dan, a pitying smirk on her face. "Do your best, Danny Boy," she said with a mocking wink, "Who knows how many times you'll be watching this footage later. You'll want to be sure that you capture all the details perfectly. A moment later, the camera was in Dan's hands, and she was stepping back, reaching behind her to loosen the zipper on her dress.
Without a second's more thought, Dan raised the camera and filmed as Leah disrobed, removing first the dress, then her bra and panties to display her lush, curvy arousal. Her nipples stood stiff on her breasts and her arousal traced shining trails down her thighs. She posed briefly for the cameras before dropping to her knees and crawling forward to take her place with Claire between Zane's spread thighs.
Soon, both gorgeous, naked women were working in tandem, using their tongue, lips, and mouth to worship every inch of Zane's cock and balls. Dan watched in fascination as Claire tenderly suckled on the swollen tip of her new man's cock and Leah bathed in heavy balls in hot saliva with her dextrous pink tongue. This close after his orgasm, the sight was more disturbing than erotic, but still he couldn't look away, and after a while, he began to heat up again as he watched.
"Come closer," commanded Zane, beckoning Dan forward with a triumphant smirk lighting up his face. "You just have to get a close-up shot of this from above. That angle can't do it justice."
Dan stood on wobbly legs, his cock already semi-stiff again from the erotic humiliation of the moment despite his recent ejaculation. He held the camera steady in front of him and looked down into the viewfinder as he moved forward. Zane patted the space next to him on the bed, and Dan took the seat reluctantly, pointing the camera down to see the debauchery almost from Zane's point of view.
Fuck... Dan had to admit that the man wasn't wrong. Staring down from above at the two women loyally serving at their master's feet was erotic enough to bring him back to full stiffness. Now both women were kissing and licking the tip of Zane's cock at the same time, their tongues and lips writhing in a soft, slippery mess of spit and precum as their eyes stared upward with hazy lust toward the man they were eagerly submitting to. Dan could almost imagine how it might feel to be in Zane's position... almost. But it was tainted by the fact that he would never be able to inspire this same submission in women like Zane could. His sidelined position holding the camera and filming another man's blowjob made that starkly, abundantly clear.
"Awww, the poor little guy looks left out," said Zane with a nasty chuckle, reaching up to give Dan a stinging slap on the back. "Claire Bear, why don't you give your poor hubby a pity handy while you suck me off?"
It sounded humiliating, but at this point, Dan would accept any sort of outward physical affection he could get. But he should have known better. Claire rolled her eyes with her mouth still stuffed with Zane's cock, then released it with a wet pop and said in a pouting voice, "Don't wanna."
Zane let out another hearty laugh. "Well damn! Sorry, Danny Boy, but it sounds like the woman has spoken! Hey, why don't you have a heart, Claire Bear? At least give your poor rejected hubby a little lube so he can stroke again!"
Claire giggled and reared back. Before Dan even knew what was happening, she had spit a thick mouthful of slick saliva and Zane's precum onto Dan's cock, splattering him with the fruits of her slutty cheating blowjob.
"That's not very nice," said Leah softly, rising from where she had been sucking hungrily on Zane's balls. "Here, Dan. Why don't I take care of you?"
Dan, still in shock from his wife spitting on his cock, shook his head, feebly saying, "N-no, Leah, that's alright. I don't think that..."
But it was too late. Leah completely ignored his protests and reached over, wrapping her slim finger around his cock and beginning to stroke slowly and firmly up and down its throbbing length, drawing a strangled grunt of pleasure from Dan's throat. He was still overly sensitive from cumming recently, and, even worse, the thick warm goo of his wife's thick saliva was a disturbingly effective lubricant, letting Leah's fist glide up and down with almost no resistance.
Before Dan could make any further protest, Zane focused back on the girls. "Press those fat tits together," he ordered Claire sharply. I want to claim every single inch of you in front of your cuck husband. Claire hurried to obey, rising further on her knees and using her hands to hold her tits tight, she dribbled more of her spit down into her naked cleavage, creating a slick channel of flesh for Zane's cock... one he was quick to take advantage of, sliding his cock up between her tits and enjoying yet another sex act that Claire had never even dreamed of performing for her husband.
Leah slipped up to sit at Dan's side, stroking his cock with teasing slowness, the squishing noises of her hand blending with the sound of Zane's cock thrusting upward through Claire's sloppy tits.
"It feels good, doesn't it?" whispered Leah in his ear, her voice soft and teasing, sending a shiver up Dan's spine and a tingle through his cock. "It feels... right?"
"N-no," insisted Dan, "It's f-fucking humiliating." He was unable to tear his eyes away as Claire pressed her big tits together, taking the opportunity to squeeze her stiff nipples between her fingers as Zane's cock thrust upward through them again and again. The purple helmet of his popped upward with every stroke, far enough that Claire could lean down to tease it with her tongue.
"But the humiliation is the best part, isn't it?" purred Leah, her hand picking up speed on Dan's cock. "Knowing that this is where you belong... watching while a better man takes everything from you. It's kind of freeing when you think about it. You no longer need to pretend that you're a big, strong manly man. You don't need to struggle with things that you can't do, like making girls cum. All you need to do is sit by and watch your superiors work."
Dan wasn't sure he could accept that... but for now, he gave way to the pleasure. It did feel good to watch the woman who had lorded over him for years submit to Zane's massive cock. In some ways, at least. And receiving a handjob from a woman he still had lingering feelings for was hot as well. Fighting back had gotten him nothing but pain so far. He decided to lean into the humiliation and degradation. At least that way, he could experience a weak echo of the passion on display in front of him.
He zoomed the camera in on his wife's breasts, keeping Zane's cock tightly in focus as it pumped up and out from between them, leaking slick precum all over the soft, heavy globes. Claire had never given him a tit job... she would have laughed in his face if he had suggested it. And he knew why. His cock would have been lost between her breasts, smothered by their warm, soft heat, not big enough to push through. Zane had no such problem. Big and strong enough to command Claire's obedience in a way that Dan never could.
"I think it's almost time to show your husband the other thing that he never got," said Zane, his voice crackling with rough erotic electricity. "But I feel bad for leaving the little guy out entirely. Why don't we let him warm you up for the main event?"
Claire stared at him in confusion for a few more moments, then an evil grin crossed her face. She released her tits, revealing the shiny sticky mess that Zane's precum and her saliva had made of them... the same slick mixture currently lubing Dan's cock in Leah's nimble fingers.
"You're a genius, Z," she purred, getting to her hands and knees and swirling her tongue briefly around the head of his cock. "I didn't think I wanted him to ever touch me again, but I think that's actually the perfect task for a cuck like him."
Dan frowned, a spike of apprehension piercing his heart as Zane and Claire shared an evil laugh. "What? I... What task...?" He said vaguely, his cock throbbing with lust at their disrespectful laugh despite his confusion. Leah wiped her hand across Dan's thigh, leaving behind a smear of spit and precum, then gently took the camera from his hand once again. "On your knees behind your wife, Dan," she whispered in his ear. "Trust me... It's all going to be clear in a second."
Dan wasn't sure he was going to like what was coming, even in the context of erotic humiliation, but he was beyond all hesitation and resistance at this point. He sank to his knees behind his wife as Leah pointed the camera toward him. Claire didn't turn around. She was too focused now, busily and hungrily slurping on Zane's dick once again, taking him deep into her throat with loud, wet sounds of approval.
As he got into position, Claire reached behind her, going hands-free as she continued to enthusiastically bob up and down the thick cock stretching her lips. For a moment, Dan thought she was simply planning to lock her hands behind her back to demonstrate deeper submission. But instead, one hand gripped each of her plump ass cheeks and pulled them apart, exposing her tight pink asshole to Dan's wide, horrified eyes.
"Come on, cuck," grunted Zane, reaching down to grip the back of Claire's head in a dominant grip, 'Your wife was kind enough to lube you up before. Don't you think it's fair to return the favor?"
Dan's heart hammered in his chest, and his cock pulsed with dark, hot lust between his kneeling thighs. He had seen the video now where Zane fucked his wife in the ass... but it still hadn't fully registered. Zane had claimed a hole that Dan never had. And now Zane wanted Dan to warm up his wife for another anal fuck. Using his tongue.


The idea was almost too obscene to be believed, and Dan weakly shook his head, trying his best to summon some sort of denial. But even as he did so, he felt drawn forward. It was an act of such humiliating service that somehow he couldn't resist. It was the perfect symbol of his utter defeat... to prepare a hole that he had never enjoyed for another man. To his shame, his mouth started to water as he nestled his face between his wife's thick cheeks.
The view of the camera seemed hot and oppressive as Leah loomed over him, filming his humiliating obedience. Dan was nearly cross-eyed, staring down at the tight, puckered hole just inches from his face. He had eaten Clalire's pussy dozens of times, but if he was being honest, he couldn't remember looking at her asshole in detail even once. It was as perfect as the rest of her, tight and pink and twitching slightly from his hot breath fanning over it.
Feeling a squirming sensation of shameful arousal rising deep in his belly, Dan closed his eyes and pressed forward, tongue extended.
It wasn't as bad as he thought it would be. There was no dramatic, foul taste, just the sensation of hot, puckered flesh. He curiously traced a circle around Claire's asshole, painfully aware that his every move was being filmed as he pressed himself up between her luscious cheeks... and, thanks to the bet he just lost, this video would apparently be posted for the whole website to see.
Claire groaned around the thick shaft, stuffing her mouth, then released Zane's cock long enough to hiss, "That's right, you little cuck. That tongue is the only thing you have ever been skilled with. It's just barely useful as an opening act for a real man." She reached back and seized a handful of his hair in an iron grip, mashing Dan's face even deeper. "Get in there with that tongue. Loosen me up for Z's fat cock."
Dan's tongue squirmed deeper as his breathing was cut off. He had never felt more humiliated in his entire life, but his cock ached with painful stiffness as it hung beneath him. Despite everything, he was perversely grateful for this moment of connection with Claire. Once she had been his partner. His companion. Now she was a distant, sneering, untouchable sex goddess, and even the chance to kiss her ass seemed like more than Dan deserved. That was how far he had fallen. As he worked, Claire continued to concentrate solely on Zane, looking up at him with heated devotion as she slurped and sucked at his cock, focusing purely on his pleasure and paying no attention at all to her former love, licking her asshole directly behind her.
Finally, Claire pushed him back and away, looking up from Zane's cock and gasping. "Please, Z. His tongue isn't enough for me anymore. I want you inside me. I want you to cum in my ass, and show this pathetic cuck what he lost."
Zane rumbled a deep, amused laugh. 'Your wish is my command, Claire Bear. Get up here, and let's give your hubby a show that he'll never forget."
Claire scrambled up, positioning herself in a reverse cowgirl position on Zane's lap, His slick tower of throbbing flesh sliding upward between her fat cheeks, pressing up against the hole that Dan had just prepared.
Dan began to get up, but Claire clicked her tongue. "Stay on your knees, cuck," she said in an icy, dismissive tone. "I think it's fitting. You can look up and see another man conquer your wife in a way that you never could. That you don't deserve to."
"Jerk off again while you do!" added Zane from behind her with a little snicker. "Let's see if we can't squeeze two shame-gasms from you before I cum for the first time."
Dan didn't say anything in his defence. They were treating him with utter disrespect, but at this point, he couldn't even pretend he deserved respect. He had thrown that away when he had refused Leah's final offer of mercy and chose to enter the door, if not before that. Now his only choice was to draw whatever twisted pleasure he could from his front row seat as a beautiful woman who was lost to him forever got fucked in the ass.
Zane wasted no time, reaching beneath Claire to grip his thick cock and line himself up to Claire's tight, puckered entrance, which was still shiny with her husband's saliva. Dan waited, watching with a mix of dread and arousal that by now was more familiar than love. He had watched Claire lose her anal virginity on camera in the obscene video uploaded to the website... but that had been censored. He began stroking his sore cock as he prepared to see it happen up close, in all its glory.
From below, Dan had the perfect angle to see Zane's bulbous cockhead press tight against his wife's asshole, harder and harder. Her sphincter resisted for a moment, his fleshy head deforming from the pressure. Then it gave way, sucking the mushroom tip inside almost hungrily, sealing with a vacuum-tight grip around the bottom of the flared head. Claire let out a shaky, explosive breath, her thighs trembling from the combination of pleasure and pain. "Fuck! It's so fucking big,Z!" She whined. "Even that loser's tongue couldn't loosen me up enough for you."
"I'll go slow," murmured Zane, kissing Claire's neck. She turned to press her lips against his, and Dan was heartbroken to see the spark between them. There was something deeper there than just a kinky submissive and dominant relationship. There was genuine passion and heat... more than Dan could remember having the last time he made love to his wife. He stroked his cock wildly at the sight as his wife slowly eased down her new lover's shaft, impaling her perfect ass inch by inch on Zane's cock. And the whole time, the two made out. Slowly, tenderly, and with no focus at all given to the pathetic cuck jerking off on his knees beneath them.
Finally, Claire had reached the base; her tight asshole was sealed around the root of Zane's cock. Her breaths were hitching deeply, bouncing her tits lightly with each shaky inhale. Her thighs were spread, displaying her flushed pussy, leaking trails of hot,slick pleasure downward.
Then Claire began to bounce, breaking the passionate kiss with Zane as her hips humped and writhed downward onto his cock, piercing into her hot, welcoming depths again and again. She stared down at her husband again, and Dan felt both emotionally destroyed and unspeakably turned on as he recognized both the spark of pleasure and the glare of disdain in her beautiful green eyes.
She was a vision of sexual debauchery, her skin glowing with a light sheen of sweat, her beautiful breasts bouncing with each movement of her wide, womanly hips. Her tight pink hole stretched greedily around the dick, plunging upward with every thrust, and her pussy continued to glisten and leak with her obvious pleasure.
Now Claire was focusing on Dan, staring down at him with a piercing gaze... but her attention was even more than being ignored. Dan had never felt more worthless in his life than now, kneeling and pleasuring himself as he watched himself lose his wife forever.
"Need more lube, loser?" Asked Claire in a moaning voice. She spat downward, this time catching Dan full in the face. She let out a breathless, gasping laugh tinged with pleasure. "Oops! I missed."
Just to make sure her husband didn't misunderstand her cruelty as an actual mistake, she extended a middle finger, flipping him off as she began to hump Zane's cock harder and harder. The transformation was breathtaking. There was nothing in her eyes and face that betrayed the slightest bit of guilt anymore. She belonged to Zane now. Completely and utterly. Dan could see her winding up into another orgasm as she stared into his eyes. She was relishing his defeat just as much as he was, if not more. Once again, Dan was struck by her complete sexual abandon. When they had sex during their marriage, she had always seemed to enjoy herself, but she was also firmly in control of both of their actions and pleasure. Now all of her control was gone. She was a slave to the way Zane's cock could make her feel.
And so was Dan, now that he thought about it.
Claire's powerful thighs pumped her up and down. Her tits jumped and bounced with each upstroke, her dark, silky hair flying with the intensity of her movements. Her lips opened, and this time neither spit or acidic words came out, only sweet moans of pleasure. Zane's thick cock impaled her fat ass over and over as Dan watched, swiftly approaching an orgasm of his own.
'Cum for me," moaned Claire, her voice raspy from her prolonged pleasure. For a second, Dan thought she was begging him to cum... but her next words made it clear that she had once again forgotten about him in favor of her new lover. "I want that thick cum deep in my ass, Z. Show this little cuck what you won... and what he lost."
Zane grunted beneath her, reached up to grip her wide hips and began to thrust upward into her ass. Dan began to stroke faster as well, unconsciously matching the rhythm of the man who had stolen everything from him, pleasuring himself as he watched Claire lose her composure completely. She bucked and writhed on Zane's lap as loud, whining moans burst out of her, red in the face and sweating from every pore from the intensity of her orgasm, her thighs shaking like leaves in a high wind.
Dan lost his bet for a second time, spraying a tiny load of watery sperm onto the floor of the honeymoon suite as Zane's heavy balls drew tight to the base of his cock, then visibly pulsed, delivering a potent payload of hot, thick sperm deep into Claire's battered colon.
All three stopped, panting for breath as Leah stood above them, filming with a sad little smirk on her face. Finally, Claire slid off of Zane's softening cock, collapsing onto the bed with a look of pure satisfaction on his face. She chuckled, running her fingers through the thick, white mess that was now oozing from her lightly gaping butthole. "Fuck, Z..." she purred, 'You really filled me up. I'm a mess! Maybe we should have the cuck..."
"Not yet," said Zane with a grin, aiming a swat at Claire's fat, upturned ass. "We still have a week of cruising to ramp things up. Why get too extreme on the first night?" He turned flat, unsympathetic eyes to Dan, still kneeling at the foot of the bed above a pathetic puddle of jizz. "In fact, I'm tired of looking at him right now. Be a good girl and dismiss your husband, Claire Bear. He needs to learn how the rest of this cruise is going to work."
"Good point. I'm tired of looking at him too," she propped herself up on her elbows and looked back over her shoulder at Dan, giving him a view of her plump, leaking ass and expression of disgust at the same time. "Listen, cuck. You don't have the privilege of cumming anymore while in Z and I's presence. You simply don't deserve to fire your cum all over the floor where a woman might accidentally touch it. If you want to fire off blasts of loser juice... Well, you can feel free to do whatever you want in your new cabin."
"That's right," said Zane with a guffaw, "That's for renting the biggest, best room on the vote for me, bud. I'll be taking over your spot in here, and you can have the sweaty little closet. Naturally, Leah and Claire will be staying with me here."
Dan slumped. Maybe he should have expected that... it was clear that his relationship with Claire was over. Why would he expect to stay in a room with her?
"I expect you to report back here as soon as we text you as well," said Claire with a broad, evil grin. "Zane and I have so many more fun things to do with you."
Dan's dull eyes fell to stare at his puddle of shame on the floor. In that moment, he didn't even feel worthy to look at the beautiful, cruel creature he had once loved. "Yes, dear," he heard himself mumble. There really wasn't anything else to say. After the humiliation he had submitted to tonight, defiance at this point would be laughable.
"Good, now fuck off," said Zane. "Show's over for tonight. My two ladies and I need a little private time without someone perving out on us."
Leah turned off the camera and set it down on the nightstand, then climbed onto the bed with Zane. And then... Zane, Claire, and Leah seemed to forget about Dan completely. They tangled into a warm, laughing pile of naked fun, leaving Dan feeling cold and drained on the floor.
And as much as Dan longed to stay and be included, to at least get some of the reflected affection from watching the three of them fuck, he knew he was no longer wanted. He got up and redressed, looking back over his shoulder one last time before leaving the honeymoon suite and closing the door behind him, heading for the tiny berth that he had been sentenced to for the remainder of the cruise.
...
The long hours of the night were torture for Dan. Now that the immediate sexual gratification of watching Claire and Zane's sex was gone, all that remained was self-loathing and impotent anger. He twisted and turned on the tiny, uncomfortable bed in the cheap room that Zane had banished him to, trying and failing to forget his troubles long enough to fall asleep.
After hours of sleeplessness, he found himself opening up his phone and, with stinging shame pouring through his body, navigating to Zane's website once again. There was simply nothing else left for him but the twisted sexual pleasure of watching his wife get fucked.
...
Claire lay beside Zane, lazily making out with him as she stroked his cock to full hardness. On his other side, Leah reached into his lap as well, fondling his balls while patiently waiting her turn to kiss him as well.
Claire had never fully warmed up to the blonde bitch, but she was fine with her being here now. It felt right for Zane to have two women at once. He deserved it, the conquering, powerful stud that he was.
Claire had never seen herself as a submissive sex kitten. For most of her life, her sex life had felt like kind of an afterthought, more annoying because men were obsessed with her treating her as a sex object than actually fun or fulfilling for her. Zane had opened her eyes to how kinky and enthralling and liberating submissive sex could be. Bowing to his will and humiliating herself and Dan was so powerful that she didn't even miss the dignity and self-respect she was sacrificing for it.
Zane pulled away from the kiss with his usual smirk. Once, it had filled Claire with prickly, defensive anger. Now it just sent a surge of sexual heat through her body, tingling through her stiff nipples and throbbing with the sweet ache of her well-fucked pussy and ass. Zane was a cocky jerk, but experience had taught Claire that his confidence was well-earned, and seeing it thrilled her now.
"That was a lot of fun, Claire Bear," he said warmly. "I could see that you were really getting off on teasing the poor cuck."
Claire shrugged and giggled, increasing the speed of her handjob slightly and relishing the feel of Zane's stiff shaft against her palm. "I mean... when you're right, you're right Z. It does feel pretty good to submit to a real man while putting a wimp in his place." Claire had been a little uncertain about the cuckold aspect at first. It sounded a little creepy to let someone she wasn't attracted to anymore watch her have sex. She had only agreed to do it because she had been so angry at Dan.
But there had been something deeply twisted and obscene about betraying the weak little man she had once loved. Making him watch and pleasure himself while a bigger, better man roughly claimed her had filled her with a dirty heat she had never gotten anywhere else.
"Good," said Zane with a snicker. "Because we've got a whole week to turn the poor bastard into a mindless, drooling cuck."
Then, disappointingly, Zane turned toward Leah, kissing her deeply. Claire held back a huff of frustration. She didn't mind the curvy blonde being there to spice things up a little, but she didn't deserve to be the center of attention. Claire amused herself by playing with Zane's cock, heat building up inside her as she vividly remembered what his massive rod was able to do to her.
'So," Zane murmured to Leah, just in the range of hearing, "Are we in business? Do you think that you're already...?"
Leah snorted. "Don't be impatient, Z. When Bill and I tried the first time, it took months. Besides, you know I let him try first. You may already be too late."
Claire was so shocked that she couldn't help but speak up. "Excuse me... what?" She asked, leaning over to stare at Leah in open-mouthed surprise. "You're still going through with that idiotic pregnancy plan, even though..."
Even though Zane is more or less done with you, is what she had been about to say, but she caught herself. Leah had let Claire know in a private conversation lately that she planned to disentangle from Zane completely, but Claire wasn't certain how much Zane knew about that.
The answer was apparently "more than Claire thought", because Zane mildly chuckled at her shocked reaction and said, "You didn't think I would let her get away without the ultimate prize, did you? Of course not. Especially when her husband was so close to cracking. This is going to be my personal going-away present. A constant little reminder of the most important man in her life."
Claire didn't have anything much to say to that. She had envisioned this cruise as a torrid affair of her, Zane, and her humiliated cuckold husband. Leah was an unwanted fly in the ointment, especially with this breeding kink temptation pulling away Zane's attention. She stared down at Zane's stiff cock and heavy balls. She hated the idea of sharing Zane's attention with another woman. By any rights, every drop in those balls belonged to her.
Without a word, she lowered her head and sucked the swollen head of Zane's cock between her lips, slurping eagerly. Zane let out a little groan of satisfaction, his focus pulling away from Leah once again to focus completely on Claire.
Good. You're mine now, Zane. I expect you to act like it. All I need to do is be such a good slut for you that you don't need another woman.
But even as she had that jealous, heated thought, Claire saw Leah reposition herself as well, lowering her head and sweeping her long Braid over her shoulder with a challenging look in her eye as she began tonguing Zane's balls. Claire felt the jealousy brewing inside her ratchet another notch higher. Some women just didn't know when they were beaten... well, Zane would have no chance to knock up the stupid bitch if she kept his balls drained and his mind elsewhere... Claire didn't know what she would do if Zane focused on someone else above her. She had sacrificed so much of her dignity and pride to Zane; there simply had to be something to show for it. If she wasn't his obsession anymore, what was she? Just some pathetic hanger-on like Leah had become. No. No way. Claire had always been the best in everything she did, and this would be no exception. Zane might not even realize it, but from now on, he was a one-woman man.
Claire took Zane's cock deeper and deeper into her throat, until she was so close to the base she was getting in Leah's way. Leah made a noise of annoyance and pulled back, glaring Daggers down at Claire, who now had the full length of Zane's cock lodged deep in her throat.
Zane chuckled at the tense moment of competition. "Now now, ladies," she said with a chuckle. "Can't we all play nice? It's a lot more fun if the two of you work together to..." He was interrupted by a loud chirping alert noise from his phone on the nightstand, and, to Claire's annoyance, he impatiently tapped the top of her head to signal her to disengage.
Claire obeyed with bad grace, wiping the back of her mouth as Zane scooted to the edge of the bed and snatched his phone up, a distracted grin spreading across his face. "Yes!" he said in an undertone, his fat face lit up from beneath by the glow of the phone, "I knew there was a reason I keep Summer around."


Claire had to admit that, despite her annoyance, her interest was piqued. What did his editor and regular camera-woman have to do with anything? Before she could ask, it seemed that Leah was already a step ahead of her.
"Summer?" asked Leah, snuggling back against the headboard of the bed, "What do you have her working on?"
Zane turned to the two ladies with an evil grin of anticipation. "Well, Dannny Boy lost our little bet, didn't he? I thought it might be fun to... crowdsource his humiliation a little. This is the first time that a dude is going to be a star of my videos. Dan the pathetic cuck. Summer just finished the edit and is going to publish the video. And at the end, it's going to tell people to comment on how we should humiliate him next."
Shit... In just a few moments, the whole internet would be getting a second drop in the same night, this one showing Dan's complete humiliation. This had the potential to ruin his whole life. Even if he managed to move on from Claire, what woman would want to be with a man who had willingly participated in a video like that? What business would want to hire him? For a second, even after everything she had done, Claire felt a little bad for Dan.
But then another thought occurred to her. If their cruelty grew even more wild and unrestrained, it had the potential to draw all of Zane's attention and leave Leah's pathetic little ploy for Zane's attention in the dust. Suddenly, Dan's problems seemed unimportant. Claire had never been afraid to step on other people to reach her goals. If Dan didn't want public humiliation, maybe he should have tried a little harder to control himself and not lose that bet.
Claire crawled up behind Zane to the edge of the bed and slung her arms around his shoulders, pressing her naked breasts into his back and kissing him gently on the neck.
"Sounds like a lot of fun, Z," she said, shooting Leah a triumphant glance. "I hope all those dirty strokers give us some filthy ideas for humiliating the little cuck. I get the feeling this is going to be a fun cruise."
...
Just as ordered, Dan showed up at their door the next morning. He looked tired, miserable, and rumpled in the same clothes he was wearing last night.
Claire was lying back in the bed, wearing tiny jean-shorts and a crop top that Zane had selected for her to wear that day. Zane had been adamant that her wardrobe was under his control for the week, and had even brought along some of his own pieces for her in the luggage he had packed. Considering some of the things he had brought, this little outfit was tame, despite the fact that it showed off much more skin than Claire was normally comfortable with, and she had been told to wear it without a bra. The thought of people seeing her like this lit Claire up with nervous arousal... but it wasn't any worse than the skimpy bikini she had worn the other day. Or at least she kept telling herself that.
Dan stepped inside the door, gulping and glancing around, clearly in a near panic. "Zane," he said in an anxious hiss, "That video last night! It's... It shows fucking everything!"
Zane laughed and slapped Dan on the back. "Did you think I was bluffing, Danny Boy? You lost our second bet fair and square, I'm afraid, and that means you're going to be my first ever male freak in the sheets! Don't worry, I'll make sure that you get a cut of the proceeds... which look like they will be considerable. I mean, did you see the view numbers?"
"I did," muttered Dan, scrubbing a hand down his face. "That's what I'm fucking worried about! And the comments..."
"Your adoring fans," said Zane with a nasty chuckle. "I asked for a couple of ideas of how to treat you like the cuckold loser you've become... and boy did they deliver. We've got a whole lot of fun activities planned for you. It's gonna be a looooong cruise, buddy." He gestured over to Leah, who was seated in the bedside chair with the camera already rolling. She waved cheerfully to Dan.
"It... it can't go on, Zane," said Dan in a wavering voice at odds with the seriousness of his statement. "This isn't just some fetish shit anymore, man. This could really affect my life!"
Now Zane rolled her eyes, getting a little annoyed. "You didn't have a problem with it last night while getting your rocks off," he said acidly. "What is the post-nut clarity hitting hard this morning? Well, I'm afraid that we aren't going to let you get out of this so easily. You wanted to live out your sick little cuckold fantasy, and you came all over my room. You don't get to just back away and save face at this point."
Dan shook his head, but he already had a meek, frightened look spreading over his face. His fear over the impact that the released videos could have on him couldn't match his instinctual deference toward Zane as a stronger, more confident man. Last night had broken Dan on a fundamental level, and now, whether he was happy with it or not, he was just along for the ride.
Seeing that Dan's resolve was already wavering, Zane turned to Claire and snapped his finger, gesturing her impatiently forward. Calire didn't know exactly what he had in mind, but she had no more ability to resist him than Dan at this point. She bounced up off the bed and hurried over, her tits swaying and jostling distractingly beneath her tight cutoff shirt. The movement drew Dan's attention immediately, and made Claire's nipples stiffen at the thought of all the people who would see her tits free and exposed beneath the tight shirt today.
"Anyway, even if you did have to do what I say, there's one very good reason why you are going to be our cuckold bitch this week, Danny Boy," said Zane confidently. He turned to Claire and winked. "Pull your husband's pants down, Claire Bear."
Without thinking, Claire did as she was told, reaching out and swiftly tugging Dan's shorts and boxers down before he had a chance to react. Dan was shocked for a second before his hands could plunge down and cover his stiff little boner, but the damage had already been done. Zane's point had been proven.
"Look at that," said Claire, giggling a little at the look of sheer humiliation on Dan's face. "I guess that getting bullied in front of the whole internet is a little more exciting to you than you're willing to admit."
"That's... that's just because...!" spluttered Dan miserably, but they all knew that his excuses were meaningless. He could make any excuses that he wanted, but his cock didn't lie.
"Shut up, Danny," said Zane sharply. "You're going to do whatever we say. You're going to do it on camera..." His gaze flicked down to Dan's crotch with a sneer. "And clearly, you're going to enjoy every second. But, unfortunately for you, I don't think we can let you enjoy it quite this much. We said no cumming after all, and even if you aren't jerking off, I think we're at real risk of you having some "accidents" in your pants. Luckily,we have a solution, suggested to us by numerous comments on your debut video."
Claire recognized her cue. She hurried over to the bed, biting her lip to hold in a laugh, and picked up the small paper bag on the bedside table. Zane said that they were doing this because of a suggestion from the comments, but it was obviously something that he had thought of beforehand. Afterall, there would be nowhere to get the... device on a cruise ship.
She brought the bag over and handed it to Dan with a smirk. Now that she was letting go of all of her moral objections and really starting to enjoy the bullying, the look on his face as he opened the bag and stared inside was priceless.
He shook his head mutely and opened his mouth, but Claire cut him off in a commanding voice as she snuggled up to Zane's side. "Don't even say it, Dan. Why waste the energy when we all know that you're going to do it in the end anyway?"
Zane nodded. "Leah can help you with putting it on. When you're done... She can show you your new wardrobe too. Come meet us by the pool when you're ready to start our week."
Claire wouldn't mind sticking around to see Dan's embarrassment, but she knew better. She might be squarely above Dan in the hierarchy at this point, but she wasn't in a position to contradict Zane. He was the clear top dog in this fucked up foursome. She looked back a little wistfully as Dan stared dumbstruck down into the little paper bag in his hands, his cock still throbbing impotently between his legs.
Well... in the end it was fine. The week would have endless opportunities to tease Dan. And now that she had been introduced to the fetish, that was sounding more and more appealing to Claire.
...
Dan's heart pounded against his ribs, and his whole body trembled with adrenaline as he made his way toward the pool. As he passed, people did double-takes at what he was wearing, often with looks of disgust painting their faces.
He had done all his hyperventilating and refusing and panicking in the room a few minutes ago with Leah, but in the end, it all came down to the same thing. He didn't know how to say no to this fucked up situation anymore. He was in too deep. He felt like his will was no longer entirely his own... and, as much as he hated to admit it, a dark, destructive voice inside him wanted to see how far this would go.
The chastity device had been a complete shock to the system. Even after all of the cruelties and bullying that Claire and Zane put him through last night, he had never expected anything that extreme. That had taken a few minutes of coaxing and a pity handjob from Leah to even consider. But now he wore it, and the keys were around Leah's neck, presumably about to be delivered to Claire herself. He would be at her mercy even more than he already had been for the rest of the cruise.
The metal cage pinched tight around his cock and balls, causing him little jolts of discomfort with every step. And that didn't even touch the other humiliating things that Zane had picked for him to wear over his new cage. Leah held the camera in her hands, and Dan knew in his heart that she was going to be filming his upcoming public humiliation once he got to the pool.
But still, he couldn't stop. He had chosen this. And at this point, the entire situation felt like it was on rails that he couldn't escape.
...
The next video was posted the following morning and caused an excited buzz amongst the subscribers to Freaks in the Sheets. Z never posted this often, so the unusual treat caused a raucous festival-like uproar in the comment sections.
The video was titled "Pathetic Cuck Serves Wife and Lover at the Poolside and in the Bedroom!", and it delivered exactly what the title promised.
The video opened on a sunny poolside, the camera clearly held in someone's hands based on its shakiness. The view briefly scanned across the pool deck, showing that it was fairly crowded with bystanders, all of their faces blurred. Then it focused on Zane and his newest bitch, "Crystal".
(Already in the comments of the videos released the day before, some enterprising viewers had managed to reverse image search some of the still frames from Claire's wedding gown porn debut and connected her to her real identity. Many of the viewers in the know had already dropped the screen name.)
Claire laid back on the deck chair in dark sunglasses, her tiny shorts and cut off shirt displaying her luscious body much more than they covered it. Her tits in particular pressed tight against the thin fabric of the top, her stiff nipples poking up through the fabric even in the warm Caribbean sun. Zane was wearing just swim trunks, his big blobby belly splaying out as he lounged back next to Claire.
The view of the camera lingered on Claire's body for a long moment, before turning to the side, revealing Dan standing there. It would be hard to imagine a more pathetic sight. He wore a white t-shirt a size too small, with the words "My wife's boyfriend bought me this shirt!" across the front in bold black letters. But that wasn't nearly as bad as the spandex. They were bright pink, with the word "Cuck" printed across the ass in sparkly letters. Even worse, they were tight enough that the shape of his new cock cage was clearly visible through the material.
Dan looked up at the camera with a pained wince, but there was nowhere to go or hide. His shame had already been captured. "I-is there anything I can get you to drink, sweetheart?" he asked stiltedly. It was obvious that he had been coached through his first line, but as the camera turned toward Claire and Zane, they seemed perfectly natural and at ease.
"Hmmm, A Sex on the Beach sounds good," purred Claire, lowering her dark glasses and peering over at Zane. "What do you think, Z? Anything you want my husband to fetch for you?"
The little show was drawing attention from the surrounding crowd of guests at the pool, and even with their blurred faces, it was obvious in the video that the three now had an audience.
"A beer, and make it quick," said Zane lazily, then, without even watching to see if Dan obeyed, he turned and began making out with Claire. A murmur went up from the crowd around them at the sight, and Dan's face went bright red. It was obvious to even the strangers nearby that Dan and Claire were married, yet Dan was being ordered around like a servant, and Zane was tongue-fucking the barely clothed beauty lying next to him.
The video continued for a few minutes by the poolside, with Dan fetching drinks, then going on to rub Claire's feet while kneeling on the hard ground... and all the while Claire and Zane giggled and kissed between sips of their poolside drinks.
In the end, even if they were doing anything technically against the rules, it was obvious that they were doing some sort of fetish play, and a cruise employee showed up to kick them out.
The video cut back to the state room, where Dan was rubbing Claire's feet again... but this time while she gave Zane a deep, passionate blowjob.
"Mmmm, that's right, honey... right there in the arch *gluck* *gluck* *gluck* it feels sooo good," Claire looked up at the camera and winked, extending her tongue from her mouth to performatively swirl it around the head of Zane's cock. The camera moved swiftly to capture Dan, red-faced and miserable as he humbly rubbed his wife's feet, framing his face in the same shot as her dripping pussy as he acted like a servant in the bedroom, just like he had in public at the pool.
Finally, the video proceeded toward its inevitable conclusion. Zane fucking Claire's pussy from behind while Dan stood at their side, holding a tray filled with sex toys, paddles, and other implements for Zane to use on Claire's ass while they fucked. At this point, he was naked, showing off the sad caged cock and balls dangling pathetically between his legs. By the time that Claire reached a howling orgasm and Zane sprayed hot ropes of cum all over her ass and lower back, Dan was dripping precum out of his cage and down his balls, a look of pain on his face from the tight bars of his cage pressing into him.
The commenters loved it, buzzing with excitement and anticipating what else the cruise might bring.
...
The next day, a video titled "Husband and Wife Submission Session" was posted on the website. By this point, the users were anticipating it, and the video racked up thousands of views within the first hour. By this point, some mischievous users had already begun leaving online reviews filled with joking innuendo on the pages for Claire's business, and Dan's real identity had been discovered as well.
The video opened with a static shot of Claire and Dan, both naked and both lying face-to-face, ass up over someone's lap. Claire was lying on Zane's lap, and Dan was over Leah's.
Without any further explanation besides the establishing shot, the video began immediately.
"I'm sorry that I was such a slut that I couldn't resist a man besides my husband," purred Claire, wiggling her plump ass with a parody of apologetic guilt painting her face.
*Crack*
Zane's hand flashed down, firmly spanking Claire's ass and drawing a sharp cry of pain from her throat, making her sultry, teasing expression slip a little, replaced by humiliation and arousal.
"I... I'm sorry I have such a tiny, pathetic dick that I drove you into the arms of another man," said Dan in a small voice, trying his best to hide his flaming red face from the camera.
*Crack*
This time, it was Leah's hand that sped downward, reddening Dan's ass and making the caged cock and balls dangling down between her thighs swing. Dan managed to barely hold back a strangled cry of pain... but he wasn't so lucky as the humiliating show went on.
"I'm sorry that I lied to you and went over to his place when I claimed I was working."
*Crack*
"I'm sorry that I didn't say anything when I knew he was trying to get into your pants."
*Crack*
"I'm sorry I abandoned you on a romantic getaway to go see him in a seedy motel room and suck his cock."
*Crack*
"I'm sorry I'm so shitty in bed my dick can't make you cum."
*Crack*
By the time they had finished with the humiliating spanking session, both husband and wife had two pairs of red cheeks and were dripping heavily between their legs. Zane positioned Claire on the bed with her back arched dramatically to present her flaming, stinging ass to his gaze. Leah, on the other hand, positioned Dan at the foot of the bed, standing up and bent over, facing his wife.
"Well, I hope that this week gives you just a taste of the humiliation that I've been putting your poor wife through the past month," said Zane, grabbing the base of his shaft and pressing it hard against Claire's tight rosebud, making her whimper down into the mattress.
Leah chuckled and winked at the camera, aiming a lazy slap at the caged genitals between Dan's legs, pressed tightly against the bars and dripping precum. "It looks like he enjoys the disrespect almost as much as his wife," she pointed out.
Zane laughed and gave Leah a secretive nod. "I think you might be right. So let's be sure to give him the full experience. A real taste of what his wife has been getting." Behind Dan's back, Leah silently bent and retrieved the long, shiny black strap-on from the duffel bag on the floor and began putting it on. Dan was so distracted by staring at his wife having her ass teased that he didn't realize what was happening until it was already too late.
...
Dan's ass throbbed with pain in the same rhythm that his cock pulsed in his pumping hand, rapid and strong with the beat of his heart. Today had been a lesson in humiliation even worse than the day before... and they still had nearly a week left to go.
But despite how awful, nerve-racking, and painful it had been to get pegged by Leah, looking deep into Claire's smug, sneering face as she was butt-fucked by Zane, the memory was still red hot. He hadn't been allowed to cum all day long, just like the day before, and so he was jerking off once again while watching the humiliating videos again and again on repeat. They weren't as good as being there in person. He still had the beta edition after all, so Claire's tits, ass, and pussy were all blurred, but at very least he could supplement the disappointing visuals with his memory.
Dan stroked his cock, staring down at the video, watching both him and Claire getting fucked together, drawing closer and closer to orgasm.
He knew that giving in to pleasure like this might be bad for him in the long run, forming new fetishes that might be hard to shake. But he couldn't stop. Not when it felt this fucking good.
...
The word about the intense cuckolding had even begun spreading on forums and Kaos servers throughout the internet by the third day, and subscriptions to Zane's website had never been higher. By the time the next video went up, the site nearly crashed from the number of people constantly refreshing to see it as soon as it dropped.


This time, it was titled "Married Bitch Gets Marked By Her Owner". It opened with a close-up shot of Claire's face. She pursed her lips in an exaggerated, flirty kissing motion, then the camera zoomed out to show that she was lying back in a tattoo chair in a dingy shop, totally naked. She glistened with sweat, showing the island heat of the town they had disembarked at, but there seemed to be an extra glistening between her thick thighs, and her stiff nipples and nervous energy gave away exactly how turned on she was.
Zane's pudgy hand entered the frame, showing that he was the cameraman this time. He seized one of Claire's heavy, splayed breasts in a tight grip, taking his time to seize a stiff pink nipple between thumb and forefinger and pull it outward. "Excited, slut?" asked Zane's masculine voice close to the camera. "Why don't you tell your adoring fans what we're doing today?"
Claire bit her lip and nodded. "Well... I was nervous before about getting anything permanent on my body." She twisted a little in her seat and shifted her breast to show off the teddy bear design on her breast, nearly completely faded away. "But I'm not nervous anymore. I want everyone to know that I belong to you now. So we found this tattoo place and... well... we're going to get this done."
Zane's thick fingers slid over the soft, curved surface of Claire's breast, tracing the faded brown lines of the bear. "I knew from the beginning that you would say yes in the end. And it only took long enough for the henna to fade." He turned the camera toward a towering man with dark skin and a broad smile, who was setting up a tray with the needed materials. "What do you think, Raymond? Ready to brand this bitch?"
The man boomed a good-natured laugh. "You're looking at the best tattoo artist on the island," he said in a deep voice rich with a thick Caribbean accent. "You're both going to be happy with how she looks. I guarantee it."
The camera swung to reveal Dan and Leah. Dan was once again in his humiliating public costume proclaiming him a cuckold, his cage obvious again beneath the tight, stretchy material of his pink shorts. "And how does it make you feel, cuck? To see your cute little wifey get all marked up for another man?"
Dan looked away, a spasm of bitterness tinged with arousal spreading across his face. "I don't know what you want me to say, Z," he grumbled under his breath, just barely loud enough for the microphone to pick up. "It fucking sucks."
Zane snorted and walked closer, sticking the camera directly into Dan's face. "Don't bullshit me, cuck, or I'll have Leah tug down your shorts and show Raymond and your audience how much you love it. Now I'll ask again... how does it feel to see your wife get a tattoo for another man?"
Dan looked like a cornered animal, but he also no longer had any capacity to resist Zane. "It... it's hot," he finally admitted in a shamed voice.
Zane chuckled and turned away, showing that the tattoo artist had already pulled up a stool to the side of the chair and was swabbing the swell of Claire's breast with an alcohol wipe. "Good... now get over here bitch boy, I have a task for you while your wife gets her new ink."
Dan was forced to kneel between Claire's legs, eating her out while the tattoo artist began his work. The video captured every detail... Claire's whimpers of pain and pleasure as the hulking artist confidently handled her breast, stretching and squeezing it to get the best possible angle to mark it forever as Zane's property. Although Dan knelt at her feet, slurping and sucking devotedly at his wife's throbbing cunt, it was Zane she turned to for comfort. At first, she squeezed his hand with tears in her eyes from the pain, but when he unzipped his pants and let his monstrous cock out into the hot air of the dingy tattoo shop, she gratefully took it between her lips, sucking on it for comfort like it was a pacifier.
Unknowingly to the audience or Dan, it was a mirror of the first time she got a tattoo for Zane. And just like then, she was expected to tip the artist. By the time he finished the bear tattoo, Raymond was no longer smiling and laughing. His eyes flashed with lust, and when Zane slyly offered his slut's services as a tip, Raymond didn't even waste time agreeing. He simply stood and loosed his belt, letting a massive python of a cock burst free, even longer and thicker than Zane's.
Dan was forced to continue worshipping between Claire's legs as Claire moaned and writhed, jerking and sucking first one cock, then the other, letting both men cover her slutty face with cum as Leah filmed every stimulating moment.
With Claire's face dripping with semen and her husband still sucking and slurping between her spread thighs, Zane zoomed in on the angry red outline of the newly drawn Teddy Bear. "What do you think?" asked Raymond, flicking one last drop of cum off his big black cock onto Claire's face, "just what you wanted, right?"
"Actually," said Zane, his hand slipped down Claire's sweaty body and pushed Dan back onto his ass, leaving her pussy dripping with arousal and her husband's spit, "Now that I think of it, it feels a little... impersonal. I think we could do something that makes the message a little clearer. Don't you think so, Crystal?" As he spoke, his thumb tubbed softly back and forth across the smooth skin she had kept bare ever since Zane had shaved her.
Claire moaned in apparent indecision, her tits heaving with the passion of her breath. But then she nodded, the movement dripping sperm all over the tops of her heaving breasts.
...
Claire stared at her body in the bathroom mirror of the bathroom attached to the honeymoon suite, her fingers tracing the red, stinging flesh surrounding her new tattoos.
It was done. And it couldn't be undone. The teddy bear tattoo that had made her flush with embarrassed warmth every time she saw it in the mirror, that she had kept secret from her husband by denying him the sight of her breasts, had been inked beneath her skin, and would be with her forever.
But at least the bear could be played off later as a youthful whim. The other tattoo that Zane had pushed on her at the last second was far more explicit in its purpose.
Claire's fingers slid down from her breast to the soft mound above her pussy lips, wincing once again at the raw tenderness of her newly inked flesh. Directly above her pussy, the word "Zane's" was written in trashy-looking cursive, with hearts on either side. Even if Zane and she were a short fling, this would be with her forever. Inexplicable to other potential lovers and marking her as a slutty bimbo, no matter how else she presented herself to the world.
Agreeing to it had been a mind-numbingly bad idea, but sitting in that hot, stuffy tattoo parlor, her face covered in the sperm of her man and a stranger, it had felt like she didn't have any other choice.
This whole weekend felt like it was leading her further and faster down the rabbit hole, It was getting harder and harder to say "no" to Zane, and feeling better and better to submit. Claire was starting to lose track of the bold, sharp woman she had once been in the heated, surreal atmosphere of this vacation away from reality.
Maybe when she returned to the real world, it would all come crashing down, but for now, Claire was enjoying being an open and unapologetic submissive slut.
...
By the morning of the next day, Claire's double blowjob and tattooing session had leaked to several popular porn-sharing websites, driving even more traffic to Zane's site. Although he obviously didn't tell Claire or Dan, Zane had to field an annoyed call from his tech guy and, in the end, had to shell out for upgraded hosting to keep his site from crashing. It was fairly costly, but the influx of new subscribers more than made up for it.
The title of the video that day was "Slutty Wife Smooths Things Over." Unlike the other videos, this one opened with white text on a black screen, giving some context. Apparently, other guests on the cruise had lodged complaints with the management about the loud sounds pouring from the honeymoon suite on a nightly basis, and still more guests had complained about Claire and Dan wandering the decks in clear fetish gear. They risked being kicked off the cruise entirely on the next island.
The video then showed Dan, looking miserable as usual in his new cuck uniform, approaching multiple higher-ranking members of the staff. Stuttering and stumbling over his words, with his face bright red, Dan invited perhaps a dozen crew members to his wife's cabin that night, "to explain her perspective on the complaints".
There were only one or two rejections, and neither were from the senior-most crew members.
After showing some quick cuts of Dan's humiliating invitations to the blurred-faced crewmen, the scene cut right to the action.
Claire knelt on the floor of the honeymoon suite, surrounded by a forest of cocks, most of them being frantically jerked by their owners as they stared down at her nude, oiled-up body. Claire winked at the camera as she saw it rolling, then purred performatively, "I'm sooo sorry that I've been making people uncomfortable by having too much fun, sailors. I hope that I can make it up to you and show what a good, well-behaved passenger I can be when I really put my mind to it."
On cue, two of the surrounding men stepped forward, and Claire eagerly reached out to take their cocks in hand, immediately pumping them while maintaining smoldering eye contact with the camera. There was a clear sense of nerves beneath her performance, but a powerful, helpless arousal there as well. Claire seemed like she might be about to say something else, but before she could, another man stepped forward, tapping his cock against Claire's plump lips, and the debauchery went into full swing.
Claire was made into a total sex object, surrounded by sweaty cocks. She sucked and jerked anonymous cocks over and over. Strangers impatiently waiting their turn rubbed themselves on her cheeks, her tits, her pits, her hair. Some of the men came before the main event even started, plastering her glistening skin with pearly white, but most men made it until the condoms came out.
Dan, wearing a maid apron short enough that it didn't even cover his caged cock, passed through the crowd with a basket of condoms, offering them to every man who planned to fuck his wife.
Then the sweaty, unhinged orgy dissolved into a sexual frenzy. Claire, dripping sweat and oil as she bounced on a cock, surrounded by a circle of furiously masturbating men.
Claire, panting and moaning as Zane carefully inserted himself into her ass while a burly crewmember held her in his arms, already stuffed deep into her greedy cunt. Claire was double penetrated for the first time on camera, helpless and sandwiched between a stranger and the man who had become the center of her world.
Every time that a man filled a condom, it was dropped off once again with the condom boy, filling Dan's basket up once again with the returned rubber prophylactics. Soon his basket overflowed with warm, swollen pouches of sperm.
The night ended with one final blowbang bukkake, with most of the participants already on their third or fourth load. Despite that, they managed to cover Claire's curvy naked body with hot sperm, leaving her dripping and giggling in the middle of the crowd of satisfied men.
Claire signed off with a cheeky grin and blew a kiss to the camera, her face covered in sticky white cream.
Commenters called it the best video that Zane had ever produced.
...
Dan paced in his tiny hot cruise berth. It was so small that only a few steps brought him to the wall, so he was nearly turning in circles. But still, he couldn't stop. This cruise had been getting worse and worse, and last night had nearly been his breaking point. It was one thing to be cuckolded by Claire. At least then, there was an electric sexual connection between them as she deliberately humiliated him. But last night had been different. Dan had felt like an afterthought. A fairly unimportant prop in the evening. He doubted Claire had looked his way even once during the gangbang, and that scared him more than anything that had come previously during the week.
Dan could stand Claire's wrath and hate, but indifference felt much more dangerous.
And today had been even worse. When he arrived at Zane's door this morning, he had been brusquely informed that he had been given the day off, then Zane shut the door in his face. Dan had done his best to enjoy the amenities of the cruise, but nothing could distract him from what Claire and Zane might be doing without him.
Luckily, he hadn't been locked in his cage for the day either, which meant he could masturbate to the videos from the past few days to pass the time. When he logged into the site, he saw the banner advertising a special live show taking place that evening, with the site's hottest new star, "Crystal".
Of course he had to watch. How could he not, when he was so desperately curious about what Claire and Zane were doing without him? It felt suffocatingly humiliating to log in with all the other anonymous internet creeps to see his wife's porn livestream, but it didn't even make the list of the worst things Dan had been forced into that week.
Dan lay back on his sweaty sheets, cock in hand as the livestream began, showing Claire and Zane sitting next to each other on the big, luxurious bed of the honeymoon suite.
...
Claire was filled with nervous energy as Leah gave a thumbs up and nodded behind the camera on the tripod. They were live-streaming to the online consumers of her pornography. It made what she had been doing feel more real than it ever had. It was easy to think of her pornographic videos as a distant hypothetical when she was caught up in her sexual submission to Zane. But now it was impossible to ignore. If Zane was to be believed, thousands of viewers were watching her through the beady eye of the camera right now. Leah had a laptop on hand next to her to display the chat, and although it was too far away to easily read, the speed at which messages were whizzing by made Claire's mouth run dry.
She rubbed her sweaty hands on the knees of her jeans. Zane had told her to wear whatever she liked today, and she had chosen a normal blouse and jeans, perhaps a bit defensively. It was a stupid impulse when the viewers had seen her doing unspeakable things already, but somehow this live video felt much more intimate and invasive than any of the videos that came before.
"Welcome to the livestream, strokers!" Said Zane cheerfully, reaching out to wrap a pudgy arm around Claire's waist. "The format is very simple today. Question and answer. Send in all those pervy little questions burning away in your brai,n and Crystal will do her best to answer."
Claire nodded and gave the camera a wavering smile. Zane had already given her permission to refuse questions that might identify her, so she didn't necessarily mind dealing with a few perverted questions.
"And," said Zane with a mischievous grin, "Just to keep things interesting, "We have a few... stretch goals available. If we get a certain amount of tips, Claire will do the requested actions listed on the screen. So if you have an interest in this stream getting a little steamier, I guess you had better dip into your wallets!"
Claire shot Zane a look. That hadn't been part of what they discussed. But despite her misgivings, all that it took for Claire to melt was a squeeze on her hip from Zane. Fuck... Claire bit her lip and dropped her eyes to the ground. If it was what Zane wanted, she would do it. Hopefully, the "stretch goals" wouldn't be that bad.
"First question," said Leah in a pleasant presentation voice. "Crystal, how did you meet Zane?"
Crystal chuckled nervously, then shook her head to get a hold of herself. This session was her chance to show that she wasn't just a bimbo slut. Porn star was just another job after all, and they deserved respect. She shook her head again. Porn star isn't even my job! I'm an interior designer for God's sake. I can't let a few questions for pervy mouthbreathers throw me off.
"Z was actually a friend of my husband's from college. I met him once or twice in that context first," she said tersely.
"She wasn't a fan back then," added Zane with a wink to the camera.
"Next," said Leah smoothly, his eyes on the laptop. "How did you learn to suck cock like that, Crystal? Did Zane teach you, or were you just always a natural?"
Claire smiled thinly, a strange pulse of heat passing through her from the brazen question. There was no point in lying. There was no way that the viewers on this stream could respect her any less. "I didn't enjoy blowjobs very much until I met Z. He... well, you could say that he helped me see the appeal."
Zane reached over and took Claire's hand, moving it deliberately to his crotch. For a moment, Claire wanted to snatch it away... but after a moment, she pressed it down instead. It felt good to touch Zane's stiffening cock like this. Almost comforting. And she was certain every man currently watching the live stream had seen her do much worse.
"Oh, look at that," said Leah brightly. "It looks like we already hit the first of our tip donation goals!" Her eyes glittered,and her lips pulled up into a wicked grin, but her voice stayed totally even as she said, "Which means our little starlet will do the rest of the Q&A topless!"
Claire gulped and looked at Zane with wide eyes. One look at his grinning face told her that he was the one who had written the stretch goals. By now, the sense of horny, helpless weakness that swept over Claire was familiar. She knew that her shirt would end up on the floor. There wasn't any point in fighting it.
It was stupid to feel so embarrassed and exposed as she reached down to unbutton her blouse, but just as she had noticed earlier, now that this was live and she was speaking directly to her "fans", this live stream felt much more directly invasive than the videos filmed on their own. Claire did her best to keep her composure, but she could feel her face heating up. She reached behind her to unclasp her bra with quick, efficient movements, but she couldn't hide the hitch in her breath that showed the arousal now coursing through her body.
She was painfully aware of the beady eye of the camera as her tits fell loose from her bra... of her pink nipples, stiff and crinkled with arousal... of the new tattoo still aching slightly on the outer curve of her right breast. Zane didn't show any of her hesitation, reaching over without a thought and tweaking one of her nipples, making her squirm with embarrassed arousal.
"A user wants to know why Zane wanted a teddy bear," said Leah with a smirk behind the camera.
"Oh, uhhh," said Claire, looking nervously sideways at Zane, "I'm not sure if I can say the full reason, but..."
...
Dan pumped his fist up and down his cock, staring at his wife's tits as if she were just another porn star. At least for this live stream, they either hadn't been able to arrange for censorship or just hadn't bothered.
Claire looked so... vulnerable. Embarrassed, but horny and submissive toward Zane, who was taking the opportunity to rub and grope her tits freely. As if he owned them. And Claire not only let him, but seemed to enjoy the attention, leaning into his touch.
The process of Claire being corrupted this way had ruined Dan's life... but she had never looked hotter to him than she looked right now, embarrassed and pornified, her tits openly groped by aman she had once hated.
Her tattoo was a particular area of focus as Dan held the phone inches from his face, stroking his cock wildly. Maybe someone could write off her slutty acts during the cruise so far as a crazy fling. Some sort of phase that she would grow out of. A tattoo couldn't be dismissed so easily. It was a permanent mark of her new status as a corrupted slut.


Someone was asking about it now.
"I'm not sure I can say the full reason," said Claire nervously, glancing over at Zane and lightly biting her lip, "but it has to do with a nickname that Z gave me."
Dan instantly knew what she was talking about, but was shocked to see that so did a significant number of people in the chat.
[Claire Bear, lol]
[Claire Bear!]
[Oh my God, what sort of stupid nickname is Claire Bear?]
Dan frowned, but didn't stop stroking his cock. How did all these lowlifes know Crystal's real name?
...
"Moving on!" said Leah briskly, "Oh... wait a minute... we actually just hit the next stretch goal! You naughty boys really are horny, aren't you? Well, money talks! Crystal will do the rest of the stream totally naked!"
Blood and dark heat were pulsing through every inch of Clalire's exposed body. The thin pretense that she was just a professional giving an interview was falling away rapidly as the donations came rolling in. No, she wasn't a respectable woman who happened to have a job in the porn industry. It wasn't even her job: she was doing it because her man had ordered her to, and because the humiliating exposure felt fucking good.
This wasn't a Q&A session, it was a live sex show. That had always been what was going to happen.
Claire was getting into the spirit of that now, and she needed no further urging from Zane to stand from the bed and unbutton her jeans with shaking fingers.
"Wait," said Zane with a smirking glance at the camera. "Slowly now. Your fans paid big money for this reveal. Turn around and give them a little show, Crystal."
With her heart in her throat and her nipples throbbing with eager stiffness as her heavy tits hung beneath her bent torso, Claire leaned forward as she hooked her thumbs under her waistband, slipping her jeans slowly down the swell of her round ass and wide hips, revealing the tiny thong that she had been wearing beneath.
"Fuck... we already hit the next stretch goal," said Leah with a chuckle of amusement. "It will have to wait until she finishes this one, you naughty boys. One at a time."
Claire paused to slip her pants off her ankles, and Zane took the opportunity to stand beside her, giving her a light spank and taking the waistband of her thong between his thick fingers.
"What are your biggest turn-ons?" asked Leah, shouting out another question from the watching strokers.
Claire's mind was whirling in a thousand directions as Zane slowly peeled her thong down and off her pussy as she turned and bent in front of the camera. Even after the porn video, this was probably the clearest and most straightforward view the subscribers had ever had of her pussy. "I... I..." she said, swallowing to try to clear her dry mouth. She couldn't focus through the powerful haze of lust that was falling over her.
"Isn't it obvious, boys?" said Zane jovially, leaving Claire's thong dangling at her knees and slapping one hand down on each of her fat ass cheeks. "My little exhibitionist gets turned on by showing off! Since her mouth can't answer right now, I'll let her pussy do the talking."
With that, he pulled apart her cheeks, displaying her puckered butthole and glistening pussy to the watching strokers as she bent forward, exposing herself to the internet. As much as what he was saying deeply embarrassed her, Claire had no admit that he had a point. She had always enjoyed stripping for Dan in the bedroom, even if the public gaze of strangers used to annoy her
Zane had simply opened her eyes to how erotic the male gaze could be when you took humiliation as a turn-on rather than a slight.
"Wow, at this rate, we will hit the top goal before we even move to the next one!" said Leah in a bright, polished presenter's voice. "So let's move on." Her eyes flashed with gloating glee as she stared directly at Claire over her shoulder.
"On-stream blowjob while answering questions!"
...
Dan came into his hand, splattering himself with hot cum as he stared at his wife's most intimate places, displayed by her grinning owner to a host of internet perverts.
He had held back as long as he could, but the sight of her aroused pussy sent him over the edge, grunting and straining up off the bed as he fucked his own fist.
He cursed under his breath, mopping up the sticky mess with a nearby towel as the crushing shame of what he was doing settled over him. Not just right now, jerking off to his own wife's slutty livestream, but with his life in general. He had lost control completely of his own desires and the direction of his life. Zane was the one in control now.
It probably would have been better for him mentally if he called it a night at that point. It was unlikely that viewing more of the livestream would improve his mood.
But there was nothing else to do. And Dan suspected that that hadn't been his only load of the evening.
He picked up his phone again, seeing that Claire was already lying across Zane's lap, sucking on his fat cock while she was peppered with impertinent questions from the watching audience.
...
"I'm not going to answer that one," said Claire, annoyed. A moment later, Zane's cock was between her plump lips again. She gently suckled on it, holding the bulbous tip in her mouth and licking it over and over like a lollipop, savoring the salty seep of precum from its tip.
"I agree, actually," said Zane with a chuckle. "Come on, guys. Who gives a shit about cup size? All that matters is how they look, and Cl... I mean Crystal has some world-class jugs. I think you can all attest to that."
Claire shot him a warning look from his lap. He had almost slipped and used her real name! If the perverted porn site users accidentally learned her real identity, she would just die of embarrassment... although she had to admit that the idea of being outed as a pornstar now held a little kinky heat as well. Regardless, she had insisted that any time Zane had slipped up and used her real name in the videos so far be bleeped out, but that wouldn't be possible during a livestream.
"Next question," called Leah from behind the camera. "What was the sluttiest thing you ever did before you met Z?"
Claire thought for a second, taking the opportunity to bob her head a bit further down to feel the sensation of Zane's cock pressing against her throat. Finally,she came up for air, releasing Zane's spit-drenched cock with a wet pop. "Uhhh, I mean," she said bashfully, "I made out with some other women at parties in college if that counts."
Zane reached down to thrust his throbbing cock back between Claire's lips, his hand pressing firmly down on the back of her head. "Trust me, strokers," he confided to the camera with a wink, "You have a lot to learn about Claire's bisexual side. She'll be doing a lot more than kissing in upcoming videos."
Claire was too busy having her mouth stuffed to respond this time, but she wasn't so sure about that... This little porn experiment had been fun, but she still had her business to get back to. Once this whole trip was in the rearview, she had every intention of keeping her ongoing tryst with Zane between them in the bedroom. She couldn't just blow up her entire life for the sexual humiliation of being Zane's pet.
Right?
"And what's the sluttiest thing you've done after meeting Zane?" asked Leah with a raised eyebrow.
Zane released Claire's head once again, and she rose from his cock,panting and licking her lips. 'Oh God," she said breathlessly, shaking her head at the camera with a faint smile on her face. "Too many to count. Hard to pick one. All you bad boys out there have seen some of them by this point."
"What about the date night I sent you on with your husband?" prompted Zane with a nasty grin. "Tell them about that. That one has to rank up there with the sluttiest."
The memory made Claire's belly flipflop with anxious lust, and she began kissing down the length of Zane's shaft as she composed herself. She had been doing so much kinky shit with Zane lately that she had nearly let herself forget that evening. The evening when she had betrayed Dan, maybe worse than anything up until the final reveal. It had been disgusting and cruel and red-hot. Her head rose from Zane's cock, and she bit her lip. Dan was watching this. She knew he was. It would be perfectly in character for the pathetic cuck that he had become. He still didn't know what had happened that night... but maybe it was time he learned.
"You came inside me," purred Claire, pausing to run her tongue slowly up the underside of Zane's cock while keeping eye contact with him. "Then you tricked me into wearing a tight slutty dress and going on a date with my husband. And after that... I made him eat me out. Without cleaning up your sticky little mess."
"Fuck," said Leah softly, staring at the screen. "Well, Crystal, you just blew straight past the next goal level, so get up on the bed. You're doing the rest of the stream while getting fucked."
...
Dan could only stare at the screen in mute horror as another shameful orgasm ripped through him, filling his hand with a weak, watery load of sperm.
For a second, his mind couldn't even process what Claire had said on a deeper level, only absorb it as erotic stimulation. It wasn't until his second orgasm had completely subsided that it began to sink in.
Claire had fed him Zane's creampie. On purpose. Way before he thought she had been corrupted.
It made him question his memory of the entire relationship. If Claire had been convinced to do that so easily, so early on, maybe it was something she had always been capable of, and Dan had just never seen it.
A second orgasm so soon after the first left Dan feeling even more drained. But he couldn't stop. He felt drawn toward the continuing video like a moth to the flame. Claire had gotten into doggy-style position facing the camera, and Zane had just gotten into position behind her.
...
Clalire's chest heaved, and her thighs trembled with passion as she arched her back, offering Zane the prize he had conquered so many times before. She was a bout to get fucked on camera once again... except this time it was live, and she could see out of the corner of her eyes hundreds of disrespectful, taunting comments streaming by from the men watching her humiliation. This was truly the ultimate expression of the exhibitionism fetish Zane had been nurturing inside her, and she could barely breathe from the suffocating excitement.
She shuddered and let out a gasp as she felt Zane's thick cock slide up and down her slick folds, teasing her. She wriggled back against it, trying to push him inside, but Zane wouldn't be rushed. Instead, he reached down, gripped a firm handful of her silky dark hair, and pulled up her head from where it had been nestled in the sheets, murmuring low enough for only her to hear, "Not yet, Claire Bear. You still need to answer the burning questions from your fans."
Claire stared forward, bleary-eyed and practically drooling with lust, and felt almost surprised to see the camera still there, pointing at her. Zane continued to rub his cock slowly up and down her pussy, teasing at her entrance and driving her crazy. She felt almost drunk from the strong desire coursing through her. It was difficult to think straight. Leah snapped her fingers at Claire behind the camera. Claire shook her head, trying to clear it. Leah had just asked her a question, but she had been too distracted to hear what it was.
"I said, what's the craziest place that you've fucked Z?" said Leah in exasperation. "You've got thousands of viewers waiting for your answer, Crystal. Don't get so cock drunk you can't even answer, you little bimbo."
Claire was so far gone that she couldn't even muster up the energy to get angry at Leah. She concentrated as hard as she could, trying to answer the question. "I... well, I've blown him under the table in public a couple of times," she said in a breathless, moaning voice. She whimpered again and bit her lip as Zane teased at her entrance, just barely slipping his hot, pulsing tip inside for a moment before pulling it back out. "Sh-shit... I g-guess that if we are talking about sex, the kinkest place would be in my husband's bed when he was at work!" gasped Claire, her hips grinding desperately back into Zane's teasing cock.
"What a naughty girl!" said Zane with a laugh, giving Claire a stinging little spank on the ass to punctuate his words. Claire moaned and hung her head, breathing heavily. The spank had sent reverberations of tingling desires echoing through her, even stronger than before. She was in heat, filled to bursting with filthy lust. The idea that she could be cool, calm, and respectable during this interview was so far behind her it was laughable. She was a bitch in heat, willing to do anything she had to to get the cock she needed with every fiber of her being.
"But naughty girls need to be punished, don't they, Claire Bear," said Zane, just barely inserting his cock into Claire's needy pussy once again.
Claire didn't even notice that he had used her real name. She had other, more important things on her mind, like the desperate feeling of hollow emptiness between her legs that needed to be powerfully, satisfyingly filled. "Fuck me," she gasped, arching her back and spreading her thighs wider, feeling the hot juices of her arousal trickling down her quivering thighs. "Stop playing and fuck me, Z. That's what everybody here wants, right?"
Zane chuckled, sent one more spank down onto his slut's fat ass, then finally pressed forward, pressing his thick, powerful girth against the entrance of her pussy. There was a moment of resistance just from the sheer size of his cock, but Claire was so horny and desperate at this point that her pussy happily accommodated him.
She groaned in satisfaction, her eyes rolling into the back of her head in ecstasy as Zane stretched her out. This was what she had been craving, and she was beyond caring that a live audience could watch her completely unraveling from pleasure. Zane held there for a moment, fully inserted inside her, but Claire was impatient. She began grinding her hips backward into him, letting out low, animalistic moans each time she pressed back fully. She needed him with a deep, primal, bottomless lust that didn't care at all about dignity or pride or her reputation. Anything was worth it if she could feel his dick inside her like this.
"What's your favorite position, Claire?" asked Leah with a smirk.
Oh... right... the fucking questions. Claire tried her best to fight through the crackling, burning pleasure flooding through every vein, but her brain was on a vacation; she was just a fuck doll at the moment. A writhing, moaning bitch in heat. And sluts like her had a hard time with pesky things like thinking. Vaguely, she remembered that she had always loved cowgirl. The feeling of control and dominance had always fit her view of superiority.
But Zane took over before she could get through her slutty moans to answer.
"Sorry, boys, Claire Bear is on a little brain vacation now. So let me answer for her," growled Zane in a pleasure-roughened voice. "Isn't the answer obvious?" He reached down and gripped her hair again to pull up her head and show off her parted, moaning lips, hazy, hooded eyes, and flushed cheeks. The perfect picture of a wanton slut delirious with lust. "She fucking loves doggy! It puts her beneath a man and makes her feel more submissive. Also, give him a chance to spank her fat ass, and that never fails to get her off."
He proved this point by giving Claire another sharp spank, and was rewarded with a powerful moan. Claire was now a hair's breadth away from orgasm. And, to her shame, she realized that Zane was absolutely right. Doggy style really was her favorite position now. She didn't want to dominate or feel superior to Zane. She wanted to get fucked like the dirty little slut that he had made her.
That heart-breaking, but powerfully erotic internal admission sent Claire hurtling toward orgasm as Zane continued to drill her relentlessly from behind, adding a peppering of spanks that left her cheeks red and stinging.
"She's getting close to the final stretch goal," said Leah in a tone of surprise, her eyebrows raised as she stared down at the laptop screen.
Zane barked a laugh. "Holy shit! You guys are fucking crazy!" He said, grinning at the camera and panting as he continued to slap his gut against Claire's ass with every thrust forward. "I put that in as a fucking joke! Are we really getting close to fifty thousand bucks?"
Leah shook her head with a giggle, "Some of these horny dopes want that stretch goal reeeeeal bad, Master.
"Uhhhhhn, Goodddddd," moaned Claire, her fingers twisting the sheets as her nipples rubbed against the bed again and again. Her whole world was filled with the sensation of Zane's cock impaling her to her core again and again. Her pussy spasmed and clenched hungrily around it, desperate for his cum on a basic, primal level. But still, something about Zane and Leah's words pierced through the fog. The way they were talking was... concerning. "What... uhhhnn... What's the last goal?" Claire managed to moan as she wriggled back eagerly onto Zane's pumping cock.
Leah smirked, and Claire could see the chat was going absolutely insane. "Do you want to tell her, Master, or should I?"
Zane gripped Claire's hips, mercilessly pinning her down to the soft mattress again and again with his powerful cock.
"A big fuck-a-fan bukkake blowbang with the top twenty tippers today," he growled, his balls slapping against her clit with every word as he fucked her hard.
Fuck... Claire shook her head weakly even as the idea melted her insides into a hot, wet, fluttering puddle. No way. She couldn't. Fucking a big group of men last night had been arousing and liberating and terrifying and kinky beyond belief. But doing with a group of men who weren't just strangers, but had seen her fucked like a slut by Zane again and again online? That felt like it would be even more intensely demeaning.
But that just made it harder to resist. And in this moment, with Zane's thick cock pistoning into her again and again, with her body quaking and straining at the very edge of orgasm, and with the shiny black eyes of the camera recording her every expression, it felt like she was being pulled toward the decision with a terrible gravity. She tried to remember that she was an interior designer in the middle of a little fling, not a porn star... but that thought dissolved into the pink haze of pleasure.
Claire moaned and pushed back hard into every stroke that Zane hammered into her, squeezing her eyes shut and refusing to think about it. All she wanted now was the pleasure.
"You're going to do it if we pass that final goal, aren't you, Claire Bear?" insisted Zane in a hard, commanding voice behind her. "You're going to show your adoring fans how much you value their support."
"I... f-fuck... I..." Claire couldn't think, couldn't breathe. She was a machine made for pleasure, a sex toy built to take Zane's cock. Her words dissolved into meaningless moans, unable to answer Zane's question, but she knew in her heart that she would do it if that was what Zane wanted. She loved to submit to him. She loved it more than her pride or reputation. Zane thrust forward harder and harder, his thighs meeting her ass with wet slaps of sweaty flesh.
"Almost there," said Leah, eyes on the laptop. "Almost at that goal. Just a little more... There it is! Final goal reached!"
Claire came explosively, wailing down into the sheets as burning pleasure ripped through her body. Her cunt seized tight around Zane's pumping cock, and a moment later, he was cumming too, spurting a hot, thick load of cum deep into Claire's climaxing pussy.


Claire shuddered and moaned, seizing fists of sweaty sheets in her hands as she rode a rollercoaster of sensation. She had done it. She had gotten fucked like an animal live on the internet.
And she had made a lot of fucking money doing it to. Apparently, all of the men who saw her were totally desperate for her... practically worshipping her through the screen.
The idea was... interesting.
...
The cruise had been a fun and sexually fulfilling time for Claire... but all good things had to come to an end. She had always enjoyed dominating Dan, subtly in the bedroom, but more directly in their everyday life. It turned out that they had more sexual chemistry as cruel mistress and pathetic cuck than they had ever had as equal loving partners.
And that was why it was time to say goodbye to the polite fiction that they were still married in any meaningful way.
Sure, Claire might be open to the idea of the little worm sitting in on fuck sessions with her real man as a snivelling, pathetic supplicant, but they would never again be partners. At this point, sharing finances and a home felt laughable, and Claire couldn't picture herself putting up with another long, tedious explanation of Dan's struggles at his boring job. That part of their relationship was over... and Claire thought it was only right that their marriage should go with it.
In a way, it was mercy. She didn't want Dan to cling to some false hope that she intended to give him more. But she also couldn't deny that the moment of the reveal promised to be deeply satisfying. This whole cruise had been about crushing Dan's spirit and getting revenge for his disrespectful bet, and this would be the ultimate culmination of that goal.
It started out much like any other night of the cruise, except more casual. Leah wasn't even filming tonight. She had gone out for some drinks, leaving the three of them alone. Claire was very satisfied with how things had turned out with Leah. Zane had completely forgotten about his plan of impregnating her, thanks to the fun of Claire and Dan's humiliation, just as she had hoped. Leah was on her way out and had missed her last chance to interest Zane. Now Claire could focus on more important things...
Dan had been locked securely in his chastity cage, and after a little light teasing, Claire started off by kneeling between the two contrasting men in her life, slowly jerking Zane off while occasionally aiming sharp little flicks of her finger at Dan's balls.
"Do you like that, sweetheart?" she asked with a wide grin painting her face, her hand slowly twisting and pumping up and down Zane's powerful cock as she flicked the soft little nuggets dangling beneath her husband's cage. "Aren't you happy to be getting a little attention for once?"
"Y-yes, dear," gasped Dan, squirming and straining against the pain. He seemed like a man in misery, but Claire saw the truth. His shrimpy little dicklette was pressed tight against the bars of his cage, and he was dribbling precum all over himself. Zane had sniffed Claire out as a closeted slutty submissive, but he had been equally perceptive about his old friend Dan: Claire's soon-to-be-ex had always been a cuckold at heart. All it had taken to bring that out was a little push in the right direction.
"You shouldn't spoil him like that," rumbled Zane, picking up his glass of scotch and taking a sip. "Poor little guy might get the wrong idea. Besides, you know he gets off on denial just as much as when you pay any attention to him."
'Well, he is my husband after all," said Claire sweetly. She seized Dan's balls in her hand and pulled him toward her, drawing a gasp of pain from his throat. She stared up into his frightened eyes, nearly giddy from the thought of the surprise bombshell that she and Zane had prepared for him, and kissed his distended ballsack gently. "He deserves a little... special attention every once in a while."
Zane snorted, covering it with another deep gulp of the amber liquor in his glass. Claire had to bite her lip to keep herself from giggling as well. Despite what some of the men who had worked with her in the past might tell you, Claire hadn't always been this much of a bitch. But Zane's insidious influence had led her down this path, and she had to admit that now that she was here, it was fucking fun. It scratched her dominant itches in the best possible way while still allowing her to submit to Zane. The best of both worlds.
"Speaking of which..." said Claire, winking up at Dan with a sultry smirk on her face, "Dan's been a good, obedient little cuck all week long. Don't you think we can let him out one last time on the cruise so he can really enjoy himself, Z?"
Dan looked pleased and shocked, and Zane made a big show of reluctance at the thought, "Oh, I don't know, Claire Bear," he said slowly. "It's important that he knows that I'm the only real man in the bedroom."
'What if he begs you?" Asked Claire coaxingly, reaching over to give Dan another stinking flick on the balls for emphasis. "Wouldn't that also prove he's got the right attitude?"
Dan caught the spirit of Claire's hints instantly. He looked pathetically eager for the mere scrap of attention and possible permission to jerk off to his wife fucking another man. What had felt like a devastating humiliation to him at the beginning of the week now felt like an impossibly generous treat.
Not offended in the least by the idea that Zane was now in charge of him, Dan launched into his degrading request. "Please, Zane... let me jerk off," he said earnestly, leaking from his tight cage. "I know that you're the only real man here. I'll never forget that."
Claire and Zane grinned at each other. The week had broken him. Now was the time to twist the knife.
"Well, I don't mind then," said Zane lightly. 'Why not? A little reward for a man who finally knows his place. Go ahead, let the little guy loose."
In a few confident movements, Claire reached down and let Dan's dick free. It swelled up to its full, unimpressive size in an instant, driven by Dan's pathetic cuckold lust. Claire took the opportunity to disengage from him entirely, turned fully to face Zane, and shooed him backward with a dismissive flick of her wrist. It was fitting that he be allowed to jerk off during his final humiliation, but she had put the days of trying to give or receive pleasure from his worthless cock behind her.
Dan took her wordless rejection with a look of dismay, but no surprise. He retreated to his lonely throne: the cuck chair laid out for him on the side of the bed, and began jerking himself off.
Then Claire did her best to forget about him entirely. That was what she wanted most of all for this particular session. She wanted Dan to feel the truth right down to his bones: that he was cut off. It didn't matter if he was in the room with them or jerking off while watching a censored video like the beta he was. He did not factor in Claire's pleasure anymore. He was the outsider now, intruding on two lovers. All tender or loving feelings she had once felt for him were gone. And Claire didn't miss them.
Instead, she lavished all the tender love and care she had in her heart on the massive, throbbing cock in front of her. Kissing it gently. Nuzzling it with her cheeks. Running her tongue swiftly up its sensitive underside, then swirling it around the swollen cock head, licking away the salty precum that was already dripping from its tip.
Claire stared up into Zane's gloating face with banked heat smoldering in her beautiful green eyes. To think that once she had been disgusted by this man. She still knew that, to all outside appearances, she was miles out of his league. But appearances could be deceiving. She had seen beneath the surface, and she now knew that Zane could be genius, daring, confident. He acted with a sense of power and control that she had never seen in anyone else.
He was the only one worthy to tame her.
Claire closed her lips tight around Zane's thick cock and slowly sank her head down his shaft, her eyes locked on his the entire time, brimming with submissive lust. She didn't stop until she had taken him all the way to the base, demonstrating the deep throating skills that he himself had taught her. She held him there, bulging in her throat, for a long few seconds, before slowly withdrawing and beginning to bob her head in smooth, sinuous motions.
She didn't want tonight to be frenzied and frantic and obscene. This was about a new bond replacing the old. She still didn't see Zane as a boyfriend or partner, despite her growing feelings of devotion toward him. But he was her man. And her man deserved her best efforts.
Claire fell into the rhythm of the blowjob, just enjoying the feeling of Zane's hard cock in her mouth. Tracing every inch of his thick, veiny cock with her slippery tongue made the moist heat inside her rise higher and higher. Her nipples pulsed with dirty heat, and her pussy throbbed needily between her thighs as she smoothly gripped Zane's cock with her plump lips, letting him feel her tight vacuum seal with every bob of her neck. She could see the need growing in Zane's eyes as she looked up. He wanted more than just her mouth.
And she was happy to give it to him. When Zane nodded down at her, she didn't need any words to know what his command was. They were totally in since. Instead, she swiftly rose and lay back on the bed, spreading her legs to display her puffy, wet pussy, ready and eager for her man to take her. She beckoned to Zane, and he moved forward with a look on his face approaching hunger.
He had never said anything about it to her, but Claire suspected that Zane had deeper feelings for his newest conquest than any woman that had come before. She wasn't sure how she felt about that, but she was sure what she felt about his big cock, and that's what her eyes locked onto now, her pussy clenching desperately at the sight with deep, primal desire.
Zane mounted the bed, his heavy bulk settling over her, and once again Claire felt a minor wave of disgust for the feeling of his flabby body against hers. The feeling passed quickly. Zane's outer ugliness didn't matter. She knew what he could make her feel.
Zane didn't bother with teasing or theatricality or even dirty talk today. Their sex was about something more important than words today. He simply reached down and positioned himself with confident authority, sliding into Claire's velvety pussy with smooth ease. The foreplay of teasing Dan and sucking his cock had been more than enough to warm her up, and Claire's greedy cunt took Zane's cock to the hilt with one powerful thrust of his hips.
Claire let out a whimpering moan, clutching at Zane's broad back as he filled her completely, her body alight with the sensation of complete submissive fulfilment. This is what real sex was, not whatever pale shadow of pleasure every other man she had ever fucked had given her.
Speaking of which... as Zane began to move, sliding his cock in and out, filling her completely and claiming her once again, Claire spared one more glance to her side. Toward her poor, discarded husband. She had never seen anything quite so pathetic. He sat, staring with wide, almost frightened eyes as Claire and Zane didn't just fuck, but made love. It was as if he knew that something about tonight was different... that something bad was coming his way. But apparently that knowledge hadn't diminished his lust one bit. His little cock was a leaking spike of pleasure in his pumping fist as his eyes darted over the coitus on the bed, as stiff and eager as ever from his humiliating defeat.
Pathetic.
A sudden urge crept over her, and before she even thought about it too deeply, she had raised a middle finger at her husband, crudely demonstrating her contempt for him.
And then, she slipped from her mind entirely as Zane pulled her into a deep kiss. She focused on the crackling, electric passion between them. The feeling of his cock plunging deep into her pussy as it gripped him tight. Her arms around him. The wet tangle of their wrestling tongues.
She knew it wouldn't take long tonight. Zane wasn't holding back with his powerful, deep thrusts. He wasn't putting on a show for Dan or the cameras. This was about them. Zane didn't just know how to fuck with visual flair, he knew how to get a woman off, and his forceful, slow, deep strokes were quickly turning up the heat, making a slow, powerful orgasm build up inside Claire.
She slipped her arms up to cradle Zane's head, pulling him close as she kissed him with bruising force, writhing her hips upward into every stroke. Moans built at the back of her throat, stronger and stronger, yet muffled by his lips. Her orgasm welled up deep inside her, pure and strong, filling her to the brim with searing pleasure. Her ankles locked around his flabby waist, instinctively pulling him deeper, never wanting to let him go.
But even in the middle of her orgasm, Zane pulled away a little, whispering down to her, "Don't forget what we're here for. It's time for the grand finale."
Right. Claire had lost herself in sensation so deeply that she had almost forgotten. "Are you ready? Right now?" She asked in a breathy whisper, tinged with the pleasure of her orgasm. Zane nodded roughly, and Claire felt a stab of disappointment. When he really tried, Zane could give her multiple orgasms, and in some ways, she felt like she was just getting warmed up. But she swallowed her disappointment and obediently moved her hands down from Zane's head, pulling the ring off her finger.
Zane hefted himself up from the close, intimate missionary position to fuck her while kneeling... which allowed Claire to place her wedding band on her mons pubis, balancing on the smooth, shaved mound just above her pussy lips.
Zane, precisely controlled as always, let out a grunt of satisfaction: the only warning he tended to give that he was about to cum. Although he normally preferred full creampies when he wasn't performing for the site, this was a special occasion. He let the first few squirts of cum fill Claire up, then pulled out, rapidly jacking off his cock to drain the rest of his balls all over Claire's pussy and the wedding band sitting just above it.
Claire grinned down at the sticky white mess now oozing from between her lips, smearing her labia, and splattered over the ring sitting just above her pussy. Perfect. Just like she had envisioned. Zane stepped back, grinning widely, eager to witness the final humiliation of the cruise they had planned.
Claire glanced back up at Dan, who had actually managed not to cum first for a change. He had probably jerked himself off so many times last night that it had given him some semblance of endurance. Now everything was set for the last loving act from her husband. Claire kept her thighs spread wide, beckoning Dan forward.
She saw reluctance etched deep into Dan's face. He must realize at least part of what she was planning, even if it hadn't fully registered with him yet. Still, despite the fear written all over his face, he stood from his chair and got closer, his diamond-hard dicklette waggling comically in front of him, pointing toward a dowsing rod toward his destruction.
Once he stood above her, Claire said in a commanding tone, "Well... look at this mess. I mean that literally. Get down there and really see what he did to me."
With a grimace of distaste, Dan did as he was told. He had always been weak, and this cruise had broken him completely. Claire had no doubt in her mind that he would do exactly as he was told.
Dan stooped down, staring at Claire's well-fucked pussy, pink and lightly gaping from the force of Zane's thrusts and dripping with rank, bleachy cum.
Claire rolled her hips slightly, shifting them upward toward Dan and making her wedding band glint in the light, stained and defiled by Zane's cum. "Yes... Z made a big mess. But when you think about it, honey, this is your mess too, isn't it?" Dan tore his eyes away from the sticky mess between her thighs to stare up into her eyes. He had a hunted, desperate look in his eyes, as if he was silently begging her not to command him to do what they both knew she would.
But he should know better. She wasn't going to do what he said. She never had.
"You were the one who got us into this mess, Dan," insisted Claire. "Your wife... your marriage. They're corrupted now. Corrupted by Zane, true, but you invited that in." Claire spread her thighs a little wider. The pearly globs of still-warm cum glistened. Her green eyes burned with aroused, sadistic cruelty as she pronounced Dan's sentence.
"I think it's time for you to try to clean this mess up."
She could see by the defeated look in his eyes that Dan knew exactly what she meant. He gulped, his eyes falling again to the slimy, sticky mess covering her pussy and the ring that was the symbol of their love.
By this point, they both knew that it wasn't the first time he had eaten Zane's load. But this was a much more serious humiliation. At least back then, he could have made the excuse that he didn't know. Now he didn't have that luxury. Claire was demanding that he debase himself utterly. Submit not only to her, but to his worst enemy. Knowingly make himself the pathetic cuck that Claire and Zane saw him as.
Dan's knees made a heavy *clunk* noise as they hit the floor. His face was red and his eyes were dull. He had no fight left in him. He had always done as Claire told him in their marriage, and this would be his last act of their marriage. One last pathetic capitulation.
Claire let out a little groan of satisfaction as her soon-to-be-ex-husband's mouth made contact with her pussy, tenderly parting her lips with his tongue and lapping at the salty treat that Zane and Claire had made for him. She had to admit that it felt good. Dan would never match Zane's sexual skill, but even Claire had to admit that he was a talented cunt muncher.
"That's it, cuck," she purred, reaching down to grip his hair cruelly tight and pull him even closer into her defiled pussy, "reeeeeally get in there. I'm a dirty, dirty girl, and I need you to clean me up."
It was... freeing. One last act of twisted pleasure between husband and wife. For all of his reluctance, it was clear that Dan was getting into it. His tongue explored every fold of her pussy, soothing the soreness of a week of hard fucking and licking up every drop of Zane's cum.
But there was one more place that she needed to be cleaned. Claire pulled Dan away from her pussy and looked down meaningful to her sullied ring. "Look, hubby," said with a little smirk. "The ring you gave me is all covered in jizz. That's not right. Why don't you make it all sparkly clean for me again?"
Dan just looked resigned at this point. He nodded and licked upward from her pussy, cleaning another healthy load from her body while scooping up the simple gold band with his tongue. Claire watched as his lips pursed and his mouth worked, sucking off Zane's cum, without even the added pleasure of getting to eat out her pussy.
She thrilled with anticipation as he reached up and spit the cleaned ring into his hand, then held it up to her, his eyes defeated.
She vividly flashed back to the day when he had proposed to her. It had been simple and unpretentious. He had taken her out to the coffee shop where they had their first date. She had approved the plans beforehand, of course. Dan knew better than to risk her wrath by planning it completely on his own.
He had been in the same position that day, holding up the ring to her to accept or deny his fate in her hands. But today, the outcome would be different.
"I'm not going to need that back, Dan," she said in a firm, quiet voice.
He looked confused. Stunned even. Even after everything that happened, he couldn't quite fit the cruelty of what she was doing into his head.


Well, there was another way that she could show him. Claire slid out from under his dopey staring face and stood. Dan turned to follow her like a sunflower, still holding the ring out to her as if he could get her to take it through sheer bloody-minded persistence. Claire instead moved over to the small table in the suite, where Zane had already been setting up while she and Dan were distracted.
"Come over here, Dan," she said with a smirk, crooking a finger. "It's time to finish this."
Dan rose to his feet, the ring still clutched between thumb and forefinger. "Claire?" he said uncertainly, "What is this?" Claire couldn't help but notice that his cock was still hard as a rock despite the ordeal that she had put him through.
"See for yourself, " she said, gesturing to the table. Dan's face blanched as he saw the paperwork and pen laid out before him. It was the divorce paperwork that Claire had prepared in secret before they left.
"You'll find that it's very fair," said Claire, pointing over Dan's shoulder as he gawped down at the professional paperclipped packet of documents, already turned to the signature line. "Since I make more than you anyway, you'll actually make out like a bandit, believe it or not. I'll be keeping the house, of course, considering that I basically reworked the space from the ground up, but you'll get compensation for that."
Dan stared up at her, open-mouthed. "Claire... you can't be... you're leaving me? After all of this?" Claire was honestly a little surprised by how surprised he was. Dan couldn't be delusional enough to believe they would just go back to a happy married life after the insanity of the cruise, right?
"Aww, Danny," said Claire, pressing up behind him and wrapping her arms around him, letting her breasts press into his back. "Don't be sad. I mean... let's be real, this cruise has proven that you just aren't man enough for me. Do you really think I could see you as a man ever again after you knowingly slurped Zane's cum out of my pussy? Of course not. But don't worry! Even if we aren't married anymore, I don't mind letting you come over and be our cuck sometimes. We both know that's what you're more suited for anyway."
Dan, surprisingly, shook his head stubbornly. "No Claire... I mean, I know this is crazy, and I know you're mad, but this can't just be the end!"
Claire reached around him. With one hand, she grabbed the ornate pen and slipped it into his hand, making him fumble to the ring. It fell to the floor with a little ping of metal, forgotten and unimportant. With the other hand, she wrapped her hand around his cock.
Dan shuddered and gave a little gasp. It was the first time this week that Claire had deigned to touch his little penis, and it was obvious that, despite the circumstances, he couldn't resist that touch.
"Do it for me, Dan," purred Claire in his ear, soft and sweet. Her hand moved with slow, delicate sensuality, twisting and stroking her husband's cock the way she knew he liked. "Just one last favor for your beloved wife... If you do, I'll make you cum! Not just by giving you a show, but directly, right here in my soft little hand. That sounds pretty good, doesn't it?"
Dan weakly shook his head, finding one more reservoir of resistance, here at the last step of the journey. But his resistance was childish. It was far too little, far too late. Even if he didn't sign now, the marriage was already over. But Claire wasn't that worried. Dan was weak. And, more importantly, he had never been very good at denying Claire what she wanted. The same way Claire was able to force her husband to march into a meeting with an old friend and cut him off, Claire was confident that Dan was going to sign.
Zane stood by, arms crossed over his chest, with a look of satisfaction painting his face. Claire still wasn't precisely sure why, but to start with, at least, pursuing her had been about crushing Dan. So in a way, this was Zane seeing his dream come to life. She gave Zane a wink and a smile as she slowly increased the speed of her teasing handjob, pressing her naked tits even harder into Dan's back. Maybe this had been about Dan in the beginning, but there was something deeper and more important between her and Zane now. Dan barely mattered. This would be the send-off of all relevance he had in their lives.
"Claire... can't we just..." whined Dan, even though his hips were beginning to pulse forward a little into the delicious sensations of her hands. "Can't we just talk about this?"
"But I don't want to talk about it," hissed Claire in his ear, dropping her other hand down to play with his balls, rough enough to play on the edge of pain and pleasure. "I want you to do what I say. Listen, the only way you get to cum here is as a reward for agreeing to the divorce. Otherwise, I have absolutely no interest in your shrimpy cock. So it's up to you. We can talk this out... or you can cum."
For anyone with dignity and self-control, it should have been an obvious, easy choice. One orgasm in exchange for a decision that would change his life forever. But dignity and self-control had been burnt out of Dan at this point. Instead of firmly telling Claire to stop, he let out another unmanly whine, panting heavily as Claire's hands teased her slippery cock.
Claire knew her husband well. She had put up with his substandard bedroom performance for years. She was able to bring him right up to the edge of orgasm and expertly hold him there, wearing away his last little scrap of defiance.
"Do it, Dan," she whispered in his ear, her thumb rubbing back and forth over the sensitive, slippery head of his cock, keeping him on the razor edge of pleasure. 'Do what I say one last time. Show me what a good husband you can be, just like you always did: by doing exactly what I tell you. Then you get to cum."
Dan knew that there was no way she would let him orgasm without this last humiliating submission. And for a weak-willed pervert like him, in that moment, the exchange was worth it. He reached down with a trembling hand and put pen to paper.
Zane let out a little snort, hand clasped to his mouth, and Claire shot him a warning look. It was pretty fucking hilarious, but she didn't want him screwing this up at the last second.
But there was no need to worry. Dan was in his own little world. He scrawled his signature on the page, and in that very moment, Calire wrapped a full, satisfying fist around his cock, pumping wildly for a few crucial seconds.
"Here's your reward, big boy! Enjoy it," she said with a chuckle, her fist moving in a blur. But, just when she felt him tip over the edge, she removed her hand completely.
Dan gasped at the sudden betrayal, but it was too late. His cock jerked and spasmed, squirting watery little squirts of cuck jizz down onto the floor of the hotel room as Dan shuddered and leaned on the table, rocked to his core.
A ruined orgasm denying Dan the satisfying ending he wanted more than anything. A fitting end to an unsatisfactory marriage.
Dan stared sadly down at his signature on the paperwork as the last of his load dripped onto the floor. In theory, he could contest the legality of the signature. He had signed it under duress. But he wouldn't. Claire saw it in his eyes. They were hollow and defeated as he stared down at the inky scrawl that meant the end of his marriage.
Claire sighed in satisfaction and crossed the room to Zane, who possessively wrapped an arm around her hip and pulled her close to his naked bulk. Dan stared over at them, the pen falling from his nerveless fingers, then rolling under the bed.
"Come over here," said Zane suddenly, waving Dan toward him. "I've got something for you."
Dan didn't resist. He stumbled forward toward Zane. Claire's eyes darted between them. The contrast couldn't be greater. Dan was tall and handsome, Zane was short and ugly. But Zane had taught her the difference between them was more important than the surface level. Zane was worth double her ex-husband. There was just no comparison.
As Dan approached, Zane reached for the wallet he had set on the table and pulled out a business card, stuffing it into Dan's hand. "You've got a real talent for the role of pathetic cuck. Just because you and Claire are splitsville on the relationship front doesn't mean you can't be her cuck! And hey, I'll obviously pay you fairly if you want to continue the role on camera as well. Think about it and give me a call."
Dan stared numbly down at the card, his eyes empty. "But, just to be clear... you can't come over or see me anymore unless Zane approves it," said Claire firmly. "Zane and I are taking a little vacation after this, but when we get back, I expect you to be moved out of my house." Maybe it was twisting the knife at this point, but it was important that he understood. He looked her in the eyes, and she could see that he was coming apart at the seams. By agreeing to this week of humiliation, he had sold his very soul for the twisted pleasure of denial and humiliation. And only now that the ride was over was the regret really hitting him.
But that wasn't really Claire's problem anymore. As far as she was concerned, their marriage had actually ended when Dan had been stupid enough to take a bet that permitted another man to pursue her.
"Now get the fuck out of our room," said Claire firmly, without venom.
Dan opened his mouth, then closed it and shook his head. There was nothing left to say. Instead, he dressed swiftly in silence, his shoulders slumped, and left the room.
Claire, oddly, felt a sense of hollowness settle over her as well. Zane moved over to lie back on the bed with a broad smile of satisfaction on his face, and Claire studied his features as if looking at him for the first time.
The part of her life with Dan in it was now over, and Zane loomed large now.
After a few seconds, she moved to join him on the bed. She didn't know what her new life would bring, but she knew that Zane would be the one who shaped it. She snuggled under his arm, and they lay in thoughtful silence.
She wondered what Zane had planned for her... but she never had been very good at anticipating his next move.
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It was torture. Sheer torture.
Bill knew he had agreed to the idea of not having sex with Amber until their anniversary. It had sounded hot in the moment when she had suggested it. Denying himself for a little while would make it that much sweeter when it came time to claim his prize. But he hadn't counted on how hard it would be to resist his sexy wife in that time.
Bill groaned as he woke up from yet another fevered sexual dream. Images of Amber had been running through his mind all night long. Images of her beautiful blue eyes, her round, heavy breasts, and her plump, perfect ass. Even more arousingly, he had dreamed of her together with Jack, sucking the obnoxious man's huge cock while making blazing, sensual eye contact with him the entire time.
Obviously, he had towering morning wood tenting up the sheets. At least he hadn't cum all over himself like he had the night before. It had made him feel like some sort of naughty teenager. The anniversary couldn't come soon enough. At least he had a work conference starting the next day. As much as he would miss Amber, it would at least distract him and keep him from lusting after her for a few days.
Speaking of his wife... the bathroom door opened and Amber breezed through the doorway, her hair up in a towel and her skin glowing with steamy heat. Her perfect, curvy body was covered with just a tiny white towel, and Bill felt a wave of impotent lust seeing her thick thighs and bare shoulders exposed by the tiny covering.
Amber's pretty face broke into a shy smile as she saw the tent her husband was pitching. She crossed the room and bent low to give him a brief but warm kiss on the lips. "Wow, honey," she asked in a soft voice, smiling down at her husband's cock as it strained and throbbed beneath the thin sheet covering it, "is that for me?"
"No one else," said Bill fervently, reaching out to catch her hand and try to pull her closer. "Maybe you could just... take care of me real quick? I'm sure just one little handjob wouldn't be breaking the rule. Maybe you could even show me the blowjob skills that you've learned."
An almost guilty expression flashed across Amber's face, but then her face softened into a laugh as she kissed her husband's hand, then pulled out of his grip. "Sorry, honey," she said with a shake of her head. "But I'm not planning on making you cum until our anniversary night. But I promise to make it super special when we finally get there. And dear... I thought you knew that my mouth is reserved for Jack's use only."
That made Bill audibly groan, wishing that he had never agreed to the stupid idea of holding off on sex until their anniversary night. His torture didn't get any better as Amber crossed the room and whipped the towel off, presenting a glorious view of her toned back and perfect, dimpled ass. "That seems like sort of a waste," he said grudgingly. His eyes locked to his wife's tempting curves as she dried herself off. "Considering that you and Jack aren't even doing anything anymore."
"Who knows what might happen in the future, though?" said Amber with a teasing grin over her shoulder as she slid her underwear drawer open. "I mean, I certainly haven't forgotten about our neighbor? Have you?"
Bill groaned again and slumped back in bed. But he still didn't have the willpower to tear his eyes away as Amber bent over a lot more slowly and deeply than necessary to pull a little pink thong up her perfect legs to wedge between her cheeks. She knew what she was doing, teasing him not only with her naked body, but also by mentioning their crude neighbor.
"I don't think I could ever forget," agreed Bill, watching with minor disappointment as Amber put on a bra, hiding her magnificent tits away. "If you really feel like playing with him again, maybe we could..."
Amber chuckled and crossed the room back to him, looking as good as ever in her pink bra and panties. Bill's eyes bugged out of his head as she swiftly mounted the bed and straddled him. She pressed his throbbing morning wood downward with her panty-clad sex, then leaned forward to plant a deep wet kiss on her husband's mouth. Bill felt so dazed as she pulled back that he almost couldn't understand what she was even saying as she whispered, "Be careful what you wish for! I know this is just horny Bill talking. Let's wait for our magical anniversary night. After that... well, then we can talk about what we both want, ok honey?"
Just the thought of inviting Jack into their bed again, especially with his wife's thong-covered pussy grinding lightly against him, almost made Bill cum right then and there. There had been good reasons to stop and scale back a little on the game they were playing with their obnoxious older neighbor, but the thought that Amber wanted to discuss bringing Jack back into their sex life wasn't exactly bad news, as far as Bill was concerned.
In his horny daze, Bill was half-hoping that Amber would continue to straddle and make out with him until he came. But it was clear that she was serious about not getting him off in any way until their upcoming anniversary. With one last kiss on his nose, Amber rose from the bed for good, selecting a pair of leggings and a cutoff pink t-shirt that allowed a sexy little glimpse of her belly.
Bill couldn't help but feel a little annoyed, even though his wife had made her position clear earlier. "So where are you headed so early in the morning?" he groused, picking up his phone from his nightstand and opening it listlessly as his wife dressed.
"Grabbing coffee with Stacey," said Amber neutrally, her face turned away. "We've got to talk about our girls' weekend, after all."
"Right," said Bill with a sigh, deciding that he might as well get up and start his day as well. His boss had given him a work-from-home day to get everything he would need together for the weekend conference, but gathering the files he would need and going over the itinerary would only take a few hours. It was practically a day off. He stood and started dressing in some casual, around-the-house clothes. "So what sort of mischief are you two planning on getting up to while I'm away?"
Amber had finished dressing and spritzed on a little perfume before turning back to Bill. "Nothing much. Probably just a spa day. Or just skip it and stay in to watch a movie. Not sure. I need to ask her opinion at coffee." She walked over to give Bill one last kiss, this one loving and warm rather than teasing. "I'll see you in a few hours, honey. Love you!"
"Love you too, baby!" said Bill. He tried to pull his wife closer, but she slipped from his grasp with a shake of her finger and was out the door.
Bill was left all by himself, buzzing with a constant low-level arousal. Well, there was one good old-fashioned cure for that. Amber had made it clear she didn't intend to get him off until their anniversary, but she had never said anything about getting himself off. Bill sat at the desk and flipped open his laptop. His first instinct was to just pull up the filthy videos that Amber had made of her blowing Jack. But that was impossible. The files were currently stored on the desktop downstairs, and Bill was feeling a little too horny to wait.
So instead, Bill did something he hadn't even considered for a long time. He pulled up Lewdtube, a porn site that had been a favorite of his back when he partook a bit more frequently. It only took him seconds to find a video of a young curvy blonde in a porny schoolgirl uniform sucking the thick cock of an older man, start it playing, and strip his shorts down to his ankles.
Bill had just gripped his cock and began pumping away when the door of the bedroom swung open again. "Sorry honey, I forgot my phone!" said Amber breezily. "I would forget my own head if... it... wasn't..." Husband and wife froze, staring at each other with mutual mortified shock. Amber stood just inside the doorway, eyes wide, and Bill sat at the computer, cock in hand, porn continuing to play in full view of his wife.
Amber was the first to move, darting for her phone and awkwardly blurting, "Oops! I'm sorry that I interrupted your... umm... personal time, dear."
Her movement finally snapped Bill out of his shocked paralysis. He slammed the laptop shut, his face flaming with a hot blush. "Shit. It's... it's not what it looks like. I was..." He stopped, completely unable to come up with any possible excuse that wasn't the embarrassing truth.
Amber, clearly embarrassed herself, ignored her husband's feeble attempt at an excuse and grabbed her phone before scurrying out of the room.
When she was gone, Bill slumped back in the office chair and covered his eyes with his hand, sighing deeply. Well, at least that had taken care of his arousal. Getting caught by his wife jerking off to porn had killed his libido stone dead.
He would have to talk to her later and... apologise? He wasn't sure exactly how to handle the situation, but in the moment, he felt like he wanted to crawl into a hole and die of embarrassment. It wasn't exactly the best way to start his day.
...
Jack could tell that Amber was distracted. Even though she knelt on the ground in her pretty pink underwear, hand pumping up and down his thick cock, she kept staring into space with a frown.
It was pissing him off a little bit. Amber's role in this heated, kinky relationship was to be utterly wowed by his cock, serving it with a smile every time Jack whipped it out. That's what he had been training her to do ever since that first encounter in the hot tub. Was she just getting too used to his giant dick? Was submission to hated neighbor growing stale? That was bad news for Jack if true. He had no illusions that his relationship with Amber went deeper than filthy sex. If she no longer got the right taboo charge out of fucking him behind her husband's back and filming it for their anniversary, Jack knew he would be tossed aside without a second thought.
So he was a little surly as he grunted, "What's the matter? Why so distracted?"
She startled, her lovely blue eyes flashing to meet his with an expression of guilt. "What? Oh, sorry, Daddy. It's just... Something happened right before I came over, and it's on my mind."
Jack sighed and tossed the phone he had been using to film Amber aside. "Well, I don't think this is going to be a hot video to show your hubby if you can barely keep your mind on my cock."
Amber grimaced. "You're right. Maybe we should just call it a day and..."
"I didn't tell you to stop," growled Jack in an iron-hard voice. "Keep jerking my cock... and tell me about whatever dumb shit your husband did."
Amber gave him a doubtful glance. She still needed to be pressured into servicing him off camera, and she also clearly wasn't thrilled about discussing her personal life with him. But with his massive cock in her hand, Amber's instincts defaulted to submission. She huffed a little, but then slowly began pumping both hands up and down his cock as she said, "I walked in on Bill jerking off to porn today. I'm... I guess I'm annoyed. I know that I'm the one who said we weren't going to have sex anymore, but it still makes me a little upset."
Jack burst out laughing. He should have fucking known it would be something pathetic like that rather than Amber losing interest in him. Amber scowled up at him, her hands pausing from working up and down his cock. "What's so funny?" she asked sourly.
Jack shook his head as his laughing fit quieted down. "I mean, the poor guy is stuck at home, sneaking around to jerk his little dick like a naughty teenager while his wife goes out to suck a bigger, better cock. Even you have to admit that it's kind of funny."
It was a gamble, but it was one that Jack won this time. Amber smirked, then snorted, her hands continuing to pump up and down Jack's towering cock. "Fine... you're an asshole, but you're right. It is sort of a funny image. But it feels a little mean too! I'm only doing this because of how hot it will be for him when I finally show him those videos. The fact that I was a little mean is just going to make it that much hotter when he finally realizes what happened."
A kinky thought occurred to Jack, and a broad, ugly grin spread across his face. It was deliciously arousing to push this hot little wife further and further in serving his cock and being mean to her husband. Jack wasn't sure what the endgame of this little game would be, but he knew that he was going to try to get as far as he could before the anniversary. He had been stumped for another good video idea, but the story that Amber had just told him had given him a burst of inspiration.
Bill was going to be out of town for the weekend starting tomorrow. Some sort of work thing. Jack hadn't cared too much about the details, just that he was going to have Amber all to himself all weekend. He had thought about taking the opportunity to finally pop the slutty little wife's anal cherry... but suddenly he had a much more entertaining idea. Fucking her ass could wait. This new idea depended on the weekend getaway her husband had planned.
"Tell me a little more about this trip your dear husband is taking for work," insisted Jack with a wide grin. "Don't spare any details."
...
Bill still hadn't quite gotten over the humiliation of getting caught watching porn by his wife by the time he left for the conference the next day, but at least he had managed to spend a pleasant evening with Amber afterward. They hadn't even talked about the embarrassing encounter, which felt a little unusual, considering the fact that they were both so open with each other about sexual preferences these days. But that actually suited Bill just fine in this case. If Amber forgot about walking in on him watching porn and just didn't feel like discussing it, he was completely on board with that.
He was missing Amber already, and he felt a little moody during the two-hour drive to the hotel and conference center. He had thought that getting away from his wife would at least be a relief, since being around her constantly made him so horny, but missing her only made his sexual dissatisfaction harder.
The hotel seemed nice, but Bill was in no mood to enjoy it. He dropped off his stuff in the room and checked the time. He had a few minutes before he had to head over to the keynote speech, so he decided to give his wife a call, hoping that it would cut through a little of the loneliness he was feeling.
The phone rang and rang, and Bill was just resigning himself to the idea that Amber might be too busy with Stacey to pick up when the call connected on what was likely the last ring.
"Hey babe." Amber's voice seemed oddly strained, as though he was trying to talk quietly enough she wouldn't be overheard. "What's up? I thought you were going to be in meetings all day."
Bill plopped back on the bed and closed his eyes, suddenly wishing he had told his boss that he couldn't do the trip. Hearing Amber's voice just made him miss her more. "I just got in to the hotel, honey," he said, trying to keep his voice light. He didn't want to ruin Amber's day out with her friend just because of some random feelings he was having. "Sorry to interrupt you! Are you at the spa with Stacey?"
"Uh... nooo," said Amber, her voice wobbling oddly for a second. "We decided just to stay in. Going to watch a movie and have a few glasses of wine. Just relax a little."
"Sounds delightful," said Bill ruefully. "I wish I was there, honestly. I guess I'll be doing something similar tonight, but all by myself. Not much to do in this hotel room but watch a movie and relax."
"Just like you were 'relaxing with a movie' in the morning yesterday?" asked Amber with a hint of teasing disapproval in her voice.
Bill's cock went hard at the same time his face flushed red. It looked like he had celebrated a little too soon over his wife forgetting all about the embarrassing encounter. "Listen, Amber, I'm sorry about that. It's just tough with you saying we aren't going to have sex until..."
"It's ok, honey," said Amber gently, cutting him off. "Sorry, I just couldn't resist giving you a hard time about it. If I say that you can't have sex with me, of course you're going to... take care of yourself. Although I would think the videos you have of me and Jack would be more than enough!"
Bill winced, but laughed along with her. "It was because... no, you know what? You're right. You're more than enough for me."
"Bill..." Amber hesitated, and Bill sat up, catching some trace of heat in her voice that immediately interested him. "Like I just told you, I don't mind if you have to masturbate to make it through to the anniversary. But can I ask you something really unfair and selfish?"
Bill didn't know what she was saying, but for some reason his cock was throbbing insistently in his pants, and his heart was thumping against his ribs. "You can ask me anything in the world, Amber."
"Don't cum tonight."
Bill licked his lips. He had actually been planning on jerking off to release some of his sexual tension. He didn't know what game his wife was playing, but he never hesitated to play when she was feeling frisky. "Any particular reason why?"
"Nope," said Amber in a cool, almost apologetic voice. "No reason why. No reward promised. I'm just kind of curious if you'll stay frustrated and horny just because I told you to."
Bill shook his head, a little confused, but still aroused by the strange request. "I... I mean, it's kind of a big ask. Especially because you don't really seem to get anything out of it," he said slowly.
"That's right," agreed Amber with a sigh. "All I would get is the satisfaction of knowing I have a man who is willing to put up with a little frustration to make me happy. It really is a selfish, mean request. Maybe I shouldn't have even asked you. I'll understand if you say 'no', so don't be worried about that."
Bill thought about it carefully. He really didn't want to go without cumming for another night... but on the other hand, it was pretty rare for Amber to make sexual requests of him. He was the one who usually asked her for things... like the whole situation with Jack. He could put up with another night of denial if it made her happy. "No, it isn't an issue," he said simply. "If you want me not to cum tonight, you've got it. No promises about tomorrow though."
"That's sweet of you, honey," said Amber, again sounding almost guilty. "You know that after our anniversary I'm going to make all of this frustration up to you, right?"
Bill laughed. "I thought you said there was no reward?" He glanced up at the clock and grimaced. "Anyway, I've got to get going, sweetheart. I'll talk to you when I get back from the conference opening. I'm already missing you."
"Bye! Hope it's not too boring. I miss you too. Love you, babe!" The last little bit was rushed. Bill assumed that, no matter what Amber said earlier, he had probably interrupted her time with her best friend.
With that, Bill rubbed his eyes and headed out to his car. The day ahead seemed even longer than it had before, now that he wasn't even going to cum when he got back to his hotel room. Oh well, he would just have to make the best of it. He knew it wouldn't be easy when he agreed to Amber's idea to hold off on sex. He would just have to make it through somehow.
...
Amber barely managed to toss the phone away before she let out a little moan, doing her best to stifle it by biting her lip. Her hands fell to grip Jack's thinning hair, pulling him close between her thighs.


Fuck, the man was a raging asshole, but he knew how to play her body like a fiddle. His fat, slobbering tongue thrust deeply into her as she humped her hips forward, chasing an orgasm just seconds after she had told her husband he wasn't allowed to cum. Amber was having more and more difficulty staying quiet... but it was absolutely essential that she not be too loud right now. She clapped both hands over her mouth as Jack worked even harder between her legs, swirling his tongue relentlessly over her clit.
She came while moaning into her hands, her body tensing and her back arching as Jack made her cum with his writhing, slurping tongue. Finally, she collapsed back on the sheets, panting and sweaty as Jack rose from between her thighs, wiping away her juices with the back of a hairy hand.
"I can't believe you told him not to jerk off," chuckled Jack with a leering grin on his face. "Poor guy is going to be all blue-balled and lonely while you cum all night long."
Amber flashed him a sullen glare, but his cruel words sent a pulse of heat through her as well. "I only asked him because you told me to! And to make it even hotter when he sees the video. I have to say though, this one feels like it is a little too mean. You really think he'll see this as kinky and not... I don't know, a betrayal?"
"Oh please," said Jack with a roll of his eyes, "By the time he actually sees the video, he will have forgotten all about being lonely and frustrated tonight."
Amber heard a door slam from the other side of the wall and sat up in bed, putting a finger to her lips. For one wild second she thought that maybe Bill had caught on to what she was doing, but after a second of quiet, she realized that her husband must have walked off down the hall. Amber let out a sigh of relief and collapsed back on the bed, her whole body pulsing with relief and lingering arousal. "I can't believe I let you talk me into this!" she groaned.
Jack had come over to pick her up just minutes after Bill had left for his conference that morning and sprung the news on her about where exactly they would be filming their next anniversary video.
While Amber's loving husband was lonely and missing her, he would have no idea that she had driven with the neighbor they both hated to rent the hotel room directly next to his. She and Jack would fuck all night long just feet away from him while he assumed that they had to be apart this weekend. When he saw the video, he would know that Amber absolutely could have come to join him at the conference, but had decided to spend the time fucking their obnoxious neighbor instead.
It had felt a little more like light-hearted teasing before she realized that Bill was in a bad mood. He was obviously having a little trouble with the idea of not having sex with her until the anniversary, and now the idea of coming all this way to fuck in the room next to him all night felt like twisting the knife. Especially with the prohibition on orgasms. That had been Jack's idea too.
Jack seemed to sense her wavering resolve, and moved to cut off any objections by distracting her. He rubbed his hands together and said brusquely, "Well, your hubby's on his way; we had better head out as well. We have a little shopping to do before he gets back."
Amber gave him a sidelong look, her curiosity temporarily getting the better of her sympathy for her husband. If there was one thing she could count on Jack for, it was coming up with twisted, erotic fun. She knew that it was hot in the moment to submit to her neighbor's twisted whims, but more importantly, Jack had always had a keen instinctive sense for what would turn Bill on. He had earned a little trust in that department. If he said that Bill would forget his negative feelings about tonight and just be turned on by the teasing, Amber was inclined to believe him.
"Shopping?" she asked archly while recollecting her panties and shorts that Jack had so rudely stripped off while she was on the phone with her husband. "And what exactly do we need to buy?"
Jack chuckled with a secretive look plastered over his ugly face. "I have one last little surprise about our plans for tonight. You'll understand more when we buy what we need. Let's just say that this video is going to be... especially memorable for you and your hubby."
A little thrill of excitement passed through Amber as she stared into Jack's twinkling eyes. She knew that whatever he meant, it would be disrespectful, embarrassing, and deeply arousing both for her and eventually for her husband as well. Jack could be a real asshole, but that was exactly the reason why he was so effective at pushing Amber and Bill's buttons. And if Amber knew her husband, he loved to have his buttons pushed.
"Well... if you're going to be all mysterious, fine," she said, standing up from the bed and crossing the room to grab her purse. "Let's go shopping. We had better make it quick though. If I remember correctly, the beginning of the conference doesn't go that late, and there is no way in hell that I'm risking him seeing me in the hallways or something."
Jack opened the door for her, gesturing her out into the hallway. "Well, let's hurry then," he said with a shit-eating grin.
...
Based on what they picked up at the seedy local sex shop, Amber had her suspicions over what Jack had in mind, but he was tight-lipped about exactly what the plan was until they had returned to the hotel room. They had been cutting it close. Bill had told Amber that the only things on the schedule for the first night of the conference were a keynote speech followed by a networking session. And if Bill wasn't feeling up for it, he could very well cut the networking session short. Luckily, they made it back in time, safely returning to the hotel room right next to the one Bill had. It hadn't been easy to manage that little trick, Amber had been able to tell. Jack had to slide a handful of bills across the desk to the wary receptionist before they had made the booking.
Amber felt a little more secure now that they were in the room and hadn't been caught. But her fading anxiety only made her curiosity swell higher. Especially when Jack opened up the mysterious black duffel he had brought along with them and pulled out a tripod. He began setting up like it was perfectly normal as Amber regarded him suspiciously across the room.
Filming their sex was basically the entire point of what they had been doing. But up until now, Jack had either just held the phone or propped it up against something. The very fact that he had decided to go more high-tech tonight was suspicious.
It was time to find out what fucked up plan Jack had for the evening... as if having wild sex just feet from where her husband sat bored and frustrated wasn't enough. "Ok Jack, I've been patient. Why the tripod? And why did we buy..." Amber's face twisted into an embarrassed grimace for a second as she patted the discreet brown paper bag the sex shop had bundled their purchase into. "... these?"
Jack let out a low chuckle as he finished setting up the tripod and slotted his phone into it. "Ok, ok, you've waited long enough. I'll spill the beans. I thought you would get it when we bought the outfit. Doctors are supposed to be smart, right?"
"Out with it, asshole," snapped Amber, crossing her arms. It was lucky that Jack had a big cock, or she wouldn't be able to stand being around him for any reason.
"Well..." said Jack, striding over to the gift bag and pulling out a little tartan fringe way too small to be called a skirt with a straight face. "Your husband likes watching porn so much, I thought that maybe we could film one starring you. That way, he'll be set."
"Ugh. I should have guessed that you want me to act like a pornstar for you." Amber rolled her eyes, but she had to admit that the idea had a certain flair of twisted heat. "Well... you're right. Bill will find it pretty hot for us to make a porn just like the one he was watching when I caught him."
But Jack was laughing and shaking his head. "No, no, you still don't get it. We aren't just making a porn for my benefit. Or for your cuckold husband. We're making porn to post online. If your husband enjoys jerking off to ladies on the internet, I think it would be fun if we made you one of them."
...
Bill sighed as he turned off his car, then just sat back in his seat, closing his eyes with his hands resting on the steering wheel. He had gotten out of the meet-and-greet as soon as he politely could after shaking a few hands and touching base with some people he knew in the industry. But it hadn't felt quick enough; he was just in no mood for rubbing elbows with a bunch of middle-aged men.
Bill resolved to get over his shitty mood. He might not be able to jerk off, but that wasn't the only little bachelor comfort that he had available to him on a weekend away from his wife. He could order a pizza with olives, which Amber hated. He could find some sort of horror movie to watch, which Amber usually just couldn't handle. The whole night didn't have to be about his sexual frustrations or missing Amber. In fact, although he had sort of planned on calling his wife once again once he reached the hotel room, he decided on the spur of the moment to leave the call until bedtime. He didn't want to seem needy after all.
He was already kind of feeling better by the time he reached his room. He took off his work clothes and put on a t-shirt and shorts to lounge around the hotel room, and he was just getting to looking up a local pizza place when he heard the voices from the room next to his. It wasn't that the two voices were screaming at each other, but it was obvious there was some sort of difference of opinion happening in the hotel room next door. The walls were thick enough to muffle the voices, but not thick enough that he couldn't hear them: a distinctly feminine tone, sounding annoyed, and a deep masculine rumble that didn't seem to be taking the female voice's complaints too seriously.
Bill sighed and grimaced. He hoped that this was a temporary disagreement, but from his experience, when you were next to guests who started an argument, it never ended at just one. He briefly considered marching down to the lobby and requesting to switch rooms, but discarded the thought immediately. It would be an overreaction at this point. If the noises started getting really bad or went on until bedtime, then he might ask for a change.
...
"You must be out of your mind, Jack!" fumed Amber, pacing in front of the bed now. "I can't believe that you would think I would be ok with that!" Over the past few weeks, she had been getting more and more used to going along with whatever plans Jack had for her. For one, because she believed that everything she had done would make excellent videos for her husband, and also, yes, she could admit it, because it was hot. At this point she could admit that the teasing and dominant fucking from Jack turned her on quite a bit, even apart from her planned anniversary.
But some things were just beyond the pale.
Jack didn't seem sorry for the suggestion though, or even particularly concerned. He was the one sitting on the bed now, laying out the slutty schoolgirl outfit that was meant to be Amber's wardrobe for the porn video he was planning to make. "Oh, I think you'll be ok with it," he said calmly. "More than just ok in fact. When you finally give in and let me post a video of you fucking, you'll cum your brains out at the very thought."
Amber stopped her pacing, staring at him open-mouthed. "Are you a fucking idiot?" she hissed in disbelief. "What if one of our neighbors happens to be watching porn and finds a video of us? What if the director of my hospital finds out I'm an amateur pornstar? It's social suicide!"
Jack was still looking at her with that smug, cocky expression that said he believed he would get his way. And Amber realized with a guilty twist in her belly that she couldn't exactly blame him for having that impression. Every time he had tried to push the envelope lately, Amber had ended up doing whatever filthy thing he wanted. But surely even he had to understand that this was a step too far.
But Jack surprised her. "Look, Amber, you're overthinking this," he said with a wave of his hand. "I'm not planning on just slapping whatever raw footage we get onto the internet. You and I will have our faces blurred and our voices disguised. The horny masses will get to see that perfect body submitting to my cock, but they won't be able to connect it to you."
That stopped Amber in her tracks. She bit a thumbnail, her mind racing. Before, the idea was so ludicrously impossible that she had just rejected it out of hand. But if their identities were disguised... With that wrinkle, she was forced to actually think about what it would be like to have a video of her fucking Jack on the internet. It was hot, but Amber just couldn't reconcile herself as the kind of woman who would post that.
As Jack saw her hesitating, he pounced, rising from the bed and taking her shoulders in his broad hands and staring down into her wavering eyes. "But there is one person who would know exactly who is in that video," he said in a low, amused voice. "When you show your husband the very public video on your anniversary night, with hundreds of views and dozens of comments proving that you've shared that beautiful body he knows so well with internet strangers... well I think he's going to cum so hard you'll be cleaning jizz off the ceiling for a week, don't you?"
Amber felt a flare of heat pulse up from between her legs. As always, Jack had a crude but persuasive way with words. Bill had always gotten super horny in the past when she showed off to strangers. Like dancing with Jack in the club, or everything that happened with the Uber driver. She supposed that Jack was right. It would absolutely turn Bill on to know that hundreds of strangers had jerked off to her having sex with their neighbor, even if it was much more extreme than anything they had done so far.
But, even if Bill was happy with it, the question was: was she willing to do it? It wasn't an easy thing to put a sex tape of herself out there, especially one with an older, objectively unattractive man. If she allowed this, it wasn't something she could take back. Face blurred or not, her naked body would be on the internet, and she knew better than to think she could reel it back if she got cold feet.
Jack leaned closer, his ugly, stubbled face filling her vision. Once, the very sight of him annoyed Amber, but now it just turned up the heat on the troubled lust boiling inside her. It was a Pavlovian response at this point. "And even apart from Bill, I know that you would like it too. Don't think I haven't noticed how wet it makes you when I show you off. Remember that guy at the hiking trail? You practically came on the spot when I made you flash him. This will be like that, but a thousand times more powerful."
Amber could picture it now... not just one or two lucky perverts seeing the way that Jack toyed with her, but any random man searching for porn who wanted to jack off... It was hot when Jack framed it that way; she had to admit. But it made her want to push back even more. The fact that she was the type of woman who got turned on by that sort of public exposure made it an even worse decision.
She opened her mouth to protest, a fiery blush forming on her face, but Jack cut her off authoritatively. "Tell you what, why don't we just film it as if we are going to post it, and then you can decide later," he said lightly, gesturing toward the outfit he had picked out. "If you still have reservations after making our little video, then I swear to God I won't post it. Fair?"
Amber gulped, thought for a moment, then nodded hesitantly. It really wasn't that big of a deal. She had already agreed to fucking Jack in the hotel room next to her husband. Wearing the schoolgirl outfit wasn't any worse than the things she had already done with Jack. And the porn thing? That wasn't even something she had to agree to. This was fine... just pushing the envelope a little further than the things they had already done.
So why did it feel so dangerous?
...
Jack felt his shriveled heart soar with elation as he saw the pretty little blonde wife in her new pornographic costume, sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed self-consciously and her face cutely pink with embarrassment.
Amber was looking even hotter and sluttier than usual in a tiny little tartan skirt that showed off the full length of her luscious, toned thighs, and a thin, cut-off top that left her flat, tanned belly exposed and was sheer enough to show the color of her nipples through the material. The ridiculous, porny outfit was completed with pure white stockings, shiny black heels, a silly little tie that matched her skirt, and, of course, Amber's beautiful blonde hair pulled up into pigtails. Just the sight of her humiliatingly dolled up for sex was enough to give Jack a raging erection. He was sure it would be just as enthralling to all of the anonymous viewers online, no matter how jaded they were. And as for Amber's cuckold husband, he would be so fucking horny that he was going to wonder why he had never thought of putting his wife's sex tapes online.
Jack knew very well that, no matter what Amber said, the battle for the porn video's publication was already as good as won. Once he got her going with the idea that this video might be public, there was no way she would be able to resist. Now was as good a time as any to get his little married slut in the mood.
For this part of the video, Jack went handheld. Later on he would need to have both hands free, but for now, this would add a personal touch to the recording. "Alright," he said, raising the phone and snapping his fingers to focus his little actress. "Ready to go? I'm going to start recording. Make sure you put on a good show from here on out... can't let your new fans down."
Amber looked like there was something that she wanted to add, but it was too late. Jack plowed forward, stabbing his fat thumb at the record button and gesturing to let Amber know that things had gotten started. Amber's mouth closed, and she looked away from the beady eye of the camera in Jack's hand, unconsciously crossing her arms over her chest. It was pretty adorable that she was feeling so embarrassed by this. Thanks to filming her so often in the past few weeks, Amber had more or less gotten used to the camera, but the idea that a lot of strange men might be leering at her from the other side of the screens must have changed things for her.
Jack was suddenly thankful that Bill was such a horny little perv and had been caught by his wife. Without Bill, Jack never would have had this idea for turning up the heat on Amber's burgeoning exhibitionism.
Jack walked forward confidently until the view of the camera was leering down at Amber on the bed. Her beautiful blue eyes flicked upward, sullen, but burning with banked arousal. "Hey, good looking," rumbled Jack, reaching down until his hand entered frame and cupped Amber's cheek. "You ready to make a lot of men very happy?"
It looked for a second like Amber was hovering on the knife's edge, prepared to bail on the whole thing, despite her obvious arousal with the idea. But then her face turned an even deeper shade of pink, and she nuzzled her face tentatively against Jack's outstretched hand. "Yeah... I mean, yes, Daddy. I want to show all of the boys watching what you've taught me."
Jack felt his cock swelling to full hardness as Amber leaned into her slutty role. His thumb traced down her cheek, then pressed against her pouty pink lips, demanding entrance. Amber submitted immediately, just like Jack knew she would. It would probably look like shit, considering that her face would be blurred, but Jack didn't care. This was just for him, and seeing her docilely accepting his thumb into her mouth was a dizzying rush.


"Good girl," rumbled Jack, relishing the sensation as Amber's married tongue swirled over the rough skin of his thumb. "Or should I say, bad girl? Let your viewers know the dirty truth, Angel."
They had both agreed beforehand that they would use the terms "angel" and "daddy" tonight so that they wouldn't use each other's names and be forced to bleep them. But they hadn't discussed a script beforehand; all of the filthy dirty talk that Jack wanted to hear dripping from Amber's lips was going to come straight from her mind.
Amber knew exactly what he was prompting her to say, despite how vague his question had been. She popped his now-shiny thumb from her mouth and said in a meek voice that dripped with aroused embarrassment, "The truth is... I'm a married woman, Daddy. I really shouldn't be making movies for strangers on the internet to jerk off to."
"But you will anyway," grunted Jack, gently pushing back on Amber's shoulder to signal her to lie on her back. "Because Daddy told you to."
"Uh huh," agreed Amber in a sweet, submissive tone as she lay back on the bed, pressing her perfect tan legs wide. "Daddy gets what Daddy wants."
She looked so fucking perfect as she stared up into the camera, batting her eyelashes with false innocence. It was a shame the jerkers watching wouldn't be able to see how hot she was once Jack blurred her face. Luckily for them, the rest of her body was even more interesting. Her pretty pink nipples and the metal barbells piercing them dented out the thin material of the cutoff top, and the little skirt was so short that it barely concealed what lay beneath. Well... that wouldn't do. It was time to give the boys watching at home a better look.
"That's my good girl. Lift that skirt for me, Angel," commanded Jack, aiming the camera at the tempting stretch of soft upper thigh and the skirt just above it.
Amber obeyed, taking the hem of her skirt between her thumbs and forefingers and slowly lifting it to present a dick-stiffening sight: the junction of her tanned thighs, toned belly and rounded hips, and, of course, her shaved pussy, barely covered by a tiny tartan thong that matched the skirt she had just lifted.
Jack's hand immediately reached out, his thick thumb pressing the tartan thong into Amber's pussy. She let out a little whimper at the contact, her hips rolling needily upward toward the sensation. Jack had to keep himself from laughing. Amber could protest as much as she wanted and pretend to be a proper little wife, but that ship had sailed a long time ago. Jack could feel the moist heat of her pussy even through the fuzzy material covering it. She was loving every second of this humiliating video shoot.
"But that's not even the worst part of it, is it, Angel?" prompted Jack, pressing the cloth of the thong harder against Amber's tight pussy. "Because I'm not your husband, am I?"
Amber stared up at him with hooded eyes, her thighs spread wide and her hands still lifting her skirt to grant him access. "No, Daddy," she agreed in a throaty rasp. "You aren't. Does that make me a bad girl?"
Jack pulled the tiny thong aside, revealing the slick, throbbing pussy beneath. His fingers returned between her thighs, this time directly feeling the powerful heat of her sex against his skin. "It does... especially considering where your poor cuck hubby is right now. Why don't you tell the nice men at home, Angel?'
Amber groaned and closed her eyes, but her hips had begun to make little humping motions upward into Jack's fingers. The needy little slut couldn't help herself anymore. "He's right next door. He thinks that I'm at home while he went to a work conference, but I followed him, so I could fuck another man just a few feet away."
Jack slowly slid his thick, rough middle finger upward, teasing apart Amber's lower lips and sliding its length deep inside her. "Well then... since your dumb cuck hubby is probably watching this and jerking off along with all the other men on the internet, I think you had better apologize to him, don't you think?"
Amber gasped as Jack's finger thrust deep inside. He could feel her hot, wet alls contract tightly around him as she began in a shaky voice, "I... I'm sorry, baby. I'm sorry that I'm leaving you all alone to film a fuck video with a man you hate. I hope that you can jerk off lots as you watch me worship his cock, and cum in your sweaty little fist as he pumps me full of his cum."
Jack couldn't hold back a roar of laughter. In one swift movement, he scooped up the much smaller woman off the bed and deposited her carefully on the floor at his feet. "Sorry, man, but you heard the lady! She has a cock to worship, and sure as shit isn't going to be yours." Amber looked like her breath had been taken away by the sudden movement. Her chest was heaving enough to jiggle her ripe tits, and her legs were splayed out to both sides. Even without trying, she was a natural pornstar. Her sexy, vulnerable arousal made Jack want to do terrible things to her.
And he knew just where to start.
Jack whipped out his cock, letting it loom over the woman kneeling on the ground beneath him. He once again reflected on how much of a shame it was he had to blur Amber's features when this went online, because the look of absolute star-struck lust on Amber's face as she stared at her favorite toy made him feel like a fucking king.
"Go ahead, Angel, I can tell that you fucking want to."
Once she had permission, Amber didn't waste time. She dove forward hungrily, capturing Jack's cock between her lips and eagerly slurping away. Jack luxuriated in the feeling. Not just the sensation of Amber's well-trained mouth as it sucked the life out of his thick cock, but the knowledge that he had tamed this proud wife into a desperate cocksucker, while poor dumb Bill had still never gotten to experience her mouth the same way.
"So tell me... how does a pretty little wife like you end up sucking another man's cock while she leaves her hubby all alone? How did this start?" asked Jack, keeping Amber squarely in frame as she continued to busily suck him off.
She released his cock with a wet pop, jerking the now slick and shiny dick while she purred, "Well... my husband thought it would be fun to see me with someone else, and one thing led to another. Now I make this big monster cum a couple of times a week."
"That dumb fucking cuck thought he could give you a taste of someone bigger and better without getting addicted, but he was wrong, wasn't he?" asked Jack, his voice growing rough with pleasure as Amber took the opportunity to run her hot little tongue up and down his veiny shaft.
"Mmhmm. He was wrong. Sorry, honey," she added, addressing her watching husband directly. "I know Daddy's a fucking jerk, and that we both said we would be done with him, but I knew it would be hot for you if I played with him a little behind your back. I'll make it up to you later."
Jack grunted in annoyance and reached down to seize Amber's pigtails, one in each hand. Despite the sudden aggressive move, Amber didn't hesitate. She opened her lips and willingly took her Daddy's cock as he shoved himself inside, using her cute pigtails as handles as he forced himself deep into her married mouth.
"Don't lie to try to make yourself look better, slut," he snarled as he felt the head of his cock press tight against the back of her throat. "We both know the reason why you can't help coming back for more again and again. It's not your cuck husband. It's because you're utterly addicted to my cock." He felt his powerful, throbbing length pierce the tight seal of her throat, and he slowly eased himself in until he was balls deep, his massive cock sheathed to the hilt in the slick, wet heat of the throat that Bill had never felt. "You can't get enough of this. Why don't you just admit that if I told you I was done filming these stupid videos for your husband to jerk off to, you would still be sucking and fucking me all the time."
He released Amber's pigtails, and she rose spluttering and gasping for air, cheeks red and eyes teary. But surprisingly, it seemed like she had gotten some of her spirit back as well. "You're wrong!" she said with a cough, glaring up at Jack. "This is still all about B- I mean, all about my husband." She had barely caught herself from saying his name. "I wouldn't be doing this if I wasn't positive he would find it hot. So save all of that 'addicted' talk. You might be fun to fuck, but my husband will always be the most important to me."
Jack's lips tightened into a disapproving line, and he felt an unexpected stab of annoyance. It wasn't that Amber was saying anything he didn't already know... but Jack had begun to feel more and more possessive of the married slut who had been warming his cock for months now. She was obviously totally obsessed with his cock, and no matter how much she loved Bill, she had never cum as hard on his tiny dick as she did with Jack. So why couldn't she just admit it? Why couldn't she break down and say the truth: that fucking Jack was about her own pleasure now, and Bill was a secondary concern?
Jack swallowed down his annoyance. If he pushed the issue too hard, it might derail the video. Instead, he decided to do the next best thing: introduce a new piece of humiliation play that would turn Amber on at the same time as it put Bill in his place, demonstrating his dominance.
"Here's an interesting fact for all the dudes watching at home," said Jack brightly, reaching out to pull Amber close again and rubbing his cock against her face. "This naughty little wife has never given her poor husband a blowjob! Well... there was that one time, I suppose, but I don't even think it counts if you get a suckjob when she's distracted by another guy plowing her from behind."
Amber looked like she was trying to stay angry and defiant, but was having a hard time focusing while a thick, throbbing cock was being rubbed and slapped all over her face. Jack could tell that she was just on the edge of giving up and sinking fully back into lustful depravity. "I w-will though," she protested in a breathy voice. "On our anniversary, when you see this, honey, I'm going to give you the wettest, deepest, longest..."
"Yeah, yeah," interrupted Jack. "The reason that I brought it up is that tonight, I'm going to have you do one better. Tonight, you're doing something for me that your husband hasn't even seen you do."
Amber stared up at him, mouth open and uncomprehending, looking like a perfect little schoolgirl bimbo. Only Jack's cock could make her go dumb like this. With a chuckle, he reached down and lifted her up by her armpits so that she was a little higher, with his cock right at the level of her tits. "Tell me, Angel, have you ever given a man a titjob before?"
Amber shook her head, looking down at the throbbing monster in front of her with a new sense of apprehension on her face. Her pink, pierced nipples pressed up tight against the sheer material of the button-up top, showing that nothing about tonight so far had dulled her arousal, despite her protests.
Jack's broad, hairy hand moved over unbuttoning buttons on her shirt as he talked in a low, gloating voice. "And... unless I am very much mistaken, your husband has never seen you give one either. So we're going to give him a special treat right now. The very first time he even sees you jerk off a cock with those perfect tits is at the same time a thousand losers see it on the internet." He had finished now. Just one button strained between Amber's massive tits, barely holding the shirt together and leaving the rounded tops and bottoms of her breasts exposed above and below.
"Now say ahhh, Angel," demanded Jack. "Stick out that pretty tongue for me and drip a little bit of spit down into this valley of paradise. I'm going to need some lube if I'm going to fuck your tits."
Amber blushed deeply, but Jack was deeply aroused to see that it seemed like her feisty defiance had dried up for a moment. She did exactly as he had commanded, dangling her tongue out of her mouth and allowing a thick stream of saliva to drip down between her breasts, lubing them up for what was about to happen.
"It couldn't be simpler," instructed Jack, sinking down a little and then up to slide his cock between Amber's breasts behind the singular button still holding her shirt together. "Just use your hands to press in from either side and..."
Amber immediately understood what Jack was demanding, palming a breast in either hand and applying pressure, sandwiching Jack's throbbing cock in her warm, soft, slippery flesh as he pushed all the way upward, his purple cockhead appearing from between her tits, making a perfect erotic image for the cameras.
"That's it, Angel, you're a natural," grunted Jack as he began to thrust his cock upward. His copious precum and the drool that Amber had supplied for lube swiftly wet her thin little shirt, making it even more obscenely see-through as his monstrous cock pumped up and down through the slippery channel.
Amber had been quiet a little too long. Jack knew that her dirty talk would be a major draw for the video. He needed to get her talking. "Does it feel good?" he demanded, speaking loudly enough to be heard over the squelching noises of his thrusting cock.
Amber glanced up at him, eyes wide and cheeks red. "It... it does, Daddy," she admitted shyly. "I mean, it feels kind of weird and embarrassing, but it does feel good."
Jack seized on the word embarrassing. "So it's a little embarrassing; that means it's not something you would be comfortable doing with your husband, right? You don't like him humiliating you in bed."
"I guess not," admitted Amber, a little smirk tugging upward on the corners of her lips. She was forgetting her annoyance at Jack overstepping and was slipping back into her role of teasing sex kitten. "Only you get to dominate me like this, Daddy. My husband has to treat me with respect after all."
Jack slowed his upward thrusts, and Amber began to take over, bouncing up and down on her knees while squishing his throbbing cock between her lubed tits. It looked even hotter now that she was serving him instead of just sitting back and taking it. He let out a sigh of pleasure as Amber worked his cock between her tits, submissively serving him in a whole new way. He made sure to capture every moment on camera, confident that the anonymous men of the internet would love to see the new sexual trick he had taught his pet wife.
"So let's take this a step further," said Jack with a grin. "You already reserve that sweet mouth for my personal use. Why don't we say that you will never give your husband a titjob? Ever. Not even if your little arrangement ends. Only I get to experience this."
Amber pursed her lips, then rolled her eyes. "Hmmm... I suppose so, Daddy. It feels like this kind of thing needs someone your size anyway." She was really getting into her task now, her eyes shining and her breaths ragged as she bounced her slippery tits up and down Jack's shaft. His towering cock was leaking precum like a faucet at this point, and her tits were getting wetter and wetter.
"You know how hot it is for him when you deny him..." growled Jack. "The poor cuck almost loses it every time you give me a fucking blowjob, just because he knows that you've never given him one."
Amber stared up into his eyes, suspicion in her glare being overridden by lust. She clearly wasn't sure she wanted to hear where Jack was going with this, but also knew whatever wicked idea he had would be arousing as well. She bit her lip as she continued to slide her warm cleavage up and down Jack's cock, then seemed to come to a decision. "Ok fine... You clearly have an idea. So spit it out."
Jack wasted no time. "What if your husband never even gets to see you give a titjob again? It's something you do for me, but he has to share his one and only view of it with a thousand strangers on the internet. A part of your sex life that he just gets zero access to."
Amber looked stunned by the suggestion, and in that moment, the button barely holding her shirt together finally gave way, spilling her naked tits into the full view of the camera. She gasped in shock and pressed her hands tighter, her stiff pink nipples now pinched between her fingers as she kept Jack's thick cock sandwiched in her slick cleavage. Jack grunted, keeping the camera focused on the erotic sight as Amber continued to bounce. He could feel himself spooling up toward orgasm now, but he wanted his answer before he came.
"Don't get distracted now, Angel," he insisted in a rough, demanding voice. "I want you to answer me. Tit jobs are just for me, right?"
Amber looked conflicted for a moment, but she was caught up in her submissive heat now. She couldn't refuse him. "Y-yeah, ok, Daddy," she moaned. "Only you get to fuck these big tits."
Jack had to concentrate now not to cum. He was so close. He knew if he could just get Amber to say it, then he could bully her into keeping her promise later. "And your husband doesn't get to see," he demanded. "If he wants to this big cock fucking your tits, he needs to log on and watch this porn video on the internet just like anyone else."
Jack's swollen cockhead popped up from between Amber's tits with an obscene squishing noise again and again, high enough now that she snuck little licks at it as it approached her mouth. Amber whined in lustful hesitation. Denying Bill something forever seemed like a huge step. She knew that seeing her do this would be incredibly arousing for her husband... but she also knew that being denied blowjobs had been one of the things that turned him on the most about their arrangement with Jack. Wouldn't it be even more arousing to be denied seeing a sexual act completely? It wasn't like he could miss it; it wasn't something they had ever done before now.
Besides... teasing and denying her husband had been turning Amber on more and more lately. It gave her a rush of strangely arousing power. She couldn't resist the invitation to explore that a little further. "Yes! Yes, Daddy, he only gets to see if he watches the porn we made him. He can jerk off his little dick watching me serve your bigger, thicker cocks with the tits he loves!"
That was enough to send Jack over the edge. "One thing that every good porn needs," he grunted as his balls began to tighten, "is the fucking money shot!" He reached down to grip the back of Amber's head, pressing her face downward as he began to erupt. Amber had just enough time to close her eyes and stick out her tongue as her face was splashed by Jack's hot, sticky sperm, covering her in jizz just like the pornstar she had become. When he had finished, Amber sat, face glazed with white, panting as Jack's cooling sperm began to drip downward onto her heaving tits.
It looked fucking hot... but that didn't mean that the night was over yet. Not by a long shot. It did mean, however, that it was a good time for a short break. Which, like most things involving his little married slut, gave Jack an idea. "Hey..." he said, grinning down at the sperm drenched woman beneath him, "You thirsty?"
...
Amber took a deep breath, then stepped out into the hallway of the hotel, her heart racing. She had to move quickly. Bill tended to stay put for the evening once he had gotten settled, but leaving the room while Bill was right next door still felt risky, especially since she was wearing the ridiculous pornographic schoolgirl outfit that Jack had bought her.
Amber jingled the loose change Jack handed her earlier and glanced fearfully at the door right next to theirs... the one she knew her husband was inside right at this very moment. She needed to hurry, and spending time lingering outside his door only increased the danger.


Amber stepped swiftly down the hallway, making her way toward the vending machines, wobbling slightly on the tall heels. She wouldn't have agreed to leave the room at all, except Jack had started joking around that he might go over to Bill's room and strike up a conversation about what a small world it was... She didn't think that Jack actually wanted to be caught, but she also thought he was willing to do almost anything to get his way.
Besides... it was difficult to say no to Jack when he had worked her up into a sexual frenzy like this. Feeling Jack's thick, veiny cock between her tits had turned her into a sloppy mess beneath the tiny tartan skirt, and it was hard to deny her brutish when she needed to cum this badly. Besides, she was pretty sure that Jack's dare wasn't actually as risky as it felt. She had seen the bank of vending machines near the elevator on the way in. She could be there and back in five minutes, and the halls seemed as quiet and empty as any other hotel hallways that Amber had seen in her life.
Before Amber knew it, she had made it to the vending machines, just next to the bank of elevators in a small alcove. Jack had asked for a Doc Pep, and she decided to get herself a cola while she was here. It might be a good idea to have a little caffeine in her system if Jack truly intended to go all night long.
Just as she reached down to retrieve the two bottles from the slot, Amber heard a sound that nearly stopped her heart.
The ding of an arriving elevator.
There was no place to hide. Even getting to the nearest corner would take a few seconds of jiggling hustle that Amber simply didn't have. She could only stare with open-mouthed horror as the doors parted, revealing a short pizza delivery man with a dense, curly beard.
His eyes grew wide as he saw Amber standing in front of him, and really she couldn't blame him. She was wearing the porny schoolgirl outfit that Jack had dressed her in, complete with pigtails, shiny black heels, and an embarrassingly tiny skirt. But it looked even worse than when she had started the evening, considering that the sheer top was now damp with spit and precum, meaning that the delivery man had an almost unobstructed eyeful of her pierced nipples pressing tight against them.
The man blinked in surprise, staring at her long enough that the elevator doors began to slide shut again. He was forced to step forward to prevent getting stuck back in the elevator. Amber's arm snaked upward on its own to slide over the front of her chest, shielding her piercings and the growing stiffness of her nipples from the man's wandering eyes.
"Hi," said the pudgy man, a grin beginning to spread over his face. "What are you doing out in the..."
Amber decided she had had enough. The man's voice shocked her out of her paralysis and she scurried down the hallway, moving as swiftly as she could on the tall heels. She couldn't believe some random stranger had seen her like this! But the thought wasn't just mortifying. There was a twist of heat that flared up low in her belly from the exposure as well. This random man that she didn't know had seen her dressed as a total slut...
Now that she thought about it, that was exactly what Jack was proposing by putting her video online as well, but times a thousand. God... if Jack got his way, so many random men would see her in this humiliating outfit. The thought made the fire inside her leap higher.
Unfortunately for Amber, it appeared like the pizza delivery boy wasn't going to give up so easily. A quick glance behind her showed he was trailing after her now with a big grin on his face. "Hey, where are you going? I just wanna talk. What's your name? Why are you wandering around out here dressed like that? Are you looking for someone?"
Amber pushed herself to move a little quicker. Maybe this was some harmless man who was caught up in lust and hoping to get a closer look... but she knew better than to just trust a stranger when she was dressed like this. She needed to get back to the room as soon as she could. Jack was his own problem, but she could at least trust him to tell a scavenger like this to fuck off.
But the pizza delivery man was tenacious, and walking on regular shoes made it easy for him to keep up with her. Amber's anxiety, and her accompanying arousal from being so exposed, rose to a fever pitch.
She could see the door to her hotel room just a short way down the hall. Amber jogged the last few feet and knocked on the door. The delivery man approached, closer and closer, and Amber's mind went wild with what might be about to happen. She knocked on the door again, and this time hissed, "Fucking let me in!" She had to try her best to be quiet, considering how close she was to Bill, but at this point it seemed like the situation was approaching an emergency.
But then the delivery man did something unexpected. He gave Amber one last lingering glance, then turned and knocked on Bill's door. Amber's stomach dropped, and an icy bolt of fear passed through her. She had never even considered that the pizza man might be delivering to her husband. Now she was caught in a terrifying dilemma. Once again, she was trapped in the open with no place to hide. If her husband opened the door faster than Jack did...
Luckily, a second later, Jack swung the door open, his expression just as leering and disrespectful as always. Amber managed to squeeze past him into the hotel room just as she heard the door next to them opening.
Finally, after Jack had swiftly closed the door behind them, Amber stood gasping for breath, her heart pounding in her chest. She had been seconds away from being discovered... and no matter how sexy it would eventually be for her husband to watch a video about this kinky little teasing trip she was on, she couldn't imagine it would go over very well if he discovered what was happening by randomly seeing her in the hall.
She had just barely caught her breath when Jack was on her, his powerful hands grabbing her hips from behind and pulling her backward until his cock pressed hard against her ass. "Ok, I think you've had enough warm-up, Angel," he murmured, his voice low and rough and hot as it puffed against her neck. "It's time to move to the main event."
A quick look to the side showed that Jack had slotted his phone into the waiting tripod. Amber's belly fluttered with butterflies as she realized this was happening. Maybe almost being caught by Bill was a sign that she should slow down and rethink this... but fear wasn't the only reason her heart was racing at this point. The close encounter in the hallway had filled her with fiery, buzzing arousal, and she knew that Jack's thick cock was the best way to cure the lust building up inside her.
Amber melted back into Jack's embrace, pressing her ass even harder against his erection.
"What do you want me to do... Daddy?"
...
The pizza guy seemed unusually distracted. To the extent that Bill was actually getting a little annoyed at him. He kept staring over at the room next door, and Bill had to clear his throat three times to catch the man's attention and get him to take his tip.
"What? Oh, sorry dude, I just saw the craziest thing," said the man, grinning dopily as he finally accepted the money from Bill's outstretched hand. "There was this slut dressed up in a tiny little skirt... and you could totally see her nips through her shirt. Pierced! I didn't know that they allowed hookers in this hotel. I thought that was supposed to be a nice place."
The last thing that Bill wanted right now was to have a conversation with a stranger about "sluts" running around his hotel, but he did look over at his neighboring door curiously. It was the same side where he had heard the argument before. A hooker negotiating with her John? He agreed with the delivery man about one thing: he had thought that his job had put him up in a nicer hotel than that.
He murmured something noncommittal and grabbed the box of pizza, retreating into his room and closing the door behind him as the pizza man said, "Oh... ok, have a good one, buddy!"
But, as Bill sat down and dug into his olive-covered pizza, the words of the delivery driver stuck with him. Some sort of slut wandering around the halls... and she was shacked up in the room right next door. In his state of sexual frustration, the idea was strangely titillating. Despite himself, Bill started wishing he had gotten a glimpse of the woman.
But Bill was about to get a lot closer with the mystery slut than he intended. It was just as he started flipping through the channels looking to see if there was a horror movie he could watch when the moaning started...
...
Jack's rough, broad hands were always hungry for Amber. As he heard her surrender, Jack pounced. One hand slid up her body, ripping aggressively at her tight, sheer shirt. This time it wasn't just one button that gave way. Buttons pinged and clattered to the ground, torn off as Jack impatiently exposed Amber's naked tits to the dim light of the hotel room. At the same time as that meaty paw began greedily palming and squeezing her tender breasts, Jack's other hand dipped down, flipping up her skirt to once again rub and tease her steamy pussy with his thick, blunt fingers.
Amber lost herself in the sensation, pushing through the shame and fear that had filled her body and concentrating on the pleasure of submission instead. As Jack's hands explored her body, she pressed herself back into him, rubbing her ass against his cock as pleasure crackled through her, fanning the flame caused by her earlier exposure into a roaring inferno of pleasure. The stranger had seen her as a horny slut... thousands of anonymous men would see her the same way if Jack put this video on the internet. And that was exactly what she wanted to be right now. She wanted to stop thinking and fuck, becoming the pornographic bimbo that Jack had dressed her up as.
"On the bed," growled Jack in her ear. "I'm going to fuck you so hard that you forget all about that wimp husband of yours."
"Impossible," replied Amber in a throaty whisper, but with one last teasing grind of her ass into Jack's cock, she moved as she was told, turning to the bed and lying back, spreading her legs once again. Above her, Jack finally peeled off his clothes, standing naked and proud above her.
Amber was struck again with how unattractive he really was, with a big, hard gut, stooped shoulders, and a fine covering of bristly hair. But all of that was outweighed by the thick, throbbing cock standing stiff and proud at his waist. That strong, manly dick had tamed Amber and taught her to submit. Her pussy fluttered and clenched at the sight of it. She wanted him so badly she could barely breathe.
Luckily, it seemed like the foreplay was over for the evening. Jack moved forward with purpose, his heavy bulk pressing down into her as his hands seized her wrists and pinned them to the bed. "Fuck me," whispered Amber hoarsely. "Fuck me, Daddy." She could only imagine what the scene looked like from the view of the filming camera. A beast claiming a beauty... his massive throbbing cock probing between her eagerly spread thighs...
Jack's mouth met hers, and their tongues danced a sloppy, obscene dance between their lips as his erection pressed against her thong, sawing up and down her covered slit in a way that sent sensation crackling up and down her spine. Kissing Jack felt nothing like kissing her husband. Kissing Bill was a tender, intimate bonding experience, even when he kissed her hard. Jack felt like he was taking what he wanted from her. His powerful hands roughly pinned her wrists to the bed while his heavy bulk settled over her. His tongue slid dominantly into her mouth, sliding against hers with the same arrogant force that Jack carried into every interaction. Amber felt pleasantly weak and helpless beneath him, submissively kissing him back and writhing her hips needily into the grinding pressure of his cock.
But Amber had her limits. She could only take so much teasing before she needed deeper satisfaction. Pulling her arms from his grasp and reaching down impatiently, she tore the flimsy thong away, exposing her overheated pussy. Jack continued to slide his length up and down her juicy slit, and Amber whined in frustrated impatience. She grabbed his cock and maneuvered it down, sliding its bulbous head between her lips and pressing him against her entrance.
"Mmmm, you love this cock, don't you, Angel?" demanded Jack, loud enough for the benefit of the watching strokers.
"You know I do, Daddy," breathed Amber. She tried to press her hips forward and force him inside, but Jack moved his cock away, preventing her from feeling the full, satisfying penetration she craved.
"You like it better than your husband's?" demanded Jack, staring down into her flushed, beautiful face as he teased her needy body.
"Mmmm, I just love your thick cock, Daddy," she purred, making heated eyes toward the camera. She knew that Bill loved it when she dirty-talked Jack, and decided that this was the perfect time to turn up the heat a little for her watching husband. "It makes me feel so fucking good when you fuck me deep and hard. I used to be such a good, innocent girl until you made me a slut with the monster cock of yours." She arched her back a little further, making sure her luscious pierced tits were pressed up between her arms. She could imagine her husband watching now, eyes wide and hard cock pumping in his hand as he watched her praise another man's dick. She made a kissing face toward the camera, feeling a sudden burst of affection for the man who was watching in the future. Then she remembered that if Jack had his way, hundreds of other men would get the same sexual thrill... and the same kiss toward the camera. The thought filled her with twisting, uncomfortable lust.
Jack chuckled, then his hand flashed down to squeeze her exposed tits tight in pinching, teasing fingers. His cock still teased at the entrance of her pussy, but he refused to thrust forward yet. "That's great..." he murmured. "I agree that my cock is pretty great... but you're avoiding the question. I didn't ask if I have a nice cock, I asked if it's better than your cuckold's tiny dick."
"Damn it, fuck me already, you prick!" whined Amber, writhing her hips desperately. It was useless. Jack remained in complete control.
Jack pressed forward just enough that his throbbing cockhead was barely inside her. "Answer the question, Angel... or I won't give you what you want."
"I love my husband! And I love having sex with him! You're just a big cock that I play with because it turns him on. I would never choose you over him," she snarled, angry and frustrated and so horny she felt like she was losing her mind. Her sexual need pressed down on her, heavier and hotter than Jack's physical bulk covering her from above. She was at her breaking point... but Jack wanted to push her even further.
"Ok then," chuckled the older man above her with a wicked grin, "I give up. Your husband is right next door. Sure, it would be hot for him to see this video... but I bet he would be over the moon if you left, knocked on his door, and told him that you changed your mind and want to fuck him right now. He would be so fucking happy he might not even ask any questions about why you're here in a slutty schoolgirl outfit. So if he's so much better than me, go prove it. I don't mind."
Amber grit her teeth and tried to imagine doing exactly what he had just suggested. Getting out from under his sweaty bulk, leaving Jack and his addictive cock behind to have a sweet reunion with her husband. Jack was right, Bill would probably welcome her with open arms. They could make love all night long...
But that would mean giving up completely on the whole plan to tease her husband tonight.... And denying herself the monstrous cock teasing her pussy. She couldn't do it. After sucking Jack's cock and feeling it pump between her tits, she needed it. As much as she loved her husband's lovemaking, right now her body was desperate for Jack's powerful dominance. It wasn't like she was betraying her husband... he would get something out of this too. He was going to be unbelievably turned on by this footage once he got to see it. And then she would fuck him within an inch of his life. But she couldn't just turn her back on this plan with Jack partway through.
Right now, only her Daddy's cock would do, and no one else's.
"Shut up..." moaned Amber, her hands rising to pull needily at Jack's chunky hips. "I want you right now, ok? I need you to fuck me, Daddy. Happy? Can we fucking do this now?"
For a second she thought that Jack might demand an even more humiliating admission, but finally he just chuckled and pushed his hips forward. The satisfaction was shocking and immediate. The intense pleasure of feeling her walls stretched by Jack's thick, throbbing cock made her whole body tense in ecstasy, her toes curling and her back arching.
She was forced to bite her lip hard to suppress a loud moan. Her husband was right next door. She didn't want him to hear her lose her mind over another man's cok. What if he recognised her cries of pleasure? But staying quiet was easier said than done. Jack pushed deeper, until every inch of her pussy was packed tight with hard, hot dick. Amber's ankles instinctively locked behind his back as her pussy clamped tight around its prize, savoring the feeling of her powerful lover sheathed inside her.
Jack began to move, slowly at first, withdrawing outward until he was just barely inside her, then slamming forward with his full weight to go balls deep inside her once again. This time Amber was forced to clap a hand over her mouth to suppress the moan that bubbled up from inside her.
"Don't bother with that," grunted Jack above her with a rough chuckle as he began to set a punishing pace, thrusting deep into her with fast, dominant strokes. "Let the cuck hear it. He likes to watch people have better sex than he'll ever manage. Listening will probably be just as fun for him."
Amber shook her head, but she was rapidly losing the fight. Her hips writhed upward into Jack's pumping cock, her pussy milking his shaft with every stroke. It was so fucking good she felt like her mind was melting. Jack had barely started, and already Amber could feel an orgasm bubbling up from deep inside her. It was like Jack's cock had flipped a switch inside her, turning her into his insatiable whore.
And with that came a deep, primal need to make her pleasure known.
The first moan was low and strangled by her shame, but expressing her lust out loud only increased her pleasure as it vibrated deep in her throat. Amber's thighs were beginning to shake, her breaths coming in hot gasps. Her breasts bounced and jiggled with each of Jack's powerful strokes, rubbing her sensitive pierced nipples across her lover's hairy chest.
"That's it," insisted Jack, his pace somehow growing faster and stronger. "Let him hear. Show that worthless loser what it sounds like when a real man fucks his wife." The bedframe was lurching now, slamming against the wall between rooms with each muscular thrust of Jack's hips. Amber realized fully that the ship had sailed. Bill knew that, whoever was in the room next to him, they were having wild, animalistic sex.
The next moan that burst from her lips was wild and uninhibited. Oh God... Bill was hearing his wife fucked by another man, while he thought she was at home. The thought was powerfully erotic. Above her, Jack was huffing and puffing, sweat dripping down his broad face. Without warning, he took Amber in his arms, rolling over her so that she was now on top.
"Ride me," he demanded in a rough voice. "I want to see you get yourself off on my cock. And while you do it, I want you to let your husband hear what a superior cock can do to a slut like you. Loud and fucking clear."


Amber nodded shakily, her whole body buzzing with submissive lust. She wasn't sure if she would have been able to hold back her moans even if she wanted to, by the idea of vocally performing for her poor denied husband held a wicked heat that she couldn't resist. She raised up on her shaking thighs until she was able to reposition Jack's thick cock against her pussy once again. A quick turn of her head let her see that Jack had positioned them strategically. The camera was pointing at her from behind... the perfect angle to capture her bouncing ass. Amber bit her lip as she sank slowly down, welcoming Jack back into her wet, quivering cunt.
A powerful throaty moan escaped her parted lips as she sank downward, taking every inch of her Daddy's impressive cock. Fuck it felt good to be this full. She could feel every hot, hard inch of him pressing against her tender walls. She was ready to cum... all that it would take was a little more effort on her part.
Amber began slowly pumping her hips up and down, her pussy squeezing Jack's cock tightly on every upstroke. Her moans grew louder and wilder with every pump of her hips as she let herself go completely. At this point, she wanted Bill to hear. She wanted him to know how much the slut next door was enjoying being fucked. As she bounced, Jack reached behind her, clutching her fat cheeks and pulling them wide, giving the camera a perfect view, not only of her tight pussy swallowing his cock over and over, but also of the tight puckered pink hole that had become his personal playground.
"Fuck... it's sooo fucking good Daddy!" moaned Amber loudly as her hips began pumping faster and faster. This position gave her deep, satisfying penetration every time she sunk down, and as his cock hit her depths, she let out a breathy moan. Jack grunted in pleasure beneath her, his hands tight on her ass, urging her to pick up the pace.
In some ways, this position was also just another denial of Bill. The camera got a good look at her ass, but it was hard to argue that Jack wasn't getting the better view. Amber's heavy pierced tits bounced in his face, as her features twisted in pleasure, sounds of lustful release pouring from her glossy, parted lips. Her silky blonde pigtails flipped and swayed with the wild motion of her round, feminine hips.
"Cum for me, Angel," growled Jack. "You're mine right now. Show the men watching how I own you."
That dirty command sent Amber over the edge. She came hard, her fingers tightening into claws, clutching Jack's chest as she slapped down onto him again and again. The moans poured from her throat now, louder and louder, breathy and primal and needy, her pussy clutching at her lover's cock.
Jack had fucked her into submission, winning every slutty moan the hard way, with his powerful, conquering dick.
...
Bill's discomfort grew as the sounds grew louder on the other side of the wall. First came the thumping and creaking of a bedframe protesting powerful thrusts. That wasn't so bad. He could almost pretend that it was just someone trying to exercise or something.
Then the moans started, and all plausible deniability evaporated instantly. The muffled sounds that seeped through the wall were inescapably female pleasure and hard fucking. It must be whatever slut the pizza delivery guy claimed to have seen. It made sense; the moans did sound sort of slutty.
Bill found himself instantly sporting a rock-hard erection. Being sexually unfulfilled was a bad thing to mix with the erotic sounds echoing through the room. He tried his best to turn the TV up louder and ignore it, but the sounds wormed their way through. As the cries of pleasure grew louder and more desperate, Bill found himself completely consumed with lust from the captivating sound.
His first instinct was to pull his cock out and stroke to completion. As humiliating as it would have been to voyeuristically masturbate to the sounds of strangers having sex, it felt like anything would be better than the sexual tension that he was feeling.
But he had promised his wife he wouldn't cum tonight, so he could only sit and stew in frustration. Finally, the woman on the other side of the wall reached a loud, enthusiastic climax as the bed slammed against the shared wall again and again. The noises quieted down, at least for the moment, but the whole experience left Bill with his libido inflamed with no sexual outlet.
With sex on his mind, Bill made the spur of the moment decision to call his wife. He had planned to call her at least once more before he went to bed, and now seemed like as good a time as any. Maybe it would get his mind off the insane levels of arousal that were suddenly tormenting him.
He set aside the pizza box and returned to the bed as he pulled out the phone and dialled, adjusting his erection uncomfortably. Amber didn't answer immediately. In fact, he once again suspected that she must be busy hanging out with Stacy. But, just like the last time, she answered the call on the last ring.
"Hey hubby. How are you?" Her voice sounded extremely relaxed. Almost sleepy. Either Bill had just woken her up, or she had followed through with her earlier plan to go get a massage at the spa.
"Just ok, honestly. I got some pizza with olives, since I know how much you can't stand them," said Bill, holding back a sigh. "How have you been doing? Have a nice day of relaxation?"
"I haven't felt this good in a looong time," said Amber dreamily. There was something a little off in her tone of voice, but Bill chalked it up to her being blissed out from her time at the spa and his own distraction. "But there hasn't been anything fun at the hotel at all? Nothing exciting?"
Bill laughed and shook his head ruefully. "Yeah, I guess you could say that. My pizza delivery man told me that he saw a hooker in the hallway, and based on the sounds from the room next door, I think he was probably right!"
Amber chuckled in return, a warm, low, honey-sweet sound. "Oh my... and did it turn you on to hear naughty sounds like that, you bad boy?"
If Bill was hoping that a call to his wife would calm him down, her purring tone immediately sent him back to full, aching stiffness. He loved it when his wife teased him like this... even if it did feel a little cruel, considering the prohibition she had put him under this evening. "Yeah... I mean, I won't lie, it did. I would absolutely have jerked off to it, if only to cut some of the tension..." He let the sentence hang; a clear invitation for Amber to say that she didn't mind if he broke his promise, or that it wasn't that big of a deal if he couldn't last the evening.
But, although his wife understood what he wanted, she didn't take the bait that easily. "Well, it's too bad you promised not to then," she said in an amused tone. He could practically see the little smirk on her face.
Bill decided to go for broke. He wasn't sure he could make it without cumming tonight, but he also didn't just want to break his promise to Amber either. If he was going to get her to reverse her demand, he was going to have to ask for it directly.
"I'm just going to ask straight up, sweetheart," he said, wincing with embarrassment, but unable to stop himself, "You asked if I could go without cumming tonight, but I think that is going to be harder than I thought. Do you think you could... I don't know? Release me from that promise?"
...
Amber was trying with every fiber of her being not to moan into the phone as she talked to her husband. As soon as she had received the call, Jack had not only insisted that she answer, but had also manhandled her onto her hands and knees on the bed. Now, as she spoke, he had pressed his stubbled face between her plump cheeks and was busily licking and tonguing her tight asshole as she spoke to her husband.
The feeling was strange, but not unpleasant. Jack had been teasing and training her asshole for weeks now, and anal pleasure wasn't exactly new to her at this point. She was curling her toes and biting her lip hard every time her husband spoke to keep the intense pleasure of Jack's swirling tongue from creeping into her voice.
She felt the deliciously arousing embarrassment of the watching camera in her very soul. Not only would Bill learn on their anniversary that Jack had been eating her ass the entire time they had this conversation, but hundreds of anonymous men would see her taunting her unsuspecting husband while the ugly brute had his face buried between her cheeks.
She tried to force herself to concentrate on what Bill was saying and not just answer on autopilot. Ah... he's asking straight out now. He wanted her to give him permission to cum. It would be the nice thing to do. The right thing to do. She and Jack had both cum once already, and her moans of pleasure had been part of why Bill felt so frustrated.
But now she was seized by Jack's wicked vision. How much hotter would it be for Bill later when he learned the whole story of what she had done to him tonight? Sure, he would be frustrated and unfulfilled tonight, but Amber would be happy to sit beneath the desk as he watched her teasing cruelty and make it up to him by letting him experience the full satisfaction of a blowjob for the first time.
So, when you thought about it... she was actually doing her husband a favor when she denied him right now. It would make the video that much hotter for him to watch later.
"I'm afraid the answer is no," said Amber calmly, looking over to blow a silent kiss at the camera filming her across the room as Jack slurped and smacked between her fat cheeks. "You promised me, honey. And I expect you to keep that promise. No cumming tonight. Sorry."
Bill was silent on the other end of the line... probably in disbelief that his loving wife, a woman who had always been willing to entertain his sexual whims, was pushing back in his moment of vulnerable need. Amber immediately felt a twinge of guilt, but it wasn't strong enough to overpower the lust surging through her. She considered spending a little more time explaining her decision to soothe her husband's ruffled feathers, but it seemed that she was out of time.
Jack had mounted the bed behind her, gripping his cock in hand and guiding it up and down her pussy, teasing between her lips. For a moment he roamed higher, and Amber was worried that he was going to use this moment to take her anal virginity. For a second, the massive throbbing head of his cock pressed eagerly against her tight, puckered hole... And then he seemed to think better of it. His cock traced downward toward more familiar territory, until it rested right against her entrance. She sucked in a breath of heated air, feeling her body throb with need. She had no choice. Even if Bill was feeling hurt, she couldn't stay on the phone a minute longer. Any sounds she made from here on out would make it completely obvious what was going on.
"Anyway, I have to run," she said hurriedly. "Be a good boy for me, honey. I'll talk to you tomorrow. Love you! Bye!"
Amber just barely managed to stab the end call button and let the phone fall from weak fingers before Jack slammed forward into her, filling her pussy once again with the cock she had come to crave. For a moment, she forgot about her husband completely, gripping the sheets in sweaty fists and hissing her approval as she felt the dominant man behind her roughly claim her deepest parts. Jack gripped her hips and began moving in slow, deep strokes, forcing powerful waves of sexual pleasure through every nerve in Amber's body.
She had no love for Jack... but her body had never felt more in tune with his. Her fat ass slapped back against his hips with every deep thrust, her pussy pulsing around his thick cock. "Yesss, right there, Daddy," she whimpered, no longer caring how pathetic her submission made her look on camera. "Fuck me! So deeeeep, so fucking deep!"
"Deeper than your stupid husband can reach, right, Angel?" grunted Jack as he increased his pace, reaching down to grip her hips tightly in his hands. "He could never fuck you like this, could he?"
Amber let out a sound that was half-whine and half-moan. She didn't want to talk about her husband right now. She just wanted to focus on how good it felt to get fucked by a powerful man like Jack. But she knew better than to remain silent. "He can't do this," she admitted in a breathy tone. "He can't fuck me like you can, Daddy. He isn't big enough."
Jack gave her ass a sharp, unexpected spank, making Amber yelp and clench her pussy tight around the cock plunging into her. "There's a lot of things I get to do that your cuck husband can't," Jack smugly boasted. "I get to slap and squeeze and tease this fat fucking ass however I want, but he needs to be respectful." As if to prove his point, he slid his hand between her bouncing cheeks and pressed a thumb tight against her tender, twitching asshole, grinding it in and making strange pleasure flood through Amber's body to mix with the feelings caused by his thick cock.
"I get to fuck that pretty mouth, while he only gets little licks and kisses." Jack was speeding up even further now. Amber arched her back and offered herself up completely to him, relishing the feeling as his thick cock fucked her dominantly down into the mattress. She was moaning again, and the bed was creaking and thumping against the wall. It was probably sheer torture for her horny, unfulfilled husband next door.
"I get a lot of things from you that your husband can only dream of..." growled Jack. His hips were jackhammering now, and Amber was slamming her fat ass back into him with equal eagerness. The slaps of their sweaty flesh meeting were nearly as loud as the moans that were beginning to pour from her throat. "Why? Why is that, Angel? Why do I get what you refused to give to your husband?"
Amber couldn't resist the sensations building up inside her anymore. In that moment, the answer was obvious to her, even if it wasn't necessarily easy to put into words. Jack had something her husband didn't, and it wasn't just a big cock. He was dominant, forceful, and demanding. A total asshole, and one that she found obnoxious to spend time with outside of sex, but that only worked in his favor. He called the shots in ways she didn't think Bill was capable of. Her relationship with her husband worked perfectly for her. What they had was equal and loving and respectful. And no matter what Jack said, she had never had a problem with her sexual chemistry with Bill.
...But he couldn't do this, and she wouldn't want him to. Bill couldn't be the dominant, macho asshole that pushed her around and fucked her mercilessly. And sometimes that was what her body craved.
She could have tried to explain that all to Jack, but she was in the middle of getting fucked. So she gave him the short answer.
"Because you're bigger! Godddd, you're stronger, Daddy! He can't fuck me like you do!" Her voice was now just a sloppy, moaning whine. Her whole body felt like it was on fire, and she was right on the edge of another mindblowing orgasm, even though it felt like Jack had just started fucking her a minute ago.
"Good girl," chuckled Jack, sweat dripping down his face as he maintained his furious rhythm. "Now... I think it's time for your Daddy to cum."
...
Bill stared at the phone, feeling a little confused. The last thing he had expected was for Amber to deny him when he was vulnerable and came right out with his request for mercy. It was sort of out of character for his wife. He and Amber had always been a team when it came to the bedroom. Even the little blowup they had over his cuckolding fetish had turned out to be an incredible adventure that had been fulfilling for both of them.
Bill dropped the phone to the bed, shifting uncomfortably and looking down at his raging erection. He was a little put out by his wife's refusal, but it was strangely arousing as well. It had turned him on when she was a little mean to him during their time playing with Jack, and it seemed like she was exploring that feeling a little more. In theory it was hot that she wanted to tease him and control his sexuality.
In practice, it was incredibly frustrating.
Especially when the noises started up again. Bill had hoped that the people fucking in the room next to him had gotten it out of their system with the loud orgasm he had heard before. But now the slut in the next room over was making deep, desperate moans even louder than before. The bed thumped against the wall again. Bill wouldn't be able to escape the raw, animalistic fucking even if he covered his ears.
Bill once again considered going down to the front desk and demanding a new room... but he knew that he wouldn't. Because, as much as he hated to admit it, he wanted to hear the sounds, even if he couldn't get any sexual satisfaction while listening to them. The moans of passion and creaking thumps coming through the wall were music to his ears for reasons he couldn't quite put his finger on.
Bill curled up on the bed, heart thumping and cock throbbing with impotent lust... and listened intently.
...
Jack's thrusting cock was merciless, spearing forward into Amber's needy pussy again and again, making her groan and scream with pleasure. Her conscious mind was slipping away along with all of her guilt and hesitation, leaving her body a sweaty, pumping fuck machine, built for taking dick. Amber felt her breasts swaying beneath her, her thighs shaking with the pleasure and strain of rigorous activity. Her belly swirled with butterflies as she felt her climax rushing toward her.
Jack reached forward, taking Amber's pigtails in his hands and using them as handle bars, bending her body upward into almost a C shape as he continued to ream her pussy with muscular pulses of his hips. The pain of her pulled hair only blended with the fierce pleasure pouring through her.
Amber was utterly under his control, dominated completely by the powerful man thrusting into her from behind. Her heart belonged to Bill, and her body did too... most of the time. But right now, as she felt Jack's powerful cock take her from behind, a position she had never allowed her husband to fuck her in, she belonged to him. He had taken her by right of conquest. Her married cunt pulsed around his cock, welcoming and serving him with every stroke. Bill was her one and only, the only man who she would share her life with, and she would be happy and eager to return to his bed on their anniversary. But right now she belonged to Jack in a primal way that went deeper than words and vows.
Her body writhed in pleasure, pushing back eagerly into his strokes, the pain of her pulled hair only intensifying her submissive pleasure. The remains of her tattered outfit flopped and swayed with the force of their desperate, animalistic fucking. Jack had dressed her as his slutty schoolgirl whore tonight, and the submissive part of her that Jack had been training wanted nothing more than to play her part to a T.
Amber knew that neither of them would last for long. After so much teasing and dirty talk, they were both at their limit. But Jack wouldn't allow her to cum mindlessly. He had always gotten off on humiliating Bill and Amber, and he wasn't about to let such a brilliant chance pass him by now.
"Look into that camera," he demanded, huffing and puffing and grunting with the intensity of his punishing strokes. "And apologise to your cuck husband for preferring my cock to his worthless little dick!"
He used his grip on her hair to shift her head to the side, and now Amber was directly staring into the beady eye of the camera. Her face was shoved down onto the mattress while Jack continued to fuck her hard from behind, stretching out her sensitive pussy with every thrust of his towering cock. She could only imagine how slutty she looked in the disordered remains of her schoolgirl outfit, the tiny skirt flipping up and down, hiding and then revealing her juicy ass over and over. She could imagine the hundreds of men jerking off as she got fucked by a huge cock... and her husband among them, just another man in the crowd, jerking his cock to another man taking her. Her orgasm rushed up inside her, ready to take hold...


"I'm sorry, honey!" she moaned as Jack somehow increased his punishing speed, slamming the bed into the wall as he conquered her married pussy. "But Daddy's cock is so much bigger than yours! He's so much rougher! He fucks me like you can't. So be a good boy and watch him cum in my pussy while you listen, frustrated and denied!"
Jack took that as his cue. He roared in release, holding Amber tight by her pigtails and pulling her toward him. He pressed himself balls-deep into her and released a torrent of cum, drenching her insides and overflowing her married pussy, dripping hot, sticky sperm down her white stockings.
Amber herself reached a glorious orgasm at the same time. She felt degraded and used as an ugly older man pulled her hair and filled her pussy with cum on camera, yet somehow she had never felt more fulfilled. Her whole body thrummed with powerful, cascading waves of pleasure as her pussy spasmed around Jack's thick cock and his cum leaked in hot gooey trails down her quivering thighs. Hundreds of anonymous men might watch this moment, when she was creampied by an ugly older man while she denied her husband. It was almost too obscene to be believed.
Jack finally pulled back, disengaging and letting a thick flow of cum drip out of her. He grabbed the camera and brought it close, zooming in on the sight of Amber's well-fucked pussy, oozing his thick, pearly cum.
"Thanks for lending me your wife, idiot," he gloated. "I would say that I'll return her in good condition but, well, I mean just fucking look at her. Hope you have a good night dealing with blue balls. I'm going to fuck your wife all night long while you listen, but that's where this film ends. You'll have to imagine the rest, but that's the shit that gets you off, isn't it?"
He stopped the recording and plopped back into the chair by the bed with a sigh, taking a deep drink of the Doc Pep that Amber had purchased for him. Amber slowly flattened out from her ass-up position and closed her eyes for a second.
She had probably gone a little too far today... Coming this far to fuck right under Bill's nose had been really mean. And denying him while letting Jack cum in her pussy was even worse. Sometimes she felt like Jack was pulling her down a path that she didn't want to go down...
On the other hand, she couldn't deny that Bill would find this hot in the end. She still hadn't changed her mind about that. That thought had to be her guiding light. Making an incredible anniversary gift for her husband was what this was all for. She knew that what they had done tonight was going to have her husband hard as a rock. She could feel it in her bones.
She must have dozed off for a second, because she jumped as Jack put a hand on her ass and shook her lightly. "Ok, up and at 'em," he said with a grin, holding out a hand to her to help her up. "Why don't we see if we can be loud enough that Bill can hear us from the shower?"
Amber glared up at him for a second, then took his hand. This was all for Bill. And if she had a little fun on the way to creating an incredible gift for their anniversary, where was the harm in that?
...
A few days later...
Amber snuggled up to her husband, eyes on the movie they were supposed to be watching, but her mind wandering.
The rest of the night with Jack at the hotel had reminded her of the frantic, sweaty lovemaking they had done the night of the Super Bowl. Except this time, Bill was still completely unaware that it had happened. She and Jack had snuck out while Bill was at his conference on Saturday without him ever catching on to who had kept him up all night with their passionate sounds of fucking. Bill had joked with her later that his second night had been a lot more restful after his inconsiderate neighbors had checked out.
Things had blown over with Bill a lot more easily than Amber had feared. He had been a little indignant when he had come back on Sunday night about her power play of denying him on Friday, but Bill was a simple guy. Although Amber still refused to get him off directly, she had done a little striptease for him while letting him jerk off, and after that he had been right back to his cheerful self; all was forgiven.
Jack had sent her the edited cut of their sex tape on Monday morning. Amber had to admit it was hot, and Jack had been true to his word: her face was blurred and her voice was filtered. There was only one man in the world who would watch this and be sure it was her: the man who was most intimately familiar with her naked body. It honestly felt safe to release it, at least as far as any kind of exposure went. Amber couldn't imagine any of her friends or family seeing the censored video and believing that it was her. She had given her permission with a little sizzle of lust tracing up her spine at the thought of anonymous men watching her be that naughty.
And now, all she had to do was wait for her anniversary. She was sure that Jack wasn't finished with her yet. She knew he would try to get at least another video out of her before then. If not more. But tonight was a cozy night in with the man she loved. And at that moment, that sounded better than anything Jack could cook up.
Amber's phone buzzed, and she checked the message without even thinking about it. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw it was from Jack.
[Lol, you're famous. Check it out.]
He had included a link to a site called "Lewdtube" that Amber didn't recognise. But even without knowing the porn site by name, she could guess where the link led.
"You ok, honey?" asked Bill, rubbing her shoulder. "You look like you've seen a ghost!"
"I'm ok!" said Amber hurriedly, rising from her seat. The way Jack had phrased his message made her nervous. "Just need to use the little girl's room. Be right back." She hurried off to the bathroom, opening the link just as she closed the door behind her.
What she saw shocked her. Jack had titled the video "Married Schoolgirl Slut Sucks and Fucks Behind Cuck's Back". He had a charming way with words, as always. But the title wasn't the shocking part. The video had just been posted this morning, and it already had over ten thousand views. Amber's mouth went dry. She had thought it would get a few hundred views. Maybe a thousand over the course of a month or two. She had never expected this level of popularity. The video had over a hundred comments as well.
[Fuck this slut is hot! Is her husband really next door or is it fake?]
[Hey baby, if you like fucking people other than your husband, I would like to volunteer.]
[What's her name? Does she do Onlyfans?]
[Does she have other vids?]
[Name? I need more.]
[MORE!]
Amber sat on the toilet, her head spinning and her pussy suddenly throbbing with unexpected heat. Fuck... she was now the jerk-off material for thousands of men. And they were so turned on they were desperate for more. She tried to remember if this was the same website her husband had been on earlier. She wasn't sure. Would her video show up on the front page?
This was turning out to be a bigger deal than she thought. What would Bill think when he saw how popular she had become? A smile played on her lips. If she knew her husband, she suspected that he was going to find it very, very interesting.
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Monica groaned softly as she shut off her alarm. It was only the second one, rather than the third, emergency "oh shit" alarm that meant she seriously needed to get her ass out of bed, but today she wanted to be sure she had time to check in with her boyfriend before heading off to class. She turned over, still a little bleary-eyed from sleep, and couldn't help but smile as she saw Sam.
Normally people seemed much calmer and more peaceful asleep than they did awake, but Sam was such a laid-back guy that he looked pretty much the same. Which was, obviously, gorgeous as far as Monica was concerned. Some people might say that his nose was a little too big. If they were idiots. Monica thought it gave his face a distinguished, inquisitive look. His wavy blonde hair was all over the place, pushed up by the pillow. Once it had kind of been a frizzy mess, but ever since Monica had pushed Sam into a stricter hair-care routine, it had really come into its own.
Her man. Her partner in crime. Looking at Sam still gave her the warm and fuzzies after two years of dating. He was a warm, supportive partner who always put her first.
He was also kind of a blockhead sometimes. Right now, he was getting over a nasty cold, but last night he insisted that he would be well enough today to go to classes and Gaming Club. Monica would be the judge of that. Sam could be such a boy: proud and stubborn and unwilling to admit when he needed help. He needed her to remind him of his limits sometimes, and if Monica had to guess, she thought today was one of those days.
She unceremoniously reached down and yanked the blanket off of her boyfriend's body. Mostly in an attempt to wake him up... but it did give her the opportunity to get a look at him in his boxers. Sam was tall and lean, with just enough definition in his muscles to avoid looking like skin and bones. Maybe he could improve himself with just a touch more bulk... but still the sight of him in just his underwear sent a pulse of excitement through Monica. Especially the tent his morning wood was making in his boxers.
Sam grunted, shivered, then opened his grey eyes. "Ugggh, why do you do that?" he groaned, rubbing his eyes with his hands and yawning. "Can't you just wake me up like a normal person?"
"Hmph," said Monica, pretending to pout. "Well, the last time I tried to kiss you awake, you screamed, so this is what you get now."
"I didn't scream, I shouted," said Sam stubbornly, reaching down to try to grab the blanket back. Monica held it just out of his reach. "They're different. And you would too, if someone's lips were on you when you were half-awake."
Sam's rough voice, glassy eyes, and ashy complexion told the whole story, but Monica still asked him anyway, just to see if he would admit the truth. "How are you feeling, Tiger?" It was her nickname of choice for him. A reference to his love of Spider-Man first and foremost, but she liked its playful, teasing sound too. A lot of their dynamic involved her teasing and needling her stoic, gentle boyfriend, and "Tiger" hit just the right note.
At the question, Sam woke up enough to realize that he intended to pretend to be over his cold. He cleared his throat and straightened up in bed, putting on a look of almost comical casualness. "Oh... yeah, I feel great, babe," he said, trying to force his voice to sound normal. "All better."
Huh. So that's the way it's gonna be. Well then he won't mind if I put him through a little test.
Monica got up onto her knees on the bed, favoring her man with a smoldering glare. "Good... because you've been too sick to really take care of me the past few days, and I've been getting sooo horny..." She slipped her hands down to the hem of her oversized sleep shirt and slowly, teasingly pulled it up her body, first revealing her soft, feminine tummy, then the rounded undersides of her heavy breasts.
Sam stared up at her with wide eyes, and she could literally see the boner in his boxer jump a little from the sudden hit of intense arousal. Despite her sultry performance, Monica couldn't help but giggle at her boyfriend's obvious starstruck lust. He just couldn't help it around her; she was like catnip to him. Sam hadn't been her first, but although Monica had never pressed him on it, she was pretty sure she was his. That made her his perfect wet dream sexual fantasy, and she wouldn't have it any other way.
Even though Sam was never crude enough to admit it, his favorite part of her body was her big, round, perky tits. So, to push her test a little further, she was going to give him a nice good look at them. After pausing right at the bottom of her breasts, she pulled the shirt tight toward her and them up, releasing them with a tempting jiggling bounce.
Monica didn't blame her boyfriend for liking her tits. He had pretty good taste: they looked amazing, even if they were more trouble than they were worth. They were round and full, with just the tiniest hint of natural sag that made it obvious there was no plastic involved. Her big pink nipples were responsive and sensitive, already rising to full stiffness from the cool air and her growing arousal. Monica wasn't lying about getting a little pent-up due to Sam's prolonged sickness. She could feel the pulsing heat building up inside her as she shimmied her shoulders a little, watching Sam's eyes bounce back and forth, locked to her nipples.
She would actually be thrilled if Sam was able to pass this test, even though she doubted it.
"Sooo..." she purred, slinging her legs over Sam's hips to straddle him, enjoying the feeling of his hard cock pressing upward into her from below, "If you're all better, that means you can give me a little morning quickie before class... right, Tiger?"
"Yeah... of course!" said Sam doggedly, staring her in the eyes with an expression that told her he knew exactly what game she was playing. "I would love to."
That wasn't a lie, Monica was sure. She could feel how stiff and eager his cock was as it pressed upward into her pussy, just two thin layers of cloth separating them. She was sure that a few days without sex was hard for him as well. But the sickness had just taken all of his strength. When they had tried last night, he had been forced to give up part of the way through. That was when he had insisted in frustration that he would be better in the morning.
Well, if he was well enough to fuck her right, she would give her blessing for him to finally leave the house and go to class and Gaming Club. If not, she would push him to stay home another day.
She leaned down, whipping her pajama top all the way off and lowering her tits so they were just out of the reach of her boyfriend's mouth, waving her stiff pink nipples enticingly above his face. "Well Tiger, don't keep me waiting," she insisted. "If you feel well enough to show me a good time, then do it, Mr. I'm-all-better."
Sam just raised an eyebrow at her, then craned his neck upward and caught an erect nipple between his lips, sucking and circling it lazily with his tongue. His other hand raised to knead and pinch her other breast too, filling her with a warm, bubbling sensation of pleasant lust radiating through her, along with crackles of intense pleasure directly from the nipples he was servicing. As usual, her bratty taunts bounced off his thick skin, and he refused to rise to the bait and get annoyed at her. Sam was a cool, reserved guy with bottomless patience. It took a lot for Monica to really get on his nerves. Which was good, of course. It would be awful to have a thin-skinned boyfriend who was always snapping at her.
But part of Monica loved it when he just sort of... snapped and put her in her place. Not physically, of course... but when he did it sexually, it was deeply kinky in a way she couldn't get enough of. But it was pretty rare she was able to get his goat like that. Usually he just took her bratty taunts with a half smile and loved her with his usual, deep, gentle passion. Which was hot in its own way.
Monica ground her hips downward with slow, teasing motions, pressing his cock down into his belly with her panty-clad pussy. He responded by pulsing his hips upward into her, rubbing up against her as she was rubbing down.
His tongue and fingers felt amazing on her sensitive nipples, but Monica could already tell that her poor, sick baby wasn't going to be able to go the distance. He seemed to be straining to keep his head up and sucking, and sweat was beginning to bead his forehead even from the mild exertion he had gone through so far. It was just like last night. He was going to collapse in a shuddering heap before long.
"You sure you don't need a rest, babe?" she asked, with just a hint of exasperation in her voice. She understood that Sam wanted to be back up and at it, but sometimes his stubbornness was ridiculous.
But Sam pulled away from a swollen, shiny nipple with a wet pop, shaking his head. "Nope, I'm good," he insisted. They locked eyes; Monica disbelieving, Sam looking determined... and a little woozy. He was playing hardball now, but Monica wasn't just about to let him get his way. Firstly, if he was really sick, she wanted him to stay home and rest to get better.
More importantly, she wasn't just going to let him win with no pushback. Monica had a competitive streak a mile wide.
"Sounds great," she said brightly, rolling off him to the side, hooking her thumbs through her panties and wiggling her hips as she shucked them off. "Get over here and fuck me, Tiger. Your lady is all hot and ready for you." She winked at him and spread her thighs, revealing her plump, glistening pussy. Even if she didn't think that Sam was well enough to perform, that didn't change the fact that she was legitimately eager to fuck. Sam stared over with a hungry look in his eyes... but his cheeks were pale, and his eyes were glassy.
"Hey babe, I was wondering if maybe you wanted to be on top this time," he said faintly, his eyes locked on her enticing pink pussy.
Nice try. "Nope! Dr. Monica spent all week taking care of you, and now it's her turn to feel some love," she said firmly, reaching down to rub her throbbing pussy with softly swirling fingers, tempting her poor boyfriend further. "You told me you were all better, right? So prove it to me."
Sam bit his lip, then nodded, stubborn to the end. He awkwardly kicked off his boxers, revealing his stiff cock, bobbing beneath him as he rolled over on top of Monica. Monica stared at it with warm approval, feeling another little sizzle of heat at the sight. Sam's cock was a little over six and a half inches. And although she privately thought that he could be the tiniest bit thicker, she still liked to inflate his ego with the fact that he was the longest guy she had ever been with. And right now, she wanted nothing more than to get fucked deep and hard by the cock of the man she loved.
And, to his credit, Sam did his best. Wasting no time, he reached down, angled his hips, and slid his cock home inside her. Monica twisted the sheets in her hand with a little moan of satisfaction, relishing the feeling. She wouldn't say they fucked like rabbits necessarily... but when Sam wasn't down and out, they had sex more nights than they didn't. Three days with nothing had left her feeling needy...
Sam began thrusting, and Monica writhed beneath him, milking his cock with her hot pussy on every stroke. In the heat of their passion, she reached up to cup his cheeks and pulled him in for a deep kiss. For a moment, it was perfect. Sam's usual style of deep, passionate loving warmed Monica from her toes to the roots of her hair. She could feel his warm, tender love in every stroke. The rare times when she needled him into a reaction were volcanic and passionate... but this was just as good in its own way. A bonding moment that made it feel like they were merging as one.
She pulled from the kiss and whispered, "I love you, baby," up at him, staring deep into his eyes.
" I love you too," he said, with equal sincerity. But, despite how much Monica could tell he meant those words, his efforts were still falling apart. His eyes looked vague and exhausted, more sweat was beading on his face, and his legs were trembling with effort. As she watched, he bit his lip, struggled to hold back, then rolled over to the side, withdrawing from her, and falling into a fit of coughing.
Monica rolled to the side, propped herself up on her elbow, and smirked in triumph. Despite her frustration at the lack of fulfillment, she had been right that he was full of shit, and that was satisfying in its own way.
"I fucking knew it," she said smugly. "Busted, tough guy. You should stay home today and rest, and you know it."
Sam stared at the ceiling, running his hands through his hair, obviously frustrated. "I've missed too much stuff already this week, babe! And we have club today. You need me there to help run things. Besides, I'm tired of sitting around the house."
"Babe, if you're too sick to fuck me, your favorite activity in the whole world, you're too tired to walk around campus all day," said Monica firmly. "I can handle the club for one day anyway. Katie can help me out. I can't force you to listen to reason, Tiger... but I want you all the way better. Rest today. For me? "
Sam grumbled noncommittally, rubbing his eyes again... so Monica decided to sweeten the deal. She reached down and took Sam's still-hard cock in her hands, gripping the base and slowly rubbing up and down. "Maybe if my stubborn guy listens to his concerned girlfriend, he gets a reward..." she cooed, pumping his cock in her slim hands.
Sam chuckled, then let out a grunt of satisfaction as Monica's hands gripped a little harder. "I have to admit, this deal is sounding better all the time. Maybe you could give me an even better reward with your mouth..."
Monica rolled her eyes. "I don't know. Did you shower yesterday?"
Sam looked chagrined. "Well... I was feeling so sick that I sort of skipped it."
"Then I'm going to sort of skip sucking your dick until you aren't so nasty," said Monica tartly. "Take what you can get, Tiger."
Sam shrugged and chuckled, lying back and humping his hips upward into Monica's pumping hands, one twisting up and down his cock while the other gently cupped and rubbed his balls. She put every ounce of love she could manage into the handjob. "Do you like it when Doctor Monica takes care of you?" she whispered into his ear, while her thumb swirled and played around his leaking cockhead.
"Fuck, I love it," groaned Sam, lying back and enjoying his girlfriend's loving care.
"Would you do anything for me?" asked Monica, her hand pumping faster and faster up and down his cock, squelching with precum now as she felt him grow closer and closer to the edge.
"Anything," breathed Sam, humping his hips upward into her hand. "Anything for you, baby."
It was frustrating for Monica to get her boyfriend off when he wasn't really up for doing the same to her, but Sam deserved it. He was always there for her when she needed it, so he deserved getting off with no strings attached sometimes.
And that's exactly what he would get... later this afternoon.
Monica wound Sam up almost to the breaking point... then pulled her hands away, leaving him gasping, shocked, and unfulfilled. "Then wait for me. Shower, rest up, and if you stay home from classes AND Gaming Club, I'm going to blow your mind when I get home. And your dick."
Sam stared at her in open-mouthed shock. "What?! Monica, you can't be serious! You're just going to leave me like this?" he asked in his rough, phlegmy voice, gesturing to his neglected boner.
"Mmmhmm," said Monica with a teasing grin, bouncing up off the bed and grabbing the caddy with her skin care routine in it. "Sorry, Tiger. I have to make sure you have a reason to rest... and not sneak out to go to the Club meeting later."
The guilty look on her boyfriend's face told her all she needed to know: just like she suspected, that had been precisely his plan: skip classes, then "feel better enough" to go to the meeting. She felt a little bad for getting him right up to the edge and denying him his orgasm... but she was horny and frustrated too. So her sympathy was at kind of a low ebb.
So, with a little grin, she pranced lightly over to him, took his face in her hands, and gave him a swift kiss, then slipped out of his grasp before he could pull her closer. "Tonight," she promised. "You'll get everything you want and more. Be a good boy and get better. I don't like it when you're sick any more than you do."
Sam collapsed back on the bed with a groan, his cock finally looking a little less angry and swollen. "I love you babe, but sometimes you can be a real bitch." His words were tired, but his lopsided smile was all warm affection, despite his frustration.
"I love you too, baby," said Monica warmly as she turned toward the shower. "I'll see you after Gaming Club!"
...
Sam and Monica had met during their first week of college, although they disagreed about exactly which day they had first spoken. Monica swore that they hadn't introduced themselves until the icebreaker games for their dorm floor, the third night after orientation. But Sam knew that they had spoken on the night of the freshman mixer. He would never forget how she looked across the room, her teeth sharp and white and perfect as she threw her head back and laughed unselfconsciously at something her new roommate had said. Her lovely brown hair falling in dark curtains... and yes, he had obviously noticed the way her curvy little body filled out her clothes, although to his credit, it was after he saw how pretty she was. Sam had forced himself to walk over and introduce himself awkwardly, but they had barely exchanged a dozen words before the roommate had dragged Monica away to participate in the bingo game that was about to start. He wasn't surprised she didn't remember it.
They hadn't really hit it off until the icebreaker games that Monica did remember. They bonded over the fact that they had both been the only ones on the floor who had brought a gaming PC along to college instead of a laptop, and after that, they were fast friends.
But that was it. Just friends.
It was a situation that Sam had found himself in a few times throughout high school already. "The Friend Zone". He knew that it was sort of a sexist term, but it was still the way it felt to him. It wasn't that he felt like he deserved romantic attention from his female friends; he laid the blame squarely on himself. He was the one who had been too passive and cowardly, refusing to get out of his comfort zone and ask out girls that he was interested in. It was just so much easier to relax into a comfortable friendship... even though it pained him when they inevitably started dating other people.
And for most of freshman year, it had seemed like things were going exactly the same way with Monica. They would hang out and watch movies, play games, and order pizza, but even though they were close, Sam struggled to take that extra step and ask her out. It felt like he was falling into the same old mistake, and it was especially excruciating this time, because he had never felt that strongly about anyone before Monica. It wasn't just that she was hot. It was the way she loved to tease him. The dirty sense of humor that seemed at odds with her cuteness. The way she locked in and got solemn and serious about topics that interested her. Sam was head over heels. But it was impossible to tell her. He didn't just value Monica as a potential romantic conquest. She swiftly became his best friend, too. A clumsy attempt to explain his feelings might put up a wall between them, and he wouldn't be able to stand that.
But in April of freshman year, everything came to a head. Monica kept mentioning a new friend from her PolySci class more and more, and one day she came to Sam looking for advice. Her new friend had asked her out for coffee, and she wasn't sure if she should say yes.


Sam had seen two choices in front of him, as clear as day. He could be a good friend. Tell her to go for it, and watch as another girl slipped through his fingers. Or he could gather his courage and finally break out of the friend zone.
He had admitted how he felt to her that night, his heart beating out of his chest and his mouth dry as a desert. Taking the step he had never been able to before was one of the hardest things he had ever done. But, to his shock, Monica was all smiles. She said that she had suspected that was how he felt for a while, and had been wondering why he had never bothered to ask her out. They went on a few dates before the end of the semester, feeling out how different it was to relate to each other romantically rather than as just friends. They followed that up by texting constantly over the summer, and by the time they came back to campus in the fall, they had agreed to start dating officially.
It wasn't until almost a year later that Sam had found out that the PolySci friend had never existed. Monica had laughed so hard she was nearly in tears when she finally admitted her clever ruse. She had just wanted Sam to make the first move, and engineered a situation to light a fire under his ass before the semester was over and they went home for the summer. It was very much like her. Monica had a way of leading him around by the nose without him ever realizing what she was doing.
But that was just part of why he loved her. Sam had finally broken out of the friend zone, and into a zone that he was fully satisfied with. He and Monica were in it for the long haul, and he was thrilled that the one time he had been able to be assertive and take what he really wanted, it was the time that really counted for everything.
...
Sam smothered himself in the blankets, half awake on the couch as he stared at the TV, only sort of watching one of his favorite old anime. He was still technically getting over his nasty cold, but at this point he had taken enough medicine to more or less feel ok, and he was just sort of cruising in a pleasant funk until his girlfriend got back from Gaming Club.
Normally, he would have joined her, of course. They had both been elected joint presidents at the end of last year, after all. Gaming Club was usually the highlight of his week. But Monica, after administering her teasing test, had insisted in the end that he should stay home for another day and rest. That meant no classes, no meeting for lunch at the campus cafe like they had tentatively planned, and no Gaming Club. She was probably right that it was better to stay home and kick the illness for good rather than wearing himself out and prolonging it, but still, it hadn't made Sam happy. And leaving him with blue balls had been particularly cruel. Sam had considered jerking off just to take the edge off a little, but he knew that it would be much more satisfying to wait for his promised reward... no matter how frustrating that might be.
But even apart from his sexual needs, what Sam missed most about staying home all day was that he had no chances to hang out with Monica. Sam knew that he and Monica were still in the "honeymoon" phase, as they called it, but even after two years of dating, he still wanted to spend all the time he could with her. He couldn't help it; she was just the best. Monica was Sam's first serious girlfriend, and, he privately thought, probably the only one he would ever need.
Just as he had slipped into pleasant thoughts about his girlfriend, Sam heard the door open and close, and the clattering sounds of Monica hanging up her keys and kicking off her shoes. Even years after they had started dating, the opportunity to see her again filled Sam's belly with warm butterflies. After his third straight day of wallowing in sickness, he was more than ready to turn off the anime he had seen a dozen times at this point and hear about her day.
The instant that Monica turned the corner into their apartment, Sam couldn't help but stare in wonder at the sight for sore eyes. Monica was a petite woman with curves in all the right places. She was currently hiding her tits beneath one of her signature oversized hoodies, emblazoned with the stylized double E and Z of her favorite competitive game, Ethereal Edge Zone. She had confided in him once that she preferred baggy tops because of the way men tended to stare at her chest when she wore tighter clothing. That suited Sam just perfectly. It meant that her breasts were usually reserved for his eyes alone.
But if Monica was self-conscious about wearing tops that were too tight, the same obvious didn't apply to bottoms. She was currently wearing black leggings that encased her shapely legs and plump butt enticingly. Not that they were obscene. You could see worse in the campus gym any day. Sam knew that Monica wore them because she thought they were comfortable, not to show off, so he did his best not to let it bother him that every guy who walked behind her was probably drooling.
But Sam had no time to enjoy the sight of his girlfriend's body today. Because instead of the little grin she normally wore, Monica's expression now seemed almost worried. That troubled expression only intensified as Sam sat up on the couch. Her eyes seemed to swerve to avoid his gaze, and she reached up to curl a strand of her dark brown hair around a finger.
"Hey, babe," said Sam, eyebrows drawing together a little in confusion as he picked up the odd expression on his girlfriend's face. "It's good to see you." She had been all smiles and giggles and teases this morning. What had happened since then to spoil her mood?
Monica did her best to flash him a warm smile as she slung her bag onto the chair, but it wavered, and Sam could tell that there was something on her mind. "Hey, Tiger," she said lightly, her smile looking a little strained. "It's good to see you, too. How are you feeling?" Her finger continued to tightly curl, then release a lock of glossy brown hair as she spoke, and she nervously turned, digging around in her messenger bag, still without having looked him in the eye.
Sam knew his girlfriend well enough to read her body language like a book. Normally, he was the one who screwed up and had to beg forgiveness, but her expression was unmistakable. Right now, Monica looked guilty about something. A prickle of disquiet raced through him.
"Hey," said Sam slowly, trying to keep his tone neutral despite his growing suspicion. "What's the matter? What did you do?"
Monica stiffened and finally turned toward Sam to look him in the eyes. A flash of annoyance crossed her face at his accusatory tone. Her cheeks flushed, and she opened her mouth with a sharp intake of breath, ready to deny that anything had happened. But then she paused, staring at Sam's worried expression... and deflated with a sigh. She crossed the room to the couch and plopped down beside him, resting her head on his shoulder.
"That obvious, huh?" she asked in a small, rueful voice.
"Yeah," agreed Sam, raising his arm to wrap it around her shoulders. He wanted to be comforting and supportive over whatever had ruined Monica's mood, but it was kind of hard when he didn't know exactly what had made her upset. "Now... what's wrong? Don't keep me in suspense here."
Monica sighed again, then tilted her head to look up at him with a miserable, embarrassed expression. "Ok, ok... Something happened at Gaming Club today. I'll tell you, but you have to promise that you won't be mad..."
...
Earlier that day...
Monica texted Sam as she made her way up the stairs of Gerhardt Hall, on the way toward the media lab where they hosted Gaming Club.
[Hey Tiger, hope you're feeling better! Was that soup I left you alright? If you want, I can pick up something else for you on the way home. See you after club! XOXO]
She was tired of his sickness after three days, and just wanted him to be well again already, probably even more than he did. It was just a lot less fun to talk and joke around with him when he was all fuzzy-headed from cold medicine. Also, as much as she hated to admit it as a fiercely independent, intelligent woman, she had gotten used to relying on Sam's rock-solid dependability and even keel. She was a free spirit with high highs and low lows, and Sam was her anchor and rock. When he was feeling weak, it made her feel a little... untethered.
Oh, and it totally sucked that he had been too exhausted to fuck for the past week too.
But she had to press on. The Gaming Club needed her. It warmed her heart a little as she approached the media lab and saw that the club was buzzing with new faces. When she and Sam first joined the club freshman year, there had been less than a dozen members. Now, after they had built up the club's activities and resources and promoted it relentlessly to incoming freshmen, the Gaming Club was one of the most popular clubs on campus.
There was still room for improvement, though. Although the club mainly served as a place for people to hang out and play games together, Monica had ambitions of forming a competitive gaming team that the club could send to competitions. She had been training in the announced games for the CEL regional gaming competition in December, just in case she was able to scrounge together enough other interested and skilled club members to compete.
But that was in the future. For now, she needed to make herself seen and check in with the freshman. It was still early in the year, and it was important that the new members felt welcome. Katie, one of her best friends in the club, looked up from where she was plugging a console into the TV and waved as Monica came in, and Monica smiled back, heading over and greeting other members as she went.
But Katie wasn't all smiles when Monica arrived. The tall, lanky blonde leaned forward, pushing her square glasses up her nose nervously, and whispered, "Did you notice the guest of honor today?"
Her tone made it obvious what she meant. Monica hadn't noticed, actually. Her stomach sank as her eyes scanned the room. No wonder she hadn't noticed him. Gus Pfeiffer was surrounded by a crowd of freshmen, listening to him hold court.
Shit. It looked like their club advisor had decided to show his face for the first time in almost a year.
Monica understood in theory why the club founder had asked Professor Pfeiffer to be the advisor for the Gaming Club a few years before she joined. He was the darling of the computer science program, after all. Gus Pfeiffer had founded a successful tech startup years ago before exiting and cashing out his stocks. For some people, that by itself was enough to worship the ground he walked on. He taught almost as a hobby, since he clearly didn't need the money, and that gave him a sort of untouchable confidence that made him compelling to some people, including the college administration.
But to Monica, he was just an old creep.
Monica decided, for now, that the best solution to Professor Pfeiffer's intrusion was to ignore him completely and hope that he lost interest. She strode to the center of the room and clapped her hands with a wide welcoming grin on her face, calling out, "Hello all, welcome to Gaming Club! We have a couple of tv's set up for the Super Scuffle tournament we talked about next week, which I know people were excited for! We also have a sixteen-person split-screen setup for War is Hell 4, if anyone is interested in that. We'll be ordering pizza in a few minutes here, so be sure to get your money and preferences in to Katie before we do; she'll be filling in for Sam today, since he stayed home sick."
The crowd let out a chorus of sympathetic "Awwws", which Monica waved away. "Ok, ok, enough," she said with a roll of her eyes. "He has a cold; he's not dying. But I'll tell him you guys missed him. Ok, that's it, people! Have some fun. Oh! And if anyone has given some thought to the competitive team idea, come see me!"
With that, everyone broke up and turned away, toward the set up TVs and computers. Another club meeting had begun. Now all Monica had to do was circulate around and talk to the freshmen a little, and after that, maybe she could get a few practice rounds in on EEZ before the club wrapped up.
But, to her distaste, as the other members streamed away, Gus Pfeiffer was approaching, with a big, shit-eating grin on his face, as usual.
Gus Pfeiffer was big. Not just fat, although there was a swelling gut beneath the polos he constantly wore. He was big in every dimension. Taller than most of the other guys in the club, but with shoulders broader than any of them as well. He sometimes bragged about being a star football player in college, and even though he was often full of shit, his physique made Monica tend to believe him. He looked like one of the giant men that they put on a football line to crash into each other. And atop this massive, beefy body sat a face that was constantly covered in rough stubble, along with an expression of sly superiority. Gus Pfeiffer's deep brown eyes always seemed like they were looking down on everything he saw. Ironic, considering his thinning hair and the way he had let himself get fat.
If she had just met him in the hallways or something, Monica would have told him to fuck off. But not everyone in the club knew him like she did. To many, he was still the cool, rich professor who taught the best computer science courses, because he had actually succeeded in the field. So here, Monica had to play nice. Which was no doubt why he had come today.
"Professor," she said with brittle politeness, crossing her arms over her chest and staring daggers up into his grinning face. "I'm surprised that you could make it. You're usually too busy to come to meetings."
Gus waved his hand with an earthy little chuckle. "Oh, you know me, Monica. I have a hard time focusing on things that don't hold my interest. But I had something very interesting that I needed to take care of today. So here I am." Just looking at the man, you might expect him to speak in a rough, sinister rasp, but Gus's voice was oddly cultured and resonant.
Monica couldn't hold back the annoyed twist of her lips. She hated that he was speaking like he knew her. "Fine," she said impatiently, trying her best to keep a tight leash on her anger. "Let's just cut to the chase then, Professor. What was so interesting about club today?"
Gus chuckled again. "Ah yes, a woman of action as usual. That's fine. I hate small talk anyway." His eyes glittered as he leaned in a little closer. He smelled like leather and spices. Probably some sort of fancy cologne. "I'm here because I heard you like making bets, Monica. I want to make a bet with you."
A chill ran up Monica's spine. Gus's tone had been low, but even so, some of the club members who had been waiting nearby to talk to her stiffened in surprise, glancing backward between the club president and the club advisor as if they were unsure what would happen next.
Professor Pfeiffer had heard accurately. One of the club's dearest traditions for the past few years was challenges and bets between members, and that was largely thanks to Monica. They would bet who would go buy soda for the other. Who would clean the other's bathroom. Who would wear an embarrassing t-shirt all next week on campus. Monica loved a good bet, and was vigilantly serious about making sure the loser paid up. To her, they were a great way to promote friendly rivalry between members... but mainly she loved them because of her own competitive streak. She had fostered a reputation of paying up when she lost and never turning down a bet... unless the terms were obviously ridiculous, of course.
Her enthusiasm for wagers didn't extend to the old creep in front of her, of course. But now the other club members were watching, and Monica hated backing down from a challenge. Still, she tried her best to play it off, rolling her eyes and saying, "Well, I like making bets with other club members, yeah. But I'm not sure that making a bet with the club advisor is..."
"Nonsense!" said Gus jovially, cutting her off. "It's just a bit of fun, right? Who's to say that I can't join in? Anyway, I guarantee that you'll be interested once you find out what you can win." He leaned in a little closer again, this time murmuring low enough that even the nearby club members couldn't hear him.
"I'll finally sign that paperwork and let someone else take over as advisor."
Monica paused right in the middle of getting ready to refuse. As much as she hated to admit it, Professor Pfeiffer was right. That offer was certainly tempting. She and Sam had been trying to kick Gus out of the position almost since they first joined, but that turned out to be more complicated than they thought. The system wasn't set up for club members to change their faculty advisor if the advisor wasn't willing, and technically, Gus hadn't broken any rules that would warrant him being kicked out against his will. Monica wasn't even sure why the arrogant jerk wanted to be the advisor, considering he showed little interest in video games, but he had squatted in the position for years despite being unwanted and useless. Probably out of pure spite.
But Monica still didn't trust the crafty older man. He was playing some game here, she just couldn't see it yet. "And what are we betting on?" she asked sarcastically. "An arm-wrestling match?" She didn't trust Gus to choose any game he wasn't sure of winning. He wasn't the type of man to play fair, she was certain.
"Gus scoffed, leaning back against a table, which groaned lightly in protest at his weight. "Video games, obviously. I mean, this is the Gaming Club, isn't it?"
That made Monica frown, more confused than ever. More people were gathering around now, interested in the confrontation between the club president and one of the most famous professors on campus. They were both popular figures in their own way. Pfeiffer because of the mythology built up around him of the self-made genius, and Monica because she was the secret crush of most of the male members of the club. If she wasn't publicly committed to Sam, she would be fielding male attention on a near-constant basis, and even as it was, she had been forced to become pretty good at shutting down flirtation from random men. Once Sam had even been forced to come to her rescue, in fact, staring down a persistent upperclassman and making it clear that his attention was unwelcome. He had never seemed hotter to Monica.
One of the many reasons that Gus Pfeiffer was a poor fit as the faculty advisor of the club was that, despite his roots in the tech world, he had next to no interest in video games. Monica, on the other hand, could handily beat almost anyone in the club at any game they cared to pick. It was just about as balanced a competition as if he had suggested arm wrestling, but in the other direction. It made no sense.
"What game?" she asked suspiciously, uncomfortably aware that the interest of more and more club members was being pulled toward their conversation. Her competitive nature and policy of accepting bets were well known in the club, and the watching eyes of the members were beginning to weigh on her. But still, she had to be careful. There was something here she wasn't catching; she just knew it. "I'm not going to play some forgotten classic from the 90s or something, the last time you picked up a controller."
"Oh don't worry about that," said Gus, crossing his arms and resting them on his gut with a smile he probably thought was charming. "I'm sure you've heard of it. Reign of Fists 4 Deluxe."
A murmur went through the students who were eavesdropping. This was just getting more and more confusing. Reign of Fists wasn't some obscure game he could catch her out on. It was still one of the top tournament staples for fighting games. Monica had even been pretty good at it, although she hadn't been playing it for a few months, ever since she had started practicing for the CEL conference.


The idea that this old creep, who never even played games, could beat Monica at it was laughable. No... not just laughable.
Insulting.
"Come on now," said Monica testily, trying to keep her anger under control. "You know you can't beat me in a fighting game, professor. I can run circles around you in Reign of Fists."
"I guess then it will be easy for you to win!" he said with a smirk. "That's good luck for you! But I wouldn't be too confident. I mean, you're an enthusiastic gamer girl, I'll give you that. But there's a reason there aren't many women on the top esports teams."
Monica saw red for a second, and the only reason she didn't verbally tear the fat, infuriating prick a new asshole was that Katie moved forward and put a steadying hand on her shoulder. Monica suddenly wished bitterly that Sam was there. He was always the calm influence that managed to talk her down when she got too heated... and it was obvious now that Gus was trying to push her buttons. That was clear from the shit-eating grin on his face alone. But just because she knew he was messing with her didn't mean she was any less angry. Sam sometimes called her a glass cannon. She could be a teasing little nuisance sometimes. It was just part of her personality. But she had a hard time dealing with being needled back.
She couldn't just let this insult stand.
"If you want to lose that badly, I guess I'll have to show the club what their president can do," Monica said grimly. The murmurs around her swelled in excitement as it became clear that their president wanted to accept the challenge from their famous club advisor. "Just one more thing to get out of the way... What will you get if you win?"
Gus straightened up from the table, approaching her suddenly, looming over her with his massive bulk. "I want that to be a secret between you and me," he said in a low undertone.
Monica had to force herself not to take a step back. No matter how much disdain she had for Gus Pfeiffer as a person, it was difficult not to be intimidated by him physically. "Why?" she asked sharply, trying to cover up the mild discomfort of his looming presence with bravado. "Why not just spit it out, Professor?"
Gus shook his head. "Trust me. You'll prefer this one to be a secret."
Monica glared up at him suspiciously, but it was clear that he would only tell her his proposed terms if she let him whisper them. Finally she sighed and rolled her eyes, turning her ear toward him and motioning him forward.
Gus's breath was hot on her ear as he cupped his hand and named his terms in a deep, rumbling whisper.
"If I win... You have to go on a date with me."
...
"What the fuck?" said Sam, his voice dripping with disgust. "The Ogre is up to his old tricks again, huh? That's so fucking pathetic."
"I know," agreed Monica with a twist of distaste to her lips. "He really is a pig."
But, as pathetic as it was, this sort of behavior was nothing new from Gus Pfeiffer. It was the main reason that Sam and Monica had grown to loathe him in the first place. They had both been wide-eyed fans of the biggest professor on campus just like everyone else, right up until Gus had hit on Sophia, another member of the gaming club, right in front of them.
It had been a huge shock to the system to learn that the famous, genius professor had a ravenous taste for younger women. Initially, they thought that misconduct like that would be enough to kick him out of being the club's advisor, if not get him fired. But it turned out that Professor Pfeiffer had a deep knowledge of the university guidelines on relationships between professors and students. Although all forms of fraternization were discouraged, the only relationships that were outright prohibited were between supervisors and employees, and between professors and any students they were responsible for grading. "Club advisor" wasn't mentioned, so the old pig was within his rights to hit on students he didn't grade or supervise as much as he wanted.
A little digging proved that this was far from the first time he had pursued female college students on campus. He was notorious for it, in fact, if you knew who to talk to. Any other professor who made a habit of routinely dating and having one-night stands with underclassmen would have been reprimanded by the administration, gray area or not. But their golden boy was beyond reproach. Having a tech genius on staff was worth enough that his unseemly habit of fucking college girls was swept under the rug completely. He was careful to toe the line and never go after students in his classes, and otherwise the leadership looked the other way.
So there was nothing they could do. Sam and Monica were forced to put up with a man they despised as the advisor of their club. Luckily, he usually had no interest in showing up after Sam and Monica had resolutely fucked up all his attempts to use the club to pick up women.
Sam sighed and shook his head. Well, that answered one question. It was obvious now why Monica had had a bad day. "So how did he take it when you turned him down?" he asked, pulling Monica's tight little body closer to his side. "Did you tell everyone about his sick request and expose him, or did you let him slink out with his tail between his legs?"
Monica's body was stiff against his. He looked down at her, and she refused to meet his eyes, biting her lip. A sudden twist of discomfort crawled through Sam's belly. "Monica... you told the Ogre that you wouldn't take the bet... right?"
"You promised you wouldn't get mad," said Monica miserably.
Sam's arm slid off her shoulders as he turned to stare at her open-mouthed. Monica, usually so full of spunky life, looked totally defeated and dejected. "You took the bet? That bet?" he said in disbelief. He wasn't sure if it was shock or cold medicine that was making him feel light-headed, but for a second Sam considered the fact that he might be having a nightmare. But even in his worst dreams, he couldn't have imagined his girlfriend making a bet that might result in her going on a date with the man they both loathed. "Why?" he finally asked, utterly confused and hurt.
"You don't understand!" said Monica, straightening up with a sudden flash of defiance. "He was being so insulting, in front of everyone at the club! I couldn't just let that stand. What would all the other girls in the club think if he said a woman would never beat him and I backed down from the challenge? And besides, it was so obvious that I was going to win that it felt like it didn't matter what I would have to do if I lost."
But Sam could already tell just by how miserable and guilty Monica looked that things hadn't gone the way she wanted. He didn't know how that could be, but he knew that if Monica had won and ousted Gus from his position as club advisor, she would have come in crowing in triumph and only half-apologetic about the disturbing prize she had wagered. Sam ran his fingers through his hair, swallowing around his suddenly dry mouth, and asked, "How? How could you lose to the Ogre in a game that you know? The man barely knows his way around a controller!"
Monica winced, then groaned and collapsed backward onto the couch, putting a hand over her eyes. Normally it would have looked like an over-dramatic gesture, but Sam could totally understand her despair. In this moment, he shared it. "He fucking cheated, that's how!" she spat bitterly. "I haven't been keeping up with news about Reign of Fists lately, since I haven't been playing. They accidentally created an exploit when they buffed Satoshi in the last patch. With the right combo, you can stunlock your opponent infinitely. The community has been in an uproar over it, apparently. I don't know how Gus heard about it, but he must have practiced it enough to cheese me out. I still almost got him! But it just wasn't enough to beat the exploit."
Sam shook his head, disturbed. "It was a trap," he said with dawning disquiet. "The perfect storm of circumstances. That creep heard about the exploit, then came in to make the bet, counting on the fact that he knew and you didn't."
Monica nodded wearily, her hand still covering her eyes. "And he picked a day when you weren't there either. He knew that you would have talked me down if you had been there." She opened her eyes, and Sam saw that they were shiny, brimming with tears. It wasn't surprising to see. Monica was an emotional person. Sometimes it felt like her tears were just beneath the surface, even though she hated crying.
"Do you hate me?" she asked in a wobbling voice. "I'm sorry, babe. I really thought I was going to win. I would never want to go on a date with anyone else."
Sam still felt all of the frustration and exasperation at his girlfriend for charging straight into Pfeiffer's trap like a raging bull, but he couldn't stand to leave her hanging when she was so upset. He pulled her up by her hands, wearing a rueful expression, and went in for a kiss. "Of course I don't fucking hate you," he said with a sigh, pulling her in and resting her head on his shoulder while he patted her back. "I just wish you would think things through a little sometimes. And I know that you don't want to go out with other men. Least of all the Ogre."
Monica clung to him for a little while silently. Sam could feel her sobs, but knew better than to try to comfort her further. Even in these circumstances, it would probably only earn him a punch in the ribs and a furious insistence that she was not crying. Finally, she seemed to pull her emotions back in a little, and straightened up, planting a hot little kiss on her boyfriend's lips and scrubbing the back of her hand across her eyes. "I'm sorry again, Tiger," she said in a thick voice, coughing a little to try to clear away the emotion from it. "I know that it's going to be awkward, but I'm happy that I can always count on you no matter what."
Sam paused again, the frown reappearing on his face. "What's going to be awkward?"
Monica stared at him as if he had just asked what color the sky was. "Uhh, when I have to go out on a fucking date with the old creep with both hate, of course."
Sam stared at her, wondering if she was just teasing him like she always did. But she was just staring back at him with a matching look of incredulity. "Baby, you aren't actually going to go through with it," said Sam slowly. "You're going to tell him to fuck off."
Monica looked affronted. "What? No I'm not. You know how I always get on people's case if they try to wiggle out of paying up on bets, Sam. If I refuse, the other club members will lose all respect for me. I would never live it down. I have to go through with it. That's the whole reason I'm upset."
"But your part of the bet is a secret!" insisted Sam. "No one would know if you didn't pay up!"
"I thought of that," said Monica, looking down and picking at the frayed cuff of her hoodie, avoiding his eyes once again. "But so did Gus. He told me that he would let everyone know if I didn't pay up... and then they would also know that I bet him a date in the first place."
That stopped Sam in his tracks. It would make it look like Monica had been totally open to dating the Ogre, even if that wasn't actually the case. Everyone learning the details of the bet might hurt Monica's reputation more than knowing she tried to get out of it.
Monica read the expression on his face, and added softly, "Hey, at least he promised to keep the whole thing a secret if I pay my end of the bet."
Sam stood from the couch, fighting the sudden wave of weary sickness that washed over him, a combination of his illness and disgust at the situation. He paced back and forth, running his hands through his hair. "So... what? You're going to go on a date with that perv? What if he tries to kiss you? What if he tries... tries...?"
Monica stood too, stepping up to Sam and taking his face in her hands. "Then I kick him in the fucking balls and get him fired," she said calmly. "I already laid some pretty firm ground rules for him. He can take me out to dinner. Nothing before. Nothing afterward. If he tries to touch me, he'll wish that he hadn't. Relax, Tiger. It's not like Gus fucking Pfeiffer is stealing me away from you. I hate the man's fucking guts. It's going to be an awkward little speed bump. One unpleasant evening that we will laugh off years from now."
Sam stared into her lovely, clear blue eyes and felt nothing but love. Despite how she had fucked this up, he trusted Monica implicitly. No matter what schemes the dirty professor tried to pull, he would never be able to get between them. In that moment, Sam was certain of it. But still... the idea of another man taking his girlfriend on a date filled him with a dark, burning jealousy. After all, who would be happy with something like that? He knew in his soul that, even if it had no chance of working, Gus would definitely try something on the date.
Trying to convince Monica to get out of the bet wouldn't work. That much was clear. But that didn't mean that he had to just let Gus do whatever he wanted. Like Monica had said, if he had been at the club today, things would have turned out very differently.
"Ok," he said slowly, staring into Monica's eyes with a determined glare. "We can make this work. But I have one condition..."
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"Little Sammy wants to chaperone, huh?" said Gus with a snort of amusement, arms crossed lazily over his broad chest. "Well, that's a first."
Sam felt a flush of anger, but kept his emotions on a tight leash. Monica shot him a pained look, so he gave her hand a reassuring squeeze. Getting mad and flying off the handle was what had gotten them both into this mess in the first place, and staying calm was what would get them out. Monica normally spoke for herself, of course, but Sam had convinced her to let him do the talking for this negotiation.
Luckily, or unluckily depending on how you looked at it, there had been no need to track Professor Pfeiffer down. He had shown up at the next club meeting as well, just as eager to negotiate the claiming of his prize as they had been. It had been as simple as getting him to stay after the meeting.
"That's right," said Sam calmly. "I want to be there to make sure that you don't try anything. After all, who knows what some sicko obsessed with asking out girls half his age might do?"
If the barb meant anything to Gus, he didn't show it. Instead he rolled his shoulders with a thoughtful look on his face. "Hm. I'm not necessarily opposed. But are you sure you want to see your girl having a good time with another man? Don't you think that might hurt your feelings a little? Cause some strife between you two?"
This time Monica couldn't hold her tongue. "Nothing about this is going to be fun for me, asshole," she said tartly. "And Sam isn't going to get his feelings hurt by seeing me miserable with an old creep for an hour." Sam squeezed her hand again, reminding her to stay cool. Monica bit her lip, shooting her boyfriend a frustrated glare in return. Sam could already tell that Monica was going to vent for hours about was a fucking jerk Gus was when they got home.
Gus waved his hand as if it made no difference to him. "Sure. If that means Monica will be a little more relaxed, then I don't mind being the bigger man and accommodating you. But I have a condition of my own. I won a date with Monica, not a group hangout with her and her boyfriend. I don't care if you watch, but you're going to stay back at least twenty feet at all times. Does that work for you?"
Sam grimaced. He had actually wanted to do everything he could to make the date feel less date-like if he could. But on the other hand, he and Monica didn't have much leverage. The fact that Gus was agreeing at all was a concession on his part. Sam would just have to stay sharp and watch carefully. Twenty feet was close enough to step in if Gus made some sort of unsavory move. "Fine," he said in a tight, controlled voice. "I can work with that." Monica glanced over at him again, her expression confused and a little annoyed. But now wasn't the time to argue with her about it. Sam squeezed her hand hard, and Monica let her concerns go with a little roll of her eyes. Sam was certain he would hear about them later.
"Great," said Gus warmly, clapping his broad hands together. "Does this coming Friday work for you?"
He was talking directly to Monica now, speaking past Sam as if he didn't exist. Monica stared back at the older man with a withering, unimpressed glare, then said sullenly, "I guess so. Might as well get this out of the way sooner rather than later."
"Perfect," said Gus smugly. "Sounds like we're all set then. We'll meet up at Le Bijou at 7. Dress up nice." Sam felt another wild pulse of dark, corrosive jealousy as the professor's eyes flicked downward from Monica's eyes for a moment, obviously checking out her body.
Sam tried to squeeze Monica's hand again, but this time she dropped it, tired of being held back, even if it was a good idea. "Like hell I'm going to get dressed up so some old pervert can ogle me," she sneered, cocking a hip and raising a stiff middle finger to Gus. "Sorry. If it embarrasses you to be seen with me in my normal clothes, then that's too fucking bad. You'll have to get over it."
Gus narrowed his eyes a little at the outburst, then shrugged. "Hey, your call. But it's an upscale place. If you show up in a big floppy hoodie, you'll be the only one there wearing one. Anyway..." He turned toward the exit with one last flick of his dark eyes up and down Monica's body, making Sam flinch and Monica flush. "I think we are all set then. I'll see you on Friday at 7. Can't wait."
Before Sam or Monica could say anything, he was already out the door of the media room, leaving the couple alone. Monica turned to Sam, fuming. "Did you see the way that asshole looked at me?"
Sam had. It had been impossible not to notice the... hungry look in the older man's eyes. It filled him with powerful, molten jealousy so badly that he couldn't even speak. He looked his beautiful, angry girlfriend in the eyes, and a sudden wave of possessiveness came over him. Mine. Not his. No one else's.
"Sam?" said Monica, a little put off by the look in his eyes. "What's the matter? Did you..."
Sam didn't let her finish. He pushed forward, wrapping his arms around his girlfriend's curvy little body and pulling it close, pressing his lips against hers in a possessive kiss. For a second she was stiff in his arms, confused by his sudden passion. But an instant later she melted into his embrace, returning his kiss and snaking her tongue between his lips to tease and swirl with his. Her hands reached down to cup and squeeze his butt, a habit of hers that drove him crazy.
Sam maintained the deep kiss for a moment, relishing the feeling that Monica was his woman. That he was the one she chose, not fucking Gus Pfeiffer. Then he broke away, suddenly ashamed of the powerful compulsion that had made him kiss Monica while she was upset.
Luckily, his spontaneous move seemed to have improved his girlfriend's mood significantly. "Wow, Tiger!" she giggled, suddenly all smiles and shining eyes as she reached up to cup his face. "You sure do know how to cheer a girl up!"
Sam laughed sheepishly at himself as the bubbling jealousy and impulsive possessiveness faded away. "Sorry, sorry. I just thought about what he wants from you and... ugh. I don't know. I don't want to be that guy, but you're mine, you know? I mean, not that I own you! We belong to each other, and..."
Monica put a finger to his lips, a little smirk lighting up her face. "Shut up, dork," she said warmly. "That's exactly the sort of attitude I want to see from you when another guy starts sniffing around. You passed the test."
Sam snorted, tension leaving him as he held his girlfriend in his arms. "So it was a test, huh?"
Monica slipped away, grabbing his hand and pulling him along toward the door. "It's always a test, Tiger. And now I want to take you home and test you a little more..."
Sam let himself be pulled, and they spent a very enjoyable evening reconnecting and venting about what an awful creep Gus Pfeiffer was. But no matter how in sync Sam felt with his girlfriend, he couldn't help but have a bad feeling about the date. And his disquiet only grew as the week went on, filling him up slowly with that troubled sense of possessive jealousy.
...
By the time Friday night came around, Sam was a nervous wreck, pacing and fretting while Monica got ready. Monica herself seemed to have exactly the same feelings she had shown initially: exasperation and a desire to get the whole thing over with, no better or worse.
It didn't help Sam's feelings that Monica had apparently decided that Gus was right about dressing up. She looked devastatingly good in the black dress she was wearing, and Sam couldn't help but peeking in at her as she did her makeup in the bathroom mirror, eyes lingering on her body in the tight black dress. But no matter how amazing she looked, it was spoiled by the fact that she was wearing it for another man. Gus was going to see Monica in her dress. He was going to be the one out in public with her on a date, not him. This was all for Gus's benefit. Or at least that was the way that Sam saw it. The gnawing jealousy inside him was getting so strong he could barely stand it.
Finally, as he saw Monica apply a layer of pink lip gloss with a kissing motion, Sam couldn't hold back any longer. "Why don't you ever dress up like that for me?" he asked, leaning in the doorway with his arms crossed.
Monica turned and raised an eyebrow at his tone. "Maybe because you don't take me out anywhere this fancy, Tiger," she said dryly, tossing the gloss back into her makeup bag. When Sam didn't crack a smile, she sighed and clicked over to him on her high heels, reaching up to drape her arms over his shoulders and stare up into his eyes. "Sam, I can tell this is hard for you," she said softly. "And I'm sorry. You know I'm as unhappy about this as you are. And this...?" She looked down at the dress briefly, then back up to him with a wry expression. "I'm wearing this for me, not him. Gus is an asshole, but he wasn't wrong that it would be embarrassing to walk into a fancy restaurant wearing a hoodie."
"It still doesn't feel great," muttered Sam. For some reason, suddenly he wasn't just feeling upset... he was feeling horny too. It must have been the proximity of his girlfriend in the cute dress... It wasn't that it was super revealing or anything. It wasn't even particularly low-cut. But considering that Monica normally wore baggy, shrouding tops, the dress showed off the ripe roundness of her breasts a lot more than Sam was used to seeing in public. Once again, he tried to bite back his words and be supportive, but he couldn't help but ask, "Don't you have something nice that isn't quite so...?" He moved his arm in a vague, curvy way that made Monica snort... but also flash him a warning look.
"I'm afraid that the..." she sarcastically moved her own hands in an even more exaggerated hourglass shape as she turned away. "Has more to do with my body than the dress, Sam. Besides, it's not like I have a ton of dresses to choose from. You know dresses aren't really my style, and I'm sure as hell not buying a new one just for Gus fucking Pfeiffer."
Well... that explanation did make Sam feel a little better, but he still couldn't help but watch Monica's ass sway on her high heels as she went back to the bedroom to grab her phone, stewing over the fact that soon their pervy professor would be getting the same view.
"What about you?" asked Monica as she returned to the living room, her dress and makeup making her like a sexy, sophisticated grown-up woman in a way that made Sam's heart hurt. "What are you wearing?"
Sam stared at her blankly, then indicated what he already had on. His typical outfit of a hoodie over a t-shirt printed with a retro game cover, and a pair of jeans ripped out at the knees.
"Really?" said Monica with a hint of exasperation in her tone as she pulled her phone out of her clutch.
Sam frowned and shrugged defensively. "I mean, it's not like I'm the one who's going on a date." There was no way he was going to get all dressed up to sit back and spectate a date his girlfriend was having with someone else. That almost felt like dignifying it or condoning it in a way he couldn't explain.
"Fine," said Monica with a sigh, looking down at her phone, "I don't want to argue with you. Are you ready then? If I don't call the rideshare now, we'll be late."
Sam felt anything but ready, but there was nothing he could do about that. How can you be ready to watch a guy you hate take your girlfriend out to dinner?
...
Monica glanced over toward Sam as he stared out the window at the city passing by, brooding. She didn't exactly blame him for being upset. Heck, she would be kind of annoyed if he was fine with what was going on, considering the circumstances. But it was unusual for her to have to be the strong one. This whole thing with Gus was making Sam into an insecure man she didn't recognize.
She wished that he would understand that this was even harder for her. She was the one who had to go on a date with an older creep, after all.
But, even if Sam was being a little shortsighted and insecure about the whole situation, Monica's heart still went out to him. She snaked her hand beneath his and threaded their fingers together. He looked over at her, his eyes troubled, and in a fit of spontaneous affection, Monica leaned over and planted a swift, warm kiss on his lips. That evaporated a little bit of his angst at least. "Come on, Tiger," she said, leaning her head on his shoulder and squeezing his hand. "I know this sucks, but it's all going to be over in an hour or two." She cupped her hand over his ear and added, so that the rideshare driver couldn't hear, "And when we get home, you're going to fuck me so hard that it's the only thing I remember about tonight. How does that sound?"
Monica pumped a fist internally as she saw the broad smile cross her boyfriend's face and a little of the tension dissolved from his shoulders. It wasn't that complicated in the end. Sam already knew in his brain that the date with Gus was meaningless to her. He just needed to feel that in his heart. And if Monica had to totally rock his world after they got home, then that was a price she was more than willing to pay.
Now that Sam's feathers had been unruffled, at least to some extent, Monica's thoughts turned to her own predicament.
An evening in the company of a man she had nothing but disdain for. Truthfully, she didn't know Gus Pfeiffer very well. She preferred it that way. She had learned everything she needed to know about him on the day he had cornered a gorgeous senior girl named Sophia in the club and pushed her to go on a date with him. And now Monica was in a position similar to what Sophia had been in that day, although Gus had been forced to work quite a bit harder to ask her out.
The worst part about that messy situation, and the part that Monica had decided not to tell Sam, is that Sophia actually ended up going on the date with Gus. More than one date, if the rumors were true. Monica had no idea why; Sophia had stopped coming to the club after that, and graduated at the end of the year without speaking to Monica again.
What would possess a girl to willingly go out with a professor in his forties? Was it just because it was rich? Monica had no idea. All that she knew was that, whatever it was Sophia saw in the Ogre, Monica couldn't see the same thing. She was here to settle a bet and nothing more.
Her anxiety grew a little as she saw that they were pulling up to the restaurant, nestled in a cute area of the city with broad promenades and park benches.
Well, she thought ruefully as she stared at what looked like an actually pretty nice restaurant, At least the food will be good.
...
Sam looked up at the gathering clouds as he stepped out of the car and extended his hand to help Monica out as well. They were steel gray in the light of the setting sun, rolling in from the west on a chilly breeze. A reminder that summer was over and fall was getting started in earnest. It looked like they were in for some rain, which, along with the cold wind, sounded like some pretty miserable weather.
In contrast, the restaurant looked warm and inviting. Through the large windows, an elegant dining room could be seen, with well-dressed men and women sitting and dining on expensive-looking French cuisine. Sam had to grudgingly admit that Monica had made the right call. If anything, her simple black dress left her looking just a touch underdressed. If she had shown up in her regular street clothes, she would have been totally humiliated.
Monica shivered in the cold wind, and Sam put an arm around her, holding her close. He opened his mouth to make a joke about the hoity-toity restaurant, but was interrupted by a deep voice from behind them.
"Good evening!"
Monica and Sam turned to see Gus standing on the curb with a big shit-eating grin on his face. Sam had half expected him to just show up wearing one of his usual polo shirts and jeans, since that was the only thing he ever seemed to wear on campus, but it seemed like Gus had taken his own advice to heart. He wore a suit jacket and tie that fit his huge upper body so well that it must have been tailored.
"Hey," said Monica unenthusiastically. She pursed her lips a little as she took in Gus's outfit, and even though it was easy to read her distaste as she saw her date for the evening, Sam couldn't help but watch as she had the same realization that Professor Pfeiffer was actually pretty well dressed.
Even with his arm still over Monica's shoulder, Sam had the sudden, powerful sense of being the third wheel in the equation. He stood there on the tree-lined walkway in his normal, slouchy clothes while the two people actually going on the date were dressed to the nines.
The feeling was only intensified as Gus reached his hand out for Monica, ignoring Sam completely as if he didn't exist. "Can I just say... you look stunning tonight, Monica," he said in a low rumbling murmur. "Ready to get started?" Once again, just like that day after the club meeting, his slimy gaze traveled downward, taking in the sight of Monica's beautiful body without even making an attempt to hide it. Sam felt his girlfriend's bare arm pebble in goosebumps beneath his. It felt impossible that she would willingly reach out and take this jerk's hand... but that was what the terms of the bet dictated.
The awkwardness hung in the air for a long moment, with Gus extending his hand and Sam unconsciously clutching Monica closer to his side, reluctant to give her up. But a moment later Monica seemed to reach a decision. With a light sigh, she turned to her boyfriend and pulled him in for a kiss. Sam felt a savage rush of joy as her soft lips pressed against his and their arms snaked around each other, pulling them close together.
That's right. Feast your eyes, you dirty old creep. You might have cheated your way into a dinner in Monica's company, but I'm the one she loves. You'll get a few minutes of conversation, but nothing more. I'm the one taking her home.
Gus didn't react to the obvious statement from the couple. He just stood there with his hand extended, confident that Monica would have to join him in the end. And he was right. All too soon, Monica's arms loosened, and she pulled away from the kiss with a wry smile. "It's going to be ok, Tiger," she whispered confidently. "I'll be bored and thinking about you the whole time."
Then she slipped out of his arms and moved toward the man they both despised. She didn't take his hand, of course, she just walked past him toward the restaurant, her hips swaying and her heels clicking against the pavement in a confident stride.
Sam glared at Gus, his hands balling up into fists and impotent jealousy boiling inside him. "I'm warning you... if you try anything..."
Gus ignored him completely, turning away as if he hadn't even heard Sam speak, and Sam felt a flush of hot blood rush to his face. On campus, it felt like the professor was forced to at least try to be polite to students, but the only reaction Sam had gotten at all was a flash of cold indifference in the older man's eyes. Tonight, Gus only cared about Monica, and her boyfriend was beneath his notice.
Gus's long strides let him catch up to Monica quickly, and he moved ahead of her to hold open the door of the restaurant. Sam scrambled after them, then remembered that he had agreed to stay twenty feet away at all times. The last thing he wanted to do was push the boundaries and have Gus claim that this date didn't count somehow because he broke the rules. He watched with furrowed brows as Monica and the professor moved into the restaurant, tapping his foot impatiently. Finally, when he thought that they were far enough away, Sam pulled open the door to the restaurant and entered.


The Maître D' looked up from the host stand, and Sam could instantly sense that there was going to be a problem. The tall man looked Sam up and down with just the faintest hint of distaste in his expression and asked gravely, "Reservation, sir?"
Sam shook his head. "No, I'm actually not here to eat. Could I just, I don't know... sit somewhere out of the way? Maybe order a drink or something? I'm here to support my girlfriend, but I can't actually sit at the same table with them."
Once again, the suave man's expression was muted, but he looked at Sam as if he were dangerously insane. "Not without a reservation, Sir. This is a fine dining establishment, not a Denny's. I'm afraid that people don't come here to simply... hang out. Besides... I'm afraid we do have a dress code at this establishment. We simply won't be able to accommodate you tonight."
Sam opened his mouth to try to convince the man, then shut it with a snap. The Maître D's eyes were cold and closed off, and Sam could sense that the man was simply looking for a reason to have him thrown out at this point. There was no way that he would be allowed into the restaurant. He really should have thought things through more carefully.
Sam turned on his heel and left the restaurant into the cold twilight. Part of him suspected that Gus knew this would happen, which was why he was fine with Sam's demand to chaperone. But Sam should have seen it coming. It was his fault for assuming that following them would be easy. He was on the fence about pulling the plug on the date altogether... or maybe insisting that the venue had to be changed. The bet had never been about going to this restaurant specifically, after all. He decided to text Monica about the situation and let her decide. But when Sam slapped his pocket, it was empty.
No fucking way.
Sam buried his face in his hands and groaned. Of course. Of course he had forgotten his fucking phone. He had been so distracted and annoyed in the lead-up to the date that he must have left it sitting on the table in the apartment.
Now he had an even more difficult choice ahead of him. He could march into the restaurant and speak to Monica directly, probably making a scene, embarrassing her, and getting thrown out... or he could swallow his discomfort and take the L, waiting for them to emerge from the restaurant. Or maybe... Sam walked around to the front of the restaurant and peered through the large windows looking in on the dining room. Gus and Monica sat there in clear view at one of the tables, looking down at their menus.
There was a park bench nearby where Sam could get a clear enough view. It obviously wasn't ideal... but as long as they were doing this, Sam preferred to get it over with. He would watch from the bench outside, and step in if Gus crossed any lines. Which seemed sort of unlikely anyway, in an upscale restaurant with lots of other people watching.
So Sam reluctantly sat back on the hard bench, clutching himself against the cold and preparing to watch an old horndog wine and dine his girlfriend.
...
Monica studiously ignored the Ogre lurking behind her as she followed the waiter to the table, but she could feel his gaze on her ass the entire time.
Fucking pig.
Gus was such an asshole that he didn't even bother to hide his open attraction to a college student nearly half his age. And in front of poor Sam too! She was certain that her boyfriend would be a furious, sad wreck of emotions after this travesty of a date, and she wouldn't blame him. Speaking of Sam...
She looked around the restaurant, trying to see where her boyfriend might be sitting.
"Looking for your boytoy?" asked Gus with a wide grin. "I think he's set up out there."
For a second, Monica had no idea what he was pointing at, since Sam clearly wasn't at any of the tables on that side of the room. Then she looked further out, to where Sam sat on the bench outside the window, looking cold and miserable. He was clearly still watching them closely, because as she looked out at him, she saw him wave and mouth "I love you!"
"Why the fuck is he out there?" she asked blankly, just talking out loud rather than intending to address Gus. She had thought the plan was for Sam to come into the restaurant with them. It didn't look particularly comfortable on the bench.
"Maybe for the best," said Gus with a shrug. "He's a little underdressed after all."
Monica privately agreed with him. Maybe she should have insisted that Sam change before they left, bad mood or no. But she wasn't going to let Gus engage her that easily. She would rather die than just chime in and agree with him. She instead picked up the menu, trying to form a barrier that would help to separate her from the obnoxious jerk across the table from her.
"Oh come on now," said Gus with a chuckle. "Is that the way it's going to be all night?"
Monica lowered the menu and glared at the older man over it. Although she would never say it to him in a million years, she had to grudgingly admit that he had cleaned up fairly well for the occasion. The polos and dad jeans he wore on a daily basis didn't do him any favors at all, emphasizing his gut and making him look dumpy despite his height. The sharp suit he was wearing now had the opposite effect, slimming him a little and making his natural bulk look even more imposing. He had even shaved off his constant stubble and styled his thinning hair for the occasion, making him look younger and revealing a strong chin.
None of that made Monica like him any better, of course, but it did throw her off her game a little. It was like she was talking to a completely new person she had never met before rather than the older slimeball she knew too well. She had to concentrate on how much she disliked him rather than get sucked in by the atmosphere. "What, did you think that once you got me into a nice restaurant I would bat my eyelashes and giggle at you across the table all night? You tricked me into this, Professor, but you won dinner with me, not a magical evening of flirtation."
Gus held his hands up placatingly with a laugh. "Mercy, mercy! You've made your point. I know you don't particularly care for my company. But think about it this way: You're currently in the best French restaurant in the city. Who knows when you'll have the chance to go again. You could spend your evening glaring and pouting and screwing yourself up into a ball of indignant rage... or you could relax a little, enjoy the food and atmosphere, and still tell me to fuck off at the end of the night. Which one sounds more fun?"
Monica stared at him with pursed lips for a moment, then sighed and rolled her shoulders. He did have a point. She and Sam were broke college students; he had a part-time job at the local comic shop, but she spent enough time on club activities and practicing for esports that she didn't work at all. This place was totally out of their price range. She didn't have to enjoy Gus's company in order to enjoy the experience a little.
"I don't even know what half of this stuff is," she said ruefully, her eyes flicking back to the menu. She had heard of some things, obviously, like foie gras and ratatouille, but the rest of the menu was in French as well, and didn't have explanations beneath the dishes to let her know what to expect.
"Well, my recommendation would be for us to order the shared roast duck platter," said Gus thoughtfully. "With soup and salad to start. The French onion soup here really is world-class. You should try it as long as you're here."
Monica raised an eyebrow at him. "So... what, you're a big connoisseur, huh?" Gus had always struck her as a sort of fast food kind of guy. The sort of man who was constantly having to suck Cheeto dust off his fingers. But right now, he didn't seem like that at all.
Gus nodded, leaning back in his chair, shutting the menu with a soft snap and picking up the wine list. "Uh huh. I got to be a bit of a foodie back in the startup days. Most of the guys were so focused on work that they just ate endless takeout, but I figured, hey, I've got the money, why not eat something really good? Most of the restaurants here don't hold a candle to the ones they have out on the west coast, but this one is decent."
Monica hesitated, then closed her menu. Why not trust the recommendation of the expert? He didn't have to be a good person to have good taste in food. "Sure. I'll try what you recommended then," she said primly, smoothing her dress over her thighs and realizing in the process that her palms were sweaty.
"Great," said Gus, looking up and snapping his fingers with confidence to call over a waiter. "I promise you won't regret it."
...
Sam hugged himself a little tighter as the cold breeze swirled around him. He thought he felt a few raindrops, and pulled his hoodie up over his head. But he didn't get distracted. He kept his eyes laser-focused on the pair sitting at the table in the restaurant, making sure he didn't miss a thing.
It hurt a little bit when Monica started clearly relaxing and talking to Gus, rather than stonewalling him completely. Maybe it was unfair of Sam to expect her to sit for over an hour ignoring the man across from her completely, and she still didn't look exactly friendly toward him, but it still hurt to see them chatting away in the opulent warmth while he was stuck outside in the cold, unable to even hear their discussion.
That sense of denial and isolation felt like it was boiling in Sam's blood as he continued to watch, alone and ignored while his girlfriend apparently had a great time with someone else.
...
Monica made a sound of mild discomfort as Gus leaned over and poured a stream of dark wine into the glass in front of her.
"Professor, stop," she protested. "I don't turn twenty-one until February. You could get me in trouble."
Gus just let out his regular, self-satisfied chuckle and kept pouring. "No one is going to notice a thing, chickadee. You look all grown-up and sophisticated tonight. Not a soul would suspect you're not of drinking age."
Monica rolled her eyes, but felt the compliment hit home despite herself. As a petite woman, sometimes she struggled with people treating her like she was younger than she really was. She had been going for a more mature look tonight, and it was a little gratifying to hear that it had worked... despite the source of the affirmation. She felt good enough about it to pick up the wine glass and take a little sip.
She was no wine connoisseur, but it tasted pretty good.
"What's your major?" asked the older man abruptly, setting down the bottle and carving himself a slice of the roast duck.
Monica slowly took another deep sip of her wine, studying Gus closely. He chewed away happily on his slice of duck... which had turned out just as excellent as he said. There didn't seem to be any cunning shiftiness or ulterior motive in his features as he looked toward her. His expression was open and honest. She considered just ignoring the question. But maybe it would help the time pass faster if she indulged him in a little small talk. Where was the harm after all? Talking about her academics wasn't like she was encouraging him in any way.
"I'm going into Civil Engineering," she said briskly, setting down her glass and picking up her knife and fork. "Just a few upper-level courses to go."
"Mmm," said Gus through a mouthful of duck, nodding his head approvingly. "Smart. Lots of demand there, and government contracts are stable work."
Monica couldn't help but roll her eyes. Unlike Gus, she took her time, chewing and swallowing before replying. "Thanks, I guess. I'll be honest: I'm not really interested in your approval."
"And yet you have it anyway!" said Gus with a shark-like grin before sucking down a large mouthful of wine. "Too many people your age are so caught up in the moment that they can't even consider the future. It's refreshing to meet an ambitious young woman like you, who knows what she wants."
"I do know what I want," she said pointedly, slicing through the duck breast on her plate with quick, efficient movements. "For example, my boyfriend. I'm dead certain on that." She glanced toward the window again, but at this point, she couldn't see anything looking from the bright restaurant out into the dark street. She could only trust that Sam was still there supporting her.
Gus made a noncommittal noise with a shrug. "Sure. I mean, a lot of people think the same thing in college. But life can look a lot different when you're both out in the real world. What's lover boy's major, for instance?"
"Game design," said Monica without thinking, then instantly considered the fact that maybe that was something she should have held back.
Her instinct was only confirmed as Gus nodded, pointing at her with his fork. "There, you see? That's what I'm talking about. Making decisions based on feelings rather than realism. The video game industry is in a terrible place for new hires. You two might really struggle."
"I don't want to talk about this anymore," said Monica coldly. She should have known that the topic was just bait to talk down her relationship with Sam. Gus wasn't to be trusted.
"Fair enough," said the older man lightly. "Let's move on to other topics. You mentioned something about a conference at the club the other week. Tell me about that. Maybe I can help out with sponsorships or something."
Reluctantly, Monica opened up a little over two glasses of wine, discussing safer topics. She had to grudgingly admit that Gus could be a good conversationalist when he wanted to, listening intently when she spoke and asking good follow-up questions. Although she was on guard for it, he didn't return to making veiled shots at Sam, and eventually she let her guard down. Before she knew it, the check had arrived, and the dinner had finished up, far more painlessly than she had assumed it would. It almost felt too easy.
Gus stood from the table after leaving a jaw-dropping amount of cash for the tip, and extended his hand to Monica. She hesitated, then accepted the offer of help up from her seat. Except for that one minor slip up, he had actually been a complete gentleman for the duration of the dinner, and it felt petty and pointless to snub little gestures like this anymore. She released his hand as soon as she was on her feet, of course.
"Well, I would say it was a good evening," she said with a tight smile. "But I was tricked into it, after all. I guess with that, I'll say goodnight and..."
Gus held up a finger. "Oh come on now, chickadee! Just dinner by itself hardly counts as a date. I had one more thing in mind, if you would indulge me."
Monica crossed her arms and gave Gus a withering glare. "I have no idea what you're trying to pull, but if you think I'm going anywhere with you, you can..."
Gus laughed again, and after talking to him for an hour at dinner, Monica actually found it a little disarming. "No, no, I know better than to think you would fall for that. There's an overlook about a three-minute walk from here that I wanted to show you. Walk over with me and take a look, and I'll call us even."
Monica hesitated. She would prefer to just go home with Sam...
"Come onnn," said Gus, pressing his hands together in supplication. "I promise you you'll love the view. And then you can take your guy there next time."
Monica wasn't sure why she said yes in the end. Probably just because walking for three minutes felt easier than listening to more of Gus's attempts to convince her. Anyway, at this point she felt like she had the old creep figured out. He wasn't going to drag her into some alley, no matter how attracted to her he was.
"Fine," she said with a sigh, making her way toward the exit. "I'll walk there and check it out. Then we're done."
...
Sam perked up as Monica and Gus stood from the table. Finally, this torture would be over. Every minute had been like eternity as he felt more and more isolated and left out, watching his girlfriend with another man, talking and laughing.
He recognised, at this point, that he was spiraling a little and getting his feelings hurt over pretty innocuous behavior from his girlfriend, but that didn't change the wave of relief over the night finally being over. He was ready to get home and have Monica tell him all about what an awful, boring creep the professor was.
Sam stood as the two made their way to the door, preparing to throw his arms wide and pull his girlfriend close.
But as they exited into the windy night, Gus jerked his head to the left and said, "This way."
Monica shot Sam an apologetic glance and held up a finger in the "one minute" gesture, mouthing "almost done", before turning to click after Gus as he strode away.
Sam stood in stiff shock, his growing feelings of denial roiling inside him and his face flushing. Wait... his girlfriend had decided to spend more time with the old creep? What the fuck was wrong with her?
Fuming, Sam followed behind them, keeping the required twenty feet back as they made the walk up a little hill. He wasn't sure what was going on between the two of them, but he didn't like it.
...
Monica was uneasy about the look on Sam's face as they passed by, and she instantly felt that agreeing to Gus's offer was the wrong choice. But at that point it felt too late. She had already agreed to briefly check out the lookout he was talking about, and it would be too awkward to back out now. Her only choice was to try to get the little jaunt over as quickly as possible. Sam would understand, even if she had to smooth it over with him later.
So she clicked along beside Gus, hugging herself in the chill wind. It had picked up since dinner had started, and it looked like it was going to rain soon. All the more reason to make this quick.
"I would offer you my jacket, or even hug you close... but I think Mr. Grumpy back there wouldn't like it much," said Gus with an amused grin.
It surprised a snort of laughter out of Monica, which she quickly covered up with a scowl. "Yeah. I'm good," she said flatly. "How far away are we from this overlook?"
"It's right here," said Gus with a grin, taking a left.
Monica followed him, and her eyes went wide. The city spread out beneath them, lights blazing beneath the gathering storm clouds. Gus hadn't been bullshitting her: it really was an incredible view. As determined as she was to stay closed off to Gus, she couldn't help but say, "Wow..." under her breath.
"I know, right?" said Gus, walking to the edge of the small park and leaning on the railing as they stared down at the city spread beneath them. "I like to come up here when I'm feeling... ambitious. Helps the mood to look down at the world like this."
Monica rolled her eyes, but walked up to the railing next to him. "Why am I not surprised that you love to look down at people? And what's so ambitious about teaching at a moderately prestigious regional University? Your glory days are behind you."
Gus looked over to her with a smirk. "That's what I want them to think. I've been cooking up something new behind the scenes for years. When it's finally ready, I won't step foot on that campus ever again." He waved out toward the massive city below them with a dismissive gesture. "This city will be too small."
Monica had never heard such a load of shit in her life. But somehow the old creep said it with such conviction that, for a second, you almost believed it. Out of the corner of her eye, she realized that Sam had just skulked into the park after them. But now, despite herself, her curiosity was piqued. "Everyone knows that you're rich," she said with a quirked eyebrow, staring up into his dark, calculating eyes. "So why did you even come here in the first place?"


Surprisingly, Gus broke the eye contact between them and stared out at the city. "I had my pick of shallow supermodels back at the peak of my company," he said gruffly. "There were any number of gold-diggers more than happy to hitch their wagon to me. But I didn't want just a pretty face. When I make my comeback, I want the perfect woman at my side. Looks and brains and charms. The whole package."
For a second, Monica envisioned it. What it would be like to be the girlfriend of a rich, powerful man. Wining and dining like they just had every night of the week. Having the finest things in life. Famous and envied by all.
Then reality hit again, and she recognised what he was saying for the pick-up line that it was. She should have known that Gus would try something eye-rollingly cheesy in a pathetic attempt to get in her pants. She opened her mouth to tell him to fuck off.
And that's when the rain hit.
Cold, stinging, and overwhelming. A wall of water dropping straight from the sky. All thoughts about their conversation dropped away instantly, replaced by an urgent need to find cover.
She noticed Sam sprinting toward a small pavilion on the other side of the park, and was about to head in the same direction. But just at that moment, Gus strode toward the street instead, raising his hand and making a cab speeding by screech to a halt.
Monica looked back and forth between Sam and Gus, who stood holding the cab door open and gesturing toward her.
She made her decision in a split second. The cab was a lot closer than the pavilion. It was only a few feet away. The rain was freezing and coming down in buckets. She cupped her hands around her mouth and yelled, "Come on, babe!" then hurried to the cab and crawled inside, shivering.
...
Sam saw his girlfriend climb into the cab and hustled reluctantly out into the rain toward her. He couldn't exactly blame her. He wanted to be out in this downpour for as little time as possible too. He didn't mind being the one to sacrifice a little and run the longer distance to the cab.
But as he made his way through the rain, Sam could already tell that something was wrong. Gus, who had been ignoring him all evening, flashed him an evil grin, then ducked and entered the cab himself behind Monica. It felt like Sam was moving in slow motion as he ran toward the cab, not fast enough to reach it in time.
The look on Gus's face was pure, lustful evil as he waved mockingly at Sam, then slammed the door behind him. Sam arrived at the spot where the cab had been a second too late as it sped off into the night.
Sam stared after it in the rain, suddenly pulsing with jealous dread. Gus and Monica were all alone in the back of a dark cab, and Gus's taunting eyes had made it precisely clear what his intentions were.
Who the fuck even knows where they are going? whispered a snickering voice in Sam's mind. Is Gus planning to drop Monica back off at our apartment? Or are they heading to his place?
The rational part of Sam's brain knew that was crazy. It didn't matter if Monica had talked civilly to the Ogre at dinner; there was no way she would go home with an old creep like him. But the part of his brain that had fermented in tortured jealousy while watching his girlfriend dine with another man flashed terrible images in front of him.
Monica giggling and holding one of Gus's meaty paws as he pulled her into his bedroom. Demurring at first as he kissed her tender neck, but then draping her slim arms over Gus's broad shoulders and accepting a kiss on the lips, as his hands slipped down to feel up her curvy little body.
The unrealistic thought filled him with dull, throbbing panic for some reason. His heart was in his throat, and his pulse was thumping a mile a minute as he stared dumbly at the red taillights of the cab retreating into the rainy gloom. He couldn't call or text Monica. He couldn't even call a fucking cab without his phone. The street was deserted now anyway, so there was no chance of just hailing one like that lucky son of a bitch did earlier.
And who knew what might be happening in that cab while he was stuck here in the rain?
There was just one thing Sam could do. He sprinted back to the restaurant and burst in, dripping and panting, half-delirious with desperation. Maybe Sam had misjudged the Maître D' earlier, because at least the man had enough of a heart to call Sam a cab and let him wait in the entryway until it arrived.
But it didn't come soon enough. For the long ten minutes of waiting for the cab, and for the ride home through the rainy city, Sam's mind went wild, torturing him with images of what Gus might be trying with his girlfriend now that the Ogre had slipped his supervision.
And, even though he knew the thoughts were crazy... he also couldn't stop thinking about what Monica might be allowing to happen.
...
By the time Sam made it home, his eyes were wild, and he felt like he was going crazy with dark, consuming jealousy. He stormed up to their apartment and burst in the door, still dripping onto the floor from the rain outside.
It was at least a little relieving to see Monica there waiting for him. She stood in the living room, obviously a little anxious, her eyes wide and her brown hair sleek and dark with rainwater, looking as tempting and curvy as ever in her tight black dress and heels.
At least she hadn't gone over to Gus's apartment. But that didn't change anything about all the wild things he had imagined might have happened with the two of them alone in the back of that dark cab speeding through the city. The mocking smile Gus had flashed him as he ducked into the cab still haunted Sam.
"Hey babe," said Monica, taking a step toward Sam, clearly relieved to see him. "I'm so sorry! It was fucked up that Gus wouldn't wait for you! I told him to stop, but..."
"What happened?" said Sam in a strangled voice, striding forward toward her, his pulse thumping wildly in his ears. "What did he do when you were alone without me?"
Monica gave him a shocked, wide-eyed look, shaking her head in confusion. "What? Nothing, babe. Do you really think that I would let him...?"
Sam stepped forward and pulled Monica close, pulling her into a passionate, jealous kiss. Despite her words, his mind was already running wild. Not just from the fact that Monica had been alone with the Ogre in private while he got left behind, but from the feeling of being left out and sidelined that had been building all night. His head swarmed with dark images.
Images of Gus looming close in the dark back seat of the taxi as the rain drummed loud against the windows. Of his stubbled face pressing into the tender crook of Monica's neck, kissing and licking and sucking. His hand dropping to Monica's thigh, squeezing, then inching higher. A dirty old man, taking what he wanted. And Monica, whimpering and blushing, but unable to resist. Unable to hold herself back from her professor's dominant magnetism.
Her thighs parting slowly, granting access...
After a second of surprise and a shocked little gasp at his sudden passionate surge forward, Monica kissed him back, matching his energy by pressing forward against him, feeling the rapidly pounding of his heart in his chest. Sam's hands roamed her body hungrily, gripping and squeezing with iron-hard fingers, as if he could possess her completely with just the strength of his grip. His cock was a hard, throbbing bar of iron in his pants, surprising Monica as he pressed it needily against her hips, sending a little extra spark of lust crackling through her.
Sam suddenly pulled away from the kiss. His hands fell to her ass, kneading her cheeks through the tight material as he pulled her close, grinding his cock against her belly. "How do I know?" he whispered in her ear, his voice dripping with a dark, jealous heat that sent a jolt of unexpected lust pulsing between Monica's thighs. "How do I know that nothing happened? I know that fucking perv would do anything to have you..."
Sam was normally a passionate but tender lover. This kind of aggressive heat from him was something totally new... and honestly, pretty fucking hot. Monica knew that it was coming from from his negative feelings of denial and jealousy from the date, and it probably would have been better to calm him down instead of riling him up. But Monica had always been an instigator. When she found a button that got such an unexpectedly sexy rise from her normally stoic boyfriend, she couldn't help but push it.
She whispered back in his ear, soft and sensual, with just a hint of a tease, "... hmmm. I guess you can't know for sure, can you?"
Sam let out a soft sound of disbelief, his brain fizzling as the softly whispered words registered. What the fuck is she saying? Is she really implying that...? Sam pressed forward harder until Monica's back was pressed against the wall. She giggled, throwing her arms around his neck, her eyes suddenly blazing with mischief that tied his stomach in knots with jealousy. He kissed her hard again, reaching down with uncharacteristic forcefulness to run a hand up her thigh and beneath her dress, touching the surface of her panties... pressing them into the soft, hot flesh beneath. He could feel a wetness there beneath his fingers. Was it because of him? Or was it from something earlier on the car ride home?
His fingers pressed deep, and he felt the vibration against his lips as Monica moaned into his mouth, spreading her thighs and swirling her hips down against his fingers, clearly enjoying his jealousy-inspired passion. Sam couldn't take it anymore. He knew that she was probably just teasing him, but he had to know. He pulled away from the kiss, panting heavily. "Did he touch you?" he demanded, his voice rough and strained, his cock almost tearing a hole through his pants for reasons he still didn't fully understand. "Did he...?" His fingers impatiently yanked her panties to the side, feeling the wet, eager heat of his girlfriend's tight cunt directly beneath his fingers. He couldn't stop imagining Gus's blunt, powerful fingers in this same position, touching and feeling and taking what wasn't his.
"No, Tiger, of course not," said Monica, her voice a hot, wet whisper in his ear. Then she nipped his earlobe gently, a move that she knew could drive him wild, and said, "But then again, if he had, I don't know if I would be able to tell you. I mean, it would make you so upset to learn that he had taken advantage of your sweet girlfriend."
Sam slid a finger deep inside her, feeling her hot pussy contracting around his finger as she let out a delicate little moan. The powerful, heated arousal inside him seemed to grip his mind like a fist. Was this another tease? Was she dropping hints? Had Gus actually done something during his perfect opportunity to indulge his pervy desires? "Tell me," he insisted, thrusting his finger slowly in and out of his girlfriend's pussy, her breath hot and sweet in his face as they stood nose to nose. "Stop playing games with me, Monica. Please."
She had been squeezing her eyes shut in pleasure, but they flashed open, beautiful, deep blue, and blazing with lust. Her hand reached down to squeeze Sam's cock through his pants, sending another bolt of sensation blazing through him, twining and mixing with his raging jealousy. "I don't know..." she purred, her hand gripping and pulsing up and down his cock, "It feels like maybe this is a game you like playing... even if you can't admit it, Tiger."
"Tell me the truth," he insisted hotly, his finger moving faster and faster as it plunged in and out of her.
"Make me!" she fired back in a moaning voice as she began to jerk him off through his pants.
Monica's stomach flipped, and her pussy throbbed with needy heat as Sam leaned down and picked her up in a bridal carry. All she could do was gasp in shock and hang on weakly to his neck as he carried her toward the bedroom, his eyes blazing with troubled heat. She had never seen him like this before, impulsive and forceful and... dominant was the only word. Maybe she was going a little too far by needling him this way. But it was undeniable. Even though Sam was a fantastic lover, she had never been more turned on by him than she was right now, helpless in his arms as he carried her into the bedroom and tossed her roughly onto the bed.
It kind of made her want to see how far she could push him...
Sam moved to join her on the bed, but Monica rolled over and pushed him back, biting her lip with amusement as she unzipped him and freed his straining cock, already dripping with precum. Let's see if I can turn the heat up just a notch higher...
"I don't know why you're so upset, baby," she said in a voice dripping with false innocence. She batted her eyelashes and leaned forward to plant a soft, hot kiss right at the tip of her boyfriend's twitching cock. "I'm here with you now. You're the one who gets my lips, my tongue... my hot little pussy. Does it really matter if that bad man snuck a little feel? Not that I'm saying he did... but you get sooo much more than him after all." She loved to tease Sam normally, but he had never given in to her teasing like this before. It was like catnip to her, seeing him all riled up and horny for her like this.
"You're my girlfriend," said Sam heatedly, cupping the back of her head and pulling her in close to his cock, rubbing its leaking head over her soft cheek and leaving a smear of precum. "Not his. You're mine, baby. Mine." This was totally unlike him. He had always treated Monica as her own woman, not some kind of possession. But tonight had awoken a green-eyed monster in him. A blazing possessive lust that broke all chains of propriety and selfishly screamed "MINE!"
"Then show me," Monica fired back in a horny, rasping taunt. She slowly ran her fist up and down her boyfriend's pulsing shaft, staring up at him with a teasing little smirk, then sticking out her tongue to swirl around his swollen, purple head. "Teach me who I belong to, tough guy. I've been acting confused about that, haven't I?"
Sam let out a growl that sent a thrill through Monica, then his hand grew tight, pulling her close and shoving his cock between her lips and into her mouth. She looked up at him with submissive eyes, swirling her tongue around his cock and sealing her lips tight around his shaft as she began to bob up and down, slow and sultry and deep. She had adopted the role of a teasing brat for this heated encounter, but internally, she was cheering her boyfriend on. He had probably had a pretty shitty evening, left out in the cold. Letting him be the big man was a price she was more than happy to pay.
Besides, he was hot when he got all dominant and manly like this. It only made her want to tease him more.
"Fuck!" hissed Sam in a combination of frustration and pleasure, "I saw you... sitting in there enjoying yourself with that fat creep. Ignoring me."
Monica grabbed his cock and jerked it off a little as she popped up off it and batted her eyelashes at him with an air of false innocence. "Sorry baby, but that fancy food just tasted soo good that I wasn't even thinking about my poor boyfriend in the cold all alone." She slapped his cock against her smooth cheek, pouting cutely. "I guess I've been a bad girl. Maybe you should find some way of making me forget all about that taste..."
Maybe she was going a little too far... she didn't want to actually hurt his feelings after all, just needle him enough to keep him topped off with frustrated, jealous lust. But it seemed like she had gone just far enough. "I think I know how to get that taste out of your mouth..." he rasped. With that, Sam shoved his cock between her lips again, this time maintaining his grip and keeping control. Monica's thrilled, her body filling with weak, wet lust as Sam, her kind, sweet boyfriend, took control and fucked her mouth with short, tight little strokes. Her toes curled as she felt him lose control in a way he never quite had before. It was fascinating, and a little scary, and deeply, deeply erotic.
She felt like maybe she could get used to this.
Sam pressed harder. Deeper. Monica did what she could to serve him with her mouth, slurping and sucking and reaching up to play with his balls. Treating him like a king. It was what he deserved after what he went through. But Monica had her limits. When her boyfriend's cock pressed against the back of her throat, she gagged, and Sam, even in his haze of jealous lust, backed off immediately, withdrawing and letting her catch her breath. It made her feel completely safe, to know that she could trust the man she loved even when he was furiously reclaiming her.
It made her want to give him even more.
Sam stared down at Monica, breathing heavily as she rolled over and laid on her back, staring at him with hooded bedroom eyes as she spread her thighs. He had never been so fucking horny in his life. It felt like there was powerful new energy inside him. Possessing him. Driving him forward relentlessly. Every teasing word from his girlfriend's lips seemed to drive that manic energy inside him wild. He wanted to claim every inch of the beautiful woman beneath him. He wanted to prove to her and himself, and somehow, spiritually, The Ogre, even though he wasn't here, that she belonged only to him.
Monica slipped off her panties from beneath the dress and tossed them to the side, then lifted up its bottom hem to display her pink, dewy pussy, obviously swollen with arousal for him. "I'm yours, Tiger," she purred, her eyes electric blue as they stared upward, locking with his, wide and soft and welcoming. "Come and get me."
Sam needed no further encouragement. He shucked his clothes off so fast that he was in danger of ripping them to pieces, then dived onto her, falling into her arms as they wrapped around him. He pressed the woman he loved down into the mattress with a deep, hungry kiss. His hands roamed her as their tongue tangled, fierce and hot between their lips. He yanked down the top of her dress as well, taking her bra off with a little assistance from her and exposing her soft, round tits and gripping them needily, feeling their weight and shape in his palms, teasing and pinching her throbbing nipples in his fingers. Then his hands moved lower, flowing over her wide hips and thighs, then toward the center, parting her lips and feeling the wet heat at her core.
Was this body only for his enjoyment anymore? Probably. But could he know for certain?
Monica broke away from the kiss, her hips squirming beneath him. One of her hands dropped between his thighs, tugging on his cock as she moaned, "I don't want to wait, Sam. Fuck me. Fuck me now."
With a shuddering breath, Sam complied, unwilling to hold back any more either. He shifted his hips forward, and Monica's hand guided him home. He sank deep into the wet heat of her pussy, and in an instant he felt a powerful sense of victory. Gus probably hadn't felt Monica up in the car, but even if he had, he didn't get this. Sam was the only one Monica wanted to fuck. He was the man she had chosen. And in the perfect moment when he slid all the way in to the hilt, going balls-deep while his girlfriend moaned in approval beneath him, Sam's insecurities dropped away, and he felt like the luckiest man on earth.
"I love you baby," he said roughly, kissing her tenderly as he began fucking her, slow and deep. "I love you too, baby," she said in a breathy voice, her hands gripping his shoulders tight in ecstasy. He could feel her pussy squeezing around him, like a tight hug. They were one, completely in sync. Sam's hips began pumping a little faster, and Monica's hips pulsed up to meet him with every stroke in a familiar dance of sensual satisfaction.
But this session didn't go exactly the same as any other time. There was still crackling, troubled heat in the air that hadn't been dissipated entirely by the words of love. It was obvious that Maya could feel it too. She pulled Sam's head down closer, whispering in his ear. "Fuck me hard tonight, Tiger. Take me. Claim me. Prove that I'm no one else's." Then she bit his ear. Hard.


Sam felt the boiling energy pulse up inside him once again. His hips moved with new purpose. Drilling deeper. Harder. Faster. Monica moaned beneath him, her fingers becoming claws on the skin of his back, tracing stinging lines of sensation as he stretched her pussy again and again. The bedroom filled with wet slapping noises as Sam pinned Monica down to the bed with his cock over and over, joined by her growing moans of pleasure at the rough, wet fucking.
"You're mine," grunted Sam. "You're all mine, Monica. Say it."
Although he had never done it before, his hand rose to grip his girlfriend's throat. Not squeezing tight, but just holding there, feeling her rapid pulse beneath the skin. Monica's eyes blazed with love and devotion as moans poured from her throat. Sam noted, as her tits jiggled and bounced with the force of his thrusts, that there was no mischief in her gaze anymore. All of her bratty teasing had been temporarily be fucked away by his dominant roughness.
"Yooours," she moaned in a sweet, feminine whine. "Only yours, Sam! God, make me fucking cum, Tiger!"
Sam did as she asked, maintaining his pace and breathing heavily through his nose, concentrating so that he didn't cum too soon. Monica moaned and writhed beneath him, body coiling up like a spring as her orgasm rose inside her. Her little black dress was bunched up around her waist, exposing most of her beautiful naked body as Sam thrust deep and hard into her once again, reigniting their bond in the most primal way imaginable. In seconds, she came, legs locking around Sam's hips and pulling him deep as her back arched up and her moans rose to a fever pitch. Her hot cunt seized him in a tight, pulsing grip and it was all that Sam could do to hold on and not cum himself. He had other ideas for where he wanted to put his load tonight...
So, just barely holding on, Sam kissed his girlfriend as her toes curled behind him, and she came all over his cock. They stayed there for a solid minute, sloppily making out as Monica rode the waves of a prolonged orgasm, pressing her curvy little body against him while her pussy milked his cock.
And then, as she fell back against the mattress with a happy sigh, it was Sam's turn. He withdrew and scrambled up the bed toward her, pumping his slick cock in his fist.
Monica had never let him give her a facial before, but here in this reclaiming moment, it felt right. Perfect in fact. A way to assert his ownership in a powerfully dominant way.
Monica looked up in muzzy, post-orgasmic confusion. "What? You didn't finish? What are you...?" she seemed to realize what he had in mind as he paused, pumping his cock over her face, and a look of reluctance flashed across her expression.
"No, babe," she said firmly. An instant later, she seemed to realize that this was a pretty unfair way to kill the mood after getting her orgasm. She instantly reworked it into a compromise, hefting her juicy breasts in her hands and purring. "I want you to cum all over my tits instead, Tiger."
Sam was horny enough that he was able to brush off the denial of a facial, aiming his pumping cock downward just in time to release a thick rope of hot, sticky semen across the beautiful globes in his girlfriend's hands. And another. And another, painting her heaving tits in pearly white cream, marking his territory in a way deeper than words. He came so hard it felt like the muscles in his belly were cramping. So hard he grew lightheaded. He didn't think he had ever made this amount of semen in his whole fucking life.
Finally, the last dribble fell from his cock, and he looked down to admire his handiwork. Monica giggled, rubbing the hot goo all over her skin, smearing the rank, pearly liquid across her stiff nipples with no shame or restraint.
"Wow, Tiger," she said with a grin and a wink as she continued to play with the thick mess on her chest. "I didn't think you had it in you!"
...
A few minutes later, after Monica had taken a quick rinse in the shower, the couple spooned together in bed, cooling down both physically and emotionally.
"So," said Sam behind her, his voice back to its normal calm, "What really happened on the cab ride?"
Monica briefly considered teasing him some more... but she had done more than enough to needle him during sex. He deserved a serious real answer. She seized his hand, kissed it softly, and said, "What really happened is that I cursed that asshole the fuck out for leaving you behind, then sulked the whole way home when he refused to turn back. Oh, and tried to call you about a dozen times! What happened to your phone?"
"I left it behind," said Sam sheepishly. "...and in retrospect, that's probably why I went so nuts back there."
"Speaking of which," said Monica, turning over so she could look her boyfriend in the eye. "What the fuck was that? What came over you back there? Did you really think I would let the Ogre feel me up in a fucking cab?"
Sam looked down, avoiding her eyes with a thoughtful expression. "I..." he gulped, shaking his head. "I mean, I knew that you wouldn't. In my mind at least. But you don't understand how it felt." His eyes flicked up to meet hers, and she saw a ghost of the fierce, dominant man who had so satisfyingly manhandled her a few minutes before in his gaze. "When I had to watch you with him. Separated from you. All by myself while you were with him. It made me feel angry and scared and..."
"...and turned on?" probed Monica. It had to be true, if his first instinct upon seeing her again at home was to fuck her brains out rather than yell or sob. The idea was strange, but oddly intriguing.
Sam flushed and looked away. "Fuck, I don't know," he muttered, all but confirming her guess, but too embarrassed to address it directly.
Monica hugged him tight and kissed his nose. "Well, just as long as you know that I'm yours," she said warmly. "No matter what."
"I know," said Sam with a relieved sigh. "I'm sorry I got so crazy that it seemed like I didn't trust you."
Monica giggled. "Don't apologise! It was fucking hot! If that's the way you fuck me after I go out on a date with someone else, maybe we should do it more often!" she teased.
Sam snorted. "Don't fucking joke."
They snuggled back into each other, talking softly until Sam's breathing evened out and he fell asleep, lulled by Monica's warm body and the sound of rain still drumming on the windows.
Monica stayed awake a little longer, thinking. She felt a little bad for keeping something back from Sam that had happened on the ride home. But it would have caused more trouble than it was worth to reveal it. It wasn't anything bad like Sam feared anyway. Just another example of Gus being a rude ass.
As she had left the car, he had called after her, "I'll take you out somewhere even better next time!"
All that it had earned him was a chilly look and a raised middle finger. Monica was never going to be stupid enough to accept a bet from the old creep again, and she would never go on another date with him intentionally.
But the tossed-off farewell stuck with her as she tried to sleep. Sometimes, even when Gus said ridiculous shit, he had a way of sounding so confident you could almost believe he could pull it off.
...
Gus opened the front door of his penthouse apartment and flicked on the lights. The clean, modernist, expensive-looking lines of the furniture and artwork felt like they were missing something. Some spark of life that other people had in their homes, but his lacked. That was nothing new, though, so he ignored it and headed to the kitchen to pour himself a double of scotch.
Tonight had been... frustrating. But he had known that it would be going in. Gus's father had been an avid fisherman, and although the hobby had never really rubbed off on Gus, he had learned over the course of many trips that sometimes inaction and patience were essential parts of landing a big catch.
It had been essential that tonight didn't set off any major warning bells for Monica or her little boyfriend. They had to end the night with the impression that their pervy old professor wasn't as dangerous as they thought. Sure, the temptation had been there when he was alone in the cab with the hot little slut to let his hands wander... maybe even give his home address instead of hers and see how far his charm could take him. But, even if Monica had given in, and there was no guarantee of that, it would have been a one-night thing, and afterward she would hate him even more than she had before.
And Gus didn't want a hot young slut just for the evening. He was playing for all the marbles this time.
He slumped back into his office chair and checked out the list he had posted to the bottom corner of his computer screen. "Econ girl". "Cafe girl." "Protester girl". All women he had met on campus who had caught his eye in one way or another. But "Gamer girl" was underlined twice and circled. Gus chuckled to himself as he took another sip of scotch. He really had made things as hard as possible for himself. She was the only girl on the list who had a boyfriend. Not to mention the only girl on the list who already hated his guts.
But Gus was ambitious to a fault, and he had decided long ago that he wasn't going to deny himself the finest things in life. Whether that be the best restaurant in town, scotch aged to perfection, or the ideal woman for him.
Monica wasn't just a hot piece of ass (which was essential after all), but she was whip-smart and could hold a conversation. He had seen during his rare appearances at the club that she could hold the attention of a room and charm others. She would be the perfect queen on his arm when he made his comeback, charming his friends and rivals, letting him know her thoughts on next moves...
And, of course, obediently draining his balls every night in bed. Monica was going to be his eager, submissive slut as well as his impressive woman. A lady in the streets and a freak in the sheets, as they used to say.
She was a little immature now, maybe. She needed to be cured of her attachment to her college sweetheart and taught how to submit like the good little slut he knew she could be for him. But that would all happen in due time.
After tonight, Monica and what's-his-name were probably less wary of him than ever. After all, he had just proven that he wasn't as dangerous as they suspected. Like a good fisherman, he had to sit back and wait silently.
So he could make the catch of a lifetime.
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I recently released chapter 15 of Cumbunny, ending the series. When that chapter first came out, many readers asked if I would be willing to write an alternate ending where things turned out differently. This is that ending. Although I consider Chapter 15 to be canon, this alternate version examines a scenario where things turned out a little differently. I hope you enjoy!
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Gene held his bunny's hips tight as she bounced on his lap, her slender arms locked around his neck and her glossy lips panting endless words of devotion.
"You master... You... only you... You're the only man I need. The only cock that can ever please me. Your cum is the only cum I want. Give it to me, master, please! Feed your poor, stupid bunny."
Lizzie could put on a pretty convincing show of being good for someone who had been such a bad, bad little bunny.
Gene's rough hand descended in a stinging spank on Lizzie's bouncing, jiggling butt, drawing a raw yelp of submissive pleasure from her throat. Her pussy clenched hard around his cock as it pumped up and down, caressing every inch of him with her silky walls.
Lizzie, David, and especially that little minx Kimmy had assumed he was an idiot if Lizzie was telling him the truth. They thought they had him all figured out. They thought they would be able to destroy him without him ever knowing. But Gene had turned the tables on them already. Lizzie wasn't able to refuse his commands. She had brought him the oil samples that they had gotten their hands on and replaced them with simple olive oil. Their little rebellion had been rendered moot before it began.
Gene relished the feeling of victory as Lizzie threw her head back in a wild moan, savoring the feeling of her master's cock claiming her deepest places. Her wide hips pumped up and down, over and over, doing her best to milk the cum out of Gene's balls. Desperate to earn another hot, virile load of her favorite treat.
Gene would give it to her. He planned to pump Lizzie full of his sperm over and over again for the rest of time. Or at least until she got old and ugly. The very thought that Kimmy and that stupid cuck David had tried to separate them made his blood boil. Both of them would get what was coming to them now that he had the oil.
Just one thing bothered him. While Lizzie continued to ride him in ecstasy, wild moans pouring from her drooling lips and eyes empty except for the fires of lust burning there, Gene's mind was ticking away at the formless anxiety lurking in his mind.
Something didn't add up.
Kim wasn't an idiot. David, maybe, but his little sister had always been sharp as a tack. She also wasn't like Lizzie yet, teetering on the edge of becoming a full-blown cum-obsessed bunny bimbo.
So why was she making such an obvious mistake? Lizzie was untrustworthy at this point. Completely useless as a coconspirator. And, true, maybe Kimmy needed Lizzie's cooperation to bring her brother onto the team... but letting Lizzie into the inner circle was an incomprehensible blunder. It didn't make any sense.
"Cum for me, master. Give me what I need," moaned Lizzie desperately, sweat trickling down her perfect body as her hips humped and ground downward relentlessly.
Gene interrupted his own train of thought momentarily to grasp Lizzie's hips tight and hump upward, powerfully thrusting into her pussy as he sprinted toward orgasm. He channeled all of his anger and suspicion into his cock, thrusting harder and faster, grunting with the effort as Lizzie gasped and whined, her tits bouncing heavily and her pretty pierced nipples tracing circles in the air.
Finally, he roared in release, flooding his bunny's pussy with the thick, sticky ambrosia that she craved. Her velvety walls closed around him like a vice, squeezing and milking as she collapsed forward onto his flabby chest, peppering him with hot kisses as she sobbed from the intensity of her pleasure.
Lizzie was in his pocket. She was about as capable of rebellion as his toaster. But Kimmy... Kimmy was a different story. She was a wild card. That was what was bothering Gene, he realized.
So why not be absolutely sure? It might be a little less fun than letting Kimmy and David think they were going to win, but it would clear up all of his lingering doubts.
Gene had had enough of Lizzie's kisses. She was starting to feel clingy. He pushed her off, saying, "Alright, alright, enough now. Go grab me a beer."
"Yes, master," his Cumbunny said, eyes shining with devotion. Gene watched her cute little ass wiggle its way out of his bedroom, cum leaking from her freshly-fucked pussy down her thighs. He smirked. She was all his. All he had to do now was ensure that Kimmy was in the same boat.
He pulled his phone out and started composing a text.
...
Kim walked into Gene's apartment on high alert. Not because she thought that there was any particular hitch in the plan, of course. She had thought through every angle. Gene thought he was in the driver's seat now, but he was in for a rude surprise when the truth was revealed.
She had already arranged for Lizzie to give Gene the fake oil, and because Lizzie was none the wiser, neither was Gene. The rest of the plan was simple. Have David give Lizzie a dose of the real oil, convince Gene that they had accidentally wasted the other dose to make him let down his guard even further, then surprise him with a little dose of his own to bind him to the very addiction he had inflicted on others.
By this time next week, her brother and Lizzie would be enjoying their rescued relationship while Kim started a new, different, but equally fucked up relationship with her Daddy.
Even though she was confident, Kim was cautious. Gene was a slippery weasel, and any unexpected behavior was cause for concern. Like, for instance, calling Kim to come to his apartment for a conversation, while being vague about exactly what he wanted to talk about. Like he had just done.
Gene wasn't in the living room, but as Kim walked inside, she heard him call out from the bedroom of his shitty apartment. "You're here. Fucking finally. Come join me in the bedroom, Kimmy. We need to talk."
The smell hit her as she walked cautiously toward the bedroom, making her skin break out all over in goosebumps, stiffening her nipples, and starting a pulsing, hot ache between her thighs.
Cum.
Once the bleachy, rank odor had disgusted Kim. She worked with semen every day at her job, so she had probably smelled it more than most women did in a lifetime. But this cum was different. Unconsciously, she took in a deep breath through her nose, savoring the disgusting, rich, delectable scent. The heat in her core flared higher, and her mouth began to water, physically responding to her primal need. Fuck... how long has it been since I got my fix? Kim had been a little distracted by her plot to unseat Gene, and her hunger had been creeping up on her. Now that this scent had whet her appetite, it was the only thing she could think about.
She rounded the corner to the bedroom, and what she saw only intensified her reluctant lust.
Gene sprawled on the bed, hairy, broad, and naked. He had apparently just been jerking off, because he had sprayed cum all over his hard, round belly and hairy thighs. Drips and smears of pearly white were scattered all over. It was a sight that should have been disgusting, but instead made Kim's guts clench with unwholesome hunger.
A condom, with another load swelling the reservoir at its tip, hung from the end of his stiff cock. He pulled it off as he greeted her with a lazy wave. "Hi there, Kimmy. Feels like it's been a long time since the two of us played. It's good to see you."
Kim swallowed some of the drool pooling in her mouth and stepped cautiously into the room. "Where's Lizzie?" She asked, then belatedly added the honorific. "...Daddy." It was unusual for Gene to jerk off... in fact, he had been bragging lately that it was no longer necessary for him to masturbate now that he had access to willing sex toys like Kimmy and Lizzie. And that wasn't even touching the matter of the condom. Gene hated to wear them, and the only time that Kim could remember him even bothering was when he had used one to tease her.
"You just missed her," said Gene with a strange half-smile. "I told her to go do a little more work on David. You two said that he was close to agreeing to be my cuck, right?"
"...right," said Kim, shaking her head a little in an attempt to clear it. Something was off here, but she couldn't stop staring at the globs of cum splashed across her Daddy's thighs. God, the smell in the room was so thick she could almost taste it. She took a step closer to Gene, giving in to the warm, pleasant feeling of arousal pulsing through her. It wasn't a problem to fuck Gene again... it might even help with their overall deception, and she knew from experience that Gene would have no problem cumming a third time. The temptation was too great. Kim was on the hook and ready to play. She had gotten up onto the bed and was crawling forward on her hands and knees before she even realized it, licking her lips as she practically dived forward, her eyes focused on her Daddy's big cock.
But Gene reached forward, his hand gripping her throat. Not tightly or aggressively... he was simply holding her back in a way that made his complete control and dominance clear.
"Ah ah ah, Kimmy," he said with a grin, swinging the bulging condom in his hand idly and sending a whiff of cum rolling toward her from across the bed. "I never gave you permission to touch me."
Kim stared up at him, hating the weak, willing submission that welled up inside her, but loving it at the same time. Soon, she would turn the tables and begin a much more exciting back-and-forth game with Gene. But for now, he had her over a barrel. Just as it had been since he first dosed her, she had no choice but to swallow her pride and do exactly what he said. "Please, Daddy," she said sweetly, batting her eyelashes and giving him her best big, soft, submissive eyes, "I need your cum so bad... won't you feed your poor, hungry little bunny?"
Gene chuckled and raised his hand to pat her cheek. "Oh, trust me, Kimmy, I know you need it. The only question is... do I?"
"Fuck you," snapped Kim, unable to hold back. Her soft pink lips twisted into a sneer, and her pretty green eyes blazed with fury. She had never been a full, servile submissive to Gene at all times. She wished she could say it was because she was stronger than her sister-in-law... but the truth was that Kim was allowed to talk back to Gene because he thought it was hot when she acted like a little brat. He liked nothing more than bringing her to heel in bed after she had lipped off all day. And as much as Kim wished that her defiance was real and deep, she was usually happy to let her Daddy have his way in the end, crumbling and apologizing and begging for his cock despite whatever she had said earlier.
Gene laughed at her outburst. "You wish, sweetheart," he said pleasantly. "But I think that your sister took care of all of my needs today. Maybe you can try again tomorrow."
Kim could tell by the smirk on his face that this was some kind of game... and maybe that should have given her pause. But by now, the smell of semen had worked its way deep into her brain, and her pussy was pulsing with greedy heat between her thighs. She let out a little whine, and her lips pouted outward. She slumped down onto the bed and glared up at the gross older man who had become the center of her world. "What do you want, Daddy?" she asked sulkily.
Gene reached over to the bedside table and scooped up a pair of handcuffs that Kim hadn't noticed before. He held them, swinging and jangling in one hand while in his other, the fat, full condom swung back and forth like a twisted pendulum.
"I have a game I want to play, Kimmy. And I think you're going to enjoy it a lot."
...
By the time Lizzie pulled up in front of her and David's home, something interesting was happening inside her brain.
She had known for weeks that her Master could tell her what to do. Any time that Gene insisted that she suck his cock or make meals for him, or lie to Kim and David, she was powerless to resist.
But today, he had tried something new. Today, Gene had told her how to feel.
His words still echoed in her mind as she got out of the car onto her tall platform heels (which she was getting more and more used to with every passing day).
"I want you to go back to your husband, Lizzie," said Gene, holding her chin in an iron grip and staring deep into her eyes. "And you're going to convince him to be my cuck... except this time, it's going to be different. This time, you won't feel sorry for him at all. You are going to be completely turned on by the thought of cucking your worthless husband. Understand?"
Lizzie hadn't realized that that sort of command would be effective. Even if Gene's preferences and fetishes had had an insidious, corruptive influence on her thoughts, inside her head had always been where she was able to be herself and resist Gene. But, whether it was a sort of twisted placebo effect or Gene now actually did have the power to command her thinking... Lizzie felt her mind turning to kinky, dirty thoughts.
Thoughts of capturing her beloved husband under her master's cruel control. Of forcing him to watch as a man he could never match brutally claimed the pussy she had pledged to only him. Of turning him into a simpering, drooling cuck, deriving pleasure only from his humiliating failure.
Fuck, her panties were soaked just thinking about it. Since Gene had turned the tables and forced her to spill the beans about their plans to resist him, she had been twisted up inside with guilt. But his instruction this morning to find betraying David hot had driven all those lingering, nasty feelings from her mind. Now all Lizzie could focus on was how hot it would be to betray David and deliver him into the hands of his hated rival.
She hustled up to the door of the house, her body buzzing with arousal, ready to complete her task... for real this time, not just as a ploy to lower Gene's guard. She was wearing an outfit that was especially slutty today, and that was saying something, considering the ridiculous getups that Gene had been forcing her into lately.
Today, she wore a leather jacket undone in the front with a mesh shirt beneath. As she walked, it flapped open and closed, displaying her stiff pink nipples to the suburban neighborhood. The look was completed by skin-tight dark jeans, with rips showing ample amounts of the pale skin of her butt and thighs, enough that it was obvious she wasn't wearing panties. Gene wasn't a fan of underwear in general, unless it was the kind that made his cock hard.
David came running to the door as soon as she opened it, and Lizzie felt a pulse of perverse lust flash through her as his eyes opened wide, scanning up and down her body. Her poor husband still wanted her so badly, even now that she had been taken by another man... maybe especially now that she had been taken by another man. Her mission now was to cultivate that frustrated, jealous desire and coax it into a raging inferno.
It was the least she could do for her beloved husband... after all, it would be a lot easier for him once he became Gene's jackrabbit if he had a solid base of cuckold desire beforehand.
"Hi hubby," said Lizzie with a wide smile as she sashayed toward him, making sure to let her leather jacket slip open to display her lack of clothing underneath. "You look happy to see me..."
"E-Eliza," spluttered David, reaching down to attempt to cover his sudden erection... ineffectively, "What the fuck are you wearing!?"
Eliza pouted as she brushed past him into their home. "Oh, don't be mean, dear. You know I can't help it." She rolled her shoulders, shrugging off the leather jacket and tossing it over a chair. David's eyes nearly bugged out of his head as she turned, displaying her gorgeous pale tits and blushing pink nipples beneath the mesh top. "When my Master tells me to wear something scandalously slutty, I simply have no choice."
David gulped and shook his head. 'Right... right..." he muttered under his breath, trying and failing to look away from his wife's displayed tits. Eliza knew that he had been feeling some complex emotions about her and her enslavement to Gene lately, but his desire for her would be his downfall. Whether a total pervert like Gene or a supposed good man like David, you could always trust a man to think with his cock first and foremost.
"So, what brings you here?" he asked nervously. "Isn't Gene going to notice that you're missing? I thought we were planning to meet next when we were ready for the next step of the plan."
"I'm on a mission from Gene, unfortunately," said Lizzie with a light shrug, stepping toward her husband gracefully on the high heels she was growing more and more used to every day. "He said I need to push you toward becoming a cuck. And as you know, I can't just openly disobey him, so we need to have the conversation at least."
Amusingly, she had just completely told the truth. She had just left out the part about how horny the thought of turning David into her cuckold was making her today.
David frowned. "Oh... I mean, I guess if you have to. We both know that it won't work anyway."
"Of course," said Eliza with a knowing grin. Her husband certainly wasn't looking up cuckold porn or obsessing over other men fucking her before Gene had turned her into his slut... but sometimes, overpowering events outside of your control had a way of bending your way of thinking. Besides, when Gene succeeded in giving David his own dose of the Mjolkhare oil, her poor husband would have little choice. Just like Lizzie was shaped over time into enjoying submission, humiliation and exhibitionism, David would begin to find cuckolding erotic. There would be no fighting back.
"But..." said Eliza in a warm purr, "Since my Master told me to come see you anyway, I thought we could use the opportunity to reconnect a little as husband and wife."
David licked his lips, his eyebrows still creased. "But... I thought you couldn't... I mean, I thought that he had forbidden you from..."
Lizzie rolled her eyes with a giggle. It was true that she wasn't allowed to let David penetrate her, but that would just make her task that much easier. "Don't be silly, David," she said with a wink, grabbing his hand and pulling him toward the bedroom. "There is still a lot of fun we can have without you using that little thing. Come... I'll show you."
...
Kim writhed on the bed, breathing heavily. Gene had slowly and teasingly stripped away all of her clothes and handcuffed her to the bed frame, and now her whole body was flooded with needy heat.
"Please, Daddy!" she gasped, straining up off the bed, trying to reach the bulging condom that swung just an inch out of reach of her open mouth.
Gene chuckled and dipped the condom for just a second, letting it bounce off her tongue. Kim clicked her teeth together sharply, attempting to catch it, but he was too fast, and soon it was back out of reach. So close, yet so far away. "I'm afraid not, Kimmy. You can't get your reward until Daddy says the game is over."
Kim whined in frustration, drumming her heels on the bed in impotent rage. "Ugggggh, what do you WANT, Daddy?" she huffed, giving him a furious glare with her brilliant green eyes. "You want me to suck your big cock? I'll do it. You want my tight little holes? They are all yours, Daddy. You know that. So stop teasing me and give me what I want!"
"But teasing you is just so much fun, sweetheart," rumbled Gene, reaching out a thick, blunt finger to trace up Kim's hip, over her taut belly, and between her heaving tits, leaving a burning line of sensation. Even that teasing contact made Kim want to scream. She was a sloppy, horny mess at this point, with her pussy dripping and aching for cock, her nipples crinkled and stiff with desire, and her whole body flushed and ready to fuck. But, true to his word, Gene seemed focused on winding her up further and further, making her more and more desperate for his cum. Pushing her arousal to the breaking point rather than getting off as soon as possible.


Asshole... the one time I want him to cut right to the chase and fuck the shit out of me, Gene discovers foreplay.
Kim slipped back onto the bed, breathing heavily. She glared up at her Daddy, willing him to get to the point. Finally, he chuckled and lowered his hand holding the bulging condom, trailing it down her body, leaving a shiny, slimy wake behind it. "I swear you could peel the paint off the walls with those eyes, Kimmy. But fine... There is something I need you to do for me."
He paused with the condom resting just over Kim's throbbing, needy pussy... then swung it down lightly, tapping the bag of still-warm goo lightly against her sensitive flesh and making her bite her lip to stifle the powerful arousal that coursed through her.
"I need you to tell me the truth, Kimmy."
A bolt of anxiety pierced through Kim, momentarily overwhelming even her fiery lust. She tried her best to control her reaction, but she saw Gene grin widely as he studied her changing expression. What does he know? It had to just be a fishing expedition due to his suspicious nature. She and David had been careful to give Eliza exactly the information she needed to mislead Gene. There was no way he could suspect their actual plan. Kim did her best to smooth her face and stare back into Gene's piggy eyes without giving anything away.
"I'm not sure what you mean Daddy," she said calmly. "I don't keep any secrets from you."
Gene tilted his head, swinging the full condom down a few more times to splat against Kim's vulnerable pussy. She bit her lip with a sharp intake of breath. The teasing contact immediately reminded her exactly how horny and desperate she was. She spread her thighs and tilted her hip upward, silently begging for more sensation.
"Is that so?" asked Gene sharply. "Then maybe you'd like to explain why Lizzie came to me with an interesting story. A story about oil."
Fuck! This completely went against Kim's expectations. She had been certain that Gene would keep the information secret in order to outplay her and David. Now that he had just brought it up to her... what the fuck was she supposed to do?
Gene chuckled and laid one thick finger against Kim's throbbing sex, rubbing it up and down, just barely parting her lips and feeling the wet heat within. "That got a reaction," he rumbled in amusement. "Well, bunny, let's play the game. You tell me the truth... And you get the reward that I know you want oh so badly."
Kim hissed at the powerful sexual frustration sizzling through her veins, lifting her hips off the mattress in an attempt to press into her Daddy's finger and gain the satisfaction she craved. It was a useless effort. Gene just moved his finger away every time she tried to hump upward into it. And besides, she didn't want Gene's finger; she wanted his fucking cock. She wanted him to pump her needy cunt full of his hot, sticky cum. And now, to her frustration and anxiety, it was becoming clear that that wasn't going to happen until she played his dangerous game.
Kim forced herself to focus through her distracting arousal. She could do this. All she had to do was give him the same information that Lizzie had. Their plan had always been to let Gene think he had won. She just had to reinforce that by telling him what he already thought he knew.
"Y-you caught me, Daddy," she grunted, her hips lifting up from the mattress again, trying to rub her pussy against his finger. "We tried to get a sample of the Mjolkhare oil so that we could break free. But I should have known you were smarter than me. Are you going to punish me?"
Kim gave Gene a wide-eyed look of performative, erotic fear, hoping that she could bait his dominant instincts, but instead he gave her a thoughtful stare, pursing his lips. Suddenly, his finger withdrew, and the condom he still held in his free hand whipped down, slapping wetly against Kim's sensitive pussy and making her whimper.
"That's it, Kimmy?" He asked in a serious tone. "You expect to casually reveal to me that you've been scheming behind my back and I'll just let it go?"
Fuck... Kim was so horny she could barely string two thoughts together. The smell of cum still filled the air. Her pussy felt hollow, needing to be filled. She yanked her hands instinctively against her restraints, trying to get free so she could pounce on her Daddy's cock.
"I've been sooo bad, Daddy," she whined, her hips rolling upward in pure physical need. "Please punish your naughty bunny. Please teach me who I belong to."
She could see that her submissive performance was having an effect. Gene's cock was back at full mast again, throbbing like a powerful spike of pure dominant masculinity between his squat, hairy thighs. But still, infuriatingly, Gene held back.
"Oh, don't worry, Kimmy," he said smugly. "You'll get the punishment that you deserve. But first, I want your side of the story. You're going to tell me the whole plan you had with your brother and sister-in-law."
He lifted the condom until it was right over Kim's gasping lips, then tilted it until a syrupy drop was just about to fall. "And if you tell me what I want to hear... You might get a little reward. Won't that be fun?"
...
David let out a soft *oof* as Lizzie pushed him back onto the bed, staring up at her with a flushed face and a throbbing bulge in the front of his pants.
"What... what are we doing?" he asked, looking half intimidated and half-aroused as she stared up at her in the dimness of their room.
Lizzie let out a rich chuckle, unbuttoning the front of her jeans and peeling the tight denim off of her thick thighs and ass, her shimmying movements jiggling her barely covered tits enticingly. "Well... my master told me that I can't let your cock inside me, but I don't see any reason why kissing would be off the table."
David's face flashed with an expression of mixed disappointment and relief. "Oh... just kissing?"
Lizzie snickered, turning as she bent low to step out of her pants so that David got an eyeful of her fat ass pressed out toward him, with her glistening pussy lips peeking out from between her thighs. "Just kissing, he says," she murmured with a teasing wink as she turned back, giving David a full view of the flushed, dripping pussy between her legs. "Aren't you excited to..." she trailed her hand seductively down her tummy and over her pussy, playing lightly with her tender pink lips. "...kiss your wife?"
David's eyes widened as he realized what she was hinting at, but Lizzie didn't let up. She mounted the bed in a lithe leap, prowling toward her husband on hands and knees.
"Pants off, David," she purred commandingly. "I might not be able to suck your cock right now, but if you earn them, you might get a few kisses of your own."
David still looked a little uncertain of Lizzie's strange, teasing mood, but the man was obviously starved of connection to his wife, and his hands moved swiftly to undo his belt and shove his pants down his thighs, exposing his throbbing cock, already dripping with eagerness.
Lizzie couldn't help but shake her head and smirk, twisted lust growing stronger and stronger in her belly. David had been too stressed to perform for months, bringing a limp noodle to bed when Lizzie needed an iron rod. But now that his wife's pussy had become forbidden fruit, he was staining his boxers with precum.
Maybe he actually did have some cuckold tendencies lurking beneath the surface.
David began moving forward, eagerly accepting Lizzie's offer of cunnilingus, but Lizzie laughingly pushed him back. "Not so fast, Davey! You lie right where you are. I have an idea that is going to... spice things up a little."
David looked confused for a moment, but then Lizzie lost sight of his face. It was hard to see his expression after she had planted one knee on either side of his head, facing down to where his cock twitched with the beat of his heart.
"Lizzie," he said with a mild note of panic in his voice, but Lizzie cut him off by carefully lowering her hips, sealing her hot, juicy pussy over his mouth.
"Ahhhhh," she groaned in satisfaction, "You always did like to talk, dearest. Let's put that waggling tongue to better use for now, shall we?'
David seemed shocked into inaction for a second, but he didn't push her away, and a second later, she felt his tongue tentatively exploring her sensitive folds, delving deeper and more greedily as he began to get into the spirit of her dominant face-sitting. Lizzie wasn't sure if cunnilingus would technically count as penetration. With the way David was beginning to enthusiastically thrust his tongue deep inside her, she would tend to say it was. But the question was a moot point. Her master had specifically and expressly commanded Lizzie to lead David further down the path of submission with a little facesitting, so there were no conflicts with his commands.
Lizzie sighed in contentment, rocking her hips a little to grind her pussy gently into David's mouth, showing him where he belonged... beneath her. But this wasn't just meant to be a physical demonstration. Now that David was distracted, busy, and unable to talk back, this was the perfect opportunity to work a little on the cuckold fetish that Gene wanted David to develop.
"It's so nice to have my pussy worshipped like this," Lizzie gasped breathily. "Especially with how sore it's been lately."
David paused for a moment in his licking, then resumed, slower, the tip of his tongue tracing her clit, circling like a wary wolf. He didn't like that so much... but Lizzie hadn't even begun to tease.
"I mean, to be frank, dear, Gene is at least double your size, and he's not as gentle as you either. Is it any wonder that he gives my poor little kitty a workout?"
This time, Lizzie could feel David shake his head lightly, and his tongue withdrew back into his mouth. He pushed lightly back on her thighs, and she could feel a muffled buzz as he tried to say something that got smothered by the folds of the pussy pressing down on his mouth. This was no time for mercy. Now was the time to push her advantage and go one step further in making David the submissive cuck he was destined to become.
So instead of easing up and letting David articulate his protests, Lizzie shifted her position, leaning forward to turn the face sitting into a sixty-nine. She gripped the base of her husband's little twig in a tight fist and planted a wet kiss right on its throbbing head. "Aww, sorry, hubby... Did that hurt your feelings?" she purred, wiggling her hips back and forth to rub her hot pussy all over his face. "But I always want to be honest with you." She extended her tongue to lick slowly up the length of her husband's cock. "Do you think that you might be able to forgive me?"
David paused between her thighs, breathing heavily through his nose. Then his tongue began moving slowly over her pussy again, teasing her entrance and flicking over her clit.
"Goood boy," purred Lizzie, planting another lingering kiss on the head of her husband's cock. "I knew you weren't the kind of insecure man who would get upset over hearing about Gene. After all, it's not my fault he's been fucking my tight pussy hard with his big, manly cock."
David groaned again beneath her pussy, but Lizzie punctuated her little barb by swirling her extended tongue around his cock head, and this time there was barely a pause in his subservient slurping. Now that he was on the hook, it was time to push things a little further.
"But I knoooow how hard it must be for you hubby," moaned Lizzie, grinding her pussy down even harder into her husband's wriggling tongue. "Imagining how he has been there... right where you're licking right this second. Stretching me out... making me wet... filling me up with his hot, sticky cum. Exactly where your tongue is... right there... deeper now, sweety. Follow where my master went."
David was under her spell now, caught up in a submissive haze. Instead of pausing, he did what he was told, reaching up to grasp his wife's perfect ass and drawing her down so he could thrust his tongue deep inside her.
"That's it, right there," gasped Lizzie, her hips writhing. "Clean that well-used pussy, David. What a good husband. Try not to think about his thick cock opening me up down there..."
She chuckled as she looked down at the eagerly twitching cock in her hands. Maybe David wasn't reacting to her dirty talk... maybe he was just this turned on because it was the hottest sexual encounter he had had with the woman he loved in months. But that didn't change the fact that he was leaking precum, and his balls were drawn up tight to the base of his cock as if he was on the edge of cumming.
She genuinely didn't think that David had a preexisting cuckold fetish... but men were Pavlovian creatures, and once he climaxed with the correct encouragement, Lizzie thought that Gene's twisted seeds would be planted in very fertile soil indeed. She reached out one index finger, denying him the sloppy warmth of her lips and tongue, simply tracing the one fingertip teasingly over the bulging head of his cock. "It looks like someone wants his reward for being such a good husband," she purred. "Do you want to cum for me, David?"
David made a muffled sound of agreement, his tongue lashing against her clit wildly and his hips straining upward, trying to get more stimulation than just the faint touch of one finger. But Lizzie wasn't going to give him anything more than this. It was all he deserved as an inferior man.
God, what's gotten into me?
"Then cum," she commanded haughtily. "Cum for me, while you imagine him cumming deep inside your wife's pussy that you love to kiss so much."
That dirty talk probably would have been crossing the line for David at any other time, but when he was on the very edge of cumming from the teasing rub of her finger, he wasn't in any state to resist. He grunted and thrust his hips upward, his tongue plunging and swirling madly inside his wife's hot cunt as big, powerful spurts of cum shot out of his inadequate cock.
David would probably love it at this point if Lizzie wrapped her fist tightly around his cock, squeezing out every last drop of cum. But, unfortunately for him, this sex act wasn't about his pleasure and satisfaction. It was about teasing him. Lizzie straightened up, abandoning her husband's spasming cock to splatter his own tensed belly with unwanted sperm, ruining his orgasm.
Finally, the gushing torrent of cum slowed to a dribble, and David's tongue ceased its frantic movements. Lizzie kept her pussy in place for a few more moments, just to enforce the point that it wasn't up to David when they were finished, then lifted her hips and released her poor husband.
David stared up at her, panting. His face was red with embarrassment and shiny with Lizzie's juices. His stomach and chest were covered in sticky globs of his shameful release. His eyes filled with confusion, anger, and fading desire.
"What the fuck was that?" he managed to wheeze.
"I told you, dear..." said Lizzie lightly, relishing her husband's disheveled appearance. "Just a way for us to grow closer as a couple."
...
Another tiny droplet of cum fell, splattering against Kim's open lips. She licked it away instantly with her wet, eager tongue, but it was so small it did next to nothing to ease the roaring hunger inside her. The powerful lust burning and pulsing through every inch of her body, but especially between her legs, had become so intense it was almost painful. The dark, inescapable hunger for cum made it nearly impossible to think. Which was especially concerning, considering she had never needed to be sharper than in this moment.
"Ok... so let's go over this again. What was your plan to feed me this oil that you got your hands on?" asked Gene seriously. Despite his stern interrogation, Kim couldn't help but notice that his thick cock never softened. Gene was getting sick pleasure from his trapped bunny's helpless, horny desperation, no matter how grim his voice and face looked.
"How many times do I need to tell you, Daddy?" whined Kim, her sweaty body writhing in sexual agony, her wrist becoming more and more raw and chafed from the handcuffs holding her in place. "How many fucking times do I need to tell you I'm sorry! Please just give me your cum, Daddy! Please! I'll be your good girl. I'll do whatever you say!" Kim was doing her best to hold on to her pride and mission, but those priorities were feeling hazier and hazier compared to the delicious cum dangled just out of her reach above her face.
"That's great, Kimmy," rumbled Gene, swinging the filled condom in front of her face like a pendulum. "If you'll do whatever I say, then I want to hear what your plans were for the oil. Again."
Kimmy whined in frustration, rubbing her thighs together in a vain attempt to give her some sort of sexual relief. She had no choice. She was completely helpless right now, and she needed cum even more than she needed to get free. "Fiiiine... We were going to get Lizzie addicted to David's cum so that she could resist you more easily. Then, we were going to invite you to a cafe and slip you a sample of David's cum mixed with the oil as well. Using that leverage, we would force you to treat me better." It was the same version of the plan that they had fed to Lizzie. The false version that they hoped would fool Gene long enough for their actual plan to take root. It was imperative that he believed this version... it was the only hope that they had for their plan to still work.
But it didn't bode well that this was the third time Gene was making her repeat it.
"Hmmmm," said Gene. A flat, neutral sound that gave no hints to his belief or disbelief. He tipped the condom again, releasing a drop of cum calculated to inflame Kim's desires rather than to satisfy her. "That's interesting. But tell me, why not just use the oil to addict yourself to another man? One a little more trustworthy than me. Seems like you could have saved yourself a lot of trouble. You could have just never talked to me again."
Kim savored the tiny, delicious droplet, letting the flavor spread over her tongue. But it only made her want more. She desperately tried to sharpen her mind through the haze. This was a major weakness of their fake plan, but there was an explanation they had given Lizzie. "We need to dose you. We promised the creator of the oil we would document your downfall."
This actually made Gene blink in surprise, his smug control momentarily shattering. "What? That sick fuck..." he muttered, staring into the distance. "He wants to see dude get addicted to cum?"
Even through the arousal, Kim had to stop herself from rolling her eyes. What did Daddy think the difference was between corrupting men and women? Only when it might have happened to him did he recognise how monstrous it was to turn someone into a cum addict.
"But there's one part I don't understand," said Gene, focusing back on Kim sharply. "What makes you think that in a contest between David and me, he would be the one to come out on top? He never has in the past."
Kim gulped. It was a decent question, although maybe a bit too insulting to David. Gene was a conniving bastard, and if David was in charge of controlling Gene with his cum, Gene might find a way out of it. Feeding Gene a sample of David's cum probably would be an untenable position... which is why that wasn't actually the plan at all. Kim planned to feed Gene a sample of the oil with cum from a man whose identity only she knew. It would put Gene under her control, and, with their addiction being equal, she thought she could match Gene any day.
Kim shook her head. She was getting confused. She needed to stay focused.
"We didn't have any other choice. W-we thought maybe he could step up," said Kim, trying to force sincerity into her voice. Gene stared down at her, then poured out a tiny glob of cum from the condom onto his middle finger. Kim stared at it, her breasts heaving with horny terror as he lowered the thick finger down between her thighs. She instinctively spread her thighs, both frightened and eager for whatever he was planning.


"You almost had me," said Gene with a little smirk. "It wasn't a bad plan... Even I admit that I can gloat a little sometimes when I think I'm winning. With that bullshit you slipped Lizzie and tried to feed me here, I might have stumbled straight into a trap."
He pressed his cum-smeared finger to Kim's quivering sex, and her back arched powerfully up off the bed, a deep, passionate moan ripping from her throat. "But you forgot, Kimmy. Your Daddy is smarter than a slutty little bunny like you."
Kim could barely hear what he was saying. Her blood thundered in her ears. Her hips squirmed up into Gene's finger as he slowly inserted it deep inside her. The feeling of the smear of semen on his fingertip entering her tight cunt was heavenly... but it was enough. She didn't want to be teased by the incredible feeling of her Daddy's cum. She wanted to be flooded with it. To feel its searing, golden heat dripping from her used pussy.
She opened her mouth to beg, but all that came out was gasping moans. It felt like her very mind was unravelling from the mix of pleasure and frustration.
"I can give you what you want, Kimmy," promised Gene darkly. "You can get all the cum you need, forever and ever. All you need to do is tell me the truth this one time."
Kim bit her lip and shook her head. It was important that she not reveal the real plan to Gene. Because... well... for some... reason? She couldn't quite grasp the importance of the plan, and honestly, it was starting to feel less and less urgent in the face of her intense sexual need.
Gene thrust his finger deep and held it there. He stared down into Kim's eyes, his gaze burning. "Well...? Anything else to say, bunny? If not, maybe I can just go get dinner and let you have a couple of hours to think."
His finger began withdrawing, and that was what finally cracked Kim. She could take the teasing, but the thought of being denied after being worked up into a sexual frenzy like this was intolerable.
"W-wait, Daddy!" she yelped, and Gene paused with his thick middle finger almost entirely withdrawn from her pussy.
Kim bit her lip, fighting and losing an internal struggle to hold onto her secrets. Gene had used the power of hunger and sexual need to whittle her willpower down to the breaking point. Surrender was inevitable, even if it was shameful.
"That was just a fake plan we made..." she admitted, the words stinging like acid as they left her tongue. "The actual plan was to make you think you confiscated the oil, so you would let down your guard. Then we would use the real oil to dose you and Lizzie."
Gene's face moved from smugness to shock to anger, and Kim realized with horror that this really had been a fishing expedition from the beginning. Gene hadn't actually suspected the real plan at all... he had just been covering his tracks and making absolutely certain he knew the full story.
The revelation came too late. Gene tossed aside the condom in his hand to splat on the floor of his bedroom.
All of Kim's determination and bravado had drained away. She stared up at her Daddy with frightened, submissive eyes. This was her complete defeat... Gene had proven once again that there was no point in opposing him. The only sane choice was submission and begging for his favor.
Even though she was intimidated, Kim's arousal was peaking, fired up by the smoldering sexual rage that was pouring off Gene in waves. One glance down at his crotch and the red, swollen erection there showed that the feeling of fraught, tense eroticism was mutual. Kim swallowed. "Am... am I going to get that reward now, Daddy?" She asked in a trembling voice.
Gene let out a dark chuckle, then moved with the slow, deliberate force of an avalanche, slinging one squat, hairy thigh over her chest so that his powerful frame was straddling her. 'Oh yes, Kimmy," he rumbled. "Now you're going to get exactly what you deserve."
Kim's chest heaved with deep, gasping breaths. Gene's cock was now directly in her face. It was a situation she had found herself in many times, obviously, but this felt different. She was trapped beneath his bulk now, and lying down felt much more vulnerable and submissive than even being on her knees. Gene positively towered above her, his round body a powerful thundercloud of masculine strength.
She had never felt more defenceless. But although the feelings of intimidation were there, the boiling, dark arousal was even stronger. She wanted her Daddy to do whatever he wanted to her. "I've been a bad girl," she said in a wavering voice, her pussy on fire with submissive lust. "Punish me, Daddy. I deserve it."
Gene's only response was a grunting affirmative as he used one hand to brace himself against the wall, angled his hips, then reached down with his other hand to aim his raging cock directly between Kim's lips.
Kim whimpered as she felt her Daddy's thick, pulsing cock fill her mouth. She had no control here. No opportunity to regulate the speed of the blowjob.
It wasn't, in fact, a blowjob at all. Her mouth was being used as a masturbation aid. A warm, wet hole for her Daddy to fuck. She was a sex toy right now, and she belonged to Gene. A doll for him to use as he saw fit.
Gene moved slowly, but unstoppably, pressing his cock forward until he hit the back of Kim's throat. Fortunately, or maybe unfortunately, depending on how you looked at it, Kim's position on her back didn't allow Gene access into her throat. Instead, he had to content himself with short, rough little thrusts into her mouth.
"You thought you could beat me?" He grunted above her, his hips snapping back and forth as he asserted his dominance over his bunny, fucking her wet little mouth with short thrusts of the tip of his cock. "You thought you were smarter than your Daddy?"
Kim moaned, closing her eyes against the intense sights, sounds, and sensations of the utter domination that Gene was subjecting her to. Drool dripped from her pink lips as she wrapped them tight around her Daddy's powerful, pumping cock.
Fuck... I'm his dumb little fuckhole... his little bunny mouth slut. Daddy's right. It was stupid to ever think I could beat him. This is the most I could hope for... to be a good little girl and take his cock.
Kim's thoughts faded into a cloud of pink,and her body roared with filthy heat, writhing and twisting on the bed, her toned thighs rubbing together and her stiff nipples pressed upward into the hairy legs straddling her, trying desperately to get some sort of sensation. Gene's thrusts grew faster, and Kim could sense he was about to cum... to give her the thick, gooey treat she knew she deserved.
But at the last moment, he pulled out, rapidly jacking his thick cock. Kim whined and opened her mouth, tongue wide, desperate to capture all of the cum she could.
When Gene erupted, the hot, thick ropes of cum splattered all over Kim, tingling on her skin and setting off massive fireworks of pleasure in her brain as the flavor spread over her taste buds. She greedily closed her mouth and swallowed down a mouthful, only for another blast to splatter over her lips. She was being utterly coated. It was an insane volume for what was apparently Gene's third cumshot within a few hours, but her Daddy's stamina was one area where he wouldn't lose to anyone.
Finally, Gene flicked one last drop of sperm down onto Kim's face and rolled off her, leaving her panting, naked, and sweaty on the bed, face covered in hot, fresh jizz. Within seconds, she had licked off everything that she could reach with her tongue... but no matter how good his cum felt on her skin, she was still left unsatisfied.
'
Gene sighed and cracked his neck, staring down at her with an annoyed expression. "Well, Kimmy, you almost fucked everything up for your Daddy. And now... we have to fix it."
The reality hit home for Kim again in that moment. She had lost... and this time it was probably for good. This had been the last chance for them to free themselves from Gene control. Soon, Kim would be unable to defy his commands, just like Lizzie...
And that wasn't even considering the fact that David might soon be under Gene's control as well.
"So tell me," said Gene, looming over her with a grim look in his eye. "Where are the real samples of oil that you planned to use?"
...
David paced his kitchen; an old habit of his in times of stress and confusion.
Something was wrong. He hadn't heard from Kim at all yesterday or today, and he hadn't heard from Lizzie since the strange face-sitting session yesterday. David shook his head. Even thinking about that brought up contradictory feelings of embarrassment and arousal. Some of the things she had said during that session were unforgivable... yet he had cum anyway. He had been so embarrassed that he hadn't even said anything about how wrong it was afterward.
Shortly after he came, Lizzie had received a text from Gene calling her back to his apartment. Since then, there had been radio silence. David wasn't sure what to think... and neither of the women in his life were answering any calls or messages.
Just as he pulled his phone out again to send Kim another message, it rang in his hand. He was so shocked that Kim was calling him that he just stared at the phone open-mouthed for a second before stabbing the green button and holding it to his ear. "Hello? Kim?" He asked sharply, trying to keep the panic out of his voice. "What's going on?"
His fears were confirmed when Kim answered in a low, hurried whisper. "David... things have gone bad. I thought Gene would be happy when Lizzie gave him the fake plan, but instead... God, David, he fucking erupted. He's been punishing Lizzie nonstop. He left just now, but he's locked Lizzie in the bedroom. I need you to get here as soon as you can. It's time for plan B. Break down the door, feed me and Lizzie our doses, and we get the fuck out of town."
David was already heading toward the garage, swiping his key off the hook on the way. "That's what I've been saying we should do since the beginning!" He growled.
"Well, you can say I told you so once we are safely on the road out of town," said Kim dryly. "Hurry, David... I have no idea when he'll be back."
...
Kim felt bad. Of course she did. Who wouldn't feel bad about sentencing their brother to a life of the same servitude and desperation that she knew only too well? But Lizzie and Gene, working together all evening last night, had hammered the lesson into her brain and body over and over again: There was no opposing Gene. He would get what he wanted, when he wanted it, forever. And Daddy wanted David as his pathetic cuck. So even if it made Kim sad, there was really nothing she could do about it. She might as well try to hold back the tide.
David was in such a panic when he arrived at Gene's apartment that Kim barely needed to say a word. The poor dumb lunk thought he was playing hero. The knight in shining armor who would save his poor wife from Gene's evil clutches. It would have been funny if it weren't so damn depressing.
"Where is she?" he panted, eyes wild and nostrils flaring, making tight fists as if he would have the chance to punch Gene's lights out. Kim beckoned him to the bedroom and opened the door for him. David rushed inside, calling out, "Eliza! I'm here for you!" He didn't even make the connection that Kim had told him on the phone that Lizzie was locked in the bedroom.
Lizzie, obviously, was nowhere to be found.
"She's probably holed up in the bathroom," said Kim smoothly. "Have a seat for a second. Jesus, did you run all the way here or something? You look like a mess."
David did, in fact, look out of breath. He collapsed into the convenient chair near the bed and buried his face in his hands. "Yeah," he said vaguely, between puffing breaths, "Yeah, let me just sit for a second and catch my breath. Can you go get her?"
All that it took was a few seconds while he was distracted. Kim scooped up the twin pairs of handcuffs and the zip ties from the bedside table and crossed swiftly to her brother.
The fact that he trusted her so deeply made it easy. With a clean snap, the first set of handcuffs bound his right arm to the armrest of the sturdy chair. He looked down at his bound hand in shock, then back up to Kim, but by that point she had already caught and cuffed his left hand as well.
"Kim," he said in a stunned voice as reality began to set in. "Please... don't."
Kim avoided her brother's eyes as she knelt and swiftly zip tied one ankle to a leg of the chair. By the time she reached for the other ankle, David had finally gotten over his shock... but by then it was too late. One leg simply wasn't going to do him any good.
Kim gave up trying to zip tie her brother's wildly kicking leg and sent a text to Gene, letting him know that everything was ready.
"Kim? Kim, fucking look at me!" raged David, trying and failing to lift the heavy chair from his awkward bound position. "Why are you doing this? What happened to the fucking plan?"
Gene entered the room with Eliza on his arm, both of them grinning ear to ear, and David slipped from anger to numb horror in an instant.
"I'm sorry, David," said Kim, the words tasting bitter on her lips as she turned and took her rightful place beneath Gene's left arm. "It's my fault. I should have just let you leave. It was never possible for us to escape Daddy. He was always going to win in the end."
...
Some distant, deep part of Lizzie's mind felt sad to see her husband trapped and helpless, defeated by his hated enemy. But at this point, that part of Eliza was buried deep. She had a feeling that, soon, that voice might be silenced forever. After experimenting with it yesterday, Gene had been giving her more and more commands on how to feel.
Feeling about how funny it was to see her loser husband ineffectively squirm and try to escape his fate.
How hot it would be to show David how a real man owned her now.
How much more satisfying it would be to have David as her submissive cuck rather than a boring, vanilla husband.
The feeling of arousal at seeing David defeated had been growing for months now, and these new commands brought them to the surface. Eliza wasn't just resigned to what was about to happen in Gene's filthy bedroom. She relished it. Now everyone would finally learn their true places, and they could all move forward with their lives.
"Eliza... Eliza, you don't have to do this," said David, still ineffectually straining against his bonds. "I know this isn't your fault. You don't actually want this! Don't give up. Don't stop fighting. I'll do anything it takes to save you!"
For one last, fleeting second, Eliza could feel something stirring inside her, like a captured animal straining to be free. That was right... she had tried so hard to resist and find some way out of this... Is this where it ended? As Gene's slutty plaything forever?
Gene scoffed and turned to her. "Lizzie, I know you aren't so good at thinking, so let me put that little mind to rest. You don't need to worry about escaping anymore. Because being my cumbunny is the best thing that could possibly happen to you. That's how you feel now. That's an order."
Eliza felt a sensation of strain and horror for just a second, then her resistance was crushed like a bug. Her face cleared. This was where she was meant to be. She didn't need to worry anymore.
Eliza undid the tie of the silk robe she was wearing and let it slip off her shoulders to the ground, revealing what she was wearing beneath. A set of stunning, pure-white lingerie. Eliza had looked to see if she could get the same set that she wore for David on their wedding night, but it hadn't been possible on short notice. Besides, this version was similar enough to invoke the memory, while being quite a bit sluttier. The cups of the bra were just sheer, gauzy lace that showcased her recently-pierced nipples, and the panties were crotchless, with just a line of pearls lying delicately along her slit. A snowy garter-belt and stockings completed the look of nearly angelic purity... a wicked contrast with what was about to happen.
"Sorry, David," she purred, moving toward him with slow, hip-swaying steps. "I think I gave you the wrong impression. I don't need saving. I finally found a real man. A man with a working cock, who can really take care of my needs in the bedroom." She reached down and cupped her husband's face, the arousal inside her winding tighter as she saw the dawning horror in his eyes. "But don't worry, sweetheart. I'm not heartless. Tonight, we are going to bring you along for the ride."
David's eyebrows lowered, and his mouth twisted into a snarl. He jerked his neck to the side to reject Eliza's hand, and strained hard against his bonds once again. "You're crazy!" he spat. "I never should have trusted you after what you did in that fucking club! Now let me go! I don't care what you do with that bastard anymore!"
His voice was rising, rough and emotional and cracking. Gene shook his head in sneering disgust and snapped his fingers at Kimmy, signalling her to move forward. "Our guest is getting a little loud. Kimmy, why don't you help your brother calm down?" By this time, Kim had retrieved the ball gag from the living room. It took a few minutes of wrangling, but in the end, she managed to get it between David's teeth without losing a finger.
Now David sat, red-faced and straining, to no avail. He had been captured. Silenced. Neutralized. And now... now he would be forced to watch how thoroughly Gene had defeated him.
"Ok, buddy," said Gene with an evil chuckle. "Ready for the main event?" Behind him, Kim swiftly pulled off the t-shirt and jeans she had been wearing, revealing a bra and panty set that matched the one that Eliza was wearing... except this one was bright, devilish crimson. It took just a moment for her to slip on the garter belt and stockings as well, and then she and Eliza looked like opposite reflections, one on either of Gene's arms.
"Lesson one," said Gene smugly. "Your wife and sister are mine now. I might let you watch and jerk your pathetic little cock while I have fun with them, because I think that shit's hilarious, but for both of them, I am now the most important man in their life. They will do anything I say. Let me show you..."
Gene's eyes darted from David to the two beautiful women in his arms. Women that a man of his age and repulsive appearance should never have been able to command. But when he snapped his fingers and pointed to the ground, Kimmy and Eliza, cheeks flushed with a mix of desire and embarrassment, were quick to obey.
Right in front of her husband, Eliza sank to her knees, eyes turned upward with soft, worshipful submission to the man who had taken control of her body, mind, and soul. Kim was beside her in the same pose, hands on thighs, legs tucked neatly beneath her, staring upward like an obedient dog waiting for her master's signal.
"Show him," said Gene in an iron-hard voice.
The two women worked together as a team, in motions honed over their months together as sister cumbunnies. Kim unbuckled Gene's belt while Lizzie reached up to unbutton and unzip him. Then both women tugged down Gene's stained, greasy pants to reveal his cock. Thick. Manly. Throbbing with dominant power that David could only dream of. Just the sight of her master's cock sent a sizzle of submissive arousal through Lizzie's veins. Heat was gathering low in her belly, and she knew that tonight would be even more satisfying than usual... now that her fight against Gene's control was finally coming to a close.
Lizzie was eager to wrap her lips around her master's thick, throbbing shaft, but Kimmy was still the top bunny, and she obviously took that privilege for herself, rising higher on her knees, planting a deep kiss on Gene's bulbous cockhead, then slowly taking it between her pink, glossy lips, stretching them tight around his manhood.


Lizzie had to content herself with the low-hanging fruit, crouching further and sucking one of Gene's fat, hairy balls into her mouth, bathing the crinkled, sour skin with her eager tongue.
Gene sighed with satisfaction, putting a hand on the back of Kimmy's blonde head and pushing his cock deeper into her mouth as he said in a cocky drawl, "You see, that's where you went wrong, Davey. You believed the lie that men should be soft, weak, and polite in order to win over women. But this, what you see right here? This is real masculinity. Commanding unthinking obedience. Turning women into pathetic, drooling sluts, desperate for a taste of your cock. You may be handsome and smart and all that bullshit that women say they like when they think someone is judging them. But you don't have what it takes to be a master."
Once, Lizzie would have sneered at such a ridiculous argument. After all, the only reason that Gene had command of two women like her and Kimmy was the oil. But right now, she no longer cared. She even agreed. Her master was the only man she needed. Her tongue slithered over his balls, doing her best to work up a load of her favorite creamy treat while she listened to Kimmy's wet choking noises above her. Lizzie was at peace, knowing that she was finally where she belonged, without any negative feelings about her new life as her master's submissive sex toy.
Gene was showing no mercy to Kimmy at the moment. He lost track of his rant toward David and focused on her, a sneer on his face. "But to be fair... you weren't the only one who needed to learn that lesson..." He pressed his hand down hard, thrusting the full length of his cock down into Kimmy's eager, slutty throat. She closed her eyes, her face red with the effort, but she took the full length of her Daddy's cock like a champ, until her soft lips were sealed tight around the root of his cock.
Gene held her there for a long moment. "Little Kimmy thought she knew better. She thought she could outsmart her Daddy and take the throne." He looked up at David with a savage grin. "But she was wrong. Weren't you, Kimmy?"
He finally released Kimmy, and she rose coughing and spluttering, thick saliva dripping from her lips. "I'm sorry, Daddy," she said in a rough, broken voice, her eyes clouded with shame, bleak defeat, and overwhelming lust. "I was wrong. I'm all yours." She didn't look back at her brother, and neither did Eliza. Right now, the only man who mattered was the master towering above them.
"Kimmy... you're demoted," said Gene flatly. "You'll have to earn your way back into my good graces." A wicked grin spread across his face. "But I think I know a good way that you could start. You can help me show your cuck brother how you'll do anything that I say."
Gene turned to the side and motioned for Kim to take her place behind him. "Get behind me, Kimmy. It's your proper place as the number two bunny."
It might be silly to an outsider, considering that Kim had been scheming to escape Gene control completely up until yesterday, but Eliza could read the crushing disappointment in Kim's downcast eyes as she shuffled behind Gene, preparing to rim his ass. Eliza knew how proud Kim had been to claim the spot as top bunny. But despite her dejected expression, Kim's nipples pressed tight against the red lace of her bra, and the string of pearls between her thighs was no longer holding in the slick evidence of her lust.
Eliza could feel that powerful desire flowing through her as well, but hers was stronger than ever before. Her master had freed her by commanding her to let go of her guilt and resistance. Disgust and hatred for Gene, love for her husband, a desire to escape... none of those were holding her back anymore. As she took her rightful place as top bunny, kneeling in front of her master, his cock throbbing as it loomed just inches over her face, Eliza felt totally at peace for the first time in months.
Staring up into her master's hard, authoritative eyes, Lizzie extended her tongue and pressed it against his balls, slowly dragging it upward, all the way up the length of his towering cock, until she reached its bulbous, leaking head. She swirled her tongue around it, mixing her saliva with Kim's. She felt the powerful sexual energy crackling between her and her master as their gaze locked. Her whole body pulsed with dark roaring heat. Her nipples ached and throbbed in their lace. Her pussy dripped and ached for his cock. But that would come soon. Right now, he deserved her worship, and Lizzie wanted to give Gene everything he was owed.
She took his cock between her lips, and as she did, she heard a strangled sound of heartbreak behind her. That was right... David was watching, wasn't he? The poor loser she had left behind when her master claimed her. Well, Gene wanted to give his worst enemy a show, and Lizzie had to deliver. She reached up to tuck a strand of dark, lustrous hair behind her ear, and then she began to bob her head, keeping a tight vacuum seal of her soft lips around Gene's monstrous cock. She raised her hands to grip the base and smoothly jerk his cock in time with her mouth, making sure that every inch of her master's perfect cock was being pleasured at every moment.
Behind Gene, Kim had pulled apart his hairy cheek and shoved her face between them, licking and slobbering with wet, enthusiastic sounds almost as loud as the ones Lizzie was making. The room filled with the symphony of slutty mouth sounds they made together, worshipping their master from both ends as David watched.
For the first time since Lizzie's knees hit the floor, she spared a glance for her trapped husband. David was a truly pathetic sight. He strained red-faced against the bonds, unwilling or unable to accept that he had lost. Always a hothead. Lizzie couldn't help but reflect back on when David had taken a swing at Gene. Now he had to sit and watch like a good little cuck as his wife wrapped her pretty little lips around his worst enemy's cock.
As a special treat for her defeated husband, Lizzie pressed down further, letting Gene into her throat, sinking down until she had taken him completely. Then she favored her husband with a wink of one watering, icy-blue eye.
David slumped like a puppet with his strings cut, his eyes filled with despair as they locked onto his wife's slutty display of the deep-throating skills that her master had trained into her. There it was. David could be a hothead... but he was also a whiny little wimp when the chips were down. He had proven that again and again. He had spent the last few months as a big sobbing wimp with a limp dick thanks to Gene pushing him around, and Lizzie knew that this wouldn't be any different.
He was becoming a cuck tonight, whether he liked it or not. If Gene's sheer will didn't enforce that, the oil would.
"Good girls," said Gene with a nasty chuckle, reaching down to stroke Lizzie's hair as she continued to bob up and down his cock. "I think poor Davey gets the picture. You serve me in ways that a cuck like him could never understand. But I still think he needs to see for himself how completely you belong to me now, Lizzie. Get up on the bed."
Lizzie hurried to obey, crackling heat pulsing through every nerve. Her skin tingled, hot and sensitive. Her breaths were so deep and heavy that they jiggled her tits with every exhale. Her pussy ached to be filled, to be taken in front of the man she once loved. She lay back on the bed, her hand instinctively reaching down to pull aside the slick pearls and tease her throbbing clit while she waited for her master to come claim her.
Gene pulled Kim away from his ass, leaving her panting and red-faced, staring up at him with eyes blending despair and submissive desire. "And as for you," said Gene in a hard tone, "You're going to help your brother to ease into his new role. Just like we discussed."
...
Kim couldn't say she was enthusiastic about this next part. For multiple reasons. First of all, it meant that she would very much be out of the action for a while, instead she would have to sit on the sidelines and taunt her brother in the way Gene expected. Being forced to rim Gene's sweaty asshole had just warmed her up further, but now she was being benched. She was going to be in the same position as her dumb-ass brother, sitting and watching Lizzie get railed.
And, maybe more importantly... it was her fucking brother! Gross! Luckily, based on what Gene had said, she wouldn't actually have to, you know... touch him. At least not directly. But her task here was bad enough even without that.
In the end it didn't matter how Kim felt about it. She had learned the hard way that defying her Daddy was pointless and dangerous. She had a role to play here, and, unfortunately, it wasn't on the bed.
Instead, she got to her feet and crossed the room to her brother, who was staring toward the bed with a sort of glazed-over horror. Gene was putting on a show at the moment that was actually pretty atypical for his bedroom antics. Lizzie and Gene lay side by side, kissing deeply, with loud moans and grunts of enjoyment. Gene's hand was buried between Lizzie's spread thighs, making juicy sounds of pleasure fill the room as his thick fingers plunged and rubbed.
"Hey Bro," said Kim with a challenging smile, crossing her arms beneath her breasts and cocking her hips. "Look at the mess we've found ourselves in, huh?"
David tore his eyes away from the scene on the bed long enough to glare at her, hate glittering in his gaze. He tried to speak, and although the ball gag muffled the words completely, it wasn't hard for Kim to guess the staccato two-word phrase.
She snorted. "I know what you're thinking, David, I do. You're thinking that if I had never brought Lizzie over to convince you to get on board, you wouldn't be in this mess. And you know what? That's true. Absolutely true."
Kim knelt down beside him with her mouth twisted up into a wry smile. David's face was all despairing anger around the ball gag as he stared down at her, once again straining against the cuffs as if he wanted to strangle the life out of her. "So, for what it's worth, I'm sorry. But I learned my lesson that fighting back against Daddy is pointless. And now it's my job to teach you the same lesson." Kim turned and gestured toward the filthy scene on the bed.
"Let's focus on the matter at hand, shall we? Another man has gotten ahold of your wife. And she's loving every second of it."
Lizzie did, in fact, appear to be enjoying Gene's unusual offer of foreplay. She was flushed and moaning against his lips, his thighs spread wide, her hips humping upward into his hand. A bitch in heat. Gene's slutty plaything.
Kim reached for her brother's crotch, and he reacted as if she had pulled out a knife, wincing in alarm, and trying without success to get further away from her. Kim gave him a flat, unimpressed glare in response. "Listen, David, I don't like this any more than you do. But orders are orders. Tell you what..." Her guts roiled a little as her hand pressed against his crotch. It felt wrong... but anything would be worth it to earn her Daddy's praise. "If I finish my little speech and there is absolutely no reaction down there, we can give this up, and I'll just tell Daddy that I'm the wrong person for the job of your Cucky-sitter."
David had closed his eyes, breath whistling in and out of his nose. He was trying his best to tune Kim out completely. Hopefully that would work for him, because Gene had been very clear. If David exposed his cuckold tendencies by getting hard at this point, what came next was going to be humiliating for both him and Kim.
"Look at her... look at your bride," commanded Kim, her hand beginning to gently massage between David's legs. "See her passion. Her submission. Be honest with yourself, did she ever show that much passion with you in bed?"
Lizzie made an undeniably erotic sight, writhing and moaning on the bed as Gene played her body like an instrument. Her pale skin was flushed pink with heat, her glossy lips locked with the ugly man next to her as her wide womanly hips swirled with liquid, desperate movements into his stubby fingers.
Kim looked up and couldn't help but smirk when she saw that her brother's eyes had cracked open, staring at his wife on the bed with the man he hated the most. Kim didn't blame him. Eliza was one of the hottest women she had ever seen, and there was something perversely fascinating about seeing her with a beast like Gene. The sight was making her heat up as well, and she didn't need to fake the throaty arousal in her voice as she purred, "Isn't it fucking hot to see her lose control like that? To watch how she gives everything to a man who doesn't deserve her? She's about to get fucked, David. And you can see how much that turns her on, can't you?"
And it was turning David on as well. Kim could feel something happening beneath her hand as David's cock jerked and twitched to life, pumping full of blood. "You fucking love it, don't you, you fucking perv?" she asked with a soft chuckle, her hand working faster and harder over her brother's jeans. "God, you really are the pathetic cuck that Gene always said you were."
David shook his head desperately, letting out furious grunts of negation, but it was too late. He was heartbroken and angry, but at this point, the growing erection in his pants was undeniable. He was turned on, no matter how much he wished he wasn't. And, even though David was the man who had helped her through thick and thin and had always been there for her since she was a kid, Kim had to admit it was pretty funny when she unzipped him and revealed the shameful boner he had gotten from seeing his wife make out with his worst enemy. After all, the oil was shaping her tastes over time, and if cucking David was what Gene was into, then it was something she was predisposed to find hot as well.
Lizzie paused in kissing Gene, looking over with disgust and mockery in her beautiful blue eyes as she saw her husband's throbbing erection. She shook her head slightly, then raised one delicate middle finger in David's direction and dived straight back into making out with the squat, hairy troll on the bed next to her.
Things were headed to the climax now... but there was still one thing that Gene told Kim to do. She side-eyed her brother's cock with a little sneer of disgust on her face, then sighed, slapping her knees and standing. "I really wish you had been able to hold back, David," she said, shaking her head. "Because Gene wants you to cum this time while watching your wife get stolen from you, and since we can't uncuff you, that means I'm going to have to do the honors."
David stared up at her, wide-eyed, his expression clearly showing that he thought the very suggestion was insane.
"Oh, don't worry, bro," said Kim airly, forcing down her own disgust at the idea. "I won't have to get... directly involved. Daddy's already has a solution for us." She hurried to the ensuite bathroom, trying to move fast so that she would be in place before the real fireworks started on the bed. She returned to David's side, holding her hands behind her back.
"Ok, so, Daddy wanted to pay you back for stealing your wife," said Kim, her belly roiling from the perverse, but hilarious insult she was about to pay her brother. "And so he thought it would be better if it wasn't so much of a theft as it was a... swap."
"Ta-da!" Kim brought her hands out from behind her back, revealing a cheap-looking pocket pussy. It was a cylindrical silicone masturbator with just the barest representation of what was supposed to be a clit and labia on the side with the opening. More importantly, it was used. It looked a little old and worn; clearly it had been in heavy use, at least at some point.
"It's Daddy's favorite sex toy!" chirped Kim. Now that she saw the horror and disgust in her brother's eyes, she had to keep herself from giggling manicly. "He wants you to have it as a consolation prize... you know, now that he's taken your wife as his new sex toy."
David shook his head and grunted again in rage as Kim knelt by him again and flipped open a small bottle of lube, squirting it liberally into the hole of the silicone pussy. "Oh, don't be a baby," she huffed. "I washed it for you!"
...
Lizzie had had enough teasing. Gene's fingers weren't enough for her anymore. She needed his cock, and she needed it now. Kimmy seemed to be ready. Lizzie's blonde sister-in-law knelt next to her brother in her slutty red lingerie. Kimmy had a sneer on her face as she eased David's throbbing cock into the rubber pussy that had already been loosened and worn out by Gene's monstrous cock, but Lizzie could tell by the color in her fellow bunny's cheeks and the way her nipples strained against the red lace of her bra that Kimmy was turned on now matter how disgusted she felt.
David was more of a surprise. Somewhere in her heart, part of Lizzie had still assumed that Gene was wrong. That David would fight against Gene's corruption to his dying breath. But his stiff cock told a different story.
Pathetic.
Gene let out an evil guffaw as Kim began pumping the slippery rubber pussy up and down David's shameful hardness. His plan to claim Eliza and humiliate his hated rival was finally coming together.
"Take me now, Master," moaned Lizzie, calling Gene's attention back to her. "Davey always was a quick shot. Let's show him something that will really make him squirt."
"Good point," said Gene, in a voice rough with arousal. "Can't let your hubby have all the fun, can we?"
He rose on his knees, taking a commanding position between Lizzie's legs in full view of her tortured husband. Lizzie's chest heaved with deep, gasping breaths. Her whole body tingled and burned with need. Gene's cock dripped with viscous precum, throbbing with dark masculine power between his legs. Nothing had ever felt this right to Lizzie; she stared up at the only man she needed with stars in her eyes, for the moment forgetting about her husband completely.
"Fuck me, Master! Make me yours!"
She was expecting some close, passionate missionary, considering how unusually generous Gene had been with his foreplay, but apparently Gene had something else in mind. He wanted to demonstrate his conquering power to his defeated rival by claiming his woman in the most brutal way possible.
With a savage grunt, Gene gripped both of Lizzie's knees, lifted them, and pushed them back until her ankles were almost near her ears, bending her body into a squashed C shape and exposing her vulnerable, soaking-wet pussy to his leering gaze.
Lizzie squeaked in alarm. It wasn't a painful position necessarily, although it did test her flexibility and put a lot of strain on her neck. But it was humbling and embarrassing to be completely under her master's control like this. It sent her submissive arousal skyrocketing, making her heart pound hard against her ribs as her master loomed over her, his eyes and cock iron-hard.
Lizzie didn't need to beg again. Gene was just as eager as her. Squatting above her like a powerful beast, he angled his cock down and plugged it into her soft, wet pussy, spearing deep into her and savagely claiming her like the dominant male he was. It drew a ragged whine of pleasure from her throat at the same time that David let out a muffled, heartbroken sound across the room. The twin sounds of the married couple's defeat seemed to blend in harmony as Gene best forward and began fucking her with manic energy.
His thick cock thrust down into Eliza in her vulnerable, helpless position, leaving her completely at his mercy, both sexually and physically. She couldn't even move her hips in this piledriver position. He had turned her into a hole for taking his cock, just like the sex toy that Kim was currently jerking David off with.


Lizzie closed her eyes and focused on the sensation of being utterly dominated by her master's perfect cock as it impaled her again and again. She relished the feeling of its powerful, throbbing thickness... The intense submission of being used like a sex toy in front of the man she once loved, but now rejected with all her heart. It was evil and wrong, and also the most satisfying sexual experience she could have ever dreamed of. Once Gene had disgusted her, but now, she couldn't imagine sex without him.
Lizzie's moans grew louder as Gene fucked her mercilessly down into the mattress. She could tell he was pushing hard for a rough, quick, brutal orgasm right now. Sometimes Gene fucked with the intention to go all night long, but here, in his moment of total victory, he wanted to fill Lizzie's cheating cunt with jizz as quickly as possible.
The thought of being brutally fucked and inseminated in front of her husband drove the pleasure building inside Lizzie to the breaking point. She spared one more glance at her husband as he sat on the sidelines. His whole body was tensed, and she could see cords standing out on his neck... but he was still watching. He hadn't taken his eyes Gene's cock as it disappeared again and again between his wife's swollen lips only to emerge shining with her eager juices. Kim's fist was a rapid blur on her brother's lap, jerking his cock with the lubed sex toy while pouring a murmur of dirty talk into his ear, pitched low enough that Lizzie couldn't hear it.
Lizzie's thighs trembled and her toes curled in their pure white stocking as she turned her attention back to her master. Gene was looming above her like a monument to brutal, commanding masculinity. She could tell they were both close. She wanted to cum together. To prove to David how in sync she had truly become with the man who had stolen her from him.
"I need your cum, Master," she said in a moaning voice that peaked and broke from the force of Gene's wild rutting. "Take me. Claim me. Mark your territory, Master. Show my pathetic cuck of a husband who owns my pussy now. Show him I'm just your slutty Cumbunny!"
Gene roared and pressed his full weight down onto Lizzie, stretching her slutty pussy open with his monstrous cock. Lizzie screamed in pleasure, her whole body straining and shuddering with the intense sensation of submissive bliss as Gene's cock erupted inside her. In powerful spurts, he flooded her insides with the incredible elixir that set her nerves on fire with pleasure. It was a tsunami of overwhelming sexual pleasure. Lizzie's pussy clamped tight around her master's cock inside her, milking every drop from his balls. Rope after rope of thick, potent cum filled her, squirting out around the edges of Gene's cock and running like a wave down her heaving belly and tits.
Gene stared down in gloating satisfaction, and suddenly, Lizzie vividly remembered the first day they had met. Her first day at the office. Gene had come up to shake her hand and introduce himself. In the process, he had openly leered at her tits and ass. Snooty as always, Eliza had immediately decided Gene was a pathetic creep who was utterly beneath her, and resolved to have as little to do with him as possible.
How the mighty had fallen. Now she was his possession, to play with however he saw fit. The idea filled her stunned, orgasm-dulled mind with fizzing, horny anxiety. She couldn't wait to see how Gene would use her next.
But now Gene's focus turned back to the poor, defeated man slumped in the chair. He got up, allowing Lizzie to slump back, dripping and panting, still feeling the rioting pleasure of her master's cum roar through her.
"So Kimmy, did our brand new cuck enjoy his little show?" asked Gene as he stood from the bed, his softening cock swinging beneath his big, hard gut.
Kim raised the rubber masturbator gingerly off her brother's cock, wrinkling her nose and giggling as it revealed the slimy, creamy mess within. "Ewww. I would definitely say so, Daddy."
"Perfect. It will be the first of many time he gets to see us fuck," said Gene confidently, moving to stand over his defeated rival with a gloating grin on his face. "Because he's taking a position as full-time cuck, starting today."
Lizzie herself was skeptical. David's eyes glared with hatred as he stared up at Gene, and whatever arousal Kimmy had been able to coax out of him appeared to have been temporary. It would take more than a little pressure to make a man like David crack, no matter how much of a pussy he was.
But Gene had no intention of being deterred. "Ungag him," he ordered Kimmy. The curvy blonde gave her Daddy a hesitant stare, but she obeyed, undoing the straps of her brother's gag and stepping back to watch the fireworks.
David worked his jaw for a moment, then glared up at Gene. "You really think that watching that cheating slut betray me again would turn me into a pervert?" he asked in a hoarse whisper. "Not a chance, you fat fuck. If it didn't break me the first time. What made you think that Eliza whoring around would make me beg and plead now?"
Lizzie was so far gone that she wasn't even hurt by the venom in David's words and the boiling hatred in his eyes when he shot her a dirty glance. Of course he would claim tonight didn't affect him. But Lizzie knew the truth. The first time David had seen her fuck Gene, it actually had almost broken him, and as for being a pervert...
Gene was thinking the same thing as her. He let out a nasty chuckle and said, "Not a pervert? Well, why not tell that to the shameful little cuckold load you left in my old sex toy, champ?"
David flushed red. "Say what you want. Forcing me to cum doesn't prove a thing. I'll never bow to you. Never."
Gene wasn't the least bit impressed by his enemy's bravado. He crossed to the bedside table and opened a drawer, pulling out a small vial of oil that made David's face go white. "Oh, I think you will," promised Gene with a smirk, holding up the glinting oil to the light. "I think you'll bow to me eagerly, David. All it will take is the right motivation."
Gene bent down until he was right in David's face. "How long do you think you can go without drinking water?" he asked with a nasty smile. "Because the next sip that passes your lips will be spiked with a mix of cum and oil, I can promise you that."
David stared back at him, his mouth agape in horror. "You... you wouldn't. People will know I'm gone!"
"Not many!" countered Gene. "You told everyone you were about to move away. As for the few who might notice your radio silence, how many of them would be suspicious if your sister and wife reassured them that you're fine?"
David didn't have an answer for that. He just shook his head, looking lost and dazed. One last time, Lizzie almost felt sorry for him, but Gene's new commands smothered that impulse in its cradle. David's true place was as a cuck. The sooner he realized that, the better things would be for him.
Suddenly, David drew in a deep breath and opened his mouth, perhaps to call for help. But Kim was sharp enough to be waiting for him. She slipped the ballgag deftly into his mouth and strapped it back on tight.
"Not yet," said Gene with a sigh. "I get it, Davey. I really do. You've been pretending to be a real man for so long that I'm sure it's tough to hang up that foolish pride."
He turned back to the bed and motioned for Kim to join him. "Let's see how long you can hold on with a front row seat to your cucking, shall we?"
...
Three Months Later...
It took Lizzie longer than she thought it would. David hung on for nearly a week, bound and gagged in that chair, watching as Kim and Lizzie endlessly serviced their master again and again.
But he broke in the end. He choked down the foul mix of oil and cum while Kim and Lizzie sat back and laughed.
And then the training began.
Gene took things slow. It had taken a while for Kim and Lizzie to get used to their positions in the beginning, and Gene preferred for David to ease into his new role. It would take time for his sexuality to bend to the will of his new master. To begin with, David got his new medicine mixed into oatmeal. And coffee. And Kim's famous banana pudding. He had a hard time with it at the start, but as his new addiction gripped him harder and harder, his complaints ceased. He was only interested in his new fix.
Lizzie actually spent more time with her husband than she used to back when they worked in the same office. They were both around the house frequently (after moving into their old house together with Kimmy and Gene), because, although Gene said David would have to get a job soon to help pay bills, he was given a reprieve during his training period. Lizzie had just begun her new job making videos with Gene and selling them online, but it left her plenty of time to hang out with David and Kimmy during the day. David and Lizzie's relationship was different now, but was surprisingly... pleasant. Gene didn't give a shit if they were affectionate with each other when he wasn't around, as long as there was no sexual contact between them, and although Lizzie didn't really respect David anymore, she was still fond of him. David tried to reject her friendship to begin with, but before long he was willing to accept any scraps of affection he could get.
And throughout it all, watching Gene fuck the two women he loved most in the world was required viewing at least once a day if David wanted to get his fix. At first, he was, to put it mildly, a hostile audience. But he warmed up considerably as the months went by. Just like with Lizzie and Kimmy before him, his master's tastes and wishes slowly bent him over time. And Gene wanted one thing: David as an embarrassingly enthusiastic cuck. Kimmy made sure that the pocket pussy and lube were always available, and by the end of the second month, David sheepishly used them himself for the first time, his face flaming red with shame as he jerked himself to the first satisfaction he had felt since that night in Gene's apartment.
After that, Gene decided it was time for his new Jackrabbit to be weaned. David started getting less and less cum with every dose. He knew what was happening on some deeper level, but denial is a hard thing to conquer. He would beg for more coffee. More oatmeal. More pudding. But he knew that they wouldn't satisfy him. There was only one thing that could satisfy the dark craving that was rising inside him.
And then, one day, it was finally time for David to get what he needed.
By that point, he hadn't had a drop of Gene's cum in days, and it was obvious he was jonesing. He kept wandering the house, muttering to himself and running his hands through his hair as if working his way up to something.
And that afternoon, when Gene got home from work, David showed everyone the decision he had reached.
"I..." David cleared his throat and looked away as Gene lounged back on the couch, a bunny on each arm. "I'll do whatever I have to, ok? I get what you're trying to do. If you want me broken, I'm already there. If you want me to beg, this is me begging. I'll do..." He visibly gulped. "Whatever it takes."
Gene gave his fallen rival a mocking slow clap. "Bravo. You finally managed to put aside that pride for me. Excellent. The begging could use a little work, actually, but I'm sure we'll get there in time. This was a big step. Don't look so glum, buddy! Lucky for you, I just don't swing that way, so the delivery method for your new favorite treat is actually going to be fairly painless. Why don't we head to the bedroom, and I can show you?"
They made their way up the stairs toward the bedroom that David and Lizzie had once shared. Now, of course, it was the master's bedroom that he shared with his two bunnies, and David stayed in the guest room by himself. Even after a few short months, the bedroom was becoming a clone of Gene's dirty, disorganized room in his apartment, but at the moment, that didn't matter at all to the four who had come together into the room.
"Strip," commanded Gene flatly, unbuttoning his own greasy shirt. "I have a special show in mind for David's first time. Kimmy, go get Davey's girlfriend."
With a giggle, Kimmy went to fetch the old, used pocket pussy and lube that had become David's humiliating companion during their cuckolding sessions. By the time she returned, Lizzie, Gene, and David were naked. The months had taken a massive toll on David's pride. Where once he would have stood tall and defiant, now he looked sullenly to the ground, his shoulders slumped. But, although his hands were folded in front of him to try to hide it, his cock stood stiff and alert, dripping with submissive desire for his coming humiliation.
Maybe David hadn't had a cuckold fetish before, but by now, his body couldn't resist. And Gene was happy to give him all the fetish-fuel his little cuckold cock desired.
"Lie back on the bed, head facing me," commanded Gene, stroking his cock to full stiffness as he spoke. Surprisingly, the words were directed at David this time, although that was normally something that Gene would say to Lizzie herself. Lizzie gave her master a side-eye. He said he had nothing gay in mind, even now that David was addicted to his cum, but getting David to lie back on the bed like this certainly seemed suspicious.
David was willing to accept anything that might come. He lay back with his eyes closed and his cheeks red, his stiff cock standing straight up like an exclamation point.
"Now you, Lizzie," ordered Gene. "On your hands and knees over the cuck. Pussy right over his face."
Lizzie saw where this was going now. She let out a nasty giggle, hurrying to get into position as she felt a buzz of growing pleasure between her legs. The only thing she enjoyed more than playing with her master's cock these days was mercilessly teasing her pathetic cuck, and this promised to be a tantalising combination of the two.
David breathed heavily in the stuffy cave formed by her thighs. She could feel his hot, gasping breath on her pussy, making a fresh surge of arousal pulse through her. She could look down and see his eager, drooling little dicklette twitch with the rapid beat of his heart. It was almost a sixty-nine position, although David wouldn't be getting that lucky. It had been a while since Lizzie had even considered touching his pathetic excuse for a cock.
Gene sidled up behind her, tracing the soft skin of her hip with a broad, rough hand. "Well, Kimmy... better give your poor brother his toy. Can't have him left out while he gets a front-row seat to the greatest show on earth."
Kim came forward with a slight pout on her face, now that it had become clear she would be sitting on the bench for this one. Any defiance that the short, curvy blonde had once held had evaporated. Now she was a sweet, slightly bratty little Daddy's girl who was even more desperate for Gene's cock than Lizzie.
She pressed the pre-lubed sex toy into her brother's hands, and David wasted no time, sliding his throbbing cock into the rubber sleeve with a groan, staring up at Lizzie's wet pussy with a twisted, jealous longing.
"Ha! Poor little guy can't wait to get started. I hear you, buddy," said Gene from behind Lizzie, an undertone of cruel amusement in his voice. He slapped Lizzie's ass hard with his broad hand and nuzzled his thick cock at her entrance. "Let's get this show on the road."
Lizzie bit her lip hard, whimpering as Gene slid deep inside her. Being filled up by his manly cock still hit as hard as it did the very first time he fucked her. She felt like his cock and her cunt were two pieces of a puzzle, locking together perfectly. Made for each other.
Today, Gene set a quick pace immediately, plunging deep into her juicy pussy with loud, wet noises of pleasure. The show that David was getting must have been completely overwhelming for him. The frenzied joining of his wife and worst enemy was happening just inches above his upturned face. He saw every lurid detail as Lizzie's tender, blushing lips were forced wide by Gene's veiny shaft. Hot drops of Lizzie's eager lubrication splattered down on his face, painting him with her lust for another man.
Although she couldn't see the pathetic lust all over his face this time, Lizzie saw plenty of evidence of it just beneath her. David's fist was a blur, squelching almost as loud as his wife's cunt as he clutched the loose rubber pussy around his unwanted cock: the closest he could get to the embrace of a woman these days.
Even as Lizzie rolled her hips back into the powerful thrusts from Gene, she smirked down at her pathetic husband. Was it really even accurate to call him that anymore? She knew that Gene had no intention of marrying a pathetic owned slut like herself, so the legal niceties hardly mattered, but she could no longer think of the straining, whimpering cuck beneath her as a partner.
No, David was no longer her husband. He was her cuck. And although she might be nice enough to him outside of the bedroom, whatever love they had had transformed into something twisted and obscene.
"I... I want to tell you something, Master," gasped Lizzie, her insides twisting and writhing with the twisted perversity of the betrayal she was about to inflict on the man she once loved.
*Crack* Gene spanked her ass hard once again as his cock continued drilling deep and hard. "What's that, Bunny? Tell me." For a second, Lizzie lost herself once again in the pleasure of arching her back like a bitch in heat and slamming her fat ass backward into her master's hard thrusts.
Gene spanked her again, barking a laugh and saying, "Come on, you braindead bunny! You said you had something to say. Out with it!"
"I... Master I..." Even after everything had happened, Lizzie still hesitated. What she planned to say wasn't actually true, after all. But Gene was going to be the only man she ever wanted again. And if that was true, then the fact that she was lying didn't matter. Besides, she knew it would make both men cum buckets.
"I love you, Master!"
David let out a complex, strangled sound beneath her, and a second later his hand slotted tight around the rubber sex toy as he squirted it full with a shameful cuckold load. She knew David would like that... and Gene wasn't far behind him. Her master let out a grunt of surprise, then leaned down and gripped her arms in his, pulling her up off the bed to gain leverage. Gene exploded into a sexual frenzy, unleashing powerful thrusts into her greedy cunt, making Lizzie dissolve into wails of deep, mind-bending pleasure.
"That's right," he whispered triumphantly as his cock speared into her deepest places. "You're mine, you slut. My Cumbunny. I'm fucking everything to you!"
Lizzie was lost to the world, drowning in a sea of submissive pleasure. Her arms were held tight in her Master's hands. Her pussy was filled with his powerful cock, her tits were bouncing with the force of his strokes. She felt complete... and oddly liberated. Nothing could go wrong for her ever again now that Gene was in control.
When Gene's orgasm came this time, it sent Lizzie over the edge too, her back arching dramatically and her mouth opening wide in a silent scream of utter release, her brain crackling and fizzing with impossible pleasure as his hot seed flooded her depths. Her body was on fire with pleasure, every nerve singing with ecstasy as her cunt greedily clenched like a velvet vice around her Master's spurting cock.
Finally, after a long moment of straining muscles, deep moans, and his cock firing a thick, heavy load deep into her pussy, Lizzie and Gene untensed. He released her arms to let her fall heavily forward onto her hands, panting, her thighs wobbling from the force of her orgasm.
Lizzie had almost forgotten about the cuck. But Gene certainly hadn't. He pulled back, slipping out of Lizzie's creamy pussy and letting a little drizzle of semen fall down to splatter against David's upturned cheek where he lay beneath, looking upward with helpless, glazed-over desire.


"Well, Davey," said Gene jovially, "Look up. That well-fucked cunt is your new feeding trough. From now on, this is the only way you'll receive your favorite treat. Ready to dig in?"
The experience of staring upward at his beloved wife's pussy as it was filled by the man he hated worst in the world had broken something in David. He didn't care how crushingly humiliating his new circumstances were. He simply nodded dumbly, staring upward as another glob of thick, pearly semen oozed out of Lizzie's pussy and fell down to splatter against his lips.
David had never eaten semen before directly. This was his first taste that hadn't mixed into something else in order to hide it. But still, there was no hesitation left as his tongue darted out and licked away the thick, salty goo, his eyes gleaming with hunger.
"Do the honors, Lizzie," commanded Gene with a nasty chuckle, his gold tooth glinting in the light. "Give your husband a taste of the meal you prepared for him like a good wife should. Oh, and get over here Kimmy. Suck my cock while we watch your brother become a cum-eating cuck."
Lizzie lowered her hips slowly down until she felt her husband's greedy mouth latch hungrily onto her creampied cunt, licking and slurping like it was the tastiest thing he had ever eaten.
It probably was. After all, Lizzier knew firsthand how delicious Gene's cum could be.
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Cross Contamination Chapter 16: Seeing and Being Seen
Cassie was breathless, her heart racing and her legs pumping as she ran through the hallway, pulled forward by Renee. She couldn't believe she had fucking done that. In retrospect, the "dance" that Renee had taught her was impossibly lewd. And worse than the dance, she had worn her training uniform in front of the entire senior class. She still wore it right now, as Renee held her hand, pulling her swiftly forward.
Cassie willingly followed behind. Even though Cassie was the one in a ridiculously skimpy, near-pornographic cheerleader uniform, she couldn't keep her eyes off Renee's body. Cassie pulsed with forbidden heat as she considered where they were going. What they were going there to do. Just the thought of it made the fire inside Cassie flare up even brighter, making her shame seem inconsequential by comparison.
Renee turned with a wicked smile as Cassie's eyes roamed over her, and Cassie felt a fresh surge of arousal. Renee was pure evil... she knew that now. But the cruel cheer captain also radiated pure, sinful sexuality. Renee's cheerleader uniform was much, much more modest that Cassies', but it still showed off Renee's long, shapely, dusky-tan legs. The swell of her perfect breasts was hidden beneath the cute cheerleader top, but that didn't stop Cassie's eyes from staring at them, longing to touch and feel to her heart's content. And that wasn't even to mention Renee's flowing raven hair, or her deep brown eyes, or her perfect, pillowy lips.
Based on the crackling depths of lust Cassie had been feeling for another girl, Cassie had started to suspect that she would have had a bisexual awakening sooner or later with or without Renee, but it was no surprise that Renee had been the one to spark it. She was one of the most stunning women that Cassie had ever seen.
Renee looked back as she led the way forward through the halls of the school, and a smirk pulled up the corners of her soft, plump lips. "Are you ready to claim your reward, Kissy?" purred the queen bee.
"I... well... y-yeah," stuttered Cassie, a flaming blush staining her face pink. Renee had promised her a prize that was nearly as embarrassing as the public exposure she had needed to pay to claim it. Renee was finally going to make her cum. Not as pretend "training", not as hazing for the cheerleader squad. Actual sex. It was a devil's bargain; Cassie was smart enough to recognise that. Renee just wanted to plant her hooks deeper into Cassie. Cassie had tried her best to rebel lately, and this was just another way to bring her into line. But despite knowing that, Cassie still couldn't resist. She was an addict coming back for her next hit. It didn't matter what a bad decision it would be.
"Can I at least ch-change back into other clothes?" asked Cassie weakly. She was so distracted that she hadn't really been paying attention to where Renee was leading her, but they were back past the high school kitchen now, where students rarely went. School had let out just after the end of the pep rally, and Cassie was probably in the process of missing the bus at the moment. Yet another sacrifice she was more than willing to make. At least she had managed to grab her phone from the locker room. She clutched it in a sweaty grip as Renee pulled her other hand.
"No," said Renee flatly, a superior smirk painting her face once again as she tugged Cassie forward toward a service door at the back of the building. "I want to take you like this. Looking exactly like the good girl who did as he was told."
Renee pushed confidently through the door into an area that Cassie had never been to before. A shadowy nook behind the school with a loading dock overlooking cracked pavement. Before Cassie could even get her bearings, Renee turned and pushed her back into the brickwork of the school building, drawing a gasp from Cassie's throat as she was suddenly face to face with her lovely tormentor, trapped with her back against the wall.
Renee's dark, blazing eyes bored into her. One of Renee's slim arms was planted on the wall right next to Cassie's face, making her feel even more trapped and controlled. Cassie gulped. Her phone fell out of her nerveless fingers, clattering forgotten to the cement. Her body was on fire, and her mind blazed with the strange combination of lust and intimidation that Renee sometimes inspired in her. Before, Renee had maintained the facade of a helpful best friend, but right now all of that nicety was stripped away, and only the raw, sexy, evil power showed through.
"You're mine now, you know that, Kissy?" insisted Renee in a low voice throbbing with sensual command. "Your pathetic attempt at a power play is over. Now."
Cassie shook her head weakly, but her resistance was already at a low ebb. She could feel her nipples pressing eagerly against the thin fabric of her skimpy cheerleader uniform. Her pussy was pulsing with moist, needy heat. She knew that she should continue to resist Renee. The evil bitch had tried to control her life and turn her into a submissive slut. But knowing that wasn't enough to stop Cassie. She needed Renee's touch, and right now she would do anything necessary to get it.
Still, she made one last attempt at resistance. "Renee, n-no. You're right. I want you. But that doesn't mean I..."
The hand that wasn't planted on the wall reached out and pressed tight to Cassie's delicate throat, pressing the back of her head against the rough brick and squeezing just enough to send a hot, wet jolt of lust through Cassie. Her brave words cut off with a whimper.
"No," said Renee with a sneer, her voice radiating confident command in a way that resonated deep in Cassie's core. "I'm not going to hear any backtalk from you today, Kissy Swallowes. Not after you obediently licked my cunt and made a laughingstock of yourself. All I want to hear from those sweet lips is 'Yes, Mistress'... Unless you want to give up your reward, that is."
Cassie bit her lip and held back another hopeless whimper. Mistress? She can't be fucking serious. That's so fucking humiliating! But somehow, Renee's cruel, disrespectful demand was only turning Cassie on more. It was dangerous to give in to Renee like this... but Renee was right. All that mattered now was her reward. Cassie could sort out the consequences later.
She licked her lips. The feeling of Renee's hand on her throat was scary and foreign, but only made the lust burning inside her glow brighter. It was easier than she thought it would be for her to part her lips and gasp, "Yes, Mistress!"
Renee's eyes glowed with smug victory as she replied, "Good girl." But the flood of humiliated shame was almost worth it as Renee's free hand began to trace down Cassie's body.
Renee's wandering hand paused for a moment to squeeze one of Cassie's massive breasts with cruel, possessive force. "Seriously, Kissy," said Renee with a cruel giggle as she pinched a stiff nipple hard between two knuckles through the thin cloth, "you whine about me turning you into a total slut, but have you seen these fat fucking udders? You were born to be a slut. I just unleashed you."
Cassie squeezed her eyes shut, the twin feelings of Renee's hand gripping her throat and the other teasing her sensitive breasts were making her so horny she could barely breathe. She arched her back forward wordlessly, presenting her tits for further punishment, eager in this heated, submissive moment to be Renee's slutty plaything. It was surreal to be this vulnerable and exposed outside, the sun shining down and a light breeze wicking her sweat away, but nothing mattered to her in this moment other than Renee's hands on her body.
"Are you listening to me, Kissy?" snapped Renee. "I want you to apologise for having such slutty tits." Suddenly and without warning, the queen bee's hand reared back and snapped forward, laying a stinging slap against the curve of Cassie's right breast. It should have been what finally broke Cassie out of her lustful haze and made her call an end to this humiliating surrender. But she was already in too deep, and the sharp slap sent a bolt of pure, raw desire through her veins, mixed with the shock and pain.
She spoke without thinking, surprised into the abject submission that Renee demanded. "Mmmmph, I'm sorry, Mistress!"
"Sorry for what?" demanded Renee in a low, purring voice.
*CRACK* Her hand flashed out again, this time a backhand on Cassie's left breast.
Cassie sucked in a hot breath and let out a whining moan, arching her chest out further, beyond caring how pathetic and slutty it made her look. "I'm sorry my tits are s-so slutty, mistress!" she managed to force out through the tight grip Renee kept on her throat.
"Hmmm, well at least you're finally learning how to act like the brainless bimbo slut that you were always meant to be. But you still have a long way to go." Renee's hand left Cassie's tits and trailed down her exposed belly, leaving a ghost of sensation as they went. Cassie spread her thick thighs in anticipation as Renee's finger dived beneath her tiny skirt and traced over the lips of her dripping pussy lightly. The burning, ticklish sensation drew another tortured moan from Cassie's parted lips.
Cassie had been right on the ragged edge of climax ever since Renee forced her to kneel and eat her cunt a few hours earlier, and her humiliating public show hadn't helped matters. Her hips humped forward desperately, needy for the sensation of Renee's wicked fingers.
The beautiful, bratty cheerleader let out a rich, mocking chuckle, leaning forward to lazily lick Cassie's ear while her fingers continued their feather-light teasing. "Hmmm, it seems like my poor little bestie is right on the very edge of cumming her brains out. Do you really want to cum on my fingers, sweetie? Or do you want these lips?" With that, she pressed her soft, warm lips against Cassie's ear with a soft, performative "mwah". Cassie's thighs were trembling, and she could barely hold back her desperate moans already. Renee had barely touched her, and she was on the edge of climax. But Renee once again had a point. Cassie didn't want to waste her reward on just another quick fingering, no matter how tempting the touch of Renee's hand felt at that moment. What she had been craving was for Renee to return the favor and kiss, lick, and suck her pussy to a satisfying orgasm. Nothing else would do.
"Your mouth," breathed Cassie, her chest heaving with the intensity of her desire. "Oh God, I need your mouth."
"Ask nicely," hissed Renee, laying one long, slim finger down the length of Cassie's slit and pressing lightly. "You know what I want to hear. Beg me."
"Please," whined Cassie desperately, her whole body aflame with twisted lust. "Please, mistress! Eat me out. I need it so fucking bad."
For a second, Cassie was worried that Renee would simply laugh and refuse her. She held still for a moment, hand tight and dominant on Cassie's throat, finger just barely teasing her pussy. Then Renee kissed Cassie's ear again, saying, "Mmmm... It really is sweet to hear you ask with the proper respect. You earned it this time. I want you to always remember this lesson; when you obey, you get rewarded."
Renee's hand left Cassie's throat as the gorgeous cheerleader slowly knelt between Cassie's quaking thighs. Every nerve ending in Cassie's body felt alert, tingling with the sensation of the cool breeze. Her eyes were wide and her breath shaky as she stared down at Renee, kneeling between her feet and staring up with a confident grin. When Cassie had eaten Renee out earlier, she had felt completely submissive serving between Renee's legs. But Renee didn't seem the slightest bit diminished by her position on her knees. Cassie was forced to confront the fact that maybe it wasn't kneeling and eating pussy that had made her feel humiliated, but some inner sense of inferiority.
Renee reached up and delicately flipped up the tiny fringe of skirt that was the only thing preserving Cassie's modesty. It exposed Cassie's throbbing pussy to the light of day, flushed with ravenous lust and dripping trickles of slick arousal down her thick, pale thighs. "Mmm, you might be a dumb bitch, Kissy," purred Renee, "but brains aren't everything. You have your charms... for example, a yummy-looking cunt." Her heated gaze locked with Cassie's as she laid her manicured hands on Cassie's thighs and craned her neck forward with teasing slowness. Cassie could feel the warm puff of breath from the beautiful monster's nose as she stared upward, her perfect lips just inches from Cassie's overheated pussy.
"Bon appetite, bestie," whispered Renee with a wink, then closed the distance and planted a soft, sensual kiss on Cassie's slick lower lips. Cassie leaned hard back into the rough brick behind her, a low, animal moan tearing itself from her throat as sexual pleasure seared through every nerve. It was psychological as much as it was physical. Renee Cross, the teasing brat she had been lusting after for months, was finally kissing her needy cunt, and that knowledge alone made it one of the most erotic things that had ever happened to Cassie.
Renee let out a muffled chuckle in the back of her throat at her toy's obvious enthusiasm, and pressed forward, deepening the obscene kiss and parting Cassie's lower lips with her sharp, hot little tongue, teasing it up the length of her slit before finding her clit and flicking her tongue over it in light, tormenting strokes.
Cassie's fingers scrabbled wildly at the brick building, desperate for purchase. She felt so light-headed she thought she might faint, and another irrepressible moan slipped from her throat. Now she realized why Renee had brought her back behind the building. Students must be all over the hallways right after the end of the school day, and there wasn't a room in the building that could totally muffle the passionate moans that were coming out of Cassie. This was the only place for them to possibly get any privacy.
Cassie was in heaven as Renee's tongue snaked and writhed all over her dripping sex, circling her clit, then dipping lower to thrust deep inside her. Cassie had felt like she was fumbling and muddling through when she ate Renee out, but Renee obviously already had the talent. Her tongue was efficient and deft, quickly driving Cassie right to the edge of orgasm.
Cassie had no desire to prolong her pleasure. She tried to reach down and hold the back of Renee's head, just like Renee had done to her, but Renee slapped her hands away dismissively. She might be on her knees right now, but the queen bee was still in charge. The slow, teasing cunnilingus was going to proceed at her pace, not Cassie's. With her hands free, Cassie was free to play with her tits, sliding up the lower hem of her tiny shirt to free them and begin teasing and pulling her stiff pink nipples.
She could immediately feel the orgasm rumbling toward her as her whole body flooded with the sinful pleasure of submission. Renee's hands slid behind her, cupping Cassie's ample butt and pulling her tight to the cheer captain's slithering tongue. Cassie's virgin pussy fluttered and clenched around the intrusion, desperate for more sensation. As the pleasure roared through her, she gripped and squeezed her sensitive tits with convulsive force.
But the climax Cassie was expecting never came. She rode there on the ragged edge of orgasm, desperate to receive the full satisfying release she craved, yet unable to plunge over the edge. Renee was toying with her, working her up right to the very precipice again and again with her skillfully wriggling tongue, then back off just when it seemed like Cassie was about to cum. Cassie looked down as another slutty moan burst from her lips to see Renee staring up from between her thighs, mouth buried in her toy's cunt, but eyes burning upward with silent intensity, lustful and dominant and mocking all at once.
Cassie knew what she needed to do. Renee wouldn't let her cum unless she proved exactly how submissive she was. This wasn't just a reward Renee was granting her for obeying once. This was a renewal of their previous relationship. Renee wanted proof that Cassie accepted her subservience. And this close to the orgasm that she craved so badly, Cassie couldn't hold herself back. With a shuddering breath, she opened her mouth to say the humiliating words that she knew would earn her the orgasm she craved.
And that was when the door they had just come through burst open, revealing the last person that Cassie expected.
Principal Wheaton, the wiry old principal whose eyes had always wandered a little too easily over the bodies of his students, stood just a few feet away. The stooped man froze, mouth falling open and bloodshot eyes going wide behind his thick glasses as he took in the impossibly erotic sight.
Cassie immediately flushed bright red. She knew what an obscene sight it must be. A curvy, busty cheerleader with her naked tits in her groping hands as the lovely cheer captain knelt between her thighs, eating her out with slurping enthusiasm. It was like something out of a porn. It was even worse than the humiliating show that she had just given to a gym full of her classmates, because that had at least a thin excuse that she was doing a cheer. This was just straight up lesbian sex out in public.
Although Cassie didn't manage to squeak out anything, Renee caught the rigid shock and look of mortified embarrassment on Cassie's face as the stranger ogled her ripe young body, which was still pulsing with pleasure despite the shock of his arrival.
Renee pulled away from Cassie's drenched pussy with a frown, turning to see the principal staring at them from just a few feet away. Cassie was expecting Renee to be just as shocked and displeased as she was. After all, even if Cassie was the one most exposed, Renee was the one on her knees licking another girl's pussy. The principal might be a bit of a letch, but surely being caught in the act like this on school property was enough to get even Renee in trouble.
Instead, to Cassie's disquiet, an evil grin crossed Renee's beautiful, arousal-slicked face. "Well, well, well," purred the evil cheer captain, "it appears that we have an audience! Like what you see, Wheats?"
The old man cleared his throat, puffing out his mustache. Although he spoke to Renee as he answered, his eyes never left Cassie's ripe young tits. "This... is a little irregular even for you, Miss Cross," he said in a rough murmur. "But I must admit that the sight is... intriguing."
"Well, don't be shy, Wheats," said Renee regally, extending a hand to beckon him forward coyly. "There's nothing my little slut here likes more than an audience. Isn't that right, Kissy?"
Cassie's stomach sank as she realized that Renee had no intention of shooing the old creep away. At least they wouldn't get in trouble. "Renee!" she whispered, her eyes wide, her heart pounding, and her nipples hard enough to cut glass. "I... I m-mean mistress. Are you sure? I don't know if I can..."
Renee just raised an eyebrow. "You're perfectly safe, Kissy. I run this fucking school, and nobody can touch you unless I say. Even the fucking principal knows that. Besides, you know I'm not lying. Getting watched turns you on."
Cassie moaned, this time with a healthy amount of embarrassment mixed with her pleasure as the grinning old man strolled forward, eyes greedily flicking up and down her exposed body. She wished she could say that Renee was wrong. But even though the new audience made her cringe with humiliation, it also made the sweltering heat inside her blaze even higher.
The old man came nearly within arm's reach before Renee snapped her fingers and made him stop. "That's far enough, Wheats," she said sharply. "I want you to get a good eyeful, but I know how dirty old men are. Any closer and those hands might start to itch, and the temptation will be too great."


Principal Wheaton didn't even reply, just nodding distractedly, his eyes as wide as half-dollars as he drank in the sight of Cassie's slutty young body. Cassie felt his lecherous gaze on her stiff nipples and dripping pussy like a burning weight. She had performed for people online before. She had just flaunted her nearly-naked body in front of the entire senior class. But none of that had been as close and personal as this. He was right there, almost close enough to touch but not quite... and a quick, frightened glance downward showed Cassie that the old man was already sporting an erection.
"Well, what do you say, Kissy dearest?" asked Renee tauntingly from between her trembling thighs. "I'm sure that principal works hard every day to deal with the ungrateful student body. Shall we pay him back with a little personal show of your student body?"
Cassie bit her lip and shook her head. She simultaneously had never been hornier or more embarrassed in her entire life. She wished she could disappear... yet at the same time having such avid attention focused on her naked body filled her with boiling lust. "I... I don't know if I can, mistress!" She whined. It still felt wrong to call Renee that, but Cassie knew that there was no way that Renee would respond right now if she didn't use the proper name.
Renee extended her tongue to lick Cassie's throbbing slit from the bottom to the top in one long, slow, teasing movement, maintaining smoldering eye contact the entire time. When she reached Cassie's clit she paused there for a moment, pushing her tongue against it with insistent pressure. Finally, she pulled back just an inch, so that Cassie could still feel the bratty queen bee's breath on her clit as she said, "Ok... we can be done if you want, Kissy dear. But that means giving up your prize. I'm not the kind of girl to take a rain check. Either we are doing this now, old perv and all, or we aren't doing it ever. Your call."
Cassie whined and raised her hands to cover her eyes, which had the unintended effect of unveiling her heavy round tits in all their glory to the principal's wandering eyes. She wasn't sure she could handle an audience to the sloppy, humiliating orgasm she was about to experience. Not because it would spoil her pleasure. Just the poopsite, in fact; she was worried that cumming like a slut in front of a stranger might melt her brain from the sheer taboo kinkiest of it all.
But she had no choice. Cassie had tunnel vision, and the only thing that mattered to her was cumming. She whispered through the hands clutching her face, "P-please mistress... make me cum."
"Good girl," said Renee smugly, then renewed her grip on her submissive's ass and lunged forward, working with her lips and tongue, rapidly bringing Cassie to the edge of orgasm once again. This time, as Cassie's curvy young body writhed and arched, she was painfully aware of the sexual spectacle she was putting on for the greedy eyes of the leering old man standing nearby. A thrill of mortified embarrassment tinged with red-hot lust shot through her as the man palmed the front of his dress pants, squeezing and gripping the flesh bulging upward beneath.
Despite how uncomfortably horny his presence made her, Cassie couldn't stop herself from peering curiously at the principal's bulge and the way he gripped and stroked it through his pants. It's because of me... a heated little voice whispered in her head. I'm the one making him feel this way. That dirty thought made another sighing moan slip from her throat... then made her thrill as she watched her sound of pleasure make the older man's cock visibly twitch.
Renee backed up a little with a catlike grin. "Mmmm, I think our audience deserves to have a little more fun, don't you, Kissy? Don't you think we should let the poor, hardworking principal touch himself a little?"
Cassie's eyes focused on the bulge in the pervert's pants. She intended to say no, but for some reason when her lips parted she heard herself moan "Yesss, Mistress."
Renee leaned forward to give her clit a hot, wet little kiss. "I think so too... so why don't you ask him nicely, Kissy? Ask the nice man to jerk off for you while you cum all over my face."
Cassie couldn't believe what she was doing, but the words burst from her glossy, parted lips, dripping with pleasure, sounding like the total slut that this old man must see her as. "Jerk off for me Mr. Wheaton. Watch me cummmm."
The lecherous, leering old man didn't need to be asked twice. Cassie's heart skipped a beat as he unzipped his pants. In seconds, his cock bounced out into the open air, shortish, but thick and throbbing with desire. Cassie was repulsed, but at the same time fascinated by the sight as the stranger gripped his cock tight in his hand and started pumping it swiftly.
The wildly grinning principal wheezed with delight as he began rapidly jerking off, feasting his eyes on Cassie's naked body. Renee renewed her teasing service, feasting once again on Cassie's overheated cunt, devouring her with lips, teeth and tongue and playing Cassie's young body like a fiddle.
Cassie gasped, her whole body straining with pleasure, and her eyes locked on the dirty old principal's cock as the pleasure of Renee's mouth poured through her. She had started to think, after all of the teasing and erotic tension that Renee and the cheer squad had put her through, that she might just be a lesbian, but the erotic heat of a man just feet away jerking off to her body proved that she must be bi. Although Cassie had no desire for the principal himself, the sight of his cock called to her in a way that was almost magnetic.
Renee popped up again, taking little licks between words as she said, "Mmmm, I can see that look in your eyes, you little slut... you're thirsty for cock, aren't you? Well that can be arranged. Do you want to lose that v card right here and now? Have this dirty old perv bend you over and take you behind the school? That would be pretty hot, right?"
Cassie shook her head frantically, even as her poor pussy clenched at the filthy idea. Here? Now? Giving herself to a pervert? The idea was so wrong that it should have been completely disgusting and terrifying, but instead it made another desperate moan force its way out of her throat, overriding any ability for her to protest. In a dizzying moment, Cassie realized that she couldn't resist right now. Her libido was steering her, and she had no way to fight back. The lecherous old man grunted in delight, tugging his cock with manic intensity and licking his lips, any pretense of being a caring educator utterly discarded as she pleasured himself to a student's naked body.
Renee shook with laughter, biting her lip. "Awwww, you really would do it if I asked, wouldn't you, slut? You would do anything if it meant I let you cum. Well, don't fret, Kissy. I'm not going to let this old perv punch your v-card. I still have something much more special in mind for that. But I do want you to do one more thing before you get that sweet, sweet reward. I want you to dirty talk him. When he cums for you, you get to cum. Not before." She leaned forward and planted one last feather-light kiss on Cassie's needy pussy before she got back to work. "Get started, Kissy. Give him a show that will really knock his socks off."
Cassie wasn't even in the right headspace to consider what Renee was asking her to do. All defiance was gone, and right now the only thing left was weak, willing submission and a desperate, instinctive need to cum. As Renee nestled her face back between Cassie's thighs, sucking and licking and teasing Cassie right to the edge, but not over, Cassie turned her eyes to the principal she had always looked down on. The man she needed to talk off before she could get the satisfaction she craved.
Cassie didn't mince words; she locked eyes with the older man's watery, leering gaze and lifted her hands to massage her ripe young tits once again. "I need you to cum for me, Principal Wheaton," she moaned desperately. "Please. Please cum."
"Call me 'Sir'," insisted the man in a wheezing voice, grinning to show a set of clenched, yellowish teeth. "And you're going to have to do a lot better than that if you want me to jizz for you, Miss Swallowes." He still pumped his throbbing cock, but slowly, savoring the moment and forcing Cassie to give him the filthy show he wanted if she was going to get her orgasm.
Cassie hissed in frustration, her hands grasping tight at her aching breasts. "Fuck you, old man!" She spat angrily. The foul language flowed awkwardly off her tongue: Cassie was unused to swearing. Her parents had raised her better than that. But her parents had also raised her not to get eaten out behind the high school while her principal stroked his cock to the sight, so the dirty language seemed appropriate. Cassie felt a wild surge of annoyance that the weaselly little man was trying to manipulate her. She might submit to Renee, but that was only because Renee was obviously superior. She would talk the old man off, but she wasn't about to whine and beg.
"Jerk that dirty cock for me, old man," she demanded in a throaty voice, her wide hips writhing forward in liquid, circular movements toward the tongue pleasuring her. "I need you to cum."
"Young lady, I told you to call me..."
Cassie cut him off. "I don't care what you want, pervert," she snarled, kneading her tits and humping Renee's face desperately. "Do you not see these breasts? These perfect nipples? This is the sexiest thing you've ever seen in your miserable life, and we both know it. Are you going to jerk off and cum for your student like the pervert you are, or are you going to stand there whining?"
"You little bitch," fumed the wiry old man. But despite his obvious fury, Cassie couldn't help but notice that his hand sped up. His short, thick cock was an angry red, so stiff that it seemed ready to burst out of its skin. "I should just not cum to teach you a lesson!"
"But you won't!" moaned Cassie. With a little hesitation in her heart, she did her best to lick her lips seductively and pinch her nipples, giving the old pervert a show he wouldn't forget. "Because that would mean denying yourself too. And you want to cum almost as much as I do, don't you, Principal Wheaton?"
The old man was breathing hard now, his hand pumping rapidly up and down his cock, and even with her sexual inexperience, Cassie could tell that he was at his limit. She decided to go for broke.
"Cum for me," she demanded in a pleasure-soaked growl. "Look at this perfect young body and shoot all of that hot cum out of your gross old dick. Please sir... I want it." She accompanied her final sensual whine by sticking out her tongue and cupping her boobs from beneath to make them seem even bigger and juicier than usual. Finally, the principal gave in with a grunt, squeezing his cock tight and spraying thick globs of semen onto the asphalt behind the school. Cassie felt an old sense of accomplishment as the old creep orgasmed. She had managed to get a man to cum with her words and body alone... and even if the man in question was distasteful to her, having that sort of control gave her a strange sense of power.
But Cassie didn't have the chance to savor her achievement for long. Renee's tongue circled swiftly around her throbbing clit as she increased the maddening suction of her lips. Cassie sucked in a gasping breath as she realized that she was finally going to get the reward she had been promised.
Cassie squeezed her eyes shut, her blood thundering in her ears and every muscle straining as she savored the sensations roaring through her. The orgasm that was swelling inside her was going to be the biggest she had ever had. She could sense it. After hours of dissatisfaction and teasing, nothing stood in the way of her slippery slope toward total sexual bliss.
In the last moment before her climax crested, Cassie instinctively opened her eyes and looked down. Renee's intense brown eyes stared back up at her, fierce and dominant and possessive. A tiny twist of fear flickered through Cassie at the expression in her enemy's eyes.
Triumph... and wild, sadistic glee.
A fleeting voice inside Cassie questioned if she would ever be able to say 'no' to this beautiful monster ever again. Then her reservations were swallowed in a tidal wave of sensation as her orgasm lit her body and mind on fire.
Cassie's eyes went wide as her back arched. Her hands squeezed convulsively over her naked tits, and a strangled moan forced itself from her throat. It felt like every nerve on her body was on fire with sexual pleasure. Her mind sparkled and fizzed with sexual fireworks, unable to form a single thought. Renee's wicked little tongue slithered and writhed over her clit, expertly forcing Cassie to ride the ragged edge of orgasm, keeping her squarely in the white-hot intensity of glorious release. Copious juices ran down Cassie's pale thighs and Renee's dusky chin, staining the cracked concrete. Desperate, slutty moans rang out, echoing off the brick walls of the school.
Cassie had no idea how long her orgasm lasted. It felt like hours, but it was likely a little more than five minutes. Renee never let up, forcing her to chain orgasm after orgasm together, melting her mind with pleasure and forging the connection between pleasure and submission even stronger in the little sub's brain.
Finally, Renee pulled back, releasing Cassie. Cassie slid down the wall and slumped to her side onto the dirty concrete, panting and drained. She realized too late that she had laid with her shoulder directly on the puddle of jizz that principal Wheaton had left behind, but for the moment, she was too dazed to care. Speaking of the principal, he must have left while Cassie was climaxing, because he was nowhere to be seen. Cassie figured that he must have worried that her moans would draw someone's attention, and thought being caught with a mostly-naked student would be bad for his reputation. Luckily, he was wrong. They were still alone.
As Cassie tried to catch her breath and overcome the sleepy golden daze of her afterglow, Renee stood, wiping her chin with a self-satisfied smirk. "Well done today, Kissy," she said, her perfect lips drawing up into a predatory smile, "I'm happy that we can go right back to the way things were."
Cassie blinked and sighed. She thought about telling Renee that this was a one-time deal, and that she still had no intention of being controlled, but for now she just took the path of least resistance and said what she knew that Renee wanted to hear.
"Yes, Mistress."
"Good," said Renee decisively, clapping her hands together and turning back toward the building. "Anyway. I have things I need to attend to. Good home and get some rest. I have big plans in store for you soon. I have to set up my plan for your first time, after all!"
That's right... Even through the golden haze of her post-orgasmic bliss, Cassie's belly squirmed at the thought. She had promised that Renee would set up her first time getting fucked by a man. And, after today, she probably didn't have any prayer of refusing.
The click of a door shocked Cassie out of her reverie. Renee had reentered the school, leaving Kissy alone, lying on her side on the pavement, tits uncovered, thighs slick with lubrication and saliva, and shoulder lying in a cooling puddle of her principal's jizz. Renee was right. She needed to get home.
Cassie got back up on shaky legs. She pulled the inadequate top back down, returning to the door and already planning how best to get back to the counsellor's office and her abandoned clothes without being seen by anyone.
*Clunk*
The door wouldn't open. A prickle of disquiet flashed through Cassie.
She tried it again, but it was obvious that it was no use. The door was locked.
...
Gina breathed out a deep sigh of relief as she finally made it to her car and got behind the wheel. She had thought the long day of humiliation and sexual torture would never end, but here she was, finally ready to go home.
Not only had she been paraded around in front of all her husband's coworkers as some sort of disgraceful bimbo slut, but Victor had pressured her into sucking off his business associates as a sweetener to the deal they were working on. She could still feel the sticky remains of their jizz all over her face.
She really had to buy more fucking wet wipes and keep them handy in the car.
But for now, what she really had to do was get home as quickly as she could... and try to sneak back in without Darren seeing her in this state. Unfortunately for her, Grace the secretary had swiftly disposed of her street clothes, so she had no choice but to go home in the insulting slutty secretary outfit Victor had forced her to wear.
...she really had to start keeping a back-up outfit in her car as well.
Gina knew that Darren was going to find out about her new position eventually. Probably the very next day, in fact. But she was still holding out hope she could convince Victor to let her go to work in professional attire the following morning and sweep her first humiliating day under the rug. If she wasn't careful, going straight home with skimpy, tattered clothes and sperm drying on her face would reveal everything to Darren right away. The smart thing to do was to give him a call and feel out whether it was safe to return. She tossed her hair, glanced at herself in the rearview mirror, then winced and looked away at the humiliating sight as the phone rang in her hand.
Finally, after a few rings, Darren picked up the phone. From the background noise, Gina could tell that he was in the car, and she felt a wild stab of hope. Maybe she could find a way out of revealing her humiliating new position to her husband after all. "Hey, honey," she said in a breezy, casual voice. Just finishing up at work. I was wondering what you're up to."
"Oh! N-not much, sweetheart," said Darren evasively. "I just swung by Cassie's school for a second and now I'm on my way back."
Even through her own panic, Gina frowned. She knew her husband like the back of her hand. Darren stuttered when he was nervous. Why would he be nervous right now? And why had he been at Cassie's school in the first place? To visit that little bitch who had put him in a cock cage?
Whatever. She didn't have time to deal with that right now. She could worry more about how shifty Darren was being when she stopped trying to hide something herself. "I wonder if you could swing by the store and pick up a few things on your way home," said Gina smoothly, making things up on the fly. "I was planning to stop myself, but I'm just exhausted after work."
"Oh! Uhhh, sure. I guess so." He sounded reluctant, but Gina knew that wouldn't be an issue. Her husband had always been content to let her take the lead. And right now it didn't matter if he preferred not to go shopping; she needed him out of the house until she had a chance to hide her slutty new uniform and rinse off the strangers' cum that had dried on her body.
"Great. We need bread, hamburger, and garlic powder. Oh! And if you have time to stop at the department store and get some oven cleaner, we could really use it as well. We're past due for a cleaning." There. Sending him to two different stores would give her the time she needed.
"S-sure," said Darren with a little sigh. "No problem. I'll see you at home then."
Normally Gina would have spent a bit more time on small talk with him, but right now she needed to get home as soon as possible. "Great! See you soon." She hung up the phone and tossed it in her passenger's seat. But just as she had turned on the car and thrown it into reverse, her phone rang again.
It was probably just Dareen with some inane question about what brand of oven cleaner he should buy. Gina considered just ignoring it, but as she zoomed out of the parking garage, she sighed and scooped up the phone. Surprisingly, it was actually from Cassie.


Gina's relationship with her daughter had been a little tense for the past year or so. It had started long before Gina's life had been blown up by her husband's evil boss. Gina felt a little pang of guilt as she realized that she hadn't been thinking about her daughter very much at all in the past month or two, apart from a few embarrassing moments when her raging libido had gotten the better of her and she had seen Cassie as a woman rather than a daughter.
This was really not the time to try to rebuild their relationship. Gina had to hurry if she was going to hide her slutty escapades. But that little stab of guilt made her press the green button and raise the phone to her face. "Hi Cassandra," she said quickly. "I'm a little busy right now. Could I call you back in a half-hour? Or maybe we could just talk at home?"
"Mom, I need you to come pick me up," said Cassie in a rush. "It's sort of urgent."
That gave Gina pause. Cassie didn't usually call her "mom" anymore, opting instead for the more impersonal first name. In other circumstances, Gina would have been thrilled. But now was the worst possible time. "Sorry, dear, but I'm dealing with something. I'm just not available right now. Have you tried calling your father?"
"I can't!" said Cassie, and her miserable tone made Gina feel guiltier. "It's just... It's hard to explain, but I need someone to come get me right away. It's really important, Mom."
Just based on how panicked she sounded, Gina didn't doubt that Cassie was in the middle of some sort of crisis. But whatever she had going on couldn't possibly match Gina's very adult issue. Besides, the last thing Gina wanted was to pick up her daughter while wearing slutty clothes, her face tacky with drying sperm. Cassie was an innocent girl who was too pure to even understand how her mother could have been caught in a position like this. There was no way Cassie would respect her mother ever again if she saw her as she was now. Besides, it was actually better if Cassie wasn't home right now, so Gina had time to change.
"I just can't, sweetheart. I'm dealing with an emergency myself. Call your father. Or a rideshare. I'll see you soon."
Cassie was silent on the other end of the line for a moment, then in the background of the call, Gina heard the faint honk of a car. Finally, Cassie spoke again, her voice cold. "Fine. I should have known better to think I could count on you, Gina."
Gina tried to apologise again, but Cassie hung up immediately. Gina dropped the phone with a conflicted expression on her face. She could tell that this would be just one more point of evidence for her daughter's unfairly negative opinion of her, but she had no idea what she could have done in this case.
Victor's meddling wasn't just tearing apart her marriage now; it was also poisoning her relationship with her daughter. Gina sighed deeply. She just had to last until her contract ran out. And then she could start working on her relationship with Cassie. And Darren for that matter.
For now, the only thing she could do was try to speed home and hide her worst transgressions of the day.
...
Cassie didn't even know why she was disappointed. Her mother had always been a self-important bitch. Part of her had known when she picked up the phone that Gina wouldn't be able to see Cassie's problems as more important than her own, no matter how urgent the situation was.
Cassie's first call had been to Renee. She initially thought there had to be some mistake and Renee had left her locked out by accident. It soon became clear that wasn't the case. Cassie's calls and texts went completely ignored. This was just another twist of the knife from the evil cheer captain. A way to show that she had total control over Cassie, even if she had deigned to lick her toy's pussy. Cassie could have called her Dad..., but for some reason, the idea of her Dad, who Cassie had been having strange sexual feelings about, seeing her nearly naked in the skimpy cheerleader outfit was intolerable to Cassie. He would know exactly how much of a slut his little girl was, and that felt almost... dangerous in a weird way.
It probably would have helped to convince her mom if Cassie had described exactly what was going on, but she couldn't bring herself to explain. That reaction didn't make much sense; after all, if Gina had actually come to pick her up, she would have seen the humiliating cheerleader outfit herself. But Gina was a poised, confident woman who owned her sexuality and would never be caught in this sort of embarrassing situation in a million years. Sure, there had been some odd signs that Gina was a little more sexually adventurous than Cassie had known. That strange picture of her kneeling naked at a stranger's feet and the odd masturbation session Cassie had seen, for one. But her mom had never taken shit from anyone, and even if she was giving men blowjobs in public, Cassie had a rock-solid belief that it had to be because Gina was in control, and it was exactly what her mom wanted to do.
Cassie knew that part of her smoldering resentment of Gina was jealousy. If she was as strong as her mother, Renee would never have ensnared her. She had needed some of her mother's strength today. But it looked like Gina had none to spare. Cassie was at a loss for words, unsure of how exactly to convey her disappointment in her mother while not sounding like a spoiled child.
Luckily, something shook her out of her funk. A silver sedan screeched to a halt behind the school building, just a few yards away. The sun glared off the windshield, so Cassie couldn't see who was inside, but whoever it was honked loudly, and a second later a feminine arm stuck out the window, impatiently beckoning Cassie forward.
Cassie had no idea who it could be, except that it wasn't Renee because the arm was white. But she was happy to take any port in a storm at this point. She found her voice and managed to get out, "Fine. I should have known better to think I could count on you, Gina." Then she hung up the phone and cautiously approached the car.
When she got around to the rolled-down passenger window, Cassie almost gave up and tried to call her dad, even if it would mean he saw her as a filthy slut.
Melissa grinned at her from behind the wheel, her clear blue eyes flicking up and down Cassie's exposed body with obvious amusement. "Hey, slut. Renee told me you might need a ride. Hop in."
Cassie took a deep breath and counted to three before reluctantly opening the car door and sliding into the passenger seat. Cassie had a love-hate relationship with Renee, but she felt only smoldering animosity for the tall, perfect blonde in the driver's seat.
...but that wasn't to say there wasn't an attraction there despite the anger and disdain. Melissa was still wearing her cheer uniform as well, and Cassie couldn't help but run her eyes up Melissa's long, slim legs as she got in the car. Even this soon after her mindblowing orgasm, Cassie felt a reluctant twist of heat flare inside her. As a result of Renee's manipulation, her libido had been off the charts lately. It wasn't helped by the fact that she had eaten Melissa out before. It had been a forced "apology" for a slap that the co-captain of the squad had richly deserved, not actual passion, but it was hard to look at someone the same way after you had been tongue-deep in their pussy.
Melissa almost seemed to read Cassie's thoughts. She chuckled, then put the car in drive and zoomed in a tight circle out of the parking lot behind the school. "So... liked your training uniform so much that you decided to wear it all the time, huh?" asked Melissa with barely concealed amusement.
"Shut up," muttered Cassie, crossing her arms uncomfortably and staring out the window, trying not to engage the bitchy blonde on the short ride home.
"Aww, don't be like that," said Melissa with a giggle. "We've been at each other's throats lately, and I think that's a shame. After all, we're both cheerleaders, both best friends with Renee, and both at the top of the class. We have more in common than different. I almost see you as my little sister."
Cassie stiffened as Melissa casually reached over and laid a warm hand on her bare thigh. She hated the way the physical contact sent butterflies fluttering through her stomach. She reached down to remove the hand, saying in a tight, controlled voice, "I'm pretty sure I'm a couple months older than you, Mel. And I know by now that I can't trust you. But nice try."
Mel refused to remove her hand, keeping it firmly in place on Cassie's thigh as she stared at the road, a faint smile on her lips. "We don't have to be enemies, Cassie," she said softly. "In fact, it might be nice to have someone in your corner now that Renee has you right where she wants you. In a lot of ways I'm in a similar position. But I've learned over time that there are ways to push back against her, if you're careful."
Cassie was taken aback. Not just from the unexpected offer of help, but also by Mel calling her "Cassie" instead of "Kissie". Normally the bitchy blonde was in total lockstep with Renee. Even the suggestion that she might help Cassie resist was shocking.
And hard to believe.
"Ok," said Cassie cautiously. "I'll keep it in mind." Either Mel was being sincere in offering help to Cassie, or she was laying a trap, but either way, it seemed safest to at least pretend she was interested in the help.
"Good. Glad to be building a new relationship with you, sis," said Mel brightly, finally removing her hand. Cassie breathed a sigh of relief. She had thought she was about to get fingered yet again, and even if a perverse part of her mind craved that, the thought of bonding with Mel in that particular way seemed wrong for some reason.
"We can start turning over a new leaf with a sleepover at my place. How does tomorrow sound? I'll have to invite Renee, but that doesn't mean we can't get to know each other a little better at the same time. I'll even show you how to steer her a little."
It was hard to overstate how unappealing the idea was, but Cassie was so relieved that Mel had no further sinister plans for her that she agreed without thinking. "Sure. I guess so."
In a few more silent minutes, they had made it to Cassie's house. It was a massive relief to hop out of the car and escape the awkward conversation, even if she would have to hustle inside so none of the neighbors saw her in the embarrassing outfit.
"See you tomorrow, sis!" called Mel from the idling car as Cassie bolted toward the front door and hunted for the key under the rock, trying hard not to bend over enough for any possible watchers to see under her skirt. "We're going to have an incredible time. I just know it!"
...
Mel watched with smug satisfaction as the little slut bent over, showing her fat ass to the neighborhood as she hunted for her spare key.
What a fucking loser. But hey, at least she's easy on the eyes.
Mel wasn't sure she quite believed Renee's strange story about Kissy being her half-sister. It felt mildly insulting to share DNA with such a slutty bimbo. Also, the story, which apparently came from Kissy's slut of a mother, seemed vague and uncertain. Mel's dad could be Kissy's dad too. Or it could be the cuck she had grown up calling Daddy. But the possibility remained. Mel and Kissy could be sisters by blood.
It added a... strange wrinkle to the tasks that Renee had given Mel. She was supposed to invite the bimbo over for a sleepover to lay the groundwork for her dad to fuck Kissy. Did the old man know that the girl he was supposed to fuck might be his daughter? The idea filled Mel with squirming disgust mixed with a strange infusion of kinky desire.
Even worse, Renee told Mel to warm Kissy up a little further on the car ride home with her fingers. But Mel had hesitated. If Kissy really was her sister, was that really something Mel wanted to get involved with? The memory of sitting on the bimbo's face now felt twisted and taboo... and somehow even more erotic.
Mel wasn't sure what to think anymore. She would have to make her decision on what tactic to take before tomorrow night. In the meantime, she needed to report back. She pulled out her phone and texted Renee that the sleepover was a go.
As she typed, an SUV with a gorgeous but harried woman behind the wheel zoomed into the Harlowes' driveway, entered the garage, then closed the door behind it.
It looked like Kissy might accidentally run into her own mother while dressed like a fucking slut. Mel wished she could see that shitshow, but her part in the evening was over. She drove away, still thinking about what might happen the following evening.
...
Gina wasn't even really thinking anymore by the time she rolled into the garage and got out of the car. Darren wasn't home yet, so she was working on autopilot, knowing that she had only a few precious minutes before he would arrive.
That left her unprepared for the confrontation that she walked into when she entered through the kitchen door.
Cassie stood there at the kitchen counter, dressed up in the ridiculously skimpy cheerleader outfit that she had assured her parents was just for training. Gina had seen it before, but that didn't stop her eyes from going wide as they traced the alluring and embarrassing display of her daughter's assets. Before all of this strange business with Victor, Gina would never have suspected she was bisexual, but now, after he had turned her libido up to the boiling point, even the sight of her daughter's body was enough to send a shiver of heat through Gina, as embarrassing as that was to admit.
But what Cassie was wearing wasn't the issue. The issue was Gina's clothes. Although she now had the slutty heels dangling from her fingers, she was still wearing the rest of her humiliating secretary outfit. Dark, sheer stockings clung tight to her thick thighs, with a restrictive pencil skirt above them that was just short enough to show their lacy tops. The shirt was even worse. At the start of the farcical "training shift" that Victor had put her through, it had merely been mostly see-through and too small. Now it was evidence of the sexual domination that Victor and his business colleagues had put her through. Only a few buttons remained that hadn't been ripped off, and the thin white fabric was stained and splashed with globs of cum that had already begun to harden into stiff, yellowish stains.
In short, Gina no longer looked like a slutty secretary so much as she did a well-used whore. She was caught like a deer in the headlights as Cassie stared her mother up and down, her mouth falling open in shock. Gina didn't know what to say. The weight of her daughter's eyes seemed to crash down on her. There was simply no good explanation for why she had arrived home dressed like a cheap whore and covered in semen. Now her rebellious daughter, who had once worshipped the ground her mother walked on, was having all of her respect squeezed out of her. Gina could see it in her eyes.
"Mom," gasped Cassie with wide eyes, her eyes focusing on Gina's barely-concealed breasts and the way her rounded hips filled out her tight skirt. "What the fuck?"
It was the first time that Gina had ever heard her daughter swear, and she had an absurd urge to deliver a lecture on language. The impulse died quickly, however, replaced by a crashing wave of shame. Gina's hands moved on their own, instinctively covering her breasts. Not only to hide them from her daughter's disgusted eyes, but also to conceal the sudden stiffening of her nipples. Gina realized with horror that the fetishes for exhibitionism and humiliation that Victor had been training into her weren't turned off just because the person triggering them was her daughter. Far from it, in fact. Gina had noticed that Cassie was a sexually attractive young woman lately, and her daughter's judgmental gaze was lighting a twisted fire inside Gina.
Gina was getting horny from being exposed as a slut in her daughter's eyes. She needed to escape before this got worse than it already was. With a hot blush staining her face and one arm clutched over her stiffening nipples, Gina turned toward the safety of her bedroom, beating a humiliating retreat from the eyes of her daughter.
Unfortunately, Cassie seemed to have recovered quickly from her shock, asking sharply, "Is this why you couldn't come help me? Because you were out fucking someone?"
Gina froze in her tracks, a sudden spike of anger ripping through her, blending strangely with her powerful arousal. She turned toward her daughter and snarled, "We will discuss this later. Your father and I are going through something that you couldn't possibly understand!"
Cassie marched across the room toward her, eyes blazing, and, even in that moment of heated confrontation, Gina noted with a jolt of wet, hot lust that her daughter's nipples were getting stiff as well, beginning to poke through the thin material of her slutty cheerleader top.
"I know that women don't dress like that unless they plan on having sex," said Cassie with a sneer. "And I know that isn't Dad's cum all over you. Does Daddy even know where you were or what you were doing? Would he really be ok with you being some other man's slut?"
Gina's hand moved on its own, flashing out with lightning speed and catching her daughter on the cheek. It was the first time that Gina had ever slapped Cassie, and they both stood there, shocked and speechless for a moment in the aftermath... both now with obviously bullet-hard nipples poking out of their respective slutty uniforms. Gina managed to recover from her shock first, saying coldly, "I'm not going to be judged by a girl wearing a cheerleader uniform straight out of a porno. When I said you couldn't possibly understand what I'm going through, I meant it. I'm not just wearing this to get my classmates' cocks hard, unlike you. And no, your father doesn't know the specifics sometimes, but he knows and approves of the... overall situation, and he trusts me. That's more than you need to know."
Cassie looked like she wanted to say something back, but then shook her head with a scoff, crossing her arms over her chest in a mirror to Gina's attempt to hide her nipples earlier. "Fine. You still want to ride that high horse, go right ahead. But I'm not going to listen to a lecture about what I'm wearing from a woman covered in semen. I knew that you always thought you were better than me, but this is just fucking ridiculous."
Gina had nothing to say in return. Because, as much as she hated to admit it, Cassie was right. Right now, she had no moral authority to judge. But she also wasn't going to stand here and keep justifying herself to her daughter. She regretted the slap, and what it might mean for their relationship from this point forward, but she'd been backed into a corner by Victor Cross, and it was hard to fault herself for being a bit testy. Gina turned and finally made her way to the bedroom, slamming and locking the door behind her.
It didn't take long to strip off the degrading clothes and hide them deep in her sock drawer where Darren wouldn't stumble on them. As she did so, Gina tried her best to get a hold of the deep throb of arousal pulsing through her body. It was ridiculous to get turned on by being humiliated in front of her daughter... but Cassie had just looked so tempting in that tiny cheerleader uniform, and Gina found any embarrassing exposure arousing lately. Gina took a couple of deep breaths to still her raging libido, but it did little good. She was turned on, and there was no wishing that away.
Well, she needed a hot shower to scrub off the residue of her humiliation... and if she took a little time during that shower to relieve her sexual tension, no one would have to know her dirty little secret.


That some of that sexual energy had come from her own daughter.
...
Cassie's hand rose to touch her stinging cheek as her mother slammed the bedroom door behind her. She was shocked that her mother had actually slapped her. Gina could be cold and domineering sometimes as a parent, but this was the first time she had ever gone that far.
But disillusionment and anger weren't the only things that Cassie felt. Her body pulsed with an unwholesome heat, and the sight of her mother's ripe body in the skimpy clothes still burned brightly in her mind. Honestly, she could barely believe what she had seen. Cassie had always worshipped her mother as a self-assured badass who was sexy, yet confident, not to mention scrupulously faithless to her husband. Even Cassie's rebellious feelings had been fueled mainly by a sneaking sense of inadequacy compared to her perfect mother.
The sight of Gina in a rumpled, slutty outfit, smelling like the semen that had been sprayed all over her, was making Cassie's image of her first and greatest female role model crumble, replaced by something disappointing, but also erotic. What could make someone as proud and intelligent as Gina crumble into sexual submission? Cassie just stood there, buzzing with unfulfilled sexual energy. She licked her lips as a strange, reckless compulsion washed over her.
Her mom wanted to slap her and say that her slutty behavior wasn't any of Cassie's business? Well then maybe Cassie would make it her business. Moving swiftly, with her heart pounding in her chest and a twisted heat rising inside her, Cassie moved to the junk drawer and pulled out a pair of scissors. She had learned a long time ago that the locks on the doors of the house were more for courtesy than actually keeping people out who were determined to enter. All that it took to open the door to her parents' room was a little wiggle of the scissors.
In the moment the lock opened with a soft click, Cassie wasn't even sure what she wanted to do. She was working purely on instinct, following illogical impulses from her overheated pussy. The most likely outcome was Gina instantly catching her and getting even angrier. But now that she was here, Cassie wouldn't be denied. She pushed the door open slowly, her heart in her throat, and saw the bedroom was empty. The faint sounds of the shower filtering in from the master bathroom made it obvious where Gina was.
Cassie had a vague notion to find the discarded slutty secretary outfit her mother had been wearing for some reason and examine it more closely... to touch the thick splotches of cum that some stranger had squirted all over her gorgeous mother. Was it her boss at the law firm? If he was lording his position over Gina for some reason, that might explain how he had forced her to submit, and why Darren knew and had been forced to accept the arrangement. But the clothes were nowhere to be found. So instead, Cassie crept forward toward the door to the bathroom.
At this point, she had gone beyond all logic. She wasn't even sure what she was doing anymore... and yet she couldn't stop herself. The door to the bathroom was already cracked open, allowing warm yellow light and a faint waft of steam to escape into the bedroom. Cassie swallowed around her dry mouth as she approached on silent feet. Just beyond that door, her mother was naked, with hot water cascading down the body she had just flaunted in her degrading clothes. The thought stimulated the perverse hunger growing inside Cassie. Her outrageous sexual acts of the past few months had broken down her inhibitions to almost nothing. She wanted to see what was beyond that door, and she wasn't strong enough to hold herself back.
Cassie carefully moved until she was just behind the door and paused for a moment. The sound of cascading water was occasionally disturbed by little splashes of movement. Gina was definitely showering in there. It was a foolish risk to peek. Gina might see her instantly. But Cassie's whole body was pulsing with perverse heat now. It was a chance she was willing to take.
Cassie moved with aching slowness so that her mom wouldn't notice any darting movements. She put one eye up to the crack in the door... and felt the twisted, taboo heat grow stronger, roaring through her. Her mother's perfect, curvy body was presented in glorious, glowing nudity, wet and slick from the hot water and soapy suds cascading down it. Gina was facing forward, and Cassie was immensely lucky that her mom had chosen this moment to apply shampoo, closing her eyes tightly as she no doubt scrubbed away the drying semen in his feathery blonde hair.
Gina's position gave Cassie a full, unobstructed view through the glass shower wall, and she took full advantage of the obscene opportunity, feasting her eyes on the body of the woman she had once looked up to completely. Her mother's body was a strange erotic double of what Cassie saw when she looked in the mirror. Cassie knew she had gotten her physique directly from her mom, and that was obvious to see here; they had the same hourglass figure. But there were fascinating differences as well. While Cassie was pale, Gina's skin was bronzed, with no tan lines. At twice Cassie's age, it was also no surprise that Gina's body had a more mature ripeness to it.
Even though her mother's body was in some sense familiar territory, Cassie couldn't help observing it in close detail now that she had this unexpected chance. Gina's tits were full, heavy, and round, with big pink nipples that were still standing proud and stiff. Why exactly had her nipples been so erect when arguing with her own daughter? Was it possible that Gina was turned on by seeing Cassie in the cheerleader uniform? It had sort of felt that way the other time that Cassie had worn it around her mother too... But that had to just be Cassie's arousal talking. There was no way. Cassie's wide, greedy eyes traveled downward, over Gina's flat, tanned tummy, toward the junction of her juicy thighs.
Cassie bit her lip as she saw her mother's pussy. It was perfectly smooth and soft, utterly devoid of even the slightest sign of stubble, let alone hair. Cassie had never thought of her mother as the type to religiously wax her pussy, but she supposed that there were a lot of things about Gina she hadn't known. The delicate lips of her mother's sex were puffy and pink. They almost looked swollen. Evidence of hard fucking recently, maybe? It wouldn't be surprising. The type of man who would dress her up like a porn parody of a sexy secretary then cum all over her face and hair was probably also the type to fuck hard, Cassie imagined. The sight made the twisted flame of shameful arousal inside her reach a fever pitch.
As Cassie watched, Gina's hands flowed down her body, sluicing off thick suds of her shampoo, but also giving her daughter an even more pornographic show as her hands slid over the slick skin off her breasts, tummy, and thighs.
Cassie stood spellbound, peeking through the crack as her own nipples throbbed in sympathetic stiffness to the pebbled pink nubs on her mother's chest. A sweet, hot ache had started between her legs, and Cassie rubbed her thighs together gently as she feasted her eyes, providing a little friction that sent crackles of sexual energy through her nerves.
She wasn't ready for it when Gina opened her eyes. A cold pulse of fear spiked through Cassie's heart. There was simply no explanation she could give for why she was peeping on her mother in the shower besides the truth: that she was getting off on the sight of Gina's perfect body. Cassie stood frozen, ready for Gina to gasp, cover herself, and then start yelling angrily. But none of it happened. Gina seemed to be in some sort of reverie, and even with her eyes open, she was staring into space with a mild frown wrinkling her forehead.
Cassie had gotten lucky that Gina didn't immediately notice her eye sneakily peeking in the doorway, but Cassie was still in a position of extreme danger. All it would take would be for Gina to look a few inches down to notice her. Now was the time to retreat. Cassie was about to slowly ease herself away from the doorway when she was rooted to the spot once again, unable to move. Unable to even breathe.
One of Gina's hands had slipped down between her plump, tanned thighs, her fingers arching delicately to part her lower lips and gently touch her sex.
Oh fuck... Mom is masturbating in the shower.
Cassie knew it would be better to leave, just as she had been planning. The fact that her mom was masturbating made the prospect of getting caught even more mortifying. But she couldn't help but watch, transfixed, as her mother descended into self-pleasure. Besides, Gina's eyes had squeezed shut now, so in a sense Cassie was safer than ever... even if this heart-pounding moment didn't feel safe at all. Cassie watched with growing arousal as Gina's fingers swirled and flexed, feverishly circling her clit with a soft, splashing sound of water. Her heart skipped a beat and her pussy pulsed with greedy heat as Gina let out a soft moan, her perfect lips parting and her eyebrows turning upward with the intensity of her pleasure. Gina's free hand rose to her breast, cupping and squeezing the heavy tanned orb, rolling her stiff pink nipple between thumb and forefinger.
Cassie's heart pounded, and her mouth felt dry. She could feel how hot and wet she was becoming beneath her tiny skirt. Apparently the powerful orgasm that Renee had given her earlier wasn't enough to satisfy her. Slowly, with a growing sense of shame, Cassie's hand slipped down to her skirt, tentatively probing the slick, hot flesh beneath. It was sick and wrong to touch herself while staring at her mother this way... but Cassie couldn't resist. Not when Gina looked this fucking sexy. She felt compelled to mirror her mommy's actions, using her as a role model again, but this time for a twisted, obscene lesson.
Cassie had to bite her lip hard to avoid making a sound as she began softly circling her clit, mirroring the movements of her naked mother in the shower. Her hand rose to her own breast as well, sliding up the tiny top impatiently to tease and tug a stiff nipple just like Gina was doing. Cassie felt a perverse connection with her mother deeper than anything she had felt in the past few months as their hands synchronized on their bodies, so similar... yet so different. Cassie's breaths became more ragged as she heard her mother let out another soft, liquid moan. Cassie was sure that, if she wasn't trying to be quiet, the same sounds would be coming from her as well, mother and daughter as twisted mirrors, harmonizing in a sexual symphony.
Cassie could see that Gina was getting close to climax. Her perfect tanned thighs were trembling, and her fingers were moving faster and faster between her legs. The moans were growing sweeter and more desperate, although Gina was clearly making an effort to be quiet so that Cassie couldn't overhear from her room. Cassie let out the tiniest moan herself, muffled through her bitten lips as her fingers squirmed and slid over her throbbing clit. She could tell she was peaking at just the same rate as her mother. They would cum together. That thought blazed with filthy heat in Cassie's mind. They had argued harshly, but now Gina would share an unknown sizzling sexual connection with her daughter.
Just before Cassie reached the climax she craved, eyes on her masturbating mother, she was interrupted.
"C-Cassie?" came the shocked voice from behind her, instantly sending a pulse of mortified shock through her. She straightened swiftly, her face already burning with embarrassment as she saw her dad standing in the doorway, a look of utter bewilderment on his face. Fuck! Cassie realized that, as she turned to face her father, that not only was she still wearing the embarrassingly skimpy cheerleader outfit, but that the tiny cutoff top was still pulled up to expose her rock-hard nipples. She tugged it back into place swiftly, but the damage had already been done. She had been bent over, her tits on display and her hand busily rubbing between her thighs as she stared into the bathroom where her mother was showering.
She had been caught with her hand in the cookie jar... so to speak.
There was nothing she could say to explain her actions... and the longer she stood there, mortified and still buzzing with arousal, the greater chance that Gina would shake herself out of her sexual haze and realize who had been standing at the bathroom door, watching her.
And that wasn't even mentioning the fact that her father was standing there in the doorway, mouth agape as his eyes wandered his daughter's scantily clad body. Even in her white-hot panic, Cassie's eyes flickered downward to the crotch of her dad's pants, trying to see if her slutty display had had any effect on him. But there was no obvious bulge. Of course there wouldn't be. Cassie felt the crushing shame intensify. What she had been doing was disturbing. It was no wonder her Dad hadn't found it sexy. Why was that something she was even interested in?
In her distress, it felt like there was only one course of action that made sense to Cassie. She certainly didn't feel like standing here and discussing what she had been doing with her Dad. She rushed forward past him, leaving him stuttering and shocked, and hurried down the hall to her room, mind buzzing with confusion and leftover arousal. She slammed the door behind her, breathing heavily, then collapsed back on her bed.
Who knew what her Dad might say to Gina after catching Cassie in that position? Was he going to tell Gina that Cassie had been touching herself while watching her mother in the shower? Cassie's mind raced with guilt and anxiety... but instead of panicking, she found her hand slipping between her thighs again, rubbing and touching.
Maybe it was wrong to finish what she started even after being caught... but Cassie had done a lot of things today that were wrong, and right now she needed relief.
Cassie rubbed out orgasm after orgasm, thinking back over the day and remembering licking Renee's pussy... her humiliating performance... her orgasm behind the school... and the sight of her mother masturbating in the shower.
It wasn't until the early hours of the morning that she finally collapsed in exhaustion, sexually and mentally spent.
...
Darren thought that, after getting jerked off beneath the bleachers while watching his daughter give a lewd routine, his day couldn't get any stranger or sexually fraught. He had apparently been wrong.
He still couldn't quite wrap his head around what he had seen when he walked into his bedroom, even as he thought back on it the morning after. Cassie had been peeking through the bathroom doorway, masturbating to Gina in the shower. Or at least that's what it had looked like. Maybe Darren was missing something. He had always seen Cassie as innocent and pure despite the humiliations Renee put her through. But catching his daughter like that... it made it look like she had perverse desires all his own. Desire not only for other women, but for her own mother. It was scandalous, although Darren had to admit he wasn't exactly in a position to judge, considering his own interest in Cassie.
The sight frazzled him so badly that he actually texted Renee begging to be unlocked, so he could at least relieve his sexual tension a little. Renee had barely responded except to flatly refuse. It looked as though he was going to be on his own today.
Gina had been withdrawn and quiet after her shower, which was just as well, considering Darren had no idea how to broach the subject with her... or even if he should. He was sure that Cassie was mortified by being discovered. Maybe it would be better to discuss it with Cassie privately. But on the other hand,discussing something sexual with Cassie in close, intimate proximity felt dangerous now. Darren couldn't trust his own libido with her anymore.
The entire thing was a mess, and Darren finally decided that the best action was inaction in this case. Anything he might do to improve the situation seemed to have a high chance of blowing up in his face. It would be better just to lie low and hope that it was a sudden, unfortunate impulse of Cassie's part that wouldn't be repeated.
Strangely, even though he would probably see both Charlie and Victor there, Darren was looking forward to a normal, boring day at work. Anything would be better than the bizarre sexual intensity of the day before.
By the time Darren made it out to the kitchen, Gina was already up and dressed, making coffee with a distracted, anxious expression on her face. For a second, Darren was worried she had somehow discovered either Cassie's misdeeds, or his own. But after she gave him a quick peck on the cheek, what she said next made it obvious she had no idea what Darren had caught Cassie doing the night before.
"Have you seen Cassie yet today?" Gina asked testily. "She's normally up and ready for school by now. She had better not be trying to skip. I got a call from her homeroom teacher the other day about how her grades are beginning to fall behind. She really can't afford to miss school."
Darren shrugged uncomfortably, taking a sip of his coffee in an attempt to cover up his expression. After her public performance yesterday, he wasn't exactly shocked that Cassie wanted to avoid being seen around school. "I mean... I'm sure it's fine. She's an adult now; we need to start trusting her to be responsible for herself."
Gina looked at her husband as if he had grown an extra head. "She can start being little Miss Independent once she's living on her own," she said in the voice that meant she was starting to smolder with volcanic anger. "Until then, she's going to school on a daily basis." She shook her head with a scowl, taking a deep sip of her own coffee. "I want you to go and find out what's up with her, then tell her to get up before she misses the bus."
Darren blanched. Gina's command had been direct and confident, expecting absolutely no pushback. But there was no way that he could face his daughter right now. Not after cumming to her obscene performance yesterday. Not after catching her masturbating to Gina in the shower.
There was no elegant way to refuse, but Darren also couldn't bring himself to obey. He looked down for a moment, frozen in shameful indecision while Gina glared at him.
"Darren, are you listening to me?" she snapped. The sound finally shifted Darren from his pained indecision. He rose from the seat he had taken and shuffled toward the door, avoiding Gina's eyes.
"Sorry, dear," he murmured swiftly, trying to reach the door before this turned into an argument he would surely lose. "I really wish I could help, but I have to get to work. Since I missed yesterday, I need to get an early start. You can talk to Cassie if you think it's necessary; otherwise, it's no big deal if she takes one day off, is it?"
Gina stared after him with an expression of open-mouthed incredulity. "Darren Harlowe, don't you dare..."
Darren reasoned that if he didn't hear what she was telling him not to do, she couldn't possibly hold it against him. He slipped out the door and slammed it forcefully behind him, scurrying to his car with a sour sense of shame clinging to him.
One day he would get back to being a good husband and father. When all of this was over. But for now, the best he could do was to put his head down and get through it. Even if that did leave his wife in the lurch.
...
Gina couldn't believe it. Or, no, that wasn't quite accurate. She could absolutely believe that her husband was that cowardly. What she found harder to swallow was the idea that he had the balls to say "no" to her.
Unfortunately, on this particular day, it put her in an unfortunate position. She was woken up by a text this morning from Victor, reading simply:


[Since my business associates ruined your uniform with their enthusiasm yesterday, I've sent a courier with your wardrobe for today. I'll see you in my office bright and early to go over your duties for the day.]
Sure enough, Gina had barely enough time to throw on a robe and hustle to the door before a sharp knock sounded. A courier stood there with a garment bag, a shoe box, and a curious expression. Luckily, they were professional enough not to press when Gina refused to indulge their curiosity, and even more luckily, she was able to stash the clothes in the front closet before Darren and Cassie were awake.
Gina had dressed in the same clothes he had normally worn to the law office to keep up the facade, and she had planned to unbox Victor's gifts after Cassie and Darren had left to assess the damage and decide whether she could obey and wear what Victor demanded. Cassie stubbornly staying in her room and Darren's cowardice had ruined that plan. And now, Gina had to talk to Cassie herself... despite the awkward encounter they had the night previously.
Gina still couldn't get the image of her daughter in the slutty cheer uniform out of her head. She had rubbed herself to moaning orgasm in the shower afterward, and as much as she was ashamed to admit it, Victor wasn't the only one she was fantasizing about during the torrid session of self-pleasure.
It was all just a symptom of her frazzled, overheated sex drive, courtesy of the monster trying to control her....The same monster that she would have to report to shortly for her next day of work. Gina had no idea how she was going to face her second day at the office, considering her husband was going to be in attendance. Maybe she would be able to avoid him, or at least find some way to wear a more respectable outfit.
But first, she needed to get her daughter to school. It wasn't just about having the house to herself to examine the wardrobe that Victor had provided. It was about pride as well. Last night, Cassie had caught her in a compromising position, then disrespected her. Gina couldn't take that lying down. She was the top dog of the household, quite frankly, and she wasn't about to accept disrespect from a girl who had become an adult less than a year ago.
Gina took a deep breath and headed for her daughter's room, a strange anxiety boiling inside her. She had to push past the awkwardness of the night before and reassert her authority. Too many people had lost respect for her ever since Victor had come into her life like a wrecking ball. She wasn't just going to meekly accept her daughter as one of them.
Gina knocked sharply on her daughter's bedroom door and tried the knob. Locked. She pursed her lips, then counted to three silently in her head and said in a tight, controlled voice, "Good morning, Cassandra. If you don't hurry, then you'll miss the bus."
The voice from inside was sullen and muffled. "I'm not going today."
It was just like Gina had suspected. Cassie was being lazy. "That's unacceptable, young lady," snapped Gina, rapping on the door once again. I expect you up and out the door in ten minutes. That's not a suggestion."
Gina listened in for more whining, but instead she heard the creak of the floorboards as Cassie got up out of bed. Gina nodded in satisfaction. It looked like Cassie was still willing to listen to a sharp, commanding voice from her mother after all.
But then, unexpectedly, Cassie's door opened, revealing Cassie, her beautiful dark hair mussed, still wearing her pajamas.
Gina's eyes felt drawn like a magnet to her daughter's tight, thin sleep shirt and the way it clung to her massive tits like a second skin. She looked away a second later, but it still flustered her and sent a thrill of unwelcome heat through her. What the fuck is wrong with me? Am I really that horny and depraved at this point that I can't even keep my eyes off my own daughter?
Cassie was, for some reason, avoiding Gina's eyes, and a faint blush colored her cheeks. Had she somehow noticed her mother's inappropriate gaze? Gina suddenly felt off balance and awkward rather than motherly and in control. Maybe this discussion had been a bad idea...
"I'll tell you what's unacceptable..." muttered Cassie, still avoiding Gina's eyes. "Seeing your mom come home from work covered in jizz, with her tits hanging out of her see-through shirt!"
Ironically, Gina felt like she had been slapped in the face. Not only had Cassie not cooled down after their confrontation yesterday, but she seemed to be smoldering with even more anger.
"I... I..." spluttered Gina, utterly at a loss for what to do. Cassie had been a little rebellious lately, but she had never been so openly disdainful. Nor as vulgar. Gina swallowed her shock as a wave of annoyance crashed over her. She wasn't going to take this kind of attitude from her bratty daughter. "I could say the same about you, Cassandra. If I recall, you came home looking like a tart yourself. Now you had better start treating me with respect and get ready for school. Or else."
Gina's direct, commanding tone always worked on her daughter, even when Cassie was being particularly defiant. But this time, Cassie's response took her mother by surprise once again. Her startlingly blue eyes locked with Gina's, crackling with a strange, compelling energy.
"Or else what, Mommy?" She asked, her voice smoldering. "Are you going to come in here and make me?" Somehow, the large breasts pressing tight against Cassie's thin pajama shirt seemed even bigger than normal. Was she... arching her back a little? Pushing them outward? And did Gina detect the faint outline of two stiffening nipples?
The power swell of inappropriate lust that rose inside Gina from the sudden sizzling eye contact was too much for her. A year ago, she would never have backed down from a challenge like this, but now she couldn't trust herself. It was easier to turn away and shamefully mumble, "You aren't staying home today. I have to go to work, but I expect you to catch the bus, young lady."
Cassie actually snorted in derision before slamming the door behind her, leaving Gina alone and fuming in the hallway. She felt confused and defeated and horny, unable to understand how the encounter had gone so wrong. Worse yet, she wasn't lying. Gina wasn't sure what punishment Victor might have in store for her if she didn't get to work on time, but she wasn't eager to find out.
It was far too risky to unbox the outfit that Victor had sent while Cassie was in the house, but Gina was fairly sure she wouldn't want to wear whatever it was anyway. She would just have to wear the professional outfit she had put on initially and tell Victor that this is what he was getting.
Still smoldering with frustration and irrepressible arousal, Gina snatched the garment bag and shoe box from the closet and headed out the door. It wasn't safe to leave it where it might be found, even if she didn't plan to wear it. Then she headed out to her car.
She wasn't sure what her work day would hold, but it couldn't be worse than what she had already gone through the day before.
...
Cassie's heart was beating a million miles an hour as she slammed and locked her door, then backed away and collapsed back onto her bed.
What the fuck has gotten into me? Did I just face Gina and get her to back down? Did I just come on to her? Why did I call her "mommy"?
It was too much. Cassie couldn't process it. She had wanted to avoid her Mom after what happened last night, but when Gina came to her door looking for a confrontation, something just snapped inside of Cassie. It was a miracle that Gina hadn't completely freaked out. Cassie almost thought she had seen an answering echo of heat in her mother's eyes.
But today she wasn't going to think about that. Or Renee. Or the fact that all of her classmates had seen her shake her tits yesterday in the gym. She was going to stay home and ignore everything...
But a part of her worried. Worried that, after yesterday, Renee would be expecting her... and be displeased that she decided to stay home. A part of Cassie still defiantly insisted to herself that Renee couldn't tell her what to do, but another part of her knew that that wasn't strictly true anymore. A part of her had just been bullshitting when she called Renee "Mistress", but a bigger part of her under the surface had meant every word.
Cassie grudgingly decided that it couldn't hurt to let Renee know that she wouldn't be at school today. It didn't really count as submission to just text her and say she wasn't coming.
Luckily, it seemed like Renee had no problem with it.
[Yeah, I'm sure you're all worn out after your big day yesterday ;) Have a good day off, Kissy! Oh, maybe this would be a good opportunity to work on your streaming! Can't go too long without giving your audience what they want, right?]
Oh. Right. Cassie had been so mixed up lately from her power struggle with Renee that it had been a little while since she had done live streaming. Renee was right. It felt like her channel was just starting to take off, and she really shouldn't wait so long between sessions.
She had hoped to just totally relax, but playing games on stream was fun in its own way. With that, Cassie got up and hopped in the shower, ready to make herself presentable for a full day of streaming.
...
All that Darren wanted to do was put his head down and get through a quiet day of work. He knew that it would likely be impossible to avoid Charlie and Victor completely, but he was used to their bullying tactics enough that even they wouldn't be able to rain on his parade completely.
But from the very moment he walked in, Darren knew that there was something going on, and whatever was happening, it wasn't going to allow him to just sit back unnoticed.
When she saw him enter, a big, wide, mean smile spread across the face of Grace the receptionist. "Good morning, Mr. Harlowe," she said sweetly as he shuffled past her, her voice vibrating with barely concealed amusement. "I hope you have an... interesting day."
Darren replied with a mumbled thanks and kept his eyes down as he continued toward his office, but the encounter nagged at him, and not just because of the obvious taunt in the pretty young receptionist's words. Grace normally seemed not to know he existed. Something had drawn her attention to him, and Darren knew it couldn't be anything good.
His other coworkers were no better. Once Darren had been a worker who faded into the background. Nobody's favorite, but an accepted part of the team. In recent months, Victor's contempt for him seemed to leech into the other staff members, but it had been a sort of silent distaste. Now, Darren felt the eyes of the office on him as he made his way through to the office. Quiet laughter and whispers followed him as he went.
It reminded him intensely of the day after that awful masquerade party, when a good portion of his coworkers had seen Gina naked.
And he worried that somehow, the source of the whispers might be something similar.
Considering the kinds of things that he had been up to lately, the possibilities of what people could be whispering about felt endless. Was Charlie spreading the word about what a slut Cassie was? Or had Charlie spread the unfortunately true rumor that Darren had his cock caged by a girl his daughter's age? Had Victor finally let it slip that he had Darren's wife under an obscene contract? Any of those could prompt amusement and contemptuous stares.
Darren finally made it into his office and breathed a sigh of relief. It wasn't going to be an easy day of blending into the background, but maybe he could just hunker down in his office and pretend his coworkers didn't exist.
He should have known better than to hope. Darren had barely logged in to his workstation before he heard the arrogant rap of knuckles at his office door. His heart sank when he saw who it was. A nasty grin split Charlie's stubbled face, and Darren could tell he wasn't going to like whatever the obnoxious bully had to say. But he didn't have much choice but to listen either. Victor had officially placed him under Charlie in the hierarchy.
"Morning, Hardon!" said Charlie, strolling into Darren's office like he owned the place. "I come bearing good news!"
Darren sincerely doubted it, but he knew that contradicting Charlie wouldn't help him. Instead, he just said warily, "Good morning. What can I help you with, Charlie?"
Charlie waved a finger with an evil chuckle, clearly relishing his chance to bully his favorite victim. "No, no, no, Hardon, aren't you listening? It's me that's going to help you! I've decided that I'm going to release you from our little agreement. After yesterday, I no longer need your help getting closer to your slut of a daughter. You can consider your debt to the company paid!"
Darren blinked in confusion. That... actually was good news, surprisingly enough. Charlie had been holding blackmail over his head for months after he caught Darren jerking off on company time. Releasing him from that obligation was suspiciously generous of him. "Thank you," said Darren carefully, studying his bully's grinning face and waiting for the other shoe to drop.
"And that's not all!" crowed Charlie, leaning forward over Darren's desk with a conspiratorial smirk. "Our little dominatrix friend told me to take another task off your plate as well, so you should have a looot more breathing room now."
Darren shook his head. "Wh-what are you talking about, Charlie?" he asked suspiciously, feeling a sudden prickle of disquiet. He knew that Charlie must mean Renee when he talked about Darren's "dominatrix friend", but he had no idea what the man meant with his reference to a "task".
Here came the punchline to Charlie's bullying joke. He looked like he was just about to burst from pleasure as he said, "It's that slutty stream your dear little daughter has been doing. Renee told me that you've actually been the one running it behind the scenes. Pretty nasty for a dad to be pimping his daughter out like that. Although with a body as fine as hers, I guess I can't blame you, buddy!"
Darren flushed red. He knew that Charlie had been tuning into the streams, and that the odious man had been using them to get off. But it had been a secret up until now that Darren was using bots and fake comments to get Cassie to be looser and more promiscuous on stream. Charlie was right: it wasn't exactly a good look for him that he was the one pushing his own daughter to go further on camera.
But more importantly... what was it Charlie had said about taking a task off his plate? He couldn't mean...
Charlie caught the look of dawning recognition on Darren's face and barked a mocking laugh. "That's right!" He said, reaching across the desk to pat Darren on the shoulder. "Renee thought you were dragging your feet a little too much on turning your darling daughter into an e-girl slut, so she gave me the login information to the system instead. I'll be the one in charge of your daughter's streaming career from now on." Charlie winked as he pushed back from the desk. "But don't worry, Hardon. You'll still be able to watch the fun! Hell, if you subscribe, maybe your daughter will give you a special shoutout!"
Darren stared after him open-mouthed, dread and arousal curdling in his belly. "Wait... when are you going to...?"
Charlie roared with laughter as he opened the door. "That's the best part, Hardon! I just got special permission from the boss to get started on my little side-project today! Hope you don't find it too distracting that your innocent daughter is going to be interacting with a new, hungrier audience on her stream today. But then again..." He gave Darren an evil wink, turning his head back as he left the door, "I don't think that will be the only distraction you have today, if the rumors I heard about yesterday are true. Sounds like it will be a veeeery exciting day for you, Hardon. Try not to jizz your pants too quick."
He left, leaving the office door swinging open behind him. Darren stewed in disturbed confusion, unsure what to think. He didn't put much stock in the vague taunt about something happening the day before. Charlie would say literally anything to put him on edge. But on the other hand, the streaming situation was much more serious. Cassie had already been trending toward more and more risque content when Darren had been at the helm of the bots influencing her. If Renee had really turned over full control of Charlie, that could have disastrous effects.
There was nothing he could do at the moment... all he could do was try to surreptitiously watch the stream, and maybe send Cassie a text if things got too out of hand to snap her out of it.
Hopefully this would be the worst thing he had to deal with today.
...
Gina managed to navigate past Grace without a confrontation, which was an accomplishment by itself, but that didn't mean she was out of the woods yet. Her heart pounded as she swiftly passed by her husband's office, clutching the gifts from Victor tightly to her chest.
She knew it wasn't realistic to think she could avoid Darren permanently... if they were working in the same office, he would find out about her new job sooner rather than later. It probably would have been better to just break the news the night previously rather than trying to sneak around like this.
But she wanted him to find out on her terms. If he walked by and saw her at work in professional clothes, it would be much better than coming to him with a shameful confession about how Victor had tricked and bullied her into the position.
Now all she had to do was convince Victor to spare at least a scrap of her dignity. She knew she would have to pay a price, but Victor could be reasonable sometimes. If she presented it the right way, at least.
There were no sounds from Darren's office as she passed, and he didn't emerge after her, so it seemed as if he hadn't noticed her. One small victory. Now it was time for the hard part.
Gina felt the eyes of her new coworkers on her again as she scurried toward Victor's office. She could sense the confusion and disapproval in their eyes as they observed her professional attire. Gina couldn't help but feel a wave of anger at their presumption. They already thought of her as a sexual object rather than a coworker, and were disappointed that she hadn't dressed to look the part. One day was all that it had taken to convince them she was a laughable slut, and she had no chance of changing that impression. At least not in the short term.
A warm voice from inside called, "Enter," as she rapped her knuckles briskly on Victor's door, and she stepped inside.
As usual, Victor was busy flipping through a file as she entered. The man seemed to be constantly either working or enacting his sexual schemes. He had two modes, and neither of them was "relaxation". He glanced up at Gina as she closed the door behind her... and her heart almost stopped as she saw the icy look of displeasure cross Victor's face.
"Gigi," he said in a low, dangerous voice, setting the file he was reading down on his desk and folding his massive arms, "How interesting to see you carrying the clothes I sent you instead of wearing them. Like I specifically instructed you to do."
Gina gulped heavily, clutching the gifts to her chest like a shield. She had been letting Victor get away with too much if he felt he could walk all over her like this. True, she had a contract stating that she would obey him, but that didn't mean he could treat her like a naughty child. She had to somehow be strong. Her husband was at work today, and she needed to convince her new boss to accept some boundaries.
"Actually, I wanted to talk to you about that," said Gina coolly, approaching his desk and laying the box and garment bag on it. "As much as I like dressing up for you, I much prefer to do it in private. You know that I love to submit to you, Victor." Her throat worked with the humiliating admission, but she managed to keep her expression calm. It was taking every ounce of self-control she had to stay strong and in control, but she knew that Victor wouldn't respect anything less.


"...but submission in private is so much more satisfying than simply being a public whore. Wouldn't you agree?" She maintained eye contact with Victor's dark, intense gaze, even though it made her want to crawl under a rock and hide.
Victor chuckled and shook his head. "Oh Gigi, I wish that you hadn't chosen today to stage your little rebellion," he said with a dangerous grin. "On the first day that your husband notices you in the office?" He leaned forward across the desk, his smile warm, but his eyes sharp.
"It's going to make the punishment so much worse."
Gina felt a chill pulse through her, accompanied by a thrill of submissive desire. She knew that whatever Victor had planned would be twisted and arousing in the worst possible way... and undoubtedly more humiliating than what she had gone through yesterday. She opened her mouth to argue back and somehow draw a boundary that Victor could respect...
But when the words came out, she heard herself say, "I... I can wear the outfit you picked. It's not a problem." Her face was already going pink from the shame of giving in so easily, but she could sense that her defiance had already made things worse for her, and she was desperate to spare herself the worst of her master's wrath.
"Yes, you will," agreed Victor, as if it had never been a question. "But there will be a few... minor modifications." He reached out and pushed the garment bag toward her with a finger. "Strip. I want to see you put it on right now."
Gina felt mesmerized, like a mouse staring into the eyes of a snake. All thoughts of resistance evaporated from her mind. Her hands moved on their own, taking off her blazer, then slowly unbuttoning her blouse as she maintained eye contact with Victor, the heat inside her rising higher and higher. A part of her mind still panicked about what Darren would think when he saw that she was acting as his boss's slut in front of all of his coworkers, and despaired over not even being able to mount a token resistance. But that voice was getting quieter and quieter, drowned out by the roaring heat of her master's gaze.
Fuck... maybe Victor's right. Maybe I really am a natural submissive.
After the shirt, she unzipped her sensible skirt and let it fall to puddle at her feet. Now she was just wearing her stylish but austere black bra and a pair of comfortable green panties; an overly optimistic choice that had assumed that no one would be seeing her underwear today.
Victor said nothing, just stared with obvious impatience. He didn't even need to say that he expected his newest employee to strip completely naked.
Even after her ordeal yesterday, it still felt unnatural for Gina to strip naked in Victor's stylish, dimly lit office. Gina was painfully aware that other employees were just feet away, beyond a door that wasn't even locked. And today, that included her husband.
In moments, the undergarments joined the pile of clothing, and Gina stood bare, shivering, and shamefully horny before Victor's gaze.
Victor's eyes roamed Gina's body, and for the first time in the encounter, his faint smile touched his eyes. The predatory gaze sent a fresh flush of heat through Gina, stiffening her nipples and making her pussy throb hungrily. He had seen her body dozens of times by now, but it was obvious that he still couldn't get enough. And honestly, the lust and humiliation that Gina felt under his burning gaze still hadn't gotten old either. She wasn't sure it would ever feel normal to be ordered around and objectified like this... and part of her hoped that it wouldn't. The twisted wrongness was what made it so hot.
Without taking his eyes off her tits, Victor pushed the clothes forward. "Ok... now, take out today's uniform."
Gina knew that she still hadn't received the "punishment" that Victor had mentioned, so it was with a sense of foreboding that she unzipped the garment bag and examined her fate.
Maybe it would have been better just to bite the bullet and dress in these clothes to begin with instead of trying to make a principled stand. The outfit was unquestionably slutty, but it seemed a bit tamer than the outfit from the day before.
The blouse looked tight and a little sheer, but had long sleeves with ruffles at the wrists and collar. A bit more feminine and prissy looking than Gina normally preferred, but nothing unacceptable. The dark skirt was definitely too short; Gina could tell just by looking at it. It was flouncy and ruffled, just like the shirt, and looked like it would flip up easily. She would have to be constantly vigilant to avoid flashing everyone in the office little peeks at her ass. Next, Gina flipped open the shoebox. Naturally, it was a pair of impossibly tall heels that would make every step a chore, but would make her legs and ass look incredible.
The outfit was rounded out by a set of lacy black lingerie consisting of a push-up bra and thong, plus a dark pair of stockings. Gina knew she was desensitized from how often Victor had put her on display, but the outfit honestly wasn't that bad. Gina reached out to pick up the thong and bra, ready to start dressing, but Victor stopped her.
"Ah ah ah," he said, his shining smile widening. "Did you forget your punishment? I still haven't modified your wardrobe." He held out a broad, dark hand, palm up. "Please hand me the underwear, Miss Swallowes."
His tone gave Gina a sinking feeling deep in her gut, blending with the heat that was steadily seeping through her. Gina could guess what was coming, but that didn't stop her from meekly setting the lacy bra and panties in Victor's hand.
He turned and, maintaining eye contact with his new assistant, dropped the underwear into the wastepaper basket beside his desk. "I'm afraid that you've just lost underwear privileges, kitten," he rumbled, his voice a strange mix of amusement and anger. "And I don't just mean work. You no longer have my permission to wear bras or panties until I tell you otherwise, even at home."
Gina stared back down at the clothes in the box, face reddening and nipples stiffening further. With the bra and panties, the clothes were risque. Without them it would be obscene. The skirt would be at constant risk of flipping up and displaying everything, and no amount of ruffles would be able to hide the shape and size of her unrestrained tits, which would be partially visible through the thin material.
But Gina swallowed any complaints she might have, rubbing her thighs together a little lightly and savoring the zip of sexual pleasure that flashed up her spine. Fuck... even though wearing the slutty outfit sounded mortifying, she was almost looking forward to it. She hated the fact that she felt that way, but the wave of embarrassed, submissive lust that swept over her couldn't be denied. Without waiting for further encouragement, she picked up the revealing clothes with shaking hands and put them on, nearly moaning as the material of the shirt brushed against her pulsing nipples.
She suddenly realized that, without panties, there was a real risk that her arousal would drip down her thighs throughout the day. She would have to be especially careful and visit the ladies' room frequently to clean herself up and avoid further embarrassment.
Gina was taking hot, ragged breaths by the time she finished donning the platform heels. Just like yesterday, she looked like the silly little bimbo secretary Victor had forced her to become. God... Darren was going to see her like this. She had always worn the pants in their relationship. She was the strong one that Darren could rely on. He knew that Victor was toying with her and fucking her, but she couldn't begin to guess how seeing it all happen right in front of him would diminish her in his eyes.
"Almost," mused Victor, leaning back in his plush leather chair and appraising his assistant's new look. "But not quite. Try one button further down."
Gina swallowed and loosed the second button on her top, displaying a tempting slice of plump cleavage.
"Another," insisted Victor, his eyes surveying his property.
Cringing from the delicious humiliation, Gina loosed another button. Now she was showing more of her breasts than she ever had in public... well, apart from other outfits Victor had tricked her into.
"Another." Gina wanted to refuse, some old instinct of pride and dignity still stirring inside her despite everything she had been through. But Victor's voice was iron hard, and his eyes shone like hot coals. Gina bit her lip and obeyed. Now the buttons were open almost to the bottom of her breasts. One wrong move and they would give anyone watching an eyeful, if they didn't pop out entirely.
"Perfect," said Victor smugly. One thick finger beckoned her closer as he straightened up from his chair. "Now... one last little accessory, to remind you to be obedient from now on."
Gina didn't even question what he meant anymore. Whatever it was would be arousing and humiliating; of that, she was certain. She rounded the desk and approached him, and as she did, Victor slid open a drawer on his desk, pulled out a slim box, and set it on the table.
"Kneel," he commanded, pointing to the ground at his feet. Gina obeyed without question, her heart in her throat. When Victor opened the box, Gina felt her pussy throb, biting her lip hard to stop the groan of despair and arousal bubbling up inside her. She recognized it instantly. She had one just like it at home that Victor had gifted her a few weeks ago.
It was a dark leather choker that Gina knew from experience would fit snugly around her neck. Picked out along the front with diamonds, in perfect position to be read as it crossed her delicate, pale throat, was the word VICTOR'S. A brutal testament to his ownership of his favorite toy, body and soul.
Gina had worn it to a seedy strip club before. Wearing it in front of professionally dressed coworkers who knew her husband was a million times worse.
"Here we are," murmured Victor, leaning down and unbuckling the insulting accessory. "Now no one will forget exactly who you belong to... especially you." Insidiously, Gina didn't just stay silent and submit as Victor reached down and fitted the collar around her neck. Part of her craved it. Part of her was cheering on her master's cruel control as he clasped the symbol of his ownership around her neck.
Gina had never felt more humbled in her life, kneeling and meekly accepting Victor's humiliation.
But she still had no idea what her master had in store for her that day.
Without a word of warning, Victor reached down and physically hauled Gina up and over his lap face down, with her plump ass wiggling in the air, covered only by the tiny skirt. The confident movement drew a strangled yelp from her throat and sent a wave of sexual heat pulsing through her as he physically manhandled her. For just a split second Gina was confused, but the position he held her in made his intentions crystal clear after a moment of thought.
Oh God... not this. I can take the slutty clothes and the cock-sucking and the humiliating pet names, but this is too fucking much.
On the day when Gina had lost a battle of wills with her own daughter, she would be the one to be treated like a naughty child. The idea was dizzyingly shameful. Gina squirmed for a moment on Victor's lap, not out of any real expectation that she could get away or convince him to relent, but from sheer instinctual panic at the pain and humiliation she was about to face.
Her struggle was pointless anyway. Victor held her firm. She could feel the massive, stiff heat of his cock beneath her belly as her body tensed and wriggled in panic.
Gina let out another yelp as Victor flipped up her skirt, but the sound was mixed with a little half-moan. The cool air over her naked ass and on the wet, hot flesh between her thighs sent a bolt of sensation crackling through her. She shivered as Victor's firm, warm hand cupped one of her chubby cheeks, squeezing lightly. His touch was gentle... for now.
"I would apologize for this necessity, kitten," crooned Victor, rubbing his hand up and down the soft skin of Gina's ass, "but I actually think you're going to enjoy this quite a bit."
His hand rose and fell before Gina could mentally prepare for it, falling in a sharp, measured stroke that jiggled through the meat of her ass. She hissed at the sudden stinging sensation, more from the humiliation of being spanked like a naughty little girl rather than the pain itself. "Fuck! You can be a real bastard, you know that, Victor?" she spat. Pushing back verbally was still her first instinct.
The angry outburst only made Victor laugh. It was hard to take anyone seriously when they were wiggling on your lap, their bare ass plump and vulnerable beneath your hand. "Kitten, do you know why you have to obey me?"
"Because you're fucking blackmailing me, you pig," said Gina sullenly, tensing her body against the blow she knew was coming.
"Hmmm, good guess." Victor surprised her by slapping his broad hand down onto her ass midway through his sentence. She had to bite her lip hard to avoid crying out. "And I'll admit that our little contract has provided some excellent... training wheels, if you will. But that's not why. Care to guess again?"
Gina took in a breath to respond, and Victor surprised her with another spank. This time she couldn't help but cry out... then flush as she wondered if the people working just outside the office had heard the sound of erotic pain. Victor sat, his cock now throbbing against Gina's taut belly, simply trailing his rough fingers lightly over the stinging skin of Gina's ass. After closing her eyes and breathing deeply for a few seconds, just doing her best to get a hold of herself, Gina realized that Victor was still waiting for an answer.
"I assume that you mean something about that stupid 'natural submissive' bullshit you're always going on about," she muttered, distracted by the feeling of Victor's strong hand on her ass. She knew by now that angry bravado had no effect on Victor, but she couldn't help it. It was her natural reaction to being put utterly under his power.
Victor's hand flashed down harder than it had before, cracking hard against her skin as he said, "Bingo!" Gina let out a low groan, unable to stay still, wiggling once again while Victor held her tightly in place. "The contract is just the reason you tell yourself that you obey me, not the real reason. Now I admit, there are a few pesky little obstacles in the way of your full, total submission."
*Crack*
"Your stubborn pride is another. And, for reasons I will never understand, your cuck husband too. That's what's holding you back today. You decided to stage a little protest all because you were embarrassed that your wimp hubby is going to see you as my slut."
Gina was silent, tongue-tied and still waiting for his hand to fall again.
But Victor kept her in suspense this time. He just spoke softly as he continued to run his fingers gently up and down her ass. "I'm going to have to do something to get you over that hill, aren't I? It simply isn't acceptable to me that you won't do what I say if it upsets your dear hubby."
Gina groaned as another pulse of erotic fear flooded her. She thought after the modifications to her outfit, her new accessory, and the humiliating spanking, her penance for the act of defiance would be over. But it seemed she had at least one more task to endure.
She heard Victor sliding open a drawer, but couldn't see from her perspective exactly what was happening.
"I'm going to need you to make a delivery to your husband, kitten..."
...
Darren stared at his screen, shifting uncomfortably as his cock tried and failed to harden, pressing itself tight against the confines of its plastic cage.
Cassie wasn't live yet, but she clearly intended to stream, based on the standby screen on her Argus channel. Darren had held out a desperate hope that Cassie wouldn't actually be interested in streaming today anyway, but he should have known that Renee's manipulation ran deeper than that. His evil little mistress was obviously going to make sure that Cassie was ready to stream on the day she handed the keys over to the old pervert that was gunning for her.
The situation was a painful reminder that, according to Renee, Charlie was going to be the one to take Cassie's virginity. It was terrifying and obscene for Darren to imagine the obnoxious hairy brute with his innocent daughter, but at the same time he couldn't stop thinking about it. He shifted once again in his chair, trying to ease the tight pinch of the plastic cage trapping his genitals. He knew that he ought to be getting some work done, but he didn't know how he would be able to with his daughter's "Stay Tuned!" screen glaring back at him, taunting him.
Darren jumped as he heard a knock on his office door. He had closed it because even though his computer screen faced away from the door, he was afraid that someone looking in and seeing his posture and expression might be able to guess he was doing something perverted.
Darren had no idea who could be at the door. Victor and Charlie wouldn't bother knocking, and most of his other coworkers more or less shunned him at this point. He minimized the incriminating streaming window on his screen and cautiously called "Come in!"
Nothing could have prepared him for the sight that met his eyes. His brain tried and failed to process it for a moment as the door swung open.
It was Gina, but it was Gina as he had never seen her before. She wore a sheer, feminine blouse with the buttons open almost to the navel, displaying a distressing amount of the tanned, bulging flesh. Her ruffled skirt showed nearly the entire length of her gorgeous thighs, which were accentuated by the towering heels strapped to her feet.
But that was nothing compared to what was around her neck; a tight choker with Victor's name on it, marking her as his property.
As Gina crossed the room toward him, the very picture of red-faced shame, Darren finally understood that his mind hadn't simply broken from the erotic strain of the past few days. She was really here; at his workplace in some of the sluttiest clothes he had ever seen any woman wear, let alone his wife.
Gina had left the door open behind her, and a crowd of tittering, whispering coworkers crowded around the entrance, leering at the barely covered bimbo striding across his office. Fuck... the truth hit Darren like a truck. Gina wasn't just showing off for him, or even just showing off for Victor. She was putting her fantastic body on display for all of the coworkers who had looked down on him for years. The humiliation of that fact felt like a crushing weight, so heavy that Darren could hardly breathe.
His cock ached with desperate pain as it pushed futilely against the edges of its cage. He blinked and opened his mouth as his wife approached to stand above him, but for a moment they just stared into each other's eyes, mutually mortified and aroused.
Finally, Darren managed to choke the obvious question out through his stutter. "G-gina, what are you d-d-doing here?"
The whispers and laughter grew louder from the group looking in through the doorway. The knowing grins grew wider.
Gina didn't look like her usual strong self... her clothing and expression painted her as something Darren had never considered her before; a vulnerable, weak slut. That was what Victor had reduced her to. As hot as that was, it was also terrifying. Gina was the strongest woman he knew. If Victor could trick her into a humiliating submission like this, there was no telling what else he could do.
Gina shook her head with a miserable, horny expression painting her face. "I wanted to tell you, Darren. I just couldn't find a way and then... well, he forced my hand. I'm working here now. It's only temporary. We can talk about it after work. Right now..." her face grew even redder. "...he gave me a task. And if I don't do it quickly and report back, things will get even worse. Can you just trust me and go with this for now?"


Darren wasn't sure he would be able to stand watching his wife parade around nearly naked in front of his coworkers all day, but he also didn't seem to have much of a choice. He didn't trust himself to speak through his stutter right now, so he just nodded with a sour expression.
Gina took a deep, shuddering breath, wincing as she looked him in the eye. "Remember how I said this would get way worse if I didn't do what Victor said?"
Darren nodded. He had a very bad feeling about this.
"Well, this next part might be kind of hard," whispered Gina. "Sorry, honey."
Without another word, she turned around and bent at the waist, sticking her ass in Darren's face. Then, clearly moving as fast as she could to get the humiliation over with, she flipped up the back of her skirt to reveal she wasn't wearing underwear.
Before Darren even had time to react, she gripped a plump ass cheek in each hand and pulled them apart, revealing her tight, puckered asshole.
There was a small lanyard hanging out of it, attached to something lodged inside.
"Y-you have to pull it out," whispered Gina in a miserable, ragged voice as her thighs gently trembled. "Victor told me that I would be in trouble if I touched it."
Although the people watching through the door couldn't see exactly what he could, Darren could tell that they were deeply amused by the spectacle of a wife pulling apart her cheeks to show her husband her asshole. The rest of the office floor had to be out there looking in now, and Darren thought he saw a few cellphones out and recording.
Darren was quite simply too stunned to resist. Gina had always been the guiding force in his life, and if she ordered him to pull a mystery object out of her asshole, that was what he was going to do.
He reached up and hooked a finger through the short, looped lanyard, then pulled gently. Gina let out a muffled groan as her asshole pulled outward lightly, dragged by whatever it was Victor had deposited inside. Her thighs were trembling now, and Darren couldn't help but note that her pussy was as wet as he had ever seen, slowly beginning to leak thick drops of lubrication down her thighs. Darren pulled with a little more force, and suddenly a flash drive slipped right out of his wife's tight asshole, falling to dangle from his hand. He looked down at it, shocked, more confused than he had been before.
Gina let her skirt fall, breathing heavily and taking a moment to compose herself. She glared over at the crowd that was watching from the doorway and growled, "And what are you assholes looking at?"
The crowd looked anything but intimidated, but they seemed to realize that the show was over and began dispersing with lingering looks behind them.
Darren was glad that Gina had demonstrated even a little of her usual fire, but it wasn't fully reassuring, considering that she had just delivered him a flash drive in her ass while dressed as a bimbo secretary.
Gina turned back to him with an apologetic grimace. "Victor says that since Charlie is going to be busy today, he will be your supervisor. He has an assignment for you on that drive, and he expects results by the end of the day."
With her message delivered, Gina hesitated, then reached out and gripped Darren's free hand, avoiding the one with the drive. Her blazing blue eyes locked with Darren's who was too still, shell-shocked and overwhelmed to find a response.
"I know this is crazy, honey... but never forget that I'm on your team. Let's just get through today, and we can talk it out."
Darren shook his head, trying to collect his thoughts. "Honey... I just.... I d-don't know if I can handle this," he admitted finally.
Gina patted his hand and took a step back. "I know. It's a lot. But I need to get back to Victor. He told me to be quick. I promise this is only temporary, and I'll make it up to you."
With that, she turned away and hurried out of the room, clearly ashamed that she had no ability to reassure her husband. After all, the situation was exactly what it looked like: she was Victor's public slut right now, and everyone knew it.
Darren dropped the flash drive on his desk, his mind whirling. Just as he did, he heard a ping from his computer. His daughter was starting her live stream.
It felt like it was going to be a long day.
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Sam blinked and stretched in the early morning sunshine, reaching over to check his phone. He had woken up a little early, as it turned out. It wasn't unusual. Sam wasn't the type to rely on his alarm, unlike Monica.
And speaking of his beautiful girlfriend... If Sam was up early, that meant that maybe they could fool around a little before class. For the past two weeks, their already-satisfying love life had taken on a spicy, volcanic quality that Sam couldn't get enough of. They had always been passionate together, but now sparks had really been flying.
Sam just wished that the source of that heat was a little less embarrassing.
He rolled over and reached out a hand, intending to slip it around Monica's waist and pull her close to rub his morning wood up against her soft butt. But his hand made contact with empty sheets instead. Sam frowned, confused. His half-awake mind conjured jumbled, unlikely explanations for where exactly she could have gone in the night.
Before he could grow too worried, the bathroom door opened, and Monica stepped out, hair stringy and wet from the shower and looking half-awake herself. "Looking for someone?" she asked in her raspy morning voice that Sam couldn't help but find irresistibly sexy. She snorted as she flopped back onto the bed and snuggled up to him. "You should have seen the panic on your face! Where did you think I would be?" Her hand reached playfully between her boyfriend's legs, giving his cock a squeeze through his boxers. "Maybe I snuck out to meet up with another guy, huh, Tiger?"
Fuck... as much as Sam wished it didn't, Monica's teasing words made his cock twitch and throb in her hand. This was the source of the newfound heat in their bedroom games. Monica had always liked to push his buttons, and after that forced date with the Ogre, she had found a shiny new button that got a rise out of Sam every time, both figuratively and literally.
"Babe, I thought we talked about this last night," said Sam warningly, despite the eager stiffness beneath his girlfriend's slim fingers. "You said you were going to lay off with that 'other guys' teasing."
Monica giggled, biting her lip as her deep blue eyes sparkled with mischief. They were practically nose to nose now in bed, as her hands rubbed faster and faster up and down his shaft. "Nuh uh," she insisted. "What I said was, maybe you could make me stop talking about it if you filled my mouth with cock. My mouth's empty now Tiger; nothing's stopping me from wondering out loud about what you would do if I went out to get coffee and met some tall, handsome..."
Sam pressed forward, finding a different way to silence her now, this time with a kiss, wrapping his arms around his girlfriend and pulling her tight to him. He really did wish that she would cool off with all this teasing, goading talk about other guys. It felt a little... disrespectful that she could just joke about cheating on him. He knew she didn't actually mean it, and she would never do anything to betray him. It was all just dirty talk designed to make his jealous side flare up. The worst part, though, was that it worked. Even though Sam found the whole thing embarrassing, Monica's little joking teases had exactly the effect that she wanted. Every time she started talking about sneaking out and dating other guys, Sam got annoyed and flustered and powerfully horny.
It led to some of the most satisfying sex they had ever had, but getting there through his girlfriend's bratty teasing was a trial each and every time. It had all started two weeks ago after the date that the Ogre had tricked Monica into. The date itself had turned out to be unexpectedly harmless. Maybe Professor Pfeiffer was a creep who pursued younger women, but they had to be girls a lot easier to convince than Monica.
But even though Gus Pfeiffer had gotten nowhere, just the fact that Monica went out with another man had driven Sam into a jealous frenzy. A few days later, the first little taunts had started, and they had only ramped up since then, ever since Monica had discovered that they were a cheat code for drawing a little more rough dominance out of her boyfriend. Although Sam had told her to stop, even he had to admit he was giving her mixed signals. Every time she teased him, sparking sexual energy crackled between them, and it led to rough, amazing sex. So it was hard to blame Monica if she didn't think his annoyance was completely earnest.
Even from her brief, vague teasing this morning, Sam could feel the sexual tension blazing between. Their tongues tangled and hands explored each other's bodies. His cock was straining in Monica's hands, and he pressed forward harder as his arms pulled Monica close, trying to grind his length between her thick thighs.
But, much to Sam's annoyance, Monica squirmed out of his grasp, pulling away from the kiss. He stared at her with an exasperated expression, only to be met with an apologetic smirk and a shrug. "Sorry, Tiger," she said lightly as she jumped up out of bed. "It's shark week, I'm afraid."
Sam usually found his girlfriend's euphemism for her time of the month pretty cute, but he was way too frustrated this time to find it amusing. "Seriously?" he groaned, rolling onto his back and rubbing the heels of his hands into his eyes with his boner stiff enough to tent both his boxers and the sheets. "Then what did you get me all riled up for?" It felt like a major break from the routine they had established over the past two weeks. Instead of the dominant sex that usually broke the tension Monica's teasing caused, he had been denied.
"Yeah... sorry, that is kind of fucked up," said Monica, the wind going out of her sails a little bit as she realized exactly how frustrated her boyfriend was. She sat back on the bed again, gently touching his shoulder with a genuinely apologetic expression. "I should have held back a little... you know, considering."
Sam uncovered his eyes and tried not to be too mad. Monica got carried away sometimes with her jokes. It was just part of the package deal with all the other stuff that made her an awesome girlfriend. "It's fine," he sighed, trying to move past it. "But maybe we should just stop doing that kind of teasing altogether, you know? It's sort of embarrassing." He felt the embarrassment even more keenly now that sex was off the table... His girlfriend's joking quips felt twice as sharp when he couldn't silence her with his cock afterward.
Monica ignored the suggestion, but her hand slid down his chest, beneath the sheets, and toward the tent he was pitching. Sam's breath caught as his eyes flicked back to her lovely face, surrounded by her wet, hanging hair. She was breathtaking in the warm morning light sneaking in around the curtains. "Tell you what, Tiger," she said with a little heat creeping back into her voice. "I can take care of you right now. A sweet, loving handjob from your pretty girlfriend with absolutely no teasing."
Her hand paused at the waistband of his boxers, which she pulled up to lightly snap back down on his belly. "Orrrr, you can be a good, patient boy for me, and I'll do something a lot more spicy for you tonight after we get home from Gaming Club."
Sam eyed her dubiously. He couldn't help but notice that she hadn't promised there would be no teasing during whatever "spicy" thing she had planned for later.
...but he also knew that whatever she had in mind would probably be a lot better than a quick handjob before class. And, although he wouldn't admit it to her in a million years, even if her teasing was embarrassing, it was also incredibly hot.
"Maybe you can break out that cosplay outfit you have sitting in the back of the closet," he suggested hopefully, rolling away from her and getting out of bed himself. Monica let out a soft laugh. "How many times do I have to say it, Sam? I had the outfit made custom, and I don't want you to accidentally get cum on it. I shouldn't have even let you fuck me in it the first time."
Sam knew not to push that particular subject. He wasn't kidding about wanting Monica to bring the cosplay outfit into the bedroom again, but last time he had pushed, it had turned into an argument. He decided to change the subject. If he wasn't careful, she was just going to break into some more teasing talk, and that was the last thing he needed right now. "So, did you talk to Katie about the LAN setup for club today? Did she find enough Gameportals, or do we need to track down another console?"
Monica shook her head and sighed, stepping toward the mirror hanging over the bedroom door and picking up her hairbrush. "I guess it depends on how many people want to play. If the idea of an old-fashioned LAN splitscreen of Vertex 3 is boring to people, we're probably fine. But if people are interested..."
Sam nodded as he pulled on one of his many graphic tees. "I have a little time over lunch. I'll head over to Retro Paradise. They probably have a dozen Gameportals lined up gathering dust for like, twenty bucks or something."
"Come on," said Monica with a tone of exasperation, glancing at Sam in the mirror as she began to tame her stringy wet hair into silky smoothness. "You don't need to do that. What are we even going to do with it when we're done? It's a twenty-year-old console."
Sam came up behind her with a smile, and when he hugged her from behind, it was with only pure love in his heart, not the wild, intense heat that his jealousy had inspired in him the past couple of weeks. "Hey, what good is money if I can't spend a little to make my girl happy? We'll dig into some retro games together just the two of us. Well worth the money."
Monica turned to give him a sweet, simple little kiss over her shoulder as he hugged her from behind. "Oooh, ok big spender," she giggled. "You sure do know how to make a girl feel special. Go forth and hunt the wild retro console to provide for your poor, helpless woman at home. I guess that means that we won't be able to meet for lunch then. So I'll see you at Club."
"Uh huh," said Sam, kissing Monica on the cheek, then turning to pick up a discarded pair of jeans and hop into them. "I might be a minute late. I wanted to talk to Dr. Friedrichs after class today."
"Well maybe I'll have a special guest show up to fill in for you."
Monica's voice was light, but when Sam looked up sharply, her eyes were twinkling once again in the mirror. Despite how and why the teasing had started in the first place, Gus Pfeiffer hadn't been the subject of Monica's teasing over the past two weeks. Probably because it might feel a little too real; hitting too close to home with the actual situation that had happened. But that had to be who she meant when she talked about a special guest at the club. Monica was playing with fire now, and Sam's cock, which had finally begun to calm back down, rose back to full stiffness.
"Careful now," he said, his mouth suddenly dry. He was at a loss for other words. If he made too big of a deal about how she shouldn't use Gus to make him jealous, he knew from experience that that might just encourage her to do it more.
Luckily, Monica just smiled to herself and said, "You're right. I'm writing checks I can't cash again. I'll have to save my energy for later."
With that, they were forced to both fully commit to getting ready so they weren't late to class. A few minutes later, Monica was out the door, with Sam just a few minutes behind her. He still felt a little off balance from her latest barb, but he congratulated himself on not rising fully to the bait.
Now he just had to get through the day so that he could claim the reward that his girlfriend had dangled in front of his nose. Being denied sex still stung, leaving a lingering feeling of humiliated dissatisfaction lingering inside him as he started his day.
...
Gus scanned through the projects on his screen, taking note of the grades that his TA had assigned and making a few minute adjustments.
It was a little tedious, but Gus prided himself on being careful. He couldn't say he really cared all that much about being a good professor, but he did care about giving the impression that he was. And that meant not cutting corners too much, even when it would be easy. He could leave most of the grading to his assistants, but not all. His position as respected professor was too useful to him at the moment to risk it by getting sloppy.
And that also meant controlling himself in other ways. His TA Zoe leaned over the desk, doing her best to give him a look down her sweater as she practically purred, "Well, Professor? Does everything... look good?"
Gus pointedly ignored her latest embarrassing attempt to throw herself at him and stared straight into her heavily outlined brown eyes instead of down her shirt. "Yep, we're all good," he said briskly and professionally. "Great work as usual, Zoe. Next time you can just email them over and save yourself a trip."
Zoe's face crumpled in obvious annoyance, and she opened her mouth, like she was going to say something else... maybe make her offer a bit more explicit. Gus merely leaned back in his chair and raised his eyebrows at her, crossing his arms over his gut. "Well, Miss Cooper?" he asked stonily. "Will there be anything else?"
Finally the little slut seemed to take the hint, turning with her too-short skirt whirling and striding out the door, muttering something under her breath. Gus watched her plump ass wiggling as she left, his annoyance giving way to relief. If she had actually come on to him, he would have been forced to report it to the administration, and that would be a major headache.
It wasn't that he didn't want to fuck Zoe Cooper. Quite the opposite. She was a tall, pale minx with curves in all the right places and a sort of gothy aesthetic that really worked for her. True, she was a little too dumb for Gus to stay interested for long, but Gus had fucked girls way less hot and more dumb than her.
No, the issue was that she was his TA. Gus considered the university his hunting ground for young pussy, and, more importantly, the perfect mate. But that meant he had to follow the rules religiously. No messing around with girls he taught or supervised. Otherwise, he would have the goth bimbo under the desk right now, covering his cock and balls in black lipstick prints.
Gus's train of thought was interrupted by a text. He scooped up his phone; a faint smirk lit up his face as he opened it and saw that it was what he had been waiting for.
[I mean, I'm still not sure if the publicity is worth the expense. But what the hell, like you said, I owe you one. Send me the details, and we can make it work.]
Perfect. Soon Gus would have a little slut even hotter than Zoe Cooper beneath his desk, giving his cock and balls a worshipful tongue bath. And the fact that Monica was a lot smarter than his goth TA would only make it hotter.
Gus turned his chair and stared up at the clock. He had plenty of time to get to the meeting of the gaming club he was technically the faculty advisor for. He heaved himself up out of his chair and snapped his laptop closed, ready to depart with a spring in his step. The best thing about being a club advisor was that there were no rules against dating students in the club. He had triple-checked.
On the way across campus toward Gerhardt Hall, Gus could barely contain his excitement for what was to come. He had been patient so far. Monica and her little boyfriend hadn't heard a peep out of him in the two weeks since the date. It had been hard to wait. Gus had worked his way down the list of his little black book in the past week, pumping almost all of the hot young sluts he knew full of cum just to take the edge off. But it was worth the restraint. Giving Monica the impression she had nothing to worry about from him had been crucial.
But now that the young couple had cooled off, it was time for the next step forward. Gus had pulled a few strings from his old startup days, and he had the feeling that Monica was going to be more than willing to hear him out once she realized what he had in store.
And after I get my hooks in Monica, I can just throw my little black book away. When I'm through with her, she's going to be personally responsible for draining my balls on a daily basis.
In a matter of minutes, Gus was strolling through the open doorway of the media lab where the game club held its meetings. He repressed a twinge of distaste as he looked around the room at all the students absorbed in their games. He understood why he had been asked to supervise the game club a few years back, at least in theory. He was by far the most prominent professor in the computer science program. But the club president at the time had badly missed the mark in assuming that his aptitude for programming made Gus a fan of video games.
Gus had a theory. Every human was programmed to achieve. They had a drive to better themselves and accomplish something. Video games felt like they fulfilled that need, giving the player a little dopamine hit that told the player that they had accomplished something, but without any real accomplishment.
Gus preferred to keep his ambitions focused on the real world. He typically had nothing but disdain for those who wallowed in the world of placebo success.
Gus's searching eyes found his quarry across the room, chatting casually with a tall blonde. As he watched, Monica laughed unselfconsciously, her eyes shining and her silky chestnut hair bobbing as she made some passionate point. A spasm of intense hunger pulsed through Gus as his eyes flickered over her ripe young tits... the rounded, womanly curve of her hip... the swell of her round, squeezable ass. He had to have her. And he would. Today was going to bring him that much closer. Gus started across the room toward her, working hard to keep the predatory hunger he felt boiling up inside him from reaching his expression.
Monica was different from these other pathetic gamers. Gus could sense a spark of quick intelligence and steely ambition in her that most girls her age didn't possess. She wasn't perfect, of course. Not yet. She needed an older, wiser man to mold her into the perfect woman she could be. Not just in life, but in bed too. Gus relished the prospect of turning her into a pathetic slut in bed, thirsty for thick, throbbing older cock.
Gus was in "well-behaved mentor" mode today, but as he approached Monica he couldn't stop his eyes from dipping downward temporarily to soak in the sight of her lovely body once again. Petite and curvy. She was designed by God himself to please cock with her wicked little figure. It was such a fucking waste that her perfectly sculpted body was put into the hands of her dorky little loser of a boyfriend on a nightly basis.
But all in good time. She wouldn't be receptive to a straightforward pursuit at this point. That was why he had formulated his strategy so carefully to be ready for this next step.
The eyes of the tall blonde talking to Monica grew wide as she saw Gus approaching, and she must have said something to Monica, because Gus's future mate turned toward him with a look of mild surprise on her pretty face.
Gus was all prepared to give her the friendly disarming speech he had prepared... but then Monica did something interesting that Gus didn't anticipate. Her eyes left Gus, staring past him somewhere across the room. A quick glance told Gus that she was looking toward her boyfriend, who was sitting on a couch deeply engrossed in one of the juvenile games he so enjoyed. For a second, Gus was worried that Monica was looking for help, still intimidated by her professor despite his best efforts to seem non-threatening. But when he looked back toward her face, Monica's lips were pulled upward into the faintest of smirks.
The response made no sense to him, but Gus knew better than to pause awkwardly when he was working a scheme. He would just have to press on and feel out exactly what was going on in this girl's head.


"Good to see you, Monica," he said with his grade-A, thousand-watt smile, acting the part of the helpful professor to a T. "I was hoping we could discuss a little club business. I was thinking a lot about what you told me last week, and I think I might have an exciting opportunity for you."
Monica's deep blue eyes finally tore away from her boyfriend across the room and met his, sending a little zip of excitement through Gus. His mind immediately imagined those beautiful eyes looking up at him as she knelt at his feet, preparing to suck his cock. He had to will himself to stay calm. God, this little minx was hot. "Oh? Yeah, sure, let's talk," said Monica easily, leaning back against the table she had been standing near and crossing her arms under her breasts in a way Gus had to force himself not to look at. "Katie, can you give us a minute?"
Katie, the blonde that Monica had been speaking to, looked bewildered by the request, and although he hid it much better, Gus was nearly as surprised as she was. He had hoped that Monica had stopped registering him as a threat after he played nice on the date, but he had expected her to insist on a friend or maybe even her boyfriend staying with her for this conversation. As Katie reluctantly walked away, Monica's eyes slid past Gus once again, seeking out Sam across the room, and once again that ghost of a smirk pulled at her full lips.
It was almost like she wanted Sam to notice that she was over here talking to her dirty old professor...
Gus's mind chewed on that, but his mouth continued with his original plan in a smooth, even tone. "I was thinking a little more about how you wanted to start a competitive gaming branch of the club, and I thought, hey, that's actually something I can help with for once."
That finally pulled Monica's attention fully away from her boyfriend. Her eyebrows shot up in pleased surprise. "Oh really? I didn't think you were listening when I talked about that. But you don't really know anything about competitive gaming. How are you planning to help?" Her tone was still a little wary, but it was miles better than the open disgust and hostility she had once held for him. Gus was thrilled that he had successfully made himself seem less threatening since the date.
"Well, you're correct there," said Gus with a self-deprecating chuckle. "I don't know my ass from my elbow when it comes to video games. But I do know money, and I know that in order to go to competitions, you need transportation, hotel rooms, team jerseys... maybe even upgraded mice and keyboards if you really want to give it your all."
Monica looked a little disheartened. It was obvious that the same thing had occurred to her. Finding people willing to give competition a shot might not be that hard, but if she had been asking them to pay their way as well, that had probably been a hard sell. "Well... yeah," she admitted. That's true." A flicker of curiosity flashed through her innocent blue eyes. "But you think you've found a solution...?"
"I don't think, I know," said Gus confidently. He judged that now was an appropriate time to be just a little bit bolder. He leaned forward as if he was going to tell Monica a secret, even though there was no particular reason that other people shouldn't know. Monica took the bait, leaning closer as well, until they were right in each other's personal space. Gus imagined pulling her closer, claiming her sweet lips with his own in front of everyone while his hands roamed her body. He stuffed the impulse down. All in good time.
Monica didn't even realize the proximity between them she was so focused on what he was saying. "I've gotten your new team a sponsorship!" said Gus warmly. "I'm old buddies with the CEO of Zizzle, and he's over the moon for the idea."
Monica looked like she couldn't believe her luck. "No way! Zizzle... the dating app? He really wants to sponsor us? Like, for everything? Hotels and a bus and... you know, everything?"
"The whole enchilada," said Gus with a trace of smugness, relishing the giddy excitement that Monica was clearly experiencing. If she connected him with that feeling enough times, she wouldn't even remember that she used to think he was a dirty old creep. He would just become the guy who snapped his fingers and got her whatever she wanted. "You put the app name and logo on your jerseys, and you're good to go."
Monica bit her lip and bounced a little in adorable excitement... a movement that made her tits jiggle enticingly. She was so happy she didn't even notice the swift glance that Gus shot toward her full chest. Gus made a mental note to have Monica wrap her big, round funbags around his cock as soon as he had charmed her into bed.
"Oh my God, that's going to make this sooo much more doable! Thank you so much, professor!" For a second, Monica spread her arms. It looked like she wanted to hug Gus. Then she thought better of it, just smiling awkwardly and letting her arms fall to her sides instead. She might be happy now, and much less intimidated by him, but Gus knew the young woman didn't truly like or trust him.
Baby steps. Gus pretended not to notice the awkward consideration of a hug followed by the obvious snub. "Don't mention it," he said warmly. "Consider it my apology for being such a useless club advisor for so many years."
Just then, Monica's eyes flicked past him across the room once again, and, just like before, Monica got distracted. Gus glanced over in the direction she was looking to see that her little lover boy had finished his game and was staring over at them talking with an expression of almost comical horror. And yet... Monica didn't have a look of concern or guilt on her face when she saw how upset Sam was. The little smirk at the corner of her lips was there again, and her eyes sparkled with mischief as Sam got up off the couch and began rapidly crossing the room toward them.
No... it couldn't be. Monica certainly seemed like she could be a little brat sometimes, but there was no way that she would actually treat the young guy she thought she loved like that... could she?
But Gus trusted his instincts. He probably only had a second until the boyfriend got close enough to hear what they were saying. There was a time to be patient and hold back, and there was a time to seize opportunity and pounce. If he just pushed a little bit more, he could confirm the exact nature of the strange tension between Sam and Monica that he sensed.
"Uh oh," he said in a low murmur. "Here comes your man. Hope he doesn't think that we were setting up another date."
The little quip could have gone badly. It could have set Gus back weeks if Monica took it the wrong way. But Gus's instincts paid him off richly this time. Monica's eyes stayed locked to her approaching boyfriend, but Gus's joke surprised a wicked little giggle from her, as if she was sharing his joke at her boyfriend's expense, if only subconsciously. It was music to Gus's ears.
But he didn't have time to follow up on Monica's intriguing response to his test of the waters, because Sam approached and slid his arm around his girlfriend's waist, pulling her tight against his waist and glaring at Gus with obvious hostility.
It was clear that the date and its aftermath hadn't improved the little guy's opinion of Gus. In fact, he seemed more on edge around the older professor than ever, and if Gus's developing understanding of the situation was correct, he knew exactly why that was.
"Hey babe," said Sam in a tight, controlled voice, an unconvincing smile painted on his face. "What are you two talking about?"
"Nothing important, Tiger," said Monica, the smile growing on her face as she snuggled into her boyfriend and laid a hand on his chest. Monica's coy answer and overall cheeky attitude all but confirmed the suspicion growing in Gus's mind.
Enjoy having Monica to yourself while it lasts, pretty boy. She's going to get a taste of a bigger, better cock soon enough.
"Just a little club business," said Gus briskly. Nothing good could come from continuing this conversation. Sam was too on edge, and Monica seemed to relish throwing fuel on that fire. If Sam blew up, Gus was sure that Monica would take her boyfriend's side at this point. Better to make a graceful exit. "I have my office hours next week between two and four Tuesday and Thursday," he said in a warm, professional tone to Monica, pretending that Sam didn't exist. "Stop by then, and we can hash out the details." Despite not wanting to provoke Sam too badly at this point, Gus couldn't help prodding the bear a little by speaking in vague terms.
"I will, professor," said Monica sweetly, acting a lot more friendly now that her boyfriend was watching.
With that, Gus turned and retreated, leaving the two little naive lovebirds to discuss what had just happened. And he was certain they would. Because Monica, that bratty little minx, had apparently turned her boyfriend's jealousy into a game. And if Sam's flustered reaction was any indication, it was a game that Monica usually won.
Gus couldn't believe his luck, and this time, as he walked across campus toward where he had parked his Rivian R1S, he couldn't conceal the evil grin that lit up his face. The two young lovers probably didn't realize they were playing with fire by introducing that sort of jealousy play into their relationship, but it was good news as far as Gus's plans were concerned. He couldn't say he was thrilled with a little brat like Monica using him as a pawn in a sex game with her boyfriend. But that was the thing about games... if you didn't understand the rules, it was easy to lose control. Monica didn't realize that by putting Gus on the board, it gave him more power to influence her and her wimpy little boytoy.
But it was too early to stick his foot directly in that situation right now. He had already made a strong move with the sponsorship. He would just have to observe the situation further and see how he could turn it to his advantage.
As he got into his SUV and pulled out of his premium parking space, Gus Pfeffier was feeling confident in his chances for success. As long as he took this carefully, step by step, Monica was as good as his already.
God, he needed to cum... as Gus drove back to his cold, sterile apartment, he ran through his list of options in his mind to take care of his inflamed libido. Maybe Faith and Jenna at the same time? They were both freaky little sluts. They would probably be into it. Two women at once still wouldn't give him the satisfaction that sinking his thick cock into Monica's cheating pussy would... but it might get him close enough for tonight.
...
"So what were you two talking about during the meeting?" asked Sam, doing his best to sound casual.
Monica had to hold herself back to avoid laughing. She really couldn't handle how cute her boyfriend was when he was jealous. She was in an excellent mood, not just from teasing her poor man, but from the exciting news from Gus as well.
She had to admit that she had been wrong about Gus. He was still a pervert who ought to know better than to go after younger women, obviously. But he was a lot more harmless than he seemed at first, and now it seemed like he could actually use his powers of wealth and connections for good!
But maybe the best thing about the old creep was the effect that he had on Sam.
"Hm? I don't know who you mean," said Monica innocently, leaning her head on Sam's shoulder and squeezing his hand as the bus jolted over a pothole. "Katie? I was trying to convince her to join the competitive team I'm putting together, as usual. She's been getting a lot better at Strike Team 4."
"You know that's not what I meant," said Sam with a touch of impatience creeping into his voice.
Monica looked up at him and batted her eyelashes, feeling a little thrill go through her as she saw how flustered and annoyed he was getting. "Well, I'm afraid you're just going to have to spell it out for me, then, Tiger." She knew she had really been pushing her boyfriend's buttons these past few weeks ever since that stupid date with Gus had exposed his glowing weak point, but she just couldn't help it. It wasn't in her nature to leave buttons unpushed. And besides, the way he got all horny and possessive and fucked her rough made her wet just to think about. If she wasn't on her period, he would be getting the ride of his life tonight.
Sam pursed his lips, blushing. He was clearly hoping that he could just clear up his insecurity around Gus by casually asking, but he should have known it wouldn't be that easy. If he was jealous over her talking to the Ogre, she was absolutely going to make him spell it out.
"Gus," said Sam finally, looking away out the window. "You were talking with Gus. What was it about?"
Ooh, fuck. And now there was a hint of steel in his voice. Monica could feel a little crackle of horny energy pulse through her as Sam stared into her eyes. He was so sexy when he got all serious. Could anyone blame her for pushing him when it made him man up like this? Without even thinking about it, Monica gave in to temptation and pushed a little further. What had Gus joked about when Sam was coming over? That might be an interesting angle to explore.
"Oh, that?" she said innocently, dropping her hand to trace up and down Sam's thigh. "Nothing to worry about, Tiger. Gus was just asking me if I wanted to go out on another date."
Monica felt her boyfriend go tense for a moment, his mouth falling open in shock. It was so adorable. It was like he lost all ability to tell if she was joking when she teased him about other men. "He... a date?" he asked hoarsely. Then he caught on and rolled his eyes impatiently. "Very funny. I know you would never go on another date with that creep, babe."
Monica chuckled, her hand growing a little higher as she continued rubbing her boyfriend's thigh. "How can you be so sure, hotshot? He got me to agree to a date the first time after all. And besides, I never said that I agreed to go... at least, I haven't yet."
Sam let out a breath through his nose, looking even more annoyed. "Monica," he said warningly, "You're going a little too far with this joke. Maybe you should take a deep breath and think about this."
Monica sighed internally. Sam was probably right. Like they said earlier, she was winding him up without the promise of sex later, although she had every intention of giving him a nice blowjob when they got home. One of the main reasons she enjoyed this new kind of teasing was that it made Sam fuck her hard, and that just wasn't on the table. But she couldn't resist one parting shot; she slipped her little hand under the baggy hoodie covering her boyfriend's lap and gave his crotch a little squeeze. "Oh, you keep saying that, babe," she said with a laugh, "but I bet that you're rocking a chubby under..."
Her voice trailed off, replaced by an open-mouthed grin of amused delight. She was wrong; Sam wasn't just half-erect. He was sporting a full-grown, throbbing stiffy. From just a little light teasing about the pervy old professor.
Monica's decision to back down and lay off her poor boyfriend a little was immediately reversed. This was something she absolutely had to investigate. "Oh my God, Tiger," she giggled, wrapping her fist around the throbbing spike of desire pressing up through his jeans. "I thought you said that you didn't like my little jokes. But it seems like one part of you likes getting teased a lot."
"That's... it's just because..." muttered Sam miserably, squirming back from her grasping hand. His sudden spike of bravado had drained away, making him look painfully embarrassed. No matter how much she loved it when Sam was a big, tough man for her, acting all strict and possessive, this sudden turn toward bashful embarrassment was fascinating to Monica as well. Sam was normally cool, calm, and laid back, but Monica's discovery of his weakness for teasing was taking him on a rollercoaster of emotions that Monica was curious to explore.
"Because what?" she pressed, staring with fascination into Sam's grey eyes. Usually they were clear and confident, but right now they were clouded with troubled lust, making the fires inside Monica leap up a little higher. "Why does it turn you on that the Ogre is interested in your poor, sweet little girlfriend?" Monica was actually genuinely curious. Sam was hot whether he got angry and dominant or embarrassed, but she wasn't sure exactly what he got out of the deal. If she thought about Sam messing around with other girls, she got upset in a distinctly non-arousing way, so she couldn't quite wrap her head around the reaction.
Sam shook his head, looking out the window at the passing city to avoid her piercing gaze. "Fuck, Monica, I can't explain it. When I think of that creep with you, it just makes me feel crazy. Like I want to prove that you're mine. And also..." he trailed off and shook his head, not able to put whatever else he was thinking into words.
Monica felt like she was burning up even hotter than Sam was at this point. The fact that her teasing had caused this desperate arousal in him was like catnip to her. It was enough to make her do something a little reckless...
"Well, if you're still confused, I guess we have to explore this a little further," she whispered into his ear. Then her fingers slid up and began to unzip his jeans.
"Monica, what the fuck are you doing?" Sam whispered furiously, his eyes darting around the bus and his hands falling to his lap to try to push her away. Luckily, there was only one other person riding at this time in the evening, and the middle-aged woman was toward the front and utterly engaged in her phone. Monica kept her hands right where they were, refusing to be deterred. "Come on, Tiger," she whispered in his ear. "Just play along for now. You know it'll be fun."
She stared into Sam's eyes as he wavered. If he really pushed back here and refused, she would obviously back down. But Monica had the distinct impression that her boyfriend liked this teasing way more than he was willing to admit. His hands loosened on hers, then fell away. He didn't say anything, but he visibly swallowed, then nodded shakily.
I knew it. He wants this teasing after all.
Monica's fingers swiftly finished unzipping her boyfriend, then fished in his boxers and extracted his throbbing cock through the fly, making sure to keep it and her hand covered by his baggy hoodie. "Good boy," she purred softly, right into her boyfriend's ear. She could feel her man's rapid heartbeat, pulsing through his stiff cock, and her own pulse rose to meet it, thumping hard through her body. This whole thing was so... wrong. She knew it was. But that was what made it so hot. As her slim fingers wrapped around Sam's cock and began stroking his hot, velvety skin, she let the words bubble up out of her, saying whatever dirty things popped into her mind.
"Why do you think that Professor Pfeffier is so interested in me?" she asked in a wicked, teasing tone, her lips close enough to Sam's ear that they were nearly touching him. The bus turned, pressing Monica close to him. She squeezed his cock even harder, and, seeing he was too flustered and tongue-tied to even respond, said, "I mean... it has to be because he wants to fuck me, right?"
"What the fuck, Monica?" Sam's eyes had been squeezed shut, but at that they flew open and stared straight at her in disbelief, shocked that she would go there. His cock twitched so hard that Monica thought he might cum right on the spot. She paused for a second to make sure that didn't actually happen, but she wasn't finished yet. A second later she began stroking her boyfriend again, slow and loose, just enough to provide a little teasing pleasure.


"Don't act so shocked... we were both thinking it, weren't we? That dirty old pervert wants to strip off all my clothes and make me his little plaything."
Sam shook his head, his breathing ragged and his cock leaking precum onto his girlfriend's pumping fingers in the quiet, but public setting of the bus. Monica tightened her grip a little, moving faster. It would only be a few minutes until the bus reached their stop, and she was having too much fun to let Sam get off the hook just because they needed to get off.
A filthy thought occurred to her, and once it was in her head, she couldn't hold back.
"Do you think the ogre has a big cock?"
Sam groaned. "Monica..." he said in his warning voice that meant he was at the end of his rope. But the cock in Monica's hand told her all she needed to know. Her boyfriend was as hard as steel and leaking precum like a faucet. If she kept pushing him, he was absolutely going to cum. Monica's stomach roiled with the delicious taboo filthiness of the moment as she realized that that was exactly what she wanted. She was going to jerk off the love of her life in public until he came all over himself. And she was going to do it while dirty talking about a man he hated. It was soooo bad... and somehow it was making her feel just as turned on as him.
"What?" she breathed in a mock innocent voice as her hand picked up speed, squishing with precum. "It's a genuine question. With those broad shoulders and big hands... He kind of looks like he's packing a monster, doesn't he? It's a good thing I would never, ever consider cheating on you, because he might break a poor little girl like me."
Sam seemed beyond words. His eyes and mouth were shut tight again, and hot breath whistled through his nose. Monica could tell that he was right on the edge of cumming, and she held him there, slowing down and speeding up... loosening her grip and tightening it, doing her best to keep him right on the ragged edge of orgasm. "You didn't answer my question, Tiger," she whispered into his ear as her slim hand continued her torturous, teasing handjob. "Tell me. Do you think our club advisor has a big fucking cock? Or not?"
"Monica," gasped Sam, squirming in his seat as the pleasure got to be too much for him. "Ease up a little. If you aren't careful, I'm going to fucking...."
"Good," hissed Monica, her hand moving faster, and her heart beating a wild rhythm in her chest. Her whole body pulsed and sang with adrenaline. This was the craziest sexual thing she had ever done, and it thrilled her to her core. "I want you to. I want you to cum for me, Tiger. But before that, I want your fucking answer. Don't make me ask again. Do you think Gus Pfeiffer has a big dick?"
"Fuck! Yes!" hissed Sam, his hand gripping Monica's thigh convulsively as his cock shot hot squirts of semen upward into his hoodie. Monica continued milking him, her body burning and pulsing with a strange new lust she had never felt before. The gooey heat of his semen dripped down over her fingers.
"That..." said Sam in a dazed voice, his grey eyes still hazy with confused desire. "Was so fucked up.
"Oh my god, it was, wasn't it?" gushed Monica, biting her lip in excitement. "But you know you fucking loved it." Her boyfriend might have gotten a little relief with his climax, but she was still burning up. It was a shame that she didn't like to have sex on her period, or she would make Sam fuck her all night long when they got back. She pulled her hand out from under the baggy hoodie that had hidden the illicit handjob, and considered wiping it off on her pants. But she discarded that idea almost immediately. Even if their apartment was close to the bus stop, she didn't want to walk around with cummy pants. And besides, she thought that Sam deserved something a little more titillating, since he had allowed the embarrassing public handjob.
Maintaining eye contact with her boyfriend, Monica raised her dripping hand to her face and extended her pink tongue, using it to performatively lick the thick, pearly sperm from her fingers. Sam watched in stunned silence, clearly fascinated. Monica wasn't one to eat cum usually. In fact, she had to keep herself from wrinkling her nose at the smell and taste now. But the look on Sam's face was worth it.
Monica had been furious when that date with the Ogre happened two weeks ago, but she had to admit that the kinky new horizons it had opened in her sex life with Sam were exhilarating.
The bus was pulling up to their stop, and Sam shook himself, wincing as he reached under his hoodie to stow his deflating cock back in his pants. "Shit," he said weakly. "What the fuck am I going to do? I'm covered in fucking cum." Unlike Monica, he did choose to wipe off the leftover cum from his hand onto his pants.
The bus screeched to a halt, and Monica bounced up onto her feet. She held out a hand to help her boyfriend stand, giggling and saying, "Oh, come on now. It's like a five-minute walk from the bus stop. It's not like anyone is going to notice the inside of your sweater is all jizzy in that time." She wrinkled her nose a little, unable to resist getting one last little tease in. "They might smell it though."
Sam rolled his eyes, but despite still seeming shell-shocked by the intense, unexpected sex play, a smile tugged up the corner of his lips. "Very funny," he said grudgingly, accepting her hand and getting to his feet, hunching over awkwardly over the mess beneath his sweater. "I can't believe we fucking did that."
Monica was a little relieved that he used the word "we". Now that her erotic fever was fading away, she realized that she may have gone off the rails a little there. She gave her boyfriend a kiss on the cheek and gestured toward the retro console that he had stowed beneath the seat. "Don't forget the Gameportal, Tiger. You promised me an evening of retro gaming, and I intend to collect." Sam shook his head and chuckled, picking up the console so they could hurry off the bus.
...
After Sam had cleaned himself up a little, they spent the rest of the evening just like they had planned, exploring the game catalog of the old console Sam had purchased.
"I can't believe they stopped making Dragon Magician games," said Monica as she snuggled right up into her boyfriend, her legs over his lap and her head on his shoulder as her eyes focused on the screen and her fingers clicked rapidly over the old, worn controller. "It was such a classic."
Sam's writhing dragon swirled across the screen, firing projectiles from its mouth, but it was clear that he simply wasn't at his girlfriend's skill level. She was going to make it to the end of the level, and he wasn't. But that was fine. Sam just enjoyed her company... the faint appley smell of the shampoo in her hair and the feeling of her warm body pressed against his. He didn't need to have sex with her to feel close to her. It was simple, warm moments like this that made their bond feel special. There was no one else that Monica would snuggle up with and spend the evening on an old game that no one played anymore. It was something special that they shared just between them.
In the end, it didn't matter if Gus Pfeiffer had a big cock, and Sam knew it. He and Monica were perfect for each other. For the moment, Sam felt at peace, and the jealous angst he had been feeling faded into the background. He kissed the top of Monica's head and pulled her tight to his body. "I love you, babe," he murmured, not even noticing as his dragon crashed and burned on the screen.
"You're going to make me loseeee," whined Monica, squirming in his arms. But after another minute of intense concentration on the game, she tossed the controller aside and turned her face up to kiss him. "Ok, ok, sorry," she said with a grin. 'You know better than to interrupt me when I'm on a hot streak. But I love you too, babe."
Her finger rose to trace the game logo on the fresh hoodie that Sam had donned. "Don't ever doubt it, ok?" she said shyly, displaying a rare moment of vulnerable sincerity. "I know that I can be a lot to handle sometimes. I've always been one of those girls who tries to mess with the guys she likes. In elementary school I used to kick my crush's shins, like, every day at recess."
"My shins are feeling a little kicked right now..." admitted Sam with a chuckle. "But you know I can handle your teasing, babe. I always have before." he was putting on a tough face, but he knew that this was the right answer. What was he supposed to do, say that the teasing hurt his feelings too much? It would have been hard to swallow, considering her teasing had also made him cum in public.
"That's why you're the perfect guy for me," said Monica happily, kissing him again then reaching up to ruffle his hair. "Now... let's get back to the game. I'm going to need you to start pulling your weight. You can't just leave me to deal with the second half of every level. So get good, Tiger."
The rest of the evening passed in cozy, romantic closeness, with no more teasing, just fun and video games and affection.
...
Despite that calm he had felt the evening after the bus handjob, Sam found himself frowning and staring into space a lot over the next few days. If he wasn't careful, he would find his cock rising to half-stiffness as he remembered how Monica had teased him over the brink on the nearly-deserted bus.
It had been hot. There was no denying that. Sam hadn't just cum from the sensation of Monica's hand pumping up and down his cock. He still didn't understand why, but when Monica talked about the Ogre, it just reached deep into his brain and flipped a switch. Actually, she didn't even need to talk about it. Even just seeing them talking earlier that day had been enough to trigger him.
But even if Monica talking about their pervy old professor was hot (God, even admitting that to himself made Sam flush with embarrassment), Monica had gone way too far on that bus. It was like discovering Sam's embarrassing new kink had awakened a thirst inside her that she couldn't quench. In the days since then, she had tested the waters with more little passing comments about Gus. So far, Sam had been able to shrug off the little barbs, but he knew that part of it was that she was just playing nice until they could have sex. It was only a matter of time until Monica really teased him again, trying to set him off and bait him into putting her in her place with rough fucking.
It sounded hot... but Sam was also becoming aware of a growing pressure in his mind. A feeling of buzzing, angry inferiority. He knew that Monica was only teasing him, and that she would never actually cheat on him. But Gus? Gus was dead serious in his pursuit of Monica. Sam was certain of it. And that certainty only hardened after Monica finally let slip what she and the Ogre had actually been talking about.
"Can you imagine it, babe?" she asked breathlessly, grabbing his arm excitedly as he spooned her from behind. "My dream is actually going to happen! I mean, Gus might be an asshole, but he really came through here!" She was so excited that, for once, she didn't take the opportunity of Gus coming up to tease Sam. He was grateful for that, at least. But the fact that Gus had invited Monica to meet with him regularly at his office sent a cold thrill of jealous terror spiralling through his heart.
"I... don't know," said Sam slowly, his mind rioting with images of his girlfriend all alone in an office with the hulking professor. "I mean... do you really want to work that closely with a guy like that? You know he isn't just doing it out of the goodness of his heart."
"Oh yeah?" said Monica in a mischievous voice, rubbing her butt back against his crotch in a way that immediately sent a surge of blood straight to his cock. "Why exactly do you think he's helping me out then?"
Sam could see where this was going, so he immediately tried to cut his girlfriend off from her train of thought before he got too horny to stop her. "I'm serious, babe," he insisted. "It might not be smart to accept any help from him. He isn't someone you should trust."
Monica wiggled out of his arms and turned to face him, an annoyed look painted across her delicate features. "Ok. If you want to be serious, let's be serious. I think that this spicy little roleplay we have going on is really fun. But it's not attractive for you to take your jealousy too seriously. I honestly don't really care what Gus's motivations are. If he can make the competitive gaming team happen this year, before I graduate and lose my chance for good, then that's a chance I'm willing to take."
"But..." spluttered Sam, "you know that old perv is just getting you to meet him in his office so he can try something."
Monica rolled her eyes. "Oh come on now, Sam. He had the best chance he would ever get in the back of that dark cab, and he didn't do anything! I have no doubt that he will try to flirt with me, but trust me, I have experience dealing with flirtation I'm not interested in."
Sam just stared at her, stunned. She wasn't teasing right now; she was being totally serious. And she was saying that she knew Gus was probably interested in her, and might try to convince her to be interested in him, and she planned to go to his office alone anyway. For some fucking reason, Sam's cock was still stiffening in his pants.
Monica's frown deepened as she studied her boyfriend's expression. "Sam... you know that, no matter how much I tease you, I would never actually want anything to do with that creep, right? I thought you understood I was just dirty talking."
Sam let out a breath, his guts roiling with anxiety and strange lust as he remembered the professor's face, grinning across the room at him as he talked to Monica. "I'm just worried about you," he said, reaching up to tuck a strand of Monica's hair behind her ear in a tender gesture.
Monica sighed and pulled her boyfriend into a hug. "I know you are, baby. But you also need to trust me. I'm not some wide-eyed naive innocent. Gus can't charm his way into my pants, because the only one I want is you. So don't worry so much, ok?"
As she pulled away, Sam saw the bratty glint in her eyes and sensed that the temporary truce they had called to have a serious discussion was now over. Monica confirmed his fears a moment later when she said, "And that's why it won't be a big deal if he asks me out on another date, right, Tiger? You know that I'll turn him down when it really counts. I mean... probably, at least."
She let up on him a few minutes later, but by then, the opportunity for sincere discussion was gone. Sam still wasn't exactly comfortable with the idea of Monica meeting Gus regularly, but, even when putting the teasing aside, Monica had laid out her opinion in stark terms: she could deal with any unwanted advances perfectly well, and she was willing to put up with a one-sided flirtation if it meant her dream coming true. Also, no matter how turned on she was by Sam's jealousy when it came to the bedroom, she had no patience for any resistance from him that might actually control her behavior in the real world.
Sam felt a little trapped. He was turned on by his girlfriend's teasing, but he still felt like things were getting quickly out of hand. And because he got so flustered and horny when she pressed him, it was hard to speak up in the moment.
The fact that they hadn't had sex in a few days didn't help either. Normally, he would just get so frustrated and annoyed that he would fuck Monica hard and release all of his negative emotions at once. The temporary pause in their sex life had made that impossible. As Tuesday approached, the first day when he knew that Monica was going to go meet with Gus during office hours, Sam felt more and more pressure building up inside him, until he thought he might explode.
And so, Sam decided that he would let off some of his steam at the gym on Monday evening. He didn't hit the gym all that often, although like every student he had access to it as part of his tuition. Mainly he got his exercise through jogging, but tonight, he felt like lifting weights until his muscles burned and he stopped thinking about the idea that Gus might be coming after his girlfriend.
Sam hadn't lifted weights since high school, and he had only done it then because it was what his older brother had always done. But it was like riding a bike. Once he got started on a few sets, the dull throb of arousal and suspicion in the back of his mind calmed down, smoothed and moderated by the burn in his muscles. It was just the relief that Sam had wanted. He planned to get himself nice and tired, then go home and get a good night's rest. Monica was dead set on going to her meeting with Professor Pfeiffer tomorrow afternoon, but she said that she would be ready to have sex with him afterward. Sam was looking forward to it, but he also anticipated a lot of teasing. He wasn't sure if that made him more anxious or horny. Right now, he let those thoughts flow out of his head as he sank back into the familiar rhythm of lifting.
It seemed like it had been an inspired decision that would finally give him an outlet to release his stress...
Right up until he saw the Ogre.
Gus Pfeiffer swung open the door from the basketball court. A dark semi-circle of sweat stained the front of his loose grey tank-top, and his face was red and shiny. As Sam watched, he unscrewed the top of a water bottle and held it under the bottle filler at the drinking fountain just outside the doors. It wasn't unusual to see a professor at the campus gym, so Sam knew there was no reason to be shocked. But still, it was like the source of all of his anxieties had stepped out of his mind into reality.
Sam didn't realize he was standing up from the weight bench until he was up and already striding across the gym, his legs shaking with adrenaline and his hands bunched into fists.
It wouldn't do good to confront the smug prick, but Sam couldn't hold back. From the beginning, Gus had been disrespecting him. Even setting aside the fact that he was going after a college girl much too young for him, Gus had flirted with Sam's girlfriend as if he didn't exist. That was one of the main things that bothered Sam about the older prick. Gus didn't even seem to think of Sam as a rival. He thought Sam was so below his notice that he could be ignored completely.
Well, Sam wouldn't stand for it. He was going to win some of his dignity back right here and now, and prove to the Ogre that he couldn't just be ignored.
Gus looked up just as Sam reached him. His eyebrows shot up a little, but he took his time screwing on the lid of his water bottle before turning and addressing the clearly furious younger man. "Hey buddy," he grunted, taking a sip of his water and casually turning to move back toward the gym. "Anything I can help you with?"
Sam wasn't about to let him just walk away and ignore him again; he followed Gus through the door into the gym, bristling with anger. "Yeah! Yeah, you can. You can leave my girlfriend alone!"
He had been loud enough that the group of guys playing a game of pickup basketball looked over, their conversation going silent. For a second, Sam felt embarrassed by their attention... but he reminded himself that Gus was the one who ought to be ashamed of himself right now. He couldn't back down.
Gus gave Sam a flat, unimpressed stare, utterly unintimidated and unashamed. They stood looking at each other silently for a moment, then the older man shook his head with an annoyed sigh. "Look... what's your name again?"
Sam felt his fingernails digging into his palm. "Sam," he said through clenched teeth.
"Listen, Sam, does your girl know that you're here having this little outburst? Do you think she would approve?"
That scored a direct hit, making Sam flush. He was certain that if Monica knew what he was doing right now, she definitely wouldn't approve. And the fact that Gus knew that as well didn't make him feel any better about it. "It doesn't matter," he insisted, trying to keep his voice calm. Normally cool confidence came easily to him, but this entire situation made it hard to remember what that felt like. "She's my girlfriend. I'm not just going to stand by and watch you pursue her."


There it was. Sam felt like he had pushed a heavy weight off his chest. Sam didn't think of himself as the kind of swaggering macho man who would get set off easily, but what sort of man would he be if he just sat back while this older creep tried to steal his girlfriend? It felt good to take a stand. He glared at the Ogre, itching for a confrontation.
Sam expected the older man to let out an evil laugh, or perhaps mock him as a stupid kid who didn't know anything. But Gus Pfeiffer surprised him. His broad, ugly face looked genuinely confused. "What? You think I'm after Monica? What gave you that impression?"
Sam narrowed his eyes, thrown off guard by the unexpected reaction. "You made her go on a date with you..." he said suspiciously.
Gus shrugged his massive shoulders, folding his thick arms to rest them on his belly. "Yeah, I did. It was a bust. Weren't you there watching most of it? She clearly wasn't interested. I have plenty of other prospects without chasing girls who dislike me."
Sam scoffed. The other men on the court had drifted a little closer, listening in on their public argument, and he was feeling a little bit under the spotlight. "Don't play dumb with me. You invited her to a private meeting in your office!"
Gus was shaking his head with an expression of pity on his sweaty face. "Listen here, Scott..."
"It's Sam!" At this point he felt like he was on the edge of snapping. This confrontation was starting to feel less and less like he was standing up for himself and more and more like he was an immature idiot flying off the handle. The group of middle-aged men behind Gus were looking at him like he was crazy.
"Ok, ok sorry," said Gus, holding up his hands placatingly. "Look Sam, I don't know if she told you this, but I invited your girlfriend to my office to discuss a sponsorship for the club. It's nothing nefarious."
"She... well yeah, she did tell me that," admitted Sam grudgingly. He felt like the situation was slipping away from him rapidly. One of the men behind The Ogre chuckled as he spun the ball on his finger. "But I know that that's just an excuse so you can get close to her!"
"Look, buddy," said Gus, drawing closer and suddenly throwing a heavy, sweaty arm over Sam's shoulder to get right up close to speak softly, "I don't know what to tell you. I gave up on trying to date Monica after the date went badly. I haven't approached her since then except for club business. Are you sure this isn't about... something else?"
Sam angrily wriggled out from under Gus's arm, his heart pounding and a fiery blush staining his face. "I have no idea what you're talking about!" he snarled. There was no way that Gus could know about the mixed-up sexual tension that had been crackling between him and Monica since the date, but somehow the hulking man's eyes twinkled knowingly.
Was Gus implying that it was all in his head? That Sam was somehow just imagining that Gus was after his girlfriend because of the insecurity and jealousy that the initial date had stirred up? No. No way. Sam shook his head a little, trying to get his mind straight. Gus was just trying to confuse him.
"I want you to stay away from Monica," he insisted, trying to sound serious and even a little intimidating. "Cancel your meetings. Whatever you have to do."
But Gus was already turning back to his friends with a smirk on his face. "No can do, Steve. What kind of club advisor would I be if I crushed her dreams like that?"
Sam couldn't for the life of him remember why he did what he did next when he thought back to this moment later in regret. Maybe it was just a desperate bid to get Gus to take him seriously. Maybe it was an effort to derail whatever scheme he thought Gus had cooking. Or maybe it was just an attempt to get back the feeling of equilibrium that he had lost ever since his girlfriend had agreed to a date with another man. But whatever reason it was, he opened his mouth and said,
"I heard you like bets... what if we play for it?"
Gus paused, turning to look back at Sam with a frown. "I'm not sure what you mean," he said in a low, dangerous voice.
Sam strode up and snatched the basketball from the balding man next to Gus. "Simple. One on one. First to ten. If I win, you tell Monica that you changed your mind and you'll be conducting all discussion about the sponsorship over email." It was a rash offer, but one that Sam felt reasonably confident in. He was younger than Gus, and although he had never played for the high school team like his older brother, Sam had hundreds of hours of practice on his backyard hoop growing up. Besides, Gus was a tub of lard. How hard could it be to run circles around him?
Gus turned fully back toward Sam, a considering look on his face. His eyes looked as cold and hard as iron as he stared down his nose at Sam. "No deal," he said gruffly. "I can see what you get out of it, but I don't think you have anything I want. Maybe I do like bets... but I don't take wagers when I can't win anything good."
His words were dismissive, but his tone was prompting. He wanted a counteroffer. A suggestion. And if he didn't get one, the older man would refuse to play ball and walk away, leaving Sam looking like an idiot. Sam froze for a second, his mouth suddenly dry. He knew that there was one thing that Gus wanted, no matter how much he pretended that he had given up.
It was the very thing that Sam had been terrified of for two weeks. It was what haunted him... and made his cock frustratingly stiff for reasons he still didn't understand. Sam felt the sudden, overwhelming need to stand up to his fears and shameful desires and defeat them. To put it all on the line and end his horny confusion once and for all.
Monica had loved it when he had taken charge and insisted that she was his alone. But he had lost that fire since that night after the date. For the past two weeks, he had been confused and anxious instead of confident and commanding. He needed to change that now. He needed to be a man and force Gus to back off, and if that meant taking a huge risk? Well, it was worth it to defend his pride, his relationship, and his woman.
"How about this..." he said, his voice sounding tinny and far away in his ears. "If you win, then you can take Monica on another date."
Gus's face broke into a wide, evil grin. "Are you sure that's what you want to bet, kid?" he asked in a low, oily tone.
Got you, you fucker. I knew that you hadn't actually given up.
"It doesn't matter what I bet. I'm going to win anyway." To Sam's relief, his voice sounded firm and confident again. He could almost imagine that the strange sexual funk he had been in was over. All he had to do was beat Gus, and he could go home to Monica the calm, laid-back guy that he had always used to be.
"Big words," grunted Gus. He snatched the ball from Sam's hands and dribbled confidently toward the half-court line. "Since you proposed the bet, I'll start. Sorry fellas, give me a second to trounce this kid, then we can get back to the game."
Sam took a deep breath and bent his knees slightly, keeping an eye on Gus and preparing to defend.
Gus rolled his neck, bounced the ball a few times, then thundered forward in a surprisingly fast drive. With Sam's slender body, it was like trying to stop the charge of a wild elephant. Just when Sam had sucked it up and spread his arms wide, determined to stop the heavier man's drive, Gus stopped dead and faded back for a perfect jump shot.
It sailed through the hoop with a swish. Nothing but net.
The men watching from the sideline whooped and clapped, and Gus pumped a fist, grinning over toward them. "That's two!" It looked like Sam had made a major miscalculation by thinking that Gus was too fat to have any skill on the court. Gus was pouring sweat, but he clearly had a lot of experience.
The older man caught the look of alarm on Sam's face and laughed, slinging the ball toward him and taking a wide-legged defensive stance between his opponent and the hoop. "Wasn't counting on me to know what I was doing, huh?" he asked with a lopsided grin. "Sorry to burst your bubble, but I played basketball every day on my lunch breaks when I had my company. Team-building exercise. Football was always my best sport, but I know more than enough about hoops to trounce a rank amateur."
"We'll see," said Sam grimly, checking the ball to Gus, then receiving it back. He flashed down the court, hoping to use his superior agility to slip past Gus and sink an easy layup. But Gus's massive reach made that harder than it seemed at first. It only took the huge man a pivot and step to get in Sam's way, and Sam was forced to retreat back up to the top of the key.
"Hmmm. Let me guess. You've had lots of practice with backyard basketball. Older brother maybe?" rumbled Gus, rolling his neck while keeping a close eye on his opponent dribbling a few feet away.
Sam had to bite his lip to keep from angrily responding. Sam had no idea how Gus could possibly have known that...
The Ogre let out a bark of a laugh. "I'm right on the money, aren't I? I knew it. You give off major little brother energy, Scott. Always trying to compete with bigger fish."
"Shut up," growled Sam, driving forward once again. But once again, Gus was able to pivot his much bigger body to cut off Sam's path easily. Sam did his best to imitate Gus's play and fade back for a jump shot, but the larger man stepped forward cleanly swatted the ball out of the air.
That was the moment that a creeping sense of disquiet crept through Sam, and he realized that winning might not be as easy as he thought.
The rest of the game was an exercise in humiliation. Sam didn't get shut out completely at least. As he had hoped, Gus started huffing and puffing and looking fatigued by the end of the game. But it was too little too late. When Gus swished his final shot through the hoop from the three-point line, Sam was still stuck at six points.
He had gambled big and lost. And he couldn't imagine the shit storm that he was about to stir up now that he had to somehow pay up.
After getting high-fived by his friends, Gus approached, a huge shit-eating grin spread across his blunt features. Sam felt like he couldn't breathe as his nightmare scenario unfolded. He had started out so confident, but now a hopeless dread gripped him. And the worst part was he could feel that strange jealous arousal coiling in his belly as he saw Gus's triumphant expression. Luckily it wasn't enough to actually give him a boner... Monica's presence still would have been required for that, but just the fact he felt it at all was intolerable.
"Time to pay up," Gus said jovially, his friends gathering behind him with matching grins. Sam even saw one man holding up a phone to record the interaction. "Because I won, that means that I get to take your pretty little girlfriend on another date, right?"
"Listen Professor," Sam said miserably, "I shouldn't have bet that. I made a mistake. Maybe we could work something out?" He didn't hold out much hope. Gus Pfeiffer was an evil bastard who couldn't be trusted.
That was why Sam was totally shocked when Gus threw back his head and laughed, then clapped him hard on the shoulder. "Ha! Relax, little guy! I'm not going to claim my prize. I told you, I'm not interested in Monica anymore. And besides, even if I was, I don't think she would be very happy about going on a date based on a date her boyfriend made."
Sam just stared at him in disbelief, not sure if he was joking. But there was no deception on Gus's ugly face, just stark, disrespectful mockery. Despite the embarrassment of getting talked down to by a man he despised, that annoyance was drowned out by a powerful wash of relief. Sam had stepped into the mother of all landmines, and somehow escaped unscathed.
It made him look at the professor in another light too. Sam still didn't like or trust the Ogre at all... but it seemed like he must be wrong about the old pervert being after Monica. Otherwise, why would Gus turn this down? Even if Monica was upset about two guys betting over her, she respected bets enough that Gus could probably convince her to go on the date. As humiliating as it was to admit, Sam had just been unreasonably paranoid and fixated on the jealous lust that Gus caused inside him.
As if echoing his thoughts, Gus pulled Sam closer by the back of his neck, his voice dropping to a rough whisper. "But you might want to think long and hard about why you wanted to bet that in the first place, little guy... I mean, everyone has their fetishes, but if you let that shit out in public, you might embarrass yourself."
Sam stiffened in horror as Gus just came out and said it. It was a word he had been avoiding thinking about in the past two weeks. He knew that it fit... his strange sexual jealousy when he thought about Monica and Gus wasn't some normal, wholesome sexual appetite. But he couldn't see himself as some pervert who had a jealousy fetish. And he certainly wasn't about to discuss it with Gus. Sam struggled out of Gus's grasp and turned toward the door, his face flaming. Despite his relief, he had an overwhelming desire to punch something... But he had embarrassed himself enough for one evening. It was time to retreat before he made another mistake.
Sam could hear the quiet laughter and murmurs about him as he walked stiffly out of the gym. It stuck with him on the bus ride home. Fetish? I don't have a fucking fetish. I'm just a little mixed up and confused because I'm so turned on by Monica. And I certainly don't want to see Monica and Gus interacting in any way.
That night he felt a little awkward and strained, and he could tell that Monica picked up on it. Well... at least he had been wrong about Gus trying to steal his girl. But he was still left with a lot to think about. Despite the fact that it was now obvious that Gus wasn't actually after Monica, it still made him feel vague anxiety that she was going to meet with him the next day...
...
"I guess I don't get it," said Mark as the door clicked shut behind the retreating college senior. "I mean, if I know you, you do want to fuck his girlfriend. Why not take the easy win and go out on another date with her?"
Gus flashed the weedy middle-aged man an unimpressed look. Mark was a facilities manager, not a professor like most of the men that joined the pickup games. And sometimes, it was easy to tell. "Think it through, dumbass," he said with a sigh. "If I take the date, the girl goes into it pissed. I confirm to the loser that I am someone he needs to worry about. That second date is probably the last time I speak to either of them, and I'm certainly not getting laid at the end of it."
Mark chuckled wryly, then checked the ball to Gus. "I guess that makes sense. But on the other hand, it sort of feels like you are going to be at a dead end if all you are trying to do is convince them that you're harmless."
"I'm not interested in discussing my love life with you, Mark," said Gus brusquely, dribbling forward to begin the play. The facilities manager was wrong, of course, although he didn't need to know that. The two lovebirds were discovering a brand new fetish. Provoking Sam's little outburst had given Gus exactly the angle of attack he needed to trap both members of the little couple.
All he had to do was set his trap tomorrow and wait for the two horny, naive idiots to walk right into it.
He could practically feel Monica's tight young pussy wrapped around his cock already.
...
By the time Tuesday rolled around, Monica was feeling a little frustrated. Sam had been weird the night before after getting back from the gym, and instead of having a nice relaxing evening together, things had felt tense and uncomfortable.
And Monica was frustrated in a different way too. She had been simmering with low-level horniness for the past few days, since she didn't like to have sex on her period. That was probably why she had been teasing Sam so relentlessly. But she had realized after thinking about it the night before that it wasn't just the lack of sex that was bothering her.
The sex they had after she got back from her date with Gus had been electrifying. Monica had been riding the high of that encounter ever since. She loved it when her man got all strong and dominant and possessive like that. That was why she had been teasing him since then. She was trying to get that same rise out of him, transforming him into a powerful, swoon-worthy force of masculinity. But Sam hadn't really been reacting that way to her teasing since that night. Even though it turned her on when he got all embarrassed and flustered, what she really wanted was for him to snap and put her in her place sexually.
It was probably just because they hadn't had a chance to have sex and he was holding back. Tonight she would pressure him with a little more teasing and see if she could get him to pin her down and fuck her senseless.
God knew she needed it. And she thought Sam did too. They needed some kind of catharsis after this massive buildup.
But before she could sort that out, she needed to meet with Professor Pfeiffer. Monica found herself not looking forward to it as she looked up Gus's office in the directory and made her way through the computer science building hallways. No matter what teasing words she had poured into her boyfriend's ear, Professor Pfeiffer was still not her favorite person. She wasn't really worried about him relentlessly pursuing her anymore. He had backed off after the date, after all. But that didn't change the fact that he was an arrogant blowhard who thought he was God's gift to women much younger than himself.
So she hoped this would be a short meeting.
Gus's office actually impressed her a little as she poked her head in the door and softly knocked. A lot of the professors' offices that she had visited in the past had been cramped spaces filled with old yellowing books and stacks of papers to be graded. Instead, Professor Pfeiffer's office was spacious and airy, with large windows that looked out on the campus, sleek, modern furniture, and art on the walls that looked like it had probably been expensive. The suspicions that Monica had about the college administration playing favorites were more than confirmed. She doubted any other professor on campus had an office this large and nice.
Gus looked up at her knock, and his broad face broke into a wide grin. He stood from his desk, gesturing her forward as she said, "Monica! Come in, come in. So good to see you. Ready to talk sponsorships?" For just a fraction of a second, Monica saw Gus the way she assumed that all the girls who fell for him had. As he extended an arm in welcome, she noted that it looked powerful and muscled. The smile on his face beamed, like there was no one else in the world he would rather see walking into his office. It was almost charming. Then Monica caught herself, remembering this was a creepy old professor, and the illusion dissipated as it had never been there.
She returned his greeting with a polite smile, sinking into the chair across from his desk. "Absolutely, Professor," she said briskly, trying to move the meeting forward as quickly as she could without being rude. That weird flash of seeing him in a different light left her feeling a little off-balance. "What info do you need from me?"
Gus leaned back in his chair, his dark brown eyes staring straight into Monica's for a moment. For a second, her heart skipped a beat, and she was worried that he planned to start flirting with her... something that Monica was totally opposed to if Sam wasn't here to see it so she could tease him. But instead, Gus's gaze softened a little, and he asked, "Ok, so I obviously understand the idea that you will be forming a team to play against other college students in video games. But other than that, I don't know the first thing about competitive gaming. If I'm going to be the go-between for you and the sponsor, I need to be up to speed. Give me the gist."


Monica sighed and glanced at the clock. It looked like this was going to be a longer meeting than she thought. She had told Sam that she would be back soon when she left. He would probably be frantic when she got back. Then again... maybe that was a good thing. "Ok, so every year, the Collegiate E-sports League, CEL for short, selects three games for competition well ahead of time. This year, they've picked Strike Team 4, a shooter, Ethereal Edge Zone, a MOBA, and Boostronauts, which is a physics-based brawler and sort of a wildcard pick. I'm good enough to represent us in EEZ, and Katie is really good at Strike Team, but finding someone who plays Boostronauts at the right level might be tricky."
Gus nodded his head. "Great. What's a 'MOBA'?"
Monica sighed. She wasn't going to be getting back to Sam any time soon.
...
The sun was already setting outside the large windows when Monica was finally wrapping up her meeting with Professor Pfeiffer. He had been perfectly pleasant the entire time, and in a way, his interest in Monica's expertise was flattering, but Monica was more than ready to go after spending a few hours in discussion with the older man. Something about being one-on-one with him caused a certain tension in her she couldn't quite explain. She stood with a smile painted on her face, ready to say a few formulaic words about how she was excited to be working on the competitive gaming project and to let her know what the next steps were.
But Gus stopped her, holding up his hand with an odd, intense expression on his face. "Hold on a moment, please, Monica. I know you're eager to get out of here as soon as you can, but there was one more... personal matter that I wanted to discuss with you."
Monica felt a wave of discomfort. Part of her had sensed this coming from the beginning of the meeting. There had just been a certain energy in Gus's eyes. She wasn't really worried anymore that Gus would pursue her aggressively, but the very fact that he was trying to bring up interpersonal stuff at all was sort of frustrating.
"Look, Professor, I would prefer if we keep our relationship strictly professional from now on. As I keep telling you, I have a boyfriend." She kept her voice calm but firm, and stared Gus straight in the eyes, making sure that there was no room for ambiguity. It was fun and oddly arousing to pretend to like Gus when she was talking to her boyfriend, but Monica would never pursue anything with Gus. She didn't want him to get the wrong impression. It would only encourage further attempts in the future.
But Gus didn't look angry or offended like she feared. He just chuckled, shook his head, and for some reason pulled out his phone. "I think you have the wrong idea," he said mildly, focusing on his screen for a second as he pulled something up. "It's your boyfriend that I needed to talk to you about actually."
He pressed play on his phone, then passed it across the desk to the confused young woman opposite him. It showed Sam on a basketball court, facing Gus. Both of them were sweaty and worn out, but Gus looked triumphant and Sam looked a little panicked. Her confusion only deepened as she watched the video, but now it was joined by a sense that something was wrong. That was definitely her boyfriend, but Sam had never told her about any confrontation with the Ogre.
"I don't understand," she admitted when the video ended. "Why are you showing me this? You two bet made a bet?"
Gus wore a sympathetic expression. "I'm afraid that your boyfriend had a little outburst, and in the heat of passion bet me another date with you that he could beat me at basketball. I won, but obviously I decided not to enforce the conditions of the bet. I'm not interested in a date that I won from a woman's boyfriend without her knowledge."
Monica opened her mouth, shut it, then watched the video again from the beginning. It made a lot more sense with Gus's explanation.
What the fuck? Sam bet Gus a date with me? And he didn't even tell me?
"Thanks for letting me know," said Monica sharply, sliding the phone back across the desk to him. "I think he and I have a lot of talking to do." She turned to go, boiling with confusion and frustration. She needed to get back to Sam and settle this. To find out what explanation he had for himself.
But once again, the older professor stopped her. "Listen, Monica... don't be too hard on the poor guy. I've been in a similar position myself. I understand why he bet me a date with you."
Monica paused in the doorway. She wanted to get back to Sam and hear what he had to say. On the other hand, she was totally lost at sea with this. Right now, any lifeline that could tell her what was going on was tempting. And it might save her from going off on Sam when she was confused and hurt. With a huff, she turned back to Gus.
"You understand what he was thinking? Great, let me know, because I don't have a clue."
Gus shrugged, looking a little uncomfortable as he swiveled to stare out the window. "I mean, isn't it obvious? Your man has a fetish. He gets off on the jealousy. On a certain level, he was hoping he would lose, so that he would have "no choice" but to let you date me again."
Monica sank back into the chair, her mind working a million miles an hour. "That can't be true. I mean, no offense, but he doesn't like you at all. He would never want you to go out on another date with me. Besides, if he felt that way, he would have told me, not made a secret bet to force the situation."
Gus turned back and steepled his fingers, giving Monica a wry look over the desk. "Not if he's ashamed of what he wants. I mean, I get it. He loves reclaiming you, doesn't he? But how can he tell you that he wants to see you go out with another man so he can claim you back? Maybe he can't even admit what he wants to himself, let alone you."
Monica unconsciously raised a hand to play with her hair, curling it around a finger and letting it loose again and again. She was lost in thought for a moment. It was certainly true that Sam seemed to get immense sexual satisfaction from dominantly reclaiming her after her date with Gus... If he wanted to experience that again, would he really be able to ask her? She could see how that would be an embarrassing thing to ask your girlfriend. She might have even misunderstood his intentions if he had been straightforward about it.
"But if that's true, what can we even do about it?" she asked slowly. She was reluctant to discuss an issue this personal with Gus, but that ship had already sailed. "He's too ashamed to ask for what he wants, and when I've teased him recently, it turns him on, but it makes him stressed and embarrassed too. Even if some part of him wants it, it also makes him unhappy."
"I'll admit it's a tricky situation," said Gus seriously. "For a lot of couples, this kind of fetish can spell the end of their relationship if they don't handle it well. Luckily, I think I might have a solution that will help you two approach this in a healthy way."
Monica wasn't the type of person to uncritically accept unsolicited advice from people. Especially people as untrustworthy as Gus Pfeiffer. But on the other hand, his words did have a certain ring of truth, and it wasn't like she had any idea what to do about the strange sexual quagmire she and Sam had found themselves tangled in. There was nothing wrong with at least hearing Gus's perspective on it and deciding what to do for herself.
"Fine," she said cautiously, staring across the expensive, hardwood desk into Gus's gleaming eyes, "tell me what you had in mind."
...
Sam was already anxious about his girlfriend going to meet with the Ogre on her own. And the fact that the meeting apparently took hours didn't help him at all.
Eventually, he couldn't help it anymore. He just had to jerk off. He wasn't proud that that was the only thing that made sense as a solution to his negative feelings, especially since Monica had made it clear they would be having sex when she got back. But he couldn't think of any other way to clear the entwined feelings of arousal and worry from his mind.
As Sam sat back on the couch, he didn't pull up any porn or other source of stimulation. He didn't need it. His mind was going crazy as it was. His imagination could provide more than enough material to make his cock hard.
The images filled his mind with anger, jealousy, and clinging shame, yet waves of sexual energy poured through him as he pumped his cock in his frantic fist, sitting back on the couch with his eyes squeezed shut.
Fevered images rushed through his imagination.
Monica walking wide-eyed and innocent into Gus's office. The door swinging shut and locking behind her.
Monica, stripped to just her panties and kneeling on the ground beneath Gus's hairy thighs. Gus's hulking form above her, naked, with a massive, throbbing cock.
Monica's glossy lips parting. Her beautiful blue eyes looking upward with helpless arousal into Gus's hard, dark gaze. Her tongue extending to run curiously up the length of his monstrous cock.
Gus sweeping aside the contents of his desk to scatter to the floor and lifting Monica's curvy, petite form to the desk. Spreading her thighs, diving between them with his blunt face to savor the sweet wetness there.
His thick, veiny cock nuzzling at her tender, dripping lips as she moans and writhes beneath him, until he slams his cock deep into....
The door of the apartment opened, and Sam startled, shoving his hard cock back into his pants and snatching up a pillow to cover himself just as Monica came around the corner.
Sam could tell that something was wrong right away, and for a second, the wild images he had just been jerking off to seemed to merge with reality. Was the concerned expression on his girlfriend's face guilt? Had Monica actually done something with Gus during their private meeting?
But Sam shook himself out of it as his girlfriend came into the room and sat on the couch without her usual light-hearted greeting. The look on her face wasn't guilt. Monica looked frustrated and determined. Which didn't seem like great news.
Normally, Monica would sit hip to hip with him, but this time, she was on the other side of the couch, creating a distance between them. She cut right to the chase, her voice dry and serious. "Gus told me about the bet that you made with him, Sam. We need to talk."
Sam felt the world drop out from under him. At least the news that Monica had learned his shameful secret made his erection wilt, so that the pillow over his crotch was less necessary. But he found himself at a loss for words, looking into his girlfriend's unimpressed expression. She didn't look angry, which is what Sam had feared and expected. The silence dragged on, and Sam realized that Monica was waiting for him to speak.
Well... maybe that was better. Sam had been too embarrassed and confused to say his true feelings in the past two weeks. This wasn't a great start to the conversation, but maybe it was a conversation that needed to happen. He took a deep breath, organized his thoughts, and got started.
"I mean, I'm sorry I did that," he said with a sigh, unable to look his girlfriend in the eyes, "I know that it was pretty fucked up. But I just... I had a bunch of stuff building up inside me, and when I saw the Ogre there, it all just sort of bubbled up to the surface."
Monica nodded, her expression still neutral. "Ok. What kind of stuff was building up inside you?"
This was the hard part, but now was the time to get things out into the open, while Monica wasn't in a teasing mood. Sam forced himself to spit it out. "All of the stuff with you teasing me about him. I mean, I knew in my brain that you weren't seriously interested in him, but all of that stuff just built up in my subconscious, especially when we weren't having sex."
Monica sighed, then reached out and took Sam's hand. He felt a wash of relief. For a second there, he thought she might be breaking up with him. He didn't know if he would be able to handle that. Monica was the love of his life, and nothing about the strange sexual tension between them had changed that.
"I'm sorry too. I mean... I knew you were getting embarrassed, but since you always got so hard when I teased you, I just sort of assumed that you liked it."
"I did like it," said Sam with an embarrassed laugh. "It's just that I hated it too. It's hard to explain. The jealousy and arousal are so tightly wound that it's hard to see where one stops and the other begins."
"This is what we need to talk about," said Monica, her eyes burning into his. "Clearly, this... new thing we've discovered is hot for both of us. And I don't know about you, but I don't think we can just sweep it under the rug at this point. We need to explore it and understand it."
Sam wasn't sure about that. As hot as the teasing and jealousy were, part of him just wished they could go back to the way things had been between them before the date with Gus. But if this was something that Monica needed... he was willing to go further. "Sure," he said, trying to sound confident.
Monica squeezed his hand again, and Sam could detect a flush of excitement on her cheeks. She was really enthusiastic about whatever idea she was working up to here; he could feel it. "But the problem is that we've been coming at this all wrong," she said firmly, scooting closer to him on the couch. "It's been really fun teasing you, I'll admit it, but what I've been wanting ever since that night is the dominant, powerful man who took control and showed me that I belonged to him."
Sam winced. She was right. On that night he had been jealous, but at the same time he had felt powerful. He had known with absolutely certainty that Monica was his when he had fucked her after the date. He hadn't been able to get that feeling back when she teased him all week. "I think I was just too embarrassed and flustered to take charge."
Monica nodded rapidly. "Exactly! We have been fumbling around in the dark, when what we really needed to do was reproduce what we did the first time!"
Sam frowned. He had no idea where Monica was going with this, but suddenly he was a little worried to find out.
Monica took a deep breath and gripped Sam's hand tight, as if she was working up to something.
"Baby... I think I should go on another date with Professor Pfeiffer."
...
Monica stared across the desk at the Ogre with a look of disgusted disbelief, her heart rate suddenly jumping. "Not going to happen," she said flatly, crossing her arms and legs in a defensive position. "What about our first date gave you the impression that I was interested in a second?"
Gus unexpectedly laughed, leaning back in his chair and putting his arms behind his head. "Come on now, sweetheart, haven't you been listening? This isn't about me; it's about your relationship. You two need someone that pushes your boyfriend's buttons, that there is no risk of you actually falling for, and that you know can be discreet. That's the only safe way to explore this new fetish. And finding someone who fits all three of those criteria isn't going to be easy, trust me."
Monica paused, jiggling her foot on her leg irritably. She was feeling a little flustered, but she kept her voice as calm as possible. "Why can't I just pretend that I'm going on dates with you and not actually do it?"
"Did that work for the past few weeks? Did it do the same thing for you two that the real date did?"
Monica fidgeted with her hair, looking away. It made a twisted sort of sense... and Gus, despite being a scumbag, had proved that he was capable of keeping his mouth shut and respecting Monica's boundaries. He wasn't wrong that, in some ways, he was the perfect candidate to inflame Sam's manly, jealous side without being a serious risk to their relationship.
"I'm not saying I want to do this," she said cautiously, searching Gus's expression for any signs of nefarious intent. "But even if I wanted to, I can't just go up to Sam and tell him you asked me on another date. He already thinks you might be up to no good."
"Well, all you'll have to do is tell him that it's your idea. Trust me, when you explain what this could do for your relationship, even he will see that it makes total sense..."
...
Sam looked at her like she had just suggested that they go live in the sewers.
"Wha... excuse me?" he gulped, his fingers growing limp in hers. Monica didn't let him disengage. She gripped his hand tighter and scooted closer until their hips were touching.
"Ok, I know it sounds crazy," she said rapidly, trying to get out ahead of Sam's crashout. "But hear me out before you judge. I'm NOT doing this because I want to date the Ogre. Obviously. Even if he isn't as bad as I thought, he's still a creepy old man."
"But it sounds like that's exactly what you want to do," protested Sam, his eyebrows furrowing. "You just said you wanted to go on another date with him!"
"But not for his benefit! I want to do it for us. Listen, baby, I know this is a lot to take in, but can you trust me for one second and let me explain?"
Sam glared at her, took a deep breath, then pursed his lips and nodded reluctantly.
Monica knew that everything was riding on this pitch. Gus was right that this was the only safe and healthy way to contain and explore this volatile new fetish they had discovered. Now she just needed to convince Sam of that.
"We need something structured. Specific times when you reclaim me, and I tease you. Otherwise it might take over our whole life. More importantly, I think we need to try this all the way, without half-measures. Remember how hot it was on that night after the date?"
Sam nodded reluctantly. "Yeah. It was hot."
"We can have that every time if we just do it right! We know that it turns you on and makes you jealous when Gus talks to me. We also know that I'm not actually interested in him. I can just go on a date or two, and then we get to have incredible sex when I get home. It's almost like we're using him."
Sam was silent for a long moment, a conflicted expression on his face. "I don't know, baby," he finally said in a strained voice, looking away. "You're right that seeing you with Gus turned me on. But part of that is because it feels dangerous. Maybe that isn't something we should explore. It isn't right for me to feel turned on like that."
His voice cracked a little on the last sentence, and Monica's heart went out to him. Monica pulled her boyfriend into a tight hug. "If the danger is what turns you on, then that just means that Gus is the perfect guy to use for this," she insisted gently, murmuring into his shoulder. "Because he feels dangerous, but he isn't. You know I can deal with him. And as for right or wrong..."
She pulled back and planted a deep kiss on her boyfriend's lips. "I know this whole fetish is embarrassing for you. But I need you to understand that I don't think less of you for it. I know that the reason you get turned on is how badly you want to defend me when other guys are after me. Honestly, even though I was a little upset when you made a bet trying to scare Gus away, I was a little turned on too. I love it when you get possessive of me. Maybe that makes me a pervert too! But I think it's better if we embrace this, and enjoy it together instead of being ashamed of it and letting it come between us."
Sam nodded, but he was having trouble responding. Monica could see him wavering, but it was obviously still too embarrassing to admit he would be ok with his girlfriend going on another date with their professor.
Her hand slid beneath the pillow on her boyfriend's lap, and she told herself that if he was cold and flaccid down there, she would just apologise and drop the whole thing. But of course he wasn't. Throbbing stiffness met her fingers, and Sam's face turned red as she confirmed that the whole idea of another date turned him on.


"I'll tell you what," she said softly, rubbing the front of his pants. "If it's still too embarrassing to say yes, I understand. But let me make you a deal. For tonight... just don't say 'no'. Think about it. We can talk when you've had the time to decide. I'll even sweeten the deal. I know this is embarrassing... so if you just don't say 'no', I'm prepared to do something embarrassing for you in return."
Sam's conflicted expression dissolved into delight. "Oh... does that mean what I think it means?"
Monica giggled. "Ok, ok, yes. Cosplay sex. But don't get used to it! This is a one-time deal!"
...
It took Monica almost an hour to get completely ready. She couldn't just sling on her cosplay outfit. It needed the proper makeup and hair to go with it.
It gave Sam a little time to cool down and consider the offer that Monica had come to him with out of the blue. He still wasn't sure what to think of it. In a way, everything that his girlfriend said made sense. It might be better to explore the teasing and jealousy in a more structured and contained way. And, while Sam still didn't like Gus all that much, he had to grudgingly admit that the man had proven to be... predictable and manageable. Monica could handle him.
But on the other hand, Sam didn't know if he would be able to live with himself if he agreed to another date. It felt like handing Monica over to another man, and even though he knew she would come back to him afterward for hot reclaiming sex, and nothing would happen on the date, he thought that his pride might not allow it.
But no matter how concerned Sam was about the idea Monica had brought to him, none of his concern could survive the wave of lust and affection that swept over him when Monica finally opened the bedroom door and stepped outside, her costume faintly jingling.
Khalida, the Desert's Whisper was Monica's main in her favorite game, Ethereal Edge Zone. Khalida was a haughty princess of a desert kingdom who fought with two massive scimitars and sand magic. Monica had originally chosen to play the character because of her powerful AOE abilities and the stun that her ultimate caused rather than her looks, but there was no denying that the character's design was... alluring.
On top, Monica wore a small sky blue bikini top that hugged her round tits tight. The triangular cups were lined with hanging golden coins, and she wore a belt with more dangling discs at her waist. The coins and the bangles she wore on her ankles and wrists let out faint jingles as she moved toward her boyfriend on the couch. Normally, the costume called for a set of fairly conservative bikini bottoms beneath the gauzy, sheer blue skirt with slits running all the way up its sides, but Monica had left them off, leaving her pussy clearly visible through the thin, see-through cloth. Luckily, it seemed she had left the massive plastic swords in the closet.
She made an utterly tantalizing sight as she prowled forward, her swaying hips jingling as she came. When she finally reached Sam, she knelt swiftly at his feet, staring up at him with a heated gaze through the delicate blue veil that covered the bottom of her face. As usual, she had done her hair up with Khalida's signature ancient Egyptian-like headdress, and applied an elaborate cat-eye makeup. She looked stunning. Sam's cock had been rock hard before she had even made it all the way across the room, and now that she was on her knees looking lovingly up at him, he felt like he could almost cum on the spot.
"I've been a real tease this past week, Tiger," she said gently, reaching up to run her hands up Sam's thighs. Every time she spoke, the light gauzy veil in front of her mouth puffed out gently. "You know how I like to be a little brat. I feel bad that I ever made you doubt that you were the most important man in my life, even as a joke. So... tonight I want to remind you of how much I love and respect you, so that you never forget it."
Her hands reached up to work Sam's fly, and in moments she had stripped his pants and underwear completely off, revealing his powerfully throbbing erection. "Tonight, you're the boss, Sam. What you say goes."
Sam opened his mouth to excitedly ask that she give him a blowjob while keeping the veil on, something she had been extremely reluctant to do last time. But she raised an eyebrow and cut him off apologetically. "With one exception. I'm not going to do anything that will ruin my costume."
Sam was a little chagrined by that, but he had to accept it. Monica very rarely wore her cosplay, since it was only really appropriate at cons where other people were wearing similarly revealing outfits, but she had paid a good amount to have it custom-made. On the rare occasions she wore it, Monica refused to even eat while it was on. So Sam wasn't really surprised that she considered cocksucking completely off the table.
"But other than that," said Monica in a purring tone, reaching up to unhook the veil and carefully set it to the side, "Tonight, you're the master, and I'm just the humble servant. Use me however you want."
With a savage joy in his heart, Sam reached forward to cup the back of his girlfriend's head and pulled her downward toward his cock. Monica obeyed his physical command without question, parting her pink, rosy lips and swallowing her boyfriend smoothly, her tongue playfully tracing every inch of his swollen cockhead. Her free hand came up to jerk the base of his shaft with soft, rhythmic sounds of clinking bangles as her head began to bob, taking his cock into her hot, wet mouth.
Monica didn't have the same kind of flawless blowjob technique that some of the girls Sam had seen in porn had, but it was hard to complain when a beautiful woman was on her knees in a sexy costume, doing her best to pleasure you. Sam could see the faint pink blush on his girlfriend's face as she stared up at him lovingly, her mouth stuffed with his cock. He knew that part of the reason that Monica didn't agree to cosplay sex frequently was that she found it a little embarrassing. And yet, she was doing it for him anyway... because she knew it turned him on.
That gave Sam a surging feeling of confidence. This beautiful woman was here for him. Because he was the one she chose. Tonight she wanted to submit and serve him. The burning feeling of possession and pride that he felt was the same sensation that had taken over him the night after Monica's date with Gus. Sheer, intoxicating dominance.
Sam tightened his grip on the back of Monica's head, being careful not to dislodge her headdress, then pressed his cock deeper into her willing mouth. Up and down, Monica's lips gripped his shaft, giving him complete control as he fucked her mouth in short, shallow strokes. Although Sam loved his girlfriend dearly, it was perversely satisfying to fill the sassy mouth that had been teasing him all week with dick, putting her sharp little tongue to work serving his cock rather than making quips about other men.
Monica leaned into the performance of slutty service, locking her hands behind her back and staring up with soft, submissive eyes as her boyfriend let out all of his jealousy and frustration on her. As kinky and dominant as the act was, Sam never stopped feeling the intense affection that radiated between them.
Monica's throat made soft, wet sounds as Sam pressed his cock even deeper, drunk on the feeling of his beautiful girlfriend's slutty submission. Monica wasn't able to deep throat, and the one time that she had tried had ended in disaster. But she didn't stop Sam as he pressed his cock deeper. Monica maintained the vacuum seal of her sweet lips, the sleek chestnut hair in her updo bobbing with the thrusts of Sam's cock into her wet, willing mouth.
But Sam couldn't bring himself to push things further, even though his whole body was pulsing with lust, and he craved to feel his girlfriend's tight, wet throat wrapped around his cock. Firstly, because thick saliva was beginning to drip down her chin, and no matter how submissive Moinca was feeling right now, she would take it out of his hide later if she got drool on her cosplay. But more importantly, he couldn't bring himself to hurt the love of his life, and he just wasn't confident that she could handle deepthroating.
So instead, he released the back of her head and let Monica rise up, panting and flushed and a little teary-eyed. He cupped her cheek and leaned down as she rose to meet him, pulling her into an intense, passionate kiss, their tongues tangling wetly between them. Normally he might have felt a little squeamish about kissing Monica right after she had his cock in her mouth, but right now he couldn't give less of a shit. All he wanted was to feel the crackling sexual connection between them that had gotten so intense, but so tangled throughout the past week.
Sam pulled away, staying forehead to forehead with the woman he loved, staring deep into her clear blue eyes and feeling the love he had for her reflected back to him, pure and bright. He couldn't believe that he had thought she actually cared about other men, even subconsciously.
"You are so fucking sexy," he whispered to her, almost delirious with lust and love as he planted another kiss on her lips.
Monica giggled and bit her lip, then batted her eyelashes at him cutely. "Why thank you, Master. Is there anything else I can do for you?" Her voice was alluringly rough from sucking cock, and for a second, all that Sam wanted to do was stick his rock-hard dick back inside her mouth and finish the job. But that would be a waste. After a few days of denial, he needed her pussy in the worst way.
"Come here," he growled, relishing his dominant role as master. "I want you to ride me." He reached down to offer her a hand as Monica stood. Maintaining searing eye contact, she spread her thick, shapely thighs to straddle his lap, lifting the gauzy blue skirt, making sure it was well out of the way to her front and back before lowering her hips and beginning to rub the slick heat of her pussy over her boyfriend's swollen cock. "Mmmm," she purred, sliding her dewy lips up and down his rock-hard length, grinding into him while throwing her head back and closing her eyes in rapture. "You're soooo fucking hard for me. I love this cock so fucking much Tiger; you have noooo idea."
Sam reached up and gripped Monica's wide, sexy hips, enjoying the feeling of her feminine softness as he sunk his fingers in. The sheer, flowy material of the skirt between them showed him a tantalizing glimpse of her pussy as it pressed and slid against his cock, pinning it against his belly. Her sweet cunt was so hot and wet where his sensitive cock touched it that it was obvious how deeply and completely horny his girlfriend was. Right now all of her coy bratty teasing was stripped away, leaving only raw, submissive arousal and sincere love.
"Well, if you love it so much, I guess you had better ride it until you cum," said Sam in a deep, confident voice. Monica let out a rich chuckle, but there was no mockery in her heated gaze as she moved forward, pressing his head back into the sofa with a wicked little kiss.
Her hand reached between them, seizing his cock and maneuvering it into the correct angle as she raised her hips just a touch, allowing his tip to barely pierce her hot, throbbing entrance. "Your wish is my command, master," she breathed, then lowered her hips with aching slowness, sheathing his length in her tight, slick pussy.
An involuntary groan left Sam's lips as Monica's thick ass pressed down on his thighs, and he slid balls deep into the juicy cunt of the beautiful woman above him. Her warm walls squeezed around every inch of him as they stared into each other's eyes, and Sam was reminded of his deep, passionate connection with the love of his life.
"You want me to fuck this big cock until I cum, master?" she purred as her hips began to slowly pump up and down, her hot, wet walls clinging to his cock every inch of the way. "Fuck... I was hoping you would say that. I've been craving this dick all week, you know that? Every little mean tease I made, I was just getting so turned on by thinking about how you were going to put me in my place with your thick cock when we could fuck again." She took a deep breath, rolling her hips in a circular up and down motion and staring down into his eyes with a smoldering heat. "Is that what you wanted too, Master? Do you want to put your bad little girlfriend in her place?"
Sam tightened his grip on Monica's hips and thrust upward into her, feeling her walls part as his cock speared upward into her. She let out a low, rich moan, and Sam felt himself spurred forward, thrusting into her again and again as her soft butt ground downward to meet his pumping cock. The bangles and coins of her outfit blended with the wet sounds of her pussy as their pace increased, fucking each other and reestablishing the bond that had been strained between them over the past two weeks.
Monica began bouncing higher and more athletically, with breathy moans puffing from her lips every time his cock sank to its deepest point. Sam was mesmerized by the sight of his girlfriend's tits, bouncing heavily with each humping rise and fall of her hips. The coins dangling from the edge of the blue bikini flashed and shimmered and jangled with every lithe, straining movement of her body, right in front of Sam's face. But, as hypnotizing as the sight was, Sam could think of something that would look even better. And, after all, he was supposed to be the master tonight. He should get exactly what he wanted.
"Take off your top," he growled, surprised at the hard, demanding tone in his own voice. "I want to see those tits."
Monica sank her hips down and simply rocked them back and forth, squeezing his cock tight with her internal muscles. "You're so... crude, master," she said in a throaty voice, clearly aroused by her boyfriend stepping into the dominant role she had prepared for him. Her hands rose behind her, working the clasps of the sky blue top. "I fucking love it. You want to see this big fucking tits bouncing in your face, Master? It's my pleasure to obey."
She shrugged the tight top off her shoulders with a jingle of coins and set it carefully aside, revealing her perfect tits to Sam's greedy gaze. Monica's breasts were mouthwatering; heavy, round, and perfectly formed, with big, sensitive pink nipples that stood out stiffly from the perfect orbs, throbbing with obvious desire. Sam loved seeing, touching, and tasting them whenever Monica allowed it. But now, with his cock buried deep inside her hot, tight pussy, the sight was even better than usual. A nearly unbearable wave of lust washed through him as his girlfriend arched her back and provocatively thrust her tits into his face.
One of Sam's arms raised to circle around Monica's back, drawing her forward and pressing her tits directly into his face. She must have applied a little sweet-smelling lotion, anticipating Sam would want to do this, because her tits smelt amazing. Their skin was soft, warm and supple against Sam's face. For a minute, Sam just enjoyed this incredible sensation, rubbing his face unselfconsciously all over his girlfriend's glorious naked tits, enjoying the contrast between the perfect smooth softness of their rounded edges and the hard, throbbing heat of her stiff nipples. Monica began slowly moving her hips again, just enough to send waves of volcanic heat blazing through Sam's body.
But Sam wasn't satisfied with just nuzzling Monica's tits forever. He seized one blushing pink nipple in his mouth and swirled his tongue around it, feeling it rise further to pebbly stiffness between his lips. Monica moaned again, and she began to hump and grind faster down into Sam's cock. She braced herself with one hand against the back of the couch while raising the other to tangle in Sam's hair, squashing his face harder into the softness of her breasts. It hardly felt like something a humble servant would do to her "master", but Monica's obvious arousal was so fucking hot that Sam didn't even consider complaining.
"God... I love you so much, Tiger," gasped Monica in a voice wobbling with intense pleasure. Her hips began to pump faster and faster, and Sam could feel her thighs trembling around him. Monica's tits were bouncing in his face now, the nipple that wasn't currently being lashed by his tongue scraping up and down his cheek. "Fuck... you're the only man for me. The only man I need."
Monica's breaths here coming in shuddering gasps now, and her pussy gripped him tight every time it pulled upward from his cock, like it was desperately trying to claw him back into her. "Uhhhhn..." moaned Monica, pressing Sam so tight into her breast that he could barely breathe. "Ohhh, Goddd, Sam right there. Right fucking there!" Her hips ground and swirling in rapid little pumping motions, and Sam could feel Monica's soft, curvy body arch and tense in his hands, her pleasure peaking as she impaled herself on his cock again and again. "Make me cum with that big fucking dick, Tiger! I love you so fucking much!"
Sam couldn't respond with his tongue and teeth busy teasing his girlfriend's nipple, but he thought she could feel him return her passionate love through his mouth and tightly gripping hands. Monica's hips worked themselves to a fever pitch, slapping wetly down onto his crotch a few more times before she let out a whimpering moan, her eyes closing and her pussy clamping around Sam's cock like a silky vice. Her hand became a claw, pressing Sam's mouth into her nipple so hard that her soft tits squished over his nose and left him momentarily unable to breathe.
As Monica moaned and strained in Sam's lap, her thighs trembling and her Chest heaving with passion, it was a temptation for him to cum... but Sam held out. As long as he was in charge, there was one other thing he wanted to do. Something that never failed to make him feel dominant.
Monica sighed in rapture, releasing her boyfriend's head before he started to suffocate, then craning her neck down to kiss him. This time, as her lips met his and her tongue slipped through to fawningly stroke his, it wasn't with the fiery lust of a woman who needed to get fucked. It was slow, and sensual, and velvety soft. And the whole time, Sam's cock stayed buried in Monica's pussy, throbbing with growing desire.
Monica finally pulled away, her eyes hazy with love and satisfaction. "Oooh, Tiger," she said in a husky whisper, rolling her hips a little and clenching her pussy tight around his cock, "You're still so hard! Don't tell me that..."
"That's right," said Sam, bucking his hips upward into his girlfriend's well-fucked pussy and making her bite her lip at the unexpected little surge of pleasure. "I'm not finished yet. I want to cum taking you from behind."
Doggy-style wasn't the position that Monica usually preferred. She said that it felt a little too demeaning to her. But Sam was counting on the fact that tonight, his girlfriend would submit and grant him the rare treat, just like she had with the cosplay costume.
His command actually went over even better than he thought. Monica bit her lip again hard, staring at him with heat rising in her beautiful blue eyes once again. "Oooh. I love a man who knows what he wants and isn't afraid to ask for it. Where do you want me, master?"
"Get on the bed," directed Sam, and in seconds they were both up and heading for the bedroom, Sam's hard cock wagging and dripping with their combined juices as he pulled her forward by the hand. As they reached the bed, Monica removed the gauzy skirt and set it on the dresser; too much chance of something dripping down onto it in doggy style, Sam guessed. Now the only parts of the costume she had left were the headdress, the coin belt, and the bangles on her wrists and ankles.


Monica mounted the bed with a sultry look over her shoulder, arching her back, spreading her thighs lightly, and thrusting her ass upward into the air, swaying her hips side to side a little to display her perfect pussy to Sam's wondering eyes. "Mmmm," she purred, her eyes glowing as they stared at her loving man. "See something you like, master?"
She had a point. Monica's pussy looked absolutely mouthwatering. It was delicate pink against her pale skin; its smooth lips flushed and lightly gaping from getting so vigorously fucked just a moment before. Thick, syrupy fluids slid down her thick thighs in heavy droplets, evidence of how much she was enjoying herself. Monica balanced awkwardly on her head and shoulders to reach back and pull her cheeks apart with both hands, giving him an even better view. It was hard for Sam not to stare at the tight, puckered pink hole just above her pussy too. Sam had dreamed of doing a little assplay with Monica. What guy wouldn't, when he had a hot girlfriend with a round, bouncy ass? But that was something that Monica had drawn a hard line on... hard enough that Sam suspected that even this evening of "anything goes" dominance wouldn't grant him access.
"That look in your eye," rasped Monica, her voice a little muffled by the sheet as she arched her back further and pulled her cheeks apart, "You almost look... hungry." Sam caught the implication in Monica's heated words, and he knelt down at the edge of the bed right behind her, eager to take this chance to bury his face between her thighs and feast.
Sam gripped his girlfriend's hips and pulled himself forward, diving deep to run his tongue up her juicy slit, tasting her dripping arousal. Soon he was making her sigh and gasp again as his tongue thrust deep inside her and juices started to drip down his chin.
Sam loved eating out Monica's pussy. It made him feel like a stud. With one careful movement of his tongue, or a little suction applied in just the right place, he could make her writhe and moan. In a way, it felt like her body was under his complete control when his mouth was on her pussy. It made him feel so good, in fact, that he attempted a little experiment, licking upward until his tongue tentatively circled her tight, virgin asshole.
"Don't stop eating my pussy, master!" moaned Monica immediately. "It feels soooo good." She was phrasing it in a way to not break his illusion of control, but Monica was drawing a boundary nonetheless. Like Sam had suspected, her ass was completely off-limits.
Despite her plea, Sam decided that that was as good a time as any to proceed to the main event. His cock was throbbing insistently between his thighs, and he was ready to cum. "Sorry babe," he said, pulling her to the side so there was room for him to join her, kneeling behind her on the bed, "I think you're warmed up enough already. It's time for me to cum."
"Yes sir," said Monica meekly, sticking her ass out even further and offering her pussy up to his cock. "Please drain your balls inside me, master."
Sam held Monica's wide hips with one hand while he lowered the other to grip his cock and slide it up and down her slit, covering it in her slick nectar. He considered teasing her a little more as payback for all of her taunting words in the past week, but at this point Sam was desperate to cum, and it would have been torture for him more than it was for her. Instead, he just followed his instincts and sank his cock deep into Monica's pussy, once again reveling in the tight warmth that engulfed him.
He started to pulse his hips forward immediately. After fucking Monica to orgasm once already and eating her out from behind, there was no need to warm her up. Her hot cunt welcomed his cock all the way to the balls in one smooth stroke, and within moments, Sam was fucking her hard and fast. He dug his fingers deep into her hips, slapping against her fat ass with every stroke. Monica gave as good as she got, panting with ecstasy and tension as she bounced backward into her boyfriend's cock. The room filled with a symphony of filthy sounds. The wet slap of skin on skin. The jingle of Monica's belt. The grunts and moans of mixed male and female pleasure.
The sight beneath Sam was breathtaking. Monica's plump butt, stuck in the air and pressing back softly into his hips, jiggling as he slammed forward. Her back arched dramatically to offer him the perfect angle for penetration. Her fat tits swung beneath her, pink nipples tracing tight little circles in the air as the force of their lovemaking made them sway alluringly.
Sam could see why Monica found this position a little degrading. Even though he didn't actually think she was beneath him, this position made him feel like a conquering king, powerful and superior. His girlfriend was submitting to him fully, and it felt fucking amazing. In this moment, all of Sam's feelings of inferiority and anxiety over other men burned away in a massive feeling of catharsis. It was the same thing he had felt the night after the date... and Sam suddenly saw exactly why Monica had suggested the crazy plan to date the Ogre.
He could feel like this all the time. By letting Monica pretend to dance on the edge of danger, they could both have the pleasure of proving exactly where she really belonged.
Sam's pace increased, and in the spur of the moment, his hand flashed down, cracking against his girlfriend's bouncing, bubbly ass in a spanking. Monica yelped, but her pussy gripped tight for a moment, and she never stopped humping backward onto Sam's pumping cock.
Sam felt the words tumble out of his mouth as he charged recklessly toward orgasm. He was barely thinking as he spoke. "You say that I get whatever I want tonight? Well, here's what I want. You're going to go on a fucking date with that prick of a professor. You're going to be bored and thinking of my cock the entire time. And when you get home, you're going to tease the fuck out of me until it makes my cock hard enough to fuck the old creep right out of your mind. Got it?"
"Oh... oh Goddd," moaned Monica, clearly approaching her second orgasm of the night. "Yes, baby. That's what I want. Let me be a bad girl, and then put me in my fucking place with your cock. Show me who I belong to, Master!"
"You're mine, Monica," growled Sam, feeling his balls tighten and his cock swell as he plunged deep into the heated depths of his woman over and over.
"Yes, I fucking am! Make me yours! Claim me, Sam!" gasped Monica breathily as her thighs began to shake.
They came together, Monica howling in deep satisfaction and Sam going lightheaded with the power of his release as fireworks detonated in his brain and he pumped Monica's cunt full of a thick, backed-up load of cum. He coul